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A o : 


Courteous  Reader, 


TH  E Firfi  Edition  of  thefe  Flays  in  this  Volume  having 
found  that  Acceptance’  as  to  give  us  Encouragement  to  mah^ 
a Second  Imprepon^  we  were  very  defrous  they  might  come 
' forth  as  CorreB  as  might  be.  And  we  were  very  opportunely  informed 
\ of  a Copy  which  an  ingenious  and  worthy  Gentleman  had  tah^en  the  pains 
\(or  rather  the  pleafure^  to  read  over;  wherein  he  had  all  along  CorreUed 
i fever al  faults  (ffome  very  grofs^  which  had  crept  in  by  the  frequent  imprint- 
\tng  of  them.  His  Corrections  were  the  more  to  be  valued^  becaufe  he  had  an 
I intimacy  with  both  our  Authors ^ and  had  been  a SpeBator  of  mofl  of  them 
when  they  were  ABed  in  their  life-time.  This  therefore  we  refolved  topur- 
' chafe  at  any  Kate;  and  accordingly  with  no  fmall  cofi  obtain  d it.  From  the 
fame  hand  alfo  we  received  fever  al  Prologues  and  Epilogues^  with  the  Songs 
[appertaining  to  each  ^lay^  which  were  not  in  the  former  Edition^  but 
' are  now  inferted  in  their  proper  places,  Befides^  in  this  Edition  you  have 
the  additiott  of  no  fewer  than  Seventeen  Flays  more  than  were  in  the  for- 
\rner^  which  we  have  ta\en  the  pains  and  care  to  ColleB^  and  Print  out  of 
in  this  Volume^  which  for  diflinBion  fah^  are  marh^t  with  a Star  in  the 
Catalogue  of  them  facing  the  firji  Page  of  the  Bool^  And  whereas  in 
feveral  of  the  Plays  there  were  wanting  the  Names  of  the  Perfons  re- 
.prefented  therein^  in  this  Edition  you  have  them  all  prefixed^  with  their 
^i^Qualities ; which  will  be  a great  eafe  to  the  leader,  P'hus  every  ivay 
\perfeB  and  compleat  have  you^  all  both  Tragedies  and  Comedies  that 


'L 


were 


r 


I The  Book-fcllers  to  the  Reader. 

n^cre  ever  writ  hy  our  Authors^  a ^air  of  Ae  great eji'  Wits  and  mof  in- 
! genious  ^Poets  of  tbeir  Age ; f'om  ivhofe  worth  we  ^wuld  but  detract  by 
our  inofl  fiudied  Commendations, 

If  our  care  and  endeavours  to  do  our  (^Authors  right  (in  an  incorrupt 
’ and  genuine  Edition  of  their  Worhf)  and  thereby  to  gratife  and  oblige 
the  Header^  be  but  requited  with  a fuitable  entertainment ^ we  jhall  be  en- 
1 couragd  to  bring  Ben.  JohnfonV  two  Volumes  into  one^  and publijh  them 
; in  this  form  • and  alfo  to  reprint  Old  Shakefpear : both  which  are  de- 
fgned  by 

(V' 

1 ourSy 

Ready  to  lerve  you, 

John  Marty n. 

Henry  Herringman. 

Richard  Mario  t. 


Upon  Mr.  John  Fletcher/ 
splays. 


Fletcher,  to  thee.,  we  do  mt  only  owe 
All  thefegood  Plays y but  thofe  of  others  too  j 
Thy  IVft  repeatedy  does  fupport  the  Stage^ 

(fr edits  the  Usty  and  entertains  this  Age  ; 

No  Worthies  form'd  by  any  Miife  but  thine 
Could  purchafe  Robes  to  make  thcmfelves  fo  fine. 

IVhat  brave  Commander  is  not  proud  to  fee 
Thy  brave  MclantillS  tnhss  Gallantry? 

Our  greatest  Ladies  love  to  fee  their  fcorn 
Out-done  by  Thincy  in  what  themfelves  have  worn  j 
T h'  impatient  Widow  e're  the  year  be  done 
Sees  thy  Afpafia  weeping  in  her  Gown  ; 

1 never  yet  the  Tragick^Strain  ajfay'dy 
T)et err'd  by  that  inimitable  Maid  : 

And  when  I venture  at  the  Comick^Stile, 

Thy  Scornful  Lady  feems  tomock^my  toil  y 
Thus  has  thy  Mtifcy  at  oncfy  improv'd  and  marr'd 
Our  fport  in  Plays^  by  rendring  it  too  hard. 

So  when  a fort  of  lufiy  Shepherds  throw 
The  Bar  by  turnSy  and  none  the  reft  out-go 
So  fary  but  that  the  bejt  aremeafuring  cafisy 
Their  emulation  and  their  pajiime  lafls  ^ 

But  if  fame  brawny  Teaman  of  the  Guard 
Step  iny  and  tof  the  Axle-tree  a yard, 

Or  more,  beyond  the  farfhefi  A/ark,  the  reft 
TOeJpairing  ftand,  their  Sport  is  at  the  befi. 

EDW.  WALLER. 


O// SHAKESPEARE  S gentler  Mufcyin  thee  full  grown 
Their  Graces  both  appear,  yet  fo,  that  none 
Can  fay  here  at  tire  ends,  and  Art  begins 
But  mtxt  like  th'  Elements,  and  born  life  twins. 

So  interweav'dy  fo  like,  fo  much  the  fame. 

None  this  meer  nature,  that  mcer  Art  can  name  : 

'Twas  this  the  Ancients  meant,  nature  and  skill 
Are  the  two  tops  of  their  Pei  nafl'us  Hill. 

J.  DENHAM. 


To  Mr.  FrancisB  E A U MONT 
(Then  living.) 

HO  WIdo  love  thee  BEAUMONT,  and  thy  Mufc, 
That  unto  me  do'fl  fuch  religion  ufe  ! 

How  I do  fear  my  felf,  that  am  not  worth 
The  leaft  indulgent  thought  thy  pen  drops  forth  ! 

At  once  thou  mak^fi  me  happie,  and  unmalfjl 
And  giving  largely  to  me,  more  thou  talffi. 

What  fate  is  mine,  that  fo  it  felf  bereaves  ? ^ 

What  art  is  thine,  that  fo  thy  friend  deceives  ? 

When  even  there  where  mofl  thou  praifejl  me. 

For  Writing  better,  I mufi  envy  thee. 

BEN.  JOHNSON. 


On  Mr.  FrancisBeaumont 

(Then  newly  Dead.) 


On  Mr.  John  Fletcher/  , 
Works. 

1 

So  fhall  we  joy,  when  all  whom  Beafts  (tnd  Warms 
Had  turn'd  to  their  own  fuhftances  and  fprms. 

Whom  Earth  to  Earth,  or  Fire  hath  chang'd  to  Fire, 

We  jhaP  behold  more  than  at  firfi  intire 
As  now  we  do,  to  fee  all  thine,  thine  own 
In  this  thy  cJT/ufet  Refurrefltosf, 

Whofe  jc  utter'd  parts,  from  thine  own  Race,more  wounds 
Hath  fuffer'd  than  Afteotl  front  h^s  Hounds^  \ 

Which  firjb  their  Brains,  and  thfn  their  Bellies  fed. 

And  from  their  Excremenfs  npyp  Poets  bred.  V 
But  now  thy  Mufe  enraged,  from  her  Urn 
Like  Ghofls  of  murder'd  Bodies  doth  return 
To  accuje  the  Murderers,  to  right  the  Stage, 

And  undeceive  the  lon^  abuftd  Age, 

Which  cafls  thy  pratfe  on  them,  to  whom  thy  Wit 
Gives  not  more  (jold  than  they  give  drofs  to  it  j 
Who  not  content,  like  Felons,  to  purloin. 

Add  Tre  of  on  to  it,  and-debafe  thy  Coin. 

But  whith*P  f fir  ay' d ? I need  not  raife 
Trophies  to  Theje  from  other  mens  dijpraife  -, 

Nor  is  thy  Fame  o^aleffer  ruins  built, 

Tfor  needs  thy  jufter  Title  the  foul  guilt 
Of  Ea fern  Kings,  who  to  fecure  their  R^eign, 

Mufi  have  their  'Brothers,  Soris,  and  Kindred  fain. 

' Then  was  Wits  Empire  fit  thf 
When  labouring  a^d  finking  wjtffts  weight. 

From  thence  afhoufandl,eJfer  Poets  fprung. 

Like  petty  Princff  from  the  FfiU  o/Rome. 

Johnfon,  Shakefpeare,'^??^/?/?^  felf  did  fit. 

And  Jway'd  in  the  Triumvirate  of  Wit 

Tetwhat  from  Johnfon’i  Oi7,  and  Sweat  did  flow. 

Or  what  more  eafte  Njiture  did  befiow 

\ 


He  that  hath  fuch  acutenefs,  and  fuch  wit. 

As  would  ask^  ten  good  heads  to  husband  it  j 
He  that  can  write  fo  well  that  no  man  dare 
Ref  ufe  it  for  the  befi,  let  him  beware  : 

BEAUMONT  « dead,  by  wboje  foie  death  appears. 

Wit's  a Difeafe  confimes  men  in  few  years. 

RICH.  CORBET.  D.  D. 


On  Mr.  B E A U M O N T. 

( Written  thirty  years  (ince, 
preftntly  after  his  Death.) 

BEaumont  lyes  here  ; and  where  now  flail  we  have 
A Mufe  ike  his  to  figh  upon  his  grave  ? 

Ah  ! none  to  weep  this  with  a worthy  tear, 

But  he  that  cannot,  Beaumont  that  lies  here. 

Who  now  flail  pay  thy  Tomb  with  fuch  a Ferfe 
As  thou  that  Ladies  didfi,fair  Rutlands  Herfe  ? 

A Monument  that  will  then  lafiing  be. 

When  all  her  Marble  is  more  dufi  than  fle. 

In  thee  all's  lofi  : a fudden  dearth  and  want 
Hath  feiz.'d  on  Wit,  good  Epitaphs  are  fcant ; 

We  dare  not  write  thy  Elegie,  whtlfl  each  fear t 
He  ne're  flail  match  that  copy  of  thy  tears. 

Scarce  in  an  Age  a Poet,  arid  yet  he 
Scarce  lives  the  third  part  of  his  age  to  fee. 

But  quickly  taken  off  and  only  kaown. 

Is  in  a minute  flut  as  joon  as  flown. 

Why  flouldweakfiSIature  tire  her  felf  in  vain 
In  fuch  a piece,  do  dafl  it  firaight  again  ? 

Why  fhould  jhe  take  fuch  work_beyond her  skid. 

Which  when  fle  cannot  perfect,  fse  mufi  kill  ? 

Alas,  what  is't  to  temper  Jlimeor  mire? 

But  Nature's  puzJed  when  fle  works  in  fire : 

A 2 Great\ 


Grc.it  BrMfis  i^UksbriilitefigUfs)  cr^icl^fhaightj  while  thofe 
OfSti.  r.c  or  J I ’oed  hsld  o«r,  .v:d  fe.ir  not  blowes, 

. jk  :d  UY  tbar  A-icient  hoary  heads  can  fee 
Whsfe  JT/f  n*.:#  never  their  nwrtaluie  : 

Qcdumonz  dies  young.,  fo  Sidney  did  before., 

, Tisere  U’.w  not  Poetry  be  could  live  to  more., 

‘ He  could  not  up  higher,  I jcarce  know 
• If  th'  .trt  st  felfunto  lh.it  pitch  could  grow, 

I l\'ere't  not  thee  th.it  hadfl  arriv'd  the  bight 
' Of  all  th.it  ivfr  could  re.ich,  or  Nature  might. 

0 when  / read  thofe  e.vcellent  things  of  thine. 

Such  sirengtl',  fuhjweetnefs  coucht  in  every  line, 

Such  life  of  Fancy,  fitch  high  choice  of  brain. 

Nought  of  the  y ulg.tr  wtt  or  borrowed  fir  ain^ 

Such  pafion,  fuch  e.vprejfions  meet  my  eye. 

Such  Wit  untainted  with  obfeenity, 

And  the fe  fo  unaff'e^edly  c.vprefl. 

All  in  .1  language  purely  flowing  drefl, 

And  all ft  born  within  thy  felf,  thine  own, 

So  new,  fo  f efh,  jo  nothing  trod  upon  *, 

1 grieve  not  now  that  old  Menanders  vein 
Is  rui'i'd  to  fiirvive  in  thee  again  ■, 

Fuch  in  his  time  W.U  he, of  the  fame  piece. 

The  f"’'>ofh,  even  natural  Wit,  and  Love  ofGrccCC. 

I Tnofefew  fententioui  fragments  jhew  more  worth, 

I Than  all  the  Poets  Athens  e're  brought  forth'. 

And  I am  forry  we  have  lofi  thofe  hours 
\ On  them,  whofe  epuicknefs  comes  far  fhort  of  ours. 

And  dwell  not  more  on  thee,  whofe  every  ‘Page 
May  be  a pattern  for  their  Scene  and  Stage. 

I will  not  yield  thy  Workj  fi  mean  a Praife 
Adore  pure,  more  chafle,  more  fainted  than  are  Playes, 

Nor  with  tb.it  dull  fupinenefs  to  he  read. 

To  pafs  a fire,  or  laugh  an  hour  in  bed. 

How  do  the  Mufes  fiflfer  every  where, 

Takgn  in  fuch  mouths  cenfure,  in  fuch  ears, 

Tls.it  'twi.vt  a whiffe,  a Line  or  two  rehear fe. 

And  with  theT  “ipheHme together fpaule a y rrfe  I 
This  all  a Poems  leifure  after  Play, 

Drink.  Tabaco,  it  mayk^ep  the  Day. 
j Wbilft  even  their  very  idlcnejs  they  thinks 
j Is  loft  in  thefe,  that  lofe  their  time  in  drinks 
I Pity  then  dull  we,  we  that  better  know, 
will  a more  ferious  hour  on  thee  be  flow. 

Why  fiwul ' :.ot  Beaumont  in  the  Morning  pleajc. 

As  wcU  04  Plautus,  Ariftophanes? 

Who  if  my  Pen  may  04  my  thoughts  be  free, 
j Were  jcttml  Wits  and  'Bujfons  both  to  thee  \ 

■ Tet  thefe  our  Learned  of  fever  eft  brow 
^WiUdci  n to  look^on,  and  to  note  them  too, 

' Th.-it  will  d'jie  eur  own,  'tisEngUfh  flujfe, 

Andth'  yUithor  IS  not, rotten  long -nough. 

' Aleu  what  flegm  are  they,  compar  a to  thee, 

In  thy  Philaltcr,  and  Maids-Tragedy  ? 

Where's  futh  an  h'  -men  r 04  thy  Beffus  ? pray 
I Let  tIjcBi  put  all  t heir  Thvzfoss  in  one  Play, 

F/t /..all  out  bid  them',  their  conceit  was  poor, 
i All  in  a Circlt  of  a Bawd  or  Whore 
A cozyning^  d.-.nce,  t.'ik^  the  fool  away, 

And  not  a qood  jejt  extant  in  a Play. 

Tet  thefe  areWits,  bccaufe  they're  old,  and  now 
Btinz  Greek,  and  Laxinc,  they  are  Learning  too  : 

I But  thofe  their  own  times  were  content  t'  allow 
i Athirfl , fame,  and  thine  ii  loweft  now. 
i,  B.it  thoti  fhalt  live,  and  when  thy  name  u grown 
ijtx  Ages  older,  fhall  be  better  known. 

When  th'  art  of  ChauCcrs  flanMnginthe  tomhe. 

Thou  fialt  not  flare,  but  take  up  all  his  room. 

JOH.  EARLE. 


Upon  the  Report  of  the  printing  of  the  Dra- 
matical Poems  of  Mr.  John  Fletch- 
E R , collected  before,  and  now  let  forth 
in  one  Volume. 

T Hough  when  all  Fletcher  writ,  and  the  entire 
Man  was  indulg'd  unto  that  facred  fire. 

His  thoughts, and  his  thought!  dr  efs, appear'd  both  fuch 
That  'twas  his  happy  fault  to  do  too  much  j 
Who  therefore  wifely  did  fubmit  each  birth 
To  knowing  Beaumont,  e'reit  did  come  forth, 

Working  again,  until  he  faid  'twas  fit, 

And  madthim  the  fobriety  of  his  Wit ; 

Though  thus  he  call'd  his  Judge  into  his  fame. 

And  for  that  aid  allow'd  him  half  the  name, 

'Tis  known,  that  fometimes  he  did  Hand  alone. 

That  both  the  Spunge  and  Pencil  were  his  own  j 
That  himfelf  judg'd  himfelf,  could  flngly  do. 

And  was  at  laft  Beaumont  Fletcher  too  ^ 

Fife  We  had  lofi  his  Shepherdefs,  a Piece, 

Even  and  fmooth,  fpun  from  a finer  Fleece, 

Where  foftnefs  reigns,  where  paffwns  pajfions  greet, 

Gentle  and  high,  as  Floods  of  Balfam  meet  : 

Where  dr  efs' d in  white  exprejftons,  fit  bright  Loves, 

Drawn,  like  their  fakefl  Queen,  by  milkie  Doves ; 
zyi  FPiece,  which  Johnfon,  in  a rapture  bid 
Come  up  a glorify' d Workj  und  fo  it  did. 

Fife  had  his  cATufe  fet  with  his  Friend,  the  Stage 
Had  mifs'd  thofe  Poems,  which  yet  take  the  Age  \ 

The  World  had  lofi  thofe  rich  exemplars,  where 
Art,  Language,  Wit  fit  ruling  in  one  Sphere, 

Wherethe  frefl  matters  foar  above  old  The  am  s. 

As  ‘Prophets  Tkaptures  do  above  our  Dreams  \ 

Where,  in  a worthy  jeorn,  he  dares  refufe 
All  other  gods,  and  makes  the  thing  his  Adufe 
Where  he  calls  paffions  up,  and  lays  them  fo. 

As  fpirits,  aw'd  by  him  to  come  and  go 
Where  the  free  Authour  did  what  e'er  he  would. 

And  nothing  will'd,  but  what  a Poet  flould. 

‘Tfp  vafi  uncivil  bulk  fwells  any  Scene, 

The  Iflrengrh' s ingenious,  and  the  vigour  clean  *, 

‘TSfone  can  tr  event  the  Fancy,  and  fee  through 
At  the  firfl  opening  •,  all  fiand  wondring  how 
The  thing  will  be  untill  it  is  ^ which  thence 
With  frefl  delights  flill  cheats,  flill  takes  the  fence 
The  whole  defign,  the  fladows,  the  lights  fuch 
That  none  can  fay  he  flews,  or  hides  too  much', 

Buflnefs  grows  up  ripened  by  juft  encreafe. 

And  by  as  juft  degrees  again  doth  ceafe. 

The  heats  and  minutes  of  affairs  are  watcht. 

And  thefe  nice  points  of  time,  are  met  and  fnatcht ; 

, Nought  later  than  it  fhould,  nought  comes  before, 

(fhymifls,  and  Calculators  do  err  more , 

Sex,  Age,  Degree,  AffeHions,  Country,  Place, 

The  inward  fubftance,  and  the  outward  face ; 

All  kept  precifely,  all  exablly  fit, 

What  he  would  write,  he  was  before  he  Writ. 

'Twixt  johnTon's grave,  and  Shakefpears  lighter  found 
His  Mufe  fo  fleer'd  that  fomething  flill  was  found. 

Nor  this,  nor  that,  nor  both,  but  fo  his  own. 

That  'twas  his  markj,  and  he  was  by  it  known. 

Hence  did  he  take  true  judgments,  hence  did  ftrike 
All  Palates  fame  way,  though  not  all  alike 
The  god  of  numbers  might  his  numbers  crown, 
tyfnd  lifining  to  them  wtfl  they  were  his  own. 

Thus  Welcome  forth,  what  Eafe,  or  Wine,  fff  Wit 
Durfl  yet  produce,  that  is,  what  Fletcher  writ. 

WILLIAM  CARTWRIGHT. 


Mr.  John  Fletcher  his 

Dramatical  works  now  at  lafl:  printed. 

{ Could  praife  Hey  wood  now:  or  tell  how  long^ 

Falftaffe  from  cracking  Nuts  bath  kept  the  throng  : 

“But  for  a Fletcher,  / nmfl  takg  an  ylge^ 

And  fcarce  invent  the  title  for  one  Page. 

Gods  miifi  create  new  Spheres.^  that  (Ijould  exprefs 
The  Jev'ral  accents^  Fletcher,  of  thy  Drejs : 

The  Pen  of  Fates  jhoitld  only  write  thy  Praife  ; 

And  all  F\'jT\wv{i  for  thee  turn  to  Bayes. 

T hou  fcltfi  no  pangs  of  Poetry^  fuch  as  they, 

Who  the  Heav'ns  quarter  fitll  before  a Tlay, 
cyFndfearch  the  Ephemerides  to  find. 

When  the  AfpeEl  for  Poets  will  be  kind. 

Thy  Poems  (facredfprirtg)  did fi-om  thee  flow. 

With  as  much  pleafure,  as  we  reade  them  noW . 

Nor  need  we  only  take  them  up  by  fits. 

When  love  or  Phyflck^hath  difeas'd  our  wits  j 
Or  conjlr’e  Fnglijh  to  untye  a knot. 

Hid  in  a line,  far  fubtler  than  the  Plot. 

With  thee  the  Page  may  clofe  his  Ladies  eyes, 

Andyet  with  thee  the  ferious  (indent  rife  : 

The  Eye  at  fev^ral  angles  darting  rayes. 

Makes,  and  then  fees,  new  Colours  •,  fo  thy  Plays 
To  ev'ry  under  (landing  ft  ill  appear. 

As  if  thou  only  meanPft  to  take  that  Ear 
The  Phrafe  fo  terfe  and  free  of  a juft  Poife, 

Where  ev^ry  word  has  weight  andyet  no  Noife, 

The  matter  too  fo  nobly  fit,  no  lefs 
Than  fuch  as  only  could  deferve  thy  Drefs : 

Witnefs  thy  Comedies,  Pieces  of  fuch  worth. 

All  Ages  (hall ftill  like,  but  ne're  brtng  forth. 

Other  tn  jeajon  laft  fcarce  fo  long  time. 

At  coft  the  Poet  but  to  make  the  Fame  : 

Where,  tf  a Lord  a new  way  do's  but  (pit. 

Or  change  hts  (hrugge,this  anticfuates  the  wit. 

That  thou  didft  live  before,  nothing  would  tell 
Pofterity,  couldthey  but  write  fowell. 

Thy  Cath' lick^F ancy  will  acceptance  find. 

Not  whilft  an  humour's  living,  but  Man  klftd. 

Thou,  like  thy  writings.  Innocent  and  Clean, 

Ne'repratiis' d anew  Vice,  to  make  one  Scene, 

None  of  thy  Ink  had  gall,  and  Ladies  can 
Securely  hear  thee  (port  without  a Fan. 

But  when  thy  Tragick^Mufe  would  pie afe  to  rife 
In  Majeftte,  and  call  tribute  from  our  eyes  •, 

Like  Scenes,  we  fhifted  Pa(fions,  and  that  fo. 

Who  only  came  tb  fee,  turn'd  ASlors  too. 

How  didft  thou  fway  the  Theatre  ! make  us  feel 
The  Players  wounds  were  true,  and  their fwords,  fteel ! 

Nay,  ftr anger  yet,  how  often  did  I know 
When  the  fpeclators  ran  to  fave  the  blow  ? 

Fro-aen  with  grief  we  could  not  ftir  away 
Until  the  Epilogue  told  us  'twos  a Play^ 

What  (hall  I do  i all  Commendations  end. 

In  faying  only  thou  wert  BEAUMONTS  Friend  I 
(jive  me  thy  fpirit  epuickly,  for  I fwell, 
eMnd  like  a raving  Prophetefs  cannot  tell 
How  to  receive  the  full  god  in  my  breaft  : 

Oh  ! Iniuft  fieep,  and  then  I'lefing  the  reft. 

FRANCIS  Palmer,  of  Ch.  Ch.  Oxon. 
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I 

On  the  Works  of  Beaumont  and 

Fletcher^  now  at  Icngtii  printed. 

GReat  pair  of  Authors,  whon  one  eepual  far 
Begot  fo  like  in  Genius,  that  you  are 
In  Fame,  as  well  as  writings,  both  fo  knit. 

That  no  man  knows  where  to  divide  your  wit. 

Much  lefs  your  praife  you,  who  had  equal  fire, 

And  did  each  other  mutually  in(pire  ■, 

Whether  one  did  contrive,  the  other  write. 

Or  one  flam'd  the  plot,  the  other  did  indite 
Whether  one  found  the  matter,  th' other  drefs. 

Or  th'  one  di(pos'd  what  th'other  did  exprefs ; 

Where  e'reyour  parts  between  your  felves  lay,  we 
In  all  things  which  you  did  but  one  thread  fee. 

So  evenly  drawn  out,  fo  gently  (pun. 

That  art  with  nature  ne're  did  fmoother  run. 

Where  ftiall  1 fix  my  praife  then  ? or  what  pari 
Of  all  your  numerous  Labours  hath  defer  t 
More  to  be  fam'd  than  other?  (hall  I fay. 

I've  met  a lover  fo  drawn  in  your  Play, 

So  pajfionately  written,  fo  inflam'd. 

So  jealoufty  inra£d,  then  gently  tam'd. 

That  I in  reading  have  the  Perfon  feen, 

Andyour  Pen  hath  part  ft  age  and  AHor  been  ? 

Or  (hall  I Jay,  that  I can  fcarce  forbear 
To  clap,  when  I a Captain  do  meet  there. 

So  lively  in  his  own  vain  humour  dr  eft. 

So  braggingly,  and  like  himfelf  exprefl, 

That  modern  (fowards,  when  they  faw  him  plaid. 

Saw,  blufht,  departed  guilty,  andbetraid? 

Tou  wrote  all  parts  right  ■,  whatfoe're  the  ft  age 
Had  from  you,  was  feen  there  as  in  the  age. 

And  had  their  equal  life : Vices  which  were 
Manners  abroad,  did  grow  correHed  there  : 

They  who  poffeft  a Box,  and  half  Crown  (pent 
To  learn  obfeenenefs,  return'd  innocent, 

Andthanktyoufor  this  cozi nage  ,whofe  chaft  Scene 
Taught  Loves  fo  noble,  fo  reform'd,  fo  clean. 

That  they  who  brought  foul fires,  and  thither  came 
To  bargain,  went  thence  with  a holy  flame. 

Be't  to  your  praife  too,  that  your  ftock^and  Vein 
Held  both  to  Tragick^  and  to  Comick^ftrain  ; 

Where  e're  you  lifted  to  be  high  and  grave, 

NoBuskJn  jhew'dmorefolemn,  no  quill  gave 
Such  feeling  obje^s  to  draw  te^w'i  flom  eyes. 

Spoliators  fate  part  in  your  Tragedies. 

And  where  you  lifted  to  be  lov,  and  free. 

Mirth  turn'd  the  whole  houfe  into  Comedv 
So  piercing  ( where  you  pleas'd ) hitting  fault. 

That  humours  flomyour  Pen  iffued  all  fdt. 

Nor  were  you  thus  in  works  and  Poems  kiiit. 

As  to  be  but  two  halfs,  and  make  one  wit  j 
But  06  fome  things  we  fee,  have  double  caife, 

Andyet  the  ejfell  it  felf  from  both  whole  draws  j 
So  though  you  were  thus  twifted  and  combin'd 
As  two  bodies,  to  have  but  one  fair  mind ', 

T et  if  we  praife  you  rightly,  we  muft  fay 
Bothjoyn'd,  and  both  did  wholly  make  the  Playj 
For  that  you  could  write  flngly,  we  may  guefs 
By  the  divided  pieces  which  the  Prefs 
Hath  fever  ally  fent  forth  \ nor  were  gone  fo 
( Like  fome  our  Modern  Authors)  made  to  go 
One  meerly  by  the  help  of  th'other,  who 
To  purchafe  fame  do  come  forth  one  of  two ', 

Nor  wrote  you  fo,  that  ones  part  was  to  Itcl^ 

The  other  into (hape,  nor  did  one  ftick.^ 

The  others  cold  inventions  with  fuch  wit, 

As  ferv'd  like  fpice,  to  make  them  quicks  and  fit  ^ 


! 


A'or  oHt  of  nuttHAl  warty  or  cmpthitfs. 

Did  )Ouco»ffircto  go  ftill'Twins  to  tb^T^rrfsy 
. But  what  thus  joined  you  wrotCy  mtohrhave  come  forth 
As  good  from  euchy  and  fior'd  with  the  fame  worth 
j That  thus  unit edtheniy  you  did  join  fence 
In  you'tw.ts  League y w others  impotence ’y 
' A >:d  the  P refs  which  both  tints  itmongsl  Its  fotidsy 
! Sends  us  one  'Toet  m a pair  of  friends, 

I JASPER  MAINE. 


On  the  happy  Collec9:ion  of  Mr. 
F L E T c H E R V W orks^  iicvet 
before  printed. 
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Fletcher,  arife,  vfurpers  flsare  thy  BaySy 
They  Canton  thyvaji  JVit  to  build  fmall  Plays : 

He  comes  I his  p'olnme  breads  through  (flouds  and  Dsifl^ 

Down,  littl.  WitSy  Tcmrftrefundy  Tentufl. 

Nor  comes  he  pr  iv.it  e,  here’s  C re  at  BEAUMONT  toOy 
How  could  one  ftngle  World  encompafs  Two  ? 
for  thefe  Co-hcirshad  equal  power  to  teach  • 

All  that  all  Wits  both  can  and  cannot  reach. 

Shakefpear  w.ts  early  up,  and  went  fo  drefl 
As  for  thofe  dawning  ho  rs  he  knew  was  befl  ", 

But  when  the  Sun  (hone  forth,  Yo\xT wo  thought  fit 
To  wear  jufi  Robes,  andleave  off  Trunkjoofe-Wit. 

Now,  now  ’twas  perfeSl,  none  muft  lookjor  New, 

A fanners  and  Scenes  may  alter,  but  not  Ycu  : 

For  Yours  are  not  meer  humours,  gilded  Stratus : 

The  faflnon  loft.  It  our  maffy  Scnce  remains. 

Some  think,^  Your  Wits  of  two  Complexions  fratnd 
That  One  the  Sock,  th'  Other  the  Buskin  claim’d ; 

That  (hould  the  Stage  ^mbatta'd  all  Its  Force,  (Horfe. 

FLETCHER  would  lead  the  Foot , BEAUMONT  the 
But  you  were  Both  for  Both  j not  Semi  wits. 

Each  Piece  is  wholly  Two,  yet  never  fplits 
Y’ are  not  twoFaevdUQS,  {and one  Soui  ftill) 
/y<f//7’Underftanding,  Thou  the  quicks  free  Will; 

'But,  as  two  \Q'jZt%tn  one  Song  embrace,  Bafe) 

( F L E T C H E R’j  hgen  Trebble,  and  B E A U M O N Ts 

Two,  full.  Congenial  Souls  \ JHll  Both  prevail’d. 

His  Mufe  and  Thine  were  Charter’d,  not  Impal’d ; 

B'^th  brought  Your  Ingots,  Both  toil’d  at  the  Mint, 

Beat,  melted,  fifted,  ttllnodrofs  ftuck^in’t. 

Then  in  each  Others  Scales  weigh’d  every  Grain, 

Then  fmooth  and  burntjh’d,  then  weigh’d  all  a^ain, 

Stampt  both  your  Names  upon’ t at  one  bold  Hit, 

Then,  then  ’twas  (foin,  as  well  as  Bullion-Wit. 


Thus  Twins But  at  when  Fate  one  Eye  deprives. 
That  other  jlrives  to  double  which  furvtves 
‘.0  BEAUMONT  dy’d',  yet  left  in  Legacie 
fh:  Rales  and  Standard  wit,  FLETCHER,  fo  Thee. 
itii‘  the  fame  Planet,  though  not  fill’d  fo  foon, 

A two  horn’d  Crcfcent  then,  now  one  Full-moon. 

7 oym  Love  before,  now  Lionout  doth  provoke', 

0 the  old  Giants  forcing  a huge  Oak^, 

One  Pipt  his  footing,  tb’fJther  fees  him  fall, 

. Crafpt  the  whole  Tree,  and  fingleheld  up  all. 

Imperial  FLETCHER!  here  begins  thy  Reign, 

, ^'enes  flnw  Sun  beams  from  thy  glorious  Brain 
Thy  fwift  difpatching  Soul  no  rmre  doth  flay 
' Than  he  that  built  two  (fities  in  one  day ; 

F.  jrrb'rtrn  full,  and  fomettmes  running  o’r 
, To  feed  poor  languid  Witsthatwait  at  door, 

' iVho  creep  and  creep,  yet  ner  above  ground  flood, 
j ^For  Creatures  have  mofl  feet,  which  haveleafl  Blood) 

I But  thou  art  flill  that  Bird  of  Paradife, 

\ Which  hath  no  Fzzt,  andr’jernobly  flies: 


Rich,  lufly  fence,  fuch  as  the  Poets  ought. 

For  Poems,  if  not  excellent,  are  naught ", 

Low  W it  in  Scenes , in  State  a Peafant  goes  j 
If  mean  and  flat,  let  it  foot  Yeoman-Profe, 

That  fuch  may  fpell  as  are  not  Readers  grown. 

To  whom  he  that  writes  Wit,  jhews  he  hath  none. 

jPrri'ye  Shakefpear  flow’d,  yet  had  his  Ebbing  too. 

Often  above  Himfelf,  fometimes  below 
Thou  always  befl,  if  ought  feem’d  to  decline, 

’Twas  the  unjudging  Rout’s  miflakg,  not  Thine  ^ 

Thus  thy  fair  SHEPHERDESS,  which  the  bold  Heap 
( Falfe  to  themfelves,  and  Thee ) did  prize  fo  cheap. 

Was  found  (when  underflood ) fit  to  be  Crown’d, 

At  worfl  ’twos  worth  two  hundred  thoufand  Pound. 

Some  blafl  thy  Works,  lefiwe  fhould  tracktheir  walk, 

Where  they  fleal  all  thofe  few  good  things  they  talk.', 

Wit- Burglary  mufl  chide  thofe  it  feeds  on. 

For  plunder’d  Folks  ought  to  he  rail’d  upon  j 
But  (as  floln  goods  go  off  at  half  their  worthf 
Thy  flrong  Sence  palls  when  they  purloin  it  forth. 

When  dtdfi  Thou  borrow  ? where’sthe  Man  e’r  read 
Ought  beg’d  by  Thee,  from  thofe  alive  or  dead  I 
Or  from  dry  Goddefles,  as  fame,  who  when 
They  fluff  their  Page  with  gods,  write  worfethan  men. 

Thou  Wert  thine  own  Mufe,  and  hadfl  fuch  vafi  odds, 

Thou  out -writ'll  him  whofe  Verfe  made  all  thofe  Gods  \ 

Surpaffing  thofe,  our  dwarfifh  Age  up-rears. 

As  much  as  Greeks  or  Latines  thee  in  years ; 

Thy  Ocean  Fancy  knew  nor  Banks  nor  Damms, 

We  ebb  down  dry  to  pebble- Anagrams 
Dead  and  inflptd,  all  defpairing  fit, 

Lofi  to  behold  this  great  Relapfe  of  Wit  ; 

what  fir ength  remains,  is  like  that  (wild  and  fierce) 

Till  Johnfon  made  good  Poets  and  right  Verfe. 

Such  hoyfl’rous  Trifles  thy  Mufe  would  not  brook. 

Save  when  fhe’d  fhow  how  feurvily  they  lookj. 

No  favage  <iJVetaphors  (things  rudely  Great) 

Thou  dofl  dijplay,  not  butcher  a Conceit 

Thy  Nerves  have  Beauty,  which  invades  and  charms ; 

Looks  like  a Princefs  harnefs’d  in  bright  Arms. 

Nor  art  thou  loud  and  cloudy thofe  that  do 
Thunder  fo  much,  do’t  without  Lightning  too  ; 

Tearing  themfelves,  andalmoft  Jplit  their  Brain 
Torender  harfh,  what  thoufpeal^fl  free  and  clean 
Such  gloomy  Sence  may  pafs  for  High  and  Proud, 

But  true-born  wit  flill  flies  above  the  Cloud 

Thou  know’fl  ’twas  Impotence  what  they  call  Height ; 

Who  bluflers  flrong  i’th’  Dark_,  but  creeps  i’th’  Liffht. 

And  as  thy  thoughts  were  dear,  fo,  innocent; 

Thy  Fancy  gave  no  unfwept  Language  vent  •, 

Slander’ fl  not  Laws,  prophan’fl  no  holy  Page, 

( As  if  thy  Fathers  Crofier  aw’d  the  Stage  j) 

High  Crimes  were  flill  arraign’d,  though  they  made  fhift 
To  profper  out  four  A(H;s,  were  plagu’d  i’th’ Fifth  : 

All’s  faje  and  wife,  no  fliff  affeSled  Scene, 

A^orfwoln,  worflat,  a true  full  natural  Vein  ^ 

Thy  Sence  (like  well-drefl  Ladies ) cloath’d  as  skin’d. 

Not  all  unlac’d,  nor  City  flarcht  and  pin’d 
Thou  hadfl  no  Sloth-  no  Rage,  no  fallen  Fit, 

But  Strength  and  Mirth,  FLETCHERV  a Sanguine  Wit. 

Thus,  two  great  ConFa\-Poets  all  things  fway’d, 

Till  all  was  Englilh  Born,  or  LugfiiFa  Made : 

Mitre  ^WCoyfe,  here  into  one  Piece  fpun, 

BEAUMONT  a Judge’j,  this  a Prelate’^  Son. 

What  flrange  Produltion  is  at  lafl  difplay’d 
((fot  by  two  Fathers  without  Female  aid ) 

Behold,  two  Mafculincs  efpous’d  each  other. 

Wit  and  the  World  were  born  without  a Mother. 

J.  BERKENHEAD. 

On 
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On  the  Edition  of  Mr.  Francis 

^eaumont’sy  and  Mr.  John  Fletchers  Plays 
never  printed  before. 

rAm  amazed and  this  fame  £cy?^zyr^ 
fs  both  my  Glory  and  j4po,o^ie. 

\ Sober  Joys  are  dull  Pafjmis-^  they  miifh  bear 
Proportion  to  the  Subjctt : if  fo  •,  wiicre 
"^Beaumont  and  Fletcher  fliall  vouchfafe  to  be 
That  fiibjcEi  \ That  Joy  mufl  be  Ecftafie. 

Fury  is  the  Complexion  of  great  Wits  ; 

1 he  Fools  DiFtemper : He,  that’s  mad  by  fitSy 
Is  wife  fo  too.  It  is  the  Toets  Mufe  y 
The  Prophets  (Jod : the  Foolsy  and  myexcufe. 

For  (in  nothing  lefs  than  Fletchers  name 
Could  have  begoty  or  jujhfy'd  this  flame. 

niethinks  it  fliould  not  be. 

ISfoy  not  in’s  Works : Plays  are  as  dead  as  He. 

The  Palate  of  this  agegnfts  nothing  High  y . 

That  has  not  Cujlard  in’t  or  Bawdery. 

Foly  and  Madaefs  fill  the  ft  age  : The  Scene 
• Is  Athens  ; where,  the  Guilty,  and  the  mean, 

The  Foolfcapes  well  enough  •,  Learned  and  Great, 

Suffer  an  Oflracifm  *,  Hand  Exulate. 

• 

Mankind  is  falPn  again,  Jhrunk^  a degree, 

A (tep  below  his  very  Apoflafle. 

Nature  her  jelf  is  out  of  Tune , and  flicks 
Of  T umult  and  T)iforder,  Lunatick^ 

Yet  what  world  would  not  cheerfully  endure 
The  T Qrturej  or  Dijeafe,  t’  enjoy  the  Cure  ? 

This  Boolfs  the  Balfam, ' and  the  Hellebore, 

Muit  preferve  bleeding  nature,  and  reflate 
Our  Crazjy  fiupor  to  a juft  quicks  Senfe 
Both  of  Ingratitude,  and  Providence. 

That  teaches  us  (at  Once')  to  feel,  and  kpow, 

T wo  deep  Points : what  we  want,  and  what  we  owe. 

Yet  Great  Goods  have  their  Ills : Should  we  tranfmit 
To  Future  Times,  the  Pow^r  of  Love  and  Wit, 

In  this  Example:  would  they  not  combine 
To  make  Our  ImperfeEHons  their  Deflgn  ? 

They’d  fiudy  our  Corruptions , and  take  more 
Care  to  he  III,  than  to  be  Good,  bejore. 

For  nothing  but  Jo  great  Infirmity, 

Could  make  them  worthy  of  fuch  Remedy. 

Have  you  not  feen  the  Suns  almighty  Ray 
Refeue  th’  affrighted  world,  and  redeem  Day 
From  black  defpair : how  his  viEdorious  Beame 
Scatters  the  florm,  and  drowns  the  petty  flame 
Of  Lightning,  in  the  glory  of  his  eye : 

How/«//of  powJ,  hosNfull  of  (JMajefiy? 

When  to  us  Mortals,  nothing  elfe  was  known. 

But  the  fad  doubt,  whether  to  burn,  or  drown. 

Choler,  and  Phlegm,  Heat,  and  dull  Ignorance, 

Have  call  the  people  into  fuch  a Trance, 

That  fears  and  danger  leem  Great  equally. 

And  no  difpute  left  now,  but  how  to  dy. 

Juft  in  this  nick.,  Fletcher  fets  the  world  clear 
Of  all  diforder,  and  reforms  us  here. 

The  formal  Touth,  that  knew  no  other  Grace, 

Ot  Value,  huthisTitle,  and  his  Lace, 

Glajfes  himfelf:  and  in  this  faithful  Mtrrour, 

Views,  difapproveSy  reforms,  repents  his  Errour. 


The  Credulous,  bright  Girl,  that  believes  all 
Language,  (in  Oaths)  if  Good,  Canonical, 

Xsfortifi’d,  and  taught,  here,  to  beware 

O^ev'ry  fpccious  bait,  of  ev'ryfnare 

Save  one : and  that  fame  Caution  takes  her  more. 

Than  all  the  flattery  Ihe  felt  before. 

She  finds  her  Boxes,  and  het  thoughts  betrafd 
By  the  Corruption  of  the  Chambermaid  : 

Then  throws  her  wajhes  and  dtjjemblingt  by  , 

KnA  Vows  nothing  but  Ingenuity. 

The  fever  e States-man  quits  his  fallen  form 
Of  Gravity  ax\h  biVnefs  , The  Luke  warm 
Religious  his  Tfeutrality The  hot 
'Brain-fick  Illuminate  his  z.eal ; the  fit 
Stupidity  -y  The  fiuldier  his  Arrears  ■, 

The  Court  its  Confidence  \ The  Plcbs  then  fears  , 

Gallants  their  Apijhnefs  and  Perjurie, 

Women  their  Pleafure  and  Inconfiancie, 

Poets  their  wine',  the  ZJfurer  his  Pelf  j j 

Theivor/<^  its  Vanity,  and  1 my  Jelf.  ! 

Roger  L’  Eftrange, 


On  the  Edition, 

FLETCHER(  whofefame  no  age  can  ever  W-afi  ; 

Envy  of  Ours,  and  glory  of  the  lafl  ) 

Is  now  alive  again  and  with  his  name 
His ficred AJhes  wahfd into  a Flame', 

Such  as  before  did  by  a fccret  charm 
The  wildefi  Heart  fubdue,  the  coldejl  warm. 

And  lend  the  Lady's  eyes  a power  more  bright, 

Difpenflng  thus  to  either,  heat  and  Light. 

He  to  a fympathie  thoje  fouls  betrai'd 
Whom  Love  or  Beauty  never  could  perfwade  j 
And  in  each  mov'd  fpeElatour  could  beget 
A real  paffion  by  a Counterfeit. 

When  flrfl  Bellario  bled,  what  Lady  there 
Did  not  for  every  drop  let  fall  a tear  I 
And  when  Afpafia  wept,  not  any  eye 
But  feem'd  to  wear  the  fame  fad  liver ie. 

By  him  infpir'd  the  feign'd  Lucina  drew 
More  fir  earns  of  melting  forrrow  than  the  true  ; 

But  then  the  Scornful  Lady  did  beguile 
Their  eafie griefs  and  teach  them  all  to fnile. 

T hus  he  AJfeEHons  could,  or  raife  or  lay  , 

Love,  grief  and  mirth  thus  did  his  charms  obey  : 

He  Nature  taiught  her  pajfions  to  out  do, 

How  1 0 refine  the  old,  and  create  new  , 

Which  fuch  a happy  likenefs  feem'd  to  bear. 

As  if  that  Nature  Art,  Art  Nature  were, 

Tet  all  had  nothing  been,  obfeurely  kept 
In  the  fame  Urn  wherein  his  duft  hath flept. 

Nor  had  he  ris'  the  Delphickjvreath  to  clainiy 
Had  not  the  dying  feene  expir'd  his  name  ; 

Defpair  our  joy  hath  doubled,  he  is  come. 

Thrice  welcomby  this  Poft-liminium. 

His  lofs  preferv'd  him  • they  that  filenc'd  Wit, 

Are  now  the  Aut hours  to  £terniz.e  it ; * ' 

Thus  Poets  are  in  fpight  of  Fate  reviv'd. 

And  Plays  by  Intermijfion  longer  liv' d. 

^ THO.  STANLEY. 
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X H E 

MAIDS  TRAGEDY 

Perfons  Reprefcr 

King. 

Lyuppus,  brother  to  the  King. 

Amintor,  a Noble  Gentleman. 

Evadne,  tKife  to  Amintor. 

KphibT  *"  E™dne. 

Alpatia,  troth-plight  wife  to  Amintor. 

Csdianax,  an  old  humorous  Lord,  and  Father  to 
Alpatia. 

ited  in  the  Play. 

Diagoras,  a Servant. 

Otympias  Gentlewomen  to  Alpatia, 

Dula,  a Lady. 

Night  1 

Eolus  3 

1 

primus. 

Seen  a prim  a. 

Enter  Cleon,  Strata,  Lyf^fus,  Diphilus* 


CLeon.  The  reft  are  making  ready  Sir. 

Strat.  So  let  them,  there’s  time  enough. 

T>ifh.  You  are  the  brother  to  the  King, my  Lord, 
we’l  take  your  word. 

Lyf.  Strata,  thou  haft  fome  skill  in  Poetry,  What  thinkft 
thou  of  a Mask  ? will  it  be  well  ? 

Strat.  As  well  as  Mask  can  be. 

Lyf.  As  Mask  can  be  ? 

Strat.  Yes,  they  muft  commend  their  King,  and  fpeak 
in  praife  of  the  Aflembly,  blefs  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom,  in 
perfon  of  fome  God ; th’  are  tyed  to  rules  of  flattery. 

Ce.  Sec,  good  my  Lord,  who  is  return’d ! 

Lyf.  Noble  Melantipu  / Enter  Melantms. 

The  Land  by  me  welcomes  thy  vertues  home  to  Rhodes,  thou 
that  with  blood  abroad  buyeft  us  our  peace  j the  breath  of 
Kings  is  like  the  breath  of  Gods  j My  brother  wiftit  thee 
here,  and  thou  art  here ; he  will  be  too  kind,  and  weary 
thee  with  often  welcomes;  but  the  time  doth  give  thee  a 
welcome  above  this  or  all  the  worlds. 

Mel.  My  Lord,  ray  thanks  •,  but  thefe  fcratcht  limbs  of 
mine  have  fpoke  my  love  and  truth  unto  my  friends,  more 
than  my  tongue  ere  could ; my  mind’s  the  fame  it  ever  was  to 
you ; where  I find  worth,  I love  the  keeper,  till  he  let  it  go, 

, And ’then  I follow  it.  Diph.  Hail  worthy  brother ! 

He  that  rejoyces  not  at  your  return 
In  fafety,  is  mine  enemy  for  ever. 

• Mel.  I thank  thee  Diphilus : but  thou  art  faulty  •, 

I fcnt  for  thee  to  exercife  thine  armes 

With  me  at  T atria : thou  cam’ft  not  Diphilus : ’T was  ill . 

Diph.  My  noble  brother,  myexcufe 
Is  my  King’s  ftrid  command,  which  you  ray  Lord 
Can  witnefs  with  me.  Lyf.  ’Tis  true  Melantms, 

He  might  not  come  till  the  folemnity 

Of  this  great  match  were  paft.  Diph.  Have  you  heard  cf  it  ? 

Mel.  Yes,  I have  given  caufe  to  thofe  that 
Envy  my  deeds  abroad,  to  call  me  gamefome ; 

I have  no  other  bufinefs  here  at  Rhodes. 

Lyf.  We  have  a Mask  to  night. 

And  you  muft  tread  a Soldiers  meafure. 

Mel.  Theft  foft  and  filken  wars  are  not  for  me  y 


TheMufickmuftbelhrill,  and  all  confus’d. 

That  ftirs  my  blood,  and  then  1 dance  with  armc^ : . ^ 

iut  is  ./imintor  Wed}  Diph.  This  day. 

Mel.  All  joyes  upon  him,  for  he  is  my  friend : 

Wonder  not  that  1 call  a man  fo  young  my  friend, 
dis  worth  is  great ; valiant  he  is,  and  temperate. 

And  one  that  never  thinks  his  life  his  own. 

If  his  friend  need  it : when  he  was  a boy. 

As  oft  as  I return’d  (as  without  boaft) 

I brought  home  conqueft,  he  would  gaze  upon  me. 

And  view  me  round,  to  find  in  what  one  limb 
The  vertue  lay  to  do  thofe  things  he  heard ; 

Then  would  he  wifli  to  fte  my  Sword,  and  feel 
The  quicknefs  of  the  edge,  and  in  his  hand 
Weigh  it;  he  oft  would  make  me  fmile  at  this. ^ 

His  youth  did  promife  much,  and  his  ripe  years 
Will  fte  it  all  perform’d.  Enter  Jfpatla, 

Melan.  Hail  Maid  and  Wife ! ^7- 

Thou  fair  Afpatia,  may  the  holy  knot 
That  thou  haft  tyed  to  day,  laft  till  the  hand 
Ofageundo’t;  may’ll  thou  bring  a race  ^ 

Unto that  may  fill  the  world 
Succelfively  with  Souldiers.  uifp.  My  hard  fortunes 
Deferve  not  fcorn  for  I was  never  proud 
When  they  were  good.  Mel.  How’s  this  ? Exit  JJpatia. 
Lyf.  You  are  miftaken,  for  Ihe  is  not  married, 

Mel.  You  laid was.  Diph.  ’Tis true;  but 
Mel.  Pardon  me,  I did  receive 
Letters  at  P atria,  from  my  Amintor, 

That  he  Ihould  marry  her.  Diph.  And  fo  it  flood. 

In  all  opinion  long ; but  yourarriyal 

Made  me  imagine  you  had  heard  the  change.  ^ 

Mel.  Who  hath  he  taken  then?  Lyf.  A Lady  Sir,- 
That  bears  the  light  above  her,  and  ftrikes  dead 
With  flalhes  of  her  eye ; the  fair  £<vadne  your  vertuoiis  Sifter. 
Mel.  Peace  of  heart  betwixt  them : but  this- is  ftrange. 
Lyf.  The  King  my  brother  did  it 
To  honour  you*,  and  theft  folemnities  . 

Are  at  his  charge.  ‘ Mel.  ’Tis  Royal,  likehimftlfv 
But  I am  fad,  my  fpeech  bears  fo  unfortunate  a found  • _ 

B - To: 
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To  beautiful  yi'p.ttLi  ^ there  is  rage 

Hid  in  her  fathers  breaft ; Cili.vi.ix 

Bent  long  againlf  me,  and  he  fliould  not  think. 

If  I could  <.'all  It  back,  that  1 would  take 
Sfr  ba fc  rc\Tnges,  as  to  fcorn  the  ftate  (the  King  ? 

Of  bis  ncgleCtci  dauglitcr : holds  he  ftill  his  greatnefs  with 
z>y:  Yes*,  but  this  Lady 
W'aik^dilcontented,  with  her  watry  eyes 
Benton  the  earth  ; the  unfrequented  woods 
Are  her  delight  •,  and  when  Ihe  lees  a bank 
Stuck  full  of  flowers,  fhe  with  a figh  will  tell 
Her  fervants  what  a pretty  place  it  were 
To  bury  lovers  in,  and  make  her  maids 
Pluck’em,  and  ftrovv  her  over  like  a Corle. 

She  carries  with  her  an  infed;ious  grief 
That  ftrikes  all  her  beholders,  flic  will  ling 
The  mournful’ft  things  that  ever  ear  hath  heard. 

And  figh,  and  fing  again,  and  when  the  reft 
Of  our  young  Ladies  in  their  wanton  blood. 

Tell  mirthful  tales  in  courfe  that  fill  the  room 
VV’ith  laughter,  fhe  will  with  fo  fad  a look 
Bring  forth  a ftory  of  the  filent  death 
Of  fome  forfaken  Virgin,  which  her  grief 
VV’ill  put  in  fuch  a phrafe,  that  ere  file  end, 

Shc’l  fend  them  weeping  one  by  one  away, 

Mel.  She  has  a brother  under  my  command 
Like  her,  a face  as  womanilh  as  hers. 

But  with  a fpirit  that  hath  much  out-grown 
The  number  of  his  years.  Enter  c/^mintor. 

Ce.  My  Lord  the  Bridegroom ! 

Aid.  I might  run  fiercely,  not  more  haftily 
Upon  my  foe : I love  thee  well  Amintory 
My  mouth  is  much  too  narrow  for  my  heart ; 

I joy  to  look  upon  thofe  eyes  of  thine  *, 

Thou  art  my  friend, but  my  diforder’d  Ipcech  cuts  ofTmy  love. 

Amin.  Thou  art  AdeUntius  \ 

All  love  is  fpoke  in  that,  a lacrifice 

To  thank  the  gods,  MtUntius  is  return’d 

In  fafety ; vidory  fits  on  his  fword 

As  Ihe  was  wont ; may  Ihe  build  there  and  dwell. 

And  may  thy  Armour  be  as  it  hath  been. 

Only  thy  valour  and  thy  innocence. 

What  endlefs  treafures  would  our  enemies  give. 

That  I might  bold  thee  ftill  thus ! 

Aid.  I am  but  poor  in  words,  but  credit  me  young  man, 
Thy  Mother  could  no  more  but  weep,  forjoy  tofeethee 
After  long  abfcnce-,  all  the  wounds  I have. 

Fetch  not  fo  much  away,  nor  all  the  cryes 
Of  Widowed  Mothers : but  this  is  peace  *, 

And  what  was  War  ? Amn.  Pardon  thou  holy  God 
Of  Marriage  bed,  and  frown  not,  lamforc’t 
In  anfwer  of  fuch  noble  tears  as  thofe. 

To  weep  upon  my  Wedding  day. 

Md.  I fear  thou  art  grown  too  fick  *,  for  I hear 
A Lady  mourns  for  thee,  men  fay  to  death, 

Forfaken  of  thee,  ®n  what  terms  I know  not. 

fydmm.  She  had  my  promife,  but  the  King  forbad  it, 

And  made  me  make  this  worthy  change,  thy  Sifter 
Accompanied  with  graces  above  her. 

With  whom  I long  to  lofc  my  lufty  youth. 

And  grow  old  in  her  arms.  Aid.  Be  prolperous. 

Enter  Aieffen^rr. 

Adcjfen.  My  Lord,  the  Maskers  rage  for  you. 

Lyf.  We  arc  gone.  Cleon.,  StratOy  Diphiltu. 

Amin.  W’ccT  all  attend  you,  we  fhall  trouble  you 
With  our  folemnitics.  Mel.  l^ot  fo  Amintor. 

But  if  you  laugh  at  my  rude  carriage 
In  peace.  Tie  do  as  much  for  you  in  War 
When  you  come  thither : yet  I have  a Miftrefs 
To  bring  to  your  delights  •,  rough  though  I am, 

I have  a Miftrefs,  and  fhe  has  a heart, 

Shefaies,  buttruftme,  itisftone,  no  better. 

There  is  no  place  that  I can  challenge  in*t. 

But  you  ftand  ftill,  and  here  my  way  lies. 


Enter  Calianax  with  Diagoras. 

Cal.  Dingoras , look  to  the  doors  better  for  fliame,  you  let 
in  all  the  world,  and  anon  the  King  will  rail  at  me  9 why  ve- 
ry well  faid,  by  Joz/f  the  King  will  have  the  fliow  i’th’ Court. 

Dietg.  Why  do  you  fwear  lb  my  Lord  ? 

You  know  he’l  have  it  here. 

Cal.  By  this  light  if  he  be  wile  he  will  not. 

Diag.  And  if  he  will  not  be  wife,  you  are  forfwdffi. 

Cal.  One  may  wear  his  heart  out  with  fwearing,  and  get 
thanks  on  no  fide,  ITe  be  gone,  look  to’t  who  will. 

Diag.  My  Lord,  I will  never  keep  them  out. 

Pray  flay,  your  looks  will  terrific  them. 

Cal.  My  looks  terrific  them,  you  Coxcombly  Afs  you ! 
Tie  be  judg’d  by  all  the  company  whether  thou  haft  not  a 
worfe  face  than  I 

Diag.  1 mean,  becaufe  they  know  you  and  your  Office. 

Cal.  Office ! I would  I could  put  it  off^  I ani  fure  I fweat 
quite  through  my  Office,  I might  have  made  room  at  my 
Daughters  Wedding,  they  had  near  kill’d  her  among  them. 
And  now  I mnft  do  fervice  for  him  that  hath  forfaken  her ; 
ferve  that  will.  Exit  Calianax. 

Diag.  He’s  fo  humourous  fince  liis  daughter  was  forfaken : 
hark,  hark,  there,  there,  fo,  fo,  codes,  codes. 

What  now  ? Within.  knock^within. 

Md.O^en  the  door.  Who’s  there  ? Mel.Melantms. 

Diag.  I hope  your  Lordfhip  brings  no  troop  with  you,  for 
if  you  do,  I muft  return  them.  Enter  Mdantim. 

CMel.  None  but  this  Lady  Sir.  And  a Lady. 

Diag.  The  Ladies  are  all  plac’d  above,  fave  thofe  that 
come  in  the  Kings  Troop,  the  beft  of  Rhodes  fit  there,  and 
there’s  room. 

Mel.  I thank  you  Sir:  when  I have  feen  you  plac’d  Ma- 
dam, I muft  attend  the  Kingj  but  the  Mask  done,  Tie 
wait  on  you  again. 

Diag.  Stand  back  there, room  for  my  Lord  Mdantiusy  pray 
bear  back,  this  is  no  place  for  fuch  youths  and  their  Truls, 
let  the  doors  ftiut  agen ; I,  do  your  heads  itch  ? I’lefcratch 
them  for  you : lb  now  thruft  and  hang : again,  who  is’t 
now  ? I cannot  blame  my  Lord  Calianax  for  going  away  *, 
would  he  were  here,  he  would  run  raging  among  them,  and 
break  a dozen  wifer  heads  than  his  own  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye : what’s  the  news  now  ? Within. 

I pray  can  you  help  me  to  the  fpeech  of  the  Matter  Cook  ? 

Diag.  If  I open  the  door  ITe  cook  fome  of  your  Calves- 
Pcace  Rogues. again, who  is’t  ? (heads. 

Mel.  Mdantins  withiny  Enter  Calianax  to  Mdantins. 

Cal.  Let  him  notin. 

Diag.  O my  Lord  I muft  •,  makr  room  thcr^or  my 
Lord  y is  your  Lady  plac’t  ? 

aJUd.  Yes  Sir,  I thank  you  my  Lord  Calianax : well  met, 
Your  cauflefs  hate  to  me  I hope  is  buried. 

Cal.  Yes,  I do  fervice  for  your  Sifter  here. 

That  brings  my  own  poor  Child  to  timelcfs  death  *, 

She  loves  your  friend  Amintory  fuch  another  falfe-hearted 
Lord  as  you.  Mel.  You  do  me  wrong,  ■ 

A moft  unmanly  one,  and  I am  flow 
In  taking  vengeance,  but  be  well  advis’d. 

Cal.  It  may  be  fo : who  placed  the  Lady  there  fo  near 
the  prefence  of  the  King  ? Mel.  I did. 

^'al.  My  Lord  flic  muft  not  fit  there.  Md.  Why  ? 

Cal.  The  place  is  kept  for  women  of  more  worth. 

Mel.  More  worth  than  fhe  ? it  mif  becomes  your  Age 
And  place  to  be  thus  womanilh ; forbear  •, 

What  you  have  fpoke,  I am  content  to  think 
The  Palfey  fhook  your  tongue  to. 

Cal.  Why  ’tis  well  if  I ftand  here  to  place  mens  wenches. 

Mel.  I fhall  forget  this  place,  thy  Age,  my  fafety,  and 
through  all,  cut  that  poor  fickly  week  thou  haft  to  live, 
away  from  thee. 

Cal.  Nay,  I know  you  can  fight  for  your  WTiorc. 

Md.  Bate  the  King,  and  be  he  flefh  and  blood. 

He  lyes  that  fares  it,  thy  mother  at  fifteen 

Was  black  and  finful  to  her.  Diag.  Good  my  Lord ! 

Md.  Some  god  pluck  thrccfcore  ycarsfrom  that  fond  man. 
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That  I may  kill  him,  and  not  flain  mine  honour ; 

It  is  the  cut  fe  of  Souldicrs,  that  in  peace 
They  fhall  be  brain’d  by  fuch  ignoble  men. 

As  (if  the  Land  were- troubled)  would  with  tears 
And  knees  beg  fuccour  from  ’em : would  that  blood 
(That  fea  of  blood)  that  I have  loft  in  fight, 

Were  1 mining  in  thy  veins,  that  it  might  make  thee 
Apt  to  fay  Ids,  or  able  to  maintain, 

Shouldft  thou  fay  more, This  Rhodes  I fee  is  nought 

But  a place  priviledg’d  to  do  men  wrong. 

Cat.  1,  you  may  fay  your  pleafure.  {Enter  Amintor. 

Amint.  What  vilde  injury 
Has  ftirr’d  my  worthy  friend,  who  is  as  flow 
To  fight  with  words,  as  he  is  cjuick  of  hand  ? 

Adel.  That  heap  of  age  which  I fhould  reverence 
If  it  were  temperate : but  tefty  years 
Are  moft  contemptible.  Amint.  Good  Sir  forbear. 

Cal.  There  is  juft  fuch  another  as  your  felf. 

Amwt.  He  will  wrong  you,  or  me,  or  any  man. 

And  talk  as  if  he  had  no  life  to  lofe 
Since  this  our  match  : the  King  is  coming  in, 
would  not  for  more  wealth  than  I enjoy. 

He  fhould  perceive  you  raging,  he  did  hear 
You  were  at  difference  now,  which  haftned  him. 

Cd.  Make  room  there. 

Hoboyes  play  within. 

Enter  King^  Evadney  Ajpatiay  Lords  and  Ladies. 

King.  Adelantiusy  thou  art  welcome,  and  my  love 
Is  with  thee  ft  ill ; but  this  is  not  a place 
To  brabble  in*,  (^atianax,  joyn  hands. 

Cd.  He  fhall  not  have  my  hand.  Kir^.  This  is  no  time 
To  force  you  to’t,  I do  love  you  both : 

Cdianaxy.  you  look  well  to  your  Office  j 
And  you  Melantius  are  welcome  home  \ begin  the  Mask. 

Mel.  Sifter,  I joy  to  fee  you,  and  your  choice. 

You  lookt  with  my  eyes  when  you  took  that  man ; 

Be  happy  in  him. 

Evad.  O my  deareft  brother ! 


Muft  drive  away  and  give  the  day  our  room. 

Yet  whil’ll  our  raign  lalts,  ictus  ftretch  our  power 
To  give  our  fervants  one  contented  hour, 

With  fuch  unwonted  folcmn  grace  and  fratc. 

As  may  for  ever  after  force  them  hate 
Our  brothers  glorious  beams,  and  wilh  the  night 
Crown’d  with  a thoufand  ftars,  and  our  cold  light : 

For  aimoft  all  the  world  their  fcrvice  bend 
To  Vhoehusy  and  in  vain  my  light  I lend. 

Gaz’d  on  unto  my  letting  from  my  rife 
Aimoft  of  none,  but  of  unquiet  eyes. 

Nigh,  Then  fhinc  at  full,  fair  C^ecn,  and  by  thy  power 
Produce  a birth  to  crown  this  happy  hour  \ 

Of  Nymphs  and  Shepherds  let  their  fongs  difeover, 

Eafie  and  fweet,  who  is  a happy  Lover  *, 

Or  if  thou  woot,  then  call  thine  own  Endymion 
From  the  fweet  Howry  bed  he  lies  upon. 

On  Latmas  top,  thy  pale  beams  drawn  away. 

And  of  this  long  night  let  him  make  a day.  (mine, 

Cinth.  Thou  dream’ft  dark  Queen,  that  fair  boy  was  not 
Nor  went  I down  to  kifs  him  ; eafe  and  wine 
Have  bred  thefe  bold  tales ; Poets  when  they  rage. 

Turn  gods  to  men,  and  make  an  hour  an  age  j 
But  I will  give  a greater  ftate  and  glory. 

And  raife  to  time  a noble  memory 
Of  what  thefe  Lovers  are  ^ rife,  rife,  I fay. 

Thou  power  of  deeps,  thy  furges  laid  away, 

T^gptane  great  King  of  waters,  and  by  me  , 

Be  proud  to  be  commanded*  {Neptnne  rifes. 

Nep.  Cinthiay  fee. 

Thy  word  hath  fetcht  me  hither,  let  me  know  why  I afeend 
Cinth.  Doth  this  majeftick  fhow 
Give  thee  no  knowledge  yet  ? Nep.  Yes,  now  I fee. 
Something  intended  (Gnthia)  worthy  thee  ; 

Goon,  Tie  be  a helper.  Cnth.  Hie  thee  then. 

And  charge  the  wind  flie  from  his  Rockie  Den. 

Let  loofe  thy  fubjeds,  only  Tdoreas 
Too  foul  for  our  intention  as  he  was ; 

[^Recorders,  j Still  keep  him  faff:  chain’d ; we  muff:  have  none  here 
But  vernal  blafts,  and  gentle  winds  appear. 


Your  prefence  is  more  joyful  than  this  day  can  be  unto  me.  I Such  as  blow  flowers,  and  through  the  glad  Boughs  fing 

Many  foft  welcomes  to  the  luffy  fpring. 


'the  Masl{. 

Night  rifes  in  mifts. 

Nigh.  Our  raign  is  come  y for  in  the  raging  Sea 
The  Suap  drown’d,  and  with  him  fell  the  day ; 

Brif  Kt  Csnthia  hear  my  voice,  I am  the  Night 
For  whom  thou  bear’ft  about  thy  borrowed  light  j 
Appear,  no  longer  thy  pale  vifage  flirowd, 

But  ftrike  thy  filver  horn  through  a cloud. 

And  fend  a beam  upon  my  fwarthy  face, 

By  which  I may  difeover  all  the  place 
And  perfons,  and  how  many  longing  eyes 
Are  come  to  wait  on  our  folemnities.  {Enter  Cinthia. 
How  dull  and  black  am  I ? I could  not  find 
This  beauty  without  thee,  I am  fo  blind  j 
Methinks  they  Ihew  like  to  thole  Eaftern  ftreaks 
That  warn  us  hence  before  the  morning  breaks ; 

Back  my  pale  fervant,  for  thefe  eyes  know  how 
To  fhoot  far  more  and  quicker  rayes  than  thou. 

(^wth.  Great  Queen,  they  be  a Troop  for  whom  alone 
One  of  my  deareft  moons  1 have  put  on  •, 

A Troop  that  looks  as  if  thy  felf  and  I 
Had  pluckt  our  rains  in,  and  our  whips  laid  by 
To  gaze  upon  thefe  Mortals,  that  appear 
Brighter  than  we. 

Ntght.  Then  let  us  keep  ’em  here, 

And  never  more  our  Chariots  drive  away. 

But  hold  our  places,  and  out-fhine  the  day. 

Ctnth.  Great  Queen  of  fhadows,  you  are  pleas’d  to  Ipeak 
Of  more  than  may  be  done ; we  may  not  break 
The  gods  decrees,  but  when  our  time  is  come. 


Thefe  are  our  mufick : next,  thy  watry  race 
Bring  on  in  couples  •,  we  are  pleas’d  to  grace 
This  noble  night,  each  in  their  richeft  things 
Your  own  deeps  or  the  broken  veffel  brings  y 
Be  prodigal,  and  I fhall  be  as  kind, 

And  fhine  at  full  upon  you. 

Njp-  Ho  the  wind  {Enter  Eolus  outof  aiRocki 

Commanding  EoIhsI  Eol.  Great  .'  Nep.  He 

Eol.  Whatis  thy  will?  Nep.  We  do  command  thee  free 
Eavonius  and  thy  milder  winds  to  wait 
Upon  our  Cinthia,  but  tye  Boreas  ftraight  •, 

He’s  too  rebellious.  £o/.  I fhall  do  it. 

Nep.  Do,  great  mafter  of  the  flood,  and  all  below. 

Thy  full  command  has  taken.  Eol.  Ho ! the  main , 
Neptme.  Nep.  Here.  Eol.  Boreas  has  broke  his  chain 
And  ftruggling  with  the  reft,  has  got  away. 

Nep.  Let  him  alone.  Tie  take  him  up  at  feay 
He  will  not  long  be  thence  y go  once  again 
And  call  out  of  the  bottoms  of  the  Main, 

Blew  Proteus,  and  the  reft  y charge  them  put  on 
Their  greateft  pearls,  and  the  moft  fparkling  ftone 
The  bearing  Rock  breeds,  till  this  night  is  done 
By  me  a folemn  honour  to  the  Moon  y 
Flie  like  a full  fail.  Eol.  I am  gone.  Cm.  Dark  night. 
Strike  a full  filence,  doathorowright 
To  this  great  Chorus,  that  our  Mufick  may 
Touch  high  as  heaven,  and  make  the  Haft  break  day 
At  mid-might.  {Adufek,. 
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Cinthia  to  thy  power,  and  them 
UY  obey. 

joy  to  this  great  vomp.iny, 

.end  no  day 

Come  to  fleal  this  flight  .tway, 

Till  the  rites  of  love  are  ended, 
uinj  the  lufly  Bridegroom  f.ty, 

^Velcome  light  of  all  befriended, 

Tuce  out  you  w.itry  powers  below, 
let  your  feet 

Like  the  Gallies  when  they  row, 
even  beat. 

JLft  your  iitihnown  meafiircs  fet 
To  the  ftill  Winds,  tell  to  all 
That  Gods  are  come  immortal  great. 

To  honour  this  great  Nuptial. 

The  Meafurc.  Second  Song. 

Hold back,_  thy  hoio's  darh^night,  till  we  have  done, 

T he  day  will  come  too  foon  ; 

Toung  Maids  will  citrfe  thee  if  thou  feaffi  away, 
uind  leav^Jl  their  blufjes  open  to  the  day, 

Stay,  fiay,  and  hide 
the  blujhes  of  the  Bride. 

St  ay  gentle  night,  and  with  thy  darknefs  cover 
The  ^(fes  of  her  Lover. 

Stay,  andconfound  her  tears,  andher  fhrillcryings. 

Her  weah^denials,  vows,  and  often  dyings'. 

Stay  and  hide  all, 

but  help  not  though  fie  call. 

Nfep.  Great  Queen  of  us  and  Heaven, 

Hear  what  I bring  to  make  this  hour  a full  one. 

If  not  her  meafure.  Gnth.  Speak  Seas  King. 

Nep.  Thy  tunes  my  ylmphitrite  joyes  to  have, 

U^hen  they  will  dance  upon  the  riling  wave, 

And  court  me  as  the  fails,  my  Trytons  play 
Mufick  to  lead  a ftorm,  Tie  lead  the  way. 

Song.  Meafure. 

To  bed,  to  bed-,  cowf  Hymen,  lead  the  Bride, 

And  lay  her  by  her  Husbands  fide  : 

Bring  in  the  Virgins  every  one 
That  grieve  to  lie  alone  : 

That  they  may  kfis  while  they  may  fay,  a maid. 

To  morrow  'twill  be  other,  and  Jaid: 

Hefpierus  be  long  a jhining, 

Whilfi  thefe  Lovers  are  a twining. 

Eol.  Ho ! Neptune ! Nept,  Eolus ! 

Eol.  The  Seas  go  hie, 

Boreas  hath  rais’d  a florm ; go  and  applie 
Thy  trident,  elfe  I prophefie,  ere  day 
Many  a tall  fhip  will  be  cafl  away ; (call. 

Defcend  with  all  the  Gods,  and  all  their  power  to  ftrikea 
Cm,  A thanks  to  every  one,  and  to  gratulate 
So  great  a fervice  done  at  my  dcflrc, 

Ye  fhall  have  many  floods  fuller  and  higher 
Than  you  have  wilht  for ; no  Ebb  fhall  dare 
To  let  the  day  fee  where  your  dwellings  are : 

Now  back  unto  your  Government  in  haftc. 

Left  your  proud  charge  fhould  fwell  above  the  wafte. 

And  w’in  upon  the  Ifland . Nep.  We  obey. 

\_Neptune  defeends,  and  the  Sea-gods . 
Cmth.  I fold  up  thy  head  dead  night  *,  feeft  thou  not  day  ? 
The  Eaft  begins  to  lighten,  I muft  down 
And  give  my  brother  place.  Nigh.  Oh!  I could  frown 
To  fee  the  day,  the  day  that  flings  his  light 
Upon  my  Kingdoms,  and  contemns  old  Night ; 

Let  him  go  on  and  flame,  I hope  to  fee 
Another  wild  fire  in  his  Axletrec*, 

And  all  falfe  drcncht  •,  but  I forgot,  fpcak  Queen. 


The  day  grows  on  I muft  no  more  be  feen.  ’ 

On.  Heave  up  thy  drowfie  head  agen,  and  fee 
A greater  light,  a greater  Majeftie, 

Between  our  fed:  and  us ; whip  up  thy  team ; 

The  day  breaks  here,  and  you  fome  flafhing  ftream 
Shot  from  the  South  fay,  which  way  wilt  thou  go? 

Nigh.  Tie  vanifh  into  mifts.  \Exeunt. 

Cm.  I into  day.  ^FinU  Mask, 

King.  Take  lights  there  Ladies,  get  the  Bride  to  bed 
We  will  not  fee  you  laid,  good  night  Amintor, 

We’l  eafe  you  of  that  tedious  ceremony  *, 

Were  it  may  cafe,  I fhould  think  time  run  flow. 

Ifthoubeeft  noble,  youth,  get  me  a boy. 

That  may  defend  my  Kingdom  from  my  foes. 

Amin.  All  happinefs  to  you. 

King.  Good  night  ^JdLelantius.  Z.Kxeunt, 


ABhs  Semndns. 

£»t^rEvadnc,  Afpatia,  Dula,  and  other  Ladies. 

DVL.  Madam,  fhall  we  undrefs  you  for  this  fight? 

The  Wars  arc  nak’d  that  you  muft  make  to  night. 
8vad.  You  are  very  merry  Bula. 

Dul.  I fhould  be  far  merrier  Madam,  if  it  were  with  me 
as  it  is  with  you.  £va.  Why  how  now  wench? 

Dd.  Come  Ladies  will  you  help  ? 

Eva.  1 am  foon  undone. 

Dul.  And  as  foon  done : 

Good  ftore  of  Cloaths  will  trouble  you  at  both. 

£vad.  Art  thou  drunk  Dula  ? 

Dul.  Why  here’s  none  but  we. 

£vad.  Thou  thiuk’ft  belike,  thereisnomodefty 
When  we  are  alone. 

Dul.  I by  my  troth  you  hit  my  thoughts  aright. 

£vad.  You  prick  me  Lady.  Dul.  ’Tis  againft  my  will. 
Anon  you  muft  endure  more,  and  lie  ftill. 

You’re  beft  to  praftife.  £vad.  Sure  this  wench  is  mad. 

Dul.  No  faith,  this  is  a trick  that  I have  had 
Since  I was  fourteen. 

£vad.  ’Tis  high  time  to  leave  it. 

Dul.  Nay,  now  Fie  keep  it  till  the  trick  leave  me ; 

A dozen  wanton  words  put  in  your  head. 

Will  make  you  lively  in  your  Husbands  bed. 

Evad.  Nay  faith,  then  take  it. 

Dul.  Take  it  Madam,  where? 

We  all  I hope  will  take  it  that  are  here. 

£vad.  Nay  then  Fie  give  you  o’re.  Dul.  So  will  I make 
The  ableft  man  in  Rhodes,  or  his  heart  to  ake. 

Evad.  Wilt  take  my  place  to  night  ? 

Dul.  Fie  hold  your  Cards  againft  any  two  I know. 

Evad.  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Dul.  Madam,  we’Ido’t,  and  make’m  leave  play  too. 
Evad.  Ajpatia,  take  her  part.  Dul.  I will  ref ufe  it. 

She  will  pluck  down  a fide,  fhe  does  not  ufe  it. 

Evad.  Why,  do.  Dul.  You  will  find  the  play 
Quickly,  becaufe  your  head  lies  well  that  way. 

Evad.  I thank  thee  Dula,  would  thou  could’ft  inftill 
Some  of  thy  mirth  into  Ajpatia : 

Nothing  but  fad  thoughts  in  her  breaft  do  dwell, 

Methinks  a mean  betwixt  you  would  do  well. 

Dul.  She  is  in  love,  hang  me  if  I were  fb. 

But  I could  run  my  Country,  1 love  too 
To  do  thofe  things  that  people  in  love  do. 

ey^jp.  It  were  a timelefs  fmile  fhould  prove  my  check,  i 
It  were  a fitter  hour  for  me  to  laugh. 

When  at  the  Altar  the  Religious  Prieft 
Were  pacifying  the  offended  powers 
With  facrifice,  than  now,  this  fhould  have  been 
My  night,  and  all  your  hands  have  been  implbyed 
In  giving  me  a fpotlcfs  offering 
To  young  bed,  as  we  are  now 
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For  you : pardon  SvaduCf  would  niy  worth 
Were  great  as  yours,  or  that  the  King,  or  he. 

Or  both  thought  fo,  perhaps  he  found  me  worthlels. 

But  till  he  did  fo,  in  thefe  cars  of  mine, 

(Thefe  credulous  ears)  he  pour’d  the  fwcctcfl:  words 
That  Art  or  Love  could  frame  •,  if  he  were  falfe. 

Pardon  it  heaven,  and  if  I did  want 
Vertue,  you  fafely  may  forgive  that  too. 

For  I have  left  none  that  I had  from  you. 

£vad.  Nay,  leave  this  fad  talk  Madam. 

Would  I could,  then  fiiould  I leave  the  caufe. 

£vad.  See  if  you  have  not  fpoil’d  all  Dtr/oi  mirth. 

Thou  think’ll  thy  heart  hard , but  if  thou  beeft 
caught,  remember  me ; thou  lhalt  perceive  a fire  fliot  fud- 
denly  into  thee. 

Dul.  That’s  not  fo  good,  let’mfiioot  any  thing  but  fire,  I 
fear’m  not. 

Jjp.  Well  wench,  thou  mayft  be  taken. 

£vad.  Ladies  good  night,  Tie  do  the  reft  my  felf. 
fDul.  Nay,  let  your  Lord  do  fome. 
jifp.  Lay  a Garland  on  my  Hearfe  of  the  difmal  Yew. 
Evad.  That’s  one  of  your  fad  fongs  Madam. 
j4jp.  Believe  me,  ’tis  a very  pretty  one. 

Evad.  How  is  it  Madam  ? 

SONG. 

Alp.  Lay  a Garland  on  my  Hearfe  of  the  difmal  yew ; 
Maident  ^Willow  branches  hear  \ fay  I died  true : 

My  Love  was  falfe,  hut  I was  firm  from  my  hour  of  birth  j 
Z^pon  my  buried  body  lay  lightly  gentle  earth. . 

Evad.  Fie  on’t  Madam,  the  words  are  fo  ftrange,  they 
are  able  to  make  one  Dream  of  Hobgoblins ; I could  never 
have  the  power.  Sing  that  fDula. 

Dula.  I could  never  have  the  power 
To  love  one  above  an  hour, 

But  my  heart  would  prompt  mine  eye 
On  fome  other  man  to  flie ; 

Venus,  fix  mine  eyes  fafi. 

Or  if  not,  give  me  all  that  I Jhall fee  at  lafi,^ 

Evad.  So,  leave  me  now. 

G)ula.  Nay,  we  muft  fee  you  laid.  ' 
jijp.  Madam  good  night,  may  all  the  marriage  joys 
That  longing  Maids  imagine  in  their  beds. 

Prove  fo  unto  you ; may  no  dilcontent 

Grow  ’twixt  your  Love  and  you-,  but  if  there  do. 

Enquire  of  me,  and  I will  guide  your  moan. 

Teach  you  an  artificial  way  to  grieve. 

To  keep  your  forrow  waking  j love  your  Lord 
No  worfe  than  I ; but  if  you  love  fo  well, 
i Alas,  you  may  difpleafe  him,  lb  did  I. 

This  is  the  laft  time  you  lhall  look  on  me : 

Ladies  farewel  *,  as  foon  as  I am  dead. 

Come  all  and  watch  one  night  about  my  Hearfe-, 

Bring  each  a mournful  ftory  and  a tear 
To  offer  at  it  when  I go  to  earth : 

With  flattering  Ivie  clafp  my  Coffin  round. 

Write  on  ray  brow  my  fortune,  let  my  Bier 
Be  born  by  Virgins  that  lhall  fingby  courfe 
The  truth  of  maids  and  perjuries  of  men. 

£vad.  Alas,  I pity  thee.  ^Exit  Svadne. 

Omnes.  Madam,  goodnight. 

I Lady.  Come,  we’l  let  in  the  Bridegroom. 
fDul.  Where’s  my  Lord  ? 

I Lady.  Here  take  this  light.  [Enter  Amintor. 

Dul.  Y ou’l  find  her  in  the  dark. 

I Lady.  Your  Lady’s  fcarce  a bed  yet,  you  nluft  help  her. 
Afp.  Go  and  be  happy  in  your  Ladies  love ; 

May  all  the  wrongs  that  you  have  done  to  me. 

Be  utterly  forgotten  in  ray  death, 
rie  trouble  you  no  more,  yet  I will  take 
A parting  kifs,  and  will  not  be  denied. 

Y ou’l  come  my  Lord,  and  fee  the  Virgins  weep 


When  I am  laid  in  earth,  though  you  your  fclf 
Can  know  no  pity ; thus  I wind  my  fclf 
nto  this  willow  Garland,  and  am  prouder 
That  I was  once  your  Love  (though  now  refus’d) 

Than  to  have  had  another  true  to  me. 

So  with  my  prayers  I leave  you,  and  mull  try 
Some  yet  unpraftis’d  w’ay  to  grieve  and  die. 

Dul.  Come  Ladies,  will  you  go  ? [Exit  Afpatia. 

Om.  Goodnight  my  Lord. 

Amin.  Much  happinefs  unto  you  all.  [Exeunt  Ladies. 
did  that  Lady  wrong  -,  methinks  I feel 
der  grief  fhoot  fuddenly  through  all  my  veins ; 

Vline  eyes  run ; this  is  ftrange  at  fuch  a time, 
t was  the  King  firft  mov’d  me  to’t,  but  he 

das  not  my  will  in  keeping why  do  I 

^erplex  my  felf  thus  ? Ibmething  whifpers  me. 

Go  not  to  bed my  guilt  is  not  fo  great 
As  mine  own  confcience  (too  fenfible) 

Would  make  me  think ; I only  brake  a promife. 

And  ’twas  the  King  that  forc’t  me : timorous  flefh. 

Why  lhak’ft  thou  fo?  away  my  idle  fears.  [Enter  Evadne. 

Yonder  fhe  is,  the  luftre  of  whole  eye 

Can  blot  away  the  fad  remembrance 

Of  all  thefe  things : Oh  my  Evadne,  Ipare 

That  tender  body,  let  it  not  take  cold, 

The  vapours  of  the  night  will  not  fall  here. 

To  bed  my  Love  Hymen  will  punilh  us 
For  being  flack  performers  of  his  rites. 

Cam’ft  thou  to  call  me  ? Evad.  No. 

Amin.  Come,  come  my  Love, 

And  let  us  lofe  our  felves  to  one  another. 

Why  art  thou  up  fo  long  ? Evad.  I am  not  well. 

Amint.  To  bed  then  letme  wind  thee  in  thefe  arms. 

Till  I have  banilht  ficknefs. 

Evad.  Good  my  Lord,  I cannot  fleep. 

Amin.  Evadne,  we’l  watch,  I mean  no  fleeping. 

Evad.  Tie  not  go  to  bed.  Amin.  I prethee  do. 

Evad.  I will  not  for  the  world. 

Amin.  Why  my  dear  Love  ? 

Evad.  Why?  I have  fworn  I will  not. 

Amin.  Sworn  ! Evad.  I. 

Amint.  How?  Sworn  Evadne ? 

Evad.  Yes,  Sworn  Amintor,  and  will  fwear  again 
If  you  will  wilh  to  hear  me. 

Amin.  To  whom  have  you  Sworn  this  ? 

Evad.  If  I Ihould  name  him,  the  matter  were  not  great. 
Amin.  Come,  this  is  but  the  coynefs  of  a Bride. 

Evad.  The  coynefs  of  a Bride  ? 

Amin.  How  prettily  that  frown  becomes  thee ! 

Evad.  Do  you  like  it  fo  ? 

Amin.  Thou  canft  not  drefs  thy  face  in  fuch  a look 
But  I lhall  like  it.  Evad.  What  look  likes  you  belt  ? 
Amin.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Evad.  That  1 may  Ihew  you  one  lefs  pleafing  to  you. 
Amin.  How’s  that? 

Evad.  That  I may  Ihew  you  one  lefs  pleafing  to  you . 
cMmint.  I prethee  put  thy  jells  in  milder  looks. 

It  Ihews  as  thou  wert  angry. 

Evad.  So  perhaps  I am  indeed. 

Amint.  Why,  who  has  done  thee  wrong  ? 

Name  me  the  man,  and  by  thy  felf  I fwear. 

Thy  yet  unconquer’d  lelf,  I will  revenge  thee. 

Evad.  Now  I lhall  try  thy  truth ; if  thou  doll  love  me. 
Thou  weigh’ft  not  any  thing  compar’d  with  me  j 
Life,  Honour,  joyes  Eternal,  all  Delights 
This  world  can  yield,  or  hopeful  people  feign. 

Or  in  the  life  to  come,  are  light  as  Air 
To  a true  Lover  when  his  Lady  frowns. 

And  bids  him  do  this : wilt  thou  kill  this  man  ? 

Swear  my  Amintor,  and  I’le  kifs  the  fin  off  from  thy  lips. 

tiAmin.  I will  not  fwear  fweet  Love, 

Till  I do  know  the  caule.  Evad.  I w’ould  thou  wouldft ; 
Why,  it  is  thou  that  wrongeft  me,  I hate  thee. 

Thou  Ihouldft  have  kill’d  thy  felf. 

^Amint. 
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i^r:r.t.  If  1 thoulU  Know  li.ilt,  1 ihould  quickly  kill 
Tiic  man  you  hated.  Know  it  then,  and  do’c. 

Oh  no,  what  look  Ibe’rc  thou  (halt  put  on, 

To  try  my  faith,  I lliall  not  think  tlicc  failc  •, 

1 cannot  find  one  blcmiih  in  thy  face. 

Where  fallliood  Ihould  abide : Lave  and  to  bed  •, 

It  you  have  Iworn  to  any  of  the  X’iigins 
That  were  your  old  companions,  to  preferve 
YourMaidenhcadanight,it  may  bedone  without  this  means. 

A Maidenhead  at  my  years  ? 

Sure  Hie  raves,  this  cannot  be 
Thy  natural  temper  i lhaii  1 call  thy  maids? 

Either  thy  hcalthtnl  lleep  hath  left  thee  long, 

Or  elfc  fome  Fever  rages  in  thy  blood. 

Ev.td.  Neither  Amimor  ^ think  you  I am  mad, 

Becaufe  I fprakthe  truth  ? 

A’jiun.  Will  you  not  lie  with  me  to  night  ? 

Eva'.  Tonight?  you  talk  as  if  I would  hereafter. 

Anmit.  Hereafter?  yes,  Ido.  (ence  mark 

EvaA.  You  are  deceiv’d, put  olf amazement, and  with  pati- 
What  I lhall  utter,  for  the  Oracle 
Knows  nothing  truer,  ’tis  not  for  a night 
Or  two  that  I foibear  thy  bed,  but  for  ever. 

Amint.  I dream.— awake  Amintcr ! 


Ev.id.  You  hear  ri 


I fooner  will  find  out  the  beds  of  Snakes, 

And  with  my  you:  .ml  blood  waim  their  cold  fle.T], 
Letting  them  curie  thcmfelves  about  my  Limbs^ 
Thanfleepon  ;ght  with  thee  ^ this  is  not  feign’d. 

Nor  founds  it  like  the  coynefs  of  a Bride. 

Amin.  Is  fieih  fo  earthly  to  endure  all  this? 

Arethefe  the  joyes  of  Marriage  ? Hymen  keep 
This  ftory  (that  will  make  fucceeding  youth 
Ncgled  thy  Ceremonies)  from  ail  ears. 

Let  it  not  rife  up  for  thy  lhamc  and  mine 
To  after  ages  •,  we  will  icorn  thy  Laws, 

I f thou  no  better  blefs  them  ^ touch  the  heart 
OI  her  that  thou  hallfentmc,  or  the  world 
Shall  know  there’s  not  an  Altar  that  will  fmoak 
In  praile  of  thee ; we  will  adopt  us  Sons  \ 

Then  vertue  fhall  inherit,  and  not  blood : 

If  we  do  lull:,  we’l  take  the  next  we  meet. 

Serving  our  felves  as  other  Creatures  do. 

And  never  take  note  of  the  Female  more. 

Nor  of  her  ilTuc.  I do  rage  in  vain, 

She  can  but  jell::^  Ohl  pardon  me  my  Love ; 

So  dear  the  thoughts  arc  that  I hold  of  thee. 

That  I muft  break  forth ; fatisfic  my  fear  ; 

It  is  a pain  beyond  the  hand  of  death. 

To  be  in  doubt  ^ confirm  it  with  an  Oath,  if  thisbc  true. 

Evad.  Do  you  invent  the  form  ; 

Let  there  be  in  it  all  the  binding  w'ords 
D.vils  and  Conjurers  can  put  together. 

And  I will  take  it  *,  1 have  fworn  before. 

And  here  by  all  things  holy  do  again, 

Never  to  be  acquainted  w'ith  thy  bed, 

1 s your  doubt  over  no w ? 

Amuit.  I know  too  much,  would  I had  doubted  Hill  y 
W'as  ever  fuch  a marriage  night  as  this ! 

You  powers  above,  if  you  did  ever  mean 
Man  fliould  be  us’d  thus,  you  have  thought  a way 
Kowhemay  bear  himfelf,  and  favc his  honour; 
l . Lii.cLmeinit;  for  to  my  dull  eyes 
1 here  is  no  mean,  no  moderate  courfc  to  run, 

I rnult  live  fcorn’d,  or  be  a murderer ; 

L,  tl'.. . . a third why  is  this  night  focalm  ? 

\ V U-j  docs  not  Heaven  fpeak  in  Thunder  to  us, 

.And  drown  her  voice? 

EvAd.  This  rage  will  do  no  good. 

Amint.  EvaiEie,  hear  me,  thou  haft  ta’ne  an  Oath, 
Hvtfiicli  a rafii  one,  that  to  keep  it,  were 
Woi  L than  to  fwcar  it  •,  call  it  back  to  thee  y 
Such  vows  as  thofie  never  afeend  the  Heaven ; 

A t :a:  or  tsvo  will  v/alh  it  quite  away : 


Have  mercy  on  my  youth,  my  hopeful  youth. 

If  thou  be  pitiful,  for  (without  boaltj 

This  Land  was  proud  of  me : what  Lady  was  there 

That  men  call’d  fair  and  vcrtiious  in  this  Ifle, 

That  would  have  Ihun’d  my  love  ? It  is  in  thee 

To  make  me  hold  this  worth Oh ! we  vain  men 

That  truft  out  all  our  reputation, 

To  reft  upon  the  weak  and  yielding  hand 
Of  feeble  Women ! but  thou  art  not  ftone  *, 

Thy  flefli  is  fofc,  and  in  thine  eyes  doth  dwell 
The  fpirit  of  Love,  thy  heart  cannot  be  hard. 

Come  lead  me  from  the  bottom  of  defpair, 

To  all  the  joyes  thou  haft  j I know  thou  wilt  j 
And  make  me  careful,  left  the  fudden  change 
O’re-come  my  Ipirits.  (ron  me 

Evad.  When  I call  back  this  Oath,  the  pains  of  hell  invi- 

Amin.  I fleep,  and  am  too  temperate ; come  to  bed,  or  by 
Thofe  hairs,  which  if  thou  haft  a foul  like  to  thy  locks. 
Were  threads  for  Kings  to  wear  about  their  arms. 

8vad.  Why  fo  perhaps  they  are. 

Amint.  rie  drag  thee  to  my  bed,  and  make  thy  tongue 
Undo  this  wicked  Oath,  or  on  thy  flefli 
Tie  print  a thoufand  wounds  to  let  out  life. 

Evad.  I fear  thee  not,  do  what  thou  dar’ft  to  mcj 
Every  ill-founding  word,  or  threatriing  look 
Thou  fliew’ft  to  me,  will  be  reveng’d  at  full, 

Amint.  It  will  not  fure  Evadne. 

Evad.  Do  not  you  hazard  that. 

Amint.  Ha’  ye  your  Champions  ? 

Evad.  Ahs  Ammtor,  thinkft  thou  I forbear 
To  fleep  with  thee,  becaufe  I have  put  on 
A maidens  ftridlnefs  ? look  upon  thefe  cheeks. 

And  thou  (halt  find  the  hot  and  riling  blood 
Unapt  for  fuch  a vow  *,  no,  in  this  heart 
There  dwels  as  much  defire,  and  as  much  wifl 
To  put  that  wifht  ad  in  pradice,  as  ever  yet 
Was  known  to  woman,  and  they  have  been  Ihowa 
Both  ; but  it  was  the  folly  of  thy  youth. 

To  think  this  beauty  (to  what  Land  foe’re 
It  fliall  be  call’d)  fhall  ftoop  to  any  fecond. 

I do  enjoy  the  beft,  and  in  that  height 
Have  fworn  to  ftand  or  die : you  guels  the  man. 

Amint.  No,  let  me  know  the  man  that  Wrongs  me  fo. 
That  I may  cut  his  body  into  motes. 

And  fcatter  it  before  the  Northern  wind. 

Evad.  You  dare  not  ftrike  him. 

Amint.  Do  not  wrong  me  fo  j 
Yes,  if  his  body  were  a poyfonous  plant. 

That  it  were  death  to  touch,  I have  afoul 

Will  throw  me  on  him.  Evad.  Why  ’tis  the  King. 

Amint.  The  King!  Evad.  What  will  you  do  now.? 

Amint.  ’Tis  not  the  King. 

Evad.  What,  did  he  make  this  match  for  dull  Amintor  ? 

Amint.  Oh!  thou  haft  nam’d  a word  that  wipes  away 
All  thoughts  revengeful : in  that  facred  name, 

The  King,  there  lies  a terror : what  frail  man 
Dares  lift  his  hand  againft  it  ? let  the  Gods 
Speak  to  him  when  they  pleafe  ^ 

Till  when  let  us  fuffer  and  wait. 

Evad.  Why  ftiould  you  fill  your  felf  fo  full  of  heat,. 

And  hafte  fo  to  my  bed .?  1 am  no  Virgin. 

Amint.  What  Devil  put  it  in  thy  fancy  then 
To  marry  me .?  Evad.  Alas,  I muft  have  one 
To  Father  Children,  and  to  bear  the  name 
Of  Husband  to  me,  that  my  fin  may  be  more  honourable. 

Amint.  What  a ftrange  thing  am  I ? 

Evad.  A miferable  one  ^ one  that  my  felf  am  forry  for. 

Amint.  Why  Ihew  it  then  in  this, 

If  thou  haft  pity,  though  thy  love  be  none. 

Kill  me,  and  all  true  Lovers  that  fhall  live 
In  after  ages  croft  in  their  defires. 

Shall  blefs  thy  memory,  and  call  thee  good, 

Becaufe  fuch  mercy  in  thy  heart  was  found, 

Torid  alingringWretch.  Evad.  I muft  have  one 
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To  fill  thy  room  a^in,  if  thou  wcrt  dead, 

Elfc  by  this  night  l would.*  I pity  thee. 

j4mint.  Thdc  ftrangc  and  fiiddcn  injuries  have  fain 
So  thick  upon  me,  that  I lofe  all  Icnfe 
Of  what  they  arc : methinks  I am  not  wrong’d. 

Nor  is  it  ought,  if  from  the  cenfuring  World 

1 can  but  hide  it Reputation, 

Thou  art  a word,  no  more ; but  thou  hafl  lliown 
An  impudence  fo  high,  that  to  the  World 
I fear  thou  wilt  betray  or  fliame  thy  fclf. 

Evad.  To  cover  fhame  I took  thee,  never  fear 
That  1 would  blaze  my  felf. 

Jmint.  Nor  let  the  King 

Know  I conceive  he  wrongs  me,  then  mine  honour 
Will  thriilt  me  into  aftion,  that  my  flelh 
Could  bear  with  patience  ^ and  it  is  fomc  eafe 
To  me  in  thefe  extreams,  that  I knew  this 
Before  1 toucht  thee  •,  elle  had  all  the  fins 
Of  mankind  flood  betwixt  me  and  the  King, 

I had  gone  through  ’em  to  his  heart  and  thine. 

I have  loll  one  defire,  ’tis  not  his  crown 
Shall  buy  me  to  thy  bed ; now  I refolve 
He  has  difho.iour’d  thee  ^ give  me  thy  hand. 

Be  careful  of  thy  credit,  and  fin  clofe, 

Tis  all  I wifhi  upon  thy  Chamber- floore 
rie  reft  to  night,  that  morning  vifiters 
May  think  we  did  as  married  people  ufe. 

Ana  prethee  fmile  upon  me  when  they  come. 

And  leem  to  toy,  as  if  thou  hadft  been  pleas’d 
With  what  we  did.  Evad.  Fear  not,  I will  do  this. 

Amint.  Come  let  us  pradife,  and  as  wantonly 
As  ever  loving  Bride  and  Bridegroom  met. 

Lets  laugh  and  enter  here.  Evad.  I am  content. 

Amint.  Down  all  the  fwellings  of  my  troubled  heart. 
When  we  walk  thus  intwin’d,  let  all  eyes  fee 
If  ever  Lovers  better  did  agree.  ' \_Exit. 

Entrr  Afpatia,  Antiphila  and  Olympias. 

Away,  you  are  not  fad,  force  it  no  further  ^ 

Good  Gods,  how  well  you  look ! fuch  a full  colour 
Young  balhful  Brides  pot  on : fure  you  are  new  married. 

Ant.  Yes  Madam,  to  your  grief. 

Ajp.  Alas!  poor  Wenches. 

Go  learn  to  love  firft,  learn  to  lofe  your  fclves. 

Learn  to  be  flattered,  and  believe,  and  blcfs 
The  double  tongue  that  did  it  •, 

Make  a Faith  out  of  the  mifk'cle^  of  Ancient  Lovers. 

Did  you  ne’re  love  yet, Wenches?  fpeakO/ywpi^,  ' 

Such  as  fpeak  truth  and  dy’d  in’t,  - 

And  like  me  believe  all  faithful,  and  be  miferable  ^ 

Thou  haft  an  eafie  temper,  fit  for  ftamp. 

Olymp.  Never.  Nof  yoti  Antiphila  ? 

Ant.  Nor  I. 

Ajp.  Then  my  good  Girles,  be  more  than  Women,  wife. 
At  leaft  be  more  than  I was  v.  and  be  fure  you  credit  any 
thing  the  light  gives  light  to,  before  a man ; rather  believe 
the  Sea  weeps  for  the  ruin’d  Merchant  when  he  roars  •,  ra- 
ther the  wind  courts  but  the  pregnant  fails  when  the  ftrong 
cordage  cracks ; rather  the  Sun  comes  but  tokifs  the  Fruit 
in  wealthy  Autumn,  when  all  falls  blafted  ; if  you  needs 
mull  love  (forc’d  by  ill  fate ) take  to  your  maiden  bofoms 
two  dead  cold  afpicks,  and  of  them  make  Lovers,  they  can- 
not flatter  nor  forfwear  •,  one  kifs  makes  a long  peace  for  all ; 
but  man.  Oh  that  beaft  man ! Come  lets  be  fad  my  Girles  •, 
That  down  call  of  thine  eye,  OlympiM, 

Shews  a fine  lorrow  •,  mark 

Juft  fuch  another  was  the  Nymph  Oenone, 

When  Paris  brought  home  Helen : now  a tear. 

And  then  thou  art  a piece  expreffmg  fully 
. The  Queen,  when  from  a cold  Sea  Rock, 

Full  with  her  forrow,  Ihe  tyed  fall  her  eyes 
TothefairTroj^wfhips,  and  having  loft  them. 

Juft  as  thine  eyes  do,  down  flole  a tear,  Antiphila ; 

What  would  this  Wench  do,  if^GviQVQA^atia  f 
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Here  Ihc  would  Hand,  till  fomc  more  pitying  God 
Turn’d  her  to  Marble ; ’tis  enough  my  Wench  ^ 

Shew  me  the  piece  of  Nccdic-work  you  wrought. 

Ant.  Of  Ariadne  f Madam?  A/p.  Yes  that  piece. 

This  Ihould  be  Thefetu,  h’as  a coufening  face, 

Y ou  meant  him  for  a man.  A?n.  He  was  fo  Madam, 

Ajp.  Why  then ’tis  well  enough,  never  look  back. 

You  have  a full  wind,  and  a falfe  heart  Thejais ; 

Does  not  the  flory  fay,  his  Keel  was  fplit. 

Or  his  Malts  fpent,  or  fomc  kind  rock  or  other 
Met  with  his  Vcflel  ? Ant.  Not  as  I remember. 

Ajp.  It  Ihould  ha’  been  fo  *,  could  the  Gods  know  this, 
And  not  of  all  their  number  raife  a ftorm  ? 

But  they  are  all  as  ill.  This  falfe  fmile  was  well  exprell  •, 

Juft  fuch  another  caught  me  ^ you  lhall  not  go  fo  Antiphila^ 

In  thisplace  work  a quick  fand. 

And  over  it  a fhallow  finding  Water. 

And  his  fhip  ploughing  it,  and  then  a fear. 

Do  that  fear  to  the  life  Wench. 

Ant.  ’Twill  wrong  the  flory. 

Ajp.  ’Twill  make  the  flory  wrong’d  by  wanton  Poets. 
Live  long  and  be  believ’d  •,  but  where’s  the  Lady  ? 

Ant.  There  Madam. 

Ajp.  Fie,  you  have  mill  it  here  Antiphila, 

You  are  much  millaken  Wench  j 

Thefe  colours  are  not  dull  and  pale  enough. 

To  Ihew  a foul  fo  full  of  mifery 
As  this  fad  Ladies  was ; do  it  by  me. 

Do  it  again  by  me  the  loft  Ajpatia, 

And  you  fhall  find  all  true  but  the  wild  Ifland ; 

I Hand  upon  the  Sea  breach  now,  and  think 
Mine  arms  thus,  and  mine  hair  blown  with  the  wind. 

Wild  as  that  defart,  and  let  all  about  me 
Tell  that  I am  forfaken,  do  my  face 
(If  thou  hadft  ever  feeling  of  a forrow) 

Thus,  thus,  Antiphila  llrive  to  make  me  look 
Like  forrows  monument;,  and  the  trees  about  me, 

Let  them  be  dry  and  leavelefs*,  let  the  Rocks 
Groan  with  continual  furges,  and  behind  me 
Make  all  a defolation  *,  look,  look  Wenches, 

A miferable  life  of  this  poor  Pidure. 

Olym.  Dear  Madam! 

A[p.  I have  done,  fit  down,  and  let  us 
Upon  that  point  fix  all  our  eyes,  that  point  there ; 

Make  a dull  filence  till  you  feel  a fudden  fadnefs 

Give  us  new  Ibuls.  ^Enter  Calianax. 

Cal.  The  King  may  do  this,  and  he  may  not  do  it  -, 

My  child  is  wrong’d,  dilgrac’d : well,  how  nowHufwives? 
What  at  your  eafe  ? is  this  a time  to  fit  Hill  ? up  you  young 
Lazie  Whores,  up  or  Tie  fweng  you. 

Olym.  Nay,  good  my  Lord. 

Cal.  You’I  lie  down  fliortly,  get  you  in  and  work  *, 

What  are  you  grown  fo  refty  ? you  want  ears, 

We  lhall  have  fome  of  the  Court  boys  do  that  Office. 

Ant.  My  Lord  we  do  no  more  than  w^e  are  charg’d ; 

It  is  the  Ladies  pleafure  we  be  thus  in  grief  j 
She  is  forfaken. 

Cal.  There’s  a Rogue  too, 

A young  dilfembling  Have  •,  well,  get  you  in, 

Tie  have  a bout  with  that  boy ; ’tis  high  time 
Now  to  be  valiant ; I confefs  my  youth 
Was  never  prone  that  way ; what,  madeanAfs? 
ACourtflale?  well  I will  be  valiant, 

And  beat  fome  dozen  of  thefe  Whelps  I will  *,  and  there’s 
Another  of ’em,  a trim  cheating  fouldicr, 
rie  maul  that  Rafcal,  h’as  out-brav’d  me  tv;ice  *, 

But  now  I thank  the  Gods  I am  valiant ; 

Go,  get  you  in,  Pie  take  a courfe  with  all. 

{Exeunt  Omnes. 
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ABhs  Terlius. 


£.*«•  Cleon,  Strato,  Diphilus. 

CJ.E.  Your  llllcr  is  not  up  yet. 

P^ph.  Ob,  Brides  mult  take  their  mornings  reft, 

Tnc  night  is  troublelbme.  Str.t.  But  not  tedious. 

D:ph.  W'hat  odds,  he  has  not  my  Sifters  maiden  head  to 
night.'' 

No,  it’s  odds  againft  any  Bridegroom  living,  he 
neVe  gets  it  while  he  lives. 

P;ph.  Y’are  merry  with  my  Sifter,  you’l  pleafe  to  allow 
me  the  lame  freedom  with  your  Mother. 

Stra.  She’s  at  your  icrvice. 

P:ph.  Then  llie’s  merry  enough  of  her  felf,  fhc  needs  no 
tickling;  knock  at  the  door. 

Srr.i.  W e lhal]  interrupt  them. 

Psph.  No  matter,  they  have  the  year  before  them. 

Good  morrow  Sifter ; fpare  your  felf  to  day,  the  night  will 
come  again.  \_Snter  Amintor. 

fLAmint.  Who’s  there,  my  Brother  ? I am  no  readier  yet, 
your  Sifter  is  but  now  up. 

Dtph.  You  look  as  you  had  loft  your  eyes  to  night ; I 
think  you  ha’  not  flept.  Amint.  I faith  I have  not. 

Dtph.  You  have  done  better  then. 

Annnt.  We  ventured  for  a Boy ; when  he  is  Twelve, 

He  fliall  command  againft  the  foes  of  Rhodes. 

Stra.  You  cannot,  you  want  fleep.  \iAJide. 

Amint.  ’Tistrue;  butlhe 
As  if  Ibe  had  drunk  Lethcj  or  had  made 
Even  with  Heaven,  did  fetch  fo  ftill  a fleep. 

So  fweet  and  found.  Dtph.  What’s  that  ? 

Amint.  Your  Sifter  frets  this  morning,  and  does  turn  her 
eyes  upon  me,  as  people  on  their  headfman ; fhe  does  chafe, 
and  kifs,  and  chafe  again,  and  clap  my  cheeks;  Ihe’s  in 
another  world. 

T)iph.  Then  I had  loft;  I was  about  to  lay,  you  had  not 
got  her  Maiden-head  to  night. 

(^mint.  Ha ! he  does  not  mock  me ; y’ad  loft  indeed ; 

I do  not  ufe  to  bungle.  Cleo.  You  do  deferve  her. 

Amint.  I laid  my  lips  to  hers,  and  what  wild  breath 
That  was  rude  and  rough  to  me,  laft  night  \^Afide. 

W’as  fweet  as  April ; Tie  be  guilty  too, 

I f thefe  be  the  efledls.  Enter  MeUntins. 

Mel.  Good  day  Amintor^  for  to  me  the  name 
Of  Brother  is  too  diftant ; we  are  friends. 

And  that  is  nearer.  Amint.  Dear  Melantins ! 

Let  me  behold  thee ; is  it  poflible  ? 

Mel.  What  fudden  gaze  is  this  ? 

Amint.  ’Tis  wonderous  ftrange. 

Mel.  W^hy  does  thine  eye  defire  fo  ftrid  a view 
Of  that  it  knows  fo  well  ? 

There’s  nothing  here  that  is  not  thine. 

tiAmint.  I wonder  much  Melantius., 

To  fee  thofe  noble  looks  that  make  me  think 

How  vertuous  thou  art ; and  on  the  fudden 

’Tis  ftrange  to  me,  thou  Ihouldft  have  worth  and  honour. 

Or  not  be  bafe,  and  falfe,  and  treacherous, 

And  every  ill.  But 

Mel.  Stay,  ftay  my  Friend,  (brace  me. 

I fear  this  found  will  not  become  our  loves;  no  more,  em- 
Amint.  Oh  miftakc  me  not; 

I know  thee  to  be  full  of  all  thofe  deeds 
That  we  frail  men  call  good : but  by  the  courfc 
Of  nature  thou  Ihouldft  be  as  quickly  chang’d 
As  arc  the  winds,  dilfembling  as  the  Sea, 

That  now  wears  brows  as  fmooth  as  Virgins  be. 

Tempting  the  Merchant  to  invade  his  face. 

And  in  an  hour  calls  his  billows  up. 

And  Ihoots  ’em  at  the  Sun,  deftroying  all 
He  carries  on  him.  O how  near  am  I 
= To  utter  my  fick  thoughts ! 

■ Mel.  But  why,  my  Friend,  fliould  I be  fo  by  Nature? 


e^min.  I have  wed  thy  Sifter,  who  hath  vertuous  thoughts 
Enough  for  one  whole  family,  and  it  is  ftrange 
That  you  fliould  feel  no  want. 

Mel.  Believe  me,  this  complement’s  too  cunning  for  me. 
‘Piph.  What  fliould  1 be  then  by  the  courfe  of  nature. 
They  having  both  robb’d  me  offo  much  vertue  ? 

Strat.  O call  the  Bride,  my  L,otd  Amintor,  that  we  may 
fee  her  blulh,andturn  her  eyes  down;  it  is  theprettieft  fport. 
Amin.  Evadne\  Evad.  My  Lord!  [iVithin. 

Amint.  Come  forth  my  Love, 

Your  Brothers  do  attend  to  wifh  you  joy. 

Evad.  I am  not  ready  yet. 

Amint.  Enough,  enough. 

Evad.  They’l  mock  me. 

Amint.  Faith  thou  flialt  come  in.  {Enter  Evadne. 

Mel.  Good  morrow  Sifter ; he  that  underftands 
Whom  you  have  wed,  need  not  to  wifh  you  joy. 

You  have  enough,  take  heed  you  be  not  proud. 

Dtph.  O Sifter,  what  have  you  done  I 
Evad.  I done ! why,  what  have  I done  ? 

Strat.  My  Lord  Amintor  fwears  you  are  no  Maid  now. 
Evad.  Pufh ! Strat.  I faith  he  does. 

Evad.  I knew  I fliould  be  mockt. 

Diph.  With  a truth. 

Evad.  If ’t were  to  do  again,  in  faith  I would  not  marry. 
Amint.  Not  I by  Heaven.  {Aftde. 

Piph.  Sifter, Pala  fwears  ftie  heard  you  cry  two  rooms  off. 
Evad.  Fie  how  you  talk  1 Piph.  Let’s  fee  you  walk. 
Evad.  By  my  troth  y’are  fpoil’d.  Mel.  Amintor  \ 
Amint.  Ha!  Mel.  Thou  art  fad. 

Amint.  Who  I ? 1 thank  you  for  that,  fliall  Piphilns, 
thou  and  I ling  a catch  ? Mel.  How ! 

Amint.  Prethee  let’s. 

Mel.  Nay,  that’s  too  much  the  other  way. 

Amint.  I am  fo  lightned  with  my  happinefs : how  doft 
thou  Love?  kifs  me. 

€vad.  I cannot  love  you,  you  tell  tales  of  me. 

Amint.  Nothing  but  what  becomes  us:  Gentlemen, 
Would  you  had  all  fuch  Wives,  and  all  the  world. 

That  I might  be  no  wonder  ; y’are  all  fad ; 

What,  do  you  envie  me  ? 1 walk  methinks 
On  water,  and  ne’re  fink,  I am  fo  light. 

Mel.  ’Tis  well  you  are  fo. 

Amint.  Well  ? how  can  I be  other,  when  fhe  looks  thus? 

Is  there  no  mufick  there  ? let’s  dance. 

Mel.  Why?  this  is  ftrange,  eAmintori 
fsAmint.  1 do  not  know  my  felf ; 

Yet  I could  wifh  my  joy  were  lefs. 

Piph.  I’le  marry  too,  ifit  will  make  one  thus. 

Evad.  Amintor.,  hark.  {Afde. 

Amint.  What  fays  my  Love  ? Imuftobey. 

Evad.  You  do  it  fcurvily,  ’twill  be  perceiv’d. 

Cle.  My  Lord  the  King  is  here.  [Enter  King  and  Lyji. 
Amint.  Where  ? Stra.  And  his  brother. 

King.  Good  morrow  all. 

Amintor,  joy  on,  joy  fall  thick  upon  thee ! 

And  Madam,  you  are  alter’d  fince  I law  you, 

I muft  falute  you ; you  arc  now  anothers; 

How  lik’t  you  your  nights  reft  ? Evad.  Ill  Sir. 
nMmint.  I ! ’deed  fhe  took  but  little. 

Lyf.  You’l  let  her  take  more,  and  thank  her  too  fliortly. 
King.  Amintor,  wert  thou  truly  honeft 
Till  thou  wert  Married? 

Amint.  Yes  Sir. 

King.  Tell  me  then,  how  fhews  the  fport  unto  thee  ? 
Amint.  Why  well.  King.  What  did  you  do  ? 

Amint.  No  more  nor  lefs  than  other  couples  ufe ; 

You  know  what  ’tis;  it  has  but  a courfe  name. 

King.  But  prethee,  I fliould  think  by  her  black  eye, 

And  her  red  cheek,  Ihe  fliould  be  quick  and  ftirring 
In  this  fame  bufinefs,  ha  ? 

Amint.  I cannot  tell,  I ne’re  try’d  other  Sir,  but  I perceive 
She  is  as  quick  as  you  delivered. 

King.  Well,  you’l  truft  me  then  Amintor, 

To 
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Tochoofea  Wifeforyouagcn?  Amint.  No  never  Sir. 
Kwg.  Why?  like  you  this  fo  ill? 

Amwt.  So  well  I like  her. 

For  this  I bow  my  knee  in  thanks  to  you, 

And  unto  Heaven  will  pay  my  grateful  tribute 
Hourly,  and  to  hope  we  Oiall  draw  out 
A long  contented  life  together  here. 

And  die  both  full  ofgray  hairs  in  one  day ; . 

For  which  the  thanks  is  yours;  but  if  the  powers 
That  rule  us,  plcafe  to  call  her  firft  away. 

Without  pride  fpokc,  this  World  holds  not  a Wife 
Worthy  to  take  her  room. 

Ktng.  1 donotlikethis;  all  forbear  the  room 
But  you  Ammor  and  your  Lady.  I have  Tome  fpecch  with 
You,  that  may  concern  your  after  living  well. 

AnKnt.  He  will  not  tell  me  that  he  lies  with  her:  if  he  do, 
Something  Heavenly  ftay  my  heart,  for  I lhall  be  apt 
To  tlirull  this  arm  of  mine  to  adts  unlawful. 

King.  You  will  fuller  me  to  talk  with  her  Amintor, 

And  not  have  a jealous  pang ! 

Amint.  Sir,  1 dare  truft  my  Wife 
W'ith  whom  llie  dares  to  talk,  and  not  be  jealous. 

Kwt.  How  do  you  like  Amintor  ? » 

Evtd.  As  I did  Sir.  Kwg.  How’s  that! 

Evad.  As  one  that  to  fulfil  your  will  and  pleafure, 
have  given  leave  to  call  me  Wife  and  Love. 

Kmg.  I fee  there  is  no  lafting  Faith  in  Sin-, 

They  that  break  word  with  Heaven,  will  break  again 
With  all  the  World,  and  fo  doft  thou  with  me. 

Evad.  How  Sir? 

King.  This  fubtile  Womans  ignorance 
Will  not  excufe  you  -,  thou  haft  taken  Oaths 
So  great,  methought  they  did  not  well  become 
A Vl’omans  mouth,  that  thou  wouldft  ne’re  enjoy 
A man  but  me. 

Evad.  I never  did  fwear  fo  *,  you  do  me  wrong. 

King.  Day  and  night  have  heard  it. 

Evad.  I fwore  indeed  that  I would  never  love 
A man  of  lower  place ; but  if  your  fortune 
Should  throw  you  from  this  height,  I bade  you  truft 
I would  forfake  you,  and  would  bend  to  him 
That  won  your  Throne ; I love  with  ray  ambition, 

Not  with  mine  eyes ; but  if  I ever  yet 

Toucht  any  other,  Leprofie  light  here 

Upon  my  ftce,  which  for  your  Royalty  I would  not  ftain. 

King.  Why  thou  difTembieft,and  it  is  inme  topunifhthee 

Evad.  Why,  it  is  in  me  then  not  to  love  you,  which  will 
More  alBiU;  your  body,  than  your  punifhment  can  mine. 

Kim.  But  thou  haft  let  Amintor  lie  with  thee. 

Evad.  Iha’not.  Impudence ! hefaieshimfelffo. 

Evad.  He  lyes.  King.  He  does  not. 

Evad.  By  this  light  he  does,  ftrangely  and  bafely,  and 
Tie  prove  it  fo-,  I did  not  fhun  him  for  anight, 

But  told  him  I would  never  clofe  with  him. 

Ktng.  Speak  lower,  ’tis  falfe. 

Evad.  I’m  no  man  to  anfwer  with  a blow 
Or  rf  1 were, you  are  the  King;buturgc  me  not,  ’tis  moft  true 

King.  Do  not  I know  the  uncontrouled  thoughts 
That  youth  brings  with  him,  when  his  bloud  is  high 
With  expeUation  and  defires  of  that 
He  long  hath  waited  for  ? is  not  his  fpirit. 

Though  he  be  temperate,  of  a valiant  ftrain, 

As  this  our  age  hath  known  ? what  could  he  do, 

If  fuch  a hidden  fpeech  had  met  his  blood. 

But  ruine  thee  for  ever?  if  he  had  not  kill’d  thee, 

He  could  not  bear  it  thus*,  he  is  as  we, 

Or  any  other  wrong’d  man.  Evad.  It  is  diflembling, 
King.  Take  him  -,  farewel  -,  henceforth  I am  thy  foe  -, 
And  what  difgraces  I can  blot  thee,  look  for. 

Evad.  Stay  Sir-,  Amintor.,  you fhall hear, 

Amint.  What  my  Love? 

Evad.  Amintor,  thou  haft  an  ingenious  look. 

And  fliouldft  be  vertuous it  amazeth  me, 

That  thou  canft  make  fuch  bafe  malicious  lyes. 


ty^rmnt.  What  my  dear  Wife  ? 

Evad.  Dear  Wife!  I dodefpifethee-. 

Why,  nothing  can  be  bafer,  thantofow 
Diflcntionamongft Lovers.  Amint.  Lovers!  who? 

Evad.  The  King  and  me.  Amm.  O Heaven! 

Evad.  Who fhould  livelong,  and  love  without diftaftc, 
Were  it  not  for  fuch  pickthank^s  as  thy  felf ! 

Did  you  lie  with  me  ? fwear  now,  and  be  puniflit  in  hell 
For  this.  Amint.  The  faithlefs  Sin  I made 
To  fair  Afpatia,  is  not  yet  reveng’d. 

It  follows  me-,  I will  not  lofe  a word 
To  this  wild  Woman  -,  but  to  you  my  King, 

The  anguifh  of  my  foul  thrufts  out  this  truth, 

Y’are  a Tyrant ; and  not  fo  much  to  wrong 
An  honeft  man  thus,  as  to  take  a pride 
In  talking  with  him  of  it. 

Evad.  Now  Sir,  fee  how  loud  this  fellow  lyed. 

Amint.  You  that  can  know  to  wrong,  fhould  know  how 
Men  muft  right  themfelves : what  punifhment  is  due 
From  me  to  him  that  fliall  abufe  my  bed ! 

It  is  not  death ; nor  can  that  fatisfie, 

Unlefs  I fend  your  lives  through  all  the  Land, 

To  fhew  how  nobly  1 have  freed  my  felf. 

King.  Draw  not  thy  Sword,  thou  knoweft  I cannot  fear 
A fubjeds  hand ; but  thou  flialt  feel  the  weight  of  this 
If  thou  doft  rage.  Amint.  The  weight  of  that? 

If  you  have  any  worth,  for  Heavens  fake  think 
I fear  not  Swords for  as  you  are  meer  man, 

I dare  as  eafily  kill  you  for  this  deed. 

As  you  dare  think  to  do  it ; but  there  is 
Divinity  about  you,  that  ftrikes  dead 
My  riling  paffions , as  you  are  my  King, 

I fall  before  you,  and  prefent  my  Sword 
To  cut  mine  own  flefh,  ifit  be  your  will. 

Alas ! I am  nothing  but  a multitude 
Of  walking  griefs  -,  yet  fhould  I murther  yon, 

I might  before  the  world  take  the  excufe 
Of  madnefs : for  compare  my  injuries. 

And  they  will  well  appear  too  fad  a weight 
For  reafon  to  endure ; but  fall  I firft 
Amongft  my  forrows,  ere  my  treacherous  hand 
Touch  holy  things : but  why  ? I know  not  what 
I have  to  fay ; why  did  you  choofe  out  me 
To  make  thus  wretched  ? there  were  thoufand  fools 
Eafie  to  work  on,  and  of  ftate  enough  within  the  Ifland. 

Evad.  I would  not  have  a fool,  it  were  no  credit  for  me. 
Amint.  Worfe  and  worfe ! 

Thou  that  dar’ft  talk  unto  thy  Husband  thus, 

Profefs  thy  felf  a Whore ; and  more  than  fo, 

Refolve  to  befo  ftill ; it  is  my  fate 
To  bear  and  bow  beneath  a thoufand  griefs. 

To  keep  that  little  credit  with  the  World. 

But  there  were  wife  ones  too,  you  might  have  ta’ne  another. 
King.  No  -,  for  I believe  thee  honeft,  as  thou  wert  valiant. 
Amint.  All  the  happinefs 
Bellow’d  upon  me,  turns  into  difgrace  -, 

Gods  take  your  honefty  again,  for  I 
Am  loaden  with  it ; good  my  Lord  the  King,  be  private  in  it. 

King.  Thou  may’ft  live  Armntor, 

Free  as  thy  King,  if  thou  wilt  wink  at  this. 

And  be  a means  that  we  may  meet  in  fecret. 

Amint.  A Baud!  hold  my  breaft,  a bitter  curfe 
Seize  me,  if  I forget  not  all  refpeds 
That  are  Religious,  on  another  word 
Sounded  like  that,  and  through  a Sea  of  fins 
Will  wade  to  my  revenge,  though  I fhould  call 
Pains  here,  and  after  life  upon  my  foul. 

Kim.  Well  I am  refolute  you  lay  not  with  her,- 
And  fo  leave  you . \_Exit  King; 

Evad.  You  muft  be  prating,  and  fee  what  follows. 

Amint.  Prethee  vex  me  not. 

Leave  me,  I ani  afraid  fome  fudden  ftart 
Will  pull  a murther  on  me. 

Evad.  lam  gone  j I love  my  1 ife  well.  tj^xit  Ev^tdee. 

G Antint.^ 
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I hate  mine  as  much. 

This  ’tis  to  break  a troth ; I fhould  be  glad 
It  all  this  tide  of  grief  would  make  me  mad. 

Sntrr  ^lel.vituu, 

Mel.  I’le  know  the  caule  of  all  Amimon  griefs, 

Or  frienddiip  lhall  be  idle.  ££vfcr  ('alianax . 

Cil.  O AfelMitius^  my  Daughter  will  die. 

J/t  /.Trull  mc,l  am  lorry ; would  thou  hadflta’nc  her  room. 

Cl’.  Thou  art  a Have,  a cut-throat  Have,  a bloody  trea- 
cherous Have. 

^ fel.w.  Take  heed  old  man,  thou  wilt  be  heard  to  rave, 
And  lofe  thine  Offices.  CA.  I am  valiant  grown 
At  all  thde  years,  and  thou  art  but  a Have. 

Mel.  Leave,  fomc  company  will  come,  andirefpedt 
Thy  years,  not  thee  fo  much,  that  I could  wiHi 
To  laugh  at  thee  alone. 

Cul.  I’le  fpoil  your  mirth,  I mean  to  fight  with  thee ; 
There  lie  my  Cloak,  this  was  my  Fathers  Sword, 

And  he  duril  fight  •,  arc  you  prepar’d  ? 

A/c7.  Why?  wilt  thou  doat  thy  felf  out  of  thy  life? 
Hence  get  thee  to  bed,  have  careful  looking  to,  and  eat 
warm  things , and  trouble  not  me : my  head  is  full  of 
thoughts  more  weighty  than  thy  life  or  death  can  be, 

CA.  - You  have  a name  in  War,  when  you  Hand  fafe 
.\mongH:  a multitude  •,  but  I will  try 
What  you  dare  do  unto  a weak  old  man 
In  fingle  fight;  you’l  ground  1 fear ; Come  draw. 

Mil.  I will  not  draw,  unlefs  thou  pul’ft  thy  death 
Upon  thee  with  a ftroke  •,  there’s  no  one  blow 
That  thou  canfl  give,  hath  ftrength  enough  to  kill  me. 
Tempt  me  not  fo  far  then  ^ the  power  of  earth 
Shall  not  redeem  thee.  CA.  I mufl:  let  him  alone. 

He’s  Ifout  and  able  ;•  and  to  fay  the  truth, 

However  I may  fet  a face,  and  talk, 

1 am  not  valiant ; when  I was  a youth, 

I kept  my  credit  with  a teftie  trick  I had, 

Amongft  cowards,  but  durlt  never  fight. 

Mil.  I w'ill  notpromiletopreferveyourlifeifyou  dofl'ay. 

O/.  I would  give  half  my  Land  that  I durfl:  fight  with  that 
proud  man  a little : if  I had  men  to  hold,  1 would  beat  him, 
till  he  ask  me  mercy. 

Mel.  Sir,  will  you  be  gone? 

CA.  I dare  not  ftay,  but  I will  'go  home,  and  beat  my 
lervants  all  over  for  this.  [^Exit  CAianax. 

Aid.  This  old  fellow  haunts  me, 
j But  the  diftraded  carriage  of  mine  Amintor 
Takes  deeply  on  me,  1 will  find  the  caufe ; 

I fear  his  Confcience  cries,  he  wrong’d  zAjpatia. 

Enter  Amintor. 

Amint.  Mens  eyes  are  not  fo  fubtilto  perceive 
My  inward  mi fery  •,  1 bear  my  grief 
Hid  from  the  World how  art  thou  wretched  then  ? 

For  ought  1 know,  all  Husbands  are  like  me  •, 
i And  every  one  I talk  with  of  his  Wife, 

’ Is  but  a well  dillemblcr  ofhis  woes 
* .As  I am  •,  w’ould  I knew  it,  for  the  rarenefs  afflidts  me  now. 

Mtl.  Amintor.,  We  have  not  enjoy’d  our  friendlhip  of 
late,  for  v/c  were  wont  to  charge  our  fouls  intalk. 

Amint . Mdantius^  I can  tcll  thec  a good  jeft  of  Strata  and 
a I.ady the lall rlay.  tJMel.  Howwafl;.^ 

iMmint.  Why  fuch  an  odd  one. 

tJWtl.  I have  long’d  to  fpcak  with  you,  not  of  an  idle  jell 
tiiat’sforc’d,  but  of  matter  you  are  bound  to  utter  tome. 

Amint.  What  is  that  my  friend? 
j tAfd.  I have  obferv’d,  your  words  fall  from  your  tongue 
I Wildly^  and allyour carriage, 

I.ikc  one  that  Itrove  to  fhew  his  merry  mood, 

WJ  en  he  were  ill  difpos’d  : you  were  not  wont 
To  put  fuch  fcorn  into  your  fjx^ch,  or  wear 
Upon  your  face  i idiculous  jollity ; 

Some  fadnefs  fits  here,  which  your  cunning  would 
Cover  o’re  with  fmilcs,  and  ’twill  not  be.  What  is  it? 


Amint.  A ladncfs  here ! what  caufe 
Can  fate  provide  for  me,  to  make  me  fo  ? 

Am  I not  lov’d  through  all  this  Ifle  ? the  King 
Rains  greatnefs  on  me : have  I not  received 
A Lady  to  my  bed,  that  in  her  eye 
Keeps  mounting  fire,  and  on  her  tender  checks 
Inevitable  colour,  in  her  heart 
A prifon  for  all  vertue  ? are  not  you. 

Which  is  above  all  joyes,  my  conftant  friend  ? 

What  fadnefs  can  I have  ? no,  I am  light. 

And  feel  the  courfes  of  my  blood  more  warm 
And  ftirring  than  they  were faith  marry  too. 

And  you  will  feel  fo  unexpreft  a joy 

In  chafl:  embraces,  that  you  will  indeed  appear  another, 

Mel.  Youmayfliape,  Amintor, 

Caufes  to  cozen  the  whole  world  withal. 

And  your  felf  too  y but ’tis  not  like  a friend. 

To  hide  your  foul  from  me ; ’tis  not  your  nature 
To  be  thus  idle  y I have  feen  you  Hand 
Asyouwereblalied ; raidfl:  of  all  your  mirth. 

Call  thrice  aloud,  and  then  ftart,  feigning  joy 
So  coldly : World ! what  do  I here  ? a friend 
Is  nothing.  Heaven!  I would  ha’ told  that  man 
My  fecret  fins ; I’le  fearch  an  unknown  Land, 

And  there  plant  friendlhip,  all  is  withered  here  *, 

Come  with  a complement,  I would  have  fought, 

Or  told  my  friend  he  ly’d,  ere  footh’d  him  fo  j 
Out  of  my  bolbm.  Amint.  But  there  is  nothing. 

zJ^el.  Worfe  and  worfe  i farewel; 

From  this  time  have  acquaintance,  but  no  friend. 

Amint.  eJMdantius,  flay,  you  fhall  know  what  that  is. 

Mel.  See  how  you  play’d  with  friendlhip  *,  be  advis’d 
How  you  give  caufe  unto  your  felftofay,You  ha’I oft  a friend. 

Amint.  Forgive  what  I have  done ; 

For  I am  fo  ore-gone  with  injuries 
Unheard  of,  that  I lofe  confideration 
Of  what  I ought  to  do — -oh — oh. 

Mel.  Do  not  weep ; what  is’t  ? 

May  I once  but  know  the  man 
Hath  turn’d  my  friend  thus  ? 

Amint.  I had  fpoke  at  firft,  but  that.  Mel.  But  what? 

Amint.  I held  it  moft  unlit 
For  you  to  know  •,  faith  do  not  know  it  yet. 

Md.  Thou  feeft  my  love,  that  will  keep  company 
With  thee  in  tears  hide  nothing  then  from  me ; 

For  when  I know  the  caufe  of  thy  diftemper, 

With  mine  own  armour  I’le  adorn  my  felf. 

My  refolution,  and  cut  through  thy  foes. 

Unto  thy  quiet,  till  I place  thy  heart 
As  peaceable  as  fpotlels  innocence.  What  is  it  / 

Amint.  Why,  ’tis  this it  is  too  big 

To  get  out,  let  my  tears  make  way  a while. 

Mel.  PuniHi  me  ftrangely  heaven,  ifheefcape 
Of  life  or  fame,'  that  brought  this  youth  to  this.  . 

Amint.  Your  Sifter.  Mel.  Well  faid. 

Ammt.  You’]  wilh’t  unknown,  when  youhave  heard  it. 

Mel.  No.  Amint.  Is  much  to  blame, 

And  to  the  King  has  given  her  honour  up. 

And  lives  in  Whoredom  with  him.  Mel.  How,  this ! 
Thou  art  run  mad  with  injury  indeed. 

Thou  couldft  not  utter  this  clfe  •,  Ipeak  again, 

For  I forgive  it  freely ; tcll  thy  griefs. 

Amint.  She’s  wanton ; I am  loth  to  fay  a Whore, 
Though  it  be  true. 

Mel.  Speak  yet  again,  before  mine  anger  grow 
Up  beyond  throwing  down  •,  what  are  thy  griefs  ? 

Amint.  By  all  otir  friendlhip,  thefc. 

<tJMel.  What.^  am  I tame? 

After  mineadlions,  fliall  the  name  of  friend 
Blot  all  our  family,  and  ftrike  the  brand 
Of  Whore  upon.my  Sifter  unreveng’d  ? 

My  lhaking  Helh  Se  thou  a Witnefs  for  me. 

With  what  unwillirigncft  ! go  t(;fcourgc 
This  Raylcr,  wiiOm  my  (ollv  hath  Call’d  Frivnd ; 
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Amint.  Therefore  I tall  it  back  from  thee  \ for  I Know 


1 will  not  take  thee  balely ; thy  fvvortl 
Hangs  near  thy  hand,  draw  it,  that  I may  whip 
Thy  ranmefs  to  repentance ; draw  thy  fword. 

<tyfnunt.  Noton  thee,  did  thine  anger  fwell  as  high 
As  the  wild  furges  ■,  thou  fliouldlt  do  me  cale 
Here,  and  Eternally,  if  thy  noble  hand 
Would  cut  me  from  my  forrows. 

tjlid.  This  is  bafe  and  fearful ! they  that  ufe  to  utter  lyes, 
Provide  not  blows,  but  words  to  qualifie 
The  men  they  wrong’d ; thou  hale  a guilty  caufe. 

Amtnt.  Thou  pleafefl  me ; for  fo  much  more  like  this, 
Will  raife  my  anger  up  above  my  griefs. 

Which  is  a paflion  calicr  to  be  born. 

And  I (hall  then  be  happy. 

iJMel.  Take  then  more  to  raife  thine  anger.  ’Tis  raecr 
Cowardize  makes  thee  not  draw ; and  I will  leave  thee  dead 
However  \ but  if  thou  art  fo  much  preft 
With  guilt  and  fear,  as  not  to  dare  to  fight, 
rie  make  thy  memory  loath’d,  and  fix  a fcandal 
Upon  thy  name  for  ever.  Ammt.  Then  1 draw. 

As  juftly  as  our  Magiftrates  their  Swords, 

To  cut  offenders  off*,  I knew  before 
’Twould  grate  your  ears  ^ but  it  was  bafe  in  you 
To  urge  a weighty  fecret  from  your  friend. 

And  then  rage  at  it  •,  I fhall  be  at  eafe 
Ifl  be  kill’d^  and  if  you  fall  by  me, 

I fhall  not  long  out-live  you.  Stay  a while. 

The  name  of  friend  is  more  than  family. 

Or  all  the  world  befides  \ I was  a fool. 

Thou  fearching  humane  nature,  that  didft  wake 
To  do  me  wrong,  thou  art  inquifitive. 

And  thrufts  me  upon  queflions  that  wdll  take 
My  fleep  away^  would  I had  died  ere  known 
This  fad  dilhonour  ^ pardon  me  my  friend  •, 

If  thou  wilt  ftrike,  here  is  a faithful  heart. 

Pierce  it,  for  1 will  never  heave  my  hand 
To  thine ; behold  the  power  thou  haft  in  me ! 

I do  believe  my  Sifter  is  a Whore, 

A Leprous  one,  put  up  thy  fword  young  man. 

iA[rmnt.  How  ftiould  I bear  it  then,  fhe  being  fo  ? 

I fear  my  friend  that  you  will  lofe  me  Ihortly  •, 

And  1 fhall  do  a foul  adlion  my  fclf 

Through  thefe  difgraces.  Mel,  Better  half  the  Land 

Were  buried  quick  together  •,  no,  Amtntor, 

Thou  fhalt  have  eafe ; O this  Adulterous  King 
That  drew  her  to’t ! where  got  he  the  fpirit 
To  wrong  me  fo  ? Amint.  What  is  it  then  to  niie. 

If  it  be  wrong  to  you ! 

Mel.  Why,  not  fo  much:  the  credit  of  our  houfe 
Is  thrown  away  ^ 

But  from  his  Iron  Den  Tie  waken  death. 

And  hurlc  him  on  this  King  •,  my  honefty 
Shall  fteel  my  fword,  and  on  its  horrid  point 
Tie  wear  my  caufe,  that  fhall  amaze  the  eyes 
Of  this  proud  man,  and  be  too  glittering 
For  him  to  look  pn. 

Amint.  I have  quite  undone  my  fame. 

Mel.  Dry  up  thy  watry  eyes. 

And  call:  a manly  look  upon  my  face  *, 

For  nothing  is  fo  wild  as  1 thy  friend 

Till  1 have  freed  thee  *,  ftill  this  fwellingbreaft ; 

I go  thus  from  thee,  and  will  never  ceafe 
My  vengeance,  till  I find  my  heart  at  peace. 

Amint.  Itmuftnotbefo  j ftay,  mine  eyes  would  tell 
How  loth  I am  to  this  •,  but  love  and  tears 
Leave  me  a while,  for  I have  hazarded 
All  this  world  calls  happy  *,  thou  haft  wrought 
A fecret  from  me  under  name  of  Friend,  ' 

Which  Art  could  ne’re  have  found,  nor  torture  wrung 
From  out  my  bofom ; give  it  me  agen. 

For  1 will  find  it,  wherefoe’re  it  lies 

Hid  in  the  mortal’ll:  part  •,  invent  a way  to  give  it  back. 

Mel.  Why,  would  you  have  it  back  ? 

I will  to  death  purfue  him  with  revenge. 


Thy  blood  lb  high,  that  thou  wilt  ftir  in  this,  and  fli,?mc  me 
Topoftcrity:  take  to  thy  Weapon. 

Mel.  Hear  thy  friend,  that  bears  more  years  than  tlion. 

Amint.  I will  not  hear : butdraw,  or  1 - Mel.  Ammtor. 

Amint.  Draw  then,  for  lamfull  asrefolute 
As  fame  and  honour  can  intorce  me  be  •, 

I cannot  linger,  draw.  <JMel.  Ido hut  is  not 

My  fhare  of  credit  equal  with  thine  if  1 do  ftir 

Amint.  No-,  for  it  will  be  cal’d 
Honour  in  thee  to  fpill  thy  Sifters  blood, 

If  fhe  her  birth  abufc,  and  on  the  King 
A brave  revenge : but  on  me  that  have  walkt 
With  patience  in  it,  it  will  fix  the  name 
Of  fearful  Cuckold O that  word!  be  quick. 

iJfdel.  Then  joyn  with  me. 

Amint.  I darenotdoa  fin,  or  elfc  I would : belpeedy. 

nJMel.  Then  dare  not  fight  with  me,  for  that’s  a fin. 

His  griefdiftrads  him ; call  thy  thoughts  agen. 

And  to  thy  felf  pronounce  the  name  of  friend. 

And  fee  what  that  will  work-,  I will  not  fight. 

Amint.  You  muft. 

Mel.  1 will  be  kill’d  firft,  though  my  palfions 
Offred  the  like  to  you ; ’tis  not  this  earth 
Shall  buy  my  reafon  to  it ; think  a while. 

For  you  are  (1  muft  weep  when  I fpeak  that) 

Almoft  befides  your  felf.  Amint.  Oh  my  foft  temper ! 

So  many  fweet  words  from  thy  Sifters  mouth, 

I am  afraid  would  make  me  take  her 
To  embrace,  and  pardon  her.  I am  mad  indeed. 

And  know  not  what  I do  ^ yet  have  a care 

Of  me  in  what  thou  doeft.  (to  fave 

Mel.  Why  thinks  my  friend  I will  forget  his  honour,  or 
The  bravery  of  our  houfe,  will  lofe  his  fame, 

And  fear  to  touch  the  Throne  of  Majefty  ? 

Amint.  A curfe  will  follow  that,  but  rather  live 
And  fuffer  with  me. 

Mel.  I will  do  what  worth  fhall  bid  me,  andnomore. 

Amint.  Faith  1 am  fick,  and  defperately  I hope. 

Yet  leaning  thus,  1 feel  a kind  of  eafe. 

Mtf/.  Come  take  agen  your  mirth  about  you. 

Amint.  1 fhall  never  do’t. 

Me/.  1 warrant  you,  look  up,  wee’l  walk  together. 

Put  thine  arm  here,  all  fhall  be  well  agen. 

Amint.  Thy  Love,0  wretched,  I thy  hont^eUmius ; why, 
I have  nothing  elfe. 

Me/.  Be  merry  then.  \Sxemt.  Enter  Melantms  agen. 

Mel.  This  worthy  young  man  may  do  violence 
Upon  himfelf,  but  I havecherifht  him 
To  my  beft  power,  and  fent  him  fmiling  from  me 
To  counterfeit  again ; Sword  hold  thine  edge. 

My  heart  will  never  fail  me : Dithilns, 

Thou  com’ft  as  fent.  * [^^nter  Diphilas. 

Diph.  Yonder  has  been  fuch  laughing. 

Mel.  Betwixt  whom? 

^iph.  Why,  our  Sifter  and  the  King, 

1 thought  their  fpleens  would  break, 

Theylaught  us  all  out  of  the  room. 

Mel.  They  muft  weep,  Diphtlus.  Diph.  Muft  they  ? 

Mf/.  They  muft;  thou  art  my  Brother, and  if  I did  believe 
Thou  hadft  a bafe  thought,  1 would  rip  it  our. 

Lie  where  it  durft.  (find  it. 

Diph.  You  fhouldnot,  1 would  firft  mangle  my  felf  and 

Me/.  That  was  fpoke  according  to  our  ftrainj  come 
Joyn  thy  hands  to  mine. 

And  fwear  a firmnefs  to  what  projeeft  I fhall  lay  before  thee. 

Diph.  You  do  wrong  us  both ; 

People  hereafter  fhall  not  fay  there  pa  ft 
A bond  more  than  our  loves,  to  tie  our  lives 
And  deaths  together. 

Me/.'  It  is  as  nobly  laid  as  I would  wifh  y 
Anon  rie  tell  you  wonders ; wc  are  wrong’d. 

Diph.  But  I will  tell  you  now,  wee’l  right  oar  felvcs. 

Mel.  Stay  not,  prepare  the  armour  in  my  houfe-, 
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' A’.kI  what  ft  icnds  you  can  draw  unto  our  fide. 

Not  knowing  of  the  caufc,  make  ready  too  ; 

, Hdfie  Dlphilus^  the  time  requires  it,  halhr.  Diphihis. 

, I hope  my  caul'e  is  jufb,  I know  my  blood 
Tells  me  it  is,  and  1 willcredit  it : 

; To  take  revenge,  and  lofe  my  felf  withal, 

\^'crcidlc  •,  and  to  I'cape  impolliblc, 

I Without  I had  the  fort,  which  mifery 
! Remaining  in  the  hands  of  my  old  enemy 
■ but  I mufi:  have  it,  (ee  \_Entrr  Calianax. 

\\'here  becomes  (baking  by  me : good  my  Lord, 

Forget  your  fplcen  to  me,  I never  wrong’d  you, 

But  would  have  peace  with  every  man.  Ctl.  ’Tis  well  *, 

If  1 durft:  fight,  your  tongue  would  lie  at  quiet. 

Me/.  Y’are  touchic  without  ail  caufe. 

CM.  Do,  mock  me. 

Me/.  By  mine  honour  I fpeak  truth. 

Ce/.  Honour  ? w'here  is’t  ? 

Me/.  See  what  Harts  you  make  into  your  hatred  to  my 

•love and  freedom  to  you. 

1 come  with  refolution  to  obtain  a fuit  of  you. 

C.il.  A fuit  of  me ! ’tis  very  like  it  fliould  be  granted,  Sir. 

Mf/.  Nay,  go  not  hence  ^ 

Tis  this-,  you  have  the  keeping  of  the  Fort, 

And  I would  wifii  you  by  the  love  you  ought 
To  bear  unto  me,  to  deliver  it  into  my  hands. 

CiL  1 am.  in  hope  that  thou  art  mad,  to  talk  to  me  thus. 

Mr/.  But  there  is  a rcafon  to  move  you  to  it.  I would 
kill  the  King  that  wrong’d  you  and  your  daughter. 

C.il.  Out  Tray  tor! 

Mel.  Nay  but  Hay  I cannot  fcape,  the  deed  once  done, 
Without  I have  this  fort. 

CJ.  And  fiiould  I help  thee  ? now  thy  treacherous  mind 
betrays  it  fdf.  Mel.  Come,  delay  me  net  j 
Give  me  a fudden  anfwer,  or  already 
Thy  laH  is  fpokc  •,  refufe  not  offered  love. 

When  it  comes  clad  in  fccrcts. 

Cal.  If  I fay  I will  not,  he  will  kill  me,  I do  fee’t  writ 
In  his  looks-,  and  fiiould  I fay  I will,  he’l  run  and  tell  the 
King ; I do  not  fiiun  your  fricndfiiip  dear  MelanttHSy 
But  this  caufe  is  weighty,  give  me  but  an  hour  to  think. 

Mf/.  Take  it 1 know  this  goes  unto  the  King, 

But  1 am  arm’d.  [^Ex.  MeUnt. 

Cal.  .Me  thinks  I feel  my  felf 
But  twenty  now  agen  this  fighting  fool 
Wants  Policy,  I fhall  revenge  my  Girl, 

.And  make  her  red  again ; I pray,  my  legs 
U ill  laH  that  pace  that  1 will  carry  them, 

1 lhall  want  breath  before  I find  the  King. 


A Sins  Quartifs, 

Eater  Mclantius,  Evadne,  and  a Lady, 

Mel.  Save  you. 

Lvad.  Save  you  fwcet  Brother. 

AUl.  In  my  blunt  eye  methinks  you  look  Evadne. 

E*.ad.  Come,  you  would  make  me  blufii. 

' '.  1 would  Svadncy  I fhall  difpleafc  my  cndseife. 
hvad.  You  fiiall  if  you  command  me  j lambafhful; 

' -Or  -e  Sir,  ho'w  do  I look  ? 

Af.l.  I would  not  have  yourv/omcn  hear  me 
Break  into  commendation  of  you,  ’tis  not  fcemly. 

8vad.  Go  wait  me  in  the  Gallery — now  fpeak. 

Mel.  Tie  lock  the  door  firH.  \Exeant  Ladies, 

i jad.  W'hy  ? 

Md.  1 will  not  have  your  guilded  things  that  dance  in  vi- 
fitation  v/ith  their  Millan  skins  choke  up  my  bufinefs. 

T^vad.  You  arc  Hrangcly  difpos’d  Sir. 

Mel.  Good  Madam,  not  to  make  you  merry. 

Evad.  No,  if  you  praife  me,  ’twill  make  me  fad. 

Md.  Such  a fad  commendation  I have  for  you. 


Evad.  Brother,  the  Court  hath  made  you  witty. 

And  learn  to  riddle.  (thing  ? 

Md.  I praife  the  Court  for’t  \ has  it  learned  you  no- 

Evad.  Me? 

Md.  I Evadne y thou  art  young  and  handfom, 

A Lady  of  a fweet  complexion. 

And  fuch  a flowing  carriage,  that  it  cannot 

Chufe  but  inflame  a Kingdom.  Svad,  Gentle  Brother ! 

Md.  ’Tis  yet  in  thy  remembrance,  foolilh  woman. 

To  make  me  gentle.  Svad.  How  is  this  ? 

Md.  ’Tis  bafe. 

And  I could  blufh  at  thefe  years,  thorough  all 
My  honour’d  fears,  to  come  to  fuch  a parly. 

Svad.  I underHand  you  not.  Mel.  You  dare  not,  Fool  *, 
They  that  commit  thy  faults,  fly  the  remembrance. 

Evad.  My  faults.  Sir ! I would  have  you  know  I care  not 
If  they  were  written  here,  here  in  my  forehead. 

Mel.  Thy  body  is  too  little  for  the  Hory, 

The  luHs  of  which  would  fill  another  woman, 

Though  fhe  had  Twins  within  her.  Evad.  This  is  fancy ; 
Look  you  intrude  no  more,  there  lies  your  way. 

Mel.  Thou  art  my  way,  and  I will  tread  upon  thee. 

Till  I find  truth  out. 

Evad.  What  truth  is  that  you  look  for  ? 

Mel.  Thy  long-loH  honour : would  the  Gods  had  fet  me 
One  of  their  loudeH  bolts ; come  tell  me  quickly, 

Do  it  w’ithout  enforcement,  and  take  heed 
You  fwell  me  not  above  my  temper. 

Evad.  How  Sir  ? where  got  you  this  report  ? 

Md.  Where  there  was  people  in  every  place. 

Evad.  They  and  the  feconds  of  it  are  bafe  people  •, 
Believe  them  not,  they  lyed. 

Mel.  Do  not  play  with  mine  anger,  do  not  Wretch, 

I come  to  know  that  defperate  Fool  that  drew  thee 
From  thy  fair  life  ^ be  wife,  and  lay  him  open. 

Svad.  Unhand  me,  and  learn  manners,  fuch  another 
Forgetfulnefs  forfeits  your  life. 

Mel.  Quench  me  this  mighty  humour,  and  then  tell  me 
Whofe  Whore  you  are,  for  you  are  one,  I know  it. 

Let  all  mine  honours  perifh  but  Tie  find  him, 

Though  he  lie  lockt  up  in  thy  blood  ^ be  fudden ; 

There  is  no  facing  it,  and  be  not  flattered  \ 

The  burnt  air,  when  the  raigns,  is  not  fouler 
Than  thy  contagious  name,  till  thy  repentance 
(If  the  Gods  grant  thee  any)  purge  thy  ficknefs. 

Evad.  Be  gone,  you  are  my  Brother,  that’s  your  fafety. 

Mel.  rie  be  a Wolf  firH  •,  ’tis  to  be  thy  Brother 
An  infamy  below  the  fin  of  a Coward  : 

I ana  as  far  from  being  part  of  thee, 

As  thou  art  from  thy  vertue : feek  a kindred 
’MongH  fenfual  beaHs,  and  make  a Goat  thy  Brother, 

A Goat  is  cooler ; will  you  tell  me  yet  ? 

Evad.  If  you  Hay  here  and  rail  thus,  I fhall  tell  you, 

Tie  ha’  you  whipt  •,  get  you  to  your  command. 

And  there  preach  to  your  Sentinels,  (you. 

And  tell  them  what  a brave  man  you  are  *,  I fliall  laugh  at 

Mel.  Y’are  grown  a glorious  Whore  •,  where  be  your 
Fighters  ? what  mortal  Fool  dui  H raife  thee  to  this  daring. 
And  I alive?  by  my  juH  Sword, h’ad  fafer 
BeHride  a Billow  when  the  angry  North 
Plows  up  the  Sea,  or  made  Heavens  fire  his  food ; 

Work  me  no  higher-,  will  you  dilcover  yet? 

Evad.  The  Fellow’s  mad,  fleep  and  fpeak  lenfe. 

Mel.  Force  my  fwollen  heart  no  further  ^ I would  fave 
thee  your  great  maintainers  arc  not  here , they  dare  not, 
would  they  were  all,  and  armed,  I would  fpeak  loud  here’s 
one  Ihould  thunder  to  ’em : will  you  tell  me  ? thou  haH  no 
hope  to  fcape ; he  that  dares  moH,  and  damns  away  his  foul 
to  do  thee  fervice , will  fooncr  fetch  meat  from  a hungry 
Lion , than  come  to  refeue  thee  thou  haH  death  about 
thee : h’as  undone  thine  honour,  poyfon’d  thy  vertue , and 
of  a lovely  rofc,  left  thee  a canker. 

Svad.  Letmcconfider.  M*/.  Do,  whofe  child  thou  wert, 
Whofe  honour  thou  haft  murdered,  whofe  grave  open’d. 

And 
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Aiul  fo  pull’d  on  the  Gods,  that  in  their  jullicc 
They  mull;  rellorc  him  flcfii  again  and  life, 

And  l aife  his  dry  bones  to  revenge  his  fcandal. 

Evad.  The  gods  are  not  of  my  mind ; they  had  better  let 
’em  lie  fvveet  Hill  in  the  earth  •,  they’l  ftink  here. 

Mel.  Do  you  raife  mirth  out  of  my  eafinefs  ? 

Forlake  me  then  all  woakndles  of  Nature, 

That  make  men  women  ; Speak  you  whore,  fpeak  truth. 

Or  by  the  dear  foul  of  thy  fleeping  Father, 

This  fword  (hall  be  thy  lover : tell,  or  Tie  kill  thee: 

And  when  thou  haft  told  all,  thou  wilt  deferve  it. 

Evt*d.  You  will  not  murder  me ! 

Afcl.  No,  ’tis  a jufticc,  and  a noble  one. 

To  put  the  light  out  of  luch  bafe  offenders. 

Evad.  Help ! 

Mel.  By  thy  foul  felf,  no  humane  help  (hall  help  thee. 

If  thou  crieft  : when  I have  kill’d  thee,  as  1 have 
Vow’d  to  do,  if  thou  confefs  not,  naked  as  thou  haft  left 
Thine  honour,  will  I leave  thee. 

That  on  thy  branded  flelh  the  world  may  read 
Thy  black  (hame,  and  my  juftice  •,  wilt  thou  bend  yet  ? 

€vad.  Yes.  Mel.  Up  and  begin  your  ftory. 

Evad.  Oh  I am  miferable. 

Mel.  ’Tis  true,  thou  art,  fpeak  truth  ftill. 

Evad.  I have  offended,  noble  Sir : forgive  me. 

Mel.  With  what  fecure  flave  ? Evad.  Do  not  ask  me  Sir. 
Mine  own  remembrance  is  a mifery  too  mightic  for  me. 

Mel.  Do  not  fall  back  again  j my  fword’sunffieath’d  yet. 

Evad.  What  fhall  I do  ? 

Mel.  Be  true,  and  make  your  fault  lefs. 

£ id.  I dare  not  tell. 

Mel.  Tell,  or  Tie  be  this  day  a killing  thee. 

Evad.  Will  you  forgive  me  then  ? 

Mel.  Stay,  I muft  ask  mine  honour  firft,  I have  too  much 
fooli  (h  nature  in  me ; fpeak.  Svad.  Is  there  none  elfe  here  ? 

Md.  None  but  a fearful  confcience,that’s  too  many.  Who 

Evad.  O hear  me  gently  *,  it  was  the  King.  (is’t  ? 

Mel.  No  more.  My  worthy  father’s  and  my  fervices 
Are  liberally  rewarded ! King,  I thank  thee. 

For  all  my  dangers  and  my  wounds,  thou  haft  paid  me 
In  my  own  metal  ; Thefeare  Souldiers  thanks. 

How  long  have  you  liv’d  thus  Evadne  ? Svad.  Too  long. 

Mel.  Too  late  you  find  it  : can  you  be  forty  ? 

Evad.  Would  I were  half  as  blamelcfs. 

Mel.  Evadne,  thou  wilt  to  thy  trade  again. 

Evad.  Firft  to  my  grave. 

Mel.  Would  gods  th’hadft  been  fo  bleft : 

Doff;  thou  not  hate  this  King  now  ? prethee  hate  him : 
Couldft  thou  not  curfe  him  ? I command  thee  curfe  him, 
Curfe  till  the  gods  hear,  and  deliver  him 
To  thy  juft  wiffies : yet  I fear  Evadne, 

You  had  rather  play  your  game  out. 

Evad.  No,  I feel  (after. 

Too  many  fad  confufionshere  to  let  in  any  loofe  flame  here- 

Mel.  Doft  thou  not  feel  amongft  all  thofe  one  brave  anger 
That  breaks  out  nobly,  and  direds  thine  arm  to  kill  this  bafe 

Evad.  All  the  gods  forbid  it.  (King  ? 

Mel.  No,  aU  the  gods  require  it,  they  are  dilhonoufed  m 

Evad.  ’Tis  too  fearful.  (him. 

Mel.  Y’are  valiant  in  his  bed,  and  bold  enough 
To  be  a ftale  whore,  and  have  your  Madams  name 
Difeourfe  for  Grooms  and  Pages,  and  hereafter 
When  his  cool  Majeftie  hath  laid  you  by. 

To  be  at  penfion  with  fome  needy  Sir 

For  meat  and  courier  clothes,  thus  far  you  know  no  fear. 

Come,  you  fhall  kill  him.  Evad.  Good  Sir ! 

Mel.  And  ’twere  to  kifs  him  dead,  thou’d  fmother  him  •, 
Be  wife  and  kill  him  : Canft  thou  live  and  know  ; 

What  noble  minds  fhall  make  thee  fee  thy  felf 
Found  out  with  every  finger,  made  the  fhame 
Of  all  fuccefTions,  and  in  this  great  ruine 
Thy  brother  and  thy  noble  husband  broken  ? 

Thou  fhalt  not  live  thus  •,  kneel  and  fwear  to  help  mC'' 
When  I fhall  call  thee  to  it,  or  by  all 


Holy  in  heaven  and  earth,  thou  fhalt  not  live 
To  breath  a full  hour  longer,  not  a thought ; 

Come  ’tis  a righteous  oath  \ give  me  thy  hand. 

And  both  to  heaven  held  up,  fwear  by  that  wealth 
This  luftful  thief  ftole  from  thee,  when  I fay  it. 

To  let  his  foul  foul  out.  Evad.  Here  I fwear  it. 

And  all  you  fpirits  of  abufed  Ladies 
Help  me  in  this  performance. 

Mel.  Enough*,  this  muft  be  known  to  none 
But  you  and  1 Evadne  *,  not  to  your  Lord, 

Though  he  be  wife  and  noble,  and  a fellow 
Dares  ftep  as  far  into  a worthy  aftion. 

As  the  moll:  daring,  I as  far  as  Juftice. 

Ask  me  not  why.  Farewell.  Z^xie.  Mel. 

Evad.  Would  I could  fay  fo  to  my  black  difgrace. 

Oh  where  have  I been  all  this  time ! how  friended. 

That  I fhould  lofe  my  felf  thus  defperately. 

And  none  for  pity  fhew  me  how  I wandred  ? 

There  is  not  in  the  compafs  of  the  light 
A more  unhappy  creature  : fure  1 am  monftrous. 

For  I have  done  thofe  follies,  thofe  mad  mifehiefs, 

Would  dare  a woman.  O my  loaden  foul. 

Be  not  fo  cruel  to  me,  choak  not  up  Amimor. 

The  way  to  my  repentance.  O my  Lord. 

Amin.  How  now  ? 

Evad.  My  much  abufed  Lord ! 

Amin.  This  cannot  be. 

Evad.  I do  not  kneel  to  live,  I dare  not  hope  it  j 
The  wrongs  I did  are  greater  *,  look  upon  me 
Though  I appear  with  all  my  faults.  Amin.  Stand  up. 

This  is  no  new  way  to  beget  more  forrow  *, 

Heaven  knows  I have  too  many  *,  do  not  mock  me  j 
Though  I am  tame  and  bred  up  with  my  wrongs, 

Which  are  my  fofter-brothers,  I may  leap 
Like  a hand-wolf  into  my  natural  wildernefs. 

And  do  an  out  rage  : pray  thee  do  not  mock  me. 

Evad.  My  whole  life  is  fo  leprous,  it  infciTts 
All  my  repentance  ; I would  buy  your  pardon 
Though  at  the  higheft  fet,  even  with  my  life : 

That  flight  contrition,  that’s  no  facrifice 

For  what  I have  committed.  Amin.  Sure  I dazle : 

There  cannot  be  a faith  in  that  foul  woman 

That  knows  no  God  more  mighty  than  her  mifehiefs ; 

Thou  doft  ftill  worft,  ftill  number  on  thy  faults. 

To  prefs  my  poor  heart  thus.  Can  I believe 
There’s  any  feed  of  Vertue  in  that  woman 
Left  to  (hoot  up,  that  dares  go  on  in  fin 
Known,  and  fo  known  as  thine  is,  O Evadne  ! 

Would  there  were  any  fafety  in  thy  fex. 

That  I might  put  a thoufand  forrows  off. 

And  credit  thy  repentance : but  I muft  not  *, 

Thou  haft  brought  me  to  the  dull  calamity. 

To  that  ftrange  misbelief  of  all  the  world. 

And  all  things  that  are  in  it,  that  I fear 
1 fhall  fall  like  a tree,  and  find  my  grave. 

Only  remerabring  that  I grieve.  Evad.  My  Lord, 

Give  me  your  griefs : you  are  an  innocent, 

A foul  as  white  as  heaven : let  not  my  fins 
Perifh  your  noble  youth  : I do  not  fall  here 
To  fhadow  by  dilTembling  with  my  tears, 

As  all  fay  women  can,  or  to  make  lefs 
What  my  hot  will  hath  done,  which  heaven  and  you 
Knows  to  be  tougher  than  the  hand  of  time 
Can  cut  from  mans  remembrance ; no  I do  not  *, 

I do  appear  the  fame,  the  fame  Evadne, 

Dreft  in  the  fha^es  I liv’d  in,  the  fame  monfter. 

But  thefe  are  names  of  honour,  to  what  lam-, 

I do  prefent  my  felf  the  fouleft  creature, 

Moft  poyfonous,  dangerous,  anddefpis’d  of  men, 

Lerna  e’re  bred,  or  Nilw ; I am  hell, 

Till  you,  my  dear  Lord,  fhoot  your  light  into  me, 

The  beams  of  your  forgivenefs ; I am  foul-ficfc. 

And  whither  with  the  fear  of  one  condemn’d , 

Till  I have  got  your  pardon.  Amin.  Evadfje. 

Thofe 
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T'hotc  heavenly  powers  chat  put  this  good  into  thee', 

Giant  a continuance  of  it  : 1 forgive  thee  •, 

Make  thy  felf  worthy  of  it,  and  take  heed, 
fake  liccd  Ev.uine  this  be  fa  ions  \ 

1 Mock  not  the  powers  above,  chat  can  and  dare 
I Give  thee  a great  example  of  their  jultice 
I To  all  enfuingeyes,  if  thou  plai’ft 
W ith  thy  repentance,  the  bell:  facrifice. 

I Ev.id.  1 have  done  nothing  good  to  win  belief, 

: My  life  hath  been  fo  faichlcl's  \ all  the  creatures 
i Mad«  for  heavens  honours  have  their  ends,  and  good  ones, 

■ All  but  the  coufening  CmodHes^  fa'fe  women ; 

Thev  reign  here  like  thole  plagues,  thole  killing  fores 
Men  pray  againlt  •,  and  when  they  die,  like  talcs 
111  told,  and  unbeliev’d,  they  pals  away. 

And  go  to  dull  forgotten  ; But  my  Lord, 

Thole  Ihort  dayes  1 lhall  number  to  my  reft, 

(As  many  rauft  not  lee  me)  lhall  though  too  late. 

Though  in  my  evening,  yet  perceive  a will. 

Since  I can  do  no  good  bccaufe  a woman, 

Heach  conftantly  at  fome  thing  that  is  near  it  *, 

1 w II  redeem  one  minute  of  my  age, 

Or  like  another  Tljobe  Tie  weep  till  I am  water. 

I am  now  dilTolved  : 

My  frozen  foul  melts  ; may  each  fin  thou  haft. 

Find  a new  mercy  : Rife,  I am  at  peace : 

Hadft  thou  been  thus,  thus  excellently  good. 

Before  that  devil  King  tempted  thy  frailty. 

Sure  thou  hadft  made  a ftar ; give  me  thy  hand  j 
From  this  time  1 will  know  thee,  and  as  far 
As  honour  gives  me  leave,  be  thy  Amintor : 

\ When  we  meet  next,  I will  falute  thee  fairly, 

! And  pray  the  gods  to  give  thee  happy  dayes  : 

I My  charity  lliall  go  along  with  thee, 

: Tiiougii  my  embraces  miift  be  far  from  thee. 

I I Ihould  ha’  kill’d  thee,  but  this  fwcet  repentance 
I Locks  up  my  vengeance,  for  w'hich  thus  1 kifs  thee,  , 

! The  lalt  kifs  we  mull  take ; and  would  to  heaven 
I The  holy  Pi  ieft  that  gave  our  hands  together, 

I Had  given  us  equal  Vertucs  ; go  Evadncy 
! The  gods  thus  part  our  bodies,  have  a care 
My  honour  falls  no  farther,  1 am  well  then. 

Evad.  All  the  dear  joyes  here,  and  above  hereafter 
Crown  thy  fair  foul : thus  I take  leave  my  Lord, 
j And  never  lhall  you  fee  the  foul  Evadne 
I Till  nfave  tryed  all  honoured  means  that  may 
: Set  her  in  reft,  and  walh  her  Itains  away.  ^Exeunt. 

I Euf/ejuet.  Enter  C^Uar?ax.  Hoboyes  play  within. 

; King.  I cannot  tell  how  I fliould  credit  this 
j Fiom  you  that  arc  his  enemy. 

I Cd.  I am  furc  he  laid  it  to  me,  and  Tic  juftifie  it 
i \\  hat  way  he  dares  oppole,  but  with  my  fword, 

I King.  But  did  he  break  without  all  circumftance 
To  you  liis  foe,  that  lie  would  have  the  Fort 
T J kill  me,  and  then  efcape  ? 

Cd.  If  he  deny  it,  Tic  make  him  Wulh. 

King.  It  founds  incredibly. 

C.d.  I,  fo  docs  every  thing  I fay  of  late. 

I Ki<,g.  Not  f;^V/.^/M.v.  Cal.  Yes,  I Ihould  ft 
j M'lr. , whilll  a Rogue  with  ftiong  arms  cuts  your  throat, 
j King.  Well,  1 will  try  him,  and  if  this  be  true 
' r.'c  pa^w-n  my  life  I’le  find  it  •,  if’t  be  falfe, 

! \rid  that  you  clothe  your  hate  in  fuch  a lie, 
r You  lhall  hcreafcti  doatinyourownhoufc,notinthcCourt. 

Cil.  Why  if  it  be  a lie,  ^ 

I Mine  ears  are  falfe  *,  for  Tic  lx;  fworn  I heard  it : 
i t >»ld  men  arc  good  for  nothing  ^ you  were  heft 
Put  me  to  death  for  healing,  and  free  him 
! For  meaning  of  if,  you  v/ould  ha’ trufted  me 
Once,  but  the  time  is  altered.  (worlds 

King.  And  will  ftill  where  I maydowithjufticctotlie 
You  have  no  witnefs.  Cal.  Yes,  my  felf. 

King.  No  more  I mean  there  were  that  heard  it, 

!■  t 


Cal.  How  no  more  ? would  you  have  more  ? why  am 
Not  I enough  to  hang  a thoufand  Rogues  ? 

A tng.  But  fo  you  may  hang  honeft  men  too  if  you  pleafe. 
Cal.  I may,  ’tis  like  I will  do  fo ; there  are  a hundred  wil 
fwear  it  for  a need  too,  if  I fay  it. 

King.  Such  witnefles  we  need  not.  (knave. 

Cal.  And  ’tis  hard  if  my  Word  cannot  hang  aboyfterous 
King.  Enough  y where’s  Strata  ? Stra.  Sir ! 

Enter  Strata. 

King.  Why  where’s  all  the  company  ? call  Amintor  in. 
Evadne,  where’s  my  Brother,  and  Melantiui  ? 

Bid  him  come  too,  and  Dtphdm ; call  all  ’ {Exit  Strata. 
That  are  without  there  : if  he  Ihould  defire 
The  combat  of  you,  ’tis  not  in  the  power 
Of  all  our  Laws  to  hinder  it,  unlefs  we  mean  to  quit  ’em. 

Cal.  Why  if  you  do  thin  It 
’Tis  fit  an  old  Man  and  a Counfellor, 

To  fight  for  what  he  fayes,  then  you  may  grant  it. 

Enter  Amin.  Evad.  Mel.  Diph.  Lipfi.  Cle.  Stra.  Diag. 

King.  Come  Sirs,  Amintor  thou  art  yet  a Bridegroom, 
And  I will  ufe  thee  fo  : thou  lhalt  fit  down  j 
Evadne  fit,  and  you  Amintor  too  y 
This  Banquet  is  for  you,  fir : Who  has  brought 
A merry  Tale  about  him,  to  raife  a laughter 
Amongft  our  wine  ? why  Strata,  where  art  thou  ? 

Thou  wilt  chop  out  with  them  unfealbnably 
When  I delire  ’em  not. 

Strata.  ’Tis  my  ill  luck  Sir,  fo  to  fpend  them  then. 

King.  Reach  me  a boul  of  wine .-  Melantim,  thou  art  lad. 
Amin.  I Ihould  be  Sir  the  merrieft  here. 

But  1 ha’  ne’re  a ftory  of  mine  own 
Worth  telling  at  this  time. 

King.  Give  me  the  Wine. 

Melantiui,  I am  now  confidering 
How  eafie  ’twere  for  any  man  we  trull 
To  poyfon  one  of  us  in  fuch  a boul. 

Mel.  I think  it  were  not  hard  Sir,  for  a Knave. 

Cal.  Such  as  you  are. 

King,  r faith  ’twere  eafie,  it  becomes  us  well 
To  get  plain  dealing  men  about  our  felves. 

Such  as  you  all  are  here  ; Amintor,  to  thee 
And  to  thy  fair  Evadne. 

Mel.  Have  you  thought  of  this  {Afide. 

Cal.  Yes  marry  have  I. 

Mel.  And  what’s  your  refolution  ? 

Cal.  Ye  lhall  have  it  foundly  ? 

King.  Reach  to  Amintor,  Strata.  Amin.  Here  my  love, 
This  Wine  will  do  thee  wrong,  for  it  will  fet 
Blulhes  upon  thy  cheeks,and  till  thou  doft  a fault,’twere  pity. 

King.  Yet  I wonder  much 
Of  the  ftrange  defperation  of  thefe  men. 

That  dare  attempt  fuch  aefts  here  in  our  kate  •, 

He  could  not  efeape  that  did  it. 

Mel.  ^Werc  he  known,  unpoiTible. 

King.  It  would  be  known,  Melantm. 

Mel.  It  ought  to  be,  if  he  got  then  away 
He  mull  wear  all  our  lives  upon  his  fword. 

He  need  not  fly  the  Ifland,  he  mull  leave  no  one  alive. 

King.  No,  I lliould  think  no  man 
Could  kill  me  and  feape  clear,  but  that  old  man. 

Cal.  But  I ! heaven  blefs  me : I,  Ihould  I my  Liege  ? 

King.  I do  not  think  thou  wouldft,  but  yet  thou  might’ft. 
For  thou  haft  in  thy  hands  the  means  to  feape,  (well. 

By  keeping  of  the  Fort  •,  he  has,  Melantiui,  and  he  has  kept  it 
Mel.  From  cobwebs  Sir, 

’Tis  clean  fwept : I can  find  no  other  Art  (ed. 

In  keeping  of  it  now,  ’twas  ne’re  befieg’d  fincc  he  command- 
ed/. I lhall  be  fure  of  your  good  word. 

But  I have  kept  it  fafe  from  fuch  as  you. 

Mel.  Keep  your  ill  temper  in,  (much. 

I Ipeak  no  malice  had  my  brother  kept  it  Tlhould  ha’faid  as 
King.  You  are  not  merry,  brother  j drink  wine. 

Sit  you  all  ftill ! Calianax,  VAfidc. 

1 cannot  { 


Tha  f^Kdaidf  Tragedy, 


^5 


i cannot  triin:  thus  t 1 have  thrown  out  words 

That  would  have  fetcht  warm  blooil  upon  the  cheeks  1 

Of  guilty  men, and  he  is  never  mov'd, he  knows  nofuch  thing. 

C(l.  Impudence  may  feape,  when  feeble  vertuc  is  accus’d . 

A.7/;^.  He  mult,  if  he  were  guilty,  feel  an  alteratiou 
At  this  our  whifper,  whilft  we  point  at  him,  ^ 

You  fee  he  docs  not.  Cil.  Let  him  hang  himfclf|| 

What  care  1 what  he  docs ',  this  he  dkl  fay. 

King.  AfeUntittSy  you  vannot  ealily  conceive 
What  I have  meant  for  men  that  are  in  fault 
■Can  fubtly  apprehend  w'hen  others  aime 
At  what  they  do  amifs ; but  I forgive 
Freely  before  this  man  *,  heaven  do  fo  too  : 

I will  not  touch  thee  fo  much  as  with  lhame 
Of  telling  it,  let  it  be  fo  no  more. 

Ctl.  Why  this  is  very  fine.  Mel.  I cannot  tell 
What  ’tis  you  mean,  but  I am  apt  enough 
Rudely  to  thruR  into  ignorant  fault, 

But  let  me  know  it  *,  happily  ’tis  nought 

But  mifeonftrudion,  and  where  1 am  clear 

I will  not  take  forgivenefs  of  the  gods,  much  left  of  you. 

Kwg.  Nay  if  you  (land  fo  ItifF,  I (hall  call  back  my  mercy. 

Mel.  I want  fmoothnefs 

To  thank  a man  for  pardoning  of  a crime  I never  knew. 

Kwg.  Not  to  inltrud;  your  knowledge,  but  to  fhew  you 
my  ears  are  every  where,  you  meant  to  kill  me,  and.  get  the 
Fort  to  feape.  . ‘ 

Mel.  Pardon  me  Sir ; my  bluntnefs  will  be  pardoned : 
You  prelerve 

A race  of  idle  people  here  about  you,  ~ ~ ' 

Eaters,  and  talkers,  to  defame  the  worth 
Of  thofe  that  do  things  worthy  •,  the  man  that  uttered  this 
Had  perilht  without  food,  be’t  who  it  will. 

But  for  this  arm  that  fenc’t  him  from  the  foe. 

And  if  I thought  you  gave  a faith  to  this,  ^ 

The  plainnefs  of  my  nature  would  ipeak  more ; 

Give  me  a pardon  (for  you  ought  to  do’t) 

To  kill  him  that  fpake  this. 

Cal.  I,  that  will  be  the  end  of  all. 

Then  1 am  fairly  paid  for  all  my  care  and  fervice. 

Mel.  That  old  man  who  calls  me  enemy,  and  of  whom  I 
(Though  I will  never  match  my  hate  fo  low) 

Have  no  good  thought,  would  yet  I think  excule  me,  I 
And  fwear  he  thought  me  wrong’d  in  this. 

Cal.  Who  I,  thou  lhameleft  fellow ! didfl:  thou  ndt  fpeak 
to  me  of  it  thy  felf  ? ' , 

Mel.  O then  it  came  from  him. 

Cal.  From  me ! who  fhould  it  come  from  but  from  me  ? 

Mel.  Nay,  I believe  your  malice  is  enough. 

But  I ha’  loft  my  anger.  Sir,  I hope  you  are  well  fttisfied. 

Kwg.  Lifp  Chear  mint  or  and-his  Lady,there’s  no  found 
Comes  from  you  ^ I will  come  and  do’t  my  felf.  1 

You  have  done  already  SJ^  for  ine,  I t^ank,  ydu. 

Kw^.  1 , 4o  credit  this  from  him. 

How  flight  fo  e’re  you  mak’t.  , 

Mel.  ’Tis  ftrange  you  fhould. 

Cal.  ’Tis  ftrange  he  fhould  believe  an  old  mans  word,  ‘ 
That  never  lied  in  his  life. 

Mel.  I talk  not  to  thee  ^ 

Shall  the  wild  words  of  this  diftempered  man, 

Frantick  with  age  and  forrow,  make  a breach 
Betwixt  your  Majefty  and  me  ? ’twas  wrong 
To  hearken  to  him*,  but  to  credit  him 
As  much,  at  leaft,  as  I have  power  to  bear, 
t pardon  me,  whilft  I fpeak  only  truth, 
commend  my  felf — -I  have  beftow’d 


^tpar 
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irelefs  blood  with  you,  and  fhould  be  loth 
To  think  an  adionthat  would  make  me  lofe 
That,  and  my  thanks  too : when  I was  a boy, 

I tlimftmy  felf  into  my  Countries  caufe. 

And  did  a deed  that  pluckt  five  years  from  time. 
And  ftil’d  me  man  then  : And  for  ypu  ray  King, 
Your  fubjeds  all  have  fed  by  vertue  of  my  arm. 
This fword  of  mine  hath  plow’d  the  ground, 


And  reapt  the  fruit  in  peace  ; 

And  your  felf  have  liv’d  at  home  in  cafe : 

So  terrible  I grew,  that  without  fwords 
My  name  hath  fctcht  youconqueft,  and  my  heart 
And  limbs  are  ftill  the  fame  *,  my  will  is  great 
To  do  you  fcrvice  : let  me  not  be  paid 
With  fuch  a ftrange  diftruft. 

King.  MelantitiSy  I held  it  great  injuftice  to  believe 
Thine  Enemy,  and  did  not ; if  I did, 

I do  not,  let  that  fatisfie  : what  ftruck 
With  fadnefs  all  ? More  Wine ! 

Cal.  A few  fine  words  have  overthrown  my  truth : 

Ah  th’art  a Villain. 

Mel.  Why  thou  wert  better  let  me  have  the  Fort, 
Dotard,  I will  difgrace  thee  thus  for  ever ; {^Afide. 

There  ftiall  no  credit  lie  upon  thy  words ; 

Think  better  and  deliver  it. 

Cal.  My  Liege,  he’s  at  me  now  agen  to  do  it ; fpeak. 
Deny  it  if  thou  canft ; examine  him 
Whilft  he’s  hot,  for  he’l  cool  agen,  he  will  forfwear  it. 

King:-  This  is  lunacy  I hope,  Melantm. 

Mel.  He  hath  loft  himfelf 
Much  fince  his  Daughter  mift  the  happineft 
My  Sifter  gain’d  ^ and  though  he  call  me  Foe,  I pity  him. 

Cal.  Pity ! a pox  upon  you. 

King.  Mark  his  difordered  words,  and  at  the  Mask. 

Md.  Diagoras  knoWs  he  raged,  and  rail’d  at  me. 

And  cal’d  a Lady  Whore,  fo  innocent 
She  underftood  him  not ; but  it  becomes 
Both  you  and  me  too,  to  forgive  diftradion. 

Pardon  him  as  I do. 

Cal.  rienotfpeakforthee,for  all  thy  cunning, if  you  will 
be  fafe  chop  off  his  head,  for  there  was  never  known  fo  im- 
pudent a Rafcal. 

, King.  Some  that  love  him,  get  him  to  bed  : Why,  pity 
fhould  not  let  age  make  it  felf  contemptible ; we  mult  be 
all  old,  have  him  away. 

Mel.  Calianax,  the  King  believes  you  *,  come,  you  fliall  go 
Home,  and  reft ; you  ha’  done  well  *,  you’l  give  it  up 
When  I have  us’d  you  thus  a moneth  I hope. 

Cal.  Now,  now,  ’tis  plain  Sir,  he  does  move  me  ftill ; 

He  fayes  he  knows  Tie  give  him  up  the  Fort, 

When  he  has  us’d  me  thus  a moneth : 1 am  mad. 

Am  I not  ftill  ? Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Cal.  I fhall  be  mad  indeed,  if  you  do  thus  *, 

Why  would  you  truft  a fturdy  fellow  there 
(That  has  no  vertue  in  him,  all’s  in  his  fword) 

Before  me  ? do  but  take  his  weapons  from  him. 

And  he’s  an  Aft,  and  I am  a very  fool. 

Both  with  him,  and  without  him,  as  you  ufe  me. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

King. ' ’Tis  well  Calianax  *,  but  if  you  ufe 
Thft  once  again,  I fliall  intreat  fome  other 
To  fee  your  Offices  be  well  difeharg’d. 

Be  merry  Gentlemen,  it  grows  fomewhat  late. 

thou  wouldeft  be  abed  again.  Amin.  Yes  Sir. 

King.  And  you  Evadne ; let  me  take  thee  in  my  arms, 
and  believe  thou  art  as  thou  deferveftto  be,  ray 
friend  ftill,  and  for  ever.  Good  (^'altanaxy 
Sleep  fbundly,  it  will  bring  thee  to  thy  felf. 

\J£xemt  omnes.  Manent  Md.  and  Cal. 

Cal.  Sleep  foundly ! I fleep  found  ly  now  1 hope, 

I could  not  be  thus  elfe.  How  dar’ft  thou  ftay 
Alone  with  me,  knowing  how  thou  haft  ufed  me  ? 

Md.  You  cannot  blall  me  with  your  tongue. 

And  that’s  the  ftrongeft  part  you  have  about  you. 

Cal.  I do  look  for  fome  great  punifliment  for  this. 

For  I begin  to  forget  all  my  hate, 

And  tak’t  unkindly  that  mine  enemy 
Should  ufe  me  fo  extraordinarily  feurvily. 

Mel.  I fliall  melt  too,  if  you  begin  to  take 
Unkindnefles  : I never  meant  you  hurt. 

Cal.  Thou’lt  anger  me  again ; thou  wretched  rogue. 
Meant  me  no  hurt ! difgrace  me  with  the  King  *, 

Lofe 
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1 Lofc  all  my  Offices  1 this  is  no  hurt, 
j Is  it  ? I p’.-ethce  what  dolt  thou  call  hurt  ? 

I -1/f;.  To  povlon  men  bccauic  they  love  me  not  *, 

I To  call  the  credit  of  mens  Wives  in  qucltion ; 
j To  murder  children  betwixt  me  and  land ; this  is  all  hurt. 

Ctl.  All  this  thou  think’lt  is  I'port  •, 

; For  mine  is  worfe  ; but  ufethy  will  with  me’, 

; For  betwixt  grief  and  anger  I could  cry. 

• Mcl.  Be  wife  then,  and  be  fafe  thou  may’ll  revenge. 

I C-tl.  I o’th’King?  1 would  revenge  of  thee. 

Mel.  That  you  mufl:  plot  your  fclf. 

Ctl.  I am  a fine  plotter. 

Afd.  The  fliort  is,  1 will  hold  thee  with  the  King 
In  this  perplexity,  till  pcevifiincfs 
And  thy  difgrace  have  laid  thee  in  thy  grave : 

But  if  thou  wilt  deliver  up  the  Fort, 

Tie  take  thy  trembling  body  in  my  arms,  (Hate. 

And  bear  thee  over  dangers  \ thou  ffialt  hold  thy  wonted 
Cil.  If  I fnould  tell  the  King,  can’ll  thou  deny’t  again  ? 
Mel.  Try  and  believe. 

Cul.  Nay  then,  thou  can’ll  bring  any  thing  about : 

Thou  ffialt  have  the  Fort. 

Mel.  Why  well,  here  let  our  hate  be  buried,  and 
This  hand  ffiall  right  us  both  j give  me  thy  aged  breaft  to 
compafs. 

Cul.  Nay,  I do  not  love  thee  yet : 

I cannot  well  endure  to  look  on  thee : 

And  if  1 thought  it  were  a courtefie, 

Thou  ffio -lid’ll  not  have  it  : but  I am  difgrac’d  *, 

My  Offices  arc  to  be  ta’nc  away  ; 

And  if  I did  but  hold  this  Fort  a day, 

I do  believe  the  King  w’ould  take  it  from  me. 

And  give  it  thee,  things  are  fo  ftrangely  carried ; ^ 

Nere  thank  me  for’t  •,  but  yet  the  King  ffiall  know 
There  was  fome  fuch  thing  in’t  I told  him  of^ 

And  that  I was  an  honeft  man. 

Md.  Hce’l  buy  that  knowledge  very  dearly. 

Enter  ‘Diphiltu. 

What  news  with  thee  ? 

T>tph.  This  were  a night  indeed  to  do  it  in ; 

The  King  hath  fent  for  her. 

Mel.  She  ffiall  perform  it  then ’,  go  Diphilus, 

And  take  from  this  good  man,  my  worthy  friend. 

The  Fort  ; he’i  give  it  thee. 

Diph.  Ha’  you  got  that? 

Cul.  Art  thou  of  the  fame  breed  ? canfl:  thou  deny 
This  to  tiie  King  too? 

Dtph.  With  a confidence  as  great  as  his. 

G?/.  Faith,  like  enough. 

Add.  Away,  and  ufe  him  kindly. 

Cul.  Touch  not  me,  I hate  the  whole  ftrain  : if  thou  fol- 
low me  a great  way  off,  I’lc  give  thee  up  the  Fort ; and  hang 
your  felves. 

Mel.  Be  gone. 

Dtph.  He’«  finely  wrought.  [^Exeunt  Cal.  Diph. 

Mel.  This  is  a night  infpiteof  Allronomers 
Todothedeed  in^  I will  waffithe  flain 
That  reflsupon  our  Houfe,  off  with  his  blood. 

Enter  Amir, tor. 

Amin.  MclantiuSy  now  affift  me  if  thou  beeft  • 
i Tnat  which  thou  fay’ll,  affift  me  ; I have  loft  (me. 

i All  mydiftempers,  and  have  found  a rage  foplcafing’,  help 
Md.  Who  can  lee  him  thus, 

' .t  fvvear  vengeance  ? what’s  the  matter  friend  ? 

- 'Jut  with  thy  f word  and  hand  in  hand  with  me 

" ■ c '.amber  of  this  hated  King, 

* ■ " him  wit;;  the  weight  of  all  bis  fins  to  hell  forever. 

‘ ' ’T were  a raffi  attempt, 

\ * done  with  fa fety  ; let  your  reafon 
. f r'.vengc,  and  not  your  paffion. 

I / . If  thou  rcfuleft  me  in  thclc  extreams, 

L no  friend  : he  lent  for  her  to  me  j 


By  Heaven  to  me ; myfelf^  and  I mull  tell  ye 
1 love  her  as  a ftranger  ’,  there  is  worth 
In  that  vile  woman,  worthy  things,  Melantm  \ 

And  file  repents.  Tie  do’t  my  felf  alone, 

Tho^J^l  be  llain.  Farewell. 

A^WHe’l  overthrow  my  whole  defign  with  madnefs : 
AmtntlL^hink  what  thou  doeft  ^ I dare  as  much  as  valour  •, 
But  ’tiMe  King,  the  King,  the  King,  Amintor, 

With  whom  thou  fighteft ’,  1 know  he’s  honeft,  {.Aftde. 
And  this  will  work  with  him. 

Amint.  I cannot  tell 

What  thou  haft  faid  ^ but  thou  haft  charm’d  my  fword 
Out  of  my  hand,  and  lefc  me  ffiaking  here  defencelels. 

Md.  I will  take  it  up  for  thee. 

Amint.  What  a wild  beaft  is  uncollefted  man ! 

The  thing  that  we  call  Honour,  bears  us  all 
Headlong  unto  fin,  and  yet  it  felf  is  nothing. 

Mel.  Alas,  how  variable  are  thy  thoughts ! 

Amint.  Juft  like  my  fortunes : I was  run  to  that 
I purpos’d  to  have  chid  thee  for. 

Some  Plot  I did  diftruft  thou  hadft  agalnft  the  King 
By  that  old  fellows  carriage  : but  take  heed, 

There  is  not  the  leaft  limb  growing  to  a King, 

But  carries  thunder  in  it. 

Mel.  I have  none  againft  him. 

Amint.  Why  ? come  then,  and  ftill  remember  we  may 
not  think  revenge. 
t^el.  I will  remember. 


QuintHS* 

Enter  EvTeino  and  a Gentleman. 

EFAD.  Sir,  is  the  King  abed  ? 
gent.  Madam,  an  hour  ago. 

Evad.  Give  me  the  key  then,  and  let  none  be  near ; 

’Tis  the  Kings  pleafure. 

Gent.  1 underftand  you  Madam,  would  ’twere  mine. 

I muft  not  wiffi  good  reft  unto  your  Ladiffiip. 

Evad.  You  talk,  you  talk. 

Gent.  ’Tis  all  I'dare  do,  Madam  •,  but  the  King  will  wake, 
and  then. 

Evad,  Saving  your  imagination,  pray  good  night  Sir. 
gent.  A good  night  be  it  then,  and  a long  one  Madam  *, 

I am  gone. 

Evad.  The  night  grows  horrible,  and  all  about  me 
Like  my  black  purpofe  : O the  Confcience  abed. 

Of  a loft  Virgin ; whither  wilt  thou  pull  me  ? 

To  what  things  dilmal,  as  the  depth  of  Hell, 

Wilt  thou  provoke  me  ? Let  no  man  dare 
From  this  hour  be  difloyal : if  her  heart 
Be  fleft,  if  ffie  have  blood,  and  can  fear,  ’tis  a daring 
Above  that  defperate  fool  that  left  his  peace. 

And  went  to  Sea  to  fight : ’tis  fo  many  fins 
An  age  cannot  prevent ’em  ; and  fo  great. 

The  gods  want  mercy  for  : yet  I muft  through  ’em. 

I have  begun  a flaughter  on  my  honour. 

And  I muft  end  it  there  : he  fleeps,  good  heavens ! 

Why  give  you  peace  to  this  untemperate  beaft 
That  hath  fo  long  tranfgrefTed  you  ? I muft  kill  him, 

And  I will  do’t  bravely  : the  meer  joy 
Tells  me  I merit  in  it  : yet  I muft  not 
Thus  tamely  do  it  as  he  fleeps  : that  were 
To  rock  him  to  another  world  : my  vengeance 
Shall  take  him  waking,  and  then  lay  before  him 
The  number  of  his  wrongs  and  puniffiments. 

I’le  ffiake  his  fins  like  furies,  till  I waken 
His  evil  Angel,  his  fick  Confcience : 

And  then  Tie  ftrike  him  dead : King,  by  your  leave  t 
I dare  not  truft  your  ftrength : your  Gr^ce  and  I 
Muft  grapple  upon  even  terms  no  more : 

So,  if  he  rail  me  not  from  my  refolution. 


QT/m  his 
armes  to 
the  bed. 

I ffiall 
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1 fliall  bcfliong  enough. 

My  Lord  the  King,  my  Lord  ^ he  fieeps 
As  if  he  meant  to  wake  no  more,  my  Lord  j 
Is  he  not  dead  already  ? Sir,  my  Lord. 

King.  Who’s  that? 

Ev^d.  O you  deep  found  I y Sir ! 
i A7«if.  My  dear  fv.Wwf, 

I have  been  dreaming  of  thee  •,  come  to  bed. 

Evad.  I am  come  at  length  Sir,  but  how  welcome  ? 

Kin?.  What  pretty  new  device  is  this  Svadne  ? 

' Whaulo  you  tie  me  to  you  by  my  love  ? 

! This  is  a quaint  one ; Come  my  dear  and  kifs  me  ^ 

! ric  be  thy  Mars  to  bed  my  Queen  of  Love : 

‘ Let  us  be  caught  together,  that  the  Gods  may  fee, 

I And  envy  our  embraces. 

I £vad.  Stay  Sir,  Hay, 

j You  are  too  hot,  and  1 have  brought  you  Phyfick 
To  temper  your  high  veins. 

Kmg.  Prethee  to  bed  then  •,  let  me  take  it  warm, 

There  you  (hall  know  the  ftate  of  my  body  better. 

£vad.  I know  you  have  a furfeited  foul  body. 

And  you  mult  bleed. 

King.  Bleed ! 

Evad.  I,  you  fliall  bleed  : lie  ftill,  and  if  the  Devil, 
Your  lufl  will  give  you  leave,  repent:  thisfteel 
Comes  to  redeem  the  honour  that  you  ftole. 

King,  my  fair  name,  which  nothing  but  thy  death 
Can  anfwcr  to  the  world. 

King.  How’s  this  Evadne  ? 

£vad.  I am  not  (he  : nor  bear  I in  this  breafl 
So  much  cold  Spirit  to  be  call’d  a Woman : 

1 am  a Tygcr ; I am  any  thing 

That  knows  not  pity : ftir  not,  if  thou  doff. 

Tie  take  thee  unprepar’d ; thy  fears  upon  thee. 

That  make  thy  fins  look  double,  and  fo  fend  thee 
(By  my  revenge  I will)  to  look  thofe  torments 
Prepar’d  for  fuch  black  fouls. 

King.  Thou  dofl:  not  mean  this ; ’tis  impolTible : 

Thou  art  too  fweet  and  gentle. 

Evad.  No,  I am  not: 

I am  as  foul  as  thou  art,  and  can  number 
As’ many  fuch  hells  here : I was  once  fair. 

Once  I was  lovely,  not  a blowing  Rofe 

More  chaftly  fweet,  till  thon,  thou,  thou,  foul  Canker, 

(Stir  not)  didfl;  poyfon  me  ; I was  a world  of  vertuc, 

Till  your  curll  Court  and  you  (hell  blefs  you  for’t) 

With  your  temptations  on  temptations 

Made  me  give  up  mine  honour  •,  for  which  (King) 

I am  come  to  kill  thee. 

King.  No.  Evad.  lam. 

King.  Thou  art  not. 

I prethee  fpeak  not  thefe  things  i thou  art  gentle,  , 

And  wert  not  meant  thus  rugged. 

Evad.  Peace  and  hear  me. 

Stir  nothing  but  your  tongue,  and  that  for  mercy 
To  thofe  above  us ; by  whofe  lights  I vow. 

Thole  blefled  fires  that  fliot  to  fee  our  fin. 

If  thy  hot  foul  had  fubftance  with  thy  blood, 

I would  kill  that  too,  which  being  pall  my  fteel. 

My  tongue  lhall  teach  : Thou  art  a lhamelefs  Villain, 

A thing  out  of  the  overchange  of  Nature; 

Sent  like  a thick  cloud  to  difperfe  a plague 
Upon  weak  catching  women ; fuch  a tyrant  ^ 

That  for  his  Lull  would  fell  away  his  Subjed;s, 

1 1,  all  his  heaven  hereafter. 

I King.  Hear  Evadncy 

I Thou  loul  of  fweetnefs ! hear,  I am  thy  King.  (you, 
j Evad.  Thou  art  my  lhame  ■,  lie  ftill,  there’s  none  about 
j Within  your  cries-,  all promifes  of  fafety 
I Are  but  deluding  dreams : thus,  thus,  thou  foul  man, 
j Thus  I begin  my  vengeance.  {Stabs  him. 

! King.  Hold  Evadne  ! 
j I do  command  thee  hold. 

! Evad.  I do  not  mean  Sir, 
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To  part  fo  fairly  with  you ; wc  mult  change 
More  ofthele  love-tricks  yet. 

King.  What  bloody  villain 
Pfovok’t  thee  to  this  murthcr  ? 

Evad.  Thou,  thou  monftcr.  . King.  Oh  ' 

Evad.  Thou  kcpt’ft  me  brave  at  Court,  and  Whor’d  me  j 
Then  married  me  to  a young  noble  Gentleman ; 

And  Whor’d  meflill. 

King.  Evadncy  pity  me. 

Evad.  Hell  take  me  then  ; this  for  my  Lord  Amintor ; 

This  for  my  noble  brother : and  this  ftrokc 
For  the  molt  wrong’d  of  women,  {Kills  him. 

King.  Oh  ! I die, 

Evad.  Die  all  our  faults  together  1 forgive  thee.  {Exit. 
Enter  two  of  the  Bed-Chamber. 

1.  Come  now  file’s  gone,  let’s  enter,  the  King  experts 
it,  and  will  be  angry. 

2.  ’Tis  a fine  wench,  we’l  have  a fnap  at  her  one  of  thefe 
nights  as  flie  goes  from  him. 

1.  Content:  how  quickly  he  had  done  with  her!  I fee 
Kings  can  do  no  more  that  way  than  other  mortal  people. 

2.  How  fall  he  is!  I cannot  hear  him  breathe.  (pale,  ' 

1.  Either  the  Tapersgive  a feeble  light,  orhelooks  very 

2.  And  fo  he  does,  pray  Heaven  he  be  well. 

Let’s  look:  Alas!  he’sftifie,  wounded  and  dead  : 

Treafon,  Treafon ! 

1.  Run  forth  and  call.  {Exit  Gem. 

2.  Treafon,  Treafon! 

I.  This  will  be  laid  on  us : who  can  believe 
A Woman  could  do  this  ? 

Enter  Cleon  and  Lifippus. 

Cleon.  How  now,  where’s  the  Tray  tor  ? 

I.  Fled,  fled^away  i but  there  her  woful  art  lies  ftill. 

Cle.  Her  art ! a Woman  ! 

Lif.  Where’s  the  body  ? 

I.  There. 

Lif.  Farewel  thou  worthy  man there  were  two  bonds 
Thattyed  our  loves,  a Brother  and  a King-, 

The  leaftof  which  might  fetch  a flood  of  tears : 

But  fuch  the  mifery  of  greatnefs  is, 

They  have  no  time  to  mourn  -,  then  pardon  me. 

Sirs,  which  way  went  flie  ? {Enter  Strata. 

Strat.  Never  follow  her, 

For  flie  alas ! was  but  the  inflrument. 

News  is  now  brought  in,  that  Melantim 
Has  got  the  Fort,  and  ftands  upon  the  wall ; 

And  with  a loud  voice  calls  thofe  few  that  pafs 
At  this  dead  time  of  night,  delivering 
The  innocent  of  this  art. 

Lif.  Gentlemen,  I am  your  King. 

Strat.  W’e  do  acknowledge  it. 

Lif  I would  I were  not : follow  all  • for  this  muft  have 
a fudden  flop.  {E.xeant. 

Melant.  Diph.  andC&\.  on  the  wall. 

Mel.  If  the  dull  people  can  believe  I am  arm’d. 

Be  conftant  Diphilm  -,  now  we  have  time, 

Either  to  bring  our  baniflit  honours  home. 

Or  create  new  oiies  in  our  ends. 

‘Diph.  I fear  not ; 

My  fpirit  lies  not  that  way.  Courage  Calian^x. 

Cal.  Would  1 had  any,  you  fliould  quickly  know  it. 

Mel.  Speak  to  the  people  ; thou  art  eloquent. 

Cal.  ’Tis  a fine  eloquence  to  come  to  the  gallows ; 

You  were  born  to  be  my  end  -,  the  Devil  take  you. 

Now  muft  I hang  for  company ; ’tis  ftrange 
I fliould  be  old,  and  neither  wife  nor  valiant. 

Enter  Lifip.  Diag.  Cleon,  Strat.  Guard. 

Lifp.  See  where  he  ftands  as  boldly  confident. 

As  if  he  had  his  full  command  about  him. 

Strat.  Melooksasifhehadthe  beter  caufe  i Sir,- 
D Under 
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Lliiucr  your  gracious  pardon  let  me  Ipcak  if, 

Though  he  he  mighty-rpirited  and  forward 
lo  all  great  things,  to  all  things  of  that  danger 

orfc  men  lhake  at  the  telling  of;  yet  certainly 
I do  believe  him  noble,  and  thisadion 
Ratl'.er  pull’d  on  than  fought  •,  his  mind  was  ever 
As  worthy  as  his  hand. 

Ltf.  ’lis  my  fear  too-. 

Heaven  forgive  all : fummon  him  Lord  C/ro;/. 

CL  ott.  Ho  from  the  walls  there. 

•Uf/.  WTiithy  r/ro«,  welcome:; 

We  could  have  wiflit  you  here  Lord  -,  you  are  honeft. 

Cd.  Well,  thou  art  as  flattering  a knave,  though  I dare 
not  tell  you  fo.  {,AJide. 

L:f.  .MiLiKtutS  I 

Md.  Sir. 

I.tJ\  I am  forty  that  we  meet  thus-,  our  old  love 
Never  requir’d  fuch  diftance ; pray  Heaven 
You  have  not  left  your  felf,  and  fought  this  fafety 
More  out  of  fear  than  honour  ; you  have  loft 
A noble  Maftcr,  which  your  faith  Adelantim, 

Some  think  might  have  preferv’d  -,  yet  you  know  beft. 

Cut.  When  time  was  1 was  mad ; fome  that  dares 
Fight  1 hope  will  pay  this  Rafcal, 

Add.  Royal  young  man,  whofe  tears  look  lovely  on  thee ; 
Had  they  been  flied  for  a dderving  one. 

They  had  been  lafting  monuments.  Thy  Brother, 
U’hirfthe  was  good,  1 call’d  him  King,  and  ferv’d  him 

ith  that  ftrong  faith,  that  moft  unwearied  valour  j 
Pul’d  people  from  the  fartheft Sun  to feek him-. 

And  by  his  friendfliip,  1 was  then  his  fouldier-, 

But  lince  his  hot  pride  drew  him  to  difgrace  me, 

And  brand  my  noble  adions  with  his  luft, 

(That  never  cur’d  diflionour  of  my  Sifter, 

Bafeftain  of  Whore ; and  which  is  worfe. 

The  joy  to  make  it  ftill  fo)  like  my  felf^  ^ ’ 

Thus  have  1 flung  him  off  with  my  allegiance, 

.And  ftand  here  mine  own  juftice  to  revenge 
U’hat  1 have  fuffered  in  him  -,  and  this  old  man 
Wrong’d  almoft  to  lunacy. 

fal.  Who  I ? you’d  draw  me  in  ; 1 have  had  no  wrong, 

1 do  difclaim  ye  all. 

Add.  The  Ihort  is  this  -, 

’Tis  no  ambition  to  life  up  my  felf, 

Urgeth  me-thus-,  I do  defire  again 
To  be  a fubjed,  fo  I may  be  freed ; 

If  not,  I know  my  ftrength,  and  will  unbuild 

This  goodly  Town;  befpeedy,  and  be  wife,  in  a reply. 

Strat.  Be  fudden  Sir  to  tie 
.All  again  -,  what’s  done  is  paft  rccal, 

.And  paft  you  to  revenge ; and  there  are  thoufands 
That  wait  for  fuch  a troubled  hour  as  this ; 

Throw  him  the  blank. 

/.//  ATdantius,  write  in  that  thy  choice , 

My  &al  is  at  it. 

Adel.  It  was  our  honour  drew  us  to  this  ad, 

Not  gain;  and  v/e  will  only  work  our  pardon. 

Cal.  Put  my  name  in  too. 

7)iph.  You  difclaim’d  us  but  nowg  Caliamx. 

Cal.  That’s  all  one ; 

I’lc  not  be  hanged  hereafter  by  a trick ; 
ric  have  it  in. 

Add.  You  fhall,  you  (hall ; 

Come  to  the  back  gate,  and  w'c’l  call  you  King, 

And  give  you  up  tne  Fort. 

Ltj.  Away,  away.  {ExemtOmnes. 

Enter  Afpatia  in  mans  apparel. 

Afp.  This  is  my  fatal  hour;  heaven  may  forgive 
My  rafli  attempt,  that  caufclefly  hath  laid 
Griefs  on  me  that  will  never  let  me  reft : 

And  put  a Womans  heart  into  my  breft; 

It  is  more  honour  for  you  that  I die ; 

For  fhe  that  can  endurethe  mifery 


That  I have  on  me,  and  be  patient  too, 

May  live,  and  laugh  at  all  that  you  can  do. 

God  lave  you  Sir.  \^Svter  Servant. 

Ser.  And  you  Sir ; what’s  your  bufinefs  ? 

AJp.  With  you  Sir  now,  to  do  me  the  Office 
To  help  me  to  you  Lord. 

Ser.  What,  would  you  lerve  him  ? 

yljp.  I’le  do  him  any  fervice ; but  to  hafte. 

For  my  affairs  are  earneft,  I defirc  to  fpeak  with  him. 

Scr.  Sir,  becaufe  you  are  in  fuch  hafte,  1 would  be  loth 
delay  you  any  longer  -.  you  cannot. 

Ajp.  It  fliall  become  you  tho’  to  tell  your  Lord. 

Ser.  Sir,  he  will  Ipeak  with  no  body. 

Ajp.  This  is  moft  ftrange : art  thou  gold  proof?  there’s 
for  tnee ; help  me  to  him. 

Ser.  Pray  be  not  angry  Sir,  I’ledomybeft. 

Ajp.  How  ftubborniy  this  fellow  anfwer’d  me ! 

There  is  a vile  diflioneft  trick  in  man, 

More  than  in  women : all  the  men  I meet 
Appear  thus  to  me,  are  harfli  and  rude. 

And  have  a fubtilty  in  every  thing. 

Which  love  could  never  know ; but  we  fond  women 
Harbor  the  eafieft  and  fmootheft  thoughts, 

And  think  all  fhall  go  fo ; it  is  unjuft 

That  men  and  women  fliould  be  matcht  together. 

Enter  Amintor  and  his  man. 

Amint.  Where  is  he ! 

Ser.  There  my  Lord. 

Ami, It.  Wftiat  would  you  Sir  ? 

Afp.  Plcafe  it  your  Lordfhip  to  command  your  man 
Out  of  the  room ; 1 fhall  deliver  things 
Worthy  your  hearing. 

Amint.  Leave  us. 

Ajp.  O that  that  fhape  fhould  bury  fallhood  in  it.  [^A/ide. 

Amint.  Now  your  will  Sir. 

Afp.  When  you  know  me,  my  Lord,  you  needs  muft  guefs 
My  bufinefs ! and  I am  not  hard  to  know ; 

For  till  the  change  of  War  mark’d  this  fmooth  face 
With  thefe  few  blemiflies,  people  would  call  me 
My  Sifters  Pidlure,  and  her  mine ; in  fhort,  - 
1 am  the  brother  to  the  wrong’d  Afpatia. 

Amint.  The  wrong’d  Afpatia ! would  thou  wert  fo  too 
Unto  the  wrong’d  Amintor ; let  me  kifs 
That  hand  of  thine  in  honour  that  I bear 
Unto  the  wrong’d  Afpatia ; here  I ftand 
That  did  it ; would  he  could  not ; gentle  youth. 

Leave  me,  for  there  is  fomething  in  thy  looks 
That  calls  my  fins  in  a moft  hideous  form 
Into  my  mind ; and  I have  grief  enough 
Without  thy  help. 

Afp.  I would  I could  with  credit ; 

Since  I was  twelve  years  old  I had  not  feen 
My  Siftcj:  till  this  hour ; I now  arriv’d ; 

She  fent  for  me  to  fee  her  Marriage, 

A woful  one : but  they  that  are  above, 

Haveends  in  every  thing ; fhe  us’d  few  words. 

But  yet  enough  to  make  me  underftand 
The  bafenefs  of  the  injury  you  did  her ; 

That  little  training  I have  had,  is  War ; 

I may  behave  my  felf  rudely  in  Peace ; 

I would  not  though ; I fhall  not  need  to  tell  you 
I am  but  young ; and  you  would  be  loth  to  lofc 
Honour  that  is  not  eafily  gain’d  again  ; 

Fairly  1 mean  to  deal;  the  age  is  ftriU: 

For  Angle  combats,  and  we  fhall  be  ftopt 
If  it  bepublifh’t:  if  you  like  your  fword, 

Ufe  it ; if  mine  appear  a better  to  you, 

Change ; for  the  ground  is  this,  and  this  the  time 
To  end  our  difference. 

Amint.  Charitable  youth. 

If  thou  be’ft  fuch,  think  not  I will  maintain 
So  ftrange  a wrong ; and  for  thy  Sifters  fake, 

Know  that  I could  not  think  that  defperate  thing 
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I durfl:  not  do ; yet  to  enjoy  this  world 
I would  not  fee  her-,  for  beholding  thee, 

I am  I know  not  what  ^ if  I have  ought 
That  may  content  thee,  take  it  and  be  gone  j 
For  death  is  not  fo  terrible  as  thou  ^ 

Thine  eyes  fhoot  guilt  into  me. 
j4jp.  Thus  Ihc  fwore 

Thou  vvouIdTt  behave  thy  felf,  and  give  me  words 
That  would  fetch  tears  into  mine  eyes,  and  fo 
Thou  doll:  indeed  -,  but  yet  Ihe  bade  me  watch, 

Led:  I were  coufen’d,  and  be  fure  to  fight  ere  I return’d. 

Amwt.  That  muft  not  be  with  mfc ; 

For  her  Tie  die  dire(ftly,but  againfl:  her  will  never  hazard  it. 

A(p.  You  mud  be  urg’d  j I do  not  deal  uncivilly  with  thofe 
Dare  to  fight  -,  but  fuch  a one  as  you  (that 

Mud  be  us’d  thus.  {She  firikes  him. 

Amint.  Prethee  youth  take  heed ; 

Thy  Sider  is  a thing  to  me  fo  much 

Above  mine  honour,  that  I can  endute 

All  this ; good  gods — a blow  I can  endure 

But  day  not,  led  thou  draw  a timely  death  upon  thy  felf. 

Afp.  Thou  art  fome  prating  felldw, 

One  that  hath  dudyed  out  a trick  to  talk 

And  move  foft-hearted  people  •,  to  be  kickt,  [She  kick^  him. 

Thus  to  be  kickt why  ftiould  he  be  fo  flow  {Afide. 

In  giving  me  my  death  ? Amint,  A man  can  bear 
No  more  and  keep  his  flefli  *,  forgive  me  then  *, 

I would  endure  yet  if  I could ; now  fhew 

The  fpirit  thou  pretended,  and  underdand 

Thou  had  no  honour  to  live ; {They  fight. 

What  dod  thou  mean?  thou  cand  not  fight : 

The  blows  thou  mak’d  at  me  are  quite  befides 
And  thofe  I offer  at  thee,  thou  fpread’d  thine  arms^ 

And  tak’d  upon  thy  bread,  Alas ! defencelefs. 

Asp.  I have  got  enough. 

And  my  defire  j there’s  no  place  fo  fit  for  me  to  die  as  here. 
Snter  Evadne. 

Evad.  Amint6r\  I am  loaden  with  events 
That  flie  to  make  thee  happy  ^ I have  joyes 
That  in  a moment  can  call  back  thy  wrongs, 

And  fettle  thee  in  thy  free  date  again  -, 

It  is  Evadne  dill  that  follows  thee,  but  not  her  mifehiefs. 

Armnt.  Thou  cand  not  fool  me  to  believe  agen ; 

But  thou  had  looks  and  things  fo  full  of  news  that  1 am  daid. 

Evad.  Noble  put  off  thy  amaze-, 

Let  thine  eyes  loofe,  and  fpeak,  am  I not  fair  ? 

Looks  not  Evadne  beauteous  with  thefe  rites  now  ? 

Were  thofe  hours  half  fo  lovely  in  thine  eye§, 

When  our  hands  met  before  the  holy  man  ? 

I was  too  foul  within  to  look  fair  then ; 

Since  I knew  ill,  1 was  not  free  till  now. 

i^mint.  There  is  prefage  of  fome  important  thing 
About  thee,  which  it  feems  thy  tongue  hath  lod ; 

Thy  hands  are  bloody,  and  thou  had  a knife. 

Evad.  In  this  confids  thy  happinefs  and  mine’, 

Joy  to  Amintor.,  for  the  King  is  dead. 

Amint.  Thofe  have  mod  power  to  hurt  us  that  we  love, 
W’e  lay  our  fleeping  lives  within  their  arms. 

Why  ? thou  had  rais’d  up  mifehief  to  this  height, 

And  found  out  one  to  out-name  thy  other  faults  ^ 

Thou  had  no  intermiflion  of  thy  fins. 

But  all  thy  life  is  a continual  ill  ^ 

Black  is  thy  colour  now,  difeafe  thy  nature. 

Joy  to  Amintor ! thou  had  touch’t  a life, 

The  very  name  of  which  had  power  to  chain 
Up  all  my  rage,  and  calm  my  wilded  wrongs. 

Evad.  ’Tis  done  ^ and  fince  I could  not  find  a way 
To  meet  thy  love  fo  clear,  as  through  his  life, 

I cannot  now  repent  it. 

aXmint.  Could’d  thou  procure  the  Gods  to  fpeak  to  me, 
To  bid  me  love  this  woman,  and  forgive, 

I think  I diould  fall  out  with  them  behold 
Here  lies  a youth  whole  wounds  bleed  in  my  bred^ 
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Sent  by  his  violent  Fate  to  fetch  his  death 
From  my  flow  hand ; and  to  augment  my  w-oe, 

You  now  arc  prefent  dain’d  with  a Kings  blood 
Violently  flicd  : this  keeps  night  here. 

And  throws  an  unknown  wilderncfs  about  me. 

A/p.  Oh,  oh,  oh  ! Amint.  No  morci  purfuc  me  not. 
Evad.  Forgive  me  then,  and  take  me  to  thy  bed. 

We  may  not  part. 

Amint.  Forbear,  be  wife,  and  let  my  rage  go  this  way. 
£vad.  ’Tis  you  that  I would  day,  not  it. 

Amint.  Take  heed,  it  will  return  with  me. 

Evad.\[\t  mud  be, I lhall  not  fear  to  meet  it ; take  me  home. 
Amint.  Thou  monder  of  cruelty,  forbear. 

Evad.  For  heavens  fake  look  more  calm  -, 

Thine  eyes  are  fliarper  than  thou  cand  make  thy  fword. 

Away, a way, thy  knees  are  more  to  methan  violence. 

I am  worfe  than  lick  to  fee  knees  follow  me 
For  that  1 mud  not  grant ; for  heavens  fake  dand. 

Evad.  Receive  me  then. 

Amint.  1 dare  not  day  thy  language  ^ 

In  midd  of  all  my  anger  and  my  grief, 

Thou  dod  awake  fomething  that  troubles  me, 

And  fayes  I lov’d  thee  once  -,  I dare  not  day  j 
There  is  no  end  of  womens  reafoning.  [Leaves  her. 

Evad.  Amintor y thou  fhalt  love  me  once  again ; 

Go,  I am  calm;  farewell-,  and  peace  for  ever. 

Evadne  whom  thou  hat’d  will  die  for  thee.  [KiUs  hey  felf. 

Amint.  I have  a little  humane  nature  yet 
That’s  left  for  thee,  that  bids  me  day  thy  hand.  [Returns. 

Evad.  Thy  hand  was  welcome,  but  came  too  late  ^ 

Oh  I am  lod ! the  heavy  deep  makes  hade.  [She  dies. 
A/p.  Oh,  oh,  oh ! 

Amint.  This  earth  of  mine  doth  tremble,  and  I feel 
A dark  afdighted  motion'  in  my  blood ; 

My  foul  grows  weary  of  her  houfe,  and  I 
All  over  am  a trouble  to  my  felf-. 

There  is  fome  hidden  power  in  thefe  dead  things 
That  calls  my  flelh  into’em ; I am  cold  j 
Be  refolute,  and  bear’em  company : 

There’s  fomething  yet  which  I am  loth  to  leave; 

There’s  man  enough  in  me  to  meet  the  fears 
That  death  can  bring,  and  yet  would  it  were  done  % 

I can  find  nothing  in  the  whole  difeourfe 
Of  death,  I durd  not  meet  the  bolded  way ; 

Yet  dill  betwixt  the  reafonand  the  ad. 

The  wrong  I to  A/patia  did  dands  up, 

I have  not  fuch  a fault  to  anfwer. 

Though  Ihe  may  judly  arm  with  fcorn 
And  hate  of  me,  my  foul  will  part  lefs  troubled, 

U^hen  I have  paid  to  her  in  tears  my  forrow : 

I will  not  leave  this  ad  unfatisfied. 

If  all  that’s  left  in  me  can  anfwer  it. 

A/p.  Was  it  a dream  ? there  dands  Amintor  dill : 

Or  I dream  dill. 

Amint. Wovi  dod  thou  ?Tpeak,  receive  my  love,  and  help.- 
Thy  blood  climbs  up  to  his  old  place  again : 

There’s  hope  of  thy  recovery. 

A/p.  D\6.younotnm\QzA/patia?  tsArnim.  I did. 

Afp.  And  talkt  of  tears  and  forrow  unto  her  ? 

Amint.  ’Tis  true,  and  till  thefe  happy  figns  in  thee 
Did  day  my  courfe,  ’twas  thither  I was  going. 

A/p.  Th’art  there  already,  and  thefe  wounds  are  hers: 
Thofe  threats  I brought  with  me,fought  not  revenge,  (yet. 
But  came  to  fetch  this  bleiTing  from  thy  hand,  I am  A/patta 
Amint.  Dare  my  foul  ever  look  abroad  agen  ? 
iA/p.  I lhall  live  Amintor ; I am  well ; 

A kind  of  healthful  joy  wanders  within  me. 

Amint.  The  World  wants  lines  to  excufe  thy  lols  / 

Come  let  me  bear  thee  to  fome  place  of  help. 

Afp,  Amintor  thou  mud  day,  I mud  red  here, 

My  drength  begins  to  difobey  my  will. 

How  dod  thou  my  bed  foul?  I would  fain  live, 

Now  if  I could : . would’d  thou  have  loved  me  then  ? 

Amint.  Alasi  all  that  I am’s  not  Worth  a hair  from  thee. 

D i A/p.- 
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yi/p.Gvfc  me  thy  hand, mine  liands  grope  up  and  down, 
And  cannot  lind  thee  ^ lam  wondrous  lick : 

Have  1 thy  hand  Amntor  ? 

Aftiwt.  Thou  grcatcil  blefling  of  the  world,  thou  haft. 

Ajfp.  I do  believe  thee  better  than  my  fenfe. 

Oh ! 1 muft  go,  farewell. 

AmInt.Shc  {vfoui\ds:Afpjna  help, for  Heavens  fake  water  •, 
Such  as  may  chain  life  for  ever  to  this  frame. 

; what  no  help  ? yet  I fool, 
rie  chafe  her  temples,  yet  there’s  nothing  ftirs  ^ 

Some  hidden  Power  tell  her  that  Amwtor  calls. 

And  let  her  anfwer  me : Afpatiay  fpeak. 

I have  heard,  if  there  be  lile,  but  bow 
The  body  thus,  and  it  will  fliew  it  felf. 

Oh  fne  is  gone ! I will  not  leave  her  yet. 

Since  out  of  juftice  we  muft  challenge  nothing  *, 

Tie  call  it  mercy  if  you’l  pity  me. 

You  heavenly  powers,  and  lend  for  fome  few  years. 

The  blefled  foul  to  this  fair  feat  agen. 

No  comfort  comes,  the  gods  deny  me  too. 

Tie  bow  the  body  once  agen : Afpatia ! 

The  foul  is  fled  for  ever,  and  1 wrong 

My  felf,  fo  long  to  lofe  her  company.  ‘ 

Muft  I talk  now  ? Here’s  to  be  with  thee  love.  [Kills  himfelf. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  This  is  a great  grace  to  my  Lord,  to  have  the  new 
King  come  to  him  •,  I muft  tell  him,  heisentring.  O Hea- 
ven help,  help^ 

Enter  Lyfip.  Melant.  Cal.  Cleon.  Diph.  Strato. 

LyJ.  Where’s  Amintor  ? 

Stmt.  O there,  there. 

Lyf.  How  ftrange  is  this ! 

Cal.  What  Ihould  we  do  here  ? 

Mel.  Thefe  deaths  are  fuch  acquainted  things  with  me. 
That  yet  my  heart  diflblves  not.  May  I ftand 
Stiff  here  for  ever  ^ eyes,  call  up  your  tears  ^ 

This  is  zAlmintor : heart  he  was  my  friend  ^ 

Melt,  now  it  flows  ^ Amintor y give  a word 
To  call  me  to  thee. 

Amint,  Oh! 

Mel.  MeUntim  calls  his  friend  Amintor  j Oh  thy  arms' 

Are  kinder  to  me  than  thy  tongue  • r ' ' 

Speak,  fpeak.  ' ... 

<L/imint.  What  ? ’'\  j. 

Mel.  That  little  word  was  worth  all  the  founds  - b 
That  ever  I fhall  hear  agen.  - . 

'Diph.  O brother!  here  lies  your  Sifter  flain , 

You  lole  your  felf  in  Ibrrow  there.  ■ 

<JMel.  Why  Diphihuy  it  is  - 

A thing  to  laugh  at  in  refped  of  this  j , 

Here  was  my  Sifter,  Father,  Brother,  Son  ■, 

All  that  I had  ^ fpeak  once  again , 

What  youth  lies  llain  there  by  thee  ? 

Amint,  Afpatia. 

My  ftnles  fade,  let  me  giye  up  my  foul  . t 

Into  thy  bpfom.  ' 

Cal.  What’s  that?  what’s  that?  Afpatial 
Mel.l  never  did  repent  the  greatnefsofmy  heart  till  now  ^ 
It  will  not  burft  at  need. 

Cal.My  daughter  dead  here  too ! and  you  have  all  fine  new 
tricks  to  grieve , but  I ne’re  knew  any  but  diredt  crying. 

Mel.  lamapratler,  but  no  more.-  ) 

Diph.  Hold  Brother.  - > .. 

Lyfip.  Stop  him.  ‘ ' ' 

Diph.  Fie-,  how  unmanly  was  this  offer  in  you! 

Does  this  become  our  ftfain  ? 

Cal.  I know  not  what  the  mater  is,'  but  I am  . 

Grown  very  kind,  and  am  friends  with  you 
You  have  given  me  that  among  you  will  kill  me 
Quickly  but  Tie  go  home,  and  live  as  long  as  I can. 

Mel.  His  fpirit  is  but  poor  that  can  be  kept 
From  death  for  want  of*weapons.  ' 

Is  not  my  hand  a weapon  good  enough  " 

To  ftop  my  breath  ? or  if  you  tie  down  thole, 

I vow  Amintor  I will  never  eat. 

Or  drink,  orfleep,  or  have  to  do  with  that 
That  may  prelerve  life  this  I fwear  to  keep. 

Lyfip.  Look  to  him  tho*,  and  bear  thofe  bodies  in. 

May  this  a fair  example  be  to  me. 

To  rule  with  temper:  for  on  luftful  Kings 
Unlookt  for  fudden  deaths  from  heaven  are  fent ! 

But  curft  is  he  that  is  their  inftfument. 
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The  Scene  being  in  Cicilie. 

\ ” ' vi  - ■ 

Perfons  Reprefer 

The  King.  I 

Philafter,  Heir  to  the  Crown, 

Pharamond,  Prince  t?/Spain. 

Dion,  a Lord. 

Thra^ine^^^^^^^  his  Ajfo dates. 

Arethula,  the  Kings  Daughter. 

Galatea,  a wife  modeji  Lady  attending  the  Princefs. 
Megra,  a lafdvious  Lady. 

ited  in  the  Play.  - ^ 

An  old  wanton  Lady,  or  Croan.  , ' 

Another  Lady  attending  the  Princefs.  ^ 

Eufrafia,  Daughter  ^/Dion,  but  dijguifed-  a 

Page-i  and  called^^dino.  - ' ; i. 

An  old  Captain. 

Five  Citizens.  ■ ’■ 

A Countrey  fellow. 

Two  Woodmen.  , 

The  Kings  Guard  and  Train.  <■ 

— ....  . ^ 

A^tss  primus.  Scenaprima. 

■■  ■ T ■ • 

Enter  Dion,  Clerem 

CUr.  "TEre’s  not  Lords  nor  Ladies. 

■ W Dion.  Credit  me  Gentlemen,  I wonder 

1 >_  ■ at  it.  They  receiv’d  ftridl  charge  from  the 

JL  JL  King  to  attend  here : Befides  it  was  bold- 
ly publilhed,  that  no  Officer  Ihould  forbid  any  Gentlemen 
that  defire  to  attend  and  hear. 

Cle.  Can  you  ghefs  the  caufe  ? 

Di.  Sir,  it  is  plain  about  the  Spanif  Prince,  that’s  come 
to  marry  our  Kingdoms  Heir,  and  be  our  Soveraign. 

Thra.  Many  (that  willfeem  to  know  much)  fay,flie  looks 
not  on  him  like  a Maid  in  Love. 

Di.  O Sir,  the  multitude  (that  feldom  know  any  thing 
but  their  own  opinions)  fpeak  that  they  would  have  •,  but  the 
Prince, before  his  own  approach,  receiv’d  fo  many  confident 
meffages  from  the  State, that  I think  fhe’s  refol  v’d  to  be  rul’d. 

Oe.  Sir,  it  is  thought,  with  her  he  fhall  enjoy  both  thefe 
King(ii)ms  of  CicHie  and  Calabria. 

Di.  Sir,  it  is  (without  controverfie)  fo  meant.  But  ’twill 
be  a troublefome  labour  for  him  to  enjoy  both  thefe  King- 
doms, with  fafetie,  the  right  Heir  to  one  of  them  living, 
and  living  fo  vertuoufly , efpecially  the  people  admiring  the 
bravery  of  his  mind,  and  lamenting  his  injuries. 

Cle.  Who,  Philafier  ? 

Di.  Yes,  whofe  Father  we  all  know,  was  by  our  late 
King  Calabria,  unrighteoufly  depofed  from  his  fruitful  Ci- 
cthe.  My  felf  drew  fome  blood  in  thofe  Wars,  which  I 
would  give  my  hand  to  be  wafhed  from. 

Cle.  Sir,  my  ignorance  in  State-policy,  will  not  let  me 
know  why  Philafter  being  Heir  to  one  of  thefe  Kingdoms, 
the  King  fhould  fuffer  him  to  walk  abroad  with  fuch  free 
liberty. 

Di.  Sir,  it  Teems  your  nature  is  more  conflant  than  to  en- 
quire after  State  news.Butthe  King  (of  late)  made  a hazard 

ont,  and  Thrafiline. 

of  both  the  Kingdoms,  o^Cicilie  and  his  own,  with  offering 
but  to  imprifon  Philafter.  At  which  the  City  was  in  arms, 
not  to  be  charm’d  down  by  any  State-order  or  Proclamation, 
till  they  faw  Philafter  ride  through  the  flreets  pleas’d,  and 
without  a guard  •,  at  which  they  threw  their  Flats,  and  their 
arms  from  them  ■,  fome  to  make  bonefires,  fome  to  drink, 
all  for  his  deliverance.  Which  (wife  men  fay)  is  the  caufe, 
the  King  labours  to  bring  in  the  power  of  a Foreign  Nation, 
to  aw  his  own  with. 

Enter  Galatea,  Megra,  and  a Lady. 

Thra.  See,  the  Ladies,  what’s  the  firfl  ? (Princefs. 

Di.  A wile  and  modefl:  Gentlwoman  that  attends  the 

Cle.  Thefecond? 

Di.  She  is  one  that  may  ftand  ftill  difcreetly  enough,  and 
ill  favour’dly  Dance  her  Meafure ; fimper  when  fhe  is  Court- 
ed by  her  Friend,  and  flight  her  Husband. 

Cle.  The  lafl? 

Di.  Marry  I think  fhe  is  one  whom  the  State  keeps  for 
the  Agents  of  our  confederate  Princes;  Ihe’ll  cog  and  lie 
with  a whole  Army  before  the  League  lliall  break ; her  name 
is  common  through  the  Kingdom,  and  the  Trophies  of  her 
dilhonour,  advanced  beyond  //cmi/ej-pillars.  She  loves  to 
try  the  feveral  conflitutions  of  mens  bodies;  and  indeed 
has  deftroyed  the  worth  of  her  own  body,  by  making  expe- 
riment upon  it,  for  the  good  of  the  Common- wealth. 

Cle.  She’s  a profitable  member. 

La.  Peace,  if  you  love  me : you  fhall  fee  thefe  Gentle- 
men ftand  their  ground,  and  not  Court  us. 

Gal.  What  if  they  Ihould  ? 

Meg.  What  if  they  fliould  ? • 

La.  Nay,  let  her  alone ; what  if  they  lliould  ? why,  if 
they  Ihould,  I fay,  they  were  never  abroad ; vvhat  Foreigner  i 

ivould  1 
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I oiiM  do  lb  ? it  writes  them  diredly  untiavcl’d. 

' 6V/.  Why,  what’iftheyhc? 

Me^.  Whatif  they  be?' 

Lj.  (^ood  Madam  let  her  go  on  •,  what  if  thcy-bc  ? Why 
if  they  be  I will  jiilf  ific,  they  cannot  maintain  difeonrfe  with 
a judicious  Lady,  nor  make  a Leg,  nor  fay  Ex'cufc  me. 

(J.d.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  Lj.  Do  you  laugh  Madam  ? 

Di.  Your  defires  upon  you  Ladies. 

L i.  Then  you  mult  fit  bclidc  us. 

'Di.  I lhall  fit  near  you  then  Lady. 

L.z.  Near  me  perhaps:  But  there’s  a Lady  indurcs  no 
flranger  ^ and  to  me  you  appear  a very  llrange  fellow. 

d /f^.  Me  tdiinks  he’s  not  lb  ftrange,  he  would  quickly  be 
acquainted.  Thnt.  Peace,  the  King. 

Enter  King,  Pharamond,  Arcthufa,  andTrd»> 

Kin^.  To  give  a (Iranger  tellimony  of  love 
Than  Iickly  promifes  (which  commonly 
111  Princes  find  both  birth  and  burial 
In  one  breath)  we  have  drawn  you  worthy  Sir, 

To  make  your  fair  indearments  to  your  daughter, 

And  worthy  fervices  known  to  our  fubjedts, 

Now  lov’d  and  wondered  at.  Next,  our  intent. 

To  plant  you  deeply,  oiir  immediate  Heir, 

Both  to  onc  Blood  and  Kingdoms.  For  this  Lady, 

(Tlte  beft  part  of  your  life,  as  you  confirm  me. 

And  I believe)  though  her  few  years  and  fex 
Yet  teach  her  nothing  but  her  fears  and  blufiies, 

Dellres  without  defire,  difeourfe  and  knowledge 
Only  of  what  her  felf  is  to  her  felf. 

Make  her  feel  moderate  health  ; and  whcnflie  fleeps, 

In  making  no  ill  day,  knows  no  ill  dreams. 

Think  not  (dear  Sir)  thele  undivided  parts. 

That  mull;  mould  up  a Virgin,  are  put  on 
To  fhew  her  fo,  as  borrowed  ornaments. 

To  fpeak  her  perfeift  love  to  you,  or  add 

.•\n  Artificial  lhadow  to  her  nature  i 

No  Sir  •,  I boldly  dare  proclaim  her,  yet 

No  Woman.  But  woo  her  Hill,  and  think  her  modefty 

A fvvccter  miflrefs  than  the  offer’d  Language 

Of  any  Uamc,  were  ffie  a Queen  whofe  eye 

Speaks  common  loves  and  comforts  to  her  fervants. 

Laff;,  noble  fon,  (for  fo  I now  muff;  call  you) 

What  I have  done  thus  publick,  is  not  only 
To  add  a comfort  in  particular 
To  you  or  me,  but  all  •,  and  to  confirm 
The  Nobles,  and  the  Gentry  ofthefe  Kingdoms, 

By  oath  to  your  fucceffion,  which  lhall  be 
Within  this  month  at  mofr. 

Thru.  This  will  be  hardly  done. 

C.e.  It  muff;  be  ill  done,  if  it  be  done. 

Di.  When  ’tis  at  beft,  ’twill  be  but  half  done, 

Whilll  fo  brave  a Gentleman’s  wrong’d  and  flung  off 

Tiira.  1 fear.  Cle.  Who  does  not? 

'Dt.  1 fear  not  for  my  felf,  and  yet  I fear  too : 

Well,  we  lhall  fee,  we  lhall  fee:  no  more. 

Thu.  Kiffing  your  white  hand  (Miffrefs)  I take  leave, 

To  thank  your  Royal  Father:  and  thusfar. 

To  be  my  own  free  T rumpet.  Underffand 
Great  King,  and  thefe  your  fubjedls,  mine  that  mult  be, 

(For  fo  deferving  you  have  fpokc  me  Sir, 

And  fo  deferving  I dare  fpeak  my  felf) 

'fo  what  a perfon,  of  what  eminence, 
i Ripe  expectation  of  what  faculties, 

Manners  and  vertucs  you  would  wed  your  Kingdoms  ? 

You  in  mchaveyour  wilhes.  Oh  thisCountry, 

By  more  than  all  my  hopes  I hold  it 
1 Happy,  in  their  dear  memories  that  have  been 
I .King'-  great  and  good,  happy  in  yours,  that  is, 

I And  from  you  (as  a Chronicle  to  keep 
Your  Noble  name  from  eating  age)  do  I 
Opine  my  felt moH  happy.  Gentlemen, 

Believe  me  in  a word,  a Princes  word. 

There  ffiall  be  nothing  to  make  up  a Kingdom 


Mighty,  and  flourifhing,  defenced,  fear’d, 

Equall  to  be  commanded  and  obey’d. 

But  through  the  travels  of  my  life  I’le  find  it, 

And  tye  it  to  this  Country.  And  I vow 
My  reign  lhall  be  fo  eafic  to  the  fubjeCt, 

That  every  man  fliall  be  his  Prince  himfelf. 

And  his  own  law  (yet  1 his  Prince  and  law.) 

And  dcarelhLady,  to  your  dcarclt  Iclf 

(Dear,  in  the  choice  of  him,  whofe  name  and  luHre 

Mult  make  you  more  and  mightier)  let  me  fay. 

You  are  the  blefled’H  living  •,  • for  fweet  Princefs, 

You  lhall  enjoy  a man  of  men,  to  be 

Your  fervant ; you  ffrall  make  him  yours,  for  whom 

Great  Queens  muH  die.  Thru.  Miraculous. 

Clc.  This  fpeech  calls  him  Spaniard,  being  nothing  but 
A large  inventory  of  his  own  commendations. 

' Enter  Philalter. 

Di.  I wonder  what’s  his  price  ? For  certainly  he’ll  tell 
himfelf  he  has  fo  prais’d  his  lliape : But  here  comes  one 
more  worthy  thofe  large  fpeeches,  than  the  large  fpeaker 
of  them  ? let  me  be  fwallowed  quick,  if  I can  find,  in  all 
the  Anatomy  of  yon  mans  vertues,  one  finew  found  enough 
to  promife  for  him,  he  lhall  be  Conllable.  By  this  Sun,  he’ll 
ne’re  make  King  unlefs  it  be  for  trifles, in  my  poor  judgment. 

Phi.  Right  Noble  Sir,  as  low  as  my  obedience. 

And  with  a heart  as  Loyal  as  my  knee, 

1 beg  your  favour. 

King.  Rife,  you  have  it  Sir. 

Di.  Mark  but  the  King  how  pale  he  looks  with  fear. 

Oh ! this  fame  whorfon  Confcience,  how  it  jades  us ! 

King.  Speak  your  intents  Sir. 

Phi.  Shall  I fpeak  ’um  freely  ? 

Beftill  myroyalSoveraign.  King.  AsafubjeCl 
We  give  you  freedom.  Di.  Now  it  heats. 

Phi.  Then  thus  I turn 

My  language  to  you  Prince,  you  foreign  man. 

Ne’re  Rare  nor  put  on  wonder,  for  you  mult 
Indure  me,  and  you  lliall.  This  earth  you  tread  upon 
(A  dowry  as  you  hope  with  this  fair  Princefs, 

Whofe  memory  I bow  to)  was  not  left 
By  my  dead  Father  (Oh,  I had  a Father ) 

To  your  inheritance,  and  I up  and  living. 

Having  my  felf  about  me  and  my  fword, 

The  fouls  of  all  my  name,  and  memories, 

Thefe  arms  and  fome  few  friends,  befides  the  gods, 

To  part  fo  calmly  with  it,  and  fit  llill. 

And  fay  I might  have  been  ! 1 tell  thee  Pharamond, 

When  thou  art  King,  look  I be  dead  arid  rotten. 

And  my  namealhes  *,  For,  hear  me  Pharamond, 

This  very  ground  thou  goell  on,  this  fat  earth. 

My  Fathers  friends  made  fertile  with  their  faiths, 

Before  that  day  of  lhame,  lhall  gape  and  fwallow 
Thee  and  thy  Nation,  like  a hungry  grave. 

Into  her  hidden  bowels ; Prince,  it  lhall ; 

By  Tlemefts  it  lhall.  Pha.  He’s  mad  beyond  cure,  mad. 

Di.  Here’s  a fellow  has  fome  fire  in’s  veins  .- 
The  outlandilh  Prince  looks  like  a Tooth  drawer. 

Phi.  Sir,  Prince  of  Poppingjayes,  Tie  make  it  well  appear 
To  you  I am  not  mad.  King.  You  difpleafe  us. 

You  are  too  bold.  Phi.  No  Sir,  I am  too  tame, 

Too  much  a Turtle,  a thing  born  without  paflion, 

A faint  lhadow,  that  every  drunken  cloud  fails  over. 

And  makes  nothing.  King,  (do  not  fancy  this, 

Call  our  Phyficians : fure  he  is  fomewhat  tainted. 

Thra.  1 do  not  think  ’twill  prove  fo. 

Di.  H’as  given  him  a general  purge  already,  lor  all  the 
right  he  has,  and  now  he  means  to  let  him  blood : Be  con- 
ftant  Gentlemen ; by  thefe  hilts  Tie  run  his  hazard,although 
I run  my  name  out  of  the  Kingdom. 

Cle.  Peace,  we  arc  one  foul. 

Pha.  What  you  have  feen  in  me,  to  ItirolTencc, 

I cannot  find,  unlefs  it  be  this  Lady 
Offer’d  into  mine  arms,  with  the  fuccelfion, 

Which 


Which  1 mult  keep  though  it  hath  pleas’d  your  fury 
To  mutiny  within  you  ; without  difpnting 
Your  Genealogies^  or  taking  knowledge 
Whofe  branch  you  are.  The  King  will  leave  it  me  •, 

And  1 dare  make  it  mine ; you  have  your  anfwcr. 

Phi.  If  thou  wert  foie  inheritor  to  him^ 

That  made  the  world  his ; and  couldft  fee  no  fun 
Shine  upon  any  but  thine : were  Pharatnofid 
As  truly  valiant,  as  1 feel  him  cold, 

And  ring’d  among  the  choiceft  of  his  friends. 

Such  as  would  blulli  to  talk  fuch  ferious  follies, 

Or  back  fuch  bellied  commendations, 

And  from  this  prefent,  I'pight  of  all  thefe  bugs, 

You  fliould  hear  further  from  me. 

King.  Sir,  you  wrong  the  Prince ; 

I gave  you  not  this  freedom  to  brave  our  beft  friends, 

Y ou  deferve  our  frown : go  to,  be  better  temper’d. 

Phi.  It  mull:  be  Sir,  when  I am  nobler  us’d. 

Gal.  Ladyes, 

This  would  have  been  a pattern  of  fuccelTion, 

Had  he  ne’re  met  this  mifehief.  By  my  life, 

He  is  the  worthieft  the  true  name  of  man 
This  day  within  my  knowledge. 

Meg.  I cannot  tell  what  you  may  call  your  knowledge. 

But  the  other  is  the  man  fet  in  mine  eye ; 

Oh ! ’tis  a Prince  of  wax.  Gal.  A Dog  it  is. 

King.  PhilafteVy  tell  me, 

The  injuries  you  aim  at  in  your  riddles. 

Phi.  Ifyou  had  myeyesSir,  and  fufferance. 

My  griefs  upon  you  and  my  broken  fortunes, 

My  want’s  great,  and  now  nought  but  hopes  and  fears. 

My  wrongs  would  make  ill  riddles  to  be  laught  at.  • 

Dare  you  be  ftill  my  King  and  right  me  not  ? 

King.  Give  me  your  wrongs  in  private.  {They  whijper. 

Pht.  Take  them,  and  eafe  me  of  a load  would  bow  ftrong 

Cle.  He  dares  not  fraud  the  Ihock.  {Jtloi. 

T)i.  I cannot  blame  him,  there’s  danger  in’t.  Every  man 
in  this  age,  has  not  a foul  of  Cryftal  for  all  men  to  read 
their  adions  through ; mens  hearts  and  faces  are  fo  far  afun- 
der,  that  they  hold  no  intelligence.  Do  but  view  yon  ftran- 
gerwell,  and  you  {hall  fee  a Feaver  through  all  his  bravery, 
and  feel  him  lhake  like  a true  Tenant  ^ if  he  give  not  back 
his  Crown  again,  upon  the  report  of  an  Elder  Gun,  1 have 
no  augury.  King.  Goto: 

Be  more  your  felf,  as  you  refpe(n;  our  favour : 

Y ou’l  ftir  us  elfe : Sir,  I muft  have  you  know 
Thaty’areandfliallbeatourpleafure,  what  fafhion  we 
Will  put  upon  you : fmooth  your  brow,  or  by  the  gods. 

Phi.  lam  dead  Sir,  y’are  my  fate : it  was  not  I ‘ 

Said  I was  not  wrong’d : I carry  all  about  me. 

My  weak  frars  led  me  to  all  my  weak  fortunes. 

Who  dares  in  all  this  prefence  fpeak-(that  is';  f-  ' 

But  man  offlefh  and  may  be  mortal)  tell  me  / 

I do  not  moft  intirely  love  this  Prinde, 

And  honour  his  full  vertues ! Kh>tg', ' Sure  hO’s  pofleft. 

Phi.  Y es,  withmy  Fathers  fpirit : It’s  here  O Kin^ \< 

A dangerous  fpirit ; now  he  tells  me  King,  • ■ ■ - 
I was  a Kings  heir,'  bids'  me  be  a King,  ^ - = 

And  W'hifpers  to  mef  tbeTe  be  all  my -^bjefts. 

’Tisftrange,  he  will  not  let  me  fle^,  but  dives  ’ — ' ' 

Into  my  fancy,  and  there  gives  me  jhapes 
That  kneel,  and  do  me  fervice,  cry  me  King: 
Butl’lefupprefshim,  he’sa  faftiousl^fit,  ' ■ 

And  will  undo  me:  noble  Sir,  hour  hartd,  { am  your  fefvant. 

King.  Away,  I do  not  like  this : < . . . . . . v>V\. 

riemakeyoutamer,  or  Tie  difpolTels  you  •'« 

Both  of  life  and  fpirit  t For  this  time  < ’ ' ' 

I pardon  your  wild  fpeech,  without  fo  much  • 

As  your  imprifonment.  {Ex.  King,  Pha.  and  Are. 

T)i.  I thank  you  Sir,  you  dare  not  for  the  people. 

Gal.  Ladies,  what  think  you  now  of  this  brave  fellow  ? 

Meg.  A pretty  talking  fellow,  hot  at  hand;  but  eye  yon 
ftranger,  is  not  he  a fine  compleat  Gentleman?  O thefe 
ftrangersjl  do  affeft  them  ftrangely : they  do  the  rareft  home 
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things,  and  pleafethc  fullefr/  as  I live,  could  love  all  the 
Nation  over  and  over  for  his  fake. 

Gal.  Pride  comfort  your  poor  head.picce  Lady:  ’tis  a 
weak  one,  and  had  need  of  a Night-cap. 

Dt.  See  how  his  fancy  labours,  has  he  ndt  fpokc 
Home,  and  bravely?  whatadangcrous  train 
Did  he  give  fire  to ! How  he  friook  the  King, 

Made  his  foul  melt  within  him,  and  his  blood 
Run  into  whay ! it  frood  upon  his  brow, 

Like  a cold  winter  dew.  'Phi.  Gentlemen, 

You  have  no fuit  to  me  ? I am  no  minion: 

You  fraud  (methinks)  like  men  that  would  be  Courtiers, 

Ifyou  could  well  be  llatter’d  at  a price, 

Not  to  undo  your  Children : y’are  all  honeft : 

Go  get  you  home  again,  and  make  your  Country 
A vertuous  Court,  to  which  your  great  ones  may. 

In  their  Difeafed  age,  retire,  and  live  rcclufe. 

Cle.  How  do  you  worthy  Sir  ? Phi.  Well,  very  well; 
And  fo  well,  that  if  the  King  pleafe,  I find 
I may  live  many  years. 

T)i.  The  King  muft  pleafe, 

Whilft  we  know  what  you  are,  and  who  you  are, 

Your  wrongs  and  juiuries:  fhrinknot,  worthy  Sir, 

But  add  your  Father  to  you : in  whofe  name. 

We’ll  waken  all  the  gods,  and  conjure  up 
The  rods  of  vengeance,  the  abufed  people. 

Who  like  to  raging  torrents  lhall  fwell  high,  . ; 

And  fo  begirt  the  dens  of  thefe  Male-dragons, 

That  through  the  ftrongeft  fafety,  they  lhall  beg 
For  mercy  at  your  fwordspoint.  Phi.  Friends,  nomore, 
Our  years  may  be  corrupted : ’Tis  an  age 
We  dare  not  truft  our  wills  to : do  you  love  me  ? 

Thra.  Do  we  love  Heaven  and  honour  ? 

Phi.  My  Lord  Dion,  you  had 
A vertuous  Gentlewoman,  call’d  you  Father ; 

Is  file  yet  alive?  Di.  Moft  honour’d  Sir,  fticis: 

And  for  the  penance  but  of  an  idle  dream. 

Has  undertook  a tedious  Pilgrimage. 

Enter  a Lady. 

Phi.  Is  it  to  me,  or  any  of  thefe  Gentlemen  you  come? 

La.  To  you,  brave  Lord  y the  Princely  would  intreat 
Your  prefent  company. 

Thi.  The  Princels  fond  for  me ! y’are  mifraken. 

La.  If  you  be  call’d  Thilaflcr,  ’tis  to  you. 

Phi.  Kifs  her  hand,'  and  fay  I will  attend  her. 

Di.  Do  you  know  what  you  do  ? . .i  . , 

Phi.  Yes,  go  to  foe  a woman. 

Cle.  But  do  you  weigh  the  danger  you  are  in  ? 

Phi.  Danger  in  a fweet  face  ? 

By  Jupiter  I muft  not  fear  a woman. 

Thra.  But  are  you  fure  it  was  the  Princefs  font  ? 

It  may  be  fome  foul  train  to  catch  your  life.  ^ J 

Phi.  I do  not  think  it  Gentlemen : fhe’s  noble,  . i 
Her  eye  may  frioot  me  dead, or  thofe  true  red 
And  white  friends  iaber  face  may  fteal  my  foul  out : , 

There’s  all  the  danger  in’t : but  be  what  may,  PHiil. 

Her  fingle  name  hath  arm’d  me.  Di.  . Go  on : 

And  be  as  truly  happy  as  thou  art  fearlefir/;  - 
Come  Gentlemen,  let’s  make  our  friends  ajxjuainted,-  . 

Left  the  King  prove  falfe.  ur  v {Ex.  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Arethufa  and  a Lady.  ' ‘T*’ 

Jre.  Comes  he  not  ? La.  Madaiir'?  - , 
aire.  \M\\\Thila(ler  covaQl  i icrb  ir;.  ' . - h-  ' 
La.  Dear  Madam,  you  were  wont  ’ ea  '4?i  ' y , ' 

To  credit  me  at  firft.  : 

Are.  But  didft  thou  tell  me  fo?'  i 

I am  forgetful, ' and  my  womans  ftrengtho  > : 

Is  fo  o’recharg’d  with  danger  like  to  gro w: . . . 

About  my  Marriage  that  ^efe  under-things  ' 

Dare  not  abide  in  fuch  a troubled  foa:  -v  , , ; 

How  look’t  he,  when  hetold  thee  he  would  come  ? 

La.  Why,  well. ..  Are.  And  not  little  fearful  ? 

La.\ 
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L.t.  Fear  Madam  ? lure  lie  knows  not  what  it  is. 
Youarcallot'hisFaflion;  the  whole  Court 
Is  bold  in  praife  of  him,  whilll:  I 
May  live  negledcd ; and  do  noble  things, 

As  fools  in  itrife  throw  gold  into  the  Sea, 

Drown’d  in  the  doing;  but  1 know  he  fears. 

Lj.  Fear  ? Madam  (me  thought)  his  looks  hid  more 
Of  love  than  fear. 

yire.  Of  love?  To  whom?  to  you? 

Did  you  deliver  thole  plain  words  Ifent, 

W'ith  fuch  a winning  gefture,  and  quick  look 
That  you  have  caught  him  ? 

La.  Madam,  1 mean  to  you. 
ylrc.  Of  love  to  me  ? Alas ! thy  ignorance 
Lets  thee  not  fee  the  erodes  of  our  births ; 

Nature,  that  loves  not  to  be  queftioned 
Why  die  did  this,  or  that,  but  has  her  ends, 

And  knows  die  does  well  •,  never  gave  the  world 
Two  things  fo  oppofite,  fo  contrary, 

As  he  and  I am : If  a bowl  of  blood 

Drawn  from  this  arm  of  mine,  would  poyfon  thee, 

A draught  of  his  would  cure  thee.  Of  love  to  me  ? 

La.  Madam,  I think  I hear  him. 
yire.  Bring  him  in; 

You  gods  that  would  not  have  your  dooms  withftood, 
Whole  holy  wifdoms  at  this  time  it  is. 

To  make  thepadion  of  a feeble  maid 

The  way  unto  your  juftice,  I obey.  Qf^tcrPhil. 

La.  Here  is  my  Lord  Fhtlafier.  Are.  Oh!  ’tiswell: 

W'ithdraw  your  lelf.  Phi,  Madam,  your  medenger 
Made  me  believe,  you  wilht  to  fpeak  with  me. 

Are.  ^Txsxrxxr:  Philafler.,  but  the  words  are  fuch, 

I have  to  fay,  and  do  lb  ill  befeem 

The  mouth  of  woman,  that  I wilh  them  faid, 

And  yet  am  loth  to  fpeak  them.  Have  you  known 
That  I have  ought  detraiffed  from  your  worth  ? 

I Have  I in  perfon  wrong’d  you  ? or  havefet 
I My  bafer  inftruments  to  throw  difgrace 
Upon  your  vertues  ? Phi.  Never  Madam  you. 

Are.  Why  then  diould  you  in  fuch  a publick  place, 

Injure  a Princefs  and  a fcandal  lay 
Upon  my  fortunes,  fam’d  to  be  fb  great : 

Calling  a great  part  of  my  dowry  in  queltion. 

Phi.  Madam,  this  truth  which  I lhall  fpeak,  will  be 
Foolilh : but  for  your  fair  and  vertuous  felf, 

I could  afford  my  fell  to  have  no  right 

To  any  thing  you  wilh’d.  Are.  Philafter^know 

1 mull  enjoy  thele  Kingdoms,  Phi.  Madam,  both  ? 

Are.  Both  or  I die ; by  Fate  I die  Philafier., 

If  1 not  calmly  may  enjoy  them  both. 

Pht.  I would  do  much  to  favc  that  Noble  life : 

Yet  would  be  loth  to  have  polterity 
Find  in  our  Itorics,  that  ThUafier  gave 
His  right  unto  a Scepter,  and  a Crown, 

To  favc  a Ladies  longing.  Are.  Nay  then  hear : 

I mult,  and  will  have  them,  and  more. 

Phi,  What  more  ? 

Are.  Or  lofe  that  little  life  the  gods  prepared. 

To  trouble  this  poor  piece  of  earth  withall. 

Phi.  Madam,  what  more  ? 

Are.  Turn  then  away  thy  face. 

Phi.  No.  Are.  Do. 

Phi.  1 cannot  cndilrc it:  turnaway my  face? 

1 never  yet  faw  enemy  that  lookt 
So  dreadful,  but  that  1 thought  my  felf 
AsgrcataBaliliskashCi  orfpakc 
So  horribly,  but  that  I thought  my  tongue 
Bore  Thunder  underneath,  as  much  as  his: 

Nor  beall  that  1 could  turn  from ; lhall  I then 
Begin  to  fear  fweet  founds?  a Ladies  voice. 

Whom  I do  love?  Say  you  would  have  my  life, 

Why,  I will  give  it  you-,  foritisofme 
A thing  fo  loath’d,  and  unto  you  that  ask 
Of  fo  poor  ufc,  that  I lljall  make  no  price 


If  you  intreat,  I will  unmbv’dly  hear. 

Are.  Yet  for  my  fake  a little  bend  thy  looks. 

Phi.  I do.  tiyPre.  Then  know  I mull  have  them  and  thee. 

Phi.  And  me  ? 

Are.  Thy  love : without  which,  all  the  Land 
Difeovered  yet,  will  ferve  me  for  no  ufe, 

But  to  be  buried  in.  Phi.  Is’t  polfible  ? 

Are.  With  it,  it  were  too  little  to  bellow 
On  thee : Now,  though  thy  breath  doth  llrike  me  dead 
(Which  know  it  may)  I have  unript  my  breall. 

Phi.  Madam,  you  are  too  full  of  noble  thoughts. 

To  lay  a train  for  this  contemned  life, 

Which  you  may  have  for  asking : to  fufpedt 
Were  bafe,  where  I deferve  no  ill ; love  you ! 

By  all  my  hopes  I do,  above  my  life : 

But  how  this  palTion  Ihould  proceed  from  you 
So  violently,  would  amaie  a man,  that  would  be  jealous. 

Are.  Another  Ibul  into  my  body  Ihot, 

Could  not  have  fill’d  me  with  more  ftrength  and  fpirit. 
Than  this  thy  breath : but  fpend  not  hafty  time. 

In  Peeking  how  I came  thus : ’tis  the  gods, 

The  gods,  that  make  me  fo  ^ and  fure  our  love 
Will  be  the  nobler,  and  the  better  blell. 

In  that  the  lecret  juftice  of  the  gods 
Is  mingled  with  it.  Let  us  leave  and  kifs, 

Left  forae  unwelcome  gueft  Ihould  fall  betwixt  us, 

And  we  Ihould  part  without  it.  Phi.  ’T will  be  ill 
I Ihould  abide  here  long.  Are.  ’Tis  true,  and  worfe 
You  Ihould  come  often : Howfhall  we  devife  . 

To  hold  intelligence  ? That  our  true  lovers. 

On  any  new  occafion  may  agree,  what  path  is  bell  to  tread  ? 

Phi.  I have  a boy  lent  by  the  gods,  I hope  to  this  intent. 
Not  yet  leen  in  the  Court ; hunting  the  Buck, 

I found  him  fitting  by  a Fountain  fide. 

Of  which  he  borrow’d  fome  to  quench  histhirft. 

And  paid  the  Nymph  again  as  much  in  tears  *, 

A Garland  lay  him  by,  made  by  himfelf. 

Of  many  feveral  flowers,  bred  in  the  bay. 

Stuck  in  that  myftick  order,  that  the  rarenefs 
Delighted  me : but  ever  when  he  turned 
His  tender  eyes  upon  ’um,  he  would  weep. 

As  ifhe  meant  to  make  ’um  grow  again. 

Seeing  fuch  pretty  helplefs  innocence 
Dwell  in  his  face,  I ask’d  him  all  his  ftory 
He  told  me  that  his  Parents  gentle  dyed. 

Leaving  him  to  the  mercy  of  the  fields. 

Which  gave  him  roots and  of  the  Cryftal  Iprings, 

Which  did  irot  ftop  their  courles : and  the  Sun, 

Which  ftilJ,  he  thank’d  him,  yielded  him  his  light. 

Then  took  he  up  his  Garland  and  did  Ihew, 

What  every  flower  as  Country  people  hold. 

Did  fignifie ; and  how  all  ordered  thus, 

Expreft  his  grief ; and  to  my  thoughts  did  read 
The  prettieft  lefture  of  his  Country  Art 
That  could  be  wilht : fothat,  me  thought,  I could 
Have  ftudied  it.  I gladly  entertain’d  him. 

Who  was  glad  to  follow  *,  and  have  got 
Thetruftieft,  loving’ft,  and  the  gentleft  boy, 

That  ever  Mailer  kept : Him  will  I lend 
To  wait  on  you,  and  bear  our  hidden  love. 

Enter  Lady. 

Are.  ’Tiswell,  no  more. 

La.  Madam,  the  Prince  is  come  to  do  his  fcrvice. 

Are.  What  will  you  do  PhiUfier  with  your  felf?  (me. 
Phi.  Why,  that  which  all  the  gods  have  appointed  out  for 
Are.  Dear,  hide  thy  lelf.  Bring  in  the  Prince. 

Phi.  Hide  me  from  Pharamond  I 
When  Thunder  fpeaks,  which  is  the  voice  of  Jow, 

Though  I do  reverence,  yet  I hide  me  not ; 

And  lhall  a ftrangei  Prince  have  leave  to  brag 
Unto  a forreign  Nation, that  he  m^ido  l^hilafier  hidehirafelf  ? 
Are.  He  cannot  know  it. 

Thi.  Though  it  Ihould  fleep  for  ever  to  the  world. 

It 


It  is  a fimple  fin  to  hide  my  fcif, 

Which  will  for  ever  on  my  confdcnce  lie. 

yire.  Then  good  Thilafiery  give  him  fcopc  and  way 
Inwhathefaics:  for  he  is  apt  to  (peak. 

What  you  are  loth  to  hear : for  my  fake  do.  Phi.  I will. 

Snter  Pharamond. 

7ha.  My  Princely  Miftrels,  as  true  lovers  ought, 

I come  to  kifs  thefe  fair  hands  *,  and  to  Ihcw 
In  outward  Ceremonies,  the  dear  love 
Writ  in  my  heart. 

Phi.  If  I (hall  haveananfwer  nodiredlier, 

I am  gone.  Pha.  To  what  would  he  have  an  anfwer  ? 
j4re.  To  his  claim  unto  the  Kingdom. 

Pha.  Sirrah,  I forbear  you  before  the  King. 

Phi.  Good  Sir,  do  fo  ftill,  I would  not  talk  with  you. 

Pha.  But  now  the  time  is  fitter,  do  but  offer 
To  make  mention  of  right  to  any  Kingdom, 

Though  it  be  fcarce  habitable.  Phi.  Good  Sir,  let  me  go. 
Pha.  And  by  my  fword. 

Phi.  ‘Pharamond:  ifthou 

j4re.  Lcawcus  I'htlajtir.  Phi.  I have  done. 

Tha.  You  are  gone,  by  heaven  ITe  fetch  you  back. 

Phi.  You  lhall  not  need.  Pha.  What  now? 

Phi.  Knovf  Pharamond^ 

1 loath  to  brawl  with  fuch  a blafl  as  thou. 

Who  art  nought  but  a valiant  voice ; But  if 
Thou  (halt  provoke  me  further,  men  fhall  fay 
Thou  wei  t,  and  not  lament  it. 

Pha.  Do  you  flight 

My  greatnels  fo,  and  in  tlie  Chamber  of  the  Princefs ! 

Phi.  It  is  a place  to  which  I mult  confefs 
I owe  a reverence;  but  wer’t  the  Church, 

I,  at  the  Altar,  there’s  no  place  fo  fafe. 

Where  thou  dar’ft  injure  me,  but  I dare  kill  thee ; 

And  for  your  greatnefs  *,  know  Sir,  1 can  grafp 
You,  and  your  greatnefs  thus,  thus  into  nothing : 

Give  not  a word,  not  a word  back : Farewell.  Phi, 

Pha.  ’Tisan  odd  fellow  Madam,  we  mufl  flop 
His  mouth  with  fome  Office,  when  we  are  married. 
j4re.  You  were  beft  make  him  your  Controuler. 

Pha.  I think  he  would  difeharge  it  well.  But  Madam, 

I hope  our  hearts  are  knit^  and  yet  fo  flow 
The  Ceremonies  of  State  are,  that  ’twill  be  long 
Before  our  hands  be  fo:  If  then  you  pleafe, 

Being  agreed  in  heart,  let  us  not  wait 
For  dreaming  for  me,  but  take  a little  ftoln 
Delights,  and  fo  prevent  our  joyes  to  come. 

jdre.  If  you  dare  fpeak  fuch  thoughts, 

I muft  withdraw  in  honour.  [_Exit  Are. 

Pha.  The  conftitution  of  my  body  will  never  hold  out  till 
the  weddings  I mufl  feek  ellewhere.  t^xitphz. 


Secundns,  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  Philafter  and'Qdh.no. 

Phi.  A thou  fhalt  find  her  honourable  boy, 

Jl\.  Full  of  regard  unto  thy  tender  youth. 

For  thine  own  modefly  •,  and  for  my  fake, 

Apter  to  give,  than  thou  wilt  be  to  ask,  I,  or  deferve. 

Bell.-  Sir,  you  did  take  me  up  when  I was  nothing  ^ 
And  only  yet  am  fomething,  by  being  yours  ^ 

You  trufted  me  unknown  •,  and  that  which  you  are  apt 
To  confter  a fimple  innocence  in  me. 

Perhaps,  might  have  been  craft  j the  cunning  ofa  boy 
Hardened  in  lies  and  theft-,  yet  ventur’d  you, 

T o part  my  miferies  and  me ; for  which, 

I never  can  expefl  to  ferve  a Lady 

That  bears  more  honour  in  her  breafl:  than  you. 

Phi.  But  boy,  it  will  prefer  thee;  thou  art  young, 
And  beareft  a childifh  overflowing  love 


To  them  that  clap  thy  checks,  and  ipcak  thee  fair  yet ; 

But  when  thy  judgment  comes  to  rule  thofc  paflions. 

Thou  wilt  remember  belt  thofc  careful  friends 
That  plac’d  thee  in  the  noblelt  way  of  life  ^ 

She  is  a Princefs  I prefer  thee  to. 

Bell.  In  that  fmall  time  that  I have  feen  the  world, 

I never  knew  a man  hally  to  part 

With  a fervant  he  thought  ti  ulty I remember 

My  Father  would  prefer  the  boys  he  kept  t 

To  greater  men  than  he,  but  did  it  not, 

Till  they  were  grown  too  fawey  for  himfelf. 

Why  gentle  boy, I find  no  fault  at  all  in  thy  behaviour. 

Bell.  Sir,  ifl  have  made 
A fault  of  ignorance,  inftrud  my  youth  ^ 

Ifliall  be  willing,  if  nor  apt  to  learn  ; 

Age  and  experience  will  adorn  my  mind 

With  larger  knowledge : And  ifl  have  done  ; 

A wilful  fault,  think  me  not  paft  all  hope 

For  once  what  Mailer  holds  fo  Arid;  a hand 

Over  his  boy,  that  he  will  part  with  him  j 

Without  one  warning  ? Let  me  be  correded 

To  break  my  llubbornnefs  if  it  be  fo, 

Rather  than  turn  meoffj  and  I lhall  mend. 

Phi.  Thy  love  doth  plead  fo  prettily  to  flay. 

That  (truft  me)  I could  weep  to  part  with  thee. 

Alas ! I do  not  turn  thee  otf ; thou  knowefl 
It  is  my  bufinefs  that  doth  call  thee  hence. 

And  wheii  thou  art  with  her  thou  dwel’fl  with  me: 

Think  fo,  and  ’tis  fo  ^ and  when  time  is  full, 

That  thou  haft  well  difeharged  this  heavy  trull. 

Laid  on  fo  weak  a one,  I will  again 
With  joy  receive  thee ; as  1 live,  I wdll  ^ 

Nay  weep  not,  gentle  boy  ^ ’Tis  more  than  time 
Thou  didll  attend  the  Princefs.  Bell.  I am  gone  • 

But  fince  I am  to  part  with  you  my  Lord, 

And  none  knows  whether  1 fliall  live  to  do 

More  fervice  for  you  -,  take  this  little  prayer ; I 

Heaven  bids  your  loves,  your  fights,  all  your  defigns. 

May  lick  men,  if  they  have  your  wifli,  be  well ; 

And  Heavens  hate  thofe  you  curfe,  though  1 be  one.  [_Exit. 

Phi.  The  love  of  boyes  unto  their  Lords  is  ftrange, 

I have  read  wonders  of  it  ^ yet  this  boy 
For  my  fake  (if  a man  may  judge  by  looks. 

And  fpeech)  would  out- do  ftory.  I may  fee 
A day  to  pay  him  for  his  loyalty.  f £>•/>  Phi. 

Enter  Pharamond. 

Pha.  Why  Ihould  thefe  Ladies  flay  fo  long?  They  mufl 
come  this  way -,  I know  the  Queen  imployes  ’em  not,  for 
the  Reverend  Mother  fent  me  word  they  would  all  be  for  the 
Garden.  If  they  Ihould  all  prove  honeft  now,  I were  in  a 
fair  taking  ^ I was  never  fo  long  without  fport  in  my  life,and 
in  my  confcience  ’tis  not  my  fault : Oh,  for  our  Country  La- 
dies! Here’s  one  boulted,  I’le  hound  at  her. 

Enter  Galatea. 

Cjal.  Your  Grace ! Pha.  Shall  I not  be  a trouble  ? 

gal.  Not  to  me  Sir. 

Pha.  Nay,  nay,  you  are  too  quick;  by  this  fweet  hand.  \ 

gal.  You’l  be  forfworn  Sir,  ’tis  but  an  old  glove.  If  you 
will  talk  at  diflance,  I am  for  you:  but  good  Prince,  be  not 
bawdy,  nor  do  not  brag  ; thefe  two  I bar,  and  then  1 think, 

I lhall  have  fence  enough  to  anfwer  all  the  weighty  Jpothc- 
your  Royal  blood  lhall  manage. 

T^ha.  Dear  Lady,  can  you  love? 

Gal.  Dear,  Prince,  how  dear  1 1 lie’re  coll  you  a Coach  yet, 
nor  put  you  to  the  dear  repentance  of  a Banquet  ^ here’s  no  ! 
Scarlet  Sir,  to  blufn  the  fin  out  it  was  given  for ; Thiswyer 
mine  own  hair  covers : and  this  face  has  been  fo  far  from  be- 
ing dear  to  any,  that  it  ne’re  coll  penny  painting : And  for 
the  reft  of  my  poor  Wardrobe,  fuch  as  you  fee,  it  leaves  no  i 
hand  behind  it,  to  iliake  the  jealous  Mercers  wife  curfe  our  I 
good  doings.  ^ha.  You  miflake  mcLady. 

Pha.  Lord,  Idofo',  would  you  or  I Could  help  it. 

E Tha. 
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^hilafter, 


Fhu.  Do  Lulics  of  this  Country  ufe  to  give  no  more  re- 
fpccl;  to  men  of  my  full  being  ? 

Gal.  Full  being ! 1 underftand  you  not,  unlefs  your  Grace 
means  growing  to  fatnefs and  then  your  only  remedy  (up- 
on my  knowledge.  Prince)  is  in  a morning  a Cup  of  neat 
White-wine  brnv'd  with  then  fell  till  iupper,  a- 

bout  eight  you  may  eat  j ufe  cxercile,  and  keep  a Sparrow- 
‘ hawk,  you  can  Ihoot  in  a Tiller  *,  but  of  all,  your  Grace  mufl: 
die  rhkhotovtie,  frelli  Pork,  Conger,  aud  clarified  Whay  *, 
They  are  all  dullersof  the  vital  fpirits. 
rha.  Lady,  you  talk  of  nothing  all  this  while. 

Gal.  ’Tis  very  true  Sir,  I talk  of  you. 
fh.i.  This  is  a crafty  wench,  I like  her  wit  well,  ’twill  be 
rare  to  ftir  up  a leaden  appetite,  (lie’s  a Danae,  and  muftbe 
courted  in  a (howr  of  gold.  Madam,  look  here,  all  thefe, 
and  more,  than 

Gal.  What  have  you  there,  my  Lord  ? Gold  ? Now,  as  I 
live  ’tis  fair  gold  •,  you  would  have  diver  for  it  to  play  with 
the  Pages-,  you  could  not  have  taken  me  ina  worfe  time*, 
But  if  you  have  prefent  ufe  my  Lord,  Tie  fend  my  man  with 
diver  and  keep  your  gold  for  you. 

Pha.  Lady,  Lady. 

Gal.  She’s  coming  Sir  behind,  will  take  white  mony.  Yet 
for  all  this  I’le  match  ye.  \iExit  Gal.  behind  the  hangings. 

rh.u  If  there  be  but  two  fuch  more  in  this  Kingdom,  and 
near  the  Court,  we  may  even  hang  up  our  Harps : ten  fuch 
C.onph.rc  conftitutions  as  this,  would  call  the  golden  age 
again  in  quefrion,  and  teach  the  old  way  for  every  ill  fac’t 
Husband  to  get  his  own  Children,  and  what  a mifehief  that 
will  breed,  let  all  condder. 

Enter  Megra. 
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Here’s  another  if  (he  be  of  the  fame  lad,  the  Devil  (hall 
pluck  her  on.  Many  fair  mornings,  Lady. 

AFeg.  As  many  mornings  bring  as  many  dayes, 

Fair,  Ivveet,  and  hopeful  to  your  Grace. 

Pha.  She  gives  good  words  yet ; Sure  this  wench  is  free. 
If  your  more  ferious  budnefs  do  not  call  you. 

Let  me  hold  quarter  with  you,  we’ll  take  an  hour 
Out  quickly.  Aleg.  What  would  your  Grace  talk  of? 

Pha.  Of  feme  fuch  pretty  fubjed  as  your  felf. 

I’le  go  no  further  than  your  eye,  or  lip, 

There’s  theme  enough  for  one  man  for  an  age. 

AI(g.  Sir,  they  (land  right,  and  my  lips  are  yet  even, 
Smooth,  young  enough,  ripe  enough,  red  enough, 

Or  my  glafs  wrongs  me. 

Pha.  O they  are  two  twin’d  Cherries  died  in  bludies. 
Which  thofe  fair  funs  above,  with  their  bright  beams 
RePicdupon,  and  ripen  ; fwceteft  beauty. 

Bow  down  thofe  branches,  that  the  longing  tafte. 

Of  t.hc  faint  looker  on,  may  meet  thofe  blelFings, 

And  tafte  and  live.  Afeg.  O delicate  fweet  Prince  j 
She  that  hath  fnov/  enough  about  her  heart. 

To  take  the  wanton  fpring  of  ten  fuch  lines  o(T^ 

May  be  a Nun  without  probation. 

Sir,  you  have  in  fuch  neat  poetry,  gatherod  a kifs, 

That  if  I had  but  five  lines  of  that  number, 

Such  pretty  begging  blanks,  1 diould  commend 
Your  forc-hcad,  or  your  checks,  and  kifs  you  too. 

'Pha.  Do  it  in  profc ; you  cannot  mifs  it  Madam. 

Meg.  1 (hall,  I (hall.  Pha.  By  my  life  you  (hall  not. 
ric  pro.Tipt  you  firfi; ; Can  you  do  it  now  ? 

Meg.  .M'-thinks  ’tis  cade,  now  I ha’  don’t  before  ^ 

I’.ut  yx  f diould  flick  at  it.  Pha.  Stick  till  tomorrow. 

1 le  nc’r  parr  you  fwcetell.  But  we  lofe  time. 

Can  you  love  me  ? (you  ? 

Meg  I^ovc  you  my  Lord  ? How  w’ould  you  have  me  love 

Ih  t.  ric  t-ach  you  in  a (hot  t (cnter.ee,  caufc  J will  not  load 
your  memory,  this  is  all : love  me,  and  lie  with  me. 

AEeg.  V-r: , it  lie  with  you  that  you  faid  ? ’Tis  impolTiblc. 

Pha.  N’ot  to  a willing  mind,  that  will  endeavour;  if  I 
f'o  jiot  f each  you  to  do  it  as  eadly  in  one  night,  as  you’l  go  to 
be  * i’ii,  I'jf:  my  Royal  blood  (or’t. 

Afrg.  U'hy  (^rince,  you  have  a Lady  of  your  own,  that 


yet  wants  teaching. 

Pha.  Tic  (boner  teach  a Mare  the  old  meafures,  than  teach 
her  any  thing  belonging  to  the  funftion ; (he’s  afraid  to  lie 
with  her  felf,  if  (he  (rave  but  any  mafeuline  imaginations  a- 
bout  her ; I know  when  we  are  married,  I mull  ravidi  her. 

Aleg.  By  my  honour,  that’s  a foul  fault  indeed,  but  time 
and  your  good  help  will  wear  it  out  Sir. 

Pha.  And  for  any  other  I fee,  excepting  your  dear  felf, 
dearefl  Lady,  I had  rather  be  Sir  Tm  the  Schoolmafter,  and 
leap  a Dairy-maid. 

Meg.  Has  your  Grace  feen  the  Court-dar  Galatea  ? 

Pha.  Out  upon  her  ; die’s  as  cold  of  her  favour  as  an 
apoplex.?  (he  fail’d  by  but  now. 

Meg.  And  how  do  you  hold  her  wit  Sir  ? 

Pha.  I hold  her  wit  ? The  (Irength  of  all  the  Guard  can- 
not hold  it,  if  they  were  tied  to  it,  die  would  blow  ’em  out 
of  the  Kingdom,  they  talk  of  Jupiter.,  he’s  but  a fquib  crack- 
er toiler:  Look  well  about  you,  and  you  may  find  a tongue- 
bolt.  But  (peak  fweet  Lady,  diall  I be  freely  welcome  ? 

Meg.  Whither  ? 

Pha.  To  your  bed;  if  you  miflrud  my  faith,  you  do  me 
the  unnobled  wrong.  Meg.  I dare  not  Prince,  I dare  not. 

‘Pha.  Make  your  own  conditions,  my  purfe  diall  feal  ’em, 
and  what  you  dare  imagine  you  can  want.  Tie  furnidi  you . 
withal : give  two  hours  to  your  thoughts  every  morning  a- 
bout  it.  Come,  I know  you  are  badifiil,  fpeak  in  my  ear, 
will  you  be  mine  ? keep  this,  and  with  it  me : foon  I will 
vifit  you. 

Meg.  My  Lord,  my  Chamber’s  mod  unfafe,  but  when 
’tis  night  I’le  find  Ibme  means  to  dip  into  your  lodging : till 
when-^ — 

Pha.  Till  when,  this,  and  my  heart  go  with  thee. 

[,Ex.  fever  al  ways. 

Waiter  Galatea  from  behind  the  hangings. 

Gal.  Oh  thou  pernicious  Petticoat  Prince,  are  thefe  your 
vertues  ? Well,  if  I do  not  lay  a train  to  blow  your  (port  up, 

I am  no  woman  *,  and  Lady  Towfabel  I’le  fit  you  for’t. 

[_Exit  Gal. 

Enter  Arethula  and  a Lady. 

yire,  Where’s  the  boy  ? La.  Within  Madanli 

Are.  Gave  you  him  gold  to  buy  him  cloaths  ? 

La.  I did.  Are.  And  has  he  don’t? 

La.  Yes  Madam. 

Are.  ’Tis  a pretty  fad  talking  boy.  Is  it  not  ? 

Askt  you  his  name  ? La.  No  Madam. 

Enter  Galatea. 

Are.  O you  are  welcome,  what  good  news  ? 

Gal.  As  good  as  any  one  can  tell  your  Grace, 

That  (hies  (he  hath  done  that  you  would  have  widi’d. 

Are.  Had  thou  difeovered  ? 

Cjal.  I have  drained  a point  of  modedy  for  you. 

Are.  1 prethee  how  ? 

Gal.  In  lidning after  bawdery  ^ I fee,  -let  a Lady  live  ne- 
ver fo  modellly,  (lie  (hall  be  furc  to  find  a lawful  time,  to 
harken  alter  bawdery ; your  Prince,  brave  Phar amend,  was 
fohoton’t.  eAre.  With  whom?  (place. 

Gal.  Why,  with  the  Lady  I fufped:  I can  tell  the  time  and 

Are.  Owhen,  and  where? 

Gal.  To  night,  his  Lodging. 

Are.  Run  thy  felf  into  the  preftnee,  mingle  there  again 
With  other  Ladies,  leave  the  red  to  me: 

If  dediny  (to  whom  we  dare  not  lay, 

Why  thou  didd  this)  have  not  decreed  it  fo 
In  lading  leaves  (whofe  fmalled  Charaders 
Were  never  altered :)  yet,  this  match  (hall  break. 

Where’s  the  boy  ? La.  Here  Madam. 

Enter  Bellario. 

Are.  Sir,  you  are  fad  to  change  your  fervicc,  is’tnotfo? 

Bell.  Madam,  1 have  not  chang’d ; I wait  on  you. 

To  do  him  fervicc.  Are.  Thou  difclaim’ll  in  me ; 

Tell 


Tell  me  tliy  name.  Belt  BelLmo. 
yb  e.  Thou  canll  ling,  and  play  ? 

Bell.  If  grief  will  give  me  leave,  Madam,  I can. 
jre.  Alas ! what  kind  of  grief  can  thy  years  know  ? 

Had  it  thou  a cnrll:  mailer,  when  thou  went’il;  to  School  ? 
Thou  art  not  capable  ol  other  grief*, 

Thy  brows  and  checks  arc  Imooth  as  waters  be, 

When  no  dreath  troubles  them  .•  believe  me  boy, 

1 Care  leeks  out  wrinkled  brows,  and  hollow  eyes, 

I And  builds  himfelf  caves  to  abide  in  them. 

I Come  Si)-,  tell  me  truly,  does  yoiir  Lord  love  me  ? 

1 Bell.  Love  Madam?  I know  not  what  it  is. 

I Are.  Canlt  thou  know  grief,  and  never  yetknew’ft  love? 
Thou  art  deceiv’d  boy  ■.  does  he  fpeak  of  me 
I As  if  he  wilh’d  me  well  ?_  Bell.  If  it  be  love, 
j To  forget  all  refped  of  his  own  friends, 

In  thinking  of  your  face  ^ if  it  be  love 
To  lit  crofs  arm’d  and  figh  away  the  day. 

Mingled  with  Harts,  crying  your  name  as  loud 
And  haltily,  as  men  i’theftreets  do  fire : 

If  it  be  love  to  weep  himfelfaway. 

When  he  but  hears  of  any  Lady  dead. 

Or  fill’d,  becaufe  it  might  have  been  your  chance ; 

If  when  he  goes  to  relt  (which  will  not  be) 

’Twixt  every  prayer  he  faies,  to  name  you  once 
As  others  drop  a bead,  be  to  be  in  love  *, 

Then  Madam,  1 dare  fwear  he  loves  you. 

Are.  Oy’are  a cunning  boy,  and  taught  to  lie. 

For  your  Lords  credit*,  but  thou  knoweft,  a lie. 

That  bears  this  found,  is  welcorasr  to  me, 

Than  any  truth  that  faies  he  loves  me  not. 

Lead  the  way  Boy  *.  Do  you  attend  me  too ; 

’Tis  thy  Lords  bufinefs  hafts  me  thus  *,  Away.  \£xennt. 

Enter  Dion,CIeremont,  Thrafilin,  Megra  and  Galatea. 

Di.  Come  Ladies,  lhall  we  talk  a round  ? Asrh^ti 
Do  walk  a mile,  women  Ihould  take  an  hour 
After  fupper : ’Tis  their  exercife.  Gal.  ’Tis  late. 

Meg.  ’Tis all 

My  efes  will  do  to  lead  me  to  my  bed. 

Gal.  1 fear  they  are  fo  heavy,  you’Hcarce  find 
The  way  to  your  lodging  with  ’em  to  night. 

Enter  Pharamond. 

Thra.  The  Prince. 

Fha.  Not  a bed  Ladies  ? y’are  good  fitters  up  ^ 

-What  think  you  of  a pleafant  dream  to  laft 
Tin  morning? 

Meg.  I Ihould  choofe,  my  Lord,  a pleafing  wake  before  it. 

Enter  Arethula  and  Bellario. 

Are.  ’Tis  well  my  Lord  y’are  courting  of  Ladies. 

Is’t  not  late  Gentlemen  ? 

Cle.  Yes  Madam. 

Are.  Wait  you  there.  {Exit  Arethufa. 

Meg.  She’s  jealous,  as  I live  ^ look  you  my  Lord, 

The  Princefs  has  a Hilas.,  an  Adonis. 

Pha.  His  form  is  AngcUike. 

Meg.  Why  this  is  he,  muft,  when  you  are  wed ^ 

Sit  by  your  pillow,  like  young  tyffolby  with 

His  hand  and  voice,  binding  your  thoughts  in  fleep  ^ 

The  Princefs  does  provide  him  for  you,  and  for  her  felf. 

Pha.  I find  no  mufick  in  thefe  boys.  Meg.  Nor  I. 
They  can  do  little,  and  that  fmall  they  do, 

They  have  hot  wit  to  hide. 

Serves  he  the  Princefs  ? Thra.  Yes. 

Di.  ’Tis  a fweet  boy,  how  brave  Ihe  keeps  him ! 

Pha.  Ladies  all  good  reft  ^ I mean  to  kill  a Buck 
To  morrow  morning,  ere  y’ave  done  your  dreams.  ( reft, 

Meg.  All  happinefs  attend  your  Grace,  Gentlemen  good 
Come  lhall  we  to  bed  ? 

Gal.  Yes,  all  good  night.  {Ex.Gil.andMcg. 

T)i.  May  your  dreams  be  true  to  you  ^ 

What  lhall  we  do  Gallants  f ’Tis  late,  the  King 
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Is  up  ftill,  fee,  he  comes,  a Guard  along 
With  him. 

Enter  King,  Arethula  WGuarJ. 

J^ing.  Look  your  intelligence  be  true. 

Are.  Upon  my  life  it  is ; and  I do  hope. 

Your  Highnefs  wiilnottyemetoaman, 

That  ill  the  heat  of  wooing  throws  me  off. 

And  takes  another.  ‘Di.  What  Ihould  xhis  mean  ? 

King.  If  it  be  true. 

That  Lady  had  been  better  have  embrac’d 

Curelefs  Difeafes  5 get  you  to  your  reft,  {£x.  Are.  and  Bel. 

You  lhall  be  rignted : Gentlemen  draw  near. 

We  ftiall  imploy  you ; Is  young  Tharamond 
Come  to  his  lodging.?  T)i.  I faw  him  enter  there. 

King.  Haftelbme  of  you,  and  cunningly  difeover. 

If  be  in  her  lodging.  Cle.  Sir, 

She  parted  hence  but  now  with  other  Ladies. 

King.  If  Ihe  be  there,  we  lliall  not  need  to  make 
A vain  dilcovery  of  our  fufpicion. 

You  gods  I fee,  that  who  unrighteoully 
Holds  wealth  or  ftate  from  others,  lhall  be  curft. 

In  that,  which  meaner  men  are  bleft  withall : 

Ages  to  come  lhall  know  no  male  of  him 
Left  to  inherit,  and  his  name  lhall  be 
Blotted  from  earth  *,  If  he  have  any  child. 

It  lhall  becrofsly  matched : the  gods  themfelves 
Shall  fow  wild  ftrife  betwixt  her  Lord  and  her. 

Yet,  if  it  be  your  wills,  forgive  the  fin 
I have  committed,  let  it  not  fall 
Upon  this  underftanding  child  of  mine. 

She  has  not  broke  your  Laws  ^ but  how  can  I, 

Look  to  be  heard  of  gods,  that  muft  be  juft. 

Praying  upon  the  ground  I hold  by  wrong  ? 

Enter  Dion. 

Di.  Sir,  I have  asked,  and  her  women  fwear  Ihe  is  within, 
but  they  I think  are  bawds  ^ I told  ’em  I mult  fpeak  with 
her  *.  they  laught,  and  faid  their  Lady  lay  fpeechlefs.  I 
faid,  my  bufinefs  was  important*,  they  faid  their  Lady  was 
about  it;  I grew  hot,  andcryedmy  bufinefs  was  a matter 
that  concern’d  life  and  death ; they  anfwered,  fo  was  fleep- 
ing,  at  which  their  Lady  was  *,  I urg’d  again,  Ihe  had  fcarce 
time  to  be  fo  fince  laft  I faw  her  ^ they  Trail’d  again,  and 
Teem’d  to  inftrudme,  that  fleeping  was  nothing  but  lying 
down  and  winking : AnTwers  more  dired  I could  not  get  *. 
in  Ihort  Sir,  I think  Ihe  is  not  there. 

King.  ’Tis  then  no  time  to  dally : you  o’th’ Guard, 

Wait  at  the  back  door  of  the  Princes  lodging. 

And  lee  that  none  pafs  thence  upon  your  lives. 

Knock  Gentlemen : knock  loud : louder  yet ; 

What,  has  their  pleafure  taken  off  their  hearing  ? 
rie  break  your  meditations  ? knock  again  : 

Not  yet?  I do  not  think  he  lleeps,  having  this 
Larumbyhimj  once  more,  Pharamond^VimcQ. 

Pharamond  above. 

Tha.  What  fa  wey  groom  knocks  at  this  dead  of  night  ? 
Where  be  our  waiters  ? By  my  vexed  foul. 

He  meets  hisdeath,  that  meets  me,  for  this  boldnels. 

K.  Prince,  you  wrong  your  thoughts,  we  are  your  friends, 
Comedown.  Pha.  The  King.? 

King.  The  lame  Sir,  come  down. 

We  have  caufe  of  prefent  Counfel  with  you. 

Pha.  If  your  Grace  pleafc  to  uTe  me,  I’le  attend  you 
To  your  Chamber.  [Pha.  below. 

King.  No,  ’tis  too  late  Prince,  I’le  make  bold  with  yours. 

Pha.  I have  Tome  private  realons  to  my  TelT, 

Makes  me  unmannerly,  and  Tay  you  cannot ; 

Nay,  preTs  not  forward  Gentlemen,  he  muft  come 
Through  my  life,  that  comes  here.  Enter. 

King.  Sir  be  refolv’d,  I muft  and  will  come, 

Pha.  1 will  not  be  dilhonour’d  *, 

He  that  enters,  enters  upon  his  death  *, 
E z Sir, 
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Sir,  'tls  a lign  you  make  no  ftrangcr  of  me, 

■ To  bring  thcfc  Rcncgaclos  to  my  Chamber, 
j Ac  thefe  onfcalbnM  hours.  \^^hycloyou 

I Chafe  your  felf  fo  ? you  are  not  wrong’d,  nor  Iball  be  j 
j Onely  I’lc  Icarch  your  lodging,  for  fome  caufe 
To  our  felf  known : Enter  1 fay. 

ri}.:.  1 fay  no.  ylbove. 

i Afc^.  Let 'em  enter  Prince, 

Let 'em  enter,  I am  up,  and  ready;  I know  their  bufinefsj 
j 'Tis  the  poor  breaking  of  a Ladies  honour. 

They  hunt  fo  hotly  after ; let  ’em  enjoy  it. 

Vou  have  your  bulinefs  Gentlemen,  I lay  here. 

0 my  Lord  the  King,  this  is  not  noble  in  you 
To  make  publick  the  weaknefs  of  a Woman. 

Come  down. 

I dare  my  Lord ; your  whootings  and  your  clamors, 
_ Your  private  whifpers,  and  your  broad  fleerings, 

Can  no  more  vex  my  foul,  than  this  bafe  carriage  j 
But  1 have  vengeance  yet  in  ftore  for  fome. 

Shall  in  the  moll  contempt  you  can  have  of  me, 

Be  joy  and  nourifhment. 

Will  you  come  dowm  ? 

■Me^.  Yes,  to  laugh  at  your  worfl : but  1 fhall  wrong  you, 
If  my  skill  fail  me  not. 

A'/«^.  Sir,  I mun;  dearly  chide  you  for  this  loofenefs, 

You  have  wrong’d  a worthy  Lady  ^ but  no  more, 

ConducT  him  to  my  lodging,  and  to  bed.  (deed. 

Cl  '.  Get  him  another  wench,  and  you  bring  him  to  bed  in 
Di.  ’Tis  Grange  a man  cannot  ride  a Stagg 
Or  two,  to  breath  himfelf,  without  a warrant : 

If  this  geer  hold,  that  lodgings  be  fearch’d  thus. 

Pray  heaven  we  may  lie  with  our  own  wives  in  fafety. 

That  they  be  not  by  fome  trick  of  State  miftaken. 

Enter  with  Megra. 

Eing.  NowLady  of  honour,  where’s  your  honour  now  ? 
No  man  can  fit  your  palat,  but  the  Prince. 

Thou  moll  ill  Ihrowded  rottennefs ; thou  piece 
Made  by  a Painter  and  a Pothecary  ; 

Thou  troubled  fca  of  luft  ^ thou  wildernels. 

Inhabited  by  wild  thoughts ; thou  fwoln  cloud 
Of  Infe^lion  •,  thou  ripe  Mine  of  all  Difeafes*, 

Thou  all  Sin,  all  Hell,  and  laft,  all  Devils,  tell  me, 

Had  you  none  to  pull  on  with  your  courtefies. 

But  he  that  muft  be  mine,  and  wrong  my  Daughter  ? 

By  all  the  gods,  all  thefe,  and  all  the  Pages, 

And  all  the  Court  Ihall  lioot  thee  through  the  Court, 

Fling  rotten  Oranges,  make  ribald  Rimes, 

And  fear  thy  name  with  Candles  upon  walls  .• 

Do  you  laugh  Lady  EenM  r 

Meg.  Faith  Sir,  you  mull  pardon  me; 

1 cannot  chufe  but  laugh  to  fee  you  merry. 

If  you  do  this,  OKing-,  nay,  if  you  dare  do  it ; 

By  all  thefe  gods  you  fwore  by,  and  as  many 
More  of  my  own  \ 1 will  have  fellows,  and  fuch 
Fellows  in  it,  as  fhall  make  noble  mirth  -, 

The*  Princefs,  your  dear  Daughter,  fhall  Rand  by  me 
On  walls,  and  fung  in  ballads,  anything: 

Urge  me  no  more,  1 know  her,  and  her  haunts. 

Her  layes,  leaps,  and  outlayes,  and  will  difeover  all ; 

Nay  will  difhonour  her.  I know  the  boy 
' She  keeps,  a handfome  boy;  about  eighteen : 

Know  what  (he  docs  with  him,  where,  and  when. 

Come  Sir,  you  put  me  to  a womans  madnefs, 

! The  glory  of  a f ury  \ and  if  1 do  not 
Do  it  to  the  height? 

King.  What  boy  is  this  fhe  raVes  at  ? 

A/?^^^Alas!good  minded  Prince, you  know  not  thefe  things? 
I am  loth  to  reveal  ’em.  Keep  this  fault 
As  you  would  keep  your  health  from  the  hot  air 
' the  corrupted  people,  or  by  heaven, 

1 will  not  fall  alone : what  I have  known. 

Shall  lx:  as  publick  as  a print ; all  tongues 
Shall  fpcak  it  as  they  do  the  language  they 


Are  born  in,  as  free  and  commonly  ^ I’lc  fet  it 

Like  a prodigious  ftar  for  all  to  gaze  at,  (reign 

And  fo  high  and  glowing,  that  other  Kingdoms  far  and  F^- 

Shall  read  it  there,  nay  travel  with  it,  till  they  find 

No  tongue  to  make  it  more,  nor  no  more  people ; 

And  then  behold  the  fall  of  your  fair  Princefs. 

King.  Has  fhe  a boy? 

Cle.  So  pleafe  your  Grace  I have  feen  a boy  wait 
On  her,a  fair  boy. 

King.  Go  get  you  to  your  quarter : 

For  this  time  I’lefludy  to  forget  you. 

Meg.  Do  you  ftudy  to  forget  me,  and  I’le  Rudy 
To  forget  you.  l£x.  King,  Meg.  W Guard. 

Cle.  Why  here’s  a Male  fpirit  for  Hercules.,  if  ever  there 
be  nine  worthiesof  women, this  wench  fhall  ride  aRride,  and 
be  their  Captain. 

Di.  Sure  fhe  hath  a garrifon  of  Devils  in  her  tongue,  flie 
uttereth  fuch  balls  of  wild-fire.  She  has  fo  netled  the  King, 
that  all  the  Doctors  in  the  Country  will  fcarce  cure  him. 
That  boy  was  a Rrange  found  out  antidote  to  cure  her  in- 
feeftion : that  boy,  that  Princefs  boy : that  brave,  chaR,  ver- 
tuous  Ladies  boy:  and  a fair  boy,  a well  fpoken  boy : All 
thefe  confidered,  can  make  nothing  elfe — but  there  1 leave 
you  Gentlemen. 

Thra.  Nay  we’l  go  wander  with  you.  \Exeum. 


ASiffs  Tertius.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Cle.  Di.  and  Thra. 

Cle.  '^TAY  doubtlefs ’tis  true. 

l\  Di.  I,  and  ’tis  the  gods 
That  rais’d  this  Punifliment  to  fcourge  the  King 
With  his  own  iffue : Is  it  not  a fhame 
For  us,  that  fhould  write  noble  in  the  land  *, 

For  us,  that  fhould  be  freemen,  to  behold 
A man,  that  is  the  bravery  of  his  age, 

Thilafier,  preR  down  from  his  Royal  right. 

By  this  regardlefs  King  -,  and  only  look. 

And  fee  the  Scepter  ready  to  be  caR 
Into  the  hands  of  that  lafeivious  Lady, 

That  lives  in  luR  with  a Rnooth  boy,  now  to*be 
Married  to  yon  Rrange  Prince,  who,  but  that  people 
Pleafe  to  let  him  be  a Prince,  is  born  a Rave, 

In  that  which  fliould  be  his  moR  noble  part. 

His  mind  ? Thra.  That  man  that  would  not  Rir  with  you, 
To  aid  Thilafier,  let  the  gods  forget, 

That  fuch  a Creature  walks  upon  the  earth. 

Cle.  Philafier  is  too  backward  in’t  himfelf*, 

The  Gentry  do  await  it,  and  the  people 
AgainR  their  nature  are  all  bent  for  him, 

And  like  a field  of  Randing  Corn,  that’s  mov’d 
With  a Riffgale,  their  heads  bow  all  one  way, 

Di.  The  only  caufe  that  draws  Philafier  back 
From  this  attempt,  isthefair  Princefs  love, 

Which  he  admires  and  we  can  now  confute. 

Thra.  Perhaps  he’l  not  believe  it. 

Di.  Why  Gentlemen,  ’tis  without  queRion  fo. 

Cle.  I ’tis  paR  fpeech,  fhe  lives  difhoneRly. 

But  how  fhall  we,  if  he  be  curious,  work 
Upon  his  faith  ? 

Thra.  We  all  are  fatisfied  within  our  felves. 

Di.  Since  it  is  true,  and  tends  to  his  own  good, 
rie  make  this  new  report  to  be  my  knowledge, 
ric  fay  1 know  it,  nay.  Tie  fwear  I faw  it. 

Cle.  ItwillbebeR.  Thra.  ’Twill  move  him. 

Enter  PhilaRcr. 

Di.  Here  he  conics.  Good  morrow  to  your  honour, 
We  have  fpent  fome  time  in  feeking  you. 

Phi.  My  worthy  friends. 

You  that  can  keep  your  memories  to  know 

Your 


Yom-  friend  in  mifcrics,  and  auniot  frown 

On  men  difgrac’d  for  vci  tiic ; A good  day  (tion  ? 

Attcntl  you  all.  What  fcrvicc  may  1 do  worthy  your  accepta- 

7>i.  My  good  Lord, 

W'c  come  to  urge  that  vertue  which  we  know 
Lives  in  your  brealt,  forth,  rife,  and  make  a head, 

Tne  Nobles,  and  the  people  arc  all  dull’d 
With  this  ufui  ping  K-ing;  and  not  a man 
That  ever  heard  the  word,  or  knew  futh  a thing 
As  vertue,  but  will  lecond  your  attempts. 

rhi.  How  honourable  is  this  love  in  you 
To  me  that  have  defei  v’d  none  ? Know  my  friends 
(You  th<  t were  bo"n  to  fname  your  poor  Philafier, 

With  too  much  courtefe)  I could  aHbrd 

To  melt  my  felf  in  thanks  •,  but  my  defigns 

Arc  not  .yet  ripe,  fufficc  it,  that  ere  long  (would 

I ihall  imploy  your  loves : but  yet  the  time  is  fliort  of  what  I 

Dt.  The  time  is  fuller  Sir,  than  you  exped*, 

That  which  hereafter  will  not  perhaps  be  reach’d 
By  violence,  may  now  be  caught  i As  for  the  King, 

You  know  the  people  have  long  hated  him  •, 

But  now  the  Princefs,  whom  they  lov’d. 

Ph'i.  Why,  what  of  her? 

Di.  Is  loath’d  as  much  as  he. 

Phi.  By  what  ftrange  means  ? 

Di.  She’s  known  a Whore.  Phi.  Thoulyefl. 

Di.  My  Lord — 

Phi.  Thou  lyeft,  [Offers  to  draw  and  is  held. 

Andthoulhaltfeelif,  I had  thought  thy  mind 
Had  been  of  honour;  thus  to  rob  a Lady 
Of  her  good  name,  is  an  infedious  fin, 

Not  to  be  pardon’d ; be  it  falfe  as  hell, 

’Twill  never  be  redeem’d,  ifitbefown 
Amongll:  the  people,  fruitful  to  increafe 
All  evil  they  fliall  hear.  Let  me  alone, 

That  I may  cut  off  falfhood,  whilll  it  fprings. 

Set  hills  on  hills  betwixt  me  and  the  man 
That  utters  this,  and  I will  fcale  them  all. 

And  from  the  utmoll  top  fall  on  his  neck,  . 

Like  Thunder  from  a Cloud,  Di.  This  is  mbllftrange; 
Sure  he  does  love  her.  Phi.  I do  love  fair  truth : 

She  is  my  Miftrefs,  and  who  injures  her. 

Draws  vengeance  from  me  Sirs,  let  go  my  arms. 

Thra.  Nay,  good  my  Lord  be  patient. 

Cle.  Sir,  remember  this  is  your  honour’d  friend, 

That  comes  to  do  his  fervice,  and  will  fhew  you 
Why  he  utter’d  this.  Phi.  I ask  you  pardon  Sir, 

My  zeal  to  truth  made  me  unmannerly  : 

Should  I have  heard  diflionour  fpoke  of  you, 

Behind  your  back  untruly,  I had  been 
As  much  diftemper’d,  and  enrag’d  as  now. 

Di.  But  this  my  Lord  is  truth. 

Phi.  O fay  not  fo,  good  Sir  forbear  to  fay  fo, 

’Tis  the  truth  that  all  womenkind  is  falfe  ^ 

Urge  it  no  more,  it  is  impoffible ; 

Why  Ihould  you  think  the  Princefs  light? 

Di.  Why,  file  was  taken  at  it. 

Phi.  ’Tis  falfe,  O Heaven ’tis  falfe:  it  cannot  be. 

Can  it?  Speak  Gentlemen,  for  love  of  truth  fpeakj 
Is’t  poffible  ? can  women  all  be  damn’d  ? 

Di.  Why  no,  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Why  then  it  cannot  be. 

Di.  And  (he  was  taken  with  her  boy. 

Phi.  What  boy  ? Di.  A Page,  a boy  that  ferves  her. 

Phi.  Oh  good  gods,  a little  boy.? 

Di.  I,  know  you  him  my  Lord .? 

Phi.  Hell  and  fin  know  him .?  Sir,  you  are  deceiv’d  *, 
rie  reafon  it  a little  coldly  with  you  •, 

If  (he  were  ludful,  would  fne  take  a boy, 

That  knows  not  yet  defire  ? (he  would  have  one 
Should  meet  her  thoughts  and  knows  the  fin  he  ads, 

Which  is  the  great  delight  of  wickednefs  •, 

You  arc  abus’d,  and  fo  is  (he,  and  I. 

Di.  How  you  my  Lord .? 
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Phi.  Why  all  the  world’s  abus’d 
In  an  unjud  report.  Di.  Oh  noble  Sir  your  vcrtucs 
Cannot  look  into  the  fubti!  thoughts  of  woman. 

Inihortmy  Lord,  I took  them;  Imylclf. 

Phi.  Now  all  the  Devils  thou  didlt  fiic  from  my  rage. 
Would  thou  hadft  ta’ne  devils  ingendring  plagues : | 

When  thou  didff  take  them,  hide  thee  from  my  eyes,  ' 
Would  thou  hadll  taken  Tluindcr  on  thy  bread,  i 

When  thou  didd  take  them,  or  been  drucken  dumb 
For  ever : that  t lis  foul  deed  might  have  flept  in  filence, 
Thra.  He'  e you  known  him  fo  ill  temper’d  ? 

Cle.  Never  before. 

Phi.  The  w inds  that  are  let  loole, 

From  the  four  feveral  corners  of  the  earth. 

And  fpread  thcmfelves  all  over  Tea  and  land, 

Kifs  not  a chade  one.  What  friend  bears  a (word 
To  run  me  through.? 

Di.  Why,  my  Lord,  are  you  fo  mov’d  at  this .? 

Phi.  When  any  falls  from  vertue  I am  didraid, 

I have  an  intered  in’t. 

Di.  But  good  my  Lord  rccal  your  felf, 

And  think  what’s  bed  to  be  done. 

Phi.  I thank  you.  1 will  do  it; 

Pleafe  you  to  leave  me,  I’le  confider  of  it : 

Tomorrow  I will  find  your  lodging  forth. 

And  give  you  anfwer 

The  readied  way.  Dt.  All  the  gods  dired  yon. 

Thru.  He  was  extreani  impatient. 

Cle.  It  was  his  vertue  and  his  noble  mind. 

[Sxemt  Di.  Cle.  andT\\i7s. 
Phi.  I had  forgot  to  ask  him  where  he  took  them, 

Tie  follow  him.  O that  I had  a fea 
Within  my  bread,  to  quench  the  dre  I feel ; 

More  circumdances  will  but  fan  this  fire  •, 
Itmoreaffiidsmenow,  to  know  by  whom 
This  deed  is  done,  than  (imply  that  ’tis  done : 

And  he  that  tells  me  this  is  honourable, 

As  far  from  lies,  as  (he  is  far  from  truth. 

O that  like  beaifs,  we  could  not  grieve  our  fclves, 

With  that  we  fee  not;  Bulls  and  Rams  will  fight, 

To  keep  their  Females  danding  in  their  fight ; 

But  take  ’em  from  them,  and  you  take  at  once 
Their  fpleens  away ; and  they  will  fall  again 
Unto  their  Padures,  growing  frefh  and  fat. 

And  tade  the  waters  of  the  fprings  as  fweet, 

As  ’twas before,  finding  no  dart  in  fleep. 

But  miferable  man ; See,  fee  you  gods, 

Snter  Bcllario. 

He  walks  dill ; and  the  face  you  let  him  wear 
When  he  was  innocent,  is  dill  the  fame. 

Not  bladed ; is  this  judice .?  Do  you  mean 
To  intrap  mortality,  that  you  allow 
Treafon  fo  fmooth  a brow .?  I cannot  now 
Think  he  is  guilty.  Tell.  Health  to  you  my  Lord  ; 

The  Princefs  doth  commend  her  love,  her  life, 

And  this  unto  you.  Phi.  Oh  Bellario^ 

Now  I perceive  (he  loves  me,  (he  does  (hew  it 
In  loving  thee  my  boy,  (he  has  made  thee  brave. 

Bell.  My  Lord  (lie  has  attired  me  pad  my  wi(h, 

Pad  my  defert,  more  fit  for  her  attendant. 

Though  far  unfit  for  me,  who  do  attend. 

Phi.  Thou  art  grown  courtly  boy.  O let  all  women 
That  love  black  deeds,  learn  to  dillemble  here, 

Here,  by  this  paper  flie  does  write  to  me, 

Asifher  heart  were  Mines  of  Adamant 
To  all  the  world  befides,  but  unto  me,  • 

A maiden  fnow  that  melted  with  my  looks. 

Tell  me  my  boy  how  doth  the  Princefsufe  thee .? 

For  I (hallguefs  her  love  to  me  by  that. 

Bell.  Scarcelikeher  fervant,  but  as  if  I were 
Something  allied  to  her ; or  had  preferv’d 
Her  life  three  times  by  my  fidelity. 

As  mothers  fond  do  ufe  their  only  fons; 

As 
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< As  Tde  ufe  one,-  that’s  left  unto  my  truft, 

For  whom  my  life  fliould  pay,  if  he  met  harm, 

So  (lie  docs  ufe  me.  Pht.  Why,  this  is  wondrous  well: 

But  what  kind  language  docs  Ihc  feed  thee  with  ? 

‘SeU.  Why,  file  does  tell  me,  Ihc  will  trufl:  my  youth 
With  all  her  loving  fecrcts ; and  does  call  me 
Her  pretty  fervant,  bids  me  weep  no  more 
For  leaving  you  : Ihee’l  fee  my  lervices 
Regarded ; and  fuch  words  of  that  foft  ftrain, 

That  1 am  nearer  weeping  when  (he  ends 

Than  ere  Ihe  Fpake.  Pfjt.  This  is  much  better  ftill. 

Ee/I.  Are  you  ill  my  Lord  ? 

T/j;.  Ill  ? No  BelLtrio. 

Beil.  Me  thinks  your  words 
Fall  not  from  off  your  tongue  fo  evenjy. 

Nor  is  there  in  your  looks  that  quietnefs, 

That  1 was  wont  to  fee. 

Phi.  Thou  art  deceiv’d  boy ; 

And  /he  itroakes  thy  head  ? Bell.  Yes. 

Phi.  And  /he  does  clap  thy  cheeks  } 

Bell.  She  does  my  Lord. 

Phi.  And  /he  does  kifs  thee  boy  ? ha  1 
Bell.  How  my  Lord  ? 

Pin.  She  ki/fes  thee  Bell.  NotfomyLord. 

Phi.  Come,  come,  I know  /he  does. 

'Bell.  No  by  my  life. 

Phi.  Why  then  /he  does  not  love  me  ^ come,  file  does, 

I bad  her  do  it  j I charg’d  her  by  all  charms 
Of  love  between  us,  by  the  hope  of  peace 
W’e  /hould  enjoy,  to  yield  thee  all  delights 
Naked,  as  to  her  bed  : I took  her  oath 
Thou  /hould’ft  enjoy  her : Tell  me  gentle  boy. 

Is  /he  not  parallelels  ? Is  not  her  breath 
Sweet  as  Arabian  winds,  when  fruits  are  ripe  ? 

Are  not  her  breafts  two  liquid  Ivory  balls 
Is  /he  not  all  a la/ting  Mine  of  joy  .<* 

Bell.  I,  now  1 fee  why  my  difturbed  thoughts 
Were  fo  perplext.  When  firft  I went  to  her. 

My  heart  held  augury  ^ you  are  abus’d, 

Some  villain  has  abus’d  you ; I do  fee 
Whereto  you  tend ; fall  Rocks  upon  his  head,’ 

That  put  this  to  you  •,  ’tis  fome  fubtil  train. 

To  bring  that  noble  frame  of  yours  to  nought. 

Phi.  Thou  think’/l  I will  be  angry  with  thee ; Come 
Thou  /halt  know  all  my  drift,  I hate  her  more, 

Than  1 love  happinefs,  and  plac’d  thee  there. 

To  pry  with  narrow  eyes  into  her  deeds ; 

Hafc  thou  difeover’d  ? Is  /he  fain  to  lu/l. 

As  1 would  wi/h  her  ? Speak  fome  comfort  to  me. 

Bdl.  My  Lord,  you  did  miftake  the  boy  you  fent : 

Had  /he  the  lull  of  Sparrows,  or  of  Goats ; 

Had  /he  a fin  that  way,  hid  from  the  world. 

Beyond  the  name  of  luft,  I would  not  aid 
Her  bafe  defircs  •,  but  what  I came  to  know 
As  fervant  to  her,I  would  not  rcveaI,to  make  my  lifelaft  ages 
Pht.Oh  my  hcartjthisis  a falve  worfe  than  the  main  difeme. 
Tell  me  thy  thoughts ; for  I will  know  the  Ica/l 
That  dwells  witiain  thee,  or  will  rip  thy  heart 
To  know  it  I will  fee  thy  thoughts  as  plain. 

As  1 do  know  thy  face.  Bell.  Why,  Ib  you  do. 

She  is  (for  ought  I know)  by  all  the  gods. 

As  cha/le  as  Ice  ^ but  were  /he  foul  as  Hell 
And  I did  know  it,  thus ; the  breath  of  Kings, 

The  points  of  Swords,  Tortures  nor  Bulls  of  Brafs, 

Should  draw  it  from  me. 

Bht.  Then  ’tis  no  time  to  dally  with  thee  *, 

I will  take  thy  life, for  I do  hate  thee  •,  1 could  cur/e  thee  now. 

Bell.  If  you  do  hate  you  could  not  curfc  me  worfe  j 
The  gods  have  not  a puni/hment  in  Ilore 
Greater  for  me,  than  is  your  bate. 

Pht.  Fie,  fie,  fo  young  and  fodi/Icmbling*, 

Tell  me  when  and  v/herc  thou  dift  enjoy  her. 

Or  let  plagues  fall  on  me,  if  I deltroy  thee  not. 

Bell.  Heaven  knows  I never  did : and  when  I lie 


To  fave  my  life,  may  I live  long  and  loath’d. 

Hew  me  alunder,  and  whilll  I can  think 
Tie  love  thofe  pieces  you  have  cut  away. 

Better  than  thofe  that  grow : and  kifs  thefe  limbs, 

Becaii/e  you  made  ’em  lb. 

Phi.  Fearcft  thou  not  death  ? 

Can  boys  contemn  that?  'Bell.  Oh,  what  boy  is  he 

Can  be  content  to  live  to  be  a man 

That  fees  the  bell  of  men  thus  pa/fionate,thus  without  reafon? 

Bhi.  Oh,  but  thou  doll  not  know  what  ’tis  to  die. 

Bell.  Yes,  I do  know  my  Lord  ^ 

’ Tis  lefs  than  to  be  born  \ a lulling  fleep, 

A quiet  refting  from  all  jealoulie  *, 

A thing  we  all  purfue  •,  I know  befides. 

It  is  but  giving  over  of  a game  that  muft  be  loll. 

Phi.  But  there  are  pains,  fal/e  boy. 

For  perjur’d  fouls ; think  but  on  thefe,  and  then 
Thy  heart  will  melt,  and  thou  wilt  utter  all. 

Bell.  May  they  fall  all  upon  me  whilft  I live. 

If  I be  perjur’d,  or  have  ever  thought 
Of  that  you  charge  me  with ; if  I be  falfe. 

Send  me  to  fuffer  in  thofe  puni/hments  you /peak  of-,  kill  me. 

Bhi.  Oh,  what  /hould  I do  ? 

Why,  who  can  but  believe  him  ? He  does  fwear 
So  earnellly,  that  if  it  were  not  true. 

The  gods  would  not  endure  him.  Rife  Bellario, 

Thy  proteflations  are  fo  deep  -,  and  thou 
Do/l  look  fo  truly,  when  thou  utterefl  them. 

That  though  I known  ’em  falfe,  as  were  my  hopes, 

I cannot  urge  thee  further;  but  thou  wert 
To  blame  to  injure  me,  for  I mull  love 
Thy  hone/l  looks,  and  take  no  revenge  upon 
Thy  tender  youth  ^ A love  from  me  to  thee 
Is  firm,  what  ere  thou  do/l ; It  troubles  me 
That  I have  call’d  the  blood  out  of  thy  cheeks. 

That  did  fo  well  become  thee : but  good  boy 
Let  me  not  fee  thee  more ; fomething  is  done. 

That  will  di/lrad  me,  that  will  make  me  mad. 

If  I behold  thee  : if  thou  tender’ll  me. 

Let  me  not  fee  thee.  Bell.  I will  fly  as  far 
As  there  is  morning,  ere  I give  di/lalle 
To  that  moll  honour’d  mind.  But  through  thefe  tears 
Shed  at  my  hopelefs  parting,  I can  fee  ' 

A world  of  Treafon  pradtis’d  upon  you. 

And  her  and  me.  Farewel  for  evermore  -, 

If  you  /hall  hear,  that  forrow  Ilruck  me  dead. 

And  after  find  me  Loyal,  let  there  be 
A tear  /hed  from  you  in  my  memorie. 

And  I /hall  reft  at  peace.  IJExit  Bel. 

Phi.  Ble/fing  be  with  thee, 

What  ever  thou  deferv’/l.  Oh,  where  fliall  I 
Go  bath  thy  body  ? Nature  too  unkind. 

That  made  no  medicine  for  a troubled  mind ! \_Ex.  Phi. 

Enter  Arethufe. 

Are.  I marvel  my  boy  comes  not  back  again  -, 

But  that  I know  my  love  will  queftion  him 
Over  and  over ; how  I flept,  wak’d,  talk’d  j 
How  I remembred  him  when  his  dear  name 
Was  lafllpoke,  and  how,  when  I figh’d,  wept,  fung. 

And  ten  thoufand  fuch  j I /hould  be  angry  at  his  ftay. 

Enter  King. 

Kin^.  What  are  your  meditations?  who  attends  you  ? 

Are.  None  but  my  /ingle  felf,  1 need  no  Guard, 

I do  no  wrong,  nor  fear  none. 

Kin^.  Tell  me:  have  you  not  a boy  ? Arc.  Yes  Sir. 

King.  What  kind  of  boy  ? 

Are.  A Page,  a waiting  boy. 

King.  Ahandfome  boy  ? 

Are.  I think  he  be  iK)t  ugly : 

Well  qualified,  and  dutiful,  I know  him, 

I took  him  not  for  beauty. 

Km.  He  /peaks,  and  lings  and  plays  ? 

' " Are. 


Jre.  Yes  Sir.  Kw^.  About  Eighteen  ? 

Jre.  1 never  ask’d  his  age.  Ktng.  Ishcfull  oFfervice? 

Are.  By  your  pardon  why  do  you  ask  ? 

Kifitr,  Put  him  away.  Are.  Sir? 

King.  Put  him  away,  h’as  done  you  that  good  fervicc, 
Shames  me  to  I'pcak  ot. 

tyfre.  Good  Sjr  let  me  underltand  you. 

King.  If  you  fear  me,  Ihcw  it  in  duty  ^ put  away  that  boy. 

Are.  Let  me  have  realbn  for  it  Sir,  and  then 
Your  will  is  my  command. 

King.  Do  not  you  blufh  to  ask  it  ? Caft  him  ofl^ 

Or  I fhall  do  the  fame  to  you.  Y’are  one 
Shame  with  me,  and  fo  near  unto  my  felf, 

That  by  my  life,  I dare  not  tell  my  felf, 

What  you,  my  felf  have  done.  ^ 

Are.  What  have  I done  my  Lord  ? 

King.  ’Tis  a new  language,  that  all  love  to  learn, 

I'he  common  people  fpeak  it  well  already. 

They  need  no  Grammer ; underftand  me  well. 

There  be  foul  whifpers  ftirring  5 call  him  off! 

And  fuddenly  do  it ; Farewel.  fEv/VKing. 

Are.  Wheremay  a Maiden  live  fecurely  free, 

Keeping  her  Honour  fafe  ? Not  with  the  living, 

They  feed  upon  opinions,  errours,  dreams. 

And  make  ’em  truths : they  draw  a nourilhment 
Outofdefamings,  grow  upon  dilgraces^ 

And  when  they  fee  a vertue  fortified 
Strongly  above  the  battery  of  their  tongues  *, 

Oh,  how  they  call  to  fink  it  •,  aftid  defeated  ^ 

(Soul  fick  with  Poyfon)  ftrike  the  Monuments 
Where  noble  names  lie  fleeping : till  they  fwcat, 

And  the  cold  Marble  melt. 

Enter  Philaller. 

Phi.  Peace  to  your  faireft  thoughts,  dedrefl;  Miftrefs. 

Are.  Oh,  my  dearefl  fervant  I have  a W’ar  within  me. 

Phi.  He  muft  be  more  than  man,that  makes  thefe  Cryftals 
Run  into  Rivers  •,  fw^eeteft  fair,  the  caufe  *, 

And  as  I am  your  flave,  tied  to  your  goodnefs, 

Your  creature  made  again  from  what  I was, 

And  newly  fpirited,  I’le  right  your  honour's. 

Are.  Oh,  my  beftlove ; that  boy ! Phi.  What  boy  ? 

Are.  The  pretty  boy  you  gave  me.  P/j/.What  of  him  ? 

Are.  Mult  beno  more  mine.  Phi.  Why? 

Are.  They  are  jealous  of  him.  Phi.  Jealous,  who? 

Are.  The  King.  . Phi.  Oh,  my  fortune. 

Then  ’tis  no  idle  jealoufie.  Let  him  go. 

Are.  Oh  cruel,  are  you  hard  hearted  too  ? 

Who  fiiall  now  tell  you,  how  much  I lov’d  yon ; 

Who  fiiall  fwear  it  to  you,  and  weep  the  tears  I fend? 

Who  fiiall  now  bring  you  Letters,  Rings,  Bracelets, 

Lofe  his  health  in  fervice  I wake  tedious  nights 
In  Rories  of  your  praife  ? Who  fiiall  fing 
Your  crying  Elegies?  And  ftrikea  fadfoul 
Into  feiifelefs  Pi<Rures,  and  make  them  mourn  ? 

Who  fiiall  take  up  his  Lute,  and  touch  it,  till 
He  crown  a lilent  fleep  upon  my  eye-lid. 

Making  me  dream  and  cry.  Oh  my  dear,  dear  Phikfier. 

Phi,  Oh  my  heart ! 

Would  he  had  broken  thee,  that  made  thee  know 
This  Lady  was  not  Loyal.  Miftrefs,  forget 
The  boy,  Tie  get  thee  a far  better. 

Are.  Oh  never,  never  fuch  a boy  again,  as  my  BeUario. 

Bell.  ’Tis  but  your  fond  affedion. 

Are.  With  thee  my  boy,  farewel  for  ever. 

All  fecrecy  in  fervants : farewel  faith. 

And  all  defire  to  do  well  for  it  felf: 

Let  all  that  lhall  fucceed  thee,  for  thy  wrongs, 

Sell  and  betray  chaft  love. 

Phi.  And  all  this  pafiion  for  a boy  ? 

Are.  He  was  your  boy,  and  you  put  him  to  me. 

And  the  lofs  of  fuch  muft  have  a mourning  for. 

Phi.  O thou  forgetful  woman ! cyfre.  How,  niy  Lord  ? 

Phi.  Falfe  Arethufa ! 
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Haft  thou  a Medicine  to  rcftorc  my  wits, 

When  I have  loft ’em/’  If  not,  leave  to  talk,  and  do  thus. 

Are.  Do  what  Sir  ? would  yon  llccp  ? 

Phi.  For  ever  Arethufa.  Oh  you  gods, 

Give  me  a worthy  patience  y Have  1 Rood 
Naked,  alone  the  Ihock  of  many  fortunes  ? 

Have  I fecn  mifchiefsnumbericfs,  and  mighty 
Grow  live  a fca  upon  me  ? Have  I taken 
Danger  as  ftern  as  death  into  my  bofom. 

And  laught  upon  it,  made  it  but  a mirth, 

And  flung  it  by?  Do  I live  now  like  him. 

Under  this  Tyrant  King,  that  languifliing 
Hears  his  fad  Bell,  and  fees  his  Mourners  ? Do  I 
Bear  all  this  bravely,  and  muft  link  at  length 
Under  a womans  falftood  ? Oh  that  boy, 

That  curfed  boy  ? None  but  a villain  boy,  to  eafe  your  luft  ? 

iLATre.  Nay,  then  I am  betray’d, 

I feel  the  plot  caft  for  my  overthrow  j Oh  I am  wretched. 

Thi.  Now  you  may  take  that  little  right  Ijhave 
T 0 this  poor  Kingdom  ^ give  it  to  your  Joy, 

For  I have  no  joy  in  it.  Some  far  place, 

Where  never  womankind  durft  fet  her  foot, 

For  burfting  with  her  poifons,  muft  1 feek. 

And  live  to  curie  you  •, 

There  dig  a Gave,  and  preach  to  birds  and  beafts. 

What  woman  is,  and  help  to  fave  them  from  you. 

How  heaven  is  in  your  eyes,  but  in  your  hearts. 

More  hell  than  hell  has^  how  your  tongueslike  Scorpions, 
Both  heal  and  poyfon  •,  how  your  thoughts  are  woven 
With  thoufand  changes  in  one  fubtle  webb, 

And  worn  fo  by  you.  How  that  foolifli  man. 

That  reads  the  ftory  of  a womans  face. 

And  dies  believing  it,  is  loft  for  ever. 

How  all  the  good  you  have,  is  but  a fiiadow, 

I’th’  morning  with  you,  and  at  night  behind  yon^ 

Paft  and  forgotten.  How  your  vows  are  frofts. 

Fall:  for  a night,  and  with  the  next  fun  gone. 

How  you  are,  being  taken  all  together, 

A meer  confufion,  and  fo  dead  a Chaos, 

That  love  cannot  diftinguifii.  Thefe  fad  Texts 
Till  my  laft  hour,  I am  bound  to  utter  of  you. 

So  farewel  all  my  wo,  all  my  delight.  {_Exit  Phi. 

Are.  Be  merciful  ye  gods  and  ftrike  me  dead ; 

What  way  have  I deferv’d  this  ? make  my  breaft 
Tranfparent  as  pure  Cryftal,  that  the  world 
Jealous  of  me,  may  fee  the  fouleft  thought 
My  heart  holds.  Where  fiiall  a woman  turn  her  eyes, 

To  find  out  conftancy  ? Save  me,  how  black,  {_£nter  Bell. 
And  guilty  (me  thinks)  that  boy  looks  now  ? 

Oh  thou  dilfembler,  that  before  thou  fpak’ft 
Wert  in  thy  cradle  falfe  ? fent  to  make  lies. 

And  betray  Innocents ; thy  Lord  and  thou, 

Pvday  glory  in  the  allies  of  a Maid 
Fool’d  by  her  pafiion ; but  the  conqueft  is 
Nothing  fo  great  as  wicked.  Fly  away, 

Let  my  command  force  thee  to  that,  which  fiianie 
Would  do  without  it.  Ifthou  underftoodft 
The  loathed  Olfice  thou  haft  undergone. 

Why,  thou  wouldft  hide  thee  under  heaps  of  hills. 

Left  men  fliould  dig  and  find  thee.  Bell.  Oh  what  God 

Angry  with  men,  hath  fent  this  ftrange  difeafe 

Into  the  nobleft  minds  ? Madam  this  grief 

You  add  unto  me  is  no  more  than  drops 

Tofeas,  for  which  they  are  not  feen  to  fwell  *, 

My  Lord  had  ftruck  his  anger  through  my  heart. 

And  let  out  all  the  hope  of  future  joyes, 

You  need  not  bid  me  fly,  I came  to  part. 

To  take  my  lateft  leave,  Farewel  for  ever  ^ 

I durft  not  run  away  in  hoiiefty. 

From  filch  a Lady,  like  a boy  that  ftole, 

Or  made  fome  grievous  fault  ^ the  power  of  gods 
AlTifl:  you  in  your  fufferings ; hafty  time 
Reveal  the  truth  to  your  abnfed  Lord, 

And  mine : That  he  may  know  your  worth ; whilft  I 
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I Go  lock  out  ibme  forgotten  place  to  die.  Extt  Bell, 

j Are,  Peace  guide  thee,th’aft  overthrown  me  once. 

Yet  if  I had  another  T roy  to  loft, 

Thou  or  another  villain  with  thy  looks, 

Might  talk  me  out  of  it,  and  fend  me  naked, 

My  hair  difhcvel’d  through  the  fiery  ftreets. 

Enter  a Lady. 

Z-4.  Madam,  the  King  would  hunt,  and  calls  for  you 
\V' ith  earneftnefs.  Are.  I am  in  tune  to  hunt ! 

DtMna  if  thou  canll  rage  with  a maid. 

As  with  a man,  let  me  difeover  thee 
E^thing,  and  turn  me  to  a fearful  Hind, 

That  I may  die  purfu’d  by  cruel  Hounds, 

And  have  my  fcory  written  in  my  wounds.  {JE-xemt. 


QHartHS.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  King,  Pharamond,  Arethufa,  Galatea,  Megra, 
Dion,  CJeremont,  Thrafilin,  and  Attendants. 

K.  T "T  THat,are  the  Hounds  before, and  all  the  woodmen? 

VV  Our  horfes  ready,  and  our  bows  bent  ? 

E>t.  All  Sir. 

Einff.  Y’are  cloudy  Sir,  come  we  have  forgotten 
Your  venial  trefpafs,  let  not  that  fit  heavy 
Upon  your  fpirit ; none  dare  utter  it. 

Dt.  He  looks  like  an  old  furfeited  Stallion  after  his  leap- 
ing, dull  as  a Dormouft;  fee  how  he  finks  •,  the  wench  has 
/hot  him  between  wind  and  water,  and  I hope  fprung  a leak. 

Thra.  He  needs  no  teaching,  he  ftrikes  furc  enough  ^ his 
greatefi;  fault  is,  he  Hunts  too  much  in  the  Purlues,  would 
he  would  leave  ofT Poaching. 

Di.  And  for  his  horn,  has  left  it  at  the  Lodge  where  he 
lay  late Oh,  he’s  a precious  Lime-hound  ^ turn  him  looft 
upon  the  purfuit  of  a Lady,  and  if  he  lofe  her,  hang  him 
up  i’rh’  flip.  When  my  Fox-bitch  Beauty  grows  proud,  Tie 
borrow  him . King,  is  your  Boy  turn’d  away  ? 

Are.  You  did  command  Sir,  and  I obey  you. 

King.  ’Tis  well  done  : Hark  ye  further. 

Cle.  Is’t  poflible  this  fellow  fhould  repent?  Me  thinks 
that  were  not  noble  in  him ; and  yet  he  looks  like  a mortifi- 
ed member,  as  if  he  had  a fick  mans  Salve  in’s  mouth.  Ifa 
worfe  man  had  done  this  fault  now,  fome  Phyfical  Juftice 
or  other,would  preftntly  (withoutthe  helpofan  Almanack) 
have  opened  the  obitrudions  of  his  Liver,  and  let  him  bloud 
with  a Dog-whip. 

‘Di.  Sec,  fee,  how  modeftly  your  Lady  looks,  as  if  Ihe 
came  from  Churching  with  her  Neighbour-,  why,  what  a 
Devil  can  a man  fee  in  her  face,  but  that  (he’s  honell  ? 

Pha.  Troth  no  great  matter  to  fpcak  of,  a foolifh  twink- 
ling with  the  eye,  that  fpoils  her  Coat  j but  he  mull  be  a 
cunning  Herald  that  finds  it. 

Di.  See  how  they  Mufler  one  another ! O there’s  a Rank 
Regiment  where  the  Devil  carries  the  Colours,  and  his  Dam 
Drum  major,  now  the  world  and  the  flelh  come  behind  with 
the  Carriage. 

Qe.  Sure  this  Lady  has  a good  turn  done  her  agalnfl;  her 
will ; before  flic  was  common  talk,  now  none  dare  fay,  Can- 
tharidcs  can  ftir  her,  her  face  looks  like  a Warrant,  willing 
and  commanding  all  Tongues,  as  they  will  anfwer  it,  to  be 
tied  up  and  bolted  when  this  Lady  means  to  let  her  ftlf  loofe. 
As  1 live  fhe  has  got  her  a goodly  protedion,  and  a gracious  *, 
and  may  ufe  her  body  difcrcctly,  for  her  healths  fake,  once 
a week,  excepting  Lent  and  Dog-days : Oh  if  they  were  to 
be  got  for  mony,  what  a great  fum  would  come  out  of  the 
City  for  theft  Licences  ? 

King.  To  horfc,  to  horfe,  we  lofe  the  morning, Gentlemen. 

{jExcHnt. 

Enter  txvo  Woodmen. 

I Wood.  What,  have  you  lodged  the  Deer  ? 


2 Wood.  Yes,  they  are  ready  for  the  Bow. 

1 Wood.  Who  Ihoots  ? 

2 Wood.  The  Princefs. 

1 Wood.  Nolhe’lHunt. 

2 Wood.  She’l  take  a Stand  I fay. 

iWood.  Whoelft? 

2 Wood.  Why  the  young  ftranger  Prince. 

I Wood.  He  Ihall  Shoot  in  a Stone-bow  for  me.  I never 
lov’d  his  beyond-fta-fliip,  fince  he  forfook  the  Say,  for  pay- 
ing Ten  fhillings:  he  was  there  at  the  fall  of  a Deer,  and 
would  needs  (out  of  his  mightinefs)  give  Ten  groats  for  the 
Dowcers  ^ marry  the  Steward  would  have  had  the  Velvet- 
head  into  the  bargain,  to  Turf  his  Hat  withal : I think  he 
Ihould  love  Venery,  he  is  an  old  Sir  Trif^ram,  for  if  you  be 
remembred,  he  forfook  the  Stagg  once,  to  ftrike  a Rafcal 
Milking  in  a Medow,  and  her  he  kill’d  in  the  eye.  Who 
Ihoots  elft  ? 2 Wood.  The  Lady  Galatea, 

1 Wood.  That’s  a good  wench,  and  Ihe  would  not  chide 
us  for  tumbling  of  her  women  in  the  Brakes,  She’s  liberal, 
and  by  my  Bow  they  fay  (he’s  honeft,  and  whether  that  be 
a fault,  I have  nothing  to  do.  There’s  all  ? 

2 Wood.  No,  one  more,  Megra. 

I Wood.  That’s  a firker  T faith  boy  \ there’s  a wench  will 
Ride  her  Haunces  as  hard  after  a Kennel  of  Hounds,  as  a 
Hunting. faddle  ^ and  when  Ihe  comes  home,  get  ’em  dapt, 
and  all  is  well  again.  I have  known  her  loft  her  felf  three 
times  in  one  Afternoon  (if  the  Woods  had  been  anfwerable) 
and  it  has  been  work  enough  for  one  man  to  find  her,  and 
he  has  fweat  for  it.  She  Rides  well,  and  Ihe  payes  well. 
Hark,  let’s  go.  \_ExeHnt* 

Enter  Philafter. 

Phi.  Oh,  that  I had  been  nourilhed  in  theft  woods 
With  Milk  of  Goats,  and  Acorns,  and  not  known 
The  right  of  Crowns,  nor  the  diflembling  Trains 
Of  Womens  looks ; but  dig’d  my  ftlf  a Cave, 

Where  I,  my  Fire,  my  Cattel,  and  my  Bed 
Might  have  been  Ihut  together  in  one  Ihed ; 

And  then  had  taken  me  fome  Mountain  Girl, 

Beaten  with  Winds,  chart  as  the  hardened  Rocks 
Whereon  Ihe  dwells ; that  might  have  llrewed  my  Bed 
With  leaves,  and  Reeds,  and  with  the  Skins  of  hearts 
Our  Neighbours  ^ and  have  born  at  her  big  breafts  (on . 

My  large  courfe  irtuc.  This  had  been  a life  free  from  vexati- 

Enter  Bellario. 

Bell.  Oh  wicked  men! 

An  innocent  man  may  walk  lafe  among  hearts. 

Nothing  aflaults  me  here.  See,  my  griev’d  Lord 
Sits  as  his  foul  were  ftarchingout  a way. 

To  leave  his  body.  Pardon  me  that  muft 
Break  thy  laft  commandment  For  I murt  fpeak  j 
You  that  are  griev’d  can  pity  •,  hear  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Is  there  a Creature  yet  fo  miferable. 

That  I can  pity  ? Bell.  Oh  my  Noble  Lord, 

View  my  ftrange  fortune,  and  bertow  on  me, 

According  to  your  bounty  (if  my  fervice 

Can  merit  nothing)  fomuch  as  may  ferve 

To  keep  that  little  piece  I hold  of  life 

Tom  cold  and  hunger.  Phi.  Is  it  thou  ? be  gone ; 

Go  fell  thoft  misbefeeming  Cloaths  thou  wear’ft. 

And  feed  thy  felf  with  them. 

'Bell.  Alas ! my  Lord,  I can  get  nothing  for  them  .- 
The  filly  Country  people  think  ’tis  Treafon 
To  touch  fuch  gay  things. 

Dhi.  Now  by  my  life  this  is 
Unkindly  done,  to  vex  me  with  thy  figlit, 

Th’art  fain  again  to  thy  diflembling  trade  .* 

-low  fliould’ft  thou  think  to  cozen  me  again  ? 
lemains  there  yet  a plague  untri’d  for  me  ? 
iven  lb  thou  wept’ft  and  fpok’rt  when  firrt: 
took  thee  up  ^ curfc  on  tfie  time.  If  thy 
Commanding  tears  can  work  on  any  other, 

Jfe  thy  art,  I’le  not  betray  it.  Which  way 

Wilt 
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Wilt  thou  take,  that  I may  Ihun  thee  •, 

For  thine  eyes  are  poyfbn  to  mine ; and  I 
Am  loth  to  grow  in  rage.  This  way,  or  that  way  ? 

'Bell.  Any  will  ferve.  But  1 will  chufe  to  have 
That  path  in  chafe  that  leads  unto  my  grave. 

^SxeutitV\\\\.tnnd  ^q\{,  fever  ally. 

Enter  Dion  and  the  Woodmen. 

Di.  This  is  the  ftrangeft  fudden  change ! Y ou  Woodman. 

1 Wood.  My  Lord  'Dton. 

Di.  Saw  you  a Lady  come  this  way  on  a Sable- horfe  Itub- 
bedwith  liars  of  white  .? 

2 Wood.  Was  flic  not  young  and  tall  ? 

Di.  Yes  Rode  flie  to  the  wood,  or  to  the  plain  ? 

2 Wood.  Faith  my  Lord  we  faw  none.  [^Exeunt  Wood. 

Enter  Cleremont. 

Di.  Pox  of  your  quellions  tlicn.  What,  is  Ihe  found  ? 

Cle.  Nor  will  be  1 think.' 

‘Di.  Let  him  feek  his  Daughter  himfelf-,  fne  cannot  Itray 
about  a little  neceflary  natural  bufmefs,  but  the  whole 
Court  mult  be  in  Arms  •,  when  Ihe  has  done,  we  lhall  have 

^^^Cle.  There’s  already  a thoufand  fatherlefs  tales  amongll 
US;  fomefay  her  Horfe  run  away  with  her-,  fomeaWolf 
purfued  her  others,  it  was  a plot  to  kill  her  ^ and  that 
Armed  men  were  feen  in  the  Wood : but  queltionlels,  Ihc 
rode  away  willingly. 

Enter  King,  and  Thraliline. 

King.  Where  is  Ihe.?  Cle.  Sir,  I cannot  tell. 

King.  How  is  that  ? Anfwer  me  fo  again. 

Cle.  Sir,  lhall  1 lie? 

King.  Yes,  lie  and  damn,  rather  than  tell  me  that  -, 

I fay  again,  where  is  Ihe .?  Mutter  not  -, 

Sir,  fpeak  you  where  is  Ihe.?  Di.  Sir,  I do  not  know. 

King.  Speak  that  again  fo  boldly,  and  by  Heaven 
It  is  thy  lalt.  You  fellows  anfwer  me, 

Where  is  flie .?  Mark  me  all,  I am  your  King. 

I wifli  to  fee  my  Daughter,  Ihew  her  me ; 

I do  command  you  all,  as  you  are  fubjeds, 

To  Ihew  her  me,  what  am  I not  your  King  ? 

If  I,  then  am  I not  to  be  obeyed .? 

Di.  Yes,  if  you  command  things  poflible  and  honeR. 
King.  Things  polTible  and  honeft!  Hear  me,  thou. 

Thou  Traytor,  that  dareft  confine  thy  King  to  things 
Poflible  and  honell , Ihew  her  me. 

Or  let  me  perilh,  if  I cover  not  all  Gcily  with  bloud. 

Di.  Indeed  I cannot,  unlefs  you  tell  me  where  Ihe  is. 

Ktng.  You  have  betray’d  me,  y’have,  letmelofe 
The  Jewel  of  my  life,  go  ^ bring  her  me. 

And  fet  her  before  me  ^ ’tis  the  King 
Will  have  it  fo,  whofe  breath  can  ftill  the  winds, 

Uncloud  the  Sun,  charm  down  the  fwelling  Sea, 

And  Hop  the  Flouds  of  Heaven^  fpeak,  can  it  not  ? 

Di.  No.  Ktng.  No,  cannot  the  breath  of  Kings  do  this  ? 
‘Dt.  No:,  nor  fmell  fweet  it  felf,  if  once  the  Lungs 
Be  but  corrupted.  King.  Isitfo.?  Take  heed. 

Di.  Sir,  take  you  heed  ; how  you  dare  the  powers 
That  mult  be  juft.  King.  Alas ! what  are  we  Kings  ? 

Why  do  you  gods  place  us  above  the  reft 
Tobeferv’d,  flatter’d,  and  ador’d  till  we 
Believe  we  hold  within  our  hands  your  Thunder, 

And  when  we  come  to  try  the  power  we  have. 

There’s  not  a leaf  lhakes  at  our  threatnings. 

I have  fin’d  ’tis  true,  and  here  Hand  to  be  pnnilh’d  -, 

Yet  would  not  thus  be  punilh’d  let  me  chufe 
My  way,  and  lay  it  on. 

Di.  He  Articles  with  the  gods ; would  fome  body  w'ould 
draw  bonds,  for  the  performance  of  Covenants  betwixt 
them. 

Enter  Pha.  Galatea,  and  Megra. 

King.  What,  is  Ihe  found  ? 

Pha.  No,  we  have  ta’ne  her  Horfe.: 


He  gallopt  empty  by ; there’s  fome  Treafon 
You  rode  with  her  intothewood;  why  Icftyouhcr? 

Cal.  She  did  command  me. 

J^ing.  Command ! you  Ihould  not. 

Cal.  ’Twould  ill  become  my  Fortunes  and  my  Birth 
To  difobey  the  Daughter  of  my  King. 

King.  Y.’arc  all  cunning  to  obey  us  for  our  hurt. 

But  1 will  have  her.  Pha.  If  I have  her  not, 
iy  this  hand  there  fliall  be  no  morcGc<7y. 

Di.  What  wiii  he  carry  it  to  Spain  in’s  pocket  ? 

Pha,  I will  not  leave  one  man  alive,  but  the  King, 

A Cook  and  a Taylor. 

Di.  Yet  you  may  do  well  to  fpare  your  Ladies  Bed-fellow, 
and  her  you  may  keep  fora  Spawncr. 

King.  1 lee  the  injuries  1 have  done  mull  be  reveng’d. 

Di.  Sii',  this  is  not  the  way  to  find  her  out. 

/Tw^.Run  all,difperfe  your  felves : the  man  that  finds  her. 
Or  (if  ihe  be  kill’d)  the  Traytor  I’le  may  him  great. 

Di.  1 know  fome  would  give  five  thoufand  pounds  to  find 

Pha.  Come  let  us  feek.  (her. 

King.  Each  man  a feveral  way,  here  1 my  felf. 

‘Di.  Come  Gentlemen  we  here. 

Cle.  Lady  you  mull  go  fearch  too. 

Meg.  1 had  rather  be  fearch’d  my  felf.  [^Exeunt  omnes. 

Enter  Arethufa. 

Are.  Where  am  I now  ? Feet  find  me  out  a way. 
Without  the  counfel  of  my  troubled  head, 

I’le  follow  you  boldly  about  thefe  woods, 

O’re  mountains,  thorow  brambles,  pits,  andflouds; 
Heaven  1 hope  will  eafe  me.  I am  lick. 

Enter  Bellario. 

Bell.  Yonder’s  my  Lady  ; Heaven  knows  I want  nothing-, 
Becaufe  1 do  not  wifn  to  live,  yet  I 
Will  try  her  Charity.  O hear,  you  that  have  plenty. 

From  that  flowing  ftore,  drop  fome  on  dry  ground ; fee, 
The  lively  red  is  gone  to  guard  her  heart  -, 

1 fear  Ihe  faints.  Madam  look  up,  Ihe  breaths  not  -, 

Open  once  more  thofe  rofie  twins,  and  fend 
Unto  my  Lord,  your  lateft  farewell  j Oh,  flie  ftirs : 

How  is  it  Madam  ? Speak  comfort. 

Are.  ’Tis  not  gently  done. 

To  put  me  in  a miferable  life. 

And  hold  me  there  I pray  thee  let  me  go, 

I lhall  do  beft  without  thee  -,  I am  well. 

Enter  Philafter. 

Phil.  I am  to  blame  to  be  fo  much  in  rage, 

I’le  tell  her  coolely,  when  and  where  1 heard 
This  killing  truth.  I will  be  temperate 
Infpeaking,  and  as  juft  in  hearing. 

Oh  monftrous ! Tempt  me  not  ye  gods,  good  gods 
Tempt  not  a frail  man,  what’s  he,  that  has  a heart 
But  he  mull  eafe  it  here .? 

Bell.  My  Lord,  help  the  Princefs. 

Are.  I am  well,  forbear. 

Phi.  Let  me  love  lightning,  let  me  be  embrac’d 
And  kill  by  Scorpions,  or  adore  the  eyes 
Of  Bafilisks,  rather  than  truft  to  tongues. 

And  flirink  thefe  veins  up  -,  Hick  me  here  a ftonc 

Lafting  to  ages  in  the  memory 

Of  this  damn’d  adl.  Hear  me  you  wicked  ones, 

You  have  put  the  hills  on  fire  into  this  breaft, 

Not  to  be  quench’d  with  tears,  for  which  may  guilt 
Sit  on  your  bofoms ; at  your  meals,  and  beds, 

Defpair  await  you  : what,  before  my  face .? 

Poyfon^f  Afpes  between  your  lips^  Difeafes 
Be  your  beft  ilfues  ^ Nature  make  a Curie 
And  throw  it  on  you.  Are.  Dear  leave 

To  be  enrag’d,  and  hear  me.  Phi.  I have  done  j 
Forgive  my  paflion,  not  the  calm’d  fea. 

When  JEolta  locks  up  his  windy  brood, 
is  left  difturb'’d  than  I, Tie  make  you  know  it. 

F . Dear 
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^bilajier. 


D:ar  Arcthufi,  do  but  take  this  fword, 

And  fcarcli  how  temperate  a heart  1 liave ; 

Then  you  and  this  your  boy,  may  live  and  raign 
In  luft  without  control  •,  Wilt  thou  'BelUrio  i 
I prethee  kill  me ; thou  art  poor,  and  mailt 
Nourilb  ambitious  thoughts,  when  I am  dead  : 

This  way  were  freer  •,  Am  I raging  now  ? 

If  I were  mad  1 fhould  dclire  to  live ; 

Sirs,  feel  mv  pulfc  \ whether  have  you  known 
A man  in  a more  equal  tunc  to  die  ? 

Bel.  Alas  my  Lord,  your  pulfe  keeps  madmans  time, 

So  does  your  tongue.  Phi.  You  will  not  kill  me  then  ? 

Kill  you  ? 'Bell.  Not  for  a world. 

Phj.  I blame  not  thee, 

'BflLrio  •,  thou  halt  done  but  that,  which  gods 
Would  have  transform’d  themfelvcs  to  do  j be  gone, 

Leave  me  without  rep!  y ; this  is  the  lafc 
Of  all  our  meeting.  Kill  me  with  this  fword  ; 

Be  wife,  or  worfe  will  follow : we  are  two 
Earth  cannot  bear  at  once.  Refolve  to  do,  or  fuffer. 

.■Ire.  If  my  fortunes  be  fo  good  to  let  me  fall 
Upon  thy  hand,  I fhall  have  peace  in  death. 

Yet  tell  me  this,  will  there  be  no  flanders. 

No  jealoulies  in  the  other  world,  no  ill  there  ? Phi.  No. 

u4re.  Shew  me  then  the  way.  Thi.  Then  guide 
My  Teble  hand,  you  that  have  power  to  do  it. 

For  I mull  perform  a piece  of  jullice.  If  your  youth 
Have  any  way  offended  Heaven,  let  prayers  \ 

Short  and  cfTecftual  reconcile  you  to  it. 

ylre.  I am  prepared. 

Enter  a Country-fellows. 

Cciin.  I’le  fee  the  King  if  he  be  in  the  Forefl,  I have  hunt- 
ed him  thefe  two  hours  , if  I fhould  come  home  and  not  fee 
him  my  Sifters  would  laugh  at  me*,  lean  fee  nothing  but 
people  better  horlt  than  my  felf,  that  outride  me-,  lean 
hear  nothing  but  ftiouting.  Thefe  Kings  had  need  of  good 
brains,  this  whooping  is  able  to  put  a mean  man  out  of 
his  wits.  There’s  a Courtier  with  his  fword  drawn,  by  this 
hand  upon  a woman,  1 think. 

Phi.  Are  you  at  peace  ? 

^rf.  With  Heavens  and  Earth. 

Phi.  May  they  divide  thy  foul  and  body  ? 

Conn.  Holddaftard,  ftrike  a Woman!  th’art  a craven  I 
warrant  thee,  thou  wouldll  be  loth  thplay  half  a dozen  of 
venies  at  w'aflers  with  a good  fellow  for  a broken  head. 

Phi.  Leave  us  good  friend. 

j4re.  What  ill  bred  man  art  thou,  to  intrude  thy  felf 
Upon  our  private  fports,  our  recreations  ? 

Conn.  God  ’uds,  I undcrlland  you  not,  but  1 know  the 
Rogue  has  hurt  you. 

'Phi.  Purfuc  thy  own  affairs ; it  will  be  ill  (to. 

To  multiply  bloud  upon  my  head  ; which  thou  wilt  force  me 

Conn.  I know  not  your  Rhetorick,  but  I can  lay  it  on  if 
you  touch  the  woman.  V^hey  fight. 

Phi.  Slave,  take  what  thou  dcfcrvefl. 

j4re.  Heavens  guard  my  Lord. 

Conn.  Oh  do  you  breath? 

I hi.  I hear  the  tread  of  people : I am  hurt. 

The  gods  take  partagainfl  me,  could  this  Boor 
Have  held  me  thus  clfc  ? 1 muft  fliift  for  life, 

Though  1 do  loath  it.  I would  find  a courfe, 

To  lolc  it,  rather  by  my  will  than  force.  E.xit  Phil. 

CoH-n.  I cannot  follow  the  Rogue.  I pray  thee  wench 
come  and  kifs  me  now. 

£nter  Phara.  Dion,  Cle.  Thra.  and  Woodmen. 

Pha.  What  art  thou  ? * 

Conn.  Almofl  kil’d  I am  for  a foolifh  woman  *,  a knave 
has  hurt  her.  dam? 

Pha.  The  Princefs  Gentlemen ! Where’s  the  wound  Ma- 
Is  it  dangerous?  Are.  He  has  not  hurt  me. 

Conn.  I’faith  ffje  lies,  has  hurt  her  in  the  breaft,  look  elfe. 

Pha.  O facred  fpring  of  innocent  blood! 


Di.  ’Tis  above  wonder ! who  fhould  dare  this. 

Are.  I felt  it  not. 

Pha.  Speak  villain,  who  has  hurt  the  Princefs  ? 

Conn.  Is  it  the  Princefs.^  Di.  I. 

Conn.  Then  I have  feen  fomething  yet. 

Pha.  But  who  has  hurt  her  ? 

Conn.  I told  you  a Rogue  I ne’re  faw  him  before,  I. 

Pha.  Madam  who  did  it  ? 

Are.  Some  difhoncfl  wretch,  Alas  I know  him  not. 

And  do  forgive  him. 

Conn.  He’s  hurt  too,  he  cannot  go  far,  I made  my  Fa- 
thers old  Fox  flie  about  his  cars. 

Pha.  How  will  you  have  me  kill  him  ? 

Are.  Not  at  all,  ’tis  fome  diftraded  fellow. 

Pha.  By  this  hand.  Tie  leave  ne’er  a piece  of  him  bigger 
than  a Nut,  and  bring  him  all  in  my  Hat, 

Are.  Nay,  good  Sir ; 

If  you  do  take  him,  bring  him  quick  to  me. 

And  I will  ftudy  for  a punifhmenr. 

Great  as  his  fault.  Pha.  I will. 

Are.  Butfwear. 

Pha.  By  all  my  love  I will : Woodmen  condud  the  Prin- 
cefs to  the  King,  and  bear  that  wounded  fellow  to  dreffing : , 
Come  Gentlemen,  we’l  follow  the  chafe  clofe. 

\JEx.  Are.  Pha.  Di.  Cle.  Thra.  and  i Woodman. 

Conn.  I pray  you  friend  let  me  fee  the  King. 

2 Wood.  That  you  fhall,  and  receive  thanks.  {Exeunt. 

Conn.  If  I get  clear  with  this, Tie  go  fee  no  more  gay  fights 

Enter  Bellario. 

Bell.  A heavinefs  near  death  fits  on  my  brow. 

And  I mufl  fleep : Bear  me  thou  gentle  bank. 

For  ever  if  thou  wilt : you  fweet  ones  all, 

Let  me  unworthy  prefs  you : I could  wifh 
I rather  were  a Coarfe  flrewed  o’re  with  you. 

Than  quick  above  you.  Dulnefs  fhuts  mine  eyes. 

And  lam  giddy;  Oh  that  I could  take 
So  found  a fleep,  that  I might  never  wake. 

Enter  Philafler. 

Phi.  I have  done  ill,  my  confcience  calls  me  falfe, 

To  ftrike  at  her,  that  would  not  ftrike  at  me : 

When  I did  fight,  me  thought  1 heard  her  pray 
The  gods  to  guard  me.  She  may  be  abus’d, 

And  I a loathed  villain ; if  file  be. 

She  will  conceal  who  hurt  her  •,  He  has  v/ounds. 

And  cannot  follow,  neither  knows  he  me. 

Who’s  this ',  Bellario  fleeping  ? If  thou  beeffc 

Guilty,  there  is  no  juftice  that  thy  fleep  . {Cry  within. 

Should  be  fo  found,  and  mine,  whom  thou  hafl  wrong’d. 

So  broken:  Hark  I am  purfued : you  gods 
I’le  take  this  offer’d  means  of  my  efcape : 

They  have  no  mark  to  know  me,  but  my  wounds. 

If  fhe  be^true  •,  if  falfe,  let  mifehief  light 

On  all  the  world  at  once.  Sword,  print  my  wounds 

Upon  this  fleeping  boy : I ha’  none  1 think 

Are  mortal,  nor  would  I lay  greater  on  thee.  {Wounds  him. 

Bell.  Oh  death  I hope  is  come,  bleft  be  that  hand. 

It  meant  me  well  •,  again,  for  pities  fake. 

Phi.  I have  caught  my  felf,  fPhi.  falls. 

The  lofs  of  bloud  hath  flayed  my  flight.  Here,  here. 

Is  he  that  ftroke  thee : take  thy  full  revenge, 

Ufeme,  as  I did  mean  thee,  worfe  than  death : 

I’lc  teach  thee  to  revenge  this  lucklefs  hand 
Wounded  the  Princefs,  tell  my  followers 
Thou  didft  receive  thele  hurts  in  flaying  me. 

And  I will  fccond  thee:  Get  a reward. 

Bell.  Fly,  fly  my  Lord  and  favc  your  felf. 

Phi.  How’s  this 
Wouldft  thou  I fhould  be  fafe? 

Bell.  Elfe  it  were  vain 
For  me  to  live.  Thefe  little  wounds  I have, 

Ha’  not  bled  much,  reach  me  that  noble  hand, 
i’le  help  to  cover  you.  Phi.  Art  thou  true  to  me  ? 

Bell 


Tiell.  Or  ict  me  perilh  loath’d.  Come  ray  good  Lord, 
Creep  in  amonglt  tliofc  buihes ; who  does  know 
But  that  the  gods  may  faveyoiir  (much  lov’d)  breath  ? 

rht.  Then  I (ball  die  for  grief,  if  not  for  this, 

That  I have  wounded  thee;  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 

'Bell.  Shift  for  my  felf  well ; peace,  1 hear  ’em  come. 
WtthtH.  Follow,  follow,  follow,  that  w'ay  they  went. 

'Bell.  With  my  own  wounds  Tie  bloudy  my  own  fword. 

I I need  not  counterfeit  to  fall  Heaven  knows, 

That  I can  Hand  no  longer. 

Enter  Pha.  Dion,  Cle.  <iWThra. 

I'ha.  To  this  place  we  have  traft  him  by  his  bloud. 

Qe.  Yonder,  my  Lord,  creeps  one  away. 

^Di.  Stay  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 

'Bell.  A wretched  creature  wounded  in  thefe  Woods 
ByBeafts^  relieve  me,  if  your  names  be  men, 

Or  I (hall  perilh.  'Di.  This  is  he  my  Lord, 

Upon  my  foul  that  hurt  her  5 ’tis  the  boy. 

That  wicked  boy  that  ferv’d  her. 

Pha.  O thou  damn’d  in  thy  creation  I 
What  caufe  could’ll:  thou  fliape  to  hurt  the  Princefs? 

'Bell.  Then  I am  betrayed. 

Di.  Betrayed ! no,  apprehended. 

Bell.  I confefs  \ 

Urge  it  no  more,  that  big  with  evil  thoughts 
1 fet  upon  her,  and  did  take  my  aim 
Her  death . For  charity  let  fall  at  once 
The  punilhment  you  mean,  and  do  not  load 
This  weary  fielh  with  tortures. 

Pha.  1 will  know  who  hir’d  thee  to  this  deed  ? 

Bell.  Mine  own  revenge.  Bha.  Revenge,  for  what? 
Bell.  It  pleas’d  her  to  receive 
Me  as  her  Page,  and  when  my  fortunes  ebb’d. 

That  men  Itrid  o’re  them  carclefly,  Ihc  did  Ihowr 
Her  welcome  graces  on  me,  and  did  fwell 
My  fortunes,  till  they  overflow’d  their  banks, 

Threatning  the  men  that  croft  ’em  *,  when  as  fwift 
As  ftorms  arife  at  fea,  Ihe  turn’d  her  eyes 
To  burning  Suns  upon  me,  and  did  dry 
The  ftreams  fhe  had  beftowed,  leaving  me  worfe 
And  more  contemn’d  than  other  little  brooks, 

Becaufe  I had  been  great;  Infliort,  I knew 
I could  notjiye,  and  therefore  did  defire 
To  die  reveng’d.  Pha.  If  tortures  can  be  found,  -1 

Long  as  thy  natural  life,  refolve  to  feel 
The  utmoft  rigour.  fPhilafter  creep  out  of  a bn^. 

Cle.  Help  to  lead  him  hence. 

Phi.  Turn  back  you  ravilhers  of  Innocence, 

Know  ye  the  price  of  that  you  bear  away  fo  rudely  ? 

Pha.  Who’s  that?  ‘Di.  ’Tis  the  Lord 
Phi.  ’Tis  not  the  treafure  of  all  Kings  in  one, 

The  wealth  of  T agw,  nor  the  Rocks  of  Pearl, 

That  pave  the  Court  of Nepme.,  can  weigh  down 
That  vertue.  It  was  I that  hurt  the  Princefs. 

Place  me,  fomegod,  upon  a 

Higher  than  hills  of  earth,  and  lend  a voice 

Lend  as  your  Thunder  to  me,  that  from  thence, 

I may  difeourfe  to  all  the  under* world, 

, The  v;orth  that  dwells  in  him.  Pha.  How’s  this? 

Bell.  My  Lord,  fome  man 
Weary  of  life,  that  would  be  glad  to  die. 

Bhi.  Leave  thefe  untimely  courtefies  Bellario. 

Bell.  Alas  he’s  mad,  come  will  you  lead  me  on  ? 

Phi..  By  all  the  Oaths  that  men  ought  moft  to  keep ; 

And  Gods  do  punifh  moft,  when  men  do  break. 

He  toucht  her  not.  Take  heed  Bellario^ 

How  thou  doft  drown  the  vertues  thou  haft  fliown 
With  perjury.  By  all  that’s  good  ’twas  I ; 

You  know  fhe  ftood  betwixt  me  and  my  right. 

Bha.  Thy  own  tongue  be  thy  judge. 

Ce.  It  was  Philafter,  Di.  Is’t  not  a brave  boy  ? 

Well  Sirs,  I fear  we  were  all  deceived. 

Phi.  Havel  no  friend  here?  Dt.  Yes. 
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Pht.  Then  fliew  it  ^ 

Some  good  body  Ic  n J a hand  to  draw  us  nearer. 

Would  you  have  tears  (bed  for  you  when  yoiiuic 
Then  lay  me  gentle  on  bis  lu  ck  tliat  there 
I may  weep  floUds,  and  breatli  out  iny  fpirit ; 

’Tis  not  the  wealth  o[Blutniy  nor  the  gold 
Lockt  in  the  heart  of  earth,  can  buy  away 
This  arm-full  from  me,  this  had  been  a ranfom 
To  have  redeem’d  the  great  j4ugajtta  C^farj 
Had  he  been  taken ; you  hard-hearted  men, 

More  ftony  than  thefe  Mountains,  can  you  fee 
Such  clear  pure  bIcud  drop,  and  not  cut  your  flcfli 
To  ftop  his  life  ? To  bind  whofc  better  wounds, 

Queens  ought  to  tear  their  hair, and  with  their  tears,  Qajler. 
Bath ’em.  Forgive  me,  thou  that  art  the  wealth  of  poor  P/?>. 

Enter  King,  Arethufa^»^.«  Guard. 

King.  Is  the  villain  ta’ne.?  (JaJler. 

Pha.  Sir,  here  be  two  confefs  the  deed ) but  fay  it  was  Phi- 
Phi.  Queftion  it  no  more,  it  was. 

Kmg.  The  fellow  that  didfight  vvith  him  will  tell  us. 

Ay  me,  I know  he  will. 

King,  Did  not  you  know  him 

Are.  Sir,  ifitwashe,  he  wasdifguifed. 

Bhi.  1 was  fo.  Oh  my  ftars  1 that  1 Ihould  live  ftill* 

King.  Thou  ambitious  fool  ^ 

Thou  that  haft  laid  a train  for  thy  own  life  ^ 

Now  I do  mean  to  do.  Tie  leave  to  talk,  bear  him  to  prifon. 

Are.  Sir,  they  did  plot  together  to  take  hence 
This  harmlefs  life ^ Ihould  it  pafs  unreveng’d, 

I Ihould  to  earth  go  weeping : grant  me  then 
(By  all  the  love  a Father  bears  his  Child) 

Their  cuftodies,  and  that  I may  appoint 
Their  tortures  and  their  death. 

Di.Death  ? foft,our  Law  will  not  reach  that, for  this  fault. 
King.  ’Tis  granted,  take ’em  to  you,  with  a Guard. 
Come  Princely  Pharamondy  this  bufinels  paft. 

We  may  with  more  fecurity  go  on  to  your  intended  match. 

Cle.  I pray  that  this  a<ftion  lofe  not  Philafler  the  hearts  of 
the  people. 

i3«.Fear  it  not, their  overwife  heads  will  think  it  but  atrick. 

\_Exeunt  Omnes. 


ASlm  Quintus.  Seen  a Triwa. 

Enter  Dion,  Clcremont,  and  Thrafiline. 

Thra.  T T A S the  King  lent  for  hini  to  death  ? 

XjL  Di.  Yes,  but  the  King  muft  know,  ’tis  not  in 
his  power  to  war  with  Heaven. 

Cle.  We  linger  time  ^ the  King  fent  for  Philafier  and  the 
Headfman  an  hour  ago. 

Thra.  Are  all  his  wounds  well? 

Di.  All  they  were  but  fcratches;  but  the  lofs  of  bloud 
made  him  faint*  Cle.  We  dally  Gentlemen. 

Thra.  Away. 

Di.  We’l  feuffle  hard  before  he  perilh.  {Exeam. 

Pwter  Philafter,  Arethufa,  WBellario. 

Are.  Nay  dear  Philafier  grieve  not,  we  are  well. 

Bell.  Nay  good  my  Lord  forbear,  we  are  wondrous  well. 
Phi.  Oh  Arethufa ! O Bellario  1 leave  to  be  kind  : 

I lhall  be  (hot  from  Heaven,  as  now  from  Earth, 

If  you  continue  fo  •,  I am  a man, 

Falfe  to  a pair  of  the  moft  trufty  ones 
That  ever  earth  bore,  can  it  bear  us  all? 

Forgive  and  leave  me,  but  the  King  hath  fent 
To  call  me  to  my  death.  Oh  Ihew  it  me, 

And  then  forget  me ; And  for  thee  my  boy, 

I (hall  deliver  words  will  mollifie 

The  hearts  of  beafts,  to  (pare  thy  innocence. 

Bell.  Alas  my  Lord,  my  life  is  not  a thing 

F 2 Worthy 
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Vv'orthy  your  noble  thoughts  ’tis  not  a life, 

’T;s  but  a piece  ol'chikl-hood  thrown  away : 

Shoula  1 ouc-Iivc,  I fhall  then  out  live 
\'ertuc  and  honour.  Aud  when  that  day  comes, 
d ever  I fhould  dole  thefe  eyes  but  once, 

May  I live  fjx)tted  for  my  perjury, 

And  wafte  my  limbs  to  nothing. 

-ti'jr.  And  1 (the  wofurU  maid  as  ever  was, 

Forc’d  with  my  hands  to  bring  my  Lord  to  death) 

Do  by  the  honour  ot  a \'irgin  Ivvear, 

To  tel!  no  hours  beyond  it. 

Phi.  Make  me  not  hated  fo. 

A c.  Come  from  this  pritbn,  all  joyful  to  our  deaths. 

rh:.  People  will  tear  me  when  they  find  you  true 
To  fueh  a wretch  as  1 •,  I fnall  die  loath’d. 

Injoy  your  Kingdoms  peaceably,  whil’lt  1 
For  ever  deep  forgotten  with  my  faults, 

Every  jull  fervant,  every  maid  in  love 
W'ill  have  a piece  of  me  if  you  be  true. 

cAre.  My  dear  Lord  fay  not  fo. 

Be!J.  A piece  of  you  ? 

He  was  not  born  of  women  that  can  cut  it  and  look  on. 

Ply.  Take  me  in  tears  betwixt  you. 

For  .my  heart  will  break  with  fhame  and  fbrrow. 

Arc.  Why ’tis  well.  Bell.  Lament  no  more. 

Pht.  What  would  you  have  done 
If  you  had  wrong’d.mc  bafely,  and  had  found 
.My  life  no  price,  compar’d  to  yours  ? For  love  Sirs, 

Deal  with  me  truly. 

Tell.  ’Tvvasmilhaken,  Sir.  Phi.  Whyifitwere? 

Bell.  Then  Sir  we  would  have  ask’d  you  pardon. 

Phi.  And  have  hope  to  enjoy  it?  Are.  Injoy  it?  I. 

Phi.  Would  you  indeed  ? be  plain. 

Bell.  We  would  my  Lord. 

Phi.  Forgive  methen.  Arc.  So,  fo. 

Bell.  ’Tis  as  it  Ihould  be  now. 

Phi.  Lead  to  my  death.  {Exeunt, 

Enter  King,  Dion,  Cleremont,  WThrafiline. 

King.  Gentlemen,  who  faw  the  Prince? 

Cie.  So  pleafe  you  Sir,  he’s  gone  to  fee  the  City, 

And  the  new  Platform,  with  fome  Gentlemen 
Attending  on  him.  King.  Is  the  Princefs  ready 
To  bring  her  prifoner  out  ? Thra.  She  waits  your  Grace. 

King.  Tell  her  we  ftay. 

’Dt.  King,  you  may  be  deceiv’d  yet.- 
The  head  you  aim  at  coft  more  fetting  on 
Than  to  be  loft  fo  nightly:  IfitmuftofT 
I. ike  a wild  overflow,  that  foops  before  him 
.A  golden  Stack,  and  with  it  fhakes  down  Bridges, 

Cracks  the  ftrong  hearts  of  Tines,  whofe  Cable  roots 
Held  out  a thoufand  Storms,  a thoufand  Thunders, 

And  fo  made  mightier,  takes  whole  Villages 
Upon  his  back,  and  in  that  heat  of  pride. 

Charges  ftrong  Towns,  Towers,  Caftles,  Palaces, 

And  layes  them  defolate : fo  fhall  thy  head. 

Thy  noble  head,  bury  the  lives  of  thoufands 
That  muft  bleed  with  thee  like  a facrificc, 

In  thy  red  mines. 

Snte-r  Phil.  Are.  and  Bell,  in  a Robe  and  Garland. 

King.  How  now,  what  Mask  is  this  ? 

BtU.  Right  Royal  Sir,  I fhould 
Sing  yon  an  Epithalamium  of  thefe  lovers. 

But  having  loft  my  beft  ayres  with  my  fortunes, 
j And  wanting  a celcftial  Harp  to  ftrike 
■ Tnis  blenid  union  on  thus  in  glad  ftory 
i I give  you  all.  Thefe  two  fair  Cedar-branches, 
i The  nobleft  of  the  Mountain,  where  they  grew 
Straighteft  and  tallcft,  under  whofe  ftill  fhades 
j The  worthier  bcafts  have  made  their  layers,  and  flept 
! F;ec  from  the  Syrian  Star,  and  the  fell  Thunder-ftroke, 

I Free  from  the  Clouds,  when  they  were  big  with  humour, 
j And  delivered  in  thoufand  fpouts,  their  iffues  to  the  earth : 


0 there  was  none  but  filent  quiet  there ! 

Till  never  pleas’d  fortune  (hot  up  fhrubs, 

Rafe  under  brambles  to  divorce  thefe  branches  *, 

And  for  a while  they  did  fo,  and  did  raign 
Over  the  Mountain,  and  choakt  up  his  beauty 
With  Brakes,  rude  Thornes  and  Thiftles,  till  thy  Sun 
Scorcht  them  even  to  the  roots,  and  dried  them  there ; 

And  now  a gentle  gale  hath  blown  again 
That  made  thefe  branches  meet,  and  twine  together. 
Never  to  be  divided  : The  god  that  fings 
His  holy  numbers  over  marriage  beds. 

Hath  knit  their  noble  hearts,  and  here  they  ftand 
Your  Children  mighty  King,  and  I have  done. 

King.  How,  how  ? 

Are.  Sir,  if  you  love  it  in  plain  truth. 

For  there  is  no  Masking  in’f.  This  Gentleman 
The  prifoner  that  you  gave  me  is  become 
My  keeper,  and  through  all  the  bitter  throws 
Your  jealoufies  and  his  ill  fate  have  wrought  him. 

Thus  nobly  hath  he  ftrangled,  and  at  length 
Arriv’d  here  my  dear  Husband. 

King.  Your  dear  Husband  I call  in 
The  Captain  of  the  Cittadei  ^ There  you  fhall  keep 
Your  Wedding.  I’le  provide  a Mask  fhall  make 
Your  Hymen  turn  his  Saffron  into  a fullen  Coat, 

And  fing  fad  Requiems  to  your  departing  fouls ; 

Bloud  fhall  put  out  your  Torches,  and  inftead 
Of  gaudy  flowers  about  your  wanton  necks. 

An  Ax  fhall  hang  like  a prodigious  Meteor 
Ready  to  crop  your  loves  fweets.  Hear  you  gods : 

From  this  time  do  I fhake  all  title  off. 

Of  Father  to  this  woman,  this  bafe  woman, 

And  what  there  is  of  vengeance,  in  a Lion 
Caft  amongft  Dogs,  or  rob’d  of  his  dear  young. 

The  fame  inforc’t  more  terrible,  more  mighty, 

Exped  from  me.  Are.  Sir, 

By  that  little  life  I have  left  to  fwear  by, 

There’s  nothing  that  can  ftir  me  from  my  felf. 

What  I have  done,  I have  done  without  repentance. 

For  death  can  be  no  Bug-bear  unto  me. 

So  long  as  Pharamond  is  not  my  headfman. 

T>i.  Sweet  peace  upon  thy  foul,  thou  worthy  maid 
When  ere  thou  dyeft  ^ for  this  time  I’le  excufe  thee. 

Or  be  thy  Prologue.  Thi.  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  next. 

And  let  my  dying  words  be  better  with  you 
Than  my  dull  living  adions ; ifyou  aime 
At  the  dear  life  of  this  fweet  Innocent, 

Y’are  a Tyrant  and  a favage  Monfter  \ 

Your  memory  fhall  be  as  foul  behind  you 
As  you  are  living,  all  your  better  deeds 
Shall  be  in  water  writ,  but  this  in  Marble : 

No  Chronicle  fhall  fpeak  you,  though  your  own. 

But  for  the  fhame  of  men.  No  Monument 
(Though  high  and  big  as  Pelion')  fhall  be  able 
To  cover  this  bafe  murther , make  it  rich 
With  Brafs,  with  pureft  Gold,  and  fhining  Jafper, 

Like  the  Pyramids,  lay  on  Epitaphs, 

Such  as  make  great  men  gods  my  little  marble 
(That  only  cloaths  my  afhes,  not  my  faults) 

Shall  far  out  fhine  it : And  for  after  iflues 
Think  not  fo  madly  of  the  heavenly  wifdoms. 

That  they  will  give  you  more,  for  your  mad  rage 
To  cut  off,  unlefs  it  be  fome  Snake,  or  fomething 
Like  your  felf,  that  in  his  birth  fhall  ftrangle  you. 
Remember,  my  Father  King  there  was  a fault, 

But  I forgive  it : let  that  fin  perfwade  you 
To  love  this  Lady.  If  you  have  a foul, 

Think,  faveher,  andbefaved,  for  my  felf, 

1 have  fo  long  expeded  this  glad  hour , 

So  languifht  under  you,  and  daily  withered. 

That  heaven  knows  it  is  my  joy  to  dye, 

I find  a recreation  in’t. 

Enter 
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Bnter  a MclTcnger. 

Mt{f,  Where’s  the  King?  tCmg.  Here. 

Alef.  Jet  you  CO  your  ftrength. 

Ana  t cictic  tile  Prince  Phjrnmond  from  danger, 

I le’s  tai.cn  pnfoner  by  the  Citizens, 
f «.ai  i ng  tl.c  Lord  Philajh< r.  Di.  Oh  brave  followers ; 

Mutiny,  my  ^ne  dear  Country-men,  mutiny, 

Now  my  brave  valiant  foremen,  fhew  your  weapons 
In  honour  of  your  MiftrclTcs. 

Enter  another  Meflengcr. 

A/ef.  Arm,  arm,  arm. 

King.  A thoufand  devils  take  ’em. 

‘£>t.  A thoufand  blcllings  on  ’em. 

Mejf.  Arm  O King,  the  City  is  in  mutiny, 

Led  by  an  old  Gray  Ruffin,  who  comes  on 

In  refeue  of  the  Lord  Philafier.  [_Exit  with  Are.  Phi.  Bell. 

King.  Away  to  the  Cittadel,  Tie  fee  them  lafe. 

And  then  cope  with  thefe  Burgers : Let  the  Guard 
And  all  the  Gentlemen  give  ftrong  attendance.  \lEx.King. 

\_Manent  Dion,  Cleremont,  Thrafiline. 

Ce.  The  City  up!  this  was  above  our  wifhes. 

Dp.  I and  the  Marriage  too ; by  my  life. 

This  noble  Lady  has  deceiv’d  us  all,  a plague  upon  ray  felf-, 
a thoufand  plagues,  for  having  fuch  unworthy  thoughts  of 
her  dear  honour : O I could  beat  my  felf,  or  do  you  beat  me 
and  Tie  beat  you,  for  we  had  all  one  thought. 

Cle.  No,  no,  ’twill  but  lofe  time. 

Di.  You  fay  true,  are  your  fwordsffiarp?  Well  my  dear 
Country-men,  what  ye  lack,  if  you  continue  and  fall  not 
back  upon  the  firft  broken  Ihin,  I’le  have  you  chronicled, 
and  chronicled,  and  cut  and  chronicled  and  all  to  be  prais’d, 
and  fung  in  Sonnets,  and  bath’d  in  new  brave  Ballads,  that 
all  tongues  lhall  tioule  you  in  Suda  Sacnlcrum  my  kind 
Can  carriers. 

Thra.  What  if  a toy  take ’em  i’th’ heels  now,  and  they 
run  all  away,  andcry  the  Devil  take  the  hindmoft? 

Di.  Then  the  fame  Devil  take  the  foremofl  too,  and 
fowce  him  for  his  breakfaft ; if  they  all  prove  Cowards,  my 
curfes  fly  amongft  them  and  be  fpeeding.  May  they  have 
Murreins  raign  to  keep  the  Gentlemen  at  home  unbound  in 
eafie  frecz : May  the  Moths  branch  their  Velvets,  and  their 
Silks  only  be  worn  before  fore  eyes.  May  their  falfe  lights 
undo ’em,  and  difeover  prelfes,  holes,  ftains,  andoldnefs 
in  their  Stuffs,  and  make  them  ffiop-rid : May  they  keep 
Whores  and  Horfes,  and  break;  and  live  mued  up  with 
necks  of  Beef  and  Turnips:  May  they  have  many  children, 
and  none  like  the  Father : May  they  know  no  language  but 
, that  gibberilh  they  prattle  to  their  Parcels,  unlefs  it  be  the 
goariffi  Latine  they  write  in  their  bonds,  and  may  they 
write  that  falfe,  and  lofe  their  debts. 

Enter  the  King. 

King.  Now  the  vengeance  of  all  the  gods  confound  them  •, 
how  they  fwarm  together ! What  a hum  they  raife  •,  Devils 
choak  your  wilde  throats-,  If  a man  had  need  toufe  their 
valours,  he  mult  pay  a Brokage  for  it,  and  then  bring ’em 
on,  they  will  fight  like  fheep.  "Th  PhiUfier^  none  kit  Pfef- 
UJhr  mufl  allay  this  heat : They  will  not  hear  me  fpeak,  but 
fling  dirt  at  me,  and  call  me  Tyrant.  Oh  run  dear  friend, 
and  bring  the  Lord  Philafier:  Ipeak  him  fair,,  call  him 
Prince,  do  him  all  the  courtefie  you  can,  commend  me  to 
him.  Oh  my  wits,  my  wits!  [£Ari>Cle. 

Di.  Oh  my  brave  Countrymen ! as  I live,  I will  not  buy 
a pin  out  of  your  walls  for  this ; Nay,  you  (hall  cozen  me, 
and  rie  thank  you ; and  fend  you  Brawn  and  Bacon,  and 
foil  you  every  long  vacation  a brace  of  foremen,  that  at  Mi- 
chaelmoi  fhall  come  up  fat  and  kicking. 

King.  What  they  will  do  with  this  poor  Prince,  the  gods 
know,  and  I fear. 

Dp.  Why  Sir:  they’l  flea  him,  and  make  Church  Buck- 
ets on’s  skin  to  fquench  rebellion,  then  clap  a rivet  in’s 
fconce,  and  bang  him  up  for  a fign. 


; 

Enter  Cleremont  with  Philafier.  ; 

King.  O worthy  Sir  forgive  me,  do  not  make 
Your  raifcrics  and  my  faults  iiK\  t togeiher,  i 

To  bring  a greater  danger.  Be  ) our  f If,  i 

Still  found  amongll  Difcafls,  I have  wrong’d  yon,  ! 

And  though  i find  it  lall,  and  bear<.n  to  ir,  !j 

Let  firfl  your  goodnefs  know  ir.  Ca  Im  the  p-^ople,  | 

And  be  what  you  were  born  to  : take  your  love. 

And  with  her  my  repentance,  and  my  wiflies,  ' 

And  all  my  prayers,  by  the  gods  my  heart  fpeaks  this : 

And  if  the  icaft  fall  from  me  not  perform’d,  1 

May  I be  ftruck  with  Tiiundcr.  ! 

1-bi.  Mighty  Sir, 

I will  not  do  your  greatnefs  fo  much  wrong, 

As  not  to  make  your  word  truth  ; free  the  Princefs, 

And  the  poor  boy,  and  let  me  Hand  the  ffiock 

Of  this  mad  Sea  breach,  which  I’le  either  turd 

Or  perifh  with  it.  J 

Ki/jg.  Let  your  own  word  free  them.  ! 

Phi.  Then  thus  I take  my  leave  killing  your  hand. 

And  hanging  on  your  Royal  word : be  Kingly, 

And  be  not  m.pved  Sir,  1 fhall  bring  your  peace. 

Or  never  bring  my  felf  back. 

King.  All  the  gods  go  with  thee.  {Exeunt  Omnes. 

Enter  an  old  Captain  and  Citiz.ens  with  Pharamond. 

Cap.  Come  my  brave  Mirmidons  let’s  fall  on,  let  our  caps 
Swarm  my  boys, and  you  nimble  tongues  forget  your  mothers 
Gibberifh,  of  what  do  you  lack,  and  fet  your  mouths 
Up  Children,  till  your  Pallats  fall  frighted  half  a 
Fathom,  pall  the  cure  of  Bay-fa!t  and  grofs  Pepper. 

And  then  cry  Philafiery  brave  Dhtlafiery 

Let  Philafier  be  deeper  in  requefl,  my  ding-dongs, 

My  pairs  of  dear  Indentures,  King  of  Clubs, 

Than  your  cold  water  Chamblets  or  your  paintings 
Spitted  with  Copper ; let  not  your  hafly  Silks, 

Or  your  branch’d  Cloth  of  Bodkin,  or  your  Tifhues, 

Dearly  belov’d  of  fpiced  Cake  and  Cultard, 

Your  Robin-hoods  fcarlets  and  Johns,  tie  your  affei^ions 
In  darknefs  to  your  fhops  ^ no,  dainty  Duckers, 

Up  with  your  three  pil’d  fpirits,  your  wrought  valours. 
And  let  your  un-cut  Coller  make  the  King  feel 
The  meafure  of  your  mightinefs  Philafier. 

Cry  my  Rofe nobles,  cry..  ^//.  Philafier,  Philafier. 

Cap.  How  do  you  like  this  my  Lord  Prince,  thefe  are  mad 
boys,  I tell  you,  thefe  are  things  that  will  not  flrike  their 
top-fayles  to  a Foifl.  And  let  a man  of  war,  an  Argofie 
hull  and  cry  Cockles. 

Pha.  Why  you  rude  flave,  do  you  know  what  you  do? 

Cap.  My  ftetty  Prince  of  Puppets,  we  do  know. 

And  give  your  greatnefs  warning,  that  you  talk 
No  more  fuch  Bugs-words,  or  that  foldred  Crown 
Shall  be  fcratch’d  with  a Musket : Dear  Prince  Pippen, 
Down  with  your  noble  bloud  ; or  as  I live, 

I’le  have  you  codled : let  him  lofe  my  fpirits. 

Make  us  a round  Ring  with  your  Bills  my  HetTors, 

And  let  us  fee  what  this  trim  man  dares  do. 

Now  Sir,  have  at  you  here  I it. 

And  with  this  fwafhing  blow,  do  you  fwcar  Prince  ^ 

I could  hulk  your  Grace,  and  hang  you  up  crofs-leg’d. 

Like  a Hare  at  a Poulters,  and  do  this  with  this  wiper. 

Pha.  You  will  not  fee  me  murder’d  wicked  Villains  ? 

I Cit.  Yes  indeed  will  we  Sir,  we  have  not  feen  one  foe  a 
great  while. 

Capt.  He  would  have  weapons  would  he?  give  him  a 
Broad-fide  my  brave  boyes  with  your  pikes,  branch  me  his 
skin  in  Flowers  like  a Satin,  and  between  every  Flower  a 
mortal  cut,your  Royalty  fhall  ravel,  jag  him  Gentlemen, I’le 
have  him  cut  to  the  kelfthen  down  the  feames,  oh  for  a w'hip 
To  make  him  Galoone- Laces, 

Tie  have  a Coach-whip. 

Phi.  O fpare  me  Gentlerhen. 

Cap.  Hold,hold,the  man  begins  to  fear  and  know  himfclf, 
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He  iliall  for  this  time  only  be  feal’d  up 
With  a Feather  through  his  note,  that  he  may  only  fee 
Hcav.n,  and  think  whither  he’s  going,  (King 

Nay  be ’ond-Sea  Sir,  we  will  proclaim  you,  you  would  be 
Thou  r :nderHeir  apparent  to  a Church- Ale, 

Thou  lleiglit  Prince  of  lingle  Sarcenet  •, 

Thou  Ro , al  Ring-tail,  fit  to  fly  at  nothing 
bur  iX)or  mens  Poultry,  and  have  every  Boy 
Beat  thee  from  that  too  with  Iiis  Bread  and  Butter. 

Ihj.  Gods  keep  me  from  thefe  Hell  hounds. 

2 Gf.  Shall’s geld  him  Captain? 

Cq>.  No,  you  lhall  fpare  his  dowcets  my  dear  Donfels, 
As  you  refped  the  Ladies  let  them  flourifh  (Boys. 

The  curies  of  a longing  woman  kill  as  fpeedy  as  a Plague, 

1 Gf . Tic  have  a Leg  that’s  certain. 

2 Gf.  I’le  havean  Arm. 

3 Gf.  rie  have  his  Note,  and  at  mine  own  charge  build 
a Colledge,  and  clap’t  upon  the  Gate. 

4 Gf . Tie  have  his  little  Gut  to  firing  a Kit  with. 

For  certainly  a Royal  Gut  will  found  like  filver.  (once. 

rhj.  Would  they  w'erein  thy  belly,  and  Ipaft  my  pain 

5 Of.  Good  Captain  let  me  have  his  Liver  to  feed  Ferrets. 

Gip.  Who  will  have  parcels  elfe  ? fpeak. 

rhu.  Good  gods  confider  me,  I fiiall  be  tortur’d. 

1 Gf.  Captain,  Tie  give  you  the  trimming  of  your  hand- 
fword,  and  let  me  have  his  Skin  to  majee  falfe Scabbards. 

2 He  had  no  horns  Sir  had  he?  (horns? 

Cip.  No  Sir,  he’s  a Pollard,  what  would’ftthou  do  with 

Gf.  O if  he  had,  I would  have  made  rare  Hafts  and 

Whifiltsof ’em,  but  his  Shin  bones  if  they  be  found  lhall 
ferve  me. 

Efjter  Philafier. 

Long  live  Philafier,  the  brave  Prince  Thilafier. 

Phi.  I thank  you  Gentlemen,  but  why  are  thefe 
Rude  weapons  brought  abroad,  to  teach  your  hands 
Uncivil  Trades  ? Cap.  My  Royal  Roficlear, 

Wearethy  Mirmidons,  thy  Guard,  thyRorers, 

And  when  thy  noble  body  is  in  durance. 

Thus  do  we  clap  our  mufiy  Murrionson, 

And  trace  r'  ;<  fireets  in  terrour : Is  it  peace 
Thou  Mars  of  men  ? Is  the  King  fociable. 

And  bids  thee  live  ? Art  thou  above  thy  foemen. 

And  free  as  Pheebm  ? Speak,  if  not,  this  fiand 
Of  Royal  blood  lhall  be  abroach,  atilt,  and  run 
Even  to  the  lees  of  honour. 

Pin.  Hold  and  be  fatisfied,  I am  my  felf 
Free  as  my  thoughts  are,  by  the  gods  I am. 

Cap.  Art  thou  the  dainty  darling  of  the  King  ? 

Art  thou  the  Hylas  to  our  Hercules  ? 

Do  the  Lords  bow,  and  the  regarded  fcarlets, 

Kifs  their  Gumd  gols,  and  cry,  we  are  your  fervants  ? 

Is  the  Court  Navigable,  and  the  prefence  firuck 
With  Flags  of  fricndlhip?  if  not,  we  are  thy  Caftle 
And  this  man  fleeps. 

Phi.  I am  what  1 defire  to  be,  your  friend, 

I am  what  I was  born  to  be,  your  Prince. 

Pha.  Sir,  there  is  fomc  humanity  in  you. 

You  have  a noble  foul,  forget  my  name. 

And  know  my  mifery,  fet  me  fafe  aboard 
From  thefe  wild  Camhals,  and  as  I live, 

I’le  quit  this  Land  for  ever:  there  is  nothing. 

Perpetual  prifonment,  cold,  hunger,  ficknefs 

Of  all  forts,  all  dangers,  and  all  together 

The  worft  company  of  the  worft  men,  madnefs,  age. 

To  be  as  many  Creatures  as  a woman. 

And  do  as  all  they  do,  nay  to  defpair; 

But  I would  rather  make  it  a new  Nature, 

And  live  with  all  thofc  than  endure  one  hour 
Amonglt  thefe  wild  Dog.s. 

Phs.  Ido  pity  you:  Friends  difeharge  your  fears. 
Deliver  me  the  Prince,  I’lc  warrant  you 
1 lhall  be  old  enough  to  find  my  fafety. 

3 Of.  Good  Sir  take  heed  he  does  not  hurt  you, 


He’s  a fierce  man  I can  tell  you  Sir. 

Cap.  Prince,  by  your  leave  Tie  have  a Surfuiglc, 

And  Male  you  like  a Hawke.  £He  ftirs. 

Phi.  Away,  away,  there  is  no  danger  in  him: 

Alas  he  had  rather  fleep  to  fhake  r.is  fit  off. 

Look  you  friends,  how  gently  he  leads,  upon  my  word 
He’s  tame  enough,  he  need  no  further  watching. 

Good  my  friends  go  to  your  houfes  and  by  me  have  your  par- 
dons, and  my  love^ 

And  know  there  lhall  be  nothing  in  my  power 
You  may  deferve,  but  you  lhall  have  your  wilhes. 

To  give  you  more  thanks  were  to  flatter  you. 

Continue  Hill  your  love,  and  for  an  earneft 

Drink  this.  -^^//.Long  maift  thou  live  brave  Prince,  brave 

Prince,  brave  Prince.  f Phi.  Pha. 

Cap.  Thou  art  the  King  of  Courtefie ; 

Fall  off  again  my  fweet  youths,  come  and  every  man 
Trace  to  his  houfe  again,  and  hang  his  pewter  up,  then  to 
The  Tavern  and  bring  your  wives  in  Muffes : we  will  have 
Mufick  and  the  red  grape  lhall  make  us  dance, and  rife  Boys. 

\_£.veum. 

Enter  King,  Are.  Gal.  Meg.  Cle.  Dion,  Thra.  Bellario, 

and  Attendants. 

King.  Is  it  appeas’d  ? 

Bi.  Sir,  all  is  quiet  as  this  dead  of  night, 

As  peaceable  as  fleep,  my  Lord  Philafier 

Brings  on  the  Prince  himfelf.  King.  Kind  Gentlemen ! 

I will  not  break  the  leaft  word  I have  given 
In  promife  to  him,  I have  heap’d  a world 
Of  grief  upon  his  head,  which  yet  I hope 
To  wafh  away. 

Enter  Philafier  and  Pharamond. 

Cle.  My  Lord  is  come.  King.  My  Son ! 

Blefi  be  the  time  that  I have  leave  tp  call 
Such  vertue  mine  3 now  thou  art  in  mine  arms. 

Me  thinks  I have  a falve  unto  my  breaft 
For  all  the  filings  that  dwell  there,  fireams  of  grief 
That  1 have  wrought  thee,  and  as  much  of  joy 
That  I repent  it,  ilTue  from  mine  eyes : 

Let  them  appeafe  thee,  take  thy  right ; take  her. 

She  is  thy  right  too,  and  forget  to  urge 
My  vexed  foul  with  that  I did  before. 

Phi.  Sir,  is  it  blottecf  from  my  memory, 

Pali  and  forgotten : For  you  Prince  of  Spain, 

Whom  I have  thus  redeem’d,  you  have  full  leave 
To  make  an  honourable  voyage  home. 

And  if  you  would  go  furnifh’d  to  your  Realm 
With  fair  provifion,  I do  fee  a Lady 
Me  thinks  would  gladly  bear  you  company ; 

How  like  you  this  piece  ? 

Meg.  Sir,  he  likes  it  well. 

For  he  hath  tried  it,  and  found  it  worth  ' 

His  princely  liking-,  we  were  ta’ne  a bed, 

I know  your  meaning,  I am  not  the  firfi 
That  Nature  taught  to  feek  a fellow  forth : 

Can  lhame  remain  perpetually  in  me. 

And  not  in  others  ? or  have  Princes  falves 
To  cure  ill  names  that  meaner  people  want  ? 

Phi.  What  mean  you? 

Meg.  You  mull:  get  another  fliip 
To  clear  the  Princefs  and. the  boy  together. 

Di.  How  now ! 

Meg.  Others  took  me,  and  I took  her  and  him 
At  that  all  women  may  be  ta’ne  fometimes : 

Ship  us  all  four  my  Lord,  wc  can  endure 
Weather  and  wind  alike. 

King.  Clear  thou  thy  felf,  or  know  not  me  for  Father. 
Are.  This  earth.  How  falfe  it  is  ? what  means  is  left  for  me 
To  clear  my  felf?  It  lies  in  your  belief. 

My  Lords  believe  me,  and  let  all  things  elfe 
Struggle  together  to  dilhonour  me. 

Bell.  O flop  your  cars  great  King,  that  I may  fpeak 

As 
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As  freedom  would,  then  I will  call  this  I ady 
As  bafe  as  be  her  artions,  hear  nic  Sir, 

Believe  hour  hated  bloud  when  it  rebels 
Againft  your  rcafon  fooner  than  this  Lady. 

By  this  good  light  he  bears  it  hanfomely. 

Phr.  This  Lady  ? I will  fooner  truft  the  wind 
With  Feathers,  or  the  troubled  Sea  with  Pearl, 

Than  her  with  any  thing  •,  believe  her  not ! 

Why  think  you,  if  1 did  believe  her  words  *, 

I would  outlive  ’em : honour  cannot  take 
Revenge  on  you,  then  what  were  to  be  known 
But  death  ? Ki»^.  Forget  her  Sir,  fince  all  is  knit 

Between  us:  buti  muftrequeftofyou 
One  favour,  and  will  fadly  be  denied. 

^^hi.  Command  what  ere  it  be. 

King.  Swear  to  be  true  to  what  you  promife. 

Phi.  By  the  powers  above. 

Let  it  not  be  the  death  of  her  or  him, 

And  it  is  granted.  King.  Bear  away  the  boy 
To  Torture,  I will  have  her  clear’d  or  buried. 

'Phi.  O let  me  call  my  words  back,,  worthy  Sirj 
Ask  fomethingelfe,  bury  my  life  and  right  (once. 

In  one  poor  grave,  but  do  not  take  away  my  life  and  fame  at 

King.  Away  with  him,  it  Hands  irrevocable. 

Phi.  Turn  all  your  eyes  on  me,  here  Hands  a man 
The  falfeft  and  the  bafeft  of  this  world : 

Set  fwords  againft  this  breaft  fome  honeft  man. 

For  I have  liv’d  till  I am  pitied. 

My  former  deeds  are  hateful,  but  this  laft; 

Is  pitifiill,  for  I unwillingly 

Have  given  the  dear  preferver  of  my  life 

Unto  his  Torture ; is  it  in  the  power  {Offers  to  hill  himfelf. 

Offlelh  and  blood,  to  carry  this  and  live? 

Are.  Dear  Sir  be  patient  yet,  or  ftay  that  hand. 

King.  Sirs,  ftrip  that  boy. 

Di.  Come  Sir,  your  tender  flelh  will  try  your  conftancie. 

Bell.  O kill  me  gentlemen,  Di.  No,  help  Sirs, 

Bell.  Will  you  Torture  me  ? 

King.  Haft  there,  why  ftay  you  ? 

Bell.  Then  I fhall  not  break  my  vow. 

You  know  juft  gods,  though  I difeover  all. 

King.  How’s  that  ? Will  he  confefs  ? 

Du.  Sir,  fo  he  fays.  King.  Speak  then. 

Bell.  Great  King  if  you  command 
This  Lord  to  talk  with  me  alone,  my  tongue  ' \ 

Urg’d  by  my  heart,  fhall  utter  all  the  thoughts 
My  youth  hath  known,  and  ftranger  things  than  thefb 
You  hear  not  often.  King.  Walk  afide  with  him. 

Di.  Why  fpeak’ft  thou  not  ? 

Bell.  Know  you  this  face  my  Lord  ? 

Di.  No.  Bell.  Have  you  not  feen  it,  nor  the  like  ? 

Di.  Yes,  I have  feen  the  like,  but  readily 
I know  not  where.  Bell.  I have  been  often  told 
In  Court,  of  one  Enphrafia,  a Lady 
And  Daughter  to  you ',  betwixt  whom  and  me 
(They  that  would  flatter  my  bad  face  would  fwear) 

There  was  fuch  ftrange  refemblance,  that  we  two 
Could  not  be  known  afunder,  dreft  alike. 

Di.  By  Heaven  and  fo  there  is. 

Bell.  For  her  fair  fake. 

Who  now  doth  fpend  the  fpring  time  of  her  life 
In  holy  Pilgrimage,  move  to  the  King, 

That  I may  fcape  this  Torture.  Di.  But  thou  fpeak’ft 
As  like  Enphra/ia  as  thou  doft  look. 

How  came  it  to  thy  knowledge  that  fhe  lives  in  Pilgrimage  ? 

Bell.  I know  it  not  my  Lord, 

But  I have  heard  it,  and  do  ftarce  believe  it. 

Di.  Ohmyfhame,  is’t  poflible  ? Draw  near,. 

That  I may  gaze  upon  thee,  art  thou  fhe  ? 

Or  elfe  her  Murderer  ? where  wert  thou  born? 

Bell.  In  Sir acufa.  Di.  What’s  thy  name? 

Bell.  Etiphr^itfia.  (hadft  died 

Di.  O ’tis  juft,  ’tis  fhe  now,  I do  know  thee.  Oh  that  thou 
And  I had  never  feen  thee  nor  my  fhame. 
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How  fliall  I own  thee  ? fliall  this  tongue  of  mine 
E’re  call  thee  Daughter  more  ? 

Bell.  Would  I had  died  indeed,  I wifh  it  too, 

And  fb  I muft  have  done  by  vow,  c’rc  publifhed 
What  I have  told,  but  that  there  was  no  means 
To  hide  it  longer,  yet  I joy  in  this. 

The  Princefs  is  all  clear. 

King.  What  have  you  done  ? 

Di.  All  is  difeovered.  Phi.  Why  then  hold  you  me  ? 

Di.  All  is  cliftovcrcd,  pray  you  let  me  go.  \ He  offers  to 
King.  Stay  him.  Are.  What  is  difeovered  ? I flab  himfeif. 
Di.  Why  my  fhame,  it  is  a woman,  let  her  fpeak  the  reft. 
Phi.  How!  that  again.  Di.  It  is  a woman. 

Phi.  Bleft  be  you  powers  that  favour  innocence. 

King.  Lay  hold  upon  that  Lady. 

‘fPhi.  It  is  a woman  Sir,  hark  Gentlemen! 

It  is  a woman.  Arethnfa  take 

My  foul  into  thy  breaft,  that  would  be  gone 

With  joy : it  is  a woman,  thou  art  fair, 

And  vertuousftilltoages,  in  defpight  of  malice. 

King.  Speak  you,  where  lies  his  fhame? 

Bell.  I am  his  Daughter.  Phi.  The  Gods  are  jufb. 

Di.  I dare  accufe  none,  but  before  you  two 
The  vertue  of  our  age,  I bend  my  knee 
For  mercy.  Phi.  Take  it  freely ; for  I know. 

Though  what  thou  didft  were  undifcreetly  done, 

’Twas  meant  well.  Are.  And  for  me, 

I have  a power  to  pardon  fins  as  oft 

As  any  man  has  power  to  wrong  me.  | 

Cle.  Noble  and  worthy.  Phi.  But  Bellarioj  j 

(For  I muft  call  thee  ftill  fo)teU  me  why 
Thou  didft  conceal  thy  Sex,  it  was  a fault,  j 

AfanltBellario.,  though  thy  other  deeds  i 

Of  truth  outweigh’d  it : All  thefe  Jealoufles 
Had  flown  to  nothing,  if  thou  hadft  difeovered. 

What  now  we  know. 

Bell.  My  Father  would  oft  fpeak 
Your  worth  and  vertue,  and  as  1 did  grow 
More  and  more  apprehenfive,  I did  thirft 
To  fee  the  man  fo  rais’d,  but  yet  all  this 
Was  but  a Maiden  longing  to  be  loft 
As  foon  as  found,  till  fitting  in  my  window. 

Printing  my  thoughts  in  Lawne,  1 faw  a God 
I thought  (but  it  was  you)  enter  our  Gates, 

My  bloud  flew  out,  and  back  again  as  fall 
As  I had  puft  it  forth,  and  fuck’t  it  in 
Like  breath,  then  was  I call’d  away  in  haft 
To  entertain  you.  Never  was  a man 
Heav’d  from  a Sheep-coat  to  a Scepter  rais’d 
So  high  in  thoughts  as  I,  youleftakifs 
Upon  thefe  lips  then,  which  1 mean  to  keep 
From  you  for  ever,  I did  hear  you  talk 
Far  above  finging*,  after  you  were  gone, 

I grew  acquainted  with  my  heart,  and  fearch’d 
What  ftir’d  it  fo,  Alas  I found  it  love. 

Yet  far  from  lull,  for  could  I have  but  liv’d 
In  prefence  of  you,  I had  had  my  end. 

For  this  I did  delude  my  noble  Father 

With  a feign’d  Pilgrimage,  and  dreft  my  felf 

In  habit  of  a boy,  and,  for  I knew  j 

My  birth  no  match  for  you,  1 was  pa  ft  hope  I 

Of  having  you.  And  underftanding  well 

That  when  I made  difeovery  of  my  Sex, 

I could  not  ftay  with  you,  I made  a vow 
By  all  the  moft  religious  things  a Maid 
Could  call  together,  never  to  be  known, 

Whilft  there  was  hope  to  hide  me  from  mens  eyes. 

For  other  than  I feem’d  ^ that  1 might  ever 
Abide  with  you,  then  fate  I by  the  Fount 
Where  firft  you  took  me  up. 

King.  Search  out  a match 
Within  our  Kingdom  where  and  when  thou  wilt, 

And  I will  pay  thy  Dowry,  and  thy  felf 
Wilt  well  deferve  him. 

. . Bell.  ) 
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1 V 'Bell.  Never  Sir  will  I 
j Marry,  it  is  a thing  within  my  vow. 

But  il  l may  have  leave  to  Icrvc  the  Pr ineds, 

To  fee  the  vei  tiics  of  her  Lord  and  her, 

1 lhall  have  hoy>e  to  live.  yire.  I Bhibfiery 
Cannot  be  jealous,  though  you  had  a Lady 
Drell  like  a Page  to  lerve  you,  nor  will  1 
SufpcLt  her  living  here : come  live  with  me. 

Live  free,  as  1 do,  fhe  that  loves  my  Lord, 

Curfl  be  the  wife  that  hates  her. 

rhi.  1 grieve  fuch  vertues  fljould  be  laid  in  earth 
Without  an  Heir ; hear  me  my  Royal  Father, 
Wrong  not  the  freedom  of  our  fouls  lb  much, 

To  think  to  take  revenge  of  that  bafe  woman, 

Her  malice  cannot  hurt  us ; fet  her  free 
As  flic  was  born,  faving  from  fliame  and  fin. 

King.  Set  her  at  liberty,  but  leave  the  Court, 

This  is  no  place  for  fiich : you  Fharamond 
Shall  have  free  paflage,  and  a conduft  home 
Worthy  fogreat  a Prince,  when  you  come  there. 
Remember  Twas  your  faults  that  loh  you  her. 

And  not  my  purpos’d  will.  Fha.  Idoconfefs, 

Renowned  Sir. 

King.  Lahjoyn  your  hands  in  one,  enjoy  Philafer 
This  Kingdom  which  is  yours,  and  after  me 
What  ever  I call  mine,  my  blefling  on  you. 

All  happy  hours  be  at  your  Marriage  joyes. 

That  you  may.  grow  yOur  felves  over  all  Lands, 

And  live  to  fee  your  plenteous  branches  fpring 
Where  ever  there  is  Sun.  Let  Princes  learn 
By  this  to  rule  the  paflions  of  their  blood. 

For  what  Heaven  wills,  can  never  be  withllood . 

[_Sxenm  Omnes. 
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Ino  KING. 

Perfons  Reprefei 

Aibaccs,  Kitig  of  Iberia. 

Tigranes,  <?/ Armenia. 

Gobrias,  Lord  ProteBor,  and  Father  of  Arhaces. 
Bacurius,  another  Lord, 

Mardonius,  I captam,. 

Bc'llus,  3 

Ligoces,  Father  of 
Two  Gentle^CK, 

Three  Men  and  a Woman. 

Philip,  a fervant,  and  two  Citizens  Wives, 

ited  in  the  Play. 

A Mejfenger. 

A Servant  to  Bacurius. 

Two  Sword-men,  j 

A Boy. 

Arane,  ~yhe  ^eens  Mother.  . 

Panthea,  fHer  Daughter. 

Spaconia,  ^A  Lady  Daughter  <?/Ligones. 

Mandane,  JA  waiting  woman^  and  other  attendants. 

Achts  primus.  Scena  prima. 

Enter  Mardonius  and  I 

Mar.  ^ ^ the  King  has  made  a fair  hand  on’t,  he 

B has  ended  the  Wars  at  a blow,  would  my 

B fvvord  had  a clofe  basket  hilt  to  hold  Wine, 

J ^ and  the  blade  would  make  knives,  for  we 
(hall  have  nothing  butcatingand  drinking. 

Bef.  We  that  are  Commanders  fliall  do  well  enough. 

Alar.  Faith  Beffui.,  fuch  Commanders  as  thou  may  ^ I had 
as  lievc  fet  thee  Perdue  for  a pudding  i’th’  dark,  as  /Uexan- 
dtr  the  Great. 

Brf.  I love  thefe  jells  exceedingly. 

Mar.  I think  thou  lov’h ’em  better  than  quarrelling 
y?«,  Tie  fay  fo  much  i’thy  lx;half,  and  yet  thou  ’rt  valiant 
enough  upon  a retreat,  I think  thou  wouIdR  kill  any  man 
that  Icopt  thee  if  thou  couldlt. 

Pe[.  But  was  not  this  a brave  Combate  Mardonim  ? 

Mar.  Why, didH  thou  fec’t  ? 

Btf.  You  hood  wi’me. 

Mar.  1 did  fo,  but  me  thought  thou  wink’dh  every  blow 
they  llrook. 

Bcf.  Well,  I believe  there  are  better  fouldiers  than  I, 
that  never  faw  two  Princes  fight  in  lihs. 

kflus,  two  Captains. 

Mar.^  By  my  troth  I think  fo  too  'many  a thou- 

fand,  but  certainly  all  that  are  worfe  than  thou  have  feen  as 
much.  Bef.  ’Twas  bravely  done  of  our  King. 

Mar.  Yes,  if  he  had  not  ended  the  wars : I’me  glad 
thou  dar’R  talk  of  fuch  dangerous  bufinefles. 

Bef.  To  take  a Prince  prifoner  in  the  heart  of ’s  own  Coun- 
try in  Angle  combat. 

Mar.  See  how  thy  blood  curdles  at  this,  I think  thou 
couldlt  be  contented  to  be  beaten  i’this  paflidn. 

Bef.  Shall  I tell  you  truly  ? Mar.  I. 

Bef.  I could  willingly  venture  for’t. 

Mar.  Urn,  no  venture  neither  Bejfui. 

Bef.  Let  me  not  live,  if  I do  not  think  Tis  a braver  piece 
of  fervicc  than  that  Tme  fo  fam’d  for. 

Mar.  Why,  art  thou  fam’d  for  any  valour  ? 

Bef.  Fam’d ! I,  I warrant  you. 

Ma.  I’me  e’en  heartily  glad  on’t,  I have  been  with  thee 
c’re  fince  thou  cam’ft  to  th’wars,  and  this  is  the  firfl;  word 
that  ever  I heard  on’t,  prethec  who  fames  thee, 

Bef.  The  Chriftian  world. 

Mar.  ’Tis  heathenilhly  done  of ’em  in  my  confcience,thou 

defcrv’lt 

King^  and  no  King,  i 

deferv’ft  it  not.  Be^.  Yes,  I ha’don  good  fcrvice. 

Mut.  I do  not  knowhow  thou  mayllwaitof  a man  in's 
Chamber,  or  thy  agility  of  (liifting  of  a Trencher,  but  o- 
therwife  no  fervice  good  BcjfM. 

Bef.  You  faw  me  do  the  Icrvice  your  fclf. 

Mtr.  Not  fo  hafty  fwect  'Bejfw,  where  was  it,  is  the 
ilace  vanifh’d  ? 

Bef.  At  Bejfm  dcfp’rate  redemption. 

Mar.  At  5fj!/i^iderp’rate  redemption,  where’s  that? 

Bef.  There  where  I redeem’d  the  day,  the  place  bears  my 
name.  Mar.  Pray  thee,  who  ChrUtened  it? 

'Bef  The  Souldiers. 

Mar.l^l  were  not  a very  merrily  difpos’d  man,what  would 
become  of  thee  ? one  that  had  but  a grain  of  choler  in  the 
whole  compofition  of  his  body,would  fend  thee  of  an  errand 
to  the  worms  for  putting  thy  name  upon  that  field : did  not 
1 beat  thee  there  i’th’  head  o’th’  Troops  with  a Trunchion, 
becaufe  thou  wouldfl:  needs  run  away  with  thy  company, 
when  we  fhould  charge  the  enemy  ? 

Bef  True,  but  I did  not  run. 

Mar.  Right  I beat  thee  out  on’t. 

Bef  But  came  1 not  up  when  the  day  was  gone,  and  re- 
deem’d all  ? 

Mar.  Thouknoweft,  andfodol,  thou  meanedft  to  flie, 
and  thy  fear  making  thee  miftake,thou  ranfl  upon  theenemy, 
and  a hot  charge  thou  gav’ft,  as  Tie  do  thee  right,  thou  art 
furious  in  running  away,  and  I think,  we  owe  thy  fear  for 
our  vidory  *,  If  I were  the  King,  and  were  fure  thou  wouldft 
miftake  alwaiesand  run  away  upon  th’  enemy,  thou  fhouldft 
be  General  by  this  light. 

Bef  You’l  never  leave  this  till  I fall  foul. 

Mar.  No  more  fuch  words  dear  BefftSy  for  though  I have 
ever  known  thee  a coward,  and  therefore  durfl  never  ftrike 
thee,  yet  if  thou  proceedeft,  I will  allow  thee  valiant,  and 
beat  thee. 

Bef  Come,  our  King’s  a brave  fellow. 

Mar.  He  is  fo  Beffns,  I wonder  how  thou  cam’ll  to  know 
it.  But  if  thou  wer’t  a man  of  underllanding,  I would  tell 
thee,  he  is  vain-glorious,  and  humble,  and  angry,  and 
patient,  and  merry  and  dull,  and  joyful  and  Ibrrowful  in 
extremity  in  an  hour : Do  not  think  me  thy  friend  for  this, 
for  if  I car’d  who  knew  it,  thou  fliouldft  not  hear  it  Beffus. 
Here  he  is  with  his  prey  in  his  foot. 

Enter  &c.  Senet  Flourifl). 

Enter  Arbaces  4«<^Tigranes,  mo  Kings  andtm  Gentlemen. 

Arb.  Thy  fadnefs  brave  Tigranes  takes  away 
From  my  full  vidory,  am  I become 
Of  fo  fmall  fame,  that  any  man  fhould  grieve 
When  I o’recome  him  ? They  that  plac’d  me  here, 

Intended  it  an  honour  large  enough,  (though  he 

For  the  moll  valiant  living,  but  to  dare  oppofeme  fingle, 
Loft  the  day.  What  Ihould  affiid  you,  you  are  as  free  as  I, 
To  be  my  prifoner,  is  to  be  more  free 
Than  you  were  formerly,  and  never  think 
The  man  I held  worthy  to  combate  me 
Shall  be  us’d  fervilely : Thyranfomis 
To  take  my  only  Sifter  to  thy  Wife. 

A heavy  one  forlheis 

A Lady,  that  the  neighbour  Princes  fend 
Blanks  to  fetch  home.  I have  been  too  unkind 
'Toh.QiTigranesy  file  but  nine  years  old 
I left  her,  and  ne’refaw  her  fince,  your  wars 
Have  held  me  long  and  taught  me  though  a youth. 

The  way  to  vidory,  Ihe  was  a pretty  child, 

Then  I was  little  better,  but  now  fame 
Cries  loudly  on  her,  and  my  meflengers 
Make  me  believe  fhe  is  a miracle  •, 

She’l  make  you  flirink,  as  I did,  with  a ftroak 
But  of  her  eye  Tigranes. 

Tigr.  Is’t  the  courfe  of  Iberia  to  ufe  their  prifoners  thus  ? 
Had  fortune  thrown  my  name  above  Arbacey 
I fhould  not  thus  have  talk’d  Sir,  in  Armenia, 

We  hold  it  bafe,  you  fhould  have  kept  your  temper 

Till  you  faw  home  again,  where  ’tis  the  falhion 
’erhaps  to  brag. 

Arb.  Be  you  my  witnefs  earth,  need  I to  brag,  • 

Doth  not  this  captive  Prince  fpeak 
Vlcfufficiently,  and  all  rheadts 
That  1 have  wrought  upon  his  luff  ring  Land 
Should  I then  boaft ! where  lies  that  foot  of  ground 
Within  his  whole  Realm,  that  1 have  not  pall, 

'ighting  and  conquering , Far  then  fiom  ms 
3e  oftentation.  1 could  tell  the  world 
dow  1 have  laid  his  Kingdom  defolatc 
3y  this  foie  Arm  prop’t  by  divinity, 

Stript  him  out  of  his  glories,  and  havefent 
The  pride  of  all  his  youth  to  people  graves, 

And  made  his  Virgins  languilh  for  their  Loves, 
fl  would  brag,  fhould  1 that  have  the  power 
To  teach  the  Neighbour  world  humility^ 

Mix  with  vain-glory  ? 

Mar.  Indeed  this  is  none. 

Arb.  Tigranes,  Nay  did  I bpt  take  delight 
To  ftretch  my  deeds  as  others  do,  on  words, 

I could  amaze  my  hearers.  Mar.  So  you  do. 

Arb.  But  he  (hall  wrong  his  and  my  modefty. 

That  thinks  me  apt  to  boaft  after  any  a<ft 
Fit  for  a good  man  to  do  upon  his  foe. 

A little  glory  in  a fouldierS  mouth 
Is  well-becoming,  be  it  far  from  vairl. 

Mar.  ’Tis  pity  that  valour  fhould  be  thus  drunk. 

Arb.  I offer  you  my  Sifter,  andyouanfwer 
I do  infult,  a Lady  that  no  fiiite 
Nor  treafure,  nor  thy  Crown  could  purchafe  thee. 

But  that  thou  fought’ft  with  me. 

Tigr.  Though  this  be  worfe 
Than  that  you  fpake  before,  it  ftrikes  me  not  *, 

But  that  you  think  to  ovcrgracemc  with 
The  marriage  of  your  Sifter,  troubles  rile. 

1 would  give  worlds  for  ranfoms  were  they  mine. 

Rather  than  have  her.  Arb.  See  if  I infult 
That  am  the  Conquerour,  and  for  a ranfom 
Offer  rich  treafure  to  the  Conquered, 

Which  he  refufes,  and  1 bear  his  fcorn : 

It  cannot  be  fclf-flattery  to  fay. 

The  Daughters  of  your  Country  fet  by  her, 

W’ould  fee  their  fhame,  run  home  and  blufh  to  death. 

At  their  own  foulncfs  •,  yet  fhe  is  not  fair^ 

Nor  beautiful,  thofe  yvords  exprefs  her  not, 

They  fay  her  looks  have  fomething  excellent, 

That  wants  a name  .*  yet  were  fhe  odious. 

Her  birth  deferves  the  Empire  of  the  world. 

Sifter  to  fuch  a brother;  that  hath  ta’ne 
Viftory  prifoner,  and  throughout  the  earth. 

Carries  her  bound,  and  fhould  he  let  her  loofe. 

She  durfl  not  leave  him ; Nature  did  her  wrong. 

To  Print  continual  conqueft  on  her  cheeks. 

And  make  no  man  worthy  for  her  to  tafte 
But  me  that  am  too  near  her,  and  as  ftrangely 
She  did  for  me,  but  you  will  think  I brag. 

Mar.  I do  Tie  be  fworn.  Thy  valour  and  thy  paflions  fe- 
ver’d,would  have  made  two  excellent  fellows  in  their  kinds : 
I know  not  whether  I fhould  be  forty  thou  art  fo  valiant,  or 
fo  paffionate,  wou’d  one  of  ’em  were  away. 

Tigr.  Do  I refufe  her  that  I doubt  her  worth  ? 

Were  fhe  as  vertuous  as  fhe  would  be  thought. 

So  perfed  that  no  one  of  her  own  fex 
Could  find  a want,  had  fhe  fo  tempting  fair. 

That  fhe  could  wifh  it  off  for  damning  fouls, 

I would  pay  any  ranfom,  twenty  lives 
Rather  than  meet  her  married  in  my  bed. 

Perhaps  I have  a love,  where  I have  fixt 
Mine  eyes  not  to  be  mov’d,  and  flie  on  me, 

I am  not  fickle.  Arb.  Is  thatall  thecaufe  ? 

Think  you,  you  can  fo  knit  your  fclf  in  love 
To  any  other,  that  her  fearching  fight 
Cannot  diffblve  it  ? So  before  you  tri’d, 

G ...  You 
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You  thought  your  fdf  a match  for  me  in  fight, 
fruit  me  Tt^^rana^  Ihc  can  do  as  much 
In  [vact\  as  I in  war,  flic’l  conquer  too. 

You  lhall  fee  if  you  have  the  power  to  Hand 
file  toixe  ofher  fw'ift  looks,  if  you  dillike, 
rie  lend  you  home  with  love,  and  name  your  ranfoni 
Some  other  way,  but  iflhe  be  your  choice, 

She  frees  you ; To  Ibcrt.i  you  mult. 

T/fr.  Sir,  I have  learn’d  a prifoners  fufferance. 

And  will  obey,  but  give  me  leave  to  talk 
In  private  with  fome  friends  before  1 go. 

t^rb.  Some  to  await  him  forth,  and  lee  him  fafe. 

But  let  him  freely  fend  for  whom  he  pleale. 

And  none  dare  to  dilturb  his  conference, 

1 will  not  have  him  know  what  bondage  is,  \_Exit  Tigranes. 
Tdl  he  be  free  from  me.  This  Prince,  Mardonins, 

Is  full  of  wifdom,  valour,  all  the  graces 

Man  can  receive.  Alar.  And  yet  you  conquer’d  him. 

^■irb.  And  yet  I conquer’d  him,  and  could  have  don’t 
Hadlt  thou  joyn’d  w-ith  him,  though  thy  name  in  Arms 
Be  great ; mult  all  men  that  are  vertuous 
Think  fuddenly  to  match  themfelves  with  me  ? 

I conquered  him  and  bravely,  did  I not? 

Bef.  And  plcafe  your  Majelty,  I was  afraid  at  firlt. 

Mar.  When  wert  thou  other?  Arb.  Of  what? 

Bef.  That  you  would  not  have  fpy’d  your  belt  advan- 
tages, for  your  Majelty  in  m/  opinion  lay  too  high,  me- 
thinks,  under  favour,  you  fhould  have  Iain  thus. 

tJUar.  Like  a Taylor  at  a wake. 

B(f.  And  then,  if  pleafe  your  Majelty  to  remember,  at 
one  time,  by  my  troth  I wilht  my  felfwi’you. 

Alar.  By  ray  troth  thou  wouldll  ha’  flunk  ’em  both  out 
o’th’ Lilts.  Arb.  What  to  do? 

Bef.  To  put  your  Majelty  in  mind  of  an  occafion^  you 
Jay  thus,  and  Tigranes  falfified  a blow  at  your  Leg,  which 
you  by  doing  thus  avoided  •,  but  if  you  had  whip’d  up  your 
Leg  thus,  and  reach’d  him  on  the  ear,  you  had  made  the 
Blood-Royal  run  down  his  head. 

Alar.  What  Country  Fence-fehool  learn’ll  thou  at  ? 

Arb.  Pifh,  did  not  I take  him  nobly? 

Alar.  Why  you  did,  and  you  have  talked  enough  on’t. 

Arb.  Talkt enough? 

Will  you  confine  my  word  ? by  heaven  and  earth, 

1 were  much  better  be  a King  of  bealts 
Than  fuch  a people ; if  I had  not  patience 
Above  a God,  1 fhould  be  call’d  a Tyrant 
Throughout  the  world.  They  will  offend  to  death 
Each  minute : Let  me  hear  thee  fpeak  again. 

And  thou  art  earth  again : why  this  is  like 
Ttgranes  fpeech  that  needs  would  fay  1 brag’d. 
hefaid  I brag’d.  Bef.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Arb.  Why  dolt  thou  laugh  ? 

By  all  the  world,  I’m  grown  ridiculous 
To  my  own  Subjects:  Tie  me  in  a Chair 
And  jell  at  me,  but  I fhall  make  a llart. 

And  punifh  fome  that  others  may  take  heed 
How  they  arc  haughty ; who  will  anfwer  me  ? 

He  faid  I boafted,  fpeak  Mardoniusy 
Did  I ? He  will  not  anfwer,  O my  temper  \ 

I give  you  thanks  above,  that  taught  my  heart 
Patience,  I can  endure  his  lilence ; what  will  none 
V ouchfafe  to  give  me  anfwer  am  I grown 
To  fuch  a poor  refped,  or  do  you  mean 
To  break  my  wind  ? Speak,  fpeak,  fome  one  of  you. 

Or  clfe  by  heaven.  iCent.  So  pleafe  your. 

Arb.  Monftrous, 

I cannot  be  heard  out,  they  cut  me  off. 

As  if  I were  too  faucy,  1 will  live 
In  woods,  and  talk  to  trees,  they  will  allow  me 
To  end  what  I begin.  The  mcaneft  Subject 
Can  find  a freedom  to  difeharge  his  foul 
And  not  1,  nowit  is  a time  to  fpeak, 

I hearken.  i Cjem.  May  it  pleafe. 

eMrb.  I mean  not  you. 


Did  not  I flop  you  once  ? but  I am  grown 
To  balk,  but  I defie,  let  another  fpeak, 

zGcr/t.  1 hope  your  Majefly. 

Arb.  Thou  draweft  thy  words. 

That  I muft  wait  an  hour,  where  other  men 
Can  hear  in  inllants  j throw  your  words  away, 

Quick,  and  topurpofe,  I have  told  you  this. 

Bef.  And  pleafe  your  Majefly. 

Arb.  Wilt  thou  devour  me  ? this  is  fuch  a rudenefs 
As  you  never  fhew’d  me,  and  I want 
Power  to  command  too,  elfe  Mardonius 
Would  fpeak  at  my  requeft  ^ were  you  my  King, 

I would  have  anfwered  at  your  word  Mardonius^ 

I pray  you  fpeak,  andtruely,  didlboaft? 

Mar.  Truth  will  offend  you. 

Arb.  You  take  all  great  care  what  will  offend  me. 

When  you  dare  to  utter  fuch  things  as  thefe. 

Mar.  You  told  Ttgranes,  you  had  won  his  Land, 

With  that  foie  arm  propt  by  Divinity : 

Was  not  that  bragging,  and  a wrong  to  us. 

That  daily  ventured  lives  ? 

Arb.  O that  thy  name 

Were  as  great,  as  mine,  would  I had  paid  my  wealth, 

It  were  as  great,  as  I might  combate  thee, 

I would  through  all  the  Regions  habitable 

Search  thee,  and  having  found  thee,  wi’my  Sword 

Drive  thee  about  the  world,  till  I had  met 

Some  place  that  yet  rpans  curiofity 

Hath  miff: of  ^ there,  there  would  I Hrike  thee  dead ; 

Forgotten  of  mankind,  fuch  Funeral  rites 

As  beafls  would  give  thee,  thou  fhouldft  have. 

Bef.  The  King  rages  extreamly,  fhall  we  flink  away  ? 
He’l  ftrike  us.  2 Gent.  Content. 

Arb.  There  I would  make  you  know  ’twas  this  foie  arm. 
I grant  you  were  my  inflruments,  and  did 
As  I commanded  you,  but  ’twas  this  arm 
Mov’d  you  like  wheels,  it  mov’d  you  as  it  pleas’d . 

Whither  flip  you  now  ? what  are  you  too  good 
To  wait  on  me  I had  need  have  temper 

That  rule  fuch  people  I have  nothing  left 
At  my  own  choice,  I would  I might  be  private : 

Mean  men  enjoy  themfelves,  but  ’tis  our  curie. 

To  have  a tumult  that  out  of  their  loves 
Will  wait  on  us,  whether  we  will  or  no 
Go  get  you  gone : Why  here  they  lland  like  death. 

My  words  mbve  nothing.  i Gent.  Mult  we  go  ? 

Bef.  I know  not. 

Arb.  I pray  you  leave  me  Sirs,  I’me  proud  of  this, 

That  you  will  be  intreated  from  my  fight ; f Exemt  all  but 
Why  now  the  leave  me  all ; Mardonius.  ^Arb.WMar. 

eyidar.  Sir. 

Arb.  Will  you  leave  me  quite  alone  ? me  thinks 
Civility  fhould  teach  you  more  than  this, 

Ifl  were  but  your  friend.*  Stay  here  and  wait. 

Mar.^  Sir  fhall  I fpeak  ? 

Arb.  'Why,  you  would  now  think  much 
To  be  denied,  but  I can  fcare  intreat 
What  I would  have : do,  fpeak. 

Mar.  But  will  you  hear  me  out  ? 

Arb.  With  me  you  Article  to  talk  thus  .*  well, 

I will  hear  you  out. 

Mar.  Sir,  that  I have  ever  lov’d  you,  my  fword  hath 
fpoken  for  me  ; that  I do,  if  it  be  doubted,  I dare  call  an 
oath,  a great  one  to  my  witnefs and  were  you  not  my  King, 
from  amongfl  men,  I fhould  have  chofe  you  out  to  love  a- 
bove  the  reft:  nor  can  this  challenge  thanks,  for  my  own 
fake  I fhould  have  done  it,  becaufe  I would  have  lov’d  the 
moft  deferving  man,  for  fo  you  are. 

cMrb.  Alas  <JMardonnts,  rife  you  fhall  not  kneel, 

We  all  are  fouldiers,  and  all  venture  lives : 

And  where  there  is  no  difference  in  mens  worths. 

Titles  are  jefts,  who  can  outvalue  thee  ? 
eJMardonius  thou  haft  lov’d  me,  and  haft  wrong, 

Thy  love  is  not  rewarded,  but  believe 


S '■  will  > ■ ■ 

gyi  King,  and  no  King. 


43 


It  lhall  be  better,  more  than  friend  in  arms, 

MyFatiicr,  and  my  Tutor,  good  Mar damtu. 

M.ir.  Sir,  yon  aid  promifo  you  would  hear  me  out. 

Arb.  And  fo  I will ; fpeak  freely,  for  from  thee 
Nothing  can  come  but  worthy  things  and  true. 

Af.ir.  Though  you  have  all  this  worth,  you  hold  fome 
qualities  that  do  Ecliple  your  vcrtucs. 

Arb.  Tdipfc  my  vertues? 

A'Ur.  Yes,  yoiir  pafTions,  which  arc  fo  manifold,  that 
they  appear  even  in  this : when  I commend  you,  you  hug 
me  for  that  truth  : but  when  I fpeak  your  faults,  you  make 
a ftart,  and  flie  the  hearing  but. 

Arb.  When  you  commend  me  ? O that  I fhould  live 
To  need  fuch  commendations : U" my  deeds 
Blew  not  my  praife  themfelves  about  the  earth, 

1 were  molt  wretched ; I'pare  your  idle  praife : 

If  thou  didft  mean  to  flatter,  and  Ihouldfl:  utter 
Words  in  my  praife,  that  thou  thoughtfl  impudence. 

My  deeds  Ihould  make  ’em  modeft : when  you  praife  I hug 
you  ? ’tis  fo  fafe,  that  wert  thou  worthy  thou  Ihouldft  re- 
ceive a death,  a glorious  death  from  me:  but  thou  fhaltun- 
derftand  thy  lies,  for  Ihouldfl:  thou  praife  me  into  Heaven, 
and  there  leave  me  inthron’d,!  would  defpile  thee  though  as 
much  as  now,  which  is  as  much  as  dull:  becaufe  I fee  thy  envic. 

Mar.  However  you  will  ufe  me  after,  yet  for  your  own 
promife  fake,  hear  me  the  reft. 

Arb.  1 will,  and  after  call  unto  the  winds,  for  they  fhall 
lend  as  large  an  car  as  I to  what  you  utter : fpeak. 

' Mar.  Would  you  but  leave  thefe  hafty  tempers,  which 
I do  not  fay  take  from  you  all  ypur  worth,  but  darken  ’em, 
then  you  will  Ihine  indeed.  Arb.  Well. 

Mar.  Yet  I would  have  you  keep  fome  palTions,  left  men 
fliould  take  you  for  a God,  your  vertues  are  fuch. 

Arb.  Why  now  you  flatter. 

Mar.  I never  underftood  the  word,  vrere  you  no  King, 
and  free  from  thefe  moods,  fhould  1 chopfe  a companion 
for  wit  andpleafure,  it  fhould  be  you 'or  for  honefty  to 
enterchange  my  bofom  with,  it  fliould  be  you  •,  or  wifdom 
to  give  me  counfel,  I would  pick  out  you^  or  Valour  to 
defend  my  reputation,  ftill  I fhould  find  you  out^v  for  you 
are  fit  to  fight  for  all  the  world,  if  it  could  come‘  in  qiiefti- 
on ; Now  I have  fpoke,  confider  to  your  felf,  find  out  a^yfe  ^ 
if  fo,  then  w'hat  fhall  fall  to  me  is  not  material. 

Arb.  Is  not  material  more  than  ten  fuch  lives,  as  mine, 
Mardomoi'.  it  was  nobly  faid,  thou  haft  fpoke  truth,  and 
boldly  fuch  a truth  as  might  offend  another.  I have  been  too 
paffionate  and  idle,  thou  fhalt  fee  a fwift  amendment,  but 
i want  thofe  parts  you  praife  me  for : I fight  for  all  the 
world  ? Give  me  a fword,  and  thou  wilt  go  as  far  beyoiid 
me,  as  thou  art  beyond  in  years,  ! know  thou  dar’ft  and 
wilt  •,  it  troubles  me  that  I fliould  ufe  fo  rough  a phrafe  to 
thee,  impute  it  to  my  folly,  what  thpu  wilt,  fo  thoU  wilt 
paron  me : that  thou  and  I fhould  differ  thus ! 

iJMar.  Why ’tis  no  matter  Sir.  “ ‘ 

Arb.  Faith  but  it  is,  but  thou  dofl  ever  take  all  things  I 
do,  thus  patiently,  for  which  I never  can  requite  thee,  but 
with  love,  and  that  thou  (halt  be  fure  of.  Thouartdihave 
not  been  merry  lately : pray  thee  tell  me  where  hadft  thou 
that  fame  jewel  in  thine  ear  ? 

Mar.  Why  at  the  taking  of  a Town. 

Arb.  A wench  upon  my  life,  a wench  Mardonim  gave 
thee  that  jewel. 

Mar.  Wench!  they  refpeeft  not  me,  Tmold  and  rough, 
and  every  limb  about  me,  but  that  which  fliould,  grows 
ftifier,  Tthofe  bufineffes  I may  fwear  I am  truly  honefl:  for 
I pay  juftly  for  what  I take,  and  would  be  glad  to  be  at 
a certainty. 

Arb.  Why,  dothe  wenches  encroach  upon  thee? 

Mar.  I by  this  light  do  they. 

Arb.  Didft  thou  fit  at  an  old  rent  with ’em? 

Mar.  Yes  faith. 

Arb.  And  do  they  improve  themfelves  ? 

Mar.  I ten  fhillings  to  me,  every  new  young  fellow  they 
come  acquainted  with. 


Arb.  How  canfl  live  on’t  ? 

Mar.  Why  1 think  1 mull:  petition  to  you. 

Arb.  Thou  fhalt  take  them  up  at  my  price. 

Enter  t\xo  Gentlewcn  and  Bcffus. 

Mar.  Your  price?  Arb.  I at  the  Kings  price. 

Mar.  That  may  be  more  than  I’mc  worth. 

2 Cjcnt.  Is  he  not  merry  now  ? 

I (yffff.  I think  not. 

'Bef.  He  is,  he  is ; wc’l  flicw  our  fclves. 

Arb.  BeJfuSy  I thought  you  had  been  in  Iberia  by  this,  I 
bad  you  haft  •,  Gobriat  will  want  entertainment  for  me. 

Bef.  And  pleafc  your  Majefty  I have  a fute. 

c^rb.  not  louiie  Be fiisy  whatis’t? 

Bef.  I am  to  carry  a Lady  with  me. 

Arb.  Then  thou  haft  two  futes. 

Bef.  And  if  1 can  prefer  her  to  the  Lady  Pentha  your  Ma- 
jefties  Sifter,  to  learn  fafliions,  as  her  friends  term  it,  it 
will  be  worth  fomething  to  me. 

Arb.  So  many  nights  lodgings  as  ’tis  thither,  wilt  not  ? 

Bef  1 know  not  that  Sir,  but  gold  I fhall  be  fure  of. 

(L^rb.  Why  thou  fhalt  bid  her  entertain  her  from  me,  fo 
thou  wilt  refolve  me  one  thing.  Bef.  If  I can. 

c^rb.  Faith  ’tis  a very  difputable  queftion , and  yet  I 
think  thou  canft  decide  it. 

Bef.  Your  Majefty  has  a good  opinion  of  my  under- 
ftanding. 

eyfrb.  I have  fo  good  an  opinion  of  it : ’tis  whether  thou 
be  valiant. 

Bef  Some  body  has  traduced  me  to  you : do  you  fee 
this  fword  Sir  ? Arb.  Yes. 

Bef.  If  I do  not  make -my  back- biters  eat  it  to  a knife 
within  this  week,  fay  I am  not  valiant. 

Enter  a tJMejfenger. 

Mef.  Health  to  your  Majefty. 

Arb.  From  Gobriof?  Mef.  Yes  Sir. 

Arb.  How  does  he,  is  he  well  I 

Mef.  In  perfeeft  health. 

Arb.  Take  that  for  thy  good  news.  Atruftier  fervant 
to  his  Prince  there  lives  not,  than  is  good  (jobnas. 

1 Gent,  The  King  ftarts  back. 

Mar.  His  blood  goes  back  as  faft. 

2 Gent.  And  now  it  comes  again. 

Mar.  He  alters  ftrangely. 

Arb.  The  hand  of  Heaven  is  on  me,  be  it  far  from  me  to 
ftruggle,  if  my  fecret  fins  have  pull’d  this  curfe  upon  me, 
lend  me  tears  now  to  wafli  me  white,  that  I may  feel  a 
child-like  innocence  within  my  breaft ; which  once  per- 
form’d, O give  me  leave  toftandas  fix’d  as  conflancy  her 
felf,  my  eyes  fet  here  unmov’d,  regardlefs  of  the  world 
though  thoufand  miferies  incompafs  me. 

Mar.  This  is  ftrange,  Sir,  how  do  you  ? 

Arb.  MardoniuSy  my  mother.  Mar.  Is  fhe  dead  ? 

Arb.  Alas  file’s  not  fo  happy,  thou  doft  know  how  flie 
hath  laboured  fince  my  Father  died  to  take  by  treafon  hence 
this  loathed  life,  that  would  but  be  to  ferve  her,  I have 
pardoned,  and  pardoned,  and  by  that  have  made  her  fit  to 
pradife  new  fins.  Hot  repent  the  old  ; flie  now  had  ftirr’d  a 
Have  to  come  from  thence,  and  ftrike  me  here,  whom  Go- 
brioi  lifting  out,  took  and  condemn’d  and  executed  there, 
the  carefiilft  fervant:  Heaven  let  me  but  live  to  pay  that 
man-,  Nature  is  poor  to  me,  that  will  not  let  me  have  as 
many  deaths  as  are  the  times  that  he  hath  fav’d  my  life,  that 
I might  dye  ’em  over  all  for  him. 

eJMar.  Sir  let  her  bear  her  fins  on  her  own  head, 

Vex  not  your  felf.  Arb.  What  will  the  world 
Conceive  of  me?  with  what  unnatural  fins 
Will  they  fuppofe  me  loaden,  when  my  life 
Is  fought  by  her  that  gave  it  to  the  w'orld  ? 

But  yet  he  writes  me  comfort  here,  my  Sifter, 

He  faies,  is  grown  in  beauty  and  in  grace. 

In  all  the  innocent  vertues  that  become 
A tender  fpotlefs  maid  : flic  ftains  her  cheeks 
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Kingj  and  no  King. 

With  morning  tears  to  purge  her  mothers  ill, 

And  ’mongft  that  facred  dew  fire  mingles  Prayers 
Her  pure  Oblations  tor  my  fafe  return : 

If  1 have  loft  the  duty  of  a Son, 

If  any  pomp  or  vanity  of  flatc 
Made  me  forget  my  natural  offices. 

Nay  farther,  if  1 have  not  every  night 
Expollulatcd  with  my  wandring  thoughts, 

If  ought  unto  my  parent  they  have  err’d, 

And  call’d  ’em  back do  you  diredt  her  arm 
Unto  this  foul  diflembling  heart  of  mine ; 

But  if  I have  been  juft  to  her,  fend  out 
Your  power  to  compafs  me,  and  hold  me  fafe 
From  fearching  treafbn ; I will  ufe  no  means 
But  prayer : for  rather  fufter  me  to  fee 
From  mine  own  veins  iffue  a deadly  Rood, 

Than  wafh  my  danger  off  with  mothers  blood. 

M.tr.  I n’ere  faw  fuch  fuddain  extremities.  {Exetmt . 

Enter  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 

Ttgr.  Why  ? wilt  thou  have  me  die  Spaconia^ 

What  fhould  I do  ? Spa.  Nay  let  me  ftay  alone. 

And  when  you  fee  Armenia  again. 

You  fhall  behold  a Tomb  more  worth  than  I •, 

Some  friend  that  ever  lov’d  me  or  my  caufe, 

Will  build  mefomething  to  diftinguifh  me 
From  other  women,  many  a weeping  verfe 
He  will  lay  on,  and  much  lament  thofe  maids, 

That  plac’d  their  loves  unfortunately  high, 

As  1 have  done,  where  they  can  never  reach  •, 

But  why  fhould  you  go  to  Iberia  ? 

T tgr.  Alas,  that  thou  wilt  ask  me,  ask  the  man 
That  rages  in  a Fever  why  he  lies 
Diflcmpered  there,  when  all  the  other  youths 
Are  courfing  o’re  the  Meadows  with  their  Loves  ? 

Can  1 relifl  it  ? am  I not  a flave 
To  him  that  conquer’d  me.? 

Spa.  That  conquer’d  thee  he  has  won 

But  half  of  thee,  thy  body,  but  thy  mind 
May  be  as  free  as  his,  his  will  did  never 
Combate  thine,  and  take  it  priloner. 

Ttgr.  But  if  he  by  force  convey  my  body  hence. 

What  helps  it  me  or  thee  to  be  unwilling  ? 

Spa.  O Tigrancsj  I know  you  are  to  fee  a Lady  there. 

To  lee,  and  like  I fear : perhaps  the  hope 
Of  her  make  you  forget  me,  ere  we  part. 

Be  happier  than  you  know  to  wilh  j farewel. 

Tigr.  Spaconia^  flay  and  hear  me  what  I fay : 

In  fhort,  deflrudion  meet  me  that  I may 

See  it,  and  not  avoid  it,  when  Heave 

To  be  thy  faithful  lover  : part  with  me 

Thou  (halt  not,  there  arc  none  that  know  our  love. 

And  I have  given  gold  unto  a Captain 
That  goes  unto  Iberia  from  the  King, 

That  he  will  place  a Lady  of  our  Land 
With  the  Kings  Sifter  that  is  offered  me  *, 

Thither  fhall  you,  and  being  once  got  in 
Perfwade  her  by  what  fubtil  means  you  can 
To  be  as  backward  in  her  love  as  I. 

Spa.  Can  you  imagine  that  a longing  maid 
When  fhc  beholds  you,  can  be  pull’d  away 
With  words  from  loving  you  ? 

Tigr.  Difpraife  my  health,  my  honefty,  and  tell  her 
I am  jealous. 

Spa.  Why,  I had  rather  lofc  you : can  my  heart 
Confent  to  let  my  tongue  throw  out  fuch  words. 

And  I that  ever  yet  fpokc  what  I thought. 

Shall  find  it  fuch  a thing  at  firft  to  lie  ? 

Tigr.  Yet  do  thy  belt. 

Enter  Beffus. 

Bef.  What,  is  your  Majcfty  ready  ? 

Tt^r.  There  is  the  Lady,  Captain. 

Bef.  Sweet  Lady,  by  your  leave,  I conid  wifh  my  felf 
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more  full  of  Courtfhip  for  your  fair  fake. 

Spa.  Sir  I fhall  feel  no  want  of  that. 

Bef  Lady,  you  muft  haft,  I have  received  new  letters 
from  the  King  that  require  more  haft  than  I expeded, 
he  will  follow  mefuddenly  himfelf,  and  begins  to  call  for 
your  Majefty  already. 

Tigr.  He  fhall  not  do  fo  long. 

Tef  Sweet  Lady,  fhall  I call  you  my  Charge  hereafter  ? 

Spa.  I will  not  take  upon  me  to  govern  your  tongue  Sir, 
you  fhall  call  me  what  youpleafe. 

SecHtjdnf. 

€ ntir  Gobrias,  Bacurius,  Arane,  Panthe,  and  Mandane, 
Waiting-women  with  Attendants. 

Ti  /r  Y Lord  TacHrim,  you  muft  have  regard  unto  the 
i.V A Queen,  fhe  is  your  prifoner,  ’tis  at  your  peril  if 
fhe  make  efcape. 

Bac.  My  Lord,  I know’t,  Ihe  is  my  prifoner  from  you 
committed  ^ yet  fhe  is  a woman,  and  fo  I keep  her  fafe, 
you  will  not  urge  me  to  keep  her  clofe,  I fhall  not  fhame  to 
fay  I forrow  for  her. 

Gob.  So  do  I my  Lord  ; I forrow  for  her,  that  fo  little 
grace  doth  govern  her : that  fhc  fhould  ftretch  her  arm  a- 
gainft  her  King,  fo  little  womanhood  and  natural  goodnefs, 
as  to  think  the  death  of  her  own  Son. 

Ara.  Thou  knowft  the  reafon  why,  diffembling  as  thou 
art,  and  wilt  not  fpeak. 

^ob.  There  is  a Lady  takes  not  after  you. 

Her  Father  is  within  her,  that  good  man 

Whofe  tears  weigh’d  down  his  fins,  mark  how  fhc  weeps. 

How  well  it  does  become  her,  and  if  you 

Can  find  no  difpofition  in  your  felf 

To  forrow,  yet  by  gracefulncfs  in  her 

Find  out  the  way,  and  by  your  reafon  weep : 

All  this  fhe  does  for  you,  and  more  fhe  needs 
When  for  your  felf  you  will  not  lofe  a tear. 

Think  how  this  want  of  grief  diferedits  you. 

And  you  will  weep,  becaufe  you  cannot  weep. 

Ara.  You  talk  to  me  as  having  got  a time  fit  for  your 
purpofe  j but  you  know  I know  you  fpeak  not  what  you 
think.  be  urg’d 

Ean.l  would  my  heart  were  Stone,before  my  foftnefs  fhould 
Againft  my  mother,  a more  troubled  thought 
No  Virgin  bears  about  ^ fhould  I excufe 
My  Mothers  fault,  I fhould  fet  light  a life 
In  lofing  which,  a brother  and  a King 
Were  taken  from  me,  if  I feek  to  fave 
That  life  fo  lov’d,  I lofe  another  life 
That  gave  me  being,  I fhall  lofe  a Mother, 

A word  of  fuch  a found  in  achildscars 
That  it  ftrikes  reverence  through  it ; may  the  will 
Of  heaven  be  done,  and  if  one  needs  muft  fall, 

Take  a poor  Virgins  life  to  anfwer  all. 

Ara.  But  (Jobrias  let  us  talk,  you  know  this  fault 
Is  not  in  me  as  in  another  Mother. 

Gob.  I know  it  is  not. 

Ara.  Yet  you  make  it  fb. 

Gob.  Why,  is  not  all  that’s  paft  beyond  your  help .? 

Ara.  I know  it  is. 

Gob.  Nay  fhould  you  publifh  it  before  the  world, 

Think  you  ’twould  be  believ’d  ? 

Ara.  I know  it  would  not. 

gob.  Nay  fhould  I joyn  with  you,  fhould  we  not  both  be 
torn  and  yet  both  die  uncredited .? 

Ara.  1 think  we  fhould. 

Gob.  Why  then  take  you  fuch  violent  courfes  ? As  for 
me  I do  but  right  in  faving  of  the  King  from  all  your  plots. 

Ara.  The  King? 

Gob.  1 bad  you  reft  with  patience,  aiid  a time 
Would  come  for  me  to  reconcile  all  to 
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Your  own  content,  but  by  this  way  you  take 
Away  my  power,  and  what  was  done  unknown, 

Was  not  by  me  but  you your  urging  being  done 
I mufl:  preierve  my  own,  but  time  may  bring 
All  this  to  light,  and  happily  lor  all. 

j4rit.  Accurl'ed  be  this  over  curious  brain 
That  gave  that  plot  a birth,  accurft  this  womb 
That  after  dkl  conceive  to  my  difgrace. 

Stic.  My  Lord  Protestor, they  la-y  there  are  divers  Letters 
come  from  Arvttnia^  that  Baffin  has  done  good  fervice,  and 
brought  again  a day,  by  his  particular  valour,  receiv’d  you 
any  tothateffed?  Gob.  Yes, ’tis  molt  certain. 

'Bite.  I'm  forry  for’t,  not  that  the  day  was  won. 

But  that  ’twas  won  by  him : we  held  him  here 
A Coward,  he  did  me  wrong  once,  at  which  I laugh’d, 

And  fo  did  all  the  world,  for  nor  I, 

Nor  any  other  held  him  worth  my  fword. 

Enter  BelTus  and  Spaconia. 

Bef.  Health  to  ray  Protedor  y from  the  King 
Thefe  Letters  ^ and  to  your  grace  Madam,  thefe. 

Cob.  How  does  his  Majefly  ? 

Bef.  As  well  as  conquelt  by  his  own  means  and  his  valiant 
Cammanders  can  make  him  ^ your  letters  will  tell  you  all. 

Tan.  I will  not  open  mine  till  I do  know 
My  Brothers  health : good  Captain  is  he  well  ? 

Bef  As  the  reft  of  us  that  fought  are. 

Pan.  But  how’s  that  ? is  he  hurt? 

Bef.  He’s  a ftrangefouldier  that  gets  not  a knock. 

Pan.  I do  not  ask  how  ftrange  that  fouldier  is 
That  gets  no  hurt,  but  whether  he  have  one. 

B^.  He  had  divers.  Pan.  And  is  be  well  again  ? 

Bef.  Well  again,  an’t  pleafe  your  Grace : why  I was  run 
twice  through  the  body,  and  fhot  i’th’  head  with  a crofs- 
arrow,  and  yet  am  well  again. 

Pan.  I do  not  care  how  thou  do’ft,  is  he  well? 

Bef.  Not  care  how  Ido?  Let  a man  out  of  the  mightinefs 
ofhisfpirit,  frudifie  Foreign  Countries  with  his  blood  for 
the  good  of  his  own,  and  thus  he  lhall  be  anfwered  : Why 
I may  live  to  relieve  with  Ipear  and  Ihield,  fuch  a Lady 
as  you  diftrelTed. 

Pan.  Why,  I will  care,  I’me  glad  that  thou  art  well, 
Iprethee  ishefo? 

Gob.  The  King  is  well  and  will  be  here  to  morrow. 

Pan.  My  prayer  is  heard,  now  will  I open  mine. 

<^ob.  Bacterm,  I muft  eafe  you  of  your  charge : 

Madam,  the  wonted  mercy  of  the  King, 

That  overtakes  your  faults,  has  met  with  this. 

And  ftruck  it  out,  he  has  forgiven  you  freely. 

Your  own  will  is  your  law,  be  where  you  pleafe. 

j4ra.  I thank  him.  (row  ? 

Gob.  You  will  be  ready  to  wait  upon  his  Majefty  to  mor- 

u4ra.  I will.  Arane. 

Bac.  Madam  be  wife  hereafter  •,  I am  glad  I have  loft 
this  Office. 

(^ob.  Good  Captain  Befftu.,  tell  us  the  difeourfe  betwixt 
Tigranes  and  our  King,  and  how  we  got  the  vidory. 

Pan.  I prethee  do,  and  if  my  Brother  were 
In  any  danger,  let  not  thy  tale  make 
Him  abide  there  long  before  thou  bring  him 
For  all  that  while  my  heart  will  beat. 

Bef.  Madam  let  what  will  beat,  I muft  tell  the  truth, 
and  thus  it  was ',  they  fought  finglc  in  lifts,  butpnetoone*, 
as  for  my  own  part,  I was  dangerpufly  hurt  but  three  days 
before,  elfe,  perhaps,  we  had  been  two  to  two,  I cannot 
tell,  fome  thought  we  had,  and  the  occaCon  of  my  hurt 
was  this,  the  enemy  had  made  Trenches. 

Gob.  C*aptain,  without  the  manner  of  your  hurt  be  much 
material  to  this  bufinefs,  we’I  hear’t  fome  other  time. 

Pan.  I prethee  leave  it,  and  go  on  with  my  Brother. 

Bef.  I will,  but’twould  be  worth  your  hearing : To  the 
Lifts  they  came, and  fingle-fword  and  gantlet  was  their  fight. 

Tar.  Alas! 

Bef.  Without  the  Lifts  there  ftood  fome  dozen  Captains 
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of  cither  fide  mingled,  all  which  were  fworn,  and  one  of 
thole  wash  and ’twas  my  chance  to  Hand  next  a Captain  | 
o’th’  enemies  fide,  called  Ttubafur.,  Valiant  they  laid  he 
was;  whilft  thclc  two  Kings  were  ftrcaching  thcmlelves, 
this  Tirtbafus  cait  Something  a fcornful  look  on  me, and  ask’t 
me  who  I thought  would  overcome ; Ifmil’d  and  told  him  [ 
if  he  would  fight  with  me,  he  Ihould  perceive  by  the  event  I 
of  that  whofe  King  would  win : fomething  he  anfwered, 
and  a feuffle  was  like  to  grow,  when  one  Zipetas  offered 
to  help  him,  I 

Pan.  All  this  is  of  thy  fclf,  1 pray  thee  Beffus  tell  fome- 
thing of  my  Brother,  did  he  nothing?  | 

Why  yes,  Tie  tell  your  Grace,  they  were  not  to 
fight  till  the  word  given,  which  for  my  own  part,  by  my 
troth  1 confefs  1 was  not  to  give. 

Patt.  See  for  his  own  part. 

Bo£.  I fear  yet  this  fellow’s  abus’d  with  a good  report. 

Bef.  But! Pan.  Still  of  himfelf. 

Bef.  Cri’d  give  the  word,  when  as  fome  of  them  fay,  Ti- 
was  ftooping,  but  the  word  was  not  given  then,  yet 
one  Cofrocs  of  the  enemies  part,  held  up  his  finger  to  me, 
which  is  as  much  with  us  Martialifts,  as  I will  fight  with 
you:  Ifai'dnotaword,  nor  made  fign  during  the  combate, 
but  that  once  done. 

Pan.  He  flips  o’re  all  the  fight. 

Bef.  I call’d  him  to  me,  Cofroes  laid  I. 

Pan.  I will  hear  no  more. 

Bef.  No,  no,  I lie. 

Bac.  I dare  be  fworn  thou  doft. 

Bef.  Captain  faid  I,  fo  it  was. 

. Pan.  I tell  thee,  I will  hear  no  further. 

Bef.  No  ? Your  Grace  will  wilh  you  had . 

Pan.  I will  not  wilh  it,  what  is  this  the  Lady 
My  brother  writes  to  me  to  take  ? 

Bef  And  pleafe  your  Grace  this  is  fhe : Charge,  will  you 
come  near  the  Princefs  ? 

Pan.  You’r  welcome  from  your  Country,  and  this  land 
lhall  Ihew  unto  you  all  the  kindnefs  that  I can  make  it-, 
what’s  your  name  ? Spa.  ThaleBrif. 

Tan.  Y’are  very  welcome,  you  have  got  a letter  to  put 
you  to  me,  that  has  power  enough  to  place  mine  enemy 
here  then  much  more  you  that  are  fo  far  from  being  fo  to 
me  that  you  ne’re  faw  me, 

Bef  Madam,  I darepafs  my  word  for  her  truth. 

Spa.  My  truth  ? 

Pan.  Why  Captain,  do  you  think  I am  afraid  flic’l  fteal  ? 

Bef  I cannot  tell,  lervantsarc  flippery,  but  1 dare  give 
my  word  for  her,  and  for  honefty,  llie  came  along  with  me, 
and  many  favours  fhe  did  me  by  the  w'ay,  but  by  this  liglit 
none  but  what  llie  might  do  with  modefty,  to  a man  of  my 
rank. 

Pan.  Why  Captain,  here’s  no  body  thinks  otherwife. 

Bef.  Nay,  if  you  Ihould,  your  Grace  may  think  your  plca- 
fure ; but  I am  fure  I brought  her  from  Armenta.^  and  in  all 
that  way,  if  ever  I touch’d  any  bare  of  her  above  her  knee,  I 
pray  God  I may  fink  where  I ftand. 

Spa.  Above  my  knee? 

Bef  No,  you  know  I did  not,  and  if  any  man  will  fay,  I did, 
this  iword  lhall  anfwer  j Nay,  I’le  defend  the  reputation  of 
my  charge  whilft  I live,  your  Grace  lliall  underftand  I am 
fecret  in  thefe  bulinefles,  and  know  how  to  defend  a Ladies 
honour. 

Spa.  I hope  your  Grace  knows  him  fo  well  already,  I 
lhall  not  need  to  tell  you  he’s  vain  and  foolifli. 

Bef.  I you  may  call  me  what  you  pleale,  butl’le  defend- 
your  good  name  againft  the  world ; and  fo  I take  my  leave 
of  your  Grace,  and  of  you  my  Lord  Protestor -,  1 amlike- 
wilb  glad  to  fee  your  Lordlhip  well. 

Bac.  O Captain  BeffUs.,  I thank  you,  I would  fpcak  with 
you  anon. 

Bef  When  you  pleale,  I will  attend  your  Lordlhip. 

Bac.  Madam,  Tie  rake  my  leave  too. 

Tan.  Good  Bacimns.  \_Exeant  Bef.  and  Bac. 

Gob.  Madam  what  writes  his  Majefty  to  you  ? 

Pan. 
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King,  and  no  King. 


O  my  Lord,  the  kindcll  words,  I’lc  keep  ’em  whilft 
Hive,  here  in  mybofom,  there’s  no  art  in  ’em,  they  lie 
dilbrdered  in  tliis  paper,  juft  as  hearty  nature  fpcaks ’em. 

Gob.  And  to  me  he  writes  what  tears  of  joy  he  fhed  to 
hear  how  you  were  grown  in  every  vertues  way,  and  yields 
all  thanks  to  me,  for  that  dear  care  which  I was  bound  to 
have  in  training  you,  there  is  no  Princefs  living  that  enjoys 
a brother  of  that  worth. 

P.V3.  My  Lord,  no  maid  longs  more  for  any  thing, 

.And  feels  more  heat  and  cold  within  her  breaft. 

Than  1 do  now,  in  hopes  to  fee  him. 

Cjob.  Yet  I wonder  much 
At  this  he  writes,  be  brings  along  with  him 
A husband  for  you,  that  fame  Captive  Prince, 

And  if  he  loves  you  as  he  makes  a Ihew, 

He  will  allow  you  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Pjh.  And  lb  he  will  my  Lord,  I warrant  you,  he  will 
but  oHer  and  give  me  the  power  to  take  or  leave. 

Cjob.  Truftme,  were  I a Lady,  I could  not  like  that  man 
were  bargain’d  with  before  I choofe  him. 

Pan.  But  1 am  not  built  on  fuch  wild  humours,  if  I find 
him  worthy,  he  is  not  lefs  becaufe  he’s  offer’d. 

Spa.  ’Tis  true,  he  is  not,  would  he  would  feem  lefs. 

Cjob.  I think  there’s  no  Lady  can  affeeft 
Another  Prince,  your  brother  Handing  by  *, 

He  doth  Eclipfe  mens  vertues  fo  with  his. 

Sp.i.  I know  a Lady  may,  and  more  I fear 
Another  Lady  will.  Pan.  Would  I might  fee  him. 

Gob.  Why  fo  you  fhall,  my  bufinefles  are  great, 

I  will  attend  you  when  it  is  his  pleafure  to  fee  you. 

T^an.  I thank  you  good  my  Lord. 

Gob.  You  will  be  ready  Madam.  f£,w>  Gob. 

Pan.  Yes. 

Spa.  I dobcfeech  you  Madam,  fend  away 
Your  other  women,  and  receive  from  me 
A few  fad  words,  which  fet  againft  your  joyes 
May  make  ’em  fhine  the  more. 

Pan.  Sirs,  leave  me  all.  ZExennt  Women. 

Spa.  I kneel  a ftranger  here  to  beg  a thing 
Unfit  for  me  to  ask,  and  you  to  grant, 

’Tis  fuch  another  ftrange  ill  laid-requeft. 

As  if  a begger  Ihould  intreat  a King 
To  leave  his  Scepter,  and  his  Throne  to  him 
And  take  his  rags  to  wander  o’re  the  world 
Hungry  and  cold. 

Pan.  That  were  a ftrange  requeft. 

Spa.  As  ill  is  mine.  Pan.  Then  do  not  Utter  it. 

Spa.  Alas ’tis  of  that  nature,  thatitmuft 
Be  utter’d,  I,  and  granted,  or  I die: 

1  am  afham’d  to  fpeak  it ; but  where  life 
Lies  at  the  ftake,  I cannot  think  her  woman 
That  will  not  take  fomething  unreafonably  to  hazard  fay- 
ing of  it ; 1 fhall  feem  a ftrange  Petitioner,  that  wifh  all  ill 
to  them  1 beg  of,  e’re  they  give  me  ought ; yet  fo  I muft : 

1 v;ould  you  were  not  fair,  nor  wife,  for  in  your  ill  confifts 
my  good ; if  you  were  foolifh,  you  would  hear  my  prayer, 
if  foul,  you  had  not  power  to  hinder  me : he  would  not 
love  you. 

Tan.  What’s  the  meaning  of  it. 

Spa.  Nay,  my  requeft  is  more  without  the  bounds 
Of  reafon  yet;  for  ’tis  not  in  the  power 
Of  you  to  do,  what  I would  have  you  grant. 

Pan.  Why  then ’tis  idle,  pray  thee  fpeak  it  out. 

Spa.  Your  brother  brings  a Prince  into  this  land, 

Of  fuch  a noble  fliape,  fo  fweet  a grace. 

So  full  of  worth  withal,  that  every  maid 
That  looks  upon  him,  gives  away  her  felf 
To  him  for  ever ; and  for  you  to  have 
He  brings  him:  and  fo  mad  is  my  demand 
That  I defire  you  not  to  have  this  man. 

This  excellent  man,  for  whom  you  needs  muft  die, 
Ifyoufhould  mifshim.  1 do  now  expeift 
You  fhould  laugh  at  me. 

Pan.  Tr  aft  me  I could  weep  rather,  for  I have  found 


In  all  thy  words  a ftrange  disjoynted  forrow.  (him. 

Spa.  ’Tis  by  me  his  own  defire  lb,  that  you  would  not  love 

Pan.  His  own  defire!  why  credit  me 
I am  no  common  wooer : if  he  lhall  wooe  me,  his  worth  may 
be  fuch,  that  I dare  not  fwear  I will  not  love  him;  but  if  he 
will  ftay  to  have  me  wooe  him,  I will  promile  thee,  he  may 
keep  all  his  graces  to  himlelf,  and  fear  no  ravilhing  from  me. 

’Tis  yet  his  own  defire,  but  when  he  fees  your  face, 
I fear  it  will  not  be  ^ therefore  I charge  you  as  you  have  pity, 
ftop  thefe  tender  cars  from  his  enchanting  voice,  clofe  up 
thofe  eyes,  that  you  may  neither  catch  a dart  from  him, 
nor  he  from  you  ; I charge  you  as  you  hope  to  live  in  quiet;, 
for  when  I am  dead,  for  certain  I will  walk  to  vifit  him  if  he 
break  promife  with  me : for  as  faft  as  Oaths  without  a for- 
mal Ceremony  can  make  me,  1 am  to  him. 

Pan.  Then  be  fearlefs 
For  if  he  were  a thing  ’twixt  God  and  man, 

1 could  gaze  on  him ; if  I knew  it  fin 
To  love  him  without  pallion : Dry  your  eyes, 

I fwear  you  lhall  enjoy  him  ftill  for  me, 

1 will  not  hinder  you  ^ but  I perceive 
You  are  not  what  you  feem,  rife,  rife  Thalejbris, 

If  your  right  name  be  fo. 

Spa.  Indeed  it  is  not,  Spaconia  is  my  name  ^ but  1 defire 
not  to  be  known  to  other. 

Pan.  Why,  by  me  you  fliall  not,  1 will  never  do  you 
wrong,  what  good  1 can,  I will,  think  not  my  birth  or  edu- 
cation fuch,  that  1 Ihould  injure  a ftranger  Virgin you  are 
welcome  hither,  in  company  you  wilh  to  be  commanded, 
but  when  we  are  alone,  1 lhall  be  ready  to  be  your  fervant. 

\_Exennt. 

Enter  three  Men  and  a Woman. 

1 Come,  come,  run,  run,  run. 

2 We  lhall  out-go  her. 

3 One  were  better  be  hang’d  than  carry  out  women 
fidling  to  thefe  Ihews.  Wem.  Is  the  King  hard  by  ? 

1 You  heard  he  with  the  Bottles  faid,  he  thought  we 
Ihould  come  too  late : What  abundance  of  people  here  is? 

Worn.  But  what  had  he  in  thofe  Bottles  ? 

3 I know  not. 

2 Why,  Ink  goodman  fool. 

3 Ink,  what  to  do  ? 

1 Why  the  King  look  you,  will  many  times  call  for 
thele  Bottles,  and  break  his  mind  to  his  friends. 

Wo  m.  Let’s  take  our  places,  we  lliall  ha ve  no  room  elfe. 

2 The  man  told  us  he  would  walk  o’  foot  through  the 
people.  3 1 marry  did  he. 

1 Our  Ihops  are  well  look’t  to  now. 

2 ’Slife,  yonder’s  my  Mailer,  I think. 

I No ’tis  not  he. 

Enter  a man  with  two  Citizens- whet. 

1 Cit.  Lord  how  fine  the  fields  be,  what  fweet  living  ’tis 
in  the  Country ! 

2 Cit.  I poor  fouls,  God  help  ’em  •,  they  live  as  content- 
edly as  one  of  us. 

1 Cft.  My  husbands  Coufin  would  have  had  me  gone  into 
the  Country  laft  year,  wert  thou  ever  there  ? 

2 Cit.  I,  poor  fouls,  I was  amongft  ’em  once. 

iGf.And  what  kind  of  creatures  are  they,for  love  of  God? 

2 Gt.  Very  good  people,  God  help ’em. 

1 Cit.  Wilt  thou  go  down  with  me  this  Summer  when  I 
am  brought  to  bed  ? 

2 Qt.  Alas,  it  is  no  place  for  us. 

1 Cit.  Why,  pray  thee  ? 

2 Cit.  Why  you  can  have  nothing  there,  there’s  no  body 

cryes  brooms.  i Cit.  No  ? . 

2 Cit.  No  truly,  nor  milk. 

1 Cit.  Nor  milk,  how  do  they  ? 

2 Ctt.  They  are  fain  to  milk  themlelves  i’th’  Country. 

1 Gt.  Good  Lord  1 but  the  people  there,  I think,  will 
be  very  dutiful  to  one  of  us. 

2 Cit.  I God  knows  will  they,  and  yet  they  domot  greatly 

care 


King^  and  no  King, 


care  for  our  husbands. 

I  Of.  Do  they  not?  Alas!  I’good  faith  I cannot  blame 
them ; for  we  do  not  greatly  care  for  them  our  fclves.  Phi- 
lips 1 pray  choolc  us  a place. 

iHnl.  Therc’sthc  belt  forfooth. 

1 Cit.  By  your  leave  good  people  a little. 

3 What’s  the  matter  ? 

Phi!.  I pray  you  my  friend,  do  not  thrufi:  my  Miftrefs  fo, 
(he’s  with  Child. 

2 Let  her  look  to  her  felfthen,  has  flic  not  had  (bowing 
enough  yet  ? if  (he  Itay  fhouldring  here,  (lie  may  haps  go’ 
home  with  a cake  in  her  belly. 

3 How  now,  goodman  fquitter-breech,  why  do  you  lean 
on  me?  PR  Becaufe  1 will. 

3 Will  you  Sir  fawce-box  ? 

1  Of.  Look  if  one  ha’not  ftruck  Philip.,  come  hither 
Phtlip,  why  did  he  (trike  thee  ? 

Phil.  For  leaning  on  him. 

I Of.  Why  didit  thou  lean  on  him? 

Phil.  I did  not  think  he  would  have  (truck  me. 

I Of.  As  God  fave  me  la  thou’rt  as  wild  as  a Buck,  there’s 
no  quarel  but  thou’rt  at  one  end  or  other  on’t. 

3 It’s  at  the  firft  end  then,  for  he’l  ne’r  (tay  the  lad. 

I Of.  Well  (lip-dring,  I fliall  meet  with  you. 

3 When  you  will. 

I Of.  I’le  give  a crown  to  meet  with  you.^ 

3 At  a Bawdy-houle. 

1 Of.  I you’re  full  of  your  Roguery  j but  if  I do  meet  you 
it  (hall  colt  me  a fall. 

Flonrip}.  Enter  one  running, 

4 The  King,  the  King,  the  King.  Now,  now,  now,  now. 
Flourijh.  Enter  Arb.  Tigr.  the  two  Kings  and  Mardonius. 

All.  God  preferve  your  Majedy. 

Arb.  1 thank  you  all,  now  aremyjoyes  at  full,  when  I 
behold  you  fafe,  my  loving  Subjects  •,  by  you  I grow,  ’tis 
your  united  love  that  lifts  me  to  this  height : all  the  account 
that  I can  render  you  for  all  the  love  you  have  bedowed  on 
me,  all  your  expences  to  maintain  my  war,  is  but  a little 
word,  you  will  imagine  ’tis  flender  paiment,  yet  ’tis  fuch , 
a word,  as  is  not  to  be  bought  but  with  your  bloods,  ’tis 
Peace. 

All.  God  preferve  your  Majedy. 

Arb.  Now  you  may  live  fecurely  i’your  Towns, 

Y our  Children  round  about  you ; may  (it 
Under  your  Vines,  and  make  the  mileries 
Of  other  Kingdoms  a difeourfe  for  you. 

And  lend  them  forrows  j for  your  felves,  you  may 
Safely  forget  there  are  fuch  things  as  tears, 

And  you  may  all  whofe  good  thoughts  I have  gain’d, 

Hold  me  unworthy,  where  I think  my  life 
A facrifice  too  great  to  keep  you  thus 
In  (uch  a calm  edate. 

All.  God  blefs  your  Majedy. 

Arb  See  all  good  people,  I have  brought  the  man  whofe 
very  name  you  fear’d,  a captive  home*,  behold  him,  ’tis 
Tigranesj  in  your  heart  (ing  fongs  ofgladnefs,  and  deliver- 
ance. I Cit.  Out  upon  him. 

2 Cit.  How  he  looks. 

3 Worn.  Hang  him,  hang  him. 

tJ^ar.  Thefe  are  fweet  people. 

Ttgr.  Sir,  you  do  me  wrong,  to  render  me  a domed 
fpedacle  to  common  people. 

Arb.  It  was  fo  far  from  me  to  mean  it  fo : ifl  have  ought 
deferv’d,  my  loving  Subjects,  let  me  beg  of  you,  not  to  re- 
vile this  Prince,  in  whom  there  dWells  all  worth  of  which 
the  name  of  a man  is  capable,  valour  beyond  compare,  the 
terrour  of  his  name  has  dretcht  it  felf  where  ever  there  is 
fun;  and  yet  for  you  I fought  with  him  fingle,  and  won  him 
too ; I made  his  valour  doop , and  brought  that  name 
foar’d  to  fo  unbeliev’d  a height,  to  fall  beneath  mine : this 
infpir’d  with  all  your  loves,  I did  perform,  and  will  for 
your  content,  be  ever  ready  for  a greater  work. 
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All.  The  Lord  bids  your  Majedy. 

7igr.  So  he  has  made  me  amends  now  wirh  a fpeccli  in 
commendation  of  himlclf : 1 would  not  be  (b  vain-glorious. 

Arb.  If  there  be  any  thing  in  which  I may 
Do  good  to  any  creature,  here  (peak  out  •, 

For  1 mud  leave  you : and  it  troubles  me. 

That  my  occalions  (or  tlic  good  of  you. 

Are  fuch  as  call  me  from  you : clfc,  my  joy 
Would  be  to  fpend  my  days  among  yon  all. 

You  (liew  your  loves  in  thefe  large  multitudes 
That  come  to  meet  me,  I will  pray  for  you, 

Heaven  profper  you,  that  you  may  know  old  years. 

And  live  to  (ce  your  childrens  children  (it 
At  your  boards  with  plenty : when  there  is 
A want  of  any  thing,  let  it  be  known 
To  me,  and  I will  be  a Father  to  you  : 

God  keep  you  all. 

Flouriji:.  £ xemt  Kings  and  their  Train. 

All.  God  blefs  your  Majedy,  God  blefs  your  Majed)\ 

1 Come,  (liallwego?  all’s  done. 

Worn.  I for  God  fake,  I have  not  made  a fire  yet. 

2 Away,  away,  all’s  done. 

3 Content,  farewel  PR/p. 

1 Cit.  Away  you  halter-lack  you. 

2 Philip  will  not  fight,  he’s  afraid  on’s  face. 

Phil.  1 marry  am  1 afraid  of  my  face. 

3 Thouwouldd  be  Philip  if  thou  fawd  itinaglafs  *,  it 

looks  fo  like  a Vifour.  [^Exeunt  2,  3,  and  Woman. 

1 Ctt.  you’l  be  hang’d  firra ; Come  Philip  walk  before  us 
homewards 3 did  not  his  Majedy  fay  he  had  brought  us 
home  Peafe  for  all  our  money  ? 

2 Cit.  Yes  marry  did  he. 

1 Gt.  They’re  the  fird  I heard  ofthis  year  by  my  troth,  I 
longed  for  fomeof’em:  did  he  not  fay  we  (hould  havefome? 

2 Cit.  Yes,  and  fo  we  lliall  anon  I warrant  you  have  every 
one  a peck  brought  home  to  our  houfes. 


ASius  Ter  tiffs. 

Enter  Arbaces  and  Gobrias. 

Arb.  A /T  Y Sider  take  it  ill  ? 

J.VJL  Go!’.  Not  very  ill, 

Something  unkindly  (he  does  take  it  Sir  to  have 
Her  Husband  chofen  to  her  hands. 

Arb.  Why  Gobrias  let  her,  I mud  have  her  know,  my  will 
and  not  her  own  mud  govern  her : what  will  (lie  marry  with 
fome  Have  at  home  ? 

Gob.  O (lie  is  far  from  any  dubbornnefs,  you  much  midake 
her,  and  no  doubt  will  like  where  you  w'ould  have  her,  but 
when  you  behold  her,  you  will  be  loth  to  part  with  fuch  a 
jewel. 

Arb.  To  part  with  her?  why  Gobrias,  art  thou  mad  ? (lie 
is  my  Sider. 

Gob.  Sir,  I know  (he  is:  but  it  were  pity  to  make  poor 
our  Land,  with  fuch  a beauty  to  enrich  another. 

Arb.  Pi(h  will  (he  have  him  ? 

Gob.  I do  hope  (he  will  not,  I think  (he  will  Sir. 

Arb.  Were  (he  my  Father  and  my  Mother  too,  and  all  the 
names  for  which  we  think  folks  friends,  (he  (hould  be  forc’t 
to  have  him  when  I know  ’tis  fit ; I will  not  hear  her  fay 
(he’s  loth. 

Gob.  Heaven  bring  my  purpofe  luckily  to  pafs,  you  know 
’tis  jud,  (he  will  not  need  condraint  (he  loves  you  fo. 

Arb.  How  does  (he  love  me,  fpeak? 

Gob.  She  loves  you  more  than  people  love  their  healthy 
that  live  by  labour ; more  than  I could  love  a man  that  diea 
for  me,  if  he  could  live  again. 

She  is  not  like  her  mother  then. 

Gob.  O no,  when  you  were  in  Armenia^ 

I durd  not  let  her  know  when  you  were  hurt : 

For  at  the  fird  on  every  little  fcratch, 
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she  kept  her  Chamber,  vvepr,  and  could  noteat, 

Till  you  were  well,  and  many  times  the  news 
\\  as  lb  long  coming,  that  before  we  heard 
Slic  was  as  near  her  death,  as  yon  your  health. 

j^>i\  Alas  ix>or  foul,  but  yet  Ihe  mull  be  rul’d  \ 

I know  not  how  I Hiall  requite  her  well. 

1 long  to  lee  her,  have  you  fent  for  her, 

I'o  tell  her  I am  ready  ? Cob.  Sir  I have. 

Er.tcr  I Gent.  And  Tigrancs. 

i^ent.  Si'r,  here  is  the King. 

uirb.  He’s  w’elcome. 

I Gent,  And  the  Queen  mother,  and  the  Princefs  wait 
without.  Arb.  Good  (jobrtas  bring  ’em  in. 

Ttgr.mcsy  you  will  think  you  arc  arriv’d 

In  a ftrange  Land,  w'hcre  Mothers  call  to  poyfon 

Their  only  Sons-,  think  you  you  fliall  be  fafe  ? 

Tigr.  Too  fafe  I am  Sir. 

Gobrias,  Arane,Panthca,  Spaconia,Bacurius, 
Mardomus  and  Befliis,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Ar.i.  As  low  as  this  I bow  to  you,  and  would 
As  low  as  is  my  grave,  to  Ihcw  a mind 
Thankful  for  all  your  mercies.  Arb.  O Hand  up, 

And  let  me  kneel,  the  light  will  be  alham’d 
To  lee  oblervance  done  to  me  by  you. 

Ar.n.  You  are  my  King. 

Arb.  You  are  my  Mother,  rife  -, 

As  far  be  all  your  faults  from  your  own  foul, 

As  from  my  memory  then  you  lhall  be 

As  white  as  innocence  her  felf.  Ara.  I came 

Only  to  fliew  my  duty,  and  acknowledge 

My  forrows  for  my  fins  i longer  to  ftay  i 

Were  but  to  draw  eyes  more  attentively 

Upon  my  lhame  , that  power  that  kept  you  fafe 

From  me,  preferve  you  Itill. 

Arb.  Your  own  defires  lhall  be  your  guide.  \Exit  Arane. 

Tan.  Now  let  me  die,  fince  I havefeen  my  Lord  the  King 
Return  in  fafetie,  I have  feen  all  good  that  life 
Can  Ihew  me  \ I have  ne’re  another  wifh 
For  Heaven  to  grant,  nor  were  it  fit  I Ihould  *, 

For  I am  bound  to  fpend  my  age  to  come. 

In  giving  thanks  that  this  was  granted  me. 

Cob.  Why  does  not  your  Majefty  fpeak.^ 

Arb.  To  whom.?  Cob.  To  the  Princefs. 

Tan.  Alas  Sir,  I am  fearful,  you  do  look 
On  me,  as  ifl  were  fome  loathed  thing 
That  you  were  finding  out  a way  to  fnun. 

Gob.  Sir,  you  Ihould  fpeak  to  her.  Arb.  Ha? 

Tan.  I know  I am  unworthy,  yet  not  ill  arm’d,  with  which 
innocence  here  I will  kneel,  till  I am  one  v/ith  earth,  but  I 
will  gain  fome  w’ords  and  kindnefs  from  you. 

T tgr.  W i U you  fpeak  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Speak,  am  I what  I was? 

What  art  thou  that  dolt  creep  into  my  breaft, 

And  dar’lt  not  fee  my  face  ? Ihew  forth  thy  felf : 

I feel  a pair  of  fiery  wings  difplai’d 
Hither,  from  hence;  you  lhall  not  tarry  there. 

Up,  and  be  gone,  if  thou  beell  Love  be  gone : 

Or  I will  tear  thee  from  my  wounded  breall. 

Pull  thy  lov’d  Down  away,  and  with  thy  Quill 
By  this  right  arm  drawn  from  thy  wonted  wing. 

Write  to  thy  laughing  Mother  i’thy  bloud. 

That  you  arc  powers  bely’d,  and  all  your  darts 
Arc  to  be  blown  away,  by  men  refolv’d. 

Like  dull  \ I know  thou  fear’ll  my  words,  away. 

Tigr.  O mifery ! why  Ihould  he  be  fo  flow  ? 

There  can  no  fallhood  come  of  loving  her  •, 

Though  I have  given  my  faith ; Ihc  is  a thing 
Both  to  be  lov’d  and  ferv’d  beyond  my  faith : 

1 would  he  would  prefent  me  to  her  quickly. 

Tan.  Will  you  not  fpeak  at  all  ? are  you  fo  far 
F^om  kind  words  ? yet  to  fave  my  modelty. 

That  mull  talk  till  you  anfwcr,  do  not  ftancl 

As  you  were  dumb,  fay  fomething,  though  it  be 
Poyfon’d  with  anger,  that  it  may  Itrike  me  dead. 

Mar.  Have  you  no  life  at  all.?  for  man  hood  fake 
Let  her  not  kneel,  and  talk  neglected  thus ; 

A tree  would  find  a tongue  to  anfwer  her. 

Did  fne  but  give  it  fuch  a lov’d  refped. 

Arb.  You  mean  this  Lady:  lift  her  from  the  earth why 
do  you  let  her  kneel  lb  long  ? Alas,  Madam,  your  beauty 
ules  to  command,  and  not  to  beg.  What  isyourfute  to 
me .?  it  lhall  be  granted,  yet  the  time  is  lliort,  and  my  affairs 
are  great : but  where’s  my  Siller  ? I bade  llie  lliould  be  brought. 
Mar.  What,  is  he  mad  ? 

Arb.  Gobrids,  where  is  file  ? 

Gob.  Sir.  Arb.  Where  is  Ihe  man  ? 

Gob.  Who,  Sir .? 

Arb.  Who,  hall  thou  forgot  my  Siller .? 

Gob.  Your  Siller,  Sir? 

Arb.  Your  Siller,  Sir.?  fome  one  that  hath  a wit,  an- 
fwer, where  is  Ihe .?  Gob.  Do  you  not  lee  her  there  ? 
Arb.  Where?  Gob.  There. 

Arb.  There,  where? 

Mar.  S’light,  there,  are  you  blind? 

_ Arb.  Which  do  you  mean,  that  little  one? 

Gob.  No  Sir. 

Arb.  No  Sir .?  why,  do  you  mock  me  ? I can  fee 
No  other  here,  but  that  petitioning  Lady. 

Gob.  That’s  Ihe.  Arb.  Away. 

^ob.  Sir,  it  is  Ihe. 

Arb.  ’Tisfalle.  Gob.  Is  it? 

Arb.  As  hell,  by  Heaven,  as  falfe  as  hell, 

My  Siller : is  Ihe  dead  ? if  it  be  fo, 

Speak  boldly  to  me  ^ for  I am  a man. 

And  dare  not  quarrel  with  Divinity  ^ ^ 

And  do  not  think  to  cozen  me  with  this ; 

I fee  you  all  are  mute  and  Hand  amaz’d. 

Fearful  to  anfwer  me  -,  it  is  too  true, 

A decreed  inflant  cuts  olf ev’ry  life, 

For  which  to  mourn,  is  to  repine;  Ihedy’d 
A Virgin,  though  more  innocent  than  llieep. 

As  clear  as  her  own  eyes,  and  bleflednefs 
Ete  i nal  waits  upon  her  w'here  Ihe  is : 

1 know  Ihe  could  not  make  a wifli  to  change 
Her  Rate  for  new,  and  you  fliall  fee  me  bear 
My  crolfes  like  a man  we  all  muR  die. 

And  file  hath  taught  us  how. 

Gob.  DonotmiRake, 

And  vex  your  felf  for  nothing for  her  death 
Is  a long  life  off,  I hope : ’Tis  fhe. 

And  if  my  Ipeech  defer  ve  not  faith,  lay  death 
Upon  me,  and  my  latcR  words  lhall  force 
A credit  from  you. 

Arb.  Which,  good  Gobrins .?  that  Lady  doR  thou  megn  ? 
Gob.  That  Lady  Sir, 

She  is  your  SiRer,  and  ffie  is  your  SiRer 
That  loves  you  lb,  ’tis  Ihe  for  whom  I weep, 

To  fee  you  ule  her  thus.  Arb.  It  cannot  be. 

Tigr.  Pilh,  this  is  tedious, 

I cannot  hold,  I muR  prefent  my  felf. 

And  yet  the  fight  of  my  Spaconia 
Touches  me,  as  a Ridden  thunder-clap 
Does  one  that  is  about  to  fin.  Arb.  Away, 

No  more  of  this^  here  I pronounce  him  Traytor, 

The  dired  plotter  of  my  death,  that  names 
Or  thinks  her  for  my  SiRer,  ’tis  a lie. 

The  moR  malicious  of  the  world,  invented 
To  mad  your  King  j he  tliat  will  fay  fo  next. 

Let  him  draw  out  his  fword  and  Ihcath  it  here. 

It  is  a fin  fully  as  pardonable : 

She  is  no  kin  to  me,  nor  lhall  Ihe  be  *, 

If  Ihe  were  ever,  I create  her  none : 

And  which  of  you  can  queRion  this  ? My  power 
Is  like  the  Sea,  that  is  to  be  obey’d. 

And  not  difputed  with : I have  decreed  her 
As  far  from  having  part  of  blood  with  me,  ij 
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As  the  nak’d  Indians , come  and  anfwcr  me, 

He  that  is  boldeft  now  •,  is  that  my  Sifter  ? 

Mat.  O this  is  fine. 

■2f/.  No  marry,  ftie  is  not,  an’t  picafc  your  Majcfty,  I 
never  thought  fhe  was,  (he’s  nothing  like  you. 

Arh.  No  ’tis  true,  Ihe  is  not. 

Mat.  Thou  lliou’dft  be  hang’d. 

Pan.  Sir,  I will  fpcak  but  once-,  by  the  fame  power 
You  make  my  blood  a ftranger  unto  yours , 

You  may  command  me  dead,  and  fo  much  love 
A ftranger  may  importune,  pray  you  do  j 
If  this  requeft  appear  too  much  to  grant. 

Adopt  me  of  fome  other  Family, 

By  your  unqueftion’d  word  ; clfe  I Ihall  live 
Like  linfull  iflues  that  are  left  in  ftreets 
By  their  regardlefs  Mothers,  and  no  name 
Will  be  found  for  me. 

Arh.  1 will  hear  no  more, 

Why  fhould  there  be  fuch  mufick  in  a voyce, 

And  fin  for  me  to  hear  it  ? All  the  world 
May  take  delight  in  this,  and  ’tis  damnation 
For  me  to  do  fo : You  are  fair  and  wife 
Andvertuous  I think,  and  he  is  bleft 
That  is  fo  near  you  as  my  brother  is ; 

But  you  are  nought  to  me  but  a difeafe ; 

Continual  torment  without  hope  of  eafe  ^ 

Such  an  ungodly  ficknefs  I have  got. 

That  he  that  undertakes  my  cure,  muft;  firft 
©’rethrow  Divinity,  all  moral  Laws, 

And  leave  mankind  as  unconfin’d  as  beafts. 

Allowing  ’em  to  do  all  adions 
As  freely  as  they  drink  when  they  defire. 

Let  me  not  hear  you  fpeak  again  ^ yet  fee 
I lhall  but  langifh  for  the  want  of  that. 

The  having  which,  would  kill  me : No  man  here 
Offer  to  fpeak  for  her  *,  for  I confider 
As  much  as  you  can  fay  \ I will  not  toil 
My  body  and  my  mind  too,  reft  thou  there, 

Here’s  one  within  will  labour  for  you  both. 

‘Ta.n.  I would  I were  paft  fpeaking. 

(^oh.  Fear  not  Madam, 

The  King  will  alter,  ’tis  fome  fudden  rage. 

And  you  lhall  fee  it  end  fome  other  way. 

T*cm.  Pray  heaven  it  do. 

Tig.  Though  Ihe  to  whom  I fwore,  be  here,  I cannot 
Stifle  my  palTion  longer  •,  if  my  father 
Should  rife  again  dilquieted  with  this. 

And  charge  me  to  forbear,  yet  it  would  out. 

Madam,  a ftranger,  and  a pris’ner  begs 
To  be  bid  welcome.  Pan.  You  are  welcome.  Sir, 
Ithink,butifyoubenot,  ’tis  paft  me 
To  make  you  fo : for  I am  here  a ftranger. 

Greater  than  you  *,  we  know  from  whence  you  come, 

But  I appear  a loft  thing,  and  by  whom 
Is  yet  uncertain,  found  here  i’th’ Court, 

I And  oi?ely  fuffer’dto  walk  up  and  down, 

I As  one  not  worth  the  owning.  Spa.  O,  I fear 
Tigranes  will  be  caught,  he  looks,  me-thinks. 

As  hewould  change  his  eyes  with  her-,  fome  help 
There  is  above  for  me,  I hope. 

Tigr.  Why  do  you  turn  away,  and  weep  fo  faft. 

And  utter  things  that  mif  become  your  looks. 

Can  you  want  owning  ? Spa.  O ’tis  certain  fo. 

71^^.  Acknowledge  your  felf  mine. 

An'\  How  now  ? 

Tigr . And  then  fee  if  you  want  an  owner. 

Arh.  They  are  talking. 

Tigr.  Nations  lhall  owne  you  for  their  Queen. 

Arh.  Tigranes.,  artnotthoumyprifoner  ? 

Tigr.  Lam.  Arh.  And  who  is  this? 

Ttgr.  Sk  e is  your  Sifter^  Arh.  She  is  fo. 

Mar.  Is  Ihe  fo  again?  that’s  well.  (her? 

Arh.  Aad  then  how  dare  you  offer  to  change  words  with 

Tigr.  Dare  do  it ! Why  ? you  brought  me  hither  Sir^ 
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To  that  intent.  Arh.  Perhaps  I told  you  fo, 

If  I had  fworn  it , had  you  fo  much  folly 
To  credit  it  ? The  leall  word  that  Ihc  fpcaks 
Is  worth  a life rule  your  difordcred  tongue, 

Or  I will  temper  it.  Spa.  Bleft  be  the  breath. 

Tigr.  Temper  my  tongue!  fuch  incivilities 
As  thefe,  no  barbarous  people  ever  knew : 

You  break  the  lawesof  Nature,  and  of  Nations, 

You  talk  to  me  as  if  I wcreaprilbner 

For  theft : my  tongue  be  temper’d  ? I muft  fpeak 

If  thunder  check  me,  and  I will. 

Arh’.  You  will?  Spa.  Alas  my  fortune. 

Tigr.  Do  not  fear  his  frown,  dear  Madam,  hear  me. 

Arh.  Fear  not  my  frown  ? but  that  ’twere  bafe  in  me 
To  fight  with  one  I know  I can  o’recome. 

Again  thou  fliouldfl:  be  conquer’d  by  me. 

Mar.  He  has  one  ranfome  with  him  already  me-thinks 
’T  were  good  to  fight  double,  or  quit. 

Arh.  Away  with  him  to  prifon:  Now  Sir,  fee 
If  my  frown  beregardlefs ; Why  delay  you  ? 

Seife  him  Bacarms,  you  lliall  know  my  word 
Sweeps  like  a wind,  and  all  it  grapples  with. 

Are  as  the  chaffe  before  it.  Tigr.  Touch  me  not 
Arh.  Help  there.  Tigr.  Away. 

1 Gent.  It  is  in  vain  to  ftruggle. 
zGent.  You  muft  be  forc’d. 

Bac.  Sir,  you  muft  pardon  us,  we  muft;  obey. 

Arh.  Why  do  you  dally  there?  drag  him  away 
By  any  thing.  Bac.  Come  Sir. 

Tigr.  Juftice,thou  ought’ft  to  give  me  ftrength  enough 
To  Ibake  all  thefe  off This  is  tyrannie, 

Arhaces,{utkr  than  the  burning  Bulls, 

Or  that  fam’d  bed.  Thou  niightft:  as  well 
Search  i’th’  deep  of  Winter  through  the  fnow 
For  half  ftarv’d  people,  to  bring  home  with  thee. 

To  Ihew  ’em  fire,  and  fend  ’em  back  again. 

As  ufe  me  thus. 

Arh.hQt  him  be  clofe,5^zc«mx.  [Txeant  Tigt.and  Bac, 

Spa.  I ne’rerejoyc’d  atany  ill  to  him. 

But  this  imprifonment : what  lhall  become 

Of  me  forfaken  ? (job.  You  will  not  let  your  Sifter 

Depart  thus  difeontented  from  you.  Sir  ? 

Arh.  By  no  means  Gohrias,  I have  done  her  wrong, 

And  made  my  felf  believe  much  of  my  felf, 

That  is  not  in  me:  You  did  kneel  to  me, 

Whileft  I flood  ftubborn  and  regardlefs  by, 
Andlikeagodincenfed,  gave  no  ear 
To  all  your  prayers ; behold,  I kneel  to  you. 

Shew  a contempt  as  large  as  was  my  owri. 

And  I will  fuffer  it,  yet  at  the  laft  forgive  me. 

Pan.  O you  wrong  me  more  in  this. 

Than  in  your  rage  you  did : you  mock  me  now. 

Arh.  Never  forgive  me  then,  which  is  the  worft: 

Can  happen  to  me.  Pan.  If  you  be  in  earneft, 

Stand  up  and  give  me  but  a gentle  look. 

And  two  kind  words,  and  I lhall  be  in  heaven. 

Arh.  Rife  you  then  to  hear  -,  I acknowledge  thee 
My  hope,  the  only  jewel  of  my  life. 

The  beft  of  Sifters,  dearer  than  my  breath, 

A happinefs  as  high  as  I could  think ; 

And  when  my  adions  call  thee  otherwife. 

Perdition  light  upon  me.  Tan.  This  is  better 
Than  if  you  had  not  frown’d,  it  comes  to  me. 

Like  mercie  at  the  block,  and  when  I leave 
To  ferve  you  with  my  life,  your  curfe  be  with  me, 

Arh.  Then  thus  I do  falute  thee,  and  again, 

To  make  this  knot  the  ftronger,  Paradife 
Is  there ; It  may  be  you  are  yet  in  doubt. 

This  third  kifs  blots  it  out,  I wade  in  fin. 

And  foolilhly  intice  my  felf  along  -, 

Take  her  away,  fee  her  a prifoner 
In  her  own  chamber  clofely,^ol>r/^.  I 

Pan.  Alas  Sir , why  ? 
tArh.  1 miiftnOtftay  the  anfwer,  doe  it,' 
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Gbb.  Good  Sir.  ^Arb.  No  more,  doc  it  I fay. 

AUrd.  This  is  better  and  better. 

Yet  liear  me  fpeak. 

udrb.  1 will  not  hear  you  fpeak, 

Away  with  her,  let  no  man  think  to  fpeak 
For  fuch  a creature  \ for  Ihe  is  a witch, 

Aprifoner,  and  a Traitor. 

Cob.  Madam,  this  office  grieves  me. 

7.Z//.  Nay,  ’tis  well  the  king  is  pleafed  with  it. 

Arb.  Befus,  go  you  along  too  with  her ; 1 will  prove 
All  this  that  I have  laid,  if  I may  live 
So  long  *,  but  I amdefperately  lick, 

For  fhe  has  given  me  poifon  in  a kifs ; 

She  had’t  betwixt  her  lips,  and  with  her  eyes 
She  witches  people  : go  without  a word. 

[_ExeM>/t  Gob.  Pan.  Bef  <tWSpaconia. 
Why  fliould  you  that  have  made  me  Hand  in  vTar 
Like  fate  it  felf,  cutting  what  threds  1 pleas’d, 

Decree  fuch  an  unworthy  end  of  me. 

And  all  my  glories  ? What  am  I,  alas. 

That  you  oppofe  me  ? if  my  fecret  thoughts 
Have  ever  harbour’d  fwellingsagainltyou. 

They  could  not  hurt  you,  and  it  is  in  you 
To  give  me  forrow,  that  will  render  me 
Apt  to  receive  your  mercy ; rather  fo. 

Let  it  be  rather  fo,  than  punilh  me 
W'ith  fuch  unmanly  fins ; Incell  is  in  me 
Dwelling  already,  and  it  muft  be  holy 
That  pulls  it  thence,  wliere  art  eJdFardonins  / 

Mar.  Here  Sir. 

Arb.  I pray  thee  bear  me,  if  thou  canfl. 

Am  1 not  grown  a llrangc  weight  ? 

M.rr.  As  you  were.  Arb.  No  heavier  ? 

M.rr.  No  Sir.  Arb.  Why,  my  legs 
Refufe  to  bear  my  body  •,  O A'fardonuu, 

Thou  hafb  in  field  beheld  me,  when  thou  knowfl 
1 could  have  gone,  though  I could  never  run. 

Mar.  And  fo  1 lhall  again. 

Arb.  O no,  ’tis  part. 

Mar.  Pray  you  go  relt  your  felf. 

Arb.  Wilt  thou  hereafter  when  they  talk  of  me. 

As  thou  fhalt  hear  nothing  but  infamy, 

Remember  fome  of  thole  things  ? 

Mar.  Yes  I will. 

Arb.  I pray  thee  do : for  thou  flialt  never  fee  me  fo  again. 

\_Exeunt 

Enter  Beffm  alone. 

Bef.  They  talk  of  fame,  1 have  gotten  it  in  the  wars  7 
and  will  afford  any  man  a reafonabie  penny-worth : fome 
will  fay,  they  could  be  content  to  have  it,  but  that  it  is  to 
be  atchiev’d  with  danger  •,  but  my  opinion  is  otherwife : 
for  if  1 might  (land  ftill  in  Cannon  proof,  and  have  fame 
fall  upon  me,  I would  refufe  it ; my  reputation  came  prin- 
cipally by  thinking  to  run  away,  which  no  body  knows 
but  Mardonins,  and  I think  he  conceals  it  to  anger  me. 
Before  I went  to  the  warrs,  1 came  to  the  Town  a young 
fellow,  without  means  or  parts  to  defer vc  friends-,  and 
my  empty  guts  perfwaded  me  to  lie,  and  abufe  people  for 
my  meat,  which  I did,  and  they  beat  me:  then  would  I 
faft  two  days,  till  my  hunger  cri’d  out  on  me,  rail  ftill, 
then  mc-thought  I had  a monftrous  ftomach  to  abufe’em 
again,  and  did  it.  I,  this  ftate  I continu’d  till  they  hung 
me  up  by  th’  heels,  and  beat  me  wi’  hallc  Hicks , as  if  they 
would  have  baked  me,  and  have  coufeii’d  Ibmc  body  wi’me 
forVenifon:  After  this  I rail’d,  and  cat  quietly:  for  the 
whole  Kingdom  took  notice  of  me  for  a baffl’d  whipt  fel- 
low, and  what  I faid  was  rtmembred  in  mirth  but  never  in 
anger,  of  which  1 was  glad;  1 would  it  were  at  that  pafs 
again.  After  this,  heaven  calls  an  Aunt  of  mine,  that  left 
two  hundred  pound  in  a coufins  hand  for  me, who  taking  me 
fo  lx;  a gallant  young  fpirit,  raifed  .n  company  for  me  with 
the  money  and  fent  me  into  ^Armenia  with’em  : Away  1 
would  have  run  from  them,  but  that  I could  get  no  com- 


pany, and  alone  I durft  not  run.  I was  never  at  battail 
but  once,  and  there  I was  running,  but  Mnrdenms  cudgel’d 
me;  yet  1 gotloofeatlaft,  but  was  lb  fraid,  that  I fawno 
more  than  my  fhouldersdoe,  but  fled  with  my  whole  com- 
pany amonglt  my  Enemies,  and  overthrew’em  : Now  the 
report  of  my  valour  is  come  over  before  me,  and  they  fay  I 
was  a raw  young  fellow,  but  now  I am  improv’d,  a Plague 
on  their  eloquence,  ’t  will  coft  me  many  a beating ; And 
Mardonim  might  help  this  too,  if  he  would  ^ for  now  they 
think  to  get  honour  on  me,  and  all  the  men  I have  abus’d 
call  me  freflily  worthily , as  they  call  it  by  the  way  of 
challenge.  ' 

Enter  a Gent. 

3 C^ent.  Good  morrow.  Captain  Bejfas. 

Bef  Good  morrow  Sir. 

3 (fent.  1 come  to  fpeak  with  you. 

Bef.  You’re  very  welcome. 

3 Gent.  From  one  that  holds  himfelf  wrong’d  by  you 
fome  three  years  fince : your  worth  he  fays  is  fam’d,  and  he 
doth  nothing  doubt  but  you  will  do  him  right,  as  befeems  a 
fouldier.  Bef  A poxon’em,  fo  they  cry  all. 

3 Gent.  And  a flight  note  I have  about  me  for  you,  for 
the  delivery  of  which  you  muft  excufeme*,  it  is  an  office 
that  friendfhip  calls  upon  me  to  do, and  no  way  offenfive  to 
you  fince  I defire  but  right  on  both  fides. 

Bef  ’Tis  ^ challenge  Sir,  is  it  not  ? 

3 Gent.  Tis  an  inviting  to  the  field. 

Bef.  An  invking  ? O Sir  your  Mercy, what  a Complement 
^he  delivers  it  with?  he  might  as  agreeable  to  my  nature 
prefent  me  poifon  with  fuch  a fpeech  -.urn  urn  um  reputation, 
um  um  um  call  you  to  account,  um  um  um  forc’d  to  this, 
umum  um  with  my  Sword,  um  umum  like  a Gentleman, 
um  um  um  dear  to  me , um  um  um  fatisfadion : ’Tis  very 
well  Sir,  I do  accept  it,  but  he  muft  await  an  anfwerthis 
thirteen  weeks. 

3 (fent.  Why  Sir,  he  would  be  glad  to  wipe  off  his  ftain 
as  foon  as  he  could. 

Bef  Sir  upon  my  credit  I am  already  ingag’d  to  two  hun- 
dred, and  twelve,  all  which  muft  have  their  ftains  wip’d  off, 
if  that  be  the  word,before  him. 

3 (fent.  Sir,  if  you  be  truly  ingag’d  but  to  one,  heffiall 
flay  a competent  time. 

Bef  Upon  my  faith  Sir,  to  two  hundred  and  twelve,  and 
I have  a fpent  body,  too  much  bruis’d  in  battel,  fo  that  I 
cannot  fight,  I mull  be  plain,  above  three  combats  a day : 
All  the  kindnefs  I canfliewhim,  is  tofethim  refblvedly  in 
my  rowle,  the  two  hundred  and  thirteenth  man,  which  is 
fomething,  for  I tell  you,  I think  there  will  be  more  after 
him,  than  before  him,  I think  fo  ; pray  you  commend  me  to 
him,  and  tell  him  this. 

3 Gent.  I will  Sir,  good  morrow  to  you. 

\Exit  3 Gent. 

Bef  Good  morrow  good  Sir.  Certainly  my  fafeft  way 
were  to  print  my  felf  a coward,  with  a difeovery  how  I 
came  by  my  credit,  and  clap  it  upon  every  poll  -,  I have  re- 
ceived above  thirty  challenges  within  this  two  hours,  marry 
all  but  the  firft  I put  off  with  ingagement,  and  by  good  for- 
tune,the  firft  is  no  madder  of  fighting  than  I,fo  that  that’s  re- 
ferred, the  place  where  it  muft  be  ended,is  four  days  journey 
off,  and  our  arbitratours  are  thefe  : He  has  chofen  a Ger  i- 
tleman  in  travel,  and  I have  a fpecial  friend  with  a qua  .r- 
tain  aguc,like  to  hold  himthis  five  ycars;for  mine;  and  wl  len 
his  man  comes  home,  we  arc  to  cxpcdl  my  friends  hcafth  ; 
If  they  would  findeme  challenges  thus  thick,  as  long  as  I 
liv’d, I would  have  no  other  living;  I can  make  leven  fbi  ilings 
a dayo’th’  paper  to  the  Grocers:  yet  I learn  noth' .ng  by 
all  thefe  but  a little  skill  in  comparing  of  ftiles.  I d'  0 lindc 
evidently,  that  there  is  fome  one  Scrivener  in  thi-  iTown, 
that  has  a great  hand  in  writing  of  Challenges,  for  they 
arc  all  ofa  cut,  and  fix  of  ’em  in  a hand  ; and  thf  jy  all  end, 
my  reputation  is  dear  to  me,  and  I muft  require  fa  tisfaeftion: 
Who’s  there  ? more  paper  I hope,  no,  ’tis  my  Lor  d Bacunm.^ 
I fear  all  is  not  well  betwixt  us. 

E-nter 
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Enter  Baciiiius. 

B.ic.  Now  Captain  'Bejfniy  I come  about  a frivolous  mat- 
ter caus’d  by  as  idle  a report  .•  yoii  know  you  were  a 
coward.  'Sef.  Very  right. 

'B^c.  And  wronged  me. 

'BeJ.  True  my  Lord. 

Bac.  But  now  people  will  call  you  valiant,  defertlcfly  1 
think,  yet  for  their  fatisfaflion,  Iwill  have  you  light  with 
Bef.  O my  good  Lord,  my  deep  Engagements.  (me.  | 
Bac.  Tell  not  me  of  your  Engagements,  Captain  Bejfm., 
it  is  not  to  be  put  off  with  an  cxcufe : for  my  own  part,  I 
am  none  of  the  multitude  that  believe  your  converfion  from 
Coward. 

Bef.  My  Lord,  I feek  not  (parrels,  and  this  belongs  not 
to  me,  I am  not  to  maintain  it. 

'Bac.  Who  then  pray  ? 

Bef  the  Coward  wrong’d  you.  Sac.  Right. 

Bef  And  lhall  the  Valiant,  maintain  what  Beffus 
the  Coward  did  ? 

Bac.  I pray  thee  leave  thefe  cheating  tricks,  I fwear  thou 
lhalt  fight  with  me,  or  thou  lhait  be  beaten  extreamly, 
and  kick’d. 

Bef  Since  you  provoke  me  thus  far,  my  Lord,  I will 
fight  with  you,  and  by  ray  Sword  it  fhall  coll  me  twenty 
pound,  but  I will  have  my  Leg  well  a week  fooner  purpofely. 

Bac.  Your  Leg?  Why,  what  ailes  your  Leg.?  i’ledoa 
cure  on  you.  Hand  up. 

Bef  My  Lord,  this  is  not  Noble  in  you. 

Bac.  What  dolt  thou  with  fuch  a phrafe  in  thy  mouth  ? 

I will  kick  thee  out  of  all  good  words  before  1 leave  thee. 

Bef  My  Lord,  1 take  this  as  a punilhment  for  the  of- 
fence 1 did  when  I was  a Coward. 

Bac.  When  thou  wert  ? Confefs  thy  felf  a Coward  Hill, 
or  by  this  light,  I’le  beat  thee  into  Spunge. 

Bef  Why  lam  one. 

Bac.  Are  you  fo  Sir?  And  why  do  you  wear  a Sword 
then.?  Come  unbuckle.  Bef.  My  Lord. 

Bac.  Unbuckle  I fay,  and  give  it  me,  or  as  I live,  thy 
head  will  ake  extreamly. 

Bef  It  is  a pretty  Hilt,  and  if  your  Lordlhip  take  an 
affedion  to  it.  With  all  my  heart  I prefent  it  to  you  for 
New-years-gift. 

Bac.  I thank  you  very  heartily,  fWeet  Captain,  farewel. 

Bef  One  word  more,  I befeech  your  Lordlhip  to  render 
me  my  knife  again. 

Bac.  Marry  % all  means  Captain  •,  cherilh  your  felf  with 
it,  and  eat  hard,  good  Captain  *,  we  cannot  tell  whether  we 
lhall  have  any  more  fuch : Adue  dear  Captain.  {Exit  Bac. 

Bef.  I will  make  better  ufe  of  this,  tLan  of  my  Sword : 
A bafe  fpirit  has  this  vantage  of  a brave  one,  it  keeps  al- 
wayes  at  a ftay,  nothing  brings  it  down,  not  beating.  I 
remember  I promis’d  the  King  in  a great  Audience,  that  I 
w'ould  make  my  back-biters  eat  my  fword  to  a knife  ^ how 
to  get  another  fword  I know  not,  nor  know  any  means  left 
for  me  to  maintain  my  credit,  but  impudence : therefore  I 
will  out-fwear  him  and  all  his  followers,  that  this  is  all 
that’s  left  uneaten  of  my  fword.  ffAr/r  BclTus. 

Enter  Mardonius. 

Mar.  rie  move  the  King,  he  is  moll  ftrangely  alter’d  j 
I guefs  the  caufe  I fear  too  right,  Heaven  has  fome  fecret 
end  in’t,  and  ’tis  a fcourge  no  queftion  jultly  laid  upon 
him ; he  has  followed  me  through  twenty  Rooms ; and 
ever  when  I ftay  to  wait  his  command,he  blulhes  like  a Girl, 
and  looks  upon  me,  as  if  modefty  kept  in  his  bulinefs : fo 
turns  away  from  me,  but  if  I go  on,  he  follows  me  again. 

Enter  Arbaces. 

See,  here  he  is.  I do  not  ufe  this,  yet  I know  not  how, 
I cannot  chufe  but  weep  to  fee  him  j his  very  Enemies  I 
think,  whofe  wounds  have  bred  his  fame,  if  they  ftiould 
fee  him  now,  would  find  tears  i’their  eyes. 

Arb.  1 cannot  Utter  it,  why  ftiould  I keep 


A breaft  to  harbour  thoughts?  1 dare  not  fpcak. 

Darknefs  is  in  my  bofom,  and  there  lie 
A thoufand  thoughts  that  cannot  brook  the  light ; 

How  wilt  thou  vex  ’em  when  this  deed  is  dorlc, 

Confciencc,  that  arc  afi  aid  to  let  me  name  it .? 

Mar.  How  do  you  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Why  very  well  Mardonim,  how  doft  thou  do  ? 

Mar.  Better  than  you  1 fear, 

Arb.  1 hope  thou  arc for  to  be  plain  with  thee, 

Thou  art  in  Hell  elfe,  fecret  fcorching  flames 
That  far  tranfeend  earthly  material  fires 
Are  crept  into  me,  and  there  is  no  cure. 

Is  it  notitrange  Mardonius.^  there’s  no  cure? 

Mar.  Sir,  either  I miftakc,  or  there  is  fomething  hid 
That  you  would  utter  to  me. 

Arb.  So  there  is,  but  yet  I cannot  do  it. 

Mar.  Out  with  it  Sir,  if  it  be  dangerous,  I will  not 
(brink  to  do  you  fcrvice.j  1 fliall  not  efteem  my  life  a weigh- 
tier matter  than  indeed  it  is,  I know  it  is  fubjed  to  more 
chances  than  it  has  hours,  and  I were  better  lofe  it  in  my 
Kings  caufe , than  with  an  ague,  or  a fall,  or  fleeping, 
to  a Thief^  as  all  thefe  are  probable  enough:  let  me  but 
know  what  I lhall  do  for  you. 

Arb.  It  will  not  out : were  you  with  Gobrias.^ 

And  bad  him  give  my  Sifter  all  content 
The  place  affords,  and  give  her  leave  to  fend 
And  fpeak  to  whom  Ihe  pleafe .? 

Mar.  Yes  Sir,  I was. 

ey^rb.  And  did  you  to  Baciirim  fay  as  much 
About  ? Mar.  Yes. 

Arb.  That’s  all  my  bulinefs. 

Mar.  O fay  not  fo. 

You  had  an  anfwer  of  this  before^ 

Befides  I think  this  bulinefs  might 
Be  utter’d  more  carelefly. 

Arb.  Comethouflialthaveitout,  I do  befeech  thee 
By  all  the  love  thou  haft  profeft  to  me, 

To  fee  my  Sifter  from  me. 

Mar.  Well,  and  what?  Arb.  That’s  all. 

Mar.  That’s  ftrange,  1 lhall  fay  nothing  to  her  ? 

Arb.  Not  a word  j 

But  if  thou  loveft  me,  find  fome  fubtil  way 
To  make  her  underftand  by  figns. 

Mar.  But  what  lliall  I make  her  underftand  ? 

Arb.  O Mardonius^  for  that  I muft  be  pardon’d. 

Mar.  You  may,  but  I can  only  fee  her  then. 

Arb.  ’Tis  true  ^ 

Bear  her  this  Ring  then,  and 
One  more  advice,  thou  llialt  fpcak  to  her : 

Tell  her  I do  love  My  kindred  all ; wilt  thou  ? 
eJMar.  Is  there  no  more  ? 

Arb.  Oyesandher  thebeft^ 

Better  than  any  Brother  loves  his  Sifter : That’s  all. 

Mar.  Methinks  this  need  not  have  been  delivered  with 
fuch  a caution ; Tie  do  it. 

eArb.  There  is  more  yet. 

Wilt  thou  be  faithul  to  me  ? 

Mar.  Sir,  if  I take  upon  me  to  deliver  ir^  after  I hear  it, 
rie  pafs  through  fire  to  do  it. 

Arb.  I love  her  better  than  a Brother  ought ; 

Doft  thou  conceive  me  ? 

<iJMar.  I hope  you  do  not  Sir. 

(Arb.  No,  thou  art  dull,  kneel  down  before  her, 

And  ne’r  rife  again,  till  Ihe  will  love  me. 
cAtar.  Why,  I think  flic  does. 

Arb.  But  better  than  (he  does,  another  way, 

As  wives  love  Husbands. 

BEir.  Why,  I think  there  are  few  Wives  that  love  their 
Husbands  better  than  Ihe  does  you. 

Arb.  Thou  wilt  not  underftand  me:  is  it  fit 
This  Ihould  be  uttered  plainly  ? take  it  then 
Naked  as  it  is:  I would  defire  her  love 
Lafeiviourty,  lewdly;,  inceftuoufly. 

To  do  a fin  that  needs  muft  damn  us  both, 
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j And  thee  too ; doft  thou  underhand  me  now  ? 

Yes,  there’s  yonr  Ring  again  ^ what  have  I done 
Difhoneftly  in  my  whole  life,  name  it. 

That  you  fiiould  put  lb  bale  a bufinefs  to  me? 

u4rb.  Didrt  thou  not  tell  me  thou  wouldft  do  it  ? 

yl/./r.  Yes;  if  I undertook  it,  but  if  all 
My  hairs  were  lives,  I would  not  be  engag’d 
In  fuch  a cafe  to  favc  my  lall  life. 

O guilt ! ha  how  poor  and  weak  a thing  art  thou  ? 
This  man  that  is  my  lervant,  whom  my  breath 
Might  blow  upon  the  world,  might  beat  me  here 
Having  this  caufe,  whil’ft  I prefl  down  with  fin 
Could  not  refill  him  : hear  Mardonins, 

It  was  a motion  mif-befeeming  man, 

And  1 am  lorry  for  it. 

Jl.ir.  Heaven  grant  you  may  be  fo;  you  mufl:  under- 
fland,  nothing  that  you  can  utter,  can  remove  my  love 
and  lervice  from  my  Prince.  But  otherwife  , I think  I 
lhall  not  love  you  more.  For  you  are  finful,  and  if  you  do 
this  crime,  you  ought  to  have  no  Laws.  For  after  this,  it 
will  be  great  injuftice  in  you  to  punifli  any  offender  for  any 
crime,  for  my  felf  I find  my  heart  too  big:  I feel  I have 
not  patience  to  look  on  whilft  you  run  thefe  forbidden 
courlcs.  Means  I have  none  but  your  favour,  and  I am 
rather  glad  that  I (hall  lofe  ’em  both  together,  than  keep 
’em  with  fuch  conditions;  I (hall  find  a dwelling  amongll 
fomc  people,  where  though  our  Garments  perhaps  be  cour- 
ier, we  fhall  be  richer  far  within,  and  harbour  no  fuch  vices 
in  ’em ; the  Gods  preferve  you,  and  mend. 

ylrb.  McirdoniuSy  flay  MardomuSy  for  though 
My  prefent  Rate  requires  nothing  but  knaves 
To  be  about  me,  fuch  as  are  prepar’d 
For  every  wicked  aeft,  yet  who  docs  know 
But  that  my  loathed  Fate  may  turn  about, 

And  I have  ufe  for  honefi:  men  again  ? 

I hope  I may,  I prethee  leave  me  not. 

€mer  Beflus. 

Bef.  V\’herc  istheKing?  There. 

Bef.  An’t  pleafe  your  Majefty,  there’s  the  knife. 

Arb.  What  knife? 

Bt^.  The  Sword  is  eaten. 

Mar.  Away  you  fool,  the  King  is  ferious. 

And  cannot  now  admit  your  vanities. 

Bef.  Vanities!  I’me no  honeft man,  ifmy enertiieshave 
not  brought  it  to  this,  what,  do  you  think  I lie  ? 

Arb.  No,  no,  ’tis  well  BeffiiSy  ’tis  very  well  I’m  glad  on’t. 

CMar.  Ifyour  enemies  brought  it  to  this,  your  enemies 
are  Cutlers,  come  leave  the  King. 

'Bef.  Why,  may  not  valour  approach  him  ? ^ 

zJMar.  Yes,  but  he  has  affairs,  depart,  or  I fhall  be 
fomething  unmannerly  with  you. 

Arb.  No,  \ct\\\m.[\2iy  downs y let  him  flay, 

1 have  occafion  w'ith  him  very  weighty. 

And  I can  fparc  you  now.  aJMar.  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Why  I can  fparc  you  now. 

'Bef  fjd'lar damns  give  way  to  thcfc  State  affairs. 

Indeed  you  are  fitter  for  this  prefent  purpofe. 

[Exit  Mar. 

Arb.  Beffnsy  I fhould  imploy  thee,  wilt  thou  do’t? 

Bef.  Do’t  for  you  ? by  this  Air  I will  do  any  thing  with- 
out exception,  be  it  a good,  bad,  or  indifferent  thing. 

Arb.  Do  not  fwear. 

Bef  By  this  light  but  I will,  any  thing  whatfoever. 

Arb.  But  I fhall  name  the  thing. 

Thy  Confciencc  will  not  fuffer  thee  to  do. 

'Bef  I would  fain  hear  that  thing. 

Arb.  Why  I would  have  thee  get  my  Sifter  for  me  ? 
Thou  underflaijdfl  me,  in  a wicked  manner. 

Bef.  O you  w’ould  have  a bout  with  her  ? 
ric  do’t,  riedo’t,  I’faith. 

Arb.  Wilt  thou,  do’ft  thou  make  no  more  on’t  ? 

Bef  More?  no,  why  is  there  any  thing  clfc?  if  there 
be,  it  fhall  be  done  too. 


Arb.  Haft  thou  no  greater  fenfe  of  fuch  a fin  ? 

Thou  art  too  wicked  for  my  company. 

Though  I have  hell  within  me,  thou  may’fl  yet 
Corrupt  me  further : pray  thee  anfwer  me, 

How  do  I fliew  to  thee  after  this  motion  ? 

Bef  WhyyourMajefly  looks  as  well  in  my  opinion,  as 
ever  you  did  lince  you  were  born. 

Arb.  But  thou  appcar’ft  to  me  after  thy  grant, 

The  ugliefl,  loathed  deteflable  thing 

That  I ever  met  with.  Thou  haft  eyes 

Like  the  flames  of  Snlphnr,  which  me  thinks  do  dart 

Infedtion  on  me,  and  thou  haft  a mouth 

Enough  to  take  me  in  where  there  do  fland 

Four  rows  of  Iron  Teeth. 

Bef.  I feel  no  fuch  thing,  biit  ’tis  no  matter  how  I look. 
Tie  do  my  bufinefs  as  well  as  they  that  look  better,  and 
when  this  is  difpatch’d,  if  you  have  a mind  to  your  Mo- 
ther, tell  me,  and  you  fhall  fee  I’le  fet  it  hard. 

Arb.  My  Mother ! Heaven  forgive  me  to  hear  this, 

I am  infpir’d  with  horrour : now  I hate  thee 
Worfe  than  my  fin,  which  if  I could  come  by 
Should  fuffer  death  Eternal  ne’re  to  rife 
In  any  breaft  again.  Know  I will  die 
Languifhing  mad,  as  I refolve,  I fhall, 

E’re  I will  deal  by  fuch  an  inflrument : 

Thou  art  too  finful  to  imploy  in  this  *, 

Out  of  the  World,  away. 

Bef.  What  do  you  mean.  Sir? 

Arb.  Hung  round  with  Curfes,  take  thy  fearful  flight 
Into  the  Defarts,  where  ’mongft;  all  the  Monflers 
If  thou  find’fl  one  fo  beaftly  as  thy  felf. 

Thou  fhalt  be  held  as  innocent.  Bef.  Good  Sir. 

Arb.  If  there  were  no  fuch  inflruments  as  thou. 

We  Kings  could  never  adl  fuch  wicked  deeds : 

Seek  out  a man  that  mocks  Divinity, 

That  breaks  each  precept  both  of  God  and  man, 

And  natures  too,  and  does  it  without  lull, 

Meerly  becaufe  it  is  a law,  and  good. 

And  live  with  him ; for  him  thou  canfl  not  fpoil. 

Away  1 fay,  1 will  not  do  this  fin.  [Exit  Belfus. 

rie  prefs  it  here,  till  it  do  break  my  breaft. 

It  heaves  to  get  out,  but  thou  art  a fin. 

And  fpight  of  torture  I will  keep  thee  in. 


Quart  us. 

EfJterGohnaSj  Panthea,  Spaconia. 

Gob.  T T Ave  you  written  Madam  ? 

JL  X Yes,  good  Gobrias. 

Gob.  And  with  a kindnefs,  and  fuch  winning  words 
As  may  provoke  him,  atoneinftant  feel 
His  double  fault,  your  wrong,  and  his  own  raftincfs.? 

Pan.  I have  fent  words  enough,  if  words  may  win  him 
From  his  difpleafure  ^ and  fuch  words  I hope. 

As  fhall  gain  much  upon  hisgoodnefs,  Gobrias. 

Yet  fearing  they  are  many,  and  a womans, 

A poor  belief  may  follow,  I have  woven 
As  many  truths  within  ’em  to  fpeak  for  me, 

That  if  he  be  but  gracious,  and  receive  ’em 

gob.  Good  Lady  be  not  fearful,  though  he  ftiould  not 
Give  you  your  prefent  end  in  this,  believe  it. 

You  fhall  feel,  if  your  vertuc  can  induce  you 
To  labour  on’t,  this  tempeft;  which  I know. 

Is  but  a poor  proof  ’gainfl  your  patience : 

All  thofe  contents,  your  fpirit  will  arrive  at, 

Newer  and  fweetcr  to  you  ^ your  Royal  brother. 

When  he  fhall  once  colled  himfelf,  and  fee 
How  far  he  has  been  afundcr  from  himfelf; 

What  a meet  flrangcr  to  his  golden  temper : 

Mufl  from  thofe  roots  of  vertue,  never  dying. 

Though  fomewhat  flopt  with  humour,  fhoot  again 

Into 


King,  and  no  King. 
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Into  a thoufand  glories,  bearing  his  fair  branches 
High  as  our  hopes  can  look  at,  Itraight  as  Juftice, 

Loaden  with  ripe  contents ; he  loves  you  dearly, 

I know  it,  and  I hope  I need  not  farther 
Win  you  to  underhand  it.  Pan.  I believe  it 
But  howibever,  1 am  furc  I love  him  dearly  t 
So  dearly,  that  if  any  thing  I write 
For  my  enlarging  fliould  beget  his  anger, 

Heaven  be  a witnefs  with  me  and  my  faith, 

I had  rather  live  intomb’d  here. 

Gob.  You  lliall  not  feel  a worfe  ftroke  than  your  grief, 

I am  forry  ’tis  fo  fharp,  1 kifs  your  hand. 

And  this  night  will  deliver  this  true  ftory. 

With  this  hand  to  your  Brother. 

Pan.  Peace  go  with  you,  you  are  a good  man.  Gob. 
My  Spaconia,  why  are  you  ever  fad  thus  ? 

Spa.  O dear  Lady. 

Pan.  Prethee  difcover  not  a way  to  fadnefs, 
'Jearerthanihaveinme,  our  two  forrows 
Work  like  two  eager  Hawks,  who  fliall  get  hightft  5 
iow  fliall  I leflen  thine  ? for  mine  I fear 
s eafier  known  than  cur’d. 

Spa.  Heaven  comfort  both. 

And  give  you  happy  ends,  however  I 
i-all  in  my  ftubborn  fortunes. 

Tan.  This  but  teaches 
^ow  to  be  more  familiar  with  our  forrows, 

That  are  too  much  our  mafters : good  Sfaconik 
How  fliall  I do  you  fervice  ? 

Spa.  Nobleft  Lady, 

You  make  me  more  a Have  flill  to  your  goodnefs. 

And  only  live  to  purchafe  thanks  to  pay  you, 

For  that  is  all  the  bufinefs  of  my  life : now 
I will  be  bold,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo, 

To  ask  a noble  favour  of  you. 

Pan.  Speak  it,  ’tiS  yours,  for  from  fo  fweet  a vertuej 
No  ill  demand  has  iflub. 

Spa.  Then  ever  vertuous,  let  me  beg  your  will 
In  helping  me  to  fee  the  Prince  Tigranesy 
With  whom  I am  equal  prifoner,  if  not  more. 

Pan.  Referve  me  to  a greater  end  Spaconia  *, 

Bacurim  cannot  want  fo  much  good  manners 
As  to  deny  your  gentle  vifitation, 

Though  you  came  only  with  your  own  command. 

Spa.  I know  they  will  deny  me  gracious  Madani, 

Being  a flranger,  and  fo  little  fam’d, 

So  utter  empty  of  thofe  excellencies 

That  tame  Authority  ^ but  in  you  fweet  Lady, 

All  thefe  are  natural ; befide,  a power 
Deriv’d  immediate  from  your  Royal  brother, 

Whofe  leafl  word  in  you  may  command  the  Kingdom. 

Pan.  More  than  my  word  you  fhall  carry, 

For  fear  it  fail  you. 

Spa.  Dare  you  trufl:  a Token  ? 

Madam  I fear  I am  grown  too  bold  a begger. 

Pan.  You  are  a pretty  one,  and  trufl  me  Lady 
It  joyesrae,  I fliall  do  a good  to  you. 

Though  to  my  felf  I never  fhall  be  happy : 

Here,  take  this  Ring,  and  from  me  as  a Token 
Deliver  it ; I think  they  will  not  flay  you : 

So  all  your  own  defires  go  with  you  Lady. 

Spa.  And  fweet  peace  to  your  Grace. 

Pan.  Pray  Heaven  1 find  it.  \£xmnt, 

£«fer  Tigranes,  inprifon. 

Tigr.  Fool  that  I am,  I have  undone  my  felf. 

And  with  my  own  hand  turn’d  my  fortune  round. 

That  was  a fair  one : I have  childifhly 

Plaid  with  ray  hope  fo  long,  till  I have  broke  it. 

And  now  too  late  I mourn  for’t  *,  O Spaconia ! 

Thou  hall  found  an  even  way  to  thy  revenge  now, 

Why  didfl  thou  follow  me  like  a faint  fhadow. 

To  wither  my  defires  ? But  wretched  fool, 

Why  did  1 plant  thee  ’twixt  the  Sun  and  me, 


To  make  me  frecv.c  thus  ? Why  did  I prefer  her 
To  the  fair  Princefs?  O tlmu  fool,  thou  fool. 

Thou  family  of  fools,  live  like  a Have  flill, 

And  in  thee  bear  thine  own  hell  and  thy  torment. 

Thou  haft  deferv’d : Couldfl  thou  find  no  Lady 
But  flic  that  has  thy  hopes  to  put  her  to. 

And  hav.ard  all  thy  peace  ? None  to  abufe, 

But  flie  that  lov’d  thee  ever  ? poor  SpaconUy 
And  fo  much  lov’d  thee,  that  in  honefly 
And  honour  thou  art  bound  to  meet  her  vertues : 

She  that  forgot  the  greatnefsof  her  grief 
And  miferies,  that  mull  follow  fuch  mad  pafflons, 
Endlefsandwildaswomen;  fhe  that  for  thee 
And  with  thee  left  her  liberty,  her  name. 

And  Country,  you  have  paid  me  equal,  Heavens, 

And  fent  my  own  rod  to  correct  me  with ; 

A woman : for  inconftancy  I’le  fuller. 

Lay  it  on  juflice,  till  my  foul  melt  in  me 
For  my  unmanly,  beallly,  hidden  doting 
Upon  a new  face:  after  all  my  oaths 
Many  and  llrange  ones, 

I feel  my  old  fire  flame  again  and  burn 
So  llrong  and  violent,  that  fhould  I fee  hei: 

Again,  the  grief  and  that  would  kill  me. 

Enter  Bacurius  and  Spaconia. 

'Bac.  Lady,  your  token  I acknowledge,  you  may  pafs  *, 
There  is  the  King. 

Spa.  I thank  your  Lordfliip  for  it.  f Eat/?  Bac. 

Tigr.  She  comes,  fhe  comes,  fhame  hide  me  ever  from  her, 
Would  I were  buried,  or  fo  far  remov’d 
Light  might  not  find  me  out,  I dare  not  fee  her. 

Spa.  Nay  never  hide  your  felf ; or  were  you  hid 
Where  earth  hides  all  her  riches,  near  her  Center ; 

My  wrongs  without  more  day  would  light  me  to  you : 

I raufl  fpeak  e’re  I die  *,  were  all  your  greatnefs 
Doubled  upon  you,  y’are  a perjur’d  man. 

And  only  mighty  in  your  wickednefs 
Of  wronging  women.  Thou  art  falfe,  falfe  Prince  5 
I live  to  fee  it,  poor  Spaconia  lives 
To  tell  thee  thou  art  falfe  ^ and  then  no  more  •, 

She  lives  to  tell  thee  thou  art  more  unconflant. 

Than  all  ill  women  ever  were  together. 

Thy  faith  is  firm  as  raging  over-flowes, 

That  no  bank  can  command-,  as  lafling 
As  boyes  gay  bubbles,  blown  i’th’  Air  and  broken : 

The  wind  is  fixt  to  thee : and  fooner  fhall 
The  beaten  Mariner  with  his  fhrill  whiflle 
Calm  the  loud  murmur  of  the  troubled  main. 

And  flrike  it  fmooth  again  ^ than  thy  foul  fall 
To  have  peace  in  love  with  any : Thou  art  all 
That  all  good  men  rnufl  hate ; and  if  thy  ftory 
Shall  tell  fucceeeding  ages  what  thou  wert, 

0 let  it  fpare  me  in  it,  lefl  true  lovers 

In  pity  of  my  wrong,  burn  thy  black  Legend, 

And  with  their  curfes,  fhake  thy  fleeping  afhes. 

Tigr.  Oh ! oh ! 

Spa.  Thedeflinies,  I hope,  have  pointed  out 
Our  ends,  that  thou  maift  die  for  love, 

Though  not  for  me  -,  for  this  aflhre  thy  felf. 

The  Princefs  hates  thee  deadly,  and  will  fooner 
Be  won  tomarry  with  a Bull,  and  fafer 
Than  fuch  a beafl  as  thou  art ; 1 have  flruck, 

1 fear,  too  deep ; befhrow  me  for’t ; Sir, 

This  forrow  works  me  like  a cunning  friendfliip, 

Into  the  fame  piece  with  it  ^ ’tis  alham’d, 

Alas,  I have  been  too  rugged : Dear  my  Lord, 

I am  forry  I have  fpoken  any  thing, 

Indeed  I am,  that  may  add  more  reflraint 
To  that  too  much  you  have ; good  Sir,  be  pleas’d 
To  think  it  was  a fault  of  love,  not  malice-, 

And  do  as  I will  do,  forgive  it  Prince. 

I do,  and  can  forgive  the  greatefl  fins 
To  me  you  can  repent  of-,  pray  believe. 

Ti?r. 
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i Sf.i.  Nay,  more,  the  King  Sir. 

I L.'.tn  Arbaces,  Bacurius,  Mardonius. 

I yhb.  Have  you  been  carefull  of  our  noble  Prifoner, 

1 That  he  want  nothing  fitting  for  his  greatnefs? 

Buc.  I hope  his  grace  will  quit  me  for  my  care  Sir. 
yirb.  ’Tis  well,  royal  Ttgratits^  health. 

T/jr.  More  than  the  fbridnefs  of  this  place  can  give  Sir, 
I orter  back  again  to  great  tArbaces. 

ylrb.  We  thank  you  worthy  Prince,  and  pray  excufe  us, 
W’e  have  not  fecn  you  fince  your  being  here, 

I hope  your  noble  ufage  has  beenequall 
W’ith  your  own  perfon : your  imprifonment, 

I fit  be  any,  Idare  fayiseafie. 

And  lhallnot  lafi:  toodayes. 

1 thank  you  •, 

My  ulage  here  has  been  the  fame  it  was, 

V\  orthy  a roj'al  Conqueror.  For  my  reftraint, 

It  came  unkindly,  becaufe  much  unlook’d  for  j 
But  I muft  bear  it. 
yirb.  What  Lady’s  that  ? 'Bacurim  ? 

Bac.  One  of  the  Princefs  women.  Sir. 
yirb.  I fear’d  it,  why  comes  Ihe  hither  ? 

B.IC.  To  Ipcak  with  the  Prince  Tigranes, 

Ab.  From  whom  , Bacurm  ? 

B.ic.  From  the  Princefs,  Sir. 

.^rb.  I knew  I had  feen  her. 

Mar.  His  fit  begins  to  take  him  now  again, 

’Tis  a flrange  Feaver,  and  ’twill  (hake  us  all  anon,  I fear, 
Would  he  were  well  cur’d  of  this  raging  folly  : 

Give  me  the  warrs,  where  men  are  mad,  and  may  talk 
what  they  lilt,  and  held  the  bravell  fellows ; This  pelting 
prating  peace  is  good  for  nothing ; drinking’s  a vertue  to’t. 

yirb.  I lee  there’s  truth  in  no  man,  nor  obedience. 

But  for  his  own  ends,  why  did  you  let  her  in 
Bac.  It  was  your  own  command  to  barr  none  from  him, 
Befides,  the  Princefs  fent  her  ring  Sir,  for  my  warrant. 

o4rb.  A token  to  Tigranes,  did  Ihe  not  ? 

Sir  tell  truth.  Bac.  1 do  not  ufe  to  lie  Sir, 

’Tis  no  way  I cat  or  live  by,  and  I think. 

This  is  no  token  Sir. 

Mar.  This  combat  has  undone  him : if  he  had  been  well 
beaten,  he  had  been  temperate  *,  I lhall  never  fee  him  hand- 
fome  again,  till  he  have  a Horfe  mans  ftaffe  yok’d  thorow 
his  Ihoulders,  or  an  arm  broken  with  a bullet. 
j4rb.  I am  trifled  with.  Bac.  Sir? 
a^rb.  I know  it,  as  I know  thee  to  be  falle. 

Mar.  Now  the  clap  comes. 

Bac.  You  never  knew  me  fo.  Sir  I dare  l^ak  it, 

And  durll:  a worfe  man  tell  me,  though  my  better 

A'far.  ’Tis  well  faid,  by  my  foul. 
yirb.  Sirra,  you  anfwcr  as  you  had  no  life. 

Bac.  That  I fear  Sir  to  lofe  nobly. 
yirb.  I fay  Sir,  once  again. 

Bac.  You  may  fay  what  yon  pleafe.  Sir, 

Would  I might  do  fo. 

yirb.  1 will, Sir, and  fay  opcnly,this  woman  carries  letters. 
By  my  life  I know  Ihe  carries  letters, this  woman  docs  it. 

Mar.  Would  Bejfas  were  here  to  take  her  afidc  and  fearch 
her,  He  would  quickly  tell  you  what  Ihc  carried  Sir. 
cyfrb.  I have  found  it  out,this  woman  carries  letters. 

CMar.  If  this  hold,  ’twill  be  an  ill  world  for  Bawdes, 
Chamber  maids  and  Poft-boyes,  1 thank  heaven  I have  none 
but  his  letters  patents,  things  of  his  own  enditing. 

Arb.  Prince,  this  cunning  cannot  do’t. 

T%gr.  Doe,  What  Sir  ? I reach  you  not. 

Arb.  It  (hall  not  ferve  your  turn.  Prince. 

Ttpr.  Serve  my  turn  Sir  ? 

Arb.  1 Sir,  it  lhall  not  ferve  your  turn. 

Tigr.  Be  plainer,  good  Sir. 

Arb.  This  woman  lhall  carry  no  more  letters  back  to  your 
Love  Par.thea,  by  Heaven  Ihc  lhall  not,  I fay  Ihc  lhall  not. 
A'far.  This  would  make  a Saint  fwcar  like  a fouldicr. 


you  gave  me. 

Arb.  Take’cm  away  both,and  together  let  them  prifoners 
be,  ftridly  and  clofely  kept,  or  Sirra,  your  life  lhall  anfwer 
it,  and  let  no  bodyfpeak  with’em  hereafter. 

Tigr.  Well,  I am  fubjeft  to  you. 

And  mult  indure  thele  palTions  : 

This  is  the  imprifonment  I have  look’d  for  always. 

And  the  dearer  place  I Would  choofe. 

{Exeunt  Tigr.  Spa.  Bac. 
^JAfar.  Sir,  you  have  done  well  now. 

Arb.  Dare  you  reprove  it  ? tAfar.  Ho. 

Arb.  You  mult  be  crolling  me. 

Mar.  I have  no  letters  Sir  to  anger  you. 

But  a dry  fonnet  of  my  Corporals 

Toan  oldSuttlerswife,  and  that  I’ll  burn.  Sir. 

’Tis  like  to  prove  a fine  age  for  the  Ignorant. 

<iArb.  How  darft  thou  fo  often  forfeit  thy  life  ? 

Thou  know’ll ’tis  in  my  power  to  take  it. 

Mar.  Yes,and  I knowyou  wo’not,  or  if  you  doe,  you’ll 
mifs  it  quickly.  Arb.  Why? 

Mar.  Who  lliall  tell  you  of  thele  childilh  follies 
When  I am  dead  ? who  lhall  put  to  his  power 
To  draw  thofe  vertues  out  of  a flood  of  humors. 

When  they  are  drown’d,  and  make’em  fliine  again  ? 

No,  cut  my  head  olf : 

Then  you  may  talk,  and  be  believed,  and  grow  worfe, 

And  have  your  too  felf  glorious  temper  rot 
Into  a deep  lleep,  and  the  Kingdom  with  you. 

Till  forraign  fwords  be  in  your  throats,  andllaughter 
Be  every  where  about  you  like  your  flatterers. 

Do,  kill  me. 

Arb.  Prethee  be  tamer,  good  Mardonius, 

Thouknow’fc  I love  thee,  nay  I honour  thee. 

Believe  it  good  old  Souldier,  I am  thine ; 

But  I am  rack’d  clean  from  my  felf,  bear  with  me, 

Woot  thou  bear  with  me  my  Mardonius  ? 

Enter  Gobrias. 

Mar.  There  comes  a good  man,Iove  him  too,he’s  tempe- 
Y ou  may  live  to  have  need  of  fuch  a vertue,  (rate. 

Rage  is  not  ftill  in  falhion. 

Zrfrb.  Welcome  good  Gobrias. 

Gob.  My  fervice  and  this  letter  to  your  Grace. 

Arb.  From  whom  ? 

(job.  From  the  rich  Mine  of  yertue  and  beauty. 

Your  mournfull  Siller. 

Arb.  She  is  in  T^rifon,  Gobrias,  is  Ihe  not? 

Gob.  She  is  Sir,  till  your  pleafure  to  enlarge  her. 

Which  on  my  knees  I beg.  Oh  ’tis  not  fit. 

That  all  the  fweetnefs  of  the  world  in  one. 

The  youth  and  vertue  that  would  tame  wild  Tygers, 

And  wilder  people,  that  have  known  no  manners, 

Should  live  thus  cloillred  up ; for  your  loves  fake,  ’ 

If  there  be  any  in  that  noble  heart, 

To  her  a wretched  Lady,  and  forlorn, 

Or  for  her  love  to  you,  which  is  as  much 
As  nature  and  obedience  ever  gave. 

Have  pity  on  her  beauties. 

Arb.  Pray  thee  Hand  up  •,  ’Tis  true,  Ihe  is  too  fair. 

And  all  thefe  commendations  but  her  own. 

Would  thou  had’ll  never  fo  commended  her. 

Or  1 ncre  liv’d  to  have  heard  it  gobrias  ; 

If  thou  but  know’ll  the  wrong  her  bcautie  does  her. 

Thou  wouldll  in  pity  of  her  be  a lyar, 

Thy  ignorance  has  drawn  me  wretched  man. 

Whither  my  lelf  nor  thou  canll  well  tell : O my  fate ! 

I think  Ihe  loves  me,  but  I fear  another 

Is  deeper  in  her  heart : How  thinkll  thou  Gobrias  ? 

Gob.  1 do  bcfeech  your  Grace  believe  it  not. 

For  let  me  perilh  if  it  be  not  falfc.  Good  Sir,  read  her  Letter. 

Mar.  This  Love,  or  what  a devil  it  is  I know  not,begets 
more  mifehiefthan  a Wake,  I had  rather  be  well  beaten, 
ftarv’d,  or  lowlic,  than  live  within  the  Air  on’t.  He  that 

had 
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^nd  no  King, 


Tigr.  This  beats  me  more.  King , than  the  biowes 


liA  King,  and  no  King. 
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had  fccn  this  brave  fellow  Charge  through  a grove  of  Pikes 
but  t’other  day,  and  look  upon  him  now,  will  ne’r  believe 
his  eyes  again : if  he  continue  thus  but  two  days  more,  a 
Taylor  may  beat  him  with  one  hand  tied  behind  him. 

j4rb.  Alas,  file  would  be  at  liberty. 

And  there  be  a thoufand  rcafons  (jobrias., 
houfands  that  will  deny ’t : 

Which  if  Ihe  knew,  flie  would  contentedly 
3e  where  Ihe  is : and  blcfs  her  vertues  for  it. 

And  me,  though  (he  were  clofer,  Ihe  would,  Gobrins.^ 

Good  man  indeed  Ihe  would. 

(job.  Then  good  Sir,  for  her  fatisfadion. 

Send  for  her  and  with  reafonmake  her  know 
Why  Ihe  mult  live  thus  from  you, 

Jrb.  I will ; go  bring  her  to  me.  {_Excunt  all. 

Enter  Befllis,  and  two  Sword-men.,  and  a Boy. 

Bef.  Y’are  very  welcome  both  •,  fome  ftools  boy. 

And  reach  a Table  *,  Gentlemen  o’th’  Sword, 
ray  lit  without  more  complement ; be  gone  child, 
have  been  curious  in  the  fearching  of  you, 

3ecaufe  I underftand  you  wife  and  valiant  perfons. 

1 We  underftand  our  felves  Sir. 

Bef.  Nay  Gentlemen,  and  dear  friends  o’th’  Sword, 

*^o  complement  I pray,  but  to  the  caufe 
hang  upon,  which  in  few,  is  my  honour. 

2 You  cannot  hang  too  much  Sir,  for  your  honour, 

But  to  your  caule.  ^ 

Bef  Be  wife,  and  fpeak  truth,  my  firft  doubt  is, 

Vly  beating  by  my  Prince. 

1 Stay  there  a little  Sir,  do  you  doubt  a beating  ? 

Or  have  you  had  a beating  by  your  Prince  ? 

"Sef  Gentlemen  o’th’  Sword,  my  Prince  has  beaten  me. 

2 Brother,  what  think  you  of  this  cafe  ? 

1 If  he  has  beaten  him,  the  cafe  is  clear. 

2 If  he  have  beaten  him,  I grant  the  cafe  ; 

But  how  ? we  cannot  be  too  fubtil  in  this  bufinels, 
fay,  but  how? 

"Sef  Even  with  his  Royal  hand . 

1 Was  it  a blow  of  love,  or  indignation  ? 

"Bef  ’Twas  twenty  blows  of  indignation.  Gentlemen, 

Bcfides  two  blows  o’th’  face. 

2 Thofe  blows  o’th’  face  have  made  a new  caufe  on’t. 
The  reft  were  but  an  horrible  rudenefs. 

1 Two  blows  o’th’  face,  and  given  by  a worfe  man,  I 
mu  ft  confefs,  as  the  Sword- men  fay,  had  turn’d  the  bufinefs ; 
Mark  me  brother,  by  a worfe  man  •,  but  being  by  his  Prince, 
had  they  been  ten,  and  thofe  ten  drawn  teeth,  befides  the 
hazard  of  his  nofe  for  ever  *,  all  this  had  been  but  favours : 
this  is  ray  flat  opinion,  .which  Tie  die  in. 

2 The  King  may  do  much  Captain,  believe  it  ^ for  had 
he  crackt  your  Scull  through,  like  a bottle,  or  broke  a Rib 
or  two  with  toITing  of  you,  yet  you  had  loft  no  honour: 
This  is  ftrange  you  may  imagine,  but  this  is  truth  now 
Captain. 

Bef  I will  be  glad  to  embrace  it  Gentlemen ; 

But  how  far  may  he  ftrike  me 

1 There  is  another ; a new  caufe  fifing  from  the  time 
and  diftance,  in  which  I will  deliver  my  opinion ; he  may 
ftrike,  beat,  or  caufe  to  be  beaten : for  thefe  are  natural 
to  man  : your  Prince,  I fay,  may  beat  you,  fo  far  forth  as 
his  dominion  reacheth,  that’s  for  the  diftance  j the  time, 
ten  miles  a day,  I take  it. 

2 Brother,  you  err,  ’tis  fifteen  miles  a day. 

His  ftage  is  ten,  his  beatings  are  fifteen. 

Bef  ’Tis  the  longeft,  but  we  fubjeds  muft — . 

1 Be  fubjed  to  it , you  are  wife  and  vertuous. 

Bef  Obedience  ever  makes  that  noble  ufe  on’t. 

To  which  I dedicate  my  beaten  body  ^ 

I muft  trouble  you  a little  further,  Gentlemen  o’th’  Sword 

2 No  trouble  at  gll  to  us  Sir,  if  we  may 
Profit  your  underftanding,  we  are  bound 
By  vertue  of  our  calling  to  utter  our  opinion?, 

Shortly,  and  difcreetly. 


Bef.  My  foreft  bufinefs  is,  I have  been  kick’d. 

2 How  far  Sir  ? 

Bef  Not  to  flatter  my  felf  in  it,  all  over,  my  fword 
forc’d  but  not  loft  i for  difcreetly  Irendred  it  to  favc  that 
imputation. 

1 It  fliew’d  difcrction,  the  beft  part  of  valour. 

2 Brother,  this  is  a pretty  caufe-,  pray  ponder  on’t  *, 

Our  friend  here  has  been  kick’d. 

1 He  has  fo,  brother. 

2 Sorely  he  faies:  Now,  had  he  fet  down  here 
Upon  the  meer  kick,  ’t  had  been  Cowardly. 

1 I think  it  had  been  Cowardly  indeed. 

2 'Butour  friend  has  redeem’d  it  in  delivering 
His  fword  without  compulfion ; and  that  man 
That  took  it  of  him,  I pronounce  a weak  one, 

And  his  kick*  nullities. 

He  Ihould  have  kick’d  him  after  the  delivering 
Which  is  the  confirmation  of  a Coward. 

1 Brother,  I take  it,  you  miftake  the  queftion  i 
For,  fay  that  I were  kick’d. 

2 I muft  not  lay  fo  ■, 

Nor  I muft  not  hear  it  Ipoke  by  the  tongue  of  man. 

You  kick’d,  dear  brother ! you’re  merry.  ^ 

1 But  put  the  cale  I were  kick’d  ? 

2 Let  them  put  it  that  are  things  weary  of  their  lives, 
and  know  not  honour put  the  cafe  you  were  kick’d  ? 

1 1 do  not  fay  I was  kickt. 

2 Nor  no  filly  creature  that  wears  his  head  without  a 
Cafe,  his  foul  in  a Skin-coat;  You  kickt  dear  brother? 

Bef  Nay  Gentlemen,  letusdo  what  we  (hall  do, 

Truly  and  honefty ; good  Sirs  to  the  queftion. 

1 Why  then  I fay,  fuppofe^mur  Boy  kick’t.  Captain? 

2 The  Boy  may  be  fuppos’d  is  liable. 

I A foolifli  forward  zeal  Sir,  in  my  friend  ^ 

But  to  the  Boy,  fuppofe  the  Boy  were  kickt. 

Bef  I do  fuppofe  it. 

I Has  your  Boy  a fword  ? 

Bef  Surely  no*,  I pray  fuppofe  a fword  too. 

1 Ido  fuppofe  it  j you  grant  your  Boy  was  kick’t  then. 

2 By  no  means  Captain,  let  it  be  fuppofed  ftill  j the 
word  grant,  makes  not  for  us. 

1 fay  this  muft  be  granted. 

This  muft  be  granted  brother  ? 

I,  this  muft  be  granted. 

Still  this  muft 
I fay  this  muft  be  granted. 

I,  give  me  the  muft  again,  brother,  you  palter. 

I will  not  hear  you,  wafp. 

Brother,  I fay  you  palter,  the  muft  three  times  toge- 
ther ; 1 wear  as  fliarp  Steel  as  another  man,  and  my  Fox 
bites  as  deep,  mufted , my  dear  brother. 

But  to  the  caufe  again. 

Bef  Nay  look  you  Gentlemen. 

2 In  a word,  I ha’ done. 

I A tall  man  but  intemperate,  ’tis  great  pity  ‘d 
Once  more  fuppofe  the  Boy  kick’d.  z Forward. 

1 And  being  thorowly  kick’d,  laughs  at  the  kicker, 

2 So  much  for  us ; proceed. 

1 And  in  this  beaten  fcorn,  as  I may  call  it. 

Delivers  up  his  weapon  ^ where  lies  the  error  ? 

Bef  It  lies  i’th’  beating  Sir,  I found  it  four  dayes  fince. 

2 The  error,  and  a fore  one  as  I take  it. 

Lies  in  the  thing  kicking. 

Bef  I underftand  that  well,  ’tis  fo  indeed  Sir. 

1 That  is  according  to  the  man  that  did  it. 

2 There  fprings  a new  branch,  whofe  was  the  foot? 

Bef.  A Lords. 

1 The  caufe  is  mighty,  but  had  it  been  two  Lords, 

And  both  had  kick’d  you,  if  you  laugh,  ’tis  clear. 

Bef  I did  laugh. 

But  how  will  that  help  me.  Gentlemen  ? 

2 Yes,  it  lhall  help  you  if  you  laught  aloud. 

Bef  As  loud  as  a kick’d  man  could  laugh,  I laught  Sir. 

I My  reafon  now,  the  valiant  man  is  known 
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King^  and  no  King. 


■ By  iurtcring and  contemning-,  you  have 
Enough  of  both,  and  you  are  valiant. 

2 If  he  be  lure  he  has  been  kick’d  enough : 

For  that  brave  furteraiKc  you  fpeak  of  brother, 

Confiifs  not  in  a beating  and  away. 

Hut  in  a cudgell’d  body,  from  eighteen 
To  eight  and  thirty ; in  a head  rebuk'd 
W'ith  ix)ts  of  all  llze,  degrees,  ftools,  and  bed-ftaves, 

This  Miowcs  a valiant  man. 

P(f.  Then  1 am  valiant,  as  valiant  as  the  proudeft. 

For  thefeare  all  familiar  things  to  me 
Familiar  as  my  deep,  or  want  of  money. 

All  my  whole  body’s  but  one  bruife  with  beating,  * 

1 think  I have  been  cudgell’d  with  all  nations. 

And  almoftall  Religions. 

2 Embrace  him  brother,  this  man  is  valiant, 

I know  it  by  my  fcif,  he’s  valiant. 

I Captain,  thou  art  a valiant  Gentleman, 

To  bide  upon,  a very  valiant  man. 

'Bej.  My  cquall  friends  o’th’Sword,  I mult  requefl;  your 
hands  to  this.  2 ’Tisfit  it  lliould  be. 

Bef.  Boy,  get  me  fome  wine, and  pen  and  Ink  within : 

Am  1 clear,  Gentlemen? 

1 Sir,  the  world  has  taken  notice  what  we  have  done, 
Make  much  of  your  body,  for  I’ll  pawn  my  fteel, 

Men  will  be  coyer  of  their  legs  hereafter. 

Bef.  I mull  requell  you  goe  along  and  teftife  to  the  Lord 
BacHrtm^v^hok  foot  has  ftiuck  me, how  you  find  my  caufe. 

2 We  will,  and  tell  that  Lord  he  mufl:  be  rul’d, 

Or  there  are  thofe  abroad, will  rule  his  Lordfiiip.  \_Exent7t. 

Efiter  Arbaces  at  one  door,  and  Goh.and  Panthea  at  another. 

Cob.  Sir,  here’s  the  Princefs. 

Arb.  Leave  us  then  alone. 

For  the  main  caufe  of  her  imprifonment 

Mull;  not  be  heard  by  any  but  her  felf.  ££.v;V  Gob. 

Y ou’re  welcome  Sifter, and  would  to  heaven 

I could  fo  bid  you  by  another  name  .* 

If  you  above  love  not  fuch  fins  as  theft, 

Circle  my  heart  with  thoughts  as  cold  as  fnow 
To  quench  theft  rifing  flames  that  harbour  here. 

Ban.  Sir,  doesitpleafcyoul  fiiouldfpeak? 

'^rb.  Pleafe  me  ? 

I, more  than  all  the  art  of  mufick  can. 

Thy  fpcech  doth  pleafe  me,  for  it  ever  founds, 

thou  brought’ft  joyfull  unexperfted  news-, 

And  yet  it  isnotfitthoufliouldft  lx: heard. 

I pray  thee  think  fo.  Pan.  Beitfo,  I will. 

Am  I the  firft  that  ever  had  a wrong 
So  far  from  being  fit  to  have  rcdrels, 

That  ’twas  unfit  to  hear  it  ? I will  back 
To  prifon,  rather  than  difquict  you, 

And  wait  till  it  be  fit.  Arb.  No,  do  not  goc, 

For  I will  hear  thee  with  a ferious  thought : 

I have  colleded  all  that’s  man  about  me 
Together  ftrongly,  and  I am  refolv’d 
To  near  thee  largely,  but  I do  bcfecch  thee. 

Do  not  come  nearer  to  me,  for  there  is 
Something  in  that,  that  will  undoc  us  both. 

Pan.  A'as  Sir,  am  I venome  ? Arb.  Yes,  to  me  ^ 
Though  of  thy  felf  1 think  thee  to  be 
In  cquall  degree  of  heat  or  cold. 

As  nature  can  make:  yet  asunlound  men 
Convert  thcfweetefl:  and  the  nourifhing’ft  meats 
Into  difeafes  \ fo  (hall  1 diftemper’d, 

Do  thee,  I pray  thee  draw  no  nearer  to  me. 

Pan.  Sir,  thisis  that  I would  ; lam  of  late 
Shut  from  the  world,  and  why  itlhould  be  thus. 

Is  till  I wilh  to  know. 

/Irb.  Why  credit  me  Panthea, 

Credit  me  that  am  thy  brother, 

Thv  loving  brother,  that  there  is  a caufe 
Sufficient,  yet  unfit  for  thee  to  know, 

That  might  undoe  thee  cvcrlaftingly, 


Only  to  hear,  wilt  thou  but  credit  this? 

By  Heaven  ’tis  true,  believe  it  if  thou  canft. 

Ban.  Children  and  fools  are  ever  credulous. 

And  I am  both,  I think,  for  I believe  -, 

If  you  diffemble,  be  it  on  your  head 
Tie  back  unto  my  prifon : yet  me- thinks 
I might  be  kept  in  fome  place  where  you  are  -, 

For  in  my  felt,  I find  I know  not  what 
To  call  it,  but  it  is  a great  defire 
To  fee  you  often. 

Arb.  Fie,  you  come  in  a ftep,  what  do  you  mean? 
Dear  fifter,  do  not  fo : Alas  Panthea, 

Where  I am  would  you  be  ? Why  that’s  the  cauft 
You  arc  imprifon’d,  that  you  may  not  be 
Where  I am. 

Pan.  Then  I muft  indure  it  Sir,  Heaven  keep  you. 
Arb.  Nay,  you  fhall  hear  the  cafe  in  fhort  Panthea, 
And  when  thou  hear’ft  it,  thou  wilt  blufh  for  me. 
And  hang  thy  head  down  like  a Violet 
Full  of  the  mornings  dew : There  is  a way 
To  gain  thy  freedome,  but ’tis  fuch  a one 
As  puts  thee  in  worfc  bondage,  and  I know. 

Thou  wouldft  encounter  fire,  and  make  a proof 
Whether  the  gods  have  care  of  innocence. 

Rather  than  follow  it  -.  Know  that  I have  loft. 

The  only  difference  betwixt  man  andbeaft, 
Myreafon.  Pan.  Heaven  forbid. 

Arb.  Nay  ’tis  gone  ; 

And  I am  left  as  far  without  a bound. 

As  the  wild  Ocean,  that  obeys  the  winds  ■, 

Each  fodain  paflion  throwes  me  where  it  lifts. 

And  overwhelms  all  that  oppofe  my  will ; 

I have  beheld  thee  with  a luftfull  eye  ; 

My  heart  is  ftt  on  wickednefs  to  aft 
Such  fins  with  thee,  as  I have  been  afraid 
To  think  of,  if  thou  dar’ft  conftnt  to  this. 

Which  I befeech  thee  do  not,  thou  maift  gain 
Thy  liberty,  and  yield  me  a content^ 

If  not,  thy  dwelling  muft  be  dark  and  cloft. 

Where  I may  never  fee  thee  -,  For  heaven  knows 
That  laid  this  punilhment  upon  my  pride. 

Thy  fight  at  fome  time  will  enforce  my  madnefs 
Tomakeaftart  e’ne  to  thy  ravifhing; 

Now  fpit  upon  me,  and  call  all  reproaches 
Thou  canft  devife  together,  and  at  once 
Hurle  ’em  againft  me : for  I am  a ficknefs 
As  killing  as  the  plague,  ready  to  feize  thee. 

Pan.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  revile  the  King: 

But  it  is  true,  that  I fhall  rather  chooft 
To  fearch  out  death,  that  elfe  would  ftarch  out  me, 
And  in  a grave  fleep  with  my  innocence. 

Than  welcome  fuch  a fin : It  is  my  fate. 

To  thefe  crofs  accidents  I was  ordain’d. 

And  muft  have  patience  and  but  that  my  eyes 
Have  more  of  woman  in  ’em  than  my  heart, 

I would  not  weep : Peace  enter  you  again. 

Arb.  Farwell,  and  good  Panthea  pray  for  me. 

Thy  prayers  are  pure,  that  I may  find  a death 
However  foon  before  my  paflions  grow 
That  they  forget  what  I defire  is  fin  -, 

For  thither  they  are  tending : if  that  happen. 

Then  I fhall  force  thee  tho’  thou  wert  a Virgin 
By  vow  to  Heaven,  and  fhall  pull  a heap 
Offtrangeyet  uninvented  fin  upon  me. 

Pan.  Sir,  I will  pray  for  you,  yet  you  fhall  know 
It  is  a fullen  fate  that  governs  us. 

For  I could  wifh  as  heartily  as  you 
I were  no  lifter  to  you,  I fhould  then 
Imbracc  your  lawfull  love,  fooner  than  health. 

Arb.  Couldft  thou  affeft  me  then  ? 

Pan.  So  pcrfcftly, 

That  as  it  is , I nc’rc  fhall  fway  my  heart, 

To  like  another.  Arb.  Then  I curfe  my  birth, 

Muft  this  be  added  to  my  miferics 
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That  thou  art  willing  too  ? is  there  no  flop 
To  our  full  happinefs,  but  thefc  mcer  founds 
Brother  and  Sifter  ? 

Pan.  There  is  nothing  elfc, 

But  thefe  alas  will  feparate  us  more 
Than  twenty  worlds  betwixt  us. 

Jrb.  I have  liv’d 

To  conquer  men  and  now  am  overthrown 
Only  by  words  Brother  and  Sifter : where 
Have  thole  words  dwelling  ? I will  find  ’em  out. 

And  utterly  deftroy  ’em  •,  but  they  are 
Not  to  be  grafp’d  : let  ’em  be  men  or  bcafts. 

And  I will  cut  ’em  from  the  Earth, or  Towns, 

And  I will  raze  ’em,  and  them  blow  ’em  up : 

Let  ’em  be  Seas,  and  I will  drink  ’em  off. 

And  yet  have  unquencht  fire  left  in  my  breaft : 

Let  ’em  be  any  thing  but  meerly  voice. 

Pan.  But  ’tis  not  in  the  power  of  any  force, 

Or  policy  to  conquer  them. 

jirb.  Panthea,  What  lhall  we  do  ? 

Shall  we  ftand  firmly  here,  and  gaze  our  eyes  out  ? 

Pan.  Would  I could  do  fo, 

But  1 lhall  weep  out  mine. 

j4rb.  Accurfed  man. 

Thou  bought’ft  thy  reafon  at  too  dear  a rate^ 

For  thou  haft  all  thy  actions  bounded  in 
With  curious  rules,  when  every  beaft  is  free : 

What  is  there  that  acknowledges  a kindred 
But  wTetched  man  ? Who  ever  faw  the  Bull 
Fearfully  leave  the  Heifer  that  he  lik’d 
Becaufe  they  had  one  Dam  ? 

Pan.  Sir,  I difturb  you  and  my  lelf  too  *, 

’Twere  better  I were  gone. 

Arb.  I will  not  be  lo  foolilh  as  I was, 

Stay,  we  will  love  juft  as  becomes  our  births. 

No  otherwife ; Bfothers  and  Sifters  may 
Walk  hand  in  hand  together  \ lb  will  we. 

Come  nearer.-  is  there  afiy  hurt  in  this  ? 

Pan.  I hope  not. 

Arb.  Faith  there  is  none  at  all : 

And  tell  me  truly  now,  is  there  not  one 
Yon  love  above  me  ? 

Pan.  No  by  Heaven. 

Arb.  Why  yet  you  lent  unto  TigraneSy  Sifter. 

Pan.  True,  but  for  another : for  the  truth  — 

Arb.  No  more. 

Tie  credit  thee,  thou  canft  not  lie. 

Thou  art  all  truth. 

Pan.  But  is  there  nothing  elfe. 

That  we  may  do,  but  only  walk  ? methinks 
Brothers  and  Sifters  lawfully  may  kifs. 

Arb.  And  fo  they  may  Panthea,  lb  will  we. 

And  kils  again  too  ^ we  were  too  fcrupulous. 

And  foolilh,  but  we  will  be  lo  no  more. 

'Pan.  If  you  have  any  mercy,  let  me  go 
Toprifon,  to  my  death,  to  anything; 

I feel  a fin  growing  upon  my  blood, 

Worfe  than  all  thefe,  hotter  than  yours. 

Arb.  That  is  impoflible,  what  Ihou’d  we  do  ? 

Pan.  Flie  Sir,  for  Heavens  fake. 

Arb.  So  we  muft  away,  / 

Sin  grows  upon  us  more  by  this  delay. 

^Exeunt  feveral  wayes. 


ABhs  Quintus, 

Enter  Mardonius  and  Lygones. 

QIR,  the  King  has  feen  your  Commilfion,  and 
believes  it,  and  freely  by  l:his  warrant  gives 
you  power  to  vifit  Prince  Tigranes^  vour  Noble  Mailer. 

Lyg.  I thank  his  Grace  and  kifs  nis  hand. 
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Mar.  Butisthcmainofallyour  bufiiief  nd  'j/ithis? 

Lyg.  I have  another,  but  a worle,  1 am  alham’d,  it  is 
a bulinefs. 

Mar.  You  ferve  a worthy  perfon,and  a ftrangcr  I am  fiire 
you  are;  you  may  imploy  me  if  you  plcafc  without  your 
purfc,fuch  Olficcs  ihould  ever  be  thuir  own  rewards. 

Lyg.  I am  bound  to  your  Noblencls. 

Mar.  I may  have  need  of  you,  and  then  this  courtefic. 

If  it  be  any,  is  not  ill  bellowed ; 

But  may  I civilly  defire  the  reft } 

I fiiall  not  be  a hurter  if  no  helper. 

Lyg.  Sir  you  lliall  know  I have  loft  a foolilh  Daughtef, 
And  with  her  all  my  patience,  pilfer’d  away 
By  a mean  Captain  of  your  Kings. 

eJMar.  Stay  there  Sir 

If  he  have  rcacht  the  Noble  worth  of  Captain, 

He  may  well  claim  a worthy  Gentlewoman, 

Though  Hie  were  yours,  and  Noble, 

Lyg.  I grant  all  that  too ; but  this  wretched  fellow 
Reaches  no  further  than  the  empty  name 
That  ferves  to  feed  him ; were  he  valiant. 

Or  had  but  in  him  any  noble  nature 

That  might  hereafter  promife  him  a good  man. 

My  cares  were  fo  much  lighter,  and  my  grave 
A Ipan  yet  from  me. 

Mar.  I confefs  fuch  fellows 
Be  in  all  Royal  Camps, and  have  and  muft  be, 

To  make  the  fin  of  Coward  more  detefted 

In  the  mean  fouldier  that  with  fuch  a foil 

Sets  off  much  valour.  By  defeription 

I Ihould  now  guefs  him  to  you,  it  was 

I dare  almoft  with  confidence  pronounce  it.  (he. 

Lyg.  ’Tis  fuch  a feurvie  name  as  Bejfns.fi.ndL  now  1 think  ’tis 

iiJMar.  Captain  do  you  call  him? 

Believe  me  Sir,  you  have  a mifery 

Too  mighty  for  your  age : A pox  upon  him> 

For  that  mull  be  the  end  of  all  his  fervice : 

Your  Daughter  was  not  mad  Sir  ? 

Lyg.  No,  would  Ihe  had  been. 

The  fault  had  had  more  credit ; 1 would  dofomething. 

Mar.  I would  fain  counfel  you,  but  to  what  I know  not, 
he’s  fo  below  a beating,  that  the  Women  find  him  not 
worthy  of  their  Diftaves,  and  to  hang  him  were  to  call  a- 
way  a Rope  \ he’s  fuch  an  Airie,  thin  unbydyed  Coward, 
that  no  revenge  can  catch  him : Tie  tell  you  Sir,  and  tell 
you  truth  -,  this  Rafcal  fears  neither  God  nor  man,  he  has 
been  fo  beaten;  fufferance  has  made  him  Wainfeot;  he 
has  had  fince  he  was  firft  a flave,  at  leaft  three  hundred 
Daggers  fet  in’s  head,  as  little  boys  do  new  Knives  in  hot 
meat,  there’s  not  a Rib  in’s  body  o’  my  Conlcience  that 
has  not  been  thrice  broken  with  dry  beating : and  now  his 
fides  look  like  two  Wicker  Targets,  every  way  bended  •, 
Children  will  fhortly  take  him  for  a VVall,  and  fet  their 
Stone-bows  in  his  forehead,  he  is  of  lb  bafe  a lenfc,  1 can- 
not in  a week  imagine  what  lhall  be  done  to  him. 

Lyg.  Sure  I have  committed  fome  great  fin 
That  this  fellow  Ihould  be  made  my  Rod, 

I would  fee  him,  but  I lhall  have  no  patience. 

dMar.  ’Tis  no  great  matter  if  you  have  not : if  a Lam- 
ing of  him,  or  fuch  a toy  may  do  you  pleafure  Sir,  he  has 
it  for  you,  and  Tie  help  you  to  him:  ’tis  no  news  to  him 
to  have  a Leg  broken,  or  Shoulder  out,  with  being  turn’d 
o’th’ Hones  like  a Tanfie : draw  not  your  Sword  if  you  love 
it ; for  on  my  Confcience  his  head  will  break  it : we  ufe 
him  i’th’  Wars  like  a Ram  to  lhake  a wall  withal.  Here 
comes  the  very  perfon  of  him,  do  as  you  lhall  find  your 
temper,  I muft  leave  you : but  if  you  do  not  break  him  like 
a Bisket,  you  are  much  to  blame  Sir.  {Exit  Mar. 

Enter  Bellus  and  the  Smrd  men. 

Lyg.  Is  your  name  Befm  ? 

Bef.  Men  call  me  Captain  Befiis. 

Lyg.  Then  Catain  Bejfas.^  you  are  a rank  rafcall,  with- 
out more  exordiulhs,  a durty  frozen  flave ; and  with  the 

} ^ . favour. 

^ - _ • ^ ^ 
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favor  of  your  friends  here  1 will  beat  you. 

2 Pray  ufe  your  plcafure  Sir, 

You  reemto  be  a Gentleman. 

Thus  Caprain thusy  thus  twing  your  nofe, 
thus  kick,  thus  tread  you. 

'Sef.  1 do  bcfeecli  you  yield  your  caufe  Sir  quickly. 

lyjl.  Indeed  I fliould  have  told  that  firft. 

'BcJ'.  i take  it  fo. 

I Sword.  Captain,  he  Pnould  indeed,  he  is  miflaken. 

Ly^.  Sir,  you  fliall  have  it  quickly,  and  more  beating, 
you  have  Itoln  away  a Lady,  Captain  coward,  and  fucb 
an  one.  heats  hhn, 

Bif.  Hold,  Ibcfcechyou,  hold  Sir,  I never  yet  Itolc  any 
living  thing  that  had  a tooth  about  it. 

Lyr.  I know  you  dare  lie. 

Bef.  With  none  but  Summer  Whores  upon  my  life  Sir, 
my  means  and  manners  never  could  attempt  above  a hedge 
or  hay  cock. 

Ly^.  Sirra,  that  quits  not  me,  where  is  this  Lady  ? do 
thaTyoudonotufeto  doy  tell  truth,  or  by  my  hand.  Tie 
beat  your  Captains  brains  out,  walh’em,  and  put  ’em  in 
again,  that  w’ill  I. 

'Bef.  There  was  a Lady  Sir,  I mull  confefs,  once  in  my' 
charge : the  Prince  Tigrm^s  gave  her  to  my  guard  for  her 
fafety,  howl  us’d  her,  fne  may  her  felf  report,  Ihe’s  with 
the  Prince  now : I did  but  wait  upon  her  like  a groom, 
which  fhe  will  teftife  I am  fure  ; if  not,  my  brains  are  at 
your  lervice  when  you  plcalc  Sir , and  glad  I have  ’em 
for  you. 

Ly^.  This  is  moll  likely.  Sir,  I ask  you  pardon,  and  am 
forty  I was  fo  intemperate. 

Bef.  W’ell  I can  ask  no  more,  you  will  think  it  ftrange 
not  to  have  me  beat  you  at  firlt  light. 

Ly^.  Indeed  I would,  but  1 know  your  goodnefs  can  for- 
get twenty  beatings,  you  mull;  forgive  me. 

Bef.  Yes  there’s  my  hand,  go  where  you  will,  I lhall 
think  you  a valiant  fellow  for  all  this. 

Lyj.  My  danghter  is  a Whore,  I feel  it  now  too  lenfibley 
yet  1 will  fee  her,  difebarge  my  felf  from  being  father  to 
her,  and  then  back  to  ray  Country,and  there  die,  farwell 
Captain.  f<?wi>Lygo.t 

Brf  Farwell  Sir,  farwell,  commend  me  to  the  gentle- 
woman I pray. 

1 Sword.  Hpw  now  Captain  ? bear  up  man. 

Bef.  Gentlemen  o’th’fword  , your  hands  once  more;  I 
have  been  kickt  agen,  but  the  fooliih  fellow  is  penitent,  has 
askt  me  Mcrq^,  and  my  honour’s  fafe. 

2 Sword.  V\  c knew  that,  or  the  fooliih  fellow  had  better 
have  kickt  his  grandlir. 

Bef  Confirm,  confirm  I pray. 

i Sword.  Tncre  be  our  hands  agen,  now  let  him  come 
and  lay  he  was  not  forry,and  he  llceps  for  it. 

Bef.  Alas  good  ignorant  old  man,  let  him  go,  let  him 
go,  thtfe  courlcs  will  undo  him.  \^Exenm  clear. 

Enter  Lygoncs  and  Bacurius. 

Bac.  My  Lord,your  authority  is  good,  and  I am  glad  it  is 
fo,  for  my  confent  would  never  hinder  you  from  feeing  your 
own  King,  lama  Minifter,  but  not  a governor  of  this  State, 
yonder  is  your  King,  Tie  leave  you.  {JExit. 

Enter  Tigrancs  and  Spaconia. 

Lyy.  There  he  is  indeed,  and  with  him  my  dilloyal  child. 

T n.  I do  perceive  my  fault  fo  much,  that  yet  me  thinks 
thrjii  ihouldlknot  have  forgiven  me. 

/w  ;.  Ilc-alth  to  your  Majefty. 

Ti;rr.  What?  gocvl  Jygones  welcome,  what  bufinefs 
brought  thee  hither  ? 

I ) '.  Several  bufinenes.  My  publick  bufineflcs  will  ap- 
peal by  this,  1 have  a mefiage  to  deliver,  which  if  it  plcafe 
you  fo  to  authorize,  is  an  tiTibairage  from  the  Armenian 
Sratc,  unto  Arbaces  lor  your  liberty  : the  offer’s  there  fet 
:own,  plcafe  you  to  read  it. 

T/;-r.Ticre  is  no  alteration  happened  lince  1 came  thence? 


Lyg.  None  Sir,  all  is  as  it  was. 

Tigr.  And  all  our  friends  are  well  ? 

Lyg.  All  very  well. 

Sfa.  Though  I have  done  nothing  but  what  was  good,  I 
dare  not  fee  my  Father,  it  was  fault  enough  not  to  acquaint 
him  with  that  good. 

Lyg.  Madam  I Ihould  have  feen  you. 

Spa.  O good  Sir  forgive  me. 

Lyg.  Forgive  you,  why  ? 1 am  no  kin  to  you,  am  I ? 

Spa.  Should  it  be  mealui'M  by  my  mean  deferts,  indeed 
you  are  not. 

Lyg.  Thou  couldefl:  prate  unhappily  ere  thou  couldftgo, 
would  thou  CQuldlldo  as  well,  and  how  does  your  cuftorae 
hold  out  here  ? Spa.  Sir  ? 

Lyg.  Are  you  in  private  ftill,  or  how? 

Spa.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

Lyg.  Do  you  take  mony?  are  you  come  to  fell  fin  yet  ? 
perhaps  I can  help  you  to  liberal  Clients:  or  has  not  the 
King  call  you  off  yet  ? O thou  vile  creature,  whofe  bell 
commendation  is,  that  thou  art  a young  whore,  I would 
thy  Mother  had  liv’d  to  fee  this,  or  rather  that  I bad  died 
ere  I had  feen  it  j why  didlt  not  make  me  acquainted  when 
thou  wert  firft  refolv’d  to  be  a whore, I would  have  feen  thy 
hot  lull  fatisfied  more  privately : I would  have  kept  a dancer 
and  a whole  confortof  muficians  in  my  own  houle  only  to 
fiddle  thee.  Spa.  Sir,  I was  never  whore. 

Lyg.  If  thou  couldft  not  fay  fomuch  for  thy  felf,  thou 
Ihouldft  be  carted. 

Tigr.  Lygones^  I have  read  it,  and  I like  it,  you  lhall 
deliver  it. 

Lyg.  Well  Sir,  I will : but  I have  private  bufinefs  with 
you.  Ttgr.  Speak,  what  is’t  ? 

Lyg.  How  has  my  age  deferv’d  fo  ill  of  you,  that  you  can 
pick  no  ftrumpets  i’th’  land,  biit  out  of  my  breed  } 

Tigr.  Strumpets,  good  .? 

Lyg.  Yes,and  1 wilh  to  have  you  know;  I fcorn  to  get  a 
whore  for  any  priace  alive,  and  yet  fcorn  will  not  help  me- 
thinks:  my  Daughter  might  have  been  Ipar’d,  there  were 
enow  befides. 

Tigr.  May  I not  profper  but  file’s  innocent  as  morning 
light  for  me,  and  I dare  fwcar  for  all  the  world. 

Lyg.  Why  is  Ihe  with  you  then  ? can  fiie  wait  on  you 
better  than  your  man,  has  fiie  a gift  in  plucking  off  your 
ftockings,  can  fiie  make  Cawdles  well  or  cut  your  comes  ? 
Why  do  you  keep  her  with  you  ? For  a Queen  1 know  you 
do  contemn  her,  lb  fiiould  I,  and  every  lubje<ft  elfe  think 
much  at  it. 

Ttgr.  Let  ’em  think  much,  but’tis  more  firm  than  earth : 
thou  fee’ll  thy  Queen  there. 

Lyg.  Then  have  I made  a fair  hand,  I call’d  her  Whore. 
If  I lhall  fpeak  now  as  her  Father,  I cannot  chule  but  greatly 
rejoyce  that  file  lhall  be  a Queen:  but  if  I lhall  fpeak  to 
you  as  a States-man,fiie  were  more  fit  to  be  your  whore. 

Tigr.  Get  you  about  your  bufinefs  to  Arbaces.,  now  you 
talk  idlely. 

Lyg.  Yes  Sir,  I will  go,  and  fiiallfhebe  a Queen?  fhe 
had  more  wit  than  her  old  Father, when  file  ran  away ; lhall 
file  be  Queen?  now  by  my  troth  ’tislinc.  Tie  dance  out  of 
all  meal'ure  at  her  wedding : fiiall  I not  Sir 

Tigr.  Yes  marry  (halt  thou. 

Lyg.  I’le  make  thefe  withered  kexes  bear  my  body  two 
hours  together  above  ground. 

Tigr.  Nay  go, my  bulincfs  requires  haft. 

Lyg.  Good  Heaven  preferve  you,  you  arc  an  excellent 
King.  Spa.  Farwell  good  Father. 

Lyg.  Farwell  fwcet  vertuous  Daughter,  I never  was  fo 
joyfuil  in  all  my  life, that  I remember ; lhall  fiie  be  a Queen  ? 
Now  1 perceive  a man  may  weep  for  joy,  I had  thought  they 
had  lycd  that  faid  lo.  [_Exit  Lygones. 

Tigr.  Come  my  dear  love. 

Spa.  But  you  may  fee  another  may  alter  that  again. 

Tigr.  Urge  it  no  more,  1 have  made  up  a new  Itrong  con- 
ftancy,not  to  be  fiiook  with  eyes : I know  1 have  the  palfions 
of  a man,  but  if  I meet  with  any  fubjed  that  Ihould  hold  my 
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eyes  more  firmly  than  is  fit.  Tie  think  of  thee,  and  run 
away  from  it : let  that  fuffice.  {^Exemt  all. 

Enter  Bacurius  and  his  Servant. 

hoc.  Three  Gentlemen  without  to  fpeak  with  me  f 

Ser.  Yes  Sir. 

•Bac.  Let  them  come  in. 

Enter  Bellus  With  the  two  Sword  men. 

Ser.  They  are  entred  Sir  already. 

Suc.tNow  fellows  your  bufinefs?  arethefe  the  Gentlemen? 

Bef.  My  Lord,  I have  made  bold  to  bring  thefe  Gen- 
tlemen, my  friends  o’th’  Sword  along  with  me. 

Bac.  1 am  afraid  you’l  fight  then. 

Bef.  My  good  Lord,  I will  not,  your  Lordfhip  is  much 
miitaken,  fear  not  Lord. 

Bac.  Sir,  I am  forry  for’t. 

Bef.  I ask  no  more  in  honour,  Gentlemen  you  hear  my 
Lord  is  forry. 

Bac.  Not  that  I have  beaten  you,  but  beaten  one  that 
will  be  beaten ; one  whofe  dull  body  will  require  a laming, 
as  Surfeits  do  the  diet,fpring  and  fall  ^ now  to  your  Sword- 
men  j what  come  they  for,  good  Captain  Stock-filh  ? 

Bef.  It  feems  your  Lordihip  has  forgot  my  name. 

Eac.  No , nor  your  nature  neither , though  they  are 
things  fitter  I muft  confefsfor  any  thing,  than  my  remem- 
brance, or  any  honeft  mans:  what  (hall  thefe  Billets  do*, 

' be  pil’d  up  in  my  wood-yard  ? 

Bef.  Your  Lordihip  holds  your  mirth  Hill,  Heaven  con- 
tinue it : but  for  thefe  Gentlemen,  they  come — 

Bac.  To  (wear  you  are  a Coward,  fpare  your  book,  1 
do  oelieve  it. 

Bef  Your  Lordihip  ftill  draws  wide,  they  come  to  vouch 
under  their  valiant  hands  I am  no  Coward. 

Bac.  That  would  be  a Ihow  indeed  worth  feeing : firra 
be  wife,  and  take  Mony  for  this  motion,  travel  with  it, 
and  where  the  nzvnc  of  Bejfus  has  been  known  or  a good 
Coward  ftirring,  ’twill  yield  more  than  a tilting.  This  will 
prove  more  beneficial  to  you,  if  you  be  thrifty,  than  your 
Captainihip,  and  more  natural ; men  of  molt  valiant  hands 
is  this  true? 

2 Sword.  It  is  fo,  moll  renowned. 

Bac.  ’Tis  fomewhat  ftrange. 

1 Sword.  Lord,  it  is  ftrange,  yet  true  *,  we  have  examin- 
ed from  your  Lordlhips  foot  there,  to  this  mans  head,  the 
nature  of  the  beatings ; and  we  do  find  his  honour  is  come 
off  clean  and  fufficient : this  as  our  fwords  fliall  help  us. 

Bac.  You  are  much  bound  to  your  Bil-bow-men,  1 am 
glad  you  are  ftraight  again  Captain;  ’twere  good  you 
would  think  on  fome  way  to  gratifie  them, they  have  under- 
gone a labour  for  you,  BeffaSy  would  have  puzl’d  Hercules 
with  all  his  valour. 

2 Sword.  Your  Lordfhip  ffluft  under ftand  we  are  no  men 
o’th’  Law,  that  take  pay  for  our  opinions : it  is  fufficient  we 
have  clear’d  our  friend. 

Bac.  Yet  there  is  fomething  due,  which  I as  toucht  in 
Confeience  will  difeharge  Captain  *,  Tie  pay  this  Rent  for 
you. 

Bef  Spare  your  felf  my  good  Lord ; my  brave  friends 
aim  at  nothing  but  the  vertue. 

Bac.  That’s  but  a cold  difeharge  Sir  for  the  pains. 

z Sword.  OLord,  my  good  Lord. 

Bac.  Benotfomodeft,  I will  give  you  fomething. 

Bef  They  lliall  dine  with  your  Lordihip,  that’s  fufficient. 

Bac.  Something  in  hand  the  while,  you  Rogues,  you 
Apple-lquires : do  you  come  hither  with  your  botled  valour, 
your  windy  froth,  to  limit  out  my  beatings  f 

1 Sword.  I do  befeech  your  Lordihip. 

2 Sword.  O good  Lord. 

Bac.  S’foot  what  a heavy  of  beaten  Haves  are  here.^*  get 
me  a Cudgel  firra,  and  a tough  one. 

2 Sword.  More  of  your  foot,  I do  befeech  your  Lordfhip. 

Bac.  You  Ihall,  you  lhall  dog,  and  your  fellow-be^le. 

I Sword.  O’  this  fide  good  my  Lori 

Bac.  Off  with  your  fwords,  for  if  yoU  hurt  my  foot,  Tie 
have  you  Head  you  Rafcals. 

1 Sword.  Mine’s  off  my  Lord. 

2 Sword.  1 bclecch  your  Lordihip  ftay  a little,  my  ftrap’s 
tied  to  my  Cod  piece-point ; now  when  you  plcafe. 

Bac.  Claptain  thefe  are  your  valiant  friends,  you  long 
for  a little  too? 

Bef  I am  very  well,  I humbly  thank  your  Lordihip. 

Bac.  What’s  that  in  your  pocket,  hurts  my  Toe  you 
Mungril?  Thy  Buttocks  cannot  be  lb  hard,  out  with  it 
quickly. 

1 Sword.  Here ’tis  Sir,  a fmall  piece  of  Artillery,  that  a 
Gentleman  a dear  friend  of  your  Lordlhips  fent  me  with, 
to  get  it  mended  Sir,  for  if  you  mark,  the  nofe  is  fomewhat 
loofe. 

Bac.  A friend  of  mine  you  Rafcal  ? I was  never  wearier 
of  doing  any  thing,  than  kicking  thefe  two  Foot-balls. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Here  is  a good  Cudgel  Sir. 

Bac.  It  comes  too  late  I’me  weary,  pray  thee  do  thou 
beat  them. 

2 Sword.  My  Lord,  this  is  foul  play  i’faith,  to  put  a 
frelh  man  upon  us,  men  are  but  men  Sir. 

Bac.  That  jeft  lhall  fave  your  bones*,  Captain,  Rally  up 
'your  rotten  Regiment  and  be  gone;  I had  rather  thralh 
than  be  bound  to  kick  thefe  Rafcals,  till  they  cry’d  ho ; 
Bejfui  you  may  put  your  hand  to  them  now,  and  then  you 
are  quit.  Farewel,  as  you  like  this,  pray  vilit  me  again, 
’twill  keep  me  in  good  health.  [jSxit  Bac. 

z Sword.  H’asadevililh  hard  foot,  I never  felt  the  like. 

1 Sword.  Nor  I,  and  yet  I am  fure  1 have  felt  a hundred. 

z Sword.  If  he  kick  thus  i’th’ Dog-daies,  hewillbedry 

foundred ; what  cure  now  Captain  befides  Oyl  of  Baies  ? 

Bef  Why  well  enough  I warrant  you,  you  can  go. 

2 Sword.  Yes,  heaven  be  thanked  *,  but  I feel  a Ihrow’d 
ach,  fure  h’as  fprang  my  huckle-bone. 

1 I ha’ loft  a hanch.  - ' 

Bef  A little  butter,  friend  a little  butter,  butter  and 
parfeley  and  a foveraign  matter ; frobatum  eft. 

2 Sword.  Captain  we  muft  requeft  your  hand  now  to  our 
honours. 

Bef  Yes  marry  lhall  ye,  and  then  let  all  the  world  Come, 
we  are  valiant  to  ourfelves,  and  there’s  an  end. 

1 Sword.  Nay  then  we  muftbe  valiant  j O my  ribs. 

2 Sword.  O my  fmall  guts,  a plague  upon  thefe  Iharp- 

toed  Ihooes,  they  are  murtherers.  [^Exeunt  clear. 

Enter  Arbaces  with  his  [word  drawn. 

e^rb.  It  is  refolv’d,  I bare  it  whilft  I could,  lean  no 
more,  I muft  begin  with  murther  of  my  friends,  and  fo  go 
on  to  that  incefcuous  ravifhing,  and  end  my  life  and  fins 
with  a forbidden  blow,  upon  my  lelf. 

Enter  Mardonius. 

^JMar.  What  Tragedy  is  near.?  That  hand  was  never 
wont  to  draw  a fword,  but  it  cry’d  dead  to  fomething. 

<LHrb.  MardoniuSy  have  you  bid  Gobrias  come  ? 

Mar.  How  do  you  Sir  ? 

Arb.  Well,  is  he  coming? 

Mar.  Why  Sir,  are  you  thus?  why  do  your  hands  pro- 
claim a lawlefs  War  againft  your  felf.? 

Arb.  Thou  anfwereft  me  one  queftion  with  an  other,  is 
gobrias  coming  ? aJl^ar.  Sir  he  is. 

Arb.  ’Tis  well,  I can  forbear  your  queftionsthen,  be  gone^ 

Mar.  Sir,  I have  mark’t. 

Arb.  Mark  lefs,  it  troubles  you  and  me. 

Mar.  You  are  more  variable  than  you  were. 

^yfrb.  It  may  be  fo. 

Mar.  To  day  no  Hermifcould  be  humbler  than  you  were 
to  us  all. 

Arb.  And  what  of  this? 

aJ^ar.  And  now  you  take  new  rage  into  your  eyes,as  you 
would  look  us  all  out  of  t he  Land . 

I 2 Arb. 



6o  King. 

Arb.  I do  conftTs  ir,  will  that  fatisfic  f I pretheegcttliee 


gone. 

tjlf.tr.  Sir,  I will  fpcak. 

A:b.  W ill  yc? 

tJU.tr.  It  is  my  duty.  I fear  you  will  kill  your  felf : I am 
a fubje<ft,  and  you  fliall  do  me  wrong  in’t ; ’tis  my  caufc,  and 
I may  fpcak. 

A>  L\  Thou  art  not  train’d  in  lln,  it  feems  Mardomm : kill 
my  fdf!  by  Heaven  1 will  not  do  it  yet ; and  when  I will, 
rie  tell  thee  then ; I fliall  be  fuch  a creature,  that  thou  wilt 
give  me  leave  without  a word.  There  is  a method  in  mans 
wickednefs,  it  grows  up  by  degrees  .•  I am  not  come  fo  high 
as  killing  of  my  felf,  there  are  a hundred  thoufand  lins 
’twixt  meandit,  which  1 muftdoe,  and  1 fliall  come  to’t  at 
laft  but  take  my  oath  not  now,  be  fatisfied,  and  get  thee 
hence. 

M.rr.  I am  forty  ’tis  fo  ill. 

^ Arb.  Be  forty  then,  true  forrow  is  alone,  grieve  by  thy 

<Ji/,tr.  I pray  you  let  me  fee  your  Sword  put  up  before  I 
go ; rie  leave  you  then. 

Arb.  W^hy  fo  ? what  folly  is  this  in  thee,  is  it  not  as  apt 
to  mifehief  as  it  was  before  ? can  I not  reach  it  thinkft 
thou?  thefe  are  toyes  for  Children  to  be  pleas’d  with,  and 
not  men,  now  I am  fafe  you  think : I would  the  book  of  fate 
were  here,  my  Sword  is  not  fo  fure  but  I would  get  it  out 
and  mangle  that,  that  all  the  deftinies  Ihould  quire  forget 
their  fixt  decrees , and  hafl:  to  make  us  new , for  other  for- 
tunes, mine  could  not  be  worfe,  wilt  thou  now  leave  me  ? 

Afar.  Heaven  put  into  your  bofome  temperate  thoughts, 
I’ie  leave  you  though  I fear. 

Arb.  Go,  thou  art  honeft,  why  fbould  the  hafly  error  of 
my  youth  be  fo  unpardonable  to  draw  a fin  helplefs  upon 
me  .<* 

Ef.’ter  Gobrias. 

Cob.  There  is  the  King,  now  it  is  ripe. 

Arb.  Draw  near  thou  guilty  man,  that  art  the  authour  of 
the  loathedfl:  crime  five  ages  have  brought  forth,  and  hear 
me  fpeak  ^ curfes  more  incurable,  and  all  the  evils  mans 
body  or  his  Spirit  can  receive  be  with  thee. 

Gob.  Why  Sir  do  you  curfe  me  thus  ? 

Arb.  Why  do  I curfe  thee  if  there  be  a manfubtil  in 
airfcs,  that  exceeds  the  reft,  his  worft  wifh  on  thee,  thou 
haft  broke  my  heart. 

ejeb.  How  Sir,  have  I preTerv’d  you  from  a-child,  from 
all  theorrows,  malice,  or  ambition  could  flroot  at  you,  and 
have  I this  for  my  pay  ? 

t^rb.  ’Tistrue,  thoudidftpreferve  me,andinthatwcrt 
crueller  than  hardned  murthcrers  of  infants  and  their 
Mothers?  thou didft fave me  only  till  thou  hadft  ftudied 
out  a way  how  to  deftroy  me  cunningly  thy  fc4f : this  was  a 
curious  way  of  torturing, 
j Cob.  What  do  you  mean  ? 

I Arb.  Thou  knowft  the  evils  thou  haft  done  to  me ; doft 
thou  remember  all  thofe  v^itching  letters  thou  fent’ft  unto 
i me  to  cA’rmcmay  fill’d  with  the  praife  of  my  beloved  Sifter, 
where  thou  extol’ft  her  beauty,what  had  1 to  do  with  that  ? 
what  could  her  beauty  be  to  me  ? and  thou  didft  write  how 
j well  fhc  lov’d  me,  doft  thou  remember  this  f fo  that  1 
doted  fomething  before  I faw  her. 

Gob.  This  is  true. 

Arb.  Is  it?  and  v/htn  I was  return’d  thou  knowft  thou 
’ didft  purfijc  it,  till  thou  woundlt  me  into  fuch  a ftrange  and 
unlx-liev’d  aftlrftion,  as  good  men  cannot  think  on. 

gob.  This  I grant,  I think  I wasthccaufe. 

'.Arb.  Wert  thou?  Nay  more,  I think  thou  mcant’ft  it. 

Cob.  Sir,  I hate  to  lie,  as  1 love  Heaven  and  honefty,  1 
I 'id,  it  was  my  meaning. 

' Arb.  fie  thine  own  fad  judge, a further  condemnation  will 
I :.'A  need,  prepare  thy  felf  to  dy. 

Cob.  Why  Sir  to  dy  ? 

1 Arby  Wily  fhouldft  thou  live?  ? v/asever  yet  offender  fo 
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impudent,  that  had  a thought  of  Mercy  after  conFcfTion  of 
a crime  like  this?  get  out  I cannot  where  thou  hifrfftme 
in, but  I can  take  revenge, that’s  all  tlic  fweetnefs  left  for  me. 

Gob.  Now  is  the  time,  hear  me  but  Ipeak. 

Arb.  No,  yet  1 will  be  far  m^fc'mcrcifull  than  thou 
vverttome^  thou  didft  fteal  into  t^and  never  gav’ft  me 
warning ; lb  much  time  as  I givb  thee  now,  had 'prevented 
thee  for  ever.  Notwithftanding  all  thy  fins,  if  thou  haft 
hope , that  there  is  yet  a prayer  to  lave  thee, turn  and  fpeak 
it  to  thy  felf.  ' 

Gob.  Sir,  you  fha  11  know  your  fins  before  you  do ’em,  if 
yon  kill  me. 

Arb.  I will  not  ftay  then.. 

Gob.  Know  you  kill  your  Father.  • • 

Arb.  How  ? 

gob.  You  kill  your  Father. 

Arb.  My  Father  ? though  I know’t  for  a lie,  made  out 
of  fear  to  fave  thy  ftained  life the  very  reverence  of  the 
word  comes  crofs  me,  and  ties  mine  arm  down. 

Gob:  I will  tell  you  that  lhall  heighten  you  again,  I anr 
thy  Father,  I charge  thee  hear  me. 

^ (Arbi  If  it  ftiould  be  fo,  as  ’tis  moftfalfe,  and  that  I 
fliould  be  found  a Baftard  iflucj^the  defpifed  fruit  of  iawlefs 
luft,  I Ihould  no  more  admire  all  my  wild  palTions but  ano- 
ther truth  lhall  be  wrung  from  thee : if  I could  come  by  the 
Spirit  of  pain,  it  ftiould  be  poured  on  thee,  till  thou  allow’ft 
thy  felf  more  full  of  lies  than  he  that  teaches  thee. 

E'rJter  Arane. 

Ara.  Turn  thee  about,  I come  to  fpeak  to  thee  thou 
wicked  man,  hear  me  thou  tyrant. 

Arb.  I will  turn  to  thee,hear  me  thou  Strumpet I have 
blotted  out  the  name  of  Mother,  as  thou  haft  thy  lhame. 

Ara.  My  lhame ! thou  haft  lefs  lhame  than  any  thing ; 
why  doft  thou  keep  my  Daughter  in  a prifon  ? why  doll 
thou  call  her  Sifter,  ‘ and  do  this .? 

Arb.  Ceafe  thy  ftrange  impudence,  and  anfwer  quickly 
ifthoucontemneftme,  this  will  ask  an  anfwer,  and  have 
it. 

Ara.  Help  me  Gentle  Gohrioi. 

Arb.  Guilt  dear  not  help  guilt  though  they  grow  toge- 
ther indoingiii,  yet  atthepuniftinmentthey  fever, and  each 
flies  the  noile  of  other,  tliink  not  ofhcJp,  anfwer. 

Ara.  1 will,  to  what? 

Arb.  To  fuch  a thing,  as  if  it  be  a truth  think  what  a 
creature  thou  haft  made  thy  felf, that  didft  not  lhame  to  do, 
what  I muft  blufh  only  to  ask  thee : tell  me  who  I am, 
whofe  Ion  I ara  without  all  circumftance,  be  thou  as  hafly  as 
my  Sword  will  be  if  thou  refufeft. 

Ara.  Why, you  are  his  fon. 

Arb.  His  Son  ? fwear,  fwear,  thou  worfe  than  woman 
damn’d. 

Ara.  By  all  that’s  good  you  are. 

Arb.  Then  art  thou  all  that  ever  was  known  bad,  now  is 
the  caufe  of  all  my  ftrange  mif-fortunes  come  to  light : what 
reverence  expedteft  thou  from  a child,  to  bring  forth  which 
thou  haft  offended  heaven,  thy  husband,  and  the  Land  ? 
adulterous  witch,  I know  now  why  thou  wouldft  have  poy- 
fon’dme,  I was  thy  lull  which  thOu  wouldft  have  forgot: 
then  wicked  Mother  of  my  fins,  and  me,  Ihow  me  the  way 
to  the  inheritance  1 have  by  thee : which  is  a fpacious  world 
of  impious  ads, that  1 may  foon  poftefs  it : plagues  rot  thee, 
as  thou  liv’ft,  and  fuch  difeafes,  as  ufc  to  pay  lull,  recom- 
pence  thy  deed. 

Gob.  You  do  not  know  why  you  curfe  thus. 

Arb.  Too  well;  you  arc  a pair  of  Vipers^  and  behold 
theSerpent  you  have  got ; there  is  no  bcaft  but  if  he  knew 
it,  has  a pedigree  as  brave  as  mine,  for  they  have  more 
defeents,  and  1 am  every  way  as  bcaftlygot,  as  far  with- 
out the  compafs  of  Law  as  they. 

Ara.  You  fpend  your  rage  and  Words  in  vain,  and  rail 
upon  a guefs  *,  hear  us  a little. 

Arb.  No,  1 will  never  hear,  but  talk  away  my  breath, 

and 


King,  and  no  King. 
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^nd  die. 

goh.  Why.  but  you  are  no  Ballard. 

Arb.  How^s  that  ? 

Ara.  Nor  child  of  mine. 

Arb.  Still  you  go  on  in  wonders  to  me. 
gob.  Pray  you  re  more  patient,  I may  bring  comfort  to 
you. 

tArb.  I will  kneel,  and  hear  with  the  obedience  of  a 
child  i good  Father  fpeak,  I do  acknowledge  you , fo  you 
bring  comfort. 

Gob.  Firft  know,  our  laft  King,  your  fuppofed  Father 
was  old  and  feeble  when  he  married  her,  and  almoft  all 
the  Land  thought  Ihe  was  paft  hope  of  ilTue  from  him. 

Arb.  Therefore  (he  took  leave  to  play  the  whore,  becaufe 
the  King  was  old  : is  this  the  comfort  ? 

Ara.  What  will  you  find  out  to  give  me  fatisfadion, 
when  you  find  how  you  have  injur’d  me  ? let  fire  coafume 
me,  if  ever  I were  a whore. 

Gob.  For-bear  thefe  Harts,  or  I will  leave  you  wedded  to 
defpair,  as  you  are  now : if  you  can  find  a temper,  my 
breath  (hall  be  a pleafant  weftern  wind  that  cools  and 
blalts  not. 

Arb.  Bring  it  out  good  Father.  Tie  lie,  and  lilten  here 
as  reverently  as  to  an  Angel : if  I breath  too  loud,  tell  me  •, 
for  I would  be  as  Hill  as  night. 

Gob.  Our  King  I fay,  was  old,  and  this  our  Queen  defir’d 
to  bring  an  heir,  but  yet  her  husband  Ihe  thought  was  pall 
it,  and  to  be  dilhoneft  I think  Ihe  would  not .-  if  Ihe  would 
have  been,  the  truth  is,  Ihe  was  watcht  fo  narrowly,  and  had 
fo  flender  opportunities,lhe  hardly  could  have  been;  but  yet 
her  cunning  found  out  this  way  •,  Ihe  feign’d  her  felf  with 
child,  and  polls  were  lent  in  hall  throughout  the  Land,  and 
humble  thanks  was  given  in  cveryChurch,and  prayers  were 
made  for  her  fafe  going  and  delivery : fhe  feign’d  now  to 
grow  bigger,  and  perceiv’d  this  hope  of  ilFue  made  her 
fear’d,  and  brought  a far  more  large  refpeft  from  every 
man,  and  law  her  power  increafe,  and  was  refolv’d,  fince  Ihe 
believ’d,  Ihe  could  not  hav’t  indeed,  at  leall  Ihe  would  be 
thought  to  have  a child. 

Arb.  Do  I not  hear  it  well  ? nay  I will  make  no  noife  at 
ajl  ^ but  pray  you  to  the  point,  quickly  as  you  can. 

gob.  Now  when  the  time  was  full,  Ihe  Ihouid  be  brought 
to  bed,  I had  a Son  born , which  was  you , this  the  Queen 
hearing  of  mov’d  me  to  let  her  have  you  •,  and  fuch  reafons 
fhe  fheWed  nie,  as  flie  knew  would  tie  myfecrecie,  fhe  fwore 
you  Ihould  be  King,  and  to  be  Ihort,  I did  deliver  you  unto 
her,  and  pretended  you  were  dead,  and  in  mine  own  houfe 
kept  a funeral,  and  had  an  empty  coffin  put  in  Earth,  that 
night  this  Queen  feign’d  haflily  to  labour  and  by  a pair  of 
women  of  her  own,  which  fhe  had  charm’d,  fhe  made  the 
world  believe  Ihe  was  delivered  of  you.  You  grew  up  as 
the  Kings  Son,  till  you  were  fix  years  old  ^ then  did  the  King 
dye,  and  did  leave  to  me  Protedion  of  the  Realm  j and 
contrary  to  his  own  expedation,  left  this  Queen  truely  with 
child  indeed,  of  the  fair  Princefs  Panthea : then  fhe  could 
havo  tom  her  hair  and  did  alone  tome,  yetdurft  notfpeak 
in  publick,  for  flie  knew  fhe  fhould  be  found  a traytor : and 
her  tale  would  have  been  thought  madnefs,  or  any  thing  ra- 
ther than  truth.  This  was  the  only  caufe  why  fhe  did  feek 
topoyfonyou,  and  I to  keep  you  fafe  ^ and  this  the  reafon, 
why  I fought  to  kindle  fome  fparks  of  love  in  you  to  fair 
Panthea,  that  flic  might  get  part  of  her  right  again. 

Arb.  And  have  you  made  an  end  now  ? is  this  all  ? if 
not,  I will  be  flill  till  I be  aged,  till  all  my  hairs  be  Silver. 

Gob.  This  is  all. 

Arb.  And  is  it  true  fay  you  too  Madam  ? 

Ara.  Yes  heaven  knows  it  is  mofl  true. 

Arb.  Panthea  then  is  not  my  Sifler  ? 
gob.  No. 

Arb.  But  can  you  prove  this  ? 

Gob.  If  you  will  give  confent,  elfe  who  dares  go  about  it  ? 
Arb,  Give  confent  ? why  I will  have  ’em  all  that  know  it 
rackt,  to  get  this  from  ’em,  all  that  wait  without,  come  in, 
what  ere  you  be,  come  in  and  be  partakers  of  my  joy,  O 
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you  arc  welcome. 

Enter  Bcffiis,GcntIcmen,  MiivdonlviSj  and  other  attendants. 

Arb.  The  befl  news,  nay  draw  no  nearer,  they  allfliall 
hear  it,  I am  found  no  King. 

tJMar.  Is  that  fo  good  news  ? 

Arb.  Yes  the  happiefl  news  that  ere  was  heard. 

iAfar.  Indeed  ’twcie  well  for  you  if  you  might  be  a 
little  lefs  obey’d. 

Arb.  One  call  the  Qupen.  ’ ' ' 

(iJl'iar.  Why  fhe  is  there. 

Arb.  The  C^een  <tJ^^rdomui , Panthea  is  the  Queen  and 
I am  plain  Arbaces\  go  fome  one,  fnc  is  in  houfe, 

fince  1 fliw  you  there  are  a thoufand  things  delivered  tofne, 
you  little  dream  of  {.Exit  a Gent. 

Mar.  So  it  fhould  feem  my  Lord,  what  fury’s  this  ? 

Cjob.  Believe  me  ’tis  no  fury,  all  that  he  faies  is  truth. 

Mar.  ’Tis  very  flrange. 

Arb.  Why  do  you  keep  your  hats  off  Gentlemen  ? is 
it  to  me  I fwear  it  muft  not  be  ^ nay,  trufl  me,  in  good 
faith  it  mufl  not  be , I cannot  now  command  you,  but  I 
pray  you  for  the  refpedt  you  bare  me,  when  you  took  me  for 
your  King,  each  man  clap  on  his  hat  at  my  defire. 

Mar.  We  will,  you  are  not  found  fo  mean  a man,  but 
that  you  may  be  cover’d  as  well  as  we,  may  you  not  ? 

cArb.  O not  here,  you  may,  but  not  I,  for  here  is  my 
Father  in  prefence. 

Mar.  Where? 

Arb.  Why  there : O the  whole  flory  would  be  a wilder- 
nefs  to  lofe  thy  felf  for  ever : O pardon  me  dear  Father  for 
all  the  idle  and  unreverent  words  that  I have  fpoke  in  idle 
moods  to  you;  I am  Arbacesy  we  all  fellow-fubjc(fls, 
nor  is  the  Queen  l.^anthea  now  my  Sifter. 

Bef.  Why  if  you  remember  fellow-fubjecfl;  Arbacesy  I 
told  you  once  fhe  was  not  your  Sifter  : I,  and  fhe  lookt  no- 
thing like  you. 

Arb.  I think  you  did,  good  Captain  Bejfas. 

Bef.  Here  will  arife  another  queftion  now  amongft  the 
Sword-men,  whether  I be  to  call  him  to  account  for  beating 
me,  now  he  is  proved  no  King. 

Enter  Lygones. 

CMar.  Sir  here’s  LygoneSy  the  agent  for  the  Anfenian 
State. 

Where  is  he  .?  I know  your  bufinefs  good 


Arb. 
Lygones. 

Lyg- 
Arb. 


We  muft  have  our  King  again,  and  will. 

I knew  that  was  your  bufinefs : you  fhall  have  your 
King  again,  and  have  him  fo  again  as  never  King  was  had, 
go  one  of  you  and  bid  'Bacunm  bring  Tisanes  hither  •, 
and  bring  the  Lady  with  him,  that  Pantheay  the  Queen 
Panthea  fent  me  word  this  morrning,  was  brave  Tigranes 
miftrefs.  - {Ex.  tveo  Gent. 

Lyg.  ’Tis  Spaconia. 

Arb.  I,  I,  Spaconia. 

Lyg.  She  is  my  Daughter. 

Arb.  She  is  fo : I could  now  tell  any  thing  I never  heard 
your  King  (hall  go  fo  home,  as  never  man  went. 

Mar.  Shall  he  go  on’s  head  ? 

Arb.  He  fhall  have  chariots  eafier  than  air  that  I wil 
have  invented  ; and  ne’re  think  one  fhall  pay  any  ranfome 
and  thy  felf  that  art  the  meffenger,  fhalt  ride  before  him 
on  a horfe  cut  outof  an  intire  Diamond,  that  fhall  be  made 
to  go  with  golden  wheeles,  I know  not  how  yet. 

Lyg.  Why  I fhall  be  made  for  ever?  they  beli’d  this  King 
with  us,  and  faid  he  was  unkind. 

Arb.  And  then  thy  Daughter,  fhe  fhall  have  fome  ftrangc 
thing,  wee’l  have  the  Kingdom  fold  utterly,  and  put  into  a 
toy  which  fhe  fhall  wear  about  her  carelefly  fome  where  or 
other.  See  the  vertuous  Qreen  •,  behold  the  humbleft  fubjed 
, that  you  have  kneel  here  before  you. 
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Kitig^  and  7w  King, 


Enter  Panthca  and  i Gem, 

Par.  Why  kneel  you  to  me  that  am  yolir  ValTal  ? 

j4rh.  Grant  me  one  rcqueft. 

Fan.  Alas  what  can  I grant  you  ? what  I can,  I will. 

yirb.  That  you  will  pleale  to  marry  me  if  1 can  prove  it 
lawfull. 

Pan.  Is  that  all  ? more  willingly  than  1 would  draw  this 
air. 

Arh.  rie  kifs  this  hand  in  earneft. 

2 Gem.  Sir,  Tisanes  is  coming  though  he  made  it 
ftrange  at  fu  ll,  to  lee  the  Princefs  any  more. 

Emer  Tigranes  and  Spaconia. 

eyirb.  The  Queen  thou  meaneft,  O my  Tigranes.  Pardon 


me,  tread  on  my  neck,  1 freely  offer  it,  and  if  thou  beeftfo 
given  take  revenge,  for  I have  injured  thee. 

Ttgr,  No,  1 forgive,  and  rejoyce  more  that  you  have 
found  repentance,  than  1 my  liberty. 

iArh.  Mayeft  thou  be  happy  in  thy  fair  choice,  for  thou 
art  temperate.  Y ou  owe  no  ra^om  to  the  ftate,  know  that 
1 have  a thoufand  joyes  to  tell  ycju  of,  which  yet  I dare  not 
utter  till  I pay  my  th^ks  to  Heaven  for  ’em : Will  you  go 
with  me  and  help  me  r pray  you  do. 

Ttgr.  1 will.  , . 

Arh.  Take  then  your  fair  one  with  you ; arid  you  Queen 
of  goodnefs  and  of  us , O give  me  leave  to  take  your 
arm  in  mine:  come  every  one  that  takes  delight  in 
goodnefs,  help  to  fing  loud  thanks  for  me,  that  1 am  prov’d 
no  King. 


THE 


THE 

SCORNFUL  LADY, 

C O ME  D Y 


Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 

Elder  Lovelels,  a Sutor  to  the  Lady. 

Toung  Lovelef^  a Prodigal 
Savil,  steward  to  Elder  Lovele(& 

Younglove,  or  Abigal,  a waiting  GentlewontaH* 
Welford,  a Sutor  to  the  Lady. 

Sir  Roger,  Curate  to  the  Lady, 

r Captain,  T 

, jTravailer,  ^ i ^ ^ 

A sp^p,.  > Hangers  on  to  Toung  Lovelek 

fTabaco-man,j 

Wenches. 

Fidlers. 

Morecraft,  an  Vfirer. 

A Rich  Widow, 

Attendants, 

ABus  primm. 

Scena  prima. 

Enter  the  tm  Loveleffes,  SaVil  the  Steward^  aftd  a Page* 


Elder  Love.  % Rother,is  your  laft  hope  paft  to  mollifie 
Morecrafts  heart  about  your  Morgage? 

V ^ ICoung  Love.  Hopelefly  paft : 1 have 
^ prefeated  the  Ufurer  with  a richer 
draught  than  ever  Cleopatra  fwallowed  •,  he  hath  fuckt  in  ten 
thousand  pounds  worth  of  my  Land,  more  than  he  paid  for 
at  a gulp,  without  Trumpets. 

El.  Lo.  I have  as  bard  a task  to  perform  in  this  houfe. 

To.  Lo.  Faith  mine  was  to  make  an  Ufurer, honeft,  or  to 
lofe  my  Land. 

£1.  Lo.  And  mine  is  toperfwade  a pafTionate  woman,  or 
to  leave  the  Land.  Make  the  boat  ftay,I  fear  I fliall  begin  my 
unfortunate  journey  this  night,  though  the  darknefs  of  the 
night  and  the  roughnefs  of  the  waters  might  eafily  diflwade 
an  unwilling  man. 

Savil.  Sir,  your  Fathers  old  friends  hold  it  the  founder 
courfe  for  your  body  and  eftate  to  ftay  at  home  and  marry, 
and  propagate  and  govern  in  our  Country,  than  to  Travel 
and  die  without  ilTue. 

El.  Lo.  Sav'd.,  you  (hall  gain  the  opinion  of  a better 
fervant,  in  feeking  to  execute,  not  alter  my  will,  howfoe- 
ver  my  intents  fucceed. 

To.  Lo.  Yonder’s  Miftres  Brother,  the  grave 

rubber  of  your  Miftrefles  toes. 

Enter  Mifires  Younglove  the  waiting  woman. 

El.  Lo.  'M\^xt%Tomglove. 

Tonng.  Mafter  Lovelefs,  truly  we  thought  your  fails  had 
beenhoift:  my  Miftres  is  perfwaded  you  are  Sea-fick  ere 
this. 

El.  Lo.  Loves  flie  her  ill  taken  up  refolution  fo  dearly? 
Didft  thou- move  her  from  me  ? 

■j  ■ Toung.  By  this  lightthat  fhines,  there’s  no  removing  her, 
S ‘ iflhe  get  a ftirfe  opinion  by  the  end.  I attempted  her  to  day 
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when  they  fay  a woman  can  deny  nothing. 

£l.Lo.  What  critical  minute  was  that? 

‘ Tomg.  When  her  fmock  was  over  her  ears:  but  Ihe  was 
no  more  pliant  than  if  it  hung  about  her  heels. 

El.  Lo.  I prethee  deliver  my  fcrvice,  and  fay,  I defire  to 
fee  the  dear  cauie  of  my  banilhment  •,  and  then  for  France. 

Toung.  riedo’t:  hark  hither,  is  that  your  Brother  ? 

EL  Lo.  Yes,  have  you  loft  your  memory .? 

Tomg.  As  I live  he’s  a pretty  fellow.  \Ek'it. 

To.  Lo.  O this  is  a fwect  Brache. 

El.  Lo.  Why  fhe  knows  not  you. 

To.  Lo.  No,  but  Ihe  offered  me  once  to  know  her : to  this 
day  fhe  loves  youth  of  Eighteen  •,  fhe  heard  a tale  how  Cupid 
ftruck  her  in  love  with  a great  Lord  in  the  Tilt-yard,  but 
he  never  faw  her ; yet  fhe  in  kindnefs  would  needs  wear  a 
Willow-garland  at  his  Wedding.  She  lov’d  all  the  Players 
in  the  laft  Queens  time  once  over ; file  was  ftruck  when  they 
aded  Lovers,  and  forfook  fome  when  they  plaid  Murthers. 
She  has  nine  Spur-royals.,  and  the  fervants  fay  fhe  hoards  old 
gold  *,  and  fhe  her  felf  pronounces  angerly,  that  the  Far- 
mers eldeft  fon,  or  her  Miftres  Husbands  Clerk  fhal[  be, 
that  Marries  her,  fhall  make  her  a joynture  of  fouricore 
pounds  a year ; Ihe  tells  tales  of  the  ferving-  men. 

El.  Lo.  Enough,  I know  her  Brother.  I fliall  intreat  you 
only  to  falute  my  Miftres,  and  take  leave,  we’l  part  at  the 
Stairs. 

Enter  andwaiti-ngwom  en. 

Lady.  Now  Sir,  this  firft  part  of  your  will  is  perforrned : 
what’s  the  reft  ? 

El.  Lo.  Firft,  let  me  beg  your  notice  for  this  Gentleman 
my  Brother. 

Lady.  I fnall  take  it  as  a favour  done  to  me,  though  the 
Gentleman  hath  received  but  an  untimely  grace  from  you, 

- yet  1 


The  Scorftful  Lady. 


yet  my  charitable  dilpolition  would  have  been  ready  to  have 
done  him  freer  courtelics  as  a lb  anger,  than  upon  thole  cold 
commendations. 

To.  Lo.  Lady,  my  falutations  crave  acquaintance  and 
leave  at  once.  ' ^ 

L.idy.  Sir  1 hope  you  are  tlie  mailer  of  your  own  occifi- 
ons.  Yo.  Lo.  and  Savil. 

El.  Lo.  Would  I were  fo.  Millris,  for  me  to  praife  o- 
ver  again  that  worth,  which  all  the  world,  and  you  your 
felfc'an  fee. 

L.idy.  It’s  a cold  room  this , Servant. 

El.  Lo.  Millris. 

l.a.  W'hat  think  you  if  I have  a Chimney  for’t,  oiit  here  ? 

El.  Lo.  Millris,  another  in  my  place,  that  were  not  tyed 
to  believe  all  your  aeflions  jult,  would  apprehend  himfelf 
uTong’d : But  I whofe  vertues  are  conftancy  and  obedience. 

L./.  Tonnolovc.,  make  a good  fire  above  to  warm  me  after 
my  lervants  Sxordmm  . 

El.  Lo.  I have  heard  and  feen  your  afiability  to, be  fuch, 
tiiat  the  fervants  you  give  wages  to  may  fpeak. 

La.  ’Tis  true,  ’tis  true  •,  but  they  fpeak  toth’  purpofe. 

El  Lc.  Millris,  your  will  leads  my  fpeeches  from  the  pur- 
pole.  But  as  a man — — 

L.t.  KSinnle  fervant?  This  room  was  built  for  honefl 
meaners,  that  deliver  thcmfelves  haltily  and  plainly,and  are 
gone.  Is  this  a time  or  place  for  Exordiums.,  and  Similes 
and  ALtaphors}  If  you  have  ought  to  fay,  break  into’t: 
my  anfwers  (hall  very  reafonably  meet  you. 

El.  Lo.  Millris  1 came  to  fee  you. 

L i.  That’s  happily  difpatcht,  the  next. 

El.  Lo.  To  take  leave  of  you. 

La.  To  be  gone  ? 

El.  Lor.  Yes. 

La.  You  need  not  have  dePpair’d  of  that,  nor  have  us’d 
fo  many  circumllauccs  to  win  me  to  give  you  leave  to  per- 
form my  command  \ is  there  a third  ? 

SI.  Lo.  Ye§,  I had  a third  had  you  been  apt  to  hear  it. 

La.  I.'’  Never  apter.  Fall  (good fervant)  fall. 

SI.  Lo.  ’Tw’as  to  intreat  you  to  hear  reafon. 

La.  Moft  willingly,  have  you  brought  one  can  Ipeak  it  ? 

El.  Lo.  Laflly,  it  is  to  kindle  in  that  barren  heart  love 
and  forgivenefs. 

La.  You  would  flay  at  home  ? 

El.  Lo.  Yes  Lady. 

La.  Why  you  may,  and  doubtlefly  will,  when  you  have 
debated  that  your  commander  is  but  your  Millris,  a woman, 
a weak  one,  wildly  overborn  withpalfions;  but  the  thing 
by  her  commanded,  is  to  fee  Dovfn  dreadful  cliffe,  palTing 
in  a poor  Water- houfe  *,  the  dangers  of  the  mercilefs  Chan- 
nel’twixt  that  and  livelong  hours  fail,  with  three 
poor  weeks  viduals. 

SI.  Lo.  Yon  wrong  me. 

La.  Then  to  land  dumb,  unable  to  enquire  for  an  Eng- 
lifh  hoafl,  to  remove  from  City  to  City,  by  moll  charge- 
able Poll-horfe,  like  one  that  rode  in  quell  of  his  Mother 
tongue. 

El.  Lo.  You  wrong  me  much. 

L.a.  And  all  thefc  (almoll  invincible  labours)  performed 
for  your  Mi  fir  is,  tobcindanger  toforfakeher,  and  to  put 
on  new  all^geancc  to  Pome  French  Lady,  who  is  content  to 
change  language  with  your  laughter,  and  after  your  whole 
year  fpent  in  Tennis  and  broken  f[)ccch,  to  Hand  to  the  ha- 
I zard  of  being  laught  at,  at  your  return,  and  have  tales 
I made  on  you  by  the  Chamber-maids, 
j El.  Lo.  You  wTong  me  much, 

j La.  Louder  yet. 

! 61.  Lo.  You  know  your  IcaH  word  is  offeree  to  make 

j me  Peek  out  dangers,  move  me  not  with  toyes:  but  in 
j this  banilhmcnr,  1 muHrake  leave  to  lay,  you  areunjuH: 

! w as  one  kifs  forc’t  from  you  in  piiblick  by  me  lb  unpardon- 
able? Why  all  the  hours  of  day  and  night  have  Iccn  us 
kiC. 

, La.  ’Tis  true,  and  fo  you  told  the  company  that  heard 
' me  chide. 


Elder  Lov.  Your  own  eyes  were  not  dearer  to  you 
than  1. 

Lady.  And  fo  you  told  ’em. 

Elder  Lo.  I did,  yet  no  llgn  of  dilgrace  need  to  have 
Hain’d  your  check  : you  your  lelf  knew  your  pure  and 
limple  heart  to  be  molt  ur(4^otted,  and  free  from  the  kail 
bafenefs. 

Lady.  I did : But  if  a Maids  heart  doth  but  once  think 
that  Ihe  is  fufpedled,  her  owm  face  will  write  her  guilty. 

Slder  Lo.  But  where  lay  this  dilgrace  The  world  that 
knew  us,  knew  our  refolutions  well : And  could  it  be  hop’d 
that  I Ihbilld  give  away  my  freedom  ; and  venture  a perpe- 
tuaf’bphdagc  with  one  I never  kill } or  Oduld  1 in  llrid:  wif 
dom  take  too  much  love  upon  me,  from  her  that  chole  me 
forbef  Husband  ? “ ■’ 

Lady.  Believe  me  •,  if  my  Wedding- fmock  were  on, 
W’ere  the  Gloves  bought  and  given,  the  Licence  come,  - 
Were  the  Rofemary-branches  dipt,  and  all 
The  HipochriH  and  Cakes  eat  and  drunk  offj 
Were  thefe  two  af  niesrincompall  with  the  hands 
Of  Bachelors  to  lead  me  to  the  Church, 

Were  my  feet  in  the-cloor^.  wefe  I /c)/?w,‘laid'y  ^ ^ f V 

If  Ihouldboalla  favour  done  byme,  - •■•v  . C 

I would  not  wed  that  year  .-.jAnd  you  I hope,  ■ ' 

When  you  have  fpent  this  year  commodioufly,  ^ r . ) 
In  atchieving  Languages,  will  at  your  return  ■ - . - 

Acknowledge  me  more  coy  of  parting,  with  mineeyes^  ; 
Than  fuch  a friend ; More  talk  1 hold  not  rlow  - ■ 

If  you  dare  go.  . ' ' ‘r  y- 

Elder  Lo.  I dare,  you  knew : Firll  let  me  kifs. 

Lady.  Farewcl  fweet  Servant,  your  task  perform’d. 

On  a new  ground  as  a beginning  Sutor, 

I fiiall  be  apt  to  hear  you. 

Elder  Lo.  Farewel  cruel  Miflrcs.  \_Exit  Lady. 

Enter  Young  Lovelefs,  andSd.\\\. 

Toung  Lo.  Brother  you’l  hazard  the  loling  your  tide  to 
<jrave]end\  you  have  a long  half  mile  by  Land  to  (jreenc- 
wichl 

Elder  Lo.  I go : but  Brother,  what  yet  unheard  of  courfe 
to  live,  doth  your  imagination  flatter  you  with.?  Your  or- 
dinary means  are  devour’d. 

Toung  Lo.  Courfe?  why  Horfe-courfing I think.  Con- 
fume  no  time  in  this : I have  no  Ellate  to  be  mended  by  me- 
ditation : he  that  bufics  himfelfabout  my  fortunes  may  pro- 
perly be  Paid  to  bufie  himfelfabout  nothing. 

E.lder  Lo.  Yet  fome  courfe  you  muH  take,  which  for  my 
latisfadlion  refolve  and  open ; if  you  will  lhape  none,  I mull 
inform  you  that  that  man  but  perfwades  himfelf  he  means 
to  live,  that  imagines  not  the  means. 

Tomg  Lo.  Why  live  upon  others,  as  others  have  lived 
upon  me. 

Elder  Lo.  I apprehend  not  that : you  have  fed  others,  and 
confcquently  difpos’d  of ’em:  and  the  fame  meafuremull 
you  c'Xpeifl  h orn  your  maintainors,  which  will  be  too  heavy 
an  alteration  for  you  to  bear. 

Tomg  Lo.  Why  Tie  purfe  •,  if  that  raile  me  not,  Tie  bet 
at  Bowiing-allcyes,  or  man  Whores ; I would  fain  live  by 
others : but  Tic  live  whillt  I am  unhang’d,  and  after  the 
thought’s  taken. 

Elder  Love.  I fee  you  are  ty’d  to  no  particular  imploiment 
then  ? 

TomgLo.  Faith  I maychoofe  my  courfe  : they  lay  na- 
ture brings  forth  none  but  Ihe  provides  for  them : Tie  try 
her  liberality. 

Slder  Ljo.  Well,  to  keep  your  feet  out  of  bafe  and  dange- 
rous paths,  I have  rcfolved  youlhall  live  as  Mailer  of  my 
Floufe.  It  fhall  be  your  care  Savil  to  fee  him  fed  and  doath- 
cd,  not  according  to  his  prefent  EHatc,  but  to  his  birth  and 
former  fortunes. 

Tomg  Lo.  If  it  be  refer’d  to  him,  if  I be  not  found  in  Car- 
nation Jearfie-ltock  ins,  blew  devils  breeches,  with  thegards 
down, and  my  pocket  i’th’llceves,ric  n’er  look  you  i’th’  face 
again. 


Sa.  a comelicr  wear 

flops.  . 

Elder  Lo.  To  keep  you  readie  to  do  him  all  fervicc  peace- 
ably, and  him  to  command  you  reafonably,  1 leave  thele  An- 
ther diredions  in  writing,  which  at  your  befl:  leafure  toge- 
ther open  and  read. 

Enter  Younglove  to  them  with  a lew  ell. 

jibig.  Sir,  my  Miftrefs  commends  her  love  to  you  in  this 
token,  and  thefe  words  •,  it  is  a lewell  (Ihe  fayes)  which  as 
a favour  from  her  (he  would  requefl:  you  to  wear  till  your 
years  travel  be  performed : which  once  expired,  fhe  will 

baftiiy  exped:  your  happy  return. 

Elder  Lo.  Return  ray  fervice  with  fuch  thanks,  as  fhe  may 
imagine  the  heart  of  a fuddenly  over-joyed  man  would  wil- 
lingly utter,  and  you  I hope  I lhall  with  flendcr  arguments 
perfwade  to  wear  this  Diamond,  that  when  my  Miftris  fhall 
through  my  long  abfcnce,  and  the  approach  of  new  Suitors, 
offer  to  forget  me  ^ you  may  caft  your  eye  down  to  your 
finger,  and  remember  and  fpeak  of  me : She  will  hear  thee 
better  than  thole  allied  by  birth  to  her ; as  we  fee  many  men 
much  fwayed  by  the  Grooms  of  their  Chambers,  not  that 
they  have  a greater  part  of  their  love  or  opinion  on  them, 
than  on  others,  but  for  that  they  know  their  fecrets. 

jibt.  O’  my  credit  I fwear^  I think  ’twas  made  for  me ; 
Fear  no  other  Suitors. 

Elder  Love.  i ihall  not  need  to  teach  you  how  to  difere- 
dit  their  beginning,  you  know  how  to  take  exception  at 
their  fhirts  at  walking,  or  to  make  the  maids  fwear  they 
found  plalters  in  their  beds. 

Abi.  I know,  I know,and  do  not  you  fear  the  Suitors. 

Elder  Lo.  Farewell,be  mindfull,  and  be  happie  ^ the  night 
calls  me.  \_Exeunt  om?jes prater  Toiwglove. 

Abi.  The  Gods  of  the  Winds  befriend  you  Sir*,  a con- 
ftant  and  a liberal  Lover  thou  art,  more  fuch  God  fend  us. 

Enter  W’elford. 

Wei.  Let  ’em  not  Hand  Hill,  we  have  rid. 

Abi.  A Alitor  I know  by  his  riding  hard,rie  not  be  feen. 

Wei.  A prettie  Hall  this,  no  Servant  in’t  ? I would  look 
freflily, 

Abi.  You  have  delivered  your  errand  to  me  then : there’s 
no  danger  in  a hanfome  young  fellow : Tie  (hew  my  felf. 

Wei.  Lady,  may  it  pleafe  you  to  bellow  upon  a ftranger 
the  ordinary  grace  of  falutation : Are  you  the  Lady  of  this 
houfe  f 

Abt,  Sir,  lam  worthily  proud  to  be  a Servant  offers. 

Wei.  Lady,  1 fhould  be  as  proud  to  be  a Servant  of  yours, 
did  not  my  fo  late  acquaintance  make  me  defpair. 

Ain.  Sir,  it  is  not  fo  hard  to  atchieve,  but  nature  may 
bring  it  about. 

Wei.  For  thele  comfortable  words,  I remain  your  glad 
Debtor.  Is  your  Lady  at  home  ? 

Abi.  She  is  no  ftragler  Sir. 

Wei.  May  her  occafions  admit  me  to  fpeak  with  her  f 

Abi.  If  you  come  in  the  way  of  a Suitor,  No. 

Wei.  I know  your  affable  vertue  will  be  moved  to  per- 
fwadc  her,  that  a Gentleman  benighted  and  ftrayed,  offers 
to  be  bound  to  her  for  a nights  lodging. 

cAbi.  I will  commend  this  meffage  to  her  ',biit  if  you  aim 
at  her  body,  you  will  be  deluded  : other  women  of  the  houfe- 
hold  of  good  carriage  and  government  j upon  any  of  which 
if  you  can  caft  jour  affeftion,  they  will  perhaps  be  found  as 
faithfulland  notlbcoy.  {Exit  Younglove. 

Wei.  What  a skin  full  of  lull  is  this  ? I thought  1 had 
cornea  wooing,  and  I am  the  courted  partie.  Th^is  is  right 
Court  fafhion ; Men,  Women,  and  all  woo,  catch  that  catch 
may.  If  this  foft  hearted  woman  have  infufed  any  of  her 
tendernefs  into  her  Lady,  there  is  hope  Ihe  will  be  plyant. 
But  who’s  here  ? 

Enter  Sir  Roger  the  Curate. 

"E^ger . Gad  favc  you  Sir.  My  Lady  lets  you  know  Ihe  de- 
fires to  be  acquainted  with  your  name,  before  file  confer 


with  you  ? 

Wei.  Sir,  my  name  calls  me  Welford.  \ 

Sir,  you  arc  a Gentleman  of  a good  name.  Tie  | 
try  his  wit.  ! 

Wei,  I will  uphold  it  asgoodasanyofmy  Anceftors  had  j 
this  two  hundred  years  Sir. 

Roger.  I knew  a worfhipfull  and  a Religious  Gentleman  j 
ofyour  namcinthc  bifhopiick  of  Durham.  Call  you  him 
Coufen  ! 

Wei.  I am  only  allyed  to  his  vertues  Sir. 

Roger.  Itismodeftly  faid  : 1 fliould  carry  the  badge  of 
your  Chriftianity  with  me  too. 

Wei.  What’s  that,  aCrofs?  there’s  a tefter. 

Roger.  I mean  the  name  v/hich  your  God-fathers  and 
God-mothers  gave  you  at  the  Font. 

Wei.  ’Tis  Harry : but  you  cannot  proceed  orderly  now 
in  your  Catechilm  : for  you  have  told  me  who  gave  me 
that  name.  Shall  1 beg  your  name  ? 

Roger.  Roger. 

Wei.  What  room  fill  you  in  this  houfe  ? 

Roger.  More  rooms  than  one. 

Wei.  The  more  the  merrier : but  may  my  boldncfs  know, 
why  your  Lady  hath  fent  you  to  decypher  my  name  ? 

' Roger.  Her  own  words  werethefe:  To  know  whether 
you  were  a formerly  denyedSuitor,dlfguifcd  in  this  meffage; 
for  I can  affure  you  (he  delights  not  in  Thalame : Hymen  and 
Ihe  are  at  variance,  I Ihall  return  with  much  haft. 

{Exit  Roger. 

Wei.  And  much  Ipeed  Sir,  I hope : certainly  I am  arri- 
ved amongft  a Nation  of  new  found  fools,  on  a Land  where 
no  Navigator  has  yet  planted  wit^  if  1 had  forefeen  it,  I 
would  have  laded  my  breeches  with  bells,  knives,  copper, 
andglafies,  to  trade  with  women  for  their  virginities:  yet  j 
I fear,  I Ihould  have  betrayed  my  lelfto  a need lefs  charge  j 
then : here’s  the  walking  night  cap  again. 

Enter  Roger. 

Roger.  Sir,  my  Ladies  pleafure  is  to  fee  you:  who  hath 
commarided  me  to  acknowledge  her  forrow,  that  you  muft 
take  the  pains  to  come  up  for  fo  bad  entertainment. 

Wei.  I Ihall  obey  your  Lady  that  fent  it,and  acknowledge 
you  that  brought  it  to  be  your  Arts  Mafter. 

Ro7.  I am  but  a Batchelor  of  Art,  Sir ; and  I have  the 
mending  ofall  under  this  roof,  from  my  Lady  on  her  down- 
bed,  to  the  maid  in  the  Peafe-ftraw. 

Wei.  A Cobler, Sir? 

Roger.  No  Sir , I inculcate  Divine  Service  within  thefe 
Walls. 

Wel.But  the  Inhabitants  of  this  houfe  do  often  imploy  you 
on  errands  without  any  fcruple  of  Confciencc. 

Rog.  Yes,  1 dotakc  the  air  many  mornings  on  foot,  three 
or  four  miles  for  eggs ; but  why  move  you  that  ? 

W‘el.  To  know  whether  it  mig  it  become  your  funeftion  to 
bid  my  man  to  negk(ft  his  horlca  little  to  attend  on  me. 

Roger.  Moft  properly  Sir. 

Wei.  I pray  you  doe  fo  then ; the  whilft  I will  attend  your 
Lady.  You  dired  all  this  houfe  in  the  true  way  ? 

Roger.  I doe  Sir. 

Wei.  And  this  door  I hope  conduds  to  your  Lady  ? 

Rog.  Your  underftanding  is  ingenious.  {Ex.feveral'y 

Enter  young  Lovelcfs  and  Savil,  with  a writing. 

Sa.  By  your  favour  Sir,  you  Ihall  pardon  me  ? 

To.  Lo.  I Iliall  bear  your  favour  Sir,  crofs  me  no  mofe  J I 
fay  they  Ihall  come  in. 

Savil.  Sir,  you  forget  who  lam? 

To.  Lo.  Sir,  I do  not  ^ thou  art  my  Brothers  Steward,  his 
caft  off  mill-money,  his  Kitchen  Arithmetick. 

Sa.  Sir,  I hope  you  will  not  make  fo  little  of  me  ? 

To.  Lo.  I make  thee  not  fo  little  as  thou  art ; for  indeed  ■ 
there  goes  no  more  to  the  making  of  a Steward,  but  a fair 
Imprimif.,  and  then  a realbnable  Item  infus’d  into  him,  and 
the  thing  is  done. 

Sa.  Nay  then  you  ftir  my  duty,  and  I muft  tell  you? 
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Vcu  :^  Lo.  What  wouUlt  thou  tell  me,  how  Hopps 
grow,  or  hold  fome  rotten  dilcourlb  of  Sheep,  or  when 
our  Lady-day  falls?  Prethce  larewcl,  and  entertain  my 
ii  icnds,  be  drunk  and  burn  thy  Tabic  books ; and  my  dear 
ipa;  k of  velvet,  thou  and  I. 

S t.  Good  Sir  remember  ? 

VoHr.g  Lo.  1 do  rcmiMnlK'r  thee  a foolilh  fellow,  one  that 
did  put^his  trull  in  Almanacks,  and  Horfe-fairs,  and  role 
by  Hony  and  Pot-butter.  Shall  they  come  in  yet  ? 

.s'.i.  Nay  then  1 mull  unfold  your  Brothers  pleafure,  thefe 
be  the  Iclfons  Sir,  he  left  behind  him. 

ToHrg  Lo.  Prethce  expound  the  fu  ll. 

Sa.  1 icave  to  maintain  my  houfe  three  hundred  pounds 
a year  *,  and  my  Brother  to  difpofe  of  it. 

roun<r  Lo.  Mark  that  my  wicked  Steward,  and  I difpofe 
ofit  ? 

Sav.  Whiled  he  bears  himfelf  like  a Gentleman,  and 
my  credit  falls  not  in  him.  Mark  that  my  good  young  Sir, 
mark  that. 

Louna  Lo.  Nay,  if  it  be  no  more  I (liall  fulfil  it,  whild  my 
Legs  will  carry  me  I’le  bear  my  felf  Gentlemati-like,  but 
when  I am  drunk,  let  them  bear  me  that  can.  Forward 
dear  Steward, 

Sav.  Next  it  is  my  will,  that  he  be  furnilhed  (as  my  Bro-- 
ther)with  Attendance,  Apparel,  and  the  obedience  of  my 
people. 

Toung  Lo.  Steward  this  is  as  plain  as  your  old  Minikin- 
breeches.  Yourwifdom  will  relent  now,  will  it  not?  Be 
mollified  or you  underltand  me  Sir,  proceed  ? 

Sav.  Next,  that  ray  Steward  keep  his  place,  and  power, 
and  bound  my  Brother’s  wildnels  with  his  care. 

Toung  Lo.  I’le  hear  no  more  of  this  Jpocrypha^  bind  it  by 
it  felf  Steward. 

Sav.  This  is  your  Brothers  will , and  as  I take  it,  he  makes 
no  mention  of  fuch  company  as  you  would  draw  unto  you. 
Captains  of  Gallyfoifts,  fuch  as  in  a clear  day  have  feen 
Callts,  fellows  that  have  no  more  of  God,  than  their  Oaths 
come  to ; they  wear  fwords  to  reach  fire  at  a Play,  and  get 
there  the  oyl’d  end  of  a Pipe,  for  their  Guerdon : then  the 
remnant  of  your  Regiment,  are  wealthy  Tobacco-Mar- 
chants,  that  fet  up  with  one  Ounce, and  break  for  three : to- 
gether with  a Forlorn  hope  of  Poets,  and  all  thefe  look  like 
Carthufians,  things  without  linnen:  Are  thefe  fit  company 
for  my  Mafters  Brother  ? 

roH»g  Lo.  I will  either  convert  thee  (O  thou  Pagan  Ste- 
ward) or  prefently  confound  thee  and  thy  reckonings,  who  s 
there  .?  Call  in  the  Gentlemen. 

Sav.  Good  Sir, 

Tomg  Lo.  Nay,  you  fhall  know  both  who  I am , and 
where  1 am. 

Sarj.  Are  you  my  Mailers  Brother  ? 

Toung  Lo.  Are  you  the  fage  Mafter  Steward,  with  a face 
like  an  old  Sphemendes  ? 

Enter  his  Comrade Sj  Captain,  Traveller,  d c. 

Sav.  Then  God  help  us  all  I fay. 

Toung  Lo.  I,  and  ’tis  well  fa  id  my  old  peer  of  France: 
welcome  Gentlemen,  welcome  Gentlemen  •,  mine  own  dear 
Lads  y’are  richly  welcome.  Know  this  old  Harry  Groat. 

Cap.  Sir  I will  take  your  love. 

Sav.  Sir,  you  will  take  my  Purfe. 

Cap.  And  ftudy  to  continue  it. 

Sav.  I do  believe  you. 

Trav.  Your  honorable  friend  and  Maflers  Brother, 
hath  given  you  to  us  fbr  a worthy  fellow,  and  fo  we  hugg 
you  Sir. 

Sav.  Has  given  himfelf  into  the  hands  of  Varicts,  not  to 
be  carv’d  out.  Sir,  are  thefe  the  pieces  ? 

Toung  Lo.  They  arc  the  Morals  of  the  Age,  thcvcrtucs, 
men  made  of  gold. 

Sav.  Of  your  gold  you  mean  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  This  is  a man  of  War,  and  cryes  go  on,  and 
wears  his  colours. 

Sav.  in’snofe. 


Toung  Lo.  In  the  fragrant  field.  This  is  a Traveller 
Sir,  knows  men  and  manners,  and  has  plow’d  up  the  Sea 
fo  tar  till  both  the  Poles  have  knockt,  has  feen  the  Sun  take 
Coach,  and  can  diftinguifh  the  colour  of  his  Horfes,  and 
their  kinds,  and  had  a F/Wm-Marc  leapt  there. 

Sav.  ’Tis  much. 

‘Era.  I have  feen  more  Sir. 

Sav.  ’Tis  even  enough  o’  Confcience  •,  fit  dmvn,  and  refl 
you,  you  are  at  the  end  of  the  world  already.  Would  you 
had  as  good  a Living  Sir,  as  this  fellow  could  lie  you  out  of, 
he  has  a notable  gift  in’t. 

Toung  Lo.  This  miniflersthe  fmoak,  and  this  the  Mufes. 

Sav.  And  youthe  Cloaths,  and  Meat,  and  Money,  you 
have  a goodly  generation  of  ’em,  pray  let  them  multiply, 
your  Brothers  houfe  is  big  enough,  and  to  fay  truth,  h’as 
too  much  Land,  hang  it  durt, 

Toung  Lo.  Why  now  thou  art  a loving  flinkard.  Fire  off 
thy  Annotations  and  thy  Rent-books,  thou  hall  a weak 
brain  Savil.,  and  with  the  next  long  Bill  thou  wilt  run  mad. 
Gentlemen,  you  are  once  more  welcome  to  three  hundred 
pounds  a year  •,  we  will  be  freely  merry,  fhall  we  not  ? 

Capt.  Merry  as  mirth  and  wine,  my  lovely  Lovelefs. 

Toet.  A ferious  look  fhall  be  a Jury  to  excommunicate 
any  man  from  our  company. 

Tra.  We  will  noLtalk  wifely  neither  ? 

Toung  Lo.  What  think  you  Gentlemen  by  all  this  Reve- 
nue in  Drink  ? 

Capt.  I am  all  for  Drink. 

Tra.  I am  dry  till  it  be  fo. 

Toet.  He  that  will  not  cry  Amen  to  this,  let  him  live  fo^ 
ber,  feem  wife,  and  dye  o’th’  Coram. 

Toung  Lo.  It  fhall  be  fo,  we’l  have  it  all  in  Drink,  let 
Meat  and  Lodging  go,  they  are  tranfitory,  and  fhew  men 
meerly  mortal : then  we’l  have  Wenches,  every  one  his 
Wench,  and  every  week  a frefh  one : we’l  keep  no  powder- 
ed flefh : all  thefe  we  have  by  warrant,  under  the  title  of 
things  ncceffary.  Here  upon  this  place  I ground  it.  The 
obedience  of  my  people,  and  all  neceflaries  .•  your  opinions 
Gentlemen  ? 

Capt.  ’Tis  plain  and  evident  that  he  meant  Wenches. 

Sav,  Good  Sir  let  me  expound  it  ? 

Capt.  Here  be  as  found  men,  as  your  felf  Sir. 

Poet.  This  do  I hold  to  be  the  interpretation  of  it : 
In  this  word  Neceffary,  is  concluded  all  that  be  helps  to 
Man  ^ Woman  was  made  the  firll,  and  therefore  here  the 
chiefeft. 

Toung  Lo.  Believe  me  ’tis  a learned  one  •,  and  by  thefe 
words, The  obedience  of  my  people,you  Steward  being  one, 
are^bound  to  fetch  us  Wenches. 

Capt.  He  is,  he  is. 

Toung  Lo.  Steward,  attend  us  for  inflrudlions  ? 

Sav.  But  will  you  keep  no  houfe  Sir  ? 

Toung  Lo.  Nothing  but  drink  Sir,  three  hundred  pounds 
in  drink. 

Sav.  O miferable  houfe,and  miferable  I that  live  to  fee  it ! 
Good  Sir  keep  fome  meat. 

Toung  Lo.  Get  us  good  Whores,  and  for  your  part, 
I’le  board  you  in  an  Alehoufe,  you  fhall  have  Cheefe  and 
Onions. 

Sav.  What  fhall  become  of  me,  no  Chimney  fmoaking? 
Well  Prodigal,  your  Brother  will  come  home.  {Exit. 

Toung  Lo.  Come  Lads,  I’le  warrant  you  for  Wenches, 
three  hundred  pounds  in  drink.  [Exeunt  onmes. 
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£nter  Lady,  her  Sifitr  Martha,  WelFord,  Younglovc, 
and  others. 

Lady.  O I R>  now  you  fee  your  bad  lodging,  I muft  bid  you 
O goodnight. 

IVel.  Lady  if  there  be  any  want,  ’tis  in  want  of  you. 

Lady.  A little  fleep  will  eafe  that  complement.  Once 
more  good  night. 

Wei.  Once  more  dear  Lady,  and  then  all  fweet  nights. 

Lady.  Dear  Sir  be  Ihort  and  fweet  then. 

Wei.  Shall  the  morrow  prove  better  to  me,  lhall  I hope 
my  fute  happier  by  this  nights  reft.? 

Lady.  Is  your  lute  fo  lickly  that  reft  will  help  it?  Pray 
ye  let  it  reft  then  till  I call  for  it.  Sir  as  a ftranger  you  have 
had  all  my  welcome : but  had  I known  your  errand  ere  you 
came,  your  paflage  had  been  ftraiter.  Sir,  good  night. 

Welford.  So  fair,  and  cruel,  dear  unkind  good  night. 

[Exit  Lady. 

Nay  Sir,  you  lhall  ftay  with  me,  Tie  prefs  your  zeal  fo  far. 

^oger.  O Lord  Sir. 

Wei.  Do  you  love  Tobacco  ? 

Rog.  Surely  I love  it,  but  it  loves  not  me  yet  with  your 
reverence  Pie  be  bold. 

Wei.  Pray  light  it  Sir.  How  do  you  like  it  ? 

Rog.  I promife  you  it  is  notable  flinging  geer  indeed.  It 
is  wet  Sir,  Lord  how  it  brings  down  Rheum  ? 

Wei.  Handle  it  again  Sir,  you  have  a warm  text  of  it. 

Rog.  Thanks  ever  promifed  for  it.  I promife  you  it  is 
very  powerful,  and  by  a Trope,  fpirituaU  for  certainly  it 
moves  in  fundry  places. 

Wei.  I,  it  does  fo  Sir,  and  me  efpecially  to  ask  Sir,  why 
you  wear  a Night-cap. 

Rog.  Affiiredly  1 will  Ipeak  the  truth  unto  you : you  lhall 
underftand  Sir,  that  my  head  is  broken,  and  by  whom  *,  e- 
ven  by  that  vifible  beaft  the  Butler. 

Wei.  The  Butler  ? certainly  he  had  all  his  drink  about 
him  when  he  did  it.  Strike  one  of  your  grave  Calfock  ? 
The  offence  Sir? 

Rog.  Reproving  him  at  Tra- trip  Sir,  for  fwearing;  you 
have  the  total  furely. 

Wei.  You  told  him  when  his  rage  was  fet  a tilt,  and  fo  he 
crackt  your  Canons.  I hope  he  has  not  hurt  your  gentle 
reading ; But  lhall  we  fee  thefe  Gentlewomen  to  night. 

Rog.  Have  patience  Sir  until  our  fellow  Nicholas  be  dc- 
ceaft,  that  is,  allcep : for  fo  the  word  is  taken : to  deep  to 
dye,  to  dye  to  lleep,  a vei  y figure  Sir. 

Wei.  Cannot  you  call  another  for  the  Gentlew'omen  ? 

Rog.  Not  till  the  man  be  m his  bed,  his  grave;  his  grave, 
his  bed : the  very  lame  again  Sir.  Our  Comick  Poet  gives 
the  realbn  fvveetly  ^ Plenas  rimarum  efi,  he  is  full  of  loope- 
holes,  and  will  dilcover  to  our.  Patronefs. 

Wei.  Your  comment  Sir  has  made  me  underftand  you. 

Enter  Martha  Ladies  Sifier,  4W  Younglove, 
to  them  with  a Toffet. 

Rog.  Sir  be  addreft,  the  graces  do  falute  you  with  the  full 
bowl  of  plenty.  Is  our  old  enemy  entomb’d  ? 

Abig.  He’s  fafe  ? 

Rog.  And  does  he  fnore  out  fupinely  with  the  Poet  ? 

Mar.  No,  he  out-fnores  the  Poet. 

Wei.  Gentlewoman,  this  courtelle  IhaJl  bind  a ftranger 
to  you,  ever  your  fervant. 

Mar.  Sir,  my  Sifters  ftridlnefs  makes  not  us  forget  you 
are  a ftranger  and  a Gentleman. 

Abig.  In  footh  Sir , were  I chang’d  into  my  Lady,  a 
Gentleman  fo  well  indued  with  parts,  Ihould  not  be  loft. 

Wei.  I thank  you  Gentlewoman,  and  reft  bound  to  you. 
See  how  this  foul  familiar  ehewes  the  Cud : From  thee,  and 
three  and  fifty  good  Love  deliver  me. 

Mar.  Will  you  fit  down  Sir^  and  take  a fpoon  ? 

Wei  I take  it  kindly.  Lady. 


Mar.  It  is  our  belt  banquet  Sir. 

Rog.  Shall  we  give  thanks  ? 

Wei.  1 have  to  the  Gentlewomen  already  Sir. 

Mar.  Good  Sir  Roger,  keep  that  breath  to  cool  your 
part  o’tli’  Pollet,  you  may  chajicc  have  a fcaldiiig  zeal  elfc  •, 
and  you  will  needs  be  doing,  pray  tell  your  twenty  to  your 
felf.  Would  you  could  like  this  Sir  ? 

Wei.  1 would  your  Sifter  would  like  me  as  well  Lady. 

Mar.  Sure  Sir,  fhe  would  not  eat  you:  but  banilh  that 
imagination^  file’s  only  wedded  to  her  felf,  lyes  with  her 
felf,  and  loves  her  felf-,  andfor  another  Husband  than  hei- 
felf,  he  may  knock  at  the  gate,  but  ne’rc  come  in : be  wife 
Sir,  file’s  a Woman,  and  a trouble,  and  has  her  many  faults, 
the  leaft  of  which  is,  file  cannot  love  you. 

Abig.  God  pardon  her,  fiie’l  do  worfe , would  I were 
worthy  his  leaft  grief,  Miftris  Martha. 

Wei.  Now  I muft  over-hear  her. 

Mar.  Faith  would  thou  hadft  them  all  with  all  my  heart 
I do  not  think  they  would  make  thee  a day  older. 

Abig.  Sir,  will  you  put  in  deeper,  ’tis  the  fvveeter. 

Mar.  Well  laid  old  layings. 

Wei.  She  looks  like  one  indeed.  Gentlewoman  yon 
keep  your  word , your  fweet  felf  has  made  the  bottom 
fweeter. 

Abig.  Sir,  I begin  a frolick,  dare  you  change  Sir  ? 

Wei.  My  felf  for  you,  fo  pleafe  you.  That  fmile  has 
turn’d  my  ftomach : this  is  right  the  old  Embleme  of  the 
Moyle  cropping  of  Thiftles:  Lord  what  a hunting  head  file 
carries,  fure  file  has  been  ridden  with  a Martingale.  Now 
love  deliver  me. 

Rog.  Do  I dream,  or  do  I wake  ? furely  I loiow  not ; am 
I rub’d  off?  Is  this  the  way  of  all  my  morning  Prayers  ? Oh 
Roger,  thou  art  butgrafs,  and  woman  as  a flower.  Did  I for 
this  confume  my  quarters  in  Meditation,  Vowes,  and  wooed 
her  in  Heroic d Spifiles?  Did  I expound  the  Owl,  and  un- 
dertook with  labour  and  expence  the  recolledlion  of  thofe 
thoufand  Pieces,  confum’d  in  Cellars,  and  Tabacco  fliops  of 
that  our  honour’d  EngliJJman  Ni.  Br.  Have  I done  this, 
and  am  I done  thus  too  ? I will  end  with  the  wife  man,  and 
fay  •,  He  that  holds  a Woman,  has  an  Eel  by  the  tail. 

Mar.  Sir  ’tis  fo  late,  and  our  entertainment  (meaning 
our  Poilet)  by  this  is  grown  lb  cold^  that  ’twere  an  unman- 
nerly part  longer  to  hold  you  from  your  reft : let  what  the 
houfe  has  be  at  your  command  Sir. 

Wei.  Sweet  reft  be  with  you  Lady  and  to  you  what  you 
delire  too.  XExemt. 

Abig.lt  Ihould  be  fome  fuch  good  thing  like  your  felf  then. 

Wei.  Heaven  keep  me  from  that  curfe,  and  all  my  ifliic. 
Good  night  Antiquity. 

Rog.  Solamen  Miferis  focios  habuijfe  TSoloris : but  I alone. 

Wei.  Learned  Sir,  will  you  bid  my  man  come  to  me  ? and 
requeuing  a greater  meafure  of  your  learning,  good  night, 
good  Mailer  Roger. 

Rog.  Good  Sir,  peace  be  with  you.  {^Sxit  Roger. 

Wei.  Adue  dear  Domine.  Half  a dozen  luch  in  a King- 
dom would  make  a man  forfwear  confelfion ; for  who  that 
had  but  half  his  wits  about  him,  would  commit  the  Counfel 
of  a ferious  lin  to  fuch  a cruel  Night-cap  ? Why  how  now 
lhall  we  have  an  Antick  ? Enter  Servant. 

Whofe  head  do  you  carry  upon  your  Ihoulders,  that  you 
jole  it  fo  againft  the  Poll  ? Is’t  for  your  cafe  ? Or  have  you 
leen  the  Celler  ? Where  are  my  flippers  Sir  ? 

Ser.  Here  Sir. 

Wei,  Where  Sir?  have  you  got  the  pot  Verdugo?  have 
you  feen  the  Horfes  Sir  ? 

Ser.  Yes  Sir. 

Wei.  Have  they  any  meat  ? 

Ser.  Faith  Sir,  they  have  a kind  of  wholelbine  Rulhes, 
Hay  I cannot  call  it. 

Wei.  And  no  Provender  ? 

Ser.  Sir,  fo  I take  it. 

Wei.  You  are  merry  Sir,  and  why  fo? 

Ser.  FaiihSir,  here  are  no  Oats  to  be  go^,  unlefs  you’l 
bave’eni  in  Porfedge;  the  people  are  fo  mainly  given  to 
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I ipoon-mcat : yonder’s  a caftof  Coach-marci  of  the  Gentlc- 

■ womans,  the  hrangelt  Cartel,  IVcl.  Why  ? 

Ser.  W'hy,  they  arc  rranfparcnt  Sir,  you  may  fee  through 
j them.-  and  Inch  a houfe  I 
I nv/.  Come  Sir,  the  truth  of  your  difeovery, 

I Ser.  Sir,  they  arc  in  tribes  like  Jewes:  the  Kitchin  and 

■ the  Dayric  make  one  tribe,  and  have  their  faftion  and  their 
I toruication  within  themfelvcs  ^ the  Buttery  and  the  Landry 
; are  another,  and  there’s  no  love  loft ; the  chambers  are  in- 
tire, and  what’s  done  there , is  fomewhat  higher  than  my 
knowledge : but  this  I am  fure,  between  thefe  copulations, 
a ftrangcr  is  kept  vertuous,  that  is,  falling.  But  of  all  this 
the  drink  Sir. 

IVel.  What  of  that  Sir  ? 

Scr.  Faith  Sir,  I will  handle  it  as  the  time  and  your  pati- 
ence will  give  me  leave.  This  drink,  or  this  cooling  Julip, 
of  which  three  fpoonfuls  kills  the  Calenture,  a pint  breeds 
the  cold  Palfie. 

nv/.  Sir,  you  bely  the  houfe. 

Scr.  I would  I did  Sir.  But  as  I am  a true  man,  if ’twere 
but  one  degree  colder,  nothing  but  an  Afles  hoof  would 
hold  it. 

n V/.  1 am  glad  on’t  Sir,  for  if  it  had  proved  ftronger,  you 
had  been  tongue  ti’d  of  thefe  commendations.  Light  me 
the  candle  Sir,  Tie  hear  no  more.  [^Exenm. 

Etna-  young  Lovelefs  and  his  Comrades,  with  wenches j 
and  two  F idlers. 

To.  Z,(7.Come  my  brave  man  of  war,  trace  out  thy  darlings 
And  yon  my  learned  Council,  fit  and  turnboyes, 

Kifs  till  the  Cow  come  home,  kifs  clofe,  kifs  clofe  knaves. 
My  Modern  Poet,  thou  (halt  kifs  in  couplets. 

Enter  with  Wine, 

Strike  up  you  merry  varlcts,  and  leave  your  peeping. 

This  is  no  pay.  for  Fidlcrs. 

Capt.  O my  dear  boy,  thy  Hercules,  thy  Captain 
Makes  thee  h'ls  Hylai,  his  delight,  hisfolace. 

Love  thy  brave  man  of  war,  and  let  thy  bounty 

Clap  him  in  Shanms : Let  there  be  deducted  out  of  our  main 

Five  Marks  in  hatchments  to  adorn  this  thigh,  (potation 

Crampt  with  this  reft  of  peace,  and  I will  fight 

Thy  battels. 

To.  Lo.  Thou  fiialt  hav’t  boy,  and  fly  in  Feather, 

Lead  on  a March  you  Michers. 

Enter  Savill. 

Savtll.  O my  head,  O my  heart,  what  a noyfe  and  change 
is  here ! would  I had  been  cold  i’th’  mouth  before  this  day, 
and  nc’rehave  liv’d  to  fee  this  difldlution.  He  that  lives 
within  a mile  of  this  place,  had  as  good  fteep  in  the  perpe- 
tual noyfe  of  an  Iron  Mill.  There’s  a dead  Sea  of  drink  i’th’ 
Seller,  in  which  goodly  velfels  lye  wrackt,  and  in  the  middle 
of  this  deluge  appear  the  tops  of  flagons  and  black  jacks, 
like  Churches  drown’d  i’th’  marfhes. 

To.  Ij).  What,  art  thou  come?  My  fweet  Sir  wel- 
come to  Troy.  Come  thou  flialt  kifs  my  Helen,  and  court 
her  in  a dance. 

Sav.  Good  Sir  confider  ? 

To.  Lo.  Shall  we  confider  Gentlemen  ? How  fay  you? 

Capt.  Confider  t that  were  a fimple  toy  i’faith, confider  ? 
whole  moral’s  that  ? The  man  that  cryes  confider  is  our  foe : 
let  myft.ei  know  him. 

Tomg  Lo.  Stay  thy  dead  doing  hand,hc  muft  not  die  yet : 
prethcc  be  calm  my  Heclor  ? 

Capt.  Pcafant  flave,  thou  groom  compos’d  ofgrudgings, 
live  and  thank  this  Gentleman,  thou  hadft  feen  Plato  elfe. 
The  next  confider  kills  thee. 

Trav.  Let  him  drink  dov/n  his  word  again  in  a gallon  of 
Sack 

Poet.  ’Tis  but  a fnuflTe,  make  it  two  gallons,  and  let  him 
doe  it  kneeling  in  repentance, 

Savtl.  Nay  rattier  kill  me, there’s  but  a lay-man  loft.  Good 
Captain  doc  your  office  ? 


Toung  Lo.  Thou  (lialt  drink  Steward,  drink  and  dance  my 
Steward.  Strike  him  a horn-pipe  fqueakers,take  thy  ftriver 
and  pace  her  till  fhe  flew.  ’ 

Savil.  Sure  Sir,  I cannot  dance  with  your  Gentlewomen, 
they  are  too  light  for  me,  pray  break  my  head,  and  let 
me  goe  ? 

Capt.  He  ffiall  dance,  he  fliall  dance. 

Toang  Lo.  He  lhall  dance,  and  drink,  and  be  drunk  and 
dance,  and  be  drunk  again,  and  fhall  fee  no  meat  in  a 
year. 

Poet.  And  three  quarters  ? 

Toung  Lo.  And  three  quarters  be  it. 

(fapt.  Who  knocks  there  let  him  in. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs  difguifed. 

Savill.  Some  to  deliver  me  I hope. 

Elder  Lo.  Gentlemen,  God  favc  you  all,  mybnfinefs  is 
to  one  Mafter  Lovelefs  ? 

Capt.  This  is  the  Gentleman  you  mean  j view  him,  and 
take  his  Inventorie,  he’s  a right  one. 

Elder  Lo.  He  promifes  no  lefs  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Sir,  your  bufinefs? 

Elder  Lo.  Sir,  I Ihould  let  you  know,  yet  I am  loth,  yet 
I am  fworn  to’t,  would  fome  other  tongue  would  Ipcak 
it  for  me. 

Toung  Lo.  Out  with  it  i’  Gods  name. 

Elder  Lo.  All  1 defire  Sir  is,  the  patience  and  fufferance  of 
a man,  and  good  Sir  be  not  mov’d  more. 

Tomg  Lo.  Then  a pottle  of  fack  will  doe,  here’s  my  hand, 
prethee  thy  bufinefs  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Good  Sir  excufe  me,  and  whatfoever  you  hear, 
think  muft  have  been  known  unto  you,  and  be  your  felf  di- 
fereet,  and  bear  it  nobly. 

Toung  Lo.  Prethee  di^^atch  me  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Your  Brother’s  dead  Sir  ? 

Toung  Lo.  Thou  doft  not  mean  dead  drunk  ? 

Elder  Lo.  No,  no,  dead  and  drown’d  at  fea  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Art  fure  he’s  dead  / 

Elder  Lo.  Too  fure  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  I but  art  thou  very  certainly  fure  of  it  ? 

Elder  Lo.  As  fure  Sir,  as  I tell  it. 

Toung  Lo.  But  art  thou  fure  he  came  not  up  again  ? 

Elder  Lo.  He  may  come  up,but  ne’re  to  call  you  Brother.? 

Toung  Lo.  But  art  fure  he  had  water  enough  to  drown 
him  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Sure  Sir,  he  wanted  none. 

Toung  Lo.  I would  not  have  him  want,  I lov’d  him  bet- 
ter here  I forgive  thee : and  i’faith  be  plain , how  do  I 
bear  it  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Very  wifely  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Fill  him  fome  wine.  Thou  doft  not  fee  me 
mov’d,  thefe  tranfitorie  toyes  ne’re  trouble  me,  he’s  in  a 
better  place,  .my  friend  I know’t.  Some  fellows  would 
have  cryed  now,  and  have  curft  thee,  and  fain  out  with  their 
meat,  and  kept  a pudder  ^ but  all  this  helps  not,  he  was 
too  good  for  us,  and  let  God  keep  him  : there’s  th?  right 
ufe  on’t  friend.  Off  with  thy  drink,  thou  haft  a fpice  of 
forrow  makes  thee  dry  .•  fill  him  another.  Savill,  your 
Mailer’s  dead,and  who  am  1 now  Savill?  Nay,  let’s  all  bear 
it  well,  wipe  Savi'l  wipe,  tears  are  but  thrown  away ; we 
ffiall  have  wenches  now,ffiall  we  not  Savill  ? 

Savill.  Yes  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  And  drink  innumerable. 

Savii.  Yes  forfooth. 

Toung  Lo.  And  you’ll  ftraincurtfie  and  be  drunk  a little  ? 

Sav  'd.  I would  be  glad, Sir,  to  doe  my  weak  endeavour. 

To.Lo.  You  may  be  brought  in  time  to  love  a Wench  too. 

Savil.  In  time  the  fturdie  Oak  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Some  more  wine  for  my  friend  there. 

Elder  Lo.  I ffiall  be  drunk  anon  for  my  good  news : but 
I have  a loving  Brother,  that’s  my  comfort. 

Toun  Lo.  Here’s  to  you  Sir,  this  is  the  worft  I wiffi  you  for 
your  news:  and  if  I had  another  elder  Brother,  and  fay  it 
were  his  chance  to  feed  Haddocks,  I ffiould  be  ftill  the  lame 
you 
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you  fee  me  now,  a poor  contented  Gentleman.  More  wine 
for  my  friend  there,  he’s  dry  again. 

Elder  Lo.  1 fhall  be  if  I follow  this  beginning.  Well  my 
dear  Brother,  if  I fcape  this  drowning,  ’tis  your  turn  next  to 
fink,  you^all  duck  twice  before  1 help  you.  Sir  1 cannot 
drink  more  •,  pray  let  me  have-  your  pardon. 

Tohtui^  Lo.  O Lord  Sir,  ’tis  your  moddlie : more  wine, 
give  him  a bigger  glafs  \ hug  him  my  Captain,  thou  flialt 
be  my  chief  mourner. 

Capt.  And  this  my  pennon:  Sir,  a full  caroufe  to  you,and 
to  my  Lord  of  Land  here. 

Elder  Lo,  I feci  a buzzing  in  my  brains,  pray  God  they 
bear  this  out,and  Tie  ne’re  trouble  them  fo  far  again.  Here’s 
to  you  Sir.^ 

Teung  Lo.  To  my  dear  Steward,  down  o’  your  knees  you 
infidel,  you  Pagan  ^ be  drunk  and  penitent. 

Savtl.  Forgive  me  Sir,  and  I’le  be  any  thing. 

Toung  Lo.  Then  be  a ^ud,l’le  have  thee  a brave  Baud. 
Elder  Lo.  Sir,  I muft  take  my  leave  of  you,my  bufinefs  is 
fo  urgent. 

Tonng  Lo.  Let’s  have  a bridling  call  before  you  go.  Fill’s  a 
new  ftoupe. 

Elder  Lo.  I dare  not  Sir,  by  no  means. 

Tonng  Lo.  Have  you  any  mind  to  a wench  ? I would  fain 
gratifie  you  for  the  pains  you  took  Sir. 

Elder  £0.  As  little  as  to  the  t’other. 

Toung  Lo.  If  you  find  any  flirring  do  but  fay  fo. 

Elder  Lo.Sir,you  are  too  bounteous, when  I feel  that  itch- 
ing, you  fhall  alfwage  it  Sir,  before  another  this  only  and 
Farewell  Sir.  Your  Brother  when  the  ftorm  was  mofl  ex- 
tream,  told  all  about  him,  he  left  a will  which  lies  clofe  be- 
hind a Chimney  in  the  matted  Chamber : and  fo  as  well 
Sir,  as  you  have  made  me  able,  I take  my  leave. 

Toung  Lo.  Let  us  imbrace  him  all : if  you  grow  drie  before 
you  end  your  bufinefs,  pray  take  a baite  here,  I have  a frefh 
hogfhead  for  you. 

Savil.  You  fhall  neither  will  nor  chufe  Sir.  MyMafteris 
a wonderfull  fine  Gentlertian,has  a fine  ftate,  a very  fine  fiate 
Sir,  I am  his  Steward  Sir,  and  his  man. 

Elder  Lo.  Would  you  were  your  own  fir,  as  I left  you. 
Well  I muft  call  about,  or  all  finks. 

Savil.  Farewell  Gentleman,  Gentleman;  Gentleman. 

Elder  Lo.  What  would  you  with  me  fir  ? 

Savtl.  Farewell  Gentleman. 

Elder  Lo.  O fleepSir,  fleep.  Elder  Lo. 

Toung  Lo.  Well  boyes,  you  fee  what’s  fain,  let’s  in  and 
drink,  and  give  thanks  for  it. 

Capt.  Let’s  give  thanks  for  it. 

Toung  Lo.  Drunk  as  I live. 

Savil.  Drunk  as  I live  boyes. 

Toung  Lo.  Why,now  thou  art  able  to  difeharge  thine  of- 
fice,and  call:  up  a reckoning  offome  weighty  1 will  be  knigh- 
ted, for  my  ftate  will  bear  it,  ’tis  fixteen  hundred  boyes ; off 
with  your  husks,  Pie  skin  you  alHn  Sattin. 

Capt.  O fweet  Lovelefs ! 

Savil.  All  in  Sattin?  O fweet  Low/c/d 
Toung  Lo.  March  in  my  noble  Compeeres:  and  this  my 
Countefs  fhall  be  led  by  two ; and  fo  proceed  we  to  the  Will. 

\Exeunt. 

Enter  Morecraft  the  Ufurer,  and  Widow. 

oJlTorec.  And  Widow  as  I fay  be  your  own  friend  : 
your  husband  left  you  wealthy,!  and  wife, continue  fo  fweet 
duck,  continue  fo.  Take  heed  of  young  fmooth  Varlets, 
younger  Brothers : they  are  worms  that  will  eat  through 
your  bags;  they  are  very  Lightning,  that  with  a flafhor 
two  will  melt  your  money,  and  never  finge  yourpurfe- 
ftrings .-  they  are  Colts,  wench  Colts, heady  and  dangerous, 
till  we  take  ’em  up,  and  make  ’em  fit  for  Bonds : look  upon 
.me,  I have  had,  and  have  yet  matter  of  moment  girle, 
matter  of  moment  i you  may  meet  with  a worfe  back, 
I’le  not  commend  it. 

Wid.  Nor  I neither  Sir  ? 

Mor.  Yet  thus  far  by  your  favour  Widow,  ’tis  tuffe. 


Wid.  And  therefore  not  for  my  dyct,  for  I love  n tender 


one. 

ej^or.  Sweet  Widow  leave  your  fi  umps,  and  be  edified  : 
you  know  my  Hate,  1 fill  no  PeifpeeTives,  Scarfs,  Gloves, 
nor  Hangers,  nor  put  my  ti  nfl  in  Shoe-ties  •,  and  where 
your  Husband  in  an  age  was  rifing  by  burnt  figs,  dreg’d 
with  meal  and  powdered  fugar,  faunders,  and  grains, 
wormefeed  and  rotten  Raifins,  ami  fuch  vile  Tobacco, 
that  made  the  footmen  mangie;  1 in  a year  have  put  up 
hundreds  inclos’d,  my  Widow,  thofe  pleafant  Meadows, 
by  a forfeit  morgage  : for  which  the  poor  Knight  takes  a 
lone  chamber,  owes  for  his  Ale , and  dare  not  beat  hi$ 
Hoftefs : nay  more 

Wid.  Good  Sir  no  more,  what  ere  my  Husband  was,  1 
know  what  1 am,  and  if  you  marry  me,  you  muft  bear  it 
bravely  off  Sir. 

eJMor.  Not  with  the  head,  fweet  Widow. 

IPiVf.No  fweet  Sir,but  with  your  fhoulders;!  muft  haveyou 
dub’d,for  under  that  I will  notftoop  a feather.  My  husband 
was  a fellow  lov’d  to  toyle,fcd  ill, made  gain  his  exercife,and 
fo  grew  coftive,  which  for  that  I was  his  wife, I gave  way  to, 
and  fpun  mine  own  fmocks  courfe,  and  fir,  fo  little : but  let 
that  pafs,  time,  that  wears  all  things  out,  w'ore  out  this 
husband,  who  in  penitence  of  fuch  fruitlefs  five  years  mar- 
riage, left  me  great  with  his  wealth,  which  if  you’le  be  a 
worthie  goffip  to,  be  knighted  Sir  ? \_£nter  Savil. 

eJMorec.  Now,  Sir,  from  whom  come  you  ? whofe  man 
are  you  Sir  ? 

Savil.  Sir,  I come  from  young  Mafter  Lovelefs. 

Mor.  Be  filentSir,  I have  no  money,  not  a penny  for  you, 
he’s  funk,  your  Mafter’s  funk, a perifht  man  Sir. 

Savil.  Indeed  his  Brother’s  funk  fir,  God  be  with  him,  a 
periflit  man  indeed,  and  drown’d  at  Sea. 

(iJMorec.  How  faidft  thou,  good  my  friend,  his  Brother 
Savil.  Untimely  fir,  at  Sea.  (drown’d? 

tJMorec.  And  thy  young  Mafter  left  foie  Heir  ? 

Savil.  Yes  Sir. 

Morec.  And  he  wants  money  ? 

Sav.Yes.,  and  fentmetoyou,for  he  is  now  to  be  knighted. 
Mor.  Widow  be  wife,  there’s  more  Land  coming,  wi- 
dow be  very  wife,  and  give  thanks  for  me  widow. 

Widow.  Be  you  very  wife,  and  be  knighted,  and  then  give 
thanks  for  me  Sir  ? 

Savil.  WhatTayes  your  worlhip  to  this  mony  ? 
zJMor.  I fay  he  may  have  mony  if  he  pleafe. 

Savil.  A thoufand  Sir  ? 

tJMor.  A thoufand  Sir, provided  any  wife  Sir,his  Land  lye 
for  the  payment,  otherwife 

Enter  Young  Lovelefs  and  Comrades  to  them. 

Savil.  He’s  here  himfelf  Sir,  and  can  better  tell  you. 
<iJMor.  My  notable  dear  friend,and  worthy  Mafter  Love- 
lefs., and  now  right  worfhipfull,  alijjoy  and  welcom. 

iCo.Lo.  Thanks  to  my  dear  inclofer  Mafter  (^Morecraft., 
pretheeold  Angel  gold,falute  my  family,  I’le  do  as  much  for 
yours  j this,  and  your  own  defires,  fair  Gentlewoman. 

Wid.  And  yours  Sir,  if  you  mean  well  j ’tis  a hanfome 
Gentleman. 

Toung  Lo.  Sirrah,  my  Brother’s  dead. 
eJTIore.  Dead  ? 

To.  Lo.  Dead,  and  by  this  time  fouft  for  Ember  Week. 
^.Morecraft.  Dead  ? 

ToungLo.  Drown’d, drown’d  at  fea  man, by  the  next  frelh 
Conger  that  comes  we  fhall  hear  more. 

Mor.  Now  by  my  faith  of  my  body  it  moves  me  much. 
To.Lo.What,wiItthou  bean  Afs,  and  weep  for  the  dead? 
why  I thought  nothing  but  a general  inundation  would  have 
mov’d  thee,prethe  be  quiet, he  hath  left  his  land  behind  him. 
Morecraft.  O has  he  fo  ? 

Toung  Lo.  Yes  faith, 1 thankhim  for’t,  I have  all  boy,haft 
any  ready  mony  ? 

Morecraft.  Will  you  fell  Sir  ? 

ToungLo.  No  not  out  right  good  Gripe-,  marry,  amor- 
gage  or  fuch  a flight  fecuritie. 

^ , Morecraft 
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1 have  no  mony,  Sir,  for  Morgagc  •,  if  you  will 
lell,  and  all  or  none.  Tic  work  a new  Mine  for  you. 

S.iv.  Good  Sir  look  before  you,  he’l  work  you  out  of  all 
elfe : if  you  fell  all  your  Land,  you  have  fold  your  Country, 
and  then  you  muftto  Sea,  to  leek  your  Brother,  and  there 
Ive  pickled  in  a Powdering  tub,  and  break  your  teeth  with 
Bisketsand  hard  Beef,  that  mull;  have  watering  Sir:  and 
whcie's  your  500  pounds  a year  in  drink  then  ? It  you’l  tun 
up  the  Straights  you  may,  for  you  have  no  calling  for  drink 
there,  but  with  a Canon,  nor  no  fcoring  but  on  your  Ships 
lidcs,  and  then  if  you  Rape  with  life,  and  take  a Faggot 
boat  and  a bottle  of  Vfjncb.mah.,  come  home  poor  men, 
likea  ti^x:  of  Thames- ftreetftinkingof  Pitch  and  Poor-John. 
I cannot  tell  Sir,  I would  be  loth  to  lee  it. 

C.4pt.  Steward,  you  are  an  Afs,  a meazePd  mungril,  and 
were  it  not  again  the  peace  of  my  Ibveraign  friend  here,  I 
would  break  yonr  fore-calting  Coxcomb,  dog  I would  even 
with  my  ftaftc  of  Office  there.  Thy  Pen  and  Inkhorn  Noble 
boy,  the  God  of  gold  here  has  fed  thee  well,  take  mony  for 
thv  durt : hark  and  believe,  thou  art  cold  of  conil;itution,thy 
cat  unhealthful,  fell  and  be  wife;  we  are  three  that  will 
adorn  thee,  and  live  according  to  thine  own  heart  child  •, 
mirth  fnall  be  only  ours,  and  only  ours  fliall  be  the  black 
eyed  beauties  of  the  time.  Mony  makes  men  Eternal. 

Poet.  Do  what  you  will,  ’tis  the  nobleR  courfe,  then 
you  may  live  without  the  charge  of  people,  only  we  four 
will  make  a Family,  I and  an  Age  that  will  beget  new 

in  which  Fie  write  thy  life  my  fon  ofpleafure,  equal 
with  AA-<7  and  CaltguU. 

Tou>ig  Lo.  What  men  were  they  Captain  ? 

Cjpt.  Two  roaring  Boys  of  that  made  all  fplit. 

To.  rig  Lo.  Come  Sir,  what  dare  you  give  ? 

Sav.  You  will  not  fell  Sir  ? 

Toutig  Lo.  Who  told  you  fo  Sir  ? 

Sitv.  Good  Sir  have  a care. 

TonngLo.  Peace,  or  I’le  tack  your  Tongue  up  to  your 
Roof.  What  money?  fpeak. 

More.  Six  thoufand  pound  Sir. 

Capt.  Take  it,  h’as  overbidden  by  the  Sun : bind  him  to 
his  bargain  quickly. 

Touug  Lo.  Come  Rrike  me  luck  with  earncR,  and  draw 
the  writings. 

tiMore.  There’s  a Gods  peny  for  thee. 

Sav.  Sirfor  my  old  Mailers  fake  let  my  Farm  be  except- 
ed, if  I become  his  Tenant  I am  undone,  my  Children  beg- 
gers,  and  my  Wife  God  knows  what:  confider  me  dear 
Sir.  Afore.  Tie  have  all  or  none. 

TonrigLo.  All  in,  all  in:  difpatch  the  writings. 

fExit  with  Com. 

Wtd.  Go,  thou  art  a pretty  forehanded  fellow,  would 
thou  were  wifer. 

Snv.  Now  do  I fcndbly  begin  to  feel  my  fclf  a Rafcal-, 
would  I could  teach  a School,  or  beg,  or  lye  well,  I am 
utterly  undone-,  now  he  that  taught  thee  to  deceive  and 
coufen,  take  thee  to  his  mercy,  fo  be  it.  kfA-RSavil. 

Afore.  Come  Widow  come,  never  Rand  upon  a Knight- 
hood, ’tis  a mecr  paper  honour,  and  not  proof  enough  for 
a Serjeant.  Come,  Come,  Tie  make  thee 

Wid.  To  anfwer  in  Ihort,  ’tis  this  Sir.  No  Knight  -no 
Widow,  ifyou  make  me  any  thing,  it  muR  be  a Lady,  and 
fo  I take  my  leave. 

More.  Farewelfwcct  Widow, and  think  of  it.  \_Ex.  Wid. 

Wtd.  Sir,  1 do  more  than  think  of  it,  it  makes  me  dream 
Sir. 

A>dore.  She’s  rich  and  fober,  if  this  itch  were  from  her: 
an  ! fay  I be  at  the  charge  to  pay  the  Footmen,  and  the 
Trumpets,  I and  the  HorR men  tor;,  and  be  a Knight,  and 
Riercfufc  me  then  ; then  am  I hoiR  into  the  lublidy,  and 
lb  by  confcquence  Ibould  prove  a Coxcomb:  Tie  have  a care 
of  ti.ar.  Six  thoufand  pound,  and  then  the  Land  is  mine, 
there’s  fome  rcfrcR.ing  yet.  \_£xit. 


A5lffs  'Tertius,  Seen  a Trim  a. 

Enter  Abigal,  and  drops  her  Glove. 

eMbigal.  TF  he  but  follow  me,  as  all  my  hopes  tell  me^ 
J.  he’s  man  enough,  up  goes  my  rcR,  and  I know 
I lhall  draw  him. 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei.  This  is  the  RrangeR  pampered  piece  of  fleRi  towards 
fifty,  thateverfrailtycopt  withal,  what  a trim here 
Hie  has  put  upon  me thefe  women  are  a proud  kind  of  Cat- 
tel,  and  love  this  whorfon  doing  fodiredly,  that  they  will 
not  Rick  to  make  their  very  skins  Bawdes  to  their  flefh. 
Here’s  Dogskin  and  Storax  fufficient  to  kill  a Hawk : what 
to  do  with  it,  befides  nailing  it  upamongR  heads  of 
Teere,  toRiew  the  mightinefs  of  her  Palm,  I know  not: 
there  Ihe  is.  I muR  enter  into  Dialogue.  Lady  you  have 
loRyour  Glove. 

Abig.  Not  Sir,  if  you  have  found  \t. 

Wcl.  It  was  my  meaning  Lady  to  reRore  it. 

Abig.  ’Twill  be  uncivil  in  me  to  take  back  a favour,  For- 
tune hath  fo  well  beRowed  Sir,  pray  wear  it  for  me. 

Wei.  i had  rather  wear  a Bell.  But  hark  you  MiRres, 
what  hidden  vertue  is  therein  this  Glove,  that  you  would 
have  me  wear  it  ? Is’t  good  againR  fore  eyes,  or  will  it 
charm  theToothach?  Or  thefe  red  tops  ^ being  Reept  in 
white  wine  fqluble,wirt  kill  the  Itch  ? Or  has  it  fo  conceal’d 
a providence  to  keep  my  hand  from  Bonds  ? If  it  have  none 
of  thefe  and  prove  no  more  but  a bare  Glove  of  half  a Crown 
a pair,  ’twill  be  but  halt  a courtefie,  I wear  two  alwayes , 
faith  let’s  draw  cuts,  one  wiil  do  me  nopleafure. 

Abig.  The  tendernefs  of  his  years  keeps  him  as  yet  in  ig- 
norance, he’s  a well  moulded  fellow,  and  I wonder  his 
bloud  lliould  Rir  no  higher ; but  ’tis  his  want  of  company : 
I muR  grow  nearer  to  him. 

Enter  Elder  Lovclefs  difgnifed. 

Elder  Lo.  God  lave  you  both. 

tMbig.  And  pardon  you  Sir  *,  this  is  fomewhat  rude,  how 
came  you  hither  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Why  through  the  doors,  they  are  open. 

Wei.  What  arc  you  ? And  what  bulinefs  have  you  here  ? 

Elder  Lo.  More  I believe  than  you  have. 

Abig.V^ho  would  this  fellow  fpeak  with  ? Art  thou  fober? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes,  I come  not  here  to  deep. 

Wei.  Prethee  what  art  thou  ? 

Elder  Lo.  As  much  (gay  man)  as  thou  art,  I am  a Gentle- 

Wcl.  Art  thou  no  more  ? (man. 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  more  than  thou  dar’R  be;  aSouIdier. 

Thou  doR  not  come  to  quarrel .? 

Elder  Lo.  No,  not  with  women  *,  I come  to  Ipeak  here 
with  a Gentlewoman. 

Abig.  Why,  1 am  one. 

Elder  Lo.  But  not  with  one  fo  gentle. 

Wei.  This  is  a fine  fellow. 

Elder  Lo.  Sir,  I am  not  fine  yet.  I am  but  new  come 
over,  dired  me  with  your  ticket  to  your  Taylor,  and  then  I 
fhall  be  fine  Sir.  Lady  if  there  be  a better  of  your  Sex  with- 
in this  houfe,  fay  I would  fee  her. 

Abig.  Why  am  not  I good  enough  for  you  Sir  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Your  way  you’l  be  too  good,  pray  end  my  bu- 
finefs.  This  is  another  Sutor,  O frail  Woman ! 

Wcl.  This  fellow  with  his  bluntnefs  hopes  to  do  more 
than  the  long  futes  of  a thoufand  could  ^ though  he  be  fowre 
he’s  quick,  1 muR  not  truRhim.  Sir,  this  Lady  is  not  to 
fpeak  with  you,  Ric  ismorc  ferious:  you  fmell  as  if  you 
were  new  calk t •,  go  and  be  hanfome,  and  then  you  may  fit 
with  her  Servingmen.  El.Lo.  What  are  you  Sir? 

Wei.  Guefs  by  my  outfide. 

Elder  Lo.  Then  I take  you  Sir,  for  fome  new  filken  thing 
wean’d  from  the  Country,  that  lhall  (when  you  come  to 
keep  good  company)  be  beaten  into  better  manners.  Pray 
good 


The  Scornful  Lady, 

good  proud  Gentlewoman,  help  me  to  your  Milbrels. 

How  many  lives  haft  thou,  that  thou  talk’ft  thus 

rudely  ? • 

El^r  Lo.  But  one,  one,  I am  neither  Cat  nor  Woman. 

IVel.  And  wdll  that  one  life,  Sir,  maintain  you  ever  in 
luch  bold  fawcincls? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes,  amongftaNationoffuchmenasyouare, 
and  be  no  worfe  for  wearing,  ftall  1 fpeak  with  this  Lady  ? 

jibtg.  No  by  my  troth  fiiall  you  not. 

elder  Lo.  I mull  ftay  here  then  ? 

Wei.  That  you  Ihall  not  neither. 

Elder  Lo.  Good  tine  thing  tell  me  why? 

Wei.  Good  angry  thing  I’le  tell  you : 

This  is  no  place  for  luch  companions, 

Such  loulie  Gentlemen  lliall  find  their  bufinefs 
Better  i’th’  Suburbs,  there  your  ftrong  pitch  perfume, 
Mingled  with  lees  of  Ale,  (hall  reek  in  fafliion : 

This  is  no  Thames  Ibeet,  Sir. 

Jbig.  This  Gentleman  informs  you  truly : 

Prethee  be  fatisfied,  and  leek  the  Suburbs, 

Good  Captain,  or  what  ever  title  elfe. 

The  Warlike  hide  boats  have  beftowed  upon  thee, 

Go  and  reloi  m thy  felf,  prethee  be  fweeter. 

And  - now  my  Lady  fpeaks  with  no  Swabbers. 

Elder  Lo.  You  cannot  talk  me  out  with  your  tradition 
Of  wit  you  pick  from  Plays,  go  to,  I have  found  ye ; 

And  for  you,  Sir,  whofe  tender  gentle  blood 
Runs  in  your  Nofe,  and  makes  you  fnuffat  all. 

But  three  pil’d  people,  I do  let  you  know, 

He  that  begot  your  worlfiips  Sattin-fute, 

Can  make  no  men  Sir : I will  fee  this  Lady, 

And  with  the  reverence  of  your  filkenlhip. 

In  thefe  old  Ornaments. 

Wei.  You  will  not  fure? 

Elder  Lo-.  Sure  Sir  I Ihall  ? 

jibig.  You  would  be  beaten  out? 

Cider  Lo.  Indeed  I would  not,  or  if  I would  be  beaten. 
Pray  who  Ihall  beat  me  ? this  good  Gentleman 
Looks  as  he  were  o’th’  peace. 

Wei.  Sir  you  Ihall  fee  that ; will  you  get  you  out  ? 

Elder  Lo,  Yes,  that,  that  fliall  corred  your  boys  tongue. 
Dare  you  fight,  I will  ftay  here  ftill.  ^ {They  draw. 

Abig.  O their  things  are  out,  help,  help  for  Gods  fake. 
Madam  •,  Jefus  they  foin  at  one  another. 

Enter  Lady. 

Madam,  why,  who  is  within  there  ? 

Lady.  Who  breeds  this  rudenefs  ? 

Wei.  This  uncivil  fellow  ; 

He  faies  he  comes  from  Sea,  where  I believe, 

H’as  purg’d  away  his  manners. 

Lady.  Why  what  of  him  ? 

Wei.  Why  he  will  rudely  without  once  God  blefs  you, 
Prefs  to  your  privacies,  and  no  denial 
Muft  ftand  betwixt  your  perfon  and  his  bufinefs  j 
I let  go  his  ill  Language. 

Lady.  Sir,  have  you  bufinefs  with  me  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Madam  fome  I have, 

But  not  fo  lerious  to  pawn  my  life  for’t : 

If  you  keep  this  quarter,  and  maintain  about  you 
Such  Knights  o’th’  Sm  as  this  is,  to  defie 
Men  of  imployment  to  ye,  you  may  live. 

But  in  what  fame  ? 

Lady.  Pray  ftay  Sir,  who  has  wrong’d  you  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Wrong  me  he  cannot,  though  uncivilly 
He  flung  his  wild  words  at  me : but  to  you 
I think  he  did  no  honour,  to  deny 
The  haft  I come  withal,  a palTage  to  you, 

Though  I feem  courfe. 

Lady.  Excufe  me  gentle  Sir,  ’twas  from  my  knowledge. 
And  Ihall  have  no  protedion.  And  to  you  Sir, 

You  have  Ihew’d  more  heat  than  wit,  and  from  your  felf 
Have  borrowed  power,  I never  gave  you  here. 

To  do  thefe  vile  unmanly  things:  myhoufe 

Is  110  blind  ftrcct  to  Ivvaggcr  in  \ and  my  favours 

Not  doting  yiton  yom  unknown  dclens 

‘'0  fai',  that  I fliould  make  you  Maltcr  ol  my  bufinefs  j 

My  credit  yet  Hands  fairer  with  the  people 

Than  to  be  ti  ied  with  (words  •,  and  they  that  come 

To  do  nu  lervicc,  mull  not  chink  to  win  me 

With  hazard  ofa  muitl'ci  ^ if  \ourlove 

Confilt  in  fury,  carry  it  to  the  Camp : 

And  there  in  iionour  of  Ibme  common  Miftrefs, 

Shorten  your  youth,  1 pi  ay  be  better  temper’d : 

And  give  me  leave  a while  Sir. 

Wei.  You  muft  have  it.  {Cxit  Wclfoicl. 

Lady.  Now  Sir,  your  bufinefs  s’ 

El.  Lo.  Firft,  I thank  you  for  fchooling  this  young  fellow, 
Whom  his  own  follies,  which  lie’s  prone  enough 
Daily  to  fall  into,  if  you  but  frown. 

Shall  level  him  a way  to  his  repentance  : 

Next,  I fliould  rail  at  you,  but  you  arc  a Woman, 

And  anger’s  loft  upon  you. 

Lady.  Why  at  me  Sir  ? 

I never  did  you  wrong,  for  to  my  knowledge 
This  is  the  firft  fight  of  you. 

Elder  Lo.  You  have  done  that, 

I muft  confefs  I have  the  lea  ft  curie  in 
Becaufe  the  leaft  acquaintance : But  there  be 
(If  there  be  honour  in  the  minds  of  men) 

Thoufands  when  they  fliall  know  what  I deliver, 

(As  ali  good  men  muft  fliare  in’t)  will  to  (hanie 
Blaft  your  black  memory. 

Lady.  How  is  this  good  Sir  ? 

Elder  Lo.  ’Tis  that,  that  if  you  have  a foul  will  choak  it : 
Y’ave  kill’d  a Gentleman. 

Lady.  I kill’d  a Gentleman ! 

Elder  Lo.  You  and  your  cruelty  have  kill’d  him  Woman, 
And  fuch  a man  (let  me  be  angry  in’t) 

Whofe  leaft  worth  weighed  above  all  womens  vertues 
That  are  ^ I fpare  you  all  to  come  too : guefs  him  now  ? 

Lady.  I am  fo  innocent  I cannot  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  Repent  you  mean,  you  are  a perfed  Woman, 
And  as  the  firft  wa  s,  made  for  mans  undoing. 

Lady.  Sir,  you  have  mift  your  way,  I am  not  flic. 

Elder  1.0.  Would  he  had  mift  his  way  too,  though  he  had 
Wandered  farther  than  Women  are  ill  fpoken  of. 

So  he  had  mift  this  mifery,  you  Lady. 

La  'y.  How  do  you  do,  Sir  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Well  enough  I hope. 

While  I can  keep  my  felf  out  from  temptations. 

Lady.  Leap  into  this  matter,  whither  would  ye  ? 

Elder  Lo.  You  had  a Servant  that  your  peevilhnefs 
Injoined  to  Travel. 

Lady.  Such  a one  I have 
Still,  and  (hall  be  griev’d  ’ewere  otherwife. 

El.  Lo.  Then  have  your  asking,  and  be  griev’d  he’s  dead  ^ 
How  you  will  anfwer  for  his  worth,  I know  not, 

But  this  I am  fure,  either  he,  or  you,  or  both 
Were  ftark  mad,  el(e  he  might  have  liv’d 
To  have  given  a ftronger  teftimony  to  th’  world 
Of  what  he  nright  have  been.  He  was  a man 
I knew  but  in  his  evening,  ten  Suns  after. 

Forc’d  by  a Tyrant  ftorm  our  beaten  Bark 
Bulg’d  under  us ; in  which  fad  parting  blow, 

He  call’d  upon  his  Saint,  but  not  for  life. 

On  you  unhappy  Woman,  and  whileft  all 
Sought  to  preferve  their  Souls,  he  defpcrately 
Imbrac’d  a Wave,  crying  to  all  that  faw  it. 

If  any  live,  go  to  my  Fate  that  forc’d  me 
To  this  untimely  end,  and  make  her  happy  : 

His  name  was  Lovelejs : And  I fcap’t  the  ftorm, 

And  now  you  have  my  bufinefs. 

Lady.  ’Tis  too  much. 

Would  I had  been  that  ftorm,  he  had  not  pcriflit. 

If  you’l  rail  now  1 will  forgive  you  Sir  / 

Or  if  you’i  call  in  more,  if  any  more 
Come  from  this  mine,  I fliall  iuftly  fufier 

What 

The  Scornful  Lady, 


W bat  they  can  lay,  I do  confefs  my  fdf 
A guiltiecaufe  in  this.  1 would  lay  more, 
j But  grief  is  grown  too  great  to  be  delivered, 
j ElJrr  Lo.  I like  this  well ; thele  women  are  ftrange 
! things. 

i Tis  Ibmcwhat  of  the  latefl:  now  to  weep, 

! You  Ihculd  have  wept  when  he  was  going  from  you, 

1 And  chain'd  him  with  thole  tears  at  home. 

I Lj.  Would  you  had  told  me  then  lb,  thefe  two  arms  had 
I been  his  Sea. 

fUcr  Lo.  T rufl;  me  you  move  me  much : but  fay  he  lived, 
thefe  were  forgotten  things  again. 

Lady,  I,  lay  you  fo  ? Sure  I Hioiild  know  that  voice  ; this 
is  knavery.  Tie  fit  you  for  it.  Were  he  living  Sir,  I would 
perfwade  you  to  be  charitable,  I,  and  confels  we  are  not  all 
lb  ill  as  your  opinion  holds  us.  O my  friend,  what  penance 
lhall  1 pull  upon  my  fault,  upon  my  molt:  unworthy  felf  for 
this? 

Elder  Lo.  Leave  to  love  others,  ’twas  fome  jealoufie 
That  turn’d  him  defperate. 

Lady,  rie  be  with  you  ftraight : are  you  wrung  there  ? 

Elder  Lo.  This  works  amain  upon  her. 

L.idy.  1 do  confefs  there  is  a Gentleman 
Has  born  me  long  good  will. 

Elder  Lo.  I do  not  like  that. 

Laefy.  And  vow’d  a thoufand  fervices  to  me  ^ to  me,  re- 
gardlefs  of  him:  But  fince  Fate  ,that  no  power  can  withltand, 
has  taken  from  me  my  firft,  and  belt  love,  and  to  weep 
away  my  youth  is  a mere  folly,  1 will  Ihew  you  what  I de- 
termine fir.-  you  lhall  know  all:  Call  M.  Welford  there: 
That  Gentleman  I mean  to  make  the  model  of  my  Fortunes, 
and  in  his  chalt  imbraces  keep  alive  the  memory  of  my  loll 
lovely  Lovelefs : he  is  fomewhat  like  him  too. 

Lo.  Then  you  can  love. 

Lady.  Yes  certainly  Sir? 

Though  it  pleafe  you  to  think  me  hard  and  cruel,/ 

1 hope  I lhall  perfwade  you  otherwile. 

£lder  Lo.  I have  made  my  felf  a fine  fool. 

Enter  Welfbrd. 

Wd.  Would  you  have  fpoke  with  me  Madam? 

Lady.  Yes  M.  and  1 ask  your  pardon  before  this 

Gentleman  for  being  froward:  this  kifs,  and  henceforth 
more  affedlion. 

Elder  Lo.  So,  ’tis  better  I were  drown’d  indeed. 

I IV/.  This  is  a fudden  palfion,  God  hold  it. 

This  fellow  out  of  his  fear  fure  has 
Perfwaded  her.  I’le  give  him  a new  fuit  on’t. 

La.  A parting  kifs,  and  good  Sir,  let  me  pray  you 
To  wait  me  in  the  Gallerie, 

Wei.  1 am  in  another  world.  Madam  where  you  pleafe. 

\^Exit  Welford. 

Elder  Lo.  I will  to  Sea,  and ’t  lhall  goe  hard  but  I’le  be 
drown’d  indeed. 

La.  Now  Sir  you  fee  1 am  no  fuch  hard  creature. 

But  time  may  win  me. 

Elder  Lo.  You  have  forgot  your  loft  Love. 

La.  Alas  Sir,  what  would  you  have  me  do?  I cannot 
call  him  back  again  with  forrow ; Tie  love  this  man  as 
dearly,  and  belhrow  me  I’le  keep  him  farenough  from  Sea, 
and  ’twas  told  me , now  I remember  me,  by  an  old  wife 
v.'oman,  that  my  full  Love  lliou Id  be  drown’d,  and  fee ’tis 
come  about. 

Elder  Lo.  I would  Ihe  had  told  you  your  fccond  Ihould  be 
hang’d  too, and  let  that  come  about:  but  this  is  very  ftrange. 

La.  Faith  Sir,confider  all, and  then  I know  you’lebc  of  my 
mind .-  if  weeping  would  redeem  him,  I would  weep  ftill. 

Elder  Lo.  But  fay  that  1 were  Lovelefs, 

And  fcap’d  the  ftorm,  how  would  you  anfwer  this  ? 

Lady.  Why  for  that  Gentleman  1 would  leave  all  the 
world. 

EkUr  Lo.  This  young  thing  too  ? 

Lady.  That  young  thing  too. 

Or  any  young  thing  clfc .-  why,  1 would  lofe  my  ftate. 


Elder  Lo.  Why  then  he  lives  ftill,  I am  he,  your  Lovelefs. 

Lady.  Alas  I knew  it  Sir,  and  for  that  purpofe  prepared 
this  Pageant : getyou  to  your  task.  And  leave  theft  Players 
tricks,  or  I lhall  leave  you,  indeed  I fliall.  Travel,  or  know 
me  not. 

Elder  Lo.  Will  you  then  marry  ? 

Lady.  I will  not  promift,take  your  choice.Farewell. 

Elder  Lo.  There  is  no  other  Purgatorie  but  a Woman. 

I mull  doe  fomething,  [JExit  Lovelefs. 

Enter  Welford. 

Wei.  Miftrefs  I am  bold. 

Lady.  You  are  indeed. 

Wei.  You  fo  overjoyed  me  Lady. 

Lady.  Take  heed  you  furfeit  not,pray  faft  and  welcom. 

Wei.  By  this  light  you  love  me  extreamly. 

Lady.  By  this,  and  to  morrows  light,  I care  not  for  you. 

Wei.  Come,  come,  you  cannot  hide  it. 

Lady.  Indeed  I can,  where  you  lhall  never  find  it. 

Wei.  I like  this  mirth  well  Lady. 

Lady.  You  lhall  have  more  on’t.  , 

Wei.  I mull  kifs  you. 

Lady.  No  Sir. 

Wei.  Indeed  I muft. 

Lady.  What  muft  be,  muft  be-,  Tie  take  my  leave,  you 
have  your  parting  blow : I pray  commend  me  to  thoft  few 
friends  you  have,  that  Pent  you  hither,  and  tell  them  when 
you  travel  next , ’twere  fit  you  brought  lefs  bravery  with 
you,  and  more  wit,  you’le  never  get  a wife  elfe. 

Wei.  Are  you  in  earneft? 

Lady.  Yes  faith.  Will  you  eat  Sir,  your  horfts  will  be 
readie  ftraight,  you  lhall  have  a napkin  laid  in  the  butterie 
for  ye. 

Wd.  Do  not  you  love  me  then  ? 

Lady.  Yes,  for  that  face. 

Wei.  It  is  a good  one  Ladie. 

Lady.  Yes,  if  it  were  not  warpt,  the  fire  in  time  may 
mend  it. 

Wei.  Me  thinks  yours  is  none  of  the  belt  Ladie. 

Lady.  No  by  my  troth  Sir  ^ yet  o’my  confcience. 

You  would  makelhift  with  it. 

Wei.  Come  pray  no  more  of  this .? 

Lady.  I will  not : Fare  you  well.  Ho,who’s  within  there  ? 
bring  out  the  Gentlemans  horfts,  he’s  in  hafte  j and  ftt 
Ibme  cold  meat  on  the  Table. 

Wei.  I have  too  much  of  that  I thank  you  Ladie : take 
your  Chamber  when  you  pleafe,  there  goes  a black  one 
with  you  Ladie. 

Lady.  Farewell  young  man.  Ladie. 

Wei.  You  have  made  me  one.  Farewell;  and  may  the 
curft  of  a great  houft  fall  upon  thee,  I mean  the  Butler.  The 
devil  and  all  his  works  are  in  theft  women,  would  all  of  my 
ftx  were  of  my  mind,  I would  make  ’em  a new  Lent,  and  a 
long  one,  that  flelh  might  be  in  more  reverence  with  them. 

' Enter  Abigal  to  him. 

e^hig.  I dimfonyM.  Welford. 

' Wei.  So  am  1,  that  you  are  here. 

t^big.  How  docs  my  Ladie  uft  you  ? 

Wei.  "As  I would  uft  you,  fturvilie. 

zAbig.  I Ihould  have  been  more  kind  Sir  ? 

Wei.  I Ihould  have  been  undone  then.  Pray  leave  me,  and 
look  to  your  fweet- meats  ^ hark,  your  Ladie  calls  ? 

Abig.  Sir,  I lhall  borrow  fo  much  time  without  offence. 

Wei.  Y’are  nothing  but  offence,  for  Gods  love  leave  me. 

Abig.  ’Tis  ftrange  my  Ladie  Ihould  be  fuch  a tyrant  ? 

Wei.  To  fend  you  to  me,  ’Pray  goe  ftitch,good  doe,  y’are 
more  trouble  to  me  than  a Term. 

Abig.  I do  not  know  how  my  good  will,  if  I laid  love  I 
lied  not,  Ihould  any  way  deferve  this  ? 

Wei.  A thoufand  waies,  a thoufand  waies  fweet  creature 
let  me  depart  in  peace. 

Abig.  What  Creature  Sir  ? I hope  I am  a woman. 

Wei.  A hundred  I think  by  your  noife. 
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Aoi^.  Since  you  arc  aiigric  Sir,  1 am  bold  to  tell  you  that 
1 am  a woman,  and  a rib. 

Wei.  Of  a roaltcd  horfe. 

Abiz.  Conitcr  me  that ;? 

Wei.  A Dog  can  doe  it  better ; Farwcll  Coiintels,  and 
commend  me  to  your  Ladie,toll  her  (he’s  proud, and  Icurvic, 
and  fo  I commit  you  both  to  your  tempter. 

Ahig.  Sweet  M^  Welford. 

Wei.  Avoid  old  Satanus : Go  daub  your  ruines,  your 

face  looks  fouler  than  a ftorm : the  Foot-man  ftayes  for  you 
in  the  Lobby  Lady. 

Abiff.  If  you  were  a Gentleman,  I fhould  know  it  by  your 
gcntle'^conditions.^  are  thefe  fit  words  to  give  a Gentle- 
woman ? , X.  r 

Wei.  As  fit  as  they  were  made  for  ye : Sirrah,  my  horlcs. 

Farwcll  old  Adage,  keep  your  nofe  warm,  the  Rheum  will 

make  it  horn  ellc Welford. 

Abi£.  The  bleffings  of  a Prodigal  young  heir  be  thy 
companions  Welford,  marry  come  up  my  Gentleman,  are 
your  gums  grown  fo  tender  they  cannot  bite .?  A skittilh 
Filly  will  be  your  fortune  andfair  enough  forfuch 

apackfaddle.  And  I doubt  not  (if  my  aim  hold  ) to  fee 
her  made  to  amble  to  your  hand.  £Extt  Abigal. 

Enter  Young  Lovelefs,  and  Comrades,  Morecraft,  Widow, 
Savil,  and  therefi. 

Captain.  Save  thy  brave  Ihoulder , my  young  puifiant 
Knight, and  may  thy  back  Sword  bite  them  to  the  bone  that 
love  thee  not,  thou  art  an  errant  man,  go  on.  The  circum- 
cis’d fhall  fall  by  thee.  Let  Land  and  labour  fill  the  man 
that  tills,  thy  fword  mull  be  thy  plough,  and  Jove  it  fpeed. 
Mecha  lhall  fweat,  and  Mahomet  lhall  fall,  and  thy  dear 
name  fill  up  his  monument. 

To.  L.  It  fhall  Captain,  I mean  to  be  a Worthy. 

Caf.  One  Worthy  is  too  little,  thou  flialt  be  all. 

Mor.  Captain  I fliall  deferve  fome  of  your  love  too. 

Caft.  Thou  fhalt  have  heart  and  hand  too,  noble  More- 
craft,  if  thou  wilt  lend  me  mony.  I am  a man  of  Garrifon, 
be  rul’d,  and  open  to  me  thofe  infernal  gates,  whence  none 
of  thy  evil  Angels  pafs  again,  and  I will  ftile  thee  noble,  nay 
Don  Diego.  Tie  woo  thy  Infanta  for  thee,  and  ray  Knight 
fhall  feaft  her  with  high  meats,  and  make  her  apt. 

Mor.  Pardon  me  Captain,  y’are  belide  my  meaning. 

Toung  Lo.  No  M^  Morecraft,  ’tis  the  Captains  meaning 
I fhould  prepare  her  for  ye, 

Ca^t.  Orprovokher.  Speak  my  modern  man,  I fay  pro- 
voke her. 

Poet.  Captain,  I fay  fo  too , or  ftir  her  to  it.  So  fay 
the  Criticks. 

Toung  Lo.  But  howfoever  you  expound  it  fir,  fhe’svery 
welcom,and  this  lhall  ferve  for  witnefs.  And  Widow,  fince 
y’are  come  fo  happily,  you  fhall  deliver  up  the  keyes,  and 
free  pofleffionof  this  houfe , whilfll  ftand  by  to  ratifie. 

Wtd.  I had  rather  give  it  back  again  believe  me, 

’Tis  a miferie  to  fay  you  had  it.  Take  heed  ? 

Toung  Lo.  ’Tis  paft  that  Widow,  come,  fit  down,  fome 
wine  there,  there  is  a feurvie  banquet  if  we  had  it.  All  this 
fair  houfe  is  yours  Sir  SaviO. 

Savil.  Yes  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Are  your  keyes  readie,!  mufleafe  your  burden, 
i Sav.  I am  readie  Sir  to  be  undonCjWhen  you  fliall  call  me 
i to’t. 

! Toung  Lo.  Come  come,  thou  fhalt  live  better. 

‘ Sav.  1 fhall  have  lefs  to  doe, that’s  all,there’s  half  a dozen 
j ofniy  friends  i’th’ fields  funning  againli  a bank,  with  half  a 
j breech  among  ’em,  1 fliail  be  with  ’em  fhortly.  The  care 
I and  continuall  vexation  of  being  rich,  catupthisrafcall. 

{ What  fliall  become  of  my  poor  famiiie,  they  are  no  flieep, 
j and  they  muff  keepthemfelves. 

Toung  Lo.  Drink  Mailer  Morecraft,  pray  be  merrie  all : 
Nay  and  you  will  not  drink  there’s  no  focietie, 

Captain  fpeak  loud, and  drink  : w'idow,  a word. 

Cap.  Expouud  her  throughly  Knight.  Here  God  o’  gold, 
here’s  to  thy  fair  pofllflions;  Be  a Baron  and  a bold  one  ; 
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Icavcolfyour  tickling  of  young  heirs  like  Trouts,  and  let 
thy  Chimniesfmoke.  Feed  men  of  war,  live  and  be  honeft, 
and  be  faved  yet. 

Mor.  I thank  you  worthie  Captain  for  your  counfel.  You 
keep  your  Chimnics  fmoking  there,  your  noftrils,  and  when 
you  can,  you  feed  a man  of  War,  this  makes  you  not  a Ba- 
ron, but  a bare  one  : and  how  or  when  you  lhall  be  faved, 
let  the  Clark  o’th’  companie  ( you  have  commanded)  have 
a jufl  care  of. 

Poet.  The  man  is  much  moved.  Benot  angrieSir,  but  as 
the  Poet  lings,  let  your  difpleafuie  be  a fhort  furie,  and 
goe  our.  You'  have  fpoke  home,  and  bitterly,  to  me  Sir  ? 
Captain  take  truce,  the  Mifcr  is  a tart  and  a wittie  whor- 
fon 

Cap.  Poet,  you  feign  perdie,the  wit  of  this  man  lies  in  his 
fingers  ends,hc  mull  tell  all  •,  his  tongue  fills  his  rriouth  like  a 
neats  tonguc,and  only  ferves  to  lick  his  hungric  chaps  after  a 
purchafe  : his  brains  and  brimflone  are  the  devils  diet  to  a 
fat  ufurers  head : To  her  Knight,  to  her;  clap  her  aboard, 
and  flow  her.  Where’s  the  brave  Steward  i" 

Savil.  Here’s  your  poor  friend,  and  Savil  Sir  ? 

Capt.  Away,  th’art  rich  in  ornaments  of  nature.  Firfl  in 
thy  face,thou  haft  a feriousface,  a betting,  bargaining,  and 
faving  face,  a rich  face,  pawn  it  to  the  UfUrer  ^ a face  to 
kindle  the  compaffion  of  the  moft  ignorant  and  frozen 
Juftice. 

Savil.  ’Tis  fuch  I dare  not  fhew  it  fhortly  fir, 

Capt.  Be  blithe  and  bonny  fleward  ; Mafter  Morecraft, 
Drink  to  this  man  of  reckoning? 

Mor.  Here’s  e’ne  to  him. 

Savil.  The  Devil  guide  it  downward ; would  there  were 
in’t  an  acre  of  the  great  broom  field  he  bought,  to  fweep 
your  durtie  Confidence , or  to  choak  ye , ’tis  all  one  to 
me,Ufurer. 

Toung  Lo.  Confider  what  I told  you,  you  are  young, 
unapt  for  worldly  bufinefs : Is  it  fit  one  of  fuch  tendernefs, 
fo  delicate,  fo  contrarie  to  things  of  care,  fhould  ftir  and 
break  her  better  meditations,  in  the  bare  brokage  of  a brace 
of  Angels  ? or  a new  Kirtel,  though  it  be  Satten  ? eat  by 
the  hope  of  furfeits,  and  lie  down  only  in  expedation  of  a 
morrow,  that  may  undo  fome  eafie  hearted  fool,  or  reach 
a widows  curfes  ? Let  out  mony,  whofe  ufe  returns  the 
principal  ? and  get  out  of  thefe  troubles,  a confuming  heir : 
For  fuch  a one  mull  follow  neceflarily,  you  fhall  die  hated,  if 
not  old  and  miferable  •,  and  that  poflefl  wealth  that  you  got 
with  pining, live  to  fee  tumbled  to  anothers  hands,  that  is  no 
more  a kin  to  you,  than  you  to  his  couzenage. 

Widovo.  Sir  you  fpeak  well,  would  God  that  charity  had 
firfl  begun  here.'’ 

TomgLo.  ’Tisyettime.  Bemerrie,  me  thinks  you  want 
wine  there,  there’s  more  i’th’ houfe.  Captain,  where  refls 
the  health  ? 

Captain.  It  fliall  goe  round  boy  ? 

Toung  Lo.  Say  you  can  fuffer  this,  becaufe  the  end  points 
at  much  profit,  can  you  fo  far  bow  below  your  blood,  below 
your  too  much  beautie,  to  be  a partner  of  this  fellowesbed, 
and  lie  with  his  difeafes  ? if  you  can,  I will  nor  prefs  }ou 
further : yet  look  upon  him : there’s  nothing  in  that  hide- 
bound Ufurer , that  man  of  mat,  that  all  decai’d,but  aches , 
for  you  to  love,  unlefs  his  perifht  lungs,  his  drie  cough,  or 
his  feurvie.  This  is  truth,  and  fofar  I dare  fpeak  yet;  he 
has  yet  pafl  cure  of  Phyfick,  fpaw,  or  any  diet,  a primitive 
pox  in  his  bones  •,  and  o’  my  Knowledge  he  has  been  ten 
times  rowell’d : ye  may  love  him;  he  had  a baflard,  his 
own  toward  illue,  whipt,  and  then  cropt  for  wafhing  out 
the  rofes,  in  three  farthings  to  make  ’em  pence. 

Widow.  I do  not  like  thefe  Morals  I 

Toung  Lo.  You  mufl  not  like  him  then  I 

Enter  Elder  Love. 

Elder  Lo.  By  your  leave  Gentlemen  ? 

Toung  Lo.  By  my  troth  fir  you  are  welcoth,  vvelcom  faith : 
Lord  whataflranger  you  are  grown;  pray  know  this  Gen- 
tle woman, and  ifyoupleafe  thefe  friends  here-.weare  merry, 

' L you  I 
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you  lee  the  worft  on’t  \ your  houfe  has  been  kept  warm  Sir  ? 

EUcr  Lo.  1 am  glad  to  hear  it  brother,  pray  God  you  are 
wile  too. 

Torntg  Lo.  Pray  Morcaaft  know  my  elder  Brother, 

and  Captain  do  you  complement.  SaviL  I dare  fwear  is 
glad  at  heart  to  fee  you;  Lord,  we  heard  Sir  you  were 
drown’d  at  Sea,  and  fee  how  Inckily  things  come  about  ? 

This  mony  mull  be  paid  again  Sir. 

ToufigLo.  No  Sir,  pray  keep  the  Sale,  ’twill  make  good 
Tailors  meafurcs  i 1 am  well  1 thank  you. 

Wid.  By  my  troth  the  Gentleman  has  ftew’d  him  in  his 
own  Sawce,  I lhall  love  him  for’t. 

Sav.  1 know  not  where  1 am,  1 am  fo  glad ; your  wor- 
Hiip  is  the  welcom’ll:  man  alive ; upon  my  knees  I bid  you 
welco.mehome ; here  has  been  fuch  a hurry,  fuch  a din,  fuch 
difmal  Drinking,  Swearing  and  Whoring,  ’thas  almoft 
made  me  mad  ; we  have  all  liv’d  in  a continual  Turnbal- 
Jhatj  Sir,  blefl:  be  Heaven,  that  fent  you  fafe  again,  now 
lhall  1 eat  and  go  to  bed  again. 

Elder  Lo.  Brother  difmifs  thefe  people. 

Eonng  Lo.  Captain  be  gone  a while,  rneet  me  at  my  old 
R.videvonJe  in  the  evening,  take  your  Irnall  Poet  with  you. 

Morecraft  you  were  bell  go  prattle  with  your  learned 
Counlel,  I lhall  preferve  your  niony,  I was  couzen’d  when 
time  was,  we  are  quit  Sir. 

Wid.  Better  and  better  Hill. 

Elder  Lo.  What  is  this  fellow.  Brother  ? 

loHfio  Lo.  The  thirfty  Qfurer  that  fupt  my  Land  off 

Elder  Lo.  What  does  he  tarry  for  ? 

Eoung  Lo.  Sir  to  be  Landlord  of  your  Houfe  and  State : I 
was  bofd  to  make  a little  fale  Sir. 

More.  Am  I overreach’d  ? if  there  be  Law  I’le  hamper  ye. 

Elder  Lo.  Prethee  be  gone,  and  rave  at  home,  thou  art 
fo  bafe  a fool  I cannot  laugh  at  thee : Sirrah,  this  comes  of 
couzening,  home  and  fpare,  eat  Reddilh  till  you  raife  your 
fums  again.  If  you  ftir  far  in  this.  Tie  have  you  whipt,  your 
ears  nail’d  for  intelligencing  o’the  Pillory,  and  your  goods 
forfeit : you  are  aftale  couzener,  leave  my  houfe : no  more. 

More.  A pox  upon  your  houfe.  Come  Widow,  1 fliall 
yet  hamper  this  young  Gamelter. 

IVid.  Good  twelve  i’th’  hundred  keep  your  way,  I am  not 
for  your  diet,  marry  in  your  own  Tribe  Jfjv,  and  get  a 
Broker. 

ToHtig  Lo.  ’Tis  well  faid  Widow ; will  you  jog  on  Sir? 

More.  Yes,  I will  go,  but ’tis  no  matter  whither ; 

But  when  1 trufb  a wild  Fool,  and  a Woman, 

May  1 lend  Gratis,  and  build  Hofpitals. 

Toung  Lo.  Nay  good  Sir,  make  all  even,  here’s  a Widow 
w’ants  your  good  word  for  me,  Ihe’s  rich,  and  may  renew 
me  and  my  fortunes. 

Elder  Lo.  1 am  glad  you  look  before  you.  Gentlewoman, 
here  is  a poor  diltrelfed  younger  Brother. 

Wid.  You  do  him  wrong  Sir,  he’s  a Knight. 

Elder  Lo.  I ask  you  mercy : yet  ’tis  no  matter,  his  Knight- 
hood is  no  inheritance  1 take  it ; whatfoever  he  is, he  is  your 
Servant,  or  would  be,  Lady.  Faith  be  not  mercilcfs,  but 
make  a man-,  he’s  young  and  handfome,  though  he  be  my 
Brother,  and  his  obfervances  may  deferve  your  Love;  he 
(hall  not  fail  for  means. 

Wid.  Sir  you  fpcak  like  a worthy  Brother  ; and  fo  much 
I do  credit  your  fair  Language,  that  I lhall  love  your  Bro 
ther : and  fo  love  him,  but  1 lhall  blufh  to  fay  more. 

Eldrr  Lc/.Stop  her  mouth.  I hope  you  lhall  not  live  to  know 
that  hour  when  this  lhall  be  repented.  Now  Brother  I Ihould 
chide,  but  I’le  give  no  diHalle  to  your  fair  Miltrefs.  I will 
inllruft  her  in’t  and  Ihe  fliall  do’t ; you  have  been  wild  and 
ignorant,  pray  mend  it. 

Tou/tg  Lo.  Sir,  every  day  nowSpring  comes  on. 

Elder  Lo.  To  you  good  Savil  and  your  Office,  thus 

much  I have  to  fay : Y’arc  from  my  Steward  become,  lirlt 
your  own  Drunkard,  then  his  Bawd  ; they  fay  y’are  excellent 
grown  in  both,  and  perfect ; give  me  your  keys  Sir  SavH? 

Savil.  Good  Sir  confider  whom  you  left  me  to. 

Elder  Lo  I left  you  as  a curb  for,  not  to  provoke  my  Bro- 

thers  follies:  where’s  the  bell  drink,  now?  come,  tell  me 
Siivd\  where’s  the  foundell  Whores  ? Ye  old  he  Goat,  ye 
dried  Ape,  ye  lame  Stallion,  mull  you  be  leading  in  my 
houfe  your  Whores,  like  Fairies  dance  their  night  rounds, 
without  fear  either  of  King  or  Conitable,  within  my  walls  ? 
Are  all  my  Hangings  fafe  ^ my  Sheep  unfold  yet  ? I hope  my 
Plate  is  currant,  I ha’  too  much  on’t.  What  lay  you  to 
300  pounds  in  drink  now  ? 

Siiv.  Good  Sir  forgive  me,  and  but  hear  me  Ipeak  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Me  thinks  thou  Ihouldlt  be  drunk  ftill,  and  not 
fpeak,’tis  the  more  pardonable. 

Sav.  I will  Sir,  if  you  will  have  it  fo. 

Elder  Lo.  I thank  ye:  yes,  e’ne  purfue  it  Sir:  do  you 
hear  ? get  a Whore  foon  for  your  recreation : go  look  out 
Captain  Brol^en-breech  your  fellow,  and  Quarrel  if  you 
dare ; I lhall  deliver  thefe  Keys  to  one  fliall  have  more  ho- 
nelly,  though  not  fo  much  fine  wit  Sir.  You  may  walk  and 
gather  Crejfes  fit  to  cool  your  Liver  *,  there’s  fomething  for 
you  to  begin  a Diet,  you’l  have  the  Pox  elfe.  Speed  you 
well.  Sir  Savil : you  may  eat  at  my  houfe  to  preferve  life  -, 
but  keep  no  Fornication  in  the  Stables.  \iEx.  om.'fr.  Savil. 

Sav.  Now  mult  I hang  my  felf,  my  friends  will  look  for’t. 
Eating  and  fleeping,  I do  delpife  you  both  now : 

I will  run  mad  firll,  and  if  that  get  not  pitty, 

rie  drown  my  felf,  to  a moll  difmal  ditty.  \^Sxit  Savil. 

Quart  fis.  Seen  a Trima, 

Enter  Abigal  fola. 

Abigal.  A Las  poor  Gentlewoman,  to  what  a mifery  hath 
Jt\.  Age  brought  thee : to  what  a feurvy  Fortune  ? 
Thou  that  haft  been  a Companion  for  Noblemen,  and  at  the 
worft  of  thofe  times  for  Gentlemen ; now  like  a broken 
Servingman,  mull  beg  for  favour  to  thofe,  that  would 
have  crawl’d  like  Pilgrims  to  my  Chamber  but  for  an  Ap- 
parition of  me.  You  that  be  coming  oh,  make  much  of  fif- 
teen, and  fo  till  five  and  twenty : ufe  your  time  with  rever- 
ence, that  your  profits  may  arile : it  will  not  tarry  with  you, 
Ecce  figmtm ; here  was  a face, but  time  that  like  a furfeit  eats 
our  youth,  plague  of  his  iron  teeth,  and  draw  ’em  for’t,  ha§ 
been  a little  bolder  here  than  welcome : and  now  to  fay  the 
truth,  I am  fit  for  no  man.  Old  men  i’th’  houfe  of  fifty,  call 
me  Granum ; and  when  they  are  drunk,e’ne  then,when  Jone 
and  my  Lady  are  all  one,  not  one  will  do  me  rcafon.  My  lit- 
tle Levite  hath  forfaken  me,  his  filver  found  of  Cittern  quite 
aboliflijthis  doleful  hymns  under  myChamber  window, digeft- 
ed  into  tedious  learning:  well  fool,  you  leapt  a Haddock 
when  you  left  him  ; he’s  a clean  man,  anda  good  edifier,  and 
twenty  nobles  is  his  ftate  de  claroy  belides  his  pigs  in  pojfe.  To 
this  good  Elomilifl  I have  been  ever  ftubborn,  which  God  for- 
give me  for,  and  mend  my  manners .-  and  Love,  if  ever  thou 
hadft  care  of  forty,  of  fuch  a piece  of  lapc  ground,  hear  my 
prayer,  and  fire  his  zeal  fo  far  forth  that  my  faults  in  this  re- 
nued  impreffion  of  my  love  may  fliew  corrected  to  our  gen- 
tle reader. 

Enter  Roger. 

See  how  negligently  he  pafles  by  me ; with  what  an  Equipage 
Canonical,  as  though  he  had  broken  the  heart  of  'Bellar- 
miney  or  added  fomething  to  the  finging  Brethren.  ’Tis 
fcorn,  I know  it,  and  deferve  it,  M*' 

Rog.  Fair  Gentlewoman,  my  name  is  Roger. 

Abig.  Then  gentle  Roger  ? 

Rog.  \[n^(inX.\Q  Abigal.  (mans.^ 

A^ig.  Why  M*"  Roger  will  you  fet  your  wit  to  a weak  wo- 
Rog.  You  are  weak  indeed  r for  fo  the  Poet  fings. 

Abi?.  I do  confefs  my  weaknefs,  fwcet  Sir  Roger. 

Ro{.  Good  my  Ladies  Gentlewoman,  or  my  good  Ladies 
Gentlewoman  (this  trope  is  loft  to  you  now)  leave  your-pra- 
ting,  you  have  a feafon  of  your  firll  mother  in  ye;  and  furely 
had  the  Devil  been  in  love,  he  bad  been  abufed  too:  go 
Dahlahy  you  make  men  fools,  and  wear  Fig  breeches. 

Ahiz- 
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yibi.  Wdl,\vcll,hard  hearted  man  •,  dilate  upon  the  weak 
infirmities  of  women;  thefe  are  fit  texts,  but  once  there 
was  a time,  would  I had  never  feen  thofe  eyes,  thole  eyes, 
thole  orient  eyes. 

Rot.  I they  were  pearls  once  with  you. 

j4h$.  Saving  your  reverence  Sir,  fo  they  arc  ftill. 

Kog.  Nay,  nay,  I do  befccch  you  leave  your  cogging, 
what  they  arc,  they  are,  they  leivc  me  without  Spectacles 
1 thank  \m. 

yibif.  O will  you  kill  me  ? 

Ro^.  1 do  not  think  1 can^ 

Y’arclike  a Copy-hold  with  nine  lives  in’t. 

ylbt^.  You  were  wont  to  bear  a Chriftian  fear  about  you: 
For  your  own  worfliips  fake. 

Ro£:  I was  a •Chrilliaii  fool  then ; Do  you  remember 
whata  dance  you  led  me?  how  I giew  qualm’d  in  love,and 
was  a dunce?  could  expound  but  once  a quarter,  and  then 
was  out  too;  and  then  out  of  thellinking  ftir  you  put  me 
inj  I prayed  for  my  own  ilfue.  You  do  remember  all  this  ? 
ylbtg.  O be  as  then  you  were  ? 

Ro^.  I thank  you  for  it,  furely  I will  be  wifer  Abigal ; and 
as  the  EthnicK  Poet  fings,  I will  not  lofe  my  oyl  and  labour 
too.  Y’arefor  the  worlhipfull  Itakeit  Abiial. 

AbtT.  o take  it  fo,  and  then  I am  for  thee  ? 

Rot^  I like  thefe  tears  well,  and  this  humbling  alfo,  they 
are  Symptomes  of  contrition.  If  I Ihould  fall  into  my  fit  a- 
gain,  would  you  not  lhake  me  into  a quotidian  Coxcombe  ? 
Would  you  not  ufe  me  fcurvily  again,  and  give  me  pellets 
with  purging  Confetsin’t?  I tell  thee  Gentlewoman,  thou 
haft  been  harder  to  me,  than  a long  pedigree. 

cAbt^.  O Curate  cure  me ; I will  love  thee  better, dearer, 
longer;  I will  do  any  thing,  betray  the  fecrets  of  the  main 
houfe-hold  to  thy  reformation. My  Ladie  lhall  look  lovingly 
on  thy  learning,  and  when  true  time  lliall  point  thee  for  a 
Parfon,  I will  convert  thy  egges  to  penny  cuftards,  and  thy 
tich  goofe  lhall  graze  and  multiply. 

Ro^.  I am  mollified,  as  well  (hall  teftifie  this  faithfull  kifs, 
and  have  a great  care  Miftris  Abigd  how  you  deprefs  the 
Spirit  any  more  with  your  rebukes  and  mocks;  for  certainly 
the  edge  of  fuch  a follie  cuts  it  felf. 

. Abigal.  O Sir,  you  have  pierc’d  me  thorow.  Here  I vow 
a recantation  to  thofe  malicious  faults  I ever  did  againft  you. 
Never  more  will  1 defpife  your  learning,  never  more  pin 
cards  and  cony  tails  upon  your  Cafibek,  never  again  re- 
I proach  your  reverend  nightcap,  and  call  it  by  the  mangie 
name  of  murrin,  never  your  reverend  perfon  more,  and  fay, 
you  Look  like  one  of  Baals  Priefts  in  a hanging, never  again 
I when  you  fay  grace  laugh  at  yon,  nor  put  you  out  at  prayers; 
never  cramp  you  more,  nor  when  you  ride,  get  Sope  and 
Thildes  for  you.  No  my  Roger, thtk  faults  lhall  be  corrected 
and  amended,  as  by  the  tenoiir  of  my  tears  appears. 

%og.  Now  cannot  I hold  if  I Ihould  be  hang’d,  1 mull;  crie 
too.  Come  to  thine  own  beloved,  and  do  even  what  thou 
wilt  with  me  fweet,  fweet  Abigal.  I am  thine  own  for  ever  ; 
here’s  my  hand, when  Roger  proves  a recreant,  hang  him  i’th’ 
Bel-ropes. 

i 

I Lady,  W Martha. 

‘ • Lady.  Why  how  now  Mafter  Roger,  no  prayers  down 
j with  you  to  night?  Did  you  hear  "the  bell  ring  ? You  are 
* courting ; your  flock  lhall  fat  well  for  it. 
j Rog.  I humbly  ask  your  pardon  ; I’le  clap  up  Prayers,  but 
1 ftay  a little, and  be  with  you  again.  QE.vtr  Roger. 

Enter  Elder  Love. 

Lady.  How  dare  you,  being  fo  unworthie  a fellow', 
Prefurhe  to  come  to  move  me  any  more 
Elder  Lo.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  What  ails  the  fellow  ? 

Elder  Lo.  The  fellow  comes  to  laugh  at  you,  I tell  you 
Ladie  I would  not  for  your  Land, be  fuch  a Coxcomb,fuch  a 
whining  Afs,  as  you  decreed  me  for  when  I was  lafe  here. 

Lady.  I joy  to  hear  you  arc  wife,  ’tis  a rare  Jewel 
In  an  Elder  Brother ; pray  be  wifer  yet  ? 


Elder  Lo.  Me  thinks  1 am  very  wife;  Ido  not  come  a 
wooing.Indced  I’le  move  no  more  love  to  your  I^adilhip. 

Lady.  What  makes  you  here  then  ? 

El  er  Lo.  Only  to  fee  you  and  be  merry  Ladie  ; that’s  all 
my  bufinds.  Faith  let’s  be  very  merry.  Where’s  little  Rorer- 
he’s  a good  fellow  ; an  hour  or  two  well  fpent  in  wholfome 
mirth,  is  worth  a thoufand  of  thclc puling  pallions.  ’T'is  an 
ill  world  for  Lovers. 

Lady.  They  were  never  fewer. 

Elder  Lo.  1 thank  God  there’s  one  lefs  for  me  Ladie  ? 

Lady.  You  were  never  any  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  Till  now,  and  now  I am  the  prettieft  fellow. 

Lady.  You  talk  like  a Tailor  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  Me  thinks  your  faces  are  no  fuch  fine  things 
now. 

Lady.  Why  did  you  tell  me  you  were  wile  ? Lord  what  a 
ying  age  is  this,  where  willyou  mend  thefe  faces  ? 

Elder  Lo.  A Hogs  face  fouft  is  worth  a hundred  of ’em. 

Lady.  Sure  you  had  a Sow  to  your  Mother. 

Elder  Lo.  She  brought  fuch  fine  white  Pigs  as  you,  fit  for 
none  but  Parfons  Ladie.? 

Lady.  ’Tis  well  you  willallow  us  our  Clergie  yet. 

Elder  Lo.  That  lhall  not  fave  you.  O that  I were  in  love 
again  with  a wilh. 

Lady.  By  this  light  you  are  a feurvie  fellow, pray  be  gone. 

Elder  Lo.  You  know  I am  a clean  skin’d  man. 

Lady.  Do  I know  it  .? 

Elder. Lo.Cotuq, corns, you  would  know  it ; that’s  as  good; 
but  not  a fnap,  never  long  for’t,  not  a fnapdear  Ladie. 

Lady.  Hark  ye  Sir,  hark  ye,  get  ye  to  the  Suburbs, there’s 
horfe  fielhfor  fuch  hounds : will  you  goe  Sir .? 

Elder  Lo.  Lord  how  I lov’d  this  woman,  how  I worfhipt 
this  prettie  calf  with  the  white  face  here ; as  I live, you  were 
the  prettieft  fool  to  play  withall,  the  wittieft  little  varlet,  it 
would  talk;  Lord  how  it  talk’t  1 and  when  I angred  it,  it 
would  cry  out,  and  fcratch,  and  eat  no  meat,  and  it  would 
fay,  goe  hang. 

Lady.  It  will  fay  fo  ftill,  if  you  anger  it. 

Elder  Lo.  And  when  I askt  it,  if  it  would  be  married,  it 
fent  me  of  an  errand  into  France,  and  would  abufe  me,  and 
be  glad  it  did  fo. 

Lady.  Sir  this  is  moft  unmanly, pray  by  gon. 

Elder  Lo.  And  fwear  (even  when  it  twitter’d  to  be  at  me) 

I was  unhanfome. 

Lady.  Have  you  no  manners  in  you  .? 

Elder  Lo.  And  fay  my  back  was  melted,  when  God  he 
knows,  I kept  it  at  a charge ; ¥om  Flaanders  Mares  would 
have  been  caller  to  me,  and  a Fencer. 

Lady.  You  think  all  this  is  true  now  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Faith  whether  it  be  or  no,  ’tis  too  good  for  you. 
But  fo  much  for  our  mirth ; Now  have  at  you  in  earneft. 

Lo.  There  is  enough  Sir,  I defire  no  more. 

El.  Lo.  Yes  faith, wee’l  have  a caft  at  your  beft  parts  now'. 
And  then  the  Devil  take  the  worft. 

Lady.  Pray  Sir  no  more,  I am  not  fo  much  affeded  with 
your  commendations,  ’tis  almoft  dinner,  I know  they  ftay 
for  you  at  the  Ordinary. 

Elder  Lo.  E’ne  a Ihort  Grace,  and  then  I am  gone  *,  You 
are  a woman,  and  the  proudeft  that  ever  lov’d  a Coach ; the 
fcornfulleft,  feurvieft,  and  moft  fencelefs  woman  •,  the  gree- 
dieft  to  be  prais’d,  and  never  mov’d  though  it  be  grofs  and 
open-,  the  moft  envious,  that  at  the  poor  fame  of  anothers 
face,  would  eat  your  own,  and  more  than  is  your  own, 
the  paint  belonging  to  it ; of  fuch  a felf  opinion,  that  you 
think  none  can  deferve  your  glove ; and  for  your  malice,you 
are  fo  excellent,  you  might  have  been  your  Tempters  tutor  ; 
nay,  never  cry. 

Lady.  Your  own  heart  knows  you  wrong  me;  I cry  for 
ye  ? 

Elder  Lo.  You  (hall  before  I leave  you. 

Lady.  Is  all  this  fpoke  in  earneft  .? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  and  m.ore  as  foon  as  I can  get  it  out. 

Lady.  Well  out  with’t. 

Elder  Lo.  You  are,let  me  fee. 
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j L.tdy.  One  that  has  us'd  you  with  too  much  lefped. 

1 £/_/r  Lo.  One  that  hath  us’d  me  ( iince  you  will  have  it 

To)  thebafeft,  the  molt  Foot-boy-likc,  without refpedt  of 
what  1 was,  oi-  w'hat  you  might  be  by  me ; you  have  us’d 
me,  as  1 would  ufe  a jade,  ride  him  off  ’s  kgs,  then  turn  him 
to  the  Commons ; you  have  us’d  me  with  diferetion,  and  1 
thank  ye.  If  you  have  many  more  fuch  pretty  Servants,pray 
build  an  Hofpital,  and  when  they  arc  old,  pray  keep  ’em 
for  fliame. 

L.idy,  1 cannot  think  yet  this  is  ferious. 

ELicr  Lo.  Will  you  have  more  on’t  ? 

L.i  y.  No  faith,  there’s  enough  if  it  be  true : 

T oo  much  by  all  my  part  •,  you  are  no  Lover  then .? 

Elder  Lo.  No,  1 had  rather  be  a Carrier. 

Ljidyj.  W hy  the  Gods  amend  all. 

t'ldn  Lo.  Neither  do  1 think  there  can  be  fuch  a fellow 
found  i’th’  world,  to  be  in  love  with  fuch  a froward  woman, 
if  there  be  fuch,  they’re  mad,  Jove  comfort ’em.  Now  you 
have  ail,  and  las  new  a man,  as  light,  and  fpirited,  that  1 
feel  my  felt  clean  through  another  creature.  O ’tis  brave 
to  be  ones  own  man,  1 can  fee  you  now  as  I would  fee  a 
Picture,  lit  all  day  by  you  and  never  kifs  your  hand:  hear 
you  ting,  and  never  fall  backw’ard  : but  with  as  feta  tern 
per,  as  I w ould  hear  a Fidler,  rife  and  thank  you.  I can 
now’  keep  my  mony  in  my  purfe,  that  ftill  was  gadding  out 
or  Scarfes  and  Waffcoatsrand  keep  my  hand  from  Mercers 
iheep  s.%lns  llneiy.  1 can  eat  mutton  now,  and  feak  my  felf 
wMth  my  two  Ihi Dings,  and  can  fee  a play  for  eighteen  pence 
again  : 1 can  my  Ladie. 

Lidy.  The  carriage  ofthis  fellow  vexes  me.  Sir,  pray  let 
me  fpeak  a little  private  with  you, I muff:  not  fuffer  this. 

Eldir  Lo.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  what  would  you  with  me  ? 

You  will  not  ravifh  me  ? Now,  your  let  Ipeech  ? 

Lady.  Thou  perjur’d  man. 

EULr  Lo.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  is  a fine  exordium. 

And  why  1 pray  you  perjur’d  ? 

Lady.  Did  you  not  fwear  a thoufand  thoufand  times  you 
lov’d  me  bell  of  all  things  ? 

Elder  Lo.  1 do  confefs  it : make  your  bell  of  that. 

Lady.  W’hy  do  you  fay  you  do  not  then  ? 

ELer  L o.  Nay  I’le  fwear  it. 

Ana  give  fufficicntreafon,your  own  ufage. 

L^y.  Do  you  not  love  me  then? 

Elder  Lo.  No  faith. 

Lady.  Did  you  ever  think  I lov’d  you  dearly  ? 

Elder  Lo  Ycs,  but  1 fee  but  rotten  fruits  on’t. 

Lady.  Do  not  denie  your  hand  for  I muff;  kifs  it,  and  take 
mylalt  fa:ewcll , now  let  me  die  fo  you  be  happy. 

El.  Lo.  1 am  too  fooUlh  ; Ladie  fpeak  dear  Ladie. 

Lady.  No  let  me  die.  Shefmmds. 

Cdda'.  Oh  my  Sifter ! 

Aoi.  O my  Ladie  help,  help. 

ejddar.  Run  for  fome  Rofalu  ? 

Eld  r Lo.  1 have  plaid  the  fine  afs ; bend  her  bodic, Lady, 
beft,  deareft,  vvorthielt  Ladie,  hear  your  Servant,  I am  not 
as  1 ffiew’d  ; O wretched  fool,  to  fling  away  the  Jewel  of 
thy  life  thus.  Give  her  more  air,  fee  Ihe  begins  to  ftir,fwcet 
Miftnshear  me  ? 

Lady.  Is  my  Servant  v/ell  ? 

Eld^  I^.  In  being  yours  I am  fo. 

Lady.  Then  I care  not. 

hlder  Lo.  Howdoyc,  reach  a chair  there  ^ I confefs  my 
fault  not  pardonable,  in  purfuing  thus  upon  fuch  tendernefs 
my  w'ilfuil  error  j but  had  1 known  it  would  have  wrought 
Uhuswithyc,  thus  Itrangely  , not  the  world  had  won  me 
: to  it,  and  let  not  (my  bell  Ladie)  any  word  fpokc  to  my 
j end  diffurb  your  quiet  p.acc  ; for  foonerfliall  you  know  a 
g'  neral  ruinc,  than  my  faith  broken.  Do  not  doubt  this 
■ Miftris,  for  by  my  life  I cannot  live  without  you.  Come, 

; come,  you  n-;all  not  grieve,  rather  be  angric,  and  heap  in- 
ilcTion  upon  me:  1 will  fuffer.  O 1 could  curfe  my  felf, 
l^ray  fmile  upon  me.  Upon  my  faith  it  was  but  a trick  ! 
to  trie  yoUjknov.  ing  you  lov’d  me  dcarlie,and  yet  krangely  I 
that  you  would  never  fhew  it  , though  my  means  was  j 

all  humilitie. 

All.  Ha,  ha. 

Eldir  Lo.  How  now  ? 

Lady.  I thank  you  fine  fool  for  your  mok  fine  plot  y this 
was  afubtile  one,  a kiff  device  to  have  caught  Dottrels  with. 
Good  Icncelefs  Sir,  could  you  imagine  I thould  fwound  for 
you,  and  know  your  felf  to  be  an  arrant  afs  ? I,  a dikovered 
one.  ’Tis  quit  1 thank  you  Sir.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Take  heed  Sir,  fhe  may  chance  to  fwound  again 
All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Abi.  Step  to  her  Sir,  lee  how  (he  changes  colour . 

Elder  Lo.  Tie  goe  to  hell  firk,  and  be  better  welcom.] 

I am  fool’d,  Ido  confefs  it, finely  fool’d, 

Ladie,  fool’d  Madam,  and  I thank  you  for  it. 

Lady.  Faith  ’tis  not  fo  much  worth  Sir : 

But  if  i knew  when  you  come  next  a burding, 

I’ie  have  a kronger  noofeto  hold  the  Woodcock. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Elder  Lo.  1 am  glad  to  fee  you  merry , pray  laugh  on. 
<JMar.  H’ad  a hard  heart  that  could  not  laugh  at  you  Sir, 
ha,  ha,  ha.  & > , 

Lady.  Pray  Siker  do  not  laugh,  you’le  anger  him, 

And  then  hee’l  rail  like  a rude  Coker  monger. 

That  Schoolboys  had  couzened  of  his  Apples, 

As  loud  and  fencelefs  ? 

Elder  Lo.  I will  not  rail. 

CMar.  Faith  then  let’s  hear  him  Siker  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes,  you  ffiall  hear  me. 

Lady.  Shall  we  be  the  better  by  it  then  ? 

Eld.L.  No,he  that  makes  a woman  better  by  his  words, 
Tie  have  him  Sainted : blows  will  not  doe  it. 

Lady.  By  this  light  hee’ll  beat  us. 

Elder  Lo.  You  do  deferve  it  richly. 

And  may  live  to  have  a Beadle  doe  it. 

Lady.  Now  he  rails  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Come  fcornfull  Folly, 

Ifthis  be  railing,  you  lhall  hear  me  rail. 

Lady.  Pray  put  it  in  good  words  then. 

Elder  Lo.  The  work  are  good  enough  for  fuch  a trifle. 

Such  a proud  piece  of  Cobweblawn. 

Lady.  You  bite  Sir  ? 

Elder  Lo.  1 would  till  the  bones  crackt,  and  I had  my 
will. 

Mar.  We  had  bek  muzzel  him,  he  grows  mad. 

Elder  Lo.  I would  ’twere  lawfull  in  the  next  great  ficknefs 
to  have  the  Dogs  fpared , thofe  harmlefs  creatures , and 
knock  i’th’  head  thefe  hot  continual  plagues,  women,  that 
are  moreinfedious.  I hope  the  State  will  think  on’t. 

Lady.  Are  you  well  Sir  ? 

dMar.  He  looks  as  though  he  had  a grievous  fit  o’th’ 
Colick. 

Elder  Lo.  Green-ginger  will  cure  me. 

Abig.  rie  heat  a trencher  for  him. 

Elder  Lo.  Durty  ‘December  doe,  Thou  with  a face  as  old 
ns  Erra  Pater,  fuch  a Prognokicating  nofe : thou  thing  that 
ten  years  fince  has  left  to  be  a w’oman , outworn  the  ex- 
pedation  of  a Baud  j and  thy  dry  bones  can  reach  at  no- 
thing now , but  gords  or  ninepins , pray  goe  fetch  a 
trencher  goe. 

Lady.  Let  him  alone,  he’s  crackt. 

Abg.  ric  fee  him  hang’d  firk,  is  a beakly  fellow  to  ufe  a 
woman  of  my  breeding  thus  v I marry  is  he : would  I were  a 
man,  I’dc  make  him  eat  his  Knaves  words  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Tic  your  fhe  Otter  up,  good  Lady  folly,  fhe 
kinks  worfe  than  a Bear-baiting. 

Lady.  Why  will  you  be  angry  now  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Goc  paint  and  purge,  call  in  your  kennel  with 
you  : you  a Lady  ? 

Abi.  Sirra,  look  to’t  a ga  ink  the  quarter  Seffions,  if  there 
be  good  behaviour  in  the  worl4,I’Ie  have  thee  bound  to  it. 

Elder  Lo.  You  muk  not  feck  it  in  your  Ladies  houfe 
then^  pray  fend  this  Ferret  home,  and  fpin  good  Abigal. 
And  Madam,  that  your  Ladifhip  may  know,  in  what  bale 
manner  you  have  us’d  my  fervicc,  I do  from  this  hour  hate 
, thee 

The  Scornful  Lady, 


77 


thcc  heartily  ; and  though  youi-  folly  fhould  whip  you  to 
rcpeiitauLC)  and  waken  you  at  length  to  lee  iny  wrongs,  tis 
not  the  endeavour  of  your  litc  lhall  vyin  me  ; not  ail  the 
triends  you  have,  iuteiecnion>  nor  yom  iubniiflivc  letters, 
though  tiicy  I'pokc  as  many  tears  as  words  y not  your  knees 
grovui  lotldgiouud  in  penitence,  nor  all  your  ftatc,  tokifs 
you,  nor  my  pardon,  nor  will  to  give  you.  Chrifeian  burial, 
il’  you  dye  thus  y lb  farcvvellAVhen  I am  married  and  made 
lure,  I’lc  come  and  villt  you  again,  and  vex  you  Ladic.  By 
all  my  hopes  Tie  be  a torment  to  you  , worfe  than  a tedious 
w inter.  I know  you  will  recant  and  fue  to  tnc,  but  lave  that 
labour ; I’le  rather  love  a fever  and  continual  thirlt,  rather 
contract  my  youth  to  drink  and  facerdote  upon  quarrels,  or 
take  a drawn  whore  from  an  Holpital,  that  time , dilcafes, 
and  Aiercyxy  had  eaten,  than  to  be  drawn  to  love  you. 

Ludy.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  do,  but  take  heed  though. 

U(Uf  Lo.  From  thee,  fade  dice,  jades,  Cowards,  and 
plaguy  Summers,  good  Lord  deliver  me. 

^ ^ ^ Elder  Love. 

Lady.  But  hark  you  Servant,  hark  ye:  ishegon.?  call 
him  again. 

Hang  him  Paddock. 

Laay.  Art  thou  here  ftill  ? flie,  flie, and  call  my  Servant, 
flie  or  ne’r  fee  me  more. 

1 had  rather  knit  again  than  fee  that  rafcall,  butl 
mult  uoe  it.  Abigal, 

Lady.  I would  be  loth  to  anger  him  too  much  y what 
fine  foiery  is  this  in  a wqman,  to  ufe  thofe  men  moll  fi  o- 
w'ardly  they  love  moll?  If  I Ihould  lofe  him  thus,  I were 
rightly  ferved.  I hope  he’s  not  fo  much  himfelf,  to  take  it 
to  th’hcart : how  now  ? w’ill  he  come  back  ? 

Enter  Abigal.  ' 

Never, he  fwears,whilft  he  can  hear  men  fay  there’s 
any  woman  living : he  fwore  he  would  ha’  me  firft. 

Didfl:  thou  intreat  him  wench  ? 
ty^bt^al.  As  well  as  I could  Madam.  But  this  is  flill  your 
way,  to  love  being  abfent,  and  when  he’s  with  you,  laugh 
at  him  and  abufe  him.  There’s  another  way  if  you 
could  hit  on’t. 

Lady.  Thou  faift  true,  get  me  paper,  pen  and  ink,  I le 
write  to  him,  I’de  be  loth  he  fliould  Deep  in’s  anger. 

Women  are  mofl:  fools  when  they  think  th’are  wifeft. 

[_Ex  Omnes. 

Enter  Young  Lovclcfs,  and\^'\^iQV^ ageing  to  he 

tj^arried.^  with  them  his  Comrades. 

Widow.  Pray  Sir  call  off  thefe  fellovvs,  as  unfitting  for 
your  bare  knowledge,  and  far  more  your  companie  .*  is’t 
fit  fuch  Ragamuffins  as  thefe  are  ffiould  bear  the  name  of 
friends?  andfurniffiouta  civil  houfe?  ye’re  to  be  married 
now,  and  men  that  Jove  you  mull:  expedt  a courfe  far  from 
your  old  carrier ; if  you  will  keep  ’em,  turn  ’em  toth’ 
liable,  and  there  make  ’em  grooms : and  yet  now  con- 
fider  it,  fuch  beggars  once  let  o’  horfe  back,  you  have  heard 
will  ride,  how  far  you  had  belt  to  look. 

Captain.  Hear  you,  you  that  mull  be  Ladie,  pray  content 
your  felf  and  think  upon  your  carriage  foonat  night,  what 
dreffing  will  belt  take  your  Knight,  what  waftcote,  what 
cordial  will  do  well  i’th’  morning  for  him , what  triers 
have  you? 

Widow.  What  do  you  mean  Sir  ? 

Capt.  Thofe  that  mull  fwitch  him  up ; if  he  Hart  well, fear 
' not  but  cry  Saint  and  bear  him  hard  ; when  you  per- 

ceive his  wind  groweshot  and  wanting,  let  him  ^little 
down,  he’s  fleet,  ne’re  doubt  him, and  hands  found. 

Widow.  Sir,  you  hear  thefe  fellovvs  ? 

Toiing  Love.  Merrie  companions,  wench.  Merry  com- 
panions. 

Widow.  To  one  another  let  ’em  be  companions  , but 
good  Sir  not  to  you  : you  ffiall  be  civil  and  flip  offthefebafe 
trappings. 

Cap.  He  ffiall  not  need,  my  moll  fweed  Ladie  Grocer,  if 
he  be  civil,  not  your  powdered  Sugar,  nor  your  Raifins 


fiiall  perfwade  the  Captain  to  live  a Coxcomb  with  him  ; ; 
let  him  be  civil  and  eat  i’ch’  z^rches,  and  Jee  what  will  , 
come  on’t.  | 

Lott.  Let  him  be  civil,  doe:  undo  him  I,  that’s  the  ^ 
next  way.  I will  not  take  (if  lie  be  civil  once)  two  hundred  ! 
pound  a year  to  live  with  him  j be  civil?  there’s  a trim  ' 
perfwalion.  | 

fapt.  If  thou  bcelt  civil  Knight,  as  Jove  defends  it,  get  { 
thee  another  nofe,  thaT  w'ill  be  pull’d  olTby  the  angry  boyes 
for  thy  converlion : the  children  thou  Ihaltgcton  tliis  Civil- 
Man  cannot  inherit  by  the  Jaw,  th’are  Ethnickj-,  and  all  thy 
fportmeer  Moral  leacheric : when  they  are  grown,  having 
but  little  in  ’em,  they  may  prove  Habcrdalhers,  or  grofs  ! 
Grocers,  like  their  dear  Damm  there:  prethce  be  civil  | 
Knight,  in  time  thou  mailt  read  to  thy  houfliold,  and  be 
drunk  once  a year : this  would  fliew  finely. 

Toting  Lo.  1 wonder  fweet  heart  you  will  offer  this,  you  do 
not  underltand  thefe  Gentlemen : I will  beffiort  and  pithy: 

I had  rather  call  you  off  by  the  way  of  charge  : thefe  are 
Creatures,  that  nothing  goes  to  the  maintenance  of  but 
Corn  and  Water.  I will  keep  thefe  fellows  jult  in  thecom- 
petencie  of  two  Hens. 

Wid.  If  you  can  caff  it  fo  Sir,  you  have  my  liking  ? If  they 
eatlefs,  1 ffiould  not  be  offended : But  how  thefe  Sir,  can 
live  upon  fo  little  as  Corn  and  Water,  I am  unbelieving. 

Tomg  Lo.  Why  prethee  fweet  heart  what’s  your  Ale  ? is 
not  that  Corn  and  Water,  my  fweet  Widow  ? 

Wtd.  I but  my  fweet  Knight  wdiere’s  the  meat  to  this, and 
cloaths  that  they  muff  look  for  ? 

Tonng  Lo.  In  this  fliort  lentence  Ale,  is  all  included  : 
Meat,  Drink,  and  Cloth  •,  Thefe  arc  no  ravening  Footmen, 
no  fellows,  that  at  Ordinaries  dare  eat  their  eighteen  pence 
thrice  out  before  they  rife,  and  yet  goe  hungry  to  play, and 
crack  more  nuts  than  would  fuffice  a dozen  Squirrels  j be- 
lidesthedin,  which  is  damnable:  I had  rather  rail,  and 
be  confin’d  to  a Boatmakery  than  live  amongff  fuch  rafcals-, 
thefe  are  people  of  fuch  a clean  diferetion  in  their  diet,  of 
fuch  a moderate  fuffenance,that  they  fweat  il  they  but  fmell 
hot  mezt. Porredge  is  poifon,they  hate  a Kitchin  as  they  hate 
a Counier,and  Ihow  ’em  but  a Feather-bed  they  fwound.Ale 
is  their  eating  and  their  drinking  Purely,  which  keeps  their 
bodies  clear,  and  foluble.  Bread  is  a binder,  and  for  that 
aboliffit  even  in  their  Ale,  whofe  loll  room  fills  an  apple, 
which  is  more  airy  and  of  fubtiler  nature.  The  reff  they  take 
is  little,  and  that  little  is  little  eafie ; For  like  ffrid  men  of 
order,  they  do  corred  their  bodies  with  a bench,  or  a poor 
ffubborn  table  •,  if  a chimny  oiler  it  felf  with  fome  few  bro- 
ken ruflies,  they  are  in  down:  when  they  are  lick,  that’s 
drunk,  they  may  have  freffi  ffraw,elfe  they  do  defpiffi  thefe 
worldly  pamperings.  For  their  poor  apparel,  ’tis  worn  out 
to  the  diet-,  new  they  feek  none,  and  if  a man  Ikould  offer, 
they  are  angrie,  fcarce  to  be  reconcil’d  again  with  him : 
you  ffiall  not  hear  ’em  ask  one  a caff  doublet  once  in  a year, 
which  is  modeffy  befitting  my  poor  friends:  you  fee  their 
Wardrpbcy  though flender,  competent:  Forfliirtsltake  it, 
they  are  things  worn  out  of  their  remembrance.  Loufie 
they  will  be  when  they  Jiff,  and  mangie^  which  Ihows  a fine 
variety:  and  then  to  cure ’em,  a Tanners  limepit,  which 
is  little  charge,  two  dogs,  and  thefe  ^ thefe  two  may  be 
cur’d  for  3.  pence. 

Wid.  You  have  half  perfwaded  me,pray  ufe  your  pleafure  1 
and  my  good  friends  fince  I do  know  your  diet.  Tie  take  an 
order,  meat  ffiall  not  oflend  you,  you  ffiall  have  Ale. 

Capt.  We  ask  no  more,  let  it  be,mighty  Lady  : and  if  we 
periffi,  then  our  own  fins  on  us. 

Tonng  Lo.  Come  forward  Gentlemen , to  Church  my 
boys,  when  we  have  done,rie  give  you  cheer  in  bowles. 

f Exeunt. 
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ASUis  Qiiintns.  Seen  a Yrima. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs. 

Eiur  Lo.  ’"T^His  fenfelels  woman  vexes  me  to  th’  heart, 
J.  file  will  not  from  my  memory : would  (lie 
were  a man  for  one  two  hours,  that  I might  beat  her.  If  I 
had  been  unhanfome,  old  or  jealous,  ’thad  been  an  even 
lay  (he  might  have  fcorn’d  me*,  but  to  be  young,  and  by 
this  light  1 think  as  proper  as  the  proudeft:  *,  made  as  clean, 
as  ftraighr,  and  ftrong  backf,  means  and  manners  equal 
with  the  bell  cloth  of  filver  Sir  i’th’  kingdom : But  thefe 
are  things  at  fome  time  of  the  Moon,  below  the  cut  of  Can- 
vas : fure  Ihe  has  fome  Meeching  Rafcal  in  her  houfe,  fome 
Hind,  that  Ihe  hath  Icenbear  (like  another  quarters 
of  Malt  upon  his  back,  and  fing  with’t,  Thralh  all  day,  and 
i’th’  evening  in  his  ftockings,  flrike  up  a Hornpipe,  and 
there  ftink  two  hours,  and  ne’re  a whit  the  worfe  man ; 
thefe  are  they,  thefe  fteel  chin’d  Rafcals  that  undo  us  all. 
Would  1 had  been  a Carter,  or  a Coachman,  I had  done 
the  deed  e’rc  this  time. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  there’s  a Gentleman  without  would  Ipeak  with 

Elder  Lo.  Bid  him  come  in.  (you. 

Enter  Welford. 

IVel.  By  your  leave  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  You  are  welcome,  what’s  your  will  Sir.? 

Wei.  Have  you  forgotten  me  ? 

Elder  Lo.  1 do  not  much  remember  you.  • 

Wei.  You  mull:  Sir.  I am  that  Gentleman  you  pleas’d  to 
wrong,  in  your  difguife,  I have  inquired  you  out. 

E der  Lo.  I was  dilguifed  indeed  Sir  if  I wrong’d  you,  pray 
where  and  when  ? 

Wei.  In  fuch  a Ladies  houfe,  I need  not  name  her. 

Elder  Lo.  I do  remember  you,  you  feem’d  to  be  a Sutor 
to  that  Lady  ? 

Wei.  If  you  remember  this,  do  not  forget  how  Icurvily 
you  us’d  me : that  was  no  place  to  quarrel  in,  pray  you 
think  of  it  \ if  you  be  honefl:  you  dare  fight  with  me,  without 
more  urging,  elfe  I mull  provoke  ye. 

Elder  Lo.  Sir  I dare  fight,  but  never  for  a woman,  I wil( 
not  have  her  in  my  caufe,  file’s  mortal,  and  fo  is  not  my  an- 
ger : if  you  have  brought  a nobler  fubjedf  for  our  Swords, 

I am  for  you  in  this  1 would  be  loth  to  prick  my  Finger. 
And  where  you  fay  I wrong’d  you,  ’tis  fo  far  from  my  pro- 
fefiion,  that  amongfi;  my  fears,  todo  wrongisthegreatefi:: 
credit  me  we  have  been  both  abufed,  (not  by  our  felves, 
for  that  I hold  a fplcen,  no  fin  of  malice,  and  may  with  man 
enough  bebefi:  forgoten,)  but  by  that  willfull,  fcornful 
piece  of  hatred,  that  much  forgetful  Lady:  for  whofefakc, 
;f  we  fiiould  leave  our  rcafon,  and  run  on  upon  our  fenfe, 
like  Rams  the  little  world  of  good  men  would  laugh  at  us, 
and  defpife  us,  fixing  upon  our  defperate  memories  the  ne- 
ver-worn out  names  of  Fools  and  Fencers.  Sir  ’tis  not  fear, 
but  reafon  makes  me  tell  you  *,  in  this  I had  rather  help  you 
Sir,  than  hurt  you,  and  you  fiiall  find  it,  though  you  throw 
your  fclf  into  as  many  dangers  as  file  offers,  though  you 
redeem  her  loll  name  every  day,  and  find  her  out  new 
honours  with  your  Sword,  you  fhall  but  be  her  mirth  as  1 
have  been. 

Wei.  I ask  you  mercy  Sir,  you  havcta’ne  my  edge  off; 
yet  I would  fain  be  even  with  this  Lady. 

Elder  Lo.  In  which  Tie  be  your  helper : we  arc  two,  and 
they  arc  two:  two  Siflcrs,  rich  alike,  only  the  cider  has 
I the  prouder  Dowry ; In  troth  I pity  this  difgracc  in  you,  * 
' yet  of  mine  own  I am  leneelds;  do  but  follow  my  Coun- 
fll,  and  ric  pawn  my  fpirit,  wc’l  overreach ’em  yet ; the 
j means  is  this 

i E/.ter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir  there’,  a Gentlewomau  will  n;eds  fpeak  with  ! 


you,  I cannot  keep  her  out,  Ihe’s  entred  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  It  is  the  waiting  woman, pray  be  not  feen  : firrah 
hold  her  in  difeourfe  a while : hark  in  your  ear,  go  and  dif 
patch  it  quickly,  when  I come  in,  I’le  tell  you  all  thepro- 
jed. 

Wei.  I care  not  which  I have.  f£.r/>  Welford. 

Elder  Lo.  Away.y  ’tis  done,  file  mull  not  fee  you : now 
Lady  <jnimver  what  news  with  you  ? 

Enter  Abigal. 

Jbig.  Pray  leave  thefe  frumps  Sir,  and  receive  this  letter. 

Elder  Lo.  From  whom  good  vanity  ? 

Abig.  ’Tis  from  my  Lady  Sir : Alas  good  foul,  file  cries 
and  takes  on ! 

Elder  Lo.  Do’s  file  lb  good  Soul  ? wou’d  file  not  have  a 
Cawdle  ? do’s  fiie  fend  you  with  your  fine  Oratory  goody 
Tnlly  to  tye  me  to  believe  again  ? bring  out  the  Cat-hounds, 
I’le  make  you  take  a tree  Whore,  then  with  my  tiller 
bring  down  your  Gibjlnpy  and  then  have  you  call,  and  hung 
upi’th’  Warren. 

cyfbig.  lam  nobeafi;  Sir,  would  you  knew  it. 

Elder  Lo.  Wou’d  I did, for  I am  yet  very  doubtful ; what 
will  you  fay  now  ? 

Abig.  Nothing  not  I. 

Elder  Lo.  Art  thou  a woman,  and  fay  nothing? 

Abtg.  Unlefs  you’I  hear  me  with  more  moderation,  I can 
fpeak  wife  enough. 

Elder  Lo.  And  loud  enough  ? will  your  Lady  love  me  ? 

Abig.  It  feems  fo  by  her  letter,  and  her  lamentations  *,  but 
you  are  fuch  another  man. 

Elder  Lo.  Not  fuch  another  as  I was.  Mumps*,  nor  will 
not  be : Tie  read  her  fine  Epiftle ; ha,  ha,  ha,  is  not  thy 
Miflrefs  mad  ? 

Abig.  For  you  fhe  will  be,  ’tis  a fiiame  you  fhould  ufe  a 
poor  Gentlewoman  fo  untowardly  *,  fiic  loves  the  ground 
you  tread  on  *,  and  you  (hard  heart)  becaufe  fhe  jefted  with 
you,  mean  to  kill  her  ^ ’tis  a fine  conqueft  as  they  fay. 

Elder  Lo.  Haft  thou  fo  much  moifture  in  the  Whitleather 
hide  yct,that  thou  canfl  cry  ? I wou’d  have  fworn  thou  liadft 
been  touchwood  five  year  fince  *,  nay  let  it  rain,  thy  face 
chops  for  a fiiower  like  a dry  Dunghil. 

e^big.  Tie  not  indure  this  Ribauldry ; farewel  i’th’  De- 
vils name;  if  my  Lady  die,  Tie  be  fworn  before  a Jury, 
thou  art  the  caufe  on’t. 

Elder  Lo.  Do  Maukin  do,  deliver  to  your  Lady  from  me 
this : I mean  to  fee  her,  if  I have  no  other  bufinefs : which 
before  Tic  want  to  come  to  her,  I mean  to  go  feek  birds 
nefts:  yet  I may  come  too:  but  if  I come,  from  this  door 
till  1 fee  her,  will  I think  how  to  rail  vildly  at  her*,  how  to 
vex  her,  and  make  her  cry  fo  much,  that  the  Phyfician  if 
file  fall  fick  upon’t,  fhall  find  the  caufe  to  be  want  of  Urine, 
and  file  remedilefs  dye  in  her  Herefie  *.  Farewell  old  Adage, 

I hope  to  fee  the  Boys  make  Potguns  on  thee. 

Abig.  Th’art  a vile  man,  God  blefs  my  ifiiie  from  thee. 

Elder  Lo.  Thou  haft  but  one , and  that’s  in  thy  left 
crupper,  that  makes  thee  hobble  foi  you  mufi:  be  ground 
i’th’  breech  like  a Top,  you’I  nc’re  fpin  well  elfe : Farevv'ell 
Fytcliock.  \_Exemt. 

Enter  Lady  alone. 

Lady.  Is  it  not  ftrangethat  every  womans  will  fhould 
track  out  new  wayes  to  diflurb  her  felf?  if  I fhould  call 
my  reafon  to  account,  it  cannot  anfwer  why  I keep  my 
felf  from  mine  own  wifii , and  flop  the  man  I love  from 
his*,  jBid  every  hour  repent  again,  yet  flill  go  on:  I 
know  ’tis  like  a man,  that  wants  his  natural  fleep,  and 
growing  dull  would  gladly  give  the  remnant  of  his  life  for 
two  hours  reft ; yet  through  his  frowardnefs,  will  rather 
choofe  to  watch  another  man,  drowfie  as  he,  than  take 
his  own  repofe.  All  this  I know : yet  a ftrange  peevifhncfs 
and  anger,  not  to  have  the  power  to  do  things  unexpedled, 
carries  me  away  to  mine  own  ruine  *.  I had  rather  die 
fometimes  than  not  difgracc  in  publick  him  whom  people 
think  I love,  and  do’t  with  oaths,  and  am  in  earnelt  then : 

O 


The  Scornful  Lady, 


O what  arc  wc ! Men,  you  muft  anfwcr  this,  that  dare  obey 
fuch  things  as  we  command.  How  now  ? what  newes  f 

Enter  Abigal. 

LAbi.  Faith  Madam  none  worth  hearing. 

Ludy.  Is  he  not  come  ? 

No  truly. 

Ludy.  Nor  has. he  writ? 

ylbif.d.  Neither.  I pray  God  you  have  not  undone  your 
fcif. 

Liufy.  Why,  but  what  faies  he  ? 

Faith  he  talks  ftrangely. 

Lady.  How  ftrangely? 

jibi.  Firft  at  your  Letter  he  laught  extremely  ? 

Lady.  What,  in  contempt? 

jibi.  He  laught  monftrous  loud,  as  he  would  die,  and 
when  you  wrote  it  I think  you  were  in  no  fuch  merry  mood, 
to  provoke  him  that  way : and  having  done  he  cried  Alas 
for  her,  and  violently  laught  again. 

L*dy.  Did  he  ? 

Abi.  Yes, till  I was  angry. 

Lady.  Angry,  why?  why  wert  thou  angry  ? he  did  doe 
but  well,  I did  delerve  it,  he  had  been  a fool,  an  unfit  man 
for  any  one  to  love, had  he  not  laught  thus  at  me : you  were 
angry,  that  fhow’d  your  folly  ^ I fhall  love  him  more  for 
that,  than  all  that  ere  he  did  before:  butfaid  he  nothing 
elfe  ? 

Abi.  Many  uncertain  things : he  faid  though  you  had 
mockthim,  becaufe  you  were  a woman,  he  could  wiftitodo 
you  fo  much  favour  as  to  lee  you : yet  he  laid,  he  knew  you 
ralh,and  was  loth  to  offend  you  with  the  light  of  one,  whom 
now  he  was  bound  not  to  leave. 

Lady.  What  one  was  that  ? 

Abi.  I know  not,  but  truly  I do  fear  there  is  a making 
up  there  ••  for  I heard  the  fervants,  as  I pall  by  fome,  whi- 
Iper  fuch  a thing:  and  as  I came  back  through  the  hall, there 
were  two  or  three  Clarks  writing  great  conveyances  in  haft, 
which  they  faid  were  for  their  Miftris  joynture. 

Lady.  ’Tis  very  like,  and  fit  it  fliould'be  fo,  for  he  does 
think,  and  reafonably  think,  that  1 fhould  keep  him  with  my 
idle  tricks  for  ever  ere  he  be  married. 

Abi.  At  laft  he  faid,  itlhouldgo  hard‘but  he  would  fee 
you  for  your  fatisfaftion. 

Lady.  All  we  that  are  call’d  Women,  know  as  well  as 
men,  it  were  a far  more  noble  thing  to  grace  where  we  are 
grace’t^and  give  refpeeft  there  where  we  -are  relpefled  : yet 
we  praftife  a wilder  courfe,  and  never  bend  our  eyes  on  men 
with  pjleafure,  till  they  Ikrd  the  way  to  give  us  a negle<fl: : 
then  we,  too  late,  perceive  the  lofs  of  what  we  might  have 
had, and  dote  to  death. 

Enter  Martha; 

tiJMar.  Siller,ypnder’s  your  Servantjwith  a Gentlewoman 
with  him.  Lady.  Where  ? 

tiJMar.  Clofe  at  the  door. 

Lady.  Alas  I am  undone,  1 fear  he  is  bhrroth’d, 

What  kind  of  woman  is  ftie  ? 

Mar.  A moft  ill  favoured  one, with  h6t  Mafque  on : 

And  how  her  face  Ihould  mend  the  reft  I know  not. 

La..  But  yet  her  mind  Was  of  a milder  ftuff  than  mine  was. 

Elder  Lovel€ft,><?»<5l  WelfOrd  Wo  mans  apparel. 

Lady.  Now  I feehim,  if  my  heart  fwell  not  again  (away 
thou  womans  pride)  fothat  I cannot  fpeak  a gentle  word 
to  him,  let  me  not  live. 

Elder  Lo.  By  your  leave  here. 

Lady.  How  now,what  new  trick  invites  you  hifhef  ? 
Ha’ypu  a fine  device  again? 

Elder  Lo.  Faith  this  is  the  fineft  device  I have  now : 

How  doft  thou  fweet  heart  ? 

Wei.  Why  very  well,  fo  long  as  I may  pleafe 
Y ou  my  dear  Lover.  I nor  can,  nor  wdll 
Be  ill  when  you  are  well,  well  when  you  are  ill. 

5 Elder  Lo.  O thy  fweet  temper '.  what  would  I have  given, 


79 

that  Lady  had  been  like  thee : feeft  thou  her  ? that  face 
(my  love)  join’d  with  thy  humble  mind,  had  made  a wench 
indeed. 

Wil.  Alas  my  love,  what  God  hath  done,  I dare  not  think 
to  mend.  I ufenopaint,  nor  any  drugs  of  Art,  my  hands  and 
face  will  Ihew  it. 

La.  Why  what  thing  have  you  brought  to  Ihew  us  there? 
do  you  take  mony  for  it  ? 

Elder  Lo.  A Godlike  thing,  not  to  be  bought  for  mony : 
’tis  my  Miftris : in  whom  there  is  no  paffion,  nor  nofeorn ; 
what  1 will  is  for  law ; pray  you  falutc  her. 

Lady.  Salute  her?  by  this  good  light,  I would  not  kifs 
her  for  half  my  wealth. 

Elder  Lo.  Why?  why  pray  you? 

You  Ihall  fee  me  do’t  afore  you  ; look  you. 

Lady.  Now  fie  upon  thee,  a beaft  would  not  have  don’t.  I 
Would  not  kifs  thee  of  a month  to  gain  a Kingdom. 

Elder  Lo.  Marry  you  /hall  not  be  troubled. 

Lady.  Why  was  there  ever  fuch  a Meg  as  this .? 

Sure  thou  art  mad. 

Elder  Lo.  I was  mad  once,  when  I lov’d  pidures  •,  for 
what  are  /hape  and  colours  el/e,but  pidures  ? in  that  tawnie 
hide  there  lies  an  endlefs  mafs  ofvertues,  when  all  your  red 
and  white  ones  want  it. 

Lady.  And  this  is  Ihe  you  are  to  marry,  is’t  not  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  indeed  is’t. 

Lady.  God  give  you  joy.  Elder  Lo.  Amen. 

Wei.  1 thank  yon,  as  unknown  for  your  good  wifh. 

The  like  to  you  when  ever  you  fhall  wed. 

Elder  Lo.  O gentle  Spirit ! 

Lady.  You  thank  me?  I pray 
Keep  your  breath  nearer  you,  I do  not  like  it. 

Wei.  I would  not  willingly  offend  at  all, 

Much  lefs  a Lady  of  your  worthie  parts. 

Elder  Lo.  Sweet,  Sweet! 

La.  r do  not  think  this  woman  can  by  nature  be  thus. 
Thus  ugly  ; furefhe’s  fome  common  Strumpet, 

Deform’d  with  exercife  of  fin .? 

Wei.  O Sir  believe  not  this,  for  Heaven  fo  comfort  me  as 
I am  free  from  foul  pollution  with  any  man  j my  honour 
ta’ne  away, I am  no  woman. 

Elder  Lo.  Arife  my  deareft  Soul  ^ I do  not  credit  it.  Alas, 
I>  fear  her  tender  heart  will  break  with  this  reproach  ^ fie 
that  you  know  no  more  civility  to  a weak  Virgin.  ’Tis  no 
matter  Sweet,  let  her  fay  what  fhe  will,  thou  artnotworfe 
to  me,  and  therefore  not  at  all  \ be  carelefs. 

Wei.  For  all  things  elfe  I would,  but  for  mine  honor  •,  Me 
thinks. 

Elder  Lo.  Alas,  thine  honour  is  not  ftain’d, 

Is  this  the  bufinefs  that  you  fent  for  me  about  ? 

itJMar.  Faith  Sifter  you  are  much  to  blame,  to  ufe  a 
woman,  whatfoe’re  fhe  be,  thusy  Tie  falute  her : You  are 
welcom  hither. 

Wei.  I humbly  thank  you. 

Elder  Lo.  Milde  yet  as  the  Dove,  for  all  thefe  injuries. 
Come  fhall  we  goe,  I love  thee  not  fo  ill  to  keep  thee  here  a 
jefting  flock. 

Adue  to  the  worlds  end. 

Lady.  Why  whither  now  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Nay  you  fhall  never  know,  becaufe  you  fhall 
not  find  me. 

Lady.  I pray  let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

Elder  Lo.  ’Tis  very  well : come. 

Lady.  I pray  you  let  me  fpeak  with  you. 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  for  another  mock. 

Lady.  By  Heaven  1 have  no  mocks  : good  Sir  a word. 

Elder  Lo.  Though  you  deferve  not  fo  much  at  my  hands, 
yet  if  you  be  in  fuch  earneft,  I’le  fpeak  a word  with  you; 
but  I befeech  you  be  brief : for  in  good  iaith  there’s  a Parfon 
and  a licence  flay  for  us  i’th’  Church  all  this  while : and  you 
know  ’tis  night. 

Lady.  Sir,  give  me  hearing  patiently,  and  whatfoever  I 
have  heretofore  fpoke  jeftingly,  forget : for  as  I hope  for 
mercy  any  where,  what  I fhall  utter  now  is  from  my  heart, 

and 


So 


The  Scornful  Lady. 


and  as  I mean. 

mder  Lo.  \\  ell,  well,  what  do  you  mean  ? 

L.idy.  W'as  not  I once  your  Miltrefs,and  you  my  Servant  ? 

EUTr  Lo.  O 'tis  about  the  old  matter. 

L.tdy.  Nay  good  Sir  flay  me  out  \ 1 would  but  hear  you 
excule  your  lei f,  why  you  fiiould  take  this  woman,  and 
leave  me. 

E.dtr  Lo.  Prethee  why  not,  deferves  flie  not  as  much 
as  you  ? 

* V> 

L.idy.  I think  not,  if  you  will  look 
W'ith  an  indiHerency  upon  us  both. 

Elder  Lo.  Upon  your  faces,  ’tis  true : but  if  judicioufly 
w e fhall  calf  our  eyes  upon  your  minds,  you  are  a thoufand 
w'omcn  of  her  in  worth ; llie  cannot  fwound  in  jeft,  nor  fet 
her  lover  tasks,  to  flicw  herpeevilhnefs,  and  his  affeUiion, 
nor  crofs  w’hat  he  faies,  though  it  be  Canonical.  She’s  a 
good  plain  wench,  tliat  will  do  as  I will  have  her,  and 
bring  me  lufty  Boys  to  throw  the  Sledge,  and  lift  at  Pigs 
of  Lead  : and  for  a Wife,  (he’s  far  beyond  you : what  can 
you  do  in  a houlhold  to  provide  for  your  ilTue,'' but  lye  i’ 
bed  and  get  ’em  ? your  bufinefs  is  to  drefs  you,  and  at  idle 
hours  to  cat  •,  when  flie  can  do  a thouland  profitable  things : 
file  can  do  pretty  well  in  the  Paltry,  and  knows  how  Pullen 
Ihould  be  cram’d,  llie  cuts  Cambrick  at  a thread,  weaves 
Bonc-lace,  and  quilts  Balls-,  and  what  are  you  good  for  ? 

l.ady.  Admit  it  true,  that  Ihe  were  far  beyond  me  iff  all 
refpedts,  does  that  give  you  a licence  to  forfwear  your  felf  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Forfwear  my  felf,  how  ? 

L.%dy.  Perhaps  you  have  forgotten  the  innumerable  oaths 
you  have  utter’d  in  difclaiming  all  for  Wives  but  me : I’le 
not  remember  you : God  give  you  joy. 

E'der  Lo.  Nay  but  conceive  me,  the  intent  of  oaths  is 
ever  undcrllood ; Admit  I fhould  protell  to  fuch  a friend, 
to  lee  him  at  his  Lodging  to  morrow .-  Divines  would  never 
hold  me  perjur’d  if  I were  llruck  blind,  or  he  hid  him 
where  my  diligent  fearch  could  not  find  him : fo  there  were 
no  crofs  adt  of  mine  own  in’t.  Can  it  be  imagined  I mean 
to  force  , you  to  Marriage,  and  to  have  you  whether  you 
will  or  no  ? 

L-ady.  Alas  you  need  not.  I make  already  tender  of  my 
felf,  and  then  you  are  forfworn. 

El  'er  Lo.  Some  fin  1 fee  indeed  mull  necelTarily  fall  upon 
me,  as  whofoever  deals  with  Women  fhall  never  utterly 
avoid  it:  yet  1 would  chufe  the  lealt  ill-,  which  is  tofor- 
fake  you,  that  have  done  me  all  the  abufes  of  a malignant 
U’bman,  contemn’d  my  fervice,  and  would  have  held  me 
prating  about  Marriage,  till  1 had  been  pall  getting  of  Chil- 
dren ; then  her  that  hath  forfaken  her  Family,  and  put  her 
tender  body  in  my  hand,  upon  my  word 

Lady.  Which  of  us  fwore  you  firll  to  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Why  to  you. 

L tdy.  Which  oath  is  to  be  kept  then  ? 

EJ.der  Lo.  1 prethee  do  not  urge  my  fins  unto  me, 
Without  I could  amend  ’em. 

Lady.  Why  you  may  by  wedding  me. 

Elder  Lo.  How  will  that  fatisfie  my  word  to  her  ? 

Lady.  ’Tisnottobe  kept,  and  needs  no  fatisfadlion, 
’Tisan  error  fit  for  repentance  only. 

Elder  Lo.  Shall  I live  to  wrong  that  tender  hearted  Vir- 
gin fo?  It  may  not  be. 

Lady.  Why  may  it  not  be  ? 

Elder  Lo.  I fwear  I had  rather  marry  thee  than  her : but 
yet  mine  honcfly  ? 

Lady.  What  honelly  ? ’Tis  more  preferv’d  this  way  : 
Come,  by  this  light,  fervant,  thonfhair,  Pie  kifs  thee  on’t. 

Elder  Lo.  This  kifs  indeed  is  fweet,  pray  God  no  fin  lie 
under  it. 

Lady.  There  is  no  fin  at  all,  try  but  another. 

iVel.  O my  heart ! 

Mar.  Help  Siller,  this  Lady  fwounds. 

Elder  Lo.  How  do  you  ? 

Wei.  Why  very  well,  if  you  be  fo. 

EJdtr  Lo.  Since  a quiet  mind  lives  not  in  any  Woman, 

I lhall  do  a mofl  ungodly  thing.  Hear  me  one  word  more, 


which  by  all  my  hopes  I will  not  alter,  I did  make  an 
oathwdien  you  dclai’d  me  fo , that  this  very  night  I would 
be  married.  Now  if  you  will  go  without  delay,  fuddenly, 
as  late  as  it  is,  with  your  own  Minillcr  to  your  own  Chap- 
pel,  I’le  wed  you  and  to  bed. 

Lady.  A match  dear  fervant. 

Elder  Lo.  For  if  you  fliould  forfake  me  now,  I care  not, 
Ihe  would  not  though  for  all  her  injuries,  fuch  is  her  Ipirit. 
If  I be  not  afliamed  to  kifs  her  now  1 part,  may  1 not  live. 

Wei.  I fee  you  go,  as  flily  as  you  think  to  Heal  away : 
yet  I will  pray  for  you  -,  all  blclTings  of  the  world  light  on 
you  two,  that  you  may  live  to  be  an  aged  pair.  All  curfes 
on  me  if  1 do  not  fpeak  what  I do  wifh  indeed. 

Elder  Lo.  If  Icanlpeaktopurpofetoher,  I am  a villain. 

Lady.  Servant  away. 

Mar.  Sifter , will  you  Marry  that  inconflant  man .? 
think  you  he  will  not  call  you  off  to  morrow,  to  wrong  a 
Lady  thus,  lookt  fire  like  dirt,  ’twas  bafely  done.  May 
you  ne’re  profper  with  him. 

Wei.  Now  God  forbid.  Alas  I was  unworthy,fo  I told  him. 

Mar.  That  was  your  modefly,too  good  for  him. 

I would  not  fee  your  wedding  for  a world. 

Lady.  Chufe  chufe,  come  Tomglove. 

{jExit  La.  Elder  Lo.  andYoxm^. 

Mar.  Dry  up  your  eyes  forfboth,  you  fhall  not  think  we 
are  all  fuch  uncivil  beafls  as  thefe.  Would  I knew  how 
to  give  you  a revenge. 

Wei:  So  would  not  I : NoletmefufTertruly,thatIdefire. 

Mar.  Pray  walk  in  with  me,  ’tis  very  late,  and  you  fhall 
flay  all  night : your  bed  fhall  be  no  worfe  than  mine  j I wifh 
I could  but  do  you  right. 

Wei.  my  humble  thanks : 

God  grant  I may  but  live  to  quit  your  love.  {Exeum. 

Enter  Young  Lovelefs  and  Savil. 

ToangLo.  Did  your  Mailer  fend  for  Savil  s' 

Sav.  Yes,  he  did  fend  for  your  worfhip  Sir. 

Tomg  Lo.  Do  you  know  the  bufinefs  ? 

Sav.  Alas  Sir,  I know  nothing,  nor  am  imployed  beyond 
my  hours  of  eating.  My  dancing  days  arc  done  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  What  art  thou  now  then  ? 

Sav.  If  you  confider  me  in  little,  I am  withyour  wor- 
fhips  reverence  Sir,  aRafcal:  one  that  upon  the  next  anger 
of  your  Brother,  mufl  raife  a fconce  by  the  high  way,  and 
fell  fwitches  ^ my  wife  is  learning  now  Sir,  to  weave  inkle. 

Tomg  Lo.  What  doft  thou  mean  to  do  with  thy  Chil- 
dren Savil? 

Sav.  My  eldefl  boy  is  half  a Rogue  already,  he  was  born 
burflen,  and  your  worfhip  knows,  that  is  a pretty  ftep  to 
mens  compaffions.  My  youngefl  boy  I purpofe  Sir  to  bind  for 
ten  years  to  a Goaler,  to  draw  under  him,  that  he  may  fliew 
us  mercy  in  his  fundlion. 

Tomg  Lo.  Your  family  is  quartered  with  difcrction : you 
are  refolved  to  Cant  then : where  Savil  fhall  your  feene 
lie? 

Sav:  Beggers  mufl  be  no  chufers. 

In  every  place  (I  take  it)  but  the  flocks. 

Tomg  Lo.  This  is  your  drinking,  and  your  whoring  Savily 
I told  you  of  it,  but  your  heart  was  hardened. 

Sav.  Tis  true,  you  were  the  firfl  that  told  me  of  it  I 
do  remember  yet  in  tears,  you  told  me  you  would  have 
Whores,  and  in  that  paflion  Sir,  you  broke  out  thus  -,  Thou 
mifcrable  man,  repent,  and  brew  three  Strikes  more  in  a 
Hogfhead.  Tis  noon  e’re  we  be  drunk  now,  and  the  time 
can  tarry  for  no  man. 

Tomg  Lo.  Y’are  grown  a bitter  Gentleman.  I fee  mife- 
ry  can  clear  your  head  better  than  Muflard,  I’le  be  a futor 
for  your  Keys  again  Sir. 

Sav.  Will  you  but  be  fo  gracious  to  me  Sir  ? I fhall  be 
bound. 

Tomg  Lo.  You  fhall  Sir 
To  your  bunch  again,  or  Tie  mifs  foully. 


Enter 


The  Scornful  Lady. 
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Enter  Morccraft. 

tjidlor.  Save  you  Gentleman,  favc you. 

Toung  to.  Now  Polecat,  what  young  Rabets  neft  have 
you  to  draw  ? 

Come,  prethce  be  familiar  Knight. 

Toung  Lo.  Away  Fox,  I’le  fend  for  Terriers  for  you. 

Mor.  Thou  art  wide  yet : Tie  keep  thee  companie. 

Tom<f  Lo.  lamaboutfome  bufinefs  i Indentures, 

If  ye  follow  me  Tie  beat  you  : take  heed, 

A 1 live  Tie  cancel  your  Coxcomb. 

iJTior.  Thou  art  cozen’d  now,  1 am  no  ufurcr : 

What  poor  fellow’s  this  ? 

Savil.  I am  poor  indeed  Sir. 

cjkfor.  Give  him  mony  Knight. 

Toung  Lo.  Do  you  begin  the  offering. 

iJ^or.  There  poor  fellow,  here’s  an  Angel  for  thee. 

Toung  Lo.  Art  thou  in  earneft  eJlLorecraft  ? 

fjlior.  Yes  faith  Knight,  Tie  follow  thy  example : thou 
hadll  land  and  thoufands,  thou  fpendft,  and  flungft  away, 
and  yet  it  flows  in  double:  Ipurchafed,  wrung,  andwier- 
draw’d,  for  my  wealth,  loft,  and  was  cozen’d : for  which  I 
make  a vow,  to  trie  all  the  waies  above  ground,  but  He  find 
a conllant  means  to  riches  without  curfes. 

Toung  Lo.  I am  glad  of  your  converfion  Mailer  Morecraft : 
Y’are  in  a fair  courfe,  pray  purfue  it  Hill. 

eJMor.  Come,we  are  all  gallants  now,Tle  keep  thee  com- 
pany i Here  honell  fellow, for  this  Gentlemans  fake, there’s 
two  Angels  more  for  thee. 

Savil.  God  quite  you  Sir,  and  keep  you  long  in  this  mind. 

Toung  Lo.  Wilt  thou  perfevere  ? 

eJMor.  Till  I have  a penny.  I have  brave  cloathes  a ma- 
king, and  two  horfts  \ canfl  thou  not  help  me  to  a match 
Knight,  Tie  lay  a thoufand  pound  upon  my  crop-ear. 

To.Lo.  Foot,thisisftranger  than  an  monller. 

There  will  be  no  more  talk  of  the  Cleve  wars 
Whim  this  lafls,  come.  Tie  put  thee  into  blood. 

Suv.  Would  all  his  damn’d  tribe  were  as  tender  hearted. 

I beleech  you  let  this  Gentleman  join  with  you  in  the  re- 
qovery  of  my  Keyes  *,  I like  his  good  beginning  Sir,  the 
whim  rie  pray  for  both  your  worfhips. 

TomgLo.  He  fhall  Sir. 

Mor.  Shall  we  goe  noble  Knight  ? I v;ould  fain  be  ac- 
quainted. 

Toung  Lo.  I’le  be  your  fervant  Sir.  f Exeunt. 

Enter  Elder  Lovelefs,  and  Lady. 

Elder  Lo.  Faith  myfweetLady,  I have  caught  you  now, 
maugre  your  fubtilties,  and  fine  devices,  be  coy  again  now. 

Lady.  Prethee  fweet-hcart  tell  true. 

Elder  Lo.  By  this  light,  by  all  the  pleafures  I have  had 
this  night,by  your  loft  maidenhead,  you  are  cozened  meer- 
ly.  I have  call  beyond  your  wit.  That  Gentleman  is  your 
retainer  Wclford.  Lady.  It  cannot  be  fo. 

Elder  Lo.  Your  Sifter  has  found  it  fb,  or  I miftake,  mark 
how  fne  blufhes  when  you  fee  her  next.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  1 fhall 
not  travel  now,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lady.  Prethee  fweet  heart  be  quiet,thou  haft  angred  me 
at  heart. 

Elder  Lo.  Tie  pleafe  you  foon  again.  La.  Welford  .? 

Elder  Lo.  \ Welford.,  hee’s  a young  hand foiiie  fellow,  well 
bred  and  landed,  your  Sifter  caninflrud  you  in  his  good 
parts,  better  than  I by  this  time. 

Lady.  Uds  foot  am  I fetcht  over  thus  ? 

Elder  Lo.  Yes  i’faith. 

And  over  fhall  be  fctcht  again,  never  fear  it. 

Lady.  I muft  be  patient,  though  it  torture  me  : 

You  have  got  the  Sun  Sir. 

Elder  Lb.  Atid  the  Moon  too,  in  which  Tie  be  the  man. 

Lady.  But  had  I known  this,  had  I but  furmiz’d  it,  you 
fnould  have  hunted  three  trains  more,  before  you  had  come 
toth’  courfe,you  fhould  have  hankto’th’  bridle.  Sir,  i’faith. 

El.Lo.  I knew  it,and  min’d  with  you,  and  foblew  you  up. 
Now  you  may  fee  the  Gentlewoman : Hand  elofe. 


Enter  Welford,  and  Martha. 

Mar.  For  Gods  fake  Sir, be  private  in  this  bufinefs. 

You  have  undone  me  clfe.  O God,  what  have  I done  ? 

Wei.  No  harm  I warrant  thee. 

Mar.  How  fliall  I look  upon  my  friends  again  ? 

With  what  face  ? 

Wei.  Whye’ne  with  that:  ’tisagood  one,  thoucanH  not 
find  a better:  look  upon  all  the  faces  thou  fhalt  fee  there, 
and  you  fliall  find  ’em  Ihiooth  Hill,  fair  Hill,  fweet  Hill,  and 
to  your  thinking  honcH^  thofc  have  done  as  much  as  you 
have  yet,  or  dare  doe  Miltris,  and  yet  they  keep  no  ftir. 

Mar.  Good  Sir  goe  in,and  put  your  womans  cloaths  on : 

If  you  be  feen  thus,  I am  loll  for  ever. 

Wei.  Tie  watch  you  for  that  MiHris : I am  no  fool,  here 
will  I tarry  till  the  houfe  be  up  and  witnefs  with  me. 

Mar.  Good  dear  friend  goe  in. 

Wcl.  To  bed  again  if  you  pleafe,  ellelam  fixtherc  till 
there  be  notice  taken  what  I am,  and  what  1 have  done  : if 
you  could  juggle  me  into  my  woman-hood  again,  and  fo  cog 
me  out  of  your  company,  all  this  would  be  forlw'orn,  and 
I again  an  afmego,  as  your  SiHer  left  me.  No,  I’lehaveit 
known  and  publifht  ^ then  if  you’le  be  a whore,forfake  me 
and  be  alham’d : and  when  you  can  hold  no  longer,  marry 
fome  caH  Cleve  Captain,  and  fell  Bottle-ale. 

Mar.  I dare  not  Hay  Sir,ufe  me  modeftly,!  am  your  wife. 
Wei.  Goe  in.  Tie  make  up  all. 

Elder  Lo.  Tie  be  a witnefs  of  your  naked  truth  Sir : this  is 
the  Gentlewoman,  prethee  look  upon  him,  this  is  he  that 
made  me  break  my  faith  fweet but  thank  your  SiHer,  Ihe 
hath  foder’d  it. 

Lady.  What  a dull  afs  was  I,  I could  not  fee  this  w'cncher 
from  a wench : twenty  to  one,  if  I had  been  but  tender  like 
my  Sifter,  he  had  ferved  mefuch  a flippery  trick  too. 

Wei.  Twenty  to  one  I had. 

Elder  Lo.  I would  have  watchtyou  Sir,  by  your  good  pati- 
ence, for  ferreting  in  my  ground. 

Lady.  You  have  been  with  my  Sifter. 

Wei.  Yes  to  bring. 

Elder  Lo.  An  heir  into  the  world  he  means. 

Lady.  There  is  no  chafing  now. 

Wei.  I have  had  my  part  on’t:  I have  been  chaft  this 
three  hours,  that’s  the  leaft,  1 arareafonablecoolnow. 
Lady.  Cannot  you  fare  wdl,butyou  muft  cryroaH-meat  ? 
Wei.  He  that  fares  well,  and  will  not  blefs  the  founders, is 
either  furfeited,  or  ill  taught.  Lady,  for  mine  own  part, 
have  found  fo  fweet  a diet,  I can  commend  it,  though 
cannot  fpare  it. 

Elder  Loi.  How  like yoh  this  difh,  I made  a fbp- 

per  on’t,  and  fed  fo  heartily,  I could  not  fleep. 

Lady.  By  this  light,  had  I butfeented  out  your  t rn,y  e 
had  flept  with  a bare  pillow  in  your  arms  and  kift  that,  or 
elfe  the  bed-poft,  for  any  wife  ye  had  got  this  twelve-month 
yet  ••  I would  have  vext  you  more  than  a try’d  p tft-horfe  ; 
and  been  longer  bearing,  than  ever  after-game  at  Infj  was. 
Lord,  that  1 were  unmarried  again. 

Elder  Lo.  Lady  I would  not  undertake  ye., were  you  again 
a Haggard,  for  the  beft  caft  of  four  Ladys  i’th’  Kingdom  ; 
you  were  ever  tickle-footed,  and  would  not  trufs  round. 

Wei.  Is  Ihe  faft  .? 

Elder  Lo.  She  was  all  night  lockt  here  boy. 

Wei.  Then  you  may  lure  her  without  fear  oflofing : take 
off  her  Cranes.  You  have  a delicate  Gentlewoman  to  your 
Sifter : Lord  what  a prettie  furie  fire  was  in,  when  fire  per- 
ceived I was  a man : but  I thank  God  I fatisfied  her  fcruple^ 
without  the  Parfon  o’th’  town. 

Elder  Lo.  What  did  ye? 

Wei.  Madam,  can  you  tell  what  we  did  ? 

Elder  Lo.  She  has  a Ihrewd  guefs  at  it  I lee  it  by  her. 
Lady.WtW  you  may  mockus;but  my  largeGentlewoman," 
my  Mary  Ambre.^  had  I but  feen  into  you,  youlhould  have 
had  another  bed-fellow,  fitter  a great  deal  for  your  itch. 

Wei.  I thank  you  Lady,  me  thought  it  was  well, 

You  are  fo  curious;. 

‘ M Enter 


S2 


The  Scornful  Lddy. 


E;:tcr  Voung  Lovclcfs,  his  Lady,  Moicciaft,  Savil, 
txnd  nro  Scrvingmcn. 

El.  Lq.  Get  on  your  doublet,  here  comes  my  Brother. 

To.  Lo.  Good  morrow  Brother, and  all  good  to  your  Lady. 
Ator.  God  lave  you  and  good  morrow  to  you  all. 

El.  Lo.  Good  morrow.  Here’s  a poor  brother  of  yours. 
LAdy.  Fie  how  this  fiiames  me. 

Aior.  Prethee  good  tellow  help  me  to  a cup  of  beer. 

Sn\  I will  Sir. 

1 0.  Lo.  Brother  what  makes  you  here.?  will  this  Lady  do  ? 
Willlhc?  isfhenot  nettl’d  Hill?  . 

Elder  Lo.  No  I have  cur’d  her. 

Mr.  U\lfor,f  pray  know  this  Gentleman  is  my  Brother. 

BV/.  Sir  llhall  long  to  love  him. 

? o.Lo.l  (hall  not  be  your  debter  Sir. But  how  is’t  with  you? 
Elder  Lo.  As  well  as  may  be  man : I am  married : your 
new  acquaintance  hath  her  Sifter, and  all’s  well. 

To.  Lo.  I am  glad  on’t.  Now  my  prettie  Lady  Sifter, 

How  do  you  find  my  Brotiier  ? 

L.idy.  Almoft  as  wdld  as  yon  are. 

2 o.Z^.Hewill  make  the  better  husbandiyou  have  tried  him? 
LMy.  Againft  my  will  Sir. 

To.Lo.Hee*l  make  your  will  amends  foon,  do  not  doubt  it. 
But  Sir  I muft  intreat  you  to  be  better  known 
To  this  converted  Jov  here. 

Scr.  Here’s  Beer  for  you  Sir. 
tJdfor.  And  here’s  for  you  an  Angel : 

Pray  buy  no  Land,  ’twill  never  profperSir. 

Elder  Lo.  How’s  this  ? 

To.  Lo.  Blefs  you,  and  then  I’le  tell:  He’s  turn’d  Gallant. 
Elder  Lo.  Gallant  ? 

To.Lo.  I Gallant,  and  is  now  called,  Cutting  Morecraft : 
Therealbnl’le  inform  you  at  more  leifure. 

IVel.  O good  Sir  let  me  know  him  prefently. 

Toting  Lo.  You  lliall  hug  one  another. 

Mor.  Sir  I muft  keep  you  company. 

E derLo.  And  reafon. 

Toung  Lo.  Cutting  Morecraft  faces  about,  I muft  prefent 
another. 

Mor.  As  many  as  you  will  Sir,  I am  for  ’em. 

IVel.  Sir  I fhall  do  youftrvice. 

ATor.  I fhall  look  for’t  in  good  faith  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  Prethee  good  fweet  heart  kifs  him. 

Lady.  Who,  that  fellow  .? 

Savtl.  Sir  will  it  pleafe  you  to  remember  me  : my  keys 
good  Sir. 

Toung  Lo.  Tie  doe  it  prefently. 

El.  Lo.  Come  thou  fhalt  kifs  him  for  our  fport  fake. 

La.  Let  him  come  on  then  ^ and  do  you  hear,  donotin- 
ftruct  me  in  thefe  tricks,  for  you  may  repent  it. 

£1.  Lo.  That  at  my  peril.  Lufty  Morecraft, 

Here  is  a Lady  would  falute  you. 

Mor.  She  fhall  not  lofe  her  longing  Sir : what  is  fhe  ? 

Elder  Lo.  My  wife  Sir. 

Mor.  She  muft  be  then  my  Miftres. 

Lady.  Muft  I Sir  ? Elder  Lo.  O yes,  you  muft. 

Mor.  And  you  muft  take  this  ring,  a poor  pawn  , 


Of  fome  fiftie  pound. 

EL  Lo.  Take  it  by  any  means,’tis  lawfull  prize. 

Lady.  Sir  1 fliall  call  you  fervant. 

Mor . I fhall  be  proud  on’t ; what  fellow’s  that  ? 

Toung  Lo.  My  Ladies  Coacliman. 

Mor.  There’s  fomething,(my  friend)for  you  tO  buy  whips. 
And  for  you  Sir,  and  you  Sir. 

Elder  Lo.  Under  a miracle  this  is  the  ftrangeft 
I ever  heard  of. 

Mor.  What, fhall  we  play,  or  drink .?  what  fhall  we  doe .? 
Who  will  hunt  with  me  for  a hundred  pounds  ? 

Wei.  Stranger  and  Stranger  ! 

Sir  you  fliall  find  fport  after  a day  or  two. 

Toung  Lo.  Sir  I have  a fute  unto  you 
Concerning  your  old  fervant  Savtl. 

Elder  Lo.  O,  for  his  keys,  1 know  it.  ,< 

Savil.  Now  Sir,  ftrike  in. 

Mor.  Sir  I muft  have  you  grant  me. 

Elder  Lo.  ’Tis  done  Sir,  take  your  keys  again : 

But  hark  you  Savil,  leave  off  the  motions 

Of  the  flefh,  and  be  honeft,  or  elfe  you  fhall  graze  again : 

rie  try  you  once  more. 

Savil.  If  ever  I be  taken  drunk,  or  whoring. 

Take  off  the  biggeft  key  i’th’  bunch,  and  open 
My  head  with  it  Sir : I humbly  thank  your  worfhips. 

Elder  Lo.  Nay  then  I fee  we  muft  keep  holiday. 

Enter  Roger,  and  Abigal. 

Here’s  the  laft  couple  in  hell. 

Roger.  Joy  be  among  you  all. 

Lady.  Why  how  now  Sir,  what  is  the  meaning  of  this 
emblem  ? » 

Roger.  Marriage  an’t  like  your  worfhip. 

Lady.  Are  you  married  .? 

Roger.  As  well  as  the  next  Prieft  could  doe  it.  Madam. 
Elder  Lo.  I think  the  fign’s  in  Gemini,  here’s  fuck  cou- 
pling. 

Wei.  Sir  Roger,  what  will  you  take  to  lie  from  your 
fweet-heart  to  night  ? 

Roger.  Not  the  beft  benifice  in  your  worfhips  gift  Sir, 

Wei.  A whorfon,  how  hefwells. 

Toung  Lo.  How  many  times  to  night  Sir  Roger  ? ^ 

Roger.  Sir  you  grow  fcurrilous : 

What  I fhall  do,  I fliall  do : I fhall  not  need  your  help. 

Toung  Lo.  For  horfe  flefh  Roger. 

Elder  Lo.  Come  prethee  be  nofangry,  ’tis  a day 
Given  wholly  to  our  mirth. 

Lady.  It  fhall  be  fo  Sir : Sir  Roger  and  his  Bride, 

We  fhall  intreat  to  be  at  our  charge. 

El.  Lo.  Welford  get  you  to  the  Church : by  this  light, 

You  fliall  not  lie  with  her  again,  till  y’are  married. 

Wei.  I am  gone. 

Mor.  To  every  Bride  I dedicate  this  day 
Six  healths  a piece,  and  it  fhall  goe  hard. 

But  every  one  a jcwell : Come  be  mad  boys. 

€1.  Lo.  Th’art  in  a good  beginning : come  who  leads  ? 

Sir  Roger,  you  fhall  have  the  Van : lead  the  way ; 

Would  every  dogged  wench  had  fuch  a day.  ISxeunt. 
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The  Cuftom  of  the  Country. 

Perfbns  Reprefei 

Count  Clodio,  Goverftotir  and  a diJJjononrable  pur~ 
fner  of  Zenocia. 

Manuel  duSofi,  Governour  <?/Lisbon,  and  Brother 
to  Guiomar. 

Amoldo,  A Gentleman  contraBed  to  Zenocia. 

Rutilio,  A merry  Gentleman  Brother  to  Arnoldo. 

Charino,  Father  to  Zenocia. 

Duarte,  Son  to  Guiomar,  a Gentleman  well  quali- 
fied hut  vain  glorious. 

Alonzo,  a young  Portugal  Gentleman^  enemy  to 
Duarte. 

Leopbld,  a Sea  Captain  Enamour'd  on  Hippolyta. 

Zabulon,  a Jew,  Jervant  to  Hippolyta. 

Jaques,  Jervant  to  Sulpitia. 

Dodor. 

ited  in  the  Play. 

Chirurgion. 

Officers. 

Guard. 

Page. . 

Bravo. 

Knaves,  of  the  Male  Stewes* 

Servants. 

fro  MEN. 

Zenocia,  Mijirefs  Arnoldo,  and  a ch  a fie  Wife. 

Guiomar,  a vertuous  Lady^  Mother  to  Duarte. 
Hippolyta,  a rich  Lady^  wantonly  in  Love  with 
Arnoldo. 

Sulpitia,  a Bawd,  Mijirefs  of  the  Male  Stewes. 

The  Scene  fometimes  Lisbon,  jometimes  Italy. 

The  principa 

fofeph  Taylor.  I 
John  Lowin. 
Nicholas  Toolie. 
John  Vndervaood. 

Aftors  were 

r Robert  Benfeild. 

1 William  Egleflone. 
Richard  Sharpe. 
Thomas  Holcomb. 

ASlfis  primus.  Scenaprima. 

Enter  Rutilio, 

vnr  THY  do  you  grieve  thus  flill  ? 

% /%  / Arrt.  ’Twould  melt  a Marble, 

V V And  tame  a Savage  man,to  feel  my  fortune. 

Rut.  What  fortune?  I have  liv’d  this  thirty  years,  ' 

And  run  through  all  thefe  follies  you  call  fortunes, 

Yet  never  fixt  on  any  good  and  conftant, 

But  what  I made  ray  felf : why  fhould  I grieve  then 
At  that  I may  mould  anV  way  ? 

Am.  You  are  wide  flill. 

Rut.  You  love  a Gentlewoman,  a young  handfom  woman, 

I have  lov’d  a thofand,  not  fo  few. 

Am.  Youaredifpos’d. 

Rut.  You  hope  to  Marry  her-,  ’tis  a lawful  calling 
And  prettily  efteem’d  of,  but  take  heed  then, 

Take  heed  dear  Brother  of  a flranger  fortune 
Than  e’re  you  felt  yet  -,  fortune  my  foe  is  a friend  to  it. 

Am.  ’Tis  true  1 love,  dearly,  and  truly  love, 

A noble,  vertuous,  and  moll  beauteous  Maid, 

And  am  belov’d  again. 

Rut.  That’s  too  much  o’  COnfcienee, 

To  love  all  thefe  would  run  me  out  o’  my  wits. 

and  Amolda. 

Am.  Prethee  give  ear,  I am  to  Marry  her. 

Rut.  Difpatch  it  then,  and  I’le  go  call  the  Piper. 

Am.  But  O the  wicked  Cuflom  of  this  Country, 

The  barbarous,  mofl  inhumane,  damned  Cuflom. 

Rut.  ’Tis  true,  to  marry  is  a Cuflom 
1’  the  world  for  look  you  Brother, 

Wou’danyman  fland  plucking  for  the  Ace  of  Harts, 

With  one  pack  of  Cards  all  dayes  on’s  life  ? 
tyfm.  You  do  not 

Or  elfe  you  purpofe  not  to  underfland  me. 

Rut.  Proceed,  I will  give  ear. 

Am.  They  have  a Cuflom 

Jn  this  mofl  beaftly  Country,  outupon’t.  , ' 

Rut.  Let’s  hear  it  firfl. 

Am.  That  when  a Maid  is  contraded 
And  ready  for  the  tye  o’th’  Church,  the  Governour^ 

He  that  commands  in  chief,  mufl  have  her  Maiden-head,' 

Or  Ranfom  it  for  mony  at  his  pleafure. 

.How  might  a man  atchieve  that  place  ? a rare  Cnflom  I* 
An  admirable  rare  Cuftom : and  none  excepted  ? 

Am.  None,  none< 
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Rht.  The  rarer  ftill ; how  could  1 lay  about  me, 

In  this  rare  Office?  arc  they  born  to  it,  orcholen? 
yirn.  Both  equal  damnable. 

Me  thinks  lx)th  excellent. 

Would  I were  the  next  heir. 

To  this  madfortime 

Am  1 now  come,  my  Marriage  is  proclaim’d, 

! And  nothing  can  redeem  me  Irom  this  mifehief. 

Rut.  She's  very  young. 
yint.  Yes. 

Rki.  And  fair  I dare  proclaim  her, 

ElJe  mine  eyes  fail. 

u-irn.  Fair  as  the  bud  unblaflcd. 

I cannot  blame  him  then,  if  ’twere  mine  own  cale, 
I would  not  go  an  Ace  lefs. 

RjttUio^ 

\\  hy  do  you  make  your  brothers  mifery 
Your  fport  and  game  ? 

Rut.  There  is  no  paltime  like  it. 

I look’d  for  ^our  advice,  your  timely  Counfel, 
How  to  avoid  this  blow,  not  to  be  mockt  at, 

.^rd  my  affiiclions  jeer’d. 

Rut.  I tell  thee  Jirnoldoy 

An  thou  wei  t my  Father,  as  thou  art  but  my  Brother, 

My  younger  Brother  too,  I muft  be  merry. 

And  where  there  is  a wench  yet  can,  a young  wench, 

A handfome  wench,  and  fooner  a good  turn  too. 

An  I were  to  be  bang’d,  thus  muft  I handle  it. 

But  you  ffiall  fee  Sir,  I can  change  this  habit 
To  do  you  any  fervice  •,  advife  what  you  pleafe. 

And  fee  with  what  Devotion  Tie  attend  it? 

Bur  yet  me  thinks,  I am  taken  with  this  Cuftom, 

Enter  Charino  and  Zenocia. 

And  could  pretend  to  th’  place. 

Arn.  Draw  ofTa  little  ^ 

Here  comes  my  Miftrefs  and  her  Father, 

Rat.  A dainty  wench  ! 

Wou’d  I might  farm  his  Cuftom. 

Char.  My  dear  Daughter, 

Now  to  bethink  your  lelf  of  new  advice 
Will  be  too  late,  later  this  timelefs  forrow. 

No  price,  nor  prayers,  can  infringe  the  fate 
Your  beauty  hath  caft  on  you,  my  beft  Zenocia, 

Be  rul’d  by  me, a Fathers  care  direds  ye. 

Look  on  the  Count,  look  chearfully  and  fweetly  •, 

What  though  he  have  the  power  to  poftefs  ye. 

To  pluck  your  Maiden  honour,  and  then  flight  ye 
By  Cuftom  unrehftible  to  enjoy  you  *, 

Yet  my  fweet  Child,  fo  much  your  youth  and  goodnefs. 
The  beauty  of  your  foul,  and  Saint-like  Modefty, 

Have  won  upon  his  mild  mind,  fo  much  charm’d  him, 

That  all  power  laid  alidc,  what  Law  allows  him. 

Or  fudden  fires,  kindled  from  thofe  bright  eyes, 

He  I'ucsto  be  your  fervant,  fairly,  nobly 
For  ever  to  be  tyed  your  faithful  Husband : 

Confidcr  my  beft  child. 

I Zeno.  I have  eonfidcred. 

i Cnar.  The  bleffcdnefs  that  this  breeds  too,  confidcr 
I Befides  your  Fathers  Honour,  your  own  peace, 

! Tfic  baniffiment  for  ever  of  this  Cuftom, 
j 'I  nis  ball  and  barbarous  ufc,  for  af ter  once 
■ He  has  found  the  happiiiefs  of  I-.oly  Marriage, 

I .And  what  it  is  to  grow  up  with  one  Beauty, 

Uovj  he  will  fcorn  and  kick  at  fuch  an  heritage 
• Left  him  by  luftand  lewd  progenitors. 

All  V irgins  too,  fhall  blefs  your  name,  ffiall  Saint  it, 

And  like  fo  many  Pilgrims  go  to  your  ffirinc, 

When  time  has  turn’d  your  fjeauty  into  affies, 
ril'd  with  your  pious  memory. 

, ZfKo.  Ciood  Father 

HiOcnot  that  bitter  Pill  I loath  tofwallow 

In  fijch  fweet  v/ords. 

Char.  The  Count’s  a handfome  Gentleman, 


And  having  him,  y’are  certain  of  a fortune, 

A high  and  noble  fortune  to  attend  you : 

Where  if  you  fling  your  Love  upon  this  ftrangcr 
This  young  Arnoldo,  not  knowing  from  what  place 
Or  honourable  flrain  of  blood  he  is  fprung,  you  venture 
All  your  own  fweets,  and  my  long  cares  to  nothing. 

Nor  are  you  certain  of  his  faith  *,  why  may  not  that 
Wander  as  he  does,  every  where? 

Zen.  No  more  Sk  j 

I muft  not  hear,  I dare  not  hear  him  wrong’d  thus, 

Vertue  is  never  wounded,  but  I fuffer. 

’Tis  an  ill  Office  in  your  age,  a poor  one. 

To  judge  thus  weakly ; and  believe  your  felf  too, 

A weaker,  to  betray  your  innocent  Daughter, 
Tohisintemp’rate,  rude,  and  wild  embraces, 

She  hates  as  Heaven  hates  falffiood . 

Rat.  A good  wench. 

She  ft'icks  dole  to  you  Sir, 

Zeno.  His  faith  uncertain  ? 

The  noblenefe  his  vertue  fprings  from,  doubted  ? 

D’ye  doubt  it  is  day  now  ? or  when  your  body’s  perfeft. 
Your  ftomach’s  well  difpos’d,  your  pulfe’s  temperate. 

D’ye  doubt  you  are  in  health  ? I tell  you  Father, 

One  hour  of  this  mans  goodnefs,  this  mans  Noblenefs 
Put  in  the  Scale,  againft  the  Counts  whole  being,  c 
Forgive  his  lufts  too,  which  are  half  his  life. 

He  could  no  more  endure  to  bold  weight  with  him ; 
Arnoldo’s  very  looks,  are  fair  examples ; 

His  common  and  indifferent  adions. 

Rules  and  ftrong  ties  of  vertue ; he  has  my  firft  love. 

To  him  in  facred  vow  I have  given  this  body. 

In  him  my  mind  inhabits. 

Rat.  Good  wench  ftill. 

Zeno.  And  till  he  fling  me  ofl^  as  undeferving, 

Which  I confefs  I am,  of  fuch  a bleffing. 

But  would  be  loth  to  find  it  fo 

Arn.  O never  •, 

Never  ray  happy  Miftrefs,  never,  never. 

When  your  poor  fervant  lives  but  in  your  favour, 

One  footi’th*  grave  the  other  ffiall  not  linger. 

What  facrificc  of  thanks,  what  age  of  fervicc. 

What  danger,  of  more  dreadful  look  than  death. 

What  willing  Martyrdom  to  crown  me  conftant 
May  merit  fuch  a goodnefs,  fuch  a fweetnefs .? 

A love  fo  Nobly  great,  no  power  can  mine  •, 

Moft  blefled  Maid  go  on,  the  Gods  that  gave  this, 

This  pure  unfpotted  love,  the  Child  of  Heaven, 

In  their  own  goodnefs,  muft  preferve  and  fave  if. 

And  raife  you  a reward  beyond  our  recompence. 

Zeno.  I ask  but  you,  a pure  Maid  to  poflefs. 

And  then  they  have  crown’d  my  wiffies : If  I fall  then 
Go  feek  fome  better  love,  mine  will  debafe  you. 

Rat.  A pretty  innocent  fool ; well,  Governour, 

Though  I think  well  of  your  cuftom,  and  could  wiffi  my  felf 
For  this  night  in  your  place,  heartily  wiffi  it ; 

Yet  if  you  play  not  fair  play  and  above  board  too, 

I have  a fooliffi  gin  here,  I lay  no  more ; 

rie  tell  you  what,and  if  your  honours  guts  are  not  inchanted. 

Arn.  I ffiould  nowchideyou  Sir,  for  fo  declining 
The  goodnefs  and  the  grace  you  have  ever  ffiew’d  me. 

And  your  own  vertue  too,  in  feeking  raffily 
To  violate  that  love  Heaven  has  appointed, 

To  wreft  your  Daughters  thoughts,  part  that  affedlion 
That  both  our  hearts  have  tyed,  and  feek  to  give  it 

Rat.  To  a wild  fellow,  that  would  weary  her  j 
A Cannibal,  that  feeds  on  the  heads  of  Maids, 

Then  flings  their  bones  and  bodies  to  the  Devil, 

Wouid  any  man  of  diferetion  venture  fuch  a griftlc. 

To  the  rude  clawes  of  fuch  a Cat-a  moantain  ? 

You  had  better  tear  her  between  two  Oaks,  a Town  Bull 
Is  a mecr Stotcklo this  fellow,  a grave Philofopher, 

And  a Spanijh  Jennet,  a moft  vertuous  Gentleman. 

Arn.  Does  this  feem  handfome  Sir  ? 

Raf.  Though  I confefs 

Any' 


The  Cjtjlom  of  the  Country, 


Any  man  would  defire  to  have  her,  and  by  any  means, 

At  any  rate  too,  yetthat  this  common  Hangman, 

That  hath  whipt  off  the  heads  of  a thonfand  maids  already, 
That  he  Ihonld  glean  the  Harveft,  fticks  in  my  ftomach : 
Tliis  Rogue  breaks  young  wenches  to  the  Saddle, 

And  teaches  them  to  Humble  ever  after  •, 

That  he  lliould  have  her  ? for  my  Brother  now 

That  is  a handfomc  young  fellow ; and  well  thought  on. 

And  will  deal  tenderly  in  the  bulinefs  *, 

Or  for  my  felf  that  have  a reputation, 

And  have  Itudied  the  conclulions  of  thefecaufes. 

And  know  the  perfeft  manage.  Tie  tell  you  old  Sir, 

If  1 lliould  call  you  wife  Sir,  I Ihould  bcly  you, 

This  thing,  youftudy  to  betray  your  child  to, 

This  Maiden  monger.  When  you  have  done  your  beft, 

And  think  you  have  fixt  her  in  the  point  of  honour, 

Who  do  you  think  you  have  tyed  her  to } a Surgeon, 

I mull  confefs  an  excellent  dilfccTor, 

One  that  has  cut  up  more  young  tender  Lamb-pies 

C^ar.  What  1 fpake  Gentlemen,was  meet  compulfion. 
No  Fathers  free  will,  nor  did  I touch  your  perfon 
With  any  edge  of  fpight or  ftrain  your  loves 
With  any  bafe,  or  hir’d  perfwahons » 

VX’itnefs  thefe  tears,how  well  I wilht  your  fortunes.  \iExit. 

Rut.  There’s  fome  grace  in  thee  yet, you  are  determined 
To  marry  this  Count,  Lady. 

Zen.  Marry  him  Rutilio  ? 

Rut.  Marry  him,  and  lye  with  him  I mean. 

Zen.  You  cannot  mean  that. 

If  you  be  a true  Gentleman,  you  dare  not. 

The  Brother  to  this  man,  and  one  that  loves  him  j 
rie  marry  the  Devil  firffc. 

A better  choice 

And  lay  his  horns  by,  a handfomer  bed-fellow, 

A cooler  o’  my  confcience, 

Arn.  Pray  let  me  ask  you  ; 

And  my  dear  Miftris,  be  not  angry  with  me 
For  what  I lhall  propound,  I am  confident. 

No  promile,  nor  no  power,  can  force  your  love, 

I mean  in  way  of  marriage,  never  ftir  you, 

Nor  to  forget  my  faith,  no  Hate  can  wound  you. 

But  for  this  Cuftom,  which  this  wretched  country 
Hath  wrought  into  a law,  and  mult  be  fatisfied ; 

Where  all  the  pleas  of  honour  arebutlaught  at, 

And  modelty  regarded  as  a may-game. 

What  lhall  be  here  conlidcred  ? power  we  have  none, 

To  make  refillance,  nor  policie  tocrofs  it : 

’Tis  held  Religion  too,  to  pay  this  duty. 

Zeno,  rie  dye  an  <LAtheift  then. 
ay^rn.  My  noblell  Miftris , 

Not  that  I wilh  it  fo,  but  fay  it  were  fo. 

Say  you  did  render  up  part  of  your  honour. 

For  whilft  your  will  is  clear,  all  cannot  perilh  ^ 

Say  for  one  night  you  entertain’d  this  monfter. 

Should  I efteem  you  worfe,  forc’d  to  this  render  ? 

Y our  mind  I know  is  pure,  and  full  as  beauteous  •, 

After  this  lliort  eclipfe,  you  w^ould  rife  again. 

And  Ihakirgolfthat  cloud,  fpread  all  your  luftre. 

Zeno.  Who  made  you  witty,  to  Undoe  your  felf.  Sir.? 
Or  are  you  loaden,with  the  love  I bring  you. 

And  fain  would  fling  that  burthen  on  another  ? 

Am  I grown  common  in  your  eyes  Armldo? 

Old,  or  unworthy  of  your  fcllowlliip .? 

D’ye  think  becaufe  a woman,  I mull  err. 

And  therefore  rather  wilh  that  fall  before  hand 
Coloured  with  Cuftom,  not  to  be  refilled  ? 

D’ye  love  as  painters  doe,  only  fome  pieces. 

Some  certain  handlbme  touches  of  your  Miftris, 

And  let  the  mind  pafsbyyou,  unexamined? 

Be  not  abus’d  ; with  what  the  maiden  velfel 
Is  lealbned  firft,  you  underlland  the  proverb. 

%ut.  I am  afraid,  this  thing  will  make  me  vertuous. 
Zetw.  Should  you  lay  by  the  leaft  part  of  that  love 
Y’ave  fworn  is  mine,  your  youth  and  faith  has  given  me. 
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To  entertain  another,  nay  a fairer. 

And  make  the  cafe  thus  defp’rate,  flic  mull  dy  clfe ; 

D’ye  think  I would  give  way,  or  count  this  honcll  ? 

Be  not  deceiv’d,  thefe  eyes  Ihould  never  fee  you  more, 

This  tongue  forget  to  name  you,  and  this  heart 
Hate  you,  as  if  you  were  born,  my  full  zylntifathie. 

Enfpire  and  more  imperious  love,  alone 
Rule,  and  admit  no  rivals;  the  purell  fprings 
When  they  are  courted  by  lafdvious  land  floods. 

Their  maiden  purenefs,  and  their  cooincfs  perilh. 

And  though  they  purge  again  to  their  firft;  beauty, 

The  fwcetnefs  of  their  talle  is  clean  departed. 

I mull  have  all  or  none  j and  am  not  worthy 
Longer  the  noble  name  of  wife,  c^rnoUo^ 

Than  1 can  bring  a whole  heart  pure  and  handfom. 

Arnol.  I never  fliall  deferve  you  : not  to  thank  you  ^ 

You  are  fo  heavenly  good,  no  man  can  reach  you : 

1 amforrie  I Ipake  fo  raflily,  ’twas  but  to  try  you. 

Rm.  Y ou  might  have  tryed  a thoufand  women  fo,  ( fel. 
And  900,  fourlcoreand  19  lliould  ha’followed  your  coun- 
Take  heed  o’ clapping  fpnrrs  to  fuch  free  cattell. 

Am.  We  mull  bethink  us  fuddenly  and  conftantly, 

And  wifely  too,  we  exped  no  common  danger. 

Zen.  Be  moll  afliir’d.  Tie  dye  firft. 

Enter  Clodio,  and  Guard. 

Rut.  An’t  come  to  that  once, 

The  Devil  pick  his  bones,  that  dyes  a coward, 
rie  jog  along  with  you,  here  comes  the  Stallion, 

How  fmug  he  looks  upon  the  imagination 
Ofwhathehopestoad?  pox  on  your  kidneys  •, 

How  they  begin  to  melt .?  how  big  he  bears, 

Sure  he  will  leap  before  us  all ; what  a fweet  company 
Ofrogues  and  panders  wait  upon  his  lewdnefs? 

Plague  of  your  chops,  you  ha’niore  handfome  bitts, 

Than  a hundred  honefter  men, and  more  deferving. 

How  the  dogg  leers. 

Clod.  You  need  not  now  be  jealous,  (done, 

I fpeak  at  diftance  to  your  wife,  but  when  the  Prieft  has 
We  lhall  grow  nearer,  and  more  familiar. 

Rut.  rie  watch  you  for  that  trick,  baboon,  I’le 
Smoke  you : the  rogue  fweats,  as  if  he  had  eaten 
Grains,  he  broyles , if  I do  come  to  the 
Balling  of  you. 

Arno.  Your  Lordlhip 

May  happily  fpeak  this,  to  fright  a ftranger. 

But  ’tis  not  in  your  honour,  to  perform  it ; 

The  Cuftom  of  this  place,  if  fuch  there  be. 

At  bell  moll  damnable,  may  urge  you  to  it. 

But  if  you  be  an  honeft  man  you  hate  it. 

However  I will  prefently  prepare 
To  make  her  mine,  and  moll  undoubtedly 
Believe  you  are  abus’d,  thiscuftome  feign’d  too. 

And  what  you  now  pretend, moll  fair  and  vertuous. 

Clod.  Go  and  believe,  a good  belief  does  well  Sir^ 

And  you  Sir,  clear  the  place,  but  leave  her  here. 

Am.  Your  Lordlhips  pleafure. 

Clod.  That  anon  Arnoldoy 
This  is  but  talk. 

Rut.  Shall  we  goe  off  ? 

Am.  By  any  means, 

I know  Ihe  has  pious  thoughts  enough  to  guard  her : 

Belides,  here’s  nothing  due  to  him  till  the  tye  be  done. 

Nor  dare  he  offer. 

Rut.  Now  do  I long  to  worry  him : 

Pray  have  a care  to  the  main  chance.  {Exit.  Ar.  and  Rut. 
Zen.  Pray  Sir,  fear  not 
Clod.  Now,  what  fay  you  to  me  ? 

Zen.  Sir  it  becomes 

The  modeftie,  that  maids  are  ever  born  with. 

To  ufe  few  words. 

Clod.  Do  you  fee  nothing  in  me.? 

Nothing  to  catch  your  eyes,  nothing  of  wonder 

The  common  mould  of  men,  come  Ihort,  and  want  in  ? 1 

Do  ' 
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Dj  you  read  no  future  fortune  for  your  felf  here  ? 

And  what  a happinefs  it  may  be  to  you. 

To  have  him  honour  you,  all  women  aim  at  ? 

To  have  him  love  you  Lady,  that  man  love  you. 

The  belt,  and  the  moll  beauteous  have  run  mad  for  ? 

Look  and  be  wile,  you  have  a favour  offer’dyou 
I do  not  every  day  propound  to  women  ; 

You  are  a prettie  one  ; and  though  each  hour 
lam  glutted  with  the  faaifice  ofbeautie, 

I may  be  brought,  as  you  may  handle  it, 

To  call  (b  good  a grace  and  liking  on  you. 

You  undcrll:and,comekifsme,  and  bejoyfull, 

I give  you  leave. 

Zefi.  Faith  Sir,  ’twill  not  llicw  hand fome-. 

Our  fex  is  blulhing,  full  of  fear,  unskil’d  too 
In  thtfe  alarms. 

CoA.  Learn  then  and  be  perfeeft. 

Zen.  I do  befecch  your  honour  pardon  me, 

.\nd  take  fomeskilfull  one  can  hold  you  play, 

I am  a fool. 

Clod.  1 tell  thee  maid  I love  thee. 

Let  that  word  make  thee  happie,  fo  far  love  thee. 

That  though  I may  enjoy  thee  without  ceremony, 

I will  delcend  fo  low,  to  marry  thee. 

Me  thinks  I lee  the  race  that  Ihall  fpring  from  us, 

Some  Princes,  fome  great  Souldiers. 

Zen.  I am  afraid 

Your  honour’s  couzen’d  in  this  calculation  ^ 

For  certain,  1 (hall  nc’re  have  a child  by  you. 

Clod.  Why  ? 

Zen.  Becaufe  I mull  not  think  to  marry  yon, 

I dare  not  Sir,  the  ftep  betwixt  your  honour. 

And  my  poor  humble  State. 

Clod.  I will  delcend  to  thee. 

And  buoy  thee  up. 

Zen.,  rie  link  to  th’  Center  firlf.  ( fure 

Why  would  your  Lordlhip  marry,  and  confine  that  plea- 
You  ever  have  had  freely  call  upon  you  ? 

Take  heed  my  Lord,  this  marrying  is  a mad  matter. 

Lighter  a pair  of  (hackles  will  hang  on  you. 

And  quieter  a quartane  feaver  find  you. 

If  you  wed  me  I mult  enjoy  you  only. 

Your  eyes  muft  be  called  home,your  thoughts  in  cages. 

To  ling  to  no  ears  then  but  mine*,  your  heart  bound, 
Thecuftom,  that  your  youth  was  ever  nurft  in, 

Muft  be  forgot,  I (liall  forget  my  duty  elle, 

And  how  that  will  appear 

Clod.  Wee’l  talk  of  that  more. 

Zen.  Belides  I tell  ye,  I am  naturally, 

As  all  young  women  are,  that  lliew  like  handforae. 
Exceeding  proud,  being  commended,  monltrous. 

Of  an  unquiet  temper,  fcldom  pleas’d, 

Unlefs  it  be  w'ith  infinite  obfervance. 

Which  you  were  never  bred  to  j once  v/ell  angred, 

I .As  every  crofsin  us,  provokes  that  palTion, 
j And  like  a Sea,  I roule,  tofs,  and  chafe  a week  after. 

.And  then  all  mifehief  I can  think  upon, 

I Abufingof  your  bed  the  leaftand  poorelt, 

I tell  you  what  you'iefinde,  and  in  thefe  fitts. 

This  little  beauty  you  are  plcaied  to  honour. 

Will  be  fo  chang’d, fo  alter’d  to  an  uglinefs. 

To  fuch  a vizard,  ten  to  one,  I dye  too, 

Take’t  then  upon  my  death  you  murder’d  me. 

Clod.  Away,  away  fool,  ' hydoflthou  proclamethefc 
To  prevent  that  in  me,thou  halt  chofen  in  another  ? 

! Zen.  Him  I have  chofen,  I can  rule  and  mailer, 

I Temper  to  what  I p'cale,  yonarea  gieat  one 
I 01  a IrroDg  will  to  bend,  1 dare  not  venture. 

IV-  wife  my  l/)rd,and  fay  you  were  w’cll  counfcl’d, 

1 Jf  '-  rnony  for  my  ranfom,  and  forget  me, 

'T.’.  y.l  be  both  fafe,  and  noble  for  your  honour, 

.And  wherefoever  mv  fortunes  fhall  condudme. 

So  wor  rhy  mentions  I fhall  render  of  you, 

So  veituous  and  fo  fair. 


Clod.  You  will  not  marrie  me  ? 

Zen.  I do  bcfcech  your  honour,  be  not  angry 
At  what  I fay,  I cannot  love  ye,  dare  not  ^ 

But  let  a ranlbm,  for  the  flowr  you  covet. 

Clod.  No  mony,  nor  no  prayers,  fhall  redeem  that, 

Not  all  the  art  you  have. 

Zen.  Set  your  own  price  Sir. 

Qod.  Goe  to  your  w'edding,  never  kneel  to  me. 

When  that’s  done,  you  are  mine,  1 will  enjoy  you : 

Your  tears  do  nothing,  I will  not  lofe  my  cuftom 
Tocafl  upon  my  felf  an  Empires  fortune. 

Zen.  My  mind  fhall  not  pay  this  cuftom,  cruel  man. 

0od.  Your  body  will  content  me;  rie  look  for  you.  f£.v. 

£nfer  CbarinOf  and  fervants  in  blackj.  (^overin^the 
place  with  blacks. 

Char.  Strew  all  your  withered  flowers,  your  Autumn 
By  the  hot  Sun  raviflit  of  bud  and  beauty  (fweets 

Thus  round  about  her  Bride-bed,hangthofe  blacks  there 
The  emblemes  of  her  honour  loft  •,  all  joy 
That  leads  a Virgin  to  receive  her  lover, 

Keep  from  this  place,  all  fellow-maids  that  blefsher. 

And  blufiiing  do  unlooleher  Zone,  keep  from  her : 

No  merry  noife  nor  lufty  fongs  be  heard  here, 

Nor  full  cups  crown’d  with  wine  make  the  rooms  giddy ; 
This  is  no  mafque  of  mirth,  butjmurdered  honour. 

Sing  mournfully  that  fad  Epithalamion 
I gave  thee  now : and  prethee  let  thy  lute  weep. 

Song,  Dance.  Enter  Rutilio. 

Rut.  How  now,  what  livery’s  this.?  do  you  call  this  a 
This  is  more  like  a funeral.  (wedding  ? 

(har.  It  is  one. 

And  my  poor  Daughter  going  to  her  grave.. 

To  his  moft  loath’d  embraces  that  gapes  for  her. 

Make  the  Earles  bed  readie,  is  the  marriage  done  Sir  ? 

Rut.  Yes  they  are  knit but  muft  this  flubberdegullion 
Have  her  maiden-head  now.?  , 

Am.  There’s  no  avoiding  it  ? 

Rut.  And  there’s  the  fcaffold  where  Ihe  muft  lole  it. 

Am.  The  bed  Sir. 

Rut.  No  way  to  wipe  his  mouldy  chaps  ? 

Char.  That  we  know. 

Rut.  To  any  honeft  well-deferving  fellow, 

And  ’twere  but  to  a merry  Cobler,  I could  lit  ftill  now, 

I love  the  game  fo  well  j but  that  this  puckfift, 
Thisuniverfal  rutter — fare  ye  well  Sir  ^ 

And  if  you  have  any  good  prayers,  put  ’em  forward. 

There  may  be  yet  a remedie. 

Char.  I wilh  it,  {,Exit  Rut. 

And  all  my  belt  devotions  offer  to  it. 

Enter  Clodio,  and  Guard. 

Cod.  Now  is  this  tye  difpatch’d .? 

Char.  I think  it  be  Sii'. 

Clod.  And  my  bed  ready  ? 

Char.  There  you  may  quickly  find  Sir, 

Such  a loath’d  preparation. 

Clod.  Never  grumble, 

Nor  fling  a difeontent  upon  my  pleafure. 

It  muft  and  fhall  be  done ; give  me  fome  wine. 

And  fill  it  till  it  leap  upon  my  lips : 

Here’s  to  the  foolifh  maidenhead  you  wot  of. 

The  toy  I muft  take  pains  for. 

Char.  I befeech  your  Lordfhip 
Load  not  a Fathers  love. 

Clod.  Pledge  it 

Or  by  my  life  I’le  make  thee  pledge  thy  laft, 

And  be  lure  fhe  be  a maid,  a perfed  Virgin, 

( I will  not  have  my  expedation  dull’d  ) 

Or  your  old  pate  goes  off  I am  hot  and  fiery, 

And  my  bloud  beats  alarms  through  my  body. 

And  fancie  high.  You  of  my  guard  retire, 

And  let  me  hear  no  noife  about  the  lodging 
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But  mufick  and  fwcet  ayrcs,  now  fetch  your  Daughter, 

And  bid  thccoy  wench  put  on  all  her  beauties. 

All  her  enticements,  out-blufh  damask  Rofes, 

And  dim  the  breaking  Eafl:  with  her  bright  Cryftals. 
lam  all  on  lire,  away. 

0)Ar.  And  1 am  frozen. 

Enter  Zenocia  with  Bow  and  Qttjvery  an  Arrow  bent, 
Arnoldo^WRutilio  after  her^  arm'd. 

Zen.  Come  fearlefs  on. 

Rut.  Nay  an  I budge  from  thee 
Beat  me  with  durty  Iticks. 

Clod.  What  Mafque  is  this? 

What  pretty  fancy  to  provoke  me  high  ? 

The  beauteous  Huntrefs,  fairer  far,  and  fvveeter  *, 

T)iana  Ihewes  an  Ethiop  to  this  beauty 
Proteded  by  two  Virgin  Knights. 

Rat.  That’s  a lye, 

A loud  one,  if  you  knew  as  much  as  I do, 

The  Guard’s  difpers’d. 

Arn.  Fortune  I hope  invites  us. 
aod.  I can  no  longer  hold,  Ihe  pulls  my  heart  from  me. 
Zen.  Stand,  and  ftand  fixt,  move  not  a foot,  nor  fpeak  not, 
For  if  thou  doeft,  upon  this  point  thy  death  fits. 

Thou  miferable,  bafe,  and  fordid  lecher. 

Thou  feum  of  noble  blood,  repent  and  Ipeedily, 

Repent  thy  thoufand  thefts,  from  helplefs  Virgins, 

Their  innocence  betrayed  to  thy  embraces. 

cArn.  The  bafe  dilhonour,  that  thou  doeft  to  ftrangers. 
In  glorying  to  abufe  the  Laws  of  Marriage, 

Thy  Infamy  thou  haft  flung  upon  thy  Country, 

In  nourilhing  this  black  and  barbarous  Cuftom. 

Clod.  My  Guard. 

e^rn.  One  word  more,  and  thou  dieft. 

Rat.  Onefyllable 

That  tends  to  any  thing,  but  I beleech  you. 

And  as  y’are  Gentlemen  tender  my  cafe, 

Andl’le  thruft  my  Javeling  down  thy  throat. 

Thou  Dog- whelp,  thou,  pox  upon  thee,  what 
Should  1 call  thee,  Pompion, 

Thou  kifs  my  Lady  ? thou  fcour  her  Chamber-pot ; • 

Thou  have  a Maiden-head  a mottly  Coat, 

You  great  blind  fool,  farcwel  and  be  hang’d  to  ye, 

Lofe  no  time  Lady. 

Arn.  Pray  take  your  pleafure  Sir, 

And  fo  we’l  take  our  leaves. 

Zen.  We  are  determined. 

Dye,  before  yield. 

Arn.  Honour,  and  a fair  grave. 

Zen.  Before  a luftful  Bed,  fo  for  our  fortunes. 

Rat.  Du  cat  a whee,  good  Count,  cry,  prethee  cry, 

O what  a wench  haft  thou  loft  ? cry  you  great  booby.  [,Exe. 

Enter  Charino. 

Clod.  And  is  ftie  gone  then,  am  I dilhonoured  thus, 
Cozened  and  baffl’d  ? my  Guard  there,  no  man  anfwer  ? 

My  Guard  1 lay,  lirrah  you  knew  of  this  plot  \ 

Where  are  my  Guard  ? I’le  have  your  life  you  villain. 

You  politick  old  Thief. 

Char.  Heaven  fend  her  far  enough, 

Enter  (fuard. 

And  let  me  pay  the  ranfom. 

Guard.  Did  your  honour  call  us  ? 

Clod.  Poll:  every  way,  and  prefently  recover 
The  two  ftrange  Gentlemen,  and  the  fair  Lady. 

Guard.  This  day  was  Married  Sir  ? 

Clod.  The  fame. 

(fuard.  We  faw  ’em 
Making  with  all  main  fpeed  to  th’  Port. 

Cod.  Avtay  villains.  ^Exit  Guard. 

Recover  her,  or  1 lhall  dye ; deal  truly, 

Didft  not  thou  know  ? 

1 „ Char.  By  all  that’s  good  1 did  not. 
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If  your  honour  mean  their  flight,  to  fay  I grieve  for  that, 
Will  be  to  lye  j you  may  handle  mo  as  you  plcafe. 

Clod.  Be  furc,  with  all  the  cruelty,  with  all  the  rigor, 
For  thou  haft  rob’d  me  villain  of  a trcafurc. 

Enter  Guard. 

How  now.^ 

Guard.  They’re  all  aboard,  a Bark  rode  ready  for  ’em. 
And  now  are  under  Sail,  and  paft  recovery; 

Clod.  Rig  me  a Ship  with  all  the  fpeed  that  may  be,* 

I will  not  lofe  her : thou  her  moft  falfe  Father, 

Shalt  go  along-,  and  if  I mifs  her,  hear  me, 

A whole  day  will  I ftudy  to  deftroy  thee. 

Char.  I lhall  be  joyful  of  it  j and  fo  you’l  find  me. 

{^Exeunt  omnes. 


Secundus*  Seen  a Prim  a. 

Enter  Manuel  du  fola,  and  Guiomar. 

Man.  T Hear  and  fee  too  much  of  him,  and  that 
J.  Compels  me  Madam,  though  unwillingly. 

To  wilh  I had  no  Uncles  part  in  him. 

And  much  I fear,  the  comfort  of  a Son 
You  will  not  long  enjoy. 

Gui.  ’Tis  not  my  fault, 

And  therefore  from  his  guilt  my  innocence 
Cannot  be  tainted,  fince  his  Fathers  death, 

(Peace  to  his  foul)  a Mothers  prayers  and  care 
Were  never  wanting,  in  his  education. 

His  Child  hood  I pafs  o’re,  as  being  brought  up 
Under  my  wing  and  growing  ripe  for  ftudy, 

I overcame  the  tendernefs,  and  joy 
I had  to  look  upon  him,  and  provided 
The  choiceft  Mailers,  and  of  greateft  name 
Oi  Salamanca,  in  all  liberal  Arts. 

Man.  To  train  his  youth  up. 

I muft  witnefs  that. 

Gui.  How  there  he  profpered  to  the  admiration 
Of  all  that  knew  him,  for  a general  Scholar, 

Being  one  of  note,  before  he  was  a man. 

Is  Hill  remembred  in  that  Academy,. 

From  thence  I fent  him  to  the  Emperours  Court, 

Attended  like  his  Fathers  Son,  and  there 
Maintain’d  him,  in  fuch  bravery  and  height. 

As  did  become  a Courtier. 

Man.  ’T was  that  fpoil’d  him,my  Nephew  had  been  happy. 
The  Court’s  a School  indeed,  in  which  Ibme  few 
Learn  vertuous  principles,  but  moft  forget 
What  ever  they  brought  thither  good  and  honeft. 

Trifling  is  there  in  pradtice,  ferious  adions 
Are  obfolete  and  out  of  ufe,  my  Nephew 
Had  been  a happy  man,  had  he  ne’re  known 
What’s  there  in  grace  and  falhion. 

Gui.  I have  heard  yet, 

That  while  he  liv’d  in  Court,  the  Emperour 
Took  notice  of  his  carriage  and  good  parts, 

The  Grandees  did  not  fcorn  his  company. 

And  of  the  greateft  Ladies  he  was  held 
A compleat  Gentleman. 

Man.  He  indeed  Daunc’d  well  ^ 

A turn  o’th’  Toe,  with  a lofty  trick  or  two, 

To  argue  nimblenefs,  and  a ftrong  back. 

Will  go  far  with  a Madam ; ’tis  moft  true. 

That  he’s  an  excellent  Scholar,  and  he  knows  it  ^ 

An  exad  Courtier,  and  he  knows  that  too  *, 

He  has  fought  thrice,  and  come  off  ftill  with  honour,- 
Which  he  forgets  not. 

Gui.  Nor  have  I much  reafon, 

To  grieve  his  fortune  that  way. 

Man.  You  aremiftaken, 

Profperity  does  ftarch  a Gentlemans  temper, 

More) 
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More  than  his  advcrfc  fortune ; 1 have  known 
Many,  and  of  rare  parts  from  their  fuccefs 
In  private  Duels,  rais’d  up  to  fuch  a pride, 

And  fo  transform’d  from  what  they  were,  that  all 

That  lov’d  them  truly,  willi’d  they  had  fallen  in  them 

I need  not  write  examples,  in  your  Son 

’Tis  too  apparent ; for  c’re  Don  Duarte 

Made  tryal  of  his  valour,  he  indeed  was 

Admired  for  civil  courtefic,  but  now 

He’s  fwoln  fo  high,  out  of  his  own  aflurance. 

Of  what  he  dares  do,  that  he  feeks  occafions, 

Unjuft  occafions,  grounded  on  blind  palTion, 

Ever  to  be  in  quarrels,  and  this  makes  him 
Shunn’d  of  all  fair  Societies. 

Cm.  V\’ould  it  were 
In  my  weak  power  to  help  it;  I will  ufe 
With  my  entreaties  th’  Authority  of  a Mother, 

As  you  may  of  an  Uncle,  and  enlarge  it 
With  your  command,  as  being  a Governour 
To  the  great  King  in  Lisbon. 

Enter  Duarte  and  his  'Ta^e. 

Adan.  Here  he  comes. 

U^'e  are  unfeen,  obferve  him,. 

Dua.  Boy. 

'Page.  My  Lord. 

Dua.  WJiat  faith  the  Spanijlj  Captain  that  I flruck. 
To  my  bold  challenge? 

Page.  He  refus’d  to  read  it. 

Dua.  Why  didlt  not  leave  it  there.? 

Page.  I did  my  Lord, 

But  to  no  purpofe,  for  he  feems  more  willing 
To  fit  down  with  the  wrongs,  than  to  repair 
His  honour  by  the  fword  •,  he  knows  too  well,  • 

That  from  your  Lordfhip  nothing  can  begot 
But  more  blows,  and  difgraces. 

Dua.  He’s  a wretch, 

A miferable  wretch,  and  all  my  fury 

Is  loft  upon  him ; holds  the  Mask,  appointed 

I’th’  honour  of  Hifpolyta  ? 

Page.  ’Tis broke  off. 

Dua.  Thereafon? 

Page.  This  was  one,  they  heard  your  Lord Ih ip 
Was  by  the  Ladies  choice  to  lead  the  Dance, 

And  therefore  they,  too  well  alTur’d  how  far 
You  would  cutfhine  ’em,  gave  it  o’reand  faid, 

They  would  not  ferve  for  foiles  to  fet  you  off. 

Dua.  They  at  their  beft  are  fuch,  and  ever  fliall  be 
Where  I appear. 

APan,  Do  you  note  his  modefty  ? 

Dua.  But  was  there  nothing  elfe  pretended  ? 

Page.  Yes, 

Young  Don  Alonzjo.,  the  great  Captains  Nephew, 

Stood  on  comparifons. 

Dua.  With  whom? 

Page.  With  you. 

And  openly  profefs’d  that  all  precedence. 

His  birth  and  ftate  confidcr’d,  was  due  to  him, 

Nor  were  your  Lordfhip  to  contend  with  one 
So  far  above  you, 

Dua.  1 look  down  upon  him 
With  fuch  contempt  and  fcorn,  as  on  my  Have, 

He’s  a name  only,  and  all  good  in  him 
He  muft  derive  from  his  great  grandfires  Afhes, 

For  had  not  their  vidtorious  adls  bequeath’d 
His  titles  to  him,  and  wrote  on  his  forehead. 

This  isa  Lord,  he  had  liv’d  unobferv’d 
By  any  man  of  mark,  and  died  as  one 
A mongft  the  common  route.  Compare  with  me? 

’Tis  Gyant-likc  ambition-,  I know  him. 

And  know  my  fl-If,  that  man  is  truly  noble, 

I An^l  he  may  juftly  call  that  worth  his  own, 

’ Which  his  deferts  have  purchas’d,  I could  wifh 
, .My  birth  vrerc  more  olftcure,  my  friends  and  kinfmen 


Of  lefTer  power,  or  that  my  provident  Father 
Had  been  like  to  that  riotous  Emperour 
That  chofe  his  belly  for  his  only  heir  -, 

For  being  of  no  family  then,  and  poor 
My  vertues  wherefoe’r  I liv’d,  Ihould  make 
That  kingdom  my  inheritance. 

Gut.  Strange  felf Love! 

Dua.  For  if  I ftudied  the  Countries  Laws, 

I fliould  fo  eafily  found  all  their  depth. 

And  rife  up  fuch  a wonder,  that  the  pleaders. 

That  now  are  in  moft  pradice  and  efteem. 

Should  ftarve  for  want  of  Clients : if  I travell’d. 

Like  wife  Vlyjfes  to  fee  men  and  manners, 

I would  return  in  ad,  more  knowing,  than 
Homer  could  fancy  him  ; if  a Phyfician, 

So  oft  I would  reftore  death- wounded  men. 

That  where  I liv’d,  Cjalen  lliould  not  be  nam’d. 

And  he  that  joy  n’d  again  the  fcatter’d  limbs 
Of  torn  Hippolytus  Ihould  be  forgotten. 

I could  teach  Ovid  courtlliip,  how  to  win 
Afulia,  and  enjoy  her,  though  her  Dower 
Were  all  the  Sun  gives  light  to  : and  for  arms 
Were  the  Perfian  hoH  that  drank  up  Rivers,  added 
To  the  Turks  prefent  powers,  Icoulddired, 

Command,  and  Marfhal  them. 

APan.  And  yet  you  know  not 
To  rule  your  felf,  you  would  not  to  a boy  elfe 
Like  Plautus  Braggart  boaft  thus. 

Dua.  All  I fpeak, 

In  ad  I can  make  good. 

Cjui.  Why  then  being  Mafter 
Of  fuch  and  fo  good  parts  do  you  deftroy  them. 

With  felf  opinion,  or  like  a rich  mifer, 

Hoard  up  the  treafures  you  polfefs,  imparting 
Nor  to  your  felf  nor  others,  the  ule  of  them  ? 

They  are  to  you  but  like  inchanted  viands, 

On  which  you  feem  to  feed,  yet  pine  with  hunger  y 
And  thofe  forare  perfedions  in  my  Son 
Which  would  make  others  happy,  render  me 
A wretched  Mother. 

APan.  You  are  too  infolent. 

And  thofetoo  many  excellencies,  that  feed 
Your  pride,  turntoaPleurifie,  and  kill 
That  which  fiiould  nourifh  yertuc  ^ dare  you  think 
r\!l  blelTings  are  confer’d  on  you  alone  ? 

Y’are  gro%  coufen’d  j there’s  no  good  in  you. 

Which  others  have  not:  are  you  a Scholar  ? fo 
Are  many,  and  as  knowing;  are  you  valiant  ? 

Wafte  not  that  courage  then  in  braulcs,but  fpend  it 
In  the  W^ars,  in  fervice  of  your  King  and  Country. 

Dua.  Yes,  fo  I might  be  General,  no  man  lives 
That’s  worthy  to  command  me, 

APan.  Sir,  in  Lisbon 
I am : and  you  fliall  know  it ; every  hour 
I am  troubled  with  complaints  of  your  behaviour 
From  men  of  all  conditions,  and  all  fexes. 

And  my  authority,  which  you  prefume 
Will  bear  you  out,  in  that  you  are  my  Nephew, 

No  longer  fliall  proted  you,  for  I vow 
Though  all  that’s  paft  I pardon,  I will  punilh 
The  next  fault  with  as  much  leverity 
As  if  you  were  a ftranger,  reft  allur’d  on’t. 

Cui.  And  by  that  love  you  fliould  bear,  or  that  duty 
You  ov/c  a Mother,  once  more  I command  you 
To  call  this  haughtinefs  oflf^  which  if  you  do, 

AlLtliat  is  mine,  is  yours,  if  not,  exped 
My  prayers,  and  vows,  for  your  converfion  only. 

But  never  means  nor  favour.  f £at.  Manuel  and  Gulomar. 

Dua.  I am  Tutor’d 
As  if  I were  a child  ftill,  the  bafe  Pealants 
That  fear,  and  envy  my  great  worth,  have  done  this; 

But  I will  find  them  out,  I wjll  o’  boord 
Get  my  dilguilc  -,  I have  too  long  been  idle, 

Nor  will  I curb  my  fpirit,  I was  born  free. 

And 
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And  will  purfuc  the  courfc  belt  liketh  me.  {_Excmt. 

£;/?«•  Leopold,  Sailers,  Zcnocia. 

Leaf.  Divide  the  fpoil  amonglt  you,  this  fair  Captive 
I only  challenge  for  my  fclf. 

I S.itl.  You  have  won  her 
S And  well  deferve  her ; twenty  years  I have  liv’d 
i A Burgefsof  the  Sea,  and  have  been  prefent 
At  many  a defperate  fight,  but  never  faw 
Sofmall  a Bark  with  fuch  incredible  valour 
So  long  defended,  and  againft  fuch  odds, 

And  by  two  men  fcarcc  arm’d  too. 

Leof.  ’ fwas  a wonder. 

And  yet  the  courage  they  exprefl  being  taken, 

And  their  contempt  of  death  wan  more  upon  me 
Than  all  they  did,  when  they  were  free;  me  thinks 
1 fee  them  yet  when  they  were  brought  aboard  us, 

' Difarm’d  and  ready  to  be  put  in  fetters 
How  on  the  fuddain,  as  if  they  had  fworn 
Never  to  tafle  the  bread  of  fervitude. 

Both  fnatching  up  their  fwords,  and  from  this  Virgin, 
Taking  a farewel  only  with  their  eyes, 

They  leapt  into  the  Sea. 

Sail.  Indeed  ’twas  rare* 

Leof.  It  wrought  fomuch  on  me,  that  but  I fear’d 
The  great  fliip  that  purfued  us,  our  own  fafety 
Hindring  my  charitable  purpofe  to  ’em, 

I would  have  took  ’em  up,  and  with  their  lives 
They  fhould  have  had  their  liberties. 

Zerj.  O too  late. 

For  they  are  loft,  forever  loft. 

Leo^.  Take  comfort 

’Tis  not  impodiblc,  but  that  they  live  yet, 

For  when  they  left  the  flhps,  they  were  within 
A League  o’th’  fliore,  and  with’fuch  ftrengthand  cunning 
They  iWimming,  did  delude  the  riling  Billows, 

With  one  hand  making  way,  and  with  the  other. 

Their  bloudy  fwords  advanced,  threatning  the  Sea-gods 
With  war,  unlefs  they  brought  them  fafely  ofl^ 

That  I am  almoft  confident  they  live. 

And  you  again  may  fee  them.  ' 

Zen.  In  that  hope 
I brook  a wretched  being,  till  I am 
Made  certain  of  their  fortunes ; but  they  dead. 

Death  hath  fo  many  doors  to  let  out  life, 

I will  not  long  furvive  them. 

Leo^.  Hope  the  beft. 

And  let  the  courteous  ufage  you  have  found, 

Not  ufual  in  men  of  War  perfwade  you 
To  tell  me  your  condition. 

Zen.  You  know  it, 

A Captive,  my  fate  and  your  power  have  made  me, 

Such  I am  now,  but  what  I was  it  skills  not; 

For  they  being  dead,  in  whom  I only  live, 

I dare  not  challenge  Family,  or  Country, 

And  therefore  Sir  enquire  not,  let  it  fuffice, 

I am  your  fervant,  and  a thankful  fervant 
(If  you  will  call  that  fo,  which  is  but  duty) 

I ever  will  be,  and  my  honour  fafe. 

Which  nobly  hitherto  ye  have  preferv’d, 

' No  flavery  can  appear  in  fuch  a form, 

Which  with  a malculine  conftancy  I will  not 
Boldly  look  on  and  fuffer. 

Leo^.  You  miftake  me : 

That  you  are  made  my  prifoner,  may  prove 
The  birth  of  your  good  fortune.  I do  find 
A winning  language  in  your  tongue  and  looks ; 

Nor  can  a fuit  by  you  mov’d  be  deni’d. 

And  therefore  of  a prifoner  you  muft  be 
The  Vidors  advocate. 

Zen.  To  whom?  ' 

Leap.' A Lady ; 

In  whom  all  graces  that  can  perfed  beauty 
Are  friendly  met.  I grant  that  you  arc  fair : 
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And  had  1 not  feen  her  before,  perhaps 
might  have  fought  to  you. 

Zen.  This  I hear  gladly. 

Leap.  To  this  incomparable  Lady  I will  give  you, 

(Yet  being  mine,  you  are  already  hers) 

And  to  ferve  her  is  more  than  to  be  free. 

At  leafl  I think  fo  •,  and  when  you  live  with  her, 
f you  will  pleafe  to  think  on  him  that  brought  you 
To  fuch  a happinefs,  for  fo  her  bounty 
Will  make  you  think  her  fervice,  you  fiiall  ever 
Vlake  me  at  your  devotion. 

Zen.  All  I can  do, 
lell  you  alfur’d  of. 

Leop.  At  night  I’le  prefent  you. 

Till  when  I am  your  Guard. 

Zen.  Ever  your  fervant.  [^Exemt. 

Enter  Arnoldo  and  Rutilio. 

Zrn.  To  what  are  we  referv’d  ? 

Rut.  Troth ’tis  uncertain,  ‘ 

Drowning  we  have  fcap’d  miraculoufly,  and 
Stand  fair  for  ought  I know  for  hanging  •,  mony 
We  have  none,  nor  e’re  are  like  to  have, 

’Tis  to  be  doubted  ; befides  we  are  ftrangers. 

Wondrous  hungry  ftrangers  •,  and  charity 
Growing  cold,  and  miracles  ceafing. 

Without  a Conjurers  help,  cannot  find 
When-we  fhall  eat  again. 

Zrn.  Thefe  are  no  wants 
If  put  in  bailance  with  Zenoctof  lofs; 

In  that  alone  all  miferies  are  fpoken : 

O my  Rutilio.,  when  I think  on  her. 

And  that  which  Ihe  may  fuffer,  being  a Captive, 

Then  I could  curfe  my  felf,  almoft  thole  powers 
That  fend  me  from  the  fury  of  the  Ocean. 

Rut.  You  have  loft  a wife  indeed,  a fair  and  chaft  one, 
Two  bleffings,  not  found  often  in  one  woman  •, 

But  file  may  be  recovered,  queftionlefs 
The  fhip  that  took  us  was  of  Portugal., 

And  here  in  Lisbon.,  by  fome  means  or  other 
We  may  hear  of  her. 
j4rn.  In  that  hope  I live. 

Rut.  And  fo  do  1,  but  hope  is  a poor  Sallad 
To  dine  and  fup  with,  after  a two  dayes  faft  too. 

Have  you  no  mony  left  ? 

Am.  Not  a Denier. 

Rut.  Nor  any  thing  to  pawn  ? ’tis  now  in  fafhion, 

Having  a Miftrefs,  fure  you  fhould  not  be 
Without  a neat  Hiftorical  fiiirt. 

Arn.  For  fiiame 
Talk  not  fo  poorly.  < 

Rut.  I muft  talk  of  that  » 

Necefiity  prompts  us  to,  for  oeg  I cannot, 

Nor  am  I made  to  creep  in  at  a window, 

To  filch  to  feed  me,  fomething  muft  be  done, 

And  fuddenly  refolve  on’t. 

Enter  Zabulon  and  a Servant. 

Arn.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Rut.  One  by  his  habit  is  a Jew. 

Zab.  No  more: 

Thou  art  fure  that’s  he. 

Ser.  Moft  certain. 

Zub.  How  long  is  it 
Since  firft  fhe  faw  him  ? 

Ser.  Some  two  hours,  . ^ \iExitStr. 

Zab.  Begone — let  me  alone  to  work  him. 

Rut.  How  he  eyes  you ! 

Now  he  moves  towards  us,  in  the  Devils  name 
What  would  he  with  us  ? 

Arn.  Innocence  is  bold : 

Nor  can  I fear. 

Zab.  Thatyouarepoor  and  ftrangers, 

I eafily  perceive. 

N Rm.  . 
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Rut.  But  that  you’l  help  us, 

Or  any  of  your  tribe,  we  dare  not  hope  Sir. 

7 rh.  Why  think  you  lb? 

Rut.  Pecaufe  you  are  a Jew  Sir, 

Ana  courtclies  come  fooner  from  the  Devil 
Then  any  of  your  Nation, 

7. lb.  W e are  men. 

And  have  like  you,  compafTion  when  we  find 
Fit  fubjetTs  for  our  bounty,  and  for  proof 
That  we  dare  give,  and  freely,  not  to  you  Sir, 

Pray  fpare  your  pains,  there’s  gold,  ftand  not  amaz’d, 

’Tis  cuirent  I afliire  you. 

Rut.  Take  it  man, 

Sure  thy  good  Angel  is  a Jew^  and  comes 
In  his  own  fhape  to  help  thee ; I could  wifh  now 
Mine  would  appear  too  like  a T/irki 
7rn.  I thank  you. 

But  yet  mufl  tell  you,  if  this  be  the  Prologue 
To  any  bad  ad,  you  would  have  me  pradife, 

I mull  not  take  it. 

Zub.  Thisisbuttheearnefl 
Of  what  which  is  to  follow,  and  the  bond 
Which  you  mufl  feal  to  for’t,  is  your  advancement, 

Fortune  with  all  that’s  in  her  power  to  give. 

Offers  her  felf  up  to  you ; entertain  her. 

And  that  which  Princes  have  kneel’d  for  in  vain 
Prefents  it  felf  to  you. 
t^rn.  ’Tis  above  wonder. 

Z.ib.  But  far  beneath  the  truth,  in  my  relation 
Of  what  you  fliall  poflefs,  if  youembaceit. 

There  is  an  hour  in  each  mans  life  appointed 
To  make  his  happinefs  if  then  he  feize  it, 

And  this,  (in  which,  beyond  all  expedation. 

You  are  invited  to  your  good)  is  yours, 

If  you  dare  follow  me,  fo,  if  not,  hereafter 
Exped  not  the  like  ofer.  {Exit, 

Am.  ’Tisno  vifion.  Rut.  *Tis  gold  I’m  fure. 

Arn.  We  mufl  like  brothers  fhare  j 
There’s  for  you. 

R.it.  By  this  light  I’m  glad  I have  it: 

There  are  few  Gallants,  (for  men  may  be  fiich 
And  yet  want  gold,  yea  and  fometimes  filver) 

But  would  receive  liich  favours  from  the  Devil, 

Though  he  appear’d  like  a Broker,  and  demanded 
Sixty  i’th’  hundred. 

Arn.  Wherefore  fhould  I fear 
Some  pIoL  upon  my  life  ? ’tis  now  to  me 
Not  worth  the  keeping.  I will  follow  him, 

Farewel,  wilh  me  good  fortune,  we  fliall  meet 
Again  I doubt  not. 

Rut.  Or  rie  ne’re  trufl  Jew  more,  Arnoldo. 

Nor  Chriflian  for  his  fake — ^ plague  o’  my  liars. 

How  long  might  I have  walkt  without  a Cloak, 

Before  1 fhould  have  met  with  fuch  a fortune  ? 

We  elder  Brothers,  though  we  are  proper  men, 

Ha  not  the  luck^j  ha’ too  much  beard,  that  fpoils  us  •, 

The  fmooth  Chin  carries  all ; what’s  here  to  do  now  ? 

[_Manet  RutiViO. 

Enter  Duarte,  Alonzo,  and  a Page. 

T)ua.  rie  take  you  as  I find  you. 

Alon.  That  were  bafe — you  fee  I am  unarm’d. 

'Dua.  Out  with  your  Bodkin 
Your  Pocket-dagger,  your  Steletto,  out  with  it, 

Or  by  this  hand  Tie  kill  you  : fuch  as  you  are 
! Have  fludied  the  undoing  of  poor  Cutlers, 

And  made  all  manly  weapons  out  of  fafhion : 

You  carry  Poniards  to  murder  men. 

Yet  dare  not  wear  a fword  to  guard  your  Honour. 

.That’s  true  indeed : upon  my  life  this  gallant 
Is  brib’d  to  repeal  bani.Qit  fwords. 

Dua  riclhcv/you 

The  difference  now  between  a Spaniflt  Rapier 
And  your  pure  Pifa. 


Alan.  Let  me  fetch  a fword. 

Upon  min^  honour  Tie  return. 

Dua.  Not  fo  Sir. 

Alan.  Or  lend  me  yours  I pray  you,  and  take  this. 

Rut.  To  be  difgrac’d  as  you  are,  no  I thank  you 
Spight  ofthe  fafliion,  while  I live,  I am 
Inflru(fled  to  go  arm’d  : what  folly  ’tis 
For  you  that  are  a man,  to  put  your  felf 
Into  your  enemies  mercy. 

Dua.  Yield  it  quickly 

Or  rie  cut  off  your  hand,  and  now  difgrace  you. 

Thus  kick  and  baffle  you : as  you  like  this. 

You  may  again  prefer  complaints  againfl  me 
To  my  Uncle  and  my  Mother,  and  then  think 
To  make  it  good  with  a Poniard. 

Alan.  I am  paid 
For  being  of  the  fafliion. 

Dua.  Get  a fword. 

Then  if  you  dare  redeem  your  reputation : 

You  know  1 am  eafily  found : Tie  add  this  to  it 
To  put  you  in  mind. 

Rut.  Youaretooinfolent, 

And  do  infult  too  much  on  the  advantage 
Of  that  which  your  unequal  weapon  gave  you. 

More  than  your  valour. 

Dua.  This  to  me,  you  Peafant  ? 

Thou  art  not  worthy  of  my  foot  poor  fellow, 

’Tis  fcorn,  not  pity,  makes  me  give  thee  life : 

Kneel  down  and  thank  me  for’t : how,  do  you  flare  ? 

Rut.  I have  a fword  Sir,  you  fliall  find,  a good  onej 
This  is  no  flabbing  guard. 

Dua.  Wert  thou  thrice  arm’d. 

Thus  yet  I durfl  attempt  thee. 

Rut.  Then  have  at  you, 

I fcorn  to  take  blows. 

Dual  O lamflain.  ZFalls. 

Daae.  Help!  murthcr,  murther! 

Alon.  Shift  for  your  felf  you  are  dead  elfe. 

You  have  kill’d  the  Governous  Nephew. 

Page.  Raife  the  flreets  there. 

Alon.  If  once  you  are  befet  you  cannot  fcape, 

Will  you  betray  your  felf? 

Rut.  Undone  for  ever.  {Exit  Rut.  and  Alonzo. 

Enter  Officers. 

1 Ojfi.  Who  makes  this  out-cry  ? 

Page.  O my  Lord  is  murdered ; 

This  way  he  took,  make  after  him, 

Help  help  there.  {Exit  Page. 

2 Offi.  ’Tis  Don  Duarte. 

I Off.  Pride  has  got  a fall. 

He  was  flill  in  quarrels,  fcorn’d  us  Peace-makers, 

And  all  our  Bill  authority,  now  h’as  paid  for’t. 

You  ha’  met  with  your  match  Sir  now,  bring  offhls  body 
And  bear  it  to  the  Governour.  Some  purlue 
The  murderer ; yet  if  he  fcape,  it  skills  not  •, 

Were  I a Prince,  I would  reward  him  for’t. 

He  has  rid  the  City  of  a turbulent  beafl. 

There’s  few  will  pity  him ; but  for  his  Mother 
I truly  grieve  indeed,  file’s  a good  Lady.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Guiomar  and  Servants. 

Gui.  He’s  not  i’th’  houfe  ? 

Ser.  No  Madam. 

Gui.  Hafle  and  feek  him, 

Go  all  and  every  where,  Tie  not  to  bed 
Till  you  return  him,  take  away  the  lights  too. 

The  Moon  lends  me  too  much,  to  find  my  fears 
And  thofc  devotions  I am  to  pay 

Arc  written  in  my  heart,  not  in  this  book.  Kneel. 

And  I fhall  read  them  there  without  a Taper.  {Ex.  Ser. 

Enter  Rutilio. 

Rut.  lampurfued;  all  the  Ports  are  ftopt  too; 
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Not  any  hope  to  cfcajpc,  behind,  before  me, 

On  either  lide  I ambefet,  curfed  foitnne 
My  enemie  on  the  Sea,  and  on  the  Land  too, 

Redeem’d  from  one  affliction  to  another  : 

Would  I had  made  the  greedy  waves  my  tomb 
And  dyed  obfeure,  and  innocent,  not  as  Nero  ( me  ? 

Smear’d  o’re  with  blood.  Whither  have  my  fears  brought 
I am  got  into  a houle,  the  doors  all  open, 

This,  by  the  largencfs  of  the  room,  tlie  hangings, 

And  other  i ich  adornments,  glijtring  through 
The  fable  mafque  of  night,  fayes  it  belongs 
Toone  of  rtieans  and  rank ; nofervant  ftirring  ? 

Murmur  nor  whifper  ? 

C/uio,  Who’s  that  ? 

Xftr.  By  the  voice. 

This  is  a woman.  » 

G;tio.  Stephanoj  Jafpe, 

Who  waits  there  ? , 

Rnt.  ’Tis  the  Lady  of  the  houfe , 

Tie  flic  to  her  protection, 

Cjuto.  Speak,  what  are  you  ? 

Ri.t.  Of  all  that  ever  breath’d,  a man  mofh  wretched. 

Ghio.  I am  fure  you  are  a man  of  raoft  ill  manners, 

You  could  not  with  fb  little  reverence  elfe 
Prefs  to  my  private  chamber.  Whither  would  you. 

Or  what  do  you  feek  for  f 

Riu.  Gracious  woman  hear  me  •, 

I am  a ftranger,  and  in  that  I anfwer 
All  your  demands,  a mofi: unfortunate  ftrangerj 
That  call’chinto  it  by  my  enemies  pride. 

Have  left  him  dead  i’th’  ftreets,Jufl;ice  purfues  me, 

And  for  that  life  I took  unwillingly. 

And  in  a fair  defence,  I mult  lofe  mine, 

Unlcfs  you  in  your  charity  protect  me.  • 

Your  houfe  is  how  my  fanCluary,and  the  Altar, 

1 gladly  would  take  hold  of  your  fweet  mercy. 

By  all  that’s  dear  unto  you,  by  your  vertues. 

And  by  your  inrtocence,  that  needs  no  forgivenefs. 

Take  pity  on  me. 

Cjuto.  Are  you  a CajHllmi  ? 

Rnt.  NoMadam,  Italy  claims  my  birth. 

Guio.  I ask  not 

With  purpofe  to  betray  you,  if  you  were 
Ten  thoufand  times  a Spaniard,  the  nation 
We  Portugals  moll  hate,  I yet  would  fave  you 
If  it  lay  in  my  power ; lift  up  thefc  hangings  •, 

Behind  my  Beds  head  there’s  a hollow  place. 

Into  which  enter  ^ fo,  but  from  this  ftir  not 
If  the  Officers  conie,  as  you  expeCl  they  will  doe, 

I know  they  owe  fuch  reverence  to  my  lodgingsj 
j That  they  will  eafily  give  credit  to  me 
' And  fearch  no  further. 

Rut.  The  bleft  Saints  pay  for  me 
The  infinite  debt  I owe  you. 

1 Guio.  How  he  quakes  ? 
j Thus  far  I feel  his  heart  beat,  be  of  comfort, 

1 Once  more  I give  my  promife  for  your  fafety, 

1 All  men  are  fubjeCt  to  fuch  accidents, 
j Efpecially  the  valiant  j and  whoknowsnot, 

1 But  that  the  charity  I afford  this  ftranger 
My  only  Sdn  elfe- where  may  ftand  in  need  of? 

Enter  Officers,  and  Servants,  vtith  the  body  o/Duarte— 

1 Ser.  Now  Madam,  if  your  wifedom  ever  could 
Raife  up  defences  againft  floods  of  forrow 
That  halte  to  overwhelm  you,  make  true  ufe  of 
Your  great  diferetion. 

2 Ser.  Your  only  fon 
My  Lord  Duatrs  flain. 

I Of.  His  murtherer,  purfued  by  us 
Was  by  a boy  difeovered 
Entring  your  hohfe,  and  that  induced  us 
To  prefs  into  it  for  his  appYehenfion; 

Guio.  Oh  I 

I Sir.  Sure  her  heart  is  broke. 

Of.  Madam. 

Guio.  Stand  olf. 

My  forrow  is  lo  dear  and  pretious  to  me. 

That  yoh  muff:  not  partake  it,  fuffer  it 

Like  wounds  that  do  breed  inward  to  dilpatch  me. 

O my  ‘Huarty  fuch  an  end  as  this 

Thy  pride  Jong  lince  did  prophetic ; thou  art  dead. 

And  to  encrcale  mymifery,  thy  fa  J Mother 
Mull  make  a wilfull  Ihipwrack  of  her  vow 
Or  thou  fall  unreveng’d.  My  Soul’s  divided, 

And  piety  to  a fon,  and  true  performance 
Of  holpitable  duties  to  my  gueft. 

That  arc  to  others  Angels,  arc  my  furies. 

Vengeance  knocks  at  my  heart,  but  my  word  given 
Denies  the  entrance,  is  no  ftJMedium  left, 

But  tirat  I muft  proteCl  the  murderer. 

Or  fuffer  in  that  faith  he  made  his  altar  ? 

Motherly  love  give  place,  the  fault  made  this  way, 

To  keep  a vow,  to  which  high  Heaven  is  witnefs, 

Heaven  may  be  pleas’d  to  pardon. 

Enter  Manuel,  Doctors,  Surgeons. 

<JMan-.  ’Tis  too  late, 

Hee’s  gone,  paft  all  recovery : now  reproof 
Were  butunleafonable  when  I ffiould  give  comfort. 

And  yet  remember  Sifter. 

Guio.  0 forbear , 

Search  for  the  murtherer,  and  remove  the  body, 

And  as  you  think  fit,  give  it  burial. 

Wretch  that  I am,  uncapable  of  all  comfort. 

And  therefore  I intreat  my  friends  and  kinsfolk. 

And  you  my  Lord,  for  feme  Ipace  to  forbear 
Your  courteous  vifitations. 

Man.  We  obey  you.  [Exeunt  omnes  with  the  body. 

Manet  Guiomar. 
Rut.  My  Spirits  come  back,  and  now  defpair  refigns 
Her  place  again  to  hope. 

(juio.  What  ere  thou  art 
To  whom  I have  given  means  of  life,  to  witnefs 
With  what  Religion  I have  kept  my  promife. 

Come  fearlefs  forth,  but  let  thy  face  be  cover’d. 

That  I hereafter  be  not  forc’t  to  know  thee. 

For  motherly  affeiftion  may  return 

My  vow  once  paid  to  heaven.  Thou  haft  taken  from  mS 

The  refpiration  of  my  heart,  the  light 

Of  my  fwoln  eyes,  in  his  life  that  fuftain’d  me ; 

Yet  my  word  given  to  fave  you,  I make  good, 

Becaufe  what  you  did,  was  not  done  with  malice. 

You  are  not  known,  there  is  no  mark  about  you 
That  can  diftover  you  ^ let  not  fear  betray  you. 

With  all  convenient  fpeed  you  can,  flie  from  me 
That  I may  never  fee  you ; and  that  want 
Of  means  may  benoletuntoyourjournie. 

There  are  a hundred  Crownes : you  are  at  the  door  noWj 
And  fo  Farewell  for  ever. 

Rut.  Let  me  firft  fall 

Before  your  feet,  and  on  them  pay  the  duty 
I owe  your  goodnefs  •,  next  all  blelTings  to  you. 

And  Heaven  reftore  the  joyes  I have  bereft  you, 

With  full  increafe  hereafter,  living  be 
The  Goddels  ftil’d  of  Hofpitalitie. 

ASlfis  Hettim,  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Leopold,  and  Zenocia. 

Ze’o.'P'Lingo'frthefe  fulleri  clouds,  you  are  enter’d  liow 
if  Into  a houfe  of  joy  and  happinefs, 

I have  prepar’d  a bleffing  for  ye. 

Zem  Thank  ye,  my  ftate  would  rather  ask  a ciirfe. 

Leo:  You  are  peeviftl 
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An  J know  not  when  ye  arc  friended,!  have  us’d  thofe  means, 
The  Lady  of  this  houlc,  the  noble  Lady, 

W' ill  take  ye  as  her  own,  and  ufe  ye  gracioufly : 

Make  much  of  what  you  are,Mifl:ris  of  that  beautic, 

And  cxpofc  it  not  to  mch  betraying  forrows , 

When  ye  are  old, and  all  thofe  fweets  hang  wither’d. 

Enter  Servant. 

Then  fit  and  figh. 

Zen.  My  Zntnmn  is  not  far  off. 

Leo.  Have  you  told  your  Lady  ? 

Ser.  Yes  Sir,  I have  told  her 
Both  of  your  noble  fervicc,  and  your  prefent, 

\\'hich  file  accepts. 

Leo.  I fiiould  be  blell  to  fee  her. 

Ser.  That  now  you  cannot  doe : file  keeps  tfie  Chamber  ^ 
Not  well  difpos’d  ^ and  has  denied  all  vifits, 

The  maid  1 have  in  charge  to  receive  from  ye. 

So  pleafe  you  render  her.  ' 

Leo.  With  all  my  fcrvice. 

But  tain  I w’ould  have  feen. 

Ser.  ’Tis  but  your  patience  ; 

No  doubt  file  cannot  but  remember  nobly. 

Leo.  Tliefe  three  years  I have  lov’d  this  fcornfuli  Lady, 
And  follow’d  her  with  all  the  truth  of  fervice. 

In  all  which  time,  but  twice  flie  has  honour’d  me 
With  fight  of  her  blell  beauty : when  you  pleafe  Sir, 

You  may  receive  your  charge, and  tell  your  Lady  ^ 

A Gentleman  w'hofe  life  is  only  dedicated 
To  her  commands,  kifies  her  beauteous  hands ; 

And  Faire-onc,  now  your  help, you  may  remember 
The  honeft:  courtefies,  fince  you  are  mine, 

I ever  did  your  modeflie : you  fhall  be  near  her. 

And  iffometiraes  you  name  my  fervice  to  her. 

And  tell  her  with  what  noblenefs  I love  her. 

Twill  be  a gratitude  I fiiall  remember. 

Zen.  What  in  my  poor  power  Iyes,fo  it  be  honcfl, 

Leo.  I ask  no  more. 

Ser.  You  mufi:  along  with  me  (Fair.) 

Leo.  And  fo  I leave  you  two : but  a fortune 
Too  happy  for  my  fate  .•  you  fiiall  enjoy  her. 

Scena  SecHndk. 

Enter  Zabulon  and  Servants. 

Zah.  Be  quick,  be  quick,  out  with  the  banquet  there, 
Thcfc  feents  are  dull  ; caft  richer  on,  and  fuller  \ 

Scent  every  place,  where  have  you  plac’d  the  mufick  ? 

Ser.  Here  they  Hand  ready  Sir. 

Zab.  Tis  w'cll,  be  fure 
The  wines  be  lufty,  high,  and  full  of  Spirit, 

And  Ambcr’d  all. 

Scr.  They  are. 

Zab.  Give  fair  attendance. 

In  the  bell  trim,  andflate,  make  ready  all.  UTanejnet  fet 
I fiiall  come  prcfently  again.  forth.  Exit. 

2 Ser.  We  fiiall  Sir, 

What  preparation’s  this  ? 

.Some  new  device 
My  Lady  has  in  hand. 

1 Ser.  0,  profper  it 

As  long  as  it  carries  go^xl  wine  in  the  mouth , 

And  good  meat  with  Jt,  where  arc  all  the  reft  ? 

2 Ser.  They  are  ready  to  attend. 

1 Ser.  Sure  fomc  great  perfon, 

They  would  not  make  this  hurry  elfe. 

2 Ser.  Hark  the  Mufick. 

Enter  Zabulon,  and  Arnoldo. 

It  will  appear  now  certain,  here  it  comes. 

Now  to  our  places. 

'^rn.  Whither  will  he  lead  me  ? 

What  invitation’s  this  ? to  v/hat  new  end 
Arc  rhefe  fair  preparations  ? a rich  Banquet, 

Mufick,  and  every  p'acc  ftuck  with  adornment. 

Fit  for  a Princes  welcome ; what  new  game 
Has  Fortune  now  prepar’d  to  fliew  me  happy  ? 

Arid  then  again  to  fink  me?  ’tis  no  illufion, 

Mine  eyes  are  not  deceiv’d,  all  thefe  are  reall  j 
What  wealth  and  Hate  ! 

Zab.  Will  you  fit  down  and  cat  Sir  ? 

Thefe  carry  little  wonder,  they  are  ufual  •, 

But  you  fiiall  fee,  if  you  be  wife  to  obferve  it. 

That  that  will  ftrike  dead , ftrike  with  amazement, 

T hen  if  you  be  a man : this  fair  health  to  you. 

Ar.Vfhut  fiiall  I fee  ? I pledge  ye  Sir,  I was  never 
So  buried  in  amazement 
Zab.  You  are  fo  Hill  .- 
Drink  freely. 

Ar.  The  very  wines  are  admirable : 

Good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  ask  this  quellion. 

For  what  great  worthy  man  are  thefe  prepar’d  ? 

And  why  do  you  bring  me  hither  ? 

Zab.  They  are  for  you,  Sir^ 

And  under- value  not  the  worth  you  carry. 

You  are  that  worthy  man : think  well  of  thele, 

They  fiiall  be  more,  and  greater. 

W^ell,  blind  fortune 

Thou  haft  the  prettieft  changes  when  thou  art  pleas’d, 

To  play  thy  game  out  wantonly 
Zab.  Come  be  lufty. 

And  awake  your  Spirits.  Ceafe 

cx/r.  Good  Sir,  do  not  wake  me.  (Servants 

For  willingly  I would  dye  in  this  dream , pray  whofe 
Are  all  thefe  that  attend  here  f 
Zab.  They  are  yours ; 

They  wait  on  you. 

I never  yet  remember 
I kept  fuch  faces,  nor  that  I was  ever  able 
To  maintain  fo  many. 

Zab.  Now  you  are,  and  fhall  be. 

Ar.  You’l  fay  this  houle  is  mine  too? 

Zab.  Say  it  ? fwear  it. 

Ar.  And  all  this  wealth  ? 

Zab.  This  is  the  leaft  you  fee  Sir. 

Ar.  Why,  where  has  this  been  hid  thefe  thirtie  years  ? 
For  certainly  I never  found  I was  wealthie 
Till  this  hour,  never  dream’d  of  houfe,  and  Servants. 

I had  thought  I had  been  a younger  Brother,  a poor  Gent. 

I may  eat  boldly  then. 

Zab.  ’Tis  prepar’d  for  ye. 

Ar.  The  tafte  is  perfedl,  and  moft  delicate : 

But  why  for  me  give  mefome  wine,  I do  drink  j 
I feel  it  fenfibly,  and  I am  here, 

Here  in  this  glorious  place : I am  bravely  us’d  too. 

Good  Gentle  Sir, give  me  leave  to  think  a little, 

For  either  I am  much  abus’d  — — . 

Zab.  Strike  Mufick 

And  fing  that  lufty  Song.  Mafck.  Son^. 

tAr.  Bewitching  harmony  ! 

Sure  I am  turn’d  into  another  Creature. 

Enter  Hippolyta. 

Happy  and  bleft,  Arnoldo  was  unfortunate ; 

Ha ! blefs  mine  eyes ; what  pretious  piece  of  nature 
To  pofe  the  world  ? 

Zab.  I told  you,  you  would  fee  that 
Would  darken  thefe  poor  preparations*. 

What  think  ye  now  ? nay  rife  not,  ’tis  no  vifion. 

Ar.  ’Tis  more:  ’tis  miracle. 

Hif.  You  are  wclcom  Sir. 

Ar.  It  fpeaks,  and  entertains  me  ftill  more  glorious  \ 

She  is  warm,  and  this  is  flefii  here  .*  how  fhe  ftirs  me  ! 

Blefs  me  what  ftars  are  there  ? 

Hip.  May  I fit  near  ye  ? 

Ar.  No,  you  are  too  pure  an  objed  to  behold. 

Too  excellent  to  look  upon,  and  live » 

I muft  remove. 

Zab.  She  is  a woman  Sir, 
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Fy,  what  faint  heart  is  this  ? 
yirn.  Thchoufe  of  wonder.^ 

Zab.  Do  not  you  think  your  felf  now  truly  happy  ? 

You  have  the  abitrad  of  all  fwcetnefs  by  yc. 

The  precious  wtalth  youth  labours  to  arrive  at*, 

Nor  is  Ihe  lefs  in  honour,  than  in  beauty, 

Ferrara's  Royal  Duke  is  proud  to  call  her 
His  bclf,  his  Nobleft,  and  moll  happy  Siller, 

Fortune  has  made  her  Miltrefs  of  herlelf. 

Wealthy,  and  wife,  without  a power  to  fway  her, 

Wonder  oUtal\,  of  all  hearts  Miftrefs. 

Jrn.  And  all  this  is — • 

Z^h.  Hippolyta  the  beauteous. 

Hip.  You  are  a poor  relator  of  my  fortunes. 

Too  weak  a Chronicle  to  fpeak  my  bleflings. 

And  leave  out  that  elfential  part  of  llory 
I am  moll  high  and  happy  in,  molt  fortunate. 

The  acquaintance,  and  the  noble  fellowlliip 
Of  this  fair  Gentleman : pray  ye  do  not  wonder. 

Nor  hold  it  llrange  to  hear  a handfome  Lady 
Si>cak  freely  to  ye ; with  your  fair  leave  and  courtefie 
I will  fit  by  ye. 

c^r».  I know  not  what  to  anfwer. 

Nor  where  I am,  nor  to  what  end  confider  •, 

Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

Htp.  Are  ye  angry  Sir, 

Becaufe  ye  are  entertain’d  with  all  humanity  ? 

Freely  and  nobly  us’d  ? 

Zrn.  No  gentle  Lady , 

That  were  uncivil,  but  it  much  amazes  me 
A llranger,  and  a man  of  no  defert  gri 

Should  find  fuch  floods  of  courtefie. 

Htp.  Hove  ye, 

I honour  ye,  the  firll  and  bell  of  all  men. 

And  where  that  fair  opinion  leads,  ’tis  ufu9fl 
Thefe  trifles  that  but  ferve  to  fet  off,  follow. 

I would  not  have  you  proud  now,  not  difdainful 
Becaule  I fay  1 iove  ye,  though  I fwear  it. 

Nor  think  it  a Hale  favour  I fling  on  ye. 

Though  ye  be  handfome,  and  the  only  man 
I mult  confefs  I ever  fixt  mine  eye  on,. 

And  bring  along  all  promifes  thatpleafe  us. 

Yet  I Ihould  hate  ye  then,  defpife  ye,  fcorn  ye. 

And  with  as  much  contempt  purfue  your  perfon, 

As  now  I do  with  love.  But  you  are  wifer. 

At  leall  I think,  more  mailer  of  your  fortune. 

And  fo  I drink  your  health. 

Hold  fall  good  honelly, 

I am  a loll  man  elfe. 

Hip.  Now  you  may  kifs  me, 

’Tis  the  firll  kifs,  levcraskt,  I fwear  to  ye. 
u4rn.  That  I daredo  fweet  Lady. 

Hip.  You  do  it  well  too  ^ 

You  are  a Mailer  Sir,  that  makes  you  coy. 
j4rn.  Would  you  would  fend  your  people  olF. 

Hip.  Well  thought  on. 

Wait  all  without.  \_Exit  Zab.  and  Servants. 

Zab.  I hope  Ihe  is  pleas’d  throughly. 

Hip.  Why  Hand  ye  Hill  ? here’s  no  man  to  deleft  ye. 

My  people  are  gone  off:  come,  come,  leave  conjuring. 
The  Spirit  you  would  raife,  is  here  already. 

Look  boldly  on  me. 
uirn.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Htp.  O moll  unmanly  quellion!  have  you  do? 

Is’t  poflible  your  years  Ihould  want  a Tutor  ? 

I’le  teach  ye : come,  embrace  me. 
j4rn.  Fye  Hand  off'. 

And  give  me  leave,  more  now  than  e’re,to  wonder^ 

A building  of  fo  goodly  a proportion. 

Outwardly  all  exaft,  the  frame  of  Heaven, 

Should  hide  within  fo  bafe  inhabitants  ? 

You  are  as  fair,  as  if  the  morning  bare  ye. 

Imagination  never  made  a fweeter  *, 

Can  it  be  polfible  this  frame  Ihould  fuller,' 


And  built  on  flight  aflcftions,  fright  the  viewer  ? 

Be  excellent  in  all,  as  you  arc  outward. 

The  worthy  Millrefs  of  thofc  many  bklfings 
Heaven  has  bellowed,  make  ’em  appear  llill  nobler, 

Becaufe  they  are  trullcd  to  a weaker  keeper. 

Would  ye  have  me  love  ye  ? 

Htp.  Yes. 

Zrn.  Not  for  your  beauty  •, 

Though  I confefs,  it  blowes  the  firll  fire  in  us. 

Time  as  he  palfes  by,  puts  out  that  fparkle  *, 

Nor  for  your  wealth,  although  the  world  kneel  to  it, 

And  make  it  all  addition  to  a woman. 

Fortune  that  mines  all,  makes  that  his  conquell  •, 

Behonell,  and  be  vertuous.  Tie  admire  ye. 

At  leall  be  wife,  and  where  ye  lay  thefe  nets, 

Strow  over  ’em  a little  modelly, 

’Twill  well  become  your  caufe,  and  catch  more  Fools. 

Hip.  Could  any  one  that  lov’d  this  wholefome  counfel 
But  love  the  giver  more  ? you  make  me  fonder ; 

You  have  a vertuous  mind,  I want  that  ornament  j 
Is  it  a fin  I covet  to  enjoy  ye  ? 

If  ye  imagine  t am  too  free  a Lover, 

And  aft  that  part  belongs  to  you,  I am  filent : 

Mine  eyes  lhall  fpeak  my  blulhes,  parly  with  ye^ 

I will  not  touch  your  hand,  but  with  a tremble 
Fitting  a Vellal  Nun  \ not  long  to  kifs  ye, 

But  gently  as  the  Air,  and  undifeern’d  too. 

Tie  Ileal  it  thus : I’le  walk  your  lhadow  by  ye. 

So  llill  and  filent  that  it  lhall  be  equal. 

To  put  me  off,  as  that,  and  when  I covet. 

To  give  fuch  toyes  as  thefe 

Am.  A new  temptation 

Hip.  Thus  like  the  lazie  minutes  will  I drop  ’em, 

Which  pall  once  are  forgotten. 

Am.  Excellent  vice ! 

Hip.  Will  ye  be  won?  look  lledfallly  upon  me, 

Look  manly,  take  a mans  affeftions  to  you ; 

Young  women,  in  the  old  world  were  not  wont,  Sir, 

To  hang  out  gaudy  bulhes  for  their  beauties. 

To  talk  themklves  into  young  mens  affeftions  ^ 

How  cold  and  dull  you  are ! 

Am.  How  I flagger? 

She  is  wile,  as  fair ; but  ’tis  a wicked  wifdom  *,  . 
rie  choak  before  1 yield. 

Hipj  Who  waits  within  there  ? CZabulon  vpithin. 

Make  ready  the  green  Chamber. 

Zab.  It  lliall  be  Madam. 

Am.  I am  afraid  Ihe  will  injoy  me  indeed. 

Hip.  What  Mufick  do  ye  love  ? 

Am.  A modefl  tongue. 

Hip.  We’l  have  enough  of  that ; fye,  fye,  how  lumpifli  ? 
In  a young  Ladyes  arms  thus  dull  ? 

Am.  For  Heaven  fake 
Profefs  a little  goodnefs. 

Hip.  Of  what  Country  ? 

Arn.  Rome. 

Hip.  Nay  then  I know  you  mock  me, 

The  Italians  are  not  frighted  with  fuch  bug-bears^ 

Prethee  go  in. 

Am.  1 am  not  well; 

Hip.  Tie  make  thee, 
rie  kifs  thee  well. 

Am.  I am  not  lick  of  that  fore. 

Hip.  Upon  my  Confcience,  I mull  ravilh  thee, 

I lhall  be  famous  for  the  firll  example : 

With  this  rie  tye  ye  firll,  then  try  your  llrength  Sir. 

Am.  My  llrength?  away  bafe  woman,  I abhor  thee. 

I am  not  caught  with  Hales,  difeafe  dwell  with  thee.  \Exii, 
Hip.  Are  ye  fo  quick  ? and  have  I loft  my  wifhes  ? 

Hoe,  Zabnlon-^  my  fervants. 

Enter  Zabulon  and  Servants. 

Zab.  Call’d  ye  Madam  ? 

Htp.  Is  all  that  beauty  ftornfedy  fo  many  fil’d  for  ^ 
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many  Princes  ? by  a ftrangcr  too  ? 

I endure  this  ? 

Z.ih.  Where’s  the  Gentleman  ? 

Go  prelently,  purllie  the  ftranger,  Zabulon. 

He  has  broke  6om  me.  Jewels  I have  given  him : 

Charge  liim  with  theft : he  has  froln  my  love,  my  frectlome, 
Draw  him  before  the  Governour,  imprifon  him, 

W'hy  doll:  thou  iJay  ? 

Z.ib.  rie  teach  him  a new  dance, 

For  playing  taft  and  loofe  with  fuch  a Lady. 

Come  fellows,  come ; Tie  execute  your  anger. 

And  to  the  full. 

Htp.  His  fcorn  fliall  feel  my  vengeance Exeunt. 

Scena.  Tertia. 

Enter  Sulpicia  and  Jaques. 

Sul.  Shall  1 never  fee  a lufty  man  again  ? 
ja.  Faith  Miltrefs 

You  do  fo  over-labour  ’em  when  you  have  ’em, 

And  fo  dry-founder ’em,  they  cannot  lafl;. 

Sul.  Where’s  the  French-mdiXi  ? 

Ja.  Alas,  he’s  all  to  fitters, 

And  lyes,  taking  the  height  of  his  fortune  with  a Syringe. 
He’s  chin’d,  he’s  chin’d  good  man,  he  is  a mourner. 

Sul.  What’s  become  of  the  ‘Dane  ? 

Ja.  Who?  goIdy-Jocks? 

He’s  foul  i’th’  touch-hole  •,  and  recoils  again, 

The  main  Spring’s  weaken’d  that  holds  up  liis  cock. 

He  lies  at  the  fign  of  the  Sun.,  to  be  new  breech’d. 

Sul.  The  Rutter  too,  is  gone. 

Ja.  O that  was  a brave  Rafcal, 

He  would  labour  like  a Thralher : but  alas 
What  thing  can  ever  laft  ? he  has  been  ill  mew’d, 

And  drawn  too  foon  ^ I havefeen  him  in  the  Hofpital. 

Sul.  There  was  an  En^l:jh-man. 

Ja.  1 there  was  an  En^Ujlj-man  *, 

You’l  fcant  find  any  now,  to  make  that  name  good : 

There  were  thofe  En^UJh  that  were  men  indeed. 

And  would  performlike  men,  but  now  they  are  vanifht : 
They  are  fo  taken  up  in  their  own  Country, 

And  fo  beaten  of  their  fpeed  by  their  own  women. 

When  they  come  here,  they  draw  their  legs  like  Hackneys : 
Drink,  and  their  own  devices  have  undone  ’em. 

Sul.  I mull  have  one  that’s  ftrong,  no  life  in  Lisbon  elfe, 
Perftfl  and  young  ; my  Cufhom  with  young  Ladies, 

And  high  fed  City  dames,  will  fall,  and  break  elfe. 

I want  my  fell  too,  in  mine  age  to  nourifh  me ; 

They  are  all  funk  1 mantain’d ; now  what’s  this  bufinefs, , 
What  goodly  fellow’s  that  ? 

Enter  Rutilio  and  Officers. 

Rut.  Why  do  you  drag  me  ? n i. 

Pox  o’  your  julticc  •,  let  me  loofe. 

I Oji.  Not  fo  Sir. 

Rut.  Cannot  a man  fall  into  one  of  your  drunken  Cellars, 
And  venture  the  breaking  on’s  neck,  your  trap-doors  open, 
but  he  mufl:  be  us’d  thus  rafcally  ? 

1 Offi.  What  made  you  wandring 

So  late  i’th’  night  ? you  know  that  is  imprifonnicnt. 

Rut.  May  be  1 walk  in  my  fleep. 

2 Offi.  May  be  we’l  walk  ye. 

What  made  you  wandring  Sir,  into  that  vault 
Where  all  the  City  florc,  and  the  Munition  lay  ? 

R t.  \ fdl  into  it  by  chance,  1 broke  my  (bins  for’t : 

• Your  worlhips  feel  not  that ; I knockt  my  head 
Againfla  hundred  ports,  would  you  had  had  it. 

Cannot  I break  my  neck  in  my  own  defence  ? 

2 Offi.  This  will  not  ferve  ; you  cannot  put  it  offfo, 

: Your  coming  thither  was  to  play  the  villain, 

To  fire  the  Powder,  to  blow  up  that  part  o’th’  City. 

Rut.  Yes,  with  my  nofc ; v/hy  were  the  trap  doors  open  ? 
Might  not  you  fall,  or  you,  had  you  gone  that  way  ? 

I thought  your  City  had  funk. 

! You  did  your  bertSir, 


We  mufl;  prefume,  to  help  it  into  th’  Air, 

If  you  call  that  finking ; we  have  told  you  what’s  the  law, 
He  that  is  taken  there,  unlefs  a Magiftrate,  ^ 

And  have  command  in  that  place,  prefently 
If  there  be  nothing  found  apparent  near  hini 
Worthy  his  torture,  or  his  prefent  death. 

Mull  eitheir  pay  his  fine  for  his  prefumption  j 
(Which  is  lix  hundred  Duckets)  or  for  fix  years 
Tug  at  an  Oar  i’th’  Gallies ; will  ye  walk  Sir, 

For  we  prefume  you  cannot  pay  the  penalty. 

Rut . Row  in  the  Gallies,  after  all  this  mifehief.^ 

2 Offi.  May  be  you  were  drunk,they’l  keep  you  fober  there. 
Rut.  Tug  at  an  Oar  ? you  are  not  arrant  rafcals, 

To  catch  me  in  a pit-fall,  and  betray  me? 

Sul.  A lufty  minded  man. 

Ja.  A wondrous  able. 

Sid.  Pray  Gentlemen,  allow  me  but  that  liberty 
To  {peak  a few  words  with  your  pi  ifoncr. 

And  1 fhall  thank  you. 

I Offi.  Take  your  pleafure  Lady. 

Sul.  What  would  you  give  that  woman  fhould  redeem  ye, 
Redeem  ye  from  this  flavery  ? 

Ti^ut.  Befides  my  fervice 

I would  give  her  my  whole  felf,  I would  be  her  vaflal. 

Sul.  She  has  reafon  to  exped  as  much,  conlidering 
The  great  fum  (he  pays  for’t,  yet  take  comfort. 

What  ye  ffiall  do  to  merit  this,  is  cafie. 

And  I will  be  the  woman  fhall  befriend  ye, 

’Tis  but  to  entertain  fome  handforae  Ladies, 

And  young  fair  Gentlewomen : you  guefs  the  way ; 

But  giving  of  your  mind 

Rut.  I am  excellent  at  it : 

You  cannot  pick  out  fuch  another  living. 

I underftand  ye : is’t  not  thus  ? 

Sul,  Ye  have  it. 

Rut.  Bring  me  a hundred  of ’em:  I’le  difpatch ’em. 

I will  be  node  but  yours : fhould  a:iother  offer 
Another  way  to  redeem  me,  I fhould  fcorn  it. 

What  women  you  fhall  pleafe : I am  raonftrous  lufty ; 

Not  to  be  taken  down : would  you  have  Children  ? 

Tie  get  you  thofe  as  faft,  and  thick  as  flic-blows. 

Sul.  I admire  him : wonder  at  him ! 

Rut.  Hark  ye  Lady, 

You  may  require  fometimes — 

SuL  I by  my  faith. 

Rut.  And  you  fliall  have  it  by  my  faith,  and  handfbmiy : 
This  old  Cat  will  fuck  ffirewdly : you  have  no  Daughters  ? 

I flye  at  all : now  am  I in  my  Kingdom. 

Tug  at  an  Oar?  no,  tug  in  a Feather-bed, 

With  good  warm  Caudles  y hang  your  bread  and  water, 
ric  make  you  young  again,  believe  that  Lady. 

1 will  fo  frubbifh  you. 

Sul.  Come,  follow  Officers, 

This  Gentleman  is  free : Tie  pay  the  Duckets. 

Riit.  And  when  you  catch  me  in  your  City-powdring-tub 
Again,  boil  me  with  Cabbidge. 

I Offi.  You  are  both  warn’d  and  arm’d  Sir.  ^Exeunt. 

Scena  quarta.  Enter  Leopold,  Hippolyta,  Zenocia. 

Zen.  Will  your  Ladyffiip  wear  this  Drefling  ? 

Hif.  Leave  thy  prating : 

I care  not  what  I wear. 

Zen.  Yet  ’tis  my  duty 

To  know  your  pleafure,  and  my  worft  afflidion 
To  fee  you  difeontented. 

Hip.  Weeping  too  ? 

Prethec  forgive  me : lam  much  diftemper’d. 

And  fpeak  1 know  not  what : to  make  thee  amends 
The  Gown  that  I wore  yefterday,  is  thine  j 
Let  it  alone  awhile. 

Leo.  Now  you  perceive. 

And  taflc  her  bounty. 

Zen.  Much  above  my  me  ri  t. 

Leo.  but  have  you  not  yet  found  a happy  time 

To 
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To  move  for  me. 

Zen.  I have  watched  all  occafions, 

Bnc  hitherto,  without  fuccefs : yet  doubt  not 
But  rie  embrace  the  firft  means. 

Leo.  Do,  and  profper : 

Excellent  creature,  whofe  perfedions  make 
Even  forrow  lovely,  if  your  frowns  thus  take  me, 

What  would  your  fmiles  doe  ? 

Hif.  Pox  o’  this  ftale  Courtfhip  : 

If  I have  any  power. 

Leo.  I am  commanded  , 

Obedience  is  the  Lovers  facrifice 
Which  I pay  gladly. 

Htf.  To  be  forc’d  to  wooe, 

Being  a woman,  could  not  but  torment  me, 

But  bringing  for  my  advocates,  youth  and  beauty. 

Set  off  with  wealth , and  then  to  be  deni’d  too 
Do’s  comprehend  all  tortures.  They  flatter’d  me. 

That  laid  my  looks  were  charms, my  touches  fetters, 

My  locks  foft  chains,  to  bind  the  arms  of  Princes, 

And  make  them  in  that  wifh’d  for  bondage,  happy. 

I am  like  others  of  a courfer  feature. 

As  weak  to  allure,  but  in  my  dotage,  llronger : 

I am  no  Grce-.,  he,  more  than  Vlyffes., 

Scorns  all  my  offer’d  bounties,  flights  my  favours, 

And,  as  I werefome  new  Egyptian,  flyes  me. 

Leaving  no  pawn,  but  my  own  lhame  behind  him. 

But  he  fliall  finde,  that  in  my  fell  revenge, 

I am  a woman  : one  that  never  pardons 
The  rude  contemner  of  her  proffered  fweetnefs. 

Enter  Zabulon. 

Madam,  ’tis  done. 

Hif.  What’s  done  ? 

Zab.  The  uncivill  ftranger 
Is  at  your  fuite  arreffed. 

Hip.  ’Tis  well  handled. 

Zab.  And  under  guard  lent  to  the  Governour, 

With  whom  my  teftimony,  and  the  favour 
He  bears  your  Ladifhip,  have  fo  prevail’d 
That  he  is  fentenc’d. 

Hip.  How  ? 

Zab.  To  lofe  his  head. 

Htp.  Is  that  the  means  to  quench  the  Icorching  heat 
Of  my  inrag’d  defires  ? muff:  innocence  fuffer, 

’Caufe  I am  faulty  t or  is  my  Love  fo  fatall 

That  of  necelTity  it  mulbdeltroy 

The  objeft  it  molt  longs  for  ? dull  Hippolyta^ 

To  think  that  injuries  could  make  way  for  love, 

When  courtefies  were  delpis’d : that  by  his  death 
Thou  Ihouldll  gain  that,  which  only  thou  canfthope  for 
While  he  is  living : My  honour’s  at  the  flake  now. 

And  cannot  be  preferv’d,  unlefs  he  perilh, 

The  enjoying  of  the  thing  I love,  1 ever 

Have  priz’d  above  my  fame  : why  doubt  I now  then  ? 

One  only  way  is  left  me,  to  redeem  all ; 

Make  ready  my  Caroch. 

Leo.  What  will  you  Madam  f 

Hip.  And  yet  I am  impatient  of  fuch  flay ; 

Bind  up  my  hair : fye,  fye,  while  that  is  doing 
The  Law  may  feife  his  life : thus  as  I am  then, 

Not  \'\k.Q  HippolytUy  but  a Bacchanall 

My  frantique  Love  tranfports  me.  I,  Exit 

Leo.  Sure  Ihe’s  diftraded. 

Zab.  Pray  you  follow  her : I will  along  with  you : 

I more  than  ghefs  the  caufe : women  that  love 
Are  moft  uncertain,  and  one  minute  crave, 

What  in  another  they  refufc  to  have.  C E.xit. 

Scena  Q^nta. 

Enter  Clodio,  Charino. 

Co.  Aflure  thy  felf  Charino^  I am  alter’d 
From  what  I was  •,  the  tempefts  we  have  met  with 
In  our  uncertain  voyage,  were  fmooth  gales 


Compar’d  to  thole,  the  memory  of  my  lulls 
Rais’d  in  my  Confcicncc : and  if  ere  again 
I live  to  fee  Zenovia^  I will  fue, 

And  feck  to  her  as  a Lover,  and  a Servant, 

And  not  command  affeftion,  like  a Tyrant. 

Char.  In  hearing  this,  you  make  me  young  again. 

And  Heaven,  it  feems,  favouring  this  good  change  in  you 
In  fetting  of  a period  to  our  dangers 
Gives  us  fair  hopes  to  find  that  here  in  Lisbon 
Which  hitherto  in  vain  we  long  have  fought  for. 

1 have  receiv’d  alfur’d  intelligence, 

Such  flrangers  have  been  feen  here : and  though  yet 
1 cannot  learn  their  fortunes,  nor  the  place 
Of  their  abode,  I have  a Soul  prefages 
A fortunate  event  here. 

Co.  There  have  pafs’d 
A mutual  enterchange  of  courtefies 
Between  me,  and  the  Governour  •,  therefore  boldly 
Wemaypreliimeofhim,  and  of  his  power 
If  we  finde  caufe  to  ufe  them,  otherwile 
I would  not  be  known  here,  and  thefe  difguifes 
Will  keep  us  from  difeovery. 

Enter  Manuel,  Dodor,  Arnoldo,  Guard. 

Char.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Co.  The  Governour : with  him  my  Rival,  bound. 

Char.  For  certain  ’tis  Arnoldo. 

Clo.  Let’s  attend 
What  the  fuccefs  will  be. 

Mar.  Is’t  polTible 

There  Ihould  be  hope  of  his  recovery. 

His  wounds  fo  many  and  fo  deadly  ? 

DolI.  So  they  appear’d  at  firft,  but  the  blood  ftop’d, 

His  trance  forfook  him,  and  on  better  fearch 
We  found  they  were  not  mortal. 
eJMan.  Ufe  all  care 

To  perfed  this  unhop’d  for  cure  ; that  done 
Propole  your  own  rewards : and  till  you  lhall 
Hear  farther  from  me,  for  fome  ends  I have. 

Conceal  it  from  his  Mother. 

DoSl.  Wce’l  not  fail  Sir.  L^xit 

Man.  You  ftill  ftand  confident  on  your  innocence. 

Am.  It  is  my  beft  and  laft  guard,  which  I will  not 
Leave,  to  relye  on  your  uncertain  mercy. 

£»ffrHippolyta,  Zabulon,  Leopold,  Zenocia,  2 Servants. 

Hip.  Who  bad  you  follow  me ! Goe  home,  and  you  Sir, 
As  you  rclped  me,  goe  with  her. 

Arn.  Zenocia  ! 

And  in  her  houfe  a Servant ! 

Char.  ’Tis  my  Daughter. 

00.  My  love  ? Contain  your  joy,  obferve  the  feqtiel.  Zen. 
Man.  Fye  Madam,  how  undecent  ’tis  for  you, 

So  far  unlike  your  felf  to  bee  feen  thus 

In  th’open  ftreets  ? why  do  you  kneel  ? pray  you  rile, 

I am  acquainted  with  the  wrong,  and  lofs 
You  have  fuftain’d,  and  the  Delinquent  now 
Stands  ready  for  his  punilhment. 

Hip.  Let  it  fall.  Sir , 

On  the  offender ; he  is  innocent. 

And  moft  unworthy  of  thefe  bonds  he  wears. 

But  I made  up  of  guilt. 

. Man.  What  ftrange  turn’s  this  ? . 

Leo.  This  was  my  prifoner  once. 

Hip.  If  chaftity 

In  a young  man,  and  tempted  to  the  height  too 
Did  ere  delerve  reward,  or  admiration. 

He  juftly  may  claim  both.  Love  to  his  perfon 
( Or  if  you  pleafe  give  it  a fouler  name  ) 

Compel’d  me  firft  to  train  him  to  my  houfe^ 

All  engines  I rais’d  there  to  lhake  his  vertue,  . , 

Which  in  the  alTault  were  ufelefsjhe  unmov’d  ftill 
As  if  he  had  no  part  of  humane  frailty. 

Againft  the  nature  of  my  Sex,  almoft 

...  . I plaid.. 
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Jplaklthe  Ravifiicr.  Yoii  might  have  fccn 
In  onr  contention  , young  Apol'.o  fly 
And  loYc-llck  D.ipb.:e  follow,  all  arts  failing, 

By  flight  he  wanthc  vi(ftory,  breaking  from 
My  fcorn’d  embraces : the  repulfe  ( in  women 
Linfurtcrable  ) invited  me  to  pradlife 
A means  to  be  reveng’d : and  from  this  grew 
His  Accufarion,  and  the  abufe 
Ot  your  itill  cquall  jiiftice : My  rage  ever 
Thanks  heaven, though  wanton,  I found  not  my  felf 
So  far  engag’d  to  Hell,  to  profecutc 
To  the  death  what  1 had  plotted,  for  that  love 
That  made  me  fu  ll  delire  him,  then  accufe  him, 
Commands  me  with  the  hazard  of  my  felf 
Firll  to  entreat  his  pardon,  then  acquit  him. 

Af.ifi.  Vhat  ere  you  arc,fo  much  1 love  your  vertue, 
That  1 delire  your  friendlhip : do  you  unloofe  him 
From  thofe  bonds,  you  are  worthy  of : your  repentance 
Makes  part  of  fatisfadion ; yet  I mull 
Severely  reprehend  you. 

Leo.  I am  made 

A Hale  on  all  parts : But  this  fellow  lliall- 
Pay  dearly  for  her  favour. 

.tTtt.  My  life’s  fo  full 
Of  various  changes,  that  I now  defpair 
Of  any  certain  port  •,  one  trouble  ending, 

A new,  and  worfe  fucceeds  it : what  Ihould  ZenocU 

Do  in  this  w'omans  houfe  ? Can  challity 

And  hot  Lull  dwell  together  without  infedion  ? 

I would  not  be  or  jealous,  or  fecure. 

Yet  fomething  mull  be  done,  to  found  the  depth  on’t  .* 

That  llie  lives  is  my  blifs,  but  living  there, 

A hell  of  torments  ; there’s  no  way  to  her 
In  whom  I live,  but  by  this  door,  through  which 
To  me  ’tis  death  to  enter,  yet  I mult, 

And  will  make  tryal. 

Man.  Let  me  hear  no  more 
Of  thefe  devices.  Lady:  this  I pardon. 

And  at  your  intercellion  I forgive 
Your  inllrument  the  Jew  too : get  you  home. 

The  hundred  thoufand  crowns  you  lent  the  City 
Towards  the  letting  forth  of  the  laH  Navy 
Bound  for  the  Illands,  was  a good  then,  which 
I balfance  with  your  ill  now. 

Char.  Now  Sir,  to  him. 

You  know  my  Daughter  needs  it. 

Hip.  Let  me  take 

A farewell  with  mine  eye,  Sir,  though  my  lip 
Be  barr’d  the  Ceremonie,  courtefie 
And  Cullom  too  allows  of. 

Am.  Gentle  Madam, 

I neither  am  fo  cold,  nor  fo  ill  bred 

But  that  1 dare  receive  it : you  are  unguarded. 

And  let  me  tell  you  that  I am  alham’d 
Ofmylaterudenefs,  and  would  gladly  therefore 
If  you  plcafe  to  accept  my  ready  ferviee 
Wait  on  you  to  your  houfe. 

Hif.  Above  my  hope : 

Sir,  if  an  Angel  were  to  be  my  convoy, 

He  Ihould  not  be  more  welcom. ffAr. Am.  and\T\^. 

do.  Now  you  know  me. 

Man.  Yes  Sir,  and  honour  you;  ever  remembring 
Your  many  bounties,  being  ambitious  only 
To  give  you  caufe  to  fay  by  fome  one  ferviee 
! That  I am  not  ungratemll. 

I dod.  ’Tis  now  offer’d : 

I I have  a fuit  to  you,  and  an  calie  one, 
i Which  c’re  long  you  lhall  know. 

j Man.  When  you  think  fit  Sir, 

' And  then  as  a command  I will  receiveit, 

Till  w hen,  moll  w’clcom  ; you  are  welcom  too  Sir, 

’Tis  fpoken  from  the  heart,  and  therefore  needs  not 
Much  proteftation  ; at  your  better  leifure 
1 will  enquire  the  caufe  that  brought  you  hither ; 


In  the  mean  time  ferve  you. 
dod.  You  out-doe  me  Sir. 


\i£xcmt. 


A5i}is  QuattHS . 

Enter  Duarte,  Dodor. 


Dna.' 


YO  U have  bellow’d  on  me  a fecond  life. 

For  which  1 live  your  creature,and  have  better’d 
w nar  nature  fram’d  unpcrfecT,  my  firll  being 
Infolent  pride  made  monllrous  ^ but  this  later 
In  learning  me  to  know  my  felf,  hath  taught  me 
Not  to  wrong  others. 

- DoEh.  Then  w'C  live  indeed. 

When  we  can  goe  to  rell  without  alarm' 

Given  every  minute  to  a guilt-lick  confcience 
To  keep  us  vyaking,  and  rife  in  the  morning 
Secure  in  being  innocent : but  when 
In  the  remembrance  of  our  worferadions 
We  ever  bear  about  us  whips  and  furies. 

To  make  the  day  a night  of  forrow  to  us. 

Even  life’s  a burthen. 

Dna.  I have  found  and  felt  it; 

But  will  endeavour  having  firll  made  peace 
With  thole  intelline  enemies  my  rude  pallions, 

To  be  fo  with  man-kind : but  worthy  Dodor,  ^ 

Pray  if  you  can  refolve  me  •,  was  the  Gentleman' 

That  left  me  dead,  ere  brought  unto  his  tryal  T 
DoEl.  Nor  known,  nor  apprehended. 

'Dua.  That’s  my  grief. 

DoEl.  Why, do  you  wilh  he  had  been  punilhed  ? 

Dua.  No, 

TheHream  ofmyfwoln  Borrow  runs  not  that  way  .♦ 

For  could  I find  him,  as  I vow  to  Heaven 
It  lhall  be  my  firll  care  to  feek  him  out, 

I W'ould  with  thanks  acknowledge  that  his  fword, 

In  opening  my  veins,  which  proud  bloud  poifon’d. 

Gave  the  firll  fymptoms  of  true  health. 

Doth.  ’Tis  in  you 

A Chrillianrefolution : that  you  live  , 

Is  by  the  Governours,  your  Uncles  charge 
AsyetconceaPd.  And  though  a fons  lofs  never 
Was  folemniz’d  with  more  tears  of  true  forrow 
Than  have  been  paid  by  your  unequal’d  Mother 
For  your  fuppofed  death,  Ihe’s  not  acquainted 
With  your  recovery. 

Dna.  For  feme  few  dayes 
Pray  let  her  fo  continue  .•  thus  dilguis’d 
I may  abroad  unknown. 

DoEh.  Without  fulpicion 
Of  being  difeovered 
Dua.  I am  confident 

No  moiHure  fooner  dies  than  womens  tears. 

And  therefore  though  I know  my  Mother  vertuous. 

Yet  being  one  of  that  frail  fex  I purpole 
Her  farther  tryal. 

DoEl.  That  as  you  think  fit — I’le  not  betray  you. 

Dua.  To  find  out  this  llranger 
This  true  Phyfician  of  my  mind  and  manners 
Were  fuch  a blelfing.  He  feem’d  poor,  and  may 
Perhaps  be  now  in  want  ^ would  I could  find  him. 

The  Innes  Tie  fearch  firll,  then  the  publick  Stewes  j 
He  was  of  /taly^  and  that  Country  breeds  not 
Precilians  that  way,  but  hot  Libertines 
And  fuch  the  moll  are ; ’tis  but  a little  travail : 

I amunfurnilhttoo,  pray  M''.  DoiHor, 

Can  you  fupply  me  ? 

‘Doth.  VVith  Vt^hat  fumm  you  plcafe. 

‘Dua.  I will  not  be  long  abfent. 

BoEl.  That  I wilh  too^ 

For  till  you  have  more  llrcngth,!  would  not  have  you 
To  be  too  bold. 

Hi- a. 
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Dun.  Fear  not,  1 will  be  carcfull. 


{^Exeiott. 


Enter  Leopold,  Zabulon,  Bravo. 

Zub.  I have  brought  him  Sir,  a fellow  tlrat  will  do  It 
Though  Hell  Hood  in  his  way,  ever  provided 
You  pav  him  for’t. 

Uop.  He  hasaltrange  afpcifl:. 

And  looks  much  like  the  figure  of  a hang-man 
In  a table  of  the  Falfion. 

Zub.  He  tranfeends 

All  precedents,  believe  it,  a flelh’d  ruffian, 

T.  at  hath  lb  often  taken  the  Strappado, 

That  ’tis  to  him  but  as  a lofty  trick 
Is  to  a tumbler : he  hath  perilled  too 
All  Dungeons  in  Portnaly  thrice  feven  years 
Rowed  in  the  Galleys  for  three  feveral  murthers. 

Though  I prefume  that  he  has  done  a hundred, 

And  fcap’t  unpunillit. 

Leop.  He  is  much  in  debt  to  you, 

You  fet  him  ofiffo  well.  What  will  you  take  Sir 
To  beat  a fellow  for  me,  that  thus  wrong’d  me  ? 

Bra.  To  beat  him  fay  you? 

Leop.  Yes,  beat  him  to  lamenefs, 

To  cut  his  lips  or  nofe  off , any  thing. 

That  may  disfigure  him. 

Bra.  Let  me  confider  ? 

Five  hundred  piftolets  for  fuch  a fervice 
I think  were  no  dear  penniworth. 

Zab.  Five  hundred  ! 

VVhy  there  are  of  your  Brother-hood  in  the  City, 
rie  undertake, (hall  kill  a man  for  twenty. 

Bra.  Kill  him  ? 1 think  fo  Tie  kill  any  man 
For  half  the  mony. 

Leop.  And  will  you  ask  more 
For  a found  beating  than  a murther  ? 

Bra.  I Sir, 

And  with  good  reafon,  for  a dogthat’s  dead. 

The  Spanilh  proverb  fays,  will  never  bite : 

But  Ihould  I beat  or  hurt  him  only,  he  may 
Recover,  and  kill  me. 

Leo.  A good  conclufion. 

The  obduracie  of  this  rafcal  makes  me  tenden 
I’le  run  fome  other  courfe,  there’s  your  reward 
VVithout  the  employment. 

Bra.  For  that  as  you  pleafe  Sir  •, 

When  you  have  need  to  kill  a man,  pray  ufe  me. 

But  I am  out  at  beating.  {^Exit. 

Zab.  What’s  to  be  done  then  ? 

Leap.  Tie  tell  thee  Zabnlon^  and  make  thee  privy 
Tomy  moftneardefigns:  this  ftranger,  which 
Hippolyta  lb  dotes  on,  was  my  prifoner 
When  the  lalt  Virgin,  I beftowed  upon  her. 

Was  made  my  prize  *,  how  he  efcaped,  hereafter 
rie  let  thee  know  *,  and  it  may  be  the  love 
He  bears  the  fervant,  makes  him  fcorn  the  Miftris. 

Zab.  ’Tis  not  unlike  for  the  firff;  time  he  faw  her 
His  looks  expreft  fo  much,  and  for  more  proof 
Since  he  came  to  my  Ladys  hoiife,  though  yet 
He  never  knew  her,  he  hath  pradis’d  with  me 
To  help  him  to  a conference,  without 
The  knowledge  of  Hippoiyta  ^ which  I promis’d. 

Leop.  And  by  all  means  perform  it  for  their  meeting. 
But  work  it  fo,  that  my  difdainful  Miflris 
(Whom,  notwithftanding  all  her  injuries, 

’Tis  my  hard  fate  to  love)  may  fee  and  hear  them. 

Zab.  To  what  end  Sir  ? 

Leop.  This  Zabulon : when  Ihe  fees 
Who  is  her  rival,  and  her  Lovers  bafenefs 
To  leave  a Princefs  for  her  bondwoman. 

The  fight  will  make  her  fcorn,  what  now  (he  dotes  on, 

I’le  double  thy  reward. 

Zab.  You  are  like  to  fpeed  then ; 

For  I confefs  what  you  will  foon  believe, 

We  ferve  them  belt  that  are  raoft  apt  to  give. 


For  you,rie  place  you  where  you  lliall  fee  all,  and  yet  be  un- 
obferv’d.  Leop.  That  1 dclirctoo.  {^Exeunt. 

Enter  Arnoldo. 

Zrn.  I cannot  fee  her  yet,  how  it  afflicTs  me 
The  poyfon  of  this  place  fiioul  l mix  it  felf 
With  her  pure  thoughts  ? ’ V was  flic  that  was  commanded  , 
Or  my  eyes  failed  me  grofly  •,  tliat  youth,  that  face 
And  all  that  noble  Iwecncls.  May  flie  not  live  here. 

And  yet  be  honell  fill  ? ' I 

Enter  Zenoaa. 

Zen.  It  is  Arnoldo^ 

From  all  his  dangers  free*,  fortune  I blefs  thee. 

My  noble  husband ! how  my  joy  fwclls  in  me. 

But  why  in  this  place  ? what  bulinefs  hath  he  here  ? 

He  cannot  hear  of  me,  I am  not  known  here. 

I left  him  vertuous  -,how  I lhake  to  think  now  ? 

And  how  that  joy  I had,  cools,  and  forfakes  me  ? 

Enter  above  Hippolyta  and  Zabulon. 

This  Lady  is  but  fair,  I have  been  thought  fo 
Without  compare  admired  ; She  has  bewitched  him 
And  he  forgot- 

Am.  ’Tis  Ihe  again,  the  fame the  fame  Zenocia. 

Zab.  There  they  are  together. Now  you  may  mar^' 

Htp.  Peace,  let  ’em  parly. 

Arn.  That  you  are  well  Zenocia , and  onr^’  mr^r. 

Blefs  my  delpairing  eyes,  with  your  willit  prtfaict, 

I thank  the  gods ; but  that  I meet  you  here 

Hip.  They  are  acquainted. 

Zab.  I found  that  fecret  Madam, 

When  you  comanded  her  go  home ; pray  hear  ’em. 

Zen.  That  you  meet  me  here,  ne’re  blufh  at  that  Arnoldo. 
Y our  coming  comes  too  late ; lama  woman. 

And  one,  woman  with  another  may  be  trufted  j 
Do  you  fear  the  houfe  ? 

Am.  More  than  a fear,  I know  it, 

Know  it  not  good,  not  honed. 

Zen.  What  do  you  here  then  ? 

Tth*  name  of  vertue  why  do  you  approach  it  ? 

Will  you  confefs  the  doubt  and  yet  purfue  it  ?. 

Where  have  your  eyes  been  wandring, my  Arnoldo  ? 

What  condancy,  what  faith  do  you  call  this  ^ Fie, 

Aim  at  one  wanton  mark,  and  wound  another  ? 

I do  confefs,  the  Lady  fair,  mod  beauteous, 

And  able  to  betray  a drong  mans  liberty. 

But  you  that  have  a love,  a wife — you  do  well 
Todealthus  wifely  with  me : yet  Arnoldo^ 

Since  you  are  pleas’d  to  dudy  a new  beauty, 

And  think  this  old  and  ill,  beaten  with  mifery, 

Study  a nobler  way  for  fhame  to  love  me, 

VVrong  not  her  honedy. 

Am.  You  have  confirm’d^me.  ( you, 

Zen.  Who  though  die  be  your  wife,  will  never  hinder 
So  much  I red  a fervant  to  your  wifhes. 

And  love  your  Loves,  though  they  be  my  dedrudlions. 

No  man  fhall  know  me,  nor  the  Ihare  1 have  in  thee, 

No  eye  fufped  I am  able  to  prevent  you, 

For  fince  I am  a flave  to  this  great  Lady, 

Whom  i perceive  you  follow. 

Am.  Be  not  blinded. 

Zen.Foitme  (hall  make  me  ufeful  to  your  fervice, 

I will  fpeak  for  you. 

Am.  Speak  for  me  ? you  wrong  me. 

Zen.  I will  endeavour  all  the  wayes  I am  able 
To  make  her  think  well  of  you ; will  that  pleafe  ? 

To  make  her  dote  upon  you,  dote  to  madnefs , 

So  far  againd  my  felf  I will  obey  you. 

But  when  that’s  done,  and  I have  (hewed  this  duty, 

This  great  obedience,  few  will  buy  it  at  my  price. 

Thus  will  I fliake  hands  with  you,  wifii  you  well, 

• But  never  fee  you  more,  nor  receive  comfort 
From  any  thing,  cAmoldo. 
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^rn.  You  arc  too  tender  ; 

I neither  doubt  you,  nor  ddire  longer 
To  be  a man,  and  live,  than  1 am  honefl: 

And  only  yours ; our  inlinite  alfedions 
Abus’d  us  both. 

Z,ib.  X'V’hercarc  your  favoursnow  ? 

The  courtelies  you  Ibew’d  this  ftranger,  Madam  ? 
j Htf.  Have  I now  found  the  caufe 

Zub.  Attend  it  further. 

Zet:.  Did  flic  invite  you,  do  you  fay  ? 

Arn.  Moft  cunningly, 

And  with  a preparation  of  that  ftate 
I was  brought  in  and  welcom’d. 

Zt77.  Seem’d  to  love  you  ? 

Am.  Mofl:  infinitely,at  firfl:  fight, mofl  dotingly. 

Zen.  She  is  a goodly  Lady. 

Am.  Wondrous  handfom: 

.At  firfl  view,  being  taken  unprepar’d, 

Y our  memory  not  prefent  then  to  affifl  me. 

She  feem’d  fo  glorious  fweet,  and  fo  far  Hir’d  me, 

Nay  be  not  jealous,  there’s  no  harm  done. 

Zen.  Prethee didft  thou  not  kifs,  ey^rmldo  ? 

Am.  Yes  faith  did  I. 

Zen.  And  then  

Am.  I durfl  not,  did  not 

Zen.  I forgive  you , 

Come  tell  the  truth. 

Arn.  May  be  I lay  with  her. 

Htp.  He  mocks  me  too,  mofl  bafely. 

Zen.  Did  ye  faith  ? did  ye  forget  fo  far  ? 

Arn.  Come,  come,  no  weeping  \ 

I would  have  lyen  firfl  in  my  grave,  believe  that. 

Why  will  you  ask  thofe  things  you  would  not  hear  ? 

She  is  too  untemperate  to  betray  my  vertues. 

Too  openly  lafeivious:  had  flie  dealt 
But  with  that  feeming  modefly  fhe  might. 

And  flung  a little  Art  upon  her  ardor. 

But  ’twas  forgot,and  I forgot  to  like  her. 

And  glad  I was  deceiv’d.  No  my  Zemda, 

My  firfl  love  here  begun,  refls  here  unreapt  yet, 

And  here  for  ever. 

Zen.  You  have  made  me  happy, 

Even  in  the  midfl  of  bondage  blefl. 

Zab.  You  fee  now 
What  rubs  are  in  your  way. 

Hip.  And  quickly  Zabnlon 
rie  root  ’em  out. — Be  fure  you  do  this  prefently. 

Zab.  Do  not  you  alter  then. 

Htp.  I am  refolute.  C Zabulon. 

Arn.  To  fee  you  only  I came  hither  lafl. 

Drawn  by  no  love  of  hers,  nor  bafe  allurements. 

For  by  this  holy  light  I hate  her  heartily. 

Leop.  I am  glad  of  that,  you  have  fav’d  me  fo  much  ven- 
And  fo  much  fear,  ^ ( geance 

From  this  hour  fair  befal  you. 

Arn.  Some  means  I fhall  make  fhortly  to  redeem  you, 
Till  when,  obferve  her  well,  and  fit  her  temper. 

Only  her  lull  contemn. 

Zen.  When  fhall  I lee  you? 

f^rn.  I will  live  hereabouts,  and  bear  her  fair  flill, 

! Till  I can  find  a fit  hour  to  redeem  you. 

Hip.  Shut  all  the  doors. 

r^rn.  Who’s  that  ? 

Zen.  We  arc  betray’d, 

The  Lady  of  the  houfe  has  heard  our  parly, 

.Seen  us,  and  feen  our  Loves. 

Hip.  You  courteous  Gallant, 

You  that  fcorn  all  I can  bellow,  that  laugh  at 
The  afflictions,  and  the  groans  I fuffer  for  you, 

That  flight  and  jeer  my  love,  contemn  the  fortune 
My  favours  can  fling  on  you,  have  I caught  you  ? 

Have  I now  found  the  caufe  ? ye  fool  my  wifhes ; 

, Is  mine  own  Have,  my  bane,'  Inourilhthat 
That  fucks  up  my  content.  Tie  pray  no  more. 


Nor  wooe  no  more  i thou  fhalt  fee  fooJifli  man, 

And  to  thy  bitter  pain  and  anguifh,.  look  on 
The  vengeance  I lhall  take,  provok’d  and  flighted  • 

Redeem  her  then,  and  flcal  her  hence : ho  Zabulon. 

Now  to  your  work. 

Enter  and  ScTY^ints,  feme  holding  Arnoldo, 

fome  ready  with  a cord  to  fir  angle  Zenocia. 

Arn.  Lady,  but  hear  me  fpeak  firfl. 

As  you  have  pity. 

Hip.  I have  none.  You  taught  me, 

When  I even  hung  about  your  neck,  you  fcorn’d  me. 

Zab.  Shall  we  pluck  yet  ? 

^ Hip.  No,  hold  a little  Zabulonj 
Tie  pluck  his  heart-firings  firfl : now  am  I worthy 
A little  of  your  love? 

(lyirn.  Tie  be  your  Servant , 

Command  me  through  what  danger  you  fhall  aime  at. 

Let  it  be  death. 

Hip.  Be  fure  Sir,  I fhall  fit  you. 

Arn.  But  fpare  this  Virgin. 

Hip.  I would  fpare  that  villain  firfl. 

Had  cut  my  Fathers  throat. 

Arn.  Bounteous  Lady, 

If  in  your  fex  there  be  that  noble  foftnefs, 

That  tendernefs  of  heart,  women  are  crown’d  for 
Zen.  Kneel  not  Arnoldo,  doe  her  not  that  honour. 

She  is  not  worthy  fuch  fubmiflion  , 

1 fcorn  a life  depends  upon  her  pity. 

Proud  woman  do  thy  worll,  and  arm  thy  anger 
With  thoughts  as  black  as  Hell,  as  hot  and  bloody, 

I bring  a patience  here,  fhall  make  ’em  blufli,  | 

An  innocence , fliall  outlook  thee,  and  death  too.  j 

Arn.  Make  me  your  flavc,  I give  my  freedom  to  ye,  j 

For  ever  to  be  fetter’d  to  your  fervice  •, 

’Twas  I offended,  be  not  fo  unjufl  then, 

To  Hrike  the  innocent,  this  gentle  maid 
Never  intended  fear  and  doubt  againfl  you  : 

She  is  your  Servant,  pay  not  her  obfervance 
With  cruel  looks,  her  duteous  faith  with  death. 

Htp.  Am  I fair  nov/  ? now  am  I worth  your  liking  ? 

Zen.  Not  fair,  not  to  be  liked,  thou  glorious  Devil, 

Thou  vernifht  piece  of  lull,  thou  painted  fury. 

Arn.  Speak  gently  fweet,  fpeak  gently. 

Zen.  rie  fpeak  nobly. 

’Tis  not  the  laving  of  a life  I aim  at, 

Mark  me  lafeivious  woman,  mark  me  truly. 

And  then  confider,  how  I weigh  thy  anger. 

Life  is  no  longer  mine,  nor  dear  unto  me. 

Than  ufefull  to  his  honour  I preferve  it. 

If  thou  hadft  fludied  all  the  courtefies 
Humanity  and  noble  blood  are  linkt  to. 

Thou  couldll  not  have  propounded  fuch  a benefit. 

Nor  heapt  upon  me  fudi  unlookt  for  honour 
As  dying  for  his  fake,  to  be  his  Martyr, 

’Tis  fuch  a grace. 

Hip.  You  fhall  not  want  that  favour. 

Let  your  bones  work  miracles. 
tArn.  Dear  Lady 

By  thofe  fair  eyes 

Hip.  There  is  but  this  way  left  ye 

To  lave  her  life. 

Arn.  Speak  it,  and  I embrace  it. 

Hip.  Come  to  my  private  chamber  prefently, 

And  there,  what  Jove  and  I command 

Arn.  I’le  doe  it. 

Be  comforted  Zenocia. 

Zen.  Do  not  do  this 

To  fave  me,  do  not  lofe  your  felf  I charge  you, 

I charge  you  by  your  love,  that  love  your  bear  me^ 

That  love,that  conflant  love  you  have  twin’d  tome. 

By  all  your  promifes,  take  heed  you  keep  ’em. 

Now  is  your  conflant  tryal.  Ifthoudoflthis, 

Or  mov’H  one  foot,  to  guide  thee  to  her  luff, 
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My  curies  and  eternal  hate  purliic  thee. 

Redeem  me  at  the  bale  price  ot  difloyalty  ? 

Mull  my  undoubted  honelty  be  thy  Bawd  too? 

Go  and  intwine  thy  Iclf  about  that  body  •, 

Tell  her,  tor  my  life  thou  halt  Jolt  thine  honour, 

Pull’d  all  thy  vows  from  heaven,  bafely,molt  bafely 
Stoop’d  to  the  lervile  Hames  of  that  foul  woman, 

To  add  an  hour  to  me  that  hate  thee  for  it, 

Know  thee  not  again,nor  name  thee  for  a Husband. 

Arrt.  What  lliall  I do  to  favc  her  ? 
iiif.  How  now,  what  halt  there  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  The  Governour,  attended  with  fome  Gentlemen, 
Are  newly  entred,  to  fpeak  with  your  Ladilliip. 

Hiv.  Pox  o’  their  bufmels,  repri'we  her  for  tins  hour, 

I lhall  have  other  time. 

Jrn.  Now  fortune  help  us. 

Hif.  rie  meet ’em  prefently;  retire  awhile  all. 

Zab.  You  rife  to  day  upon  your  right  fide  Lady ; 

You  know  the  danger  too,  and  may  prevent  it. 

And  if  you  fuffer  her  to  perilh  thus. 

As  Ibe  mull  do,  and  fuddenly,  believe  it, 

Unlefs  you  Hand  her  friend  *,  you  know  the  way  on’t, 

I guefs  you  poorly  love  her,  Jefs  your  fortune. 

Let  her  know  nothing,  and  perform  this  matter, 

There  are  hours  ordained  for  feveral  bufinelTes, 

You  underltand. 

Jrn.  I underltand  you  Bawd  Sir, 

And  fuch  a Counfellour  I never  car’d  for. 

Enter  the  Governour,  Clodio,  Leopold,  Charino  and 
Attendants  at  one  door,  Hippolyta  at  the  other. 

Hip.  Your  Lordlhip  does  me  honour. 

Gover.  Fair  Hippelytaj 
I am  come  to  eafe  you  of  a charge.  ^ 

Hip.  I keep  none 

I count  a burthen  Sir  : and  yet  I lye  too. 

Cover.  Which  is  the  Maid  j islhehere? 

Ood.  YesSir, 

This  is  Ihe,  this  is  Zenocia, 

The  very  fame  I fued  to  your  Lordlhip  for. 

Zen.  doi/w again?  moremifery?  more  ruin? 

Under  what  angry  Itar  is  my  life  govern’d  ? 

^ov.Gome  hither  Maid,you  are  once  more  a free  woman. 
Here  1 difeharge  your  bonds. 

j4rn.  Another  fmile, 

Another  trick  of  fortune  to  betray  us ! 

Hip.  Why  does  your  Lordlhip  ufe  me  fo  unnobly  ? 
Againll  my  will  to  take  away  my  bond-woman  ? 

(jov.  She  was  no  lawful  prize,  therefore  no  bond- woman : 
She’s  of  that  Country  we  hold  friendlhip  with. 

And  ever  did,  and  therefore  to  be  ufed 
With  entertainment,  fair  and  courteous. 

The  breach  of  League  in  us  gives  foul  example. 

Therefore  you  muft  be  pleas’d  to  think  this  honefl  •, 

Did  you  know  what  Ihe  was? 

Leap.  Not  till  this  inllant  ^ 

For  had  I known  her,  Ihe  had  been  noprifoner.  ' 

Gov.  There, take  the  Maid,  Ihe  is  at  her  own  difpofe  now, 
And  if  there  be  ought  elfe  to  do  your  honour 

Any  poor  fervice  in 

Clod.  I am  vowed  your  fervant. 

.Arn.  Your  Father’s  here  too,  that’s  our  only  comfort. 
And  in  a Country  now,  w e Hand  free  people. 

Where  Clodio  has  no  power,  be  comforted. 

Zen.  I fear  fome  trick  yet. 

Arn.  Benotfodejeded. 

Cover.  You  mull  not  be  dilpleas’d  \ fo  farewel  Lady. 
Come  Gentlemen  j Captain,  you  mull  with  me  too, 

I have  a little  bufinefs. 

Leop.  I attend  your  Lordlhip: 

Now  my  way’s  free,  and  my  hope’s  Lord  again. 

\_ExcHnt  all  hut  Hip.  and  Zab. 


Hip.  D’ye  jeer  me  now  ye  arc  going  ? 

I may  live  yet — . to  make  you  howl  both. 

Zab.  You  might  have  done  j you  had  power  then, 

But  now  the  chains  are  olf,  the  command  loll,  '• 

And  fuch  a Itory  they  will  make  of  this  ’ 

To  laugh  out  lazie  time.  | 

Htp.  No  means  yet  left  me  ? ! 

For  now  1 burlt  with  anger ; none  to  fatislie  me  ? 

No  comfort  ? ro  ivvenge  ? 

Zab.  You  fpeak  too  late  \ 

You  might  have  had  all  thele,  your  ufeful  lervants. 

Had  you  been  vile,  and  I’uddain ; what  pow'cr,  or  wdll 
Over  her  beau'  y,  have  you  now  ? by  violence 
To  conltraln  1;  love  ^ n^e  is  as  free  as  you  are. 

And  no  law  can  impeach  her  liberty. 

And  whilll  Ihe  is  fo,  Armldo  will  uefpife  you. 

Htp.  Either  my  love  or  anger  mull  be  fatisfied, 

Or  1 mull  dye. 

Zab.  I have  a way  wou’d  do  it,  i 

Wou’d  do  it  yet,  proted  me  from  the  Law. 

Hip.  From  any  thing ; thou  knowell  what  power  I have, 
What  mony,  and  what  friends.  « 

Zab.  TisadevililhOne: 

But  fuch  mull  now  be  us’d : walk  in.  Tie  tell  you  •, 

And  if  you  like  it,  if  the  Devil  can  do  any  thing 

Hip.  Devil,  or  what  thou  wilt,  fo  I be  fatisfied.  {jSx. 

Enter  Sulpitia,  and  Jaques. 

Snip.  This  is  the  rarell  and  the  lulliefl:  fellow. 

And  fo  bellirs  himlelf 

faq.  Give  him  breath  Miltrefs, 

You’l  melt  him  elfe. 

Snip.  He  does  perform  fuch  wonders 

The  women  are  mad  on  him. 

Jaq.  Give  him  breath  I fay, 

The  man  is  but  a man,  he  mult  have  breath. 

Snip.  How  many  had  he  yelterday .? 

And  they  paid  bravely  too. 
faq.  About  fourteen, 

But  llill  I cry  give  breath,  fpare  him  and  have  him.- 
Snip.  Five  Dames  to  day ; this  was  a fmall  Itage, 

He  may  endure  five  more. 

Jaq.  Breath,  breath  I cry  Hill  •, 

Body  o’  me  give  breath,  the  man’s  a loH  man  elfe. 

Feed  him  and  give  him  breath. 

Enter  2 Gentlewomen. 

Snip.  Welcome  Gentlewomen, 

Y’are  very  welcome.  (fellow 

I Gen.  We  hear  you  have  a lully  and  well  complexion’d 
That  does  rare  tricks ; my  Siller  and  my  felf  here, 

Would  trifle  out  an  hour  or  two,  fo  pleafe  you.  i 

Snip.  Jaques.^  condud’emin.  j 

Both.  There’s  for  your  cour telle.  \_£x.  Jaq.  and  Gent. 

Snip.  Good  pay  Hill,  good  round  pay,  this  happy  fellow 
Will  fet  me  up  again  *,  he  brings  in  gold 
Falter  than  I have  leifure  to  receive  it. 

0 that  his  body  were  not  flelh  and  fading  5 

But  rie  fo  pap  him  up — nothing  too  dear  for  hirri ; 

What  a fweet  feent  he  has? — Now  what  news  Jaqnes? 

Jaq.  He  cannot  lall,  I pity  the  poor  man, 

1 fuffer  for  him  ^ two  Coaches  of  young  City  dames, 

And  they  drive  as  the  Devil  were  in  the  wheels, 

Are  ready  now  to  enter : and  behind  thefe 

An  old  dead-palfied  Lady  in  a Litter, 

And  Ihe  makes  all  the  halte  llie  can : the  man’s  loll, 

Y3u  may  gather  up  his  dry  bones  to  make  Nine-pins, 

But  for  his  flelh. 

Snip.  Thefe  are  but  eafie  labours  . 

Yet,  for  I know  he  muH  have  rell.  i 

Ja.  He  mull — you’ll  beat  him  olfhis  legs  elfe  prefently.  | 
Snl.  Go  in,  and  bid  him  pleafe  himfelf,  I am  pleas’d  too : 
To  morrow’s  a new  day  ^ but  if  he  can 
I would  have  him  take  pity  0’  the  old  Lady. 

O 2 Alas 
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Alas  ’tis  charity. 

7**f.  ric  tell  him  all  this. 

And  if  he  be  not  too  fool-hardy. 

StJter  Zabulon. 

Su!p.  How  now  ? 

W'hat  news  with  you  ? 

Z^h.  Youmuftprefently 
Shew  all  the  art  you  have,  and  for  my  Lady. 

Sulp.  She  may  command. 

Z.ib.  Y ou  mull  not  dream  nor  trifle. 

Sulp.  W'hich  way  ? 

Zab.  A fpell  you  mufl:  prepare,  a powerful  one, 

Perufe  but  thefe  directions,  you  fhall  find  all  *, 

There  is  the  picture  too,  be  quick,  and  faithful. 

And  do  it  with  that  llrength — when  ’tis  perform’d, 

Pitch  your  rew’ard  at  what  you  pleafe,  you  have  it. 

Sul.  Tie  do  my  belt,  and  fuddenly : but  hark  ye, 

W^ill  you  never  lye  at  home  again  ? 

Zab.  Excufeme, 

1  have  too  much  bullnefs  yet. 

Snip.  I am  right  glad  on’t. 

Z.ib.  Think  on  your  bufinefs,  fofarewel. 

Snip,  rie  do  it. 

Zab.  Within  this  hour  Tie  vifit  you  again 
j And  give  you  greater  lights, 
j Sulp.  I lhall  obferve  ye ; 

This  brings  a brave  reward,  bravely  Tie  do  it, 

And  all  the  hidden  art  1 have,  exprefs  in’t. 

[_Sxeufit  at  both  doors. 

Enter  Rutilio  with  a Night-cap. 

Rut.  Now'  do  I look  as  if  I were  Crow-trodden, 

Fye,  how  my  hams  flirink  under  me ! O me, 

I am  broken-winded  too ; is  this  a life  ? 

I Is  this  the  recreation  I have  aim'd  at  ? 

! I had  a body  once,  a handfome  body. 

And  wholefome  too.  Now  I appear  like  a rafeal, 

That  had  been  hung  a year  or  tw?o  in  Gibbets. 

Fye  how  I faint ! women  ? keep  me  from  women  j 
Place  me  before  a Cannon,  ’tis  a pleafure  •, 

Stretch  me  upon  a Rack,  a recreation ; 

But  women  ? women } O the  Devil ! women  ? 

Curtiui  Gulf  was  never  half  fo  dangerous. 

Is  there  no  way  to  find  the  Trap-door  again, 

And  fall  into  the  Cellar,  and  be  taken  ? 

No  lucky  fortune  to  direCt  me  that  way  ? 

No  Gallics  to  be  got,  nor  yet  no  Gallows  ? 

For  I fear  nothing  now,  no  earthly  thing 
But  thefe  unfatisfied  Men  leeches,  women. 

How  devililhly  my  bones  ake ! O the  old  Lady ! 

I have  a kind  of  waiting- woman  lyes  crofs  my  back  too, 

O how  Ihe  Rings ! no  treafon  to  deliver  me  ? 

Now  what  are  you  ? do  you  mock  me  ? 

Enter  3.  with  Night-caps  very  faintly. 

1 No  Sir,  no; 

We  wereyour  Predeceflbrs  in  this  place, 
j 2 And  come  to  fee  you  bear  up, 

! Rut.  Good  Gentlemen  *, 

; Y on  feem  to  have  a fnuffing  in  your  head  Sir, 

' A parlous  fnuffing,  but  this  fame  dampilh  air- 

I 2 A dampilh  air  indeed. 

Rut.  Blow  your  face  tenderly. 

Your  Jiofe  will  nc’re  endure  it : mercy  o’  me. 

What  are  men  chang’d  to  here  ? is  my  nofe  faft  yet? 

Me  thinks  it  lhakesi’th’ hilts:  pray  tell  me  gentlemen. 
How  long  is’t  fince  you  flourilht  here  ? 
i 3 Not  long  fince. 

! Rut.  Move  your  fclf  eafily,  I fee  you  are  tender, 
i Nor  long  endured, 
j 2 The  labour  w as  fo  much  Sir, 

. And  fo  few  to  perform  it 

{ Mufti  come  to  this? 


And  draw  my  le^s  after  me  like  a lame  Dog  ? 

I cannot  run  away,  I am  too  feeble : 

W^ill  you  foe  for  this  place  again  Gentlemen  ? (plexions. 

1 No  truly  Sir,  the  place  has  been  too  warm  for  our  com. 

2 We  have  enough  on’t,  reft  you  merry  Sir, 

We  came  but  to  congratulate  your  fortune. 

You  have  abundance. 

3 Bear  your  fortune  foberly. 

And  fo  we  leave  you  to  the  next  fair  Lady.  {Ex.  the  3 . 

Rut.  Stay  but  a little,  and  Tie  meet  you  Gentlemen, 

At  the  next  Hofpital : there’s  no  living  thus. 

Nor  am  I able  to  endure  it  longer. 

With  all  the  helps  and  heats  that  can  be  given  me, 

I am  at  my  trot  already : they  are  fair  and  young 
Moft  of  the  women  that  repair  unto  me. 

But  they  ftick  on  like  Burs,  Ihake  me  like  Feathers. 

Enter  Sulpitia. 

More  Women  yet.? 

Would  I were  honeftly  married 
To  any  thing  that  had  but  half  a face, 

And  not  a groat  to  keep  her,  nor  a fmock. 

That  I might  be  civilly  merry  when  I pleafed. 

Rather  than  labouring  in  thefe  Fulling  mills. 

5///.By  thisthelpell  begins  to  work : you  arelufty, 

I lee  you  bear  up  bravely  yet. 

Rut.  Do  you  hear  Lady, 

Do  not  make  a game-bear  of  me,  to  play  me  hourly. 

And  fling  on  all  your  whelps  3 it  would  not  hold  *, 

Play  me  with  feme  diferetion  3 to  day  one  courfe. 

And  two  dayes  hence  another. 

Snip.  If  you  be  fo  angry 
Pay  back  the  mony  I redeem’d  you  at 
And  take  your  courfe,  I can  have  men  enough  : 

You  have  coft  me  a hundred  crowns  fince  you  came  hither. 
In  Broths  and  ftrengthing  Caudles  3 till  you  do  pay  me, 

If  you  will  eat  and  live,  you  fhall  endeavour. 

Tie  chain  you  to’t  elfe. 

Rut.  Make  me  a Dog- kennel, 
rie  keep  your  houfe  and  bark,  and  feed  on  bare  bones. 

And  be  whipt  out  0’  doors. 

Do  you  mark  me  Lady  ? whipt, 
rie  cat  old  fliocs. 

Enter  Duarte. 

Dua.  In  this  houfe  I am  told 
There  is  a ftranger,  of  a goodly  perfon. 

And  fuch  a one  there  was  3 if  I could  fee  him, 

I yet  remember  him. 

Sulp.  Your  bufinefs  Sir, 

If  it  be  for  a woman,  ye  are  couzen’d, 

I keep  none  here.  {Exit. 

Dua.  Certain  this  is  the  Gentleman  3 
The  very  fame. 

Rut.'  Death,  if  I had  but  mony. 

Or  any  friend  to  bring  me  from  this  bondage, 

I would  Threfh,  fetupa'Coblersfhop,  keep  Hogs, 

And  feed  with  ’em,  fell  Tinder-boxes, 

And  Knights  of  Ginger-bread,  Thatch  for  three 
Half  pence  a day,  and  think  it  Lordly, 

From  this  bafe  Stallion  trade : why  does  he  eye  me. 

Eye  me  fo  narrowly  ? 

Dua.  It  feems  you  are  troubled  Sir, 

I heard  you  fpeak  of  want. 

Rut.  ’Tis  better  hearing 
Far,  than  relieving  Sir. 

Dua.  I do  not  think  fo,  you  know  me  not. 

Rut.  Not  yet  that  I remember. 

Dua.  You  fhall, and  for  your  friend : I am  beholding  to  ye. 
Greatly  beholding  Sir  3 if  you  remember. 

You  fought  with  fuch  a man,  they  call’d  Duarte, 

A proud  diftemper’d  man : he  was  my  enemy. 

My  mortal  foe,  you  flew  him  fairly,  nobly. 

Rut.  Speak  foftly  Sir,  you  do  not  mean  to  betray  me. 
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I wifht  the  Gallows,  now  th’are  coming  fairly. 

Be  confident,  for  as  Hive,  I love  you,  . 

And  now  you  lhall  perceive  it : for  that  fervice. 

Me,  and  my  purfe  command  : there,  take  it  to  ye, 

’Tisgold,  and  no  fmall  fum,  a thoufand  Duckets, 

Supply  your  w'ant. 

Rut.  But  do  you  do  this  faithfully  ? 

‘Dh.u  If  I mean  ill,  fpit  in  my  face  and  kick  me : 

In  what  elle  I may  ferve  you,  Sir 

Rut.  I thank  you. 

This  is  as  ftrange  to  me  as  Knights  adventures. 

I have  a projed,  ’tis  an  honeft  one. 

And  now  Tie  tempt  my  fortune. 

Dhu.  Truft  me  with  it. 

Rut.  You  are  fo  good  and  honeft  I muft  truft  ye, 

’Tis  but  to  carry  a letter  to  a Lady 
That  fav’d  my  life  once. 

Dha.  That  will  be  moft  thankful, 

I will  do’t  with  all  care. 

Rut.  Where  are  you,  white-broth? 

Now  lufty  blood, 

Come  in,  and  tell  your  mony : 

’Tis  ready  here,  no  threats,  nor  no  orations. 

Nor  prayers  now. 

Snip.  You  do  not  mean  to  leave  me. 

Rut.  Tie  live  in  Hell  Iboner  than  here,  and  cooler. 

Come  quickly  come, difpatch,  this  air’s  unwhofom: 

Quickly  good  Lady^  quickly  to’t. 

Sulp.  Well,  fince  it  muft  be. 

The  next  Tie  fetter  fafter  fure,  and  clofer. 

Rut.  And  pick  his  bones,  as  y’have  done  mine, pox  take  ye. 
Dua.  At  my  lodging  for  a while,  you  lhall  be  quartered. 
And  there  take  Phyfick  for  your  health. 

Rut.  I thank  ye, 

1 have  found  my  Angel  now  too,  if  I can  keep  him. 

{^Exeunt  omnes. 


ASIhs  QHinttfS.  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  Rutilio  and  Duarte. 

Rut. "XT  O U like  the  Letter ? 

X Dua.  Yes,  but  1 muft  tell  you 
You  tempt  a defperate  hazard,  tofollicite 
The  mother ,(and  the  grieved  one  too,  ’tis  rumor’d) 

Of  him  you  flew  fo  lately. 

Rut.  I have  told  you 

Some  proofs  of  her  affedion,  and  I know  not 
A nearer  way  to  make  her  latisfadion 
For  a loft  Son,  than  Ipeedily  to  help  her 
To  a good  Husband  •,  one  that  will  beget 
Both  Sons  and  Daughters,  if  Ihe  be  not  barren. 

I have  had  a breathing  now,  and  have  recovered 
What  I loft  in  my  late  fervice,  ’twas  a hot  one : 

It  fired  and  fired  me  ^ but  all  thanks  to  you  Sir, 

Y ou  have  both  freed  and  cool’d  me. 

Dua.  What  is  done  Sir, 

I thought  well  done,  and  was  in  that  rewarded, 

And  therefore  Ipare  your  thanks. 

Rut.  Tie  no  more  Whoring ; 

This  fencing  ’twixt  a pair  of  Iheets,  more  wears  one 
Than  all  the  exercife  in  the  world  befides.' 

To  be  drunk  with  good  Canary,  a meer  Juiip 
Or  like  gourd- water  to’t ; twenty  Surfeits 
Come  Ihort  of  one  nights  work  there.  If  Iget  this  Lady 
As  ten  to  one  I lhall,  I was  ne’re  denied  yet, 

I will  live  wondrous  honeftly  •,  walk  before  her 

Gravely  and  demurely 

And  then  inftrudl  my  family  •,  you  are  fad. 

What  do  you  mufe  on  Sir  ? 

Dua.  Truth  I was  thinking 
What  courfe  to  take  for  the  delivery  of  your  letter. 


And  now  I have  it : but  faith  did  this  Lady 
(For  do  not  gull  your  fclf ) for  certain  know. 

You  kill’d  her  Son  ? 

Rut.  Give  me  a Book  Tie  TweaPt  •, 

Dcnycd  me  to  the  Oflicers,  that  purlued  me. 

Brought  me  her  fclf  to  th*  door,  then  gave  me  gold 
To  bear  my  charges,  and  lhall  I make  doubt  then 
But  that  Ihe  lov’d  me  ? I am  confident 
Time  having  ta’ne  her  grief  off^  that  I lhall  be 
Moft  welcome  to  her : for  then  to  have  wooed  her 
Had  been  unfcafonable. 

Dua.  Well  Sir,  there’s  more  mony. 

To  may  you  handfome-,  Tie  about  your  bufinefsir 
You  know  where  you  muft  ftay  ? 

Rut.  There  you  lhall  find  me : 

Would  1 could  meet  my  Brother  now,  to  know. 

Whether  the  Jew,  his  Genius,  or  my  Chriftian, 

Has  prov’d  the  better  friend.  Exit. 

Dua.  O who  would  truft 
Deceiving  woman ! or  believe  that  one 
The  belt,  and  moft  Canoniz’d  ever  was 
More  than  a feeming  goodnefs  ? I could  rail  now 
Againft  the  fex,  and  curfe  it  •,  but  the  theam 
And  way’s  too  common ; yet  that  (^uiomar 
My  Mother  •,  (nor  let  that  forbid  her  to  be 
The  wonder  of  our  nation)  Ihe  that  was 
Mark’d  out  the  great  example,  for  all  Matrons 
Both  Wife  and  Widow Ihe  that  in  ray  breeding 
Expreft  the  utmoft  of  a Mothers  care. 

And  tendernefs  to  a Son  5 Ihe  that  yet  feigns 
Such  forrow  for  me  *,  good  God,  that  this  mother. 

After  all  this,  Ihould  give  up  to  a ftranger. 

The  wreak  Ihe  ow’d  her  Son  ^ I fear  her  honour. 

That  he  was  fav’d,  much  joyes  me,  and  grieve  only 
That  Ihe  was  his  preferver.  Tie  try  further. 

And  by  this  Engine,  find  whether  the  tears, 

Of  which  Ihe  is  fo  prodigal,  are  for  me, 

Or  us’d  to  cloak  her  bafe  hypocrifie.  l^Exit. 

Enter  Hippolyta  and  Sulpitia^ 

Hip.  Are  you  aflur’d  the  charm  prevails? 

Sulp.  Do  1 live  ? 

Or  do  you  fpeak  to  me  ? Now  this  very  inftant 
Health  takes  its  laft  leave  of  her  i meager  palenefs 
Like  winter,  nips  the  Rofes  and  the  Lilies, 

The  Spring  that  youth,  and  love  adorn’d  her  face  with. 
To  force  affedion,  is  beyond  our  art, 

For  I have  prov’d  all  means  that  hell  has  taught  me, 

Or  the  malice  of  a woman,  which  exceeds  it, 

To  changc.j4rnoldo^s  love,  but  to  no  purpofe : 

But  for  your  bond-woman 

Hip.  Let  her  pine  and  dye  ^ 

She  remov’d,  which  like  a brighter  Sun, 

Obfeures  my  beams,  I may  (hine  out  again. 

And  as  I have  been,  be  admir’d  and  fought  to : 

How  long  has  Ihe  to  live  ? 

Sulp.  Ladyj  before 

The  Sun  twice  rife  and  fet,  be  confident, 

She  is  but  dead  *,  I know  my  Charm  hath  found  her. 

Nor  can  the  Governours  Guard  •,  her  lovers  tears  5 
Her  Fathers  forrow,  or  his  power  that  freed  her. 

Defend  her  from  it. 

Enter  Zabulon. 

Zab.  All  things  have  fucceeded. 

As  you  could  wift  ^ I faw  her  brought  fick  home ; 

The  image  of  pale  death,  ftampt  on  her  fore-head. 

Let  me  adore  this  fecond  Hecate, 

This  great  Commandrefs,  of  the  fatal  Sifters, 

That  as  Ihe  pleafes,  can  ciit  fhort,  or  lengthen 
The  thread  of  life. 

Hip.  Where  was  Ihe  when  the  inchantment 
Firft  feis’d  upon  her  ? 

Zab.  Taking  the  frelh  air. 
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IQ  the  company  of  the  Govcrnour,and  Count  Clodwy 
ArnoLio  too,  was  prefent  witli  her  Father, 

W’hcn,  in  a moment  (fo  the  fervants  told  me) 

As  fhe  was  giving  thanks  to  the  Governour, 

And  Oodioy  for  her  iinexpedcd  freedom, 

As  if  (he  had  been  blafted,  (he  funk  down, 

To  their  amazement. 

Htp.  ’Tis  thy  maflcr-piece 
W' hich  I will  fo  reward,  that  thou  fhalt  fix  herc^ 

And  with  the  hazard  of  thy  life,  no  more 
Make  tryal  of  thy  powerful  Art ; which  Jenown 
Our  Laws  call  death ; o(F with  this  Magical  Robe, 

And  be  thy  felf. 

Enter  Governour,  Clodio,  and  Charino. 

5,7  p.  Stand  clofe,  you  (hall  hear  more. 

Mmi.  You  muR  have  patience*,  all  rage  is  vain  now', 
And  piety  forbids,  that  we  (liould  queftion 
What  is  decreed  above,  or  ask  a reafon 
Why  heaven  determines  this  or  that  way  of  us. 

Clod.  Heaven  has  no  hand  in’t  *,  ’tis  a work  of  hell. 

Her  life  hath  been  fo  innocent,  all  her  adlions 
So  free  from  the  fufpicion  of  crime. 

As  rather  (he  deferves  a Saints  place  here. 

Than  to  endure,  what  now  her  fwcetnefs  fiifiers. 

Cmr.  Not  for  her  fault,  but  mine  Sir,  fufiers : 

The  fin  I made,  when  I fought  to  rafe  down 
Arnoldo's  love,  built  on  a Rock  of  truth. 

Now  to  the  height  is  punifn’d.  I profefs, 

Had  he  no  birth,  nor  parts,  the  prefent  fOTrow 
He  now  exprefl'es  for  her,  doesdeferve  her 
Above  all  Kings,  though  fuch  had  been  his  rivals. 

Ood.  All  ancient  Rories,  of  the  love  of  Husbands 
To  vertuous  Wives,  be  now  no  more  remembred. 

Char.  The  tales  ofTm/(?.f,  ever  be  forgotten, 

Or,  for  his  fake  believ’d. 

Man.  I have  heard,  there  has  been 
Between  fome  married  pairs,  fuch  fympathy. 

That  th’  Husband  has  felt  really  the  throws 
His  Wife  then  teeming  fuffers,  this  true  grief 
Confirms,  ’tis  not  irapoffible. 

Clod.  We  (hall  find 

Fit  time  for  this  hereafter ; let’s  ufe  now 
All  pofiible  means  tevhelp  her. 

Man.  Care,  nor  coR, 

Nor  what  Phyficians  can  do,  (hall  be  wanting ; 

Make  ufe  of  any  means  or  men. 

Char.  You  are  noble.  ^Exeunt  Man.  Clod.  Char. 
Sulo.  Ten  Colledges  of  Dolors  fliall  not  fave  her. 

Her  fate  is  in  your  hand. 

Hif.  Can  I reRore  her  ? 

Snlf.  If  you  command  my  Art. 

Htp.  rie  dye  my  felf  firR. 

And  yet  Tie  go  vifit  her,  and  fee 
This  miracle  offorrow  in  Arnold'^: 

And  ’twere  for  me, I fhould  change  places  with  her, 

And  dye  moR  happy,  fuch  a lovers  tears 
Were  a rich  monument,  buttoo  good  for  her, 

Whofe  mifery  I glory  in : come  Salpttiay 
You  (hall  along  with  me,  good  Zabnlon 
Be  not  far  off. 

Zah.  I will  attend  you  Madam.  [_Exenm. 

Enter  DvaxtQy  Servant. 

Ser.  I have  ferv’d  you  from  my  youth,  and  ever 
You  have  found  me  faithful : that  you  live’s  a treafuro 
iHc  lock  up  here  *,  nor  (hall  it  be  let  forth. 

But  when  you  give  me  v/arrant. 

Dua.  I rely 

Upon  thy  faith ; nry,  nomoreprotcRations, 

Too  many  of  them  will  call  that  in  queRion, 

Which  now  I doubt  not : fhe  is  there  i 
I Srr.  Alone  too. 

But  take  it  on  my  life,  your  entertainment. 


Appearing  as  you  are,  will  be  but  courfe. 

For  thedifpleafure  I (hall  undergo 
I am  prepar’d. 

Dua.  Leave  me,  Tie  Rand  the  hazard.  \^Exit  Servant. 
The  (lienee  that’s  obferv’d,  her  clofe  retirements. 

No  vifitants  admitted,  not  the  day ; 

Thefc  fable  colours,  all  figns  of  true  forrow. 

Or  hers  is  deeply  counterfeit.  Tie  look  nearer,- 

Manners  give  leave flie  fits  upon  the  ground  ; 

By  heaven  (he  weeps  *,  my  picture  in  her  hand  too  *, 

She  kiffes  it  and  weeps  again. 

Enter  Guiomar. 

^uf.  Who’s  there? 

‘haa.  There  is  no  Rarting  back  now  Madam. 

Cm.  Ha,  another  murderer ! Tie  not  proteiR  thee, 

Tliough  I have  no  more  Sons. 

"Dua.  Your  pardon  Lady, 

There’s  no  fuch  foul  faiR  taints  me. 

Gui.  What  makes  thou  here  then  ? 

Where  are  my  (ervants,  do  none  but  my  forrows 
Attend  upon  me?fpeak,  what  brought  thee  hither? 

Dua.  A will  to  give  you  comfort. 

Gui.  Thou  art  but  a man. 

And  ’tis  beyond  a humane  reach  to  do  it. 

If  thou  could  raife  the  dead  out  of  their  graves. 

Bid  time  run  back,  make  me  now  what  1 was, 

A happy  Mother  5 gladly  I would  hear  thee. 

But  that’s  impoffible. 

Dua.  Pleafe  you  but  read  this  *, 

You  (hall  know  better  there,  why  I am  fent, 

Than  if  I fhould  deliver  it. 

Gui.  From  whom  comes  it  ? 

Dua.  That  will  inRrud  you.  I fufped  this  Rranger, 

Yet  file  fpake  fomething  that  holds  fuch  alliance 
With  his  reports  ^ I know  not  what  to  think  on’t ; 

What  a frown  was  there?  (lie  looks  me  through,  & through, 
Now  reads  again,  nowpaufes,  andnowfmiles ; 

And  yet  there’s  more  of  anger  in’t  than  mirth, 

Thefe  are  flrange  changes  ^ oh  I underftand  it. 

She’s  full  of  ferious  thoughts. 

Gui.  You  are  juR,  you  Heavens, 

And  never  do  forget  to  hear  their  prayers, 

That  truly  pay  their  vows,  the  defer’d  vengeance. 

For  you,  and  my  words  fake  fo  long  defer’d. 

Under  which  as  a mountain  my  heart  groans  yet 
When  ’twas  delpair’d  of,  now  is  offer’d  to  me ; 

And  if  I lofe  it,  I am  both  wayes  guilty. 

The  womans  mask,  diflimulation  help  me. 

Come  hither  friend,  I am  fure  you  know  the  Gentleman, 
That  fent  thefe  charms. 

Dua.  Charms  Lady  ? 

Gui.  Thefc  charms*, 

I well  may  call  them  fo,  they’ve  won  upon  me. 

More  than  ere  letter  did thou  art  his  friend, 

(The  confidence  he  has  in  thee,  confirms  it) 

And  therefore  Tie  be  open  breaRed  to  thee  ^ 

To  hear  of  him,  though  yet  I never  faw  him. 

Was  moR  defir’d  of  all  men  ^ let  me  blu(h. 

And  then  Tie  fay  I love  him. 

Dua.  All  men  fee. 

In  this  a womans  vertue. 

Gui.  1 expeded 

For  the  courtcfic  I did,  long  fince  to  have  fecn  him, 

And  though  I then  forbad  it,  you  men  know. 

Between  our  hearts  and  tongues  there’s  a large  diRance*, 

But  Tie  cxcufe  him,  may  be  hitherto 
He  has  forborn  it,  in  refped  my  Son 
Fell  by  his  hand. 

Dua.  And  reafon  Lady. 

Cjui.  No,  he  did  me  a picafurc  in’t,  a riotous  fellow. 

And  with  that  infoicnt,  not  worth  the  ownings 
I have  indccfl  kept  a long  folcmn  forrow. 

For  my  fr  iends  fake  partly  *,  butefpecially 
For  his  long  abfence. 

Dua. 
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D».i.  0 the  Uevil. 

(jmo.  Therefore 

Bid  him  be  fpeedy ; a Pried  fhall  be  ready 
To  rye  the  holy  kaiot  y this  kils  1 fend  him, 

Deliver  that  and  bring  liim. 

£)uH.  1 am  dumb  : 

A good  caiifc  I have  now,  and  a good  fword, 

And  Ibmcthing  I dall  do,  I wait  upon  you.  [Exeunt ^ 

Enter  Manuel,  Charino,  Arnoldo,  Zcnocia,  born 
in  a chair.  2 Dodtors,  Clodio. 

Vocl.  Give  her  more  air,  (lie  dyes  elfe. 

Am.  O thou  dread  power. 

That  mad’ft  this  all,  and  of  thy  workmanlhip 

This  virgin  wife,  the  Mailer  piece,  look  down  on  her ; 

Let  her  minds  virtues,  cloth’d  in  this  fair  garment. 

That  worthily  deferves  a better  name 

Than  flelli  and  bloud,  now  fue,  and  prevail  for  her. 

Or  if  thofe  are  denyed,  let  innocence, 

To  which  all  palTages  in  Heaven  Hand  open, 

Appear  in  her  white  robe,  before  thy  throne  j 
And  mediate  for  her : or  if  this  age  of  lin 
Be  worthy  of  a miracle,  the  Sun 
In  his  diurnal  progrefs  never  faw 
So  fweet  a fubjedl  to  impJoy  it  on. 

Man.  Wonders  are  ceas’d  Sir,  we  mull  work  by  means. 
Arno.  ’Tis  true,and  fuch  reverend  Phyficians  are*, 

To  you  thus  low  I fall  then  j fo  may  you  ever 
Be  ftil’d  the  hands  of  Heaven,  natures  reltorers  *, 

Get  wealth  and  honours-,  and  by  your  fuccefs, 

In  all  your  undertakings,  propagate 

Your  great  opinion  in  the  world,  as  now 

You  ufe  your  faving  art*,  for  know  good  Gentlemen, 

Befides  the  fame,  and  all  that  I polTefs, 

For  a reward,  pofterity  fhall  Hand 
Indebted  to  you,  for  ( as  Heaven  forbid  it ) 

Should  my  Zenocia  dye,  robbing  this  age 
Of  all  that’s  good  or  gracefull,  times  fucceeding , 

The  ftory  of  her  pure  life  not  yet  perfect, 

Will  fu^r  in  the  want  of  her  example. 

T>oSt.  Were  all  the  world  to  perilh  with  her,  we 
Can  do  no  more,  than  what  art  and  experience 
Give  us  aflurance  of,  we  have  us’d  all  means 
T 0 find  the  caufe  of  her  difeafe,  yet  cannot  j 
How  Ihould  we  then,  promile  the  cure  ? 
eArn.  Av/ay, 

I did  bely  you,  when  I charg’d  you  with 
The  power  of  doing , ye  are  meer  names  only. 

And  even  your  bell  perfedion,  accidental  ^ 

What  ever  malady  thou  art,  or  Spirit, 

As  fome  hold  all  difeafes  that  afflid  us, 

As  love  already  makes  me  lenfible 
Of  half  her  fufierings,  eafe  her  of  her  part, 

And  let  me  Hand  the  butt  of  thy  fell  malice. 

And  I will  fwear  th’art  mercifull. 

DoBr.  Your  hand  Lady 

What  a Ilrange  heat  is  here  ? bring  fome  warm  water. 

Arn.  She  lhall  ufe  nothing  that  is  yours  *,  my  forrow 
Provides  her  of  a better  bath,  my  tears 
Shall  do  that  office. 

Zeno.  0 my  bell  sArnoldo  ! 

The  truefl  of  all  lovers ! I would  live 

Were  heaven  fo  pleas’d,  but  to  reward  your  forrow 

With  ray  true  fervice  but  fince  that’s  denied  me, 

May  you  live  long  and  happy : do  not  fuffer 
( By  your  affedion  to  me  I conjure  you) 

My  fickneis  to  infed  you  though  much  love 
Makes  you  too  fubjed  to  it. 

Arn.  In  this  only 

Zenocia  wrongs  her  fervant  j can  the  body 
Subfift,  the  Soul  departed  ? ’tis  as  ealie 
As  I to  live  without  you  I am  your  husband. 

And  long  have  been  fo, though  our  adverle  fortune^ 
Bandying  us  from  one  hazard  to  another. 

Would  never  grant  me  fomuch  happinefs. 

As  to  pay  a husbands  debt  j-  defpite  of  fortune, 

In  death  Pie  follow  you,  and  guard  mine  own  \ 

And  there  enjoy  what  here  my  fate  forbids  mc- 
Clod.  So  true  a forrow,  and  Ib  feelingly 
Exprdl,  I never  read  of. 

eJ^ilan.  I am  Ilruck 
With  wonder  to  behold  it,  as  with  pity. 

GW.  It  you  that  are  a ftranger,  fuller  for  them, 

Being  tied  no  further  than  humanity 
Leads  you  to  foft  compaffion  ; think  great  Sir, 

What  of  neceffity  I mull  endure. 

That  am  a Father  ? 

Hippolyta,  Zabulon,  aud  Sulpitia  at  the  door. 

Zab.  Wait  me  there,  I hold  it  j 

Unfit  to  have  you  fecn-,  as  I find  caufc,  | 

You  ffiall  proceed.  j 

eJHan.  You  are  welcom  Lady.  [ 

Hi^.  Sir,  I come  to  do  a charitable  office. 

How  does  the  patient  ? 

Clod.  You  may  enquire 

Of  more  than  one  ^ for  two  are  fick,  and  deadly. 

He  languiffies  in  her,  her  health’s  delpair’d  ot, 

And  in  hers , his. 

Hij>.  ’Tis  a Ilrange  fpectacle. 

With  what  a patience  they  lit  unraov’d  .? 

Are  they  not  dead  already  ? 

DoB.  By  her  pulfe, 

She  cannot  lalt  a day. 

Arn.  Oh  by  that  fummons, 

I know  my  time  too ! 

Hif.  Look  to  the  man. 

Clod.  Apply 

Your  Art,  to  fa ve  the  Lady,  preferveher, 

A town  is  your  , reward. 

Hi^.  rie  treble  it , 

In  ready  gold,  if  you  rellore  Arnoldo  j 
For  in  his  death  I dye  too. 

Clod.  Without  her 
I am  no  more. 

Arn.  Are  you  there  Madam  ? now 
You  may  feall  on  my  miferies  ^ my  coldnefs 
In  anfwering  your  affe(n;ions , or  hardnefs. 

Give  it  what  name  you  pleafe,  you  are  reveng’d  ofj 
For  now  you  may  perceive,  our  thred  of  life 
Was  fpun  together,  and  the  poor  Arnoldo 
Made  only  to  enjoy  the  bell  Zenocia ^ 

And  not  to  lerve  the  ufe  of  any  other ; 

And  in  that  flie  may  equal  ^ ray  Lord  Clodio 
Had  long  fince  elfe  enjoyed  her, nor  could  1 
Have  been  fo  blind,  as  not  to  lee  your  great 
And  many  excellencies  far,  far  beyond 
Ormy  delervings,  or  my  hopes  ^ we  are  now 
Going  our  latell  journey,  and  together. 

Our  only  comfort  we  deCre,  pray  give  it, 

Your  charity  to  our  alhes,  fuch  we  mull  bcj 
And  not  to  curfe  our  memories. 

Hif.  I am  much  mov’d. 

Clod.  I am  wholly  overcome,  all  love  to  women 
Farewell  for  ever  V ereyoudye^  your  pardon  j 
And  yours  Sir  had  ffie  many  years  to  live. 

Perhaps  I might  look  on  her,  as  a Brother, 

But  as  a lover  never  ^ and  fince  all 

Your  fad  misfortunes  had  original 

From  the  barbarous  Cullom  practis’d  in  my  Country, 

Heaven  witnefs,  for  your  fake  I here  releafe  it  j 

So  to  your  memory,  challe  Wives  and  Virgins 

Shall  ever  pay  their  vowes.  I give  her  to  you  •, 

And  wi(h,  Ihe  were  fo  now,  as  when  my  lull 
Forc’d  you  to  quit  the  Country. 

Hif.  It  is  in  vain 

To  Ilrive  with  delliny,  here  my  dotage  ends, 

Look  up  Zenociai  health  in  me  Ipeaks  to  you , 

/ She 
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She  gives  him  to  you,  that  by  divers  ways,  I 

So  long  has  kept  him  from  you  : and  repent  not. 

That  you  were  once  my  fervant,  for  which  health 
In  recompence  of  what  I made  you  fufter. 

The  hundred  thoufand  Qowns,the  City  owes  me, 

Shall  be  your  dower. 

ejllav.  ’Tis  a magnificent  gift, 

Had  it  been  timely  given. 

///f . It  is  believe  it , Sulpiria. 

Enter  a Servant,  and  Sulpitia. 

Snip.  Madam. 

Ehp.  Quick,  undoe  the  charm  *,  ' 

Ask  not  a reafon  why  ; let  it  fuffice. 

It  is  my  will. 

Snip.  Which  I obey  and  gladly.  C E.vit. 

tJl/an.  Is  to  be  married,  fayeft  thou  ? 

Ser.  So  Ihe  fayes  Sir, 

And  does  delire  your  prefence.  They  are  born 

eJllan.  And  tell  her  Tie  come.  of  in  chairs. 

Hip.  Pray  carry  them  to  their  refl: ; for  though  already. 
They  do  appear  as  dead,  let  my  life  pay  for’t;, 

If  they  recover  not. 

eJVlan.  What  yon  have  warranted, 

Afliire  your  felf,  will  be  expected  from  you  •, 

Look  to  them  carefully ; and  till  the  tryal, 

Hip.  Which  fhall  not  be  above  four  hours. 
eJlTan.  Let  me 

Intreat  your  companies : there  is  fomething 
Of  weight  invites  me  hence. 

All.  We’ll  wait  upon  you.  [ Exeunt. 

Enter  Guiomar,  and  Servants. 

Cjuio.  You  underftand  what  my  diredionsare. 

And  what  they  guide  you  to  ^ the  faithfull  promife 
You  have  made  me  all. 

All.  We  do  and  wifi  perform  it. 

Gtiio.  The  Governour  will  not  fail  to  be  here  prefently  y 
Retire  a while,  till  you  fhall  find  occafion, 

And  bring  me  word  , when  they  arrive. 

All.  Wee  fhall  Madam. 

Gnio.  Only  fray  you  to  entertain. 

I Ser.  I am  ready. 

Guio.  I wonder  at  the  boId,and  practis’d  malice. 

Men  ever  have  o’  foot  againlt  our  honours, 

' That  nothing  we  can  do,  never  fo  vertuous, 
Nofhapeputonfopious,  no  not  think 
What  a good  is,  be  that  good  ne’re  fb  noble. 

Never  fo  laden  with  admir’d  example. 

But  frill  we  end  in  lufr  •,  our  aims,  our  adions, 

Nay,  even  our  charities,  with  lufr  are  branded  •, 

Why  fhould  this  ftranger  elfe,  this  wretched  ftranger, 
Whole  life  I fav’d  at  what  dear  price  flicks  here  yet , 

Why  fhould  he  hope  f he  was  not  here  an  hour. 

And  certainly  in  that  time,  I may  fwear  it 
I gave  him  no  loofe  look,  I had  no  reafon  j 
Unlefs  my  tears  were  flames,  my  curfes  courtfhips ; 

The  killing  of  my  Son,  a kindnefs  to  me. 

Why  fhould  he  fend  to  me,  or  with  what  fafety 
( Examining  the  ruine  he  had  wrought  me  ) 

Though  at  that  time,  my  pious  pity  found  him. 

And  my  word  fixt ; I am  troubled,  frrongly  troubled. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  The  Gentlemen  are  come. 

Gmo.  Then  bid ’em  wclcom — I mufr  retire.  ZExit. 

Enter  Rutilio,  and  Duarte. 

Srr.  Youarc  v/elcom  Gentlemen. 

Eut . I thank  you  friend,  I would  fpeak  with  your  Lady. 
Ser.  ric  let  her  underfrand. 

F.ut.  It  fhall  befit  you. 

How  do  1 look  Sir,  in  this  handfome  trim  ? fExit  Servant. 
Me  thinks  I am  wondrous  brave. 


‘Duar.  You  are  very  decent. 

Ri,*.  Thefe  by  themfelves,  without  more  helps  of  nature, 
Woii-d  fet  a woman  hard  ^ I kno ’em  all. 

And  where  their  fir  ft  aims  light  ^ Tie  lay  my  head  on’t, 
ric  take  her  eye,as  foon  as  flie  looks  on  me. 

And  if  I come  to  fpeak  once,  woe  be  to  her, 

1 have  her  in  a nooze,  fhe  cannot  fcape  me  *, 

I have  their  feveral  lafts. 

SDua.  You  are  throughly  ftudied. 

But  tell  me  Sir,  being  unacquainted  with  her. 

As  you  confefs  you  are 

Rut.  That’s  not  an  hours  work, 
rie  make  a Nun  forget  her  beads  in  two  hours. 

Daa.  She  being  fet  in  years,  next  none  of  thofe  lufters 
Appearing  in  her  eye,  that  warm  the  fancy  *, 

Nor  nothing  in  her  face,  but  handfom  mines. 

Rut.  I love  old  ftories : thofe  live  believ’d,  Authentique, 
When  20.  of  your  modern  faces  are  call’d  in. 

For  new  opinion, paintings,  and  corruptions-. 

Give  me  an  old  confirm’d  face-,  befides  Ihe  fav’d  me. 

She  fav’d  my  life,  have  I not  caufe  to  love  her  ? 

She’s  rich  and  of  a conftant  ftate,  a fair  one. 

Have  I not  caufe  to  wooe  her  ? I hav"  rryed  lufficient 
All  your  young  Phillies,  I think  this  back  has  try’d  ’em. 

And  fmarted  for  it  too : they  run  away  with  me, 

Take  bitt  between  the  teeth,  and  play  the  Devils  v 
A ftaied  pace  now  becomes  my  years  *,  a-fure  one. 

Where  1 may  fit  and  crack  no  girths. 

Dua.  How  miferable. 

If  my  Mother  fhould  confirm,  what  I fufpeft  now. 

Beyond  all  humane  cure  were  my  condition ! 

Then  I fhall  wifh,  this  body  had  been  fo  too. 

Here  comes  the  Lady  Sir. 

Enter  Guiomar. 

Rut.  Excellent  Lady, 

To  fhe  w I am  a creature,  bound  to  your  fer  vice, 

And  only  yours 

^uio.  Keep  at  that  diftance  Sir  *, 

For  if  you  ftir 

Rut.  I am  obedient. 

She  has  found  already,  I am  for  her  turn  -, 

With  what  a greedy  hawks  eye  fhe  beholds  me  ? 

Mark  how  fhe  mufters  all  my  parts. 

(fuio.  A goodly  Gentleman, 

Of  a more  manly  fet,  I never  look’d  on.  (of  ’em. 

Rut.  Mark,  mark  her  eyes  ftill ; mark  but  the  carriage 
Guio.  How  happy  am  I now , fince  my  Son  fell , 

He  fell  not  by  a bale  unnoble  hand  ? 

As  that  frill  troubled  me ; how  far  more  happy 
Shall  my  revenge  be,  fince  the  Sacrifice, 

I offer  to  his  grave,  fhall  be  both  worthy 
A Sons  untimely  lofs,  and  a Mothers  fbrrow  ? 

Rut.  Sir,  I am  made  believe  it ; fhe  is  mine  own, 

I told  you  what  a fpell  I carried  with  me , 

All  this  time  does  fhe  fpend  in  contemplation 
Of  that  unmatch’d  delight.-I  fhall  be  thankfull  to  ye*. 

And  if  you  pleafe  to  know  my  houfe,  to  ufe  it  j 
To  take  it  for  your  own. 

Guio.  Who  waits  without  there? 

Enter  Guard,  and  Servants,  they  feiz.e  upon  Rut.  and  bind  him. 

Rut.  How  now?  what  means  this,  Lady? 

Guio.  Bind  him  faft. 

Rut.PsSQ  thefe  the  bride-laces  you  prepare  for  me? 

The  colours  that  you  give.? 

Dua.  Fye  Gentle  Lady, 

This  is  not  noble  dealing. 
guio.  Be  you  fatisfied , 

If  feems  you  are  a ftranger  to  this  meaning. 

You  fhall  not  be  fo  long.  (mens  perfccutions . 

Rut.  Do  you  call  this  wooing Is  there  no  end  of wo- 

Muft  I needs  fool  into  mine  own  deftruiftion  ? 

Have  I not  had  fair  warnings,  and  enough  too .? 

Still 
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Still  pick  the  Devils  teeth  <*  you  arc  not  mad  Latly  •, 

Do  1 i\jmc  fairly,  and  like  a Gentleman, 

To  oHer  you  that  honour  ? 

gnio.  You  arc  deceiv’d  Sir, 

Yuu  come  bdbtted,  to  your  own  dellrudion  : 

I fent  not  for  yon  ; what  honour  can  ye  add  to  me. 

That  brake  that  Icair of  honour,  my  age  Ican’d  on  ? 

That  rob’d  me  of  that  right,  made  me  a Mother 
Hear  me  thou  wretched  man,  hear  me  with  terrout^ 

And  let  thine  own  bold  folly  fliake  thy  Soul , 

Hear  me  pronounce  thy  death,  that  now  hangs  o’rc  thee, 
Thou  defperatc  fool ; who  bad  thee  feek  this  mine  ? 

What  mad  unmanly  fate,  made  thee  difeover 

Thy  curfed  face  to  me  again?  was’t  not  enough  < 

To  have  the  fair  protedion  of  my  houfe. 

When  mifery  and  juftice  clofe  purfued  thee? 

When  thine  own  bloudy  fword,cryed  out  againft  thee, 
Hatcht  in  the  life  of  him  ? yet  I forgave  thee. 

My  holpitable  word,  even  when  I faw 

The  goodlielt  branch  of  all  my  blood  lopt  from  me. 

Did  I not  feal  ftill  to  thee  ? 

Rut.  I am  gone. 

Cmw.  And  when  thou  went’!!,  to  Imp  thy  miferie. 

Did  I not  give  thee  means  ? but  hark  ungratefull , 

Was  it  not  thus  ? to  hide  thy  face  and  fly  me .? 

To  keep  thy  name  for  ever  from  my  memory  ? 

Thy  curfed  blood  and  kindred  ? did  I not  fwear  then. 

If  ever,  ( in  this  wretched  life  thou  haft  left  me, 

Short  and  unfortunate, ) I faw  thee  again , 

Or  came  but  to  the  knowledge,  where  thou  wandredft. 

To  call  my  vow  back, and  purlue  with  vengeance 
With  all  the  miferies  a Mother  fullers?  ' ''• 

Rut.  I was  born  to  be  hang’d,  there’s  no  avoiding  it. 
Guio.  And  dar’ft  thou  with  this  impudence  appear  here  ? 
Walk  like  the  winding  flieet  my  Son  was  put  in, 

Stand  with  thofe  wounds  ? 

•Dua.  I am  happy  now  again ; 

Happy  the  hour  I fell,  to  find  a Mother, 

So  pious,  good,  and  excellent  in  forrows.  '' 

Efjter  a Servant. 

Ser.  The  Governour’s  come  in. 

Guio.  O let  him  enter.  , r, 

^r.I  have  fool’d  my  felf  a fair  thred  of  all  my  fortunes. 
This  ftrikes  me  moft  •,  not  that  I fear  to  perifh, 

But  that  this  unmannerly  boldnefs  has  brought  me  to  it. 

tEnter  Governour,  Clodio,  Charino. 

Gov.  Are  thefe  fit  preparations  for  a wedding  Lady .? 

I came  prepar’d  a gueft. 

Guio.  O give  me  juftic^';^6' ’ 

As  ever  you  will  leave  a vertuous  name,  , 

Do  juftice , juftice , Sir. 

Gove.  You  need  not  ask  it, 

I am  bound  to  it. 

Guio.  Juftice  upon  this  man 
That  kill’d  my  Son.  ' • 

Gove.  Do  you  confefs  the  ad?  ' > 

Rut.  Yes  Sir.  ’ 

Clod.  Rutilio  ?'  , ' ..... 

Char.  ’Tis  the  fame.  ' ‘ 

Clod.  How  fell  he  thus? 

Here  will  be  forrow  for  the  good  Arnoldo. 

Gove.  Take  heed  Sir  what  you  fay. 

Rut.  I have  weigh’d  it  well, 

I am  the  man,  nor  is  it  life  I ftart  at  *, 

Only  I am  unhappy  I am  poor. 

Poor  in  expence  of  lives,  there  I am  wretched. 

That  I have  not  two  lives  lent  me  for  his  facrifice  \ 

One  for  her  Son,  another  for  her  forrows. 
i^cellent  Lady,  now  rejoyce  again. 

For  though  I cannot  think,  y’are  pleas’d  in  blood, 

Nor  w.th  that  greedy  thirft  purfue  your  vengeance  *, 

The  tendernefs,  even  in  thofe  tears  denies  that ; 


Yet  let  the  world  behe  VC,  you  lov’d  Duarte  ., 

The  unmatcht  courtefics  you  have  done  my  milerics, 
Without  this  fcifeit  to  the  law,  would  charge  me 
To  tender  you  this  life,  and  proud  ’tvvould  plealc  you. 

Guio.  Shall  I have  juftice? 
goViK.  Yes. 

Rur.  I’le  ask  it  for  yc, 
rie  fol'ow  it  my  felf,  againft  my  felf. 

Sir,  ’T'lS  moft  fit  I dye  •,  difpatch  it  quickly. 

The  monlti  ous  burthen  of  that  grief  Ihe  iabourswith 
Will  kill  her  elfe,  then  blood  on  blood  lyes  on  me  *, 

Had  I a thoufand  lives,  I’d  give  ’em  all, 

Before  I would  draw  one  tear  more  from  that  vcrtuc. 

Guio.  Be  not  too  cruel  Sir,  and  yet  his  bold  fword 

But  his  life  cannot  reftorc  that,  he’s  a man  too 

Of  a fair  promile,  but  alas  my  Son’s  dead  ; 

If  I have  juftice,  mull  it  kill  him  ? Gov.  Yes. 

guio\i\  have  not,it  kills  mc,ftrong  and  goodly  .' 

Why  fnould  he  perifti  too  ? 

Gover.  It  lies  in  your  power, 

You  only  may  accufe  him,  or  may  quit  him. 

Clod.  Be  there  no  other  witnefles  t 
Guio.  Not  any. 

And  if  I fave  him,  will  not  the  world  proclaim, 

I have  forgot  a Son,  to  fave  a murderer  ? 

And  yet  he  looks  not  like  one,  he  looks  manly. 

Hip.  Pity  fo  brave  a Gentleman  Ihould  perifh. 

She  cannot  be  fo  hard,  fo  cruel  hearted. 

Guio.  Will  you  pronounce  ? yet  flay  a'  little  Sir. 

Rut.  Rid  your  felf,-  Lady,  of  this  mifery  j 
And  let  me  go,  I do  but  breed  m'ore  tempefts, 

With  which  you  are  already  too  much  lhaken. 

Guio.  Do  now,  pronounce ; I will  not  hear, 

Dua.  You  fhall  not. 

Yet  turn  and  fee  good  Madam. 

Gove.  Do  not  wonder. 

’Tishe,  reftor’d  again,  thank  the  good  Doftor, 

Pray  do  not  ftand  amaz’d,  it  is  Duarte  \ 

Is  well,  is  fafe  again. 
guio.  O my  fweet  Son, 

I will  not  prefs  my  wonder  now  with  queftions 

Sir,  I am  forry  for  that  cruelty, 

I urg’d  againft  you. 

Rut.  Madam,  it  was  but  juftice. 

Duai^Tis  rrue,the  DocTor  heal’d  this  body  again. 

But  this  man  heal’d  my  foul,  made  my  mindeperfed, 

The  good  ftiarp  lelfons  his  fword  read  to  me,  fav’d  me  ; 

For  which,  if  you  lov’d  me,  dear  Mother, 

Honour  and  love  this  man. 

Guio.  You  fent  this  letter,? 

Rut.  My  boldnefs  makes  me  blulh  now. 
guio.  Tie  wipe  off  that. 

And  with  this  kifs,  I takeyou  for  my  husband. 

Your  wooing’s  done  Sir  ^ I believe  you  love  me. 

And  that’s  the  wealth  I look  for  now. 

Rut.  You  have  it. 

Dua.  You  have  ended  my  defire  to  all  my  wifhes. 

Gov.  Now  ’tisa  wedding  again.  And  if  Hippolyta 
Make  good,  what  with  the  hazard  of  her  life. 

She  undertook,  the  evening  will  fet  clear 

Enter  Hippolyta,  leading  Leopold,  Arnoldo,  Zenocia, 
in  either  hand,  Zabulon,  Sulpitia. 

After  a ftormy  day. 

Char.  Here  comes  the  Lady. 

Clod.  With  fair  Zenocia, 

Health  with  life  again 
Reftor’d  unto  her, 

Zen.  The  gift  of  her  goodnefs. 

Rut.  Let  us  embrace,  1 am  ofyour  order  too. 

And  though  I once  dcfpair’d  of  women,  now 
I find  they  relifh  much  of  Scorpions, 

For  both  have  flings,  and  both  can  hurt,  and  cure  too ; 

But  what  have  been  your  fortunes  ? 

P Arn. 


io6  The  Cufiom  of  the  Country. 

Arri.  Wcc’l  dcfei 

Our  Ilory,  and  at  time  more  fit,  relate  it. 

Now  all  that  reverence  vertue,  and  in  that 
conltancy,  and  perfed  love, 

Or  for  her  lake  Armldo^  join  with  ns 
In  th’ honour  of  this  Lady. 

Ojjr.  She  dclervcs  it. 

Hip.  HtppoIyt.is  life  fliall  make  that  good  hereafter, 
Nor  will  I alone  better  my  felf  but  others : 

For  thefe  whofe  wants  perhaps  have  made  their  adions 
Nor  altogether  innocent,  fhall  from  me 
j l?e  lb  fupplicd  , that  need  fiiall  not  compel  them, 

To  any  courfe  of  life,  but  what  the  law 
Shall  give  allow'ance  to. 

Zulf.  Snlpitta^  Your  Ladifhips  creatures. 

R t.  Be  lb,  and  no  more  you  raan-huckfter. 

Hip.  And  worthy  Leopold,  you  that  with  fuch  fervour. 
So  long  have  fought  me,  and  in  that  deferv’d  me, 

Shall  now  find  full  reward  for  all  your  travels, 

Which  you  have  made  more  dear  by  patient  fufierance. 
And  though  my  violent  dotage  did  tranfport  me. 

Beyond  thofe  bounds,  my  modefty  Ihould  have  kept  in. 
Though  my  defires  were  loofe,  from  unchaft  art 
Heaven  knows  I am  free. 

Leap.  The  thought  of  that’s  dead  to  me ; 

I gladly  take  your  offer. 

Rut.  Do  fo  Sir  , 

Apieceoferaekt  gold  ever  will  weigh  down 
Silver  that’s  whole. 

Gov.  You  lhall  be  all  my  guefts, 

I mull  not  be  denyed. 

Arn.  Come  my  Zenocia. 

Our  bark  at  length  has  found  a quiet  harbour  5 
And  the  unfpotted  progrefs  of  our  loves 
Ends  not  alone  in  fafety,  but  reward. 

To  inftrud;  others,  by  our  fair  example 
That  though  good  purpofes  are  long  withftood. 

The  hand  of  Heaven  ftill  guides  fuch  as  are  good.  {,€.x.omnes. 

The  Pi 

QO  free  this  \xorkjs,Ge/itlemcn,from  offence., 
float  vee  are  confident,  it  needs  no  defence 

From  ui,  or  from  the  ‘Poets we  dare  look.^ 

On  any  man,  that  brings  his  Table-book.^ 

To  write  down,  what  again  he  may  repeat 

At  fome great  Table,  to  deferve  his  meat.  ^ 

Let  fach  come  fwelPd  with  malice,  to  apply 
n ’hat  is  mirth  here,  there  for  an  injarie. 

Nor  Lord,nor  Lady  ive  have  tax*d-,nor  State, 

Nor  any  private  perfon,  their  poor  hate 
WtUbe Jtarv'd  here,  for  envyjhall  not  finde 
One  touch  th.tt  may  be  wrefied  to  her  minde. 
yhidyet  defpair  not.  Gentlemen,  The  play 
Is  cjiiick^  and  witty,  fo  the  Poets  fay. 

And  we  believe  them  \ the  plot  neat,  and  new, 

Fashion'd  like  thofe,that  are  approv  d by  yon. 

Another  Prologue  for  the 

WJ"  E Wijh,  ifitwerepoffible,  you  knew 
V V what  we  would  give  for  this  nights  look  ,if  new. 

It  being  our  ambition  to  delight 

Our  kind  fpellators  with  whap s good,  and  right. 

Tet  fo  far  kyow,  and  credit  me,  ^twas  made 
By  fuch,  as  were  held  work^men  in  their  Trade, 

At  a time  too,  when  they  as  I divine, 

Were  truly  merrie,  and  drank  lafty  wine. 

The  neclar  of  the  Mufes  *,  Some  are  here 
I dare  prefume,  to  whom  it  did  appear 
A well-drawn  piece,  which  gave  a lawfull  birth 
To  paffionate  Scenes  mixt  with  no  vulgar  mirth. 

But  unto  fuch  to  whom  'tis  known  by  fame 
From  others,  perhaps  only  by  the  name, 

I am  a fuitor,  that  they  would  prepare 

Sound palats,  and  then  judge  their  bill  of  fare. 

It  were  injufiice  to  decry  this  now 

rologue. 

Only  'twill  crave  attention,  in  the  moft  \ y 

'Becaufe  one  point  unmarked,  the  whole  is  lofi. 

Hear  firfl  then,and  judge  after,  and  be  free. 

And  as  our  caufe  is,  let  our  cenfure  be. 

Epilogue. 

TTTT  HT  there  fiiould  be  an  Epilogue  to  a play, 

VV  I know  no  caufe ’.the  old  and  ufuall  way. 

For  which  they  Were  made,  was  to  entreat  the  grace 
Of  fuch  as  were  fpeclators  in  this  place. 

And  time,  'tis  to  no  purpofe  for  / know 
What  you  refolve  already  to  beflow. 

Will  not  be  alter'd,  what  fo  Pre  I fay,  1 , 

In  the  behalf  of  us,  atid  of  the  Piay 
Only  to  ^uit  our  doubts,  if  you  thinkjit, 

Tou  may,  or  cry  it  up , or  ftlence  it. 

Cuftom  of  the  Country. 

For  being  like'd  before , you  may  allow 

(Tour  candor  fafe)  what's  taught  in  the  old  fchools. 

All  fuch  as  liv'd  before  you,  were  net  fools. 

The  Epilogue. 

T Spake  much  in  the  Prologue  for  the  Flay, 

JL  To  its  defert  I hope,  yet  you  might  fay 
Should  I change  nowfromthat,  which  then  was  meant, 

Or'in  a fyllable  grow  left  confident, 

I were  weakjoearted.  1 am  flill  the  fame 
In  my  opinion,  and  forbear  to  frame 
Qjsalification,  or  excufe:  If  yon 

Concur  with  me,  and  hold  my  judgement  true, 

Shew  it  with  any  fign,  and  from  this  place. 

Or  fend  me  off  exploded,  or  with  grace. 
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ELDER  BROTHER, 


A 


COMEDY 


Perfbns  Reprefented  in  the  Pky. 


Lewis,  a Lord. 

MiramOnt,  a Gentlewan. 

Brilac,  a Juftice,  Brother  to  Miramont. 

V V""'  to  Brife- 

Euftace,  jaCourttert} 

friends  to  Euftace. 
Andrew,  Servant  to  Charles. 

B^er  Brilac. 


Prieft. 

Notary. 

Servants. 

Officers. 

Angellina,  Daughter  to  iJewis. 
Sylvia,  her  tVoman. 

Lilly,  Wife  to  Andrew. 

Ladies. 


LECTORI 

Would' jl  thou  all  Wit^  all  Comic\An  furvey  ? 
Read  here  and  wonder ; Fletcher  writ  the  Play. 


ABus  primus,  Scenaprimd. 


Lewis. 


N 


Enter  Lewis,  Angellina,  and  Sylvia. 


A Y,  I mufl  walk  you  farther. 

jing.  I am  tir’d.  Sir,  and  ne’er  fhall  foot 
it  home. 

Lew.  ’Tis  for  your  health ; the  want 
of  exercile  takes  from  your  Beauties,  and  floth  dries  up 
your  fweetnefs : That  you  are  my  only  Daughter  and  my 
Heir,  is  granted ; and  you  in  thankfulncfs  mull:  needs  ac- 
knowledge , you  ever  find  me  an  indulgent  Father,  and 
open  handed. 

j4ng.  Nor  can  you  tax  me.  Sir,  I hope,  for  want  of  duty 
to  deferve  thefe  favours  from  you. 

Lew.  No,  my  Angellina.,  1 love  and  cherifli  thy  obedi- 
ence to  me,  which  my  care  to  advance  thee  fhall  confirm : 
all  that  I aim  at,  is,  to  win  thee  from  the  pradice  of  an  idle 
foolifh  flate,  us’d  by  great  Women,  who  think  any  labour 
(though  in  the  fervice  of  themfelves)  a blemilh  to  their  fair 
fortunes. 

Ang.  Make  mcunderfland)  Sir,  what ’tis  you  point  at. 

Xfvp.  At  the  cuftom,  how  Virgins  of  wealthy  Families 
wafte  their  youth  •,  after  a long  fleep,  when  you  wake,  your 
Woman  prefents  your  Breakfaft,  then  you  fleep  again,  then 
rife,  and  being  trimm’d  up  by  other  hands,  y’are  led  to 
Dinner,  and  that  ended,  either  to  Cards  or  to  your  Couch, 
(as  if  you  were  born  without  motion)  after  this  to  Supper, 
and  then  to  Bed ; and  fo  your  life  runs  round  without  va- 


riety or  adion,  Daughter. 

Syl.  Here’s  a learned  Lecture  ! 

Lew.  Frowthis  idlenefs,  Difeafes,  both  In  body  and  in 
mind , grow  ftrong  upon  you where  a ftirring  nature, 
with  wholefbme  exercife,  guards  both  from  danger:  I’d 
have  thee  rife  with  the  Sun,  walk,  dance,  or  hunt,  vifit 
the  Groves  and  Springs,  and  leain  the  vcrtue  of  Plants  and 
Simples:  Do  this  moderately,  and  thou  lhalt  not,  with 
eating  Chalk,  or  Coles,  Leather  and  Oatmeal,andfuch other 
trafb,  fall  into  the  Green-ficknefs. 

Syl.  With  your  pardon  (were  ^ ou  but  pleas’d  to  minifler 
it)  I could  prefcribe  a Remedy  for  my  Lady’s  health,  and 
her  delight  too,  far  tranfcending  thofe  your  Lordfhip  but 
now  mention’d. 

Lew.  What  is  it,  Sylvia? 

Syl.  Whatis’t!  a noble  Husband  ^ in  that  word,  a no- 
ble Husband,  all  content  of  Woman  is  wholly  comprehen- 
ded •,  He  will  roufe  her,  as  you  fay,  with  the  Sun  •,  and  fo 
pipe  to  her,  as  fhe  will  dance,  ne’er  doubt  it  *,  and  hunt 
with  her,  upon  occafion,  until  both  be  weary  *,  and  then 
the  knowledge  of  your  Plants  and  Simples,  as  I take  it, 
were  fuperfluous,  A loving,  and,  but  add  to  it,  a game- 
feme  Bedfellow,  being  the  lure  Phylician. 

Lew.  Wellfaid,  Wench.  I 

Ang.  And  who  gave  you  Commiflion  to  deliver  your 

P Z Verditd,' 


io8  The  Elder  Brother, 


Verdict,  Minion  ? 

Syl.  I defervc  a Fee,  and  not  a frown,  dear  Madam : I 
but  Ipeak  her  thoughts,  my  Lord,  and  what  her  modelty 
rofulcs  to  give  voice  to.  Shew  no  mercy  to  a Maidenhead 
of  fourteen , but  olf  with’t : let  her  lofe  no  time,  Sir ; 
Fathers  that  denydieir  Daughters  lawful  plcafurcs,  when 
rijK  for  them,  in  fome  kinds  edge  their  appetites  to  tafte  of 
the  fruit  that  is  forbidden. 

Lnv.  ’Tis  well  urg’d,  and  I approve  it : No  more  blulh- 
ing.  Girl,  thy  Woman  hath  fpoke  truth,  and  fo  prevent- 
ed what  I meant  to  move  to  thee.  There  dwells  near  us  a 
i Gentleman  of  bloud , Monlieur  Brifac^  of  a fair  Eltate, 
fix  thoufand  Crowns  ^er  dnmtm^  the  ha^ipy  Father  of  two 
hopeful  Sons,  of  diflerent  breeding  •,  the  Elder,  a mcer 
Scholar-,  the  younger,  a quaint  Courtier. 

Sir,  1 know  them  by  publickfame,  though  yeti 
never  law  them  s and  tliat  oppos’d  antipathy  between  their 
various  difpolitions , renders  them  the  general  difeourfe 
and  argument ; one  part  inclining  to  the  Scholar  Charles,  the 
other  lide  preferring  Eaflace,  as  a man  compleat  in  Court- 
Ihip. 

Leve.  And  which  way  (if  of  thefe  two  you  were  to  chufe 
a Husband)  doth  your  affedion  fway you  ? 

Aiig.  To  be  plain  Sir,  (fince  you  will  teach  me  boldnefs) 
as  they  are  fimply  themfelves,  to  neither : let  a Courtier 
be  never  £b  exad,  let  him  be  blefs’d  with  all  parts  that  yield 
him  to  a Virgin  gracious ; if  he  depend  on  others,  and  ftand 
not  on  his  own  bottoms,  though  he  have  the  means  to  bring 
his  Miftris  to  a Mafque,  or  by  convey'ance  from  fome  great 
ones  lips,  to  tafte  fuch  favour  from  the  King : or  grant  he 
purchafe  precedency  in  the  Court,  to  be  fworn  a fervant 
Extraordinary  to  the  Queen  nay,  though  he  live  in  ex- 
pedation  of  fome  huge  preferment  in  reverfion  if  he  want 
a prefent  fortune,  at  the  bell  thofe  are  but  glorious  dreams, 
and  only  yield  him  a happinefs  in  fojfe,  not  in  effe  nor  can 
they  fetch  him  Silks  from  the  Mercer,  nor  difeharge  a Tai- 
lors Bill,  nor  in  full  plenty  (which  ftill  preferves  a quiet 
Bed  at  home)  maintain  a Family. 

Lew.  Aptly  conlider’d,  andtornywifli:  But  what’s  thy 
cenfure  of  the  Scholar  ? 

Ang.  Troth  (if  he  be  nothing  elfe)  as  of  the  Courtier,  all 
his  Songs  and  Sonnets,  his  Anagrams,  AcroHicks,  Epigrams, 
his  deep  and  Philofophical  Difeourfe  of  Nature’s  hidden  Se- 
crets, makes  not  up  a perfed  Husband;  he  can  hardly  bor- 
row the  Stars  of  the  Celeftial  Crown  to  make  me  a Tire  for 
my  Head,  nor  Charles's  Wain  for  a Coach,  nor  Ganymede 
fora  Page,  nor  a rich  Gown  from  J«wo’s  Wardrobe,  nor 
would  1 lie  in  (for  1 defpair  not  once  to  be  a Mother)  under 
Heaven’s  fpangled  Canopy,  or  Banquet  my  Guefts  and 
Goflips  with  imagin’d  Nedar  -,  pure  Orleans  would  do 
better ; No,  no.  Father,  though  I could  be  well  pleas’d  to 
have  my  Husband  a Courtier,  and  a Scholar,  young,  and 
valiant thefe  are  but  gawdy  nothings,  if  there  be  not 
fomething  to  make  a fubitance. 

Lew.  And  what  is  that  ? 

Ang.  AfullEftate,  and  that  faid,  Tvefaidall;  and  get 
me  fuch  a one  with  thefe  Additions,  farewel  Virginity, 
and  welcome  Wedlock. 

Lew.  But  where  is  fuch  a one  to  be  met  with.  Daughter  ? 
A black  Swan  is  more  common ; you  may  wear  grey  Trefles 
c’rc  wefind  him,  ^ 

Ang.  I am  not  fo  pundual  in  all  Ceremonies,  I will  ’bate 
two  or  three  of  thefe  good  parts,  before  Tie  dwell  too  long 
upon  the  choice. 

S,)i.  Only,  my  Lord,  remember,  that  he  lx;  rich  and 
active,  for  without  thefe,  the  others  yield  no  rclifh,  but 
■ thefe  perfed.  You  muft  bear  with  fmall  faults.  Madam. 

I Lew.  Merry  Wench,  and  it  becomes  you  well  j I’lc  to 
Brjfac,  and  try  v/hat  may  be  done;  i’th’ mean  time  home, 

: and  fcafl  thy  thoughts  with  th’idcafiircs  of  a Bride. 

Syl.  Thoughts  aic  but  airy  food,  .Sir,  let  her  taflc  them. 


ACTUS  I.  S CEN  A II. 
fwtfr  Andrew,  Cook,  Butler. 

And.  Unload  part  of  the  Library,  and  make  room  for 
th’other  dozen  of  Carts  I’le  flraight  be  with  you. 

Cool^  Why,  hath  he  more  Books  ? 

And.  More  than  ten  Marts  fend  over. 

Bat.  And  can  he  tell  their  names  ? 

And.  Their  names ! he  has  ’em  as  perfed  as  his  T^ater 
Nofier-,  but  that’s  nothing,  h’as  read  them  over  leaf  by 
leaf  tlirce  thoufand  times ; but  here’s  the  wonder,  though 
their  weight  would  fink  a Spanifh  Carrock.y  without  other 
Ballaft,  he  carrieth  them  all  in  his  head,  and  yet  he  walks 
upright. 

Bat.  Surely  he  has  a llrong  brain. 

And.  If  all  thy  pipes  of  Wine  w^re  fill’d  with  Books, 
made  of  the  Barks  of  Trees,  or  Myfleries  writ  in  old  moth- 
eaten  Vellam,  he  would  flp  thy  Cellar  quite  dry,  and  ftill  be 
thirfty : Then  for’s  Diet,  he  eats  and  digefts  more  Volumes 
at  a meal,  than  there  would  be  Larks  (though  the  Sky 
fhould  fall)  devoured  in  a month  in  Baris.  Yet  fear  not 
Sons  o’the  Buttery  and  Kitchin,  though  his  learn’d  ftomach 
cannot  be  appeas’d ; he’ll  feldom  trouble  you,  his  know- 
ing ftoniiach  contemns  your  Black-Jacks,  Batler,  and  your 
Flagons;  and  Cook^,  thy  Boil’d,  thyRoft,  thy  Bak’d. 

C'ooki  Howliveth  he? 

eAnd.  Not  as  other  men  do,  few  Princes  fare  like  him ; 
he  breaks  his  faft  with  Ariftotle,  dines  with  Tally,  takes  his 
watering  with  the  Mufes,  fups  with  Livy,  then  walks  a turn 
01  tv^omFia  LaElea,  and  (after  fix  hours  conference  with 
the  Stars)  fleeps  with  old  Err  a Pater. 

'Bat.  This  is  admirable. 

And.  Tie  tell  you  more  hereafter.  Here’s  my  old  Ma- 
fter,  and  another  old  ignorant  Elder ; Tie  upon  ’em. 

Enter  Brifac,  Lewis. 

Bri.  What,  Andrew?  welcome;  where’s  my  Charles? 
fpcak,  Andrew,  where  did’lt  thou  leave  thy  Mafter  ? 

And.  Contemplating  the  number  of  the  Sands  in  the 
High-way,  and  from  that,  purpofes  to  make  a Judgment 
of  the  remainder  in  the  Sea : he  is,  Sir,  in  ferious  ftudy, 
and  will  lofe  no  minute,  nor  out  of ’s  pace  to  knowledge. 

Lew.  Thisisftrange. 

And.  Yet  he  hath  fent  his  duty,  Sir,  before  him  in  this 
fair  Mauufeript. 

Bri.  What  have  we  here  ? Pot-hooks  and  Andirons ! 

And.  I much  pity  you,  it  is  the  Syrian  Charader,  or 
the  Arabick.  Would  you  have  it  faid,  fo  great  and  deep 
a Scholar  as  M^  (Carles  is,  fliould  ask  blefling  in  any  Chrifti- 
an  Language  ? Were  it  Greek  I could  interpret  for  you,  but 
indeed  I’m  gone  no  farther. 

Bri.  And  in  Greek  you  can  lie  with  your  fmug  Wife  Lilly. 

And.  If  I keep  her  from  your  French  Dialed,  as  I hope 
I fhall.  Sir ; however  fhe  is  your  Landrefs,  fhe  fhall  put 
you  to  the  charge  of  no  more  Soap  than  ufual  for  th’v\’aflfing 
of  your  Sheets. 

Bri.  Take  in  the  Knave,  and  let  him  cat. 

And.  And  drink  too,  Sir. 

Bri.  And  drink  too  Sir,  and  fee  your  Mafters  Chamber 
ready  for  him. 

Bat.  Come,  D’^  Andrew,  without  Difputation  thou  fhalt 
Commence  i’the  Cellar, 

cAnd.  I had  rather  Commence  on  a cold  Bak’d  meat. 

Cook,  Thouflialtha’t,  Boy. 

Bri.  Good  Monfieur  Lewis,  I efteem  my  felf  much  ho 
noiir’d  in  your  clear  intent,  to  joynoiir  ancient  Families, 
and  make  them  one  -,and  ’twill  take  from  my  age  and  cares, 
to  live  and  fee  what  you  have  purpos’d  but  in  ad,  of  which 
your  vifit  at  this  prefent  is  a hopeful  Omen  -,  I each  minute 
expeding  the  arrival  of  my  Sens-,  I have  not  wrong’d  their 
Birth  for  want  of  Means  and  Education,  to  fhape  them  to 
thatcourfe  each  w'as  addided  -,  and  therefore  that  wc  may 
proceed  difcrcctly,  fince  what’s  concluded  rafhly  fcldcm 

pro- 
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)ioi*pcrs,  you  firfl:  fhall  take  a fbrid  pcrlifal  of  them,  and 
then  from  your  allowance,  your  fair  Daughter  my  fafhion 
icr  afta^ion. 

Lerv.  Monfieur  you  offer  fair  and  nobly,  and  l ie 

me 't  you  in  the  fame  line  of  Honour  ; and  I hope,  being 
bklt  but  with  one  Daughter,  I fliall  not  appear  imperti- 
nently curious,  though  with  my  utmoft  vigilance  and  itudy, 

1 labour  to  beftovv  her  to  her  worth : Lcf  others  fpeak  her 
form , and  future  Fortune  from  me  defending  to  her  > 

1 in  that  fit  down  with  filcnce. 

£ri.  You  may,  my  Lord,  fecurely,  nee  Fame  aloud 
proclaimeth  her  perfc(flions,  command  m ns  tongues 
to fing  her  praifes  •,  Ihould  I fay  more,  uu  wcu  might  cen- 
fure  me  (what  yet  I never  was)a  Flatterer.  What  trampling’s 
that  without  of  Horfes  ? 

£nter  Butler. 

Buf  Sir,  my  young  Mafters  are  newly  alighted. 

Sr».  Sir,  now  obferve  their  feveral  difpofitions. 

£nter  Charles. 

C/aar,  Bid  my  Supfifer  carry  my  Hackney  to  theButt’ry, 
and  give  him  hisBever  j it  is  a civil  and  fober  Bcaft,  and 
will  drink  moderately,  and  that  done,  turn  him  into  the 
Quadrangle. 

£ri.  He  cannot  ontofhisUniverfity  tone. 

E^uer  Euftace,  Egremont,  Cowfy. 

Ex/.  Lackey,  take  care  our  Courfers  be  well  rubb’d,  and 
cloath’d  j they  have  out-ftripp’d  the  Wind  in  fpeed. 

Lew.  I marry.  Sir,  there’s  metal  in  this  young  Fellow ! 
What  a Sheep’s  look  his  elder  Brother  has ! 

Char.  Your  bleffing.  Sir. 

“Srt.  Rife,  CharleSy  thou  haft  it. 

£«/?.  Sir,  though  it  be  unufual  in  the  Court,  (finceVis 
the  Courtiers  garb  ) 1 bend  my  knee,  and  do  exped  what 
follows.  ^ . 

'Bri.  Courtly  begg’d.  My  blefting,  take  it. 

EkJ}.  ( to  Lew.)  Your  Lord fh ip’s  vow’d  adoren  What 
a thing  this  Brother  is ! yet  I’le  vouchfafe  him  the  new 
Italian  Ihrug 

How  clownifhly  the  Book- worm  does  return  it  ? 

Char.  1 ’m  glad  ye  are  well.  f %eads. 

Enfl.  Pray  you  be  happy  in  the  knowledge  of  this  pair  of 
accomplifh’d  Monfieurs',  they  are  Gallants  that  havefeen 
both  Tropicks. 

'Brt,  I embrace  their  love. 

Egr.  W'hich  we’ll  repay  with  fervulating. 

Cow.  And  will  report  your  bounty  in  the  Court. 

Bri.  I pray  you  make  defervingufe  on’tfirft.  Eaftaccy 
give  entertainment  to  your  Friends  j what’s  in  my  houfe  is 
theirs. 

Sufi.  Which  we’ll  make  ule  of  ^ let’s  warm  our  brains 
with  half  a dozen  Healths,  and  then  hang  cold  difeourfe,  for 
we’ll  fpeak  Fire-works. 

Lew.  What,  at  his  Book  already.? 

'Bri.  Fie,  fie,  no  hour  of  interruption  ? 

Char,  Plato  differs  from  Socrates  in  this. 

Bri.  Come,  lay  them  by , let  them  agree  at  leifure. 

{'har.  Man’s  life,  Sir,  being  fo  fliort,  and  then  the  way 
that  leads  unto  the  knowledge  of  our  felves,  fo  long  and 
tedious , each  minute  fhould  be  precious. 

Bri.  In  our  care  to  manage  worldly  bufinefs,  youmuft 
part  with  this  Bookifh  contemplation,  and  prepare  your 
felf  for  adion  ^ to  thrive  in  this  Age  is  held  the  blame  of 
Learning ; You  mult  ftudy  to  know  what  part  of  my  Land’s 
good  for  the  Plough,  and  what  for  Palture  ; how  to  buy 
and  fell  to  the  bell  advantage  ^ how  to  cure  my  Oxen  when 
they’re  o’er-grown  wdth  lab^our< 

Char.  I may  do  this  from  what  I’ve  read,  Sir  ^ for,  what 
concerns  Tillage,  who  better  can  deliver  it  than  Firgil  in 
his  Georgkki?  and  to  cure  your  Herds,  his  Bucoltcks  is  a 
Mafter-piecc',  but  when  he  doe<  deferibe  the  Common- 
wealth of  Bees,  their  induftry,  and  knowledge  of  the  herbs 
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from  which  they  gather  Honey,  with  their  care  to  place  it 
with  decorum  in  the  Hive  •,  tly  11  Governmf'M:  among  them 
felves , their  order  in  going  forth , ar  1 coming  loadcn 
homc^  their  obedience  to  thtir  King,  and  his  rewards  to 
luch  as  labour,  with  his  puniinments  only  inflided  on  the 
ftothful  Drone-,  I’m  ravilh’d  with  it,  and  there  reap  my 
Harvell,  and  there  receive  the  gain  my  Cattle  bring  me, 
and  there  find  Wax  and  Honey. 

Bn.  And  grow  rich  in  your  imagination  ; heyday,  hey- 
day ! Georgickjy  'Bucoliikjy  and  Bees  ! art  mad 

Char.  No,  Sir,  tiie  knowledge  of  thefe  guards  me 
from  it. 

Bri.  But  can  you  find  among  your  bundle  of  Books  ( ahd 
put  in  all  your  D dionarics  that  fpeak  all  Tongues)  what 
pleafurc  they  enjoy,  that  do  embrace  a welMhap’d  wealthy 
Bride  ? Anfwcr  me  that. 

djar.  ’Tis  frequent.  Sir,  in  Story,  there  I read  of  all 
kind  of  virtuous  and  vitious  women-,  the antient  Spartan 
Dames,  and  Roman  Ladies,  their  Beauties  and  Deformi- 
ties; and  when  I light  upon  a Portia  ot  Cornelia^  crown’d 
with  Hill  flourinfing  leaves  of  truth  and  gbodnefs^  with 
fuch  a feeling  1 perulc  their  Fortunes,  as  if 1 then  had  liv’d, 
and  freely  tafted  their  ravifhing  fweetnefs;  at  the  prefent 
loving  the  whole  Sex  for  their  goodnefs  and  example.  But 
on  the  contrary,  when  I look  on  a CytonnefirayOtATHlEay 
thefirft  bath’d  in  her  Husband  bloud -,  the  latter,  without 
a touch  of  piety,  driving  on  her  Chariot  o’er  her  Father’s 
breathlefs  Trunk)  horrour  invades  my  faculties and  com- 
paring the  multitudes  o’th’  guilty,  with  the  few  that  did 
die  Innocents,  I detefl;  and  loath  ’em  as  Ignorance  or 
Atheifm. 

'Bri.  You  refolve  then  ne’er  to  make  payment  of  the  debt 
you  owe  me. 

Char.  What  debt,  good  Sir .? 

Bri.  A debt  I paid  my  Father  when  I begat  thee,  and 
made  him  a Grandlire,  which  I expeift  from  you. 

Char.  The  Children, Sir, which  1 will  leave  to  all  pofterity, 
begot  and  brought  up  by  my  painful  Studies,  lhall  be  my 
living  llTue. 

Bri.  Very  well  \ and  I lhall  have  a general  Colkcftion  of 
all  the  quidditsfrom  Adam  to  this  time,  to  be  my  Gran- 
child. 

Char.  And  fuch  a one,  I hope,  Sir,  as  lhall  not  Iharlie  thb 
Family. 

Bri.  «Nor  will  you  take  care  of  my  Ellate  ? 

Char.  But  in  my  willies-,  for  know.  Sir,  that  the  wings 
on  which  my  Soul  is  mounted,  have  long  fince  born  her  too 
ligh,  to  ftoop  lo  any  Prey  that  foars  not  upwards.  Sordid 
and  dunghil  minds,  compos’d  of  earth,  in  that  grofs  E- ' 
lement  fix  all  their  happinefs  ^ but  purer  Spirits,  purged 
and  refin’d,  lhake  offthat  clog  of  humane  frailty  ^ give  me 
leave  t’enjoy  my  felf  ^ that  place  that  docs  contain  my 
Books  (the  bell  Compaions)  is  to  me  a glorious  Court, 
where  hourly  1 converfe  with  the  old  Sages  and  Philofo- 
phers,  and  fometimes  for  variety,  1 confer  with  Kings  and 
Emperors,  and  weigh  their  Counfels,  calling  their  Vi^ories 
(iflinjuftlygot)  untoaltridlaccompt,  and  in  my  phancy, 
deface  their  ill-plac’d  Statues  -,  can  I then  part  with  fuch  Con- 
ftantpleafures,  to  embrace  uncertain  vanities?  No,  be  it 
your  care  t’augment  your  heap  of  wealth  -,  it  fliall  be  mine 

t’  increafe  in  knowledge Lights  there  for  my  Study  - — 

[£.vk. 

Bri.  Was  ever  man  that  had  reafon  thus  tranfported 
from  all  fenfe  and  feeling  of  his  proper  good  ? It  vexes  me, 
and  if  I found  not  comfort  in  my  young  Enfiaccy  I might 
well  conclude  my  name  were  at  a period  / 1 

Lew.  He  is  indeed.  Sir,  the  furer  bafe  to  build  on. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  Cowfy,  and  Andrew. 

Bri.  Eufiace. 

Sufi.  Sir. 

Bri.  Your  ear  in  private. 

And.  I fufped  my  Mailer  has  found  harfli  welcome,  he’s 
gone  Supperlefs  into  his  Study  -,  could  1 find  out  the  caufe,it 

- ■ . . - ^ 
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may  be  bonowing  ot  his  Books,  or  fo,l  fhall  be  fatisfied. 

£:tj}.  Mvduty  lhall,  Sir,  take  any  form  you  plcafe  •,  and 

in  your  motion  to  have  me  married,  you  cut  oft  all  dangers 
i ihe  violent  heats  of  youth  might  bear  me  to. 

I / IV.  It  i.'  well  anfvver’d. 

I / ,/.  Nor  ftiall  you,  my  Lord, for  your  fiiir  Daughter  ever 
' find  juft  caufe  to  mourn  your  choice  of  me  ^ the  name  of 
! Husband,  nor  the  authority  it  carries  in  it,  fliall  ever  teach 
me  to  forget  to  be,  as  I am  now,  her  Servant,  and 
' Lordftiip’s  *,  and  but  that  modefty  forbids, that  1 (hould  found 
the  Trumpet  of  my  owndeferts,  I could  fay,  my  choice  man 
nets  have  been  fuch,  as  render  me  lov’d  and  remarkable  to 
the  Princes  oi  the  Blood. 

G".v.  Nay,  to  the  King. 

E<rre.  Nay  to  the  King  and  Council. 

yind.  Thefe  are  Court  adiTiircrs,  and  ever  echo  him  that 

bears  the  Bag.  Though  1 be  duH-ey’d,  1 ftc  through  this 
jugliug. 

Eufl.  Then  for  my  hopes. 

Car.  Nay  certainties. 

Eufi  They  ftand  as  fair  as  any  mans.  What  can  there 
fall  in  compafs  of  her  vvilhes,  which  Ihe  lhall  not  be  fuddcnly 
poflefs’d  of  ? Loves  Ihe  Titles  ? by  the  grace  and  favour  of 
my  Princely  Friends,  I am  what  flie  would  have  me. 

Bn.  He  fpcaks  well,  and  I believe  him. 

Lt\x.  I couldwilhldidfo.  Pray  you  a word,  Sir,  Fit's  a 
properGentltman,and  promifesnothing,but  what  ispoflible. 
So  far  I will  go  with  you  •,  nay,  1 add,  he  hath  won  much 
upon  me  ^ and  were  he  but  one  thing  that  his  Brother  is,  the 
bargain  were  foonftiuck  up. 

Bri.  WTat’s  that,  my  Lord  ? 

Lew.  The  Heir. 

And.  Which  he  is  not,  and  I truft  never  fiiall  be. 

Bri.  Come,  that  lhall  breed  no  difference ; you  fee  Charles 
has  given  o’er  the  world  ; I’le  undertake,  and  with  much 
eafe,  to  buy  his  Birth  right  of  him  for  a Dry-fat  of  new 
Books  •,  nor  lhall  my  ftate  alone  make  way  for  him,  but  my 
elder  Brothers,  who  being  iftuelefs,  to  advance  our  name,  I 
doubt  not  will  add  his.  Your  refolution  ? 

Lew.  I’le  firft  acquaint  my  Daughter  with  the  proceed- 
ings; on  thefe  terms  1 am  yours,  as  Ihe  lhall  be,  make  you 
nofcruple.  Get  the  Writings  ready,  ftie  lhall  be  tradable^ 
to  morrow  we  will  hold  a fecond  conference.  Farewell  noble 
Enjlace,  and  you  brave  Gallants. 

Ehfi.  Full  increafe  of  honour  wait  ever  on  your  Lord- 
Ihip. 

^^nd.  The  Gout  rather,  and  a perpetual  Meagrim. 

Bn.  You  fee,  Etifiace,  how  I travel  to  polfefsyou  of  a 
Fortune  you  were  not  born  to  ■,  be  you  worthy  of  it ; I’Je  fur- 
nilh  you  for  a Suitor : vifit  her,  and  profper  in’e. 

Eufi.  She’s  mine,  Sir,  fear  it  not ; in  all  my  travels,  1 
ne’er  met  a Virgin  that  could  refill:  my  Courtlhip. 

If  it  take  now,  we’re  made  for  ever,  and  will  revel  it. 

[£.v. 

tyfnd.  In  tough  Wellh  Parfly , which,  in  our  vulgar 
Tongue,  is  ftrong  Hempen  Halters-,  my  poor  Mailer  co- 
zen’d, and  I a looker  on .'  If  we  have  ftudi’d  our  Majors  and 
our  Minors,  Antecedents  and  Confequents,to  be  concluded 
Coxcombs,  w’have  made  a fair  hand  on’t.  I am  glad  I have 
found  out  all  their  plots,  and  their  Confpiracics^  this  lhall 
t’old  Monfieur  tALramont,  one,  that  though  he  cannot  read 
a Proclamation, yet  dotes  on  Learning,  and  loves  my  Mailer 
doarles  for  being  a Scholar  ; 1 hear  he’s  coming  hither,  I lhall 
meet  him-,  and  if  he  be  that  old  , rough,  telly  blade  he- 
al ways  us’d  to  be,  rie  ring  him  fuch  a pcal,^  as  lhall  go  near 
to  lhakc  their  Bciroom,  peradvenlurc  bcat’m,  for  he  is  fire 
and  flax  ; and  fo  have  at  him.  L E.vit. 


ABh<s  Seundus.  Sana  Trim  a. 

Enter  Miramount,  Brifac. 

Mir.  ^ 7 A Y,  Brother,  Brother. 

L\I  Bri.  ft-^y.  Sir,  be  not  moved,  I meddle  with 
no  bufinefs  but  mine  own,  and  in  mine  own  ’tis  reafon  I 
lliould  govern. 

But  how  to  govern  then,  and  underftand.  Sir,  and 
be  as  wife  as  y’are  hafty,  though  you  be  my  Brother,  and 
from  one  bloud  Iprung,  I mull  tell  ye  heartily  and  home 
too. 

. Bri.  What,  Sir? 

<ijldir.  What  I grieve  to  find,  you  are  a fool,  and  an  old 
fool,  and  that’s  two. 

Bri.  We’ll  part’em,if you  pleafe. 

Mir.  No,  they’re  entail’d  to ’em.  Seek  to  deprive  an  ho- 
neft  noble  Spirit,  your  eldeftSon,  Sir,  and  your  very  Image, 
( but  he’s  fo  like  you,  that  he  fares  the  worfe  for’t ) becaufe 
he  loves  his  Book,  and  dotes  on  that,  and  only  ftudies  how 
to  know  things  excellent,  above  the  reach  of  fuch  conrfe 
Brains  as  yours,  fuch  muddy  Fancies,  that  never  will  know 
farther  than  when  to  cut  your  Vines,  and  cozen  Merchants, 
and  choak  your  hide-bound  Tenants  wifh  mufty  Harvefts. 

Bri.  You  go  too  faft. 

tJMir.  I’am  not  come  to  my  pace  yet.  Becaufe  h’  has 
made  his  ftudy  all  his  pleafure,  and  is  retir’d  into  his  Con- 
templation, not  medling  with  the  dirt  and  chaff  of  Nature, 
that  makes  the  fi)irit  of  the  mind  mud  too  ^ therefore  mull 
he  be  flung  from  his  inheritance  ? mull  he  be  dilpoftefs’d, 
and  Monfieur  Gingle  boy  his  younger  Brother—— 

Bri.  You  forget  yourfelf. 

Mar.  Becaufe  h’has  been  at  Court,  and  learn’d  new 
Tongues,  and  how  to  Ipeak  a tedious  piece  of  nothing  ^ to 
vary  his  face  as  Sea-men  do  their  comp,  s,  to  worfliip  Ima- 
ges of  gold  and  filver,  and  fall  before  the  She-calves  of  the 
feafon ; therefore  muft  he  jump  into  his  Brother’s  Land  ? 

Bri.  Have  you  done  yet,  and  have  you  fpoke  enough  in 
praife  of  Learning,  Sir  ? 

tJMir.  Never  enough. 

Bri.  But,  Brother,  do  you  know  what  Learning  is  ? 

Mir.  It  is  not  to  be  a Juftice  of  Peace  as  you  are,  and 
palter  out  your  time  i’th’  penal  Statutes.  To  hear  the 
curious  Tenets  controverted  between  a Proteftant  Con- 
ftable,  and  Jefuite  Cobler ; to  pick  Natural  Philofophy  out 
of  Bawdry,  when  your  Worlhip’s  pleas’d  to  corredifie  a 
Lady  ^ nor  ’tis  not  the  main  Moral  of  blind  Juftice,  (which 
is  deep  Learning)  when  your  Worlhips  Tenants  bring  a 
light  caule,  and  heavy  Hens  before  ye,  both  fat  and  feeble, 
a Goofe  or  Pig  j and  then  you’ll  fit  like  equity  with  both 
hands  weighing  indifferently  the  ftate  o’th’  queftion.  Thefe 
arc  your  C^odlibcts,  but  no  Learning,  Brother. 

BrL  You  are  fo  parlouflyin  love  with  Learning,  that  I’d 
be  glad  to  know  what  you  underftand.  Brother  -,  I’m  fure 
you  have  read  all  Arifiotle. 

Mir.  Faith  no  -,  but  I believe  I have  a learned  faith.  Sir, 
and  that’s  it  makes  a Gentleman  of  my  fort ; though  I can 
fpcak  no  Greek,  I love  the  found  of ’t,  it  goes  fo  thund’ring 
as  it  conjur’d  Devils:  (Charles  fpeaks  it  loftily,  and  if  thou 
wert  a man,or  had’ft  but  ever  heard  of  Homers  Iliads.^Heftod, 
and  the  Greek  Poets,  thou  wouldft  run  mad,  and  hang  thy 
felf  for  joy  th’hadft  fuch  a Gentleman  to  be  thy  Son : O he 
has  read  fuch  things  to  me ! 

Bri.  And  you  do  underftand  ’em.  Brother  ? 

tJMir.  I tell  thee,  No,  that’s  not  material-,  the  found’s 
fufficient  to  confirm  an  honcflman;  Good  Brother  Bri^ac.^ 
docs  your  young  Courtier,  that  wears  the  fine  Cloaths,  and 
is  the  excellent  Gentleman,  (the  Traveller,  the  Soldier,  as 
you  think  too)  underftand  any  other  power  than  his  Tailor  ? 
or  knows  what  motion  is  more  than  an  Horfc-race.^  What 
the  Moon  means,  but  to  light  him  home  from  Taverns  ? or 
the  comfort  of  the  Sun  is,  but  to  wear  flaih’d  clothes  in  ? 

And 
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And  muft  this  piece  of  ignorance  be  popt  up,  bacaufc ’t  can 
kifs  the  hand,  and  cry,  Ivvcct  Latly?  Say  it  had  been  at 
Rome,  and  leen  tlie  Reliques,  drunk  your  V^ertltA  Wine, 
and  rid  at  Nuple  , brought  home  a Box  of  remce  Treacle 
with  it,  to  cure  young  Wenches  that  have  eaten  Afhes : 

Muft  this  thing  therefore  ? 

£n.  Yes  Sir,  this  thing  muft*,  Iwillnottruft  my  Land 
toonefo  fotted,  fo  grown  like  a Difeafe  unto  his  Study, 
he  thatw^d  tiingofl'all  occafioos  and 'cares,  to  make  him 
underftand  what  ftateis,  and  how  to  govern  it,  mult,  by 
that  reafon,  be  flung  liimfelf  afide  from  managing.  My 
younger  Boy  is  a fine  Gentleman. 

Mir.  HeisanAfs,  a piece  of  Ginger-bread,  gilt  over  to 
pleafe  foolilh  Girls  puppets. 

Bri.  You  arc  my  elder  Brother. 

Mir.  So  I had  need,  and  have  an  elder  Wit,  thou’dft 
lhame  us  all  elfe.  Go  to,  I fay,  CW/w  lhall  inherit. 

Bri.  I fay,  no,  unlefs  Charles  had  a Soul  to  underftand  it  i 
can  he  manage  fix  thoufand  Crowns  a year  out  of  the  Me- 
taphyCcs  ? or  can  all  his  learn’d  Aftionomy  look  to  my 
Vineyards?  Can  the  drunken  old  Poets  make  up  my  Vines? 
(I  know  they  can  drink  ’em)  or  your  excellent  Human! fts 
fell  ’em  the  Merchants  for  my  belt  advantage  ? Can  Hifto' 
rycut  my  Hay,  or  get  my  Corn  in?  And  can  Geometry 
vend  it  in  the  Market  ? Shall  I have  my  flieep  kept  with  a 
Jacobs-fiaff  now  ? I wonder  you  will  magnifie  this  mad- 
man, you  that  are  old,  and  fliould  underftand. 

Mir.  Should,  fay’ft  thou  ? thou  monftrous  piece  of  ig- 
norance in  Office ! thou  that  haft  no  more  knowledge  than 
thy  Clerk  infufes,  thy  dapper  Clerk,  larded  with  ends  of 
Latin,  and  he  no  more  than  cuftom  of  offences.  Thou  un- 
reprieveable  Dunce ! that  thy  formal  Band ftrings,  thy 
Ring,  nor  pomander  cannot  expiate  for,  doft  thou  tell  me  I 
ftiould  ? Tie  pofe  thy  Worffiip  in  thine  own  Library  and  Al- 
manack, which  thou  art  daily  poring  on,  to  pick  out  days 
of  iniquity  to  cozen  fools  in,  and  Full  Moons  to  cut  Cat 
tie:  doft  thou  taint  me,  that  have  run  over  Story,  Poetry, 
Humanity  ? 

’Bri.  As  a cold  nipping  lhadow  does  o’er  ears  of  Corn, 
and  leave  ’em  blafted,  put  up  your  anger,  what  I’ll  do, 
I’ll  do. 

Mir.  Thou  (halt  not  do. 

Bri.  I will. 

Mir.  Thou  art  an  Afs  then,  a dull  old  tedious  Afs^  th’ 
art  ten  times  worfe,  and  of  lefs  credit  than  DwncQ  Holling- 
Jhead  the  Englifliman,  that  writes  of  Shows  and  Sheriffs. 

Enter  Lewis. 


Bri.  Well,  take  your  pleafure,  here’s  one  I muft  talk 
with. 

Lew.  Good-day,  Sir. 

Bri.  Fair  to  you.  Sir. 

Lew.  May  I fpeak  w’ye  ? 

Bri.  With  all  my  heart,  I was  waiting  on  your  goodnefs. 

Lew.  Good  morrow,  iAQXiiitnx:  Adiramont. 

Mir.  O fweet  Sir,  k^p  your  good  morrwv  to  cool  your 
Worftiips  pottage  ^ a couple  of  the  worlds  fools  met  toge- 
ther to  raife  up  dirt  and  dunghils. 

Lew.  Are  they  drawn  ? 

Bri.  They  lhall  be  ready.  Sir,  within  thefe  two  hours;, 
and  Charles  fet  his  hand. 

Lew,  ’Tis  neceflary  ^ for  he  being  a joint  purchafer, 
though  your  Eltate  was  got  by  your  own  induftry,  unlefs 
hefed  to  the  Conveyance,  it  can  be  of  no  validity. 

Bri.  He  (hail  be  ready  and  do  it  willingly. 

Mir.  He  lhall  be  hang’d  firft. 

Bri.  I hope  your  Daughter  likes. 

Lew.  She  loves  him  well.  Sir  *,  young  Eitfiace  is  a bait  to 
catch  a W^oman,  a budding  fpritely  Fellow;,  y’are  refolv’d 
then,  that  all  lhall  pafs  from  Charles  ? 

Bri.  All,  all,  he’s  nothing*,  a bunch  of  Books  lhall  be 
his  Patrimony,  and  more  than  he  can  manage  too. 

Lew.  Will  your  Brother  pafs  over  his  Land  to 
fon  Estflace?  you  know  he  lias  no  Heir^ 


iJMtr.  He  will  be  Head  lirft,  and  Hoi  le  collars  made  of  s 
skin. 

Bri.  Let  him  alone,  a wilful  man;  i.iy  Eli  ate  lhall  1cit,-c 
the  turn,  Sir.  And  how  docs  your  Duughtcr  ? 

Lew.  Ready  for  tlvt  houi,  and  like  a blulliing  Rofc  that 
ftays  the  pulling. 

Bri.  To  morrow  then’s  the  day. 

Lew.  Why  then  to  morrow  I’ll  bring  the  Girl  \ get  you 
the  Writings  ready. 

eJPldir.  But  hark  you,  Monlieur,  have  you  the  virtuous 
confcienceto  help  to  rob  an  Heir,  an  Elder  Brother,  of 
that  which  Nature  and  the  Law  flings  on  him?  You  were 
your  Father’s  eldeftSon,!  take  it,  and  had  his  Land ; would 
you  had  had  his  wit  too,  or  hisdifcrction,  to  confider  no 
bly,  what ’tis  to  deal  unworthily  in  thefe  things  ; you’ll 
fay  he’s  none  of  yours,  he’s  his  Son;  and  he  will  lay,  he 
is  no  Son  to  inherit  above  a Ihelf  of  Books;  Why  did  he 
get  him?  why  was  he  brought  up  to  write  and  read,  and 
know  thefe  things?  why  was  he  not  like  his  Father,  a 
dumb  Juftice?  aflat  dull  piece  of  phlegm,  lhap’d  like  a 
man,  a reverend  Idol  in  a piece  of  Arras  ? Can  you  lay 
difobedience,  want  of  manners,  or  any  capital  crime  to 
his  charge  ? 

Lew.  Ido  not,  nor  do  weigh  your  words,  they  bite  not 
me,  Sirj  this  man  muft  anfwer. 

Bri.  I have  don’t  already,  and  given  fufficient  reafon 
to  fecure  me : and  fo  good  morrow.  Brother,  to  your  pa- 
tience. 

Lew.  Good  morrow,  Monlieur  Miramont. 

eJAdir.  Good  Night  caps  keep  brains  warm,  or  Maggots 
will  breed  in ’em.  Well,  Charles,  thou  lhalt  not  want  to 
buy  thee  Books  yet,  thefaireft  in  thy  Study  arc  my  gift, 
and  the  Univerfity  of  Lovain,  for  thy  fake,  hath  rafted 
of  my  bounty  ^ and  to  vex  the  old  doting  Fool  thy  Father, 
and  thy  Brother,  they  lhall  not  lhare  a Sok,  of  mine  between 
them;  nay  more.  I’ll  give  thee  eight  thoufand  Crowns  a 
year,  in fome  high  ftrain  to  write  my  Epitaph. 

ACTUS  II.  SCENA  II. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  Cowfy^ 

Eh^.  How  do  1 look  now',  my  Elder  Brother  ? Nay, ’tis 
a handfome  Suit. 

Cow.  All  Courtly,  Courtly. 

Sufi,  rilallbreye,  Gentlemen,  my  Tailor  has  travci’d, 
and  Ipeaks  as  lofty  Language  in  his  Bills  too ; the  cover  of  an 
old  Book  would  not  Ihew  thus.  Fie,  lie  •,  what  things  thefe 
Academicks  are  I thefe  Book-W'orms,  how  they  look ! 

Egre.  They’re  raeer  Images,  no  gentle  motion  or  behavi- 
our in  ’em  ; they’ll  prattle  ye  of  Pnmum  Mobtle,  and  tell  a 
ftory  of  the  ftate  of  Heaven,  what  Lords  and  Ladies  go 
vern  in  fuch  Houfes,  and  what  wonders  they  do  when  they 
meet  together,  and  how  they  fpit  Snow, Fire,  and  Hail, like  a 
Jugler,  and  make  a noife  when  they  are  drunk,  whicli  wc 
call  Thunder. 

Cow.  They  are  the  fneaking’ft  things,  and  the  contempt!- ' 
bleft*,  fuch  Small-beer  brains,  but  ask  ’em  any  thing  out 
of  the  Element  of  their  underftanding,  and  theyftand  ga- 
ping like  a roafted  Pig : do  they  know  what  a Court  is,  or  a 


Council,  or  how  the  affairs  of  Chriftendom  are  manag’d  ? 
Do  they  know  any  thing  but  a tired  Hackney?  and  they 
cry  abfurd  as  the  Horle  underftood  ’em.  They  have  made 
a ffiir  Youth  of  your  Elder  Brother,  a pretty  piece  of  flefli ! 

Eufi.  I thank ’em  for’t,  long  may  he  ftudy  to  give  me 
his  Eftate.  Saw  you  my  Miftris  ? 

Egre.  Yes,  Ihe’s  a fweet  young  Woman*,  butbefureyou 
keep  her  from  Learning. 

Euft.  Songs  Ihe  may  have , and  read  a little  unbak’d 
Poetry,  fuch  as  the  Dablers  of  our  time  contrive,  that  has 
no  w'eight  nor  wheel  to  move  the  mind,  nor  indeed  nothing 
but  an  empty  found  *,  llie  fliall  have  deaths,  but  not  made 
^ by  Geometry ;,  Horfes  and  Coach,  bu:of  no  immortal  Race  .- 
your  j 1 will  not  have  a Scholar  in  my  hom>  above  a gentle  Rea 
der*,  they  corrupt  the  foolifli  Wc.nen  with  their  fubtle 
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''ProMcms;  Tie  have  my  houfe  call’d  ignorance,  to  fright 
prat.ng  I'hilofophcrs  from  Entertainment. 

Cow.  It  will  do  well,  love  thole  that  love  good  falliions, 
i e od  cloaths,  and  rich;  they  invite  men  to  admire ’em, 
i tnat  Ipeak  the  lifp  of  Court.  Oh  'tis  great  Learning!  to 
Ride  well.  Dance  well.  Sing  well,  or  Whiltle  Courtly, 
they're  rare  endowments ; that  they  have  feen  far  Coun- 
treys,  and  can  fpeak  Itrange  things,  though  they  fpeak  no 
truths,  for  then  they  make  things  common.  When  are 
you  marri’d  ? 

Eufi.  To  morrow,  I think ; we  muR  have  a Mafque, 
Boys,  and  of  our  own  making. 

E^c.  ’Tis  not  half  an  hours  work,  a Cupid,  and  a Fiddle, 
and  the  thing’s  done  .•  but  let’s  be  handlbme , lhall’s  be 
Gods  or  Nymphs? 

Eiifi.  W'hac,  Nymphs  with  Beards 

Cow.  That’s  true,  we’ll  be  Knights  then ; fome  wandring 
Knights,  that  light  here  on  a fudden. 

EhJ}.  Let’s  go,  let’s  go,  1 muR  go  vifit.  Gentlemen, 
and  mark  what  fweet  lips  I muR  kifs  to  morrow. 

[_  Exeunt. 

ACTUS  II.  SCENA  III. 

Enter  Cook,  Andrew,  Butler. 

Cooh^  And  how  do’s  my  MaRer  ? 

A. ';d.  He’s  at’s  Book ; peace,  Coxcomb,  that  Rich  an  un- 
learned tongue  as  thine  Riould  ask  for  him ! 

Co.  Do’s  he  not  Rudy  conjuring  too  ? 

yind.  Have  you  loR  any  Plate,  Bntler  ? 

B. :t.  No,  but  I know  I lhall  to  morrow  at  dinner. 

And.  Then  to  morrow  you  lhall  be  turn’d  out  of  your 
place  for’t;  we  meddle  with  no  fpirit  o’th’  Buttery,  they 
taRe  too  fmall  for  us ; keep  me  a Pie  in  Folio,  I befeech  thee, 
and  thou  lhalt  fee  how  learnedly  I’le  tranflate  him.  ShalTs 
have  good  cheer  to  morrow  f 

Co.  Excellent  good  cheer,  Andrew. 

And.  The  fpight  on’t  is, that  much  about  that  time,l  lhall  be 
arguing,or  deciding  rather,  which  are  the  Males  or  Females 
i of  Red  Herrings,  and  v;hether  they  be  taken  in  the  Red-Sea 
I only ; a qucRion  found  out  by  Coperniem,  the  learned  Mo- 
' tion  n>aker. 

(^0.  1 marry.  But  Ur,  here  are  rare  things;  a man  that 
look’d  upon  him,  would  fwear  he  underRood  no  more  than 
we  do. 

But.  Certain,  a learned  Andrew. 

And.  I’ve  fo  much  on’t,  and  am  fo  loaden  with  Rrong 
underRanding,  I fear, they’ll  run  me  mad.  Here’s  a new 
InRrument,a  Mathematical  GliRer  to  purge  the  Moon  with 
when  Ihe  is  laden  with  cold  phlegmatick  humours ; and 
here’s  another  to  remove  the  Stars,  when  they  grow  too 
thick  in  the  Firmament. 

Co.  O Heavens!  why  do  1 labour  out  my  life  in  a Beef- 
pot?  and  only  fearch  the  Iccrets  of  a Sallad,  and  know 
no  farther  ? 

And.  They  are  not  reveal’d  to  all  heads ; thefc  are  far  a- 
bove  your  Element  of  Fire,  Cooke,  I could  tell  you  of  Ar- 
chime^s  Glafs,  to  fire  your  Coals  with ; and  of  the  Philofo- 
phers  Turf,  that  ne’er  goes  out : and,  Gilbert  Butler,  I could 
ravilh  thee  with  two  rare  inventions. 

But.  What  arc  they,  Andrew  ? 

And.  The  one  to  blanch  your  Bread  from  chippingsbafe, 
and  in  a moment,  as  thou  wouldft  an  Almond  ; the  Sedl  of 
‘ the  Epicureans  invented  that ; The  other  for  thy  Trenchers, 
tiiat’sa  Rrong  onc,to  cleanfe  you  twenty  dozen  in  a minute, 
j and  no  noife  heard,  which  is  the  wonder,  Gilbert ; and  this 
■ was  out  of  Plato's  new  Idea's. 

j But.  Why,  what  a learned  MaRer  do’R  thou  ferve, 

I fylndrew  * 

And.  ThtR;arc  but  the  ferapings  of  his  underRanding  , 
Gilbert-,  with  grxis  and  goddcflcs,  and  Rich  Rrangc  people 
hedeals,  and  treats  with  in  fo  plain  a faRiion,  as  thou  do’R 
with  thy  Boy  that  draws  thy  drink,  or  Ralph  therc,with  his 
Kitchin  Boys  and  Scalders. 


Co.  But  why  fliould  he  not  be  familiar,  and  talk  fome- 
times,  as  other  ChriRians  do,  of  hearty  matters,  and  come 
into  the  Kitchin,  and  there  cut  his  BreakfaR  ? 

But.  And  then  retire  to  the  Buttery,  and  there  eat  it, and 
drink  a luRy  Bowl  to  my  young  MaRer,  that  muR  be  now 
the  Heir,  he’ll  do  all  thefe,  1 and  be  drunk  too ; thefe  are 
mortal  things. 

zXnd.  My  MaRer  Rudies  immortality. 

Co.  Now  thou  talk’R  of  immortality,  how  do’s  thy  Wife, 
Andrew  ? my  old  MaRer  did  you  no  fmall  Pleafure  when  he 
procur’d  her,  and  Rock’d  you  in  a Farm.  If  he  fliould  love 
her  now,  as  he  hath  a Colts  tooth  yet, what  fays  your  learn- 
ing a nd  your  Rrange  InRruments  to  that,  my  Andrew  ? Can 
any  of  your  learned  Clerks  avoid  it?  can  ye  put  by  his  Ma- 
thematical Engine? 

e^nd.  Ycs,  or  I’le  break  it.-  thou  awaken’Rme,  and 
rie  peep  i’th’  Moon  this  month  but  I’le  watch  for  him.  My 
MaRer  rings,  I muR  go  make  him  a fire,  and  conjure  o’er 
his  Books. 

Co.  Adieu,  good  Andrew,  and  fend  thee  manly  patience 
with  thy  learning.  p Exeunt. 

ACTUS  II.  SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Charles. 

Cha.  I have  forgot  to  cat  and  fleep  with  reading,  and  all 
ray  faculties  turn  into  Rudy ; ’tis  meat  and  fleep ; what  need 
I outward  garments,  when  1 can  cloath  myfelf  with  under- 
Randing ? The  Stars  and  glorious  P’a.nets  have  no  Tailors, 
yet  ever  new  they  are,and  fliine  like  Courtiers.  The  Seafons’ 
of  the  year  find  no  fond  Parents,  yet  fome  are  arm’d  in  fil- 
ver  Ice  that  gliRers,  and  Rime  in  gawdy  Green  come  in 
like  Mafquers.  The  Silk-worm  fpins  her  own  fuit  and  lodg- 
ing , and  has  no  aid  nor  partner  in  her  labours.  Why 
fliould  we  care  for  any  thing  but  knowledge,  or  look  upon 
the  World  but  to  contemn  it  ? 

Enter  Andrew. 

And.  Would  you  have  any  thing 
Char,  t^ndrew,  I find  there  is  a flie  grown  o’er  the  Eye 
o’th’  Bully  which  will  go  near  t j blind  the  ConRellation. 

And.  Put  a Gold  ring  in’s  nofe,  and  that  will  cure  hJm. 
Char.  Ariadne's  Crown’s  away  too ; two  main  Stars  that 
held  it  faR  are  flip  out. 

And.  Send  it  prefently  to  galateo,  the  Italian  Star-! 
wright,  he’ll  fet  it  right  again  with  little  labour.  l 

Osar.  Thou  art  a pretty  Scholar. 

And.  I hope  I lhall  be ; have  1 fwept  Books  fo  often  to 
know  nothing  ? 

Char.  1 hear  thou  art  married. 

<iyfnd.  It  hath  pleas’d  your  Father  to  match  me  to  a Maid 
of  his  own  chufing ; I doubt  her  ConRellation’s  loofe  too, 
and  wants  nailing;  and  a fweet  Farm  he  has  given  us  a mile 
off,  Sir. 

Char.  Marry  thy  fclf  to  underRanding,  Andrew,  thefe 
Women  are  Srrata  in  all  Authors,  they’re  fair  to  fee  to,  and 
bound  up  in  Vellam,  fmooth,  white  and  clear,  but  their 
contents  are  monRrous ; they  treat  of  nothing  but  dull  age 
and  difeafes.  Thou  haR  not  fo  much  wit  in  thy  head, as  there 
is  on  thole  Ihelves,  Andrew. 

And.  1 think  I have  not.  Sir. 

Char.  No , if  thou  had’R,  thou’ld’R  ne’er  married  a 
Woman  in  thy  bofom, they’re  Cataplafms  made  o’th’  deadly 
fins : I ne’er  faw  any  yet  but  mine  own  Mother;  or  if  I 
did,  I did  regard  them  but  as  ftiadows  that  pafs  by  of  under 
creatures. 

And.  Shall  I bring  you  one I’lctruRyou  with  myown 
Wife;  I would  not  have  your  Brother  go  beyond  yc;  they’re 
the  prettieR  Natural  Philofophcrstoplay  with. 

Char.  No,no,  they’re  Opticks  to  dclucle  mens  eyes  with. 
Docs  my  younger  Brother  fpeak  any  Greek  yet,  Andrew  ? 

And.  No,  but  he  fpcaks  High  Dutch , and  tliat  goes 
daintily. 

Char.  Reach  me  the  Books  down  I read  ycRcrday,  and 

make 
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make  a little  tut,  and  get  a manchet ; make  clean  thoFc  In- 

■ ftruments  ot  Brals  I Ihcw’d  you, and  fet  the  great  Sphere  by  •, 

■ then  take  the  Fox  tail,  and  purge  the  Hooks  from  dulf  ^ tail, 
take  your  Lilly,  and  get  your  part  ready. 

ybid.  Shall  I go  home,  Sir.^  my  Wife’s  name  is  Lilly, 
there  my  belt  part  lies,  Sir. 

Charles.  I mean  your  Grammar , O thou  Dunderhead 
would’lt  thou  be  ever  in  thy  Wife’s  Symaxis  ? Let  me  have 
no  noife,  nor  nothing  to  difturb  me 1 am  to  find  a fecret. 

And.  So  am  I too;  which  if  1 find,  1 lhall  makefome 
finar  t for’t  C Exeunt. 


ABffs  Xertins.  Seen  a Priwa. 

Enter  Lewis,  Angellina,  Sylvia,  Notary. 

Lewis.  ”|^His  is  the  day,  my  Daughter  Angellina^thc  hap- 
X pyi  that  mult  make  you  a Fortune,  a large  and 
full  one,  my  care  has  wrought  it,  and  yours  mull  be  as  great 
to  entertain  it.  Young  Enfiace  is  a Gentleman  at  all  points, 
and  his  behaviour  affable  and  courtly,  his  perfon  excellent 
I know  you  find  that,  1 read  it  in  your  eyes,  you  like  his 
youth  •,  young  handfome  pebple  Ihould  be  match’d  together, 
then  follows  handfome  Children,  handfome  fortunes ; the 
moll  part  of  his  Father’s  Eflate,  my  Wench , is  ti’d  in  a 
Jointure^  that  makes  up  the  harmony ; and  when  ye  are 
married,  he’s  of  that  foft  temper,  and  fo  far  will  be  chain’d 
to  your  obfervance , that  you  may  rule  and  turn  him  as 
youpleafe.  What,  are  the  Writings  drawn  on  your-fide. 
Sir  ? c 

Not.  They  are,  and  here  I have  fo  fetter’d  him,  that  if 
the  Elder  Brother  fet  his  hand  to,  not  all  the  power  of  Law 
(hall  e’er  releafe  him. 

Lew.  Thefe  Notaries  are  notable  confident  Knaves,  and 
able  to  do  more  mifehief  than  an  Army.  Are  all  your  Claufes 
fure? 

Net.  Sure  as -proportion  ■,  they  may  turn  Rivers  fooner 
than  thefe  Writings. 

Lew.  Why  did  you  not  put  all  the  Lands  in,  Sir  ? 

Not.  ’Twas  not  condition’d;  if  it  had  been  found,  it 
had  been  but  a fault  made  in  the  Writing  •,  if  not  found,  all 
the  Land. 

Lew.  Thefe  are  fmall  Devils,  that  care  not  who  has  mif 
chief,  fo  they  make  it^  they  live  upon  the  meer  feentof 
diffention.  ’Tiswell,  ’tis  well-,  are  you  contented,  Girl.^ 
for  your  will  mufl  be  known. 

Ang.  A Husband’s  welcome,  and  as  an  humble  Wife  Tie 
entertain  him  -,  no  Sovereignty  I aim  at,  ’tis  the  man’s, Sir 
for  Ihe  that  feeks  it,  kills  her  husbands  honour ; The  Gen- 
tleman I have  feen,  and  well  obferv’d  him,  yet  find  not  that 
grac’d  exceHence  you  promife  a pretty  Gentleman,  and 
he  may  pleafe  too,  and  fome  few  flaflies  I have  heard  come 
from  him,  but  not  to  admiration  as  to  others;  He’s  young, 
and  may  be  good, yet  he  mufl  make  it,  and  I may  help,  and 
help  to  thank  him  alfo.  It  is  your  pleafure  I fliould  make  him 
mine,  and ’t  has  been  ftill  my  duty  to  obferve  yon. 

Lew.  Why  then  let’s  go,  and  I fhalllove  yourmodefly. 
To  Horfe,  and  bring  the  Coach  out,  Angellina  to  morrow 
you  will  look  more  womanly. 

Ang.  So  I look  honeflly-I  fear  no  eyes.  Sir.  \_£xcunt. 

ACTUS  III.  SCENA  IL 
Enter  Brifac,  Andrew,  Cook,  Lilly. 

Brif.  Wait  on  your  Mailer,  he  fhall  have  that  befits 
him. 

And.  No  Inheritance,  Sir  ? 

Bri.  ,Y eu  fpeak  like  a fool)  a coxcomb  *,  he  fliall  havs!  an- 
nual means  to  buy  him  Books,  and  find  him  cloathes  and 
meat,  what  would  he  more  ? Trouble  him  with  Land  ? ’tis 
flat  againfl  his  nature.  I love  him  too^  and  honour  thofe 
gifts  in  him. 

I ; 

^r*  — — 1 


And.  Shall  Maflcr  Enfl.tce  have  all? 

Bri.  All,  all,  he  knows  how  to  life  it,  he’s  a man  bred 
in  the  world,  th’other  i’tlf  Heavens.  My  Mailers,  pray 
be  wary,  and  ferviccabic;,  and  Cook^,  fee  all  your  Sawas  be 
lharpand  poynantinthe  palate,  that  they  may  commend 
you  y look  to  your  Roal.  an  1 l a.k’d  meats  handlomcly,  and 

what  new  Kickfhaws  and  delicate  made  things Is  th’ 

Mufick  come  ? 

But.  Yes,  Sii,  they’re  here  at  Brcakfafl. 

Bri.  There  will  be  a Mafoiu’  0 0 y you  mufl  fee  this  Room 
clean,  and,  Butler,  your  door  open  to  all  good  fellows  y but 
have  an  eye  to  your  Plate,  for  there  be  Furies  ; my  Lilly  , 
welcome  you  arc  for  the  Linen,  fort  it,  and  fee  it  ready  for 
the  Table,  and  fee  the  Bride-bed  made,  and  look  the  cords 
be  not  cut  afunder  by  the  Gallants  too,  there  be  iiich 
knacks  abroad.  Hark  hither,  Lilly,  tomorrow  night  at 
twelve  a clook  Tie  fup  w’ye  : your  husband  fliall  be  fafe, 
rie  fend  ye  meat  too  y before  I cannot  well  flip  from  my 
company. 

aAnd.  Will  you  fo,  will  you  fo,  Sir.?  I’le  make  one  to  eat 
it,  1 may  chance  make  you  flagger  too. 

Bri.  No  anfwer,  Lillyl 

Lil.  One  word  about  the  Linen ; Tie  be  ready,  and  reft 
your  Worfhips  ftill. 

And.  And  I’le  reft  w’ye,  you  fhall  fee  what  reft  ’twill  be. 
Are  ye  fo  nimble ,?  a man  had  need  have  ten  pair  of  cars  to 
watch  you. 

Bri.  Wait  on  yoUr  Mafter,  for  I know  he  wants  ye,  and 
keep  him  in  his  Study,  that  the  noife  do  not  moleft  him.  I 

will  not  fail  my  Lilly Come  in,  fweet-hcarts,all  to  their 

feveral  duties.  {_£xennt. 

And.  Are  you  kiffing  ripe, Sir  ? Double  but  my  Farm,aud 
kifs  her  till  thy  heart  ake.  Thefe  Smock-vermine,  how 
eagerly  they  leap  at  old  mens  kifles,  they  lick  their  lips  at 
profit,  not  at  pleafure  y and  if ’t  were  not  for  the  feurvy 
name  of  Cuckold,  he  fhould  lie  with  her.  I know  file’ll  la- 
bour at  length  with  a good  Lordlhip.  If  he  had  a Wife 
now,  but  that’s  all  one,  I’le  fit  him.  I mufl  up  unto  my 
Mafter,  he’ll  be  mad  witti  Study f £.v?>. 

ACTUS  III,  SCENA  IIL 
Enter  Charles. 

Char.  What  a noife  is  in  this  houfe  ? my  head  is  broken; 
within  a Parenthefis,  in  every  corner,  as  if  the  Earth  were 
fhaken  with  fome  ftrangeColled,there  are  ftirsand  motions. 
What  Planet  rules  this  houfe  ? 

Enter  Andrevv. 

Who’s  there  .? 

And.  ’Tis  I,  Sir,  faithful  Andreis. 

Char.  Come  near,  and  lay  thine  ear  down  y hear’ft  no 
noife  ? 

And.  The  Cooks  are  chopping  herbs  and  mince- meat  to 

make  Pies,  and  breaking  Marrow-bones 

Char.  Can  they  fet  them  again  ? 

And.  Yes,  yes,  in  Broths  and  Puddings,  and  they  grow 
ftronger  for  the  ufe  of  any  man. 

Char.  What  fpeaking’s  that  ? lure  there’s  a Maffacre. 
And.  OfPigsand  Geefe,Sir,and  Turkeys, for  the  fpit.The 
Cooks  are  angry  Sirs,  and  that  makes  up  the  medley. 

Char.  Do  they  thus  at  every  Dinner  .?  1 ne’re  mark’d 
them  yet,  nor  know  who  is  a Cook. 

And.  They’re  fometimes  fober,  and  then  they  beat  as 
gently  as  a Tabor. 

Char,  What  loads  are  thefe  ? 

And.  Meat, meat, Sir,  for  the  Kitchen, and  ftinking  Fowls 
the  Tenants  have  fent  in  y they’ll  ne’r  be  found  out  at  a gene- 
ral eating ; and  there’s  fat  Venifon,  Sir. 

Char.  What’s  that .? 

And.  Why  Deer,  thofe  that  men  fatten  for  their  private 
pleafures,  and  let  their  Tenants  flarveupon  the  Commons. 
Char.  I’ve  read  of  Deer,  but  yet  I ne’er  eat  any. 

And.  There’s  a Fifimiongers  Boy  with  Caviar,  Sir, 
^ Q_  , Anchoves, 
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I'  Anchovc's,  and  Potargo,  to  make  yc  drink. 

I Ct:jr.  Sure  tilde  are  modern,  very  modern  meats,  for  I 
underfiand  ’em  not. 

ylvd.  No  more  docs  any  man  from  Caca  merda,  or  a fub- 
liance  worle,  till  they  be  greas’d  with  Oyl,  and  rubb’d  with 
Onions, and  then  flung  out  of  doors,they  are  rare  Sallads. 

CfjM-.  And  why  is  all  this,  prethce  tell  me,  Andrew  ? are 
there  any  Princes  to  dine  here  to  day  ? by  this  abundance 
fure  there  fliould  be  Princes ; I’ve  read  of  entertainment  for 
the  gods  at  half  this  charge  •,  will  not  fix  Dilhes  ferve  ’em  ? 
I never  had  but  one,  and  chat  a fmall  one. 

And.  Your  Brother’s  marri’d  this  day  ^ he’s  marri’d 
ycur  younger  Brotlicr  Euftace. 

Ch.tr.  What  of  that  ? 

Arei  And  all  the  Friends  about  are  bidden  hither  \ there’s 
not  a Dog  that  knows  the  houfe,  but  comes  too. 

Chnr.  Marri’d ! to  whom  ? 

And.  Why  to  a dainty  Gentlewoman,  young,  fweet, 
and  modeft. 

Cb.4r.  Are  there  modeft  women how  do  they  look  ? 

A/id.  O you’ll  blefs  your  felf  to  lee  them.  He  parts  with’s 
Books,  he  ne’er  did  fo  before  yet. 

Cfjor.  What  does  my  Father  for  ’em  ? 

And.  Gives  all  his  Land,  and  makes  your  Brother  heir 
Muft  I have  nothing  ? 

Yes,you  muft  ftudy  ftill,  and  he’ll  maintain  you. 
Char.  I am  his  eldeft  Brother. 
toAnd.  True,  you  were  fo  ^ but  he  has  leap’d  o’er  your 
Ihoulders,  Sir. 

0)ar.  ’Tis  well  \ he’ll  not  inherit  my  underftanding  too? 
And.  I think  not  •,  he’ll  fcarce  find  Tenants  to  let  it  out 
to. 

Char.  Hark ! hark ! 

And.  The  Coach  that  brings  the  fair  Lady. 

Enter  Lewis,  Angellina,  Ladies,  Notary,  &c. 

And.  Now  you  may  fee  her. 

Ctjar.  Sure  this  fhould  be  modeft,  but  I do  not  truly  know 
what  women  make  of  it,  Andrew  •,  Ihe  has  a face  looks  like 
a ftory,  the  ftory  of  the  Heavens  looks  very  like  her. 

And.  She  has  a wide  face  then. 

Char.  She  has  a Cherubin’s,  cover’d  and  vail’d  with 
modeft  blufhes.  EuJlacej  be  happy,  whiles  poor  Charles  is 
patient.  Get  me  my  Books  again,  and  come  in  with  me — 

L Exeunt. 

Enter  Erifac,  Euftace, Egremont,  Cowfy,  Miramont. 

Bri.  Welcome,  fweet  Daughter  •,  welcome,  noble  Bro- 
ther ^ and  you  are  welcome.  Sir,  with  all  your  Writings  •, 
Ladys,  moft  welcome : What,  my  angry  Brother ! you 
muft  be  welcome  too,  the  Feaft  is  fiat  elfe. 

tJidtr.  I am  not  come  for  your  welcome,  I expert  none  j 
I bring  no  joys  to  blefs  the  bed  withall ; nor  Songs,  nor 
Mafques  to  glorifie  the  Nuptials  *,  I bring  an  angry  mind  to 
fee  your  folly,a  ftiarp  one  too,to  reprehend  you  for  it. 

Bri.  You’ll  ftay  and  dine  though. 

Mir.  All  your  meat  fmells  mufty,  your  Table  will  /hew 
nothing  to  content  me. 

Bri.  Tie  anfwer  you  here’s  good  meat. 

Mtr.  But  your  faucc  is  feurvie,  it  is  not  feafon’d  with  the 
harpnefs  of  di faction. 

Suft.  It  feems  your  anger  is  at  me,  dear  Uncle. . 
tJpiir.  Thou  art  not  worth  my  anger,  th’arta  Boy,  a 
lump  o’thy  Father’s  lightnefs,  made  of  nothing  but  antick 
cloathcs  and  cringes-,  look  in  thy  head,  and ’twill  appear 
a foot-ball  full  of  fumes  and  rotten  fmoke.  Lady, I pity  you  ^ 
you  are  a handfome  and  a fweet  young  Lady,  and  ought  to 
have  a handfom  man  yok’d  t’ye,an  underftanding  too^this  is 
a Gimcrack,  that  can  get  nothing  but  new  fafhions  on  you  ; 
for  fay  he  have  a thing  fhap’d  like  a child,  ’twill  either 
prove  a Tumbler  or  a Tailor. 

Ei-.jl.  Theft  are  but  harlh  words,  Uncle. 
tjlltr.  So  I mean  ’em.  Sir,  you  play  hariher  play  w’your 
cider  Brother. 


Enfi.  I would  be  loth  to  give  you. 

Mir.  Do  not  venture,  I’le  mai;e  your  wedding  cloaths  fit 
clofer  t’ye  then  •,  I but  difturb  you.  Tie  go  lee  my  Nephew. 

Lew.  Pray  take  a piece  of  Rofemary. 
e^/ir.  I’le  wear  it,  but  for  the  Ladys  fake,  and  none  of 
yours ; may  be  I’le  fee  your  Table  too. 

Bri.  Pray  do.  Sir; 

An£.  A mad  old  Gentleman. 

Bri.  Yes  faith,  fweet  Daughter,  he  has  been  thus  his 
whole  age,  to  my  knowledge  •,  he  basm&de {harUs  hisHeir, 
I know  that  certainly  j then  why  Ihould  he  grudge  Euftace 
any  thing .?  o j 

Ang.  I would  not  have  a light  head,  nor  one  laden  with 
too  much  learning,  as,  they  fay,  this  fhar/es  is,  that  makes 
his  Book  his  Miftris  ^ Sure  there’s  fomething  hid  in  this  old 
man’s  anger,  that  declares  him  not  a meer  fot. 

Bri.  Come,  ftiall  we  go  and  feal.  Brother all  things  are 
ready,  and  the  Prieft  is  here.  When  Charles  has  fet  his  hand 
unto  the  Writings,  as  he  ftiall  inftantly,  then  to  the  Wed- 
ding^ and  fo  to  dinner. 

Lew.  Come,,  let’s  feal  the  Book  firft  for  my  Daughters 
Jointure. 

. Bri.  Let’s  be  private  in’t,  Sir.  \_Exemt. 

■ ACTUS  111.  SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Charles,  Miramont,  Andrew. 

Mir.  Nay,  y’are  undone. 

Char.  Hum. 

Mir.  Ha’ye  no  greater  feeling  ? 

And.  You  were  fenfible  of  the  great  Book,  Sir,  when  it 
fell  on  your  head,  and  now  the  houfe  is  ready  to  fall,  do  you 
fear  nothing  ? 

Char.  Will  he  have  my  Books  too. 

Mir.  No,  he  has  a Book,  a fair  one  too,  to  read  on,  .and 
read  wonders ; I would  thou  hadft  her  in  thy^  Study,  Ne- 
phew, and  ’twerebut  to  new  ftring  her. 

Char.  Yes,  I faw  her,  and  me  thought ’twas  a curious 
piece  of  Learning , handfomely  bound  , and  of  a dainty 
Letter. 

And.  He  flung  away  his  Book. 

Mir.  I like  that  in  him  *,  would  he  had  flung  away  his 
dulnefs  too,  and  fpoke  to  her. 

Char.  And  mull  my  Brother  have  all  ? 

Mir.  AH  that  your  Father  has. 

Char.  And  that  fair  woman  too  ? 

Mir.  That  woman  alfo. 

Char.  He  has  enough  then.  May  I not  fee  her  fometimes, 
and  call  her  Sifter  ? I will  do  him  no  wrong. 

tJMir.  This  makes  me  mad,  I could  now  cry  for  anger : 
theft  old  Fools  are  the  moft  ftubborn  and  the  wilfulleft  Cox- 
combs j Farewell,  and  fall  to  your  Book,  forget  your  Bro- 
ther: you  are  my  Heir,  and  Tie  provide  y’a  Wife:  Tie 
look  upon  this  marriage,though  I hate  it.  [,Exit. 

Enter  Brifac. 

Bri.  Where  is  my  Son  ? 

And.  There,  Sir,  calling  a Figure  what  chopping  chil- 
dren his  Brother  fliall  have. 

Bri.  He  does  well.  How  do’ft,CW/er  ? ftill  at  thy  Book  ? 
And.  He’s  ftudying  now.  Sir,  who  lhall  be  his  Father. 

Bri.  Peace,  you  rude  Knave Come  hither,  Charles , 

be  merry. 

Char.  I thank  you,  I am  bufie  at  my  Book,  Sir. 

Bn.  You  muft  put  your  hand,  my  Charles,  as  I would 


have  you,  unto  a little  piece  of  Parchment  here:  only  your 
name  j you  write  a reafonable  hand. 

Char.  But  I may  do  unrealbnably  to  write  it.  What  is 
it.  Sir  ? 

Bn.  To  pafs  the  Land  I have.  Sir,  unto  your  younger 
Brother. 

Char.  Is’t  no  more  ? 

.ff?-i.No,no,  ’tis  nothing-.you  fliall  be  provided  for, and  new 
Books  you  fliall  have  ftill , and  new  Studies,  and  have  your 

means 
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means  brought  in  without  thy  care.  Boy,  and  one  flill  to 
attend  you. 

Ch^r.  This  (hews  your  love,  Father. 

Bri.  I’m  tender  to  you. 
v/fnd.  Like  a (lone,  I take  it. 

Gb.tr.  Why  Father,  I’ll  go  down,  an’t  pleafe  you  let 
me,  bccaufe  I'd  fee  the  thing  they  call  the  Gentlewoman  *, 

1 fee  no  Woman  but  through  contemplation,  and  there  I’ll 
do’t  before  the  conipany,  and  wi(h  my  Brother  fortune. 

Bri.  Do,  Iprethee. 

Oiar.  I mufl:  not  flay,  for  I have  things  above  require  my 
ftudy. 

Bri.  No,  thou  (halt  not  ftay  ^ thou  (halt  have  a brave 
dinner  too. 

And.  Now  has  he  o’erthrown  himfelf  for  ever ; I will 
down  into  die  Cellar,  and  be  (lark  drunk  for  anger.  XBxennt. 

ACTUS  Ilk  SGENAV. 

Enter  Lewis,  Angellina, EuHace,  Fried,  Ladies,  Cowfy, 
Notary,  and  Miramont.  • 

7{ot.  Come,  let  him  bring  his  Sous  hand,  and  all’s  done, 

Is  your’s  ready  ? 

Pri.  Yes,  I’ll  difpatch  ye  prefently , immediately,  for 
in  truth  I am  a hungry. 

Eajh.  Do,  fpeak  apace,  for  we  believe  exadly ; do  not 
we  (lay  long,  Midrefs? 

Ang.  I find  no  fault,  better  things  well  done,  than  want 
time  to  do  them.  Uncle,  why  are  you  lad  ? 

Mir.  Sweet  fmelling  blolTom,  would  I were  thine  Uncle 
to  thine  own  content , I’d  make  thy  Husband’s  date  a 
thoufand  better,  a yearly  thoufand.  Thou  had  mid  a man, 

I 'but  that  he  is  addided  to  his  dudy,  and  knows  no'other 
^idrefs  than  his  mind)  would  weigh  down  bundles  of  thele 
empty  kexes. 

Ang.  Can  he  (peak.  Sir? 

tJ^ir.  Faith  yes,  but  not  to  Women ; his  language  is 
to  Heaven,  and  heavenly  wonder  to  Nature,  and  her  dark 
and  fecret  caufes. 

Ang.  And  does  he  (peak  well  there? 
e^ir.  O admirably ! but  he’s  too  bafhful  to  behold  a 
Woman,  there’s  nonij  that  fees  him,  aud  he  troubles  none, 
Ang.  He  is  a man, 

Mir.  Faith  yes,  and  a clear  fweet  fpirit. 

Ang.  Then  converfation  me  thinks 

Mtr.  So  think  1 5 but  it  is  his  rugged  Fate , and  fo  I 
leave  you. 

Ang.  I like  thy  noblenefs. 

£«/.  See  my  mad  Uncle  is  courting  my  fair  Midrefs. 
Lew.  Lethimalonei  there’s  nothing  that  allays  an  an- 
gry ihind  fo  foon  as  a fweet  Beauty : he’ll  come  to  us. 

Enter  Brilac,  and  Charles. 

Enfi.  My  Father’s  here,  my  Brother  too ! that’s  a won- 
der, broke  like  a Spirit  from  his  Cell. 

Bri.  Come  hither , come  nearer,  Charles  j ’twas  your 
defire  to  fee  my  noble  Daughter,  and  the  company,  and 
give  your  Brother  joy,  and  then  to  Seal,  Boy  •,  you  do,  like 
a good  Brother. 

Lew.  Marry  does  he,  and  he  (hall  have  my  love  for  ever 
for’t.  Put  to  your  hand  now. 

Not.  Here’s  the  Deed,  Sir,  ready. 

Char.  No,  you  mud  pardon  me  a while,  I tell  ye^  I am 
in  contemplation,  do  not  trouble  me. 

' “Bri.  Come,  leave  thy  Study,  Charles. 

Char.  I’ll  leave  my  life  firlt  •,  I dudy  now  to  be  a man. 
I’ve  found  it.  Before  what  Man  was,  was  but  my  Argument. 

Mir.  I like  this  bed  of  all,  he  has  taken  fire,'  his  dull 
mid  flies  away. 

Eafi.  Will  you  write.  Brother  ? 

Char.  No,  Brother,  no  •,  I have  no  time  for  poor  things,* 
I’m  taking  the  height  of  that  bright  Condellation. 

Bri.  I fay  you  trifle  time,  Son. 

Char.  I will  not  feal.  Sir  •,  I am  your  Elded,  and  I’ll  keep 


my  Birth-right,  for  Heaven  forbid  I (liould  become  exam 
pic : Had  y’only  (hew’d  me  Land,  1 had  deliver’d  it,  and 
been  a proud  man  to  have  parted  with  if,  ’tisdii  t,  and  la- 
bour. Do  I fpeak  right.  Uncle  ? 

Alir.  Bravely,  my  Boy,  and  blcfs  thy  tongue. 

Char.  I’ll  forward : but  you  have  open’d  to  me  fuch  a 
treafure,  I find  ray  mind  free  j Heaven  dired  my.  fortune. 
Mir.  Can  he  fpeak  now  ? Is  this  a (bn  to  (acrificc  ? 

Char.  Such  an  inimitable  piece  of  Beauty,  that  I have 
dudied  long,  and  now  found  only,  that  I’ll  part  fooncr  with 
my  foul  ofRcafon,  and  be  a Plant,  a Bead,  aFifh,  aflie, 
and  only  make  the  number  of  things  up,  than  yield  to  one 
foot  of  Land,  if  (he  be  ti’d  to’t. 

Lew.  He  fpeaks  unhappily. 

Ang.  And  raethinks bravely.  This  the  meer  Scholar? 
£«/.  You  but  vex  your  felf.  Brother,  and  vex  your 
dudy  too. 

Char.  Go  you  and  dudy,  for  ’tis  time,  young  Eaflace 
you  want  both  man  and  manners  ^ I’ve  Itudy’d  both,  al- 
though I made  no  (hew  on’t.  Go  turn  the  Volumes  over 
1 have  read,  eat  and  diged  them,  that  tliey  may  grow  in 
thee ; wear,  out  the  tedious  night  with  thy  dim  Lamp,  and 
fooner  lo(e  the  day,  than  leave  a doubt.  Diftil  the  fweet- 
ne(s  from  the  Poets  Spring,  and  learn  to  love*,  thou 
know’d  not  what  fair  is : Traverfe  the  dories  of  the  great 
Heroes,  the  wife  and  civil  lives  of  good  men  walk  through.^ 
thou  had  feen  nothing  but  the  face  of  Countrys,  and  brought 
home  nothing  but  their  empty  words:  why  (houldd  thou 
wear  a Jewel  of  this  worthy  that  had  no  worth  within  thee 
to  preferve  her  ? 

Beauty  clear  and  fair, 

Where  the  Air 

Rather  like  a perfume  dwells. 

Where  the  Violet  and  the  Rofe 
The  blew  Veins  in  blnjh  dijclofe. 

And  come  to  honour  nothing  elfe. 

Where  to  live  near^ 

And  planted  there^ 

Is  to  live,  and  flill  live  new 
Where  to  gain  a favour  is 
More  than  light,  perpetual  blifsj 
Make  me  live  by  ferving  you. 

Dear  again  back,  recall 
To  this  light, 

A flr anger  to  himfelf  and  all  ’, 

Both  the  wonder  and  the  flory 
Shall  be  yours,  and  eke  the  glory  • 

I am  your  fervant  and  your  thrall. 


SSi. 


Mir.  Speak  (iich  another  Ode,  and  take  all  yet.  What 
fay  ye  to  the  Scholar  now  ? 

Ang.  I wonder is  he  your  Brother,  Sir  ? 

Eufl.  Yes,  would  he  were  buried  *,  I fear  he’ll  make  an 
Als  of  me  a younger. 

Ang.  Speak  not  fofoftly.  Sir,  ’tis  very  likely. 

Bri.  Come,  leave  your  finical  talk,  and  let’s  difpatch',' 
Charles. 

Char.  Dilpatch,  what? 

Bri.  Why  the  Land. 

Char.  You  are  deceiv’d.  Sir.  Now  I perceive  what  ’tis 
that  wooes  a woman,  and  what  maintains  her  when  (he’s 
woo’d : I’ll  dop  here.  A wilful  poverty  ne’er  rhade  a 
Beauty,nor  want  of  means  maintain’d  it  vertuou((y ; though 
land  and  moneys  be  no  happinefs,  yet  they  are  counted 
good  additions.  That  ufe  I’ll  make  he  that  negleds  a 
bleffing,  though  he  want  a prefent  knowledge  how  to  u(e 
it,  negledts  himfelf.  May  be  I have  done  you  wrong.  La- 
dy, whole  love  and  hope  went  hand  in  hand  together; 
may  be  my  Brother,  that  has  long  expeded  the  happy  hour, 
and  blefs’d  my  ignorance  •,  pray  give  me  leave.  Sir,  I (hall 
, clear  all  doubts  why  did  they  fnew  me  you  ? pray  tell  me 
J that  ?- oCi  . - ■ (Mir._ 
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(J/.r,  Ht  ’ll  rail;  thcc  into  a pcndoii  for  thy  knavery.) 

CXvr.  Von,  happy  yon,  why  did  yon  break  unto  me? 
The  Rofic  fugl  ed  morn  ne’er  broke  fo  fvvectly  : I am  a man, 
! and  have  ildires  within  me,  afieebions  too,  though  they 
^vcrc  drown'd  a while, and  lay  dead,  till  the  Spring  of  bcau- 
! ty  rais’d  them;  till  1 lawthofe  eyes,  1 was  but  a lump,  a 
i chaos  ot  confulednefs  dwelt  in  me-,  then  from thofc eyes 
’ Ihot  Love,  and  he  diftinguilh’d,  and  into  form  he  drew 
my  faculties  j and  now’  1 know  my  Land,  and  now  1 love 
too. 

I Bri.  We  liad  Ixft  remove  the  Maid. 

I Ojar.  It  is  too  late.  Sir.  I have  her  figure  here.  Nay 
frown  nor,  fitjr.’.ccy  there  are  Ids  worthy  Souls  for  younger 
Brothers  this  is  no  form  of  Silk,  but  Sandtity,  which  wild 
lafeivious  hearts  can  never  dignifie.  Remove  her  where 
you  w ill,  1 walk  along  ftill,  for,  like  the  light,  we  make 
no  feparation  ^ you  may  fooner  part  the  Billows  of  the  Sea, 
and  put  a barr  betwixt  their  fellowlhips,  than  blot  out  my 
remembrance  i fooner  lliut  old  Time  into  a De.n,  and  Ray 
his  motion,  vvalh  olfthc  fwift  hours  from  his  downy  wings, 
or  Ileal  Eternity  to  Hop  his  glafs,  than  fltut  the  fweet  Idea 
I have  in  me.  Room  for  an  Elder  Brother,  pray  give 
place.  Sir. 

m/ir.  H’as  Rudied  due!  too  ^ take  heed,  he’ll  beat  thee. 
H’as  trighted  the  old  JuRice  into  a Feaver  I hope  he’ll  dif 
inherit  him  too  for  an  Afsj  for  though  he  be  grave  with 
years,  he’s  a great  Baby. 

Ch.ir.  Do  not  you  think  me  mad  ? 

No  certain.  Sir,  1 have  heard  nothing  from  you 
but  things  excellent. 

Char.  You  look  upoii  my  cloaths,  and  laugh  at  me, 

Icurvy  cloaths  / 

They  have  rich  linings,  Sir.  I would  your  Bro- 
ther   

Ch.ir.  His  are  gold  and  gawdie. 

But  touch  ’em  inwardly,  they  fmell  of  Copper. 

Cf}.vr.  Can  ye  love  me  ? I am  an  Heir,  fweet  Lady,  how- 
ever I appea;  a poor  dependent  love  you  with  honour,  i 
I fhall  love  lb  ever.  Is  your  eye  ambitious?  I may  be  a 
great  man-,  is’t  wealth  or  lands  you  covet?  my  Father 
muR  die. 

Mtr.  That  was  well  put  in,  1 hope  he’ll  take  it  deeply. 
Char.  Old  men  are  not  immortal,  as  I take  it  -,  is  it  you 
! look  for,  youth  and  handfomnefs?  I do  confefs  myBro- 
■ ther’s  a handfome  Gentleman,  but  he  lhall  give  me  leave 
! to  lead  the  way.  Lady.  Can  you  love  for  love,  and  make 
‘ tl.at  the  reward  ? Tne  old  man  lhall  not  love  his  heaps  of 
I Gold  with  a moredoting  fuperRition,  thanl’lc  love  you. 

I The  young  man  his  delights,the  Merchant,when  he  ploughs 
the  angry  S^a  up,  and  fees  the  mountain  billows  falling  on 
him,as  if  all  the  Elements,  and  all  their  angers,  w’ere  turn’d 
into  one  vow’d  deRruRion  •,  lhall  not  with  greater  joy 
embrace  his  fafety.  We’ll  live  together  like  two  wanton 
Vims,  circling  our  fouls  and  loves  in  one  another,  we’ll 
fpnng  togcther,and  w'c’ll  bear  one  fruit ; one  joy  Riall  make 
us  fmile,  and  one  grief  mourn-,  one  age  go  with  us,  and 
one  hour  of  death  lhall  fhutour  eyes,  and  one  grave  make 
us  happ.. 

yJ'g.  And  one  hand  feal  the  Match,  I’m  yours  for  ever. 
L(rv.  Nay,  Rav,  Ray,  Ray. 

I Nay  certainly, ’lis  done.  Sir. 

j 'Brt.  Ti.Lre  was  a contract. 

Ang.  Only  conditional,  that  if  he  had  the  Land,  he  had 
my  love  too;  this  Gentleman’s  the  Heir,  and  he’ll  main- 
tain it.  Pray  be  not  angry.  Sir,  at  what  I lay-,  or  if  you 
be,  ’tis  at  your  own  adventure.  You  havethe  out-fidc  of 
a pretty  Gentleman,  but  by  my  troth  your  infidc  is  but  bar- 
un  -,  ’tis  not  a face  1 only  am  in  love  with,  nor  will  I fay 
our  face  is  excellent,  a reafonable  hunting  face  to  court 
I "rce  V.  ind  with  nor  they’re  not  words,  unlcfs  they  be  well 
i \A^C■\  too,  nor  your  f.vcet  Dam-mes,  nor  your  hired 
j V vtRs,  r.Oi  telhrigme  of  Clothes,  nor  Coach  and  Horfes, 

I ' o ro;  veer  vihts  each  day  in  new  Suits,  nor  your  black 
! Pi-fches  ;,ou  wear  varioully,  feme  cut  like  Stars,  fomcin 


Half  moons,  fome  Lozenges,  (all  which  but  Ihcw  you  Rill 
a younger  Brother.) 

Aftr.  Gramercy,  Wench,  thou  haR  a noble  Soul  too. 
A>ig.  Nor  your  long  travels,  nor  your  little  knowledge, 
can  make  me  doat  upon  you.  Faith  go  Rudy,  and  glean 
Rome  goodnels,  that  you  may  fliew  manly;  your  Brother 
at  my  iiiit  I m fure  will  teach  you  ^ or  only  Rudy  how  to 
get  a Wife,  Sir.  \ arccaR  far  behind,  ’tis  good  you  fliould 
be  melancholy,  it  Ihcws  like  a GameRer  that  had  loR  his 
mony , and  ’tis  the  fafliion  to  wear  your  arm  in  a skai  f,  Sir 
for  your  have  had  a Ihrewd  cut  o’er  the  fingers.  ^ 

Lew.  But  are  y’in  earneR  ? 

Aag.^  Yes,  believe  me,  Father,  you  fliall  ne’er  choofe  for 
me  ; y’areold  and  dim.  Sir,  andth’  lliadow  of  the  earth 
Eclips’d  your  judgment.  Y’have  had  your  time  without 
control,  dear  Father,  and  you  muR  give  me  leave  to  take 
mine  now.  Sir. 

Bn.  This  is  the  laR  time  of  asking,  will  you  fet  your 
hand  to  ? 

Char.  This  i^  the  laR  time  ofanfwering,  I will  never. ' 
Bri,  Out  of  my  doors. 

Char.  MoR  willingly. 

Mir.  He  lhall,  Jew,  thou  of  the  Tribe  of  Many  ajfes^ 
Coxcomb,  and  never  trouble  thee  more  till  thy  chops  be 
cold,  fool. 

Ang,  MuR  I be  gone  too  ? 

Lew.  I will  never  know  thee. 

Ang.  Then  this  man  will ; what  Fortune  he  Riall  run, 
Father,  be’tgood  or  bad,  I muR  partake  it  with  him. 

Enter  Egremont. 

Egre.  When flrall the Mafque begin? 

Etifl.  ’Tis  done  already  j all,  all  is  broken  off,  I am  un- 
done, Friend,  my  Brother’s  wife  again,  and  hasfpoil’tlall, 
will  not  releafe  the  Land,  has  won  the  Wench  too. 

Sgre.  Could  he  not  Ray  till  the  Mafque  was  paR  ? w’-are 
ready.  What  a feurvy  trick’s  this  ? 

Mir.  O you  may  vanifii,  perform  it  at  Ibme  Hall,  where 
the  Citizens  Wives  may  fee’t  for  Six  pence  a piece,  and  a 
cold  Supper.  Come , let’s  go , Charles.  And  now,  miy 
noble  Daughter,  I’le  fell  the  Tiles  of  my  Hpufe,  e’re  thou 
fhaltwant.  Wench.  Rate  up  yourtDinner,  Sir,  and  fel 
it  cheap : Rome  younger  brother  will  take’t  up  in  Commo- 
dities. Send  you  joy.  Nephew  Enflace  -,  if  you  Rudy  the 
Law,  keep  your  great  Pippin-pies,  they’ll  go  far  with  ye. 
Char.  I’d  have  your  blelTing. 

Bri.  No,  no,  meet  me  no  more.  Farewel,  thou  wilt 
bla.R  mine  eyes  elRe. 

Char.  I will  not. 

Lew.  Nor  Rend  not  you  for  Gowns. 

Ang.  I’ll  wear  courfe  Flannel  firR. 

3ri.  Come,  let’s  go  take  Rome  counfel. 

Lew.  ’Tis  too  late. 

'Bri.  Then  Ray  and  dine ; it  may  be  we  lhall  vex  ’em. 

'[Exeunt. 


ASlm  Qjtartus.  Seen  a Yrima, 

Enter  BriRac,  EuRace,  Egremont,  CowRy. 

'Brifac.  Tw  1 E’er  talk  to  me,  you  arc  no  men  but  Mafquers  ; 

fiiapes,  fliadows,  and  the  flgns  of  men.  Court 
>,  that  every  breath  or  breaks  or  blows  away.  You 
lave  no  fouls,  no  metal  in  your  bloods,  no  heat  to  Rir  ye 
when  ye  have  occafion : frozen  dull  things,  that  muR  be 
turn’d  with  Leavers.  Arc  you  the  Courtiers,  and  the 
travcll’d  Gallants  ? the  fpritely  Fellows  that  the  people  talk 
of.^  Yc  have  no  more  fpirit  than  three  fleepy  Ropes. 

Eh/1.  What  would  yc  have  me  do,  Sir? 

Bn.  Follow  your  Brother,  and  get  yc  out  of  doors,  and 
Reck  your  Fortune.  Stand  Rill  becalm’d,  and  let  an  aged 
Dotard,  a hair-brain’d  Puppy,  and  a Bcokifli  Boy,  that 

never 
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never  knew  a Blade  abbve  a Pen-kiiifc,  and  how  to  cut 
his  meat  in  Charatlcrs,  crofs  my  delign,  and  take  thine  own 
Wench  from  thee,  in  mine  own  houfe  too  ? Thoudclpis’d 
poor  fellow ! 

Ettfl.  The  reverence  that  I ever  bare  to  you,  Sir,  then 
to  my  Uncle,  with  whom ’t  had  been  but  fawxinefs  t’  have 
been  fo  rough 

E^e.  And  we  not  feeing  him  ftrive  in  his  own  caufe, 
that  was  principal,  and  Ihould  have  led  us  on,  thought  it  ill 
manners  to  begin  a quarrel  here. 

Bri.  You  dare  do  nothing.  Do  you  make  your  care  the 
excufe  of  your  Cowardife  ? Three  Boys  on  Hobby-horfes, 
with  three  penny  Halberds,  would  beat  you  all. 

Cbw.  You  mull  not  fay  fo. 

'Bri.  Yes,  and  ling  it  too. 

Covf.  You  are  a man  of  peace,  therefore  we  mull  give 
way. 

Bri.  ril  make  my  way,  and  therefore  quickly  leave  me, 
or  I’ll  force  you  *,  and  having  lirft  torn  off  your  flanting 
feathers.  I’ll  trample  on ’em-,  and  if  that  cannot  teach  you 
to  quit  my  houfe  I’ll,  kick  ye  out  of  my  gates ; you  gawdy 
Glow-worms,  carrying  Teeming  fire,  yet  have  no  heat  with- 
in ye. 

Cow.  O blefl:  travel ! how  much  we  owe  thee  for  our 
power  to  fuffer  ? 

Egre.  Some  fplenetive  Youths  now,  that  had  never  feen 
more  than  thy  Country  fmoak,  will  grow  in  choler  \ it 
would  (hew  fine  in  us. 

Sufi.  Yes  marry  would  it,  that  are  prime  Courtiers,  and 
mult  know  no  angers,  but  give  thanks  for  our  injuries,  if 
we  purpofe  to  hold  our  places. 

Bri.  Will  you  find  the  door?  and  find  it  fuddenly .?  you 
lhall  lead  the  way,  Sir,  with  your  perfum’d  retinue,  and 
recover  the  now  loll:  Angellina-,  or  build  on  it , I will  adopt 
fome  beggar’s  doubtful  ilTue,  before  thou  flialt  inherit. 

Euft.  We’ll  to  counfel,  and  what  may  be  done  by  man’s 
wit  or  valour,  we’ll  put  in  Execution. 

Bri.  Do,  or  never  hope  I lhall  know  thee.  {Exemt. 

Enter  Lewis. 

Lew,  O Sir,  have  I found  you  ? 

Bri.  I never  hid  my  felf whence  flows  this  fury,  with 
which,  as  it  appears,  you  come  to  fright  me  ? 

Lew.  1 fmella  plot,  meer  confpiracy  amongfl:  ye  all  to 
defeat  me  of  my  Daughter  i and  if  Ihe  be  not  fuddenly  de- 
liver’d, untainted  in  her  reputation  too,  the  belt  of  France 
lhall  know  how  1 am  jugled  with.  She  is  my  Heir,  and  if 
Ihe  may  be  ravilh’d  thus  from  my  care,  farewel  Nobility 
Honour  and  Blood  are  meer  negleded  nothings. 

Bri.  Nay  then,  my  Lord,  you  go  too  far,  and  tax  him, 
whofe  innocency  underftands  not  what  fear  is.  If  your 
unconftant  Daughter  will  not  dwell  on  certainties,  mull 
you  thenceforth  conclude  that  I am  fickle  ? what  have  I 
omitted,  to  make  good  my  integrity  and  truth  ? nor  can 
her  lightnefs,  nor  your  fuppofition,  call  an  alperfion  on  me. 

Lew.  I am  wounded  in  fad,  nor  can  words  cure  it ; do 
not  trifle,  but  fpeedily,  once  more  I do  repeat  it,  rellore 
my  Daughter  as  I brought  her  hither,  or  you  lhall  hear 
from  me  in  fuch  a kind,  as  you  will  blulh  to  anfwer. 

Bri.  All  the  world,  I think,  conlpires  to  vex  me,  yet  I 
will  not  torment  my  felf : fome  fprightful  mirth  mufc  ba- 
nilh  the  rage  and  melancholy  which  hath  almolt  choak’d  me ; 
t’  a knowing  man  ’tis  Phyfick,  and  ’tis  thought  on  ^ one 
merry  hour  I’ll  have  in  fpight  of  Fortune,  to  cheat  my 
heart,  and  this  is  that  appointed  ^ this  night  I’ll  hug  my 
Lilly  in  mine  arms,  provocatives  are  fent  before  to  cheat 
me,  we  old  men  need  ’em , and  though  we  pay  dear  for 
our  ftoln  pleafures,  fo  it  be  done  fecurely,  the  charge  much 
like  a lharp  fauce,  gives ’em  relilh.  Well,  honelll^w^slrfiv, 
I gave  yon  a Farm , and  it  lhall  have  a Beacon,  to  give 
warning  to  my  other  Tenants  when  the  Foe  approaches-, 
and  prefently,  you  being  bellowed  elfe-where,  Tie  gralT  it 
with  dexterity  on  your  forehead  ^ indeed  I will,  Lilly., 
■come,  ^001  Andrew.  i^^Exit 


ACTUS  IV.  SCEN  A II. 

Enter  Miiamoiit,  Andrew. 

(JMir.  Do  they  chafer  roundly  ? 

And.  As  they  were  rubb’d  with  Soap,  Sir,  and  now  they 
fwear  aloud,  now  calm  again  -,  like  a Ring  of  Bells,  whofe 
found  the  wind  Itill  alters,  and  then  they  fit  in  counlel  what 
to  do,  and  then  they  jar  again  what  fliall  be  done  -,  they 
talk  of  Warrants  from  the  Parliament,  Complaints  to  the 
King,  and  Forces  from  the  Province  \ they  have  a thoufand 
heads  in  a thoufand  minutes,  yet  ne’er  a one  head  worth  a 
head  of  Garlick. 

c^/r.  Long  may  they  chafe,  and  long  may  we  laugh  at 
’em;  a couple  of  pure  Puppies  yok’d  together.  But  what 
fayes  the  young  Courtier  Mailer  Enfiace , and  his  two 
warlike  Friends  ? 

v/€nd.  They  fay  but  little,  how  much  they  think  I know 
not  -,  they  look  ruefully,  as  if  they  had  newly  come  from  a 
vaulting- houfe, and  had  been  quite  fliot  through  ’tween  wind 
and  water  by  a Ihe  Dunkirk^,  and  had  fprung  a Leak,  Sir. 
Certain  my  Mailer  was  to  blame. 

vJMir.  Why,  Andrew? 

eyind.  To  take  away  the  Wench  o’th’  fudden  from  him, 
and  give  him  no  lawful  warning  ^ he  is  tender,  and  of  a 
young  Girls  conllitution,  Sir,  ready  to  get  the  Green  fick- 
nefs  with  conceit.  Had  he  but  ta’ne  his  leaver  in  availing 
Language,  or  bought  an  Elegy  of  his  condolement,  that  the 
world  might  have  ta’ne  notice,  he  had  been  an  Afs,  ’t  had 
Deen  fome  favour. 

CMir.  Thou  lay’ft  true,  wife  Andrew  -,  but  thefe  Scholars 
are  fuch  things,  when  they  can  prattle. 

And.  And  very  parlous  things,  Sir. 

Mir.  And  when  gain  the  liberty  to  diltinguifh  the  dif- 
ference ’twixt  a Father  and  a Fool,  to  look  below,  and  fpie  a 
younger  Brother  pruning  up, and  drelfing  up  bis  expedlations 
in  a rare  glafs  of  beauty,  too  good  for  him thofe  dreaming 
Scholars  then  turn  Tyrants,  Andrew,  and  Ihew  no  mercy. 
And.  The  more’s  the  pity.  Sir. 

Mir.  Thou  told’ll  me  of  a trick  to  catch  ray  Brother, and 
anger  him  a little  farther,  Andrew.  It  lhall  be  only  anger,  1 
alFure  thee,  and  little  lhame. 

And.  And  I can  fit  you,  Sir.  Hark  in  your  ear. 

Mir.  Thy  Wife. ^ 

And.  So  I alTure  ye ; this  night  at  twelve  a clock. 

Mir.  ’Tis  neat  and  handfome ; there  are  twenty  Crowns 
due  to  thy  projec%  Andrew,  I’ve  time  to  vifit  and 

fee  whatLe<fture  he  reads  to  his  Miflris.  That  done,  Pie 
not  fail  to  be  with  you. 

ay4nd.  Nor  I to  watch  my  mailer f E.venKt. 


ACTUS  IV.  SCENA  III. 

Enter  Angellia,  Sylvia,  with  a Taper. 

<^ng.  I’m  worfe  than  e’er  I w'as;  for  now  I fear,  that 
that  I love,  that  that  I only  dote  on  -,  he  follows  me  through 
every  room  I pafs,  and  with  a llrong  fet  eye  he  gazes  on  me, 
as  ifhisfpark  of  innocence  were  blown  into  a liame  ofluH. 
Virtue  defend  me.  His  Uncle  too  is  abfent,  and  'tis  night  -, 

and  what  thefe  opportunities  may  teach  him What 

fear  and  endlefs  care  ’tis  to  be  honell  / to  be  a Maid  what 
mifery  , what  mifchiel/  Would  1 were  rid  of  it,  fo  it 
were  fairly. 

Syl.  You  need  not  fear  that,  will  you  be  a child  (till. He 
follows  you,  but  Hill  to  look  upon  you  or  if  he  did  defire  to 
lie  with  yc,  ’tis  but  your  own  defire,  you  love  for  that  end 
rie  lay  my  life,  if  he  were  now  a bed  w’ye,  he  is  fo  mod  ell, 
he  would  fall  alleep  llraight. 

Ang.  Dare  you  venture  that  ? 

Syl.  Lethiniconfent,  and  haveatye^  I fear  him  not,  he 
knows  not  what  a woman  is,  nor  hpw  to  find  the  myllery 
men  aini  at.  Are  you  afraid  of  your  own  lhadovv.  Madam  ? . 

Ang  ■ He  follows  Hill, yet  with  a fober  face  j would ! might 
. know  the  wOrft,  and  then  1 w^re  fadsfied. 

......  V SyU 
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S)l.  Yc  may  both, and  let  him  but  go  with  ye. 

C.\n-.  W’liy  do  you  Hie  me  ? what  have  1 fo  ill  about  me, 
or  within  me,  to  delervc  it  ? 
cxiwj.  1 am  going  to  bed,  Sir. 

d'.ir.  And  I am  come  to  light  ye ; I am  a Maid,  and  ’tis 
a Maidens  office. 

You  may  have  me  to  lx:d,  Sir,without  a fcruple,and 
yet  1 am  chary  too  who  comes  about  me.  Two  Innocents 
ihould  nor  fear  one  another. 

Syl.  The  Gentleman  fays  true.  Pluck  up  your  heart , 
Madam. 

0}.tr.  The  glorious  Sun  both  rifing  and  declining  we  boM- 
Iv  look  upon-,  even  then,  fweet  Lady,  when,  like  a model!: 
Bride,  he  draws  nights  curtains,  even  then  he  blulhes,  that 
menffiould  behold  him. 

1 fear  he  will  perfwade  me  to  miftake  him. 

Sy!.  ’Tis  eafily  done,  ifyou  will  give  your  mind  to’t* 

Pray  ye  to  your  bed. 

djM-.  Why  not  to  yours,  dear  Miftris  ? one  heart  and 
one  bed. 

A>j£.  True,  Sir,  when  ’tis  lawful : but  yet  you  know 

Char.  I w'ould  not  know,  forget  it;  thofe  arebutfickly 
loves  that  hang  on  Ceremonies,  nurs’d  up  with  doubts  and 
fears ; ours  high  and  healthful,  full  of  belief,  and  fit  to 
teach  the  Prieft : Love  (hall  feal  firft,  then  hands  confirm 
the  bargain. 

Afjg.  I (hall  be  a Heretick  if  this  continue.  What  would 
you  do  a bed  ? you  make  me  blufh.  Sir. 

Char.  I’d  foe  you  deep,  for  fure  your  deeps  are  excellent, 
you  that  are  waking  fuch  a noted  wonder,  mud:  in  your  dum- 
ber prove  an  admiration.  I would  behold  your  dreams  too, 
if ’c  w'ere  poffible  thofe  were  rich  (howes. 

A^!£.  I am  becoming  Traitor. 

Char.  Then  like  blew  Ne^tum  courting  of  an  Idand, 
where  all  the  perfumes  and  the  precious  things  that  wait  up- 
on great  Nature  are  laid  up,  I’d  clip  it  in  my  arms,  and 
chaltly  kifs  it,  dwell  in  your  bofome  like  your  deared: 
thoughts,  and  (igh  and  weep. 

Ang.  I’ve  too  much  woman  in  me. 

Char.  And  thofe  true  tears  falling  on  your  pure  Cryflals, 
(hould  turn  to  armelets  f . r great  Queens  t’adore. 

Ang.  I mud  be  gor 

Char.  Do  not,  I will  not  furt  ye  *,  this  is  to  let  you  know, 
my  worthied  Lady,  y’have  clear’d  my  mind,  and  I can  fpeak 
of  love  too:  Fear  not  my  manners,  though  I never  knew, 
before  thefe  few  hours,  what  a Beauty  was,  and  fuch  a one 
that  fires  all  hearts 'that  feel  it  yet  1 have  read  of  vortuous 
I'emperance,  and  dudy’d  it  among  my  other  Secrets and 
fooner  would  1 force  a feparation  betwixt  this  fpirit  and 
the  cafe  of  fle(h,  than  but  conceive  one  rudends  againd 
Chadity. 

Ang.  Then  we  may  walk. 

Char.  And  talk  of  any  thing,  any  fit  for  your  ears,  and 
my  language  ^ though  1 w'as  bred  up  dull,  1 was  ever  civil 
’tis  true,  I have  found  it  hard  to  look  on  you,  and  not  de- 
fire, ’twill  prove  a wife  mans  task  ^ yet  thofe  ddircs  1 have 
fo  mingled  dill,  and  tempered  with  the  quality  of  honour, 
that  if  you  (hould  yield,  I (hould  hate  you  for’t.  I am  no 
Courtier  of  a light  condition,  apt  to  take  fire  at  every  beau 
tcous  face-,  that  only  ferves  his  will  and  wantonnefs,  and 
lets  the  ferious  part  run  by  as  thin  ncglcdcd  fand.Whitcnefs 
of  name,  you  mud  be  mine;  why  Ihould  I robmyfelf  of 
that  that  lawfully  mud  make  me  happy.?  why  (hould  I 
fcck  to  cuckold  my  delights,  and  widow  all  thole  fweets  I 
aim  at  in  you  ? Wc’ll  lole  our  felvcs  in  Groves  of 

•Myrtle,  where  every  little  Bird  (hall  be  a Cnpid.,  and  fing 
of  love  and  }outh,  each  wind  that  blov/s,  and  curls  the 
velvet-leaves,  (hall  breed  delights,  the  wanton  Springs  (hall 
call  us  to  their  banks,  and  on  the  perfum’d  flowers  we’ll 
fcad  our  fenfi  s ; yet  v/c’ll  walk  by  untainted  of  their  plca- 
furcs,  and  as  they  were  pure  Temples  we’ll  talk  in  them. 

'Arj7.  To  bed,  and  pray  r!,en,  we  may  have  a fair  end  of 
err  fair  loves-,  would  I were  wortliy  of  you,  or  of  fuch  pa- 
'ents  t!. at  might  gi'v'c  you  thanks:  liut  1 am  poor  in  all  but 

in  your  love.  Once  more,  good  night. 

Char.  A good  night  t’ye,  and  may  the  dew  of  deep  fall 
gently  on  you,  fweet  one,  and  lock  up  thofe  fair  lights  in 
plea  fing  (lumbers ; no  dreams  but  challe  and  clear  attempt 
your  fancy,  and  break  betimes  fweet  morn.  I’ve  loll  mv 
light  elfe.  ^ 

Ang.  Let  it  be  ever  night  when  I lofe  you. 

Syl.  This  Scholar  never  went  to  a Free-School,  he’s  fo 
fimple. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  Your  Brother,  with  two  Gallants,  is  at  door.  Sir, 
and  they’re  fo  violent,  they’ll  take  no  denial. 

Ang.  This  is  no  fit  time  of  night. 

Char.  Let  ’em  in,  Miftris. 

Serv.  They  ftay  no  leave ; fliall  I raife  the  houfe  on  ’em  ? 

Char.  Not  a man,  nor  make  no  murmur  of’t  I charge 
ye. 

Enter  Euftace,  Egremont,  Cowfy. 

Eufl.  They’re  here,  my  Uncle  abfent.  Hand  clofe  to  me. 
How  do  you.  Brother,  with  your  curious  ftory  ? have  you 
not  read  her  yet  fufficiently  ? 

Char.  No,  Brother,  no ; I ftay  yet  in  the  Preface  .*  the 
ftyle’s  too  hard  for  you. 

Euft.  I muft  entreat  her;  (lie’s  parcel  of  my  goods. 

Cdoar.  She’s  all  when-you  have  her. 

Ang.  Hold  off  your  hands,  unmannerly,  rude  Sir ; nor  I, 
nor  what  I have  depend  on  you. 

Char.  Do,  let  her  alone,  (be  gives  good  counfel ; do  not 
trouble  your  felf with  Ladies,  they  are  too  light:  Let  out 
your  Land,  and  get  a provident  Steward. 

<iAng.  I cannot  love  ye,  let  that  (atisfie  you ; fuch  va- 
nities as  you,  ai  c to  be  laugh’d  at. 

Eafi.  Nay,  then  you  muft  go ; I muft  claim  mine  own. 

Both.  Away,  away  with  her. 

Char.  Letheralone,  pray  let  her  alone,  r She  ftrikes  off 
and  take  your  Coxcomb  up .-  Let  me  talk  \ Euftace’j  hat. 
civilly  a while  with  you,Brother.  It  may  be 
on  (bme  terms  I may  part  with  her. 

Enfl.  O,  is  your  heart  come  down  ? what  n Snatches  away 
are  your  terms.  Sir .?  Put  up,  put  up.  \his  [word. 

Char.  This  is  the  firft  and  chiefeft ; let’s 
walk  a turn.  Nowftand  off,  fools,  I advife  ye,  ftand  as  far 
off  as  you  would  hope  for  mercy : this  is  the  firft  fword  yet 
I ever  handled,  and  a fword’s  a beauteous  thing  to  look  up- 
on; and  if  it  hold,  I (hall  fo  hunt  your  infolence:  ’tis 
(harp,  I’m  fure,  and  ifl  put  it  home,  ’tis  ten  to  one  I fliall 
new  pink  your  Sattins;  I find  I have  fpirit  enough  todif 
pole  of  it,  and  will  enough  to  make  ye  all  examples ; let  me 
tofs  it  round,  I have  the  full  command  on’t.  Fetch  me  a 
native  Fencer,  I defie  him  ; I feel  the  fire  often  ftrongfpi- 
rits  in  me.  Do  you  watch  me  when  my  Uncle  is  abfent  ? 
this  is  my  grief,  I (hall  be  flefh’d  on  Cowards ; teach  me  to 
fight,'I  willing  am  to  learn.  Are  ye  all  gilded  flies,  nothing 
but  ftiew  in  ye?why  ftand  ye  gaping  ? who  now  touches  her } 
who  calls  her  his,  or  who  dares  name  her  to  me .?  but  name 
her  as  his  own;  who  dares  look  on  her  ? that  (hall  be  mor- 
tal too;  but  think,  ’tis  dangerous.  Art  thou  a fit  man  to  in- 
herit Land,  and  haft  no  wit  nor  fpirit  to  maintain  it  ? Stand 
ftill,  thou  fign  of  a man,and  pray  for  thy  friends,  pray  hear- 
tily, good  prayers  may  reftore  ye. 

Ang.  But  do  not  kill  ’em.  Sir. 

Char.  Yon  fpeak  too  late,  Dear ; it  is  my  firft  fight,  and 
I muft  do  bravely,  I muft  not  look  with  partial  eyes  on  any ; 

I cannot  (pare  a button  of  thefe  Gentlemen ; did  life  lie  in 
their  heel,  Achilles  like,  I’d  (hoot  my  anger  at  thofe  parts, 
and  kill’em.  Who  waits  within  ? 

Ser.  Sir. 

Char.  View  all  thefe,  view  ’em  well,  go  round  about  ’em, 
and  (till  view  their  faces ; round  about  yet,  fee  how  death 
waits  upon  ’em,  for  thou  (halt  never  view  ’em  more. 

Sufi.  Pray  hold,  Sir. 

Char.  I cannot  hold,  you  ftand  fo  fair  before  me ; I muft 

not 
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noL  hold  •,  ’twill  darken  all  my  glories.  Go  to  ray  LLidc, 
bid  him  poft  to  the  King,  and  get  my  pardon  inftantly,  I 
hav:  need  ou’t. 

Etifi.  Arc  you  fo  unnatural  ? 

CW.  You  dial  1 die  lalt.  Sir,  I’ll  take  thee  dead,  thou 
art  no  man  to  fight  with.  Come,  will  ye  come  ? Mc-thinks 
I’ve  fought  whole  Battels. 

I'ow.  We  have  no  quarrel  to  you  that  we  know  on,  Sir. 
Eert.  VVe’ll  quit  the  houfe,  and  ask  ye  mercy  too.  Good 
Lady,  let  no  murtiicr  be  done  here ; we  came  but  to  parly. 
Char,  How  my  fword  thirfts  after  them  ? Stand  away, 

Sweet. 

Eitfi,  Pray,  Sir,  take  my  fubmiflion,  and  I difclaimfor 
ever. 

Char.  Away,  ye  poor  things,  ye  defpicable  creatures ! 
do  you  come  pofte  to  fetch  a Lady  from  me  ? from  a poor 
School-boy  that  ye  fcorn’d  of  late,  and  grow  lame  in  your 
hearts  when  you  Ihould  execute  ? Pray  take  her,  take  her, 

I am  weary  of  her ; What  did  you  bring  to  carry  her  ? 

E^re.  A Coach  and  four  Horfes. 

Omr.  But  are  they  good.? 

E^re.  As  good  as  Trance  can  Ihew  Sir. 

Char.  Are  you  willing  to  leave  thofe,  and  take  your  fafe- 
ties  ? Speak  quickly. 

Em^,  Yes  with  all  our  hearts. 

Char,  ’tis  done  then.  Many  have  got  oneHorfe>  I’ve  , 
got  four  by  th’  bargain. 

Enter  Miramont. 

Mr.  How  now,  who’s  here.? 

Ser.  Nay,  now  y’are  gone  without  bail. 

Mir.  What,  drawn,  my  Friends  ? Fetch  me  my  two- ' 
hand  Sword  i 1 will  not  leave  a head  on  your  Ihoulders,  ■ 
Wretches. 

£h^.  In  troth.  Sir,  I came  but  to  do  my  duty. 

Both.  And  we  to  renew  our  loves. 

Mtr.  Bring  me  a Blanket.  What  came  they  for  ? 

^Ang.  To  borrow  me  a while.  Sir ; but  one  that  never  , 
fought  yet,  has  fo  curri’d,  fo  baftinado’d  them  with  manly 
carriage,  they  Hand  like  things  Gorgon  had  turn’d  to  ftone : ^ 
they  watch’d  your  being  abfent,  and  then  thought  they 
might  do  wonders  here,  and  they  have  done  fo*,  for  By  my  , 
; troth  I wonder  at  their  coldnefs,  the  nipping  North  or  Froft 
' never  came  near  them ; George  uponafign  would  grow 
more  fenfrble.  If  the  name  of  Honour  were  for  ever  to 
be  loft,  thefe  were  the  moft  fufficient  men  to  do  it  in  all 
the  world ; and  yet  they  are  -but  young,  what  will  they  rife 
to  ? They’re  as  full  of  fire  as  a frozen  Glow-worms  rattle, 
and  fhine  as  goodly : Nobility  and  patience  are  match’d 
‘ rarely  in  thefe  three  Gentlemen,  they  have  right  ufe  on’t  •, 

' they’ll  ftand  ftill  for  an  hour  and  be  beaten.  Thefe  are  the 
1 Anagrams  of  three  great  Worthies. 

; Mtr.  They  will  infed  ray  houfe  with  cowardize,  if  they 
I breath  longer  in  it  •,  my  roof  covers  no  baffl’d  Monfieurs, 
walk  and  air  your  felves , as  I live  they  ftay  not  here. 
White-liver’d  wretches,  without  one  word  to  ask  a reafon 
why.  Vanifh,  ’tis  the  laft  warning,  and  with  fpeed  ^ for 
if  I take  ye  in  hand,  I lhall  dilfed  you,  and  read  upon  your 
flegmatick  dull  Carcafes.  My  Horfe  again  there ; I have 
other  bufinefs,  .which  you  fhali  hear  hereafter,  and  laugh 
at  it.  Good-night  Charles^  fair  goodnefs  toyour  dear  Lady  j 
’tis  late,  ’tis  late. 

j4ng.  Pray,  Sir,  be  careful  of  us. 

tJ^tr.  It  is  enough,  mybeft  care  fhali  attend  ye. 

t.BxeHnt. 

ACTUS  IV.  SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Andrew. 

Jnd.  Are  you  come,  old  Mafter  ? Very  good,  your  Horfe 
is  well  fet  up  *,  but  ere  you  part,  I’ll  ride  you,  and  fpur  your 
Reverend  Jufticefhip  fuch  a queftion,as  I fhali  make  the  fides 
of  your  Reputation  bleed,  truly  I will.  Now  muft  I play 
at  Bo-peep A Banquet well,  Potatoes  anc 


Eringocs,  and,  as  1 tj  c it,  Caiicharidcs l.xtclKnt, 

aPriapifin  follows,  ana  as  I’ll  handle  it,  itfliall,  old  Le 
chcrous  Goat  in  Authority.  Now  they  gin  to  Bill  ^ how 
le  flavors  liei ! Gi  amcrcy  ilic  fpits  his  killcs  out,  and 
now  he  offvis  to  fumble,  .he  falls  off(r  hat’s  a good  Wench) 
and  cries  fiiir  play  above  board.  W ■ arc  they  in  the  cor- 
ner? As  I live,  a covy  d ,'  idicrs;  1 fhali  have  fomc  Mu- 
fick  yet  at  my  makin  , ft.c  o’th’  Company  of  Horners-^ 
there’s  the  comfort,  and  a Song  too ! He  beckons  for  one — •’ 
Sure  ’tis  no  Anthem,  nor  no  borrov-^’d  Rhymes 

out  of  the  School  of  Vertue^  1 - lii  liflcn {^A  Song. 

This  was  never  penn’d  at  Geneva.^  tlie  Note’s 
toofprightly.  So,  fo,  the  Mufick’s  paid  for,  and  now  what 
ollovvs.?  O that  Monficur  (CMiramont  would  but  keep  his 
word ; here  were  a Feaft  to  make  him  fat  with  laughter at 
the  moft  ’tis  not  fix  minutes  riding  from  his  houfe,  nor  will 

le  break,  I hope O are  you  come,  Sir  ? the  prey  is 

in  the  Net,  and  will  break  in  upon  occafion. 

eJTdtr.  Thou  fhalt  rule  me,./^Wrfiv.  O th’infinitc  fright 
that  will  affail  this  Gentleman ! the  Quartans,  Tertians, 
and  Quotidians  that  will  hang  like  Serjeants  on  his  Worfhips 
fhoulders  1 the  humiliation  of  the  flefh  of  this  man,  this 
grave,  auftere  man  will  be  wondredat.  Hoyv  will  thofe 
: olemn  looks  appear  to  mey  and  that  fevere  face,  that  fpeaks 
chains  and  fhackles?  Now  I take  him  in  the  nick,  e’re  I 
lave  done  with  him,  he  had  better  have  flood  between  two 
panes  of  Wainfeot,  and  made  his  recantation  in  the  Mar- 
ket, than  hear  me  conjure  him. 

And.  He  muft  pafs  this  way  to  th’  only  Bed  I have  •,  he 
comes,  ftand  clofe. 

Bri.  Well  done,  well  done,  give  me  my  night-cap.  So. 
Quick,  quick,  untrufs  me-,  I will  trufs  and  trounce  thee. 
Come,  Wench,  a kifs  between  each  point  -,  kifs  dofe,  it  is 
a fweet  Parenthefis. 

Lil.  Y’are  merry,  Sir. 

Bri.  Merry  I will  be  anon,  and  thou  fhalt  feel  it,  thou 
fflalt,  my  Lilly. 

Lil.  Shall  lair  your  Bed,  Sir  ? 

Bri.  No,  noy  I’ll  ufe  no  Warming  pan  but  thine,  Girl, 
that’s  all.  Come  kifs  me  again. 

Lil.  Ha’ye  done  yet  ? 

, Brk  No  y bnt  I will  do,  and  do  wonders,  Lilly.  Shew 
me  the  way. 

Lil.  You  cannot  raifs  it,  Sir  *,  you  fliall  have  a Caw’die  in 
the  morning  for  your  Worfhip’s  breakfaft. 

Bri.  How,  i’th’  morning,  Lilly?  th’art  fuch  a W'itty 
thing  to  draw  me  on.  Leave  fooling,  Lilly.,  I am  hungry 
now,  and  th’haft  another  Kickfhavv,  I mufl  taftc  it. 

Lil.  ’Twill  make  you  furfeit,  I am  tender  of  you ; y’liavc 
all  y’are  like  to  have. 

And.  And  can  this  be  earneft  ? 

tJMir.  It  feems  fo,  and  fhe  honeft. 

Bri.  Have  I not  thy  promife,  Lilly  ? 

Lil.  Yes,  and  I have  performed  enough  to  a man  of  your 
years,  this  is  truth  y and  you  fliall  find,  Sir,  you  have  kifs’d 
and  tous’d  me,  handl’d  my  leg  and  foot ; what  would  you 
more.  Sir?  As  for  the  reft,  it  requires  youth  andftrength, 
and  the  labour  in  an  old  man  would  breed  Agues,  Sciatica’s, 
and  Cramps:  You  fhali  not  curfe  me  for  taking  from 
you  what  you  cannot  fpare.  Sir.  Be  good  unto  your  fclf, 
y’haveta’ne  already  all  you  can  take  with  eafe-,  you  are 
paft:  threfhing,  it  is  a work  too  boifterousfor  you,  leave  fuch 
drudgery  to  Andrew. 

itMir.  How  fhe  jeers  him  ? 

Ltl.  Let  Andrew  alone  with  his  own  tillage,  he’s  tough^ 
and  can  manure  it. 

Bri.  Y’are  a quean,  afeoffing,  jeering  quean. 

Lil.  It  may  be  fo,  but  I’m  fure  I’ll  ne’r  be  yours. 

Bri.  Do  not  provoke  me,  if  ijiou  do’ft  I’ll  have  my  Farm' 
again,  aad  turn  thee  out  a begging. 

Lil.  Though  you  have  the  will,  and  want  of  honefty  to 
deny  your  deed.  Sir ; yet  I hope  Andrew  has  got  fo  rhuch 
learning  from  my  young  Mafter,  as  to  keep  his  owm^  at 
the  worft  I’ll  tell  a fliort  tale  to  the  Judges,  for  what  grave 
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^nJs  you  fign’d  your  Lealc,  and  on  what  terms  you  would 
revoke  it. 

Bri.  Whore,  thou  dar'fl;  nor.  Yield,  or  I’ll  have  thee 
whipt;  how  my  Blond  boils,  as  if ’t  were  o’re  a Furnace! 

1 lhall  cool  it. 

'Bn.  Vet,  gentle  Lilly^  pity  and  forgive  me.  I’ll  be  a friend 
t’ye.  Inch  a loving  bountiful  friend 

Ltl.  To  avoid  Suits  in  Law,  I would  grant  a little  ^ but 
mould  fierce  (Andrew  know  it,  what  would  become  of  me  ? 

A Whore,  a Whore! 

Brt.  Nothing  but  well  Wench,  I lliall  put  fuch  a Urong 
Bit  in  his  mouth,  as  thou  lhalt  ride  him  how  thou  wilt,  my 
Lilly  \ nay,  he  lhall  hold  the  door,  as  1 will  work  him,  and 
thank  thee  for  die  Office. 

Afir.  Take  heed,  yhidrcw^  thefe  are  ffirewd  temptations. 

And.  Pray  you  know  your  Cue,  and  fecond  me,  Sir.  By 
your  W’orfliip’s  favour. 

Bri.  Andrew ! 

And.  I come  in  time  to  take  poffieffion  of  th’Office  you 
affign  me  ^ hold  the  door  / alas,  ’tis  nothing  for  a llmple 
man  to  llay  without,  when  a deep  underftanding  holds  con- 
ference within,  fay  with  his  Wife;  a trifle.  Sir.  I know  1 
hold  my  Farm  by  Cuckolds  Tenure  ^ you  are  Lord  o’th’ 
Soil,  Sir.  Lilly  is  a Weft,  a ftray,  file’s  yours  to  ufe.  Sir, 
I claim  no  interefl:  in  her. 

Bn.  Art  thou  ferious  ? fpeak,  honefl  Andrew-,  fince  thou 
halt  o’erheard us,  and  winkat  fmall  faults,  man-.  I’m  but 
a pidlar,  a little  will  ferve  my  turn thou’lt  find  enough 
when  I’ve  my  belly  full : Wilt  thou  be  private  and  filent  ? 

And.  By  all  means.  I’ll  only  have  a Ballad  made  of ’t, 
fung  to  fome  lewd  Tune,  and  the  name  of  it  fhall  be  Jnfiice 
Trap-,  it  wflll  fell  rarely  with  your  Worfliips  name,  and 
Lilly's  on  the  top. 

Bri.  Seek  not  the  mine  o’ my  reputation,  Andrew. 

And.  ’Tis  for  your  credit,  Monfieur  Brifac,  printed  in 
Capital  Letters,  then  parted  upon  all  the  ports  in  Paris. 

'Bri.  No  mercy,  Andrew} 

And.  O,  It  will  proclaim  you  from  the  City  to  the  Court, 
and  prove  Sport  Royal. 

Bn.  Thou  fhalt  keep  thy  Farm. 

Mir.  He  does  affli(ft  him  rarely. 

(.yffid.  You  trouble  me.  Then  his  intent  arriving,  the 
vizard  of  his  hypocrifie  pull’d  of  to  the  Judge  criminal. 

Bri.  01  am  undone. 

And.  He’s  put  out  of  Commiffion  with  difgrace,  and 
held  uncapable  of  bearing  Office  ever  hereafter.  This  is 
my  revenge,  and  this  I’ll  put  in  pradice. 

Bn.  Do  but  hear  me. 

And.  To  bring  me  back  from  my  Grammar  to  my  Horn- 
book, it  is  unpardonable. 

Bn.  Donotplay  the  Tyrant;,  accept  of compofition. 

Lil.  Hear  him,  Andrew. 

And.  What  compofition  ? 

Bri.  I’ll  confirm  thy  Farm,  and  add  unto  it  a hundred 
Acres  more,  adjoyning  to  it. 

And.  Umh,  this  mollifies ; buty’are  fo  fickle,  and  will 
again  deny  this,  there  being  no  witnefs  by. 

Bn.  Call  any  witnefs.  I’ll  prefently  affure  it. 

And.  Say  you  fo  ? troth  there’s  a friend  of  mine.  Sir, 
within  hearing,  that’s  familiar  with  all  that’s  part,  his  tefti- 
mony  will  bcauthentical. 

Bri.  W'ill  he  be  fetret  ? 

And.  You  may  tie  his  tongue  up,  as  you  would  do  your 
purfc.ftrings. 

Bri.  (iA-firamont  ! 

’•yi'Iir.  Ha-ha-ha ! 

And.  This  is  my  witnefs.  Lord  how  you  are  troubled! 
fu!c-  you  have  an  Ague,  youfliakcfo  with  cholcr:  Here’s  ; 
;*our  loving  Brother,  Sir,  and  will  tell  no  body  but  all  he  * 
.meets,  that  you  have  cat  a Snake,  and  are  grown  young, 
gamefomc,  and  rampant. 

Bn.  Caught  thus 

And.  If  he  were  one  that  would  make  jcfls  of  you,  or 
plague  yc,  with  making  )Our  Religious  gravity  ridiculous  j 


to  your  Neighbours,  then  yoU  had  fome  caufe  to  be  per- 
plex’d. 

Bri.  I fhall  become  difeourfe  for  Clowns  and  Taprters. 
And.  Quick,  Lilly,  quick,  he’s  now  part  kiffing,  between 

point  and  point,  flefwounds,  fetch  him  fome  Cordial 

Now  put  in.  Sir. 

Mir.  Who  may  this  be?  fure  this  is  fomemiftake;  let 
me  lee  his  face,  wears  he  not  a falfe  beard  ? it  cannot  be  Bri- 
fac  that  worthy  Gentleman,  the  Pillar  and  the  Patron  of  his 
Country,  he  is  too  prudent,  and  too  cautelous,  experience 
hath  taught  him  t’avoid  thefe  fooleries,  he  is  the  punilher, 
and  not  the  doer  befides  he’s  old  and  cold,  unfit  for  Wo- 
man: This  is  fome  counterfeit,  he  fliall  be  whipt  for’t, 
fome  bafe  abufer  of  my  worthy  Brother. 

Bri.  Open  the  doors ; will  ye  imprifon  me  ? are  ye  hiy 
Judges?  - 

<iAfir.  The  man  raves!  this  is  not  judicious  yet 

now  I think  on’t,  h’has  a kind  of  Dog  look  like  my  Brother, 
a guilty  hanging  face.  • ' “ i 

Bri.  Til  fuffer  bravely,  do  your  worft,  do,  do. 

<JMir.  Why,  it’s  manly  in  you. 

Bri.  Nor  will  I rail  nor  curie,  you  fiave,  you  whorC;,  I 
will  not  meddle  with'  yoUy  but  ail  the  torments  that  C’re 
fell  on  men,  that  fed  on  mifehief,  fall  heavily  on  you  alT 

•{jBkit. 

Lil.  You  have  given  him  a heat.  Sir.  • ' 

Mir.  He  will  ride  you  the  better,  ' 

And.  We’ll  teach  him  to  meddle  with  Scholars. 

Mir.  He  lhall  make  good  his  promife  t’increafe  thy 
Farm,  Andrew,  or  i’ll  jeer  him  to  death.  Fear  nothing, 
Lill^,  lamthy'Champion.  This  jeaft  goes  to  CW/er,  and 
then  Til  hunt  him  out,  and  Monfieur  Eufiace  the  gallant 
Courtier,  and  laugh  heartily  to  fee  ’em  mourn  together. 
And.  ’Twill  be  rare.  Sir.  [_Sxetm. 


Quintus,  Scena  Frima, 


Eurtace,  Egremont,  Cowfy. 


Eiifi. 


^1 


Lim’d  out  of  doors  and  baffled  ! ‘ 

Egre.  We  fliare  with  you  in  the  affront. 

Cow.  Yet  bear  it  not  like  you  with  fuch  dejedion. 

Sufi.  My  Coach  and  Horfes  made  the  ranfom  of  our 
Cowardize ! 

Cow.  Pifl],  that’s  nothing,  ’tis  damnim  reparabile,  and 
foon  recover’d. 

Egre.  It  is  but  feeding  a Suitor  with  falfe  hopo.s,  and  af- 
ter fqueeze  him  with  a dozen  of  Oaths,  You  are  new  rigg’d, 
and  this  no  more  remembred. 

Eufl.  And  does  the  Court,  that  fhould  be  the  Example 
and  Oracle  of  the  Kingdom,  read  to  us  no  other  Dodrine  ? 

Egre.  None  that  thrives  fo  well  as  that,  within  my  know- 
ledge. ' 

Cow.  Flattery  rubs  out ; but  fince  great  men  learn  to  ad- 
mire themfelves,  ’tis  fomething  creft-faln. 

Egre.  To  be  of  no  Religion,  argues  a fubtle,  moral  un- 
derfeanding,  and  it  is  often  cherifh’d. 

Eufi.  Piety  then,  and  valour,  nor  to  do  and  fuffer  wrong, 
are  they  no  virtues  ? 

Egre.  Rather  vices,  Eiifiace  j Fighting what’s  fighting  ? 
it  may  be  in  fafhion  among  provant  fwords,  and  Buff  jerkin 
men : But  w’us  that  fwim  in  choice  of  Silks  and  Tiffues  ; 
though  in  defence  of  that  word  Reputation,  which  is  indeed 
a kind  of  glorious  nothing,  to  lofe  a dram  of  blood  muft 
needs  appear  as  coarfe  as  to  be  honeft. 

Eufi.  And  all  this  you  ferioufly  believe  ? 

Cow.  It  is  a faith  that  we  will  die  in,  fince  from  the  black 
Guard  to  the  grim  Sir  in  Office,  there  are  few  hold  other 
Tenets. 

Eiijt.  Now  my  eyes  are  open,  and  I behold  a rtrong  ne- 
ceflity  that  keeps  me  knave  and  coward. 

( ow.  Y’are  the  wifer. 

" 


The  Elder  Brother. 
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■ Nor  can  Ichange  my  copy,ifI  purpofc  to  be  ofyoar 
locicty. 

E^re.  By  no  means. 

Euji-.  Honour  is  nothing  with  you  ^ 


(^ow.  Ameer  bubble}  tor  what’s  grown  common,  is  no 
more  regarded. 

£>»/.  My  fw'ord  forc’d  from  me  too,  and  ftill  detain  d, 
you  think  'tis  no  blcmilh. 

Get  me  a Batton,  ’tis  twenty  times  more  Court- 
like,  and  lefs  trouble. 

Eufi.  And  yet  you  wear  a fword. 

Cow.  Yes,  and  a good  one,  a MtUn  hilt,  and  a Damajeo 
blade  for  ornament,  not  ufe,  the  Court  allows  it. 

Ei^(i-.  Will’tnot  fight  of  itfelf? 

Cow.  I ne’er  tri’d  this, yet  I have  worn  as  fair  as  any  man  •, 
I’m  fure  I’ve  made  my  Cutler  rich,  and  paid  for  fevcral 
weapons,  T nrk^Jh  and  T oleJo's,  two  thoufand  Crowns,  and 
yet  could  never  light  upon  a fighting  one. 

Euft.  ric  borrow  this,  I like  it  well. 

Oiv.  ’Tisat  your  fcrvice,Sir,  a Lath  in  a Velvet  Scabbard 
will  ferve  my  turn. 

Eufi.  And  now  1 have  it,  leave  me ; y’are  infeftious,  the 
plague  and  leprolle  of  your  bafenefs  fpreading  on  all  that  do 
come  near  you } fuch  as  you  render  the  Throne  of  Majefty, 
the  Court,  fufpeded  and  contemptible  •,  you  are  Scarabee’s 
that  batten  in  her  dung,  and  have  no-palats  to  tafte  her 
curious  Viands } and  lik^e  Owles,  can  only  fee  her  night  de- 
formities, but  with  the  glorious  fplendor  of  her  beauties, 
are  ftruck  blind  as  Moles,  that  undermine  the  fum- 
)tuous  Building  that  allow’d  you  fhelter:  youftick  like 
running  ulcers  on  her  face,  and  taint  the  purenefs  of  her  na- 
tive candor,  and  being  bad  Servants,  caufe  your  Mailers 
joodnefs  to  be  difputed  of^  you  make  the  Court,  that  is 
the  abflrad  of  all  Academies, to  teach  and  pradife  noble  un- 
dertakings, ( where  courage  fits  triumphant  crown’d  with 
Lawrel,  and  wifdom  loaded  with  the  weight  of  honour)  a 
School  of  Vices. 

Egre.  What  fudden  rapture’s  this  ? 

Eufi.  A heavenly  one,  that  raifing  me  from  doth  and 
Ignorance,  (in  which  your  converfation  long  hath  charm’d 
me)  carries  me  up  into  the  air  of  adion,  and  knowledge  of 
myfelf^  even  now  I feel,  but  pleading  only  in  the  Court’s 
defence  (though  far  fhort  of  her  merits  and  bright  luftre)  a 
happy  alteration,  and  full  Ilrengthto  Hand  her  Champion 
againfl  all  the  world,  that  throw  afperfions  on  her. 

Cow.  Sure  he’ll  beat  us,  I fee  it  in  his  eyes. 

Egre.  A fecond  (Charles ; pray  look  not.  Sir,  fo  furioufly. 
Eitfi.  Recant  what  you  have  faid,  ye  Mungrils,  and  lick 
up  the  vomit  ye  have  call  upon  the  Court,  where  you  un- 
worthily have  had  warmth  and  breeding,  and  fwear  that 
you,  like  Spiders,  have  made  poifonofthat  which  was  a 
faving  Antidote. 

E^re.  We  will  fwear  any  thing. 

(^ow.  We  honour  the  Court  as  a moft  facred  place. 

Egre.  And  will  make  oath,  if  youenjoyn  usto’t,  nor 
knave,  nor  fool,  nor  coward  living  in  it. 

Eitfi.  Except  you  two,  you  Rafcals. 

Cow.  Yes,  we  areallthefe,  and  more,  if  you  will  have 
it  fb. 

Enfi.  And  that  until  you  are  again  reform’d  and  grown 
new  men,  you  ne’ere  prefume  to  name  the  Court,  or  prefs 
into  the  Porter’s  Lodge  but  for  a penance,  to  be  difciplin’d 
for  your  roguery,  and  this  done  with  true  contrition. 

Both.  Yes,  Sir. 

You  again  may  eat  feraps,  and  be  thankful. 

Cow.  Here’s  a cold  breakfall  after  a lharp  nights  walking. 
£«/?■.  Keep  your  oaths,  and  without  grumbling  vanifn. 
Both.  We  are  gone.  Sir.  C Exeunt. 

EuJ}.  May  all  the  poornefsof  my  fpirit  go  with  you : the 
fetters  of  my  thraldom  are  fil’d  off,  and  I at  liberty  to  right 
my  lelf}  and  though  my  hope  in  Angelica's  little,  my 
honour  (unto  which  compar’d  (he’s  nothing)  lhall,  like  the 


that  in  the  world’s  opinion  ruin’d  mc,I  will  feck  reparation 
and  call  himuntoa  Ilri(flaccompt.  Ha!  ’tis  near  day,  and 
if  the  Mufes  friend,  Rofe-check’d  Jurorn^  invite  him  to  this 
folitary  Grove,  as  I much  hope  Ihc  will,  he  leldomc  milling 
to  pay  his  vows  here  to  her,  I lhall  hazard  to  hinder  his  de- 
votions  The  door  opens,  ’rishe  mollccrtain,  and  by’s 

fide  my  Sword.  Blclt  opportunity. 


Enter  Charles, 

Char.  I have  o’er  llept  my  fclf,  and  loH  part  of  the  morn, 
but  Tie  recover  it:  Before  1 went  to  bed  , 1 wrote  fome 
Notes  within  my  Table-book, which  1 will  now  conlidcr.Ha  ! 
what  means  this  f What  do  I with  a Sword  ? Learn’d 
nA'Iercnry  needs  not  th’aid  of  itJMars^  and  innocence  is  to  it 
felf  a guard } yet  fince  Arms  ever  protedl  Arts,  I may  jullly 
wear  and  ule  it ; for  fince  ’twas  made  my  prize,  I know  not 
how  I’m  grown  in  love  with’t,  and  cannot  cat  nor  Iludy,and 
much  lefs  walk  without  it.  But  1 trifle,  matters  of  more 
weight  ask  my  judgment. 

Eaft.  Now,  Sir,  treat  of  no  other  Theme,  Tie  keep  you 
to  it,  and  fee  y’expound  it  well. 

Char.  Euflace  ! 

Enfi.  The  lame,  Sir,  your  younger  Brother,  who,  as  duty 
binds  hini,hath  all  this  night  (turn’d  out  of  door)  attended, 
to  bid  Good-morrow  t’ye. 

doar.  This  not  in  fcorn,  commands  me  to  return  it. 
Would  you  ought  elfe  ? 

Enfi.  O much, Sir, here  I end  not,but  begin;  I ritull  fpeak  to 
you  in  another  ftrain  than  yet  I ever  us’d  j and  if  the  lan- 
guage appear  in  the  delivery  rough  and  harfli,you(being  my 
Tutor)  multcondemnyourfelf,  from  whom  1 learn’d  it. 

Char.  When  1 underlland  (be’tin  whatftyle  you  pleafe) 
what’s  your  demand  ,I  lhall  endeavour,  jn  the  felf-fame  phrafe 
to  make  an  anfwer  to  the  point. 

Snfi.  I come  not  to  lay  claim  to  your  birth-right,’tis  your 
own, and  ’tis  fit  yon  enjoy  it ; nor  ask  I from  you  your  learn- 
ing and  deep  knowledge ; (though  1 am  not  a Scholar  a? 
you  are)  1 know  them  Diamonds  by  your  foie  indullry,  pati 
ence  and  labour,  forc’d  from  Ileep  Rocks,  and  with  much 
toil  attended,  and  but  to  few  that  prize  their  value  gran 
ted,  and  therefore  without  Rival  freely  wear  them. 

Char.  Thefe  not  repin’d  at  ( as  you  feem  t’inform'  me) 
the  motion  mull  be  of  a Itrange  condition, if  I refufe  to  yield 
to’t  •,  therefore,  £«/?4fe, without  this  tempeft  in  your  looks, 
propound  it,  and  fear  not  a denial. 

Eafl.  I require  then  (as  from  an  Enemy,  and  not  a Bro- 
ther) the  reputation  of  a man,the  honour,  not  by  a fair  War 
won  when  I was  waking,  but  in  my  Ileep  of  folly  ravifh’d 
from  me*,  with  thefe,  the  reflitution  of  my  Sword,  with 
large  acknowledgment  of  fatisfadion , my  Coach , my 
Horfes  •,  1 will  part  with  life,  ere  lofe  one  hair  of  them ; and , 
what  concludes  all,  my  Miltris  Angellina^  as  fhe  was  before 
the  mufical  Magick  of  thy  tongue  inchanted  and  fcduc’d 
her.  Thefe  perform’d,  and  with  fubmiflion,  and  done  pub- 
lickly,  at  my  Father’s  and  my  Uncle’s  interceflion,  (that  I 
put  in  too)  1 perhapsmay  lillen  to  terms  of  reconcilement  *, 
but  if  thefe,  in  every  circumftance,  are  not  fubferib’d  to,  to 
the  laft  gafp  I defie  thee; 

Char.  Thefe  are  fir  id  conditions  to  a Brother. 

Eajl.  My  reft  is  up,  nor  will  1 give  lefs. 

Char.  Tm  no  Gamcfter,  Eafiace,  yet  1 can  ghefs  your  re- 
folution  ftands  to  win  or  lofe  all  *,  I rejoyce  to  find  ye  thus 
tender  of  your  honour,  and  that  at  length  you  undei  Hand 
what  a wretched  thing  you  were,  how  deeply  wounded  by 
your  felf,  and  made  almoft  incurable  in  your  own  hopes, 
the  dead  flefli  of  pale  cowardife  growing  over  your  feftred 
reputation,  which  no  Balm  or  gentle  Unguent  could  ever 
make  way  to  •,  and  I am  happy  that  I was  the  Surgeon  that 
did  apply  thole  burning  corr olives,  that  render  you  already 
fenfible  o’th’danger  you  were  plung’d  in, in  teaching  you, and 
by  a fair  gradation,  how  far,  and  with  what  curious  refped 
and  care  the  peace  and  creditor  a man  within,  (which  you 
ne’er  thought  till  now)  fhould  be  prefer  r’d  before  a gawdy 


Sun,  difperfe  thofe  lowringClouds  that  yet  obfeure  and  dim 
it ; not  the  name  of  Brother  lhall  divert  me,  but  from  him,  ’ outfide ; pray  you  fix  here,  for  fo  far  I go  with  you 

R 


End. 
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The  Elder  Brother. 


/ This  Jifcouric  is  from  the  fubjcct. 

C ' ir.  ric  come  to  it,  Brother  ^ but  if  you  think  to  build 
j upon  my  ruincs,  you'll  find  a falfc  foundation : your  high 

• olK'is,  taught  by  the  Mailers  of  dependencies,  thatbycom- 
j lX)uniiing  ditferences  ’tween  others,  fupply  their  ownne 

ccllities,  with  mo  will  never  carry ’t : as  you  are  my  Bro- 

• tiler,  I will  difpenfe  a little,  but  no  more  than  honour  can 
j give  way  to  •,  nor  mull  I deltroy  that  in  my  felf  I love  in  you  ^ 
I and  therefore  let  not  hopes  or  threats  perfuade  you  I will 

defeend  toany  compolltion  for  which  I may  be  cenfur’d. 

1 S.jK  You  ihall  fight  then. 

I Cj.ir.  W’lth  much  unwillingnefs  with  you  ^ but  if  there’s 

no  evallon 

j txft.  None. 

, Hear  yet  a word ; as  for  the  Sword  and  other  frip- 

i perils,  in  a fair  way  fend  for  them,  you  fliall  have  ’em.  But 
rather  than  furrender  AngelUn.i,  or  hear  it  again  mention’d, 
1 oppofe  my  breaft  unto  loud  thunder,  caft  behind  me  all 
i tyes  of  Nature. 

Fuji.  She  detain’d.  I’m  deaf  to  all  perfuafion. 

Conr.  Guard  thy  felf  then,  Eitftacc-^  I ufe  no  other 
Rhetorick. 

Enter  Miram. 

Af.r.  Clafliingof  fvvords  fonear  myhoulc.'  Brother  op- 
pos’d to  Brother ! here’s  no  fencing  at  half  fword  ^ hold, 
hold,  Ci)ar!es,  Eujtace. 

Eufl.  Second  him, or  call  in  more  help.  Come  not  between 
us,  Tie  not  know  nor  fpare  you  ^ D’ye  %ht  by  th’book  ? 

Osar.  ’Tis  you  that  wrong  me,  off  Sir,  and  fuddenly.  Tie 
conjure  down  the  Spirit  that  I have  rais’d  in  him. 

Ei'fi.  Never,  Charles^  ’tis  thine,  and  in  thy  death,  be 
doubled  in  me. 

aji^tr.  I’m  out  of  breath,  yettruftnot  too  much  to’t, 
Boysj  for  if  you  paufe  not  fuddenly,  and  hear  reafon,  do, 
kill  your  Uncle,  do ; but  that  I’m  patient,  and  not  a cho- 
lerick  old  teally  fool,  like  your  Fathcr,Td  dance  a matachin 
with  you,  Ihould  make  you  fweat  your  bell:  bloud  for’t  ^ I 
w’oulvl,  and  it  maybe  I will.  Charles,  I command  thee,  and 
Eajlace,  I entreat  thec,  th’art  a brave  Spark,  atruetough- 
metall’d  blade,  and  I begin  to  love  thee  heartily  give  me  a 
fighting  Courtier,rie  cherifli  him  for  example ; in  our  Age 
they’re  not  born  every  day. 

Osar.  You  of  late,  Sir,  in  me  lov’d  learning. 

Mir.  True,  but  take  me  w^ycy^harlcs ; ’twas  when  young 
Eafrace  wore  his  heart  in’s  breeches,and  fought  his  Battels  in 
Complements  and  Cringes,  when’s  underllanding  wav’d  in 
a flanting  Feather,  and  his  belt  contemplation  look’d  no 
further  than  a new  fafliion’d  doublet-,  I confefs  then,  the 
lofty  noife  your  Greek  made,only  pleas’d  me ; but  now  he’s 
turn’d  an  Oliver  and  a Rowland,  nay,  the  whole  dozen  of 
Peers  are  bound  up  in  him  : Let  me  remember,  when  I was 
of  his  years,  1 did  look  very  like  him ; and  did  you  fee  my 
Piiflure  as  I was  then,  you  would  I wear  that  gallant  Euflace 
(I  mean,  now  he  darts  fight)  was  the  true  fubltancc,and  the 
perfeifl  figure.  Nay,  nay,  no  anger,  you  fiiall  have  enough, 
i Crsarles. 

j Osar.  Sure,  Sir,  I fball  not  need  addition  from  him. 

I Ef.jl.  Nor  I from  any,  this  Ihall  decide  my  interefc-, 

! though  I am  loll  to  all  deferving  men,  to  all  that  men  call 
j good,  for  fufferingtamcly  infufferable  wrongs,  and  jullly 
I flighted  by  yielding  to  a minute  of  delay  in  my  revenge,  and 
• from  that  made  a ftranger  unto  my  Father’s  houfe  and  fa- 
vour, o’erwhclm’d  with  all  dilgrates-,  yet  1 will  mount  up- 
ward, and  force  my  felf  a fortune,  though  my  birth  and 
! breeding  do  deny  it. 

Char.  Seek  nor,  Enflate,  by  violence,  what  will  be  offer’d 
toyou  on  caficr  tompofition-,  though  I was  not  alli’d  unto 
your  wcaKnefs,  you  (hall  find  me  a Brother  to  your  bravery 
oflpirit,  and  one  that,  not  compell’d  to’t  by  your  fword, 

( which  I mull  ri'  \ fear  ) will  lharc  with  you  in  all  but 
■•^/riclltna. 

M r.  Charles,  and  learn  from  my  experience, 

yo;i  ina^  I ar  iCifou,  and  never  maim  your  fighting-,  for 


your  credit,  which  you  think  you  have  loft,  Ipare,  Charles, 
andfwingeme,  and  foundly-,  three  or  four  walking  velvet 
Cloaks,  that  wear  no  fwords  to  guard ’em,  yetdeferve  it, 
thou  art  made  up  again. 

£/(/?.,  All  this  is  Lip-lalve. 

Mir.  It  fliaIlbeHearts-eafe,£«y?4cc,  erelhavedone ; as 
for  thy  Father’s  anger, now  thou  dar’ft  fight,ne’er  fear  it,  for 
I’ve  the  dowcets  of  his  gravity  fall  in  a ftring,  I will  Ib  pinch 
and  wring  him,  that,  fpight  of  his  authority,  thou  Ihalt 
make  thine  Own  conditions  with  him. 

Eafi.  rie  take  leave  a little  to  confider. 

(Char.  Here  comes  Andrew. 

CMir.  But  without  his  comical  and  learned  face  y what 
fad  dilafter,  Andrew  ? 

And.  You  my  read.  Sir,  a Tragedy  in  my  face.  , 

Mir,  Art  thou  in  earneft  ? 

And.  Yes,  by  my  life.  Sir  y and  if  now  you  help  not,  and 
fpeedily,  by  force,  or  by  perfuafion,  ray  good  old  Mafter 
(for  now  I pity  him)  is  ruin’d  for  ever. 

Char.  Ha,  my  Father  ! j 

And.  He,  Sir. 

tJMir.  By  what  means?  fpeak. 

eyAnd.  At  the  liiit  of  Monfieur  Lewis  y his  houle  is  feiz’d 
upon,  and  he  in  perfon  is  under  guard,  (I  faw  it  with  thele 
eyes.  Sir)  to  be  convey’d  to  Earls,  and  there  Sentenc’d. 

Mir.  Nay,  then  there  is  no  jelling. 

Char.  Do  I live,  and  know  my  Father  injur’d  ? 

And.  And  what’s  worle.  Sir,  my  Ladie  iAngellina  •' 

Eufi.  What  of  her  ? 

And.  She’s  carri’d  away  too.  - i 

Mir,  How  ? 

And,  While  you  were  ablent,  a crew  of  Monfieur  j 
friends  and  kinfmen,  by  force,  brake  in  at  th’  back  part  of  , 
the  houfe,  and  took  her  away  by  violence ; faithful  Andrew 
(asthiscan  witnefsfor  him)  did  his  beft  in  her  defence,  but* 
’twould  not  do.  ' 

<iJMir.  Away,  and  fee  our  Horfes  fadled,  ’tis  no  time  to 
talk,  but  do.  Eufiace,  you  now  are  offer’d  a fpatious  field, 
and  in  a pious  War  to  exercile  your  valour  y here’s  a caufe, 
and  fuch  a one,  in  which  to  fall  is  honourabIe,your  dutie  and 
reverence  due  to  a fathers  name  commanding  it  y but  thefe 
unnatural  jars  arifing  between  Brothers(lhouId  you  profper) 
would  lhame  your  vidory. 

Eujl.  I would  do  much,  Sir,  but  ftill  my  reptation  ! 

(JMir.  CW/cx  Ihall  give  you  all  decent  latisfaiftiony  nay,  ; 
joyn  hands,  and  heartily,  why,  this  is  done  like  Brothers  ; | 
and  as  old  as  I am,  in  this  caufe  that  concerns  the  honour  i 
of  our  Family,  Monfieur  Lewis  ( if  reafon  cannot  work) 
/hall  find  and  feel  there’s  hot  blood  in  this  arm,  I’le  lead 
you  bravely. 

Eaft.  And  if  I follow  not,  a cowards  name  be  branded 
on  my  forehead. 

Char.  This  fpirit  makes  you  a lharer  in  my  fortunes. 

Mir.  And  in  mine,  of  which  ( Brifac  once  freed,  and 
zAngellina  again  in  our  poflellion)  you  Ihall  know,  my  heart 
fpeaks  in  my  tongue. 

Eafi.  I dare  not  doubt  it.  Sir.  f Exeunt. 

ACTUS  V.  SCEN  A II. 

Enter  Lewis,  Brifac,  Angellia,  Sylvia,  Officers. 

J^ew.  I’m  deaf  to  all  perfwafions. 

Rri.  1 ufe  none,  nor  doubt  I,  though  a while  my  inno- 
cence fuffers,  but  when  the  King  Ihall  underftand  how  falfe 
your  malice  hath  inform’d  him,  he  in  juftice  muft  let  me 
right  again. 

Ang.  Sir, let  not  paffion  lb  fartranfport  you, as  to  think  in 
rcafon,this  violent  courlc  repairs, but  ruins  it;  that  honour 
you  would  build  up,  youdeftroy-,  what  you  would  feemto 
nourifh,  if  refpcift  of  my  preferment  or  my  pattern  may 
challenge  your  paternal  love  and  care,  why  do  you,  now 
good  fortune  has  provided  a better  Husband  forme  than 
your  hopes  could  ever  fancy,  ftrivetorob  me  of  him.?  In 
what  is  my  Locsl  Charles  defeUive,  Sir.?  unlefs  deep  Lear- 
, ning. 
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ing  be  a bicmilli  in  him,  or  well  proportion’d  limbs  be 
mul(rts  in  nature,  or,  what  you  only  aim’d  at,  large  Rcvc- 
nut§,are,  on  the  ludden,  grown  diltaltelul  to  you.  Of  whar 
can  youaccufe  him  ^ 

LcxrrOi  a Raptdoneto  Honour,  whi<?|l^hf  nvcqidiisiufl: 
inadi  tbceconfent  to.  *'  pi 

Syi  Hcriun:  .'  yoi; arc  her  Father,  li  . . ' 

Ltw.  And  you  her  Bawd. 

5y/.  Were  you  ten  Lords,  ’tisfalfc*,  thepurenefs  of  her 
chaltc  thoughts  entertains  not  fuch  fpotted  inftruments. 

As  1 have  a Soul,  Sir. 

Lc\v.  1 am  not  ro  b^  alrtr*d  j to  ik  witltthisrdif- 
grace,  would  argue  me  h Peafant,  ahd  not  born  Noble,:  jail 
rigour  that  the  Law,  andjthat  incrciric  ofbower  bjf  favour 
yields,  Ihall  be  w'itn  all  feverity  inlft'ftcrfv-  you  flave  the 
King’s  hand  for’r,  no  Bail  will  lerve,  and  therefore  at  your 
perik,  Officers,  away  with ’em,  ~ ~ 

Bri.  This  is  madnefs,  r.  , , 

Lew.  Tell  mefo  in  open  Courtj  and  there -I’M  anfwer 
you. 

Enter  Miramont,  Charles,  Euftace,  Andrew.  • 
Mir.  Well  overtaken.'’- 

C^ar.  Ill  if  they  darerefifl:.  “ ' ‘ • h 

£«/?.  He  that  advances  but  one  ftep  forward  dies'.’* 

Lew.  Shew  the  King’s  Writ.  • t 

Mir  Shew  your  diferetion,  ’twill  become  you  better., 
Char,  Y’are  once  more  in  my  power,  and  if  again  I part 
with  you,  let  me  for  ever  lofe  thee. 

Enft.  Force  will  not  db’t,  nor  threats ; accept  this  fervice 
from  your  defpair’d  of  Eufiace. 

And.  And  beware  your  Reverend  Worfhip' never  moire 

.'u'  n.  iJ 


attempt  to  fcarch  my  Lilly  pot,  you  fee  what  follows. 

Lew,  Is  the  King’s  power  contemn’d 
ALir.  No,  but  the  torrent  o’ your  vdlful  folly  (topp’d. 
And  for  you,  good  Sir,  if  you  would  but  be  fcnlible,  what 
canyon  wifhjbut  the  latisftdion  of  an  obltinatc  vyill,  that 
is  not-<rwdtar’d  to  you  .<*  rather  than  be  crofs’d  in  what  you 
purpos’d,  yoiu’ll-.undoyoui  Daughter’s  fame,  the  credit  of 
your  judgment,  and  your  old  foolifh  Neighbour  ^ make 
your  Ellates,and  in  a Suit  not  worth  a Cardccuc,  a prey  to 
Advocates,  and  their  buckram  Scribes, and  after  they  have 
plum’d  ye,  return  home  like  a couple  of  naked  Fowles 
witlioui^  feather.  f 

>j^j|t^'his  is  a mod  drong  truth.  Sir. 
cJtor|  No,  no,  Monfieur,  Ir^t  us  be  right  Frenchmen, 
violent-^  charge*,  but  when  our  follies  are  repcll’d  by 
reafon,  ’tis  fit  that  we  retreat,  and  ne’er  come  on  more  : 
Obferve  my  learned  Chaxles.,  he’ll  get  thee  a Nephew  on 
cAngellina  ihzW  difpute  in  her  belly,  and  fuck  the  Nurfe  by 
Logick’:  ' arid  here’s  •JE‘«/r^ce,  he  was  an  Afs,  but  now  is 
grown'an  e^madis-.^  nor  fliall  he  want  a Wife,  if  all  my 
Land,  for  a.Joynture,  can  effed : Y’are  a good  Lorjl,,  and 
of  a gentle  nature,  in  your  looks  I fee  a land  confent,'  and 
it  fhews  lovely  .*  and  do  you  hear,  old  Fool  ? but  I’le  hot 
chide,  hereafter, llk6  me,  ever  doat  on  Learning,  the  hieer 
' belief  is  excellent/' ^cwill  fave  you  5 and  next  love  Valour, 
though  you  dare  not  fight  your  fclf,  or  fright  a foolifn  Of- 
ficer, young  Euftace  can  do  it  to  a hair,  And,to  conclude, 
j let  Andrew's  Farm  b’  encreas’d,  that  is  your  penance,  you 
know  for  what,  and  fee-you  rut  no  more ; you  underftand 
me.  So  embrace  on  all  fides.  . ' 

Vie  pay  thofe  Bilmen-,  and  make  large  amends.^ 

, T^rovided  we preferyeyoH  ftill  our  Friends f ExeUnt. 


.-•r-v. 


.•■or  fj.f  r O' 
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BZl  T that  it  would  take  from  our  modefty 
To  praife  the  Writer.,  or  the  Comedy, 
Tillyour  fair  fuftr age  crown  it,  I jhould fay, 
r* are  all  moft  welcome  to  no  vulgar  Play  y 
And  fo  far  w' are  confident  : And  if  he  , J 

That  made  it,  fttll  lives  in  your  memorie, 

Tou  will  expeh  what  we  prefent  to  night,"  ' ; 
Should  be  judg'd  worthy  of  your  ears  and  fight. 
Tou  jhall  hear  Fletcher »« »r,  his  true  ftrain, ' \ 
And  neat  expreffions  s living  he  did  gain 
Tour  good  opinions  *,  but  now  dead  commends 
This  Orphan  to  the  care  of  Noble  Friends  j 
And  may  it  raife  in  you  content  and  mirthy 
And  be  receiv'd  for  a legit' mate  birth. 


' X 
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Toftr grace  ireBs  new  Trophies  to  his  fame. 
And  jhall,  to  after-times,  preferve  his  name. 

Epilogue. 

ris  not  the  hands,  or  fmiles,cr  common  wny 
Of  approbation  to  a wellltkid  Play, 

We  only  hope  *,  but  that  you  freely  would 
To  th'  Author's  memory  fo  far  unfold, 
uind  jhew  your  loves  and  liking  to  his  Wit, 

Not  in  your  praife,  but  often  feeing  it ; 

That  being  the  grand  a fur  ance  that  can  give 
The  Poet  and  the  Player  means  to  live. 
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Perfbns  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Don  Hcnriquc,  an  nxoriout  Lord^  cruet  to  his 
Brother.  - i i 

Don  Jamie,  younger  Brother  to  Don  Henrique.  - 
Bartolus,  4 covetous  Larvyet  flushand  to  Amaranta. 
Leandro,  a Gentleman  vpho  vpantonly  loves  the 
Larvyeri  tVife. 

Angdo, 

MUanes,  yThree  Gentlemen  Friend  to  Leandro. 
Arfenio, ) 

ATcanio,  Son  to  Don  Henrique. 

Octavio,  fuppofed  Husband  to  Jacintha. 

Lopez,  the  Spanifti  Curate. 

Diego,  his  Sexton. 


Affiftant,  which  me  call  a Judge. 

^ Algaziers,  whom  we  call  Serjeants* 

4 PariQiioners. 

Apparitor.  ' 

Singers.  ' . 

Servants. 

IF  O M E N. 

Violante,'  fuppofed  Wife  to  Don  Henrique.  ; 
Jacintha,  formerly  contraHed  to  Don  Henrique. 
Amaranta,  Wife  to  Bartolus. 

A Woman  Moor,  Servant  to  Amaranta. 

' - j - 


The  Scene  Spam. 


The  principal  ASors  were^ 

fofeph  Taylor*  ^ ]WiUiam  Egleftone. 
John  Lomn.  H'  Thomas  Polar d* 
Nicholas  Toolie.l  [Robert  Benfeild. 


A^m  primus.  S cert  a prima. 
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Enter  Angek),  Milancs,  and  Arfenio. 


Arfcnio.l^  paid  all. 

Mil.  ’Tis  his  ufual  cuftom, 

And  requifite  he  fhould : he  has  now  put  off 
The  Funeral  Wack,  (your  rich  heir  wears  with  joy, 

When  he  pretends  to  weep  for  his  dead  Father) 

Your  gathering  Sires,  fo  Jong  heap  muck  together, 

That  their  kind  Sons,  to  rid  them  of  their  care, 

VV'ini  them  in  Heaven , or  if  they  take  a taltc 
Of  Fnrgatory  by  the  way,  it  matters  not. 

Provided  they  remove  hence ; what  is  befain 
To  his  Father,  in  the  other  world,  1 ask  not*, 

I am  furc  his  prayer  is  heard ; would  1 could  ufe  one 
For  mine,  in  the  fame  method . 

Arf.  Fie  upon  thee. 

This  IS  prophane. 

MU.  Good  DocTor,  do  not  fchool  me 
For  a fault  you  are  not  free  from ; On  my  life 


Were  all  Heirs  in  Corduba,  put  to  their  Oaths, 
They  would  confefs  with  me,  ’tis  a found  Tenet : 

I am  fure  Leandro  do’s. 

Arf.  He  is  th’owner 
Of  a fair  Eftate. 

Mil.  And  fairly  he  deferves  it. 

He’s  a Royal  Fellow  : yet  obferves  a mean 
In  all  his  courles,  careful  too  on  whom 
He  fhowers  his  bounties  .*  he  that’s  liberal 
To  all  alike,  may  do  a good  by  chance. 

But  never  out  of  Judgment : This  invites 
The  prime  men  of  the  City  to  frequent 
All  places  he  reforts  to,  and  are  happy 
In  his  fweet  Converfe. 

Arf.  Don  Jamie  the  Brother 
T 0 the  Grandee  Don  HenriqHe.y  appears  much  taken 
With  his  behaviour. 


MU. 
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c>7/«7.  There  is  fomething  more  in’t : 

He  needs  his  Furfe,  and  knows  how  to  make  ufe  on’t. 
’Tis  now  in  fafliion  for  yoi»r  that's  poor. 

To  vow  all  Leagues  of  friendihip  with  a Merchant 
That  can  liipply  his  wants,  and  bowfoe’re 
'Don  Jamie\  noble  born,  his  elder  Brother 
Don  Hettrtcjue  rich,  and  his  Revenues  iong  hnee 
Encreas’d  by  marrying  with  a wealthy  Heir 
Call’d,  Madam  rinUnte,  he  yet  holds 
A hard  hand  o’re  allowing  him 

A bare  annuity  only. 

Arf.  Yet’tisfaid 

He  hath  no  child,  and  by  the  Laws  of  Spain 
If  he  die  without  iflue,  'Don  Jamie 
Inherits  his  Eltate. 

Mil.  Why  that’s  the  reafon 
Of  their  fo  many  jarrs ; though  the  young  Lord 
Be  lick  of  the  elder  Brother,  and  in  reafon 
Should  flatter,  and  obferve  him,  he’s  of  a nature 
Too  bold  and  fierce,  to  Itoop  fo,  but  bears  up, 
Frefuming  on  his  hopes. 

Arf.  What’s  the  young  Lad 
That  all  of ’em  make  fo  much  of? 

Mil,  ’Tis  a fweet  one. 

And  the  belt  condition’d  youth,  I ever  faw  yet. 

So  humble,  and  fo  affable,  that  he  wins 
The  love  of  all  that  know  him,  and  fo  modeft. 

That  (in  defpight  of  poverty)  he  would  ftarve 
Rather  than  ask  a courtefie ; He’s  the  Son 
Of  a poor  cafl-Captain,  one  Oclavio  ^ 

And  She,  that  once  was  call’d  tli’fair  Jacinta, 

Is  happy  in  being  his  Mother : for  his  fake. 

Enter  Jarnie,  Leandro,  and  Afeanio. 

(Though  in  their  Fortunes  fain)  they  are  efteem’d  of, 
And  cherifh’d  by  the  beft.  O here  they  come. 

I now  may  fp*e  his  Character,  but  obforve  him, 
He’l  juftifie  my  report. 

Jam.  My  good  Afeanio, 

Repair  more  often  to  me : above  Women 
Thou  ever  fhalt  be  welcome. 

Afc.  My  Lord  your  favours 
May  quickly  teach  a raw  untutour’d  Youth 
To  be  both  rude  and  fawey. 

Lean.  You  cannot  be 

Too  frequent  where  you  are  fo  much  defir’d : 

And  give  me  leave  (dear  friend)  to  be  your  Rival 
In  part  of  his  affeftion  j I will  buy  it 
At  any  rate. 

Jam.  Stood  I but  now  poflefs’d 
Of  what  my  future  hope  prefages  to  me, 

I then  would  make  it  clear  thou  hadft  a Patron 
That  would  not  lay  but  do : yet  as  I am, 

Be  mine,  Tie  not  receive  thee  as  a fervant, 

But  as  my  Son,  (and  though  I want  my  felf ) 

No  Page  attending  in  the  Court  of  Spain 
Shall  find  a kinder  mafter. 

Afc.  Ibefeechyou 
That  my  refufal  of  fo  great  an  offer 
May  make  no  ill  conflrudion,  ’tis  not  pride 
(That  common  vice  is  far  from  my  condition) 

That  makes  you  a denyal  to  receive 
A favour  I fhould  fue  for : nor  the  fafhion 
Which  the  Country  follows,  in  which  to  be  a forvant 
In  thofe  that  groan  beneath  the  heavy  weight 
Of  poverty,  is  held  an  argument 
Ofa  bafe  abjed  mind,  I wifh  my  years 
Were  fit  to  do  you  forvice  in  a nature 
That  might  become  a Gentleman  (give  me  leave 
To  think  my  felf  one)  My  Father  ferv’d  the  King 
As  a Captain  in  the  field  *,  and  though  bis  fortune 
Return’d  him  home  a poor  man,  he  was  rich 
In  Reputation,  and  wounds  fairly  taken. 

Nor  am  I by  his  ill  fuccefs  deterr’d. 
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1 rather  feel  a Itrongddirc  that  fw  ays  me 
To  follow  hisprofellion,  an<i  if  Heaven 
Hath  mark’d  me  out  to  be  a man,  how  proud, 

In  the  fcrvicc  of  my  Country,  fhould  I be, 

1 o trail  a Pike  under  yo«ur  brave  command  I 
There,  I would  follow  you  as  a guide  to  honowj 
Though  all  the  liorrours  of  ribe  V\  ar  made-up 
To  flop  m.y  paflage. 

Jam.  Thou  art  a liopcful  iBoy, 

And  it  was  bravely  fpoken : For  this  anfwcr, 

I love  thee  more  than  evpi . 

Mil.  Pity  fuch  feeds 

Of  promifing  courage  fhould  not  grow  and  profper, 

Ang.  What  ever  his  reputed  Parents  be, 

He  hath  a mind  that  fpeakshim  right  and  noble. 

Lean.  You  make  him  blufo : it  needs  not  fweet  Afeanio, 
We  may  hear  praifes  when  they  are  deferv’d, 

Our  modefly  unwoundedi  By  my  life 
I w'ould  add  fomething  to  the  hiding  up 
So  fair  a mind,  andiftillyou  arefit 
To  bear  Arms  in  the  Field,  you ’I  fpend  fome  ycari 
In  Salamanca,  I’le  fupply  your  ftudies 
With  all  conveniences. 

Afc.  Your  goodnefs  (Signiors) 

And  charitable  favours  overwhelm  me. 

If  I were  of  your  blood,  you  could  not  be 
More  tender  of  me : what  then  can  I pay 
(A  poor  Boy  and  a ftranger)  but  a heart 
Bound  to  your  fervice  ? with  what  willingnefs 
I would  receive  (good  Sir)  your  noble  offer. 

Heaven  can  bear  witnefs  for  me  ; but  alas. 

Should  I embrace  the  means  to  raifo  ray  fortunes, 

I mull;  deflroy  the  lives  of  my  poor  Parents 

(To  whow  I ow  my  being)  they  in  me 

Place  all  their  comforts,  and  (as  if  I were 

The  light  of  their  dim  eyes)  are  fo  indulgent 

They  cannot  brook  onefhort  dayes  abfence  from  me  •, 

And  (what  will  hardly  win  belief)  though  young, 

I am  their  Steward  and  their  Nurfe : the  bounties 
Which  others  beftow  on  me  ferves  to  fuftain  ’em, 

And  to  forfakethera  in  their  age,  in  me 
Were  more  than  Murther. 

Enter  Flenrique. 

Ang.  Tnis  is  a kind  of  begging 
Would  make  a Broker  charitable. 

<iJMil.  Here,  (fweet  heart) 

I wifh  it  were  more. 

Lean.  When  this  is  Ipent, 

Seek  for  fupply  from  me. 

Jam.  Thy  piety 

For  ever  be  remtmbred : nay  take  all, 

Though  ’twere  my  exhibition  to  a Royal 
For  one  whole  year. 

Afc.  High  Heavens  reward  your  goodnefs. 

Hen.  So  Sir,  is  this  a flip  of  your  own  grafting, 

You  are  fo  prodigal  ? 

Jam.  A flip  Sir  ? 

Hen.  Yes, 

A flip  • or  call  it  by  the  proper  name, 

Your  Ballard. 

Jam.  Youarefoul-mouth’d;  do  not  provoke  me, 

I fhall  forget  your  Birth  if  you  proceed, 

And  ufe  you,  (as  your  manners  do  deferve)  uncivilly. 

Hen.  So  brave!  pray  you  give  me  hearing. 

Who  am  I Sir? 

Jam.  My  elder  Brother : One 
That  might  have  been  born  a fool,  and  fo  reputed. 

But  that  you  had  the  luck  to  creep  into 
The  world  a year  before  me. 

Lean.  Be  more  temperate. 

Jam.  I neither  can  nor  will,  unlefs  I learn  it 
By  his  example ; let  him  ufe  his  harfh 
Unfavoury  reprehenfions  upon  thofe 

That 
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* That  are  his  Hinds,  and  not  on  me.  The  Land 
I Our  Father  left  to  him  alone  rewards  him, 

For  being  twelve  months  elder,  let  that  be 
Forgotten,  and  let  his  Paralites  remember 
One  quality  of  worth  or  vertue  in  him 
That  may  authorize  him,  to  be  a cenfurer 
Of  me,  or  my  manners,  and  1 will 
Acknowledge  him  fora  Tutor,  till  then,  never. 

Hen.  From  whom  have  you  your  means  Sir  ? 

J.m.  From  the  will 

Of  my  dead  Father  •,  I am  fure  I fpend  not 
Nor  give’t  upon  your  purfe. 

Hen.  But  will  it  hold  out 
Without  ray  help? 

Jjm.  I am  fure  it  fhall,  Lie  fink  elfe. 

For  fooner  1 will  feek  aid  from  a W'hore, 

Than  a courtefie  from  you. 

Hen.  ’Tiswell*,  you  are  proud  of 
Your  new  Exchequer,  when  you  have  cheated  him 
And  worn  him  to  the  quick,  I may  be  found 
In  the  Lilt  of  your  acquaintance.  , 

Lean.  Pray  you  hold 

And  give  me  leave  (my  Lord)  to  fay  thus  much 
(And  in  mine  own  defence)!  am  no  Gull 
To  be  wrought  on  by  perfwafion : nor  no  Cow'ard 
To  be  beaten  out  of  ray  means,  but  know  to  whom 
And  why  I give  or  lend,  and  will  do  nothing 
But  what  my  reafon  warrants  •,  you  may  be 
As  fparing  as  youpleafe,  1 mull  be  bold 
Tomakeufe  of  my  own,  without  your  licence. 

Jam.  ’Pray  thee  let  him  alone,  he  is  not  worth  thy  anger. 
All  that  he  do’s  {Leandro)  is  for  my  good, 

1 think  there’s  not  a Gentleman  of  Spain, 

That  has  a better  Steward,  than  I have  of  him. 

Hen.  Your  Stew’ard  Sir  ? 

Jam.  Yes,  and  a provident  one : 

Why,  he  knows  I am  given  to  large  expence. 

And  therefore  lays  up  for  me : could  you  believe  elfe 
That  he,  that  fixteen  years  hath  worn  the  yoke 
Of  barren  w'edlock,  without  hope  of  iffue 
(His  Coffers  full,  his  Lands  and  Vineyards  fruitful) 

Could  be  fo  fold  to  bafe  and  fordid  thrift, 

As  almofl  to  deny  himfclf,  the  means  '' 

And  neceffariesof  life?  Alas,  he  knows 
The  Laws  of  Spam  appoint  me  for  his  Heir, 

That  all  mufl:  come  to  me,  if  1 out-live  him. 

Which  fure  I mull  do,  by  the  courfe  of  Nature, 

And  the  affiftanceof  good  Mirth,  and  Sack, 

How  ever  you  prove  Melancholy. 

Hen.  If  I live. 

Thou  dearly  fhalt  repent  this. 

Jam.  When  thou  art  dead, 

1 am  fure  I lhall  not. 

Mil.  Now  they  begin  to  burn 
Like  oppos’d  Meteors. 

Give  them  line,  and  way. 

My  life  for  Don  Jamie. 

Jam.  Continue  flill 

The  excellent  Husband,  and  joyn  Farm  to  Farm, 

Suffer  no  Lord fh ip,  that  in  a clear  day 
falls  intheprofped  of  your  covetous  eye 
To  be  anothers  y forget  you  arc  a Grandee ; 

Take  ufe  upon  ufe,  and  cut  the  throats  of  Heirs 
With  cozening  Mortgages;  rack  your  poor  Tenants, 

Till  they  look  like  fo  many  Skeletons 
For  want  of  Food  ■,  and  when  that  Widows  curfes, 
Thcruincsof  ancient  Families,  tears  of  Orphans 
Have  hurried  you  to  the  Devil,  ever  remember 
All  was  rak’d  up  for  me  (your  thankful  Brother) 

That  will  dance  merrily  upon  your  Grave, 

And  jx;rhapsgivc  a double  Piflolet 
To  fbmc  poor  needy  Frier,  to  fay  a Mals 
To  keep  vour  Ghofl  fiom  walking. 

Hen.  That  the  Lav/ 


Should  force  me  to  endure  this ! 

Jam.  Verily, 

When  this  fnall  come  to  pafs  (as  fure  it  will) 

If  you  can  find  a loop-hole,  though  in  Hell, 

To  look  on  my  behaviour,  you  fhall  fee  me 
Ranfack  your  Iron  Chelts,  and  once  again 
Pluto's  flame-colour’d  Daughter  fhall  be  free 
To  domineer  in  Taverns,  Mafques,  and  Revels 
As  file  was  us’d  before  fhe  was  your  Captive. 

Me  thinks  the  meer  conceipt  of  it,  fiiould  make  you 
Gohomefick,  and  diftemper’d ; ifitdo’s, 

Tie  fend  you  a Dodor  of  mine  own,  and  after 
Take  order  for  your  Funeral; 

Hen.  You  have  faid.  Sir, 

I will  not  fight  with  words,  but  deeds  to  tame  you, 

Refi  confident  I will,  and  thou  flialt  wifh 

This  day  thou  hadll  been  dumb. ^ . f_Exit. 

eJthl.  You  have  given  him  a heat. 

But  with  your  own  diftemper. 

Jam.  Not  a whit. 

Now  he  is  from  mine  eye,  I can  be  merry,  ,j 

Forget  the  caufe  and  him : all  plagues  go  with  him, 

Let  s talk  of  fomething  elfe ; what  news  is  ftirring  ? 
Nothing  to  pafs  the  time  ? 

MU.  ’faith  it  is  faid 

That  the  next  Summer  will  determine  much 
Of  that  we  long  have  talk’d  of,  touching  the  Wars. 

Lean.  What  have  we  to  do  with  them  ? Let  us  difeourfe 
Of  what  concerns  our  felves.  ’Tis  now  in  fafiiion 
To  have  your  Gallants  fet  down  in  a Tavern, 

What  the  Arch-Dukes  purpofe  is  the  next  fpring,  and  what 
Defence  my  Lords  (the  States)  prepare : what  courfe 
The  Emperour  takes  againfl  the  encroaching  Turk, 

And  whether  his  Moony-ftandards  are  defign’d 
For  Perfia  or  Polonia  : and  all  this 
The  wifer  fort  of  State- Worms  feem  to  know 
Better  than  their  own  affairs ; this  is  difeourfe 
Fit  for  the  Council  it  concerns  •,  we  are  young. 

And  if  that  I might  give  the  Theme,  ’twere  better 
To  talk  of  handfbme  Women. 

<iJd4il.  And  that’s  one, 

Almofl;  as  general. 

ArJ.  Yet  none  agree 
Who  are  the  faireft. 

Lean.  Some  prefer  the  French, 

For  their  conceited  Dreffings : forae  the  plump 

Italian  Bona-Robas,  fome  the  State 

That  ours  obferve ; and  I have  heard  one  fwear, 

(A  merry  friend  of  mine)  that  once  in  London, 

He  did  enjoy  the  company  of  a Gamefler, 

(A  common  Gamefler  too)  that  in  one  night 
Met  him  th’  Italian,  French,  and  Spanijh  wayes. 

And  ended  in  the  Dutch  for  to  cool  her  felf, 

She  kifs’d  him  drunk  in  the  morning. 

Jam^  Wemayfpare 

The  travel  of  our  tongues  in  forraign  Nations, 

When  in  ^ordaba,  if  you  dare  give  credit 
To  my  report  (for  I have  feen  her,  Gallants) 

There  lives  a Woman  (of  a mean  birth  too. 

And  meanly  match’d)  whofe  all-excelling  Form 
Difdains  comparifon  with  any  She 
That  puts  in  for  a fair  one,  and  though  you  borrow 
'rom  every  Country  of  the  Earth  the  belt 
Of  thofe  perfedions,  which  the  Climat  yields 
To  help  to  make  her  up,  if  put  in  Ballance, 

This  will  weigh  down  the  Scale. 

Lean.  Y ou  tal  k of  wonders. 

Jam.  She  is  indeed  a wonder,  and  fo  kept, 

And,  as  the  world  deferv’d  not  to  behold 
What  curious  Nature  made  without  a pattern, 

Whofe  Copy  fhe  hath  loft  too,  fhe’s  fhut  up, 

Sequeftred  from  the  world. 

Lean.  Who  is  the  owner 
Offuch  a Jem?  I amfire’d. 
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Jam.  One  HartoUuy 
A wrangling  Advocate. 

Arf.  A knave  on  Record. 

Mil.  I am  fure  he  cheated  me  of  the  befl:  part 
Of  my  Eftate. 

Jam.  Some  Bufinefs  calls  me  hence, 

( And  of  importance  ) which  denies  me  Icifure 
To  give  you  his  full  charadcr : In  few  words 
(Though  rich)  he’s  covetous  beyond  exprcflion, 

And  toencreafe  his  heap,  will  dare  the  Devil, 

And  all  the  plagues  of  darknefs : and  to  thefc 
So  jealous,  as  ifyou  would  parallel 
Old  y4rff;«tohim,  youmuft  multiply 
His  Eyes  an  hundred  times ; of  thefc  none  fleep. 

He  that  would  charm  the  heavieft  lid  , mult  hire 
A better  hail  Jo'v^  made  ule  ol : 

Blcfsyour  fclves  fi  om  the  thought  of  him  and  her. 
For  ’twill  be  labour  loft : So  farcwel  Signiors.' 

ylrf.  Leandro  ? ill  a dream  ? wake  man  for  Ihame. 

Mil.  Trained  into  a fools  paradife  with  a tale 
Of  an  imagin’d  Form. 

Lea.  Jamie  is  noble. 

And  with  a forg’d  Tale  would  not  wrong  his  Friend, 
Nor  am  1 fo  much  fir’d  with  lull:  as  Envie, 

That  fuch  a churl  as  Bartolm  Ihould  reap 
So  fvveet  a harveft,  half  my  State  to  any 
To  help  me  to  a fiiare. 

Jrf.  Tu  fh  do  not  hope  for 
Inipoflibilities. 

Lea.  I mult  enjoy  her. 

And  my  prophetique  love  tells  me  I fliall. 

Lend  me  but  your  alfiftance. 

Arf.  Give  it  o’re. 

Mil.  I would  not  have  thee  fool’d. 

Lea.  I have  ftrange  Engines 
'alhioning  here:  and  on  the  AnvU,  ' 

Diflwademe  not,  but  help  me. 

Mil.  Take -your  fortune, 

T you  come  off  well,  praife  your  wit  ^ if  not, 

Exped  to  be  the  fubjedl  of  our  Laughter. 


^S.xeunt. 


SCENA  II. 


Enter  Odavio,  and  Jacinta. 


tJ  , 


Jac.  YoMtdQtDon  Henriqae} 

Oa.  Yes. 

What  comfort  bring  you? 

Speak  cheerfully ; how  did  my  letter  work 
On  his  hard  temper  ? I am  fure  I wrote  it 
So  feelingly,  and  with  the  pen  of  forrow. 

That  it  mult  force  Compundion. 

OB.  You  are  cozen’d  •, 

Can  you  with  one  hand  prop  a falling  Tower  ? 

Or  with  the  other  flop  the  raging  main , 

When  it  breaks  in  on  the  ufurped  fli^re  ? 

Or  any  thing  that  is  impofiible  ? 

And  then  conclude  that  there  is  fome  way  left, 

To  move  him  to  companion. 

Jac.  Is  there  a Juftice 
Or  thunder  (my  OBavio  ) and  he 
Not  funk  unto  the  center  ? 

OB.  Good  Jacinta^ 

With  your  long  pradifed  patience  bear  afflidions. 
And  by  provoking  call  not  on  Heavens  anger. 

He  did  not  only  fcorn  to  read  your  letter. 

But  (moll;  inhumane  as  he  is)  he  curfed  you. 

Cuffed  you  moll:  bitterly. 

Jac.  The  bad  mans  charity. 

Oh  that  I could  forget  there  were  a Tye, 

In  me,  upon  him,/  or  the  relief  I feck, 

(Ifgiven)  were  bounty  in  him,  and  not  debt, 

Debt  of  a dear  accompt! 

Of?.  Touch  not  that  ftring, 

’Twill  but  encreafe  your  forrow ; and  tame  (Hence, 


(The  Balm  of  the opprellcd)  which  hitherto 
Hath  eas’d  your  griev’d  foul,  and  preferv’d  your  fame, 
Mult  be  your  Surgeon  (till. 

Jac.  If  the  contagion 
Of  my  misfortunes  had  not  fpread  it  fcif 
Upon  ray  Son  zAfe an w,  though  my  w'ants 
Were  centupli’d  upon  my  fclf,  1 could  be  patient : 

But  he  is  fo  good,  I fo  miferablc, 

His  pious  care, his  duty,  and  obedience, 

And  all  that  can  be  wifh’d  for  from  a Son, 

Difcharg’d  to  me,  and  I,  barr’d  of  all  means 
To  return  any  fcruplc  of  the  debt 
I owe  him  as  a Mother,  is  a Torment, 

Too  painfull  to  be  born. 

OB.  I fuffer  with  you. 

In  that  7 yet  find  in  this  afllirance  comfort. 

High  Heaven  ordainsf  whofe  purpofes  cannot  alter ) 


Enter  Alcanio. 

Children  that  pay  obedience  to  th^ir  Parents, 

Shall  never  beg  their  Bread. 

Jac.  Here  comes  our  joy. 

Where  has  my  deareft  been  ? 

u4fc.  I have  made.  Mother,' 

A fortunate  voyage  and  brought  home  rich  prize, 

In  a few  hours ; the  owners  too  contented, 

From  whom  I took  it.  See  here’s  Gold,good  (lore  too. 

Nay,  pray  you  take  it. 

Jac.  Mens  Charities  are  fo  cold. 

That  if  I knew  not, thou  wert  made  of  Goodnels, 

’Twould  breed  a jealoufie  in  me  by  what  means. 

Thou  earn’d  by  fuch  a fum. 

yife.  Were  it  ill  got, 

I am  fure  it  could  not  be  employed  fo  well. 

As  to  relieve  your  wants.  Some  noble  friends, 
fRais’d  by  heavens  mercy  to  me,  not  my  merits^ 

Bedow’d  it  on  me. 

OB.  It  were  a (acriledge 
To  rob  thee  of  their  bounty,  fince  they  gave  it 
To  thy  ufe  only. 

Jac.  Buy  thee  brave  Cloathes  with  it 
And  fit  thee  for  a fortune,  and  leave  us 
To  our  necelTities  •,  why  do’d  thou  weep  ? 

u4fc.  Out  of  my  fear  I have  offended  you : 

For  had  I not, I am  fure  you  are  too  kind. 

Not  to  accept  the  offer  of  my  fervice. 

In  which  I am  a gainer  •,  I have  heard 

My  tutor  fay,of  all  aereal  fowl 

The  Stork’s  theEmblemeoftrue  pietie, 

Becaufe  when  age  hath  feiz’d  upon  her  dam, 

And  made  unfit  for  flight,  the  gratefull  young  one 
Takesher  upon  his  back , provides  her  food, 

Repaying  fo  her  tender  care  of  him, 

E’re  he  was  fit  to  fly,  by  bearing  her : 

Shall  I then  that  have  reafon  and  difeourfe 
That  tell  me  all  I can  doe  is  too  little. 

Be  more  unnatural  than  a filly  bird  ? 

Or  feed  or  cloath  my  felf  fuperfluoufly. 

And  know,  nay  fee  you  want  ? holy  Saints  keep  me. 

Jac.  Can  I be  wretched. 

And  know  my  felf  the  Mother  to  fuch  Goodnefs  ? 

OB.  Come  let  us  drie  our  eyes,  we’ll  have  a fead. 

Thanks  to  our  little  Steward. 

•Jac.  And  in  him. 

Believe  that  we  are  rich. 

Jfc.  I am  fure  I am. 

While  I have  power  to  comfort  you,  and  ferve  you. 

fE.rennt 

SCENA  III. 


Enter  Henrique,  and  Violante. 

V'iol.  Is  it  my  fault,  Don  Henrique^  or  my  fate  ? 
What’s  my  offence  ? I came  young  to  your  bed, 

I had  a fruitfull  Mother,  and  you  met  me 
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With  equall  ardour  in  your  M.ty  of  blood  •, 

And  why  then  am  1 barren  ? 

Hm.  ’Tis  not  in  Man 
^ To  yield  a reafon  for  the  will  of  Heaven, 

Wnich  is  infcrutable. 

f'uL  To  what  ule  ferve 
Full  fortunes,  and  the  meaner  fort  of  blcfiings, 
hen  that, which  is  the  Crown  of  all  our  wiihes, 

The  period  of  humane  happinefs, 

One  only  Child  that  may  pollefs  what’s  ours. 

Is  cruelly  deni’d  us  ? 

HiTt.  ’Tis  the  ciirfe 

Of  great  Elbtosto  want  thofc  Pledges, which 
The  poor  arc  happy  in : They  in  a Cottage, 

With  joy,  behold  the  Models  of  their  youth. 

And  as  their  Root  decaies,  thofc  budding  Branches 
Sprout  forth  and  flourifli,  to  renew  their  age ; 

But  this  is  the  beginning,  not  the  end 
Of  milery  to  me,  that  ’gainfl:  my  will 
f Since  Heaven  denies  us  ffl'ue  of  our  own ) 

Muft  leave  the  fruit  of  all  my  care  and  travel 
To  an  unthankflill  Brother  that  infults 
On  my  Calamity, 

rto'.  I will  rather  choofe 
A Ballard  from  the  Hofpital  and  adopt  him. 

And  nourifh  him  as  mine  own. 

, Hen.  Such  an  evafion 
j ( My  Holante)  is  forbid  to  us  ; 
i Happy  the  Romane  State,  where  it  was  lawfull, 
j f U OLit  own  Sons  were  vicious ) to  choofe  one 
j Out  of  a vertuous  Stock,  though  of  poor  Parents, 
i And  make  him  noble.  But  the  laws  of  Spainy 
; f Intending  to  preferve  all  ancient  Houfes J 
Prevent  fuch  free  elecftions  •,  with  this, my  Brother’s 
Too  well  acquainted,  and  this  makes  him  bold  to 
; Reign  o’re  me,  as  a Mailer, 
j T'tfil.  1 will  fire 

' The  Portion  I brought  with  me,  e’re  he  fpend 
i A Royal  of  it ; no  Quirck  left.^  no  Quiddit 
That  may  defeat  him  ? 

Hen.  Were  I but  confirmed, 

' That  you  would  take  the  means  I ufc  with  patience, 

. As  I muft  pradife  it  with  my  difhonour, 
j I could  lay  level  with  the  earth  his  hopes 
! That  foar  above  the  clouds  with  expedation 
j To  fee  me  in  my  grave. 

' T7o/.  Effed  but  this, 

i And  our  revenge  lhall  be  to  us  a Son 
' That  (hall  inherit  for  us. 

, Hen.  Do  not  repent 
, When  ’tis  too  late. 

I fear  not  what  may  fall 

. He  dirpofiefs’d  that  docs  ufurp  on  all.  J'Txeunt. 


ASlus  Secundum.  ScenaPrima, 

Enter  Leandro,  ( with  a Utter  writ  out ) Milanes,  andArfcnlo. 

Ml.  /^An  any  thing  but  wonder? 

V>  Lea.  Wonder  on, 

I am  as  ye  fee, and,  what  will  follow,  Gentlemen  ? 

u4rf.  Why  dolt  thou  put  on  this  form  ? what  can  this  do? 
Tnoii  lfK)kcft  molt  fillily. 

M.l.  Like  a young  Clerk, 

A half  pin’d-puppy  that  would  write  for  a Royal. 

Is  this  a commanding fhape  to  win  a beauty.^ 

To  what  ufc,  what  occalion  ? 

Lean.  Peace,  ye  are  fools. 

More  filly  than  my  out-fidefecms,vcare  ignorant*, 

- They  that  -pretend  to  wonders  mult  weave  cunningly. 

f.  What  manner  of  accefs  can  this  get '{  or  if  gotten 
What  credit  in  her  eyes.'' 


Lean.  Will  ye  but  leave  me .? 

Mtl.  Me  thinks  a young  man  and  a handfora  Gentleman 
f But  fure  thou  art  lunatick)  me  thinks  a brave  man 
That  would  catch  cunningly  the  beams  of  beauty. 

And  fo  dillribute  ’em  unto  his  comfort. 

Should  like  himfeIfappear,young,high,and  buxom, 

And  in  the  brightell  form. 

Lean.  Ye  are  cozen’d  ("Gentlemen) 

Neither  do  1 believe  this,  nor  will  follow  it. 

Thus  as  I am,  I will  begin  my  voyage. 

When  you  love,  lanch  it  out  in  filks  and  velvets, 

Tie  love  in  Serge,  and  will  outgo  your  Sattins. 

To  get  upon  my  great  horfe  and  appear 
The  fign  of  fuch  a man,  and  trot  my  meafures. 

Or  fiddle  out  whole  frolly  nights  f my  friends  J 1 

Under  the  window,  while  my  teeth  keep  tune, 

I hold  no  handfomnels.  Let  me  get  in, 

There  trot  and  fiddle  where  I may  haveTair  play. 
y4rf.  But  how  get  in 
Lean.  Leave  that  to  me,  your  patience, 

I have  fome  toyes  here  that  I dare  well  trull  to  .* 

I have  fmelt  a Vicar  out,  they  call  him  Lopez. 

You  are  ne’re  the  nearer  now. 

Ml.  We  do  confels  it. 

Lea.Weak  fimple  men, this  Vicar  to  this  Lawyer 
Is  the  moll  inward  Damon, 
yirf.  What  can  this  do  ? 

Mil.  We  know  the  fellow, an  dhe  dwells  there. 

Lean.  So. 

.j4rf.  A poor,  thin  thief:  he  help  ? he  ? hang  the  Vicar, 

Can  reading  of  an prefer  thee  ? 

Thou  art  dead-fick  in  love,  and  hee’l  pray  for  thee. 

Lean.  Have  patience(Gentlemen)!  fay  thisVicar, 

This  thing  1 fay  is  all  one  with  the  Clofe  Bartoks 
(For  fo  they  call  the  Lawyer)  or  his  nature 
Which  1 have  Iludied  by  relation  .* 

And  make  no  doubt  I lhall  hit  handfomly. 

Will  I work  cunningly,  and  home ; underftand  me. 

Enter  Lopez,  and  Diego. 

Next  I pray  leave  me,  leave  me  to  my  fortune 
Difficilia  ptilchray  that’s  my  Motto  ( Gentlemen ) 

I’le  win  this  Diamond  from  the  rock  and  wear  her. 

Or 

Mil.  Peace,  the  Vicar : fend  ye  a full  fail.  Sir. 

Arf.  There’s  your  ConfelTor,  but  what  (hall  be  your  pe- 
Lean.  A fools  head  if  I fail,and  lb  forfake  me.  ( nance  ? 
You  Ih all  hear  from  me  daily. 

Mil.  We  will  be  ready.  \^SxeuntMil.Arr. 

Lop.  Thin  world  indeed .' 

Lean.  I’le  let  him  breath  and  mark  him : 

No  man  would  think  a Ilranger  as  I am 
Should  reap  any  great  commodity  from  hispigbelly. 

Z/o/>.  Poor  llirring  for  poor  Vicars. 

Dte^o.  And  poorSgetons. 

Lop.  We  pray  and  pray, but  to  nopurpofe. 

Thole  that  enjoy  our  lands,  choak  our  Devotions. 

Our  poor  thin  ftipends  make  us  arrant  dunces, 

Diego.  If  you  live  miferably,  how  lhall  we  do  (Mailer  J 
That  arc  fed  only  with  the  found  of  prayers  ? 

Wc  rife  and  ring  the  Bells  to  get  good  llomachs. 

And  mull  be  fain  to  eat  the  ropes  with  reverence. 

Lop.  When  was  there  a Chriltning,  Diego  ? 

Dtego.  Not  this  ten  weeks : 

Alas,  they  have  forgot  to  get  children  (Mailer ) 

The  Wars,  the  Seas,  and  ufurie  undoc  us. 

Takes  off  our  minds,  our  edges,  blunts  our  plough-lhares. 

They  eat  nothing  here,but  herbs, and  get  nothing  but  green 
There  are  fome  poor  Labourers,  that  perhaps  ( lauce : 
Once  in  feven  year,  with  helping  one  another. 

Produce  fome  few  pin’d-Butter-prints,that  fcarce  hold 
The  chrillning  neither. 

Lop.  Your  Gallants,  they  get  Flonour, 

A llrange  fantallical  Birth,  to  defraud  the  VLcar, 

* And 


The  Sfanijh 

And  the  Camp  Chriftens  their  Kfucs^or  theCurtizans, 

’Tis  a Icwil  time. 

'Dtc.  They  are  fo  hard-hearted  here  too, 

They  will  not  dye,  there’s  nothing  got  by  Burials. 

Lop.  ‘Z)/>x^,thc  Air’s  too  pure,  they  cannot  perifh. 

To  have  a thin  Stipend,  and  an  cvcrialting  Parilh, 

Lord  what  a torment  'tis ! 

Die.  Good  fenfibic  Mailer, 

You  arc  allow’d  to  pray  againll  all  weathers. 

(Both  foul,  and  fair,  as  you  Iliall  find  occalion ) 

Why  not  againfi;  all  airs  ? 

Lop.  That’s  not  i’th’ Canons. 

I would  it  had,  ’tis  out  of  our  way  forty  pence.  ^ (here, 
Di.  ’Tis  ftrange,they  arc  Itarv’d  too  yet  they  will  not  die 
They  will  not  earth  : a good  llout  plague  amongll’em, 

Or  half  a dozen  new  fantallical  Fevers 
That  would  turn  up  their  heels  by  wholc-fale  (Mailer) 

And  take  the  Dodors  too,  in  their  grave  Counfels, 

That  there  might  be  no  natural  help  for  mony : 

How  merrily  would  my  Bells  goe  then? 

Lop.  Peace  DiegOy 

The  Dodors  are  our  friends,  let’s  pleafe  them  well. 

For  though  they  kill  but  flow, they  are  certain , Diego j 
VVe  mull  remove  into  a muddy  Air, 

A moil  contagious  Climate. 

Die.  We  mull  certain. 

An  air  that  is  the  nurfery  of  agues, 

Such  agues  (Mailer)  that  will  Ihake  mens  fouls  out, 

Ne’re  Itay  for  PoITets^  nor  good  old  wives  plallers. 

Lop.  Gowts  and  dead  Palfies. 

Die.  The  dead  do’s  well  at  all  times, 

Yet  Gowts  will  hang  an  arfe  a long  timefMaller) 

The  Pox,  or  Englifh  Surfeits  if  we  had  ’em  *, 

Thofe  are  rich  marie,  they  make  a Church-yard  fat,  t 
And  make  the  Sexton  ling,  they  never  mifs.  Sir. 

Lop.  Then  Wills  and  Funeral  Sermons  come'  in  feafon. 

And  Fealts  that  make  us  frolfck. 

Die.  Would  1 could  fee ’em. 

Lop.  And  though  I weep  i’th’  Pulpit  for  my  Brother, 

Yet  ( Diego  ) here  I laugh.  • 

Die.  The  caufe  requires  it. 

Lop.  Since  people  left  to  die  I am  dunce , Diego. 

Die.  ’Tis  a Ilrange  thing,  I have  forgot  to  dig  too. 

Lea.  A pret-ious  pair  of  youths ! I mult  make  toward’em. 
Lop.  Who’s  that  ? look  it  feems  he  would  fpeak  to  us. 

I hope  a Marriage,  or  fome  Will  to  make,  Diego. 

Die.  My  friend  your  bufinefs  ? 

Lea.  ’Tis  to  that  grave  Gentleman  *, 

Blcfs  your  good  learning.  Sir. 

Lop.  And  blcfs  you  alfo. 

He  bears  a promiling  face,  there’s  fome  hope  toward. 

Lea.  1 have  a Letter  to  your  worlhip. 

Lop.  Well  Sir, 

From  whence  I pray  you  ? 

Lea.  From  Nova  Hifpania.,  Sir, 

And  from  an  ancient  friend  of  yours. 

Lop.  ’Tis  well.  Sir, 

’Tis  very  well ; the  devil  a one  I know  there.  (tenance. 
Die.  Take  heed  of  a Snap,  Sir , h’as  a cozening  coun- 
I do  not  like  his  way. 

Z-op.  Let  him  goe  forward. 

Carttabit  vacuus ^ They  that  have  nothing  fear  nothing. 

All  I have  to  lofe,  Diego,  is  my  learning. 

And  when  he  has  gotten  that,  he  may  put  it  in  a Nut  fliell. 

LETTER  READ. 

I 

SJgvior  Lopez,  Since  my  arrival  from  Cordova  tothefe  parts, 
1 have  voritten  clivers  Letters  unto  you,  bat  as  yet  received 
no  tAnfoeer  of  any  (Good  and  verv  good)  And  although  fo 
great  aforgetfulnefs  mighv  caufe  a want  in  my  due  correfpondence, 
yet  the  def  re  J have  fhllto  ferve  you  mitfi  more  prevail  with  me 
(Better  and  better ; the  devil  a man  know  1 yet)  and  there- 
fore with  the  prefent  accafon  offered  I am  willing  to  crave  a con- 
tinuance of  the  favours,  which  I have  heretofore  received  from 
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you,  and  do  recommend  my  Son  LQandro  the  Be.trer  to  you  with 
reijnefi  that  he  may  be  admitted  in  that  Vnivcrfitie  till  fuch  time 
as  / jhall  arrive  at  home  \ his  fliidies  he  will  make  you  acquainted 
wit  hall:  This  kindnefs  Jhall  fupply  the  want  of  your  flacknefs; 
(And fo  heaven  keep  you.  Tours 

Alonzo  Tiveria. 

Alonzjo  Tiveria,  very  well, 

A very  ancient  friend  of  mine,  I take  it. 

For  till  this  hour  I never  heard  his  name  yet. 

Lea.  You  look.  Sir,  as  if  ye  had  forgot  my  Father. 

Lop.  No,  no,  I look,  as  I would  remember  him. 

For  that  I never  remembred,  I cannot  forget,  Sir, 

Alonz.0  Ttveria  ? 

Lea.  The  fame.  Sir. 

Lop.  And  now  i’th’  Indies  ? 

Lea.  Yes. 

Lop.  He  may  be  any  where, 

For  ought  that  I confidcr. 

Lea.  Think  again.  Sir, 

You  were  Students  both  at  one  time  in  Salamanca, 

And,  as  I take  it,  Chamber-fellows. 

Lop.  Ha  ? 

Lea.  Nay,  fure  you  mull  remember. 

Lop.  Would  I could. 

Lea.  I have  heard  him  fay, you  were  Goffips  too. 

Lop.  Very  likely. 

You  did  not  hear  him  fay,  to  whom  ? for  we  Students 
May  oft-times  over-reach  our  memories. 

Do’ll  thou  remember , Diego,  this  fame  Signiour  ,«* 

Thou  hall  been  mine  thefe  twenty  years. 

Die.  Remember  ? 

Why  this  Fellow  would  make  ye  mad  : Nova  Hijpania  ? 

And  Signiour  Tiveria  ? what  are  thefe .? 

He  may  as  v/ell  name  ye  Friends  out  of  Cataya. 

Take  heed  I befeech  your  worhiip  : do  you  hear , f my 
You  have  no  Letters  for  me  ? friend  ? ) 

Lea.  Not  any  letter. 

But  I was  charged  to  doe  my  Fathers  love 
To  the  old  honell  Sexton  Diego ; are  you  he.  Sir  ? 

Dig.  Ha  ? have  I friends,  and  know  *em  not  ? my  name  is 
But  if  either  1 remember  you  or  your  Father,  ( Diego, 

Or  Nova  Hifpania  (\  was  never  there  Sir ) ’ 

Or  any  kindred  that  you  have — for  heaven- fake,  Mailer 
Let’s  call  about  a little,  and  conlider, 

We  may  dream  out  our  time. 

Lea.  It  feems  I am  deceiv’d,  Sir, 

Yet,  that  you  are  Don  Lopez,  all  men  tell  me. 

The  Curate  here,and  have  been  fome  time, Sir, 

And  youthe  Sexton  Diego,  fuch  I am  fent  to. 

The  letter  tells  as  much : may  be  they  arc  dead. 

And  you  of  the  like  names  fucceed : I thank  ye  Gentlemen, 
Ye  have  done  honellly,  in  telling  truth, 

I might  have  been  forward  elle.  For  to  that  Lopez, 

That  was  my  Fathers  friend,  I had  a charge, 

(A  charge  of  mony)  to  deliver  (Gentlemen) 

Five  hundred  Duckets,  a poor  fmall  gratuity, 

But  fince  you  are  not  he 

Lop.  Good  Sir,  let  me  think, 

I pray  ye  be  patient. 

Pray  ye  Hay  a little, 

Nay,  let  me  remember,  I befeech  ye  Itay,  Sir< 

Di.  An  honell  noble  friend  ,that  fends  fo  lovingly^ 

An  old  friend  too  ■,  I Ihall  remember  fure.  Sir. 

Lop.  Thou  faylt  true  Diego. 

Die.  ’Pray  ye  conlider  quickly. 

Doe,  doe,  by  any  means,  me  thinks  already 
A grave  Raid  gentleman  comes  to  my  memory. 

Lea.  He’s  old  indeed,  fir. 

Die.  With  a goodly  white  Beard, 

(For  now  he  muft  be  fo  t I know  he  mull  be) 

Signior  Alonzjo,  Mailer. 

Lop.  I begin  to  have  him. 

. Die.  H’as  been  from  hence, about  fome  twenty  ycars,fir. 
Lea.  Some  five  and  twenty,  fir. 

S Die. 
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. " or.  fny  moft  true.  Sir, 
luf^  to  an  1,  uir  •,  ’tis  now  jiill:  five  and  twenty, 

.A.  tinr  iLi  ai^iit  timherM  man, and  a brave  foldier, 
ric  nnu  ried : let  me  fee, 


j Le.i.  DeCtf'ro's  Uanghtcr. 

: i^.r.  The  very  lame, 

i L.'rf.  Taouai  t a very  Rafcal. 

! is  the  Turk  to  thee,  or  any  thing: 

j 1 1'c  Mony  rubbs  ’em  into  Itrangc  remembrances. 

For  as  many  Duckets  more  they  would  remember  ylddm. 

I Lop.  Give  me  your  hand , you  arc  welcome  to  your 
! Now  I remember  plainly^,  manifdlly,  ( country, 

i As  Irellily,  as  if  ycltcrdy  1 had  lecn  him, 
j Moft  heartily  welcome : finfull  that  1 am, 

I Mofi  tinfull  man  1 why  Ihould  I lofcthis  Gentleman  ? 
j This  loving  old  Companion  ? we  had  all  oneifoul,  fir, 

I He  d welt  here  hard  by,  at  a handfomc 

j Le.i.  Farm  fir, 

I You  fay  moft  true. 

; Lop.  Alonx.0  Liveriti  ! ( thUS  ? 

Lord,  Lord  that  time  Ihould  play  the  treacherous  knave 
Why,  he  was  the  only  friend  I had  in  Spawy  fir, 

I knew  your  Mother  too,  a handfome  Gentlewoman, 

Siie  was  married  very  young : I married  ’em: 

I do  remember  now  the  Maskes  and  Sports  then, 

The  Fire  works,  and  the  fine  delights  ■,  good  faith,  fir. 
Now  I look  in  your  face,  whofe  eyes  are  thofe,  Die^o  ? 

Nay,  ifhe  be  not  juit  Alonzo's  pidure 

Lc.i.  Lord,  how  I blufh  for  thefe  two impudents ! 

J)te.  Well  Gentleman,  I think  your  name’s  Leandro. 

I.c.i.  It  is  indeed,  fir, 

Gra’-mercy  letter, thou  hadfl  never  known  clfe. 

Die.  I have  dandled  ye,  and  kill  ye  and  plaid  with  ye 
.Ahundred,  and  a hundred  times,  and  danc’d  ye, 

And  fwong  ye  in  my  Bell-ropes,  ye  lov’d  fwinging. 

Lop.  A fweet  Boy. 

Le.i.  Sweet  lying  knaves. 

What  would  thefe  doc  for  thoufands  ? 

Lop.  A wondrous  fweet  Boy  then  it  was, fee  now 
Time  that  confumes  us,  Ihoots  him  up  ftill  fweetcr. 

How  do’s  the  noble  Gentleman  ? how  fares  he  ? 

When  fhall  we  fee  him  ? when  will  he  blefs  his  Country  ? 

Lta.  O,  very  Ihortly,  Sir,  till  his  return 
He  has  fent  me  over  to  your  charge. 

Lop.  And  w’clcomc, 

! Nay,  you  fhall  know  you  are  welcome  to  your  friend,  fir. 

‘ Lea.  And  to  my  Study,  Sir,  which  miift  be  the  Law. 

, To  further  which,  he  would  entreat  your  care 
i To  plant  me  in  the  favour  of  fomc  man 
i That’s  expert  in  that  knowledge : for  his  pains 
. I have  three  hundred  Duckets  more ; For  my  Diet, 

Enough,  Sir,  to  defray  me : which  I am  charged 
To  take  (till,  aslufcit,  from  your  cuftodic, 

‘ I have  the  mony  ready,  and  I am  weary.  ( come, 

! l^p.  Sit  down,  fit  down,  and  once  more  ye  arc  moil  wcl- 
i The  Law  you  have  hit  upon  moll  happily, 
j Here  is  a Mafter  in  that  art,  Bartohsy 
I A neighbour  by,  to  him  I will  prefer  yc, 

■ A learned  man,  and  my  mofi:  loving  neighbour, 

: ricdoc  ycfaithfull  fervicc,  Sir. 

Die.  He’s  an  Afs, 

And  fo  wee’ll  cfe  him  •,  he  fhall  be  a Lawyer. 

/.o. But  if  ever  he  recover  this  mony  again — before, 

' .And  get  fome  pretty  pittance ; my  Bupill’s hungry. 

I^a.  Pray  yc  Sir,  unlade  me. 
lyyp.  L'lc  rcfrcfli  ye  Sir^ 

When  yc  want,  you  know  your  Exchequer, 

Lea.  1 fall  this  get  me  but  accefs,  1 am  happy. 

Lop.  Corac,  J am  tender  of  yc. 

Lea.  rie  go  with  ye. 

To  have  this  fort  Ixtr^iy’d  thefe  fix)ls  roufl;  fleece  me. 

b Sxeunt. 
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Enter  Bartolus,  and  Amaranta. 

Ear.  My  e.Amarantay  a retir’d  fwcct  life. 

Private  and  dole,  andftilj,  and  houfwifeJy, 

Becomes  a Wife,  fets  off  the  grace  of  woman. 

At  home  to  be  believ’d  both  young,  and  handfomc, 

As  Lilies  that  are  cas’d  in  cryftall  Glafles, 

Makes  up  the  wonder  .•  fhew'  it  abroad  ’tis  flalc, 

And  flill  the  more  eyes  cheapen  it  ’tis  more  flubber’d, 

And  what  need  windowes  open  to  inviting  ? 

Or  evening  Tarralles,  to  take  opinions  ? 

When  the  moft  wholfome  air  (my  wife)  blows  inward. 
When  good  thoughts  arc  the  nobleft  Companions, 

And  old  chaft  ftories,  wdfe,  the  beft  dilcourles  •, 

But  why  do  I talk  thus,  that  know  thy  nature  ? 

Ama.  Y ou  know  your  owm  difeafe : diftruft,and  jealoufic, 
And  thofe  two,  give  thefe  Lefibns,  not  good  meaning. 
What  trial  is  there  of  my  honcftic,  ’ 

When  I am  mew’d  at  home  ? to  what  end  Husband, 
Serves  all  the  vertuous  thoughts,  and  chaft  behaviours 
Without  their  ufes  } Then  they  are  known  moft  excellent 
When  by  their  contraries  they  are  fet  off,  and  burnifh’d. 
Ifyc  both  hold  me  fair,  and  chaft,  and  vertuous. 

Let  me  goe  fearlefs  our,  and  win  that  greatnefs : 

Thefe  feeds  grow  not  in  fliadcs,and  conceal’d  places: 

Set  ’em  i’th’  heat  of  all,  then  they  rife  glorious. 

Bar.  Peace,  ye  are  too  loud. 

Ama.  You  are  too  covetous. 

If  that  be  rank’d  a vertuc,  you  have  a rich  one. 

Set  me  (like  other  Lawyers  wives)  offhandforaely, 
Attended  as  I ought,  and  as  they  have  it, 

My  Coach,  my  people, and  my  handfomc  women. 

My  will  in  honeft  things. 

Bar.  Peace  Amaranta.  (cures ’em, 

Ama.  They  have  content,  rich  clothes,  and  that  fe- 
Binds,  to  their  carcfull  husbands,  their  obfervance. 
They  are  merry,  ride  abroad,  meet,  laugh. 

Bar.  Thou  flialt  too. 

Ama.  And  freely  may  converfe  with  proper  Gentlemen, 
Suffer  temptations  daily  to  their  honour. 

Enter  Woman-More. 

Bar.  You  arc  now  too  far  again  .*  thou  fhalt  have  any 
Let  me  but  Jay  up  for  a handfomc  Office,  (thing, 

And  then  my  Amaranta 

Ama.  Here’s  a thing  now, 

Y e place  as  plcafure  to  me : all  my  retinue, 

My  Chamber-maid,  my  Kitchin-maid,  my  friend, 

And  what  file  fails  in,  I muft  docmyfclf. 

A foyle  to  fet  my  Beauty  off,  I thank  ye. 

You  will  place  the  Devil  next  for  a Companion. 

Bar.  No  more  fuch  words,  good  wife, 

What  would  you  have,  Maid  ? 

Moor.  Mailer  Curate, and  the  Sexton,  and  a ftranger,  fir, 
Attend  to  fpcak  with  your  worfliip. 

Bar.  A Itranger  ? 

Ama.Yovi  had  beft  to  be  jealous  of  the  man  you  know  not. 
'Bar.  ’Pray  thee  no  more  of  that. 

Ama.  ’Pray  yc  goe  out  to  ’em, 

That  will  be  fafeft  For  ye,  I am  well  here, 

I only  love  your  peace, and  ferve  like  a Have  for  it. 

i?^/-.No,no,thou  fhalt  not^’tis  fome  honeft  Client, 

Rich,  and  litigious,  the  Curate  has  brought  to  me, 

Prc’thec  goe  in  (my  Duck)  I’le  butfpeak  to  ’em. 

And  return  inftantly. 

Ama.  I am  commanded, 

One  day  you  will  know  my  fuffcrancc.  f Exit. 

Bar.  And  reward  it. 


So,  fo,  fall  bind,faft  find ; Come  in  my  neighbours, 

My  loving  neighbours  pray  yc  come  in,  ye  are  welcome. 


Enter 
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Enter  Lopez,  Leandro,  W Diego. 

Lop.  Blefs  your  good  reverence. 

Bmt.  Good-day,  goexi  Mailer  Curate, 

And  neighbour  Die^o.,  welcom : what’s  your  btlfinefs  ? , 
And  ’pray  ye  be  ihort  fgood  friends)  the  time  is  pretious, 
Welcom,  good  Sir. 

Lop.  To  be  Ihort  then  with  your  Mafterlhip, 

(For  I know  your  feveral  hours  are  full  of  bulinefs^ 

We  have  brought  ye  this  young-man,  of  honeft  parents, 

And  of  an  honeft  face. 

Bar.  It  feems  fo.  Neighbours, 

But  to  what  end  ? 

Lop.  To  be  your  Pupil,  Sir, 

Your  Servant,  if  you  plcafe. 

Lea.  I have  travell’d  far.  Sir, 

To  feek  a worthy  man. 

Bar.  Alas,  good  Gentleman, 

! am  a poor  man,  and  a private  too, 

Unfit  to  keep  a Servant  of  your  Reckoning ; 

My  houfe  a little  Cottage,  and  fcarce  able 
To  hold  my  felf,and  thole  poor  few  live  under  it 
Befides,  you  muft  not  blame  me  Gentlemen, 

If  I were  able  to  receive  a Servant, 

To  be  a little  fcrupulous  of  his  dealing. 

For  in  thele  times 

Lop.  ’Pray  let  me  anfwer  that,  fir, 

Here  is  five  hundred  Duckets,  to  fecure  him, 

He  cannot  want.  Sir,  to  make  good  his  credit, 

Good  gold,  and  coin. 

Bar.  And  that’s  an  honeft  pledge  3 . 

Yet  fure,that  needs  not,  for  his  face,  and  carriage, 

Seem  to  declare  an  in-bred  honefty. 

Lea.  And  (for  I have  a ripe  mind  to  the  Law,  fir, 

In  which  I underftand  you  live  a Mafter ) 

The  leaft  poor  corner  in  your  houfe, poor  Bed, fir, 

(Let  me  not  feem  intruding  to  your  worlhip J 
With  fome  Books  to  inftruft  me,  and  yourcounfel. 

Shall  I reft  moft  content, with : other  Acquaintance 
Than  your  grave  prefence,  and  the  grounds  of  Law 
I dare  not  covet,  nor  I will  not  feek,  fir. 

For  Purely  mine  own  nature  defires  privacy. 

Next,for  your  monthly  pains  ( to  fhew  my  thanks, ) 

I do  proportion  out  lome  twenty  Duckets  •, 

As  I grow  riper,more : three  hundred  now,  fir. 

To  fhew  my  love  to  learning,  and  my  Mafter, 

My  diet  Tie  defray  too,  without  trouble. 

Lop.  Note  but  his  mind  to  learning.  ( mony. 

'Bar.  I do  ftrangely,  yes,  and  I like  it  too,  thanks  to  his 
"Die.  Would  he  would  live  with  me,and  learn  to  dig  too 
Lop.  A wondrous  modeft  man,  fir. 

Bar.  So  it  feems. 

His  dear  love  to  his  Studie  muft  benourifh’d,- 
Neighbour,  he’s  I ike  to  prove. 

Lop.  With  your  good  counfel. 

And  with  your  diligence,  as  you  will  ply  him  •, 

His  Parents,  when  they  know  your  care 

Bar.  Come  hither. 

Die.  An  honefter  young  man,  your  worfhip  ne’re  kept. 

But  he  is  fo  bafhfull 

Bar.  O I like  him  better. 

Say  I fhould  undertake  ye,  which  indeed,fir. 

Will  be  no  little  ftraitnefs  to  my  living, 

Confidering  my  Affairs,  and  ray  fmall  houfe,  fir,- 
For  I fee  fome  proraifes  that  pull  me  to  ye  3 
Could  you  content  your  felf,  at  firft  thus  meanly, 

To  lie  hard,  inan  out-part  of  my  houfe,  fir? 

For  I have  not  many  Lodgings  to  allow  ye  *, 

Andftudie  fhould  be  ftill  remote  from  company  j 
A little  fire  fometimes  too,  to  refrefh  ye  3 
A Student  muft  be  frugal ; fometimes  Lights  too, 
According  to  your  labour.  Lea.  Any  thing.  Sir,' 

That’s  dry,  and  wholfome : I am  no  bred- wanton. 

Bari  Then  I receive  you : but  I mhft  defire  ye 


To  keep  within  your  confines.  Lea.  Ever  Sir, 

There’s  the  Gold,  and  ever  l)e  your  Icrvant, 

Take  it  and  give  me  Books : may  I but  prove,  fir, 

According  to  my  wifh,  and  thele  (hall  multiply. 

Lop.  Do,  Itudy  hard,  pray  yc  ta;;e  him  in,  and  fettle  him, 
He’s  only  fit  for  you  ; Shew  him  his  Cell,  fir.  (yet, 

Die.  Take  a good  heart  •,  and  when  ye  are  a cunning  Law- 
rie  fell  my  Bells,  and  you  lhall  prove  it  lavvfull. 
^4.Comc,fir,with  me : neighbours  1 thank  your  diligence. 
Lop.  ric  come  fometimes,  and  crack  a cafe  with  yc. 

Bar.  Welcom ft  Exit. 

Lop.Here’s  mony  got  with  eafe ; here,  Ipcnd  that  jovially. 
And  pray  for  the  fool,  the  Founder. 

Die.  Many  more  fools 
I heartily  pray  may  follow  his  example. 

Lawyers,  or  Lubbers,  or  of  what  condition. 

And  many  fuch  fweet  friends  in  Nova  Hifpania. 

Lop.  It  will  do  well  *,  let  ’em  but  fend  their  monys^ 

Come  from  what  quarter  of  the  world,  1 care  not, 
rie  know  ’eminftantly  3 nay  Tie  be  kin  to  ’em  3 
I cannot  mifs  a man,  that  fends  me  mony  .• 

Let  him  law  there,  long  as  his  Duckets  laft,  Boy, 
rie  grace  him,  and  prefer  him. 

Die.  rie  turn  Trade,  Mafter,  and  now  live  by  the  living, 
Let  the  dead  ftink,  ’tis  a poor  ft  inking  Trade. 

Lop.  If  the  young  fool  now 
Should  chance  to  chop  upon  his  fair  Wife,  Diego  ? 

Die.  And  handle  her  Cafe,  Mafter,  that’s  a law  point, 

A point  would  make  him  ftart,  and  put  on  his  Spedaclcs, 

A hidden  point,  were  worth  the  canvafling. 

Lop.  Now  Purely,  Purely,  I fhould  love  him,  DiegOj 
And  love  him  heartily  ; nay,  I fhould  love  my  felf, 

Or  any  thing  that  had  but  that  good  fortune. 

For  to  fay  truth,  the  Lawyer  is  a dog-bolt. 

An  arrant  worm : and  though  I call  him  worlhipfullj 
I wifli  him  a canoniz’d  Cuckold,  Diego, 

Now,  if  my  youth  do  dub  him 

Di.  He  is  too  demure, Sir.  Lop.  If  he  do  feing  her  home. 

Dieg.  There’s  no  fuch  matter. 

The  woman  was  not  born  to  fo  much  bleflednefs. 

He  has  no  heat : ftudy  confumes  his  oyl,  Mafter. 

Lop.  Let’s  leave  it  to  the  will  of  Fate,  and  prefently 
Over  a cup  of  luftie  Sack,  let’s  prophefie. 

I arri  like  a man  that  dreamt  he  was  an  Emperour, 

Come  Dif’ffff,hope,and  whiift  he  lafts, we’ll  lay  it  on.  [^Ex. 

SCENA  III.  • 

Enter  Jamy,  Milanes,  Arlenio. 

yam.  Angelo,  Milanes,  did  you  fee  this  wonder  ? 

Mil.  Yes,  yes.  Jam.  And  you  ? 

Arf.  Yes  he’s  gone.  Sir, 

Strangely  difguis’d,  he’s  let  upon  his  voyage. 

Love  guide  his  thoughts : he’s  a brave  honeft:  fellow. 

Sit  clofe  Don  Lawyer,  O that  arrant  knave  now. 

How  he  will  ftink,  will  fmoak  again,  will  burft  / 

He’s  the  moft  arrant  Beaft. 

Mil.  He  may  be  more  beaft. 

Ja.Ltt  him  bear  fix, and  fix,that  all  may  blaze  him,’ 

The  villany  he  has  fowed  into  my  Brother, 

And  from  his  State,  the  Revenue  he  has  reach’d  at : 

Pay  him,  my  good  Leandro,  take  my  prayers. 

Arf.  And  all  our  wifhes  plough  with  his  fine  white  heifer. 
Ja.  Mark  him  (my  dear  friend ) for  a famous  Cuckold, 
Let  it  out-live  his  Books,  his  pains,  and  hear  me. 

The  more  he  feeks  to  fmother  it  with  Juftice, 

Enter  a Servant. 

Let  it  bla^e  out  the  more ; what  news  aAndrea?  . .• 
Andr.  News  1 am  loth  to  tell  ye : but  I am  charg’d,  fir,' 
Your  Brother  layes  a ftrid  command  upon  ye. 

No  more  to  know  his  houfe,  upon  yoUr  danger,' 

I am  forty, ■ Sir.  , , . 

Jam:  Faith  ne'^er  be  : I am  glad  on’t. 

Si-  ■ - .:-He 
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keeps  the  houfe  of  pride,  and  foolery: 
u an  to  fhun  it fo  return  my  Anfwcr, 

.will  fhoi  tly  fpew  him  out  •,  Come,  let’s  be  merry, 

.nd  lay  our  heads  together,  carefully 

^o\v  we  may  help  our  friend ; and  let’s  lodge  near  him, 

Lk  Hill  at  hand  : I would  not  for  my  patrimony, 

I>ut  he  fhould  crown  his  Lawyer,  a learned  Monfter ; 
Come,  let’s  away,  I am  ftark  mad  till  I fee  him.  H£.vf««r . 

SCENAIV. 

Bartolus,  W Amaranta. 


For  any  womau,  if  I Hay  a month  here: 

rie  in,  and  ftrike  my  Lute,  that  found  may  call  her.  \iExit. 

Lute  af?d  Song. 

• I 

i)earcfi  do  not  yon  delay  me^ 

Since  thou  l^owefi  I tmifl  begone  \ 

Wind  and  Tide  'tis  thought  doth  /lay  mtj 
But  ^tis  Wind  that  mu(i  be  blown 

From  that  breathy  whofe  native  fmelt 
Indian  Odours  far  excel. 


t 


j4m.vr.  Why  will  ye  bring  men  in,  and  yet  be  jealous  ? 
Why  will  ye  lodge  a young  man,  a man  able, 

And  yet  repine  ? 

Bar.  He  (hall  not  trouble  thee,  fweet, 

A modeft  poor  flight  thing,  did  1 not  tell  thee 
He  was  only  given  to  the  Book,  and  for  that 
How  Royally  he  paiesf  finds  his  own  meat  too, 

Amar.  1 will  not  have  him  here : I know  your  courfes. 
And  what  fits  you  will  fall  into  of  madnefs. 

Bar.  ’Faith,  J will  not.  Wife, 


Amor.  1 will  not  try  ye. 

Bar.  He  comes  not  near  thee : fhall  not  dare  to  tread 
W’ithin  thy  Lodgings : in  an  old  out-Room 
Where  Logs,  and  Coles  were  laid, 

Amar.  Now  ye  lay  fire fire  to  confurae  your  quiet. 

Bar.  Didft  thou  know  him,  , 

Thou  wouldfl  think  as  I do : he  difquiet  thee  ? 

Thou  mayfl  wear  him  next  thy  heart,  and  yet  not  warm  him. 
His  mind  (poor  man)  ’s  o’th’  Law,  how  to  live  after. 

And  not  on  lewdnefs : on  my  Confcience 
He  knows  not  how  to  look  upon  a Woman 
More  than  by  reading  what  Sex  Ihe  is. 

Amar.  I do  not  like  it.  Sir. 

Bar.  Do’ft  thou  not  fee  (Fool) 

What  prefents  he  fends  hourly  in  his  gratefulnefs  ? 

What  delicate  meats  ? 

Amar.  You  had  befl  truft  him  at  your  Table, 

Do,  and  repent  it,  do. 

Bar.  Ifthoube’fl  willing. 

By  my  troth,  I think  he  might  come,  he’s  fo  modefl. 

He  never  fpeaks : there’s  part  of  that  he  gave  me, 

He’ll  eat  but  half  a dozen  bits,  and  rife  immediately. 

Even  as  he  eats,  hefludies:  he’ll  not  difquiet  thee. 

Do  as  thou  pleafeft.  Wife. 

Amar.  W'hat  means  this  Wood-cock  ? \_ICnockyoithin. 

Bar.  Retire,Sweet,there’s  one  knocks ; come  in,  your  bu- 

(finefs. 

Enter  Servant. 


Ser.  My  Lord,  DonHcnricjney  would  entreat  ye.  Sir, 
Tocome  immediately,  and  ipcak  with  him. 

He  has  bufinefs  of  fome  moment. 

Bar.  rie  attend  him, 

I mufl  be  gone : I pre’thec  think  the  befl.  Wife, 

At  my  return,  I’lc  tell  thee  more,  good  morrow; 

Sir,  keep  ye  clofe,  and  fludy  hard:  an  hour  hence 

ric  read  a new  Cafe  to  ye. Exit.  fLcandrom/^lw. 

Lean.  Tie  be  ready, 

Amar.  So  many  hundred  Duckets,  to  ly  feurvily  ? 

And  learn  the  pelting  Law  ? this  founds  but  flendcrly, 

! But  very  poorly ; I would  fee  this  fellow, 

I Very  fain  fee  him,  how  he  looks:  1 will  find 
To  what  end,  and  what  fludy : there’s  the  place : 
i’lc  go  o’th’  other  fide,  and  take  my  Fortune. 

I I think  there  is  a window.  ]/Exit. 

I 

I Enter  Leandro, 


Lean.  He's  gone  out 

Now’,  if  I could  but  fee  her : fhc  is  not  this  way: 
How  naflily  he  keeps  his  houfe?  my  Chamber, 

1 1 f I continue  long,  will  choak  me  up, 
jitisfodamp;  Hhall  be  mortified 
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Oh  then  fpeak^thou  faire/l  fairy 

Kill  not  him  that  vows  to  ferve  thee. 

But  perfume  this  neighbouring  Air  ; 

Elfe  dull  filence  jure  will  jlarve  me  : ' 

’Tis  a word  thaFs  quickly  fpokeUy 
Which  being  rejlrain'd  a heart  is  broken. 

Enter  Amaranta. 

Amar.  He  keeps  very  clofe:  Lord,  how  I long  to  fee  him ! 
A Lute  ftrook  handfomely,  a voice  too  ^ Tie  hear  that : 
Thefe  Verfes  are  no  Law, "they  found  too  fweetly. 

Now  I am  more  defirous.  '[Leandro peeping. 

Lean.  ’Tis  fhe  certain. 

Amar.  What’s  that  that  peeps f 
Lean.  O admirable  face ! 

Amar.  Sure ’tis  the  man. 

Lean.  I will  go  out  a little. 

Amar.  He  looks  dot  like  a fool,  his  face  is  noble : 

How  ftill  he  Hands  ! 

Lean.  lamflruckendumb  with  wonder. 

Sure  all  the  Excellence  of  Earth  dwells  here. 

Amar.  How  pale  he  looks ! yet,  bow  his  eyes  like  torches, 
Fling  their  beams  round : how  manly  his  face  fliews ! 

He  comes  on:  furely  he  willfpeak:  he  is  made  mofl  hand- 
This  is  no  Clerk  behaviour  •,  now  I have  feen  ye,  (fomly ; 
I’le  take  my  time : Husband,  ye  have  brought  home  tinder. 

[.Exit. 

Lean.  Sure  Ihe  has  transform’d  me, 

I had  forgot  my  tongue  clean, 

1 never  faw  a face  yet,  but  this  rare  one, 

But  I was  able  boldly  to  encounter  it. 

And  fpeak  my  mind,  my  lips  were  lockt  up  here. 

This  is  divine,  and  only  ferv’d  with  reverence ; 

O mofl  fair  cover  of  a hand  far  fairer, 

Thou  blefled  Innocence,  that  guards  that  whjtenefs. 

Live  next  my  heart.  I am  glad  I have  got  a relick,  V a noife 
A relick  when  I pray  to  it,  may  work  wonders,  /within. 
Hark,  there’s  fome  noife:  I mufl  retire  again. 

This  blefled  Apparition  makes  me  happy, 
rie  fuffer,  and  Tie  facrifice  my  fubflance. 

But  Tie  enjoy : now  foftly  to  my  Kennel.  [Exit. 


ABus  Tertius.  Scena  Prma. 

Enter  Henrique,  and  Bartolus. 

Hen.  O U know  my  caufc  fufficiently  ? 

X Bar.  I do  Sir. 

Hen.  And  though  it  will  impair  my  honefly. 

And  flrike  deep  at  my  Credit,  yet,  my  Bartolus, 

There  being  no  other  evafion  left  to  free  me 
From  the  vexation  of  my  fpightful  Brother, 

That  mofl  infultingly  raigns  over  me, 

I mufl  and  will  go  forward. 

Bar.  Do,  my  Lord, 

And  look  not  after  credit,  we  fhall  cure  that. 

Your  bended  honefly  we  fhallfe  t right,  Sir, 

Wc  Surgeons  of  the  Law  do  defperate  Cures,  Sir, 

And 
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And  you  fliall  fee  how  heartily  I’le  handle  it : 

Mark  how  I’lc  knock  it  home : be  of  good  chcar,  Sir, 

You  give  good  Fees,  and  thofe  beget  good  Caiifcs, 

The  Frerdgativc  of  your  Crowns  will  carry  the  matter, 
(Carry  it  meer)  the  uijftflafit  fits  to  morrow, 

And  he’s  your  friend,  your  monyed  men  love  naturally. 
And  as  your  loves  are  clear,  fo  are  your  Caufes. 

Hen.  He  (hall  not  want  for  that. 

Bar.  No,  no,  he  mufl:  not. 

Line  your  Caufe  warmly,  Sir,  the  times  are  Aguifli, 

That  holds  a Plea  in  heart  ^ hang  the  penurious, 

Their  Caufes  (like  their  purfes)  have  poor  Ifiues. 

Hen.  That  way,  I was  ever  bountiful. 

Bar.  ’Tistrue,  Sir, 

That  makes  ye  fear’d,  forces  the  Snakes  to  kneel  to  ye. 

Live  full  of  mony,  and  fupply  the  Lawyer, 

And  take  your  choice  of  what  mans  lands  you  pleafe.  Sir, 
What  pleafures,  or  what  profits-,  what  revenges, 

They  are  all  your  own ; I mull  have  witnefles 
Enough,  and  ready. 

Hen.  You  fhall  not  want,  my  Bartolus: 

Bar.  Subftantial  fearlefs  fouls,  that  will  fwear  fuddenly, 
That  will  fwear  any  thing. 

Hen.  They  fhall  fweat  truth  too. 

Bar.  That’s  no  great  matter : for  variety 
They  may  fwear  truth,  elfe  ’tis  not  much  look’d  after : 

I  will  ferve  Procefs,  prefently,  and  ftrongly. 

Upon  your  Brother,  and  OEiavio., 

Jacintha,  and  the  Boy ; provide  your  proofs,  Sir, 

And  fet  ’em  fairly  ofr,  be  fure  of  Witnefles, 

Though  they  cofl:  mony,  want  no  ftore  of  witnefles, 

I  have  feen  a handfome  Caufe  fo  foully  loft.  Sir, 

So  beaflly  cafl:  away  for  want  of  Witnefles. 

Hen.  There  fhall  want  nothing. 

"Bar.  Then  be  gone,  be  provident. 

Send  to  the  Judge  a fecret  way : you  have  me. 

And  let  him  underftand  the  heart. 

Hen.  I fhall.  Sir. 

Bar.  And  feel  the  pulfes  ftrongly  beat,  Tie  fludy, 

And  at  my  hour,  but  mark  me,  go,  be  happy, 

Go  and  believe  i’th’  Law. 

Hen.  I hope  ’twill  help  me.  [Exemt. 

^ SC  ENA  II. 

Enter  Lopez,  Diego,  and  four  Parilhioners  and  Singers. 

Lop.  Ne’re  talk  to  me,  I will  not  flay  amongft  ye, 
Debaufh’d  and  ignorant  lazie  knaves  I found  ye, 

And  fools  I leave  ye.  I have  taught  thefe  twenty  years, 
Preacht  Ipoon-meat  to  ye,  that  a Child  might  fwallow^ 

Yet  ye  are  Block-heads  ftill ; what  fhould  I fay  to  ye  ? 

Ye  have  neither  faith,  nor  mony  left  to  fave  ye. 

Am  I a fit  companion  for  fuch  Beggers  ? 

1 If  the  Shepheard  will  fuffer  the  fheep  to  be  fcab’d.  Sir — 

Lop.  No,  no  ye  are  rotten. 

Die.  Would  they  were,  for  my  fake. 

Lop.  I have  Nointed  ye,  and  Tarr’d  ye  with  ray  Dodfrine, 
And  yet  the  Murren  flicks  to  ye,  yet  ye  are  Mangy, 

I  will  avoid  ye. 

2 Pray  ye.  Sir,  be  not  angry. 

In  the  pride  of  your  new  Caffock,  do  not  part  with  us,- 
We  do  acknowledge  ye  are  a careful  Curate, 

And  one  that  feldom  troubles  us  with  Sermons, 

A Ihort  flice  of  a Reading  ferves  us.  Sir, 

We  do  acknowledge  ye  a quiet  Teacher, 

Before  you’ll  veX  your  Audience,  you’ll  fleep  with  ’em^ 

And  that’s  a loving  thing. 

3 We  grant  ye.  Sir, 

The  only  beiiefadtor  to  our  Bowling, 

To  all  our  merry  Sports  the  firfl  provoker, 

And  at  our  Feafhs,  we  know  there  is  no  realbn , 

But  you  that  edifie  us  mofl,  fhould  eat  mofl. 

Lop.  I will  not  flay  for  all  this,  ye  fhall  know  me 
A man  born  to  amore  befeeming  fortune 


Thau  ringing  all  in,  to  a rout  of  Dunces.  \ 

4  Wc  will  incrcafc  your  Tithes,  you  fhall  have  Eggs  too, 
Though  they  may  prove  mofl  dangerous  to  our  Iflucs. 

1 lama  Smith ; yet  thus  far  out  of  my  love. 

You  fhall  have  the  tenth  Horfc  I prick,  toprayfor, 

I am  fure  1 prick  five  hundred  in  a year,  Sir. 

2 I am  a Cook,  a man  of  a dri’d  Confcicnce, 

Yet  thus  far  1 relent : you  fhall  have  tith  Pottage. 

3 Your  flipcnd  fliall  be  rais’d  too,  good  Neighbour  Diegos 
Die.  Would  ye  have  me  fpeak  for  ye  ? I am  more  angry, 

Ten  times  more  vex’d,  not  to  be  pacified  : 

No,  there  be  other  places  for  poor  Sextons, 

Places  of  profit.  Friends,  fine  flirring  places. 

And  people  that  know  how  to  ufe  our  Offices,  ; 

Know  what  they  were  made  for : I fpeak  for  fuch  Capons  ? 
Ye  fhall  find  the  Key  o’th’  Church 
Under  the  door.  Neighbours, 

You  may  go  in,  anddriveaway  the  Dawes. 

Lop.  My  Surplefs,  with  one  fleeve,  you  fhall  find  there. 
For  to  that  dearth  of  Linnen  you  have  driven  me  ; 

And  the  old  Cutwork  Cope,  that  hangs  by  Geometry : 
’Pray  ye  turn  ’em  carefully,  they  are  very  tender ; 

The  remnant  of  the  Books,  lie  where  they  did,  Neighbours, 
Half  pufc  away  with  the  Church- wardens  pipings, 

Such  fmoaky  zeals  they  have  againfl  hard  places. 

The  Poor- mans  Box  is  there  too : if  ye  find  any  thing 
Befide  the  Pofie,  and  that  half  rub’d  out  too, 

For  fear  it  fhould  awake  too  much  charity. 

Give  it  to  pious  ufes,  that  is,  fpend  it. 

Die.  The  Bell-ropes,  they  are  flrong  enough  to  hang  ye, 
So  we  bequeath  ye  to  your  deftiny. 

1 ’Pray  ye  be  not  fo  hafly. 

Die.  Tie  fpeak  a proud  word  to  ye, 

Would  ye  have  us  flay  ? 

2 We  do  mofl  heartily  pray  ye. 

3 Tie  draw  as  mighty  drink.  Sir. 

Lop.  A flrong  motive. 

The  ftronger  ftill,  the  more  ye  come  unto  me. 

3 And  I’le  fend  for  my  Daughter. 

Lop.  This  may  ftir  too : 

The  Maiden  is  of  age,,  and  mull  be  edified. 

4 You  fliall  have  any  thing : lofe  our  learned  Vicar 
And  our  moflconflant  friend  3 honell dear  Diego} 

Die.  Yet  all  this  will  not  do : I’le  tell  ye.  Neighbours, 
And  tell  ye  true : if  ye  will  have  us  flay. 

If  you  will  have  the  comforts  of  our  companies, 

You  fhall  be  bound  to  do  us  right  in  thefe  points, 

You  fhall  be  bound,  and  this  the  obligation, 

Dye  when  ’tis  fit,  that  we  may  have  fit  duties. 

And  do  not  feek  to  dra  w out  our  undoings. 

Marry  try’d  Women,  that  are  free,  and  fruitful. 

Get  Children  in  abundance,  for  your  Chrillniiigs, 

Or  fuffer  to  be  got,  ’tis  equal  jullice. 

Lop.  Let  Weddings,  Chriflnings,  Churchings,  Funerals, 
And  merry  Goffippings  go  roUnd,  go  round  frill, 

. Round  as  a Pig,  that  we  may  find  the  profit. 

Die.  And  let  your  old  men  fall  fick  handfomely, 

And  dye  immediately,  their  Sons  may  flioot  up : 

Let  Womeri  dye  o’th’  Sullens  too,  ’tis  natural, 

But  be  fure  their  Daughters  be  of  age  firfl. 

That  they  may  frock  us  frill : your  queazie  young  Wives 
That  perifh  undeliver’d,  I am  vext  with, 

And  vext  abundantly,  it  much  concerns  me, 

There’s  a Childs  Burial  lofr,  look  that  be  mended.  . 

Aop.Let’em  be  brought  to  Bed, then  dye  when  they  pleafe. 
Thefe  things  confidered,  Country-men,  andfwornto. 

2 All  thefe,  and  all  our  Sports  again,  and  Gambols.^ 

3 We  mufl  dye,  and  we  mufl  live,  ‘and  we’ll  be  meiry. 
Every  man  fhall  be  rich  by  one  another. 

2 We  are  here  to  morrow  and  gone  to  day,  for  my  part 
If  getting  Children  can  befriend  my  Neighbours. 

Tie  labour  hard  but  Tie  fill  your  Font,-  Sir. 

I I have  a Mother  now,  and  an  old  Father," 

They  a're  as  litre  youV  own,  within  thefe  two  months- 
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' 4 My  Silter  muli;  be  pray’d  for  too,  fhe  is  defperate, 

tXM'pcrace  in  love. 

Die.  Keep  ddi>erate  men  far  from  her, 

Then  ’twill  go  hard : do  you  fee  how  melancholy  ? 

Do  you  mark  the  man  ? do  you  profefs  ye  love  him  ? 

And  would  do  any  thing  to  flay  his  fury  ? 

And  are  yc  unprovided  torefreOi  him, 

To  make  him  know  your  loves  ? fie  Neighbours. 

2 We'll  do  any  thing. 

W’e  have  brought  Mufick  toappeafe  his  fjpirir. 

And  the  bell  Song  we’ll  give  him. 

T):e.  ’Pray  ye  lit  down,  Sir, 

They  know  their  duties  now,  and  they  ftand  ready 
To  tender  their  belt  mirth. 

Lep.  ’Tis  well,  proceed  Neighbours, 

I am  glad  1 have  brought  ye  to  underfiand  good  manners, 
Ve  had  Puritan  hearts  a-while,  fpurn’d  at  all  paftimes, 
But  I fee  fome  hope  now. 

Bif.  W’c  are  fet,  proceed  Neighbours. 

SONG. 


Let  the  'Sehls  and  let  the  Boys  fngy 
The  young  Lajfes  skip 

Let  the  Dtps  go  round,  till  round  goes  the  ground^ 
Our  Learned  old  yicar  mil  fi ay. 


Let  the  Pig  turn  merrily,  merrily  ah, 

And  let  the  fat  Goofe  fwim. 

For  verily,  venly,  verity  ah, 

Our  ykar  this  day  jhall  be  trim. 

3 

The  ftew'd  Cock^Jhall  Crovo,  Cochjt-loodlc  loo, 
A loud  Cock^a-loodle  fhall  he  Croxo  ', 

The  Duck^  and  the  Drake,  fhall  fwim  in  a lake 
Of  Onions  and  Claret  below. 


Our  V^'ives  Jhall  be  neat,  to  bring  in  our  meat ; 

To  thee  our  mofi  noble  advtfcr. 

Our  pains  Jhall  be  great,  and  Bottles  Jlsallfweat, 

And  we  our  felves  will  be  wifer. 

5 

IVe'^ll  labour  and  Jwinck^,  we’ll  kjfs  and  we’ll  drinks, 

And  Tithes  Jhall  come  thicker  and  thicker. 

We’ll  fall  to  our  Plow,  andget  Children  enough. 

And  thou  Jhalt  be  learned  old  Vicar. 

Enter  Arfenio  and  Milanes. 

Arf.  What  ails  this  Pricfl.^  how  highly  the  thing  takes  it  ? 
Mtl.horA  how  it  looks?  has  he  not  bought  fome  Prebend? 
Leandro’s  mony  makes  the  Rafcal  merry. 

Merry  at  heart  ^ he  fpics  us. 

Lop.  Be  gene  Neighbours, 

Here  are  fome  Gentlemen : be  gone  good  Neighbours, 

Be  gone,  and  labour  to  redeem  my  favour. 

No  more  words,  but  l>e  gone ; thefe  two  are  Gentlemen, 
No  company  for  crufty-handed  fellows. 

Die.  We  will  flay  for  a year  or  two,  and  try  yc. 

Lop.  Fill  all  your  hearts  with  joy,  we  will  with  yc, 
Be  gone,  no  more ; 1 take  your  paftimes gracioufly.  [_Fxeunt 
Would  yc  with  me,  my  friends  ? [^Parijlmners. 

Arf.  We  would  look  upon  yc, 

For  me  thinks  yc  look  lovely. 

Ix>p.  Yc  have  no  Letters? 

Nor  any  kind  Remembrances? 

*jnU.  Remembrances? 

L'.p.  From  T{pva  Htfpania,  or  fome  part  remote,  Sir, 
You  look  like  Travcl’d  men ; may  be  fome  old  friends 
I hat  happily  I have  forgot  •,  fome  Signiours 


In  China  or  Cataya fome  Companions 

Die.  \n  the  Moguls  Cowtt,  or  el fe- where. 

Arf.  They  arc  mad  fure. 

Lop.  Ye  came  not  from  do  they  look, 

As  it  they  had  fome  myftery  about  ’em  ? 

Another  Don  Alonzjo  now  ? 

Die.  I marry. 

And  fo  much  mony,  Sir,  from  one  you  know  not. 

Let  it  be  who  it  will. 

Lop.  They  have  gracious  favours. 

Would  ye  be  private  ? 

eJMil.  There’s  no  need  on’t,  Sir, 

We  come  to  bring  ye  a Remembrance  from  a Merchant. 
Lop.  ’Tis  very  well,  ’tis  like  I know  him. 

(Arf  No,  Sir, 

I do  not  think  ye  do. 

Lop.  A new  miftake,  Diego, 

Let’s  carry  it  decently. 

<Arf.  We  come  to  tell  ye. 

You  have  received  great  fums  from  a young  Fador 
They  call  Leandro,  that  has  rob’d  his  Mafter, 

Rob’d  him,  and  run  away. 

Die.  Let’s  keep  clofe,  Mafter, 

This  news  comes  from  a cold  Country* 

Lop.  By  my  faith  it  freezes. 

Mil.  Is  not  this  true  ? do  you  fhrink  now  good-man  Curat? 
Do  I not  touch  ye  ? 

Lop.  We  have  a hundred  Duckets 

Yet  left,  we  do  befeech  ye,  Sir 

eJTlil.  You’ll  hang  both. 

Lop.  One  may  fuffice. 

Die.  I will  not  hang  alone,  Mafter, 

I had  the  leaft  part,  you  fhall  hang  the  higheft. 

Plague  o’ this  Tiwrw,  and  the  Letter, 

The  Devil  fent  it  poft,  to  pepper  us. 

From  Nov  a Htfpania,  we  fhall  hang  at  home  now. 

Arf  I fee  ye  are  penitent,  and  I have  companion : 

Ye  are  fecure  both  *,  do  but  what  we  charge  ye. 

Ye  fhall  have  more  gold  too,  and  he  fhall  give  it^ 

Yet  ne’re  indanger  ye. 

Lop.  Command  us,  Mafter, 

Command  us  prefently,  and  fee  how  nimbly- 

Die.  And  if  we  do  not  handfomely  endeavour 

Arf  Go  home,  and  till  ye  hear  more,  keep  private, 

Till  we  appear  again,  no  words.  Vicar, 

There’s  fomething  added. 

<iJMiL  For  you  too. 

Lop.  We  are  ready. 

UMil.  Go  and  exped  us  hourly,  if  ye  falter. 

Though  ye  had  twenty  lives 

Die.  We  are  fit  to  lole ’em. 

Lop.  ’Tis  moft  expedient  that  we  fhould  hang  both. 

Die.  If  we  be  hang’d,  we  cannot  blame  our  fortune. 

Mil.  Farewel,  and  be  your  own  friends. 

Lop.  Weexped  ye. {^Exeunt. 

SC  ENA  III. 

Enter  Odavio,  Jacintha,  and  Afeanio. 

Olla.  We  cited  to  the  Court  1 f a but.  Table-book,  a Chairs 

Jac.  It  is  my  wonder.  / and  Paper,  ftandifhfetont. 

O^la.  But  not  our  fear, wealthy  men, 

That  have  Eftates  to  lofe  * whofe  confoious  thoughts 
Are  full  of  inward  guilt,  may  fhake  with,horrour 
To  have  their  Adions  lifted,  or  appear 
Before  the  Judge.  But  we  that  know  our  felves 
As  innocent,  as  poor,  that  have  no  Fleece 
On  which  the  Talons  of  the  griping  Law 
Can  take  fure  hold,  may  fmile  with  fcorn  on  all 
That  can  be  urg’d  againft  us. 

Jac.  I am  confident 

There  is  no  man  fo  covetous,  that  deflrcs 
To  ravilli  our  wants  from  us,  and  Icfs  hope 
There  can  be  fo  much  Jufticc  left  on  earth, 
(Though 
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(Tough  fucd,  and  call’d  upon)  to  calc  us  of 
Tne  burthen  of  our  wrongs. 

What  thinks  Jfennio  ? 

Should  we  be  call’d  in  queftion,  or  acdis’d 
Unjurtly,  what  would  you  do  to  redeem  us 
From  tyrannous  oppreflion  f 
yife.  I could  pray 

To  him  that  ever  has  an  open  car, 

To  hear  the  innocent,  and  right  their  wrongs ; 

Nay,  by  my  troth,  I think  1 could  out-plcad 
An  Advocate,  and  fwcat  as  much  as  he 
Do’s  for  a double  Fee,  ere  you  fiiould  fufier 
to  an  honcll  caufe. 

Enter  Jamie  WBartolus. 

O^rt.  Happy  llmplicitie !. 

Jm.  My  dearefl:  and  my  belt  one,  *Z)o«  yamte. 

Oita.  And  the  Advocate,  that  caus’d  us  to  be  furtimon’d. 
y}fc.  My  Lord  is  mov’d,  1 fee  it  in  his  looks. 

And  that  man,  in  the  Gown,  in  my  opinion 
Looks  like  a proguing  Knave. 

Jac^  Peace,  give  them  leave, 

Jam.  Serve  me  with  Proccls  ? 

Bar.  My  Lord,  you  are  not  lawlefs. 

Jam.  Nor  thou  honeft  i 

One,  that  not  long  fince  was  the  buckram  Scribe, 

That  would  run  on  mens  errands  for  an  Afper, 

And  from  fuch  bafenefs,  having  rais’d  a Stock 
To  bribe  the  covetous  judge,  call’d  to  the  Bar. 

So  poor  in  pradice  too,  that  you  would  pleaH 
A needy  Clyents  Caufe,  for  a ftarv’d  Hen, 

Or  halt  a little  Loin  of  Veal,  though  fly-blown.^ 

And  thefe,  the  grcatefl  Fees  you  could  arrive  at 
For  juft  proceedings  •,  but  lince  you  turn’d  Raftal — 

Bar.  Good  words,  my  Lord. 

Jam.  And  grew  ray  Brothers  Bawd, 

In  all  his  vitious  courfes,  foothing  him 

In  his  dilhoneftpradifes,  you  are  grown 

The  rich,  and  em-inent  Knave,  in  the  Devils  name, 

What  am  I cited  for  ? 

Bar.  You  Ihall  know  anon, 

And  then  too  late  repent  this  bitter  language, 

Or  I’ll  mifs  of  my  ends. 

Jam.  Were’t  not  in  Court, 

I would  beat  that  fat  of  thine,  rais’d  by  the  food 
Snatch’d  from  poor  Clyents  mouths,  into  a jelly : 

I would  (my  man  of  Law)  but  1 am  patient. 

And  would  obey  the  Judge. 

Bar.  ’Tis  your  beft  courfe : 

Would  every  enemy  I have  would  beat  me, 

I would  wifh  no  better  Adion. 

Ocia.  ’Save  your  Lordlhip. 

Jife.  My  humble  fervice. 

Jam.  My  good  Boy,  how  doft  thou? 

Why  art  thou  call’d  into  the  Court  ? 

Enter  Afliftant,  Henriquc,  Ofticor,  W WitnclTcs. 

Jfc.  I know  not. 

But  *tis  my  Lord  the  Alfiftants  picafure 
I Ihould  attend  here. 

Jam.  He  will  foon  refolve  us. 

Offi.  Make  way  there  for  the  judge. 

Jam.  How  ? my  kind  Brother  ? 

Nay  then  ’tis  rank : there  is  fomevillany  towards. 

This  Sellions  purchas’d  at  your  ft-ut,  Don  Henri^acj 
Hath  brought  us  hither,  to  hear  and  determine 
Of  what  you  can  prefer. 

Hen.  Idobefeech 

The  honourable  Court,  I may  be  heard 
In  my  Advocate, 

’Tis  granted. 

Bar.  Humh,  humh. 

Jam.  That  Preface, 

If  left  out  in  a Lawyer,  fpoils  the  Caufe, 


Though  nc’rc  lb  good,  and  honeft. 

B.tr.  If  I ftood  here. 

To  plead  in  the  defence  of  an  ill  man, 

(Moft  equal  judge)  or  to  accufc  the  innocent 
(To  both  which,  I profefs  my  fclf  a ftranger) 

It  would  be  requifite  1 Ihould  deck  my  Language 
With  Tropes  and  Figures,  and  all  flourilhcs 
That  grace  a Rhetorician,  ’tis  confefs’d 
Adulterate  Metals  need  the  Gold-fmiths  Art, 
Tofet’emofTi  what  in  it  felf  is  perfeeft 
Contemns  a borrowed  glofs : this  Lord  (my  Client) 

Whole  honeft  caulc,  when  ’tis  related  truly. 

Will  challenge  jultice,  finding  in  his  Confciencc 
A tender  fcruple  of  a fault  long  lince 
By  him  committed,  thinks  it  not  fufficient 
To  be  abfolv’d  of’t  by  hisConfcllbr, 

If  that  in  open  Court  he  publilh  not 
What  was  lb  long  conceal’d. 

Jam.  To  what  tends  this? 

Bar.  In  his  young  years  (it  is  no  miracle 
That  youth, and  heat  of  blood, fitould  mix  together) 

He  look’d  upon  this  woman,  on  whofe  face 
The  mines  yet  remain,  of  excellent  form, 

He  look’d  on  her,  and  lov’d  her. 

Jac.  You  good  Angels, 

What  an  impudence  is  this  ? 

Bar.  And  us’d  all  means 

Of  Service,  Courtlhip,Prefents,  that  might  win  her 
To  be  at  his  devotion  .*  but  in  vain  ^ 

Her  Maiden  Fort,  impregnable  held  out. 

Until  he  promis’d  Marriage  •,  and  before 
Thefe  Witnefles  a folemn  Contract  pafs’d 
T 0 take  her  as  his  Wife. 

Ajfifi.  Give  them  their  Oath; 

Jam.  They  are  incompetent  Witnefles, his  own  Creatures, 
And  will  fwcar  any  thing  for  half  a Royal . 

Offi.  Silence. 

Jffiifl.  Proceed. 

Bar.  Upon  this  ftrong  aflurance 
He  did  enjoy  his  wilhes  to  the  full, 

Which  fatisned,  and  then  with  eyes  of  Judgement 
(Hood-wink’d  with  Lull  before)  confidering  duly 
The  inequality  of  the  Match,  he  being 
Nobly  delcended,  and  allyed,  but  flie 
Without  a name,  or  Family,  fecretly 
He  purchas’d  a Divorce,  to  difanul 
His  former  ContraU:,  Marrying  openly 
The  Lady  Fiolante. 

Jac.  As  you  fit  here 
The  Deputy  of  the  great  King,  who  is 
The  Subftitute  of  that  impartial  Judge, 

With  whom,  or  wealth,  or  titles  prevail  nothing, 

Grant  to  a much  wrong’d  Widow,  or  a Wife 
Your  patience,  with  liberty  to  fpeak 
In  her  own  Caufe,  and  let  me  face  to  face 
To  this  bad  man,  deliver  what  he  is : 

And  if  my  wron^,  with  his  ingratitude  ballanc’d, 

Move  not  comp^ion,  let  me  die  unpitied  ^ 

His  Tears,  his  Oaths,  his  Perjuries,  I pafs  o’re  ■, 

To  think  of  them  isadifeafe-,  but  death 
Should  I repeat  them.  I dare  not  deny, 

(For  Innocence  cannot  juftifie  what’s  falfe) 

But  all  the  Advocate  hath  alledgcd  concerning 
His  fallhood,  and  my  fhame,  in  my  confent. 

To  be  moft  true ; But  now  I turn  to  thee, 

TotheeV)o«  Henri^ucy  and  if  impious  AUs 
Have  left  thee  blood  enough  to  make  a blulh, 
rie  paint  it  on  thy  cheeks.  Was  not  the  wrong 
Sufficient  to  defeat  me  of  mine  honour. 

To  leave  me  full  of  forrow,  as  of  w^anr. 

The  witnefsof  thy  lull:  left  in  my  womb, 

Toteftifiethy  falffiood,  and  my  fliame  ? 

But  now  fo  many  years  I had  conceal’d 
Thy  moft  inhumane  wickednefs,  and  won 

This 
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; Tins  Gentleman,  to  hide  it  from  the  world , 

To  Father  what  was  thine  ('for  yet  by  Heaven, 

. Though  in  the  Cit)'  he  pafs’dfor  my  husband, 

He  never  knew  me  as  his  wife. ) 

I ’Tis  Ih-angc: 

; Give  him  an  Oath. 

{ OJ.  I gladly  fwcar,  and  truly. 

I J.ic.  After  all  this  (I  fay)  when  1 had  born 
I Thefe  wrongs, with  Saint- like  patience, faw  another 
Freely  enjoy,  what  was  (in  jultice)  mine, 

1 Vet  (till  fo  tender  of  thy  rell  and  quiet, 

' I never  would  divulge  it,  to  difturb 
I Thy  peace  at  home ; yet  thou  molt  barbarous, 

To  be  fo  carelcfs  of  me,  and  my  fame, 

( For  all  refped  of  thine  in  the  firft  ftep 
To  thy  bafe  lull:,  was  loft)  in  open  Court 
Topublifhmy  difgrace.^  and  on  record. 

To  write  me  up  an  ealie-yielding  wanton  ? 

I think  can  find  no  precedent : In  my  extreams. 

One  comfort  yet  is  left,  that  though  the  Law 
Divorce  me  from  thy  bed,  and  made  free  way 
To  the  unjuft  embraces  of  another,  , 

Itcannotyetdeny  that  this  thy  Son  ^ 

( Look  up  Afeamo  fince  it  is  come  out ) >■'- 

Is  thy  legitimate  heir. 

J.tm.  Confederacie .' 

A trick  (my  Lord ) to  cheat  me ; e’re  you  give 
Your  Sentence,  grant  me  hearing. 

Affift.  New  Chimera’s? 

Jam.  I am  (my  Lord)  fince  he  is  without  Iftue, 

Or  hope  of  any,  his  undoubted  heir. 

And  this  forg’d  by  the  Advocate, to  defeat  me 
Of  what  the  laws  of  Sfain  confer  upon  me, 

A meer  Impofture,  and  confpiracie  ^ 

Againft  my  future  fortunes. 

Ajfiji-.  You  are  too  bold. 

Speak  to  the  caufe  Don  Henriqne. 

Hen.  I confefs, 

(Though  the  acknowledgment  muft  wound  mine  honour, ) 
That  all  the  Court  hath  heard  touching  this  Caufe, 

(Or  with  me,  or  againft  me ) is  moft  true : 

The  later  part  my  Brother  urg’d,  excepted : 

For  what  I now  doe,  is  not  out  of  Spleen 
(As  he  pretends)  but  from  remorfe  of  confidence 
And  to  repair  the  wrong  that  I have  done 
To  this  poor  woman : And  I bel'cech  your  Lordfliip 
To  think  I have  not  fo  far  loft  my  reafon. 

To  bring  into  myfamilie,  tofucceed  me. 

The  ftranger llTue  of  anothers  Bed, 

By  proof,  this  is  my  Son,  I challenge  him. 

Accept  him,  and  acknowledge  him,  and  defire 
By  a definitive  Sentence  of  the  Court, 

H e may  be  fo  recorded,  and  full  power 
Tome,  to  take  him  home. 

Jac.  A fccond  rape 

To  the  poor  remnant  of  content  that’s  left  me. 

If  this  be  granted : and  all  my  former  wrongs 
VV'ere  but  beginnings  to  my  miferies. 

But  this  the  height  of  all ; rather  than  part 
U'ith  my  •^fcanio^  Tie  deny  my  oath, 

Profefs  my  feifa  Strumpet,  and  endure 
What punifhmcnt  foc’re  the  Court  decrees 
Againlt  a wretch  that  hath  forfworn  her  felf. 

Or  plai’d  the  impudent  whore. 

AJfi/t.  This  taftes  of  paffion. 

And  that  muft  not  divert  the  courfe  of  Juftice  •, 

Don  /Jenri^ne^  take  your  Son,  with  this  condition 
You  give  him  maintenance,  as  becomes  his  birth, 

And’twill  ftand  with  your  honour  to  doefomething 
For  this  wronged  woman  ; I will  compel  nothing, 

But  leave  it  to  your  will.  Break  up  the  Court : 

It  is  in  vain  to  move  me  ^ my  doom’s  pafs’d. 

And  cannot  be  revok’d. C Exit. 

Hen.  There’s  your  reward. 


Bar.  More  caufes,  and  fuchFees.  Now  to  ray  Wife 
I have  too  long  been  abfent ; Health  to  your  Lordfhip.  ’ 

Afc.  Y ou  all  look  ftrangely,and  I fear  believe 
This  unexpeded  fortune  makes  me  proud. 

Indeed  it  do’s  not I (hall  ever  pay  you 
The  duty  of  a fon,  and  honour  you 
Next  to  my  Father : good  my  Lord,  for  yet 
I dare  not  call  you,  uncle,  be  not  fad, 

I never  fhall  forget  thole  noble  favours 
You  did  me  being  a ftranger,  and  if  ever 
I live  to  be  the  mafter  of  a fortune, 

Y ou  fhall  command  it. 

Jam.  Since  it  was  determin’d 
I fhould  be  cozen’d,  I am  glad  the  profit 
Shall  fall  on  thee,  I am  too  tough  to  melt,  ^ ■ 
Butfomething  I will  do. 

Hen.  ’Pray  you  take  leave 
Of  your  fteward(gentle  Brother  jthe  good  husband 
That  takes  up  all  for  you.  1 
Jam.  Very  well,  mock  on,  , 

It  is  your  turn:  I may  have  mine  — ^Exit. 

oil.  But  do  not 
Forget  us,  dear  Afeanio. 

Afc.  Do  not  fear  it, 

I every  day  will  lee  you ; every  hour 
Remember  you  in  my  prayers. 

0£t.  My  grief ’s  too  great 

To  be  exprelled  in  words [[  Exit. 

Hen.  Take  that  and  leave  us,  X.  jives  many  to  Jacinto. 

Leave  us  without  reply,  nay  comeback  firrah 
And  ftudy  to  forget  fuch  things  as  thefe 
As  are  not  worth  the  knowledge.  Q Ak^.ojfers  to  follow. 

Afc.  O good  Sir , 

Thefe  are  bad  principles 

Hen.  Such  as  you  muft  learn 
Now  you  are  mine,  for  wealth  and  poverty 
Can  hold  no  friendfhip : and  what  is  my  will 
You  muft  obferve  and  do,  though  good  or  ill.  [[  Exeunt. 

SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Bartolus. 

Bar.  Where  is  my  wife  ? ’fore  heaven,  I have  done  won- 
Done  mighty  things  to  day,  my  AmarantOy  (ders 

My  heart  rejoyces  at  my  wealthy  Gleanings,  * 

A rich  litigious  Lord  I love  to  follow, 

A Lord  that  builds  his  happinefs  on  brawlings, 

0 ’tis  a blefled  thing  to  have  rich  Clyents, 

Why,  wife  I fay,  how  fares  my  ftudious  Pupil  ? 

Hard  at  it  ftill  ? ye  are  too  violent. 

All  things  muft  have  their  refts,  they  will  not  laft  elfe. 

Come  out  and  breathe.  [.Leandro  within. 

Lean.  I do  befeech  you  pardon  me, 

1 am  deeply  in  a fweet  point  Sir. 

Bar.  I’le  inftrud  ye : 

Enter  Amaranta. 

I fay  take  breath,  feek  health  firft,  then  your  ftudy. 

0 my  fweet  foul,  I have  brought  thee  golden  birds  home. 
Birds  in  abundance : I have  done  ftrange  wonders : 

There’s  more  a hatching  too. 

Am.  Have  ye  done,  good  husband  ? 

Then  ’tis  a good  day  fpent. 

Bar.  Good  enough  chicken, 

1 have  fpread  the  nets  o’th’  law,  to  catch  rich  booties. 

And  they  come  fluttering  in  : how  do's  my  Pupil  ? 

My  modeft  thing,  haft  thou  yet  fpoken  tohim  ? 

Am.  As  I paft  by  his  chamber  I might  fee  him, 

3ut  he  is  fo  bookifh. 

Bar.  And  fo  bafhfull  too, 

’ faith  he  is,  before  he  will  fpcak,  he  will  ftarve  there. 

Am.  Ipitiehimalittle. 

Bar.  So  do  I too. 

Am. 


And  if  he  plcafe  to  Mkc  the  air  o’th’ gardens, 

Or  walk  i’th’  inward  rooms,  fo  he  molcft  not 

'Bay.  He  fhall  not  trouble  thee,  he  dare  not  fpeak  to  thee. 

i 

Enttr  Moor,  vslth  Chejfe-hoard. 

Bring  out  the  ChefTe-board, — come  let’s  have  a game  wife? 
pie  try  your  mafterie,  you  fay  you  are  cunning 
i As  learned  as  ye  are,  Sir,  Hhall  beat  ye. 

£nter  Leandro. 

Bar.  Here  he  fteals  out,  put  him  not  out  of  countenance, 
Prethee  look  another  way,  he  will  be  gone  elfc  ^ 

Walk  and  refrelh  your  felf,  PU  be  with  you  prefently. 

Lean.  Pie  take  the  air  a little.  Play  at  chefs. 

Bar.  ’Twill  be  healthfull. 

j4m.  Will  ye  be  there  ? then  here  ? I’lefpare  ye  that  man. 
Lea.  Would  I were  fo  near  too,  and  a mate  fitting. 

What  think  ye.  Sir,  to  this?  have  at  your  Knight 

now. 

Bar.  ’Twas  fubtilly  play’d;  your  Queen  lies  at  my  fervice. 
Prethee  look  off,  he  is  ready  to  pop  in  again. 

Look  oft'I  fay,  do’lt  thou  not  fee  how  he  blulhes  ? 

1 do  not  blafl:  him. 

But  ye  do,  and  burn  too, 

What  killing  looks  Ihe  fteals  ? 

Bar.  I have  you  now  clofe, 

Now  for  a Mate. 

Lean.  You  are  a blefled  man  that  may  fo  have  her. 

Oh  that  I might  play  with  her f kpock,  mthln. 

Bar.  Who’s  there.?  I come, you  cannot  fcape  me  now  wife. 

I come,  I come. 

Lean.  Molt  blefled  hand  that  calls  him. 

Bar.  Play  quickly  wife. 

o4in.  ’Pray  ye  give  leave  to  think.  Sir. 

Bnter  Moor. 

Moor.  An  honeft  neighbour  that  dwells  hard  by.  Sir, 
Would  fain  f^ak  with  your  worlhip  about  bufinefs. 

The  devil  blow  him  off. 

Bar.  Play. 

I will  ftudy  : 

For  ifyou  beat  me  thus,  you  will  ftill  laugh  at  me — £kpock^ 
Bar.  He  knocks  again  ^ I cannot  ftay.  Leandro^ 

’Pray  thee  come  near. 

Lean.  I am  well.  Sir,  here^ 

Bar.  Come  hither: 

Be  not  afraid, but  come. 

Am.  Here’s  none  will  bite, Sir. 

Lean.  God  forbid  Lady. 

Am.  ’Pray  come  neareri 
Lean.  Yes  forfooth. 

Bar.  ’Prethee  obferve  thefe  men ; juft  as  they  ftand  here. 
And  fee  this  Lady  do  not  alter  ’em, 

And  be  not  partial.  Pupil. 

Lean.  No  indeed  Sir. 

Bar.  Let  her  not  move  a pawn.  Pie  come  back  prefently. 
Nay  you  ftiall  know  1 am  a Conquerour. 

Have  an  eye  Pupil  f Exit. 

Am.  Can  ye  play  at  Ch^s  Sir  ? 

Leart.  A little.  Lady. 

Am.  But  you  cannot  tell  me 
How  to  avoid  this  Mate,  and  win  the  Game  too ; 

H’as  noble  eyes : ye  dare  not  friend  me  fo  far. 

Lean.  I dare  do  any  thing  that’s  in  mans  power  Lady, 
To  be  a friend  to  fuch  a noble  beauty. 

Am.  This  is  no  Lawyers  language;  I pray  ye  tell  me, 
Whither  may  I remove.  Ye  fee  1 am  fet  round , 

To  avoid  my  husband  ? 

Lean.  I ihall  tell  ye  happily. 

But  happily  you  will  not  be  inftrufted. 

Am.  Yes, and  thank  ye  too, fhall  1 move  this  man? 
Lean.Thok  are  unfeemly:move  one  can  ferve  ye, 

. Can  honour  ye,  can  love  ye. 

^ Am.  ’Pray  ye  tell  quickly. 


He  will  return,  and  then. 

Lean.  Pic  tell  ye  inftantly. 

Move  me,  and  I will  move  any  way  to  ferve  ye, 

Move  your  heart  this  way,  Lady. 

Am.  How  ? 

Lean.  ’Pray  ye  hear  me. 

Behold  the  fpoi  t of  love,  when  he  is  imperious, 

Behold  the  flave  of  love. 

Am.  Move  my  Queen  this  way  ? 

Sure,  hc’sfomc  worthy  man  -.then  if  he  hedge  me. 

Or  here  to  open  him. 

Lean.  Do  but  behold  me  , 

If  there  be  pity  in  you,  do  but  view  rnc. 

But  view  the  mifery  I have  undertaken 
For  you,  thepovertie. 

Am.  He  will  come  prefently. 

Now  play  your  belt  Sir,  though  I lofe  this  Rook  here. 

Yet  I get  libertie. 

Lean.  Pie  feife  your  fair  hand. 

And  warm  it  with  a hundred,  hundred  kifles. 

The  God  of  love  warm  your  defires  but  equal , 

That  fliall  play  my  game  now. 

Am.  What  do  you  mean  Sir .? 

Why  do  you  ftop  me  ? 

Lean.  That  ye  may  intend  me. 

The  time  has  bleft  us  both  : love  bids  us  ufe  it. 

I ama’Gentlemari  nobly  defeended, 

Y oung  to  invite  your  love,  rich  to  maintain  it. 

I bring  a whole  heart  to  ye,  thus  I give  it. 

And  to  thofe  burning  altars  thus  I offer. 

And  thus,  divine  lips,  where  perpetual  Spring  grows 

^Am.  Take  that,  ye  are  too  fancy. 

Lean.  How,  proud  Lady  ? 

Strike  my  deierts  ? 

Am.  1 was  to  blame. 

Enter  Bartolus. 

Bar.  What  wife,  there  ? 

Heaven  keep  my  houfe  from  thieves. 

Lean.  I am  wretched : 

Opened,  difeovered,  lofttomy  wifnes. 

I ftall  be  whooted  at. 

Bar.  What  noife  was  this,  wife .? 

Why  doft  thou  fmile? 

Lean.  This  proud  thing  will  betray  me. 

Bar.  Why  thefe  lie  here .?  what  angry,  dear  ? 

Am.  No,  Sir, 

Only  a chance,  your  pupil  faid  he  plaid  well. 

And  fo  indeed  he  do’s : he  undertook  for  ye, 

Becaufe  1 would  not  fit  fo  long  time  idle, 

I made  my  liberty,  avoided  your  mate, 

And  he  again  as  cunningly  endangered  me. 

Indeed  he  put  meftrangelyto  it.  When  prefently 
Hearing  you  come,  & having  broke  his  ambufh  too. 

Having  the  fecond  time  brought  off  my  Queen  fair, 

I rofe  o’th’  fudden  fmilingly  to  fhewye. 

My  apron  caught  the  Chelfe-board,  and  the  men, 

And  there  the  noife  was. 

Bar.  Thou  art  grown  a Mafter, 

For  all  this  1 fhall  beat  ye. 

Lean.  Or  I,  Lawyer, 

For  now  I love  her  more,  ’twas  a neat  anfwer,- 
And  by  it  hangs  a mighty  hope,  I thank  her. 

She  gave  my  pate  a found  knock  that  it  rings  yetj 
But  you  fhall  have  a founder  if  I live  lawyer, 

My  heart  akes  yet,  I would  not  be  in  that  fear 

Bar.  I am  glad  ye  are  a gamefter.  Sir,  fometimes 
For  recreation  we  two  fhall  fight  hard  at  it. 

Am.  He  will  prove  too  hard  for  me. 

Lean.  I hope  he  fhall  do,  ( good  Lady. 

But  your  Chefs  board  is  too  hard  for  m'yhead,  line  that, 
Bar.  I have  been  attoning  two  moft  wrangling  neigh.- 
They  had  no  mony,  therefore  I made  even.  (hours, 

Come,  let’s  go  in  and  ear,  truly  I am  hungry. 

. . T Lean,  i 
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Lrun.  I have  eaten  already,  I mult  intreat  your  pardon, 
Bmt.  Do  as  ye  plea  le,  we  lhall  exped  ye  at  flipper. 

I le  has  got  a little  heart,  now  it  feems  handfomly. 

Vou’l  get  no  little  head,  if  I do  not  look  to  ye. 

Tc  tn.  It  ever  I do  catch  thee  again  thou  vanity 

I vvas  to  blame  to  be  foralh,  1 am  forty 


f E.xennt 


ASlfiS  Qjiartti^ , ScenaTrima, 

Enter  Don  Henrique,  Violante,  Afeanio. 


Hite. 


HEarbutmyreafons. 

Viol.  O my  patience,  hear ’em! 

Can  cunning  falfliood  colour  an  excule 
\\  itli  any  feeming  fiiape  of  borrowed  truth  ? 
Extenuate  this  vvofull  wrong,  not  error  ? 

Hen.XoM  gave  confent  that, to  defeat  my  brother 
I Ihould  take  any  courle. 
hlo.  But  not  to  make 

The  cure  more  loathfom  than  the  foul  difeafe : 
as’t  not  enough  you  tookme  to  your  bed. 

Tir’d  with  loole  dalliance,  and  with  emptie  veins, 
All  thofe  abilities  fpent  before  and  wafted. 

That  could  confer  the  name  ofmother  on  me  ? 

But  that  ( to  perfed  my  account  of  forrow 
For  my  long  barrnenefs)  you  muft  heighten  it 
By  Hievving  to  my  face,  that  you  were  truitfull 
Hug’d  in  the  bale  embraces  of  another  ? 

If  Solitude  that  dwelt  beneath  my  roof, 

And  want  of  children  vvasa  torment  to  me. 

What  end  of  my  vextion  to  behold 
A baftard  to  upbraid  me  with  my  wants  ? 

And  hear  the  name  of  father  paid  to  ye. 

Yet  know  myfelf  no  mother, 

W’hat  can  I fay  ? 

Hert.ShzW  I confefs  my  fault  and  ask  your  pardon? 
Will  that  content  ye  ? 

Fw.  If  it  could  make  void, 

W'hat  is  confirm’d  in  Court : no,  no,  Don  Henrique j 
You  Ihall  know  that  I find  my  fell  abus’d, 

And  adde  to  that,  1 have  a womans  anger, 

And  while  I look  upon  this  Bafilisk, 

Whofe  envious  eyes  have  blafted  all  my  comfort? 
Reft  confident  fic  ftudy  my  dark  ends. 

And  not  your  plealures. 

Jfc.  Noble  Lady,  hear  me, 

Not  as  my  Fathers  Ion,  but  as  your  fervant, 
Vouchfafe  to  hear  me,  for  fuch  in  my  duty, 

1 ever  will  appear:  and  far  be  it  from 
My  poor  ambition,  ever  to  look  on  you, 

But  with  that  rcvercncc,which  a llavc  ftands  bound 

fo  pay  a worthy  Miftris ; I have  heard 

That  Dames  of  higheft  place,  nay  Queens  themfeivcs 

DifJain  net  to  be  ferv’d  by  fuch  asarc 

Of  meaneft  Birth  : and  I ftiall  lie  moft  happie. 

To  l>e  cmploi’d  when  you  pleafe  to  command  me 
Even  in  the  courleft  office,  as  your  Page, 

1 can  wait  on  your  trencher , fill  your  wine. 

Carry  your  pantofles,  and  be  lometimes  blefs’cl 
In  all  humilitie  to  touch  your  feet : 

Or  if  that  you  ellecm  that  too  much  gi  ace, 

I can  run  by  your  Coach  : obferve  your  looks, 

•\iid  hope  to  gain  a fortune  by  my  fcrvice. 

With  your  go^  favour,  which  now,  as  a Son, 

1 dare  not  challenge. 
yto  As  a Son  ? 

. Forgive  me, 

I will  forget  the  name,  let  it  be  death 
For  me  to  cal  I you  Mother. 

^lo.  Still  upbraided? 

Htn.  Noway  left  to  appeafi:  you.^ 


Vto.  None : now  hear  me : 

H»ar  what  I vow  before  the  face  of  Heaven, 

And  if  I break  it,  all  plagues  in  this  life, 

And  thole  that  alter  death  are  fear’d  fall,  on  me. 

While  that  this  Baftard  ftaies  under  my  roof, 

Look  for  no  peace  at  home,  for  I renounce 
All  Offices  of  a wife. 

Hen.  What  am  I fain  to  ? 

Vij.^  will  not  eat,  nor  11 ’ep  with  you,  and  thole  hours, 
Which  I Ihould  Ipend  in  prayers  for  your  health, 

Shall  be  emploi’d  in  Curies. 

Hen.  Terrible. 

Vio.  All  the  day  long,  I’le  be  as  tedious  to  you 
As  lingring  fevers,  and  I’le  watch  the  nights. 

To  ring  aloud  your  lhame,  and  break  your  fleeps. 

Of  if  you  do  but  Humber,  rie  appear 
In  the  lhape  of  all  my  wrongs,  and  like  a fury 
Fright  you  to  madnefs,  and  if  all  this  fail 
To  work  out  my  revenge,  1 have  friends  and  kinfmen,. 

That  will  not  lit  down  tame  with  the  difgrace 
That’s  offer’d  to  our  noble  familie 
In  what  1-  fuffer. 

Hen.  How  am  I divided 
Between  the  duties  1 owe  as  a Husband, 

And  pietie  of  a Parent  ? 

Af<^.  1 am  taught  Sir 
3y  the  inftind  of  nature  that  obedience 
Which  bids  me  to  prefer  your  peace  of  min  d, 
before  thofe  pleafuresthat  are  deareft  to  me, 

^e  wholly  hers  (my  Lord)  I quit  all  parts. 

That  I may  challenge : may  you  grow  old  together. 

And  no  diftafte  e’re  find  you,  and  before 
he  Charaifters  of  age  are  printed  on  you 
May  you  fee  many  Images  of  your  felves, 

Though  Ijlikefome  falfeglafs,that’s  neverlook’din, 

Am  call  aiide,  and  broken  y from  this  hour 
f Unlefs  invited,  which  I dare  not  hope  for ) 

1 never  will  fet  my  forbidden  feet 
Over  your  threlhold : only  give  me  leave 
Though  call  off  to  the  world  to  mention  you 
In  my  devotions,’tisall  I fue  for 
And  lb  I take  my  laft  leave. 

Hen.  Though  1 am 
Devoted  to  a wife,  nay  almoft  fold 
A Have  to  ferve  her  pleafures,  yet  I cannot 
So  part  with  all  humanity,  but  I mult 
Shew  fomething  of  a Father : thou  lhalt  not  goe 
Unfurnilh’d  and  unfriended  too : take  that 
To  guard  thee  from  necelfities  *,  may  thy  goodnels 
Meet  many  favours,  and  thine  innocence 
Deferve  to  be  the  heir  of  greater  fortunes. 

Than  thou  wer’t  born  to.  Scorn  me  not  V'iolantef 
This  banilhment  is  a kind  of  civil  death. 

And  now,  as  it  were  at  his  funeral 
To  fhed  a tear  or  two,  is  not  unmanly. 

And  fo  farewel  for  ever : one  word  more, 

Though  1 muft  never  fee  thee  (my  Ajeanio) 

When  this  is  fpent  (for  fo  the  Judge  decreed) 

Send  to  me  for  fupply  : are  you  pleas’d  now  ? 

Fto.  Yes : I have  caufe : to  fee  you  howl  and  blubber 
At  the  parting  of  my  torment,  and  your  lhame. 

’Tis  well : proceed : fupply  his  wants : doe  doe : 

Let  thegreat  dower  I brought  ferve  to  maintain 
Your  Baftards  riots ; fend  my  Clothes  and  Jewels, 

To  your  old  acquaintaince,  your  dear  dame  his  Mother. 

Now  you  begin  to  melt,  I know  ’twill  follow. 

Hen.  Is  all  I doc  mifconftru’d  ? 

Fiol.  I will  take 

A courle  to  right  my  fcif,  a fpceding  one : 

By  the  blefs’d  Saints,  I will  \ if  I prove  cruel , 

The  lhame  to  fee  thy  foolilh  pity,  taught  me 
To  lofc  my  natural  foftnefs,  kccirtilflrom  me. 

Thy  ffattcries  are  infciftious,  and  I’ie  flee  thee 
As  1 would  doe  a Leper. 

Hen. 
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Hen.  Let  not  fury 

Tranfport  you  fo;  you  know  I am  your  Creature, 

All  love,  but  to  your  felf,  with  him,  hath  left  me. 

I’le  joyn  with  you  in  any  thing. 

Viol.  In  vain, 

I’le  take  mine  own  waies,and  will  have  no  partners. 

Htn.  I will  not  crofs  you. 

Viol.  Do  not,  they  lhall  find 
That  to  a Woman  of  her  hopes  beguil’d 
A Viper  trod  on,  or  an  Afpick’s  mild.  {jExenm. 

SC  ENA  II. 

£wffrLopitz,  Milanes,  Arfenio. 

Lo^.  Sits  the  game  there?  1 have  you  by  mine  order, 

I love  Leandro  for’t. 

Mil.  But  you  muft  fliew  it 
In  lending  him  your  help,  to  gain  him  means 
And  opportunity. 

Lof.  He  lhall  want  nothing, 

I know  my  Advocate  to  a hair,  and  what 
Will  fetch  him  from  his  Prayers,  if  he  ufe  any, 

I am  honyed  with  the  project : I would  have  him  horn’d 
For  a molt  precious  Beall. 

Arf.  But  you  lofe  time. 

Uf.  I am  gone,  inftrud  you  Diego.^  you  will  find  him 
A lharp  and  fubtle  Knave,  give  him  but  hints 
And  he  will  amplifie.  See  all  things  ready, 

rie  fetch  him  with  a vengeance [E.xit. 

Arf.  If  he  fail  now. 

We’ll  give  him  over  too. 

Mil.  Tulh,  he  is  lielh’d. 

And  knows  what  vein  to  ftrike  for  his  own  credit. 
ty€rf  All  things  arc  ready. 

MU.  Then  we  lhall  have  a merry  Scene,  ne’re  fear  it. 

[Exennt. 

SCEN  A III. 

Enter  Amaranta,  with  a note.^  and  Moor. 

Amar.  Is  thy  Mailer  gone  out  ? 

Moor.  Even  now,  the  Curate  fetch’d  him, 

About  a ferious  bufinefs  as  it  leem’d. 

For  hefnatch’duphisCloak,  and  brufii’d  hisHat  llraight, 
Set  his  Band  handfomely,  and  out  he  gallop’d. 

Amar.  ’Tis  well,  'tis  very  well,  he  went  out,  Egla.^ 

As  luckily,  as  one  would  fay,  go  Husband, 

He  was  call’d  by  providence ; fling  this  Ihort  Paper 
Into  Leandroh  Cell,  and  waken  him, 

He  is  monllrous  vexed,  andmully,  atmy  Chefs-play, 

But  this  lhall  fupple  him,  when  he  has  read  it: 

Take  your  own  Recreation  for  two  hours, 

And  hinder  nothing. 

fJVfoor.  If  I do.  I’ll  hang  for’t.  {Exeunt. 

SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Odavio,  Jaciiitha. 

0&:a.  If  that  you  lov’d  Afcanib  for  himfelf. 

And  not  your  private  ends,  you  rather  Ihould 
Blefs  the  fair  opportunity,  that  rellores  him 
To  his  Birth-right,  and  the  Honours  he  was  born  to. 

Than  grieve  at  his  good  Fortune. 

fac.  Grieve,  Octavio  ? 

I would  refign  my  Ellence,  that  he  were 
As  happy  as  my  love  could  falhion  him. 

Though  every  blelTing  that  Ihould  fall  on  him, 

Might  prove  a curfe  to  me : my  forrow  fprings 
Out  of  my  fear  and  doubt  he  is  not  fafe. 

I am  acquainted  with  Don  Henriciue's  nature,- 
And  I have  heard  too  much  the  fiery  temper 
Of  Madam  Violante:  canyon  think 
That  Ihe,  that  almoll  is  at  war  with  Heaven 
For  being  barren,  will  with  equal  eyes 
Behold  a Son  of  mine  ? 


OCta.  His  Father’s  care. 

That  for  the  want  ot  Illiic,  took  him  home, 

(Though  with  the  forfeiture  of  his  own  fame) 

Will  look  unto  his  fafety. 
fac.  Step-mothers 

Have  many  eyes,  to  find  a way  to  mifehief. 

Though  blind  to  goodnefs. 

Enter  Jamie  and  Alcanio, 

Otia.  Here  comes  Don  Jamie., 

And  with  him  our  Afeanio. 

Jam.  Good  youth  leave  me, 

I know  thou  art  forbid  my  company. 

And  only  to  be  feen  with  me,  will  call  on 
Thy  Fathers  anger. 

Arf.  Sir,  if  that  to  ferve  you 
Could  lofe  me  any  thing  (as  indeed  it  cannot) 

I Itill  would  follow  you.  Alas  I was  born 
To  do  you  hurt,  but  not  to  help  my  felf, 

I was,  for  fome  particular  end,  took  home. 

But  am  call  off  again. 

Jam.  Is’t  poffible  ? 

Afc.  The  Lady,  whom  my  Father  calls  his  Wife, 

Abhors  my  light,  is  lick  of  me,  and  forc’d  him 
To  turn  me  out  of  doors. 

Jac.  By  my  bell  hopes 
I thank  her  cruelty,  for  it  comes  near 
A faving  Charity. 

Afc.  I am  only  happy 
That  yet  I can  relieve  you,  ’pray  you  lhare : 

My  Father’s  wondrous  kind,  and  promifes 
That  I Ihould  be  fupplied : but  fure  the  Lady 
Isa  malicious  Woman,  and  1 fear 
Means  me  no  good. 

Enter  Servant. 

Jan).  I am  turn’d  a Hone  with  wondef, 

And  know  not  what  to  think. 

Ser.  From  my  Lady, 

Your  private  ear,  and  this 

Jam.  New  Miracles .? 

Ser.  She  fays,  if  you  dare  make  your  felf  a Fortune, 

She  will  propofe  the  means  ^ my  Lord  Don  Henrique 
Is  now  from  home,  and  Ihe  alone  experts  you. 

If  you  dare  trull  her,  fo,  if  not  defpair  of 
A fecond  offer*  {Exit. 

Jam.  Though  there  were  an  Ambufh 
Laid  for  my  life,  I’le  on  and  foUnd  this  fecrei. 

Retire  thee,  my  Afeanio,  with  thy  Mother : 

But  Itir  not  forth,  fome  great  defign’s  on  foot^ 

Fall  what  can  fall,  if  e’re  the  Sun  be  fet 
I fee  you  not,  give  me  for  dead* 

Ajc.  We  will  expert  you. 

And  thofe  blefs’d  Angels,  that  love  goodnels,  guard  you. 

{Exeunt, 

SCENA  V. 

Enter  Lopez  and  BartoluS. 

’Bar.  Is’t  polfible  he  Ihould  be  rich.? 

Lop.  Moltpolfible, 

He  hath  been  long, though  he  had  but  little  gettings/ 
Drawing  together,  Sir. 

Bar.  Accounted  a poor  Sexton, 

Honell  poor  Diego. 

Lop.  lalfureye,  a clofe  Fellow, 

Both  clofe, and  Icraping,  and  that  fills  the  Bags,  Sir,' 

Bar.  A notable  good  fellow  too  ? 

Lop.  Sometimes,  Sir, 

When  he  hop’d  to  drink  a man  into  a Surfeit,' 

That  he  might  gain  by  his  Grave. 

Bar.  So  many  thoufands? 

Lop.  Heaven  knows  what. 

Bar.  ’Tis  flrange, 

’Tis  very  flrange  5’  but  we  lee  by  endeavour,'  , 

T 2'  --  . ■ --  And 
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Lop.  J/1/0,  by  continuance 
Grew  from  a filly  Calf  (with  your  worfliips  reverence) 

To  carry  a Bull,  from  a penny,  to  a pound.  Sir, 

And  from  a pound,  to  many;  ’tis  the  progrefs. 

B.$r.  Ye  fay  true,  but  he  lov’d  to  feed  well  alfo, 

And  that  me-thinks 

Lop.  From  another  mans  Trencher,  Sir, 

And  there  he  found  it  fcafon’d  with  fmall  charge : 

There  he  would  play  the  Tyrant,  and  would  devour  ye 
More  than  the  Graves  he  made ; at  home  he  liv’d 
Likea Camelion,  fuckt th’Air  ofmifery,  \7abk  out,  sun- 
And  grew  fat  by  the  Brewisof  an  Egg-fliell,  \diJh,PaptrfStooli. 
Would  fmell  a Cooks-lhop,  and  go  home  and  furfeit. 

And  be  a month  in  falling  out  that  Fever. 

B.zr.  Thcfe  are  good  Symptoms : do’s  he  lye  fo  fick  fay  ye? 
Lop.  Oh,  very  fick. 

B.tr.  And  chofen  me  Executor  ? 

Lop.  Only  your  Worlhip. 

'Bar.  No  hope  of  his  amendment? 

Lop.  None,  that  we  find. 

' Bar.  fie  hath  no  Kinfmen  neither  ? 

Lop.  ’Truth,  very  few, 

Bar.  His  mind  will  be  the  quieter. 

What  Do(ftors  has  he  ? 

Lop.  There’s  none.  Sir,  he  believes  in. 

Bar.  They  are  but  needlefs  things,  in  fuch  extremities. 
Who  draws  the  good  mans  W^ill  ? 

Lop.  Marry  that  do  I,  Sir, 

And  to  my  grief. 

Bar.  Griefwill  do  little  now.  Sir, 

Draw  it  to  your  comfort.  Friend,  and  as  I counfel  ye, 

An  honeft:  man,  but  fuch  men  live  not  always : 

W’ho  are  about  him  ? 

Lop.  Many,  now  he  is  pafiing. 

That  would  pretend  to  his  love,  yes,  and  fome  Gentlemen 
That  would  fain  counfel  him,  and  be  of  his  Kindred 
Rich  men  can  want  no  Heirs,  Sir. 

Bar.  They  do  ill. 

Indeed  they  do,  to  trouble  him  •,  very  ill.  Sir. 

But  we  lhall  take  a care. 

Enter  Diego,  a Bed,  Milancs,  Arfenio,  and  Parilhioners. 

Lop.  Will  ye  come  near,  Sir  ? 

'Pray  ye  bring  him  out  ■,  now  ye  may  fee  in  what  (late : 

Give  him  frelh  Air. 

Bar.  I am  forry.  Neighbour  Dieao, 

To  find  ye  in  fo  weak  a Hate. 

Die.  Ye  are  welcome. 

But  I am  fleeting.  Sir. 

Bar.  Me  thinks  he  looks  well. 

His  colour  frelh,  andllrong,  his  eyes  ate  chearful. 

Lop.  A glimmering  before  death,  ’tis  nothing  elfe.  Sir, 
Do  you  fee  how  he  fumbles  with  the  Sheet  ? do  ye  note  that  ? 

Dt.  My  learned  Sir,  ’pray  ye  fit ; I am  bold  to  fend  for  ye, 
To  take  a care  of  what  I leave. 

Lop.  Do  ye  hear  that  ? 
j4rf.  Play  the  Knave  finely. 

Die.  So  I will,  I warrant  ye, 

And  carefully. 

Bar.  ’Pray  yc  do  not  trouble  him. 

You  fee  he’s  weak  and  has  a wandring  fancy. 

Dt.  My  honcfl  Neighbours,  weep  not,  1 mult  leave  ye, 

I cannot  always  bear  yc  company, 

We  mull  drop  Hill,  there  is  no  remedy.* 

’Pray  ye  Mafter  Curate,  will  ye  Write  myTeftamcnt, 

And  write  it  largely  it  may  be  remembred. 

And  be  witnefs  to  my  Legacies,  good  Gentlemen  i 
Your  Worlhip  I do  make  my  full  Executor, 

You  arc  a man  of  wit  and  undcrltanding : 

Give  me  a cup  of  Wine  to  raife  my  Spirits, 

For  I fpeak  low  .*  I would  before  thefe  Neighbours 
Havc'/ctofwear,  Sir,  that  you  will  fee  it  executed. 

And  what  I give  let  equally  be  rendred 

For  my  fouls  health. 

Bar.  1 vow  it  truly.  Neighbours, 

Let  not  that  trouble  ye,  before  all  thcfe, 

Once  more  1 give  my  Oath. 

Die.  Then  let  me  higher. 

And  pray  ye  come  near  me  all. 

Lop.  We  are  ready  for  ye. 

Mil.  Now  fpur  the  Afs,  and  get  our  friend  time. 

Die.  Firft  then. 

After  1 have  given  my  body  to  the  worms, 

(For  they  mult  be  lerv’d  firll,  they  are  feldom  cozen’d.) 
Lop.  Remember  your  Parilli,  Neighbour. 

Die.  You  fpeak  truly,  ^ 

I do  remember  it,  a lewd  vile  Parilh, 

And  pray  it  may  be  mended : To  the  poor  of  it, 

(Which  is  to  all  the  Parilli)  1 give  nothing. 

For  nothing,  unto  nothing,  is  molt  natural. 

Yet  leave  as  much  fpace,  as  will  build  an  Holpital, 

Their  Children  may  pray  for  me. 

Bar.  What  do  you  give  to  it? 

Die.  Set  down  two  thoufand  Duckets. 

Bar.  ’Tis  a good  gift. 

And  will  be  long  remembred. 

Die.  To  your  worlliip, 

(Becaufe  you  mull  take  pains  to  lee  all  finilli’d) 

I give  two  thoufand  more,  it  may  be  three,  Sir, 

A poor  gratuity  for  your  pains-taking. 

Bar.  Thefe  are  large  fums. 

Lop.  Nothing  to  him  that  has  ’em. 

Die.  To  my  old  Mailer  Vicar,  I give  five  hundred, 

(Five  hundred  and  five  hundred  are  too  few.  Sir) 

But  there  be  more  to  ferve. 

Bar.  This  fellow  coins  fure.  (Books, 

Die.  Give  me  fome  more  drink.  Pray  ye  buy  Books,  buy 
You  have  a learned  head,  fluff  it  with  Libraries, 

And  underlland  ’em,  v/hen  ye  have  done,  ’tis  Juflice. 

Run  not  the  Parilh  mad  with  Controverfies, 

Nor  preach  Abllinence  to  longing  Women, 

’Twill  burge  the  bottoms  of  their  Conlciences ; 

I would  give  the  Church  new  Organs,  but  I prophefie 
TheChurch- wardens  would  quickly  pipe’em  out  o’th’Parilli, 
Two  hundred  Duckets  more  to  mend  the  Chancel, 

And  to  paint  true  Orthographie,  as  many, 

They  write  Smt  with  a C,  which  is  abominable, 

’Pray  you  fet  that  down  *,  to  poor  Maidens  Marriages. 

Lop.l  that’s  well  thoughtof, what’s  your  will  in  that  point? 
A meritorious  thing. 

Bar.  No  end  of  this  Will  ? 

Die.  I ^iveper  annum  two  hundred  Ells  of  Lockram, 

That  there  be  no  flrait  dealings  in  their  Linnens, 

But  the  Sails  cut  according  to  their  Burthens. 

To  all  Bell-ringers,  I bequeath  new  Ropes, 

And  let  them  ufe  ’em  at  their  own  diferetions. 
cx/r/  You  may  remember  us. 

Die.-'  I do  good  Gentlemen, 

And  I bequeath  you  both  good  careful  Surgions, 

A Legacy,  you  have  need  of,  more  than  mony, 

1 know  you  want  good  Diets,  and  good  L.otions, 

And  in  yoor  pleafures,  good  take  heed. 

Lop.  He  raves  now. 

But 'twill  be  quickly  off. 

Die.  I do  bequeath  ye 

Commodities  of  Pins,  Brown-papers,  Pack-threads, 

Roll  Pork,  and  Puddings,  Ginger-bread,  and  Jews-truraps, 
Of  penny  Pipes,  and  mouldy  Pepper,  take  ’em, 

Take’cm  even  where  you  plcafe  and  be  cozen’d  with  ’em,  i 
I fliould  bequeath  ye  Executions  alfo, 

But  thofe  I’lc  leave  to  th’  Law. 

Lop.  Now  he  grows  temperate. 

Bar.  You  will  give  no  more  ? 

Die.  I am  loth  to  give  more  from  ye, 

Becaufe  I know  you  will  have  a care  to  execute. 

®nly,  to  pious  ufes.  Sir,  a little. 

Bar.  If  he  be  worth  all  thefe,  I am  made  for  ever. 

' Die.  , 
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Die.  I give  to  fatal  Dames,  tliat  fpin  mens  threads  out, 
And  poordiltrelf.'dDamfcls,  that  arc  militant 
As  members  of  our  own  Alilicftions, 

A hundred  Crowns  to  buy  warm  Tubs  to  work  in, 

I give  five  hundred  pounds  to  buy  a Church  yard, 

A Ipacious  Church  yaid,  to  lay  Thieves  and  Knaves  in, 

Ric^ men  and  honcif  men  take  all  the  room  up. 

Lop.  Are  ye  not  weary  ? 

Dk.  Ni-'ver  of  well  doing. 

Thefe  arc  mad  Legacies. 

Dte.  Tiicy  were  got  as  madly  ^ 

My  Sheep,  and  Oxen,  and  my  moveables. 

My  Plate,  and  Jewels,  and  five  hundred  Acres-, 

I have  no  heirs. 

Bar.  This  cannot  be,  ’tis  monftrous. 

Die.  Three  Ships  at  Sea  too. 

Bar.  You  have  made  me  full  Executor  ? 

Die.  Full,  full,  and  total,  would  I had  more  to  give  ye, 

But  thefe  may  ferve  an  honefi;  mind. 

'Bar.  Ye  fay  true, 

A very  horieft  mind,  and  make  it  rich  too ; 

Rich,  wondrous  rich,  but  where  lhall  I raife  thefe  moneys, 
About  your  houfc  ? 1 fee  no  fuch  great  promifes ; 

Where  lliall  I find  thefe  fums.? 

Die.  Even  where  you  pleafe,  Sir, 

You  are  wife  and  provident,  and  know  bufinefs, 

Ev’n  raife  ’em  where  you  fiiall  think  good,  I am  reafonable. 

Bar.  Think  good?  will  that  raife  thoufands 
Wnat  do  you  make  me  ? 

Dte.  You  have  fworn  to  fee  it  done, that’s  all  my  comfort. 
Bar.  Where  I pleafe  ? this  is  pa(±’d  fure  to  difgrace  me. 
Dte.  Yeare  juft,  and  honeft,  and  I know  you  will  do  it, 
Ev’n  where  you  pleafe,  for  you  know  wtiere  the  wealth  is. 

Bar.  I am  abufed,  betrayed,  1 amlaugh’dat,  fcorn’d. 
Baffl’d,  and  beared,  itfeems. 
j^rJ.  No,  no,  ye  are  fooled. 

Lop.  Moft  finely  fooled,  and  handfomely,  and  neatly. 
Such  cunning  Mafters  muft  be  fool’d  fometiraes.  Sir, 

And  have  their  Worlhips  nofes  wiped,  ’tis  healthful, 

We  are  but  quit : you  fool  us  of  our  moneys 
In  every  Caufe,  in  every  Quiddit  wipe  us.  (men. 

Die.  Ha,ha,ha,ha,fome  more  drink,  for  my  heart,  Gcntle- 

This  merry  Lawyer ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  this  Scholar 

1 think  this  fit  will  cure  me ; this  Executor 

I (hall  laugh  out  my  Lungs. 

Bar.  This  is  derillon  above  fufferance,  villany 
Plotted  and  fet  againft  me. 

Die.  Faith  ’tis  Knavery, 

In  troth  I muft  confefs,  thou  art  fool’d  indeed.  Lawyer. 

MU.  Did  you  think,  had  this  man  been  rich 

Bar.  ’Tis  well,  Sir. 

Mil.  He  would  have  chofen  fuch  a Wolf,  a Canker, 

A Maggot-pate,  to  be  his  whole  Executor? 

Lop.  A Lawyer,  that  entangles  all  mens  honefties, 

And  lives  like  a Spider  in  a Cobweb  lurking. 

And  catching  at  all  Flies,  that  pafs  his  pit-falls  ? 

Puts  powder  to  all  States,  to  make  ’em  caper  ? 

Would  he  truft  you?  Do  you  deferve  ? 

Dte.  I find.  Gentlemen, 

This  Cataplafm  of  a well  cozen’d  Lawyer 
Laid  to  my  ftomach,  lenifies  my  Feaver, 

Methinks  I could  eat  now,  and  walk  a little. 

Bar.  I am  alham’d  to  feel  how  flat  I am  cheated, 
Howgrofsly,  and  malicioufly  made  a May-game, 

A damned  trick ; my  Wife,  my  Wife,  fome  Rafcal : 

My  Credit,  and  my  Wife,  fome  luftful  Villain, 

Some  Bawd,  fome  Rogue. 

.^rf.  Some  crafty  Fool  has  found  ye : 

This  ’tis,  Sir,  to  teach  ye  to  be  too  bufie, 

To  covet  all  the  gains,  and  all  the  rumours. 

To  have  a ftirring  Oare  in  all  mensaflions. 

Lop.  We  did  this,  but  to  vex  your  fine  officioufnefs. 

Bar. Good  yield  ye,  and  good  thank  ye ; 1 am  fooled,  Gen- 
' The  Lawyer  is  an  Afs,  I do  confefs  it,  (tlemen*. 


A weak  dull  ihallow  Als : good  even  to  your  Worfliips : 
Vicar,  remember  Vicar,  Rafcal,  remember, 

T hou  notable  rich  Ralcal. 

Die.  I do  remember.  Sir, 

’Pray  ye  ftay  a little,  1 liavecv’n  two  Legacies 
To  make  your  mouth  up.  Sir. 

Bar.  Remember  Varlets, 

Quake  and  remember.  Rogues ; 

I have  brine  for  your  Buttocks.  , {Exit. 

Lop.  Oh  how  he  frets,  and  fumes  now  like  a Dunghil  1 
Die.  His  gall  contains  fine  ftuffnowtomakepoyfons, 
Rare  damned  Ituffl  ' 

airf.  Let’s  after  him,  and  Hill  vex  him, 

And  take  my  Friend  off:  by  this  time  he  has  profper’d, 

He  cannot  lofe  this  dear  time:  ’tis  impoQiblc. 
eJMd.  Well  Diego.,  thou  haft  done. 

Lop.  Haft  done  it  daintily. 

iJMtl.  And  fliait  be  as  well  paid.  Boy— 

j4rf.  Go,  let’s  crucifie  him.  {E-xenm. 

SC  ENA  VI. 

Enter  Amaranta,  Leandro. 

Lean.  I have  told  ye  all  my  ftory,  and  how  defperately. 
Ama.  I do  believe : let’s  walk  on,  time  is  pretious, 

I'lot  to  be  fpent  in  words,  here  no  more  wooing, 

The  open  Air’s  an  enemy  to  Lovers, 

Do  as  I tell  ye. 

Lean.  Tie  do  any  thing, 
am  fo  over-joy n’d,  Tie  fly  to  ferve  ye. 

Am.  Take  your  joy  moderately,  as  it  is  miniftred^ 

And  as  the  caufe  invites : that  man’s  a fool 
That  at  the  fight  o’th’  Bond,  dances  and  leaps, 

Then  is  the  true  joy,  when  the  mony  comes. 

Lean.  You  cannot  now  deny  me. 

Ama.  Nay,  you  know  not. 

Women  have  crotchets,  and  ftrange  fits. 

Lean.  You  fliall  not. 

Ama.  Hold  ye  to  that  and  fwear  it  confidently, 

Then  I ftiall  make  a fcriiple  to  deny  ye : 

’Pray  ye  let’s  ftep  in,  and  fee  a friend  of  mine, 

The  weather’s  fharp : we’ll  ftay  but  half  an  hour. 

We  may  be  raifs’d  elfe : a private  fine  houfe  ’tis, Sir, 

And  we  may  find  many  good  welcomes. 

Lean.  Do  Lady, 

Do  happy  Lady. 

Ama.  All  your  mind’s  of  doing. 

You  muft  be  modeller. 

Lean.  I will  be  any  thing.  {Exeunt, 

SCENA  VII. 

Enter  Bartolus. 

Bar.  Open  the  doors,  and  give  me  room  to  chafe  in 
Mine  own  room,  and  my  liberty : why  Maid  there. 

Open  I fay,  and  do  not  anger  me, 

I am  fubjed  to  much  fury  -.  when,  ye  Difli  clout  ? 

When  do  ye  come  ? alleep  ye  lazie  Hell-hound  ? 

Nothing  intended,  but  your  eale,  and  eating? 

No  body  here?  why  Wife,  why  Wife?  why  Jewel? 

No  tongue  to  anfwer  me  ? pre’thee,  good  Pupil, 

Difpenfe  a little  with  thy  careful  ftudy. 

And  ftep  to  th’  door,  and  let  me  in  ^ nor  he  neither  ? 

Ha!  not  at’s  ftudy  ? norafleep?  nor  no  body? 

Tie  make  ye  hear : the  houfe  of  ignorance, 

No  found  inhabits  here : I have  a Key  yet 
That  commands  all : I fear  I am  Metamorphiz’d . 

fwttr  Lopez,  Arfenio,  Milanes,  Diego. 

Lop.  He  keeps  his  fury  ftill,  and  may  do  mifehief. 

Mil.  Helhall  be  hang’d  firft,  we’ll  be  fticklers  there,  boys. 
Die.  The  hundred  thoufand  Dreams  now, that  poflefs  him 
Of  jealoufie,  and  of  revenge,  and  frailtie, 

Of  drawing  Bills  againft  us,  and  Petitions. 
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i Lop.  And  calling  what  his  credit  (hall  recover. 

Mtl.  Let  him  call  till  his  Maw  come  up,  we  care  not. 

■ You  fhall  be  Hill  Icciircd.  \_A grcAt  noife  rvithin. 

■ 'Dk.  W’e’ll  pay  him  home  then  *, 

' Hark  what  a noife  he  keeps  within ! 

; Lop.  Certain 

^ H’as  let  his  Chimneys  o’  lire,  or  the  Devil  roars  there, 
j D:e.  The  Codixes  o’th’  Law  are  broke  loofc,  Gentlemen. 
Arf.  He’s  fighting  lure. 

I Lit.  I’le  tell  ye  that  immediately [Exit. 

1 Or  doing  Ibme  llrangc  out  rage  on  himfelf. 

! Arf.  Hang  him,  he  dares  not  be  fo  valiant. 

Enter  Diego. 

r>te.  There’s  no  body  at  home, and  he  chafes  like  a Lyon, 
And  llinks  WMthal.  [Noife fitll. 

L(p.  Nobody? 

Lie.  Not  a Creature, 

Nothing  within,  but  he  and  his  Law-tempefl:, 

The  Ladles,  Dilhes,  Kettles,  how  they  flie  all ! 

And  how  the  GlalTes  through  the  Rooms ! 

Enter  Bartolus. 

j Arf.  My  friend  fure 

Has  got  her  out,  and  now  he  has  made  an  end  on’t. 

Lop.  See  where  the  Sea  comes  ? how  it  foams, and  bruftles? 
The  great  Leviathan  o’th’Law,  how  it  tumbles  ? 

"Bar.  Made  every  way  an  Afs  ? abus’d  on  all  fides  ? 

And  from  all  quarters,  people  come  to  laugh  at  me  ? 

Rife  like  a Comet,  to  be  wonder’d  at  ? 
j A horrid  Comet,  for  Boys  tongues,  and  Ballads  ? 

! I will  run  from  my  wits. 

I 

Enter  Amaranta,  Leandro. 

Arf.  Do,  do,  good  Lawyer, 

And  from  thy  mony  too,  then  thou  wilt  be  quiet. 

Mil.  Here  Ihc  comes  home : now  mark  thefalutations ; 
How  like  an  Afs  my  friend  goes  ? 

<iMrf.  She  has  pull’d  his  cars  down. 

Bar.  Now,  what  fweet  voyage  ? to  what  Garden,  Lady? 
Or  to  what  Coufins  houfe  ? 

Ama.  Is  this  my  welcome  ? 

I cannot  go  to  Church,  but  thus  I am  fcandal'd, 

life  no  devotion  for  my  foul,  but  Gentlemen 

Bar.  To  Church? 

Amar.  Yes,  and  ye  keep  fweet  youths  to  wait  upon  me. 
Sweet  bred-up  youths,  to  be  a credit  to  me. 

There’s  your  delight  again,  pray  take  him  to  ye, 
i He  never  comes  near  me  more  to  debafe  me.  (ye 

- .fi^r.How’s  this?how’s  this?good  wife,how,has  he  wrong’d 
j Ama.  1 was  fain  to  drive  him  like  a fheep  before  me, 

I I blulh  to  think  how  people  fleer’d,  and  fcorn’d  me. 

Others  have  handfomemen,  that  know  behaviour. 

Place,  and  obfervance:  this  filly,  thing  knows  nothing. 
Cannot  tell  ten  ; let  every  Rafcal  juftie  me, 

And  ftill  I pufh’d  him  on  as  he  had  been  coming. 

Bar.  Ha!  did  ye  pulh  him  on?  is  he  fo  Itupid? 

Ama.  When  others  were  attentive  to  the  Prieffc, 

! Good  devout  Gentleman,  then  fell  he  fafl, 

^ Fafl,  found  afleep;  then  firfl  began  the  Bag-pipes, 

* The  fcvcral  flops  on’s  nofe  made  a rare  mufick, 

A rare  and  loud,  and  thofe  plaid  many  an  Anthem. 

I Put  out  of  that,  he  Icll  flraight  into  dreaming. 

Arf  As  cunning,  asfhc  isfwcct^  I like  this  carriage. 

! Bar.  W’hat  did  he  then  ? 

! Ama.  Why  then  he  talked  in  his  Sleep  too, 

’ Nay,  ric  divulge  your  moral  vertues(fhccps  face) 

' And  talk’d  aloud,  that  every  ear  was  lixt  to  him: 

’ Did  not  I fuller  (do  you  think)  in  this  time  ? 

Talk  of  your  bawling  Law,  of  appellations 
[declarations,  and  Excommunications: 

U arrants,  and  Executions : and  fuch  Devils 

T‘  at  drove  all  the  Gentlemen  out  o’th’  Church,  by  hurryes. 

With  execrable  oaths,  they  v/ould  never  come  there  again. 


Thus  am  I ferved  and  mail’d. 

Lean.  I pray  ye  forgive  me, 

I muft  confefs  I am  not  fit  to  wait  upon  ye : 

Alas,  I was  brought  up ' 

Ama.  To  be  an  Afle, 

A Lawyers  Afle,  to  carry  Books,  and  Buckrams. 

Bar.  But  what  did  you  at  Church  ? 

Lop.  At  Church,  did  you  ask  her  ? 

Do  you  hear  Gentlemen,  do  you  mark  that  queftion  ? 
Becaufe  you  are  half  an  Heretick  your  felf,  Sir, 

Would  ye  breed  her  too  ? this  fliall  to  the  Inquifition, 

A pious  Gentlewoman  reproved  for  praying  ? 

Tie  fee  this  filed,  and  you  lhall  hear  further,  Sir. 

Arf  Ye  have  an  ill  heart. 

Lop.  It  fhall  be  found  out,  Gentlemen, 

There  be  thofe  youths  will  fearch  it. 

Die.  You  are  warm  Signiour, 

But  a Faggot  will  warm  ye  better : we  are  witnefles. 

Lop.  Enough  to  hang  him,  do  not  doubt. 

(iJlLiL  Nay  certain, 

I do  believe  h’as  rather  no  Religion.  (Sir  ? 

Zcp.That  muft  be  known  too,  becaufe  file  goes  to  Church, 

0 monflrum  informe  ingens  ! 

Die.  Let  him  go  on,  Sir, 

His  wealth  will  build  a Nunnery,  a fair  one, 

And  this  good  Lady,  when  he  is  hang’d  and  rotten, 

May  there  be  Abbefs. 

Bar.  You  are  cozen’d,  honefl  Gentlemen, 

1 do  not  forbid  the  ufe  but  the  form,  mark  me. 

Lop.  Form?  what  do  you  make  of  form .? 

Bar.  They  will  undo  me. 

Swear,  as  I oft  have  done,  and  fo  betray  me  ^ 

I mull  make  fair  way,  and  nereafter.  Wife, 

You  are  welcome  home,  and  henceforth  take  your  pleafure, 
Go  when  ye  flia'u  think  fit,  I will  not  hinder  ye, 

My  eyes  are  open  now,  and  I fee  my  errour. 

My  fhame,  as  great  as  that,  but  I mufl  hide  it. 

T he  whole  conveyance  now  I fmeil,  but  Bafla, 

Another  time  muft  ferve  .•  you  fee  us  friends,  now 
Heartily  fiends,  and  no  more  chiding.  Gentlemen, 

I have  been  toofoolilh,  I confefs,  no  more  words, 

No  more,  1 vvect  Wife. 

Ama.  You  knpw  my  eafie  nature. 

Bar.  Go  get  ye  in:  you  fee  fhe  has  been  angry : 

Forbear  her  light  a while  and  time  will  pacify  j 
And  learn  to  be  more  bold. 

Lean.  I would  I could, 

I will  do  all  lam  able.  [Exit. 

Bar.  Do  Leandro.^ 

We  will  not  part,  but  friends  of  all  hands. 

Lop.  Well  laid. 

Now  ye  are  reafonable,  we  can  look  on  ye. 

Bar.  Ye  have  jerkt  me : but  for  all  that  I forgive  ye. 
Forgive  ye  heartily,  and  do  invite  ye 
To  morrow  to  a Breakfafl,  I make  but  feldom. 

But  now  we  will  be  merry. 

Arf.  Now  ye  are  friendly. 

Your  doggednefs  and  niggardize  flung  from  ye. 

And  now  we  will  come  to  ye. 

Bar.  Give  me  your  hands,  allj 
You  fhall  be  welcome  heartily. 

Lop.  We  will  be, 

'or  we’ll  eat  hard. 

Bar.  The  harder,  the  more  welcome, 

And  till  the  morning  farewell  I have  bufinefs.  [Exit. 

MU.  Farewel  good  bountiful  Bartolnsj  ’tis  a brave  wench, 

A fuddain  witty  thief,  and  worth  all  fervice : 

Go  we’ll  all  go,  and  crucifie  the  Lawyer. 

Die.  Tie  clap  four  tire  of  teeth  into  my  mouth  more 
iut  I will  grind  his  fubftance. 

Arf.  Well  Leandro  J 

Thou  hafl  had  a flrange  Voyage,  but  I hope 
Thou rid’ft  now  in  fafe  harbour. 
tJMU.  Let’s  go  drink.  Friends, 

And 
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And  laugh  aloud  at  all  our  merry  may-games. 

£j)p.  A match,  a match,  ’twill  whet  our  ftomachs  better. 

[_€xeunt. 


ASin<s  Quintus*  Scena  Frinta, 

Enter  Violante  and  Servant. 

Ser.  TV  If  Adam,  he’s  come.  {Chair  and  fiools  out  • 

J^j.  yioL  ’Tis  well,  how  did  he  look,  (led? 
When  he  knew  from  whom  you  were  fent  ? was  he  not  ftart- 
Or  confident?  or  fearful? 

Ser.  As  appear’d 

Like  one  that  knew  his  fortune  at  the  worlt. 

And  car’d  not  what  could  follow. 
rtol.  ’Tis  the  better. 

Reach  me  a Chair ; fo,  bring  him  in,  be  careful 
That  none  difturb  us : I will  try  his  temper. 

And  if  1 find  him  apt  for  my  employments. 

Enter  Jamie,  Servant. 

’le  work  him  to  my  ends ; if  not,  I lhall 
Find  other  Engines. 

Ser.  There’s  my  Lady. 
yiol.  Leave  us. 

Jam.  You  lent  for  me? 

Tw/.  I did,  and  do’s  the  favour. 

Your  prefent  Rate  confidered  and  my  powef^ 

Deferve  no  greater  Ceremony  ? 

Jam.  Ceremonie? 

I ufe  to  pay  that  where  I owe  a duty, 

Not  to  my  Brothers  wife : I cannot  fawn. 

If  you  expert  it  from  me,  you  are  cozen’d, 

And  fo  farewel. 

rtol.  Hebearsupftill;  I like  it. 

Pray  you  a word. 

Jam.  Yes,  1 will  give  you  hearing 
On  equal  terms,  and  fit  by  you  as  a friend. 

But  not  (band  as  a Sutor  i Now  your  pleafure  ? 
rial.  You  are  very  bold. 

Jam.  ’Tis  fit;  fince  you  are  proud, 

I was  not  made  to  feed  that  foolifh  humour, 

With  flattery  and  obfervance. 

Yet,  with  your  favour, 

A little  form  joyn’d  with  refped  to  her, 

That  can  add  to  your  wants,  or  free  you  from  ’em 
(Nay  raife  you  to  a fate,  beyond  your  hopes) 

Might  well  become  your  wifdom. 

Jam.  It  would  rather 
Write  me  a Fool,  fliould  I but  only  think 
That  any  good  to  me  could  flow  from  you. 

Whom  for  fo  many  years  I have  found  and  prov’d 
My  greatefl  Enemy : I am  ftill  the  fame. 

My  wants  have  not  transform’d  me : I dare  tell  you, 

To  your  new  cerus’d  face,  what  I have  fpoken 
Freely  behind  your  back,  what  I think  of  you. 

You  are  the  proudefl  thing,  and  have  the  leaffc 
Reafon  to  be  fo  that  I ever  read  of. 

In  ftature  you  are  a Giantefs ; and  your  Tailor 
Takes  meafure  of  you  with  a Jacobs  Staff, 

Or  he  can  never  reach  you,  this  by  the  way 
For  your  large  fize : now,  in  a word  or  two. 

To  treat  of  your  Complexion  were  decorum : 

You  are  fo  far  from  fair,  I doubt  your  Mother 
Was  too  familiar  with  the  Moor  that  ferv’d  her. 

Your  Limbs  and  Features  I pafs  briefly  over, 

As  things  not  worth  defer iption  *,  and  come  roundly 
To  your  Soul,  ifyouhaveany  ^ for ’tis  doubtful. 
r*ol.  I laugh  at  this,  proceed. 

Jam.  ThisSoulIfpeakof, 

, Or  rather  Salt  to  keep  this  heap  of  flefh 
From  being  a walking  ftench,  like  a large  fUn,' 


Stands  open  for  the  entertainment  of 

All  impious  practices ; but  there’s  no  Corner 

An  honelt  thought  can  take  up  : and  as  it  were  not 

Sufficient  in  your  Iclf  to  compi  chend 

All  wicked  plots,  you  have  taught  the  Fool,  my  Brother, 

By  your  contagion,  almofl:  to  put  off 
Thenature  oftheman,  and  turn’d  him  Devil, 

Becaufe  he  ffiould  be  like  you,  and  i hope 
Will  march  to  Hell  together : I have  fpoken, 

And  if  the  Limning  you  in  your  true  Colours 
Can  make  the  Painter  gracious,  I Hand  ready 
For  my  reward,  or  if  my  words  diltaftc  you, 

I weigh  it  not,  for  though  your  Grooms  were  ready 
To  cut  my  Throat  for’t,  be  alfur’d  I cannot 
Ufe  other  Language.  ^ 
f^iol.  You  think  you  have  faid  now, 

^ike  a brave  fellow : in  this  Womans  War 

You  ever  have  been  train’d ; fpokebig,  butfuffer’d 

Jke  a tame  Afs  v and  when  moft  fpur’d  and  gall’d  . 

Were  never  Mailer  of  the  Spleen  or  Spirit, 

That  could  raife  up  the  anger  of  a man, 

And  force  it  into  adion. 

Jam.  Yes,  vile  Creature, 

Wer’t  thou  a fubjed  worthy  of  my  Sword, 

Or  that  thy  death,  this  moment,  could  call  home 
Vly  baniffi’d  hopes,  thou  now  wer’t  dead*,  dead,  woman  j 
5ut  being  as  thou  art,  it  is  fufficient 
I ffiorn  thee,  and  contemn  thee. 

rtol.  This  ffiews  nobly, 

I muftconfefs  it ; 1 am  taken  with  it. 

For  had  you  kneel’d  and  whin’d  and  fliew’d  a bafe 
And  low  dejeded  mind,  I had  defpis’d  you. 

This  bravery  (in  your  adverfe  fortune)  conquers 
And  do’s  command  me,  and  upon  the  fuddain 
I feel  a kind  of  pity,  growing  in  me. 

For  your  misfortunes,  pity  fome  fay’s  the  Parent, 

Of  future  love,  and  I repent  my  part 
So  far  in  what  you  have  fuffered,  that  I could 
(But  you  are  cold)  do  fomething  to  repair 
What  your  bafe  Brother  (fuch  Jamie  1 think’him) 

Hath  brought  to  ruine. 

Jam.  Ha? 

F'iol.  Be  not  amaz’d. 

Our  injuries  are  equal  in  his  Ballard, 

You  are  familiar  with  what  I groan  for, 

And  though  the  name  of  Husband  holds  a tye 
Beyond  a Brother,  I,  a poor  weak  Woman, 

Am  fenfible,  and  tender  of  a wrong, 

And  to  revenge  it  would  break  through  all  lets. 

That  durll  oppofe  me. 

Jam.  Is  it  polTible  ? 

f^iol.  By  this  kifs  i Hart  not ; thus  much,  as  a Itranger 
You  may  take  from  me  ^ bit,  if  you  were  pleas’d, 

I ffiould  feledt  you  as  a bofom  friend, 

I would  print ’em  thus,  and  thus. 

Jam.  KeepolE 
f^iol.  Come  near, 

Near  into  the  Cabinet  of  my  CoUnfels ; 

Simplicity  and  patience  dwell  with  Fools, 

And  let  them  bear  thole  burthens,  which  wife  rrien 
Boldly  ffiake  off ; be  mine  and  joyn  with  me. 

And  when  that  I have  rais’d  you  to  a fortune, 

(Do  not  deny  your  felf  the  happy  means) 

You’ll  look  on  me  with  more  judicious  eyes 
And  fwear  I am  moll  fair. 

What  would  this  Woman.? 

The  purpole  of  thefe  words  ? fpeak  not  in  riddles*,’ 

And  when  I underlland,  what  you  would  counfel,' 

My  anfwer  ffiall  be  fuddain. 
yiol.  Thus  then 

The  objedls  of  our  fury  are  the  lame. 

For  young  Ajcdnid;  whom  you  Snake-like  hug’d 
(Frozen  with  wants  to  death)  in  your  warm  bofom,’ 

■ Lives  to  lupplaht  you  iii' your  certain  hopes, 

And 
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And  kills  in  me  all  comfort. 
y.nH.  Now  ’tis  plain, 

' app'-eiiend  you  : and  were  he  remov’d 

I J'iol.  You,  once  again,were  the  undoubted  heir. 

I 7-v^.  ’Tis  not  to  b^c  deny’d  ^ 1 was  ice  before, 

! But  now  ye  have  fir’d  me.  

t t'loL  ric  add  tiicl  to  it, 
j And  by  a nearer  cut,  do  you  but  fleer 
As  i dircCl  you,  wee’l  bring  our  Bark  into 
The  Port  of  happinefs. 
j.im.  How  ? 

Fwi.  I3v  Herrricjites  death  ; 

But  vou’l  lay  he’s  your  Brother  ^ in  great  fortunes 
(V\  liich  are  epitomes  of  States  and  Kingdoms) 

The  politick  brook  no  Rivals. 
jjfM.  Excellent.' 

Fo-  lure  1 think  out  of  a fcrupulous  fear, 

To  feed  in  expedation,  when  I may 
(D.fpenfing  but  a little  with  my  confcience) 

Come  into  full  pofleflion,  would  not  argue 
One  that  defir’d  to  thrive. 

rtol.  Now  you  fpcak  like 
A man  that  knows  the  World. 

javi.  I needs  mud  learn 
That  have  fb  good  a Tutrefs : and  what  think  you, 
Henriqne  aud  Jfcanio  CUt  off) 

1 hat  none  may  live,  that  fliall  defire  to  trace  us 
In  our  black  paths,  if  that  Odnvio 
j His  fofler  Father,  and  the  fad  Jacinta., 

■ (Faith  pitie  her,  and  free  her  from  her  Sorrows) 

I Should  fall  companions  with  ’em?  When  we  are  red 
Withmurther,  let  us  often  bath  in  blood, 
i The  colour  will  be  fcarlet. 

I V'tol.  And  that’s  glorious, 

I And  will  proted  the  fad. 
j Jam.  Suppofe  this  done  : 

I ( If  undifeovered  ) we  may  get  for  mony, 

I ( As  that  you  know  buyes  any  thing  in  Rome  ) 

A difpenfation. 

f^to/.  And  be  married? 

I Jrfw;.  Tiue. 

j Or  if  it  be  known,  triifs  up  our  Gold  and  Jewels, 

! And  fly  to  fbmc  free  State,and  there  wdth  fcorn 

j Fiol.  Laugh  at  the  laws  of 
I ’Twere  admirable. 

y^m.W  L fhall  beget  rare  children.  I am  rapt  with 

J The  meer  imagination.  

ytol.  Shall  it  be  done  ? 

Jam.  Shall  ? ’tis  too  tedious:  furnifh  me  with  means 
To  hire  the  indruments,  and  toyour  felf 
Say  it  is  done  already  : 1 will  fliew  you, 

E’rc  the  Sun  fet,  how  much  you  have  wrought  upon  me. 
Your  province  is  only  to  ufe  foine  means, 

To  fend  my  Brother  to  the  Grove  that’s  neighbour 
To  the  welt  Port  of  th’  City  ^ leave  the  reft 
Tomy  own  pradice  I have  talk’d  too  long, 

; But  now  vyill  doc  : this  kifs,  w'ith  my  Confeflion, 
j To  work  a fell  revenge;  a man’s  a fool , 

! If  not  inftruded  in  a Womans  School.  \_Excunt. 

SCENA  II. 

j Enter  Barto!u<;,  Algazeirs,  4 Para  tour. 

I The  Table  ftt  out  and  jlools. 

j Bar.  You  are  well  enough  difguiy.’d,  furnifli  the  Tabic, 

I .Make  no  fhevv  what  ye  arc,  till  I dilcover ; 

! Not  a foul  knows  ye  here  .•  be  quick  and  diligent , 
i 'I'hefc  youths- 1 have  invited  toa  Bre^kfaft, 

I liut  what  the  Sawce  will  be,  lam  ofopinion 
! I fhall  take  off  the  edges  of  their  Appetites, 

' And  greafe  their  gums  for  eating  heartily 
I Tills  month  or  two, they  have  plaid  their  prizes  with  me, 

! A.nd  with  their  f.viral  flurtsthey  have  liglitcddangcroufly, 
^ But  fure  1 fhall  be  quit ; I hear  ’em  coming. 


Go  oft  and  wait  the  bringing  in  your  fervice, 

And  do  it  handfomely : you  know  where  to  have  it. 

Enter  Milanes,  Arfenio,  Lopez,  Diego. 
Welcom  i’ Faith. 

ArJ.  That’s  well  faid,  honeft  Lawyer. 

Lo/>.  Said  like  a neighbour. 

Bar.  Welcom  all : all  over. 

And  let’s  be  morry. 

MU.  To  thatlend  we  came  Sir, 

An  hour- of  freedome’s  worth  an  age  ofjuglings. 

Die.  I am  come  too  Sir,  to  fpecifie  my  Stomach 
A poor  rcteiner  to  your  worftiips  bountie. 

Bar.kn^  thou  fhalt  have  it  fill’d  my  merry  Dim, 

My  liberal,  and  my  bonny  bounteous  DtegOy 
Even  fill’d  till  it  groan  again^ 

Die.  Let  it  have  fair  play. 

And  if  it  founder  then. 

Bar.  rie  tell  ye  neighbours, 

Though  I were  angry  yefterday  with  ye  all , 

And  very  angry,  for  methought  ye  bob’d  me. 

Lof.  No,  no,  by  no  means. 

Bar.  No,  when  I conlidered 
Itwasajeft,  and  carried  off  fb  quaintly,  ' 

It  made  me  merry : very  merry.  Gentlemen, 

I do  confefs  1 could  not  fleep  to  think  on’t. 

The  mirth  fo  tickled  me,  1 could  not  flumber. 

Lof. Goodi  mirth  do’s  work  fo  : honeft  mirth, 

Now,  fliould  we  have  meant  in  earneft 

Bar.  You  lay  true  neighbour. 

Lop.  It  might  have  bred  fuch  a diftaft  and  fowrnefs. 

Such  fond  imaginations  in  your  Brains,  Sir, 

For  things  thruft  home  in  earneft. 

Bar.  Very  certain, 

But  I know  ye  all  for  merry  waggs,  and  ere  long 
You  fhall  know  me  too  in  another  fafhion. 

Though  y’are  pampcr’d,ye  fhall  bear  part  o’th’  burthen. 

Enter  Amaranta,  and  Leandro. 

Come  wife  Come  bid  ’em  welcom  *,  Come  my  Jewel : 

' And  Pupil,  you  lhall  come  too  •,  ne’re  hang  backward, 
Gome,  come  the  woman’s  pleas’d, her  anger’s  over. 

Come,  be  not  baflifull. 

u4m.  What  do’s  he  prepare  here  ? 

Sure  there’s  no  meat  i*ch’  houfe,  at  leaft  not  dreft, 

Do’s  he  mean  to  mock  ’em  ? or  fome  new  bred  crotchet 
Come  o’re his  brains-,  I donot  like  his  kindnefs; 

But  filence  belt  becomes  me  .•  if  he  mean  foul  play. 

Sure  they  are  enough  to  right  therafelves, and  let  ’em. 

Tie  fit  by,  fb  they  beat  him  not  to  powder,  ( hour. 

Bar.  Bring  in  the  meat  there,  ha  ? Sit  down  dear  neigh- 
A little  meat  needs  little  Complement, 

Sit  down  I fay. 

<iMm.  What  do  you  mean  by  this  Sir? 

Bar.  Convey  away  their  weapons  handfomely. 

Am.  You  know  there’s  none  i’th’  houfe  to  anfwer  ye, 

But  the  poor  Gir  le ; you  know  there’s  no  meat  neither. 

Tar.  Peace  and  be  quiet ; I fhall  make  you  fmoak  elfe. 
There’s  men  and  meat  enough,  fet  it  down  formally. 

Enter  AlgaZcirs,  vpith  dtjhes. 

Am.  I fear  fome  lewd  trick,  yet  I dare  not  fpeak  on’t. 
Tar.  I have  no  dainties  for  ye  Gentlemen, 

Nor  loads  of  meat,  to  make  the  room  fmell  of ’em. 
Onlyadifh  to  every  man  I have  dedicated, 

And  if  I have  pleas’d  his  appetite. 

Lop.  O,  a Capon, 

A Bird  of  grace,  and  be  thy  will,  1 honour  it. 

Die.  For  me  fome  fortie  pound  of  lovely  Beef, 

Plac’d  in  a mediterranean  fea  of  Brewis. 

Bar.  Fall  to,  fall  to,  that  we  may  drink  and  laugh  after, 
Wait  diligently  knaves. 

cJTfil.  What  rare  bit’s  this  ? 

An  execution .' blcfs  me.' 

Bar. 
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'S^r.  Nay  take  it  to  ye. 

There’s  no  avoiding  it,  ’tisfomewhat  tough  Sir, 

But  a good  Itomach  will  endure  it  cafily, 

The  Turn  is  but  a thoufand  duckets  Sir. 

Aff.  A Capias  from  my  Siu-gcon,  and  my  Silk-man ! 

'Srfr.Your  carefu'd  makers, but  they  have  mar’d  your  diet. 
Stir  not,  your  Swords  are  gone : there’s  no  avoiding  me. 
And  thelc  arc  Algazeirs,  do  you  hear  that  palhng  bell  ? 

Lop.  A ftrong  Citation,  blcfs  me ! 

E.ir.  Out  with  your  Beads,  Curate, 

The  Devil's  in  your  didu  bell,  book,  and  Candle. 

Lop  A warrant  to  appear  before  the  Judges  ! 

I mult  needs  rife,  and  turn  to  th’ wall. 

'Bar.  Ye  need  not, 

Your  fear  I hope  will  make  ye  find  your  Breeches. 

AIL  We  are  betrai’d. 

B.ir.  Invited  do  not  wrong  me, 

Fail  to,  good  Guefts,  you  have  diligent  men  about  yc, 

Ye  flial!  want  nothing  that  may  pcrfecute  ye , 

Thefe  will  not  fee  ye  ftart  *,  Have  I now  found  ye  ? 

Have  I requited  ye  ? You  fool’d  the  Lawyer, 

And  thought  it  meritorious  toabufehim, 

A thick  ram-headed  knave : you  rid,  you  fpur’d  likn, 

And  glorified  your  wits,  the  more  ye  wronged  him; 
Within  this  hour  ye  (hall  have  all  your  Creditours, 

A fecond  dilh  of  new  debts,  come  upon  ye. 

And  new  invitaments  to  the  whip,  Don  Diego.^ 

And  Excommunications  for  the  learned  Curate, 

A Mafque  of  all  your  furies  (hall  dance  to  ye. 

Arf.  You  dare  not  ufc  us  thus  ? 

Bar.  You  Ihall  be  bob’d.  Gentlemen, 

Stir,  and  as  I have  a life,  yegoe  to  prifon^ 

Toprifon,  without  pitie  inftantly. 

Before  ye  fpeak  another  word  to  prifon. 

1 have  a better  Guard  without,  that  waits  *, 

Do  you  fee  this  man,  Don  Curate  ? ’tis  a Paratour 
That  comes  to  tell  ye  a delightfull  ftory 
Of  an  old  whore  ye  have,  and  then  to  teach  ye 
What  is  the  penaltie  *,  Laugh  at  me  now  Sir, 

WhatLegacie  would  ye  bequeath  me  now, 

(And  pay  it  on  the  nail  ? ) to  fly  my  fury  ? 

Lop.  O gentle  Sir. 

Bar.  Do’lt  thou  hope  I will  be  gentle, 

Thou  foolilh  unconfiderate  Curate  ? 

Lop.  Let  me  goe  Sir. 

Bar.  rie  fee  thee  hang  firft. 

/>/>.  And  as  lam  a true  Vicar, 

Hark  in  your  ear,  hark  foftly 

Bar.  No,  no  bribery. 

I’le  have  my  fwindge  upon  thee ; Sirra  ? Rafcal  ? 

You  Lenten  Chaps, you  that  lay  fick,  and  mockt  me, 

Mockt  me  abominably , abufed  me  lewdly, 
rie  make  thee  fick  at  heart,  before  I leave  thee, 

And  groan,  and  dye  indeed,  and  be  worth  nothing. 

Not  worth  a blelfing,  nor  a Bell  to  knell  for  thee, 

A fheet  to  cover  thee,  but  that  thou  ftealeft, 

Stealeft  from  the  Merchant,and  the  Ring  he  was  buried  with 
Stealeft  from  his  Grave,  do  you  fmell  me  now  ? 

Die.  Have  mercy  on  me  ! 

Bar.  No  Pfalm  of  mercy  fliall  hold  me  from  hanging  thee. 
How  do  ye  like  your  Breakfaft  ? ’tis  but  Ihort,  Gentlemen, 
But  fweet  and  healthfull  j Your  punilhment,  and  yours,  Sir, 
For  fome  near  reafons  that  concern  ray  Credit, 

I will  take  to  my  felf 

(iXm.  Doe  Sir,  and  Ipare  not : 

I have  been  too  good  a wife,  and  too  obedient,  , 

But  fince  ye  dare  provoke  me  to  be  foolilh  -- — 

Lea.  She  has,  yes,  and  too  worthie  of  your  ufage, 

Before  the  world  I juftifie  her  goodnefs, 

And  turn  that  man,  that  dares  but  taint  her  vertues, 

To  my  Swords  point-,  that  lying  man,  that  bale  man^ 
Turn  him,  but  face  to  face,  that  I may  know  him. 

Bar.  What  have  I here  ? 

Lea.  A Gentleman,  a free  man. 


One  that  inudc  trial  of  this  Ladies  confcancic. 

And  found  it  llrong  as  fate  j leave  oil'  your  fooling. 

For  if  you  follow  this  coui  Ic,  you  will  be  Chronicled 

Enter  Jamy  anti  Aflillant. 

For  a devil,  whillb  a Saint  Ihe  is  mentioned, 

You  know  my  name  indeed  ; 1 am  now  no  Lawyer. 

‘Dlf.Some  com  fort  no  w,l  hop'.,or  elfc  would  1 were  hang- 
And  yet  the  Judge,  he  makes  me  fwcat.  ( cd  up. 

Bar.  What  news  now.? 

Jam.  1 will  jultifie  upon  my  life  and  credit 
What  you  have  heard,  for  truth,  and  will  makeprool  of. 

Ajjijt,  I will  be  ready  at  tne  appointed  hour  there, 

And  fo  I leave  ye. 

Bar.  Staylbeleech  your  worlliip. 

And  do  but  hear  me. 

Jam.  Good  Sir,  intend  thisbulinefs. 

And  let  this  bawling  fool,  no  more  words  lawyer. 

And  no  more  angers,  for  I guefs  your  reafons, 

This  Gentleman,  Tie  jufUfie  in  all  places. 

And  that  fair  Ladies  worth  ; let  who  dare  crofs  it. 

The  Plot  was  call  by  me,  to  make  thee  jealous. 

But  not  to  wrong  your  wife^  Ihe  is  fair  and  vertuous. 

Die.  Take  us  to  mercy  too,  we  befeech  your  honour. 

We  lliall  be  jullilied  the  way  of  all  flelh  elfe. 

Jam.  No  more  talk,  nornomorediflention  lawyer, 

1 know  your  anger,  ’tis  a vain  and  flight  one. 

For  if  you  doe,  I’le  lay  your  whole  life  open, 

A life  that  all  the  world  Ihall I’le  bring  witnefs, 

And  rip  before  a Judge  the  ulcerous  villanies. 

You  know  I know  ye,  and  I can  bring  witnels. 

Bar,  Nay  good  Sir,  noble  Sir. 

Jam.  Be  at  peace  then  prefently, 

Immediatley  take  honefl;  and  fair  truce  (tleman  y 

With  your  good  wife,  and  lhake  hands  w’ith  that  Gen- 
H’as  honour’d  ye  too  much,  and  doe  it  cheerfully. 

Lop.  Take  us  along,  for  Heaven  fake  too. 

Bar.  I am  friends, 

There  is  no  remedie,  I mull  put  up  all. 

And  like  my  neighbours  rub  it  out  byth’  flioulders, 

And  perfedl  friends  -,  Lea?idro  now  1 thank  ye, 

And  there’s  my  hand,  1 have  no  more  grudge  to  ye. 

But  I am  too  mean  henceforward  for  your  Companie. 

Lea.  I /hall  not  trouble  ye. 

Arf.  We  v/ill  be  friends  too. 

Md.  Nay  Lawyer,  you  fliall  not  fright  us  farther, 

For  all  your  devils  we  will  bolt. 

Bar.  I grant  ye. 

The  Gentleman’s  your  Bail,  and  thank  his  coming. 

Did  not  he  know  me  too  well,  you  Ihould  fmart  lor’t ; 

Goe  all  in  peace,  but  when  ye  fool  next,  Gentlemen, 

Come  not  to  me  to  Breakfalf. 

Die.  rie  be  bak’d  firll. 

Bar. kndi  pray  ye  remcniber,when  ye  are  bold  and  merry, 
The  Lawyers  Banquet,  and  the  Sawxe  he  gave  ye. 

Jam.  Come ; goe  along  y 1 have  employment  for  ye. 
Employment  for  your  lewd  brains  too,  to  cool  ye , 

For  all,  for  every  one. 

All.  We  arc  all  your  Servants. 

Die.  All,  all  for  any  thing,  from  this  day  forward 
Tie  hate  all  Breakfafts,  and  depend  on  dinners. 

Jam.  I am  glad  you  come  o/ffair. 

Lea.  The  fair  has  bleft  me.  [Exe.tnt. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Odavia,  Jacinta,  Arfenio. 

OEl.  This  is  the  place,  but  why  we  are  appointed 
By  Don  Jamit  to  Itay  here,  is  a depth 
I cannot  found. 

Afc.  Believ’the  istoonoble 
To  purpofe  any  thing  but  for  our  good. 

Had  I aflurance  of  a thoufand  lives, 

And  with  them  perpetuitie  of  plcafure. 
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Who  ’tis  that  fends  you  to  the  other  world. 


And  (hould  lofe  all,  if  he  prov’d  only  falfe. 

Yet  I durft  run  the  hazard. 

J^c.  ’Tis  our  comfort. 

We  cannot  be  more  wretched  tl'an  we  are. 

And  death  concludes  all  mifery. 

OS}.  UnJifeovered 

E-.tcr  Henrique,  Jamie. 

Wc  mud  attend  him. 

y^/c.  Our  Uay  is  not  long. 

W'ith  him  Don  Hemiejne  ? 

Juc.  Now  1 fear', 

Be  filent. 

Hen.  \\^hy  doll  thou  follow  me  ? 

J.tm.  To  lave  your  life, 

A plot  is  laid  for’t,  all  my  wrongs  forgot, 

I have  a Brothers  Love. 

Hen.  But  thy  falfe  felf 
I fear  no  enemy. 

Jam.  You  have  no  friend. 

But  what  breathes  in  me : If  you  move  a flep 
Beyond  this  ground  you  tread  on , you  are  loll. 

Hen.  ’Tis  by  thy  pra(flice  then : I am  fent  hither 
To  meet  her,  that  prefers  my  life  and  fafetie 
Before  her  own. 

Jam.  That  you  (liould  be  abus’d  thus 
With  weak  credulitie  / She  for  whofe  lake  ^ 

You  have  forgot  we  had  one  noble  Father, 

Or  that  one  Mother  bare  us,  for  whofe  love 
You  brake  a contra<fl  to  which  heaven  was  witnefs, 
Tofatisfie  whole  luride  and  wilfull  humour 
You  have  expos’d  a fweet  and  hopefull  Son 
To  all  the  mileries  that  want  can  bring  him, 

And  fuch  a Son,  though  you  arc  moft  obdurate. 

To  give  whom  entertainment  Savages 

Would  quit  their  Caves  themfelves,  to  keep  him  from 

Bleak  co'd  and  hunger  ; This  diflembling  woman, 

This  Idol,  whom  youworfliip,  all  your  love 
And  fcrvice  trod  under  her  feet,  defigns  you 
To  fill  a grave,  or  dead  to  lye  a prey 
For  Wolves  and  Vulturs. 

Hen.  ’Tis  falfe  ',  I defie  thee. 

And  Hand  upon  my  Guard. 

Enter  Leandro,  Milanes,  Arfenio,  Bart  Lopez,  Diego, 
Odavio,  Jacinta,  Afeanio,  and  Servants. 

Jam.  Alas,  ’tis  weak: 

Come  on,fince  you  will  teach  me  to  be  cruel. 

By  having  no  faith  in  me,  take  your  fortune. 

Bring  the  reft  forth,  and  bind  them  fall. 

Oil.  My  Lord. 

Jfc.  In  what  have  we  offended  ? 

Jam.  I am  deaf, 

And  following  my  will,  I do  nofftand 
Accomptable  to  reafon  : See  her  Ring 
( The  hrfl:  pledge  of  your  love,  and  fcrvice  to  her  ) 
Deliver’d  as  a Warrant  for  your  death  : 

Thefe  Bags  of  gold  you  gave  up  to  hertrufl, 

( The  ufe  of  which  you  did  deny  your  felf) 

Beflov/’d  on  me,  and  with  a prodigal  hand, 

Whom  fhc  pick’d  forth  to  be  the  Archited 
Of  her  raofl  bloudy  building  •,  and  to  fee 
Thcfc  Inflruments,  to  bring  Materials 
To  raife  it  up,  fhc  bad  me  fparc  no  cofl. 

And  (as  a furplufage)  offer’d  her  felf 
To  be  at  my  devotion. 

Hen.  O accurs’d  ! 

Jam.Buthc  incredulous  flill , think  this  my  plot  •, 
Failiioncxcufts  to  your  felf,  andfwcar 
That  fhc  is  innocent,  that  fhc  doats  on  ye ; 

Believe  this,  asa  fcarfull  Dream,  and  that 
Yo  ; lie  not  at  my  mercy,  which  ih  this 
f ;vill  fhev/only  ; She  her  felf  fliall  give 
T.e  drea  ifuli  Sentence,  to  remove  all  fcruple 


Enter  Violantc. 

Appears  my  Violantel  fpeak  (mydearefl) 

Do’s  not  the  objed  pleafe  you  ? 

Viol.  More  than  if 

All  treafure  that’s  above  the  earth,  with  that. 

That  lyes  conceal’d  in  both  the  Indian  Mines, 
Were  laid  down  at  my  feet : O bold  Jamy.^ 

Thou  only  canfl  deferve  me. 

Jam.  I am  forward. 

And  (as  you  eaflly  may  perceive, ) I fleep  not 
On  your  commands. 

Enter  Affiflant,  and  Officers. 

Viol.  But  yet  they  live : I look’d 
To  find  them  dead. 

Jam.  That  was  deferr’d,  that  you 
Might  triumph  in  their  mifery,  and  have  the  power 
To  fay  they  are  not. 

Vtol.  ’Twas  well  thought  upon: 

This  kifs , and  all  the  pleafures  of  my  Bed 
This  night,  fhall  thank  thee. 

Hen.  Monflcr! 

Vtol.  You  Sir,  that 

Would  have  me  Mother  Baflards,  being  unable 
To  honour  me  with  one  Child  of  mine  own, 

That  underneath  my  roof, kept  your  caft-Strumpet, 

And  out  of  my  Revenues  would  maintain 

Her  riotous  ifliie  : now  you  find  what  ’tis 

To  tempt  a woman : with  as  little  feeling 

As  I turn  off  a Have,  that  is  unfit 

To  doe  me  fervice  \ or  a horfe,  or  dog 

That  have  out-Iiv’d  their  ufe,  I fhake  thee  off^ 

To  make  thy  peace  with  heaven. 

Hen.  I do  deferve  this. 

And  never  truly  felt  before,  what  forrow 
Attends  on  wilfull  dotage. 

Viol.  For  you,  Miftris, 

That  had  the  pleafure  of  his  youth  before  me. 

And  triumph’d  in  the  fruit  that  you  had  by  him. 
But  that  I think,  to  have  the  Baftard  ftrangled 
Before  thy  face,  and  thou  with  fpeed  to  follow 
The  way  he  leads  thee,  is  fufficient  torture, 

I would  cut  offthy  nofe,  put  out  thine  eyes. 

And  let  my  foot  on  thefe  bewitching  lips. 

That  had  the  ftart  of  mine : but  as  thou  art, 

Goc  to  the  grave  unpitied. 

Who  would  believe] 

Such  rage  could  be  in  woman  ? 

Viol.  For  this  fellow. 

He  is  not  worth  my  knowledge. 

Jam.  Let  him  live  then. 

Since  you  cflccm  him  innocent. 

Viol.  No  Jamyy 

He  (hall  make  up  the  mefs : now  flrike  together, 

And  let  them  fall  fo. 

Unheard  of  crueltic  / 

I can  endure  no  longer : feife  on  her, 

Viol.  Ami  betrai’d  ? 

Is  this  thy  faith,  Jamy  ? 

Jam.  Could  your  defires 
Challenge  performance  of  a deed  fo  horrid  ? 

Or,  though  that  you  had  fold  your  felf  to  hell, 

I fhould  make  up  the  bargain  ? Live  (dear  Brother) 
Livelong,  and  happy.*  I forgiye  you  freely  *, 

To  have  done  you  this  fervice,  is  to  me 
A fair  Inheritance  : and  how  e’re  harfh  language 
(Call’d  on  by  your  rough  ufage)  pafs’d  my  lips, 

In  my  heart  I ever  lov’d  you : all  my  labours 
Were  but  to  fhew,how  much  your  love  was  cozen’d, 
When  it  beheld  it  felf  in  this  falfe  Glafs, 

That  did  abufc  you ; and  I am  fo  far 
From  envying  young  Afcanio  his  good  fortune. 
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That  if  your  State  were  mine,  I would  adopt  him, 

Thcfe  are  the  Murtherers  my  noble  friends, 

Which  (to  make  trial  of  her  bloudy  purpofc) 

I won,  to  come  dilguis’d  thus. 

Hen.  I am  too  full 

Of  grief,  and  fhame  to  fpeak  .•  but  what  Tie  doe, 

Shall  to  the  world  proclaim  my  penitence ; 
Andhowfoever  1 have  liv’d,  Tie  die 
A much  chang’d  man. 

jMm.  Were  it  but  polTible 
You  could  make  fatisfadlion  to  this  woinan. 

Our  joyes  were  perfect. 

Hen.  That’s  my  only  comfort,  ^ 

That  it  is  in  my  power : I ne’re  was  married 
To  this  bad  woman,  though  I doted  on  her. 

But  daily  did  defer  it,  ftill  expeding 
When  grief  would  kill  Jacintha, 

Afftft.  All  is  come  out. 

And  finds  a fair  ^ccefs : take  her  Don  Henriquej  ^ 

And  once  again  embrace  your  Son. 

Hen.  Moft  gladly. 

Ajfifi.  Your  Brother  hath  defervM  all.  • 

Hen.  And  fhall  lhare  

The  moitie  of  ray  State. 

Ajfifi.  I have  heard,  advocate, 

: * T : * 

What  an  ill  inftrument  you  have  been  to  him, 

From  tills  time  ftrcngtficn  liim  with  honcll  counlcls 
As  you’lc  deferve  my  pardon. 

Bar.  ric  cli^iiige  my  Copy  ; 

Rut  I am  punifli’d,  for  I far  1 have  had 
Afmartblow,  though  unfeen.  1 

Ajftf.  Curate,  and  Sexton,  I 

I have  heard  of  you  too,  let  me  hear  no  more,  1 

And  what’s  paft,  is  forgotten  , For  this  woman,  1 

Though  her  intent  were  bloody,  yet  our  Law 
Calls  it  not  death:  yet  that  her  punilhment 
May  deter  others  from  fuch  bad  attempts, 

The  dowry  Ihe  brought  with  her,  fhall  be  emploi’d 
To  build  a Nunnery,  where  file  fliali  fpend 
The  remnant  of  her  life. 

Flol.  Since  I have  mifs’d  my  ends, 

I fcorn  what  can  fall  on  me. 

Ajfifi.  The  ftrid;  difeipline 

Of  the  Church,  will  teach  you  better  thoughts.  And  Sig- 
You  that  are  Batchelours,  if  you  ever  marry,  (niors, 

la  Bartolus  you  may  behold  the  ifTue  1 

Of  Covetoufnefs  and  Jealoufie ; and  of  dotage,  | 

And  falfhood  in  Don  Henrique:  keep  a mean  then  j 1 

For  be  affur'd,  that  Weakj&an  meets  all  ill^  1 

Thai  gives  himfelf  up  to  a Womans  will.  - Z^xeHnt.  1 

Prologue.  ; 

tell  ye  (Gentlemen,)  m have  a Playj 
1 A new  one  too,  and  that  ^tis  launched  to  day'^ 

The  Name  ye  know,  that^s  nothing  to  my  Story  j 
To  tell  ye,  ^tis  familiar,  void  of  Glory, 

Of  State,  of  Bitternefs : of  Wit  you'll  fay. 

For  that  is  now  held  wit,  that  tends  that  way, 

Which  we  avoid*.  Totell  yetoo  'tis  merry,  ; 

And  meant  to  make  ye  f leaf  ant,  and  not  r^eary  .* 

* The  Stream  that  guides  ye,  eafie  to  attend  : 

To  tell  ye  that  ^tisgood,  is  to  no  end,  _ 

Ifyou  believe  not.  Nay,  togoe  thus  far. 

To /wear  it,  if  you  fwear  againfi,is  war. 

To  ajfure  you  any  thing  , uniefs  you  fee. 

And  fo  conceive  , is  vanity  in  me  S 

Therefore  1 leave  it  to  it  felf,  and  pray 

Like  a good  Barkj,  it  may  work,  out  to  day,  ‘ ’ 

C ’ 

i . ^ I 

Andfem  all  doubts Uwas  built  for  fuch  a proofs  . , 1 

And  We  hope  highly  ; if  jhe  lye  aloof  I 

For  her  own  vantage,  to  give  wind  at  will.,  ^ 1 

Why  let  her  work,  only  be  you  but  flill,  1 

And fweet  opinion' d,  and  We  are  bound  to  fay,  1 

Tou  are  worthy  Judges,  and  you  crown  the  Play,  < j 

Epilogue. 

S Play  is  done,  yet  our  Suit  never  ends,  | 

X Stillwhenyoupart,youwould  flill  part  our  friends,  | 

Our  noblefl  friends  •,  if  ought  have  fain  amifs, 

0 let  it  be  fufficient , that  it  is,  j 

And  you  have  pardon'd  it.  In  Buildings  great  1 

All  the  whole  Body  cannot  be  fo  neat. 

But  fomething may  be  mended-,  Thofe are  fair. 

And  worthy  love,  that  may  defiroy,  but  flare, 

S 

' 

< 

da  wit 

• 

• 

^ — ^ ^ — % ' • 

i. 


I 


14S 

wTlr 

WITHOUT 

M O N E Y, 

COMEDY 


Perfons  Reprefi 

Valentine,  a Gallant  that  voiU  not  bo  pcrfwaded  to 
ketp  his  Ejiate, 

Francilco,  his  younger  Brother* 

M after  Lovegood  their  Vncle, 

A Merchant,  Friend  to  Mafter  Lovegood. 

^U^rore  <3/ Valentine,  and  Sutors  to 

Hairbrain’3  Widow. 

Lance,  a Falkner^  and  an  ancient  fervant  to  Va- 
lentines Father. 

nted  in  the  Play. 

Shorthofe,  the  Clown.,  and  fervant  to  the  Widow. 
Roger,  Ralph,  and  Humphrey,  three  fervants  to 
the  Widow. 

Three  Servants, 

Muftcians, 

Lady  Hartwel,  a Widow. 

Kabel,  her  Sifter. 

Luce,  a waiting  Gentlewoman  to  the  Widow, 

• 

primus,  Scenaprima, 

Enter  Uncle  i 

Merc.  IT*  F’alentine  ? 

% /%  X Vncle.  Not  fince  the Horfc-race, 
\/  \/  he’s  taken  up  with  thofe  that  woo 

▼ ▼ the  Widow. 

tJMer.  How  can  he  live  by  fnatches  from  fuch  people  ? 
he  bore  a worthy  mind, 

Vncle.  Alas,  he’s  funk,  his  means  are  gone,  he  wants, 
and  which  is  worfe. 

Takes  a delight  in  doing  fo. 

tMer.  That’s  ftrangc. 

Vnc.  Runs  Lunatick,  if  you  but  talk  of  Hates,  he  can- 
not be  brought  (now  he  has  fpent  his  own)  to  think  there’s 
inheritance,  or  means,  but  all  a common  riches,  all  men 
bound  to  be  his  Bailiffs. 

Mer.  This  is  fomething  dangerous. 

Vncle.  No  Gentleman  that  has  eftate  to  ufe  it  in  keep- 
ing houH,  or  followers,  for  thole  wayes  he  cries  againlt, 
for  Eating  fins,  dull  Surfeits,  cramming  of  Serving-men, 
muHering  of  Beggars,  maintaining  Hofpitals  for  Kites,  and 
Curs,  grounding  their  fat  faiths  upon  old  Country  proverbs, 
God  blcfsthe  Founders-,  thefc  he  would  have  ventured  in- 
to more  manly  ufes,  Wit,  and  carriage,  and  never  thinks 
of  Hate,  or  mc-ans,  the  ground-works : holding  it  raon- 
flrous,  men  fhould  feed  their  bodies,  and  ftarve  their  un- 
der Handings. 

Mer.  That’s  moH  certain. 

Vncle.  Yes,  if  he  could  Hay  there. 

wd  Merchant 

Mer.  Why  let  him  marry,  and  that  way  rife  again. 

Vncle.  It’s  moH  impoffiblc,  he  will  not  look  with  any 
handfomenefs  upon  a Woman. 

Mer.  Is  he  fo  Hrange  to  Women? 

Vncle.  I know  not  what  it  is,  a foolifli  glory  he  has  got, 
I know  not  where,  to  balk  thofe  benefits,  and  yet  he  will 
converfe  and  flatter  ’em,  make  ’em,  or  fair,  or  foul,  rug- 
ged, or  fmooth,  as  his  imprelfion  ferves,  for  he  affirms, 
they  are  only  lumps,  and  undigeHed  pieces,  lickt  over  to 
a form  by  our  afledions,  and  then  they  Ihow.  The  Lo- 
vers let  ’em  pafs. 

8nter  Fountain,  Bellamorc,  Hairbrain. 

Mer.  He  might  be  one,  he  carries  as  much  promife  j they 
are  wondrous  merry. 

Vncle.  0 their  hopes  are  high.  Sir. 

Fount.  Is  Valentine  come  to  Town  ? 

Bella.  LaH  night,  I heard. 

Fount.  We  mifs  him  monHroufly  in  our  diredions,  for 
this  Widow  is  as  Hately,  and  as  crafty,  and  Hands  I war- 
rant you 

Hair.  Let  her  Hand  Hire,  fhc  falls  before  us  elfe,  come 
let’s  go  leek  Valentine. 

Mer.  This  Widow  feems  a Gallant. 

Vncle.  A goodly  Woman,  and  to  her  handlbmnels  Ihe 
bears  her  Hate,  referved,  and  great  Fortune  has  made  her 
MiHrefs  of  a full  means,  and  well  Ihe  knows  to  ule  it. 

Mer. 

Wit  rpithmit  (Shdoney, 


May.  I would  f^Aleritine  had  her, 

'V'tcle.  There’s  no  hope  of  that,  Sir. 

Aiir..  O' tnat  condition,  he  liad  his  Mortgage  in  again. 
VneU.  I would  he  had. 

ijiier.  Seek  means,  and  fee  what  Tie  do,  however  let 
the  Money  be  paid  in,  I never  fought  a Gentlemans  undo- 
ing, nor  cat  the  bread  of  other  mens  vexations,  you  told 
me  of  another  Brother. 

VncU.  Yes  Sir,  more  miferabic  than  he,  for  he  has  cat 
him,  and  drunk  him  up,  a handfome  Gentleman,  and  fine 
Scholar. 

Enter  three  Tenants. 

C^er.  What  are  thefe  ? 

ViK.  The  Tenants,  they’ll  do  what  they  can. 
fj^er.  It  is  well  prepared,be  earnell,  honeft  friends,  and 
loud  upon  him,  he  is  deaf  to  his  own  good. 

Lance.  We  mean  to  tell  him  part  of  our  minds  an’t  pleafe 
you. 

tjlder.  Do,  and  do  it  home,  and  in  what  my  care  may 
help,  or  my  perfwafions  when  we  meet  next. 

Vnc.  Do  but  perfwade  him  fairly ; and  for  your  money, 
mine,  and  thefe  mens  thanks  too,  and  what  we  can  be  able.  , 
tJner.  Y’are  mofl:  honeft,  you  Ihall  find  me  no  lefs,  and 
fo  1 leave  you,  profper  your  bufinefs  my  friends.  CHat.  Mer. 
Vnc.  B ay  Heaven  it  may.  Sir. 

Lance.  Nay  if  he  will  be  mad.  Tie  be  mad  with  him,  and 
tell  him  that  I’le  not  fpare  him,  his  Father  kept  good  Meat, 
good  Drink,  good  Fellows,  good  Hawks,  good  Hounds, 
and  bid  his  Neighbours  welcome-,  kept  him  too,  and  fup- 
piied  his  prodigality,  yet  kept  his  ftate  ftill-,  muft  weturn 
Tenants  now,  after  we  have  lived  under  the  race  of  Gentry, 
andmaintainedgood  Yeomantry,  to  fome  of  the  City,  to 
a great  Ihoulder  of  Mutton  and  a Cuftard,  and  have  our 
ftate  turned  into  Cabbidge  Gardens,  muft  it  be  fo  ? 

Vnc.  You  muft  be  milder  to  him. 

Lance.  That’s  as  he  makes  his  game. 

Vnc.  Intreat  him  lovingly,  and  make  him  feel. 

Lance.  Tie  pinch  him  to  the  bones  elfe. 

[yden.  Wfthin.'}  And  tell  the  Gentleman,  Tie  be  with 
him  prefently,  fay  I want  money  too,  I muft  not  fail  boy. 
Lance.  You’l  want  Cloaths,  I hope. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Fal.  Bid  the  young  Courtier  repair  to  me  anon,  I’le  read 
to  him. 

Vnc.  He  comes,  de  diligent,  but  not  too  rugged,  ftart 
him,  but  affright  him  not. 

Fal.  Phew',  are  you  there  ? 

Vnc.  We  come  to  fee  you  Nephew,  be  not  angry. 
ral.  Why  do  you  dog  me  thus,  with  thefe  ftrange  peo- 
ple.? why,  all  the  world  fhall  never  make  me  rich  more, 
nor  mailer  of  thefe  troubles. 

Tenants.  We  befeech  you  for  our  poor  Childrens  fake. 
Fal.  Who  bid  you  get ’em.?  have  you  not  threfhing  work 
enough,  but  Children  muft  be  bang’d  out  o’th’  fheaf  too  ? 
other  men  with  all  their  delicates,  and  healthful  diets,  can 
get  but  wind  eggs:  you  with  a clove  of  Garlick,  a piece  of 
Cheefe  would  break  a Saw , and  fowre  Milk,  can  mount 
like  Stallions,  and  I mult  maintain  thefe  tumblers. 

Lofice.  You  ought  y)  maintain  us,  we  have  maintained 
you,  and  when  you  flept  provided  for  you  *,  who  bought  the 
Silk  you  wear  ? I think  our  labours  -,  reckon,  you’ll  find  it 
fo : who  found  your  Horfes  perpetual  pots  of  Ale,  main- 
tain’d your  Taverns, and  who  extol’d  you  in  the  Half  crown- 
boxes,  where  you  might  fit  and  raufter  all  the  Beauties?  we 
had  no  hand  in  thefe  -,  no,  we  arc  all  puppies  ? 

Your  Tenants  bafe  vexations. 
yal.  Very  well.  Sir. 

Lance.  Had  you  Land,  Sir,  and  honeft  men  to  ferve  your 
purpofes,  honeft  and  faithful,  and  will  you  run  away  from 
’em,  betray  your  felf,  and  your  poor  Tribe  to  mifery  mort- 
gage all  us,  like  old  Cloaks ; where  will  you  hunt  next you 
had  a thoufand  Acres,  fair  and  open : The  Kings*Bench  is 


H9 

enclos'd,  liiert’s  no  good  riding,  the  Countci  i'^  full  of 
thorns  and  brakes,  take  heed  Sir,  and  boggs,  you'l  quick- 
ly find  wliat  broth  they’re  made  of. 

Y’are  ihort  and  pithy. 

Lance.'  They  fay  y’art  a fine  Gentleman,  and  of  excellent 
judgement,  they  report  yon  hcivc  a wit  ^ Kcep  your  felf  out 
o’th’Kain,  and  take  your  Cloak  with  you,  which  by  in- 
terpretation is  your  State,  Sir,  or  I (hall  think  your  lame 
belied  you,  you  have  money,  and  may  have  means. 

yal.  1 pictnec  leave  prating,  does  my  good  lye  within 
thy  brain  to  further,  or  Iny  undoing  in  thy  pity  ? go,  go, 
get  you  home,  there  whilllc  to  your  Horfes,  and  let  them 
edifit'j  away,  fow  Hemp  to  hang  your  felves  withal:  what 
am  I to  you,  or  you  to  me  ^ am  1 your  Landlord,  puppies? 

Vnc.  This  is  uncivil. 

yal.  More  unmerciful  you,  to  vex  me  with  thefe  Bacon 
Broth  and  Puddings,  they  are  the  walking  fhapes  of  all  my 
forrovvs. 

3 Tenants.  Your  Fathers  Worfhip  would  have  ufed  us 
better. 

yal.  My  Fathers  Worfhip  was  a Fool. 

^ Lance.  Hey,  hey  boys,  old  yalentine  i’faith,  the  old  boy 

Vnc.  FieCoufin. 

yal.  I mean  befotted  to  his  ftate,  he  had  never  left  me 
the  mifery  of  fb  much  means  elfe,  which  till  1 fold,  was  a 
ineer  meagrim  to  me If  you  will  talk , turn  out  thefe 
Tenants,  they  are  as  killing  to  my  nature  Uncle,  as  water 
to  a Feaver. 

Lance.  We  will  go,  but  it  is  like  Rams,  to  come  again  the 
ftronger,  and  you  fhall  keep  your  ftate. 

yal.  Thoulyeft,  I will  not. 

Lance.  Sweet  Sir,  thou  lyeft,  thou  fhalt,  and  fo  good 
morrow.  \Exemt  Tenants. 

yal.  This  was  my  man,  and  of  a noble  breeding : now 
to  your  bufinefs  Uncle. 

Vnc.  To  your  ftate  then. 

yal.  ’Tisgone,  and  I am  glad  on’t,  name  it  no  more, ’tis 
thatipray  againft,  and  Heaven  has  heard  me,  I tell  you. 
Sir,  I am  more  fearful  of  it,  I mean,  of  thinking  of  more 
lands,  or  livings,  than  fickly  men  are  travelling  o’ Sundays, 
for  being  quell’d  with  Carriers  *,  out  upon’t,  caveat  ewptor, 
let  the  fool  out-fweat  it,  that  thinks  he  has  got  a catch  on’t. 

Vnc.  This  is  madnefs  to  be  a wilful  begger. 

0al.  I am  mad  then,  and  fo  I mean  to  be,  will  that  con- 
tent you  ? How  bravely  now  I live,  how  jocund,  how  near 
the  firft  inheritance,  without  fears,  how  free  from  title- 
troubles  ! 

Vnc.  And  from  means  too. 

yal.  Means?  why  all  good  men’s  my  means  ^ my  wit’s 
my  Plow, the  Town’s  my  ftock.  Tavern’s  my  ftanding-houfe, 
and  all  the  world  knows  there’s  no  want ; all  Gentlemen 
that  love  Society,  love  me  3 all  Purfes  that  wit  and  pleafure 
opens,  are  my  Tenants ; every  mans  Cloaths  fit  me,  the 
next  fair  lodging  is  but  my  next  remove,  and  when  I pleafe 
to  be  more  eminent,  and  take  the  Air,  a piece  is  levied, 
and  a Coach  prepared,  and  I go  I care  not  whither,  what 
need  ftate  here  ? 

Vnc.  But  fay  thefe  means  were  honeft,  will  they  laft.  Sir  ? 

yal.  Far  longer  than  your  jerkin,  and  wear  fairer,  fhould 
I take  ought  of  you,  ’tis  true,  I beg’d  now,  or  which  is, 
worfe  than  that,  I ftole  a kindnefs,  and  which  is  worft  of 
all,  I loft  mywayin’t',  your  mind’s  enclofed,  nothing  lies 
open  nobly,  your  very  thoughts  are  Hinds  that  work  on 
nothing  but  daily  fweat  and  trouble ; were  my  way  fo 
full  of  dirt  as  this,  ’tis  true  I’d  fhift  it  ^ are  my  acquaintance 
Grafiers?  but  Sir,  know,  no  man  that  I am  allied  to,  in 
my  living,  but  makes  it  equal,  whether  his  own  ufe,  or 
my  neceffity  pull  firft,  nor  is  this  forc’d,  but  the  meer  qua- 
lity and  poifure  of  goodnefs,  and  do  you  think  I venture 
nothing  equal  ? 

Vnc.  YoupofemeCoufin. 

yal.  What’s  my  knowledge  Unde,  is’tnot  worth  mony  ? 
what’s  my  underftanding,-  travel,  reading,  wit,  all  thefe 

di^efte-'i , 

'■  - ■ ' ■ t'  i tkm 
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Wit  without  Money. 
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:tl,  mv  daily  making  men,  fomc  to  fpcak,  that  too 
'much  rtcgm  had  frozen. up,  lomcriiatjpokc  too  much,  to 
j i.o'd  rheir  peace,  and  put  their  tongues  to  penfions,fomc  to 
' wear  their  cloaths,  and  feme  to  keep  ’em,  thefc  are  nothing 
(l  iucle;  beltdesihefe  waves,  to  reach  the  way  of  nature,  a 
! manly  love,  community  to  all  that  are  defervers,  not  exami- 
ning how  much,  or'Whai’s  done  for  them, ’tis  wicked,  and 
j fucii  a one  like  YOU,  chews  his  thoughts  doule,  making ’em 
only  food  for  his  repentance. 

j Enter  rn’o  Servants. 

I I Ser.  This  cloak  and  hat  Sir,  and  my  Mailers  love. 

! I'a!.  Commena’s  to  thy  Mailer,  and  take  that,  and  leave 

'em  at  my  lodging. 

I 1 Scr.  1 lhall  do  it  Sir. 

j 1 do  not  think  of  thefe  things. 

j 2 Ser.  Plcafe  vou  Sir,  I have  gold  here  for  you. 

r.:l.  Give  it  me,  drink  that  and  commend  me  to  thy  Ma- 
! Her;,  look  you  Uncle,  do  1 beg  thefe? 
i Z'nc. . No  fure,  ’tis  your  worth, Sir. 

i /'.?/.  ’Tis  like  enough,  but  pray  fatisfie  me,  are  not  thefe 
wavsashonellas  perfecuting  the  Harved  inheritance,  with 
mully  Corn,  the  very  rats  were  fain  to  run  away  from,  or 
felling  rotten  wood  by  the  pound,  like  fpices, which  Gentle- 
men do  after  burn  by  th’  ounces?  do  not  I know  your  way  of 
feeding  beafts  with  grains,  and  windy  fluff,  to  blow  up 
Butchers  ? your  racking  Failures, that  have  eaten  up  as  many 
linging  Shepherds,  and  their ifliies,  as  tAnddnzja  breeds? 

I i .dc  arc  authentique,  I tell  you  Sir,  1 would  not  change 
; ways  with  you,  unlcfs  it  were  to  fell  your  Hate  that  hour, 

: and  if  it  were  poflible  to  Ipend  it  then  too,for  all  your  Beans 
i in  RurttntUo,  now  you  know  me. 

; Vnc.  1 would  you  knew  your  felf,but  fince  you  are  grown 

■ fuch  a ferange  enemy  to  all  that  fits  you,  give  me  leave  to 

■ make  your  Brothers  fortune, 
j I'al.  How? 

^ Urre.  From  your  mortgage,  which  yet  you  may  recover, 
j rie  find  the  means. 

i ral.  Pray  fave  your  labour  Sir,  my  Brother  and  my  felf 
' will  run  o.ne  fortune,  and  I think  what  1 hold  a meer 
vexation,  cannot  be  faf:  for  him,  I love  him  better,  he  has 
wit  at  will,  the  world  has  means,  he  lhall  live  without  this 
trick  of  Hate,  we  are  heirs  both,  and  all  the  world  before 

U'. 

V>ic.  My  laH  offer,  and  then  I am  gone.  • 

F.tl.  Whatis’t,  and  then  I’le  anfwer. 

Vttc.  What  think  you  of  a wife  yet  to  reHore  you,  and 
I tell  me  lerioufly  with.out  thefe  trifles. 

Fal.  And  you  can  find  one,  that  can  pleafe  my  fancy,  you 
I fiiall  not  find  me  Hubhorn. 

■ Vnc.  Speak  your  Woman. 

j On.  without  eyes,  that  is,felf commendations,  for 

i when  they  find  they  are  handibm,  they  arc  unwholfome 
I .nc  w'lthout  ears,  not  giving  time  to  flatterers,  forfliethat 
! hiarshcr  felf  commended,  wavers,  and  points  men  out  a 
wav  to  ma.ke  ’em  wicked  •,  one  without fubflance  of  her  felf  •, 
that  woman  without  the  plcafure  of  her  life,  that^  wanton  •, 

' tr.ough  fhc  be  young,  forgetting  it,  though  fair, making  her 
, gials  the  eyes  of  honeH  men,  not  her  own  admiration,  all 
!:er  ends  obcdiencc,all  her  hours  new  bleffings,  if  there  may 
be  fuch  a woman. 

Z'i-c.  Yes  there  may  1)C. 

F,d.  And  without  Hate  too. 

"Jnc.  Youaredifpofed  to  trifle,  well,  fare  you  well  Sir, 
when  you  want  me  next,  you’l  feck  me  out  a better  fence. 

' l^n!.  Farewell  Uncle,  and  as  you  love  your  cHate,  let  not 

me  hear  on’t.  C Exit. 

"Jnc.  It  (hall  not  troubI(^ou,ric  watch  him  Hill, 

And  uhen  his  friends  fall  off  then  Ixnd  his  will.  S^Exit. 

Enter  Ifabella,  and  Luce. 

Luce.  I know  the  caufeofall  this  fadnefs  now, your  HHer 
1 a>  inrr/oH  all  the  brave  Lovers. 

Ea'o.  She  lias  wherewithal!, much  good  may’t  do  her,prc- 


thee  fpcak  foftly,  we  are  open  to  mens  ears. 

Luce.  Fear  not,  we  are  lafc,we  may  lee  all  that  pafs,hear 
all,  and  make  our  felves  merry  with  their  language,  and 
yet  Hand  undifeovered,  be  not  melancholy,  you  are  as  fair 
as  Hie. 

JJab.  Who  I ? I thank  you,  I am  as  haHe  ordain’d  me,  a 
thing  flubber’d,  my  liHer  is  a goodly  portly  Lady,  a Woman 
of  a prclence,  file  fpreads  fattens,  as  the  Kings  fhips  do 
canvas  every  where,  (he  may  fpare  me  her  m^fen,  and  her 
bonnets,  Hrike  her  main  Petticoat,  and  yet  outfail  me,  I 
am  a Carvel  to  hen 

Luce.  But  a tight  one. 

Jfab.  She  is  excellent,  well  built  too. 

Luce.  And  yet  Ihe’s  old. 

^fah.  She  never  faw  above  one  voyage  and  credit 
me  after  another,  her  Hull  will  ferve  again,  a right  good 
Merchant ; file  plaies,  and  lings  too,  dances  and  difeourfes, 
comes  very  near  Elfays,a  pretty  Poet,  begins  to  piddle  with 
Philofophie,  a fubtil  Chymick  Wench , and  can  extra<fl 
the  Spirit  of  mens  Efiates,  Ihe  has  the  light  before  her,  and 
cannot  mifs  her  choice  for  me,  ’tis  reafon  1 wait  my  mean 
fortune. 

Luce.  You  are  lb  bafhfull. 

Jfah.  It  is  not  at  firH  word  up  and  ride,  thou  art  cozen’d, 
that  would  Ihew  mad  i’  faith : befides,  we  lofe  the  main  part 
of  our  politick  government : if  wc  become  provokers,  then 
we  are  fair,  and  fit  for  mens  imbraces,  when  like  towns, 
they  lie  before  us  ages,  yet  not  carried , hold  out  their 
HrongeH  batteries,  then  compound  too  without  the  lofs 
of  honour,  and  march  off  with  our  fair  wedding  , Colours 
flying.  Who  are  thefe  ? 

Enter  Franc,  and  Lance. 

Luce.  I know  not,  nor  I care  not. 

Jfah.  Prethee  peace  then,  a well  built  Gentleman. 

Luce.  But  poorly  thatcht. 

Lance.  Has  he  devour’d  you  too  f 

Fran.  H’as  gulp’d  me  down  Lance. 

Lance.  Left  you  no  means  to  Hudy  ? 

Fran.  Not  a farthing : difpatcht  my  poor  annuity  I thank 
him,  here’s  all  the  hope  I have  left,  one  bare  ten  Ihillings. 

Lan.  You  are  fit  for  great  mens  fervices. 

Fran.  I am  fit, but  who’le  take  me  thus?mens  miferies  are 
now  accounted  Hains  in  their  natures.  I have  travelled,  and  I 
have  Hudied  long,  obferved  all  Kingdoms,  know  all  the 
promifesof  Art  and  manners,  yetthatl  amnotbold,  nor 
cannot  flatter,!  fhall  not  thrive, all  thefe  are  but  vain  Studies, 
art  thou  fo  rich  as  to  get  me  a lodging  Lance  ? 

Lan.  Tie  fell  the  titles  of  my  houfe  elfe,  my  Horle,  my 
Hawk, nay’s  death  I’le  pawn  my  wife  .*  Oh  M*^.  Fr4»w,that 
I Ihould  fee  your  Fathers  houle  fall  thus! 

J^ah.  An  honcH  fellow. 

Lan.  Your  Fathers  houfe,  that  fed  me,  that  bred  up  all 
my  name! 

Ifah.  A gratefull  fellow. 

Lan.  And  fall  by- 


Fran.  Peace,  I know  you  are  angry  Lance^  but  I mufl 
not  hear  with  whom,  he  is  my  Brother,  and  though  you 
hold  him  flight,  my  moH  dear  Brother : A Gentleman,  ex- 
cepting Lome  few  rubs,  he  were  too  excellent  to  live  here 
elfCjfraughted  as  deep  with  noble  and  brave  parts,  the  iffues 
of  a noble  and  manly  Spirit,  as  any  he  alive.  I mufl  not  hear 
you though  1 am  miferable,  and  he  made  me  fo,  yet  Hill 
he  is  ray  Bi  other.  Hill  I love  him,  and  to  that  tye  of  blood 
link  my  affedions. 

Jfab.  A noble  nature ! doH  thou  know  him  Luce  ? 

Luce.  No,  Miflrefs. 

Jfab.  Thou  fhouldcH  ever  know  fuch  good  men,  what  a 
fair  body  and  mind  are  married!  did  he  not  fay  he 
wanted  ? 

Luce.  What’s  that  to  you? 

Jfab.  ’Tis  true,  but ’tis  great  pity. 

lAice.  How  flic  changes!  ten  thoufand  more  than  he,  as 
handfom  men  too. 

Jfab. 
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Jfab.  ’Tis  like  enough,  but  as  I live,  this  Gentleman 
among  ten  thoufand  thonfand  ! is  there  no  knowing  him  ? 
wny  Ihould  he  want  ? fellows  of  no  merit,  llight  and  pufi 
fails,  that  walk  iikefiiadows,  by  leaving  no  print  of  whai 
they  are,  or  poifc,  let  them  complain. 

Luce.  Hci  colour  changes  ftrangcly. 

IJub.  This  man  was  made,  to  mark  his  wants  to  waken 
us  i al.is  poor  Gentleman,  but  will  that  keep  him  from  cole! 
and  hunger,  bv-licvc  me  he  is  well  bred,  and  cannot  be  but  ot 
a noble  linage,  mark  him,  mark  him  well. 

Lmcc.  ’Is  a handlbm  man. 

Jfab.  The  fweetnefs  of  his  fufferance  fets  him  off,  0 Luce, 
but  whither  go  I ? 

Luce.  You  cannot  hide  it. 

Ifah,  I would  he  had  what  I can  fpare. 

Luce.  ’Tis  charitable. 

Ltmce.  Come  Sir,  Tie  fee  you  lodg’d,  you  have  tied  my 
tongue  faft.  Tie  fteal  before  you  want,  ’tis  but  a hanging. 

That’s  a good  fellow  too,  an  honefl:  fellow,  why , this 
would  move  a ftone,  I mull:  needs  know ; but  that  fome 
other  time.  £Exit  Lance,  and  Franc. 

Luce.  Is  the  wind  there  ? that  makes  for  me. 

Jfab.  Come,  I forgot  a bufinefs. 

Hare.  No  man  mufl  vifit  her,  nor  look  upon  her,  no,  not 
'ay,  good  morrow,  nor  good  even,  till  that’s  pall. 

V <it.  She  has  found  what  dough  you  arc  made  of,-  and  fo 
cncads  you  : arc  you  good  at  nothing , but  thde  after- 
games .?  i have  told  you  often  enough  what  things  they  arc, 

Aiiat  p.  ecioi  s things,  thde  widows 

Hare.  If  vve  had  ’em. 

Kal.  W.  iy  tiie  Devil  has  not  craft  enough  towooe  ’em, 
"i.ere  be  iiuee  kinds  of  fools,  mark  this  note  Geutlcmcn, 
mai  k It,  and  un Jcrfland  it. 

Fount.  Well,  go  forward. 

d.  An  Innocent,  a knave  fool,  a fool  politick : the  lafl 
of  which  arc  lovers,  widow  lovers. 

Bell.  V ’ill  you  allow  no  fortune  ? 

Val.  No  fuch  blind  one. 

Fount.  Wc  gave  you  rcafons,  why  ’twas  needful  for  ns. 

Val.  As  you  are  thofc  fools,  I did  allow  thofc  rcafons, but 
IS  my  Scholars  and  companions  damn’d  ’em ; do  you  know 
what  it  is  to  wooe  a widow  ? anfwer  me  coolcly  now,  and 
underllandingly. 

Hare.  Why  to  lie  with  her,  and  to  enjoy  her  wealth. 

Val.  W'hy  there  you  are  fools  llill,  crafty  to  catch  your 
felves,  pure  politick  fools,  I lookt  for  fuch  an  anfwer  *,  once 
more  hear  me,  it  is,  to  wed  a widow,  to  be  doubted  mainly, 
whether  the  flate  you  have  be  yours  or  no, or  thofe  old  boots 
you  ride  in.  Mark  me,  widows  are  long  extents  in  Law 
upon  news,  livings  upon  their  bodies  winding-fheets,  they 
that  enjoy  ’em,  lie  but  with  dead  mens  monuments,  and 
beget  only  their  own  ill  Epitaphs : Is  not  this  plain  now  ? 

'Bell.  Plain  fpoken. 

Val.  And  plain  truth*,  but  if  you’le needs  do  things  of 
danger,  do  but  lofe  your  felves,  not  any  part  concerns  your 
underflandings,  for  then  you  are  Meacocks,  fools,  and  mi- 
ferable,  march  offaraain,  within  an  inch  of  aFircug,  turn 
me  o’th’ toe  like  a Weather-cock,  kill  every  day  a Sergeant 
for  a twelve  month,  rob  the  Exchequer,  and  burn  all  the 
Rojls,  and  thefe  will  make  a fliew. 

Hare.  And  thefe  are  trifles. 

Val.  Confidered  to  a Widow,  empty  nothings,  for  here 
you  venture  but  your  perfons,there  the  varnifli  of  your  per- 
fons,your  diferetions ; why ’tis  a monflrous  thing  to  marry 
at  all,  efpeciallyas  now  ’tis  made*,  me  thinks  a man,  an 
underflanding  man,  is  more  wife  to  me,  and  of  a nobler  tie, 
than  all  thefe  trinkets ; what  do  we  get  by  w'omen,  but  our 
fenfes,  which  is  the  rankefl  part  about  us,ratislied,and  when  i 
that’s  done,  what  are  we  i?  Creft-fallen  Cowards.  What 
benefit  can  children  be  , but  charges  and  dilbbedknce  ? 

1 What’s  the  love  they  render  atone  and  twenty  years?  1 ; 
pray  die  Father:  when  they  are  young,  they  are  like  bells 
rung  backwards,  nothing  but  noife  and  giddinefs^  and 
come  to  years  once,  there  drops  a fon  byth’fword  in  his 
MiftrefTes  quarel,  a great  joy  to  his  parents:  A Daughter  ^ 
ripe  too,  grows  high  and  Jufly  in  her  blood,  mufl  have  a 1 
heating,  runs  away  with  a fupple  ham’d  Servingman : his  [ 
twenty  Nobles  fpent,  takesto  a trade,  and  learns  to  fpin  : 
mens  hair  off;  there’s  another,  and  moil  are  of  this  nature, 
will  you  marry  ? 

Fount.  For  my  part  yes,  for  any  doubt  I feel  yet. 

Val.  And  this  fame  widow .? 

Fount.  If  I may,  and  me  thinks,  however  you  are  pleafed 
to  difpute  thefe  dangers,  fuch  a warm  match,  and  for  you, 
Sir,  were  not  hurtfull. 

Val.  Not  half  fo  killing  as  for  you,  for  me  fhe  cannot 
with  all  the  Art  flie  has,  make  me  more  miferable,  or  much 
more  fortunate,  1 have  no  (bate  left,  a benefit  that  none  of 
you  can  brag  of,  and  there’s  the  Antidote  againfl:  a Widow, 
nothing  to  lofe,  but  that  my  foul  inherits,  which  (he  can 
neitherlawnorclawaway  *,  tothat,  but  little  fldh,  it  were 
too  much  elfe and  that  unwhoKbm  too,  it  were  too  rich 
elfe;  and  to  all  this  contempt  of  what  Ihedo’s  f can  laugh 
at  her  tears,  negledl  her  angers,  hear  her  without  a faith, 
fo  pity  her  as  if  Ihe  were  a Traytour,  moan  her  ptrfon,  but 
deadly  hate  her  pride  *,  if  you  could  do  thefe,  and  had  but 
this  difcretion,and  like  fortune, it  were  but  an  equal  venture. 

. . Fount, 

ASlffs  Quart ffs,  ScenaFrima, 

Enter  Widow,  and  Luce. 

Wtd.^  T Y fifter,and  a woman  of  fo  bale  a pity  .''what  was 
Ivl  the  fellow.? 

Luce.  Why,  an  ordinary  man,  Madam. 

Wtd.  Poor  ? 

Luce.  Poor  enough,  and  no  man  knows  from  whence 
neither. 

Wid.  What  could  fhe  fee  ? 

Luce.  Only  his  mifcry,for  elfe  (he  might  behold  a hundred 
handfomer. 

Wid.  Did  fhe  change  much  ? 

Luce.  Extreamly,  when  he  fpoke,  and  then  her  pity;  like 
an  Orator,  1 fear  her  love  framed  fuch  a commendation, and 
followed  it  fo  far,  as  made  me  wonder. 

Wid.  Is  fhe  fo  hot,  or  fuch  a want  of  lovers,  that  fhe  miift 
doat  upon  afflidions  ? why  does  fhe  not  go  romage  all  the 
prifons,  and  there  bellow  her  youth,  bewray  her  wanton- 
nefs,  and  flie  her  honour, common  both  to  beggery : did  (he 
fpeak  to  him  ? 

Luce.  No,  he  faw  us  not,  but  ever  fince,  fhe  hath  been 
mainly  troubled. 

Wid.  Was  he  young  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  young  enough. 

Wid.  And  looked  he  like  a Gentleman  ? 

Luce.  Like  fuch  a Gentleman,that  would  pawn  ten  oaths 
for  twelve  pence. 

Wid.  My  fifter,  and  fink  bafely this  muft  not  be,  does 
fhe  ufe  means  to  know  him  ? 

Luce.  Yes  Madam,  and  has  employed  a Squire  called 
Shorthofe. 

Wtd.  0 that’s  a precious  Knave:  keep  all  this  private, but 
Hi  11  be  near  her  lodging : Luce,  what  you  can  gather  by  any 
means,  let  me  underftand : I’le  flop  her  heat,  anci  turn  her 
charity  another  way,  to  blefs  her  felf  firft  be  Hill  clofe  to 
her  counfels  *,  a begger  and  a ftranger.'  there’s  a blefs  ’dnefs! 
rie  none  of  that ; I have  a toy  yet,  filler,  (hall  tell  you  this 
is  foul,  and  make  you  finddt,and  for  your  pains  take  you  the 
lafl  gown  I wore  this  makes  me  mad,  but  I fhall  force  a 
remedy. 

Enter  Fountain,  Bellaraore,  Harebrain,  Valentine. 

Fowit.  Sirra,  we  have  fo  lookt  for  thee,  and  long’d  foi 
thee^  this  widow  is  the  fir angefl  thing,  the  flatelieft,  anc 
(lands  fo  much  upon  her  excellencies. 

Bel.  She  hath  put  us  off,this  month  now, for  an  anfwer. 

15= 
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Short.  Francifco. 


Fo.i/.t.  This  is  malice. 

. r.il.  Whcnfhe  lies  with  your  land,  and  not  with  you, 
grows  great  with  joyntures,  and  is  brought  to  bed  with  all 
the  Itatc  you  have,  you’le  find  this  certain  ; but  is  it  come 
to  pals  you  mull  marry,  is  there  no  bulTwill  hold  you  ? 

Bei.  Grant  it  be  lo. 

ral.  Then  chufe  the  tamer  evil,  take  a maid,  a maid  not 
worth  a penny  \ make  her  yours,  knead  her,  and  mould 
her  yours,  a maid  worth  nothing,  there’s  a vertuous  fpcll  in 
that  word  nothing^  a maid  makes  confcience  of  half  a 
Crown  a week  for  pins  and  puppits,  a maid  will  be  content 
with  one  Coach  and  two  Horl'es,  not  falling  out  becaufe 
they  are  not  matches  *,  with  one  man  fatisfied,  with  one  rein 
guided,  with  one  faith,  one  content, one  bed, aged  flie  makes 
the  wife,  preferves  the  fame  and  ilTuc  j a widow  is  a Chrift- 
mas  box  that  fweeps  all. 

Fount.  Yet  all  this  cannot  fink  us. 

rdl.  You  are  my  friends, and  all  my  loving  friends,!  fpend 
your  mony,  yet  1 deferve  it  too,  you  are  my  friends  ftill,  I 
ride  your  horfes,  when  I want  I fell  ’em  •,  I eat  your  meat, 
help  to  wear  her  linnen,  fometiraes  I make  you  drunk,  and 
then  you  feal,  for  which  Tie  do  you  this  commodity,  be 
ruled, and  let  me  try  her, I will  difeover  her,the  tnith  is, I will 
never  leave  to  trouble  her,  till  I fee  through  her,  then  if  I 
find  her  worthy. 

Hare.  This  was  our  meaning  Falentwe. 

Val.  ’Tis  done  then,  I muft  want  nothing. 

Hare.  Nothing  but  the  woman. 

yal.  Nojcaloulie^  for  when  I marry,  the  Devil  mufl  be 
vvifer  than  1 take  him  \ and  the  flefli  foolilher : come  let’s  to 
dinner,  and  when  I am  well  whetted  with  wine,  have  at 
her.  {_ExeHnt. 

Enter  Ifabella,  and  Luce. 

Ifab.  But  art  thou  fure  ? 

Luce.  No  furer  than  I heard. 

Hare.  That  it  was  that  flouting  fellows  Brother  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  Shorthofe  told  me  fb. 

Hare.  He  did  fearce  out  the  truth  ? 

Luce.  It  feems  he  did. 

Hot.  Prethee  call  him  hither,  ifhe  be  no  worfe,  I 
never  repent  my  pity,  now  firra,  what  was  he  we  fent  you 
after, the  Gentleman  i’th’  black  ? 

Enter  Shorthofe. 

Short.  I’th’  torn  black  ? 

Jfab.  Yes,  the  fame  Sir. 

Short.  What  would  your  Worlhip  with  him? 

Jfab.  Why , my  Worlhip  would  know  his  name,  and 
what  he  is. 

Short.  ’Is  nothing,  he  is  a man,  and  yet  he  is  no  man. 

Ifab.  You  mult  needs  play  the  fool. 

Short.  ’Tis  my  profeflion. 

Jfab.  How  is  he  a man,  and  no  man  ? 

Short.  He’s  a begger,  only  the  fign  of  a man,  the  bulh 
pull'd  down, which  Ihows  the  houfe  ftands  emptie. 

Jfab.  What’s  his  calling? 

Short.  They  call  him  begger. 

Jfab.  What’s  his  kindred? 

Short.  Beggers. 

Jfab.  His  worth? 

Short.  A learned  begger,  a poor  Scholar. 

Jfab.  How  does  he  live  ? 

Short.  Like  worms,  he  eats  old  Books. 

Jfah.  Is  yalenttne  his  Brother. 

Sho-rt.  His  begging  Brother. 

Jfab.  What  may  his  name  be  ? 

Short.  Orfon. 

Jfab.  Leave  your  fooling. 

Sho-n.  You  had  as  good  fay,  leave  your  living. 

Jfah.  Once  more  tell  me  his  name  diredtly. 

Short.  Tie  be  hang’d  firft,  unlcfs  I heard  him  Chrillncd, 
but  I can  tell  what  foolilh  people  call  him. 

Jfab.  What  ? 


Jfab.  Where  lies  this  learning.  Sir  ? 

Short. In  Pauls  Church  yard  forfooth. 

Jfab.  I mean  the  Gentleman,  fool. 

Short.  O that  fool,  he  lies  in  loofeflleets  every  where, 
that’s  no  where. 

Luce.  You  have  glean’d  fince  you  came  to  London : in  the 
Country,  Shorthofe.,  you  were  an  arrant  fool,  a dull  cold 
cox'combe,  here  every  Tavern  teaches  you,  the  pint  pot  has 
fo  belaboured  you  with  wit,  your  brave  acquaintance  that 
gives  you  Ale,  fo  fortified  your  mazard,  that  now  there’s  no 
talking  to  you. 

Jfab.  ’Is  much  improved,  a fellow,  a finedifeourfer. 

Short.  I hopefo,  I have  not  waited  at  the  tail  of  wit  fo 
long  to  be  an  Afs, 

Luce.  Blit  fay  now,  Shorthofe,  my  Lady  fhould  remove 
into  the  Country. 

Short.  I had  as  lieveflie  fhould  remove  to  Heaven,  and  as 
foon  I would  undertake  to  follow  her. 

Luce.  Where  no  old  Charnico  is,  nor  no  Anchoves,  nor 
Mafter  fuch-a  one,  to  meet  at  the  Rofe,  and  bring  my  Lady, 
fuch-a-ones  chief  Chamber-maid. 

Jfab.  No  bouncing  healths  to  this  brave  Lad,  dear  Short- 
hofe, nor  down  o’th’  knees  to  that  illnftrious  Lady. 

L'/ce.  No  fiddles,  nor  no  lufly  noife  of  drawer,  carry  this 
pottle  to  my  Father  Shorthofe. 

Ifab.  No  plays,  nor  gaily  foifls,  no  firange  Embafladors 
to  run  and  wonder  at,  till  thou  becftoyl,  and  then  come 
home  again,  and  lye  byth’  Legend. 

Luc.  Say  fhe  fliould  go. 

Short.  If  I fay , Tie  be  hang’d,  or  if  I thought  fl^e 
would  go. 

Luce.  What  I 

Short.  I would  go  with  her. 

Luce.  But  Shorthofe,  where  thy  heart  is  ? 

Ifab.  Do  not  fright  him. 

Luce.  By  this  hand  Mifiris  ’tis  a noife,  a loud  one  too, 
and  from  her  own  mouth,  prefently  to  be  gone  too,  but 
why,  or  to  what  end  ? 

Short.  May  not  a man  die  firft  ? flie’l  give  him  fo  much 
time. 

Jfab.  Gone  o’th’ fudden  ? thou  doft  but  jeft,  fhe  muft  not 
mock  the  Gentlemen. 

Luce.  She  has  put  them  off  a month,  thy  dare  not  fee 
her,  believe  me  Miftris,what  I hear  I tell  you. 

Jfab.  Is  this  true,  wench  ? gone  on  fo  fhort  a warning ! 
what  trick  is  this  ? fhe  never  told  me  of  it,  it  muft  not  be, 
firra,  attend  me  prefently,  you  know  I have  been  a carefull 
friend  unto  you,  attend  me  in  the  Hall,  and  next  be  faithful, 
cry  not,  we  fliall  not  go. 

Short.  Pier  Coach  may  crack. 

Enter  Valentine,  Francifco,  and  Lance. 

J^al.  Which  way  to  live  ! how  dareft  thou  come  to  town, 
to  ask  fuch  an  idle  queftion  ? 

Fran.  Me  thinks  ’tis  necclfary,  unlcfs  you  could  reftore 
that  Annuitie  you  have  tipled  up  in  Taverns. 

Where  haft  thou  been, and  how  brought  up  Francifco, 
that  thou  talkcft  thus  out  ofFr.tnce  ? thou  wert  a pretty  fel- 
low,and  of  a handfom  knowledge ; who  has  fpoiled  thee  ? 

Lan.  He  that  has  fpoil'd  himfclf,  to  make  him  fport,  and 
by  Copiej  will  fpoil  all  comes  near  him:  buy  but  aGlafs,  if 
you'bc  yet  fo  wealthy,  and  look  there  who  ? 

Val.  Well  faid,old  Copihold. 

Lan.  My  heart’s  good  Freehold  Sir,  and  fo  you’l  find  it, 
this  Gentleman’s  your  Brother,  your  hopeful  Brother,  for 
there  is  no  hope  of  you,  ufe  him  thereafter. 

Fal.  E’ne  as  well  as  I ufe  my  fclf,what  wouldft  thou  have 
Franks? 

Fran.  Can  you  procure  me  a hundred  pound  ? 

Lan.  Hark  what  he  faics  to  you,  O try  your  w^Its,  they 
fay  you  arc  excellent  at  it,  for  your  Land  has  lain  long  bed- 
rid, and  unfcnfible. 

Fran.  And  I’lc  forget  all  wrongs, you  fee  my  ftatc,  and  to 

what 
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what  wrctchcdncfs  your  will  has  brought  me  •,  but  what  it 
maybe,  by  this  benefit,  if  timely  done,  and  like  a noble 
Brother  both  yOu  and  I may  feel,  and  to  our  comforts. 

Kti  (A  hundred  pound ! ) doit  thou  know  what  thou  hall 
faid  Boy  ? 

fran.  I faid  a hundred  pound. 

ral.  Thou  hail  faid  more  than  any  man  can  juflifie,  be- 
lieve it : procure  a hundred  pounds ! 1 fay  to  thee  there’s  no 
fuch  liim  in  nature,  forty  (hillings  there  may  be  now  i’th’ 
Mint  and  that’sa  Treafure,!  have  feen  five  pound,biit  let  me 
tell  it,  and  'lis  as  wonderful  as  Calves  with  five  Legs  ^ here’s 
five  Ihiiiings,  Frankly  the  harvefl  of  five  weeks,  and  a good 
crop  too,  take  it,  and  pay  thy  firll  fruits,  I’le  come  down 
and  eat  it  out. 

Fran.  ’Tis  patience  muft  meet  with  you  Sir,  not  love. 

Lane.  Deal  roundly,  and  leave  thefe  fiddle  faddles. 
yal.  Leave  thy  prating,  thou  thinkelt  thou  art  a notable 
wife  fellow,  thou  and  thy  rotten  Sparrow  Hawk  j two  of 
the  reverent. 

Lane.  1 think  you  are  mad,  or  if  you  be  not,  will  b 
with  the  next  moon„  what  would  you  have  him  do-? 
yal.  How? 

Lane.  To  get  money  firft,  that’s  to  live,  you  have  (hew- 
ed him  how  to  want. 

yal.  ’Slife  how  do  I live  ? why,  what  dull  fool  would  ask 
that  queltion  f three  hundred  three  pilds  more,  I and  live 
)ravely:  the  better  half  o’th’  Town  live  moft  glorioufly, 
and  ask  thorn  what  ftates  they  have,  or  what  Annuities 
or  when  they  pray  for  feafonable  Harvefls : thou  haft  a hand- 
brae  Wit,  ftir  into  the  world.  Frankly  ftir,  flir  for  (hame, 
ttiou  art  a pretty  Scholar : ask  how  to  live  ? write,  write, 
write  any  thing,  the  World’s  a fine  believing  World,  write 
News. 

Lan.  Dragons  in  Snjfexy  Sir,  or  fiery  Battels  feen  in  the 
Air  at  Affurge. 

yal.  There’s  the  way  Frankly  and  in  the  tail  of  thefe, 
fright  me  the  Kingdom  with  a (harp  Prognoflication,  that 
(hall  fcowr  them.  Dearth  upon  Dearth,  like  leven  Tatties, 
predidtions  of  Sea-breaches,  Wars,  and  want  of  Her- 
rings on  our  Coaft,  with  bloudy  Nofes. 

Lan.  Whirl-winds,  that  (hall  take  off  the  top  of  gran- 
Steeple,  and  clap  it  on  and  after  thefe,  a Len 
voy  to  the  City  for  their  fins. 

yal.  Probatum  efiy  thou  cand  not  want  a penfion,  go 
fwitch  me  up  a Covey  of  young  Scholars,  there’s  twenty  no 
bles,  and  two  loads  of  Coals,  are  not  thefe  ready  wayes? 
Cofmography  thou  art  deeply  read  in,  draw  me  a Map 
from  the  Mermaid,  1 mean  a midnight  Map  to  (cape  the 
Watches,  and  fuch  long  fenflefs  examinations,  and  Gen 
tlemen  (hall  feed  thee,  right  good  Gentlemen,  1 cannot  (lay 
long. 

Lan.  You  have  read  learnedly,  and  would  you  have  him 
follow  thefe Megera’s,  did  you  begin  with  Ballads? 

Fran.  Well,  I will  leave  you,  1 fee  my  wants  are  grown 
ridiculous,  yours  may  be  fo,  1 will  not  curfe  you  neither ; 
you  may  think,  when  thefe  wanton  fits  are  over,  who  bred 
me,  and  who  ruined  me,  look  to  your  felf.  Sir,  a provi- 
dence 1 wait  on. 

yal.  Thou  art  palTionate,  haft  thou  been  brought  up  with 
Girls? 

Enter  Shorthofe  xvith  a hag. 

Short.  Reft  you  merry.  Gentlemen. 
yal.  Not  fo  merry  as  you  fuppofe.  Sir. 

Short.  Pray  (lay  a while,  and  let  me  take  a view  of  you, 
I may  put  my  Spoon  into  the  wrong  Pottage-pot  elfe. 
yal.  Why,  wilt  thou  mufter  us  ? 

Short.  No,  you  are  not  he,  you  are  a thought  too  hand- 
fome. 

Lan.  Who  wouldft  thou  fpeak  withal, . why  doft  thou 
peep  fo  ? 

Short.  I am  looking  birds  nefts,  I can  find  none  in  your 
bufh  beard,  I would  fpeak  with  you,  black  Gentleman^ 
Fran.  With  me,  my  friend  ? 


Short.  Yesfure,  and  the  heft  friend.  Sir,  it  feems  you 
pakc  withal  this  twelve  month,  Gentleman,  there’s  mo 
iieyfor  you. 
yal.  How? 

Short.  There’s  none  for  you,  Sir,  be  not  fo  brief,  not  a 
oenny  ; law  how  he  itches  at  it, Hand  off,  you  (Ur  my  colour. 
Lan.  Take  it,  ’tis  money. 

Short.  You  arc  too  quick  too,  firft  be  furc  you  have  it, 
you  feem  to  be  a Faulkoner,  but  a foolilh  one. 

Lan.  Take  it,  and  fay  nothing. 

Short.  You  are  cozen’d  tbo,  ’tis  take  it,  and  (pend  it. 
Fran.  From  whom  ca me  it,  Sir.^* 

Short.  Such  anoLwcr  word,  and  you  (hall  have  nohe  on’t. 
Fran.  1 thank  you,  oir,  I doubly  thank  you. 

Short.  Well,  Sir,  then  buy  you  better  Cloaths,  and  get 
yourHat  dreft,and  your  Laimdrefs  to  wafh  your  Boots  white. 
Fran.  Pray  (lay  Sir,  may  you  not  be  miftaken. 

Short.  1 think  1 am,  give  me  the  money  again,  come 
quick,  quick,  quick. 

Fran.  1 would  be  loth  to  render,  till  I am  (urc  it  be  fo. 
Short.  Hark  in  your  ear,  is  not  your  name  Franafeo  ? 

Fran.  Yes. 

Short.  Be  quiet  then,  it  may  Thunder  a hundred  times, 
before  fuch  (tones  fall ; do  you  not  need  it  ? 

Fran.  Yes. 

Short.  And  ’tis  thought  you  have  it. 

Fran.  I think  1 have. 

Short.  Then  hold  it  fall,  ’tis  not  fly-blown,  you  may  pay 
for  die  poundage,  you  forget  your  felf,  1 have  not  feen  a 
Gentleman  fo  backward,  a wanting  Gentleman. 

Fran.  Your  mercy.  Sir. 

Short.  Friend,  you  have  mercy,  a whole  bag  full  of  mer- 
cy, be  merry  with  it,  and  be  wife. 

Fran.  1 would  fain,  if  it  pleafe  you,  but  know 

Short.  It  does  not  pleafe  me,  tell  over  your  money,  and 
be  not  mad.  Boy. 

yal.  You  have  no  more  fuch  bags  ? 

Short.  More  fuch  there  are.  Sir,  but  few  I fear  for  you, 

1 have  caft  your  water,  you  have  wit,  you  need  no  money. 

f pA/f. 

Lan.  Be  not  amazed.  Sir,  ’tis  good  gold,  good  old  gold, 
this  is  reftorative,  and  in  good  time,  it  comes  to  do  you 
goo4  keep  it  and  ufe  it,  let  honed  fingers  feel  it,  yours  be 
too  quick  Sir. 

Fran.  He  named  me,  and  lie  gave  it  me,  but  from  whom. 
Lan.  Let  ’em  fend  more,  and  then  examine  it,  this  can 
be  but  a Preface. 

Fran.  Being  a ftranger,  of  whom  can  1 deferve  this  ? 

Lan.  Sir,  of  any  man  that  has  but  eyes,  and  manly  under- 
ftanding  to  find  mens  wants,  good  men  are  bound  to  do  fo. 

Fal.  Now  you  fee,  Franny  there  are  more  vvayes  than 
certainties,  now  you  believe : What  Plow  brought  you  this 
Harveft,  what  fale  of  Timber,  Coals,  or  what  Annuities? 
Thefe  feed  no  Hinds,  nor  wait  the  expectation  ofQuarter- 
daies,  you  (eeitlhowers  in  toyou,  youareanAfs,  lie  plod- 
ding, and  lie  fooling,  about  this  Blazing  Star,  and  that  bo- 
peep,  whining,  and  fading,  to  find  the  natural  reafon  why 
a Dog  turns  twice  about  before  he  lie  down,  what  ufe  of 
thefe,  or  what  joy  in  Annuities,  where  every  man’s  thy 
ftudy,  and  thy  Tenant,  1 am  afliamed  on  thee. 

Lan.  Yes,  I have  feen  this  fellow,  there’s  a wealthy  Wi- 
dow hard  by. 
yal.  Yes  marry  is  there. 

Lan.  I think  he’s  her  fervant,  or  1 am  couzenM  elfe,  1 
am  fure  on’t. 

Fran,  lam  glad  on’t. 

Lan.  She’s  a good  Woman. 

Fran.  I am  gladder. 

Lan.  And  young  enough  believe. 

Fran.  1 am  gladder  of  all,  Sir. 
yal.  Franks , you  (hall  lye  with  me  (bon. 

Fran.  I thank  my  money. 

Lan.  His  money  (hall  lie  With  me,  three  in  a Bed,  Sir, 
will  be  too  much  this  weather. 

X yal. 
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. rM.  Meet  rae  at  the  Mermaid,  and  thou  flialt  fee  what 

things 

Z.4.M.  Truft  to  your  fclf  Sir. 

[_  Exeunt  Fran,  and  V al. 

Enter  Fount.  Bella.  Valentine, 

Fount.  O l^tlentine  ! 

I'M.  How  now,  why  do  you  look  fo  ? 

'BeiU.  The  Widow’s  going,  man. 

J '//.  Why  let  her  go,  man. 

Hm  e.  She's  going  out  o’th’  Town. 

J'.tl.  The  Town’s  the  happier,!  would  they  were  all  gone. 
Foutn.  We  cannot  come  to  fpcak  with  her. 
r.il.  Not  to  ipeak  to  her  ? 

Bel.  She  will  be  gone  within  this  hour, cither  now  Val. 
Fount,  //.ire.  Now,  now,  now,  good  AW. 
f'M.  I had  rather  march  i’th’  mouth  o’th’  Cannon,  but 
adieWjif  fhc  be  above  ground, go, away  to  your  prayers,away 
1 fay,  away,  fne  lhall  be  fpoken  withall.  \_Sxeitnt. 

Enter  Shorthofe  with  one  boot  on^  Roger,  Humphrey. 

Roy^.  She  win  go,  Shorthofe. 

Short.  Who  can  help  it  Ro^er  ? 

R.iph.  [ rtithin.  3 Help  down  with  the  hangings. 

By  and  by  Raph.  I am  making  up  o’th’  trunks  here. 
Rjph.  Shorthofe. 

Short.  Well. 

Raph.  W'ho  looks  to  my  Ladys  wardrobe  ? Humphrey. 
Hum.  Here. 

R.iph.  Down  with  the  boxes  in  the  gallery, and  bring  away 
the  Coach  cufhions. 

Short.  Will  it  not  rain,  no  conjuring  abroad,  nor  no  devi- 
ces to  Hop  this  journey  ? 

W^hy  go  now,  why  now , why  o’th’  fudden  now  ? 
what  preparation,  what  horfes  have  we  ready,  whatpro- 
vilion  laid  in  i’th’Country.? 

Hum.  Not  an  egge  1 hope. 

Ro^.  No  nor  one  drop  of  good  drink  boyes,  there’s  the 
devil. 

Short.  I heartily  pray  the  malt  be  mufl:y,and  then  we  muft 
come  up  again. 

Hum.  W'hat  fayes  the  Stew’ard  t 
Rog.  He’s  at’s  wits  end,  for  fome  four  hours  lince,  out  of 
his  hafle  and  providence,  he  miftook  the  Millars  mangie 
mare,  for  his  own  nagge. 

Short.  And  fhe  may  break  his  neck,  and  fave  the  journy. 
Oh  London  how  I love  thee ! 

Hum,  I have  no  boots  nor  none  Fie  buy  : or  if  I had , 
refufe  me  if  I would  venture  my  ability, before  a Cloak-Bag, 
men  are  men. 

Short.  For  my  part,  if  I be  brought,  as  I know  it  will  be 
aimed  at,  to  carry  any  durty  dairy  Cream-pot,  or  any  gentle 
Lady  of  the  Laundry,  Chambring,  or  wantonnefs  behind  my 
Gelding,  with  all  her  Streamers,  Knapfacks,  Glaflcs,  Gu- 
gawes,  as  if  I were  a running  flippery,  i’legive  ’em  leave  to 
cut  my  girts,  and  flay  me.  I’le  not  be  troubled  with  their 
Diflibations,  at  every  half  miles  end,  I underftand  my  felf, 
and  am  rcfolvcd. 

Hum.  To  morrow  night  at  Olivers  \ who  fliall  be  there 
boys,  who  fliall  meet  the  wenches  ? 

Rog.  The  well  brew’d  Hand  of  Ale,  wc  fliould  have 
met  at ! 

Short.  Thcfc  griefs  like  to  another  Tale  of  Troy,  would 
mollificthc  hearts  of  barbarous  people,  and  Tomliutcher 
: weep,  enters,  and  now  the  town’s  loll. 

Raph.  Well  whither  run  you,  my  Lady  is  mad. 

Short.  I would  fhe  were  in  Bedlam. 

Raph.T he  carts  arc  come, no  hands  to  help  to  load  ’cm?the 
fhrfrlicsin  the  hall,  the  plate. 

[iVtihin \Vidow.'2  Why  knaves  there,  v/hcrc  be  thcfc  idle 
Short.  Shall  I ride  with  one  Boot  ? ( fellows  ? 

IVid.  Why  where  I fay  ? 

Raph.  A way,  away, it  muH  be  fo. 

Short.  O for  a tickling  Rorm,to  JaR  but  ten  days.R(5’.vf««/. 


ASihs  Tertms.  Seen  a Prim  a. 

Enter  Ifabella,  and  Luce. 

Luc.  Y my  troth  MiRris  I did  it  for  the  beR. 

Xj  ^fub.  It  may  be  fb,but  Luce,  you  have  a tongue , 
a difli  of  meat  in  your  mouth,which  if  it  were  minced  Luce, 
would  do  a great  deal  better. 

Luce.  I proteR  MiRrefs. 

Jfab.  It  will  be  your  own  one  time  or  other;  Walter. 
Walter  [yoithin.l^  Anon  forlboth. 

Jfab.  Lay  my  hat  ready,  my  fan  and  cloak,  you  are  fo  full : 
of  providence^  and  Walter,  tuck  up  my  little  box  behind 
the  Coach,  and  bid  my  maid  make  ready,  my  fweet  fervice 
to  your  good  Lady  MiRrefs  j and  my  dog,  good  let  the 
Coachman  carry  him. 

Luce.  But  hear  me. 

Jfab.  I am  in  love  fweet  Luce,  and  you  are  fo  skilfull,  that  i 
I muR  n.eeds  undo  my  felf ; and  hear  ige,  let  Oliver  pack  up ; 
myGlafs  difcreetly,  and  fee  iny  Curies  well  carried.  Oi 
fweet  Luce,  you  have  a tongue, and  open  tongues  have  open 
you  know  what,  Luce. 

Luce.  Prayyoube  fatisfied. 

Jfab.  Yes  and  contented  too,  before  I leave  you ; there’s 
d.  Roger,  which  fome  call  a Butcher,  I fpeak  of certainties,  l' 
do  not  fifh  Luce,  nay  do  not  Rare,  I have  a tongue  can  talk 
too : and  a Green  Chamber  lAice,  a back  door  opens  to  a 
Jong  Gallerie  *,  there  was  a night  Luce,  do  you  perceive,  do 
you  perceive  me  yet  ? O do  you  blufli  Luce  ? a Friday  night 
I law  your  Saint,  Luce : for  t’other  box  of  Marmalade,  all’s 
thine  fweet  Roger.,  this  1 heard  and  kept  too. 

Luce.  E’neas  you  are  a woman  MiRrefs.  , 

Jfab.  This  I allow  as  good  and  Phyfical  fometime,thefe 
meetings,  and  for  the  cheering  of  the  iieart but  Luce,  to 
have  your  own  turn  ferved,  and  to  your  friend  to  be  a 
dogbolt. 

Luce.  I confefs  it  MiRrels. 

Jfab.  As  you  have  made  my  fiRer  jealous  of  me,  and 
fooJilhIy,  and  childilhly  purfuedit,  I have  found  out  your 
haunt,  and  traced  your  purpofes  j for  which  mine  honour 
fuffers ; your  beRwaiesmuR  be  applied  to  bring  her  back 
again,  and  ferioufly  and  fuddenly,  that  fo  I may  have  a 
means  to  clear  my  felf,  and  flie  a fair  opinion  of  me,  elfe 
you  peevifh  

Luce.  My  power  and  prayers  MiRrefs. 

Jfab.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Enter  Shorthofe,  and  Widow. 

Short.  I have  been  with  the  Gentleman,  he  has  it,  much 
good  may  do  him  with  it. 

Wid.  Come,are  you  ready?  you  love  fo  to  delay  time,  the 
day  grows  on. 

Jfab.  I have  fent  for  a few  trifles,  when  thofe  are  come  *, 
And  now  I know  your  reafon. 

Wid.  Know  your  own  honour  then,about  your  bufinefs,fee 
the  Coach  ready  prefently.  Tie  tell  you  more  then,. 

F Ex.  Luce,  and  Shorthofe. 
And  underRand  it  well,  you  muR  not  think  your  liRer  fo 
tender  eyed  as  not  to  fee  your  follies,alas  I know  your  heart, 
and  muR  imagine,  and  truly  too ; ’tis  not  your  charitie  can 
coin  fuch  fums  to  give  away  as  you  have  done,  in  that  you 
have  no  wifdom  Jfabel,  no  nor  modeRy,  where  nobler  ufes 
are  at  home  •,  I tell  you,  I am  afhamed  to  find  this  in  your 
years,  far  more  in  your  diferetion,  none  to  chufe  but  things 
for  pity,  nonetofeal  your  thoughts  on,  but  one  of  no  abi- 
ding, of  no  name  •,  nothing  to  bring  you  to  but  this,  cold 
and  hunger;  A jolly  Joynture  lIRer,  you  arc  happy,  no 
mony,  no  not  ten  fhillings. 

Jfab.  You  fcarch  nearly. 

Wid.  I know  it  as  1 know  your  folly,  one  that  knows  not 
where  he  lhall  eat  his  next  meal,  take  his  reR,  unlefs  it  be 
i’tli’  Rocks  j what  kindred  has  he,  but  a more  wanting 

Brother,  [ 
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Brother,  or  what  vertues. 

Jf^b.  You  have  had  rare  intelligence,  1 fee, filter. 

Wid.  Or  fay  the  man  had  vertuc , is  vertue  in  this  age  a 
full  inheritance  ^ what  Joynture  can  he  make  yov\yPlnturchs 
MeroLty  or  fo  much  penny  rent  in  the  fmall  Poets  ? this  is  not 
well,  ’tis  weak,  and  I grieve  to  know  it. 

Jfab.  And  this  you  quit  the  town  for  ? 
md.  Is’t  not  time.^ 

Jfdb.  You  are  better  read  in  my  affairs  than  I am,  that’s 
all  1 have  to  anfwer.  Tie  go  with  you,  and  willingly,  and 
what  you  tliink  moft  dangerous,  Tic  fit  laugh  at. 

For  lifter  ’tis  not  folly  but  good  diferetion  governs  pur  main 
fortunes. 

Wtd.  I am  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fo. 

Ifa.  1 am  for  you. 

Enter  Shorthole,  and  Humphrey,  vtith  riding  rods. 

Hian.  The  Devil  cannot  ftay  her,  Ihe’l  on’t,  cat  an  egg 
now,  and  then  we  muftaway. 

S/wrr.  1 am  gauPd  already,  yet  I will  pray,  may  London 
Wayes  from  henceforth  be  full  of  holes,  and  Coaches  crack 
their  wheels,  may  zealous  Smir  s fo  houfel  all  our  Hack- 
neys, that  they  may  feel  compuneftion  in  their  feet, and  tire 
at  High-gate,  may  it  rain  above  all  Almanacks  till  Carriers 
fail,  and  the  Kings  Filh  monger  ride  like  Bike  ^Arion  upon 
a Trout  to  Lon^n. 

Ham.  At  S.Alhanes^  let  all  the  Inns  be  drunk,not  an  Hoft 
fober  to  bid  her  worlhip  welcom. 

Shert.  Not  a Fiddle,  but  all  prcach’t  down  with  Puri- 
tans no  meat  but  Legs  of  Beef.  , 

Ham.  No  beds  but  Wool-Packs. 

Short.  And  thofe  fo  crammed  with  Warrens  of  ftarved 
Fleas  that  bite  like  Bandogs ; let  Mims  be  angry  at  their  S. 
Bel  Swagger we  pafs  in  theheat  on’t  and  be  b^eaten, beaten 
abominably, beaten  horfe  and  man,and  all  my  Ladies  linnen 
Iprinkled  with  fudsand  dilh-water. 

Short.  Not  a wheel  but  out  of  joynt. 

Enter  Roger  laugh-ing. 

Ham.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ? 

Rog.  There’s  a Gentleman,  and  the  rareft  Gentleman, 
and  makes  the  rareft  fport. 

Short.  Where,  where? 

Rog.  Within  here,  h’as  made  the  gayeft  Iport  with  Tom 
the  Coachman,  fo  tewed  him  up  with  Sack  that  he  lies 
lalhing  a But  of  Malmfie  for  his  Mares. 

Short.  ’Tis  very  good. 

Reg.  And  talks  and  laughs,  and  fings  the  rareft  fongs,  and 
Sherthefe.,  he  has  fo  maul’d  the  Red  Deer  pies,  made  fuch  an 
alms  i’th*  butterie. 

Short.  Better  ftill. 

Enter  Val.  Widow. 

Ham.  My  Lady  in  a rage  with  the  Gentleman  ? 

Short.  May  he  anger  her  into  a feather.  [^Exeunt. 

Wid.  I pray  tell  me,  who  fent  you  hither  ? for  I imagine 
it  is  not  your  condition,  you  look  fo  temperately,  and  like  a 
Gentleman,  to  ask  me  thefe  milde  queftions. 

Tal.  Do  you  think  I ufe  to  walk  of  errands,  gentle  Lady, 
or  deal  with  women  out  of  dreams  from  others  ? 

Wid.  You  have  not  know  me  fure  ? 

Val.  Not  much. 

Wtd.  Whatreafon  have  you  then  to  befo  tender  of  my 
credit,  you  are  no  kinfman  ? 

V (tl.  If  you  take  it  fo,  the  honeft  office  that  I came  to  do 
you,isnotfo  heavy  but  I can  return  it:  now  1 perceive  you- 
are  too  proud,  not  worth  my  vifit. 

Wid.  Pray  ftay,  a little  proud. 

V d.  Monftrous  proud,  1 griev’d  to  hear  a woman  of  your 
value,  and  your  abundant  parts  ftung  by  the  people,  but 
now  I fee  ’tis  true,  you  look  upon  me  as  if  1 were  a rude  and 
faucie  fellow  that  borrowed  all  my  breeding  from  a dunghil, 
or  fuch  a one,  as  Ihould  now  fall  and  worlhip  you  in  hope  of 
pardon : you  are  cozen’d  Lady,  I came  to  prove  opinion  a 
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loud  liar,to  fee  a woman  only  great  in  goodncls,andMiftrcfs 
of  a greater  fame  than  fortune,  but 

Wid.  You  are  a ftrange  Gentleman, if  1 were  proud  nov/, 

I ftiould  be  monftrous  angry,  which  I am  not,  and  Ihev/  the 
cHedts  of  pride  j 1 ftiould  defpife  you,  but  you  arc  welcom 
Sir:  To  think  well ofour  felves,  if  we  deferveit,  it  is  a 
lultre  in  us, and  every  good  we  havc,ftrivcs  to  ftiev/  gracious, 
what  ufe  is  it  elfe  ? old  age  like  Seer  trees,  is  fcldom  lech  af- 
fedted,  Itirs  fometimes  at  rchearfal  of  fuch  adts  as  his  daring 
youth  endeavour’d. 

Val.  This  is  well,  and  now  you  fpcak  to  the  purpofe,  you 
pleale  me,  but  to  be  place  proud  ? 

Wid.  If  it  be  our  own,  why  are  wc  ft  t here  with  diftindti- 
onelfe,  degrees,and  orders  given  us  ? In  you  men, ’tis  held  a 
coolnefs,  if  you  lofe  your  rignt,anronts  and  lofs  of  honour : 
ftrects,and  walls,  and  upper  ends  of  tables,  had  they  tongues 
could  tell  what  blood  has  followed,  and  what  feud  about 
your  ranks ; are  we  fo  much  below  you,  chat  till  you  have  us, 
are  the  tops  of  nature,  to  be  accounted  drones  without  a dif- 
ference? you  will  make  us  bcalts  indeed. 

Val.  Nay  worfe  than  this  too,  proud  of  your  deaths,  they 
fwear  a Mercers  Lucifer,  a tumour  tackt  together  by  a Tay- 
lour,  nay  yet  worfe,  proud  of  red  and  white,  a varnifnthat 
butter  milk  can  better. 

Wid.  Lord,  how  little  will  vex  thefe  poor  blind  people  / 
if  my  deaths  be  fometimes  gay  and  glorious,  docs  it  fol- 
low, my  mind  muft  be  my  Mercers  too  ? or  fay  my  beauty 
pleafe  fome  weak  eyes,  muft  it  pleafe  them  to  think,  that 
blows  me  up,  that  every  hour  blows  off.?  this  is  an  Infants 
anger. 

Val.  Thus  they  fay  too,  what  though  you  haveaCcach 
lined  through  with  velvet,  and  four  fair  Flanders  mares,  w ny 
Ihould  the  ftreets  be  troubled  continually  with  you,  till  Car- 
men curfe  you  ? can  there  be  ought  in  this  but  pride  of  ftiew 
Lady, and  pride  of  bum  beating, till  the  learned  lawyers  with 
their  fat  bags,  are  thruftagainft  the  bulks  till  all  their  caufes 
crack  ? why  Ihould  this  Lady,  and  t’other  Lady,  and  the 
third  fweet  Lady,  and  Madam  at  be  daily  vifited, 

and  your  poorer  neighbours,  with  courfe  napfes  ncgledled, 
faftiions  conferr’d  about,  pouncings,  and  paintings,  and 
young  mens  bodies  read  on  like  Anatomies. 

Wtd.  You  are  very  credulous,  and  Ibme what  delperate, 
to  deliver  this  Sir,to  her  you  know  not,but  you  ftiall  confefs 
me,  and  find  I will  not  ftart ; in  us  all  meetings  lie  open 
to  thefe  lewd  reports,  and  our  thoughts  at  Church,  our 
very  meditations  fome  will  fwear,  which  all  ftiould  fear  to 
judge,  at  leaft  uncharitably,  are  mingled  with  your  me- 
mories, cannot  fleep , but  this  fweet  Gentleman  fwims  in 
our  fancies , that  fcarlet  man  of  war , and  that  fmooth 
Senior  •,  not  drefs  our  heads  without  new  ambuftics,  how  to 
furprize  that  greatnefs,  or  thatglorie  ^ our  very  fmiles are 
j fubjed  to  conftrudions •,  nay  Sir,  it’s  come  to  this  v;e 
cannot  pifli,  but ’tis  a favour  for  fome  fool  or  other.*  Ihould 
we  examine  you  thus,  wer’t  not  poflible  to  take  you  without 
Perfpedives  ? 

Wid.  It  may  be,  but  thefe  excule  not. 

Wid.  Nor  yours  force  no  truth  Sir,  what  deadly  tongues 
you  have,  and  to  thofe  tongues  what  hearts,  and  what  inven- 
tions.? O’ myconfcience,  and’twere  noefor  ftiarpjuftice, 
you  would  venture  toaim  at  your  own  mothers,  and  account 
it  glorieto  fay  you  had  done  fo : all  you  think  a.c  counfcis, 
and  cannot  erre,  ’tis  we  ftill  that  fhew  double,  giddy,  or 
gorg’d  with  paffion  *,  we  that  build  Babels  for  mens  conciu- 
fions,  we  that  fcatter,  as  day  does  his  warm  light*,  our 
killing  curfes  over  Gods  creatures,next  to  the  devils  malice : 
lets  intreat  your  good  words. 

Val.  Well,  this  woman  has  a brave  foul. 

Wid.  Are  not  we  gaily  bleft  then,  and  much  beholding  to 
you  for  your  fubftance .?  you  may  do  what  you  lift,  we  what 
befeems  us,  and  narrowly  do  that  too,  and  precifely,  our 
names  are  lerved  in  elfe  at  Ordinaries,  and  belcht  abi  oad  in 
Taverns. 

Val.  O moft  brave  Wench,  and  able  to  redeem  an  age  of 
women. 

X 2 Wid. 
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IVU.  You  are  no  Whorcmafters?  Alas,  no.  Gentlemen, 
it  were  a:i  impudence  to  think  you  vicious ; you  are  fo  ho- 
ly, handfomc  Ladies  fright  you,  you  are  the  cool  things  of 
the  time,  the  temperance,  meer  Emblems  of  the  Law,  and 
veils  of  Vercuc,  you  arc  not  daily  mending  like  Dutch 
U'atches,  and  plaftering  like  old  Walls  j they  are  not 
Gentlemen,  that  with  their  fecret  fins  increafe  our  Surge- 
ons, and  lie  in  Foraign  Countries,  for  new  fores  •,  Women 
are  all  thefe  Vices  •,  you  are  not  envious,  falfe,  covetous, 
vain-glorious,  irreligious,  drunken,  revengeful,  giddie- 
eyed  like  Parrots,  eaters  of  others  honours. 
f'a!.  You  are  angry. 

IVid  No  by  my  troth,  and  yet  I could  fay  more  too,  for 
when  men  make  me  angry,  I am  miferable. 

rM.  Sure  ’tis  a man,  fiie  could  not  bear  it  thus  bravely 
elfe,  it  may  be  I am  tedious. 

^Vid.  Not  at  all,  Sir,  I am  content  at  this  time  you  fliould 
trouble  me. 

r^l.  You  are  diftruflful. 
iVicL  Where  I find  no  truth.  Sir. 

Fal.  Come,  come,  you  are  full  of  palTion. 

ivid.  Some  I have,  I were  too  near  the  nature  o’  God  elfe. 

Fal.  You  are  monftrous  peevifh. 

Wid.  Becaufe  they  are  monflrous  foolifh,  and  know  not 
how  toufe  that  fhould  try  me. 

Fal.  I was  never  anfwered  thus ; were  you  never  drunk 
Lady? 

Wid.  No  fure,  not  drunk.  Sir ; yet  I love  good  Wine,  as 
I love  health  and  joy  of  heart , but  temperately , why 
do  you  ask  that  queftion  ? 

ral.  For  that  fin  that  they  mofl  charge  you  with  , is  this 

fin’s  fervant,  they  fay  you  are  monflrous 

Wtd.  What,  Sir,  what.^ 

Fal.  Mofl  flrangely. 

IVid.  It  has  a name  fure? 

F’al.  Infinitely  luflful,  without  all  bounds,  they  fwear 
you  kill’d  your  Husband. 

Wid.  Let  us  have  it  all  for  Heavens  fake,  ’tis  good  mirth. 
Sir. 

ral.  They  fay  you  will  have  four  now,  and  thofe  four 
ftuck  in  four  quarters,  like  four  winds  to  cool  you : will  fhe 
not  cry  nor  curfe  ? 

Wid.  On  with  your  flory. 

And  that  you  are  forcing  out  of  difpenfations  with 
fums  of  money  to  that  purpofe. 

iVtd.  Four  Husbands ! Ihould  not  I be  blefl.  Sir,  for  ex- 
ample ? Lord,  what  fhould  I do  with  them  ? turn  a Malt- 
mill,  or  Tithe  them  out  like  Town-bulls  to  my  Tenants, 
you  come  to  make  me  angry,  but  you  cannot. 

ral.  Tie  make  you  merry  then,  you  are  a brave  Woman, 
and  in  defpite  of  envy  aright  one,  go  thy  wayes,  truth  thou 
art  as  good  a Woman,  as  any  Lord  of  them  all  can  lay  his 
Leg  over,  I do  not  often  commend  your  Sex. 

Wtd.  It  feems  fo,  your  commendations  are  fo  fludied  for. 
ral.  I came  to  fee  you  and  fife  you  into  Flowr  to  know 
your  purenefs,  and  I have  found  you  excellent,  I thank  you ; 
continue  fb,  and  fhew  men  how  to  tread,  and  women  how 
to  follow:  get  an  Husband,  anhoneflman,  you  are  a good 
woman,  and  live  hedg’d  in  from  fcandal,  let  him  be  too 
an  underflanding  man,  and  to  that  flcdfafl  •,  ’tis  pity  your 
fair  Figure  fhould  mifearry,  and  then  your  are  fixt : fare- 
wcl. 

Wtd.  Pray  flay  a little,  I love  your  company  now  you  are 
fo  pleafant,  and  to  my  difpofition  fet  fo  even. 
ral.  I can  no  longer.  [_Exk. 

Wid.  As  I live  a fine  fellow,  this  manly  handfomeblunt- 
nefs  fhews  him  honefl^  what  is  he,  or  from  whence? 
blefsme,  four  Husbands ! how  prettily  he  fooled  me  into 
Vices,  to flir  my  jealoufie,  and  find  my  nature;  a proper 
Gentleman ; I am  not  well  o’th’  hidden,  fuch  a companion 
I could  Jive  and  dye  with,  his  angers  arc  meet  mirth. 

Enter  Ifabclla. 

/fa.  Come,  come,  I am  ready. 


IVid.  Are  you  fo? 

Jfa.  What  ails  fhe  ? the  Coach  flaies,  and  thepeo  pie,  the 
day  goes  on,  I am  as  ready  now  as  you  defire, Sifter : fie,  who 
flays  now,  why  do  you  fit  and  pout  thus  ? 

Wid.  Prethce  be  quiet,  lam  not  well. 

^ IJa.  For  Heav’ns  fake  let’s  not  ride  ftaggering  in  the 
night , come , pray  you  take  fbme  Swfeet-meats  in  your 
pocket,  if  your  flomach 

Wid.  I have  a little  bufinefs. 

Ifab.  Toabufeme,  youlliall  not  find  new  dreams,  and 
new  fufpicions,  to  horfe  withal. 

Wid.  Lord  who  made  you  a Commander  ! hey  ho,  my 
heart. 

/fob.  Is  the  wind  come  thither,  and  Coward  like,  do  you 
Iqfe  your  Colours  to  ’em  ? are  you  fick  o’th’  ralentine-1  fwfiet 
Sifter,  come  let’s  away,  the  Country  will  fo  quicken  you, 
and  w^  fhall  live fofweetly:  Luce,  my  Ladies  Cloak-,  nay, 
you  have  put  me  into  fuch  a gog  of  going,  I would  not  flay 
for  all  the  world ; if  I live  here,  you  have  fo  knock’d  this 
love  into  my  head,  that  I fhall  love  any  body,  and  I find 

my  body,  I know  not  how,  foapt pray  let’s  be  gone. 

Sifter,  I ftand  on  thorns. 

Wid.  I prethee  Ifabella,  i’faith  I have  fome  bufinefs  that 
concerns  me,  I will  fufpebt  no  more,  here,  wear  that  for 
me,  and  I’le  pay  the  hundred  pound  you  owe  your  Taylor. 

Etiter  Shorthofe,  Roger,  Humphrey,  Ralph. 

Jfab.  I had  rather  go,  but 

Wid.  Come  walk  in  with  me,  we’ll  go  to  Cards,’  unfad- 
dle  the  Horfes.  r 

Short.  A Jubile,  a Jubile,  we  flay.  Boys.  . ' ' 

Enter  Uncle,  Lan.  Foun.  Bella.  following. 

Vnc.  Are  they  behind  us  ? 

Lan.  Clofe,  clofe,  fpeak  aloud.  Sir. 

Vnc.  I am  glad  my  Nephew  has  fo  much  diferetion,  at 
length  to  find  his  wants : did  fhe  entertain  him  ? 

Lance,  Moft  bravely,  nobly,  and  gave  him  fuch  a wel- 
come I 

Vnc.  For  his  own  fake  do  you  think  ? 

Lance.  Moft  certain.  Sir,  and  in  his  own  caufe  beftir’d 
himfelf  too,  and  wan  fuch  liking  from  her,  fhe  dotes  on 
him,  h’as  the  command  of  all  thehoufe  already. 

Vnc.  He  deals  not  well  with  his  friends. 

Lance.  Let  him  deal  on,  and  be  bis  own  friend,  he  has 
moft  need  of  her, 

Vnc.  I wonder  they  would  put  him 

Lan.  You  are  in  the  right  on’t,  a man  that  muft  raife 
himfelf,  I knew  he  would  couzen  ’em,  and  glad  I am  he  has : 
he  watched  occafion,  and  found  it  i’tlf  nick. 

Vnc.  He  has  deceived  me. 

Lan.  I told  you  howfbever  he  wheel’d  about,  he  would 
charge  home  at  length ; how  1 could  laugh  now,  to  think  of 
thefe  tame  fools ! 

Vnc.  ’Twas  not  well  done,  becaufe  they  trufted  him,  yet. 

Bel.  Hark  you  Gentlemen. 

Vnc.  We  are  upon  a bufinefs,  pray  excufe  us,  they  have 
it  home. 

Lane.  Come  let  it  work  good  on  Gentlemen. 

\_Exeunt  Uncle,  Lance. 

Eont.  ’Tis  true,  he  isa  knave,  I ever  thought  it. 

Hare.  And  we  arc  fools,  tame  fools. 

Bell.  Come  let’s  go  feek  him,  he  fhall  be  hang’d  before 
he  colt  us  bafely.  fjBxemt. 

Enter  Ifabella,  Luce. 

Ifab.  Art  fure  fhe  loves  him  ? 

Luce.  Am  I fure  I live  ? and  I have  clapt  on  fuch  a com- 
mendation on  your  revenge. 

Ifab.  Faith,  he  is  a pretty  Gentleman. 

Luce.  Handfome  enough,  and  that  her  eye  has  found  out. 

Jfa.  He  talks  the  beft  they  fay,  and  yet  the  maddcfl. 

Luce.  H’as  the  right  way. 

Jfa.  How  is  fhe? 


Luce.  1 
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Luce.  Bears  it  well,  as  if  flic  cared  not,  but  a man  may 
fee  with  half  an  eye  through  all  her  forced  behaviour,  and 


find  who  is  her  Valentine. 

jfa  Come  let’s  go  fee  her,  I long  to  profecutc. 

Luce.  By  no  means  Miftrefs,  let  her  take  better  hold 

firft.  _ _ 

Ifah.  I could  burlt  now.  \_E.veunt . 

Enter  Valentine,  Fountain,  Bcllamore,  Harebrain. 

Val.  Upbraid  me  with  your  benefits,  you  Pilchers,  you 
Ihotten,  fold,  flight  fellows?  was’tnot  I that  undertook 
you  firlt  from  empty  barrels,  and  brought  thole  barking 
mouths  that  gaped  like  bung-holes  to  utter  fence  ? where 
got  youunderftanding?  who  taught  you  manners  and  apt 
carriage  to  rank  your  fclves  ? who  filled  you  in  fit  Taverns  ? 
were  thofe  born  with  your  worfliips  when  you  came  hither  ? 
what  brought  you  from  the  Univerlities  of  moment  matter 
to  allow  you,  belides  your  fmall  bafe  fentences  ? 

Bell.  ’Tiswell,  Sir. 

Val.  Long  Cloaks  with  two-hand-rapiers,  boot-hofes 
with  penny  pofes,  and  twenty  fools  opinions,  who  looked 
on  you  but  piping  rites  that  knew  you  would  be  prizing, 
and  Prentices  in  Taul’s  Church-yard,that  feented  your  w^ant 
o{Brita*ns  Books. 

Enter  Widow,  Luce,  Hairbrain. 

Font.  This  cannot  fave  you. 

Val.  Taunt  my  integrity  you  Whelps.? 

Bell.  You  may  talk  the  ftock  we  gave  you  out,  but  fee  no 
further. 

Hair.  You  tempt  our  patience,  we  have  found  you  out, 
and  what  your  truft  comes  to,  ye’re  well  feathered,  thank 
us,  and  think  now  of  an  honelt  courfe,  ’tis  time  y men  now 
begin  to  look,  and  narrowly  into  your  tumbling  tricks, 
they  are  fl:ale. 

Wid.  Is  not  that  he  ? 

Luce.  ’Tis  he. 

Wtd.  Be  ftill  and  mark  him. 

Val.  How  miferable  will  thefe  poor  wretches  be  when  I 
forfake  ’em ! but  things  have  their  necefllties,  I am  forry, 
to  what  a vomit  mufl:  they  turn  again,  now  to  their  own 
dear  Dunghil  breeding  •,  never  hope  after  I call  you  off,  you 
men  of  Motley.,  you  rnoft  undone  things  below  pity,  any 
that  has  a foul  and  fix-pence  dares  relieve  you,  my  name 
(hall  bar  that  blefling , there’s  your  Cloak,  Sir , keep  it 
clofetoyou,  it  may  yet  preferve  you  a fortnight  longer 
from  the  fool  •,  your  Har,  pray  be  covered , and  there’s 
the  Sattin  that  your  Worfliip  fenc  me,  will  ferve  you  at  a 
Sizes  yet. 

Fount.  Nay,  faith  Sir,  you  may  e’ne  rub  thefe  out  now. 

Val.  Nofuch  relique,  nor  the  leaft:  rag  of  fuch  a fordid 
weaknefs  lhall  keep  me  warm,  thele  Breeches  are  mine 
own,  purchafed,  and  paid  for,  without  your  companion, 
a Chriftian  Breeches  founded  in  Black-Friers,  and  fo  Tie 
maintain ’em. 

Hare.  So  they  feem.  Sir. 

Val.  Only  the  thirteen  Ihillings  in  thefe  Breeches,  and 
the  odd  groat,  I take  it,  fhall  be  yours.  Sir,  a mark  to 
know  a Knave  by,  pray  preferve  it,  do  not  difpleafe  more, 
but  take  it  prefently,  now  help  me  off  with  my  Boots. 

Hare.  We  are  no  Grooms,  Sir. 

. Val.  For  once  you  lhall  be,  do  it  willingly,  or  by  this 
hand  I’le  make  you. 

'Bell.  To  our  own.  Sir,  we  may  apply  our  hands. 

Val.  There’s  your  Hangers,  you  may  deferve  a Itrong 
pair,  andagirdle  will  hold  you  without  buckles*,  now  lam 
perfed,  and  now  the  proudelt  of  your  worfliips  tell  me  I 
am  beholding  to  you. 

Fount.  No  fuch  matter. 

Val.  And  take  heed  how  you  pity  me,  ’tis  dangerous, 
exceeding  dangerous,to  prate  of  pity,  which  are  the  poorer? 
you  are  now  puppies-,  I without  you,  or  you  without  my 
knowledge  ? be  Rogues,  and  fo  be  gone,  be  Rogues  and  re- 
ply not,  for  if  you  do 


Bell.  Only  thus  much,  and  then  we’ll  leave  you ; the 
Air  is  far  lharper  than  our  anger.  Sir,  and  thefe  you  may 
referve  to  rail  in  warmer. 

Hare.  Pray  have  a care.  Sir,  of  your  health.  [_Ex.  Lovers. 
Val.  Yes  Hog-hounds,  more  than  you  can  have  of  your 
wits;  ’tis  cold,  and  I am  very  fcnfiblc,  cxtreamly  cold 
too,  yet  I will  not  olT,  till  1 havefljamed  thefe  Rafcals-,  1 
have  induced  as  ill  heats  as  another,  and  every  way  if  one 
could  perilh  my  body,  you’ll  bear  the  blame  on’t^  I am 
colder  here,  not  a poor  penny  left. 

Enter  Uncle  with  a Bag. 

Vnc.  ’Thas  taken  rarely,  and  now  he’s  Scad  he  will  be 
ruled. 

Lan.  To  him,  tew  him,  abufe  him,  and  niphimclofc. 
Vnc.  Why  how  now,  Coufin  , funning  your  fclf  this 
weather  ? 

Val.  As  you  fee.  Sir,  in  a hot  fit,  I thank  my  friends. 

Vnc.  But  Coufin,  where  arc  your  Cloathsman?  thofe 
arc  no  inheritance,  your  fcroplc  may  compound  with  thofe 
I take  it,  this  is  nofalhion,  Coufin, 

Val.  Not  much  followed,  1 mufl:  confefs*,  yet  Uncle  I 
determine  to  try  what  may  be  done  next  Term. 

Lance.  How  came  you  thus.  Sir,  for  you  are  ftrangely 
moved. 

Val.  Rags,  toys  and  trifles,  fit  only  for  thofe  fools  that 
firft  poflefled ’em,  aud  to  thofe  Knaves  they  are  rendred. 
Freemen,  Uncle,  ought  to  appear  like  innocents,  old  Adam, 
a fair  Fig-leaf  fufficient. 

Vnc.  Take  me  with  you,  were  thefe  your  friends,  that 
clear’d  you  thus  ? 

Val.  Hang  friends,  and  even  reckonings  that  make 
friends. 

; Vnc.  I thought  till  now,  there  had  been  no  fuch  living, 
no  fuch  purchafe,  for  all  the  reft;  is  labour,  as  a lift  of  ho- 
nourable friends',  do  fuch  men  as  you,  Sir,  in  lieu  of  all 
your  underftandings,  travels,  and  thofe  great  gifts  of  na- 
ture, aim  at  no  more  than  calling  off  your  Coats?  I am 
ftrangely  cozen’d. 

Lance.  Should  not  the  Town  fliake  at  the  cold  you  feel 
now,  and  all  the  Gentry  fuffer  interdidion,  no  more  fenfe 
fpoken,  all  things  and  Vandal,  till  you  be  fummed  a- 
gain,  Velvets  and  Scarlets,  anointed  with  gold  Lace,  and 
Cloth  offilver  turned  into  Spantjh  Cottens  for  a penance, 
wits  blafted  with  your  Bulls,  and  Taverns  withered,  as 
though  the  Term  lay  at  S^  Albans  ? 

Val.  Gentlemen,  you  have  fpoken  long  and  level,  I be- 
feech  you  take  breath  a while  and  hear  me  ■,  you  imagine 
now,  by  the  twirling  of  your  firings,  that  I am  at  the  Taft, 
asalfothat  my  friends  are  flown  like  Swallows  after  Sum- 
mer. 

Vnc.  Yes,  Sir. 

Val.  And  that  I have  no  more  in  this  poor  Pannier,  to 
raife  me  up  again  above  your  rents.  Uncle. 

Vnc.  All  this  I do  believe. 

Val.  You  have  no  mind  to  better  me. 

Vnc.  Yes,  Coufin,  and  to  that  end  I come,  and  once 
more  ofler  you  all  that  my  power  is  mafter  of. 

Val.  A match  then,  lay  me  down  fifty  pounds  there. 

Vnc.  There  it  is.  Sir. 

Val.  And  on  it  write,  that  you  are  pleafed  to  give  this, 
as  due  unto  my  merit,  without  caution  of  land  redeeming, 
tedious  thanks,  or  thrift  hereafter  to  be  hoped  for. 

Vnc.  How  ? f Luce  lays  a Suit  and  Letter  at  the  door. 
Val.  Without  daring,  when  you  are  drunk,  torelilh  of 
revilings,  towhich  you  are  prone  in  Sack,  Uncle. 

Vnc.  I thank  you.  Sir. 

Lance.  Come,  come  away,  let  the  young  wanton  play 
a while,  away  I fay.  Sir,  let  him  go  forward  with  his  naked 
fafhion,  he  will  feek  you  too  morrow  goodly  weather,  ful- 
try  hot,  fultry,  how  I fweat ! 

Vnc.  Farewel,  Sir.  ^Exeunt  Unch and Lznee. 

Val.  Would  I fweat  too , I am  monftrous  vext , and 
cold  too ; and  thefe  are  but  thin  pumps  to  walk  the 

ftreets  ^ 


PVit  ivitboHt  (SMboney. 


I 58 

ilrccts  in  \ cloches  I mull  get,  this  falhion  will  not  fadge 

' with  mc;  bcfidcs,  ^tis  an  ill  winter  wear, What 

art  thou?  yes,  they  are  clothes,  and  rich  ones,  fome  fool 

has  left ’em:  and  if  I Ihould  utter what’s  this  pa^r 

here  ? Let  thefe  be  only  worn  by  the  moll  noble  and  deler- 

ving  Gentleman  raUnthie^ dropt  out  o’th’ clouds ! 

I chink  they  are  full  of  gold  too  *,  well.  Tie  leave  my  won- 
der, and  be  warm  again,  in  the  next  houfe  I’le  fhift. 

I Exit. 


ABhs  Quartfi^,  ScenaTrima, 

Enter  Francifeo,  Uncle,  and  Lance. 

Eran.^'T  TH  Y do  you  deal  thus  with  him  ? ’tis  unnobly. 

\\  Vnc.  Peace  Coufin  peace,you are  too  tender 
of  him,  he  mull  be  dealt  thus  with,  he  mull  be  cured  thus, 
the  violence  of  his  difeale  Francifeo^  mull  not  be  jelled  with, 
’tis  grown  infedious,  and  now  ftrong  Corrofives  muft  cure 
him. 

Lance.  H’as  had  a Itinger,  has  eaten  off  his  clothes,  the 
next  his  skin  comes. 

Vnc.  And  let  it  fearch  him  to  the  bones,  ’tis  better,  ’twill 
make  him  feel  it. 

Lance.  Where  be  his  noble  friends  now  ? will  his  fantalli- 
cal  opinions  cloath  him,  or  the  learned  Art  of  having  no- 
thing feed  him  ? 

Vnc.  It  mult  needs  greedily,  for  all  his  friends  have  flung 
him  off,  he  is  naked,  and  where  to  skin  himfelf  again,  if 
I know,  or  can  devifehowhe  Ihould  get  himfelf  lodging, 
his  Spirit  mull  be  bowed,  and  now  we  have  him,  have  him 
at  that  we  hoped  for. 

Lance.  Next  time  we  meet  him  cracking  of  nuts,  with 
half  a cloak  about  him,  for  all  means  are  cut  off,  or  bor- 
rowing fix-pence,  to  Ihcw  his  bounty  in  the  pottage  Ordi- 
nary? 

Fran.  Which  way  went  he  ? 

Lance.  Pox,why  Ihould  you  ask  after  him,  you  have  been 
trimm’d  already,  let  him  take  his  fortune,  fomfpunitout 
himfelf.  Sir,  there’s  no  pitie. 

Vnc.  Befides  fome  good  to  you  now,from  this  miferie. 

Fran.  I rife  upon  his  ruines  / fie,  fie.  Uncle,  fiehonell 
Lanee.  Thofe  Gentlemen  were  bafe  people,  that  could  fo 
foon  take  fire  to  his  deftrudion. 

Vnc.  You  are  a fool,  you  are  fool,  a young  man. 

Enter  Valentine. 

ral.  Morrow  Uncle , morrow  Frankly  fweet  Frank , 
and  how,  and  howd’ec,  think  now,  how  Ihew  matters? 
morrow  Bandog. 

Vnc.  How  ? 

Fran.  Is  this  man  naked,  forfaken  of  his  friends 

ral.  Th’art  handfom,  Fr^^,  a pretty  Gentleman,i’faith 
thou  lookell  well,  and  yet  here  may  be  thofe  that  look  as 
handfom. 

Lance.  Sure  he  can  conjure,  and  has  the  Devil  for  his 
Tailor. 

Vnc.  New  and  rich  / ’tis  molt  impolTible  he  Ihould  re- 
cover. 

Lan.  Give  him  this  luck,  and  fling  him  into  the  Sea. 

Vnc.  ’Tis  not  he,  imagination  cannot  work  this  mi- 
racle. 

rai.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis  he,  I will  aflurc  you  Uncle,  the  very 
he,  the  he  your  wifdom  plaid  withall,  I thank  you  for’t, 
neighed  at  his  nakednelfe,  and  made  his  cold  and  poverty 
your  pallime  •,  you  fee  1 live,  and  the  bell  can  do  no  more 
Uncle,  and  though  I have  no  Hate,  I keep  the  ftreets  Hill, 

] and  takemy  plcafurcinthclown,  like  a poor  Gentleman, 
wear  clothes  to  keep  me  warm,  poor  things  they  ferve  mc, 
can  make  a Ihew  too  if  I lift,  yes  uncle,  and  ring  a peal  in 
I my  pockets,  ding  dong,  uncle,  thefe  are  mad  foolilh  wayes, 
j but  who  can  help  ’em 

I 


Vnci  I am  amazed. 

Lan.  I’le  lell  my  Copyhold,  for  fince  there  are  fuch  excel- 
lent new  nothings,  why  Ihould  I labour  ? is  there  no  Fairy 
haunts  him,  no  Rat,  nor  no  old  woman  .? 

Vnc.  You  are  Valentine. 

V d.  I think  lb,  I cannot  tell,  I have  been  call’d  fo,  anc 
fome  lay  Chriftcned,why  do  you  wonder  at  me,  and  fwell,as 
if  you  had  met  a Sergeant  falling,  did  you  ever  know  defert 
want  ? y’are  fools,  a little  ftoop  there  may  be  to  allay  him, 
he  would  grow  too  rank  elle,  a fmall  eclipfe  to  fliadow  him, 
but  out  he  muft  break,  glowingly  again,  and  with  a great 
lultre,  look  you  uncle,  motion  and  majefty. 

Vnc.  I am  confounded. 

Fran.  I am  of  his  faith. 

V d.  Walk  by  his  carelefs  kinfman,  and  turn  again  anc 
walk,  and  look  thus  Uncle,  taking  fome  one  by  the  hand, 
he  loves  bell,  leave  them  to  the  mercy  of  the  hog-market, 
come  Frankly  Fortune  is  now  my  friend,  let  me  inftrudl 
thee. 

Fran.  Good  morrow  Uncle,  I mull  needs  go  with  him. 
Val.  Flay  me, and  turn  me  out  where  none  inhabits, within 
two  hours  1 lhall  be  thus  again,  now  wonder  on,  and  laugh 
at  your  own  ignorance.  {Ex.  Val.  W Franc. 

Vnc.  I do  believe  him. 

Lan.  So  do  I,  and  heartily  upon  my  confcience,burie  him 
Hark  naked,  he  would  rife  again,  within  two  hours  im- 
broidered : low  muftard-feeds,  and  they  cannot  come  up  fo 
thick  as  his  new  fattens  do,  and  clothes  of  filver,  there’s  no 
driving. 

Vnc.  Let  him  play  a while  then, and  let’s  fearch  out  what 
hand: 

Lan.  I, there  the  game  lies.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Fountain,  Bellamore,  and  Harebrain. 

Fom.  Come, let’s  fpeak  for  our  felves,we  have  lodg’d  him 
fure  enough,  his  nakednels  dare  nor  peep  out  to  crofs  us. 

'Bel.  We  can  have  no  admittance. 

Hare.  Let’s  in  boldly,and  ufe  our  belt  arts, who  Ihe  deigns 
to  favour,  we  are  all  content. 

Foun.  Much  good  may  do  her  with  him,  no  civil  wars. 
Bel.  By  no  means,  now  do  I wonder  in  what  old  tod  Ivie 
he  lies  whiftling  for  means,  nor  clothes  he  hath  none,  nor 
none  will  truft  him,  we  have  made  that  fide  fure,  teach  him 
a new  wooing. 

Hare.  Say  it  is  his  Uncles  Ipite. 

Fom.  It  is  all  one  Gentlemen,’thas  rid  us  of  a fair  incum- 
brance,and  makes  us  look  about  to  our  own  fortunes.  Who 
are  thefe  ? 

Enter  IlabeJ  and  Luce. 

Ifab.  Not  fee  this  man  yetlwell,!  lhall  be  wiler:  but  Luccy 
didll  ever  know  a woman  melt  lb  ? Ihe  is  finely  hurt  to  hunt. 
Luce.  Peace,  the  three  Suitors. 

Ifab.  I could  lb  titter  now  and  laugh, I was  loll  Luccy  and  I 
muft  love,  I know  not  what ; O Cufid,  what  pretty  gins  thou 
hallTo  halter  Woodcocks!  and  we  muft  into  the  Country  in 
all  iiafte.  Luce. 

Luce.  For  Heavens  fake,  Miftris. 

Ifab.  Nay,I  have  done,  I muft  laugh  though  •,  but  Scholar, 

I lhall  teach  you. 

Foun.  ’Tis  her  filler. 

Bel.  Save  you  Ladies. 

Ifab.  Fair  met  Gentlemen,  you  are  vifiting  my  filler,  I 
alTure  my  fclf. 

Hare.  We  would  fain  blefs  our  eyes. 

Ifab.  Behold  and  welcom,  you  would  fee  her  ? 

Foun.  ’Tis  our  bufinefs. 

Ifab.  You  lhall  fee  her,  and  you  lhall  talk  with  her. 

Luce.  She  will  not  fee ’em,  nor  fpend  a word. 

Ifab.  rie  make  her  frat  a thoufand,  nay  now  I have  found 
the  lab,  I will  fo  fcratch  her. 

Luce.  She  cannot  endure ’em. 

Ifa.S'hc  loves’em  but  too  dearly, come  follow  me,ric  bring 
you  toth’  party  Gcntlemen,then  make  your  own  conditiofis. 

Luce. 
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L»ce.  She  is  lick  you  know. 

ric  make  her  well,  or  kill  her,  and  take  no  idle  an- 
fwcr,you  are  fools  then, nor  Itand  oflYor  her  ftate,  (he’l  fcorn 
you  all  then,  but  urge  her  ftill,  and  though  fhe  fret,  ftill  fol- 
low her,  a widow  mull  be  won  lb. 

Btl  She  fpeaks  bravely. 

Jfth.  I would  fain  have  a Brother  in  law,  I love  mens 
companv.an.l  if  Hie  call  for  dinner  to  avoid  you,  be  fure  you 
Hay,  follow  her  into  her  chamber,  ifllie  retire  to  Pray,  pray 
with  her,  and  boldly,  like  honelt  loveis. 

Luce.  This  will  kill  her. 

Fonn.You  have  lliewed  us  one  way, do  but  lead  the  tother. 

If4b.  I know  you  Hand  o’thorns,  come  Tie  difpatch  you. 

Luce.  If  you  live  after  this. 

]Jab.  1 have  loH  my  aim. 

Enter  Valentine,  and  Frandfco. 

Fran.  Did  you  not  fee  ’em  fince. 

F'al.  No  hang ’em,  hang ’em. 

Fran.  Nor  will  you  not  be  feen  by  ’em  ? 

y'al.  Let  ’em  alone  Frank.,  Pie  make  ’em  their  own 
jultice,  and  a jerker. 

Fran,  Such  bafe  difeourteous  Dog-whelps. 

ral.  1 /hall  dog  ’em, and  double  dog  ’em, ere  I have  done, 

Fran.  Will  you  go  with  me,  for  1 would  fain  find  out 
this  piece  of  bountie,  it  was  the  Widows  man,that  I am  cer- 
tain of. 

F'aL  To  what  end  would  you  go  ? 

Fran,  To  give  thanks. 

F'al.  Hang  giving  thanks,hall  not  thou  parts  deferve  it?it 
includes  a further  will  to  be  beholding,  beggers  can  do  no 
more  at  door,  if  you  will  go,  there  lies  your  way. 

Fran.  I hope  you  will  go. 

y'al.  No  notin  ceremony,  and  to  a woman,  with  mine 
own  Father , were  he  living  Frankj,  I would  toth’  Court 
with  Bearsfirfl,  ifitbethat  wench,  I think  it  is,  for  t’other’s 
wifer,  1 would  not  be  fo  lookt  upon,  and  laught  at,  fo  made 
a ladder  for  her  wit,  to  climb  upon,  for  ’tis  the  tarteft  tit  in 
Chriftendom,  I know  her  well  Franks,  and  have  buckled 
with  her,  folickt,  and  ftroaked,  flear’d  upon,  and  flouted, 
and  Ihown  to  Chambermaids,  like  a ftrange  beaft,  (lie  had 
purchafed  with  her  penny. 

Fran.  You  are  a ftrange  man,  but  do  you  think  it  was  a 
woman  ? 

V d.  There’s  no  doubt  on’t,who  can  be  there  to  do  it  elfe  ? 
befides  the  manner  of  the  circumftances. 

Fran.  Then  fuch  courtefies,  who  ever  does  ’em  fir,  faving 
your  own  wifdom,  muft  be  more  lookt  into,  and  better  an- 
fweredjthan  with  delerving  flights, or  what  we  ought  to  have 
conferred  upon  us,  men  may  ftarve  elfe,  means  are  not  got- 
ten now  with  crying  out  I am  a gallant  fellow,  a good  Soul- 
dier,  a man  of  learning,  or  fit  to  be  employed,  immediate 
bleflings  ceafelike  miracles,  'and  we  muft  grow  byfecond 
means,  I pray  go  with  me,  even  as  you  love  me  Sir. 

Fal.  I will  come  to  thec,but  Frank.,  I will  not  flay  to  hear 
your  fopperies,  difpatch  thofe  e’re  1 come. 

Fran.  You  will  not  fail  me. 

Val.  Some  two  hours  hence  expedl  me. 

Fran.  I thank  you,  and  will  look  for  you.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Widow,  Shorthofe,  and  Roger. 

Wid.  Who  let  in  thefe  puppies  ? you  blind  rafcals,  you 
drunken  Knaves  feveral. 

j SWr.  Yes  forfooth,  I’le  let ’em  in  prefently,  

i Gentlemen. 

Wtd.  Sprecious,  you  blown  Pudding,  bawling  Rogue. 

^ Short.  I bawl  as  loud  as  I can,  would  you  have  me  fetch 
’em  upon  my  back. 

Wid.  Get’emoutrafcal,  out  with ’em,  out,  I fweat  to 
have  ’em  near  me. 

Short . I fhouid  fweat  more  to  carry  ’em  out. 

Roger.  They  are  Gentlemen  Madam. 

Short.  Shall  we  get  ’em  into  th’  butterie,  and  make’em 
drunk  ? 


Wtd.  Doany  thing,  ib  I bccalcd. 

Enter  I/abcI,  Fount.  Bella.  Hare. 

Rfab.  Now  to  her  Sir,  fear  notiiiug. 

R<^.  Slip  afidc  boy,  1 know  /lie  loves ’em,  howfoever  fiic 
carries  it, and  has  invited  ’em, my  young  Miflieis  told  nu-  fo. 

Short.  Away  to  tables  then.  {Exeitrt. 

Jfab,  I (hall  burft  with  the  fpoit  on’t. 

Fount.  You  arc  too  curious  Madam,  too  full  of  prepara- 
tion, we  expetfl  it  not. 

Bella.  Me  thinks  the  houfe  is  handfom,  every  place  de- 
cent, what  need  you  be  vext  ? 

Hare.  We  arc  no  ftrangers. 

Fount.  What  though  we  come  c’re  you  cxpe(flcd  us,  do 
not  we  know  your  entertainments  Mauam  are  free,  and  full 
at  all  times? 

Wid.  You  are  merry, Gentlemen. 

Bel.  We  come  to  be  merry  Madam,  and  very  merry,  men 
love  to  laugh  heartily,  and  now  and  then  Laiiy  a little  of 
our  old  plea.  ' 

Wul.  I am  biific,  and  very  bufie  too,will  none  deliver  me. 

Hare.  There  is  a time  for  all,you  may  be  bufie,  but  when 
your  friends  come,  you  have  as  much  power  Madam. 

Wid.  This  is  a tedious  torment. 

Foun.  How  hanfomly  this  little  piece  ofanger  fiicwsupon 
her.'well  Madam  well,  you  know  not  how  to  grace  your  ftlf. 

Bel.  Nay  every  thing  /he  does  breeds  a new  fwcetnefs.  . 

Wtd.  I muft  go  up,  I muft  go  up,  I have  a bufinefs  waits 
upon  me,  fome  wine  for  the  Gentlemen. 

Hare.  Nay,  we’l  go  with  you,  we  never  fa  w your  cham- 
bers yet.  Ifab.  Hold  there  boyes. 

Wid.  Say  I goto  my  prayers  ? 

Foun.  We’l  pray  with  you,  and  help  your  meditations. 

Wid.  This  is  boyfterous,  or  fay  I go  to  fleep,  will  you  go 
to  fleep  with  me  ? 

Bel.  So  fuddenly  before  meat  will  be  dangerous, we  know 
your  dinner’s  ready  Lady,  you  will  not  fleep. 

Wid.  Give  me  my  Coach,  I will  take  the  air. 

Hare.  We’l  wait  on  you,  and  then  your  meat  after  a 
quickned  ftomach. 

Wid.  Let  it  alone,and  call  my  Steward  to  me, and  bid  him 
bring  his  reckonings  into  the  Orchard,  thefe  unmannerly 
rude  puppies {Exit  Widow. 

Foun.  We’l  walk  after  you  and  view  thepleafure  of  the 
place. 

Ifab.  Let  her  not  reft,  for  if  you  give  her  breath,  flie’I 
fcorn  and  flout  you,  feem  how  flie  will, this  is  the  W'ay  to  win 
her,  be  bold  and  profper. 

Bel.  Nay  if  we  do  not  tire  her. — ■ {Exeunt. 

Ifab.  Tie  teach  you  to  worm  me,  good  Lady  After,  and 
peep  into  my  privacies  tofnfpedl  me.  Tie  torture  you,  with 
that  you  hate,  moft  daintily,  and  when  I have  done  that, 
laugh  at  that  you  love  moft. 

Enter  Luce. 

Luce.  What  have  you  done,  flie  chafes  and  fumes  outra- 
gioufly,  and  ftill  they  perfecute  her. 

Ifab.  Long  may  they  do  fo,  Tie  teach  her  to  declaim  a- 
■gainft  ray  pities,  why  is  fne  not  gone  out  o’tJf  town,  but  gi- 
ves occalion  for  men  to  run  mad  after  her  ? 

Luc.  I ftiall  be  hanged. 

Ifab.  This  in  me  had  been  high  treafon,  three  at  a time, 
and  private  in  her  Orchard ! I hope  ftie’l  call  her  reckonings 
right  now. 

Enter  Widow. 

Wid.  Well,  I ftiall  find  who  brought ’em. 

Ifab.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Wtd.  Why  do  you  laugh  filler?  I fear  me ’tis  your  trick,, 
’twas  neatly  done  of  you,  and  well  becomes  your  pleafure. 

Ifab.  What  have  you  done  with  ’em  ? 

Wid.  Lockt ’em  i’th’ Orchard,  there  Tie  make ’em  dance 
and  caper  too,  before  they  get  their  liberty,  unmannerly 
rude  puppies. 

... 
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If.il’.Thcy  are  Ibmewhat  faucy,but  yet  Tic  let’em  out, and 
once  more  found  ’em,  why  were  they  not  beaten  out? 
nW.  1 was  about  it,  but  becaufe  they  came  as  fuiters. 
JJ'iy.  Why  did  you  not  anfvver  ’em  ? 

^Vui.  They  are  fo  impudent  they  will  receive  none : More 
yet ! how  came  thefe  in  ? 

Er:ter  Franclfco  and  Lance. 

Lan.  At  the  door,  Madam. 

If.ib.  It  is  that  face. 

Luce.  This  is  the  Gentleman. 
ff'id.  She  lent  the  money  to  ? 

Lace.  The  fame. 

//ab.  Tie  leave  you,  they  have  fome  bufinefs. 

IVid.  Nay,  you  fliall  ftay.  Siller,  they  are  Itrangers  both 
to  me  ^ how  her  face  alters ! 

/f.ib.  lam  forry  he  comes  now. 
nvJ.  I am  glad  he  is  here  now  though.  Who  would  you 
Ipcak  with,  Gentlemen  ? 

Lan.  You  Lady,  or  your  fair  Sifter  there,  here’s  a Gen- 
tleman that  has  received  a benefit. 
jy/d.  From  whom,  Sir  ? 

L.in.  From  one  of  you,  as  he  fuppofes,  Madam,  your 
man  delivered  it. 
ir;W.  I pray  go  forward. 

Lan.  And  of  lb  great  a goodnefs,  that  he  dares  not,  with- 
out the  tender  of  his  thanks  and  fervice,  pafs  by  the  hoafe. 
fVid.  Which  is  the  Gentleman  ? 

Lan.  This,  Madam. 

JVid.  What’s  your  name.  Sir  ? 

Fran.  They  that  know  me  call  me  Frandjeo^  Lady,  one 
not  fo  proud  to  fcorn  fo  timely  a benefit,  nor  fo  wretched 
to  hide  a gratitude. 

IFfd.  It  is  well  bellowed  then. 

Fran.  Your  fair  felf,  or  your  Sifter  as  it  feems,  for  what 
defertidarenot  know,  unlefsa  handfome  fubje<ft  for  your 
charities,  or  aptnefs  in  your  noble  will  to  do  it,  have  fhowr- 
ed  upon  my  w’ants  a timely  bounty,  which  makes  me  rich 
in  thanks,  my  beft  inheritance. 

fVid.  I am  forry  ’twas  not  mine, this  is  the  Gentlewoman, 
fie,  donotblufli,  go  roundly  to  the  matter,  the  man  is  a 
pretty  man. 

I fab.  You  have  three  fine  ones. 

Fran.  Then  to  you,  dear  Lady? 

Ijab.  I pray  no  more.  Sir,  if  I may  perfwade  you,  your 
only  aptnefs  to  do  this  is  recompence,  and  more  than  I 
expeifted. 

Fran.  But  good  Lady. 

Jfab.  And  for  me  further  to  be  acquainted  with  it  befides 
the  imputation  of  vain  glory,  w'ere  greedy  thankings  of  my 
felf,  I did  it  not  to  be  more  afiedled  to ; I did  it,  and  if  it 
happened  where  1 thought  it  fitted,  I have  my  end ; more 
to  enquire  is  curious  in  cither  of  us,  more  than  that  fulp.i- 
cious. 

Fran.  But  gentle  Lady,  ’twill  be  necelTary. 

Jfab.  About  the  right  way  nothing,  do  not  fright  it,  be- 
ing to  pious  ufc  and  tender  lighted,  with  the  blown  face  of 
Complements,  it  blafts  it-,  had  you  not  come  at  all,  but 
thought  thanks,  it  had  been  too  much,  ’twas  not  to  fee 
your  perfon. 

Wtd.  A brave  diftcmbling  Rogue,  and  how  Ihc  carries  it! 
Jja.  Thoi^h  I believe  ftw  handfomer-,  or  hear  you, 
though  I affeft  a good  tongue  well  -,  or  try  you,  though 
my  years  defire  a friend,  that  I relieved  you. 

Wtd.  A plaguie  cunning  quean, 

Jfab.  For  fo  I carried  it,  my  end’s  too  glorious  in  mine 
eyes,  and  bettered  the  goodnefs  I propounded  with  opinion. 
Wtd.  Fear  her  not.  Sir. 

Jfa.  You  cannot  catch  me.  Sifter; 

Fran.  Will  you  both  teach,  and  tic  my  tongue  up  Lady  ? 
Ifa.  Let  it  fulficc  you  have  it,  it  was  never  mine,  whileft 
good  men  wanted  it. 

Lan.  This  is  a .Saint  fure. 
j Ifa.  And  if  you  be  not  fuch  a one,  reftorc  it. 


Fran.  To  commend  my  felf,  were  more  officious  than 
you  think  my  thanks  are,  to  doubt  I may  be  worth  your  gift 
< a treafon,  both  to  mine  own  good  and  underftanding,  I 
know  my  mind  clear,  and  though  modefty  tells  me,  he  that 
intreats  intrudes ; yet  I mull  think  fomething,  and  of  fome 
feafon,  met  with  your  better  tafte,  this  had  not  been  elfe. 

Wid.  What  ward  for  that,  wench? 

Jfa.  Alas,  it  never  touched  me. 

Fran.  Well,  gentle  Lady,  yours  is  the  firft  money  I ever 
took  upon  a forced  ill  manners. 

Jfa.  Thelaftofme,  if  ever  you  ufe  other. 

Fran.  How  may  I do,  and  your  way  to  be  thought  a 
grateful  taker.? 

Jfa.  Spend  it,  and  fay  nothing,  your  modefty  may  de- 
ferve  more. 

Wid.  O Sifter  will  you  bar  thankfulnefs  ? 

Jfi.  Dogs  dance  for  meat,  would  ye  have  men  do  worfe  ? 
for  they  can  fpeak , cry  out  like  Wood-mongers,  good 
deeds  by  the  hundreds,.  I did  it  that  my  beft  friend  Ihould 
not  know  it,  wine  and  vain  glory  does  as  much  as  I elfe,  if 
you  will  force  my  merit,  againft  my  meaning,  ufe  it  in  well 
bellowing  it,  in  Ihewing  it  came  to  be  a benefit,  and  was 
fo  \ and  not  examining  a Woman  did  it,  or  to  what  end, 
in  not  believing  fometimes  your  felf,  when  drink  and  ftir- 
ring  converfation  may  ripen  ftrange  perfwafions. 

Fran.  Gentle  Lady,  I were  a bafe  receiver  of  a courtefie, 
and  you  a worfe  difpofer,  were  my  nature  unfurni.ftied  of 
thefe  fore-fights.  Ladies  honours  were  ever  in  my  thoughts, 
unfpotted  Crimes,  their  good  deeds  holy  Temples,  where 
the  incenfe  burns  not  *,  to  common  eyes  your  fears  are  ver- 
tuous,  and  fo  I lhall  preferve  ’em. 

Jfa.  Keep  but  this  way,  and  from  this  place  to  tell  me  fo, 
you  have  paid  me  ^ and  lo  I wilh  you  fee  all  fortune.  {Exit. 

Wid.  Fear  not,  the  Woman  will  be  thanked,  I do  not 
doubt  it.  Are  you  fo  crafty,  carry  it  fo  precifely .?  this  is  to 
wake  my  fears,  ortoabufeme,  I lhall  look  narrowly ; de- 
fpair  not  Gentlemen,  there  is  an  hour  to  catch  a Woman 
in,  ifyou  be  wife,  fo,  I mull  leave  you  too ; Now  will  I go 
laugh  at  my  Suitors.  {Exit. 

Lan.  Sir,  what  courage? 

Fran.  This  Woman  is  a founder,  and  cites  Statutes  to 
all  her  benefits. 

I.an.  I never  knew  yet,  fo  few  years  and  fo  cunning,  yet 
believe  me  Ihe  has  an  itch,  but  how  to  make  her  confefs  it, 
for  it  is  a crafty  Tit,  and  plays  about  you,  will  not  bite 
home,  Ihe  would  fain,  but  Ihe  dares  not ; carry  your  felf 
but  fo  difcreetly.  Sir,  that  want  or  wantonnefs  leem  not  to 
fearch  you,  and  you  lhall  lee  her  open.  , 

Fran.  I do  love  her,  and  were  I rich,  would  give  two 
thoufand  pound  to  wed  her  wit  but  one  hour,  oh  ’tis  a Dra- 
gon, andfuchafpritely  wayofpleafure,  ha  Lance. 

Lan.  Your  ha  Lance  broken  once,  you  would  cry,  ho, 
ho,  Lance. 

Fran.  Some  leaden  landed  Rogue  will  have  this  wench 
now,  when  all’s  done,  fome  fuch  youth  will  carry  her,  and 
wear  her,  greafie  out  like  Huff,  fome  Dunce  that  knows  no 
more  but  Markets,  and  admires  nothing  but  a long  charge 
at  Sizes O the  fortunes ! 

Enter  Ifabel  and  Luce. 

Lan.  Comfort  your  felf. 

Lace.  They  are  here  yet,  and  alone  too,  boldly  upon’t^ 
nay,  Miftrefs,  I Hill  told  you,  how  ’twould  find  your  trull, 
this  ’tis  to  venture  your  charity  upon  a boy. 

I.,an.  Now,  what’sthe  matter  ? Hand  fall,  and  like  your 
felf. 

Jfa.  Prethec  no  more  Wench. 

Luce.  What  was  his  want  to  you? 

Jfa.  ’Tis  true. 

Luce.  Or  mifery,  or  fay  he  had  been  i’th’  Cage,  was  there  1 
no  mercy  to  look  abroad  but  yours  ? 

Jfa.  I am  paid  for  fooling.  ! 

Jji.  Mull  every  flight  companion  that  can  purchafe  a fhew  j 
of  poverty  and  bcggcrly  planet  fall  under  your  compaffion  ? ; 

Lance.  ' 
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L^nc.  Here’s  a new  matter. 

Lhcc.  Nay,  you  are  ferved  but  too  well,  here  he  ftaies 

yet,  yet  as  I live. 

Fr^tn.  How  her  face  alters  on  me ! 

Luce.  Out  ofa  confidence  I hope. 

I am  glad  on’t. 

Fruff.  How  do  you  gentle  Lady  ? 

Jfab.  Much  aHiamed  Sir,  (but  firft  ftand  further  off  me, 
y’arc  infccHiious)  to  find  fuch  vanitie,nay  almoft  impudence, 
where  I believ’d  a worth:  is  this  your  thanks,  the  grati- 
tude you  were  fo  mad  to  make  me,  your  trim  counfel  Gen- 
tlemen ? 

Lane.  What,  Lady? 

Jfab.  Take  your  device  again,  it  will  not  ferve  Sir,  the 
woman  will  not  bite,  you  are  finely  cozened,  drop  it  no 
more  for  lhame. 

Luce.  Do  you  think  you  are  here  Sir  amonglt  your  walt- 
coateers,  your  bafe  wenches  that  fcratch  at  fuch  occafions  ? 
you  are  deluded : This  is  a Gentlewoman  of  a noble  houfe, 
born  to  a better  fame  than  you  can  build  her,  and  eyes  a- 
bove  your  pitch. 

Fran.  1 do  acknowledge 

Jfab.  Then  I befeech  you  Sir, what  could’fee,(fpeak  boldly, 
and  Ipeak  truly,  lhame  the  Devil,)  in  my  behaviour  of  fuch 
eafinefs  that  you  durft  venture  to  do  this  J 

Fran.  You  amaze  me,  this  Ring  is  none  of  mine,  nor  did 
I drop  it. 

Luce.  I faw  you  drop  it.  Sir. 

Jfab.  I took  it  up  too,  Hill  looking  when  your  modefty 
Ihouki  mifs  it,  why,  what  a childilh  part  was  this  ? 

Fran.  I vow. 

Jfab.  Vow  me  no  vowes,  he  that  dares  do  this,  has  bred 
himfelf  to  boldnefs,  to  forfwear  too  j there  take  your  gew- 
gaw, you  are  too  much  pampered,  and  I repent  my  part, 
as  you  grow  older  grow  wifer  if  you  can, and  fo  farewel  Sir. 

liExeunt  liabella,  and  Luce. 

Lan.  Grow  wifer  if  you  can  ? Ihe  has  put  it  to  you,  ’tis  a 
rich  Ring,  did  you  drop  it? 

Fran.  Never,ne’re  faw  it  afore,  Lance. 

Lan.  Thereby  hangs  a tail  then:  what  flight  Ihe  makes 
to  catch  her  felf ! look  up  Sir,  you  cannot  lole  her  if  you 
would,  how  daintily  (he  flies  upon  the  Lure,  and  cunningly 
Ihe  makes  her  ftops ! whiftle  and  Ihe’l  comejto  you. 

Fran.  I would  I were  fo  happy. 

Lan.  Maids  are  Clocks,  the  greatefl:  Wheel  they  fliow, 
goes  floweft  to  us,  and  make’s  hang  on  tedious  hopes  ; the 
lelTer,  which  are  concealed,  being  often  oyl’d  with  willies, 

I flee  like  defires,  and  never  leave  that  motion,  till  the 
tongue  llrikes  \ Ihe  is  flelh,  blood  and  marrow,  young  as 
herpurpofe,  and  foftas  pity;  no  Monument  to  worlhip, 
but  a mould  to  make  men  in,  a neat  one,  and  I knowhow 
e’re  (he  appears  now,  which  is  near  enough,  you  are  ftark 
blind  if  you  hit  not  foon  at  night ; Ihe  would  venture  forty 
pounds  more  but  to  feel  a Flea  in  your  lhape  bite  her : drop 
no  more  Rings  forfooth,  this  was  the  prettieft  thing  to 
know  her  heart  by. 

Fran.  Thou  putft  me  in  much  comfort. 

Lan.  Put  your  felf  in  good  comfort,  if  Ihe  do  not  point 
you  out  the  way,  drop  no  more  Rings,  Ihe’l  drop  her  felf 
into  you. 

Fran.  I wonder  my  Brother  comes  not. 

Lan.  Let  him  alone,  and  feed  your  felf  on  your  own  for- 
tunes ; come  be  frolick , and  let’s  be  monftrous  wife  and 
full  of  counfel,drop  no  more  Rings.  ZE.veunt. 

Enter  Widow,  Fountain,BeIIamore,Harebrain. 

Wid.  If  you  will  needs  be  foolifh  you  mult  be  ufed  fo : 
whofent  for  you  ? who  entertained  you  Gentlemen  ? who 
bid  you  welcom  hither  ? you  came  crowding,  and  impu- 
dently bold  prefs  on  my  patience,  as  if  I kept  a houfe  for 
all  Companions, and  of  all  forts : will  ’have  your  wills,  will 
vex  me  and  force  my  liking  from  you  I ne’re  ow’d 
you  ? 

Fount.  For  all  this  w’e  will  dine  with  you. 


‘Bel.  And  for  all  this  will  have  a better  anfwer  from  you. 

Wid.  You  fliall  never,  neither  have  an  anfwer  nor  dinner, 
unlefsyou  ufcmewitli  a more  Raid  refpedt,  and  Ray  your 
time  too. 

Snter  Ifabella,  Si.orthofc,  Roger,  Humphrey, 

Ralph,  with  dt files  of  meat. 

Jfab.  Forward  with  the  meat  now. 

koff.  Come  Gentlemen,  march  fairly. 

Short,  you  are  a weak  Serving-man,  your  white 

broath  runs  from  you ; fie,  how  I fweat  under  this  Pile  of 
Beef*,  an  Elephant  can  do  more ! Oh  for  fuch  a back  now, 
and  in  thefe  times,what  might  a man  arrive  at ! Goofe,grafe 
you  up,  and  Woodcock  march  behinde  thee,  I am  almoR 
foundred. 

Wid.  Who  bid  you  bring  the  meat  yet  ? away  you  knaves, 

I will  not  dine  thefe  two  hours : how  am  I vext  and  chafed  ! 
go  carry  it  back  and  tell  the  Cook,  he’s  an  arrant  Rafcal, 
to  fend  before  I called. 

Short.  Face  about  Gentlemen,  beat  a mournfull  march 

then,  and  give  fome  fupporters,  or  elfe  1 perifh 

C Exeunt  Servants. 

Jfab.  It  does  me  much  good  to  fee  her  chafe  thus. 

Hare.  We  can  Ray  Madam,  and  will  Ray  and  dwell  here, 
’tis  good  Air. 

Fount.  I know  you  have  beds  enough,  and  meat  you 
never  want. 

Wid.  You  want  a little. 

'Bel.  We  dare  to  pretend  no.  Since  you  arc  churlifli,  vve’l 
give  you  Phyfick,  you  muR purge  this  anger,  it  burns  you 
and  decays  you. 

Wid.  If  I had  you  out  once,  I would  be  at  the  charge  of  a 
portcullis  for  you. 

Enter  Valentine. 

Val.  Good  morrow  noble  Lady. 

Wtd.  Good  morrow  Sir.  How  fweetly  now  he  looks,  and 
how  full  manly ! what  flaves  were  thefe  to  ufe  him  fo ! 

Fal.  I come  to  look  a young  man  I call  Brother. 

Wid.  Such  a one  was  here  Sir,  as  I remember  your  own 
Brother,  but  gone  almoR  an  hour  agoe. 

Val.  Good  ee’n  then. 

Wid.  You  muR  not  fo  foon  Sir,  here  be  fome  Gentlemen, 
it  may  be  you  are  acquainted  with  ’em. 

Hare.  Will  nothing  make  him  miferable  i 

Fount,  How  glorious ! 

Bel.  It  is  the  very  he,  does  it  rain  fortunes,  or  has  he  a 
familiar.? 

Hare.  How  doggedly  he  looks  too  ? 

Fount.  I am  beyond  my  faith,  pray  let’s  be  going. 

Fal.  Where  are  thefe  Gentlemen  ? 

Wid.  Here. 

Fal.  Yes  I know  ’em,  and  will  be  more  familiar. 

Bel.  Morrow  Madam. 

Wid.  Nay  fray  and  dine. 

Fal.  You  lhall  Ray  till  I talk  with  you,  and  not  dine 
neither,  but  faRingly  my  fury,  you  think  you  have  undone 
me,  think  fo  Rill,  and  fwallow  that  belief,  till  you  be  com- 
pany for  Court-hand  Clarks,  and  Rarved  Atturnies,  till  you  [ 
break  in  atplayes  like  Prentices  for  three  a groat,  and  crack 
Nuts  with  the  Scholars  in  peny  Rooms  again,  and  fight  for 
Apples,  till  you  return  to  what  I found  you,  people  betrai’d 
into  the  hands  of  Fencers,  Challengers,  Tooth-drawers 
Bills,  and  tedious  Proclamations  in  Meal-markets , with 
throngings  to  fee  Cutpurfes : Rirnot,  but  hear,  and  mark,. 
Tie  cut  your  throats  elfe,  till  Water  works,  and  rumours  of 
New  Rivers  rid  you  again  and  run  you  into  queRions  who 
built  Thames,  till  you  run  mad  for  Lotteries,  and  Rand 
there  with  your  Tables  to  glean  the  golden  Sentences,  and 
cite  ’em  fccrely  to  Servingm'en  for  found  EflTayes,  till  Ta- 
verns allow  you  but  a Towel  room  to  Tipple  Wine  in,  that^ 
the  Bell  hath  gone  for  twice,  and  Glafles  that  look  like’ 
broken  promifes,  tied  up  with  wicker  proteRadons,Englifh* 
Tobacco  with  half  Pipes,-  nor  in  half  a year  once  burnt,/ 

Y and! 


i6a 


Wit  ivithout  Money. 


' and  Biskct  that  Bawds  have  rubb’d  their  gums  upon  like 
Corals  to  bring  the  mark  again,  tcllthcfe  hourRalcals  fo, 
this  molt  fatal  hour  will  come  again,  think  1 fit  down  the 
loofer. 

WiA.  Will  you  flay  Gentlemen,  a piece  of  Beef  and  a cold 
Capon,  that’s  all,  you  know  you  are  welcom. 

Hum.  That  was  call  to  abufeus. 

Bel.  Steal  olT,  the  Devil  is  in  his  anger. 

Wui.  Nay  I am  fureyou  will  not  leave  me  fo  difeourteoufly, 
now  1 have  provided  for  you. 

i'M.  What  do  you  here  ? why  do  ye  vex  a v>oman  of  her 
goodnefs,  her  ftate  and  worth  ? can  you  bring  a fair  certifi- 
cate that  you  deferve  to  be  her  footmen  ? husbands,  you 
puppies  ? husbands  for  Whores  and  Bawds,  away  you  wind 
fuckers do  not  look  big,  nor  prate,  nor  ftay,  nor  grumble, 
and  w’hen  you  are  gone,  leem  to  latigh  at  my  fury, and  flight 
tills  Lady,  I fhall  hear,  and  know  this:  and  though  I am 
not  bound  to  fight  for  women,  as  far  they  are  good  I dare 
preferve  ’em  : be  not  too  bold,  for  if  you  be,  Tie  fwinge 
you  monflroufly  without  all  pity,  your  honours  now  goe, 
avoid  me  mainly.  f S.xeimt. 

Wtd.  W ell  Sir,  you  have  delivered  me,  I thank  you,  and 
with  your  noblencfs  prevented  danger,  their  tongues  might 
utter,we’ll  all  go  and  eat  Sir. 

FaL  No,  nojidarenottruftmy felfwithwomen,  goto 
your  meat,  eat  little,  takelefseafe,  andtieyour  body  toa 
daily  labour,  you  may  live  honeftly,  and  fo  I thank  you. 

fi  Bxit. 

Wid.  Well  go  thy  ways, thou  art  a noble  fellow, and  fome 
means  I mull  work  to  have  thee  know  it.  \_Exit. 


Vhc.  Good  joy  and  fortune. 

Wid,  Thefe  are  good  things,  and  worth  my  thanks,  I 


ASlm  Quint  m.  Seen  a Prima^ 

Enter  Uncle,  and  Merchant. 


Unc. 


Molt  certain  ’tis  her  hands  that  hold  him  up,  and 
her  filler  relieves  Frank, 

Mer.  I am  glad  to  hear  it : but  wherefore  do  they  not 
purfue  this  fortune  to  fome  fair  end  ? 

'Jnc.  The  women  are  too  craftie,  Faletitine  too  coy,  and 
Franktoo  balhfull,  had  any  wife  man  hold  offuch  a bleffing, 
they  would  flrike  it  out  o’th’  flint  but  they  would  form  it. 

Enter  Widow,  and  Shorthole. 

Mer.  The  Widow  fure,  why  does  Ihe  llir  fo  early  ? 

Wtd.  ’Tis  llrange,  I cannot  force  him  to  underfland  me, 
and  make  a benefit  of  what  I would  bring  him : tell  my 
filler  Tie  ufe  my  devotions  at  home  this  morning,  Ihe  may 
if  Ihe  plcafe  go  to  Church. 

Short.  Hey  ho. 

Wtd.  And  do  you  wait  Upon  her  with  a torch  Sir. 

Short.  Hey  ho. 

Wtd.  You  lazie  Knave. 

Short.  Her«  is  fuch  a tinkle  tanklings  that  we  can  ne’re 
lie  quiet,  andfleepour  prayers  out.  Ralph.^  prayemptiemy 
right  Ihooethat  you  made  your  Chamber  pot,  and  burn  a 
little  Rofemarie  in’t,  1 mull  wait  upon  my  Lady.  This  mor- 
ning Prayer  has  brought  raeintoaconfumption,  I have  no- 
thing left  but  flelh  and  bones  about  me. 

Wtd.  Youdroufie  Have,  nothing  but  fleep  and  fwilling  ? 
Short.  Had  you  been  bitten  with  Bandog  fleas,  as  I have 
been,  and  haunted  with  the  night  Marc. 

Wid.  With  an  Ale-pot. 

Short.  You  would  have  little  lillto  morning  Prayers, 
pray  take  my  fellow  Ralph,  he  has  a Pfalra  Book,  I am  an 
ingrum  man. 

Wtd.  Get  yon  ready  quickly,  and  when  Ihc  is  ready  wait 
upon  her  handfomcly  j no  more,  be  gone. 

Short.  If  I do  fnore  my  part  out  — . Short. 

ZJne.  Now  to  our  purpofes. 

Mer.  Good  morrow.  Madam. 

Wtd.  Good  morrov/,  Gentlemen. 


thank  you  Sir 

Mer.  Much  joy  I hope  you’l  find,  we  came  to  gratulate 
your  new  knit  marriago-band. 

Wid.  How  ? 

Vnc.  He’s  a Gentleman,  although  he  be  my  kinfman, 
my  fair  Niece. 

Wid.  Niece,  Sir  ? 

Vnc.  Yes  Lady,  now  I may  fay  fo,  ’tis  no  fliame  to  you,  I 
fay  a Gentleman,  and  winking  at  fome  light  fancies,  which 
you  moll  happily  may  afledl  him  for,  as  bravely  carried,  as 
nobly  bred  and  managed, 

Wjd.  W hat’s  all  this  ? I underfland  you  not,  what  Niece, 
what  marriage-knot? 

Vnc.  rie  tell  plainly,  you  are  my  Niece, and  Falentine  the 
Gentleman  has  made  you  lb  by  marriage 
Wid.  Marriage  ? 

Vnc.  Yes  Lady,  and  ’twas  a noble  and  vertuous  part,  to 
take  a falling  man  to  your  protedion,  and  buoy  him  up  a- 
gain  to  all  his  glories. 

Wid.  The  men  are  mad 

iJFIer.  What  though  he  wanted  thefe  outward  things, 
that  Hie  away  like  lhadows,  was  not  his  mind  a full  one, 
and  a brave  one?  You  have  wealth  enough  to  give  him 
glols  and  outfide,  and  he  wit  enough  to  give  way  to  love 
a Lady. 

Vnc.  I ever  thought  he  would  do  well. 
tJMer.  Nay , I knew  how  ever  he  wheel’d  about  like 
a loole  Cabine , he  would  charge  home  at  length,  like  a 
brave  Gentleman  *,  Heavens  blelfing  o’  your  heart  Lady , 
we  are  fo  bound  to  honour  you , in  all  your  fervice  fo 
devoted  to  you. 

Vnc.  Do  not  look  fo  ftrange  Widow,  it  mull  be  known, 
better  a general  joy,  no  ftirring  here  yet,  come,  come,  you 
cannot  hide  ’em. 

Wid.  Pray  be  not  impudent,thefe  are  the  finelt  toyes,  be- 
like I am  married  then  ? 

Mer.  Youareinamilerableellate  in  the  worlds  account 
elfe,  I would  not  for  your  wealth  it  come  to  doubting. 

Wid.  And  I am  great  with  child  ? 

Vnc.  No,  great  they  fay  not, but  ’tis  a full  opinion  you  are 
with  child,  and  great  joy  among  the  Gentlemen,  your  hus- 
band hath  bellirred  himfelf  fairly. 

Mer.  Alas,  we  know  his  private  hours  of  entrance,  how 
long,  and  when  he  flayed,  could  name  the  bed  too,  where  he 
paid  down  his  firfl-fruits. 

Wid.  I fhall  believe  anon. 

Vnc.  And  we  confider  for  fome  private  realbns,you  would 
liave  it  private,  yet  take  your  own  pleafure ; and  lb  good 
morrow,  my  belt  Niece,  my  fweetefl.  . 

Wtd.  No,  no,  pray  flay. 

Vnc.  I know  you  would  be  with  him,  love  him,  and  love 
him  well. 

Mer.  You’l  find  him  noble,  this  may  beget  — > 

Vnc.  It  mull  needs  work  upon  her. 

{Exit  Uncle,  and  Mer. 
Wid.  Thele  are  fine  bobs  i’faith,  married,  and  with  child 
too ! how  long  has  this  been,  I trow  i they  feem  grave  fel- 
lows, they  Ihould  not  come  to  flout  *,  married,  and  bedded, 
the  world  takes  notice  too  1 where  lies  this  May-game  ? I 
could  be  vext  extreamly  now,  and  rail  too,  but  ’tis  to  no 
end, though  I itch  a little,mulll  be  fcratcht  I know  not  how, 
who  waits  there 

Enter  Humphrey,  a Servant. 

F/a»t.  Madam. 

Wid.  Make  ready  my  Coach  quickly,  and  wait  you  only, 
and  hark  you  Sir,  be  fccret  and  fpeedy,  inquire  out  where 
he  lies. 

F/um.  I lhall  do  it.  Madam.  ^ . 

Wid.  Married,  and  got  with  child  in  a dream!  ’tis 
fine  i’faith,  fure  he  that  did  this,  would  do  better  waking. 

{Exit. 
Enter 


Wit  without  Motley, 
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Enter  Valentine,  Fran.  Lanccyiw^/  a Boy  mth  a Torch. 

y^l.  Hold  thy  Torch  handfomcly : how  doll  thou  ErAnh] 

Peter  Buffel^hQZC  , , „ . . 

El  An.  You  have  tried  me  foundly.  Sack  do  you  call  this 

yal.  A fhrewd  dog,  Erank.y  will  bite  abundantly. 

L.in.  Now  could  1 tight,  and  fight  with  thee. 

rM.  With  me,  thou  man  of  Memphis  ? 

Lnn.  But  that  thoti  art  mine  own  natural  mailer,  yet 
my  facie  fays  thou  art  no  man,  thou  art  a Pagan,  and  pawn- 
ell  thy  land,  which  a noble  caufe. 

No  arms,  nor  arms,  good  Lancelot,  dear  Lance, 
no  fighting  here,  wc  will  have  Lands  boy.  Livings,  and 
Titles,  thou  Ibalt  be  a Vice-Roy,  hang  fighting,  hang  t ’tis 
out  of  falhion. 

Lan.  I would  fain  labour  you  into  your  lands  again,  go 
to,  it  is  behoveful. 

Eran.  Fie  Lanccy  fie. 

Lan.  I mull  beat  fonle  body,  and  why  not  my  Mailer, 
before  a ftranger  ? charity  and  beating  begins  at  home. 

Val.  Come,  thou  fhalt  beat  me. 

Lan.  1 will  not  be  compel’d,  and  you  were  two  Mailers, 

1 fcorn  the  motion. 

Val.  Wilt  thou  fleep  ? 

Lan.  1 fcorn  fleep. 

Val.  Wilt  thou  go  eat  ? 

Lan.  I fcorn  meat,  1 come  for  rompering,  I come  to 
wait  upon  my  charge  difcreetly^  for  look  you,  if  you  will 
not  take  your  Mortgage  again,  here  do  I lie  S*  George^  and 
fo  forth. 

Val.  And  here  do  1 bellride  the  Dragon,  thus 
with  my  Lance. 

Lan.  Ifting,  Ifting  with  my  tail. 

Val.  Do  you  fo,  do  you  fo.  Sir  ? 1 lhall  tail  you  prefently. 
Eran.  By  no  means,  do  not  hurt  him. 

Val.  Take  this  iVf//o«,and  now  rife,  thou  Maiden  Knight 
of  Malligo,  lace  on  thy  Helmet  of  inchanted  Sack,  and 
charge  again. 

Lan.  rie  play  no  more,  youabufeme,  will  you  go? 
Eran.  I’le  bid  you  good  morrow.  Brother,  for  fleep  I 
cannot,  I have  a thoufand  fancies. 

Val.  Now  thou  art  arrived,  go  bravely  to  the  matter, 
and  do  fomething  of  worth,  Erank. 

Lan.  You  lhall  hear  from  us.  \_Exeunt  Lance  and  Franks 

Val.  This  Rogue,  ff  he  had  been  fober,  fure  had  beaten 
me,  is  the  moll  tettilh  Knave. 


at  all  the  milerics  of  Mortgage,  and  then  in  Hate  I’lc  render 
thee  an  anfvvcr. 

fLyller.  V\'hat  fay  yon  to  this  ? 

Vnc.  I dare  not  lay,  nor  think  neither. 
tJ^er.  Will  you  redeem  your  Hate,  fpcak  to  the  point, 
Sir  ? 

Val.  Not,  not  if  it  were  mine  heir  in  the  Turks  Gallies. 
Mer.  Then  1 mull  take  an  order  ? 

Val.  Take  a thoufand,  I will  not  keep  it,  nor  thou  lhalt 
not  have  it,  bccaufe  thou  camcll  i'ch’  nick,  thou  (halt  not 
have  it,  go  take  pofleffion,  and  be  fure  you  hold  it,  hold 
fall  with  both  hands,  for  there  be  uiofe  hounds  uncoupled, 
will  ring  you  fuch  a knell,  go  down  in  glory,  and  marcb  up- 
on my  land,  and  cry.  All’s  mine;  cry  as  the  Devil  did, 
and  be  the  Devil-,  mark  what  an  Echo  follows,  build  fine 
March-panes,  to  entertain  Sir  Silk-worm  and  hjs  Lady,  and 
pull  the  Chappel  down,  and  raife  a Chamber  for  Millrefs 
Silver-pin,  to  lay  her  belly  in,  mark  what  an  Earthquake 
comes.  Then  foolilli  Merchant  my  Tenants  arc  no  Subjects, 
they  obey  nothing,  and  they  arc  people  too  never  Chri- 
flened,  they  know  no  Law  nor  Confciencc,  they’ll  devour 
thee^  and  thou  mortal,  theflopple,  they’ll  confound  thc'  j 
within  three  days  ^ no  bit  nor  memory  of  what  thou  wert,  1 
no  not  the  Wart  upon  thy  Nofe  there,  fliall  be  e’re  heard  ' 
of  more  *,  go  take  polfeflion,  and  bring  thy  Children  down 
to  roll  like  Rabbets,  they  love  young  Toafts  and  Butter, 
Bow  hell  Suckers  *,  as  they  love  mifehief,  and  hate  Law,  they 
are  Cannibals  ^ bring  down  thy  kindred  too,  that  be  not 
fruitful,  there  be  thofe  Mandrakes  that  will  mollifie  ’em, 
go  take  polfeflion.  Tie  go  to  my  Chamber,  afore  Boy  go. 

{Exeunt. 

tJMer.  He’s  mad  fure. 

Vnc.  He’s  half  drunk  fure:  and  yet  I like  this  unwilling- 
nefs  to  lofe  it,  this  looking  back. 

tJMer.  Yes,  if  he  did  it  handfomely,  but  he’s  fo  harfh 
and  llrange. 

Vnc.  Believe  it  ’tis  his  drink.  Sir,  and  I am  glad  his 
drink  has  thrull  it  out. 

fjMer.  Cannibals  ? if  ever  I come  to  view  his  Reginient, 
if  fair  terms  maybe  had. 

Vnc.  He  tells  you  true.  Sir-,  they  are  a bunch  of  the 
moll  boillerous  Rafcals  diforder  ever  made,  let  ’em  be  mad 
once,  the  power  of  the  whole  Country  cannot  cool ’em,  be 
patient  but  a while. 

CMer.  As  long  as  you  will.  Sir,  before  I buy  a bargain 
of  fuch  Runts,  I’le  buy  a Colledge  for  Bears,  and  li  ve  a- 
mong’em. 


Enter  Unclc  and  Merchant,  Boy  with  a Torch. 

Vnc.  ’Tis  he. 

^JTfer.  Good  morrow. 

Val.  Why,  Sir,  good  morrow  to  you  too,  and  you  be 
fo  lufty. 

Vnc.  You  have  made  your  Brother  a fine  man,  we  met 
him. 

Val.  I made  him  a fine  Gentleman,  he  was  a fool  before, 
brought  up  amongft  the  midft  of  Small-Beer-Brew-houfes, 
what  would  you  have  with  me  ? 

Mer.  I come  to  tell  you,  your  latefl  hour  is  come. 

Val.  Are  you  my  fentence 
Mer.  Thefentenceofyour  flate. 

Val.  Let  it  be  hang’d  then,  and  let  it  be  hang’d  high 
enough,  I may  not  fee  it. 

Vnc.  A gracious  refolution. 

. Val.  What  would  you  have  elfe  with  me^  will  you  go 
drink,  and  let  the  world  Aide,  Uncle  ? Ha,  ha,  ha,  boyes, 
drink  Sack  like  Whey,  boyes. 

Mer.  Have  you  no  feeling.  Sir  ? 

Val.  Come  hither  Merchant ; make  me  a fupper,  thou 
moll  reverent  Land-catcher,  a fupper  of  forty  pounds. 

Mer.  What  then,  Sir? 

V «/.  Then  bring  thy  Wife  along,  and  thy  fair  Sillers, 
thy  Neighbours  and  their  Wives,  and  all  their  trinkets, 
let  me  have  forty  Trumpets,  and  fuch  Wine,  we’ll  laugh 


Francifeo,  Lance,  Boy  with  aTorch. 

Fran.  HoW  doll  thou  now  ? 

Lan.  Better  than  I was,  and  llraighter,  but  my  head’s 
a Hoglhead  llill,  it  rowls  and  tumbles. 

Thou  wert  cruelly  paid. 

Lan.  I may  live  to  requite  it,  put  a Snaffle  of  Sack  in 
my  mouth  and  then  ride  me  very  well. 

Eran.  ’Twas  all  but  fport,  I’fe  tell  thee  what  I mean  now, 
I mean  to  fee  this  Wench. 

Lan.  Where  a DeVil  is  Ihe  ? and  there  were  two,  ’twere 
better. 

Eran.  Doll  thou  hear  the  Bell  ring  ? 

Lan.  Yes,  yes. 

Fran.  Then  Ihc  comes  to  prayers,  early  each  morning 
thither : Now  if  I could  but  meet  her,  for  I am  of  another 
mettle  now. 

Enter  Ifabel,  and  Shorthofe  with  a Torch. 

Lan.  What  light’s  yon  ? 

Fran.  Ha,  ’tis  a light,  take  her  by  the  hand  and  court  her. 

Lan.  Take  her  below  the  girdle,  you’l  never  fpeed  elfe, 
it  comes  on  this  way  llill,  oh  that  I had  but  fuch  an  oppor- 
tunity in  a Saw-pit,  how  it  comes  on,  comes  on  ! ’tis  here. 

Eran.  ’Tis  Ihe : fortune  I kifs  thy  hand Good  mor- 

row Lady. 

Jfd.  What  voice  is  that,  Sirra,  do  you  fleep  as  you  go, 

Y 2 , ’tis 
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'tis  he,  1 am  glad  on'r.  Why^Shorthofe  < 

<hi>rt.  Ves  rorfcKHli,!  was  dreamt,  i was  going  to  Church. 
/ ,r;.  she  lees  you  as  plain  as  I do. 

Il.ih.  Hold  ihe  torch  up. 

Shi-rr.  Here's  nothing  but  a flail,  and  a Butchers  Dog  a- 
llccp  ini,  where  did  you  fee  the  voice  ? 
fra:.  She  looks  Bill  an^ry. 

I..V!.  To  her  and  meet  Sir. 

Ji'.ib.  Here,  here. 

Yes  Lady,ncver  blcfs  your  felf,  I am  but  a man, and 

like  an  honeft  man,  now  1 will  thank  you 

What  do  you  mean,  who  fentfor  you,  who  de- 
fired  YOU? 

Short.  Shall  1 put  out  the  Torch  foifooth.? 

Ifth.  Can  I not  go  about  my  private  meditations,  Ha,  but 
filch  companions  as  you  muft  ruffle  me?  you  had  bell  go  with 
me  Sir? 

i-V.yv.  ’Twas  my  purpofe. 

If.io.  Why,  what  an  impudence  is  this!  you  liad  beft, 
being  lb  near  the  Church,  provide  a Prieft,  andperfwade 
i me  to  many  you. 

I Fran.  It  was  my  meaning,  and  fuch  a husband,  fo  loving, 
and  Ibcarcfuil,  my  youth,  and  all  my  fortunes  lhall  arrive* 
at Hark  you  ? 

Jfah.  ’Tis  ftrange  you  fnould  be  thus  unmannerly,  turn 
home  again  llrra,  you  had  bell:  now  force  my  man  to  lead 
your  way. 

Lan.  Yes  marry  fflall  he  Lady,  forward  my  friend. 

Jfab.  This  is  a pretty  Riot,  it  may  grow  to  a rape. 

Fran.  Do  you  like  that  better  ? I can  raviffl  you  an  hun- 
dred times,  and  never  hurt  you. 

Short.  I fee  nothing,  I am  afleep  Bill, when  you  have  done 
tell  me,  and  then  Pie  wake  Miftris. 

Jjab.  Are  you  in  earnefl;  Sir, do  you  long  to  be  hang  d ? 
Fran.  Yes  by  my  troth  Lady  in  thefe  fair  Trefles. 

Ifab.  Shall  I call  out  for  help  ? 

Fran.  No  by  no  means,  that  were  a weak  trick  Lady, 
rie  kifs,  and  flop  your  mouth. 

Jfab.  You’l  anfwer  all  thefe  ? 

Fran.  A thouland  kifles  more. 

If.ib.  I was  never  abufed  thus,  you  had  beft  give  out  too, 
that  you  found  me  willing,  and  fay  I doted  on  you .? 

Fran.  That’s  known  alrcady,and  no  man  living  fliall  now 
carry  you  fiom  me. 

Jfab.  This  is  fine  i’faith. 

Fran.  It  fflall  be  ten  times  finer. 

Jf.tb.  Well,  feeing  you  arc  fo  valiant,  keep  your  way,  1 
will  to  Church, 

Fran.  And  I will  wait  upon  you. 

Jfab.  And  it  is  moft  likely  there’s  a Pried,  if  you  dare 
venture  as  you  profcls,  I would  wifh  you  look  about  you,  to 
do  thefe  rude  tricks,  for  you  know  the  recompences,  and 
trufh  not  to  my  mercy. 

Fran.  But  I will  Lady. 

Jfab.  For  rie  fo  handle  you. 

Fran.  That’s  it  I look  for. 

Lan.  Afore  thou  dream. 

SW.'Have  you  done.? 

Jfab,  Go  on  Sir,  and  follow  if  you  dare. 

Fran.  If  I do  not,  hang  me. 

Lan.  ’Tis  all  thine  own  boy,  an  ’twere  a million,  god  a • 
mercy  Sack,  v.'hen  would  fmall  Beer  have  done  this  ? 

^ Knocking  vpithtn.  Enter  Valentine. 

I Val.  Whof E that  that  knocks  and  bounces,  what  a Devil 
fails  you,is  hell  broke  Ioofe,or  do  you  keep  an  Iron  mill  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Srr.  ’Tis  a Gentlewoman  Sir  that  mufl  needs  fpcak  with 
you. 

yal.  A Gentlewoman  ? what  Gentlewoman,  what  have  I 
to  do  with  Gentlewomen.^ 

Srr.  She  will  not  be  anfwercd  Sir. 

yal.  Fling  Up  the  bed  and  let  her  in.  He  try  how  gentle  j 
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This  Sack  has  fill’d  my  head  fo  full  of  babies,  I am  almofl 
mad  ; what  Gentlewoman  Ihould  this  be  ? I hope  (lie  has 
brought  me  no  butter  print  along  with  her  to  lay  to  my 
charge,  il  Ihc  have  ’tis  all  one.  Tie  forfwear  it. 

Enter  Widow, 

Wid.  O you’re  a noble  Gallant,  fend  off  your  Servant 
pray*  Servant. 

yal.  She  will  not  raviffl  me.?  by  this  light  ffle  looks  as 
fflarp  fet  as  a Sparrow  hawk,  what  wouldft  thou  woman  ? 

Wtd.  O you  have  ufed  me  kindly,  and  like  a Gentleman, 
this  is  to  truB  to  you. 
yal.  Trull  to  me,  for  what? 

Wid.  Bccaufc  I faid  in  jell  oncc,you  were  a handfoni  man, 
one  I could  like  well,  and  fooling,  made  you  believe  I loved 
you,  and  might  be  brought  to  marrie. 
yal.  The  widow  is  drunk  too. 

Wid.  You  out  of  this,  which  is  a finediferetion,  give  out 
the  matter’s  done,  you  have  won  and  wed  me,  and  that 
you  have  put,  fairly  put  for  an  heir  too,  thefe  are  fine  ru- 
mours to  advance  my  credit:  i’th’name  cf  mifehief  what 
did  you  mean  ? 

yal.  That  you  loved  me,  and  that  you  might  be  brought 
to  marrie  me  ? why, what  a Devil  do  you  mean,  widow  ? 

Wid.  ’Twas  a fine  trick  too,  to  tell  the  world  though  you 
had  enjoyed  your  firft  wiffl  you  wiffled,  the  wealth  you 
aimed  at,  that  I was  poor,  which  is  niofl;  true,  I am,  have 
fold  my  lands,  becaul'e  I love  not  thofe  vexations,  yet  for 
mine  honours  fake,  if  you  mufl  be  prating,  and  for  my  cre- 
dits fake  in  the  Town. 

yal.  I tell  thee  widow,  I like  thee  ten  times  better,  now 
thou  haft  no  Lands,  for  now  thy  hopes  and  cares  lye  on  thy 
husband,  if e’re  thou  marryeft  more. 

Wid.  Have  not  you  married  me,  and  for  this  main  caufe, 
now  as  you  report  it,  to  be  your  Nurfc  ? 

yal.  My  Nurfe  ? why,  what  am  I grown  to,  give  me  the 
Glafs,  my  Nurfe. 

Wid.  You  n’er  faid  truer,  I muftconfefs  I did  a little  fa- 
vour you,  and  with  fome  labour  might  have  been  perfwa- 
ded,  but  when  I found  1 muft  be  hourly  troubled,  with  mak- 
ing broths,  anddawbing  yourdecayes  with  fwad ling,  and 
with  Bitching  up  your  ruines,  for  the  world  fo  reports. 
yal.  Do  not  provoke  me. 

Wid.  And  half  an  eye  may  fee. 

yal.  Do  not  provoke  me,  the  wof  Id’s  a lying  world,  and 
thou  fnalt  find  it,  have  a good  heart,  and  take  a ftrong  faith 
to  thee,  and  mark  what  follows,  my  Nurfe,  yes,  you  fflall 
rock  me  : Widow  Tie  keep  you  waking. 

Wtd.  You  arc  difpofed  Sir. 

yal.  Yes  marry  am  I Widow,  and  you  fflall  feel  it,  nay 
and  they  touch  my  freehold,  I am  a Tiger. 

Wtd.  I think  fo. 
yal.  Come. 

Wid.  Whither? 

yah  Any  whither.  H Sings. 

The  fit’s  upon  me  now,  the  fit’s  upon  me  now. 

Come  quickly  gentle  Ladie,  the  fit’s  upon  me  now. 

The  world  fflall  know  they’re  fools, 

And  fo  fflalt  thou  do  too, 

‘ Let  the  Cobler  meddle  with  his  tools, 

The  fit’s  upon  me  now. 

Take  me  quickly,  while  I am  in  this  vein,  away  with  me, 
for  if  I have  but  two  hours  to  confider,all  the  widows  in  the 
world  cannot  recover  me. 

Wid.  Ifyou  will,  go  with  me  Sir. 
yal.  Yes  marrie  will  1,  but ’tis  in  anger  yet,  and  I will 
marrie  thee,  do  not  crofs  me  •,  yes,  and  1 will  lie  with  thee, 
and  get  a whole  bundle  of  babies,  and  1 will  kifs  thee.  Band 
Bill  and  kifs  me  handfomcly,  but  do  not  provoke  me,  Bir 
neither  hand  nor  foot,  for  1 am  dangerous,  I drunk  fack 
ycBcrnight,  do  not  allure  me .-  Thou  art  no  widow  of  this 
world, come  in  pitie,  and  in  fpitc  Tie  marrie  thee, not  a word 
more,  and  I may  be  brought  to  love  thee.  [_Excmt. 
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i’nffr  Merchant,  W Uncle,  at  feveral  doors. 

Mer..  Well  met  again,  and  what  good  news  yet  ? 

Vnc.  Faith  nothing. 

M$r.  No  fruits  of  what  wc  fowed  ? 

Vnc.  Nothing  I hear  of. 

Mtr.  No  turning  in  this  tide  yet 

Vnc.  ’Tis  all  flood,  and  till  that  fall  away,  there  s no 
cxpecfting. 

Enttr  Fran.  Ifab.  Lance,  Shorthofe,  a torch. 

Mer.  Is  not  this  his  younger  Brother  ? 

Vnc.  With  a Gentlewoman  the  widow’s  filler,  as  I live 
he  fmiles,  he  has  got  good  hold, why  well  faid  Franks  i’faith, 
let’s  ftay  and  mark.' 

Jfal;.  Well,  you  are  the  prettieft  youth,  and  fo  you  have 
handled  me,  think  you  ha’  me  fure. 

Fran.  As  fure  as  wedlock. 

Jfab.  You  had  bell  lie  with  me  too. 

Fran.  Yes  indeed  will  I,  and  getTuch  black  ey’d  boyes. 

Vnc.  God  a Mercy,  Frank. 

Ifab.  This  is  a merrie  world,  poor  fimple  Gentlewomen 
that  think  no  harm,  cannot  walk  about  their  bufinels,  but 
they  mufl:  be  catcht  up  I know  not  how. 

Fran.  I’le  tell  you,  and  Tie  inllrud  ye  too,  have  I caught 
you,  Millrefs.?  » 

jjkb.  Well,  and  it  were  not  for  pure  pity,  I would  give 
you  the  flip  yet,  but  being  as  it  is. 

Fran*  It  lhall  be  better. 

Enter  Valentine,  Widow,  Ralph,  with  a torch. 

Ifab.  My  filler,  as  I live,  your  Brother  with  her ! fure,  I 
think  you  are  the  Kings  takers.  , ^ 

Vnc.  Now  it  works. 

Fal.  Nay,  you  lhall  know  I am  a man. 

IVid.  I think  fo. 

Fal.  And  fuchproofyou  lhall  have. 

Wid.  I pray  fpeak  foftly. 


Val.  rjc  fpeak  it  out  Widow,  yes  and  you  lhall  confefs  1 
too,  I am  noNurfc-child,  1 went  for  a man,  a good  one*  if 
you  can  beat  me  out  o’th’  pit. 

Wtd.  I did  but  jell  with  you. 

Val.  ric  handle  you  in  carncll,  and  fo  handle  you : Nay; 
when  my  credit  calls. 

Wtd.  Are  you  mad  ? 

ral.  I am  mad,  I am  mad. 

Fran.  Good  morrow,  Sir,  I like  yoiir  preparation! 

f^4/.  .^hou  hall  been  at  it,  Franks 

Frim.  * Yes  faith,  ’tis  done  Sir. 

Along  with  me  then,  never  hang  an  arfe,  widow. 

Ifab.  ’Tis  to  no  purpofe,  filler. 

Fal.  Well  faid  Black-brows,  advance  your  torches 
Gentlemen. 

Vnc.  Yes,  yes  Sir. 

Fal.  And  keep  your  ranks. 

Mer.  Lance^  carrie  this  before  him. 

Vnc.,  Carrie  it  in  Hate, 

\ 

Enter  Muficians,  Fount.  Hare.  Bel, 

Fal.  What  are  you,  Muficians  ? I know  your  coming,  and 
what  are  thofe  behind  you  } 

Mafi.  Gentlemen  thatfentusto  give  the  Lady  a good 
morrow. 

Fal.  O I know  them,come  boy  ling  the  fdng  I taught  you. 
And  ling  it  IulliIy,come  forwardGentIemen,you’re  welcom, 
Welcom,  now  we  are  all  friends,  go  get  the  Priell  ready. 
And  let  him  not  be  long,  we  have  much  bufinefs : 

Come  Fr4»i^,rejoyce  witH  me^thou  hall  got  the  llart  boy,' 
But  rie  fo  tumble  after,  come  my  friends  lead. 

Lead  cheerfully,  and  let  your  Fiddles  ring  boy  es,- 
My  follies  and  my  fancies  have  an  end  here, 

Difplay  the  morgage  Lance.,  Merchant  Tie  pay  you. 

And  every  thing  lhall  be  in  joynt  again. 

Vnc.  Afore,  afore. 

Fal.  And  now  confefs,  and  know,  ^ 

Wit  without  Moneyyfomctimes  gives  the  blow.  \_Exeunti 
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B E G G A F 

1 

i 

COM 

IS  BUSH, 

E D Y 

Perfbns  RepreC 

Wolfort,  yffirper  of  the  Earldom  ^j/Elanders. 

Gerrard,  falfely  called  Claufe,  King  of  the  Beggars, 
Father  in  Law  to  Florez. 

Hubert,  an  honefi  Lord,  a friend  to  Gerrard. 
Florez,  falfely  called  GoBvin,  a rich  Merchant  of 
Bruges. 

Hempskirke,  a Captain  under  Wolford. 

Vandunke,  a drunkyn  Merchant  friend  to  Gerrard, 
falfely  called  Father  to  Bertha. 

Vanlock,  and\ 

4 Merchants, 

Higgen,-) 

Prigg,  \Three  Knavijh  Beggars* 

Snapp,  3 

mted  in  the  Play. 

Ferret, 'IrwiJ  Gentlemen  difguifed  under  thofe 
Ginkes,  j names  of  Gerrard’s party. 

Clown. 

Bootes. 

^ Servants. 

Guard. 

A Sailor. 

tv  0 M E N. 

Jaculin,  Daughter  to  Gerrard,  beloved  <?/Hubert.  » 
Bertha  called  Gertrude,  Daughter  to  the  Dukg  of 
Brabant,  Mijirefs  to  Florez. 

Margaret,  Wife  to  Vandunke. 

M*"*  Frances,  a frow  Daughter  to  Vanlock. 

• 

• 

The  Scene  Flanders. 

ABhs  primus,  Scenaprima. 

j Enter  a Mercha 

A/er.'^S  he  then  taken? 

1 Her.  And  brought  back  even  now,  Sir. 

1 Aier.  He  was  not  in  diigrace  ? 

Her.  No  man  more  lov’d, 

Nor  more  deferv’d  it,  being  the  only  man 
That  durft  be  honefl:  in  this  Court. 

Mer.  Indeed 

We  have  heard  abroad,  Sir,  that  the  State  hath  fullered 
A great  change.  Cnee  the  Countefles  death. 

Her.  It  hath,  Sir. 

CAIer.  My  five  years  abfence  hath  kept  me  a ftrangcr 
So  much  to  all  the  occurents  of  my  Country, 

As  you  fhall  bind  me  for  fome  Ihort  relation 
To  make  me  underftand  the  prefent  times. 

Her.  I mult  begin  then  with  a War  was  made 
And  feven  years  with  all  cruelty  continued 
Upon  our  F Under sh'jCciQ.  Duke  of  Brabant, 

The  caufe  grew  thus : during  our  Earls  minority, 

Wolfort,  (who  now  uforps)  was  employed  thither 

To  treat  about  a match  Ixtween  our  Earl 

And  the  Daughter  and  Heir  of  Brabant ; during  which  treaty 

The  'Brabander  pretends,  this  Daughter  was 

Stoln  from  his  Court,  by  prarfticc  of  our  State, 

Though  we  are  all  confirm’d,  ’twas  a fought  quarrel 
! To  lay  an  unjuft  gripe  upon  this  Earldom, 

It  being  here  believ’d  the  Duke  of  Brabant 

nt  and  Herman. 

j Had  no  fiich  lofs.  This  War  upon’t  proclaim’d, 

1 Our  Earl,  being  then  a Child,  although  his  Father 
Good  liv’d,  yet  in  relpe(5t  he  was 

Chofen  by  the  Countelfes  favour,  for  her  Husband, 

And  but  a Gentleman,  and  Florez,  holding 
His  right  unto  this  Country  from  his  Mother, 

The  State  thought  fit  in  this  defenfive  War, 

Wolfort  being  then  the  only  man  of  mark. 

To  make  him  General. 

Mer.  Which  place  we  have  heard 
He  did  difeharge  with  honour. 

Her.  I,  folong, 

And  with  fo  blefl:  fuccefles,  that  the  Brabander 
Was  forc’t  (his  treafures  wafted,  and  the  choice 
Of  his  belt  men  of  Armes  tyr’d,  or  cut  off) 

To  leave  the  field,  and  found  a bafe  retreat 
Back  to  his  Country : but  fo  broken  both 
In  mind  and  means,  er’e  to  make  head  again, 

That  hitherto  he  fits  down  by  his  lofs, 

Not  daring,  or  for  honour,  or  revenge 

Again  to  tempt  his  fortune.  But  this  Vidtory 

More  broke  our  State,  and  made  a deeper  hurt 

In  Flanders,  than  the  greateft  overthrow 

She  ever  receiv’d : For  Wolfort,  now  beholding 

Himfelf,  andadlions,  in  the  flattering  glafs  { 

Offelf-defervings,  and  thatcherifn’t% 

The 
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The  ftrong  alliirancc  of  his  power,  for  then 
All  Captains  of  the  Army  were  his  creatures^ 

The  common  Souldier  too  at  his  devotion, 

Made  fo  by  full  indulgence  to  their  rapines 
And  fccrct  bounties,  this  ftrength  too  well  known 
And  what  it  could  efTed,  foon  put  in  practice, 

As  further’d  by  the  Child-hood  of  the  Earl ; 

And  their  improvidence,  that  might  have  pierc’t 
Theheartofhisdefigns,  gave  him  occafion 
To  feizc  the  whole,  and  in  that  plight  you  find  it. 

Mcr.  Sir,  I receive  the  knowledge  of  thus  much, 

As  a choice  favour  from  you. 

Her.  Only  I mufl:  add, 
holds  out. 

Mer.  Whither,  Sir,  I am  going. 

For  there  lad:  night  I had  a Ihip  put  in, 

And  my  Horfe  waits  me. 

Her.  I wilh  you  a good  journey. 

Eater  W’olfort,  Hubert. 

Wol.  What  ? Hubert  dealing  from  me  ? who  difarm’d  him.? 
It  was  more  than  I commanded ; take  your  fword, 

I am  bed  guarded  with  it  in  your  hand  j 
I have  feen  you  ufe  it  nobly. 

Hub.  And  will  turn  it 
On  my  own  bofom,  ere  it  Ihall  be  drawn 
Unworthily  or  rudely. 

Wol.  Would  you  leave  me 
Without  a farewel,  Hubert  1 flie  a friend 
Unwearied  in  his  dudy  to  advance  you? 

What  have  I e’re  pollefs’d  which  was  not  yours  ? 

Or  either  did  not  court  you  to  command  it  ? 

Who  ever  yet  arriv’d  to  any  grace, 

Reward  or  trud  from  me,  but  his  approaches 
Were  by  your  fair  reports  of  him  prefer’d  ? 

And  what  is  more  I made  my  felf  your  Servant, 

In  making  you  the  Mader  of  thofe  fecrets 

Which  not  the  rack  of  Confcience  could  draw  from  me, 

Nor  1,  when  I askt  mercy,  trud  my  prayers  with  5 
Yet  after  thefe  afliirances  of  love,  ' 

Thefe  tyes  and  bonds  of  friendlhip,  to  ferfake  me  ? ‘ 

Forfake  me  as  an  enemy  ? come  you  mud  ’’ 

Give  me  a reafon. 

Hub.  Sir,  and  fo  I will, 

If  I may  do’t  in  private : and  you  hear  it. 

Wol.  All  leave  the  room : you  have  your  will^  fit  dowii 
And  ufe  the  liberty  of  our  fird  friendlhip-  (nifh’d. 

Hub.  Friendlhip?  when  youprov’d  Traitor  fird,  that  va- 
Nor  do  I owe  you  any  thought,  but  hate,  v.:- 

I know  my  flight  hath  forfeited  my  head  j 
And  fo  I may  make  you  fird  underdand 
What  a drange  monder  you  have  made  your  felf,  j 
I welcome  it. 

To  me  this  is  drange  language.  • • 

Hub.  To  you?  why  what  are  ^ou? 

WoL  Your  Prince  and  Mader, 

The  Earl  of  Flanders. 

. Hub.  By  a proper  title ! 

Rais’d  to  it  by  cunning,  circurrivention,  force. 

Blood,  and  proferiptions. 

Wol.  And  in  all  this  wifdom , 

Had  I not  reafon  ? when  by  (jerrards  plots 
I Ihould  have  fird  been  call’d  to  a drift  accompt 
How,  and  which  way  I had  confirm’d  that  mafs 
Of  money,  as  they  term  it, in  the  War, 

Who  underhand  had  by  his  Miniders 
Detrafted  my  great  aftion,  made  my  faith 
And  loyalty  fufpefted,  in  which  failing 
He  fought  my  life  by  praftice. 

Huh.  With  what  fore-head 
Do  you  fpeak  this  to  me  ? who  (as  I know’t) 

Mud,  and  will  fay  ’tis  falfe. 

Wol.  My  Guard  there. 

Hub.  Sir,  you  bad  me  fit,  and  promis’d  you  would  hear, 
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Which  I now  lay  you  Ihall  •,  riot  a found  more, 

For  I that  am  contemner  of  mine  own, 

Am  Mader  of  your  life ; then  here’s  a Sword 
Between  you,  and  all  aids.  Sir,  though  you  blind 
The  credulous  bead,  the  multitude,  you  pals  not 
Thclc  grofs  untruths  on  me. 

Wol.  How?  grofs  untruths^ 

Hub.  I,  and  it  is  favourable  language. 

They  had  been  in  a mean  man  lyes,  and  foul  ones, 

Wol.  You  take  drange  Licence. 

Hub.  Yes,  were  not  thofe  rumours 
Of  being  called  unto  your  anfwer,  fpread 
By  your  own  followers  ? and  w'eak  Gerrardwrought 
(But  by  your  cunning  praftice)  to  believe 
That  you  Were  dangerous  j yet  not  to  be 
Punilh’d  by  any  formal  courle  of  Law, 

But  fird  to  be  made  fure,  and  have  your  cri tries 
Laid  open  after,  which  your  quaint  train  taking 
You  fled  unto  the  Camp,  and  their  crav’d  humbly 
Proteftion  for  your  innocent  life,  and  that, 

Since  you  had  fcap’d  the  fury  of  the  War, 

You  might  not  fall  by  treafon ; and  for  proof. 

You  did  not  for  yorir  own  ends  make  this  danger  *, 

Some  that  had  been  before  by  you  fuborn’d. 

Came  forth  and  took  their  Oaths  they  had  been  hir’d 
By  Gerrard  to  your  Murther.  This  once  heard. 

And  eafily  believ’d,  th’  inraged  Souldiet 
Seeing  no  further  than  the  outward-man, 

Snatch’d  hadily  his  Arms,  ran  to  the  Court, 

Kill’d  all  that  made  refidance,  cut  in  pieces 
Such  as  were  Servants,  or  thought  friends  to  Gerrard, 
Vowing  the  like  to  him. 

Wol.  Will  you  yet  end  ? 

Hub.  Which  he  forefeeing,  with  his  Son,  the  Earl,- 
ForfOOktheCityj  and  by  fecretwayes 
As  you  give  out,  and  we  would  gladly  have  it, 

Efcap’d  their  fury : though  ’tis  more  than  fear’d 
They  fell  araongd  the  red  •,  Nor  dand  you  there 
To  let  us  only  mourn  the  impious  means 
By  which  you  got  it,  but  your  cruelties  fince 
So  far  tranfeend  your  former  bloody  ills, 

As  if  compar’d,  they  only  would  appear 
Eflays  of  mifehief ; do  not  dop  your  cars. 

More  are  behind  yet. 

Wol.  O repeat  them  not,- 
’Tis  Hell  to  hear  them  nam’d. 

Hub.  You  Ihould  have  thought. 

That  Hell  would  be  your  punilhment  when  you  did  them 
A Prince  in  nothing  but  your  princely  luds. 

And  boundlels  rapines. 

Wol.  No  more  I befeech  you. 

Hub.  Who  was  the  Lord  of  houfe  or  land,  that  dobd 
Within  the prolpeft  of yotr  covetous  eye? 

Wol.  You  are  in  this  to  me  a greater  Tyrant, 

Than  e’re  I was  to  any. 

Hub.  lend  thus 

The  general  grief : now  to  my  private  wrong 
The  lofs  of  ^errards  Daughter  Jaqudlne : 

The  hop’d  for  partner  of  my  lawful  Bed, 

Your  cruelty  hath  frighted  from  mine  arms  j 
And  her  I now  was  wandring  to  recover. 

Think  you  that  I had  reafon  now  to  leave  you. 

When  you  are  grov^n  fo  judly  odious, 

That  ev’n  my  day  here  with  your  grace  and  favour. 
Makes  my  lifeirkfome?  here,  furely  take  it. 

And  do  me  but  this  fruit  of  all  your  friendlhip. 

That  I may  dye  by  you,  and  not  your  Hang-man. 

Wol.  Oh  Hubert,  thefe  your  words  and  reafons  have 
As  well  drawn  drops  of  blood  from  ray  griev’d  heart, 

As  thefe  tears  from  mine  eyes , 

Defpife  them  not. 

By  alj  that’s  facred,  I am  ferrous,  Hubert,  ^ 

You  now  have  made  me  fenfible,  what  furies, 

Whips,  Hangmen,  and  Tormentors  a bad  man 
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■ Do’s  ever  bear  about  him : let  the  good 
That  you  this  day  have  done,  be  ever  number’d 
The  firft  of  your  belt  atftions ; 

Can  you  think, 

W’hcrc  GcjWift  is  or  GerrAvd^  or  your  love. 

Or  any  elfe,  or  all  that  are  proferib’d  f 
I will  refign,  what  I ufurp,  or  have 
llnjultly  forc’d  ^ thedaycsl  have  to  live 
Are  too  too  few  to  make  them  fatisfadion 
\\hch  any  penitence ; yet  I vow  topradife 
All  of  a man. 

Hub.  O that  your  heart  and  tongue 
Did  not  now  diH'er  ! 

rtW.  By  my  griefs  they  do  not. 

Take  the  good  pains  to  fearch  them  out : ’tis  wortli  it, 
You  have  made  clean  a Leper : trult  me  you  have. 

And  made  me  once  more  fit  for  the  fociety, 

1 hope  of  good  men. 

Hhb.  Sir,  do  not  abufe 

My  aptnefs  to  believe. 

Wol.  Sufped  not  you 
A faith  that’s  built  upon  fo  true  a forrow. 

Make  your  own  fafetys : ask  them  all  the  ties 
Humanity  can  give,  HemskirkjLoo  lhall 
Along  with  you  to  this  fo  wifh’d  difeovery. 

And  in  my  name  profefs  all  that  you  promife  ; 

And  I will  give  you  this  help  to’t : I have 
Of  late  receiv’d  certain  intelligence. 

That  fome  of  them  are  in  or  about  Bruges 
To  be  found  out : which  1 did  then  interpret, 

The  caufe  of  that  Towns  Handing  out  againft  me  j 
But  now  am  glad,  it  may  dir ed  your  purpofe 
Ofgiving  them  their  fafety,  and  me  peace,  ^ u 

Hub.  Be  conftant  to  your  goodnefs,  and  you  have  it. 

[Exemt. 

SCENA  II.  ' (K 

Enter  3.  Merchants, 

1 Mer.  ’Tis  much  that  you  deliver  of  this  Gefwift. 

2 Mer.  But  Ihort  of  what  1 could,  yet  have  the  Country 
Confirm’d  it  true,  and  by  a general  oath. 

And  not  a man  hazard  his  credit  in  it  : 

He  bears  himfelf  with  fuch  a confidence 
As  if  he  were  the  MaHer  of  the  Sea, 

And  not  a wind  upon  the  Sailers  compafs. 

But  from  one  part  or  other  washisfador. 

To  bring  him  in  the  beft  commodities. 

Merchant  e’re  ventur’d  for. 

1.  ’Tis  Hrange. 

2.  And  yet 

This  do’s  in  him  deferve  the  leaH  of  wonder. 

Compared  with  other  his  peculiar  falhions,  1 

Which  all  admire : he’s  young,  and  rich,  at  leafl: 

Thus  far  reputed  fo,  thatfincche  liv’d 
In  Tyrugesy  there  was  never  brought  to  harboyr 
So  rich  a Bottom,  but  his  bill  would  pafs 
Unqueftion’d  for  her  lading. 

3 dMer.  Yet  he  Hill 
Continues  a good  man. 

2 •GMer.  So  good,  that  but 

To  doubt  him,  would  be  held  an  injury 
Or  rather  malice,  with  the  befl  that  traffique  ; 

But  this  is  nothing,  a great  flock,  and  fortune. 

Crowning  his  judgement  in  his  undertakings 
May  keep  him  upright  that  way : But  that  wealth 
Should  want  the  power  to  make  him  dote  on  it. 

Or  youth  teach  him  to  wrong  it,  beft  commends 
His  conftant  temper ; for  his  outward  habit 
’Tis  fuitable  to  his  prefent  courfe  of  life : 

His  table  furnifb’d  well,  but  not  with  dainties 
That  pleafe  the  appetite  only  for  their  rarenefs, 

Or  their  dear  price : nor  given  to  wine  or  women, 

Beyond  his  health,  or  warrant  of  a man. 

I mean  a good  one : and  fo  loves  his  ftate 
He  will  not  hazard  it  at  play  *,  nor  lend 
Upon  the  aflurance  of  a well  pen’d  Letter, 

Although  a challenge  fecond  the  denial 
From  fuch  as  make  th’  opinion  of  their  valour 
Their  means  of  feeding. 

1 eJMer.  Thefe  are  wayes  to  thrive. 

And  the  means -not  curs’d. 

2 (sJMer.  What  follows,  this 

Makes  many  venturers  with  him, in  their  wilhes, 

For  his  profperity : for  when  delert 
Or  reafon  leads  him  to  be  liberal. 

His  noble  mind  and  ready  hand  contend 
Which  can  add  moft  to  his  free  courtefies. 

Or  in  their  worth,  or  fpeed  to  make  them  fb. 

Is  there  a Virgin  of  good  fame  wants  dower  ? 

He  is  a Father  to  Iier  3 or  a Souldier 
That  in  his  Countreys  fervice,  from  the  war 
Hath  brought  home  only  fears, and  want  f his  houfe 
Receives  him,  and  relieves  him,  with  that  care 
As  if  what  he  poflefs’d  had  been  laid  up 
For  fuch  good  ufes,  and  he  fteward  of  it. 

But  I fhould  lole  my  felf  to  fpeak  him  further 
And  ftale  in  my  relation,  the  much  good 
You  may  be  witnefsof,  if  your  remove 
From  Bruges  be  not  fpeedy. 

1 eJMer.  This  report 

I do  affure  you  will  not  haften  it. 

Nor  would  I wifh  a better  man  to  deal  with 
For  what  I am  to  part  with. 

3 eJMer.'  Never  doubt  it, 

He  is  your  man  and  ours,  only  I wilh 

His  too  much  forwardnefs  to  embrace  all  bargains 

Sink  him  not  in  the  end. 

2 fiJMer.  Have  better  hopes. 

For  my  part  I am,  confident  3 here  he  comes. 

Enter  Gofwin,  emd  the  fourth  Merchant. 

Gef  Itake  it  at  your  own  rates , your  wine  of 
But  for  your  Candy  fugars,  they  have  met 
With  fuch  foul  weather,  and  are  priz’d  fo  high 
I cannot  fave  in  them. 

4.  t^er.  I am  unwilling 
To  feek  another  Chapman : make  me  offer 
Of  foraething  near  price,  that  may  affure  me 
You  can  deal  for  them. 

Gof.  I both  can,  and  will. 

But  not  with  too  much  lofs  3 your  bill  of  lading 
Speak  s of  two  hundred  chefts,  valued  by  you 
At  thirty  thouland  gilders,  I will  have  them 
At  twenty  eight  3 fo,  in  the  payment  of 
Three  thoufand  fterling,  you  fall  only  in 
Two  hundred  pound. 

4 Mer.  You  know,  they  are  fo  cheap. 

Gof.  Why  look  you  3 Tie  deal  farily,  there’s  in  prifoD, 
And  at  your  fuit,  a Pirat,  but  unable 
To  make  you  fatisfadlion,  and  paft  hope 
To  live  a week,  if  you  fhould  profecute 
What  you  can  prove  againft  him : fet  him  free. 

And  you  fhall  have  your  mony  to  a Stiver, 

And  prefent  payment. 

4 Mer.  This  is  above  wonder, 

A Merchant  of  your  rank,  that  have  at  Sea 

So  many  Bottoms  in  the  danger  of 

Thefe  water-Thieves,  fhould  be  a means  to  fave  ’em. 

It  more  importing  you  for  your  own  fafety 
To  be  at  charge  to  fcour  the  Sea  of  them 
Than  flay  the  fword  of  juftice,  that  is  ready 
To  fall  on  one  fo  confeious  of  his  guilt 
That  he  dares  not  deny  it. 

Gof  You  miftake  me. 

If  you  think  I would  cherifh  in  this  Captain 
The  wrong  he  did  to  you,  or  any  man  3 
I was  lately  with  him,  (having  firft,  from  others 
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True  tcll-imony  beenalFurcd  a nun 
Of  more  dcfert  never  put  from  the  fliorc) 

I  read  Ills  letters  of  Mart  from  this  State  granted 
For  tjie  recovery  of  fuch  lofles,  as 
He  had  receiv’d  in  Spnt/tj  ’twas  that  he  aim’d  at. 

Not  at  three  tuns  of  wine,  bisket,  or  beef, 

Which  his  neceflity  made  him  take  from  you. 

If  he  had  pillag’d  you  near,  or  funk  your  fliip, 

Or  thrown  your  men  o’r  board,  then  he  deferv’d 
The  Laws  extreameft  rigour . But  lince  want 
Of  what  he  could  not  live  without,  compel’d  him 
To  that  he  did  (which  yet  our  State  calls  death) 

1 pity  his  misfortune  *,  and  to  work  you 
To  fome  compaflion  of  them,  I come  up 
To  youf  own  price ; fave  him,  the  goods  arc  mine  j 
If  not,  feek  elfe- where,  I’le  not  deal  for  them. 

4 Mer.\Md\  Sir,  for  your  love,  I will  once  be  led 
To  change  my  purpole. 

Co/.  For  your  profit  rather. 

4 Mer.  I’le  prefently  make  means  for  his  difeharge, 

Till  when,  I leave  you. 

- 2 Mer.  What  do  you  think  of  this  ? 

1 Mer.  As  of  a deed  of  noble  pity : guided 
By  a ftrong  judgement. 

2 Mer.  Save  you  Matter  Gofmn. 

Gofwin.  Good  day  to  all. 

2 Mer.  We  bring  you  the  refulall 
Of  more  Commodities. 

Gof,  Are  you  the  owners 
Of  the  (hip  that  laft  night  put  into  the  Harbour? 

I Mer.  Both  of  the  Ihip,  and  lading. 

^of.  What’s  the  fraught? 

I Mer.  IndicOf  Cochineel.,  choife  Chyna  ftuffs. 

3 Mer.  And  cloath  of  Gold  brought  from  Cambal. 

Gof.  Rich  lading  , 

For  which  I were  your  Chapman,  but  I am 
Already  out  of  calh. 

I iAfer.  Tie  give  you  day 
For  the  moiety  of  all. 

Gof.  How  long  ? 

3 iJ^er.  Six  months. 

Gof.  ’Tis  a fair  offer ; which  (if  we  agree 
About  the  prices)  I,  with  thanks  accept  of. 

And  will  make  prefent  payment  of  the  rett  •, 

Some  two  hours  hence  Tie  come  aboard. 

I Mer.  The  Gunner  lhall  fpeak  you  welcom. 

(jof  rie  not  fail. 

3  Mer.  Good  morrow.  L Merch. 

Gof.  Heaven  grant  my  Ships  a fafe  return,  before 
The  day  of  this  great  payment : as  they  are 
Expedled  three  months  fooner : and  my  credit 
Stands  good  with  ail  the  world. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Ger.  Blefs  my  good  Matter, 

The  prayers  of  your  poor  Beadf  man  ever  fhall 
Be  lent  up  for  you. 

gof  God  6*  mercy  Claufe, 

There’s  fomething  to  put  thee  in  mind  hereafter 
To  think  of  me. 

Ger.  May  he  that  gave  it  you 
Reward  you  for  it,  with  encreafe,  good  Matter. 

Gof  I thrive  the  better  for  thy  prayers. 

ger.  I hope  fo. 

This  three  years  have  I fed  upon  your  bounties, 

And  by  the  fire  of  your  bleft  charity  warm’d  me. 

And  yet,  good  Matter,  pardon  me,  that  mutt, 

Though  1 have  now  receiv’d  your  alms,  prefume 
To  make  one  fute  more  to  you. 

gof.  Whatis’t  paufe} 

Ger.  Yet  do  not  think  me  impudent  I befecch  you, 

Since  hitherto  your  charity  hath  prevented 
My  begging  your  relief,  ’tis  not  for  mony 
Nor  deaths  (good  Matter)  but  your  good  word  for  me. 
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Gof  That  thou  ffialt  have,  for  I think  thee  lionttt. 
Ger.  To  morrow  then  (dear  M^.)  take  the  trouble 
Of  vValking  early  unto  Tieg^nrs  Bnjhy 
And  as  you  fee  me,  among  others  (Brethren 
In  my  afflidion)  when  you  arc  demanded 
Which  you  like  bett;  among  us,  point  out  me, 

And  then  pafs  by,  as  if  you  knew  me  not. 

Gof.  But  what  will  that  advantage  thee  ? 

Ger.  O much  Sir, 

’T will  give  me  the  prchcmincncc  of  the  reft, 

Make  me  a King  among  ’em,  and  profed  me 
From  all  abufc,  fuch  as  are  ftronger,  might 
Offer  my  age  •,  Sir,  at  your  better  Icifure 
1 will  inform  you  further  of  the  good 
It  may  do  to  me. 

gof.  ’Troth  thou  mak’tt:  me  wonder  *, 

Have  you  a King  and  common- wealth  among  yoii.^* 

Ger.  We  have,and  there  are  States  are  govern’d  worfe. 
gof.  Ambition  among  Beggars  ? 
ger.  Many  great  ones 

Would  part  with  half  their  ftates,  to  have  the  place, 
j And  credit  to  beg  in  the  firft  file.  Matter  : 

But  (hall  I be  fo  much  bound  to  your  furtherance 
In  my  Petition  ? 

Gof.  That  thou  lhalt  not  mifs  of. 

Nor  any  worldly  care  make  me  forget  it, 

I will  he  early  there. 

Ger.  Heaven  blefs  my  Matter.  ^Exeunt. 
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Enter  Higgen,  Ferret,  Prig,  Claufe,  Jaculine, 

Snap,  Ginks,  And.  other  beggars.] 

Hig./^Ome  Princes  of  the  ragged  regiment. 

You  o’ the  blood.  Prig  my  mofl:  upright  Lord, 
And  thefe  (what  name  or  title,  e’re  they  bear) 

Jarkman.,  or  Patricoy  Cranky,  or  Clapper  dudgeon  ^ 

Prater.,  or  <tMbram  man ; I fpeak  to  all 

That  Hand  in  fair  Eledion  for  the  title 

Of  King  of  Beggars,mt\\  the  command  ad  joyning, 

Higgen,  yoqr  Orator,  in  this  Inter-regnum, 

That  whilom  was  your  Dommerer,doth  befeech  you 
All  to  ftand  fair,  and  put  your  felves  in  rank. 

That  the  firft  Comer,  may  at  his  firft  view 
Make  a free  choice,  to  fay  up  the  queftion. 

Per.  Pr.  ’Tis  done  Lord  Higgen. 

Hig.  Thanks  to  Prince  Pri^  Prince  Perret. 

Per.  Well,  pray  my  Matters  all,fcrm  be  choftn, 

Y’are  like  to  have  a mercifull  mild  Prince  of  me. 

Prig.  A very  tyrant,  I,  an  arrant  tyrant. 

If  e’re  I come  to  reign  therefore  look  to’t. 

Except  you  do  provide  me  hum  enough 

And  Lour  to  bouze  with .- 1 mutt:  have  my  Capons 

And  Turkeys  brought  me  in,  with  my  green  Geefe, 

And  Ducklings  i’th’  feafon : fine  fat  chickens, 

I Or  if  you  chance  where  an  eye  of  tame  Phefants 
Or  Partridges  are  kept,  fee  they  be  mine. 

Or  ftraight  I feize  on  all  your  priviledge. 

Places,  revenues,  offices,  as  forfeit. 

Call  in  your  crutches,  wooden  legs,  falfe  bellyes, 

Forc’d  eyes  and  teeth,  with  your  dead  arms  \ not  leave  you 
A durty  clout  to  beg  with  o’  your  heads, 

1 Or  an  old  rag  with  Butter,  Frankincenfe, 

1 Brimfton  and  Rozen,  birdlime,  blood,  and  cream, 

To  make  you  an  old  lore  not  fo  much  foap 
As  you  may  fome  with  i’th’  Falling-ficknefs  ; 

I The  very  bag  you  bear,  and  the  brown  dilh 
I Shall  be  elcheate^.  i^il  your  daintieft:  Dells  too' 

I will  deflower,  and  tike  your  deareft  Doxyes 
From  your  warm  fide$  •,  and  then  fofne  one  cold  night 
rie  watch  you  what  old  barn  you  go  to  rooft  in, 

I Z . And 
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'•  And  there  Tic  fmocher  you  all  i’th’  luufty  hay. 
j This  is  tyrant-like  indeed:  But  what  would  (Ginks 

. Or  CLmfe  be  here,  if  either  of  them  fhould  raign  ? 

1 C ask  an  Afs,  if  he  were  made  a Camel, 

What  he  would  be  •,  or  a dog,  and  he  were  a Lyon. 

Girks.  1 care  not  what  you  are.  Sirs,  I fliall  be 
Bcgger  Hill  1 am  fore,  I find  my  felf  there. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

5«4/>.  0 here  a Judge  comes. 

Hig.  Cry,  a Judge,  a Judge. 

Coj\  What  aii  you  Sirs  ? what  means  this  outcry  ? 

Mailer, 

A fort  of  poor  fouls  met : Gods  fools,  good  Mailer, 

Have  had  I'ome  little  variance  amongll  our  felves 
Who  lliould  be  honellelt  of  us,  and  which  lives 
Uprightell  in  his  calling : Now,  ’caufe  we  thought 
We  ne’re  fhould ’gree  on’t  our  felves,becaufe 
Indeed  ’tis  hard  to  fay  ; we  all  diflblv’d,  to  put  it 
To  him  that  Ihould  come  ncxt,and  that’s  your  Mafter-lliip, 
Who,  I hope,  will  ’termine  it  as  your  mind  ferves  you, 
Right,  and  no  othervvife  we  ask  it : which  ? 

Which  does  your  worlhip  think  is  he  ? fweet  Mailer 
Look  over  us  all,  and  tell  us-,  we  are  feven  of  us, 

Like  to  the  feven  wife  Mailers,  or  the  Planets. 

Cjof.  I Ihould  judge  this  the  man  with  the  grave  beard, 
And  if  he  be  not  

CUu.  Blefs you,  good  Mailer,  blefs you.  (you 

Gof.  I would  he  were ; there’s  fomething  too  amongll 
To  keep  you  all  honell.  [Exit. 

Snap.  King  of  Heaven  go  with  you. 

Qmn.  Now  good  reward  him,  (lionr. 

May  he  never  want  it,  to  comfort  Hill  the  poor,  in  a good 

Fer.  What  is’t  ? fee : Snap  has  got  it. 

Snap.  A good  crown,  marry. 

Trtg.  A crown  of  gold. 

Fcr.  For  our  new  King : good  luck. 

Ginks.  To  the  common  treafury  with  it  if ’t  be  gold. 
Thither  it  mull. 

Prig.  Spoke  like  a Patriot,  Ferret 

King  Clanfcj  1 bid  God  fave  thee  firll,firll,  Oanfe, 

After  this  golden  token  of  a crown  ; 

Where’s  oratour  Htggen  with  his  gratuling  fpcech  now 
In  all  our  names  ? 

Fer.  Here  he  is  pumping  for  it. 

Gin.  H’has  cough’d  the  fecond  time,’tis  but  once  more 
And  then  it  comes. 

Fer.  So,  out  with  all ; expert  now 

Hig.  That  thou  art  chofen,  venerable  Clanfe, 

Our  king  and  Soveraign Monarch  o’th’Maunders, 

Thus  we  throw  up  our  Nab-chcats,  firll  for  joy. 

And  then  our  filches  lall,  wc  clap  our  fambles. 

Three  fubjert  figns,  we  do  it  without  envy : 

For  who  is  he  here  did  not  wifh  thee  cholen. 

Now  thou  art  chofen?  ask ’em  rail  will  fay  fo. 

Nay  fwear’t : ’tis  for  the  King,  but  let  that  pafs. 

When  lall  in  conference  at  the  bouzing  ken 
This  other  day  we  lat  about  our  dead  Prince 
Of  famous  memory : ( reft  go  with  his  rags :) 

And  that  I faw  thee  at  the  tables  end. 

Rife  mov’d,  and  gravely  leaning  on  one  Crutch, 

Lift  the  other  like  a Scepter  at  my  head, 

I then  prefag’d  thou  Ihortly  wouldll  be  King, 

And  now  thou  art  fo : but  what  need  prefage 
To  us,  that  might  have  read  it  in  thy  beard 
As  well,  as  he  that  chofe  thee  ? by  that  beard 
Thou  wert  found  out,and  mark’d  forSoveraignty. 

0 happy  beard  ! but  happier  Prince,  whofe  beard 
Was  fo  remark’d,  as  marked  out  our  Prince, 

Not  bating  us  a hair.  Long  may  it  grow. 

And  thick,  and  fair,  that  who  lives  under  it. 

May  live  as  lafe,  asunder  'Beg^arrs  Bajh, 

Of  which  this  is  the  thing,  that  but  the  type. 

'1  Ont.  Excellent,  excellent  orator,  forward  good  Higgen^ 

Give  him  leave  to  fpit : the  fine,  well-fpoken  Higgert. 

Hig.  This  is  the  beard,  the  bulh,  or  bulhy-beard. 

Under  whofe  gold  and  filver  raign  ’twas  faid 
So  many  ages  lince,  we  all  Ihould  fmile 
On  impofitions,  taxes,  grievances, 

Knots  in  a State,  and  whips  unto  a Subjert, 

Lye  lurking  in  this  beard,  but  all  kemb’d  out : 

If  now,  the  Beard  be  fuch,  what  is  the  Prince 
That  owes  the  Beard  ? a Father  *,  no,  a Grand-father  \ 

Nay  the  great  Grand-father  of  you  his  people. 

He  will  not  force  away  your  hens,  your  bacon. 

When  you  have  ventur’d  hard  for’t,nor  take  from  you 

The  fatteft  of  your  puddings : under  him 

Each  man  lhall  eat  his  own  llolen  eggs,  and  butter, 

Inhis  own  lhade,  orfun-lhine,  and  enjoy 
Flis  own  dear  Dell,  Doxy,  or  Mort,  at  night 
In  his  own  llraw,  with  his  own  Ihirt,  orfheet. 

That  he  hath  filch’d  that  day,  I,  and  pollefs 
What  he  can  purchafe,  back,  or  belly-cheats 
To  his  own  prop : he  will  have  no  purveyers 
For  Pigs,  and  poultry. 

Clan.  That  we  rauft  have,  my  learned  oratour. 

It  is  our  will,  and  every  man  to  keep 

In  his  own  path  and  circuit.  Hig.  Do  you  hear  ? 

You  mull  hereafter  maund  on  your  own  pads  he  faies. 

Clan.  And  what  they  get  there,  is  their  own,  befidcs 
To  give  good  words. 

Hig.  Do  you  mark  ? to  cut  been  whids. 

That  is  the  fecond  Law.  Gan.  And  keep  a-foot 
The  humble,  and  the  common  phrafe  of  begging, 

Left  men  difeover  us. 

Hig.  Yes,  and  cry  fometimes. 

To  move  compalTion : Sir,  there  is  a table. 

That  doth  command  all  thele  things,  and  enjoyns  ’em, 

Be  perfert  in  their  crutches,  their  feign’d  plaifters, 

And  their  torn  pafTports,  with  the  ways  to  ftammer. 

And  to  be  dumb,  and  deaf,  and  blind,  and  lame. 

There,  all  the  halting  paces  are  fet  down, 

I’th’  learned  language. 

Gau.  Thither  I refer  them, 

Thofe,  you  at  leifure  ftiall  interpret  to  them. 

We  love  no  heaps  of  laws,  where  few  will  ferve. 

Om.  0 gracious  Prince,  ’fave,  ’fave  the  good  King  Gau^e. 
Hig.  A Song  to  crown  him. 

Fer.  Set  a Centinel  out  firft. 

Snap.  The  word  f 

Hig.  A Cove  comes,  and  fumbumbis  to  it. — Strike. 

The  SON  g. 

our  Caps  and  cares  away : this  is  Beggars  Holy,  day, 

At  the  (r  owning  of  our  King,  thus  we  ever  dance  and  fing. 
In  the  world  lookout  and  fee  : whereas  fo  happy  a Prince  as  he  1 
Where  the  Nation  live  fo  free,  and  fo  merry  as  do  we  ? 

Be  it  peace,  or  be  it  war,  here  at  liberty  we  are. 

And  enjoy  our  eafe  and  reft  '■)  To  the  field  we  are  not  preft ; 

Nor  are  call'd  into  the  Town,  to  be  troubled  with  the  Gown. 

Hang  all  Officers  we  cry,  and  the  Magiftrate  too,  by  j 
When  the  Subfidie's  encreaft,  we  are  not  a penny  Seft. 

Nor  will  any  goto  Law,  with  the  Beggar  for  a ftraw. 

All  which  happinefs  he  brags,  he  doth  owe  unto  his  rags. 

Enter  Snap,  Hubert,  and  Hemskirke. 

Snap.  A Cove  comes : Fumbumbis. 

Prig.  To  your  poftures-,  arm. 

Hm.  Yonder’s  the  Town : I fee  it. 

Hemsk^  There’s  our  danger 
Indeed  afore  us,  if  our  fhadows  fave  not. 

Hig.  Blefs  your  good  Worfiiips. 

Fer.  One  fmall  piece  of  mony. 

Prig.  Amongll  us  all  poor  wretches. 

(flau.  Blind,  and  lame. 

Ginks.  For  his  fake  that  gives  all. 

Hig.  Pitifull  Worfhips. 

Snap. 
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St/ap.  One  little  doyt. 

Eriter  Jaculin. 

J4c.  King,  by  your  leave,  where  are  you  ? 

1 Fer.  To  buy  a little  bread. 

Fit^.  To  feed  fo  many 
Mouths,  as  will  ever  pray  for  yon. 

Prif.  Here  be  feven  of  us, 

FJtg.  Seven,  good  Mailer,  O remember  feven, 

Seven  bleflings. 

Fer.  Remember,  gentle  Worfliip. 

Htg.  ’Gainlt  feven  deadly  fins. 

Prig.  And  feven  deeper s. 

Hig.  If  they  be  hard  of  heart,  and  will  give  nothihg 

Alas,  wc  had  not  a charity  this  three  dayes. 

Hitb.  There’s  amongfl:  you  all. 

Fer.  Heaven  reward  you. 

Prig.  Lord  reward  you. 

Htg.  The  Prince  of  pity  blefs  thee. 

Hub.  Do  I fee  ? or  is’t  my  fancy  that  would  have  it  fo  ? 
Ha?  ’tis  her  fate:  come  hither  maid. 

Jac.  What  ha’  you. 

Bells  for  my  fquirrel  ? I ha’  giv’n  bun  meat. 

You  do  not  love  me,  do  you.?  catch  me  a butterfly. 

And  rie  love  you  again  ^ when  ? can  you  tell  ? 

Peace,  we  go  a birding ; I lhall  have  a fine  thing.  X^Exk. 

Hub.  Her  voyce  too  fayes  the  fame  •,  but  for  my  head 
I would  not  that  her  manners  were  fo  chang’d. 

Hear  me  thou  honeft  fellow  •,  what’s  this  maiden, 

That  lives  amongfl:  you  here .? 

Gifj.  Ao,  ao,  ao,  ao. 

Hub.  How  ? nothing  but  figns  ? 

^in.  Ao,  ao,  ao,  ao. 

Hub.  This  is  Itrange, 

I would  fain  havfc  it  her,  but  not  her  thus.  (dumb  Sir. 

Htg.  He  is  de-de-de-de-de-de-deaf,  and  du-du-dude 

Hub.  Slid  they  did  all  fpeak  plain  ev’n  now  me  thought. 
Do’ft  thou  know  this  fame  maid  ? ( fool 

Snap.  Why,  why,  why,  why,  which,  gu,  gu,  gu,  gu,  Gods 
She  was  bo-bo-bo-bo  born  at  the  barn  yonder, 
By-be-be-be-be-Beggars  Bulh-bo-bo-Bufh 
Her  name  is,  My-my-my-my-my-match : fo  was  her  Mo- 

(mo-mo-Mothers  too  too 
Hub.  I underftand  no  word  he  fays ; how  long 
Has  (he  been  here .?  (go-go  go  good  luck, 

Snap.  Lo-lo-long  enough  to  be  ni-ni-nigled , and  fne  ha’ 
Hub.  I mull  be  better  inform’d,  than  by  this  way.  » 
Here  was  another  face  too,  that  I mark’d 
Of  the  old  mans : but  they  are'  vanilh’d  all 
Mollfuddenly : I will  come  here  again, 

O,  that  I were  fo  happy,  as  to  find  it. 

What  I yet  hope .-  it  is  put  on.  . 

Hem.  What  mean  you  Sir, 

To  ftay  there  with  that  ftammerer  ? 

Hub.  Farewell  friend, 

It  will  be  worth  return,  to  fearch  ; Come, 

Proteifl  us  our  difguile  now,  pre’thee  Hemskirk, 

If  we  be  taken,  how  do’fl:  thou  imagine 
This  town  will  ufe  us,  that  hath  flood  fb  long 
Out  againll  Wolfort  ? 

Hem.  Ev’n  to  hang  US  forth 
Upon  their  walls  a funning,  to  make  Crows  meat, 

Ifl  were  not  afTur’d  o’  the  Burgomafier, 

And  had  a pretty  excufe  to  fee  a niece  there, 

I Ihould  fcarce  venture. 

Hub.  Come  ’tis  now  too  late 

To  look  back  at  the  ports ; good  luck,  and  enter.  {JE.xemt. 

SCENAII. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

Gof.  Still  blow’fl:  thou  there?  and  from  all  other  parts. 
Do  all  my  agents  fleep , t hat  nothing  comes  ? 

There’s  a confpiracy  of  wihdes/  and  fervants 
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If  not  of  Elements,  to  lia’  me  break  \ 

What  fnould  I think  unlds  the  Seas,  and  Sands 
Had  fwallow’d  up  my  fliips  ? or  fire  had  fpoil’d 
My  ware-houfes  ? or  death  devour’d  my  Fadors? 

1 mufl:  ha’  had  fomc  returns. 

Enter  Merchants. 

I Mer.  ’Save  you  Sir. 

Gof.  ’Save  you. 

1 Mer.  No  news  yet  o’ your  Ships? 

Cjof.  Not  any  yet  Sir. 

t Mcr.  ’Tis  llrangc.  • fE.v/f.  I 

Gof.  ’Tis  true  Sir:  what  a voyce  was  here  now  ? 

This  was  one  palling  bell,  a thoufand  ravens 
Sung  in  that  man  now,  toprefage  my  ruins. 
zMer.  Gofwin,  good  day,  thefe  winds  are  very  con flant. 
Gof.  They  are  fo  Sir;  to  hurt 

2 Mer.  Ha’  you  had  no  letters 
Lately  from  England,  nor  from  "DenmarkJ 

Gof  Neither, 

2 Mer.  This  wind  brings  them ; nor  no  news  over  land. 
Through  Spain,  from  the  Straights  ? 

Gof.  Not  any. 

2 iJ}Fer.  1 am  forty  Sir.  \^Exit. 

Gof  They  talk  me  down  : andas’tis  faid  ofVuIturs 
They  feent  a field  fought,  and  do  fmell  the  carkafles 
By  many  hundred  miles : So  do  thefe,  my  wracks 
At  greater  diftances.  Why,  thy  will  Heaven 
Come  on,  and  be : yet  if  thou  pleafe,  preferve  me  j 
But  in  my  own  adventure,  here  at  home, 

Of  my  chaft  love,  to  keep  me  worthy  of  her. 

It  fhall  be  put  in  fcale  ’gainfl  all  ill  fortunes ; 

I am  not  broken  yet  .*  nor  fhould  I fall. 

Me  thinks  with  lefs  than  that,  that  ruins  all.  ^Exit. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Van-dunck,  Hubert,  Hemskirk,  and 
Margaret,  Boors, 

ran.  Captain,  you  are  welcom ; fo  is  this  your  friend 
Moll  fafely  welcom,  though  our  Town  fland  out 
Againfl:  your  Mailer , you  lhall  find  good  quarter : 

The  troth  is,  we  not  love  him : Margaret  fome  wine. 

Let’s  talk  a little  treafon,  if  we  can 
Talk  treafon,’gainfl;  the  traitors  •,  by  your  leave,Gentlemen, 
We,  herein  Bruges,  think  he  do’s  ufurp. 

And  therefore  I am  bold  with  him. 

Hub.  Sir,  your  boldnefs  . 

Happily  becomes  your  mouth,  but  notour  ears, 

While  we  are  his  fervants-.  And  as  we  come  here, 

Not  to  ask  queflions,  walk  forth  on  your  walls , 

Vifit  your  courts  of  guard,  view  your  munition, 

Ask  of  your  corn  provifions,  nor  enquire 
Into  the  leafl,  as  fpies  upon  your  flrengths, 

So  let’s  entreat,  we  may  receive  from  you 
Nothing  in  paflage  ordifeourfe,  but  what 
We  may  with  gladnefs,  and  our  honeflies  here, 

And  that  lhall  feal  our  welcom. 

Fan.  Good : let’s  drink  then. 

Fill  out,  I keep  mine  old  pearl  flill  Captain. 

Marg.  I hang  fall  man. 

Hen.  Old  Jewels  commend  their  keeper.  Sir . 

Fan.  Here’s  to  you  with  a heart, my  Captains  friend^' 
With  a good  heart,  and  if  this  make  us  fpeak 
Bold  words,  anon , ’tis  all  under  the  Rofe 
Forgotten : drown  all  memory,  when  we  drink. 

Hub.  ’Tis  freely  Ipoken  noble  BUrgomafier, 

Tie  do  you  right. 

Hem.  liny  Sh  mine  hcer  Fan-dunck.^ 

Is  a true  Statelman.  , (Wolfert 

Fan.  Fill  my  Captains  cup  there,  O that  yoilr  Mailer 
Had  been  an  honeft  man. 

Hub.  Sir  ? 

Fdhl  Under  the  Rofe, 

'Z,  2 ■ --Hem'l  l 
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Hem.  Here’s  to  you  Afjrget. 

Welcome,  welcome  Captain. 

1 r.ri.  Well  laid  my  pearl  rtill. 

I Hem.  And  how  does  my  Niece  ? 

' Almolt  a Woman,  1 think?  This  friend  of  mine, 
j 1 drew  along  with  me,  through  fo  much  hazard, 

1 Only  to  fee  her : (he  was  my  errand. 

. ra/i.  I,  a kind  Uncle  you  are  (fill  him  his  glafs) 

That  in  feven  years,  could  not  find  Icifure-: 

Hem.  No, 

It's  not  fo  much.  • 

■ r.m.  rie  bate  you  nc’r  an  hour  on’t. 

It  was  before  the  Br.ib.tnder  ’gan  his  War, 

For  moon-diine,  i’thc  water  there,  his  Daughter 
That  never  was  loll;  yet  you  could  not  find  time 
To  fee  a Kinfwoman  : but  flie  is  worth  the  feeing.  Sir, 

Now  you  are  come,  you  ask  if  fhe  were  a Woman  ? 

She  is  a W' oman,  Sir,  fetch  her  forth  Marget.  [JExit  Marg. 
And  a fine  W'oman,  and  has  Suitors. 

Hem.  How  ? 

W’ha  t Suitors  are  they  ? 

Fan.  Bachellorsj  young  Burgers : 

And  one,  a Gallant,  the  young  Prince  of  Merchants 
W’e  call  him  here  in  Bruges. 

Hem.  How  ? a Merchant  ? 

I thought,  Fandunke^  you  had  underflood  me  better, 

And  my  Niece  too,  fo  trufled  to  you  by  me. 

Than  t’admit  of  fuch  in  name  of  Suitors. 

Fan.  Such  ? he  is  fuch  a fuch,  as  were  file  mine 
Td  give  him  thirty  thoufand  crowns  with  her. 

Hem.  But  the  fame  things.  Sir,  fit  not  you  and  me.  C£.v. 
Fan.  Why,give’sfome  wine,  then-,  this  will  fit  us  all; 
Here’s  to  you  flill,  my  Captains  friend ; All  out : 

And  flill,  would  Wolfort  were  an  honefl  man. 

Under  the  Rofe,  Ifpeakit:  but  this  Merchant 
Is  a brave  boy : he  lives  fo,  i’the  Town  here, 

W'e  know  not  what  to  think  on  him : at  fome  times 
We  fear  he  will  be  Bankrupt ; he  do’s  flretch 
Tenter  his  credit  fo-,  embraces  all. 

And  to’t,  the  winds  have  been  contrary  long. 

But  then,  if  he  fiiould  have  all  his  returns, 

We  think  he  would  be  a King,  and  are  half  fure  on’t. 

Your  Mafter  is  a Traitor,  for  all  this, 

Under  the  Rofe ; Here’s  to  you  ^ and  ufurps 
The  Earldom  from  a better  man. 

Hub.  I marry,  Sir, 

Where  is  that  man? 

Fan.  Nay  foft ; and  I could  tell  you 
Tis  ten  to  one  I would  not;  here’s  my  hand, 

I love  not  Wolfort : fit  you  flill,  with  that ; 

Here  comes  my  Captain  again,  and  his  fine  Niece, 

And  there’s  my  Merchant  -,  view  him  well : fill  wine  here. 

BnterUemskkk,  Gertrude, andGoiv/m. 

Hem.  You  mufl  not  only  know  me  for  your  Uncle 
Now,  but  obey  me;  you,  go caft  your  felf 
Away,  upon  a Dunghil  here?  a Merchant? 

A petty  fellow  ? one  that  makes  his  Trade 
With  Oaths  and  perjuries  ? 

C'of.  What  is  that  you  fay.  Sir? 

Ifitbemeyou  fpeak  of,  as  your  eye 

Seems  to  dircifl,  I wifti  you  would  fpeak  to  me,  Sir, 

Hem.  Sir,  I do  fay,  fhe  is  no  Merchandize, 

Will  that  fufficc  you  ? 

Gof.  Merchandize  good  Sir  ? 

Though  ye  be  Kinfman  to  her , take  no  leave  thence 
To  ufe  me  with  contempt ; I ever  thought 
Your  Niece  above  all  price. 

Hem.  And  do  fo  flill,  Sir, 

I afiure  you,  her  rates  are  more  than  you  arc  worth. 

Gof.  You  do  not  know,  what  a Gentleman’s  worth,  Sir, 
Nor  can  you  value  him. 

Hedo.  Well  faid  Merchant, 
i Fan.  Nay, 

Let  him  alone,  and  ply  your  matter. 

Hem.  A Gentleman  ? 

What  o’the  Wool  pack  ? or  the  Sugar  chefl  ? 

Or  lifts  of  Velvet?  which  is’t  pound,  or  yard, 

You  vent  your  Gentry  by  ? 

Hub.  0 Hemskiri^y  fye. 

F <in.  Come,  do  not  mind  ’em,  drink,  he  is  no  Wolfort y 
Captain,  I advife  you. 

Hem.  Alas,  my  pretty  man, 

I think’t  be  angry,  by  its  look;  Come  hither. 

Turn  this  way,  a little : if  it  were  the  blood 
Of  Charlemaine,  as’t  may  (for  ought  I know) 

Be  fome  good  Botchers  ifl'ue,  here  in  Bruzes. 

Gof.  How  ? 

Hem.  Nay;  I’me  not  certain  of  that ; ofthislam. 

If  it  once  buy,  and  fell,  its  Gentry  is  gone. 

Gof.  Ha,  ha. 

Hem.  You  are  angry,  though  ye  laugh. 

Gof.  No,  now  ’tis  pity 

Of  your  poor  argument.  Do  not  you,  the-Lords 
Of  Land  (if  you  be  any)  fell  thegrafs. 

The  Corn,  the  Straw,  the  Milk,  th^Cheefe? 

Fan.  And  Butter; 

Remember  Buttery  do  not  leave  out  Butter.  (wit!  ? 

Gef.  The  Beefs  and  Muttons  that  your  grounds  are  flor’d 
Swine,  with  the  very  mafl,  befide  the  Woods  ? 

Hem.  No,  for  thofe  fordid  ufes  we  have  Tenants, 

Or  elfe  our  Bailiffs. 

Gof.  Have  not  we.  Sir,  Chap-men, 

And  Fadlors,  then  to  anfwer  thefe  ? your  honour 
Fetch’d  from  the  Heralds  ABCy  and  faid  over 
With  your  Court  faces,  once  an  hour,  fhall  never 
Make  me  miflake  my  felf.  Do  not  your  Lawyers 
Sell  all  their  pradtice,  as  your  Priefts  their  prayers  ? 

What  is  not  bought,  and  fold  ? The  company 
That  you  had  lafl,  what  had  you  for’t,  i’faith  i 
Hem.  You  now  grow  fawey. 

Gof.  Sure  I have  been  bred 
Still,  with  my  honefl  liberty,  and  mull  ufe  it. 

Hem.  upon  your  equals  then. 

Gof  Sir,  he  that  will 

Provoke  me  firfl,  doth  make  himfelf  my  equal. 

Hem.  Do  ye  hear  ? no  more. 

Gof.  Yes,  Sir,  this  little,  I pray  you, 

And’t  fhall  be  afide,  then  after,  asyoupleafe. 

You  appear  the  Unde,  Sir,  to  her  I love 

More  than  mine  eyes  ^ and  I have  heard  your  fcorns 

With  fo  much  fcoffing,  and  fo  much  fhame. 

As  each  flrive  which  is  greater ; But,  believe  me, 

I fuck’d  not  in  this  patience  with  my  milk. 

Do  not  prefume,  becaufe  you  fee  me  young, 

Or  caft  defpights  on  my  profeffion 
For  the  civility  and  tamenefs  of  it. 

A good  man  bears  a contumely  worfe 
Than  he  would  do  an  injury.  Proceed  not 
To  my  offence .-  wrong  is  not  flill  fuccefsful, 

Indeed  it  is  not ; I would  approach  your  KinF woman 
With  all  refped;,  done  to  your  felf  and  her. 

Hem.  Away  Companion : handling  her?  take  that. 

\iStrikfs  him. 

Cjof  Nay,  I do  love  no  blows.  Sir,  there’s  exchange, 
Hub.  Hold,  Sir.  {He  gets  Hemsk'i^ fivord 

Afar.  0 murthcr.  cuts  him  offthe  head. 

Ger.  Help  my  Gofwin. 

(iJMar.  Man. 

Fan.  Let’em  alone-,  my  life  for  one. 

^of.  Nay  come. 

If  you  have  will. 

Hub.  None  to  offend  you,  I,  Sir. 

(fof  He  that  had,  thank  himfelf:  not  hand  her?  yes  Sir, 
Andclafpher,  and  embrace  her  ^ and  (would  fhe 
Now  go  with  me)  bear  her  through  all  her  Race, 

Her  Father,  Brethren,  and  her  Uncles,  arm’d, 

And  all  their  Nephews,  though  they  flood  a wood 

Ofl 

Of  Pikes,  and  wall  ofCanon  t kifs  me  Hcrtriidcy 
Quake  not,  but  kifs  me. 

K.W.  Kifs  him,  Girl,  I bid  you; 

My  Merchant  Royal ; fear  no  Uncles ; hang  ’em, 

Hang  up  all  Uncles ; Are  not  wc  in  Bruges  ? 

Under  the  Rofc  here  ? 

Coj.  In  this  circle.  Love, 

Tnouart  asfafe,  as  in  a Tower  ofBrafsj 
Letfuchasdo  wrong,  fear. 

y'Mi.  I,  chat’s  good, 

Let  [Volfort  look  to  that. 

Cof.  Sir,  here  Ihe  Itands, 

Your  Niece,  and  my  beloved.  One  of  thefe  titles 
She  mult  apply  to  *,  if  unto  the  lalt, 

Not  all  the  anger  can  be  fent  unto  her, 

In  frown,  or  voyce,  or  other  art,  fhall  force  her. 

Had a hand  in’t : Come,  my  Joy, 

Say  thou  art  mine,  aloud  Love,  and  profefs  it. 
yan.  Doe : and  I drink  to  it. 

Cof.  Prethee  fay  fo.  Love. 

Cer.  ’Twould  take  away  the  honour  from  my  bluflies ; 

Do  not  you  play  the  tyrant, fvveet ; they  fpeak  it* 

Hem.  I thank  you  niece. 

Cof.  Sir,  thank  her  for  your  life. 

And  fetch  your  fword  within. 

Hem.  Youinfult  too  much 
With  your  good  fortune,  Sir.  {Exeunt  GoL  and Ger. 

HhL  a brave  clear  Spirit  •, 

Hemikirk^,  you  were  to  blame : a civil  habit 
Oft  covers  a good  man ; and  you  may  meet 
In  perfon  of  a Merchant,  with  a foul 
' As  refolute,  and  free,  and  all  wayes  worthy. 

As  elfe  in  any  file  of  man-kind : pray  you. 

What  meant  you  fo  to  flight  him  ? 

Htm.  ’Tis  done  now, 

Ask  no  more  of  it ; I mult  fuffer.  {.Exit  Hemskirk. 

Huh.  This 

Is  Hill  the  punifliment  of  rafhnefs,  forrow. 

Well I mult  to  the  woods,  for  nothing  here 
Will  be  got  out.  There,  I may  chance  to  learn 
Somewhat  to  help  my  enquiries  further* 

Van*  Ha  ? 

A Looking-glafs  ? 

Hub.  How  now,  brave  Burgomafier'i 
Van.  I love  no  Wolforts yAud  my  name’s  yandunj^^ 

Hub.  Fan drunk^it's  rather;  come,  p fleep within. 

Fan.  Earl  Florez,  is  right  heir,  and  this  fame  Wolfort 

Under  the  Rofe  1 fpeak  it 

Hub.  Very  hardly. 

Fun  d.  Ufurps : and  a rank  Traitor,  as  ever  breath’d, 
And  all  that  do  uphold  him.  Letmegoe, 

No  man  fhall  hold  me,  that  upholds  him ; 

Do  you  uphold  him  ? 

Hub.  No. 

Fan.  Then  hold  me  up.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Gofwin,  and  Hemskirk. 

Hem.  Sir,  I prefume,  you  have  a fword  of  your  own. 
That  can  fo  handle  anothers. 

Cof.  Faith  you  may  Sir.  (of you 

Hem.  And  ye  have  made  me  have  fo  much  better  thoughts 
As  I am  bound  to  call  you  forth. 

Cof.  For  what  Sir  ? 

Hem.  To  the  repairing  of  mine  honour,  and  hurt  here. 
<fof  Exprefs  your  way. 

Hem.  By  fight,  and  fpeedily. 

Cof.  You  have  your  will:  Require  you  any  more .? 

Hem'.  Thatyoubefecret:  and  come  Angle. 

Cof,  I will. 

Hem.  As  you  are  the  Gentleman  you  would  be  thought. 
Cjof.  Without  the  Conjuration ; and  Tie  bring  • 

Only  my  fword,  which  I will  fit  to  yours, 

I ; rie  take  his  length  within. 

Hem.  Your  place  now  Sir? 


Cjof.  By  the  Sand-hills. 

Hem.  Sir,  nearer  to  the  woods, 

If  yon  thought  fo,  were  fitter. 

Cof.  There , then. 

Hem.  Good. 

Your  time? 

Cof  ’Twixt  feven  and  eight. 

Hem.  You’l  give  me  Sir 
'Caufe  to  report  you  worthy  of  my  Niece, 

If  you  come,  like  your  promife. 

Cof.  If  I do  not , 

Let  no  man  think  to  call  me  unworthy  firfl,  ^ ^ 

rie  do’t  my  felf , and  juftly  wilh  to  want  her. {Exeunt.  ’ 


A5hf<s  'Tertim>  Scena  frima. 

Enter  three  or  four  Boors. 

I B./^OmCyEngltJh  beer  Hoftefs,  EngUfh  beer  by  ’th’  belly. 

2 B.  Stark  beer  boy,  flout  and  Rrong  beer ; fo,  lit 
And  drink  me  upfey- Dutch  i (down  Lads, 

Frolick,  and  fear  not. 

^ Enter  Higgen  like  a Sorvgeldery  finging. 

Hig.  Have  ye  any  workfor  the  Sow~geldery  houy 
My  horn  goes  too  high  too  /oiv,  too  high  too  low. 

Have  ye  any  Biggs y Calves,  or  (folts^ 

Have  ye  any  Lambs  in  your  holts 
To  cut  for  the  Stone, 

Here  comes  a cunning  one. 

Have  ye  any  br aches  to  fpdde, 

Or  ^re  a fair  maid 
That  would  be  a Nun, 

Come  kifs  me,  ^tis  done. 

Hark^how  my  merry  horn  doth  blow, 

Too  high  too  low,  too  high  too  low. 

( piece. 

I B.  O excellent!  twopence  apieceboyes,  twopence  a 
Give  the  boys  fome  drink  there.  Piper,  wet  your  whiftle, 
Canft  tell  me  a way  now,  how  to  cut  off  my  wifes  Coii- 
Hig.  Tie  fing  ye  a Song  for’t.  / ( cupifcence  ? 

The  SONG. 

TAke  her,  and  hug  her. 

And  turn  her  and  tug  her , 
tyLnd  turn  her  again  boy,  again. 

Then  tf  flse  mumble. 

Or  if  her  tail  tumble, 

Kifs  her  amain  hoy,  amain. 

Do  thy  endeavour. 

To  take  off"  her  feaver. 

Then  her  difeafe  no  longer  will  raign. 

If  nothing  will ferve  her. 

Then  thus  to  preferve  her. 

Swinge  her  amain  boy  amain. 

Give  her  cold  jelly 
To  take  up  her  belly, 
tAndonce  a day  fwinge  her  again, 

If  jl7e  fiand  all  thefe  pains, 

TTien  knock-out  her  brains. 

Her  difeafe  no  longer  Will  reign. 

I Bo.  More  excellent,  more  excellent,  fweet  Sow-geldcr. 
2 Bo.  Three- pence  a piece , three- pence  a piece. 

Hig.  Will  you  hear  a Song  how  the  Devil  was  gelded  ? 
iBo.  I,  I,  let’s  hear  the  Devil  roar,  Sow-geiden 

SONG. 
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Beggdrs  Bu^j, 


SONG. 

I. 

He  r.v:  .tf  wf  fr(l  in  the  fnipe  of  a ‘Jfizm, 
over  ,wa  over  the  Son'-deleict  c.ime 
1 rife  1 h.tltcr  el  hitn  fafi  by  the  horn, 

1 pliukt  out  his  Stones  as  yohd  pick  out  a Corn. 

(jnothtbe  Devil,  and  jfotth  he  fnnk,y 
And  I ft  lu  a Cnrcafe  of  Mutton  that  finnk^ 

The  next  rime  1 rode  a good  mile  and  a half, 

Ti’herc  1 heard  he  did  live  in  dtfgnife  of  a Calf., 

1 bcMH:i  and  I gelt  him,  ere  he  did  any  evil  ^ 

He  1V4J*  here  at  his  befl,  but  a fucking  Devil. 
tJlfaa,  yet  he  cry' d,  and  forth  he  did  fleal. 

And  this  IV .iJ  fold  after,  for  excellent  f^cal. 

Some  half  a year  after  in  the  form  of  a Pig, 

I met  With  theRoone,  and  he  loolfd  very  big  •, 

I catch' d at  his  leg,  laid  htm  down  on  a log, 

Ere  a man  could  fart  twice,  I had  made  him  a Hog. 
■Owgh,  quoth  the  Devil,  and  forth  gave  a Jerk, 
That  a Jew  was  converted,  and  eat  of  the  Perk- 

1 Bo.  Groats  apiece,  Groats  apiece,  Groats  apiece, 
There  Tweet  Sow-Gelder, 

Entering  andPenet. 

Prig.  Will  ye  Tee  any  feats  of  activity. 

Some  Sleight  of  hand.  Legerdemain  ? hey  pafs, 

Prelfo,  be  gone  there  ? 

2 Bo.  Sit  down  Jugler. 

j Prig.  Sirrah,  play  you  your  art  well  •,  draw  near  Piper : 
Look  you,  my  honelt  friends,  you  fee  my  hands  •, 

Plain  dealing  is  no  Devil : lend  me  fome  Money, 
Twelve-pence  a piece  will  ferve. 

1.  1.  B.  There,  there. 

Prig.  I thank  you,' 

Thank  ye  heartily;  when  (liall  I pay  ye? 

AUTi.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  by  th’ Mafs  this  was  a fine  trick. 
Png.  A merry  Height  toy;  but'now  I’ll  Ihow  your  Wor- 
A trick  indeed.  (fliips 

Htg  Mark  him  well  now  my  Maflers. 

Png.  Here  are  three  balls, 

Thcfe"^  balls  (hall  be  three  bullets. 

One,  two,  and  three ; afeentibus,  malentibus. 

Prejio,  begone;  they  are  vanifh’d:  fair  play,  Gentlemen. 
Now  thefe  three,  like  three  Bullets,  from  your  three  Nofes 
Will  I pluck  prefcntly;  fear  not,  no  harm  Boys, 

Tit  ere,  tu  patule. 

1 B.  Oh,  oh,  oh. 

Prig.  Reenbans  fib  jermine  fagi. 

2 B.  Ye  pull  too  hard  j ye  ^ull  too  hard. 

Prig.  Stand  fair  then : 

Silver  t r amtrimtram. 

3 B.  Hold,  hold,  hold. 

Png.  Come  aloft,  bullets  three,  with  a whim- wham. 
Have  yc  their  Moneys? 

Hig.  y ts,  yes. 

1 'B.  Oh  rare  Jugler ! 

2 B.  Oh  admirable  Jugler! 

Png.  One  trick  more  yet ; 

1 ley,  come  aloft ; \a,  fa,  fhm,  fium,  taradumbis  ? 

fiall,  Wcn,North,  South,  now  fly  like  yack,w\th  a bumbis. 

No. vail  your  money’s  gone;  pray  fearch  your  pockets. 

1 B.  Humh. 

2 'H.  He. 

3 B.  The  Devil  a penny’s  here! 

! 7V/; . This  was  a rare  trick. 

j I B.  But  ’twould  be  a far  rarer  to  rcftorc  it. 

( P-^.  I’ll  do  ycthattooj  look  upon  mecarnellly, 


And  move  not  any  ways  your  eyes  from  this  place. 

This  Button  here?  povv,  whir,  whifs,  fiiake  your  pockets. 

1 B.  By  th’  Mafs  ’tis  here  again,  boys. 

Prig.  Reft  ye  merry  3 

My  firft  trick  has  paid  me. 

All  B.  I,  take  it,  take  it, 

And  take  fome  drink  too. 

Prig.  Not  a drop  now  I thank  you  3 
Away,  we  are  difeover’d  elfc.  {Exit. 

Enter  Gerrard  like  a Aqua  vit^e  man,  and  a 
Toy,  finging  the  Song. 

Bring  out  your  C<>ny-skins,  fair  maids  to  me,  . 

And  hold  'em  fair  that  I may  fee 

Grey,  blacks,  and  blue ; for  your  fmallcr  skins, 

r ll  give  ye  looking-glajfes , pms  : 

And  for  your  whole  Coney,  here's  ready,  ready  Money. 
Come  gentle  Jone,  do  thou  begin 
With  thy  black,  blacky,  blacky  Coney-skht. 
eyfnd  Mary  then,  and]2LUt  will  follow^ 

It h their  filver  hair'd  skins,  and  their  yellow. 

The  white  Cony-skin,  I will  not  lay  by. 

For  though  it  be  faint,  'tis  fair  to  the  eye^ 

The  grey,  it  is  warm,  but  yet  for  my  Money, 

Give  me  the  bonny,  bonny  blacf^Cony. 

Come  away  fair  Maids,  your  skins  will  decay : 

Come,  and  take  money,  maids, put  yourware  away. 

Cony- skins,  Cony-skins,  have  ye  any  Cony-skins, 

I have  fine  bracelets,  and  fine  filver  pins. 

Ger.  Buy  any  Brand  Wine,  buy  any  Brand  Wine  ? 
Boy.  Have  ye  any  Cony-skins  ? (fhip. 

2 Boy.  MyfineCanary-bird,there’saCakeforthy  Wor- 
I B.  Come  fin,  fill,  fill,  fill  fuddenly : let’s  lee  Sir, 

What’s  this  ? ’ 

Ger.  A penny,  Sir. 

1 B.  Fill  till’t  be  fix-pence, 

And  there’s  my  Pig. 

Boy.  This  is  a Counter,  Sir. . 

, I B.  A Counter!  ftay  ye,  what  are  thefe  then  > 

O execrable  Jugler!  O damn’d  Jugler! 

Look  in  your  hole,  hoa,  this  comes  of  looking  forward. 

3 B.  Devil  a Dunkirk!  what  a Rogue’s  this  Jugler ! 
This  hey  pafs,  repafs,  h’as  repaft  us  fweetly. 

2 B.  Do  ye  call  thefe  tricks. 

Enter  Higgen. 

Hig.  Have  ye  any  Ends  of  Gold,  or  Silver  ? (Copper. 
2 B.  This  Fellow  comes  to  mock  us^GoId  or  Silver  ? cry 
I B.  Yes,  my  good  Friend, 

We  have  e’n  an  end  of  all  we  have. 

Hig.  ’Tis  well  Sir, 

You  have  the  lefs  to  care  for : Gold  and  Silver.  {Exit, 

Enter  Prigg.  (to fell?  {Exit. 

Pr.  Have  ye  any  old  Cloaks  to  fell,have  ye  any  old  Cloaks 

1 B.  Cloaks ! Look  about  ye  Boys : mine’s  gone ! 

2 B.  A juggle ’em? 

O they’re  Preftoes : mine’s  gone  too ! 

3 B.  Here’s  mine  yet. 

I B.  Come,  come  let’s  drink  then  more  Brand  Wine. 
Boy.  Here  Sir.  (ftrip  him ; 

li^.  If  e’r  I catch  your  Sow-gelder,  by  this  hand  I’ll 
Were  ever  Fools  fo  ferkt  ? We  have  two  Cloaks  yet  3 
And  all  our  Caps ; the  Devil  take  the  Flincher. 

All  B.  Yaw,  yaw,  yaw,  yaw. 

Enter  Hemskirk. 

I-/em.  Good  do’n  my  honeft  Fellows, 

You  arc  merry  here  I fee. 

3  B.  ’Tis  all  we  have  left,  Sir. 

Hem.  What  haft  thou?  Aquavitje? 

Boy.  Yes. 

Hem.  Fill  out  then  •, 

And 
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And  give  tilde  honell  Fellovvs  round. 
lylll  B.  We  thank  ye. 

Hem.  May  Ifpeak  a word  in  private  to  ye? 

A.l  B.  Yes  Sir. 

Hem.  I have  a bufinefs  for  you,  honeft  Friends, 

If  you  dare  lend  your  help,  (hall  get  you  crowns. 

Ger.  Ha ! 

Lead  me  a little  nearer,  Boy. 

1 B.  VVMiat  is’t  Sir? 

If  it  be  any  thing  to  purchafe  money, 

Which  is  our  want,  commands  us. 

Boors.  All,  all,  all.  Sir. 

Hem.  You  know  the  young  fpruce  Merchant  in  Bruges  ? 

2 B \AMio  ? Mafter  Gojwm  ? 

Hem.  That  he  owes  me  money,  _ 

And  here  in  town  there  is  no  (tirring  of  him. 

Ger,  Say  ye  fo? 

Hem.  This  day,  upon  a fine  appomnnent. 

He  meets  me  a mile  hence,  by  tiie  C -ue  fide. 

Under  the  row  of  Oaks’,  do  you  know  it? 

JU  B.  Yes  Sir.  Tture 

Hem.  Give ’em  more  drink;  there  if  you  dare  but  ven- 
W'hen  1 (hall  give  the  word  to  feize  upon  him 
Here’s  twenty  pound, 

3 B.  Beware  the  Jugler. 

Hem.  If  he  refill,  down  with  him,  have  no  mercy. 

I 'S.  I warrant  you,  we’ll  hamper  him, 

Hem.  To  difeharge  you, 

I have  a Warrant  here  about  me. 

3 B.  Here’s  our  Warrant, 

This  carries  fire  i’th’  Tail. 

Hem.  Away  with  me  then. 

The  time  draws  on, 

I mud  remove  fo  infolent  a Suitor, 

And  if  he  be  fo  rich,  make  him  pay  ranfome 
Ere  he  fee  Bruges  Towers  again.  Thus  wife  men 
Repair  the  hurts  they  take  by  a difgrace. 

And  piece  the  Lions  skin  with  the  Foxes  cafe. 

Ger.  I am  glad  I have  heard  this  fport  yet.  (boys. 
Hem.  There’s  for  thy  drink,  come  pay  the  houfe  within 
And  lofe  no  time. 

Gfr.  Away  with  all  our  hade  too.  Exeunt. 

S G EN  E II. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

Gof.  No  wind  blow  fair  yet?  no  return  of  moneys? 
Letters  ? nor  any  thing  to  hold  my  hopes  up  ? 

Why  then  ’tis  dedin’d,  that  1 fell,  fall  miferably  I 
My  credit  I was  built  on,  finking  with  me. 

Thou  boydrous  North-wind,  blowing  my  misfortunes, 
And  frolting  all  my  hopes  to  cakes  of  coldnefsj 
Yet  (lay  thy  fury  3 give  the  gentle  South 
Yet  leave  to  court  thofe  fails  that  bring  me  fafety, 

And  you  aufpicious  fires,  bright  twins  in  heaven 
Daunce  on  the  (lirowds ; he  blows  dill  dubbornly. 

And  on  his  boydrous  Rack  rides  my  fad  ruin-. 

There  is  no  help,  there  can  be  now  no  comfort, 

To  morrow  with  the  Sun-let,  fets  my  credit. 

Oh- mifery ! thou  corle  of  man,  thou  plague. 

In  themiddof  all  our  drength  thou  drik’d  us-. 

My  vertuous  Love  is  loft  too : all,  what  I have  been, 

No  more  hereafter  to  be  feen  than  (hadow  -, 

To  prilbn  now?  well,  yet  there’s  this  hope  left  me  ; 

I may  fink  fairly  under  this  days  venture, 

And  fo  to  morrow’s  crofs’d,  and  all  thofe  curfes : 

Yet  manly  I’ll  invite  my  Fate,  bafe  fortune 
Shall  never  fay,  (he  has  cut  my  throat  in  fear. 

This  is  the  place  his  challenge  call’d  me  to, 

And  was  a happy  one  at  this  time  for  me, 

For  let  me  fail  before  my  Foe  i’th’  field,  • 

And  not  at  Bar,  before  my  Creditors-, 

H’as  kept  his  word;  now  Sir,  your  fwords  tongue  only 
Loud  as  you  dare,  all  other  language 
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Wem.  Well  Sir, 

You  (liall  not  be  long  troubled;  draw. 

Gof.  ’Tis  done  Sir, 

And  now  have  at  yc. 

Hem.  Now. 

Enter  Boors. 

Gof.  Betray’d  to  Villains! 

Slaves  ye  (liall  buy  me  bravely, 

And  thou  bafe  coward. 

Enter  Gerrard^w^^  Beggars. 

Ger.  Now  upon  ’em  bravely. 

Conjure  ’em  (bundly  Boys. 

Boors.  Hold,  hold. 

Ger.  Lay  on  (till,  , 

Down  with  that  Gentleman  rogue,  fwingc  him  to  firrup. 
Retire  Sir,  and  take  Breath  ; fqllow,  and  take  him, 

Take  all,  ’tis  lawful  prize. 

Boors.  We  yield. 

Ger.  Down  with  ’em 

Into  the  Wood,  and  rifle  ’em,  tew  ’em,  fwinge  ’em. 
Knock  me  their  brains  into  their  Breeches.  Exeunt. 
Boors.  Hold,  hold. 

Gof  What  thefe  men  are  I know  not,  nor  for  what  caufe 
They  (liou’d  thus  thruft;  themfelves  into  my  danger , 

Can  I imagine.  But  fure  Heavens  hand  was  in’t  I 
Nor  why  this  coward  Knave  (hould  deal  fo  bafely 
To  eat  me  uj)  with  Slaves ; but  Heaven  I thank  thee, 

I hope  thou  haft  referv’d  me  to  an  end 

Fit  for  thy  creature,  and  worthy  of  thine  honour; 

Would  all  my  other  dangers  here  had  fuffered. 

With  what  a joyful  heart  (hould  I go  home  then  ? (fence. 
Where  now.  Heaven  knows,  like  him  that  waits  his  fen- 
Or  hears  his  palling-  Bell-,  but  there’s  my  hope  ftUl. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Ger.  Bleffingupon  you  Mafter. 

Gof  Thank  ye-,  leave  me, 

For  by  my  troth  1 have  nothing  now  to  give  thee, 

Ger.  Indeed  I do  not  ask  Sir,  only  it  grieves  me 
To  fee  ye  look  fofad^  now  goodnels  keep  ye 
From  troubles  in  your  mind. 

Gof.  If  I were  troubled. 

What  could  thy  comfort  do?  prithee  leave  me. 

(jer.  Good  Mafter  be  not  angry  3 for  what  I fay 
Is  out  of  true  love  to  ye. 

Gof.  I know  thou  lov’ft  me. 

Ger.  Good  Mr.  blame  that  love  then,  if  I prove  fo  fawey 
To  ask  ye  why  ye  are  fad. 

Gof  Moft  true,  1 am  fo. 

And  fuch  a fadnefs  I have  got  will  fink  me. 

Ger.  Heaven  (hield  it.  Sir. 

Gof.  Faith,  thou  muft  lofe  thy  Mafter. 

Ger.  I had  rather  lofe  my  neck.  Sir  ; would  I knew 

Gof  What  would  the  knowledg  do  thee  good  fo  mife- 
Thou  canft  not  help  thy  felf?  when  all  my  ways  (table. 

Nor  all  the  friends  I have 

Ger.  You  do  not  know  Sir, 

What  I can  do ; cures  fometimes,  for  mens  cares 
Flow,  where  they  lead  expert  ’em. 

Gof  I know  thou  wouldft  do. 

But  farewell  Claufe.,  and  pray  for  thy  poor  Mafter. 

^er.  I will  not  leave  ye. 

Gof  How  ? 

Ger.  I dare  not  leave  ye.  Sir,  I muft  not  leave  ye,* 
And  till  ye  beat  me  dead , I will  not  leave  ye. 

By.  what  ye  hold  moft  precious,  by  Heavens  goodnels, 

As  your  fair  youth  may  profper,  good  Sir  tell  me: 

My  mind  believes  yet  fomething’s  in  my  power 
May  eafe  you  of  this  trouble. 

G./. 
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^ G^f.  I will  tell  thee, 
i ?or  a hundred  thouland  crowns  npon  my  credit, 

; T aken  up  of  Merchants  to  fupply  my  tralRqiies, 
i I'iie  winas  and  weather  en^7ing  of  my  fortune, 
i And  no  return  to  help  me  off,  yet  niewing 
I To  morrow,  to  morrow,  which  mult  come, 

In  prifontlioii  fhalt  find  me  poor  and  broken. 

Cfr.  1 cannot  blame  your  grief  Sic. 

(Jof.  Now,  what  lay’ll  thou. ^ 

Ger.  1 lay  you  lliould  not  Ihrink,  for  he  that  gave  ye, 
Can  give  you  more , his  power  can  bring  ye  on  Sir, 

When  friends  and  all  forfakeyc,  yet  he  fees  you. 
gof.  Tha  o’s  all  my  hope. 

Gcr.  Hope  fcill  Sir,  are  you  ty’d 
Withinthecompafsofa  day,  good  Matter, 

To  pay  this  mafs  of  mony  ? 

Gof.  Ev’n  to  morrow : 

But  why  do  1 Hand  mocking  of  my  milery  ? 

Is’t  not  enough  the  floods,  and  friends  forget  me  ? 

Ger.  Will  no  lefs  ferve  ? 
gof.  What  if  it  would  ? 

Gcr.  Your  patience,  ^ 

Ido  not  ask  to  mock  ye;  ’tisagreatfum, 

A fum  for  mighty  men  to  Hart  and  ftick  at  •, 

But  not  for  honeft : have  ye  no  friends  left  ye. 

None  that  have  felt  your  bounty  ? worth  this  duty  ? 
gcf.  Duty.^^  thou  know’ll  it  not. 

Ger.  It  is  a duty, 

And  as  a duty,  from  thofe  men  have  felt  ye. 

Should  be  return’d  again : 1 have  gain’d  by  ye, 

A daily  alms  thefe  leven  years  you  have  Ihowr’d  on  me. 
Will  half  fupply  your  want  ? 

Gof  Why  do’ll  thou  fool  me.? 

Can’ll  thou  work  miracles .? 

Ger.  To  fave  my  Mailer, 

I can  work  this. 

Gof.  Thou  wilt  make  me  angry  with  thee. 

Ger.  For  doing  good  f 
Gof  What  power  hall  thou  ? 

Ger.  Enquire  not ; 

So  1 can  do  it,  to  preferve  my  Mailer  *, 

Nay  if  it  be  three  parts. 

Gof  O that  I bad  it. 

But  good  (flaufe^  talk  no  more,  I feel  thy  charity. 

As  thou  i<as  felt  mine ; buttilas! 
ger.  Dillrull  not, 

’Tis  that  that  quenches  yc  : pull  up  your  Spint, 

Your  good,  your  honeft,  and  your  noble  Spirit  *, 

For  if  the  fortunes  often  thoufand  people 
Can  lave  yc,  reft  alTur’d  *,  you  have  forgot  Sir, 

The  good  ye  did,  which  was  the  power  you  gave  me  j 
Ye  fhall  now  know  the  King  of  Beggars  treafure : 

And  let  the  winds  blow  as  they  lift,  the  Seas  roar. 

Yet,  here  to  morrow,  you  lhall  find  your  harbour. 

Here  fail  me  not,  for  if  I livel’lefitye. 

Gof  How  fain  1 would  believe  thee ! 

Ger.  If  1 ly  Mailer, 

Believe  no  man  hereafter. 

gof  I will  try  thee. 

But  he  knows,  that  knows  all. 

Ger  Know  me  to  morrow. 

And  if  I know  not  how  to  cure  yc,  kill  me  ^ 

So  pafs  in  peace,  my  l)cft,  my  worthieft  Mailer.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENA  III. 

^mtr  Hubert,  like  a Huntfman. 

Hk':.  Thus  have  I ftoln  away  difguiz’d  from  Hemskir}^ 
To  try  thefe ^ople,  for  my  heart  yet  tells  me 
Some  of  theft  Beggars,  are  the  men  I look  for : 
j Appearing  like  my  fcLf,  they  have  no  realbn 
j ^Though  my  intent  is  fair, my  main  end  honeft) 

1 But  to  avoid  me  narrowly,  that  face  too, 

I That  womans  face,  how  near  it  is ! O may  it 


I But  prove  the  fame,and  fortune  how  Tie  blefs  thee ! 

Thus,  lure  they  cannot  know  me,  orfufpeftme, 

Ifto  my  habit  1 but  change  my  nature  j 
As  I mull  do  *,  this  is  the  wood  they  live  in, 

A place  fit  for  concealment : where,  till  fortune 
Crown  me  with  that  I feck’,  I’le  live  amongft  ’em.  [^Exh. 

Enter  Higgen,  Prigg,  Ferret,  Ginks,  and' 
the  ref  of  the  Boors. 

Come  bring  ’em  out,  for  here  we  fit  in  jullice ; 

Give  to  each  one  a cudgel,  a good  cudgel  .• 

And  now  attend  your  fentence.  That  you  are  rogues. 

And  mifthievous  bafe  rafcalls,  (there’s  the  point  now) 

I take  it,  is  confefs’d. 

Prig.  Deny  it  if  you  dare  knaves. 

Boors.  We  are  Rogues  Sir. 

Hig.lo  amplify  the  matter  then,rogues  as  ye  are. 

And  lamb’d  ye  lhall  be  e’re  we  leave  ye. 

,,  Boors.  Yes  Sir. 

Hig.  And  to  the  open  handling  of  our  jullice. 

Why  did  ye  this  upon  the  proper  perfon 
Of  our  good  Mailer  ? were  you  drank  when  you  did  it  ? 
Boors.  Yes  indeed  were  we. 

Prig.  You  lhall  be  beaten  fober. 

Hig.  Was  it  for  want  you  undertook  it .? 

Boors.  Yes  Sir. 

Hig.  You  lhall  be  Twing’d  abundantly. 

Prig.  And  yet  for  all  that, 

You  lhall  be  poor  rogues  Hill. 

Hig.  Has  not  the  Gentleman, 

Pray  mark  this  point  Brother  Prig^  that  noble  Gentleman  • 
Reliev’d  ye  often,  found  ye  means  to  live  by. 

By  im  ploying  forae  at  Sea,  fome  here , fome  there  j 
According  to  your  callings .? 

Boors.  ’Tis  moll  true  Sir. 

Hig.  Is  not  the  man,  an  honeft  man .? 

Boors.  Yes  truly. 

Hig.  A liberal  Gentleman  ? and  as  ye  are  true  rafcals 
Tell  me  but  this,have  ye  not  been  drunk, and  often. 

At  his  charge  .? 

Boors.  Often,  often. 

Hig.  There’s  the  point  then. 

They  have  call  themielves,  Brother  Prig. 

Prig.  A Ihrewd  point.  Brother. 

//^.Brother,proceed  you  now*,  the  cauft  is  open, 

I am  fome  what  weary. 

Prig.  Can  you  do  thefe  things  ? 

You  moll  abhominable  feinking  Raftals , 

You  turnip  eating  Rogues. 

Boors.  We  are  truly  lorry. 

Prig.  Knock  at  your  hard  hearts  Rogues,  and  preftntly 
Give  us  a fign  you  feel  compunftion. 

Every  man  up  with’s  cudgel,  and  on  his  neighbour 
Bellow  luch  alms,  ’till  we  lhall  fay  fofficient. 

For  there  your  ftntence  lyes  without  partiality ; 

Either  of  head,  or  hide  Rogues,  without  fparing. 

Or  we  lhall  take  the  pains  to  beat  you  dead  elfe : 

You  lhall  know  your  doom. 

Hig.  One,  two,  and  three  about  it. 

Prig.  That  fellow  in  the  blue,  has  true  Compunftion, 

C Beat  one  another. 

He  beats  his  fellows  bravely,  oh,  well  ftruck  boyes. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Hig.  Up  with  that  blue  breech,  now  playes  he  the  Devil. 
So  get  yc  home,  drink  fmall  beer,  and  be  honeft  ^ 

Call  in  the  Gentleman. 

Ger.  Do,  bring  him  preftntly. 

His  cauft  Tie  hear  my  felf. 

Enter  Hemskirk. 

Hig.  Prig.  With  all  due  reverence. 

We  do  refign  Sir. 

Ger.  Now  huffing  Sir,  what’s  your  name  f 

Hens. 
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Hem.  What’s  that  to  you  Sir  ? 

Ger.  It  (hall  be  ere  we  part. 

Hem.  My  name  is  Hemskirk^ , 

I follow  the  Earl,  which  you  (hall  feel, 

Ger.  No  threatning. 

For  we  (hall  cool  you  Sir  *,  why  d id’ll  thou  bafely 
Attempt  the  murder  of  the  Merchant  Gof\»in  ? 

Hem.  What  power  haft  thou  to  ask  me  ? 

Ger.  I will  know  it. 

Or  fley  thee  till  thy  pain  di(covcr  it. 

Hem.  He  did  me  wrong,  bafe  wrong. 

Ger.  That  cannot  fave  ye, 

Who  lent  ye  hither  ? and  what  further  villanies 
Have  you  in  hand? 

Hem.  Why  would’ft  thou  know whatprolit. 

If  I had  any  private  way,  could  rife 
Out  of  my  knowledge,  to  do  thee  commodity  ? 

Be  forty  for  what  thou  haft  done,  and  make  aniends  fool, 
rie  talk  no  further  to  thee , nor  thefe  Rafcals. 

Ger.  Tye  him  to  that  tree. 

Hem.  I have  told  you  whom  1 follow. 

Ger.  The  Devil  you  (hould  do,  by  your  villanies. 

Now  he  that  has  the  beft  way,  wring  it  from  him. 

Htg.  I undertake  it : turn  him  to  the  Sun  boyes  ^ 

Give  me  a fine  (harp  rufh,  will  ye  confefs  yet  ? 

Hem.  Ye  have  rob’d  me  aIready,now  you’Ie  murder  itte. 
Hig,  Murder  your  hole  a little : does  yOur  head  purge  Sir? 
To  it  again,  ’twill  do  ye  good. 

Hem.  Oh , ^ 

I cannot  tell  you  any  thing. 

Ger.  Proceed  then. 

Hig.  There’s  maggots  in  your  nofe,  Tie  fetch  ’em  out  Sir. 
Hem.  O my  head  breaks. 

Hig.  The  b^  thing  for  the  rheum  Sir, 

That  falls  into  your  worfhips  eyes. 

Hem.  Hold,  hold. 

Ger.  Speak  then. 

Hem.  I know  not  what. 

Hig.  It  lyes  in’s  brain  yet, 

In  lumps  it  lyes.  Tie  fetch  it  out  the  fineft  *, 

What  pretty  faces  the  fool  makes  ? heigh  / 

Hem.  Hold , 

Hold,  and  Tie  tell  ye  all,  look  in  my  doublet ; 

And  there  within  the  lining  in  a paper. 

You  (hall  find  all. 

Ger.  Go  fetch  that  paper  hither, 

And  let  him  loofe  for  this  time. 

"Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  Good  ev’n  my  honeft  friends. 

Ger.  Good  ev’n  good  fellow. 

Hub.  May  a poor  huntfman,  with  a merry  hedrtj 
A voice  (hall  make  the  foreft  ring  about  him, 

Get  leave  to  live  amongft  ye  ? true  as  fteel,  boyes  ? 

That  knows  all  chafes,  and  can  watch  all  hours. 

And  with  my  quarter  ftaff,  though  the  Devil  bid  Hand, 
Deal  flich  an  alms,  (hall  make  him  roar  again  ? 

Prick  ye  the  fearfiill  hare  through  crofs  wayes,  flieep-walks, 
And  force  the  crafty  Reynard  climb  the  quickfetts  ^ 

Roufe  ye  the  lofty  Stag,  and  with  my  bell-horn. 

Ring  him  a knel,  that  all  the  woods  (hall  mourn  him, 

’Till  in  his  funeral  tears,  he  fall  before  me  ? 

The  Polcat,  Marterncj  and  the  rich  skin’d  Jjicerne 
I know  to  chafe,  the  Roe,  the  wind  out-ftripping 
Jfgrin  himfelf,  in  all  his  bloody  anger 
I can  beat  from  the  bay,  and  the  wild  Sounder 
Single,and  with  my  arm’d  ftaff,  turn  the  Boar, 

Spight  of  his  foamy  tufhes,  and  thus  ftrike  hini  r, 

’Till  he  fall  down  my  feaft. 

Ger.  A goodly  fellow. 

Hub.  What  mak’ft  thee  here^-^  ha  ? {ia^de 

(^er.  We  accept  thy  fellowlhip. 

Hub.  Hemskiri^^  thou  art  not  right  I fear,  I fear  thee. 

ajide. 
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Enter  Ferret,  with  a Letter, 

• Per.  Here  is  the  paper : and  as  he  faid  we  found  it. 

Ger.  Give  me  it,  I (hall  make  a (hift  yct,old  as  1 airi, 

To  find  your  knavery : you  are  fent  here,  Sirra, 

To  difeover  certain  Gentlemen,  a fpy-knave, 

And  if  yc  find  ’em,  if  not  by  perfwalion 
To  bring  ’em  back,  by  poyfon  to  difpatch  ’em. 

Huh.  By  poyfon,  ha  ? 

</cr.  Here  is  another,  Hubert  j 
What  is  that  Hubert  Sir  ? 

Hem.  You  may  perceive  there. 

Ger.  I may  perceive  a villany  and  a rank  one, 

Was  he  joyn’d  partner  of  thy  knavery  ? 

Hem.  No. 

He  had  an  honeft  end,  would  I had  had  fo^ 

Which  makes  him  fcape  fuch  cut-throats. 

Gcr^  So  it  feems. 

For  here  thou  art  .commanded,  when  that  Hubert 
Has  done  his  beft  and  worthieft  fervice,  this  way 
To  cut  his  throat,  for  here  he’s  fet  down  dangerous. 

Hub.  This  is  moll  impious. 

Ger.  I am  glad  we  have  found  ye, 

Is  not  this  true  ? 

Hem..  Yes-,  what  are  you  the  better? 

^er,  Y ou  ftall  perceive  Sir,  ere  you  get  your  freedom : 
Take  him  afide,  and  friend,  we  take  thee  to  us. 

Into  our  company,  thou  dar’ft  be  true  unto  us  f 
Hig.  I,  and  obedient  too  ? 

Hub.  As  you  had  bred  me. 

Ger.  Then  take  our  hand : thou  art  now  a fervant  to  iiS, 
Welcom  him  all. 

Htg.  Stand  off,  ftand  off : Tie  do  it, 

We  bid  ye  welcom  three  wayes ; firft  for  your  perfoUj 
Which  is  a promifing  perfon,  next  for  your  quality^ 

Which  is  a decent,  and  a gentle  quality, 

Laft  for  the  frequent  means  you  have  to  feed  us. 

You  can  fteal  ’tis  to  be  prefum’d. 

^ Hub.  Yes,  venifon,  and  if  yoii  want 

Hig.  ’Tis  well  you  underftand  right. 

And  lhall  pradife  daily ; you  can  drink  too  ? 

Hub.  Soundly; 

Htg.  And  ye  dare  know  a woman  from  a weathercock  ? 
Hub.  If  I handle  her. 

Ger.  Now  fwear  him. 

Hig.  I crown  thy  nab,  with  a gag  of  benboufej 
And  flail  thee  by  the  Salmon  into  the  clows. 

To  niand  on  the  pad,  and  flrike  all  the  cheats  ^ 

To  Mill  [tom  the  Ri^mansy  commifton2(Tidi  fates,  „ 

Twang  deli’s,  i’  the  fliromell,  and  let  the  Qu^ire  Cuffln: 

And  Herman  Becl^flrine,  and  trine  to  the  Ruffin. 

(per.  Now  interpret  this  unto  him. 

Hig.  I pour  on  thy  pate  a pot  of  good  ale. 

And  by  the  Rogues  o’th’  a Rogue  thee  inftal : 

To  beg  on  the  way,  to  rob  all  thou  meets 

To  fteal  from  the  hedge,  both  the  (hirt  and  the  (heets : 

And  lye  with  thy  wench  in  the  ftraw  till  fne  twang. 

Let  the  Conftable,  Juftioe,  and  Devil  go  hang. 

Hig.  You  are  welcom  Brother.  (keeping 

jfll.  Welcom,  welcom.  welcom,  but  who  (hall  have  the 
Of  this  fellow  ? \ 

Hub.  Sir,  ifyoudarebuttruft  me^ 

For  if  I have  kept  wild  dogs  and  beads  for  wonder  j’ 

And  made  ’em  tame  too  : give  into  my  cuftody 
This  roaring  Rafcal,!  (hall  hamper  him. 

With  all  his  knacks  and  knaveries,  and  I fear  me 
Difeover  yet  a further  villany  in  him  •, 

O he  fmells  ranck  o’th’  Ralcal. 

Ger.  Take  him  to  thee. 

But  if  he  (cape 

Hub.  Let  me  be  ev’n  hang’d  for  him. 

Come  Sir,  I’le  tye  ye  to  my  lea(h. 

Hem.  Away  Rafcal. 

Hub.  Be  not  fo  ftubborn : I (hall  fwindge  ye  (bundly, 

a - . - ....  And 
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And  ye  play  tricks  with  me. 

Gcr.  So,  now  coiiic  in, 

But  ever  have  an  eye  Sir,  to  yont  Prifoner. 

Huh.  He  muft  blind  both  mine  eyes,  if  he  get  from  me. 
6er.  Go  get  fome  victuals,  andfomedrink,  fomegood 
For  this  day  we’ll  keep  holy  to  good  fortune,  (drink  ^ 

Come,  and  befrolick  with  us. 

You  are  a Stranger,  Brother,*  I pray  lead, 

You  muft,  you  muft.  Brother.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Gofwin  ajui  Gertrude. 

Ger.  Indeed  you’re  welcome;  I have  heard  yourfeape, 
And  therefore  give  her  leave,  that  only  loves  you ; 

(Truly  and  dearly  loves  you)  give  her  joy  leave 
To  bid  you  welcome ; what  is’t  makes  you  fad  man  ? 
j W hy  do  you  look  fo  wild  ? Is’t  I offend  you  ? , 

Beffirew  my  heart,  not  willingly.  , . 

Gof.  No,  Gertrude. 

Ger.  Is’t  the  delay  of  that  yt  long  have  look’d  forj 
A happy  marriage  ? now  I come  to  urge  it. 

Now'  when  you  pleafe  to  finifh  it  ? 

GoJ.  No  News  yet? 

Ger.  Do  you  hear  Sir  ? 
i Gof.  Yes. 

Ger.  Do  you  love  me? 

Gof  Have  I liv’d 

In  allthehappinefsFortunecouldfeatme, 

In  all  mens  fair  opinions  ? 

Ger.  I have  provided 
A Prieft,  that’s  ready  for  us. 

Gof.  And  can  the  Devil, 

In  one  ten  days,  that  Devil  Chance  devour  me? 

Ger.  We’ll  fly  to  what  place  you  pleafe. 

Gof  No  Star  profperous! 

All  at  a fwoop? 

Ger.  You  do  not  love  me  Gojmn  ? 

You  will  not  look  upon  me? 

Gof  Can  mens  Prayers 

; Sh  ot  up  to  Heaven,  v/ith  fuch  a zeal  as  mine  are , 

: Fall  back  like  lazy  mifts,  and  never  profper? 
j jives  I muft  wear,  and  cold  muft  be  my  comfort  \ 

! Darknefs,  and  want  of  meaf,  alas  flie  weeps  too, 

! WTich  is  the  top  of  all  my  forrows,  (jertrude. 

1 Gcr.  No,  no,  you  will  not  know  me-,  my  poor  beauty. 
Which  has  been  worth  your  eyes. 

Gof  The  time  grows  on  ftill  ^ 

And  like  a tumbling  wave,  I fee  my  mine 
Come  rowling  over  me. 

Ger.  Yet  will  ye  know  me  ? 

Gof  Fora  hundred  thoufand  Crowns. 

Ger.  Yet  will  ye  love  me  ? 

Tell  me  but  how  1 have  deferv’d  your  flighting .? 

Cjof  For  a hundred  thoufand  Crowns  ? 

Ger.  Farewel  Diflembler. 

Gof  Of  which  I have  fcarce  ten;  O how  itftarts  me! 
Ger.  And  may  the  next  you  Jove,  hearing  my  ruine. 
Gof  1 had  forgot  my  felf,  O my  beft  gertrude. 

Crown  of  my  joys  and  comforts. 

Grr.  Sweet  what  ails  yc  ? ^ 

I thought  you  had  been  vext  with  me. 

Gof  My  mind.  Wench, 

My  mind  o’rflow’d  with  forrow,  funk  my  memory. 

Ger.  Am  I not  worthy  of  the  knowledg  of  it 
And  cannot  I as  well  affldl  your  forrows. 

As  your  delights.^  you  love  no  other  Woman 
Gof  No,  I proteft. 

Ger.  You  have  no  fliips  loft  lately  ? ^ 

Gof  None,  that  I know  of 

Ger.  I hope  you  have  Ijult  no  blood,  whofc  innocence 
May  lay  this  on  your  confcience. 

Gof  Clear,  by  Heaven. 

Ger.  Why  Hhould  you  be  thus  then  ? 

Gof  Good  Gertrude  ask  not^ 

Ev’n  by  the  love  you  bear  me. 

Gcr.  I am  obedient. 

Gof  Go  in,  my  fair,  I will  not  be  long  from  ye. 

Nor  long  I fear  me  with  thee.  At  my  return 
Difpofe  me  as  you  pleafe. 

Gcr.  The  good  gods  guideye. 

Gof.  Now  for  my  felf,  which  is  the  leaft  I hope  for. 

And  when  that  fails,  for  mans  worft  fortune,  pity.  \^Exit. 

ABhs  quarUiS.  Scena  prima. 

Enter  Gofwin  and  4.  Merchants. 

GoJ.  T THy  gentlemen,’tis  but  a week  more,I  intreat  you 
V V But  7.  fhort  days,  I am  not  running  from  ye  j 
Nor,  if  you  give  me  patience,  is  it  pofTrble 
All  my  adventures  fail  ^ you  have  fliips  abroad 
Endure  the  beating  both  of  Wind  and  Weather : 

I am  fure  ’twould  vex  your  hearts,  to  be  protefted  y 
Ye  are  all  fair  Merchants. 

1 Mer.  Yes,  and  muft  have  fair  play : 

There  is  no  living  here  elfey  one  hour’s  failing 
Fails  us  of  all  our  friends,  of  all  our  credits : 

For  my  part,  I would  ftay,  but  my  wants  tell  me, 

I muft  wrong  others  in’t. 

Gof  No  mercy  in  ye ! 

2 Mer.  ’Tis  foolifli  to  depend  on  others  mercy : 

Keep  your  felf  right,  and  even  cut  your  cloth,  Sir, 
According  to  your  calling,  you  have  liv’d  here. 

In  Lord-like  Prodigality , high,  and  open, 

And  now  ye  find  what  ’tis ; the  liberal  fpending 
The  Summer  of  your  Youth,  which  you  Ihould  glean  in. 
And  like  the  labouring  Ant,  make  ufe  and  gain  of. 

Has  brought  this  bitter,  ftormy  Winter  on  ye, 

And  now  you  cry. 

3 Mer.  Alas,  before  your  Poverty, 

We  were  no  men,  of  no  mark,  no  endeavour* 

You  ftood  alone,  took  up  all  trade,  all  bufinefs 
Running  through  your  hands,  fcarce  a Sail  at  Sea, 

But  loaden  with  your  Goods : we  poor  weak  Pedlers ; 
When  by  your  leave,  and  much  intreaty  to  it, 

We  could  have  ftowage  for  a little  Cloath, 

Or  a few  Wines,  put  off,  and  thank  your  Worfliip. 
Lord,  how  the  World’s  chang’d  with  ye  ? now  I hope.  Sir, 
We  ftall  have  Sea-room. 

Gof  Is  my  mifery 

Become  my  fcorn  too ! have  ye  no  humanity  ? 

No  part  of  men  left  ? are  all  the  Bounties  in  me 
To  you,  and  to  the  Town,  turn’d  my  reproaches? 

4.  Mer.  Well,  get  your  moneys  ready;  ’tis  but  2 hours  ^ 
We  lhall  proteft  ye  elfe,  and  fuddenly. 

Gof  But  two  days. 

I Mer.  Not  an  hour,  ye  know  the  hazard.  \_Exeunt. 
Gof.  How  foon  my  light’s  put  out  1 hard  hearted 
Within  thy  Walls  may  never  honeft  Merchant 
Venture  his  fortunes  more : O my  poor  Wench  too. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Ger.  Good  fortune,  Mafter. 

Gof  Thou  miftak’ft  me,  Claufcy 
I am  not  worth  thy  BlelTing. 

Ger.  Still  a fad  man ! 

Enter  Higgen  and  Prigg,  like  Porters. 

No  belief  gentle  Mafter  ? come  bring  it  in  then. 

And  now  believe  your  Beadfman. 

Gof  Is  this  certain? 

Or  doft  thou  work  upon  my  troubled  fenfe  ? 

Ger.  ’Tis  gold,  Sir, 

^ fa  J ’ 
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Take  it  and  try  it. 

Cof.  Certainly  ’tis  tredfiire ; 

Can  there  be  yet  this  Blefling  i 
Ctr.  Ceafc  your  wonder, 

You  fliall  not  fink,  for  ne’r  a fowfl:  Flap-dragon, 

For  ne’r  a pickl’d. Pilcher  of  ’em  all.  Sir, 

’Tis  there,  your  full  fuin,  a hundred  thoufand  crowns : 
And  good  iweet  Maftcr,  now  be  merry ; pay  ’em. 

Pay  the  poor  pelting  Knaves,  that  know  nogoodnefs: 

And  cheat  your  heart  up  handfomely. 

Cof.  Good  Clattfey 

How cam’ft thou  by  this  mighty  Sum?  if  naughtily, 

I miifl:  not  take  it  of  thee,  ’twill  undo  me. 

Cer.  Fear  not,  you  have  it  by  as  honeft  means 
As  though  your  father  gave  it : Sir,  you  know  not 
To  what  a mafs,  the  little  we  get  daily, 

Mounts  in  feven  years ; we  beg  it  for  Heavens  charity, 

And  to  the  fame  good  we  are  bound  to  render  it. 

Cof.  What  great  lecurity  ? 

Gcr.  Away  with  that.  Sir, 

Were  not  ye  more  than  all  the  men  in  Bruges  ; 

And  all  the  money  in  my  thoughts 

Cof.  But  good  Claufe^ 

I may  dye  prefently. 

Cer.  Then  this  dies  with  ye: 

Pay  when  you  can  good  Mailer,  I’ll  no  Parchments, 

Only  this  charity  I fhall  entreat  you^ 

Leave  me  this  Ring. 

Cof.  Alas,  it  is  too  poor,  Claufe. 

Cer.  ’Tis  all  I ask,  and  this  withal,  that  when 
I lhall  deliver  this  back,  you  lhall  grant  me 
Freely  one  poor  petition. 

Cof.  There,  I confirm  it,  the  "Bfrig. 

And  may  my  faith  forfake  me  when  I fiiun  it. 

Cer.  Away,  your  time  draws  on.  Take  up  the  money, 
And  follow  this  young  Gentleman. 

Cof.  Farewell  Claufey 

And  may  thy  honeft  memory  live  for  ever., 

Cer.  Heaven  blefs  you, and  ftill  keep  you,  farewel  Mailer: 

\_Exemt. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  I have  lockt  my  Youth  up  elofe  enough  for  gad- 
In  an  old  Tree,  and  fet  watch  over  him. 

Enter  Jaculin. 

Now  for  my  Love,  for  fure  this  Wench  mull  be  Ihe, 

She  follows  me  •,  Come  hither,  pretty  z^inche. 

Jac.  No,  no,  you’ll  kifs* 

Hub.  So  I will. 

Jac.  Y’ded  Jaw?  . . 

HOW  will  ye  kifs  me,  pray  you  ? 

Hub.  Thus,  foft  as  my  loves  lips.  . : . > . 

5^^.  Oh!  • . 

' Hub.  What’s  your  Father’s  name  ? 

Jac.  He’s  gone  to  Heaven.  , > . 

Hub.  Is  it  not  Gerrard,  Sweet  ? . 

Jac.  I’ll  ftay  no  longer  *,  . . 

My  Mother’s  an  old  Woman,  and  ray  Brother  ,, 

Was  drown’d  at  Sea,  with  catching  Cockles.  O Love ! 

O how  my  heart  melts  in  me : how  thou  fir’ll  me ! 

Hub.  ’Tis  certain  Ihe;  pray  let  me  fee  your  hand, Sweet? 
Jac.  No,  no,  you’l  bite  it.  . . 

Hub.  Sure  I fhould  know  that  Gymmal ! 

Jac.  ’Tis  certain  he : I had  forgot  my  Ring  too. 

O Hubert ! Hubert ! 

Hub.  Ha ! methought  fire  nam’d  — -i. 

Do  you  know  me.  Chick  ? 

Jac.  No  indeed,  I never  faw  ye  . 

But  methinks  you  kifs  finely. 

Hub.  Kifs  again  then*. 

By  Heaven  ’tis  Ihe. 

Jac.  O what  a joy  he  brings  me! 
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Hub.  You  arc  not  eJli niche  ? 

Jac.  Yes,  pretty  Gcnticmanj  . 

And  I mull  be  marry’d  to  morrow  toa  Cajmer.  . , 

Hub.  Mull  yc  my  Sweet,  and  docs  the  Capper  Iov-j  yc? 
Jac.  Ycs,yes,he’Jgiv.e  me  pic, and  look  in  mine  eyes  thus. 
’Tis  he ; ’tis  my  dear  Love : O bicll  Fortune. 

Hub.  How  fain  Ihc  would  conceal  her  Icir,  yctlhcfvit! 
Will  y'ou  1.0VC  me,  and  leave  that  man  ? I’ll  ferve. 

Jac.  O I lhall. lole  my  feJf.' 

Hub.  I’ll  wait  upon  .you, 

And  make  you  dainty  Nofe-gays, 

Jac.  And  where  will  yob  ftick. ’em. ^ 

Hub.  Here  in  my  bofom, Sweet, and  make  a crown  ofLilics 
For  your  fair  head. 

Jac.  And  will  you  love  me  deed-law  ? 

Hub.  With  all  my  Heart, 

Jac,  Call  me  to  morrow  then. 

And  we  II  have  braVe  chcar,  and  go  to  Church  together : 
Give  you  good  ev’n  Sir. 

Hub.  But  one  word  fair  zJ^inche. 

Jac.  I muft  begone  a milking. 

Hub.  Ye  lhall  prefently. 

Did  you  never  hear  of  a young  maid  called  Jaculin? 

Jac.  I am  difeover’d ; hark  in  your  ear.  I’ll  tell  ye : 
You  muft  not  know  me , kifs  and  be  conllant  ever. 

Hub.  Heaven  curfe  mp  elfe  ’tis  Ihe,  and  now  I am  certain 
They  are  all  here ; now  for  my  other  projedl — • [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Gofwin,  4.  Merchants,  Higgen,  and  Prigg. 

1 Mer.  Nay,  if  ’twould  do  you  courtefie. 

Gof.  None  at  all.  Sir : 

Take  it,’tjs  yours,  there’s  your  ten  thoufand  for  ye, 

Give  in  my  Bills.  Your  iixteen. 

3 iJMer.  Pray  be  pleas’d  Sir 
To  make  a further  ufe. 
tjof.  No. 

3 zJMcr.  What  I have.  Sir, 

You  may  command',  pray  let  me  be  your  Servant. 

Gof  Put  your  Hats  on : i care  not  for  your  courtefies, 
They  are  moll  untimely  done,  and  no  truth  in  ’em. 

2 'Mer.  I have  a frought  of  Pepper. 

(jof  Rot  your  Pepper, 

Shall!  trull  you  again  ? there’s  your  feven  thoufand. 

4 Mer.  Or  if  you  want  fine  Sugar,  ’tis  but  fending. 

Gof.  No,  I can  lend  to  Barbary,  thole  people 

That  never  yet  knew  faith,  have  nobler  freedoms : 

Thefe  carry  to  Vanlock^,  and  take  my  Bills  in. 

To  Peter  Zutenth&k:  bring  back  my  Jewels, 

Why  are  thefe  pieces  ? 

Enter  Sayler. 

Sayler.  Health  to  the  noble  Merchant, 

The  Sufan  is  return’d. 

Gof  Well.? 

Say.  Well,  and  rich  Sir, 

And  now  put  in. 

G'o/  Heaven  thou  haft  heard  my  prayers. 

Say.  The  brave  Rebeccah  too,  bound  from  the  Straits/ 
With  the  next  Tide  is  ready  to  put  after. 

Goj.  What  news  o’th’ 'fly-boat .? 

Say.  If  this  Wind  hold  till  midnight. 

She  will  be  here,  and  wealthy,  ’fcap’d  fairly. 

^of.  How,  prithee,  Sayler  .? 

Say.  Thus  Sir,  flic  had  fight  ^ ‘ 

Seven  hours  together,  with  fix  Turkilh  Gallies,  , 

And  Ihe  fought  bravely  3 but  at  length  was  boarded 
And  overlaid  with  ftrength : when  prefently 
Comes  boring  up  the  wind  Captain  Fanmke,  . . 

That  valiant  Gentleman,ybu  redeem’d  from  prifbn  5 
He  knew  the  Boat,  fet  in,  and  fought  it  bravely ; 

Beft  all  the  Gallies  off,  funk  three,. redeem’d  her/ 

And  as  a ferviCe  to  ye  fent  her  home  Sir. 
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C»f.  An  honcft  noble  Captain,  aiui  a tliankfiill  ^ 

There's  for  thy  news : go  drink  the  Merchants  health, S/^'/or. 
S.fy.  I thank  your  bounty,  and  Tie  do  k to  a doyt,  Sir, 

C Sxit  Saylor. 

1 Mcr.  U’hat  miracles  are  pour’d  upon  this  fellow ! 

^oj.  This  here  I hope,  my  triends,  I fhall  Icape  prifon, 

For  all  your  cares  to  catch  me. 

2 (jy/fT.  You  may  plcafe  Sir 

To  think  of  your  poor  fervants  in  difpkafure, 

Whole  all  they  have,  goods,  moneys,  are  at  your  fcrvice. 
Gof.  1 thank  you, 

U'hen  I have  need  of  you  I lhall  forget  you  : 

You  are  paid  I hope. 

We  joy  in  your  good  fortunes. 


Enter  Van  dunck. 

F.tn-ei.  Conie  Sir,  come  take  your  cate, you  mufl:  go  home 
W'  ith  me,  yonder  is  one  weeps  and  howls. 

Gtf.  Alas  how  does  the  ? 

FAn  ei.  She  will  be  better  foon  I hope. 

Gof.  Why  foon  Sir  ? 

Fofi-ei.  VVhy  when  you  have  her  in  your  arms,  this 
My  boy  Ihe  is  thy  wife.  ( night 

gof  With  all  my  heart  I take  her. 

Fan-d.  We  have  prepar’d,  all  thy  friends  will  be  there, 
And  all  my  Rooms  lhall  fmoak  to  tee  the  revel ; 

Thou  baft  been  wrong’d,  and  no  more  thall  my  fervice 
Wait  on  the  knave  her  Uncle,  I have  heard  all. 

All  his  baits  for  my  Boy,  but  thou  thalt  have  her  j 
Haft  thou  difpatch’t  thy  bufinefs  ? 

Gof.  Moft. 

Fan-d.  By  the  mafs  Boy, 

Thou  tumbleft  now  in  we^aTth,  and  I joy  in  it. 

Thou  art  the  beft  Boy,  that  Bruges  ever  nourilh’d. 

Thou  haft  been  fad.  Fie  cheer  thee  up  with  Sack,  ■ 
And  when  thou  art  lufty  Tie  fling  thee  to  thyMiftris. 

She’l  hug  thee,  tirrah. 

gof  I long  to  fee  it, 

I hac  forgot  you : there’s  for  yon  my  friends  : 

You  had  bur  heavy  burthens  *,  commend  my  love 
To  my  beft  love,  all  the  love  I have 
To  honeft  C7^«/f,lhortly  I will  thank  him  better.  {E.xit, 
Htg.  By  the  mafs  a royal  Merchant, 

Gold  by  thehandfull,  here  will  be  fport  foon.  Prig, 

Png.  It  partly  feems  fo,  and  here  will  I be  in  a trice. 

Hig.  And  I boy. 

Away  apace,  we  arc  look’d  for. 

Prig.  Oh  thefc  bak’d  meats. 

Me  thinks  I fmell  them  hither. 

Htg.  Thy  mouth  waters. 


n Exeunt. 


SCENA  IV. 

Eme-f  Hubert,  md  Hemskirk.  ^ 

Huh.  I Muft  not. 

Hem.  Why  ? ’tis  in  thy  power  to  do  it,  and  in  mine 
o reward  thee  to  thy  wilhes. 

Huh.  I dare  not,  nor  I will  not. 

Hem.  Gentle  Huntfman, 

Thongh  thou  haft  kept  me  hard  .*  though  in  thy  duty. 
Which  is  requir’d  to  do  it,  th’  haft  ufed  me  ftubbornly  *, 
can  forgive  thee  freely. 

Huh.  You  the  Earls  fervant.^ 

Hem.  I fwcar  I am  near  as  his  own  thoughts  to  him ; 

Able  to  doe  thee 

Hub.  Come,  come,  leave  your  prating. 

Hem.  If  thou  dar’ft  but  try. 

Huh.  I thank  you  htartily,  you  will  be 
The  fi  r ft  man  that  wil  1 hang  mc,a  fweet  rccompence, 

J conld  do,  but  I do  not  lay  1 will, 
j To  any  honcft  fellow  that  would  think  on’t , 
j And  be  a benefactor. 

! Hem.  Ifitbcnotrecompenc’d,  andtothy  owndcfircs, 

I If  within  thde  ten  days  1 do  not  make  thee  . 
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Huh.  What,  a falfc  knave ! 

Hem.  Prethee,  prethce  conceive  me  righty,  anything 
Of  profit  or  of  place  that  may  advance  thee. 

Hub.  Why  what  a Goofecap  would’ft  thou  make  me, 

Do  not  I know  that  men  in  mifery  will  promile 
Any  thing,  more  than  their  lives  can  reach  at  ? 

Hem.  Believe  me  Huntfman, 

There  Dial!  not  one  Ihort  fyllable 
That  comes  from  me,  pafs 
Without  its  full  performance. 

Hub.  Say  you  fo  Sir  ? 

Have  ye  e’re  a good  place  for  my  quality  ? 

Hem.  A thouland  Chafes,  Forefts,  Parks : Tie  make  thee 
Chief  ranger  over  all  the  games. 

Huh.  Whenf 

Hem.  Prelently.  ( too. 

Hub.  This  may  provoke  me : and  yet  to  prove  a knave 
Hem.  ’Tis  to  prove  honeft : ’tis  to  do  good  fervice, 
Service  for  him  thou  artfworn  to,  for  thy^  Prince, 

Then  for  thy  lelf  that  good  ; what  fool  would  live  here, 
Poor,  and  in  mifery,  fubjeit  to  all  dangers. 

Law,  and  lewd  people  can  inflidt,  when  bravely 
And  to  himlelf  he  may  be  law  and  credit  ? 

Hub.  Shall  I believe  thee? 

Hem.  As  that  thou  holdft  moft  holy. 

Hub.  Ye  may  play  tricks. 

Hem.  Then  let  me  never  live  more. 

Hub.  Then  you  lliall  fee  Sir,  I will  do  a fervice 
That  lhalldelerve  indeed. 

Hem.  ’Tis  well  faid,  Huntfman, 

And  thou  flialt  be  well  thought  of.  (meer  nothing. 

Hub.  I will  do  it:  ’tis  not  your  fettingfree,  for  that’s 
But  fuch  a fervice,  if  the  Earl  be  noble. 

He  lhall  for  ever  love  me. 

Hem.  What  is’t  Huntfman  ? 

Hub.  Do  you  know  any  of  thefe  people  live  here  ? 

Hem.  No. 

Hub.  You  are  a fool  then : here  be  thofe,to  have  ’em, 

I know  the  Earl  fo  well,  would  make  him  caper. 

Hem.  Any  of  the  old  Lords  that  rebel’d  f 
Hub.  Peace,  all, 

I know  ’em  every  one,  and  can  betray  ’em. 

Hem.  But  wilt  thou  doe  this  fervice  ? 

Hem.  If  you’I  keep 
Your  faith,  and  free  word  to  me. 

Hem,  Wilt  thou  fwcar  me  ? 

Hub.  No,no,I  will  believe  ye : more  than  that  too, 

Here’s  the  right  heir. 

Hem.  O.  honeft,  honeft  huntfman ! 

Hub.  Now,  how  to  get  thefe  Gallants,there’s  the  matter, 
You  will  be  conftant,  ’tis  no  work  for  me  elfe. 

Hem.  Will  the  Sun  Ihine  again.? 

Hub.  The  way  to  get  ’em. 

Hem.  Propound  it,  and  it  lhall  be  done. 

Hub.  No  Height^ 

(For  they  are  Devililh  crafty,  it  concerns  ’em,) 

Nor  reconcilement, (for  they  dare  not  truft  neither) 

Muft  doe  this  trick. 

Hem.  By  force  ? 

Hub.  I,  that  muft  doe  it. 

And  with  the  perfon  of  the  Earl  hjmlelf, 

Authority  (and  mighty)  muft  come  on  ’em  : 

Or  clfc  in  vain : and  thus  I would  have  ye  do  it. 

To  morrow-night  be  here : a hundred  men  will  bear ’em, 

(So  he  be  there,  for  he’s  both  wile  and  valiant. 

And  with  his  terrour  will  ftrike  dead  their  forces) 

The  hour  be  twelve  a Clock,  now  for  a guide 
To  draw  ye  without  danger  on  thefe  perfons, 

The  woods  being  thick,  and  hard  to  hit,  myfelf 
With  fome  few  with  me,  made  unto  our  purpofc. 

Beyond  the  wood,upon  the  plain,  will  wait  ye 
By  the  great  Oak. 

Hem.  i know  it : keep  thy  faith  huntfman. 

And  fuch  a Ihowr  of  wealth 

Hub 


Be^ars  Bnjh, 


i 


Huh.  I warrant  yc  : 

Mifs  nothing  that  1 tell  yc. 

Hem.  No. 

Hnb.  Farcwclj 

You  have  your  liberty,  now  ufe  it  wifely  *,  , ^ 

And  keep  your  hour,  goc  clofer  about  the  wood  there, 

For  fear  they  Ipy  you. 

Hem.  Well. 

Hitb.  And  bring  no  noife  with  ye.  Z£xtt. 

Hem.  All  fhall  be  done  toth*  purpple:  farewel  huntf  man. 

Biter  Gcrrard,  Higgen,  Prig,  Ginks,  Snap,  Ferret. 

Cer.  Now,  what’s  the  news  in  town  f 
ginkj.  No  news,  but  joy  Sir  •, 

£very  man  wooing  of  the  noble  Merchant, 

Who  has  his  hearty  commendations  to  ye. 

Fer.  Yes  this  is  news,  this  night  he’s  to  be  married. 

Ginks . Byth’  mafs  that’s  true,  he  marry s y'andnnks 
The  dainty  black-cy’d  bell.  (Daughter, 

Hi^.  I would  my  clapper 
Tungin  hisbaldrick,  a what  a peal  could  I Ring.'’ 

Cer.  Married  ? 

Cinki.  ’Tis  very  true  Sir,  O thepyes. 

The  piping  hot  mince-pyes! 

Png.  O the  Plum-pottage ! (boys, 

Htg.  For  one  leg  of  a goofe  now  would  I venture  a limb 
1 love  a fat  goofe,  as  1 love  allegiance, 

And upon  the  Boors,  too  well  they  know  it. 

And  therefore  ftarve  their  poultry. 

Ger.  To  be  married 
To  randunkj  Daughter  ? 

Htg.  O this  pertious  Merchant  j 
What  fport  he  will  have;but  hark  you  brother  Prig^ 

Shall  we  do  nothing  in  the  forefaid  wedding  ? 

There’s  mony  to  be  got,  and  meat  I take  it, 

What  think  ye  of  a morife  ? 

Prig.  No,  by  no  means. 

That  goes  no  further  than  the  ftreet, there  leaves  us,<> 

Now  we  mult  think  of fomething  that  muft  draw  us 
Into  the  bowels  of  it,  intoth’  buttery,  • 

Into  the  Kitchin,  into  the  Cellar,  fomething 
That  that  old  drunken  Burgo  mailer  loves. 

What  think  ye  of  a walfel  ? 

Hig.  I think  worthily. 

Png.  And  very  fit  it  fhould  be,  thou,  and  Ferrety 
And  Ginkj  to  fing  the  Song : I for  the  ftrufture. 

Which  is  the  bowl. 

Hig.  Which  mull  be  up-fey  SngUJk, 

Strong,  lufly  London  beer  ^ let’s  think  more  of  it. 
ger.  He  mull  not  marry. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  By  your  leave  in  private. 

One  word  Sir,  with  ye  ^ gerrard:  do  not  Hart  me, 

I  know  ye,  and  he  knows  ye,  that  belt  loves  ye : 

Hubert  fpeaks  to  ye,  and  you  muft  be  Gerrard. 

The  time  invites  you  to  it. 

Ger.  Make  no  Ihow  then, 

I am  glad  to  fee  you  Sir ; and  l am  Gerrard. 

' How  Hand  affairs  ? 

Huh.  Fair,  if  ye  dare  now  follow, 

HemikirkJL  have  letgoe,  and  thefe  my  caufes, 

'■ . i’le  tell  ye  privately,  and  how  I have  wrought  him. 

And  then  to  prove  me  honeft  to  ray  friends. 

Look  upon  thefe  diredlions,  you  have  feen  his. 

• /:/tV,Then  will  I fpeak  a fpeech,and  a brave  fpeech 
In  praife  of  Merchants,  where’s  the  Ape  ? 

Prig.- Take  him, 

A gowty  Bear- ward  Hole  Wm  the  other  day. 

Hig.  May  his  Bears  worry  him,  that  Ape  had  paid  it, 

What  dainty  tricks  ? O that  burfen  Bear- ward : 

In  his  French  doublet,  with  his  blifter’d  bullions, 
Inalongftockty’dup;  O how  daintily 
. W ould  1 have  made  him  wait,  and  Ihift  a trencher, 


Carry  a cup  of  wine?  ten  thoufand  ftinks 
Wait  on  thy  mangy  hide,thou  lowzy  Bear  ward. 

Ger.  ’Tis  paffmg  well,  I both  believe  and  joy  in’t. 

And  will  be  ready : keep  you  here  the  mean  while. 

And  keep  in,  I muft  a while  for  fake  yc,  ^ 

Upon  mine  anger  no  man  ftir,  this  two  hours. 

Flig.  Not  to  the  wedding  Sir  ? 
ger.  Not  any  whither. 

Hig.  The  wedding  muft  be  feen  fir  j we  want  meat  too. 

We  arc  horrible  out  of  meat. 

Prig.  Shall  it  be  fpoken, 

Fat  Capons  Ihak’t  their  tails  at’s  in  defiance.' 

And  turkey  tombs  fuch  honorable  monuments. 

Shall  piggs,Sir,  that  the  Parfons  felf  would  envy. 

And  dainty  Ducks 

Cer.  Not  a word  more,  obey  me.  / ^ ^£A:i>Ger. 

Hig.  Why  then  come  doletull  death, this  is  flat  tyranny. 

And  by  this  hand 

Hub.  What.' 

Hig.  I’le  goe  fleep  upon’t.  . {Exit  Hig. 

Prig.  Nay,  and  there  be  a wedding,  and  we  wanting, 
Farewel  our  happy  days ; we  do  obey  Sir.  C Exeunt. 

SCENA  V. 

Enter  two  young  Merchants. 

1 Mer.  Well  met  Sir,  you  are  for  this  lufty  wedding. 

2 Mer.  I am  lo,  fo  are  you  I take  it. 

1 <tJMer.  Yes, 

And  it  much  glads  me,  that  to  doe  him  fervice 
Who  is  the  honour  of  our  trade,  and  luftre, 

We  meet  thus  happily. 

2 Mer.,  He’s  a noble  fellow. 

And  well  becomes  a bride  of  fuch  a beauty. 

I Mer.  She  is  palling  fair  indeed,  long  may  their  loVes 
Continue  like  their  youths,  in  fpring  of fwcetnefs, 

All  the  young  Merchants  will  be  hpre 
No  doubt  on’t. 

For  he  that  comes  not  to  attend  this  wedding, 

The  curfe  of  a moft  blind  one  fall  upon  him, 

A loud  wife,  and  a lazie ; here’s  F anloikz 

Enter  Vanlock  and  Francis. 

Fanl.  Well  overtaken  Gentlemen  : fave  ye. 

I Mer.  The  fame  to  you  fir  •,  fave  ye  fair  Miftris  Francis y 
I would  this  happy  night  might  make  you  blufh  too. 

Fanl.  She  dreams  apace. 

Fran.  That’s  but  a drowfie  fortune. 

3  Mer.  Nay  take  us  with  ye  too  y we  come  to  that  end, 

I am  fure  ye  are  for  the  wedding. 

Fanl.  Hand  and  heart  man : 

And  what  their  feet  can  doc,  I could  have  tript  it 
Before  this  whorfon  gout. 

Enter  Claufe. 

(^lau.  Blefs  ye  Mailers.  (Mailer, 

Fanl.  Claufe  ? how  now  Claufe thou  art  come  to  fee  thy 
(And  a good  mailer  he  is  to  all  poor  people) 

In  all  his  joy,  ’tis  honeftly  done  of  thee. 

Clau.  Long  may  he  live  fir,  but  my  bufinefs  now  ifl 
If  you  would  pleafe  to  doe  it,  and  to  him  too. 

Enter  Gofwin. 

Fanl.  He’s  here  himlelf. 

Gof.  Stand  at  the  door  my  friends  ? ; 

I pray  walk  in  ; welcom  fair  Miftris  Francis, 

See  what  the  houfe  affords,  there’s  a young  Lady 
Will  bid  you  welcom. 

Fanl.  We  joy  your  happinefs.  {Exeunt . 

Gof.  I hope  it  will  be  fo : Cdaufe  nobly  rvelcom^ 

My  honeft,  my  bell  friend,  I have  been  carefuil 
To  fee  thy  monys 


Oau.  Sir,  that  brought  not  me, 
Do  you  know  this  Ring  again  ? 


Gofj_ 


N 
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1S2  Beggars  Bfffh.  . 

Ccf.  Thou  hailrt  itof  me. 

(Xf.  And  do  you  well  remember  yet, the  boiin  you  gave  me 
Upon  the  return  oFthis.^ 

^of.  Yes,  and  I grant  it. 

Be  it  what  it  will : ask  what  thou  canll.  Tie  do  it  ^ 

W'ithin  my  power. 

C.i.  Ye  arc  not  married  yet  ? 

Cof.  No. 

Qj.  Faith  I fliall  ask  you  that  that  will  difturb  ye, 

Bht  1 mull  put  ye  to  your  promife. 

Cof.  Do, 

And  it'I  taint  and  flinch  in’t 
C'.i.  Well  faid  Mailer, 

And  vt  t it  grieves  me  too : and  yet  it  mufl;  be. 

Cof.  Prethce  dillrufl:  me  not. 

CI.i.  You  mult  not  marry, 

That's  part  of  the  pow’er  you  gave  me : which  to  make  up, 
You  mull  prellntly  depart,  and  tbildw  me. 

Cof  Not  marry,  Cbtfe  ? 

CU.  Not  if  you  keep  your  promife, 

A nd  give  me  power  to  ask.  '' 

Cof.  Pre’thee  think  better, 

1 will  obey,  by  Heaven. 

(fii.  1 have  thought  the  bell,  Sir. 

Cof.  Give  me  thy  rcafon,  do’ll  thou  fear  her  honelly? 
Cu.  Chafleas  the  ice,  for  any  thing  I know,  Sir.  (pofe? 
Cof.  Why  fliould’lt  thou  light  on  that  then?  towbatpur- 
Oa.  I mull  not  now  difeover. 

Cjof.  Mud  not  marry  ? 

Shall  I break  now  when  my  poor  heart  is  pawn’d  ? 

\\  hen  all  the  preparation  ? 

Cl.t.  Now  or  never.  (me. 

Gc/Comc,’tis  not  that  thou  would’lt : thou  do’d  but  fright 
0.1.  Upon  my  foul  it  is^,  Sir,  and  I bind  ye. 

C'of.  Clattfc^  can’d  thou  be  fo  cruel? 

Cl.t.  You  may  break,  Sir, 

But  never  more  in  my  thoughts  appear  honed. 

Cof  Did’d  ever  fee  her  ? 

CU.  No. 

Cof  She  is  fuch  a thing, 

OCUtife,  flic  is  fuch  a wonder,,  fuch  a mirror, 

For  beauty,  and  fair  veituc,  Europeh^i  not : 

Why  had  thou  made  me  happy,  to  undo  me  ? 

But  look  upon  iier  ^ then  if  thy  heart  relent  not, 
ric  quit  her  prelcntly  .-  who  waits  there  ? [ 

Ztr.  \_\vithitf]  Sir. 

Cof.  Bid  my  fair  love  come  hither,  and  the  Company. 
Prethce  be  good  unto  me  •,  take  a mans  heart 
And  look  upon  her  truly : take  a friends  heart 
And  feel  what  mifery  mud  follow  this. 

CU.  Take  you  a noble  heart  and  keep  your  promife  \ 

I forlbok  all  1 had,  to  make  you  happy. 

Enter  Gertrude,  Vandunk,  and  the  refi  Merchants. 

• 

Can  that  thing  call’d  a V\'oman,  dop  your  good nefs.^ 

Cof  Look  there  fne  is,  deal  with  me  as  thou  wilt  now, 
Did’d  ever  fee  a fairer  ? 

CU.  She  is  mod  goodly. 

Cof  Pray  yedand  dill. 

Cer.  What  ails  my  love  T 

Cjof  Did'd  thou  ever,  . i 

By  the  fair  light  of  Hca'veu,  behold  a fweeter  ? 

1 0 that  thou  knew’d  but  love,  or  ever  felt  him, 

I Look  well,  look  narrowly  upon  her  beauties.  j 

I Afrr.  Sure  h’as  fomc  Itrangc  dclign  in  hand,  he  darts  fo.  | 
i 2 Mcr.  This  Beggar  has  a drong  power  oVer  his  pleafurc. 

! (]of.  View  all  her  body. 

CU.  ’Tisci'a^landex'cellcnt. 

Cjof\s  Ihc  a thing  then  to  be  lod  thus  lightly  ? 

, Her  mind  is  ten  times  fweeter,  ten  times  nobler, 

, And  but  to  hear  her  fpeak,  a Paradife, 

I And  fueh  a love  die  tears  to  me,  a chadc  loVc, 

, A vertuous,  fair,  and  fruitful  love ; ’tisnowtoo 

I I am  ready  to  enjoy  it^  the  Pried  ready,  CUnfe, 

To  fay  the  holy  words  lhall  make  us  happy, 

This  is  a cruelty  beyond  mans  dudy, 

All  thefc  are  ready,  all  our  joyes  are  ready. 

And  all  the  expectation  of  our  friends, 

’Twill  be  her  death  to  do  it. 

Cla.  Let  her  dye  then. 

Coj.  Thou  cand  not:  ’tis  impoflible. 

CU.  It  mud  be. 

Cof.  ’T will  kill  me  too,  ’twill  murder  meiby  heaven  CUnfe 
TJe  give  thee  half  I have  ^ come  thou  flialt  fave  me. 

CU.  Then  you  mud  go  with  me : I can  day  no  longer. 
If  ye  be  true,  and  noble. 

Cof.  Hard  heart,  TJe  follow: 

Pray  ye  all  go  in  again,  and  pray  be  merry, 

1 have  a weighty  bulinefs,  (give  my  Cloak  there>) 

Enter  Servant  (ivith  a CloaiQ 

Concerns  ihy  life,  and  date,  (make  no  enquiry,) 

This  prefent  hour  befaln  me : with  the  Iboned 
I fliall  be  here  again : nay  pray  go  in.  Sir, 

And  take  them  with  you,  ’tis  but  a night  lod.  Gentlemen. 

Fan.  Come,  come  in,  we  will  not  lofe  our  meat  yet. 
Nor  our  good  mirth,  he  cannot  day  long  from  her, 

I am  fure  of  that. 

Cof  I will  not  day  *,  believe,  Sir.  \_Exit. 

Ccrtrudcj  a word  with  you. 

Cer.  Why  is  this  dop.  Sir  ? 

Cof  1 have  no  more  time  left  me,  but  to  kifs  thee. 

And  tell  thee  this,  I am  ever  thine : farewel  vyench.  {Exit. 

Cer.  And  is  that  all  your  Ceremony.?  Is  this  a wedding.? 
Are  all  my  hopes  and  prayers  turn’d  to  nothing.? 

Well,  I will  fay  no  more,  nor  figh,  nor  forrow, 

Till  to  thy  face  I prove  thee  falfc^  Ah  me ! {Exit. 

A Sim  Quint  m.  Seen  a Trim  a. 

Enter  Gertrude,  and  a Boor. 

Cer.T  Had,  if  thou  thinkd  we  are  right:whydod  thou  make 
Thefeoftendandsfthoufaiddthou  knewdtheway. 
Bo.  Fear  nothing,  I do  know  it : would  ’twere  homeward. 
Cer.  Wrought  from  me  by  a Beggar ,?  at  the  time 
That  mod  diould  tye  him  ? ’tis  fome  other  Love 
That  hath  a more  command  on  his  affeClions, 

And  he  that  fetcht  him,  a dilguifed  Agent, 

Not  what  he  perfonated ; for  his  falhion 
Was  more  familiar  with  him,  and  more  powerful 
Than  onc'that  ask’d  an  alms : I mud  find  out 
One,  if  not  both : kind  darknefs  be  my  flirowd. 

And  cover  loves  too  curious  fearch  in  me, 

For  yet,  fufpicion,  I would  not  name  thee. 

Bo.  Midris,  itgrowsfomewhatpretty  and  dark. 

(Jer.  What  then? 

Bo,  Nay,  nothing  j do  not  think  I am  afraid, 

Although  perhaps  you  are. 

Cer.  I am  not,  forward. 

Bo.  Sure  but  you  are .?  give  me  your  hand,  fear  nothing. 
There’s  one  leg  in  the  wood,  do  not  pull  me  backward : 
What  a fweat  one  on’s  are  in,  you  or  I .? 

Pray  God  it  do  not  prove  the  plague  *,  yet  fure 
It  has  infected  me  \ for  I fweat  too. 

It  runs  out  at  my  knees,  feel,  feel,  I pray  you. 

Cer.  What  ails  the  fellow .? 

Bo.  Hark,  hark  I befeech  you, 

Do  you  hear  nothing  / 

Cer.  No. 

Bo.  Lid:  a wild  Hog, 

He  grunts:  now ’tis  a Bear : this  wood  is  full  of ’em. 

And  now,  a Wolf,  Midrefs,  a Wolf,  a Wolf, 

It  is  the  howling  of  a Wolf. 

Cer.  The  braying  of  an  Afs,  is  it  not  ? 

'Boi  Ob,  now  one  has  me ; 

Oh, 

t 


‘Be^an  "Sup. 


Oh  my  left  haunch,  farcwcl. 

Ger.  Look  to  your  Shanks, 

Your  Brccch  is  fafc  enough,  the  Wolf’s  a Fern  brake. 

Bo.  But  fee,  fee,  fee,  there  is  a Serpent  in  it*, 

It  has  eye’s  as  broad  as  Flatters  ^ it  fpits  fire-, 

Now  it  creeps  towards  us,  lielp  me  to  lay  my  Prayers : 

It  hath  fwallowcd  me  almoll,  my  breath  is  ftopt  ^ 

I cannot  fpeak : do  I fpeak  Millrcfs  ? tell  me. 

Ger.  Why,thou  ftrangc  timerous  Sot,canIt  thou  pcrceivfc 
Any  thing  i’th’BuIh  but  a poor  Glo-worm? 

Bo.  It  maybe  ^tis  but  a Glo-worm  now,  but ’twill 
Grow  to  a Fire-drake  prefently. 

Get.  Come  thou  from  it : 

I have  a precious  guide  of  you,  and  a courteous,  , 

That  gives  me  leave  to  lead  my  fclf  the  way  thus. 

Bo.  It  thunders,  you  hear  that  now  ? 
ger.  1 hear  one  hollow. 

Bo.  ’Tis  thunder,  thunder : 

See,  a Flafli  of  t,ightning ; 

Are  you  not  blaftcd  Miftrels  ? pull  your  Mask  ofi^ 

It  has  plaid  the  Barber  with  me  here ; I have  loft 
My  Beard,  my  Bcard^  pray  God  you  be  not  fhaven, 

’Twill  fpoil  your  Marriage  Miftrefs. 

Ger.  What  ftrange  Wonders 
Fear  fancies  in  a Coward  ! 

Bo.  Now  the  Earth  opens. 

Ger.  Prithee  hold  thy  peace. 

Bo.  Will  you  on  then  ? 

Ger.  Both  love  and  jealoufie  have  made  me  bold, 

Where  my  Fate  leads  me,  I muft  go. 

Bo.  God  be  with  you  then. 

, Sntcr  Woolfort,  Hemskirk,  and  Attendants. 

Hem.  It  was  the  Fellow  fure,  he  that  Ihould  guide  me. 
The  Hunts  man  that  did  hollow  us. 

Woolf.  Beft  make  a ftand. 

And  liften  to  his  next:  Hal 
Hem.  Who  goes  there  ? 

Be.  Miftrefs,  I am  taken. 

Hem.  Miftrefs.?  Look  forth  Souldiers. 

Woolf.  What  are  you  Sirrah? 

Bo.  Truly  all  is  left 

Of  a poor  Boor,  by  day-light,  by  night  no  body, 

You  might  have  fpar’d  your  Drum, and  Guns,  and  Pikes  too 
For  1 am  none  that  will  ftand  out  Sir,  I. 

You  may  take  me  in  with  a walking  Stick, 

Even  when  you  pleafe,  and  hold  me  with  a packthred. 
Hem.  W'hat  woman  was’t  you  call’d  to  ? 

Bo.  Woman!  none  Sir. 

Woolf.  None  I did  you  not  name  Miftrefs  ? 

Bo.  Yes,  but  ftie’s 

No  woman  yet  .•  Ihe  (hould  have  been  this  night, 

But  that  a Beggar  ftole  away  her  Bridegroom, 

Whom  we  were  going  to  make  hue  and  cry  after  ^ 

I tell  you  true  Sir,  fhe  ftiould  ha’  been  married  to  day  \ 

And  was  the  Bride  and  all  ^ but  in  came  Clanfe , 

The  old  lame  Beggar,  and  whips  up  M^  Gofwm 
Under  his  arm  •,  away  with  him  as  a Kite, 

Or  an  old  Fox  would  fwoop  awayia  Gofling. 

Hem.  ’Tis  ftie,  ’tis  fhe,  ’tis  (he : Niece  ? 
ger.  Ha! 

. Hem.  She  Sir, 

This  was  a noble  entrance  to  your  fortune, 

That  being  on  the  point  thus  to  be  married. 

Upon  her  venture  here , you  (hould  furprife  her. 

Woolf.  I begin,  Hemskjrk^j  to  believe  my  fate. 

Works  to  my  ends. 

Hem.  Yes  Sir,  and  this  adds  truft 
U nto  the  fellow  our  guide,  who  allur’d  me  Florez. 

Liv’d  in  forae  Merchants  (hape,  as  GerrarddXA 

r the  old  Beggars,  and  that  he  would  ufe 

Him  for  the  train,  to  call  the  other  forth  ^ {again 

AH  which  welind  is  done That’s  he  again Holla 

Woolf.  Good,  we  Cent  out  to  meet  him. 


Hem.  Here’s  the  Oak. 

Ger.  1 am  niifcrably  loft,  thus  fain 
Into  my  Uncles  hands  from  all  my  hopes, 

Can  1 not  think  away  my  fclf  and  dye  ? 

Fnter  llahcrty  Higgcn,Prig,  Ferret,  Snap,  Ginks /»%  Boors. 

Hub.  I like  your  habits  well : they  arc  (afe,  ftand  clofc. 

Hig.  But  what’s  the  adtion  we  arc  for  now  ? Ha ! 

Robbing  a Ripper  of  his  Fidi. 

Prig.  Or  taking 

A Poulterer  Prifoner,  without  ranfomc,  Bullyes? 

Hig.  Or  cutting  off  a Convoy  of  Butter  ? 

Fer.  Orfurprizing  a Boors  ken,  for  granting  cheats 
Prig.  Or  cackling  Cheats?  . 

Htg.  Or  Mergery-praters,  Rogers, 

And  Tibs  o’f h’  Buttery  ? 

Prig.  O I could  drive  a Regiment 
Of  Geefeaforeme,  fuch  anight  as  this. 

Ten  Leagues  with  my  Hat  and  Staff,  and  not  a hifs 
Heard,  nor  a wing  of  my  Troops  difordered. 

Hig.  Tell  US, 

If  it  be  milling  of  a lag  of  duds. 

The  fetching  of  a back  of  deaths  or(b^ 

We  are  horribly  out  of  linnen. 

Hub.  No  fuch  matter. 

' Hig.  Let  me  alone  with  the  Farmers  dog. 

If  you  have  a mind  to  the  cheefe-loft-,  ’tis  but  thus, 

And  he  is  a (ile.nc’d  Maftiff,  during  pleafure. . 

Hub.  Would  it  would  plca(e  you  to  be  (ilent. 

Hig.  Mum.  Woolf.  Who’s  there? 

Hub.  A friend,  the  Hunts-man. 

Hem.  O ’tis  he. 

Hub.  I have  kept  touch  Sir,  w’hich  is  the  Earl  of  thefe  ? 
Will  he  know  a man  now.^ 

Hem.  This  my  Lord’s  the  Friend, 

Hath  undertook  the  fervice. 

Hub.  If’t  be  worth 

His  Lordlhips  thanks  anon,  when  ’tis  done 
Lording,  I’ll  look  for’t,  a rude  Wood-man, 

1 know  how  to  pitch  my  toils,  drive  in  my  game : 

And  1 have  don’t,  both  Florez,  and  his  Father 
Ol^Gerrardf  with  Lord  zy^rnoldof  Benthuifenj 
Cozjen.,  and  Jaculin.,  young  Florezfs  Sifter  : 

I have  ’em  all. 

Woolf.  Thou  fpeak’ll:  too  much,  too  happy, 

To  carry  faith  with  it. 

Hub.  I can  bring  you 
Where  you  (liall  fee,  and  find  ’em. 

Woolf  We  will  double 
VVhat  ever  Hemskirk  then  hath  promis’d  thee. 

Hub.  And  I’ll  deferve  it  treble  : what  horfeha’you? 
Woolf.  A hundred.  That’s  well ; ready  to  take 
Upon  furprife  of  ’em. 

Hem.  Yes.  , Hub.  Divide  then 
Your  force  into  five  Squadrons  ^ for  there  are 
So  many  out- lets,  ways  through  the  wood 
That  ifliie  from  the  place  where  they  are  lodg’d : 

Five  feveral  ways,  of  all  which  Paffages, 

We  muft  poITefs  our  felves,  to  round  ’em  in ; 

For  by  one  darting  hole  they’ll  all  efcape  elfe  .* 

I and  4.  Boors  here  tome  will  be  guides. 

The  Squadron  where  you  are,  my  felf  will  lead ; 

And  that  they  may  be  more  fecure.  I’ll  ufe 
My  wonted  whoops,  and  hollows,  as  I were 
A hunting  for  ’em ; which  will  make  them  reft 
Carelefsof  anynoife,  and  be  a dire<ftion 
To  the  other  guides,  how  we  approach  ’em  ftill. 

Woolf.  ’Tis  order’d  well,  and  relilheth  the  Souldier 
Make  the  divifion  Hemskirl^.,  you  are  my  charge, 

Fair  One,  I’ll  look  to  you. 

Boo.  Shall  no  body  need 
To  look  to  me  ? I’ll  look  unto  my  felf. 

Hub.  ’Tis  but  this,  remember. 

Hig.  Say,  ’tis  done.  Boy.  Exeunt,  i 
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Ejitrr  Gerrard  ,vid  Florei. 

Ccr.  By  this  time  Sir  I hope  you  want  no  reafons 
U’hy  1 broke  off  your  marriage,  for  though  I 
Shou.d  as  a Subject  Ihidy  you  my  Prince 
In  things  indifferent, it  will  not  therefore 
Diferedit  you,  to  acknowldge  me  your  Father, 

By  harkning  to  my  necellary  counfels. 

Flo.  Acknowledge  you  my  Father  ? Sir  I do, 
And  may  impiety,  confpiring  with 
My  other  Sins,  link  me,  and  fuddenly 
W'hcn  1 forget  to  pay  you  a Sons  duty 
In  my  obedience,  and  that  help’d  forth 
With  all  the  chcerfulnefs. 

Ccr.  1 pi  ay  you  rife. 

And  may  thole  povvere  that  lee  and  love  this  in  you, 
Reward  you  for  it : Taught  by  your  example 
Having  receiv’d  the  rights  due  to  a Father, 

I tender  you  th’  allcgeance  of  a SubjecH: : 

Which  as  my  Prince  accept  of. 

Flo.  Kneel  to  me  ? 

May  mountains  firft  fail  down  beneath  their  valleys. 
And  fire  no  more  mount  upwards,  when  I fuller 
An  aift  in  nature  fo  prepollerous  *, 

I mull:  o’recome  in  this,  in  all  things  elfe 
The  vicTory  be  yours : could  you  here  read  me. 
You  Ihould  perceive  how  all  my  faculties 
Triumph  in  my  bleft  fate,  to  be  found  yours ; 

I am  your  Ion,  your  fon  Sir,  and  am  prouder 
Tobefo,  to  the  Father,  to  fuch  goodnefs 
(Which  heaven  be  pleas’d,  1 may  inherit  from  you) 
Than  I lliall  ever  of  thofe  fpecious  titles 
That  plead  for  my  fucceffion  inthe  Earldont 
(Did  I poffefs  it  now)  left  by  my  Mother. 

Cjcr.  I do  believe  it ; but 

Flo.  O my  lov’d  Father, 

Before  I knew  you  were  fo,  by  inllinifl:, 

Nature  had  taught  me,  to  look  on  your  wants. 

Not  as  a fbranger’s ; and  I know  not  how. 

What  you  call’d  charity,  I thought  the  payment 
Of  fome  religious  debt,  nature  flood  bound  for  j 
Andlaftofall,  when  your  magnificent  bounty 
In  my  low  ebb  of  fortune,  had  bronght  in 
A flood  of  bleflings,  though  my  threatning  wants 
And  fear  of  their  effeds,  flill  kept  me  flupid, 
f I fijon  found  out,  it  was  no  common  pity 
That  led  you  to  it. 

Ger.  Think  of  this  hereafter 
When  we  with  joy  may  call  it  to  remembrance. 
There  will  be  a time,  more  opportune,  than  now 
To  end  our  ftory,  with  all  circumftances, 

I add  this  only : when  we  fled  from  Wolfort 
I fent  you  into  Er:£l.iftdy  and  there  placed  you 
With  a brave  Flanders  Merchant,call’d  rich  Gofvpiriy 
A man  fupplycd  by  me  unto  that  purpofe. 

As  bound  by  oath  never  todifeover  you, 

Who  dying,  left  his  name  and  wealth  unto  yon 
As  his  reputed  Son,  and  yet  receiv’d  fo 
But  now,  as  Florez,^  and  a Prince,  remember 
The  countreys,  and  the  fubjeds  general  good 
Muft  challenge  the  firft  part  in  your  afledion  : 

The  fair  maid,  whom  you  cholc  to  be  your  wile. 
Being  lb  far  beneath  you,  that  your  love 
Mufl  grant  file’s  not  your  equal. 

Flo.  In  defeent 

Or  borrov/cd  glories  from  dear!  Ancefrors, 

But  for  her  beauty,  chaflity,  and  all  vertucs 
Ever  remembred  in  the  belt  of  women, 
j A .Monarch  might  receive  from  her,  not  give, 

! Thongh  fhe  were  his  Crowns  purchafe ; in  this  only 
1 Be  an  indulgent  Father:  in  all  elfe, 

I Life  your  authority. 
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Smer  Hubert,  Hemskirk,  Wolfort, 

Bertha,  and  Souldiers. 

Hub.  Sir,  here  be  two  of  ’em. 

The  Father  and  the  Son,  the  reft  you  lhall  have 
Asfaftas  I can  rouze  them. 

Ger.  Who’s  this?  Wolfort} 

Wol.  I CripIe,your  feigned  crutches  will  not  help  you. 
Nor  patch’d  difguife  that  hath  fo  long  conceal’d  you. 

It’s  now  no  halting : I muft  here  find  Gerrardy 
And  in  this  Merchants  habit,  one  call’d  Florez 
Who  would  be  an  Earl. 

Ger.  And  is,  wert  thou  a fubjed. 

Flo.  Is  this  that  Traitor  Wolfort  ? 

Wol.  Yes,  but  you 
Are  they  that  are  betrai’d ; Hemskirk.. 

"Ber.  My  Gofvtin 

Turn’d  Prince  ? O I am  poorer  by  this  greatnefs. 

Than  all  my  former  jealoufies  or  misfortunes. 

Florez.  Gertrude  ? 

Wol.  Stay  Sir,  you  were  to  day  too  near  her, 

You  muft:  no  more  aim  at  thofe  eafie  acceffes, 

Lefs  you  can  do’t  in  air,  without  a head, 

Which  lhall  be  fuddenly  tri’d. 

Ber.  O take  my  heart,  firft, 

And  fince  I cannot  hope  now  to  enjoy  him. 

Let  me  but  fall  a part  of  his  glad  ranlbm. 

WgI.Yom  know  not  your  own  value, that  entreat. 

Ger.  So  proud  a fiend  as  Wolfort. 

Wol.  For  fo  loft 
A thing  as  Florezs 

Flo.  And  that  would  be  fo 
Rather  than  Ihe  Ihoiild  ftoop  again  to  thee  •, 

There  is  no  death,  but’s  fweeter  than  all  life, 

When  Wolfort  is  to  give  it : O my  Gertritde, 

It  is  not  that,  nor  Princedom  that  I goe  from. 

It  is  from  thee,  that  lofs  includeth  all.  ( fay  Ibj 

Wol.  I , if  my  young  Prince  knew  his  lofs , he  woulc 
Which  that  he  yet  may  chew  on,  I will  tell  him 
ThisisnoGertrHdcy  norno Hemskirks  Niece, 

Nor  Fandunks  Daughter:  thesis Berthay  Bertha y 
The  heir  of  Brabant  y Ihe  that  caus’d  the  war, 

Whom  I did  fteal,  during  my  treaty  there, 

In  your  minority,  to  raife  my  felf  y 
I then  fore-leeing  ’twould  beget  a quarel. 

That,  a neceffity  of  my  employment. 

The  lame  employ ment,make  me  mafterof  ftrength. 

That  ftrength,  the  Lord  of  F landers, Fo  of  Brabant  y 
By  marrying  her : which  had  not  been  to  doe  Sir, 

She  come  of  years,  but  that  the  expedation 
Firft;  of  her  Fathers  death,  retarded  it, 

And  fince  the  ftanding  out  ofBru^eSy  where 
Hemskffk.  had  hid  her,  till  Ihe  was  near  loft : 

But  Sir,wehave  recover’d  her  ; your  Merchantfliip 
May  break, for  this  was  one  of  your  bell  bottoms 
1 think. 

Ger.  Infolent  Devil  I 

Enter  Hubert,  vuith  Jaqueline,  Ginks, 
and  Coftin. 

Wol.  Who  are  thelc,  Hemskirk.? 

Hem.  More,  more.  Sir. 

Flo.  How  they  triumph  in  their  treachery ! 

Hem.  Lord  Arnold  oF  Benthnfny  this  Lord 
This  Jaqueline  the  lifter  unto  Florez.  (royal!, 

Wol.  All  found  ? why  here’s  brave  game,  this  was  Iport 
And  puts  me  in  thought  of  a new  kind  of  death  for  ’em. 
duntf  man,  your  horn : firft  wind  me  Florez  fall, 

Next  (jerrardsy  then  his  Daughter  JaquelinSy 
Thole  ralcals,thcy  lhall  dye  without  their  rights : 
dang  ’em  Hemsl^rk.on  thefe  trees ; Tie  take 
The  afiay  of  thefe  my  fclf. 

Hub.  Not  here  my  Lord, 

^et  ’em  be  broken  up  upon  a fcaffold, 

’Twill,- 


Beggart  ^ujh. 
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’Twill  flicvv  the  better  when  their  arbour’s  made. 

Cer.  Wretch,  art  thou  not  content  thou  halt  bctraiM  us, 

But  mock  us  too  ? 

Gtnks.  Falle  //«^rrf,thisis[monftrous. 

Wol.  Hubert  ? Hem.  Who,  this  ? 

Ger.  Yes  this  is  Hubert.,  Wolfort, 

I hope  he  has  helpt  himfclt  to  a tree. 

Wol.  The  firft, 

The  firft  of  any,  and  moft  glad  I have  you  Sir, 

1 let  you  goe  before,  but  for  a train  ^ 

Is’t  you  have  done  this  fervice  ? 

Hub.  As  your  Huntf-ilian, 

But  now  as  Hubert  •,  fave  your  felves,  I will. 

The  Wolfs  afoot,  let  flip  •,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill. 

Enter  with  a drum  Van-dunk,  Merchants, 

Higgen,  Prig,  Ferret,  Snap. 

Wol.  Betray’d? 

Hub.  No,  but  well  catch’d : and  I the  Huntfman. 
yan-d.  How  do  you  Wolfort  ? Rafcal,good  knave  Wolfort, 

I fpeak  it  now  without  the  Rofe,  and  Hemskirk., 

Rogue  Hemskirk.,  you  that  have  no  niece, this  Lady 
Was  ftoln  by  you,  and  ta’ne  by  you,  and  now 
Refign’d  by  me,  to  the  right  owner  here : 

Take  her  my  Prince. 

Flo.  Can  this  be  pqflible, 

Welcom  my  love,  my  fweet,  my  worthy  love.  (thank 
yan-d.  I ha’  giv’n  you  her  twice;  now  keep  her  better ,anc 
Lord  Hubert, th^t  came  to  me  in  Gerrards  name. 

And  got  me  out,  with  my  brave  Boyes,  to  march 
Like  (/tfar,  when  he  bred  his  Commentaries, 

So  I,  to  bread  my  Chronicle,  came  forth 
fafar  y an- dunk,  & veni,  vidi,  vici. 

Give  me  my  Bottle,  and  fet  down  the  drum ; 

You  had  your  tricks  Sir,had  you  ? we  ha’  tricks  too. 

You  ftole  the  Lady  ? 

Hig.  And  we  led  your  Squadrons, 

Where  they  ha’  fcratch’d  their  leggs  a little,with  brambles^ 

If  not  their  faces. 

Prig.  Yes,  and  run  their  heads 
Againft  trees. 

Hig.  ’Tis  Captain  Prig,  Sir. 

Prig.  And  Coronel  Higgen.  (leggs, 

Hig.  We  have  fill’d  a pit  with  your  people,  fome  with 
Some  with  arms  broken,  and  a neck  or  two 
I think  be  loofe. 

Tirig.  The  reft  too,  that  efcap’d, 

Are  not  yet  out  o’the  briars, 

Htg.  And  your  horfes , Sir, 

Are  well  fet  up  in  Bruges  all  by  this  time : 

You  look  as  you  were  not  well  Sir,  and  would  be 
Shortly  let  blood  *,  do  you  want  a fcarf  ? 
yan-d.  A halter. 

Ger.  ’Twas  like  your  felf,  honeft,  and  noble  Hubert : 

Can’ll  thou  behold  thefe  mirrors  all  together. 

Of  thy  long,  falfe,  and  bloody  ufurpation  ? 

Thy  tyrrannous  profeription,  and  frelh  treafon : 

And  not  fo  fee  thy  felf,  as  to  fall  down ' 

And  finking,  force  a grave,  with  thine  own  guilt, 

As  deep  as  hell,  to  cover  thee  and  it  ? 

Wol.  No,  I can  ftand : and  praife  the  toyles  that  took  me 
And  laughing  in  them  dye,  they  were  brave  fnares. 

Flo.  ’T  were  truer  valour,  if  thou  durft  repent 
The  wrongs  th’  haft  done,  and  live. 

Wol.  Who,  I repent? 

And  fay  I amforry  ? yes,  ’tis  the  fool’s  language 
And  not  for  Wolfort. 

yan-d.  Wolfort,  thou  art  a Devil, 

And  fpeakft  his  language, oh  that  I had  my  longing 
Under  this  row  of  trees  now  would  I hang  him. 

Ijio.  No  let  him  live,  until  he  can  repent. 

But  banilh’d  from  our  State,  that  is  thy  doom.  OH^k 
y m-d.  Then  hang  his  worthy  Captain  here,  this  Hem- 
For  profit  of  th’  example. 


Flo.  No  let  him 

Enjoy  his  lhame  too ; with  his  confeious  life, 
o Ihew  how  much  our  innocence  contemns 
All  praUice  from  the  guiltieft,  to  molcft  us. 
yan-d.  A noble  Prince.  • ^ 

Cjer.  Sir,  you  mull  help  to  join 
Apair  of  hands,as  they  have  done  their  hearts  here, 

And  to  their  loves  with  joy. . 

Flo.  As  to  mine  own, 

Vly  gracious  Sifter,  worthieft  Brother, 
yan.  Tie  go  afore,  and  have  the  bon. fire  made. 

My  fire-works,  & flapdragons,and  good  backrack. 

With  a peck  of  little  fifties,  to  drink  down 
In  healths  to  this  day. 

Htg.  ’Slight,  here  be  changes. 

The  Bells  ha’  not  fo  many,  nor  a dance,  Prig. 

Prig.O\ix:  Company’s  grown  horrible  thin  by  it. 

What  think  you  Ferret  ? 

Fer.  Marry  I do  think. 

That  we  might  all  be  Lords  now,if  we  could  ftand  for’t. 

Hig.  Not  I if  they  ftiould  offer  it ; Tie  diflodge  firft. 

Remove  the  Bulh  to  another  climat. 

Ger.  Sir,  you  muff;  thank  this  worthy  'Burgomafier, 

Here  be  friends  ask  to  be  look’d  on  too , 

And  thank’d,  who  though  their  trade,  and  courfe  of  life 
Be  not  fo  perfed,  but  it  may  be  better’d. 

Have  yet  us’d  me  with  courtefy,and  been  true 
Subjeds  unto  me,  while  I was  their  King, 

A place  I know  not  well  how  to  refign  , 

Nor  unto  whom;  But  this  I will  entreat 
Your  grace,  command  them  follow  you  to  Bruges , 

Where  I will  take  the  care  on  me,  to  find 
Some  manly,  and  more  profitable  courfe 
To  fit  them,  as  a part  of  the  Republique, 

Flo.  Do  you  hear  Sirs?  do  fo. 

Hig.  Thanks  to  your  good  grace. 

Prig.  To  your  good  Lordfhip. 

Fer.  May  you  both  live  long.  ( all  but  Beggars. 

Ger.  Attend  me  at  yan-dunk,  the  Burgomafiers.  lEx. 
Hig.  Yes,  to  beat  hemp,  and  be  whipt  twice  a week. 

Or  turn  the  wheel,  for  Crab  the  Rope  maker: 

Or  lekn  to  go  along  with  him,  his  courle ; 

That’s  a fine  courfe  now,  i’  the  common-wealth,  Prig., 

What  fay  you  to  it  ? 

Prig.  It  is  the  backwardft  courfe, 

I know  i’the  world. 

Hig.  Then  Higgen  will  fcarce  thrive  by  it. 

You  do  conclude  ? 

Prig.  ’Faith  hardly,  very  hardly. 

//^^.Troth  I am  partly  of  your  mind,Prince  Prig  j 
And  therefore  farewel  Flanders,  Higgen  will  feek 
Some  fafer  ftielter,  in  fome  other  Climat, 

With  this  his  tatter’d  Colony : Let  me  fee 
Sna^,  Ferret,  Prig,  and  Higgen,  all  are  left 
O’  the  true  blood : what  ? Ihall  we  into  England  ? 

Prig.  Agreed. 

Hig.  Then  bear  up  bravely  with  your  Brute  my  lads^ 
Higgen  hath  prig’d  the  prancers  in  his  dayes, 

And  fold  good  penny- worths-, we  will  have  a courfe, 

The  Spirit  of  Bottom,  is  grown  bottomlefs. 

Brig.  Tie  mand  no  more,  nor  cant. 

Hig.  Yes,  your  fixpenny  worth 
In  private.  Brother,  fixpence  is  a fura 
Tie  fteal  you  any  mans  Dogg  for. 

Prig.  For  fixpence  more 
You’l  tell  the  owner  where  he  is. 

Hig.  ’Tis  right, 

Higgen  muft  pradife,  fo  muff:  Prig  to  eat  •, 

And  write  the  Letter : and  gi’  the  word.  But  noW 
No  more,  as  either  of  thefe. 

Png.  But  as  true  Beggars, 

As  e’re  we  were. 

Hig.  We  ftand  here,  for  an  Epilogue ; 

Ladies,  your  bounties  firft:  ■,  the  reft  will  follow ", 
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iS6  Bvggars 

For  womens  favours  are  a leading  alms. 

If  you  be  pleas’d  look  cheerly,  throw  your  eyes 
Out  at  your  masks. 

Prig.  And  let  your  beauties  fparkle. 

Htg.  So  may  you  ne’er  want  drefllags,  Jewels,  gowns 
Still  i’  the  falhion. 

Prig.  Nor  the  men  you  love, 

Wealth  nor  difeourfe  to  pleafe  you. 

Hig.  May  you  Gentlemen, 

Never  want  good  frelh  fuits  nor  liberty. 

Trig.  May  every  Merchant  here  fee  fafe  his  ventures. 

Htg.  And  every  honefl:  Citizen  his  debts  in. 

Prig.  The  Lawyers  again  good  Clyents. 

Nig.  And  the  Clyents  good  Counfel. 

■ _ ^ ■ . ■■  — 

Prig.  All  the  Gamefters  here  good  fortune. 
Nig.  The  Drunkards  too  good  wine.  - 
Prtg.  The  eaters  meat 
Fit  for  their  taftes  and  palats. 

Ntg.  The  good  wives  kind  Husbands. 

Prig.  The  young  maids  choyce  of  Sutors. 
Nig.  The  Midwives  merry  hearts. 

Prig.  And  all  good  cheer. 

Nig.  As  you  are  kind  unto  us  and  our  Bulh, 
We  are  the  Beggars  and  your  daily  Beadfmen, 
And  have  your  mony,  but  the  Alms  we  ask 
And  live  by,  is  your  Grace,  give  that, and  then 
We’l  boldly  fay  our  word  is.  Come  again. 

>nii  4IH8I  ufaM.1  1. 


THE 


THE 


Humourous  Lieutenant, 

A 


TRAGICOMEDY 

Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


King  Antigonus,  an  old  Man  with  young  defires, 
Demetrius,  Son  to  Antigonus,  in  love  with  Celia. 
Seleucus,  Three  Kings  equal  Jharers  with  Anti- 
Lyfimachus,>  gonus  Alexander  had^  with 

Ptolomie,  3 united  powers  oppofing  Antigonus. 
Leontius,  a brave  old  merry  Souldier,  ajjijiant  to 
Demetrius. 

Timon,  ^ 

Charinthus,>.Ser®4«/x  to  Antigonus,  and  his  vices, 
Menippus,  ) 

The  Humourous  Lieutenant. 

Gentlemen^  Friends  and  followers  of  DtmtX.vms. 

3 Embajfadorsy  from  the  three  Kings, 
Gentlemen-VJhers,  i 

Grooms* 

Citizens.  * 


Phyficians, 

Herald, 

Magician, 

Souldiers, 

Hoft, 

W 0 M E H, 

Celia  alias  Evanthe,  Daughter  to  SeleucUs,  Mifiris 
to  Demetrius.  • 

Leucippe,  a Bawdy  Agent  for  the  Kings  luft. 
Ladies, 

Citizens  Wives, 

Governejfe  to  Celia. 

A Country-Woman, 

Phcebe,  her  Daughter, 

I 2 Servants  of  the  game* 


7 he  Scene  Greece. 

The  principal 
, > 

Henry  Condel,  ' 1 
John  Lon>in*  | 
Richard  Sharpe. 
Robert  Benfeild. 

Adors  were^ 

Jofeph  Taylor. 

William  Egleflone, 

1 John  ZJnderwood. 

\^homar  Polard. 

. '■  .r  * . • 

ASlus  primus,  Scenaprima, 

...  ........  . . .'  . - • • - ^ 

Enter  2 Ulhers,  and  C 

, T Vfhtr. 

' TT^  Ound,  round,  perfume  it  round,  quick,  look  ye 
Diligently  the  ftate  be  right,are  thefe  the  richeft 
Culhionsf  Fie,  fie,  who  waits i’th’ wardrobe  f 
2 But  pray  tell  me,  do  you  think  for  certain 

! Thefe  Embalfadours  Ihall  have  this  morning  audience  ? 

1 vpu  They  lliall  have  it : Lord  that  you  live  at  Court 
, And  underhand  not ! I tell  you  they  mult  have  it. 

2 vpi.  Upon  what  neceffity  ? 

I 'L'jfc.Still  you  are  out  of  the  trick  of  Court, fell  ybu'r  place, 

.if'  Br~  1 »■*■■■  ■ — 

jtooms  with  perfumes. 

Ladies  W Gentlemen. 

And  fow  your  grounds,  you  are  not  for  this  tillage. 

Madams,  the  bell  way  is  the  upper  lodgings, 

There  you  may  fee  at  eafe. 

We  thank  you,  Sir,  . Q£at.  Ladies,  Gent. 

I Would  you  have  all  thefe  flighted.^who  Ihould  report 

The Embafladors were handfome men.?  hisbeaird  _ (then, 
A neatone .?  the  fire  of  his  eyesquicker  than  lightning, 

And  when  it  breaks,  as  blafting  ? his  legs,  though  litlc  ones, 
Yet  movers  of  a mafs  of  underftanding  ? 

Bb  2 . . . ,Who[ 
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W'ho  fliall  commend  their  Cloaths  ? who  fliall  take  notice 
Of  the  moft  wife  behaviour  of  their  Feathers  .<* 

Ye  live  a raw  man  here. 

2 VJh.  1 think  1 do  fo. 

Enter  zOtizjcns^  andWivts. 

I Vjii.  Why,  whither  would  ye  all  prefs  ? 

1 Of.  Good  Maftert;]lifr.  (here, 

2 Of.  My  wife,  and  fome  few  of  my  honefl:  neighbours, 

1 Vf).  Prethee  begone  thou  and  thy  honefl;  Neighbours, 
Thou  lookfl:  like  an  Afs,  why,  whither  would  you  filh  face  ? 

2 Of.  If  I might  have 

j But  the  honour  to  fee  you  at  my  poor  houfe,  Sir, 

A Capon  bridled  and  flidled.  Tie  alTure  your  worfiiip, 

A fliouldcr  of  Mutton  and  a pottle  of  Wine,  Sir, 

I know  your  Brother,  he  was  as  like  ye, 

Aud  fhot  the  belt  at  Buts 

1 Vjl}.  A upon  thee. 

2 Of.  Some  Mufick  ITe  affure  you  too, 

My  toy.  Sir,  can  play  o’th’  Virginals. 

1 Prethee  good  toy. 

Take  away  thy  fhoulder  of  Mutton,  it  is  flie-blown, 

And  fiioulder  take  thy  flap  along,  here’s  no  place  for  ye  5 
Nay  then  you  had  belt  be  knock’d . Qt . 

Sntcr  Celia. 

fcl.  I wou’d  fain  fee  him. 

The  glory  of  this  place  makes  me  remember. 

But  dye  thofe  thoughts,  dye  all  but  my  defires. 

Even  thofe  to  death  are  lick  too ; he’s  not  here. 

Nor  how  my  eyes  may  guide  me 

I Vj}}.  What’s  your  bufinefs  ? 

Who  keeps  the  outward  door  there  ? here’s  fine  fiiuffling. 
You  waflicoateer  you  muftgo  back. 

Cd.  There  is  not, 

There  cannot  be,  fix  days  and  never  fee  me? 

! There  mult  not  be  defire  •,  Sir,  do  you  think 

That  if  you  had  a Miftris 

I Vf}.  Death,  flie  is  mad. 

(^d.  And  were  your  felf  an  honefl  man it  cannot 

1 Vjh.  W hat  a Devil  hafl  thou  to  do  with  me  or  my  ho- 

Will  you  be  jogging,  good  nimble  tongue,  (nefty  ? 

My  fellow  door-keeper. 

2 Vjh.  Prethee  let  her  alone, 
i Vjh.  The  King  is  coming. 

And  fliall  we  have  an  agent  from  the  Suburbs 
Come  to  crave  audience  too  ? 

Cd.  Before  I thought  ye 

T o have  a little  breeding,  fome  tang  of  Gentry  j 
But  now  1 take  ye  plainly, 

Without  the  help  of  any  perfpeeftive, 

For  that  ye  cannot  alter. 

1 Vjlj.  What’s  that 

Cd.  An  Afs,  Sir,  you  bray  as  like  one. 

And  by  ray  troth,  me  thinks  as  ye  Hand  now, 

Confidering  who  to  kick  next,  you  appear  to  me 
Juft  with  th^atkind  of  gravity,  and  wifdom^ 

Your  place  may  bear  the  name  of  Gentleman, 

Bnt  if  ever  any  of  that  butter  flick  to  yo\ir  bread — 

2 V^<j.  Youmuflbcmodefler. 

Cd.  Let  him  ufe  me  nobler. 

And  wear  good  Cloaths  to  do  good  Offices-, 

They  hang  upon  a fellow  of  his  vertue, 

As  though  they  hung  on  Gibbets. 

2 Vfh.  A pcriflous  wench. 

1 Vjh.  Thrufl  her  info  a corner,  I’le  no  more  on  her. 
zVjh.  You  have  enough,  go  pretty  Maid,  fland  clofe. 

And  ufe  that  little  tongue,  with  a little  more  temper. 

Cd.  \ thank  ye.  Sir. 

2 vpi.  When  the  fhow’s  pad, 

I’lc  have  ye  into  the  Cellar,  there  we’ll  dine. 

A v^ry  pretty  wench,  a witty  Rogue, 

And  there  v/c’Il  be  as  merry  ^ can  ye  be  merry  ? 

Ctl.  O very  merry.  • 


2 VjJj.Only  our  felves  -,  this  churlifh  fellow  fhall  not  know. 
Cd  By  no  means. 

2 Vjl}.  And  can  you  love  a little  f 
Cd.  Love  exceedingly  : 

I have  caufe  to  love  you,  dear  Sir. 

2 Vfi}.  Then  I’le  carry  y^, 

And  fliew  you  all  the  pidcures,  and  the  hangings, 

. The  Lodgings,  Gardens,  and  the  walks : and  then,  fweet, 
You  fliall  tell  me  where  you  lye. 

Cd.  Yes  marry  will  1. 

2 Vjh.  And’t  fliall  go  hard  but  Tie  fend  ye  a Venifon  Pafly, 
And  bring  a bottle  of  wine  along. 

1 Vjh.  Make  room  there. 

2 Vjh.  Room  there  afore,fland  clofe,  the  train  is  coining. 
Enter  King  knt\^oms,  Timon,  Charinthus,  Menippus. 

Cel.  Have  I yet  left  a beauty  to  catch  fools  ? 

Yet,  yet,  I fee  him  not.  Owhatamifery 
Is  love,  expeded  long,  deluded  longer 
Ant.  Condud  in  the  Embafladors. 

I V^j.  Make  room  there. 

Ant.  They  fliall  not  wait  long  anfwer - \lFlo(trijIj. 

Ck.  Yet  he  comes  not. 

^ Enter  3 Emhajfadors. 

Why  are  eyes  fet  on  thefe,  and  multitudes 
Follow  to  make  thefe  wonders  ? O good  gods ! 

What  Would  thefe  look  like  if  my  love  were  here? 

But  I am  fond,  forgetful. 

Ant.  Now  your  grievance. 

Speak  fliort,  and  have  as  ftiort  difpatcb. 

1 Emb.  Then  thus,  Sir  .*  j 

In  all  our  Royal  Mafters  names.  We  tell  you. 

Ye  have  done  injuflice,  broke  the  bonds  of  concord. 

And  from  their  equal  fliares,  from  Alexander 
Parted,  and  fo  poffefs’d,  not  like  a Brother, 

But  as  an  open  Enemy,  Ye  have  hedged  in 
Whole  Provinces,  nian’d  and  maintain’d  thefe  injuries  3 
And  daily  with  yourTword  (though  they  ftill  honour  ye) 
Make  bloudy  inroads,  take  Towns,  and  ruin  Caflles, 

And  flill  their  fufferance  feels  the  weight. 

2 Em.  Think  of  that  love  great, Sir,that  honor’d  friendfhip 
Your  felf  held  with  our  Matters,  think  of  that  flrength 
When  you  were  all  one  body,  all  one  mind  3 

When  all  your  fwords  flruck  one  way,  when  your  angers, 
Like  fo  many  brother  Billows  rofe  together, 

And  curling  up  your  foaming  Crefls,  defied 
Even  mighty  Kings,  and  in  their  falls  entomb’d  ’em  > 

O think  of  thefe  3 and  you  that  have  been  Conquerours, 

That  ever  led  your  Fortunes  open  ey’d. 

Chain’d  fall  by  confidence  3 you  that  fame  courted. 

Now  ye  want  Enemies  and  men  to  match  ye. 

Let  not  your  own  Swords  feek  your  ends  to  fliame  ye. 

Enter  Y^QVCiQX.nws  with  a Javelin  J and  Gentlemen, 


3 Em.  Choofe  which  you  will,  or  Peace  or  War, 

Wc  come  prepar’d  for  either. 

I Vjh.  Room  for  the  Prince  there. 

(jel.  Was  it  the  Prince  they  faid  ? how  my  heart  trembled ! 
Tis  he  indeed  3 what  a fweet  noble  fiercenefs 
Dwells  in  his  eyes ! young  Meleager  like, 

When  he  return’d  from  flaughter  of  the  Boar, 

Crown’d  with  the  loves  and  honours  of  the  people. 

With  all  thegallantyouth  oi  Greece.,  he  looks  now. 

Who  could  deny  him  love  ? 

Dem.  Hail  Royal  Father.  (Gent. 

Ant.  Ye  are  welcome  from  your  fport.  Sir,  do  you  fee  this 


fou  that  bring  Thunders  in  your 
fo  (hake  and  totter  my  defigns . 
You  men  of  poor  and  common  ; 
/Vhile  I admit  this  man,  myS 
rhat  in  one  look  carries  more  fir 
rhan  all  your  Mafters  in  their  lii 
^dmit  him  thus,  even  to  my  fid 


"ths,  and  Earthquakes 
a you  imagine 
shenfions) 
this  nature 
nd  fiercenefs, 
dare  I admit  him, 
ly  bofom. 

When 
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When  he  is  fit  to  rule,  when  all  men  cry  him, 

And  all  hopes  hang  about  his  head  *,  thus  place  him, 

His  weapon  hatched  in  bloud,  all  thefe  attending 
When  he  Ihall  make  their  fortunes,  all  as  fudden 
In  any  expedition  he  Ihall  point  ’em, 

As  arrows  from  a Tartars  bow,  and  fpeeding 
i:)are  I do  this,  and  fear  an  enemy? 

Fear  your  great  Mailer  ? yours?  or  yours? 

Dtm.  O Hercules ! 

Who  faics  you  do,  Sir  ? Is  there  any  thing 
In  thefe  mens  faces,  or  their  Mailers  aflious. 

Able  to  work  fuch  wonders  ? 

Cel.  Now  he  fpcaks : 

O I could  dwell  upon  that  tongue  for  ever. 

You  call  ’em  Rings,they  never  wore  thofe  Royalties, 
Nor  in  the  progrefs  of  their  lives  arriv’d  yet 
At  any  thought  of  King ; Imperial  dignities, 

And  powerful  God-like  adtions,  fit  for  Princes 
They  can  no  more  put  on,  and  make  ’em  fit  right. 

Than  1 can  with  this  mortal  hand  hold  Heaven ; 

Poor  petty  men,  nor  have  I yet  forgot 

The  chiefell  honours  time,  and  merit  gave  ’em : 

Ltfimachtts  your  Mailer,  at  the  belt. 

His  highelt,  and  his  hopeful’ll  Dignities 
Was  but  grand- mailer  of  the  Elephants  ^ 

Seleuchtti  of  the  Treafure  ^ and  for  Ptolomey, 

A thing  not  thought  on  then,  fcarce  heard  of  yet. 

Some  Mailer  of  Ammunition : and  mull  thefe  men — • 

Ctl.  What  a brave  confidence  flows  from  his  Ipirit ! 

0 fweet  young  man ! 

Dtm.  Mull  thefe  hold  pace  with  uSj 
And  on  the  fame  file  hang  their  memories  ? 

Mull  thefe  examine  what  the  wills  of  Kings  are  ? 

Preferibe  to  their  defigns,  and  chain  their  adtions 
To  their  rellraints  ? befriends,  and  foes  when  they  pleafe  ? 
Send  out  their  Thunders,  and  their  menaces. 

As  if  the  fate  of  mortal  things  were  theirs? 

Go  home  good  men,  and  tell  your  Mailers  from  u^, 

We  do  ’em  too  much  honour  to  force  from  ’em 
Their  barren  Countries,  ruin  their  vail  Cities, 

And  tell  ’em  out  of  love,  we  mean  to  leave  ’em 
(Since  they  will  needs  be  Kings)  no  more  to  tread  on. 

Than  they  have  able  wits,  and  powers  to  manage. 

And  fo  we  Ihall  befriend  ’em.  Ha ! what  does  Ihe  there  ? 
Emb.  This  is  your  anfwer  King? 
tAnt.  ’Tis  like  to  prove  fo. 

Dem.  Fie,  fweet,  what  makes  you  here  ? 

Cel.  Pray  ye  dO  not  chide  me. 

Dem.  You  do  your  felf  much  wrong  and  mci 
Cel.  Pray  you  pardon  me, 

1 feel  my  fault  which  only  was  committed 
Through  my  dear  love  to  you : I have  not  feen  ye. 

And  how  can  I live  then  ? I have  not  fpoke  to  ye 

Dem.  I know  this  week  ye  have  not  *,  I will  redeem  all. 
You  are  fo  tender  now,  think  where  you  are,  fweet. 

Cel.  What  other  light  have  I left  ? 

Dem.  Prethee 
Indeed  Tie  fee  you  prefently. 

Cel.  1 have  done.  Sir : 

You  will  not  mifs  ? 

Dem.  By  this,  and  this,  I will  not. 

, Cel.  ’Tis  in  your  will  and  I mull  be  obedient* 

Dem.  No  more  of  thefe  allemblies. 

Cel.  I am  commanded. 

I Vjh,  Room  for  the  Lady  there : Madam,  my  fervice— 

1 Cjent.  My  Coach  an’tpleale  you  Lady. 

2 Vjh.  Room  before  there. 

2  gent.  The  honour,  Madam,  but  to  wait  upon  you 

My  fervantsand  my  llate. 

Cel.  Lord,  how  they  flock  now  ? 

Before  I was  afraid  they  would  have  beat  me*. 

How  thefe  flies  play  i’th’  Sun-lhine  ? pray  ye  no  lervices, 
Or  if  ye  needs  muH  play  the  Hobby-horfes, 

Seek  out  fome  beauty  that  affeds  ’em : farewel. 


Nay  pray  ye  fparc ; Gentlemen  1 am  old  enough 
To  go  alone  at  thefe  years,  without  crutches. 

zVjh.  Well  I could  curie  now  .-but  that  will  not  help  me, 

I made  as  furc  account  of  this  wench  now,  immediately, 

Do  but  coiilidcr  how  the  Devil  has  crofl;  me. 

Meat  for  my  Mailer  flic  cries,  well 

5 £»».  Once  more.  Sir, 

We  ask  your  refolutions : Peace  or  War  yet  ? 

Dem.  W^ar,  War,  my  noble  Father. 

1 Em.  Thus  1 fling  it : 

And  fair  cy’d  peace,  farewel. 

./^nt.  You  have  your  anfwer  *, 

Condud  out  the  Embafladours,  and  give  ’em  Conroyes. 

-Dfw.Tcll  your  high  hearted  Mallers,they  fliallnot  leek  us, 
Nor  cool  i’th’  field  in  expedation  of  us, 

We’l  eafe  your  men  thofe  marches : In  their  llrengths. 

And  full  abilities  of  mind  and  courage, 

We’l  find  ’em  out,  and  at  their  bell  trim  buckle  with  ’em 
3 £»j.  You  will  find  fo  hot  a Souldier’s  welcome.  Sir, 

Your  favour  Ihall  not  freeze.  i 

2 Em.  A forward  Gentleman, 

Pity  the  Wars  Ihould  bruife  fuch  hopes 

l4nt.  Coiidud ’em fi£.r  j 

Now,  for  this  preparation ; where’s  Leontiw  ? 

Call  him  in  prelently ; for  I mean  in  perfon  Gentlemen 
My  felf,  with  my  old  fortune — ■ 

Dem.  Royal  Sir: 

Thus  low  I beg  this  honour : fame  already 
Hath  every  where  rais’d  Trophies  to  your  glory. 

And  conquell  now  grown  old,  and  weak  with  following 
The  weary  marches  and  the  bloody  Ihocks 
You  daily  fet  her  in:  ’tis  now  fcarcc  honour 
For  you  that  never  knew  to  fight,  but  conquer^ 

To  fparkle  fuch  poor  people : the  Royal  Eagle 
When  Ihe  hath  tri’d  yer  young  ones  ’gainll  the  Sun  j 
And  found  ’em  right ; next  teacheth  ’em  to  preyq 
Flow  to  command  on  wing,  and  check  below  her 
Even  Birds  of  noble  plume ; 1 am  your  own.  Sir, 

You  have  found  my  Ipirit,  try  it  now,  and  teach  it 
To  Hoop  whole  Kingdoms : leave  a little  for  me : 

Let  not  your  glory  be  fo  greedy.  Sir, 

To  eat  up  all  my  hopes  *,  you  gave  me  life, 

If  to  that  life  you  add  not  what’s  more  lalling  ‘ 

A noble  name,  for  man,  you  have  made  a fliadow  .* 

Blefs  me  this  day : bid  me  go  on,  and  lead. 

Bid  me  go  on,  no  lefs  fear’d,  than  Antigonm., 

And  to  my  maiden  fword,  tye  fall  your  fortune : 

I know  ’twill  fight  it  felf  then;  dear  Sir,  honour  me ; 

Never  fair  Virgin  long’d  fo. 

Ant.  Rife,  and  command  then, 

And  be  as  fortunate,  as  lexpedl  ye : 

I love  that  noble  will ; your  young  companion's 
Bred  up  and  foller’d  with  ye,  I hope  Demetrim^ 

You  will  make  fouldiers  too : they  mull  not  leave  ye. 

Enter  Leontius. 

2 Geni.  Never  till  life  leave  us.  Sir. 

Ant.  O LeontihSy 
Here’s  work  for  you  in  hand 4 
Leon.  I am  ev’n  right  glad,  Sir. 

For  by  my  troth,  I am  now  grown  old  with  idlehefs  j 
1 hear  we  fliall  abroad.  Sir. 

Ant.  Yes,  and  prefently. 

But  who  think  you  commands  now  ?' 

Leon.  Who  commands.  Sir? 

Methinks  mine  eye  fhould  guide  me  : can  there  be 
(If  you  your  lelf  will  fpare  him  fo  much  honour) 

Any  found  out  to  lead  before  your  Armies, 

So  full  of  faith,  and  fire,  as  brave  Demetrius  ? 

King  Philips  Son,  at  his  years  was  an  old  Souldier,' 

’Tis  time  his  Fortune  be  o’  wing,  high  time.  Sir, 

So  many  idle  hours,  as  here  he  loyters, 

So  many  ever  living  names  he  lofes, 

I hope  ’tis  he; 

, • oyfnt. 
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tyir.t.  ’Tis  he  indeed,  and  nobly 
He  lhali  let  forward : draw  you  all  thofe  Garrifons 
Upon  the  frontiers  as  you  pais : to  thole 
Joyn  thefe  in  pay  at  home,  our  ancient  fouldicrs, 

And  as  you  go  prefs  all  the  Provinces. 

Lto.  W e fliall  not  ned ; 

Believe,  this  hopefull  Gentleman 

Can  want  no  fwordSjnorhoneft  hearts  to  follow  him, 

W'e  fliall  be  full,  no  fear  Sir. 

You  LeontiuSy 

Becaufe  you  arc  an  old  and  faithfull  fervant, 

And  know  the  wars,  with  all  his  vantages. 

Be  near  to  his  inflrudions,  left  his  youth 
Lolc  valours  beft  companion,  ftaid  difcrction, 

Shew  where  to  lead, to  lodge,to  charge  with  fafeticj 
In  execution  not  to  break,  nor  fcatter. 

But  with  a provident  anger,  follow  nobly: 

Not  covetous  of  blood,  and  death,  but  honour, 

Be  ever  near  his  watches  i cheer  his  labours, 

And  where  his  hope  Hands  fair.provoke  his  valour; 

Love  him,and  think  itnodillionour(my  Bemctritii) 

To  wear  this  Jewel  near  thee  •,  he  is  a tri’d  one. 

And  one  that  even  in  fpight  of  time,  that  funk  him. 

And  frofted  up  his  ftrength,  will  yet  Hand  by  thee, 

And  with  the  proudeft  of  thine  Enemies 
Exchange  for  bloud,and  bravely .-  take  his  Counfel. 

Leo.  Your  grace  hath  made  me  young  again, and  wanton. 

A}2t.  Shemuft  be  known  and  fuddenly: 

Do  ye  know  her  ? {to  MimppHs. 

Gent.  Char.  No,  believe  Sir. 

Ar.t.  Did  you  obferve  her,  Timon  ? 

Ttm.  I look’d  on  her. 

But  what  (he  is 

Ant.  I muft  have  that  found. 

Come  in  and  take  your  leave. 

Ttm.  And  fome  few  Prayers  along. 

Dem.  I know  my  duty,  {Exit  Ant. 

You  fnall  be  half  my  Father. 

Leo.  All  your  Servant : 

Come  Gentlemen,  you  are  refolv’d  I am  fure 
To  fee  thefe  wars. 

1 Gent.  We  dare  not  leave  his  fortunes, 

Though  moft  aflur’d  death  hung  round  about  us, 

Leo  That  bargain’s  yet  to  make  ^ 

Be  not  too  hafty,  when  ye  face  the  Enemie, 

Nor  too  ambitious  to  get  honour  inftantly. 

But  charge  within  your  bounds,  and  keep  clofe  bodies. 

And  you  (hall  fee  what  fport  we’l  make  thefe  mad  caps*, 

You  (hall  have  game  enough,  I warrant  ye. 

Every  mans  Cock  (hall  fight. 

Dem.  I muft  go  fee  Sir.* 

Brave  Sir,  as  foon  as  1 have  taken  leave. 

Tie  meet  you  in  the  park  *, 

Draw  the  men  thither, 

W'ait  you  upon  Leontim. 

(^cn.  We’l  attend  Sir. 

Leo.  But  I bcfeech  your  Grace,  with  fpeed  j the  fooner 
We  are  i’th’  field. 

Dem.  You  could  not  pleafe  me  better.  { E.xit. 

Leo.  Younever  (awthe  wars  yet? 
qent.  Not  yet  Colonel. 

Leo.  Thefe  foolifli  Miftrefles  do  fo  hang  about  ye. 

So  whimper,  and  fo  hug,  I know  it  Gentlemen, 

And  fo  intice  ye,  now  ye  are  i’th’  bud  *, 

And  that  fweet  tilting  war,  with  eyes  and  kifles, 

Th’  alarms  of  foft  vows,  and  fighs,  and  fiddle  faddics, 

Spoils  all  our  trade : you  muft  forget  thefe  knick  knacks, 

A woman  at  fome  time  of  year,  I grant  ye 
She  is  ncceflarie  *,  but  make  no  bufinefs  of  her. 

' How  now  Lieutenant  ? 

1 

Enter  Lieutenant. 

Lieti.  Oh  Sir,  as  ill  as  ever  *, 

We  ftiall  have  wars  they  fay  ^ they  arc  muftring  yonder  *. 


i Would  we  vs'cre  at  it  once : fie,  how  it  plagues  me. 

Leo.  Here’s  one  has  ferved  now  under  Caj^tain 
And  crackt  a Pike  in’s  youth  : you  fee  what’s  come  on’t. 
Lkn.  No,  my  difeafe  will  never  prove  fo  honourable. 
Leo.  Why  fure,  thou  haft  the  beft  pox. 

Lieu.  If  I have  ’em, 

I am  fure  I got  ’em  in  the  beft  company ; 

They  arc  pox  of  thirty  Coats. 

Leo.  Thou  haft  mewed  ’em  finely : 

Here’s  a ftrange  fellow  now,  and  a brave  fellow, 

If  we  may  fay  fo  of  a pocky  fellow, 

(Which  1 believe  we  may)  this  poor  Lieutenant  ^ 

Whether  he  have  the  fcratches,or  the  fcabs. 

Or  what  a Devil  it  be.  Tie  fay  this  for  him, 

There  fights  no  braver  Ibuldier  under  Sun,  Gentlemen  *, 
Show  him  an  Enemie,  his  pain’s  forgot  ftraight  ^ 

And  where  other  men  by  beds  and  bathes  have  ea(e, 

And  eafie  rules  of  Phylick*,  fet  him  in  a danger, 

A danger,  that’s  a fearfull  one  indeed. 

Ye  rock  him,  and  he  will  fo  play  about  ye, 

Let  it  be  ten  to  one  he  ne’er  comes  oft'again. 

Ye  have  his  heart : and  then  he  works  it  bravely. 

And  throughly  bravely ; not  a pang  remembred : 

I havefeen  him  dofiich  things,  belief  would  (brink  at. 

Gent.  ’Tis  ftrange  he  (hould  do  all  this,  and  difeas’d  fo. 
Leo.  I am  fure  ’tis  true : Lieutenant, canft  thou  drink  well? 
Lieu.  Would  1 were  drunk,  dog-drunk,  I might  not  reel 
Gent.  I would  take  Phyfick.  ( this. 

Lieu.  But  1 would  know  my  difeafe  firft.  (backward  ? 
Leon.  Why  ? it  may  be  the  Colique:  canft  thou  blow 
Lieu.  There’s  never  a bag  pipe  in  the  Kingdom  better. 
qent.  Is’t  not  a pleurefie  .? 

Lieu.  ’Tis  any  thing 

That  has  the  Devil,  and  death  in’t:  will  ye  march  Gentle- 
The  Prince  has  taken  leave.  (men  ? 

Leo.  How  know  ye  that  ? 

Lieu.  I faw  him  leave  the  Court,difpatch  his  followers. 
And  luethim  after  in  a byftreet : I think 
He  has  fome  wench,  or  fuch  a toy,  to  lick  over 
Before  he  go : would  I had  fuch  another 
To  draw  this  foolifli  pain  down. 

Leo.  Let’s  away  Gentlemen, 

For  fure  the  Prince  will  ftay  on  us. 

Gent.  We’l  attend  Sir.  {Exeunt. 

SCEN  A II. 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Celia, 

Cel.  Muft  ye  needs  go  ? 

Dem.  Or  (lay  with  all  diflionoiir. 

Cel.  Are  there  not  men  enough  to  fight  ? 

Dem.  Fie  Celia. 

This  ill  becomes  the  noble  love  you  bear  me  *, 

Would  you  liave  your  love  a coward  ? 

Ccl.  No^  believe  Sir, 

I would  have  him  fight,  but  not  fo  far  olTfrom  me. 

Dem.  Wouldft  have  it  thus  ? or  thus  1 

Cel.  If  that  be  fighting  

Dem.  Ye  wanton  fool : when  I come  home  again 
Tic  fight  with  thee,  at  thine  own  weapon  Celia, 

And  conquer  thee  too. 

Cel.  That  you  have  done  already. 

You  need  no  other  Arms  to  me,  but  thefe  Sir  *, 

But  will  you  fight  your  felf  Sir  ? 

Dem.  Thus  deep  in  blond  wench, 

And  through  the  thickeft  ranks  of  Pikes. 

Cel.  Spur  bravely 

Your  firie  Courfer,  beat  the  troops  before  ye. 

And  crambthc  mouth  of  death  with  executions. 

Dem,  I would  do  more  than  thefe  ; But  prethee  tell  me, 
Tell  me  my  fair,  where  got’ft  thou  this  male  Spirit  i 
I wonder  at  thy  mind. 

Cel.  Were  I a man  then. 

You  would  wonder  more. 

Dem. 
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Dim.  Sure  thou  wouldfl:  prove  a Souldicr, 

And  fome  great  Leader. 

Ccl.  Sure  I (hould  do/omewhat  j 
And  the  firft  thing  I did,  I Ihould  grow  envious, 

Extreamly  envious  of  your  youth,  and  honour. 

‘Dcm.  And  figntagainltme.? 

Ctl.  Ten  to  one,  Ifhoulddoit, 

‘Dem.  Thou  wouldit  not  hurt  me  ? 

Ol.  In  this  mind  I am  in 
I think  I Ihould  be  hardly  brought  to  ftrike  ye, 

Unlels  ’twere  thus  j but  in  my  mans  mind 

Dem,  What  ? 

Cel.  I Ihould  be  friends  with  you  too. 

Now  I think  better, 

Dem.  Ye  are  a tall  Souldier  *. 

Here,  take  thefe,  and  thefc  ; 

This  gold  to  furni.lh  ye,  and  keep  this  bracelet  \ 

Why  do  you  weep  now  ? 

You  a mafeuline  Spirit  ? 

Cel.  No,  1 confefs,  I am  a fool,  a woman  : 

And  ever  when  I part  with  you 

Dem.  You  lhall  not, 

Thefe  tears  are  like  prodigiousfigns,  my  fweet  one, 

1 lhall  come  back,  loaden  with  fame, to  honour  thee.  ^ ' 

Cel.  1 hope  you  lhall : 

But  then  my  dear  Demetr'mSj 
When  you  Hand  Conquerour,  and  at  your  mercy 
All  people  bow, and  all  things  wait  your  fentence  j 
Say  then  your  eye  (furveying  all  your  conqueft) 

Finds  out  a beautie,  even  inforrow  excellent, 

A conftantjface,  that  in  the  midft  of  ruine 

With  a forc’d  fmile,both  fcorns  atfate,and  fortune:  ' 

Say  you  find  fuch  a one,  fo  nobly  fortified. 

And  in  her  figure  all  the  fweets  of  nature  ? 

Dem.  Prethee, 

No  more  of  this,  I cannot  find  her. 

Cf/.That  Ihews  as  far  beyond  my  wither’d  beauty  j 
And  will  run  mad  to  love  ye  too. 

Dem.  Do  you  fear  me, 

And  do  you  think,  befides  this  face,  this  beauty, 

This  heart,  where  all  my  hopes  are  lock’d ■ 

Cel.  I dare  not: 

No  fure,  I think  ye  honeft  •,  wondrous  honeft. 

Pray  do  not  frown,  I’le  fwear  ye  are. 

Dem.  Ye  may  choofe. 

Cel.  But  how  long  will  ye  be  away  ? 

Dem.  I know  not. 

Cel.  I know  you  are  angry  now  ; pray  look  upon  me : 

Tie  ask  no  more  fuch  queftions. 

, Dem.  The  Drums  beat, 

I -can  no  longer  ftay. 

Cel.  They  do  but  call  yet : 

How  fain  you  would  leave  ray  Company  ? 

Dem.  I wou’d  not, 

llnlefs  a greater  power  than  love  commanded, 

Commands  my  life,  mine  honour. 

Cel.  But  a little. 

Dem.  Prethee  farewel,  and  be  not  doubtfull  of  me. 

Cel.  I would  not  have  ye  hurt : and  ye  are  fo  ventrous — 
But  good  fweet  Prince  preferve  your  felf,  fight  nobly,  | 
But  do  not  thruft  this  body,  ’tis  not  yours  now, 

’Tismine,  ’tis  only  mine : do  not  feek  wounds,  Sir, 

For  every  drop  of  blood  you  bleed 

Dem.  I will  CelU, 

I will  be  carefull. 

Cel.  My  heart,  that  loves  ye  dearly. 

Dem.  Prethee  no  more,  we  muft  part : & Drums  a 

Hark,  they  march  now.  \March. 

Ol.  Pox  on  thefe  bawling  Drums : I am  fure  you’l  kifs 
But  one  kifs  ? what  a parting’s  this  ? (me, 

Dem.  Here  take  me, 

And  do  what  thou  wilt  with  me,  fmothermej 
But  (till  remember,  if  your  fooling  with  me, 

Make  me  forget  the  trull 


Ccl.  I have  done : farewel  Sir, 

Never  look  back,  you  lhall  not  flay,  not  a minute. 
Dem.  I mull  have  one  farewel  more. 

Cel.  No,  the  Drums  beat  ^ 

I dare  not  Hack  your  honour ; not  a hand  more, 
Only  this  look  •,  the  gods  prderve,  and  favc  yc. 


ytSlffs  Secundum.  Seena  Prima. 

Enter  Antigonus,  Carinthus,  Timon. 

XX  7* Hat,have  ye  found  her  out  ? 

VV  Char.  We  have  hcarkned  after  her. 

.Ant.  What’s  that  to  my  defire  ? 

Char.  Your  grace  mult  give  us  time, 

And  a little  means. 

Tim.  She  is  fure  a ftranger, 

If  Ihe  were  bred  or  known  here 

Ant.  Your  dull  endeavours 

Enter  Menippus. 

Should  never  be  employ’d.  Welcom  Mnippus. 

Men.  I have  found  her  Sir, 

I mean  the  place  flie  is  lodg’d  in  ^ her  name  is 
And  much  adoe  I had  to  purchale  that  too. 

Ant.  Doll  think  Demetrius  loves  her  ? 
eJMen.  Much  I fear  it. 

But  nothing  that  way  yet  can  win  for  certain, 
rie  tell  your  grace  within  this  hour. 

Aat.  A ftranger  ? 

Men.  Without  all  doubt. 

Ant.  But  how  Ihould  he  come  to  her  i*  s 

Men.  There  lies  the  marrow  of  the  matter  hid  yet. 

Ant.  Haft  thou  been  with  thy  wife  ? 

Men.  No  Sir,  I am  going  to  her. 

Ant.  Go  and  difpatch,  and  meet  me  in  the  garden, 

And  get  all  out  ye  can.  f SAt. 

Men.  Tie  doe  my  bell  Sir*  \_£xit. 

Tim.  Bleft  be  thy  wife,  thou  wert  an  arrant  afs  elfe. 

Char.  I,  Ihe  is  a ftirring  woman  indeed  : 

There’s  a brain  Brother. 

Tim.  There’s  not  a handfom  wench  of  any  mettle 
Within  an  hundred  miles,  but  her  intelligence  ^ 

Reaches  her,  and  out-reaches  her,  and  brings  her 
As  confidently  to  Court,  as  to  a fanduary : 

What  had  his  mouldy  brains  ever  arriv’d  at. 

Had  not  Ihe  beaten  it  out  o’th’  Flint  to  faften  him  ? 

They  fay  Ihe  keeps  an  office  of  Concealments ; 

There  is  no  young  wench,  let  her  be  a Saint, 

Unlefs  Ihe  liye  i’th’ Center,  but  Ihe  finds  her. 

And  every  Way  prepares  addrelles  to  her : 

If  my  wife  Would  have  followed  her  courfe  Charinthus^ 

Her  lucky  courfe,  I had  the  day  before  him  : 

0 what  might  I have  been  by  this  time,  Brother.^ 

But  Ihe  (forfooth)  when  I put  thefe  things  to  her, 

Thefe  things  of  honeft  thrift,  groans,  O my  confcience. 

The  load  upon  my  confcience, when  to  make  us  cuckolds,^' 
They  have  no  more  burthen  than  a brood-groofe.  Brother  *, 
But  let’s  doe  what  we  can,  though  this  wench  fail  us. 
Another  of  a new  way  will  be  lookt  at : 

Come,  let’s  abroad,  and  beat  our  brains,  time  may 
For  all  his  wifdom,  yet  give  us  a day.  \^£xeunt. 

SCENA  II. 

Drum  within^  Alarm,  Enter  Demetrius,  and  Leontius. 

Dem.  I will  not  fee  ’em  fall  thus,  give  me  way  Sir, 

1 lhall  forget  you  love  me  elfe. 

Leo.  Will  ye  lofe  all  ? 

For  me  to  be  forgotten,  to  be  hated, 

Nay  never  to  have  been  a man,  is  nothing. 

So 
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So  you,  and  thole  we  have  prefervM  from  llaughtcr 
' Come  fafcly  off.  Dcm.  1 have  loft  my  felf, 

Leo.  You  are  cozen’d. 

Dem,  And  am  moft  miferable. 

Leo.  There’s  no  man  fo,  but  he  that  makes  himfelf  fo. 

Dem.  I will  goc  on. 

Leo.  You  mull  not;  I fliall  tell  you  then. 

And  tell  you  true,  that  man’s  unfit  to  govern. 

That  cannot  guide  himfelf:  you  lead  an  Army  ? 

That  haw  not  fo  much  manly  fuff ’ranee  left  ye, 

To  bear  a lofs? 

Dent.  Charge  but  once  more  Leontins.^ 

My  friends  and  my  companions  are  engag’d  all. 

Leo.  Nay  give  ’em  loft,  I faw  ’em  off  their  horfe^, 

And  the  enemy  mafter  of  their  Arms  ^ nor  could  then 
The  policie,  nor  ftrength  of  man  redeem  ’em. 

Dem.  And  fhall  I know  this,  and  ftand  fooling  ? 

Leo.  By  my  dead  Fathers  foul  you  ftir  not.  Sir, 

Or  if  you  doe,you  make  your  way  through  me  fitft, 

Dem.  Thon  art  a Coward. 

Leo.  To  prevent  a Madman. 

None  but  your  Fathers  Son,  durft  call  me  fo, 

'Death  if  he  did — Muft  I be  fcandal’d  by  ye. 

That  hedg’d  m all  the  helps  I had  to  fave  ye  > 

Thar,  where  there  was  a valiant  weapon  ftirring, 

Both  fearch’d  it  out,  and  Tingl’d  it,  unedg’d  it. 

For  fear  it  fliould  bite  you,  am  I a coward  ? 

Go,  get  ye  up,  and  tell  ’em  ye  are  the  Kings  Son  ^ 

Hang  all  your  Ladys  favours  on  your  Creft, 

And  let  them  fight  their  fhares  •,  fpur  to  deftrudion. 

You  cannot  mifs  the  way  : be  bravely  defperate. 

And  your  young  friends  before  ye,  that  loft  this  battel. 
Your  honourable  friends,  that  knew  no  order. 

Cry  out,  Antigonns,  the  old  Antigonus., 

The  wife  and  fortunate  Antigonus ., 

The  great,  the  valiant,  and  the  fear’d  Antigoms., 

Has  lent  a defperate  fon,  without  diferetion 
Tobury  in  an  hour  his  age  of  honour. 

Dem.  I am  afhamed. 

Leo.  ’Tis  ten  to  one,  1 die  with  ye; 

The  coward  will  not  long  be  after  ye  ^ 

1 fcorn  to  fay  I faw  you  fall,  figh  for  ye. 

And  tell  a whining  tale,  fome  ten  years  after 
To  boyes  and  girlcs  in  an  old  chimney  corner. 

Of  what  a Prince  we  had,  how  bravely  fpirited  \ 

How  young  and  fair  he  fell : we’l  all  go  with  ye. 

And  ye  fhall  fee  us  all,  like  facrifices 
In  our  beft  trim,  fill  up  the  mouth  ofruine. 

Will  this  faith  fatisfie  your  folly  ? can  this  fhow  ye 
’Tis  not  to  die  we  fear,  but  to  die  poorly. 

To  fall,  forgotten,  in  a multitude  ? 

If  you  will  needs  tempt  fortune  now  fhe  has  hekl  ye. 

Held  ye  from  finking  up. 

Dem.  Pray  do  not  kill  me, 

Thefe  words  pierce  deeper  than  the  wounds  I fuffer, 
Thefmarting  wounds  of  lofs, 

Lee.  Ye  are  too  tender;, 

Fortune  has  hours  of  lofs,  and  hours  of  honour. 

And  the  moft  valiant  feel  them  both : take  comfort. 

The  next  is  ours,  I have  a foul  deferies  it : 

The  angry  bull  never  goes  back  for  breath. 

But  when  he  means  to  arm  his  fury  double. 

Let  this  day  fet,  but  not  the  memorie, 

And  we  fhall  find  a tinne : How  now  Lieutenant  ? 

Enter  Lieutenant. 

Lieu.  I know  not ; I am  mail’d ; we  are  bravely  beaten. 
All  our  young  gallants  loft. 

Leo.  Thou  art  hurt.  Lieu.  I am  pepper’d, 

1 was  i’th’  midft  of  all ; and  bang’d  of  all  hands : 

They  made  an  anvile  of  my  head,  it  rings  yet  j 
Never  fo  thrcfh’d : do  you  call  this  fame  I have  fam’d  it  j 
I have  got  immortal  fame,  but  I’le  no  more  on’t  •, 
ric  no  fuch  fcratching  Saint  to  ferve  hereafter  ■, 


O’  my  confcicnce  I was  kill’d  above  twenty  times,^ 

And  yet  1 know  not  what  a Devil’s  in’t, 

I crawled  away, and  lived  again  ftill ; I am  hurt  plaguily. 
But  now  1 have  nothing  near  fo  much  pain  Colonel, 

They  have  fliced  me  for  that  maladie. 

Dem.  All  the  young  men  loft 

Lie.  I am  glad  you  are  here;but  they  arC  all  i’th’pound  fir, 
They’l  never  ride  o’re  other  mens  corn  again,  I take  it, 
Such  frisking,  and  fuch  flaunting  with  their  feathers. 

And  fuch  careering  with  their  Miftres  favours ; ' 

And  here  muft  he  be  pricking  out  for  honour, 

And  there  got  he  a knock,  and  down  goes  pilgarlick,  ' 
Commends  his  foul  to  his  fhe-faint,  and  Exit. 

Another  fpurs  in  there,  cryes  make  room  villains, 

I am  a Lord,  ftarce  Ipoken,  but  with  reverence 
A Rafcal  takes  him  o’re  the  face,  and  fells  him  \ 

Tlicrc  lyes  the  Lord,  the  Lord  be  withhiin. 

Leo.  Now  Sir, 

Do  you  find  this  truth  ? 

Dem.  I would  not.  Lien.  Pox  upon  it. 

They  have  fuch  tender  bodies  too ; fuch  Culifles, 

That  one  good  handfom  blow  breaks  ’em  a pieces. 

Leo.  How  ftands  the  Enemy  ? 

Lieu.  "Even  cool  enough  too : 

For  to  fay  truth  he  has  been  fhrewdly  heated. 

The  Gentleman  no  doubt  will  fall  to  his  jewlips. 

Leo.  He  marches  not  i’th’  tail  on’s. 

Lieu.  No,  plague  take  him, 

He’l  kifs  our  tails  as  foon  •,  he  looks  upon  us. 

As  if  he  would  fay,  if  ye  will  turn  again,  friends. 

We  will  belabor  you  a little  better, 

And  beat  a little  more  care  into  your  coxcombs. 

Nov;  fhall  we  have  damnable  Ballads  out  againft  us, 

Moft  wicked  madrigals ; and  ten  to  one,CoIonel, 

Sung  to  fuch  lowfie,  lamentable  tunes. 

Leo.  Thou  art  merry. 

How  e’re  the  game  goes ; good  Sir  be  not  troubled, 

A better  day  will  draw  this  back  again. 

Pray  go,  and  cheer  thofe  left,  and  lead  ’em  offj 
They  are  hot,  and  weary. 

Dem.  Tie  doe  any  thing. 

Leo.  Lieutenant,  fend  one  prefently  away 
Toth’  King,  and  let  him  know  our  ftate : and  hark  ye. 

Be  fure  the  meflenger  advife  his  Majeftie 
To  comfort  up  the  Prince : he’s  full  of  fadnefs. 

Lieu.  When  fliall  I get  a Surgeon  .<*  this  hot  weather, 
Unlefs  I be  well  pepper’d,  I fhall  ftink,CoIonel. 

Leo.  Go,  rie  prepare  thee  one. 

Lieu.  If  ye  catch  me  then , 

Fighting  again,  I’le  eat  hay  with  a horfe. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Leucippe  (rending)  and  two  Aiaids  at  a Table  writing. 

Leu.  Have  ye  written  to  Merione  ? 

'I  ejdia.  Yes,  Madam. 

Leu.  And  let  her  underftand  the  hopes  fhe  has, 

If  fhe  come  fpcedilie 

I Ma.  All  thefe  are  fpecified. 

Leu.  And  of  the  chain  is  fent  her. 

And  the  rich  fluff  to  make  her  fhew  more  handfom  here? 

1 Maid.  All  this  is  done.  Madam. 

Leu.  What  have  you  difpatcht  there? 

2 Matd.  A letter  to  the  Country  maid,  and’t  pleafe  ye. 

Leu.  A pretty  girle,  but  peevifh,  plaguy  peevifh : 

Have  ye  bought  the  embroydered  gloves,  and  that  purfe  for 
And  the  new  Curie  ? (her, 

2 Maid.  They  are  ready  packt  up  Madam. 

Leu.  Her  maiden  head  will  yield  me  \ let  me  fee  now ; 

She  is  not  fifteen  they  fay  .•  for  her  complexion 

Ctoe.,  Clocy  C^ey  here,  1 have  her, 

Cloey  the  Daughter  of  a Country  Gentleman  5 
Her  age  upon  fifteen : now  her  complexion, 

A lovely  brown  j here  ’tis  •,  eyes  black  and  rolling,  | 

TItc  ' 
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The  hotly  neatly  built : fhc  ftrikes  a Lute  well, 

Sines  molt  iiiticingly , thefc  helps  conlider’d, 

Her  maiden-head  will  amount  to  lome  three  hundred, 
Orthree  hundred  and  fifty  Crowns,’twiIl  bear  it  handfomly. 
Her  Father’s  poor,  fome  little  lhare  deducted, 

To  buy  him  a hunting  Nag ; I,  ’twill  be  pretty. 

Who  takes  care  of  the  Merchants  Wife  ? 

I I have  wrought  her. 

LtH.  You  know  for  whom  Ihe  is  ? 

I Ma.  Very  well,  Madam, 

Though  very  much  ado  1 had  to  make  her 
Apprehend  that  happinefs. 

Leu.  Thefe  Kind  are  fubtile  •, 

Did  Ihe  not  cry  and  blubber  when  you  urg’d  her  ? (perilh. 

I Ma.  O moll  extreamly,  and  fwore  Ihe  would  rather 

Leu.  Good  figns,  very  good  figns, 

Symptoms  of  ealie  nature. 

Had  Ihe  the  Plate  ? 

1 Ma.  She  looktupon’t,and  leftit. 

And  turn’d  again,  and  view’d  it. 

Leu.  Very  well  ftill. 

I Ma.  At  length  Ihe  was  content  to  let  it  lye  there, 

Till  lead’d  for’t,  orfo. 

Leu.  She  will  come  ? 

I Ma.  Do  you  take  me 

For  fuch  a Fool,  I would  part  without  that  promife  ? 

Leu.  The  Chamber’s  next  the  Park. 

1 Ma.  The  Widow,  Madam, 

You  bad  me  look  upon. 

Leu.  Hang  her,  flieismufty: 

She  is  no  mans  meat  ^ befides,  (he’s  poor  and  (luttifh : 
Where  lyes  old  now,  you  are  fo  long  now 

2 Ma.  rhtsbe,Thisbe.,Thisbey^^QntThisbe,OlhQ.VQhcT, 
She  lyes  now  in  Nicopolis. 

Leu.  Difpatch  a Packet, 

And  tell  her,  her  Superiour  here  commands  her 
The  next  month  not  to  fail,  but  fee  deliver’d 
Here  to  our  ufe,  fome  twenty  young  and  handfom, 

As  alfo  able  Maids,  for  the  Court  fervice, 

As  Ihe  will  anfwer  it : we  are  out  of  beauty. 

Utterly  out,  and  rub  the  time  away  here 

With  fuch  blown  (tuff,  1 am  alham’d  to  fend  it.  f Knocks 

Who’s  that?  lookout,  to  your  bufinefs,  Maid, 

There’s  nothing  got  by  idlenefs:  there  is  a Lady, 

Which  if  I can  but  buckle  with,  Jltea^ 

Ay  Ay  Ay  Ay  Alteu  youog,  and  married. 

And  a great  lover  of  her  husband,  well. 

Not  to  be  brought  to  Court!  fayyefo?  lamforry,  (is’t? 
The  Court  (hall  be  brought  to  you  then  ^ how  now,  who 
I Ma.  An  ancient  woman,  with  a maid  attending, 

A pretty  Girl,  but  out  of  Cloaths  •,  for  a little  money. 

It  feems  (he  would  put  her  to  your  bringing  up,  Madam, 

Btjter  Woman  and  Phebe. 

Leu.  Let  her  come  in.  Would  you  ought  with  us,  good 
1 pray  be  (hort,  we  are  full  of  bufinefs.  (woman? 

Wq.  I have  a tender  Girl  here,  an’t  pleafe  your  honour. 
Leu.  Very  well. 

Worn.  That  hath  a great  defire  to  ferve  your  worlhip. 
Leu.  It  may  be  (b  •,  I am  full  of  Maids. 

Worn.  She  is  young  forfooth 

And  for  her  truth ; and  as  they  fay  her  bearing.  (pulfe. 
Leu.  Ye  fay  well ; come  ye  hither  maid,  let  me  feel  your 
’Tis  fomewhat  weak,  but  Nature  will  grow  ftronger, 

Let  me  fee  your  leg,  (he  treads  but  low  i’th’  Pafterns. 

Worn.  A cork  Heel,  Madam. 

Leu.  We  know  what  will  do  it. 

Without  your  aim,good  woman  5 what  do  you  pitch'  her  dt  ? 

She’s  but  a flight  toy cannot  hold  out  long. 

Worn.  Even  what  you  think  is  meet. 

Leu.  ,Give  her  ten  Crowns,  we  are  full  of  bufinefs^ 

She  is  a poor  Woman,  let  her  take  aCheefehome. 

I Enter  the  wench  i’  th’  Office.  Worn,  and  i Ma. 

z Ma.  What’s  your  name,  Sifter? 


Fhe.  Fhebcy  forfooth.  1 

Leu.  A pretty  name  ’twill  do  well : 1 

Go  in,  and  let  the  other  Maid  inftrudl  you,  [Ex.  Fhe. 

Let  my  old  Velvet  skirt  be  made  fit  for  her.  1 

ril  put  her  into  a(fl;ion  for  a Wall-coat ; 1 

And  when  I have  rigg’d  her  up  once,  this  final  1 Pinnace 
Shall  fail  for  Gold, and  good  Itore  too-,  who’s  there?  f 
Lord,  (liall  wc  never  have  any  cafe  in  this  world ! \n>ithin  I 
Still  troubled  ! ftill  molefted ! what  would  you  have  ? I 

Enter  Menippe. 

I cannot  furniffi  you  faft'er  than  I am  able. 

And  ye  were  my  Husbanda  thoufand  times,  I cannot  do  it. 

At  lead  a dozen  pods  are  gone  this  morning  j 

For  fcveral  parts  of  the  Kingdom : I can  do  no  more  1 

But  pay  ’em,  and  indrudt’em. 

Men.  Prithee,  goOd  fweet  heart, 

I come  not  to  difturb  thee,  nor  dilhourage  thee,  1 

I know  thou  labour’d  truly ; hark  in  thine  car. 

Leu.  Ha  1 1 

What  do  you  make  fo  dainty  on’t  ? look  there 
I am  an  Afs,  I can  do  nothing. 

Men.  Celia  ? 1 

I,  this  is  (he  y a ftranger  born. 

Leu.  What  would  you  give  for  niore  how  ? 

Men.  Prithee,  my  bed  Leucippe,  there’s  much  hangs  on’t, 
Lodg’d  at  the  end  of  Mars’s  ftreet  ? that’s  true  too 1 
At  the  fack  of  fuch  a Town,  by  fuCh  a Souldier  I 

Preferv’d  a Prifoner ; and  by  Prince  Demetrius  1 

Bought  from  that  man  again,  maintain’d  and  favour’d : 

How  came  you  by  this  knowledg  ? 

Leu.  Poor,  weak  man, 

I have  a thoufand  eyes,  when  thou  art  fleeping,  ' 

Abroad,  and  full  of  bufinefs. 

Men.  You  never  try’d  her?  ' 

Leu.  No,  (he  is  beyond  my  level  j fo  hedg’d  in 

By  the  Princes  infinite  Love  and  Favour  to  her 

aJMen.  She  is  a handfome  Wench. 

Leu.  A delicate,  and  knows  it  ^ 

And  out  of  th,at  proof  arms  her  felf. 

Men.  Come  in  then; 

I have  a great  defign  from  the  King  to  you. 

And  you  muft  work  like  wax  now. 

Lea.  On  this  Lady? 

Men.  On  this,  and  all  your  wits  call  home. 

Leu'.  I have  done 

Toys  in  my  time  of  fome  note  •,  old  as  I am, 

I think  my  brains  will  work  without  barm ; 

Take  up  the  Books. 

iJMen.  As  we  go  in.  I’ll  tell  ye.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  i V. 

Enter  Antigonus,  Timon,  Lords  and  a Souldier. 

Ant.  No  face  of  forrow  for  this  lofs , ’twill  choak  him, 
Nor  no  man  mifs  a friend,  I know  his  nature 
So  deepimpreft  with  grief,  for  what  he  has  fuffer’d^ 

That  the  lead  adding  to  it  adds  to  his  mine ; 

His  lofs  is  not  fo  infinite,  I hope,  Souldier. 

Soul.  Faith  neither  great,  nor  out  of  indifcretioii. 

The  young  men  out  of  heat. 

Enter  Demetrius,  Leontius,  and  Lieutenant. 

ftAnt.  I guefs  the  manner. 

Lord.  The  Prince  and’t  like  your  Grace s. 

eAnt.  You  are  welcome  home.  Sir ; 

Come,  no  more  (brrow,  I have  heard  your  fortune, 

And  I my  felf  have  try’d  the  like:  clear  up  man, 

1 will  not  have  ye  take  it  thus ; if  I doubted. 

Your  fear  hadloft,and  that  you  had  turn’d  your  back  to  ’em, 

Bafely  befought  their  mercies 

Leo.  No,  no,  by  this  hand,'  Sir,' 

.We  fought  like  honed  and  tall  men. 

Anik.  I know’t  Leontius : or  if  I thought  > • { 

^ Cc  1^1 
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Nci'.kCt  of  rule,  having  his  coimfcUvith  y<?, 

Or  too  vain  glorious  appetite  of  Fame, 

Your  men  forgot  and  icatter’d. 

I None  of  thefo,  Sir, 

i ' ihcu ’d  himfelf  a noble  Gentleman, 

I Every  way  apt  to  rule. 

J>n.  T.iefo  being  granted  i 
’ V\'hy  InoiiUl  you  think  you  have  done  an  afb  fo  hainoiis, 

• That  nought  hut  dilirontent  dwells  round  about  ye.^ 

1 have  IoIl  a battel. 

; Leo.  I,  and  fought  it  hard  too. 

j A:t.  With  as  iiiuch  means  as  man 

i L:o.  Or  Devd  could  urge  it, 

T wenty  to  one  of  our  lidc  now. 

Leo.  Tmn  Tables, 

Beaten  like  Dogs  again,  like  Owls,  you  take  it 
To  heart  for  flynig  but  a mile  before  ’em ; 

And  to  lay  the  truth,  ’twas  no  flight  neither,  Sir, 

’T was  but  a walk,  a handfome  walk, 

I have  tumbl’d  with  this  old  Body,  beaten  like  a Stock-fifh, 
.And  ftuck  with  Arrows,  like  an  arming  Quiver, 

Blouded  and  bang’d  almofl:  a day  before  ’em. 

And  glad  I have  got  oft*  then.  Here’s  a mad  Shaver, 

He  fights  his  lharel  am  fure,  when  e’r  he  comes  to’t  ^ 
Yet  1 have  feen  him  trip  it  tithly  too, 

.And  cry  the  Devil  take  the  hindmofl:  ever* 

Lien.  1 learnt  it  of  my  Betters. 

Leo.  Boudge  at  this  ? 

A/n.  Has  Fortune  but  one  Face  ? 

Lten.  In  her  belt  Vizard 
Methiniis  fhe  looks  but  lowzily. 

Ant.  Chance,  though  flie  faint  now, 

And  link  below  our  expedlations. 

Is  there  no  hope  left  ftrong  enough  to  buoy  her  ? 

Dem.  ’Tis  not,  this  day  I fled  before  the  Enemy, 

And  lofl:  my  People,  left  mine  Honour  murder’d , 

My  maiden  Honour,  never  to  be  rarifom’d, 

(Which  to  a noble  Soul  is  too  too  fen(ible) 

Aflli(fts  me  with  this  fadnefs’,  moftofthefe, 

Time  may  turn  ftraight  again,  experience  perfeifb, 

And  new  Swords  cut  new  ways  to  nobler  Fortunes. 

01  have  lofl 

A, it.  As  you  arc  mine  forget  it : 

I do  not  think  it  lofs. 

Dem.  O Sir,  forgive  me, 

I have  loft  my  friends,  thofc  worthy  Souls  bred  with  me, 

I have  loftmylelf,  they  were  the  pieces  of  me: 

I have  loll  all  Arts,  my  Schools  are  taken  from  me, 
Honour  and  Arms,  no  emulation  left  me: 

I liv’d  to  fee  thefc  men  loft,  look’d  upon  it: 

Thefc  men  that  twin’d  their  loves  to  mine;  their  vertucs ; 
(J  fname  of  fhames ! I faw  and  could  not  fave  ’em, 

Tiiis  carries  Sulphur  in’r,  thisburns,  and  boils  me, 

.And  like  a fatal  Tomb,  t^fhridcs  my  memory. 

Ant.  Tniswas  hard  fortune,  but  if  alive,  and  taken, 
They  fhail  be  ranfora’d : let  it  be  at  Millions. 

Dem.  They  are  dead,  they  are  dead. 

Lten.  When  wou’dhe  weep  for  me  thus? 

I may  be  dead  and  powder’d. 

Leo.  Good  Prince,  grieve  not : 

We  are  not  certain  of  their  deaths:  the  Enemy, 

Though  he  be  hot,  and  keen, 

Yet  holds  good  Q^iarter. 
j What  Noife  is  this  ? 

I Great  Shout  mthtn : Snter  Gentlemen. 

! 

Lieu.  He  does  not  follow  us  ? 

Give  me  a Steeple  top? 

! Leo.  They  live,  they  Jive,  Sir. 
j Ant.  Hold  up  your  manly  face. 

‘.They  live,  they  arc  here,  .Son. 

; Dem.  Thcfe  are  the  men. 

I Gent.  They  arc,  and  live  to  honour  ye. 

I - 


Dem.  How  ’fcap’d  yc  noble  friends  ? methought  1 faw  j e 
Even  in  the  Jaws  of  Death. 

2 Gent.  Thanks  to  our  folly. 

That  fpur’d  us  on  *,  we  were  indeed  hedg’d  round  in’t  j 
And  ev’n  beyond  the  hand  of  fuccour,  beaten, 

Unhors’d,  difarm’d:  and  what  we  lookt  for  then.  Sir, 
Let  fuch  poor  weary  Souls  that  hear  the  Bell  knoll. 

And  fee  the  Grave  a digging,  tell. 

Dem.  For  Heavens  fake 

Delude  mine  Eyes  no  longer  1 how  came  ye  off? 

I Gent.  Againllall  expedlation,  the  hrave  Se/eucuSy 
I think  this  day  enamour’d  on  your  Vertuc, 

When,  through  the  Troops,  he  faw  ye  fhoot  like  lightning ; 
And  at  your  manly  courage  all  took  fire ; 

And  after  that,  the  mifery  wc  fell  to 
The  never. certain  Fate  of  War,  conlidering. 

As  wc  flood  all  before  him.  Fortunes  ruines, 

Nothing  but  Death  expeding,  a fliort  time 
He  made  a Rand  upon  our  Youths  and  Fortunes. 

Then  with  an  eye  of  mercy  inform’d  his  Judgn^ent, 

How  yet  unripe  we  were,  unblown,  unharden’d. 

Unfitted  for  fuch  fatal  ends^  hecryed  out  to  us. 

Go  Gentlemen,  commend  me  to  your  MaRer, 

To  the  moRHigh,  and  Hopeful  Prince,  SDemetrius'y 
Tell  him  the  Valour  that  he  fhowed  againR  me 
This  day,  the  Virgin  Valour,  and  true  fire, 

Deferves  even  from  an  Enemy  this  courtefie ; 

Your  Lives,  and  Arms  freely  I’ll  give ’em:  thank  him. 
And  thus  we  are  return’d.  Sir, 

Leo.  Faith,  ’twas  well  done  y 
’Tw'as  bravely  done  i was’t  not  a noble  part.  Sir? 

Lieu.  Had  I been  there,  up  had  I gone,  I am  fure  on’t  ^ 
Tiiefe  noble  tricks  I never  durft  truft  ’em  yet. 

Leo.  Let  me  not  live,  and’t  were  not  a famed  honefty  •, 

It  takes  me  fuch  a tickling  way:  now  would  1 w^fhHea- 
But  e’n  the  happinefs,  e’n  that  poor  bklfing  (ven, 

For  all  the  fharp  afflidions  thou  haR  fent  me, 

But  e’n  i’th’  head  o’th’  field,  to  take  Seleitcus. 

I Riould  do  fomething  memorable : fie,  fad  Rill  ? 

1 gent.  Do  you  grieve,  we  are  come  off? 

Dem.  Unranfom’d,  was  it 

2 Ge/n.  It  was,  Sir. 

Dem.  And  with  fuch  a fame  to  me  ? 

Said  yenotfo? 

Leo.  Ye  have  Iicard  it. 

Dem.  O Leant im  ! 

Better  1 had  loft  ’em  all : my  felf  had  perifhed, 

And  all  my  Fathers  hopes. 

Leo.  Mercy  upon  you^ 

What  ails  you.  Sir?  Death,  do  not  make  fools  on’s,’ 
Neither  go  to  Church,  nor  tarry  at  home, 

That’s  a fine  Horn-pipe  ? 

Ant.  What’s  now  your  grief,  Demetrius? 

Dem.  Did  he  not  beat  us  twice  ? 

Leo.  He  beat,  a Pudding 
Beat.us  but  once. 

Dem.  H’  as  beat  me  twice,  and  beat  me  to  a Coward. 
Beat  me  to  nothing. 

Lieu.  Is  not  the  Devil  in  him  ? 

Leo.  I pray  it  be  no  worfe. 

' Twice  conquer’d  me. 

Leo.  Bear  witnefs  all  the  world,  I am  a Dunce  here. 
Dem.  With  valour  firft  he  ftruck  me,  then  with  honour, 
That  ftroak  LeontiuSy  that  ftroak,  doll  thou  not  feel  it  ? 

D<7.  Whereabouts  was  it?  for  I remember  nothing  yet. 
Dem.  All  thefe  Gentlemen 

That  were  his  Prifoners 

Leo.  Yes,  he  fet  ’em  free,  Sir, 

With  Arms  and  honour. 

Dem.  There,  there,  now  thou  haft  it^ 

At  mine  own  weapon,  Courtefie  has  beaten  me, 

At  that  I was  held  a Mailer  in,  he  has  cow’d  me. 

Hotter  than  all  the  dint  o’th’  Fight  he  has  charg’d  me: 

Am  I not  now  a wretched  fellow  ? think  on’t  j 
I And 
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And  when  thou  haft  examin’d  all  wayes  lionorablc,  • 

And  find’ft  no  door  left  open  to  requite  this. 

Conclude  1 am  a wretch,  and  was  twice  beaten. 

Ant.\  have  obferv’d  your  way, and  underftand  itj 
And  equal  love  it  as  'Demetrius^ 

My  noble  child  thou  lhalt  not  fall  in  vertue, 

1 and  my  power  will  fink  firft: : you  LeontiitSj 
Wait  for  a new  Commiflion,  ye  fhall  out  again^ 

And  inftantly  : you  ftiall  not  lodge  this  night  herC| 

Not  fee  a friend,  nor  take  a blefling  with  ye, 

Before  ye  be  i’th’  field : the  enemy  is  up  ftill, 
Andftillinfulldefign:  Charge  him  again.  Son, 

And  either  bring  home  that  again  thou  haft  loft  there, 

Or  leave  thy  body  by  him. 

Dem.  Ye  raife  me, 

And  now  I dare  look  up  again,  Leomm. 

Leo.  I,  I,  Sir,  I am  thinking  who  we  fhall  take  of ’em. 

To  make  all  ftraight  ^ and  who  we  fhall  give  toth’  Devil* 
What  faift  thou  now  Lieutenant  ? 

Lieu.  I fay  nothing. 

Lord  what  ail  I,  that  1 have  no  mind  to  fight  now  ? 

find  ray  conftitution  mightily  alter’d 
Since  I came  home  .*  I hate  all  noifestoo, 

Efpecially  the  nolle  of  Drums  \ I am  now  as  well 
As  any  living  man  ^ why  not  as  valiant  ? 

To  fight  now,  is  a kind  of  vomit  to  me^ 

It  goes  againft  my  ftomach. 

Dem.  Good  Sir,  prefently; 

You  cannot  doe  your  Son  fo  fair  a favour. 

Ant.  ’Xis  my  intent : I’le  lee  ye  march  away  too. 

Come,  get  your  men  together  prefently,  Leontius j 
And  prefs  where  pleafeyou,  as  you  march. 

Leo.  We  goe  Sir. 

Ant*  Wait  you  on  me,  I’le  bring  ye  to  your  command  j 
And  then  to  fortune  give  you  up. 

T)em.  Ye  love  me.  {Exit. 

Leo.  Goe,  get  the  Drums,  beat  round.  Lieutenant 
Lieu.  Hark  ye.  Sir, 

I have  a foolifh  bufinefs  they  call  marriage. 

Leo.  After  the  wars  are  done. 

Lieu.  The  partie  ftaies  Sir, 

I have  giv’n  the  Prieft  his  mony  too : all  my  friends  Sir, 

My  Father,  and  my  Mother. 

Leo.  Will  you  goe  forward  ? 

Lieu.  She  brings  a pretty  matter  with  her* 

Leo.  Half  a dozen  Baftards. 

Lieu.  Some  fortie  Sir. 

Leo.  A goodly  competency. 

Lieu.  1 mean  Sir,  pounds  a year  •,  I’le  dilpatch  the  matter, 
’Tis  but  a night  or  two  \ I’le  overtake  ye  Sir. 

Leo.  The  2 old  legions,yes : where  lies  the  horle-quarter? 
Lieu.  Andifitbeaboy,  I’le  even  make  bold  Sir. 

Leo.  Away  with  your  whore, 

A plague  o’  your  whore,  you  damn’d  Rogue, 

Now  ye  are  cur’d  and  well ; muft  ye  be  clicketing  ? 

Lieu.l  have  broke  my  mind  to  my  Ancient,in  my  abfence, 
He’s  a fufRcient  Gentleman. 

Leo.  Get  forward. 

Lteii.  Only  receive  her  portion* 

Leo.  Get  ye  forward  ^ 

Elfe  rie  bang  ye  forward. . : . . 

. Lieu.  Strange  Sir , ' ' 

A Gentleman  and  an  officer  cannot  have.the  liberty 
To  doe  the  office  of  a man. 

Leo.  Shame  light  on  thee. 

How  came  this  whore  into  thy  head  ? 

Lieu.  This  whore  Sir  ? 

’Tis  ftrange,  a poor  whore. 

Leo.  Do  not  anfwer  me, 

TrOop,Troop  away;  do  not  name  this  whore  again. 

Or  think  there  is  a whore. 

Lieu.  That’s  very  hard  Sir. 

Leo.  For  if  thou  doft,  look  to’t,  I’le  have  thee  guelded, 
rie  walk  ye  out  before  me : not  a Word  more.  C Bxetmt. 


SCENA  V. 

Enter  Lcucippc,  and  Govcrncfs. 

Lett.  Ye  are  the  Miftris  of  the  houlc  ye  fay, 

Where  this  young  Lady  lies. 

Gov.  For  want  of  a better. 

Leu.Yow  may  be  good  enough  for  fuch  a purpofe.* 

When  was  the  Prince  with  her.-*  anfwer  me  dircdly. 

^ov.  Not  fince  he  went  a warring. 

Leu.  Very  well  then  : 

What  carnal  copulation  are  yoii  privic  to 
Between  thefe  two be  not  afraid,we  are  women. 

And  may  talk  thus  amongft  our  felves,no  harm  in’t. 

Govi  No  fure,  there’s  no  harm  in’t,  I conceive  that  \ 

But  truly,  that  I ever  knew  the  Gentlewoman 

Otherwife  given, than  a hopefull  Gentlewoman 

Leu.  You’l  grant  me  the  Prince  loves  her  ? 

Gov.  There  I am  with  ye. 

And  the  gods  blefs  her,  promifes  her  mightily. 

Leu.  Stay  there  a while.  And  gives  her  gifts  f 
Gov.  Extreamiy, 

And  truly  makes  a very  Saint  of  her. 

Leu.  I fhould  think  now, 

(Good  woman  let  me  have  your  judgement  with  mej 
I fee  ’tis  none  of  the  worft ; Come  fit  down  by  me) 

That  thefe  two  cannot  love  fo  tenderly. 

^ov.  Being  fo  young  as  they  are  too. 

Leu.  You  fay  well 

But  that  methinks  fome  further  promiles 

Gov.  Yes,  yes, 

I have  heard  the  Prince  fwear  he  would  marry  her. 

Leu.  Very  well  ftill : they  do  not  ufe  to  fall  out? 

Gov.  The  tendereft  Chickens  to  one  another. 

They  cannot  live  an  hour  afunder* 

Leu.  I have  done  then  *,  , 

And  be  you  gone^  you  know  your  charge,and  do  it* 

You  know  whofe  will  it  is  •,  if  you  tranfgrefs  it 

That  is,  if  any  have  accels,  or  fee  her, 

Before  the  Kings  will  be  fulfill’d 

Gov.  Not  the  Prince,  Madam? 

Leu.  You’l  be  hang’d  if  you  doe  it, that  Tie  affure  yc. 
Gov.  But  ne’rethelefs.  Tic  make  bold  to  obey  ye. 

Leu.  Away,  and  to  your  bufinefs  then. 

(jov.  ’Tis  done,  Madam.  {Exeunt. 


TertiuSi  Seen  a Trim  a. 

' Enter  Antigonus,  and  Menippus. 

Ant.  ^T^Hou  haft  taken  wondrous  pains  •,  but  yet  Menipjusy 
JL  You  underftand  not  of  what  bloud  and  country. 
Men.  I labour’d  that,  but  cannot  come  to  know  it. 

A Greek  I am  lure  fhe  is,  fhe  fpeaks  this  language. 

Ant.  Is  fhe  fo  excellent  handfom  ? 

Men.  Moft  inticLng. 

Ant.  Sold  for  a prifoner.?  . 

Men.  Yes  Sir,  - ' 

Some  poor  creature.  , 

Ant.  And  he  loves  tenderly  ? 

Men.  They  fay  extreamiy. 

Ant. . ’Tis  well  prevented’then:yes,I  perceiv’d  it : 

When  he  took  leave  now,he  made  a hundred  ftops, 

Defir’d  an  hour,  but  half  an  hour,  a minute. 

Which  I with  anger  crofs’d  *,  I knew  his  bufinels, 

I knew ’twas  fhe  he  hunted  on  •,  this  journey,  man, 

I beat  out  fuddenly  for  her  caufe  intended. 

And  would  not  give  him  time  to  breath.  When  comes  fhe  ? 
^en.  This  morning  Sir, 

^nt.  Lodge  her  to  all  delight  then : 

For  I would  have  her  try’d  toth’  teft : I know. 

She  muft  be  fome  crackt  coyn,  not  fithistraffique. 
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when  wc  have  found,  the  fliame  will  make  him  leave 
Or  we  lhall  work  a nearer  way  : Tie  bury  him,  her, 

And  with  him  all  the  hopes  1 have  call  upon  him, 

R’re  he  (hall  dig  his  own  grave  in  that  woman ; 

You  know  which  way  to  bring  her  ; Tie  (land  dole  tlrere, 
To  view  her  as  (he  pafles : and  do  you  hear  MemppHs, 
Olifcrve  her  with  all  fweetnefs : humour  her, 

I ’Twill  make  her  lie  more  carelefs  to  our  purpofes. 

! Awav,  and  take  what  helps  you  pleafe. 

I iJl/fft.  I am  gone  Sir.  P Exeunt, 

I 

I SCENA  II, 

I Enter  Cclia,  atjd  Governefs. 

j G/.  Governefs,  from  whom  was  this  Gown  fent  me. ^ 
Pictheebeferioustrue^  I will  not  wear’t  elfe : 

'Tis  a handfom  one. 

i:]ov.  As  though  you  know  not } 

Ql.  No  faith  : 

But  I Ix'lievc,  for  certain  too,  yet  I wonder, 

Becaufe  it  was  his  caution,  this  poor  way, 

Still  to  prefer ve  me  from  the  curious  fearchings 
Of  greedy  eyes. 

Cov.  You  have  it:  does  it  pleale  you  ? 

Cel.  ’Tis  very  rich,  methinks  too,  prethee  tell  mc  ? 

Gov.  From  one  that  likes  you  well, never  look  coy, Lady, 
Thefe  are  no  gifts,  to  be  put  off  with  powtings. 

Cel.  Powtings,  and  gifts  ? is  it  from  any  ftranger  ? 

Gov.  You  are  fo  curious,  that  there  is  no  talk  to  ye. 
What  if  it  be  I pray  ye  ? 

Cel.  Unpin  good  Governefs, 

Quick,  quick. 

Gov.  V^’hy,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Cu.  Quick,  good  Governefs : 

Fie  on’t,  how  beaflly  it  becomes  me  poorly  ? 

A trick  put  in  upon  me  ? well  faid  Governels : 

I vow  I would  not  wear  it out,  it  fmells  mudy. 

Are  thefe  your  tricks  ? now  I begin  to  fmell  it , 

.Abominable  mufty  ^ will  you  help  me  ? 

The  Prince  will  come  again 

Gov.  You  are  not  mad  fure  ? 

Col.  As  1 live  rie  cut  it  off:  a pox  upon  it;  (ries.^ 

For  fure  it  was  made  for  that  ufe ; do  you  bring  me  Live- 
Stales  to  catch  Kites  doftthou  laugh  too,  thou  bale  wo- 
Gov.  I cannot  chufe,  if  I (liould  be  hang’d,  (man  ? 
Cel.  .Abufe  me, 

And  ttren  laugh  at  me  too  ? 

Gov.  1 do  not  abufe  ye  : 

Isitabufe,  to  give  him  drink  that’s  thirdy  ? 

You  want  cloaths  •,  is  it  fuch  a hainous  (in  I befeech  ye. 

To  fee  you  (tor’d  } 

Cel.  There  is  no  greater  wickednefs 
Than  this  way. 

Cjov.  WTiat  way  ? 

Cel.  I (hall  curfc  thee  fearfully, 

If  thou  provok’d  me  further  .•  and  take  heed,  woman  •, 

My  curd  s never  mifs. 

Cjov.  Curfc  him  that  fent  it. 

Cel.  Tell  but  his  name — 

Gov.  You  dare  not  curfe  him. 

Ctl.  Dare  not  ? 

By  this  fair  light 

gov.  You  arc  fo  full  of  padion 

• Cel.  Dare  not  be  good  ? be  honed  ? dare  not  curfe  him  ? 

1 Gov.  I think  you  dare  not : 1 believe  fo. 
i Ccl.  Speak  him. 

(Jov.  Up  with  your  valour  then,  up  with  it  bravely, 

And  takeyom  foH  charge. 

Cel.  If  I do  not , hang  me  *, 

Tell  but  his  name. 

Gov.  ’Twas  Prince  Demetrius  XcVitxt'. 

Now,  now,  give  fire,  kill  him  i’th’eye  now  Lady. 

CL  Is  he  come  home.^ 

Gov.  Itfecmsfo",  but  your  curfc  now. 
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Cel.  You  do  not  lie,  I hope. 

Gov.  You  dare  not  curfe  him. 

Cel.  Prethee  do  not  abufe  me : is  he  come  home  indeed  ? 
For  I would  now  with  all  my  heart  believe  thee. 

Gov.  Nay,  you  may  chufe : alas,  I deal  for  drangers, 
That  fend  ye  fcurvic  mudy  Gowns,  dale  Liveries : 

I have  my  tricks. 

Ccl.  ’Tis  a good  gown,  a handfomeone; 

I did  but  jed:;  where  is  he  ? 

Gov,  He  that  fent  it 

Cel.  How  ? he  that  fent  it  ? is’t  come  to  that  again  ? 
Thou  cand  not  be  fo  foolifli : prethee  (peak  out, 

I may  midake  thee. 

Gov.  I faid  he  that  fent  it. 

Cd.  Curfe  o’  my  life : why  dod  thou  vex  me  thus  ? 

I know  thou  meaneft  Demetrius.,  dod  thou  not 
I charge  thee  fpeak  truth : if  it  be  any  other, 

Thou  knowd  the  charge  he  gave  thee,  and  the  judice 
His  anger  will  inflid,  if  e*re  he  know  this, 

As  know  he  fliall,  he  (hall,  thou  fpightfull  woman. 

Thou  beadly  woman  *,and  thou  (halt  know  too  late  too, 

And  feel  too  fenfible,  I am  no  ward, 

No  (ale  duff  for  your  money  Merchants  that  (ent  it  ? 

Who  dare  fend  me,  or  how  durd  thou,  thou 

Gov.  What  you  pleale: 

For  this  is  ever  the  reward  of  (ervice. 

The  Prince  (hall  bring  the  next  himlelf. 

Ca.  ’Tis  drange 

That  you  (hould  deal  fo  peevilhly  : beihrewye. 

You  have  put  me  in  a heat. 

Gov.  I am  fure  ye  have  kill’d  me : 

I ne’re  receiv’d  fuch  language : I can  but  wait  upon  ye, 

And  be  your  drudge ; keep  a poor  life  to  (erve  ye. 

Cd.  You  know  my  nature  is  too  ealle,  Governefs, 

And  you  know  now,  lamforrytoo:  how  does  he 
Gov.  O God,  my  head. 

CeL  Prethee  be  well,  and  tell  me, 

Did  he  fpeak  of  me,  fince  he  came  ? nay, fee  now. 

If  thou  wilt  leave  this  tyranny  ? good  fweet  governels, 

Did  he  but  name  his  Celia  ? look  upon  me, 

Upon  my  faith  I meant  no  harm : here,  take  this. 

And  buy  thy  (elf  fome  trifles ; did  he  good  wench  ? 

Gov.  He  loves  ye  but  too  dearly. 

Cd.  That’s  my  good  Governefs. 

Gov.  There’s  more  cloaths  making  for  yc. 

Cd.  More  cloaths  ? 

Gov.  More  : 

Richer  and  braver  *,  I can  tell  ye  that  news*, 

And  twenty  glorious  things. 

Cd.  To  what  ufe  Sirrah  ? (wretches 

Gov.  Yc  are  too  good  for  our  houfe  now : we  poor 
Shall  lofe  the  comfort  of  ye. 

Cd.  No,  I hope  not. 

~ Gov.  For  ever  lole  ye  Lady. 

Cel.  Lole  me  ? wherefore  ? 

I hear  of  no  fuch  thing. 

Gov.  ’Tis  fure  it  mud  be  fo : 

You  mud  fhine  now  at  Court : fuch  preparation, 

Such  hurry,  and  fuch  hanging  rooms  — - 
{el.  Toth’  Court  wench  ? 

Was  it  toth’  Court  thou  faidd 
Gov.  You’I  find  it  fo* 

Cd.  Stay,  day,  this  cannot  be. 
gov.  I fay  it  mud  be : 

I hope  to  find  ye  dill  the  fame  good  Lady.  (wench, 

Cd.  Toth’  Court  ? this  dumbles  me : art  fure  for  me 
This  preparation  is.? 

Gov.  She  is  perilous  crafty  : 

I fear  too  honed  for  us  all  too.  Am  1 fure  1 live  ? 

Cd.  Toth’  Court  ? this  cannot  down : what  (hould  I do 
Why  (hould  he  on  a fuddain  change  his  mind  thus,  (there  ? 
And  not  make  me  acquainted  / fure  he  loves  me  •, . 

His  vowwasmadcagaindit,  and  mine  with  him: 

At  lead  while  this  King  liv’d : he  will  come  hither, 

And 
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And  fee  me  e’re  I goe  ? 

Gov.  Wou’d  feme  wife  woman 
Had  her  in  working.  That  I think  he  will  not, 

Becauib  he  means  with  all  joy  there  to  meet  yc. 

Ye  lhall  hear  more  within  this  hour. 

Cel.  A Courtier  > 

What  may  that  meaning  be  ? fure  he  will  fee  me 
If  he  be  come,  he  mull  .•  Hark  ye  good  Governefs, 

What  age  is  the  King  of? 

Gov.  He’s  an  old  man,  and  full  ofbufinefs. 

Cel.  I fear  too  full  indeed  : what  Ladys  are  there  ? 

I would  be  loth  to  want  good  company. 

Gov.  Delicate  young  Ladys,  as  you  would  defire  j 
And  when  you  are  acquainted,  the  beft  company. 

Cel.  ’Tis  very  well:  prethee  goe  in,  let’s  talk  more. 

For  though  I fear  a trick,  I’le  bravely  try  it. 

GoV.  I fee  hemuft  be  cunning, 

^ocks  this  Doe  down.  HSxetittt. 

SCENAIII. 

Enter  Lieutenant,  and  Leontius,  Drums  within. 

Leo.  You  fhall  not  have  your  will,  firrah,  are  ye  running  ? 
-lave  ye  gotten  a toy  in  your  heels  ? Is  this  a feafon. 

When  honour  pricks  ye  on,  to  prick  your  ears  up. 

After  your  whore,  your  Hobby-horfe  ? 

Lieu.  Why  look  ye  now  : 

What  a ftrange  man  are  you  ? would  you  have  a man  fight 
At  all  hours  all  alike  ? 

Leo.  Do  but  fight  fomething 
3ut  half  a blow,  and  put  thy  ftomach  to’t : 

Turn  but  thy  face,  and  domake  mouths  at  ’em. 

Lteu.  And  have  my  teeth*  knockt  out  ^ I thank  ye  heartily, 
Ye  are  my  dear  friend. 

Leo.  What  a Devil  ails  thee  ? 

Doft  long  to  be  hang’d  ? 

Lieu.  F^ith  Sir,  I make  no  fiiit  for’t : 

But  rather  than  1 would  live  thus  out  of  charity. 

Continually  in  brawling  

Leo.  Art  thou  not  he  ? i 

may  be  cozen’d . j 

Lieu.  I fhall  be  difeover’d.  •< 

Leo.  That  in  the  midfl  of  thy  moft  hellifh  painsj 
When  thou  wertcrawling  fick,didft  aim  at  wonders, 

When  thou  wert  mad  with  pain  ? 

Lieu.  Y e have  found  the  caufe  out 
I had  ne’re  been  mad  to  fight  elfe  : I confefs  Sir, 

The  daily  torture  of  my  fide  that  vext  me. 

Made  me  as  daily  carelefs  what  became  of  me. 

Till  a kind  fword  there  wounded  me, and  eas’d  me  j 
*T was  nothing  in  my  valour  fought  •,  I am  well  now. 

And  take  fome  pleafure  in  my  life,  methinks  now, 

It  fhews  as  mad  a thing  to  me  to  fee  you  feuffle. 

And  kill  one  another  foolifhly  for  honour, 

As’twastoyou,  fo  fee  me  play  the  coxcomb. 

1^0.  And  wilt  thou  ne^re  fight  more  ? 

Lieu.  I’th’  mind  I am  in. 

Leo.  Nor  never  be  fick  again  ? 

Lieu.  I hope  I fhall  not. 

Leo.  Prethee  be  fick  again*,  prethee,  Ibefecchthee, 

Be  juft  fo  fick  again.  * 

Lieu.  I’le  juft  be  hang’d  firft. 

Leo.  If  all  the  Arts  that  are  can  make  a Colique, 
Therefore  look  to’t : or  if  impofthumes,  mark  me, 

As  big  as  foot  balls 7- 

Lieu.  Deliver  me. 

Leo.  Or  ftones  of  ten  pound  weight  i’th*  kidneys, 
Through  eafe  and  ugly  dyets  may  be  gather’d  *, 

Tie  feed  ye  up  my  felf  Sir,  Tie  prepare  ye, 

You  cannot  fight,  unlefsthe  Devil  tear  yc. 

You  fhall  not  want  provocations,  Pie  fcratch  ye, 

I’le  have  thee  have  the  tooth-ach,  and  the  head*ach. 

Lieu.  Good  Colonel,  Tie  doe  any  thing. 

Leo.  No,  no,  nothing- 


Then  will  1 have  thee  blown  with  a pair  of^Smiths  bellows, 
Becaufc  yc  fhall  be  furc  to  have  a round  gale  with  yc. 

Fill’d  full  of  oylc  o’ Devil,  and  tyTqua-fortisj 
And  let  thefe  work,  thefc  may  provoke. 

Lieu.  Good  Colonel. 

Leo.  A coward  in  full  bloud  \ prethee  be  plain  With  me. 
Will  roafting  doc  thee  any  good  f 
Lieu.  Nor  bailing  neither,  Sir. 

Leo.  Marry  that  goes  hard. 

Enter  i Gentleman. 

I (jem.  Where  are  you  Colonel  ? 

The  Prince  experts  ye  Sir ; h’as  hedg’d  the  enemy 
Within  a ftreight,  where  all  the  hopes  and  valours 
Of  all  men  living  cannot  force  a palfage, 

He  has  ’em  now. 

Leo.  I knew  all  this  before  Sir, 

I chalk’d  him  out  his  way : but  do  you  fee  that  thing  there  ? 
Lieu.  Nay  good  fweet  Colonel,  I’le  fight  a little* 

Leo.  That  thing  ? 

1 Gent.  What  thing  ? I fee  the  brave’ Lieutenant. 

Leo.  Rogue,  what  a name  haft  thou  loft  ? 

Lieu.  You  may  help  it. 

Yet  you  may  help’t : Tie  doe  ye  any  courtefie : 

I know  you  love  a wench  well. 

Enter  2 Gentlemen. 

Leo.  Look  upon  him  j 
Do  you  look  too. 

2 Gent.  What  fhould  I look  on  ? 

I come  to  tell  ye,  the  Prince  ftayes  your  diredion. 

We  have  ’em  now  i’th’  Coop,  Sir. 

Leo.  Let  ’em  reft  there. 

And  chew  upon  their  miferies : but  look  firft 

Lieu.  I cannot  fight  for  all  this. 

Leo.  Look  on  this  fellow.  - 

2 Gent.  I know  him  j ’tis  the  valiant  brave  Lieutenant. 
Leo.  Canft  thou  hear  this,  and  play  the  Rogue  ftealoff 
Behind  me  quickly,  neatly  do  it,  (quickly, 

And  rufli  into  the  thickeft  of  the  enemy, 

And  if  thou  kill’ll  but  two. 

Lieu.  You  may  excufe  me, 

’Tis  not  my  fault  .*  I dare  not  fight. 

Leo.  Be  rul’d  yet, 

I’le  beat  thee  on  *,  goe  wink  and  fight : a plague  upon  your 
zGent.  What’s  all  this  matter  (fheeps  heart. 

1 Gent.  Nay  I cannot  fhew  ye. 

Leo.  Here’s  twenty  pound,  goe  but  fmell  to  ’erri. 

Lieu.  Alas  Sir, 

I have  taken  fuch  a cold  I can  fmell  nothing. 

Leo.  I can  fmell  a Rafcal,  a rank  Rafcal ; 

Fye,  how  he  ftinks,  ftinks  like  a tyred  Jade. 

2 ^ent.  What  Sir  ? 

Leo.  Why,  that  Sir,  do  not  you  fmell  him? 

2 Gent.  Smell  him  ? Lieu.  I mult  endure. 

Leo.  Stinks  like  a dead  Dog,  Carrion 

There’s  no  fuch  damnable  fmell  under  Heaven,  , 

As  the  faint  fweat  of  a Coward ; will  ye  fight  yet  ? 

Lieu.  Nay,  now  I defie  ye  ^ ye  have  fpoke  the  wotft  ye  cah 
Of  me,  and  if  every  man  fhould  take  what  you  fay 

To  the  heart. Leo.  God  ha’  Mercy, 

God  ha’  Mercy  with  all  my  heart  *,  h6re  I forgive  thee  5 
And  fight,  or  fight  not,  do  but  goe  along  with  us. 

And  keep  ply  Dog. 

Lieu.  I love  a good  Dog  naturally. 

I Gent.  What’s  all  this  ftir,  Lieutenant  ^ 

Lieu.  Nothing  Sir, 

But  a flight  matter  of  argument.  Z,w.  Pox  take  thee. 

Sure  I fhall  love  this  Rogue,  he’s  fb  pretty  a Coward. 

Come  Gentlemen,  let’s  up  now,  and  if  fortune 
Dare  play  the  flut  again,  I’le  never  more  Saint  her,  ■ • 
Come  play.fellow,  come,  prethee  come  up  *,  come  chicken, 

I have  a way  fhall  fit  yet : A tame  knave. 

Come,  look  upon  us. 

.........  .Lieu. 
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Luh.  ric  tell  yc  who  docs  bcft  boycs. 

SCEN  A IV. 


£ E.xeHnt. 


Catch’d  with  a trick  well,  I mult  bear  it  patiently  r 
Methinks  this  Court’s  a neat  place : all  the  people 

or  rr»rf>fin’r1  a / 


Enter  Antigonus,  atid  Menippus,  above. 

Men.  1 law  her  coming  out. 

A::t.  Who  waits  upon  her? 

7 tmotty  Ojurwthwi  and  fome  other  Gentlemen j 
By  me  appointed. 

Ar.t.  \V’ncrc’s  your  wife  ? 

^ieti.  She’s  ready 

To  entertain  her  here  Sir  *,  and  fome  Ladies 
Fit  for  her  lodgings. 

Ar.t.  How  fliews  (he  in  her  trim  now  ? 

M:n.  Oh  mofc  divinely  fweet. 
tMnt.  Predice  fpcak  Ibftly. 

How  docs  file  take  her  coming? 

Men.  She  bears  it  bravely. 

But  what  (he  thinks — For  Heaven  fake  Sir  preferveme  — 
If  the  Prince  chance  to  find  this. 

Ant.  Peace  ye  old  fool  ^ 

She  thinks  to  meet  him  here. 
ej^ien.  That’s  all  the  ProjecT. 
eMnt.  Was  Ihe  hard  to  bring  ? 
ejllen.  No  file  believ’d  it  quickly. 

And  quickly  made  her  felf  fit,  the  Gown  a little. 

And  thofe  new  things  file  has  not  been  acquainted  with, 
At  Icaft  in  this  place,  where  Ihe  liv’d  a prifoner. 

Troubled  and  ftirr’d  her  mind.  But  believe  me  Sir, 

She  has  worn  as  good,  they  fit  fo  apted  to  her  \ 

And  fhc  is  fo  great  a Millris  of  difpofure : 

Here  they  come  now : but  take  a full  view  of  her. 

Eitter  Celia,  Timon,  Charinthus,  and  Gent. 

Ar,t.  How  cheerfully  (he  looks  ? how  fhe  falutesall  ? 
And  how  fhe  views  the  place  ? fhe  is  very  young  fure : 

That  was  an  admirable  fmile,  a catching  one,  • 

The  very  twang  of  Cu^ds  bow  fiing  in  it : 

She  has  two  edg’d  eyes,  they  kill  o’  both  fidcs. 

Men.  She  makes  a Hand,  as  though  flie  would  fpeak. 

Ant.  Be  ftill  then. 

(^el.  Good  Gentlemen,  trouble  your  felvcs  no  further, 

I had  thought  fure  to  have  met  a noble  friend  here. 

Tim.  Ye  may  meet  many  Lady. 

Cel.  Such  as  you  are 
I covet  few  or  none,  Sir. 

Char.  Will  you  walk  this  way, 

And  take  the  fweets  o’th’  garden  ? cool  and  clofe.  Lady. 

Cel.  Methinks  this  open  air’s  far  better , tend  ye  that 
Pray  where’s  the  woman  came  along  ? ( way. 

What  woman  ^ 

Cel.  The  woman  of  the  houfe  I lay  at. 

Tim.  Woman? 

Here  was  none  came  along  fure. 

Cel.  Sure  I am  catcht  then  ; 

Pray  where’s  the  Prince  ? 

Otar.  He  will  not  be  long  from  ye, 

We  are  his  humble  Servants. 

Cel.  I could  laugh  nov/, 

To  fee  how  finely  I am  cozen’d : yet  I fear  not, 

For  fure  I know  a way  to  fcape  all  dangers. 

Tim.  Madam,  your  lodgings  lye  this  way. 

Cel.  My  Lofigings? 

For  Heaven  fake  Sir,  what  office  do  I bear  here  ? 

Tim.  The  great  commander  of  all  hearts. 

Enter  Lcucippc,  and  Ladies. 

G/.  You  have  hit  it. 

I thank  your  fweet  heart  for  it.  Who  are  thefe  now  ? 

Char.  Ladies  that  conle  to  ferve  ye. 

Cel.  Well  confider’d, 

Are  you  my  Servants  ? 

Lady.  Servants  to  your  plcafurcs. 

Cel.  I dare  believe  ye,  but  I dare  nottruftye: 


Of  fo  refin’d  a fize- 
Tm.  This  is  no  poor  Rogue. 

Leu.  Were  it  a Paradife  to  pleafe  yolir  fancy. 

And  entertain  the  fweetnefs  you  bring  with  ye. 

Cel.  Take  breath  •, 

Y ou  are  fat,  and  many  words  may  melt  ye, 

This  is  three  Bawdes  beaten  into  one  •,  blefs  me  Heaven, 
What  fliall  become  of  me  ? I am  i’th’  pitfall  *.  ( ones 

O’  my  confcience,  this  is  the  old  viper,  and  all  thefe  little 
Creep  every  night  into  her  belly  ^ do  you  hear  plump  fer- 
And  you  my  little  fucking  Ladies, you  muft  teach  me,  (vant 
For  I know  you  are  excellent  at  carriage. 

How  to  behave  niy  felf,  for  I am  rude  yet : 

But  you  fay  the  Prince  will  come  ? 

Lady.  Will  flie  to  fee  you. 

Q/.For  look  you  if  a great  man, fay  the  King  now 
Should  come  and  vifit  me  ? 

Men.  She  names  ye. 

<iAnt.  Peace  fool.  . - 

Cel-  And  offer  me  a kindnefs,  fuch  a kindnefs. 

Leu.  I,  fuch  a kindnefs. 

Cel,  True  Lady  filch  a kindnefs. 

What  fhall  that  kindnefs  be  now  ? 

Leu.  A witty  Lady, 

Learn  little  ones,  learn.  ' 

Cel.  Say  it  be  all  his  favour. . 

Leu.  And  a fweet  faying  ’tis. 

Cel.  And  I grow  peevifh  ? 

Leu.  You  mufi:  not  be  neglecTfulI. 

Cel.  There’s  the  matter,  - 
There’s  the  main  doeftrine  now, and  I may  mifs  it, 

Or  a kind  handfom  Gentleman  ? 

Leu.  You  fay  well. 

Cel.  They’l  count  us  bafely  bred. 

Leu.  Not  freely  nurtur’d. 

Cel.  rietake  thy  counfel. 

Leu.  ’Tis  an  excellent  woman. 

Cel.  I find  a notable  volum  here,  a learned  one ; 

Which  way  ? for  I would  fain  be  in  my  chamber  ^ 

In  truth  fweet  Ladies,  I grow  weary  ; fie. 

How  hot  the  air  beats  on  me  ? 

Lady.  This  way  Madam. 

Cel.  Now  by  mine  honour,  I grow  wondrous  faint  too. 

Leu.  Your  fans  fweet  Gentlewomen,  your  fans. 

Cel.  Since  I am  fool’d. 

Tie  make  my  felf fome  fport,  though  I pay  dear  for’t.  f 
Men.  You  fee  now  whata  manner  of  woman  flie  is  Sir. 
tMttt.  Thou  art  an  afs. 
tJMett.  Is  this  a fit  love  for  the  Prince  ? 

<iMnt.  A coxcombe ; 

Nowbymycrownadaintie  wench,  a fharp  wench, 

And  a match  lefs  Spirit;  how  fhe  jeer’d  ’em? 

How  carelefly  fhe  fcoff’d  ’em  ? ufc  her  nobly ; 

1 would  I had  notfeen  her : wait  anon. 

And  then  you  fhall  have  more  to  trade  upon,  ZjExeunt. 

SCENA  V.  ' 

Enter  Leontius,  and.  the  2 Gentlemen. 

Leo.  We  mufl  keep  a round,  and  a llrong  watch  to  night. 
The  Prince  will  not  charge  the  Enemy  till  the  morning : 

But  for  the  trick  1 told  ye  for  this  Rafcal, 

This  rogue,  that  health  and  ftrong  heart  makes  a coward, 

1 Gent.  I,  if  it  take. 

Leo.  Nc’re  fear  it,  the  Prince  has  it. 

And  if  he  let  it  fall,  I muft  not  know  it; 

He  will  fufpe(ft  me  prefcntly : but  you  two 
May  help  the  plough. 

2 Gent.  That  he  is  fick  again. 

Leo.  Extreamly  fick : his  difeafe  grown  incurable, 

Never  yet  found,  nor  touch’d  at. 

Enter 
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Enter  Lieutenant. 

zGtnt.  Well,  wc  have  it, 

And  here  he  conics. 

Lto.  The  Prince  has  been  upon  him. 

What  a flatten  face  he  has  now  ? it  takes,  believe  it  \ 

How  like  an  Afs  he  looks  ? 

Utu.  I feel  no  great  pain, 

Atleaft,  I think  1 do  not;  yet  I feel  fenfibly 
I grow  extreamly  faint : how  cold  I fweat  now  ? 

Leo.  So,  fo,  fo. 

Lmu.  And  now  ’tis  ev’n  too  true,  I feel  a pricking, 

A pricking,  a Itrange  pricking : how  it  tingles? 

And  as  it  were  a flitch  too : the  Prince  told  me, 

And  everyone  criM  out  I was  a dead  man  \ 

I had  thought  I had  been  as  well 

Leo.  Upon  him  now  Boys, 

And  do  it  molt  demurely. 

I Cjent.  How  now  Lieutenant  ? 

Lieu.  I thank  ye  Gentlemen. 

1 ^ent.  ’Life,  how  looks  this  man? 

How  doft  thou  good  Liemenant  ? 

2 Gent.  I ever  told  ye 

This  man  was  never  cur’d,  I fee  it  too  plain  now; 

How  do  you  feel  your  felf  ? you  look  not  perfedl. 

How  dull  his  eye  hangs? 

1 Gent.  That  may  be  difcontent. 

2 Gent.  Believe  me  friend,  I would  not  fuffer  now 
The  tith  of  thofe  pains  this  man  feels  ^ mark  his  forehead 
What  a cloud  of  cold  dew  hangs  upon’t  ? 

Lieu.  I have  it, 

Again  I have  it ; how  it  grows  upon  me  ? 

A milerable  man  I am. 

Leo.  Ha,  ha,  ha, 

A miferable  man  thou  lhalt  be, 

This  is  the  taraeft  Trout  I ever  tickl’d. 

Enter  2 Phyficians.  • 

1 Thy.  This  way  he  went. 

2 Thy.  Pray  Heaven  we  find  him  living,  . 

He’s  a brave  fellow,  ’tis  pity  he  fhould  perilh  thus, 

I Phy.  A flrong  hearted  man,  and  of  a notable  fufferahee. 
Lieu.  Oh,  oh. 

1 Gent.  How  now?  how  is  it  man? 

Lieu.  Oh  Gentlemen, 

Never  fo  full  of  pain. 

2 ^ent.  Did  I not  tell  ye  ? 

Lieu.  Never  fo  full  of  pain.  Gentlemen. 

1 Phy.  He  is  here  *, 

How  do  you.  Sir? 

2 Thy.  Be  of  good  comfort,  Souldier,  * 

The  Prince  has  fent  us  to  you. 

Lieu.  Do  you  think  I may  live  ? 

2 Thy.  He  alters  hourly,  ftrangely. 

I Phy.  Yes,  you  may  live:  but •' 

Leo.  Finely  butted,  Dodlor. 

1 Gent.  Do  not  difcourage  him, 

1 Phy.  He  mull  be  told  truth, 

*Tis  now  too  late  to  trifle. 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Gent. 

2 Gent.  Here  the  Prince  comes. 

Dem.  How  now  Gentlemen  ? 

2 Gent.  Bewailing,  Sir,  a Souldier, 

And  one  I think,  your  Grace  will  grieve  to  part  with,’ 

But  every  living  thing- 

T>em.  ’Tis  true,  mufl  perilh, 

Our  lives  are  but  our  marches  to  our  graves,- 
How  doft  thou  now  Lieutenant  ? 

Lieu.  Faith ’tis  true,  Sir, 

We  are  but  fpans,  and  Candles  ends. 

Leo.  He’s  finely  mortified. 

Dem.  Thou  art  heart  whole  yet  I fee,  he  alters  ftrangely, 
And  that  apace  too ; 1 faw  it  this  morning  in  him,' 
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When  he  poor  man,  I dare  fwcar 

Lieu.  No  bclicv’t,  Sir, 

1 never  felt  it. 

Dem.  Here  lies  the  pain  now : how  he  is  fwePd  ? 

1 Phy.  The  Impoftumc 

Fed  with  a new  malignant  humour  now. 

Will  grow  to fuch  a bignefs,  ’tis  incredible. 

The  compafs  of  a Bullicl  will  not  hold  it. 

And  with  fuch  a Hell  of  torture  it  will  rile  too- 

Dem.  Can  you  endure  me  touch  it  ? 

Lieu.  Oh,  Ibelccchyou,  Sir: 

I feel  you  fenfibly  ere  you  come  near  me. 

Dem.  He’s  finely  wrought,  hemuftbccut,  noCureelfe, 
And  fuddenly,  you  fee  how  fall  he  blows  out. 

Lieu.  Good  Mafter  Dodtors,  let  me  be  beholding  to  you, 

1 feel  I cannot  laft. 

2 Phy.  For  what  Lieutenant  ? 

Lieu.  But  ev’n  for  half  a dozen  Cans  of  good  Wine, 
Thatimay  drink  my  will  out:  1 faint  hideoufly.  (men, 
Fetch  him  Tome  Wine  5 and  fince  he  mull  go  Gentle- 
Why  let  him  take  his  journey  merrily. 

Enter  Servant  with  Wine. 

Lieu.  That’s  ev’n  the  neareft  way. 

Leo.  I could  laugh  dead  now. 

Dem.  Here,  off  with  that. 

Lieu.  Thele  two  I give  your  Grace, 

A poor  remembrance  of  a dying  man.  Sir, 

And  I belecch  you  wear  ’em  out. 

Dem.  I will  Souldier, 

Thefe  ate  fine  Legacies, 

Lieu.  Among  the  Gentlemeil, 

Even  all  I have  left  •,  I am  a poor  man,  naked, 

Yet  fomething  for  remembrace : four  a piece  Gentleihen, 
And  fo  my  body  where  you  pleafe. 

Leo.  It  will  work. 

Lteu.  I make  your  Grace  my  Executor,  and  I befeech  ye 
See  my  poor  Will  fulfill’d : fure  I lhall  walk  elfe. 

Dem.  As  full  as  they  can  be  fill’d,  here’s  my  hand, Souldier. 

1 Gent.  The  Wine  will  tickle  him. 

Lieu.  I would  hear  a Drum  beat. 

But  to  fee  how  I could  endure  it. 

Dem.  Beat  a Drum  there.  [_Drim  within. 

Lieu.  Oh  Heavenly  Mufick,  I would  hear  one  fing  to’t  5 
I am  very  full  of  pain. 

Dem.  Sing?  ’tis impoffible. 

Lieu.  Why,  then  I would  drink  a Drum  full; 

Where  lies  the  Enemy  ? 

2 Gent.  Why,  here  dole  by. 

Leo.  Now  he  begins  to  mufter. 

Lieu.  And  dare  he  fight  ? 

Dare  he  fight  Gentlemen  ? 

I Phy.  Y ou  muft:  not  cut  him : 

He’s  gone  then  in  a moment  ^ all  the  hope  left,  is 
To  work  his  weaknefs  into  fuddain  anger. 

And  make  him  raife  his  paffion  above  his  pain^ 

And  lb  dilpofe  him  ou  the  Enemy  5 
His  body  then,  being  ftir’d  with  violence, 

Will  purge  it  felf  and  break  the  fore. 

Dem.  ’Tis  true.  Sir. 

1 Phy.  And  then  my  life  for  his. 

Lieu.  I will  not  dye  thus. 

Dem.  But  he  is  too  weak  to  do ' 

Lieu.  Dye  like  a Dog  ? 

2 Thy.  I,  he’s  weak,  but  yet  he’s  heart  whole. 

Lieu.  Hem. 

Dem.  An  excellent  fign. 

Lieu.  Hem. 

Dem.  Stronger  ftill,  and  better. 

Lieu.  Hem,  hem;  ran,  tan,  tan,’ tan,  tan.'  XJTxit. 
I Phy.  Now  he’s  i’th’  way  on’t.  , , 

Dem.  Well.go  thy  waies,  thou  wilt  do  fomething  certain,' 

• Leo.  Kndi  forne  brave  thing,  or  let  mine  ears  be  cut  off. 
; He’s  finely  wrought; 

, , . ..  - Dem. 
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r>im.  Let’s  after  him. 

Leo.  1 pray.  Sir, 

lUit  how  this  Rogue,  when  this  cloud’s  melted  m him, 

And  all  dilcover’d 

Der».  That’s  for  an  after  mirth,  away,  away,  away.  ^E-v. 
SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Sekucus,  Lyfimachus,  Ptolomic,  SouUters. 

Se!.  Let  no  man  fear  to  dye : wc  love  to  deep  all, 

And  death  is  but  the  founder  fleep  *,  all  ages, 

And  ail  hours  call  us ; ’tisfo  common,  ealie, 

Tear  little  Children  tread  thofc  paths  before  us  •, 

U 0 arc  not  fick,  nor  our  fouls  preft  with  forrows. 

Nor  go  we  out  like  tedious  tales,  forgotten  *, 

High,  high  we  come,  and  hearty  to  our  Funerals, 

And  as  the  Sun  that  fets,  in  bloud  let’s  fall. 

L)fi,  ’Tis  true,  they  have  us  fall,  we  cannot  fcape ’em, 
Nor  keeps  the  brow  of  fortune  one  finile  for  us, 
Dilhonourable  ends  we  can  fcape  though. 

And  (vvorfe  than  thofe  Captivities)  we  can  die. 

And  dying  nobly,  though  we  leave  behind  us 
Thefe  clods  of  flefli,  that  are  too  maffie  burthens. 

Our  living  fouls  flie  crown’d  with  living  conquells. 

Frol.  They  have  begun,  fight  bravely,  and  fall  bravely  j 
And  may  that  man  that  feeks  to  fave  his  life  now 
By  price,  or  promife,  or  by  fear  falls  from  us. 

Never  again  be  blelt  with  name  of  Souldier. 

Enter  a Souldier. 

Sel.  How  now?  who  charged  fir  fl?  I feek  a brave  hand 
To  fet  me  off'in  death. 

Sold.  VVe  are  not  charg’d.  Sir, 

The  Prince  lies  Hill. 

Sel.  How  comes  this  Larum  up  then  ? 

So;d.  There  is  one  defperate  fellow,  with  the  Devil  in  him 
(He  never  durfl:  do  this  elfe)  has  broke  into  us. 

And  here  he  bangs  ye  two  or  three  before  him. 

There  five  or  fix  ”,  ventures  upon  whole  Companies. 

Ptol.  And  is  not  feconded  ? 

SohL  Not  a man  follows. 

Sel.  Nor  cut  i’  pieces  ? 

Soul.  Their  wonder  yet  has  Raid  ’em. 

Sel.  Let’s  in,  and  fee  this  miracle  ? 

Ptol.  I admire  it.  L£x. 

Enter  Leontius,  and  Gentlemen. 

Leon.  Fetch  him  off,  fetch  him  off;  I am  fure  he’s  clouted  ”, 
Did  1 not  tell  you  how  ’twould  take? 

I ^ent.  ’Tis  admirable. 

Enter  \AQVilQn2Ll\tveith  Colours  in  his  handy  purfuin^ 

I 3 4 Souldier s. 

Lie.  Follow  that  blow, my  friend,  there’s  a t your  coxcombs, 

1 fight  to  fave  me  from  the  Surgions  miferics. 

Leo.  How  the  Knave  curries  ’em  ? 

Lieu.  You  cannot  Rogues, 

Till  you  have  my  Difeaks,  flie  ray  fury, 

Y e Bread  and  Butter  Rogues,  do  ye  run  from  me  ? 

And  my  fide  would  give  me  leave,  I would  fo  hunt  ye, 

Yc  Porridg  gutted  Slaves,  ye  Veal  broth  Boobies. 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Phyficians,  and  Gentlemen. 

Leo.  Enough,  enough  Lieutenant y thou  halt  done  bravely, 
j P.  em.  Mirrour  of  man. 

■ Lieu.  There’s  a Flag  for  ye,  Sir, 

I took  it  out  o’th’  /hop,  and  never  paid  for’t, 

I’le  to ’em  again,  lam  notcomc  to  th’textyet. 

; I>e  NomorcmySouldier:be/hrcw  my  heart  heishurtfore. 

! Leo.  Hang  him,  he’l  lick  all  thofe  whole. 

I Phy.  Now  will  wc  take  him, 
i And  Cure  him  in  a trice. 

I Dem.  Be  careful  of  him. 

I Lieu.  Let  me  live  but  two  years. 


And  do  what  ye  will  with  me  •, 

I never  had  but  two  hours  yd  of  happinefs  \ 

Pray  ye  give  me  nothing  to  provoke  my  Valour, 

For  I am  ev’n  as  weary  of  this  fighting 

2 Phy.  Yc  lhall  have  nothing  ^ come  to  the  Princes  Tent 
And  there  the  Surgions  prefently  lhall  fearch  ye. 

Then  to  your  reft. 

Lieu.  A little  hand/bme  Litter 
To  lay  me  in,  and  I lhall  fleep. 

Leo.  Look  to  him. 

Dem.  I do  believe  a Horfe  begot  this  fellow. 

He  never  knew  his  ftrength  yet ; they  are  our  own. 

Leo.  I think  fo,  I am  cozen’d  elfe  ^ I would  but  fee  now 
A way  to  fetch  thefe  off^  and  fave  their  honours. 

Dem.  Only  their  lives. 

Leo.  Pray  ye  ta  ke  no  way  of  peace  now, 

Unle/s  it  be  with  infinite  advantage. 

Dem.  I fliall  be  rul’d  ”, 

Let  the  Battels  now  move  forward. 

Our  felf  will  give  thefignal; 

Enter  Trumpet  and  Herald. 

Now  Herald,  what’s  your  meflage  ? 

Pier.  From  my  Mafters, 

This  honourable  courtefie,  a Parley 
For  half  an  hour,  no  more.  Sir. 

Dem.  Let ’em  come  on, 

They  have  my  Princely  word. 

Enter  Seleucus,  Lyfimacus,  Ptolomie,  4ttendantSy  Souldier s. 

Pier.  They  are  here  to  attend  ye. 

Dem.  Now  Princes,  your  demands? 

Sel.  Peace,  ifitmaybe 
Without  the  too  much  tainture  of  our  honour : 

Peace,  and  we’l  buy  it  too. 

Dem.  At  what  price  ? 

Lyfi.  Tribute. 

Ptol.  At  all  the  charge  of  this  War. 

Leo.  That  will  not  do. 

Sel.  Leontiusy  you  and  I have  ferv’d  together, 

And  run  through  many  a Fortune  with  our  fwords. 

Brothers  in  Wounds  and  Health  j one  meat  has  fed  us,- 
One  Tent  a thoufand  times  from  cold  night  cover’d  us: 

Our  loves  have  been  but  one  j and  had  we  died  then, 

One  Monument  had  held  our  names,  and  adions : 

Why  do  you  fet  upon  your  friends  fuch  prices  i ^ 

And  facrifice  to  giddy  chance  fuch  Trophies  ? : ' 

Have  we  forgot  to  dye?  or  areourvertues 
Lefs  in  a/flidions  conftant,  than  our  fortunes  ? 

Ye  are  deceiv’d  old  Souldier. 

Leo.  1 know  your  worths. 

And  thus  low  bow  in  reverence  to  your  vertues : 

Were  the/e  my  Wars,  or  led  my  power  in  chief  here, 

1 knew  then  how  to  meet  your  memories : 

They  are  my  Kings  imployments  ^ this  man  fights  novi)'. 

To  whom  I ow  all  duty,  faith,  and  fervice  ^ 

This  man  that  fled  before  ye*,  call  back  that. 

That  bloudy  day  again,  call  that  difgrace  home. 

And  then  an  eafie  Peace  may  Ihcath  our  Swords  up. 

I am  not  greedy  of  your  lives  and  fortunes. 

Nor  do  I gape  ungratefully  to  fwallow  ye. 

Honour,  thefpur  of  all  illuftrious  natures, 

That  made  you  famous  Souldiers,  and  next  Kings, 

And  not  ambitious  enVy  ftrikes  me  forward. 

Will  ye  unarm,  and  yield  your  /elves  his  prifoners  ? 

Sel.  We  never  knew  what  that  found  meant : no  Gyves 
Shall  ever  bind  this  body,  but  embraces  *, 

Nor  weight  offorrow  here,  till  Earth  fall  on  me. 

Leo.  Exped  our  charge  then. 

Lyfi.  ’Tis  the  nobler  courtefie : 

And  fo  wc  leave  the  hand  of  Heaven  to  blefs  us. 

Dem.  Stay,  have  you  any  hope  ? 

Sel.  Wc  have  none  left  us. 

But  that  one  comfort  of  our  deaths  together  ^ 
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Give  us  but  room  to  fight. 

Leo.  Win  it,  and  wear  it. 

Ptol.  Call  from  the  hills  thofe  Companies  hang  o’rc  lis, 
Like  burfting  Clouds  ^ and  then  break  in,  and  take  us. 

Dem.  Find  fuch  a Souldicr  will  forfake  advantage. 

And  we’Jl  draw  ofTto  fliew  I dare  be  noble. 

And  hang  a light  out  to  ye  in  this  darknefs. 

The  light  of  peace  ^ give  up  thofe  Cities,  Forts, 

And  all  thofe  Frontier  Countries  to  our  ufes. 

Sel.  Is  this  the  Peace  ? Traitors  to  thofe  that  feed  us^ 

Our  Gods  and  people  ? give  our  Countries  from  us  ? 

Lyft.  Begin  the  KneU,  it  founds  a great  deal  fweeter, 

Ftol.  Let  loofe  your  fervant,  death. 

Sel.  Fall  fate  upon  US, 

Our  memories  fhall  never  ftink  behind  us. 

Dent.  Seleitcuiy  great  Seleucus, 

Sol.  The  Prince  calls.  Sir. 

Dem.  Thou  ftockofnoblenefs,  and  courtefic, 

Thou  Father  of  the  War — 

Leo.  W’hat  means  the  Prince  now? 

Dem.  Give  me  my  Standard  here. 

Ly/i.  His  anger’s  melted. 

Dem.  You  Gentlemen  that  were  his  prifoners, 

And  felt  the  bounty  of  that  noble  nature, 

Lay  all  your  hands,  and  bear  thefc  Colours  to  hiiri. 

The  Standard  of  the  Kingdom^  take  it  Souldier. 

PtoL  What  will  this  mean  f 

Dem.  Thou  haft  won  it,  bear  it  off, 

And  draw  thy  men  home  whileft  we  wait  upon  thee. 

Sel.  You  lhall  have  all  our  Countries. 

Lyf.  Ttol.  All  by  Heaven,  Sin 

Dem.  I willnothaveaftone,  abufh,  a bramble, 

No,  in  the  way  of  courtefie.  Tie  ftart  ye  •, 

Draw  ofi^  and  make  a lane  through  all  the  Army, 

That  thefe  that  have  fubdu’d  us,  may  march  through  us. 

Sel.  Sir,  do  not  make  me  forfeit  with  fuch  goodnefs, 
rie  bear  your  Standard  for  ye  •,  follow  ye. 

Dem.  I fwear  it  ftiall  be  lo,  march  through  me  fairly, 
And  thine  be  this  days  honour,  great  SelettcM. 

Dtol.  Mirrour  of  noble  minds. 

Dem.  Nay  then  ye  hate  me. 

Leo.  I cannot  Ipeak  now : [^Ex.  with  Drums,  and  Shouts. 
Well,  go  thy  wayes ; at  a fure  piece  of  bravery 
Thou  art  the  beft,  theft  men  are  won  by  th’ necks  now ; 
rie  fend  a Poll  away. 

She  is  the  firft,  that  c’rc  bauk’d  a clofc  Arbour, 

And  the  fweet  contents  within : She  hates  curl’d  heads  too, 
And  fetting  up  of  be  ards  ftic  fwears  is  Idolatt  y. 

1 Gent.  I never  knew  fb  fair  a face  fo  froze  j 
Yet  Ihe  would  make  one  think 

2 ^ent.  True  by  her  carriage. 

For  file’s  as  wanton  as  a Kid  to  th’  out  fide. 

As  full  of  Mocks  and  Taunts : I kifs’d  her  hand  tod^ 

Walkt  with  her  half  an  hour. 

1 Gent.  She  heard  me  fing. 

And  fung  her  felf too ; fhe  fings  admirably  • 

But  ftill  when  any  hope  was,  as  ’tis  her  trick 
To  minifter  enough  of  thofe,  then  prefently 
With  fome  new  flam  or  other,  nothing  to  the  matter j 
And  fuch  a frown,  as  would  fink  all  before  her. 

She  takes  her  Chamber  *,  come, we  lhall  not  be  the  laft  fools. 

2 Gent.  Not  by  a hundred  I hope  j ’tis  a ftrange  wench. 
Ant.  This  ferews  me  up  ftill  higher. 

Celia,  Ladies  behind  her. 

zJUen.  Here  Ihe  comes.  Sir. 

Ant.  Then  be  you  gone  ^ and  take  the  Women  with  ye, 
And  lay  thofe  Jewels  in  her  way. 

Cel.  If  I ftay  longer 

I fhall  number  as  many  Lovers  as  LaU  did  5 
How  they  flock  after  me  ? upon  my  Confciencej 
I have  had  a dozen  Horfes  given  me  this  morning, 
rie  ev’n  feUip  a Troop,  and  turn  She-fouldier, 

A good  difereet  wench  now,  that  were  not  hidebound 
Might  raift  a fine  eftate  here,  andfuddenly:  (where 

For  thefe  warm  things  will  give  their  Souls  I can  go  no 

Without  a world  of  offerings  to  my  Excellence ; 

I am  a Queen,  a Goddelfe,  I know  not  what 
And  no  conftellation  in  all  Heaven,  but  I out-fhine  it  5 
And  they  have  found  out  now  1 have  no  eyes 
Of  mortal  lights,  but  certain  influences, 

Strange  vertuous  lightnings,  humane  nature  ftarts  at, 

And  I can  kill  my  twenty  in  a morning, 

With  as  much  eafe  now 

Ha!  what  are  theft?  new  projects  ? 

Where  are  my  honourable  Ladies  ? are  you  out  too  ? 

Nay  then  1 muft  buy  the  ftock,  fend  me  good  Carding : 

1 hope  the  Prihees  hands  be  not  in  this  Iporf, 

I have  not  feen  him  yet,  cannot  hear  from  him, 

And  that  troubles  me : all  thefe  were  recreations 
Had  1 but  his  fweet  company  to  laugh  with  me : 

What  fellow’s  that?  another  Apparition  ? 

This  is  the  lovingft  Age : I fhould  know  that  face^ 

Sure  I have  feen’t  before,  not  long  fince  neither. 

Ant.  She  fees  me  now : O Heaven,  a moft  rare  creature! 
Cel.  Yes,  ’tis  the  fame  : I will  take  no  notice  ofye. 

But  ifl  do  not  fit  ye,  let  me  fry  for’t  5 
Is  all  this  Cackling  for  your  egg  ? they  are  fair  ones, 
Excellent  rich  no  doubt  too  •,  and  may  ftumble 
A good  ftaid  mind,  but  I can  go  thus  by  ’em 
My  honeft  friend  •,  do  you  ftt  off  thefe  Jewels  ? 

Ant.  Set  ’em  off.  Lady  ? 

Cel.  I mean,  fell ’em  here,  Sir? 

Ant.  She’s  very  quick . for  fale  they  are  not  meant  fure. 
Cel.  For  fan(ftity  I think  much  lefs ; good  even  Sir. 

Ant.  Nay  noble  Lady,  ftay : ’tis  you  muft  wear  ’em : 
Never  look  ftrange,  they  are  worthy  your  beft  beauty^ 

Cel.  Did  you  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Ant.  To  you  or  to  none  living: 

To  you  they  are  ftnt,  to  you  they  are  facrificed. 

Cel.  I’le  never  look  a Horft  i’th’  mouth  that’s  given ; 

I thank  ye.  Sir:  Tie  lend  one  to  reward  ye. 

<iAnt.  Do  you  never  ask  who  fent  ’em  ? 

^Cel.  Never  I: 

Nor  never  care,  if  it  be  an  honeft  end, 

That  end’s  the  full  reward,  and  thanks  but  flubber  it  j 
If  it  be  ill,  I will  not  urge  the  acquaintance. 

tAnt.  This  has  a foul  indeed ; pray  let  me  tell  ye 

Ca.  I care  not  if  ye  do,  fo  you  do  it  hanfomly, 

D d And 

ABhs  QnartHS,  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  Antigonus,  and  Menippus. 

j4nt.  T O aptnefs  in  her  ? 

L\l  Men.  Not  an  immodeft  motion, 

And  yet  when  ftie  is  courted, 

Makes  as  wild  witty  anfwers. 

u4nt.  This  more  fires  me, 

I muft  not  have  her  thus. 
eJMen.  We  cannot  alter  her. 

Ant.  Have  ye  put  the  youths  upon  her  ? 

Men.  All  that  know  any  thing, 

Aild  have  been  ftudied  how  to  catch  a beauty. 

But  like  fo  many  whelps  about  an  Elephant 

The  Prince  is  coming  home,  Sir. 

Am.  I hear  that  too. 

But  that’s  no  matter  \ am  I alter’d  well  ? 
eJMen.  Not  to  be  known  I think.  Sir. 

Ant.  I muft  fee  her. 

Enter  2 Gentlemen,  or  Lords. 

I I offered  all  I had,  all  I could  think  of, 

I tri’d  her  through  all  the  points  o’th’  compafs,  I think. 

“2.  Gent.  She  ftudies  to  undo  the  Court,  to  plant  here 
The  Enemy  to  our  Age,  Chaftity  y 
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And  not  Ihiid  picking  of  your  words. 

The  King  fait ’em. 

Away,  away,  thou  art  fome  foolifli  fellow, 

And  now  I think  thou  haft  ftolc  ’em  too ; the  King  lent  ’em  ? 
Alas  good  man,  wouldft  thou  make  me  believe 
He  has  nothing  to  do  with  things  of  thefe  worths, 

ISiit  wantonly  to  fling ’em  ? he’s  an  old  man, 

A good  old  man,  they  lay  too  : I dare  fwear 
Full  many  a year  ago  he  left  thefe  gambols : 

Here,  take  your  trinkets. 

Sure  I do  not  lye.  Lady. 

Csl.  I know  thou  lyeft  extreamlyj  damnal)ly: 

Thou  haft  a lying  face. 

I was  never  thus  ratlcd. 

Cil.  But  lay  I Ihould  believe ; why  are  thefe  fent  me  ? 
And  why  art  thou  the  Mcflenger  ? who  art  thou  ? 

An.  Lady,  look  on ’em  wifely,  and  then  cohfider 
U'ho  can  fend  fuch  as  thefe,  but  a King  only  ? 

And,  to  what  beauty  can  they  be  oblations. 

But  only  yours  ? For  me  that  am  the  carrier, 

’Tis  only  fit  you  know  I am  his  fervant, 

And  have  fulfil’d  his  will. 

Cel.  Y ou  are  fliort  and  pithy ; 

What  mud  my  beauty  do  for  thefe  ? 

Ant.  Sweet  Lady, 

You  cannot  be  fo  hard  of  underftanding. 

When  a King’s  favour  fliines  nponyeglorioufly. 

And  fpeaks  his  love  in  thefe • 

Cd.  O then  love’s  the  matter  •, 

Sir-reverence  love ; now  I begin  to  feel  ye  : 

And  1 Ihould  be  the  Kings  Whore,  a brave  title ; 

And  go  as  glorious  as  the  Sun,  O brave  ftill : 

The  chief  Commandrefs  of  his  Concubines, 

Hurried  from  place  to  place  to  meet  his  pleafures. 

Ant.  Adevilifhfobtilwench,  butarare  fpirit.  (dry. 
Cel.  And  when  the  good  old  fpunge  had  fuckt  my  youth 
And  left  fome  of  his  Royal  aches  in  my  bones  ; 

When  time  (hall  tell  me  I have  plough’d  my  life  up. 

And  caft  long  furrows  in  my  face  to  fink  me. 

Ant.  You  muft  not  think  fo,  Lady. 

Cd.  Then  can  thefe.  Sir, 

Thefe  precious  things,  the  price  of  youth  and  beauty  y 
This  flmp  here  of  fin-offerings  fet  me  off  again  I 
Can  it  rertore  me  chafte,  young,  innocent? 

Purge  me  to  what  I was  ? add  to  my  memory 
An  honeft  and  a noble  fame  ? The  Kings  device  •, 

The  fin’s  as  univerfal  as  the  Sun  is, 

And  lights  an  everlafting  Torch  to  fhame  me. 

Ant  Do  you  hold  fofteight  account  ofagreat  Kings  faVoBr, 
Ti’atall  knees  bow  to  purchafe  ? 

Cd.  Prcthcc  peace : 

If  thou  knewlt  how  ill  favouredly  thy  talc  becomes  thee, 

’ And  what  ill  root  it  takes 

A>.t.  You  will  be  wifer. 

Cd.  Could  the  King  find  no  fliape  to  fhift  his  pander  into, 
But  reverend  Age  ? and  one  folike  himfelftoo? 

' A'.t.  She  has  found  me  out. 

j QL.  Cozen  the  world  with  gravity  ? 

' Prethee  rcfolvc  me  one  thing,  do’s  the  King  love  thee? 

Ant.  I think  he  do’s. 

Ce!.  It  feems  fo  by  thy  Office : 
ffe  loves  thy  ofe,  and  when  that’s  ended,  hates  thee : 

Thou  feemeft  to  me  a Souldier. 

Ant.  Yes,  I am  one. 

Ql.  And  haft  fought  for  thy  Country  ? 

Ant.  Many  a time. 

Ql.  Maybe,  commanded  too? 
fyAnf.  I have  done,  l.ady. 

Cel.  O wretched  man,  below  the  ftatc  of  pity : 

Canft  thou  forget  thou  wert  begot  in  honour  ? 

A f:5C  Companion  fora  King?  a Souldier  ? 

, vl'hofcNoblcncfsdarefccino  want,  but  Enemies? 

Canft  thou  forget  this,  and  decline  fo  wretchedly. 

To  tat  the  Bread  of  Bav/dry,  of  bafe  Bav/dry  ? 


Feed  on  the  feum  of  Sin  ? fling  thy  Sword  from  thee  ? 
Difhonour  to  the  noble  name  that  nurfed  thee? 

Go,  begdifeafes:  let  them  be  thy  Armours, 

Thy  fights,  the  flames  of  Luft,  and  their  foul  ifliies. 
iy^nt.  Why  then  I am  a King,  and  mine  own  Speaker. 
Cel.  And  I as  free  as  you,  mine  own  Difpofer : 

There,  take  your  Jewels*,  let  them  give  them  luftres 
That  have  dark  Lives  and  Souls  j wear  ’em  your  felf.  Sir, 
You’l  feem  a Devil  elfe. 

Ant.  I command  ye  ftay. 

CeL  Be  juft,  I am  commanded. 

Ant.  I will  not  wrong  ye. 

Cel.  Then  thus  low  falls  niy  duty. 

Ant.  Can  ye  love  me 

Say  I,  and  all  I have 

Cd.  I cannot  love  ye  ^ 

Without  the  breach  of  faith  I cannot  hear  ye ; 

Ye  hang  upon  my  love,  like  frofts  on  Lilies : 

I can  dye,  but  I cannot  love ; you  are  anfwer’d.  ff.vrV. 
Ant.  I muft  find  apter  means,  I love  her  truly.  {^Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

fwfeyDemetr.  Leon.  Lieu.  Gent.  Sould.  andHoR. 

Dem.  Hither  do  you  fay  fhe  is  come  ? 

Hofi.  Yes  Sir,  lam  fureon’t: 

For  whilcft  I waited  upon  ye,  putting  my  Wife  in  truft, 

I know  not  by  what  means,  but  the  King  found  her. 

And  hither  Ihe  was  brought;,  how,  or  to  what  end 

Dem.  My  Father  found  her  ? 

Hofi.  So  my  Wife  informs  me. 

Dem.  Leontius^  pray  draw  off  the'SoUldiers, 

I would  a while  be  private. 

Leon.  Fall  off  Gentlemen, 

The  Prince  would  be  alone.  Leo.  and  Soul. 

Dem.  Is  he  fo  cunning.? 

‘There  is  fome  trick  in  this,  and  you  muft  know  it. 

And  be  an  agent  too : which  if  it  prove  fo 

Hofi.  Pull  me  to  pieces.  Sir. 

Dem.  My  Father  found  her  ? 

My  Father  brought  her  hither.?  went  ftie  willingly.? 

Hofi.  My  Wife  fayes  full  of  doubts. 

Dem.  I cannot  blame  her. 

No  more:  there’s  no  truft,  no  faith  in  mankind. 

Enter  Antigonus,  Menippus,  Leontius,  and  Souldiers. 

Ant.  Keep  her  up  clofe,  he  muft:  not  come  to  fee  her; 
You  are  welcome  nobly  now,  welcome  home  Gentlemen 
You  have  done  a courteous  fervice  on  the  Enemy 
Has  tyed  his  Faith  for  ever  \ you  fliall  find  it ; 

Ye  are  notnow  in’s  debt  Son:  ftill  your  fad  looks? 

Leont  'uiiy  what’s  the  matter .? 

Leo.  Truth  Sir,  I know  not. 

We  have  been  merry  fince  we  went. 

Lien.  I feel  it. 

Ant.  Come,  what’s  the  matter  now.?  doyou  wantmony.? 
Sure  he  has  heard  o’th’  wench. 

Dem.  Is  that  a want.  Sir .? 

I would  fain  fpeak  to  your  Grace. 

Ant.  You  may  do  freely. 

Dem.  And  not  deferve  your  anger ,? 

Ant.  That  ye  may  too.  (foner, 

Dem.  There  was  a Gentlewoman,  and  fometimes  my  pri- 
Which  I thought  well  of  Sir : your  Grace  conceives  me. 

Ant.  I do  indeed,  and  with  much  grief  conceive  ye  \ 
With  full  as  much  grief  as  your  Mother  bare  you. 

There  was  fuch  a Woman : would  1 might  as  well  fay, 

There  was  no  fuch,  Demetr  'm. 

Dem.  She  wasvertiious, 

And  therefore  not  unfit  my  youth  to  love  her  : 

She  was  as  fair 

e^nt.  Pier  beauty  Tie  proclaim  too, 

Tobcasrich aseverraign’d in  Womans 
3ut  how  fhe  made  that  good,  the  Devil  knows. 

Dem. 
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Dtm.  She  was 


O Heaven  I 


Jtit.  The  Hell  to  all  thy  glories, 

Swallow’d  thy  youth,  made  Ihipwrack  of  thine  honour  i 
She  was  a Devil. 

Dem.  Ye  are  my  Father,  Sir. 
jint.  And  fince  ye  take  a pride  to  Ihew  your  follies, 
rie  muller  ’em,  and  all  the  world  fliall  view  ’em. 

Leo.  What  heat  is  this.?  the  Kings  eyes  fpeak  his  anger. 
Aftt.  Thou  haft  abus’d  thy  youth,  drawn  to  thy  fellowftiip 
tnlte^id  of  Arts  and  Arms,  a Womans  kifleSj 
The  iubtilties,  and  foft  heats  ofa  Harlot. 

Dem.  Good  Sir,  miftake  her  not. 

Ant.  A Witch,  aSorcerefs: 

I tell  thee  but  the  truth ; and  hear  Demetrm^ 

Which  hasfo  dealt  upon  thy  bloud  with  charms, 

Deviiilh  and  dark  •,  fo  lockt  up  all  thy  vertues , 

^ ^So  pluckt  thee  back  from  what  thou  Iprungft  from,  glorious. 
Dem.  O Heaven,  that  any  tongue  but  his  durft  fay  this ! 
That  any  heart  durft  harbour  it!  Dread  Father, 

If  for  the  innocent  the  gods  allow  us 

To  bend  our  knees 

Ant.  Away,  thou  art  bewitch’d  ftill  *, 

Though  Ihe  be  dead,  her  power  ftill  lives  upon  thee. 

Dem.  Dead  ? O facred  Sir : dead  did  you  lay .? 

Ant.  She  is  dead,  fool. 

Dem.  It  is  not  poflible : be  not  fo  angry, 

Say  Ihe  is  fain  under  your  fad  difpleafure. 

Or  any  thing  but  dead,  fay  fhe  is  banilhed. 

Invent  a crime,  and  I’le  believe  it,  Sir. 

uint.  Dead  by  the  Law : We  found  her  Hell,  and  her, 

I mean  her  Charms  and  Spells,  for  which  fhe  perifli’d  j 
And  fhe  confeft  fhe  drew  thee  to  thy  ruine. 

And  purpos’d  it,  purpos’d  my  Empires  overthrow. 

i)em.  But  is  fhe  dead  ? was  there  no  pity  Sir .? 

If  her  youth  err’d,  was  there  no  mercy  fhown  her.? 

Did  ye  look  on  her  face,  when  ye  condemn’d  her .? 

Ant.  I look’d  into  her  heart,  and  there  fhe  was  hideous. 
Dem.  Can  fhe  be  dead .?  can  vertue  fall  untimely /* 

Ant.  She  is  dead,  defervingly  fhe  died. 
i)em.  1 have  done  then.  ^ ' 

O matchlefs  fweetnefs,  whither  art  thou  vanifhed  f 
O thou  fair  foul  of  all  thy  Sex,  what  Paradife 
Haft  thou  inrich’d  and  bleft .?  I am  your  fon.  Sir, 

And  to  all  you  fhall  command  ftand  moft  obedient. 

Only  a little  time  I muft  intreat  you 
To  ftudy  to  forget  her  •,  ’twill  not  be  long.  Sir, 

Nor  I long  after  it : art  thou  dead  ^elta, 

Dead  my  poor  wench .?  my  joy,  pluckt  green  with  violence : 

0 fair  fweet  flower,  farewel  Come,  thou  deftroyer 
Sorrow,  thou  melter  of  the  foul,  dwell  with  me  j 
Dwell  with  me  folitary  thoughts,  tears,  cryings, 

Nothing  that  loves  the  day,  love  me,  orfeekme. 

Nothing  that  loves  his  own  life  haunt  about  me : 

And  Love,  I charge  thee,  never  charm  mine  eyes  more^ 
Nor  ne’re  betray  a beauty  to  my  curfes : 

For  I fhall  curfe  all  now,  hate  all,  forfwear  all. 

And  all  the  brood  of  fruitful  nature  vex  at. 

For  fhe  is  gone  that  was  all,  and  I nothing — [_Ex.  & Cent. 
Ant.  This  opinion  tnuft  be  maintained. 

Men.  It  fhall  be,  Sir. 

Ant.  Let  him  go  \ I can  at  mine  own  pleafure  . 

Draw  him  to  th’  right  again wait  your  inftru(fiions, 

And  fee  the  fouldier  paid,  Leontius ; 

Once  more  ye  are  welcome  home  all. 

All.  Health  to  your  Majefty.  l^Exit  Antig.  &c. 

Leo.  Thou  wenteft  a long  the  journey,  how  canft  thou  tell .? 
Hojl.  I did,  butlamfure'tisfo:  had  I ftaid  behind, 

1 think  this  had  not  proved. 

Leo.  A Wenchthereafon.^ 

Lieu.  Who’s  that  talks  of  a Wench  there? 

Leo  All  this  difeontent 
About  a Wench  ? 

^ Lieu.  Where  is  this  Wehch,  good  Colonel? 

Leo.  Prithee  hold  thy  Peace:  who  calls  thee  tocounfel? 


Lieu.  Why,  if  there  be  a Wench 

Leo.  ’Tis  fit  thou  know  her : 

Enter  2 Gentlemen. 

That  rie  fay  for  thee,  and  as  fit  thou  art  for  her. 

Let  her  be  mewed  or  ftopt : how  is  it  Gentlemen  ? 

I gent.  He’s  wondrous  difeontent,  he’l  fpeak  to  no  man. 
zGent.  H’as-taken  his  Chamber  clofc,admits  no  entrance; 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  and  cryings  out. 

Hofl.  ’Tisfo,  Sir,  1 

And  now  I wifli  my  felf  half  hang’d  ere  I went  this  journey. 
Leo.  What  is  this  Woman .? 

Lieu.  I. 

Hofl.  I cannot  tell  ye. 

But  handfome  as  Heaven. 

Lieu.  She  is  not  fo  high  I hope,  Sir. 

Leo.  Where  is  fhe? 

Lieu.  I,  that  would  be  known* 

Leo.  Why,  Sirrah. 

Hofl.  I cannot  fiiow  ye  neither  j 
The  King  has  now  difpos’d  of  her. 

Leo.  There  lyes  the  matter : 

Will  he  admit  none  to  come  to  comfort  him  ? . 

i Gent.  Not  any  near,  nor,  let  ’em  knock  their  hearts  out. 
Will  never  fpedk. 

/-?>«.  ’Tis  the  belt  way  if  He  have  her ; 

For  look  you, a than  would  be  loth  to  be  difturb’d  ill’s  paftittie  j 
’Tis  every  good  mans  tale. 

Leo.  ’Tis  all  thy  living. 

We  muft  not  fuffer  this,  we  dare  not  fuffer  it : 

For  when  thefe  tender  fouls  meet  deep  afflidions. 

They  are  not  ftrbng  enough  to  ftruggle  with’em. 

But  drop  away  as  Snow  does,  from  a mountain, 

And  in  the  torrent  of  their  own  fighs  link  thcmfelvfeS : 

I will,  and  muft  fpeak  to  him. 

Lieu.  So  muft  1 too : 

He  promifed  me  a charge. 

Leo.  Of  what?  of  Children  * 

Upon  my  Confcience,  thou  haft  a double  company, 

And  all  of  thine  own  begetting  already. 

Lieu.  That’s  all  one, 

rie  raife  ’em  to  a Regiment,  and  then  command  ’erii^ 

When  they  turn  difobedient,  unbeget  ’em : 

Knock  ’em  o’th’  head,  and  put  in  new. 

Leo.  A rare  way  5 

But  for  all  this,  thou  art  not  valiant  enough 
To  dare  to  fee  the  Prince  now  ? 

Lieu.  Do  ye  think  he’s  angry  ? 

1 gent.  Extreamly  vext. 

2 gent.  To  the  endangering  of  any  nian  comes  near  him. 
I Cent.  Yet,  if  thou  couldft  but  win  him  our, 

What  e’re  thy  fuit  were, 

Believe  it  granted  prefently. 

Leo.  Yet  thou  muft  think  though. 

That  in  the  doing  he  may  break  upon  ye, 

And — 

Lieu.  Ifhedo  not  kill  irie. 

Leo.  There’s  the  queftion. 

Lieu,  For  half  a dozen  hurts, 

Leo.  Art  thou  fo  valiant  ? 

Lieu.  Not  abfolutely  fo  neither : no  it  cannot  be;- 
I want  my  impoftumes,  and  my  things  about  me. 

Yet  rie  make  danger.  Colonel. 

Leo.  ’Twill  be  rare  fport, 

Howe’re  it  take  i give  me  thy  hand  ; if  thou  doft  this,’ 

I’le  raife  thee  up  a horfe  Troop,  take  my  word  for’t. 

Lieu.  What  may  be  done  by  humane  man. 

Leo.  Let’s  go  then.  ^ , 

I Gent.  Away  before  he  cool : he  will  relapfe  die.  XjE,x. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  AntigonuSj  Menippus,  and  Leudppe. 

Jni.  Will  Ihe  not  yield?  , 

Dd  2 ...  ..  Leu, 
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Lfu.  For  all  we  can  urge  to  her ; 

I fvvore  you  would  marry  her,  (he  laugh’d  cxtrcamly, 

And  then  (herail’d  like  thunder. 

A':t.  Call  in  the  tJlJagiciin. 

Enter  Magician  with  a Bowl. 

I mud,  and  will  obtain  her,  I am  allies  elfe. 

Are  all  the  Philters  in  ? Charms,  Powder,  Roots  ? 

tJU.tg.  They  are  all  in  •,  and  now  I only  Ray 
The  invocation  of  fome  helping  Spirits. 

Alt.  To  your  work  then,  and  difpatch. 

Sit  Rill,  and  fearnot. 

Leu.  I (hall  ne’r  endure  thefe  fights. 

Afit.  Away  with  the  U’oman .-  go  wait  without. 

Leu.  W'hen  the  Devil’s  gone,  pray  call  me.  ^Exit. 
Ant.  Be  fure  you  make  it  powerful  enough. 

M.tg.  Pray  doubt  not He  Conjures. 

A SONG. 

lEgfe  from  the  Shades  below ^ 
jiU  you  that  prove 
The  helps  of  loojer  Love  j 
Rife  and  beflow 

Vpan  this  Cupj  what  ever  may  compel 
By  powerful  Onirm^  and  unrefifled  Spell. 

A Heart  un  warnid  to  melt  in  Loves  defires^ 

Difill  into  this  Liquor  all  your  fires  : 

Heats^  longings,  tears. 

But  ktep  bac\  froz.en  fears ', 

That  jhe  may  know,  that  has  all  power  defied^ 

Art  ts  a power  that  will  not  be  denied. 

The  ANSWER. 

7 Obey,  I Obey, 

And  am  come  to  view  the  day. 

Brought  along,  all  may  compel. 

All  the  Earth  has,  andour  Hell: 

Here's  a little,  little  Flower, 

This  will  make  her  fweat  an  hour. 

Then  unto  fitch  flames  arife, 

A thoyfand  joys  Will  not  fujfice. 

Here's  the  powder  of  the  Moon, 

With  which  jhe  caught  Endymion  ^ 

The  powerful  tears  that  Venus  cryed, 

When  the  Boy  Adonis  dyed. 

Here's  Medea’j  Charm,  with  which 
Jafons  heart  Jhe  did  bewitch, 

Omphale  this  Spell  put  in. 

When  jhe  made  the  Libyan  fpin. 

This  dull  root  pluckt  from  Lethe  flood, 

Purges  all  pure  thoughts,  and  good. 

ihefe  I flir  thus,  round,  round,  round, 

Whilfl  our  light  feet  beat  the  ground. 

Mag.  Now  Sir,  ’tis  full,  and  whofoever  drinks  this 
Shall  violently  doat  upon  your  perfon. 

And  never  fleep  nor  cat  unfatisfied  ; 

So  many  hours  ’twill  work,  and  work  with  Violence  *, 

And  thofe  expired,  ’tis  done.  You  have  my  art,  Sir. 

Enter  Lcucippc. 

Ant.  See  him  rewarded  liberally Leucippe. 

Here,  take  this  bowl,  and  when  (he  calls  for  Wine  next, 

Be  fure  you  give  her  this,  and  fee  her  drink  it  j 
D-Iayno  time  when  (lie  calls  next. 

I^u.  I (hall.  Sir. 

Ant.  Let  none  clfc  touch  it  on  your  life. 

Leu.  I am  charg’d,  Sir. 

Ant.  Now  if  (he  have  an  antidote  art  let  her  ’feape  me- 

\_Exeunt- 

Enter  Lcontius,  Lieutenant,  Gent.  (thing 
r Gent.  There’s  the  door.  Lieutenant,  if  you  dare  do  any  ( 


Leo.  Here’s  no  man  waits. 

I Cjent.  H’ as  given  a charge  that  none  (hall,  ' 

Nor  none  fiiall  come  within  the  hearing  of  him  : 

Dare  ye  go  forward  s’ 

Lieu.  Let  me  put  on  my  Skull  firft. 

My  head’s  almolt  beaten  into  th’  pap  of  an  Apple, 

Arc  there  no  Guns  i’th’  door  ? 

Leo.  TheRoguc  will  doit. 

And  yet  1 know  he  has  no  Stomach  to’t.  (Rones, 

Lieu.  What  loop  holes  are  there  when  I knock  for 
For  thofe  may  pepper  me  ? I can  perceive  none. 

Leo.  How  he  views  the  Fortification. 

Lieu.  Farewel  Gentlemen, 

If  I be  kill’d • ” 

Leo.  We’ll  fee  thee  buried  bravely.  (fbfely. 

Lieu.  Away,  how  (hould  I know  that  then?  I’ll  knod^ 
Pray  heaven  he  fpeak  in  a low  voice  now  to  comfort  me  .* 

1 feel  1 have  no  heart  to’t ; Is’t  well,  Gentlemen  ? 

Colonel,  my  Troop 

Leo.  A little  louder. 

Lieu.  Stay,  Ray 

Here  is  a window,'  1 will  fee,  Rand  wide. 

By he’s  charging  of  a Gun. 

Leo.  There’s  hO  fuch  matter. 

There’s  no  body  in  this  room.  ^ 

Lieu.  O ’twas  a fire-fhovel : 

Now  I’ll  knock  louder,  if  he  fay  who’s  there  ? 

As  fure  he  has  fo  much  manners,  then  will  I anfwer  him 
So  finely  & demurely  *,  my  Troop  Colonel — (finocks  louder . 
-1  Gent.  Knock  louder.  Fool,  he  hears  not. 

Lieu.  You  fool,  do  you. 
bo  and  you  dare  now. 

1 (fent.  I do  not  undertake  it.  (matters. 

Lieu.  Then  hold  your  peace,  and  meddle  with  your  own 
Leo.  Now  he  will  knock.  {^Knocks  louder. 

Lieu.  Sir,  Sir,  will’t  pleafe  you  hear  Sir  ? 

Your  Grace,  I’ll  look  again,  what’s  that 
Leo.  He’s  there  now. 

Lord ! How  he  Rares ! I ne’r  yet  law  him  thus  altcrM  .* 
Stand  now,  and  take  the  Troop. 

Lieu.  Would  I were  in’t. 

And  a good  horfe  under  me : I muR  knock  again. 

The  Devil’s  at  my  fingers  ends : he  comes  now. 

Now  Colonel,  if  I live 

Leo.  The  Troop’s  thine  own  Boy. 

Enter  Demetrius,  aPiftol. 

Dem.  What  defperate  fool,  ambitious  bf  his  ruine? 
Lieu.  Your  Father  would  defire  ye,Sir,to  come  to  dinner. 
Dem.  Thou  art  no  more. 

Lieu.-  Now,  now,  now,  now. 

Dem.  Poor  Coxcomb ; 

Why  do  I aim  at  thee  ? \_Exit. 

Leo.  His  fear  has  kill’d  him. 

Enter  Leucippe  with  a Bowl. 

2 gent.  I proteR  he’s  almoR  Riff : bend  him  and  rub  him. 
Hold  hisNofeclofe , you,  if  you  be  a woman. 

Help  us  a little  : here’s  a man  near  perilh’d. 

Leu.  Alas  alas,  I have  nothing  here  about  me. 

Look  to  my  Bowl',  I’ll  run  in  prefently 

And  fetch  fome  water;  bend  him,  and  fet  him  upwards. 

Leo.  A goodly  man \jExit. 

Here’s  a brave  heart  t he’s  warm  again : you  (hall  not 
Leave  us  i’th’  lurch  fo.  Sirrah. 

2 Cjent.  Now  he  breaths  too. 

Leo.  If  we  had  but  any  drink  to  raife  his  Spirits. 

What’s  that  i’  th’  Bowl  ? upon  my  life,  good  Liquor, 

She  would  not  own  it  elfe. 

1 Gent.  He  fees. 

Leo.  Look  up  Boy. 

And  take  this  Cup,  and  drink  it  off;  I’ll  pledge  thee. 

Guide  it  to  his  mouth,  hcfwallows  heartily. 

2 Gent.  Oh ! /ear  and  (brrow’s  dry ’tis  o(T- 
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Leo.  Stand  up  man. 

Lteu.  Am  I not  fliot  ? 

Leo.  Away  with  him,  and  chcar  him  : 

Thou  halt  won  thy  Ti  oop. 

UeH.  I think  I won  it  bravely. 

Leo.  Go,  I mull  Jee  the  Prince,  he  mull  not  live  thus ; 

And  let  rtie  hear  an  honr  hence  from  ye. 

Well,  Sir Gent.  andLicu. 

Enter  Leucippe  mth  water. 

Leu.  Here,  here ; where’s  the  lick  Gentleman  ? 

Leo.  He’s  up,  and  gone.  Lady. 

Leu.  Alas,  that  I came  lb  late. 

Leo.  He  mull  Hill  thank  ye  •, 

Ye  left  that  in  a Cup  here  did  him  comfort. 

Leu.  That  in  the  Bowl? 

Leo.  Yes  truly,  very  much  comfort. 

He  drank  it  off*,  and  after  it  fpoke  lullily. 

Leu.  Did  he  drink  it  all  ? 

Leo.  All  off! 

Leu.  The  Devil  choak  hiin^ 

I am  undone : h’  as  twenty  Devils  in  him  5 
Undone  for  ever,  left  he  none  ? 

Leo.  I think  not. 

Leu.  No,  not  a drop : what  lhall  become  of  me  now  ? 

Had  he  no  where  elfe  to  fwound  ? a vengeance  fwound 
Undone,  undone,  undone;  Hay,  I can  lye  yet  (him: 
And  fwear  too  at  a pinch,  that’s  all  my  comfort. 

Look  to  him;  I fay  look  to  him,&but  mark  what  follows.  Ex. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Leo.  What  a Devil  ails  the  Woman  ? here  comes  the 
With  fuch  a fadnefs  on  his  face,  as forrow,  (Prince  again. 
Sorrow  her  felf  but  poorly  irhitates. 

Sorrow  of  Sorrows  on  that  heart  that  caus’d  it. 

Dem.  Why  might  Ihe  not  be  falfe  and  treacherous  to  me? 
And  found  fo  by  my  Father  ? llie  was  a Woman, 

And  many  a one  of  that  Sex,  young  and  fair. 

As  full  of  faith  as  Ihe,  have  fallen,  and  foully. 

Leo.  It  is  a Wench ! O that  I knew  the  circumllancc. 
Dem.  Why  might  not , to  preferve  me  from  this  mine. 
She  having  loll  her  honour,  and  abufed  me. 

My  father  change  the  forms  o’th’ coins,  and  execute 
His  anger  on  a fault  Ihe  ne’r  committed. 

Only  to  keep  me  fafe  ? why  Ihould  I think  fo? 

She  never  was  to  me,  but  all  obedience, 

Sweetnefs,  and  love. 

Leo.  How  heartily  he  weeps  now  ? 

I have  not  wept  this  thirty  years,  and  upward  ^ 

But  now,  if  I Ihould  be  hang’d  1 cannot  hold  from’t : 

It  grieves  me  to  the  heart. 

Dem.  Who’s  that  that  mocks  me  ? 

Leo.  A plague  of  him  that  mocks  ye:  I grieve  truly, 
Truly,  and  heartily  to  fee  yon  thus,  Sir: 

And  if  it  lay  in  my  power,  gods  are  my  witnefs. 

Who  e’r  he  be  that  took  your  fweet  peace  from  you  j 

I am  not  fo  old  yet,  nor  want  I fpirit 

Dem.  No  more  of  that,  no  more  Leontius, 

Revenges  are  the  gods:  our  part  is  fulFerance: 

Farewell,  I (hall  not  fee  thee  long.  (in’t 

Leo.  Good  Sir,  tell  me  the  caufe,!  know  there  is  a woman 
Do  you  hold  me  faithful  ? dare  you  trull  your  Souldier  ? 
Sweet  Prince,  the  caufe  ? 

Dem.  I mull  not,  dare  not  tell  it. 

And  as  thou  art  an  honeR  man,  enquire  not. 

Leo.  Will  ye  be  merry  then  ? 

Dem.  I am  wondrous  merry. 

Leo.  ’Tis  wondrous  well;  you  think  now  this  becomes  ye. 
Shame  on’t,  it  does  not,  Sir^  it  Ihewsnothandfomely, 

If  I were  thus ; you  would  fwear  I were  an  Afs  ItrSight  j 
A wooden  afs ; whine  for  a Wench  ? 

Dem.  Prithee  leave  me. 

Leo.  I will  not  leave  ye  for  a tit. 

Dem.  Leontius  ? 


Leo.  For  that  you  may  have  any  where  for  fix  pence, 

And  a dear  penny  worth  too. 

Dem.  Nay,  then  you  arc  troublcfomc. 

Leo.  Not  half  fo  troublcfom  as  you  are  to  your  felf,  Sir ; 
Was  that  brave  Heart  made  to  pant  for  a placket : 

And  now  i’th’  dog-days  too,  when  nothing  dare  love ! 

That  noble  Mind  to  melt  away  and  moulder 

For  a hey  nonny,  nonny ! Would  I had  a Glafs  here, 

To  Ihew  yc  what  a pretty  toy  ye  arc  turn’d  to. 

Dem.  My  wretched  Fortune. 

Leo.  Will  ye  but  let  me  know  her  ? 

I’ll  once  turn  Bawd : go  to,  they  are  good  mens  olfices, 

And  not  fo  contemptible  as  we  take  ’em  for : 

And  if  fhe  be  above  ground,  and  a Woman ; 

I ask  no  morc^  I’ll  bring  her  o’  my  back.  Sir, 

By  this  hand  I will , and  i had  as  lieve  bring  the  Devil , 

1 care  not  who  (he  be,  nor  where  I have  her ; 

And  in  your  arms,  or  the  next  Bed  deliver  her,  (galliard. 
Which  you  think  fitteR,  and  when  you  have  danc’d  your 
Dem.  Away,  and  fool  to  them  are  fo  affeded  : 

0 thou  art  gone,  and  all  my  comfort  with  thee  I 
Wilt  thou  do  one  thing  for  me  ? 

Leo.  All  things  i’  th’  World,  Sir, 

Of  all  dangers. 

Dem.  Swear.  Leo.  I will. 

Dem.  Come  near  me  no  more  then. 

Leo.  How  ? 

Dem.  Come  no  more  near  me : . 

Thou  art  a plague-fore  to  me 
Leo.  Give  you  good  ev’n  Sir; 

If  you  be  fuffer’d  thus,  we  Riallhave  fine  fport. 

1 will  be  forty  yet. 

Enter  2 Gentlemen. 

1 Gent.  How  now,  how  does  he  ? 

Leo.  Nay,  if  I tell  ye,  hang  me,  or  any  man  elfe 
That  hath  his  nineteen  wits  *,  he  has  the  bots  I thinkj  ^ 
He  groans,  and  roars,  and  kicks. 

2 Gent.  Will  he  fpeak  yet  ? 

Leo.  Not  willingly : 

Shortly  he  will  not  fee  a man  ; if  ever 
I look’d  upon  a Prince  fo  metamorphos’d. 

So  juggl’d  into  I know  not  what,  fhametakeme  j 
This  ’tis  to  be  in  love. 

I Gent.  Is  that  the  caufe  on’t?' 

Leo.  What  is  it  not  the  caufe  of  but  bear-baitings? 

And  yet  it  Rinks  much  like  it : out  upon’t ; 

What  giants,  and  what  dwarffs,  what  owls  and  apes,  (it. 
What  dogs,  and  cats  it  makes  us  ? men  that  are  pofTeR  with 
Live  as  if  they  had  a Legion  of  Devils  in  ’em, 

And  every  Devil  of  a feveral  nature  •, 

Nothing  but  Hey-pafs,  re-pafs : where’s  the  Lieutenant  ? 

Has  he  gather’d  up  the  end  on’s  wits  again  ? 

1 Gent.  He  is  alive : but  you  that  talk  of  wonders. 

Shew  me  but  fuch  a wonder  as  he  is  now. 

Leo.  Why?  he  was  ever  at  the  worR  a wonder. 

2 Gent.  Heisnow  moR  wondcrful'i  a Blazer  now,  Sir. 
Leo.  What  ails  the 'Fool  ? and  what  Star  reigns  now 

We  have  fuch  Prodigies?  (Gentlemen 

2  Gent.  ’Twill pofe  your  heaven-hunters’. 

He  talks  now  of  the  King,  no  other  language. 

And  with  the  King  as  he  imagines,  hourly.  , . 

Courts  the  King,  drinks  to  the  King,  dies  for  the  King, 
Buysall  thePidluresof  the  King,  wears  the  Kings  colours. 
Leo.  Does  he  not  lye  i’th’  King  Rreet  too  ? 

1 Gent.  He’s  going  thither. 

Makes  prayers  for  the  King,  in  fundry  languages. 

Turns  all  his  Proclamations  into  metre ; 

Is  really  in  love  with  the  King,  moRdotingly, 

And  fwears  Adonis  was  a Devil  to  him ; _ . 

A fweet  King,  a moR  comely  King,  and  fuch  a King — - 

2 Gent.  Then  down  on’s  marrow-bones  *,  O excellentKing 

Thus  he  begins,  Thou  Light,  and  Life  of  Creatures,  j 
Angel-ey’d  King,  vouchfafeat  length  thy  favour ; - i 
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‘ And  ib  proceeds  to  incifion : what  think  ye  of  this  forrow? 

! I Gent.  Will  as  familiarly  kifs  the  King  horfcs 
‘ As  they  pafs  by  him  .•  ready  to  ravilh  his  footmen. 

! Lee.  Why,  this  is  aboVe  Ela  ? 

I But  how  comes  this? 

! I Nay  that’s  to  underffand  yet, 

But  thus  ir  is,  and  this  part  but  the  pooreft,  (thefe. 

’Twould  make  a man  leap  over  the  Moon  to  fee  him  ad 
3 Gent.  With  lighs  as  though  his  heart  would  break : 
Cry  like  a breech’d  boy,  not  eat  a bit. 

Leo.  I mufb  go  fee  him  prelently. 

For  this  isfuch  a gig,  for  certain, Gentlemen, 

! The  Fiend  rides  on  a Fiddle-flick. 

* 2 (joit.  1 think  fo. 

Leo.  Can  ye  guide  me  to  him  for  half  an  hoilr?  I am  his 
To  fee  the  miracle. 

1 Gent.  U’e  fure  fliall  ftart  hirri.  '[Exeunt. 

S C E N E V. 

Enter  Antigorius  and  Leucippe. 

<s^nt.  Arc  you  fure  flie  drank  it? 

Leit.  Now  muft  I lye  moft  confidently. 

Yes  Sir,  fhe  has  drunk  it  off 
<L/Lnt.  How  works  it  with  her  ? 

Leii.  I fee  no  alteration  yet.  Ant.  There  will  be, 
For  he  is  the  greatefl  Artift  living  made  it. 

Where  is  flic  now  ? 

Leu.  She  is  ready  to  walk  out,  Sir. 

Ant.  Stark  mad,  I know  flic  will  be. 

Leu.  So  I hope,  Sir. 

Anr.  She  knows  not  of  the  Prince  ? 

Leu.  Of  no  man  living 

Ant.  How  do  I look  ? how  do  my  cloaths  become  me  ? 

I am  not  very  grey. 

Leu  A very  youth,  Sir, 

Upon  my  maiden-head  as  fmug  as  A^il: 

Heaven  blefs  that  fweet  face,  ’twill  undo  a thoufand ; 
Many  a foft  heart  mull  fob  yet,  e’r  that  wither. 

Your  Grace  can  give  content  enough. 

Enter  Celia  with  a Boof^ 

Ant.  I think  fa. 

Leu.  Here  flie  comes,  Sir, 

Ant.  How  fliall  I keep  her  off  me  ? 

Go,  & perfume  the  room:  make  all  things  ready.  [Ex.  Leu. 

Cel.  No  hope  yet  of  the  Prince ! no  comfort  of  him ! 

They  keep  me  mew’d  up  here,  as  they  mew  mad  folks. 

No  company  but  my  afflidions. 

This  royal  Devil  again ! ftrange,  how  he  haunts  me ! 

How  like  a poyfon’d  potion  his  eyes  fright  me ! 

Has  made  himfelf  handfomc  too. 

Ant.  Do  you  look  now,  Lady  ? 

You  will  leap  anon. 

Cel  Curl’d  and  perfum’d  ? 1 fmell  him  *, 

He  looks  on’s  legs  too,  fure  he  will  cut  a caper ; 

God-a  mercy,  dear  December. 

Ant.  O do  you  fmilc  now  •, 

1 knew  it  would  work  with  you come  hither  pretty  One. 

Cel.  Sir. 

Ant.  1 likcthofecourtefieswell^  come  hither  and  kifs  me. 
Cel.  i am  reading.  Sir,  of  a fliortTreatife  here, 

That’s  call'd  the  Vanity  of  Lull:  has  your  Grace  fecn  it  ? 

He  fays  here,  that  an  Old  Mans  loofedefire 

Is  like  the  Glow-worms  light,  the  Apesfo  wonder’d  at : 

Which  when  they  gather’d  flicks,  and  laid  upon’t. 

And  blew,  and  blew,  turn’d  tail,  and  went  out  prefently : 
And  in  another  place  he  calls  their  loves, 

Faint  Smells  of  dying  Flowers,  carry  no  comforts*, 

They’re  doting,  [linking  foggs,  fo  thick  and  muddy, 
Reafon  with  all  his  beams  cannot  beat  through  ’em. 

Ant.  How’s  this  f is  this  the  potion  ? you  but  fool  flill ; 

I know  you  Jove  me. 

Cel.  As  you  arc  jufl  and  honcfl  j 
I know  I love  and  honour  you .-  admire  you. 


I Ant.  This  makes  againfl  me,  fearfully  againfl  me, 

I Cel.  But  as  you  bring  your  power  to  perfccilte  me. 

Your  traps  to  catch  mine  innocence  to  rob  me. 

As  you  lay  out  your  lulls  to  overwhelm  me , 

Hell  never  hated  good,  as  I hate  you,  Sir  j 
And  I dare  tell  it  to  your  face:  What  glory 
Now  after  all  your  Conquells  got,  your  Titles, 

The  ever-living  memories  rais’d  to  you, 

Can  my  defeat  be  ? my  poor  wrack,  what  triumph  ? 

And  when  you  crown  your  fwelling  Cups  to  fortune, 
What  honourable  tongue  can  fing  mylloryf 
Be  as  your  Emblem  is,  agorious  Lamp 
Set  on  the  top  of  all,  to  light  all  perfe(ftly ; 

Be  as  your  office  is,  a god-like  Jullice, 

Into  all  fliedding  equally  your  Vertues.  (riefsj 

Ant.  She  has  drencht  me  now  *,  now  I admire  hergood- 
So  young,  fo  nobly  llrong,  I never  tailed : 

Can  nothing  in  the  power  of  Kings  perfwade  ye  ? 

Cel.  No,  nor  that  power  command  me. 
e^nt.  Say  I Ihould  force  ye  ? 

I have  it  in  my  will.  Cel.  Your  will’s  a poor  one*, 

And  though  it  be  a King’s  Will,  a delpifed  one. 

Weaker  than  Infants  legs,  your  will’s  in  fwadling  Clouts^ 
A thoufand  v;ays  niy  will  has  found  to  check  ye; 

A thoufand  doors  to  ’Icape  ye,  1 dare  dye,  Sirj 
As  fiiddehly  I dare  dye,  as  you  can  offer : 

Nay,  fay  you  had  your  Will,  lay  you  had  ravifii’d  me , 
Perform’d  your  lull,  what  had  you  purchas’d  by  it  ? 

What  Honour  won  ? do  you  know  who  dv^ells  above.  Sir, 
And  what  they  have  prepar’d  for  men  turn’d  Devils 
Did  you  never  hear  their  thunder  i Hart  and  tremble. 
Death  fitting  on  your  bloud,  when  their  fires  vifit  us. 

Will  nothing  wring  youthendo  you  think.?  fit  hard  here, 
And  like  a Snail  curl  round  about  yoUr  Confcience, 

Biting  andltinging:  will  you  not  f oar  too  late  then 
Then  when  you  lhake  in  horroUr  of  this  Villainy, 

Then  will  I rile  a Star  in  Heaven,  and  Icorn  ye.  (nels ! 

Ant.  Lull,  how  I hate  thee  now!  and  love  this  fweet- 
Will  you  be  my  Queen  ? can  that  price  porchafe  ye .? 

CeL  Not  all  the  World,  1 am  a Queen  already. 
Crown’d  by  his  Love,  I mull  not  lofe  for  Fortune ; 

I can  give  none  away,  fell  none  away,  Sir, 

Can  lend  no  love,  am  not  mine  own  Exchequer  ^ 

For  in  anothers  heart  my  hope  and  peace  lies.  (neugh 
Ant.  Your  fair  hands,  Lady.?  for  yeti  am  not  pure  e- 
To  touch  thele  Lips,  in  that  fweet  Peace  ye  fpoke  of. 

Live  now  for  ever,  and  I to  ferve  your  Vertues 

Ql.  Why  now  you  Ihow  a god  I now  I kneel  to  ye ; 

This  Sacrifice  of  Virgins  Joy  fend  to  ye.* 

Thus  1 hold  up  my  hands  to  Heaven  that  touch’d  ye, 

And  pray  eternal  Bleflings  dwell  about  ye.  (tue*, 

Ant.  Vertue  commands  the  Stars.-  rile  more  thanVer- 
Ycur  prefent  comfort  lhall  be  now  my  bufinefs. 

Cel.  All  my  obedient  fer vice  wait  upon  ye.  [Ex.Jeverally. 

SCENE  VI. 

Leontius,  Gentlemen,  Lieutenant. 

Leo.  Hall  thOu  clean  forgot  the  Wars .? 

Leeu.  Prithee  hold  thy  peace. 

I Cjent.  His  mind’s  much  elevated  now. 

Leo.  It  feems  fo. 

Sirrah. 

Lieu.  I am  fo  troubled  with  this  Fellow. 

Leo.  He  will  call  me  Rogue  anon. 

I Gent.  ’Tis  ten  to  one  clfc.  fthee. 

Lieu.  O King  that  thou  know’ll  I lov’d  thee,  how  I lov’d 
And  where  O King,  I barrel  up  thy  beauty. 

Leo.  He  cannot  leave  his  Sutlers  trade,  he  woos  in’t. 

Lieu.  O never,  King. 

Leo.  By  this  hand,  when  I confidcr 

Lieu.  My  honcll  friend,  you  are  a little  fawey. 

I Gent.  I told  you  you  would  have  it. 

Lieu.  When  mine  own  worth 

_ Leo.  Is 
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Leo.  Is  flung  into  the  ballancc,  and  found  nothing. 

Lteu.  And  yet  a Soldier. 

Leo.  And  yet  a fawey  one. 

Lteit.  One  that  has  followed  thee. 

Leo.  Fair  and  far  oft. 

L»eu.  Fought  for  thy  grace. 

Leo.  ’Twas  for  fome  grief,  you  lye  Sir.  ^ , ■ 

Lieu.  He’s  the  fon  of  a whore  denies  this : will  that  fa- 
Leo.  Yes,  very  well.  (tislieye.? 

Luu.  Shall  then  that  thing  that  honours  thee  ? 

How  miferable  a thing  foever,  yet  a thing  ftill  ^ 

And  though  a thing  of  nothing,  thy  thing  ever. 

Leo.  Here’s  a new  thing. 
zGent.  He’s  in  a deep  dump  now. 

Leo.  rie  fetch  him  out  on’t.When’s  the  Kings  birth-day? 
Lieu.  When  e’re  it  be,  that  day  Tie  dye  with  ringing. 

And  there’s  the  refolution  of  a Lover.  C Exit . 

Leo.  A goodly  refolution  fure  I take  it. 

He  is  bewitch’d,  ormoop’d,  or  his  brains  melted, 

Could  he  find  no  body  to  fall  in  love  with  •,  but  the  King, 

The  good  old  King,  to  doat  upon  him  too  ? 

Stay,  now  I remember,  what  the  fat  woman  warn’d  me, 

Bad  me  remember,  and  look  to  him  too : 

I’le  hang  if  Ihe  have  not  a hand  in  this : he’s  conjured, 

Goc  after  him,  I pity  the  poor  Rafcal, 

In  the  mean  time  Tie  wait  occafion 
To  work  upon  the  Prince. 

2 Gent.  Pray  doe  that  ferioufly.  \^£x. federally. 

SCENA  VII. 

Enter  Antigonus,  Menippus,  Lords. 

Lord.  He’s  I very  ill. 
j4nt.  I am  very  forry  for’t, 

" And  much  afhamed  I have  wronged  her  innocence, 
iJl^enippiu.,  guide  her  to  the  Princes  lodgings, 

There  leave  her  to  his  love  again. 

Men.  I am  glad  Sir. 

Lord.  He  will  fpeak  to  none. 
j4nt.  O I lhall  break  that  filence  *, 

Be  quick,  take  fair  attendance. 

^JMen.  Yes  Sir  prefently.  ^ C Exit. 

yfnt.He  will  find  his  tongue,  I warrant  ye his  health  too  ^ 
I fend  a phyfick  will  not  fail. 

Lord.  Fair  work  it. 

.^nt.  We  hear  the  Princes  mean  to  vifit  us 
In  way  of  truce. 

Lord.  ’Tis  thought  fo. 

Come:  let’s  in  then. 

And  think  upon  the  noblelt  wayes  to  meet  ’em.  t Exeunt. 

SCENA  VIII. 

Enter  Leontius. 

Leo.  There’s  no  way  now  to  get  in : all  the  light  ftopt 
Nor  can  I hear  a found  of  him,pray  Heaven  . (too ; 
He  ufc  no  violence : I think  he  has  more  Soul, 

Stronger,  and  I hope  nobler : would  I could  but  fee  once 
This  beauty  he  groans  under,  or  come  to  know 
But  any  circumftance.  What  noife  is  that  there  ? 

I think  I heard  him  groan : here  are  fome  coming  ^ 

A woman  too,  I’le  Hand  aloof,  and  view  ’em. 

Enter  Menippus,  Celia,  Lords. 

Cel.  Well,fome  of  ye  have  been  to  blame  in  thispoint. 
But  I forgive  ye : The  King  might  have  pickt  out  too 
Some  fitter  woman  to  have  tri’d  his  valour. 

Men.  ’T was  all  to  the  bell  meant.  Lady. 

Cel.  I mull  think  fo. 

For  how  to  mend  it  now ; he’s  here  you  tell  me  ? 

Men.  He’s  Madani,  and  the  joy  to  lee  you  only 
Will  draw  him  out. 

Leo.  I know  that  womans  tongue, 

I think  I have  feen  her  face  too : I’le  goe  nelref : 


If  this  be  (he,  he  has  fomecaulc  of  forrow: 

’Tis  the  fame  face  j the  fame,  mofl  excellent  woman. 

Cel.  This  ftiould  be  Lord  Leontins : 1 remember  him. 

Leo.  Lady,  1 think  ye  know  me. 

Cel.  Speak  fo  ft,  good  Souldier: 

I do,  and  know  ye  worthy,  know  ye  noble  \ 

Know  not  nic  yet  openly,  as  you  love  me  *, 

But  let  me  fee  ye  again,  I’le  latisfie  ye ; 

I am  wondrous  glad  to  fee  thofe  eyes. 

Leo.  You  have  charged  me. 

Cel.  You  lhall  know  where  I am. 

Leo.  I will  not  off  yet  : 

She  goes  to  knock  at’s  door:  This  mull  be  Ihe 
The  fellow  told  me  of:  right  glad  I am  on’t, 

He  will  bolt  now  for  certain. 

(^tl.  Are  ye  within  Sir.^ 

I’le  trouble  you  no  more : I thank  your  courtefie, 

*^ray  leave  me  now. 

All.Me.  We  reft  your  humble  fervants.  {Ex.y[Q.^£. 

Cel.  So  now  my  jives  are  off : pray  HeaVen  he  be  here ! 
Mailer, my  royal  Sir : do  you  hear  who  calls  ye  ? 

Love,  my  Demetrius. 

Leo.  Thefe  are  pretty  quail-pipes, 

The  Cock  will  Crow  anon. 

Cel.  Can  ye  bedrowfie. 

When  I call  at  your  Window  ? 

Leo.  I hear  him  ftirring : 

Now  he  comes  wondring  out. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Dem.  ’Tis  Celias  Ibund  fure : 
he  fweetnefs  of  that  tongue  draws  all  hearts  to  it  ^ 
here  Hands  the  lhape  too. 

Leu.  How  he  Hares  upon  her  ? 

Dem.  Ha.?  do  mine  eyes  abufe  me  ? 

Tis  fhe,  the  living  Celia : your  hand  Lady  ? 

Cel.  What  Ihould  this  mean  ? 

Dem.  The  very  felffame  (^elia. 

(f/.  How  do  ye  Sir  ? 

Dem.  Only  turn’d  brave, 
heard  you  were  dead  my  dear  one,compleat. 

She  is  wondrous  brave,  a wondrous  gallant  Courtier.  , 

Cel.  How  he  ftirveyes  me  round  ? here  has  been  foul  play. 
Dem.  How  came  Ihe  thus  ? 

Cel.  It  was  a kind  of  death  Sir, 
fuffered  in  your  abfence,  mew’d  up  here. 

And  kept  conceal’d  1 know  not  how. 

Dem.  ’Tis  likely: 

How  came  you  hither  Celia^  wondrous  gallaiit ; 

Did  my  Father  fend  for  ye .? 

Cel.  So  they  told  me  Sir, 

And  on  command  too.^ 

Dem.  I hope  you  were  obedient  ? 

Cel.  I was  fo  ever. 

Dem.  And  ye  were  bravely  us’d  ? 

Cel.  I wanted  nothing: 

My  maiden-head  to  a mote  i’th’  Sun,he’s  jealous : 

1 mull  now  play  the  knave  with  hirii,  though  I dye  for’t, 

’Tis  in  my  nature. 

Dem.  Her  very  eyes  are  alter’d  : 

Jewels,  and  rich  ones  too,  I never  faw  yet  — > * 

And  what  were  thofe  came  for  ye .? 

Cel.  Monftrous  jealous : , ^ ’ 

Have  I liv’d  at  the  rate  of  thefe  fcorn’d  queftions  ? 

They  feera’d  of  good  fort,  Gentlemen. 

Dem.  Kind  men  ? 

Cel.  They  were  wondrous  kind : 

I was  much  beholding  to  'em  •, 

There  was  one  dAfenippus  Sir. 

Dem.  Ha  ? 

Cel.  One  dJMenippus  ^ • 

A notable  merry  Lord,  and  a good  companlono” 

Dem.  And  one  too  ? 

Cei.  Yes'',  there  was'  fu’ch  a one, 

— — ..... . , ....Dem* 
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Dcm.  And  Timon  ? 

C'el.  ’Tis  moft  true. 

Dem.  And  thou  moll  treacherous ! 

My  Fathers  bawds  by — they  never  mifs  coilrfe  *, 

And  were  thel'e  daily  with  ye  ? 

Cel.  Every  hour  Sir. 

Dem.  And  was  there  not  a Lady,  a fat  Lady  ? 

Cel.  O yes  ; a notable  good  wench. 

Dem.  Tne  Devil  fetch  her. 

Cel.  ’Tis  cv’n  the  merrieft  wench  

Dcm.  D.d  Ihe  keep  with  ye  too  ? 

Cel.  She  was  all  in  all  ^ my  bed-felloWjCat  with  me, 
Brought  me  acquainted. 

Dem.  Vou  are  well  know  here  then  ? 

G /.  There  is  no  living  here  a ftranger  I think. 

Dem.  How  came  yc  by  this  brave  gown  ? 

Cet.  This  iS  a poor  one : 

Alas,  I have  twenty  richer ; do  you  fee  thele  jewels  t 
Why,  they  are  the  pooreft  things,  to  thofe  are  lent  me, 
And  fent  me  hourry  too.  , 

Dem.  Is  there  no  modeltie  ? 

No  faith  in  this  fair  Sex  ? 

Leo.  What  will  this  prove  too? 

For  3'et  with  all  my  wits,  I underltahd  not. 

Dem.  Come  hither ; thou  art  dead  indeed,  loll,  tainted ; 
AV.  that  J left  thee  fair,  and  innocent, 

SvAreet  as  thy  youth,  and  carrying  comfoi*!  in’t  *, 

All  that  1 hoped  for  vertuous,  is  ned  from  thee, 

Turn’a  back,  and  bankrupt. 

Leo.  By’r  Lady,  this  cuts  Ihrewdly. 

Dem.  Thou  art  dead, for  ever  dead  *,  fins  furfeit  flew  thee  y 
The  ambition  of  thofe  wanton  eyesbetrai’d  thee  j 
Go  from  me,  grave  of  honour  ^ go  thou  foul  one. 

Thou  glory  of  thy  fin ; go  thou  defpis’d  one, 

And  where  there  is  no  vertue,  nor  no  virgin^ 

Where  Chaflity  was  never  known,  nor  heard  of ; 

Where  nothing  reigns  but  impious  lull,  and  looler  faces. 

Go  thither,  child  of  bloud,  and  fing  my  doating. 

CeL  You  do  not  fpeak  this  ferioufly  1 hope  Sir  •, 

I did  but  jefl  with  you. 

Dem.  Look  not  upon  me. 

There  is  more  hell  in  thofe  eyes, than  hell  harbours  •, 

And  when  they  flame,  more  torments. 

Cel.  Dare  ye  truft  me  ? 

You  durfl  once  even  with  all  you  hadiyour  love  Sir/* 

By  this  fair  light  I am  honeft. 

Dcm.  Thou  fubtle  Grc<>, 

Call  not  upon  the  maiden  light  eclipleS : 

Curfe  not  the  day. 

Ce!.  Come,  come,  you  fhall  not  do  this : 

Tow  fain  you  would  leem  angry  now,  to  fright  me  j 
You  are  not  in  the  field  among  your  Enemies  ^ 

Come,  I mull  cool  this  courage. 

Dem.  Out  thou  impudence, 

Thou  ulcer  of  thy  Sexy  when  1 full  faw  thee, 
drew  into  mine  eyes  mine  own  dcllruiflion, 
pull'd  into  my  heart  that  ludden  poyfon, 
hat  now  confumes  my  dear  content  to  cinders : 
am  not  now  Demetuus,  thou  halt  chang’d  me; 
hou, woman,  with  thy  thoufand  wiles  haft  chang’d  me  y 
hou  Serpent  with  thy  angel-eyes  haft  flain  me  y 
And  where,  before  I touch’d  on  this  fair  mine, 

I was  a man,  and  rtafon  made,  'and  mov’d  me, 

' Now  one  great  lumpofgrief,  I grow  and  wander, 
j Cel.  And  as  you  arc  noblc,do  you  think  I did  this  ? 

! Dcm.  Put  all  the  Devils  wings  on,  and  flic  from  me. 

I Cel.  I w ill  go  from  ye,  never  more  to  fee  ye : 

I I will  flic  from  yc,  as  a plague  hangs  o’rc  me  y 
' And  through  the  progrefs  ol  my  life  hereafter  y 
i Where  ever  I ftiall  find  a fOol,  a falfc  man, 

I One  that  nc’rc  knew  the  worth  of  polifh’d  vertue  y 
' A bafe  furpcrfler  of  a virgins  honour, 

I A child  that  flings  away  the  wealth  he  cri’d  for, 

film  will  1 call  Demetrius  : that  fool  Demetrius, 


That  mad  man  a Dernctrms ; and  that  falfe  man. 

The  Priii.ee  of  broken  faiths,  even  Prince  Demetrius. 

Y ou  think  now, I fliould  cry,and  kneel  down  to  ye, 

Petition  for  my  peace ; let  thofe  that  feel  here 
The  weight  of  evil,  wait  for  fuch  a Favour, 

I am  above  your  hate,  as  far  above  it. 

In  all  the  arflions  of  an  innocent  life. 

As  the  pure  Stars  are  from  the  muddy  meteors. 

Cry  when  you  know  your  folly : howl  and  curfe  theri, 

Beat  that  unmanly  breaft,  that  holds  a falfe  heart 
When  ye  fliall  come  to  know,  W'hom  ye  iiave  flung  from  ye. 
Dem.  Pray  ye  flay  a little. 

Cel.  Not  your  hopes  can  alter  me. 

Then  let  a thoufand  black  thoughts  mufter  in  ye. 

And  with  thofe  enter  in  a thoufand  doatlngs  y 
Thofe  eyes  be  never  fhut,  but  drop  to  nothing : 

My  innocence  for  ever  haunt  and  fright  ye : 

Thofe  arms  together  grow  in  folds ; that  tongue. 

That  bold  bad  tongue  that  barks  out  thele  difgraces. 

When  you  fhall  come  to  know  how  nobly  vertuous 
I have  preferv’d  my  life,  rot,  rot  within  ye. 

Dem.  What  fliall  I doe  ? 

Cel.  Live  a loft  man  for  ever. 

Go  ask  your  Fathers  confcience  vvhat  t fuflered. 

And  through  what  feas  of  hazards  1 fayl’d  through ; 

Mine  honour  ftill  advanced  in  fpight  of  tempefts. 

Then  rake  your  leave  of  love  • and  confefs  freely. 

You  were  never  worthy  of  this  heart  that  ferv’d  ye, 

Andfofarewelungratefull- [_Exit. 

Dem.  Is  flic  gone  ? 

Leo.  Pic  follow  her, and  will  find  out  this  matter. — [_Exit 

Enter  AntigOHUS,  and  Lords. 

Jnt.  Are  ye  pleas’d  now  ? have  you  got  your  heart  a- 
Have  I reftor’d  ye  that  /*  gain  i 

Dem.  Sir  even  for  HeaVen  fake. 

And  facred  truth  fake,  tell  me  how  ye  found  her. 

j4nt.  I will,  and  in  few  words.  Before  I tri’d  her, 

’Tis  true,  I thought  her  moft  unfit  your  fellowfhip. 

And  fear’d  her  too : which  fear  begot  that  ftory 
I told  ye  firft: : but  fince,  like  gold  I toucht  her. 

Dem^  And  how  dear  Sir  ? . 

^at.  Heavens  holy  light’s  not  purer  : 

The  conftancy  and  goodnefs  of  all  women 
That  ever  liv’d,  to  win  the  names  of  worthy, 

This  noble  Maid  has  doubled  in  her ; honour. 

All  promifes  of  wealth,  all  art  to  win  her, 

And  by  all  tongues  imploy’d,  wrought  as  much  on  her 
As  one  may  doe  upon  the  Sun  at  noon  day 
By  lighting  Candles  up : her  fhape  is  heavenly. 

And  to  that  heavenly  ftiape  her  thoughts  are  angels. 

Dem.  Why  did  you  tell  me  Sir  ? 
e^nt.  ’Tis  true,  I err’d  in’t : 

But  fince  I made  a full  proof  of  her  vertue, 

I find  a King  too  poor  a fervant  for  her. 

Love  her,  and  honour  her-,  in  all  obferve  her. 

She  muft  be  fomething  more  than  time  yet  tells  her  : 

And  certain  I believe  him  beft,  enjoyes  her : 

I would  not  lofe  the  hope  of  fuch  a Daughter, 

To  adde  another  Empire  to  my  honour. {Exit. 

Dem.  O wretched  ftatc ! to  what  end  fliall  I turn  me  ? 

And  where  begins  my  penance  ? now,  what  fervice 
Will  win  her  love  again  ? my  death  muft  doc  it ; 

And  if  that  facrifice  can  purge  my  follies, 

Be  pleas’d,  O mightic  Love,  I dye  thy  fervant {Exit. 


ASlmQHintm.  ScenaFrima, 

Enter  Leontius,  and  Celia. 

Leo.  y Know  he  do’s  not  deferve  yc  h’as  us’d  you  poorly : 
1 And  to  redeem  liimfcif 


CeL  Redeem  ? 


Leo. 


t 
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Leo.  I know  it- 

There’s  no  way  left.  ■ , 

Cd.  For  Heavens  Take  do  not  name  him, 

Do  not  think  on  him  Sir,  he’s  fo  far  from  me 

In  all  my  thoughts  now,  methinks  I never  knew  him. 

Leo.  But  yet  I would  fee  him  again. 

Cd.  No,  never,  never. 

Leo.  1 do  not  mean  to  lend  him  any  comfort-, 
Buttoafflid  him,  fo  to  torture  him 
That  even  his  very  Soul  may  fliake  within  him : 

To  make  him  know,  though  he  be  great  and  powerfull, 

’Tis  not  within  his  aim  todealdilhonourably, 

And  carry  it  off,  and  with  a maid  of  your  fort. 

Cd.  I muftconfefs*  I could  1X1011:  fpightfullyafflid  him 
Now,. now,  I could  whet  my  anger  at  him; 

Now,  arm’d  with  bitternefs,  I could  llioot  through  him  j 
I long  to  vex  him. 

Leo.  And  doe  it  home,  and  bravely. 

Cel.  Were  I a man  ? 

Leo.  Tie  help  that  weaknefs  in  ye : 

I honour  ye,  and  ferveye. 

Cd.  Notonly  to  dilclaimme,  , 

When  he  had  feal’d  his.vowes  in  Heaven,  fworn.tome,. 

And  poor  believing  1 became  his  fervant ; . \ 

But  molt  malicioully  to  brand  my  (jro^it,  .. 

Stain  my  pure  name. 

Leo.  I would  not  fuffer  it : ■ 

See  him  I would  again,  and  to  his  teeth  too : 

Od’s  precious,  I would  ring  him  fuch  a lelTon 

Cel.  1 have  done  that  already. 

L^o.  Nothing , nothing  : 

/ It  was  too  poor  a purge  befides,  by  this  time 
He  has  found  his  fault,  and  feels  the  hells  that  follow  it. 
That,  and  your  urg’d  on  anger  to  the  higheft; 

Why,  ’twill  be  fuch  a ftroak — - y » 

Cd.  Say  he  repent  then , ^ • 

And  feck  with  tears  to  foften,  I am  a woman  ^ 

A woman  that  have  lov’d  him.  Sir,  have  honour’d  him  : 

I am  no  more.  . 

Leo.  Why,  you  may  deal  thereafter. 

Cel.  If  I forgive  him,  I am  loft.  c 
Leo.  Hold  there  then. 

The  fport  will  be  to  what  a poor  fubmiflion 

But  keep  you  ftrong.  • ; 

Cel.  I would  not  fee  him.  ' 

Leo.  Yes,  . V ' . » 

You  lhall  Ring  his  knell.  „ j. 

Cel.  How  if  I kill  him  ? ■ 

Leo.  Kill  him?  why,  let  him  dye. 

Cel.  I know  ’tis  fit  fo.  , 

But  why  lliould  I that  lov’d  him  once,deftroy  him  ? 

O had  he  fcap’t  this  fin,what  a brave  Gentleman 

Leo.  I muftconfefs,  had  this  not  fain,  a nobler, 

A handfomer,the  whole  world  had  not  fliowM  ye  .- 

And  to  his  making  fuch  a mind 

Cel.  ’Tis  certain: 

But  all  this  I muft  now  forget. 

Leo.  You  lhall  not 
If  I have  any  art ; goe  up  fweet  Lady, 

And  truft  my  truth. 

Cel.  But  good  Sir  bring  him  not. 

' Leo.  I would  not  for  the  honour  ye  are  born  to,  . , 

But  you  lhall  fee  him,  and  negledl  him  too,  and  fcorn  him. 
Cel.  You  will  be  near  me  then. 

Leo.  I will  be  with  ye^ 

Yet  there’s  fome  hope  to  ftop  this  gap, Tie  work  hard.  {Ex. 
SCENA  II. 

Enter  Antigonus,  Menip.  two  Gent.  Lieutenant,  and  Lbrds. 

yint.  But  is  it  poiTible  this  fellow  took  it  ? 

2 Gent.  It  feems  fo  by  the  violence  it  wrought  withy 
Yet  now  the  fits  ev’n  off. 

eJMen.  I befeech  your  Grace. 

Si 


Ant.  Nay,  I forgive  thy  wife  with  all  my  heart, 

And  am  right  glad  Ihc  drank  it  not  lici  loll, 

And  more  glad  that  the  vertnous  maid  cfcap’t  it, 

I would  not  for  the  world  ’thad  hit : but  that  this  Souldicr, 
Lord  how  he  looks,  that  he  fiiould  talcc  tliis  vomit  ^ 

Can  he  make  rimes  too 

2 Cjent.  H’as  made  a thoufand  Sir, 

Andplaiesthcburthen  to’emon  a jews-trump. 

Ant.  He  looks  as  though  he  were  bepift : do  you  love 
Lten.  Y es  furcly  even  with  all  my  heart.  ( me  Sir  ? 
Ant.  I thank  ye^i 

I am  glad  I have  fo  good  a fubjed  : but  pray  ye  tell  mc; 

How  much  did  ye  love  me,  before  ye  drank  this  matter  ? 

Lien.  Even  as  much  as  a fober  man  might and  a Souldicr 
That  your  grace  owes  juft  half  a years  pay  to. 

Ant.  Well  remembred  -, 

And  did  I feem  fo  young  and  amiable  to  ye  ? 

Lieu.  Methought  you  were  the  fweeteft  youth — i 
Ant.  That’s  excellent. 

Lieu.  I truly  Sir : and  ever  as  I thought  on  ye, 

1 willied,  and  wifhed 

Ant.  What  didft  thou  wilhprethee? 

Lieu.  Ev’n,  that  I had  been  a wench  of  fifteen  for  ye, 

A handfom  wench  Sir. 

An.t,  Why  ? God  a Mercy  Souldier : 

I feem  not  fo  now  to  thee. 

Lie'll.  Not  all  out : 

And  yet  I have  a grudging  to  your  grace  ftill. 

Ant.  Thou  waft  never  in  love  before  i 
Lien.  Not  with  a King , 

And  hope  I lhall  never  be  again ; Truly  Sir, 

I have  had  fuch  plunges,  and  fuch  bickrings, 

And  as  it  were  fuch  runnings  atilt  within  me. 

For  whatfoever  it  was  provok’t  me  toward  ye. 

Ant'.  God  a-mercy  ftill. 

Lien.  I had  it  with  a vengeance, 

It  plaid  his  prize. 

Ant.  I would  not  have  been  a wench  then. 

Though  of  this  age. 

Lieu.  No  fure,  I Ihould  have  fpoil’d  ye. 

Ant.  Well,  goe  thy  waies,  of  all  the  lufty  lovers 

That  e’re  I faw wilt  have  another  potion  ? 

Lieu.  If  you  will  be  another  thing,  have  at  ye. 

Ant.  Ha, ha, ha : give  me  thy  hand,  from  henceforth  thou 
Do  bravely,  Tie  love  thee  as  much.  . ( art  my  fquldier, 

Lieu.  I thank  ye  •, 

But  if  you  were  mine  enemy,  I would  not  wilh  it  ye : 

I befecch  your  Grace,  pay  me  my  charge. 

2 gent.  That’s  certain  Sir^ 

H’as  bought  up  all  that  e’re  he  found  was  like  ye. 

Or  any  thing  you  have  lov’d,  that  he  could  pur  chafe  ^ 

Old  horfes,that  your  Grace  has  ridden  blind,  and  foundr’d  ^ 
Dogs,  rotten  hawks,  and  which  is  more  than  all  this, 

Has  worn  your  Graces  Gauntlet  in  his  Bonnet. 

Ant.  Bring  in  your  Bills .-  mine  own  love  lhall  be  fatisfi’d ; 
And  firrah,  for  this  potion  you  have  taken, 

Tie  point  ye  out  a portion  ye  lhall  live  on. 

Men.  ’Twas  the  belt  draught  that  e’re  ye  drunk. 

Lieu.  I hope  fo. 

. Are  the  Princes  come  toth’  Court .? 

Men,  They  are  all;  and  lodg’d  Sir. 

Ant  Come  then,  make  ready  for  their  entertainment; 
Which  prefently  we’l  give : w^ait  you  on  me  Sir. 

Lieu.  1 lhall  love  drink  the  better  whilft  I live  boyes. 

£ £xeunt. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Demetrius,  and  Leontius. 

7)e»;.  Letmebutfeeher,  dear 
Let  me  but  dye  before  her. 

Leo.  Would  that  would  doe  it : 

If  I knew  where  Ihe  lay  now;  with  what  honeftie, 

You  having  flung  fo  main  a mifehief  on  her. 

And  on  fo  innocent  and  fweet  a Beauty, 

E e Dare  ^ 


The  Humourous  Lieutenant. 
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: Dare  I prefent  your  vifit  ? 

I Dem.  rie  repent  all; 

! Anil  wit  h the  greateft  facrifice  of  forrow, 

That  ever  Lover  made. 

Leo.  Twill  be  too  late  Sir: 

I know'  not  what  wall  become  of  you. 

Piem.  You  can  help  me. 

Leo.  It  may  be  to  her  light : what  are  you  nearer  ? 

S!ie  has  iworn  (he  will  not  ipeak  to  ye, look  upon  ye, 

And  to  love  ye  again,  O (lie  cries  out,  and  thunders, 

She  had  rather  love there  is  no  hope 

Dem.  Yes  LeontuiSy 

There  is  a hope,  which  though  it  draw  no  love  to  it^ 

At  Icall  will  draw’  her  to  lament  my  fortune. 

And  that  hope  (hall  relieve  me. 

Leo.  Hark  ye  Sir,  hark  ye : 

Say  I (liould  bring  ye 

Dem.  Do  not  not  trifle  with  me  ? 

Leo.  I will  not  trifle  i both  together  bring  ye, 

You  know  the  wrongs  ye’  done. 

^em.  I do  confel's  ’em. 

Leo.  And  if  you  (hould  then  jump  into  your  fury, 

And  have  another  querk  in  your  head. 

Dem.  rie  dye  fir  ft.  _ . 

Leo.  You  muft  fay  nothing  to  her ; for ’tis  certain, 

The  nature  of  your  crime  will  admit  to  excufe. 

Dem.  I wi  11  not  fpeak,  mine  eyes  (hall  tell  my  penance. 
Leo.  You  muft  look  wondrous  fad  too. 

Dem.  I need  not  look  fo, 

I am  truly  fadnefs  felf. 

Leo.  1'hat  look  will  do  it ; 

Stay  here,  Tie  bring  her  to  you  inftantlyi 

But  take  heed  how  you  bear  your  felf;  fit  down  there. 

The  more  humble  you  are,  the  more  (he’l  take  companion. 
Women  are  pcr’lous  thing  to  deal  upon.  C S.vit. 

Dem.  wqiat  (hall  become  of  me  ? to  curfe  my  fortune, 
Were  but  to  curfe  my  Father  y that’s  too  impious  j 
But  under  whatfoever  fate  1 fuffer, 

Blels  1 befeech  thee  heaven  her  harmlefs  goodnefs. 

Enter  Leontius,  and  Celia. 

Leo.  Now  arm  your  felf. 

Cel.  You  have  not  brought  him  ? 

Leo.  Yes  faith , 

And  there  he  is ; you  fee  in  what  poor  plight  too, 

Now  you  may  doe  your  will,  kill  him,  or  fave  him. 

Cel.  I will  goe  back. 

Leo.  I will  be  bang’d  then  Lady, 

Arc  ye  a cow'ard  now? 

Cel.  I cannot  fpeak  to  him. 

Dem.  O me. 

Leo.  There  w’as  a figh  to  blow  a Church  down 
So,  now’  their  eyes  are  fixt,  the  fmall  (hot  playes. 

They  will  come  toth’  batterie  anon. 

Cel.  He  weeps  extrcamly. 

Leo.  Rail  at  him  now. 

Cel.  1 dare  not. 

Leo.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Cl.  Nor  dare  l)clicve  his  tears. 

Dem.  You  may, bled  beauty. 

For  thofe  thick  ftreams  that  troubled  my  repentance. 

Arc  crept  out  long  agoe. 

Leo.  You  fee  how  he  looks. 

I Ccl.  What  have  I to  doc  how  he  looks  ? how  lookt  he 
When  with  a poifoned  tooth  he  bit  mine  honour  ? (then, 
It  v;as  your  counfel  too,  to  fcorn  and  (light  him 
Leo.  I,  ifyefawfitcaufc-,  and  you  confeft  too, 

Fxapt  this  (in,  he  was  the  braved  Gentleman, 

The  fweeteft,  noblcft;  I take  nothing  from  ye, 

Nor  from  your  anger ; ufe  him  as  you  plca(e : 

For  to  fay  truth,  he  has  deferved  your  juftice  j 
But  dill  confidcr  what  he  has  been  to  you. 

Ccl.  Pray  do  not  blind  me  thus. 

; De  n.  O Gentle  Miftris , I 


If  there  were  any  way  to  expiate 
A lin  fo  great  as  mine,  by  intercedion. 

By  prayers,  by  daily  tears,  by  dying  for  ye : 

0 what  a joy  would  clofe  thefc  eyes  that  love  ye. 

Lea.  They  fry  women  have  tender  hearts,  I know  not, 

1 am  fure  mine  melts. 

Cel.  Sir,  I forgive  ye  heartily. 

And  all  your  wrong  to  me  I caft  l^hind  me. 

And  wilh  ye  a fit  beauty  to  your  vertues : 

Mine  is  too  poor,  in  peace  I part  thus  from  you  ^ 

I muft  look  back : gods  keep  your  grace : he’s  here  dill.  [_Ex. 
Dem.  She  has  forgiven  me. 

Leo.  She  has  direfted  ye  ; 

Up,  up,  and  follow  like  a nian : away  Sir, 

She  lookt  behind  her  twice : her  heart  dwells  here  Sir, 

Ye  drew  tears  from  her  too:  (he  cannot  freeze  thus  j 
The  door’s  fet  open  too,  are  ye  a man  ? 

Are  ye  alive  ? do  ye  underftand  her  meaning  ? 

Have  ye  bloud  and  (pirit  in  ye  ? 

Dem.  I dare  not  trouble  her. 

Leo.  Nay,  and  you  will  be  nipt  i’th’  head  with  nothing. 
Walk  whining  up  and  down  •,  I dare  not,  I cannot : 

Strike  now  or  never ; faint  heart,  you  know  what  Sir 

Be  govern’d  by  yoUr  fear,  and  quench  your  fire  out. 

A Devil  on’t,  ftands  this  door  ope  for  nothing  ? 

So  get  ye  together,  and  be  naught : now  to  fecure  all. 

Will  I go  fetch  out  a more  foveraign  plaifter.  \kxeunt. 

SCEN  A IV. 

Enter  Antigonus,  Seleucus,  Lyfimachus,  Ptolomy, 
Lieutenant,  Gentlemen,  Lords. 

zAnt.  This  peace  is  fairly  made. 

SeleH.  Would  your  Grace  wilh  us 
To  put  in  more : take  what  you  pleale,  we  yield  it  j 
The  honour  done  us  by  your  fon  conftrains  it, 

Your  noble  fon. 

tAnt.  Itisfufficient,  Princes; 

And  now  we  are  one  again,  one  mind,  one  body. 

And  one  fword  (hall  ftrike  for  us. 

Lyf.  Let  Prince  Demetrius 
But  lead  us  on : for  we  are  his  vowed  fervants  *, 

Againft  the  ftrength  of  all  the  world  we’l  buckle. 

Ptol.  And  even  from  all  that  ftrength  we’l  catch  at  vi- 
Sel.  O had  I now  recover’d  but  the  fortune  (dory. 

I loft  in  Antiochy  when  mine  Unckle  perifli’d  •, 

But  that  were  but  to  furfeit  me  with  blelTings. 

Lyf.  Y ou  loft  a fweet  child  there. 

Sel.  Name  it  no  more  Sir; 

This  is  no  time  to  entertain  luch  forrows ; 

Will  your  Majefty  do  us  the  honour,We  may  fee  the  Prince, 
And  wait  upon  him  ? 

Enter  Leon. 

Ant.  I wonder  he  ftayes  from  us : 

How  now  Leonttusy  where’s  my  fon  ? 

Sel.  Brave  Captain. 

Lyf.  Old  valiant  Sir. 

Leo.  Your  Graces  are  welcom : 

Your  fon  and’t  pleafe  you  Sir,  is  new  calhiered  yonder, 

Caft  from  his  Miftris  favour ; and  fuch  a coil  there  is  j 
Such  fending,  and  fuch  proving  •,  file  ftands  off^ 

And  will  by  no  means  yield  to  compofition : 

He  offers  any  price  *,  his  body  to  her. 

Se/.  She  is  a hard  Lady,  denies  that  caution. 

Leo.  And  now  they  whine, and  now  they  rave ; faith  Prin- 
’Twerc  a good  point  of  charity  to  piece  ’em  y (ces, 

'or  Ie(s  than  fuch  a power  will  doe  juft  nothing : 

And  if  you  mean  to  fee  him,  there  it  muft  be, 

:or  there  will  he  grow,  till  he  be  tranfplanted. 

Sel.  Bcfeech  your  grace,  let’s  wait  upon  you  thither. 

That  I may  fee  that  beauty  dares  deny  him. 

That  fcornfull  beauty. 

‘Ttol.  I (hould  think  it  worfe  now ; 
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111  brought  up  beauty. 

jint.  She  has  top  much  rcafon  for’t ; 

Which  with  too  great  a grief,  1 fliame  to  think  of, 

But  we’ll  go  fee  this  game. 

Lyf.  Rather  this  wonder. 

yint.  Be  you  our  guide  Leomiusy  here’s  a new  peace.  [_Ex. 

Scene  V. 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Celia. 

Cel.  Thus  far  you  ihall  perfwade  me,  ftill  to  hondur  ye, 
Still  to  live  with  ye,  Sir,  or  near  about  ye  •, 

For  not  to  lye,  you  have  my  firft  and-laft  love  : 

But  fince  you  have  conceiv’d  an  evil  againft  me. 

An  evil  that  fo  much  concerns  your  honour. 

That  honour  aim’d  by  all  at  for  a pattern : 

And  though  there  be  a falfe  thought, and  confefl:  tdo. 

And  much  repentance  fain  in  Ihowrs  to  purge  it  •, 

Yet,  whileft  that  great  refped  I ever  bore  ye. 

Dwells  in  my  bloud,  and  in  my  heart  that  duty ; 

Had  it  but  been  a dream,  I muft  not  touch  ye. 

Dem.  O you  will  make  fome  other  happy  ? 

Cel.  Never, 

Upon  this  hand  Tie  feal  that  faith. 

Dem.  Wemaykifs, 

Put  not  thofe  out  o’th’  peace  too. 

Ql.  Thofe  rie  give  ye. 

So  there  you  will  be  pleas’d  to  pitch  your  ne  ultray 
I will  be  merry  with  ye  \ fing,  difeourfe  with  ye. 

Be  your  poor  Miftris  ftill : in  truth  I love  ye. 

Leontius,  Antigonus,  Seleucus,  Lyfimachus, 
Ptolomie,  Lieutenant,  and  Gentleman. 

Dem.  Stay,  who  are  thefe  ? 

Lyf.  A very  handfom  Lady. 

Leo.  As  e’re  you  faw. 

Sel.  Pity  her  heart’s  fo  cruel. 

Lyf  How  does  your  Grace  ? he  ftands  ftill ,will  not  hear  us. 
Dtol.  We  come  to  ferve  ye.  Sir,  in  all  our  fortunes. 

Lyf  He  bows  a little  now  •,  he’s  ftrangely  alter’d. 

Sel.  Ha  ? pray  ye  a word  Leontius y pray  ye  a word  with  ye, 
Lyfimachus  ? you  both  knew  mine  Snanthcy 
I loft  in  Antioch y when  the  Town  was  taken. 

Mine  Uncle  flain,  Antigonus  had  the  fack  on’t  ? 

Lyf  Yes,  1 remember  well  the  Girl. 

Sel.  Methinksnow 

That  face  is  wondrous  like  her:  I have  her  pidure. 

The  fame,  but  more  years  on  her  j the  very  fame. 


Lyf  ACherry  toaCheryisnotliker. 

Sel.  Look  on  her  eyes. 

Leo.  Moft  certain  fhe  is  like  her : 

Many  a time  have  1 dandled  her  in  thefe  arms.  Sir, 

And  I hope  who  will  more. 

Ant.  What’s  that  ye  look  at,  Prniccs  ? 

Sel.  This  Pi<fturc,  and  that  Lady,  Sir. 

Ant.  Ha!  they  are  near: 

They  only  err  in  time. 

Lyf  Did  you  mark  that  blufh  there  ? 

That  came  the  neareft. 

Sel.  I muft  fpeak  to  her. 

Leo.  You’ll  quickly  be  refolved. 

Sel.  Your  name  fwcet  Lady  ? 

OL  Enanthey  Sir : and  this  to  beg  your  blefling, 

Sel.  Do  you  know  me 

Cel.  If  you  be  the  King  Seleucus y 
I know  you  are  my  Father. 

Sel.  Peace  a little, 

Where  did  I lofe  ye  ? 

Cel.  At  the  Sack  of  Antiochy  , 

Where  my  good  Unckle  di’d,  and  I was  taken  j 
By  a mean  Souldier  taken : by  this  Prince, 

This  noble  Prince,  redeem’d  from  him  again. 

Where  ever  fince  I have  remain’d  his  Servant. 

Sel.  My  joys  are  now  too  full : vidcoinQ  Enanthe'^ 

Mine  own,  hiy  deareft,  and  my  belt  Enanihe. 

Dem.  And  mine  too  defperate.  • 

Sel.  You  Ihall  not  think  fo. 

This  is  a peace  indeed. 

Ant.  I hope  it  fliall  be. 

And  ask  it  firft. 

Cel.  Moft  koyal  Sir,  ye  have  it. 

Dem.  I once  niore  beg  it  thus. 

Sel.  Youmuftnotbedeny’d,  Sir. 

Cel.  By  me,  I am  fure  he  muft  not : fure  he  Ihall  not  j 
Kneeling  I give  it  too  y kneeling  I take  it  •, 

And  from  this  hour,  no  envious  fpight  e’re  part  us. 

All.  The  gods  give  happy  joyes  j all  comforts  to  ye, 

Dem.  My  mvi  Enanthe. 

Ant.  Come,  beat  all  the  Drums  up. 

And  all  the  noble  inftruments  of  War : 

Let  ’em  fill  all  the  Kingdom  with  their  founds ; 

And  thofe  the  brazen  Arch  of  Heaven  break  through, 
While  to  the  Temple  we  condudi  thefe  two. 

Leo.  May  they  be  ever  loving,  ever  young. 

And  ever  worthy  of  thofe  lines  they  fprung  y 
May  their  fair  iftiies  walk  with  time  along. 

Lieu.  And  hang  a Coward  now  j and  there’s  my  fong.  ^ 

{E.xeunt, 


E 


e 2 


Prologue; 


•V.  .«  V' 


The  Humourous  Lieutenant. 


212 


Prologue. 

WOkld  feme  man  would  inflrn^  me  what  to  fay: 
For  this  fame  Prologue^  ufual  to  a Play^ 

Is  tied  to  fuch  an  old  form  of  Petition  j 
Aien  mufl  fay  nothing  now  beyond  commijpon  : 
TheCloakj  we  wear^  the  Leggs  we  make^  the  place 
If’e  jiand  in,  mufl  be  one'-,  and  one  the  face. 

Nor  alter  d nor  exceeded  j if  it  be, 

J general  hi(fe  hangs  on  our  levitie  : 
fVe  have  a Play,  a new  Play  to  play  now. 

And  thus  low  in  our  Playes  behalf  we  bow\ 

IVe  bow  to  beg  your  fuffrage,  and  kind  eat'-y 
If  it  were  naught,  or  that  it  might  appear, 

A thing  buoy'd  up  by  prayer.  Gentlemen-, 

Believe  my  faith,  you  fijould  not  fee  me  then. 

Let  them  fpeak  then  have  power  to  flop  a ftorm  : 

I never  lov  d to  feel  a Houfe  fo  warm  : 

But  for  the  Play  if  you  dare  credit  me, 

1 7 think  it  well:  All  new  things  you  fhatl  fee, 

•And  thefe  difpos'd  to  aU  the  mirth  that  may‘, 

' And  Jhort  enough  we  hope  : and  fuch  a Play 
, Tou  were  wont  to  like  : ft  nobly  then,  and  fee  : 

1 If  it  mifearry,  pray  look,*^ot  for  me. 


Epilogue, 

Spoke  by  the  Lieutenant, 

I Am  not  cur  d yet  throughly  5 for  believe 
I feel  another  pafjton  that  may  grieve. 

All  over  me  I feel  it  too  : and  now 
It  takes  me  cold,  cold,  cold,  I knew  not  how  : 
As  you  are  good  men  help  me,  a Carowfe 
May  make  me  love  you  all,  all  here  i'tl)  houfe. 
And  all  that  come  to  fee  me  doatingly  : 

Now  lend  your  hands  5 and  for  your  court  efe. 
The  next  imployment  I am  fent  upon, 
t le  fwearyou  are  Phyfeians,  the  IVars  none. 
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* ASins  primus,  Scmaprima. 


Enter  Clorin  a Shepherdefs^  having  buried  her 
Love  in  an  Arbour. 

MAil,  hol^i  Earth,  whofe  cold  Arms  do  imbrace 
The  truefl:  man  that  ever  fed  his  flocks 
By  the  fat  plains  of  fruitful  Thejfalyy 
Thus  I falute  thy  Grave,  thus  do  1 pay 
My  early  vows,  and  tribute  of  mine  eyes 
To  thy  ftill  loved  afhes ; thus  I free 
My  felf  from  all  infuing  heats  and  fires 
Of  love:  allfports,  delights  and  jolly  games 
That  Shepherds  hold  full  dear,  thus  put  1 off. 

Now  no  more  fhall  thefe  fmooth  browi  be  begirt 
With  youthful  Coronals,  and  lead  the  Dance 
No  more  the  company  of  frefh  fair  Maids 
And  wanton  Shepherds  be  to  me  delightful, 

Nor  the  Ihrill  pleafing  found  of  merry  pipes 
Under  fome  lhady  dell,  when  the  cool  wind 
Plays  on  the  leaves : all  be  far  away. 

Since  thou  art  far  away  •,  by  whofe  dear  fide 
How  often  have  1 fat  Crown’d  with  frefh  flowers 
For  fummers  Queen,  whifft  every  Shepherds  Boy 
Puts  on  his  lufty  green,  with  gaudy  hook. 

And  hanging  ferip  of  fineft  Cordevan. 

But  thou  art  gone,  and  thefe  are  gone  with  thee, 

And  all  are  dead  but  thy  dear  memorie  *, 

That  fhall  out-live  thee,  and  fhall  ever  fpring 
Whileft  there  are  pipes,  or  jolly  Shepherds  ling. 

And  here  will  I in  honour  of  thy  love. 

Dwell  by  thy  Grave,  forgeting  all  thofe  joys, 

That  former  times  made  precious  to  mine  eyes. 

Only  remembring  what  my  youth  did  gain 
In  the  dark,  hidden  vertuousufe  of  Herbs : 

That  will  I pradife,  and  as  freely  give 
All  my  endeavours,  as  I gain’d  them  free. 

Of  all  green  wounds  I know  the  remedies 
In  Men  or  Cattel,  be  they  flung  with  Snakes, 

Or  charm’d  with  powerful  words  of  wicked  Art, 

Or  be  they  Love-fick,  or  through  too  much  heat 
Grown  wild  or  Lunatick,  their  eyes  or  ears 
Thickned  with  mifly  filmeof  dulling  Rheum, 

Thefe  I can  Cure,  fuch  fecret  vertue  lies 
In  Herbs  applyed  by  a Virgins  hand : 

My  meat  fhall  be  what  thefe  wild  woods  afford, 

Berries,  and  Chefnuts,  Plantanes,  on  whofe  Cheeks, 

The  Sun  fits  fmiling,  and  the  lofty  fruit 
- Pull’d  from  the  fair  head  of  the  ftraight  grown  Pine  ^ 

On  thefe  Tie  feed  with  free  content  and  reft. 

When  night  fhall  blind  the  world,  by  thy  fide  bleft. 

. Enter  a Satyr. 

1 

' Satyr.  Through  yon  fame  bending  plain 
That  flings  his  arms  down  to  the  main, 

I And  through  thefe  thick  woods  have  I run, 

Whofe  bottom  never  kill  the  Sun 
• Since  the  lufty  Spring  began, 

J * All  to  pleafe  my  raafter  Pan, 
jd  , Have  I trotted  without  reft 
■ - To  get  him  Fruit*,  forataFeaft: 

■ T V. 


He  entertains  this  coming  night 
His  Paramour,  the  Syrinx  bright : 

But  behold  a fairer  fight ! Jiands  amaz.ed. 

By  that  Heavenly  form  of  thine, 

Brighteft  fair  thou  art  divine. 

Sprung  from  great  immortal  race 
Of  the  gods,  for  in  thy  face 
Shines  more  awful  Majefty, 

Than  dull  weak  mortalitie 
Dare  with  mifty  eyes  behold,  j 
And  live : therefore  on  this  mold 
. Lowly  do  I bend  my  knee. 

In  worfhip  of  thy  Deitie  ^ • . 

Deign  it  Goddefs  from  my  hand. 

To  receive  what  e’re  this  land 
From  her  fertil  Womb  doth  fend  .. 

Of  her  choice  Fruits : and  but  lend 
Belief  to  that  the  Satyre  tells. 

Fairer  by  the  famous  wells. 

To  this  prefent  day  ne’re  grew, 
l^ver  better  nor  hiore  true. 

Here  be  Grapes  whofe  lufty  bloud 
Is  the  learned  Poets  good. 

Sweeter  yet  did  never  crown  ' 

The  head  of  'Bacthm,  Nuts  more  browri 
Than  the  Squirrels  Teeth  that  crack  them  ^ 

Deign  O faireft  fair  to  take  them. 

For  thefe  black  ey’d  Brief  e 
Hath  oftentimes  commanded  me. 

With  my  clafped  knee  to  clime  *, 

See  how  well  the  lufty  time 

Hath  deckt  their  rifing  cheeks  in  red. 

Such  as  on  your  lips  is  fpred. 

Here  be  Berries  for  a Queen, 

Some  be  red,  fome  be  green, 

Thefe  are  of  that  lufcious  meat. 

The  great  God  Pan  himfelf  doth  eat : * 

All  thefe,  and  what  the  woods  can  yield. 

The  hanging  mountain  or  the  field, 

I freely  offer,  and  ere  long 

Will  bring  you  more,  more  fweet  add  ftrong. 

Till  when  humbly  leave  I take. 

Left  the  great  Ban  do  awake. 

That  fleeping  lies  in  a deep  gla'dej 
Under  a broad  Beeches  lhade, 

I muft  go,  I muft  run 

Swifter  than  the  fiery  Sun.  ^Exit. 

Go.  And  all  my  fears  go  with  thee. 

What  greatnefs  Or  what  private  hidden  povver. 

Is  there  in  me  to  draw  fubmiffion 

From  this  rude  man,  and  beaft  ? fure  I am  mortail ; 

The  Daughter  of  a Shepherd,  he  was  mortal ; 

And  Ihe  that  bore  me  mortal : prick  my  hand 
And  it  willbleed:  aFeaver  fhakes  me,  , ,,  ,, 

And  the  felf  fame  wind  that  makes  the  young  Lambs  Ihrink, 
Makes  me  a cold : my  fear  lays  I am  mortal ; 

Yet  I have  heard  (my  Mother  told  it  me) 

And  now  I do  believe  it,  if  I keep 

My  Virgin  Flower  uncropt,  pure,  chafte,  and  fair, 

No  Goblin',  Wood-god,  Fairy,  Elfe,  or  Fiend, 

- - Satyr,'' 
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Saryr  oi  other  ix)\ver  that  haunts  the  Groves, 

Shall  nurt  my  body,  or  by  vain  illufion 
Draw  me  to  wander  after  idle  fires 
Or  voyces  calling  me  in  dead  of  night. 

To  make  me  follow,  and  fo  tole  me  on 
Through  mire  and  ftadding  pools,  to  find  my  mine ; 

Life  why  Ihould  this  rough  thing,  who  never  knew 
Manners,  nor  fmootli  humanity,  vvhofe  heats 
Are  rougher  than  himfclf,  and  more  milhapen. 

Thus  mildly  kneel  to  me  ? fure  there  is  a power 
In  that  great  name  of  Virgin,  that  binds  fall 
All  rude  uncivil  bloods,  all  appetites 
That  break  their  confines : then  flrong  Chaftity,  , 

Be  thou  my  Ifrongefl;  guard,  for  here  Tie  dwell 
In  oppofition  againft  Fate  and  Hell. 

Enter  AH  old  Shepherd,  with  him  four  couple  of  Shepherds 
and  Shepherdefles. 

Old  Shep.  Now  we  have  done  this  holy  Feltival 
In  honour  of  our  great  God,  and  his  rites 
Perform’d,  prepare  your  felves  for  chafte 
And  uncorrupted  fires : that  as  the  Prieft, 

With  powerful  hand  (hall  fprinkle  on  yours  Brows  , 

His  pure  and  holy  water,  ye  may  be 

From  all  hot  flames  of  luft,  and  ioofe  thoughts  free. 

Kneel  Shepherds,  kneel,  here  comes  the  Prieft  of  Pan. 

Enter  Prieft. 

Priefi.  Shepherds,  thus  I purge  away, 

Whatlbever  this  great  day. 

Or  the  paft  hours  gave  not  good. 

To  corrupt  your  Maiden  blood : 

From  the  high  rebellious  heat 
Of  the  Grapes,  and  ftrength  of  meat  j 
From  the  wanton  quick  defircs. 

They  do  kindle  by  their  fires, 

1 do  wafh  you  with  this  water. 

Be  you  pure  and  fair  hereafter. 

From  your  Liver  and  your  Veins, 

Thus  I take  away  the  ftains. 

All  your  thoughts  be  fmooth  and  fair. 

Be  ye  frefh  and  free  as  Air. 

Never  more  let  luftful  heat 
Through  your  purged  conduits  beat. 

Or  a plighted  troth  be  broken. 

Or  a wanton  verfe  be  fpoken 
In  a Shepherdeffes  ear  *, 

Goyourwayes,  ye  are  all  clear. 

[They  rife  and fing  in  praife  of  Pan. 

The  SONG. 

Siny^  hu  praife i that  doth  kfep 
Our  Flockt  from  harm, 

Pan  the  Father  of  our  Sheep, 

And  arm  in  arm 
Tread  we  foftly  in  a round, 

Whilefl  the  hollow  neighhouring  ground 
Fills  the  Mufick^with  her  found. 

Pan,  O great  God  ?&n,  to  thee 
Thus  do  we  fing: 

Thou  that  keep'fi  us  chafte  and  free 
As  the  young  fpring. 

Ever  be  thy  honour  /poke, 

From  that  place  the  morn  vs  broke, 

To  that  place  Day  doth  unyoke. 

{Exeunt  omnes  but  Perigot  W Amorct. 
Pert.  Stay  gentle  r^moret,  thou  fair  brow’d  Maid, 

Thy  Shepherd  prays  thee  flay,  that  holds  thee  dear, 

Equal  with  his  fouls  good. 

Amo.  .Speak*,  I give 

Thee  freedom  Shepherd,  and  thy  tongue  be  ftill 
The  fame  it  ever  was  j as  free  from  ill, 


As  he  whofe  converfation  never  knew 
The  Court  or  City  be  thou  ever  true. 

Teri.  When  I fall  offfiom  my  affedion. 

Or  mingle  my  clean  thoughts  with  foul  defires, 

Firft  let  our  great  God  ccafe  to  keep  my  flocks. 

That  being  left  alone  withbut  a guard. 

The  Wolf,  or  Winters  rage,  Summers  great  heat. 

And  want  of  Water,  Rots*,  or  what  to  us 
Of  ill  is  yet  unknown,  full  fpeedily. 

And  in  their  general  mine  let  me  fed. 

Amo.  I pray  thee  gentle  Shepherd  wifli  not  fo, 

I do  believe  thee : ’tis  as  hard  for  me 
To  think  thee  falfe,  and  harder  than  for  thee 
To  hold  me  foul.  Peri.  O you  are  fairer  far 
Than  the  chafte  blufhing  morn,  or  that  fair  ftar 
That  guides  the  wandringSea  men  through  the  deep, 
Straighter  than  ftraighteft  Pine  upon  the  ftcep 
Head  ofan  aged  mountain,  and  more  white 
Than  the  nev/  Milk  we  ftrip  before  day  light 
From  the  full  fraighted  bags  of  our  fair  flocks : 

Y our  hair  more  beauteous  than  thofe  hanging  lock§  _ _ 
Of  young  Apollo. 

Arno.  Shepherd  be  not  loft, 

Y’are  fail’d  too  far  already  from  the  Coaft 
Ofour  difeourfe.  , 

Peri.  Did  you  not  tell  me  once 
I Ihould  not  love  alone,  I Ihould  not  lofe 
Thofe  many  palTions,  vows,  and  holy  Oaths, 

I ’vc  fent  to  Heaven  ? d id  you  not  give  your  hand. 

Even  that  fair  hand  in  hoftage  ? Do  not  then 
Give  back  again  thofe  fweets  to  other  men. 

You  your  felf  vow’d  were  mine. 

Amo.  Shepherd,  fo  far  as  Maidens  modefty 
May  give  alTurance,  1 am  once  more  thine, 

Once  more  I give  my  hand  ; be  ever  free 
From  that  great  foe  to  faith,  foul  jealoufie. 

Peri.  I take  it  as  my  belt  good,  and  delire 
For  Ilronger  confirmation  ofour  love. 

To  meet  this  happy  night  in  that  fair  Grove, 

Where  all  true  Shepherds  have  rewarded  been 
For  their  long  fervice:  fayfweet,  Iballithold? 

Amo.  Dear  friend,  you  muft  not  blame  me  if  I make 
A doubt  of  what  the  lilent  night  may  do. 

Coupled  with  this  dayes  heat  to  move  your  bloud : 

Maids  muft  be  fearful  *,  fare  you  have  not  been 
Walh’d  white  enough  ■,  for  yet  I fee  a ftain 
Stick  in  your  Liver,  go  and  purge  again. 

Peri.  O do  not  wrong  my  honeft  Ample  truth, 

My  felf  and  my  afiedtions  are  as  pure 

As  thofe  chafte  flames  that  burn  before  the  Ihrine 

Of  the  great  ; only  my  intent 

To  draw  you  thither,  was  to  plight  our  troths. 

With  enterchange  of  mutual  chafte  embraces. 

And  ceremonious  tying  ofour  felves : 

For:  to  that  holy  wood  is  confecrate 
A vertuous  well,  about  whofe  flowry  banks. 

The  nimble-footed  Fairies  dance  their  rounds. 

By  the  pale  moon-fliine,  dipping  oftentimes 
Their  ftoJen  Children,  fo  to  make  them  free 
From  dying  flelh,  and  dull  mortalitie  *, 

By  this  fair  Fount  hath  many  a Shepherd  fworn, 

And  given  away  his  freedom,  many  a troth 
Been  plight,  which  neither  envy,  nor  old  time 
Could-ever  break,  with  many  a chafte  kifs  given, 

In  hope  of  coming  happinefs;  by  this 

Frdh  Fountain  many  a blulliing  Maid 

Hath  crown’d  the  head  of  her  long  loved  Shepherd 

With  gaudy  flowers,  whileft  he  happy  fung 

Layes  of  his  love  and  dear.  Captivitie 

There  grows  all  Herbs  fit  to  cool  loofer  flames 

Our  fcnfual  parts  provoke,  chiding  our  bloods. 

And  quenching  by  their  power  thofe  hidden  fparks 
That  elfe  would  breakout,  and  provoke  our  fenfe 
To  open  fires,  fo  vertuous  is  that  place : 

Then 
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Then  gentle  Shepherdefs,  believe  and  grant, 

In  troth  it  fits  not  with  that  face  to  leant 
Your  faithful  Shepherd  of  thole  chalte  dcfircs 

He  ever  aim’d  at,  and 

ylmo.  Thou  haft  prevail’d,  ftircwel,  this  coming  night 
Shall  crown  thy  chaft  hopes  with  long  wilh’d  delight. 

Peri.  Our  great  god  Pan  reward  thee  for  that  good 
Thou  haft  given  thy  poor  Shepherd  : faireft  Bud 
Of  Maiden  Vertues,  when  I leave  to  be 
! The  true  Admirer  of  thy  Chaftitie, 

Let  me  deferve  the  hot  polluted  Name 
Of  the  wild  Woodman,  or  afied  fomc  Dame, 

Whofe  often  Proftitution  hath  begot 
More  foul  Difeafes,  than  ever  yet  the  hot 
Sun  bred  through  his  burnings,  whilft  the  Dog 
Purfuesthe  raging  Lion,  throwing  Fog, 

And  deadly  Vapour  from  his  angry  Breath, 

Filling  the  lower  World  with  Plague  and  E)eath.  C£A*iAm. 

Enter  Amaryllis. 

Jma.  Shepherd,  may  I defirc  to  be  believ’d. 

What  I (hall  blulhing  tell  ? 

Peri.  Fair  Maid,  you  may. 
y4m.  Then  foftly  thus,  I love  thee,  Perigoty 
And  would  be  gladder  to  be  lov’d  again. 

Than  the  cold  Earth  is  in  his  frozen  arms 
To  clip  the  w^anton  Spring : nay  do  not  ftart. 

Nor  wonder  that  I woo  thee,  thou  that  art 
The  prime  of  our  young  Grooms,  even  the  top 
Of  all  our  lufty  Shepherds ! what  dull  eye 
That  never  was  acquainted  with  defire. 

Hath  feen  thee  wrartle,  run,  or  call  the  Stone 
With  nimble  ftrength  and  fair  delivery, 

And  hath  not  fparkled  fire,  and  fpeedily 
Sent  fecret  heat  to  all  the  neighbouring  Veins? 

Who  ever  heard  thee  ling,  that  brought  again 
That  freedom  back,  was  lent  unto  thy  Voice*, 

Then  do  not  blame  me  (Shepherd)  if  1 be 
One  to  be  numbred  in  this  Companie, 

Since  none  that  ever  faw  thee  yet,  were  free. 

Pen.  Fair  Shepherdefs,  much  pity  I can  lend 
To  your  Complaints;  but  fure  1 fhall  not  love ; 

All  that  is  mine,  my  felf,  and  my  beft  hopes 
Are  given  already  *,  do  not  love  him  then 
That  cannot  love  again : on  other  men 
Beftow  thofe  heats  more  free,  that  may  return 
You  fire  for  fire,  and  in  one  flame  equal  burn. 

Ama.  Shall  I rewarded  be  fo  flenderly 
For  my  affedlion,  moft  unkind  of  men ! 

If  I were  old,  or  had  agreed  with  Art 
To  give  another  Nature  to  my  Cheeks, 

Or  were  I common  Miftrefs  to  the  love 
Of  every  Swain,  or  could  I with  fuch  eafe 
Call  back  my  Love,  as  many  a Wanton  doth  •, 

Thou  might’fl  refufe  me.  Shepherd  j but  to  thee 
I am  only  fixt  and  fet,  let  it  not  be  ^ 

A Sport,  thou  gentle  Shepherd  to’abufe 
The  love  of  filly  Maid. 

Peri.  Fair  Soul,  ye  ufe 
Thefe  words  to  little  end : for  know,  I may 
Better  call  back  that  time  was  Yefterday, 

Or  ftay  the  coming  Night,  than  bring  my  Love 
Home  to  my  felf  again,  or  recreant  prove. 

I will  no  longer  hold  you  with  delays. 

This  prefent  night  I have  appointed  been 
To  meet  that  chafte  Fair  (that  enjoys  my  Soul) 
in  yonder  Grove,  there  to  make  up  our  Loves. 

Be  not  deceiv’d  no  longer,  chufe  again, 

Thefe  neighbouring  Plains  have  many  a comely  Swain, 
Freflier,  and  freer  far  than  I e’r  was, 

Beftow  that  love  on  them,  and  let  me  pafs. 

Farewel,  be  happy  in  a better  Choice.  \_Exk. 

Ama.  Cruel,  thou  haftftruck  me  deader  with  thy  Voice 
Than  if  the  angry  Heavens  with  their  quick  flames 


Had  fhot  me  through : I muft  not  leave  to  love, 

I cannot,  no  I muft  enjoy  thee,  Boy, 

Though  the  great  dangers  ’twixtmy  hopes  and  that 
Be  infinite  : there  is  a Shepherd  dwells 
Down  by  the  Moor,  whole  life  hath  ever  fhown 
More  fullcn  Difeontent  than  Saturns  Brow, 

When  he  fits  frowning  on  the  Births  of  Men : 

One  that  doth  wear  himfelf  away  in  loncncfs  j 
And  never  joys  unlefs  it  be  in  breaking 
The  holy  plighted  troths  of  mutual  Souls : 

One  that  lulls  after  ever  feveral  Beauty, 

But  never  yet  was  known  to  love  or  like. 

Were  the  face  fairer,  or  more  full  of  truth. 

Than  Phoebe  in  her  fulnefs,  or  the  youth 
Of  fmooth  Lymsy  whofe  nigh  flarved  flocks 
Arc  always  fcabby,  and  infe^  all  Sheep 
They  feed  withal  y whofe  Lambs  are  ever  laft, 

And  dye  before  their  waining,  and  whofe  Dog 
Looks  like  his  Mafter,  lean,  and  full  of  feurf. 

Not  caring  for  the  Pipe  or  Whiftle;  this  man  may 
(If  he  be  well  wrought)  do  a deed  of  wonder, 

Forcing  me  paflage  to  my  long*  defires  .* 

And  here  he  comes,  as  fitly  to  my  purpofe. 

As  my  quick  thoughts  could  wilh  for. 

Enter  Shepherd. 

Shop.  Frefh  Beauty,  let  me  not  be  thought  uncivil, 

Thus  to  be  Partner  of  your  lonenefs ; ’twas 
My  Love  (that  ever  working  paffion)  drew 
Me  to  this  place  to  feek  fome  remedy 
For  my  lick  Soul ; be  not  unkind  and  fair, 

For  fuch  the  mighty  Otpid  in  his  doom 
Hath  fworn  to  be  aveng’d  on , then  give  room 
To  my  confuming  Fires,  that  fo  I may 
Enjoy  my  long  Defires,  and  fo  allay 
Thole  flames  that  elfe  would  burn  my  life  away. 

Ama.  Shepherd,  were  I but  fure  thy  heart  were  found 
As  thy  words  feem  to  be,  means  might  be  found 
To  cure  thee  of  thy  long  pains  *,  for  to  me 
That  heavy  youth-confumingMiferie 
The  love-iick  Soul  endures,  never  was  pleafing; 

I could  be  well  content  with  the  quick  eafing 
Of  thee,  and  thy  hot  fires,  might  it  procure 
Thy  faith  and  farther  fervice  to  be  fure. 

Shep.  Name  but  that  great  work,  danger,  or’what  can 
Be  compafs’d  by  the  Wit  or  Art  of  Man, 

And  if  I fail  in  my  performance,  may 
I never  more  kneel  to  the  riling  Day. 

Ama.  Then  thus  I try  thee.  Shepherd, this  fame  night, 
That  now  comes  Healing  on,  a gentle  pair 
Have  promis’d  equal  Love,  and  do  appoint 
To  make  yon  Wood  the  place  where  hands  and  hearts 
Are  to  be  ty’d  for  ever:  break  their  meeting 
And  their  ftrong  Faith,  and  I am  ever  thine. 

Shep.  Tell  me  their  Names,  and  if  I do  not  move 
(By  my  great  power)  the  Centre  of  their  Lm’^e 
From  his  fixt  being,  let  me  never  more 
Warm  me  by  thofe  fair  Eyes  I thus  adore. 

Ama.  Come,  as  we  go,  I’ll  tell  thee  what  they  are. 
And  give  thee  fit  directions  for  thy  work.  \iExetint. 

Enter  Cloe. 

Cloe.  How  have  1 wrong’d  the  times,  or  nien,  that  thus 
After  this  holy  Feaft:  I pafs  unknown 
And  unfaluted  ? ’twas  not  wont  to  be 
Thus  frozen  with  the  younger  companie 
Of  jolly  Shepherds  ; ’twas  not  then  held  gooid. 

For  lufty  Grooms  to  mix  their  quicker  blood 
With  that  dull  humour,  moft  unfit  to  be 
The  friend  of  man,  cold  and  dull  Chaftitie. 

Sure  I am  held  not  fair,  or  am  too  old. 

Or  elle  not  free  enough,  t.T  from  my  fold 
Drive  not  a flock  fufficient,  great  to  gain 
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Then  if  cver^ 
Now  or  never ^ 
Come  and  have  it. 
Thinly  not  /, 
Dare  deny^ 

If  yon  crave  it. 


l'hegrcx\ly  cycsof  wcalth-alluring  Swain; 

1 Vet  it  1 mav  believe  what  others  lay, 

' My  face  hns  foil  enough  , nor  can  they  lay 
: luiclv  too  itridt  a Coynefs  to  my  Charge  ; 

’ My  Flocks  arc  many,  and  the  Downs  as  large 
j Tlicy  feed  upon ; then  let  it  ever  be 
i Their  CoUnds,  not  m.y  Virgin  Moddtic 
i Makes  me  complain. 

I Snter  Thenot. 

The.  Was  ever  Man  but  I 
Thus  truly  taken  with  uncertainty  ? 

’ Wheie  (hall  that  Man  be  found  that  loves  a mind 
. Made  up  in  Conttancy,  and  dare  not  find 
His  Love  rewarded  ? here  let  all  men  know 
i A V.\’retcn  that  lives  to  love  his  Millrefs  fo. 

Co.  Shcpheid,  1 pray  thee  Hay,  where  haft  thou  been? 
1 Or  w hither  goTt  thou  ? here  be  Woods  as  green 
''  As  any,  air  likewife  as  frefh  and  fweet, 

I As  where  Imooth  Zefhyrm  plays  on  the  fleet 
. Face  of  the  curled  Streams,  with  Flowers  as  many 
As  the  young  Spring  gives,  and  as  choife  as  any, 

Here  be  all  new  Delights,  cool  Streams  and  Wells, 

Arbors  o’rgrown  with  Woodbinds,  Caves,  and  Dells, 
Chufe  where  thou  wilt,  whilft  I fit  by,  and  fing. 

Or  gather  Ruflies  to  make  many  a Ring 
For  thy  long  fingers  •,  tell  thee  tales  of  Love, 

Ho'.v  the  pale  Phoebe  hunting  in  a Grove, 

Firft  faw  the  Boy  Sndymion.^  from  whole  Eyes 
She  took  eternal  fire  that  never  dyes  •, 

How  fne  convey’d  himfoftly  in  a fleep, 

! H.s  tern. pies  bound  with  poppy  to  the  fteep 
i Head  of  old  Latmus,  where  Ihe  ftoops  each  night, 
Gilding  the  Mountain  with  her  Brothers  light, 

! To  kifs  her  fweeteft.  The.  Far  from  me  are  thefe 
; Hot  flaflics,  bred  from  wanton  heat  and  eafe  •, 

; 1 have  forgot  what  love  and  loving  meant; 

: Rhim;s,  Songs,  and  merry  Rounds,  that  oft  are  fent 
1 To  the  foft  Ears  of  Maids,  are  ftrange  to  me  •, 

; Only  I live  t’  admire  a Chaftitie, 
i That  neither  plealing  Age,  fmooth  tongue,  or  Gold, 

^ Could  ever  break  upon,  fopure  a Mold 
i Is  that  her  Mind  wascaft  in ; ’tis  to  her 
i I only  am  referv’d  ^ flic  is  my  form  I ftir 
! By,  breath  and  move,  ’tis.  Ihe  and  only  flie 
' Can  make  me  happy,  or  give  miferie. 
i Qo.  Good  Shepherd,  may  a Stranger  crave  to  know 
. To  whom  this  dear  obfcrvance  you  do  ow? 

I The.  You  may,  and  by  her  Vertue  learn  to  fquarc 
I And  level  out  your  Life*,  for  to  be  "fair 
i And  nothing  vertuous,  only  fits  the  Eye 
; Of  gaudy  Youth,  andfwelling  Vanitie. 

Tiien  know,  flic’scall’dthc  Virgin  of  the  Grove, 

She  that  hath  long  fince  bury’d  her  chafte  I^ovc, 
j And  now  lives  by  his  Grave,  for  whofe  dear  Soul 
( She  hath  vow’d  her  felf  into  the  holy  Roll 
Of  ftridt  Virginity ; Vis  her  1 fo  admire. 

Mot  any  loofer  Blood,  or  new  defire. 

f'lo.  Farewcl  poor  Swain,  thou  art  not  for  my  bend, 

I muft  have  quicker  Souls,  whofe  works  may  tend 
To  fomc  free  aiftion  ; give  me  him  dare  love 
I At  firft  encounter,  and  asfoondarc  prove. 

The  SONG. 

fame  Shepherds,  come, 

' fame  aw  ay  without  delay 

I Whi  f the  ointle  time  doji  jlay. 

\ Green  Woods  are  dumb, 

'yind  will  never  tell  to  any 
Thofe  dear  Ktffes,  and  thofe  many 
Sweet  Embraces  that  are  ytven 
Dainty  Pleafnres  that  would  even 
P.vj>:  in  coldejl  Aye  a fire. 

And  yive  V vryin  Blood  defire. 


Enter  Daphnis. 

Here  comes  another : better  be  my  fpced,  ’ 

Thou  god  6f  Blood  : but  certain,  if  1 read 
Not  falfe,  this  is  that  modeft  Shepherd,  he 
That  only  dare  falutc,  but  ne’r  could  be 
Brought  to  kifs  any,  hold  difeourfe,  or  fing, 

Whilper,  or  boldly  ask  that  wiftied  thing 
We  all  are  boin  for  *,  one  that  makes  loving  Faces, 

And  could  be  well  content  to  covet  Graces, 

Were  they  not  got  by  boldnefs  ; in  this  thing 
My  hopes  are  frozen ; and  but  Fate  doth  bring 
Him  hither,  I would  fooner  chufe 
A Man  madfe  out  of  Snow,  and  freer  ufe 
An  Eunuch  to  my  ends .-  but  fince  he’s  here. 

Thus  I attempt  him.  Thou  of  men  moft  dear, 

Welcome  to  her,  that  only  for  thy  fake. 

Hath  been  content  to  live : here  boldly  take 
My  hand  inpledg,  this  hand,  that  never  yet 
Was  given  away  to  any ; and  but  fit 
Down  on  this  rufhy  Bank,  whilft  I go  pull 
Frelh  Bloflbms  from  the  Boughs,  or  quickly  cull 
The  choiceftdelicates  from  yonder  Mead, 

To  make  thee  Chains,  or  Chaplets,  or  to  fpread 
Under  our  fainting  Bodies,  when  delight 
Shall  lock  up  all  our  fenfes.  How  the  fight 
Of  thofe  fmooth  riling  Cheeks  renew  the  ftory 
Of  young  Adonis,  when  in  Pride  and  Glory 
He  lay  infolded  ’twixtthe  beating  arms 
Of  willing  renus : methinks  ftronger  Charms 
Dwell  in  thole  fpeaking  eyes,  and  on  that  brow 
More  fweetnefs  'than  the  Painters  can  allow 
I'o  their  belt  pieces : not  TjjrciJfns,  he 
That  wept  himfelf  away  inmemorie 
Of  his  own  Beauty,  nor  Silvanus  Boy, 

Nor  the  twice  ravilh’d  Maid,  for  whom  old  Troy 
Fell  by  the  hand  of  Pirrhus,  may  to  thee 
Be  otherwife  compar’d,  than  fome  dead  Tree 
To  a young  fruitful  Olive.  Daph.  1 can  love. 

But  I am  loth  to  fay  fo,  left  1 prove 
Too  foon  unhappy. 

do.  Happy  thou  would’ft  fay. 

My  deareft  Daphnis,  blulh  not,  if  the  day 
To  thee  and  thy  foft  heats  be  enemie. 

Then  take  the  coming  Night,  fair  youth  ’tis  free 
Toall  the  Vv^orld,  Shepherd,  I’ll  meet  thee  then 
When  darknefs  hath  ftiut  up  the  eyes  of  men. 

In  ^yonder  Grove ; fpeak,  fhall  our  Meeting  hold  ? 

Indeed  you  are  too  baflrful,  be  more  bold. 

And  tell  me  I.  Daph.  I’m  content  to  fay  fo, 

And'would  be  glad  to  meet,  might  1 but  pray  fo 
Much  from  your  Fairnefs,  that  you  would  be  true. 

do.  Shepherd,  thou  haft  thy  Wilh. 

Daph.  Frelh  Maid,  adieu ; 

Yet  one  word  more,  fince  you  have  drawn  me  on 
To  come  this  Night,  fear  not  to  meet  alone 
That  man  that  will  not  offer  to  be  ill, 

Though  your  bright  felf  would  ask  it,  for  his  fill 
Of  this  Worlds  goodnefs;  do  not  fear  him  then. 

But  keep  your ’pointed  time-,  let  other  men 

Set  up  their  Bloods  to  fale,  mine  fliall  be  ever 

Fair  as  the  Soul  it  carries,  and  unchaft  never.  [^Exit. 

do.  Yet  am  I poorer  than  1 was  before. 

Is  it  not  ftrange,  among  fo  many  a fcore 
Of  lufty  Bloods,  1 fliould  pick  out  thefe  things 
Whofe  Veins  like  a dull  River  far  from  Springs, 

Isftillthe  fame,  flow,  heavy,  and  unfit 

For 
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For  Ih  cam  or  motion,  though  the  flrong  winds  hit 
With  their  continual  power  upon  his  lides  } 

O happy  be  your  names  Jiat  have  been  brides, 

And  tailed  thole  rare  Ivvcets  for  which  I pine : 

And  far  more  heavy  be  thy  grief  and  time, 

Thou  lazie  fwain,  that  mailt  relieve  my  needsj 
Than  his,  upon  whofe  liver  alvvayes  feeds 
A hungry  vultur. 

i Enter  Alexis. 

j yl^c.  Can  fuch  beauty  be 
Safe  in  his  own  guard,  and  not  draw  the  eye 
Of  him  that  palleth  on,  to  greedy  gaze, 

Or  covetous  delire,  whilft  in  a maze 
The  better  part  contemplates,  giving  rein 
And  wilhed  freedom  to  the  labouring  vein  ? 

Fairelt  and  whitelt , may  I crave  to  know 
The  caufe  of  your  retirement,  why  ye  goe 
Thus  all  alone  ? me  thinks  the  downs  are  fweeter, 

And  the  young  company  of  fwains  far  meeter, 

Than  thofe  forfaken  and  untroden  places. 

Give  not  your  felf  to  lonenefs,  and  thofe  graces 
Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men,  that  were  intended 
Tolive  amongft  ns  fwains. 

C3oe.  Thou  art  befriended. 

Shepherd,  in  all  my  life  I have  not  feen 
A man  in  whom  greater  contents  have  been 
Than  thou  thy  felf  art : I could  tell  thee  more,- 
Were  there  but  any  hope  left  to  reftore 
My  freedom  loft.  O lend  rhe  all  thy  red. 

Thou  fhamefaft  morning,  when  from  TiP.honshtd. 

Thou  rifeft  ever  maiden.  . ' i 

tAlex.  If  for  me, 

Thou  fweeteft  of  all  fweets,  thefe  flalhes  be. 

Speak  and  be  fatished.  O guide  her  tongue, 

My  better  angel  *,  force  my  name  among 
Her  modeft  thoughts,  that  the  firft  word  may  be  - 
Cloe.  Alexis^  when  the  fun  fhall  kifs  the  Sea, 

Taking  his  reft  by  tlie  white  Thetis  fide, 

Meet  in  the  holy  wood,  where  I’le  abide 
Thy  coming.  Shepherd. 

tiAlex.  If  I ftay  behind^  ^ 

An  everlafting  dulnefs,  and  the  wind. 

That  as  he  pafleth  by  Ihuts  up  the  ftream 
Of  Rhine  or  E'olga,  whilft  the  funs  hot  beam 
Beats  back  again,  feife  me,  and  let  me  turn 
T o coldnefs  more  than  ice ; oh  how  I burn 
And  rife  in  youth  and  fire  1 I dare  not  ftay. 

Cloe.  My  name  fhall  be  your  word. 

Alex.  Fly,  ny  thou  day,  tExit. 

Cloe.  My  grief  is  great  if  both  thefe  boyes  fhould  fail ; 

He  that  will  ufe  all  winds  muft  fhift  his  fail.  C Extt, 


ASiffs  Secundpfs,  ScerJaTrima. 

Enter  Shepherd,  Vfith  a bell  ringing-,  and  the 
Priejl  of  Van  following. 

Pmy?.QHephcrdsaII,  and  maidens  fair, 

O Fold  your  flocks  up,  for  the  Air 
’Gins  to  thicken,  and  the  fun 
Already  his  great  courfe  hath  run.  , , 

See  the  dew-drops  how  they  kifs 
Every  little  flower  that  is : . 

Hanging  on  their  velvet  heads, 

Like  a rope  of  cryftal  beads. 

See  the  heavy  clouds  low  falling. 

And  bright  Hefperus  down  calling 
The  dead  night  from  underground. 

At  whofe  rifing  mifts  unfound. 

Damps,  and  vapours  fly  apace, 

Hovering  o’re  the  wanton  face 


Of  thefe  paftui  cf,  where  they  come, 

Striking  dead  both  bud  and  bloom  , 

Therefore  from  fuch  danger  lock 
Every  one  his  loved  flock, 

And  let  your  Dogs  lye  loofe  without. 

Left  the  Wolf  come  as  a fcout 
From  the  mountain,  and  c’rc  day 
Bear  a Lamb  or  kid  away, 

Or  the  crafty  theevilh  Fox, 

Break  upon  your  fiinple  flocks: 

To  fecure  your  felves  from  thefe. 

Be  not  too  fecure  in  eafe  •, 

Let  one  eye  his  watches  keep,  j 

Whilft  the  t’other  eye  doth  fleep  *,  ! 

So  you  fhall  good  Shepherds  prove. 

And  for  ever  hold  the  love 
Ofour  great  god.  Sweeteft  flumbers 
And  foft  filence  fall  in  numbers 
On  your  eye-lids:  fofarewel, 

Thus  I end  my  evenings  knel.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Clorin,  the  Shepherdefs,  forting  of  herbs, 
and  telling  the  natures  of  them. 

dor.  Now  let  me  know  what  my  beft  Art  hath  done, 

Helpt  by  the  great  power  of  the  vertuous  moon 
In  her  full  light  •,  O you  fons  of  Earth, 

You  only  brood,  unto  whofe  happy  birth 
Vertue  was  given,  holding  more  of  nature 
Than  man  her  firft  born  and  moft  perfe<ft  creature^ 

Let  me  adore  you  ■,  you  that  only  can 

Help  or  kill  nature,  drawing  out  that  fpan  | 

Of  ufe  and  breath  even  to  the  end  of  time  *,  i 

You  that  thefe  hands  did  crop,  long  before  prime 

Of  day  give  me  your  names,  and  next  your  hidden  power. 

This  is  the  Clote  bearing  a yellow  flower, 

And  this  black  Horehound,  both  are  very  good 

For  fheep  or  Shepherd,  bitten  by  a wood- 

Dogs  venom’d  tooth  j thefe  Ramons  branches  arCj 

Which  ftuck  in  entries,  or  about  the  bar 

That  holds  the  door  faft,  kill  ail  inchantments,  charms  j 

Were  they  Medeas  verfes  that  doe  harms 

To  men  or  cattel ; thefe  for  frenzy  be 

Af^edy  and  a foveraign  remedie, 

The  bitter  Wormwood,  Sage,  and  Marigold, 

Such  fympathy  with  mans  good  they  do  hold  ^ 

This  Tormentil,  whofe  vertue  is  to  part 
All  deadly  killing  poyfon  from  the  heart-. 

And  here  Narcijfui  roots  for  fwellings  be ; 

Yellow  Lyfimacm,  to  give  fweet  reft 
To  rhe  faint  Shepherd,  killing  where  it  comes 
All  bufie  gnats,  and  every  fly  that  hums : 

For  leprofie.  Darnel,  and  Sellondine, 

With  Calamint,  whofe  vertues  do  refine 
The  blood  of  man,  making  it  free  and  fair 
As  the  firft  hour  it  breath’d,  or  the  beft  air. 

Here  other  two,  but  your  rebellious  ufe 
Is  not  for  me,  whofe  goodnefs  is  abufe  \ 

Therefore  foul  Standergrafs,  from  me  and  mine 
I banilh  thee,  with  luftful  Turpentine, 

You  that  intice  the  veins  and  ftir  the  heat 
To  civil  mutiny,  fcaling  the  ftat 
Our  reafon  moves  in,  aad  deluding  it 
With  dreams  and  wanton  fancies,  till  the  fit 
Of  burning  lull  be  quencht-,  by  appetite, 

Robbing  the  foul  of  bleffednefs  and  light: 

And  thou  light  Varvm  too,  thou  muft  go  after, 

Provoking  eafie  fouls  to  mirth  and  laughter  ^ 

No  more  fhall  1 dip  thee  in  water  now. 

And  fprinkle  every  poft,  and  every  bough 
With  thy  well  pleafing  juyee,  to  make  the  grooms 
Swell  with  high  mirth,  as  with  joy  all  the  rooms. 

Enter  Thenot. 

The.  This  is  the  Cabin  where  the  beft  of  all 
I,  F f _ Her\ 
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' Ss.\,  ciiaccvcr  brtath’d,  or  ever  (hall  • 

' Givchcator  happinefstothc  Shepherds  fide. 

Doth  only  to  her  worthy  lelf  abide. 

Thou  blelied  ftar,  I thank  thee  for  thy  light, 

Thou  by  whole  power  the  darknefs  ot  fad  night 
Is  bamliit  from  the  Earth,  in  whofe  dull  place 
Thy  chalfer  beams  play  on  the  heavy  face 
Of  all  the  world,  making  the  blue  Sea  fmile. 

To  fee  how  cunningly  thou  dolt  beguile 
Thy  Brother  of  his  brightnefs,  giving  day 
Again  from  Cluos,  whiter  than  that  way 
That  leads  to  joves  high  Court,  and  chafter  far 
I Than  chaftity  it  felf,  yon  blelfed  ftur 
That  nightly  lliincs  : Thou,  all  the  confiancie 
That  in  all  women  was,  or  e’re  lliall  be, 

From  whofe  fair  eye-balls  flyes  that  holy  fire. 

That  Poets  Itile  the  Mother  of  defirc, 

Infuling  into  every  gentle  brefl: 

A foul  of  greater  price,  and  far  more  bleft 
Than  that  quick  power,  which  gives  a difference, 

’Twi.Yt  man  and  creatures  of  a lower  fenfe. 

Oor.  Shepherd,  how  canTft  thou  hither  to  this  place  ? 
No  way  is  troden,  all  the  verdant  grafs 
The  fpring  (hot  up,  ffands  yet  unbruifed  here 
Ofany  foot,  only  the  dapled  Deer 
Far  from  the  feared  found  of  crooked  horn 
Dwelsin  this  faftnefs.  Th.  Chafter  than  the  morn, 

I have  not  wandred,  or  by  ftrong  illufion 
Into  this  vertuous  place  have  made  intrufion : 

But  hither  am  I come  ( believe  me  fair  ) 

Tofeekyouout,  of  whofe  great  good  the  air 
Is  full,  and  ftrongly  labours,  whilft  the  found 
Breaks  againft  Heaven,  and  drives  into  a ftound 
The  amazed  Sh-rpherd,  that  fuch  vertue  can 
Berefidentin  Idler  than  a man. 

Qor.  If  any  art  I have,  or  hidden  skill 
May  cure  thee  of  difeafe  or  feftred  ill, 

Whofe  grief  or  greennefs  to  anotherseye 
May  feem  unpoffible  of  remedy, 

I dare  yet  undertake  it. 

The,  ’Tisno  pain 

I fuffer  through  difeafe,  no  beating  vein 
Conveyes  infedion  dangerous  to  the  heart, 

No  part  impoftum’d  to  be  cur’d  by  Art, 

This  body  holds,  and  yet  a feller  grief 
Than  ever  skilfull  hand  did  give  relief 
D A’ells  on  my  foul,  and  may  be  heal’d  by  you, 

Fair  beauteous  Virgin. 

Oor.  Then  Shepherd,  let  me  fue 
To  know  tny  grid  -,  that  man  yet  never  knew 
The  way  to  health,  that  durft  not  ffie  w his  fore. 

Then.  Thenfaireft,  know,  Hove  you. 

Oor.  Swain,  no  more. 

Thou  haft  abus’d  the  ftridtnefs  of  this  place. 

And  offred  Sacrilegious  foul  difgrace 
To  the  fweet  reft  of  thefe  interred  bones, 

For  fear  of  whofe  afeending,  fly  at  once. 

Thou  and  thy  idle  pafTions,  that  the  fight 
Of  death  and  fpeedy  vengeance  may  not  fright 
Thy  very  foul  with  horror. 

Then.  Let  me  not 

fThou  all  perfedlion)  merit  fuch  a blot 
For  my  true  zealous  faith. 

[ Oor.  Dar’ft  thou  abide 
To  fee  this  holy  Earth  at  once  divide 
And  give  her  body  up  ? for  furc  it  will. 

If  thou  purfu’ft  with  wanton  flames  to  fill 
This  hallowed  place  •,  therefore  repent  and  goe, 

Whilft  I with  praife appealc his  Ghoft  below, 

That  elfc  would  tell  thee  what  it  were  to  be 
A rival  in  that  vertuous  love  that  he 
Imbraccs  yet. 

Then.  ’Tis  not  the  white  or  red 
Inhabits  in  your  cheek  that  thus  can  wed 


My  mind  to  adoration  *,  nor  your  eye. 

Though  it  be  full  and  fair,  your  forehead  high, 

And  Ihiooth  as  Felons  fhoulder ; not  the  fmile 
Lies  watching  in  thofe  dimples  to  beguile 
The  eafie  fogl,  your  hands  and  fingers  long 
With  veins  inamel’d  richly,  nor  your  tongue,' 

Though  it  fpoke  fweeter  than  Arions  Harp, 

Your  hair  wove  into  many  a curious  warp. 

Able  in  endlefs  errour  to  infold 
The  wandring  foul,  nor  the  true  perfed  mould 
Of  all  your  body,  which  as  pure  doth  Ihow 
In  Maiden  whitenefs  as  the  Alpfian  fnow. 

All  thefe,  were  but  your  conftancie  away. 

Would  pleafe  me  lefs  than  a black  ftormy  day 
The  wretched  Seaman  toyling  through  the  deep. 

But  whilft  this  honour’d  ftridnefs  you  dare  keep. 

Though  all  the  plagues  that  e’re  begotten  were 
In  the  great  womb  of  air,  were  fetled  here. 

In  oppofition,  1 would,  like  the  tree, 

Shake  off  thofe  drops  of  weaknefs,  and  be  free 
Even  in  the  arm  of  danger. 

Clor.  Wouldft  thou  have 
Me  raife  again  (fond  man)  from  filent  grave, 

Thofe  fparks  that  long  agoe  were  buried  here. 

With  my  dead  friends  cold  aflies  ? 

Then.  Dearcft  dear, 

I dare  not  ask  it,  nor  you  muft  not  grant  j 
Stand  ftrongly  to  your  vow,  and  do  not  faint: 
Remember  how  he  lov’d  ye,  and  be  ftill 
The  fame  Opinion  Ipeaks  ye  ^ let  not  Will, 

And  that  great  god  of  women,  appetite. 

Set  up  your  blood  again ; do  not  invite 
Defire  and  fancie  from  their  long  exile. 

To  fet  them  once  more  in  a pleafing  fmile: 

Belike  a rock  made  firmly  up ’gainft  all 

The  power  of  angry  Heaven,  or  the  ftrong  fall 

Of  Neftunes  battery  ^ if  ye  yield,  I die 

To  all  affe<ftion ; ’tis  that  loyaltie 

Ye  tie  unto  this  grave  I fo  admire  j 

And  yet  there’s  fomethingelle  I would  defire, 

If  you  would  hear  me,  but  withall  deny. 

O Pan^  what  an  uncertain  deftiny 
Hangs  over  all  my  hopes .'  I will  retire. 

For  if  I longer  ftay,  this  double  fire 
Will  lick  my  life  up. 

Oor.  Doe,  let  time  wear  out 
What  Art  and  Nature  cannot  bring  about. 

Then.  Farewel  thou  foul  of  vertue,  and  be  bleft 
Forever,  whilft  that  here  I wretched  reft  - 
Thus  to  my  felf  ^ yet  grant  me  leave  to  dwell 
In  kenning  of  this  Arbor  9 yon  lame  dell 
O’retopt  with  morning  Cyprefs  and  lad  Yew 
Shall  be  my  Cabin,  where  I’le  early  rew. 

Before  the  Sun  hath  kill  this  dew  away. 

The  hard  uncertain  chance  which  Fate  doth  lay 
Upon  this  head. 

(lor.  The  gods  give  quick  releale 
And  happy  cure  unto  thy  hard  dileafe.  C Sxemt. 

Enter  Sullen  Shepherd. 

Sullen.  I do  not  love  this  wench  that  I Ihould  meet, 

'or  ne’rdid  myunconftanteye  yet  greet 
That  beauty,  were  it  fweeter  or  more  fair. 

Than  the  new  blolToms,  when  the  morning  air 
3I0WS  gently  on  then,  or  the  breaking  light. 

When  many  maiden  blulhes  to  our  fight 
Shoot  from  his  early  face : were  all  thele  fet 
Inlbmeneat  form  before  me,  ’twould  not  get 
The  leaft  love  from  me  ^ fome  defire  it  might. 

Or  prefent  burning : all  to  me  in  fight 
Are  equal,  be  they  fair,  or  black,  or  brown, 

Virgin,  or  carelels  wanton,  1 can  crown 
My  appetite  with  any  *,  fwear  as  oft 
And  weep,  as  any,  melt  my  words  as  loft 
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Into  a maiden  cars,  ami  tell  how  long 
My  heart  has  been  her  fervant,  and  howftrong 
My  pafllonsarc  : call  her  unkind  and  cruel, 

OUcr  her  all  1 have  to  gain  the  jewel 
Maidens  fo  highly  prize : then  loath,  and  fly  : 

This  do  I hold  a blcllcd  deftiny. 

Srter  Amaryllis. 

Jmar.  Hail  Shepherd,  Pan  blefs  both  thy  flock  and  thee, 
For  being  mindful  of  thy  word  to  me. 

Sul.  W'elcom  tair  Shepherdefs,  thy  loving  Twain 
Gives  thee  the  felf  fame  wilhes  back  again, 

Who  till  this  prefent  hour  nc’re  knew  that  eye, 

Could  make  me  crofs  mine  arms,  or  daily  dye 
With  frcfli  confumings ; boldly  tell  me  then, 

How  (hall  we  part  their  faithful  loves,  and  when  ? 

Shall  I bely  him  to  her,  fliall  I fwcar 
I His  faith  is  falfe,  and  he  loves  every  where  ? 

Tie  fay  he  mockt  her  th’  other  day  to  you. 

Which  will  by  your  confirming  ihew  as  true, 

For  heisoffopureanhonefty. 

To  think  (becaufe  he  will  not)  none  will  lye : 

Orelfe  to  him  rie  flandcr  <^moret. 

And  fay,  fhe  but  leems  challe  ^ Tie  fwear  fhe  met 
Me’mongfl:  the  fhady  Sycamores  lafl:  night 
And  loofely  offred  up  her  flame  and  fpright 
1 Into  my  bofom,  made  a wanton  bed 
I Of  leaves  and  many  flowers,  where  fhe  fpread  * 

[Her  willing  body  to  be  prcll:  by  me  i ’ 

There  have  I carv’d  her  name  on  many  a tree,  ' 

Together  with  mine  own  •,  to  make  this  (how 
More  full  of  Teeming,  Hobinall  you  know, 

Son  to  the  aged  Shepherd  of  the  glen. 

Him  I have  forted  out  of  many  men. 

To  fay  he  found  us  at  our  private  fport. 

And  rouz’d  us  ’fore  our  time  by  his  refort ; 

This  to  confirm,  I have  promis’d  to  the  boy 
Many  a pretty  knack,  and  many  a toy. 

As  gins  to  catch  him  birds,  with  bow  and  bolt. 

To  Ihoot  at  nimble  Squirrels  in  the  holt  ‘ 

A pair  of  painted  Buskins,  and  a Lamb, 

Soft  as  his  own  locks,  or  the  down  of  fwan  ; ^ 

This  I have  done  to  win  yc,  which  doth  give  * 

Me  double  pleafure.  Difeord  makes  me  live. 

Amur.  Lov’d  fwain,l  thank  ye,  thefe  tricks  might  prevail 
V\;  ith  other  ruftick  Shepherds,  but  will  fail 
Even  once  to  ftir,  much  more  to  overthrow  ' _ 

His  fixed  love  from  judgement,  who  doth  know  ■ ^ ' 
Your  nature,  my  end,  and  his  chofens  merit ; 

Therefore  fomeftranger  way  muft  force  hisfpirit, 

Which  I have  found:  give  lecond,  and  my  love  . 

Is  everlafting  thine. 

Sul.  Try  me  and  prove.  ^ 

Amur.  Thefe  happy  pair  of  lovers  nieet  Ilraightway, 

I Soon  as  they  fold  their  flocks  up  with  the  day, 
i In  the  thick  grove  bordering  upon  yon  Hill, 

In  whofe  hard  fide  Nature  hath  carv’d  a well. 

And  but  that  matchlefs  fpring  which  Poets  know. 

Was  ne’re  the  like  to  this  : by  it  doth  grow 
About  the  fides,  all  herbs  which  Witches  ufe. 

All  fimples  good  for  Medicine  or  abufe, 

All  Tweets  that  crown  the  happy  Nuptial  day. 

With  all  their  colours,  there  tlie  month  of  May 
Is  ever  dwelling,  allis  young  and  green, 

There’s  not  a grafs  on  which  was  ever  (een  • ^ • 

The  falling  Autumn or  cold  Winters  hand,  ' •> 

So  full  of  heat  and'’vertuc  is  the  land,  ' 

About  this  fountain,  which  doth  flowly  break  i 

Below  yon  Mountains  foot,  into  a Creek 
That  waters  all  the  vally,  giving  Fi(h 
Of  many  forts,  to  fill  the  Shepherds  di(h. 

This  holy  well,  my  grandam  that  is  dead, 

Right  wife  in  charms,  hath  often  to  me  faid. 

Hath  power  to  change  the  form  of  any  creature, 


icing  thrice  dipt  o’rc  the  head,  into  what  feature, 

Or  lhape  ’twould  plcalc  the  letter  dovVn  to  crave. 

Who  muft  pronounce  this  charm  too,  which  Ihe  gave 
Vie  on  her  death- bed  told  me  What,  and  how, 

(hould  apply  unto  the  Patients  brOw, 
hat  would  be  chang’d,  calling  them  thrice  afleep, 
iefore  I trufted  them  into  thisdeep. 

All  this  flic  Ihew’d  me,  and  did  charge  me  prove 
Thisfecret  of  her  Art,  if  croft  in  love, 

’le  this  attempt ; now  Shepherd,  I have  here 
All  her  preferiptions,  and  I will  not  fear 
To  be  my  felf  dipt:  come,  my  temples  bind 
With  thefe  fad  herbs,  and  when  I fleep  you  find. 

As  you  do  fpeak  your  charm,  thrice  down  me  let, 

And  bid  the  water  raife  me  Amont ; 

Which  being  done,  leave  me  to  my  affair. 

And  e’re  the  day  (hall  quite  it  felf  out- wear, 

I will  return  unto  my  Shepherds  arm, 

Dip  me  again,  and  then  repeat  this  charm. 

And  pluck  me  up  my  felf,  whom  freely  take, 

And  the  hotft  fire  of  thine  affedtion  flake. 

Sul.  And  ifl  fit  thee  not,  then  fit  not  me : 

I long  the  truth  of  this  wells  power  to  fee.  \JE^€u,nt. 


Enter  Daphnis. 

Dafh.  Here  will  I ftay,for  this  the  covert  is 
Where  I appointed  Cloc  ^ do  not  mils, 

Thou  bright-fey’d  virgin,  come,  O come  my  fair. 

Be  not  abus’d  with  fear,  nor  let  cold  care 
Of  honour  flay  thee  from  the  Shepherds  arm. 

Who  would  as  hard  be  won  to  offer  harm 
To  thy  chaff:  thoughts,  as  whitenefs  from  the  dayj 
Or  yon  great  round  to  move  another  way.  ’ 

My  language  ftiall  be  honeft,  full  of  truth, 

My  flames  as  fmooth  and  fpotlefs  as  my  youth : 

I will  not  entertain  that  wandring  thought, 

W hole  eafie  current  may  at  length  be  brought 
To  a loofe  vaftnefs.  Alexis  wiffo?;/.  Cloe  ! 

Daph.  ’Tis  her  voyce. 

And  I muft  anfwer,  Cloe ! Oh  the  choice 
Of  dear  embraces,  chaftand  holy  ftrains 
Our  hands  fliall  give ! I charge  you  all  my  veins 
Through  which  the  blood  and  fpirit  take  their  Vvay^ 

Lock  up  your  difobedient  heats,  and  ftay 
Thofe  mutinous  defires  that  elfe  would  grow 
To  ftrong  rebellion : do  not  wilder  Ihow 
Than  bluftiingmodefty  may  entertain, 

AleAtfs  within . Cloe  ! 

Daph.  There  founds  that  bleffeds  name  again, 

Enter  Alexis. 

And  I will  meet  it : let  me  not  miftake. 

This  is  Tome  Shepherd ! fure  1 am  awake ; 

What  may  this  riddle  mean  ? I will  retire. 

To  give  my  felf  more  knowledg. 

Alex.  Oh  my  fire. 

How  thou  confum’ft  me  ? Clocy  anfwer  me, 

Alexis^  ftrong  Alexis^  high  and  free. 

Calls  upon  Cloe.  See  mine  arms  are  full 
Of  entertainment,  ready  for  to  pull 
That  golden  fruit  which  too  too  long  hath  hung 
Tempting  the  greedy  eye : thou  ftayeft  too  long, 

I am  impatient  of  thefe  mad  delayes  •, 

I muft  not  leave  unfought  thefe  many  ways 
That  lead  into  this  center,  till  1 find 
Quench  for  my  burning  luft.  I come,  unkind. 

C Exit  Alexis 

Daph.  Can  my  imagination  work  me  fo  much  ill. 

That  I may  credit  this  for  truth,  and  ftill 
Believe  mine  eyes  ? or  (hall  I firmly  hold 
Her  yet  untainted,  and  thefe  fights  but  bold 
Illufion  ? Sure  fuch  fancies  oft  have  been 
Sent  to  abufe  true  love,  and  yet  are  feen, 

F f 2 Daring 
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The  Faithful  Shepherdefe, 


Dar'ng  to  blind  the  vertuous  thought  with  errour. 

Bur  be  t hey  far  from  me  with  their  fond  tcrroiir ; 
lam  rofoiv'd  my  Coe  yet  is  ti  ue.  CCIoe  within. 

; 0''.%  hark,  Coe:  Sure  this  voyce  is  new, 
j Whofc  Ihrilncfs  like  the  founding  of  a Bell, 

Telismeit  isa  Woman:  Coe^  tell 
^ Thy  blclfcd  name  again.  Coe.  Cw;>/w;3  Here, 
j Oh  what  a grief  is  tins  to  befo  near, 

■And  not  incountcr  ? 


Enter  Cloc. 

Co.  Shepherd,  we  are  met. 

Draw  clofe  into  the  covert,  left  the  wet 
Which  falls  like  lazy  mills  upon  the  ground 
Soke  through  your  Startups.  Dafh.  Faireft  are  you  found.? 
How  have  we  wandred,  that  the  better  part 
Of  this  good  night  is  perilht?  Oh  my  heart ! 

How  have  1 long’d  to  meet  ye,  how  to  kils 
T nofe  lilly  hands,  how  to  receive  the  blifs 
That  charming  tongue  gives  to  the  happy  ear 
Of  him  that  drinks  your  language ! but  I fear 
1 am  too  much  unmanner’d,  far  too  rude, 

.And  almoll  grown  lafeivious  to  intrude 
Theie  hot  behaviours  \ where  regard  of  fame, 

Honour,  and  modefty,  a vertuous  name. 

And  fuch  difeourfe  as  one  fair  Sifter  may 
Without  offence  unto  the  Brother  fay, 

Should  rather  have  been  tendred : but  believe. 

Here  dwells  a better  temper  ^ do  not  grieve 
Then,  ever  kindeft,  that  my  firft  falute 
Seafons  fo  much  of  fancy,  I am  mute 
Henceforth  to  all  difcourles,  but  lhall  be 
Suiting  to  your  fweet  thoughts  and  modeftie. 

Indeed  I will  not  ask  a kifs  of  you, 

No  not  to  wring  your  fingers,  nor  to  fue 
Tothofe  bleftpair  of  fixed  liars  forfmiles,  * 

All  a young  lovers  cunning,  all  his  wiles. 

And  pretty  wanton  dyings,  fiiall  to  me 
Be  frrangers  \ only  to  your  chaftitie 
I am  devoted  ever.  Co.  Honeft  Swain, 

Firft:  let  me  thank  you,  then  return  again 
As  much  of  my  love ; no  thou  art  too  cold, 

Unhappy  Boy,  not  tempred  to  my  mold. 

Thy  blo^  falls  heavy  downward,  ’tis  not  fear 
To  offend  in  boldnefs  wins,  they  never  wear 
Deferved  favours  that  deny  to  take 
When  they  are  offered  freely : Do  I wake 
To  fee  a man  of  his  youth,  years  and  feature. 

And  fuch  a one  as  we  cal!  goodly  creature, 

Tnus  backward  ? What  a world  of  precious  Art 
U’ere  meerly  loft,  to  make  him  do  his  part  ? 

But  1 will  lhake  him  off,  that  dares  not  bold, 
t men  that  hope  to  be  belov’d  be  bold. 

Dathnii.,  Idodclire,  fince  weare  met 
So  nappily,  our  lives  and  fortunes  fet 
Upon  one  flake,  to  give  alfurance  now, 
ly  interchange  of  hands  and  holy  vow, 

Never  to  break  again : walk  you  that  way 
WhiJeft  I in  zealous  meditation  ftray 
A little  this  way ; when  v/e  both  have  ended 
Thefc*  rites  and  duties,  by  the  woods  befriended, 

And  fccrcfie  of  night,  retire  and  find 
An  aged  Oak,  whofe  hollownefs  may  bind 
! Us  both  within  his  body,  thither  go, 

It  Hands  within  yon  bottom.  Dafh,  Be  it  fo.  f£w,  Daph. 

Co.  And  I will  meet  there  never  more  with  thee. 

Thou  idle  Iham.faflnefs.  yilex.  {yfithin~\Coe  ! C7(?. ’Tishe 
; Thatdare  I hope  be  bolder.  ALex.  Coe!  Co.  Now 
I Great  tan  for  Syanx  fake  bid  fpeed  our  Plow.  [JExtt  Cloe. 


ASlfts  TertiHS.  Scena  Frima, 

Enter  Sullen  Shepherd  with  Amaryllis  ina/leep. 
thy  forehead  thus  I take 


Thcfe  herbs,  and  charge  thee  not  awake 
Till  in  yonder  holy  Well, 

Thrice  with  powerful  Magick  fpell. 

Fill’d  with  many  a baleful  word. 

Thou  haft  been  dipt;  thus  with  my  cord 
OfblaftcdHcmp,  by  Moon-light  twin’d, 

I do  thy  fleepy  body  bind  *, 

I turn  thy  head  into  the  Eaft, 

And  thy  feet  into  the  Weft, 

Thy  left  arm  to  the  South  put  forth. 

And  thy  right  unto  the  North : 

I take  thy  body  from  the  ground. 

In  this  deep  and  deadly  fwound. 

And  into  this  holy  fpring 
I let  thee  Aide  down  by  my  firing. 

Take  this  Maid  thou  holy  pit. 

To  thy  bottom,  nearer  yet. 

In  thy  water  pure  and  fweet. 

By  thy  leave  1 dip  her  feet  j 
Thus  I let  her  lower  yet. 

That  her  ankles  may  be  wet  j ’ 

Yet  down  lower,  let  her  knee 
In  thy  waters  walked  be  j 
There  flop : Fly  away 
Every  thing  that  loves  the  day. 

Truth  that  hath  but  one  face. 

Thus  I charm  thee  from  this  place. 

Snakes  that  call  your  coats  for  new, 

Camelions  that  alter  hue. 

Hares  that  yearly  Sexes  change, 

Protetts  alt’ring  oft  and  ftrange, 

Hecate  with  fhapes  three. 

Let  this  Maiden  changed  be, 

With  this  holy  water  wet. 

To  the  lhape  oi  Amoret ; 

Cynthia  work  thou  with  my  charm, 
f Thus  I draw  thee  free  from  harm 
Up  out  of  this  blefled  Lake, 

Rife  both  like  her  and  awake.  awAhs, 

Amar,  Speak  Shepherd,  am  I Amoret  to  fight  ? 

Or  haft  thou  mift  in  any  Magick  rite  •, 

For  want  of  which  any  defed  in  me. 

May  make  our  praiftices  diftovered  be^ 

Sul.  By  yonder  Moon,  but  that  1 here  do  ftand, 

Whofe  breath  hath  thus  transform’d  thee,  and  whole  hand 
Let  thee  down  dry,  and  pluckt  thee  up  thus  wet, 

I Ihould  my  felf  take  thee  for  eAmoret ; 

Thou  art  in  cloths,  in  feature,  voice  and  hew 
So  like,  that  fenfe  cannot  diftinguilh  you. 

Amar.  Then  this  deceit  which  cannot  crofled  be 
Atoncefhall  lofeher  him,  and  gain  thee  me.  ’ 

Hither  Ihe  needs  mull  come  by  promife  made, 

And  fure  his  nature  never  was  fo  bad. 

To  bid  a Virgin  meet  him  in  the  wood, 

When  night  and  fear  are  up,  but  underftood, 

’T was  his  part  to  come  firft : being  come.  Tie  fay, 

My  conftant  love  made  me  come  firft  and  flay. 

Then  will  1 lead  him  further  to  the  grove. 

But  flay  you  here,  and  if  his  own  true  love 
Shall  feek  him  here,  fet  her  in  fome  wrong  path, 

Which  fay,  her  lover  lately  troden  hath  *, 

Tie  not  be  far  from  hence,  if  need  there  be. 

Here  is  another  charm,  whofe  power  will  free 
The  dazelcd  fenfe,  read  by  the  Moons  beams  clear, 

And  in  my  own  true  map  make  me  appear. 


Ihe  Faithful  Shepberdefr. 
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Enter  Perigot. 

Sttll.  Stand  clofc,  here’s  Pert<ror^  whofe  conftant  heart 
Longs  to  behold  her  in  whofe  fliape  thou  art. 

Per.  This  is  the  place  (fair  the  hour 

Is  yet  fcarcc  come ; Here  every  Sylvan  power 
Delights  to  be  about  yon  facred  Well, 

Which  they  have  blelt  with  many  a powerful  Spell  •, 

For  never  Traveller  in  dead  of  Night, 

Nor  ftrayed  Bealls  have  fain  in,  but  when  fight 
Hath  fail’d  them,  then  their  right  way  they  have  found 
By  help  of  them,  fo  holy  is  the  ground  ; 

But  1 will  farther  feek,  kft^moret 
Should  be  firlt  come,  and  fo  (tray  long  unmet. 

My  eyfnwret.,  Amoret.  QEa:.  Amaryllis,  Perigot. 

Per.  My  Love. 

Amar.  1 come  my  Love. 

ShU.  Now  Ihe  has  got 
Her  own  defircs,  and  I Ihall  gainer  be 
Of  my  long  lookt  for  hopes  as  well  as  (he. 

How  bright  the  moon  Ihines  here,  as  if  Ihe  drove 
To  Ihow  her  Glory  in  this  little  Grove, 

Enter  Amoret. 

To  fome  new  loved  Shepherd.  Yonder  is  i 

Another  Amoret.  Where  differs  this 
From  that.?  but  that  Ihe  hath  met, 

1 Ihould  have  ta’n  this  for  the  counterfeit : 

Herbs,  Woods,  and  Springs,  the  power  that  in  you  lies, 

If  mortal  men  could  know  your  Properties ! 

Amo.  Methinks  it  is  not  Night,  1 have  no  fear. 

Walking  this  Wood,  of  Lions,  or  the  Bear, 

Whofe  Names  at  other  times  have  made  me  quake, 

Wh.  nany  Shepherdefs  in  hertalefpake 
Of  fome  of  them,  that  underneath  a Wood 
Have  torn  true  Lovers  that  together  flood. 

Methinks  there  are  no  Goblins,  and  mens  talk, 

That  in  thefe  Woods  the  nimble  Fairies  walk, 

Are  fables  •,  fuch  a Itrong  heart  I have  got, 

Becaule  1 come  to  meet  with  Perigot. 

My  Perigot  I who’s  that,  my  Perigot  ? ' 

Sull.  Fair  maid.  Amo.  Ay  me,  thou  art  not  Perigot, 

Suit.  But  i can  tell  ye  news  of  Perigot : 

An  hour  together  under  yonder  tree 

Fie  fate  with  wreathed  arms  and  called  on  thee. 

And  faid,  why  Amoret  Itayell  thou  fo  long? 

Then  darting  up,  down  yonder  path  he  flung, 

Led  thou  hadd  mifs’d  thy  way : were  it  day  light, 

He  could  not  yet  have  born  him  out  of  fight. 

Amor.  Thanks,  gentle  Shepherd,  and  befhrew  my  day, 
That  made  me  fearful  1 had  lod  my  way ; 

As  faft  as  my  weak  Legs  (that  cannot  be 
Weary  with  feeking  him)  will  carry  me. 

Til  feek  him  out;  and  for  thy  Courtefie 

Pray  Pan  thy  Love  may  ever  follow  thee.  [,Exit. 

ShU.  How  bright  Ihe  was,  how  lovely  did  file  Ihow  1 
Was  it  not  pity  to  deceive  her  fo .? 

She  pluckt  her  Garments  np,  and  tript  away. 

And  with  her  Virgin-innocence  did  pray 
For  me  that  perjur’d  her.  Whild  Ihe  was  here, 
Methought  the  Beams  of  Light  that  did  appear 
Were  (hot  from  her  • methought  the  Moon  gave  none, 

But  what  it  had  from  her .-  Ihe  was  alone 
With  me,  if  then  her  prefence  did  fo  move. 

Why  did  not  I elTay  to-win  her  Love .? 

She  would  not  fure  have  y ielded  unto  me  j 
Women  love  only  Opportunitie, 

And  not  the  Man-,  or  if  fliehad  deny’d. 

Alone,  I might  have  forc’d  her  to  have  try’d 
Who  had  been  ftronger;  O vain  Fool,  to  let 
Such  bleft  Occafion  pafs  ^ Til  follow  yet. 

My  Blood  is  up,  I cannot  now  forbear. 

Enter  AleX.  and  Cloe. 

I come  fweet  Amoret : Soft  who  is  here  ? t 


A pair  of  Lovers  ? He  Iliall  yield  her'mc  -, 

Now  Lull  is  up,  alike  all  Women  be. 

Alex.  Where  Ihall  we  rcfl.?  but  for  the  love  of  me, 

Qloe^  I know  ere  this  would  weary  be. 

Clo.  Alexis,  let  us  rell  here,  if  the  place 
Be  private,  and  out  of  the  common  trace 
Of  every  Shepherd  .-  for  I underltood 
This  Night  a number  are  about  the  Wood ; 

Then  let  us  chufe  fome  place,  where  out  of  fight 
We  freely  may  enjoy  our  floln  delight. 

Alex.  Then  boldly  here,  where  we  Ihall  ne’rc  be  found, 

No  Shepherds  way  lies  here,  ’cis  hallow’d  ground : 

No  Maid  leeks  here  her  Ilrayed  Cow,  or  Sheep, 

Fairies,  and  Fawns,  and  Satyrs  do  it  keep : 

Then  carelefly  reft  here,  and  clip  and  kifs. 

And  let  no  fear  make  us  our  plcafures  mils. 

Clo.  Then  lye  by  me,  the  fooner  we  begin, 

The  longer  ere  the  day  defery  our  fin. 

ShU.  Forbear  to  touch  my  Love,  or  by  yon  flaihe, 

The  greateft  power  that  Shepherds  dare  to  name, 

Here  where  thou  fit’ft  under  this  holy  tree 
Her  to  dilhonour,  thou  (halt  buried  be.  , 

cyilex.  If  himfelf,  Ihould  come  out  of  the  lawns, 
With  all  his  Troops  of  Satyrs  and  of  Fawns, 

And  bid  me  leave,  I fwear  by  her  two  eyes, 

A greater  Oath  than  thine,  I would  not  rife. 

Sull.  Then  from  the  cold  Earth  never  Ihalt  thou  move, 

But  lole  at  one  ftroke  both  thy  Life  and  Love. 

Clo.  Hold  gentle  Shepherd.  ShU:  Fairefl  Shepherdeft, 
Come  you  with  me,  I do  not  love  you  lefs 
T nan  that  fond  man,  that  would  have  kept  you  there 
From  me  of  more  defert.  Alex.  O yet  forbear 
To  take  her  from  me  give  me  leave  to  dye 
By  her. 

Satyr  enters,  he  rnns  one  voay,  and  Jhe  anothfr. 
Sat.  Now  whilft  the  Moon  doth  rule  the  Skie, 

And  the  Stars,  whole  feeble  light 
Give  a pale  Shadow  to  the  night. 

Are  up,  great  Pan  commanded  me 
To  walk  this  Grove  about,  whilfl  he 
In  a corner  of  the  Wood, 

Where  never  mortal  foot  hath  ftoodj 
Keeps  dancing,  mufick,  and  a feall 
To  entertain  a lovely  Gueft  , 

Where  he  gives  her  many  a Rofe.^ 

Sweeter  than  the^  breath  that  blows 
The  leaves  Grapes,  Berries  of  the  beft, 

I never  faw  fo  great  a feall. 

But  to  my  Charge : here  muft  I flay. 

To  fee  what  mortals  lofe  their  way^. 

And  by  a falfe  fire  Teeming  bright. 

Train  them  in  and  leave  them  right. 

Then  muft  I watch  if  any  be 
Forcing  of  a Chaflitie: 

If  I find  it,  then  in  hafte 
Give  my  wreathed  horn  a Blafl, 

And  the  Fairies  all  will  run. 

Wildly  dancing  by  the  Moon, 

And  will  pinch  him  to  the  bone. 

Till  his  luftful  thoughts  be  gone. 

Alex.  O Death ! Sat.  Back  again  about  this  ground, 
Sure  I hear  a mortal  found ; 

I bind  thee  by  this  powerful  Spell, 

By  the  Waters  of  this  Well, 

By  the  glimmering  Moon  beams  bright. 

Speak  again,  thou  mortal  wight. 

Alex.  Oh  I Sat.  Here  the  foolilh  mortal  lies,’ 

Sleeping  on  the  ground  ; arife. 

The  poor  wight  is  alraoft  dead. 

On  the  ground  his  wounds  have  bled. 

And  his  cloaths  foul’d  with  his  blood  .• 

To  my  Goddefs  in  the  Wood 
I Will  I lead  him,  whofe  hands  pure, 

1 Will  help  this  mortal  wight  to  cure, 

Bntfr 
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The  Faithful  She^herdep, 


i E'ttcr  Cloe 

I 

■ C.\  Since  I behold  yon  fliaggy  man,  my  BreaO: 

j Doth  pant,  cachbuih,  motliinks,  Ihould  hide  a Bead  .• 

Yet  my  delirc  keeps  Itill  above  my  fear, 

, 1 would  fain  meet  fomeShephetd,  knc\v  I where  : 

For  from  ope  caufc  of  fear  I am  molt  free, 

• It  is  impolTiblc  to  ravilh  me, 

: I am  fo  willing.  Heie  upon  this  ground 
' 1 kft  my  Love  all  bloody  with  his  wound*, 

I Ya  till  that  fearful  fliape  made  mo  be  gone, 

! Though  he  wore  hurt,  1 furnilht  was  of  one. 

But  now  both  lo!t.  Akxis,  fpcak  or  move. 

If  thou  hart  anylife,  thou  art  yet  my  Love. 

He’s  dead,  or  die  is  with  his  little  might 
Crept  from  the  Bank  for  fear  of  that  ill  Spright. 

Then  where  art  thou  that  ftruck’rt  my  love  ? O flay, 
Bring  nie  thy  foif  in  change^  and  then  I’ll  fay 
Thou  hart  feme  juHice,  I will  make  thee  trim 
W’ith  Flowers  and  Garlands  that  were  meant  for  him  *, 

I’ll  clip  thee  round  with  both  mine  arms,  as  fart 
.As  t did  mean  he  fliould  have  been  embrac’d : 

But  thou  art  fled.  What  hope  is  left  for  me  ? 
i ril  run  to  Dapbriis  in  the  hollow  tree, 

; Whom  I did  mean  to  mock,  though  hope  be  final], 

' To  make  him  bold  *,  rather  than  none  at  all, 
ril  try  him  ; his  heart,  and  my  behaviour  too 
Perhaps  may  teach  him  what  he  ought  to  do.  Q£w/>. 

Sullen  Shepherd. 

S;tl.  This  was  the  place,  ’twas  but  my  feeble  light, 

Mixt  with  the  horrour  of  my  deed,  and  night, 

That  fhap’t  thefe  fears,  and  made  me  run  away, 

.And  lofe  my  beauteous  hardly  gotten  prey. 

Speak  gentle  Shepherdefs,  I am  alone, 

.And  tender  love  for  love  .*  but  Ihe  is  gone 
From  me,  that  having  Itruckher  Lover  dead, 

For  filly  fear  left  her  alone  and  fled. 

And  fee  the  wounded  body  is  remov’d 
By  her  of  whom  it  wasfo  well  belov’d. 

EfJter  Per  igot  and  Amaryllis  in  the  Jhape  of  Amoret. 

But  thefe  fancies  murt  be  quite  forgot, 

I murt  lye  clofe.  Here  comes  'jou'ag  Peridot 
With  fubtile  AmaryllU  in  the  lhape 
Of  Amoret.  Pray  Love  he  may  not  ’fcape. 

Arti.tr.  Beloved  Perigot,  rtiew  me  fbmc  place, 
Wherelma/  reftmylimbs,  weak  with  the  Chace 
Of  thee,  an  hour  before  thou  cam’ft  at  leart. 

Per.  Befhrew  my  tardy  fteps:  here  llialt  thou  reft 
Upon  this  holy  bank,  no  deadly  Snake 
Upon  this  turf  her  felf  in  folds  doth  make. 

Here  is  no  poyfon  for  the  Toad  to  feed  y 
Here  boldly  fpead  thy  hands,  no  venom’d  Weed 
Dares  blirter  them,  no  flimy  Snail  dare  creep 
Over  thy  face  when  thou  art  fart  aflcep. 

Here  never  durrt  thebabling  Cuckow  Ipit, 

' Nolloughof  fallingStar  did  ever  hit 
' Upon  this  bank;  let  this  thy  Cabin  be, 

This  other  fet  with  Violets  for  me. 

Anu.  Thou  doll  not  love  me  Perigot.  Per.  Fair  maid, 

: You  only  love  to  hear  itofeen  faid ; 
j You  do  not  doubt.  Amar.  Believe  me  but  I do. 

• Per.  What  fhall  v/e  now  begin  again  to  woo  ? 

! ’Tis  the  belt  way  to  make  youi  L.over  iart, 

_ To  play  with  him,  when  you  have  caught  him  faft. 
i Amur.  By  Pan  I fwcar,  1 loved  Perigoty 
I And  by  yon  Moon,  I think  thou  lov’ft  me  not. 

Per.  By  Pan  I fwear,  and  if  I fallely  fwear, 

I Let  him  not  guard  ray  flocks,  let  Foxes  tear 
I My  earlieft  Lambs,  and  Wolves  whilft  I do  fleep 
i Fall  on  the  reft,  a Rot  among  my  Sheep. 
i ( love  thee  better  than  the  careful  Ev/c 
I 


The  ncw-ycan’d  Lamb  that  is  of  hcrowm  hewy 
I dote  upon  thee  more  than  the  young  Lamb 
Doth  on  the  bag  that  feeds  him  iTom  his  Danl. 

Were  there  a fort  of  Wolves  got  in  my  Fold, 

And  one  ran  after  thee,  both  young  and  old 
Should  be  devour’d,  and  it  fliould  be  my  ftrife 
To  fave  thee,  whom  I love  above  my  life. 

Ani.t.  Howfliall  I truft  thee  when  I lee  thee  chule  j 
Another  Bed,  and  doft  my  fide  refufe  ? | 

Ter.  ’Twas  only  that  the  chaft  thoughts  might  be  Ihewn  i 
’Twixtthee  and  me,  although  we  were  alone,  j 

Ania.  Come,  Perigot  will  Ihew  his  power,  that  he 
Can  make  his  Amoret,  though  flie  weary  be. 

Rife  nimbly  from  her  Couch,  and  come  to  his. 

Here  take  thy  Amoret,  embrace  and  kifs.  (fliou’d, 

Per.  What  means  my  Love.?  Ama.  To  do  as  lovers 
That  are  to  be  enjoy’d,  not  to  be  woo’d. 

There’s  nc’r  a Shepherdefs  in  all  the  plain 
Can  kifs  thee  with  more  Art,  there’s  none  can  feign 
More  wanton  tricks.  Per.  Forbear,  dear  Soul,  to  trie 
Whether  my  Heart  be  pure^  I’ll  rather  die 
Than  nourilh  one  thought  to  dilhonour  thee. 

Amar.  Still  think’ftthou  fuch  a thing  as  Chaftitie 
Is  amongft  Women  ? Perigot  there’s  none. 

That  with  her  Love  is  in  a Wood  alone. 

And  would  come  home  a maid  be  not  abus’d 
With  thy  fond  firft  Belief,  let  time  be  us’d : 

Why  doft  thou  rife?  Per.  My  true  heart  thoiihaft  flain. 
Ama.  Faith  Pengot,  I’ll  pluck  thee  down  again. 

Per.  Let  go,  thou  Serpent,  that  into  my  breft 
Haft  with  thy  cunning  div’d ; art  not  in  Jeft  ? 

Ama.  Sweet  love,lye  down.  Per.  Since  this  I live  to  fee, 
Some  bitter  North-wind  blaft  my  flocks  and  me. 

Ama.  Youfwore  you  lov’d,  yet  will  not  do  my  will. 
Per.  Obe  as  thou  wert  once.  I’ll  love  thee  ftilL 
Ama.  I am,  as  ftill  I was,  and  all  my  kind. 

Though  other  fhows  we  have  poor  men  to  blind. 

Per.  Then  here  I end  all  Love,  and  left  my  vain 
Belief  fliould  ever  draw  mein  again. 

Before  thy  face  that  haft  my  Youth  mifled, 

I end  my  life,  my  blood  be  on  thy  head. 

Ama.  O hold  thy  hands,  thy  Amoret  dfttth  cry. 

Ter.  Thou  counfel’ft  well,  firft  fliall  dye. 

That  is  the  caufeof  my  eternal  fmart.  runs  after  her. 

Ama.O  hold.  T^r.This  fleel  fliall  pierce  thy  luftful  heart. 

[The  Sullen  Shepherd  fteps  out  and  uncharms  her. 
Sull.  Up  and  down  every  where, 

I ftrew  the  herbs  to  purge  the  air : 

Let  your  Odour  drive  hence 
All  mifts  that  dazel  fence. 

Herbs  and  Springs  whofe  hidden  might 
Alters  Shapes,  and  mocks  the  fight, 

Thus  I charge  you  to  undo 
All  before  I brought  ye  to  .• 

Letherflye,  let  her  ’fcape. 

Give  again  her  own  fliape. 

Enter  Amaryllis  m her  oven  (hape. 

Amar.  Forbear  thou  gentle  Swain,  thou  doftmiftakc, 

She  whom  thou  follow’dfl:  fled  into  the  brake, 

And  as  I croft  thy  way,  I met  thy  wrath. 

The  only  fear  of  which  near  flain  me  hath.  , 

Per.  Pardon  fair  Shepherdefs,  my  rage  and  night 
Were  both  upon  me,  and  beguil’d  my  fight*, 

But  far  be  it  from  me  to  fpill  the  blood 

Of  harmlefs  Maids  that  wander  in  the  Wood.  £a;.  Ama. 

Enter  Amoret. 

Amor.  Many  a weary  flep  in  yonder  path 
Poor  hopelcfs  Amoret  twice  trodden  hath 
To  feek  her  Pm^of,  yet  cannot  hear 
His  Voice  j myTerigot,  fhe loves  thee  dear 
That  calls.  Per.  See  yonder  where  fhe  is,  how  fair 
She  fliows,  and  yet  her  breath  infedts  the  air. 

Amo. 


The  Faithful  Shefherdefs, 


223 


^mo.  My  Peridot.  Ter.  Here. 

• t^mo.  Happy.  Per.  Hapldsfirfl:: 

It  lights  on  thee,  the  next  blow  is  the  worfl. 
yimo.  Stay  Per(^ot,  my  Jove,  thou  art  unjuft. 

Peri.  Death  is  the  belt  reward  that’s  due  to  lull. 

lExit  Perigot. 

$mI.  Now  fnall  their  love  be  croft,  for  being  ftruck, 

I’lc  throw  her  in  the  Fount,  left  being  took 
By  Ibme  night-travaller,  whole  honeft  care 
May  help  to  cure  her.  Shepherdefs  prepare 
Your  lelf  to  die. 

Jmo.  No  Mercy  I do  crave. 

Thou  canft  not  give  a worfe  blow  than  I have  ^ 

Tell  him  that  gave  me  this,  who  lov’d  him  too. 

He  Jtruck  my  foul,  and  not  my  body  through, 

Tell  him  when  I am  dead,  my  foul  lhall  be 
At  peace,  if  he  but  think  he  injur’d  me. 

S..7.  In  th  is  Fount  be  thy  grave,  thou  wert  not  meant 
Sure  for  a woman,  thou  art  fo  innocent.  r flings  her  in- 

She  cannot  fcape,  for  underneath  the  ground,  Tt®  the  mil. 

In  a long  hollow  the  clear  fpring  is  bound. 

Till  on  yon  fide  where  the  Morns  Sun  doth  look. 

The  ftrugling  water  breaks  out  in  a Brook.  C • 

[The  God  of  the  River  rifeth  with  Amoret  in  his  arms. 
God.  What  powerful!  charms  my  ftreams  do  bring 
Back  again  unto  their  fpring, 

With  fuch  force,  that  I their  god. 

Three  times  ftriking  with  my  Rod, 

Could  not  keep  them  in  their  ranks : 

My  Fifties  Ihoot  into  the  banks,  ' 

There’s  not  one  that  ftayes  and  feeds, 

All  have  hid  them  in  the  weeds. 

Here’s  a mortal  almoft  dead. 

Fain  into  my  River  head, 

Hallowed  fo  with  many  a fpell, 

That  till  now  none  ever  fell. 

’Tis  a Female  young  and  clear. 

Call  in  by  fome  Raviftier. 

See  upon  her  breaft  a wound. 

On  which  there  is  no  plaifter  bound.  ; 

Yet  ftie’s  warm,  her  pulfes  beat, 

*Tis  a ftgn  of  life  and  heat. 

If  thou  be’ft  a Virgin  pure, 

I can  give  a prefent  cure : - 
Take  a drop  into  thy  wound 
From  my  watry  locks  more  round 
Than  Orient  Pearl,  and  far  more  pure 
Than  unchaft  flefti  may  endure. 

Sec  ftie  pants,  and  from  her  flefti 
The  warm  blood  guftieth  out  afrefh. 

She  is  an  unpolluted  maid ; 

1 muft  have  this  bleeding  ftaid, 

Frommybanks  I pluck  this  flower  ■ 

With  holy  hand,  whofe  vertuous  power 
Is  at  once  to  heal  and  draw. 

1 The  blood  returns.  I never  faw 
A fairer  Mortal.  Now  doth  break 
Her  deadly  flumber : Virgin,  fpeak.  . 

Jmo.  Who  hath  reftor'd  my  fenlc,given  me  new  breath, 
And  brought  me  back  out  of  the  arms  of  death  ? 

God.  I have  heal’d  thy  wounds.  cyfmo.  Ay  me  I 
god.  Fear  not  him  that  fuccour’d  thee : 

I am  this  Fountains  god’,  below, 

My  waters  to  a River  grow. 

And  ’twixt  two  banks  with  Ofiers  fet. 

That  only  profper  in  the  wet. 

Through  the  Meadows  do  they  glide. 

Wheeling  ftill  on  every  fide. 

Sometimes  winding  round  about, 

To  find  the  eveneft  channel  out. 

And  if  thou  wilt  go  with  me, 

Leaving  mortal  corapanie. 

In  the  cool  ftreams  ftialt  thou  lye. 

Free  from  harm  as  well  as  I : 


I will  give  thee  for  thy  food. 

No  Fifti  that  ufeth  in  the  mud. 

But  Trout  and  Pike  that  love  to  fwim 
Where  the  gravel  from  the  brim 
Through  the  pure  ftreams  may  be  feen : 

Orient  Pearl  fit  for  a Queen, 

Will  I give  thy  love  to  win. 

And  a Ihell  to  keep  them  in ; 

Not  a Fifti  in  all  my  Brook 
That  lhall  difobey  thy  look. 

But  when  thou  wilt , come  Aiding  by. 

And  from  thy  white  hand  take  a fly. 

And  to  make  thee  underftand. 

How  I can  my  waves  command. 

They  lhall  bubble  whilft  I fing 
Sweeter  than  the  filver  fpring. 

The  SONG. 

Do  not  fear  to  ^ut  thy  feet 
Naked  in  the  River  fweet , 

Thinks  not  Leach,  or  Newt  or  Toad 
Will  bite  thy  foot,  when  thou  hafl  troad  i 
Nor  let  the  water  riflng  high, 

Js  thou  wad' ft  in,  make  thee  crie 
Jnd  fob,  but  ever  live  with  me  , 

Jnd  not  a wave  fhall  trouble  thee. 


Jmo.  Immortal  power, that  ruTfl  this  holy  floods 
I know  my  felf  unworthy  to  be  woo’d 
By  thee  a god  ; for  e’re  this,  but  for  thee 
I ftould  have  Ihown  my  weak  Mortalitie ; 

Befides,  by  holy  Oath  betwixt  us  twain, 

I am  betroath’d  unto  a Shepherd  fwain, 

Whofe  comely  face,  I know  the  gods  above 
May  make  me  leave  to  fee,  but  not  to  love. 

God.  May  he  prove  to  thee  as  true. 

Faireft  Virgin,  now  adieu, 

I muft  make  my  waters  fly. 

Left  they  leave  their  Channels  dry. 

And  beafts  that  come  unto  the  fpring 
Mils  their  mornings  watering. 

Which  I would  not , for  of  late 
All  the  neighbour  people  late 
On  my  banks,  and  from  the  fold, 

Two  white  Lambs  of  three  weeks  old 
Offered  to  my  Deitie  : 

For  which  this  year  they  lhall  be  free 
From  raging  floods,  that  as  they  pafs 
Leave  their  gravel  in  the  graft : 

Nor  lhall  their  Meads  be  overflown. 

When  their  graft  is  newly  mown. 

Jmo.  For  thy  kindnefs  to  me  Ihown,- 
Never  from  thy  banks  be  blown 
Any  tree,  with  windy  force, 

Croft  thy  ftreams,  to  ftop  thy  courle : 

May  no  beaft  that  comes  to  drink, 

With  his  horns  call:  down  thy  brink  j 
May  none  that  for  thy  fifti  do  look. 

Cut  thy  banks  to  damm  thy  Brook  *, 

Bare  foot  may  no  Neighbour  wade 
In  thy  cool  ftreams,wife  nor  maid. 

When  the  fpawns  on  ftones  do  lye. 

To  walh  their  Hemp,  and  Ipoil  the  Fry. 

God.  Thanks  Virgin,  I muft  down  again, 

Thy  wound  will  put  thee  to  no  pain : 

Wonder  not  fofoon  ’tisgone: 

A holy  hand  was  laid  upon. 

eyfmo.  And  I unhappy  born  to  be, 

Muft  follow  him  that  flies  from  me. 


C ^xst. 
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AShts  QnjrtHS.  Scchi  Frima. 

\ 

Enter  Perigot. 

Per.  OHc  is  untrue,  uncondant,  and  unkind, 

^ She’s  gone,  fhe’s  gone, blow  high  thou  North-weft 
I And  raife  the  to  Mountains,  let  the  Trees  (wind, 
I That  dare  oppofe  thy  raging  fury,  leefe 
j Their  firm  foundation,  creep  into  the  Earth, 

And  (hake  the  world,  asattlic  monftrous  birth 
Of  fome  new  Prodigy,  whilft  I conftantftand, 

Holding  this  truftie  Boar-lpear  in  my  hand. 

And  falling  thus  upon  it. 

Enter  Amaryllis,  runmng. 

Amar.  Stay  thy  dead-doing  hand,  thou  art  too  hot 
Againrt  thy  felf,  believe  me  comely  Swain, 

If  that  thou  dyeft,  not  all  the  Ihowers  of  Rain 
The  heavy  clc^s  fend  down  can  wadi  away 
That  foul  unmanly  guilt,  the  world  will  lay 
Upon  thee.  Yet  thy  love  untainted  Hands : 

Believe  me,  die  is  conftant,  notthefands 
Can  be  fo  hardly  numbred  as  die  won : 

I I do  not  trifle.  Shepherd^  by  the  Moon, 

I And  all  thofe  lefler  lights  our  eyes  do  view, 

! All  that  I told  thee  Perigot^  is  true : 

Then  be  a free  man,  put  away  defpair. 

And  will  to  dye,  fmooth  gently  up  that  fair 
Dejefted  forehead  be  as  when  thofe  eyes 
Took  the  firft  heat.  Per.  Alas  he  double  dyes, 

That  would  believe,  but  cannot;  ’tis  not  well  , j 
Ye  keep  me  thus  from  dying,  here  to  dwell  r, 

With  many  worfe  companions  .•  but  oh  death, 

■ I am  not  yet  inamour’d  of  this  breath  ^ •' 

So  much,  but  1 dare  leave  it,  ’tis  not  pain 
In  forcing  of  a wound,  nor  after  gain  ; 

j Of  iTiany  dayes,  can  hold  me  from  my  will : 

’Tis  not  my  felf,  but  Amoret^  bids  kill.  . ^ 

Ama.  Stay  but  a little,  little,  but  one  hour, 

And  if  I do  not  (how  thee  through  the  power 
Of  herbs  and  words  I have,  as  dark  as  night. 

My  felf  turn’d  to  thy  Amoret.,  in  fight. 

Her  very  figure,  and  the  Robe  (he  wears. 

With  tawny  Pnskias,  and  the  hook  Ihe  bears 
0.'‘thine  own  Carving,  where  your  names  are  let, 

V\’ro'jght  underneath  with  many  a curious  fret, 
Tne/'/'/w-7(o)«  Chaplet,  taudry-lace  and  Ring, 

T nou  gaveft  her  for  her  finging,  with  each  thing 
Elfe  that  (he  wears  about  her,  let  me  feel 
The  firft  fell  ftroke  of  that  Revenging  fteel. 

Per.  I am  contented,  if  there  be  a hope 
To  give  it  entertainment,  forthefcope 
Of  one  poor  hour  ’,  goc,you  lhall  find  me  next 
Under  yonfhady  Beech,  even  thus  perplext, 

And  thus  believing.  Ama.  Bind  before  I goe, 

Thy  foul  by  Pan  unto  me,  not  to  doe 
Harm  or  outragious  wrong  upon  thy  life. 

Till  my  return. 

Per.  By  Panj  and  by  the  ftrife 
He  had  with  Pheehw  for  the  Maftery, 

When  Golden  Midat  judg'd  their  Minfirelcyy 
I w'ill  not.  [_Exeitnt. 

Enter  Satyr,  with  Alexis,  hnrt, 

.jatyr.  Softly  gliding  as  I goc. 

With  this  burthen  full  of  woe. 

Through  ftiil  filence  of  the  night. 

Guided  by  the  Gloe-worms  light. 

Hither  am  I come  at  la  ft. 

Many  a Thicket  have  I paft 
Not  a twig  that  durftdcnymc. 

Not  a bu(h  that  durft  defery  me,  ^ 


Toxhe  little  Bird  that  fleeps 
On  the  tender  fpray ; nor  creeps 
That  hardy  worm  with  pointed  tail. 

But  if  1 be  under  fail. 

Flying  falter  than  the  wind. 

Leaving  all  the  clouds  behind. 

But  doth  hide  her  tender  head 
In  fome  hollow  tree  or  bed 
Of  leeded  Nettles  : not-a  Hare 
Can  be  ftarted  from  his  fare. 

By  my  footing,  nor  a wilh 
Is  more  fudden,  nor  a filh 
Can  be  found  with  greater  eale, 

Cutthevaft  unbounded  feas. 

Leaving  neither  print  nor  found. 

Than  I,  when  nimbly  on  the  ground, 

I meafure  many  a league  an  hour : 

But  behold  the  happy  power, 

That  mull  eale  me  of  my  charge. 

And  by  holy  hand  enlarge 
The  foul  of  this  fad  man,  that  yet 
Lyes  fa  ft  bound  in  deadly  fit  *, 

Heaven  and  great  Pan  fuccour  it ! 

Hail  thou  beauty  of  the  bower. 

Whiter  than  the  Paramour 
Of  my  Mafter,  let  me  crave 
Thy  vertuous  help  to  keep  from  Grave 
This  poor  Mortal  that  here  lyes. 

Waiting  when  the  deftinies 
Will  cut  ofFhis  thredof  life  ; 

View  the  wound  by  cruel  knife 
Trencht  into  him. 

Clor.  What  art  thou  call’ll  me  from  my  holy  rites. 

And  with  thy  feared  name  of  death  affrights 
My  tender  Ears  ? Ipcak  me  thy  name  and  will. 

Satyr.  I am  the  Satyr  that  did  fill 
Your  lap  with  early  fruit,  and  will, 

When  I hap  to  gather  more. 

Bring  ye  better  and  more  ftore : 

Yet  I come  not  empty  now. 

See  a blolTom  from  the  bow,. 

But  beihrew  his  heart  that  pull’d  it. 

And  his  perfeft  fight  that  cull’d  it 
From  the  other  Ipringing  blooms ; 

For  a fweeter  youth  the  Grooms 
Cannot  Ihow  me,  nor.  the  downs. 

Nor  the  many  neighbouring  towns ; 

Low  in  yonder  glade  1 found  him. 

Softly  in  mine  Arms  I bound  him. 

Hither  have  I brought  him  fleeping 
In  a trance,  his  wounds  frefh  weeping , 

In  remembrance  fuch  youth  may 
Spring  and  perifh  in  a day. 

Clor.  Satyr,  they  wrong  thee,  that  do  term  thee  rude. 
Though  thou  beeft  outward  rough  and  tawny  hu’d  , 

Thy  manners  are  as  gentle  and  as  fair 
As  his,  who  brags  himfelf,  born  only  heir 
To  all  Humanity : let  me  fee  the  wound  : 

This  Herb  will  ftay  the  current  being  bound 
Fall  to  the  Orifice,  and  this  reftrain 
Ulcers,  and  fwellings,  and  fuch  inward  pain. 

As  the  cold  air  hath  forc’d  into  the  fore : 

This  to  draw  out  fuch  putrifying  gore 
As  inward  falls. 

Satyr.  Heaven  grant  it  may  doe  good. 

Clor.  Fairly  wipe  away  the  blood : 

Hold  him  gently  till  I fling 
Water  of  a vertuous  fpring 
On  his  temples  •,  turn  him  twice 
To  the  Moonbeams,  pinch  him  thrice, 

That  the  labouring  foul  may  draw 

From  his  great  eclipfe.  Satyr.  I faw 

His  eye-lids  moving.  Clo.  Give  him  breath. 

All  the  danger  of  cold  death 

Now 
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Now  is  vanilht  •,  with  this  Plaltcr, 

And  this  muftion,  do  1 maltcr 
All  the  Icltred  ill  that  may 
Give  him  grief  another  day. 

S.ityr.  Sec  he  gathers  up  liis  fpright 
And  begins  to  hunt  for  light ; 

Now  he  gapes  and  breaths  again  ; 

How  the  blood  rims  to  the  vein, 

That  erft  was  empty ! Alex.  O my  heart, 

My  dearcll,  dearen:  Cor,  O the  fmart 
Runs  through  my  fide : I feel  fome  pointed  thing 
Pafs  through  my  Bowels,  fnarper  than  thefting 
Of  Scorpion. 

Pan  preferve  me,  what  are  you  ? 

Do  not  hurt  me,  I am  true 
TomyC/i>f,  though  fhe  flye, 

And  leave  me  to  thy  deftiny. 

There  Ihe  Hands,  and  will  not  lertd 
Her  fmooth  white  hand  to  help  her  friend : 

But  I am  much  miftaken,  for  that  face 
Bears  more  Aufterity  and  modeft  giace. 

More  reproving  and  more  awe’ 

Than  thefe  eyes  yet  ever  faw 
In  my  Cloe.  Oh  my  pain 
Eagerly  renew’s  again. 

Give  me  your  help  for  his  fake  you  love  bed. 

dor.  Shepherd,  thou  canftnot  polTibly  take  reft, 

Tdl  thou  haft  laid  afideall  hearts  defires 
Provoking  thought  that  ftir  up  lufty  fires. 

Commerce  with  wanton  eyes,  ftrong  blood,  and  will 
To  execute,  thefe  muft  be  purg’d,  untill 
The  vein  grow  whiter  ; then  repent^  and  pray 
Great  Tan  to  keep  you  from  the  like  decay. 

And  I fliall  undertake  your  cure  with  eafe. 

Till  when  this  vertuous  Plafter  will  difpleafe 
Your  tender  fides-,  givemeyour  hand  and  rife,* 

Help  him  a little  for  his  thighs 
Yet  arc  feeble. 

Alex.  Sure  I have  loft  much  blood. 

Satyr.  ’Tis  no  matter,  ’twas  not  goodi 
Mortal  you  muft  leave  your  wooing. 

Though  there  be  a joy  in  doing. 

Yet  it  brings  much  grief  behind  it, 

They  beft  feel  it,  that  do  find  it. 

dor.  Come  bring  him  in,  I will  attend  his  fore, 

VVlien  you  are  well,  take  heed  you  lull  no  more. 

Satyr.  Shepherd,  fee  what  comes  of  kifiing, 

By  my  head  ’twere  better  miffing. 

Brighteft,  if  there  be  remaining 
Any  fervice,  without  feigning 
I will  do  it , were  I fet 
To  catch  the  nimble  wind,  or  get 
! Shadows  gliding  on  the  green, 

Oi  to  Ileal  from  the  great  Queen 
Of  Fayries,  all  her  beauty, 

1 would  do  it,  fo  much  duty 
Do  I owe  thofe  precious  Eyes. 

; Cor.  i thank  thee  honeftS^t^i*,  ifthecryes 
i Of  any  other  that  be  hurt  or  ill, 

Draw  thee  unto  them,  prithee  do  thy  will 
To  bring  them  hither. 

- Satyr.  I will,  and  when  the  weather 
Serves  to  Angle  in  the  brook, 

I will  bring  a filver  hook, 

W ith  a line  of  fineft  filk, 

And  a rod  as  white  as  milk. 

To  deceive  the  little  fifh: 

So  I take  my  leave,  and  willi. 

On  this  Bower  may  ever  dwell 

Spring,  and  Summer.  Clor.  Friend  farewel.  lExit. 

Enter  Amoret,  feeking  her  Love. 

t^ninwr.  This  place  is  Ominous,  for  here  I loft 
My  l.Qve  and  almoft  life,  and  fince  have  croft 


^2^ 

All  thefe  Woods  over,  never  a Nook  or  Dell, 

Where  any  little  Bird,  or  Bcaft  doth  dwell. 

But  1 have  fought  him,  never  a bending  brow 
Of  any  Hill  or  Glade,  the  wind  fings  through. 

Nor  a green  bank,  nor  ftiade  where  Shepherds  ufc 
To  fit  and  Riddle,  fwcetly  pipe,  or  chufe 
Their  Valentines,  that  1 have  mift,  to  find 
My  love  in.  Perigot.,  Oh  too  unkind. 

Why  haft  thou  fled  me  ? whither  art  thou  gone  ? 

How  have  I wrong’d  thee  ? was  my  love  alone 
To  thee  worthy  this  fcorn’d  rccompcnce  ? ’tis  well, 

I am  content  to  feel  it : but  I tell 

Thee  Shepherd,  arid  thefe  lufty  woods  fhall  hear, 

Forfaken  Amoret  is  yet  as  clear 
Of  any  ftranger  fire,  as  Heaven  is 
From  foul  corruption,  or  the  deep  Abyffe 
From  light  and  liappinefs^  'arid  thou  mayft  know 
All  this  for  truth,  and  how  that  fatal  blow 
Thou  gav’ft  me,  never  from  defert  of  mine, 

Fell  on  my  life,  but  from  fufpeifl:  of  thine. 

Or  fury  more  tlian  madnefs ; therefore,  here. 

Since  I have  loft  my  life,  my  love,  my  dear, 

Upon  this  curled  place,  and  on  this  green. 

That  firft  divorc’d  us,  fhortly  fhall  be  feeil 
A fight  of  fo  ^reat  pity,  that  each  eye 
Shall  dayly  fpend  his  fpring  in  memory 
Ofmy  untimely  fail. 

Enter  Amaryllis. 

Amar.  I am  not  blind. 

Nor  is  it  through  the  working  of  my  mind, 

That  thisftiows  Amoret  ^ foifake  me  all 
That  dwell  upon  the  foul,  but  what  men  call' 

Wonder,  or  more  than  wonder,  miracle, 

For  fure  fo  fti  ange  as  this  the  Oracle 
Never  gave  anfwer  of,  it  pafleth  dreams, 

Or  mad  mens  fancy,  when  themany  ftreams 
Of  new  imaginations  rife  and  fall : 

’Tis  but  an  hour  fince  thefe  Ears  heard  her  call 
For  pity  to  young  Terigot  whileft  he, 

Directed  by  his  fury  bloodily 

Lanc’t  up  her  breft,  which  bloo'dlefs  fell  and  cold  y 

And  if  belief  may  credit  what  was  told. 

After  all  this,  the  Melancholy  Swain 
Took  her  into  his  arms  being  almoft  flain, 

And  to  the  bottom  of  the  holy  well 
Flung  her,  for  ever  with  the  waves  to  dwell,' 

’Tis  fhe,  the  very  fame,  ’tis  Amoret.,' 

And  living  yet,  the  great  powers  will  not  let 
Their  vertuous  love  be  croft*  Maid,  wipe  away 
Thofe  heavy  drops  of  forrow,  and  allay 
The  ftorm  that  yet  goes  high,  which  not  depreft, 

Breaks  heart  and  life,  and  all  before  it  reft : 

Thy  Perigot Amor.  Where,  which'  is  Perigot? 

Amar.  Sits  there  below,  lamenting  much,  god  wotj 
Thee  thy  and  fortune,  go  and  comfort  him, 

And  thou  fhalt  find  him  underneath  a brim 
Of  failing  Pines  that  edge  yon  Mountain  in. 

Amo.  I go,  I run,  Heaven  grant  me  I may  win 
His  foul  again.  {Exit  Amoret, 

Enter  Sullen, 

ShU.  Stay  Amaryllis,  flay, 

Ye  arc  too  fleet,  ’tis  two  hours  yet  to  day. 

I have  perform’d  my  promife,  let  us  fit 

And  warm  our  bloods  together  till  the  fit 

Come  lively  on  us.  Amar.  Friend  you  are  too  keen, 

The  morning  rifeth  and  we  fhall  be  feen, 

Forbear  a little.  Sail.  I can  flay  no  longer. 

Amar.  Hold  Shepherd  hold,  learn  not  to  be  a wronger 
Of  your  word,  was  not  your  promife  laid. 

To  break  their  loves  firft  ? 

Sail.  I have  done  it  Maid. 

Amar.  No,  they  are  yet  unbroken,  metagain, 
Gg And 
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AikI  ai  as  banl  Lo  part  yet  as  the  ftaiii 
Is  iVom  rliv  rtneft  Lawn.  Snll.  1 fiiy  they  arc 
Now  at  this  prcfciit  parted,  and  lb  far, 

Thar  tb.cy  lhall  never  meet. 

Swain  ’tis  not  lb. 

For  i!o  but  to  yon  hanging  Mountain  go, 

And  there  believe  your  eyes. 

SuU.  You  do  but  hold 
Oifwith  dclayes  and  trifles ; farewell  cold 
And  frozen  balhfulnefs,  unfit  for  men  i, 

Thus  I falutc  thee  \’irgin. 
ylm.fT.  And  thus  then, 

I bid  you  follow,  catch  me  if  you  can.  [Exit. 

SuU.  And  if  1 Itay  behind  I am  no  man. 

running  after  her. 

Enter  Perigot. 

Per.  Night  do  not  fteal  away : I woo  thee  yet 
To  hold  a hard  hand  o’re  the  rully  bit 
That  guides  the  lazy  Team  .•  go  back  again, 

Bootesj  thou  that  driv’ll  thy  frozen  Wain 
Round  as  a Ring,  and  bring  a fecond  Night 
To  hide  my  forrows  from  the  coming  light*, 

Let  not  the  eyes  of  men  Hare  on  my  face. 

And  read  my  falling,  give  me  fome  black  place 
W’here  never  Sun-beam  fhot  his  wholefome  light, 

That  1 may  fit  and  pour  out  my  fad  fpright 
Like  running  water,  never  to  be  known 
After  the  forced  fall  and  found  is  gone. 

Enter  Amoret  looking  for  Perigot. 

u4mo.  This  is  the  bottom : fpcak  if  thou  be  here, 

Perigot^  t\\y  Amoret^  thy  dear 
Calls  on  thy  loved  Name. 

Per.  'A  hat  art  t’.ou  darefl; 

Tread  thele  forbidden  paths,  where  death  and  care 
Dwell  on  the  face  of  dai  kneis  ? 

Amo.  ’Tie  tiiy  friend, 

Tl  j''  >oret.^  conic  hither  to  give  end 
1 0 tliMC  confuinings  •,  look  up  gentle  Boy, 

I have  forgot  tholi.  Pains  and  ar  annoy 
I fufTe.-  d for  th)  fake,  and  am  content 
To  be  thv  love  again  , why  halt  thou  rent 
Thof  cui  ..d  locks,  whae  I have  often  lung 
Ribai.d  and  Damask-rofes,  and  have  flung 
A’atLi  sdillilb  to  make  thee  frefli  and  gay. 

Sweeter  than  the  Nofegayes  on  a Bridal  day  ? 

Why  dolt  thou  crofs  thi.ne  Arras,  and  hang  thy  face 
Do  v.  n to  thy  bofom,  letting  tall  apace 
From  thofc  two  little  Heavens  upon  the  ground 
Showers  of  more  price,  more  Orient,  and  more  round 
Ti’.an  thofe  that  hang  upon  the  Moons  pale  brow  ? 

Ceafij  thefe  complainings.  Shepherd,  1 am  now 
The  fame  I ever  was,  as  kind  and  free, 

! And  can  forgive  before  you  ask  of  me. 

: Indeed  1 can  and  will. 

Per.  So  fpokc  my  fair. 

O you  great  w'orking  powers  of  Earth  and  Air, 

Water  and  forming  fire,  w'hy  have  you  lent 
Your  hidden  vertues  of  fo  ill  intent  ? 

Even  fuch  a face,  fo  fair,  fo  bright  of  hue 
Had  Amfjret  \ fuch  words  fo  fmooth  and  new. 

Came  flying  from  her  tongue  •,  fuch  was  her  eye. 

And  fuch  the  pointed  fparkle  that  did  flye 
Forth  like  a bleeding  lhafty  all  is  the  fame, 

Tiic  Robe*and  Buskins,  painted  Hook,  and  frame 
|Of  all  her  Body.  Ome,  Amoret  I 

Amo.  Shepherd,  v/hat  means  this  Riddle?  who  hath  fet 
So  Prong  a difference  ’twixt  my  felfand  me 
T nat  I am  grown  another  ? look  and  fee 
I The  Ring  thou  gav’P  me,  and  about  my  wrifi; 

, That  curious  Bracelet  thou  thy  fclf  didft  twill: 

From  thofc  fair  Trtfles ; knowP  thou  Amoret  ? 

' Hath  not  fome  ne  wer  love  forc’d  thee  forget 


Thy  Ancient  faith  ? 

Per.  Still  nearer  to  my  love  ^ 

Thefe  be  the  very  words  fhe  oft  did  prove 
Upon  my  temper,  fo  flic  ftill  would  take 
W'onder  into  her  face,  and  filent  make 
Signs  with  her  head  and  hand,  as  who  would  fay. 
Shepherd  remember  this  another  day. 

Amo.  Am  I not  Amoret  ? where  was  I loP  ? 

Can  there  be  Heaven,  and  time,  and  men,  and  moP 
Of  thefe  unconPant  ? Faith  where  art  thou  fled  ? 

Are  ail  the  vows  and  protePations  dead. 

The  hands  help  up,  the  willies,  and  the  heart. 

Is  there  not  one  remaining,  not  a part 
Of  all  thele  to  be  found  ? why  then  I Pe 
Men  never  knew  that  vertue  ConPancie. 

Per.  Men  ever  were  moP  blefled,  till  crafs  fate 
Brought  Love  and  Women  forth,  unfortunate 
To  all  that  ever  taped  of  their  fmiles. 

Whole  adtions  are  all  double,  full  of  wiles : 

Like  to  the  fubtil  Hare,  that  ’fore  the  Hounds 
Makes  many  turnings,  leaps  and  many  rounds, 

This  way  and  that  way,  to  deceive  the  Pent 
Of  her  purpers. 

Amo.  ’Tis  but  to  prevent 
Their  Ipeedy  coming  on  that  feek  her  fall. 

The  hands  of  cruel  men,  more  BePial, 

And  of  a nature  more  refufing  good 

Than  BeaPs  themPlves,  or  Fillies  of  the  Flood. 

Per.  Thou  art  all  thefe,  and  more  than  nature  meant. 
When  file  created  all,  frowns,  joys,  content  j 
Extream  fii  c foi  an  hour,  and  prefently 
Colder  than  fleepy  poyfon,  or  the  Sea, 

Upon  whole  face  fits  a continual  froP : 

Your  adtions  ever  driven  to  the  moP, 

Then  down  again  as  low,  that  none  can  find 
The  rife  or  falling  of  a Womans  mind. 

Amo.  Can  there  be  any  Age,  or  dayes,  or  time, 

Or  tongues  of  men,  guilty  fo  great  a crime 
As  wronging  fimple  Maid  ? O Perigot., 

Thou  thatwaP  yePerday  without  a blot. 

Thou  that  waP  every  good,  and  eve.  y thing 
That  men  call  blefled  *,  thou  that  v\  alt  tiK  fpring 
From  whence  our  Joofer  grooms  drew  all  their  bep ; 

Thou  that  waP  alwayes  juP,  and  alwayes  bleP 
In  faith  and  promife^  thou  that  hadP  the  name 
Of  V ertuous  given  thee,  and  made  goo>  the  fame 
Ev’en  from  thy  Cradle  ^ thou  that  waP  that  all 
That  men  delighted  in  *,  Oh  what  a fall 
Is  this,  to  have  been  fo,  and  now  to  be 
The  only  beP  in  wrong  and  infamie. 

And  I to  live  to  know  this!  and  by  me 
That  lov’d  thee  dearer  than  mine  eyes,  or  that 
Which  wc  ePeem’d  our  honour.  Virgin  Pate*, 

Dearer  than  Swallows  love  the  early  morn. 

Or  Dogs  of  Chace  the  found  of  merry  Horn*, 

Deacer  than  thou  canP  love  thy  new  Love,  if  thou  haP 
Another,  and  far  dearer  than  the  lap  ^ 

Dearer  than  thou  canP  love  thy  felf,  though  all 
The  felf  love  were  within  thee  that  did  fall 
With  that  coy  Swain  that  now  is  made  a flower, 

For  whole  dear  fake,  Echo  weeps  many  a fliower. 

And  am  I thus  rewarded  for  my  flame  ? 

Lov’d  worthily  to  get  a wantons  name  ? 

Come  thou  forlaken  Willow,  wind  my  head. 

Arid  noife  it  to  the  world  my  Love  is  dead : 
am  fof  faken,  I am  call  away. 

And  left  for  every  lazy  Groom  to  fay, 

I was  unconPant,  light,  andfooncrlop 
Than  the  qtiick  Clouds  we  fee,  or  the  chill  FroP 
When  the  hot  Sun  beats  on  it.  Tell  me  yet, 

CanP  thou  not  love  again  thy  Amoret  I 

Per.  Thou  art  not  worthy  of  that  blefled  name, 

I muP  not  know  thee,  fling  thy  wanton  flame 
Upon  fome  lighter  blood,  that  may  be  hot 

With 
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With  words  and  feigned  padions  : Perigot 
Was  ever  ycrunltain’d,  and  lhali  not  now 
Stoqi)  to  the  meltings  of  a borrowed  brow. 

Jmo.  Then  hear  me  heaven,  to  wliom  I call  for  right) 

And  you  fair  twinkling  ftars  that  crown  the  night  \ 

And  hear  me  woods,  and  lilencc  of  this  place. 

And  ye  fad  hours  that  move  a fullcn  pace  \ 

Hear  me  ye  fhadows  that  delight  to  dwell 
In  horrid  darknefs,  and  ye  powers  of  Hell, 

Whilfl:  I breath  out  my  lalt  ^ I am  that  maid, 

That  yet  untainted  ^moret^  that  plaid 
The  carelcfs  prodigal,  andgaveaway 
My  foul  to  this  young  man,  that  now  dares  fay 
lama  flranger,  not  the  fame,  more  wild  •, 

And  thus  with  much  belief  I was  beguil’d, 
lam  that  maid,  that  have  delaid,  deny’d. 

And  almoft  fcorriM  the  loves  of  all  that  try’d 

To  win  me,  but  this  fwain,  and  yet  conlefs 

I have  been  woo’d  by  many  with  no  lefs 

Soul  of  affcdlion,  and  have  often  had 

Rings,BeIts,and  Cracknels  fent  me  from  the  lad 

That  feeds  his  flocks  down  wellward  *,  Lambs  and  Doves 

By  you:^  Alexis  ^ Daphnts  fent  me  gloves, 

All  which  I gave  to  thee : nor  thefe,  nor  they  , 

That  lent  them  did  I fmile  on,  or  e’re  lay 
Up  to  my  after-memory.  But  why 
Do  I rcfolve  to  grieve,  and  not  to  dye  ? 

Happy  had  been  the  ftroke  thou  gav’ft,  if  home ; 

By  this  time  had  I found  a quiet  room 
VA^here  every  Have  is  free,  and  every  breft 
That  living  breeds  new  care,  now  lies  at  reft. 

And  thither  will  poor  Amoret, 

Per.  Thou  multi 

Was  ever  any  man  fo  loth  to  trull  ^ \ ‘ 

His  eyes  as  I ? or  was  there  ever  yet 
Any  lo  like  as  this  Xo^Amoret  ? 

For  whofe  dear  fake,  I promife  if  there  be 

A living  Ibul  within  thee,  thus  to  free 

Thy  body  from  it.  . {He  hurts  her  again. 

cHmo.  So,  this  work  hath  end : , , 

Farewel  and  live,  be  conllant  to  thy  friend 
That  loves  thee  next. 

Enter  Satyr,  Perigot  runs  off. 

Satyr.  See  the  day  begins  to  break,  ’ 

And  the  light  Ihoots  like  a ftreak 
Of  liibtil  fire,  the  wind  blows  cold, 

Whilll  the  morning  doth  unfold  ^ 

Now  the  Birds  begin  to  roufe. 

And  the  Squirril  from  the  boughs 
Leaps  to  get  him  Nuts  and  fruit  *, 

The  early  Lark  that  erll  was  mute, 

Carrols  to  the  riling  day 
Many  a note  and  many  a lay ; 

Therefore  here  I end  my  watch, 

Lell  the  wandring  fwain  Ihould  catch 
Harm,  or  lole  himfelf.  Ah  me  ! 

Satyr.  Speak  again  what  e’re  thou  be, 

I am  ready,  fpeak  I fay  : 

8y  the  dawning  of  the  day. 

By  the  power  of  night  and  Pan, 

1 inforce  thee  fpeak  again. 

Amo.  O I am  moll  unhappy. 

Satyr.  Yet  more  blood  ! 

Sure  thefe  wanton  Swains  are  wode. 

Can  there  be  a hand  or  heart 
Dare  commit  fo  vile  a part 
As  this  Murthcr  ? By  the  Moon 
That  hid  her  felf  when  this  was  done. 

Never  was  a fweeter  face  : 

I will  bear  her  to  the  place 

Where  my  Goddefs  keeps ; and  crave 

Her  to  give  her  life,  or  grave.  [^Ssteunt 


Enter  Clorin. 

Clor.  Here  whilH  one  patient^akes  his  rcll:  fccurc 
I Ileal  abroad  to  doe  another  Cure. 

Pardon  thou  buryed  body  of  my  love. 

That  from  thy  lide  I dare  fo  foon  remove, 

I will  not  prove  unconllant,  nor  will  leave 
Thee  for  an  hour  alone.  When  1 deceive 
My  firll  made  vow,  the  wildcll  of  the  wood 
Tear  me,  and  o’re  thy  Grave  let  out  my  blood ; 

1 goeby  wit  to  cure  a lovers  pain  • . . 

Which  no  herb  can  j being  done,  I’le  come  again.  {Exit. 

Enter  Thenot. 

The.  Poor  Shepherd  in  this  lhade  for  ever  lyc^ 

And  feeing  thy  fair  Clorins  Cabin,,  dye  ; 

O haplcfs love,  which  beings anfwer’d,  ends*, 

And  as  a little  infant  cryes  and  bends 
His  tender  Brows,  when  rowling  of  his  eye 
He  hath  elpy’d  fome  thing  that  glilters  nigh 
Which  he  would  have,  yet  give  it  him,  away 
He  throws  it  ll^aight,  and  cryes  afrelh  to  play 
With  fomething  elfe : fuch  my  affedlion,  let 
On  that  which  1 Ihould  loath,  if  I could  get, 

, Enter  Clorin. 

Clor.  See  where  he  lyes*,  did  ever  man  but  he 
Love  any  woman  for  her  Conflancie 
To  her  dead  lover,  which  fhe  needs  inull  end 
Before  Ihe  can  allow  him  for  he^r  friend. 

And  he  himfelf  mull  needs  the  caule  dellroy. 

For  which  he  loves,  before  he  can  enjoy  ? 

Poor  Shepherd,  Heaven  grant  I at  once  may  free 
Thee  from  thy  pain,  and  keep  my  loyaltie ; 

Shepherd,  look  up. 

The.  Thy  brightnefs  doth  amaze/ 

So  Thoebus  may  at  noon  bid  mortals  gaze. 

Thy  glorious  conltancie  appears  fo  bught, 

I dare  not  meet  the  Beams  with  my  weak  fight. 

Clor.  Why  doll  thou  pine  away  thy  felf  for  me  ? 

The.  Why  dolt  thou  keep  fuch  fpotlefs.conltancie  ? 

Clor.  Thou  holy  Shepherd,  fee  what  for  thy  lake 
Clorin,  thy  Clorin,  now  d are  under  take.  {He  fiarts  up. 

The.  Stay  there,  thou  conllant  C/om/,  if  there  be 
^ Yet  any  part  of  woman  left  in  thee. 

To  make  thee  light : think  yet  before  thou  fpeak 
Clor.  See  what  a holy  vow  for  thee  1 bteak. 
that  already  have  my  fame  far  fpread 
*or  being  conllant  to  my  lover  dead. 

The.  Think  yet,  dear  Clorin,  of  your  love,  how  true. 

If  you  had  dyed,  he  would  have  been  to  you. 

Clor.  Yet  all  I’le  lofe  for  thee. 

The.  Think  but  how  blelt 
A conllant  woman  is  above  the  reft, 

Clor.  And  oiler  up  my  felf^  here  on  this  ground, 

To  be  difpos’d  by  thee.  , 

The.  Why  doll  thou  wound 
His  heart  with  malice,  againll  woman  more. 

That  hated  all  the  Sex,  but  thee  before  ? 

How  much  more  pleafant  had  it  been  to  me 
To  dye,  than  to  behold  this  change  in  thee  ? 

Yet,  yet,  return,  let  not  the  woman  fway. 

Clor.  Infult  notoii  her  now,  nor  ufe  delay,  > 

Who  for  thy  fake  hath  ventur’d  all  her  fame. 

T^e.  Thou  haft  not  ventur’d,  but  bought  certain  fhame, 
Your  Sexes  curie,  foul  fallhood  mult  and  lhall, 

I fee,  once  in  your  lives,  light  on  you  all. 

I hate  thee > now:  yet  turn. 

Clor.  Be  jull  to  me  : , . 

Shall  I at  once  both  lofe  my  fame  and  thee  ? 

The.  Thou  hadll  no  fame, that  which  thou  didft  like  good. 
Was  but  thy  appetite  that  fway’d  thy  blood 
For  that  time  to  the  bell : forasablaft 
That  through  a houfe  comes,  ufually  doth  call 
I • Gg  2 , Things 
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Things  out  of  order,  yetbychaace  may  come, 

And  blow  Tome  one  thing  to  his  proper  room ; 

So  did  thy  appetite,  and  not  thy  zeal, 

Sway  thee  be  chance  to  doe  fome  one  thing  well. 

Yet  turn. 

Qjr.  Thou  doft  but  try  me  if  I would 
Forfake  thy  dear  imbraces,  for  my  old 
Love's,  though  he  were  alive:  but  do  not  fear. 

Th  . 1 do  contemn  thee  now, and  dare  come  near, 

And  gaze  upon  thee for  me  thinks  that  grace, 

Aulleritic,  which  fate  upon  that  face 
Is  gone,  and  thou  like  others : falfe  maid  fee. 

This  is  the  gain  of  foul  inconftancie.  ZExit. 

Cior.  Tisdone,  great  I give  thee  thanks  for  it. 
What  art  could  not  have  heal’d,  is  cur’d  by  wit. 

Enter  Thenot,  again. 

The.  W’ill  ye  be  conflant  yet will  ye  remove 
Into  the  Cabin  to  your  buried  Love  ? 

Oo^  No  let  me  die,  but  by  thy  fide  remain. 

The.  There’s  none  Iball  know  that  thou  didftever  ftain 
Thy  worthy  ftri<ftncfs,  but  lhall  honour’d  be. 

And  I will  lye  again  under  this  tree, 

And  pine  and  dye  for  thee  with  more  delight,  ; > 

Than  I have  forrow  now  to  know  the  light. 

Oor.  Let  me  have  thee,  and  Tie  be  where  thou  wilt. 

The.  Thou  art  of  womens  race,  and  full  of  guilt. 

Farewel  all  hope  of  that  Sex,  whilft  I thought 
There  was  one  good,  1 fear’d  to  find  one  naught : 

Butfince  their  minds  1 all  alike  efpie. 

Henceforth  Tie  choofe  as  others, by  mine  eye. 

Qor.  Blell  be  ye  powers  that  give  fuch  quick  redrefs. 

And  for  my  labours  fent  fo  good  fuccefs. 

I rather  choofe,  though  I a woman  be, 

He  Ihould  fpeak  ill  of  all,  than  die  for  me.  ‘ 


ABhs  Quintus.  Scena  Printa. 

Enter  Priefl:,  and  old  Shepherd.  , 

Pr/>y?.  OHepherds,  rife  and  (hake  offfleep, 

^ See  the  blufhing  Morn  doth  peep 
Through  the  window,  whilft  the  Sun 
To  the  mountain  tops  is  run, 

Gilding  all  the  Vales  below 
With  his  rifing  flames,  which  grow 
Greater  by  his  climbing  ftill. 

Up  ye  lazie  grooms,  and  fill 
Bagg  and  Bottle  for  the  field  ; 

Clafpyour  cloaks  faft,  left  they  yield 
To  the  bitter  North-eaft  wind. 

Call  the  Maidens  up,  and  find 
Who  lay  longeft,  that  (he  may 
Goe  without  a friend  all  day, 

Then  reward  your  Dogs,  and  pray 
Pan  to  keep  you  from  decay : 

So  unfold  and  then  away. 

What  not  a Shepherd  ftirring  ? fure  the  grooms 
Have  found  their  beds  too  eafie,  or  the  rooms 
Fill’d  with  fuch  new  delight,  and  heat,  that  they 
Have  both  forgot  their  hungry  (heep,  and  day  •, 

Knock,  that  thc7  may  remember  what  a fhame 
Sloarhand  neglcft  layeson  a Shepherds narne. 

Old  Ship.  It  is  to  little  purpofe,  not  a fwain 
This  night  hath  known  his  lodging  here,  or  lain 
Within  thefe  cotes : the  woods,  or  fome  near  town, 

That  is  a neighbour  to  the  bordering  Down, 

Math  drawn  them  thither,  ’bout  fome  luftie  fport, 

Orfp  eed  Waffcl-Boul,  to  which  refort  f 

All  the  young  men  and  maids  of  many  a cote  , 

Whilft  the  trim  Minftrcl  ftrikes  his  merry  note. 

Prie/l.  God  pardon  fin,  fhow  me  the  way  that  leads 


To  any  of  their  haunts. 

Old  Shep.  This  to  the  meads, 

And  that  down  to  the  woods. 

Priejl.  Then  this  for  me-. 

Come  Shepherd  let  me  crave  your  companie.  ]iE.xe  mt 

Enter  Clorin,  in  her  Cabin ^ Alexis,  with  her. 

Clor.  Now  your  thoughts  are  almoft  pure. 

And  your  wound  begins  to  cure : 

Strive  to  banifii  all  that’s  vain. 

Left  it  Ihould  break  out  again. 

Alex.  Eternal  thanks  to  thee,  thou  holy  maid ; 

I find  my  former  wandring  thoughts  well  ftaid 
Through  thy  wife  precepts,  and  my  outward  pain 
By  thy  choice  herbs  is  almoft  gone  again : 

Thy  fexes  vice  and  vertueare  reveal’d 
At  once,  for  what  one  hurt,  another  heal’d. 

Clor.  May  thy  grief  more  appeafe, 

Relapfes  are  the  worft  difeafe. 

Take  heed  how  you  in  thought  oflend. 

So  mind  and  body  both  will  mend. 

Enter  Satyr,  with  Amoret.  , 

Amo.  Beeft  thou  the  wildeft  creature  of  the  wood, 

That  bearft  me  thus  away,  drown’d  in  my  blood. 

And  dying,  know  I cannot  injur’d  be, 

I am  a maid,  let  that  name  fight  for  me. 

Satyr.  Faireft  Virgin  do  not  fear 
Me,  that  do  thy  body  bear. 

Not  to  hurt,  but  heal’d  to  be  j 
Men  are  ruder  far  than  we. 

See  fair  Goddefs  in  the  wood. 

They  have  let  out  yet  more  blood. 

Some  favage  man  hath  ftruck  her  breaft 
So  foft  and  white,  that  no  wild  beaft 
Durft  ha’  toucht  afleep , or  wake  : 

So  fweet,  that  zAddery  Newte^  or  Sn<dte\ 

Would  have  lain  from  arm  to  arm. 

On  her  bofbra  to  be  warm 
All  a night,  and  being  hot. 

Gone  away  and  ftung  her  not. 

Qliickly  clap  herbs  to  her  breaft 
A man  fure  is  a kind  of  beaft. 

Clor.  With  Ipotlefs  hand,  on  fpotlefs  breft 
I put  thefe  herbs  to  give  thee  reft  : 

Which  till  it  heal  thee,  will  abide. 

If  both  be  pure,  if  not,  off  Aide. 

See  it  falls  off  from  the  wound, 

Shepherdels  thou  art  not  found. 

Full  of  luft. 

Satyr.  Who  would  have  thought  it. 

So  fair  a face.^ 

Qor.  Why  that  hath  brought  it. 

Amo.  For  ought  I know  or  think,  thefe  words,  my  hSt : 
Yet  Tan  fo  help  me  as  my  thoughts  are  chaft. 

Qor.  And  fo  may  Pan  blefs  this  my  cure. 

As  all  my  thoughts  are  juft  and  pure ; 

Some  uncleannefs  nigh  doth  lurk. 

That  will  not  let  my  Medicines  work. 

Satyr  fearch  if  thou  canft  find  it. 

Stayr.  Here  away  me  thinks  I wind  it. 

Stronger  yet : Oh  here  they  be. 

Here,  here,  in  a hollow  tree, 

Two  fond  mortals  have  I found. 

Qor.  Bring  them  out,  they  are  unfound. 

Enter  Cloc,  and  Daphnis. 

Satyr.  By  the  fingers  thus  I wring  ye, 

To  my  goddefs  t\wx^  1 bring  ye  ^ 

Strife  is  vain,  come  gently  in, 
feented  them,  they’re  full  of  fin. 

Qor.  Hold  Satyry  take  this  Glafs, 

Sprinkle  over  all  the  place, 

Purge  the  Air  from  luftfuU  breath, 

To 


The  Faithful  Shefberdep. 


To  fave  this  Shcphcrclefs  fiom  death. 

And  Hand  you  IhlJ  whilft:  I do  drcl's 
Her  wound  for  fear  the  pain  cncrcafe. 

Sar.  From  this  glafs  1 throw  a drop 
Of  Cryflial  water  on  the  top 
Of  every  grafs,  on  flowers  a pair : 

Send  a fume  and  keep  the  air 
Pure  and  wholfom,  fwcet  and  bleff, 

Till  this  Virgins  wound  be  dreft. 

Cor.  Satyry  help  to  bring  her  in. 

Sat.  By  Patty  1 think  (he  hath  no  fin. 

She  is  fo  light : lye  on  thefe  leaves. 

Sleep  that  mortal  fenfe  deceives, 

Crown  thine  Eyes,  and  eafe  thy  pain, 

Maift  thou  foon  be  well  again. 

por.  SatjTy  bring  theSticpherd  near, 

Try  him  if  his  mind  be  clear. 

Sat.  Shepherd  come, 

Dafh.  My  thoughts  are  pure. 

Sat.  The  better  trial  to  endure. 

Cor.  In  this  flame  his  finger  thruft. 

Which  will  burn  him  if  he  luftj 
But  if  not,  away  will  turn, 

As  loth  unfpocted  flclh  to  burn : 

See,  it  gives  back,  let  him  go, 

Farewel  mortal,  keep  thee  fo. 

Sat.  Stay  fair  Nymph,  flye  not  fo  fall, 

\A'e  muft  try  if  you  be  chafte : 

Here’s  a hand  that  quakes  for  fear. 

Sure  (he  will  not  prove  fo  clear. 

Clor.  Hold  her  finger  to  the  flame, 

That  will  yifidher  praife  or  lhame. 

Sat.  T 0 her  doom  (lie  dares  not  Hand, 

But  plucks  away  her  tender  hand. 

And  the  Taper  darting  fends 
His  hot  beams  at  her  fingers  ends  .* 

O thou  art  foul  within,  and  hall 
A mind,  if  nothing  elle,  unchafle. 

Alex.  Is  not  that  Coe  ? ’tis  my  Love,  ’tis  Ihe  J 
Coey  fair  Coe. 

Co.  My  Alexis.  Alex.  He. 

Co.  Let  me  embrace  thee.  Clor.  Take  her  hence, 

Leit  her  fight  difturb  his  fence. 

Alex.  Take  not  her,  take  mylifefirft. 

Cor.  See,  his  wound  again  is  burfl: : 

Keep  her  near,  here  in  the  Wood, 

Till  I ha’  Itopt  thefe  Streams  of  Blood. 

Soon  again  he  eafe  (hall  find. 

If  I can  but  Hill  his  mind: 

This  Curtain  thus  I do  difplay. 

To  keep  the  piercing  air  away. 

Snter  old  Shepherd,  and  Priell. 

PrieSt.  Sure  they  are  loH  for  ever  j ’tis  in  vain 
To  find  ’em  out  with  trouble  and  much  pain, 

That  have  a ripe  defire,  and  forward  will 
To  flye  the  Company  of  all  but  ill. 

What  (hall  be  counfel’d  now  ? lhall  we  retire? 

Or  conftant  follow  ftill  that  firll  defire 
We  had  to  find  them  ? 

Old.  Stay  a little  while  ; 

For  if  the  Morning  milt  do  not  beguile 
My  fight  with  (hadows,  fure  I fee  a Swain  j 
One  of  this  jolly  Troop’s  come  back  again. 

Enter  Thenot. 

Pri.  Ctofl:  thou  not  blufh  young  Shepherd  to  be  known. 
Thus  without  care,  leaving  thy  flocks  alone, 

And  following  what  defire  and  prelent  blood 
Shapes  out  before  thy  burning  fenle,  for  good. 

Having  forgot  what  tongue  hereafter  may 
Tell  to  the  World  thy  falling  off,  and  fay 
^Thou  art  regardlefs  both  of  good  and  lhame, 

Spurning  atVertue,  andavertuous  Name, 


229 

And  like  a glorious,  defperate  man  that  buys 
A poyfon  of  much  price,  by  which  he  dies, 

Doll  thou  lay  out  for  Lull,  whofe  only  gain 
Is  foul  difeafe,  with  prefent  age  and  pain. 

And  then  a Grave  ? Thefe  be  the  fruits  that  grow 
In  fuch  hot  Veins  that  only  beat  to  know 
Where  they  may  take  molt  eale,and  grow  ambitious 
Through  their  own  wanton  fire,  and  pride  delicious. 

The.  Right  holy  Sir,  1 have  not  known  this  night, 

What  the  Imooth  face  of  Mirth  was,  or  the  fight 
Of  any  loofenefs  -y  mufick,  joy,  and  cafe. 

Have  been  to  me  as  bitter  drugs  to  pleafe 
A Stomach  loft  with  weaknels,  not  a game 
That  I am  skill’d  at  throughly;  nor  a Dame, 

Went  her  tongue  fmoother  than  the  feet  of  Time, 

Her  beauty  ever  living  like  the  Rime 
Our  blefled  Tttyrus  did  fing  of  yore, 

No,  were  (he  more  enticing  than  the  ftorc 
Of  fruitful  Summer,  when  the  loaden  Tree 
Bids  the  faint  Traveller  be  bold  and  free, 

’Twere  but  to  me  like  thunder  ’gainft  the  bayi, 

Whofe  lightning  may  enclofe  but  never  ftay 
Upon  his  charmed  branches  ^ fuch  am  I 
Againftthe  catching  flames  of  Womans  eye. 

Priefi.  Then  wherefore  haft  thou  wandred  ? 

The.  Twas  a Vow 

That  drew  me  out  iaft  night,  which  I have  novV 
Struftly  perform’d,  and  homewards  go  to  give 
Frelh  pafture  to  my  Sheep,  that  they  may  live. 

Pri.  ’Tis  good  to  hear  ye,  Shepherd,  if  the  heart 
In  this  well  bounding  Mufick  bear  his  part. 

Where  have  you  left  the  reft  ? 

The.  I have  not  feen. 

Since  yefternight  we  met  upon  this  green 
To  fold  our  Flocks  up,  any  of  that  train ; 

Yet  have  I walkt  thefe  Woods  round,  and  have  lain 
All  this  (ame  night  under  an  aged  Tree, 

Yet  neither  wandring  Shepherd  did  I fee, 

Or  Shepherdefs,  or  drew  into  mine  ear 
The  found  of  living  thing,  unlefs  it  were 
The  Nightingale  among  the  thick  leav’d  fpring 
That  fits  alone  in  forrow,  and  doth  fing 
Whole  nights  away  in  mourning,  or  the  Owl, 

Or  our  great  enemy  that  ftill  doth  howl 
Againft  the  Moons  cold  beams, 
j Priefi.  Go  and  beware 
Of  after  falling. 

The.  Father  ’tis  my  care. 

{Exit  Thenot. 

Enter  Daphnis. 

Old.  Here  comes  another  Stragler,  fure  I fee 
A Shame  in  this  young  Shepherd.  Dathmr! 

! Daph.  He. 

Prt.  Where  haft  thou  left  the  reft,  that  (hould  have  been 
Long  before  this,  grazing  upon  the  green 
Their  yet  imprifon’d  flocks? 

Daph.  Thou  holy  man. 

Give  me  a little  breathing  till  I can 
Be  able  to  unfold  what  i have  feen ; 

Such  horrour  that  the  like  hath  never  been 
Known  to  the  ear  of  Shepherd : Oh  my  heart 
Labours  a double  motion  to  impart 
So  heavy  tidings!  You  all  know  the  Bower 
Where  the  chaft  (florin  lives,by  whofe  great  power 
Sick  men  and  Cartel  have  been  often  cur’d. 

There  lovely  Amorct  that  was  alTur’d 
To  lufty  Pertgoty  bleeas  out  her  life. 

Forc’d  by  fome  Iron  hand  and  fatal  knife  j 
And  by  her  young  zyilexis. 

Enter  Amaryllis  running  from  her  Sullen  Shepherd.' 

I Amar,  If  there  be 

f . Ever 
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Ever  a Neighbour  Brook,  or  hollow  tree, 

Receive  my  Borly,  dole  me  up  from  lull 
T eat  follows  at  my  heels-,  be  ever  juft, 
Thougo.lof  Shepherds,  'P.w,  for  her  dear  fake 
That  loves  the  Rivers  brinks,  and  liill  doth  fliake 
1 In  cold  remembrance  of  thy  quick  purfuit ; 

Let  me  be  made  a reed,  and  ever  mute, 

1 Nod  to  the  waters  fall,  whillt  every  blall 
i Sings  through  my  flender  leaves  that  I was  chafl:. 
! fn.  This  is  a night  of  wonder,  <iAmiiryll 
: Be  comforted,  the  holy  gods  arc  itill 
1 Revengers  of  thefe  wrongs. 

j4m.tr.  Thou  blelled  man. 

Honour’d  upon  thefe  plains,  and  lov’d  of  Fatty 
Hear  me,  and  fave  from  endlcfs  infamic 
My  yet  unblalted  Flower,  Virgimtie  : 

By  all  the  Garlands  that  have  crown’d  that  head, 
By  the  chafle  office,  and  the  Marriage  bed 
That  ff ill  is  bleft  by  thee,  by  all  the  rights 
Due  to  our  gods  ^ and  by  thole  Virgin  lights 
That  burn  before  his  Altar,  let  me  not 
Fall  from  my  former  Hate  to  gain  the  blot 
That  never  fliall  be  purg’d:  I am  not  now 
That  wanton  j4marylUs : here  I vow 
To  Heaven,  and  thee  grave  Father,  if  I may 
'Scape  this  unhappy  Night,  to  know  the  Day, 

To  live  a Virgin,  never  to  endure 
The  tongues,  or  Company  of  men  impure. 

I hear  him  come,  fave  me. 

Pri.  Retire  a while 

Behind  this  Bulh,  till  we  have  known  that  vile 
Abufer  of  young  Maidens. 

Emer  Sullen. 

ShI.  Stay  tliy  pace. 

Mod  loved  Amaryllis,  let  the  Chafe 
Grow  calm  and  milder,  flye  me  not  To  faff, 

I fear  the  pointed  Brambles  have  unlac’d 
Thy  golden  Buskins  -,  turn  again  and  fee 
Thy  Shepherd  follow,  that  is  ftrong  and  free> 
Able  to  give  thee  all  content  and  cafe, 
lam  not  bafhful.  Virgin,  Icanpleafe 
Atfirft  encounter,  hug  thee  in  mine  arm, 

And  give  thee  many  Killes,  foft  and  warm 
As  thofe  the  Sun  prints  on  the  finding  Cheek 
Of  Plums,  or  mellow  Peaches I am  fleek 
And  fmooth  as  T^jptutie,  when  ftern  EoIhs 
Locks  up  his  furly  Winds,  and  nimbly  thus 
Canfhew  my  adive  Youth -,  why  doff  thou  flye  ? 
K''m(.mhcr  j4maryllts,  it  was  I 
1 hat  kill’d  Alexis  for  thy  fake,  and  fet 
An  everlaffing  hate’twixt  Amorct 
And  her  beloved  Peridot : ’twas  I 
That  drown’d  her  in  the  Well,  where  fhe  muff  lye 
Till  Time  fhall  leave  to  be^  then  turn  again. 

Turn  with  thy  open  arms,  and  clip  the  Swain 
That  hath  perform’d  all  this,  turn,  turn  Ifay.- 
I muff  not  be  deluded, 

Pri.  Monffer  flay. 

Thou  that  art  like  a Canker  to  the  State 
Thou  liv’ft  andbreath’ff  in,  eating  with  debate 
Through  every  honeft  bofomc,  forcing  ftill 
1 The  Veins  of  any  that  may  ferve  thy  Will, 

Thou  thathaff  ofTci  ’d  with  a finful  hand 
To  fdvjc  upon  this  Virgin  that  doth  Hand 
! Yet  trembling  here. 

ShU.  Good  holinefs  declare. 

What  had  the  danger  been,  if  being  bare 
I had  embrac’d  her,  tell  me  by  your  Art, 

What  coming  wonders  would  that  fight  impart  .^ 

Pn.  Luff,  and  a branded  Soul. 

Sail.  Yet  tell  me  more. 

Hath  not  our  Mother  Nature  for  her  fforc 
And  great  encreafe,  faid  it  is  good  and  juff. 

And  wills  that  every  living  Creature  muff: 

Beget  his  like.? 

Pri.  Ye  are  better  read  than  I, 

I muff  confefs,  in  blood  and  Lechery. 

Now  to  the  Bower,  and  bring  this  Beaff  along, 

Where  he  may  fufler  Penance  for  his  wrong.  \_E.xeHnt, 

Eater  Perigot  with  his  hands  bloody. 

Per.  Here  will  I wafii  it  in  this  mornings  dew, 

Which  fhe  on  every  little  grafs  doth  ftrew 
Infilver  drops  againft  the  Sun’s  appear: 

’Tis  holy  water,  and  will  make  me  clear. 

My  hands  will  not  be  cleans’d.  My  wronged  Love, 

If  thy  chafte  fpirit  in  the  air  yet  move. 

Look  mildly  down  on  him  that  yet  doth  ftand 
All  full  of  guilt,  thy  blood  upon  his  hand. 

And  though  I ftruck  thee  undefervedly. 

Let  my  revenge  bn  her  that  injur’d  thee 
Make  lefs  a fault  which  I intended  not. 

And  let  thele  dew  drops  wafh  away  my  fpot. 

It  will  not  cleanfe.  Oto  what  facred  Flood 
Shall  I refort  to  wafh  away  this  blood  .? 

Amid’ft  thefe  Trees  the  holy  Clorin  dwells 
In  a low  Cabin  of  cut  Boughs,  and  heals 
All  Wounds  y to  her  I will  my  felf  addrefs, 

And  my  rafh  faults  repentantly  confefs ; 

Perhaps  fhe’ll  find  a means  by  Art  or  Prayer, 

To  make  my  hand  with  chaftebibod  Rained,  fair: 

That  done,  not  far  hence  underneath  feme  Tree, 

I’ll  have  a little  Cabin  built,  fince  fhe 

Whom  I ador’d  is  dead,  there  will  1 give 

My  felf  to  ftridnefs,  and  like  florin  live.  Z^xit. 

The  Curtain  is  drawa^  Clorin  appears  fating  in  the  Cahitty 

Amoret  fitting  on  the  one  fide  of  her,  Alexis  and  Cloe 
■ on  the  other,  the  S^tyr  fiandingby. 

Clo.  Shepherd,  once  more  your  blood  is  Raid, 

Take  example  by  this  Maid, 

Who  is  heal’d  ere  you  be  pure. 

So  hard  it  is  lewd  luff  to  cure. 

Take  heed  then  how  you  turn  your  eye 
On  each  other  luftfully : 

And  Shepherdefs  take  heed  leR  you 
Move  his  willing  eye  thereto , 

Let  no  wring,  nor  pinch,  nor  fmile 
Of  yours  his  weaker  fenfe  beguile. 

Is  your  Love  yet  true  andchaRe, 

And  for  ever  fo  to  laR .? 

<L^lex.  I have  forgot  all  vain  defIres, 

All  loofer  thoughts,  ill  tempred  fires, 

True  Love  I find  a pleafant  fume, 

Whofe  moderate  heat  can  ne’r  confume. 

Clo.  And  I a new  fire  feel  in  me, 

Whofe  chaRe  flame  is  not  quencht  to  be. 

Qor.  Join  your  hands  with  modeR  touch, 

And  for  ever  keep  you  fuch. 

Enter  Perigot. 

Per.  Yon  is  her  Cabin,  thus  far  off  I’ll  Rand> 

And  call  her  forth  for  my  unhallowed  hand 
1 dare  not  bring  fo  near  yon  facred  place. 

Clorin  come  forth,  and  do  a timely  grace 
To  a poor  Swain. 

Go.  What  art  thou  that  doR  call  i 
Gorin  is  ready  to  do  good  to  all : 

Come  near. 

Peri.  I dare  not. 

flor.  Satyr,  fee 
Who  it  is  tnat  calls  on  me. 

Sat.  There  at  hand,  fome  Swain  doth  Rand, 

Stretching  out  a bloudy  hand. 

Peri.  Come  Gorin,  bring  thy  holy  waters  clear. 

To  wafh  my  hand. 

Go.  What  wonders  have  been  here 

To 
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To  night  ? ftretch  forth  thy  hand  young  Swain, 

Wall!  anil  rub  it  whilclt  I rain 
Holy  water. 

Ten.  Still  you  pour, 

But  my  liand  will  never  fcower. 

Cior.  Satyr,  bring  him  to  the  Bower, 

We  will  try  the  Soveraign  power 
Of  other  waters. 

Sjtyr.  Mortal,  fure 
Tis  the  Blood  of  Maiden  pure 
That  (tains  thee  fo. 

\fThe  Satyr  leadeth  him  to  the  Bower,  where  he  fpieth 
Amoret,  and  kneeltng  down,  fte  knoweth  him. 
Teri.  What  e’re  thou  be, 

Be’lt  thou  her  fpright,  or  fome  divinitie, 

That  in  her  lhape  thinks  good  to  walk  this  grove. 

Pardon  poor  Perigot. 

Amor.  I am  thy  love, 

Amoret,  for  evermore  thy  love : 

Strike  once  more  on  my  naked  breaft,  Tie  prove 
As  conftant  (till.  O couldlt  thou  love  me  yet  *,  ' 

How  foon  (hould  I my  former  griefs  forget ! 

Peri.  So  over-great  with  joy,  that  you  live,  now  • 

I am,  that-no  delire  of  knowing  how 

Doth  feize  me  •,  haft  thou  (till  power  to  forgive  ? ' 

Amo.  Whileft  thou  haft  power  to  love,  or  I to  live ; 
More  welcome  now  than  hadft:  thou  riever  gone 
Aftray  from  me. 

Peri.  And  when  thou  lov’ft  alone 
And  not  I,  death,  or  fome  lingring  pain  ' 

That’s  worfe,  light  on  me. 
dor.  Now  your  (tain  . 

This  perhaps  will  cleanfe  again;  ' ^ 

See  the  blood  that  erft  did  ftay,  • - ‘ '• 

With  the  water  drops  away.  ' 

All  the  powers  again  are  pleas’d. 

And  with  this  new  knot  appeas’d.  ■ '' 

Joyn  your  hands,  and  rife  together,  ' 

I be  bled  that  brought  you  hither. 

Enter  Pried,  and  Old  ShepheredJ 

dor.  Go  back  again  what‘ere  thou  art,  unlels 
Smooth  Maiden  thoughts  pollefs  thee,  do  not  prefs 
This  hallowed  ground.  Go  Satyr,  take  his'hand,  • 

And  give  him  prefent  trial.  • , 

Satyr.  Mortal  ftand,  ‘ 

Till  by  fire  I have  made  known 

\A' hether  thou  be  fuch  a one,  , ' ; 

That  mayft  freely  tread  this  place.*  / ‘ 

Hold  thy  hand  up  •,  never  was 
More  untainted  fle(h  than  this. 

Faired,  he  is  full  of  blifs. 

dor.  Then  boldly  fpeak,  why  doftthouleek  this  place? 
Priefi.  Firft,  honour’d  Virgin,  to  behold  thy  face 
. Where  all  good  dwells  that  is ; Next  for  to  try 
, The  truth  of  late  report  was  given  to  me : 

Thofe  Shepherds  that  have  met  with  foul  mifchance, 
T'hrough  much  negleft,  and  more  ill  governance. 
Whether  the  wounds  they  have  may  yet  endure 
The  open  Air,  or  ftay  a longer  cure. 

■ And  laftly,  what  the  doom  may  be  (hall  light 
s Upon  thofe  guilty  wretches,  through  whofe  fpight 
All  this  con fu (ion  fell ; For  to  this  place, 

Thou  holy  Maiden,  have  1 brought  the  race 
Of  thefe  offenders,  who  have  freely  told. 

Both  why,  and  by  what  means  they  gave  this  bold 
Attempt  upon  their  lives. 

dor.  Fume  all  the  ground, 

And  fprinkle  holy  water,  for  unfound 
And  foul  infedlioQ  ’gins  to  fill  the  Air : 

It  gathers  yet  more  ftrongly ; take  a pair 
Of  Cenlbrs  fill’d  with  Frankincenfe  and  Mirrh, 

, Together  with  cold  Camphyre : quickly  ftir 
I Thee,  gentle  for  the  place  begins 


To  fwcat  and  labour  with  the  abhorred  fins 
Of  thofe  offenders, ; let  them  not  come  nigh. 

For  full  of  itching  flame  and  Icprofic 

Their  very  fouls  are,  that  the  ground  goes  back. 

And  (brinks  to  feel  the  fullen  weight  of  black 
And  (b  unheard  of  venorne ; hie  thee  fall 
Thou  holy  man,  and  banifli  from  the chaft 
Thefe  manlike  monfters,  let  them  never  more 
Be  known  upon  thelc  downs,  but  long  before 
The  next  Suns  rifing,  put  them  from  the  fight 
And  memory  ofevery  honed  wight. 

Be  quick  in  expedition,  left  the  fores 

Ofthefe  weak  Patients  break  into  new  gores.  ^Ex.  Prielt. 

Ter.  My  dear,  dear  Amoret,  how  happy  are 
Thofe  blelled  pairs,  in  whom  a little  jar 
Hath  bred  an  everlafting  love,  tooftrong 
For  time,  or  fteel,  or  envy  to  do  wrong  ? 

How  do  you  feel  your  hurts  ? Alas  poor  heart, 

How  muen  I was  abus’d  3 give  me  the  fmart  • 
Foritisjuftlymine. 

Amo.  1 do  believe.  I 

It  is  enough  dear  friend,  leave  off  to  grieve, 

And  let  us  once  more.m  defpight  of  ill  I 

Give  hands  and  hearts  again. 

Per.  With  better  will 
Than  e’re  I went  to  find  in  hotted  day 
Cool  Cryftal  of  the  Fountain,  to  allay 
My  eager  third : may  this  band  never  break, 

: Hear  us  O FIcaven, 

Amo.  Be  conftant. 

Per.  Fife  P^w'wreak,  -- 

With  bouble  vengeance,  my  difloyalty ; 

. Let  me  not  dare  to  know  the  company 
Of  men,  or  any  more  behold  thofe  eyes. 

Amo.  Thus  Shepherd  with  a kifs  all  envy  dyes. 

Enter  Priefi. 

Priefi.  Bright  Maid,  I have  perform’d  your  will,  theSv/ain 
In  whom  fuch  heat  and  black  rebellions  raign 
Hath  undergone  your  fentence,  and  difgrace : 

Only  the  Maid  I have  referv’d,  whofe  face 
Shews  much  amendment,  many  a tear  doth  fall 
In  forrow  of  her  fault,  great  fair  recal 
Your  heavy  doom,  in  hope  of  better  daies. 

Which  I dare  promife ; once  again  upraife 
Her  heavy  Spirit  that  near  drowmed  lyes 
In  felf  confuming  care  that  never  dyes, 

Qor.  I am  content  to  pardon,  call  her  in 
The  Air  grows  cool  again,  and  doth  begin 
To  purge  it  fclf,  how  bright  the  day  doth  fhow 
After  this  ftormy  Cloud  ? go  Satyr,  go. 

And  with  this  Taper  boldly  try  her  hand, 

If  Ihe  be  pure  and  good,  and  firmly  ftand 

To  be  fo  (till,  we  have  perform’d  a work 

Worthy  the  Gods  themfelves.  {_Satyr  brings  Amaryllis  in. 

Satyr.  Come  forward  Maiden,  do  not  lurk 
Nor  hide  your  face  with  grief  and  fhame. 

Now  or  never  get  a name 
That  may  raife  thee,  and  recure 
All  thy  life  that  was  impure : 

Hold  your  hand  unto  the  flame. 

If  thou  beeft  a perfeeft  dame. 

Or  haft  truely  vow’d  to  mend. 

This  pale  fire  v>?ill  be  thy  friend. 

See  the  Taper  hurts  her  not. 

Go  thy  wa^'es,  let  never  fpot 
Henceforth  feize  upon  thy  blood. 

Thankthe  Gods  and  ftill  be  good. 

dor.  Young  Shepherdefsnowyeare  brought  again 
To  Virgin  ftate,  be  fo,  and  fo  remain 
To  thy  laft  day,  unlefs  the  faithful  love 
Of  fome  good  Shepherd  force  thee  to  remove  y 
Than  labour  to  be  true  to  him,  and  live 
As  fuch  a one,  that  ever  ftrives  to  give 
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A bldU'd  memory  to  after  time. 

Be  famous  for  your  good,  not  tor  your  crime. 

Norv  holy  man,  I otter  up  again 

riiefc  patients  full  of  health,  and  free  from  pain : 

Keep  t.iem  from  after  ills,  be  ever  near 
Unto  their  aiftions,  teacii  them  how  to  clear 
The  tedious  way  they  pals  through,  from  rufpeU;, 
i Keep  them  from  wronging  others,  or  neglect 
i Of  duty  in  thcmfelves,  corroed  the  bloud 
W’ith  thrifty  bits  and  labour,  let  the  tloud. 

Or  che'next  neighbouring  fpring  give  remedy 

To  greedy  thirlt,  and  travel  not  the  tree 

That  hangs  with  wanton  clutters,  let  let  not  wine, 

Llnlefs  in  facrifice,  or  rites  divine, 

Be  ever  known  of  Shepherd,  have  a care 
Thou  man  of  holy  life.  Now  do  not  fparc 
Their  faults  through  much  remilTnefs,  nor  forget 
To  cherifli  him,  whofe  many  pains  and  fwet 
Hath  giv’n  increafe,  and  added  to  the  downs. 

Sort  all  your  Shepherds  from  the  lazy  clowns 
That  feed  their  Heifers  in  the  budded  Brooms : 

Teach  the  young  Maidens  ltriCtaefs,that  the  grooms 
May  ever  fear  to  tempt  their  blowing  youth  •, 

Banifh  all  complements,  but  tingle  trutli 
From  every  tongue,  and  every  Shepherds  heart, 

Let  them  ftill  ufe  perfwading,  but  no  Art : 

Thus  holy  Priefi^  1 wifli  to  tnee  and  thefe. 

All  the  bett  goods  and  comforts  that  may  pleafe. 

Alex.  And  all  thofe  bletlings  Heaven  did  ever  give, 

We  pray  upon  this  Bower  may  ever  live. 

Priefi.  Kneel  every  Shepherd,  whilett  with  powerful  hand 
I blefs  your  after  labours,  and  the  Land 
Y ou  feed  your  flocks  upon.  Great  Pan  defend  you 
From  misfortune,  and  amend  you, 

Keep  you  from  thofe  dangers  tlill. 

That  are  followed  by  your  will, 

Give  ye  means  to  know  at  length 
Ail  your  riches,  all  your  ftrength, 

Cannot  keep  your  foot  from  falling 
To  lewd  lull,  that  tlill  is  calling 
At  your  Cottage,  till  his  power 
Bring  again  that  golden  hour 
Of  peace  and  reft  to  every  foul. 

May  his  care  of  you  controul 
Alldifeafes,  fores  or  pain 
That  in  after  time  may  raign 
Either  in  your  flocks  or  you. 

Give  ye  all  affedions  new. 

New  defires,  and  tempers  new. 

That  ye  may  be  ever  true. 

Now  rife  and  go,  and  asye  pafsaway 
Sing  to  the  God  of  Sheep,  that  happy  lay. 

That  honeft  Dorm  taught  ye,  Dorttij  he 
That  was  the  foul  and  god  of  melodie. 


The  SONG. 

All  ye  woods.,  and  trees  and  bower  Sy 
All  you  venues  and  ye  powers 
'That  inhabit  in  the  lakes. 

In  the  pleajant  [prints  or  brakes. 


[They  all  Sing^ 


Alove  your  feet 
To  our  found, 

Whtlefi  we  greet 
All  this  ground, 

With  his  honour  and  his  name 
That  defends  our  flocks  from  blame. 

He  is  great,  and  he  is  jufl. 

He  is  ever  good,  and  mufi 
Thus  be  honour  d ; T>aff  'adillies, 

Rofes,  Tinks,  and  loved  Lillies, 

Let  us  fling. 

While fl  we  fing, 

Tver  holy. 

Ever  holy, 

Tver  honour  fl  ever  young. 

Thus  great  Pauiseverfung, 

Satyr.  Thou  divineft,  faireft,  brighteft. 

Thou  muft  powerful  Maid,  and  whiteft. 

Thou  moll  vertuqus  and  mott  blefled j 
Eyes  of  liars,  and  golden  trelied 
Like  Apollo,  tell  me  fweeteft 
What  new  fervice  now  is  meeteft 
For  the  Satyr  ? fhall  I llray 
In  the  middle  Air,  and  ftay. 

The  layling  Rack,  or  nimbly  take 
Hold  by  the  Moon,  and  gently  make’ 

Sute  to  the  pale  Queen  of  night 
For  a beam  to  give  thee  light? 

Shall  I dive  into  the  Sea, 

And  bring  thee  Coral,  making  way 
Through  the  riling  waves  that  fall 
In fnowie fleeces^  deareft,  Ihall 
i catch  the  wanton  Fawns,  or  Flyes, 

Whofe  woven  wings  the  Summer  dyes 
Of  many  colours  ? get  thee  fruit  ? 

Or  Heal  from  Heaven  old  Orpheus  Lute  ? 

All  thefe  Tie  venture  for,  and  more, 

To  do  her  fervice  all  thefe  woods  adore. 

Clor.  No  other  fervice.  Satyr,  but  thy  watch 
About  thefe  thickets,  left  harmlefs  people  catch 
Mifchief  or  fad  mifchance. 

Satyr.  Holy  Virgin,  I will  dance 
Round  about  thele  woods  as  quick 
As  the  breaking  light,  and  prick 
Down  the  Lawns,  and  down  the  vails 
Fafter  than  the  Wind-mill  fails. 

So  I take  my  leave,  and  pray 
All  the  comforts  of  the  day, 

Such  as  Phoebus  heat  doth  fend 
On  the  earth,  may  tlill  befriend 
Thee,  and  this  arbour. 

Cle.  And  to  thee. 

All  thy  Mailers  love  be  free. 

[Exeunt, 


[Exeunt. 


The  Faithful  Shefherdefi. 


355 


To  my  Friend  Msfler  John  Fletcher 
upon  his  Faithful  I Shepirsrdefs. 

r Know  too  xvcU^  th.it ^ no  more  than  the  matt 
Th.tt  tr.tVeis  through  the  burning  Defurts^  can 
When  he  is  beaten  with  the  raging  Sun, 

H.tlf  [mothered  in  t4te  dufl-t  have  power  to  run 
From  a cool  River  ^ which  himjelf  doth  find, 

£Vf  he  be  fack^d  ; no  more  can  he  whofe  mind 
Joyesin  the  cJWufes,  hold  from  that  delight, 

When  nature,  and  his  full  thoughts  bid  him  write  : 

Tet  wijh  I thofe  whom  / for  friends  have  known^ 

To  fing  their  thoughts  to  no  ears  but  their  own. 

Why  jhould  the  man,  whofe  wit  ne'r  had  a fiain, 

Upon  the  publick^  Stage  prefent  his  vain. 

And  make  a thoufand  men  in  judgment  ft. 

To  call  in  queflion  his  undoubted  wit. 

Scarce  two  of  which  can  underfiand  the  laws  „ 

Which  they  fhould  judge  by,  nor  the  parties  caufe  t 
Among  the  rout  there  is  not  one  that  hath 
In  his  own  cenfure  an  explicit e faith  ', 

One  company  Rowing  they  judgement  lack.-, 

Ground  their  belief  on  the  next  man  in  blackj 
Others,  on  him  that  makes  fgns,  and  is  mute, 

Someltke  aS  be  does  in  the  fairefi  fute. 

He  as  his  ^Jipfifirefs  doth,  and  jhe  by  chance : 

Nor  want  there  thofe,  who  as  the  Boy  doth  dance 
Between  the  Alls,  will  cenfure  the  whole  Play  \ 

Some  if  the  Wax-lights  be  not  new  that  day  •,  ■ 

But  multitudes  there  are  whofe  judgement  goes 
Headlong  according  to  the  Abler s cloathes. 

For  this,  thefe  publickjhings  and  I,  agree 
So  Ul,  that  but  to  do  a right  for  thee, 

I had  not  been  perfwaded  to  have  hurl'd 
Thefe  few,  ill  fpoken  lines,  into  the  world^ 

Both  to  be  read,  and  cenfur'd  of,  by  thofe, 

Whofe  veryj-eading  makes  Verfejenfelefs  Profe  : 

Such  as  mujl  fpend  above  an  hour,  to  fpell 
A Challenge  on  a Pojl,  to  know  it  well: 

But  fnce  it  was  thy  hap  to  throw  away 
fJMuch  wit,  for  which  the  people  did  not  pay, 

Becaufe  they  faw  it  not,  I not  difike 
This  fecond  publication,  which  may  firike  , 

Their  confaences,  to  fee  the  thing  they  fcornd. 

To  be  with  fo  much  wit  and  Art  adorn'd. 

Befides  one  vantage  more  in  this  I fee. 

Tour  cenfurers  now  muJl  have  the  qualitie 
Of  reading,  which  1 am  afraid  is  more 
Than  half  your  frewdefi  Judges  had  before. 

Fr.  Beaumont. 


To  the  worthy  Anthor  Jo.  Fletcher. 

T He  wife,  and  many  headedBench,  that  fits 

Upon  the  Life,  and  Death  of  Playes,  and  Wits, 
(Compos'd  of  Gamefier,  Captain,  Knight,  Knight’s  man. 


Lady,  or  Pufill,  that  wears  masJ^  or  fan. 

Velvet,  or  Ta^ta  cap,  ranked  in  the  dark. 

With  (he  Jhops  Foreman,  orfomefuch  brave  ipark. 
That  may  judge  for  his  fix- pence  ) had,  before 
They  faw  it  half,  damn'd  thy  whole  Play,  and  more. 
Their  motives  were,  fince  it  had  not  to  doe 
With  vices,  which  they  looked  for,  and  came  to, 

/,  that  am  glad,  thy  Innocence  was  thy  CJuilt, 
And  wifh  that  all  the  Mufes  blood  were  fpilt 
In  fuch  a Martyrdome,  to  vex  their  eyes. 

Do  crown  thy  murrdred  Poeme : which  jhall  rije 
cyF  glorified  work,  to  Time,  when  Fire, 

Or  mothes  Jhall  eat,  what  all  thefe  Fools  admire. 


BEN.  JONSON. 


This  Dialogue  newly  added  , was  fpoken 
by  way  of  Prologue  to  both  their  Majefties,  at 
the  firft  adtingofthis  Paftoralat  Somerfet^ 
henfe  on  Twelfth-night,  1632. 


A 


Priefl:; 

Broiling  Lamb  on  Pans  chief  eyTItar  lies, 

^ zJTfy  Wreath,  my Cenfor,  Virge,  and Incenfe  by: 
But  I delay'd  the  pretious  Sacrifice, 

To  Jhew  thee  here  , a Gentle  Deity. 

Nymph. 

Nor  was  t to  thy  fatred  Summons  flow , 

Hither  I came  as  Jwift  as  th'  Eagles  wing  , 

Or  threatning  fl^aft  from  vext  Dianacs  bow , 

To  fee  this  fflands  God',  the  worlds  befi  King, 

Priefl:. 

Blefs  then  that  Qweti,  that  doth  his  eyes  invite 
<iAnd  ears , t' obey  her  Scepter  , half  thii  night. 

Nymph. 

Let's  fing  fuch  Welcomes , as  fljall  make  Fle'r  fway 
Seem  eafie  to  Him , though  it  lafi  till  day. 

Welcom  as  Peace  t'unwalled  Cities  , when 
Famine  and  Sword  leave  them  more  graves  than  men. 
As  Spring  to  Birds,  or  Noon-dayes  Sun  to  th'  old 
Poor  mountain  ^j^ufeovite  congeal'd  with  cold. 

As  Shore  toth'  Pilot  in. a fafe  known  Coafi 
When's  Card  is  broken  and  his  Rudder  lojli 
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THE 


MAD  L 

1 

OVER, 

A 

TRAGIC 

JOMEDY 

Perfbns  Repreftnted  in  the  Play. 

Aftorax,  Ki^g  ^/Paphos. 

Mcmnon,  the  General  and  the  Mad  Lover,  i 
! Polydor,  Brother  to  Memnon,  beloved  of  Calls. 
1 Eumenes,’}  , , 

i Polybius,  eminent  Souldiers. 

1 Chilax,  an  old  merry  Sonldier. 
j Syphax,  a Sonldier  in  love  with  the  Princefs, 
|Strcmon,  a Sonldier  that  can  fing. 

Dcmagoras,  Servant  to  the  General, 

, Chirurgion, 

: Fool. 

Page. 

Courtiers* 

WOMEN. 

Calis,  Sijier  to  the  King,  and  Mijiris  /r?  Memnon. 
Cleanthe,  Sijier  to  Syphax. 

Lucippe,  one  of  the  Princejfes  Women. 

Prieji  of  Venus,  an  old  wanton. 

A Nun. 

Cloe,  a Camp  Baggage. 

The  Scene  Paphos. 

The  principal  Adtors  were^ 

Richard  Burbadge, 
Robert  Benfeild. 
Nathanael  Feild. 
Henry  Condel, 

John  Lowin. 
William  Egleflone* 
' Richard  Sharpe. 

ASlui  primtps. 

Scena  printa. 

rlonrijl).  Enter  Aftorax  King  <?/Paphos,  his  Sijier 
Calls,  Cleanthe,  Lucippe  G'ewr/ftpowfw,  at 

one  dear  *,  at  the  other  Eumcncs  a Sonldier. 

Enrr.e.^W  to  my  Sovcraign. 

H J Ktng.  FumeneSy  welcome  : 

B ■ VV’elcomc  to  Paphos^  Souldier,  to  our  love, 
And  that  fair  health  ye  wifh  us,  through 
May  it  difperfe  it  fclf,  and  make  all  happy  •,  (the  Camp 

How  docs  the  General,  the  valiant  Memnon, 

And  how  his  Wars,  Eimenes  ? 

Eume.  The  Gods  have  giv’n  you  (Royal  Sir)  a Souldier, 
Ikttcr  ne’rc  fought  a danger,  more  approv’d 
In  way  of  War,  more  maftcr  of  his  fortunes, 

Exp:rt  in  hading  \m  *,  in  doing  valiant, 

'In  following  all  his  deeds  to  Victories, 

, And  holding  fortune  certain  there. 

Kin/.  O Souldier, 

T.iou  fpe-k’fta  man  indeed*,  a Generals  General, 

A foul  conceiv’d  a Souldier. 

Eamen.  Ten  fet  Battels 
Againfl:  the  ftrong  ufurper  Diodes 
(Whom  long  experience  had  begot  a Leader, 

Ambition  rais’d  too  mighty)  hath  your  CMemnon 
Won,  and  wonglorioufly,  dihreftandfliookhim 
Even  from  the  head  of  all  his  hopes  to  nothing : 

In  three,  he  beat  the  Thunder-bolt  his  Brother, 

Forc’d  him  to  wall  himfelf  up;  there  not  fa  fe. 

Shook  him  with  warlike  Engins  like  an  Earthquake, 

Till  like  a Snail  he  left  his  Ihcll  and  crawl’d 
By  night  and  hideous  darknefs  to  deftrudion : 

Difarm’d  for  ever  rifing  more : Twelve  Caftles, 

Some  thought  impregnable  *,  Towns  twice  as  many  ^ 

Countries  that  like  the  wind  knew  no  command 

But  favage  wildncfs,  hath  this  General 

With  iofs  of  blood  and  youth,through  Storms  and  Tempefts 

Call’d  to  your  fair  obedience. 

King,  O my  Souldier 

That 
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That  thou  wert  now  within  my  arms^  what  drums  c L'rums 
Arc  thole  that  beat  EMma:cs>  \wiihw. 

Eunoi.  His , my  Sovcraign  ^ 

Himlclf  I’th’  head  of conquclt  drafwing  home, 

An  old  man  now  to  ofter  up  his  glories, 

And  endiefs  conquefl  at  your  Ihrinc. 

Coe  all. 

And  entertain  him  with  all  Ccrcmonie, 

We’l  keep  him  now  a Courtier. 

Eittneti.  Sir,  a ftrangc  one. 

Pray  God  his  laiigunge  bear  it  *,  by  my  1 ife.  Sir 
^c  knows  no  complement,  nor  curious  calling 
Of  words  into  fit  places  c’rc  he  Ipeak  ’em, 

-le  can  fay  fight  well  fellow,  and  I’le  thank  thee  ; 

-Ic  that  mult  eat,  mull  fi^t ; bring  up  the  rear  there. 
Or  charge  that  wing  of  horle  home.  \flonrilh. 

King.  Goe  too,  goc  too. 

Enter  Memnon,  and  a train  of  CoHrticrSj  and 
SbuldierSf  two  Captains,  Chilax.  . 

Valiant  and  wife  are  twins  Sir:  welcom,  wel^om, 

Welcora  my  fortunate  and  famous  General, 
iighinthy  Princes  favour,  as  in  fame,. 

Welcom  to  Peace,  and  Taphos. 

tyyiem.  Thank  your  Grace, 

And  would  to  God  my  dull  tongue  had  that  fweetnefs 
To  thank  you  as  I Ihould  •,  but  pardon  me, 

Vly  fword  and  I fpeak  roughly  Sir:  your  battels 
dare  well  fay,  1 have  fought  well  *,  for  I bring  ye 
That  lazie  end  you  wifh  for  Peace,  fo  fully. 

That  no  more  name  of  war  is : who  now  thinks 
Sooner  or  fafer  thefe  might  have  been  ended, 
kgin  ’em  if  he  dare  again  ^ Pie  thank  him. 

Souldier  and  Souldiers  Mate  thefe  twenty  five  years^' 

At  length  your  General,  (as  one  whole  meric 
Durll  look  upon  no  lefs, ) 1 have  waded  through 
Dangers  would  damp  thefe  foft  fouls,  but  to  hear  of. 

The  maidenheads  of  thoufand  lives  hang  here  Sir, 

Since  which  time  Prince,  I know  no  Cburt  but  Marfhal^ 

No  oylie  language,  but  the  fhock  of  Arms, 

No  dalliance  but  with  death  ■,  No  lofty  meafures 

But  weary  and  fad  marches^  cold  and  hunger,  • * 

Larums  at  midnight  Valours  felf  would  hiake  at. 

Yet  1 ne’re  Ihrunk : Balls  of  confuming  Wildfire, 

That  lickt  men  up  like  lightning,  have  1 laught  at. 

And  toll ’em  back  again  like  childrens  trifles.  ' 

Upon  the  edges  of  my  Enemies  fwords 
1 have  marcht  like  whirle-winds,  fury  at  this  hand  waiting, 
Death  at  my  right ; Fortune  my  forlorn  hope,  ' • 

When  I have  grapled  with  dellrudion, 

Andtug’d  with  pale  fac’d  Ruine,  Night.and  Mifchief, 
Frighted  to  lee  a new  day  break  in  bloud; 

And  every  where  I conquer’d ; and  for  you  Sir, 

Mothers  have  wanted  wombs.to  make  me  famous, 

And  blown  ambition,  dangers Thofe  that  griev’d  ye, 

I have  taken  order  for  i’th’  earth : thofe  fools 
That  lhall  hereafter 
King.  No  more  wars  1 
We  mull  now  treat  i 
Clean.  How  he  talks, 

How  glorioully. 

Cal.  A goodly  timber’d  fellow, 

Valiant  no  doubt. 

Cle.  If  valour  dwell  in  vaunting ; 

In  what  a phrafe  he  fpeaks,  as  his  adions 
Could  be  fet  offin  nothing  but  a noife  *, 

Sore  h’as  a drum  in’s  mouth. 

Cal.  I wonder  wenches 
How  he  would  fpeak  to  us. 

Clean.  Nothing  butLarum, 

Tell  us  whole  throat  he  cut,  thew  us  his  fword, 

And  blels  it  for  fure  biting. 

LiiCippe.  And  ’t  like  your  Grace, 

I do  not  think  he  knows  us  what  we  are, 


^ars  my  Souldier : S K.  takes  Mem.  a/ide 
; of  peace  Sir.  Cand  tak^  with  him. 


Or  to  whatuid  5 lor  I have  heard  his  followers 
Affirm  he  never  faw  a vvomijn  that  exceeded  . 

A Sutlers  wife  yet,  or  in  execution 
Old  bedrid  Beldames  without  teeth  or  tongues, 

That  would  not  Hie  hisfurie  ? how  he  looks. 

Clea.  This  way  devoutly. 

Cal.  Sure  his  Lordlhip’s  viewing 
Our  Fortifications. 

Lncip.  If  he  mount  at  me, 

I may  chance  clioak  his  Battery. 

Cil.  Still  his  eye 

Keeps  quarter  this  way  : grant  his  valdUr 

Be  not  in  love. 

Gean.  If  he  be,  prcfcntly 
Exped  a Herald  and  a Trumpet  with  ye 
'fo  bid  ye  render  y v/c  two  Perdu’s  pay  lor’t  elfe. 

King.  I’le  leave  ye  to  niy  filter,  and  thefe  Ladies 
To  make  your  welcom  fuller':  my  good  foulditr 
We  mult  now  turn  your  fternnefs  into  Courtfhip*, 

When  yc  have  done  there  , to  your  fair  repofe  Sir : Elourfn. 

1 know  you  need  it  Memnon  j welcom  Gentlemen. 

. ’ f Exit  King. 

Lad.  Now  he  begins  to  march : Madam  the  P^an\  youi  s, 
Keep  your  ground  fure  \ ’tis  for  your  fpurrs. 

^JMem.  O Vemu.  r He  kneels  amazf  d,  /’nd 

Cal.  How  he  Hares  on  me.  to  fpeak^ 

Clean.  Knight  him-  Madam,  knight  him. 

He  will  grow  toth’  ground  elfe. 

Efimenes.  Speak  Sir,  ’tis  the  Princefs. 

I Cap.  Ye  lhame  your  felf,  Ipeak  to  her. 

Oil.  Rife  and  ‘fpeak  Sir. 

Ye  are  welcome  to  the  Court,  to  me,  to  all  Sir. 

Ladp.  Is  he  not  deaf? 

Cal.  The  Gentleman’s  not  well. 

Enmcn.  Fie  noble  General; 

Litdp.  Give  him  frefh  air,  his  colour  goe$,  ho^  do  ye  ? 

The  Princefs  will  be  glad  Sir. 

<ijdlem.  Peace,  and  hear  me. 

Clean.  Command  a filence  there; 

Mem.  I love  thee  Lady.  • 

Cal.  I thank  your  Lordlfiip  heartily : proceed  Sir, 

Liicip.  Lord  how  it  fcuck  in’s  llomach  like  a forfeit. 

Clean.  It  breaks  ap.ace  now  from  him,  God  be  thanked, 
What  a fine  fpoken  man  he  is. 

Ludp.  A choice  one,  of  lingular  variety  in  carriage. 

Clean.  Yes  and  I warrant  you  he  know^s  his  dillar.ce. 

Mem.  Withall  my  heatt  I love  thee. 

Cal.  A hearty  Gentleman, 

And  I were  e’en  an  arrant  bcall,  my  Lord, 

But  I lov’d  you  again.  _ ' 

Mem.  Good  Lady  kifs  me. 

Clean.  I marry,  Mars,t\[<e\:Q  thou  cam’ll  clofe  up  to  her. 

Cal.  Kifs  you  at  firlt  my  Lord  ? ’tis  no  fair  falhion, 

Our  lips  are  like  Rofe  buds,  blown  with  mens  breaths. 

They  lofe  both  fap  and  favour  ^ there’s  my  hand  Sir. 

Eumen.  Fie,  fie,  my  Lord,  this  is  too  rude. 

(JMem,  Mnhmd.  me, 

Confume  me  if  1 hurt  her  ^ good  fweet  Lady 
Let  me  but  look  upon  thee. 

Cal.  Doe. 

(iJMem.  Yet ^ 

Cal.  Well.  Sir, 

Take  your  full  view. 

Ladp.  Bids  your  eyes  Sir. 

Cal.  Mercy, 

Is  this  the  man  they  talkt  of  for  a Souldier, 

So  abfolute  and  Excellent : O the  Gods, 

If  I were  given  to  that  vanitic 
Of  making  fport  with  men  for  ignorance, 

What  a moft  precious  fubjedl  liad  I purchas’d  ? 

Speak  for  him  Gentlemen : fome  one  that  knows, 

What  the  man  ails;  and  can  Ipeak  fenfe. 

Clean.  Sure  Madam, 

This  fellow  has  been  a rare  Hare  finder. 

H h 2 See 
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See  how  his  eyes  are  let. 

Cil.  Some  one  goe  with  me, 
rie  fend  him  fomething  for  his  head,  poor  Gentleman, 

He’s  troubled  with  tlic  llaggers". 

Lncip.  Keep  him  dark. 

He  will  run  March  mad  clle,  the  fumes  of  Battels 
Afeend  into  his  brains. 

0(4/:.  Clap  to  his  feet 

An  old  Drum  head,  to  draw'  the  thunder  downward. 

('.il.  Look  to  him  Gentlemen  .*  farewel.  Lord  I am  Lorry 
U'e  cannot  kifs  at  this  time,  but  believe  it 
W’c’l  find  an  hour  for  all : God  keep  my  Children, 

From  being  fuch  fw’eet  Sooldiers  3 Softly  wenches, 

Left  we  difturb  his  dream.  {S.veunt  Calis  and  Ladies. 
Eufnot,  Why  this  is  Monftrous. 

1 A ftrangc  forgetfulncfs,  yet  ftill  he  holds  it. 

2 Caft.  Though  he  ne’re  Law  a woman  of  great  fafliion 
Before  this  day,  yet  methinks  ’tis  poflible 

He  might  imagine  what  they  are,  and  what 
Belongs  unto  'em : meet  report  of  others. 

Ettme/j.  Pifli,  his  head  had  other  whimfies  in’t : my  Lord, 
Death  I think  y’are  ftruck  dumb  j my  good  Lord  General. 

1 Cipr.  Sir.  4 

Mem.  That  I do  love  ye  Madam  •,  and  fo  love  ye 

An’t  like  your  grace. 

2 Capr.  He  has  been  ftudying  this  fpeech. 

Enmr/i.  Who  do  ye  fpeak  to  Sir  ? 

Mem.  Why  where’s  the  Lady, 

The  woman,  the  fair  woman  ? 

I Capt.  Who  ? 

Mem.  Tne  Princefs, 

Give  me  the  Princefs. 

Enme/i.  Give  ye  counfcl  rather 
To  ufe  her  like  a Princefs : Fy  my  Lord, 

How  have  you  born  your  felf,  how  nakedl 
Laid  your  foul  open,  and  your  ignorance 
To  beafporttoall.  Report  and  honour 
Drew  her  to  doe  you  favours,  and  you  bluntly, 

Without  confidering  what,  or  who  fhe  was. 

Neither  colleding  reafon,  nordiftindion. 

Mem.  Why,  what  did  1 my  Mailers  ? 

Eiimen.  All  that  Ihews 
A man  unhandfom,  undigefted  dough. 

Mem.  Did  not  1 kneel  unto  her  ? 

Eumen.  Dumb  and  fenflefs. 

As  though  ye  had  been  cut  out  for  your  fathers  tomb, 

Or  ftuck  a land  mark  *,  when  Ihe  fpoke  unto  you. 

Being  the  excellence  of  all  our  Ifland, 

Ye  flar’d  upon  her,  as  ye  had  feen  a monfter. 

Men.  Was  I fofoolilh  ? Iconfefs  EnmeneSy 
1 never  Law  before  fo  brave  an  outfide. 

But  did  1 kneel  fo  long  f 
Enmen.  Till  they  laught  at  ye. 

And  when  you  fpoke,  1 am  alham’d  to  tell  ye 
What  ’twas  my  Lord  3 how  far  from  order  ; 

Blefs  me,  is’t  polTible  the  wild  noife  of  war 
And  what  (he  only  teaches  IhouU  polTefs  yc  ? 

Knowledge  to  treat  with  her, and  fulldifcrction 
Being  at  flood  ftill  in  ye .-  and  in  peace. 

And  manly  converfation  fmooth  and  civil, 

Where  gracefulnefs  and  glory  twyn  together , 

Thruft  your  felf  out  an  exile  ? 
i Do  you  know  Sir,  what  Hate  fhe  carries/* 

■ What  great  obedience  waits  at  her  beck  continually  ? 

Mem.  She  nc’rc  commanded 
A hundred  thoufand  men,  as  I have  done. 

Nor  ne’re  won  battel  3 Say  I would  have  kill  her. 

I Enmen.  There  was  a dainty  offer  too,  a rare  one, 

! Mem.  Why,  fhe  is  a woman,  islhcnot? 
j Eumin.  She  is  fo. 

Mem.  Why,very  well  •,  what  was  fhe  made  for  then  ? 

Is  fhe  not  young,  and  handfbm,  bred  to  breed  ? 

Do  not  men  kifs  fair  wom^n  ? if  they  d^'. 

If  lips  be  not  unlav.full  v;are ; Why  a Princefs 


Is  got^the  fame  way  that  we  get  a begger 
Or  1 am  cozen’d  3 and  the  ielf-fame  way 
She  muft  be  handled  e’re  fhe  get  another, 

That’s  rudenefs  is  it  not  1 

2 (Zipt.To  her’tis  held  fo,&  rudenefs  in  that  high  degree — 

(Jt^em.  ’Tis  reafon, 

But  I will  be  more  pundual  *,  pray  what  thought  fhe  ? 

Ettm.  Her  thoughts  were  merciful,  but  fhe  laught  at  ye, 
Pitying  the  poornefs  of  your  complement, 

And  fo  fhe  left  ye.  Good  Sir  fhape  your  felf 
To  underftand  the  place,  and  noble  perfons 
You  live  with  now. 

I Capt.  Let  not  thofe  great  deferts 
The  King  hath  laid  up  of  ye,  and  the  people, 

Be  blafled  with  ill  bearing. 

Eume.  The  whole  name  offouldicr  then  will  fuffer. 

eJMem.  She’s  a fweet  one. 

And  good  firs  leave  your  exhortations. 

They  come  untimely  to  me,  I have  brains 
That  beat  above  your  reaches : She’s  a Princefs, 

That’s  all : I have  killed  a King,  that’s  greater. 

Come  let’s  to  dinner,  if  the  Wine  be  good , 

You  lhall  perceive  ftrange  wifdom  in  my  blood. 

f Exemit  all  but  Chilax. 

ChU.  Well,  would  thou  wert  i’  the  wars  again 
Old  Memnonj  there  thou  wouldft  talk  toth’  purpofe, 

And  the  proudeft  of  all  thefe  Court  Camelions 
Would  be  glad  to  find  it  fenfe  too  : plauge  of  this 
Dead  peace,  this  Ballard  breeding,  lowzie,  lazie  idlenefs, 
Now  we  muft  learn  to  pipe,  and  pick  our  livings 
Out  of  old  rotten  ends : thefe  twenty  five  years 
I have  ferv’d  my  Country,  loft  my  youth  and  bloud. 
Expos’d  my  life  to  dangers  more  than  dayes  j 
Yet  let  me  tell  my  wants,  I know  their  anfwers, 

The  King  is  bound  to  right  me,  they  good  people 
Have  but  from  hand  to  mouth.  Look  to  your  wives 
Your  young  trim  wives,  your  high-day  wives,  your  march- 
For  if  the  fouldiers  find  not  recom  pence,  (panes. 

As  yet  there’s  none  a hatching  •,  I believe 
You  men  of  wares,  the  men  of  wars  will  nick  ye. 

For  ftarve  nor  beg  they  muft  not  *,  my  fmall  means 
Are  gone  in  fumo : here  to  raife  a better 
Unlefs  it  be  with  lying,  or  Dog  flattering. 

At  which  our  Nation’s  excellent  3 obferving  Dog-days, 
When  this  good  Lady  broyles  and  would  be  balled 
By  that  good  Lord,  or  fuch  like  moral  learnings. 

Is  here  impoflible  3 Well ; I will  rub  among  ’em 
If  any  thing  for  honeftie  be  gotten, 

Though’t  be  but  bread  and  cheefe  I can  be  fatisfied ; 

If  otherwife  the  wind  blow,  ftiffas  I am 
Yet  I fhall  learn  to  Ihuffle : There’s  an  old  Lafs 
That  fliall  be  namelefs  yet  alive,  my  laft  hope. 

Has  often  got  me  my  pocket  full  of  crowns. 

If  all  fail  — Jack-Dawes,  arc  you  alive  ftill  ? ( per. 

Then  I fee  the  coaft  clear,  when  fools  and  boyes  can  prof- 

' Enter  Fool,  and  Page. 

Page.  Brave  Lieutenant. 

Fool.  Hail  to  the  man  of  worfhip. 

Chi.  You  are  fine  firs, 

Moft  pafling  fine  at  all  points. 

Fool.  As  ye  fee  Sir, 

Home-bred  and  handfome,  we  cut  not  out  our  clothes  Sir 
Athalffword  as  your  Taylors  doe,  and  pink ’em 
With  Pikes  and  Partizans , we  live  retir’d  Sir 
Gentlemen  like,  and  jealous  of  our  honours. 

Chi.  Very  fine  Fool,  and  fine  Boy,  Peace  playes  with  you. 
As  the  wind  playes  with  Feathers,  dances  ye. 

You  grind  with  allgufts,  gallants. 

Page.  Wc  can  bounce  Sir , 

When  you  Soldados  bend  i’th’  hams,  and  frisk  too. 

Fool.  When  twenty  of  your  trip  coats  turn  their  tippets. 
And  your  cold  fallcts  without  fait  or  vineger 
Be  wambling  in  your  ftomachs ; hemp  and  hobnails 
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Will  bear  no  price  now,  hangings  and  old  harnefs 
Arc  like  to  over-run  us.  7^/.  Whores  and  hot  houfes. 

Fool,  Surgeons  and  Syringes  ring  out  your  fancc-bdls. 

Page.  Your  Jubilc,  your  Jnbile. 

Fool.  Proh  Vernn. 

How  our  St.  ^eorges  will  bcllridc  the  Dragons, 

The  red  and  ramping  Dragons. 

Page.  Advanc’t  fool 

Fotl.  But  then  the  fling  i’th’tail  boy. 

Page.  Tarito  eJFfelior. 

For  fo  much  the  more  danger,  the  more  honour. 

On.  You’re  very  pleafant  with  our  occupation  Gent* 
Which  very  like  amonglt  thefe  fierie  Serpents 
Maylightupon  a Blind  worm  of  your  blood, 

A Mother  or  a Sifter. 

Fool.  Mine’s  palt  faddle, 

You  fhould  be  fure  of  her  elfc : but  fay  Sir  Fluotiy 
Now  the  Drums  dubbs,  and  the  flicks  turn’d  bed-ftaves, 

All  the  old  Foxes  hunted  to  their  holes, 

The  Iron  age  return’d  to  Erebusy 

And  Honorificabilifudinitatibus 

Thruft  out  o’th’  Kingdom  by  the  head  and  fiioulders, 

What  trade  do  you  mean  to  follow  ? 

On.  That’s  a queftion. 

Fool.  Yes  and  a learned  queftion  if  yemark.it, 

Confider  and  fay  bn. 

Cht.  Fooling  as  thou  doft,  that’s  the  beft  trade  I take  it. 

Fool.  Take  it  ftraight  then 
For  fear  your  fellows  be  before  ye,  hark  ye  Lieutenant 
Pooling’s  the  thing,  the  thing  worth  all  your  fightings. 

When  all’s  done  ye  muft  fool  Sir. 

(}n.  Well,  1 muft  then. 

Fool.  But  do  you  know  what  fooling  is  ? true  fooling. 

The  circumftances  that  belong  unto  it  ? 

For  every  idle  knave  that  fhowes  his  teeth,  j 

Wants  and  would  live,  can  juggle,  tumble,  fiddle, 

Make  a dog  face,  or  can  abufe  his  fellow. 

Is  not  a fool  at  firft  dafli ; you  fhall  find  Sir 
Strange  turnings  in  this  trade ; to  fool  is  nothing 
As  fooling  has  been,  but  to  fool  the  fair  way. 

The  new  way,  as  the  beft  men  fool  their  friends, 

For  all  men  get  by  fooling,  mcerly  fooling, 

Defert  does  nothing,  valiant,  wife,  vertuous. 

Are  things  that  walk  by  without  bread  or  breeches. 

Ooi.  I partly  credit  that. 

Fool.  Fine  wits , fine  wits  Sir,  . 

There’s  the  young  Boy,  he  does  well  in  his  way  tob. 

He  could  not  live  elfe  in  his  Mafters  abfence 
Hetyes  a Lad  yes  garters  fo,  fb  prettily. 

Say  his  hand  flip,  but  fay  fo. 

Oii.  Why  let  it  flip  then. 

Fool.  ’Tis  ten  to  one  the  body  fhall  come  after j 
And  he  that  works  deferves  his  wages. 

Chi.  That’s  true. 

Fool.  He  riddles  finely  to  a waiting  Gentlewoman, 
Expounds  dreams  like  a Prophet,  dreams  himfelftooy 
And  wifhes  all  dreams  true  ^ they  cry  Amen, 

And  there’s  a Memorandiim : he  can  fing  too 
Bawdy  enough  to  pleafe  old  Ladies : he  lies  rarely^ 

Pawns  ye  a fute  of  clothes  at  all  points,  fully. 

Can  pick  a pocket  if  ye  pleafe,  or  casket  •, 

, Lifps  when  he  lifts  to  catch  a Chambermaid, 

And  calls  his  Hoftefs  mother,  thefe  are  things  now, 

If  a man  mean  to  live to  fight  and  fwagger. 

Beaten  about  the  Ears  with  bawling  fheepskins. 

Cut  to  the  foul  for  Summer : here  an  arm  loft, 

And  there  a leg  ^ his  honourable  head 
Seal’d  up  in  fa  Ives  and  cereclothes,  like  a packet, 

And  fo  fent  over  to  an  Hofpital,  ftand  there,  charge  there, 
Swear  there,  whore  there,  dead  there. 

And  all  this  fport  for  cheefe,  and  chines  of  dog-flefh. 

And  mony  when  two  wednefdayes  meet  together, 

Where  to  be  lowzie  is  a Gentleman, 

And  he  that  wears  a clean  fiiirt  has  his  Ihrowd  on. 

- 1.  (1 . , 1 

Chi.  rie  be  your  Ichplar,  come  if  1 like  fooling. 

Fool.  You  cannot  choofe  but  like  it,  fight  you  bne  day 
I’lc  fool  another,  when  your  Surgeon’s  paid. 

And  all  your  leaks  ftopt,  fee  whole  flops 'are  heavieft, 

Tie  have  a (hilling  for  a can  of  wine. 

When  you  (hall  have  two  Sergeants  for  a Counter. 

Boy.  Come  learn  of  us  Lieutenant,  hang  your  Iron  up, 

Wc’l  find  you  cooler  wars, 

Chi.  Come  let’s  together, 

ric  fee  your  tricks,  and  as  I like  ’em.^ — [_ExetM, 

Enter  Memnon,  Eumencs,  and  Captains. 

Men.  Why  was  there  not  fuch  women  in  the  camp  then 
Prepar’d  to  make  me  know  ’em  ? 

Earn.  ’Twas  no  place  Sir.  (turcs 

1 C^pt.  Why  ftiould  they  live  in  Tumults  ? they  are  crea- 
Sof t and  of fober  natures. 

Mim.  Cou’d  not  your  wives. 

Your  Mothers,  or  your  Sifters  have  been  fent  for 
To  exercife  upon  ? 

Eame.  We  thank  your  Lordfhip. 

2 Capt.  But  do  you  mean  ^ 

Mem.  I do  mean. 

2 Capt.  What  Sir? 

Mem.  To  fee  her. 

And  fee  thee  hang’d  too  an  thou  anger'ft  me. 

And  thoufands  of  your  throats  cut,  get  ye  from  me, 

Ye  keep  a prating  of  your  points  of  manners. 

And  fill  my  head  with  lowzie  circumftances. 

Better  have  Ballads  in’t,  your  courtly  worfhips. 

How  to  put  off  my  hat,  you,howto  turn  me. 

And  you  (forfooth)  to  blow  my  nofe  difcreetly  5 
Let  me  alone,  for  1 will  love  her,  fee  her. 

Talk  to  her,  and  mine  own  way. 

Enme.  She’s  the  Princefs, 

Mem.  Why  let  her  be  the  DeVil,  I have  fpoke 
When  Thunder  durft  not  check  me,  I muft  love^ 

1 know  file  was  a thing  kept  for  me. 

. Fume.  And  I know  Sir, 

Though  ftie  were  born  yours,  yet  your  ftrange  behaviotil: 

And  want-* 

Mem.  Thou  lieft. 

Fam.  I do  not. 

Mem.  Ha  ! 

Eame.  I do  not  lye  Sir, 

I fay  you  want  fair  language,  nay  ’tis  certain 
You  cannot  fay  good  morrow. 

Mem.  Ye  Dog- whelps , 

The  proudeft  of  your  prating  tongues — - 
Fume.  Doe,  kill  us. 

Kill  us  for  telling  truth : for  my  part,  Genera^ 

I would  not  live  to  fee  men  make  a may- game 
Of  him  I have  made  a Mafter,  kill  us  quickly, 

Then  ye  may 

Mem.  What  ? 

Eame.  Doe  what  you  lift,  draw  your  fword  childilhly 
Upon  your  Servants  that  are  bound  to  tell  ye  •, 

I am  weary  of  my  life. 

1 (^apt.  And  I. 

2 Capt.  And  all  Sir. 

Eame.  Goe  to  the  Princefs^  make  her  fport,  cry  to  her 
I am  the  glorious  man  of  war. 

Mem.  Pray  ye  leave  me, 

I am  forry  I was  angry,  I’le  think  better, 

Pray  no  more  words. 

Eame.  Good  Sir. 

Mem.  Nay  then. 

2 Capt.  We  are  gone  Sir.  \_Exeunt  Eume.  and  Capti 

Enter  Princefsy  Calls,  Lucippe,  Cleanthe. 

Cal.  How  came  he  hither?  fee  for  Heavens  lake  wenches, 
What  face,  and  what  poftures  he  puts  on,  C Mem.  walks 
I do  not  think  he  is  perfeift.  -s  afide  fall  of 

Cle.  If  your  love  ^^ange gejiares. 

Have. 

■ - - . . ■■■■  ^ 
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Hivc not bccray’dhis  little  wits,  he’s  well  enoiigli, 

As  well  as  he  will  Ik\ 

, Cd.  Mdik  how  he  niufcs. 

l.Hci^.  H as  a Batalia  now  in’s  brains,  he  draws  out,now 
Have  at  yc  Harpers. 

(\e.  See,  fee,  there  the  fire  fails. 

Lrcip.  Look  what  an  Alphabet  of  faces  he  runs  through. 
GV.  0 love,  love,  how  amoroufly  thou  look’ll 
In  an  old  riilly  armour.  / 

C.-.  I’ll  away,  for  by  my  troth  I fear  him. 

L-.n/'.  Fear  the  gods,  Madam, 

A.nd  never  care  what  man  can  do,  this  fellow 
U ith  ail  his  frights  about  him  and  his  furies , 

His  Larums,  and  his  Launces,  Swords,  and  Targets, 

Nfay  cafe  him  up  in  armour  Cap  a-pe. 

Vet  duFll  1 undertake  within  two  hours. 

If  he  durfl charge,  to  give  him  i'uch  a lhake. 

Should  lhake  his  Valour  ofi',  and  make  his  (hanks  tO'tke. 
Oe.  For  lhame  no  more. 

Cul.  He  mules  Itill.  ‘ 

Qe.  The  Devil  ^ 

Why  (liould  this  old  dryed  timber  chopt  with  thunder — 
r'd.  Old  W’ood  burns  quickelt. 
l.uci^.  Out,  you  would  fay  Madam, 

Give  me  a green  flick  that  may  hold  me  heat. 

And  fmoak  me  found  ly  too-, He  turns,and  fees  ye.CMcninon 
Cle.  There’s  no  avoiding  now,  have  at  ye.  ^comtstoher. 
A fern.  Lady. 

The  more  I look  upon  ye.  [_Stays  her. 

Cle.  The  more  you  may.  Sir. 

C il.  Let  him  alone. 

Mem.  I would  defire  your  patience. 

The  more  I fay  I look,  the  more her. 

Lucip.  My  Fortune, 

’Tis  very  apt.  Sir. 

Mem.  Women,  let  my  Fortune 
And  me  alone  I wifii  ye,  pray  come  this  way, 

And  (land  you  ftill  there  Lady.  ‘ 

C'M.  Leave  the  words  Sir,  and  leap  into  the  meaning. 
Mem.  Then  again  : 

I tell  you  1 do  love  ye. 

Cul.  Why? 

Cdiem.  No  queftions;  pray  no  more  queflions. 

Ido  love  you,  infinitely.-  why  do  youlinile.? 

Am  I ridiculous  ? 

C-il.  I am  monltrous  fearful,  no,  I joy  you  love  me. 
<JMcm.  Joy  on  then,  and  be  proud  on’t,  Ido  love  you. 
Stand  ftill,  do  not  trouble  me  you  Women. 

He  loves  you  Lady  at  whofe  feet  have  kneel’d 
Princes  to  beg  their  freedoms,  he  v/ho(e  valour 
Has  overrun  v/holc  Kingdoms. 

CaI.  That  makes  me  doubt,  Sir, 

’Twill  overrun  me  too. 
fJA'iem.  Fie  whofe  Sword. 

Cle.  Talk  not  fo  big.  Sir,  you  will  fright  the  Princefs, 
Mim.  Ha.  Lneipfe.  Noforfooth. 

C.d.  I know  ye  have  done  wonders. 

Mem.  I have  and  will  do  more  and  greater,  braver; 
.And  for  your  beauty  miracles,  name  that  Kingdom 
.And  take  your  choice. 

Cd.  Sir  I am  not  ambitious. 

fjhfem.  Ye  (hall  be, ’tis  the  Child  of  Glory;  (he  that  I love 
Wliom  my  defires  (hall  magnifie,  time  ftories. 

And  a.'l  the  Empires  of  the  Earth. 

Cle.  I would  fain  ask  him 

J uap.  Prithee  be  quiet,  he  will  beat  us  both  el(e. 

1 Cle.  What  v/ill  ye  make  me  then,  Sir  ? 
f A/em  I will  make  thee 
Stand  ftill  and  hold  thy  peace ; I have  a heart.  Lady. 

( C-d.  Ye  were  a monfter  elfe. 

•^Mem.  A loving  heart, 

A t.mly  loving  heart, 

C4/.  .Alas,  how  came  it? 

rjllem.  1 wonid  you  had  it  in  your  hand,  fweet  Lady, 

To  lee  the  truth  it  bears  you. 

Cd.  Do  you  give  it. 

Liictp.  That  was  well  thought  upon. 

Cle.  ’Twill  put  him  to’t  Wench. 

Ca/.  And  you  (hall  fee  1 dare  accept  it.  Sir, 

Tak’t  in  my  hand  and  view  it.-  if  I find  it 
A loving  and  a fweet  heart,  as  you  call  it, 

I am  bound,  lam. 

Mem.  No  more.  I’ll  fend  it  to  ye. 

As  I have  honour  in  me,  you  (hall  have  it. 

Cle.  Handfomly  done,  Sir,  and  perfum’d  by  all  means, 
The  Weather’s  warm,  Sir, 

Mem.  With  all  circumftance. 

Limp.  A Napkin  wrought  moft  curioufly. 

Mem.  Divinely. 

Cle.  Put  in  a Goblet  of  pure  Gold. 

Mem.  Yes  in  Jacinth 
That  file  may  fee  the  Spirit  throughi 

Litcip.  Ye  have  greas’d  him 
For  chewing  love  again  in  hafte. 

Cle.  If  hefhould  do  it. 

Cal.  If  Heaven  ffiould  fall  we  Ihould  have  larks ; he  do  it ! 

Cle.  See  how  he  thinks  upon’t. 

Cal.  He  will  think  thefe  three  years 
Ere  he  prove  fuch  an  Afs,  I lik’t  his  offer, 

There  was  no  other  way  to  put  him  off  elfe. 

Mem.  I will  do  it 

Lady  exped  my  heart.  \ 

CaK  I do,  Sir. 

Mem.  Lq^q  it,  for  ’tis  a heart  that — and  fo  I leave  ye. 

Sxit  Mem  * 

Cle.  Either  he  is  ftark  mad. 

Or  el(e  I thinks  he  means  it. 

Cd.  He  muff;  be  ftark  mad 
Or  elfe  he  will  never  do  it,  ’tis  vain  Glory, 

And  want  of  judgment  that  provokes  this  in  him  j 
Sleep  and  Society  cures  all : his  heart? 

No,  no,  good  Gentleman  there’s  more  beIongs.to’t, 
Hearts  are  at  higher  prices,  let’s  go  in 
And  there  examine  him  a little  better. 

Shut  all  the  doors  behind  for  fear  he  follow, 

I hope  1 have  loft  a lover,  and  am  glad  on’t.  {_Ex.  Lady. 

A Sim  Secundm,  Seen  a Prima. 

Enter  Memnon  alone. 

Mem.  ’ T-^is  but  to  dye.  Dogs  do  it,  Ducks  with  dabling, 
* Birds  fing  away  their  Souls,  & Babies  fleep  ’em, 
W hy  do  1 talk  of  that  Is  treble  vantage  ? 

For  in  the  other  World  (he  is  bound  to  have  me; 

Her  Princely  word  is  paft : my  great  defert  too 
Will  draw  her  to  come  after  prefently, 

’Tis  jiuftice,  and  the  gods  mult  fee  it  done  too. 

Befides,  no  Brother,  Father,  Kindred  there 
Can  hinder  us,  alllanguages  are  alike  too. 

There  love  is  cverlafting,  ever  young. 

Free  from  Diftafes,  ages,  jealoufies, 

Bawds,  Beldames,  Painters,  Purgers ; dye  ? ’tis  nothing. 
Men  drown  themfelves  for  joy  to  draw  in  Juleps 
When  they  are  hot  with  Wine;  In  dreams  we  do  it. 

And  many  a handfom  Wench  that  loves  the  fport  well. 
Gives  up  her  Soul  fo  in  her  Lovers  bofome; 

But  I muft  be  incis’d  firft,  cut  and  open’d. 

My  heart,  and  handfomely,  ta’n  from  me  *,  ftay  there, 
Dead  once,  ftay,  let  me  think  again,  who  do  I know  there  ? 
Forelfetowander  up  and  down ’unwaited  on 
And  unregarded  in  my  place  and  projed, 

Is 'for  a Sowters  Soul,  not  an  old  Souldiers. 

My  brave  old  Regiments 1 there  it  goes. 

That  have  been  kill’d  before  me,  right. 

Enter 
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Enter  CllilfiX. 

0AI.  He’s  here,  and  I mult  trouble  Iilin. 

Mem.  Then  thole  I linvc  conquer’d 
To  make  my  train  full. 

Oj$.  Sir. 

tylfern.  My  Captains  then 

Ojt.  Sir,  I bcfeech  ye. 

AfeM.  For  to  meet  lier  there 
Being  i Princeisand  a Kings  lole  Sifter 
With  great  accorrlmodation  mult  bo  cared  for. 

Weigh  but  the  Souldieis  poverty. 

Ollem.  Mine  own  Troop  firih 
For  they  lhall  die. 

Chi.  How,  what’s  this? 

ejliem.  Next 

On.  Shall  1 fpcak  louder,  Sir  ? 

Mem.  A fquare  Battalia 

On.  You  Uo  not  think  of  us 

Mem.  Their  Armours  gilded 

(^hi.  Good  noble  Sir 
Mem.  And  round  about  fuch  Engines 
Shall  make  Hell  (hake. 

On-  Ye  do  not  mock  me. 

Mtm.  For,  Sir, 

1 will  be  ftrong.  as  brave 

Oil  Yemayconfider, 

You  know  we  have  ferv’d  you  long  enough. 

Mem  No  Souldier 
That  ever  landed  on  the  bleft  ElyzJnm 
Did  or  lhall  march,  as  I will. 

Oat.  Would  ye  would  march,  Sir, 

Up  to  the  King  and  get  us — 

Mem.  King  nor  Keifer 
Shall  equal  me  in  that  world. 

Cht.  What  a Devil  ails  he  ? 

tyJTem.  Next,  the  rare  beauties  of  thofe  T owns  I fir’d.  ‘ 
Chi.  Ifpeakofmoney,  Sir. 

eJMem.  Ten  thoufand  Coaches 

Chi.  O pounds,  Sir,  pounds  I befeech  your  Lordlhip, 

Let  Coaches  run  out  of  your  remembrance. 

Mem.  In  which  the  wanton  Cupidsy  and  the  Graces 
Drawn  with  the  Weftern  winds  kindling  defires, 

And  then  our  Poets 

Chi.  Then  our  pay. 

Mem.  For  Chilax  when  the  triumph  comes ; the  Princefs 

I TheOj^for  I will  have  a Heaven  made 

Chi.  Blefs your  Lordlhip! 

Stand  ftill.  Sir. 

Mem.  So  I do,  and  in  it 

Chi.  Death  Sir, 

You  talk  you  know  not  what. 

OMem.  Such  rare  devices : 

Make  me  I fay  a Heaven. 

Chi.  I lay  fo  too,  Sir^ 

Mem.  For  here  lhall  run  a Conftellation. 

Chi.  And  there  a pifling  Conduit. 

Mem.  Ha ! 

Chi.  With  wine.  Sir. 

Mem.  A Sun  there  in  his  height,  there  fuch  a Planet. 

Chi.  But  where’s  our  money,  where  runs  that? 

Mem.  Ha  ? 

' Chi.  Money, 

Money  an’t  like'your  Lordlhip. 

Mem.  Why  all  the  carriage  lhall  come  behind)  the  ftuff, 
Rich  hangings,  treafure  j 
Or  fay  we  have  none. 

On.  I may  fay  fo  truly, 

For  hang  me  if  I have  a Groat : I have  ferv’d  well 

And  like  an  honeft  man : 1 fee  no  reafon 

Mem.,  Thou  muft  needs  die  good  (hilax. 

Chi.  Very  well.  Sir. 

aJMem.  1 will  havc  honeft,  valiant  fouls  about  me, 

I cannot  mifs  thee. 


Oji.  Dye? 

A^cm.  Yes  die,  and  Pf/z/w, 

Enmenes  and  Pvlybim : I lliall  think 
Of  more  within  thefc  two  hours. 

Cht.  Dye  Sir? 

Mem.  1,  Sir, 

And  yc  lhall  dye. 

(}n.  When,  1 bcfeech  your  Lordlliip  ? 

Mem.  To  rrtorrow  fee  yc  do  dye. 

Cni.  A Ihort  warning. 

Troth,  Sir,  I am  ill  prepar’d. 
ejllem.  I dye  my  felf  then, 

Bclide  there’s  reafon 

Chi.  Oh! 

Mem.  1 pray  thee  tell  me. 

For  thou  art  a great  Dreamer. 

Oii.  I Can  dream.  Sir,, 

If  1 eat  well  and  fleep  well. 
ttJMem.  Was  it  never 

By  Dream  or  Apparition  open’d  to  thee 

Cht.  He’s  mad. 

Mem.  What  the  other  world  was,  or  Elyzium  ? 

Didft  never  travel  in  thy  fleep  ? 

Chi.  To  Taverns, , 

When  I was  drunk  o’re  night ; or  to  a Wench, 

There’s  an  Elyz.ium  for  ye,  a young  Lady 
Wrapt  round  about  ye  like  a Snake:  is  that  it? 

Or  if  that  ftrange  Elyuam  that  you  talk  of  , 

Be  where  the  Devil  is,  I have  dream’t  of  him. 

And  that  I have  had  him  by  the  horns,  and  rid  him^ 

He  trots  the  Dagger  out  o’th’  Iheath. 

Mein.  Elyzjumy 

The  blclled  fields  man.  . - . 

On.  I know  no  fields  blefled,  but  thofe  I have  gain’d  by. 

I have  dream’t  I have  been  in  Heaven  too. 

, Mem.  There,  handle  that  place  *,  that’s  Elyimmi 
Chi.  Brave  linging,  and  brave  dancing, 

And  rare  things.  , 

Mem.  All  full  of  flower^. 

Chi.  And  Pot-herbs. 

Mifn.  Bowers  for  lovers. 

And  everlafting  ages  of  delight. 

Chi.  I flept  not  fo  far. 

Mem.  Meet  me  on  thofe  banks 
Some  two  days  hence. 

Chi.  In  Dream,  Sir? 

Mem.  No  in  death.  Sir. 

And  there  I Mufter  all,  and  pay  the  Souldier. 

Away,  no  more,  no  more. 

Chi.  God  keep  your  Lordlhip : 

This  is  fine  dancing  for  us. 

Enter  Siphax. 

Si.  Where’s  the  General  ? 

Chi.  There’s  the  old  fign  of  Memmn'y  where  the  Ibul  is 
You  may  go  look  as  I have. 

St.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Chi.  Why  queftion  him  and  fee  j he  talks  of  Devils; 
Hells,  Heavens,  Princes,  Powers,  and  Potentates, 

You  muft  to  th’  pot  too: 

Si.  How?  (chafe  of, 

Chi.  Do  you  know  Elyunm?  a tale  he  talks  the  Wild  gooAi 
Si.  £lyzJ.Um  ? I have  read  of  fuch  a place. 

Chi.  Then  get  ye  to  him, 

Ye  arc  as  fine  company  as  can  be  fitted,  t^xit  Chilax, 
Your  Worlhips  fairly  met. 

Sif^  Mercy  upon  us. 

What  ails  this  Gentleman  ? 

Provifion- 

Si.  How  his  head  works  ? 

Mem.  Between  two  Ribbs, 

If  he  cut  Ihort  or  mangle  me  *,  Tie  take  hint 
And  twirle  his  neck  about. 

Si.  Now  Gods  defend  us. 


Mem. 


240 


The  ctAdad  Lover. 


Mem.  ki  a pure  Cup  tranipaient,  with  a writing 

To  lignific 

’ Si.  I never  knew  him  thus : 

Sure  he's  bewitch’d,  or  poyfon’d. 

! Mem.  W’ho’s  there? 

Si.  I Sir. 


Mem.  Come  hitlicr,  Sipba.w 

Si.  Yes,  liow  does  your  Lordlhip  ? 

Afem.  Well,  God  a mercy  Sooldier,  very  well, 

But  prithee  tell  me 

St.  Any  thing  1 can.  Sir. 

Mem.  W’hat  durfl:  thou  do  to  gain  the  rarefl:  Beauty 
The  W’orld  has  ? 

St.  That  the  W’orld  has  ? ’tis  worth  doing. 

A fern.  Is  it  foi  but  what  doing  bears  it  ? 

Si.  W'hy  ? any  thing  ^ all  danger  it  appears  to, 

A fern.  Name  Tome  of  thole  things : do. 

5/.  I would  undertake,  Sir, 

A Voyage  round  about  the  World. 

Aiem.  Short,  Siph.ix. 

A Merchant  docs  it  to  fpice  pots  of  Ale. 

Si.  I wou’d  fwim  in  Armour. 

Alem.  Short  ftill  *,  a poor  Jade 
Loaden  will  take  a ftream  and  Item  itftrongly 
To  leap  a Mare. 

Si.  The  plague,  I durfl:. 

Afem.  Still  fhorter, 
ril  cure  it  with  an  Onion. 

Si.  Surfeits. 

Afem.  Short  flill: 


They  are  often  Phyficks  for  our  healths,  and  help  us. 

St.  I wou’d  fland  a breach. 

iJAfem.  Thine  honour  bids  thee,  Souldier.- 
’Tis  fhameto  find  a fecond  caufe." 

St.  I durfl.  Sir, 

Fight  with  the  fellefl:  Monfter. 

Mem.  That’s  the  pooreft, 

Man  was  ordain’d  their  Mafter  j durfl:  ye  dye,  Sir  ? 

St.  How?  dye  my  Lord  ! 

eJHem.  Dye  Siphax ; take  thy  Sword, 

And  come  by  that  door  to  her  j there’s  a price 
To  buy  a lufty  love  at. 

Si.  I am  content,  Sir, 

To  prove  noPurchafer. 

Mem.  Away  thou  World-w'orm, 

Thou  win  a matchlcfs  Beauty  ? 

Si.  ’Tis  to  lofe’t  Sir, 

For  being  dead,  where’s  the  reward  I reach  at  ? 

The  love  I labour  for  .? 

Mem.  There  it  begins  Fool, 

Thou  art  meerly  cozen’d  *,  for  the  loves  we  now  know 
Are  but  the  heats  of  half  an  hour  -,  and  hated 
Defires  Air’d  up  by  nature  to  encrcafe  her  j 
Licking  of  one  another  to  alufl-, 

Courfeand  bafe  appetites,  earths  meerinheritours 
And  Heirs  of  Idlenefs  and  blood  y Pure  Love, 

Thar,  that  the  foul  affeds,  and  cannot  purchafe 
W’hileflic  is  loaden  with  our  flelh,  that  Love,  Sir, 
Which  is  the  price  of  honour,  dwells  not  here. 

Your  Ladies  eyes  are  lamplefs  to  that  Vertue, 

That  beauty  fmilcs  not  on  a check  wafht  over, 

Nor  feents  the  fwcet  of  Ambers ; below,  Siphax 
Below  us,  in  the  other  World  Elyzjum., 

W'herc’sno  raoredying,  no  defpairing,  mourning, 
W'hcrc  all  defires  arc  full,  defarts  down  loaden. 
There  Siphax.^  there,  where  loves  are  ever  living. 

Si.  Why  do  we  love  in  this  World  then  ? 

tJMem.  To  preferve  it,  § 

The  maker  loft  his  work  clfc  •,  but  mark  Siphax,  ^ 
What  iflucs  that  love  bears. 

Si.  Why  Chiklren,  Sir. 

1 never  heard  him  talk  thus  j thus  divinely 
And  flnfiblc  before. 


I Mem. 


It  docs  fo,  Siphax, 


Things  like  ourfelves,  asfenfual,  vain,  unvented 
Bubbles,  and  breaths  of  air,  got  with  an  itching 
As  blilters  arc,  and  bred,  as  much  corruption 
Flows  from  their  lives,  forrow  conceives  and  lhapes  ’em. 
And  oftentimes  the  death  of  thole  we  love  inoft. 

The  breeders  bring  them  to  the  World  to  curfe  ’em. 
Crying  they  creep  among!!  us  like  young  Cats. 

Cares  and  continual  Crolles  keeping  with  ’em. 

They  make  Time  old  to  tend  them,  and  experience 
An  afs,  they  alter  fo-,  they  grow  and  goodly. 

Ere  we  can  turn  our  thoughts,  like  drops  of  water 
They  fall  into  the  main,  are  known  no  more*. 

This  is  the  love  of  this  World ; Imuft  tell  thee 
For  thou  art  underftanding. 

Si.  What  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Mem.  And  as  a faithful  man.- 
Nay  I dare  truft  thee, 

I love  the  Princefs. 

St..  There  ’tis,  that  has  fired  him, 

I knew  he  had  Tome  infpiratiou. 

But  does  Ihe  know  it.  Sir  ? 

Mem.  Yes  marry  does  Ihe, 

I have  given  my  heart  unto  her. 

Si.  If  ye  love  her. 

Mem.  Nay,  underftand  me,  my  heart  taken  from  me, 
Out  of  my  Body,  man,  and  fo  brought  to  her. 

How  Hk’ft  thou  that  brave  offer  ? there’s  the  love 
I told  thee  of-,  and  after  death,  the  livings 
She  mull  in  juftice  come  Boy,  ha  ? 

Si._  Your  heart.  Sir  ? 

eJA/em.  I,  fo  by  all  means,  Siphax. 

Si.  He  loves  roaft  well 
That  eats  the  Spit. 

Mem.  And  lince  thou  art  come  thus  fitly, 

I’ll  do  it  prefently  and  thou  flialt  carry  it. 

For  thou  canft  tell  a ftory  and  deftribe  it. 

And  I conjure  thee,  Siphax,  by  thy  gentry. 

Next  by  the  glorious  Battels  we  have  fought  in. 

By  all  the  dangers,  wounds,  heats,  colds,  diftrefles. 

Thy  love  next,  and  obedience,  nay  thy  life. 

Si.  But  one  thing,  firft.  Sir,  if  Ihe  pleas’d  to  grant  it. 
Could  ye  not  love  her  here  and  live  ? confider. 

Mem.  Ha  ? Yes,  I think  I could. 

Si.  ’Twould  be  far  nearer, 

Befides  the  fweets  here  would  induce  the  laft  love 
And  link  it  in. 

Mem.  Thou  fayeft  right,  but  our  ranks  here 
And  bloods  are  bars  between  us,  file  muft  fland  off  too 
As  I perceive  Ihe  does. 

Si.  Delert  and  Duty 
Makes  even  all,  Sir. 

Mem.  Then  the  King,  though  I 
Have  merited  as  much  as  man  can,  muft  not  let  her. 

So  many  Princes  covetous  of  her  beauty 
I wou’d  with  all  my  heart,  but  ’tis  impoflible. 

Si.  Why,  lay  Ihe  marry  after. 

Mem.  No,  Ihe  dares  not  ^ 

The  gods  dare  notdoil4  come. 

Si.  Do  you  mean  it  ? 

Mem.  Lend  me  thy  knife,  and  help  me  off 

Si.  For  heaven  fake; 

Be  not  lb  ftupid  mad,  dear  General. 

Mem.  Difpatch,  I fay. 

Si.  As  ye  love  that  ye  look  for. 

Heaven  and  the  blelTed  life. 

Mem.  Hell  take  thee.  Coxcomb , 

Why  doll  thou  keep  me  from  it?  thy  knife  I fay. 

Si.  Do  but  this  one  thing,  on  my  knees  I beg  it, 

Stay  but  two  hours  till  I return  again. 

For  1 will  to  her,  tell  her  all  your  merits, 

Your  moll  unvalu’d  love,  and  laft  your  danger; 

If  file  relent,  then  live  ftill,  and  live  loving, 

Happy,  and  high  in  favour  .•  if  file  frown 

Mem.  Shall  I be  furc  to  know  it  ? 
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Si.  As  1 live.  Sir, 

My  quick  return  ihall  either  bring  ye  fortune. 

Or  leave  yon  to  your  own  fate. 

.fUem.  Two  hours? 

Si.  Yes,  Sir. 

Man.  Let  it  be  kept, away,  I will  expcifl  it.  [,£.v.  Mem.  Si. 
Enter  Chilnx,  Fool  and  Boy. 


(}}$.  You  dainty  wits  ? two  of  ye  to  a Cater, 

To  cheat  himofa  dinner? 

Boy.  Ten  at  Court,  Sir, 

Are  few  enough,  they  are  as  wife  as  we  are. 

Cht.  Hang  ye,  I’le  eat  at  any  time,  and  any  where, 

I never  make  that  part  of  want,  preach  to  me 
What  ye  cart  do,  and  when  ye  lilt. 

Fool.  Your  patience, 

’Tis  a hard  day  at  Court,  afifhday. 

Chi.  So  it  feems.  Sir, 

The  fins  grow  out  of  thy  face. 

Fool.  And  to  purchafe 
This  day  the  company  of  one  dear  Cuflard, 

Or  a mefs  of  Rice  ap  Thomas  y needs  a main  wit  *, 

Beef  we  can  bear  before  us  lined  with  Brewes 
And  tubs  of  Pork  •,  vociferating  Veals, 

And  Tongues  that  ne’re  told  lye  yet. 

Chi.  Line  thy  mouth  with  ’em. 

Fool.  Thou  hall  need,  and  great  need. 

For  thele  finny  filh-dayes, 

The  Officers  underltandings  are  fo  flegmatick, 

They  cannot  apprehend  us. 

Chi.  That’s  great  pity. 

For  you  deferve  it,  and  being  apprehended 
The  whip  to  boot ; Boy  what  do  you  lb  near  me  ? 

I dare  not  trull  your  touch  Boy. 

Enter  Stremon  and  his  Boy. 

Boy.  As  I am  vertuous. 

What,  thieves  amongll  our  felves? 

Chi.  Stremon. 

Stre.  Lieutenant. 

Chi.  Welcome  a Ihore,  affiore. 

Fool.  What  Momfienr  Mujick  ? 

Stre.  My  fine  Fool. 

Boy.  Fellow  Cracl^y  why  what  a confort 
Are  we  now  blelt  withal  ? 

Fool.  Fooling  and  fidling. 

Nay  and  we  live  not  now  boys ; what  new  fongs,  Sirra  ? 

Stre.  A thoufand,  man,  athoufand. 

Fool.  Itching  Airs 
Alluding  to  the  old  Iport. 

Stre.  Ofallllzes. 

Fool.  Andhowdoesfmall  Tym  Treble  here ; the  heart  on’t? 

2 Boy.  To  do  you  fervice. 

Foot.  O Tym  the  times,  the  times  Tym. 

Stre.  How  does  the  General, 

And  ne.xt  what  money’s  Itirring? 

Chi.  For  the  General 
He’s  here,  but  fuch  a General ! 

The  time’s  chang’d,  Stremon, 

He  was  the  liberal  Genera),  and  the  loving. 

The  feeder  of  a Souldier,  and  the  Father, 

But  now  become  the  ftupid’ll. 

Stre.  Why,  what  ails  he? 

Chi.  Nay,  if  a Horfe  knew,  and  his  head’s  big  enough, 
Tie  hang  for’t-,  d id’ll  thou  ever  fee  a Dog 
Run  mad  o’th’  tooth  ache,  fuch  another  toy 
Is  he  now,  fo  he  glotes  and  grins,  and  bites. 

Fool.  Why  hang  him  quickly, 

And  then  he  cannot  hurt  folks. 

Chi.  One  hour  raving, 

Another  finiling,  not  a word  the  third  hour, 

I tell  thee  Stremon  h’as  a llirring  foul. 

What  ever  it  attempts  or  labours  at 
Would  wear  out  twenty  bodies  in  another. 


Fool.  I’le  keep  it  out  of  me,  for  mine’s  but  Buckram, 

He  would  bownce  that  out  in  two  hours. 

Chi.  Then  he  talks 

The  Itrangell  and  the  maddeftllulf  from  rcafon. 

Or  any  thing  ye  offer  *,  Hand  thou  there, 

rie  Ihow  thee  how  he  is,  for  Pie  play  CMemnon 

The  Itrangell  General  that  ere  thou  hcardfl.  of,  Stremotl. 

Stre.  My  Lord. 

Chi.  Go  prclcntly  and  find  me 
A black  Hoi  le  with  a blew  tail ; bid  the  blank  Cornet 
Charge  through  the  Sea,  and  fink  the  Navy  : foftly, 

Our  fouls  are  things  not  to  be  waken’d  in  us 
With  larums,  ana  loud  bawlings,  for  in  Elydunt 
Stilnefsand  quietnefs,  and  fweetnefs,  Sirra, 

I will  have,  for  it  much  concerns  mine  honour. 

Such  a ftrong  reputation  for  my  welcome 
As  all  the  world  Ihall  fay : for  in  the  forefront 
So  many  on  white  Unicorns,  next  them 
My  Gentlemen,  my  Cavaliers  and  Captains, 

Ten  deep  and  trapt  with  Tenter-hooks  to  take  hold 
Of  all  occafions : for  Friday  cannot  fiffi  out 
The  end  I aim  at  j te\\  ms  q{  Diode s. 

And  what  he  dares  do  ? dare  he  meet  me  naked  ? 

Thunder  in  this  hand  ? in  his  left Fool 

Fool.  Yes,  Sir. 

Chi.  Fool,  I would  have  thee  fly  i’th’  Air,  fly  fwiftly 
To  that  place  where  the  Sun  fets,  there  deliver. 

Fool.  Deliver?  what,  Sir? 

Chi.  This  Sir,  this  ye  Have,  Sir,  \_^All laugh. 

Death  ye  rude  Rogues,  yeScarabe’s. 

Fool.  Hold  for  Heav’ns  fake,Lieutenant,fweet  Lieutenant. 
Chi.  I have  done,  Sir. 

Boy.  You  have  wrung  his  neck  offi 
Chi.  No  Boy,  ’tis  the  nature 
Of  this  Itrarige  pallion  when’t  hits  to  hale  people 
Along  by  th'hair,  to  kick  ’em,  break  their  heads. 

Fool.  Do  ye  call  this  Ading,  was  your  part  to  beat  me  ? 
Chi.  Yes,  I mull  ad  all  that  he  does. 

Fool.  Plague  ad  ye, 
rie  ad  no  more. 

Stre.  ’Tis  but  tb  ffiew  man. 

Fool.  Thenrhan 

He  Ihould  have  ffiew’d  it  only,  and  not  done  it, 

I am  fure  he  beat  me  beyond  Adion, 

Gouts  0*  your  heavy  fill. 

Chi.  Tie  have  thee  to  him. 

Thou  hall  a fine  wit,  fine  fool,  and  canfl  play  rarely. 

He’l  hug  thee.  Boy,  and  ftroke  thee. 

Fool.  Tie  to  the  Rocks  firfl,  ' 

E’re  I be  ftrok’t  thus. 

Strem.  But  how  came  he,  Chilax  ? 

Chi.  I know  not  that. 

Strem.  Tie  to  him. 

Chi.  He  loves  thee  well. 

And  much  delights  to  hear  thee  fing  much  taken 
He  has  been  with  thy  battel  fongs. 

Stre.  IfMufick 

Can  find  his  madnefs ; I’le  fo  fiddle  him. 

That  out  it  ffiall  by  th’  ffioulders. 

Chi.  MyfineFidler, 

He’l  firk  you  and  ye  take  not  heed  too : Will  be  rare  fport 
To  fee  his  own  trade  triumph  over  him , 

His  Lute  lac’d  to  his  head,  for  creeping  hedges 
For  mony  there’s  none  llirring  *,  try  good  Stremon 
Now  what  your  filver  found  can  do  j our  voiced 
Are  but  vain  Echoes. 

Stre.  Something  Ihall  be  done 
Shall  make  hiraunderftandall  ^ let’s  toth’ Tavern, 

I have  fome  few  Crowns  left  yet : my  whiflle  wet  once 

Tie  pipe  him  fuch  a Paven 

Chi.  Hold  thy  head  up. 

Tie  cure  it  with  a quart  of  wine , come  Coxcomb, 

Come  Boy  take  heed  of  Napkins. 

Fool.  YouTdno  moreading? 

, , I i Chi. 
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C%.  No  more  Chicken. 

Foci.  Go  then.  [^E.xeuut  omnes. 

Enter  Siphax  at  one  door.  Mid  a gentleman  at  the  other. 

Si.  Gocl  Htve  you  Sir ; pray  how  might  I fee  the  Princefs? 
Gent.  Why  very  fitly,  Sir,  flie’s  even  now  ready 
To  walk  out  this  way  intoth’  Park  *,  ftand  there, 

Ye  cannot  mifs  her  fight,  Sir. 

Si.  1 much  thank  ye.  ££.v»r  Gentleman. 

£;/r<r  Calis,  Lucippe,  WCleanthe. 

Cd.  Let’s  have  a care,  for  Tie  allure  ye  Wenches 
I wou’d  not  meet  him  willingly  again  *, 

For  though  I do  not  fear  him,  yet  his  fadiion 
1 wou'd  not  be  acquainted  much  with. 

Qe.  Gentle  Lady, 

Yc  need  not  fear,  the  walks  are  view’d  and  empty. 

But  me  thinks.  Madam,  this  kind  heart  of  his— 

Lucif.  He’s  How  a coming. 

Si.  Keep  me  ye  blefl:  Angels, 

What  killing  power  is  this? 

Cal.  Why,  doll  thou  look  for’t  ? 

Doll  think  he  fpoke  in  earnell  ? 

Methinks,  Madam, 

A Gentleman  Ihould  keep  his  word  j and  to  a Lady, 

A Lady  of  your  excellencies. 

Cal.  Out  Fool! 

Send  me  his  heart?  what  Ihould  we  do  with’t?  dance  it? 
Luctf.  Dry  it  and  drink  it  for  the  Worms. 

C.il.  Who’s  that  ? 

What  man  Hands  there  ? 

Clean.  Where? 

Cal.  There. 

Ge.  A Gentleman, 

Which  I beleech  your  grace  to  honour  fo  much, 

As  know  him  for  your  fervants  Brother. 

Cal.  Siphax  ? 

Ge.  The  fame  an’t  pleafe  your  grace  what  does  he  here  ? 
Upon  what  bufinefs?  and  I ignorant 
Cal.  He’s  grown  a handfome  Gentleman : good  Siphax 
Y’are  welcome  from  the  Wars ; wou’d  ye  with  us.  Sir  ? 
Pray  fpeak  your  will : he  blulhes,  be  not  fearful!, 

I can  alTure  ye  for  your  Sifters  fake,  Sir, 

There’s  my  hand  on  it. 

Ge.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ? 

Cal.  Sure  thefe  Souldiers 
Are  all  grown  fenfelefs. 

Ge.  Do  ye  know  where  ye  are.  Sir? 

Cal.  Tongue-tyed, 

He  looks  not  well  too,  by  my  life,  I think 

Ge.  Speak  for  lhame  fpeak. 

Lucip.  A rnan  wou’d  fpeak 

Cal.  Thefe  Souldiers 

Are  all  dumb  Saints ; confider  and  take  time,  Sir, 

Let’s  forward  Wenches,  come,  his  Palat’s  down. 

Luc.  Dare  thefe  men  charge  i’th’  face  of  fire  and  bullets  ? 
And  hang  their  heads  down  at  a handlbme  Woman  ? 

Good  mailer  Mars,  that’s  a foul  fault.  Prin.  Lucippe. 

Cle.  Fyebealt, 

No  more  my  Brother. 

St.  Sifter,  honoured  Sifter. 

Cle.  Dilhonoured  fool. 

St.  1 do  confefs. 

Cle.  Fye  on  thee. 

St.  But  flay  till  I deliver. 

Ge.  La  me  go, 

I am  alham’d  to  own  thee. 

I St.  Fare  ye  well  then, 

I Ye  mult  ne’re  fee  me  more. 

' Ge.  Why  flay  dear 
My  anger’s  pall  I will  near  ye  fpeak. 

St.  O Siller ! 

Ge.  Out  with  it  Man. 

: St.  01  have  drunk  my  milchief. 


Ge.  Ha?  what.? 

Si.  My  deflriuftion. 

In  at  mine  eyes  I have  drunk  it  •,  O the  Princefs, 

The  rare  fweet  Princefs ! 

Cle.  How  fool?  the  rare  Princefs? 

Was  it  the  Princefs  that  thou  faid’ft  ?* 

Si.  The  Princefs. 

Cle.  Thou  doll  not  love  her  fure,  thou  darfl  not. 

Si.  Yes  by  Heaven. 

Cle.  Yes  by  Heaven?  I know  thou  darfl  not. 

The  Princefs  ? ’tis  thy  life  the  knowledge  of  it, 
Prefumption  that  will  draw  into  it  all  thy  kindred. 

And  leave  ’em  flaves  and  fuccourlefs  j the  Princefs  ? 

Why  Ihe’s  a facred  thing  to  fee  and  worlliip, 

Fixt  from  us  as  the  Sun  is,  high,  and  glorious. 

To  be  ador’d  not  doted  on  ^ defire  things  poflible, 

Thou  fool i 111  young  man,  nourilh  not  a hope 
Will  hale  thy  heart  out. 

Si.  ’Tis  my  deflinie. 

And  I know  both  difgrace  and  death  will  quit  it. 

If  it  be  known. 

Cle.  Purfue  it  not  then,  Siphax, 

Get  thee  good  wholefome  thoughts  may  nourifh  thee 
Go  home  and  pray.  * 

Si.  I cannot. 

Cle.  Sleep  then,  Siphax, 

And  dream  away  thy  doting. 

Si.  I mull  have  her. 

Or  you  no  more  your  Brother-,  work  Cleanthe, 

Work,  and  work  fpeedily,  or  I fhall  die  Wench. 

Qe.  Dye  then,  I dare  forget-,  farewel. 

Si.  Farewel  Sifter. 

Farewel  for  ever,  fee  me  buried. 

Qe.  Stay. 

Pray  flay .-  he’s  all  my  brothers : no  way  Siphax, 

No  other  Woman? 

Si.  None,  none,  Ihe  or  finking. 

Cle.  Go  and  hope  well,  my  life  Tie  venture  for  thee 
And  all  my  art,  a Woman  may  work  miracles  •, 

No  more,  pray  heartily  againfl  my  fortunes. 

For  much  I fear  a main  one. 

Si.  Ilhalldoit.  \Exennt. 


ABm  Tertitts*  Seen  a Prim  a. 

Enter  a Priefiejs  of  Venus  and  a Boy. 

Pn.Tnind  him  by  any  means  and  good  child  tell  him 
JT  He  has  forgot  his  old  friend,  give  him  th-is. 

And  fay  this  night  without  excufe  or  bufinefs, 

As  ever  he  may  find  a friend,  come  to  me, 

He  knows  the  way  and  how,  begon. 

Boy.  I gallop.  i^Exit  Boy. 

Enter  Cleanthe. 

Cle.  I have  been  looking  you. 

Prt.  T ha  idiit  Cleanthe, 

What  may  your  bufinefs  be  ? 

Cle.  O holy  Mother 

Such  bufinefs,  of  fuch  ftrangc  weight,  now  or  never. 

As  ye  have  loved  me,  as  ye  do  or  may  do. 

When  I fhall  find  a fit  time. 

Pri.  If  by  my  means 

Your  bufinefs  may  be  fitted  i ye  know  me. 

And  how  I am  tyed  unto  you ; be  bold  Daughter 
To  build  your  beft  hopes. 

Ge.  O but  ’tis  a ftrange  one. 

Stuck  with  as  many  dangers 

Pri.  There’s  the  working. 

Small  things  perform  themfelves  and  give  no  pleafures  -, 

Be  confident,  through  death  I’le  ferve. 

Clea.  Here.  Pri.  Fye  no  corruption. 

Cle.  Take  it  j ’tis  yours. 

Be 
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And  goodnefs  is  no  gall  to  th’  Confcicnce, 

I know  yc  have  ways  to  vent  it : ye  may  hold  it. 

Pr.  ril  keep  it  lor  yc-,  when? 

Cle.  To  morrow  morning 
I’ll  vifit  ye  again ; and  when  occahoii 
Odrrs  it  felf — • 

Pr.  Inftrud  me,  and  have  at  yc. 

Cle.  Farcwel  till  then  ; be  furc. 

Tri.  As  your  own  thoughts,  Lady. 

Cle.  ’Tis  a main  work,  and  full  of  fear.  \_Exit  Cle. 

T>ri.  Fools  only 

Make  their  eft'ecTs  feem  fearful,  farewell  daughter, 

' 'his  gold  was  well  got  for  my  old  tuff  Souldier, 

Now  1 fliall  be  his  fweet  again-,  what  bufinefs 
s this  Ihe  has  a foot  ? fome  lufty  lover 
kyond  her  line,  the  young  Wench  would  fain  piddle, 

A little  to  revive  her  mull:  be  thought  of, 

Tis  even  fo,  (he  mull  have  it  -,  but  how  by  my  means , 

A Devil,  can  flie  drive  it  ? I that  wait  ftill 
Before  the  Goddefs,  giving  Oracle, 

How  can  1 profit  her  ? ’tis  her  own  projefl. 

And  if  Die  call  it  falfc,  her  own  fault  be  it.  iExtt  Prieft. 

Enter  Polydore,  Eumenes,  Captains,  Stremon. 

Pol.  Why,  this  is  utter  madnefs. 

Earn.  Thus  it  is.  Sir. 

Pol.  Only  the  Princefs  fight  ? 

1 Cap.  All  we  can  judge  at. 

. Pol.  This  muff  be  lookt  to  timely. 

Eum.  Yes,  and  wifely. 

Pol.  He  does  not  offer  at  his  life  ? 

Earn.  Not  yet,  Sir, 

That  we  can  hear  of. 

Pol.  Noble  Gentlemen, 

Let  me  entreat  your  watches  over  him, 

Ye  cannot  do  a worthier  work. 

2 Cap.  We  came.  Sir, 

Provided  for  that  fervice, 

Pol.  Where  is  Chikix  ? 

Strem.  A little  bufie.  Sir. 

Pol.  Is  the  Fool  and  Boy  here  ? 

Strem.  They  are,  Sir. 

Enter  Memnon. 

Pol.  Let  ’em  be  fUIl  fo  -,  and  as  they  find  his  humours. 
Eitmen.  Now  ye  may  behold  him. 

Pol.  Stand  clofe,  and  make  no  noife ; 

By  his  eyes  now,  Gentlemen, 

1 guefs  him  full  of  anger. 

Eameiii  Be  not  feen  there. 

Mem.  The  hour’s  pafl;  long  ago,  he’s  falfe  and  fearful, 
Coward,  go  with  thy  Caitive  foul,  thou  Cur  Dog. 

Thou  cold  Clod,  wild  fire  warm  thee,  monftrous  fearful, 

1 know  the  Slave  fhakes  but  to  think  on’t. 

Pol.  Who’s  that  ? 

Eu,men.  I know  not.  Sir. 

Mem.  But  I fhall  catch  ye,  Rafcal, 

Your  mangy  Soul  is  not  immortal  here.  Sir, 

Ye  muft  dye,  and  we  muft  meet  -,  we  muff,  maggot. 

Be  fure  we  muft,  for  not  a Nook  of  Hell, 

Notthemoft  horrid  Pit  fhall  harbour  thee -, 

The  Devils  tail  fha’n’t  hide  thee,  but  I’ll  have  thee. 

And  how  I’ll  ufe  thee?  whips  and  firebrands; 

Tolling  thy  tail  againft  a flame  of  wild  fire,  ^ 

And  bailing  it  with  Brimftone,  fhall  be  nothing, 

: Nothing  at  all  I’ll  teach  ye  to  be  treacherous : 

Was  never  Slave  fo  fwing’d  fince  Hell  was  Hell 
As  I will  fwinge  thy  Slaves  Soul  and  be  fure  on’t. 

Pol.  Is  this  imagination,  or  fome  circumftance  ? 

For  ’tis  extream  ftrange. 

Eumen.  So  is  all  he  does.  Sir.  (Surgeon  ? 

Mem.  Till  then  I’ll  leave  ye-,  who’s  there?  where’s  the 
Demagoras  ? 


Dem.  My  Lord. 
eJ^lem.  Bring  the  Surgeon : 

And  wait  you  too. 

Eiiter  Surgeon. 

Pol.  What  wou’d  he  with  a Surgeon  ? 

Eum.  Things  muftring  in  his  head : pray  mark. 

Mem.  Come  hither. 

Have  you  brought  your  Inflruments-^* 

Sur.  They  arc  within.  Sir. 

Mem.  Put  to  the  doors  a while  there  -,  ye  can  incife 
To  a hairs  breadth  without  defacing. 

Sur.  Yes  Sir. 

Mem.  And  take  out  fairly  from  the  flcfh. 

Sur.  The  leaft  thing. 

eJMem.  Well  come  hither ; take  off  my  doublet. 

For  look  ye  Surgeon,  I muft  have  yc  cut 
My  Heart  out  here,  and  handfomly;  Nay,  flare  not, 

Nor  do  not  ftart  I’ll  cut  your  throat  elfcj  Surgeon, 

Come  fwear  to  do  it. 

Sur.  Good  Sir 

Mem.  Sirrah,  hold  him. 

I’ll  have  but  one  blow  at  his  head. 

Sur.  I’ll  do  it. 

Why  what  fhould  we  do  living  after  you,  Sir? 

We’ll  dye  before  if  ye  pleafe. 

Mem.  No,  no. 

Sur.  Living  ? hang  living. 

Is  there  ne’r  a Cat  hole  where  I may  creep  through  ? 

Would  I were  in  the  Indies.  {^tAfide. 

<tMem.  Swear  then,  and  after  my  death  prefently 
To  kill  your  felves  and  follow,  as,ye  are  honeft. 

As  ye  have  faiths,  and  loves  to  me. 

J)em.  We’ll  do  it. 

Sum.  Pray  do  not  ftir  yet,  we  are  near  enough 
To  run  between  all  dangers. 

Mem.  Here  I am.  Sir  j 

Comcj  look  upon  me,  view  the  beft  way  boldly. 

Fear  nothing,  but  cut  home  j if  your  hand  fhake.  Sirrah, 

Or  any  way  deface  my  heart  i’th’  cutting. 

Make  the  leaft  fcratch  upon  it  but  draw  it  whole. 

Excellent  fair,  fhewing  at  all  points.  Surgeon, 

The  Honour  and  the  Valour  of  the  Owner, 

Mixt  with  the  moft  immaculate  love  I fend  it, 

Look  to’t.  I’ll  flice  thee  to  the  Soul. 

Sur.  Ne’r  fear.  Sir, 

I’ll  do  it  daintily  would  I were  out  once. 

Mem.  I will  not  have  ye  fmile.  Sirrah,  when  ye  do  it. 

As  though  ye  cut  a Ladies  Corn  ’tis  feurvy : 

Do  me  it  as  thou  doft  thy  Prayers,  ferioufly. 

Sur.  I’ll  do  it  in  a dump.  Sir, 

Mem.  In  a Dog,  Sir, 

I’ll  have  no  dumps,  nor  dumplins ; fetch  your  tools, 

And  then  I’ll  tell  ye  more. 

Sur.  If  I return 

To  hear  more.  I’ll  be  hang’d  for’t. 
eJMem.  Quick,  quick, 

Vem.  Yes  Sir, 

With  all  the  heels  we  have.  {JExsunt  Surgeon,  Demagoras. 
Eumen.  Yet  Hand. 

Pol.  He’l  do  it. 

Eum.  He  cannot,  and  we  here. 

Mem.  Why  when  ye  Rafcals, 

Ye  dull  Slaves : will  ye  come.  Sir  ? Surgeon,  fyringe, 
Dog-leach,  fhall  I come  fetch  ye  ? 

Pol.  Now  I’ll  to  him, 

God  fave  ye  honour’d  Brother. 

eJMem.  My  dear  Polydore, 

Welcome  from  travel,  welcome  •,  and  how  do  ye  ? 

Pol.  Well  Sir,  would  you  were  fo. 

Mem.  I am,  I thank  ye. 

You  are  a better’d  man  much,  I the  fame  ftill, 

An  old  rude  Souldier,  Sir. 

1 i a Pol, 
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'Pol  Pray  be  plain.  Brother , 

And  tell  me  bur  the  meaning  of  this  Vifion ; 

For  to  me  it  appears  no  mote : fo  far 
From  common  Courfe  and  Rcafon. 

Mem.  Thank  thee,  Fortune, 

At  lengtli  I have  found  the  man ; the  man  mun;  do  it. 

The  man  in  honour  bound. 

Pd.  To  do  what'’ 

.Mem.  Hark,  for  I will  blefs  ye  with  the  circumftance 
Of  that  weak  fhadow  that  appear’d. 

Ffll.  Speak  on,  Sir.  [IValkj  with  him. 

.Mem.  It  is  no  Story  for  all  ears. 

Pol.  The  Princefs  ? \JVhifpers. 

Mem.  Peace  and  hear  all. 

Tol.  How  ? 

Lum.  Sure  ’tis  dangerous 
Heflarts  fo  at  it. 

Pol.  Your  heart  ? do  you  know,  Sir? 

Mem.  Yes,  Pray  thee  be  fofter. 

Pol.  Me  to  do  it? 

Mem.  Only  referv’d,  and  dedicated. 

Pol.  ForlTiamc,  Brother, 

Know  what  ye  arc,  a man. 

Mem.  None  of  your  .Athens, 

Good  fweetSir,  noPhilofophy,  thou  feel’ll:  not 
The  honourable  end,  fool. 

Pol.  I am  furc  I feel 

The  lhame  and  fcorn  that  follows  \ have  ye  ferv’d  thus  long 
The  glory  of  your  Country,  in  your  Conquefts? 

The  envy  of  your  Neighbours,  in  your  Vertues? 

Rul’d  Armies  of  your  own,  given  Laws  to  Nations, 
Bclov’d  and  fear’d  as  far  as  Fame  has  travell’d, 

Call’d  the  moll:  fortunate  and  happy  Memnon, 

Tolofeall  here  at  home,  poorly  to  lofe  it? 

Poorly,  and  pettifhly,  ridiculoufly 

To  fling  away  your  fortune  ? where’s  your  Wifedom  ? 

Where’s  that  you  govern’d  others  by,  diferetion? 

Do’s  your  Rule  laftly  hold  upon  your  felf  ? fie  Brother, 
How  ye  are  fain?  Get  up  into  your  honour. 

The  top  branch  of  your  bravery,  and  from  thence. 

Look  and  behold  how  little  Memnonfeems  now. 

Mem.  Hum ! ’tis  well  fpoken^  but  doft  thou  think  young 
The  tongues  of  Angels  from  my  happinefs  (Scholar, 
Could  turn  the  end  I aim  at?  no,  they  cannot. 

This  is  no  Book-cafe,  Brother  ; will  ye  do  it  ? 
life  no  more  art,  I am  refolv’d. 

PmI.  Ye  may  Sir 

Command  me  to  do  any  thing  that’s  honefl:. 

And  for  your  noble  end  : but  this,  it  carries 

Mem.  Ye  fhall  not  be  fo  honour’d  ; live  an  Afs  ftill, 
And  learn  to  fpell  for  profit : go,  go  ftudy. 

Bum.  Ye  mull:  not  hold  him  up  fo,  he  is  loft  then. 

Mem.  Get  thee  to  School  again,  and  talk  of  turnips, 
And  find  the  natural  Caufc  out,  why  a Dog 
Turns  thrice  about  e’re  he  lyes  down;  there’s  Learning. 

Pol.  Come,  I will  doit  now,  ’tis  brave,  1 find  it. 

And  now  allow  the  reafon. 

Mem.  O do  you  fo,  Sir  ? 

Do  ye  find  it  currant  ? 

Pol.  Yes,  yes,  excellent. 
tPlPcm.  I told  yc. 

Pol.  I was  foolifh  ; I have  here  too 
The  rareft  way  to  find  the  truth  out^  hark  ye  ? 

Yc  fhall  be  rul’d  by  me. 

Mem.  It  will  be : but 

Pol.  [reach  it. 

If  the  worft  fall,  have  at  the  worft  ^ we’ll  both  go. 

But  two  days,  and  ’tis  thus;  ha? 
eJMem.  ’Twill  do  welifo. 

T*ol.  Then  is’t  not  excellent,  do  ye  conceive  it  ? 

Mem.  ’Twill  work  for  certain. 

Pol.  O ’twill  tickle  her. 

And  you  fhall  know  then  by  a line. 

Mem  I like  it. 


But  let  me  not  be  fool’d  again. 

Pol.  Doubt  nothing. 

You  do  me  wrong  then,  get  ye  in  there  private 
As  I have  taught  ye ; "Ba^a. 

i^em.  Work.  {Exit  Memnon. 

Pol.  I will  do. 

Burn.  Have  ye  found  the  caufe  ? 

Pol.  Yes,  and  the  ftrangeft,  Gentlemen, 

That  e’r  I heard  of,  anon  PH  tell  ye  .*  Stremon 
Be  you  ftill  near  him  to  affedt  his  fancy. 

And  keep  his  thoughts  off.-  let  the  Fool  and  Boy 
Stay  him,  they  may  do  fbme  pleafure  too : Bumenes 
What  if  he  had  a Wench,  a handlbme  Whore  brought. 
Rarely  dreft  up,  and  taught  to  ftate  it  ? 

Bum.  Well  Sir. 

Pol.  His  caufe  is  meerly  heat : ahd  made  believe 
It  were  the  Princefs  mad  for  him. 

Sum.  I think 
.’Twere  not  amifs. 

1 Grp,  And  let  him  kifs  her. 

Pol.  What  elfe?  (fome 

2 Cap.  I’ll  be  his  Bawd  an’tpleafeyou,young  and  whole- 
I can  aflure  ye  he  fhall  have. 

Bum.  Faith  let  him. 

Pol.  He  fhall,  I hope  ’twill  help  him,walk  a little 
I’ll  tell  you  how  his  cale  ftands,  and  my  projedt 
In  which  you  may  be  mourners,  but  by  all  means 
Stir  not  you  from  him,  Stremon. 

Strem.  On  our  lives.  Sir.  {Sxemt. 

Enter  Prieftefs,  and  Chilax. 

Pri.  O y’are  a precious  man  ? two  days  in  town 
And  never  fee  your  old  Friend  ? 

Chi.  Prithee  pardon  me. 

SPri.  And  in  my  Confcience  if  I had  not  fent. 

Chi.  No  more,  I would  ha’ come ; I muft. 

Pri.  I find  ye, 

God  a mercy  want,  ye  never  care  for  me 
But  when  your  Slops  arc  empty. 

Chi.  Ne’r  fear  that.  Wench  j 

Shall  find  good  currant  Coin  ftill  i Isthisthe  oldHoufe  ? 
Pri.  Have  ye  forgot  it  ? 

Chi.  And  the  door  ftill  ftanding 
That  goes  into  the  Temple  ? 

Pri.  Still. 

Chi.  The  Robes  too. 

That  I was  wont  to  fliift  in  here  ? 

Tri.  All  here  ftill.  (through  ? 

Chi.  O ye  tuff  Rogue , what  troubles  have  I trottec 
What  fears  and  frights  ? every  poor  Moufe  a Monfter 
That  I heard  ftir,  and  every  ftick  1 trod  on, 

A fharp  fting  to  my  Confcience. 

Pri.  ’Las  poor  Confcience. 

Chi.  And  all  to  liquor  thy  old  Boots,  Wench. 

Pri^  Out  Beaft : 

How  you  talk  ? 

Chi.  I am  old.  Wench, 

And  talking  to  an  old  man  is  like  a ftomacher. 

It  keeps  his  blood  warm. 

Pri.  But  pray  tell  me  ? 

Chi.  Any  thing. 

Pri.  V^here  did  the  Boy  meet  with  ye  ? at  a Wench  fure? 
At  one  end  of  a Wench,  a Cup  of  Wine,  fure  ? 

Chi.  Thou  know’ft  I am  too  honeft. 

'Pri.  That’s  your  fault. 

And  that  the  Surgeon  knows. 

Chi  Then  farewel, 

1 will  not  fail  yefoon. 

Pri.  Ye  fhall  ftay  Supper ; 

Ihavefworn  ye  fhall,  by  this  ye  fhall. 

Chi.  I will.  Wench  ; 

But  after  Supper  for  an  hour,  mybufincfs. 

Pri.  And  but  an  hour  ? 


Chi.  No 
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chi.  No  by  this  kifs,  that  ended 
I will  return  and  all  night  in  thine  Arms  wench.  (time 

Pr.  No  more.  Tie  take  your  meaning ; come  ’tis  Supper 

t E.veufit. 

Enter  Calis,  Cleanthe,  Lucippe. 

CtUs.  Thou  art  not  well. 

Clean.  Your  grace  lees  more  a great  deal 
Than  1 feel,  (yet  1 lye)  O Brother 
Cal.  Mark  her, 

Is  not  the  quicknefs  of  her  eye  confumed, wench  ? 

The  lively  red  and  white  ? 

Lneip.  Nay  Ihe  is  much  alter’d, 

That  on  my  underllanding,  all  her  fleepsLady 
Which  were  as  found  and  fweet 
Ce.  Pray  do  not  force  me, 

Good  Madam,  where  1 am  not,  to  be  ill. 

Conceit’s  a double  ficknefs  •,  on  my  faith  your  highnefs 
Is  meer  miftaken  in  me.  r .A  Dead  March  within 

Cal.  1 am  glad  on’t.  T and  Sagbntts 

Yet  this  I have  ever  noted  when  thou  waft  thus. 

It  rtill  forerun  fome  ftiange  event ; my  Sifter 
Died  when  thou  waft  thus  laft : hark  hark,  ho. 

What  mournfull  noife  is  this  comes  creeping  forward  ? 

Still  it  grows  nearer,  nearer,  do  ye  hear  it 

Enter  Polydor,  and  Captains,  Eumenes  mourning. 

Lucip.  It  feems  fome  Souldiers  funeral ; lee  it  enters. 

Cul.  What  may  it  mean? 

Pol.  The  Gods  keep  ye  fair  Calis. 

^ii/.This  man  can  fpeak,  and  well  he  {lands  and  views  us; 
Wou’d  I were  nc’r  worfe  look’t  upon : how  humbly 
His  eyes  are  caft  now  to  the  Earth ! pray  mark  him 
And  mark  how  rarely  he  has  rankt  his  troubles : 

See  now  he  weeps,  they  all  weep  a fweeter  forrow 
I never  look’t  upon,  nor  one  that  braver 
Became  his  grief)  your  will  with  us? 

?o/.  Great  Lady,  [.Plucks  out  the  Cup. 

Excellent  beauty. 

Cal.  He  {peaks  handfomely. 

What  a rare  rhetorician  his  grief  plaies  ! 

That  ftop  was  admirable. 

Pol.  Sec,  fee  thou  Princefs, 

Thou  great  commander  of  all  hearts. 

Cal.  I have  found  it. 

Oh  how  my  foul  (hakes ! 

Pol.  See,fee  the  noble  heart 
Ofhim  that  was  the  nobleft:  lee  and  glory 
(Like  the  proud  God  himfelf ) in  what  thou  haft  purchas’d, 
Behold  the  heart  of  Memnon : does  it  ftart  ye  ? 

Cal.  Good  gods,  what  has  his  wildnefs  done 
Pol.  Look  boldlie, 

You  boldlie  faid  you  durft,  look  wretched  woman. 

Nay  flie  not  back  fair  follie,  ’tis  too  late  now,  ■ 

V ertue  and  blooming  honour  bleed  to  death  here,  ' 

Take  it,  the  Legacic  of  Love  bequeath’d  ye, 

Of  cruel  Love  a cruel  Legacie  *, 

What  was  the  will  that  wrought  it  then  ? can  ye  weep  ? 
Imbalm  it  in  your  trueft  tears 
If  women  can  weep  a truth,  or  ever  Ibrrow  funk  yet 
Into  the  foul  of  your  lex,  for ’tis  a Jewel 
The  worlds  worth  cannot  weigh  down, 

Take  it  Lady  •,  And  with  it  all  (1  dare  not  curle^  my  forrows, 
And  may  they  turn  to  Serpents. 

Eumen.  How  {he  looks 
Still  upon  him ! fee  now  a tear  Heals  from  her. 
zCapt.  But  Hill  (he  keeps  her  eye  firm. 

Pol.  Next  read  this. 

But  fince  I fee  your  fpirit  fomewhat  troubled 
Tie  doe  it  for  ye. 

2 Capt.  Still  {he  eyes  him  mainlie. 

Coe  happy  heart  for  thou  (halt  lye 
Intomh  din  her  for  whom  I dye 
Example  of  her  cruelty. 

Tell  her  if  Jhc  chance  to  chide 
Aie  for  flownefs  in  her  pride 
That  it  was  for  her  I died. 

If  a tear  efcape  her  eye 
^'Tts  not  for  my  memory 
'But  thy  rights  of  obfeyiiy. 

The  Altar  was  my  loving  breajly 
Aly  heart  the  facrificed  beaft. 

And  1 was  my  felf  the  Priejl. 

Tour  body  was  the  facred  far  in  e. 

Tour  cruel  mind  the  power  divine 
Pleas'd  With  hearts  of  men,  not  kine, 

Eumen.  Now  it  pours  down. 

Pol.  1 like  it  rarelie:  Ladie. 

Eumen.  How  greedily  (he  fwallows  up  his  language  f 

2 Capt.  Her  eye  inhabits  on  him. 

Pol.  Cruel  Ladie, 

Great  as  your  beautie  fcornfull  •,  had  your  power 
But  equal  polfe  on  all  hearts,  all  hearts  perilh’t ) 

But  Qipid  has  more  (hafts  than  one,more  flames  toOj 
And  now  he  muft  be  open  ey’d,  ’tis  Juftice ; 

Live  to  injoy  your  longing  •,  live  and  laugh  at 
The  lodes  and  the  miferies  we  fuffer  *, 

Live  to  be  fpoken  when  your  crueltie 
Has  cut  off  all  the  vertue  from  this  Kingdom, 

Turn’d  honour  into  earth,  and  faithful  fervice. 

Cal.  I fwear  his  anger’s  excellent.  ' 

Pol.  Truth,  and  mod  tried  love 
Into  difdain  and  downfall. 

Calis.  Still  more  pleafing. 

Pol.  Live  tnen  I fay  famous  for  civil  (laughters. 

Live  and  lay  out  your  triumphs,  gild  your  glorieSj 
Live  and  be  (poken  this  is  ihe,  this  Ladie, 

This  goodly  Ladie,  yet  mod  killing  beautie  *, 

This  with  the  two  edg’d  eyes,  the  heart  for  hardnefs 
Outdoing  rocks  ; andcoldnefs,  rocks  of  Crydal.  , 

This  with  the  dwelling  foul,  more  coy  of  Courtlhip 
Than  the  proud  fea  is  when  the  fhores  embrace  him ) 

Live  till  the  mothers  find  ye , read  your  dory. 

And  fow  their  barren  curfes  on  your  beauty. 

Till  thofe  that  have  enjoy’d  their  loves  defpife  ye. 

Till  Virgins  pray  againd  ye,  old  age  find  ye. 

And  even  as  waded  coals  glow  in  their  dying. 

So  may  the  Gods  reward  ye  in  your  allies : 

But  y’are  the  Sider  of  my  King  •,  more  prophecies 
Elfe  I (hould  utter  of  ye,  true  loves  and  loyal 
Blefs  themfelves  ever  from  ye : fo  I leave  ye. 

Cal.  Prethee  be  angry  dill  young  man : good  fair  Sir 
Chide  me  again,  what  wou’d  this  man  doe  pleas’d, 

That  in  his  palfion  can  bewitch  (buls  ? day. 

Eumen.  Upon  my  life  (he  loves  him. 

Calis.  Pray  day.  Pol.  No. 

Cal.  1 do  command  ye. 

Pol.  No,  ye  cannot  Ladie, 

I have  a fpell  againd:  ye.  Faith  and  Reafon, 

Ye  are  too  v/eak  to  reach  me ; I have  a heart  too,- 
But  not  for  hawks  meat  Ladie. 

Cal.  Even  for  Charity 

Leave  me  not  thus  afflidted : you  can  teach  me. 

Pol.  How  can  you  Preach  that  Charity  to  others 
That  in  your  own  foul  are  an  Atheid, 

Believing  neither  power  nor  fear  ? I trouble  ye. 

The  Gods  be  good  unto  ye. 

Cal.  Amen. 

Lucip.  Ladie.  [She  Swounds 

Cel.  O royal  Madam,  Gentlemen  for  heaven  fake,  r They 

Pol.  Give  her  fre(h  air, (he  comes  again  : away  firs^  come 
And  here  dand  clofe  till  we  perceive  the  working.  ^ back,. 

Eumen.  Ye  have  undone  all. 

Pol.  So  I fear. 

zCapt. 
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iCjp  S.ic  lo\cs  ye, 
fumcK.  And  then  all  hopes  lolt  this  way. 

'Po..  Peace  Ihc  riles. 

Oe.tn.  Now  for  my  purpofe  Fortune. 

CiLs.  Where's  the  Gentleman? 

Lucif.  Gone  Madam. 

C.tlis.  Whv  gone  ? 

Luctf.  H’asdilpatch’t  his  bufinefs. 

CiUs.  He  came  to  fpeak  with  me, 

He  did. 

Cuah.  He  did  not. 

Ctlts.  For  1 had  many  queftions. 

Liutp.  On  my  Faith  Madam,  he 
Talk’t  a great  while  to  ye. 

C.ilss.  Thou  conceiv’d:  not, 

He  talk’t  not  as  he  fliould  doe  ^ O my  heart 
Away  with  that  fad  fight  j didft  thou  e’re  love  me.^ 

Lucip.  Why  do  you  make  that  queftion  ? 

Colts.  If  thou  didft 

Run,  run  wench,  run ; nay  fee  how  thou  ftir’ft. 

Ltarip.  Whither  s' 

Colts.  If  ’twere  for  any  thing  to  pleafe  thy  felf 

Thou  woud’fl:  run  toth’  devil : but  I am  grown 

Clean.  Fie  Lady. 

Cal.  I ask  none  of  your  fortunes,  nor  your  loves, 

None  of  your  bent  defires  I flack,  ye  are  not 

In  love  with  all  men,  are  ye  ? one  for  lhame 

You  will  leave  your  honour’d  miftris  ? why  do  ye  flare  Ib  ? 

Vc  hat  is  that  ye  lee  about  me , tell  me  s' 

Lord  what  am  I become  ? 1 am  not  wilde  fure, 

Heaven  keep  that  from  me  : O Cleanthe  help  me, 

O.  I am  funk  to  death.  (gainfl  ye, 

Cie.  Ye  have  offended  and  mightily,  love  is  incenfl  a- 
And  therefore  take  my  Counfel,  to  the  Temple, 

For  that’s  the  fpeedieflphyfick:  before  the  Goddefs 
Give  your  repentant  prayers ; ask  her  will. 

And  from  the  Oracle  attend  your  fentence. 

She  is  milde  and  mercifull. 

Calls.  I will  ; O yenus 
Even  as  thou  lov’fl  thy  felf ! 

Clean.  Now  for  my  fortune.  {Sxemt  Cal.  and  women. 
Pol.  What  fhall  1 doe 
I Caps.  Why  make  your  felf, 

Pol.  I dare  not, 

No  Gentlemen,  1 dare  not  be  a villain, 

Though  her  bright  beauty  would  entice  an  Angel. 

1 will  toth’  Ring  my  lafl  hope ; get  him  a woman 
As  we  before  concluded : andasyepafs 
Give  out  the  Spartans  are  in  arms ; and  terrible  ^ 

And  let  fomc  letters  to  that  end  be  feign’d  too 
And  fent  to  you,  fome  Ports  too,to  the  General  *, 

And  let  me  work  : be  ne’re  him  flill. 

Ettmen.  We  will  Sir. 

Pol.  FareweT.  and  pray  for  all:  what  e’re  I will  ye 
Doe  it,  and  hope  a fair  end. 

Eumen.  The  Godsfpecd  ye.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Stremon,  Fooly  P>oyy  and  Servants. 

Servants.  He  lies  quiet. 

Strem.  Let  him  lye,  and  as  I told  ye 
Make  ready  for  this  fhew ; h’as  divers  times 
Been  calling  upon  Orpheus  to  appear 
And  fhew  the  joyes : now  I will  be  that  Orpheus, 

And  as  I play  and  ling,  like  hearts  and  trees 
I wou’d  have  you  fhap’tand  enter;  thou  a Dog,fool, 

I have  fent  about  your  futes:  the  Boy  a bufii. 

An  Afs  you,  you  a Lion, 

Fool.  I a Dog  ? 

ric  fit  you  for  a Dog.  Bow  wow. 

Strem.  ’Tis  excellent. 

Steal  in  and  make  no  noTe. 

Fool.  Bow  wow. 

Strem.  Away  Rogue. 


Enter  Priefiefs,  and  Chilax. 

Priejl . Good  fweet  friend  be  not  long. 

Cn.  Thou  think’rt  each  hour  ten 
Till  I be  ferreting. 

Pric.  You  know  I love  ye. 

Osi-  1 will  not  be  above  an  hour , let  thy  robe  be  readie 
And  the  door  be  kept.  i Knock.  Cleanthe 

Prte.  Who  knocks  there  ? * kpocks  within. 

Yet  more  bulinefs  ? 

Enter  Cleanthe. 

Chi.  Have  ye  more  penfioners  ? the  Princefs  woman  ? 
Nay  then  Tie  ftay  a little,  what  game’s  a foot  now  s' 

Clean.  Now  is  the  time. 

Chi.  A rank  bawd  by  this  hand  too, 

She  grinds  o’  both  fides  : hey  boyes.’ 

Priefi.  How,  your  Brother  Siphax  s' 

Loves  he  tlie  Princefs  ? 

Qe.  Deadlic,  and  you  know 
He  is  a Gentleman  dertended  noblie. 

Chi.  But  a rank  knave  as  ever  pift. 

Cle.  Hold  Mother, 

Here’s  more  gold  and  fome  jewells. 

Chi.  Here’s  no  villany, 

I am  glad  I came  toth’  hearing. 

Priefi.  Alas  Daughter, 

What  would  ye  have  me  doe  ? 

Cht.  Hold  off  ye  old  whore  *, 

There’s  more  gold  coming  •,  all’s  mine,  all. 

Cle.  Do  ye  flirink  now. 

Did  ye  not  promile  faithfully,  and  told  me 
Through  any  danger 

Pri.  Any  I can  wade  through. 

Cle.  Ye  lhall  and  eafily,  the  fin  not  feen  neither, 

Here’s  for  a better  Hole  and  a new  vail  mother 
Come,  ye  lhall  be  my  friend. 

Chi.  If  all  hit,  hang  me. 

Tie  make  ye  richer  than  the  Goddds. 

Prt  Say  then, 

I am  yours,  what  mull  I doe  ? 

Cle.  I’th’  morning 
But  very  early,  will  the  Princefs  vifit 
The  Temple  of  the  Goddefs,  being  troubled 
With  rtrange  things  that  dirtrad  her : from  the  Oracle 
( Being  ftrongly  too  in  love)  fhe  will  demand 
The  Goddefs  pleafure,  and  a Man  to  cure  her. 

That  Oracle  you  give  : deferibe  my  Brother, 

You  know  him  perfectly. 

Pri.  I have  feen  him  often.  ( with 

Cle.  And  charge  her  take  the  next  man  lire  fliall  meet 
When  Ihe  comes  out ; you  underftand  me. 

Priefi.  Well. 

Cle.  Which  lhall  be  he  attending-,  this  is  all. 

And  eafily  without  fufpicion  ended. 

Nor  none  dare  dilbbey,  ’tis  Heaven  that  docs  it, 

And  who  dares  crofs  it  then,  or  once  fufped  it  ? 

The  venture  is  mort  eafie. 

Pri.  I will  doe  it. 

de.  As  ye  fhall  profper  ? 

Pri.  As  1 lhall  profper. 

Cle.  Take  this  too,  and  farewel  but  firrt  hark  hither. 

Chi.  What  a young  whore’s  this  to  betray  her  Mirtris  i 
A thoufand  Cuckolds  lhall  that  Husband  be. 

That  marries  thee,  thou  art  fo  mifehievous. 
rie  put  a fpoak  among  your  wheels. . 

Clean.  Be  conftant. 

Priefi.  ’Tis  done. 

Chi.  Tie  doe  no  more  at  drop  Ihot  then.  {Exit  Chilax. 

Pri.  Farewel  wench.  {Exeunt  Priefi  and C\Q^tithe. 


{E.veunt. 


A^its 




A^hs  Qnartus.  Sccna  Frima. 

Enter  a Serviutty  arid  Strcmon,  at  the  door. 
Servant. TJE  ftirs,  he  ftlrs. 

JLJ.  Strem.  Let  him,  I am  ready  for  him, 

. ; He  fliall  not  this  day  perilh,  if  his  paflions 
May  be  fed  with  Mufick  ^ are  they  ready  ? 

Enter  Memnon. 

Ser.  All,  all : fee  where  he  comes. 

Strem.  Tie  be  ftraight  for  him.  [_£xit  Stremon. 

Enter  Eumenes,  and  Captains. 

Ser.  How  fad  he  looks  and  fullcn  ! L 

Here  are  the  Captains : my  fear’s  pafl  now. 

Menu  Put  cafe  i’th’ other  world 
; She  do  not  love  me  neither  ? 1 am  old  ’tis  certain. 

■ : Etmen.  His  fpirit  is  a little  quieter. 

Mem.  My  blood  loft,  and  limbs  ftiff ; my  embraces 
Like  the  cold  ftubborn  bark,  hoarie,  and  heatlefs, 

My  words  worfe  : my  fame  only  and  atchievements 
Which  are  my  ftrength,  my  blood,  my  youth,  my  falhion, 
Muft  wooe  her,  win  her,  wed  her ; that’s  but  wind. 

And  women  are  not  brought  to  bed  with  fliadows : 

I do  her  wrong,  much  wrong ; (he  is  young  and  blefled, 
Sweet  as  the  fpring,  and  as  his  bloflbras  tender,  * 

And  I a nipping  North-wind,  my  head  hung 
With  hails,  and  froftie  Ificles : are  the  fouls  lo  too 
When  they  depart  hence,  lame  and  old,  and  lovelefs  ? 
Nofure,  ’tis  ever  youth  there;  Time  and  Death 
Follow  our  flelh  no  more : and  that  forc’d  opinion 
That  fpirits  have  no  fexes,  1 believe  not. 

Enter  Stremon,  like  Orpheus. 

There  muft  be  love,  there  is  love : what  art  thou  ? 

SONG. 

Stre.  Orpheus  I am  y come  from  the  deeps  belovoy 
To  thee  fona  man  the  plagues  of  love  to  pww  : 

To  the  fair  fields  where  loves  eternal  dwell 
There*  s that  comey  hutfirfi  they  pafs  through  hell : 
Hark^and  beware  unlefs  thou  haft  lov'd  every 
Belov' d againy  thou  fimlt  fee  thofe  joyes  never. 

Hat  khow  they  groan  that  dy'd  defpairingy 
O take  heed  then  : 

Hark,  how  they  howl  for  overdaringy 
(Mil  thefe  were  men. 

They  that  be  foolsy  and  dye  for  fame 
They  leje  their  name\ 

(Mnd  they  that  bleed 
Hark,  how  they  fpeed. 

Now  in  cold  frofisy  now  fcorching  fires 
They  fity  and  curfe  their  lojt  defires : 

Nor  fihall  thefe  fouls  be  free  from  pains  and  fears, 

' Till  Women  waft  them  over  in  their  tears. 

Mem.  How  fhould  I know  my  paflage  is  deni’d  me  ? 

Or  which  of  all  the  Devils  dare  ? 

Eumen.  This  Song 
Was  rarely  form’d  to  fit  him. 

SONG. 

Orph.  Charon  O Charon, 

Thou  wafter  of  the  fouls  to  blifs  or  bane. 

Cha.  Who  calls  the  Ferry-man  of  Hell? 

Orph.  Come  near. 
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(Mud  fay  who  lives  in  joy,  and  who  tn  fear, 

Cha.  Tlsofc  that  dye  well.  Sternal  joy  fhallfolLw  , 

Thofe  that  dye  tU  , thetr  own  foul  fate  jhall  Jwallow. 

Orph.  Shall  thy  blackfFarkjhoje  gmlty  fpirits  flow 
That  kill  themfelvcs  for  love  f 
Cha.  0 noy  no, 

eJMy  cordage  cracks  when  f/ich great  fins  are  near. 

No  wind  blows  fair,  nor  1 my  jelf  can  ficar, 

Orph.  What  lovers  pafs  and  in  Elyz.ium  raign  ? 

Cha.  Thofe  Gentle  loves  that  are  belov'd  again. 

Orph.  This  Souldter  loves,  and  fain  wou'ddye  to  win. 

Shall  he  goc  on  ? 

Cha.  No  'tis  too  joul  a fin. 

He  muft  not  come  aboard : I dare  not  row. 

Storms  of  defpair , and  guilty  blood  will  blow. 

Orph.  Shall  time  releaf e him,  fay  ? 

Cha.  No  y no  y no  y no. 

Nor  time  nor  death  can  alter  us,  nor  prayer  j 
eJFfy  boat  is  defttnie,  and  who  then  dare 
But  thofe  appointed  come  aboard?  Live  ftill. 

And  love  by  reafon.  Mortal,  not  by  will. 

Orph.  And  when  thy  Mtftris  jhall  clofe  up  thine  eyes, 

Cha.  Then  come  aboard  and  pafs, 

Orph.  Till  when  be  wife. 

Cha.  Till  when  be  wife. 

Eumen.  How  ftill  he  fits : I hope  this  Song  has  fetled  him. 

1 Capt.  He  bites  his  lip,  and  rowles  his  fiery  eyes,  yet 

I fear  for  all  this 

2 (fapt.  Stremon  ftill  apply  to  him. 

Strem.  Give  me  more  room,  fweetly  ftrike,  divinely 
Such  ftrains  as  old  earth  moves  at. 

Orph.  The  power  1 have  over  both  beaft  and  plant. 

Thou  man  alone  feclft  miferable  want.  %JHnfi‘k, 

Strike  you  rare  Spirits  that  attend  my  will, 

And  lofe  your  favage  wildnefs  by  my  skill. 

Enter  a Mask  of  Beafts. 

This  Lion  was  a man  of  War  that  died. 

As  thou  wouldft  do,  to  gild  his  Ladies  pride : 

This  Dog  a fool  that  hung  himfelf  for  love : ' 

This  Ape  with  daily  hugging  of  a glove. 

Forgot  to  eat  and  died.  This  goodly  tree. 

An  uflier  that  ftill  grew  before  his  Ladie, 

Wither’d  at  root.  This,  for  he  could  not  wooe, 

A grumbling  Lawyer : this  pyed  Bird  a page. 

That  melted  out  becaufe  he  wanted  age. 

Still  thefe  lye  howling  on  the  Stygian  (hore, 

O love  no  more,  O love  no  more.  [,Exit  Memnon, 

Eumen.  He  fteals  off  filently,  as  though  he  would  fleep. 
No  more,  but  all  be  near  him,  feed  his  fancie 
Good  Stremon  ftill , this  may  lock  up  his  follie. 

Yet  Heaven  knows  I much  fear  him ; away  foftly. 

f Exeunt  Captains. 

Fool.  Did  I notdoemoft  doggedly? 

Strem.  Moft  rarelie. 

Fool.  He’s  a brave  man,  when  fhall  we  dog  again  ? 

Boy.  Unty  me  firft  for  Gods  fake,  ( iiony  Stremon 

Fool.  Help  the  Boy ; he’s  in  a wood  poor  child : good 
Let’s  have  a bear-baiting  •,  ye  ftiall  fee  me  play 
The  rareft  for  a fingle  Dog : at  head  all  •, 

And  if  I do  not  win  immortal  glorie. 

Play  Dog  play  Devil. 

Strem.  Peace  for  this  time. 

Fool.  Prethee 

Let’s  fing  him  a black  Santis,  then  let’s  all  howl 
In  our  own  beaftly  voices  *,  tree  keep  your  time, 

Untye there-,  bow,  wow,  wow. 

Strem.  Away  ye  Afle,  away. 

Fool.  Why  let  us  doe  fomething 
Tofatisfiethe  Gentleman,  he’s  mad-, 

A Gentleman-like  humour,  and  in  falhion, 

And  muft  have  men  as  mad  about  him. 

Strem.  Peace, 
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And  come  in  quicklie,  ’tis  ten  to  one  elle 

He’l  find  a ftatfto  beat  a dog  \ no  more  words, 

ric  get  ye  all  imployment ; fofr,  foft  in  all.  {Exenm. 

Ey.’ter  Chilax  Mid  Cloe. 

eiji.  When  camefl  thou  over  wendi  ? 

Co.  But  now  this  evening. 

And  have  been  ever  fince  looking  out  Siphax, 

I’th’  wars  he  would  have  lookt  me : fure  h’as  gotten 
Some  other  Miltris  ? 

Ob;.  A thouland,  wench,  athoufand. 

They  are  as  common  iKre  as  Caterpillers 
Among  the  corn,  they  cat  up  all  the  Souldiers, 

Oo.  Are  they  fo  hungry  ? yet  by  their  leave  Philax, 
rie  have  a fnatch  too. 

C:i.  Doll  thou  love  him  dill  wench  ? 

Co.  W’hy  (hould  1 not  ? he  had  my  Maiden-head 
And  all  my  youth. 

C:t.  Thou  art  come  the  happiefl: , 

In  the  mod  blelled  time,  fvveet  wench  the  fitted, 

If  thou  dard  make  thy  fortune : by  this  light,  Coe^ 

And  fo  rie  kifs  thee : and  if  thou  wilt  but  let  me, 

For  ’tis  well  worth  a kindnefs. 

Co.  What  Ihou’d  I let  ye  ? 

Chi.  Enjoy  thy  miniken. 

Oo.  Thou  art  dill  old  (philax. 

Cn.  Still  dill,  andever  lliallbe ; if,  1 fay,  (wench. 
Thou  wo’t  drike  the  droke:  I cannot  do  much  harm 
CLo.  Nor  much  good. 

Chi.  Siphax  Ihall  be  thy  Husband, 

Thy  very  Husband  woman,  thy  fool,  thy  Cuckold, 

Or  what  thou  wilt  make  him ; 1 am  over  joy’d, 

Ravidit,  dean  ravilht  with  this  fortune  j kifs  me, 

Or  I Iliall  lofe  my  felf, 

Clo.  My  Husband  faid  ye  ? 

Chi.  Said  1 ? and  will  fay,  Cloe : nay  and  do  it 
And  do  it  home  too Peg  thee  as  clofc  to  him 
As  birds  are  with  a pin  to  one  another  *, 

1 have  it,  I can  do  it : thou  wantd  clothes  too, 

And  hee’l  be  hang’d  unicfs  he  marry  thee 

E’re  he  maintain  thce;now  he  has  Ladies,  Courtiers 

More  than  his  back  can  bend  at , multitudes  *, 

We  are  taken  up  for  threfhers,  will  ye  bite  ? 

Oo.  Yes. 

(})i.  And  let  me 

Clo.  Yes  and  let  yc 

On.  What  ! 

Co.  Why  that  ye  wote  of. 

Cni.  I cannot  day,  take  your  indrudions 
And  fomething  toward  houdiold,  come,  what  ever 
I diall  advife  ye,  follow  it  exadllie. 

And  keep  your  times  1 point  ye  ; for  I’le  tell  ye 
\ drange  way  you  mud  wade  through. 

Qo.  Fear  not  me  Sir. 

Chi.  Come  then,and  let’s  difpatch  this  modicum, 

For  1 have  but  an  hour  to  day,  a fhort  one, 

Befidesmore  water  for  another  mill. 

An  old  weak  over-fhot  I mud  provide  for. 

There’s  an  old  Nunnerie  at  hand. 

['lo.  What’s  that  ? 

Chi.  A bawdic  houfe. 

Clo.  A pox  confumc  it, 

Chi.  If  the  dones  ’tis  built  on 
Were  but  as  brittle  as  the  flcfh  lives  in  it. 

Your  curfe  came  handfomlicTear  not,there’s  ladies, 

And  other  good  fad  people ; your  pinkt  Citizens 
Think  it  no  fhame  to  fhakc  a Iheet  there : Come  wench. 

L^^xemt. 

' Enter  Cleanthc  and  Siphax. 

■ Cean.  ASouldierand  fo  fcarfull  ? 

Siph  Can  ye  blame  me  ; 

; Wh<^n  fuch  a weight  lies  on  me? 

' ^iean.  Fye  upon  ye. 


1 tell  ye,  ye  fliall  have  her  : have  her  fafelie, 

And  for  your  wife  with  her  own  will. 

Siph.  Good  Sider 

Cc.  What  a didrudfull  man  are  you.^to  morrow. 

To  morrow  morning 

Siph.  Is  it  poflible  ? 

Can  there  be  fuch  a happinefs  ? 

Cean.  Why  hang  me 

If  then  ye  be  not  married  : if  to  morrow  night, 

Ye  doe  not 

Siph.  O dear  Sider 

Clean.  What  ye  wou’d  doe. 

What  ye  defire  to  doe ; lie  with  her  : Devil, 

What  a dull  man  are  you  > 

Siph.  Nay  I believe  now, 

And  fliall  flie  love  me  ? 

Qean.  As  her  life,  and  droke  ye. 

Siph.  O I will  be  her  Servant. 

Clean.  ’Tis  your  dutie. 

Siph.  And  flie  fliall  have  her  whole  will. 

Clean.  Yes  ’tis  reafon, 

She  is  a Princels,  and  by  that  rule  boundlefs. 

Si.  What  woud’you  be?  for  I wou’d  have  ye  Sider 
Chule  fome  great  place  about  us : as  her  woman 
Is  not  fo  fit. 

• C^ean.  No,  no,  I fliall  find  places. 

Siph.  And  yet  to  be  a Ladie  of  her  bed  chamber, 

I hold  not  fo  fit  neither. 

Some  great  title,  believe  it,  fliall  be  look’t  out. 

Clean.  Ye  may,  a Dutchefs 
Or  fuch  a toye,  a fmall  thing  pleafes  me  Sir. 

Sip.  What  you  will  Sider : if  a neighbour  Prince, 

When  we  (hall  come  toraign 

Clean.  We  fliall  think  on’t. 

Be  ready  at  the  time,  and  in  that  place  too, 

And  let  me  work  the  red,  within  this  half  hour 
The  Princefs  will  be  going,  ’tis  almod  morning. 

Away  and  mind  your  bufinefs. 

Siph.  Fortune  blcfs  us.  Z.  Exeunt. 

Enter  King.^  Polydor  and  Lords* 

Pol.  I do  befeech  your  grace  to  banifli  me. 

King.  Why  Gentleman,  is  flie  not  worthy  marriage  ? 

Pol.  Mod  worthy,Sir, where  worth  again  fliall  meet  h^ r. 
But  I like  thick  clouds  failing  flow  and  heavy. 

Although  by  her  drawn  higher,  yet  fliall  hide  her, 

I dare  not  be  a traitor  ^ and  ’tis  treafon. 

But  to  imagine  : as  you  love  your  honour 

King.  ’Tis  her  fird  maiden  doting,  and  if  crod, 

I know  it  kills  her. 

1 Lord.  How  knows  your  grace  flie  loves  him  ? 

King.  Her  woman  told  me  all  (befide  his  dory) 

Her  maid  Lneippey  on  what  reafon  coo. 

And  ’tis  beyond  all  but  enjoying. 

Idolydor.  Sir, 

Even  by  your  wifdom  \ by  that  great  diferetion 
Ye  owe  to  rule  and  order 

2 Lord.  This  man’s  mad  fure. 

To  plead  againd  his  fortune 

1 Lord.  And  the  King  too. 

Willing  to  have  it  fo? 

Pol.  By  thofe  dead  Princes 
From  whofe  delcents  ye  dand  a dar  admir’d  at, 

Lay  not  lb  bafe  a lay  upon  your  vertues  j 

Take  hced,for  honours  fake  take  heed : the  bramble 

No  wife  man  ever  planted  by  the  rofe. 

It  cankers  all  her  beauty  •,  nor  the  vine 
When  her  full  bluflies  court  the  fun,  dares  any 
Choke  up  with  wanton  Ivy : good  my  Lords, 

Who  builds  a monument,  the  Balls  Jafper, 

And  the  main  body  Brick  ? 

2 Lord.  Ye  wrong  your  worth, 

Yc  arc  a Gentleman  defeended  nobly. 

I Lord.  In  both  bloods  truly  noble.  / 
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AW.  Say  yc  were  not, 

My  will  can  nuke  yc  fo. 

Tol.  No,  never,  never-, 

’Tis  not  defeent,  nor  will  of  Princes  docs  it,< 

*Tis  Vertue  which  I want,  ’tis  Temperance, 

Man,  honeftman;  is’t  fit  your  Majcfly 
Sliould  call  my  driinkcnnefs,  my  raflinefs,  Brother  ? 

Or  fuch  a bleflW  Maid  my  breach  of  faith, 

(For  I am  molt  lafeivious)  and  fell  angers 
In  which  I am  alfo  milchievoiis,  her  Husband  ? 

0 Gods  preferve  her ! I am  wild  as  Winter, 

Ambitious  as  the  Devil : out  upon  me, 

1 hate  my  felf,  Sir,  if  ye  dare  bellow  her 
Upon  a SubjecH;,  yc  have  one  deferves  her. 

Ktng.  But  him  file  does  not  love : I know  your  meaning. 
This  young  mans  love  unto  his  noble  Brother 
Appears  a mirrour ; what  mud  now  be  done  Lords  ? 

For  1 am  gravel’d,  if  llic  have  not  him. 

She  dies  for  certain,  if  his  Brother  mifs  her, 

Farew-el  to  him,  and  all  oui  honours. 

I Lord.  He  is  dead.  Sir, 

Your  Grace  has  heard  of  that,  and  ftrangely. 


King.  No,  ^ X 

I can  alTure  you  no,  there  was  a trick  in’t, 

Read  that,  and  then  know  all  *,  what  ails  the  Gentleman? 
Hold  him  *,  how  do  ye  Sir  ? FPolydor  is /ickjo'th^  fudden. 

Pol.  Sick  o’th’ fudden, 

Extreamly  ill,  wondrous  ill. 

King.  Where  did  it  take  ye  ? 

Pol.  Here  in  my  head,  Sir, and  my  heart,  for  Heaven  fake. 

King.  Condud  him  to  his  Chamber  prefently, 

And  bid  my  Doiftors 

Pol.  No,  I lhall  be  well,  Sir, 

I do  befcech  your  Grace,  even  for  the  Gods  fake 
Remember  my  poor  Brother,  I lhall  pray  then. 

King.  Away,  he  grows  more  weak  dill : I will  do  it. 

Or  Heaven  forget  me  ever.  Now  your  Counfels,  {JEx.  Pol. 
For  I am  at  my  wits  end  ^ what  with  you  Sir? 

Snter  Meffenger  with  a Letter. 

Mejf.  Letters  from  warlike  Pelim. 

King.  Yet  more  troubles? 

The  Spartans  are  in  Arms,  and  like  to  win  all : 

Supplies  are  lent  for,  and  the  General 

This  is  more  crofs  than  t’other  *,  come  let’s  to  him, 

For  he  mud  have  her,  ’tis  necedity, 

Or  we  mud  lofe  our  honours,  let’s  plead  all, 

For  more  than  all  is  needful,  Ihew  all  reafon 

If  love  can  hear  o’ that  fide,  if  Ihe  yield 

We  have  fought  bed,  and  won  the  nobled  field . ^Exeunt. 

Enter  Eumenes,  Captains^  Strerhon. 

I Cap.  I have  brought  the  wench,  a ludy  wench, 

And  foraewhat  like  the  Princefs.  * i 

Eumen.  ’Tis  the  better,  let’s  fee  her. 

And  go  you  in  and  tell  him,  that  her  Grace 
Is  come  to  vifit  him : how  deeps  he  Stremon  ? 

Stre.  He  cannot,  only  thinks,  and  calls  on  Polydor, 

Swears  he  will  not  be  fool’d  ; fometimes  he  rages. 

And  fometimes  fits  and  mufes.  [^Exit  Stremon. 


Enter  Whore,  and  Captain. 

£«>»(?.  He’s  pad  all  help  fure?  , . 

How  do  ye  like  her? 

2 Capt.  By  th’  mafs  a good  round  Virgin, 

And  at  fird  fight  refembling,die  is  well  cloath’d  too. 
i Emne.  But  is  die  found  ? 

, 2 Cap.  Of  wind  and  limb,  I warrant  her. 

' Eume.  You  are  indrufted  Lady? 

Who.  Yes,  and  know.  Sir, 

How  to  behave  my  felf,  ne’re  fear. 

Eume.  T*olybifiSj 
^here  did  he  get  this  Vermin? 

' I Capt.  Hang  him  Badger, 


There’s  nota  hole  free  from  him,  whores  and  whores  mates 
Do  all  pay  him  obedience. 

Eame.  Indeed  i'ch’  War, 

His  quarter  was  all  Whore,  U'horc  upon  Whore, 

And  lin’d  w’ith  Whore ; bclhrew  me  ’tis  a fair  Whore. 

1 Capt.  She  has  linockt  away  her  blood ; but  fair  or  foul 
Or  blind  or  lame,  that  can  but  lift  her  log  up, 

Comes  not  amifs  to  him,  he  rides  like  a night  Marc, 

All  Ages,  all  Religions. 

Eamc.  Can  ye  date  it  ? 

Who.  Tie  make  a Ihi ft. 

Fume.  He  mud  lie  with  ye.  Lady. 

Who.  Let  him,  ne’s  not  the  fird  man  I have  lain  with. 
Nor  diall  not  be  the  lad. 

Enter  Memnon. 

2 Capt.  He  comes,  no  more  words, 

She  has  her  lefTon  throughly  how  he  views  her  ? 

Eamen.  Go  forward  now,  fo,  bravely,  dand  1 
Mem.  Great  Lady, 

How  humbly  I am  bound 

Who.  You  fhall  not  kneel,  Sir, 

Come,  I have  done  you  wrong  ^ Hand  my  Souldier, 

And  thus  I make  amends ZKijfcs  him 

Eumen.  A Plague  confound  ye. 

Is  this  your  date  ? 

2 Capt.  ’Tis  well  enough.  . . 

Mem.  O Lady, 

Your  Royal  hand,  your  hand  my  deared  beauty 
Is  more  than  I mud  purchafe : here  divine  one, 

I dare  revenge  my  wrongs : ha  ? 

1 Capt.  A damn’d  foul  one. 

Eume.  TheLeesof  Baudyprewns:  mourning  Gloves 
All  fpoil’d  by  Heaven. 
eJMem.  Ha ! who  art  thou  ? 

2 Capt.  A fhame  on  ye, 

Ye  clawing  fcabby  Whore, 

^Jldem.  I fay,  who  art  thou  ? 

Eumen.  Why  ’tis  the  Princefs,  Sir. 
zJMem.  The  Devil,  Sir, 

’Tis  fome  Roguey  thing. 

Who.  If  this  abufe  be  love.  Sir, 

Or  I that  laid  afide  my  modedy 

€umen.  So  far  thou’t  never  find  it. 

<tJMem.  Do  not  weep, 

For  if  ye  be  the  Princefs,  I will  love  ye. 

Indeed  I will,  and  honour  ye,  fight  for  ye, 

Come,  wipe  your  eyes  ^ by  Heaven  die  dinks  *,  who  art  thou  ? 
Stinks  like  a poyfon’d  Rat  behind  a hanging  ? 

Woman,  who  art  ? like  a rotten  Cabbage. 

2 Capt.  Y’are  much  to  blame,  Sir,  ’tis  the  Princefs. 
ejdlem.  How.^ 

She  the  Princefs? 

Eumen.  And  the  loving  Princefs. 

I Capt.  Indeed  the  doating  Princefs. 

Mem.  Come  hither  once  more, 

The  P)- incefs  fmells  like  mornings  breath,  pure  Amber, 
Beyond  the  courted  Indies  in  her  fpices. 

Still  a dead  Rac  by  Heaven  •,  thou  a Princefs  ? 

Eumen.  What  a dull  Whore  is  this  ? 

Mem.  Tie  tell  ye  prefently. 

For  if  fhe  be  a Princefs,  as  die  may  be 

And  yet  dink  too.  and  d;  ongly,  1 fhall  find  her; ' 

Fetch  the  Numidian  Lyon  I brought  over, 

If  Ihc  be  rprung  from  the  Royal  blood,  the  Lyon, 

Hed  do  you  reverence,  elfe 

Who.  i befeechyourLordfhip 

Eumen,  He’l  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

Who.  1 am  no  Princefs,  Sir. 

Mem.  Who  brought  thee  hither? 

2C^pt.  Ifyeccnfefs,  we’ll  hang  ye. 

Who.  Good  my  Lord 

Mem.  \A  ho  art  thou  then  ? 

Who.  A poor  retaining  Whore,  Sir, 
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To  one  of  your  Lordlhips  Captains. 

.1  fern.  Alas  poor  W hore, 

Go,  be  a W’hore  ftill,  and  Itink  worfe:  Ha^bj^ba.  C^’-v.Cloe. 
What  fools  are  thefe,  and  Coxcombs } Memnon. 

Eumen.  I am  right  glad  yet. 

He  takes  it  with  fuch  lightnefs. 

1 Cjp.  Me  thinks  his  face  too 

Is  nor  fo  clouded  as  it  was ; how  he  looks  ? 

Eume.  W’hcTc’s  your  dead  Rat? 

2 Cip.  The  Devil  dine  upon  her 

Loins  *,  why  what  a Medicine  had  he  gotten 
Totiy  a Whore? 

S;/tcr  Stremon. 

Stre.  Here’s  one  from  Polydor  flays  to  fpcak  with  ye. 
Enmc.  With  whom  ? 

Stre.  With  all  ^ where  has  the  General  been  ? 

He’s  laughing  to  himfelf extreamly . 

Eumev.  Come, 

rie  tell  thee  how ; I am  glad  yet  he’s  fo  merry,  {Exetmt. 

Stre.  He  is  now  grown  wondrous  fad,  weeps  often  too, 
Talks  of  his  Brother  to  himfelf,  ftarts  ftrangely. 

Eumen.  Does  he  not  curfe  ? 

Strem.  No. 

Eumen.  Nor  break  out  in  fury. 

Offering  fome  new  attempt  ? 

Strem.  Neither^  to  th’ Temple 
Is  all  we  hear  of  now : what  there  he  will  do 
Eumen.  I hope  repent  hisfolly,  let’s  be  near  him. 

Strem.  Where  are  the  reft  ? 

Eumen.  About  a bufinefs  . 

Concerns  him  mainly,  if  Heav’n  cure  his  madnefs. 

He’s  made  for  ever,  Stremon. 

Strem.  Does  the  King  know  it  ? 

Eumen.  Yes,  and  much  troubled  with  it,  he’s  now  gone 
To  feek  his  Sifter  out. 

Strem.  Come  let’s  away  then.  {Exeunt  Eumen.Strera.Cal. 

Enter  Nuny  Jht  opens  the  (furtain  to  Calls. 

Calls  at  the  Oracle. 

Nun.  Peace  to  your  Prayers  Lady,  will  it  pleafe  ye 
To  pafs  on  to  the  Oracle  ? 

Cal.  Moft  humbly.  QChilax  and  Priefi.  in  the  Oracle. 

Chi.  Do  ye  hear  that  ? 

‘Priefi,  Yes,  lie  clofe. 

Chi.  A wildfire  take  ye, 

What  ihall  become  of  me  ? I Ihall  be  hang’d  now : 

Is  this  a time  to  ftiake  ? a halter  (hake  ye, 

Come  up  and  juggle,  come. 

Priefi.  I am  monftrous  fearful. 

Chi.  Up  ye  old  gaping  Oyfter,  upandanfwer; 

A mouldy  Mange  upon  your  chops,  ye  told  me 
I was  fafe  here  till  the  Bell  rung. 

Prtefi.  1 was  prevented. 

And  did  not  look  thefe  three  hours  for  the  Princefs. 

Chi.  Shall  we  be  taken  ? 

Priefi.  Speak  for  loves  fake,  Chilax  y 
i cannot,  nor  I dare  not. 

Chi.  rie  fpeak  Treafon,for  I had  as  licve  be  hang’d  for  that. 
Priefi.  Good  Chilax. 

Chi.  Muftitbefungorfaid?  what  lhall  I tell ’em .? 

They  are  here  j here  now  preparing. 

Priefi.  0 my  Confckncel 

Ob’.  Plague  0’  your  fpurgall’d  Confidence, does  it  tire  now  ? 
Now  when  it  Ihould  be  tuffeft  ? I could  make  thee 
Priefi.  Save  us,  we  are  both  undone  elfe. 

Chi.  'Down  ye  Dog  then. 

Be  quiet,  and  be  ftanch  to  no  inundations. 

Nun.  Here  kneel  again,  and  grant  your  wilhes. 

Calis.  0 Divine  Star  of  Heaven, 

Thou  in  power  above  the  feven  : 

Thou  fweet  kindler  of  defires. 

Till  they  grow  to  mutual  fires  .* 

ThoUy  0 gentle  Q^en,  that  art 
' Curer  of  each  wounded  heart : 

Thou  the  fuel,  and  the  fiatne , 

Thou  in  Heaven,  and  here  the  fame : 

Thou  the  wooer,  and  the  woo'd : 

Thou  the  hunger,  and  the  food : 

Thou  the  prayer,  and  the  pray'd,  * 

Thou  what  is,  orjhall  be  f aid: 

Thou  fiill  young,  and  golden  treffed. 

Make  me  by  thy  Anfwer  blejfed. 

Chi.  When? 

Priefi.  Now  fpeak  handfomly,  and  fmall  by  all  means, 

I have  told  ye  what.  {Thunder. 

Chi.  But  rie  tell  you  a new  tale. 

Now  for  my  Neck-verfe  j I have  heard  thy  prayers. 

And  mark  me  well. 

Muficki  Venus  defiends. 

Nun.  The  Goddefs  is  difpleafed  much. 

The 

ABhs  Quintus.  Scena  Frinta.. 

£;/ferChilax  aad  Priefiefs^  Calls,  Lady  and  Nun. 

■Cf».  T "T  THat  lights  are  thofe  that  enterthere,  ftill  nearer? 

W Plague  0’  your  rotten  itch, do  you  draw  me  hither 
Into  the  Temple  to  betray  me  ? w'as  there  no  place 
To  fatisfie  your  fin  in  ? Gods  forgive  me. 

Still  they  come  forward. 

Prteft.  Peace  ye  fool,  I have  found  it, 

’Tis  the  young  Princefs  Calls. 

Chi.  ’Tis  the  Devil, 

T 0 claw  us  for  our  catterwawling. 

Triefl.  Retire  foftly, 

I did  not  look  for  you  thefe  two  hours,  Lady, 

Beflirew  your  haft : that  way.  CT^Chilax. 

Chi.  That  goes  to  the  Altar  ? 

Ye  old  blind  Beafl. 

Friejl.  I know  not,  any  way ; 

Still  they  come  nearer, 
rie  in  to  th’  Oracle. 

Chi.  That’s  well  remembred  Tie  in  with  ye. 

Friefi.  Do.  {Exeunt  Priefi.  and  Chilax. 

Enter  QzYxs  andher  Train  with  lights j /inking: 
Lucippe,  Clcanthe.'" 

SONG. 

0 fair  fweet  Cjoddefs  Q^en  of  Loves ^ 

S^t  and  gentle y at  thy  'Doves y 
Humble  ey’dy  and  ever  ruing 
Thofe  poor  heart Sy  their  Loves  purfuing  : 

0 thou  Mother  of  delightSy 
Cr  owner  of  all  happy  night Sy 
Star  of  dear  content y and  pleafurcy 
Of  mutual  loves  the  endlefs  treafurcy 
Accept  this  facrifce  we  bringy 
Thou  continual  youth  and  Springy 
Grant  this  Lady  her  defireSy 
And  every  hour  we'll  crown  thy  fires. 

Enter  a Nun. 

Non,  Tou  about  her  all  retircy 

WhiUfl  the  Princefs  feeds  the  fircy 
When  your  Devotions  ended  be 
To  the  Oracle  I Will  attend  ye. 

{Exit  Nun  and  draws  the  Curtain  clofe  to  Calls. 

Enter  Stremon  and  Eumenes. 

Strem.  He  will  abroad, 

Eumen.  How  does  his  humour  hold  him  ? 

1 

The  ^Shdad  Lover. 


The  tt  mp!c  lhakes  and  totters  j Ihc  appears, 

Bow,  Lady,  bow. 

Venus.  PKr^e  me  the  Ttmple  ronnil^ 

j4mi  live  by  this  ex^tmple  henceforth  foHrid. 

I h^ve  fce»  thy  tear Sj 
Heard  thy  wifses,  and  thy  feat's’, 

Thy  holy  Incenfe  few  above, 

H-trl{  therefore  to  thy  doom  in  Love  \ 

Had  thy  heart  been  fofr  at  firf. 

Now  thou  hadf  allay'd  thy  thirf, 

Had  thy  flttbborn  will  but  bended,  '■ 

All  thy  forrows  here  had  ended ; 

Therefore  to  be  juf  in  Love, 

A fran^e  Fortune  thou  niuil  prove. 

And,  for  thou  hafi  been  fern  and  coy, 

A dead  Love  thou  [halt  enjoy. 

Cah  O gentle  goddefs! 

F'en.  Rife,  thy  doom  is  faid, 

And  fear  not,  I will  pleafe  thee  with  the  dead.  fVenus  afeends. 

Ibun.  Go  up  into  the  Temple  and  there  end 
Your  holy  Rites,  the  Goddefs  fmiles  upon  ye,  , . 

' IjSxeunt  C^l.  and'tbun. 

Enter  Chilax/«  his  Robe. 

Chi.  Til  no  more  Oracles,  nor  Miracles  , 

Nor  no  more  Church  work.  Til  be  drawn  and  hang’d  firlt. 
Am  not  I torn  a pieces  with  the  thunder  ? 

Death,  Icanfcarce  believe  I live  yet, 

It  gave  me  on  the  buttocks,  a cruel,  a huge  bang, 

I had  as  lieve  ha’  had ’em  Icratcht  with  Dog.  whips : 

Be  quiet  henceforth,  now  ye  feel  the  end  on’t, 

I would  advife  ye  my  old  friends,  the  good  Gentlewoman 
Is  ftruckendumb,  and  there  her  Grace  fits  mumping 
Like  an  old  Ape  eating  a Brawn  *,  fure  the  good  Goddefs 
Knew  my  intent  was  honeft,  to  fave  the  Princefs, 

And  how  we  young  men  are  entic’d  to  wickednels. 

By  thefe  lewd  Women , I had  paid  for’t  elfe  too. 

I am  monftrous  holy  now,  and  cruel  fearful, 

O ’twas  a plaguey  thump,  charg’d  with  a vengeance. 
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Chi.  Four  days  hence. 

Afcm.  Go  noble  Ghoft,  I will  attend. 

Chi.  I thank  ye. 

Stre.  Yc  have  fav’d  your  throat, and  haodfomly;  , 

Farewcl,  Sir.  . [_Exit  Chi-lax. 

Mem.  Sing  me  the  Batiks oL  ‘Fckfum, 

In  which  this  Worthy  dyed. 

Eum.  Thiswill  fpoilal),  and  make  him  woifc 
Thanc’r  he  was;  fit  down.  Sir, 

And  give  your  Idf  to  rclt. 

SONG. 

Arm,  arm,  arm,  arm',  the  Scouts  are  all  come  in. 

Keep  your  Thanks  cloje,  ana  now  your  honours  wtti. 

Behold  from  yonder  Hdl,  the  Foe  appears. 

Bows,  Bills,  G laves,  Arrows,  Shields,  and  Spears, 

Like  a.  dark^  Wood  he  comes,  or  tempeji  pouring  y 
O view  the  Wings  of  Horfe  the  Meadows  jeowring. 

The  vant  guard  marches  bravely,  hark.,  the  Drums dub. 

They  meet,  they  meet,  andnow  the  Battel  comes:  dub. 

See  how  the  eMrrows  fly, 

That  darken  all  the  Skye  ; 

Harkjoow  the  Trumpets  found, 

Harkjoow  the  Hills  rebound. Tara,  tara,  tar^. 

Hark,  how  the  Horjes  charge : in  Boys,  Boys  in tara,  tara. 

The  Battel  totters  *,  now  the  wounds  begin  y 
O how  they  cry, 

O how  they  dy  ! 

Room  for  the  valiant  Memnon  arrnd  with  thunder. 

See  how  he  breaks  the  Ranks  afunder : 

They  flye,  they  flye,  Eumenes  hat  the  Chace^ 

And  brave  Polybius  makes  good  his  place. 

To  the  Plains,  to  the  Woods, 

To  the  "Rocks,  to  the  Floods, 

They  flie  for  fuccour : Follow,  follow,  follow.  Hey,  hey. 
Hark,  how  the  Souldters  hollow 
Brave  Diodes  is  dead. 

And  all  his  Souldters  fled, 

T he  TattePs  won,  and  lofl, 

That  many  a life  hath  cofi. 


fwtfrSiphax,  walks  foftly  over  the  flage,  and  goes  in. 

Would  I were  well  at  home  ; the  bell  is,  ’tis  not  day : 
Who’s  that  ? ha  ? Siphax ! I’ll  be  with  you  anon,  Sir  •, 
Ye  fhall  be  oracled  I warrant  ye. 

And  thunder’d  too,  as  well  as  I •,  your  Lordfliip 


Enter  Memnon,  Eumenes,  Stremon,  and  two 
carrying  Torches. 

Mufl  needs  enjoy  the  Princefs,  yes:  ha’.'  Torches? 

And  (Jdfemnon  coming  this  way  ? he’s  Dog-mad, 

And  ten  to  one  appearing  thus  unto  him. 

He  worries  me,  I mull  go  by  him. 

Eum.  Sir  ? 

Mem.  Ask  me  no  further  queflionsy  what  art  thou? 
How  dofl  thou  flare  ? fland  off-,  nay  look  upon  me, 

I do  not  fliake,  nor  fear  thee {^Draws  his  Sword. 

Chi.  He  will  kill  me, 

This  is  for  Chnrch  work. 

Mem.  Why  dofl  thou  appear  now  ? 

Thou  wert  fairly  flain  : I know  thee,  Diodes, 

Ai:d  know  thine  envy  to  mine  honour : but 

Chi.  Stay  ^JMemnon, 

I am  a Spirit,  and  thou  canfl  not  hurt  me. 

Eum.  Thisis  the  voice  of  Chilax. 

Strem.  VVhat makes  him  thus? 

Chi.  ’Tis  true, that  I was  flain  in  field,  but  foully, 

By  multitudes,  not  manhood:  therefore  mark  me, 

1 do  appear  again  to  quit  mine  honour, 

And  on  thee  Angle. 

Mem.  I accept  the  challenge. 

Where  ? 

Chi  .On  the  Stygian  Banks. 

AFem.  When.? 


Mem.  Now  forward  to  the  Temple.  [^Exeunt. 

Enter  Chilax. 

Chi.  Are  ye  gone  ? 

How  have  I ’fcap’d  this  morning!  by  what  miracle! 

Sure  I am  ordain’d  for  fome  brave  end. 


Enter  Cloe. 

do.  How  is  it? 

Chi.  Come,  ’tis  as  well  as  can  be. 

Clo.  But  isitpoffible 
Thisfhould  be  true  you  tell  me  ? 

Chi.  ’Tis  mofl  certain. 

Clo.  Such  a grofs  Afs  to  love  the  Princefs  ? 

Chi.  Peace, 

Pull  your  Robe  clofe  about  ye:  you  are  perfect 
In  all  I taught  ye  ? 

Cle.  Sure. 

Chi.  Gods  give  thee  good  luck. 

’Tisflrange  my.Brains  fhould  flill  be  beating  Knavery 
For  all  thefe  dangers , but  they  are  needful  mifchiefs. 
And  fuch  are  Nuts  to  me  •,  and  I mufl  do  ’em. 

You  v^ill  remember  me 

Clo.  Bythiskifs,  Chilax, 

Chi.  No  more  of  that,  I fear  another  thunder. 

Clo.  We  are  not  i’th’ Temple,  man. 

Enter  Siphax. 


Chi.  Peace,  here  he  comes,  (and  Cloe. 

Now  to  our  bufinefs  handfomly  ■,  away  now.  Ex.  Chilax, 
Si.  ’T was  fure  the  Princefs,  for  he  kneel’d  unto  her, 
And  fhe  lookt  every  way  ; I hope  the  Oracle 
Has  made  rtie  happy  •,  me  I hope  Ihe  lookt  for, 

K k 2 Enter 
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2^2  T'he  (•A^dd  Lover, 


Enter  Clulax,  and  Cloc  .it  the  ether  door. 

Fortune,  I will  fo  honour  thee, Love,  fo  adore  thee. 

Si.e  is  here  again,  looks  round  about  her,  again  too, 

I Tisdojie,  1 know  ’tis  donc^  ’tis  CInlax  with  her, 

And  1 lhall  know  of  him  •,  wdio’s  that  ? 

Cin.  Speak  Ibftly, 

, The  Princefs  from  the  Oracle. 

Si.  She  views  me, 
i By  Heaven  Ibc  beckons  me, 

Chi.  Come  near,  flie  wou’d  have  ye. 

! Si.  O royal  Lady.  {^Ktjfes  her  hand. 

Chi.  She  wills  ye  read  that,  for  belike  (he’s  bound  tofi- 
For  fuch  a time  •,  (he  is  wondrous  gracious  to  yc.  (lence 
St.  Hcav’n  make  me  thankful. 

Chi.  She  would  have  ye  read  it.  reads. 

Si.  Sipha.v.,  the  will  of  Heaven  hath  call  me  on  thee 
To  be  thy  Wife,  w'hofe  Will  muft  be  obey’d : 
life  me  with  honour,  I (hall  love  thee  dearly, 

And-make  thee  underftand  thy  worths  hereafter^ 

Convey  me  to  a fecret  Ceremony, 

! That  both  our  hearts  and  loves  may  be  united. 

And  ufc  no  Language,  till  before  my  Brother 
We  both  appear,  where  I will  (hew  the  Oracle, 

! For  till  that  time  1 am  bound,  I mull  not  anfwer. 

Si.  O happy  I ! 

Chi.  Ye  are  a made  man. 

St.  But  Chilax, 

I Wherteareher  Women.? 

Chi.  None  but  your  Graces  Sifter, 

Becaufe  (he  would  have  it  private  to  the  World  yet. 

Knows  of  this  bufmefs. 

St.  I (hall  thank  thee,  {'hilax. 

Thou  art  a careful  man. 

Chi.  Your  Graces  Servant. 

Si.  I’ll  find  a fit  place  for  thee. 

Chi.  If  you  will  not. 

There’s  a good  Lady  will,  (he  points  ye  forward. 

Away  and  take  your  fortune-,  not  a word.  Sir.- 

So,  you  are  greas’d  I hope.  C^’?-'-Si.^«^^CIoe,  Chilax. 

, Stremon,  Foo/,  and  Boy. 

Chi.  Stremon,  Fool , Piens^ 

Where  have  you  left  your  Lord  ? 

Strem.  I’  th’  Temple,  Chilax. 

Chi.  U'hy  are  yc  from  him  .? 

Strem.  Why,  the  King  is  with  him, 

And  all  the  Lords. 

Chi.  Is  not  the  Princefs  there  too  ? 

Strem.  Ycs. 

! And  the  ((ranged  Coil  amongft  ’era  ; She  weeps  bitterly : 

, The  King  entreats,  and  frowns,  my  Lord  like  Autumn 
Drops  off  his  hopes  by  handfiills,  all  the  Temple 
, Sweats  with  this  Agony.  , 

Chi.  Where’s  young  l^olydore? 
i Strem.  Dead,  as  they  Paid,  o’th’didden. 

Chi.  Dead  ? 

I Strem.  For  certain. 

But  not  yet  known  abroad. 

, Chi.  There’s  a new  trouble, 

A brave  young  man  he  was ; but  wc  mud  all  dye. 

I Strem.  Did  not  the  General  meet  you  this  morning 
: Like  a tall  Stallion  Nun? 

Chi.  No  more  o’ that.  Boy. 

Strem.  You  had  been  ferretting. 

Cht.  That’s  all  one.  Fool ; 

My  .Maftcr  Fool  that  taught  my  wits  to  traffick. 

What  has  your  Wifedom  done?  how  have  you  profited? 
Out  with  your  Audit.-  come,  you  arc  not  empty. 

Put  out  mine  eye  with  twelve-pence?  do  you  (hakcr? 
What  think  you  of  this  (baking?  here’s  wit.  Coxcomb, 
Ha  Boys?  ha  my  fine  Rafcals,  here’s  a Ring,  om 

How  right  they  go  ! \a  Purfe. 

Fool.  O let  me  ring  the  fore  Bell. 


And  here  are  thumpers,  Chiqueens,  golden  rogues. 

Wit,  wit,  ye  Rafcals. 

Fool.  I have  a Stye  here,  ^hilax.' 

Chi.  1 have  no  Gold  to  cure  it,  not  a penny. 

Not  one  crofs,  Cavalier  j we  are  dull  Souldiers, 

Grofs  heavy-headed  fellows ; fight  for  Victuals? 

Fool.  Why,  ye  are  the  Spirits  of  the  time. 

Chi.  By  no  means. 

Fool.  The  valiant  firie. 

Chi.  Fie,  fie,  no. 

Fool.  Be-leemc,  Sir. 

Chi.  I wou’d  I cou’d,  Sir. 

Fool.  I willfatisfie  ye. 

Chi.  But  I will  not  content  you  -,  alas  poor  Boy, 

Thou  (hew’dan  honed:  Nature,  weepd  for  thy  Mader, 
There’s  a red  Rogue'to  buy  thee  Handkerchiefs. 

Fool.  He  was  an  honed  Gentleman,  I have  lod  too. 

Chi.  You  have  indeed  your  labour,  Fool  but  Stremott , 
Dod  thou  want  money  too  ? no  Vertue  living  ? 

No  (irking  out  at  fingers  ends  ? 

Strem.  Itfeemsfo. 

Chi.  Will  ye  allferveme? 

Strem.  Yes,  when  ye  are  Lord  General, 

For  lefs  I will  not  go. 

Chi.  There’s  Gold  for  thee  then, 

Thou  had  a Souldiers  mind.  Fool 

Fool.  Here,  your  fird  man. 

Chi.  I will  give  thee  for  tby  Wit,  for  ’tis  a fine  wit, 

A dainty  diving  Wit,  hold  up,  jud  nothing, 

Go  graze  i’  th’  Commons,  yet  I am  merciful ^ — 

There’s  fix-pence.-  buy  a Saucer,  deal  an  old  Gown, 

And  beg  i’th’  Temple  for  a Prophet,  come  away  Boys, 
Let’s  fee  how  things  are  carried,  Fool,  up  Sirrah, 

You  may  chance  get  a dinner:  Boy,  your  preferment 
I’ll  undertake,  for  your  brave  Maders  fake, 

You  (hall  not  peri(h. 

Fool.  Chilax. 

Chi.  Plcafe  me  well.  Fool. 

And  you  (hall  light  my  pipes : away  to  the  Temple, 

But  day,  the  King’s  here,  (port  upon  (port,  Boys. 

Enter  King.,  Lords,  Siphax  kneeling,  Cloe  with  a VaU. 

King.  What  would  you  have.  Captain  ? 

Speak  fuddenly,  for  I am  wondrous  bufie. 

Si.  A pardon,  Royal  Sir. 

King.  For  what? 

Si.  For  that 

Which  was  Heaven’s  Will,  (hould  not  be  mine  alone,  Sir; 
My  marrying  with  this  Lady. 

King.  It  needs  no  pardon. 

For  Marriage  is  no  Sin. 

Si.  Not  in  it  felf.  Sir ; 

But  in  prefuming  too  much : yet  Heaven  knows, 

So  does  the  Oracle  that  cad  it  on  me, 

And-^ the  Princefs,  royal  Sir. 

King.  What  Princefs  ? 

Si.  O be  not  angry  my  dread  King,  your  Sider. 

King.  My  Sider;  (he’s  i’th’ Temple,  Man. 

Si.  She  is  here,  Sir. 

Lord.  The  Captain’s  mad,  (he’s  kneeling  at  the  Altar. 
King.  I know  (he  is-,  with  all  my  heart  good  Captain, 

I do  forgive  ye  both .-  be  unvail’d.  Lady.  f^Pur;  ojfher  Fail. 
Will  ye  have  more  forgivenefs  ? the  man’s  ffantick, 

Come  Jet’s  go  bring  her  out:  God  give  ye  joy,  Sir. 

Si.  How,  Cloel  my  oldC/nf.?  Z^x.King,  Lords, 

do.  Even  the  fame,  Sir. 

Chi.  Gods  give  your  manhood  much  content. 

Strem.  The  Princcfs 

Looks  fomething  mudyfinceher  coming  over. 

Fool.  ’Twere  good  you’d  brulli  her  over. 

Si.  Fools  and  Fid  lers 
Make  fport  at  my  abule  too  ? 

Fool.  O ’tis  the  Nature  . | 

Of  us  Fools  to  make  bold  with  one  another, 

But  i 
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But  you  arc  wife,  brave  firs. 

Ch.  Cheer  up  your  Princefs, 

Believe  it  Sir,  the  King  will  not  be  angry. 

Or  fay  he  were why,  ’twas  the  Oracle. 

The  Oracle,  an’t  like  your  Grace,  the  Oracle. 

Strem.  And  who,  mofl:  mighty  Slph^x? 

S:ph.  With  mine  own  whore.  (Tcicncc, 

Coe.  With  whom  clfc  Ihould  ye  marry,  fpeak  your  con- 
Will  ye  tranfigrefs  the  law  of  Arms,  that  ever 
Rewards  the  Souldier  with  his  own  fins 
Siph.  Devils. 

Coe.  Ye  liad  my  maiden-head,  my  youth,  my  fwcetnefs. 

Is  it  not  juftice  then  ? Siph.  I fee  it  muil;  be, 

But  by  this  hand,  I’le  hang  a lock  upt  n thee. 
doe.  You  lhall  not  need,  my  hon*  IhalldoeiC 

Siph.  If  there  be  wars  in  all  the  

Cfcr  rie  with  ye, 

(For  you  know  1 have  been  a Souldier,. 

(Come,  curfeon;  when  I need  another  Oracle. 

Clw.  Sendfor-  me  Sipfiax.,  fie  fit  ye  with  a Princefs, 

And  lb  to  both  your  honours.  Fool.  And  your  graces. 

Stph.  The  Devil  grace  ye  all.  » < - * •' 

doe.  God  a mercy  Chilax. 

Chi.  Shall  we  laugh  half  att  hour  now  ? 

Strem.  No  the  King  comes, 

,And  all  the  train. 

Chi.  Away  then,  our  Aft’s  ended.  {_Exemt. 

Ftstev  Kingj  Calis,  Memnon,  twd  Cleanthe,  Loyds. 

King.  You  know  he  do’s  deferve  ye,  loves  ye  dearly,  ' 

You  know  what  bloody  violence  had  us’d  " 
Uponhimfelf,  but  that  his  Brother  croft  it,  ^ 

You  know  the  fame  thoughts  ftiil  inhabit  in  him 
And  covet  to  take  birth : Look  on  him  Lady, 

The  wars  have  not  fo  far  confum’d  him  yet, 

Cnlfi  age  dilabled  him,  or  ficknefs-fiink  him  - 
To  be  abhorr’d  : look  on  his  Honour  Sifter, 

That  bears  no  ftamp  of  time,  no  wrinkles  on  it. 

No  fad  demolifhment,  .nor  death  can-reach  it : 

Look  with  the  eyes  of  Heaven  that  nightly  waken. 

To  view  the  wonders  of  the  glorious  Maker, ' • 

And  not  the  weaknefs : look  with  your  vertuous  eyes. 

And  then  clad  royaltie  in  all  his  conquefts. 

His  matchlcfs  love  hung  with  a thoufand  merits, 

Eternal  youth  attending.  Fame  and  Fortmie, 

Time  and  Oblivion  vexing  at  his  vertues,  ^ 

He  lhall  appear  a miracle : look  on  our  dangers,/ 

Look  on  the  publick  ruin.  Calls.  Q,  dear  Brother^ 

Kttjg.  Fie,  let  us  not  like  proud  and  greedy  waters. 

Gain  to  give  off again : this  is  our  Sea, 

And  you  his  Cynthia.,  govern  him,  take  heed'. 

His  flouds  have  been  as  high,  and  full  as  any. 

And  glorioufly  now  is  got  up  to  the  girdle. 

The  Kingdomes  he  hath  purchas’d  *,  noble  Sifter,. 

Take  not  your  vertue  from  him,  O take  heed 
, We  ebbe  not  now  to  nothing,  take  heed  Calis. 

Calls.  The  will  of  Heaven  not  mine,  which  muft  not  alter, 
And  my  eternal  doom  for  ought  I know 
Is  fixt  upon  me  *,  alas,  I muft  love  nothing. 

Nothing  that  loves  again  muft  I be  bleftwith: 

The  gentle  Vine  climbs  up  the  Oke  and  dips  him, 

And  when  the  ftroke  comes,  yet  they  fall  together ; 

Death,  death  muft  I enjoy,  and  live  to  love  him, 

Dnoblc  Sir ! Mem.  Thofe  tears  are  fome  reward  yet. 
Pray  let  me  wed  your  forrows. 

Calls.  Take  ’em  Souldier, 

They  are  fruitfull  ones,  lay  but  a figh  upon  ’em. 

And  ftraight  they  will  conceive  to  infinites*, 

I told  ye  what  ye  would  find  ’em. 

Enter  Funeral,  Captains  following,  and  Eumenes. 

Kkg.  How'  now, what’s  this  ? more  drops  to  th’  Ocean  ? 
Whole  body’s  this  ? Earn.  The  noble  Polydor, 

This  fpeaks  his  death.  Mem.  My  Brother  dead  ? 


C.d:s.  O Goddefs ! 

0 cruel,  cruel  Fentu,  here’s  my  fortune. 

Kttig.  Read  Captain. 

A/fw.  Read  aloud;  farcwcl  my  follies. 

[[Eunicn.  reads  to  the  Excellent  Princefs  Calis. 
Earn.  Be,  wife,  as  youuic  beauteous,love  with  judgement. 
And  look  with  clear  ejeson  my  noble  P»rother, 

Value  defert  and  vertue,  they  are  Jewels, 

Fit  for  your  worth  and  wearing ; take  heed  Lady, 

The  Gods  reward  ingratitude  moft  grievous  *, 

Remember  me  no  more,  or  if  you  muft, 

Seek  me  in  noble  Memnons  love,  I dwell  there  : 

1 durft  not  live,  becaufe  1 durft  not  wrong  him, 

1 can  no  more,  make  me  eternal  happy 
Withjliooking  down  upon  your  loves.  Fareveel. 

fsJMem.  And  d id’ll:  thou  die  for  me  ? 

Kwg.  Excellent  vertue ! 

What  will  ye  now  doe? 

Calls.  Dwell  for  ever  here  Sir. 

Mem.  For  me  dear /’o/yfl'or  ? O worthy  young  man ! 

0 love,  love,  Jove,  love  above recom pence! 

Infinite  love,  infinite  honefty  1 
Good  Lady  leave,  you  muft  have  no  fliare  here. 

Take  home  your  forrows : here’s  enough  to  ftore  me, 

Brave  glorious  griefs .'  was  ever  fuch  a Brother? 

Turn  all  the  ftories  over  in  the  world  yet. 

And  fearch  through  all  the  memories  of  mankind, 

And  find  me  fuch  a friend  *,  h’as  out  done  ail, 

Outlbript’em  Iheerly,  all,  all,  thou  haft  Polydor, 

To  die  tor  me  *,  why,  as  I hope  for  happinefs, 

’T  was  one  of  the  rareft  thought  on  things, 

The  braveft,  and  carried- beyond  compals  of  our  aftions', 

1 wonder  how  he  hit  it,  a young  man  too, 

In  all  the  bloflbmes  of  his  youth  and  beautie, 

In  all  the  fulnefs  of  his  veins  and  wilhes 

Woo’d  by  that  Paradife,  that  would'catch  Heaven  ; 

It  ftarts  me  extreamly,  thou  bleft  Alhes, 

Thou  faithfull  monument,  where  love. and  friendlhip 
Shall  while  the  world  is,  work  new  miracles. 

Calls.  O / let  me  fpeak  too. 

Mem.  No  not  yet^  thou  man, 

(For  we  are  but  mans  fhadows, ) only  man, 

1 have  not  words  to  utter  him  j fpeak  Lady, 
rie  think  a while. 

Calis.  The  Goddefs  grants  me  this  yet, 

I ftiall  enjoy  the  dead : no  tomb  lhall  hold  thee 
But  thefe  two  arms,  no  Trickments  but  my  tears 
Over  thy  Hearfe,  my,  forrows  like  lad  arms 
Shall  hang  for  ever  : on  the  tuffeft  Marble 
Mine  eyes  lhall  weep  thee  out  an  Epitaph, 

Love  at  thy  feet  fliall  kneel,  his  fmart  bow  broken  *, 

Faith  at  thy  head,  youth  and  the  Graces  mourners  j 

0 fweet  young  man  ! 

King.  Now  I begin  to  melt  tooi 
Mem.  Have  ye  enough  yet  Lady  ? room  for  a gamefter. 

To  my  fond  Love,  and  all  tbofe  idle  fancies 
A long  farewel,  thou  diedft  for  me  dear  Polydor., 

To  give  me  peace,  thou  haft  eternal  glory, 

1 ftay  and  talk  here  *,  I will  kifs  thee  firft. 

And  now  Tie  follow  thee. 

Pol.  Hold,  for  Heavens  fake  / Mem. 

Does  he  live  ? 

Doftthou  deceive  me?  Pol.  Thus  far. 

Yet  for  your  good,  and  honour. 

King.  Now  dear  Sifter. 

Calls.  The  Oracle  is  ended,  noble  Sir, 

Difpofe  me  now  as  you  pleafe. 

Pol  You  are  mine  then? 

Calls.  With  all  the  joyes  that  may  be. 

Pol.  Your  confent  Sir  ? King.  Ye  have  it  freely. 

Pol.  Walk  along  with  me  then, 

^nd  as  you  love  me,  Jove  my  will.  Calls.  I will  fo. 

Pol.  Here  worthy  Brother,  take  this  vertuous  Princefs, 
Ye  have  deferv’d  her  nobly,  llie  will  love  ye. 

And 


C ‘Tolydor  rifes. 
Ha! 


The  Lover. 


And  when  my  life  (nail  bi  ingyc  peace,  as  fhe  docs. 
Command  ir,  ye  (hall  have  ir.  Mem.  Sir,  I thank  ye. 

A'lwj.  I never  found  fuch  goodnefs  in  fiich  ycai  s. 

Mem.  Thou  lhalt  not  over-doe  me,  though  1 die  for’t,  i 

0 how  I love  thy  goodnefs,  my  belt  Brother, 

You  have  given  me  here  a treafure  to  enrich  me, 

W'ould  make  the  worthiell  King  alive  a begger, 

What  may  1 give  you  back  again  ? 

Fol.  Your  love  Sir. 

A fern.  And  you  (hall  have  it,  even  my  dcarefl:  love, 

My  firll,  mynoblell:  love,  take  her  again.  Sir, 

She  is  yours,  your  honefty  has  over-runme, 

SI  e 'oves  ye,  lofe  her  not ; excellent  Princefs, 

Injoy  thy  wdlh,  and  now  get  Generals. 

Fol.  As  ye  love  heaven,  love  him,  flie  is  oniy  yours,  Sir. 
Mem.  As  ye  love  heaven,  love  him,  fhe  is  only  yours,Sir  •, 
My  Lord, the  King.  Fol.  He  will  undoe  himfdfSir, 

And  mull  without  her  perifli ; who  fliall  fight  then  ? 

Who  fhall  protcdl  your  Kingdom  ? 

ejlleni.  Give  me  hearing,  . . 

And  after  that,  belief,  were  fhe  my  foul 
( As  I do  love  her  equal  ) all  my  vidorics. 

And  all  the  living  names  lhave  gain’d  by  war,  i > , 

And  loving  him  that  good,  that  vertuous  good  man, 

That  only  worthy  of  the  name  of  Brother, 

1 would  refign  all  freely,  ’tis  all  love 
Tome,  all  marriage  rites,  the  joy  of  iffues 

To  know  him  fruitful!,  that  has  been  fo  faithful!.  (fler- 

Khig.  This  is  thenoblefb  differencejtake  your  choice  Si- 
Cdts.  I fee  they  are  fo  brave,  and  noble  both, 

I know  not  which  to  look  on.  Pol.  Chufe  dilcreetly. 

And  vertue  guide  ye,  there  all  the  world  in  one  man  , 
Stands  at  the  mark.  Mm.  There  all  mans  honeflie, 

The  fwcetnefs  of  all  youth Cal.  O God’s! 

eJAfem.  My  Armour, 

By  all  the  God’s  file’s  yoUrs  •,  my  Arms,  1 faj% 

And  1 bcfcech  your  Gi  ace,  give  me  imploj  ment. 

That  fliall  be  How  my  Miltrefs,  there  my  Couitfhip. 

King.  Ye  fhall  have  any  thing. 

CFJem.  Vertuous  Lady, 

Remember  me,  your  Servant  now.  Young  man, 

You  cannot  over-reach  me  in  your  goodnefs  *, 

0 love  1 how  fwcet  thou  look’ll  now  ? and  how  gentle  ? 

1 fhould  have  flubber’d  thee,  and  flain’d  thy  beauty  j 
Your  hand,  your  hand  Sir.^* 

King.  Take  her,  and  Heaven  blefs  her. 

^JMem.  So. 

Tol.  *Tis  your  will  Sir,  nothing  of  my  merit; 

And  as  your  royal  gift,  I take  this  blefling. 

(fal.  And  I from  heaven  this  gentleman : thanks  Goddefs. 
Mem.  So  ye  are  pleas’d  now  Lady  ? 

Calls.  Now  or  never. 

My  cold.ftiffe  carkafs  would  have  frozen  ye, 
Wars , wars. 

King.  Ye  fhall  have  wars. 

aMem.  My  next  brave  battel  _ . 

I dedicate  to  your  bright  honour.  Sifter, 

Give  me  a favour , that  the  world  may  know 
lam  your  Souldier. 

Calls.  This,  and  all  fair  Fortunes. 

Mem.  And  he  that  bears  this  from  me,muft  ftrike  boldly. 

^ fCleanthe  kneeling. 

Calis.  1 do  forgive  thee : be  honeft  •,  no  more  wench. 
Ki«^,,  Come  now  to  Revels,  this  bleft  day  fhall  prove 
The  happy  crown  of  noble  Faith  and  Love. 

[^E.veunt. 

• 

Prologue.  , , 

0 pleafe  alP s impojfib'.e,  and  to  defpair  -k 

1 F^ins  onr  [elves y and  damps  the  Writers  care : • 

Would  vee  knew  what  to  doe,  or  fayy  or  when 
To  find  the  mindes  here  equal  with  the  men : 

But  we  mufi  venture  y now  to  Sea  we  goey 
Faire  fortune  with  uSy  give  us  roomy  and  blow  y 
Remember  ye*re  all  venturers ; and  in  this  Play 
How  many  twelve-pencesye  have  ^ flowed  this  day : 

Remember  for  return  of  your  delight  y 

We  launch  y and  plough  through  jlormsof  fear^  and  fpight : 

Give  us  your  fore  winds  fairly  y fill  our  wingSy 

vHnd  jreer  us  right y and  as  the  Saylor  fingSy 

Loaden  with  Wealthy  on  wanton  feasy  fo  we 

Shall  make  our  home-bound-voyage  chear fully ; 

(Mnd  you  our  noble  Merchant Sy  for  your  treafure 
Share  equally  the  fr aught y we  run  for  pleafure. 

Epilogue. 

T "TEre  lyes  the  doubt  noWy  let  our  Plages  be  goody 
JLJ.  Our  own  care  failing  equall  in  this  Flood  j 
Our  preparations  neWy  mw  our  Attire y 
Tet  here  we  are  becalm’d  flilly  jlill  Pth*  mircy 
Here  we  ftick.^fafl  j Is  there  no  way  to  clear 
This  paffage  of  your  judgementy  and  our  feary 
No  mitigation  of  that  law  ? "Brave  friendsy 
fonfidrr  we  are  yourSy  made  for  your  endsy 
And  every  thing  preferves  it  felfy  each  will 
If  not  perverjcy  and  crooked  y utter  ft  ill 
The  beft  of  that  it  ventures  in:  have  care 
Sv'n  for  your  pleafures  fake,  of  what  we  are. 

And  do  not  ruine  ally  Ton  may  frown  ft  illy 
But  ^tis  the  nobler  wayy  to  check.,  tbe  will. 
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Perlbns  Reprefer 

Great  Duke  <?/Mo(covia, 

Archas,  the  Loyal Suhjeii^  General  of  theMokovites. 
Theodore,  Son  to  Archas  j valorouf^  but  impatient. 
Putskie  alias  Briskie,  a Captain.,  Brother  Archas. 
Alinda  alias  Archas,  Son  to  Archas. 

Burris,  an  honeji  Lord,  the  Dul^s  Favourite, 
Boroskie,  a malicious  Jeducing  Conncellor  to  the 
DuJ{e. 

Enffgn  to  Archas,  a fiout  merry  Sonldier, 

Souldiers, 

Gentlemen, 

ited  in  the  Play. 

Guard, 

Servants, 

WOMEN. 

Olympia,  Sijier  to  the  Duky. 

aught ers  f?/ Archas. 

to  Olympia. 

Bawd,  a Court  Lady. 

\ 

The  Scene  Mofcb. 

The  principal 

Richard  BnrbadgeA 
Henry  Condel.  1 

John  Lomn. 

" Richard  Sharpe. 

Aftors  were, 

r Nathanael  Fetid. 

1 John  Vnderwood. 
Nicholas  Toolie. 
William  Egleflone. 

ASitts  prinsHS.  Sconaprima, 

Enter  Theodor  and  Putskie. 

__  (her, 

'The.  Aptain,your  friend’s  prefer’d, the  Princcfs  has 

m ' Who,  lafliiremyfelf,  willulehernobly  j 

% i A pretty  fweet  one ’tis  indeed. 

^ Put.  Well  bred.  Sir, 

I do  deliver  that  upon  my  credit, 

And  of  an  honelt  Itock. 

The.  It  feems  fo.  Captain, 

And  no  doubt  will  do  well. 

Put.  Thanks  to  your  care,  Sir ; 

But  tell  me  Noble  Colonel,  why  this  habit 
Of  dilcontent  is  put  on  through  the  Army  ? 

And  why  your  valiant  Father,  our  great  General, 

The  hand  that  taught  to  ftrike,  the  Love  that  led  all  •, 

Why  he,  that  was  the  Father  of  the  War, 

He  that  begot,  and  bred  the  Souldier, 

•Why  he  fits  lhaking  of  his  Arms,  like  Autumn, 

1 1 

His  Colours  folded,  and  his  Drums  cas’d  up. 

The  tongue  of  War  for  ever  ty’d  within  us  ? 

The.  It  mufl:  be  fo : Captain  you  are  a ftranger. 

But  of  a fmall  time  here  a Souldier, 

Yet  that  time  fliews  ye  a right  good,  and  great  onej 
Elle  I could  tell  ye  hours  are  ftrangely  alter'd : 

The  young  Duke  has  too  many  eyes  upon  him, 

Too  many  fears  ’tis  thought  too,  and  to  nourilh  thole, 
Maintains  too  many  Inftruments. 

Put.  Turn  their  hearts, 

Or  turn  their  heels  up.  Heaven : ’Tis  llrange  it  flioiild  be ; 
The  old  Duke  lov’d  him  dearly. 

The.  He  deferv’d  it  \ 

And  were  he  not  my  Father,  I durfttell  ye. 

The  memorable  hazards  he  has  run  through 
Deferv’d  of  this  man  too  •,  highly  deferv’d  too’i 
Had  they  been  left,  they  had  been  lafe  Put  ^kie. 

And  fooner  reach’d  regard. 

Put. 
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j Tst.  There  you  Ihuck  lure,  Sir. 

I Tlje.  Did  1 never  tell  ciiec  of  a vow  he  made 
j Some  years  before  the  old  Duke  dyed 
! I have  heard  ye 

! Speak  often  of  that  vovv^  but  how  it  VN-as, 

, Or  to  what  end,  1 never  underftood  yet. 

The.  Tie  tell  thee  then : and  then  thou  wilt  find  the  rcafon : 
, The  lad  great  Mufter,  (’twas  before  ye  lerv’d  here. 

Before  the  lad  Dukes  death,  whofe  honour’d  bones 
Now  red  in  peace)  this  young  Prince  had  the  ordering, 

(To  Crown  his  Fathers  hopes)  of  all  the  Army : 

; V\’ho  (to  be  diort)  put  all  his  power  to  pradife  *, 
i Fafhion’d,  and  drew ’em  up.*  but  alas,  fo  poorly, 

I So  raggedly  and  loofely,  founfouldier’d, 
j The  good  Duke  blulh’d,  and  call’d  unto  my  Father, 

Who  then  was  General : Go,  Arches,  fpeedily, 

And  chide  the  Boy,  before  the  Souldiers  find  him, 

Stand  thou  between  his  ignorance  and  them, 

Fafidon  their  bod  ies  new  to  thy  diredlion ; 

Then  draw  thou  up,  and  Ihew  the  Prince  his  errours. 

My  Sire  obey’d,  and  did  fo  *,  with  all  duty 
Inform’d  the  Prince,  and  read  him  all  diredions : 

Tnis  bred  diftafte,  diftafle  grew  up  to  anger, 

And  anger  into  wild  words  broke  out  thus : 

Wt.l,  Jrchoi,  if  I live  but  to  command  here. 

To  be  but  Duke  once,  I fhall  then  remember. 

Ilhall  renumber  truly,  trull  me,  Ilhall, 

And  by  my  Fathers  hand the  reft  his  eyes  Ipoke, 

To  which  my  Father  anfwer’d  (fomewhat  mov’d  too) 

And  with  a vow  he  feal’d  it : Royal  Sir, 

Since  for  ray  faith  and  fights,  your  fcorn  and  anger 
Only  purfue  me ; if  I live  to  that  day. 

That  day  fo  long  expeded  to  reward  me. 

By  his  fo  ever  noble  hand  you  fwore  by. 

And  by  the  hand  of  Juftice,  never  Arms  more 
Shall  rib  this  body  in,  nor  fword  hang  here.  Sir : 

The  Confiids  I will  do  you  fervice  then  in. 

Shall  be  repentant  prayers ; So  they  parted.  ' - 
The  time  is  come ; and  now  ye  know  the  wonder. 

Put.  1 find  a fear  too,  which  begins  to  tell  me. 

The  Duke  will  have  but  poor  and  flight  defences, 

I f his  hot  humour  raign,  and  not  his  honour : 

How  ftand  you  with  him,  Sir 
I The.  A perdue  Captain,  ■>  ’ 

i Full  of  my  Fathers  danger.  , . . 

I Pet.  He  has  rais’d  a young  man,  ..  ' ; 

They  lay  a flight  young  man,  I know  him  not,  . . 

For  what  defert  ? ^ ‘ * 

The.  Believe  it,  a brave  Gentleman, 

Worth  the  Dukes  refped,  a clear  Iweet  Gentleman,*  ■ 

I And  of  a noble  foul  .*  Come  let’s  retire  us, 

I And  wait  upon  my  Father,  who  within  this  hour 
! You  will  find  an  alter’d  man. 

Put.  I am  forty  for’t,  Sir.  {_Exemt. 

SCENE  II. 

Eftter  Olympia,  and  two  (gentlewomen. 

Olym.  Is’t  not  a handfome  Wench  ? 

zWom.  She  is  well  enough.  Madam*. 

I have  fecn  a better  face,  and  a ftraighter  body, 

And  yet  Ihe  is  a pretty  Gentlewoman. 

Olym.  What  thinkft  thou  Petefca  ? 

Pet.  Alas,  Madam,  I have  no  skill,  Ihe  has  a black  eye, 
Which  is  of  the  leaft  too,  and  the  dulleft  water  *. 

And  when  her  mouth  was  made,  for  certain  Madam, 

Nature  intended  her  a right  good  ftomach. 

Olym.  She  has  a good  hand. 

2 Worn.  ’Tis  good  enough  to  hold  fall. 

And  ftrong  enough  to  ftrangle  the  neck  of  a Lute. 

Olym.  What  think  ye  of  her  colour  ? 
i Pet.  If  it  be  her  own 
’Tis  good  black  blood : right  weather-proof 

I I warrant  it. 


2 Worn.  What  a ftrangc  pace  Ihe  has  got  ? 

Olym.  That’s  but  her  breeding. 

Pet.  And  what  a manly  body  f me  thinks  flie  looks 
As  though  flic  would  pitch  the  Bar,  or  go  to  Bufl'ets. 

2 Worn.  Yet  her  behaviour’s  utterly  ag<ainft  it, 

For  me  thinks  llie  is  too  bafliful. 

Olym.  Is  that  hurtful  ? 

2 Worn.  Even  equal  to  too  bold:  either  of ’em.  Madam, 
May  do  her  injury  when  time  lhall  ferve  her. 

Olym.Y on  diftourfe  learnedly, call  in  the  wench.  ZEx.Cent. 
What  envious  fools  are  you  ? Is  the  rule  general, 

That  Women  can  fpeak  handfomly  of  none. 

But  thofe  they  are  bred  withal  ? 

Pet.  Scarce  well  of  thofe.  Madam, 

If  they  believe  they  may  out  Ihine  ’em  any  way  *. 

Our  natures  are  likeOyl,  compound  us  with  any  thing, 

Y et  ftill  we  drive  to  fwim  o’  th’  top : 

Soppofe  there  were  here  now. 

Now  in  this  Court  of  Mofeo^  a ftranger  Princefs, 

Of  bloud  and  beauty  equal  to  your  excellence. 

As  m any  eyes  and  fervices  ftuck  on  her  *, 

What  would  you  think } 

Olym.  I would  think  (he  might  deferve  it. 

Pet.  Your  Grace  fhall  give  me  leave  not  to  believe  ye  *, 

I know  you  are  a Woman,  and  fo  humour’d : 

rie  tell  ye  Madam,  1 could  then  get  more  Gowns  on  ye, 

MoreCapsandFeat,hcrs,moreScarfs,and  more  Silk- ftockings 

With  rocking  you  afleep  with  nightly  railings 

Upon  that  Vv^oman,  than  if  1 had  nine  lives 

I could  wear  out  *.  by  this  hand  ye’ would  fcratch  her  eyes  out. 

Olym.  Thou  art  deceiv’d  fool  ^ « 

Now  let  your  own  eye  mock  ye. 

Enter  Gentlewoman  and  Alinda. 

Come  hither  Girl : hang  me  and  fhe  be  not  a handfom  one. 

Pet.  I fear  it  will  prove  indeed  fo. 

Olym.  Did  you  ever  ferve  yet 
In  any  place  of  worth  ? 

Alin,  No,  Royal  Lady. 

Pet.  Hold  up  your  head  *,  fie. 

Olym. . Let  her  a|one,  ftand  from  her. 

Alin.  Jt  fhall -be  now. 

Of  all  the  bleffings  my  poor  youth  has  pray’d  for. 

The  greateft  and  the  happieft  to  ferve  you ; 

’And  might  my  promife  carry  but  that  credit 
To  be  believ’d,  becaufe  I am  yet  a ftranger. 

Excellent  Lady,  when  I fall  from  duty. 

From  all  the  fervice  that  my  life  can  lend  me. 

May  everlafting  mifery  then  find  me. 

Olym.  What  think  ye  now?  I do  believe,  and  thank  ye*, 
And  lure  I fhall  not  be  fo  far  forgetful. 

To  fee  that  honeft  faith  die  unrewarded : 

Whatmuft  1 call  your  name.^ 

Alin.  AlindUf  Madam. 

Olym.  Canyefing? 

Alin.  A little,  when  my  grief  will  give  me  leave,  Lady. 

Olym.  What  grief  canft  thou  have  Wench  ? 

Thou  art  not  in  love .? 

Alin.  If  I be  Madam,  ’tis  only  with  your  goodnefs  j 
For  yet  I never  faw  that  man  I fighed  for. 

Olym.  Of  what  years  are  you .? 

Alin.  My  Mother  oft  has  told  me. 

That  very  day  and  hour  this  land  was  bleft 
With  your  moft  happy  birth,  I firft  falutcd 
This  worlds  fair  light:  Nature  was  then  fo  bufie. 

And  all  the  Graces  to  adorn  your  goodnefs, 

I ftole  into  the  world  poor  and  negledled. 

Olym.  Something  there  was, when  I firft  look’d  upon  thee. 
Made  me  both  like  and  love  thee : now  I know  it ; 

And  you  fhall  find  that  knowledge  fhall  not  hurt  you: 

I hope  ye  are  a Maid  ? 

Alin.  I hope  fo  too.  Madam  j 
I am  fure  for  any  man : and  were  I otherwife. 

Of  all  the  fervices  my  hopes  could  point  at, 
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I durft  not  touch  at  yours. 

flouriJJ).  Enter  Duke,  Burris,  and  Gent. 

T’et.  The  great  Duke,  Madam. 

D:tki  Good  morrow,  Sifter. 

Oynt.  A good  day  to  your  highneis. 

Di  k^  I am  come  to  pray  you  ufe  no  more  perfwafions 
For  this  old  ftubborn  man  ; nay  to  command  ye  : 

His  fail  is  Twcll’d  too  full  .•  he  is  grown  too  infolent, 

Too  felfaffeifted,  proud:  thofe  poor  flight  fervices 
He  has  done  my  Father,  and  my  felf,  has  blown  him 
To  fuch  a pitch,  he  flyes  to  ftoop  our  favours. 

Olym.  I am  lorry  Sir ; I ever  thought  thofe  fervices 
Both  great  and  noble. 

Bur.  However,  may  it  picale  ye 
But  to  conlider  ’em  a true  hearts  Servants, 

Done  out  of  faith  to  you,  and  hot  felf  fame  : 

Do  but  conlider  royal  Sir,  the  dangers; 

When  you  have  flept  fecure,  the  mid-night  terapefts. 

That  as  he  marcht  lung  through  his  aged  locks  •, 

When  you  have  fed  at  full,  the  wants  and  famins  ^ 

The  fires  of  Heaven,  when  you  have  found  all  temperate. 

Death  with  his  thoufand  doors 

I have  confider’d ; 

No  more : and  that  I will  have,  lhall  be. 

Olym.  For  the  beft, 

1 hope  all  ftill. 

Duki  What  handfom  wench  is  that  there  ? 

Olym.  My  Servant,  Sir. 

Duk^  Prethee  obferve  her  Burris, 

Is  Ihe  not  wondrous  handfom  ? fpeak  thy  freedom. 

BUr.  She  appears  no  lefs  to  me  Sir. 

Duki  Of  whence  is  fhe  ? 

01.  Her  Father  I am  told  is  a good  Gentleman, 

But  far  off  dwelling : her  defire  to  ferve  me 

Brought  her  to  th’  Court,  and  here  her  friends  have  left  her 

Du.  She  may  find  better  friends : 

Ye  are-  welcom  fair  One^ 

1 have  not  feen  a fweeter  : By  your  Ladies  leave : 

Nay  ftaud  up  fweet,  we’ll  have  no  luperltition : 

You  have  gora  Servant ; you  may  ule  him  kindly. 

And  he  may  honour  ye:  Qf’A:. Duke Burris. 

Good  morrow  Sifter.  (Ihes^ 

01.  Good  morrow  to  your  Grace.  How  the  wench  blu- 
How  like  an  Augel  now  Ihe  looks  ^ 

I Worn.  At  firft  jump 

Jump  into  the  Dukes  arms  ? we  muft  look  to  you  j 
Indeed  we  muft,  the  next  jump  we  are  jpurneymen. 

Pet.  I fee  the  ruine  of  our  hopes  already. 

Would  fhe  were  at  home  again, milking  her  Fathers  Cows. 

I Worn,  I fear  Ihe’l  milk  all  the  great  Courtiers  firft. 

Olym.  This  has  not  made  ye  proiid  ? ^ 

c^l.  No  certain,  Madam. 

Olym.  It  was  the  Duke  that  kift  yc. 

./41.  ’Twas  your  Brother, 

And  therefore  nothing  can  be  meant  but  honour. 

01.  But  fay  he  love  ye  ? 
j^l.  That  he  may  withfafety; 

A Princes  love  extends  to  all  his  fubjeifts. 

01.  But  fay  in  more  particular  ? 
j4l.  Pray  fear  not : 

For  vertues  fake  deliver  me  from  doubts.  Lady  ; 

’Tis  not  the  name  of  King,  nor  all  his  promifes, 

His  g!ories,and  hisgreatnefs  ftuck  about  me. 

Can  make  me  prove  a Traitor  to  your  fervice  ; 

You  are  my  Miftris,  and  my  noble  Maftcr, 

Your  vertues  my  ambition,  and  your  favour 
The  end  of  all  my  love,and  all  my  fortune : 

And  when  I fail  in  that  faith 

01.  I believe  thee. 

Come  wipe  your  eyes ; I do ; take  you  example — 

Tetf.  I would  her  eyes  were  out. 

I Worn.  If  the  wind  ftand  in  this  door. 

We  fhall  have  but  cold  cuftome  : fome  trick  or  othcr,^ 
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And  fpeedily. 

Pet.  Let  me  alone  to  think  oo’t. 

01.  Come,  be  you  near  me  ftill. 
u4l.  With  all  my  duty. 

SCENA  111. 

Enter  Archas,  Theodor,  Putskie,  Ancient,  and  Souldiers, 
carrying  his  armour  piece-meale,  his  Colours  wound  up, 
and  his  Drums  tn  Cafes. 

Theod.  This  is  the  heavieft  march  we  e’re  trod  Captain. 

Putf.  This  was  not  wont  to  be : thefe  honour’d  pieces 
The  fierie  god  of  war  himfelf  would  fmile  at. 

Buckl’d  upon  that  body,  were  not  wont  thus. 

Like  Reliques  to  be  ofrer’d  to  long  ruft. 

And  heavy  ey’d  oblivion  brood  upon  ’em. 

Arch.  There  fet  ’em  down : and  glorious  war  farewel ; 
Thou  child  of  honour  and  ambitious  thoughts. 

Begot  in  bloud,  and  nurs’d  with  Kingdomes  ruines  ; 

Thou  golden  danger,  courted  by  thy  followers 

Through  fires  and  famins,  for  one  title  from  thee 

Prodigal  man-kind  fpendingall  his  fortunes 
A long  farewel  .1  give  thee  : Noble  Arms, 

You  ribs  for  mighty  minds,  you  Iron  houfes, 

Made  to  defie  the  thunder  claps  of  Fortune, 

Ruft  and  confuming  time  niuft  now  dwell  with  ye : 

And  thou  good  Sword  that  knewft  the  way  to  conqueft. 

Upon  whofe  fatal  edge  defpair  and  death  dwelt,  , 

That  when  I Ihook  thee  thus,  forc-fliew’d  deftrudtion, 

Sleep  now  from  bloud,  and  grace  my  Monument: 

Farewel  my  Eagle  when  thou  flew’ft,whole  Armies 
Have  ftoopt  below  thee : At  PalTage  I have  leen  thee, 

Ruffle  the  'Tartars,  as  they  fled  thy  furie  j 
And  bang  *ei1i  up  together,  as  a Taflel, 

Upon  the  ftreach,  a flock  of  fearfull  Pigeons. 

1 yet  remember  when  the  curl’d, 

The  aged  Folga,  when  he  heav’d  his  head  up,' 

And  rais’d  his  waters  high,  to  fee  the  ruins-. 

The  ruines  our  Swords  made,  the  bloudy  ruins. 

Then  flew  this  Bird  of  honour  bravely,Gentlemen 
But  thefe  muft  be  forgotten  : fo  muft  thefe  too, 

And  all  that  tend  to  Arms,  by  me  for  ever. 

Take  ’em  you  holy  men  my  Vow  take  with  ’em, 

Never  to  wear  ^erii  more : Trophies  I give  ’em. 

And  facred  Rites  of  war  to  adorn  the  Temple  .- 
There  let  ’em  hang,  to  tell  the  world  their  mafter 
Is  now  Devotions  Souldier,  fit  for  prayer. 

Why  do  ye  hang  your  heads  ? why  look  you  (ad  friends  ? 

I am  not  dying  yet. 

Theod.  Ye  are  indeed  to  us  Sir. 

Putf.  Dead  to  our  fortunes.  General, 

Arch.  You’l  find  a better,  , 

A greater,  and  a ftronger  man  to  lead  ye, 

And  to  a flxori^er  fortune : I arn  old,  friends. 

Time,  and  the  wars  together  make  me  ftoop,  Gentlehem, 
Stoop  to  my  grave : my  mind  unfurnifli’d  too, 

Emptie  and  weak  as  I am : my  poor  body. 

Able  for  nothing  now  but  contemplation. 

And  that  will  be  a task  too  to  a Souldier- : 

Yet  had  they  but  encourag’d  me,  or  thought  well 
Of  what  I have  done,  1 think  I Ihould  have  ventur’d 
For  bne  knock  more,  I fliould  have  made  a fliift  yet 
To  have  broke  one  ftaff  more  handfomly,  and  have  died 
Like  a good  fellow,  andanhoneft  Souldier, 

In  the  head  of  ye  all,  with  my  Sword  in  my  hand. 

And  fo  have  made  an  end  of  all  with  credit. 

Theod.  Well,  there  will  come  an  hour,  when  all  thefe 

Thefe  fecure  flights (iojuriesy 

Ar.  Ha ! no  mote  of  that  firrah. 

Not  one  word  more  of  that  I charge  ye. 

Theod.  I muft  fpeak  Sir. 

And  may  that  tongue  forget  to  found  your  fervice. 

That’s  dumb  to  your  abufes. 

Ar:  Underftand  f6ol, 

L I that 
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Trar  voluntary  I lit  down. 

Th.'oJ.  You  are  forced,  Sir, 

I Forced  for  yoiirfafety;  1 too  well  remember 
1 The  time  and  caufc,  and  I may  livetocurfe  ’em : 
i Von  made  this  Vow,  and  whofe  unnoblcnefs, 

Indeed  foigctfulncfs  of  good 

1 ^-/r.  No  more, 

As  thou  art  mine  no  more. 

1 The.  W’hofe  doubts  and  envies 

• But  the  Divil  will  have  his  due. 

Furf.  Good  gentle  Colonel. 

‘ The.  And  though  difgraces,  and  contempt  of  Honour 
Reign  now,  the  Wheel  mull  turn  again. 

^r.  Peace  Sirrah, 

Your  tongue’s  too  faucy:  do  you  flare  upon  me? 

Down  with  that  heart,  down  luddenly,  down  with  it, 
Down  with  that  difobedience  ^ tye  that  tongue  up. 

Jheod.  Tongue? 

.Ar.  Do  not  provoke  me  to  forget  my  Vow,  Sirrah. 

And  draw  that  fatal  Sword  again  in  anger. 

TMtf.  For  Heavens  fake,  Colonel, 

Ar.  Do  not  let  me  doubt 
Whofe  Son  thou  art,  becaufe  thou  canfl  notfufTer  .* 

Do  not  play  with  mine  anger;  if  thou  doll. 

By  all  the  Loyalty  my  heart  holds 

TT:eod.  I have  done,  Sir, 

Pray  pardon  me. 

Ar.  Ipray  be  worthy  of  it: 

! Befhrew  your  heart,  you  have  vextme. 

The.  I am  forry.  Sir. 

1 Ar.  Goto,  no  more  of  this : betrueand  honefl, 

I know  ye  are  man  enough,  mould  it  to  jufl  ends, 

1 And  let  not  my  difgraces,  then  I am  miferable, 
j- When  I have  nothing  left  me  but  thy  angers. 

FioHnjh.  Enter  Duke^  Burr  is,  Boroskie,  Attend,  and  Gent. 

Patf.  And’t  pleafe  ye.  Sir,  the  Duke. 

Dhk^  Now,  what’s  all  this  ? 

The  meaning  of  this  ceremonious  Emblem  ? 

Ar.  Your  Grace  fhould  firfl  remember 
Borof.  There’s  his  Nature. 

1 do,  and  fhall  remember  flill  that  injury, 

That  at  the  Mufler,  where  it  pleas’d  your  Greatnefs 
To  laugh  at  my  poor  Souldierfhip,  to  fcorn  it ; 

And  more  to  make  me  feem  ridiculous. 

Took  from  my  hands  my  charge. 

Bar.  O think  not  fo,  Sir. 

Bak^.  And  in  my  Fathers  fight. 

Ar.  Heaven  be  my  witnefs, 

I did  no  more,  (and  that  with  modefly, 

W'ith  Love  and  Faith  to  you)  than  was  my  warrant. 

And  from  your  Father  feal’d : nor  durfl  that  rudenefs. 

And  impudence  of  fcorn  fall  from  my  ’haviour, 

I ever  yet  knew  duty. 

Da.  We  fhall  teach  ye, 

I well  remember  too,  upon  fome  words  I told  ye, 

Then  at  that  time,  fome  angry  words  ye  anfwer’d, 

If  ever  I were  Duke,  you  were  noSouldier. 

You  have  kept  your  word,  and  fo  it  fhall  be  to  yon. 

From  henceforth  I difmifs  you  ^ take  your  eafe.  Sir, 

Ar.  I humbly  thank  your  Grace  ; this  wafled  Body, 
Beaten  and  bruis’d  with  Arms,  dry’d  up  with  troubles. 

Is  good  for  nothing  elfe  but  quiet,  now  Sir, 

And  holy  Prayers',  in  which,  when  I forget 
To  thank  Heaven  for  all  your  bounteous  favours. 

May  that  be  deaf,  and  my  Petitions  perifh.  (pride  in’? 

'Borof.  What  a fmooth  humble  Cloak  he  has  cas’d  his 
And  how  he  has  pull’d  his  Claws  in?  there’s  no trufting — 
Bur.  Speak  for  the  bcfl. 

Bor.  F>clievc  I fhall  do  ever. 

Du.  Tomake  yeunderftand,  wcfeelnotyet  , 

Such  dearth  of  Valour,  and  Experience, 

Such  a declining  Age  of  doing  Spirits, 

That  all  fhould  confin’d  within  your  excellence. 

And  you,  or  none  be  honour’d,  take  Boroskie., 

The  place  he  has  commanded,  lead  the  Souldier  ^ 

A little  time  will  bring  thee  to  his  honour. 

Which  has  been  nothing  but  the  Worlds  opinion. 

The  Souldiers  fondnefs,  and  a little  fortune. 

Which  1 believe  his  Sword  had  the  leafl  fhare  in. 

Tbeod.  O that  I durfl  but  anfwer  now. 

Putf.  Good  Colonel. 

Theod.  My  heart  will  break  elfe : Royal  Sir,  I know  not 
What  you  eflecm  mens  lives,  whofe  hourly  labours, 
Andlofs  of  Blood,  confumptionsin  yourfervice, 

Whofe  Bodies  are  acquainted  with  more  miferies, 

And  all  to  keep  you  fafe,  than  Dogs  or  Slaves  are. 

His  Sword  the  leafl  fhare  gain’d  ? ^ 

Dh.  You  will  not  fight  with  me  ? 

Theod.  No  Sir,  I dare  not. 

You  are  my  Prince,  butidarefpeakto  ye, 

And  dare  fpeak  truth,  which  none  of  their  ambitions 
That  be  informers  to  you,  dare  once  think  of ; 

Yet  truth  will  now  but  anger  ye  j I am  forry  for’t, 

And  fo  I take  my  leave.  C Exit. 

Du.  Ev’n  when  yon  pleafe,  Sir. 

c^r.  Sirrah,  fee  me  no  more. 

Du.  And fb may  you  too: 

You  have  a houfe  i’th’  Country,  keep  you  there.  Sir, 

And  when  you  have  rul’d  your  felf,  teach  your  Son  man- 
For  this  time  I forgive  him,  (ners, 

Ar.  Heaven  forgive  all ; 

And  to  your  Grace  a happy  and  long  Rule  here. 

And  you  Lord  General,  may  your  fights  be  profperous. 

In  all  your  Courfe  may  Fame  and  Fortune  court  you. 
Fight  for  your  Country,  and  your  Princes  fafety  j 
Boldly,  and  bravely  face  your  Enemy, 

And  when  you  ftrike,  flrike  with  that  killing  Vertue, 

As  if  a general  Plague  had  feiz’d  before  ye  y 
Danger,  and  doubt,  and  labour  call  behind  ye  j 
And  then  come  home  an  old  and  noble  Story. 

Bar.  A little  comfort.  Sir. 

Du  As  little  as  may  be 

Farewel,  you  know  youf  limit.  {Ex.  Duk^t  &C. 

Bur.  Alas,  brave  Gentleman. 

Ar.  Ido,  and  will  obferve  it  fuddenly. 

My  Grave  *,  I,  that’s  my  limit  ^ ’tis  no  new  thing, 

Nor  that  can  make  me  ftart,  or  tremble  at  it. 

To  buckle  with  that  old  grim  Souldier  now : 

I have  feen  him  in  his  fowrefl  fhapes,  and  dreadfull’ft  • 

I,  and  I thank  my  honefty,  have  flood  him  : 

That  audit’s  call  i farewel  my  honefl  Souldiers, 

Give  me  your  hands  ^ farewel,  farewel  good  Ancient^ 

A flout  man,  and  a true,  thou  art  come  in  ibrrow. 

Bleflings  upon  your  Swords,  may  they  ne’r  fail  ye*. 

You  do  but  change  a man ; your  fortune’s  conflant  j 
That  by  your  ancient  Valours  is  ty’d  fall  flill ; 

Be  valiant  flill,  and  good;  and  when  ye  fight  next. 

When  flame  and  fury  make  but  one  face  of  horrour, 

When  the  great  reft  of  all  your  honour’s  up, 

When  you  would  think  a Spell  to  fhake  the  enemy, 
Remember  me,  my  Prayers  fhall  be  with  ye  ; 

So  once  again  farewel. 

Putf.  Let’s  wait  upon  ye. 

Ar.  No,  no,  it  muft  not  be  ^ I have  now  left  me 
A fingle  Fortune  to  my  felf,  no  more, 

Which  needs  no  train,  nor  complement  j good  Captain, 

You  arc  an  honefl  and  a fober  Gentleman, 

And  one  I think  has  lov’d  me. 

Putf.  I am  fure  on’t. 

Ar.  Look  to  my  Boy,  he’s  grown  too  headftrong  for  me. 
And  if  they  think  him  fit  to  carry  Arms  flill, 

His  life  is  theirs  •,  I have  a houfe  i’th’  Country, 

And  when  your  better  hours  will  give  you  liberty. 

See  me:  you  fhall  be  welcome.  Fortune  to  ye.  {Exit. 

Anc.  I’ll  cry  no  more,  that  will  do  him  no  good, 

And  ’twill  but  make  me  dry,  and  I have  no  money : 

I’ll  fight  no  more,  and  that  will  do  them  harm ; 

And 
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And  it'  I can  do  that,  1 care  not  for  money : (luck  too 

1 could  have  curd  rcafonablc  well , and  I have  had  the 
To  have  ’em  hit  fometimes.  Whofoever  thou  art, 

That  like  a Devil  didlt  polTefs  the  Duke 

With  thefe  malicious  thoughts  , mark  what  I fay  to  thee, 

A Plague  upon  thee,  that’s  but  the  Preamble. 

Sold.  O take  the  Pox  too. 
yinc.  They’ll  cure  one  another-, 

1 mud  have  none  but  kills,  and  thofe  kill  dinking : 

Or  look  ye,  let  the  fingle  Pox  pofl'efs  them, 

Or  Pox  upon  Pox. 

I'utf.  That’s  but  ill  i’th’  arms.  Sir. 

j4nc.  ’Tis  worfe  i’th’  Legs,  I would  not  wiHi  it  elfc : 

And  may  thofe  grow  to  fcabs  as  big  as  Mole-hills, 

And  twice  a day,  the  Devil  with  a Curry-Comb 
Scratch  ’em,  and  ferub  ’em  : I warrant  him  he  has ’em. 

Sold  May  he  be  ever  lowzie. 

Aic  That’s  a pleafure. 

The  Beggar’s  Lechery,  fometimes  the  Souldiers.- 
May  he  be  ever  lazie,  dink  where  he  dands, 

And  Maggots  breed  in’s  Brains. 

2 Sold.  I,  marry  Sir, 

May  he  fall  mad  in  love  with  his  Grand-mother, 

And  kilfing  her,  may  her  teeth  drop  into  his  mouth, 

And  one  fall  crofs  his  throat,  then  let  him  gargle. 

Enter  a Po^. 

PiitJ.  Now,  what’s  the  matter  ? ^ 

Pofi.  Where’s  the  Duke,  pray.  Gentlemen  ? 

Keep  on  your  way,  you  cannot  mifs. 

Pofi.  I thank  ye. 

Anc.  If  he  be  married,  may  he  dream  he’s  cuckol’d, 

And  when  he  wakes  believe,  and  fwear  he  faw  it , 

Sue  a Divorce,  and  after  find  her  honed : 

Thenin  apleafant  Pigdye,  with  his  own  garters. 

And  a fine  running  knot,  ride  to  the  Devil. 

If  thefe  would  do 

Anc.  I’ll  never  trud  my  mind  more. 

If  all  thefe  fail. 

1 Sold.  What  lhall  we  do  now,  Captain  ? 

For  by  this  honed  hand  I’ll  be  torn  in  pieces, 

Unlefs  my  old  General  go,  or  fome  that  love  him. 

And  love  us  equal  too,  before  I fight  more : 

1 can  make  a Shooe  yet,  and  draw  it  on  too. 

If  Hike  the  Leg  well. 

A/c.  Fight?  ’tis  likely; 

No,  there  will  be  the  fport  Boys,  when  there’s  need  on’s. 
They  think  the  other  Crown  will  do,  will  carry  us. 
And  the  brave  golden  Coat  of  Captain  Cankyo 
Boroskie.  What  a noife  his  very  name  carries  ? 

’Tis  Gun  enough  to  fright  a Nation, 

He  needs  no  Souldiers  -,  if  he  do,  for  my  part, 

I promile  ye  he’s  like  to  feek  ’em  ^ fo  I think  you  think  too, 
And  all  the  Army  ^ No,  honed,  brave  old  Archasy 
We  cannot  fo  foon  leave  thy  memory, 

So  foon  forget  thy  goodnefs  - he  that  does. 

The  fcandal  and  the  feumm  of  Arms  be  counted. 

?«// You  much  rejoice  me  now  you  have  hit  my  meaning. 
I durd  not  prefs  ye,  till  1 found  your  fpirits : 

Continue  thus. 

Anc.  I’ll  go  and  tell  the  Duke  on’t. 

Enter  2 Pojl. 

Pntf.  No,  no,  he’ll  find  it  foon  enough,  and  fear  it, 
When  once  occafion  comes ; Another  Packet! 

From  whence,  Friend,  come  you  ? 

2 Pofi.  From  the  Borders,  Sir. 

PmJ.  What  news,  Sir,  I beleech  you  ? 

2 Pofi.  Fire  and  Sword,  Gentlemen  ; 

The  Tartarus  up,  and  with  a mighty  force. 

Comes  forward,  like  a temped,  all  before  him 
Burning  and  killing. 

Anc.  Brave  Boys,  brave  news.  Boys. 

2 Pofi.  Either  we  mud  have  prefent  help 


t^Anc.  Still  braver. 

2 'Pofi.  Where  lies  the  Dukc.^ 

Sold.  He’s  there. 

2 Pofi.  ’ Save  yc.  Gentlemen.  f £.v»>. 

ylnc.  We  arc  fafe  enough,  1 warrant  thee : 

Now  the  rime’s  come. 

Pntf.  I,  now  ’tis  come  indeed,  and  now  dand  firm,  Boys, 
And  let  ’em  burn  on  merrily. 

Anc.  This  City  would  make  a fine  marvellous  Bono-firc; 
’Tis  old  dry  timber,  and  fuch  Wood  has  no  fellow. 

2 Sold.  Here  will  be  trim  piping  anon  and  whining, 

Like  fo  many  Pigs  in  a dorm. 

When  they  hear  the  news  once. 

Enter  Boroskie,  and  Servant, 

Pntf.  Here’s  one  has  heard  it  already 
Room  for  the  General. 

TSorof  Say  lam  fain  exceedingfick  o’th’fudden. 

And  am  not  like  to  live. 

Pntf  If  ye  go  on.  Sir, 

For  they  will  kill  ye  certainly ; they  look  for  ye. 

Anc.  I fee  your  Lordfhip’s  bound,  take  a fuppofitory, 

’Tis  I,  Sir  ^ a poor  cad  Flag  of  yours.  Tne  foolilh  Tartars 
They  burn  and  kill,  and’t  like  your  honour,  kill  us. 

Kill  with  GuUs,  with  Guns  my  Lord,  with  Guns,  Sir. 
What  fays  your  Lordfhip  to  a chick  in  forrel  fops  ? 

Pntf.  Go,  go  thy  ways  old  true-penny  , 

Thou  had  but  one  fault:  thou  art  ev’n  too  valiant,  (ted. 
ComCjto’th’Arnjy  Gentleraen,and  let’s  make  them  acquain- 
Sold.  Away,  we  are  for  ye.  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Alinda,  and  two  Gentlewomen. 

Alin.  Why,whither  run  ye  Fools-,  will  ye  leave  my  Lady? 
Petef  The  Tartar  comes,  the  Tartar  comes. 

Alin.  Why,  let  him, 

I thought  you  had  fear’d  no  men : upon  my  confcience 
You  have  try’d  their  drengths  already  j day  forlhamej 
Pet.  Shift  for  thy  felf,  Alinda.  \^Exit. 

Alin.  Beauty  blefs  ye  .- 

Into  what  Grooms  Feather-Bed  will  you  creep  now  ? 

And  there  midake  the  enemy  -,  fweet  youths  ye  are. 

And  of  a condant  courage  -,  are  you  afraid  of  foining  ? 

Enter  Olympia. 

Olym.  O my  good  Wench,  what  fhall  become  of  us  ? 

The  Pods  conie  hourly  in,  and  bring  new  danger ; 

The  enemy  is  pad  the  Folgay  and  bears  hither 
With  all  the  blood  and  cruelty  he  carries, 

My  Brother  now  will  find  his  fault. 

Alin.  I doubt  me, 

Somewhat  too  late.  Madam.  But  pray  fear  not. 

All  will  be  well,  I hope.  Sweet  Madam,  fhakenot. 

Olym.  How  earn’d  thou  by  this  Spirit  ? our  Sex  trembles. 
A^lin.  I am  not  unacquainted  with  thefe  dangers  ^ 

And  you  lhall  know  my  truth  -,  for  ere  you  perifh, 

A hundred  Swords  lhall  pafs  through  me : ’tis  but  dying, 
And  Madam  we  mud  do  it;  the  manner’s  all: 

You  have  a Princely  Birth,  take  Princely  thoughts  to  you, 
Andtakemy  counfeltoo;  go  prefently. 

With  all  the  hade  ye  have,  (1  will  attend  yc) 

With  all  thepofiible  fpeed,  to  old  Lord  Archasy 
He  honours  ye^  with  all  your  art  perfwade  him, 

(’Twill  be  a difmaltimeelle)  woo  him  hither. 

But  hither  Madam,  make  him  fee  the  danger  y 
For  your  new  General  looks  like  an  Afs  y 
There’s  nothing  in  his  face  but  lols. 

Olym,  I’ll  do  it. 

And  thank  thee,  fweet  Altnda : O my  Jewel, 

How  much  I’m  bound  to  love  thee.'  by  this  hand,  W’ench, 

If  thou  werta  man 

Alin.  1 would  I were  to  fight  for  you. 

But  hade  dear  Madam. 

L 1 2 Olym. 
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Olym.  1 need  no  Spurs  jilindt. 

SCENE  V. 

Cuter  Duke,  2 Pojis,  Attendants,  gentlemen. 

Du.  The  Lord  General  Tick  now?  is  this  a time 
For  men  to  creep  into  their  Beds  ? What’s  become,  Poft, 
Of  ray  Lieutenant  ? 

*?#/?.  Beaten,  and’tpleafe  your  Grace, 

And  all  his  Forces  fparkled. 

Enter  a (gentleman. 

Du.  That’s  but  cold  news : 

How  now,  what  good  news  ? are  the  Souldiers  ready  ? 

Gf.  Yes  Sir, but  fight  they  will  not, nor  ftir  from  that  place 
They  Hand  in  now,  unlefs  they  have  Lord  cArchas 
To  lead  ’em  out  •,  they  rail  upon  this  General, 

And  fing  Songs  of  him,  feurvy  Songs,  to  worfe  tunes  .• 
And  much  they  fpare  not  you,  Sir here  they  fwear 
They’ll  Hand  and  fee  the  City  burnt,  and  dance  about  it, 
Unlefs  Lord  Archas  come  before  they  fight  for’t : 

It  mult  be  fo,  Sir. 

Dh.  I could  wi(h  it  fo  too ; 

And  to  that  end  I have  fent  Lord  Eurris  to  him  •, 

But  all  I fear  will  fail ; we  mufl:  dye,  Gentlemen, 

And  one  ftroke  we’ll  have  for’t. 

Enter  Burris. 

What  bring’ft  thou,  "Burris  ? 

Bur.  That  I am  loth  to  tell  •,  he  will  not  come.  Sir  *, 

I found  him  at  his  Prayers,  there  he  tells  me, 

The  Enemy  fliall  take  him,  fit  for  Heaven : 

I urg’d  to  him  all  our  dangers,  his  own  worths, 

The  Countries  mine ; nay  1 kneel’d  and  pray’d  him-, 

He  Ihook  his  head,  let  fall  a tear,  and  pointed 
Thus  with  hisfinger  to  the  Ground  a Grave 
1 think  he  meant  •,  and  this  was  all  he  anfwer’d. 

Your  Grace  was  much  to  blame : 

Where’s  the  new  General  ? 

Diu  He  is  fick,  poor  man. 

Bur.  He’s  a poor  man  indeed,  Sir  ; 

Your  Grace  mufl:  needs  go  to  the  Souldicr. 

D;u  They  have  font  me  word 
They  will  not  ftir,  they  rail  at  me. 

And  all  the  fpight  they  have {^Shout  within. 

What  fliout  is  that  there  ? 

Is  the  Enemy  come  fo  near  ? 

Enter  Archas,  Olympia,  and  Alinda. 

Olym.  I have  brought  him.  Sir , 

At  length  I have  woo’d  him  thus  far. 

Du.  Happy  Sifter, 

Oblefled  Woman! 

Olym.  Ufe  him  nobly.  Brother^ 

You  never  had  more  need : And  Gentlemen, 

All  the  beft  powers  ye  have,  to  tongues  turn  prefently, 

To  winning  and  perfwading  tongues : aU  my  art. 

Only  to  bring  him  hither,  1 have  utter’d ; 

Let  it  be  yours  to  arm  him ; And  good  my  Lord, 

Though  I exceed  the  limit  you  allow’d  me, 

Which  was  the  happinefs  to  bring  ye  hither, 

And  not  to  urge  ye  farther  yet,  fee  your  Country, 

Out  of  your  own  fweet  Spirit  now  behold  it : 

Turn  round,  and  look  upon  the  miferies, 

On  every  fide  the  fears  O fee  the  dangers ; 

We  find ’em  fooneft,  therefore  hear  me  firft.  Sir. 

Du.  Next  hear  your  Prince: 

You  have  faid  you  lov’d  him,  Archas, 

And  thought  your  life  too  little  for  his  fervice  ; 
i Think  not  your  vow  too  great  now,  now  the  time  is, 

! And  now  you  are  brought  to  th’  teft,  touch  right  now  Soul- 
Now  fhew  the  manly  purenefs  of  thy  mettle  *,  (diet, 

i Now  if  thou  bceft  that  valued  man,  that  vertue, 

I That  great  obedience  teaching  all,  now  ftandit. 

I What  I have  faid  forget,  my  youth  was  hafty, 


And  what  you  faid  your  fdf  forgive,  you  were  angry. 

If  men  could  live  without  their  faults,  they  were  gods,  Ar~ 
He  weeps,  and  holds  his  hands  up : to  him.  Burns,  (chas. 

Bur.  You  have  Ihew’d  the  Prince  his  faults  ; 

And  like  a good  Surgeon  you  have  laid 
That  to  ’em  makes  ’emfmarf,  he  feels  it. 

Let  ’em  not  fefter  now.  Sir  -,  your  own  honour. 

The  bounty  of  that  mind,  and  your  allegiance, 

’Gainft  which  1 take  it.  Heaven  gives  no  Command,  Sir, 
Nor  fcals  no  Vow,  can  better  teach  ye  now 
Whatyehavetodo,  than  I,  or  this  neceflity 
Only  this  little’s  left would  ye  do  nobly, 

And  in  the  Eye  of  Honour  truly  triumph  ? 

Conquer  that  mind  firft,  and  then  men  are  nothing. 

Alin.  Laft,  a poor  Virgin  kneels^  for  loves  fake  General, 
If  ever  you  have  lov’d  j for  her  fake.  Sir, 

For  your  own  honefty,  which  is  a Virgin, 

Look  up,  and  pity  us,  be  bold  and  fortunate, 

You  are  a Knight,  a good  and  noble  Souldier, 

And  when  your  Spurs  were  given  ye,  your  Sword  buckl’d. 
Then  were  youiwornfor  Vertues  Caufe,  for  Beauties, 
For  Chaftity  to  ftrike  ftrike  now,  they  fuffer 
Now  draw  your  Sword,  or  elfe  you  are  recreant, 

Only  a Knight  i’th’  Heels,  i’th’  Heart  a Coward  ^ 

Your  firft  Vow  honour  made,  your  laft  but  anger,  (too  ? 

Ar.  How  like  my  vertuous  Wife  this  thing  looks,  Ipeaks 
So  would  Ihe  chide  my  dulnefs:  fair  one,  I thank  ye. 

My  gracious  Sir,  your  pardon,  next  your  hand.- 
Madam,  your  favour,  and  your  prayers .-  Gentlemen, 
Your  willies,  and  your  loves  .-  and  pretty  fweet  one, 

A favour  for  your  Souldier. 

Olymf.  Give  him  this.  Wench. 

sAlin.  Thus  do  I tye  on  Viftory. 

Arc.  My  Armour, 

MyHorfe,  my  Sword,  my  tough  Staff,  and  my  Fortune, 
And  Olin  now  I come  to  ftiake  thy  glory. 

Du.  Go,  brave  and  profperous,  our  loves  go  witli  thee. 

Olymf.  Full  of  thy  vertue,  and  our  Prayers  attend  thee. 

Bur.  &c.  Loaden  with  Vitftory,  and  we  to  honour  thee. 

cAlin.  Come  home  the  Son  of  Honour, 

And  I’ll  lerve  ye.  \Exeunt. 


SecHNclffs,  Seen  a Frima, 

inter  Duke,  Burris,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  XT  O news  of  Archas  yet  ? 

Bur.  But  now,  and’t  pleafe  ye, 

A Poft  came  in,  Letters  he  brought  none  with  him. 

But  this  deliver’d .-  He  faw  the  Armies  join. 

The  game  of  Blood  begun,  and  by  our  General, 

Who  never  was  acquainted  but  with  Conqueft, 

So  bravely  fought,  he  faw  the  Tartars  lhaken. 

And  there  he  faid  he  left  ’em. 

Du.  Where’s  Boroskie? 

1 Cyent.  He’s  up  again,  and’tpleafe  ye. 

Bur.  Sir,  methinks 

This  News  ftiould  make  ye  lightfome,  bring  joy  to  ye, 

It  ftrikes  our  hearts  with  general  Comfort.  {ExkDuke. 
Gone  ? What  Ihould  this  mean,  fo  fuddenly  ? 

He’s  well  ? 

2 Gent.  We  fee  no  other. 

1 Gent.  Would  the  reft  were  well  too. 

That  put  thefe  ftarts  into  him. 

Bur.  I’ll  go  after  him. 

2 gent.  ’Twill  not  befit.  Sir : h’as  fome  fccret  in  him 
He  would  not  be  difturb’d  in .-  know  you  any  thing 
Has  croft  him  fince  the  General  went  ? 

Bur.  Not  any: 

If  there  had  been,  I amfure  I fhould  have  found  it; 

Only  I have  heard  him  oft  complain  for  money  .- 
Money  he  fays  he  wants. 
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1 qetit.  It  may  be  that  then. 

’Bur,  To  him  that  has  fo  may  wayes  to  raifc  it, 

And  thofe  lb  honcit,  it  cannot  be. 

Enter  Duke  nnd  Boroskic. 

1 Gtnt.  He  comes  back, 

And  t^rd  Boroskie  with  him. 

Bur.  There  the  game  goes, 

1 fear  fome  new  thing  hatching. 

Duke.  Come  hither 

Go  fee  ray  Siller,  and  commend  me  to  her, 

And  to  my  little  Millrifs  give  this  Token  ^ 

Tell  her  Tic  fee  her  fhortly. 

Bur.  Yes,  I lhall.  Sir.  {Ex.  Bur.  and  Gent. 

Duke.  Wait  you  without : I would  yet  try  him  further. 
Bor.  ’Twill  not  be  much  amifs ; has  your  Grace  heard  yet 
Of  what  he  has  done  i’th’  Field  ? 

Duke.  A Poll  but  now 

Came  in,  who  faw ’em  joyn,  and  has  delivered, 

The  Enemy  gave  ground  before  he  parted. 

Bor.  ’Tiswell. 

Come,  fpeak  thy  mind  man : ’tis  not  for  fighting, 

A noife  of  War,  I keep  thee  in  my  bofom ; 

Thy  ends  are  nearer  to  me*,  from  my  Childhood 
Thou  brought’ft  me  up  .*  and  like  another  nature, 

Made  good  all  my  neceflities : fpeak  boldly. 

Bor.  Sir,  what  I utter,  will  be  thought  ^t  envy 
Though  I intend,  high  heaven  knows,  but  your  honour. 
When  vain  and  empty  people  lhall  proclaim  me-— — 

Good  Sir  excule  me. 

Duke.  Do  you  fear  me  for  your  Enemy 
Speak  on  your  duty. 

Bor.  Then  1 mull,  and  dare.  Sir: 

When  he  comes  home,  take  heed  the  Court  receive  him  not. 
Take  heed  he  meet  not  with  their  loves  and  praifes. 

That  Glafs  wilUhew  him  ten  times  greater.  Sir, 

(And  make  him  Itrive  to  make  good  that  proportion,) 

Than  ere  his  fortune  bred  him,  he  is  honourable. 

At  leaft  I ftrive  to  underlland  him  fo, 

And  of  a nature,  if  not  this  way  poyfon’d,  (Sir; 

Per  fed  enough,  eafie,  and  fweet,  but  thofe  are  foon  feduc’d. 
He’s  a great  man,  and  what  that  Pill  may  work. 

Prepar’d  by  general  voices  of  the  people, 

Isthe  endof  allmy  Counfel,  only  this.  Sir, 

Let  him  retire  a while,  there’s  more  hangs  by  it 
Than  you  know  yet : there  if  he  Hand  a while  well. 

But  till  the  Souldier  cool,  whom,  for  their  fervice 
You  mufl:  pay  now  moll  liberally,  moll  freely. 

And  fhowre  your  felf  into  ’em  *,  ’tis  the  bounty 
They  follow  with  their  loves,  and  not  the  bravery. 

Enter  wo  Gent. 

Duke.  But  where’s  the  Money  ? how  now? 

2 Gent.  Sir,  the  Cblonel, 

Son  to  the  Lord  Archas,  with  moll  happy  news 
Of  the  Tartars  overthrow,  without  here 
Attends  your  Graces  pleafure. 

Bor.  Be  not  feen.  Sir, 

He’s  a bold  fellow,  let  me  Hand  his  Thunders, 

To  th’  Court  he  mull  not  come : no  blefling  here,  Sir, 

No  face  of  favour,  if  you  love  your  honour. 

Enter  Theodore. 

Duke.  Do  what  you  think  is  meeteft  *,  Pie  retire.  Sir.  {Ex. 

Bor.  Condud  him  in.  Sir welcome  noble  Colonel. 

The.  That’s  much  from  your  Lord Ihip:  pray  where’s  the 
Bor.  We  hear  you  have  beat  the  T<?rf4r.  (Duke? 

The.  Ishebufie,  Sir? 

Bor.  Have  ye  taken  OUn  yet  ? 

The.  I would  fain  fpeak  with  him. 

Bor.  How  many  men  have  ye  loll  ? 

The.  Do’s  he  lye  this  way  ? 

Bor.  lam  fure  you  fought  it  bravely. 

The.  I mull  fee  him. 

l...  

Bor.  You  cannot  yct,yc  mull  not, what’s  your  Coramiflion  ? 
Tfjc.  No  Gentleman  o’th’  Chamber  here  ? 

Bor.  Why,  pray  ye.  Sir  ? 

Am  not  I fit  to  entertain  your  bulipefs  ? 

The.  1 think  you  arc  not,  Sir ; I am  fure  ye  lhall  not, 

I bring  no  talcs,  nor  flatteries : in  my  tongue.  Sir, 

I carry  no  fork’d  flings. 

Bor.  You  keep  your  bluntnefs. 

The.  You  arc  deceiv’d;  it  keeps  me:  Ihadfcltclfe 
Some  of  your  plagues  ere  this : but  good  Sir  trifle  not, 

I have  bufinefs  to  the  Duke. 

.ffor.  He’s  not  well.  Sir, 

And  cannot  now  be  fpoke  withal. 

The.  Not  well.  Sir  ? 

How  would  he  ha’been,  ifwehadloH?  not  well.  Sir? 

1 bring  him  news  to  make  him  well : his  enemy 
That  would  have  burnt  his  City  here,  and  your  Houfe  too. 
Your  brave  gilt  houfe,  my  Lord,  your  honours  hangings. 
Where  all  your  Anceltors,  and  all  their  Battels, 

Their  filk  and  golden  Battels  are  decipher’d : 

That  would  not  only  have  abus’d  your  buildings,  (ries. 

Your  goodly  buildings,  Sir,  and  have  drunk  dry  your  butte- 
Purloin’d  your  Lordfhips  Plate,  the  Duke  bellow’d  on  you, 
For  turning  handfomly  o’th’  toe,  and  trim’d  your  Virgins, 
Trim’d  ’em  of  a new  cut,  and’t  like  your  Lordlhip, 

’Tis  ten  to  one,  your  Wife  too,  and  thecurfeis 
You  had  had  no  remedy  againll  thefe  Ralcals, 

No  Law, and’t  like  your  Honour*,  would  have  kill’d  you  too 
And  roalled  ye,  and  eaten  ye,  ere  this  time : 

Notable  Knaves  ray  Lord,  unruly  Rafcals: 

Thefe  youths  have  we  ty’d  up,  put  muzzels  on  ’em. 

And  par’d  their  Nails,  that  honell  civil  Gentlemen, 

And  fuch  moll  noble  perfons  as  your  felf  is. 

May  live  in  peace,  and  rule  the  land  with  a twine  thread. 
Thefe  news  I bring. 

Bor.  And  were  they  thus  deliver’d  ye  ? 

The.  My  Lord,  I am  no  pen-man,  nor  no  Orator, 

My  tongue  was  never  Oyl’d  with  Here  and’t  like  ye, 

There  I beleech  ye,  weigh,  I am  a Souldier, 

And  truth  I covet  only,  no  fine  terms.  Sir; 

I come  not  to  Hand  treating  here  *,  my  bufinefs 

Is  with  the  Duke,  and  of  luch  general  blelfing 

Bor.  You  have  overthrown  the  enemy,  we  know  it. 

And  we  rejoyce  in’t  *,  ye  have  done  like  honell  Subjects, 

You  have  done  handfomely  and  well. 

Theo.  But  well,  Sir? 

But  handfomely  and  well  ? what  are  we  juglers  ? 
rie  do  all  that  in  cutting  up  a Capon. 

But  handfomely  and  well  ? does  your  Lordlhip  take  us 
For  the  Dukes  Tumblers  ? we  have  done  bravely,  Sir, 
Ventur’d  our  lives  like  men. 

Bor.  Then  bravely  be  it. 

Theo.  And  for  as  brave  rewards  we  look,  and  graces. 

We  have  fweat  and  bled  for’t.  Sir. 

Bor.  And  ye  may  have  it. 

If  you  will  flay  the  giving.  Men  that  tliank  therafelves  firll 
For  any  good  they  do,  take  off  the  lultre, 

And  blot  the  benefit. 

Theot  Are  thefe  the  welcomes, 

The  Bells  that  ring  out  our  rewards?  pray  heartily. 

Early  and  late,  there  may  be  no  more  Enemies : 

Do  my  good  Lord,  pray  ferioufly,  and  ligh  too, 

For  if  there  be 

Bor.  They  mull  be  met,  and  fought  with. 

Theo.  By  whom  ? by  you  ? they  mult  be  met  and  flatter’d . 
Why,  what  a Devil  ail’d  ye  to  do  thefe  things  ? 

With  what  alTurance  dare  ye  mock  men  thus  ? 

You  have  but  Angle  lives,  and  thofe  I take  it 
A Sword  may  find  too : why  do  ye  dam  the  Duke  up  ? 

And  choak  that  courfe  of  love,  that  like  a River 
Should  fill  our  empty  veins  again  with  comforts  ? 

But  if  ye  ufe  thefe  knick  knacks. 

This  fall  and  loofe,  with  faithful  men  and  honcfl, 

You’l  be  the  firft  will  find  it. 

Enter 

11 

n 


262 


The  Loyal  SubjeB, 


Erter  Archas,  SoHliiierSy  Putskey,  Ancient^  and  others. 

"Bor of.  You  are  too  untempcrate. 

Theo.  Better  be  fo,  anti  thief  too,  than  unthankful : 

Pray  ulc  this  old  man  fo,  aud  then  we  are  paid  all.*  (ye. 
The  Duke  thanks  ye  for  your  fcrvice,  and  the  Court  thanks 
And  wonderful  delirous  they  are  to  lee  ye  *, 

Pray  Heaven  we  have  room  enough  to  march  for  May- games, 
Pageants,  and  Bone-fires  for  your  welcome  home,  Sir. 

Here  your  moll  noble  friend  the  Lord  Boroskie, 

A Gentleman  too  tender  of  your  credit. 

And  ever  in  the  Dukes  ear,  for  your  good,  Sir, 

Crazie  and  fickly,  yet  to  be  your  fervant, 

Has  leapt  into  the  open  air  to  meet  yc.  (home.  Sir  •, 

Bor.  The  bell  is,  your  words  wound  not,  you  are  welcome 
Heartily  welcome  home,  and  for  your  fervice, 

The  noble  overthrow  you  gave  the  Enemy, 

The  Duke  falutes  ye  too  with  all  his  thanks.  Sir. 

Anc.  Sure  they  will  now  regard  us. 

PmJ.  There’s  a reafon : 

But  by  the  changing  of  the  Colonels  countenance. 

The  rolling  of  his  eyes  like  angry  Billows  *, 

1 fear  the  wind’s  not  down  yet,  Ancient. 

Arch.  Is  the  Duke  well.  Sir? 

Borof.  Not  much  unhealthy, 

Only  a little  grudging  of  an  Ague, 

Which  cannot  lall : he  has  heard,  which  makes  him  fearful, 
And  loth  as  yet  to  give  your  worth  due  welcome. 

The  ficknefs  hath  been  fomewhat  hot  i’th’  Army, 

Which  happily  may  prove  more  doubt  than  danger. 

And  more  his  fear  than  fate  *,  yet  howfoever. 

An  honcfl  care 

Arch.  Ye  lay  right,  and  it  lliall  be^ 

For  though  upon  my  life  ’tis  but  a rumor, 

A meer  opinion,  without  faith  or  fear  in’t  •, 

For  Sir,  1 thank  Heaven,  we  never  Hood  more  healthy. 
Never  more  high  and  lully  yet  to  fatisfie. 

We  cannot  be  too  curious,  or  too  careful 
Ofwhat  concerns  his  ftate,  we’ll  draw  away.  Sir, 

And  lodge  at  further  diftance,  and  lefs  danger. 

Borof.  It  will  be  well. 

Anc.  It  will  be  very  feurvy ; 

I fmell  it  out,  it  llinks  abominably, 

Stir  it  no  more. 

Borof.  The  Duke,  Sir,  would  have  you  too, 

For  a Ihort  day  or  two,  retire  to  your  own  houlc. 

Whither  himlelf  will  come  to  vifit  ye. 

And  give  ye  thanks. 

Arch.  I (hall  attend  his  pleafure. 

<iAnc.  A trick,  a loufie  trick : fo  ho,  a trick  Boys. 

Arch.  How  now,  what’s  that? 

Anc.  I thought  I had  found  a Hare,  Sir , 

But  ’tis  a Fox,  an  old  Fox,  fhall  we  hunt  him  ? 

Arch.  No  more  fuch  words. 

Borof.  The  Souldier’s  grown  too  fawey. 

You  mull  tie  him  llraiter  up. 

Arch.  Ido  my  bell.  Sir-, 

But  men  of  free-born  minds  fometimes  will  Hie  out. 

Anc.  May  not  we  lee  the  Duke  ? 

Borof  Not  at  this  time.  Gentlemen, 

Your  General  knows  the  caufe. 

Anc.  We  have  no  Plague,  Sir, 

Unlefs  it  be  in  our  pay,  nor  no  Pox  neither  \ 

«'.)r  if  we  had,  I hope  that  good  old  Courtier 
Will  not  deny  us  place  there. 

Putf  Certain  my  Lord, 

Conlldering  what  we  are,  and  what  we  have  done ; 

If  not,  what  need  ye  may  have,  ’twould  be  better, 

A great  deal  nobler,  and  talle  honeller 
To  ufc  us  with  more  fvveetnels  •,  men  that  dig 
And  lafn  away  their  lives  at  the  Carts  tail. 

Double  our  comforts ; meat,  and  their  Mailers  thanks  too, 
When  they  work  v/cll,  they  have  •,  Men  of  our  quality. 
When  they  do  well,  and  venture  for’t  with  valour. 


Fight  hard,  lye  hard,  feed  hard,  when  they  come  home.  Sir, 
And  know  thefe  are  deferving  things,  things  worthy. 

Can  you  then  blame ’em  if  their  minds  a little 
Be  Hir’d  with  glory  ? ’tis  a pride  becomes  ’em, 

A little  feafon’d  with  ambition. 

To  be  refpeded,  reckon’d  well,  and  honour’d 

For  what  they  have  done : when  to  come  home  thus  poorly. 

And  met  with  fuch  unjointed  joy,  fo  looked  on. 

As  if  we  had  done  no  more  but  drell  a Horfe  well  *, 

So  entertain’d,  as  if,  I thank  ye  Gentlemen, 

Take  that  to  drink,  had  pow’r  to  pleafe  a Souldier  ? 

Where  be  the  fhouts,  the  Bells  rung  out,  the  people  ? 

The  Prince  himfelf  ? 

Arch.  Peace:  I perceive  your  eye.  Sir, 

Is  fixt  upon  this  Captain  for  his  freedom. 

And  happily  you  find  his  tongue  too  forward ; 

As  I am  Mailer  of  the  place  I carry, 

’fis  fit  I think  fo  too  •,  but  were  I this  man. 

No  llronger  tie  upon  me,  than  the  truth 
And  tongue  to  tell  it,  I ihould  Ipeak  as  he  do's,* 

And  think  with  modefty  enough,  fuch  Saints 

That  daily  thrull  their  loves  and  lives  throughihazards, 

And  fearlefsfor  their  Countries  peace,  march  hourly 
Through  all  the  doors  of  death,  and  know  the  darkeft. 
Should  better  be  canoniz’d  for  their  fervice : 

What  labour  would  thefe  men  negledt,  what  danger 
Where  honour  is,  though  feated  in  a Billow, 

Riling  as  high  as  Heaven,  would  not  thefe  Souldiers, 

Like  to  fo  many  Sea  gods  charge  up  to  it  ? 

Do  you  fee  thefe  fwords  ? times  Sy  the  was  ne’er  fo  lliarp,Sir  ^ 
Nor  ever  at  one  harvell  mow’d  fuch  handfuls : 

Thoughts  ne’er  fo  fudden,  nor  belief  fo  fure 
When  they  are  drawn,  and  were  it  not  fometimes 
I fwim  upon  their  angers  to  allay  ’em. 

And  like  a calm  deprefs  their  fell  intentions  j 

They  are  fo  deadly  fure,  nature  would  fuller 

And  whofe  are  all  thefe  glories  ? why,  their  Princes, 

Their  Countries,  and  their  Friends  ? Alas,  of  all  thefe. 
And  all  the  happy  ends  they  bring,  the  blellings. 

They  only  lhare  the  labours : A little  joy  then. 

And  outfide  of  a welcome,  at  an  uplhot 
Would  not  have  done  amifs,  Sir  •,  but  howfoever 
Between  me  and  my  duty,  no  crack.  Sir, 

Shall  dare  appear : I hope  by  my  example 
No  difeontent  in  them : without  doubt  Gentlemen, 

The  Duke  will  both  look  fuddenly  and  truly 

On  your  deferts : Methinks’twere  good  they  were  paid.  Sir. 

Bor.  They  lhall  be  immediately  j 1 flay  tor  money  j 
And  any  favour  elfe 

Arch.  We  are  all  bound  to  ye ; 

And  fo  I take  my  leave,  Sir  *,  when  the  Duke  pleafes 
To  make  me  worthy  of  his  eyes 

Bor.  Which  will  be  fuddenly, 

1 know  his  good  thoughts  to  ye. 

Arch.  With  all  duty. 

And  all  humility,  1 fhall  attend,  Sir.  (tisfied. 

Bor.  Once  more  you  are  welcome  home : thefe  fhall  be  fa- 

The.  Be  fure  we  be : and  handfomly. 

Arch.  Wait  you  on  me.  Sir. 

The.  Andhoneflly:  nojugling. 

Arch.  Will  ye  come.  Sir  ? nfArir. 

Bor.  Pray  do  not  doubt. 

The.  We  are  no  Boys.  \JExit. 

Enter  a Gent,  and  lor  i with  Mony. 

Bor.  Well  Sir.  (Lordfhip. 

Gent.  Here’s  mony  from  the  Duke,  and’t  pleafe  your 

Bor.  ’Tis  well. 

Gent.  How  fowre  the  Souldiers  look  ? 

Bor.  Is’t  told  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  and  for  every  company  a double  pay. 

And  the  Dukes  love  to  all. 

Anc.  That’s  worth  a Ducket. 

Bor.  You  that  be  Officers,  fee  it  difeharg’d  then, 

Why  do  not  you  take  it  up  ? 

Anc 
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Jnc.  ’Tis  too  heavy  : 

’Body  o’mc,  1 have  ftrain’d  mine  arm. 

'Bor.  Do  ye  fcorn  it  ? 

Ahc.  Has  your  Lorlhip  any  dice  about  ye>  fit  round 
And  come  on  feven  for  my  fharc.  (Gentlemen, 

pHt.  Do  you  think  Sir, 

This  is  the  end  we  fight  ? can  this  durt  draw  us 
To  fuch  a ftupid  tamenefs , that  our  fervice 
Ncglsdlcd,  and  look’d  lamely  on,  and  skev/’d  at 
V\  ith  a few  honourable  words,  and  this,  is  righted  /* 

Have  not  we  eyes  and  ears,  to  hear  and  fee  Sir, 

And  minds  to  underlhnd  the  flights  we  carry  ? 

1 come  home  old,  and  full  of  hurts, men  look  on  me 
Asiflhadgot’emfromawhore,  and  Ihunme^ 

1 tell  my  griefs,  and  fear  my  wants,  I am  anfwer’d, 

Alas  ’tis  pity ! pray  dine  with  me  on  Sunday  : 

Thefe  are  the  fores  we  are  fick  of,  the  minds  maladies, 

And  can  this  cure  ’em  ? you  fliould  have  us’d  us  nobly. 

And  for  our  doing  well,  as  well  proclaim’d  us 
To  the  worlds  eye,have  (hew’d  and  fainted  us. 

Then  ye  had  paid  us  bravely : then  we  had  ftiin’d  Sir, 

Not  in  this  gilded  fluff  but  in  our  glory : 

You  may  take  back  your  mony. 

Cjm.  This  I fear’d  flill. 

Bor.  Confider  better  Gentlemen. 

Atic.  Thank  your  Lordfhip: 

And  now  Tie  put  on  my  confidering  cap : 

My  Lord,  that  I am  no  Courtier,  you  may  guefs  it 
By  having  no  fute  to  you  for  this  mony : 

For  though  I want,  I want  not  this,  nor  fhall  not, 

Whilft  you  want  that  civility  to  rank  it 

With  thofe  rights  we  expeded  \ mony  grows  Sir, 

And  men  muft  gather  it,  all  is  not  put  in  one  purfe. 

And  that  1 am  no  Carter,  I could  never  whiflle  yet : 

But  that  I am  a Souldier,  and  a Gentleman, 

And  a fine  Gentleman,  and’t  like  your  honour. 

And  a mofl  pleafant  companion : all  you  that  are  witty. 
Come  lift  to  my  ditty  : come  fet  in  boyes, 

W ith  your  Lordfhips  patience. 

How  do  you  like  my  Song,  my  Lord  ? (better, 

Bor.  Even  as  I like  your  ftlf,  but  ’twould  be  a great  deal 
You  would  prove  a great  deal  wifer,  and  take  this  mony. 

In  your  own  phrafe  1 fpeak  now  Sir,  and  ’tis  very  well 
Y ou  have  learn’d  to  fing  ^ for  fince  you  prove  fo  liberal. 

To  refufe  fuch  means  as  this,  maintain  your  voice  flill, 
’Twill  prove  your  belt  friend. 

Anc.  ’Tis  a finging  age  Sir, 

A merry  moon  here  now  : I’le  follow  it : 

Fidling,  and  fooling  now,  gains  more  than  fighting. 

'Bor.  What  is’t  you  blench  at.'  what  would  you  ask?  fpeak 
Sol.  And  fo  we  dare : a triumph  for  the  General,  (freely. 
Put.  And  then  an  honour  fpecial  to  his  vertue. 

Anc.  That  we  may  be  prefer’d  that  have  ferv’d  for  it. 
And  Cram’d  up  into  favour  like  the  worfhipful. 

At  Icafl  upon  the  Cities  charge  made  drunk 

For  one  whole  year  *,  we  have  done  ’em  ten  years  fervice ; 

That  we  may  enjoy  our  lechery  without  grudging. 

And  mine,  or  thine  be  nothing,  all  things  equal. 

And  catch  as  catch  may,  be  proclaim’d ; that  when  we  bor- 
And  have  no  will  to  pay  again,  no  Law  ( row. 

Lay  hold  upon  us,  nor  no  Court  controule  us. 

'Bor.  Some  of  thefe  may  come  to  pafs ; the  Duke  may  do 
And  no  doubt  will : the  General  will  find  too,  ( ’em. 

And  fo  will  you,  you.but  flay  with  patience : I have  no 
Put.  Nor  will : come  fellow  Souldiers.  (power. 

Bor.  Pray  be  not  fodiflruftfnlh 
Put.  There  are  waies  yet, 

And  honeft  waies  •,  we  are  not  brought  op  Statues. 

Anc.  If  your  Lordlhip 

Have  any  filk  ftockings,  that  have  holes  i’th’  heels. 

Or  ever  an  honourable  Caflbek  that  wants  buttons, 

1 could  have  cur’d  fuch  maladies : yonr  Lordfhips  cuflome 
And  my  good  Ladies,  if  the  bones  want  fettmg 
In  her  old  bodies 

Bor.  This  is  difobcdicnce. 

Anc.  Eight  pence  a day,  and  hard  Eggs. 

Put.  Troop  off  Gentlemen, 

Some  Coin  we  have,  whilflthislafts,  orouraedits, 

We’l  never  fell  our  Generals  worth  for  fix-pencc. 

Ye  are  beholding  to  us, 

Anc.  Fare  ye  well  Sir, 

And  buy  a pipe  with  that ; do  ye  fee  this  skarf  Sir  ? 

By  this  hand  I’le  cry  Brooms  in’t,  birchen  Brooms  Sir, 

Before  1 eat  one  bit  from  your  benevolence. 

Now  to  our  old  occupations  again. 

By  your  leave  Lord.  f Exeunt. 

Bor.  You  will  bite  when  ye  are  fliarper  \ take  up  the 
This  love  1 muft  remove,this  fondnefs  to  him,  (mony. 

This  tendernefs  of  heart  •,  I have  loft  my  way  elle. 

There  is  no  fending  man,  they  will  not  take  it. 

They  are  yet  too  full  of  pillage, 

They’l  dance  for’t  ere’t  be  long  ,• 

Come,  bring  it  after. 

. Enter  Duke. 

Duke.  How  now,  refus’d  their  mony  ? 

Bor.  Very  bravely. 

And  ftand  upon  fuch  terms  ’tis  terrible. 

Duke.  Where’s  Archas  ? 

Bor.  He’s  retir’d  Sir,  to  his  houfe. 

According  to  your  pleafure,  full  of  dutie 
To  outward  Ihew : but  what  within  ■ 

Duke.  Refufe  it 

Bor.  Moft  confidently : ’tis  not  your  revenues  , 

Can  feed  then  Sir,and  yet  they  have  found  a General 
That  knows  no  ebbe  of  bountie  : there  they  eat  Sir^ 

And  loath  your  invitations. 

Duks-  ’Tis  not  poflible. 

He’s  poor  as  they. 

Bor.  You’I  find  it  otherwife. 

Pray  make  your  journey  thither  preftntly. 

And  as  ye  goe  I’lc  open  ye  a wonder. 

Good  Sir  this  morning, 

Duke.  Follow  me.  Fie  doe  it.  X,£keiirit, 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Olympia,  Alinda,  Burris,  and  Gentlmmen. 

Olym.  But  do  you  think  my  Brother  loves  her  ? 

Bur.  Certain  Madam, 

He  fpeaks  much  of  her,  and  fometimes  with  wonder^ 

Oft  wifhes  Ihe  were  nobler  born. 

Olym.  Do  you  think  him  honeft  ? 

Bur.  Your  Grace  is  nearer  to  his  heart,  than  I am, 

Upon  my  life  I hold  him  fo. 

Olym.  ’Tis  a poor  wench, 

I would  not  have  her  wrong’d : methinks  my  Brother—^ 
But  I muft  not  give  rules  to  his  alTedions  \ 

Yet  if  he  weigh  her  worth 

Bur.  You  need  not  fear  Madam. 

Olym.  I hope  I ftiall  not ; Lord  Burris 
I love  her  well ; I know  not,  there  is  foraething 
Makes  me  beftow  more  than  a care  upon  her : 

I do  not  like  that  ring  from  him  to  her ; 

1 mean  to  women  of  her  way,  fuch  tokens 
Rather  appear  as  baits,  than  royal  bounties : 

I would  not  have  it  fo. 

Bur.  Y ou  will  not  find  it. 

Upon  my  troth  I think  his  moft  ambition 

Is  but  to  let  the  world  know  h’as  a handlbm  MiftriS; 

Will  your  grace  command  me  any  fervice  to  him  ? 

Olym.  Remember  all  my  duty. 

Bur.  Bleflings  crown  ye  : 

What’s  your  will  Lady  ? 

Al.  Any  thing  that’s  honeft 
And  if  you  think  it  fit,  fb  poor  a fervice. 

Clad  in  a ragged  vertue,  may  reach  him , 

I do  befeech  your  Lordlhip  fpeak  it  humbly. 

Bur.. 

2 6^ 
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'Bttr.  Fair  one  I will:  in  the  belt  phrale  I have  too, 

And  lb  I kils  your  hand.  {JExtt 

yil.  Your  Lord  (hips  Servant. 

Olym.  Come  hither  wench,  what  art  thou  doing  with  that 
AL  I am  looking  on  the  pofie,  Madam.  (Ring ' 

Olym.  What  is’t  ? 

The  Jewel’s  fet  within. 

Olym.  But  where  the  joy  wench, 

\^'hen  that  invillble  Jewel’s  loft  ? why  doft  thou  fmile  fo  ? 
W’hat  unhappy  meaning  haft  thou  ? 
tx//.  Nothing  Madam, 

But  only  thinking  what  ftrange  fpells  thefe  Rings  have, 

And  how  they  work  with  fome. 

Pft.  I fear  with  you  too. 

AI.  This  could  not  coft  above  a Crown. 

Pet.  ’T will  coft  you 

The  lhaving  of  your  crown,  if  not  the  walking. 

Olym.  But  he  that  fent  it,  makes  the  vertue  greater. 

Al.  I and  the  vice  too  Madam:  goodnefs  bids  me  .• 

How  fit  ’tis  for  my  finger .' 

2 IV.  No  doubt  you’l  find  too 
A finger  fit  for  you. 

Al.  Sirrah,  Petefca, 

What  wilt  thou  give  me  for  the  good  that  follows  this  ? 

But  thou  haft  Rings  enough,  thou  art  provided  : 

Heigh  ho,  what  muft  I doe  now  ? 

Pet.  You’l  be  taught  that. 

The  eafieft  part  that  e’re  you  learn’t,  I warrant  you. 

Al.  Ay  me,  ay  me. 

Pet.  You  will  divide  too,  Ihortly, 

Your  voice  comes  finely  forward. 

Olym.  Come  hither  wanton, 

Thou  art  not  furely  as  thou  faift. 

Al.  I would  not : 

But  fure  there  is  a witchcraft  in  this  Ring,  Lady, 

Lord  how  my  heart  leaps ! 

Pet.  ’Twill  goe  pit  a pat  Ihortly. 

Al.  And  now  metiftnks  a thouland  of  the  Dukes  lhapes. 

2 W.  Will  no  lefs  ferve  ye  ? 
ex//.  In  ten  thoufand  fmiles. 

Olym.  Heaven  blefs  the  wench. 

Al.  With  eyes  that  will  not  be  deni’d  to  enter  % 

And  fuch  foft  fweet  embraces  •,  take  it  from  me, 

I am  tmdone  elfe  Madam : I ’m  loft  elfe. 

Olym.  What  ailes  thegirle? 

Al.  Howfuddenlyl ’m  alter’d  I 
And  grown  my  felf  again ! do  not  you  feel  it  ? 

Olym.  Wear  that,  and  I’le  wear  this  : 
rie  try  the  ftrength  on’t. 

Al.  How  cold  my  bloud  grows  now  I 
Here’s  faaed  vertue : 

When  I leave  to  honour  this, 

Every  hour  to  pay  a kifs. 

When  each  morning  I arife. 

Or  I forget  a facrifice : 

When  this  figure  in  my  faith. 

And  the  purenefs  that  it  hath, 

I purfue  not  with  my  will. 

Nearer  to  arrive  at  ftill : 

When  I lofe,  or  change  this  Jewel, 

Flic  me  faith,  and  heaven  be  cruel. 

Olym.  You  have  half  confirm’d  me. 

Keep  but  that  way  fure. 

And  what  this  charm  can  doe,  let  me  endure.  {Exeum. 
SCENA  III. 

£/rtfr  Archas,  Theodore,  2 Danghters  Honora^;/^/ Viola. 

Ar.  Carry  your  felf  difcreetly,  it  concerns  me. 

The  Duke’s  come  in,  none  of  your  froward  paflions. 

Nor  no  diftafts  to  any:  Prethee 

By  my  life,  boy,  ’twill  rulne  me. 

The.  I have  done  Sir, 

So  there  be  no  foul  play  he  Ixings  along  with  him. 


Ar.  What’s  that  to  you  ? 
Let  him  bring  what  pleafe  him, 
And  whom,  and  how. 

- The.  So  they  mean  well 


Ar.  Is’t  fit  you  be  a Judge  firrah  ? 

The.  ’Tis  fit  I feel  Sir. 

Ar.  Get  a banquet  ready. 

And  trim  your  felves  up  handfomly. 

The.  To  what  end  ? 

Do  you  mean  to  make  ’em  whores  ? 

Hang  up  a fign  then. 

And  fet  ’em  out  to  Livery. 

Ar.  Whole  fon  art  thou  ? 

The.  Yours  Sir,  I hope : but  not  of  your  dil^ces. 

Ar.  Full  twenty  thoufand  men  I have  commanded. 

And  all  their  minds,  with  this  calm’d  all  their  angers  ^ 

And  lhall  a boy  of  mine  own  breed  too,  of  mine  own  blood, 

One  crooked  ftick 

The.  Pray  take  your  way,  and  thrive  in’t,  / 

1 ’le  quit  your  houfe  •,  if  taint  or  black  dilhonour 
Light  on  ye,  ’tis  your  own,  I have  no  Ihare  in’t. 

Y et  if  it  do  fall  out  fo,  as  I fear  it, 

And  partly  find  it  too 

Ar.  Haft  thou  no  reverence  ? 

No  dutie  in  thee  ? 

The.  This  fliall  fliew  I obey  ye  : 

I dare  not  ftay : I would  have  ftiew’d  my  love  too, 

And  that  you  ask  as  duty,  with  my  life  Sir, 

Had  you  but  thought  me  worthy  of  your  hazards. 

Which  heaven  preferve  ye  from,  and  keep  the  Duke  too  .* 
And  there’s  an  end  of  my  wifties,  God  be  with  ye.  {Exit. 
<tAr.  Stubborn,  yet  full  of  that  we  all  love,  honefty. 

Enter  Burris. 

Lord  where’s  the  Duke  ? 

Bur.  In  the  great  chamber  Sir, 

And  there  ftayes  till  he  fee  you,  ye  ’have  a fine  houfe  here. 

Ar.  A poor  contented  lodge,  unfit  for  his  prefence. 

Yet  all  the  joy  it  hath. 

Bwr.  I hope  a great  one,  and  for  your  good,  brave  Sir. 

Ar.  I thank  ye  Lord: 

And  now  my  lervice  to  the  Duke. 

Bht.  Tie  wait  on  ye.  C Exeunt. 

..  Duke,  Boroskey,  Cent,  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  May  this  be  credited 
Bor.  Difgrace  me  elfe. 

And  never  more  with  favour  look  upon  me. 

Duke.  It  feems  impolfible. 

Bor.  It  cannot  chufe  Sir, 

Till  your  own  eyes  behold  it ; but  that  it  is  fo, 

And  that  by  this  means  the  too  haughtie  Souldier 
-las  been  fo  cramm’d  and  fed,he  cares  not  for  ye  ^ 

Relieve,  or  let  me  perilh : Let  your  eyes 
As  you  obferve  the  houfe,  but  where  I point  it, 

Vlake  ftay,  and  take  a view,  and  then  you  have  found  it. 

' Enter  Archas,  Burris,  2 Daughter Sy  and  Servant. 

Du.  rie  follow  your  diredion : welcome  Archas, 

You  are  welcome  home  brave  Lord,  we  are  come  to  vifit  ye. 
And  thank  ye  for  your  fervice. 

Ar.  ’Twas  fo  poor  Sir, 
n true  relped  of  what  I owe  your  Highneft, 
merits  nothing. 

Du.  Are  thefe  fair  ones  yours.  Lord  ? 

Ar.  Their  Mother  made  me  think  fo  Sir. 

Du.  Stand  up  Ladies: 

Jelhrew  my  heart  they  are  fair  ones  ^ methinks  fitter 
^he  luftre  of  the  Court,  than  thus  live  darken’d  : 
would  fee  your  houfe  Lord  Archas^  it  appears  to  me 
I handfom  pile.  * 

Ar.  ’Tis  neat  but  no  great  ftrudure*, 
le  be  your  Graces  guide,  give  me  the  keyes  there. 

Du.  Lead  on,  we’l  follow  ye : begin  with  the  Gallery, 

I think 
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I think  that’s  one. 

Arc.  ’Tis  fo,  and’t  pleafc  ye,  Sir, 

The  reft  above  are  lodgings  all. 

Du.  Go  on,  Sir. 

SCENE  IV. 

£;, 7 fy  Theodore,  Putskey,  and  eyfncient . 

pHif.  The  Duke  gone  thither,  do  you  fay  ? 

The.  Yes  marry  do  I, 

And  all  the  Ducklings  too^  but  what  they’ll  do  there 

Tutf.  I hope  they’ll  crown  his  fervice. 

The.  With  a Cuftard-, 

I This  is  no  weather  for  rewards ; they  crown  his  fervice  ? 
[Rather  they  go  to  lhave  his  Crown:  I was  rated 
As  if  I had  been  a Dog  had  worried  Sheep,  out  of  doors, 

1 For  making  but  a doubt. 

Piitf.  They  muft  now  grace  him. 

The.  Mark  but  the  end.  (him. 

Anc.  I amfurethey  (hould  reward  him,  they  cannot  want 
The.  They  that  want  honefty,  want  any  thing. 

Putf.  The  Duke  is  fo  noble  in  his  own  thoughts. 

The.  That  I grant  ye, 

Ilf  thofe  might  only  fway  him : but  ’tis  moft  certain, 

Iso  many  new  born  Flies  his  light  gave  life  to, 

IBuzze  in  his  beams,  Flefti-flies,  and  Butterflies, 

IHornets,  and  humming  Scarabs,  that  not  one  honey  Bee 
[That’s  loaden  with  true  labour,  and  brings  hotiie 
knereafe  and  Credit,  can  ’fcape  rifling, 

I And  what  Ihe  fucks  for  fweet,they  turn  to  bitternefs.  (’em.? 
Anc.  Shall  we  go  fee  what  they  do,  and  talk  our  mind  to 
PutJ.  That  we  have  done  too  much,  and  to  no  purpofe. 
Anc.  Shall  we  be  hang’d  for  him  ? 

II  have  a great  mind  to  be  hang’d  now  (take  me, 

[For  doing  fomc  brave  thing  for  him  ^ a worfe  end  will 
[And  for  an  adlion  of  no  worth  ^ not  honour  him  ? 

[Upon  my  Conlcience,  even  the  Devil,  the  very  Devil 
|(Not  to  belie  him)  thinks  him  an  honeft  man,  (years, 

II  am  fure  he  has  fent  him  fouls  any  time  thefe  twenty 
I Able  to  furnifh  all  his  Filh-markets. 

The.  Leave  thy  talking, 

I And  come,  let’s  go  to  dinner  and  drink  to  him. 

We  lhall  hear  more  erefupper  time:  if  he  be  honour’d, 
He  hasdeferv’d  itwell,  and  we  lhall  fight  for’t: 

[If  he  be  ruin’d,  fo,  we  know  the  worft  then, 

; And  for  my  fell,  I’ll  meet  it. 

PutJ.  I ne’r  fear  it.  \Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Duke.,  Archas,  Boroskey,  Burris,  Gentlemen ^ 
and  Attendants. 

Du.  They  are  handfome  rooms  all,  well  contriv’d  and 
I Full  of  convenience,  the  profped’s  excellent:  (fitted, 

Arc.  Now  will  your  Grace  pafs  down,  and  do  me  but 

I To  tafte  a Countrey  Banquet .?  (the  honour 

Dit.  What  room’s  that? 

I I would  fee  all  now  •,  what  conveyance  has  it? 

Ifee  you  have  kept  the  beft  part  yet  ^ pray  open  it. 

■ Arc.  Ha ! I mifdoubted  this : ’tis  of  no  receipt.  Sir, 

'or  your  eyes  moft  unfit 

Du  I long  to  fee  it,  (lent  painting, 

Becaufe  I would  judge  of  the  whole  piece : fome  excel- 
Or  fome  rare  fpoils  you  would  keep  to  entertain  me 
Another  time,  1 know. 

Aac.  In  troth  there  is  not. 

Nor  any  thing  worth  your  fight ; below  I have 
Some  Fountains,  and  fome  Ponds. 

Du.  1 would  fee  this  now. 

Ar.  Boroskiey  thou  art  a Knave  \ it  contains  nothing 
But  rubbifli  from  the  other  rooms  and  unnecelTaries : 
VVill’t  pleafe  you (ee a ftrange  Clock? 

Du.  This  or  nothing ; [_LittleTrnnk^ready 

V V hy  Ihould  you  bar  it  up  thus  with  defences 


Above  the  reft,  iinlcfs  it  contain’d  fomething 
More  excellent,  and  curious  of  keeping? 

O^icn’t,  for  I will  fee  it. 

Arc.  The  Keys  arc  loft,  Sir  : 

Does  your  Grace  think  if  it  were  fit  for  you; 

1 could  be  fo  unmannerly  ? 

Du.  I will  fee  it,  and  cither  Oicw  it 

Arc.  Good  Sir 

Dll.  Thank  yc,  Archas.^ 

You  (hew  your  love  abundantly. 

Do  1 ufo  to  entreat  thus  ? force  it  open. 

Bur.  That  were  inhofpitable-,  you  arc  hisGueft,  Sir, 
And  with  his  greateft  joy,  to  entertain  yc. 

Du.  Hold  thy  peace.  Fool;  will  yc  open  it? 

Arc.  Sir,  I tan  not. 

I muft  not  if  1 could. 

Du.  Go,  break  it  open.  (tlemen. 

Arc.  I muft  vvithftand  that  force : Be  not  too  rafli,  Gen- 
Du.  Unarm  him  firft,  then  if  he  benotobftinate 
Preferve  his  life. 

Arc.  I thank  your  Grace,  1 take  it ; 

And  nowtake  you  the  Keys,  go  in,  and  fee.  Sir ; (tor. 
There  feed  your  eyes  with  wonder,  and  thank  that  Tray- 
'That  thing  that  fells  his  faith  for  favour.  [_Exit  Duke. 
Bur.  Sir,  what  moves  ye?  (das^ 

Arc.  I have  kept  mine  pure ; Lord  Burris,  there’s  a J«- 
That  for  a fmile  will  fell  ye  all : a Gentleman  ? 

The  Devil  has  more  truth,  and  has  maintain’d  it; 

A Whores  heart  more  belief  in’t. 

Enter  Duke- 
Du.  What’s allthis,  Archas? 

I cannot  blame  you  to  conceal  it  fo, 

This  moft  ineftimable  Treafurc.  Ar.  Yours  Sir. 

Du.  Nordo  I Wonder  now  the  Souldier  Heights  me. 

Arc.  Be  not  deceiv’d  *,  he  has  bad  no  favour  here.  Sir, 
Nor  had  you  known  this  now,  but  for  that  Pick-thank, 
The  loft  man  in  his  faith,  he  has  reveal’d  it, 

To  fuck  a little  honey  from  ye  has  betray’d  it. 

I fwear  he  fmiles  upon  me,  and  forfworn  too, 

Thoucrackt,  uncurrant  Lord  : I’ll  tell  ye  all.  Sir.* 

Your  Sire,  before  his  death,  knowing  your  temper, 

To  be  as  bounteous  as  the  air,  and  open. 

As  flowing  as  the  Sea  to  all  that  follow’d  ye, 

Your  great  mind  fit  for  War  and  Glory,  thriftily 
Like  a great  Husband  to  preferve  your  adions, 

Colleded  all  this  treafure ; to  our  trufts. 

To  mine  I mean,  and  to  that  long-tongu’d  Lord’s  there. 

He  gave  the  knowledg  and  the  charge  of  all  this, 

Upon  his  death-Bed  too And  on  the  Sacrament 
He  fwore  us  thus , never  to  let  this  Treafure 
Part  from  our  fecret  keepings,  till  no  hope 
Of  Subjed  could  relieve  ye,  all  your  own  wafted. 

No  help  of  thofe  that  lov’d  ye  could  fupply  ye, 

And  then  fome  great  exploit  a foot ; my  honefty 
I would  have  kept  till  I had  made  this  ulefhl  •, 

I (hew’d  it,  and  I ftood  it  to  the  tempeft, 

And  ufeful  to  the  end  ’twas  left : I am  cozen’d. 

And  fo  are  you  too,  if  you  fpend  this  vainly  *, 

This  Worm  that  crept  into  ye  has  abus’d  ye. 

Abus’d  your  fathers  care,  abus’d  his  Faith  too : 

Nor  can  this  mafs  of  money  make  him  man  more, 

A flea’d  Dog  lias  more  foul,  an  Ape  more  honefty ; 

All  mine  ye  have  amongft  it,  farewel  that, 

1 cannot  part  with’t  nobler ; my  heart’s  clear. 

My  Confcience  fmooth  as  that,  no  rub  upon’t : 

But  O thy  Hell ' 


Bor.  1 feek  no  Heaven  from  you,  Sir. 

Arc.  Thy  gnawing  Hell,  Boroskey,  it  will  find  thee: 
Would  ye  heap  Coalsuponhis  head  has  wrong’d  ye. 

Has  ruin’d  youreftate?  give  him  this  money, 

Melt  it  into  his  mouth. 

Dm.  What  little  Trunk’s  that? 

That  there  o’th’  top,  that’s  lockt  ? 

Bor.  You’ll  find  it  ricn,  Sir, 
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Richer  I think  than  all. 

yirc.  You  were  not  covetous, 

Nor  wont  to  weave  your  thoughts  with  fuch  a courfenefs  *, 
Pray  rack  not  Honelly. 

Bor.  Befure  you  lee  it. 

Dm.  Bring  out  the  Trunk. 

Enm  with  the  Trunl{. 

Arc.  You’ll  find  that  treafure  too, 

A'l  I have  left  me  now. 

Dh.  What’s  this,  a poor  Gown? 

And  this  a piece  of  Scnec.i  ? 

Arc.  Yesfuie,  Sir, 

More  worth  than  all  your  Gold,  yet  ye  have  enough  on’t, 
.And  of  a Mine  far  purer,  and  more  precious  •, 

This  fells  no  friends,  nor  fearches  into  counfels, 

And  yet  all  counfcl,  and  all  friends  live  here.  Sir-, 

Betrays  no  Faith,  yet  handles  all  that’s  trufty ; 

Will’t  pleafe  you  leave  me  this  ? 

Dm.  ^^hth  all  my  heart,  Sir. 

A>  . What  fays  your  Lordlhip  to’t? 

Bor.  1 dare  not  rob  ye.  (both ; 

Arc.  Poor  inifcrablc  men,  you  have  rob’d  your  felves 
This  Gown,  and  this  unvalu’d  Treafure,  your  brave  Father, 
Found  me  a Child  at  School  with,  in  his  progrefs. 
W^herefuch  a love  he  took  to  fome  few  anfwers. 

Unhappy  Boyilhtoys  hit  in  my  head  then. 

That  fuddenly  1 made  him,  thus  as  I was, 

(For  here  was  all  the  Wealth  1 brought  his  Highnefs) 

He  carried  me  to  Court,  there  bred  me  up. 

Bellow’d  his  favours  on  me,  taught  me  the  Arms  firll. 
With  thofe  an  honelt  mind  1 ferv’d  him  truly, 

And  where  he  gave  me  trull,  I think  1 fail’d  not ; 

Let  the  World  fpeak ; 1 humbly  thank  your  Highnefs, 

You  have  done  more,  and  nobler,  eas’d  mine  age,  Sir ; 

And  to  this  care  a fair  Ouietus  given , 

Now  to  my  Book  again. 

Du.  You  have  your  wilh,  Sir, 

Let  fome  bring  off  the  treafure. 

Bor.  Some  is  his,  Sir. 

Arc.  None,  none,  a poor  unworthy  reaper. 

The  Harveft  is  his  Graces. 

Du.  Thank  you,  Archas. 

Arc.  But  will  not  you  repent,  Lord  ? when  this  is  gone 

Where  will  your  Lordlhip? 

Bor.  Pray  take  you  no  care.  Sir. 

Arc.  Does  your  Grace  like  my  Houfe? 

Du.  Wondrous  well,  Archas., 

You  have  made  me  richly  welcome. 

Arc.  Idid  my  belt,  Sir. 

Is  there  any  thing  elfe  may  pleafe  your  Grace  ? 

Du.  Your  Daughters 
I had  forgot,  fend  them  to  Court. 

Arc.  How’s  that,  Sir  ? 

Du.  1 faid  your  Daughters  •,  fee  it  done:  I’ll  have ’em 
Attend  my  Sifter,  Archas. 

Arc.  Thank  your  Highnefs. 

Du.  And  fuddenly.  {Exit. 

Arc.  Through  all  the  ways  I dare. 

I’ll  ferve  your  temper,  though  you  try  me  far.  {Exit. 


A5i^  Tertins*  Seen  a Print  a. 

Enter  Theodore,  Putskey,  Ancient  and  Servant. 

The.  I wonder  we  hear  no  news. 

Tutf.  Here’s  your  fathers  fervant. 

He  comes  in  halle  too,  now  we  lhall  know  all.  Sir. 

The.  How  now  ? 

Str.  I am  glad  I have  met  you.  Sir-,  your  father 
Intreats  you  prcfently  make  halle  unto  him. 

The.  What  news  ? 


Ser.  None  of  the  bell.  Sir,  1 am  afliam’d  to  tell  it, 

Pray  ask  no  more. 

The.  Did  not  I tell  ye.  Gentlemen  ? 

Did  not  I prophefie  ? he’s  undone  then. 

Ser.  Not  fo.  Sir,  but  as  near  it 

Putf.  There’s  no  help  now  ^ 

The  Army’s  fcatter’d  all,  through  difeontent. 

Not  to  be  rallied  up  in  halle  to  help  this. 

Anc.  Plague  of  the  Devil;  have  ye  watch’d  your  fealbns  ? 
We  lhall  watch  you  ere  long. 

The.  Farewel,  there’s  no  cure, 

We  mull  endure  all  now:  1 know  what  I’ll  do. 

{Exeunt  Theodore  and  Servant. 
Putf.  Nay,  there’s  no  Itriving,  they  have  a hand  upon  us, 
A heavy  and  a hard  one. 

Anc.  Now  I have  it, 

Wc  have  yet  fome  Gentlemen,  fome  Boys  of  mettle, 
(What,  are  webob’d  thus  Hill,  colted,  and  carted?) 

And  one  mad  trick  we’ll  have  to  lliame  thele  Vipers  j 
Shall  I blefs  ’em  ? 

Putf.  Farewel-,  I have  thought  my  way  too.  {Exit. 
Anc.  Were  never  fuch  rare  Cries  in  ChriHendome, 

As  cJJ^ofco  lhall  afford : we’ll  live  by  fooling 

Now  fighting’s  gone,  and  they  lhall  find  and  feel  it.  {Exit, 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Archas,  Honora,  and  Viola. 

-^r.No  more,  it  mull  befo-,do  you  think  I would  fend  ye, 

Your  father  and  your  friend 

riol.  Pray  Sir,  be  good  to  us, 

Alas,  we  know  no  Court,  nor  feek  that  knowledge ; 

We  are  content  with  harmlefs  things  at  home, 

Children  of  your  content,  bred  up  in  quiet. 

Only  to  know  our  felves,  to  feek  a Wifedome 
From  that  we  under  Hand,  eafie  and  horieft-, 

T 0 make  our  actions  worthy  of  your  Honour, 

Their  ends  as  innocent  as  we  begot  ’em  ^ 

Whatfliall  we  look  for  Sir,  what  lhall  we  learn  there. 
That  this  more  private  fweetnefs  cannot  teach  us  ? 

Vertue  was  never  built  upon  ambition. 

Nor  the  Souls  Beauties  bred  out  of  Bravery : 

What  a terrible  Father  would  you  feem  to  us. 

Now  you  have  moulded  us,  and  wrought  our  tempers 
To  eafie  and  obedient  ways,  uncrooked. 

Where  the  fair  mind  can  never  lofe  nor  loiter. 

Now  to  divert  our  Natures,  now  to  Item  us 
Roughly  againll  the  tide  of  all  this  treafure  ? 

Would  ye  have  us  proud  ? ’tis  fooncr  bred  than  buried  ^ 
Wickedly  proud  ? for  fuch  things  dwell  at  Court,  Sir. 

Hon.  Would  ye  have  your  Children  learn  to  forget  their 
And  when  he  dies  dance  on  his  Monument  ? (father. 
Shall  we  leek  Vertue  in  a Sattin  Gown ; 

Embroider’d  Vertue  ? Faith  in  a well-curl’d  Feather  ? 

And  fet  our  Credits  to  the  tune  of  green  fleeves  ? 

This  may  be  done  -,  and  if  you  like , it  lhall  be. 

You  Ihould  have  fent  us  thither  when  we  were  younger, 
Our  maiden  heads  at  a higher  rate  -,  our  Innocence 
Able  to  make  a Mart  indeed : we  are  now  too  old,  Sir, 
Perhaps  they’ll  think  too  cunning  too,  and  flight  us ; 
Befides,  we  are  altogether  unprovided, 

Unfurnifht  utterly  of  the  rules  fliould  guide  us. - 
This  Lord  comes,  licks  fiis  hand,  and  protellsto  me  ^ 
Compares  my  Beauty  to  a thoulandfine  things-. 
Mountains,  and  Fountains,  Trees,  and  Stars,  and  Goblins  j 
Now  have  not  I the  faith  for  to  believe  him  *, 

He  offers  me  the  honourable  courtefie. 

To  lye  with  me  all  night,  what  a mifery  is  this  ? 
lam  bred  upfofoolifhly,  alas,  I dare  not. 

And  how  madly  thefe  things  will  fhew  there. 

Arc.  I fend  ye  not, 

Like  parts  infedled,  to  draw  more  corruption  ; 

Like  Spiders  to  grow  great,  with  growing  evil : 

With  your  own  Vertues  feafon’d,  and  my  prayers. 

The 
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I The  Card  of  goodncfs  in  your  minds,  that  (hows  yc 
; When  yefailfalfe;  the  needle  toucht  with  honour, 

^ That  through  theblackclt  Itorms,  Hill  points  at  happinefs 
' Your  Bodies  the  tall  harks,  rib’d  round  with  goodncfs, 

Your  Heavenly  Souls  the  Pilots,  thus  I fend  you-, 

' Thus  I prepare  your  Voyage;  found  before  ye, 

And  ever  ss  you  fail  through  this  Worlds  Vanity, 

' Difcovcr  Sholes,  Rocks,  Qnickfands,  cry  out  to  ye. 

Like  a good  Mailer  tack  about  for  Honour : 

The  Court  is  Vertue’s  School,  at  lealt  it  Ihould  be  ^ 

. Nearer  the  Sun  the  Mine  lies,  the  metal’s  purer : 
j Be  it  granted,  if  the  fpringbeonceinfcfted, 

Thofe  Branches  that  flow  from  him  muH  run  muddy , 

Say  you  find  fome  Sins  there,  and  thofe  no  fmall  ones. 

And  they  like  lazie  fits  begin  to  lhake  ye  : 

Say  they  affedt  your  ftrengths,  my  happy  Children, 

Great  things  through  greateft:  hazards  are  atchiev’d  Hill, 
And  then  they  Ihine,  then  goodncfs  has  his  glory, 
is  Crown  fall  rivetted,  then  time  moves  under. 

Where,  through  the  milt  of  errors,  like  the  Sun, 
hrough  thick  and  pitchy  Clouds,  he  breaks  out  nobly.  , 
Hon.  I thank  you  Sir,  you  have  made  me  half  a Soul- 
will  to  Court  mod  willingly,  moftfondly.  (dier. 

And  if  there  be  fuch  ftirring  things  amongH  ’em. 

Such  Travellers  into  y'irgima 
As  Fame  reports,  if  they  can  win  me,  take  me; 
think  I have  a dole  Ward,  and  a fure  one  \ 

An  honed  mind  I hope,  ’tis  petticoat- proof, 

Chain  proof,  and  Jewel-proof -,  I know ’tis  Gold  proof, 

A Coach  and  four  Horfes  cannot  draw  me  from  it ; 

As  for  your  handfome  Faces,  and  filed  Tongues, 

Curl’d  Millers  heads,  I have  another  word  for  them, 

And  yet  I’ll  flatter  too,  as  fad  as  they  do. 

And  lye,  but  not  as  lewdly -,  Come,  be  valiant,  Siller, 

She  that  dares  not  dand  the  pulh  o’th’  Court,  dares  nothing. 
And  yet  come  off  ungraced  ; Sir,  like  you, 

We  both  afiedt  great  dangers  now,  and  the  World  fliall  fee 
All  glory  lies  not  in  Mans  Vidlorie. 

Arc.  Mine  own  Honora. 

Viol.  I am  very  fearful. 

Would  I were  dronger  built : you  would  have  me  honed  ? 
Arc.  Or  not  at  all  my  Vtola. 

Viol.  I’ll  think  on’t, 

'or ’tis no  eafie promife,  and  live  there: 

3o  you  think  we  lhall  do  well  ? 

Hon.  Why,  what  Ihould  aile  us? 

Vtol.  Certain  they’ll  tempt  us  drongly ; befide  the  glory 
Which  Women  may  affedl , they  are  handfom  Gentlemen, 
very  part  fpeaks : nor  is  it  one  denial. 

Nor  two,  nor  ten  ^ donl  every  look  we  give  ’em, 

They’ll  frame  a hope  even  from  our  prayers,  promifes 
Hon.  Let  ’em  feed  fo,  and  be  fat ; there  is  no  fear,  wench, 
s thou  beed  fad  to  thy  felf. 

Vtol.  I hope  I lhall  be-, 

And  your  example  will  work  more. 

Enter  Theodore. 

Hon.  Thou  lhalt  not  want  it. 

The.  How  do  you,  Sir  ? can  you  lend  a man  an  Angel  ? 
I hear  you  let  out  money. 

Arc.  Very  well.  Sir, 

You  are  pleafantly  difpos’d .-  I am  glad  to  lee  it. 

Can  you  lend  me  your  patience,  and  be  rul’d  by  me? 

The.  Is’t  come  to  patience  now  ? 

<sArc.  Is’tnota  Vertuc? 

The.  I know  not;  I ne’r  found  it  fo. 

Arc.  That’s  becaufe 

Thy  anger  ever  knows,  and  not  thy  judgment. 

The.  1 know  you  have  been  rifl’d. 

Arc.  Nothing  lefs,  Boy  -, 

Lord,  what  opinions  thefe  vain  People  publifh ! 

Rifl’d  of  what  ? 

The.  Study  your  Vertue,  Patience, 

It  may  get  Muflard  to  your  Meat.  Why  in  fuch  hade.  Sir 


Sent  yc  for  me  ? 

syfre.  For  this  end  only,  Theodorcy 
To  wait  upon  your  Sillers  to  the  Court  -, 

I am  commanded  they  live  there, 

• The.  To  th’  Court,  Sir  ? 

Arc.  To  th’  Court  I fay. 

The.  And  muH  I wait  upon  ’em  ? 

Arc.  Yes,  ’tis  mod  fit  you  Ihould,  you  arc  their  Brother. 
The.  Is  this  the  bulinefs  ? I had  thought  your  mind.  Sir, 
Had  been  fet  forward  on  fome  noble  aftion,  ’ 

Something  had  truly  dir’d  yc.  To  th’  Court  with  thefe  ? 
Why,  they  are  your  Daughters,  Sir. 

<i^rc.  All  this  1 know.  Sir. 

The.  The  good  old  Woman  on  a Bed  he  threw  .* 

Toth’ Court 

Arc.  Thou  art  mad. 

The.  Nor  drunk  as  you  are 
Drunk  with  your  duty.  Sir.-  do  you  call  it  duty.? 

A pox  of  duty,  what  can  thefe  do  there  ? 

What  Ihould  they  do  ? Cad  ye  look  Babies,  Sifters, 

In  the  young  Gallants  eyes,  and  twirl  their  Band-firings  ? 
Can  ye  ride  out  to  air  your  felves  ? Pray  Sir, 

Beferious  with  me,  do  you  fpeak  this  truly.? 

Arc.  Why,  didd  thou  never  hear  of  Women 
Yet  at  Court,  Boy? 

The.  Yes,  and  good  Women  too,  very  good  Women, 
Excellent  honed  Women:  but  are  you  fure,  Sir, 

That  thefe  will  prove  fo  ? 

Hon.  There’s  the  danger.  Brother. 

The.  God-a-mercy  Wench,  thou  hall  a grudging  of  it. 
Arc.  Now  be  youferious.  Sir,  and  obferve  what  I fay. 
Doit,  anddoit  handfomly -,  go  with ’em. 

The.  With  all  my  heart,  Sir  -,  I am  in  no  fault  now  j 
If  they  be  thought  Whores  for  being  in  my  Company  j 
Pray  write  upon  their  Backs,  they  are  ray  Sifters, 

And  where  I lhall  deliver  ’em. 

Arc.  Ye  are  wondrous  jocund. 

But  prithee  tell  me,  art  thou  fo  lewd  a Fellow? 

I never  knew  thee  fail  a truth. 

The.  I am  a Souldier, 

And  fpcll  you  what  that  means. 

Arc.  A Souldier? 

What  dod  thou  make  of  me? 

The.  Your  Palate’s  down,  Sir. 

Arc.  I thank  ye.  Sir. 

The.  Come,  lhall  we  to  this  matter  ? 

You  will  to  Court? 

Hon.  If  you  will  pleale  to  honour  us. 

The.  I’ll  honour  ye,  I warrant-,  I’ll  fet  ye  off 
With  fuch  a luftre.  Wenches;,  alas  poor  VioU, 

Thou  art  a fool,  thou  criefl  for  eating  white  bread  .- 
Be  a good  Hufwife  of  thy  tears,  and  fave  ’em. 

Thou  wilt  have  time  enough  to  Ihed  ’em.  Sifter. 

Do  you  weep  too  ? nay,  then  I’ll  fool  no  more. 

Come  worthy  Sifters,  fince  it  mud  be  fo,  \ 

And  fince  he  thinks  it  fit  to  try  your  Vertues,  < - 
Be  you  as  ftrong  to  truth,  as  1 to  guard  ye. 

And  this  old  Gentleman  fliall  have  joy  of  ye. 


X^SxeHM. 


SCENE  III. 
Enter  Duke^  and  Burris. 


Du.  Burris  you  ten  thoufand  of  thofe  Crowns, 
And^thofe  two  Chains  of  Pearl  they  hold  the  rkheft, 

I give  ’em  ye. 

Bur.  I humbly  thank  your  Grace  -, 

And  may  your  great  example  work  in  me 
That  noble  Charity  to  men  more  worthy. 

And  of  more  wants. 

Du.  You  bear  a good  mind,  'Burris  -, 

Take  twenty  thoufand  now  .-  be  not  fo  modeft. 

It  lhall  be  fo,  I give  ’em ; go,  there’s  my  ring  for’t. 

'Bur.  Heaven  blefs  your  Highnefs  ever.  ' {^Sxit. 

Du.  Youarehoneft. 

Mm  2 Enter 
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f/.ffr  Alinda,  <*;;d  Putskey  <*f 

Tut.  They’re  coming  now  to  Court,  as  fair  as  vertue : 

T wo  brighter  Stars  ne’er  rofe  here. 
yih».  Peace,  I have  it. 

And  what  my  Art  can  do  j the  Duke 

Put.  I am  gone, 

Remember.  [_Exit. 

j u^hn.  I am  counfell’d  to  the  full,  Sir, 

I Di«ke.  My  pretty  Miftris,  whither  lyes  your  bufinefs  ? 

; How  kindly  1 (hould  take  this,  were  it  to  me  now  ? 
j I mull:  confefs  immediately  to  your  Grace, 

I At  this  time. 

Duke.  You  have  no  addrefs,  I do  believe  ye, 
i I would  ye  had. 

nyfUn.  ’T were  too  much  boldnefs.  Sir, 

Upon  fo  little  knowledge,  lefsdcferving.  v 
Diikf.  You’ll  make  a perfed  Courtier. 
t^Un.  A very  poor  one. 

Duke.  A very  fair  one,  fweet-,  come  hither  to  me. 
What  killing  eyes  this  Wench  has  ? in  his  glory 
Not  the  bright  Sun,  when  the  Sirian  Star  reigns. 

Shines  half  fo  fiery. 

Why  does  your  Grace  fo  view  me  ? 

Nothing  but  common  handfomnefs  dwells  here.  Sir, 

Scarce  that : your  Grace  is  pleas’d  to  mock  my  meannefs, 
Duke.  Thou  lhalt  not  go ; I do  not  lie  unto  thee. 

In  my  eye  thou  appcar’ft 

Dim  not  the  fight,  Sir, 

I am  too  dull  an  objcd. 

Duke.  Canft  thou  love  me  ? 

Canft  thou  love  him  will  honour  thee  ? 

I can  love, 

And  love  as  you  do  too : but  ’twill  not  fliew  well : 

Or  if  it  do  fhew  here  where  all  light  luftres, 

Tinfel  affedions  make  a glorious  gliftering, 

’T will  halt  i’th’  handfom  way._ 

Duke.  Are  ye  fo  cunning  ? 

Doll  think  I loVe  not  truly  ? 
u^ltn.  No,  ye  cannot, 

You  never  travel’d  that  way  yet : pray  pardon  me, 

I prate  fo  boldly  to  you. 

Duke.  There’s  no  harm  done : 

But  what’s  your  reafon,’  fweet  ? 
u4lt».  I would  tell  your  Grace, 

But  happily 

Dul^.  It  lhall  be  pleafing  to  me. 
j4Un.  I Ihould  love  you  again,  and  then  you  would  hate  me. 
With  all  my  fervice  1 fhould  follow  ye, 

And  through  all  dangers. 

Duke.  This  would  more  provoke  me, 

More  make  me  fee  thy  worths. 

More  make  me  meet  ’em. 

Jlin.  You  fhould  do  fo,  if  ye  did  well  and  truly  : 

But  though  ye  be  a Prince,  and  have  power  in  ye. 

Power  of  example  too,  ye  have  fail’d  and  falter’d. 

Duke.  Give  me  example  where  ? 
j4Im.  You  had  a Miftris, 

Oh  Heaven,  fo  bright,  fo  brave  a dame,  fo  lovely, 

In  all  her  life  fo  true ! 

Duke.  A Miftris  ? 

That  ferv’d  you  with  that  conftancy,  that  care. 
That  lov’d  your  will,  and  woo’d  it  too. 

Duke.  WhatMillris? 

That  nurs’d  your  honour  up,  held  fall  your  vertue. 
And  when  fhe  kift  encrcas’d,  not  Hole  your  goodnefs. 

Duke.  And  I ncgicded  her  ? 
u^:in.  Loft  her,  forfookher, 

Wantonly  flung  her  off. 

Duke.  What  was  her  name  ? 

ylltn.  Her  name  as  lovely  as  her  felf,  as  noble. 

And  in  it  all  that’s  excellent. 

Duke.  What  was  it? 

ylUn.  Her  name  was  3eau  dcjert : 


Do  you  know  her  now.  Sir  ? 

Duke.  'Bean-drfert  ? I do  not  remember 

Alin.  Fknow  you  do  not ; 

Yet  fhe  has  a plainer  name  •,  Lord  Archas  fervice  *, 

Do  you  yet  remember  her  ? there  was  a Miftris 
Fairer  than  Woman,  far  fonder  to  you,  Sir, 

Than  Mothers  to  their  firft-born  joyes  .*  Can  you  love  ? 

Dare  you  profefs  that  truth  to  me  a ftranger, 

A thing  of  no  regard,  no  name,  noluftre, 

When  your  moft  noble  love  you  have  negleded, 

A beauty  all  the  world  would  woo  and  honour  ? 

Would  you  have  me  credit  this  ? think  you  can  love  me  , 
And  hold  ye  conftant,  when  1 have  read  this  ftory  ? 

Is’t  poffible  you  fhould  ever  favour  me. 

To  a flight  pleafure  prove  a friend,  and  fall:  too. 

When,  where  you  were  moft  ty’d,  moft  bound  to  benefit, 
Bound  by  the  chains  of  honefty  and  honour, 

You  have  broke  and  boldly  too  ? I am  a weak  one, 

Arm’d  only  with  my  fears ; I befeech  your  Grace 
Tempt  me  no  further. 

Du.  Who  taught  you  this  LefTon  .«* 

Alin.  Woful  experience.  Sir ; if  you  feek  a fair  one, 
Worthy  your  love,  if  yet  you  have  that  perfect, 

T wo  Daughters  of  his  ruin’d  vertue  now 
Arrive  at  Court,  excellentfeir  indeed.  Sir, 

But  this  will  be  the  Plague  on’t,  ttiey’re  excellent  honeft. 

Enter  Ofympia  and  Petefca  privately. 

Du.  I love  thy  face. 

Alin.  Upon  my  life  ye  cannot : 

I do  not  love  it  my  felf,  Sir,  ’tis  a lewd  one. 

So  truly  ill  Art  cannot  mend  it  *,  but  if  ’twere  handfome. 
At  leaft  if  I thought  fo,  you  fnould  hear  me  talk.  Sir, 

In  a new  ftrain  ^ and  though  ye  are  a Prince, 

Make  ye  Petition  to  me  too,  and  wait  my  anfwers  ^ 

Yet  o’  my  Confcience  I fhould  pity  ye. 

After  fome  ten  years  fiege. 

Du.  Prethee  do  now. 

Alin.  What  would  ye  do? 

Du.  Why  I would  lye  with  ye„ 

Alin.  1 do  not  think  ye  would. 

Du.  In  troth  I would  Wench. 

Here,  take  this  Jewel. 

Alin.  Out  upon’t,  that’s  feurvy. 

Nay,  if  we  do,  fure  we’ll  do  for  good  fellowfhip. 

For  pure  love,  or  nothing : thus  you  fhall  be  fure.  Sir, 

You  fhall  not  pay  too  dear  for’t. 

Du.  Sure  I cannot. 

Alin.  By’r  Lady  but  ye  may : when  ye  have  found  me  able 
To  do  your  work  well,  ye  may  pay  my  wages. 

*Tet.  Why  does  your  Grace  ftart  back  ? 

Olym.  I ha’  feen  that  fhakes  me : 

Chills  all  my  bloud : O where  is  faith  or  goodnefs  f 
thou  art  falfe,  falfe,  falfe  thou  fair  one, 
Wickednefs  falfe  j and  (wo  is  me)  I fee  it. 

For  ever  falfe. 

Pet.  I am  glad ’t  has  taken  thus  right.  {Exeunt. 

Alin.  I’lego  ask  my  Lady,  Sir. 

Du.  What  .«*  (ling 

Alin.  Whether  I fhall  lye  with  ye,  or  no : I f I find  her  wil- 
For  look  yc  Sir,  I have  fworn,  while  I am  in  her  fervice — 
(’Twas  a ralji  Oath  I muft  confefs.) 

Du.  Thoumockftme. 

Alin.  Why,  would  ye  lye  with  me,  if  I were  willing? 
Would  you  abufe  my  weaknefs  ? 

Du.  I would  piece  it. 

And  make  it  ftronger. 

Alin.  I humbly  thank  your  highnefs. 

When  you  piece  me,  you  muft  piece  me  to  my  Coffin : 
When  you  have  got  my  Maiden  head,  I take  it, 

'Tis  not  an  inch  of  an  Apes  tail  will  reftore  it, 

I love  ye,  and  I honour  ye,  but  this  way 
rie  neither  love  nor  ferve  ye. 

Heaven  change  your  mind.  Sir.  {Exit. 

* Duke. 
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Ditkr.  And  thine  too : 

For  it  muft  be  chang’d,  itihallbe. 

SCENE  IV. 

\ 

E/iter  BoroskiCy  Burris,  Theodore,  Viola  WHonora. 

Bor.  They  are  goodly  Gentlewomen. 

Bur.  They  are, 

Wondrous  fweet  Women  both. 

Theo.  Does  your  Lordfhip  like ’em? 

They  are  my  Sifters,  Sir ; good  lufty  Lafles, 

They’ll  do  their  labour  well,  1 warrant  ye. 

You’ll  find  no  Bed-ftraw  here,  Sir. 

Hon.  Thank  ye  Brother. 

The.  This  is  not  fo  ftrongly  built ; but  Ihe  is  good  mettle, 
Of  a good  ftirring  ftrain  too : ihe  goes  tith.  Sir. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Here  they  be,  Gentlemen,  muft  make  ye  merry. 

The  toyes  you  wot  of;  do  you  like  their  complexions  ? 
They  be  no  Moors;  what  think  ye  of  this  hand,Gentlemen  ? 
Here’s  a white  Altar  for  your  facrifice ; 

.A  thoufand  kiftes  here.  Nay,  keep  off yet  Gentlemen, 
Let’s  ftart  firft,  and  have  fair  play ; what  would  ye  give  now 
To  turn  the  Globe  up,  and  find  the  rich  Molucca  ? 

To  pafs  the  ftraights  ? here  (do  ye  itch)  by  S*  Nicholas, 
Here’s  that  will  make  ye  fcratch  and  claw. 

Claw  my  fine  Gentlemen,  move  ye  in  divers  forts ; 

Pray  ye  let  me  requeft  ye,  to  forget 

To  fay  your  prayers,  whileft  thefe  are  Courtiers ; 

Or  if  ye  needs  will  think  of  Heaven,  let  it  be  no  higher 
Than  their  eyes. 

Bor.  How  will  ye  have  ’em  beftow’d,  Sir  ? 

Theo.  Even  how  your  Lordlhip  pleafe, 

So  you  do  not  bake  ’em. 

Bor.  Bake ’em.? 

Theo.  They  are  too  high  a meat  that  way, they  run  to  gelly. 
But  if  you’ll  have  ’em  for  your  own  diet,  take  my  counfel. 
Stew  ’em  between  two  Feather-beds. 

Bur.  Pleafe  you  Colonel 
To  let  ’em  wait  upon  the  Princefs  ? 

Theo.  Yes,  Sir, 

And  thank  your  honour  too ; but  then  happily, 

Thefe  noble  Gentlemen  ftiall  have  no  accefs  to  ’em,  ' 

And  to  have  ’em  buy  new  Cloaths,  ftudy  new  faces. 

And  keepa  ftinking  ftir  with  themfelves  for  nothing, 
•’Twill  not  be  well  i’faith ; they  have  kept  their  bodies. 

And  been  at  charge  for  Bathes ; do  you  fee  that  Ihirt  there  ? 
Weigh  but  the  moral  meaning,  ’twill  be  grievous ; 

Alas,  I brought  ’em  to  delight  thefe  Gentlemen, 

I weigh  their  wants  by  mine;  I brought  ’em  wholefome, 
Wholefome,  and  young  my  Lord,  and  two  fuch  bleflings 
They  will  not  light  upon  again  in  ten  years. 

Bor.  ’Tis  fit  they  wait  upon  her. 

Theo.  They  are  fit  for  any  thing; 

They’ll  wait  upon  a man,  they  are  not  bafliful, 

Carry  his  Cloak,  or  unty  his  points,  or  any  thing, 

Drink  drunk,  and  take  Tobacco ; the  familiar’ft  fools 

This  wench  will  leap  over  Stools  too,  and  found  a Trumpet, 
Wraftle,  and  pitch  the  Bar  ^ they  are  finely  brought  up. 

Bor.  Ladies,  ye  are  bound  to  your  Brother, 

And  have  much  caufe  to  thank  him : 

I’le  eafe  ye  of  this  charge,  and  to  the  Princefs, 

So  pleafe  you,  I’le  attend ’em. 

Theo.  Thank  your  Lordlhip; 

If  there  be  e’re  a private  corner  as  ye  go,  Sir, 

A foolilh  lobbie  out  o’th’  way,  make  danger. 

Try  what  they  are,  try 

Bor.  Ye  are  a merry  Gentleman. 

The.  I would  fain  be  your  honours  kinfman. 

Bor.  Ye  are  too  curft,  Sir.  (elfe. 

The.  Farewel  wenches,  keep  dole  your  ports,  y’are  walht 
Hon.  Brother,  beftow  your  fears  where  they  are  needful. 

{JExit  Borof.  Honor.  Viol. 


569 

The.  Honor  thy  name  is,  and  1 hope  thy  Nature. 

Go  after.  Gentlemen,  go,  get  a fnatch  if  you  caoj 
Yond’  old  Err  a Pater  will  never  pleafe  ’em. 

Alas  I brought  ’em  for  you,  but  fee  the  luck  on’t, 

I fwear  I meant  as  honeftly  toward  ye 

Nay  do  not  cry  good  Gentlemen ; a little  counfel 
Will  do  no  harm : they’ll  walk  abroad  i’th’  Evenings, 

Ye  may  furprize  ’em  eafily,  they  wear  no  Piftols. 

Set  down  your  minds  in  Metre,  flowing  Metre, 

And  get  feme  good  old  linnen  Woman  to  deliver  it. 

That  has  the  trick  on’t ; you  cannot  fail ; 

• Farewel  Gentlemen.  {Exeunt  Gent. 

Tur.  You  have  frighted  olT thefe  flefh -flies. 

The.  Flefh-flies  indeed  my  Lord. 

Enter  a Servant. 

And  it  muft  be  very  ftinking  flelh  they  will  notfeize  on. 

Serv.  Your  Lordlhip  bid  me  bring  this  Casket. 

Tur.  Yes,  Good  Colonel 

Commend  me  to  your  worthy  Father,  and  as  a pledge 
He  ever  holds  my  love,  and  lervice  to  him. 

Deliver  him  this  poor,  but  hearty  token^' 

And  where  I may  be  his 

The.  Yearetoonobife; 

A wonder  here  my  Lord,  that  dare  be  honeft. 

When  all  men  hold  it  vitious ; I lhall  deliver  it. 

And  with  it  your  moft  noble  love.  Your  fervant.  {Sx.  Bur. 
Were  there  but  two  more  fuch  at  Court,  ’twere  Sainted, 

This  will  buy  Brawn  this  Chriftmas  yet,  and  Mufeadine,  {Ex. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Ancient,  crying  Brooms,  and  after  hint  fever  ally, 
four  Souldiers,  crying  other  things.  Boroskie 
and  ^ent.  over  the  Stage  obferving  them. 

I.  S O N G, 

AnC.  Troom,  Broom,  the  honnie  Broom, 

Come  buy  my  Birchen  Broom, 

Vth’  Wars  we  have  no  more  room. 

Buy  all  my  honnie  Broom, 

For  a kifi  take  two 
IfthofewiU  not  do. 

For  a little,  little  fleafure. 

Take  all  my  whole  treafure : 

If  all  thefe  Will  not  do*t. 

Take  the  Troom-man  to  boot. 

Broom,  Broom,  the  honnie  Broom. 

II.  SONG. 

1 Soul.  The  Wars  are  done  and  gone. 

And  Souldiers  now  negleSled,  Pedlers  ate. 

Come  Maidens,  come  alone,  ’ 

For  I can  fhow  you  handfome,  handfome  ware  5 
Powders  for,  for  the  head. 

And  drinks  for  your  bed. 

To  make  ye  blith  and  bonney. 

As  well  in  the  night  we  Souldiers  can  fight ^ 

And  pleaje  a young  wench  as  any. 

2 Soul.  / have  fine  Potatoes, 

Ripe  Potatoes. 

Ill  SONG. 

3 Soul.  Will  ye  buy  any  Honefly,  come  away, 

I fell  it  openly  by  day, 

I bring  no  forced  light,  nor  no  Candle 
To  cozjenye ; come  buy  and  handle : 

This  will  fhew  the  great  man  good. 

The  Trade fman  where  he  fwear s and  lyes. 

Each  Lady  of  a noble  bloud. 

The  City  dame  to  rule  her  .eyes  : 

Te  are  rich  men  now : come  buy,  and  then 
Vie  make  ye  richer,  honed  men. 

IV  SONG,  i 
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IV.  SONG. 

4 Sol.  H^Jeye  Any  crAckt  mAtJen-beadsy  to  new  lench  or  mend  ? 
H.ivtyc  any  old  nKuden  heads  to  fell  or  to  change  ? 

Bnng  'em  to  me  with  a Ur  tie  pretty  gin^ 

Pie  clout  'em,  Pie  mend  'em,  I'U  knocks  in  a piny 
Shall  make  'em  a*  good  maids  <^en, 
j4s  ever  they  have  been. 

Bor.  What  means  all  this, why  do  y’fcll  Brooms  Ancient  ? 
Is  it  in  wantonncfs,  or  want  ? 

Av.  The  only  reafon  is,  ( nonce. 

To  I'wccp  your  Lordlhips  confcience : here’s  one  for  the 

Gape  Sir,  you  have  fwallowed  many  a goodlier  matter 

^ The  only  cafting  for  a crazie  confcience. 

3 Sol.  W'ill  your  Lordlhip  buy  any  honeflie  ? ’twill  be 
Bur.  How  is  this  ? ( worth  your  mony. 

3 Sol.  Honeftie  my  Lord,  ’tishere  in  a quill. 

An.  Take  heed  you  open  it  not,  for  ’tis  fo  fubtle, 

The  leaft  pufTe  of  w’ind  will  blow  it  out  o’th’  Kingdom. 

2 Sol.  W' ill  your  Lordlhip  pleale  to  tafte  a fine  Potato  ? 
’Twill  advance  your  wither’d  flate. 

Anc.  Fill  your  honour  full  of  moft  noble  itches, 

And  make  Jack  dance  in  your  Lordfliips  breeches, 

I Sol.  If  your  Daughters  on  their  bedsy 

Have  bow' dy  or  crackt  theirruaiden-heads  y 
If  in  a foach  with  two  much  tumblingy 
They  chance  to  crie,  fioy  foy  what  fumbling  i 
If  her  foot  flipy  and  downfall  (hey 
And  breaks  her  leg  'bove  the  knecy 
The  one  and  thirtieth  of  Februarielet  this  betane. 

And  they  fhall  be  arrant  maids  again. 

3or.  Ye  are  brave  Sou  Id  iers;,  keep  your  wantonnefs, 

A winter  will  come  on  to  lhake  this  wilfulnefs. 

Difport  your  felves,  and  when  you  want  your  raony- 


Anc.  Broom,  Broom,  &c. 


Exit. 
13  Exeunt  Singing. 


SCENA  VI. 


Enter  Alinda,  Honora,  Viola. 

Al.  You  mull  not  be  fo  fear  full,  little  one, 

Nor  Lady  you  fo  fad,  you  will  ne’re  make  Courtiers 
With  thefe  dull  fullen  thoughts  •,  this  place  is  pleafure, 
Prelcrv’d  to  that  ufe,  fo  inhabited  ; 

And  thofe  that  live  here,  live  delightfnll,  joyfull: 

Thefe  are  the  Gardens  of  Adonisy  Ladies, 

Where  all  fweets  to  their  free  and  noble  ufes, 

Grow  ever  young  and  courted. 

Hon.  Blefs  me  Heaven, 

Can  things  of  her  years  arrive  at  thefe  rudiments  ? 
i By  your  leave  fair  Gentlewoman,  how  long  have  you  been 
‘ AL  Faith  much  about  a week.  ( here  ? 

Hon.  You  have  ftudied  hard. 

And  by  my  faith  arriv’d  at  a great  knowledge, 
rwl.  Were  not  you  balhfull  at  firft  ? 

Al.  I,  I,  for  an  hour  or  two; 

But  when  I faw  people  laugh’d  at  me  for  it, 

And  thought  it  a dull  breeding 

Hon.  You  are  govern’d  here  then 
Much  after  the  mens  opinions. 

Al.  Ever  Lady. 

Hon.  And  what  they  think  is  honourable. 

Al.  Mofb  precifely 
Wc  follow  with  all  faith. 

Hon.  A goodly  Catechifme. 

Vtol.  Butbafhfull  for  anhourortwo? 

Al.  Faith  to  fay  true, 

I do  not  think  I was  fo  long : for  look  ye, 

, ’Tis  to  no  end  here,  put  on  what  lhape  ye  will, 

And  fourc  your  lelf  with  ne’re  fo  much  aufteritie, 
j You  fhall  be  courted  in  the  fame,  and  won  too. 


Tis  but  fome  two  hours  more  ^ and  fo  much  time  loft, 
Which  we  hold  pretious  iKre : In  fb  much  time  now 
As  I have  told  you  this,  you  may  lofe  a Servant, 

Your  age,  nor  all  your  Art  can  e’re  recover. 

Catch  me  occafion  as  fhe  comes,  hold  fall  there. 

Till  what  you  do  affeft  is  ripn’d  to  ye. 

Has  the  Duke  feen  ye  yet  f 
Hon.  What  if  he  have  not  ? 

Al.  You  do  your  beauties  too  much  wrong,  appearing 
So  full  of  fweetnefs,  newnefs  ^ fet  fo  richly. 

As  if  a Counlel  beyond  nature  fram’d  ye. 

Hon.  If  we  were  thus , fay  heaven  had  given  thefe  blef- 
Muft  we  turn  thefe  to  fin  oblations  > ( fings, 

Al.  How  foolijfhly  this  Countrey  way  fhews  in  ye  ? 

How  full  offlegm  ? do  you  come  here  to  pray.  Ladies  ? 

You  had  beft  cry,  ftand  away,  let  me  alone  Gentlemen, 

Tie  tell  my  Father  elfe. 

Fiol.  This  woman’s  naught  fure, 

A very  naughtie  woman. 

/*».  Come,  fay  on  friend, 
rie  be  inftru<fted  by  ye. 

Al.  You’I  thank  me  for’t.  (king of. 

Hon.  Either  I or  the  devil  fhall:  The  Duke  you  were  fpea- 
Al.  ’Tis  well  remembred  : yes,  let  him  firft  fee  you. 
Appear  not  openly  till  he  has  view’d  ye. 

Hon.  He’s  a very  noble  Prince  they  fay. 

Al.  O wondrous  gracious  •, 

And  as  you  may  deliver  your  felf  at  the  firft  viewing. 

For  look  ye,  you  muft  bear  your  felf  ^ yet  take  heed 
It  be  fo  leafon’d  with  a fweet  humilitie. 

And  grac’d  with  fuch  a bountie  in  your  beautie 

Hon.  But  I hope  he  will  offer  me  no  ill  ? 

Al.  No,  no: 

’Tis  like  he  will  kifs  ye,  and  play  with  ye. 

Hon.  Play  with  me,  how.? 

Al.  Why,  good  Lord,  that  you  are  fuch  a fool  now  ! 

No  harm  afliire  your  lelf. 

Fiol.  Will  he  play  with  me  too  ? 

Al.  Look  babies  in  your  eyes,  my  prettie  fweet  one : 
There’s  a fine  fport : do  you  know  your  lodgings  yet  ? 

Hon.  I hear  of  none. 

Al.  I do  then,  they  are  handfom. 

Convenient  for  accefs. 

Fiol.  Accefs? 

Al.  Yes  little  one, 

For  vifitation  of  thoft  friends  and  Servants, 

Your  beauties  fhall  make  choice  of:  friends  and  vifits  : 

Do  not  you  know  thofe  ufes?  Alas  poor  novice  3 
There’s  a clofe  Cowch  or  two,  handfomely  placed  too, 

Piol.  What  are  thole  I pray  you  ? (are  to  lie  upon, 
Al.  Who  would  be  troubled  with  fuch  raw  things  ? they 
And  your  love  by  ye  3 and  difeourfe,  and  toy  in. 

Viol.  Alas  I have  no  love. 

<L/^l.  You  muft  by  any  means : 

You’I  have  a hundred,  fear  not. 

Fiel.  Honeftie  keep  me : 

What  fhall  I doe  with  all  thofe  ? 
tAl.  You’I  find  ufes: 

Ye  are  ignorant  yet,  let  time  work  3 you  muft  learn  too. 

To  lie  handfomly  in  your  bed  a mornings,  neatly  dreft 
In  a moft  curious  Waftcoat,  to  fet  ye  off  well. 

Play  with  your  Bracelets,  ling : you  muft  learn  to  rhime  too, 
And  riddle  neatly ; ftudie  the  hardeft  language. 

And  ’tis  no  matter  whether  it  be  fenfe,  or  no. 

So  it  go  feemlie  off  Be  fure  ye  profit 
In  kifting,  kiffing  fweetly ; there  lies  a main  point, 

A key  that  opens  to  all  pra<ftick  pleafure ; 
rie  help  yc  to  a friend  of  mine  fhall  teach  ye. 

And  fuddenlie : your  Country  way  is  fulfome. 

Hon.  Have  ye  fchools  for  all  thefe  myfteries  ? 
t.yTl.  O yes. 

And  fcveral  hours  prefix’d  to  ftudie  in : 

Ye  may  have  Kalenders  to  know  the  good  hour. 

And  when  to  take  a jewel : for  the  ill  too. 

When  I 
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Wlientorcfufc,  with  oblcrvationson ’em ; 

Under  what  Sign  ’tis  befl;  meeting  in  an  Arbor, 

And  in  what  Bower,  and  hour  it  works  *,  a thoufand, 

When  in  a Coach,  when  in  a private  lodging, 

With  all  their  vertues. 

Hou.  Haveyc  Ihidiedthefc  ? 

How  beallly  they  become  your  youth  ? how  bawdily  ? 

A woman  of  your  tendernefs,  a teacher. 

Teacher  of  thefe  lewd  Arts  ? of  your  full  beauty  .<* 

A man  made  up  in  lull  would  loath  this  in  ye  : 

ITic  rankefl:  Leacher,  hate  fuch  impudence. 

They  fay  the  Devil  can  alTume  heavens  brightnefs, 

And  fo  appear  to  tempt  us : fure  thou  art  no  woman. 

Al.  1 joy  to  find  ye  thus. 

Hon.  Thou  hafl:  no  tendernefs, 

No  reludation  in  thy  heart : ’tis  mifehief. 

Al.  All’s  one  for  that  *,  rcadthefeandthenbefatisfi’d, 

A few  more  private  rules  I have  gather’d  ior  ye. 

Read  ’em,  and  well  obferve  ’em : lb  I leave  ye.  {_Exit. 
V'tol.  A wondorus  wicked  woman : (hame  go  with  thee. 
Hon.  What  new  Pandora  box  is  this.?  I’lefeeit, 
Though  prefently  I tear  it.  Read  Thine  Fiola^ 

Tis  in  our  own  wills  to  believe  and  follow. 

Worthy  Honora,  at  you  have  begun 
In  vertues  fpotlefs  jchool^  Jo  forward  run : 

Purfiie  that  noblenefs,  and  chajle  defire 
Tou  ever  had^  burn  in  that  holy  fire  \ 

And  a white  Martyr  to  fair  memorie 
Give  up  your  name.,  unjoU'd  of  infamy. 

How’s  this .?  Read  yours  out  Siller : this  amazes  me. 

Vio.  Pear  not  thou  yet  unblafied  Violet, 

Nor  let  my  wanton  words  a doubt  beget. 

Live  in  that  peace  and  fweetnefs  of  thy  bud, 

Remember  whofe  thou  art,  and  grow  ftillgood. 

‘Ry member  what  thou  art,  and Jiand  a Jlorie 
pd  for  thy  noble  Sex , and  thine  own  glorie. 

Hon.  I know  not  what  to  think. 

Viol.  Sure  a good  woman, 

An  excellent  woman.  Sifter. 

Hon.  It  confounds  me  •, 

Let  ’em  ufe  all  their  arts,  if  thefe  be  their  ends. 

The  Court  1 fay  breeds  the  beft  foes  and  friends. 

Come,  let’s  be  honeft  wench,  and  doe  our  beft  fervice. 

Vtol.  A moft  excellent  woman,  I will  love  her. 

[_  Exeunt 


ABhs  QuartHS,  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Olympia,  with  a Casket,  and  Alinda. 

<Ml.^  /r  Adam,  the  Duke  has  fent  for  the  two  Ladies. 

iVA  0/yw.  I prethee  go ; I know  thy  thoughts  are 
Go,  go  Altnda,  do  not  mock  me  more.  ( with  him 

I have  found  thy  heart  wench,  do  not  wrong  thy  Miftris, 
Thy  too  much  loving  Miftris : do  not  abufe  her. 

. tyll.  By  your  own  fair  hands  I underftand  ye  not. 

Olym.  By  thy  own  fair  eyes  I underftand  thee  too  much, 
Too  far,  and  built  a faith  there  thou  haft  ruin’d. 

Goe,  and  enjoy  thy  wifii,  thy  youth,  thypleafure, 

Enjoy  the  greatnefs  no  doubt  he  has  promifed. 

Enjoy  the  fervice  of  all  eyes  that  fee  thee. 

The  glory  thou  haft  aim’d  at,  and  the  triumph  ; 

Only  this  laft  love  I ask,  forget  thy  Miftris. 

Al.  Oh,  who  has  wrong’d  me  ? who  has  ruin’d  me  ? 
Poor  wretched  Girle,  what  poyfon  is  flung  on  thee 
Excellent  vertue,  from  whence  flows  this  anger  ? 

01.  Go,  ask  my  Brother,  ask  the  faith  thou  gav’ft  me. 


Ask  all  my  favours  to  thee,  ask  my  love, 

Laft,  thy  forgetlulncfs  of  good  : then  flye  me, 

For  we  muft  part  Alinda. 

Al.  You  are  weary  of  me; 

I muft  confefs,  1 was  never  worth^our  fervice. 

Your  bounteous  favours  Icfs ; but  that  my  duty, 

My  ready  will,  and  all  I had  to  ferve  ye 

0 Heaven  thou  know’ll  my  honeftie. 

Olym.  No  more : 

Take  heed,  heaven  has  a juftice;  take  this  ring  with  ye, 

This  doting  fpell  you  gave  me : too  well  Alinda, 

Thou  knew’ft  the  vertue  in’t  •,  too  well  1 feel  it : 

Nay  keep  that  too,  it  may  fometimes  remember  ye, 

When  you  are  willing  to  forget  who  gave  it, 

And  to  what  vertuous  end. 

Al.  Muft  I goe  from  ye  ? 

Of  all  the  forrows  forrow  has muft  I part  with  ye  ? 

Part  with  my  noble  Miftris  .? 

Olym.  Or  I with  thee  wench. 

Al.  And  part  ftain’d  with  opinion .?  Farewel  Lady,' 

Happy  and  blefled  Lady,  goodnefs  keep  ye  ; 

Thus  your  poor  Servant  full  of  grief  turns  from  ye. 

For  ever  full  of  grief,  for  ever  from  ye. 

1 have  no  being  now,  no  friends,  no  Country, 

1 wander  heaven  knows  whither,  heaven  knows  how. 

No  life,  now  you  are  loft : only  mine  innocence. 

That  little  left  me  of  ray  felf,  goes  with  me. 

That's  all  my  bread  and  comfort.  I confefs  Madam,' 
Truely  confefs,  the  Duke  has  often  courted  me. 

Olym.  And  pour’d  his  Soul  into  thee,  won  thee. 

Al.  Do  you  think  *fo .? 

Vi'ell,  time  that  told  this  tale,  will  tell  my  truth  too. 

And  fay  ye  had  a faithfull,  honeft  Servant : 

The  bufinefs  of  my  life  is  now  to  pray  for  ye. 

Pray  for  your  vertuous  loves  ■,  Pray  for  your  children, 
When  Heaven  fhall  make  ye  happy. 

Olym.  How  Ihe  wounds  me  ! 

Either  I am  undone,  or  fhe  muft  go : take  thefe  with  ye, 
Some  toyes  may  doe  ye  fervice ; and  this  mony, 

And  when  ye  want,  I love  ye  not  fo  poorly, 

Not  yet  Alinda,  that  I would  fee  yeperifli. 

Prethee  be  good,  and  let  me  hear ; look  on  me, 

I love  thofe  eyes  yet  dearly  •,  I have  kifs’d  thee. 

And  now  rie  doe’t  again : Farewel 
I am  too  full  to  fpeak  more,  and  too  wretched.  C Exit. 
Al.  You  have  my  faith. 

And  all  the  world  my  fortune.  C ^xit. 


SCENA  II. 

Enter  Theodor. 

The.  I would  fain  hear 
What  becomes  of  thefe  two  Wenches : 

And  if  I can,  I will  doe  ’em  good. 

Enter  Gentleman,  pajfing  over  the  Stage. 

Do  you  hear  my  honeft  friend  ? 

He  knows  no  fuch  name : 

What  a world  of  bufinefs , 

Which  by  interpretation  are  meer  nothings, 

Thefe  things  have  here  ? ’Mafs  now  I think  on’t  better, 

I wifh  he  be  not  fent  for  one  of  them 
To  fome  of  thefe  by-lodgings : me  thought  I faw 
A kind  ofreference  in  his  face  to  Bawderie. 

Enter  Gentleman,  with  a Gentlewoman,  pajfing 
over  the  Stage. 

He  has  her,  but  ’tis  none  of  them  : hold  fall  thief : 

An  excellent  touting  knave.  Miftris 

You  are  to  fuffer  your  penance  fome  half  hour  hence  noi^.' 

How  far  a fine  Court  Cuftard  with  Plums  in  it 

Will  prevail  withi  one  of  thefe  waiting  Gentlewomen, 

They  are  taken  with  theft  foluble  things  exceedingly  •, 

This  is  fome  yeoman  o’th’  bottles  now  that  has  fent  for  her, 

Tt  - 
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Thar  flic  calls  Father : now  woe  to  this  Ale  incenfe. 

By  your  leave  Sir. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Scr.  Well  Sir;  vvhat’^^yourpleafurcwithmc? 

T>]t.  You  do  not  know  the  way  to  the  maids  lodgings  ? 
S(r.  Yes  indeed  do  I Sir. 

The.  But  you  will  not  tell  me  ? 

Scr.  No  indeed  will  not  1,  bccaufe  you  doubt  it.  Q£.v/>, 
Enter  z Servant. 

77jf.  Thefe  arc  fine  gim-cracks : hey, here  comes  another, 
A Flagon  full  of  wine  in’s  hand,  I take  it. 

Well  met  my  friend,  is  that  wine 
zSer.  Yes  indeed  is  it. 

The.  Faith  Tie  drink  on’t  then. 

2 Ser.  Ye  may,  becaufe  ye  have  fworn  Sir. 

Tl]e.  ’Tis  very  good,  Tie  drink  a great  deal  now  Sir. 

2 Ser.  I cannot  help  it  Sir. 

77jf.  I’le  drink  more  yet. 

2 Ser.  ’Tis  in  your  own  hands. 

The.  There’s  your  pot,  I thank  ye. 

Pray  let  me  drink  again. 

2 Ser.  Faith  but  ye  (liall  not. 

Now  have  I fworn  I take  it.  Fare  ye  well  Sir.  [_Exit. 

Enter  Lady. 

Tlie.  This  is  the  fin’ll:  place  to  live  in  I e’re  enter’d. 

Here  comes  a Gentlewoman,  and  alone  ■,  Tie  to  her. 
Madam,  my  Lord  my  Mailer. 

Lady.  Who’s  your  Lord  Sir  > 

The.  The  Lord  Boroskey,  Lady. 

Lady.  Pray  excufe  me  : 

Here’s  fomething  for  your  pains : within  this  hour  Sir, 

One  of  the  choice  young  Ladies  fhall  attend  him ; 

Pray  let  it  be  in  that  Chamber  juts  out  to  the  water ; 

’Tis  private  and  convenient : doe  my  humble  fervice 
To  my  honourable  good  Lord,  I befeech  ye  Sir  ■, 

If  it  pleafe  you  to  vilit  a poor  Lady 

You  Carrie  the ’haviour  of  a noble  Gentleman. 

The.  I fhall  be  bold. 

Lady.  ’Tis  a good  aptnefs  in  ye. 

I lye  here  inthe  Wood-yard,  the  blue  lodgings  Sir  ; 

They  call  me  merrily  the  Lady  of  the Sir  j 

A little  I know  what  belongs  to  a Gentleman, 

And  if  it  pleafe  you  take  the  pains.  f Exit. 

The.  Dear  Lady,  take  the  pains  ? ( now. 

Why  a horfe  would  not  take  the  pains  that  thou  rcquir’ll 
To  cleave  old  crab-tree : one  of  the  choice  young  Ladies  ? 

I would  I had  let  this  Bawd  goe,  fhe  has  frighted  me  j 
lam  cruelly  afraid  of  one  of  my  Tribe  now  ; 

But  if  they  will  doe,  the  Devil  cannot  flop  ’em. 

V\’hy  fhould  he  have  a young  Lady  ? are  women  now 
O’th’  nature  of  Bottles,  to  be  llopt  with  Corks  ? 

0 the  thoufand  little  furies  that  flyc  here  now  > 

How  now  Captain? 

Enter  Putsky. 

Putf.  I come  to  feck  you  out  Sir, 

And  all  the  Town  I have  travell’d. 

TTje.  What’s  the  news  man.? 

Pmf.  That  that  concerns  us  all,  and  very  nearly ; 

The  Duke  this  night  holds  a great  feall  at  Court, 

To  which  he  bids  for  guells  all  his  old  Counfellors, 

And  all  his  favourites : your  Father’s  Pent  for. 

The.  Why  he  is  neither  in  council,  nor  in  favour. 

Ph.  That’s  it : have  an  eye  now', or  never ^and  a quick  one. 
An  eye  that  mult  not  wink  from  good  intelligence. 

1 heard  a Bird  ling,  they  mean  him  no  good  office. 

Enter  Ancient. 

TIje.  Art  fure  he  fups  here .? 

PutJ.  Sure  as  ’tis  day. 

The.  ’Tis  like  then : 


How  now,  where  haft  thou  been  Ancient  f 
Anc.  Meafuring  the  City  : 

I have  left  my  Brooms  at  gate  here 
By  this  time  the  Porter  has  ftole  ’em  to  fweep  out  Rafcals. 
Theod.  Broms  ? 

Anc.  I have  been  crying  Brooms  all  the  town  over. 

And  fuch  a Mart  I have  made,  there’s  no  tread  near  it. 

0 the  young  handfom  wenches,  how  they  twitter’d. 

When  they  but  faw  me  fhake  my  ware,  and  ling  too  j 
Come  hither  Mafter  Broom  man  I befeech  ye : 

Good  Mafter  Broom-man  hither, cries  another. 

The.  Thou  art  a mad  fellow. 

Anc.  They  arc  all  as  mad  as  I : they  all  have  traeds  now. 
And  roar  about  the  ftreets  like  Bull-beggers. 

The.  What  company  of  Souldiers  are  they  ? 

Anc.  By  this  means  1 have  gather’d 
Above  a thoufand  tall  and  hardy  Souldiers, 

If  need  be  Colonel. 

The.  That  need’s  come  Ancient.^ 

And  ’twas  difcreetly  done ; goe,  draw  ’em  prefently, 

But  without  fufpicion ; this  night  we  fhall  need  ’em ; 

Let  ’em  be  near  the  Court,  let  Putihie  guide  ’em ; 

And  wait  me  for  occafion  ; here  I’le  flay  ftill. 

Put^.  Ifit  fall  out  we  are  ready,  if  not  we  are  fcatter’d : 
I’le  wait  ye  at  an  inch. 

The.  Doe,  Farewel.  L Exeunt, 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Dnke^  Borosky. 

Duke.  Are  the  Souldiers  ftill  fo  mutinous .? 

Bor.  More  than  ever. 

No  Law  nor  Juflice  frights  ’em : all  the  Town  over 
They  play  new  pranks  and  gambols : no  mans  perfon, 

Of  what  degree  fbever,  free  from  abufes : 

And  durft  they  doe  this,  (let  your  grace  confider) 

Thefe  monftrous,  moft  offenfive  things,  thefe  villanies, 

1 f not  fet  on,  and  fed  ? if  not  by  one 

They  honour  more  than  you  ? and  more  aw’d  by  him  ? 

Dkke.  Happily  their  own  wants. 

Torof.  I offer  to  fupply  ’em, 

And  every  hour  make  tender  of  their  moneys : 

They  fcorn  it,  laugh  at  me  that  offer  it : 

I fear  the  next  device  will  be  my  life  Sir  *, 

And  willingly  Tie  give  it,  fo  they  flay  there. 

Duke.  Do  you  think  Lord  Archoi  privie  ? 

Bor.  More  than  thought, 

I know  it  Sir,  I know  they  durft  not  doe 
Thefe  violent  rude  things,  abufe  the  State  thus. 

But  that  they  have  a hope  by  his  ambitions  — r- 
Dnke.  No  more  .•  he’s  fent  for .? 

Borof.  Yes,  and  will  be  here  fure. 

Duke.  Let  me  talk  further  with  you  anon. 

Borof.  Tie  wait  Sir. 

Duke.  Did  you  fpeak  to  the  Ladies  > 

Borof.  They’i  attend  your  grace  prefently. 

Duke.  How  do  you  like  ’em  ? 

Borof.  My  eyes  are  too  dull  Judges. 

They  wait  here  Sir.  f Exit, 

Enter  Honora,  and  Viola. 

Duke.  Be  you  gone  then ; Come  in  Ladies, 

Wclcom  toth’  court  fweet  beauties ; now  the  court  fhines, 
When  fuch  true  beams  of  beauty  ftrike  amongft  us : 
Welcom,  welcom,  even  asyour  own  joyes  welcom. 

How  do  you  like  the  Court  ? how  feems  it  to  you  ? 

Is’t  not  a place  created  for  all  fweetnefs  ? 

Why  were  you  made  fuch  ftrangers  to  this  hapipinefs  ? 

Barr’d  the  delights  this  holds  ? the  richeft  jewels 
Set  ne’rc  fo  well,  if  then  not  worn  to  wonder, 

By  judging  eyes  not  fet  off,  lofc  their  luftre ; 

Your  Country  (hades  are  faint ; blaftcrs  of  beauty  ^ 

The  manners  like  the  place,  obfeure  and  heavie  j 
The  Rofc  buds  of  the  beauties  turn  to  cankers. 

Eaten 
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Eaten  with  inward  thoughts’.-  whillt  there  ye  wander. 

Here  Ladies,  here,  you  were  not  made  for  Cloiltcrs, 

Here  is  the  Sphere  you  move  in here  Ihinc  nobly, 

And  by  your  powerfull  influence  command  all ; 

What  a i weet  modeftie  dwells  round  about  'em. 

And  like  a nipping  morn  pulls  in  their  blolToms  f 
Hon.  Your  grace  fpeaks  cunningly,  you  doe  not  this, 

I hope  Sir,  to  betray  us  \ we  are  poor  triumphs  \ 

Nor  can  our  lofs  of  honour  adde  to  you  Sir ; 

Great  men,  and  great  thoughts,  feek  things  great  and  wor- 
Subjecfls  to  make  ’em  live,  and  not  to  lofe  ’em  9 ( thy, 

Conqucihlb  nobly  won,  can  never  periflr, 

Wc  are  two  limple  maids,  untutor’d  here  Sir  9 
Two  honeft  maids,  is  that  a fin  at  Court  Sir  ? 

Our  breeding  is  obedience,  but  to  good  things. 

To  vertuous  and  to  fair ; what  wou’d  you  win  on  us  ? 

Why  do  I ask  that  queftion,  when  1 have  found  ye  ? 

Your  Preamble  has  pour’d  your  heart  out  to  us  \ 

You  would  difhonour  us ; which  in  your  tranflation 
Here  at  the  Court  reads  thus,  your  grace  would  love  us, 
Moll  dearly  love  us ; ftick  us  up  for  miferefles ; 

Molt  certain,  there  are  thoufands  of  our  fex  Sir 
That  would  be  glad  of  this,  and  handfom  women. 

And  crowd  into  this  favour,  fair  young  women. 

Excellent  beauties  Sir : when  ye  have  enjoy’d  ’em,  (then  ? 
And  fuckt  thofe  fweets  they  have,  what  Saints  are  thefe 
What  worfhip  have  they  won  .>  what  name  you  ghefs  Sir, 
What  ftorie  added  to  their  time,  a fweet  one  ? 

T)nke-  A brave  fpirited  wench. 

Hon.  Tie  tell  your  grace. 

And  tell  ye  true : ye  are  deceiv’d  in  us  two, 

Extreamly  cozen’d  Sir : And  yet  in  my  eye 
You  are  the  handfomft  man  I ever  lookt  on. 

The  goodliefl  Gentleman  9 take  that  hope  with  ye 
And  were  I fit  to  be  your  wife  ( fo  much  I honour  ye  ) 

Trufl:  me  I would  fcratch  for  ye  but  I would  have  ye. 

I would  wooe  you  then. 

Duk^.  She  amazes  me  : 

But  how  am  I deceiv’d  > 

Hon.  Q we  are  too  honeft. 

Believe  it  Sir,  too  honeft,  far  too  honeft, 

The  way  that  you  propound  too  ignorant. 

And  there  is  no  medling  with  us  9 for  we  are  fools  too, 
Obftinate,  peevifli  fools : if  I would  be  ill. 

And  had  a wantons  itch,  to  kick  my  heels  up, 

I would  not  leap  into  th’  Sun,  and  doe’t  there, 

That  all  the  world  might  fee  me : an  obfeure  fhade  Sir, 
Dark  as  the  deed,  there  is  no  trufting  light  with  it, 

Nor  that  that’s  lighter  far,  vain  glorious  greatnefs. 

Duke.  You  will  love  me  as  your  friend  ? 

Hoa.  I will  honour  ye,  ■ .i  . 

As  your  poor  humble  handmajd  ferve,  and  pray  for  ye. 

Dh.  What  fayes  my  little  one ; you  are  not  fo  obftinate  ? 
Lord  how  fhe  blufhes ; here  are  truly  fair  fouls : 

Come  you  will  be  my  love  ? 

Viol.  Good  Sir  be  good  to  me,  /•; 

Indeed I’le  doe  the  beft  I can  to  pleafe  ye ; 

I do  befeech  your  grace : Alas  I fear  ye. 

Dnk^.  What  fhouldft  thou  fear  ? 

Hon.  Fie  Sir,  this  is  not  noble. 

Duke.  Why  do  I ftand  entreating,  where  my  power 

I Hon.  You  have  no  power,  at  leaft  you  ought  to  have  none 
{ In  bad  and  beallly  things : arm’d  thus,  Tie  dye  here, 
i Before  (he  fuffer  wrong. 

I Duke.  Another  zArchoi  ? 

■ Hon.  His  child  Sir,  and  his  ipirit. 

Duke,  rie  deal  with  you  then, 

^ For  here’s  the  honour  to  be  won ; fit  down  fweet. 


jiPrethee  Honor  a fit. 

Hon.  Now  ye  intreat  I will  Sir. 

[ Duke.  I doe,  and  will  deferve  it. 
Hon.  That’s  too  much  kindnefs. 
Duke.  Prethee  look  on  me. 

Hon.  Yes;  I love  to  fee  ye. 


And  could  look  on  an  age  thus,  and  admire  ye : 

Whillt  ye  arc  good  and  temperate  I dare  touch  yCj 
Kifs  your  white  hand, 

Duke.  Why  not  my  lips  ? 

Hon.  I dare  Sir. 

Duke.  I do  not  think  ye  dare. 

Hon.  1 am  no  coward.  / 

Dou  you  believe  me  now  } or  now  ? or  now  Sir  ? 

Y ou  make  me  blufh ; but  fure  I mean  no  ill  Sir ; 

It  had  been  fitter  you  had  kifs’d  me. 

Du.  That  Tie  doe  too. 

What  haft  thou  wrought  into  me  ? 

Hon.  I hope  all  goodnefs : 

Whilft  ye  are  thus, thus  honeft,  I dare  do  any  thing. 

Thus  hang  about  your  neck,  and  thus  doat  on  ye  9 

Blefs  thofe  fair  lights : hell  take  me  if  I durft  not 

But  good  Sir  pardon  me.  Sifter  come  hither. 

Come  hither,  fear  not  wench : come  hither,  blufh  not,.. 
Come  kifs  the  Prince,  the  vertuous  Prince,  the  good  Prince : 
Certain  he  is  excellent  honeft. 

Dh.  Thou  wilt  make  me 

Hon.  Sit  down,  and  hug  him  foftly. 

Du.  Fie  Honor 

Wanton  Honor  a \ is  thisthemodefty. 

The  noble  chaftity  your  on-fet  fhew’d  me. 

At  firft  charge  beaten  back  ? Away. 

Hon.  Thank  ye  : 

Upon  my  knees  I pray,  heaven  too  may  thank  ye  9 
Ye  have  deceiv’d  me  cunningly,  yet  nobly 
Ye  have  cozen’d  me : In  all  your  hopefull  life  yet, 

A Scene  of  greater  honour  you  ne’re  a<fted : 

I knew  fame  was  a Iyar,too  long,and  loud  tongu’d^ 

And  now  I have  found  it : O my  vertuous  Mafter. 

Viol.  My  vertuous  Mafter  too. 

Hon.  Now  you  are  thus. 

What  fhall  become  of  me  let  fortune  call:  for’t. 

‘ Enter  Alinda. 

Du.  rie  be  that  fortune,  if  I live  Honor  a., 

Thou  hart  done  a cure  upon  me,  counfel  could  not. 

Al.  Here  take  your  ring  Sir,  and  whom  ye  mean  to  ruine. 
Give  it  to  her  next  ^ I have  paid  for’t  dearly. 

Hon.  A Ring  to  her  ? 

Du.  Why  frowns  my  fair  tiAlinda  ? 

I have  forgot  both  thefe  again.  Al.  Stand  ftill  Sir, 

Ye  have  that  violent  killing  fire  upon  ye, 

Confumesall  honour,credit,faith.  Hon.  How’s  this? 

Al.  My  Royal  Miftris  favour  towards  me. 

Woe-worth  ye  Sir,  ye  have  poyfon’d,  blafted. 

Duke.  1 fweet  ? 

Al.  You  have  taken  that  unmanly  liberty. 

Which  in  a worfe  man,  is  vain  glorious  feigning, 

And  kill’d  my  truth. 

Du.  Upon  my  life  ’tis  felfe  wench. 

Al.  Ladies, 

Take  heed,  ye  have  a cunning  gamefter, 

A handfom,  and  a high  y come  ftor’d  with  Antidotes, 

He  has  infedions  clfe  will  fire  your  blouds. 

Du.  Prethee  Alinda  hear  me. 

Al.  Words  fteept  in  hony. 

That  will  fo  melt  into  your  minds,  buy  Chaftity, 

A thoufand  wayes,  a thoufand  knots  to  tie  ye  •, 

And  when  he  has  bound  ye  his,  a thoufand  ruines. 

A poor  loft  woman  ye  have  made  me. 

Dh.  rie  maintain  thee, 

And  nobly  too. 

Al.  That  Gin’s  too  weak  to  take  me ; 

Take  heed,  take  heed  young  Ladies ; ftill  take  heed, 

Take  heed  of  promifes,  take  heed  of  gifts. 

Of  forced  feigned  forrows,  fighs,  take  heed. 

Du.  By  all  that’s  mine,  Alinda 

Al.  Swear  • . 

By  your  mifehiefs: 

O whither  ftiall  I goe  ? 

I N n ■ Duke. 
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T>uke.  Go  l>ack again, 
rie  force  her  take  thee,  love  thee. 

cyLiift.  Fare  ye  well,  Sir, 

I will  not  curfe  ye  *,  only  this  dwell  with  yc, 
W’hen  ever  ye  love,  a falfe  belief  light  on  ye. 

Hon.  U’c'll  take  our  leaves  too,  Sir. 

Duke.  Part  all  the  world  now, 

Since  Ihe  is  gone. 

Hon.  You  are  crooked  yet,  dear  Mailer, 

And  Hill  I feat 

, T>nke.  I am  vext, 

And  fome  Ihall  find  it. 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Archas  atid  a Servant. 

Ar.  ’Tisitrangc 

To  me  to  fee  the  Court,  and  welcome: 

0 Royal  place,  how  have  I lov’d  and  ferv’d  thee  ? 
Who  lies  on  this  fide,  know’ll  thou  ? 

Ser.  The  Lord  'Burris. 

Ar.  Thou  hall  nam’d  a Gentleman 

1 ftand  much  bound  to : 

I think  he  fent  the  Casket,  Sir  ? 

Ser.  The  fame.  Sir. 

Ar.  An  honell  minded  man,  a noble  Courtier: 
The  Duke  made  perfedt  choice  when  he  took  him. 
Go  you  home,  1 Ihall  hit  the  way 
Without  a guide  now. 

Ser.  You  may  want  fomething,  Sir. 

Ar.  Only  my  Horfes, 

Which  after  Supper  let  the  Groom  wait  with : 

Tie  have  no  more  attendance  here. 

Ser.  Yonr  will.  Sir. 

Enter  Theodore. 

Theo.  You  are  well  met  here.  Sir.  • 

Ar.  How  now  boy. 

How  doll  thou  ? 

The.  1 Ihould  ask 

You  that  queftion:  how  do  you.  Sir? 

How  do  you  feel  your  fclf  ? 

Ar.  Why  well,  and  lully. 

The.  VVhat  do  you  here  then  ? 

Ar.  Why  I am  fent  for 
To  Supper  with  the  Duke. 

The.  Have  you  no  meat  at  home  > 

Or  do  you  long  to  feed  as  hunted  Deer  do. 

In  doubt  and  fear 
Ar.  I have  an  excellent  Itomach, 

And  can  1 ufe  it  better 
Than  among  my  friends,  Boy  ? 

How  do  the  Wenches  ? 

The.  They  do.  well  enough.  Sir, 

They  know  the  worll  by  this  time : pray  be  rul’d,Sir, 
Go  home  again,  and  it  ye  have  a Supper, 

Eat  it  in  quiet  there : this  is  no  place  for  yc, 
Efpccially  at  this  time, 

Take  my  word  for’t. 

Ar.  May  be  they’ll  drink  hard  j 
I could  have  drunk  my  (hare,  Boy. 

Though  I am  old,  I will  not  out. 

The.  I hope  you  will. 

Hark  in  your  ear : the  Court’s 
Too  quick  of  hearing. 

Ar.  Not  mean  me  well? 

Thou  art  abus’d  and  cozen’d. 

Away,  away. 

The.  To  that  end  Sir,  I tell  ye. 

Away,  if  you  love  your  felf. 

Ar.  Who  dare  do  thefe  things. 

That  n^r  heard  of  honelly  ? 

The.  Old  Gentleman, 

Take  a fools  counfel. 


\Exit. 


Ar.  ’Tis  a fools  indeed ; 

A very  fools : thou  halt  more  of 
Thefe  flams  in  thee,  theft  mully  doubts : 

Is’t  fit  the  Duke  fend  for  me, 
f £xv>.  And  honour  me  to  eat  within  his  preftnee, 

And  1,  like  a tale  fellow,  play  at  bo-peep 
With  his  plealure  ? 

The.  Take  heed 

Ofbo-peep  with  your  pate,  your  pate,  Sir, 

{_Exeunt.  I fpeak  plain  language  now. 

Ar.  If’twere  not  here, 

ZExit.  Where  reverence  bids  me  hold, 

I would  fb  fwinge  thee,  thou  rude, 

Unmanner’d  Knave  j take  from  his  bounty. 

His  honour  that  he  gives  me,  to  beget 
Sawey,  and  fallen  fears? 

The.  You  are  not  mad  fure : 

By  this  fair  light,  I fpeak 
But  what  is  whifper’d, 

And  whifper’d  for  a truth. 

Ar.  A Dog : drunken  people. 

That  in  their  Pot  fee  vifions. 

And  turn  flates,  mad-men  and  Children : 

Prethee  do  not  follow  me  •, 

I tell  thee  I am  angry : 

Do  not  follow  me. 

The.  I am  as  angry 
As  you  for  your  heart, 

I and  as  wilful  too : go,  like  a Wood-cock, 

And  thruft  your  neck  i’th’  noofe. 

Ar.  I’le  kill  thee, 

And  thou  fpeakft  but  three  words  more. 

Do  not  follow  me.  HExit. 

The.  A flrange  old  foolilh  fellow : I Ihall  hear  yet, 

And  if  I do  not  my  part,  hifs  at  me.  Z.Exft. 

I 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Wo  Servants  preparing  a Banqnet. 

I Serv.  Believe  me  fellow  here  will  be  lully  drinking. 
Many  a walht  pate  in  Wine  I warrant  thee.  (feience 

z Ser.  I am  glad  the  old  General’s  come:  upon  my  Con* 
That  joy  will  make  half  the  Court  drunk.Hark  the  Trumpets, 
They  arc  coming  on ; away. 

I Ser.  We’ll  have  a rowfe  too.  \ExeHtit, 

Enter  Dukcy  Archas,  Burris,  Boroskie,  Attend.  Cent, 

Dhke.  Come  feat  your  felves : Lord  Archas  lit  you  there. 
Ar.  ’Tis  far  above  my  worth. 

Duke.  I’lc  have  it  fo : 

Arc  all  things  ready  ? 

Bor.  All  the  Guards  are  fet,. 

The  Court  Gates  are  Ihut.  ( 

Duke.  Then  do  as  I prefcrib’d  yc. 

Be  fure  no  further. 

Bor.  I Ihall  well  obftrve  ye.  (men  *, 

Du.  Come  bring  fome  wine : here’s  to  my  Sifter,  Gentle- 
A health,  and  mirth  to  all. 

Ar.  Pray  fill  it  full.  Sir. 

’Tis  a high  health  to  vertue:  here  Lord 
A maiden  health  : you  are  moll  fit  to  pledge  it. 

You  have  a maiden  foul  and  much  I honour  it. 

PalTion  o’  me,  ye  are  fad  man. 

Duke.  How  now,  Burris? 

Goto,  no  more  of  this. 

Ar.  Take  the  rowfe  freely, 

’Twill  warm  your  bloud,  and  make  ye  fit  for  jollity. 

Your  Graces  pardon : when  we  get  a cup.  Sir, 

We  old  men  prate  a pace. 

Du.  Mirth  makes  a Banquet  *, 

As  you  love  me  no  more. 

Bur.  I thank  your  Grace. 

Give  me  it ; Lord  Boroskie. 

Borof.  I have  ill  brains,  Sir. 

Bur. 


Bur.  Damnable  ill,  I know  it. 

Borof.  But  ric  pledge,  Sir, 

This  vertuous  health. 

Bur.  The  more  unfit  for  thy  mouth. 

Enter  two  Servants  wtth  Cloaks- 

Dit.  Come, bring  out  Robes,  and  let  my  giicfts  look  nobly. 
Fit  for  my  love  and  prefence : begin  downward, 
oifwith  your  Cloaks,  take  new. 

c^r.  Your  grace  deals  truly, 

Like  a munificent  Prince,  with  your  poor  fubjeds, 

Who  would  not  fight  for  you  ? what  cold  dull  coward 
Durll  feek  to  fave  his  life  when  you  would  ask  it  ? 

Begin  a new  health  in  your  new  adornments. 

The  Dukes,  the  Royal  Dukes ; ha ! what  have  I got 
Sir?  ha!  the  Robe  of  death? 

Dh.  You  have  dtferv’d  it. 

ylr.  The  Livery  of  the  Grave  ? do  you  Hart  all  from  me  ? 
Do  I fmell  of  earth  already  ? Sir,  look  on  me. 

And  like  a man ; is  this  your  entertainment  ? 

Do  you  bid  your  worthieft  guefts  to  bloudy  Banquets  ? 

Enter  a Guard. 

A Guard  upon  me  too  ? this  is  too  foul  play 

Boy  to  thy  gocxl,  thine  honour  \ thou  wretched  Ruler, 

Thou  Son  of  fools  and  flatterers.  Heir  of  hypocrites. 

Am  I ferv’d  in  a Hearfc  that  fav’d  ye  all  ? 

Are  ye  men  or  Devils  ? Do  ye  gape  upon  me. 

Wider,  and  fwallowall  myfervices.^ 

Entomb  them  firft,  my  faith  next,  then  my  integrity. 

And  let  thefe  ftruggle  with  your  mangy  minds. 

Your  fear’d,  and  feal’d  up  Confciences,  till  they  burR. 
Boroj.  Thefe  words  are  death. 

Ar.  No  thofe  deeds  that  want  rewards,  Sirrah, 

Thofe  Battels  I have  fought,  thofe  horrid  dangers, 

Leaner  than  death,  and  wilder  than  deltrudlion, 

I have  march’d  upon,  thefe  honour’d  wounds,  times  Rory, 
The  bloud  I have  ioR,  the  youth,  the  forrows  fuffer’d, 

Thele  are  my  death,  thefe  that  can  ne’re  be  recompenced, 
TheR  that  ye  fit  a brooding  on  like  Toads, 

Sucking  from  my  delirts  the  fweets  and  favours. 

And  render  me  no  pay  again  but  poyfons. 

Bor.  The  proud  vain  Souldier  thou  haRfet 

Ar.  Thou  lyeR. 

; Now  by  ray  little  time  of  life  lyeRbafely, 

1 Malitioufly  and  loudly : how  1 fcorn  thee! 

! If  1 had  fwel’d  the  Souldier,  or  intended 
\ An  ad  in  perfon,  leaning  to  difhonour, 
i Asyc  would  fain  have  forced  me,  witnefs  Heaven, 
j Where  cleareRunderRanding  of  all  truth  is,  i - 

I (For  thefe  are  fpightful  men,  and  know  no  piety) 

I When  OUn  came,  grim  Olmy  when  his  marches, 

I HislaRlncurfionsmadetheCity  fweat,  . r.  , 
j And  drove  before  him,  as  a Rorm  drives  Hail,  ^ ;;o  n 
I Such  fhowr^  of  froRed  fears,  fliook  all  your  heart-Rrings*, 

■ I Then  when  the  rolga  trembled  at  his  terrour, 

■ And  hid  his  feven  curl’d  heads,  afraid  of  bruifing, 

By  his  arm’d  Horfes  hoofs  •,  had  I been  falfe  then. 

Or  blown  a treacherous  fire  into  the  Souldier, 

Had  but  one  fpark  of  villany  liv’d  within  me,  . > 

Ye’ad  had  fome  flliadow  for  this  black  about  me.  , v 
Where  was  your  SouldierRiip  ? why  went  not  you  out  ? • ■ 
And  all  your  right  honourable  valour  with  ye  ? 

Why  met  ye  not  the  Tartar.^  and  defi’d  diim  ? 

Drew  your  dead-doing  fword,  and  buckl’d  with  him  ? 

Shot  through  his  Squadrons  like  a fiery  Meteor  ? 

And  as  we  fee  a'dreadful  clap  of  Thunder 

Rend  the  Riffhearted  Oaks,  and  tofs  their  roots  up : 

Why  did  not  you  fo  charge  him  ? you  were  fick  then, 

Yoh  that  dare  taint  my  credit  flipt  to  bed  then. 

Stewing  and  fainting  with  the  fears  ye  had, 

A whorfon  Raking  fit  oppreR  your  LordRip ; 

BluR  Coward,  Knave,  and  all  the  world  hifs  at  thee. 

Da.  Exceed  not  my  command.  , [E.-eit. 


^7i 

Bor.  1 Rail  obferve  it. 

cAr.  Arc  you  gone  too  ? Come  wc^p  not  honcR  Burris, 
Good  loving  Lord,  no  more  tears:  ’tis  not  his  malice. 

This  fellows  malice,  nor  the  Dukes  difpicafure. 

By  bold  bad  men  c rowded  into  his  nature. 

Can  Rartlc  me ; foi  rune  nc’re  raz’d  this  Fort  yet : 

I am  the  lame,  the  fame  man,  living,  dyings 
The  fame  mind  to  ’em  both,  I poize  thus  ccjual  ■, 

Only  the  jugling  way  that  toll’d  me  to  it. 

The  Judas  wdy,  tokifsme,  bid  me  welcome. 

And  cut  my  throat,  a little  Ricks  upon  me. 

Farcwel,  commend  me  to  his  Grace,  and  tell  him. 

The  world  is  full  of  lervants,  he  may  have  many : 

And  Ibme  I wiR  him  honcR;  he’s  undone  elfe  ; 

But  fuch  another  doating  Arch.is  never. 

So  try’u  and  touch’d  a faicii  .•  farewell  for  ever. 

Bur.  He  Riong  my  Lord : you  muR  not  go  thus  lightly. 

Ar.  Now,  what’s  to  do?  what  fayes  the  Law  unto  me  ? 
Give  me  my  great  offence  that  fpeaksmeguily. 

'Bor.  Laying  alide  a thoufand  petty  matters, 

As  fcorns,and  infoienciesboth  from  your  felfand  followers, 
Which  you  put  firR  fire  to,  and  thcR  are  deadly, 

1 come  to  one  main  caule,  which  though  it  carries 
A Rrangenels  in  the  circumRance,  it  carries  death  too, 

Not  to  be  pardon’d  neither : ye  have  done  a facrilcdge. 

Ar.  High  Heaven  defend  me  man : how,  how'  Boroskje  ^ 
Bor.  Ye  have  took  from  the  Temple  thofe  vow’d  Arms, 
The  holy  Ornament  you  hung  up  there, 

Noabrolufion  of  your  vow,  no  order  , 

From  holy  Church  to  give  ’em  back  unto  you 
After  tiiey  were  purified  from  War,  and  reRed 
From  bloud,  made  clean  by  ceremony ; from  the  Altar 
You  fnatch’d  ’em  up  again,  again  ye  wore  ’em, 

Again  you  Rain’d  ’em,  Rain’d  your  vow,  the  Church  too, 
And  rob’d  it  o'f  that  right  was  none  of  yours,  Sir, 

For  which  the  Law  requires  your  head,  ye  know  it. 

Ar.  Thofe  arras  1 fought  in  laR  ? 

Bor.  The  fame. 

Ar.  God  a mercy. 

Thou  haft  hunted  out  a notable  caufe  to  kill  me : 
Afubtlcone:  I dye,  for  favingallyou  ^ 

Good  Sir,  remember  if  you  can,  the  necefiity. 

The  fuddennefs  of  time,  the  Rate  all  Rood  in ; 

I was  entreated  to,  kneel’d  to,  and  pray’d  to, 

The  Duke  himfelf,  the  Princes,  all  the  Nobles,  • 

The  cries  of  Infants,  Bed-rid  Fat'ners,  Virgins; 

Prethee  find  out  a better  caufe,  a handfomer. 

This  will  undo  thee  too : people  will  fpic  at  thee, 

The  Devil  himRlf  would  beafliam’d  of  this  caufe*, 

Becaufe  my  haRe  made  me  forget  the  ceremony. 

The  prefent  danger  every  where,  muR  ray  life  fatisfie  ? 

Bor.'  ItmuR,  and  Rail. 

"Ar.  O bafe  ungrateful  people. 

Have  yc  no  other  Swords  to  cut  my  throat  with 
But  mine  own  noblenefs  ? I confefs,  I took  ’em’, 

The  vow  not  yet  abfolv’d  I hung  ’em  up  with : 

Wore ’em,  fought  in ’em,  gilded ’em  again 
In  the  fierce  Tartars  blouds  •,  for  you  1 took  ’em, 

I For  your  peculiar  fafety.  Lord,  for  all, 

; I wore  ’em  for  my  Countries  health,  that  groan’d  then : 

. Took  from  the  Temple,  to  preferve  the  Temple; 

That  holy  place,  and  all  the  facred  monuments, 

The  reverent  Rrines  of  Saints,  ador’d  and  honour’d. 

Had  been  confum’d  to  allies,  their  own  facrifice  ; 

Had  I been  Rack,  or  Raid  that  abfolution, 

;No  PricRhad  liv’d  to  give  it ; myowm  honour, 

1 Cure  of  my  Country  murder  me  ? 

■ Bor.  No,  no  Sir, 

I Rail  force  that  from  ye,  will  make  this  caufe  light  too, 
Away  with  him : I Rail  pluck  down  that  heart.  Sir. 

Ar.  Break  it  thou  mayeR ; but  if  it  bend,  for  pity, 
Doggs,  and  Kites  eat  it : come  I am  honours  Martyr.  {Ex\ 
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i E>:tcr  D/tke,  .W  Burris. 

, Pk.  Exceed  my  Warrant? 

. Bifr.  You  know  he  loves  him  not. 
j Du.  He  dares  as  well  eat  death,  as  do  it,  eat  wild-fire, 

! Through  a few  fears  I mean  to  try  his  goodnefs, 

That  1 may  find  him  fit,  to  wear  here.  Burns ; 

I 1 know  Boroskje  hates  him,  to  death  hates  him, 

I know  he’s  a Serpent  too,  afwolnone,  within. 

But  I have  pull’d  his  fling  out ; what  noife  is  that.? 

The.  within.  Down  with  ’em , down  with  ’em,  down 
Sold,  within.  Stand,  ftand,  ftand.  (with  the  gates. 

Tutf.  within.  Fire  the  Palace  before  ye. 

Bur.  Upon  my  life  the  Souldier,  Sir,  the  Souldier, 

A miferable  time  is  come. 

Enter  Gentleman. 

i 

<^ent.  Oh  fave  him. 

Upon  my  knees,  my  hearts  knees,  fave  Lord  ty^rchasy 
i We  are  undone  elfe. 

Du.  Dares  he  touch  his  Body  ? 

Cjent.  He  racks  him  fearfully,  moft  fearfully. 

Dll.  Away  Burris^ 

Take  men,  and  take  him  from  him-,  clap  him  up. 

And  if  I live.  I’ll  find  a flrange  death  for  him.  Ex,  Bur. 
Are  the  Souldiers  broke  in  ? 

Gent.  By  this  time  fure  they  are.  Sir, 

They  beat  the  Gates  cxtreamly,  beat  the  people. 

Dh.  Get  me  a guard  about  me  j make  fure  the  lodgings, 
Andfpeak  the  Souldiers  fair. 

Gent.  Pray  Heaven  that  take,  Sir.  \Exemt 

Enter  Putskie,  Ancienty  SonldierSy  with  Torches. 

Putf.  Give  us  the  General,  we’ll  fire  the  Court  elfe, 
Render  him  fafe  and  well. 

Anc.  Do  not  fire  the  Cellar,  (weather, 

There’s  excellent  Wine  in’t,  Captain,  and  though  it  be  cold 
I do  not  love  it  mull’d  y bring  out  the  General, 

We’ll  light  yefucha  Bone- fire  elfe:  where  are  ye? 

Speak,  or  we’ll  tofs  your  Turrets,  peep  out  of  your  Hives, 
We’ll  fmoak  ye  elfe  : Is  not  that  a Nofe'there  ? 

Put  out  that  Nofe  again,  and  if  thou  dar’fl 

But  blow  it  before  us:  now  he  creeps  out  on’s  Burrough. 

Enter  (gentleman. 

PntJ.  Give  usthe  General. 

Gent.  Yes,  Gentlemen  j 
Or  any  thing  yecandclire. 

Anc.  You  musk-cat, 

Cordevant-skin  we  will  not  take  your  anfwcr.  hither. 
Putf.  Where  is  the  Duke?  fpeak  fuddenly,  and  fend  him 
Anc.  Or  we’il  fo  frye  your  Buttocks. 

Gent.  Good  fweet  Gentlemen 

Anc.  We  arc  neither  good  nor  fweet,  we  are  Souldiers, 
And  you  mifcrcants  that  abufe  the  General. 

Give  fire  my  Boys,  ’tis  a dark  Evening, 

Let’s  light  ’em  to  their  lodgings. 

Olympia,  Honora,  Viola,  Theodore,  Women. 

Hon.  Good  Brother  be  not  fierce. 

The.  I will  not  hurt  her, 

Fear  not  fweet  Lady. 

Olym.  Nay,  do  what  you  plcafc,  Sir, 

I haveaforrow  that  exceeds  all  yours, 

And  more,  contemns  all  danger. 

Enter  Dukfy  above. 

The.  Where  is  the  Duke  ? 

Du.  He’s  here-,  what  would  ye  Souldiers?  wherefore 
Like  mutinous  mad-men  thus  ? (troop  ye 

The.  Give  me  my  Father. 

Putf.  tAnc.  Give  us  our  General. 


The.  Set  him  here  before  us. 

Ye  fee  the  pledge  we  have  got  -,  ye  fee  the  Torches  j 
All  fhall  to  alhes,  as  I live,  immediately, 

A thoufand  lives  for  one. 

Du.  But  hear  me  ? 

Putf.  No,  we  come  not  to  difpute. 

Enter  Archas,  and  Burris. 

The.  By  Heaven  I fwear  he’s  rackt  and  whipt. 

Hon.  Oh  my  poor  Father ! 

Tutf  Burn,  kill  and  burn. 

Arc.  Hold,  hold,  1 fay  : hold  Souldiers, 

On  your  allegiance  hold. 

The.  Wemuftnot. 

Arc.  Hold : 

I fwear  by  Heaven  he  is  a barbarous  Traitor  flits  firft, 

A Villain,  and  a ftranger  to  Obedience, 

Never  my  Souldier  more,  nor  Friend  to  Honour : 

Why  did  you  ufe  your  old  Man  thus  ? thus  cruelly 
Torture  his  poor  weak  Body  ? I ever  lov’d  ye. 

Du.  Forget  me  in  thefe  wrongs,  moft  noble  Archas. 

Arc.  I have  balm  enough  for  all  my  hurts : weep  no  more 
A fatisfaeftion  for  a thoufand  forrows  y (Sir, 

I do  believe  you  innocent,  a good  man. 

And  Heaven  forgive  that  naughty  thing  that  wrong’d  me.- 
Why  look  ye  wild,  my  friends?  whyitare  ye  on  me? 

I charge  ye,  as  ye  are  men,  my  men,  my  lovers, 

As  ye  are  honeft  faithful  men,  fair  Souldiers, 

Letdown  your  anger:  Isnotthisour  Soveraign? 

The  head  of  mercy,  and  of  Law  ? who  dares  then. 

But  Rebels,  fcoruingLaw,  appear  thus  violent.? 

Is  this  a place  for  Swords  ? for  threatning  fires  ? 

The  Reverence  of  this  Houfe  dares  any  touch. 

But  with  obedient  knees,  and  pious  duties  ? 

Are  we  not  all  his  Subjects  ? all  fworn  to  him  ? 

Has  not  he  power  to  punifh  our  offences  ? 

And  do  we  not  daily  fall  into  ’em  ? afliire  your  felves 
1 did  offend,  and  highly,  grievoufly. 

This  good,  fweet  Prince  I offended,  my  life  forfeited, 
Which  yet  his  mercy  and  his  old  love  met  with. 

And  only  let  me  feel  his  light  rod  this  way : 

Ye  are  to  thank  him  for  your  General, 

Pray  for  his  life  and  fortune  j fwear  your  bloods  for  him. 
Ye  are  offenders  too,  daily  offenders. 

Proud  infolencies  dwell  in  your  hearts,  and  ye  do ’em, 

Do ’em  againft  his  Peace,  his  Law,  hisPerfonj 
Ye  fee  he  only  forrows  for  your  fins. 

And  where  his  power  might  perfecute,  forgives  ye: 

For  fhame  put  up  your  Swords,  for  honefty. 

For  orders  fake,  and  whofe  ye  are,  my  Souldiers, 

Be  not  fo  rude. 

The.  They  have  drawn  blood  from  you.  Sir. 

Arc.  That  was  the  blood  rebell’d,  the  naughty  blood, 
The  proud  provoking  blood  ^ ’tis  well  ’tis  out.  Boy  j 
Give  you  example  firft  -,  drawout,  and  orderly. 

Hon.  Good  Brother,  do. 

Arc.  Honeft  and  high  example. 

As  thou  wilt  have  my  Bleffing  follow  thee, 

Inherit  all  mine  honours  : thank  ye  Theodore^ 

My  worthy  Son.  ^ 

The.  If  harm  come,  thank  your  felf.  Sir, 

Imuftobey  ye.  {^Exit. 

Arc.  Captain,  you  know  the  way  now : 

A good  man,  and  a valiant,  you  were  ever. 

Inclin’d  to  honeft  things  •,  I thank  ye.  Captain.  {Ex.Saul. 
Souldiers,  I thank  ye  all.-  and  love  meftill. 

But  do  not  love  me  fo  you  lofe  Allegiance, 

Love  that  above  your  lives .-  once  more  I thank  yc. 

Dh.  Bring  him  to  reft,  and  let  our  cares  wait  on  him  ^ 
Thou  excellent  old  man,  thou  top  of  honour. 

Where  Juftice,  and  Obedience  only  build. 

Thou  ftock  of  Vertue,  how  am  I bound  to  love  thee ! 

In  all  thy  noble  ways  to  follow  thee  ! 

, Bur.  Remember  him  that  vext  him,  Sir. 

Du. 
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Dn.  Remember  ? * 

When  I forget  that  Villain,  and  to  pay  him 
For  all  his  milchiefs,  may  all  good  thoughts  forget  me. 
tArc.  1 am  very  fore. 

■ Du.  Bring  him  to  Bed  with  cafe,  Gentlemen, 
j For  every  Itripc  I’ll  drop  a tear  to  wafh  ’em, 

And  in  my  fad  Repentance 

Arc.  ’Tis  too  much, 

I have  a life  yet  left  to  gain  that  love.  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

Alin.  I guefs  yc  to  be  the  Princefs  Women. 

Pet.  Yes,  we  arc.  Sir.  (Grace, 

Alin.  Pray  is  there  not  a Gentlewoman  waiting  on  her 
Ye  call  (lAlinda? 

Pet.  The  Devil  furc  in  her  fiiape. 

Worn.  I have  heard  her  tell  my  Lady  of  a Brother, 

An  only  Brother  that  Ihe  had : in  travel 
Pet.  ’Mafs,  I remember  that : this  may  be  he  too  : 

I would  this  thing  would  ferve  her. 

Enter  Olympia. 

Worn.  So  would  1 Wench, 

We  fiiould  love  him  better  fure Sir,  here’s  the  Princef^ 

She  bell  can  fatisfie  ye. 

Alin.  How  I love  that  prefence ! > 

0 blelTed  Eyes,  how  nobly  Ihine  your  comforts ! 

Olym.  What  Gentleman  is  that  ? 

Worn.  We  know  not,  Madam: 

He  ask’d  us  for  your  Grace : and  as  we  guefs  it. 

He  is  Alinda  s Brother. 

Olym.  Ha!  let  me  mark  him: 

My  grief  has  almoll  blinded  me:  her  Brother? 

By  Venus,  he  has  all  her  fweetnefsupon  him  : 

Two  filver  drops  of  dew  were  never  liker. 

Alin.  Gracious  Lady 

Olym.  That  pleafant  pipe  he  has  too. 

Alin.  Being  my  happinefs  to  pafs  by  this  way , 

And  having  as  I underrtand  by  Letters, 

A Sifter  in  your  vertuous  fervice.  Madam 

Olym.  0 now  my  heart,  my  heart  akes. 

Alin.  All  the  comfort 

poor  youth  has,  all  that  my  hopes  have  built  me, 

1 irionght  it  my  firft  duty,  my  beft  fervice. 

Here  to  arrive  firft,  humbly  to  thank  your  Grace 
For  my  poor  Sifter,  humbly  to  thank  your  Nobleaefs, 

That  bounteous  Goodnefsin  ye. 

Olym.  ’Tis  he  certainly. 

Alin.  That  fpring  of  favour  to  her  *,  with  my  life, Madam, 
If  any  fuch  moft  happy  means  might  meet  me, 

To  fhew  my  thankfulnefs. 

Olym.  What  have  I done.  Fool ! 

Aim.  She  came  a ftranger  to  your  Grace,  no  Courtier  ^ 
Nor  of  that  curious  breed  befits  your  'fervice, 

Yet  one  I dare  afture  my  Soul,  that  lov’d  ye 
Before  file  faw  ye-,  doted  on  your  Vertues*, 

Before  fhe  knew  thofe  fair  eyes,  long’d  to  read  ’em. 

You  only  had  her  prayers,  you  her  wifties  \ 

And  that  one  hope  to  be  yours  once,  preferv’d  her. 

Olym.  I have  done  wickedly. 

Alin.  A little  Beauty, 

Such  as  a Cottage  breeds,  fhe  brought  along  with  her  j 
And  yet  our  Country-eyes  efteem’d  it  much  too : 

But  for  her  beauteous  mind,  forget  great  Lady, 

I am  her  Brother,  and  let  me  fpeak  a ftranger. 

Since  Ihe  was  able  to  beget  a thought,  ’twas  honeft. 

The  daily  ftudy  how  to  fit  your  fervices. 

Truly  to  tread  that  vertuous  path  you  walk  in. 

So  fir’d  her  honeft  Soul,  we  thought  her  Sainted  j 
I prefume  fhe  is  ftill  the  fame:  I would  fain  fee  her,* 

For  Madam,  ’tis  no  little  love  I owe  her. 

Olym.  Sir,  fuch  a maid  there  was,  I had 

Alin.  There  was.  Madam  ? 

Olym.  Omy  poor  Wench:  eyes,  I will  ever  curfe  ye 
For  your  Credulity,  Alinda. 

Alin.  That’s  her  name.  Madam. 

Olym.  Give  me  a little  leave.  Sir,  to  lament  her. 

Alin.  Is  file  dead.  Lady.? 

Olym.  Dead  Sir,  to  my  fervice. 

She  is  gone,  pray  ye  ask  no  further. 

Alin.  I obey  Madam  .- 

Gone?  now  muft  I lament  too  ••  faid  ye  gone  Madam? 
Olym.  Gone,  gone  for  ever. 

Alin  That’s  a cruel  laying : 

Her  honour  too  ? 

Olyut.  Prithee  look  angry  on  me, 

And 

» 

ASIhs  Quintm.  Scena  Frinta. 

Enter  Duke.,  Burris,  and  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  T TOw  does  Lord  cArchas? 

JTj,  Bur.  But  weak,  and’tpleale  ye*, 

Yet  all  the  helps  that  art  can,  are  applied  to  him  ^ 

His  heart’s  untoiicht,  and  whole  yet^  and  no  doubt,  Sir, 
His  mind  being  found,  his  body  foon  will  follow.  (too ; 

Du.  0 that  bafe  Knave  that  wrong’d  him,  without  leave 
But  I (hall  find  an  hour  togive  him  thanksifor’t ; 

He’s  fall,  1 hope. 

Bur.  As  fart  as  irons  can  keep  him  .• 

But  the  moft  fearful  Wretch 
Du.  He  has  a Conlcience, 

A cruel  Hinging  one  I warrant  him, 

A loadcn  one : But  what  news  of  the  Souldier  ? 

I did  not  like  their  parting,  ’twas  too  fullen. 

'Bur.  That  they  keep  ftill,  and  I fear  a worfe  clap  • 

They  are  drawn  out  of  the  Town,  and  Hand  in  counfels. 
Hatching  unquiet  thoughts,  and  cruel  purpof^s: 

I went  my  felf  unto ’em  , talkt  with  the  Captains, 

Whom  I found  fraught  with  nothing  but  loud  murmurs. 

And  defperate  curfes,  founding  thefe  words  often 
Like  Trumpets  to  their  angers : we  are  ruin’d, 

Our  fervices  turn’d  to  difgraces,  mifehiefs  •, 

Our  brave  old  General,  like  one  had  pilfer’d, 

Tortur’d,  andwhipt:  the  Colonels  eyes,  like  torches, 
Blaze  every  where  and  fright  fair  peace. 

Gent.  Yet  worle.  Sir  *, 

The  news  is  currant  now,  they  mean  to  leave  ye. 

Leave  their  Allegiance ; and  under  Olins  Charge 
The  bloody  Enemy  march  llraight  againft  ye. 

Bur.  I have  heard  this  too.  Sir. 

Du.  This  mull  be  prevented. 

And  fuddenly,  and  warily. 

.’Tistime,  Sir, 

But  whattominifter,  or  how  r* 

Du.  Go  in  with  me. 

And  there  we’ll  think  upon’t ; fuch  blows  as  thefe, 

Equal  defences  ask,  elfe  they  difpleafe.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  11. 

Enter  Petefca,  and  Gentlewoman. 

Pet.  Lord  , what  a coil  has  here  been  with  thefe  Soul- 
They  are  cruel  fellows.  (diers ! 

Worn,  And  yet  methonght  we  found  ’em 
Handfome  enough  *,  I’ll  tell  thee  true,  Tetefca, 

I lookt  for  other  manner  of  dealings  from  ’em. 

And  had  prepar’d  my  felf ; but  where’s  my  Lady  ? 

Pet.  In  her  old  dumps  within monftrous  melancholy  *, 
Sure  Ihe  was  mad  of  this  Wench. 

Worn.  And  Ihe  had  been  a man,  (isfhifted. 

' She  would  have  been  a great  deal  madder,  I am  glad  Ihe 
Pet.  ’T was  a wicked  thing  for  me  to  betray  her. 

And  yet  I mufl  confels  fhe  flood  in  our  lights. 

Enter  Alinda. 

What  young  thing’s  this  ? 

Alin.  Good  morrow  beauteous  Gentlewomen  • 

’Pray  ye  is  the  Princefs  flirting  yet  ? 

Worn.  He  has  her  face. 

Pet.  Her  very  tongue, and  tone  too:  her  youth  upon  him. 

The  Loyal  Snhje6f. 
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I Anii  if  thou  ever  lovallt  her,  fpit  iiptin  me  ; 

! Do  fomcching  like  a Brother,  like  a friend, 

And  do  not  only  fay  thou  lov’ll  her 

Ye  amaze  me. 

Oly.  I ruin’d  her,  1 wrong’d  her,  I abus’d  her ; 

Poor  innocent  foul,  I flung  her;  fwcet  Aindu^ 

Thou  vertuous  maid,  my  foul  now  calls  thee  vertuous. 
W’hydoyc  not  rail  now  at  me? 

Al.  For  what  Lady  ? 

Oly.  Call  me  bafe  treacherous  woman. 

Al.  Heaven  defcml  me. 

Ol\\  Rafhly  1 thought  her  falfc,  and  pul  her  liom  me, 
Rallily,  and  madly  I b.trai’d  her  mo*-Llly, 

Put  her  to  wander,  heaven  knows  whcie  : nay,  more  Sir, 
Stuck  a black  brand  upon  her. 

Al.  ’Twas  not  well  Lady, 

Oly.  Twas  damnable ; flie  loving  me  fo  dearly, 

Never  poor  wench  lov’d  fo ; Sir  believe  me, 

’Twas  the  mofl:  dutious  wench,  the  befb companion. 

When  I was  pleas’d,  the  happiefl:,  and  the  gladdeft, 

The  modeftell  fweet  nature  dwelt  within  her : 

I faw  all  this,  1 knew  all  this,  I lov’d  it, 

I doated  on  it  too,  and  yet  I kill’d  it : 

0 what  have  I forfaken  ? what  have  I loft  ? 

Al.  Madam,  Tie  take  my  leave,  fince  Ihe  is  wandring, 
’Tis  fit  I know  no  reft. 

Oly.  Will  you  go  too  Sir  ? 

1 have  not  wrong’d  you  yet,  if  you  dare  truft  me. 

For  yet  I love  Alwda  there,  1 honour  her, 

I love  to  look  upon  thofe  eyes  that  fpeak  her. 

To  read  that  face  again,  (modefty  keep  me, ) 

A'.wda^  in  that  fhape : but  why  fhould  you  truft  me , 

’Tw’as  I betray’d  your  Sifter,  I undid  her ; 

And  believe  me,  gentle  youth,  ’tis  I weep  for  her : 

Appoint  what  penance  yon  pleafe ; but  ftay  then, 

And  fee  me  perform  it : ask  what  honour  this  place 
Is  able  to  heap  on  ye,  or  what  wealth  .* 

If  following  me  will  like  ye,  my  care  of  ye. 

Which  for  your  lifters  fake,  for  your  own  goodnefs— 
Al.  Not  all  the  honour  earth  has,  now  (lie’s  gone  Lady, 
Not  all  the  favour  ^ yet  if  I fought  preferment. 

Under  your  bounteous  Grace  1 would  only  take  it. 

Peace  reft  upon  ye ; one  fad  tear  every  day 

For  poor  AUudas  fake,  ’tis  fit  ye  pay.  C Exit. 

Oly.  A thoufand  noble  youth,  and  when  I deep, 

Even  in  my  filver  flumbers  ftill  Pie  weep.  {Exit . 

SCENA  HI. 

Eater  Duke,  and  Gentlemen. 

Duke.  Have  ye  been  with ’em  ? 

Gent.  Yes,  and’t  pleafe  your  Grace, 

But  no  perfwafion  ferves  ’em,  nor  no  promife, 

They  are  fearfull  angry,  and  by  this  time  Sir, 

Upon  their  march  to  the  Enemy. 

Du.  They  muft  be  ftopt. 

Enter  Burris. 

Gent.  I,  but  what  force  is  able  ? and  what  leader 

Du.  How  now,  have  you  been  with  Archo4  ? 

Bicr.  Yes,  and’t  pleafe  ye. 

And  told  him  all : he  frets  like  a chaPd  Lyon, 

And  calls  for  his  Arms ; and  all  thole  honeft  Courtiers 
That  dare  draw  Swords. 

Du.  Is  he  able  to  do  any  thing  ? 

Bur.  His  mind  is  well  enough  ; and  where  his  charge  is. 
Let  him  be  nc’re  fo  fore,  ’tis  a full  Army. 

Du.  Who  commands  the  Rebels  ? 

Bur.  The  young  Colonel , 

That  makes  the  old  man  almoft  mad : he  fwears  6ir, 

He  will  not  fpare  his  Sons  head  for  the  Dukedom. 

Du.  Is  the  Court  in  Arms  ? 

Birr.  As  faft  as  they  can  buftle,  ^ 

Every  man  mad  to  goe  now  : infpir’d  ftrangely, 


As  if  they  were  to  force  the  Enemy, 

I befeech  your  grace  to  give  me  leave. 

Du.  Pray  go  Sir, 

And  look  to  the  old  man  well  •,  take  up  all  fairly. 

And  let  no  bloud  be  fpilt ; take  general  pardons. 

And  quench  this  fury  with  fair  peace. 

Bur.  I Ihall  Sir, 

Or  fcal  it  with  my  fervice  *,  they  are  villains : 

The  Court  is  up : good  Sir,  go  ftrengthen  ’em, 

Your  Royal  light  will  make ’em  fcorn  all  dangers'. 

The  General  needs  no  proof, 

Duke.  Come  let’s  go  view  ’em.  { Exeunt. 

SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Theodore,  Putskie, 

and  (Colours. 

The.  ’Tis  known  we  are  up,and  marching : no  fubmiffion, 
No  promife  of  bafe  peace  can  cure  our  maladies. 

We  have  fuller’d  beyond  all  repair  of  honour  : 

Your  valiant  old  man’s  whipt ; whipt  Gentlemen, 

Whipt  like  a flave : that  flelh  that  never  trembled. 

Nor  Ihrunk  one  finew  at  a thoufand  charges. 

That  noble  body  rib’d  in  arms,  the  Enemy 
So  often  fhook  at,  and  then  fhun’d  like  thunder. 

That  body’s  torn  with  lalhes. 

Anc.  Let’s  turn  head. 

But.  Turn  nothing  Gentlemen,  let’s  march  on  fairly, 
Unlels  they  charge  us. 

The.  Think  ftill  of  his  abufes, 

And  keep  your  angers. 

Anc.  He  was  whipt  like  a top, 

I never  faw  a whore  fb  lac’d : Court  fchool-butter  ? 

Is  this  their  diet  ? Pie  drefs  ’em  one  running  banquet : 
What  Oracle  can  alter  us  ? did  not  we  fee  him  ? 

See  him  we  lov’d  ? 

The.  And  though  we  did  obey  him, 

Forc’d  by  his  reverence  for  that  time ; is’t  fit  Gentlemen.^ 
My  noble  friends,  is’t  fit  we  men,  and  Souldiers, 

Live  to  endure  this,  and  look  on  too  ? 

Put.  Forward: 

They  may  call  back  the  Sun  as  foon,  ftay  time, 

Prelcribe  a Law  to  death,  as  we  endure  this. 

The.  They  will  make  ye  all  fair  promifes. 

Anc.  We  care  not. 

The.  life  all  their  arts  upon  ye. 

Anc.  Hang  all  their  arts. 

Put.  And  happily  they’I  bring  him  with  ’em. 

Anc.  March  apace  then. 

He  is  old  and  cannot  overtake  us. 

Put.  Say  he  doe. 

Anc.  We’l  run  away  with  him : they  (hall  never  fee  him 
The  truth  is,  we’l  hear  nothing,  ftopat  nothing,  (more : 
Confider  nothing  but  our  way  ^ believe  nothing,  (thing. 
Not  though  they  fay  their  prayers : be  content  with  no- 
But  the  knocking  out  their  brains  : and  laft,  do  nothing 
But  ban  ’em  and  curfe  ’em,  till  we  come  to  kill  ’em. 

The.  Remove  then  forwards  bravely keep  your  minds 
And  the  next  time  we  face  ’em,  Ihall  be  fatal.  ( whole, 

{Exeunt. 

SCENA  V. 

Enter  Archas,  Duke-,  Burris,  (jent.  and  Sould. 

Ar.  Peace  to  your  Grace*,  take  reft  Sir, they  are  before  us- 
Qent.  They  are  Sir,  and  upon  the  march.  ftEArrfDuke. 

<iyAr.  Lord  Burris , ( tage. 

Take  you  thofe  horfe  and  coaft’em:  upon  the  firft  advan- 
If  they  will  not  flake  their  march, charge  ’em  up  roundly. 

By  that  time  I’le  come  in. 

Bur.  Tie  do  it  truly. 

Gent.  How  do  you  feel  your  felf  Sir  ? 

- <LAr.  Well,  I thank  ye 
A little  weak,  but  anger  Ihall  fupply  that ; 

You  will  all  Hand  bravely  to  it  i 


C Exit. 
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tyfS.  Whilft  we  have  lives  Sir. 
y^r.Ye  fpcak  like  Gentlemen;  Tie  make  the  knaves  know, 
The  proudell,and  the  ftrongelt  hearted  Rebel, 

They  have  a law  to  live  in,  and  they  lhall  have  i 

Beat  up  a pace, by  this  time  he  is  upon  ’em,  [JDnon  within- 

And  fword,but  hold  me  now,thou  lhalt  play  ever.  [^Exenm. 

Enter  Drams  beating,  Theodore,  Putskie,  Ancient, 
and  their  Soaldiers. 

The.  Stand,  Hand,  ftand  clofe,  and  fure ; 

Enter  Burris,  and  i or  2 Soaldiers. 

The  horfe  will  charge  us. 

Anc.  Let  ’em  come  on,  we  have  provender  fit  for  ’em. 

Put.  Here  comes  Lord  Burrts  Sir,  1 think  to  parly. 

The.  You  are  welcom  noble  Sir,  1 hope  to  our  part. 

Bar.  No,  valiant  Colonel,  I am  come  to  chide  ye. 

To  pity  ye to  kill  ye,  if  theft  fail  me  •, 

Fie,  what  dilhonour  ftek  ye ! what  black  infamy  ! 

Why  do  ye  draw  out  thus  ? draw  all  fhame  with  ye  ? 

Are  theft  fit  cares  in  fubjeds  ? I command  ye 
Lay  down  your  arms  again,  move  in  that  peace. 

That  fair  obedienes  you  were  bred  in. 

Pat.  Charge -^vjs: 

We  come  not  here  to  argue. 

The.  Charge  up  bravely. 

And  hotly  too,  we  have  hot  fpleens  to  meet  ye. 

Hot  as  the  fhames  are  offer’d  us. 

Enter  Archas,  Cent,  and  Soaldiers. 

'Bur.  Look  behind  ye. 

Do  you  fee  that  old  man  ? do  you  know  him  Souldiers  ? 

Put.  Your  Father  Sir,  believe  me 

Bar.  You  know  his  inarches, 

Y ou  have  ften  his  executions  : is  it  yet  peace  ? 

The.  We’l  dye  here  firft. 

Bar.  Farevvel : you’l  hear  on’s  preftntly. 

Ar.  Stay  Barris : this  is  too^poor,  too  beggerly  a body 
To  bear  the  honour  of  a charge  from  me, 

A fort  of  tatter’d  Rebels  *,  go  provide  Gallowfes ; 

Ye  are  troubled  with  hot  heads,  I’le  cool  ye  preftntly : 

Theft  look  like  men  that  were  my  Souldiers 
Now  1 behold  ’em  nearly,  and  more  narrowly. 

My  honell  friends : where  got  they  theft  fair  figures  ? 
Where  did  they  fteal  theft  ftiapes 
"Bur.  They  are  ftruck  already. 

Ar.  EX)  you  fee  that  fellow  there,  that  goodly  Rebel  ? 

He  looks  as  like  a Captain  I lov’d  tenderly: 

A fellow  of  a faith  indeed. 

"Bur.  He  has  fliam’d  him. 

Ar.  And  that  that  bears  the  Colours  there,  moft  certain 
So  like  an  Ancient  of  mine  own,  a brave  fellow, 

A loving  and  obedient,  that  believe  me  Barris, 

I am  amaz’d  and  troubled : and  were  it  not 
I know  the  general  goodnefs  of  my  people. 

The  duty,  and  the  truth,  the  lied  fait  honeftie, 

And  am  aflur’d  they  would  as  Toon  turn  Devils 
As  rebels  to  allegeance,  for  mine  honour. 

Bur.  Here  needs  no  wars. 

Pat.  I pray  forgive  us  Sir. 

Anc.  Good  General  forgive  us, or  ufe  your  fword. 

Your  words  are  double  death. 

Ad.  Good  noble  General. 

Bar.  Pray  Sir  be  mercifull. 
e^r.  Weep  out  your  fhames  firfl:, 

Ye  make  me  fool  for  companie : fie  Souldiers, 

My  Souldiers  too,  and  play  theft  tricks  ? what’s  he  there  ? 
Sure  1 have  ften  his  face  too  ^ yes,  moft  certain 
I have  a fon,  but  I hope  he  is  not  here  now, 

’Would  much  referable  this  man,  wondrous  near  him, 

. Juft  of  his  height  and  making  too,  you  ftera  a Leader. 

, -The.  Good  Sir,  do  not  fhame  me  more : I know  your  an- 
Aod  lefs  than  death  I look  not  for.  ( ger, 

j Ar.  You  fhall  be  my  charge  Sir,  it  ftems  you  want  foes. 
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When  you  would  make  your  friends  your  Enemies. 

A running  bloud  ye  have,  but  I fhall  cure  ye. 

Bar.  Good  Sir 

An.  No  more  good  Lord .-  beat  forward  Souldiers : 

And  you,  march  in  the  rear,  you  have  loft  your  places.  • 

C Exeunt. 

SCENA  VI. 

Enter  Duke,  Olympia,  Honora,  Viola. 

Da.  You  fhall  not  be  thus  fullen  ftill  with  me  Sifter, 

You  do  the  moft  unnobly  to  be  angry, 

For  as  I have  a foul,  I never  touch’d  her, 

1 never  yet  knew  one  uncliaft  thought  in  her  : 

1 muft  confefs,  1 lov’d  her : as  who  would  not  ? 

I muft  confefs  1 doated  on  her  ftrangely, 

I offer’d  all,  yet  fo  ftrong  was  her  honour, 

So  fortifi’d  as  fair,  no  hope  could  reach  her, 

And  whilft  the  world  beheld  this,  and  confirm’d  it, 

Why  would  you  be  fo  jealous.^ 

Oly.  Good  Sir  pardon  me, 

I feel  fufficiently  my  follies  penance. 

And  am  afham’d,  that  fhame  a thoufand  forrows 
Feed  on  continually,  would  1 had  never  ften  her, 

Or  with  a clearer  judgement  look’d  upon  her. 

She  was  too  good  for  me,  fo  heavenly  good  Sir, 

Nothing  but  Heaven  can  love  that  foul  fufficiently, 

Where  1 fliall  fee  her  once  again. 

Enter  Burris. 

Da.  No  more  tears. 

If  fhe  be  within  the  Dukedom,  we’l  recover  her : 

Welcom  Lord  Burris,  fair  news  I hope. 

Bar.  Moft  fair  Sir, 

Without  one  drop  of  bloud  thefe  wars  are  ended. 

The  Souldier  cool’d  again,  indeed  afham’d  Sir, 

And  all  his  anger  ended.  Du.  Where’s  Lord  Archas  ? 

Bar.  Not  far  off  Sir : with  him  his  valiant  fbn, 

Head  of  this  fire,  but  now  a prifoner, 

And  if  by  your  fweet  mercy  not  prevented, 

I fear  fome  fatal  ftroke.  \_T)rtims. 

Enter  Archas,  Theodore,  Gentlemen,  Souldiers. 

Du.  I hear  the  Drums  beat, 

Welcom,  my  worthy  friend. 

Ar.  Stand  where  ye  are  Sir, 

Even  as  you  love  your  country,  move  not  forward, 

Nor  plead  for  peace  till  I have  done  a juftice, 

A juftice  on  this  villain  ^ none  of  mine  now, 

A juftice  on  this  Rebel.  Hon.  O my  Brother. 

Ar.  This  fatal  firebrand 

Da.  Forget  not  old  man. 

He  is  thy  fon,of  thine  own  bloud. 
nyfr.  In  theft  veins 

No  treacherie  e’re  harbour’d  yet,  no  mutinie, 

I ne’re  gave  life  to  lewd  and  headftrong  Rebels. 

Du.  ’Tis  his  firft  fault. 

Ar.  Not  of  a thoufand  Sir, 

Or  were  it  fo,  it  is  a fault  fo  mightie. 

So  ftrong  againft  the  nature  of  all  mercy. 

His  Mother  were  flie  living,  would  not  weep  for  him. 

He  dare  not  fay  he  would  live.  The.  I muft  not  Sir, 
Whilft  you  fay  ’tis  not  fit : your  Graces  mercy 
Not  to  my  life  appli’d,  but  to  my  fault  Sir, 

The  worlds  forgivenefs  next,  laft,  on  my  knees  Sir, 

I humbly  beg. 

Do  not  take  from  me  yet  the  name  of  Father, 

Strike  me  a thoufand  blows,  but  let  me  dye  yours. 

Ar.  He  moves  my  heart : I muft  be  fuddain  with  him, 

I fhall  grow  faint  elfe  in  my  execution  •,  (bravely. 

Come,  come  Sir,  you  have  ften  death ; now  meet  him 
Du.  Hold,  hold  I fay,  a little  hold,  confider 
Thou  haft  no  more  fons  Archas  to  inherit  thee. 

Ar.  Yes  Sir,  1 have  another,  and  a nobler: 

No  treafon  fhall  inherit  me .-  young  Archas 

A boy, 

- — • -•  - - 
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A boy,  as  fwcct  as  young,  my  Brother  breeds  him, 

My  noble  Brother  Bnsktc  breeds  him  nobly. 

Him  let  your  favour  find  .•  give  him  your  honour. 

E;;nr  Putskie  ( alias  Briskie j and  Alinda,  (alias  Archas  J 

Pa.  Thou  halt  no  child  left  -^rr/;.«,none  to  inherit  thee 
If  thou  fbikit  that  Ihoke  now : behold  young  j4rchas  j 
Behold  thy  Brother  here,  thou  bloudy  Brother, 

As  bloody  to  this  facrifice  as  thou  art 

Heave  up  thy  livord,  and  mine’s  heav’d  up  ; flrike  Archasy 

And  Tie  Itrike  too  as  fuddcnly,  as  deadly  : 

Have  mercy,  and  I’lc  have  mercy  ; the  Duke  gives  it.  . 
Look  upon  all  thefe,  how  they  weep  it  from  thee, 

Choofc  quickly,  and  begin.  Du.  On  your  obedience, 

On  your  allegcance  fave  him. 

Ar.  Take  him  to  ye,  f Sod.  JljoHt. 

And  lirrah,  be  an  honell  man,  ye  have  reafon : 

I thank  ye  w’orthy  Brother : welcom  child, 

Mine  own  fweet  child. 

‘Du.  Why  was  this  boy  conceal’d  thus  ? 

Put.  Your  graces  pardon : 

I Fearing  the  vow  you  made  againfl  my  Brother, 

I And  that  your  anger  would  not  only  light 
On  him,  but  find  out  all  his  familie. 

This  young  boy,  to  preferve  from  after  danger, 

Like  a young  w'ench,  hither  I brought  j myfelf 
In  the  habit  of  an  ordinarie  Captain 
Difguis’d,  got  entertainment,  and  ferv’d  here 
That  I might  ftill  be  ready  to  all  fortunes : 

That  boy  your  grace  took,  nobly  entertain’d  him, 

But  thought  a Girle,  Alinda yh/Wdam.  01.  Stand  away. 

And  let  me  look  upon  him.  Du.  My  young  Miftris  ? 
This  is  a ftrange  metamorphofis,  t^linda? 

Al.  Your  graces  humble  fervant. 

Du.  Come  hither  Sifter  : 

I dare  yet  fcarce  believe  mine  eyes  .-how  they  view  one  ano- 
Dofl:  thou  not  love  this  boy  well  ? (ther  ? 

Oly.  I fhould  lye  elle , 

Truft  me,  extreamly  lye  Sir. 

Du.  Didfl  thou  never  wilh  Olympa, 

It  might  be  thus  ? Oly.  A thoufand  times. 


Du.  Here  take  him : 

Nay,  donotblulh:  I do  not  jeft^  kifs  fweetly ; 

Boy,  ye  kifs  faintly  boy  •,  Heaven  give  ye  comfort^ 

Teach  him,  he’l  quickly  learn  ; there’s  two  hearts  eas’d  now. 

Ar.  Y ou  do  me  too  much  honour  Sir.  Du.  No  Archas, 
But  all  I can,  I will  \ can  you  love  me  > fpeak  truly. 

Hon.  Yes  Sir,  dearly. 

Du.  Come  hither  rtola,  can  you  love  this  man. ^ 
rw.  Tie  do  the  beft  1 can  Sir.  Du.  Seal  it  Burris, 

We'l  all  to  Church  together  inftantly : 

And  then  a vie  for  boyes ; flay,  bring  Boroskie, 

Enter  Boroskie. 

I had  almofl:  forgot  that  lump  of  mifehief. 

There  eyfrehasy  take  the  enemie  to  honour, 

The  knave  to  worth : do  with  him  what  thou  wilt. 

Ar.  Then  to  my  fword  again ; you  to  your  prayers  5 
Wafh  off  your  villanies,  you  feel  the  burthen. 

Bor.  Forgive  me  e’re  I die,  moft  honeft  Archas  *, 

’Tis  too  much  honour  that  I periflithus; 

O ftrike  my  faults  to  kill  them,  that  no  memorie. 

No  black  and  blafted  infamy  hereafter  

Ar.  Come,  are  ye  ready?  'Bor.  |fes. 

Ar.  And  truly  penitent,  to  make  your  way  ftraight? 

Bor.  Thus  I wafli  off  my  fins. 

Ar.  Stand  up,  and  live  then. 

And  live  an  honed  man  I fcorn  mens  ruines : 

Take  him  again,  Sir,  trie  him : and  believe 
This  thing  will  be  a perfeeft  man.  I take  him. 

Bor.  And  when  1 fail  thofe  hopes,heavens  hopes  fail  me. 
Du.  You  are  old : no  more  wars  Father : 

Theodore  take  you  the  charge,  be  General. 

The.  All  good  blefs  ye. 

Du.  And  my  good  Father,  you  dwell  in  my  bofom. 
From  you  rife  all  my  good  thoughts : when  I would  think . 
And  examine  time  for  one  that’s  fairly, noble. 

And  the  fame  man  through  all  the  ftreights  of  vertue, 

Upon  this  Silver  book  Tie  look,  and  read  him. 

Now  forward  merrily  to  Hymens  rites, 

Tojoyes,  and  revels,  fports,  and  he  that  can  * 

Moft  honour  Archas,  is  the  nobleft  man.  Exeunt.  | 
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Prologue. 

WE  need  not  noble  (gentlemen  to  invite 

Attention,  v^einfiruEi  you  voho  did  write 
This  worthy  Story,  being^  confident 
The  mirth  join  d with  frave  matter,  and  Intent 
To  yield  the  hearers  profit , with  delight. 

Will  fipeak^  the  maker  : and  to  do  him  right. 
Would  ask^a  Genius  like  to  his‘,  the  age 
ttJVIourning^  his  lofis,  and  our  now  widdowed  fiage 
In  vain  lamenting.  I coulej  adde , fo  far 
Behind  him  the  mofi  mode’m  writers  are. 

That  when  they  would  commend  him,  their  bejl  praife 
T^uins  the  buildings  which  they  flrive  to  raife 
To  his  beft  memory,  fo  much  a friend 
Prefumes  to  Write  , fecure  'twill  not  offend 
The  living  that  are  modeft , with  the  reft 
That  may  repine  he  cares  not  to  conteft. 


This  debt  to  Fletcher  paid ",  it  is  profeft 
By  us  the  Alters,  we  will  do  our  beft 
To  Jend  fuch  favouring  friends,  as  hither  come 
To  grace  the  Scene , pleas'd,  and  contented  home. 


Epilogue. 

T Hough  fomething  Well  affur'd,  few  here  repent 
Three  hours  of  pretious  time,  or  money  fpent 
On  our  endeavours , Tet  not  to  relye 
Too  much  upon  our  care,  and  induftrie, 

'Tis  fit  we  fhould  ask^,  but  a modeft  way 
How  you  approve  our  aShion  in  the  play. 

If  you  vouchfafe  to  crown  it  with  applaufe. 

It  is  your  bountie , and  you  give  us  caufe 
Hereafter  with  a general  confent 
To  ftudy,  as  becomes  us,  your  content. 
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Rule  a Wife,  ar 

id  have  a Wife. 

(^&Hs  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Juan  Caflro,  Michael  Perez. 

A£ch.  A RE  your  Companies  full.  Colonel? 

/%  Juan.  No,  not  yet.  Sir:  (kon; 

Nor  will  not  be  this  month  yet,  as  I rec- 
^ -^How  riles  your  Command  ? 

Mtch.  We  pick  upftill,  and  as  our  monies  hold  out. 

We  have  men  come,  about  that  time  I think 
We  lhall  be  full  too,  many  young  Gallants  go. 

jHan.  And  unexperienced,  - 

The  Wars  are  dainty  dreams  to  young  hot  fpirits, 

Time  and  Experience  will  allay  thofe  Vifions, 

We  have  llrange  things  to  fill  our  numbers. 

There’s  one  Don  Leon^  a llrange  goodly  fellow. 
Recommended  to  me  from  fome  noble  Friends, 

For  my  Alferes,  had  you  but  feen  his  Perfon, 

And  what  a Giants  proraife  it  protcfteth.  (too. 

Mich.  I have  heard  of  him, and  that  he  hath  ferv’d  before 
jHan.  But  no  harm  done,  nor  never  meant,  Don  Michael., 
That  came  to  my  ears  yet,  ask  him  a quellion, 

He  blulhes  like  a Girl,  and  anfwers  little. 

To  the  point  lefs,  he  wears  a Sword,  a good  one. 

And  good  deaths  too,  he  is  whole  skin’d,  has  no  hurt  yet, 
Good  promifing  hopes,  I never  yet  heard  certainly 
Of  any  Gentleman  that  faw  him  angry. 

Mich.  Preferve  him,  he’ll  conclude  a peace  if  need  be, 
Many  as  Itrong  as  he  will  go  along  with  us, 

That  fwear  as  valiantly  as  heart  can  wilh,  (ones, 

Their  mouths  charg’d  with  fix  oaths  at  once,  and  whole 
That  make  the  drunken  Dutch  creep  into  Mole-hills. 

Juan.  ’Tis  true,  fuch  we  mull  look  for  ; but  Mtch.  Perez., 
When  heard  you  of  Donna  Margarita,  the  great  Heirefs  ? 

Mich.  I hear  every  hour  of  her,  though  1 never  faw  her. 
She  is  the  main  difeourfe : noble  Don  Juan  de  Cajlro, 

How  happy  were  that  man  could  catch  this  Wench  up , 

And  liveateafe!  Iheisfair,  and  young,  and  wealthy, 
Infinite  wealthy,  and  as  gracious  too 
In  all  her  entertainments,  as  men  report. 

Juan.  But  Ihe  is  proud.  Sir,  that  I know  for  certain, 

And  that  comes  leldome  without  wantonnefs, 

He  that  lhall  marry  her,  mull  have  a rare  hand. 

Mich.  Would  I were  married,!  would  find  that  Wifdom, 
With  a light  rein  to  rule  my  Wife:  if  ever  Woman 
Of  the  tifcfl:  fubtile  mould  went  beyond  me, 

1 would  give  the  Boys  leave  to  whoot  me  out  o’ch’  Paridi. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  there  be  two  Gentlewomen  attend  to  Ipeak 
With  you. 

Juan.  Wait  on  ’em  in. 

Mich.  Are  they  two  handfome  Women  ? 

Ser.  They  feem  fo,very  handfom,but  they  are  vail’d,Sir. 
Mich.  Thou  put’ll  fugar  in  my  mouth,  how  it  melts  with 
1 love  a fweet  young  Wench.  (me ! 

Juan.  Wait  on  them  in  I fay.  {Exit  Servant. 

tJlIich.  Don  Juan. 

Juan.  How  you  itch,  ^Michael ! how  you  burnifli  ! 

Will  not  this  Souldiers  heat  out  of  your  bones  yet, 

Do  your  Eyes  glow  now  ? 

^^ich.  There  be  two. 

Juan.  Say  honeft,  what  lhame  have  you  then  ? 

Mich.  I would  fain  fee  that, 

I have  been  in  the  Indies  twice,  and  have  feen  llrange  things, 

But  two  honeft  Women  j one  I read  of  once, 

Juan.  Prithee  be  modell, 

Mtch.  I’ll  be  any  thing. 

Enter  Servant,  Donna  Clara,  and  Eftifania  vaiPd. 

Juan.  You  are  welcome  Ladies. 

cJMtch.  Both  hooded,  I like  ’em  well  though, 

They  come  not  for  advice  in  Law  fure  hither  j 
May  be  they  would  learn  to  raife  the  Pike, 

I am  for  ’em : they  are  very  modell,  ’tis  a fine  Preludium< 
Juan.  With  me,  or  with  this  Gentleman, 

Would  you  fpeak,  Lady  ? 

Clara.  With  you,  Sir,  asiguefs,  Juande Cajlro. 

Mich.  Her  Curtain  opens,  Ihe  is  a pretty  Gentlewoman^ 
Juan.  I am  the  Man,  and  lhall  be  bound  to  Fortune, 

I may  do  any  lervice  to  your  Beauties.  (^Flanders, 

Clara.  Captain,  I hear  you  are  marching  down  to 
Tofervethe  Catholick  King; 

Juan.  lam  fweet  Lady. 

Clara.  I have  a Kinfman,  and  a noble  Friend, 

Imploy’d  in  thofe  Wars,  may  be,  Sir,  you  know  him, 

Don  (Jamfujano  Captain  of  Carbines, 

To  whom  I would  requefl  your  Noblenefs, 

To  give  this  poor  Remembrance.  {A  Letter. 

Juan.  I lhall  do  it, 

I know  the  Gentleman,  a moll  worthy  Captain, 

Clara.  Something  in  private. 

Juan.  Step  alide .-  I’ll  ferve  thee.  {Ex.  Juan,  and  Clara. 
Mich.  Prithee  let  me  lee  thy  face. 

Ejlif.  Sir,  you  mull  pardon  me. 

Women  of  our  fort,  that  maintain  fair  memories, 

And  keep  fufpeift  off  from  their  Chaftitics, 

Had  need  wear  thicker  Vails; 

Mtch.  lam  no  blallcr  of  a Ladies  Beauty, 

Nor  bold  intruder  on  her  fpecial  favours,  ' 

I knowhow  tender  Reputation  is. 

And  with  what  guards  it  ought  to  be  preferv’d,  Lady, 

You  may  tome. 

E^if.  You  mult  excufe  me.  Seignior,  I come 
Npt  here  to  fell  my  felf. 

Mich.  As  I am  a Gentleman, by  the  honour  of  a Souldicr. 
Ejitf.  I believe  you, 

1 pray  you  be  civil,  I believe  you  would  fee  me. 

And  when  yon  have  feen  me  1 believe  you  will  like  ma, 

But  in  a llrange  place,  to  a llranger  too. 

As  if  I came  on  purpole  to  betray  you. 

Indeed  I will  not. 

eJMich.  I lhall  love  you  dearly, 

And  ’tis  a fin  tolling  away  affeiftion, 

I have  no  Miftrefs,  no  deiire  to  honour 
Any  but  you,  will  not  this  Oyfler  open  ? 

O 0 I know 
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j I know  not,  you  have  Ilruck  me  with  yourmodelty^ 

: She  will  draw  fure  •,  lb  deep,  and  taken  from  me 
^ All  the  dclire  1 might  beliow  on  others , 

Qu i ck ly  before  th e coin e. 

I  Ujd ecd  Ijja re  not : 

But  lince  1 fee  you  arc  Ib  defirous,  Sir, 

T 0 view  a poor  face  that  can  merit  nothing 
But  your  Repentance. 

cJl/ich.  It  mull  needs  be  excellent. 

Fjhf.  And  with  what  honefty  you  ask  it  of  me, 

U^hen  I am  gone  let  your  man  follow  me, 

And  view  what  houfe  I enter,  thither  come, 

For  there  I dare  be  bold  to  appear  open : 

And  as  I like  your  vertuous  carriage  then, 

Enter  Juan,  Clara,  a Servant. 

I  (hall  be  able  to  give  w'elcome  to  you  *, 

She  hath  done  her  bulinefs,  I mull  take  my  leave,  Sir. 

Mich,  ril  kifs  your  fair  white  hand  and  thank  you,  Lady. 
My  man  (ball  wait,  and  I (hall  be  your  Servant  j 
Sirrah,  come  near,  hark. 

Serv.  Ifhalldo  it  faithfully.  \^Exit. 

Juan.  You  will  command  me  no  more  fer vices  ? 

Ca.  To  be  careful  of  your  noble  health,  dear  Sir, 

That  I may  ever  honour  you. 

Juan.  I thank  you, 

And  kifs  your  hands,  wait  on  the  Ladies  down  there. 

[_Exeunt  Ladies.,  and  Servants. 
Mi.  You  had  the  honour  to  fee  the  face  that  came  to  you? 
J«^/;..^nd’twas  a fair  one ; what  waS  yours, Di?;/  Michael? 
Ml.  Mine  was  i’ch’c!ipl’e,and  had  a Cloud  drawn  over  it. 
But  I believe  w’elJ,  and  I hope  ’tis  handfome. 

She  had  a hand  would  ftir  a holy  Hermite. 

Juan.  You  know  none  of  ’em  ? 

Mich.  No. 

Juan.  Then  I do.  Captain, 

But  TII  lay  nothing  till  I fee  the  proof  on’t, 

S\lz\ok  Don  Ter ez.y  or  your  Worfhip’s  caught. 

I fear  a Flye. 

(Jllich.  Were  thofe  Ihe  brought  Love-Letters  ? 

Juan.  A Packet  to  a Kinfman  now  in  Flanders  , 

Yours  was  very  modeft  methought. 

CMtch.  Some  young  unmanag’d  thing , 

But  I may  live  to  fee 

Juan.  ’Tis  woith  experience, 

Let’s  walk  abroad  and  view  our  Companies.  \_Exeunt. 

Enter  Sanchio,  and  AlonZO. 

Sanch.  What,  are  you  for  the  Wars,  Alonxjo? 

Aion.  It  may  be  I, 

It  may  be  no,  e’n  as  the  humour  takes  me. 

If  I find  peace  amongll  the  female  Creatures, 

And  eafie  entertainment.  I’ll  Hay  at  home, 

I am  not  fo  far  obliged  yet  to  long  Marches 
And  mouldy  Biskets,to  run  mad  for  Honour, 

When  you  are  all  gone  I have  my  choice  before  me. 

Sanch.  Of  which  Hofpital  thou  wilt  fweat  in  •,  wilt  thou 
Never  leave  whoring  ? 

Alon.  There  is  lefs  danger  in’t  than  gunning,  Sanchio, 
Though  we  be  Ihot  fometimcs,the  lliot’s  not  mortal, 

Befides,  it  breaks  no  limbs. 

Sanch.  But  it  difablcs  ’em, 

Doll  thou  fee  how  thou  pull’ll  thy  legs  after  thee,  as  they 
Hung  by  points. 

Ahn.  Better  to  pull  ’em  thus  than  walk  on  wooden  ones, 
Serve  bravely  for  a Billet  to  fupport  me. 

Sanch.  Fye,  fye,  ’tis  bafe. 

Alon.  Doll  thou  count  it  bafe  to  fuffer  ? 

Suffer  abundantly  ? ’tis  the  Crown  of  Honour  ; 

You  think  it  nothing  to  lie  twenty  days 
Under  a Surgeons  hands  that  has  no  mercy. 

Sanch.  As  thou  hall  done  I am  fure,  but  I perceive  now 
Why  you  defire  to  flay,  the  orient  Heirefs, 

The  xJMargarita,  Sir. 


Alonz..  I would  I had  her. 

Sanch.  They  fay  file  will  marry. 

Alonz..  I think  (lie  will, 

Sanch.  And  marry  fuddenly,  as  report  goes  too. 

She  fears  her  Youth  will  not  hold  out,  t^onz.o. 

Alonz..  I would  I had  the  Iheathing  on’t. 

Sanch.  They  fay  too 
She  has  a greedy  eye  that  mull  be  fed 
With  more  than  one  mans  meat. 

Alonz..  W'ould  ihe  were  mine, 

1 would  cater  for  her  well  enough  but  Sanchio, 

There  be  too  many  great  men  that  adore  her. 

Princes,  ‘and  Princes  fellows,  that  claim  priviledge. 

Sanch.  Y et  thofe  Hand  off  i’th’  way  of  marriage. 

To  be  tyed  to  a mans  pleafure  is  a fecond  labour. 

Alon.  She  has  bought  a brave  houfe  here  in  town. 

Sanch.  1 have  heard  fo. 

Alonz..  If  Ihe  convert  it  now  to  pious  ufes. 

And  bid  poor  Gentlemen  welcome. 

Sanch.  When  comes  Ihe  to  it  ? 

Alonz..  Within  thefe  two  days,  Ihe  is  in  the  Country  yet. 
And  keeps  the  noblefl  Houfe. 

Sanch.  Then  there’s  fome  hope  of  her. 

Wilt  thou  go  my  way  ? 

Alonz..  No,  no,  I mull  leave  you. 

And  repair  to  an  old  Gentlewoman 
That  has  credit  with  her,  that  can  fpeak  a good  word,  (firft. 
Sanch.  Send  thee  good  fortune,  but  make  thy  Body  found 
Alonz..  lam aSouldier, 

And  too  found  a Body  becomes  me  not  \ 

Farewel,  Sanchio.  {JExeunt, 

Enter  a Servant  of  Michael  Perez. 

Serv.  ’Tis  this  or  that  houfe, or  I have  loll  my  aim. 

They  are  both  fair  buildings,  Ihe  walked  plaguy  fall. 

Enter  Ellifanla. 

And  hereabouts  I loll  her  *,  Hay,  that’s  Ihe, 

’Tis  very  fhe,^ — Ihe  makes  me  a low  court’lle. 

Let  me  note  the  place,  the  llreet  I well  remember.  \jExit. 
She  is  in  again,  certain  fome  noble  Lady. 

How  happy  fhould  I be  if  Ihe  love  my  mailer : 

A wondrous  goodly  houfe,  here  are  brave  lodgings. 

And  I lliall  fleep  now  like  an  Emperour, 

And  eat  abundantly  : I thank  my  fortune. 

I’ll  back  with  fpeed,  and  bring  him  happy  tidings.  C£xit.  \ 

Enter  three  old  Ladies. 

1 Lady.  What  Ihould  it  mean,  that  in  fuch  halle 
Wearefent  for  ? 

2 Lady.  Belike  the  Lady  CMargaret  has  fome  bulinefs 
She  would  break  to  us  in  private. 

3 Lady.  It  Ihould  feem  fo. 

’Tis  a good  Lady,  and  a wile  young  Lady. 

2 Lady.  And  vertuous  enough  too  I warrant  ye 
Fora  young  Woman  of  her  years;  ’tis  pity 
To  load  her  tender  Age  with  too  much  Vertue.  (with. 

3 Lady.  ’Tis  more  Ibmetimes  than  we  can  well  away 

Enter  Altea. 

Alt.  Good  morrow.  Ladies.  ^ 

All.  ’Morrow  my  good  Madam.  {ret  ? 

1 Lad.  How  does  the  fweet  young  Beauty,  Lady  Marga- 

2 Lady.  Has  Ihe  flept  well  after  her  walk  lall  night  ? 

1 Lady.  Are  her  dreams  gentle  to  her  mind  ? 

Alt.  All’s  well. 

She’s  very  well,  Ihe  fent  for  you  thus  fuddenly 
To  give  her  counfel  in  a bulinefs 
That  much  concerns  her. 

2 Lady.  She  does  well  and  wifely. 

To  ask  the  counfel  of  the  ancientll.  Madam, 

Our  years  have  run  through  many  things  Ihe  knows  not. 

Alt.  She  would  lain  marry. 

I Lady.  ’Tis  a proper  calling. 

And 
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And  well  bcfeems  her  years, who  would  /he  yoke  with  ? 

c///f . That’s  left  to  argue  on,  1 pray  come  in 
And  break  your  fad,  drink  a good  cup  or  two, 
■^oftrcngthcnyourunderdandings,  thenflie’l  tell  ye. 

2.  And  good  wine  breeds  good  counfel, 

V\V1  yield  to  ye.  C Exeunt. 

Enter  Juan  de  and  Leon. 

Juan.  Have  you  feen  any  fervice  ? 

Leon.  Yes. 

Juan.  Where  ? 

Leon.  Every  where. 

Juan.  What  office  bore  ye.^ 

Leon.  None,  I was  not  worthy. 

Juan.  What  Captains  know  you  ? 

Leon.  None,  they  were  above  me. 

Juan.  Were  you  never  hurt  ? 

Leon,  Not  that  I well  remember, 

Jut  once  I dole  a Hen,  and  then  they  beat  me  *, 

'ray  ask  me  no  long  queftions,!  have  an  ill  nienlor  y . 

Juan.  This  is  an  AlFejdid  you  never  draw  your  fword  yet.? 
Leon.  Not  to  do  any  harm  I thank  Heaven  for’t. 

Juan.  Nor  ne’r  ta’ne  prilbner  ? 

Leon.  No, Iran  away, 
or  I had  nc’r  no  mony  to  redeem  me. 

Juan.  Can  you  endure  a Drum  .? 

Leon.  It  makes  my  head  ake. 

Juan.  Are  you  not  valiant  when  you  are  drunk  ? 

Leon.  I think  not,'  but  I am  loving  Sir. 

Juan.  What  a Idmp  is  this  man, 

Was  your  Father  wife  ? 

Leon.  Too  wife  for  me  I’mEure, 
or  he  gave  all  he  had  to  my  younger  Brother. 

Juan.  That  was  no  foolilli  part  Tie  bear  you  witnefs. 

Canfl:  thou  lye  with  a woman  ? 

Leon.  I think  I could  make  Ihift  Sir, 

Jut  1 am  baffifull. 

Juan.  In  the  night  ? 

Leon.  I know  not, 

Darknefs  indeed  may  do  Ibme  good  upon  me. 

Juan.  Why  art  thou  fent  to  me  to  be  my  officer, 

,and  commended  too,  when  thou  darlt  not  fight  ? 

Leon.  There  be  more  officers  of  my  opinion^ 

Or  I am  cozen’d  Sir,men  that  talk  more  too. 

Juan.  How  wilt  thou  fcape  a bullet  ? 

Leon.  Why  by  chance. 

They  aim  at  honourable  men,  alas  I am  none  Sir. 
Juan.This  fellow  has  fome  doubts  in’s  talk  that  ftrike  me, 

Enter  Alonzo. 

ie  cannot  be  all  fool : welcom  Alonzjo.  (company  ? 

Alon,  What  have  you  got  there,  temperance  into  your 
The  fpiritof peace  ? we  lhall  have  wars 

Enter  Cacafogo. 

By  th’ounce  then.  O here’s  another  pumpion. 

Let  him  loofe  for  luck  fake,  the  cram’d  fon 

Of  a llav’d  UfuKTyCacafo^Oy  both  their  brains  butter’d, 

Cannot  make  two  fpoonfulls. 

Caca.  ^ My  Father’s  dead  : I am  a man  of  war  too, 
Monyes^demefns  ^ I have  ffiips  at  fea  too. 

Captains.  ( elfe. 

Juan.  Take  heed  o’th’  Hollanders,  your  fhips  may  leak 
Caca.  I fcorn  the  Hollanders,  they  are  my  drunkards, 
Alon.  Put  up  your  gold  Sir,  Tie  borrow  it  elfe* 

Coca.  I am  fatisfied,  you  lhall  not. 

Come  out,  I know  thee,  meet  mine  anger  inftantly. 

Leon.  I never  wrong’d  ye. 

. C'aca.  Thou  haft  wrong’d  mine  honor. 

Thou  look’dft  upon  my  Miftris  thrice  lafeiviouflyi 
Tie  make  it  good. 

Juan.  Do  not  heat  your  felf,  you  will  furfeit. 

Cic^.Thou  wan’ft  my  mony  too,witha  pairof  bafe  boneS, 
In  whom  there  was  no  truth,  for  which  I beat  thee. 


I beat  thee  much,  now  I will  hurt  thecdangcroully. 

This  lhall  provoke  thee.  [[  He  Jlrikes. 

Alon.  You  ftruck  too  low  by  a foot  Sir. 

Juan.  You  mull  get  a ladder  when  you  would  beat 
This  fellow. 

Leon.  1 cannot  chufe  but  kick  again,  pray  pardon  me. 

Caca.  Hadft  thou  not  ask’d  my  pardon,  I had  kill’d  thee, 

I Icavethecasathingdelpis’d,  ajfales  manw  a vofira  finiare 
aMaiftre.  \_Exit  Cac. 

Alon.  You  have  fcap’d  by  miracle,  there  is  not  in  all  Spam^ 

A fpiric  of  more  fury  than  this  fire  drake. 

Leon.  1 fee  he  is  hafty,  and  1 would  give  him  leave 
To  beat  me  Ibundly  if  he  w'ould  take  my  bond. 

Juan.  What  lhall  I do  with  this  fellow  } 
i^lon.  Turn  him  off, 

He  will  infc(ft  the  camp  with  cowardife , 

If  he  goe  with  thee. 

Juan.  About  fomc  week  hence  Sir, 

If  I can  hit  upon  no  abler  officer, 

You  lliall  hear  from  me. 

Leon.  I defire  no  better.  ^Exit. 

f 

Enter  Eftifania,  *««d  Perez. 

Ter.  You  have  made  me  now  too  bountifull  amends, Lady 
For  your  ftridl  carriage  when  you  faw  me  firft, 

Thefe  beauties  were  not  meant  to  be  conceal’d, 

It  was  a wrong  to  hide  fo  fweet  an  objeift, 

1 cou’d  now  chide  ye,  but  it  lhall  be  thus. 

No  other  anger  ever  touch  your  fweetnefs. 

Efitf.  You  appear  to  me  fo  honeft,  and  fo  civil. 

Without  a blulh  Sir,  I dare  bid  ye  welcom. 

Ter.  Now  let  me  ask  your  name. 

Efiif.  'Tis  EJhfanie^  the  heir  of  this  poor  place. 

Ter.  Poor  do  you  call  it .? 

There’s  nothing  that  I call  mine  eyes  upon. 

But  Ihews  both  rich  and  admirable,  all  the  rooms 
Are  hungasif  a Princefs  were  to  dwell  here. 

The  Gardens,  Orchards,  every  thing  fo  curious: 

Is  all  that  plate  your  own  too .? 

Eftif.  ’Tis  but  little. 

Only  for  prefent  ufe,  I have  more  and  richer. 

When  need  lhall  call,or  friends  compel  me  ufe  it, 

The  futesyou  fee  of  all  the  upper  ChamlDcr, 

Are  thofe  that  commonly  adorn  the  houfe, 

I think  I have  befides,  as  fair,  as  civil. 

As  any  town  in  Spain  can  parallel. 

Ter.  Now  if  Ihe  be  not  married,  I have  fome  hopes. 

Are  you  a maid  ? 

Eft  if.  You  make  me  blulh  to  anfwer, 

I ever  was  accounted  fo  to  this  hour. 

And  that’s  the  reafon  that  I live  retir’d  Sir. 

Ter.  Then  would  I counfel  you  to  marry  prefently,- 
(If  I can  get  her,  I am  made  for  ever) 

.Por  every  year  you  lofe,  you  lofe  a beauty,* 

A Husband  now,  an  honeft  careful  Husband, 

Were  fuch  a comfort ; will  ye  walk  above  Hairs  ? 

Eftif.  This  place  will  fit  our  talk,  ’tis  fitter  far  Sir, 

\bove  there  are  day-beds,  and  fuCh  temptations 
I dare  not  trull  Sir. 

Ter.  She  is  excellent  wife  withal  too. 

Eftif.  You  nam’d  a husband,  I am  not  fo  ftriCl  Sir,' 

Nor  ti’d  unto  a Virgins  folitarinefs. 

But  if  an  honeft,  and  a noble  one. 

Rich,  and  a fouldier,  for  fo  I have  vowed  he  lhall  bfty 
Were  olfer’d  me,  I think  I Ihould  accept  him, 

But  above  all  he  mull  love. 

Terez..  He  Were  bafe  elfe. 

There’s  comfort  minillred  in  the  word  fouldier,' 

How  fWeetly  Ihould  I live! 

Eftif.  I am  not  fo  ignorant,  bot  that  I know  welly 
How  to  be  commanded. 

And  how  again  to  make  my  felf  obey’d  Sir, 

I wafte  but  little,  I have  gather’d  much. 

My  rial  not  the  lefs  worth,  when  ’tis  fpenty 

O O 2 _ ...  If  \ 
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If  Ipcnr  by  mydircdlion,  to  plcafemy  Husband, 

I hold  it  as  indificrcnt  in  my  duty. 

To  be  his  maid  Tth’  kitchin,  or  his  Cook, 

As  in  the  Hall  to  know  my  fclfthc  Miftris. 

Ter.  S\vect,  rich,  and  provident,  now  fortune  flick 
To  me ; 1 am  a Souldier,  and  a bachelour,  Lady, 

And  lucha  wife  as  you,  I con’d  love  infinitely, 

Tl'.ey  that  ufe  many  words,  Tome  are  dcceitfull, 

I long  to  be  a Husband,  and  a good  one, 

For  ’tis  mofl:  certain  1 ihall  make  a prclldent 
For  all  that  follow  me  to  love  their  Ladies, 

I am  young  you  fee, able  1 would  have  you  think  too, 
If’tpleafe  you  know,  try  me  before  yon  take  me. 

’Tis  true  I (liall  not  meet  in  equal  wealth 
With  yc,  but  Jewels,  Chains,  fuchasthewar 
Has  given  me,  a thoufand  Duckets  Idare 
Prelume  on  in  ready  gold,  now  as  your 
Care  may  handle  it,  as  rich  cloths  too,  as 
Any  he  bears  arras  Lady. 

Ejttf.  You  are  a true  gentleman,  and  fair,  I fee  by  ye. 
And  fuch  a man  1 had  rather  take. 

Ferez..  Pray  do  fo,  I’lehaveaPriefto’th’fudden. 

S (hf.  And  as  fuddenly  you  will  repent  too. 

Perez..  Tie  be  hang’d  or  drown’d  firft. 

By  this  and  this,  and  this  kifs. 

Efiif.  You  are  a Flatterer, 

; rat  i mufl  fay  there  was  foniething  when  I faw  you 
Firfl,  -n  that  mofl  noble  face,  thatftirr’d  my  fancy. 

Per.  Tie  ftir  it  better  e’re  you  fleep  fweet  Lady, 

1 leflnd  for  all  my  trunks  and  give  up  all  to  ye. 

Into  your  o.vn  difpofe,  before  I bed  ye, 

Anc*  then  fweet  wench. 

Ejhf.  You  have  the  art  to  cozen  me.  C Exeunt. 


Achis  Secundus,  Scena  Frima. 

. \ 

Enter  Margarita,  and  two  Ladies.^  and  Altea. 

Margar  I T down  and  give  me  your  opinions  ferioufly. 

O  iL;«.You  fay  you  have  a mind  to  marry  Lady. 
M.vrg.  ’Tis  true,  I have  for  to  preferve  my  credit, 

V et  not  fo  much  for  that  as  for  my  ftate  I -ad  ies. 

Conceive  me  right,  there  lies  the  main  o’th’  queflion. 
Credit  I can  redeem,  mony  will  imp  it. 

But  when  my  monie’s  gone,  when  the  law  fiiall 
Seize  that,  and  for  incontinency  ftrip  me 
Of  all. 

1 A/*.  Do  you  find  your  body  fo  malitious  that  way  ? 
'Marg.  I find  it  as  all  bodies  are  that  are  young  and  lufty. 

Lazy,  and  high  fed,  I defire  my  pleafure. 

And  pleafure  I mufl  have. 

2 Lady.  ’Tis  fit  you  fliould  have, 

Vour  years  require  it,  and ’tis  neceflary, 

^s  neceflary  as  meat  to  a young  Lady, 

Sleep  cannot  nourifli  more. 

1 La.  But  might  not  all  this  be, and  keep  ye  Angle. 

You  take  away  variety  in  marriage. 

The  abundance  of  the  pleafure  you  are  bar’d  then, 

Is’t  not  abundance  that  you  aim  at  ? 

Marg.  Yes  why  was  1 made  a woman  ? 

2 Lady.  And  every  day  a new  ? 

Marrg.  Why  fair  and  young  but  to  ufe  it  ? 

1 Lady.  You  are  flill  i’th’right,why  would  you  marry  then? 
AUe.  Bccaule  a husband  flops  all  doubts  in  this  point. 

And  clears  all  paflages. 

2 Lady.  What  Husband  mean  ye  ? 

Ake.  A Husband  of  an  cafy  faith,  a fool. 

Made  by  her  v/ealth,  and  moulded  to  her  pleafure, 

One  though  he  fee  himfelf  become  a monfter. 

Shall  hold  the  door,  and  entertain  the  maker. 

2 Lady.  You  grant  there  may  be  fuch  a man. 


1 Lady,  Yes  marry,  but  how  to  bring  *em  to  this  rare 
Perfedion. 

2 Lady.  They  mufl  he  chofen  fo,  things  of  no  honour, 
Nor  outward  honefty. 

(LyJifarga.  No  ’tis  no  matter, 

I care  not  what  they  are,  fo  they  be  lufty. 

2 La.  Me  thinks  now  a rich  Lawyer,  fome  fuch  fellow, 
That  carries  credit,  and  a face  of  awe, 

But  lies  with  nothing  but  his  clients  buiinefs. 

Marg.  No  there’s  no  trufting  them,  they  are  too  fubtil, 
The  Law  has  moulded  ’em  of  natural  raifehief. 

1 Lady.  Then  fome  grave  governor. 

Some  man  of  honour,  yet  an  cafy  man. 

Marg.  If  he  have  honour  1 am  undone.  Tie  none  fuch. 
Tic  have  a lufty  man,  honour  will  cloy  me. 

Altea.  ’Tis  fit  ye  fliould  Lady ; 

And  to  that  end,  with  fearch  and  wit  and  labour, 

I have  found  one  out,  a right  one  and  a perfect. 

He  is  made  as  ftrong  as  brafs,  is  of  br^ve  years  too. 

And  doughty  of  complexion. 

(J^Jarga.  Is  he  a Gentleman  ? 

Alt.  Yes  and  a fouldier,  as  gentle  as  you  would  wifti  him, 
A good  fellow,  wears  goodcloaths. 

<iJMarga.  Thofe  Tie  allow  him,  , 

They  are  for  my  credit,  does  he  underftand 
But  little.^ 

Altea.  Very  little.  ’ 

zJMarga.  ’Tis  the  better. 

Have  not  the  wars  bred  him  up  to  angef  ? 

Al.  No, he  will  not  quarrel  with  a dog  that  bites  hin, 

Let  him  be  drunk  or  iober,  is  one  fijence. 

Marg.  H’as  no  capacity  what  honor  is  f - 1 . 

For  that’s  the  Souldiers  god,  . erf  ' 

Alt.  Honour’s  a thing  too  fqbtU  for  his  wifdoni,  . 

If  honour  lye  in  eating,  he  is  right  honourable,  v.  ' 

Marg.  Is  he  fo  goodly  a man  do  you  fay? 
eMltea.  AsyoufnallleeLady, 

But  to  all  this  is  but  a trunk. 

tJMarg.  I would  have  him  lb, 

I Ihall  addc  branches  to  him  to  adorn  him, 

Goe,  find  me  out  this  man,  and  let  me  lee  him. 

If  he  be  that  motion  that  you  tell  me  of. 

And  make  no  more  noife,  I fhall  entertain  him, 

Let  him  be  here.  , , 

tyLkea.  He  Ihall  attend  your  Ladifliip.  fiSxeunt. 

Enter  Juan,  -Alonzo;  and  Perez. 

Juan.  Why  thou  art  not  married  indeed  ? .1  ' ' . 

Perez..  No,  no,  pray  think  fo, 

Alas  1 am  a fellow  of  no  beckoning. 

Not  worth  a Ladies  eye.  ’ 1 nru  j-ji 

Alon.  Wou’dft  thou, fleal  a fortune,  )•  ',  ;i.  ! - 
And  make  none ofalL thy  friendsacquaiiited  wi^hit^'T''  f "‘T 
Nor  bid  us  to  thy  wedding  ^ 

Perez...  No  indeed, 

Therewasno  wifdpmin^tobidan  Artift,  m'i  •. 

An  old  feducer  to  a ferhal  banquet,  • i 

I can  cut  up  my  pye  without  your  inftrudionS.  ' vi-H  i;  u 
Juan.  Was  it  the  wench  i’th’ veil  ? i iiiio:  ■ 

Perez..  Bafto  ’twas  Ihe,  - ^ ^ - 

The  prettieft  Rogue  that  e’re  you  lookM  upern/^'  ^ ‘ ' 

The  lovingfl  thief.  - 

Juan.  And  is  Ihe  rich  withal  too  ? > 

Perez..  A mine, a mine, there  is  no  end  of  wealth  Coronel, 
lamanafle,  a bafhfullfool,  prethee  Coronel, 

How  do  thy  compaines  fill  now  ? 

Juan.  You  arc  merry  Sir,  ' ‘ 

You  intend  a fafer  war  at  home  belike  now. 

Perez..  I do  not  think  1 fliall  fight  much  this  year  ^ro- 
I find  my  felf given  to  my  cafe  a little,  '' 

I care  not  if  I fell  my  foolifli  company,  - 

They  arc  things  of  hazard. 

Alon.  How  it  angers  me, 

This  fellow  at  firft  fight  Ihould  win  a Lady, 

A rich 
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A rich  young  wench,  and  I that  have  confnm’d 
My  time  and  art  in  learching  out  their  fubtletics, 

Like  a fool’d  Alchymill  blow  up  my  hopes  ftill  ? 

When  fhall  we  come  to  thy  houle  and  be  freely  merry  ? 

Perez..  When  1 have  manag’d  her  a little  more, 

I have, an  houfe  to  entertain  an  army. 

Jdon.  If  thy  wife  be  fair,  thou  wilt  have  few  left 
Come  to  thee.  (Signior. 

Perez..  But  where  they’l  get  entertainment  is  the  point 
I beat  no  Drum. 

yilon.  You  need  none  but  her  taber. 

May  be  Tie  mar  ch  after  a month  or  two, 

To  get  me  a frefh  ftomach.  I find  Coroncl 
A wantoimefs  in  wealth,  methinksi  agree  not  with, 

’Tis  fuch  a trouble  to  be  married  too, 

And  have  a thoufand  things  of  great  importance. 

Jewels  and  plates,  and  fooleries  molelt  me, 

To  have  a mans  brains  whimfied  with  his  wealth : 

Before  I walk’d  contentedly. 

£nter  Serf  ant.  , 

Serv.  My  Miflris  Sir  is  fick,  becaufe  you  are  abfent. 

She  mourns  and  will  not  pat. 

Perez..  Alas  my  Jewel, 

Come  rie  goe  with  thee,  Gentlemen  your  fair  leaves,  v 
You  fee  I am  ti’d  a littlp  to  my  yoke, 

Pr^y  pardon  me  , wopid  ye  had  both  fuch  loving  wives. 

fifdn.  I thank  ye  [^Exit  PQr&Z,S.ervMt. 

For  your  old  boot?,  pever  be  blank 
^aufe  this  fejlow  has  joptftript  tby  fortune,  • r'' 

T^  me  ten  daies  hence  what  he  is,  and  how  . ; ^ 

TlVe  gracious  ftate  of  matrimony  Hands  with  him,  , v 

Come,  let’s  to  (Jipuer,  when  Margarftd  comes 

We’l  vilit  both,  it  may  be  then  your  fortune.  \_Exeum. 

Enter  Margarita,  Altea;  avd  - Ladies. 

t^hrg.  Is  he  come.?.  -• 

Jltea.  Yes  Madam,  h’as  been  here  this  half  hour, 

I have  queftion’d  him  all  that  you  can  ^sk  him. 

And  find  h^  ra  as  fit  as  you  had  made,t;he  man,  \ ^ . 

He  will  make  tne  goodlieft  fliadow  for  iniquity. 

Marg.  ^ave  ye fe^cht  him  Ladies .?, 

Omnes.  Is  a man  at  all  points,  a likely  man.  > 

Marg.  Call  him  ,ip Exit  Lzdy. 

Enter  Leon,  Altea.  ^ * 

[ A man  of  a good  prefence,  pray  ye  corne  this  way, 

1 Of  a fully  body,  is  his  mind  fo  tame  ? 

Ppay  y^  (juefl;iqEi.I;iim,  and  if  you  ^nd  him  not 
Fit  foryonfpurpofe,  fhak'e  him  off,,  there’s  no  h^rm  v 
Done. 

Mai^. ''  Can  you  love^a  young  Lady .?  How  he  blufhes! , 
jJf.^Leave  Twirfing  of  your  hat,  and  hold  your  head  up, 
And  fpeak  to’th’  Lady. 

' Leon.  Yes,  I think' T can,- 
T raufl  be  taught,  I lihow  not  what  it  means  Madam. 

, Marg.  You  fhall  be  taught,  and  can  you  when  fhe  pleafes 
|Go  ride  abroad,  and  flay  a v^eek  or  two  ? 
j You  fhall  have  men  and  horfes  to  attend  ye, 

* And  mony  in  your  puffe. 

Leon,  Yes  I love  riding,  • ' 

And  when  I am  from  home  I am  fo  merry. 

• Marg.  Be  as  merry  as  you  will : can  you  as  handfpmely 
: W hen  you  are  fent  for  back,  come  with  obedience. 

And  doe  your  dutie-to  the  Lady  loves*you  ? 

Leon.  Yes  fiire,  I fhall. 

Marg.  And  when  you  fee  her  friends  here. 

Or  noble  kmfmen,  can  you  entertain 
Their  -ferVahts  in  the  Celler,  and  be  bufied,  a 

And  hold  your  peace,  what  e’re  you  fee  or  hear  of? 

Leon.  ’T  were  I were  bang’d  elfe.  , ,, 

Marg.  Let  me  try  your  kiffes, 

How  the  fool  fhakes,  I;  will  not  eat  ye  Sir,  . v 
Belhrew^my  heart  he  kifles  wondrous  nianly,  t . 




Canyc  doc  any  thing  elfc.? 

Leon.  Indeed  1 know  not  ^ 

But  if  your  Ladifhip  will  pleafe  to  inflrinfl  me, 

Sure  1 fhall  learn. 

AParg.  You  fliall  then  be  inllrudcd  : 

If  I Ihouldbcthis  Lady  that  affeds  yc; 

Nay  fay  1 marry  yc  ? 

yllica.  Hark  to  the  Lady. 

Marg.  What  mony  have  yc? 

Leon.  None  Madam,  nor  friends, 

I wou’d  doe  any  thing  to  ferve  your  Ladifhip. 

Marg.  You  mufl  not  look  to  be  my  Sir, 

Nor  talk  i’th’  houfe  as  though  you  wore  the  breeches, 

No,  nor  command  in  any  thing. 

Leon.  1 will  not, 

Alas  I am  notable,  I have  no  wit  Madam, 

Marg.  Nor  do  not  labour  to  arrive  at  any, 

Twill  fpoil  your  head,  I take  ye  upon  charity. 

And  like  a Servant  ye  mult  be  unto  me. 

As  I behold  your  duty  I fhall  love  yc. 

And  as  you  obferve  me,  I may  chance  lye  with  yc,’ 

Can  you  mark  thefe  ? 

Leon.  Yes  indeed  forfooth. 

Marg.  There  is  one  thing. 

That  if  I take  ye  in  1 put  ye  from  me, 

Utterly  from  me,  you  muft  not  be  fawey, 

No,  nor  at  any  time  familiar  with  me, 

Scarce  know  me,  when  I call  ye  not. 

Leon.  I will  not, alas  I never  knew  my  felf  fufficientiy. 
Marg.  Nor  mufl  not  now. 

Leon.  Tie  be  a Dog  to  pleafe  ye. 

Marg.  Indeed  you  muft  fetch  and  carry  as  I appoint  ye, 
Leon.  I were  to  blame  elfe. 

Marg.  Kifs  me  again  ^ a ftrong  fellow. 

There  is  a vigor  in  his  lips : if  you  fee  me 
Kifs  any  other,  twenty  in  an  hour  Sir,  I 

You  mufl  not  ftart,  nor  be  offended.  • i 

No,  if  you  kifs  a thoufand  I fhall  becor-  "tejj  ' 
It  will  the  better  teach  me  how  to  pleafe  ye.  ( 

Altea.  I told  ye  Madam,  i 

Marg.  ’TisthemanI  wifhtfor*,  the  lefs  you  (peak j ‘ 
Tie  never  fpeak  again  Madam,  . " ■ 

But  when  you  charge  me,  then  I’le  fpeak  fob ly  too;  ; 

Marg.  Get  me  a Prieft,  I’le  wed  him  inftaiitfy. 

But  when  you  are  married  Sir,  you  mufl  wait  '• 

Upon  me,  and  fee  you  obferve  my  laws.  ■ 

Leon.  Elfe  you  fhall  hang  me. 

Marg.  I’le  give  ye  better  clothes  when  you  defertc  ’em, 
Come  in,  and  ferve  for  witnefs.  , 

Omnes.  We  fhall  IVIadam.  | 

Marg.  And  then  away  toth’ city  prefently. 

Tie  fo  my  new  houfe  and  new  company. 

Leon.  A thoufand  crowns  are  thine,  and  I am  a made  tnari, 
Altea.  Do  not  break  out  too  foon. 

Leon.  I know  my  time  wench.  Exeatit 

Enter  Clara,  and  Eftifania  with  a papeVi 

Clara.  What,  have  you  caught  him  ? 

EJitf.  Yes. 

Ctara.  And  do  you  find  him 
A man  of  thofe  hopes  that  you  aim’d  at  ? 

Efltf,  Yes  too. 

And  the  mofl  kind  man,  and  the  ablefl:  alfo 
To  give  a wife  content,  he  is  found  as  old  wine. 

And  to  his  foundnefs  rifhs  on  the  pallat. 

And  there’s  the  man ; find  him  rich  too  Clara. 

Clara.  Haft:  thou  married  him  ? 

Eftif.  W hat  dofl:  thou  think  1 fifh  without  a bait  wench 
1 bob  for  fools  ? he  is  mine  own,  I have  him, 

■ told  thee  wfiat  would  tickle  him  like  a trout, 

And  as  I cafl  it  fo  I caught  him  daintily, 

_ And  all  he  has  I have  ’flow’d  at  my  devotion.  (to  town, 

1 Clara.  Does  thy  Lady  know  this  ? fhe  is  coming  now 
Now  to  live  here  in  this  houfe. 
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E/  f\  Let  her  come, 

! She  ihal!  be  w dcora,  1 am  prepar’d  for  her, 
i She  is  mad  fure  if  flie  be  angry  at  my  fortune, 

; For  what  1 have  made  bold, 
i OAr.t.  Dolt  thou  not  love  him  ? 

1 FA/'.  Yes,  intirely  well, 

1 As  long  as  there  he  Ilaies  and  looks  no  farther 
Into  my  ends,  but  when  he  doubts,  I hate  him, 

.‘\nd  that  wile  hate  will  teach  me  how  to  cozen  him ; 

How  to  decline  their  wives,  and  curb  their  manners, 

To  put  a Item  and  Itrong  reyn  to  their  natures, 

And  holds  he  is  an  All'c  not  woi  th  acquaintance, 

That  cannot  mould  a D^vil  to  obedience, 

I owe  him  a good  turn  for  thefe  opinions. 

And  as  I find  his  temper  1 may  pay  him, 

Enter  Perez. 

0 here  he  is,  now  you  fhall  fee  a kind  man. 

Perez..  My  EfiifAma.,  Hiall  we  to  dinner  lamb  ? 

1 know  thou  ftay’lt  for  me. 

Efiif.  I cannot  eat  elfe. 

Perez..  I never  enter  but  me  thinks  a Paradife 
Appears  about  me. 

Ejtif.  You  are  vvelcom  to  it  Sir. 

Perez..  1 think  I have  the  fweetefl;  feat  in  Spain  wench. 
Me  thinks  the  richefi:  too,  we’l  eati’th’  garden 
In  one  o’th’  arbours,  there  ’tiscool  and  pleafant, 

And  have  our  wine  cold  in  the  running  fountain. 

Wlo’s  that  ? 

Ejhf.  A friend  of  mine  Sir. 

'Perez..  Of  what  breeding? 

Eftif.  A Gentlewoman  Sir. 

Perez..  What  bufinefs  has  file  ? 

Is  Ihe  a learned  woman  i’th’  Mathematicks, 

Can  file  tell  fortunes  ? 

Eftif.  More  than  I know  Sir. 

Perez..  Or  has  fire  e’re  a letter  from  a kinfwoman, 

That  rand:  be  delivered  in  my  abfence  wife. 

Or  comes  (he  from  the  Dodor  to  falute  ye. 

And  learn  your  health  ? flie  looks  not  like  a confcflbr. 

Efiif.  What  need  all  this,  why  are  you  troubled  Sir  ? 
What  do  3'ou  fufpeeff , Ihc  cannot  cuckold  ye, 

She  is  a woman  Sir,  a very  woman. 

Pe-rez..  Your  very  woman  may  do  very  well  Sir 
Toward  the  matter,  for  though  fhc  cannot  perform  it 
In  her  own  perfon,  file  may  do  it  by  Proxie, 

Your  rareft  jugglers  work  dill  by  confpiracy. 

Efitf.  Cry  ye  mercy  husband,  you  are  jealous  then. 

And  happily  fufpedl  me. 

Perez..  No  indeed  wife. 

Efiif.  Me  thinks  you  fiiould  not  till  you  have  more  caule 
And  clearer  too .-  lam  fure  you  have  heard  fay  husband, 

A woman  forced  will  free  her  felf  through  Iron, 

A happy,  calm,  and  good  wife  difeontented 
Mav  be  taught  tricks. 

Perez.  No,  no,  I do  but  jefi:  with  ye. 

Efiif.  To  morrow  friend  I’le  fee  you. 

C'lara.  I fhall  leave  ye 

Till  then  and  pray  all  may  goefweetly  with  ye.  \Exit 

Eftif.  Why  where’s  this  girle,whofe  at  the  door?  ^Knock^ 
'Perez  Who  knocks  there  ? 

Is’t  for  the  King  ye  come,  you  knock  fo  boiftcroufiy  ? 

Look  to  the  door. 

Enter  Maid. 

Maid.  My  Lady,  as  I live  Miflris,  my  Ladie’s  come, 
She’s  at  the  door,  I peept  through,  and  I faw  her. 

And  a (lately  company  of  Ladies  with  her. 

Efitf.  This  was  a week  too  foon.but  I muft  meet  with  her, 
And  fet  a new  wheel  going,  and  a fubtilc  one, 

Mufb  blind  this  mighty  Mars,  or  I am  ruin’d. 

'Perez..  What  arc  they  at  door  ? 

Efiif.  Such  my  CMichael 
As  you  may  bicfsthe  day  they  enter’d  there, 

Such  for  our  good. 

'Perez.  ’Tis  well. 

Eftif.  Nay,  ’twill  be  better 
If  you  will  let  me  but  difpole  the  bufinefs. 

And  be  a ftranger  to  it,  andnotdifturbme, 

What  have  I now  to  do  but  to  advance  your  fortune  ? 

Perez.  Doc,  I dare  truft  thee,  I am  afiiam'd  1 am  angry, 

1 find  thee  a wife  young  wife. 

Efitf.  rie  wife  your  worfhip 
Before  I leave  ye,  pray  ye  walk  by  and  fay  nothing. 

Only  falute  them,  and  leave  the  reft  to  me  Sir, 

I was  born  to  make  ye  a man. 

Perez.  The  Rogue  fpeaks  heartily. 

Her  good  will  colours  in  her  cheeks,  1 am  born  to  love  her, 

I muft  be  gentler  to  thefe  tender  natures, 

A Souldiers  rude  harfh  words  befit  not  Ladies, 

Nor  muft  we  talk  to  them  as  we  talk  to 

Our  Officers,  I’le  give  her  way,  for ’tis  for  me  fhe 

Works  now,  I am  husband,  heir,  and  all  fhe  has. 

Enter  Margarita,  Eftifenia,  Leon,  Altea,  and  Ladies. 

Who  are  thefe,  what  flanting  things,  a woman, 

Ofrare  prefence  ! excellent  fair,  this  is  too  big 
For  a bawdy  houfe,  too  open  feated  too. 

Efiif.  My  Husband,  Lady. 

Marg.  You  have  gain’d  a proper  man. 

P erez.  What  e’re  I am,  1 am  your  fervant  Lady.  {k^es. 

Efitf.  Sir,  be  rul’d  now. 

And  1 fhall  make  ye  rich,  this  is  my  coufin. 

That  Gentleman  dotes  on  her, even  to  death,  fee  how  he  ob- 

'Perez.  She  is  a goodly  woman.  (ferves  her. 

Efiif.  She  is  a mirrour. 

But  (lie  is  poor,  fhe  were  for  a Princes  fide  elfe. 

This  houfe  fhe  has  brought  him  too  as  to  her  own. 

And  prefuming  upon  me,  and  upon  my  courtefie. 

Conceive  me  (hort,  he  knows  not  but  fhe  is  wealthy, 

Or  if  he  did  know  otherwife,  ’twere  all  one, 

He  is  fo  far  gone. 

Perez..  Forward,  fhe  has  a rare  face. 

Efiif.  This  we  muft  carry  with  diferetion  Husband, 

And  yield  unto  her  for  four  daies. 

Perez.  Yield  our  houfe  up,  our  goods  and  wealth  ? 

Eftif.  All  this  is  but  in  feeming, 

To  milk  the  lover  on,  do  you  fee  this  writing, 

200*  a year  when  they  are  married 

Has  fhe  fealed  to  for  our  good  j the  time’s  unfit  now, 

rie  fliew  it  you  to  morrow. 

Perez.  All  the  houfe  ? 

Eftif.  ^ All,  all,  and  we’l  remove  too,  to  confirm  him, 
They’l  into  th’ country  fuddenly  again 
After  they  arc  matcht,  and  then  fhe’l  open  to  him. 

Perez.  The  whole  pofleffion  wife  ? look  what  you  doc, 

A part  o’th’  houfe. 

Eftif.  No,  no,  they  (hall  have  all, 

And  take  their  pleafure  too,  ’tis  for  our  ’vantage. 

U'hy,  what’s  four  daies  ? had  you  a Sifter  Sir, 

A Niece  or  Miftris  that  required  this  courtefie  , , 

And  fhould  I make  a fcruple  to  do  you  good.? 

Perez.  If  cafily  it  would  come  back. 

Eftif.  I fwcar  Sir, 

Aseafilyasitcameon,  is’t  not  pity 
To  let  fuch  a Gentlewoman  for  a little  help 
You  give  away  no  houfe. 

Perez.  Clear  but  that  queftion. 

Efti}.  rie  put  the  writings  into  your  hand. 

Perez.  Well  then. 

Eftif.  And  you  fhall  keep  them  fafe. 

Perez.  I am  fatisficd  j wou’d  I had  the  wench  fb  too. 

Efitf.  When  fhe  has  married  him. 

So  infinite  his  love  is  linktunto  her. 

You,  I,  or  any  one  that  helps  at  this  pinch 
May  have  Heaven  knows  what. 

Perez.  Tie  remove  the  goods  ftraight. 

And  take  fome  poor  houfe  by,  ’tis  but  for  four  days. 
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Eftif.  1 have  a poor  old  friend  \ there  we’l  be. 

Pertz^  ’ Tis  well  then. 

Ejhf.  Goc  handfom  off,  and  leave  the  houfe  clear. 
‘Tertz..  Well. 

Efttf.  That  little  ftufT we’l  ule  (hall  follow  after 
And  a boy  to  guide  ye, peace  and  we  are  made  both,  (wench? 
Come,  let’s  goe  in,  are  all  the  rooms  kept  fweet 
Efttf.  They  are  fweet  and  neat.  Q£.v/f  Perez. 

M.iriir.  Why  where’s  your  Husband  ? 

Eftif.  Gone  Madam. 

When  you  come  to  your  own  he  muft  give  place  Lady. 

Matv.  Well,  fend  you  joy,  you  would  not  let  me  know’t, 
Yet  I mall  not  forget  ye. 

E(iif  Thank  your  Ladyfliip.  \_Excunt. 


Tertiffs.  Scena  Frinta, 

Enter  Margarita,  Altea,  and  Boy. 

Altea.  ARE  you  at  eafe  now,  is  your  heart  at  reft. 

Now  you  have  got  a fhadow,  an  umbrella 
Tok  eep  the  fcorching  worlds  opinion 
From  your  fair  credit. 

Marg,  I am  at  peace  Altea^ 

If  he  continue  but  the  fame  he  fhews. 

And  be  a mailer  of  that  ignorance 
He  outwardly  profeffes,  I am  happy. 

The  pleafure  I (hall  live  in  and  the  freedom 
Without  the  fquint-eye  of  the  law  upon  me, 

Or  prating  liberty  of  tongues,  that  envy. 

Altea.  You  are  a made  woman. 

Marg.  But  if  he  Ihould  prove  now 
A crafty  and  dilfembling  kind  of  Husband, 

One  read  in  knavery,  and  brought  up  in  the  art 
Of  villany  conceal’d. 

Altea.  My  life,  an  innocent. 

Marg.  That’s  it  I aim  at. 

That’s  it  I hope  too,  then  1 am  fure  I rule  him , 

For  innocents  are  like  obedient  Children 
Brought  up  under  a hard  Mother-in  law,  a cruel, 

Who  being  not  us’d  to  break-falls  and  collations. 

When  they  have  courfe  bread  offer’d  ’em,  are  thankfull, 
And  take  it  for  a favour  too.  Are  the  rooms 
Made  ready  to  entertain  my  friends  ? I long  to  dance  now 
And  to  be  wanton , let  me  have  a fong,  is  the  great  couch  up 
The  Duke  of  Medina  font  ? 

Altea.  ’Tis  up  and  ready. 

Marg.  And  day-beds  in  all  chambers? 

Altea.  In  all  Lady, 

Your  houfe  is  nothing  now  but  various  pleafures. 

The  Gallants  begin  to  gaze  too. 

eJMarg.  Let  ’em  gaze  on, 

I was  brought  up  a Courtier,  high  and  happy. 

And  company  is  my  delight,  and  courtlhip. 

And  handfom  fervants  at  my  wilhwhere’s  ray  good  husband, 
Where  does  he  wait.<* 

Altea.  He  knows  his  diftance  Madam, 

I warrant  ye  he  is  bulie  in  the  celler 
Amongll  his  fellow  fervants,  or  afleep. 

Till  your  command  awake  him. 

Enter  Leon. 

Marg.  ’Tis  well  Altea. 

It  Ihould  be  fo,  my  ward  I mull  prelerve  him. 

Who  Pent  for  him,  how  dare  he  come  uncall’d  for. 

His  bonnet  on  too  ? 

Altea.  Sure  he  fees  you  not. 

Marg.  How  fcornfully  he  looks! 

Leon.  Are  all  the  chambers 
Decktand  adorn’d  thus  for  my  Ladies  pleafure  ? 

New  hangings  every  hour  for  entertainment, 

And  new  plate  bought,  new  Jewels  togiveluftre  ? 


Ser.  They  arc,  and  yet  there  mull  be  more  and  richer, 

It  is  her  will. 

Leon.  Hum,  is  it  fo  ? ’tis  excellent. 

It  is  her  will  too,  to  have  fcafts  and  banque  ts, 

Revells  and  raafques. 

Ser.  She  ever  lov’d  ’em  dearly. 

And  we  lhall  have  the  braveft  houfe  kept  now  Sir, 

1 mull  not  call  ye  mailer  (lie  has  warn’d  me. 

Nor  mull  not  put  my  hat  ofl'to  ye. 

Leon.  ’Tis  no  falhion, 

What  though  I be  her  husband,!  am  your  fellow, 

I may  cut  firfl. 

Ser.  That’s  as  you  (hall  deferve  Sir. 

Leon.  And  when  1 lye  with  her. 

Ser.  May  be  I’le  light  ye. 

On  the  fame  point  you  may  doe  me  that  fervice. 

Enter  i Lady. 

. I Lady.  Madam,  the  Duke  Medina  with  fome  Captains 
Will  come  to  dinner,  and  have  fent  rare  wine. 

And  their  btft  fervices. 

Marg.  They  lhall  be  welcom, 

See  all  be  ready  in  the  nobleft  falhion. 

The  houfe  perfum’d,  now  I lhall  take  my  pleafure. 

And  not  my  neighbour  Juftice  maunder  at  me. 

Go,  get  your  bell  cloths  on,  but  till  I call  ye. 

Be  fure  you  be  not  feen,  dine  with  the  Gentlewomen, 
li  be  have  your  felf  cleanly  Sir,  ’tis  for  ray  credit. 

Enter  2 Lady. 

2 Lady.  Madam,  the  Lady  Julia. 

Leon.  That’s  a bawd  , 

A three  pil’d  bawd,  bawd  major  to  the  army. 

2 Lady.Wd^  brought  her  coach  to  wait  upon  yourLadilhip, 
And  to  be  inform’d  if  you  will  take  the  air  this  morning. 

Leon.  The  neat  air  of  her  nunnery. 

Marg.  Tell  her  no,  i’th’  afternoon  Tie  call  on  her. 

zLady.  I will  Madam.  [_Exif^ 

Marg.  Why  are  not  you  gone  to  prepare  your  felf, 

May  be  you  lhall  be  fewer  to  the  fire  courfe, 

A portly  prefence,  Altea  he  looks  lean , 

’Tis  a waih  knave,  he  will  not  keep  his  fleih  well. 

Mtea.  A willing,  Madam,  one  that  needs  no  fpurring. 

Leon.  Faith  madam,  in  my  little  underfianding. 

You  had  better  entertain  your  honeft  neighbours, 

Your  friends  about  ye,  that  may  fpeak  well  of  ye. 

And  give  a worthy  mention  of  your  bounty. 

Marg.  How  now,  what’s  this? 

Leon.  ’Tis  only  to  perfwade  ye. 

Courtiers  are  but  tickle  things  to  deal  withal, 

A kind  of  march  pane  men  that  will  not  laft  Madaiil, 

An  egge  and  pepper  goes  farther  than  their  potions. 

And  in  a well  built  body,  a poor  parfnip 
Will  play  his  prize  above  their  llrong  potabiles. 

Marg.  The  fellow’s  mad. 

Leon.  He  that  firall  counfel  Ladies, 

That  have  both  liquorilh  and  ambitious  eyes. 

Is  either  mad, or  drunk,  let  him  fpeak  Gofpel; 

Altea.  He  breaks  out  modellly. 

Leon.  Pray  ye  be  not  angry. 

My  indiferetion  has  made  bold  to  tell  ye, 

What  you’l  find  true. 

Marg.  Thou  dareft  not  talk. 

Leon.  Not  much  Madam, 

You  have  a tye  upon  your  fervants  tongue. 

He  dares  not  be  fo  bold  as  reafon  bids  him, 

’Twere  fit  there  were  a ftronger  on  your  temper. 

Ne’re  look  fo  Hern  upon  me,l  am  your  Husband, 

But  wbat  are  Husbands  ? read  the  new  worlds  wonders, 

Such  Husbands  as  this  monllrous  world  produces, 

And  you  will  fcarce  findfuch  deformities. 

They  are  (hadows  to  conceal  your  venial  vertues. 

Sails  to  your  mills,  that  grind  with  all  occafions. 

Balls  that  lye  by  you,  to  wafh  out  your  ftains. 
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And  bills  nail’d  up  with  horn  before  your  ftories, 

To  rent  out  lall. 

.U.pv.  Do  you  hear  him  talk  ? 

Leon.  I have  done  Madam, 

An  oxe  once  Ipokc,  as  learned  men  deliver, 
j Shortly  1 (hall  be  fuch,  then  fie  fpeak  wonders, 

Till  wnen  1 tye  my  lelf  to  my  obedience.  C 

.Ujr.  Firlt  I’lc  unty  my  felt, did  you  mark  the  Gentleman, 
How  boldly  and  how  faweily  he  talk’d. 

And  how  unlike  the  lump  1 took  him  for. 

The  piece  of  ignorant  dow,  he  flood  up  to  me 
And  mated  my  commands,  this  was  your  providence, 

Your  wifdom,  to  eledl  this  Gentleman, 

Your  excellent  forecafl  in  the  man,  your  knowledge, 

What  think  ye  now? 

cyfUea.  1 think  him  an  Afle  ftill, 

This  boldnefs  fome  of  your  people  have  blown 
Into  him,  this  wdfdom  too  with  ftrong  wine, 

’T'is  a Tyrant,  and  a Philofopher  alfo,  and  finds 
Out  reafons. 

M.zr.  Tie  have  my  celler  lockt,  no  Ichool  kept  there, 

Nor  no  difeovery.  Tie  turn  my  drunkards, 

Such  as  are  underflanding  in  their  draughts. 

And  difpute  learnedly  the  whyes  and  wherefores, 

Tografs  immediatly.  Tie  keep  all  fools. 

Sober  or  drunk,  ftill  fools,  that  fliall  know  nothing. 
Nothing  belongs  to  mankind,  but  obedience. 

And  fuch  a hand  Tie  keep  over  this  Husband, 

^Itea.  He  will  fall  again,  my  life  he  cryes  by  this  time, 
Keep  him  from  drink,  he  has  a high  conftitution. 

Enter  Leon. 

Leon.  Shall  I wear  my  new  fute Madam? 

Aiar.  No  your  old  clothes. 

And  get  you  into  the  country  prefently. 

And  fee  my  hawks  well  train’d,  you  lhall  have  viduals. 

Such  as  are  fit  for  fawey  palats  Sir, 

And  lodgings  with  the  hindes,it  is  too  good  too. 

JU.  Good  Madam  be  not  fo  rough,  with  repentance. 

You  fee  now  he’s  come  round  again. 

Mar.  1 fee  not  what  1 expert  to  fee.  ( fhip. 

Leon.  You  (hall  fee  Madam,  if  it  (hall  pleale  your  Lady- 
1 ty^ltea.  He’s  humbled, 
i Forgive  good  Lady, 

Maro.  Well  go  get  you  handfbm, 

And  let  me  hear  no  more. 

Leon.  Have  ye  yet  no  feeling? 
rie  pinch  ye  to  the  bones  then  my  proud  Lady.  [^Exit. 

Marg.  See  you  preferve  him  thus  upon  my  favour. 

You  know  his  temper,  tye  him  to  the  grindftone. 

The  next  rebellion  Tie  be  rid  of  him, 
rie  have  no  needy  Rafcals  I tye  to  me, 

Difpute  my  life : come  in  and  fee  all  handfom. 

Mea.  I hope  to  fee  you  fo  too,  I have  wrought  ill  elfe. 

f Exemt. 

Enter  Ptrez. 

Per.  Shall  1 never  return  to  mine  own  houfe  again.^ 

We  arc  lodg’d  here  in  the  miferablcft  dog-hole, 

A Conjurers  circle  gives  content  above  it, 

A hawks  mew  is  a princely  palace  to  it. 

We  have  a bed  no  bigger  than  a basket. 

And  there  we  lie  like  butter  clapt  together. 

And  fweat  our  felvesto  fawce  immediately. 

The  fumes  arc  infinite  inhabitc  here  too  *, 

1 And  to  that  fo  thick,  they  cut  like  marmalct, 
i So  various  too,  they’l  pofc  a gold  (indcr, 
j Never  return  to  mine  own  paradife  ? 

; Why  wife  I fay,  why  Eftifania. 

Efiifama  {yeithin.']  I am  going  prefently. 

' I'erez^  Makchafte  good  Jcwcl, 

I am  like  the  people  that  live  in  the  fwcet  Klands : 

I dye, I dye,  if  I f^y  but  one  day  more  here. 
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My  lungs  are  rotten  with  the  damps  that  rile, 

And  I cough  nothing  now  but  (links  of  all  Ibrts, 

The  inhabitants  we  have  are  two  ftarv’d  rats, 

For  they  are  notable  to  maintain  a cat  here. 

And  thole  appear  as  fearfull  as  two  Devils, 

They  have  eat  a map  of  the  whole  world  up  already. 

And  if  we  ftay  a night  we  are  gone  for  company. 

There’s  an  old  woman  that’s  now  grown  to  marble, 

Dri’d  in  this  brick  hill,  and  (he  fits  i’th’  chimnie. 

Which  is  but  three  tiles  rais’d  like  a houle  of  cards. 

The  true  proportion  of  an  old  fraok’d  Sibyl, 

There  is  a young  thing  too  that  nature  meant 
For  a maid-fervant,  but  ’tis  now  a monfter. 

She  has  a husk  about  her  like  a chefnut 
With  bafinefs,  and  living  under  the  line  here. 

And  thefe  two  make  a hollow  (bund  together. 

Like  frogs  or  winds  between  two  doors  that  murmur ; 

inter  Eftifania. 

Mercy  deliver  me.  O are  you  come  wife. 

Shall  we  be  free  again  ? 

Efiif.  I am  now  going. 

And  you  lhall  prefently  to  your  own  houfe  Sir, 

The  remembrance  of  this  fmall  vexation 
Will  be  argument  of  mirth  for  ever  : 

By  that  time  you  have  faid  your  orifons, 

And  broke  your  fall,  I lhall  be  back  and  ready. 

To  udier  you  to  your  old  content,  your  freedom. 

Per.  Break  my  neck  rather,  is  there  any  thing  here  to  eat 
But  one  another, like  a race  of  Cannibals  ? 

A piece  of  butter’d  wall  you  think  is  excellent. 

Let’s  have  our  houfe  again  immediatly. 

And  pray  ye  take  heed  unto  the  furniture. 

None  be  imbezil’d. 

£fiif.  Not  a pin  I warrant  ye. 

Perez..  And  let  ’em  inllantly  depart. 

Eftif.  They  lhall  both. 

There’s  reafon  in  all  courtelies,  they  mull  both. 

For  by  this  time  1 know  Ihe  has  acquainted  him, 

And  has  provided  too,  (he  lent  me  word  Sir, 

And  will  give  over  gratefully  unto  you. 

Perez..  Tie  walk  i’th’  Church-yard, 

The  dead  cannot  offend  more  than  thefe  living. 

An  hour  hence  Tie  expert  ye. 

Sftif.  rie  not  fail  Sir. 

Perez..  And  do  you  hear,  let’s  have  a handlbm  dinner. 
And  fee  all  things  be  decent  as  they  have  been. 

And  let  me  have  a ftrong  bath  to  reftore  me, 

I (link  like  a Hal- fi(h  lhambles,  or  an  oyl-lhop. 

Efitf.  You  (hall  have  all,  which  fome  interpret  nothing, 
rie  fend  ye  people  for  the  trunks  afore-hand. 

And  for  the  fluff 

Perez..  Let  ’em  be  known  and  honeft. 

And  do  my  fervice  to  your  niece. 

Sftif.  I lhall  Sir, 

But  if  1 come  not  at  my  hour, come  thither. 

That  they  may  give  you  thanks  for  your  fair  courtefy. 

And  pray  ye  be  brave  for  my  fake. 

Perez.  I obferve  ye.  Q Exeunt. 

Enter  Juan  de  Caftro^  Sancho,  and  Cacafogo. 

Sane.  Thou  art  very  brave. 

Caca.  1 have  realbn,  1 have  mony. 

Sane.  Is  mony  realbn.? 

(^'aea.  Yes  and  rime  too  Captain, 

If  ye  have  no  mony  y’are  an  Afic. 

Sane.  I thank  ye. 

Caca.  Ye  have  manners,ever  thank  him  that  has  mony. 

Sane.  Wilt  thou  lend  me  any  ? 

Caca.  Not  a farthing  Captain, 

Captains  are  cafual  things. 

Sane.  Why  foare  all  men,  thou  (halt  have  my  bond. 

Coca.  Nor  bonds  nor  fetters  Captain, 

My  mony  is  mine,  I make  no  doubt  on’t. 


Jaan. 
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Jahh.  What  doll  thou  do  with  it  ? 

Cjc.  Put  it  to  pious  ufcs, 

Buy  Wine  and  Wenches,  and  undo  young  Coxcombs 
That  would  undo  me. 
jHort.  Are  thofe  Hofpitals  ? 

Cac.  I firlt  provide  to  fill  my  Hofpitals 
With  Creatures  of  mine  own,  that  I know  wretched, 

And  then  I build  : thofe  arc  more  bound  to  pray  for  me  : 
Bclidcs,  I keep  th’  inheritance  in  my  Name  Hill. 

Jtmi.  A provident  Charity  •,  are  you  for  the  Wars,  Sir  ? 
C/c.  I am  not  poor  enough  to  be  a Souldier, 

Nor  have  I faith  enough  to  ward  a Bullet ; 

This  is  no  lining  for  a trench,  I take  it. 
juan.  Ye  have  ^aid  wifely. 

Cac.  Had  you  but  my  money. 

You  would  fwear  it  Colonel,  1 had  rather  drill  at  home 
A hundred  thoufand  Crowns,  and  with  more  honour. 
Than  excrcife  ten  thoufand  Fools  with  nothing, 

A wife  Man  fafely  feeds,  Fools  cut  their  fingers. 

Sanch.  A right  State  Ufurer-,  why  dofl:  thou  not  marry, 
And  live  a reverend  juflice  ? (to  be  one  ? 

Cac.  Is’t  not  nobler  to  command  a reverend  Jultice,  than 
And  fora  Wife,  what  need  I marry,  Captain, 

When  every  courteous  Fool  that  owes  me  money, 

Owes  me  his  Wife  too,  toappeafe  my  fury  ? 

Juan.  Wiltthougotodinner  with  us  ? 

Cac.  I will  go,  and  view  the  Pearl  of  Sfain.,  the  Orient 
Fair  One,  the  rich  One  too,  and  I will  be  refpeifled, 

I bear  my  Patent  here,  I will  talk  to  her, 

And  when  your  Captain’s  Ships  fhall  Hand  aloof,  ' 

And  pick  your  Nofes,  I will  pick  the  purfe 
Of  her  affedlion.  (dina. 

Juan.  The  Duke  dines  there  to  day  too, the  Duke  o^Me- 
Cac.  Let  the  King  dine  there, 

He  owes  me  money,  and  fo  far’s  my  Creature, 

And  certainly  I may  make  bold  with  mine  own,  Captain  ? 
Sanch.  Thou  wilt  eat  monftroufly. 

Cac.  Like  a true  born  Spaniardy 
Eat  as  I were  in  England  where  the  Beef  grows, 

And  I will  drink  abundantly,  and  then 
Talk  ye  as  wantonly  as  Ow^aldid, 

Toflirthe  Intelleduals  of  the  Ladiesy 
I learnt  it  of  my  Father’s  amorous  Scrivener. 

Juan.  If  we  fhould  play  now,  you  mull  fupply  me. 

Cic.  You  mull  pawn  a Horfe  troop. 

And  then  have  at  ye  Colonel. 

Sanch.  Come,  let’s  go; 

'ThisRafcal  will  make  rare  fporf,  how  the  Ladies 
Will  laugh  at  him  ? 

Juan.  If  I light  on  him  I’ll  makfe  his  Purfe  fweat  too, 

Cac.  Will  ye  lead.  Gentlemen  ? [_Exemt 

Enter  Perez,  an  old  Woman,  and  z^phfaid. 

Per.  Nay,  pray  ye  come  out,  and  let  me  underltand  ye, 
And  tune  your  pipe  a little  higher.  Lady  *, 

I’ll  hold  ye  fall  .•  rub,  how  came  my  Trunks  open  ? 

And  my  Goods  gone,  what  Pick-lock  Spirit } 

I Old  Worn.  Ha,  what  would  ye  have  ? 

Per.  My  Goods  again,  how  came  my  Trunks  all  open  ? 

I Old  Worn.  Are  your  Trunks  open  ? 

; Per.  Yes,  and  Cl  oaths  gone. 

And  Chains,  and  Jewels:  howfhefmells  like  hung  Beef, 
The  Palfey,  and  Picklocks,  fye,  how  Ihe  belches. 

The  Spirit  of  Garlick. 

Old  Worn.  Where’s  your  Gentlewoman? 

The  young  fair  Woman  ? 

Per.  What’s  that  to  my  quellion 
She  is  my  wife,  and  gone  about  my  bufmefs. 

Maid.  Is  file  your  Wife,  Sir  ? 

Per.  Yes  Sir,  isthat  wonder  ? 

Is  the  name  of  Wife  unknown  here  ? 

Old  Wom.^  Is fhe truly,  truly  your  Wife? 

Per.  I think  fo,  for  I married  her  *, 

It  was  no  Vifion  fure ! 


Maid.  She  has  the  Keys,  Sir. 

Per.  I know  Ihe  has,  but  who  has  all  my  goods.  Spirit 

Old  Worn.  If  you  be  married  to  that  Gentlewoman, 

You  are  a wretched  man,  file  has  twenty  Husbands. 

M.ttd.  She  tells  you  tiue. 

Old  Worn.  And  file  has  cozen’d  all.  Sir. 

Per.  The  Devil  Ihe  lias.'  I had  a fair  houfc  with  her. 

That  Hands  hard  by,  and  furnifiit  royally.  (tlcman, 

Oli  I Vom.  You  are  cozen’d  too,  ’tis  none  of  hers,  good  Gen* 

Maid.  The  Lady  ^Jd'iarganta,  Ihe  was  her  Servant, 

And  kept  the  houfc,  but  going  from  her.  Sir, 

For  fome  lewd  tricks  Ihe  plaid. 

Per.  Plague  o’ the  Devil, 

Am  1 i’rh’  full  Meridian  of  my  Wifcdom 
Cheated  by  a Hale  Quean  ! what  kind  of  Lady 
Is  that  that  owes  the  Houfe  ? 

Old  Worn.  A young  Iweet  Lady. 

Per.  Of  a low  Hature  ? 

Old  Worn.  She  is  indeed  but  little, but  Hie  is  wondrous  fair. 

Per.  I feel  I am  cozen’d  ; 

Now  1 am  fcnfible  I am  undone. 

This  is  the  very  Woman  fure,  that  Coufin 
She  told  me  would  entreat  but  for  four  days, 

To  make  the  houfe  hers-,  1 am  entreated  fweetly. 

Maid.  When  fhe  went  out  this  morning,  that  I faw,  Sir, 
She  had  two  Women  at  the  door  attending. 

And  there  fhe  gave  ’em  things,  and  loaded  ’em. 

But  what  they  were I heard  your  Trunks  to  open, 

If  they  be  yours  ? 

Per.  They  were  mine  while  they  were  laden. 

But  now  they  have  caH  their  Calves,  they  are  not  worth 
Owning : was  Hie  her  MiHrefs  fay  you  ? (you  faw 

Old  Worn.  Her  own  MiHrefs,her  Very  MiHrcfs,‘Sir, and  all 
About  and  in  that  houfe  was  hers. 

Per.  No  Plate,  no  Jewels,  nor  no  Hangings?  (thing. 

Maid.  Not  a farthing,  fhe  is  poor.  Sir,  a poor  Hiift'ng 

Tfr.  No  money? 

Old  Worn.  Abominab’epoor,  as  poor  as  we  are. 

Money  as  rare  to  herunlefs  fhelleai  it. 

But  for  one  civil  Gown  her  Lady  gave  her. 

She  may  go  bare,  good  Gentlewoman. 

Per.  lam  mad  now, 

I think  I am  as  poor  as  fhe,  I am  wide  elfe. 

One  civil  Sute  1 have  left  too,  and  that’s  all. 

And  if  Hie  Heal  that  fhe  muH  fiey  me  for  it , 

Where  does  fhe  ufe  ? 

Old  Worn.  Y ou  may  find  truth  as  fbon, 

Alas,  a thoufa'ijd  conceal’d  corners.  Sir,  Ihe  lurks  in. 

And  here  fhe  gets  a fleece,  and  there  another. 

And  lives  in  miHs  and  fmoaks  where  none  can  find  her. 

Per.  Is  Hie  a Whore  too?  (Sir,  becaufe 

' Old  Worn.  Little  better, Gentleman,  I dare  not  fay  Ihe  is  fo 
She  is  yours.  Sir,  thefe  five  years  Ihe  has  firkt 
A pretty  Living, 

Until  Hie  came  to  ferve  I fear  he  will  knock  my  i 
Brains  out  for  lying. 

Per.  She  has  ferv’d  me  faithfully, 

A Whore  and  Thief?  two  excellent  moral  learnings 
In  one  Ibe-Saint,  I hope  to  fee  her  legend. 

Have  I been  fear’d  for  ray  difeoveries, 

And  courted  by  all  Women  to  conceal  *em  ? 

Have  I fo  long  Hudied  the  art  of  this  Sex, 

And  read  the  warnings  to  young  Gentlemen  ? 

Have  I profeH  to  tame  the  Pride  of  Ladies, 

And  make  ’em  bearall  teHs,  and  am  I trickt  now  ? 

Caught  in  mine  own  noozc  ? here’s  a royal  left  yet. 

There’s  for  your  lodging  and  your  meat  for  this  Week* 

A filk  Worm  lives  at  a more  plentiful  ordinary. 

And  fleeps  in  a fweeter  Box : farewel  great  Grandmother, 
If  I do  find  you  were  anacceflary, 

’Tis  but  the  cutting  off  too  fmoaky  minutes, 

I’ll  hang  ye  prefently. 

' Old  Worn.  And  I deferVe  it,  I tell  but  truth. 

P p Per. 
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Fcr.  Notl,  lamanAi's,  Mother.  \_Exeuut- 

I Eutcr  the  Duke  o/Mcdina,  Juan  dc  Callro,  Alonzo, 
j Sancliio,  Cacafogo.  Attcnd.tnts. 

I Duke.  Agoully  lioufc. 

i Ju4ti.  And  richly  furninit  too,  Sir. 

A.ohz..  Hung  wantonly,  1 like  that  preparation, 

It  flirs  the  blood  unto  a hopeful  Banquet, 

And  intimates  the  Miltrefs  free  and  jovial, 

I love  a houle  where  pleafure  prepares  welcome. 

Duke.  Now  Cucafogo^ho^  like  you  this  manllon  ? 

’Twerc  abrave  Pawn. 

C*cu.  1 lhall  be  mailer  of  it, 

’Twas  built  for  my  bulk,  the  rooms  are  wide  and  Ipacious, 
Airy  and  full  of  eafe,  and  that  1 love  well. 

I’ll  tell  you  when  I talle  the  Wine,  my  Lord, 

And  take  the  height  of  her  Table  with  my  Stomach, 

How  my  affedions  Hand  to  the  young  Lady. 

Enter  Margarita,  Altca,  Ladies,  and  Servants. 

Mar.  All  welcome  to  your  Grace,  and  to  thefe  Souldiers, 
You  honour  my  poor  houfe  with  your  fair  prefence, 

Thofe  few’  flight  pleafures  that  inhabit  here,  Sir, 
Idobefeech  your  Grace  command,  they  are  yours. 

Your  fervant  but  preferves  ’em  to  delight  ye. 

Duke.  I thank  ye  Lady,  I am  bold  to  vifit  ye, 

Once  more  to  blefs  mine  eyes  with  your  fweet  Beauty, 

‘T  has  been  a long  night  fince  you  left  the  Court, 

For  till  I faw  you  now,  no  day  broke  to  me. 

Mar  Bring  in  the  Dukes  meat. 

Sanch.  She  is  moll  excellent. 

Juan.  Moll  admirable  fair  as  e’r  I look’d  upon, 

I hadiather  command  her  than  my  Regiment, 

Caca.  I’ll  have  a fling,  ’tis  but  a thoufand  Duckets, 
Which  I can  cozen  up  again  in  ten  days. 

And  fome  few  Jewels  to  juftifie  my  Knavery, 

Say,  I Ihould  marry  her,  (he’ll  get  more  money 
Than  all  my  Ufury,  put  my  Knavery  to  it, 

She  appears  the  moll  infallible  way  of  Purchale, 

I cou’d  wilh  her  a fize  or  two  ftronger  for  the  encounter. 

For  I am  like  a Lion  where  I lay  hold. 

But  thefe  Lambs  will  endure  a plaguy  load. 

And  never  bleat  neither,  that  Sir,  time  has  taught  us, 

I am  fo  vertuous  now,  I cannot  fpcak  to  her, 

The  arrant’ft  lhamefac’d  Afs,  I broil  away  too. 

Enter  Leon. 

Mar.  Why,  where’s  this  dinner  ? 

Leon.  ’Tis  not  ready.  Madam, 

Nor  lhall  not  be  until  I know  the  Guells  too. 

Nor  are  they  fairly  welcome  till  I bid  ’em. 

Juan.  Is  not  this  my  v^lferes'i  he  looks  another  thing ; 
Are  miracles  afoot  again  ? 

Marg.  Why, Sirrah,  why  Sirrah,  you? 

Leon.  I hear  you,  faucy  Woman, 

And  as  you  are  my  Wife,  command  yourabfence. 

And  know  your  duty,  ’tis  the  Crown  of  modelly. 

Duke.  Your  Wife? 

Leon.  Yes  good  my  Lord,  I am  her  Husband, 

And  pray  take  notice  that  I claim  that  honour. 

And  will  maintain  it. 

Coca.  If  thou  bcclt  her  Husband, 

I I am  determin’d  thou  (halt  be  my  Cuckold, 

I’ll  be  thy  faithful  friend. 

Leon.  Peace,  dirt  and  dunghil, 

1 will  not  lofe  my  anger  on  a Rafcal, 

Provoke  me  more.  I’ll  beat  thy  blown  body 
Till  thou  rebound’ll  again  like  a Tennis-Ball. 

AUmz..  This  is  miraculous. 

Sanch.  Is  this  the  Fellow 
That  had  the  patience  to  become  a Fool, 

A flurted  Fool,  and  on  a Hidden  break. 

As  if  he  would  Ihcw  a wonder  to  the  World , 

Both  in  Bravery,  and  Fortune  too  ? 


1 much  admire  the  man,  I am  allcmifht. 

Mar.  I’ll  be  divorced  immediately. 

Leon.  You  fliall  not. 

You  lliall  not  have  fo  much  will  to  be  wicked. 

I am  more  tender  of  your  honour.  Lady, 

Andol  your  Age,  you  took  me  f»r  a Ih^ow  *, 

You  took  me  to  glofs  over  your  diferedit , 

To  be  your  Fool, you  had  thought  you  had  found  a Coxcomb^ 
1 am  innocent  of  any  foul  diflionour  I mean  to  ye. 

Only  1 will  be  known  to  be  your  Lord  now. 

And  be  a fair  one  too,  or  I will  fall  for’t. 

Mar.  I do  command  ye  from  me,  thou  poor  fellow. 

Thou  cozen’d  Fool. 

Leon.  Thou  cozen’d  Fool  ? ’tis  not  lb, 

I will  not  be  commanded  I am  above  ye : 

You  may  divorce  me  from  your  favour.  Lady, 

But  from  your  Hate  you  never  lhall,  I’ll  hold  that. 

And  then  maintain  your  wantonnefs.  I’ll  wink  at  it. 

eJMar.  Am  1 braved  thus  in  mine  own  houle  ? 

Leon.  ’Tis  mine.  Madam, 

You  are  deceiv’d,  I am  Lord  of  it,  I rule  it  and  all  that’s  in’t  *, 
You  have  nothing  to  do  here.  Madam  *, 

But  as  a Servant  to  fweep  clean  the  Lodgings, 

And  at  my  farther  will  to  do  me  fervicc. 

And  fo  I’ll  keep  it. 

eJMar.  As  you  love  me,  give  way. 

Leon.  It  lhall  be  better, 

I will  give  none,  Madam, 

I Hand  upon  the  ground  of  mine  own  Honour, 

And  will  maintain  it,  you  fhall  know  me  now 
To  be  an  underftanding  feeling  man. 

And  fenfible  of  what  a Woman  aims  at, 

A young  proud  Woman  that  has  Will  to  fail  with. 

An  itching  Woman,  that  her  blood  provokes  too, 

I call  my  Cloud  off,  and  appear  my  felf. 

The  mailer  of  thislittle  piece  of  mifehief. 

And  I will  put  a Spell  about  your  feet.  Lady, 

They  lhall  not  wander  but  where  I give  way  now. 

Duke.  Is  this  the  Fellow  that  the  People  pointed  at. 

For  the  meer  fign  of  man,  the  walking  Image  ? 

He  Ipeaks  wondrous  highly. 

Leon.  As  a Husband  ought.  Sir, 

In  his  own  houfe,  and  it  becomes  me  well  too, 

I think  your  Grace  would  grieve  if  you  were  put  to  it 
To  have  a Wife  or  Servant  of  your  own, 

(For  Wives  are  reckon’d  in  the  rank  of  Servants,) 

Under  your  own  roof  to  command  ye. 

Juan.  Brave,  a flraage  Converfion,  thou  (halt  lead 
In  chief  now. 

Duke.  Is  there  no  difference  betwixt  her  and  you.  Sir? 

Leon.  Not  now.  Lord,  my  Fortune  makes  me  even. 

And  as  I am  an  honell  man,  I am  nobler. 

Mar.  Get  me  my  Coach. 

Leon.  Let  me  fee  who  dares  get  it 
Till  I command.  I’ll  make  him  draw  your  Coach  too. 

And  eat  your  Coach,  (which  will  be  hard  diet) 

That  executes  your  Will ; or  take  your  Coach,  Lady, 

I give  you  liberty,  and  take  your  People 

Which  I turn  off^  and  take  your  Will  abroad  with  ye. 

Take  all  thefe  freely,  but  take  me  no  more. 

And  lb  farewel. 

Duke.  Nay,  Sir,  you  lhall  not  carry  it 
So  bravely  off^  you  lliall  not  wrong  a Lady 
In  a high  huffing  (train,  and  think  to  bear  it, 

VVe  Hand  not  by  as  Bawds  to  your  brave  fury. 

To  fee  a Lady  weep.  (worth  pity, 

Leon.  They  are  tears  of  anger,  I befeech  ye  note  ’em,  not  ' 
Wrung  from  her  rage,  bccaufe  her  Will  prevails  not, 

She  would  fwound  now  if  ffie  could  not  cry, 

Elfe  they  were  excellent,  and  I Ihould  grieve  too. 

But  falling  thus,  they  (how  nor  fweet  nor  orient. 

Put  up  my  Lord,  this  is  opprelTion  , 

And  calls  the  Sword  of  Jiilticc  to  relieve  me, 

The  law  to  lend  her  hand,  the  King  to  right  me, 
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All  winch  lhall  iinderftand  how  you  provoke  me, 

In  mine  own  lioufe  to  brave  me,  is  this  princely  ? 

Then  to  my  Guard,  and  if  I fparc  your  Grace,  * 

And  do  not  make  this  place  your  Monument, 

Too  rich  a Tomb  for  Ihch  a rude  behaviour, 

I have  a Caufe  will  kill  a thoufand  of  ye,  mercy  forfake  me. 

Juan.  Hold,  fair  Sir,  I befecch  yc. 

The  Gehtlctnan  but  pleads  his  own  right  nobly. 

Leon.  He  that  dares  flrike  againft  the  husbands  freedom, 
The  Husbands  Curfe  flick  to  him,  a tam’d  Cuckold, 

H s Wife  be  fair  and  young,  but  moll  difhonefl, 

Moft  impudent,  and  have  no  feeling  of  it. 

No  confcience  to  reclaim  her  from  a Monfter, 

Let  her  lye  by  him  like  a flattering  mine. 

And  at  one  infbmt  kill  both  Name  and  Honour, 

Let  him  be  loll,  no  eye  to  weep  his  end, 

Nor  find  no  earth  that’s  bafe  enough  to  bury  him. 

Now  Sir,  fall  on,  I am  ready  to  oppofe  ye. 

Du.  I have  better  thought,  I pray  Sir  ufe  your  Wife  well. 

Leon.  Mine  Own  humanity  will  teach  me  that.  Sir, 

And  now  you  are  all  welcome,  all,  and  we’ll  to  dinner. 
This  is  my  Wedding-day. 

Duke.  I’ll  erdfs  your  joy  yet. 

Juan.  I have  feen  a miracle,  hold  thine  own,  Souldier, 
Sure  they  dare  fight  in  fire  that  conquer  Women. 

Saneb.  ■ H’as  beaten  all  my  loofe  thoughts  out  of  me, 

As  if  he  had  threfht  ’em  out  o’th’  husk.  - 1 ' 

Bnter  Perez.  , 

Per.  ’Save  ye,  which  is  the  Lady  of  the  houfe  ? 

Leon.  That’s  Ihe,  Sir,  that  pretty  Lady,  i. 

If  you  would  fpeak  with  her. 

Juan.  Don  tj^iebaely  Leon^  another  darer  come. 

Per.  Pray  do  not  know  me,  I am  full  of  bufinefs. 

When  I have  more  time  I’ll  be  merry  with  ye. 

It  is  the  Woman : good  Madam,  tell  me  truly. 

Had  you  a Maid  call’d  Efiifama  ? 

AUrg.  Yes  truly,  had  I. 

Per.  Was  fhe  a Maid  do  you  think  ? 

Marg.  I dare  not  fwear  for  her. 

For  file  had  but  a fcant  Fame.. 

Per.  Was  (he  your  Kinfwoman? 

Marg.  Not  that  I ever  knew,  now  I look  better 
I think  you  married  her,  ’give  you  joy.  Sir, 

You  may  reclaim  her,  ’twas  a wild  young  Girl. 

Per.  Give  me  a halter  t is  not  this  houfe  mine.  Madam  ? 
Was  not  (he  owner  of  it,  pray  fpeak  truly  ? 

Marg.  No,  certainly,  I am  fure  my  money  paid  for  it. 
And  I ne’r  remember  yet  I gave  it  you.  Sir. 

Ter.  The  Hangings  and  the  Plate  too? 

Marg.  All  are  mine, Sir, 

And  every  thing  you  fee  alx)ut  the  building. 

She  only  kept  my  houfe  when  I was  abfent. 

And  fb  ill  kept  it,  I was  weary  of  her. 

Sanch.  What  a Devil  ails  he  ? 

Juan.  He’s'polTefl:  I’ll  allure  you. 

Per.  Where  is  your  Maid  ? 

Marg.  Do  not  you  know  that  have  her  ? 

She  is  yours  now,  why  Ihould  I look  after  her  ? 

Since  that  firft  hour  I came  I never  faw  her. 

Per.  I faw  her  later, would  the  Devil  had  had  her. 

It  is  all  true  I find,  a wild-fire  take  her.  wife. 

Juan.  Is  thy  Wife  with  Child, Dow  Michael?t\\^  excellent 
Art  thou  a Man  yet  ? 

jilonz...  When  fhall  we  come  and  vifit  thee  ? (chards, 

Sanch.  And  eat  fomc  rare  fruit  ? thou  haft  admirable  Or- 
Youare  fo  jealous  now,  pox  o’  your  jealoufie. 

How  feurvily  you  look ! 

Per.  Prithee  leave  fooling, 

I am  in  no  humour  now  to  fool  and  prattle. 

Did  (he  ne’r  play  the  wag  with  you  ? (keep  her, 

Marg.  Yes  many  times,  fo  often  that  I was  alham’d  to 
j But  1 forgave  her.  Sir,  in  hope  (he  would  mend  ftill, 

1 And  had  not  you  o’th’inftant  married  her. 


I had  put  her  oil. 

Per.  I thank  yc,  lambleftftill, 

Which  way  fo  e’r  1 turn  I am  a made  man, 

Mifcrably  gull’d  beyond  recovery. 

Juan.  You’ll  Itay  and  dine  ? 

Per.  Certain  I cannot.  Captain, 

Hark  in  thine  ear,  1 am  the  arrantft  Puppy, 

The  miferableft  Afs,  but  I muft  leave  yc, 

I am  in  hafte,  in  hafte,  blefsyou,  good  Madam, 

And  you  prove  as  good  as  my  Wife.  XjExlt. 

Lew. Will  you  come  near,Sir,will  your  Grace  but  honour 
And  tafte  our  dinner  ? you  are  nobly  welcome,  (me. 
All  anger’s  paft  I hope,  and  I (hall  ferve  ye. 

Juart.  Thou  art  the  ftock  of  men, and  I admire  thee.  {Ex. 


ASins  QnartHS,  ScenaPrima, 

Enter  Perez. 

Per.  I’ll  go  to  a Conjurer  but  I’ll  find  this  Pol-cat, 

This  pilfering  Whore:  a plague  of  Vails,  I cry. 

And  covers  for  the  impudence  of  Women, 

Their  faneftity  in  fhow  will  deceive  Devils, 

It  is  ray  evil  Angel,  let  me  blefs  me. 

Enter  Eftifania  with  a Casket. 

Efiif.  ’Tis  he,  I am  caught,  I muftftandto  it  ftbutly. 

And  (how  no  (hake  of  fear,  I fee  he  is  angry, 

Vext  at  the  uttermoft. 

l^er.  My  worthy  Wife, 

I have  been  looking  of  your  modefty 
All  the  town  over. 

Eftif.  My  moft:  noble  Husband, 

I am  glad  I have  found  ye,  for  in  truth  I am  weary, 

Weary  and  lame  with  looking  out  your  Lordfliip. 

Per.  I have  been  in  Bawdy  Houfes. 

Eflif.  I believe  you,  and  very  lately  too. 

Per.  ’Pray  you  pardon  me, 

To  feek  your  Ladylhip,  I have  been  in  Cellars, 

In  private  Cellars,  where  the  thirfty  Bawds 
Hear  your  Confeflions  •,  I have  been  at  Plays, 

To  look  you  out  amongft  the  youthful  Adlors, 

At  Puppet  Shews,  you  are  Miftrefs  of  the  motions, 

At  GolTippings  I hcarkned  after  you. 

But  amongft  thofe  Confufions  of  lewd  Tongues 
There’s  no  diftinguilhing  beyond  a Babel. 

I was  amongft  the  Nuns  becaufe  you  fing  well. 

But  they  fay  yours  are  Bawdy  Songs,  they  mourn  for  ye. 
And  lafl  I went  to  Church  to  feek  you  out, 

’Tisfo  long  fince  you  were  there,  they  haveforgot  you. 

Eftif.  You  have  had  a pretty  progrefs.  I’ll  tell  mine  now  .- 
To  look  you  out,  I went  to  twenty  Taverns. 

Per.  And  are  youfbber.^ 

Eftif.  Yes,  I reel  not  yet.  Sir, 

Where  I faw  twenty  drunk,  moft  of  ’em  Souldiers, 

There  I had  great  hope  to  find  you  difguis’d  too. 

From  hence  to  th’  dicing-houfe,  there  1 found  dleftiCks, 
Quarrels  needlefs,  and  fencelefs.  Swords  and  Pots,  and  Can- 
Tables  and  Stools,  and  all  in  one  confufion. 

And  no  man  knew  his  Friend.  I left  this  Chaosy 
And  to  the  Chirurgions  went,  he  will’d  me  ftay. 

For  fays  he  learnedly,  if  he  be  tipled. 

Twenty  to  one  he  whores,  and  then  I hear  of  him, 

If  he  be  mad,  he  quarrels,  then  he  comes  too. 

I fought  ye  where  no  fafe  thing  would  have  ventur’d, 
Amongft  difea(es,  bafe  and  vile,  vile  Women, 

For  I remembred  your  old  Roman  axiom. 

The  more  the  danger,  ftill  the  more  the  Honour. 

Laft,  to  your  Confeflbr  I came,  who  told  me, 

You  were  too  proud  to  pray,  and  here  I have  found  ye. 

Per.  She  bears  up  bravely,  and  the  Rogue  is  witty,  ( 
But  I fhall  da(h  it  inftantly  to  nothing.  j 
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290  a Wifdy  and  have  a Wife, 

Here  leave  we  otfour  wanton  languages, 

And  now  conclude  we  in  a fharper  tongue. 

£,r//.  Why  am  I cozen’d  ? 

W'ny  am  I abulcd  ? 

Ttr.  Thou  mod  vile,  bafe,  abominable 

£/»/.  Captain. 

Ptr.  Thoudinking,  overdew’d,  poor,  pocky 

£//i/.  Captain. 

Ter.  Do  j'ouechome? 

£/»/.  Yes  Sir,  and  go  before  ye, 

And  round  about  ye,  why  do  you  rail  at  me 
! For  that  that  was  your  own  fin,  your  own  knavery  ? 

1 Ter.  And  brave  me  too  ? 

j Efitf.  You  had  bed  now  draw  your  Sword,  Captain? 

1 Draw  it  upon  a Woman,  do  brave.  Captain, 

Upon  your  Wife,  Oh  mod  renowned  Captain. 

Ter.  A Plague  upon  thee,  anfwer  me  diredly  *, 

W^hy  didd  thou  marry  'ne  ? 

Sjhf.  To  be  my  Husband  •, 

I had  thought  you  had  had  ‘nfinite,  but  I’m  cozen’d. 

Per.  Why  didd  thou  flat 'T  rme,  and  (hew  me  wonders  ? 
A houfe  and  riches,  when  tin  y are  but  fliadows, 

Shadows  to  me? 

Efiif.  W’hy  did  you  work  on  me 
( It  was  but  ray  part  to  requite  you,  Sir  ) (me 

U’itli  your  drong  Souldiers  wic,  and  fwore  you  would  bring 
So  much  in  Chains,  fo  much  in  Jewels,  Husband, 

So  much  in  right  rich  Cloaths  ? 

Per.  Thou  had ’em,  Rafcal^ 

' I gave  ’em  to  thy  hands,  my  trunks  and  all, 

■ And  thou  had  open’d  ’em,  and  fold  my  treafiire. 

Eflif.  Sir,  there’s  your  treafure,  fell  it  to  a Tinker 
1 To  mend  old  Kettles,  is  this  noble  Ufage  ? 
j Let  all  the  World  view  here  the  Captain’s  treafure, 

! A Man  would  think  now,  thefe  were  worthy  matters ; 
Here’s  a fhooing-horn  Chain  gilt  over,  how  it  feenteth 
Worfe  than  the  mouldy  durty  heel  it ferved  for: 

And  here’s  another  of  a leder  value. 

So  little  I would  fliame  to  tye  my  Dog  in’t, 

Thefe  are  my  joynture,  blufh  and  fave  a labour. 

Or  thefe  clfe  will  blufh  for  ye. 

Per.  A Sre  fubtle  ye,  are  ye  fo  crafty  ? 

Efitf.  Here’s  a goodly  jewel, 

! Did  not  you  win  this  at  Cjoletta.^  Captain, 

Or  took  it  in  the  field  from  fome  brave  Bajharv^ 

How  it  fparkles  like  an  old  Ladies  eyes. 

And  fills  each  room,  with  light  like  a clofe  Lanthorn ! 

This  woold  do  rarely  in  an  Abbey  Window, 

To  cozen  Pilgrims. 

Ter.  Ptithee  leave  prating. 

EJhf.  And  here’s  a Chain  of  Whitings  eyes  for  pearls, 

A Mufcle  monger  would  have  made  a better. 

Per.  Nay,  prithee  wife,  my  Cloaths,  my  Cloaths. 

£/?//.  I’ll  tell  ye. 

Your  Cloaths  are  parallels  to  thefe,  all  counterfeit. 

Put  thefe  and  them  on,  you  are  a Man  of  Copper, 

A kindof  Candledick  ; thefe  you  thought,  my  Husband, 
To  have  cozen’d  me  withall,  but  1 am  quit  with  you. 

Per.  Is  there  no  houfe  then,  nor  no  grounds  about  it  ? 

No  plate  nor  hangings  ? 

Ejiif.  There  arc  none,  fwcet  Husband, 

Shadow  for  fhadovv  is  as  equal  juflice. 

Can  you  rail  now?  pray  put  up  your  fury,  Sir, 

And  fpcak  great  words,  youarcaSouldier,  thunder. 

Ter.  1 w'ill  fpcak  little,  I have  plaid  the  Fool, 

And  fo  I am  rewarded. 

Efttf.  You  have  fpoke  well.  Sir, 

And  now  I fee  you  arc  fo  conformable 
I’ll  heighten  you  again,  goto  your  houfe. 

They  arc  packing  to  be  gone,  you  mull  fup  there. 

I’ll  meet  ye,  and  bringCloaths,  and  clean  Shirts  after. 

And  all  things  fhall  lx:  well.  I’ll  colt  you  once  more. 

And  teach  you  to  bring  Copper. 

Per.  Tell  me  one  thing, 

I do  befeech  thee  tell  me,  tell  me  truth,  Wifej 
However  1 forgive  thee,  art  thou  honeft  ? 

The  Beldam  fwore. 

Ejhf.  I bid  her  tell  you  fo.  Sir, 

It  was  my  plot,  alas  my  credulous  Husband, 

The  Lady  told  you  too. 

Per.  Moft  ftrange  things  of  thee. 

Eftif.  Still ’twas  my  way,  andalltotryyourluflerance, 
And  Ihe  denied  the  Houfe. 

Per.  She  knew  me  not. 

No,  nor  no  title  that  I had. 

Efti}.  ’Twas  well  carried  •, 

No  more,  I am  right  and  ftraight. 

Per.  I would  believe  thee. 

But  Heaven  knows  how  my  heart  is,  will  ye  follow  me  ? 
Efltf.  I’ll  be  there  ftraight. 

Ter.  I am  fooled,  yet  dare  not  find  it.  {Exit  Perez. 

Eflif.  Go  filly  Fool,  thou  mayft  be  a good  Souldier 
In  open  field,  but  for  our  private  fervice 
Thou  art  an  Afs,  I’ll  make  thee  fo,  or  mifs  elfe. 

Enter  Cacafogo. 

Here  comes  another  Trout  that  I muft  tickle. 

And  tickle  daintily,  I have  loft  my  end  elle. 

May  1 crave  your  leave.  Sir  ? 

C'aca.  Prithee  be  anfwered,  thou  (halt  crave  no  leave, 

I am  in  my  meditations,  do  not  vex  me, 

A beaten  thing,  but  this  hour  a moft  bruifed  thing. 

That  peoplehad  companion  on  it,  looked  fb, 

The  next  Sir  Palmerin,  here’s  fine  proportion. 

An  Afs,  and  then  an  Elephant,  fweet  Juftice, 

There’s  no  way  left  to  come  at  her  now,  no  craving, 

If  money  could  come  near,  yet  I would  pay  him  j 
I have  a mind  to  make  him  a huge  Cuckold, 

And  money  may  do  much,  a thouland  Duckets, 

’Tis  but  the  letting  blood  of  a rank  Heir. 

Eflif.  ’Pray  you  hear  me. 

Caca.  I know  thou  haft  fome  wedding  Ring  to  pawnndw, 
Of  Silver  and  gilt,  with  a blind  pofie  in’t. 

Love  and  a Mill  horfe  Ihould  go  round  together. 

Or  thy  Childs  whiftle,  or  thy  Squirrels  Chain, 

I’ll  none  of  ’em,  I would  flie  did  but  know  me, 

Or  would  this  Fellow  had  but  ufe  of  money. 

That  I might  come  in  any  way. 

Eflif.  I am  gone.  Sir, 

And  1 fhall  tell  the  beauty  fent  me  to  ye. 

The  Lady  ^JMargarita. 

Caca.  Stay  I prithee. 

What  is  thy  will  ? I turn  me  wholly  to  ye. 

And  talk  now  till  thy  tongue  ake,  1 will  hear  ye. 

Eflif.  She  would  entreat  you.  Sir, 

Caca.  She  Ihall  command.  Sir, 

Let  it  be  fo,  I befecch  thee,  my  fweet  Gentlewoman, 

Do  not  forget  thy  lelf. 

Eflif.  She  does  command  then 
This  courtefie,  becaufe  Ihe  knows  you  arc  noblc^ 

C<tc.  Your  Miftrefs  by  the  way  ? 

Eflif.  My  natural  miftrels, 

Upon  thefe  Jewels,  Sir,  they  are  fair  and  rich. 

And  view  ’em  right. 

Caca.  To  doubt  ’emis  an  herefic. 

Eflif.  A thoufand  Duckets,  ’tis  upon  neceflity 
Of  prefent  ufe,  her  husband,  Sir,  isftubborn. 

Coca.  Long  may  he  be  fo.  (parts  and  perfon, 

Eflif.  She  defires  withal  a better  knowledge  of  your 
And  when  you  pleafe  to  do  her  fo  much  honour. 

Caca.  Come,  let’s difpatch. 

Eflif.  In  troth  I have  heard  her  fay.  Sir, 

Of  a fat  man  Ihe  has  not  feen  a fweeter. 

But  in  this  bufinefs.  Sir. 

Cac.  Let’s  do  it  firft 

And  then  difpute,  the  Ladies  ufe  may  long  for’t. 

Eflif.  All  fecrecy  Ihe  would  defire,  Ihe  told  me  j 

How  wife  you  are.  j 

C '^r  \ 

Kule  a Wife^  arid  have  a Wife.  t 

C*tc.  W't  are  not  wife  to  talk  tlnis. 

Carry  her  the  gold, Tie  look  her  out  a Jewel, 

Shall  fparkle  like  her  eyes,  and  thee  another, 

Come  pretircc  tome,  I long  to  ferve  thy  Lady, 

Long  monftroully,  now  valor  1 lhall  meet  ye, 

You  that  dare  Dukes. 

Sfiif..  Greert  goofe  you  are  now  in  fippets.  {^Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Dr.ke,  Sanchio,  Juan,  Alonzo. 

Vuke.  He  fliall  not  have  his  will,  I fliall  prevent  him, 

1 have  a toy  here  that  will  turn  the  tide. 

And  fuddenly,  and  ftrangely,hear  Don  Juan j 
Do  you  prefent  it  to  him.  v 

Juan.  I am  commanded.  [iExit. 

Duke.  A fellow  founded  out  of  Charity, 

And  moulded  to  the  height  contemn  his  maker. 

Curb  the  free  hand  that  fram’d  him  ? This  mull  not  be. 

Sane.  That  fuch  an  oyfter  (liell  Ihould  hold  a pearl. 

And  of  fo  rare  a price  in  prifon. 

Was  (he  made  to  be  the  matter  of  her  own  undoing, 

To  let  a flovenly  unweildy  fellow. 

Unruly  and  felf  will’d,  difpofe  her  beauties  ? 

We  fufier  all  Sir  in  this  fad  Eclipfe, 

She  (hould  (hine  where  (he  might  (how  like  her  f?lf. 

An  abfolute  fweetnefs,  to  comfort  thofe  admire  her,i 
And  (hed  her  beams  upon  her  friends. 

We  are  gull’d  all,  • 

And  all  the  world  will  grumble  at  your  patience, 

If  (heberavilh’tthus. 

Duke.  Ne’r  fear  it  Sanchio,  ' - 

We’l  have  her  free  again,  and  move  at  Court 
In  her  clear  orb:  but  one  fweet  handfomenefs, .n 
To  ble(s  this  part  of  Spain,  and  have  that  flubber’d  ? 

Alon.  ’Tis  every  good  mans  caufe,  and  we  muft  ftir  in  it. 
Duke.  Tie  warrant  he  (hail  be  glad  to  pleafe  us, 

And  glad  to  (hare  too,  we  (hall  hear  anon 
A new  fong  from  him,  let’s  attend  a little.  C Exeunt. 

Enter  Leon,  and  Juan,  with  a commijfion. 

Leon.  Coronel,  I am  bound  to  you  for  this  noblenels, 

I (hould  have  been  your  officer,  ’tis  true  Sir,  x 

And  a proud  man  I (hould  have  been  to  have  ferv’d  you, 

*T  has  pleas’d  the  King  out  of  his  boundlefs]favours, 

To  make  me  your  companion,  this  commiffion 
Gives  me  a troop  of  horfe. 

Juan.  I do  rejoyce  at  it. 

And  am  a glad  man  we  (hall  gain  your  company, 

I am  fure  the  King  knows  you  are  newly  married. 

And  out  of  that  refpedi  gives  you  more  time  Sir. 

Leon.  Within  four  dales  I am  gone,fo  he  commands  me, 
And  ’tis  not  mannerly  for  me  to  argue  it. 

The  time  grows  (horter  Hill,  are  your  goods  ready  i 
Juan.  They  are  aboard.  ^ 

Leon.  Who  waits  there? 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant.  Sir. 

Le.  Do  you  hear  ho,  go  carry  this  unto  your  Miftris  Sir, 
And  let  her  fee  how  much  the  King  has  honour’d  me. 

Bid  her  be  lufty,  (he  muft  make  a Souldier.  ^ Exit. 

Enter  Lorenzo. 

Lirrenz/),  Sir, 

Go  take  down  all  the  hangings. 

And  pack  up  all  my  cloths,  my  plate  and  Jewels, 

And  all  the  furniture  that’s  portable. 

Sir  when  we  lye  in  garrifon,  ’tis  necelTary 
We  keep  a handfom  port,  for  the  Kings  honour  •, 

And  do  you  hear,  let  all  your  Ladies  wardrobe 
Be  fafely  plac’d  in  trunks,  they  mult  along  too. 

Lor.  Whither  mult  they  goe  Sir? 

Leon.  To  the  wars,  Lorenzj), 

And  you  and  all,  I will  not  leave  a turn-fpit. 

That  has  one  drain  of  fpleen  againft  a Dutchman. 

Lor.  Why  then  S*  Jaques  hey, you  have  made  us  all  Sir, 

And  if  we  leave  ye docs  my  l.ady  goe  too  ? . * 

Leon.lhc  ItufTmuft  goe  to  morrow  towards  the  fea  Sir, 
All,  all  muft  goe. 

Lor.  Why  Pedro,  Vafeo,  Dego, 

Come  help  me,  come  come  boys,  foldadoes,  comrades, 

We’l  (ley  thefe  bcer-bellied  rogues,  come  away  quickly. 

Juan.  H’as  taken  a brave  way  to  (ave  his  honour,  XExk. 
And  crofs  the  Duke,  now  I fliall  love  him  dearly. 

By  the  life  of  credit  thou  art  a noble  Gentleman. 

Enter  Margarita,  led  by  two  Ladies. 

Leon.  Why  how  now  wife,  what,fick  at  my  preferment  ? 
This  is  not  kindly  done. 

Marg.  No  fooner  love  ye. 

Love  ye  intirely  Sir,  brought  to  confider 
The  goodnefs  of  your  mind  and  mine  own  duty. 

But  lofe  you  inftantly,  be  divorc’d  from  ye  ? 

This  is  a cruelty,  rie  to  the  King 
And  tell  him  ’tis  unjuft  to  part  two  fouls. 

Two  minds  fo  nearly  mixt. 

Leon.  By  no  means  fweet  heart. 

Marg.  If  he  were  married  but  four  dales  as  I ani,  . 

Leon.  He  would  hang  himfelf  the  fifth,or  fly  his  Country. 
Marg.  He  would  make  it  treafon  for  that  tongue  that 
But  talk  of  war,  or  any  thing  to  vex  him,  (durft 

You  (hall  not  goe. 

Leon.  Indeed  I muft  fweet  wife. 

What  (hall  ( lofe  the  King  for  a few  kifles  ? 

We’l  have  enough. 

Marg.  rie  to  the  Duke  my  coulin,  he  (hall  to  th’ King, 
Leon.  He  did  me  this  great  office, 

I thank  his  grace  fdr’t,  fliould  I pray  him  now. 

To  undoe’t  again  ? fye  ’twere  a bale  diferedit. 

Marg.  Would  I were  able  Sir  to[bear  you  company. 

How  willing  fliould  I be  then,  and  hoW  merry  ! 

I will  not  live  alone. 

Leon.  Be  in  peace,  you  (hall  not.  [iknock_withi>t. 

Mar.  What  knocking’s  this .?  oh  Heaven  my  head,  why 
I thinks  the  war’s  begun  i’th’  houfe  already.  (rafcals 

Leon.  The  preparation  is,  they  are  taking  dowfi. 

And  packing  up  the  hangings,  plate  and  Jewels^ 

And  all  thole  furnitures  that  ftall  befit  me 
When  I iye  in  garrifon. 

Enter  Coachman. 

Coachm.  Muft  the  Coach  goe  too  Sir  ? 

Leon.  How  will  your  Lady  pafs  toth’  (ea  elfe  eafily  > 

We  fliall  find  (hipping  for’t  there  to  tranfport  it. 

Alarg.  I goe  ? alas  ! 

Leon,  rie  have  a main  care  of  ye, 

I know  ye  are  fickly,  he  (hall  drive  the  eafier. 

And  all  accommodation  (hall  attend  ye. 

Marg.  Would  I were  able, 

Leon.  Come  I warrant  ye. 

Am  not  I with  ye  fweet  ? are  her  cloaths  packt  up. 

And  all  her  iinrien  ? give  your  maids  direction, 

Y ou  know  my  time’s  but  (hort,and  I Mil  commanded, 

Marg.  Let  me  have  a nurfe, 

And  all  fuch  neceflary  people  with  me. 

And  an  eafie  bark, 

Leon.  It  (hall  not  trot  I warrant  ye, 

Curvet  it  may  fometimes. 

Marg.  I am  with  child  Sir. 

Leon.  At  four  days  warning  ? this  is  fomething  fpeedy, 
Do  you  conceive  as  our  jennets  do  with  a weft  winde  ? 

My  heir  will  be  an  arrant  fleet  one  Lady, 

I’le  fwear  you  were  a maid  when  I firft  lay  with  ye. 

Mar'.  Pray  do  not  fwear,  I thought  I was  a maid  too. 

But  we  may  both  be  cozen’d  in  that  point  Sir, 

Leon.  In  fuch  a ftrait  point  fure  I could  not  err  Madam. 
Juan.  This  is  another  tendernefs  to  try  him. 

Fetch  her  up  now. 

You  muft  provide  a cradle,and  what  a troubles  that  ? 
, Leon. 

It 
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Lfon.  The  iea  lliall  rock  ir, 

’T is  die  beft  nurfe  •,  ’twill  roar  and  rock  together, 

A Twinging  Itorm  will  ling  you  fuch  a lullaby. 

Faith  let  me  flay,  I fliall  but  fhame  ye  Sir. 

Leon.  And  you  were  a thoufand  lhamesyoufhall  along 
At  home  I am  lure  yoiTl  prove  a million,  (with  me, 

Every  man  carries  die  bundle  of  his  Tins 
Upon  his  own  back,  you  arc  mine,  Tie  Tweat  for  ye. 

Fnter  Di<ke^  Alonzo,  Sanchio. 

Ditkf.  W'hat  Sir,  preparing  for  your  noble  journey  ? 

’Tis  well,  and  full  of  care. 

I Taw  your  mind  was  wedded  to  the  war. 

And  knew  you  would  prove  Tome  good  man  for  your  coun- 
Therefore  fair  Coufin  with  your  gentle  pardon,  ( try, 
I got  this  place ; what,  mourn  at  his  advancement.? 

You  are  to  blame,  he  will  come  again  Tweet  coufin, 

Mean  time  like  Tad  Pemlo^e  and  fage, 

Amongft  your  maids  at  home,  and  hufwifely. 

Leon.  No  Sir,  I dare  not  leave  her  to  that  lolitarinefs. 

She  is  young,  and  grief  or  ill  news  from  thofe  quarters 
May  daily  croTs  her,  Ihe  fiiall  goc  along  Sir. 

Duke.  By  no  means  Captain. 

L(o».  By  all  means  an’tpleafeyc. 

'Dtihe.  What  take  a young  and  tender  bodied  Lady, 

And  expofe  her  to  thofe  dangers,  and  thofe  tumults, 

A fickly  Lady  too  ? 

I Leon.  ’Twill  make  her  well  Sir, 

There’s  no  fuch  friend  to  health  as  wholTom  travel. 

Sanch.  Away  it  mult  not  be. 
e^lon.  it  ought  not  Sii, 

Go  hurry  her  ? it  is  not  humane,Captain. 

Duke.  I cannot  blame  her  tears,  fright  her  with  tempefts, 
With  thunder  of  the  war. 

I dare  fwear  if  Ihe  were  able.  Leon.  She  is  mofl:  able. 

And  pray  ye  fwear  not,  fhe  mufl  goe,there’s  no  remedy. 

Nor  greatnefs,  nor  the  trick  you  had  to  part  us. 

Which  I Tmell  too  rank,  too  open,  too  evident 
( And  I mufl  tell  you  Sir,  ’tis  moll  unnoble) 

Shall  hinder  me ; had  Ihe  but  ten  hours  life , 

Nay  Jefs,  buttwohours,  I would  have  her  with  me, 

I would  not  leav#  her  fame  to  fo  much  ruine. 

To  fuch  a defolation  and  diferedit  < 

As  her  weaknefs  and  your  hot  will  wou’d  work  her  to. 

Enter  PcreZ. 

What  Mafque  is  this  now .? 

More  tropes  and  figures,  to  abule  ray  fufferance. 

What  coufin’s  this  ? 

Juan.  Michael  van  owlcy  how  doft  thou  ? 

I n what  dark  barn  or  tod  of  aged  Ivy 
Hall  thou  lyen  hid  ? 

Perez..  Things  mult  both  ebbe  and  flow,  Coronel, 

And  people  mult  conceal,  and  Ihine  again. 

You  are  wclcom  hither  as  your  friend  may  fay, Gentleman, 
A pretty  houfe  ye  fee  handfomely  fcated. 

Sweet  and  convenient  walks,  the  waters  cryftal. 

Alon.  He’s  certain  mad. 

Juan.  As  mad  as  a French  Taylcr, 

That  has  nothing  in’s  head  but  ends  of  fullians. 

Perez..  1 fee  you  are  packing  now  my  gentle  coufin. 

And  my  wife  told  me  I fnould  find  it  fo, 

’Tis  true  I do,  you  were  merry  when  I was  lafl  here. 

But  ’twas  your  will  to  try  my  patience  Madam. 

1 am  forty  that  my  fwift  occafions 

Can  let  you  take  your  pleafure  here  no  longer. 

Yet  I would  have  you  think  my  honour’d  coufin, 

This  houfe  and  all  I have  arc  all  your  fervants. 

Leon.  What  houfe,what  pleafure  Sir,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Perez..  You  hold  the  jeft  fo  ftiff, ’twill  prove  dilcourtcous, 
This  houfe  I mc-an,  the  plcafurcs  of  this  place. 

Leon.  And  what  of  them.^ 

Perez..  They  arc  mine  Sir,  and  you  know  it. 

My  wifes  I mean,  and  fo  confut’d  upon  me, 

» 


The  hangings  Sir  I mult  entreat,  your  fervants. 

That  are  fo  bufie  in  their  offices,' 

Again  to  miniltcr  to  their  right  ufes, 

1 lhall  take  view  o’th’  plate  anon,  and  furnitures 
That  are  of  under  place  ^ you  are  merry  ftill  coufin, 

And  of  a pleafant  conltitution. 

Men  of  great  fortunes  make  their  mirths  at  flacitum. 

Leon.  Prethee  good  Itubborn  wife,  tell  me  direftly. 

Good  evil  Wife  leave  fooling  and  tell  me  honellly. 

Is  this  my  kinfman  i 

Marg.  I can  tell  ye  nothing. 

Leon.  I have  many  kinfmen,  but  fo  mad  a one. 

And  lo  phantaflick all  the  houfe  ? 

Perez..  All  mine, 

And  all  within  it.  I will  not  bate  ye  an  ace  on’t. 

Can  you  not  receive  a noble  courtefie. 

And  quietly  and  handfomely  as  ye  ought  CouZ, 

But  you  mufl;  ride  o’th’  top  on’t  ? 

Leon.  Canlt  thou  fight.? 

Per.  Tie  tell  ye  prefently,  I could  have  done  Sir. 

Leon.  For  ye  mufl:  law  and  claw  before  ye  get  it. 

Juan.  Away,  no  quarrels. 

Leon.  Now  I am  more  temperate, 

I’le  have  it  prov’d  if  you  were  never  yet  in  Bedlani, 

Never  in  love,  for  that’s  a lunacy. 

No  great  Hate  left  ye  that  you  never  lookt  for. 

Nor  cannot  manage,  that’s  a rank  diftemper  ^ 

That  you  were  chriften’d,  and  whoanfwer’d  for  ye. 

And  then  I yield. 

Perez..  H’as  half  perfwaded  me  I was  bred  i’th’moon, 

I have  ne’r  a bufh  at  my  breech,  are  not  we  both  mad, 

And  is  not  this  a phantaflick  houfe  we  are  in, 

1 And  all  a dream  we  do .?  will  ye  walk  out  Sir, 

And  if  I do  not  beat  thee  prefently 
Into  a found  belief,  as  fenfe  can  give  thee. 

Brick  me  into  that  wall  there  for  a chimny  piece. 

And  fay  Twas  one  o’th’  Cafars,  done  by  a feal-cutter. 

Leon.  Tie  talk  no  more,  come  we’l  away  immediatly. 

Marg.  Why  then  the  houfe  is  his,  and  all  that’s  in  it, 

Tie  give  away  my  skin  but  I’le  undoe  ye, 

I gave  it  to  his  wife,  you  mull  reftore  Sir, 

'And  make  a newprovifion.  (coufin, 

Perez..  Am  I mad  now  or  am  I chriflen’d,  you  my  pagan 
My  mighty  Mahound  kinfman,  what  quirk  now  ? 

•You  fhall  be  welcom  all,  I hope  to  fee  Sir 
Your  Grace  here,  andmycouz,  we  are  all  Souldiers, 

And  mufl  do  naturally  for  one  another. 

Duke.  Are  ye  blank  at  this .?  then  I mufl  tell  ye  Sir, 

Y c have  no  command,now  ye  may  goe  at  pleafure 
And  ride  your  affe  troop,  ’twas  a trick  I us’d 
To  try  your  jealoufie  upon  entreatie. 

And  laving  of  your  wife. 

Leon.  All  this  not  moves  me. 

Nor  ftirs  my  gall,  nor  alters  my  affedlions. 

You  have  more  furniture,  more  houfes  Lady, 

And  rich  ones  too,  I will  make  bold  with  thofe. 

And  you  have  Land  i’th’  Indies  as  I take  it. 

Thither  we’l  goe,  and  view  a while  thofe  climats, 

Vifit  your  Fadors  there,  that  may  betray  ye,  ^ 

’Tis  done,  we  mufl  goe. 

Marg.  Now  thou  art  a brave  Gentleman, 

And  by  this  facred  light  I love  thee  dearly. 

The  houfe  is  none  of  yours,  I did  but  jeft  Sir, 

Nor  you  are  no  couz  of  mine,  I befeech  ye  vanifh, 

I tell  you  plain,  you  have  no  more  right  than  he 

Has,  that  fenfelefs  thing,  your  wife  has  once  more  fool’d  ye : 

Goe  ye  and  confider. 

Leon.  Good  morrow  my  fweet  coufin,  I fhould  be  glad  Sir. 

Perez..  By  this  hand  fhe  dies  for’t. 

Or  any  man  that  fpeaks  for  her.  [Exit  Perez. 

Juan.  Thefe  are  fine  toyes. 

Marg.  Let  me  requeft  you  flay  but  one  poor  month, 

You  fhall  have  a Coramiffion  and  I’le  goe  too, 

Give  me  but  will  fo  far. 

Leon. 
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Leon.  VV'cll  I will  try  ye. 

Good  morrow  to  your  Grace,  wc  have  private  bufinefs. 
"Duk^.  If  I niifs  thee  again,  I am  an  arrant  bungler. 

Juan.  Thou  llialt  have  my  command,and  Tie  march  under 
Nay  be  thy  boy  before  thou  flialt  be  baffled,  ( thee, 

Thon  art  fo  brave  a fellow. 
zAlon.  I have  feen  vifions.  {^Sxeum. 


ASins  Quintus.  Seen  a Prima. 

Enter  Leon,  with  a letter.,  and  Margarita. 

Leon./^Ome  hither  wife,  do  you  know  this  hand  .? 

Marg.  I do  Sir, 

’Tis  Efitfania,  that  was  once  my  woman. 

Leon,  She  writes  to  me  here,  that  one  (^acafogo 
An  ufuring  Jewellers  fon  ( I know  the  Rafcal ) 

Is  mortally  fain  in  love  with  ye. 

Marg.  Isamonfter,  deliver  me  from  mountains, 

Leon.  Do  you  goe  a birding  for  all  forts  of  people? 

And  this  evening  will  come  to  ye  and  Ihew  ye  Jewels, 

And  oilers  any  thing  to  get  accefs  to  ye. 

If  1 can  make  orfport  or  profit  on  him, 

( For  he  is  fit  for  both  ) Ihe  bids  me  ufe  him, 

And  fo  I will,  be  you  conformable, and  follow  but  my  will. 
Marg.  I fhall  not  fail,  Sir. 

Leon.  Will  the  Duke  come  again  do  you  think  ? 

^JMarg.  No  fure  Sir, 

H’as  now  no  policie  to  bring  him  hither, 

Leon.  Nor  bring  you  to  him,  if  my  wit  hold  fair  wife ; 
Let’s  in  to  dinner.  (1  Exeunt. 

Enter  PereZ. 

Perez..  Had  I but  lu^s  enough  to  bawl  fufficiently, 

That  all  the  queans  in  Chriftendom  might  hear  me. 

That  men  might  run  away  from  pontagion, 

I had  my  wifn  *,  would  it  were  moll:  high  treafon, 

Moll  infinite  high,  for  any  man  to  marry, 

I mean  for  any  man  that  would  live  handfomely. 

And  like  a Gentleman,  in  his  wits  and  credit. 

What  torments  (ball  I put  her  to,  Phdaris  bull  now? 

Pox  they  love  bulling  too  well,  though  they  fmoak  for’t. 

Cut  her  apieces  ? every  piece  will  live  ftill. 

And  every  morfel  of  her  will  do  mifehief ; 

They  have  fo  many  lives,  there’s  no  hanging  of ’em. 

They  are  too.light  to  drown,  they  are  cork  and  feathers ; 
To  burn  too  cold,  they  live  like  Salamanders  ^ 

Under  huge  heaps  of  ftones  to  bury  htr, 

! And  fo  deprefs  her  as  they  did  the  Giants  *, 

I She  will  move  under  more  than  built  old  Babel, 

I mult  deftroy  her, 

Enter  Cacafogo,  with  a Casket. 

Caca.  Be  tozen’d'by  a thing  of  clouts,  afhemoth, 

That  every  filkraans  fhop  breeds  ^ to  be  cheated. 

And  of  a thoufand  duckets  by  a whim  wham  ? 

1 Perez..  Who’s  that  is  cheated,  fpeak  again  thou  vifion, 

I But  art  thou  cheated  ? minifter  lome  comfort : 

Tell  me  diredly  art  thou  cheated  bravely  ? 

Come,  prethee  come,  art  thou  fo  pure  a coxcomb 
To  be  undone?  donotdiflemble  withme,  \ 

Tell  me  I conjure  thee. 

Coca.  Then  keep  thy  circle. 

For  I am  a fpirit  wild  that  flies  about  thee, 

And  who  e’re  thou  art,  if  thou  be’ft  humane. 

Tie  let  thee  plainly  know,  I am  cheated  damnably. 

CPerez..  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Caca.  Dolt  thou  laugh  ? damnably,  I fay  moll  damnably!. 
Perez..  By  whom,  good  fpirit  fpeak,  fpeak  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Caca.  1 will  utter,  laugh  till  thy  lungs  crack,  by  a rafcal 
A lewd,  abominable,  and  plain  woman.  ( woman, 

Doll  thou  laugh  ftill  ? 


Perez..  1 mult  laugh,  prethee  pardon  im 
I fliall  laugh  terribly. 

Caca.  1 lhall  be  angry,  terrible  angiy,  1 havccaufe, 

'Perez..  That’s  it,  and ’tis  no  reafon  but  thou  fflouldft  be 
Angry  at  heart,  yet  1 mull  laugh  Hill  at  thee.  (angryy 
By  a woman  cheated  ? art’  fure  it  was  a woman  ? 

Caca.  1 lhall  break  thy  head,  my  valour  itches  at  thee. 
Perez..  It  is  no  matter,  by  a woman  cozen’d, 

A real  woman  ? 

Caca.  A real  Devil, 

Plague  of  her  Jewels  and  her  copper  chains, 

How  rank  they  fmell. 

Perox.  Sweet  cozen’d  Sir  let  me  fee  them, 

I have  been  cheated  too,  I would  have  you  note  that. 

And  lewdly  cheated,  by  a woman  allb, 

A feurvie  woman,  1 am  undone  fwcet  Sir, 

Therefore  1 muft  have  leave  to  haugh. 

Caca.  Pray  yc  take  it, 

You  are  the  merrieft  undone  man  in  Europe. 

What  need  we  fiddles,  bawdy  fongs  and  lack. 

When  our  own  miferies  can  make  us  merry  ? 

Perez.,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

1 have  feen  thefc  Jewels,  what  a notable  penniworth 
Have  you  had  next  your  heart  ? you  will  not  take  Sir 
Some  twenty  Duckets  ? 

Caca.  Thou  art  deceiv’d,  I will  take. 

Perez..  To  clear  your  bargain  now. 

Caca.  Tie  take  fome  ten,  fome  any  thing,  fome  half  ten, 
Half  a Ducket. 

Perez..  An  excellent  lapidary  fet  thefeftones  lure,  | 
Do  you  mark  their  waters? 

Caca.  Quick  fand  choak  their  waters. 

And  hers  that  bought  ’em  too,  but  1 lhall  find  her. 

Perez..  And  fo  lhall  I,  I hope,  but  do  not  hurt  her. 

You  cannot  find  in  all  this  Kingdom, 

( If  you  had  need  of  cozening,  as  you  may  have, 

For  fuch  grofs  natures  will  defire  it  often, 

’Tis  at  fome  time  too  a fine  variety,) 

A woman  that  can  cozen  ye  fo  neatly. 

She  has  taken  half  mine  anger  off  with  this  trick.  ^Exiti 

Caca.  If  I were  valiant  now,  I would  kill  this  fellow, 

I have  mony  enough  lies  by  me  at  a pinch 

To  pay  for  twenty  Rafcals  lives  that  vex  me, 

rie  to  this  Lady,  there  I lhall  be  fatisfied.  £ Exit. 

Enter  Leon,  and  Margarita. 

Leon.  Come,  we’l  away  unto  your  country  houle, 

And  there  we’l  learn  to  live  contently, 

This  place  is  full  of  charge,  and  full  of  hurry. 

No  part  of  fweetnefs  dwells  about  thefe  cities. 

Marg.  Whither  you  will,  I wait  upon  your  plealiire  r, 
Live  in  a hollow  tree  Sir,  Tie  live  with  ye. 

Leon.  I,  now  you  ftrike  a harmony,  a true  one. 

When  your  obedience  waits  upon  your  Husband, 

And  your  fick  will  aims  at  the  care  of  honour. 

Why  now  I dote  upon  ye,  love  ye  dearly. 

And  my  rough  nature  falls  like  roaring  Itreams,  ' 

Clearly  and  fweetly  into  your  embraces. 

O what  a Jewel  is  a woman  excellent, 

A wife,  a vertuousand  a noble  woman  ! 

When  we  meet  fuch,  we  bear  our  ftamps  on  both  fides. 

And  through  the  world  we  hold  our  currant  virtues, 

Alone  we  are  fingle  medals,  only  faces. 

And  wear  our  fortunes  out  in  ufelefs  lhadows, 

Command  you  now,  and  eafe  me  of  that  trouble, 
rie  be  as  humble  to  you  as  a fervaut. 

Bid  whom  you  pleafe,  invite  your  noble  friends. 

They  lhall  be  welcome  all,  vifit  acquaintance, 
Goeatyourpleafure,  now  experience  C 

Has  link’t  you  fall  unto  the  chain  of  goodnefs : D 
Whatnoife  is  this,  what  difmal  cry  ? ^ their 

eJMarg.  ’Tis  loud  too.  ^ ^words. 

Sure  there’s  fome  mifehief  done  i’th’  ftreet,  look  out  there. 
Leon.  Look  out  and  help. 

Enter 
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Enter  4 Servant. 


S(rv\  Oil  Sir  the  Duke  Meditut. 

Leon.  W'hat  of  the  Duke  Medtna'i 
Serv.  Oh  fweet  Gentleman,  is  almoft  flain. 

Jlhr.  Away  away  and  help  him,  all  the  houfe  help. 

Exit  Servant. 

Leon.  How  flain  ? why  Maroarita., 

Why  wife,  furc  fomc  new  device  they  have  a foot  again, 
Some  trick  upon  my  credit,  I lhall  meet  it, 
i 1 had  rather  guide  a (hip  Imperial 
Alone,  andinaftorm,  than  rule  one  woman. 

Enter  Duke,  Margarita,  Sanchio,  Alonzo,  Servant. 

Mjxg.  How  came  ye  hurt  Sir? 

Duke.  I fell  out  with  my  friend  the  noble  Coroncl, 

My  caufe  was  naught,  for  ’twas  about  your  honour  : 

And  he  that  wrongs  the  Innocent  ne’r  profpers , 

And  he  has  left  me  thus  for  charity, 

Lend  me  a bed  to  eafe  my  tortur’d  body, 

That  e’re  I perilh  1 may  fugw  my  penitence, 

I fear  I am  flain. 

Leon.  Help  Gentlemen  to  carry  him. 

There  (ball  be  nothing  in  this  houfe  my  Lord, 

But  as  your  own. 

Dnke.  1 thank  ye  noble  Sir, 

Leon.  To  bed  with  him,  and  wife  give  your  attendance. 

Enter  Juan. 

Juan.  Docflors  and  Surgions, 

Daks-  Do  not  difqukt  me, 

But  let  me  take  ray  leave  in  peace. 

C Ex.  Di-.kc,  Sanchio,  Alon.  Marg.  Servant. 

Lton.  Afore  me 
’Tis  ra  ely  counterfeited. 

Jn.m.  Tru^,  it  is  fo  Sir, 

A:  ’ taice  you  heed,  this  lalt  blow  do  not  fpoil  ye, 

He  not  hurt,  only  we  ma  le  a Icuffle, 

As  though  wc  purpos’d  anger  ^ that  fame  fcratch 
On’s ' and  he  took,  to  colour  all  and  draw  companion, 

T nat  he  might  g- 1 into  your  houfe  more  cunningly. 

I mu.h  not  Itay,  Hand  now,  and  y’are  a brave  fellow. 

Leon.  I thank  ye  noble  Coronel,  and  I honour  ye.  {JExit 
Neva:  be  quiet?  (Juan. 

Enter  Margarita. 

AL  rg.  He’s  molt  defperate  ill  Sir, 

I do  not  think  thefe  ten  months  will  recover  him. 

Leon.  Docs  he  hire  my  houfe  to  play  the  fool  in, 

Or  does  it  fland  on  Fairy  ground, we  arc  haunted. 

Are  ail  men  and  their  wives  troubled  with  dreams  thus  ? 

Marg.  What  ail  you  Sir  ? 

Leon.  Nay  what  ail  you  fweet  wife. 

To  put  thefe  daily  paflimes  on  my  patience  ? 

What  dolt  thou  fee  in  me,  that  I (hould  fuffer  thus. 

Have  not  I done  my  part  like  a true  Husband, 

And  paid  fome  defperate  debts  you  never  look’d  for  ? 

Marg.  You  have  done  handlomely  I mud  confefs  Sir. 

! Leon.  Have  I not  kept  thee  waking  like  a hawk? 
j And  watcht  thee  with  delights  to  fatisfy  thee  ? 

; The  very  tithes  of  which  had  won  a Widow’, 
i Marg.  Alas  I pity  ye. 

; l^on.  Thou  w'ilt  make  me  angry, 

■ Thou  never  faw’ft  me  mad  yet. 

, Marg.  You  are  alwaics, 

You  tarry  a kind  of  bedlam  dill  about  yt. 

Leon.  If  thou  purfncfl:  me  further  I run  dark  mad. 

If  you  have  more  hurt  Dukes  or  Gentlemen, 

To  lye  here  on  your  cure,  Khali  be  defperate, 

I know  the  trick,  and  you  (hall  feel  I know’  it, 

Are  yc  fo  hot  that  no  hedge  can  contain  ye  i 
Tie  have  thee  let  blood  in  all  the  veins  about  thee, 
rie  have  thy  thoughts  found  too,  and  have  them  open’d. 
Thy  (pirits  purg’d,  for  thofe  arc  they  that  (ire  ye. 


Thy  maid  (hall  be  thy  Midris,  thou  the  maid. 

And  all  thofe  fervile  labours  that  die  reach  at. 

And  goe  through  cheerfully,  or  elfe  deep  empty. 

That  maid  (hall  lye  by  me  to  teach  you  duty. 

You  in  a pallet  by  to  humble  ye. 

And  grieve  for  what  you  lofe. 

Marg.  I have  lod  my  felfSir, 

And  all  that  was  my  bafe  felf,  difobcdience,  '[.kfieels 

My  w’antonnefs , my  flubbornefs  I have  lod  too. 

And  now  by  that  pure  faith  good  wives  are  crown’d  with. 

By  your  own  noblenefs. 

Enter  Altca. 

Leon.  I take  ye  up,  and  wear  ye  next  my  heart. 

See  you  be  worth  it.  Now  what  with  you  ? 

C^ltea.  I come  to  tell  my  Lady, 

There  is  a fulfome  fellow  would  fain  fpeak  with  her. 

Leon.  ’Tis  Cacafogo,  goe  and  entertain  him. 

And  draw  him  on  with  hopes. 

Marg.  I (hall  obferve  ye. 

Leon.  I have  a rare  ddign  upon  that  Gentleman, 

And  you  mud  work  too. 
o4ltea.  I (hall  Sir  mod  willingly. 

Leon.  Away  then  both,  and  keep  himclofe  infome  place 
From  the  Dukes  fight,  and  keep  the  Duke  in  too, 

Make  ’em  believe  both,  I’le  find  time  to  cure  ’em.  {JExemt 

Enter  Perez,  and  Edifania,  with  a Piftol,  and  a 
Dagge. 

Perez..  Why  how  dard  thou  meet  me  again  thou  rebel. 
And  knowd  how  thou  had  ufed  me  thrice,  thou  rafeal  ? 
Were  there  not  waies  enough  to  fly  my  vengeance. 

No  holes  nor  vaults  to  hide  thee  from  my  fury, 

But  thou  mud  meet  me  face  to  face  to  kill  thee  ? 

I would  not  feek  thee  to  dedroy  thee  willingly. 

But  now  thou  corned  to  invite  me. 

And  corned  upon  me, 

How  like  a (heep-biting  Rogue  taken  i’th’  manner. 

And  ready  for  the  halter  dod  thou  look  now  ? 

Thou  had  a hanging  look  thou  feurvy  thing,  had  ne’f  a knife 
Nor  ever  a dringto  lead  thee  to  Elylium? 

Betherenopitifull  ’Pothecaries  in  this  town, 

That  have  compalTion  upon  wretched  women, 

And  dare  adminider  a dram  of  ratsbane, 

But  thou  mud  fall  to  me 
Ejhf.  I know  you  have  mercy. 

Per.  If  I had  tuns  of  mercy  thou  deferv’d  none. 

What  new  trick  is  now  a foot,and  what  new  houfes 
Have  you  i’th’  air,  what  orchards  in  apparition. 

What  cand  thou  fay  for  thy  life  ? 

€jHf.  Little  or  nothing, 

1 know  you’l  kill  me,  and  1 know  ’tis  ufelefs 
To  beg  for  mercy,  pray  let  me  draw  my  book  out. 

And  pray  a little, 

T^erez..  Do,  a very  little , 

For  I have  farther  bufinefs  than  thy  killing, 

I have  mony  yet  to  borrow,  fpeak  when  you  are  ready. 

Efiif.  Now  now  Sir,  now,  {.ji^ews  a Pifiol. 

Come  on,  do  you  dart  off  from  me. 

Do  you  fwear  great  Captain,  have  you  feen  a fpirit  ? 

Perez..  Do  you  wear  guns  ? 

Efltf.  lamaSouldierswifeSir, 

And  by  that  priviledge  1 may  be  arm’d. 

Now  what’s  the  news,  and  let’s  difeourfe  more  friendly, 

And  talk  of  our  affairs  in  peace. 

Perez..  Let  me  fee, 

Prethee  let  me  fee  thy  gun,  ’tis  a very  pretty  one. 

Efiif.  No  no  Sir, you  (hall  feel. 

Perez..  Hold  ye  villain,  what  thine  own  Husband  ? 

Efitf.  Let  mine  own  Husband  then 
Be  in’s  own  wits,  there,  there’s  a thoufand  duckets. 

Who  mud  provide  for  you,  and  yet  you’l  kill  me. 

Per.  I will  not  hurt  thee  for  ten  thoufand  millious.  (*cm, 
Efiif.  When  will  you  redeem  your  Jewels,  I have  pawn’d 
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You  Icc  tor  wliac,  wc  mult  keep  touch. 

Perez..  Tie  kits  thee, 

And  get  as  many  more,  Tie  make  thee  famous, 

Had  wc  the  houfc  now ! 

EJhf.  Come  along  with  me, 

Ifthatbc  vanith’t  there  he  more  to  hire  Sir. 

Perez..  1 fee  1 am  an  atfe  when  thou  art  near  me. 

Enter  Leon,  Margarita,  and  Altea,  vptth  a Taper. 

Leon.  Is  the  fool  come 
' j^itea.  Yes  and  i’th’  celler  fall. 

And  there  he  ftaies  his  good  hour  till  I call  him, 

He  will  make  dainty  mulick  among  the  fack-butts, 

1 have  put  him  juft,  Sir,  under  the  Dukes  chamber. 

Leon.  It  is  the  better. 

./^Itea.  Has  given  me  royally. 

And  to  my  Lady  a whole  load  of  portigues. 

Leon.  Better  and  better  ftill,  go  Margarita, 

Now  play  your  prize,  you  fay  you  date  be  honeft. 

Tie  put  ye  to  your  beft. 

Marg.  Secure  your  felf  Sir, give  me  the  candle, 

Pafs  away  in  filence.  j^£.v.  Leon  atnl  Altea. 

- She  kpocks. 

Duke.  Who’s  there,  oh  oh. 

Marg.  My  Lord. 

within.  Have  ye  brought  me  comfort.^ 

Marg.  I have  my  Lord,  ’ 

Come  forth  ’tis  I,  come  gently  out  Tie  help  ye, 

Enter  Dnke,  in  a gown. 

Comefoftly  too, how  do  you.?  > 

Duke.  Are  riiere  none  here  ? 

Let  me  look  round  •,  we  cannot  be  too  wary,  noife  below. 

Oh  let  me  blels  this  hour,  are  you  alone  fweet  friend .? 
AEarg.  Alone  to  comfort  you.  Cacafogo  makes 

Duke.  What’s  that  you  tumble.?  a noife  below. 

I have  heard  a noife  this  half  hour  under  me,  . 

I A fearfull  noife.  ■ ' ■ i 

Marg.  The  fat  thing’s  mad  i’th’  cellef, 

And  ftumbles  from  one  hogs-head  to  another,  ■'! 

I I Two  cups  more,  and  he  ne’r  fhall  find  the  way  out.  ■ 
j What  do  you  fear .?  come, fit  down  by  me  chearfully. 

My  Husband’s  fafe,  how  do  your  wounds .? 

! Duke.  I have  none  Lady, 

! My  wounds  I counterfeited  cunningly,  noife  below. 

■And  feign’d  the  quarrel  too,  to  injoy  you  Iweet, 

Let’s  lofe  no  time,  heark  the  fame  noife  again. 

, Marg.  What  noife,  why  look  ye  pale .?  1 hear  no  ftirring. 
This  goblin  in  the  vault  will  be  fo  tipled. 

You  are  not  well  I know  by  your  flying  fancy, 

Your  body’s  ill  at  eafe,  your  wounds. 

I Duh^.  I have  none,  I am  as  lufty  and  as  full  of  health, 
j High  in  my  blood. 

Marg.  Weak  in  your  blood  you  would  fay. 

How  wretched  is  my  cafe,  willing  to  pleafe  ye. 

And  find  you  fodifable? 

I Duke.  Believe  me  Lady.  r* 

Marg.l  know  you  will  tenturie  all  yt>u  have  to  fatisfy  me, 
Your  life  I know,  but  is  it  fit  I fpoit  ye, 

Isitmy  love  do  you  think  ? > , v \ • 

Cacaf.  below.  Here’s  to  the  Duke'. 

Du^.  It  nam’d  me' certainly,  ' 

I heard  it  plainly  found. 

Marg.  You  are  hurt  mortally,  \ • < 

And  fitter  for  your  prayers  Sir  than  pleafure, 

I What  ftarts  you  make  ? I would  not  kifs  you  wantonly,  ' 
For  the  worlds  wealth’^  have  I fecur’d  my  Husband, 

And  put  all  doubts  afide  to  be  deluded .? 

_ . Cacaf.  below.  I come,  I come. 

■.jiK  Duke.  Heaven  bids  me. 

J Marg.  And  blefs  us  both,  for  fiire  this  is  the  Devil, 

I I plaiij^w heard  it  now,  he  will  come  to  fetch  yc, 

A wry  fpiril,  for  he  fpoke  under  ground, 
i j And  fpoke  to  you  juft  as  you  would  have  fnatcht  me, 

i 


You  are  a wicked  man,  and  lure  this  haunts  yc. 

Would  you  were  out  o’th’  houfe. 

Duke.  I would  I were,  i 

O’  that  condition  1 had  leapt  a window.  | 

A/arg.  And  that’s  the  leaft  leap  if  you  mean  to  fcape  Sir,  j 
Why  what  a frantick  man  were  you  to  come  here,  ! 

What  a weak  man  to  counterfeit  deep  wounds,  | 

To  wound  another  deeper  ? 

Duke.  Are  you  honeft  then  ? 

Afarg.  Yes  then  and  now, and  ever,  and  excellent  honeft. 
And  cxercife  this  paftime  but  to  fhew  ye. 

Great  men  are  fools  fometimes  as  well  as  wretches. 

Would  you  were  well  hurt,  with  any  hope  of  life, 

Cut  to  the  brains,  or  run  clean  through  the  body. 

To  get  out  quietly  as  you  got  in  Sir, 

1 wifh  it  like  a friend  that  loves  ye  dearly, 

For  if  my  Husband  take  ye,  and  take  ye  thus  a counterfeit. 
One  that  would  clip  his  credit  out  of  his  honour. 

He  muft  kill  ye  prefcntly. 

There  is  no  mercy  nor  an  hour  of  pity. 

And  for  me  to  intreat  in  fuch  an  ago'ny, 

Would  fhew  me  little  better  than  one  guilty. 

Have  you  any  mind  to  a Lady  now  ? 

Dike.  Would  1 wereofi'tair. 

If  ever  Lady  caught  me  in  a trap  more. 

Marg.  If  you  be  well  and  lufty,  fy  fy  fhake  not. 

You  fay  you  love  me,  come,  come  bravely  now, 

Defpife  all  danger,  1 am  ready  for  ye. 

Duke.  She  mocks  my  mifery,  thon  cruel  Lady. 

Marg.  Thou  cruel  Lord,wouldft  thou  betray  my  honefty, 
Betray  it  in  mine  own  houfe,  wrong  my  Husband, 

Like  a night  thief,  thou  darft  not  name  by  day-light  ? 

Duke,  1 am  moft  miferable. 

Marg.  You  are  indeed. 

And  like  a foolifh  thing  you  have  made  your  feif  fo, 

Could  not  your  own  diferetion  tell  ye  Sir, 

When  I was  married  I was  none  of  yours  ? 

Your  eyes  were  then  commanded  to  look  off  me, 

And  I now  ftand  in  a circle  and  fecure, 

Your  fpells  nor  power  can  never  reach  my  body, 

Mark  me  but  this, and  then  Sir  be  moft  miferable, 

Tis  facriledge  to  violate  a wedlock,  _ 

You  rob  two  Temples, make  your  felf  twice  guilty 
You  ruine hers,  and  fpot  her  noble  Husbands. 

Du.  Let  me  be  gone,I’le  never  more  attempi-ye. 

Mar.  You  cannot  goe,’tis  not  in  me  to  lave  ye. 

Dare  ye  do  ill,  and  poorly  then  Ihrink  under  it  ? 

Were  I the  Duke  Medina,  I would  fight  now'^ 

For  you  muft  fight  and  bravely, it  concerns  you. 

You  do  me  double  wrong  if  you  fneak  offSir, 

And  all  the  world  would  fay  I lov’d  a coward, 

And  you  muft  dye  too,  for  you  will  be  kill’d. 

And  leave  your  youth,  your  honour  and  your  ftate. 

And  all  thofe  dear  delights  you  worfhip’t  here.  Noife 

Duke.  The  noife  again  ! belowi 

Cacaf.  below.  Some  fmall  beer  if  you  love  me. 

Mar.  The  Devil  haunts  you  fure,your  fins  are  mighty. 

A drunken  Devil  too,  to  plague  your  villany. 

Duke.  Preferve  me  but  this  once. 

Marg.  There’s  a deep  well 
In  the  next  yard,  if  yoh  dare  venture  drowning, 

. It  is  but  deah. 

Duke.  I would  not  dye  fo  wretchedly. 

, Marg.  Out  of  a garret  window  Tie  let  you  down  then, 
But  fay  the  rope  be  rotten,  ’tis  huge  high  too. 

Du^.  Have  you  no  mercy  ? 

Marg.  Now  you  are  frighted  throughly, 

And  find  what ’tis  to  play  the  fool  in  folly, 

And  fee  with  clear  eyes  your  detefted  folly, 
rie  be  your  guard. 

Duke.  And  rie  be  your  true  fervant. 

Ever  from  this  hour  vertuoufly  to  love  yc^ 

Chaftly  and  modeftly  to  look  upon  ye. 

And  here  I feal  it. 
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1 1 nidv  kil's  a ftranger,  for  you  mufl:  now  be  fo. 

I Ertcr  Leon,  Juan,  Alonzo,  Sanchio. 

I Lco/:.  How  do  you  my  Lord, 

. Mo  thinks  you  look  but  poorly  on  this  matter. 

Has  my  wile  woundctl  ye,  you  were  well  before. 

Pi  ay  Sir  be  comforted,  I have  forgot  all, 
i Truly  forgiven  too,  wife  you  are  a right  one, 

: And  now  with  unknown  nations  I dare  truft  yc. 

/«j/;.No  more  feign’d  fights  myLord, they  never  prolper, 
Leon.  \\  ho’s  this  ? the  Devil  in  the  vault  ? (died  it. 
yilc .’Tis  he  Sir, and  as  lovingly  drunk, as  though  he  had  Ihi- 
^ Cic.i.  Give  me  a cup  of  Sack,  and  kifs  me  Lady, 

Kils  my  fwcet  face,  and  make  thy  Husband  cuckold, 

.An  Ocean  of  fwcet  Sack,  fiiall  we  fpeak  treafon  ? 

Leon.  He  is  Devililh  drunk. 

Eftke.  I had  thought  he  had  been  a Devil. 

He  made  as  many  noifes  and  as  horrible. 

Leon.  Oh  a true  lover  Sir  will  lament  loudly, 

U'hich  of  the  butts  is  your  MiHris  ? 

Ctca.  Butt  in  thy  belly.  (monftrous. 

Leon.  There’s  two  in  thine  I am  fure,  ’tis  grown  fb 
Cicj.  Butt  in  thy  face. 

Leon.  Go  carry  him  to  fleep, 

A fools  love  Ihould  be  drunk,  he  has  paid  well  for’t  too. 
\^^hen  he  is  fober  let  him  out  to  rail, 

Or  hang  himfelf,  there  will  be  no  lols  ot  him. 

L Exii  Caca.  and.  Servant^ 

Enter  Perez,  and  Eftifania. 

Leon.  Who’s  this  ray  Mauhound  coufin 
E er.  Good  Sir,  ’tis  very  good,  would  I had  a houfe  too. 
For  there  is  no  talking  in  the  open  air. 

My  Tarmogant  Couz,  I would  be  bold  to  tell  ye, 

1 durft  be  merry  too  ^ I tell  you  plainly, 
y ou  have  a pretty  feat,  you  have  the  luck  on’t, 

A pretty  Lady  too,  I have  mill  both. 

My  Carpenter  built  in  a mill  I thank  him, 

Do  me  the  courtefie  to  let  me  fee  it. 

See  it  but  once  more.  But  I lhall  cry  for  anger, 
rie  hire  a Chandlers  Ihop  clofe  under  ye. 

And  for  my  foolerie,  fell  fope  and  whip-cord. 


Nay  if  you  do  not  laugh  now  and  laugh  heartily. 

You  are  a fool  couz.  Leon.  I mull  laugh  a little. 

And  now  1 have  done,  couz  thou  lhalt  live  with  me, 

My  merry  couz,  the  world  fnall  not  divorce  us. 

Thou  art  a valiant  man, and  thou  lhalt  never  want, 

Will  this  content  thee  ? 

Eerez..  I’le  cry,  and  then  I’lc  be  thankfull. 

Indeed  I will,  and  Tie  be  honeft  to  ye. 

I would  live  a fwallow  here  I mult  confefs. 

Wife  I forgive  thee  all  if  thou  be  honeft. 

At  thy  peril,  I believe  thee  excellent. 

Efitf.  If  I prove  other  waies,  let  me  beg  firft. 

Hold,  this  is  yours,  fome  recompence  for  lervice, 
life  it  to  nobler  ends  than  he  that  gave  it. 

Dh.  And  this  is  yours, your  true  commiinon,Sir, 

Now  you  are  a Captain. 

Leon.  You  are  a noble  Prince  Sir, 

And  nowa  fouldier,  Gentleman,we  all  rejoyce  in’t. 

Juan.  Sir,l  lhall  wait  upon  you  through  all  fortunes. 

Alon.  And  I. 

Altea.  And  I muft  needs  attend  my  Miftris, 

Leon.  Will  you  goe  Sifter.? 

Altea.  Yes  indeed  good  Brother, 

I have  two  ties,  mine  own  bloud, 

And  my  Miftris. 

Marg.  Is  Ihe  your  Sifter  > 

Leon.  Yes  indeed  good  wif^. 

And  my  beft  Sifter, 

For  fhe  prov’d  fo,  wench. 

When  Ihe  deceiv’d  you  with  a loving  Husband. 

Alt.  I would  not  deal  fo  truly  for  a ftranger. 

Marg.  Well  I could  chide  ye. 

But  it  muft  be  lovingly  and  like  a Sifter, 
rie  bring  you  on  your  way,  and  feaft  ye  nobly. 

For  now  I have  an  honeft  heart  to  love  ye. 

And  then  deliver  you  to  the  blue  Neptune.  ( ly, 

Juan,  Your  colours  you  muft  wear,  andwear’emproud- 
Wear ’em  before  the  bullet,  and  in  bloud  too. 

And  all  the  world  lhall  know 
We  are  Vertues  fervants. 

Duke.  AndalltheworldJhallknoWy  a noble  mind 
Makes  women  beautifully  and  envie  blind.  CExeunt. 


Prologue. 

PLeafure  attend  yty  and  about  ye  fit 

The  firings  of  mirth y fancy  ydelight  and  wit 
To  flir  you  upy  do  not  your  lool^  let  fall. 

Nor  to  remembrance  our  late  errors  catty 
Becaufe  this  day  w' are  Spaniards  all  again. 

The  /lory  of  our  Elay,  and  our  Scene  Spain  .* 
The  errors  too,  do  not  for  this  caufe  hate. 

Now  we  prefent  their  wit  and  not  their  /late. 

Nor  Ladies  be  not  angry  if  you  fee, 

young  frefj  beauty,  wanton  and  too  free, 
See^to  abufe  her  Husband,  /I til  'tis  Spain, 

No  fitch  gr of s errors  in  your  Kingdom  raign, 

W' are  Veftals  all,  and  though  we  blow  the  fire. 
We  feldom  make  it  fame  up  to  defire, 

T ake  no  example  neuher  to  begin, 
for  fome  by  precedent  delight  to  fin  : 

Nor  blame  the  Eoet  if  he  flip  afide 
Sometimes  lafcivtoufiy  tf  net  too  wide. 


"But  hold  your  Fanns  clofe,  and  then  fmile  at  cafe, 
A cruel  Scene  did  never  Lady  pleafe. 

Nor  Gentlemen,  pray  be  not  you  difpleas'd, 

Though  we  prefent  fome  men  fool'd,  fome  difeas'd. 
Some  drunk, fome  mad:  We  mean  not yoUyyou're  free. 
We  ta.ve  no  farther  than  our  (fomedte. 

You  are  our  friends,  fit  noble  then  and  fee. 


Epilogue. 

GOod  night  our  worthy  friends,  and  may  you  part 
Each  with  as  merry  and  as  free  a heart 
As  you  came  hither  ; tothofe  noble  eyes 
That  deign  to  fmile  on  our  poor  faculties, 

And  give  a ble/fing  to  our  labouring  ends. 

At  we  hope  many,  to  fuch  fortune  fends 
Their  own  defires,  wives  fair  as  light  as  chajl 
To  thofe  that  live  by  fpight  Wives  made  in  hafi. 
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TRAGICOMEDY 

Perfons  Reprefen 

Caffilanes,  General  of  Candy. 

Antinous,  Caffilanes,  and  his  Competitor. 

Fernando,  a Venetian  Captain^  Servant  to  Anno- 
phel. 

Philander,  Prince  of  Cyprus,  pajfionately  in  love 
vpith  Erota. 

Gonzalo,  An  ambitious  Politick^Lord  of  Venice. 
Gafpero,  Secretary  of  State.  ' 

Melitus,  a Gentleman  of  Candy.  ' ' 

Arcanes,  anoble souldier^  Caffilanes. 

Decius,  Friend  to  Antinous.  ^ 

Po^hycio,  ■\,se«afor,. 

Pollenne,  J 

< 

ited  in  the  Play. 

Paolo  Michael,  Venetian  Ambaffadour. 

Mochingo,  an  ignorant  Servant  to  Erota, 
Gentlemen. 

Souldiers. 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 

r 

Erota,  a Prince fs.^  imperious^  and  of  an  overweaHing 
Beauty. 

Annophel,  Daughter  to  Caffilanes. 

Hyparcha,  Attendant  on  the  Prince^  Erota. 

The  Sfene  Candy. 

> , f 1 

Vw  f 

The  principal 

fofeph  Taylor. 
WiMam  Egleflone. 

: Nicholas  Toolie. 1 

Richard  Sharpe.  J 

I ■ 

( 

Adors  were^ 

[fohn  Lorpin. 
j John  ZJnderwood. 

I (jeorge  ^irch. 

\ihomas^ollard.  - 

^ .-i 

<^Bhs  Primus. 

( 

Scena  Prima. 

|,  EaifrGafpero,  WMelitus.  , ^ 

Mel.  1 R,  you’re  thevery  friend  1 wifh’d  to  meetwith^ 

I have  a large  difcourfe  invites  your  ear. 

To  be  an  Auditor.  i ' 

And  what  concerns  it?  f 

A/e/.  The  fadly  thriving  progreCs  of  the  loves  ! ;? 

; Between  my  Lord,  the  Prince,  and  that  great  Lady,  j ’T 
i Whofe  infolence,  and  never-yet-matdi’d  Pride,  i f ; 

■ Can  by  no  Charafter  be  well  expreft^  t . 

But  in  her  only  name,  the  proud  ,r 

Alas,. I Ihouldguefs the  bell  ;r-  A/G 
Succefs  your  Prince  could  find  from  her,  to  be  . 

As  harfh  as  the  event  doth  prove : but  now  ; 

V - 

i 

’Ti^  not  a time  to  pity  palTionate  griefs, 

When  a whole  Kingdom  in  a manner  lyes 
Upon  its  Dcath-Bed  bleeding. 

Mel.  Who  can  tell  ; 

Whether  or  no  thefe  plagues  at  once 
Hang  over  this  unhappy  Land  for  her  fake 
That  is  a Monller  in  it  ? 

, Gaf.  Here’s  the  mifery 

Of  having  a Child  our  Prince  \ elfe  I prefutne  ' 

The  bold  Veneiians  had  not  dar’d  to  attempt 
•So  bloody  an  invailon. 

Mel.  Yet  I wonder 

Why  (Maftcr  Secretary)  ftill  the  Senate 
So  almoft  fuperftitioufly  adores 

Q^q  " Con  zalo^ , 
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Qon:..th.,  the Lord,  confidering 

Tno  outrage  of  his  Countrymen 

O'.//'  Tlic  Senate 
Is  wife,  and  therein  juH,  for  this 
Upon  a Mall'acrc  performed  at  Sea 
By  the  Admiral  of  renice.,  on  a Merchant 
Of  Ctndy.,  when  the  caufe  was  to  be  heard 
Before  the  Senate  there,  in  open  Court 
ProfeU'ed,  that  the  cruelty  the  Admiral 
Had  Ihewed,  deferved  not  only  fine,  but  death  ; 

For  Civiy  then,  and  VctiiM  were  at  peace : 

Since \vtien  upon  a motion  in  the  Senate, 

For  Conquelt  of  our  Land,  ’tis  known  for  certain, 
Thaccmly  th\sGonz.<tlo  dar’d  to  oppofe  it. 

His  reafon  was,  Irccaufe  it  too  much  favour’d 
Of  lawlefsand  unjufl  ambition. 

The  W’ars  were  fcarce  begun,  but  he  (in  fear 
Of  quarrels ’gainlt  his  life)  fled  from  his  Country, 

And  hither  came,  where  (toconfirm  his  truth) 

I know,  (cJl'/eUtHS^')  he  out  of  his  own  (tore,  • ’ 
Hath  monied  C-tiJilatnes  the  General. 

What,  without  other  pledges  than  (fajfilanes 
Bare  promife  of  payment  ? 

G.tf.  No,  it  may  be 

He  has  fome  pretty  Lordfhip  to  ret'urc  to  ^ 

But  thus  he  hath  done  ; now  ’tis  fit,  MelitHs, 

The  Senate  Ihould  be  thankful,  otherwife 

They  fhould  annihilate  one  of  thofe  Laws 

For  which  this  Kingdome  is  throughout  the  World  ^ 

Unfollowed  and  admired. 

Mel.  What  Laws  are  thofe.  Sir? 

Let  me  fo  much  importune  you.  * '''' 

(yaf.  You  (hall,  ' 

And  they  be  worth  your  knowledge : briefly  thus : 

Who  e’r  he  be  that  can  deted  apparently 

Another  of  ingratitude,"  for  any  ~ 

Received  Benefit,  the  Plaintiff' may 

Require  the  Off'enders  life unlefs  he  pleafe  ■ . . " , 

Freely  and  willingly  to  grant  remifTion, 

Mtl.  By  which  Rrid  Law,  the  Senate  is  in  danger, 
Should  they  negled  Cjonz^lo  ? 

Gaf.  Right,  the  Law  , ^ 

Permits  a like  equality  to  Aliens,  ■ <>  . !• 

As  to  a home-bred  Patriot. 

Mel.  Pray  Sir,  the  other  ? • / ^ , 

Gaf.  Know,  CMelttm.^  ' , 

The  elder  Cr/T4;7J  flourilhed  many  years,  ,■  ’■ 

In  War,  in  Peace  unparallel’d,  and  they 

(To  fpur  heroick  Spirits  on  to  Vertue)  '•* 

Enaded  that  what  man  fo  ere  he  were,* 

Did  nobleff;  in  the  field  againlt  his  enemy. 

So  by  the  general  voice  approv’d,  and  known, 

Might  at  his  home- return,  make  his  demand 
For  fatisfadion,  and  reward. 

Mel.  They  arc 

Both  famous  Laws  indeed.  •.  t C > 

Eater  a tJMeffenger. 

Mtf.  Mafter  Secretary, 

The  Senate  is  about  to  fit,  and  crave 
Your  prcfencc. 

Gaf.  What,  fofuddenly  ? 

Mef.  Thcfc  Letters  ' 

Will  fhew  the  caufts  why. 

Gaf.  Heaven,  thou  art  great. 

And  worthy  to  be  thanked ! 

Mel.  Your  countenance.  Sir, 

Doth  promife  fome  good  tidings. 

Cjaf  O the  beff: 

And  happieft  for  this  land  that  e’r  was  told  ! ; 

1 All  the  Forces  arc  defeated. 

- Mel.  How,  Sir  ? 

I <7>?/.  And  what  doth  add  fome  delight  more, 
j There  is  amonglt  the  Souldiers  a contention  • . 




Who  ffiall  be  the  triumpher,  and  it  Rands 
Doubtful  between  a Father  and  his  Son, 

Old  Caffilaaesy  and  young  Aminous. 

Mel.  Why  may  not  both  demand  it  ? 

Gaf,  The  Law  denies  it , 

But  where  the  Souldiers  do  not  all  confent, 

The  Parties  in  contention,  are  refer’d 
To  plead  before  the  Senate^  and  from  them 
Upon  an  open  audience  to  be  judg’d 
The  Chief,  and  then  to  make  demands. 

Mel.  Youraviflime 
With  wonder  and  delight. 

(faf.  Corner  as  we  walk, 

I fhall  more  fully  inform  you.  \JExeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

Enter  Caffilanes,  Arcanes,  Antinous,  4«</Decius. 

CaJ.  Admit  no  Souldier  near  us  till  the  Senate 
Have  took  their  places. 

Arc.  You  are  obey’d,  my  Lord, 

Ant.  Deems,  fall  off! 

Dec.  I fhall. 

Caf.  Give  leave  oArcanes : 

Young  man,  come  nearer  to  me:  whoatiil? 

Ant.  It  were  a fin  againll  the  piety 
Of  filial  duty,  if  I fhould  forget 
The  debt  I owe  my  Father  on  my  knee : 

Your  pleafure? 

Caf.  What,  folow?  canfl:  thou  find  joints, 

Y et  be  an  Elephant  ? Antinous,  rife ; 

Thou  wilt  belye  opinion,  and  rebate 
The  ambition  of  thy  gallantry,  that  they  c 
Whofe  confidence  thou  haft  bewitch’d,  fhould  fee 
Their  little  God  of  War,  kneel  to  his  Father, 

Though  in  my  hand  I did  grafp  Thunder. 

Ant.  Sir^  - 

For  proof  that  I acknowledge  you  the  Author 
Of  giving  me  my  Birth,  I have  difeharg’d 
A part  of  my  Obedience.  But  if  now 
You  fhould  (as  cruel  fathers  do)  proclaim 
Your  right,  and  Tyrant-like  ufurp  the  glory 
Of  my  peculiar  honours,  not  deriv’d 
From  fucceffary,  but  purchas’d  with  my  blond, 

Then  I muft  ftand  firft. Champion  for  my  felf 
Againft'a^linterpofers, 

, Caf  \ Boldly  urg’d,  ’ \ < 

And  proudly,  I could  love  (hee,  did  not  anger 
Confult  with  juft; difdainj  >in  open  language 
To  cqll  thee  moft  ungrateful.  Say  freely. 

Wilt  thou  refign  the  flatteries  whereon 
The  reeling  pillars  of  a popular  breath 
Have  rais’d  thy  Giant-like  conceit,  to  add 
Afufffage  to  thy  Fathers  merit  ? fpeak. 

Ant.. Sk,  hear  me:  were  there  not  a Chronicle 
Well  pert’d  by  all  their  tongues,  who  can  report 
What  they  have  feen  you  do  j or  had  you  not 
Beft  in  your  own  performance  writ  your  felf. 

And  been  your  own  text,  1 would  undertake 
Alone,  without  the  help  of  Art,  orChara<fter, 

But  only  to  recount  your  deeds  in  Arms, 

And  you  ftiould  ever  then  be  fam’d  a Prefident 
Of  living  vidory  .•  But  as  you  are 
Great,  and  well  worthy  to  be  ftiled  Great, 

It  would  betray  a poverty  of  Spirit  , 

In  me  to  obftrudmy  fortunes,  or  defeent, 

If  I fhould  coward-like  furrender  up 

The  intcreft  which  the  inheritance  of  your  vertue 

And  mine  own  thrifty  fate  can  claim  in  honour : 

My  Lord,  of  all  the  mafs  of  Fame,  which  any 
That  wears  a Sword,  and  hath  but  feen  me  fight, 

Gives  me,  I will  not  fhare,  nor  yield  one  jot, 

One  tittle. 

Caf  Not  to  me  ? 

Ant. 


jint.  You  arc  my  Father, 

Yet  not  to  you. 

CAf.  Ambitious  Boy,  how  dar’ft  thou 
To  tell  me,  that  thou  wilt  contend  > 
j4nt.  Had  I 

Been  flothful,  and  not  follow’d  you  in  all 
The  ftreightsof  death,  you  might  havejullly  then 
Reputed  me  a Ballard  : ’tis  a cruelty 
More  than  to  murther  Innocents,  to  take 
The  life  of  my  yet  infant-honour  from  me. 

Caf.  AtnitioKSy  look  upon  this  badge  of  age* 

Thy  Father’s  grey-hair’d  beard : full  fifty  years, 
(And  more  than  half  of  this,  ere  thou  wert  born) 
1 have  been  known  a Souldier,  in  which  time 
I found  no  difiercnce  ’twixt  War  and  Peace, 

For  War  was  Peace  to  me,  and  Peace  was  War. 
ji/ninous^  mark  itie  well  ^ there  hath  not  liv’d 
Thefe  fifty  years  a man  whom  (rete  prefer’d 
Before  thy  Father  ^ let  me  boldly  boalt, 

Thy  Father,  both  for  Difeipline  and  Adion 
Hath  fo  long  been  the  firfl:  of  all  his  Nation  •, 

Now,  canlt  thou  think  it  honelt,  charitable, 

Nay  humane,  being  lb  young,  my  Son,  my  Child, 
Begot,  bred,  taught  by  me,  by  me  thy  Father, 

For  one  days  fervice,  and  that  on  thy  firll, 

To  rob  me  of  a glory  which  I fought  for 
A half  of  hundred  years  ? 

j4nt.  My  cafe  obferves 
Both  equity  and  prefidents  \ for  Sir, 

That  very  day  whereon  you  got  your  Fame, 

You  took  it  from  fome  other,  who  was  then 
Chief  in  repute,  as  you  are  now,  and  has  been 
Perhaps  as  many  years  deferving  that 
Which  you  gain’d  in  a day,  as  I have  mine. 

Ca[.  But  he  was  not  my  Father  then,  Antimns  \ 
Thou  leav’ll  out  that. 

Ant.  Sir,  had  he  been  your  Father, 

He  had  been  then  immortal  ^ for  a Father 
Heightens  his  reputation  where. his  Son 
Inherits  it,  as  when  you  give  us  life, 

Your  life  is  not  diminilh’d  but  renew’d 
.In  us  when  you  are  dead,  and  we  are  ftill 
Your  living  Images, 

Caf-  So  be  thou  curs’d 
1 In  thy  pollerity,  as  I in  thee, 

• Difhonourable  Boy O lhall  that  Sun, 

Which  not  a year  yet  fince  beheld  me  mounted 
Upon  a fiery  Steed,  waving  my  Sword, 

And  teaching  this  young  Man  to  manage  Arms, 
That  was  a raw,  frelh  Novice  in  the  feats 
Of  Chivalrie , lhall  that  lame  Sun  be  witnefs 
Againlt  this  Brat  of  his  Ingratitude  ? 

Who,  toeclipfe  the  light  of  my  renown. 

Can  no  way  hope  to  get  a noble  Name, 

But  by  the  treading  on  his  Father’s Greatnelsj 
Thou  wilt  not  yield  ? 


Enter  Arcanes. 


Ant.  My  life,  but  not  the  prize 
My  Sword  hath  purchas’d. 

Arc.  The  Senate, 

My  Lord,  are  here  at  hand,  and  all  the  Souldiers 
Begin  to  throng  about  them.  i. 

Caf.  Now,  <iArcaneSy  ■ 

Arc.  What,  Sit?  \ , 

Caf  Trifles  will  aflront  us  i that  . , . ^ 

Fine  fighting  Stripling.  . ' //  . ; e'i  -.i 

Arc.  Let  him  have  the  lhame  on’tj  ',  rnrn  c ' 
’Pleale  you  withdraw  on  this  fide.  o , , ■ 

Caf.  My  great  heart  : 

Was  never  quail’d  before.’ 

Dec.  My  Lord,  be  confident,  , . 

Let  not  your  Father  daunt  you. 

ite.  ‘D  eciiify  whither  , y 


Multi  withdraw  ? 

Dec.  On  this  fide. Sec,  the  Souldiers  , 

Attend  your  pleafurc courage.  Sir  *,  the  Senate. 

Caf  Way  for  the  Senate. 

Enter  Porphycio,  PolTennc,  {three  Senators)  Gonzalo, 
Galjjcro,  Souldiers. 

My  good  Lords  I know  not 
What  tax  of  arrogance  I may  incurr. 

Should  I prefume,  though  courted  by  your  Favours, 

To  take  a place  amonglt  you  •,  I had  rather 

Give  proof  of  my  unfeign’d  humility 

By  force,  though  mean,  yet  more  becoming  place, 

Than  run  the  hazard  of  a doubtful  cenfure. 

Pof  My  Lord,  your  wifdom  is  both  known  and  try’d  *, 
We  cannot  rank  you  in  a nobler  Friendlliip 
Than  your  great  fervice  to  the  State  delerves. 

Por.  Will’t  pleafe  you,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Fernando  with  Souldiers. 

^onz..  What’s  here,  my  Lord  T^orphycio  ? 

It  mull  not  be. 

Por.  My  Lord,  you  are  too  modell. 

Gonz..  It  is  no  Icafon  to  be  troublefome, 

Fife but  I have  done  .•  your  Lordlhips  are  obferv’d, 

Gaj.  Is  the  demandant  ready  ^ 

Arc.  He  is  ready. 

(faf.  Produce  him  then. 

Arc  Before  this  facred  prefence, 

I,  by  a general  conlent,  am  made 

The  Souldiers  voice,  and  to  your  gracious  Wifedoms* 

Prefentas  chief  in  Arms,  his  Countries  Champion, 

(fajfilanes. 

Dec.  Moll  reverend  Lords,  you  hear  the  lefler  number 
Of  thofe  who  have  been  Guardians  to  this  Country, 
Approve  this  Champion ; I*  in  all  their  names. 

Who  fought  for  Candy.,  here  prefent  before  you 
The  mightidt  man  in  Arms,  (t^ntinous. 

Speak  fellow  Souldiers. 

Sold.  AntinoiiSj  Antinous. 

Gaf.  Stand  by  all,  fave  the  two  Competitors.  (botli, 

Pojf.  My  Lords,  how  much  your  Countrey  owes  you 
The  due  reward  of  your  defertful  glories 
Mull  to  Pollerity  remain .-  but  yet 
Since,  by  our  Law,  one  only  can  make  claim 
To  the  propoled  honours  which  you  both 
(Itfcems)  have  truly  merited,  take  leave 
Freely  to  plead  your  rights  •,  we  lhall  attend  ye. 

Tor.  Wherein  priority  of  voice  is  granted. 

Lord  (faffiUncs  to  you  •,  for  that  your  rare 
And  long  experience  in  the  Courfe  of  War, 

As  well  doth  challenge  it  as  the  belt  priviledge 

Of  Order  and  Civility,  for  that 

You  are  your  brave  Opponents  worthy  Father. 

Say,  Country- men,  are  you  content? 

Sold.  I,  I. 

Caff.  Right  grave,  right  gracious  Fathers  •,  how  unfit 
It  is  for  me,  that  all  my  life  time  have 
Been  pradis’d  in  the  School  of  Bloud,  and  Slaughter 
To  bandy  words  now  in  my  lifes  lall  farewel, 

Your  Wifedomes  will  confider  ^ were  there  pitcht 

Another,  and  another  field,  like  that 

Which,  not  yet  three  days  fince,  this  Arm  hath  Icatter’d, 

Defeated,  and  made  nothing,  then  the  man 

That  had  a heart  to  think  he  could  but  follow 

(For  equal  me  he  Ihould  not)  through  the  laneS 

Of  danger  and  amazement,  might  in  that 

That  only  of  but  following  me,  be  happy. 

Reputed  worthy  to  be  made  my  Rival 
For’tisnot,  Lords,  unknown  to  thole  about  me, 

(My  fellow  Souldiers)  firll,  with  what  a confidence 
1 led  them  on  to  fight,  went  on  Hill,  and 
As  if  I could  have  been  a f cond  Nature, 

As  well  in  heartening  them  by  my  example. 
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As  by  my  exhortation,  1 gave  litc 
To  quicken  courage,  to  inilamc  revenge, 

• To  heighten  rcfoliition  ; in  a word. 

To  out  doc  action  : It  boots  not  todifeover, 

! How  that  young  man,  who  was  not  fledg’d  nor  skill’d 
In  Martial  play,  w as  even  as,  ignorant 
As  childifli ; But  1 lift  not  to  dilparage 
His  non  ability  .•  The  fignal  given 
I Ot  Battel,  when  our  enemies  came  on, 

(Dirc^cd  more  by  fury,  than  by  warrant 
Of  Policy  and  Stratagem  ) I met  them, 

^ 1 in  the  fore  front  of  the  Armies  met  them ; 

' And  as  if  this  old  weather-beaten  body 
I Had  been  compos’d  of  cannon  proof,  I flood 
The  volleys  of  their  fliot.  1,  I myfelf 
Was  he  that  firfl  dif  rankt  their  woods  of  Pikes : 

But  when  wc  came  to  handy-flroaks,  as  often 
As  I lent  blows,  fo  often  I gave  wounds. 

And  every  wound  a death.  I may  be  bold 
T o juflilie  a truth,  this  very  fword 
O'  mine  flew  more  than  any  twain  befides ; 

And,  which  is  not  the  Icaft  of  all  my  glorie, 

Wi'.cn  he,  this  young  man,  hand  to  hand  in  fight, 

Was  by  the  General  of  the  Venetians, 

And  fuch  as  were  his  retinue,  unhors’d, 

1 ftept  between,  and  refeu’d  him  my  felf. 

Or  horfes  hoofs  had  trampled  him  to  dirt  \ 

And  vvhilfl  he  was  re-mounting,  I maintain’d 
T"'e  combate  with  the  gallant  General, 

Till  having  taken  breath, he  throng’d  before  me, 

Renew’d  the  fight,  and  with  a fatal  blow, 

Stole  both  that  honour  from  me,  and  his  life 
From  him,  whom  I before  my  felf  alone, 

Had  more  than  full  three  quarters  kill’d : a man 
Well  worthy  only  by  this  hand  to  have  dy’d. 

Not  by  a Boys  weak  pufli : I talk  too  much. 

But  ’tis  a fault  of  age  ; If  to  bring  home 
Long  peace,  long  viftorie  ,even  to  your  Capitol  \ 

If  to  fecure  your  Kingdom,  wives,  and  children, 

Your  lives  and  liberties;  if  to  renown 

Your  honours  through  the  world,  to  fix  your  names. 

Like  Blazing  flars  admir’d,  and  fear’d  %all 
That  have  but  heard  of  Candy,  or  a Cretan, 

Be  to  defer  ve  the  approvement  of  my  man  hood. 

Then  thus  much  have  I done : what  more,examine 
1 he  annals  of  my  life  ^ and  thenconfider 
What  1 have  been,  and  am.  Lords  I have  laid. 

With  reverence  to  the  Senate, is  it  law full. 
Without  your  Cuflomes  breach,  to  fay  a word  ? 

Say  on  my  Lord  GouzaIo. 

Gonz..  I have  heard. 

And  with  no  little  vv'onder,  fuch  high  deeds 
Of  Chivalrie  difeours’d,  that  I confefs, 

I do  not  think  the  Worthies  while  they  liv’d 
All  nine,  deferv’d  as  much  applaufe,or  niemoric. 

As  this  one ; But  who  can  do  ought  to  gain 
The  crown  of  honour  from  him,  mult  befomewhat 
More  than  a man ; you  tread  a dangerous  path. 

Yet  I fhall  hear  you  gladly:  for  believe  me. 

Thus  much  let  meprofefs,  in  honours  caufe, 

I would  not  to  my  Father,  nor  my  King, 

( My  Countries  Father ) yield  : ifyou  tranfeend 
! What  we  have  heard,  1 can  but  only  fay, 

That  Miracles  arc  yet  in  ufe.  I fear 
I have  ofTended. 

PoY^.  You  have  fpoken  nobly. 

\Anttn9M  ufe  your  priviledge. 

I Ant.  Princely  Fathers, 
i E’rc  I begin,  one  fuit  I have  to  make, 

I’Tisjufl,  and  honourable. 

PoY^.  Poff.  Speak,  and. have  it. 

; Ant.  That  you  would  pleafe  the  fouldiers  might  all  ftand 
! Together  by  their  General. 

} Polf.  ’Tis  granted. 


All  fall  to  yonder  iide  : Go  on,  Antinom. 

Ant.  I fiiall  be  briefand  plain : all  what  my  Father 
(This Countries  Patron)  hath  difeours’d,  is  true. 
Fellows  in  Arms : fpeak  you,  is’ttrue? 

Sol.  True , true. 

Ant.  It  follows,  that  the  blaze  of  my  performance 
Took  light  from  what  I faw  him  do  : and  thus 
A City  ( though  the  flame  be  much  more  dreadfull ) 

May  from  a little  fpark  be  fet  on  fire  •, 

Of  all  what  I have  done,  I fhall  give  inflance 
Only  in  three  main  proofs  of  my  defert. 

Firfl  I fought  out  ( but  through  how  many  dangers 
My  Lords  judge  ye  ) the  chief,  the  great  Commander, 
The  head  of  that  huge  body,  whofe  proud  weight 
Our  Land  flirunk  under,  him  I found  and  fought  with. 
Fought  with,  and  flew.  Fellows  in  Arms,  fpeak  you, 

Is’t  true  or  not  ? 

Sold.  True,  true. 

tyAnt.  When  he  was  fain , 

The  hearts  of  all  our  adverfaries 
Began  to  quail,  till  young  Fevnando,  fon 
To  the  laft  Duke  of  Venice  gather’d  head. 

And  foon  renew’d  the  field,  by  whofe  example 
The  bold  Venetians  doubling  flrength  and  courage 
Had  got  the  better  of  the  day  *,  our  men 
Suppofing  that  their  adverfaries  grew 
Like  Hydra's  head,  rccoyle,  and  ’gan  to  flye : 

I follow’d  them  •,  and  what  I laid,  they  know  ^ 

The  fumme  on’t  is  I call’d  them  back,  new  rankt  them  5 
Led  on,  they  follow’d,  fhrunk  not  tell  the  end ; 

Fellows  in  Arms  is’t  true,  or  no  ? 

Sold.  True,  true. 

Ant.  Laftly,  tofinifliall,  there  was  but  one. 

The  only  great  exploit  *,  which  was  to  take 
Fernando  prifoner,  and  that  hand  to  hand 
In  Angle  fight  I did  .•  my  felf  without 
The  help  of  any  arm,  fave  the  arm  of  Heaven. 

Speak  Souldiers,  is  it  true,  or  no  ? 

Sold.  Antinom , Antinous. 

Ant.  Behold  my  prifoner.  Fathers. 

Fern.  This  one  man 
Ruin’d  our  Army,  and  hath  glorifi’d 
Crete  in  her  robes  of  mightinefs  and  conqueft. 

Pof.We  need  not  ufe  long  circumflance  of  words, 
Antinom  thou  art  conquerer : the  Senate, 

The  fouldiers, and  thy  valour  have  pronounc’d  it. 

All.  Antinous,  Antinous. 

Torf.  Make  thy  demand. 

Ca[.  Pleafe  ye  ( my  Lords  ) give  leave 
That  I may  part. 

Pof.  No  Cajfilane,  the  Court 
Should  therein  be  diflionour’d,  do  not  imagin 
Wc  prize  your  prefence  at  fo  flight  a rate. 

Demand,  Antinom. 

^Ant.  Thus  ( my  Lords)  to  witnefs 
How  far  1 am  from  arrogance,  or  thinking 
I am  more  valiant,  though  more  favour’d  - 
Than  my  mofl  matchlefs  father,  my  demand  is. 

That  for  a lafting  memorie  of  his  name. 

His  deeds,  his  real,  nay  his  royal  worth. 

You  fet  up  in  your  Capitol  in  Brafs 
My  Fathers  Statue,  there  to  fland  forever 
A Monument  and  Trophy  of  his  vidlories. 

With  this  Infeription  to  fucceed ingages, 

Great  Cafll  lanes.  Patron  of  Candy's  Peace, 

Perpetual  Trmmpher. 

Por.  Pof.  It  is  granted.  What  more? 

Ant.  No  more. 

Caf.  How  Boy? 

Gonz..  Thou  art  immortal. 

Both  for  thy  Son-like  pictie,  and  beauties 
Of  an  unconquer’d  minde. 

Ant.  My  Prifoner,  Lords, 

To  your  more  facred  wifedoms  I furrendcr : 

Fit 
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Fit  you  his  ranfom ; half  whereof  I give 
For  largcfs  to  the  Soulcliers ; the  other  half 
To  the  erection  of  this  monument. 

Cijf.  Ambitious  villain. 

Conz..  Thou  art  all  un-iinitabic. 

My  Lords,  to  work  a certain  peace  for  C/tudy 
With  t' ermDulo  like  a Prince  •, 

His  ranfom  I’le  disburfe  what  e’re  it  be : 

Yet  you  may  flay  him  with  you,  till  conditions 
Of  amitie  lhall  be  concluded  on : 

Are  ye  content  ? 

Porp.  We  are,  and  ever  refl: 

Both  friends  aud  debtors  to  your  noblenefs. 

Corjz^  Souldiers  attend  me  in  the  Market  place, 

I’le  thither  fend  your  largefs. 

Sold.  AntinoM.  f Exeunt. 

Cuf.  I have  a fute  too,  Lords. 

Porp.  Pof.  Propofe  it, ’tis  yours,  if  fit  and  juft. 

, Caf.  Let  not  my  -fervices. 

My  being  forty  years  a drudge,  a pack-horfe 
To  you,  and  to  the  State,  be  branded  now 
With  Ignominy  ne’re  to  be  forgotten : 

Rear  me  no  Monument,  unlefs  you  mean 
To  have  me  fam’d  a Coward,  and  be  ftamp’d  fo. 

Pof.  We  underftand  you  not. 

Cif.  Proud  boy,  thoudoft. 

And  T yrant  like  infult’ft  upon  my  ftiame. 

Afjt.  Sir,  Heaven  can  tell,  and  my  integrity. 

What  I did,  was  but  only  to  inforce 
The  Senates  gratitude.  I now  acknowledge  it. 

Caf.  Obferve  it  Fathers,  how  this  haughty  boy 
Grows  cunning  in  his  envy  of  mine  honours : 

He  knows  no  mention  can  of  me  be  made. 

But  that  it  ever  likewife  muft  be  told. 

How  I by  him  was  mafter’d  ^ and  for  furety 
That  all  fucceeding  times  may  fo  report  it, 

He  would  have  my  difhonour,  and  his  Triumphs 
Ingrav’d  in  Brafs : hence,  hence  proceeds  the  fallhood 
Of  his  infinuating  piety. 

Thou  art  no  child  of  mine : thee  and  thy  bloud. 

Here  in  the  Capitol,  before  the  Senate, 

I utterly  renounce : So  thrift  and  fate 
Confirm  me  ^ henceforth  never  lee  my  face. 

Be,  as  thou  art,  a villain  to  thy  Father. 

Lords  I muft  crave  your  leaves : come,  come  Arca?fes.  IJBx. 
Conn.  Here’s  a ftrange  high-born  fpirit. 

Pof.  ’Tis  but  heat 

Of  fuddain  prelent  rage ; I dare  alTure 
iAntinofft  of  his  favour. 

a^nt.  I not  doubt  it, 

He  is  both  a good  man,  and  a good  Father. 

I fhall  attend  your  Lordlhips. 

Poff.  Do  AntinoHs. 

Conn.  Yes:  feaftthy  Triumphs 
With  applaufe  and  pleafures. 

Por.  Pojf  Lead  on.  [^Exeunt.  Flor,  Cornets. 

Ant.  I Utterly  renounce  ’Twas  fb 

Was’t  not,  my  T>ectHs  ? 

Dec.  Pilli,  you  know,my  Lord, 

; Old  men  are  cholerick. ' 

Ant.  And  laftly  parted 
With,  never  henceforth  fee  my  face : Ome, 

How  have  I loft  a Father  ? Such  a Father  ? 

Such  a one  Decius ! I am  milerable. 

Beyond  expreflion. 

Dec.  Fie,  how  unbecoming 
This  Ihews  upon  your  day  of  fame  ? 

Ant.  O mifehief! 

I muft  no  more  come  near  him ; that  I know. 

And  am  aftur’d  on’t. 

Dec.  Say  you  do  not  > 

Ant.  True ; 

Put  cafe  I do  not ; what  is  Candy  then 
To  loft  AntinoHs  ? Malta,  1 refolve 

To  end  my  dayes  in  thee. 

Dec.  How’s  that  ? 

Ant.  I’le  trie 

All  humble  means  of  beingreconcil’d, 

Which  if  deny’d,  then  I may  jullly  lay. 

This  day  has  prov’d  my  worft : Deems,  my  worft. 

C Exeunt. 

AUhs  SecHndHS.  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Gonzalo,  and  Gafpero. 

Gajp.  Ow  to  what  you  have  heard  ; as  no  man  can 

Better  than  1,  give  you  her  Chara(fter  j 
For  I have  been  both  nurs’d,  and  train’d  up  to 
Her  petulant  humours,  and  been  glad  to  bear  them, 

Her  Brother,  my  late  Mafter,  did  no  lefs : 

Strong  apprehenlions  of  her  beauty  hath 
Made  her  believe  that  Ihe  is  more  than  woman  : 

And  as  there  did  not  want  thofe  flatterers 
’Bout  the  worlds  Conquerour,  to  make  him  think, 

And  did  perfivade  him  that  he  was  a god  •, 

So  there  be  thofe  bafe  flies,  that  will  not  flick 
To  buzze  into  her  ears  Ihe  is  an  Angel, 

And  that  the  food  Ihe  feeds  on  is  Ambrofia. 

Conn.  She  Ihould  not  touch  it  then,  ’tis  Poets  fare. 

Caf.  I may  take  leave  to  fay,  Ihe  may  as  well 
Determine  of  her  felf  to  be  a goddefs. 

With  lefler  flatterie  than  he  a god  : 

For  Ihe  does  conquer  more,  although  not  farther. 

Every  one  looks  on  her,  dyes  in  defpair. 

And  would  be  glad  to  do  it  adually. 

To  have  the  next  age  tell  how  worthily. 

And  what  good  caule  he  had  to  perilh  fo : 

Here  beauty  is  fuperlative,  Ihe  knows  it, 

And  knowing  it,  thinks  no  man  can  deferve. 

But  ought  to  perilh,  and  to  dye  for  her : 

Many  great  Princes  for  her  love  have  languilh’d. 

And  given  themfelves  a willing  facrifice. 

Proud  to  have  ended  fo : And  now  there  is 
A Prince  fo  madded  in  his  own  pafllons. 

That  he  forgets  the  Royaltie  he  was  born  to. 

And  deems  it  happinefs  to  be  her  Have. 

Conn.  You  talk  as  if  you  meant  to  winde  me  in. 

And  make  me  of  the  number. 

Gaf.  Sir,  miftake  me  not,  the  fervice  that  I owe  ye 
Shall  plead  for  me : I tell  you  what  Ihe  is. 

What  Ihe  experts,  and  what  ftie  will  effedl, 

Unlefs  you  be  the  miracle  of  men. 

That  come  with  a purpole  to  behold, 

And  goe  away  your  felf. 

Gonn.  I thank  you,  1 will  do  it : But  pray  refolve  me. 
How  is  Ihe  ftor’d  with  wit  ? 

Caf.  As  with  beauty, 

Infinite,  and  more  to  be  admired  at. 

Than  medled  with.  (feet? 

(^onn.  And  walks  her  tongue  the  fame  gate  with  her 

(jaf.  Much  beyond : what  e’re  her  heart  thinks, Ihe  utters: 
And  fo  boldly,  fo  readily,  as  you  would  judge 
It  penn’d  and  ftudied. 

Enter  Erota,  Philander,  Annophil,  Hyparcha, 
Mochingo,  Attendants. 

Gonn.  She  comes. 

Gaf.  I muft  leave  yoli  then. 

But  my  beft  wifhes  lhall  remain  with  yftu. 

Conn.  Still  I muft  fhank  you. 

This  is  the  moft  palTionate, 

Moll  pitifull  Prince, 

Who  in  the  Caldi  on  of  affeflions, 

Looks  as  he  had  been  oar-boy’ld. 

Phil 
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' r- 1 in  oficnd  w ith  too  much  loving  you, 

It  is  a fau’t  that  I mult  Itill  commit, 
j To  make  vour  mercy  Hiinc  the  more  on  me. 

Frox.  You  are  the  ll'lf- fa  me  creature  you  condemn, 

. Or  e'l''  you  durft  not  follow  me  with  hope 
That  1 can  pity  you,  who  am  lb  far 
, From  granting  any  comfort  in  this  kind, 

That  yoirand  all  men  elfe  (hall  {x:rifh  firll; 
i I will  live  free  and  fingle,  till  1 tind 
Something  above  a man  to  equal  me  •, 
j Put  all  your  brave  Heroes  into  one, 

; Vour  Kings  and  Emperours,  and  let  him  come 
In  perfon  of  a man,  and  1 Ihould  fcorn  him  : 

Mult,  and  will  fcorn  him. 

The  god  of  love  himfelf  hath  loll  hiseyes. 

His  bow  and  Torch  extinguilh’d,  and  the  Poets 
That  made  him  firlt  a god,  have  loll  their  fire 
Since  1 appear’d,  and  from  my  eyes  mull  (leal  it. 

This  I dare  fpeak  ; and  let  me  fee  the  man. 

Now  1 have  fpoke  it,  that  doth,  dare  deny; 

‘ Nay,  not  believe  it. 

Mo.  He  is  mad  that  does  not. 

Erot.  Have  not  all  the  nations  of  the  Earth  heard  of  me  ? 
Moll  come  to  fee  me,  and  feeing  me,  return’d 
Fu’lofmypraifes.^  teaching  their  Chroniclers 
To  make  their  Stories  perfeft  ? for  where  the  name, 

Merely  the  w^ord  of  fair  Erot  a (lands. 

It  is  a lading  Hiftory  to  time, 

Begetting  admiration  in  the  men, 

And  in  my  own  Sex  envie ; which  glorie’s  lod, 

When  I fliali  dick  my  beautie  in  a cloud. 

And  clearly  diine  through  it. 

Ccr.z.  This  woman’s  in  the  altitudes,  and  he  mud  be 
A good  Aftrologer  Ihall  know  her  Zodiack. 

Phtl.  For  any  man  to  think 
Himfelf  an  able  purchafer  of  you. 

But  in  the  bargain  there  mud  be  declar’d 
Infinite  bounty : otherwife  I vow. 

By  all  that’s  excellent  and  gracious  in  you, 

I would  untenant  every  hope  lodg’d  in  me. 

And  yield  my  felf  up  loves,  or  your  own  Martyr. 

Erot.  So  you  Ihall  pleafe  us. 

Phil.  O you  cannot  be 
So  heavenly,  and  fo  abfolute  in  all  things. 

And  yet  retain  fuch  cruel  tyranny. 

Erot.  lean,  Ido,  (will. 

Gonz.,  She  is  in  her 

Moods, and  herTenfes : I’le  Crammer  with  you. 

And  make  a trial  how  I can  decline  you  : 

; By  your  leave  ( great  Lady. ) 
i E.rot.  What  are  you? 
j Gonz^  A man,  a good  man,  that’s  a wealthy ; 
j A Proper  man,  and  a proud  man  too  •,  one 
That  underdands  himfelf,  and  knows,  unlefs 
; I:  be  your  felf,  no  woman  on  the  Univerfe  deferves  him. 

Nay,  Lady,  I mud  tell  you  too  withal , 
i I may  make  doubt  of  that,  unlefs  you  paint 
With  better  judgement  next  day  than  on  this ; 

■ For  (plain  I mud  be  with  you)  ’tisadull  Fucus. 

Erot.  Knows  any  one  here  what  this  fellow  is  ? 

' Jiten.  He  is  of  Venke  (Madam)  a great  Magnifico, 

And  gracious  with  the  Senate.  ( here  ? 

I Erot.  Let  him  keep  then  among  them;  what  makes  he 

Here’s  date  enough  where  I am  : here’s  a do 

; You,  tell  him,  if  he  have  ought  with  us,  let  him 
' Look  lower,  and  give  it  in  Petition. 

Mo.  Mighty  Magnifico,  my  Midrisbid  me  tell  you, 

■ If  you  have  ought  with  her,  you  mud  look  lower. 

And  yield  it  in  Petition. 

(^onz..  Here  is  for  thee  a Ducket. 

Mon.  You  fay  well  Sir,  take  your  own  courfe. 

' Gonz..  1 will  not  grace  you 
( Lady  ) fo  much  as  take  you  by  the  hand  •, 

' But  when  I (hall  vouchfafe  to  touch  your  lip. 


Itfliall  be  through  your  Court  a holy-day 
Proclaimed  for  fo  high  favour. 

Erot.  This  is  fome 

Great  mans  Jeder : Sirrah,  begon,  here  is 
No  place  to  fool  in. 

Gonz^.  Where  are  the  fools  you  talk  of? 

I do  keep  two. 

Erot.  No  quedion*of  it;  for 
In  your  felf  you  do  maintain  an  hundred. 

Gonz..  And  befides  them  I keepa  noble  train, 

Statids,  and  men  of  adtion : my  purfe  is  large  and  deep. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  riot  to  draw  drie : 

Fortune  did  vie  with  Nature,  to  bellow 
( When  1 was  born  ) her  bountie  equally : 

’Tis  not  amifs  you  turn  your  eyes  from  me  •, 

For  (hould  you  (land  and  gaze  me  in  the  face, 

You  perilh  would,  like  Semele  by  Jove: 

In  Fenke  at  this  indant  there  do  lye 
No  lefs  than  threefcore  Ladies  in  their  graves, 

And  in  their  Beds  five  hundred  for  my  love. 

Mo.Yon  lie  more  than  they  \ yet  it  becomes  him  bravel  j 
Would  I could  walk  and  talk  (b.^*  I’le  endeavour  it.  , 
Erot.  Sir,  do  you  know  me.? 

Gon.  Yes,  you  were  fider  to  the  late  Prince  of  Candy 
Aunt  to  this  young  one ; and  I in  Fenke^ 

Am  born  a Lord  j equal  I to  you  in  fortunes, 

In  lhape ; Tie  fay  no  more,  but  view. 

Mon.  There  needs  no  more  be  faid,  were  I a woman 

0 he  does  rarely : in  fhape ; I’le  fay  no  more. 

But  view:  who  could  fay  more,  who  better.? 

Man  is  no  man,  nor  woman  woman  is, 

Unlefs  they  have  a pride  like  one  of  thele. 

How  poor  the  Prince  of  Cyprus  (hews  to  him ! 

How  poor  another  Lady  unto  her  I 
Carriage  and  State  makes  us  feem  demi  gods. 

Humility,  like  beads,  worms  of  the  Earth. 

Enter  Antinous,  and  Decius. 

j4nt.  Royal  Lady,  I kifs  your  hand. 

Erot.  Sir,  I know  you  not. 

Anno.  O my  noble  Brother,  welcom  from  the  wars. 

Ant.  Dear  Sider. 

Ann.  Where  is  my  Father,  that  you  come  without  him  ? 
We  have  news  of  your  fuccefs : he  has  his  health  I hope  ? 
Ant.  Yes  Sider,  he  has  his  health,  but  is  not  well. 

Ann.  How  not  well .?  what  Riddles  do  your  utter.? 

Ant.  rie  tell  you  more  in  private. 

Gonz..  Noble  Sir, 

1 cannot  be  unmindfull  of  your  merit, 

Since  I lad  heard  it : you  are  a hopefull  youth. 

And  ( indeed  ) the  Soul  of  Candy. 

I mud  fpeak  my  thoughts. 

Ann.  The  Prince  of  Cyprus  Brother,  good  Decius. 

Ant.  I am  his  Servant. 

Phil.  You  are  the  Patron  of  your  Countrie,  Sir, 

So  your  unimitable  deeds  proclaim  you, 

It  is'no  language  of  my  own,  but  all  mens. 

Gonz..  Your  Enemies  mud  needs  acknowledge  it : 

Then  do  not  think  it  flatterie  in  your  friends. 

For  if  they  had  a heart,  they  could- not  want  a tongue. 
Erot.  Is  this  your  Brother  AnnophiH 
Ann.  Yes  Madam. 

Eirot.  Your  named s Antinous} 

Ant.  lam  (Lady)  that  mod  unfortunate  man. 

Erot.  How  unfortunate  ? are  you  not  the  Souldier, 

The  Captain  of  thofe  Captains,  that  did  bring 
Conqued  and  Vieftory  home  along  with  you  ? 

Ant.  I had  fome  fiiare  in’t  ^ but  was  the  lead 
Of  the  lead  worthy. 

Gonz..  O Sir,  m your  modedy  you’ld  make 
A double  Conqued ; I was  an  car-witnels 
When  this  young  man  fpoke  Icffer  than  he  acfled, 
j And  had  the  Souldiers  voice  to  help  him  out : 

1 But  that  the  Law  compell’d  him  for  his  honour, 

1 To 
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To  inforce  him  make  a claim  for  his  reward, 

I well  perceive  he  would  have  flood  the  man 
That  he  does  now,  buried  his  worth  in  lilcncc. 

Erot.  Sir,  I hearken  not  to  him,  but  look  on  you, 

And  find  more  in  you  than  he  can  relate  : 

You  fhall  attend  on  me. 

tyfnt.  Madam,  your  pardon. 

Erot.  Deny  it  not  Sir,  for  it  is  more  honour 
Than  you  have  gotten  i’th’  field;for  know  you  fliall. 

Upon  Erotas  asking,  ferve  Erota. 

Afit.  I may  wantanfwers.  Lady, 

But  never  want  a will  to  do  you  I'ervicc. 

I came  here  to  my  Sifter,  to  take  leave. 

Having  enjoyn’d  my  felf  to  banifhmcnt. 

For  fome  caufe  that  hereafter  you  may  hear. 

And  wifh  with  me  I had  not  the  occafion. 

Amio.  There  fliall  be  no  occafion  to  divide  ns : 

Dear  Madam  for  my  fake  ufe  your  power, 

Even  for  the  fervice  that  he  ought  to  owe, 

Muft,and  does  owe  to  you, his  friends,  and  country. 

Erot.  Upon  your  Loy  alty  to  the  ftate  and  me,  ^ 

I do  command  you  Sir,  not  depart  Candy  \ 

Am  I not  your  Princefs  ? 
ty^nt.  You  are  a great  Lady. 

Erot.  Then  fhew  your  felf  a Servant  and  a Subjeeft. 
tyint.  I am  your  vafTal. 

Mon.  You  are  a Coward  •,  I that  dare  not  fight, 

Scorn  to  be  vaflail  to  any  Prince  in  Europe  : 

Great  is  my  heart  with  pride,  which  Pie  encrcafe 
When  they  are  gone,  withpraftife  on  my  Vafl'als. 
^tten.  The  noble  Cajfilane  is  come  to  fee  you  Madam. 
Dec.  There’s  comfort  inthofe  words,  Antinom ; 

For  here’s  the  place,  and  perfons  that  have  power, 

To  reconcile  you  to  his  love  again. 

Ant.  That  were  a fortunate  meeting. 

Enter  Caflilane,  and  Arcanes. 

Q/!  Greatnefs  ftill  wait  you  Lady. 

Erot.  Good  Cajfilancy  we  do  maintain  our  greatnefs. 
Through  your  valour. 

Cif.  My  prayers  pull  daily  bleflings  on  thy  head. 

My  un-offending  child,  my  Annophel. 

Good  Prince,  woTthy  Gonzjilo ! ha?  art  thou  here 
Before  me  ? in  every  adlion  art  thou  ambitious  ? 

My  duty  ( Lady  ) nrft  offered  here, 

And  love  to  thee  (my  child)  though  he  out-ftrip  me  j 
Thus  in  the  wars  he  got  the  ftart  on  me. 

By  being  forward,  but  performing  lefs  j 
All  the  endeavours  of  my  life  are  loft. 

And  thrown  upon  that  evil  of  mine  own 
Curfed  begetting,  whom  I lhame  to  father. 

0 that  the  heat  thou  rob’dft  me  of,  had  burnt 
Within  my  Entrails,  and  begot  a feaver, 

Or  fome  worfe  ficknefs,  for  thou  art  a difeafe 
Sharper  than  any  Phyfick  gives  a name  to. 

Anno.  Why  do  you  fay  fb  ? 

Caf.  O Annophil  j there  is  good  caufe  my  girle : 

He  has  plaid  the  thief  with  me, and  filch’d  away 
The  richeft  jewel  of  my  life,  my  honour. 

Wearing  itJpublickly  with  that  applaufe, 

As  ifhe  juftiy  did  inherit  it. 

Ant.  Would  I had  in  my  Infancy  been  laid 
Within  my  grave,  covered  with  your  bleffings  rather 
Than  grown  up  to  a man,  to  meet  your  curies. 

(V*  O that  thou  hadft. 

Then  I had  been  the  Father  of  a child. 

Dearer  than  thou  wert  ever  unto  me. 

When  hope  perfwaded  me  I had  begot 
I I Another  felf  in  thee  : Out  of  mine  eyes, 

1 As  far  as  I have  thrown  thee  from  my  heart, 

I j That  I may  live  and  dye  forgetting  thee. 

i Erot.  How  has  he  deferv’d  this  untam’d  anger, 
i That  when  he  might  have  ask’t  for  his  reward 
? j Somehonour  for  himfelf,  or  mafs  of  pelf. 


He  only  did  rccpicft  to  have  credted 
Your  Statue  in  the  Capitol,  with  Titles 
ngrav’d  upon’t.  The  Patron  of  his  Countrey  ? 

Caf.  That,  that’s  the  poifon  in  the  gilded  cup. 

The  Sei  pent  in  the  flowers,  that  flings  my  honour. 

And  leaves  me  dead  in  fame ; Gods  do  a juflice, 

And  rip  his  bofom  up,  that  men  may  fee. 

Seeing,  believe  the  fubtlepradifcs 
Written  within  his  heart : But  I am  heated. 

And  do  forget  this  prefence,  and  my  fllf. 

Your  pardon , Lady. 

Erot.  You  fhould  not  ask,  ’Icfs  you  knew  how  to  give. 

For  my  fake  Cajfilane,  call  out  of  your  thoughts 
All  ill  conceptions  of  your  worthy  fon. 

That  (queltionlefs)  has  ignorantly  offended,  i 

Declared  in  his  penitence. 

Caf.  Bid  me  dye.  Lady,  for  your  fake  Tie  do  it ; 

But  that  you’l  fay  is  nothing,  for  a man 
That  has  out-1  iv’d  his  honour : But  command  me 
In  any  thing  favc  that,  and  Cajfilane 
Shall  ever  be  your  fervant.  Come  Annophel, 

( My  joy  in  this  world)  thou  fhalt  live  with  me, 

C Retired  in  fome  folitarie  nook, ) 

The  comfort  of  my  age*,  my  dayes  arc  fiiort,  | 

And  ought  to  be  well  fpent : and  I defire 
No  other  witnefsofthem  but  thy  felf, 

And  good  Arcanes. 

Anno.  I fhall  obey  you  Sir. 

(fonz..  Noble  Sir.- 

If  you  tafteany  wantof  worldly  means. 

Let  not  that  difeontent  you .-  know  me  your  friend, 

That  hath,  and  can  fupply  you. 

Caj.  Sir,  lam  too  much  bound  to  you  already, 

And  ’tis  not  of  my  cares  the  leaft,  to  give  you 
Fair  fatisfadtion. 

Conz..  You  may  imagine  I do  fpeak  to  that  end, 

But  truft  me,  ’tis  to  make  you  bolder  with  me. 

Caf.  Sir,  I thank  you,  and  may  make  trial  of  you. 

Mean  time  my  fervice. 

Anno.  Brother  be  comforted  ^ fo  long  as  I continue 
Within  my  Fathers  love,  you  cannot  long 
Stand  out  an  Exile : I muft  goe  live  with  him. 

And  I will  prove  fo  good  an  Orator 

In  your  behalf,  that  you  again  fliall  gain  him/ 

Or  I will  flir  in  him  another  anger. 

And  be  loft  with  you. 

Ant.  Better  I were  ncgleded  : for  he  is  hafly. 

And  through  the  Choler  that  abounds  in  him, 

( Which  for  the  time  divides  from  him  his  judgement) 

He  may  cafl  you  off,  and  with  you  his  life 
For  grief  will  ftraight  f urprize  him,  and  that  way 
Muft  be  his  death  : the  fword  has  try’d  too  often. 

And  all  the  deadly  Inftruments  of  war 

Have  aim’d  at  his  great  heart,  but  ne’re  could  touch  it : 

Yet  not  a limb  about  him  wants  a fear. 

Caf.  Madam  my  duty 

Erot.  Will  you  be  gone  ? 

Caf  I muft,  Lady,  but  I fhall  be  ready. 

When  you  are  pleas’d  command  me,  for  your  fervice. 

Excellent  Prince To  all  my  hcartielove. 

And  a good  Farewel. 

Mon.  Thanks  honeft  Cajfilane. 

Caf.  Come  Annophel. 

Gonz..  Shall  I not  wait  upon  you  Sir  ? 

Caf.  From  hence  you  fhall  not  flir  a foot ; 

Lovmg  Cjonz.alo,  it  muft  beall  my  ftudy 
To  requite  you. 

Gonz..  If  I may  be  fo  fortunate  to  deferve 
The  name  of  friend  from  you,  I have  enough. 

Caf  You  arc  fo,and  you  have  made  your  felf  fo. 

Gonz..  I will  then  prelerve  it. 

Erot.  Antinom  you  are  my  fervant,  are  you  not  ? 

Ant.  It  hath  pleafed  you  io  to  grace  me. 

Erot.  Why  are  you  then  dejeded  ? you  will  fay, 
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You  have  loft  a father,  but  you  have  found  a Miftris 
Doubles  that  lofs : be  maftcr  of  your  fpirit  *, 

^'oti  have  a caufe  for  it , which  is  my  fiivour. 

Goj::..  And  mine. 

Eror.  W'ill  no  man  cafe  me  of  this  fool  ? 

Gonz..  Your  fellow. 

Erot.  cyEr:t!’:ous  wait  Upon  US. 
yint.  I lhall  Madam. 

Cjonz..  Nay  but  Ladic,  Ladic. 

Erot.  Sir,  you  are  rude ; and  if  you  be  the  Mafter 
Of  fuch  means  as  you  do  talk  of,  you  Ihould 
Learn  good  manners. 

O Lady,  you  can  find  a fault  in  me, 

But  not  perceive  it  in  your  fclf : you  muft,  fliall  hear  me  : 

I love  you  for  your  pride,  ’tis  the  beft  vertue 
In  you. 

Erot.  I could  hang  this  fellow  now  : by  whom 
Are  you  fupported,  that  you  dare  do  this  ? 

Have  you  not  example  here  in  a Prince 
Tranlcending  you  in  all  things,  yet  bears  himfelf 
As  doth  become  a man  had  feeii  my  beautie  ? 

Back  to  your  Country,  and  your  Curtizans, 

W'here  you  may  be  admired  for  your  wealth, 

Which  being  confum’d,may  be  a means  to  gain  you 
The  opinion  of  Lome  wit.  Here’s  nothing 
Tobegotbutfeorn,  and  lofs  of  time. 

Goiiz..  Which  are  things  I delight  in.- 

Erot.  AntinciisfoWov^me.  \_6xit. 

Gonz..  She  is  vext  to  the  foul. 

Mon.  Let  her  be  vext,  ’tis  fit  fhe  fhould  be  fo  : 

Give  me  thy  hand  Gonzjdo.,  thou  art  in  our  favour, 

For  we  do  love  to  cherifh  lofty  fpirits. 

Such  as  percufle  the  Earth,  and  bound 
With*an  erc(fted  countenance  to  the  clouds. 

Gonz..  ’S-foot,  what  thing  is  this? 

Mon.  1 do  love  fire-works,  becaufe  they  mount : 

An  Exhalation  I profefs  to  adore. 

Beyond  a fixed  ftar,  ’tis  more  illuftrious, 

As  every  thing  rais’d  out  offmoak  is  fo  : 

Their  vertue  is  in  adion : what  do  you  think  of  me 
Gonz..  Troth  Sir, 

You  are  beyond  my  ghefs,  I know  you  not. 

Mon.  Do  you  know  your  fell  ? 

Gonz..  Yes  Sir.  * 

Mon.  Why  you  and  I are  one : I am  proud,  and 
Very  proud  too,  that  I muft  tell  you  ; 1 faw 
It  did  become  you,  coufin  Gonzjilo^  prcthcc 
Let  it  be  fo, 

Gonz.  Let  it  be  fo  good  coufin. 

Mon.  I am  no  great  ones  fool. 

Gonz.  Ihopcfo,  for  alliance  fake.  - ( nimous 

Mon.  Yet  I do  ferve  the  Mighty,  Monftrous,  and  Magna- 
Invincible  Erota.  ( your  Coat. 

^onz.  O good  coufin,  now  I have  you  : I’lc  meet  you  in 
Mon.  Coat^  1 have  my  horfe-mans  coat  I muftconfefs 
Lin’d  through  with  Velvet,  and  a Scarlet  out-fide  j 
If  you’ll  meet  me  in’t,  I’le  fend  for’t  •, 

And  coufin  you  fhall  fee  me  with  much  comfort. 

For  it  is  both  a new  one,  and  a right  one, 

It  did  not  come  collateral.  (finefs. 

Gonz.  Adieu  good  coufin  •,  at  this  prefent  I have  fomc  bu- 
A/on.  Farewel,  excellent  coufin. 


Acid'S  'Tertins.  Seen  a Trinta, 

Enter  Gonzalo,  and  Fernando. 

Conz.f^Andy,  I fay,  is  loft  already, 

Eern.  Yes, 

If  to  be  conqueror  be  to  be  loft.  (them. 

I Gonz.  You  have  it  •,  one  days  conqueft  hath  undone 
And  fold  them  to  their  vaffalage  ; for  what 


Have  I elfc  toyl’d  my  brains,  profufely  emptied 
My  moneys,  but  to  make  them  (laves  to  Venice.^ 

That  fo  in  cafe  the  fword  did  lofe  his  edge, 

Then  art  might  fliarpen  hers? 

Eir.  gonzalo  how  ? 

Go?iz.  Fernando  thus : you  fee  hbvv  through  this  Land, 
Both  of  the  beftand  bafefti  am  honour’d  j 
I only  gave  the  State  of  Fentce  notice, 

When,  where,  and  how  to  land,  or  you  had  found 
A better  entertainment : I was  he 
Encourag’d  young  Aminons  to  affront 
The  Devil  his  Father ; for  the  Devil  1 think 
Dares  not  do  more  in  battel. 

Per.  But  why  did  ye? 

I find  no  fuch  great  policie  in  that. 

Gonz.  Indeed  Fernando.,  thou  canft  fight,  not  plot: 
Had  they  continu’d  one,  they  two  alone 
Were  of  fufficient  courage  and  performance 
To  beat  an  Annie. 

Per.  Now  by  all  my  hopes, 

I rather  fhall  admire,  than  envy  vertue. 

Gonz.  Why  then  by  all  your  hopes  you’l  rather  have 
Your  Brains  knockt  out,  than  learn  how  to  be  wife  - 
You  Statesman.^  Well  Sir,  I did  more  than  this, 

When  Caff  lane  crav’d  from  the  common  treafure 
Pay  for  his  Souldiers,  I ftrook  home,  and  lent  him 
An  hundred  thoufand  Duckets. 

Per.  Marry  Sir, 

The  policy  was  little,  the  love  lofs. 

And  honefty  leaft  of  all. 

Gonz.  How  fay  ye  by  that  ? 

Go  fight,  I fay  goe  fight.  Tie  talk  no  more  with  you, 

You  are  infenfible. 

'Per.  Well,  I fhall  obferveye. 

Gonz.  Why  look  you  Sir,  by  this  means  have  I got 
The  greateft  part  of  Cajfilanes  eftate 
Into  my  hands,  which  he  can  ne’re  redeem. 

But  muft  of  force  fink : do  you  conceive  me  now  ? 

Per.  So  : 

But  why  have  you  importuned  the  Senate, 

For  me  to  fojourn,  with  them  ? 

Gonz.  There’s  the  quinteffence, 

The  foul,  and  grand  elixir  of  my  wit : 

For  he  ( according  to  his  noble  nature  ) 

Will  not  be  known  to  want,  though  he  do  want, 

And  will  be  bankrupted  fo  much  the  fooner. 

And  made  the  fubjed  of  our  fcorn  and  laughter. 

Pern.  Here’s  a perfect  plotted  ftratagem. 

Gonz.  Why  ? could  you 
Imagine,  that  I did  not  hate  in  heart 
My  Countryes  enemies?  yes,  yes,  Pernando^ 

And  I will  be  the  man  that  fliall  undoe  them. 

Pern.  Ye  are  in  a ready  way.  . 

Gonz.  I was  never  opt  on’t. 

Enter  Gafpero. 

qonz.  Peace, 

Here  comes  a wife  Coxcombe,  a tame  Coward. 

Now  worthy  Gafpero,  what. 

You  come  (I  know)  to  be  my  Lord  Fernando* s 
Condudter  to  old  Caffilane  ? 

Gaf.  To  wait  upon  him. 

Gonz.  And  my  Lords  the  Senators  fent  you  .<■ 

Gafp.  My  noble  Lord  they  did. 

Gonz.  My  Lord  Fernando, 

This  Gentleman,  ( as  humble  as  you  fee  him  ) 

Is  even  this  Kingdoms  treafure  ■,  In  a word, 

’Tis  his  chief  glory  that  he  is  not  wifer 
Than  honeft,  nor  more  honeft  than  approv’d 
In  truth  and  faith. 

Gajp.  My  Lord. 

Gonz.  You  may  be  bold 
To  truft  him  with  your  bofom,  he’l  not  deceive 
If  you  relie  upon  him  once.  ^ 
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Erot.  Your  name  is  Gafpero? 

Gufp.  Your  fervant. 

CJo/jz..  Go  commend  me 
(Right  lioncfl:  Gafpero) commend  me  heartily 
To  noble  Cajfilane^  tell  him  my  love 
Is  vow’d  to  him. 

Gafp.  I fliall. 

Gonz..  I know  you  will. 

My  Lord  I cannot  long  be  abfent  from  you. 

Per.  Sir,  you  are  now  my  guide.  C£a:/>. 

Gonz..  Thus  my  defigns  ^ 

Run  uncontroul’d  ^ yet  Venice  though  I be 
Intelligencer  to  thee,  in  my  brain 
Are  other  large  Projedls : for  if  proud  Erota 
Bend  to  my  lure,  1 will  be  Candy's  King, 
AndDukeofFffwcetoo.  Ha?  E'enke  too} 

0 ’t  was  prettily  fliov’d  in;  why  not.?  Erota 
May  in  her  love  feal  all  fure : if  Ihe  fwallow 
The  bait,  I am  Lord  of  both ; if  not,  yet  Candy 
Defpight  of  all  her  power  (hall  be  ruin’d. 

Enter  Caflilane,  Arcanes,  and  Annophel. 

Ca[.  Urge  me  no  farther 

jinno.  My  Lord.  j 

Caf.  Thy  fathers  poverty  has  made  thee  happy  ^ ' 

For  though  ’tis  true,  this  folitary  life 
Sutes  not  with  youth  and  beautie,  0 my  child,  r^r 

Yet  ’tis  the  fweeteft  Guardian  to proted 
Chall  names  from  Court  afperfions ; there  a Lady 
Tender  and  delicate  in  years  and  graces,  ... 

That  doats  upon  the  charms  of  eafe  and  pleafure,  ' ' . 

Is  fhip-wrackt  on  the  fliore  ^ for ’tis  much  fafer  . 

To  trull  the  Ocean  in  a leaking  fhip, 

Than  follow  greatnefs  in  the  wanton  rites 
Of  luxurie  and  floth. 

Anno,  My  wilhes  Sir, 

Have  never  foar’d  a higher  flight,  than'truly 
To  find  occafion  wherein  I might  witnels 
My  duty  and  obedience. 

G?/  ’Tis  well  faid , 

Can  It  thou  forbear  to  laugh  Arcanes  ? 
ty4rc.  Why  Sir  ? 

Caf.  To  look  upon  my  beggerie,to  look  upon 
My  patience  in  my  beggerie Tell  me. 

Does  it  Ihew  handfom .?  bravely .? 

Handfom .?  thou  wilt  flatter  me. 

And  fwear  that  I am  miferable. 

Arc.  Nothing 

More  glorifies  the  noble,  and  the  valiant. 

Than  to  defpife  contempt : if  you  continue 
But  to  enjoy  your  felf,  you  in  your  felf 
Enjoy  all  flore  befides. 

Caf  An  excellent  change  : 

I that  fome  feven  Apprentice-fhips  commanded 
A hundred  Minillers,  that  waited  on 
I My  nod,  and  fometimes  twenty  thoufand  fouldiers, 

Am  now  retir’d,  attended  in  my  age 
By  one  poor  maid,  follow’d  by  one  old  man. 

Arc.  Sir,  you  are  lower  in  your  own  repute 
Than  you  have  reafon  for. 

Caf  The  %omcin  Captains, 

1 mean  the  bell , fuch  as  with  their  blouds 
Purchas’d  their  Gountreyspeace,the  Empires  glorie. 

Were  glad  at  lafl:  to  get  them  to  fome  Farmes, 

Offfrom  the  clamours  of  the  ingratefull  great  ones, 

And  the  unlleady  multitude,  to  live 
As  I do  now,  and  ’twas  their  blefllng  too, 

Let  it  be  ours  (^Arcanes. 

Arc.  I cannot  but 
Applaud  your  fcorn  of  injuries. 

Caf  Of  injuries? 

Arcanes.,  Annophel,  lend  both  ybur  hands. 

So,  what  fay  ye  now  ? 

. Arc.  Why  now  my  Lord 

Caf  I fwear 

By  all  my  pall  profperities ; thus  Handing 
Between  you  two,  1 think  my  felf  as  great, 

As  mighty,  as  if  in  the  Capitol 
I flood  amidfl:  the  Senators,  with  all 
The  Cretan  fubjeds  proflrate  at  my  feet, 

Ann.  Sir,  you  are  here  more  fafe. 

Caf  And  more  beloved : 

Why  look  ye  Sirs,  I can  forget  the  weaknefs 
Of  the  traduced  Souldiers,  the  negledt 
Of  the  fair-fpoken  Senate,  the  impietie 
Of  him,  the  villain,  whom  (to  my  difhonour) 

The  World  mifcalls  my  fon. 

But  by  the 

.^rc.Sir, remember  that  you  promis’d  no  occafion 
Should  move  your  patience. 

Caf  Thou  do’fl  chide  me  friendly. 

He  lhall  not  have  the  honour  to  be  thought  upon 
Amongfl  us. 

Enter  a Servant, 

Now?  the  news.? 

Serv.  The  Secrctariej 
With  the  Venetian  prifoner,  defire 
Admittance  to  your  Lordlhip. 

Caf  How .?  to  me  ? 

What  myfterie  is  this  ? Arcanes  can  they, 

Thinkll  thou , mean  any  good .? 

Arc.  My  Lord,  they  dare  not 
Intend  ought  elfe  but  good. 

Caf  ’Tis true,  they  dare  not; 

Arcanes  welcom  them':  Come  hither  Annophel^ 

Stand  clofe  to  me,  we’l  change  our  affability 
Into  a form  of  State : and  they  lhall  know 
Our  heart  is  flill  our  own. 

Enter  Arcanes,  Fernando,  and  Galperofi  ’ 

aArc.  My  Lord 

Cafp.  Arcanes, 

I know  them  both : Fernando.,  as  yoti  are 
A man  of  greatnefs,  I Ihould  under-value 
The  right  my  fword  hath  fought  for,  to  obferve 
Low- fawning  complements,  but  as  you  are 
A Captive  and  a flranger,  I can  love  you. 

And  mull  be  kind.  You  are  welcom. 

Fern.  ’Tis  the  all 
Of  my  ambition. 

Gaf  And  for  proof  how  much 
He  truly  honours  your  heroick  vertues. 

The  Senate  on  his  importunity, 

Commend  him  to  your  Lordfhips  guard. 

Caf.  For  what  ? 

Gaf  During  the  time  of  his  abode  in  Cand;fj^ 

To  be  yourhoufliold  guefl. 

Fer.  Wherein  my  Lord, 

You  lhall  more  make  me  debtor  to  your  nobIenefs,V 
Than  ifyou  had  return’d  me  without  ranfora. 

Caff.  Are  you  in  earnell  Sir  ? 

Fern.  My  lute  to  the  Senate 
Shall  bell  refolve  you  that. 

Caff.  Come  hither  Secretarie, 

Look  that  this  be  no  trick  now  put  upon  me ; 

For  if  it  be  Sirrah 

Cjaf.  As  I have  troth 
(My  Lord)  it  only  is  a favour  granted 
Upon  Fernanda's  motion,  from  himfelf  : 

Y our  Lordlhip  mull  conceive,  I’de  not  partake 
Ought, but  what  Ihould  concern  your  honour;  Who  ^ 

Has  been  the  prop,  our  Countries  lhield,and  fafety,  ^ 

But  the  renowned  Caffilane  ? , 

Caff.  Applaufe  ? ' 

Is  Gafpero — puff — nothing — why, young  Lord^ 

Would  yon  fbmuch  be  fequefler’d  from  thofe 
That  are  the  blazing  Comets  of  the  time, 
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To  livea  Iblitary  life  with  me  ? 

A man  foiiakcii  ? all  my  hofpitality 
Is  DOW  contraLted  to  a few ; thefe  two. 

The  tcmpeft wearied  Souldier,  and  this  Virgin*, 

We  cannot  fealt  your  eyes  with  Mafquesand  Revels, 

Or  Courtly  Anticks ; the  fad  Sports  we  riot  in. 

Are  tales  of  foughten  fields,  of  Martial  fears. 

And  things  done  long  ago,  when  men  of  courage 
Were  held  the  belt,  not  thofe  well-fpoken  Youths, 

W ho  only  carry  Conquefl:  in  their  tongues : 

Now  ftories  of  this  nature  are  unfeafonable 
To  entertain  a great  Duke’s  Son  with. 

Fer.  Herein 

Shall  my  Captivity  be  made  my  happinefs, 

Since  what  1 lofe  in  freedom,  1 regain 
(W’ith  int’refe)  by  converfing  with  a Souldier, 

So  matchlefs  for  experience,  as  great  Cajftlane  : 

’Pray  Sir,  admit  me. 

O/.  If  you  come  to  mock  me, 

I (hall  be  angry. 

Fer.  By  the  love  I bear 
To  goodnefs,  my  intents  are  honourable. 

Cl/  Then  in  a word,  myLOTd,  your  vifitations 
Shall  find  all  due  refped:  but  I am  now 
Grown  old,  and  have  forgot  to  be  an  Holt*, 

Come  when  you  pleafe,  you  are  welcome. 

Fer.  Sir,  I thank  you. 

Good  Sir,  be  not  too  urgent  ^ for  my  Father 
Wfill  foon  be  mov’d ; yet,  in  a noble  way 
Of  courtefie,  he  is  as  eafily  conquer’d. 

Fer.  Lady,  your  words  are  like  your  beauty,  powerful , 
I fhall  not  ftrive  more  how  to  do  him  fervice. 

Than  how  to  be  your  fervant. 

Caf.  She’s  my  Daughter, 

And  does  command  this  Houfe. 

Fer.  So  I conceive  her. 

Caf.  Do  you  hear? 

Caf  My  honour’d  Lord. 

Caf.  Commend  me  to  them  : 

Tell  ’em  I thank  them. 

Caf  Whom,  my  Lord  ? 

Caf.  The  Senate  i 

Why,  how  come  you  fo  dull  ? O they  are  gracious, 

And  infinitely  grateful Thou  art  eloquent, 

Speak  modellly  in  mentioning  my  fervices  *, 

And  if  ought  fall  out  in  the  By,  that  mull 

Of  meet  neceflity  touch  any  ad 

Of  my  deferving  praifes,  blufh  when  you  talk  on’t. 

Twill  make  them  blufh  to  hear  on’t. 

Caf.  Why,  my  Lord 

Caf.  Nay,  nay,  you  are  too  wife  now  *,  good,  obferve  me. 
1 do  not  rail  againft  the  hopeful  Springall, 

That  builds  up  Monuments  in  Brafs  ^ rears  Trophies 
With  Mottoes  and  inferiptions,  quaint  devices 
Of  Poetry  and  Fidion  *,  let’s  be  quiet. 

yirc.  You  muft  not  crofs  him. 

Caf  NotforCW/s  Wfealth. 

Fer.  You  fhall  for  ever  make  me  yours. 

yina.  ’T were  pity  to  double  your  Captivity. 

Arc.  Who’s  here,  Dectns  ? 

Enter  Dccius. 

Caf  Ha ! Decias  ? who  nam’d  Deems  ? 

Dec.  My  duty  to  your  Lordfhip,  I am  bold. 

Prefuming  on  your  noble,  ^nd  known  goodnefs 
To 

Caf  What? 

Dec.  Prelent  you  with  this 

Caf.  Letter  ? 

Dec.  Yes,  my  honour’d  Lord. 

Caf  From  wnom  ? 

Dec.  ’Pleafe  you  pemfe 
The  infide,  and  you  lhall  find  a name  fubferib’d, 

In  fuch  humility,  in  fuch  obedience. 


That  you  yourfelf  will  jndge  it  tyranny 
Not  to  receive  it  favourably. 

Caf.  Hey-day  ! 

Good  words  my  Mailers : this  is  Court-infedion, 

And  none  but  Cowards  ply  them : tell  me,  Deems., 
Without  more  circumflance , who  is  the  Sender  ? 

Dec.  Your  moll  griev’d  Son,  tiAntwoHs. 

Caf.  On  my  life 

A Challenge;  fpcak,  asthou  art  worthy,  Ipeakj 
I’ll  anfwer’t. 

Dec.  Honour’d  Sir. 

Caf.  No  honour’d  Sirs 

Fool  your  young  Idol  with  fuch  pompous  Attributes. 
Say  briefly,  what  contains  it  ? 

Dec.  ’Tisalowly 
Petition  for  your  favour. 

Otf  Rafh  young  man. 

But  that  thou  art  under  my  own  roof,  and  know’ll 
I dare  not  any  way  infringe  the  Laws 
Of  Hofpitality,  thou  fliould’ll  repent 
Thy  bold  and  rude  intrufion.  But  prefume  not 
Again  to  fhew  thy  Letter,  for  thy  life  ; 

Deems,  not  for  thy  life. 

Arc.  Nay  then,  (my  Lord) 

I can  with  hold  no  longer .j  you  are  too  rough. 

And  wrellle  againll  nature  with  a violence 
More  than  becomes  a Father ; wherein  would  ye 
Come  nearer  to  the  likenefs  of  God, 

Than  in  your  being  entreated  ? Letnotthirll 
Of  Honour,  make  you  quite  forget  you  are 
A Man,  and  what  makes  perfed  manhoods,  comforts 
A Father. 

Ann.  If  a memory  remain 
Of  my  departed  Mother  *,  if  the  purity 
Of  her  unblemifh’d  faith  deferve  to  live 
In  your  remembrance,  let  me  yet  by  thefe 
Awake  your  love  to  my  uncomforted  Brother. 

Fer.  I am  a Stranger,  but  fo  much  I tender 
Your  Sons  defertful  Vertues,  that  I vow 
His  Sword  ne*r  conquer’d  me  fo  abfolutely. 

As  lhall  your  courtefie,  if  youvouchlafe 
At  all  our  inltances,  to  new  receive  him 
Into  your  wonted  favour. 

Caf.  Sir,  you  cannot 
Require  more  low  fubmilfion. 

Ann.  Am  1 not 

Grown  vile  yet  in  your  eyes  ? then  by  the  name 
Of  Father,  let  me  once  more  fue  for  him. 

Who  is  the  only  now  remaining  Branch 
With  me,  of  that  moll  ancient  root,  whofeBody 
You  are,  dear  Sir. 

Caf.  ’Tis  well , an  holl  of  furies 
Could  not  have  baited  me  more  torturingly. 

More  rudely,  or  more  moll  unnaturally. 

Deems,  I fay,  let  meno  more  hear  from  him  ^ 

For  this  time  go  thou  hence,  and  know  from  me 
Thou  art  beholding  to  me  that  I have  not 
Kill’d  thee  already,  look  to’t  next,  lookto’t. 

Arcanes  fie,  fiQAnnophel. 

Arc.  He’s  gone; 

Chaf’d  beyond  fufferance ; we  mull  follow  him. 

Dec.  Lady,  this  Letter  is  to  you. 

Ann.  Come  with  me. 

For  we  mull fpeak  in  private*,  ’pleafe  you.  Sir, 

To  fee  what  entertainment  our  lad  houfe 
Can  yield  ? fExit. 

Fer.  I lhall  attend  you.  Lady. 

Caf  How  do  you  like 
To  fojourn  here,  my  Lord  ? 

Fer.  More  than  to  feall 
With  all  the  Princes  of  the  Earth  befides : 
qonzMlo  told  me  that  thou  wert  honeft. 

(jaf  Yes  Sir, 

And  you  lhall  find  it. 
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Fer.  Shall  1 ? 

Cjttf.  All  my  follies 
Be  clfc  recorded  to  my  fhamc. 

Fer.  Enough, 

My  heart  is  here  for  ever  lodg’d. 

^af.  The  Lady. 

Fer.  The  place  admits  no  time  to  utter  all. 

But  Gafpero  if  thou  wilt  prove  my  friend, 

I’ll  fay  thou  art 

g4-  Your  Servant  i 1 conceive  ye, 

We’ll  chufe  fome  fitter  leifure. 

Fer.  Never  man 

Was  (in  a moment)  or  more  blefs’d  or  wretched.  {Exenm, 

Enter  Hyparcha  (placing  two  Chairs ) Antinous, 
and  Erota. 

Er.  Leave  us. 

Hyp.  \ (hall.  U-xit. 

Er.  (Antinous  f fit  down. 
j4nt.  Madam. 

Er.  I fay  fit  down,  I do  command  you  fit  ^ 

For  look  what  honour  thou  doftgain  by  me, 

I cannot  lofe  it ; happy  Antinonsy 
The  graces  and  the  higher  Deities 
Smil’d  at  thy  Birth,  and  ftill  continue  it  .• 

Then  think  that  I (who  fcorn  lefler  examples^ 

Muft  do  the  like : fuch  as  do  tafte  my  power. 

And  talk  of  it  with  fear  and  reverence,  , 

Shall  do  the  fame  unto  the  man  I favour. 

I tell  thee  Youth,  thou  hafl:  a conqueft  won. 

Since  thou  cam’ft  home,  greater  than  that  lall. 

Which  dignified  thy  Fame , greater  than  if  ^ 

Thou  Ihould’ft  go  out  again,  and  conquer  farther  \ 

For  1 am  notalhamed  to  acknowledge 
My  felf  fubdued  by  thee. 

Ant.  Great  Lady 

Er.  Sit  ftill,  I will  not  hear  thee  elfe ; now  fpeak> 

And  fpeak  like  my  Antinous,  like  my  Souldier, 

VJhom  Cupid,  and  not  hath  lent  to  BattcL 

Ant.  I muft  (I  fee)  be  filent. 

Er.  So  thou  maift 

There’s  greater  adlion  in  it  than  in  clamour, 

A look  (if  it  be  gracious)  will  begin  the  War, 

A word  conclude  it  *,  then  prove  no  Coward, 

Since  thou  haft  fuch  a friendly  enemy. 

That  teaches  thee  to  conquer. 

Ant.  You  do  amaze  me,  Madam, 

1 have  no  skill,  no  practice  in  this  War, 

And  whether  you  be  ferious,  or  pleafe 
To  make  your  Iport  on  a deje(fted  man, 

I cannot  rightly  guefs  •,  but  be  it  as  it  will. 

It  is  a like  unhappinefs  to  me : 

My  difcontents  bear  thofe  conditions  in  them. 

And  lay  me  out  fo  wretched,  no  defigns 
(However  truly  promifinga  good) 

Can  make  me  relifti  ought  but  a fweet  bitter 
Voluntary  Exile, 
i Er.  Why  an  Exile? 

What  comfort  can  there  be  in  thofe  Companions 
Which  fad  thoughts  bring  along  with  ? 

Enter  Hyparcha. 

Hyp.  Madam.  t^uficl^ 

1 ’ Er.  Whence  comes  this  well  tun'd  found  ? 

Hyp.  I know  not.  Madam. 

Er.  Liften  Wench’, 

Whatever  friendly  hands  they  are  that  fend  it, 

Let  ’em  play  on ; they  are  Mailers  of  their  faculty : 

Doth  it  pleafe  you.  Sir  ? 

Ant.  According  to  the  time. 

Er.  Go  to ’em.  Wench, 

And  tell  ’em,  we  fiiall  thank  ’em  •,  for  they  have  kept 
As  good  time  to  our  difpofition,  as  to  their  inftruments ; 
Unlefs  Afttinous  fliall  fay  he  loves, 

There  never  can  be  fwectcr  accents  utter’d. 

Enter  Philander. 

Phi.  Let  then  the  heart  that  did  employ  thofe  hands. 
Receive  fome  fmall  ftiare  of  your  thanks  with  them, 

’Tis  happincls  enough  that  you  did  like  it ; 

A fortune  unto  me,  that  I Ihould  fend  it 
In  fuch  a lucky  minute  but  to  obtain 
So  gracious  welcome  did  exceed  my  hopes. 

Er.  Good  Prince,  I thank  youfor’t. 

Phi.  O Madam,  pour  not  (too  fall)  joys  on  me. 

But  fprinkle  ’em  fo  gently  I may  Hand  ’em ; 

It  is  enough  at  firlt,  you  have  laid  afide 
Thofe  cruel  angry  looks  out  of  your  eyes, 

With  which  (as  with  your  lovely)  you  did  ftrike 
All  your  Beholders  in  an  Ecftafie. 

Er.  T^hilander,  you  have  long  profeft  to  love  ihe. 

Phi.  Have  I but  profeft  it,  Madam  ? 

Er.  Nay,  but  hear  me  ? 

Phi.  More  attentively  than  to  an  Oracle. 

Er.  And  I will  fpeak  more  truly,  if  more  can  be  5 
Nor  ftialJ  my  language  be  wrapt  up  in  Riddles, 

But  plain  as  truth  it  lei f;  I love  this  Gentleman, 

Whole  grief  has  made  him  fo  uncapable 

Of  Love,  he  will  not  hear,  atleaft  notnnderftandit, 

1,  that  have  lookt  with  Icornful  eyes  on  thee. 

And  other  Princes,  mighty  in  their  Hates, 

And  in  their  friends  as  fortunate,  have  now  pray’d. 

In  a petitionary  kind  almoft. 

This  man,  this  well-deferving  man,  (thatimuftlay 
To  look  upon  this  beauty,  yet  you  lee 
He  calls  his  eyes  rather  upon  the  ground,  * 

Than  he  will  turn  ’em  this  way  ‘Philander, 

You  look  pale  ^ I’ll  talk  no  more. 

Phi.  Pray  go  forward  ^ 1 would  be  your  Martyr, 

To  dye  thus,  were  immortally  to  live. 

Er.  Will  you  go  to  him  then,  and  fpeak  for  me  ? 

You  have  loved  longer,  but  not  ferventer. 

Know  how  to  fpeak,  for  you  have  done  it  like 
An  Orator,  even  for  your  felf  •,  then  how  will  you  for  rde 
Whom  you  profefs  to  love  above  your  felf. 

Phi.  The  Curfes  of  DilTemblers  follow  fne 
Unto  my  Grave,  and  if  I do  not  fo. 

Er.  You  may  (as  all  men  do)  fpeak  boldlier,  bettef 
In  their  friends  caufe  ftill,  than  in  your  own , 

But  fpeak  your  utmoft,  yet  you  cannot  feign, 

I will  ftand  by,  and  blufh  to  witnefs  it. 

Tell  him,  fince  I beheld  hirii,  I have  loft 
The  happinefs  of  this  life,  food,  and  reft  *, 

A quiet  bofome,  and  the  ftate  I went  with. 

Tell  him  how  he  has  humbled  the  proud. 

And  made  the  living  but  a dead  Erota. 

Tell  him  withal,  that  fhe  is  better  pleas’d 
With  thinking  on  him,  than  enjoying  thefe. 

Tell  him ‘Philander,  Prince  •,  I talk  in  vain 

To  you,  you  do  not  mark  me. 

Phi.  Indeed  I do. 

Er.  But  thou  doft  look  fo  pale. 

As  thou  wilt  fpoil  the  ftory  in  relating. 

Phi.  Not,  if  I can  but  live  to  tell  it. 

. £r.  It  may  be  you  have  not  the  hearf; 

Phi.  1 have  a will  I am  fure  how  e’r  my  heart 
May  play  the  Coward,  but  if  you  pleafe.  I’ll  try. 

Er.  If  l^kifs  will  ftrengthen  thee,  I give  you  leave 
To  challenge  it,  nay,  Iwillgiveit  you. 

Pht.  0 that  a man  Ihould  tafte  fuch  heavenly  blift, 

And  be  enjoyn’d  to  beg  it  for  another! 

Er.  Alas,  it  is  a milery  I grieve 
To  put  you  to,  and  I willfufTer  rather 
In  his  tyranny,  than  thou  in  mine. 

Phi.  Nay  Madam,  fince  I cannot  have  your  love, 

I will  endeavour  todeferve  your  pity ; 

For  I had  rather  have  within  the  grave 
' Your  love,’  than  you  fhould  want  it  upon  earth,' 

But, 

I 
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But  how  can  I hope,  with  a feeble  tongue 
To  inlfriK^'l:  him  in  the  rudiments  of  love, 

When  vour  moft  powerful  Beauty  cannot  work  it  ? 

* Er.  Do  what  thou  wilt  therequefl: 

Is  lb  unreafonable,  that  I quit  thee  of  it. 

I delire  now  no  more  but  the  true  patience. 

And  fortitude  of  Lovers,  with  thofe  helps 
. Of  lighs  and  tears,  which  1 think  is  all  the  Phyfick 

Tht.  O if  he  did  but  hear  you  ’twere  enough  ■, 

I And  1 will  ’wake  him  from  his  Apoplexie. 

: ey^KtifioHS. 

! ^ f.  My  Lord  ? 

! rhi.  Nay,  ’pray, 

; No  courtefie  to  me,  you  are  my  L6rd, 

((Indeed  you  are)  for  you  command  her  heart 
That  commands  mine ; nor  can  you  want  to  know  it. 

For  look  you,  fhe  that  told  it  you  in  words, 

Explains  it  now  more  paflionately  in  tears ; 

Either  thou  haft  no  heart,  or  a marble  one, 

If  thole  drops  cannot  melt  it;  prithee  look  up 
And  fee  how  forrow  fits  within  her  eyes, 

And  love  the  grief  flie  goes  with  (if  not  her) 

Of  which  thou  art  the  Parent ; and  never  yet 
Was  there  (by  Nature)  that  thing  made  foftony 
But  it  would  love  what  ever  it  begot. 

He  that  begot  me  did  beget  thefe  cares 
^^^hich  are  good  ifTucs,  though  happily  by  him 
Efteemcd  Monfters : Nay,  the  ill-judging  World 
Is  likely  enough  to  give  them  thofe  Characters. 

Pbf'.  What’s  this  to  love,  and  to  the  Lady?  he’s  old. 
Wrathful,  perverfe,  felf-will’d,  and  full  of  anger, 

'.Vhich  are  bis  faults ; but  let  them  not  be  thine  j 
He  thrufts  you  from  his  love,  Ihe  pulls  thee  on  •, 

He  doubts  yourVertucs,  ftiedoth  double  them; 

O either  ufe  thine  own  eyes,  or  take  mine. 

And  with  them  my  heart,  then  thou  wilt  love  her, 

Nay,  dote  upon  her  more  than  on  thy  duty, 

And  men  will  praife  thee  equally  for  it, 

Neglecfting  her,  condemn  thee  as  a man 
Unworthy  fuch  a fortune  : O AminouSy 
’Tis  not  the  friendlhip  that  I bear  to  thee. 

But  her  command,  that  makes  me  utter  this*, 

And  when  I have  prevail’d,  let  her  but  fay, 

'ThiluKdcr^  you  muft  dye  or  this  is  nothing, 

It  fliall  be  done  together  with  a breath, 

I With  the  fame  v/illingnefs  I live  to  ferve  her. 

1 Er.  No  more,  Thilandcr. 

} Phi.  All  I have  done,  is  little  yet  to  purpofe, 

But  ere  I leave  him  I wull  perceive  him  blulh  ■, 

And  make  him  feel  the  palTions  that  I do. 

And  every  true  Lover  will  aftift  me  in’t. 

And  lend  me  their  fad  fighs  to  blow  it  home. 

For  C^ptd  wants  a Dart  to  wound  thisbofome. 

Er.  No  more,  no  more,  PhiUndery  \ can  endure  no  more, 
Pray  let  him  go  •,  go  good  Ammons.,  make  peace 
With  your  own  mind,  no  matter  though  I perifh.  Ex. 


Aciu'S  QjiartHf.  Scena  Vrinia. 

Emtcr  Hyparcha,  and  Mochingo. 

H)p.  T Canrtotbclpit. 

1 Moth.  Nor  do  1 require  it. 

The  malady  needs  no  Phyfician, 

Help  hofpital  people. 

' Hyp  I am  glad  to  hear 
You  are  fo  valiant. 

I Moch.  Valiant? 

‘ Can  an/man  l>c  proud  that  is  not  valiant  ? 

• Foolifh  Woman,  whatwould’ft  thou  fay  ? thou— 

I I know  n<^t  what  to  call  thee. 

Hyp.  I can  you. 


For  I can  call  you  Coxcomb,  Afs,  and  Puppy. 

Adoch.  You  do  doe  it,  I thank  you. 

Hyp.  That  you’ll  lofe  a Fortune, 

Which  a Cobler  better  deferves  than  thou  doft. 

Adoch.  Do  not  provoke  my  magnanimity, 

For  when  I am  incens’d  I am  infenlible , 

Go  tell  thy  Lady,  that  hath  fent  me  word 
She  will  difeard  me,that  I difeard  her, 

And  throw  a fcorn  upon  her,  which  I would  not, 

But  that  Ihe  does  me  wrong. 

Enter  Erota,  and  Antinous. 

Erot.  Do  you  not  glory  in  your  Conqueft  more. 

To  take  fome  great  man  Prifoner,  than  to  kill  him  ? 

And  ftiall  a Lady  find  left  mercy  from  you. 

That  yields  her  felf  your  Captive,  and  for  her  Ranfbme, 
Will  give  the  Jewel  of  her  life,  her  heart. 

Which  file  hath  lockt  from  all  men  but  thy  felf? 

Forlhame  (^Ammons')  throw  this  dulneftoffy 
Art  thou  a man  no  where  but  in  the  field  ? 

Hyp.  He  muft  hear  Drums,  and  Trumpets  ere  he  fleeps, 
And  at  this  inftant  dreams  he’s  in  his  Armour  j 
Thefe  iron-hearted  Souldiers  are  fo  cold, 

Till  they  be  beaten  to  a Womans  Arms, 

And  then  they  love  ’em  better  than  their  own ; 

No  Fort  can  hold  them  out. 

Ant.  What  pity  it  is  (Madam)  that  your  felf. 

Who  are  all  Excellence,  Ihould  become  fo  wretched. 

To  think  on  fuch  a Wretch  as  Grief  hath  made  me ! 
Seldome  defpairing  men  look  up  to  Heaven, 

Although  it  ftill  fpeak  to  ’em  in  its  Glories  *, 

For  when  fad  thoughts  perplex  the  mind  of  man, 

There  is  a Plummet  in  the  heart  that  weighs, 

Andpulftus  (living)  to  the  dull  we  came  from*, 

Did  you  but  fee  the  miferies  you  purfue, 

( As  1 the  happinefs  that  I avoid 

That  doubles  my  afflictions)  you  would  flye 

Unto  fome  Wilderneft,  or  to  your  Grave, 

And  there  find  better,  Comforts  than  in  me. 

For  Love  and  Cares  can  never  dwell  together. 

£r.  Theyfflould, 

If  thou  hadft  but  my  Love  and  I thy  Cares. 

Ant.  What  wild  Beaft  in  the  Delart  but  would  be 
Taught  by  this  Tongue  to  leave  his  Cruelty, 

Though  all  the  beauties  of  the  face  were  vail’d ! 

But  1 amfavager  than  any  Beaft, 

And  fhall  be  fo  till  Deems  does  arrive. 

Whom  with  fo  much  fubmilTion  I have  lent 
Under  my  hand,  that  if  he  do  not  bring 
His  Benediction  back,  he  muft  to  me 
Be  much  more  cruel  than  I to  you. 

Er.  Is’t  but  your  Fathers  pardon  you  defire  ? 

An.  With  his  love, and  then  nothing  next  that,Iike  yours. 

Enter  Decius. 

Er.  Decius  \szorc\c. 

Ant.  O welcome  Friend  *,  if  I apprehend  not 
Too  much  of  joy,  there’s  comfort  in  thy  looks. 

£r.  There  is  indeed  •,  I prithee  Decius  fpeak  it.  (ter’d. 

Dec.  How  ! prithee  Decius ! this  Woman’s  ftrangely  al- 

Ant.  Why  doft  not  fpeak  (good  friend)  and  tell  me  how 
The  reverend  Blefflng  of  my  life  receiv’d 
My  humble  lines-,  wept  he  for  joy  ? 

Dec.  No,  there’s  a Letter  will  inform  you  more  ^ 

Yet  I can  tell  you  what  I think  will  grieve  you , 

The  Old  Man  is  in  want  and  angry  ftill. 

And  poverty  is  the  Bellows  to  the  Coal 
More  than  diftafte  from  you  as  I imagine. 

Ant.  What’shere?  how’s  this?  It  cannot  be!  now  fure 
My  griefs  delude  my  fenfes. 

Er.  In  his  looks 

I read  a world  of  Changes  *,  Decius.,  mark 
With  what  a fad  amazement  he  furveys 
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j The  Ncvn-s  •,  canftthou  gucls  what  ’tis  ? 
j 'Dec.  None  good,  1 fear. 

fr.  1 fear  ibtoo  \ and  then 

yifit.  It  is  her  hand.  . 

Lr.  Arc  you  not  well  ? 

Too  well:  if  I were  ought 
But  Rock,  this  Letter  wouldconclude  niy  mifcrics, 

Perufc  it  (Lady)  and  refolve  me  then, 

In  what  a cafe  I (land. 

Da.  Sir,  theworftis, 

Your  Fathers  lownefs  and  diftafle. 
yl/it.  No,  DeciuSy 

My  Silkr  writes  Fernando  has  made  fuit 

For  love  to  her  •,  and  to  exprefs  hncerely 

His  conltant  truth,  hath  like  a noble  Gentleman, 

Dilcovered  plots  ot  treachery  ^ contriv’d 

By  falfe  Gonz.alo,  not  intending  more 

The  utter  ruine  of  our  houfe,  than  generally 

C-wdies  Confufion. 

Dec.  ’Tis  a generous  part 
Of  young  Fernando. 

Ant.  ’Tis,  and  I could  wiHi 
All  thrift  to  his  affedions,  Decius. 

You  find  thefum  on’t.  Madam. 

Er.  Yes,  I do. 

Ant.  And  can  you  now  yet  think  a heart  oppreft  • 
With  fuch  a throng  of  cares,  can  entertain 
An  amorous  thought  ? Love  frees  all  toils  but  one. 
Calamity  and  it  can  ill  agree. 

Er.  WiTt  pleafe  you  fpeak  my  doom  ? 

Ant.  Alas,  great  Lady, 

Why  will  you  flatter  thus  a defperate  Man 
That  is  quite  cafl:  away?  O had  you  not 
Procur’d  the  Senates  Warrant  to  enforce 
My  ftay,  I had  not  heard  of  thefe  fad  News. 

What  would  ye  have  me  do  ? 

Fr.  Love  me,  or  kill  me. 

One  word  fhall  fentence  either-,  for  as  Truth 
Is  jufl:,  if  you  refiife  me,  1 am  refolute 
Not  to  out-live  my  thraldome. 

Ant.  Gentle  Lady. 

Er.  Say,  mull  f live,  or  dye  ? - 

Dec.  My  Lord,  how  can  you 
Be  fo  inexorable  ? here’s  Occafion 
Of  fuccouring  your  Father  in  his  wants 
Securely  profer’d,  pray  Sir,  entertain  it. 

Er.  What  is  my  fentence? 

Ant.  What  you  pleafe  to  have  it. 

Er.  As  thou  art  gentle  fpeak  thofe  words  again. 

Ant.  Madam,  you  have  prevail’d  ; yet  give  me  leave 
Without  offence,  ere  I refign  the  intereft 
Your  heart  hath  in  niy  heart,  to  prove  your  fecrefie. 

Er.  «y4ntinonSy  ’cis  the  greateffc  argument 
Of  thy  affeeftions  to  me. 

Ant.  Madam,  thus  then. 

My  Father  (lands  for  certain  fums  engag’d 
To  treacherous  Gonzjtlo-.y  and  has  raorgag’d 
The  greatefl  part  of  his  edate  to  him 
! If  you  receive  this  Morgage,  and  procure 
; Acquittance  from  (jonzAlo  to  my  Father, 

I am  what  you  would  have  me  be. 

£r.  You’ll  love  me  then  ? 

- Ant.  Provided  (Madam)  that  my  Father  know  not 
I am  an  Agent  for  him. 

£r.  If  I fail 

In  this,  I am  unworthy  to  be  lov’d.  ■ ; . 

Ant.  Then  (with  your  favour)  thus  I feal  my  truth, 
Today,  and  Decius  witnefs  how  unchangingly 
Ilhall(lilllove£ror^. 

Er.  Thou  haft  quickned 
A dying  heart,  zAntinous. 

Dec.  Thisiswellj 

Much  happinefs  to  both.  ’ 

aSFivT- 


£«rfrHyparcha. 

Flyf.  The  Lord  Cjonz.ah 
Attends  you.  Madam. 

Er.  Comesas  wecould  wifh, 

Withdraw  Ant inoitsy  here’s  a Clofet,  where 
You  may  partake  his  errand  ^ let  him  enter. 

Enter  Gonzalo. 


ZExit. 


Ant.  Madam  you  muft  be  wary. 

Er.  Fear  it  not, 

I will  be  ready  for  him  to  entertain  him 
With  fmiling  Welcome.  Noble  Sir,  you  take 
Advantage  of  the  time  it  had  been  fit 
Some  notice  of  your  prefence  might  have  fafhion’d 
A more  prepared  llate. 

Gonz..  Do  you  mock  me.  Madam  ? 

Fr.  Truftme,  you  wrong  your  judgment,  to  repute 
My  Gratitude  a fault ; 1 have  examin’d 
Your  portly  carriage,  and  will  now  confefs 
It  hath  not  (lightly  won  me. 

Gonz..  The  Wind’s  turn’d-, 

I thought  ’tvvould  come  to  this it  pleas’d  us^  Madam, 

At  our  laft  interview,  to  mention  Lovej 
Have  you  confider’d  on’t  ? 

Er.  With  more  than  common 
Content  .•  but  Sir,  if  what  you  fpoke  you  meant, 

(As  I have  caufe  to  doubt)  then 

Gonz.  What,  (fweet  Lady.?^ 

Er.  Methinks  we  fliould  lay  by  this  form  of  ftatelinefs -, 
Loves  Courtfliip  is  familiar,  and  for  inftance. 

See  what  a change  it  hath  begot  in  me, 

I could  talk  humbly  now,  as  Lovers  ufe. 

Gonz.  And  I,  and  I,  we  meet  in  one  felf-centre 
Of  bleft  Confent. 

Er.  I hope  my  weakhefs,  Sir, 

Shall  not  defer  ve  negledl  ^ W if  it  prove  fo 

I am  not  the  firft  Lady  has  been  ruin’d 

By  being  too  credulous  ^ you  will  fmart  for’t  one  day, 

Gonz.  Angel-like  Lady,  let  me  be  held  a Villain, 

If  I love  not  fincerely. 

Er.  Would  I knew  it. 

^onz.  Make  proof  by  any  fit  Command.  . 

Er.  What,  do  you  mean  to  marry  me? 

Gonz.  How  ! mean  ? nay  more,  I mean 
T 0 make  you  Emprefs  of  my  Earthly  Fortunes, 

Regent  of  my  defires,  for  did  you  covet 
To  be  a real  Queen,  I could  advance  you. 

Er.  Now  I perceive  yOu  (light  me,  and  would  make  me 
More  fimple  than  my  Sexes  frailty  warrants. 

Gonz.  But  fay  your  mind,  and  you  (hall  be  a Queen. 

Er.  On  thofe  Conditions,  call  me  yours. 

Gonz.  Enough. 

But  are  we  fafe  ? 

Er.  Affuredly. 

Gonz.  In  (hort. 

Yet,  Lady,  firft  be  plain  ^ would  you  notchufe 
Much  rather  to  prefer  your  own  Sun-rifing, 

Than  any’selfe  though  ne’r  fo  near  entituled 
By  Blood,  or  right  of  Birth  ? 

Er.  ’Tisaqueftion 
Needs  not  a refolution. 

Gonz.  Good  ^ what  if 
I fet  the  Crown  of  Candy  on  your  head  ? 

Er.  I were  a Queen  indeed  then. 

Gonz.  Madam,  know 

There’s  but  a Boy  ’twixtyou  and  it-,  fuppafehifrr 
Tranfiiap’d  into  an  Angel. 

Er.  Wife  Gonzaloy 
I cannot  but  admire  thee. 

Gonz.  ’Tis  Worth  thinking  on  5 
Befides,  your  Husband  (hall  be  Duke  of  Fenicel 
Er.  (jonzjiloy  Duke  of  Venice? 

(fonz.  You  are  mine  you  (ky  ? 

Fr. 
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Er.  PiHi : you  but  dally  with  me  and  would  lull  me  \ 
In  a rich  golden  dream.  . 1 

Conz,.  You  arc  too  much  diftruftfull  of  my  truth. 

Er.  Then  you  mull  give  me  leave  to  apprehend 
The  means,  and  manner  how. 

(jOKz..  Wdiythus 

Er.  You  Ihall  nor, 

may  be  over-heard  *,  Aflairs  and  counfels 
Of  fuch  high  nature,  are  not  to  be  trufted 
Not  to  the  Air  it  felf,  you  fliall  in  writing, 

Draw  out  the  full  defign  •,  which  if  efieded, 

I am  as  1 profefs. 

Coaz..  0 1 applaud 
Your  ready  care,  and  fecrefie. 

Er.  Gonz.ab  , 

Tnere  is  a bar  yet,  ’twixt  our  hopes  and  us. 

And  that  mull  be  remov’d. 

Conz..  W hat  is’t  ^ 

Er.  Old  C.ijfilane. 

Cjonz..  Ha  ? fear  not  him ; 1 build  upon  his  ruines 
Already. 

Er.  I would  find  a fmoother  couiTe 
To  fiiift  him  off! 

Gonz..  As  how  ? 

Er.  We’l  talk  in  private, 

1 have  a ready  plot. 

Gonz..  I ffiall  adore  you.  C Exeunt. 

Enter  Fernando,  aod  Annophel. 

Fer.  Madam,  although  I hate  unnoble  pradices. 

And  therefore  have  perform’d  no  more  than  what 
I ought,  for  honours  fafety ; yet  Anmfhely 
Thy  love  hath  been  the  fpur,  to  urge  me  forward 
For  fpeedier  diligence. 

Anno.  Sir  your  own  fame  ' • 

And  memory  will  bell  reward  themfelves. 

Fcr.  All  gain  is  lofs  (fweet  beauty)  if  I mifs 
My  comforts  here  : The  Brother  and  the  Siller 
Have  double  conquer’d  me,but  thou  mailt  triumph. 

Anno.  Good  Sir,  I have  a Father. 

Fern.  Yes,  a brave  one-, 

Could’ll  thou  obfeure  thy  beauty,  yet  the  happinefs 
jjpfbeing  but  his  Daughter,  were  a dower 
T it  for  a Prince : what  fay  ye? 

' Anno.  You  have  defer v’d 
As  much  as  I fliould  grant. 

Fer.  By  this  fair  hand 
I take  poffelfion. 

Anno.  W'hat  in  words  I dare  not. 

Imagine  in  my  filence. 

Fer.  Tiiou  art  all  vertue. 

i Enter  Caffilancs,  ^^^/Arcanes. 

1 Caf.  I’le  tdl  thee  how : Bddmn  the  Emperour, 
j Pretending  title,  more  through  tyranny. 

Than  right  of  conquell,  ordefeent,  ulurp’d 
The  llile  of  Lord  o’re  all  the  Grecian  lllands, 

And  under  colour  of  an  amity 
With  Creet^  prefer’d  the  Marquefs  Momtferato 
i To  be  our  Governor the  Cretians  vex’d 
j By  the  ambitious  Tarks^  in  hope  of  aid 
1 From  the  Emperour,  receiv’d  for  General, 

, This  AFountferato  ^ he  (the  wars  appeafed) 

* Plots  with  the  Hate  of  and  takes  money 

! Ofthem for tbey paid  well,  helicals 
! Away  in  Iccret-,  fince  which  time,  that  right 
The  Hate  of  Fenice  claims  o’re  is 

By  purchafe,  not  inheritance  or  Conquell : 

And  hence  grows  all  our  quarrel. 

Arc.  So  an  Ufurer 

Or  Lumbard- Jew,might  with  fome  bags  of  tralh,  . 

Buy  half  the  Weftern  world. 

Caf.  Mony,  Arcana^ 

Is  now  a God  on  Earth .-  it  cracks  virginities, 

AndturnsaChrillian,  Turk-, 

Bribes  jultice, cut-throats  honour,  docs  what  not  i 

Arc.  Not  captives  Candy. 

Caf.  Nor  makes  thee  diflioncll, 

Nor  me  a Coward — Now  Sir,  here  is  homely, 

But  friendly  entertainment. 

Fer.  Sir,  I find  it. 

Arc.  And  like  it,  do  ye  not.? 

Fer.  My  repair  fpeaks  for  me. 

Caf.  Fernando  we  were  Ipeaking  off how  this  ? 

Enter  Gonzalo,  and  Gafpero,  with  a Casket, 

Gon.  Your  friend,  and  fervant. 

Caf.  Creditors,  my  Lord, 

Are  Mailers  and  no  Servants : as  the  world  goes. 

Debtors  are  very  Haves  to  thofe  to  whom 
They  have  been  beholding  to  j in  which  refpeft, 

I Ihould  fear  you  C]onz.alo. 

Gon.  Me,  my  Lord.? 

You  owe  me  nothing. 

Caf  What,  nor  love,  nor  mony  .? 

Gon.  Yes,  love,  I hope,  not  mony. 

Caf.  All  this  braverie 
Will  Icarcely  make  that  good. 

Gonz..  ’Tis  done  already : 

See  Sit,  your  Mortgage  which  I only  took. 

In  cafe  you  and  your  Ion  had  in  the  wars 
Mifcarried : I yield  it  up  again : ’tis  yours. 

Caf.  Are  ye  lb  conlcionable  ? 

Gonz..  ’Tis  your  own. 

Caf  Pilh,pilh,  rie  not  receive  what  is  not  mine. 

That  were  a dangerous  bufinefs, 

Gon.  Sir,  I ampaidfor’t, 

Thefummes  you  borrowed, are  return’d;  The  bonds 
Cancell’d,  and  your  acquittance  formerly  leal’d  : 

Look  here  Sir,  Gafpero  is  witnefs  to  it. 

GaJ.  My  honoured  Lord,  I am. 

Gon.  My  Lord  Fernando ^ 

Areanes  and  the  reft,  you  all  Ihall  teftifie. 

That  I acquit  Lord  Cajfilane  for  ever. 

Of  any  debts  to  me. 

Gaf.  ’Tis  plain  and  ample  : 

Fortune  will  once  again  fmile  on  us  fairly. 

Caf.  But  hark  ye,  hark  ye,  if  you  be  in  earneft. 

Whence  comes  this  bounty  ? or  whofe  is’t  ? 

Gon.  In  Ihort, 

The  great  Erota  by  this  Secretary, 

Return’d  me  my  full  due. 

Caf.  Erota .?  why  ' • 

Should  Ihe  do  this.? 

^on.  You  mull  ask  her  the  caufe. 

She  knows  it  belt. 

Caf.  So  ho,  Arcanes.y  none 
But  women  pity  us .?  foft- hearted  women  ? 

I am  become  a brave  fellow  now,  Areanes^ 

Am  I not  ? 

Arc.  Why  Sir,  if  the  gracious  Princels 
Have  took  more  fpecial  notice  of  your  fervices. 

And  means  to  be  more  thankfull  than  forae  others, 

It  were  an  injury  to  gratitude. 

To  difefteem  her  favours. 

Anno.  Sir  llie  ever 

For  your  fake  moll  rerpe<flively  lov’d  me. 

Caf  The  Senate,  and  the  body  of  this  Kingdom 
Are  herein  (letmefpeak  it  without  arrogance) 

Beholding  to  her : I will  thank  her  for  it  -, 

And  iflhc  have  referv’d  a means  whereby 
I may  repay  this  bounty  with  fome  fervice. 

She  Ihall  be  then  my  Patronefs : come  Sirs, 

We’I  tafte  a cup  of  wine  together  now. 

Gon.  Fernando.,  I mull  fpeak  with  you  in  lecret. 

Fer.  You  Ihall Now  Ga^eroy  all’s  well. 

Gaf.  There’s  news 
You  mull  be  acquainted  with. 

Comcj 
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Come,  there  is  no  mafter-picce  in  Ait,  like  Policie. 


C Exeunt. 
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Enter  Fernando,  and  Michael. 

Fer.  '"T^  H E Senate  is  inform’d  at  full. 

.L  Mic.  Gonzjilo 
Dreams  not  of  my  arrival  yet. 

Fer.  Nor  thinks 

Tis  poUible  his  plots  can  be  difeover’d : 

He  fats  himfelf  with  hopes  of  Crowns,  and  Kingdoms, 

And  laughs fecurely,  to  imagine  how 
He  means  to  gull  all  but  himfelf : when  truly. 

None  is  fo  grofly  gull’d  as  he. 

Mich.  There  was  never 
A more  arch  villain. 

Fer.  Peace,  the  Senate  comes. 

Enter  Porphicio,  ?of.  Senators^  and  Gafpero,  Attend. 

For.  How  clofely  Treafon  cloaks  it  felf  in  forms 
Of  Civil  honefly  ? 

Tof.  And  yet  how  palpably 
Does  heaven  reveal  it  I Fer.  Gracious  Lords. 

Gaf  The  Embafladour, 

Lord  Paulo  Michael.,  Advocate 
To  the  great  Duke  of  Venice. 

For.  You  are  moll  welcome, 

Y our  Mailer  is  a juft  and  noble  Prince. 

Mie.My  Lords,he  bad  me  fay, that  you  may.know 
How  much  he  fcorns,  and  (as  good  Princes  ought) 

Defies  bafe  indired,  and  godlefs  treacheries  •, 

To  your  more  Sacred  wifdomes  he  refers 
The  punifhment  due  to  the  falfe  <jonz,alo. 

Or  elle  to  fend  him  home  to  r enice. 

Pof.  Herein 

The  Duke  is  royal : Gafpero,  the  Prince 
Of  Cyprtfs  anfwer’d  he  would  come. 

Gaf.  My  Lords,  ’ 

He  will  not  long  be  abfent. 

Enter  Philander,  and  Melitus. 

Porp.  You  Fernando, 

dave  made  the  State  your  debter : worthy  Prince, 

We  lhall  be  futors*  to  you  for  your  prefence, 

In  hearing,  and  determining  of  matters 
Greatly  concerning 
Phi.  Fathers,  I am 
A ftranger. 

Pof.  Why,  thecaule,  my  Lord,  concerns 
A ftranger:  pleafe  you  feat  your  felf. 

Phi.  How  e’re  ' 

Unfit,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo , my^ Lords, 

You  lhall  command  me.  ‘ 

For.  You  my  Lord  Fernando, 

With  the  Ambalfador,  withdraw  a while. 

Fer.  My  Lords,  we  lhall. 

Pof  Melitm,  and  the  Secretary^  I 

Give  notice  to  Gonz.alo,  that  the  Senate 
Requires  his  prefence.  [_Ex.  Gaf  and  Mel. 

. - 1 , 

Enter  Caftilane,  and  Area. 

’ I 

Phi.  What  concerns  tlie  bufinefs? 

Ter.  Thus  noble  Prince— 

Caf.  Let  me  alone,  thou  troubleft  me,  ' , 

I will  be  heard. 

Arc.  You  know  not  whart  you  do. 

Pof.  Forbear : who’s  he  that  is  fo  rude  ? Vrhat’s  he  that 
To  interrupt  our  counfels  ? ( dares 

{faf  One  that  has  guarded, 

Thofe  Purple  robes  from  Cankers  worfe  than  Moths, 


...  jri. 


Of  ■ 


One  that  hath  kept  your  fleeces  on  your  backs, 
That  would  have  been  fnatch’d  from  you ; but  1 fee 
’Tis  better  now  to  be  a Dog,  a Spaniel 
In  times  of  Peace,  then  boalt  the  briiifed  liars. 
Purchas’d  with  lofsofbloii  l in  noble  wars. 

My  Lords,  I I'peak  to  you. 

Por.  Lord  Cajfitane, 

We  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Caf.  Yes,  you  arefet 
Upon  a bench  ofjuftice ; and  a day 
Will  come(hcar  this, and  quake  ye  potent greatjoncs) 
When  you  your  fclves  lhall  ftam;  odbre  a judge, 
Who  in  a pair  of  fcalcs  v/ill  weigh  your  adions. 
Without  abatement  of  one  grain  ; as  then 
You  would  be  found  full  weight,!  charge  ye  fathers 
Let  me  have  jultice  now. 

Pof.  Lord  (faffilane. 

What  ftrange  diltcmperature  provokes  diftruft 
Ofour  impartiality  befure 
We’I  flatter  no  mans  injuries. 

Caf  ’Tis  well  ■, 

You  have  a Law,  Lords,  that  without  remorle 
Dooms  fuch  as  are  bclepred  with  the  curfc 
Of  foul  ingratitude  unto  death. 

Por.  Wc  have. 

Caf  Then  do  mcjuftice. 


j: 


I Ex. 


Enter  Antinous,  Decius,  Erota,  Hyparcha. 

Dec.  Mad  man,  whither  run’ll  thou? 

Ant.  Peace  Decius,  I am  deaf. 

Hyp.  Will  you  forget 
Your  greatnefs,  and  your  modelly .? 

Er.  Hyparchaho.WQ,  1 will  not  hear. 

Ant.  Lady;  great,  gentle.  Lady. 

Er.  Prethee  young  man  forbear  to  interrupt  me. 

Triumph  not  in  thy  fortunes',  I willfpeak. 

Ptf  More  uproars  yet ! who  are  they  that  difturb  us  ? 

Caf  The  viper’s  come  ; his  fears  have  drawn  him  hither. 
And  now,  my  Lords,  be  Chornicled  for  ever. 

And  give  me  jiillice  againft  this  vile  Monller, 

This  baftard  of  my  bloud. 

Er.  ’Tis  juftice,  Fathers, 

I fue  for  too : and  though  I might  command  it, 

( If  you  remember  Lords,  whofe  child  I was ) 

Yet  I will  humbly  beg  it ; this  old  wretch 
Has  forfeited  his  life  to  me.  , 

Caf.  Tricks,  tricks*, 

Complots,  devices,  ’twixt  thefe  pair  of  young-ones, 

To  blunt  the  edge  of  your  well  temper’d  Swords, 

Wherewith  you  flrike  olfenders.  Lords,  but  1 
Am  not  a baby  to  be  fear’d  with  bug  bears, 

’Tis  juftice  I require. 

Er.  And  1. 

Ant.  You  fpeak  too  tenderly ; and  too  much  like  your 
To  mean  a cruelty  ; which  would  make  monllrous  (felf 
Your  Sex;  yet  for  the  loves  fake,  which  you  once 
Pleas’d  to  pretend,  give  my  griev’d  Father  leave 
To  urge  hjs  own  revenge  ; you  have  no  caufe 
For  yours;  keep  peace  about  ye. 

Caf  Will  yc-u  hear  me? 

Phil.  Here’s  fome  ftrange  novelty. 

Pof.  Sure  we  are  mock’d. 

Speak  one  at  once  ; fay  wherein  hath  your  Son 
Tranfgrcfs’d  the  Law  ? 

Caf  O the  grofs  mifts  of  dulnefs ! 

Are  you  this  Kingdomes  Oracles,  yet  can  be 
So  ignorant?  firlthear,  and  then  confider. 

That  I begot  him,  gave  him  birth  and  life. 

And  education,  were,  I muft  confefs, 

But  duties  of  a Father : I did  more  •, 

I taught  him  how  to  manage  Arms,  to  dare 
An  Enemy  ; to  court  both  death  and  dangers  j 
Yet  thefe  were  but  additions  to  compleat 
A well  accomplilh’d  Souldier ; 1 did  more  yet. 

S f I made 
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I made  him  chief  Commander  in  the  field 
Next  to  my  felf,  and  gave  him  the  full  profped 
Of  honour,  and  preterment ; train’d  him  up 
In  all  perfoclions  of  a Mai  tiallifi: : 

But  he  unmindful  of  his  gratitude. 

You  know  with  what  contempt  of  my  defects, 

Firlf  kick’d  againftmine  honour, fcorned  all 
My  fer  vices ; then  got  the  palm  of  glory 
Unto  himfclf : yet  not  content  with  this, 

He  (laftly)  hath  confpir’d  my  death,  and  fought 
Means  to  engage  me  to  this  Lady’s  debt, 

V^’hole  bounty  all  my  whole  eltate  could  never 
Give  fatisfaefion  to : now  honoured  Fathers, 

For  this  caufe  only,  if  your  Law  be  law. 

And  you  the  Minillers  of  juflice  •,  then 
Think  of  this  ftrangc  ingratitude  in  him. 

Phil.  Can  this  be  fo  udutimm  ? 

Ant.  ’Tis  all  true, 

Nor  hath  my  much  wrong’d  father  limn’d  my  faults 
In  colours  halffo  black,  as  in  themfelves, 

My  guilt  hath  dy ’d  them : w'ere  there  mercy  left. 

Yet  mine  own  fliamc  would  be  my  Executioner : 

Lords,  I am  guilty.  Er.  Thou  belicGiy  Atitmotts, 

Thine  innocence : alas,  my  Lords,  he’s  defperate. 

And  talks  he  knows  not  what:  you  mull  not  credit 
His  lunacy  y 1 can  my  Tclf  difprove 
This  acculation : QjjfiLvte,  be  yet 
More  mercifull  ; I beg  it. 

Oif.  Time,  nor  fate, 

The  world,  or  what  is  in  it,  Ihall  not  alter 
My  refolution  ; heflialldye.  Er.  The  Senats 
Prayers , or  weeping  Lovers,  fhlall  not  alter 
My  refolution ; thou  flialt  dye.  Ant.  Why  Madam, 

Are  ye  all  Marble  ? 

Pof.  Leave  your  fliifts 

What  plead  you  to  your  Fathers  accufation? 

Ant.  Moil  fully  guilty. 

Pof.  You  have  doom’d  your  felf. 

We  cannot  quit  you  now. 

Cuf.  A burthen’d  confcience 
Will  ne  ver  need  a hang-man : hadfl  thou  dar’d 
Tohavedeni’dit,  then  this  Sword  of  mine 
Should  on  thy  head  have  prov’d  thy  tongue  a lyar. 

Sr.  Thy  fw’ord  ? wretched  old  man,  thou  hall:  liv’d  too 
To  carry  peace  or  comfort  to  thy  grave  *,  ( long 

Thou  art  a man  condemn’d  ; my  Lords,  this  tyrant 
Had  perifh’d  but  for  me,  1 fiill  fuppli’d 
His  miferable  wants ; 1 fent  his  Daughter 
Mony  to  buy  him  food  •,  the  bread  he  eat, 

Was  from  my  purfe ; when  he  (vain-glorioufly) 

To  dive  into  the  peoples  hearts,  had  pawn’d 
His  birth-right,  I redeem’d  it,  fent  it  to  him. 

And  for  requitall,  only  made  my  fuite. 

That  he  would  pleafe  to  new  receive  his  fon 
Into  his  favour,  for  whofe  love  I toid  him 
I had  been  flill  fo  friendly ; but  then  he 
As  void  of  gratitude,  as  all  good  nature, 

Diftrafted  like  a mad  man,  poafted  hither 
To  pull  this  vengeance  on  himfclf,  and  us  •, 

For  why,  my  Lords,  fince  by  the  Law,  all  means 
Is  blotted  out  of  your  commiffion. 

As  this  hard  hearted  Father  hath  accus’d 
Noble  AnttnoM,  his  unblcmiflied  Son, 

So  I accufc  this  Father,  and  crave  judgement. 

Caf  All  this  is  but  deceit,  niecr  trifles  forg’d 
By  combination  to  defeat  the  procefs 
Of  Juftice,  1 will  have  A/mmtu  life. 

Arc.  Sir,  what  do  yc  mean.^ 

Er.  I will  have  CaffiUne's. 

Ant.  Cunning  and  cruel  Lady,  runs  the  ftream 
Of  your  affedionsthis  way  have  you  not 
Conqueft  enough  by  treading  on  my  grave  > 
Unlefsyoufendrac  thither  inafnrowd 
Stcept  in  my  fathers  bloud  as  you  arc  woman, 


As  the  protefts  of  love  you  vow’d  were  honeft ; 

Be  gentler  to  my  Father.  Sr.  Caffilane , 

Thou  haft  a heart  of  flint : let  my  intreaties, 

My  tears,  the  Sacrifice  of  griefs  unfeigned , 

Melt  it:  yet  be  a Father  to  thy  fon, 

Unmask  thy  long  befotted  judgement,  lee 
A low  obedience  kneeling  at  the  feet 
Ot  nature,  I befeech  you. 

Cif  Pifli,  you  cozen 

Your  hopes : your  plots  are  idle  : I aril  refolute. 

Er.  AminoHSy  urge  no  further. 

Ant.  Hence  thou  Sorcery 
Of  a beguiling  foftnefs,  I will  ftand, 

Like  the  earths  center,  unmov’d;  Lords  your  breath 
Muft  finifli  thele  divilions : I confels 
Civility  doth  teach  I Ihould  not  Ipeak 
Againft  a Lady  of  her  birth,  lb  high 
As  great  Erotay  but  her  injuries 
And  thanklels  wrongs  to  me,  urge  me  to  cry 
Aloud  for  juftice.  Fathers. 

Dec.  Whither  run  you  ? 

.For(honoured  fathers)that  you  all  may  know 
That  I alone  am  not  unmatchable 
In  crinies  of  this  condition,  left  perhaps 
You  might  conceive,  as  yet  the  cafe  appears^ 

That  this  foul  ftain,  and  guilt  runs  in  a bloud  5’ 

Before  this  prelence,  I accufe  this  Lady 
Of  as  much  vile  ingratitude  to  me. 

Caf.  Impudent  Traitor  I 

Phi.  Her.^  Antinous’y 

The  world  reputes  thee  valiant,  do  not  foyle 
All  thy  paft  noblenels  with  luch  a cowardize. 

As  murthering  innocent  Ladies  will  ftamp  on  thee^ 

A)tt.  Brave  Prince,  with  what  unwillingnefs  I force 
Her  follies,  and  in  thole  her  fin,  be  witnels. 

All  thefe  about  me : Ihe  is  bloudy  minded. 

And  turns  the  juftice  of  the  Law  to  rigor : 

It  is  her  crudites,  not  I accufe  her  : 

Shall  I have  Audience  ? 

Er.  Let  him  Ipeak  ray  Lords. 

Dec.  Your  memory  will  rot. 

Ant.  Call  all  your  eyes 
On  this,  what  Ihall  I call  her  ? truthlefs  woman, 
When  often  in  my  dilcontents,  the  fway 
Of  her  unruly  bloud,  her  untam’d  paffion, 

(Or  name  it  as  you  lift)  had  hour  by  hour 
Solicited  my  love,  Ihe  vow’d  at  laft 
She  could  not,  would  not  live  unlefs  I granted 
What  Ihelong  fued  for : I in  tender  pity, 

To  lave  a Lady  of  her  birth  from  ruine. 

Gave  her  her  life,  and  promis’d  to  be  hers : 

Nor  urg’d  I ought  from  her,  but  fecrefie, 

And  then  enjoyn’d  her  to  Ihpply  fuch  wants 
As  I perceiv’d  my  Fathers  late  engagements 
Had  made  him  fubjedt  to  ^ whatflialllheapup 
Long  repetitions  f Ihe'^^to  quit  my  pity. 

Not  only  hath  difeover’d  to  my  Father 
What  Ihe  had  promis’d  to  conceal,  but  allb 
Hath  drawn  my  life  into  this  fatal  forfeit  j 
For  which  fincc  I muftdye,  i crave  a like 
Equality  of  juftice  againft  her  j 
Not  that  I covet  bloud,  but  that  Ihe  may  not 
Pradbife  this  art  of  falfehood  on  fome  other. 

Perhaps  more  worthy  of  her  love  hereafter. 

Por.  If  this  be  true 

Er.  My  Lords,  be  as  the  Law  is. 

Indifferent,  upright,  I do  plead  guilty : 

Now  Sir,  what  glory  have  you  got  by  this  ? 

’Las  man,  I meant  not  to  outlive  thy  doom, 

Shall  we  be  friends  in  death  ? 

Hear  me,  the  villain 
Scandals  her,  honour’d  Lords. 

Er.  Leave  off  to  doat. 

And  dye  a wife  man. 
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I am  over-rcach’d. 

And  mafter’d  in  my  own  refolution. 

Phi.  Willyc  bewilfull  Madam  / here’s  the  curfe 
Ot  loves  difdain. 

Ca/.  Why  fit  you  like  dumb  Statues 
Demur  no  longer. 

Pof.  ^ajfilane  j Erota^ 

AntmoHs,  death  ye  ask  *,  and  ’tis  your  dooms, 

You  in  your  follies  liv’d,  dye  in  your  follies. 

Caf.  1 am  reveng’d,  and  thank  you  for  it. 

Er.  Yes,  and  1 : hath  been  gracious. 

Ant.  Sir,  may  I prefume  to  crave  a blefling  from  you 
Before  we  part  f 

Caf.  Yes,  fuch  a one  as  Parents 
Bellow  on  curled  fons,  now  now  I laugh 
To  fee  how  thole  poor  younglings  are  both  cheated 
Oflife  and  comfort : look  ye,  look  ye.  Lords, 

I go  but  fome  ten  minutes  ( more  or  left  ) 

Before  my  time,  but  they  have  finely  cozen’d 
Themlelves  of  many,  many  hopefull  years 
Amidll  their  prime  of  youth  and  glory  •,  now 

Enter  Annophel. 

Vly  vengeance  is  made  full.  Welcom  ray  joy, 

T hou  corn’ll  to  take  a leafonable  blelfing 
'rom  thy  half  buried  Fathers  hand  •,  I am  dead 
Already  girle,  and  fo  is  Ihe  and  he, 

We  all  are  worms-meat  now. 

Anno.  I have  heard  all  •, 

Nor  lhall  you  dye  alone:  Lords  on  my  knees 
I beg  for  juftice  too. 

Porp.  ’Gainft  whom,  for  what? 

Anno.  Firll  let  me  be  refolv’d  •,  does  the  Law  favour 
None,  be  they  ne’re  fo  mighty  ? 

Porp.  Not  the  greateft. 

Anno.  Then  jullly  I accule  of  foul  ingratitude 
My  Lords,  you  of  the  Senate  all,  notone 
Excepted.  Pof  Porp.  Us? 

Phil.  Annophel Ann.  You  are  the  Authors 

Of  this  unthrifty  bloud-lhed  *,  when  your  enemies 
Came  marching  to  your  gates,  your  children  fuck’d  not 
Safe  at  their  Mothers  brealls,  your  very  Cloyfters 
Were  not  fecure,  your  llarting-holes  of  refuge 
Not  free  from  danger,  nor  ybur  lives  your  own : 

In  this  moll  defperate  Ecfcafie,  my  Father, 

This  aged  man,  not  only  undertook 
To  guard  your  lives,  but  did  fo^  and  beat  off 
The  daring  foe  ■,  for  you  he  pawn’d  his  lands. 

To  pay  your  Souldiers,  who  without  their  pay 
Reus’d  to  llrike  a blow : but,  Lords,  when  peace 
Was  purchas’d  for  you,  and  viftorie  brought  home  ^ 
Where  was  your  gratitude,  who  in  your  Coffers 
Hoarded  the  rullie  treafure  which  was  due 
To  my  unminded  Father.?  he  was  glad 
To  live  retir’d  in  want,  in  penurie, 

Whillt  you  made  fealls  of  forfeit,  and  forgot 
Your  debts  to  him : The  fum  of  all  is  this, 

You  have  been  unthankfull  to  him  ^ and  1 crave 
The  rigor  of  the  Law  againll  you  all. 

Caf.  My  Royal  Ipirited  daughter  ! 

Ero.  Annophel 

Thou  art  a worthy  wench  ^ let  me  embrace  thee. 

Ann.  Lords,  why  do  ye  keep  your  feats .?  they  are  no 
For  fuch  as  are  offenders.  ( places 

Pof  Though  our  ignorance 
OfCaJfilanes  engagements  might  aflwage 
Severity  of  jullice,  yet  to  fliew 
How  no  excufe  Ihould  fmooth  a breach  of  Law, 

I yield  me  to  the  trial  of  it.  Porp.  So  mull  I.* 

Great  Prince  of  Cyprus^  you  are  left 
The  only  Moderator  in  this  difference  •, 

And  as  you  are  a Prince  be  a Protestor 

To  wofull  Candy.  Phil.  What  a Scene  of  miferio 

Hath  thine  obdurate  frowardnefs  ( old  man) 
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Drawn  on  thy  Countries  bolom .?  and  for  that 
Thy  proud  ambition  could  not  mount  fo  high 
As  to  be  ftil’d  thy  Countries  only  Patron, 

Thy  malice  hath  dcfccndcd  to  the  depth 

Of  Hell,  to  be  renowned  in  the  Title 

Of  the  dcflroyer  ? doff:  thou  yet  perceive 

What  curfes  all  pofterity  will  brand  , 

Thy  grave  with .?  that  at  once  haft  rob’d  this  Kingdom 
Of  honour  and  of  fafety. 

Erot.  Children  yet  unborn  ..  • 

Will  flop  their  ears  when  thou  art  nam’d.  ; 

Arc.  The  world  will  be  too  little  to  contain 
The  mernorie  of  this  detefted  deed  j 
The  Furies  will  abhorr  it. 

J^ec.  What  the  fword 

Could  not  enforce,  your  pcevilh  thirft  of  honour 
( A brave,  cold,  weak,  jmaginarie  fame  ) 

Hath  brought  on  Candy : Candy  groans,  not  thefe 
That  are  to  die., 

*Phil.  ’Tis  happineft  enough 
For  them,  that  they  lhall  not  furvive  to  fee 
The  wounds  wherewith  thou  ftab’ft  the  land  that  gave 
Thee  life  and  name. 

Dec.  ’Tis  Candy's  wrack.fhall  feel 

Caf  The  mifehief  of  your  folly. 

Porp.  Pof  Annophel- r — 

Ann.  I will  not  be  entreated. 

Caf.  Prethee  Annophel. 

Ann.  Why  would  ye  urge  me  to  a mercy  which 
You  in  your  lelf  allow  not  ? 

Caf.  ’Tis  the  Law, 

That  if  the  party  who  complains,  remit 
The  offender,  he  is  freed  : is’t  not  fo  Lords  ? 

Porp.  Pof.  ’Tis  lb.  , 

Caf.  (j^ntinoas.^  By  ihy  lhame  obferve  ' 

What  a clofe  witch  craft  popular  applaufc  is ; 

I am  awak’d,  and  with  clear  eyes  behold 
The  Lethargie  wherein  my  reafon  long 
Hath  been  be-charm’d : live, live,  my  matchlefs  fonV 
Bleft  in  thy  Fathers  blefling  *,  much  more  bicft 
In  thine  own  vertues : let  me  dew  thy  cheeks 
With  my  unmanly  tears : Rile,  I forgive  thee ; 

And  good  Antinonsy  if  I lhall  be  thy  Father 
Forgive  me ; I can  fpeak  no  more. 

Ant.  Dear  Sir, 

You  new  beget  me  now  — — Madam  your  pardon j 
I heartily  remit  you.  £rat.  lasfrdely 
Difcharge  thee  Caffilane. 

Anno.  My  gracious  Lords, 

Repute  me  not  a blemilh  to  my  Sex, 

In  that  I ftrove  to  cure  a delperate  evil 
With  a more  violent  remedy : your  lives. 

Your  honours  are  your  own. 

Phil.  Then  with  conlent 
Be  reconcil’d  on  all  fides : Pleaft  you  Fathers 
To  take  your  places. 

Dof.  Let  us  again  alcend, 

With  joy  and  thankfulnefs  to  Heaven;  and  now 
Toother  bufinefs Lords. 

Enter  Galpero,  and  MelitUs,  vpith  GonZaIbi 

Mel.  Two  hours  arid  more  Sir, 

The  Senate  hath  been  fet. 

Gonz..  And  I not  know  it  ? 

Who  fits  with  them  ? 

Mel.  My  Lord,  the  Prince  of CyprHi, 

Gonz..  Gafpero , 

Why  how  comes  that  to  pafs  ? 

Gaf.  Some  weighty  caufe 
I warrant  you. 

Gonz..  Now  Lords  the  bufinefs?  ha? 

Who’s  here , Erota  ? 

Dorp.  Secretarie  do  your  charge 
Upon  that  Traitor. 

S f 2 Gon^ 

^ — — — — — - 
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Conz..  Traitor/  C.tj.  Yes,  Goftz.iiloy  Traitor, 

Of  treafon  to  the  peace  and  Hate  of  Gaudy y 
1 I do  arrcH  thee.  Couz..  Me?  thou  EX)g? 

^ Enfer  Fernando,  aaid  Michael. 

J^fteb.  With  Licence 

From  this  grave  Senate,  I arreft  thee  likewile 
Of  treafon  to  the  State  of  renicc.  gouz.  Ha  ? 

Is  Aficbael  here  ? nay  then  1 fee 
I am  undone. 

Eror.  1 lhall  not  be  your  Queen, 

YourDutchefs,  or  your  Emprefs. 

G'ouz..  Dull,  dull  brain. 

O I am  fool’d  ? 

GaJ.  Look  Sir,  do  you  know  this  hand .?  (to  f^euice, 
Mic.  Do  you  know  this  Seal  ? Firft,  Lords,  he  writes 
To  make  a perfecfl  league,  during  which  time 
He  would  in  private  keep  fome  Troops  in  pay. 

Bribe  all  the  Centinels  throughout  this  Kingdom, 

Corrupt  the  Captains  •,  at  a Banquet  poyfbn 
The  Prince,  and  greatefl:  Peers,  and  in  conclulion 
i Yield  C^ky  Have  to  Venice. 

Gaf.  Next,  he  contracted 
j With  the  Illuftrious  Princefs,  the  Lady  Emuj 
! In  hope  of  marriage  with  her,  to  deliver 
Ail  tile  Venetian  gallantry,  and  ftrengtii. 

Upon  their  firft  arrival,  to  the  mercy 
Of  her  and  Candy.  Erot.  This  is  true,  Gonz.alo, 
gonz..  Let  it  be  true : what  then  ? 

Pof.  My  Lord  Ambafladour, 

What’s  your  demand/ 

Mich.  As  likes  the  State  of  Candy,  " 

Either  to  fentence  him  as  he  deferves 
Here,  or  to  fend  him  like  a Have  to  Venice. 

Porph.  We  fhall  advife  upon  it. 
gonz..  O the  Devils, 

That  had  not  thrufl  this  trick  into  my  pate 

A Politician  fool  ? deflruCtion  plague 
Candy  and  Venice  both, 
i Pof.  Porp.  Away  with  him. 

I Mel.  Come  Sir,  Tic  fee  you  fafe.  Z.Excmt  Gonz.  Mel. 
Erot.  Lords,  e’re  you  part 


Be  witnefs  to  another  change  of  wonder  •, 
aintinoiiSy  now  be  bold,  before  this  prefence. 

Freely  to  fpeak,  whether  or  no  1 us’d 
Thehumblelt  means  affeClion  could  contrive. 

To  gain  thy  love.  jdm.  Madam,  I rauft  confefs  it. 

And  ever  am  your  fervant.  Erot.  Yes  AntmoHs, 

My  fervant,  for  my  Lord  thou  fhalt  be  never : 

1 here  difclaim  the  intereft  thou  hadfi:  once 
1 n my  too  paffionate  thoughts.  Moft  noble  Prince, 

If  yet  a relique  of  thy  wonted  flames 

Live  warm  within  thy  bofom,  then  I blufh  not 

To  offer  up  the  affurance  of  my  faith. 

To  thee  that  haft  deferv’d  it  beft.  Phil.  O Madam, 

You  play  with  my  calamity.  Erot.  Let  heaven 
Record  my  truth  for  ever.  Phil.  With  more  joy 
Than  I have  words  to  utter,  I accept  it. 
lalfopawn  you  mine. 

Ero.  The  man  that  in  requital 
Of  noble  and  un-fbught  afleClion 
Grows  cruel,  never  lov’d,  nor  did  cAntinotts, 

Yet  herein  (Prince)  ye  are  beholding  to  him  j 
For  his  negleCt  of  me  humbled  a pride, 

Which  to  a vertuous  wife  had  been  a Monftcr. 

Phil.  For  which  Tie  rank  him  my  deferving  friend. 

Ant.  Much  comfort  dwell  with  you,  as  I could  wifn 
To  him  I honour  moft.  Caf.  O my  Antinon^, 

My  own,  my  own  good  fon. 

Per.  One  fuit  I have  to  make. 

Phil.  To  whom  Fernando  1 

Per.  Lord  (faff  lane’  to  you. 

Caf  To  me?  Fer.  This  Lady 
Hath  promifed  to  be  mine.  Ann.  Your  blefling  Sir  j 
Brother  your  love.  ' Ant.  You  cannot  Sir  beftow  her 
On  a more  noble  Gentleman. 

C<^f  Saiftthoufo? 

vAntinom  I confirm  it.  Here  Fernando, 

Live  both  as  one ; fheis-thine. 

Ant.  And  herein  Sifter, 

I honour  you  for  your  wife  fetled  love. 

This  is  a day  of  Triumph,  all  Contentions 

Are  happily  accorded  : Candy’s  peace 

Secur’d,  and  Venice  vow’d  a worthy  friend. ' {Exeunt. 
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Perfbns  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Julius  Caviar,  Emferour  &f  Rome.  ' 

Ptolomy,  King  of  ^gypt. 

Achoreus,  an  honefl  Counfellor^  Priejiofl^i. 
Photinus,  a Politician,  minion  to  Ptolomy. 
Achillas,'  Captain  of  the  Guard  to  Ptolomy. 
Septimius,  a revolted  Roman  Villain. 
Labienus,  a Roman  Souldier,  and  Nuncio. 
Apollodorus,  Cleopatra. 

Antonie,  J ^ r ^ ^ 

Dolabelh 


Sceva,  a free  Speal^er,  alfo  Captain  to  Oefar. 
Guard. 

Three  lame  Souldiers. 

Servants. 

WOMEN. 

Cleopatra,  ^een  of  Caelar  s Miflris. 

Arfiflo,  Cleopatra’/  Sijier. 

Eros,  Cleopatra’/  waiting  Woman. 
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£«f/r  Achillas,  Achoreus.  j‘ 

Love  the  King,  nor  do  difpute  his  power, 
(For,that  is  not  confin’d,  nor  to  be  cenfur’d 
By  rnei'thatam  his  Sbbjed)  yet  allow  me 
Theliberty  of  a Mah,'that  ftill  would  be 
A friend  to  Juftice,  to  demand  the  motives*  • 

That  did  induce/ymmg'Ttei/owy,  ovThotimis,  u' 

I (To  whofe  diredlions  he  gives  uphimfelf,  v ;;  i ■ 

I And  I hope  wifely)  to  commit  his  Sifter,  i ■ ; . 
The-Princefs  (iflfaid  • - ‘ ' i 

The  Queen  ( Achillas)  ’twere  (I  hope)  no  treafon,' 

She  being  by  her  Fathers  Teftament  • 


fWhofe  memory  I bow  to)  left  Co-heir 
In  all  he  ftood  pofteft  of. 

Achil.  ’Tisconfeft  ' \ 

("My  good  Achoreus ) that  in  thefe  Eaftern  Kingdoms  :•.  : / 
Women  are  not  exempted  from  the  Sceptre, 

But  claim  a priviledge,  equal  to  the  Male ; 

But  how  much  fuch  divifions  have  ta’en  from 
The  Majefty  of  Egyft,  and  what  fadtions 
Have  fprung  from  thofe  partitions,  to  the  ruine 
Of  the  poor  Subjedt,  ("doubtful  which  to  follow,)  n-  ! • -i  i 
We  have  too  many,  and  too  fad  examples,  r 
Therefore,  'the  wife  Tho tinus,  to  prevent  ; ,v 

TheMurthers,  and  the  Maflacres,  that  attend  ' 

On 
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On  difuniccd  Government,  and  to  (liew 
The  King  without  a Partner,  in  full  fplendour , 
Thought  It  convenient  the  fair  Cleopatra, 

(An  attribute  not  frequent  to  the  Climate) 

Should  be  committed  in  fafe  Cuftody, 

In  which  Ihc  is  attended  like  her  Birth, 

Until  her  Beauty,  or  her  royal  Dowre, 

Hath  found  her  out  a Husband. 

Aih.  How  this  may 

Stand  with  the  rules  of  policy,  I know  not  5 
Moftfure  1 am,  it  holds  no  correfpondence 
With  the  Rites  of  c/£^r,  or  the  Laws  of  Nature  j 
But  grant  that  Ceop.itra  can  fit  down 
With  this  difgrace  (though  infupportable) 

Can  you  imagine, that  Romes  glorious  Senate 
(To  whofe  charge,  by  the  will  of  the  dead  King 
This  government  was  deliver’d)  or  great  Pompey, 

(That  is  appointed  Cffoprr^’s  Guaraian 

As  well  as  Ptolonnes)  will  e’re  approve 

Of  this  rafh  counfel, their  confent  not  fought  for. 

That  Ihould  authorize  it  ? 

Achtl.  The  Civil  war 
In  which  the  Roman  Empire  is  eml’^Srqu’d 
On  a rough  Sea  of  danger,  does  exacT 
Their  whole  care  to  prelerve  themiclveSjand  gives  them 
No  vacant  time  to  think  of  what  we  do, 

Which  hardly  can  concern  them. 

Ach.  What’s  your  opinion 
Of  the  fucceft  ? I have  heard,  in  multitudes 
OfSouIdiers,  and  all  glorious  pomp  of  war, 

Pompey  is  much  fuperiour. 

Achil.  I could  give  you 
A Catalogue  of  all  the  feveral  Nations 
From  whence  he  drew  his  powers ; but  that  were  tedious. 
They  have  rich  arms,  are  ten  to  one  in  number, 

\^^hich  makes  them  think  the  day  already  v/on  ^ 

And  Pompey  being  mafter  of  the  Sea, 

Such  plenty  of  all  delicates  are  brought  in. 

As  if  the  place  on  which  they  are  entrench’d. 

Were  not  a Camp  of  SoUldiers,  but  Rome, 

In  which  Lncullus  and  Apicius  joyn’d. 

To  make  a publique  Feall : they  at  Dirachlnm 
Fought  with  fuccefs ; but  knew  not  to  make  ule  of 
Fortunes  fair  offer : fo  much  I have  heard 
C^far  himfelf  confefs. 

Ach.  Where  are  they  now.J* 

Achtl.  In  Thejfalie,  near  the  PharfaUan  plains 
Where  Cefar  with  a handfull  of  his  Men 
Hems  in  the  greater  number : his  whole  troops 
Exceed  not  twenty  thoufand,  but  old  Souldiers 
’ Flefh’din  thefpoilsof  Germany  and  France, 

Inur’d  to  his  Command,  and  only  know 
To  fight  and  overcome  •,  And  though  that  Famine 
Raigns  in  his  Camp,  compelling  them  to  tall 
Bread  made  of  roots,  forbid  the  ufe  of  man, 

( Which  they  with  fcorn  threw  into  Pompeys  Camp 
As  in  derifionofhis  Delicates  ) 

Or  corn  not  yet  half  ripe,  and  that  a Banquet : 

They  ftill  befiege  him,  being  ambitious  only 
To  come  to  blows,  and  let  their  fwords  determine 
Who  hath  the  better  Caufe. 

Enter  Septinius. 

Ach.  May  Vi(ftory 
Attend  on’t,  where  it  is. 

t^chil.  We  every  hour 
Expert  to  hear  the  ifluc. 

Sep.  Save  my  good  Lords ; 

By  If s and  Ofirts,  whom  you  worfliip ; 

And  the  four  hundred  gods  and  goddcITes 
Ador’d  in  Rome,  I am  your  honours  fervant. 

Ach.  T ruth  needs,  Septinius,  no  oaths. 

Achtl.  You  are  cruel, 

If  you  deny  him  fwearing,  you  take  from  him 


\ Three  full  parts  of  his  language. 

Sep.  Your  Honour’s  bitter. 

Confound  me,  where  1 love  I cannot  lay  it. 

But  I mufl:  fwear’t : yet  fuch  is  ray  ill  fortune, 

Nor  vows,  nor  proteftations  win  belief, 

I think,  and  (Icanfindnootherreafon) 

Becaufe  I am  a Roman. 

Ach.  No  Septimus, 

To  be  a Roman  were  an  honour  to  you. 

Did  not  your  manners,  and  your  life  take  from  it. 

And  cry  aloud,  that  from  Rome  you  bring  nothing 
But  Roman  Vices,  which  you  would  plant  here. 

But  no  feed  of  her  vertues. 

Sep.  With  your  reverence 
1 am  too  old  to  learn. 

eyich.  Any  thing  honeft, 

That  I believe,  without  an  oath. 

Sep.  I fear 

Your  Lordfhip  has  flept  ill  to  night,  and  that 
Invites  this  fad  difcourfe : ’twill  make  you  old 

Before  your  time  ; O thefe  vertuous  Morals, 

And  old  religious  principles,  that  fool  us  I 
I have  brought  you  a new  Song,  will  make  you  laugh, 

‘ Though  you  were  at  your  prayers. 

Aeh.  What  is  the  fubj^  ? 

Be  free  Septinius. 

Sep.  *Tis  a Catalogue 
Of  all  the  Gamelters  of  the  Court  and  City, 

Which  Lord  lyes  with  that  Lady,  and  what  Gallant 
Sports  with  that  Merchants  wife and  does  relate 
Who  fells  her  honour  for  a Diamond, 

Who,for  a tiflew  robe : whofe  husband’s  jealous, 

And  who  fo  kind,  that,  to  lhare  with  his  wife. 

Will  make  the  match  himfelf : 

Harmlefs  conceits. 

Though  fools  fay  they  are  dangerous : I fang  it 
The  laft  night  at  my  Lord  T>hotinus  table. 

Ach.  How.?  as  a Fidler.? 

Sep.  No  Sir,  asaGueft, 

A welcom  gueft  too : and  it  was  approv’d  of 

By  a dozen  of  his  friends,  though  they  were  touch’d  in’t ; 

For  look  you,  ’tis  a kind  of  merriment. 

When  we  have  laid  by  foolifh  modefty 
( As  not  a man  of  falhion  will  wear  it ) 

To  talk  what  we  have  done ; at  leafl:  to  hear  it  •, 

If  meerily  fetdown,  it  fires  the  blood. 

And  heightens  Creft-faln  appetite. 

Ach.  New  do(ftrinc.' 

Achil.  Was’t  of  your  own  compofing  ? 

Sep.  No,  I bought  it 
Of  a skulking  Scribler  for  two  Ptolomics  : 

But  the  hints  were  mine  own  5 the  wretch  was  fearful! : 
But  I have  damn’d  my  felf,  fhould  it  be  queftion’d, 

That  I will  own  it, 

Ach.  And  be  punifhed  for  it ; 

Take  heed  : for  you  may  fo  long  exercife 
Your  fcurrilous  wit  againft  authority. 

The  Kingdoms  Counlels  •,  and  make  profane  Jells, 
(Which  to  you  (being  an  atheifl)  is  nothing  ) 

Againft  Religion,  that  your  great  maintainers 
(linlefs  they  would  be  thought  Co-partners  with  you) 

Will  leave  you  to  the  Law  : and  then,  Septinius, 
Remember  there  arc  whips. 

Sep.  For  whore’s  1 grant  you. 

When  they  are  out  of  date,  till  then  are  fafe  too, 

Or  all  the  Gallants  of  the  Court  are  Eunuchs, 

And  for  mine  own  defence  Tie  only  add  this, 
rie  be  admitted  for  a wanton  tale 
To  fome  moft  private  Cabinets,  when  your  Prieft-hood 
(Though  laden  with  the  myfteries  of  your  goddefs) 

Shall  wait  without  unnoted : fo  I leave  you 

To  your  pious  thoughts.  {fixit. 

’Achil.  'Tis  a ftrange  impudence, 

This  fellow  does  put  on. 
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Jcb.  The  wonder  great, 

He  is  accepted  of. 

ylchtl.  Vices,  for  him  , 

Make  as  free  way  as  vertues  doe  for  others. 

’Tis  the  times  fault : yet  Great  ones  Hill  have  grace’d 
To  make  them  fport,  or  rub  them  oTe  with  flattery, 
Obfervers  of  all  kinds. 

Enter  Photinus,  and  Septinius. 

Jch.  No  more  of  him, 

He  is  not  worth  our  thoughts : a Fugitive 
rom  Pompeys  army ; and  now  in  a danger 
When  he  Ihould  ufe  his  fervice. 

y4cbil.  See  how  he  hangs 
On  great  Pbotinus  Ear. 

Sep.  Hell,  and  the  furies, 

And  all  the  plagues  of  darknefs  light  upon  me: 

You  are  my  god  on  earth : and  let  me  have 
Your  favour  here,  fall  what  can  fall  hereafter. 

Pbo.  Thou  art  believ’d : doll:  thou  want  mony  ? 

Sep.  No  Sir. 

Pbo.  Or  hall  thou  any  fuite  ? thefe  ever  follow 
Thy  vehement  proteltations. 

Sep.  You  much  wrong  me  ^ 

How  can  I want,  when  your  beams  Ihine  upon  me,' 

Unlefs  employment  to  exprefs  my  zeal 
To  do  your  greatnefs  fervice  ? do  but  think 
A deed  fo  dark,  the  Sun  would  blufli  to  look  on, 

For  which  Man-kind  would  curfe  me,  and  arm  all 
The  powers  above,  and  thole  below  againll  me : 
Command  me,  I will  on. 

Pbo.  WhenJ  have  ufe, 
rie  put  you  to  the  tell. 

Sep.  May  it  be  fpeedy. 

And  fomething  worth  my  danger : you  are  cold. 

And  know  not  your  own  powers : this  brow  was  fafhibn’d 
To  wear  a Kingly  wreath,  and  your  grave  judgment. 
Given  todifpofeof  monarchies,  not  to  govern 
A childs  affairs,  the  peoples  eye’s  upon  you. 

The  Souldier  courts  you : will  you  wear  a garment 
Of  fordid  loyalty  when  ’tis  out  of  fafhion  ? 

Pbo.  When  Pompey  was  thy  General,  Septimns, 

Thou  laidlt  as  much  to  him. 

Sep.  All  my  love  to  him, 

To  C^far,  Rome,  and  the  whole  world  is  loft 
In  the  Ocean  of  your  Bounties : I have  no  friend, 

: Projecfl:,  delign,  or  Countrey,  but  your  favour. 

Which  rie  preferve  at  any  rate, 
j Pbo.  No  more  *, 

j When  I call  on  you,  fall  not  off:  perhaps 
i Sooner  than  you  expeeft,  I may  employ  you, 

; So  leave  me  for  a while. 

Sep.  Ever  your  Creature. 

Pbo.  Good  day  xicboreus my  ht^fnznd  Achillas , 
i Hath  fame  deliver’d  yet  no  certain  rumour 
Of  the  great  Roman  ^Aclion  ? 

Achil.  That  we  are 

To  enquire,  and  learn  of  you  Sir:  whofe  grave  care 
For  Egypts  happinefs , and  great  Ptolomies  good. 

Hath  eyes  and  ears  in  all  parts. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Labienus,  Guard. 

Pbo.  I’k  not  boaft, 

I What  my  Intelligence  colls  me:  but  ’ere  long 
You  lhall  know  more.  The  King,  with  him  a Roman. 

Ach.  The  fcarlet  livery  of  unfortunate  war 
Dy’d  deeply  on  his  face. 

Achil.  ’Tis  Labienus 
Cajars  Lieutenant  in  the  wars  of  Gaul, 

And  fortunate  in  all  his  undertakings : 

But  lince  thefe  Civil  jars  he  turn’d  to  Pompey, 

And  though  he  followed  the  better  Caufo 
Not  with  the  like  fuccefs, 

Pbo.  Such  as  are  wife 




Leave  falling  buildings,  flyc  to  thofc  that  rife ; 

But  more  of  that  hereafter. 

Lab.  In  a word,  Sir,  . > 

Thefe  gaping  wounds,  not  taken  as  a llavc,  ' 

Speak  Pompey's  lofs : to  tell  you  of  the  Battail, 

How  many  thoufand  fevcral  bloody  lhapes 
Death  wore  that  day  in  triumph ; how  we  bore 
The  fliock  of  Cefars  charge : or  with  what  fury 
His  Souldiers  came  on  as  if  they  had  been 
So  many  Cafars,  and  like  him  ambitious 
To  tread  upon  the  liberty  of  Rome  : 

How  Fathers  kill’d  their  Sons,or  Sons  their  Fathers, 

Or  how  the  Roman  Piles  on  either  fide  , 

Drew  Roman  blood,  which  fpent,  the  Prince  of  weapons, 
(Thefword)  fucceeded,  which  in  Civil  wars 
Appoints  the  Tent  on  which  wing’d  victory 
Shall  make  a certain  Stand ; then,  how  the  Plains  , 
Flow’d  o’re  with  blood,  and  what  a cloud  of  vulturs 
And  other  birds  of  prey,  hung  o’re  both  armies, 
Attending  when  their  ready  Servitors, 

( The  Soulc^iers,  from  whom  the  angry  gods 
Had  took  all  fenfe  of  reafon,  and  of  pity) 

Would  ferve  in  their  own  carkafles  for  afeaft. 

How  'C4‘^r  with  his  Javelin  force’d  them  on  , 

That  made  the  leaft  flop,  when  their  angry  hands 
Were  lifted  up  againftforae  known  friends  face  j 
Then  coming  to  the  body  of  the  army 
He  Ihews  the  lacred  Sejnate,  and  forbids  them 
To  waft  their  force  uf)on  the  Common  Souldier, 

Whom  willingly,'  if  e’re  he  did  know  pity, 

Hewohld  havefpar’d. 

Ptol.  The  reafon  Labienus?  . , 

Lab.FuU  well  he  knows, that  in  their  blood  he  was  . 
To  pafs  to  Empire,  and  that  through  their  bov/els 
He  mull;  invade  the  Laws  of  kome,  and  give 
A period  to  the  liberty  of  the  world. 

Then  fell  the  Lepidi,  and  the  bold  Corvini, 

'The  fairfd  Torquati,  Scipio‘*s,  and  Afarcelli, 

( Names  next  to  Pompeys,  moll  renown’d  on  Earth  )' 

The  Nobles,  and  the  Commons  lay  together. 

And  Pontique,  Punique,  and  AJfyrian  blood 
Made  up  one  crimfon  Lake : which  Pompey  feeing^'' 

And  that  his, and  the  fate  of  kome  had  left  him 
Standing  upon  the  Rampier  of  his  Camp, 

Though  feorning  all  that  could  fall  on  himfelf. 

He  pities  them  whofe  fortunes^are  embarqu’d 
In  his  unlucky  quarrel  •,  cryes  aloud  too  ^ 

That  they  Ihould  found  retreat,and  lave  themfelves; 
That  he  defir’d  not,  fo  much  noble  blood 
Should  be  loft  in  his  fervice,  or  attend 
On  his  misfortunes : and  then,  taking  horfe 
With  fome  few  of  his  friends,  he  came  to’  Lesbos, 

And  with  Cornelia,  his  Wife,'  and  Sons, 

He’s  touch’d  upon  your  fliore : the  King  of  PahhU,' 

( Famous  in  his  defeature  of  the  Crajft ) 

Offer’d  him  his  protection,  hutTompey 
Relying  on  his  Benefits,  and  your  Faith, 

Hath  chofen  ^gypt  for  his  SanCtuary, 

Till  he  may  recolleCt  his  feattered  powers, 

And  try  a fecond  day : now  Ptolomy, 

Though  he  appear  not  like  that  glorious  fhmg 
That  three  times  rode  in  triumph,  and  gave  laws 
To  conquer’d  Nations,and  made  Crowns  his  gift 
( As  this  of  yours,  your  noble  Father  took 
From  his  viftorious  hand,  and  you  ftill  wear  it 
At  his  devotion  ) to  do  you  more  honour 
In  his  declin’d  eftate,  as  the  flraightfl:  Pine 
In  a full  grove  of  his  yet  floUrilhing  friends. 

He  flyes  to  you  for  fuccour,  and  expeCts 
The  entertainment  of  your  Fathers  friend, 

And  Guardian  to  your  felf. 

PtoL  To  fay  I grieve  his  fortune 
As  much  as  if  the  Crown  I wear  ( his  gift ) 

Were  ravilh’d  from  me,  is  a holy  truth, 
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Our  Govls  can  wicncls  for  me : yet,  being  young, 

AnJ  not  a free  dirpofer  of  my  Iclf  •, 

Let  not  a few  hours,  borrowed  for  advice, 

Beget  fufpicion  of  unthankfulnefs, 

( \Vhich  next  to  Hel!  I hate  ) pray  you  retire, 

And  take  a little  roll,  and  let  his  wounds 
Be  with  that  care  attended,  as  they  were 
Carv'd  on  jny  flefh : good  J^abUnuSy  think 
The  little  refpite,  I defire  lhall  be 
Wholly  emploi’d  to  find  the  readieft  way 
To  doe  great  Fowpey  fervice. 

Lab.  May  the  gods 
C As  you  intend)  protect  you. 

ftol.  Sit:  lit  all, 

It  is  my  pleafurc  ; your  advice,  and  freely. 

ylch.  A fliort  deliberation  in  this , 

May  ferve  to  give  you  counfel ; to  be  honefl:. 

Religious  and  thankfull,  in  themfclves 
Are  forcible  motives,  and  can  need  no  flourifli 
Or  glofs  in  the  perfwader-,your  kept  faith, 

(Though  Pompey  never  rife  to  th’  height  he’s  fallen  from  ) 
Csfar  himfeli  will  love  y and  my  opinion 
Is  ( (till  committing  it  to  graver  cenfure  ) 

You  pay  the  debt  you  owe  him,  with  the  hazard 
Of  all  you  can  call  yours, 

Ptol.  What’s  yours , Photinus  ? ) 

Pho.  Achoreui  (great  Ptolomy)  hath  counfell’d 
Like  a Religious,  and  honefl;  man. 

Worthy  the  honour  that  he  jufliy  holds 
In  being  Priefl:  to  Ifis : But  alas, 

What  in  a man,  lequcfler’d  from  the  world. 

Or  in  a private  perlbn,  is  prefer’d. 

No  policy  allows  of  in  a King, 

To  be  or  jufl,  or  thankfull,  makes  Kings  guilty. 

And  faith  (though  prais’d)  is  punilh’d  that  fupports 
Such  as  good  Face  forfakes : joyn  with  the  gods, 

Obferve  the  man  they  favour,  leave  the  wretched, 

The  Stars  are  not  more  diflant  from  the  Earth 
Than  profit  is  from  honefty  •,  all  the  power. 

Prerogative,  and  greatnefs  of  a Prince 

Islofl:,  ifhedefeend  once  but  to  fleer 

His  courfe,  as  what’s  right,  guides  him : let  him  leave 

The  Scepter,  that  fbrives  only  to  be  good. 

Since  Kingdomes  are  maintain’d  by  force  and  blood. 

Oh  wicked! 

Ptol.  Peace.-  goe  on. 

Pho.  Proud  Pompey  Ihev^s  how  much  he  fcorns  your  youth, 
In  thinking  that  you  cannot  keep  your  own 
From  fuch  as  are  or’ccome.  If  you  are  tired 
With  being  a King,  let  not  a flranger  take 
What  nearer  pledges  challenge : refign  rather 
The  government  of  zy£gypt  and  of  Nile 
To  Cleopatray  that  has  title  to  them, 

At  Icafl  defend  them  from  the  Roman  gripe, 

What  w’as  not  ^ompeysy  while  the  wars  endured, 

The  Conquerour  will  not  challenge^by  all  the  world 
Forfaken  and  defpis’d,  your  gentle  Guardian 
His  hopes  and  fortunes  defperatc,  makes  choice  of 
What  Nation  he  lhall  fall  with  : and  purfu’d 
By  their  pale  ghofls,  flain  in  this  Civil  war, 

I Heflyesnot  Ofar  only,  but  the  Senate, 

Of  which,  the  greater  part  have  doi’d  the  hunger 
' OflharpPW/^/i^ra  fowl,  lie  flies  the  Nations 
That  he  drew  to  his  Qgarrcl,  whofe  Eftates 
Are  funk  in  his ; and  in  no  place  receiv’d. 

Hath  found  out  <^^ypt,  by  him  yet  not  ruin’d: 

And  Potolmyy  things  tonfidcr’d,  jufliy  may 
Complain  of  Pompey : wherefore  Ihould  he  flain 
Our  '^yypty  with  the  fpots  of  civil  war  ? 

Of  make  the  peaceable,  or  quiet  Nile 
Doubted  of  wherefore  fnould  he  draw 

His  lofs,  and  overthrow  upon  our  heads  ? 

Or  choofc  this  place  to  fulfer  in  ? already 
We  have  offended  in  our  wilhes, 


And  no  way  left  us  to  redeem  his  favour 
But  by  the  head  of  Pompey. 
ylch.  Great  OfiriSy 

Delend  thy  JEgypt  from  fuch  cruelty. 

And  barbarous  ingratitude ! 

Pho.  Floly  trifles. 

And  not  to  have  place  in  defigns  of  State 
This  fword,  which  Fate  commands  me  to  unflieatli, 

I would  not  draw  on  Pompeyy  if  not  vanquilh’d. 

I grant  it  rather  fliould  have  pafs’d  through 
But  we  mull  follow  W'here  his  fortune  leads  us ; 

All  provident  Princes  meafuro  liieir  intents 
According  to  their  power , and  fo  difpofe  them : 

And  thinkfl  thou  ( Ptolomy ) tliat  thou  canfl  prop 
HisRuines,  under  whom  lad  Rome  nowfuflers/ 

Or  ’tempt  the  Conquerours  force  when  ’tis  confirm’d  .<* 

Shall  we,  that  in  the  Battail  fate  as  Neuters 
Serve  him  that’s  overcome .?  No,  no,  he’s  loft. 

And  though  ’tis  noble  to  a finking  friend 
To  lend  a helping  hand,  while  there  is  hope 
He  may  recover , thy  part  not  engag’d 
Though  one  moft  dear,  when  all  his  hopes  are  dead. 

To  drown  him,  fet  thy  foot  upon  his  head. 
o4ch.  Moft  execrable  Counfel. 

Pho.  To  be  follow’d , 

Tis  for  the  Kingdoms  fafety. 

Ptol.  We  give  up 

Our  abfolute  power  to  thee : dilpole  of  it 
As  reafon  fliali  diredl  thee. 

Pho.  Good  Achillasy 

Seek  out  Septimus:  do  you  but  footh  him. 

He  is  already  wrought : leave  the  difpatch 
To  me  of  Labienus : ’tis  determin’d 
Already  how  you  lhall  proceed : nor  Fate 
Shall  alter  it,  fince  now  the  dye  is  caft. 

But  that  this  hour  to  Pompey  is  his  laft.  ^ Exit, 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Apollodorus,  Eros,  Arfino. 

Apol.  Is  the  ^een  ftirring,  Eros  ? 

Eros.  Yes,  for  in  truth 
She  touch’d  no  bed  to  night. 

Apol.  I am  lorry  for  it. 

And  wifli  it  were  in  me,  with  my  hazard, 

To  give  her  eafe. 

Arf.  Sir,  flie  accepts  your  will. 

And  does  acknowledge  Ihe  hath  found  you  noble. 

So  far,  as  if  reftraint  of  liberty 

Could  give  admiflion  to  a thought  of  mirth. 

She  is  your  debtor  for  it. 

Apol.  Did  you  tell  her 

Of  the  fports  I have  prepar’d  to  entertain  her  ? 

She  was  us’d  to  take  delight,  with  her  fair  hand. 

To  angle  in  the  Niky  where  the  glad  fifli 

( As  if  they  knew  who  ’twas  fought  to  deceive  ’em) 

Contended  to  be  taken : other  times 

To  ftrike  the  Stag,  who  wounded  by  her  arrows, 

Forgot  his  tears  in  death,  and  kneeling  thanks  her 
To  his  laft  gafp,  then  prouder  of  his  Fate, 

Than  if  with  Garlands  Crown’d,  he  had  been  chofen 
To  fall  a Sacrifice  before  the  altar 
Of  the  Virgin  Huntrefs : the  King,  nor  great  Photinus 
Forbid  her  any  pleafurc^  and  the  Circuit 
In  which  fhe  is  confin’d,  gladly  affords 
Variety  of  paftimes,  which  1 would 
Encreafe  with  my  beft  fervice. 

Pros.  O,  but  the  thought 
That  Ihe  that  was  born  free , and  to  difpenfe 
Reftraint,  or  liberty  to  others,  fliould  be 
At  the  devotion  of  her  Brother,  whom 
She  only  knows  her  equal,  makes  this  place 
fn  which  Ihe  lives  ( though  ftor’d  with  all  delights) 

A loathfome  dungeon  to  her. 
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Vet,  (howt’ic 

S .e  itiall  interpret  it  ) Tic  not  be  wanting 
To  do  my  belt  to  ferve  lier ; I have  prepar’d 
Choife  Miilkk  near  her  Cabinet,  and  compos’d 
Some  few  lines,  ( fet  unto  a folemn  time  ) 

Inthc  praifeofimprironment.  Begin  Boy. 

The  SONG. 

LOokj>i:t  bright  eyes.,  Mid  blefs  the  air  : 

Even  in  fsadows  you  are  fair. 

Shiit-nf  beauty  is  hkefircy 
That  breaks  out  clearer  ftill  and  higher. 

Though  your  body  be  confndy 
eyind  Joft  Love  a prifoner  boundj 
Tet  the  beauty  of  your  mind  1 

Neither  cheeky  nor  chain  hath  found. 

Look  out  nobly  theiiy  and  dare 
Even  the  Fetters  that  you  wear. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  But  that  we  are  allur’d  this  talles  of  duty. 

And  love  in  you,  my  Guardian^  and  dcdie  . 

In  you,  my  5<y?er,  ,aud  the  refl:,  tople^feus. 

We  fliould  receive  this,  as  afawey  rudenefs 
Offer’d  our  private  thoughts.  But  your  intents 
Are  to  delight  us ; alas,  you  waffi  an  Etfiop : 

Can  Oeopatra,  while  Ihe  doesremi mbef ' 

Whole  Daughter  Ihe  is,  and  whofe  Siftep  j,  (O 
I fuflTer  in  the  name)'  and  that  (in  Juftice)  ‘ 

There  is  no  place  in  zyE^pt,  where  I ftand. 

But  that  the  tributary  Earth  is  proud  ' 

To  kifs  the  foot  of  her,  that  is  her  Queen, 

Can  Ihe,  I fay,  that  is  all  this,  e’rerelilh 
Of  comfort,  or  delight,  while  bafe  PhotinuSy 
Bond-man  tyPchillUi,  and  all  other  monflers 
That  raign  o’re  Ptolomy,  make  that  a Court, 

Where  they  refide,  and  this,  where  I,  a Prifon  ? 

But  there’s  a %ome,  a Senate^  and  a Cefary 
(Thoug'h  the  great  Pompey  kan  to  Ttolomy) 

May  think  of  Cleofutra. 

Jp.  Pompey,  Mddam?  . . ^ 

Cleo.  What  of  I i:ti  ? fp^ak : if  ill,  aipoUodorus, 

It  is  my  happinefs ; and  for  thy  news  ‘ 

Receive  a favour  have  kneel’d  in  vain  for) 

And  kifs  my  hand; 
y^^.;ffe’s  loft. 

CSfff.' 'Speak  it  agairl 

Ap.  His  army  routed  t n^  fkd  and  purfu’d  , 

By  the  alj-conquering  Ccy^r. 

Ceo.  Whitlier  bends  he  ? 

Ap  To  Eg^pt.  f 5 

Cleo.  Ha!  in  petfon  ? ; c 

Ap.  ’Tis  receivM^  ' 

For  an  undoubted  tfuth.  _ ^ 

Cleo.  I live  again*,  , ’ 

And  if  alTurance  of  itiy  love,  and  beauty 
Deceive  tne  not,  I now  lhall  find  a Judge  ^ , 
TodomeTight:  but howtofreemy  felf,  ‘ J 

And  get  accefs?  the  are  llrong  upon  me,  • - j 

This  door  I mult  pafs  through.  Apollo^rus , ; 

Thouoften  halt  proffcfs’dYto  do  meTeryic^,? 

! Thy  life  was  not  thrifd  bvVii.  J-  r -•  , . 

I Ap.  I am  not  alter’d  ; ' f , 

I And  let  your  excellency  propound  a means, 

In  which  1 may  but  give  the  lealt  alfiff^rice,  t ^ 

That  may  reltore  you,  to  that  you  were  born  tOy  . . . 
i (Though  it  call  on  the  anger  of  the  Kingy ' 

. Or,  (what’s  more  deadly)  all  his  Minion'  i 

i can  do  to  me)  I,  unmov’d,  r 

Offer  my  throat  to  fetve''you : ever  provided. 

It  bear  fome  probable  Ihew  to  be  elfecfted. 

To  lofe  my  felfupon  no  ground,  were  madnefs, 

Not  loyal  duty. 
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Cleo.  Stand  off:  to  thee  alone, 

I will  difeover  what  I dare  not  truffc 
My  Sifter  with,  Cafar  is  amorous,  , 

And  taken  more  with  the  title  of  a Queen, 

Than  feature  or  proportion,  he  lov’d  E noe , 

A A/oor,deformed  too, I have  heard,  that  bi ought 
No  other  objedl  to  inflame  his  blood. 

But  that  her  Husband  was  a King,  on  both 
He  did  beltow  rich  prefents ; lhall  I then, 

That  with  a princely  birth, bring  beauty  with  mc^ 

That  know  to  prize  my  I'clfat  mine  own  rate, 

Defpair  his  favour  ? art  thou  mine  ? 

Ap.  I am. 

Cleo.  I have  found  out  a way  fliall  bring  me  to  him, 
Spight  of  Photinus  watches ; if  1 profper, 

( As  I am  confident  I lhall  ) e.xped 

Things  greater  than  thy  wilhes , though  I purchafe 

His  grace  with  Id's  of  my  virginity. 

It  skills  not,  if  it  bring  home  Majefty.  l_Exeunt 


ABhs  Secundns.  Scena  Frima. 

1 

Enter  Septimius,  with  a head,  Achillas,  Guard. 

Sep.  I S here,  ’tis  done,  behold  you  fearfull  viewers, 

X Shake,  and  behold  the  model  of  the  world  here. 

The  pride,  and  ftrength,  look,  look  again,  ’tis  finilh’d 
That,,  that  whole  Armies,  nay  whole  nations, 

Many  and  mighty  Kings,  have  been  ftruck  blind  at. 

And  fled  before,  wing’d  with  their  fears  and  terrours. 

That  fteel  war  waited  on,  and  fortune  courted. 

That  high  plum’d  honour  built  up  for  her  own  y 
Behold  that  mightinefs,  behold  that  fiercenefs. 

Behold  that  child  of  war,  with  all  his  glories  • 

By  this  poor  hand  made  breathlefs,  here  (my  AchtUas ) 

Egypt,  arid  Cafar,  owe  me  for  this  fervice, 

And  all  tHe  conquer’d  Nations. 

Ach.  Peace  Septimius, 

Thy  words  found  more  ungratefull  than  thy  actions,' 

Though  fometinies  fafety  feek  an  inllrument 
Ofthy  unworthy  nature,  thou  ( loud  boafter  ) 

Think  not  Ihe  is  bound  to  love  him  too,  that’s  barbarous. 
Why  did  not  I,  if  this  be  meritorious. 

And  binds  the  King  unto  me,  and  his  bounties. 

Strike  this  rude  ftroke  ? I’le  tell  thee  (thou  poor  Roman) 

It  was  a facred  head,  I durft  not  heave  at. 

Not  heave  a thought. 

Sep.  It  was. 

Ach.  Tie  tell  thee  truely. 

And  if  thou  ever  yet  heard’ft  tel  Ibf  honour,' 
rie  make  thee  blulh : It  was  thy  General’s  •, 

That  mans  that  fed  thee  once,  that  irians  that  bred  thee. 

The  air  thou  breath’dll:  was  his  5 thd  fire  that  warm’d  thee, 
From  his  care  kindled  ever,  nay.  Pie  Ihow  thee, 

( Becaufe  I’le  make  thee  fenfible  of  the  bufinefs , 

And  why  a noble  man  durlt  not  touch  at  it ) 

There  was  no  piece  of  Earth,  thou  putfi  thy  foot  on 
But  was  his  conqueft ; and  he  gave  thee  motion. , 

He  triumph’d  three  times,  who  durfl:  touch  his  perfon  ? 

The  very  walls  of  Rome  bow’d  to  his  prefence. 

Dear  to  the  Gods  he  was,  to  them  that  fear’d  him 
A fair  and  noble  Enemy.  DidE  thou  hate  him  ? 

And  for  thy  love  to  Cafar,  fought  his  mine? 

Arm’d  in  the  red  Pharfaltan  fields,  Septimius, 

Where  killing  w'as  in  grace,  and  wounds  wereglorious, 
Where  Kings  were  fair  competitours  for  honour. 

Thou  fhouldft  have  come  up  to  him, there  have  fought  him, 
There,  §word  to  Sword. 

Sep.  I kill’d  him  on  commandment. 

If  Kings  corrimands  be  fair,  when  you  all  fainted. 

When  none  of  you  durll  lool? 

T t Ach. 
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yich.  On  deeds  fo  barbarous, 

W’ hat  haft  thou  got  ? 

5f/».  The  Kings  love,  and  his  bounty, 

The  honour  of  the  fci  vice,  which  though  you  rail  at  y 
Or  a thoufand  envious  fouls  fling  their  foams  on  me, 

! U’ill  dignifie  the  caufc,  and  make  me  glorious ; 
j And  I lhall  live. 

Ach.  A mifcrable  villain, 

W’hat  reputation,  and  reward  belongs  to  it 
Thus  (with  the  head)  I feize  on,  and  make  mine  » 
And  be  not  impudent  to  ask  me  why,  Sirrah, 

Nor  bold  to  ftay,  read  in  mine  eyes  the  reafon: 

The  fliame  and  obloquy  I leave  thine  own, 

Inherit  thofe  rewards,  they  arc  fitter  for  thee, 
Youroyfs  fpent,  and  your  fnuffftinks:  gooutbafely. 

Sr/>.  The  King  will  yet  confider.  C 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Achoreus,  Photinus. 

Ach'd.  Here  he  comes  Sir. 

Ach.  Yet  if  it  be  undone : hear  me  great  Sir, 

If  this  inhumane  ftroak  be  yetunftrucloen, 

If  that  adored  head  be  not  yet  fever’d 
From  the  moft  noble  Body,  weigh  the  mileries. 

The  deflations  that  this  great  Eclipfe  works. 

You  are  young,  be  provident : fix  not  your  Empire 
Upon  the  Tomb  of  him  will  fhake  all  Sygfty 
Whofe  warlike  groans  will  raife  ten  thoufand  Spirits, 

( Great  as  himfelf)  in  every  hand  a thunder  •, 
Deftru<ftions  darting  from  their  looks,  and  forrows 
That  eafy  womens  eyes  fliall  never  empty. 

Tho.  You  have  done  well  ■,  and  ’tis  done,  fee  AchiUof^ 
And  in  bis  hand  the  head. 

Ptel.  Stay  come  no  nearer. 

Me  thinks  I feel  the  very  earth  ftiake  under  me, 

1 do  remember  him,  he  was  my  guardian. 

Appointed  by  the  Senate  to  preferve  me : 

What  a full  Majefty  fits  in  his  face  yet  ? 

Tho.  The  King  is  troubled : be  not  frighted  Sir, 

Be  not  abus’d  with  fears  ^ his  death  was  neceflary, 

If  you  confider,  Sir,  moft  neceflary, 

Not  to  be  mifs’d  : and  humbly  thank  great  Jfis , 

He  came  fo  opportunely  to  your  hands  ^ 

Pity  muft  now  give  place  to  rules  of  fafety. 

Is  not  vidorious  c/ftr  new  arriv’d , 

And  enter’d  tAlexandna,  with  his  friends. 

His  Navy  riding  by  to  wait  his  charges  ? 

Did  he  not  beat  this  Pompey,  and  purfu’d  him  ? 
j W’as  not  this  great  man,  his  great  enemy? 

: This  Godlike  vertuous  man,  as  people  held  him, 

1 But  what  fool  dare  be  friend  to  flying  vertue  ? 

j Enter  Cicfar,  Anthony,  Dolabella,  Sceva. 

; I hear  their  Trumpets,  ’tis  too  late  to  ftagger. 

Give  me  the  head,  and  be  you  confident : 
i Hail  Conquerour,  and  head  of  all  the  world. 

Now  this  head’s  olT. 

! Ctfar.  Ha  ? 

T/w.  Do  not  (hun  me,  C^jar., 

From  kingly  ‘Ptolomy  I bring  this  prefcnt, 

1 The  Crown,  and  fweat  of  thy  Pharfalian  labour : 

The  goal  and  mark  of  high  ambitious  honour. 

' Before  thy  vidory  had  no  name, 

1 Thy  travel  and  thy  lofsof  blood,no  rccompcnce, 

I Thoudrcamftoflxing  worthy,  and  of  war*, 
j And  all  thy  furious  conflids  were  but  flumbers, 

I Here  they  take  life : here  they  inherit  honour, 

! Grow  fixt,and  fhoot  up  everlafting  triumphs  : 

' Take  it,  and  look  upon  thy  humble  fervant, 
j With  noble  eyes  look  on  the  Princely  Ptolomy., 

; That  offers  with  this  hcad(moft  mighty  C4^r) 

What  thou  would’ft  once  have  given  for  it,  all  Egypt. 

. Ach.  Nor  do  not  queftion  it  (moft  royal  Conquerour) 
j Nor  difefteem  the  benefit  that  meets  thee, 

I Bccaufc  ’tis  eafily  got,  it  comes  the  fafer ; 


Yet  let  me  tell  thee  (moft  imperious  C<^jur') 

Though  he  oppos’d  no  ftrength  of  Swords  to  win  this. 

Nor  labour’d  through  nofliowres  of  darts, and  lances; 

Yet  here  he  found  a fort,  that  faced  him  ftrongly 
An  inward  war ; he  was  his  Grand-fires  Gueft  ; 

Friend  to  his  Father,  and  when  he  was  expell’d 
And  beaten  from  this  Kingdom  by  ftrong  hand,  < 

And  had  none  left  him,  to  reftore  his  honour, 

No  hope  to  find  a friend,  in  fuch  a mifery  ; 

Theninftept  Pompey^  rook  his  feeble  fortune ; 
Strengthen’d,  and  cherifh’d  it,and  fet  it  right  again. 

This  was  a love  to  Cafar. 

Sceva.  Give  me,  hate,Gods. 

Pho.  This  Cafar  may  account  a little  wicked. 

But  yet  remember,  ifthine  own  hands,  Conquerour, 

Had  fallen  upon  him,  what  it  had  been  then  ? 

Ifthine  own  fword  had  touch’d  his  throat,  what  that  way  ! 
He  was  thy  Son  in  Law,  there  to  be  tainted. 

Had  been  moft  terrible : let  the  worft  be  render’d. 

We  have  deferv’d  for  keeping  thy  hands  innocent. 

Cafar.  Oh  Sceva,  Sceva,  fee  that  head ; fee  Captains, 
The  head  of  godlike  Pompey. 

Sceva.  He  was  bafely  ruin’d, 

But  let  the  Gods  be  griev’d  that  fuller’d  it. 

And  be  you  Cafar- 

Cafar.  Oh  thou  Conquerour, 

Thou  glory  of  the  world  once,  now  the  pity : 

Thou  awe  of  Nations,  wherefore  didft  thou  fall  thus  ? 
What  poor  fate  follow’d  thee,  and  plucktthee  on 
To  truft  thy  facred  life  to  an  Egyptian 
The  life  and  light  of  Rome,  to  a blind  ftranger. 

That  honorable  war  ne’r  taught  a noblenefs. 

Nor  worthy  circumftance  fiiew’d  what  a man  was. 

That  never  heard  thy  name  fung,  bpt  in  banquets 
And  loofe  lafeiviouspleafures  ? to  a Boy, 

That  had  no  faith  to  comprehend  thy  greatnefs. 

No  ftudy  of  thy  life  to  know  thy  goodnefs  ^ 

And  leave  thy  Nation,  nay,  thy  noble  friend. 

Leave  him  (diftrufted)  that  in  tears  falls  with  thee  ? 

(In  foft  relenting  tears)  hear  me  (^greatptf»»;<^) 

(If  thy  great  Ipirit  can  hear)  I muft  task  thee : 

Thou  haft  moft:  unnobly  rob’d  me  of  my  vwftory, 

My  love,  and  meroy. 

Ant.  O how  brave  thefe  tears  fheW  I ' 

How  excellent  is  forrow  in  an  Enemy ! 

Dol.  Glory  appears  not  greater  than  this  goodnefs. 
Cafar.  Egyptians,  dare  you  think  your  high  Pyramides, 
Built  to  out-dare  the  Sun,  as  you  fiippofe, 

Where  your  unworthy  Kings  lye  rak’d  in  alhes  . 

Are  monuments  fit  for  him  ? no,  (Trood  of  Nilas)  s 

Nothing  can  cover  his  high  lame,  but  Heaven  *, 

No  Pyr amides  fet  off  his  memories. 

But  the  eternal  fubftance  of  his  greatnefe  c ' 

To  which  I leave  him : take  the  head  away. 

And  f with  the  body)  give  it  noble  burial, 

Your  Earth  fliall  now  be  blefs’d  to  hold  a Roman, 

Whofe  braverys  all  the  wprlds-Earth  cannot  ballance. 

See.  Ifthoubee’ft  thus  loving,  I fliall  honour  thee. 

But  great  men  may  diflemble , ’tis  held  poflible. 

And  be  right  glad  ofwhat  they  feem  to  weep  for. 

There  are  fuch  kind  of  Philofophers  \ now  do  I wonder 
How  he  would  look  if  Pompey  were  alive  again. 

But  how  he  would  fet  his  face 
Cafar.  You  look  now,  King, 

And  you  that  have  been  Agents  in  this  glory. 

For  our  efpecial  favour.? 

Ptol.  We  defire  it. 

Cafar.  And  doubtlels  you  expert  rewards. 

Sceva.  Let  me  give  ’em: 

I’le  give  ’em  fuch  as  nature  never  dreamt  of, 

I’le  beat  him  and  his  Agents  (in  a morter) 

Into  one  man,  and  that  one  man  Tie  bake  then. 

Cafar.  Peace ; I forgive  you  all,  that’s  recompence : 

You  are  young,  and  ignorant,  that  pleads  your  pardon, 

And. 
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And  f ar  it  may  be  more  than  hate  provok’d  ye  , 

Your  Minillers,  I muft  think,  wanted  judgment, 

And  fo  they  err’d ; I am  bountiful  to  think  this ; 

Believe  me  molt  bountiful  •,  be  you  moft  thankful. 

That  bounty  Iharcamonglt  ye  : if  1 knew 
What  to  fend  you  for  a prel'ent,  King  of  E^ypf, 

(1  mean  a head  of  equal  reputation 

And  that  you  lov’d)  though  it  were  your  brighteft  Sifters, 

(But  her  you  hate)  I would  not  be  behind  ye. 

Ptol.  Hear  me,  (Great  C<efar.) 

Cxf.  1 have  heard  too  much, 

And  ftudy  not  with  fmooth  fliews  to  invade 
My  noble  Mind  as  you  have  done  my  Conqueft. 

Ye  are  poor  and  open : 1 muft  tell  ye  roundly. 

That  Man  that  could  not  recompence  the  Benefits, 

The  great  and  bounteous  fervices  of  Tompeyj 
Can  never  dote  upon  the  Name  of  C<efar  ^ 

Though  I had  hated  Pompey^  and  allow’d  his  ruine, 

Hafty  to  pleale  in  Blood  are  feldome  trufty  ^ 

And  but  1 Hand  inviron’d  with  my  Vidories, 

My  Fortune  never  failing  to  befriend  me, 

My  noble  ftrengths,  and  friends  about  my  Perfon, 
Idurftnottry  ye,  nor  expert  a Courtefie, 

Above  the  pious  love  you  Ihew’d  to  Pompey. 

You  have  found  me  merciful  in  arguing  with  you  *, 

Swords,  Hangmen,  Fires,  Deftrurtions  of  all  natures, 
Oemolilhments  of  Kingdoms,  and  whole  Ruines 
Are  wont  to  be  my  Orators ^ turn  to  tears, 

You  wretched  and  poor  feeds  of  Sun  burnt  Egypt, 

And  now  you  have  found  the  nature  of  aConquerour, 

That  you  cannot  decline  with  all  your  flatteries. 

That  where  the  day  gives  light  will  be  himfelf  ftill. 

Know  how  to  meet  his  Worth  with  humane  Courtefies, 

Go,  and  embalm  thofe  bones  of  that  great  Souldier  j 
Howl  round  about  bis  Pile,  fling  on  your  Spices, 

Make  a Sabian  Bed,  and  place  this  Phoenix 
Where  the  hot  Sun  may  emulate  his  Vertues, 

And  draw  another  Pompey  from  his  alhes 
Divinely  great,  and  fix  him  ’raongft  the  Worthies. 

Ptol.  We  will  do  all. 

Ce/.  Y ou  have  rob’d  him  of  thofe  tears 
His  Kindred  and  his  Friends  kept  facred  for  him  ^ 

The  Virgins  of  their  Funeral  Lamentations: 

And  that  kind  Earth  that  thought  to  cover  him, 

(His  Countries  Earth)  will  cry  out  ’gainft  your  Cruelty, 
And  weep  unto  the  Ocean  for  revenge. 

Till  T^tlhs  raife  his  feven  heads  and  devour  ye 

My  grief  has  ftopt  the  reft : when  Tompey  liv’d 

He  us’d  you  nobly,  now  he  is  dead  ufe  him  fo.  • \^Exlt. 

Ptol.  Now,where’s  your  confidence  ? your  aim  (Photimti) 
The  Oracles,  and  fair  Favours  from  the  Conquerour 
You  rung  into  mine  Ears  ? how  ftand  I now  t 
You  fee  the  tempeft  of  his  ftern  difpleafure. 

The  death  of  him  you  urged  a Sacrifice 
To  flop  his  Rage,  prefaging  a full  ruine; 

Where  are  your  Counfels  now  ? 

Acho.  I told  you.  Sir, 

( And  told  the  truth ) what  danger  would  flye  after ; 

And  though  an  Enemy,  I fatisfied  you 
He  was  a Romm,  and  the  top  of  Honour-, 

And  howfoever  this  might  pleafe  Great 
I told  ye  that  the  foulnefs  of  his  Death, 

The  impious  bafenefs 

Pbo.  Peace,  you  arc  a Fool, 

Men  of  deep  ends  muft  tread  as  deep  ways  to  ’em ; 

Cx\ar  I know  is  pleas’d,  and  for  all  his  forrows 
(Which  are  put  on  for  forms  and  meer  diflembl  ings) 

1 am  confident  he’s  glad to  have  told  ye  fo. 

And  thank  ye  outwardly,  had  been  too  open. 

And  taken  from  the  Wifedom  of  aConquerour. 

Be  confident  and  proud  ye  have  done  this  fervice*, 

Ye  have  deferv’d,  and  ye  will  find  it  highly: 

Make  bold  ufe  of  this  benefit,  and  before 
You  keep  your  Sifter,  (the  high-foul’d 


Both  clofe  and  Ihort  enough,  ftic  may  not  fee  him 

The  reft,  if  I may  counfel.  Sir 

Ptol.  Do  all ; 

For  in  thy  faithful  fervice  refts  my  fafety.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 


Enter  Septimius. 

Sept.  Here’s  a ftrange  alteration  in  the  Court ; 

Mens  Faces  are  of  other  fetts  and  motions. 

Their  minds  of  fubtler  ftuff  I pafs  by  now 
As  though  I were  a Rafcal,  no  man  knows  me. 

No  Eye  looks  after  as  I were  a Plague 
Their  doors  fliut  clofe  againft  me  -,  and  I wondred  at 
Becaufe  1 have  done  a me:  itorious  Murther  -, 

Becaufc  I have  pleas’d  the  Time, does  the  Time  plague  me  ^ 

I have  known  the  day  they  would  have  hug’d  me  for  it , 

For  a lefs  ftroke  than  this  have  done  me  Reverence ^ 

Open’d  their  Hearts  and  fecret  Clofets  to  me, 

Their  Purfes,  and  their  Pleafures,  and  bid  me  wallow, 

I now  perceive  the  great  Thieves  eat  the  lefs. 

And  the  huge  Leviathans  of  Villany 
Sup  up  the  merits,  nay  the  men  and  all 
That  do  them  fervice,  and  fpowt  ’em  out  again 
Into  the  air,  as  thin  and  unregarded 
As  drops  of  Water  that  are  loft  i’th’Ocean: 

I was  lov’d  once  for  fwearing,  and  for  drinking. 

And  for  other  principal  Qualities  that  became  me , 

Now  a foolifti  unthankful  Murther  has  undone  me, 

If  my  Lord  Thotinus  be  not  merciful 

Ettter  Photinus. 

That  fet  me  on  ; And  he  comes,  now  Fortune. 

Pho.  C^efart  unthankfulnefs  a little  ftirs  me, 

A little  frets  my  bloud  ; take  heed,  proud  Romm, 

Provoke  me  not,  ftir  not  mine  anger  farther  ^ 

I may  find  out  a way  unto  thy  life  too, 

(Though  arm’d  in  all  thy  Virtories ) and  feize  it. 

A Conquerour  has  a heart,  and  I may  hit  it. 

Sept.  May  it  pleafe  your  Lordfl.ip  ? 

Pho.  O Septimiut ! 

Sept.  Your  Lordlhips  knows  my  wrongs. 

Pho.  Wrongs? 

Sept.  Yes,  my  Lord, 

How  the  Captain  of  the  Guard,  Achillas, {lights  me. 

Pho.  Think  better  of  him,  he-has  much  befriended  thee, 
Shew’d  thee  much  love  in  taking  the  head  from  thee. 

The  times  are  alter’d  (Souldier)  angry. 

And  our  defign  to  pleafe  him  loft  and  perilh’d 
Be  glad  thou  art  unnam’d,  ’tis  not  worth  the  owning  5 

Yet,  that  thou  maift  be  ufeful 

Sept.  Yes,  my  Lord, 

I (hall  be  ready. 

Pho.  For  I may  employ  thee 
To  take  a rub  or  two  out  of  my  way. 

As  time  lhall  ferve  , fay  that  it  be  a Brother  f 
Or  a hard  Father  ? 

Sept.  ’Tis  moft  necellary, 

A Mother,  or  a Sifter,  or  whom  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Pho.  Or  to  betray  a noble  Friend  ? 

Sept.  ’Tis  all  one. 

Pho.  I know  thou  wilt  ftir  for  Gold. 

Sept.  ’Tis  all  my  motion. 

Pho.  There,  take  that  for  thy  fervice,  and  farewel  y 
I have  greater  bufinefs  now.  i 

Sept.  I am  ftill  your  own.  Sir. 

Pho.  One  thing  1 charge  thee,  fee  me  no  more,  Septimim, 
Unlefsifend.  • 

Sept.  I fhall  obferve  yDur  hour. 

So,  this  brings  fomething  in  the  mouth,  fome  favour  j 
This  is  the  Lord  I ferve,  the  Power  I worfhip. 

My  Friends,  Allies,  and  here  lies  my  Allegiance. 

Let  P eople  talk  as  they  pleafe  of  my  rudenefs, 

. , T t 2 -•  ^ 


^22 


The  Falfe  One, 


And  Ihun  me  for  my  deed  •,  bring  but  this  to  Vm, 

(Let  me  be  damn’d  for  blood)  yet  Hill  I am  honourable, 
,This  God  creates  new  tongues,  and  new  atfe^Hions  j 
And  though  I had  kill’d  my  Father,  give  me  Gold 
ril  make  men  fwear  1 have  done  a pious  Sacrifice  ^ 

Now  1 will  out  brave  all ; make  all  my  Servants, 

And  my  brave  deed  (hall  be  writ  in  Wine,  for  vertuous. 

lExit. 


The  Sons  of  Pompey  are  MaHers  of  the  Sea, 

And  from  thereliquesof  their  fcatter’d  fadion. 
Anew  head’s  fprung  •,  Say  I defeat  all  thefetoo-, 

I come  home  crown’d  an  honourable  Rebel. 

I hear  theNoife  Hill,  and  it  Hill  comes  nearer^ 

Arc  the  Guards  fall:  ? Who  waits  there? 

£fitcr  Sceva  with  a Packet,  Cleopatra  in  it. 


SCENE  III. 

£/7fcr  CiTar,  Antony,  Dolabella,  Sceva. 

C t/  KeepHrongGuardSjand  with  waryeyes(my  friends) 
There  is  no  truHing  to  thefebafef^/'fww^  ^ 

They  that  arc  falfe  to  pious  benefits, 

And  make  compell’d  necelTities  their  faiths 
Are  Traitors  to  the  gods. 

Ant.  We’ll  call  alhorc 
A Legion  of  the  bed. 

C tj.  Not  a Man,  Antony, 

That  were  to  (hew  our  fears,  and  dim  ourgreatnefs; 

No,  ’tis  enough  my  Name’s  afhore. 

See.  Too  much  too, 

A fleeping  is  enough  to  (hake  them  *, 
j There  are  fome  two  or  three  malicious  Rafcals 
Train’d  up  in  ViDany,  he fides  that  Cer her uj 
That  Poman  Dog,  that  lick’d  the  blood  of  Tompey, 

Del.  ’Tis  Ilrange,  a Roman  Souldier  ? 

See.  You  are  cozen’d, 

There  be  of  us  as  be  of  all  other  Nations, 

V’illains,  and  Knaves  j 'tis  nor  the  name  contains  him. 

But  the  obedience  •,  when  that’s  once  forgotten, 

And  Duty  flung  away,  then  welcome  Devil. 

Phottnifi  and  AchiUoi,  and  this  Vei  mine 
That’s  now  become  a natural  Crocodile 
M'dlbe  with  care  obferv’d. 

Ant.  And  ’tis  well  counfel’d 
No  Confidence,  nor  truH 

See.  I’ll  truH  the  5ea  ftrll:. 

When  with  her  hollow  murmurs  (he  invites  me. 

And  clutches  in  her  ftorms,  as  politictc  Lions 
Conceal  their  Claws ; I’ll  trull  the  Devil  firll. 

Cif.  Goto  your  reds,  and  follow  your  own  Wifedoms, 
And  leave  me  to  my  thoughts : pray  no  more  complement. 
Once  more  Ibrong  Watches. 

Dot.  All  dial  I be  obferv’d,  Sir.  \_Exit. 

C<eJ.  I am  dull  and  heavy,  yet  I cannot  llecp, 

How  happy  was  I in  my  lawful  Wars, 

In  Germany,  and  Gaul,  and  'Britanny? 

When  every  night  with  plcafurc  1 fet  down 
What  the  day  miniflred  ? The fleep  came  fwectly  : 

But  fince  I undertook  this  home-divifion. 

This  civil  War,  and  pad  the  Rubicon  ■, 

What  have  1 done  that  (peaks  an  ancient  Roman  ? 

Agood.  great  man?  I have  enter’d  by  force, 

A.hd  on  her  tender  Womb  (that  gave  me  life) 

Let  my  infulting  Souldiers  rudely  trample. 

The  dear  Veins  of  my  Country  1 have  open’d. 

And  fail’d  upon  the  torrents  that  flow’d  from  her, 

1 The  bloody  (tre-ams  that  in  their  confluence 
Carried  before  ’em  thoufand  defolationsy 
I rob’d  the  Treafury,  and  at  one  gripe 
Snatch’d  all  the  wealth,  lb  many  v/orthy  triumphs 
Plac’d  there  as  facred  to  the  Peace  of  Rome', 

I raz’d  fJlPajfilia,  in  my  wanton  anger  : 

PetreiHS  and  Afranias  I defeated  : 

Pompey  I overthrew ; what  did  that  get  me  ? 

Tire  flubber’d  Name  of  an  authoriz’d  Enemy.  {_Noife  within. 

I hear  fomc  Noife  ; they  arc  the  \A'atches  fure. 

What  Friends  have  I ty’d  fall  by  thefe  ambitions  > 

\Cato,  thcl.ovcrof  his  Countries  freedom. 

Is  now  p«(linto  Africkto  affront  me, 

Jaha  (that  kill’d  my  friend)  isupin  Arms  too; 


See.  Are  ye  awake  Sir  ? 

C<ef.  I’th’name  of  Wonder. 

See.  Nay,  lam  a Porter, 

A ftrong  one  too,  or  clfe  my  (ides  would  crack,  Sir, 

And  my  fins  were  as  weighty,!  Ihould  fcarce  walk  with  ’em. 
Caf.  What  hall  thou  there  ? 

See.  Ask  them  which  Hay  without. 

And  brought  it  hither,  your  Prefence  I deny’d  ’em', 

And  put  ’em  by  ■,  took  up  the  load  my  felf, 

They  fay  ’tis  rich,  and  valu’d  at  the  Kingdome, 

I am  fure  ’tis  heavy  •,  if  you  like  to  fee  it 
You  may : if  not.  I’ll  give  it  back. 

Caf.  Stay  Sceva, 

I would  fain  fee  it. 

See.  I’ll  begin  to  work  then; 

No  doubt,  to  flatter  ye  they  have  fent  ye  Ibmething, 

Of  a rich  value,  Jewels,  or  fome  rich  Treafure  j 
May  be  a Rogue  within  to  do  a mifehief ; 

I pray  you  Hand  farther  off,  if  there  be  villany. 

Better  my  danger  firll ; he  lhall  ’fcape  hard  too, 

Ha  ^ what  art  thou  ? < 

Caf.  Stand  farther  off,  good  Sceva, 

What  heavenly  Vifion ! do  I wake  or  Humber ! 

Farther  off  that  hand.  Friend. 

See.  What  Apparition.? 

What  Spirit  have  I rais’d  ? fure  ’tis  a Woman, 

She  looks  like  one  now  llie  begins  to  move  too ; 

A tempting  Devil,  o’  my  life  •,  go  off^  C4ar, 

Blefs  thy  felf,  off:  a Bawd  grown  in  mine  old  days  ? 

Bawdry  advanc’d  upon  my  back  > ’tis  noble ; 

Sir,  if  you  be  a Souldier  come  no  nearer, 

She  isfenttodifpoH'efs  you  of  your  honour, 

A Spunge,  a Spunge  to  wipe  away  your  Vidlories : 

And  Hie  would  be  cool’d.  Sir,  let  the  Souldiers  trim  her  ? 
They’ll  give  her  that  Ihe  came  for,  and  difpatch  her^ 

Be  loyal  to  your  felf.  Thou  damned  Woman, 

Doll  thou  come  hither  with  thy  flouriHies, 

Thy  flaunts,  and  faces  to  abule  mens  manners  ? 

And  am  I made  the  inllrument  of  Bawdry  ? 

I’ll  find  a Lover  for  ye,  one  that  lhall  hug  ye. 

CaJ.  Hold,  on  thy  life,  and  be  more  temperate- 
Thou  Beall. 

See.  Thou  Beall? 

C4  Could’ll  thou  be  lb  inhumane. 

So  far  from  noble  Men,  to  draw  thy  Weapon 
Upon  a thing  divine? 

'See.  Divine,  or  humane. 

They  are  never  better  pleas’d,  nor  more  at  hearts  cafe, 

Than  when  we  draw  with  full  intent  upon  'em. 

Caf.  Move  this  way  (Lady) 

’Pray  ye  let  me  fpeak  to  ye. 

See.  And  Woman,  you  had  bell  Hand. 

Caf‘  By  the  gods. 

But  that  I fee  her  here,  and  hope  her  mortal, 

1 Hiould  imagine  fome  celeftial  fweetnefs,  ■ 

The  treafure  of  foftlove. 

See.  Oh,  this  founds  mangily. 

Poorly,  and  feurvily  in  a Souldiers  mouth: 

You  had  bell  be  troubled  with  the  Tooth-ach  too. 

For  Lovers  ever  arc,  and  let  your  Nofe  drop 
That  your  celellial  Beauty  may  befriend  ye  •, 

At  thefe  years  do  you  learn  to  be  fantaHical 
After  fo  many  bloody  fields,  a Fool  ? 

She  brings  her  Bed  along  too,  Ihe’ll  lofe  no  time,  | 

Carries  her  Litter  to  lye  foft,  do  you  fee  that  ? 


Invites 
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Invites  yc  like  a Gameftcr : note  that  impudence, 

For  fliame  refled  upon  your  ll-lf,  your  honour. 

Look  back  into  your  noble  parts,  and  blulli : 

Let  not  the  dear  fvvcat  of  the  hot  Pharfiluy 
Mingle  with  bafe  £tnbruces\  am  I he 
That  have  receiv’d  fo  many  wounds  for  C<tfar? 

Upon  my  Target  groves  of  darts  Itill  growing? 

Have  I endur’d  all  hungers,  colds,  cliftrefles, 

And  (as  I had  been  bred  that  Iron  that  arm’d  me) 

Stood  out  all  weathers,now  to  curie  my  fortune  ? 

To  ban  the  blood  I loll  for  fuch  a General  ? 

Cijitr.  O fiend  no  more.-  begone. 

See.  I will,  and  leave  ye,  • 

Leave  ye  to  womens  wars,  that  will  proclaim  ye : 

You’l  conquer  Rome  now,  and  the  Capitol 
With  Fans,  and  Looking-glafies,  farewel  Ce/^r, 

CUo.  Now  I am  private  Sir,  1 dare  fpeak  to  ye ; 

But  thus  low  firlt,  for  as  a God  I honour  ye. 

Sc«m  Lower  you’l  be  anon. 

Cxj'ar.  Away. 

See.  And  privater. 

For  that  you  covet  all.  \JExit. 

C^far.  Tempt  me  no  f arther. 

Cleo.  Contemn  me  not,becaufe  I kneel  thus, Ofar^ 

I am  a Queen,  and  coheir  to  this  country. 

The  Sifter  to  the  mighty  Ttolomy, 

Yet  one  diftrefs’d,  that  fiyes  unto  thy  juftice. 

One  that  layes  facred  hold  on  thy  protecHiion 
As  on  an  holy  Altar,  to  preferve  me. 

Speak  Queen  of  beauty,  and  (land  up.  ' 

Qeo.  I dare  not, 

’Till  1 have  found  that  favour  in  thine  eyes. 

That  godlike  great  humanity  to  help  me,  ' ‘ 

Tiius,  to  thy  knees  muft  I grow  (facred  C^far,')  i . 
And  if  it  be  not  in  thy  will,  to  right  me,  I r,  , 

And  raife  me  like  a (^een  from  my  fad  ruines,  . . . • ; ‘ 
If  thefc  foft  tears  cannot  fink  to  thy  pity , i(,  n-- 

And  waken  with  their  murmurs  thy  compaffions ; . 

Yet  for  thy  noblenefs,  for  vertues  fake,  j'.v;. 

And  if  thou  beefl  a man,  for  defpis’d  beauty,  , ^ 

For  honourable  conqueft,which  thou  doat’fi:  on , 

Let  not  thofe  cankers  of  this  flourifhing  Kingdom,  : 

Photimsy  and  Achillasy  (the  one  an  Eunuch, 

The  other  a bafe  bondman)  thus  raign  over  me. 

Seize  my  inheritance,  and  leave  my  Brother 
Nothing  of  what  he  Ihould  be,  but  the  Title , • ^ 

As  thou  art  wonder  of  the  world. 

C£far.  Stand  up  then 

And  be  a Queen,  this  hand  fhall  give  it  to  ye. 

Or  choofe  a greater  name,  worthy  my  bounty: 
j A common  love  makes  Queens : choofe  to  be  worfhipped, 
‘ To  be  divinely  great,  and  I dare  promife  it  j , ^ 

j A fui tor  of  your  fort,  and  blefled  fweetnefs, 

1 That  hath  adventur’d  thus  to  fee  great  C<efar,  c 
\ Mull  never  be  denied,  you  have  found  a patron 
That  dare  not  in  his  private  honour  fuffer 
So  great  a blemifii  to  the  Heaven  of  beauty : 

1 The  God  of  love  would  clap  his  angry  wings, 

! And  from  his  finging  bow  let  flye  thofe  arrows 
I Headed  with  burning  griefs,  and  pining  forrows. 

Should  I neglerfl  your  caufc,  would  make  me  monftrous, 
To  whom  and  to  your  fervice  I devote  me. 

Enter  Sceva. 

. \ . 

Clco.  He  is  my  conquefl  now,  and  fo  Tie  work  him, 
The  conquerour  of  the  world  will  ! lead  captive,  • 

See.  Still  with  thi^  woman  A,  tilting  Hill  with  Babies  ? 
As  you  are  honefir  think  the  Enemy, 

Some  valiant  Foe  indeed  now  charging  on  ye  : a • 

Ready  to  break  y.ouLranks,  and  fling  thefe i 

Cafar.  Hear  me. 

But  tell  me  true,  if  thou  hadfl  foch  a treafure, 

( And  as  thou  art  a Souldier,  do  not  flatter  me);; 'ij't  ^ 
Such  a bright  gem,  brought  to  thee,  wouldft  thou  not 


Mofl:  greedily  accept  ? 

See.  l^ot  as  an  Emperour, 

A man  that  firllfiiould  rule  himfdf,-;t  hen  others  j 
As  a poor  hungry  Souldier,  I might  bite.  Sir, 

Yet  that’s  a weaknefs  too : hear  me,  thou  Tempter : 

And  hear  thou  Cdfar  too,  for  it  concerns  thee, 

And  if  thy  flefh  be  deaf,  yet  let  thine  honour, 

The  foul  of  a commander,  give  car  tome, 

Thou  wanton  banc  of  war,  thou  guilded  Lethargy, 

In  whofe  embraces,  eafe  (theiuflof  Arms) 

And  plea fure,  (that  makes  Souldiers  poor)  inhabites. 

Ctefar.  Fyc,  thou  blafphcm’ft. 

See.  I do,  when  fhe  is  a goddefs. 

Thou  melter  of  flrong  minds,  dar’fl  thou  prefumc 
To  fmotherall  his  triumphs,  with  thy  vanities  , 

And  tye  him  like  a Have,  to  thy  proud  beauties  ? 

To  thy  imperious  looks  ? that  Kings  have  follow’d 
Proud  of  their  chains  ? have  waited  on  ? 1 (hame  Sir.  [£.v?r. 

Cifir.  Alas  thou  art  rather  mad:  take  thy  reft 
Thy  duty  makes  thee  erre,  but  1 forgive  thee : 

Go,  go  1 fay,  fhew menodifobedience : 

’Tiswell,  farewel,  the  day  will  break  dear  Lady, 

My  Souldiers  will  come  in , pleafe  you  retire, 

And  think  upon  your  fervant? 

CUo.  Pray  you  Sir,  know  me, 

And  what  1 am.  ( 

Ctefar.  The  greater',  1 more  love  ye,' 

And  you  mufl;  know  me  too. 

Cleo.  So  far  as  modefty, 

And  majelty  gives  leave  Sir,  ye  are  too  violent. 

C£[ar.  You  are  too  cold  to  my  delires. 

Cleo.  Swear  to  me. 

And  by  your  felf  (for  I hold  that  oath  facred) 

You  will  right  me  as  a Queen 

I Cafar.  Thefe  lips  be  witnefs, 

And  it  I break  that  oath 

Cleo.  You  make  me  blufh  Sir, 

Ar?d  in  that  blulh  interpret  me. 

I Cafar.  I will  do, 

Come  let’s  go  in,  and  blulh  again : this  one  wordj 
You  fliall  believe. 

Cleo.  I muR,  you  are  a conquerour.  [ExeUm, 


AEitPS  Tertins*  ScenaFrima. 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Photinus. 

T^ho. Sir,  but  hear. 

vJ  Ptol.  No  more,  you  have  undone  me," 

That,  that  1 hourly  fear’d,  is  fain  upon  me. 

And  heavily,  and  deadly. 

' Tho.  Hear  a remedy. 

Ptol.  A remedy  now  the  difeafe  is  ulcerous  ? 

And  has  infeded  all  ? your  fecure  negligence 

Has  broke  through  all  the  hopes  I have,and  ruin’d  me ; 

My  Sifter  is'with  Cdtfar,  in  his  chamber. 

All  night  Ihe  has  been  with  him  •,  and  no  doubt  ' - 
Much  to  her  honour. 

Pho.  Would  that  were  the  worft.  Sir, 

That  will  repair  it  felf:  but  I fear  mainly, 

She  has  made  her  peace  with  C^far. 

Ptol.  ’Tis  molt  likely. 

And  what  am  I then  ? 

Pho.  ’Plague  upon  that  Raftal 
tyPpollodrousy  under  whdfe  Command,' 

Under  whole  eye  — ^ 

, £;7rfr  Achillas. 

Ptol.  Curfe  on  you  all,  ye  are  wretches* 

Pho.  ’Twas  providently  done,  zAchilla^,  ■ 

Aehil.  Pardon  me.  (watchfnll.' 

Pho.  Your  guards  were  rarely 'Wile , and  wondrous 
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^d- 1.  I could  not  help  it,  if  my  life  had  lain  for’t, 

A'as,  who  would  fufpcd  a pack  of  bedding , 

Ora  fmall  Tiufsof  houlhokl  furniture  ? 

And  as  they  faid,for  C<J.*rs  ufe  : or  who  durffc 
j f Being  for  his  private  chamber J feck  to  Hop  it  ? 

: I was  abus’d. 

1 Enter  Achoreus. 

ylch.  ’Tis  no  hour  now  for  anger : 

No  wifdom  to  debate  with  fruitlefs  cholcr. 

Let  us  confider  timely  what  we  mufl:  do, 

Since  (he  is  flown  to  his  protedion  , 

From  whom.we  have  no  power  to  fever  her, 

I Nor  force  conditions 

I Ptol.  Speak  fgood  Achoreus') 

Ach.  Let  indired  and  crooked  counfels  vanilb. 

And  Hraight,  and  fair  diredions 

Pbo.  Speak  your  mind  Sir. 

Ach.  Let  us  choofe  Cafur^(and  endear  him  to  us,) 

An  Arbitrator  in  all  differences 

Betwixt  you,  and  your  Sifter ; this  is  fafe  now  .* 

And  will  (hew  off,  mod  honourable. 

Pho.  Bafe, 

Moftbafeand  poor,  a fervile,  cold  fubmilTion : 

Hear  me,  and  pluck  your  hearts  up,  like  ftoutCounfellours, 
Since  we  are  fenliblethis  Cejiir  loathes  us. 

And  have  begun  our  fortune  with  great  Pompey, 

Be  of  my  mind. 

Ach.  ’Tis  mod:  uncomely  fpoken. 

And  if  I fay  moft  bloodily,  I lye  not : 

The  law  of  hofpitaliry  itpoyfons. 

And  calls  the  Gods  in  queftion  that  dwell  in  us, 

Be  wife  O King.  ‘ 

Ptol  I will  be : go  my  counfellour. 

To  Cifur  go,  and  do  my  humble  fervice ; 

I To  my  fair  Sifter  my  commends  negotiate, 

1 And  here  I ratifie  what  e’re  thou  treat’d  on.  ' 

Ach.  Crown’d  with  fair  peace,  I go.  HExit. 

Ptol.  My  love  go  with  thee. 

And  from  my  love  go  you,  you  cruel  vipers : 

You  (hall  know  now  I am  no  ward , Photinus.  {:'Exit. 

Pho.  This  for  our  fervice  ? 

Princes  do  their  pleafures. 

Ami  they  that  ferve  obey  in  all  difgraces  .* 

The  lowed  we  can  fall  to,  is  our  graves, 

Tncrc  we  (hall  know  no  difftence ; heark  Achilla^j 
I may  do  fomething  yet,  when  times  are  ripe, 

To  tell  this  raw  unthankfull  King. 

<^cinl.  Photinus., 

What  e’re  it  be  I (hall  make  one : and  zealoufly ; 

For  better  dye  attempting  fomething  nobly, 

Than  fall  difgraccd. 

i Pho.  Thou  lov’d  me  and  I thank  thee.  ( \iExemt. 

SCENA  IL 

Enter  Antony,  Dolabella,  Sceva. 

Dol.  Nay  there’s  no  rowffng  him ; he  is  bewitch’d  fure, 

' His  noble  blood  curdled,  and  cold  within  him  j 
' Grown  now  a v;omans  warriour. 

See.  And  a tall  one  : 

, Studies  her  fortifications,  and  her  breaches. 

And  how  he  may  advance  his  ram  to  batter 
ThcBullwork  ofher  chaftitie. 

Ant.  Be  not  too  angry,  - 

For  by  this  light,  the  woman’s  a rare  woman, 

A Lady  of  that  catching  youth,  and  beauty. 

That  unmatch’d  fweetnefs 

Dol.  But  why  (hould  he  be  fool’d  fo  ? 

I Let  her  be  what  (he  will,  why  (hould  his  wifdom. 

His  age,  and  honour 

Say  it  were  your  own  cafe. 

Or  mine,  or  any  mans,  that  has  heat  in  him : 

’Tis  tiiie  at  this  time  when  he  has  no  promife 


Of  more  fecurity  than  his  (word  can  cut  through, 

I do  not  hold  it  fo  difere  e t:  but  a good  face,  Gentlemen, 
And  eyes  that  are  the  winningft  Orators  .• 

A youth  that  opens  like  perpetual  fpring, 

And  to  all  thele,  a tongue  that  can  deliver 

The  Oracles  of  Love  

See.  I would  you  had  her, 

With  all  her  Oracles,  and  Miracles, 

She  were  fitter  for  your  turn. 

Ant.  Would  1 had,  Sceva^ 

With  all  her  faults  too .-  let  me  alone  to  mend  ’em, 

O’that  condition  I made  thee  mine  heir . 

See.  1 had  rather  have  your  black  horfe,than  your  harlots.  | 
^ol.  Cepr  writes  now,  the  found  of  war 

Is  grown  too  boyftrous  for  his  mouth  .•  he  fighs  too. 

See.  And  learns  to  fiddle  moft  melodioufly. 

And  (ings,  ’twould  make  your  ears  prick  up,  to  hear  him  , 
Shortly  (he’l  make  him  (pin  .*  and  ’tis  thought  (Gent. 
He  will  prove  an  admirable  maker  of  Bonelace, 

And  what  a rare  gift  will  that  be  in  a General  ? 

Ant.  J would  he  could  abftain. 

See.  She  is  a witch  fure, 

And  works  upon  him  with  fome  damn’d  inchantment. 

"Bol.  How  cunning  (he  will  carry  her  behaviours. 

And  let  her  countenance  in  a thoufand  poftures,* 

To  catch  her  ends? 

See.  She  will  be  (ick,  well,  fullen, 

Merry,  coy,  over-joy’d,  and  feem  to  dye 
AH  in  one  half  hour,  to  makeanaffe  of  him  ; 

I make  no  doubt  (he  will  be  drunk  too  damnably. 

And  in  her  drink  will  fight,  then  (he  fits  him. 

Ant.  That  thou  Ihouldft  bring  her  in  ? 

See.  ’Twas  my  blind  fortune. 

My  Souldiers  told  me,  by  the  weight  ’twas  wicked : 

Would  I had  carried  Mtlo's  Bull  a furlong. 

When  I brought  in  this  Cow-Calf  .*  he  has  advanced  me 
From  an  old  Souldier,  to  a bawd  of  memory ; 

O,  that  the  Sons  of  Pompey  were  behind  him. 

The  honour’d  Cato.^  and  fierce  Juba  with  ’em, 

Thar  they  might  whip  him  from  his  whore,  and  rowze  him  .* 
That  their  fierce  Trumpets,  from  his  wanton  trances. 
Might  (hake  him  like  an  Earth-quake. 

Enter  Septinius. 

Ant.  What’s  this  fellow  ? 

CDtf/.  Why,a  brave  fellow,if  we  judge  men  by  their  clothes. 
Ant,  By  my  faith  he  is  brave  indeed  : he’s  no  commander? 
See.  Yes,  he  has  a Roman  face,  he  has'been  at  fair  wars 
And  plenteous  too,  and  rich,  his  Trappings  (liew  it. 

Sep.  And  they  will  not  know  me  now,  they’l  never  know 
Who  dare  bJu(h  now  at  my  acquaintance  ? ha  ? (me. 
Am  I not  totally  a Ipan-new  Gallant , 

Fit  for  the  choycelt  eyes  ? have  I not  gold  ? 

The  friendlhip  of  the  world  ? if  they  (hun  me  now 
(Though  I were  the  arranteft  rogue,  as  I am  well  forward) 
Mine  own  curfe,  and  the  Devils  too  light  on  me. 

Ant.  Is’t  not  Septinius  ? 

See.  Yes. 

'Dol.  He  that  kill’d  Pompey  ? 

See.  The  fame  Dog,Scab ; that  guilded  botch,  that  rafcal. 
Dol.  How  glorious  villany  appears  in  Egypt  ? 

Sep.  Gallants,  and  Souldiers,  fure  they  do  admire  me. 

See.  Stand  further  off,  thou  ftinkeft. 

Sep.  A likely  matter  .* 

Thele  Cloaths  fmellmuftily,  do  they  not.  Gallants  ? 

They  ftink,they  dink,  alas  poor  things,  contemptible. 

By  all  the  Gods  in  Egypt,  the  perfumes 

That  went  to  trimming  thefecloathes,coft  me 

See.  Thou  ftinkeft  ftill. 

Sep.  The  powdering  of  this  head  too 

See.  If  thou  haft  it, 

rie  tell  thee  all  the  Gumms  in  fweet  Arabia 
Are  not  fulficient,  were  they  burnt  about  thee, 

To  purge  the  (cent  of  a rank  Rafcal  from  thee. 

Ant. 
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I  j4nt.  1 fmell  him  now : fie, how  the  Knave  perfumes  him, 

[ How  ftrong  he  feents  of  Traitor  ? 

1 Dol.  You  had  an  ill  Millencr, 

He  laid  too  much  of  the  Gum  of  Ingratitude 
Upon  your  Coat,  you  Ihould  have  waflit  off  that  Sir, 

* Fie,  how  itchoaks ! too  little  of  your  loyaltie  , 

! Your  honefty,  your  faith,  that  arc  pure  Ambers  ^ 

I fmell  the  rotten  linell  of  a hired  Coward, 

' AdcadDogisfweetcr. 

* ^ Sep.  Ye  arc  merry  Gentlemen , 

* And  by  my  troth,  fuch  harmlcfs  mirth  takes  rile  too. 

You  fpeak  like  good  blunt  Souldiers  j and  ’tis  well  enough  : 
But  did  you  live  at  Court,  as  1 do,  Gallants, 

You  would  tefine,  and  learn  an  apter  language  •, 

I I have  done  ye  fimplefervice  on  your  Tompeyy 
\ You  might  have  lookt  him  yet  this  brace  of  twelve  months 
' And  hunted  after  him,  like  foundred  Beagles, 

Had  not  this  fortunate  hand  

yint.  He  brags  on’t  too : 

By  the  good  Gods,  rejoyces  in’t ; thou  wretch 
Thou  mofl:  contemptible  Slave. 

See.  Dog,  mangy  Mongrel, 

■ Thou  murdring  mifehief,  inthelhapeof  Souldier 
. To  make  all  Souldiers  hatefully  thoudileafe 

That  nothing  but  the  Gallows  can  give  eafe  to. 

Dol.  Thou  art  fo  impudent,  that  1 admire  thee. 

And  know  not  what  to  fay. 

I Sep.  I know  your  anger 

And  why  you  prate  thus  : 1 have  found  your  melancholy  : 
Ye  all  want  mohy^  and  you  are  liberal  Captains, 

And  in  this  want  will  talk  a little  defperately : 
i Here’s  gold,  come  fhare  *,  I love  a brave  Commander  .• 

And  be  not  peevilh,  do  as  Cefar  does; 
i * He’s  merry  with  his  wench  now,  be  you  jovial, 

I And  let’s  all  laugh  and  drink : would  he  have  ^rtners .? 

I do  confider  all  yoUr  wants,  and  weigh  ’em, 
j ’ He  has  the  Miftris,  you  Ihall  have  the  maids, 
j I’le  bring  ’em  to  ye,  to  your  arrtis. 
cyfnt.  I blulh , 

j All  over  me,  1 blulh,  and  fweaf  to  hear  him ; 

I Upon  my  confcience,  if  my  arras  were  on  now  . 
Through  them  I fhould  blulh  too : pray  ye  let’s  be  walking. 

See.  Yes,  yes:  but  e’re  we  goe.  Tie  leave  this  lelTon, 
And  let  him  ftudy  it : firfi:  Rogue,  then  Pander, 

Next  Devil  that  will  be  ^ get  thee  from  mens  prefence. 

And  where  the  name  of  Souldier  has  been  heard  of 
Be  fure  thou  live  not : to  fome  hungry  defert 
Where  thou  canlt  meet  with  nothing  but  thy  confcience. 
And  that  in  all  the  lhapes  of  all  thy  villaines 
Attend  thee  ftilt,  where  bruit  Beafts  will  abhor  thee. 

And  even  the  Sun'will  Ihame  to  give  thee  light , 

Goe  hide  thy  head  : or  if  thou  think’ft  it  fitter 
Goe  hang  thy  felf. 

Dol.  Hark  to  that  claufe. 

See.  And  that  fpeedily. 

That  nature  may  be  eas’d  of  fuch  a Monfter.  [,Exit . 

Sep.  Yet  all  this  moves  not  me : nor  refleds  on  me  : 

I keep  my  gold  ftill,and  my  confidence, 

Their  want  of  breeding  makes  thefe  fellows  murmur , 

1 Rude  valors,  fo  f let  ’em  pafs  ^ rude  honours ; 

' ! There  is  a wench  ydt,  that  f know,  affeds  me 
And  company  for  a King  .-  a young  plump  villain. 

That  when  fhe  fees  this  gold,  fhe’l  leap  up6n  me. 

Ent'er  Eros. 

And  here  (he  comes : I am  fure  of  het  at  midnighfy 
My  pretty  Bros  welcom. 

Bros.  1 have  bufinefs. 

Sep.  Above  my  love,  thou  canfl  not. 

Eros.  Yes  indeed  Sir, 

Far,  far  above. 

Sep.  Why,  why  fp  coy  ? ’pray  ye  tell  me 
We  are  alone. 

■ , Eros.  1 amrauchafham’d  We  are  fo. 

liLl 


325 

Sep.  You  want  a new  Gown  now,  & a handfom  Petticoat, 
A Sxarf,and  fome  odd  to  yes;  I have  gold  here  ready 
Thou  Hiall  have  any  thing.  ’ 

Eros.  I want  your  ablcncc  .• 

Keep  on  your  way,  I care  not  for  your  company. 

Sep.  How?  how?  you  are  very  Ihort : do  you  know  m- 
And  what  I have  been  to  ye  ? ( Eros  ? 

Eros.  Yes  I know  ye  : 

And  I hope  1 lliall  forget  ye  ; Whilll  you  were  honefl: 

I lov’d  ye  too. 

Sep.  Honefl:  ? come  prethee  kifs  me. 

Eros.  I kifs  no  knaves , no  Murderers,  no  Deafls, 

No  bafe  betrayers  of  thole  men  that  fed  'em, 

I hate  their  looks  ^ and  though  1 may  be  wanton, 
ifeorn  tonouriih  it  with  bloody  purchafe, 

Purchafe  fo  foully  got ; I pray  ye  unhand  me 
1 had  rather  touch  the  plague,  than  one  unworthy : 

Goe  feek  fome  Miflris  that  a horfe  may  marry , 

And  keep  her  company,  fhe  is  too  good  for  ye.  f E.xlt 
Sep.  Marry  this  goes  near  ^ now  I perceive  I am  hateful', 
When  this  light  Ruff can  diflinguifli,  it  grows  dangerous, 
For  mony,  feldom  they  refufe  a Leper : 

But  fure  I am  more  odious,  more  difeas’d  too : 

Enter  three  latne  Souldiers. 

It  fits  cold  here*,  what  are  thefe  ? three  poor  Souldiers? 
Both  poor  and  lame : their  mifery  may  make  ’em 
A little  look  upon  me,  and  adore  rhe. 

If  thefe  will  keep  me  company,  I am  made  yet. 

1 Sol.  Ttie  pleafure  Cxjar  fleeps  in,  makes  us  miferable. 
We  are  forgot,  our  maims  and  dangers  laugh’d  at ; 

He  Banquets,  and  we  beg. 

2 Sol.  He  was  not  went 

To  let  poor  Souldiers  ti.ac  ’ avc  fpent  their  Fortunes, 

Their  Bloods, and  limbs,waik  up  and  down  like  vagabonds. 

Sep.  Save  ye  good  Souldiers:  good  poor  men,  heaven  help 
You  have  born  the  brunt  of  war,  and  Ihew  the  ftory.  (ye : 

1 Sol.  Some  new  commander  fuie. 

Sep.  You  look  ( my  good  friends ) 

By  your  thin  faces,  as  you  would  be  Suitors. 

2 So/.  To  C«pr,  for  our  means,  Sir. 

1 Sep.  And  ’tis  fit  Sir. 

3 Sol.  We  are  poor  men,  and  long  forgot. 

Sep.  I grieve  for  it : 

Good  Souldiers  fhould  have  good  rewards,  and  favours, 
rie  give  up  your  petitions,  for  1 pity  ye. 

And  freely  fpeak  to  Cefar. 

All.  O we  honour  ye. 

1 Sol.  A good  man  fure  ye  are : the  Gods  preferve  ye. 
Seo.  And  to  relieve  your  wants  the  while,  hold  Soldiers, 

Nay  ’tis  no  dream : ’tis  good  gold : take  it  freely, 

’Twill  keep  ye  in  good  heart. 

2 Sol.  Now  goodnels  quit  ye. 

Sep.  rie  be  a friend  to  your  affliiflions. 

And  eat,  and  drink  with  ye  too,  ^md  we’l  be  merry : 

And  every  day  Tie  fee  ye. 

I Sol.  You  are  a Souldier, 

And  one  fent  from  the  Gods,  I think. 

Sep.  I’le  cloth  ye. 

Ye  are  lame,  and  then  provide  good  lodging  for  ye ; 

And  at  my  Table,  where  no  want  fhall  meet  ye. 

Enter  Sceva. 

All.  Was  never  fuch  a man. 

1 Sold.  Dear  honour’d  Sir, 

Let  us  but  know  your  name,  that  we  may  worfhip  ye. 

2 Sold.  That  we  may  ever  thank  ? 

Sep.  Why,  call  me  any  thing. 

No  matter  for  ray  name,  that  may  betray  me. 

See.  A cunning  thief,  call  him  Septihins,  Souldiers, 

The  villain  that  kill’d  Pompey. 
c^//.  How? 

Sep.  Call  him  the  fhame  of  men.  £ £* 

I Sold.  O that  this  mony 
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V\'erc  weight  enough  to  break  thy  brains  out : fling  all : 
And  fling  our  curies  next : let  them  be  mortal, 

Out  bloody  wolf,  doJI:  thou  come  guilded  over, 

And  painted  with  thy  charitic,  to  poyfon  us  ? 

z SoLi.  I know  him  now ; may  never  Father  own  thee, 
But  as  a monitroiis  birth  llnin  thy  bafe  memory  : 

And  if  thou  hadll:  a Mother  ( as  I cannot 
Believe  thou  wert  a natural  Burden  ) let  her  womb 
Be  curs’d  of  women  for  a bed  of  vipers. 

3 Sol.  Me  thinks  the  ground  fliakcs  to  devour  this  ralcal, 
And  the  kind  air  turns  into  foggs  and  vapours, 

Infeibious  mills,  to  crown  his  villanies. 

Tnou  maill  go  wander,  like  a thing  heaven  hated. 

1 SoU.  And  valiant  minds  hold  poyfonous  to  remember. 
The  Hangman  will  not  keep  thee  company, 

He  has  an  honourable  houfe  to  thine. 

No,  not  a thief  though  thou  couldfl:  fave  his  life  for’t 
Will  cattily  bread,  nor  one,  forthirlt  llarv’d,  drink  with 

2 Sol.  Thou  art  no  company  for  an  honefl:  dog,  (thee. 
And  lb  we’l  leave  thee  to  a ditch  (thy  delliny. ) [^Exeunt. 

Sfp.  Contemn’d  of  all  ? and  kickt  too  ? now  I find  it  3 
My  valour’s  fled  too,  with  mine  honefty. 

For  fince  1 would  be  knave  1 muft  be  Coward : 

This  ’tis  to  be  a Traitor,  and  betrayer. 

What  a deformity  dwells  round  about  me ! 

How  monferous  (hews  that  man,  that  is  ungrateful! 

1 am  afraid  the  very  beads  will  tear  me, 

Infpir’d  with  what  1 haye  done : the  winds  will  blaft  me : 
Now  lam  paid,  and  my  reward  dwells  in  me, 

The  wages  of  my  fadt,  my  foul’s  opprefl:^ 

Hdnelt and  noble  minds,  you  find  moll  relt.  £ rx‘t 

S C E N A 1 1 1. 

Emer  Ptolomy,  Achoreus,  Photinus,  Achillas. 

Ptol.  I have  commanded,  and  it  lhall  be  fo, 

A preparation  I have  let  0’  foot, 

Worthy  the  friendlhipand  the  fame  ofCe/iir, 

My  Sifters  favours  lhall  feem  poor  and  wither’d : 

Nay  Ihe  her  lelf,  (trim’d  up  in  ail  her  beautys) 

Compar’d  to  what  Tie  take  his  eyes  withall, 

Shall  be  a dream. 

Pho.  Do  you  mean  to  Ihcw  the  glory. 

And  wealth  of  E^y^t} 

Ttol.  Yes:  and  in  that  ludre, 

P.ome  lhall  appear  in  all  her  famous  Conquefls, 

And  all  her  riches  of  no  note  unto  it. 

j4ch.  Now  you  are  reconcil’d  to  your  fair  Siller, 

Take  heed  Sir,  how  you  Hep  into  a danger : 

A danger  of  this  precipice : but  note  Sir, 

For  v/hat  Rome  ever  rais’d  her  mighty  armies  3 
Firft  for  ambition , then  for  wealth : ’tis  madnels, 

Nay  more,  a fccure  impotence,  to  tempt 
An  armed  Guclt ; feed  not  an  eye,  that  conquers. 

Nor  teach  a fortunate  fword  the  way  to  be  covetous. 

Ptol.  Ye  judge  amifs,  and  far  too  >^idc  to  alter  me. 

Yet  all  be  ready,  as  I gave  diredlion: 

The  Iccret  way  of  all  our  wealth  appearing 
Newly,  and  handfomely  : and  all  about  it 
NomoredilTwading:  ’tis  my  will. 
j4ch.  I grieve  for’t. 

Ptol.  1 will  da/.cl  Cdfar.,  with  excefs  of  glory. 

Ph).  I fear  you’l  curfe  your  will,  wc  mull  obey  ye. 

C Exit. 

SCENA  IV. 

Enter  Ca*far,  Antony,  Dolabella,  Sceva,  above. 

Cafir.  I wonder  at  the  glory  of  this  Kingdom, 

And  the  moll  bounteous  preparation, 

Still  as  I pals,  they  court  me  with. 

Scev-i.  Tie  ^11  ye  ; 

In  CJauly  and  Citrmanyf  welaw  fuchvifions. 

And  llo<^  not  to  admire  ’em,  but  pollefs  ’em ; 

VYhen  they  are  ours,  they  are  worth  our  admiration^ 


Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  The  young  Queen  comes  ; give  room. 

Cafar.  Welcom  ( my  dearell ) 

Come  blefs  my  fide. 

Sceva.  I marry ; here’s  a wonder, 

As  Ihe  appears  now,  I am  no  true  Souldier,  ' 

Ifibenotreadicto  recant. 

Cieo,  Be  merry  Sir,  , 

My  Brother  will  be  proud  to  do  you  honour 

That  now  appears  himfelf.  ^ 

Enter  Ptolomy,  Achoreus,  Achillas,  Photinus,  Apoliodorus. 

l^to.  Haile  to  great  Ccepr 
My  Royal  Guelt,  firll  I will  feafl:  thine  eyes 
With  wealthy  <^gypts  [tore,  and  then  thy  palaYe, 

And  wait  my  felf  upon  thee.  T reafnre  brought  in. 

Cafar.  What  rich  Service  ? 

What  mines  of  treafure  ? 

Cieo.  My  C'ifar , 

What  do  you  admire  ? pray  ye  turn,  and  let  me  talk  to  ye. 
Have  ye  forgot  me  Sir  how,  a newobjedt? 

Am  I grown  old  o’th’  fudden,  Cafar  ? 

Cdfar.  Tell  me 

From  wbience  comes  all  this  wealth  ? 

Cieo.  Isyour  eye -that  way? 

And  all  my  Beauties  banilht  ? 

Ptol.  Tie  tell  thee  Cafar  , 

We  owe  for  all  this  wealth  to  the  old  Nilus : 

We  need  no  dropping  rain  to  cheer  the  husband-man. 

Nor  Merchant  that  ploughs  up  the  Sea,  tofeek  us  3 
Within  the  wealthy  womb  of  reverent  NtluSy 
All  this  isnourilh’d:  who  to  do  thee  honour, 

Comes  to  difeover  his  feven  Deities, 

( H is  conceal’d  heads)  unto  thee  : fee  with  plealure,  ■ , 
C<efar.  The  matchlefs  wealth  of  this  Land.'  . 

Cieo.  Come,  ye  lhall  hear  me.  , j 

f<£far.  Away:  let  me  imagine.  ; ; 

Cieo.  How  ^ frown  on  me  .^*  , * ; 

The  eyes  of  wrapt  in  ftorms  ? 

Cafar.  I am  forry  : 

But  let  me  think- 

SONG. 

I Enter  Ifis,  and  three  Labourers.  /» 

Isis,  the  Coddefs  of  this  Land.,  ^ 

Bids  thee  (great  Cxfsct:)  under fi and 
e^nd  markka ur  Cuflomes,  and firfi  know. 

With  greedy  eyes  thefe  Watch  the  flow 
Of  plenteous  Nilus  .*  when  he  comes. 

With  Songs,  with  Daunces,  Timbrels,  Drums 
They  entertain  him  , cut  his  way  , ’ 

And  give  his  proud  Heads  leave  to  play : ^ 

Nilus  himfelf  fnall  rife,  and  (how 
His  matchlefs  wealth  in  Overflow. 

, I ■ ' I ■ 

Labourers  SONG. 

COme  let  us  help  the  reverend  Nile, 

He's  very  old  ( alas  the  while ) 

Let  us  dig  him  eafte  wayes. 

And  prepare  a thoufand  Tlayes  : 

To  delight  his  fir  earns  let's  fing 
A loud  welcom  to  our  Spring. 

This  way  let  his  curling  Heads 
Fall  into  our  new  made  Beds. 

This  Way  let  his  wanton  fpawns. 

Frisky,  and  glide  it  o' re  the  Lawns, 

This  way  profit  comes,  and  gain: 

How  he  tumbles  here  amain  I 
How  his  waters  hafie  to  fall 
Into  our  Channels  ! Labour  all 

And 
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And  let  him  in : Let  NilllS 
And  perprtuad  plenty  f^rv. 

With  Incenfe  let  ns  blefs  the  hrinty 
And  AS  the  wanton  fipes /wsm^ 

Let  HsCHms,  and  Garlands  flingy 
And  loud  our  Timbrels  ring. 

Come  ( old  Father ) come  awayy 
Our  labour  is  oar  holy  day. 


J~  comes  the  aged  River  now 


Ifis 

With  (garlands  of  great  Pearljhis  'BroW 

Begirt  and  roHnded  .*  In  his  Flow 
All  things  take  life  ; and  all  things  grow. 

A thoufand  wealthy  Treafitres  fiilly 
To  do  him  fervice  at  his  will 
Follow  bis  rtfing  Floody  and  pour 
Ferpetuall  bleffings  in  our  fiore. 

Hear  him  : and  next  there  Will  advanccy 
His  facred  Heads  to  tread  a Ttanccy 
In  honour  of  my  Royal  Qncfiy 
jbfarkjhem  too : and  you  have  a Feafi. 

Cleo.  A little  drofs  betray  me  ? 

Ctfar.  I am  afham’d  I warr’d  at  home,  (my  friends) 
When  fuch  wealth  may  be  got  abroad  ; what  honour  ? 
|Nay  everlaftingglory  had  /"oOTf  purchas’d, 

I Had  Ihe  a juft  caufe  but  to  vifit  lyBgypt } 

Nilus  SONG,  and  Dance. 


MAke  room  for  my  rich  waters  fatly 
and  blefs  my  Floody 
Nilus  coww  fiowingy  to  you  all 

encre'afe  and  good. 

Now  the  Plants  and  Flowers  jhall fpringy 
And  the  merry  Pbugh-man  fing 
In  my  bidden  waves  I bring 
Bready  and  wincy  and  every  thing. 

Let  the  Damfells  fing  me  in  : 

Sing  aloud  that  I may  rife  : 

Tour  holy  Feafis  and  hours  beginy 
And  each  hand  bring  a Sacrifice. 

Now  my  wanton  Pearls  I jhow 
That  to  Ladies  fairnecks  grow. 

Now  my  gold 
And  treafures  that  can  tie' re  be  toldy 
Shall  blefs  this  Landy  by  my  rich  FloWy 
And  after  thisy  to  crownyour  EyeSy 
tJdfy  hidden  holy  head  arife. 


- \ 


ff'afar.  The  wonder  of  this  wealth  fo  troubles  me, 

I am  not  well : good  night. 

See.  I am  glad  ye  have  it ; 

Now  we  fhall  ftir  again. 

Ptol.  Thou  wealth,  ftill  haunt  him. 

See.  A greedy  fpirit  fet  thee  on  ; we  are  happy. 

Ptol.  Lights : lights  for  Cafary  and  attendance. 

Cleo.  WeU, 

I fhall  yet  find  a time  to  tell  thee  Cafary 
Thou  haft  wrong’d  her  Love : the  reft  here. 

Ptol.  Lights  along  ftill : 

Mufick,  and  Sacrifice  to  deep  for  C^f^r.  {Sxeunt. 


ASiiH  Quartus.  Scena  Frima. 

Ptolomy,  Photinus,  Achillas,  Achoreus. 

Ach.  T Told  ye  carefully,  what  this  would  prove  to, 
1 W'hat  this  ineftimable  wealth  and  glory 
Would  drawupon  ye ; I advis’d  your  Majefty 
Never  to  tempt  a Conquering  Gueft  .•  nor  add 
Ab^it,  to  catch  a mind,  bent  by  his  Trade 


To  make  the  whole  world  his. 

Pho.  I was  not  heard  Sir  ; 

Or  what  I faid,  loft,  and, contemn’d  ; I,(Jare  fay^ 

( And  frcfiily  now  ) ’twas  a poor  weaknefs  in  ye, 

A glorious  Childilhncfs:  1 watch’d  his  eye. 

And  faw  howFauIcon-like  it  towr’d,  and  (lew 
Upon  the  wealthy  Quarry .-  how  round  it  mark’d  it : 

1 obferv’d  his  words,  and  to  what  it  tended  ; 

How  greedily  he  ask’d  from  Vv'hence  it  came. 

And  what  Commerce  we  held  for  fuch  abundance ; 

The  Ihcw  of  NtltUy  how  he  laboured  at 
To  find  the  fecrct  wayes  the  Song  delivered.  . 

Ach.  He  never  fmil’d,  I noted,  at  the  pleafurcs, 

But  fixt  his  conftant  eyes  upon  the  treafure } 

I do  not  think  his  ears  had  fo  much  Jcifure 
After  the  wealth  appear’d,  to  hear  the  Mufique? 

Moft  fure  he  has  not  flept  fince,  his  mind’s  troubled 
With  objefts  that  would  make  their  own  ftill  labour. 

Pho..  Your  Sifter  he  ne’re  gaz’d  on : that’s  a main  note, 
The  prime  beauty  of  the  world  had  no  power  over  him. 

Ach.  Where  was  his  mind  thewhilft.? 

Pho.  Where  was  your  carefulnefs 
T o Ihew  an  armed  thief  the  way  to  rob  ye  f 
Nay,  would  you  give  him  this,  ’twill  excite  him 
To  feek  the  reft.  Ambition  feels  no  gift. 

Nor  knows  no  bounds, indeed  ye  have  done  moft  weakly. 
Ttol.  Can  I be  too  kind  to  my  noble  friend  I 
Pho.  To  be  unkind  unto  your  noble  felf,  but  favours 
Of  indiferetion,  and  your  friend  has  found  it. 

Had  ye  been  train’d  up  in  the  wants  and  miferles 
A fouldier  marches  through  , and  known  his  temperance 
In  offer’d  courtefies,  you  would  have  made 
A wifer  Mafter  of  your  own,  and  ftronger. 

Ptol.  Why,  fhould  I give  him  all,  he  would  return  it ; 

’Tis  more  to  him,  to  make  Kings. 

Pho.  Pray  be  wifer. 

And  truft  not  with  your  loft  wealth,  your  lov’d  liberty. 

To  be  a King  ftill  at  your  own  diferetion 
Is  like  a King ; to  be  at  his,  a vaffail. 

Now  take  good  counfel,  or  no  more  take  to  ye 
The  freedom  of  a Prince. 

Achil.  ’Twill  be  too  late  elfe : 

For,  fince  the  Mafque,  he  lent  three  of  his  Captains  < 

C Ambitious  as  himfelf ) to  view  again 
The  glory  of  your  wealth. 

Pho.  Tlie  next  himfelf  comes, 

Not  ftaying  for  your  coiirtefie,  and  takes  it. 

Ptol.  W hat  counfd,my  Achorem  ? 

Ach.  I’ie  goe  pray  Sir, 

(For  that  is  beft  counfel  now)  the  gods  may  help  ye.  {Ex. 

Pho.  I found  ye  out  a way  but  ’twas  not  credited, 

A moft  lecure  way : whither  will  ye  flye  now  ? (follow. 
Achil.  For  when  your  w'ealth  is  gone,  yoiir  power  muft 
Pho.  And  that  diminiftit  aIfo,what’s  your  life  Worth  ? 
Who  would  regard  it  ? 

Ptol.  Yon  fay  true. 

Achil.  What  eye 

Will  look  upon  King  Ttolomy  ? if  they  do  look. 

It  muft  be  in  fcorn ; 

For  a poor  King,  is  a monfter  ^ 

What  c ar  remember  ye  ? ’twill  be  then  a courtefie 
( ,A  nohle  one)  to  take  your  life  too  from  ye : 

Bur  ifreferv’d,  you  ftand  to  fill  a vidory. 

As  who  knows  Conque-i  ours  minds  ? though  outwardly 
They  bear  fair  ftreams. 

O Sii . does  this  not  ihake  ye  ? 

if  to  b ■ honyed  on  to  thefe  afflidions 

Ptol.  I never  will : 1 was  a Fool. 
pho  For  then  Sir 

Your  C’cuntreys  caufe  falls  with  ye  too,  and  fetter’d : 

All  M ypt  fhall  be  plough’d  up  with  dilhonour. 

Ptot.  No  more:  lamfenfible;  and  now  my  fpirit 


Burns  ho^ 
Achil.  Kci 


un  me. 

it  warm  and  fiery. 

U u 


Pho. 
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Tho.  An«i  Idit  be  counlcrd. 

Ftoi.  I will,  though  I perilh, 

Fko.  Goo  in  \ wc’l  tell  you  all : and  then  we’l  execute. 

E.xcnm. 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Arfino,  Eros. 

j4rf.  You  arc  lb  impatient. 

Ceo.  Have  1 not  caule  ? 

Women  of  common  Beauties,  and  low  Births, 

W’hen  they  are  tlighted,  are  allow’d  their  angers, 

W'hy  Ihould  not  1 (a  Princefs)  make  him  know 
The  bafendsof  hisufage  ? 

.Arf.  Yes;  ’tis  fit: 

But  then  again  you  know  what  man. 

Ceo.  He  is  no  man  : 

The  lhadow  of  a Greatnefs  hangs  upon  him, 

And  not  the  vertue  ; he  is  no  Conquerour, 

H’as  fuller’d  under  the  bafe  drofs  of  Nature : 

Poorly  delivered  up  his  power  to  wealth, 

(The  god  of  bed-rid  men)  taught  his  eyes  treafon 
Againlt  the  truth  of  love ; he  has  rais’d  rebellion : 

Defi’d  his  holy  flames. 

Eros.  He  will  tail  back  again,  ' • 

And  fdtisfic  your  Grace.  ■ 

Ceo.  Had  I been  old, 

Or  blafied  in  my  bud,  he  might  have  fliew’d 
Some  fliadow  of  diflike  .•  But,  to  prefer 
Thelulireofa  littleart,  Arfino., 

And  the  poor  glow-worm  light  of  fbme  faint  Jewels, 

Before  the  life  of  Love,  and  foul  of  Beauty, 

Oh  how  it  vexes  me  ! he  is  no  Souldier, 

( All  honourable  Souldiers  are  Loves  fervants  ) 

He  is  a Merchant-,  ameer  wandring  Merchant,  ^ 

Servile  to  gain  : he  trades  for  poor  Commodities,  '(tains 
And  makes  his  Conquelts,  thefts  foine  fortunate  Gap- 
That  quarter  with  him,  and  ate  truly  valiant. 

Have  flung  the  name  of  happy  C4^r  on  him, 

Himlelf  ne’re  won  it ; he  is  fo  bafe  and  covetous, 

He’l  fell  his  fword  for  gold.  i 

Arf.  This  is  too  bitter.  c ■ ' 

Qeo.  Ohlcouldcurfemyfelf,  that  was  fo  foolilh,  . 

So  fondly  childifli  to  believe  his  tongue,  _ '■  * 

His  promifmg  tongue,  e’re  I could  catch  his  temper,  / 

I had  tralh  enough  to  have  cloy’d  his  eyes  withal,  - , 

His  covetous  eyes-,  fuchas  I fcorn  to  tread  on ; 

Richer  than  e’re  he  law  yet,  and  more  tempting ; (nour, 
Had  I known  he  had  ftoop’d  at  that,  1 hadfav’d  mine  ho- 
I had  been  happy  Hill : but  let  him  take  it. 

And  let  him  brag  how  poorly  I am  rewarded  : 

Let  him  goe  conquer  ftill  weak  wretched  Ladies : 

Love  has  his  angry  Quiver  too,  his  deadly. 

And  when  he  finds  fcorn,  armed  at  the  ftrongelc  .* 

1 am  a fool  to  fret  thus,  for  a fool : 

An  old  blind  fool  too;  1 lofc  my  health  ? I will  not: 

I will  not  cry : 1 will  not  honour  him 
With  tears  diviner  than  the  gods  he  worflnps  ; 

I will  not  take  the  pains  to  curfc  a poor  thing. 

Eros.  Uoe  not ; you  fhall  not  need. 

Cleo.  Would  I were  prifoner 
To  one  I hate,  that  I might  anger  him, 

1 will  love  any  man,  to  break  the  heart  or  him  .- 
Any,  that  has  the  heart  and  will  to  kill  him. 

Arf.  Take  fomc  fair  truce. 

Cho  1 will  goe  Iludy  mifehief, 

And  put  a look  on,  arm  d with  all  my  cunnings. 

Shall  meet  him  like  a Bafilifque,  and  ftrike  him; 

Love,  put  deftroying  flames  into  mine  eyes. 

Into  mv  fmilcs,  dxcits,  that!  may  torture  him, 

1 hat  I may  make  him  love  to  death,  and  laugh  at  him. 

Enter  Apollodorus. 

Af.  Ctfar  commends  his  Service  to  your  Grace. 

Ceo.  His  fcrvice  f what’s  his  lervicc  i 


Eros.  Pray  ye  be  patient, 

The  noble  Cxftr  loves  fill. 

Ceo.  What’s  his  will  ? 

Ap.  He  craves  accefs  unto  your  Highnefs. 

Ceo.  No  .* 

Say  no : I will  have  none  to  trouble  me. 

Arf.  Good  Sifter. 

Cleo.  None  I fay : I will  be  private. 

Would  thou  hadft  flung  me  into  Nilm,  keeper, 

When  firft  thou  gav’ft  confent,  to  bring  my  body 
To  this  unthankfull  C^far. 

cA'p.  ’Twas  your  will.  Madam, 

Nay  more , your  charge  upon  me,  as  I honoured  ye : 

You  know  what  danger  1 endured. 

Cleo.  Take  this. 

And  carry  it  to  that  Lordly  Cdfar  fent  thee : 

There’s  a new  Love,  a handfom  one , a rich  one  .* 

One  that  will  hug  his  mind : bid  him  make  love  to  it : 

Tell  the  ambitious  Broker,  this  will  fulFer 

Enter  C^lar. 

Ap.  He  enters. 

Cleo.  How  ? 

C<«f^r.  I do  not  ufe  to  wait,  Lady, 

Where  I am,  all  the  d ores  are  free,  and  open. 

Cleo.  I ghefs  fo,  by  your  rudenefs. 

C<efar.  Ye  are  not  angry? 

Things  of  your  tender  rriold,  fliould  be  moft  gentle  *, 

Why  do  you  frown  good  gods,  what  a fet-anger 
Have  you  forc’d  into  your  face  ? Come,  I muft  temper  ye 
What  a coy  fmile  was  there,  and  a difdainfull  ? 

How  like  an  ominous  flafli  it  broke  out  from  ye  ? 

Defend  me.  Love,  Sweet,  who  has  anger’d  ye  ? 

Cleo.  Shew  him  a glafs ; that  falfe  face  has  betrai’d  me  ; 

That  bafe  heart  wrought  me 

Ceefar.  Be  more  fweetly  angry ; 

I wrong’d  ye  fair  ? 

Cleo.  Away  with  your  foul  flatteries  ; 

They  are  too  grofs ; but  that  I dare  be  angry. 

And  with  as  great  a god  as  C<xfnr  is. 

To  Ihew  how  poorly  I relpecft  his  memory, 

1 would  not  fpeak  to  ye. 

C^far.  Pray  ye  undoe  this  riddle. 

And  tell  me  how  I havevextye.? 

Cleo.  Let  me  think  firft 
Whether  I may  put  on  a Patience 
That  will  with  honour  fuffer  me .-  know,I  hate  ye. 

Let  that  begin  the  ftory : Now  Tie  tell  ye. 

C<efar.  But  do  it  milder : In  a noble  Lady, 

Softnefs  of  Ipirit,  and  a fober  nature,  ( nefs ; 

That  moves  likefummer  winds,  cool,  and  blows  fweet- 
Shews  blefled  like  her  felf. 

Cleo.  And  that  great  bleflednefs 
You  firft  reap’d  of  me : till  you  taught  my  nature 
Like  a rude  Itorm  to  talk  aloud,  and  thunder, 

Sleep  was  not  gentler  than  my  foul,  and  ftiller  j 
You  had  the  Spring  of  my  affeeftions : 

And-my  fair  fruits  I gave  you  leave  to  taftc  of : 

You  muft  exped  the  winter  of  mine  anger : 

You  flung  me  ofl,  before  the  Court  dilgrac’d  me. 

When  in  the  pride  I appear’d  of  all  my  beauty. 

Appear’d  vour  Miflrefs , took  into  your  eyes 
Tne  common  ftrumpet  love  of  hated  lucre. 

Courted  with  covetous  heart,  the  (lave  of  nature, 

' rave  all  your  thoughts  to  gold  , that  men  of  glory. 

And  minds  adorn’d  with  noble  love,  would  kick  at : 

Souldiers  of  royal  mark,  fcorn  fuch  bafcpurchafc ; 

Be  auty  and  honour  are  the  marks  they  flioot  at ; 

1 fpak  ■ fo  ye  then  ; I courted  ye,  and  woo’d  ye : 

Call  'd  ye  dear  C^y^r,  hung  about  ye  tenderly : 

Was  pi  oud  to  appear  your  friend., 

Cxjar.  You  have  miftakenme. 

C'lto.  But  neither  Eye,  nor  Favour,  not  a Smile 
Was  1 blefled  back  with  j but  fliook  off  rudely. 

And, 
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And,  as  ye  had  been  Ibid  to  Ibrdid  intainy, 

You  fell  before  the  Images  of  treafure. 

And  in  your  foul  youwoifiiip’d 1 flood  fligiited. 

Forgotten  and  contemn’d  \ my  foft  embraces, 
Andthofefweet  kiiles  you  call’d  Elyzium, 

As  letters  writ  in  fand,  no  more  remembred  ; 

The  name  and  glory  of  your  ^Uopatra 
Laugh’d  at, and  made  a ftory  to  your  Captains , 

Shall  I endure? 

Crf  far.  You  are  decci^r’d  in  all  this. 

Upon  my  life  you  are,  ’trs  your  much  tendernefs. 

CUo.  No,no,l  love  not  that  way^you  ar  ecozen’d: 

I  love  with  as  much  ambition  as  a Conquerour, 

And  where  1 love,  will  triumph. 

So  you  IhalL- 

My  heart  fhall  be  the  Chariot  that  lhall  bear  ye. 

All  I have  won  lhall  wait  upon  ye  .•  By  the  gods 
The  bravery  of  this  womans  mind,  has  fired  me; 

Dear  Miftrefs  lhall  I but  this  night  ? 

Qeo.  How  c<efar  > 

Have  I let  flip  a fecond  vanity 
That  gives  thee  hope  ? 

Citftr.  You  lhall  be  abfolute, 

And  Reign  alone  as  Queen : you  fhall  be  any  thing. 

CUo.  Make  me  a maid  again,  and  then  Tie  hear  thee  j 
Examine  all  thy  art  of  War,  to  do  that  ^ 

And  if  thou  find’fl:  it  poflible.  Tie  love  thee  .• 

Till  when,  farewel,  unthankfull. 
f<efar.  Stay. 

CUo.  I will  not. 

C^far.  I command. 

Oeo.  Command,  and  goe  without.  Sir. 

I do  command  thee  be  my  flave  for  ever, 

And  vex  while  I laugh  at  thee. 

Ceftr.  Thus  low,  beauty. 

Geo.  It  is  too  late  •,  when  I have  found  thee  abfolute. 
The  man  that  Fame  reports  thee,  and  to  me  , 

May  be  I fhall  think  better.  Farewel  Conquerour.  \iExit. 

Cafar.  She  mocks  me  too .-  I will  enjoy  her  Beauty  .* 

I will  not  be  deni’d  •,  Tie  force  my  longing. 

Love  is  befl:  pleas’d,  when  roundly  we  compel  him. 

And  as  he  is  Imperious,  fo  will  I be. 

Stay  fool,  and  be  advis’d  .•  that  dulls  the  appetite. 

Takes  olf  the  ftrength  and  fweetnefs  of  delight. 

By  Heaven  (he  is  a miracle,  I mufl:  ufe 
A handfom  way  to  win : how  now  •,  what  fear 
Dwells  in  your  faces  ? you  look  all  diftrafted. 

Enter  Sceva,  Anthony,  Dolabella. 

Sceva.  If  it  be  fear,  ’tis  fear  of  your  undoing  , 

Not  of  our  felves  : fear  of  your  poor  declining  ; 

Oar  lives  and  deaths  are  equall  benefits. 

And  we  make  louder  prayers  to  dye  nobly,  ( here, 

Than  to  live  high,  and  wantonly ; whilft  you  are  lecure 
And  offer  Hecatombs  of  lazie  kifles 
To  the  lewd  god  of  love,  and  cowardize. 

And  moft  lafcicioufly  dye  in  delights,  ’ ' 

You  are  begirt  with  the  fierce  sAUxandrians. 

Dol.  Thefpawn  of  Egypt  flow  about  your  Palace, 

[ Arm’d  all : and  ready  to  aflault. 
o4nt.  Led  on 

Bythefalfcandbafe  and  hisMiniflers  j 

Noftirring  out no  peeping  through  a loop-hole. 

But  llraightfaluted  with  an  armed  Dart,  it 
See.  No  parley ; they  are  deaf  to  all  but  danger. 

They  fwear  they  will  fley  us,  and  then  dry  our  Quarters; 

A ralher  of  a fait  lover,  is  fiich  a Shooing-horn : .dt  . 

Can  you  kifs  away  this confpiracy,  and  fdt'Us  free  ? . 

Or  will  the  Giant  god  of  love  fight  foCiye?  . 

Will  his  fierce  war-like  bow  kill  a Cock-fparrow  ? , 

Bring  out  the  Lady,  fhe  can  quel  this  mutiny  :i . - 

And  with  her  powerfull  looks  flrike  awe  into  them ; 

She  can  deftroy,  and  build  again  the  City,  .. 

Your  Goddefles  have  mighty  gifts : fliew  ’em  her  fair  bafts', 
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The  impregnable  Bulworks  of  proud  Love,  and  let  ’em 
Begin  their  battery  there ; flie  will  laugh  at  ’tin  •, 

They  arc  not  above  a hundred  thoufand  , Sir. 

A mifl,  a mill:,  that  when  her  Eyes  bi  tak  out, 

Her  powerfull  radiant  eyes,  and  fliakc  their  ilalhcs, 

Will  flye  before  her  heats. 

C<tfar.  Begirt  with  Villains? 

Sec.  They  come  to  play  you,  and  your  Love  a Huntfup. 

You  were  told  what  this  fame  whorfon  wenching,  long 

(agoe  would  come  to : 

You  are  taken  napping  now : has  not  a Souldicr, 

A time  to  kifs  his  friend,  and  a time  toconfidcr, 

But  hemufl:  lye ftill  digging,  like  a Pioneer, 

Making  of  mines,  and  burying  of  his  honour  there  ? | 

’T were  good  you  would  think i 

Dot.  And  time  too,  or  you  will  find  clfe 
A harder  task,  than  Courting  a coy  Beauty. 

.^nt.  Look  out  and  then  believe. 

See.  No,  no,  hang  danger;  j 

Take  me  provoking  broth,  and  then  goe  to  her  ; j 

Goe  to  your  Love,  and  let  her  feel  your  valour  ^ ( Sir, ) j 

Charge  her  whole  body,  when  the  fword’s  in  your  throat } 
You  may  cry,  Cc/^r,  and  fee  if  that  will  help  ye. 

C<tfar.  rie  be  my  felf  again,  and  meet  their  furies. 

Meet,  and  confume  their  mifehiefs ; make  fome  Ihift,  Sceva^  j 
To  recover  the  Fleet,  and  bring  me  up  two  Legions, 

And  you  lhall  fee  me,  how  Tie  break  like  thunder 
Aniongfl:  thelc  beds  of  flimy  Eeles,  and  fcatter  ’em. 

See.  Now  ye  fpeak  fenfe  Tie  put  my  life  to  the  hazard, 
Before  I goe.  No  more  of  this  warm  Lady, 

She  will  fpoil  your  fword-hand. 

C<efar.  Goe:  come,  let’s  to  Counfel 
How  to  prevent,  and  then  to  execute. 

SCENA  III. 

Enter  Souldiers. 

I Sold.  Did  ye  fee  this  Penitence  ? 
zSold.  Yes;  I faw,  and  heard  it. 

3 Sold.  And  I too : look’d  upon  him,  and  obferv’d  it. 

He’s  the  ftrangeft:  Septimus  now 

1 Sold.  I heard  he  was  altered, 

And  had  given  away  his  Gold  to  hone  It  pies ; 

Cry’d  raonllroufly. 

2 Sold.  He  cryes  abundantly  ; 

He  is  blind  almoft  with  weeping. 

3 Sold.  ’Tis  mod  wonderful! 

That  a hard  hearted  man,  andanold  Souldier  ( 

Should  have  fo  much  kind  moifture;  when  his  Mother 
He  laugh’d  aloud,  and  made  the  wickedft  Ballads • 

1 Sold.  ’Tis  like  enough  : he  never  lov’d  his  Parents  •, 

Nor  can  I blame  him,  for  they  ne’r  lov’d  him. 

His  Mother  dream’d  before  Ihe  was  deliver’d 
That  Ihe  was  brought  abed  with  a Buzzard,  and  ever  after 
She  whilil’d  him  up  to  th’  world ; his  brave  clothes  too 
He  has  flung  away , and  goes  like  one  of  us  now : 

Walks  with  his  hands  in’s  pockets,  poor  and  forrowfull. 

And  gives  the  bed  indrudions. 

2 Sold.  And  tells  Itories 

Of  honed  and  good  people  that  were  honour’d , 

And  how  they  were  remembred:  and  runs  mad 
If  he  but  hear  of  any  ungratefull  perfon, 

A bloudy,  or  betraying  man  — ^ — ' 

3 Sold.  If  it  be  polTible 

That  an  Arch-Villain  may  ever  be  recovered. 

This  penitent  Rafcal  will  put  hard : ’twere  worth  our  labour 
To  lee  him  once  again. 

Enter  Septinius. 

1 Sold.  He  Ipares  us  that  labour, 

For  here  he  comes. 

Sfp. -^Blefs  ye  my  honed  friends, 

Blefs  ye  from  bafe  unworthy  men  ; come  not  near  me , 

For  I am  yet  too  taking  for  your  company. 

U u 2 I Sol. 
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^ 1 Si.U.  Did  1 not  tell  ye  ? 

I 2 ScU.  What  book’s  that  ? 

I I SoU.  No  dctibt 

1 Some  excellent  Salve  for  a fore  heart:  are  you 
\ that  bale  knave,  that  l^tray’d  i’owpfj- ? 

* Srp.  1 was,  and  am  unlefs  your  honeft  thoughts 
Will  look  upon  my  penitence,  and  favc  me, 

I mufl  be  «»ver  Villain  : O gootl  Souldicrs 

You  that  have  Kom.n  hearts,  take  heed  of  falfehood  : 

Take  heed  of  blood  •,  take  heed  of  foul  ingratitude. 

: The  Gods  have  (carce  a mercy  for  thole  mifehiefs. 

Take  heed  of  pride,  ’twas  that  that  brought  me  to  it. 

* iSol.  Tnis  fellow  would  make  a rare  fpecch  atthegal- 

2 Sol.  ’Tis  very  lit  he  were  hang’d  to  edilie  us : (lows. 

Sep.  Let  all  your  thoughts  be  humble,  and  obedient, 

Love  your  Commanders,  honour  them  that  feed  ye : 

Pray,  that  ye  may  be  ftrong  in  honefly 
I .As  in  the  ufe  of  arms Labour,  and  diligently 
j To  keep  your  hearts  from  cafe,  and  her  bafe  ifliies, 

! Pride,  and  ambitious  wantonnefs,  thole  fpoil’d  me. 
j Rather  lofe  all  your  limbs,  than  the  leail:  honefty, 

; You  arc  never  lame  indeed,  till  lofs  of  credit 
i Benumb  ye  through : Scarrs,  andthofc  maims  of  honour 
; .Are  memorable  crutches,  that  lhall  bear 
When  you  are  dead,  your  noble  names  to  Eternity. 

1 Sol.  I cry. 

2 Sol.  And  fo  do  I. 

j 3 Si-/.  An  excellent  villain. 

1 Sol.  A more  fweet  pious  knave  I never  heard  yet. 

2 Sol.  He  was  happie  he  was  Rafcal,  to  come  to  this. 

j Enter  Achoreus. 

j Who’s  this  ? a Priefl; 
i Sep.  O ftay,  moll  holy  Sir  I 
And  by  the  Gods  of  E^ypt,  I conjure  ye, 
and  great  Ofris)  pity  me, 

Pity  a loaden  man,  and  tell  me  truly 
. With  what  moll  humble  Sacrifice  1 may 
■ Waflioff  my  fin,  and  appeafe  the  powers  that  hate  me 
Take  from  my  heart  thole  thoufand  thoufand  furies. 

That  reltlefs  gnaw  upon  my  life,  and  fave  me. 

: Oreftes  bloody  hands  fell  on  his  Mother, 

Yet,  at  the  holy  altar  he  w'as  pardon’d. 

* out  of  madnefs  did  his  murther, 

.And  therefore  he  found  grace  : thou  (worfb  of  all  men) 

I Out  of  cold  blood,  and  hope  of  gain,  bafe  lucre, 
j S-'  wT  thine  own  Feeder  : come  not  near  the  altar, 

, Nor  with  thy  reeking  hands  pollute  the  Sacrifice, 

! Thou  art  markt  for  fliame  eternal.  C E.xit. 

Sep.  Look  all  on  me. 

And  let  me  be  a ftory  left  to  time 
: Of  blood  and  Infamy,  how  bafe  and  ugly  '' 

Ingratitude  appears,  with  all  her  profits, 

; f !ow  monftrous  my  hop’d  grace,  at  Court  ? good  fouldiers 
' Let  neither  flattery,  nor  the  witching  found 
j Of  high  and  foft  preferment,  touch  your  goodnefs : 

' To  be  valiant,  old,  and  honefl,  O what  blefTcdnefs 

; I Su'd.  Dofl;  thou  want  any  thing  ? 

‘ Sep.  Nothing  but  your  prayers., 
j 2S0I.  Bethus,aqd  let  the  blind  Priefl  do  his  worft, 

I Wc  have  gods  as'well  as  they,  and  they  v<?ill  hear  us. 
j 3 Sol.  Come, cry  no  more  ; thou  halt  wc^ft  out  twenty  ‘ ; 
' Pompeys.  ■ ' 

Enter  Photinus,  Achillas. 

Pho.  So  penitent  I 
i ylchtl.  It  feems  fo- 

j ^I'ho.  Yet  for  all  this 

We  mufl  employ  him.  ' 
j \ Sol.  Thcfc  are  the  arm’d  Soujdier  leaders: 
j Away:  and  let’s toth’ Fort, we  fhall  be f'napt elfe.  {_ExeHnt. 

; Pno.  How  now  > why  thus  1 what  caufc  of  this  dejedlion  1 
j jdehil.  Why  doll  thou  weep? 


Sep.  Pray  leave  me,  you  have  ruin’d  me, 

You  have  made  me  a famous  Villain. 

Pho.  Does  that  touch  thee  ? 

Mil.  He  will  be  hard  to  win : he  feels  his  lewdnefs. 

Pho.  He  mufl  be  won,  or  we  lhall  want  our  right  hand.  1 
This  fellow  dares,  and  knows,  andmufl  be  heartned.  | 
Art  thou  fo  poor  to  blench  at  what  thou  haft  done  ? 

Is  Confcience  a comrade  for  an  old  Soldier  ? I 

.Achil.  It  is  not  that  .*  it  may  be  fome  dilgrace  I 

That  he  takes  heavily  3 and  would  be  cherilh’d,  j 

Septinitu  ever  fcorn’d  to  fliew  fuch  weaknefs. 

Sep.  Let  me  alone  ; I am  not  for  your  purpofe,  1 

I am  now  a new  man. 

Pho.  We  have  new  affairs  for  thee, 

Thofe  that  would  raifethy  head. 

Sep.  I would  ’twere  off^ 

And  in  your  bellies  for  the  love  you  bear  me. 

I’le  be  no  more  Knave : I have  ftings  enough 
Already  in  my  breaft. 

Pho.  Thoulhalt  be  noble: 

And  who  dares  think  then  that  thou  art  not  honeft  ? 

Achil.  Thou  ffialt  command  in  Chief,  all  our  ftrong 
And  if  thou  ferv’ft  an  ufe,  muff:  not  all  juftifie  it  ? (Forces 

Sep.  I am  Rogue  enough, 

Pho.  Thou  wilt  be  more,  and  baler 
A poor  Rogue  is  all  Rogues : open  to  all  lhames  ; 

Nothing  to  fhadow  him  .*  doft  thou  think  crying 
Can  keep  thee  from  the  cenfure  of  the  Multitude  f 
Or  to  be  kneeling  at  the  altar  fave  thee  ? 

’Tis  poor  and  fcrvile : 

Wert  thou  thine  own  Sacrifice 

’Twould  feem  fo  low,  people  would  fpit  the  fire  out. 

Achil.  Keep  thy  felf  glorious  ftill,  though  ne’re  fo  ftain’d, 
And  that  will  leffen  it, if  not  work  it  out. 

To  goe  complaining  thus,  and  thus  repenting 

Like  a poor  Girl  that  had  betrai’d  her  maidend-head 

Sep.  I’le  flop  mine  ears. 

Achil.  Will  Ihew  fo  in  a Soiildier, 

Sofimply,  and  fo  ridiculoufly,  lb  tamely 

Pho.  Ifpeople  would  believe  thee,  ’twere  fome  honefty, 
And  for  thy  penitence  would  not  laugh  at  thee 
(As  fure  they  will)  and  beat  thee  for  thy  poverty : 

If  they  would  allow  thy  foolery,  there  were  fome  hope. 

Sep.  My  foolery.? 

Pho.  Nay,  more  than  that,  thy  mifery, 

Thy  monftrous  mifery. 

Aehil.  He  begins  to  hearken : 

Thy  mifery  fo  great,  men  will  not  bury  thee. 

Sep.  That  this  were  true ! 

Pho.  Why  does  this  conquering  Ccy^r 
Labour  through  the  worlds  deep  Seas  of  toyls  and  troubles. 
Dangers,  and  defperate  hopes .?  to  repent  afterwards  ? 

Why  does  he  flaughter  thoufands  in  a Battel, 

And  whip  his  Country  with  the  fword  ? to  cry  for’t  ? 

Thou  killd’ft  great  Pompey ; he’l  kill  all  his  kindred. 

And  juftifib  it : na.y  railc  up  T rophiej  to  it. 

When  thou  hear’ft  him  repent,  (he’s  held  moft  holy  too) 

And  cry  for  doing  daily  bloody  murthers, 

Take  thou  example,  and  go  ask  forgivenefs. 

Call  up  the  thing  thou  nam’ftthy  confcience. 

And  let  it  work  .•  then  ’twill  feem  well  SeptiniM. 

Sep.  He  does  all  this. 

Achil.  Yes .'  and  is  honour’d  for  it  3 
Nay  call’d  the  honour’d  C<*y^r,  fo  maiftthou  be  : 

Thou  wert  born  as  near  a Crown  as  he. 

Sep.  He  was  poor. 

Pho.  And  defperate  bloody  tricks  got  him  this  credit. 

Sep.  I am  afraid  you  will  once  more 

7’ ho.  Help  to  raife  thee : 

Off  with  thy  pining  black,  it  dulls  a Souldicr, 

And  put  on  refolution  like  a man, 

A noble  Fate  waits  on  thee. 
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0 that  I had  the  power 

ylchil.  Thou  flialt  have  all : 

And  do  all  through  thy  power,  men  fliall  admire  thee. 

And  the  vices  of  Septimus  fliall  turn  vertues. 

Sep.  OfT;  off:  tlioii  muft  off';  off'my  cowardizc, 

Puling  repentance  off'. 

* Pho.  Now  thou  fpcakfl:  nobly. 

Sep.  Off'my  dejcAed  looks : and  wcicom  impudence ; 

My  daring  fliall  be  Deity,  to  fave  me : 

Give  me  inflriuftions,  and  put  adion  on  me  : 

A glorious  caufe  upon  my  fwords  point.  Gentlemen, 

And  let  my  wit,  and  valour  work  ; you  will  railc  me, 

And  make  me  out-dare  all  my  miferies  ? 

Pho.  All  this,  and  all  thy  wilhes. 

Stp.  life  me  then, 

Womanilli  fear  farewell : Tie  never  melt  more, 

Lead  on,  to  fome  great  thing,  to  wake  my  fpirit: 

1 cut  the  Cedar  Pompey,  and  I’le  fell 
This  huge  Oak  Ctfur  too. 

Pho.  Now  thou  fingft  fweetly ; 

And  Pro/owyfhall  crown  thee  for  thyfervice. 

.Achil.  He’s  well  wrought : put  him  on  apace  for  cooling. 

/ {^Exeunt. 


ASIhs  Quintus.  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Casfar,  Antony,  Dolabella. 

E tumult  fljll  encreafes. 

X C^far.  O ray  fortune ! 

My  luflfull  folly  rather ! but ’tis  well,  . , 

And  worthily  I am  made  a bondmans  prey. 

That  after  all  my  glorious  vi(ff:ories, 

In  which  I pafs’d  fo  many  Seas  of  dangers , 

When  all  the  Elements  confpir’d  againft  me. 

Would  yield  up  the  dominion  of  this  head 
To  any  mortal  power  : fo  blind  and  fiupid, 
Totruftthefebafe  Egyptians.,  that  proclaim’d 
Their  perjuries,  in  noble  Pompeys  death,  ' ' 

And  yet  that  could  not  warn  me.  ' ' ' . 

Dol.  Be  ftill  Cafar,  . ^ 

Who  ever  lov’d  to  exercife  his  fate,  , 

Where  danger  look’t  mofl:  dreadful.  t , 

Alt.  If  you  fall,  ' r f ' 

Fall  not  alone:  let  the  King  and  his  Sifter  \ » 

Be  buried  in  your  mines : on  my  life 
They  both  are  guilty : reafon  may  aflure  you 
Photimis  nor  Achillas  durfl  attempt  you. 

Or  fliake  one  Dart,  or  fword,  aim’d  at  your  fafety, 
Without  their  warrant.  ^ 

Cafar.  For  the  young  King  I know  not  i. ' . 

How  he  may  be  miffed  ; but  for  his  Sifter  < * ' / 

( Unequal  I’d  ’twereakind  ,/ 

Ofblafphemy  to  doubt  her;  ugly  treafon  - ••  •-  ,5. 

Durft  never  dwell  in  fuch  a glorious  building,  \ ' 
Nor  can  fo  clear  and  great  a fpir^j^as  hers  is,  r . 

Admit  of  falfehood.  ‘ v : 

Letusfeizeonhimthen:  ' Vi 

And  leave  her  to  her  fortune. li.;V-.i 
jDo/.  If  he  hav^e  power  ’ ' 

Ufe  it  to  your  fecurity,  and  let  •,  .-  k’  ' 

His  honefly  acquit  him:  if  he  be  falfe  j 

It  is  too  great  an  honour  he  fhould  dye  - t ^ 

By  your  vidtorious  hand.  * ’ 

1 comes : and  I > 

I Shall  do  as  I find  caufe.  , > 

t ' vi 

\ 

Ewffr  Ptolomy,  Achoreus,'Apollodorus.’''^>-' 

7’^^^/.  Let  not  great  Cepr  . 

j Impute  the  breach  of  hofpital'ity,  iO  ' ) 

i To  you  (my  gueft)  to  me  •,  I am  contemn’d, 

I And  my  rebellious  fubjedts  lift  their  hands 
\ Againft  my  head ; and  would  they  aim’d  no  farther. 


Provided  that  I fell  a facrificc 

To  gain  you  fafety  : that  this  is  not  feign’d. 

The  boldncfs  of  my  innocence  may  confirm  you ; 

Had  I been  privy  to  their  bloody  plot, 

I now  had  led  them  on,  and  given  fair  glofs 
To  their  bad  caufe,  by  being  prefent  with  them : 

ButI  that  yet  tafte  of  the  puniffimcnt. 

In  being  falfe  to  T^ompey,  will  not  make 
A fccond  fault  to  CajUr  uncompel’d 
With  fuch  as  have  not  yet  Ihook  off  obedience, 

I yield  my  fclf  to  you,  and  will  take  part 
In  all  your  dangers. 

Cafar.  This  pleads  your  excufe, 

And  I receive  it. 

(cAch.  If  they  have  any  touch 
Of  jufficc,  or  religion,  I will  ufe 
The  authority  of  our  Gods,  to  call  them  back 
From  their  bad  purpofe. 

Apo.  This  part  of  the  palace 
Is  yet  defenlible ; we  may  make  it  good. 

Till  your  powers  refeue  us. 

C<&far.  Cafsr  befieg’d  ? 

O ftaintomy  greatadlions:  ’twas  mycuftom. 

An  Army  routed,  as  my  feet  had  wings 
To  be  firft  in  the  chafe ; nor  walls,  nor  Bulworks 
Could  guard  thofe  thatefcap’d  the  Battels  fury 
From  this  flrong  Arm  ; and  I to  be  enclos’d.^ 

My  heart ! my  heart ! but  ’tis  neceffity. 

To  which  the  Gods  muff:  yield,  and  I obey, 

’fill  I redeem  it  by  fome  glorious  way.  f Exeunt. 

:r  SCENA  II. 

Enter  Photinus,  Achillas,  Septinius,  Souldiers. 

Pho.  There’s  no  retiring  now,  we  are  broke  in : 

The  deed  paft  hope  of  pardon ; if  we  profper 
’ Twill  be  Ifcil’d  lawfull,  and  we  fliall  give  laws 
To  thofe  that  now  command  us : flop  not  at 
Or  loyalty,  or  duty ; bold  ambition. 

To  dare  and  power  to  do, gave  the  firfl  difference 
Between  the  King,  and  fubjed,  ['‘^fars  Motto, 

Aut  Cafar  aut  Nihil,  each  of  US  mull  claim, 

And  ufe  it  as  our  owm. 

Achtl.  The  deed  is  bloody 
If  we  conclude  in  Ptolomies  death. 

Tho.  The  better, 

The  globe  of  Empire  muff:  be  fo  manur’d. 

Sep.  ^owe,that  from  Romulus  firfl  took  her  name, 

Had  her  walls  water’d  with  a Crimfon  fhowr 
Drain’d  from  a Brothers  heart ; nor  was  fhe  rais’d 
To  this  prodigious  height,  that  overlooks 
Three  full  parts  ol  the  Earth,that  pay  her  tribute. 

But  by  enlarging  qf  her  marrow  bounds 
By  the'Sack  of  Neighbour  Cities,  not  made  hers 
Till  they  were  Cemented  with  the  Blood  of  thofe 
That  did  poflefs  ’em : C4^r,  Ptolomy, 

(Now  I am  fleel’d)  to  me  are  empty  names 
Eflcem’d  as  Pompeys  was. 

Pho.  Well  faid  Septinius, 

Thou  now  art  right  again. 

Achil.  But  what  courfe  take  we 
For  the  Princefs  Cleopatra  ? 

Pho.  Let  her  live, 

A while  to  make  us  fport : fhe  lhall  authorize 
Our  undertakings  to  the  ignorant  people. 

As  if  what  we  do  were  by  her  command : 

But  our  triumvir  at  Government  once  confirm’d. 

She  bears  her  Brother,company  that’s  my  Province  * 

Leave  me  to  work  her. 

Achil.  I will  undertake 
For  ^Ptolomy. 

Sep.  Cafar  fhall  be  my  task  , 

And  as  in  Pompey  I began  a name 
rie  perfedit  in  Cafur. 


Enter 
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• Enter  ^jbove)  Cfl'ar,  Ptolomy,  Achoreus, 
Apollociorus,  Antony,  Dolabclla. 

rbo.  ’Tis  rcfolv’d  then, 

W’e’ll  tbice  our  palTagc. 

. Acbtl.  See,  they  do  appear 
As  they  ddir'd  a Parley. 

FIm.  1 am  proud  yet 
I hate  brought  ’em  to  capitulate. 

Frol,  Now,  T'hothuis  ? 
j Fbo.  Now,  ‘Ttohmy  ? 

Ftol.  No  addition } 

Fbo.  W'e  are  equal, 

, Though  C^f.{rs  name  were  put  into  the  fcale, 

I In  which  our  worth  is  weigh’d. 

Ctf.  Prefumptuous  Villain, 

Upon  what  grounds  haft  thou  prefum’d  toraife 
Thy  fervile  band  againft  the  King,  orme, 

1 That  have  a greater  name  ? 

, Fl}o.  Onthofe,  by  which 
Thou  didft  prefume  to  pafs  the  E^hicon 
Againft  the  Laws  of  Rome\  and  at  the  name 
Of  Traitor  fmile ; as  thou  didft  when  tJ^arcellns, 

The  Conful,  with  the  Senates  full  confent 
Pronounc’d  thee  for  an  Enemy  to  thy  Country, 

Yet  thou  wentft  on,  and  thy  rebellious  Caufe 
Was  crown’d  with  fair  fuccels : Why  ftiould  we  fear  then  ? 
Think  on  that,  Cafar. 

Cdif.  O the  gods!  be  brav’d  thus, 

And  be  compell’d  to  bear  this  from  a Slave 
That  would  not  brook  Great  Towpeji  his  Superiour.? 

iyfchil.  Thy  glories  now  have  toucht  the  higheft  point. 
And  muftdelcend. 

! Fbo.  Defpair,  and  think  we  ftand 
The  Champions  of  to  wreak  her  wrongs, 

Upon  whofe  liberty  thou  haft  fet  thy  foot. 

Sept.  And  that  the  Ghofts  of  all  thofe  noble  Romans 
That  by  thy  Sword  fell  in  this  Civil  War 
Expe(ft  revenge. 

Ant.  Dar’ftthou  fpeak,  and  remember 
There  was  a Tompey  ? 

Fbo.  There  is  no  hope  to  ’fcape  us : 

If  that  againft  the  odds  we  have  upon  yon 
I You  dare  come  forth,  and  fight,  receive  the  honour  ^ 

! Todyc  like  if  ye  faint,  relblve 

To  ftarve  like  Wretches ; 1 difdain  to  change 
Another  fyllable  with  you.  {Exemt. 

Ant.  Let  us  dye  nobly  3 
And  rather  fall  upon  each  others  Sword 
I Than  come  into  thefe  Villains  hands. 

Cef-  That  Fortune, 

Which  to  this  hour  hath  been  a Friend  to  C<e)^r, 

Though  for  a while  Ihe  cloath  her  Brow  with  frowns. 

Will  fmile  again  upon  me ; who  will  pay  her, 

Orfacrifice,  or  Vows,  if  ftieforfake 
Her  beft  of  works  in  me  ? or  fuffer  him. 

Whom  with  a ftrong  hand  fhe  hath  led  triumphant 
Through  the  whole  weftern  world,and  Rome  acknowledg’d 
Her  Soveraign  Lord,  to  end  in  glorioufly 
A life  admir’d  by  all  ? The  threatned  danger 
Muft  by  a way  more  horrid  be  avoided, 

And  1 will  run  the  hazard  ; Fire  the  Palace, 

I And  the  rich  Magazines  that  neighbour  it, 

I In  which  the  U'calth  of  Egypt  fs  contain’d  : 

I Start  not,  itftiallbcfo;  that  while  the  people 
i Labour  in  quenching  the  enfuing  flames, 

■ LikeC<«/^c,  with  this  handful  of  my  friends 
^ Through  Fire,  and  Swords  1 force  a paftage  to 
My  conquering  Legions.  King,  if  thou  dar’d  follow 
I V'Vherc  Cafar  leads,  or  live  or  dye  a Free  man  •, 
i If  nor,  ftayherea  Bond-man  to  thy  Slave, 

And  dead,  be  thought  unworthy  of  a Grave.  \_Exemt. 


SCENE  III. 

Enter  Septimius. 

Sept.  I feel  myrefolution  melts  again 
And  that  I am  not  Knave  alone,  but  fool. 

In  allmy  purpofes.  The  Devil,  T'hotinwy 
Employs  me.as  a Property,  and  grown  ufelefs 
Will  lhake  me  ofT  again ; he  told  me  fo 
When  I killM  Tompey ; nor  can  I hope  better. 

When  Cafar  is  difpatch’d  *,  Services  done 
For  fuch  as  only  ftudy  their  own  ends, 

Too  great  to  be  rewarded,  are  return’d 
With  deadly  hate  *,  I learn’d  this  Principle 
In  his  own  School,  yet  ftill  he  fools  me,  well ; 

And  yet  he  trufts  me : Since  I in  my  nature 
Was  falhion’d  to  be  falfe,  wherefore  ftiould  I 
That  kill’d  my  General,  and  a Eomany  one 
To  whom  I ow’d  all  nourifhments  of  life, 

Be  true  to  an  Egyptian  ? To  lave  Cafarj 
And  turn  TWww/’s  plots  on  his  own  head, 

As  it  is  in  my  power,  redeem  my  credit, 

And  live  to  lye  and  fwear  again  in  faftiion. 

Oh,  ’twere a mafter-piece ? ha!- meCepr, 

How’s  he  got  off.' 

Enter  Cajfar,  Ptolomy,  Antony,  Dolabella,  Achoreus, 
Apollodorus,  Sonldiers. 

Caf.  The  fire  has  took, 

And  Ihews  the  City  like  a lecond  Troy^ 

The  Navy  too  is  fcorch’d,  the  people  greedy 

To  fave  their  Wealth  and  Houfes,  whilft  their  Souldiers 

Make  Ipoil  of  all  3 only  Achillas's  Troops 

Make  good  their  Guard,  break  through  them,  we  are  fafe  *, 

I’ll  lead  you  like  a Thunder-bolt. 

Sept.  Stay,  Ccifar. 

C<zf.  Who’s  this the  Dog,  Septimius? 

Ant.  Cut  his  throat. 

Dol.  You  bark’d  but  now,  fawn  you  lb  foon? 

Sept.  O hear  me. 

What  I’ll  deliver  is  for  Cafars  fafety. 

For  all  your  good. 

Ant.  Good  from  a mouth  like  thine,  (days  ? 

That  never  belch’d  but  blafphemy,  and  trealbn  on  Feftival 

Sept.  1 am  an  altered  man,  altered  indeed. 

And  will  give  you  caule  to  fay  I am  a Roman. 

Dol.  Rogue,  1 grant  thee. 

Sept.  Truft  me,  I’ll  make  the  paftage  fmooth,  and  cafie 
For  your  cfcape. 

Ant.  I’ll  truft  the  Devil  fooner, 

And  make  a fafer  Bargain. 

Sept.  I am  trufted 
With  all  Fhotinus's  ftcrets. 

Ant.  There’s  no  doubt  then 
Thou  wilt  be  falfe. 

Sept.  Still  to  be  true  to  fou. 

Dol.  And  very  likely. 

Caf.  Be  brief,  the  means? 

Sept.  Thus,  CafaVy 

To  me  alone,  hut  bound  by  terrible  oaths 
Not  to  difeover  it,  he  hath  reveal’d 
A difmal  Vault,  whofe  dreadfill  mouth  does  open 
A mile  beyond  the  City : in  this  Cave  '■ 

Lye  but  two  hours  conceal’d.  ’ 

Ant.  If  you  believe  him. 

He’ll  bury  us  alive. 

Dol:  I’ll  flye  in  the  Air  firft, 

Sept.  Then  in  the  dead  of  night  I’ll  bring  you  back 
Into  a private  room,  where  youftiallfind  " 

FhotinuSy  and  AcbillaSy  and  thereft 
Of  rheir  Commanders  clofe  at  Council. 

Caf.  Good,  what  follows? 

Sept.  Fall  me  fairly  on  their  throats,  ■ 

Their  heads  cut  off  and'ftiorn,  the  multitude 
Willcafily  dilperft. 
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Cjf.  O Devil ! away  with  him  i 
Nor  true  to  Friend  nor  Enemy  / Cxf,tr  fcorns 
To  find  hi*,  fafety,  or  revenge  his  wrongs 
So  bale  a way  ; or  owe  tlie  means  of  life 
To  fuch  a leprous  Tray  tor.  1 have  towr’d 
For  V'iftory  like  a Faulcon  in  the  Clouds, 

Nor  dig’d  for’t  like  a Mole  •,  our  Swords  and  Caule 
Make  way  for  us,  and  that  it  may  appear 
We  toc'k  a noble  Courfe,  and  hate  bafe  Treafon, 

Some  Souldiers  that  would  merit  ^ie/er’s  favour, 
rfang  h im  on  yonder  Turret,  and  then  follow 
The  lane  this  Sword  makes  for  you.  Exit. 

1 S,old.  Here’s  a Belt, 

Thoug  h I dye  for  it  I’ll  ule  it. 

2 S'olU.  ’Tis  too  good 
To  trufs  a Cur  in. 

Seft.  Save  me,  here’s  Gold. 

1 Sold.  If  'E^me 

Were  offered  for  thy  ranfom,it  could  not  help  thee. , 

2 Sold.  Hang  not  an  arfe. 

I Sold.  Goad  him  on  with  thy  Sword 
Thou  dofl  deferve  a worfer  end,  and  may 
I All  fuch  conclude  fo,  that  their  friends  betray.  {^Exeunt. 

, SCENE  IV. 

Enter  {feverally)  Arfino,  Eros,  Cleopatra. 

Arf.  We  are  lofl. 

Sros.  Undone. 

Arf.  Confufion,  Fire,  and  Swords, 

And  fury  in  the  Souldiers  face  more  horrid 
Circle  us  round. 

Eros.  The  Kings  Command  they  laugh  at. 

And  jeer  at  C<cfars  threats. 

Arf.  My  Brother  feiz’d  on 
By  the  Romany  as  thought  guilty  of  the  tumult, 

And  forc’d  to  bear  him  company,  as  mark’d  out 
For  his  proteftionor  revenge. 

Eros.  They  have  broke 
Into  my  Cabinet  •,  my  Trunks  areranfack’d. 

Arf.  I have  loft  my  jewels  too : but  that’s  the  leaft ; 

The  barbarous  Rafcals,  againft  all  humanity, 

Or  fenfe  of  pity,  have  kill’d  my  little  Dog, 

And  broke  ray  Monkeys  Chain. 

Eros.  They  rifled  me  .• 

But  that  I could  endure,  would  they  proceed  no  further. 
Arf.  O my  Sifter ! 

Eros.  My  Queen,  myMiftrefs! 

Arf.  Can  you  ftand  unmov’d 
When  the  Earth-quake  of  Rebellion  fhakes  the  City, 
And  the  Court  trembles  ? 

Cleo.  Yes,  ^Arfino^ 

And  with  a Mafeuline  Conftancy  deride 
Fortunes  worftmalice,  asaServantto 
My  Vertucs,  not  a Miftrefs  •,  then  we  forfakfi 
The  ftrong  Fort  of  our  felves,  when  we  once  yield, 
lOrfhrink  at  her  afiaults ; lam  ftillmyfelf. 

And  though  difrob’d  of  Soveraignty,  and  ravifh’d 
Of  ceremonious  duty,  that  attends  it. 

Nay,  grant  they  had  flav’d  my  Body,  my  free  mind 
Like  to  the  Palm-tree  walling  fruitful  Nile., 

Shall  grow  up  ftraigbter  and  enlarge  it  felf 
’Spightof  the  envious  weight  that  loads  it  with: 

Think  of  thy  Birth  {(lArfmo')  common  burdens 
Fit  common  Shoulders  ^ teach  the  multitude 
By  fufiering  nobly  what  they  fear  to  touch  at  ^ 

The  greatnefsof  thy  mind  does  foar  a pitch, 

Their  dim  eyes  (darkened  by  their  narrow  fouls) 

.■  Cannot  arrive  at. 

Arf.  lam  new  created, 

- And  owe  this  fecond  being  to  you  (beft  Sifter) 

For  now  I feel  you  have  infus’d  into  me 
Part  of  your  fortitude. 
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Eros.  I ftill  am  fearful  ^ 1' 

I dare  not  tell  a lie  ^ you  that  were  born 
Daughters  and  Sifters  unto  Kings,  may  noui  ifh 
Great  thoughts,  which  1,  that  am  your  humble  handmaid 
Mull  not  prefume  to  rival. 

Cleo.  Yet  (my£rw) 

Though  thou  halt  profited  nothing  by  obferving 
The  wl^o.e  courfe  of  my  life,  learn  in  my  death, 

Though  not  to  equal,  yet  to  imitate 
Thy  fcarlcls  Miftrefs. 

Enter  Photinus. 

Eros.  O,  a man  in  Arms  I 
His  Weapon  drawn  too  1 
Cleo.  Though  upon  the  point 
Death  fate.  I’ll  meet  it,  and  outdare  tl^e  danger. 

Pho.  Keep  the  Watch  ftiong,  and  guard  the  pafTage  fure 
That  leads  unto  the  Sea. 

Cleo.  What  Sea  of  rudenefs 
Breaks  in  upon  us  or  what  Subjeifts  Breath 
Dare  raife  a Itorm,  when  we  command  a calm  s' 

Are  Duty  and  Obedience  fled  to  Heaven  ? 

And  in  their  loom  ambition  and  pride 

Sent  into  £(/y/jr  Tnat  Face  fpcaks  thee,  Photinus, 

A thing  thy  Mother  brought  into  the  World  ^ 

My  Brother's  and  my  Slave:  but  thy  behaviour. 

Oppos’d  to  that,  an  infolent  intruder 
Upon  that  Soveraignty  thou  fhouldft  bow  to. 

If  inthe  Gulph  of  bafJngratitude, 

All  loyalty  to  Ptolomy  the  King 
Be  fwallowed  up,  remember  who  I am, 

Whofe  Daughter  and  whofe  Sifter  or  fuppofe 
That  is  forgot  too,  letthenaraeof  Ca[ar 
Which  Nations  quake  at,  ftop  the  defperate  madnefs 
From  running  headlong  on  to  thy  Confufion. 

Throw  from  thee  quickly  thofe  rebellious  Arms, 

And  let  me  read  fubmilTion  in  thine  Eyes ; 

Thy  wrongs  to  us  we  will  not  only  pardon. 

But  be  a ready  advocate  to  plead  for  thee 
To  Ccefar,  and  my  Brother. 

Pho.  Plead  my  Pardon  ? 

To  you  I bow,  but  fcorn  as  much  to  ftoop  thus 
To  Ptolomy  or  C^far,  Nay,  the  gods, 

As  to  put  off  the  figure  of  a man, 

And  change  my  Efl'ence  with  a fenfual  Beaft ; 

All  my  defigns,  my  counfels,  and  dark  ends 
Were  aim’d  to  purchafe  you. 

Cleo.  How  durft  thou,  being 
The  fcorn  of  bafenefs,  nourifh  fuch  a thought  ? 

Pho.  They  that  have  power  are  royal  ■,  and  thofe  bafe 
That  live  at  the  devotion  of  another. 

What  birth  gave  Ttolomy,  or  fortune  C£far, 

By  Engines  falhion’d  in  this  Protean  Anvil 
I have  made  mine  and  only  ftoop  at  you , 

Whom  I would  ftill  preferve  free  to  command  me  j 
For  C4‘^r’’s  frowns,  they  are  below  my  thoughts. 

And  but  in  thefe  fair  Eyes  I ftill  have  read 
The  ftory  of  a fupream  Monarchy, 

Tp  which  all  hearts  with  mine  gladly  pay  tribute, 

Photinus's  Name  had  long  fince  been  as  great 
As  Etolomies  e*r  was,  or  C4^rs  is,  ^ 

This  made  me  as  a weaker  tye  to  unloofe  ' 

The  knot  of  Loyalty,  that  chain'’d  my  freedom. 

And  flight  the  fi;ar  that  C4‘^rs  threats  might  caufe, 

That  I and  they  might  fee  no  Sun  appear 
But  Cleo^atram  the iVj'p^^^Sphear. 

Cleo.  O Giant  like  Ambition  ! marryedto 
Cymmerian  darknefs ! inconfiderate  Fool, 

(Though  flatter’d  with  felf  love)  could’ft  thou  believe. 
Were  all  Crowns  on  the  Earth  made  into  one. 

And  that  (by  Kings)  fet  on  thy  head , all  Scepters, 

Within  thy  grafp,  and  laid  down  at  my  feet, 

I would  vouchfafe  a kilstoa  no  man  ? 

A gu  elded  Eunuch  ? 

Phof 
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Tho.  Fairelt,  that  makes  for  me, 

■ AnJ  ihcws  it  is  no  icnfual  appetite, 

I Hut  true  love  to  the  greatnefsof  thy  Spirit, 

That  when  that  you  are  mine  lliall  yield  me  pleafures, 
Hymen,  though  blefling  a new  married  Pair 
Shall  blulli  to  think  on,  and  our  certain  ifTue, 

Tile  glorious  fplcndor  of  dread  Majcfty, 

W'hofe  beams  lhall  dazel  Rome,  and  aw  the  world, 

My  wants  in  that  kind  others  lliall  fupply, 

And  I give  way  to  it. 

C'eo.  Safer  than  thy  Birth  •, 

Can  there  be  gods,  and  hear  this,  and  no  thunder 
Ram  thee  into  the  Earth  ? 

Pbo.  They  are  a deep. 

And  cannot  hear  thee , 

Or  with  open  Eyes^ 

Did  Jove  look  on  us,  1 would  laugh  and  fwear 
That  his  artillery  is  cloy’d  by  me ; 

Or  if  that  thev  have  power  to  hurt,  his  Bolts 
Are  in  my  hand. 

Ceo.  Molt  impious! 

PIjo.  They  are  dreams, 

Religious  Fools  (brake  at;  yet  to  alTure  thee. 

If  T^emefis,  tliat  fcourgcs  pride  andfeorn, 

Be  any  thing  but  a name,  (he  lives  in  me ; 

For  by  my  feif  (an  oath  to  me  more  dreadful 
Than  Sti.x  is  to  your  gods')  weak  Ptolomy  dead, 

And  (both  being  in  my  toil)  remov’d. 

The  poored  Rafcals  that  are  in  my  Camp 
Shall  in  my  prefence  quench  their  ludful  heat 
In  thee,  and  young  while  I laugh 

To  hear  you  howl  in  vain  .• 

1 deride  thofe  gods. 

That  yon  think  can  proteeft  you. 

Oeo.  To  prevent  thee. 

In  that  1 am  the  Midrefs  of  my  Fate-, 

I So  hope  1 of  my  fider  to  confirm  it. 

I I fpit  at  thee,  and  fcorn  thee. 

Pho.  1 will  tame 

That  haughty  courage,  and  make  thee  doop  too. 

CUo.  Never, 

I was  born  to  command,  and  will  dye  fo. 

Enter  Achillas,  and  Souldiers,  with  the  Body  of  Ptolomy. 
Pho.  TheKingdead^  this  is  a fair  entrance  to 
Our  future  happinefs. 

Arf.  Oh  my  dear  Brother ! 

CUo.  Weep  not,  Arfwo,  common  women  do  fo, 

Nor  lofe  a tear  for  him,  it  cannot  help  him ; 

But  dudy  to  dye  nobly. 

Pho.  Cxfar  fled! 

’Tis  deadly  aconite  to  my  cold  heart. 

It  choaks  my  vital  Spirits ; where  was  your  care  ? 

Did  the  Guards  deep? 

Achil.  He  rowz’d  them  with  his  Sword-, 

We  talk  of  tAfars,  but  I am  (lire  his  Courage 
Admits  of  nocomparifonbut  itfclf. 

And  (as  infpir’d  by  him)  his  following  friends 
With  fuch  a confidence  as  young  Eagles  prey 
Under  the  large  wing  of  their  fiercer  Dam, 

Brake  through  our  Troops  and  fcatter’d  them,  he  weht  on 
But  dill  purfu’d  by  us,  v.'hcn  on  the  fudden. 

He  turn’d  his  head,  and  from  his  Eyes  flew  terrour  j 
Which  drook  in  us  no  lefs  fear  and  amazement. 

Than  if  we  had  encounter’d  with  the  lightning 
Hurl’d  from  Jove's  cloudy  Brow. 

CUa.  ’Twas  like  my 

AM.  Wcfalnback,  he  made  on,  and  as  our  fear 
Had  parted  from  us  with  his  dreadful  looks, 

Again  we  follow’d  , but  got  near  the  Sea  •, 

On  which  his  Navy  anchor’d  ; in  one  hand 
Holding  a SctoII  he  had  above  the  waves. 

And  in  the  other  grafpingfad  his  Sword, 

As  it  had  been  a Trident  forg’d  by  F' dean 


To  calm  the  raging  Ocean,  he  made  away 
As  if  he  had  been  Neptune,  his  friends  like 
So  manyTr/Vowr  follow’d,  their  bold  (bouts' 

Yielding  a chearful  mufick  -,  we  fliowr’d  darts 
Upon  them,  but  in  vain,  they  reach’d  their  (hips 
And  in  their  fafety  we  are  funk ; for  C^tfar 
Prepares  for  War, 

Pho.  How  fell  the  King? 

Achtl.  Unable 

TofollowC-e/iir,  he  was  trod  to  death 
By  the  Pui  fuers,  and  with  him  the  Pried 
Of  J/iSy  good  Achoreits. 

Arf.  May  the  Earth 
Lye  gently  on  their  aflies. 

Pho.  I feel  now, 

That  there  are  powers  above  us  -,  and  that  ’tis  not 
Within  the  fearching  policies  of  man 
To  alter  their  decrees. 

Cleo.  I laugh  at  thee ; 

Where  are  thy  threats  now.  Fool,  thy  feoffs  and  fcorns 
Againd  the  gods  ? 1 lee  calamity 
Is  the  bed  Midrefs  of  Religion, 

And  can  convert  an  Atheid.  {Shout  veithin. 

Pho.  Othey  come. 

Mountains  fall  on  me ,!  O for  him  to  dye 
Thai  plac’d  his  Heaven  on  Earth,  is  an  alTurance 
Of  his  delcent  to  Hell  where  lhall  I hide  me  ? 

The  greated  daring  to  a man  diffioncd, 

Is  but  a Badard  Courage,  ever  fainting.  {Exit. 

Enter  Casfar,  Sceva,  Antony,  Dolabella. 

Caf  Look  on  your  C-e/iir  ^ banilh  fear,  myfaireft. 

You  now  arefafe. 

See.  By  Venus,  not  a kifs 

Till  our  work  be  done  ; the  Traitors  once  dilpatch’d 
To  it,  and  we’ll  cry  aim. 

Cc/  I will  be  fpeedy.  {Exeunt. 

Cleo.  Farewel  again,  Arfino  ^ how  now,  Eros  ? 

Ever  faint'hearted  ? 

Eros.  But  that  I am  alTur’d, 

Your  Excellency  can  command  the  General, 

1 fear  the  Souldiers,  for  they  look  as  if 
They  would  be  nibling  too. 

Cleo.  He  is  all  honour. 

Nor  do  1 now  repent  me  of  my  favours , 

Nor  can  1 think  that  Nature  e’r  made  a Woman 
That  in  her  prime  deferv’d  him. 

' Enter  Sceva,  Antonie,  Dolabella,  Soul- 

diers,  vsnth  the  Heads. 

Arf.  He’s  come  back, 

Purfue  no  further  curb  the  Souldiers  fury. 

Caf.  See  (beauteous  Midris)  their  accurfed  heads 
That  did  confpire  againd  us. 

See.  Furies  plague’em. 

They  had  too  fair  an  end  to  dye  like  Souldiers, 

T^ompey  fell  by  the  Sword,  theCrofs  or  Halter 
Should  have  difpatch’d  them. 

Caf.  All  is  but  death,  good  Seeva, 

Be  therefore  fatisfied  -.  and  now  my  deared. 

Look  upon  Cafar,  as  he  dill  appear’d 
A Conquerour,  and  this  unfortunate  King 
Emomb’d  with  honour , we’ll  to  Rome,  where  Cafar 
Will  (hew  he  can  give  Kingdoms  for  the  Senate, 

(Thy  Brother  dead ) (hall  willingly  decree 
The  Crown  of  Egypt  (that  was  his)  to  thee. 

{Exeunt  ormes. 


Prologue. 


Prologue. 


NE  W Tttks  warrant  not  a Tlay  for  new^ 
'The  SuhjeB  being  oLl ; and  'tis  as  true , 
Fref?  and  neat  matter  may  luith  eafe  be  frani  d 
Out  of  their  Stories^  that  ha^e  oft  been  nam'd 
With  glory  on  the  Stage  ; ivhat  borrows  he 
From  him  that  turote  old  Priam^j  Trafredy^ 

That  writes  his  lo^e  to  Hecuba  ? Sure  to  tell 
Of  C.tfars  amorous  heats ^ and  how  he  felt 
In  the  Cafitof  can  never  be  the.  fame 
To  the  Judicious  , ISjor  will  fuch  blame  ’ • 
Thofe  who  pend  thlsj  for  (Bar/enneJ?  when  rtjyey  find 
Young  Cleopatra  here^  and  her  great  ^yl4ind 
ExpreJI'd  to  the  height , with  us  a Mauf  and  free ^ 
Aid  how  he  rated  her  Vir^initie. 

We  treat  not  of  what  boldnefs  fhe  did  dye, 

'M.onof  her  fatal  LoVeko  Antony.  ’ ' ' 

What  we  prefent  and  off ^ to  your  n^iew,  'f;  ■ 

Upon  their  faiths  the ‘Siagefy^t  fieVer  knew,  ; | 
Let  ^!^afo\iki%firft  to  your. Wills  give  lawSy 
Aid  after  judge  of  them  and  of  their  cauje. 
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Epilogue. 

I “Now  fJ?ould  wifi)  another  had  my  placCy 

^ut  that  I hope  to  come  off,  and  with  Grace  ,• 
,Xnd  but  exprefi  fome  fign  that  you  are  pleas'd. 

We  of  our  doubts,  they  of  their  fears  are  eas'd, 

I would  beg  further  {Gentlemen)  and  much  fay 
In  favour  of  our  felves,  them,  and  the  Flay ; 

T>td  I not  refl  afjur'd,  the  mofi  I fee 
Hate  Impudence, and  cherifh  GModefiie, 
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THE 


Little  French  Lawyer. 


A 
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Perfbns  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Dinant,  a Cepjtleman  that  formerly  loved,  and  fiill 
pretended  to  love  Lamira. 

Cleremont,  a merry  Gentleman,  his  Friend. 
Champernell,  a lame  old  Gentleman,  Husband  to 
Lamira. 

Vertaign,  a Noble-man,  and  a Judge, 

Beaupre , Son  to  Vertaign. 

Verdone,  Champernell. 

Monfieur  La  VVritt,  a tor  angling  Advocate,  or  the 
Little  Lavpyer. 

Sampfbn,  a fooliJI)  Advocate,  Kinfman  to  Vertaign. 
Provoff. 


Gentlemen, 

Clients, 

Servants. 


WOMEN, 

Lamira,  Wife  to  Champernell,  and  Daughter  to  Ver 
taign. 

Anabell,  Niece  to  Ch^pemelL 
Old  Lady,  Nurfe  to  Lamira. 

Charlotte,  Waiting  Gentlewoman  to  Lamira. 


The  Scene  France. 

The  principal 

Jofefh  Taylor.  I 

John  Lowin,  1 

John  ZJnderwood. 
^l^hert  ^enjield. 

Adors  were^ 

y' 

'Nicholas  Toolie, 

William  Egletion. 

1 Richard  Sharpe. 

1 Thomas  Holcomb. 

* 

<^A^us  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 

1 

Eater  Dinant,  ai'd  Clcrcmont. 

Din.  ]■  '■'^IfTwade  me  not. 

■ M Clere.  It  will  breed  a lirawl. 

1 m ‘Dm.  I care  not,  I wear  a Sword. 

^ Clcr.  And  wear  dilcrction  with  it, 

Or  call  It  off,  let  that  direifl  your  arm, 

■ ’Tis  madnefselfe,  not  valour,  and  more  bafe 
Than  to  receive  a wrong. 

Dm.  Why  would  you  have  me 
iSitdown  vvitha  difgracc,  and  thank  the  doer? 

1 

We  are  not  Stoicks,  and  tliat  paflive  courage 
Is  only  now  commendable  in  Lackies, 

Peafants,  and  Tradefmen,  not  in  men  of  rank 
And  qualitie,  as  I am. 

Cler.  Do  not  cherifh 

That  daring  vice,  for  which  the  whole  age  fuffers. 

The  blood  of  our  bold  youth,  that  heretofore 
Was  fpent  in  honourable  adion, 

Or  to  defend,  or  to  enlarge  the  Kingdom, 

For  the  honour  of  our  Country,  and  our  Prince, 

Pours  it  felf  out  with  prodigal  cxpence 

Upon 
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Upon  our  Mothers  lap,  the  Earth  that  bred  us  ' 

For  every  trifle  ^ and  thefe  private  Duclls, 

Which  had  their  firlt  original  from  the  Frccnh 
(And  for  which,  to  this  day,  we  arc  julUy  cenfured) 

Are  banilht  from  all  civil  Governments : 

Scarce  three  in  Fenice^  in  as  many  years  •, 

In  Florefice-,  they  are  rarer,  and  in  all 
The  fair  Dominions  of  the  SpaaiP)  King, 

They  arc  never  heard  of;  Nay,  thofe  neighbour  Countries, 
Which  gladly  imitate  our  other  follies. 

And  come  at  a dear  rate  to  buy  them  of  us, 

Begin  now  to  detefl:  them. 

Din.  Will  you  end  yet 

Cler.  And  I have  heard  that  fome  of  our  late  Kings, 

For  the  lie,  wearing  of  a Miftris  favour, 

A cheat  at  Cards  or  Dice,  and  fuch  like  caufes. 

Have  loft  as  many  gallant  Gentlemen, 

As  might  have  met  the  great  Turl^  in  the  field 
With  confidence  of  a glorious  Vidtorie, 

And  (hall  we  then 

Din.  No  more,  for  Ihame  no  more. 

Are  you  become  a Patron  too  > *tis  a new  one. 

No  more  on’t,  burn’t,  give  it  to  fome  Orator, 

To  help  him  to  enlarge.his  exercife. 

With  fuch  a one  it  mightdo  well,  and  profit 
The  Curat  of  the  Pari  (h,  but  for  Cleremonty 
The  bold,  and  undertaking  Cleremont, 

To  talk  thus  to  his  friend, his  friend  that  knows  him, 

that  knows  his  isabfurd,  , v 

And  rnecr  Apocrypha. 

Cler.  Why,  what  know  you  of  me  ? 

Z)i«.Why  ifthou  haft  forgot  thy  felf,rie  tell  thee. 

And  not  look  back,  tofpcakof  whatthou  wert 
At  fifteen,  for  at  thofe  years  I have  heard  " 

Thou  waftfleih’d,  and  enter’d  bravely.  i 

Cler.  Well  Sir , well.  . j 

Z>;/7.But  yefterday,thou  waft  the  common  fecond. 

Of  all  that  only  knew  thee,  thou  hadft  bills 
Set  up  on  every  poll, , to  give  thee  notice 
Where  any  difference  was,  and  who  were  parties^ 

And  as  to  fave  the  charges  of  the  Law 
Poor  men  feek  arbitrators,  thou  wert  chofen 
By  fuch  as  knew  thee  not, to  compound  quarrels : 

But  thou  wert  fo  delighted  with  the  fport , 

That  if  there  were  no  juft  caule,  thou  wouldft  make  one^ 
Or  be  engag’d  thy  felf ; This  goodly  calling 
Thou  haft  followed  five  and  twenty  years,  and  ftudied 
The  Criticifmes  of  contentions,  and  art  thou 
In  fo  few  hours  transform’d  ? certain  this  night 
Thou  haft  had  ftrange  dreams,  or  rather  vilions. 

Clere.  Yes,  Sir, 

I have  fecn  fools,  and  fighters,  chain’d  together. 

And  the  Fighters  had  the  upper  hand,  and  whipt  firft, 

The  poor  Sots  laughing  at  ’em.  What  I have  been 
It  skils  not,  what  I will  be  is  relblv’d  on. 

Dini  Why  then  you’l  fight  no  more  ? 

Cler.  Such  is  my  purpofe. 

Din.  On  no  occaiion  ? 

Cler.  There  you  ftagger  me. 

Some  kind  of  wrongsthere  are  which  flefh  and  blood 
Cannot  endure. 

Dm.  Thou  wouldft  not  willingly 
Live  a protefted  coward,  or  be  call’d  one  ? 

C^er.  Words  are  but  words. 

Din.  Nor  wouldft  thou  take  a blow?  (enemy 

Cler.  Not  from  my  friend,  though  drunk,  and  from  an 
I think  much  lefs. 

Din.  There’s  fome  hope  of  thee  left  then, 

Wouldft  thou  hear  me  behind  my  back  difgrac’d  > 

Qer.  Do  you  think  I am  a rogue  ? they  that  Ihould  do  it 
Had  better  been  born  dumb. 

Dm.  Or  in  thy  prefence 
See  me  o’recharg’d  with  odds? 

Ger.  Td  fall  my  felf  firft. 
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T)/;?.Would’ft  thou  endure  thy  Miftris  be  taken  from  thee, 
And  thou  lit  quiet  ? 

Cler.  There  you  touch  my  honour, 

No  French-man  can  endure  that. 

Die.  p] upon  thee. 

Why  doft  thou  talk  of  Peace  then  > that  dar’ft  fuffet 
Nothing,  or  in  tliy  felf,  or  in  thy  friend 
That  is  unmanly  ? 

CUr.  That  1 grant,  I cannot: 

But  Tie  not  quarrel  with  this  Gentleman 

For  wearing  ftarnmcl  Breeches,  or  this  Gamefter 

For  playing  a thoufand  pounds,  that  owes  me  nothing ; 

For  this  mans  taking  up  a common  Wench 
In  raggs,  and  lowlie,  then  maintaining  her 
Caroach’d  in  cloth  of  Tiffiie,  nor  five  hundred 
Of  fuch  like  toyes,  that  at  no  part  concern  me  j 
Marry,  where  my  honour,  or  my  friend  is  queftioned, 

I have  a Sword,  and  I think  I inay  ule  it 
To  the  cutting  of  a Rafcals  throat,  or  fo. 

Like  a good  Chriftian. 

Din.  Thou  art  of  a fine  Religion, 

And  rather  than  we’l  makcaSchifm  in  friendffiip 
1 will  be  of  it But  to  be  lerious. 

Thou  art  acquainted  with  my  tedious  love-fuit 
To  fair  Lamira? 

Cler.  Too  well  Sir,  and  remember 
Your  prefents,  courtfhip,  that’s  too  good  a name. 

Your  flavc-like  fervices,  your  morning  mufique  ^ 

Your  walking  three  hours  in  the  rain  at  midnight. 

To  fee  her  at  her  window,  fometimes  laugh’d  at, 

Sometimes  admitted,  and  vouchfaf ’d  to  kifs 
Her  glove, her  skirt, hay,I  have  heard,  her  flippers. 

How  then  you  triumph’d  ? 

Here  was  love  forfooth. 

Din.  Thefe  follies  I deny  not. 

Such  a contemptible  thing  my  dotage  made  me. 

But  my  reward  for  this 

Cler.  As  you  deferv’d. 

For  he  that  makes  a goddels  of  a Puppet, 

Merits  no  other  recompence. 

Din.  This  day  friend. 

For  thou  art  lb 

Cler.  I am  no  flatterer. 

Din.  This  proud,ingratefull  Ihe,  is  married  to 
Lame  Champernel. 

Cler.  I know  him,  he  has  been 
As  tall  a Sea-man,  and  has  thriv’d  as  well  by’t. 

The  lofs  of  a legg  and  an  arm  deduded,  as  any 
That  ever  put  from  Marfeilles:  you  are  tame, 

PI on’t,  it  mads  me  j if  it  were  my  cafe, 

I Iho^jld  kill  all  the  family. 

Din.  Yet  but  now 
You  did  preach  patience. 

Cler.  I then  came  from  confellion. 

And  ’twas  enjoyn’d  me  three  hours  for  a penance, 

To  be  a peaceable  man,  and  to  talk  like  one, 

But  now,  all  elfe  being  pardon’d,  I begin 
On  a new  Tally,  Foot  do  any  thing, 

I’le  fecond  you. 

Din.  I would  not  willingly 
Make  red,  my  yet  white  confcience,  yet  I purpofe 
In  the  open  ftreet,  as  they  come  from  the  Temple, 
(Forthisway  they  rauftpafs,)  to  (peak  my  wrongs. 

And  do  it  boldly.  g Mn/ic^playes. 

Cler.  Were  thy  tongue  a Cannon, 

I would  ftand  by  thee,  boy,  they  come,  upon ’em. 

Din.  Obferve  a little  firft. 

Cler.  This  is  fine  fidling. 
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E.'iter  Vcrtaign,  Champoniel,  Lamlra,  AV/f,  Bcaupre, 
Vcrdone.  Ephh.u'.tnmm. 

S O N G at  the  \\^'dJing. 

CO  me  inv.ty,  brwfl  on  the  Bride 
^•LidpUce  her  by  her  Lovers  fide  : 

Tonfuir  troop  of  A f.  lids  attend  her  ^ 

Pure  and  holy  thoughts  befriend  her. 

‘Bhif'y  and  ^vifJjj  yon  V'lrgins  all, 

Af.t/iy  fneh  f'tir  nights  may  fall. 

Chorus. 

Hymen,  fU  the  honfe  with  joy, 
iy€ll  thy  facred  fires  employ : 

Blefs  the  Bed  with  holy  love. 

Now  fair  orb  of  Beauty  move. 

Din.  Standby,  for  Tie  be  heard. 

I'^erta.  This  is  ftrange  rudenefs. 

Din.  ’Tis  coiirtfhip,  ballanced  with  injuries, 

You  all  look  pale  with  guilt,  but  I will  dy 
Y our  checks  with  blufhes,  if  in  your  fear’d  veins 
There  yet  remain  fo  muc.h  of  honefl:  blood 
To  make  the  colour  firfl:  to  ye  my  Lord, 

The  Father  of  this  Bride,  whom  you  have  fent 
Alive  into  her  grave. 

Os.vnp.  How?  to  her  grave? 

Dina.  Be  patient  Sir,  I’lefpeakof  you  anon 
You  that  allow’d  me  liberal  accefs. 

To  make  my  way  with  fervice,  and  approv’d  of 
My  birth, my  perfon,  years,  and  no  bafe  fortune : 

You  that  are  rich,  and  but  in  this  held  wife  too. 

That  as  a Father  Ihould  have  look’d  upon 
) Your  Daughter  in  a husband,  and  aim’d  more 
[ At  what  her  youth,  and  heat  of  blood  requir’d 
I In  lawfull  pleafures,  than  the  parting  from 
j Your  Crowns  to  pay  her  dowr : you  that  already 
Have  one  foot  in  the  grave,  yet  ftudy  profit. 

As  if  you  were  alTur’d  to  live  here  ever  ^ 

What  poor  end  had  you,  in  this  choice  ? in  what 
Deferve  1 your  contempt  ? my  houfe,  and  honours 
At  all  parts  equal  yours,  my  fame  as  fair, 

And  not  to  praife  my  felf,  the  City  ranks  me 
In  the  firfl:  file  of  her  niofl:  hopcfull  Gentry : 
but  Champernel  is  rich,  and  needs  a nurfe. 

And  not  your  gold ; and  add  to  that,he’s  old  too. 

His  whole  eftate  in  likelihood  to  delcend 
Upon  your  Family  ; Here  was  providence, 

I grant,  but  in  a Nobleman  bafe  thrift: 

No  Merchants,  nay,  no  Pirats,  fell  for  Bondmen 
Their  Country-men,  but  you,  a Gentleman, 

To  fave  a little  gold,  have  fold  your  Daughter 
To  worfe  than  flaverie. 

Cler.  This  was  fpoke  home  indeed. 

Beau.  Sir,l  fliafl  take  fome  other  timeto  tell  yon. 

That  this  harfh  language  was  delivered  to 
: An  old  man,  but  my  Father. 

Din.  At  your  plealurc. 

Cier.  Proceed  in  your  defign,  let  me  alone, 

• To  anfwcr  him,  or  any  man. 

' rerd.  You  prclume 

' Too  much  upon  your  name,  but  may  be  couzen’d. 

1 Dm.  But  for  you,mofl:  unmindful  I of  my  fervice, 
i For  now  I may  upbraid  you,  and  with  honour, 

' Since  all  is  loft,  and  yet  I am  a gainer, 

; In  being  deliver’d  from  a torment  in  you, 

I For  fuch  you  mull  have  been,  you  to  whom  nature 
i Gave  with  a liberal  hand  moll  excellent  form. 

Your  education,  language,  and  difcourle, 

And  judgement  to  dillinguifh,  when  yon  Ihall 
With  feeling  forrow  underfland  how  wretched 


And  miferable  you  have  made  your  felf, 

And  but  your  felf  have  nothing  to  accufe. 

Can  you  with  hope  from  any  beg  compaflion  ? 

But  you  will  fay,  you  ferv’d  your  Fathers  pleafurc. 
Forgetting  that  unjull  commands  of  Parents 
Are  not  to  be  obey’d,  or  that  you  are  rich. 

And  that  to  wealth  all  pleafiire  elfc  are  fervants. 

Yet  but  confider,  how  this  wealth  was  purchas’d, 

’Twill  trouble  the  pofleflion. 

Champ.  You  Sir  know 
I got  it,  and  with  honour. 

Dm.  But  from  w'hom  ? 

Remember  that,  and  how : you’l  come  indeed 
To  houles  bravely  furnilh’d,  but  demanding 
Where  it  was  bought,  this  Souldier  will  not  lie. 

But  anfwer  truly,  this  rich  cloth  of  Arras 
I made  my  prize  in  fuch  a Ship,  this  Plate 
Was  my  ihare  in  another  thefe  fair  Jewels, 

Coming  a Ihore,  I got  in  fuch  a Village, 

The  Maid,or  Matron  kill’d, from  whom  they  were  ravilh’d. 
The  Wines  you  drink  are  guilty  too,  for  this. 

This  Candie  Wine,  three  Merchants  were  undone, 

Thefe  Suckets  break  as  many  more  .*  in  brief, 

All  you  Ihall  wear,  or  touch,  or  fee,  is  purchas’d 

By  la wlefs  force,  and  you  but  revel  in 

The  tears,  and  grones  of  fuch  as  were  the  owners. 

Champ.  ’Tis  falfe,  moll  bafely  falfc. 

Ferta.  Let  lofers  talk.  (^men 

Din.  Lallly,  thole  joyes,  thofebeRof  joyes,  which 
Frecly  bellows  on  fuch,  that  come  to  tye 
The  lacred  knot  he  blefJes,  won  unto  it 
By  equal  love,  and  mutual  affedion. 

Not  blindly  led  with  the  defire  of  riches, 

Mofl:  miferable  you  Ihall  never  talle  of. 

This  Marriage  night  you’l  meet  a Widows  bed. 

Or  failing  of  thofe  plealures  all  Brides  look  for. 

Sin  in  your  wilh  it  were  fo. 

Champ.  Thou  art  a Villain, 

A bale,  malitious  flanderer. 

Cler.  Strike  him. 

Din.  No,  he  is  not  worth  a blow. 

Champ.  O that  I had  thee 
Infomeclofe  vault,  that  only  would  yield  room 
To  me  to  life  my  Sword,  to  thee  no  hope 
To  run  away,  I would  make  thee  on  thy  knees. 

Bite  out  the  tongue  that  wrong’d  me. 

F irta.  Pray  you  have  patience. 

Lamira.  This  day  1 am  to  be  your  Soveraign, 

Let  me  command  you. 

Chump.  1 am  loll  with  rage, 
i And  know  not  what  I am  my  felf,  nor  you : 
i Away,  dare  fuch  as  you,  that  love  the  fmoke 
Of  peace  more  than  the  fire  of  glorious  War, 

And  like  unprofitable  drones,  feed  on 
Y our  grandlires  labours,  that,  as  I am  now. 

Were  gathering  Bees,  and  fill’d  their  Hive, this  Country 
With  brave  triumphant  Ipoils,  cenfure  our  aeflions  ? 

You  objed  my  prizes  to  me,  had  you  feen 
The  horrour  of  a Sea-fight,  with  what  danger 
I made  them  mine  ^ the  fire  I fearlefs  fought  in. 

And  quench’d  it  in  mine  enemies  blood,  which  flraight 
Like  oyle  pour’d  out  on’t,  made  it  burn  anew  j 
My  Deck  blown  up,  with  noife  enough  to  mock 
The  lowdelt  thunder,  and  the  defperate  fools 
That  Boorded  me,  fent,  to  defie  the  tempells 
That  were  againll  me,  to  the  angrie  Sea, 

Frighted  with  men  thrown  o’re  ^ no  vidory. 

But  in  defpight  of  the  four  Elements, 

The  Fire,  the  Air,  the  Sea,  and  lands  hid  in  it 
Tobeatchiev’d,  you  would  confels  poor  men, 

( Though  hopclefs,  fuch  an  honourable  way 
To  get  or  wealth,  or  honour)  in  your  felves 
He  that  through  all  thefe  dreadfnll  palfages 
Purfued  and  overtook  them,  unaffrighted, 

Deferves 
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Deferves  reward,  and  not  to  have  it  ftil’d 
By  the  bafe  name  of  theft. 

Dm,  This  is  the  Gourtlhip, 

That  you  muft  look  for,  Madam. 

Cler.  Twill  do  well, 

When  nothing  can  be  done,  to  fpend  the  night  with : 

Your  tongue  is  found  good  Lord,  and  I could  wilh 
Forthis  young  Lad  yes  fake  this  leg,  thisarm. 

And  there  is  lomething  ellc,  I will  not  name, 

( Though  ’tis  the  only  thing  that  muft  content  her  ) 

Had  the  fame  vigour. 

Champ.  You /hall  buythefe  feoffs 
With  your  beft  blood  : help  me  once  noble  anger, 

( Nay  ftir  not,  I alone  muft  right  my  felf  ) 

And  with  one  leg  tranfport  me,  to  corrc(ft 

Thefe  fcandalous  praters : O that  noble  wounds  Falls. 

Should  hinder  juft  revenge  ? D’ye  jear  me  too  ? 

I got  thefe,  not  as  you  do,  yourdifeafes 
In  Brothels,  or  with  riotous  abufe 
Of  wine  in  Taverns  *,  I have  one  leg  fhot. 

One  arm  difablcd,  and  am  honour’d  more. 

By  lofing  them,  as  I did,  in  the  face 
Of  a brave  enemy,  than  if  they  were 
As  when  I put  to  Sea ; you  are  French-men  only,  ^ 

In  that  you  have  been  laied,  and  cur’d,  goeto; 

You  mock  my  leg,  but  every  bone  about  you. 

Makes  you  good  Almanack-makers,  to  foretell 
What  weather  we  fhall  have. 

Din.  Put  up  your  Sword, 

C/fT.Or  turn  it  to  aCrutch,there’t  may  by  ufefull. 

And  live  on  the  relation  to  your  Wife 
Of  what  a brave  man  you  were  once. 

Din.  And  tell  her. 

What  a fine  vertue  ’tis  in  a young  Lady 
To  give  an  old  man  pap.  / 

Clcr.  Or  hire  a Surgeon 
To  teach  her  to  roul  up  your  broken  limbs. 

Din.  TomakeaPultefs,  and  endure  the  feent 
Of  oils,  and  nafty  Plafters. 

Ferta.  Fie  Sir , fie. 

You  that  have  ftood  all  dangers  of  all  kinds,  to 
Yield  to  a Rivalls  fcoffe  ? 

Lamira.  Shed  tears  upon 
Your  Wedding  day  ? this  is  unmanly  Gentlemen. 

Cfc^wp.They  are  tears  of  anger  .-O  that  I fhould  live 
To  play  the  woman  thus.'  Allpowerfull  heaven, 

Reftore  me,  but  one  hour,  that  ftrength  again. 

That  I had  once,  to  chaftile  in  thefe  men 
Their  folies,  and  ill  manners,  and  that  done. 

When  you  pleafe,  I’le  yield  up  the  fort  of  life. 

And  do  it  gladly. 

Cler.  We  ha’  the  better  of  him, 

f We  ha’ made  him  cry. 

- Verdo.  Youlhall  have  fatisfadion. 

And  I will  do  it  nobly,  or  difclaim  me. 

Beaup.  1 fay  no  more,  you  have  a Brother,  Sifter, 

This  is  your  wedding  day,  we  are  in  the  ftreet, 

And  liowfoever  they  forget  their  honour, 

’Tis  fit  1 lofe  not  mine,  by  their  example. 

Vert.  If  there  be  Laws  in  look  to  anfwer 

This  infolent  affront. 

. Cler.  You  that  live  by  them. 

Study  ’em  for  heavens  fake  •,  for  my  part  I know  not 
Nor  care  not  what  they  are.  Is  their  ought  elfe 
, That  you  would  fay? 

Din.  Nothing,  I have  my  ends. 

Lamira  weeps,  1 have  faid  too  much  I fear  •, 

So  dearly  once  I lov’d  her,  that  I cannot 

Endure  to  fee  her  tears.  '[JExeunt  Y^mzvit^and  Cleremont. 

{'hamp.  See  you  perform  it. 

And  do  it  like  my  Nephew.  Verdo.  If  I fail  in’t 
Ne’r  know  me  more,  Coufin  Beaupre. 

Champ.  Repent  not 

, What  thou  haft  done,  my  life,  thou  fhalt  not  find 


1 am  decrepit  •,  in  ray  love  and  fcrvicc, 

I will  be  young,  and  conftant,  and  believe  me. 

For  thou  fhalt  find  it  true,  infcornefall 

The  fcandals  thefe  rude  men  have  throv;nupon  me 

rie  meet  thy  pleafures  with  a young  mans  ardour, 

And  in  all  circumltanccs  of  a Husband, 

Perform  my  part. 

Lamira.  Good  Sir,  I am  your  ferv.int. 

And  ’tis  too  late  now,  if  1 did  repent, 

( Which  as  1 am  a virgin  yet,  I do  not ) 

To  uiidoe  the  knot,  that  by  the  Church  is  tycd. 

Only  I would  befeech  ye,  as  you  have 
A good  opinion  of  me,  and  my  vertues. 

For  fo  you  have  pleas’d  to  ftile  my  innocent  w’eaknefs. 

That  what  hath  pafs’d  bewcen  D'mant  and  me. 

Or  what  now  in  your  hearing  he  hath  fpoken. 

Beget  not  doubts,  or  fears. 

Champ.  I apprehend  you, 

You  think  I will  be  jealous-,  as  I live 

Tnou  art  miftaken  fweet  and  to  confirm  it 

Difeourfe  with  whom  thou  wilt,  ride  where  thou  wilt, 

Feaft  whom  thou  wilt,  as  often  as  thou  wilt. 

For  I will  have  no  other  guards  upon  thee 
Than  thine  own  thoughts. 

Lamira.  I’le  life  this  liberty 
Witn  moderation  Sir. 

Beaicp.  1 am  refblv’d. 

Steal  off,  i’le  follow  you. 

Champ.  Come  Sir,  you  droop  ; 

Till  you  find  caufe , which  I fliali  never  give,’ 

Diflike  not  of  your  Son  in  Law. 

Verta.  Sir,  you  teach  me 
The  language  I fhould  ufe I am  moft  happy 
in  being  ib  near  you.  {^Exeunt  V erdone,  and  Beaupre. 

Lamira.  O my  fears ! good  nurfe 
Follow  my  Brother  unobferv’d,  and  learn 
Which  way  he  takes. 

Nurf.  1 will  be  carefull  Madam.  {^Exh  Nurfe. 

Champ.  Between  us  complements  are  fuperfluous. 

On  Gentlemen,  th’  affront  we  have  met  here 
We’l  think  upon  hereafter,  ’twere  unfit 
To  cherifh  any  thought  to  breed  unreft. 

Or  to  our  felves,  or  to  our  Nuptial  feaft.  Q Exeunt- 

Enter  Dinant,  and  Cleremont. 

Cler.  We  fhall  have  fporr,  ne’r  fear’t. 

Din.  What  fport  I prethee  ? 

Qer.  Why  we  muft  fight,  I know  it,  and  I long  for’t. 

It  was  apparent  in  the  fiery  eye 
Of  young  Verdone.,  Beaupre  look’d  pale  and  fhook  too. 
Familiar  figns  of  anger.  They  are  both  brave  fellows 
Tri’d  and  approv’d,  and  I am  proud  to  encounter 
With  men,  from  whom  no  honour  can  be  loft*, 

They  will  play  up  to  a man,  and  fet  him  off 
When  e’re  I go  to  the  field,  heaven  keep  me  from 
The  meeting  of  an  unflefh’d  youth  or,Coward, 

The  firftjto  get  a name,  comes  on  too  hot, 

The  Coward  is  fo  fwift  in  giving  ground. 

There  is  no  overtaking  him  without 
Ahuntin^Nag,  well  breath’d  too. 

Din.  All  this  while, 

You  ne’r  think  on  the  danger. 

Cler.  Why  ’tis  no  more 
Than  meeting  of  a dozen  friends  at  Supper, 

And  drinking  hard ; mifehief  comes  there  unlook’d  for, 

I am  fure  as  fuddain,  and  ftrikes  home  as  ofteh, 

For  this  we  are  prepar’d. 

Dm,  Lamira  Loves 
Her  Brother  Beaupre  dearly. 

Cler.  What  of  that  ? 

Din.  And  fhould  he  call  me  to  account  for  what 
But  now  I fpake,  nor  can  I with  mine  honour 
Recant  my  words,  that  little  hope  is  left  me, 

I E’re  to  enjoy  what  (next  to  Heaven)  I long  for. 
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j Is  taken  ftoin  me. 

Ccr.  Why  what  can  you  hope  for, 

■ She  being  now  married  } 

1 Pin.  Oh  my  Clnctnonty 
1 To  youalMeciCtsofmy  heart  lycopen, 
j And  I rell  moil  fecurc  that  whatfoc’re 
' I lockup  there,  is  as  a private  thought. 

And  will  no  farther  wrong  me.  1 am  a Frcnch-num, 
j And  for  the  greater  part  we  are  born  Courtiers, 

She  is  a woman,  and  however  yet 
No  heat  of  fervice  had  the  power  to  melt 
Her  frozen  Chaftity,  time  and  opportunitie 
May  work  her  to  my  ends,  1 confefs  ill  ones, 

And  yet  1 mull  purlue  ’em : now  her  marriage, 

In  probabilitie,  will  no  way  hurt, 

But  rather  help  me. 

^er.  Sits  the  wind  there  ? pray  you  tell  me 
j How'  far  off  dwells  your  love  from  lull; .? 

1 Pin.  Too  near, 

1 But  prethee  chide  me  not. 
i Cer.  Not  1,  goe  on  boy, 
i 1 have  faults  my  felf,  and  will  not  reprehend 
i A crime  I am  not  free  from : for  her  Marriage, 
j 1 do  efteem  it  (and  mofb  batchellors  are 
1 Of  my  opinion  ) as  a fair  protedion, 

1 To  play  the  wanton  without  lofs  of  honour. 

1 Din.  Would  fhe  make  ufe  of ’t  fo,  I were  molt  happy, 
j Oer.  No  more  of  this.  Judge  now, 

1 Whether  1 have  the  gift  of  prophecie, 

Snur  Beaupre,  and  Verdone. 

j Beanp.  Monfieur  Dinantj 
1 I am  glad  to  find  you,  Sir. 
j Dm.  I am  at  your  fervice. 

Fcrd.Good  Monfieur  Cleremont,\ have  long  wifli’d 
To  be  known  better  to  you.  . 

CUr.  My  defircs 
Embrace  your  wilhes  Sir. 

Beanp.  Sir,  1 have  ever 
Efieem’d  you  truly  noble,  and  profefs 
1 fhould  have  been  moll  proud,  to  have  had  the  honour 
To  call  you  Brother,  but  my  Fathers  pleafure 
Denied  that  happinefs.  1 know  no  man  lives, 

1 That  can  command  his  pafiions,  and  therefore 
Dare  not  condemn  the  late  intemperate  language 
You  were  pleas’d  to  ufe  to  my  Father  and  my  Silter, 

; He’s  old  and  fnea  woman,  1 moll:  forrie 
1 My  honour  docs  compel  me  to  entreat  you, 
j To  do  me  the  favour,  with  your  fword  to  meet  me 
j A mile  without  the  Citie. 

Din.  You  much  honour  me 
In  the  demand,  I’le  gladly  wait  upon  you. 

Beaiip.  0 Sir  you  teach  me  what  to  fay ; the  time  ? 

Dm.  With  the  next  Sun,  if  you  think  fit. 

Beanp.  The  place  ? 

Lin.  Near  to  the  vineyard  eallward  from  the  Citie. 

Beanp.  1 like  it  well,  this  Gentleman  if  you  pleafe 
Will  keep  me  company. 

Oer.  That  is  agreed  on  ; 

' And  in  my  friends  behalf  1 will  attend  him. 

Perd.  Youfhall  not  mifs  my  fervice. 

B.anp.  Good  day  Gentlemen.  Q£at.  Bcaup.<!?«^^  Verd. 

Dm.  At  your  Commandment. 

Oer.  Proud  to  be  your  fervants. 

1 tliink  there  is  no  Nation  under  f leaven 

That  cut  their  enemies  throats  with  complement. 

And  fuch  fine  tricks  as  we  do  ; If  you  have 
Any  few  Prayers  to  fay,  this  night  you  may 
Call  ’em  to  mind  and  ufe  ’em,  for  my  felf, 

' As  1 have  little  to  lofe,  my  care  is  lefs, 

So  till  to  morrow  morning  1 bequeath  you 
' To  your  devotions^  and  thofc  paid,  but  ufe 
That  noble  courage  1 have  feen,  and  wc 
1 Shall  fight,  as  inaCallle. 

1 

Din.  Thou  art  all  honour, 

Thy  refolution  would  fteel  a Coward, 

And  I moft  fortunate  in  fuch  a Friend  •, 

AH  tendernefs  and  nice  refpedt  of  wopan 

Be  now  far  from  me,  reputation  take 

A full  polleflion  of  my  heart,  and  prove 

Honour  the  firft  place  holds,  the  fecond  Love.  {.Exeunt. 

Enter  Lamira,  Charlote. 

Lami.  Sleeps  my  Lord  Ml^Ooarlote  ? 

Oiar.  Not  to  be  wak’d. 

By  your  Ladifhipschcerlull  looks  I well  perceive 
That  this  night  the  good  Lord  hath  been 
At  an  unulual  fervice,  and  no  wonder 
If  he  reft  after  it.  > Lamira.  You  are  very  bold. 

. Your  Creature  Madam,  and  when  you  are  pleas’d 
Sadnefs  to  me’s  a flrangcr,  your  good  pardon 
If  I fpeak  like  a fool,  I could  havewifht 
To  have  ta’ne  your  place  to  night,had  bold  Dinant 
Your  fix  ft  and  moft  obftquious  fervant  tailed 
Thole  delicates,which  by  his  lethargic 
As  it  appears,  have  cloy’d  my  Lord.  / ' 

Lamira.  No  more. 

Chari.  I am  filenc’d,  Madam. 

Lamira.  Saw  you  my  nurfe  this  morning  ? 

Chari.  No,  Madam. 

Lamira.  I am  full  of  fears.  Knock  within. 

Who’s  that  ? 

Chari.  She  you  enquir’d  for. 

Lamira.  Bring  her  in,  and  leave  me.  Charlote. 

Now  nurfe  what  news  ? 

Enter  Nurle. 

Nurfe.  0 Ladie  dreadfull  ones.  ' 

They  are  to  fight  this  morning,  there’s  no  remedie. 

I faw  my  Lord  your  Brother,  and  Perdone 
Takehorfeas  I came  by. 

Lamira.  Where’s  Oeremont  ? 

Nurfe.  I met  him  too , and  mounted. 

Lamira.  Where’s  Dinant}  (trick, 

Nurfe.  There’s  all  the  hope,  I have  ftaid  him  with  a 
If  I have  done  well  fo. 

Lamira.  What  trick  ? 

Nurfe.  I told  him  , 

Your  Ladilhip  laid  your  command  upon  him. 

To  attend  you  prefently,  and  to  confirm  it. 

Gave  him  the  ring  he  oft  hath  feen  you  wear. 

That  you  bellowed  on  me  : he  waits  without 
Difguis’d,  and  if  you  have  that  power  in  him. 

As  I prefume  you  have,  it  is  in  you 
Toftayoralter  him. 

Lamira.  Have  you  learnt  the  place, 

Where  they  are  to  encounter  ? 

Nurfe.  Yes  ’tis  where 

The  Duke  o{Burgundie  met  Lewis  th’  eleventh. 

X^wir.Enough,  1 will  reward  thee  liberally,  [.Exit  Nurfe. 
Goe  bring  him  in : full  dear  I loved  Dinant^ 

While  it  was  lawfull,  but  thofe  fires  are  quench’d, 

I being  now  anothers,  truth  forgive  me 
And  let  difiimulation  be  no  crime, 

Though  moft  unwillingly  I put  it  on 
To  guard  a Brothers  fafetie. 

Enter  Dinant. 

Din.  Now  your  pleafure, 

Though  ill  you  have  deferv’d  it,  you  perceive 
I am  Hill  your  fool,  and  cannot  but  obey 
What  ever  you  command. 

Lamira.  You  fpeak,  as  if 

You  did  repent  it,  and  ’tis  not  worth  my  thanks  then, 

But  there  has  been  a time,  in  which  you  would 
Receive  this  as  a favour. 

Din.  Hope  was  left  then 
Of  rccompence. 

Lamira. 
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LAmira.  Why  I am  (till  Lamira^ 

And  you  Dinant^  and  ’tis  yet  in  my  power, 

I dare  not  fay  Tie  put  it  into  ad, 

To  reward  your  love  and  fervice. 

Dm.  There’s  Tome  comfort. 

Lami.  But  think  not  that  fo  low  I prize  my  fame, 

To  give  it  up  to  any  man  thatrefufes 
To  buy  it,  or  with  danger  of  performance 
Of  what  I (liall  enjoin  him. 

Din.  Name  that  danger 
Be  it  of  what  horrid  lhape  foever  Ladic 
Which  I will  ihrink  at^  only  at  this  inftant 
Be  fpeedie  in’t. 

Lamira.  Tie  put  you  to  the  trial ; 

You  (hall  not  fight  to  day,  do  you  (tart  at  that  ? 

Not  with  my  Brother,  I have  heard  your  difference, 

IVline  is  no  Helens  beauty  to  be  purchas’d 
With  blood,  and  fo  defended^  if  you  look  for 
Favours  from  me,  deferve  them  with  obedience. 

There’s  no  way  elle  to  gain  ’em. 

Din.  You  command 
What  with  mine  honour  I cannot  obey 
Which  lies  at  pawn  againd:  it, and  a friend 
Equally  dear  as  that,  or  life,  engag’d, 

Notfor  himfelf,  but  me. 

Lamira.  Why,  foolilh  man, 

Dare  youfolicite  me  to  ferve  your  lull. 

In  which  not  only  I abufemyLord, 

My  Father,  and  my  family,  but  write  whore. 

Though  not  upon  my  forehead,  in  my  confcience. 

To  be  read  hourly,  and  yet  name  your  honour  ? 

Yours  fuffers  but  in  circumftance  *,  mineinfubftance. 

If  you  obey  me,  you  part  with  fome  credit. 

From  whom  ? the  giddy  multitude  ; but  mankind  n 
Will  cenfure  me,  and  juftly. 

Din.  I will  lofe, 

What  mod  I do  defire,  rather  than  hazard 
So  dear  a friend,  or  write  my  felf  a coward, 

’Tis  better  be  no  man. 

Lamira.  This  will  not  do-. 

Why,  I defire  not,  you  (hould  be  a coward. 

Nor  do  1 weigh  my  I3rothers  life  with  yours, 

Meet  him,  fight  with  him, do,  and  kill  him  fairly. 

Let  me  not  fuffer  for  you,  1 am  carelefs. 

Din.  Suffer  for  me  ? 

Lamira.  For  you,  my  kindnefs  to  you 
Already  brands  me  with  a ftrumpets  name. 

Din.  O that  I knew  the  wretch  / 

Lamira.  I will  not  name  him. 

Nor  give  you  any  Charafter  to  know  him ; 

But  if  you  dare,  and  inftantly  ride  forth 
At  the  weft  port  of  the  Gty,  and  defend  there 
My  reputation,  againft  all  you  meet, 

For  two  hours  only.  Tie  not  fwear  Dinant, 

To  fatisfie,  ( though  fure  I think  I (hall ) 

What  ever  you  defire,  if  you  denie  this. 

Be  defperate,  for  willingly,  by  this  light. 

Tie  never  fee  thee  more. 

Din  T wo  hours,  do  you  fay  ? 

Lamira.  Only  two  hours. 

Din.  I were  no  Gentleman, 

Should  I make  fcruple  of  it ; this  favour  arms  me. 

And  boldly  I’ll  perform  it.  ^Exit, 

Lamira.  I am  glad  on’t. 

This  will  prevent  their  meeting  yet,  and  keep 
My  Brother  fafe,  which  was  the  mark  1 (hot  at.  ^Exit. 
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Enter  Cleremont,  as  in  the  field. 

Cler.  T Am  firft  i’th’  field,  that  honour’s  gain’d  of  dur  fide, 

1 Pray  Heaven  1 may  get  offas  honourablie. 

The  hour  is  paft,  I wonder  Dinant  comes  not. 

This  is  the  place,  I cannot  fee  him  yet  -, 

Itishisquareltoo  that  brought  me  hither. 

And  I nc’rknew  him  yet,  but  to  his  honour 
A firm  and  worthy  Friend,  yet  I fee  nothing. 

Nor  Horfe  nor  man  , ’twould  vex  me  to  be  left  here, 

Toth’ mercy  of  two  fwords,  and  two  approv’d  ones. 

I never  knew  him  laft. 

Enter  Beaupre,  and  Verdone. 

Beau^.  Y ou  arc  wel  1 met  Cleremont.  ( Sir 

V rrdo.  You  are  a fair  Gentleman,  and  love  your  friend 
What  are  you  ready  ? the  time  has  overta’ne  us. 

Beaaf.  And  this  you  know  the  place. 

Cler.  No  Dinant  yet  ? 

'Beaup.  W’e  come  not  now  to  argue,  but  to  do  j 
We  wait  you  Sir. 

Cler.  There’s  no  time  paft  yet  Gentlemen, 

We  have  day  enough .-  is’t  poffible  he  comes  not  ? 

You  fee  I am  ready  here,  and  do  but  flay 
Till  my  Friend  come,  walk  but  a turn  or  two, 

’Twill  not  be  long. 

V'erd.  We  ca  me  to  fight. 

Cler.  Ye  ffiail  fight  Gentlemen, 

And  fight  enough,  but  a (hort  turn  or  two, 

I think  I fee  him,  fet  up  your  watch,  we’l  fight  by  it. 

Beaup.  That  is  not  he ; we  will  not  be  deluded. 

Cler.  Ami  bob’d  thus?  pray  take  a pipe  of  tobacco. 

Or  ling  but  fome  new  air-,  by  that  time.  Gentlemen 

Ferd.  Come  draw  your  Sword,  you  know  the  cuftome 
Firft  come,  firft  ferv’d.  (here  Sir 

Cler.  Though  it  be  held  a cuftom,  * 

And  pradtifed  fo,  I do  not  hold  it  honeft  ^ 

W^hat  honour  can  you  both  win  on  me  fingle  ? 

Beaup.  Yield  up  your  Sword  then. 

Cler.  Yield  my  Sword  ? that’s  Hebrew  ^ 

I’le  be  firft  cut  a pecies ; hold  but  a while, 

I’le  take  the  next  that  comes. 

Enter  an  old  Gentleman. 

You  are  an  old  Gentleman  ? 

(jent.  Yes  indeed  ami,  Sir. 

Cler.  And  wear  no  Sword  ? 

Gent.  I need  none.  Sir. 

Cler.  I would  you  did,  and  had  one*, 

I want  now  fuch  a foolilh  courtefie. 

You  fee  thefe  Gentlemen  ? 

Gent.  You  want  a fecond. 

I n good  Faith  Sir,  I was  never  handfom  at  iti 
I would  you  had  my  Son,  but  he’s  in  Italyy 
A proper  Gentleman  ^ you  may  do  well  gallants 
If  your  quarrel  be  not  capital,  to  have  more  mercy. 

The  Gentleman  may  do  his  Country 

Cler.  Now  I befeech  you.  Sir, 

If  you  dare  not  fight,  do  not  (lay  to  beg  my  pardon. 

There  lies  your  way. 

Gent.  Good  morrow  Gentlemen.  {Exit. 

Ferd.  You  fee  your  fortune. 

You  had  better  yield  your  Sword. 

Cler.  Pray  ye  ftay  a little. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 

Upon  mine  honeftie,  you  (hall  be  fought  with ; 

Well,  Dinant y well,  theftwearfwordsandfeembravefel- 
As  you  are  Gentlemen,  oneofyonfupplyme.  (lows. 

1 want 
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; IwMnra  Si.coik!  now  to  meet  thclc  gallants, 

• Vou  know  wl'.at  honour  is. 

; I C/f  .f.  Sir  you  mult  pardon  us, 

I ^\’e  goo  about  the  fame  work,  you  arc  ready  for*, 
j .-Viu!  mult  ligncprcfcntly,  elie  we  were  your  fervants. 
j iGatt.  Go.l  rpceJ  you,  and  good  day.  Qf.vj/ Gent, 
I Cicr.  Am  I tl'.us  Coited  } 

Tf.iiip.  Come  cither  yield 

Cl.r.  As  you  arc  honclt  Gentlemen, 

Stay  but  the  next,  and  then  Tie  take  my  forttmc, 

.•\nd  ifl  fight  not  like  a man Fy  Dimttity 

Cold  now  and  treacherous. 

futcr  Alonficnr  La- writ,  within. 

L.i  \Vrit.  I undcritand  your  caufes. 

Yours  about  corn,  yours  about  pins  and  glalTes, 

W^ill  you  make  me  mad , have  I not  all  the  parcclls  ? 

.\nd  his  Petition  too,  about  Bell-founding  ? 

Send  in  your  witnclfes,  what  will  you  have  me  do  ? 

Will  you  have  me  break  my  heart  ? my  brains  are  melted  y 
And  tell  your  Malter,  as  I am  a Gentleman, 

His  Caufe  lhall  be  the  firlt:,  commend  me  to  your  Millcis, 
.And  tell  her,  if  there  be  an  extraordinary  feather. 

And  tall  enough  for  her — I fliall  difpatch  you  too, 

I know  your  caufe,  for  tranfporting  of  Farthingales 
Trouble  me  no  more,  I fay  again  to  you. 

No  more  vexation ; bid  my  wife  fend  me  fome  puddings ; 

I have  a Caufe  to  run  through,  requires  puddings. 

Puddings  enough.  Farewel. 

CUr.  God  Ipeed  you.  Sir. 

Be.tnp.  U'ould  he  would  take  this  fellow.  • ' ‘ * 

Fcrd.  A rare  Youth.  • ■ • 

Cler.  If  you  be  not  haftie.  Sir. 

La-writ.  Yes,  I am  haftie,  ' 

E.\ceediiig  liaftiejSir,  I am  going  to  the  Parliament, 

Y ou  underltand  this  bag,  if  you  have  any  bufinefs  ' , 

Depending  there,  be  (hort,  and  let  me  hear  it, 

And  pay  your  Fees. 

. Cter.  ’Faith,  Sir,  I have  a bufinefs,  ’ 

Burjt  depends  upon  no  Parliament.  - 

La-writ.  I have  no  skill  in’t  then. 

Cter.  1 mud:  defire  you, 

’TisaSword.ra’attcr,  Sir, 

La  writ.  I am  no  Cutler, 
lam  an  Advocate,  Sir. 

Beanp.  How  the  thing  looks  ? 

Fcrd.  When  he  brings  him  to  fight. 

Cler.  Be  not  fo  haftie. 

You  w’car  a good  Sword. 

W7r/>.  1 know  notrthat, 

I never  drew  it  yet,  or  whether  it  be  a Sword 

Cler.  I muft  entreat  you  try.  Sir,  and  bear  a part  • 
Againft  thefc  Gentlemen,  I wanta  fecond ; 

Ye  feem  a man,  and  ’tis  a noble  office. 

La  writ.  I am  a Lawyer, Sir,  1 am  no  fighter. 

Cler.  You  that  breed  quarcls,  Sir,  know  beft:  to  fatisfic, 
'Beaiip.  This  is  fome  fport  yet. 

F'e-rd.  If  this  follow  fliould  fight.  (ward, 

La-writ.  And  for  any  thing  1 know,  I am  an  arrant  co- 
Do  not  truftrn>e,  I think  lam  a coward. 

Cler.  Try,  tty,  you  arc  miftaken  ; walk  on  Gentlemen, 
The  man  fhall  follow  prelently. 

La-writ.  Arc  yc  mad  Gentleman  ? 

My  bufintTs  is  within  this  half  hour. 

CLe-r.  That’s  all  one. 

Well  difpatch  within  this  quarter,  there  in  that  bottom, 

’Tis  moft  convenient  Genti.mcn. 

Beaup.  Well,  wc’Il  wait.  Sir. 
yerd.  Why  this  will  be  a comick  fight,  you’l  follow. 

La  writ.  As  I am  a true  man,  I cannot  fight. 

f £x.  Beaupre,  V crdonc. 

Cler.  Away,  away, 

I know  you  can  : I like  your  modefty, 

I hnow}cu  will  fight  and  fo  fight,  with  fuch  metal. 


And  with  fuch  /udgement  meet  your  enemies  fury  i 
1 fee  it  in  your  eye.  Sir. 

La  writ.  Tie  be  bang’d  then ; ( ting. 

And  I charge  you  in  the  Kings  name,  name  no  more  figh- 
you  Kings  name,  play  the  man, 

VV  Inch  ifyou  do  not  quickly,  I begin  with  you, 

I le  make  you  dance,  do  you  fee  your  fiddleftick  ? 

Sweet  Avocate  thou  ftialt  fight. 

La-wrtt.  Stand  farther  Gentleman 

Or  Tie  give  you  fuch  a dull:  o’th’  chapps 

Cler.  Spoke  bravely, 

And  like  thy  felf,  a noble  Advocate : 

Come  to  thy  tools. 

La-writ.  I do  not  fay  Tie  fight; 

Cler.  I fay  thou  fnalt,  and  bravely. 

La-wnt.  If  I do, fight; 

I fay,  if  I do,  but  do  not  depend  upon’t, 

And  yet  1 have  a fooliih  itch  upon  me. 

What  fhall  become*of  my  Writings  > 

Cler.  Let  ’em  ly  by. 

They  will  not  run  away,  man. 

La-writ.  1 may  be  kill’d  too, 

And  where  are  all  my  caufes  then  ? my  bufinefs  ? 

I will  not  fight,  I cannot  fight,  my  Caufes- 

C/fr.  1 hou  (halt  fight,  if  thou  hadfta  thoufand  caufes. 
Thou  art  a man  to  fight  for  any  caufe. 

And  carry  it  with  honour. 

La-writ.  Hum,  fay  you  fo?  if  I fhould 

Be  fuch  a coxcombe  to  prove  valiant  now  ■ 

Cler.  I know  thou  art  moft:  valiant. 

La-writ.  Do  you  think  fo  ? 

I am  undone  for  ever,  if  it  prove  £b, 

I tell  you  that,  my  honeft  friend,  forever  j 
For  I fliall  ne;Ve  leave. quarrelling. 

How  long  muft  we  fight  ? for  1 cannot  flay, 

Noi  wiil  nor  flay, ) have  bufinefs. 

CUr.  We’i  do’c  in  a.mimicc,in  a moment.  ( belly. 

La  writ.  Here  will  Inangiiiy  bag  then,  itmayfavemy 
f never  lov’d  cold  Iron  there. 

Cler.  You  do  wifelj/.  (quickly, 

La  writ.  Help  me  to  pluck  my  Sword  out  then,  quickly’ 
’Thasnot  i ■ n Sun-thefe  ten  years. 

Cler.  How  it  grumbles  ? 

This  Sword  Is  vengeance  angry. 

La  writ . Now  rie  put  my  hat  up. 

And  fay  my  prayers  as  I goe  ; away  boy, 

Ifl  be  kill’d,  remember  the  little  Lawyer.  f Exeunt, 

Emer  Beaupre. 

Beaup.  They  are  both  come  on,  that  may  be  a ftubborn 
Take  you  that  ground, 

’^Enter  La-writ. 

Tie  flay  here,  fight  bravely.  (play, 

Lci-writ.  To’tchearfully  my  boyes,  you’J  let’s  have  fair 
None  of  your  foyning  tricks. 

Beaup.  Come  forward  Monfieur  •,  Ei^t. 

What  haft  thou  there  ? a pudding  in  thy  belly  ? 

I fhall  fee  what  it  holds. 

La  writ.  Put  your  fpoon  home  then  : 

Nay,  fince  I muft;  fight,  have  at  you  without  wit.  Sir : 

God  a mercy  bagg.  Beaup.  Nothing  but  bumbaft:  in  ye  ? 

Tile  Rogue  winks  and  fights. 

La  writ.  Now  your  fine  fencing, Sir  : Beau,  lofes  his  [word. 

Standoff,  thou  dieft  on  point  elfe,  Vxtwnt  treads  on  it. 

I have  it,  lhavek:  yet  further  off: 

I have  his  Sword.  Cler.  Then  keep  it,  be  fure  you  keep  it. 

La-wnt.  Tie  put  it  in  my  mouth  elfe. 

Stand  further  off  yet,  and  ftand  quietly. 

And  look  another  way,  or  I’lc  be  with  you, 

Is  this  all  ? Tie  undertake  within  thefe  two  daics 
To  furnifh  any  Cutler  in  this  Kingdom. 

Beau.  Pox,  what  fortune’s  this  ^ difarm’d  by  a puppie  ? 

A fnail.^  a Dog? 

La  writ 
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La-xvrir.  No  more  o’ thefe  words  Gentleman, 

Sweet  Gentleman  no  more,  do  not  provoke  me, 

Go  walk  i’th’  horfe-fair  *,  whittle  Gentleman, 

What  mutt  1 do  now  ? 

Enter  Clercmont,  fnrfued  by  V'crdonc. 

CUr.  Help  me,  I am  almott  breathlcfs. 

La-writ.  With  all  my  heart, there’s  a cold  pye  for  you,Sir. 
Cler.  Thou  ttrik’tt  me,  fool. 

La-wnt.  Thou  fool.  Hand  further  off  then. 

Deliver,  deliver. 

Cter.  Hold  fatt.  He  firikes  up  the  others  heels 

La  -writ.  1 never  fail  in’t,  and  takes  hts  Sword  too. 

There’s  twelve  pence,  go  buy  you  two  leaden  Daggers, 

^ave  I done  well  ? 

Cer.  Mott  like  a Gentleman. 

Beau.  And  we  two  bafelyloft. 
f^erd.  ’Tis  but  a fortune. 

We  lhall  yet  find  an  hour. 

(3er.  I lhall  be  glad  on’t. 

La-writ.  Where’s  my  cloak,  and  my  trinkets 
Or  will  you  fight  any  longer,  lor  a cralh  or  two  ? 

Cler.  1 am  your  noble  friend,  Sir. 

La-writ.  It  may  be  fo. 

Oer.  What  honour  lhall  I do  you, 

For  this  great  courtefie  ? ^ 

La  writ.  All  I defire  of  ye,  (more  on  t. 

Is  to  take  the  quarrel  to  your  felf,  and  let  me  hear  no 
I have  no  liking  to’t,  ’tis  a foolilh  matter, 

And  help  me  to  put  up  my  Sword. 

Oer.  Mott  willingly. 

But  I am  bound  to  gratifie  you,  and  I mutt  not  leave  you. 

La-writ.  I tell  you,  I will  not  be  gratified. 

Nor  I will  hear  no  more  on’t : take  the  Swords  too, 

And  do  not  anger  me  but  leave  me  quietly. 

For  the  matter  of  honour,  ’tis  at  your  own  difpofure. 

And  fo , and  fo.  L Exit  La-writ. 

Cler.  This  is  a mott  rare  Lawyer : 

Well  Dinant,  as  you  fatisfie  me. 


You  with  your  Buckranl  bag,  wliat  make  you  here  ? (now. 
And  from  whence  come  you I could  light  with  my  lhadow 
La  wr.  Thou  fierce  man  that  like  Sir  Lance'ot  doll  appear, 

I need  not  tell  thee  what  I am,  nor  eke  what  1 make  here. 

Din.  This  is  a precious  knave,  ttay,ftay,good  Trifiratn, 

And  let  me  ask  thy  miglitincfs  a quclbion. 

Did  yc  never  abulc  a Lady  ? 

La  writ.  Not*,  to  abufe  a Lady,  is  very  hard.  Sir. 

Lin.  Say  you  fo.  Sir  ? 

Didtt  thou  never  abufe  lier  honour  ? 

La  writ.  Not*,  to  abufe  her  lionour,  is  impolllble. 

Din.  Certain  this  is  the  ralcal;  What’s  thy  name. ^ 
La-writ.  My  name  is^oci^o’rvvi;,  ufc  me  relpcdively, 

I will  be  Cock  of  three  elle.  Din.  What’s  all  this  ? 

You  fay,  you  did  abufe  a Lady.  La  writ.  You  ly. 

Din.  And  that  you  wrong’d  her  honour. 

La-writ.  That’s  two  lyes, 

Speak  fuddenly,  for  I am  full  of  bufinefs.  (goofe, 

Din.  What  art  thou,  or  what  cantt  thou  be,  thoupea- 
That  dar’tt  give  me  the  ly  thus  ? thou  mak’tt  me  wonder. 
La-writ.  And  wonder  on,  till  time  make  all  things  plain. 
Din.  You  mutt  not  part  fo,  Sir,  art  thou  a Gentleman  ? 
La-writ. ksk  thofe  upon  whofe  ruins  I am  mounted. 

Din.  This  is  fomc  Cavellero  Knight  o’th’  Sun. 

La-wr.  1 tell  thee  I am  as  good  a Gentleman  as  the  Duke ; 

I nave  atchieved goe  follow  thy  bufinefs. 

Din.  Bur  for  this  Lady,  Sir 

La  writ.  Why,  hang  this  Lady,  Sir,  (dies  f 

And  the  Lady  Mother  too,  Sir,  what  have  I to  do  with  La- 

Enter  Cleremont. 

per.  ’Tis  the  little  Lawyers  voice : has  he  got  my  way  ? 

It  ttiould  be  hereabouts. 

Din.  Ye  dry  bisket  rogue, 

I will  fo  fwinge  you  for  this  blalphemie-^ 

Have  I found  you  out .? 

Cler.  That  lliould  be  Dinants  tongue  too.  ( tho. 

La-wr.  And  I defy  thee  do  thy  wortt:  0 ho  quoth  Lancelot 
And  that  thou  llialt  know,  I am  a true  Gentleman, 


I am  fure  mott  valiant.  , , i ^ 

I fay  no  more ; 1 am  loaden  like  an  Armorer.  [_Exit  Cler.  And  fpeak  accord  mg  to  the  phr afe  triumphant ; 

^ 'Thy  Lady  is  a feurvy  Lady,  and  a fhitten  Lady, 


Enter  Dinant. 

SDin.  To  be  difpatcht  upon  a fleevelefs  errand  ? 

To  leave  my  friend  engag’d,  mine  honour  tainted  ? 

Thefe  are  trim  things.  I am  fet  here  like  a Perdue, 

To  watch  a fellow,  that  has  wrong’d  my  Miftris, 

A feurvy  fellow  that  mutt  pafs  this  way. 

But  what  this  feurvy  fellow  is,  or  whence. 

Or  whether  his  name  be  William  or  John., 

Or  ayfnthony  or  Dicky  or  any  thing,  I know  not ; 

A feurvy  rafcally  fellow  P mutt  aim  at. 

And  there’s  the  office  of  an  Alfe  flung  on  me. 

Sure  Clerenutnt  has  fought,  but  how  come  off. 

And  what  the  world  lhall  think  of  me  hereafter ; 

Well,  woman,  woman,  I mutt  look  your  rafcals. 

And  lofe  my  reputation ; ye  have  a fine  power  over  us. 
Thefe  two  long  hours  I have  trotted  here, and  curioufly 
Survey’d  all  goers  by,  yet  find  no  rafeal. 

Nor  any  face  to  quarel  with  : La-writ  Jings  within j 

What’s  that  ? . then  Enters. 

This  is  a rafcally  voice,fure  it  comes  this  way. 

La-writ.  He Jlrook^fo  hard.yhe  Bafon  brokoy 
eyfnd  Tarquin  heard  the  found. 

Dm.  What  Mifter  thing  is  this?  let  me  Purvey  it. 
La-writ.  jiind  then  he  firook^  his  neckjn  two. 

Din.  This  may  be  a rafcal,  but  ’tisa  madrafcal, 

What  an  Alphabet  of  faces  he  puts  on  ? . 

Hey  how  it  fences .?  if  this  fhould  be  the  rogue. 

As  ’tis  the  likelieft  rogue  I fee  this  day 

La-wr.  Waseverman  for  Ladies  fake  ? dowtiy  down. 

Tf  . And  what  are  you  good  Sir .?  dowm,down, down, down. 
La-writ.  What’s  that  to  you  good  Sir  ? down,down. 
Din.  A pox  on  you  good  Sir,  down,  down,  down. 


And  though  I never  heard  of  her,  adeboffied 

And  thou,  a fquire  of  low  degree ; will  that  cont^  nt  thee  ? , 

Doft  thow  way-lay  me  with  Ladies  ? A pretty  fworU,  Sir. 

A very  pretty  fword,  1 have  a great  mind  to’t. 

Din.  You  lhall  not  lofe  your  longing,  rogue. 

Cler.  Hold,  hold. 

Hold  Dinanty  as  thou  art  a Gentleman. 

La-writ.  As  much  as  you  w'ill,  my  hand  is  in  now. 

Cler.  I am-your  friend,  Sir  : Dtnant  you  draw  your  fword 
Upon  the  Gentleman  preferv’d  your  honour  : 

This  was  my  fecond,  and  did  back  me  nobly, 

For  lhame  forbear. 

Din.  I ask  your  mercy,  Sir,  and  am  your  fervant  now. 
La-writ.  May  we  not  fight  then? 
per.  I am  fure  you  lhall  not  now. 

La-wr.  I am  forty  for’t,  I am  fure  Tie  ttay  no  longer  then. 
Not  a jot  longer : are  there  any  more  on  ye  afore  ? 

I willfmgftill.  Sir.  \_Exithz-vtntyfinging. 

Din.  1 look  now  you  lliould  chide  me,  and  ’tis  fit. 

And  with  much  bitternefs  exprefs  your  anger, 

1 have  deferv’d : yet  when  you  know . 

Cler.  1 thank  ye. 

Do  you  think  that  the  wrong  you  have  off’red  me, 

The  mott  unmanly  wrong,  unfriendly  wrong 

Din.  I do  confefs 

Cler.  That  boyilh  Height 

Din.  Not  fo , Sir. 

Cler.  That  poor  and  bafe  renouncing  of  your  honour, 
Can  be  allaied  with  words  ? 

Din.  Igiveyouwayftill.  (part, 

Cler.  Coloured  with  fmooth  excufeS  ? Was  it  a friends 
A Gentlemans,  a mans  that  wears  a Sword, 

And  ttands  upon  the  point  of  reputation, 

Y y 
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I'o  hide  his  head  then,  when  his  honour  call’d  him  i 
j Call’d  him  aloud,  and  led  him  to  his  fortune? 
i To  halt  and  flip  the  coller  ? by  my  life, 

! would  iiavc  given  my  life  1 had  never  known  thee, 

Thou  hall  eaten  Canker-like  into  my  judgement 
W’ith  this  difgrace,  thy  whole  life  cannot  heal  again. 

1 Dm.  This  lean  fuffer  too,  I findichonelt. 

Cltr.  Can  you  pretend  an  cxcufe  now  may  abfolve  you, 

! Or  any  thing  like  honeft,  to  bring  you  oil'? 

! Ingage  me  like  an  Alfe  ? 

' Dift.  W'ill  you  but  hear  me  ? 
j Cer.  Expofe  me  like  a 1ade  to  tug,  and  hale  through, 

' Laugh’d  at,  and  almofl;  hooted?  your  difgraces 
Invite  mens  Swords  and  angers  to  difpatch  me. 

Dm.  If  you  will  be  patient.  (friend, 

CUr.  And  be  abus’d  Hill : But  that  I have  call’d  thee 
And  to  that  name  allow  a Sandluary, 

You  fliould  hear  further  from  me,  I would  not  talk  thus  .* 
But  henceforth  Hand  upon  your  own  bottom.  Sir, 
i And  bear  your  own  abufes,  I fcorn  my  fword 
I Should  travel  in  fo  poor  and  empty  quarrels. 

I Din.  Ha’you  done  yet  ? take  your  whole  fwing  of  anger, 
I rie  bear  all  with  content. 

! Cler.  Why  were  you  abfent? 

I Dtn.  You  know  I am  no  Coward,  you  have  feen  that, 

. .^nd  therefore,  out  of  fear  forfook  you  not : 
i You  know  1 amnotfalfc,  of  a treacherous  nature, 
i Apt  to  betray  my  friend,  I have  fought  for  you  too  *, 

; You  know  nobulinefs,  that  concern’d  my  ftate, 

: My  kindred,  or  my  life, 

Cler.  Where  was  the  fault  then  ? 

Dm.  The  honour  of  that  Lady  I adore, 

; Her  credit,  and  her  name ; ye  know  Ihe  lent  for  me, 

! And  with  whathafte. 

Clc-r.  What  was  he  that  traduc’d  ? 

Din.  The  man  i’th’  Moon,  I think,  hither  I was  fent, 
But  to  what  end 

Enter  old  Lady. 

Cler.  This  is  a pretty  flim-flam. 

O.  La.  1 am  glad  1 have  met  you  Sir, I have  been  feeking. 
And  feeking  every  where. 

Cter.  And  now  you  have  found  him. 

Declare  what  bufinefs,  our  Lmballadour.  (Lady. 

O.  Lady.  Wliat’s  that  to  ye  good  man  flouter  ? O Sir,  my 
Dm.  Prethee  no  more  of  thy  Lady,  I have  too  much  on’t. 
Cler.  Let  me  have  a little,  fpeak  to  me. 

O d Lady.  To  you  Sir  ? 

’Tis  more  than  time : All  occafions  fet  afide  Sir, 

Or  whatfoever  may  be  thought  a bulinefs 

Dm.  WMiat  th.cn  ? 

on  Lady.  Repair  to  me  within  this  hour. 

C/cr.  Where  (Pent for. 

O.  Lady.  What’s  th.at  to  you  ? come  you,  Sir,when  y’are 
Cler.  God  a m.rcy  Alumpfinmy 
You  may  goe  7)w4/7f,  and  follow  this  old  Fairie, 

Till  you  have  loll  yourfelf,  your  friends,  your  credit, 

.And  Muntaway  your  )Outh  in  rare  adventures, 

, I can  but  grieve  I have  kno. mi  you. 
j Old  Lady.  \^'ill  ye  goc  Sii  ? 

' I come  not  often  to  you  with  thefe  bkflings, 

You  mv  believe  that  thing  there,  and  repent  it. 

That  dogged  thing. 

' (^‘cr.  Peace  touciiwDod. 

dna.  1 will  notgoe; 

Goc  bid  your  Lady  feck  foinc  fool  to  Fawn  on  her  , 
i Som.  imexpericnc’d  puppie  to  make  fport  with, 

' I .have  ne-n  her  mirth  too  long,  thus  I fhake  from  me 
The  f trers  fne  put  on  •,  thus  her  enchantments 

, 1 blow  away  like  v*^ind,  no  more  her  beauty 

' Old  Lady.  Take  heed  Sir  what  you  fay. 

Crr.  Goc  forward,  Dmant. 

Dm.  The  charms  fhot  from  her  eyes 

Old  Lady.  Be  wife. 


Cler.  Be  Valiant.  ((Tions 

‘Din.  That  tongue  that  tells  fair  talcs  to  mens  deftru- 
Shall  qever  rack  me  more. 

Old  Lady.  Stay  there. 

Cler.  Goc  forward. 

Dm.  I will  now  hear  her,  fee  her  as  a woman. 

Survey  her,  and  the  power  man  has  allow’d,  Sir, 

As  I would  do  the  courfe  of  common  things. 

Unmov’d , unftruck. 

Cler.  Hold  there,  and  1 forgive  thee. 

Diw.She  is  not  fair,and  that  that  makes  her  proud. 

Is  not  her  own,  our  eyes  beftow  it  on  her. 

To  touch  and  kifs  her  is  no  blefledncfs, 

A Sun  burnt  Ethiops  lip’s  as  foft  as  her’s. 

Goe  bid  her  flick  feme  other  triumph  up. 

And  take  into  her  favour  fome  dull  fool. 

That  has  no  pretious  time  to  lofe,  no  friends. 

No  honour,  nor  no  life,  like  a bold  Merchant, 

A bold  and  banquerupt  man,  I have  ventur’d  all  thefe. 

And  fplit  my  bottom:  return  this  anfwer  to  her, 

1 am  awake  again  and  fee  her  mifehiefs. 

And  am  not  now,  on  every  idle  errand. 

And  new  coyn’d  anger,  to  be  hurried. 

And  then  defpis’d  again,  I have  forgot  her. 

CUr.  If  this  be  true 

O.  Lady.  I am  forty,  I have  troubled  you, 

More  forrie,  that  my  Lady  has  adventur’d 
So  great  a favour  in  fo  weak  a mind ; 

This  hour  you  have  refus’d  that  when  you  come  to  know  it, 
Will  run  you  mad,  and  make  you  curfe  that  fellow, 

She  is  not  fair,  nor  handfom,  fo  I leave  you. 

Cler.  Stay  Lady,  flay,  but  is  there  fuch  a bufinefs? 
O.Lady.  You  would  break  your  neck  ’twere  yours. 

Cler.  My  back,  you  would  fay. 

O.La.  But  play  the  friends  part  flill,  Sir,  and  undoe  him, 
’Tis  a fair  office. 

Dm.  I have  Ipoke  too  liberally. 

O.Lady.  I fliall  deliver  what  you  fay. 

Cler.  You  fliall  be  hang’dfirft, 

You  would  fain  be  prating  now  •,  take  the  man  with  you. 
O.Lady.  Not  I,  1 have  no  power. 

Cler.  You  may  goe  Dmant. 

O.Lady.  ’Tis  in’s  own  will,  I had  no  further  charge.  Sir, 
Than  to  tell  him  what  I did,  which  if  1 hadthought 

It  fhould  have  been  receiv’d  fo 

Cler.  ’Faith  you  may. 

Yon  do  nor  know  how  far  it  may  concern  you. 

If  1 peicciv’d  any  trick  in’t. 

Din.  ’Twill  end  thCie. 

CUr.  ’Tis  my  fault  then,  there  is  an  hour  in  fortune, 

T..ar  inuil:  be  flifl  obfli  v’d  : you  think  Tie  chide  you, 

Whe  ri  things  nu  fl  be,  nay  fee,  an  he  will  hold  his  head  up  ? 
^Voul  1 Inch  a Lady  fend,  with  fuch  a charge  too  ? 

Say  ffic  has  plaid  the  fool,  play  the  fool  with  her  again, 
fne  gnat  foui,  the  greater  flill  the  better. 

He'fl.aii  goe  with  you  woman. 

Old  Lady.  As  it  pleafe  him, 

I know  the  way  alone  clfe. 

Dm.  Vyherc  is  yom  Lady? 

O.Lady.  I fnall  dired;  yon  quickly. 

Dm.  Well , ric  goc  . 

But  what  her  wrongs  will  give  me  leave  to  fay.  (you. 
Cler.  We’il  leave  that  to  your  felves : I fhall  hear  from 

Din.  As  fooD  as  1 come  off 

Cle-r.  C'ome  on  then  bravely  •, 

Farewel  till  then,  and  play  the  man. 

Dm.  Yon  arc  merry 
Ali  I expect  is  Icorn : Tie  lead  you  Lady. 

f Sxehnt  fever  ally. 
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AShhs  Ter  tins. 


Scena  Prinia. 


Enter  Champerncl,  Lamiia,  Bcauprc, 
Vcrdonc,  Charlotte. 


Bettitp.  venture  on  him.  (no  more. 

V V Cham.Out  of  Illy  doors  I charge  thee, fee  me 

Litmi.  Your  Nephew? 

Cum.  1 difclaim  him. 

He  has  no  part  in  me,  nor  in  my  blood, 

My  Brother  that  kept  fortune  bound,  and  left 
Conquell  hereditary  to  his  Illue 
Could  not  beget  a coward. 

yerd.  I fought,  Sir, 

Like  a good  fellow,  and  a Souldicr  too, 

But  men  are  men,  and  cannot  make  their  fates ; 

Afcribe  you  to  my  Father  what  you  pleafe, 

I am  born  to  fuffer. 

Cham.  All  dilgraces  wretch. 

Lam.  Good  Sir  be  patient. 

Cham.  Was  there  no  tree, 

( For  to  fall  by  a noble  enemies  fword, 

A Coward  is  unworthy  ) nor  no  River, 

To  force  thy  life  out  backward  or  to  drown  it, 

But  that  thou  mult  farvive  thy  imfamie  ? 

And  kill  me  with  the  fight  of  one  I hate  , 

And  gladly  would  forget  ? 

Bcaup.  Sir,  his  misfortune 
Deferves  not  this  reproof. 

Cham.  In  your  opinion, 

Tis  fit  you  two  fliould  be  of  one  belief. 

You  are  indeed  fine  gallants,  and  fight  bravely 
Tth’  City  with  your  tongues,  but  in  the  field 
Have  neither  fpirit  to  dare  nor  power  to  do. 

Your  fwords  are  all  lead  there. 

Beaiip.  I know  no  duty, 

(How  ever  you  may  wreak  your  fpleen  on  him,) 

That  bindes  me  to  endure  this. 

Cham.  From  Dinant 


You’l  fuffer  more ; that  ever  curfed  I, 

Should  give  my  honour  up,  to  the  defence 
Of  fuch  a thing  as  he  is,  or  my  Lady 
That  is  all  Innocent,  for  whom  a dove  would 
Afiume  the  courage  of  a daring  Eagle, 

Repofe  her  confidence  in  one  that  can 
No  better  guard  her.  In  contempt  of  you 
I love  Dinant^  mine  enemy,  nay  admire  him. 

His  valour  claims  it  from  me,  and  with  juftice, 

He  that  could  fight  thus,  in  a caufe  not  honeft. 

His  fword  edg’d  with  defence  of  right  and  honour. 
Would  pierce  as  deep  as  lightning,  with  that  fpeed  too, 
And  kill  as  deadly. 

Verd.  You  are  as  far  from  juflice 
In  him  you  praife,  as  equitie  in  the  cenfure 
You  load  me  with. 

Beaup.  Dinant}  hedurflnotmeetus. 

Lam.  How  ? durff  not.  Brother  ? 

Beaitp.  Durftnot,  I repeat  it. 

Verd.  Nor  was  it  cleremonFs  valour  that  difarm’d  us, 

I had  the  better  of  him  •,  for  Dinant, 

Ifthat  might  make  my  peace  with  you,  I dare 
W'ritc  him  a Coward  upon  every  poll. 

And  with  the  hazard  of  my  life  defend  it. 

Lam.  If’twere  laid  at  the  flake  you’d  lofe  it,  Nephew. 

Cham.  Came  he  not,  fay  you  ? 

Derd.  No,  but  in  his  room, 

1 There  was  a Devil,  hir’d  from  fome  Magician 
: I’th’  fliape  of  an  Attorney. 

Bean.  ’Twas  he  did  it. 

Ferd.  And  his  the  honour. 

Beau.  I could  wifh  Dtnant 

But  what  talk  I of  one  that  flept  afidCj 


And  ilurfl  not  comc.^ 

Lam.  1 am  fuch  a friend  to  truth, 

I cannot  hear  this : why  do  you  dctradl 
Thus  poorly  (I  Ihould  fay  toothers  badly)  * 

From  one  ol  fuch  approv’d  worth  ? 

Quim.  Ha!  how’s  this? 

Lam.  From  one  fo  excellent  in  all  that’s  noble, 

Whole  only  weaknefs  is  cxccfs  of  courage  ? 

That  knows  no  enemies,  that  he  cannot  mafter. 

But  his  affe(flions,  and  in  them,  the  word 
His  love  to  me. 

Cnum.  To  you 
Lam.  Yes,  Sir,  to  me, 

I dare  (for  what  is  that  which  Innocence  dares  not) 

To  you  profefs  if,  and  he  fiiun’d  not  the  Combat 
For  fear  or  doubt  of  thefe ; blulli  and  repent, 

That  you  in  thought  e’re  did  that  wrong  to  valour. 

'Beattp.  Why,  this  is  rare. 

Cham.  ’Foreneaven,  exceeding  rare-,  j 

Why  modeft  Lady,  you  that  ling  fuch  Encomiums 

Of  your  firll  Suiter 

Ferd.  How  can  ye  convince  us 
In  your  reports 

Lam.  With  what  you  cannot  anfwer, 

’Twas  my  command  that  Raid  him. 

Cham.  Your  command? 

Lam.  Mine, Sir,  and  had  my  will  rank’d  with  my  power. 
And  his  obedience,  I could  have  fent  him 
With  more  cafe,  weaponlefs  to  you,  and  bound. 

Than  have  kept  him  back,  fo  well  he  loves  his  honour 
Beyond  his  life./ 

Cham.  Better,  and  better  dill. 

Lam.  I wrought  with  him  in  private  to  divert  him 
From  your  alfur’d  dedru(dion,  had  he  met  you. 

Cham.  In  private  s’ 

Lam.  Yes,  and  us’d  all  Arts,  all  Charms 
Of  one  that  knew  her  felf  theabfolute  Midris 
Of  all  his  faculties. 

Cham.  Gave  all  rewards  too 
His  fervice  could  deferve ; did  not  he  take 
The  meafure  of  my  flieets.^ 

Lam.  Do  not  look  yellow,  s 

I have  caufe  to  fpeak  *,  frowns  cannot  fright  me, 

By  all  my  hopes,  as  I amfpotlefs  to  you, 

If  I red  once  alfur’d  you  do  but  doubt  me, 

Or  curb  me  of  that  freedom  you  once  gave  me 

Cham.  What  then  ? 

Lam.  l*le  not  alone  abufe  your  bed , that’s  nothing, 

But  to  your  more  vexation,  ’tis  refolv’d  on, 

I’le  run  away,  and  then  try  if  Dtnant 
Have  courage  to  defend  me. 

Champ.  Impudent  .' 

Ferd.  And  on  thefudden 

Beau.  How  are  ye  transform’d 
From  what  you  were  ? 

Lam.  I was  an  innocent  Virgin, 

And  lean  truly  fwear,  a Wife  as  pure 
As  ever  lay  by  Husband,  and  will  dy  fo. 

Let  me  liveunfufpedled,  I am  no  fervant. 

Nor  will  be  us’d  like  one ; If  you  defire 
To  keep  me  condant  as  I would  be,  let 
Trud  and  belief  in  you  beget  and  nurfe  it  ^ 

Unneceflary  jealoufies  make  more  whores 
Than  all  baits  elfe  laid  to  entrap  our  frailties. 

Rf4«.There’s  no  conteding  with  her,from  a child 
Once  mov’d,  fhe  hardly  was  to  be  appeas’d. 

Yet  I dare  fwear  her  honed. 

Ch  am.  So  I think  too, 

On  better  judgement : I am  no  Italian 
To  lock  her  up : nor  would  I be  a Dutchman, 

To  have  my  Wife,  my  foveraign,  to  command  me ; 

Tie  try  the  gentler  way,  but  if  that  fail. 

Believe  it.  Sir,  there’s  nothing  but  extreams 
Which  die  mud  feel  from  me. 

Y y 2 'Beau 
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Be.ci.  That,  asyou  plcafe,  Sir.  (fwcetly, 

I Ch.irl.  You  have  won  the  breeches,  Madam,  look  up 
j My  Lord  limps  toward  you. 
j You  will  learn  more  manners. 

Cl; . /.  This  is  a Ice,  tor  counlcl  chat’s  unask’d  for. 

Co.:m.  Come, I miltock  thee  fvvcet,prethee  forgive  me, 

I never  will  be  jealous:  e’re  I cherifii 
Such  a mccbanick  iuimour , Tie  be  nothing ; 
ric  fay,  Di’iact  is  all  that  thou  wouldll  have  him, 

\\  ill  ihat  fuflicc? 

Lum.  ’Tis  well,  Sir. 

Cc.v7>.  life  t!iy  freedom 
Uncheck’d,  and  unobferv’d,  if  thou  wilt  have  it, 

Tr.ele  lhall  forget  their  honour,  I my  wrongs. 

We’ll  all  dote  on  him,  hell  be  my  reward 
Ifi  diifcnible. 

And  that  hell  take  me 
If  I afR'cthim,  he’s  a luftfull  villain, 

( Luc  yet  no  coward  ) and  follicitcs  me 
To  .my  dilbonour,  that’s  Indeed  a quarrel. 

And  truly  mine,  which  I will  fo  revenge, 

As  it  fhall  fr  ight  fuch  as  dare  only  think 
To  be  adulterers. 

Ch.itK.  Ufe  chine  owm  waies, 

I give  up  all  to  thee. 

TeMi.  O women,  women! 

When  you  are  pleas’d  you  are  the  leallof  evils. 

Fcrd.  Tie  rime  to’t,  but  provokt,  the  word:  of  Devils. 

I C Exeunt. 

Enter  Monpeur  Sampibn,  and  three  Clients. 

S.tmp.  I know  Monfieur  La  writ.  ^ 

1 Cly.  Would  he  knew  himfclf,  Sir. 

S..mp.  He  was  a pretty  Lawyer,  a kind  of  pretty  Lawyer, 
Of  a kind  of  unable  thing, 

2 Cy.  A fine  Lawyer , Sir^ 

And  would  have  firk’d  you  up  a bufinefs. 

And  out  of  this  Cou  t into  that. 

Samp.  Ye  are  too  forward 

Not  fo  fine  my  friends,  fcmethlng  he  could  have  done. 

But  Ihort  Ihorc. 

I Cy.  1 know  your  worfhips  favour. 

You  a.’-e  Nephew  to  the  Judge,  Sir. 

Samp.  It  may  be  fo,  (friends;, 

And  fomething  may  be  done,  without  trotting  i’tlT  dirt. 
It  may  be  1 can  cake  him  in  his  Chamber, 

And  have  an  liours  talk,'  it  may  be  fo, 

And  tell  him  that  in’s  ear ; there  are  iuch  courtefies ; 

1 will  not  fay,  I can. 

3 Cly.  We  know  you  can,  Sir.  ( verit? 

Sam.  Per  ad  venture  1,  peradventure  no : but  where’s  La- 

: Where’s  your  fulficienrTawyer  ? 

1 Cly.  He’s  blown  up.  Sir. 

2 Cly.  Run  mad  and  quarrels  with  the  Dog  he  meets  *, 

He  is  no  Lawyer  of  this  world  now. 

Sam.  Your  rea Ton? 

Is  he  defunct  ? is  he  dead  ? 

2 Cy.  No  he’s  not  dead  yet.  Sir  *, 

But  I would  be  loth  to  take  a leafe  on’s  life  for  two  hours: 
Alas,  he  is  pofleRSir,  with  the  Ipirit  of  fighting 

And  quarrels  with  all  people  ; but  how  he  came  to  it 

Samp.  I f he  fight  well  and  like  a Gentleman, 

' The  man  may  fight,  for  ’tis  a lawlull  calling. 

' Look  you  my  friends,  I am  a civil  Gentleman, 

I And  my  Lord  my  Uncle  loves  me. 
i 3 Oy-  know  it,  Sir.  (bufinefs, 

Sam.  I think  he  docs,  Sir,  I have  bufinefs  too,  much 
Turn  you  fome  forty  or  fifty  Caufes  in  a week  •, 

I Yet  wncn  I get  an  hour  of  vacancic, 

‘ 1 can  fight  too  my  friends,  a little  docs  well, 

I would  be  loth  to  Ic  arn  to  fight. 

\ Cly  But  and’t'picafc  you  Sir, 

' His  fig'nting  has  n.  glccTcd  all  our  bufinefs, 

We  arc  undone,  our  caufes  call  away,  Sir, 


His  not  appearance. 

Sam.  There  he  fought  too  long, 

A little  and  fight  well,  he  fought  too  long  indeed  friends  j 
But  ne’r  the  lefs  things  mull  be  as  they  may. 

And  there  be  wayes 

1 Cly.  We  know.  Sir,  if  youpleale 

Sam.  Something  Pie  do  : goe  rally  up  your  Caufes. 

Enter  La- writ,  and  a Gentleman,  at  the  door. 

2 Cly.  Now  you  may  behold  Sir, 

And  be  a witnefs,  whether  we  lie  or  no.  (men, 

La-writ.  Tie  meet  you  at  the  Ordinary,  fwcet  Gentle- 

And  if  there  be  a wench  or  two 

Gen.  We’ll  have  ’em. 

La  writ.  No  handling  any  Duells  before  I come, 

We’ll  have  no  going  elfe,  I hate  a coward. 

(]ent.  There  lhall  be  nothing  done. 

La-writ.  Make  all  the  quarrels 
You  can  devife  before  i.eome,  and  let’s  all  fight. 

There  is  no  fport  elfe. 

Cent.  We’ll  fee  what  may  be  done.  Sir. 

1 Cly.  Ha  ? Monfieur  La  writ. 

La-writ.  Baffled  in  way  of  bufinefs, 

My  caufes  call  away.  Judgement  againll  us  ? 

Why  there  it  goes. 

2 C/y.  What  lhall  we  do  the  whilfh  Sir  ? 

Z/^J  wr.Breed  new  diflentions,goe  hang  your  felves 
’Tis  all  one  to  me  3 I have  a new  trade  of  living. 

I Cli.  Do  you  hear  what  he  faies  Sir  ? 

Sam.  The  Gentleman  fpeaks  finely. 

Lawr.  Will  any  of  you  fight?  Fighting’s  my  occupation 
Ifyou  find  your  Lives  aggriev’d. 

Sam.  A compleat  Gentleman. 

La-writ.  Avant  thou  buckram  budget  of  petitions. 

Thou  fpittle  of  lame  caufes  3 I lament  for  thee. 

And  till  revenge  be  taken 

Sam.  ’Tis  moft  cx'cellcnt. 

La-wr.  There, every  man  chufe  his  paper,and  I)is  place. 
I’Je  anfwer  ye  all,  I will  neglcdl  no  mans  bufinefs 
But  he  fiiall  have  latisfadlion  like  a Gentleman, 

The  Judge  may  do  and  not  do, he’s  but  a Monfieur. 

Sam.  You  have  nothing  of  mine  in  your  bag,  Sir. 

La-writ.  1 know  not  Sir, 

But  you  may  put  any  thing  in,  any  fighting  thing. 

Sam.  It  is  fufficient,  you  may  hear  hereafter. 

La-writ.  I reft  your  fervant  Sir. 

Sam.  No  more  words  Gentlemen 
But  follow  me,  no  more  words  as  you  love  me. 

The  Gentleman’s  a noble  Gentleman. 

I fliall  do  what  I can,  and  then 

Cli.  We  thank  you  Sir.  [Ex.  Sam.  and  Clients. 

Sam.  Notawordtodillurbhim,  he’s  a Gentleman. 

' La-writ.  No  caufe  go  0*  my  fide  ? the  judge  call  all  ? 

And  becaufe  I was  honourably  employed  in  aeftion. 

And  not  appear’d,  pronounce  ? ’tis  very  well, 

’Tis  well  faith,  ’tis  well,  Judge. 

Enter  Cleremont. 

Cler.  Who  have  we  here  ? 

My  little  furious  Lawyer  ? 

La-writ.  I fay  ’tis  well. 

But  mark  the  end. 

Cler.  How  he  is  metamorphos’d  ? 

Nothing  of  Lawyer  left,  not  a bit  of  buckram. 

No  folliciting  face  now, 

This  is  no  fimpic  converlion. 

Your  fervant  Sir,  and  Friend. 

La-writ.  You  come  in  time.  Sir, 

Cler.  The  happier  man,  to  be  at  your  command  then. 
La-writ.  You  may  wonder  to  fee  me  thus  j bucthat’sall 
Time  fhall  declare  3 ’tistruel  was  a Lawyer,  (one, 

But  I have  mew’d  that  coat,  I hate  a Lawyer, 

I talk’d  much  in  the  Court,  now  I hate  talking, 

1 did  you  the  office  of  a man. 

Cer 
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La  w.  And  budg’d  not,  no  I budg’d  not. 

Cler.  No,  you  did  not. 

La  IV.  There’s  it  then,  one  good  turn  requires  another. 
Oer.  Molt  willing  Sir,  1 am  ready  at  your  lervice. 

La-w.  There,  read,  and  underftand,  and  then  deliver  it. 
C'Ur.  This  is  a Challenge,  Sir, 

La  w.  ’Tis  very  like.  Sir, 

I feldom  now  write  Sonnets. 

Cler.  O admir antis y 

To  Monfieur  p'crtMJn^  the  Prefident. 

Law.  I chufeno  Fool,  Sir. 

Cler.  Why,  he’s  no  Sword  man.  Sir. 

1,4  »v.  Let  him  learn,  let  him  learn. 

Time,  that  trains  Chickens  up,  will  teach  him  quickly. 

0cr.  Why,  he’sa  Judge,  an  Old  Man. 

La  w.  Never  too  Old 

To  be  a Gentleman  i and  he  that  is  a Judge 
Can  judge  belt  what  belongs  to  wounded  honour. 

There  are  my  griefs,  he  has  call  away  my  caufes, 

In  which  he  has  bowed  my  reputation. 

And  therefore  Judge,  or  no  Judge. 

Ccr.  ’Pray  be  rul’d  Sir, 

This  is  the  maddclt  thing, 

La  w.  You  will  not  carry  it. 

Cler.  I do  not  tell  you  fo,  but  if  you  may  be  perfwaded. 
La  w.  You  know  how  you  us’d  me  when  I would  not 
t>o  you  remember,  Gentleman?  (fight, 

Cler.  The  Devil’s  in  him. 

La  IV.  I fee  it  in  your  Eyes,  that  you  dare  do  it, 

You  have  a carrying  face,  and  youlhall  carry  it. 

Cler.  The  lealt  isBanilliment.  ’ • 

La  w.  Be  banilh’d  then  •, 

’Tis  a friends  part,  we’ll  meet  in  Africay 
Or  any  part  of  the  Earth.  j 

CLer.  Say  he  will  not  fight. 

La  tv.  I know  then  what  to  fay,  take  you  no  care,  Sir, 
Cler.  Well,  1 will  carry  it,  and  deliver  it. 

And  to  morrow  morning  meet  you  in  the  Louver, 

Till  when,  my  fervice. 

La-w.  A Judge,  or  no  Judge,  no  Judge.  La-writ. 
Cler.  This  is  the  prettiell  Rogue  that  e’r  I read  of. 

None  to  provoke  to  th’  field,  but  the  old  Prefident  j 
What  face  lhall  1 put  on .?  if  I come  in  earneft, 

I am  fure  to  wear  a pair  of  Bracelets  ^ 

This  may  make  fome  fport  yet,  I will  deliver  it,  • 

Here  comes  the  Prefident. 

Enter  Vertaign,  with  two  Gentlemen. 

Fert.  I fhall  find  time.  Gentlemen, 

To  do  your  caufes  good,  is  not  that  Cleremont  ? 

I G^nt.  ’Tis  he  my  Lord. 

- Fert.  Why  does  hefmile  upon  me  ? 

x\m  I become  ridiculous has  your  fortune.  Sir, 

Upon  my  Son,  made  you  contemn  his  Father  ? 

The  glory  of  a Gentleman  isfair  bearing. 

Cler.  Miftake  me  not  my  Lord,  you  (hall  not  find  that, 

I come  with  no  blowm  Spirit  to  abufe  you, 

I know  your  place  and  honour  due  unto  it. 

The  reverence  to  your  filver  Age  and  Vertue. 

Fert  Y our  face  is  merry  ft  ill. 

Cler.  So  is  my  bufinefs. 

And  1 bcfecch  your  honour  miftake  me  not, 

I have  brought  you  from  a wild  or  rather  Mad  man 

- As  mad  a piece  of you  were  wont  to  love  mirth 

In  your  young  days,  I have  known  your  Honour  woo  it. 
This  may  be  made  no  little  one,  ’tis  a Challenge,  Sir, 

Nay,  Hart  not,  Ibefeech  you,  it  means  you  no  harm, 

Nor  any  Man  of  Honour,  ortlnderftanding, 

’Tis to  ileal  from  your ferious  hours  a little  laughter*, 

1 am  bold  to  bring  it  to  your  Lordfliip. 

Fcrt.  ’Tis  to  me  indeed  ; 

Do  they  take  me  for  a Sword-man  at  thefe  years  ? (Sir, 
Cler.  ’Tis  only  worth  your  Honours  Mirth , that’s  all 


’T  had  been  in  me  clfc  a fawey  riidcn'.fs. 

Fert.  From  one  La  wrtt,  a very  pundlual  Challenge. 

Cler.  But  if  your  Lordfhip  mark  it,  no  great  matter. 
Fert.  1 have  known  fuch  a wrangling  Arlvocatc, 

Such  a little  figent  thing  *,  Oh  I remember  him, 

A notable  talking  Knave,  now  out  upon  him, 

Has  challeng’d  me  downright,  defied  me  mortally 
1 do  remember  too,  I call  his  Caufes. 

Cler.  Why,  there’s  the  quarrel,  Sir,  the  mortal  quarrel. 
Fe-it.  Why,  what  a Knave  is  this?  as  y’are  aGentle- 
Is  there  no  further  pirpofc  but  mccr  mirth  ? (man, 

What  a bold  Man  of  War ! he  invites  me  roundly, 

Cler.  If  there  fhonld  be,  I were  no  Gentleman  , 

Nor  worthy  of  the  honour  of  my  Kindred. 

And  though  I am  fure  your  Lordiliip  hates  my  Perfon, 

Which  Time  maybring  again  into  your  favour, 

Yet  for  the  manners ! 

FerF.  I am  fatisfied. 

You  fee,  Sir,  I have  out-liv’d  thofe  days  of  fighting, 

And  therefore  cannot  do  him  the  honour  to  beat  him  my 
But  I have  a Kinfman  much  of  his  ability, 

His  Wit  and  Courage,  for  this  call  him  Fool, 

One  that  will  fpit  as  fenfclefs  fire  as  this  Fellow. 

Cler.  And  fuch  a man  to  undertake,  my  Lord  ? 

Fert.  Nay  he’s  too  forward^  thefe  two  pitch  Barrels  to- 
Cler.  Upon  my  foul,  no  harm.  (gether. 

Fert.  It  makes  me  fmile, 

Why,  what  a ftinking  fmother  will  they  utter  ? 

Yes,  he  lhall  under ta.ke,  Sir,  as  my  Champion, 

Since  you  propound  it  mirth,  I’ll  venture  on  it. 

And  iball  defend  my  caufe,  but  as  y’are  honeft 
Sport  not  with  blond. 

Cler.  Think  not  lb  bafcly,  good  Sir. 

Fert.  A Squire  fiiall  wait  upon  you  from  my  Kinfman, 

To  morrow  morning  make  you  fport  at  full, 

You  want  noSubje^  *,  but  no  wounds. 

Cler.  That’s  my  care. 

Fert.  And  fo  good  day.  {Ex.  Vertaign,  and  Gentlemen. 
Cler.  Many  unto  your  honour. 

This  is  a noble  Fellow,  of  a fweet  Spirit, 

Now  muft  I think  how  to  contrive  this  matter. 

For  together  they  lhall  go. 

Enter  Dl^nant. 

Din.  O Cleremonty 
I am  glad  I have  found  thee. 

Cler.  I cantell  tbeerarethings. 

Din.  O,  I can  tell  thee  rarer, 

Doll  thou  love  me 
Cler.  Love  thee? 

Din.  Doll  thou  love  me  dearly  ? 

Dar’ft  thou  for  my  fake  ? 

Cler.  Any  thing  that’s  honeft.  ' 

Din.  Though  it  be  dangerous? 

Cler.  Pox  o’ dangerous. 

Din.  Nay  wondrous  dangerous. 
e'er.  W i 1 1 1 h oil brea kmyheart? 

, Din.  Along  with  me  then. 

Cler.  1 muft  part  to  morrow. 

Din.  Youlhall,  you  lhall,  be  faithful  for  this  night, 

And  thou  haft  made  thy  friend. 

C er.  Away,  and  talk  not.  {Exennt^ 

Lamira,  /tndN'nrfe. 

Lam.  ONurfe,  welcome,  where’s  Dinant 
Nurfe.  He’s  at  my  back. 

’Tis  the  moll  liberal  Gentleman,  this  Gold 
He  gave  me  for  my  pains,  nor  can  I blame  you, 

If  you  yield  up  the  forr. 

Lam.  How?  yield  it  up? 

Nurfe.  I know  not,  he  that  loves,  and  gives  fo  largely, 
And  a young  Lord  to  boot,  or  1 am  cozen’d, 

May  enter  every  w'here. 

Lam.  Thou’lt  make  me  angry. 

Enter 
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' £/;rfr  Dinant,  .rnflf  Clcremont. 

Shr.  Why,  if  you  arc,  I hope  here’s  one  will  plcafeyou, 
Look  on  him  with  my  Eyes,  good  luck  go  with  you  ; 

Were  1 young  for  your  fake 

Pin.  i thank  thcc,  Nurfe. 

AV.  1 would  be  tradable,  and  as  I am 

L tm.  Leave  the  room, 

So  old,  and  lb  immodeft ! and  be  careful. 

Since  whilpers  will  ’wake  fleeping  jealoulies , 

That  none  dilturb  my  Lord.  CT.v/>  Nurfe. 

Cler.  Will  youdifpatch? 

Till  you  come  to  the  matter  be  not  rapt  thus, 

U’alk  in,  walk  in,  1 am  your  fcout  for  once, 

You  owe  me  the  like  Icrvice. 

Dtu.  And  will  pay  it. 

L in>.  As  you  rcfp:d  our  lives,  fpeak  not  fo  loud. 

Cicr.  Why,  do  it  in  dumb  Ihew  then,  I am  filenc’d. 

L irn.  Be  not  fo  hafty,  Sir,  the  golden  Apples 
Had  a fell  Dragon  for  their  Guard,  your  pleafures 
Arc  to  be  attempted  with  Herculean  danger, 

Or  never  to  be  gotten. 

Pin.  Speak  the  means. 

L im,  Thus  briefly,  my  Lord  fleeps  now,  and  alas, 

Each  Night,  he  only  llecps. 

Cler.  Go,  keep  her  firring. 

Lam.  Now  if  he  ’wake,  as  fometimes  he  does. 

He  only  ftretches  out  his  hand  and  feels. 

Whether  I am  a bed,  which  being  allur’d  of, 

He  fleeps  again*,  but  (hould  he  mifs  me,  Valour 
Could  not  defend  our  lives. 

Din.  What’s  to  be  done  then  ? 

Lam.  Servants  have  fervile  faiths,  nor  have  I any 
That  I dare  trufl:  9 on  noble  Cleremont 
Wc  fafely  may  rely. 

Cltr.  What  man  can  do, 

Command  and  boldly. 

Lam.  Thus  then  in  my  place. 

You  mufl  lyc  w'th  my  Lord. 

Cler.  V\’ith  an  old  man  > 

Tw’o  Beards  together,  that’s  prepoflerous. 

Lam.  There  is  no  other  way,  and  though  ’tis  dangerous. 
He  having  fci  vants  within  call,  and  arm’d  too. 

Slaves  fed  to  ad  all  that  his  jealoufie 

And  rage  commands  them,  yet  a true  friend  fliould  not  | 

Check  at  tlic  hazard  of  a life. 

Cler.  I thank  you, 

I love  my  friend,  but  know  no  reafon  why 
To  hate  my  felf  *,  to  be  a kind  of  pander. 

You  fee  I am  willing, 

But  to  betray  mine  own  throat  you  mult  pardon. 

Din.  Thcnlamlofl:,  and  all  my  hopes  defeated, 

U'ere  I to  hazard  ten  times  more  for  you, 

You  Ihould  find,  Cleremont 

Cler.  You  (hall  not  outdo  me. 

Fall  what  may  fall.  I’ll  do’t. 

Din.  But  for  his  Beard 

Lam.  To  cover  that  you  fhall  have  my  night  Linnen, 

And  you  difpos’d  of,  my  Dinant  and  I 
Will  have  fome  private  conference. 

Enter  Champerncl,  privately. 

CUr.  Private  doing, 

1 Or  I'll  not  venture. 

1 Lam.  That’s  as  we  agree.  \iExeunt. 

Enter  If  urfe^  and  pafs  over  the  Stage  with 

I J'tUoWs,  Night  cloathsy  and fiich  things.  (nour  ? 

I Cham.  What  can  this  Woman  do,  preferving  her  ho- 
! i have  given  her  ail  the  liberty  that  may  be, 

I I will  not  be  far  off  though,  nor  I will  not  be  jealous, 

I '^or  trull  too  much,  I think  fhe  is  vertuous, 

Yet  when  I hold  her  beft,  fhe’s  but  a Woman, 

As  full  of  frailty  as  of  faith,  a poor  fleight  Woman, 


And  her  bed  thoughts,  but  weak  fortifications. 

There  may  be  a Mine  wrought : Well,  let  ’em  work  then, 
I fhall  meet  with  it,  till  the  lignsbe  monflrous, 

.And  flick  upon  my  head,l  will  not  believe  it,  [^Stands private 
She  may  be,  and  flic  may  not,  now  to  my  obfervation. 

Enter  Dinant,  and  l.amira. 

Din.  Why  do  you  make  me  flay  fo  ? if  you  love  me 

Lam,  You  are  too  hot  and  violent. 

Dm.  Why  do  you  fliift  thus 
From  one  Chamber  to  another  ? 

Lam.  A little  delay.  Sir, 

Like  fire,  a little  fprinkled  o’r  with  water 
Makes  the  defircs  burn  clear,  and  ten  times  hotter. 

Din.  Whydoyoufpeakfoloud.?  Ipray’cgoin^ 

Sweet  Miflrifs,  I am  mad,  time  Heals  away, 

And  when  we  would  enjoy- 

Lam.  Now  fie,  fie.  Servant, 

Like  fcnfual  B?afts  fhall  we  enjoy  our  pleafures  ? 

Din.  ’Pray  do  not  kifs  me  then. 

Lam.  Why,  that  I will,  and  you  fhall  find  anon,fcrvant 
Din.  Softly,  for  heavens  fake,  you  know  my  friend’s  en- 
A little  now,  now  9 will  ye  go  in  again  } (gag’d 

Lam.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha.  ° ’ 

Din.  Why  do  you  laugh  fb  loud.  Precious.? 

Will  you  betray  me  9 ha’  my  friends  throat  cut.^ 

Lam.  Come,  come,  I'll  kifs  thee  again. 

Cham.  Will  youfo?  you  are  liberal. 

If  you  do  cozen  me 

Enter  Nurfe  with  Wine. 

Din.  What’s  this  ? 

Lam.  Wine,  Wine,  a draught  or  two. 

Din.  W'hat  docs  this  Woman  here.?  ^ 

Lam.  She  fhall  not  hinder  you. 

Din.  This  might  have  been  fpar’d, 

’Tis  but  delay  and  time  loll ; pray  fend  her  foftly  cfE 
Lam.  Sit  down,  and  mix  yourfpirits  with  Wine, 

I will  make  you  another  Hercules. 

Dm.  I dare  not  drink  9 
Fie,  what  delays  you  make?  I dare  not,  . 

I fl]a:l  be  drunk  prefently,  and  do  flrange  things  then. 

Lam.  Not  drink  a cup  with  your  Miflrifs ! O the  pleafure. 
Dm.  Lady,  why  this  ? _ {.Muftek. 

La?n.  We  mufl:  have  mirth  to  our  Wine,  Man. 

Dm.  PI o’  the  Mufick. 

Champ.  God-a  mercy  Wench, 

If  thou  doll  cuckold  me  I fhall  forgive  thee. 

Dm.  The  houfe  will  all  rife  now,  this  will  diflurb  all. 
Did  you  do  this.? 

Lam.  Peace,  and  fit  quiet,  fool. 

You  love  me,  come,  fit  down  and  drink. 

Enter  Cleremont  above. 

Cler.  What  a Devil  ail  you  ? 

How  cold  1 fweat ! a^  hogs  pox  flop  your  pipes,  £Muficki 
The  thing  wiU’wake*,  now,  now,  methinks  1 find 
His  Sword  juft  gliding  through  my  throat.  What’s  that.? 
A vengeance  choak  your  pipes.  Are  you  there.  Lady  ? 
Stop,  flop  thofe  Rafcals ; do  you  bring  me  hither 
To  be  cut  into  minced  meat  ? why  Dinant .? 

Din.  I cannot  do  withal  *, 

Ihavefpoke,  andfpoke;  I am  betray’d  and  loft  too. 

Cler.  Do  you  hear  me .?  do  you  underfland  me  ? 

’Plague  dam  your  Whiflles.  \_Mufickends. 

Lam.  ’Twasbutanover-fight,they  have  done, lye  down. 
Cler.  Would  you  had  done  too , 

You  know  not 

In  what  a mifery  and  fear  I lye. 

You  have  a Lady  in  your  arms. 

Din.  I would  have The 7{ecorderi 

Champ.  I’ll  watch  you  Goodman  Wou’d  have.  [_again. 
Cler.  Remove  for  Heavens  fake, 

And  fall  to  that  you  come  for. 

Lam. 
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Lam.  Lie  you  down, 

’Tis  but  an  hours  endurance  now. 

CUr.  I dare  not,  foftly  fwcet  Lady heart? 

Lam.  Tis  nothing  but  your  fear,  he  fleeps  (till  foundly, 
Lie  gently  down 

CUr.  ’Pray  make  an  end. 

Din.  Come,  Madam. 

Lam.  Thefc  Chambers  are  too  near.  Din.  Lam. 

Cham.  1 (hall  be  nearer  •, 

Well,  go  thy  wayes,  Tie  trull  thee  through  the  world. 
Deal  how  thou  wilt : that  that  I never  feel, 

I’le  never  fear.  Yet  by  the  honour  of  a Souldief, 

I hold  thee  truly  noble  : How  thefe  things  will  look, 

And  how  their  blood  will  curdle!  Play  on  Children, 

You  (hall  have  pap  anon.  O thou  grand  fool. 

That  thou  knew’fl  but  thy  fortune "^Mujickjone. 

Qcr.  Peace,  good  Madam, 

Stop  ncr  mouth,  Dinanty  it  fleeps  yet,  ’pray  be  wary, 
Difpatch,  I cannot  endure  this  milery, 

I can  hear  nothing  more  •,  I’ll  fay  my  prayers, 

And  down  again \JVhifllc  within. 

A thoufand  Alarms  fall  upon  my  quarters, 
ffeaven  fend  me  ofT^  when  I lye  keeping  Courfes, 

PI o’  your  fumbling,  Dinantt,  howl  fliake! 

’Tis  dill  again ; would  I were  in  tht Indies.  {Exit  Cler . 

Enter  Dinant,  rfWLamira  ; a light  within. 

Din.  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus.?  thus  poorly?  bafely? 
W^ork  me  into  a hope,  and  then  deftroy  me  ? 

Why  did  you  fend  for  me  i this  new  way  train  me  ? 

Lam.  Mad-man,  and  fool,  andfalfeman,  now  I’ll  fliew 
’Pray  put  your  light  out.  (thee. 

Lam.  Nayl’il  hold  it  thus, 

That  all  chafte  Eyes  may  fee  thy  lull,  and  fcorn  it. 

Tell  me  but  this  when  you  firfl:  doted  on  me, 

And  made  fuit  to  enjoy  me  as  your  Wife, 

Did  you  not  hold  me  honed  ? 

Din.  Yes,  moll  vertuous. 

Lam.  And  did  not  that  appear  the  only  ludre 
That  made  me  worth  your  love  and  admiration  ? 

Din.  1 raud  confefs— ; 

Lam.  Why  would  you  deal  fo  bafely  ? 

So  like  a thief,  a Villain? 

Din.  Peace,  good  Madam. 

Lam.  I’ll  fpeak  aloud  too  •,  thus  malicioufly. 

Thus  breaking  all  the  Rules  of  honefliy, 

Of  honour  and  of  truth,  for  which  I lov’d  you, 

For  which  I call’d  you  fervant,  and  admir’d  you  •, 

To  Ileal  that  Jewel  purchas’d  by  another, 

Pioufly  fet  in  Wedlock,  even  that  Jewel, 

BecaUleit  had  no  flaw,  you  held  unvaluable  : 

Can  he  that  lias  lov’d  good,  dote  on  the  Devil  ? 

For  he  that  feeks  a Whore,  feeks  but  his  Agent ; 

Or  am  1 of  fo  wild  and  low  a blood .? 

So  nurs’d  in  infamies.? 

Din.  I do  not  think  fo, 

And  I repent. 

Lam.  That  will  not  ferve  your  turn.  Sir. 

Dm.  It  was  your  treaty  drew  me  on. 

Lam.  But  it  was  your  villany 
Made  you  purfue  it  •,  1 drew  jou  but  to  try 
How  much  a man,  and  nobly  thou  durfl  lland. 

Hew  well  you  had  deferv’d  the  name  of  vertuous^ 

But  you  like  a wild  torrent,  mix’d  with  all 
Bcafrly  and  bale  affccflions  carae. floating  on, 

Swelling  your  poyfon’d  billows 

Dm.  Will  you  betray  me .? 

Lam.  To  all  the  miferies  a vext  Woman  may. 

,Dm.  I ct  me  but  out, 

(iive  me  hatnaom  to  tofs my, Sword  about  me. 

And  1 will  telhyou  y’are^  tncaoherous  woman, 

O that  I bad  but  words! 


Perifli  by  a proud  Puppet  i I did  you  too  much  honour. 

To  tender  you  my  love,  roo  much  rcfpedlal  you  | 

To  think  you  worthy  of  my  word  embraces.  j 

Go  take  your  Groom,  and  let  him  dally  with  you, 

Your  grealie  Groom  ; 1 fcorn  to  imp  your  lame  dock, 

You  arenotfuir,  nor  handibinc,  1 lycd  loudly, 

This  tongue  abus’d  you  when  it  fpoke  you  beauteous. 

Lam.  ’Tis  very  well,  ’tisb.'avc. 

Din.  Put  out  your  light. 

Your  lafciviousejts  are  flames  enough 
For  Fools  to  find  you  out  \ a Lady  Plotter  ! 

Mud  I begin  your  fact  i lice  of  mifehitf? 

I and  my  friend,  the  fird-f  uits  of  that  bloud. 

You  and  your  honourable  Mushandaim  at  ? 

Crooked  and  wretdted  you  arc  both. 

Lam.  To  you,  Sit, 

Yet  to  the  Rye  of  Judice  dralglit  as  Truth. 

Dm.  Is  this  a womans  love  ^ a womans  mercy  ? 

Do  you  profefs  this  ferioully  ? dp  you  laugh  at  me  ? 

Lam.  Ha,  ha. 

Din.  PI — light  upon  your  fcorns,  upon  your  flatteries,'. 
Upon  your  tempting  laces,  a!i  .iedrudions  j 
A bedrid  winter  hang  upon  your  c heeks,  1 

And  blad,  blad,  blalt  thofe  buds  of  Pride  that  paint  you  j 
Death  in  your  eyes  to  fright  men  from  thefc  dangers : 
Raifeup  your  trophy,  Clercmont, 

C'Ur.  What  a vengeance  ail  you? 

Din.  VVhatdifmalnoife!  is  there  no  honour  in  you? 
Clcremonty  we  are  betrayed,  betrayed,  fold  by  a woman  j 
Deal  bravely  for  thy  fclf. 

Cier.  This  conics  of  rutting-, 

Are  we  made  dalesto  one  another  ? 

Din.  Yes,  we  arc  undone,  lod. 

Cler.  You  fltall  pay  for’t  grey  beard  . 

Up,  up,  you  flecp  your  lad  elfe.  \ Lights  above,  two  Ser- 

1 Serv.  No,  not  yet.  Sir,  \vants  and  Anabd. 

Lady,  look  up,  would  you  have  wTong’d  this  Beauty  ? 
Wake  fo  tender  a Virgin  with  rough  terms? 

You  wear  a Sword,  we  mud  entreat  you  leave  it. 

2 Serv.  FyeSir,  fo  fweet  a Lady  ? 

Cler.  Was  this  my  bed-fellow, pray  give  me  leave  to  look, 

I a_m  not  mad  yet,  I may  be  by  and  by. 

Did  this  lye  by  me  ? 

Did  1 fear  this  ? is  this  a Caufe  to  fliake  at  ? 

Away  with  me  for  fhame,  I am  a Rafcal. 

£w/c^-Champ!?rncl,  Beaupre,  V’erdone,  Lamira, 
Anabel,  Clercmont,  and  two  Servants. 

Din.  I am  amaz’d  too. 

Beanj).  We’ll  recover  you. 

Ferd.  You  walk  like  all  the  houfe  over, 

Andevery  man  afraid  of  you. 

Din.  ’Tis  well,  Ladyi 
The  honour  of  this  deed  will  be  your  own, 

The  world  fliall  know  your  bounty. 

Beanp.  What  fhall  we  do  with  ’em  ? 

Cer.  Geld  me. 

For  ’tis  not  fit  I fhould  be  a man  again, 
lam  an  Afs,  a Dog. 

Lam.  Take  your  revenges. 

You  know  my  Husbands  vc.ongs  and  your  own  Icfics. 

udnab.  A brave  man,  an  ac  mitable  brave  man  j 
Well,  well,  I would  nor  be  lb  t;yed  again  j 
A very  handfome  pioptr  Gcrth  man. 

Cler.  Will  YOU  ftL  me  lye  by  her  but  one  hour  more. 
And  then  hang  me  ? (bravely, 

Dm.  We  wait  your  malice  , put  your  fw’ords  home 
You  have  reafon  ro  leek  bicud. 

L tm.  Not  as  you  are  noble. 

Cham.  Hands  off, and  give  them  liberty, only  difarm’em. 
Beatep.  W c have  done  that  already. 

Cham.  You  are  welcome,  Gentlemen, 

I am  glad  m / houfe  has  any  pleafure  for  you, 

‘ I keep  a couple  of  Ladies  here,  they  lay  faif , 

And 


Lam.  They  will  not  ferve  you. 

' Dm.  But  tvvo-edg’d  words  to  cut  thee*,  a Lady  tray  tor  ? 
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An.l  yon  arc  young  and  hamlibnic,  Gentlemen ; 

Have  you  anv  more  mind  to  Wenches? 

Qer.  To  be  abus'd  too.^  Lady,  you  might  have  help’d  this, 
j Sir  now  ’tis  part,  but ’t  may  be  I may  ftand 

I Your  friend  hereafter,  in  a greater  matter, 
i Gct.  Never  whillt  you  live. 

i A :.t.  You  cannot  tell now,  Sir,  a parting  hand. 

; Qcr.  Down  and  Rofes ; 

Well  I may  live  to  fee  you  again.  A dull  Rogue, 

No  revelation  in  thee. 

L.tm.  Were  you  well  frighted  ? 

Were  your  fitts  from  the  heart,  of  all  colds  and  colours? 
That’s  all  yourpunilhment. 

Clcr.  It  might  have  been  all  yours, 

Had  not  a block-head  undertaken  it. 

Cs.im.  Your  fwords  you  mufl:  leave  to  thefe  Gentlemen. 
J'a  d.  And  now,  when  you  dare  fight, 

W’e  are  on  even  Ice  again. 

D*./.  ’Tis  well : 

Tobe  a Miftris,  is  to  be  a monfter, 

And  fo  I leave  your  houfc,  and  you  for  ever. 

L.im.  Leave  your  wild  lulls,  and  then  you  area  mailer. 

You  may  depart  too. 
f er.  I had  ratl^r  ftay  here. 

Faith  we  fiiall  fright  you  worfe. 

Cier.  Not  in  that  manner, 

There’s  five  hundred  Crowns,  fright  me  but  fo  again. 

Lin.  Come  Clcrcmont.^  this  is  the  hour  of  fool. 

Clcr.  Wifer  the  next  Ihall  be  or  we’ll  to  School.  \£xemt. 
Oj.vnp.  How  coolly  thefe  hot  gallants  are  departed  ? 
Faith  Coufin,  ’tvvas  unconfcionably  done. 

To  lye  fo  Hill,  and  fo  long. 

’Twas  your  pleafure, 

If ’tw'ere  a fault,  I may  hereafter  mend. 

Champ.  O my  bell:  W’ife, 

Take  now  what  courfe  thou  wilt,  and  lead  what  life. 

Lam.  The  more  trull  you  commit,  the  mote  care  Hill, 
Goodnefs  and  vertue  Ihall  attend  my  will. 

Cham.LtCs  laugh  this  night  out  now, and  count  our  gains. 
We  have  our  honours  home,  and  they  their  pains. 

\^Exemt  omnes. 


ABhs  OjtariHS.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Cleremont,  Dinant. 

T>in.  I T holds,  they  will  go  thither. 

1 Cler.  To  their  Summer-houfe? 
i;/«.Thicher  i’th’evening,and  which  is  the  moll  inllidion. 
Only  to  infult  upon  our  miferies. 

Cler.  Are  you  provided  ? 

Din.  Yes,  yes. 

Cler.  Throughly? 

Dm.  Throughly. 

Ger.  Balia,  enough,  I have  your  mind,  1 will  not  fail  you. 
Dm.  At  fuch  an  hour. 

Ger.  Have  I a memory  ? 

A Caufc,  and  W'ill  to  do?  thou  art  fo  fullen 

Dm.  And  Ihall  be,  till  1 have  a fair  reparation. 

Cler.  I have  more  rcafon,  for  I feaped  a fortune. 

Which  ifl  come  fo  near  again  : I lay  nothing, 

But  if  I fweat  not  in  another  fafhion 

O,  a delicate  Wench. 

■ Din.  ’Tis  certain  a moH  handfome  one. 

1 Clcr.  And  me  thought  the  thing  was  angry  with  itfcif  too 
I It  lay  fo  long  conceal’d,  but  1 muR  part  with  you, 

I have  a feene  of  mirth,  to  drive  this  from  my  heart, 

■ .A.nd  my  hour  is  come. 

I Dm.  Mif>  not  your  time. 

Ct, . I dare  not.  [^Exennt  fever  ally. 


fwttfr  Sampfon,  andaCjentlcman. 

Gent.  I prefume.  Sir,  you  now  need  no  inllrudliou. 

But  fairly  know,  what  belongs  to  a Gentleman  ■, 

You  bear  your  Uncles  caufe.' 

Sam.  Do  not  dillurbme, 

I underltand  my  caufe,  and  the  right  carriage. 

Gent.  Be  not  too  bloody. 

Sam.  As  I find  my  enemy ; if  his  fword  bite. 

If  it  bite.  Sir,  you  mull  pardon  me. 

Gent.  No  doubt  he  is  valiant. 

He  durll  not  undertake  elfe, 

Sam.  He’s  moll  welcome, 

As  he  is  moft  valiant,  he  were  no  man  for  me  elle. 

Gent.  But  fay  he  Ihould  relent. 

Sam.  He  dies  relenting, 

I cannot  help  it,  he  mull  dies  relenting. 

If  he  pray,  praying,  ipfofrdlo,  praying. 

Your  honourable  way  admits  no  prayer. 

And  ifhe  fight,  befalls,  there’s  his  quietus. 

Gent.  Y ’are  nobly  punftual,  let’s  retire  and  meet ’em, 
But  Hill,  Hay,  have  mercy. 

Samp.  I fay,  honour.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Champernel,  Lamira,  Anabel,  Beaupre,  Ver- 
done,  Charlote  and  a Servant. 

Lam.  Will  not  you  go  fweetheart  ? ' 

Champ.  Go?  I’le  fly  with  thee. 

I Ilay  behind  ? 

Lam.  My  Father  will  be  there  too. 

And  all  our  bell  friends. 

Beau.  And  if  we  be  not  merry. 

We  have  hard  luck,  Lady. 

V ’.rd.  Faith  let’s  have  a kind  of  play. 

Cham.  What  Ihall  it  be  ? 

V ?rd.  The  Ilory  of  Dinant. 

Lam.  With  the  merry  conceits  of  Ckremnt, 

Hfs  Fits  and  Feavers. 

Ana.  But  Tie  lie  Iliil  no  more. 

Lam.  That,  as  you  make  the  Play,  ’twill  be  rare  Iport, 
And  now  ’twill  vex  my  gallants,  when  they  hear  it  ? 

Have  you  given  order  for  the  Coach  ? 

Chari  Yes,  Madam. 

Cham.  MyeafieNag,  andpadd. 

Serv.  ’Tis  making  ready. 

Champ.  Where  are  your  Horfes  ? 

Beau.  Ready  at  an  hour , Sir : we’ll  not  be  laft. 

Cham.  Fie,  what  a night  Ihall  we  have.b 
A roaring,  merry  night.  ' 

Lam.  We’ll  flie  at  all.  Sir. 

Cham.  Tie  flie  at  thee  too,  finely,  and  fo  ruffle  thee, 

Tie  try  your  Art  upon  a Country  pallet. 

Lam.  Brag  not  too  much,  for  fear  1 Ihould  exped  it. 

Then  if  you  fail 

Giam.  Thou  faielt  too  true,  we  all  talk. 

Butlet’sin,  and  prepare,  and  after  dinner 
Begin  our  mirthful  pilgrimage. 

Lam.  He  that’s  fad, 

A crab-face’d  Millris  cleave  to  him  for  this  year.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Cleremont,  and  La- writ.  ^ 

La-vprit.  Since  it  cannot  be  the  Judge 

Ger.  ’Tis  a great  deal  better. 

La-writ.  You  are  fure,  he  is  his  kinfman  ? a Gentleman  ? 
Ger.  As  arrant  a Gentleman,  and  a brave  fellow. 

And  fo  near  to  his  blood 

La  writ.  It  Ihall  fuffice, 
rie  fet  him  further  off.  Tie  give  a remove 
Shall  quit  his  kindred,  I’lelopphim. 

Clor.  Will  ye  kill  him  ? (him, 

La-w.  And  there  were  no  more  Coufins  in  the  world  I kill 
I do  mean.  Sir,  to  kill  all  my  Lords  kindred. 

For  every  caufc  a Coufin. 

Qer.  How  if  he  have  no  more  Coufins  ? 


La  writ. 
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La  mit.  The  next  a kin  then  to  his  Lordlhips  favour ; 
The  man  hcfmilcs  upon. 

Cler.  Why  this  is  vengeance,  horrid,  and  dire. 

La  writ.  I love  a dire  revenge : 

Give  me  the  man  that  will  all  others  kill, 

And  lalt  himfclf, 

('ler.  You  ftolc  that  rcfolution. 

La-writ.  I had  it  in  a Play,  but  that’s  all  one, 

I wou’d  fee  it  done. 

Qer.  Come,  you  mufl:  be  more  merciful. 

La-writ.  To  no  Lords  Coufins  in  the  world,  I hate  ’em  •, 
A Lords  Coufin  to  me  is  a kind  of  Cockatrice, 

If  I fee  him  firft,  he  dies. 

A ftrange  Antipathy. 

Cier.  What  think  you  of  their  Nieces  ? 

La-writ,  If  I like  ’em. 

They  may  live,  and  multiply,  ’tis  a cold  morning. 

Qer.  ’Tis  fnarp  indeed  j you  have  broke  your  fait  ? 
La-writ.  No  verily. 

Cler.  Your  valour  would  have  ask’d  a good  foundation. 
La-writ.  Hang  him.  Tie  kill  him  fafting. 

Enter  Sampfon  and  the  Gent. 

Cler.  Here  they  come, 

Bear  your  lelf  in  your  language,  fmooth  and  gently. 

When  your  fwords  argue. 

La-writ.  ’Pray  Sir,  fpare  your  precepts. 

(jent.  I have  brought  you.  Sir 

La-writ.  ’Tis  very  well,  no  words. 

You  are  welcome.  Sir. 

Sam.  I thank  you,  Sir,  few  words. 

La  wrtt.  I’lc  kill  you  for  your  Uncles  fake. 

Sam.  I love  you. 

Tie  cut  your  throat  for  your  own  fake. 

La-writ.  1 efteem  of  you. 

C/fr.  Let’s  render ’em  honeft,and  fair,Gentlemen, 

Search  my  friend.  Tie  fearch  yours. 

Gent.  That’s  quickly  done. 

Oer.  You  come  with  no  Spells,  nor  Witchcrafts? 

Sam.  I come  fairly  to  kill  him  honeftly. 

La-wrtt.  Hang  Spells,  andWitchcralts, 

I come  to  kill  my  Lords  Nephew  like  a Gentleman, 

And  fo  I kifs  his  hand. 

Gent.  This  Doublet  is  too  ItifT. 

La-writ.  Off  with’t,  1 hate  it. 

And  all  fuch  fortifications,  feel  my  skin, 

IfthatbeftifT,  flea  that  off  too. 

Gent.  ’Tis  no  foft  one. 

La-writ.  Off  with’t,  1 fay : 

Tie  fight  with  him  like  a flea’d  Cat. 

Gent.  You  are  well,  you  are  well. 

Qer.  You  mull  uncaie  too. 

Sam.  Yes,  Sir. 

But  tell  me  this,  why  Ihould  I mix  mine  honour 
With  a fellow,  that  has  ne’re  a lace  in’s  Ihirt  f 
Cent.  That’s  a main  point,  my  friend  has  two. 

Cler.  That’s  true.  Sir. 

La  w.  Bafe  and  degenerate  Coufin,  doflnot  thou  know 
An  old,  and  tatter’d  colours,  to  the  enemy. 

Is  of  more  honour,  and  fhews  more  ominous  ? 

This  fhirt,  five  times,  viftoriousi  have  fought  under, 

And  cut  through  fquadrons  of  your  curious  cut-works, 

As  I will  do  through  thine,  fhake,  and  be  fatisfied. 

Cler.  This  is  unanfwerable. 

Sam.  But  may  1 fight  with  a foul  fhirt? 

Gent.  Mofl  certain,  fo  it  be  a fighting  fhirt. 

Let  it  be  ne’re  fo  foul,  or  lowfie,  Cafar  wore  fuch  a one. 
Sam.  Saint  then;  I accept  your  fhirt. 

Cler.  Not  fo  forward,  firft  you  muft  talk, 

’Tis  a main  point,  of  the  French  method. 

Talk  civilly,  and  make  your  caufe  Authentick. 

Cjent.  No  weapon  muft  be  near  you,  nor  no  anger. 

Qer.  When  you  have  done,  then  ftir  your  refolutions, 
Take  to  your  Weapons  bravely. 

La  writ.  ’Tis  too  cold  •, 

This  for  a Summer  fight. 

Cler.  Not  for  a world  you  fhould  tranlgrcfs  the  rules. 

Sam.  ’Tis  pievilh  weather, 

I had  rather  fight  without. 

(^ent.  An ’twere  in  a River. 

Cler.  Where  both  ftood  up  to  th’ chins. 

La-writ.  Then  let’s  talk  quickly. 

Pi o’  this  circumftancc. 

Cler.  Are  the  Horfes  come  yet? 

Gent.  Yes  certain:  give  your  fwords  to  us,  now  civilly. 

Cler.  We’ll  ftand  a while  off', take  the things,and  leave’em. 
You  know  when,  and  let  the  children  p'ay : 

Phis  is  a dainty  time  of  year  for  puppies. 

Would  the  old  Lord  were  here. 

Gent.  He  would  dye  with  laughter. 

Cler.  1 am  forry  I have  no  time  to  fee  this  game  out. 
Away,  away. 

Gent.  Here’s  like  to  be  a hot  fight. 

Call  when  y’are  fit.  (^£a-.  Cler.  and  Cjent. 

La  writ.  Why  look  you  Sir,yon  feem  to  be  a Gentleman, 
And  you  come  in  honour  of  your  Uncle,  boh,  boh, ’tis  very 
Your  Uncle  has  offer’d  me  fome  few  affi  onts,  (cold  •, 

Pall  flefli  and  blood  to  bear : boh,  boh,  wondrous  cold. 

Sam.  My  Lord,  mine  Uncle,  is  an  honourable  man. 
And  what  he  offers,  boh^'boh,  cold  indeed. 

Having  made  choice  of  me,  an  unworthy  kinfman. 

Yet  take  me  with  you ; boh,  boh,  peftilencecold. 

Not  altogether. 

La  wrtt.  Boh,  boh,  I fay  altogether. 

Sam.  You  lay  you  know  not  what  then?  boh^  boh.  Sir. 

La-writ.  Sir  me  with  your  fword  in  your  hand  •, 

You  have  a feurvy  Uncle,  you  have  a moft  feurvy  caiife, 
And  you  are boh,  boh. 

Sam.  Boh,  boh,  what  ? 

La  writ.  A fhitten  feurvy  Coufin. 

Samp:  durSwords",  our  Swords; 

Thou  art  a Dog,  and  like  a Dog,  oUr  Swords. 

La-w.  Our  weapons  Gentlemeniha  ? where’s  yoiir  fecond  ? 

Sam.  Where’s  yours  ? 

La-writ.  So  ho ; our  weapons. 

Sam.  Wa,  ha, hb,  our  weapons; 

Our  Doublets  and  our  weapons,  I am  dead. 

La  w.  Firft,  fecond,  third,  a pi be  wi’you  Gentlemen. 

Sam.  Are  thefe  the  rules  of  honour?  lamftarv’d. 

La  w.  They  are  gone,  and  we  are  herej  what  fhall  we  do  ? 

Sam.  O for  a couple  of  Faggots. 

La-w.  Hang  a couple  of  Faggots. 

Dar*ft  thou  take  a killing  cold  with  me  ? 

Sam.  I have  it  already.  (Doublets? 

La  w.  Rogues,  Thieves,  boh,  boh,  run  away  with  our 
To  fight  at  Buffets  now,  ’twere  fuch  a May-game. 

Sam.  There  were  no  honour  in’t,  pi on’t,  ’tislcurvy. 

La  w.  Or  to  revenge  my  wrongs  at  fifty-cuffes. 

Sam.  My  Lord,  mine  Uncles  caufe,  depend  on  Boxes? 

Law.  Let’s  go  in  queft,  if  we  ever  recover  ’em. 

Sam.  I,  come,  our  Colds  together,  and  our  Doublets. 

La  w.  Give  me  thy  hand ; thou  art  a valiant  Gentleman, 
I fay  if  ever  we  recover  ’em 

Sam.  Let’s  get  into  a houfc  and  warm  our  hearts. 

La  w.  There’s  ne’re  a houfe  within  this  mile,  beat  me, 
Kick  me  and  beat  me  as  I go,  and  I’le  beat  thee  too. 

To  keep  us  warm ; if  ever  we  recover  ’em 

Kick  hard,  1 am  frozen : fo,  fo,  now  I feel  it. 

Sam.  I am  dull  yet. 

La  w.  rie  warm  thee,  I’lewarm  thee Gentlemen  ? 

Rogues,  Thieves,  Thieves -.run  now  I’le  follow  thee.  [^Exennt. 

£«wVertaign,  Champernel,  Beaupre,  Verdone, 
Lamira,  Annabel,  Charlote,  Nttrfe. 

Ferta.  Ufe  legs,  and  have  legs. 

Cham.  You  that  have  legs  fay  fo, 

I put  my  one  to  too  much  ftrefs. 

Ferdo.  Your  Horfe,  Sir, 
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(garnet. 

[^Mufickjvtthin. 


Will  mccr  you  within  half  a mile. 

Z,4>o.  1 like 

The  walk  fo  well,  1 fiiouid  not  mifs  my  Coacli-, 

T!  ough  it  were  turther.  e^nnabcl  thou  art  lad ; 

\\  hat  ails  my  Niece  ? 

B(M4.  She’s  Hill  muling.  Sifter, 

How  quietly  her  late  bed-tvllow  lay  by  her. 

Kurfe.  Old  as  I am,  he  would  have  ftartled  me, 

Nor  can  vou  blame  her. 

Cl}jr.  Had  I ta'ne  her  place, 

I know  not,  but  I fear,  1 mould  ha’  Ihreek’d, 

Though  he  had  newr  ofler’d 

Out  upon  thee, 

Thou  vvouldlt  have  taught  him. 

I think,  with  your  pardon, 

That  you  wifh  now  you  had. 

1 am  glad  1 yield  you 
Such  ample  fcopc  of  mirth. 

f'erta.  Nay,  be  not  angry, 

There’s  no  ill  meant:  ha?  Muflck,  and  choice  Mullck? 

Ch^m.  ’Tis  near  us.  in  the  Grove  •,  what  courteous  bounty 
Bellows  it  on  us  ? my  dancing  days  are  done  •, 

Yet  I would  thank  thegiver,  did  I know  him. 

rerdo.  ’Tis  queftionlefs,  fome  one  of  your  own  Village, 
That  hearing  of  your  purpos’d  journey  thither. 

Prepares  it  for  your  entertainment,  and 
The  honour  of  my  Lady. 

Lam.  I think  rather. 

Some  of  your  Lordihips  Clients. 

Beaup.  What  fay  you  Coulin, 

If  they  Ihould  prove  your  Suitor  § ? 

Ferd.  That’s  moft  likely. 

' Nirrfe.  I fay  if  you  arc  noble,  be’t  who  will, 

Go  prefently  and  thank  ’em ; I can  jump  yet, 

Or  tread  a meafure. 

' Lrfw.  Like  a Millers  Mare. 

j Niirf  I warrant  you  well  enough  to  ferve  the  Country, 
j Tie  make  one,  and  lead  the  way. 

Chari.  Do  you  note, 

How’jzealous  the  old  Crone  is? 

Lam.  And  you  titter 

As  eagerly  as  Ihc ; come  fweet,  we’ll  follow, 

No  ill  can  be  intended.  {^Mafick^ends. 

Cham.  I nc’re  fear’d  yet,  \_ExeHnt. 
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S O N G in  the  Wood. 

'Hu  XV ay,  this  xvay  come  and  hear, 

Ton  that  hold  thefe  pieajnres  dear. 

Fill  your  cars  with  our  fxveet  found, 

Whdjl  wc  melt  thefroz^en  ground  : 

This  way  come,  make  hafle  oh  fair. 

Let  your  clear  eyes  gild  the  Air  ; 

Come  and  blcfs  us  with  your  fight. 

This  way,  this  way,  feek^delight. 

E.ntcr  a company  of  Gentlemen,  like  Ruffians. 

1 Gent.  They  are  ours,  but  draw  them  on  a little  further 
From  the  foot  path  into  the  neighbouring  thicket, 

.And  we  may  do’t,  as  fafe  as  in  a Caftle. 

2 Gint.  They  follow  Hill  •,  the  Prefident  Fcrtaigne 
Comes  on  a pace,  and  Champernel  limps  after  •, 

d 'he  Women,  as  if  they  bad  wings,  and  walk’t 
Upon  the  Air,  fly  to  us. 

1 Gent.  They  are  welcome. 

We’ll  make  ’em  fport  •,  make  a Hand  here,  all  know 
How  we  are  to  pr  oceed. 

2 Gent.  Wc  arc  infti  ucTcd . Still  Mufick  within. 

1 Gent.  Oneftrainor  two  more.  \_Gent.vff. 

Enter  Vcrtaig.uc,  Champernel,  Beaupre,  Verdone, 
Lamira,  Anabel,  Nurfe,  Charlotc. 

Excellent,  they  arc  come. 

Nurfe.  Wc  cannot  mifs,  in  fuch  a bufinefs,  yet 


Mine  ear  nc’r  fail’d  me.  f Mufick  for  the  Dance, 

Chari.  Would  we  were  at  it  once, 

I do  not  walk,  but  Dance. 

1 Gent.  You  fhall  have  dancing. 

Begin,  and  when  I give  the  word 

2 Gent.  No  more; 

We  are  inftrudted. 

Beaupre.  But  win  us  fairly 


fDaiKc, 


I Gent.  O Sir,  we  do  not  come  to  try  your  valour. 

But  to  poffefs  you,  yet  we  ufe  you  kindly 
Imthat,  like  EngliOi  Thieves,  we  kill  you  not. 

But  are  contented  with  the  fpoil. 

F trta.  Oh  Heaven ! 

How  hath  mine  age  deferv’d  this  ? 

Cham.  Hell  confound  it,  li 

This  comes  of  walking  ^ bad  1 kept  my  legs, 

Or  my  good  Horfe,  my  Armour  on,  * 

■ My  Staffin  my  reft, and  this  good  Sword  too, friend,  ^ 

How  1 would  break  and  fcatter  thefc. 

All  Gent.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cham.  Do  you  fcorn  me  Rogues .? 

Nurf  Nay,  Gentlemen,  kind  Gentlemen, 

Or  honeft  keepers  of  thefe  woods,  but  hear  me. 

Be  not  fo  rough  ^ if  you  are  taken  with 
My  beauty,  as  it  hath  been  worth  the  feeking. 

Some  one  or  two  of  you  try  me  in  private, 

You  fliall  not  find  me  fqueamifh. 

Chari.  Do  not  kill  me, 

And  do  your  worft.  Tie  fuffer. 

Lam.  Peace  vile  creatures,  « 

Fert.  Do  you  know  me,  or  my  place,that  you  prefume  not 
To  touch  my  perlbn 

I Gent.  If  you  are  well,  reft  fo. 

Provoke  not  angry  Wafps. 

Ferta.  You  are  Wafps  indeed. 

Never  created  to  yield  Wax  or  Honey, 

But  for  your  Countries  torment^  yet  if  you  are  men, 

(As  you  feem  fuch  in  fhape)  if  true  born  French- men. 
However  want  compels  you  to  thefe  courfes. 

Reft  fatisfied  with' what  you  can  take  from  us, 

(Thefe  Ladies  honours,  and  our  liberties  fafe) 

We  freely  give  it. 

I Gent.  You  give  but  our  own. 

Ferta.  Look  on  thefe  grey  hairs,  as  you  would  be  old. 
Their  tears,  as  you  would  have  yours  to  find  mercy 
When  Juftice  fliall  o’rctake  you. 

Cham.  Look  on  me. 

Look  on  me  Rafcals,  and  learn  of  me  too. 

That  have  been  in  fome  part  of  your  profefTion, 

Before  that  moft  of  you  ere  fuck’d,  I know  it, 

I have  rode  hard,  and  late  too. 

Ferta.  Take  heed.  Sir. 

Cham.  Then  ufe  me  like  a Brother  of  the  Trade, 

For  I have  been  at  Sea,  as  you  on  land  are, 

Reftore  my  Matrimony  undefil’d. 

Wrong  not  my  Neece,  and  for  our  gold  or  filver. 

If  I purfueyou,  hang  me. 

Nurf.  ’Tis  well  offer’d. 

And  as  I faid,  fweet  Gentlemen,  with  Ibwre  faces. 

If  you  are  high,  and  want  Ibmc  fport,  orfo, 

(As  living  without  adtion  here,  you  may  do) 

Forbear  their  tender  griffels,  they  are  meat 
Will  wafli  away,  there  is  no  fubftance  in  it. 

We  that  arc  expert  in  the  game,  and  tough  too. 

Will  hold  you  play. 

Enter  Dinant  and  Cleremont. 

1 Gent.  This  Hen  longs  to  be  troden. 

Din.  Lackey,  my  Horfe. 

Cler.  This  way,  I heard  the  cries 
Of  diftrefs’d  Women. 

2 Gent.  Stand  upon  your  guard. 

Din.  Who’s  here  ? my  witty,  ftornful  Lady-plot 
In  the  hands  of  Ruffians  ? 

Cler. 
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Cter.  And  my  line  cold  virgin, 

That  was  inlenlible  of  man,  and  woman  / 


Din.  Juftice  too. 

Without  a fword  to  guard  it  fclf 
Cler.  And  valour  with  its  hands  bound  I 
Dm.  And  the  great  Souldier  dull  ? 

Why  this  is  ftrange. 

Lam.  Dinant  as  thou  art  noble 

Jna,  As  thou  art  valiant  Ceremont  

Lam.  As  ever  I appear’d  lovely 

Ana.  As  you  ever  hope 

For  what  1 would  give  gladly 

Cer.  Pretty  conjurations. 

Lam.  All  injuries  a little  laid  behind  you. 

Ana.  Shew  your  felves  men,  and  help  us. 

Din.  Though  your  many 
And  grofs  abufes  of  me  Ihould  more  move  me 

To  triumph  in  your  miferies  than  relieve  you, 

Yet  that  hereafter  you  tiiay  know  that  I 

The  fcorn’d  and  defpis’d  Dinant ^ know  what  does 

Belong  to  honour,  thus 

CUr.  I will  fay  little,  Fi^ht. 

'Speak  thou  for  me. 

Cham.  ’Tis  bravely  fought. 
y'erta.  Brave  tempers, 

To  do  thus  for  their  enemies. 

(^ham.  They  are  loft  yet. 

1 Gent.  You  that  would  refeue  others,  Ihall  now  fed 
What  they  were  born  to. 

2 Gent.  Hurry  them  away.  [_Ex.  ManentVtxt. 

Cham.  That  I could  follow  them.  and  Champernel. 
Ferta.  I onl  y can  lament  my  fortune, and  defire  of  heaven 

A little  life  for  my  revenge. 

Cham.  The  Provoft 

Shall  fire  the  woods,  but  I will  find  ’em  out. 

No  cave, no  rock,  nor  hell  fiiall  keep  them  from 
My  fearching  vengeance. 

Enter  La- writ,  and  Sampfon. 

La  writ.  Ocold!  O fearfull  cold ! plague  of  all  feconds. 
Sam^.  O for  a pint  of  burnt  wine,  or  a fip 
Of  aejaa-fortis. 

C'ham.  The  rogues  have  met  with  thefe  two 
Upon  my  life  and  rob’d  ’eiti. 

La  mit.  As  you  are  honourable  Gentlemen^ 

Impart  unto  a couple  of  cold  combatants^ 

Sam.  My  Lord,  mine  uncle  as  I live. 

La  vfrit.  Pox  take  him. 

How  that  word  has  warm’d  my  mouth  ? 

Ferta.  Why  how  now  Coufin  ? 

Why,  why  ? and  where  man,  have  you  been  ? at  a Poulters 
That  you  are  cas’d  thus  like  a rabbet  ? I could  laugh  now. 
And  I Ihall  laugh,for  all  1 have  loft  my  Children, 

Laugh  monftroufly. 

Cliam.  What  are  they  ? 

Ftrta.  Give  me  leave  Sir, 

Laugh  more  and  more, never  leave  laughing. 

Oiam.  Why  Sir? 

Ferta.SMhy  ’tis  fuch  a thing  I fmell  it  Sir, I fmell  it, 

Such  a ridiculous  thing, 

La-writ.  Do  you  laugh  at  me  my  Lord  ? 
l am  very  cold,  but  that  Ihould  not  be  laught  at. 

Cham.  What  art  thou  ? 

La-writ.  What  art  thou  ? 

Sam.  If  he  had  his  doublet. 

j And  his  fword  by  his  fide,  as  a Gentleman  ought  to  have. 
Ferta.  Peace  Monfieur  Sampfon. 

Cham.  Come  hither  little  Gentleman. 

La  writ.  Bafe  is  the  flave  commanded;  come  to  me. 
Ferta.  This  is  the  little  advocate. 

Cham.  What  advocate? 

F ".rta.  The  little  advocate  that  fent  me  a challenge, 

I told  you  that  my  Nephew  undertook  it. 

And  what  ’twas  like  to  prove : now  you  fee  the  illue. 


(jjam.  Is  this  the  little  Lawyer  ? 

L I writ.  You  have  a fword  Sir, 

And  I have  noncj  you  have  a doublet  too 
That  keeps  you  warm,  and  makes  you  merry. 

Sam.  If  your  Lordihip  knew 
The  nature,  and  the  noblencfs  of  the  Gentleman, 

Though  he  Ihew  flight  here,  and  at  what  gulls  ot  danger 
His  manhood  has  arrived, 

But  that 

Mens  fates  arc  foolifli^ 

And  often  headlong  overrun  their  fortunes. 

La-writ.  That  little  Lawyer  would  fo  prick  his  ears  up,  j 
And  bite  your  honour  by  the  nofc.‘  . j 

' Cham.  Say  you  fo  Sir  ? , (toO-  i 

La-writ.  So  niggle  about  your  grave  (bins  Lord  F trtagtne  i 
Sam.  No  more  fweet  Gentleman,  no  more  of  that  Sir.  j 
La-writ.  1 will  have  more,  I mull;  have  more.  | 

Ferta.  Out  with  it.  j 

Sam.  Nay  he  is  as  brave  a fellow'. — 
i Cham.  Have  I caugh.t  you  ? f Strikes  him  down.  ; 

Ferta.  Do  not  kill  him,  do  not  kill  him.  ; 

Cham.  No,  no,  no,  I will  not.  Do  you  peep  again? 

Down  down  proud  heart. 

Sam.  O valour. 

Look  up  brave  friend,  I have  no  means  to  refeue  thee. 

My  Kingdom  for  a fword. 

Cham,  rie  fWord  you  prefently, 

I’le  clawyour  skin  coat  too. 

Ferta.  Away  good  Sampfon., 

You  goe  to  grafs  elfe  inllantly. 

Sam.  But  do  not  murder  my  brave  friend. 

Ferta.  Not  one  word. 

Cham.  Ifyoudofirra — 

I Sam.  Muft  1 goe  off diibonour’d  ? 

Adverfity  tries  valour,  fo  I leave  thee.  [_Exit. 

Cham.  Are  you  a Lawyer  Sir  ? 

La-writ.  I was,  I was  Sir. 

Cham.  Nay  never  look,  your  Lawyers  pate  is  broken, 

And  your  litigious  blood  about  your  ears  firra, 

Why  do  you  fight  and  fnarle  ? 

La-writ.  I was  pofleft. 

Cham.  I’le  difpolTefs  you. 

Ferta.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

La-writ.  Et  ta  Brute  ? 

Ferta.  Beat  him  nc.  more. 

Cham.  Alas  Sir  I muft  beat  him. 

Beat  him  into  his  bufinefs  again,  he  will  be  loft  elfe. 

Ferta.  Then  take  your  way. 

Cham.  Ly  ftill,  and  doe  not  ftruggle. 

La-writ.  I am  patient, 

I never  faw  my  blood  before,  it  jades  me, 

I have  no  more  heart  now  than  a goofe.  (of  living, 

Cham.Why  firra, why  do  you  leave  your  trade,  your  trade 
And  fend  your  challenges  like  thunderbolts. 

To  men  of  honour’d  place .? 

La-writ.  I underftand  Sir, 

I never  underftood  before  your  beating. 

Cham  Does  this  work  on  you  ? 

La  writ.  Yes. 

Cham.  Do  you  thank  me  for’t  ? 

La-writ.  As  well  as  a beaten  man  can. 

(fham.  And  do  you  promife  me. 

To  fall  clofe  to  your  trade  again  ? leave  brawling? 

La-writ.  If  you  will  give  me  leave  and  life. 

Cham.  And  ask  this  noble  man  forgivenefs  ? 

La-writ.  Heartily.  ( you 

Cham.  Rife  then,  and  get  you  gone,  and  let  me  hear  of 
As  of  an  advocate  new  vampt  ^ no  more  words, 

Get  you  off  quickly,  and  make  no  murmurs, 

I (hall  purfue  you  elfe. 

La  writ.  I have  done  fweet  Gentlemen.  ^Exit. 

Ferta.  But  we  forget  our  felvcs,our  friends  and  Children, 
Cham.  We’l  raife  the  country  fir  ft,  then  take  our  fortunes. 

\_Exeunt. 

Z Z 2 Enter\ 
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SnnroKc  Gentleman,  and  Lamira. 

I ^em . Shall  I entreat  for  what  1 may  command  ? 

L.tm.  Tliink  on  my  birth. 

I • Here  1 am  only  Noble, 

A King,  anti  thou  in  mv  dominions,  fool, 

A lubjed  and  a Have.  ' 

L.im.  Be  r n- aTyrant , 

A ravilho’-  ■;  Honour,  gentle  Sir, 

And  i will  think  ye  fuch,  and  on  my  knees, 

As  to  my  Soveraign,  pay  a Subjects  duty,  . 

\\  ith  prayers  and  tears. 

1 Gent.  I like  this  humble  carriage, 

I vvill  walk  by,  but  kneel  you  (till  and  weep  too, 

It  Ihcws  w'ell,  while  1 meditate  on  the  prey. 

Before  I feize  it. 

Lam.  Is  there  no  mercie,  Heaven  ? 

Etiter  fecond  Gent,  and  Anabel. 

-Gent.  Not  kifs  you? 

I will  kilsand  kifs  again. 
yiu.  Savage  villain ! 

My  Innocence  be  my  Itrength,  I do  defie  thee, 

T ms  fcorn  and  Ipit  at  thee  j will  you  come  on  Sir  ? 

\ ou  are  hot,  there  is  a cooler. 
zGc?:t.  A virago?  (defs, 

■^':a  No,  loathfome  Goat,  more,  more,  I am  that  God- 
I That  here  with  whips  of  fleel  in  hell  hereafter 

■ Scourge  rape  and  theft. 

2 wf/;/-.  ric  try  your  deity. 

ex///,?.  Mychaftity,  and  this  knife  held  by  a Virgin, 
Arndnll  thy  luit,  thy  fword  and  thee  a Beaft, 

Gan  on  for  the  encounter. 

2 Gent.  Now  what  think  you  ? Throws  her  and 

Arc  you  a Goddels  ? taks  her  Knife. 

Ana.  n me  their  power  fullers. 

That  Ihou  dproted  the  Innocent. 
iGent.  lam  all  fire. 

And  t,  ju  fiialt  quench  it,  and  ferve  my  pleafures. 

Com.  partner  in  the  fpoil  and  the  reward, 

Let  us  enjoy  our  purchale. 

Lam.  O Dinant  ! 

0 i leaven  I O Husband  / 

Ana.  O mv  Clcremont  1 

I Gent,  "^wo  are  our  flaves  they  caW  on,  bring  ’em  forth 
As  they  arc  chain’d  together, let  them  fee 
And  fuller  in  the  objed. 

• Enter  Dinant,  and  Clercmont,  hound  by  the 
rtfl  of  the  Gent. 

z Gent.  While  we  fit 
And  without  pity  hear  ’em. 

Clcr.  By  my  life , 

1 fuller  more  for  thee  than  for  my  Iclf. 

Din.  BcamanGerrwo^f,  and  look  upon ’em 
As  fjch  that  not  alone  abus’d  our  fervicc. 

Fed  us  with  hopes  moll;  bitter  in  digeflion, 

■ But  when  love  fail’d,  to  draw  on  further  milchief, 

' The  baits  they  laid  for  us,  were  our  own  honours, 

W hich  thus  hath  made  us  flaves  too,  worfe  than  flaves. 

I 2 Gent.  He  dies. 

\Cjent.  Pray  hold,  give  him  a little  refpitc. 

Dm.  I fee  you  now  beyond  expreflion  wretched. 

The  wit  you  b ag’d  of  fool’d,  that  boafted  honour, 
you  believ’d  compar’d  with  w'alls  of  brafs, 
i To  guard  it  furc,  fubjed  to  be  o’rethrown 
I With  the  Icaft  blaffc of  lull. 

I Lam.  A molt  fad  truth. 

; Dm.  T nat  conlidcncc  which  was  not  to  be  lhaken 
j In  a perpetual  fever,  and  thole  favours, 

I W hich  w ith  lb  Itrong  and  Ceremonious  duty 
, Your  lover  and  a Gentleman  long  fought  for, 

■ Sought,  foed,  and  kneeJ’d  in  vain  for,  iTiull:  you  yield  up 
I To  a licentious  villain,  that  will  hardly 


Allow  you  thanks  for’t. 

Cler.  Something  I mull;  fay  too, 

And  to  you  pretty  one,  though  crying  one  ^ 

To  be  bang’d  now, when  thefc  w'orlhipful  benchers  pleafe. 
Though  I know  not  their  faces  that  condemn  me, 
Alittleftartiesme,  but  a man  is  nothing, 

A Maidenhead  is  the  thing,  the  thing  all  aim  at ; 

Do  not  you  wilh  now,  and  wifn  from  your  heart  too, 
When  fcarce  fweet  with  my  fears,  I long  lay  by  you 
Thofe  fears  you  and  your  good  Aunt  put  upon  me. 

To  make  you  lport,you  had  given  a little  hint, 

A touch  or  fo,  to  tell  me  I was  mortal. 

And  by  a mortal  woman  ? 

Ana.  Pray  you  no  more. 

Cler.  If  I had  loos’d  that  virgin  Zonc,obIerve  me, 

I would  have  hired  the  bell  of  all  our  Poets 
T o have  fung  fo  much,  and  fo  well  in  the  honour 
Of  that  nights  joy,  that  OwWj  afternoon, 

Nor  his  Corinna  Ihould  again  be  mention’d. 

Ana.  Ido  repent,  and  wilh  I had. 

Oer.  That’s  comfort, 

But  now 

2 Gent.  Another  that  will  have  it  offer’d, 

Compel  it  to  be  offer’d,  lhall  enjoy  it. 

Cler.  A rogue,  a ruffian. 

2 Gent.  As  you  love  your  throat, 

I Gent.  Away  with  them. 

Ana.  O Cleremont ! 

Lam.  O T)inant ! 

L>in.  I can  but  add  your  forrows  to  my  forrows. 

Your  fears  to  my  fears. 

Cler.  To  your  willies  mine. 

This  Have  may  prove  unable  to  perform. 

Till  I perform  the  task  that  I was  born  for. 

<LAna.  Amen,  amen. 

J ^ent.  Drag  the  flaves  hence,  for  you 
A while  rie  lock  you  up  here,  ftudy  all  ways 
You  can  to  pleafe  me,  or  the  deed  being  done. 

You  are  but  dead. 

2 Gent.  This  ftrong  Vault  lhall  contain  you , 

There  think  how  many  for  your  maidenhead 
Have  pin’d  away,  and  be  prepar’d  to  lofc  it 
With  penitence. 

I Gent.  No  humane  help  can  faveyou. 

Ladyes.  Help,  help? 

2.  Gent.  You  cry  in  vain,  rocks  cannot  hear  you. 


ASIhs  Qnintm.  Scena  Prima. 

A Horrifl  noife  of  Mufique  within. 

Enter  one  and  opens  the  door  y in  which  Lamira  and 
Anabel  wee  firnty  they  m all  fear. 

Latn./"^  Coufin  how  I lhake  all  this  long  night.' 

Wliat  frights  and  noifes  we  have  heard,  ftill 
The  villains  put  on  lhapes  lo  torture  us,  (they  encreafe, 

And  to  their  Devils  form  fuch  preparations 
As  if  they  were  a hatching  new  dilhonours. 

And  fatal  i uine,  pall;  dull  mans  invention. 

Goc  not  too  far,  and  pray  good  Coulin  Anabel, 

Hark  a new  noife.  A flrange  Mafick.. 

Ana.  They  are  exqnilite  in  mifehief,  Sackbnt  & Troop 
I will  goc  on,  this  room  gives  no  protedtion,  Mnfick. 
More  tlian  the  next,  what’s  tiiac  ? how  fad  and  hollow, 

The  found  comes  to  us.  Thieves  peeping. 

Lam.  Groaning.^  or  finging  is  it?  Louder. 

Ana.  The  wind  I think,  murmuring  amongfl;  old  rooms. 
Lam.  Now  it  grows  lowder,  fore  fomc  fad  prelage 

Of  our  foul  lols look  now  they  peep. 

Ana.  Pox  peep  ’em. 

Lam.  O give  them  gentle  language. 

Ana.  Give ’em  rats-banc.  Teep  above. 

Lam. 
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Lam.  Now  dicy  aie  above. 

Ana.  1 would  they  were  i’th’  Center. 

Lam.  Thou  art  lb  fooiilh  dei'ixratc. 

Ana.  Since  we  mult  lofc. 

Lam.  Call  ’em  brave  fellows,  Gentlemen. 

Ana,  Call  ’em  rogues. 

Rogues  as  they  are,rude  rogues, uncivil  villains,  (ger  ? 

Lam.  Look  an  thou  woo’t  beware,  doft  thou  feel  the  dan 
Ana.  Till  the  danger  feel  me,  thus  will  1 talk  Itill, 

And  worfc  when  that  comes  too ; they  cannot  eat  me. 

This  isa  punilliment,  upon  our  own  prides 
Molt  juftly  laid  \ we  mult  abufe  brave  Gentlemen, 

Make  ’em  tame  fools,  and  hobby-horfes,  laugh  and  jear  at 
Such  men  too,  and  fo  handfom  and  fo  Noble, 

That  howfoe’re  we  feem’d  to  carry  it 

Wou’d  ’twere  to  do  again. 

Lam.  I do  confefs  coufin, 

I was  too  harlh,  too  fooiilh. 

Ana.  Do  you  feel  it  f 

Do  you  find  it  now  ? take  heed  o’th’  punilhment. 

We  might  have  had  two  gallant  Gentlemen, 

Proper,  young,  O how  it  tortures  me  I 
T wo  Devils  no w,two  rafcals,  two  and  twenty — 

Lam.  O think  not  fo. 

Ana.  Nay  an  we  Tcape  fo  modeltly  * 

Lam.  May  we  be  worthy  any  eyes, or  knowledge,  - 
When  we  are  uled  thus?  .'  i' 

Ana.  Why  not  f why  do  you  cry  ? i 

Are  we  not  women  ftill  ? what  were  we  made  fot  ?;  u 

Lam.  But  thus,  thusbafely ,\ 

Ana.  ’Tisagainfl:  ourvills, 

And  if  there  come  a thouland  fo, i.'.i 

Lam.  Out  on  thee. 

Ana.  You  arq^ifool,  what  we  cannot  relift,  ’ :■ 

Why  Ihould  we  grieve  and  blulh  for  ? there.be  womens 
And  they  that  bear  the  name  of  excellent  womeni,  i 
Would  give  their  whole  eftates  to  meet  this  fortune. 

Lam.  Hark,  a new  noife.  ’ . New fomdmthin. 

Ana.  Let  ’em  goe  on,  I fear  not,' 

If  wrangling,  fighting  and  fcratching  cannot  preferve  me. 
Why  fo  be  it  Coufin  ^ if  I be  ordain’d 
To  breed  a race  of  rogues. 

Enter  four  over  the  flage  with  Beaupre,^W  Verdone, 
hound  and  halters  about  their  necks. 

Lam.  They  come.  Ana.  Be  firm, 

They  are  welcom. 

Lam.  What  mask  of  death  is  this  ? O my  dear  Brother. 
Ana.  My  Couz  too  ■,  why  now  y’are  glorious  villains. 
Lam.  O (hall  we  lofe  our  honours  ? 

Ana.  Let  ’em  goe, 

When  death  prepares  the  way,  they  aro but  Pageants. 

Why  mull  thefedye? 

Beau.  Lament  your  own  misfortunes , 

We  perilh  happily  before  your  ruins. 

Ana.  Has  mifehief  ne’r  a tongue  ? 

I Gent.  Yes  fooiilh  woman, 

Our,Captains  will  is  death. 

Ana.  You  dare  not  do  it. 

Tell  thy  bafe  boifterous  Captain  what  I fay. 

Thy  lawlefs  Captain  that  he  dares  not ; 

Do  you  laugh  you  rogue  ? you  pamper’d  rogue  ? 

Lam.  Good  Sir, 

Good  Coufin  gently,  asy’arc  a Gentleman, — 

Ana.  A Gentleman  ? a Have,  a dog,  the  devils  harbinger. 
Lam.  Sir  as  you  had  a Mother. 

Ana.  He  a Mother  ? 

Shame  not  the  name  of  Mother,  a (he  Bear 
A bloody  old  wolf  bitch,  a woman  Mother? 

Looks  that  rude  lump,  as  if  he  had  a Mother  ? 

Intreat  him  ? hang  him,  do  thy  worll,  thou  dar’ll  not, 

Thou  dar’fl;  not  wrong  their  lives,  thy  Captain  dares  not, 
They  are  perfons  of  more  price. 

„ Fer.  Whate’re  we  fuller 


Let  not  your  angers  wrong  you. 

Ana.  You  cannot  fuller. 

The  men  that  do  this  deed,  mull  live  i’th’  moon 
Free  from  the  gripe  of  JuUicc. 

Lam.  Is  it  not  better  ? 

Ana.  Is  it  not  better  ? let  ’em  goe  on  like  rafcals 
And  put  falfc  faces  on  *,  they  dare  not  do  it  j 
Flatter  fuch  Icabbs  of  nature? 

(jent.  Woman  , woman  ! 

The  next  work  is  with  you. 

Ana.  Unbind  thofe  Gentlemen, 

And  put  their  fatal  fortunes  on  our  necks, 
t Lam.  As  you  have  mercy  do. 

Ana.  As  you  arc  monllers,  ( nours 

Lam.  Fright  us  no  more  with  fiiipwrack  of  our  ho- 
I Norif  there  be  a guilt  by  us  committed  i 

Let  it  endanger  thofe.  j 

Ana.  I fay  they  dare  not,  j 

There  be  a thoufand  galloufes,  ye  rogues,  . 

. Tortures,  ye  bloody  rogues,  wheels. 

Gent.  Away.  Lam.  Stay.  Ana.  Stay.  ‘ 

Stay  and  Tie  flatter  too : good  fweet  fac’d  Gentlemen, 

I You  excellent  in  honelly ; O Kinfmen ! 

I O Noble  kinfmen  ! 

I I Gent.  Away  with ’em.  I^£.v.  Ver.  Beaup.  rfWGent. 
Ana.  Stay  yet. 

The  Devil  and  his  lovely  dam  walk  with  you, 

Come  fortify  your  felf,  if  they  do  dy. 

Which  all  their  ruggednefs  cannot  rack  into  me. 

They  cannot  find  an  hour  more  Innocent, 

Nor  more  friends  to  revenge  ’em. 

Enter  Cleremont,  difguis'd. 

Lam.  Now  Hand  conllant. 

For  now  our  tryal’s  come. 

Cler.  This  beautie’s  mine. 

Your  minute  moves  not  yet. 

Lam.  She  finks  if  Cliriftian, 

If  any  fpark  of  noble  heat. 

Cler.  Rife  Lady 

And  fearlefs  rife,  there’s  no  difhonour  meant  you, 

Do  you  know  my  tongue/ 

Ana.  I have  heard  it. 

Cler.  Mark  it  better, 

I am  one  that  loves  you,  fairly,  nobly  loves  you, 

Look  on  my  face  ? Ana.  O Sir  ? 

Cler.  No  more  words,  foftly 
Hark,  but  hark  wifely  how,  underlland  well, 

Sufpedl  not,  fear  not. 

Ana.  You  have  brought  me  comfort. 

Cler.  If  you  think  me  worthy  of  your  husband, 

I am  no  rogue  nor  Begger,  if  you  dare  do  thus 

Ana.  YouarcMonfieur  Cleremont. 

Cler.  I am  the  fame, 

If  you  dare  venture,  fpeak,  ifnot  I leave  you, 

And  leave  you  to  the  mercy  of  thefc  villains 
That  will  not  wooe  ye  much. 

Ana.  Save  my  reputation. 

And  free  me  from  thefe  (laves. 

Cler.  By  this  kifs  I’le  do  it. 

And  from  the  lead  difhonour  they  dare  aim  at  you , 

I have  a Pried  too,  (halt  be  ready. 

Ana.  You  are  forward. 

T^w.Isthis  rny  condant  coufin?how  file  whilpers, 

Kifles  and  huggs  the  thief! 

Ana.  You’l  offer  nothing. 

Cler.  Till  all  betyed, 

Not  as  I am  a Gentleman. 

Ana.  Can  you  relieve  my  Aunt  too  ? 

Cler.  Not  yet  Midris, 

But  fear  nothing,  all  (hall  be  well,  away  quickly 

It  mudbe  done  i’th’ moment  or Ana.  lam  with  ye. 

Qer.VlQ  know  now  who  deeps  by  me,keep  yourdanding. 

{Ex.  Cler.  and  Anabel. 

Lam. 
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L.i’h.  Well,  go  thy  way,  and  thine  own  fbame  dwell  with 
is  this  the  conliancy  Ihe  Ihcw’d,  the  bravery  ? ( thee. 

The  dear  love  and  the  life  Ihe  ow’d  her  kinfmen  ? 

0 brave  tongue,  valiant  glorious  woman? 

I Is  this  the  noble  anger  you  arriv’d  at  ? 

I Arc  thefc  the  thieves  youfeorn’d,  the  rogues  you  rail’d  at  ? 
The  fcabs  and  Icums  of  nature  ? O fair  modefty, 

Excellent  vertuc,  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 

What  hand  O Heaven  is  over  us,  when  Ilrong  virgins 
Vicld  to  their  fears,  and  to  their  fears  their  fortunes  ? 

Never  belief  come  near  me  more,  farewcl  wench, 

A long  farewcl  from  all  that  ever  knew  thee : 

My  turn  is  next, 

1 am  refolv’d,  it  comes 
But  in  a nobler  fhape,  ha  f 

Enter  Dinant. 

T)in.  BlefTc  ye  Lady. 

L.xm.  Indeed  Sir,  I had  need  of  many  blelTings, 

For  all  the  hours  I have  had  fince  I came  here, 

H.:  ve  been  fo  many  curies.  How  got  you  liberty  ? 

I for  1 prefume  you  come  to  comfort  me. 

I Dm.  To  comfort  you,  and  love  you,  ’tis  moll  true, 
j My  bondage  was  as  yours,  as  full  of  bitternefs 
j And  every  hour  my  death. 

I Lam.  Heaven  was  your  comfort. 

I Dm.  Till  the  lafl  evening,  fitting  full  of  fadnefs, 

U ailing,  fweet  Miltris,  your  unhappy  fortunes, 

( ( Mine  own  I had  the  leaft  care  of)  round  about  me 
i f he  Captain  and  the  company  Hood  gaping, 

I When  1 began  the  llory  of  my  love 
j To  you  fair  Saint,  and  with  fo  full  a forrow, 

Follow’d  each  point,  that  even  from  thofe  rude  eyes, 

That  never  knew  what  pity  meant  or  mercy, 

There  Hole  down  foft  relentings : take  heed  Miltris, 

And  let  not  fuch  unholy  hearts  outdo  you, 

The  foft  plum’d  god  will  fee  again  \ thus  taken. 

As  men  transform’d  with  the  Itrange  tale  I told, 

Tncy  Hood  amaz’d,then  bid  me  rife  and  live. 

Take  iiberty  and  means  to  fee  your  perfon. 

And  wifnt  me  profperous  in  your  love,  wilh  you  fo. 

Be  wile  and  loving  Lady,  fliew  but  you  fo. 

Lam.  O Sir,  are  thefe  fit  hours  to  talk  of  love  in  ? 

Shall  we  make  fools  of  our  alflidions  ? 

Can  any  thing  found  fwectlv  in  mine  ears, 

Where  a!!  the  noife  of  bloody  horrour  is  ? 

My  Brother,  and  my  Coufin,  they  are  dead  Sir, 
Dcad,bafely  dead,  is  this  an  age  to  fool  in.? 

Andlmyfdf,  1 knownot  what  Ilhallbe, 

. ‘ Yet  I muH  thank  you,  and  if  happily 
; You  had  ask’d  me  yellcrday,  when  thele  were  living, 

‘ And  my  fears  lefs,  I might  have  hearkned  to  you. 

Dm.  Peace  to  your  grief,  I bind  you  to  your  word. 

Lnter  Cleremont,  Anabel,  Beaupre,  Verdone, 

Char  lore,  Nttrfe,  the  two  Gentlemen. 

Lam.  How?  do  you  conjure  ? 

D.n . Not  to  raife  dreadfull  apparitions,  Madam, 

But  fuch  as  you  would  gladly  fee. 

Lam.  My  Brother,  and  nephew  living? 

"Bean.  And  both  owe  their  lives 
1 To  the  favour  of  thefe  Gentlemen. 
l^erd.  Who  deferve 

' Our  fervice,  and  forus,  your  gracious  thanks. 

Lam.  Which  I give  freely,  and  become  a fuitor. 

To  lx;  hereafter  more  familiar  Kijfe. 

With  fuch  great  worth  and  vertue. 

I Cjem.  Ever  think  us 
j Your  fervants.  Madam. 

' C/r/-.  Why  if  thou  wilt  needs  know 

I Hov/  we  are  freed,  I will  difeover  it, 

1 And  with  laconick  brevity : thefe  Gentlemen 
, This  night  incountring  with  thofe  outlaws  that 
Yellcrday  made  us  prifoners,  and  as  we  were  j 


Attempted  by  ’em  they  witii  greater  courage, 

( I am  lure  with  better  fortune  ) not  alone, 

Guarded  thcmfelves,but  forc’d  the  bloody  thieves. 

Being  got  between  them,  and  this  hellilh  Cave, 

For  fafety  of  their  lives,  to  fly  up  higher 
Into  the  woods,  all  left  to  their  poflelTion, 

This  fav’d  your  Brother,and  your  nephew  from 
The  gibbet,  this  redeem’d  me  from  my  Chains, 

And  gave  my  friend  his  liberty,  thispreferv’d 
Your  honour  ready  to  be  loll. 

Din.  But  that 

I know  this  for  a ly,  and  that  the  thieves 
And  gentlemen,  are  the  fame  men,  by  my  pradice 
Suborn’d  to  this,  he  does  deliver  it 
With  fuch  a conHant  brow,  that  I am  doubtfull, 

I Ihould  believe  him  too. 

i^ent.  If  we  did  well,  ' . 

We  are  rewarded. 

2<Jent.  Thanks  but  takes  away 
From  what  was  freely  purpos’d. 

Cler.  Now  by  this  hand. 

You  have  fo  cunningly  difeharg’d  your  parts. 

That  while  we  live,  reft  confident  you  lhall 
Command  Dinant  and  Cleremont'^  nor  Beaupre.^ 

Nor  rerdonekcntsit:  for  the  Ladies,  they 
Were  eafie.to  be  gull’d. 

I Gent.  *T  was  but  a jell. 

And  yet  the  jell  may  chance  to  break  our  necks 
Should  it  be  known. 

Cler.  Fear  nothing.  Din.  Cleremont, 

Say,  what  fuccefs? 

Cler.  As  thou  wouldft  wilh,  ’tk  done  Lad, 

The  grove  will  witnefs  with  me,  that  this  night 
1 lay  not  like  a block : but  how  fpeed  you  ? 

Din.  I yet  am  in  fulpence,devife  fome  means 
To  get  thele  ofl^  and  fpeedily. 

Cler.  I have  it, 

Come, we  are  dull,  I think  that  the  good  fellows. 

Our  predecelTors  in  this  place,  were  not 
So  foolilh,  and  improvident  husbands,  but 
’Twill  yield  us  meat  and  wine. 

I Gent.  Let’s  ranfack  it, 

’Tisours  now  by  the  Law. 

Cler.  How  fay  you  fweet  one. 

Have  you  an  appetite .?  Ana.  To  walk  again 
Tth’  Woods,  if  you  think  fit,  rather  than  eat. 

Cler.  A little  refpite  prethee  ^ nay  blulh  not. 

You  ask  but  what’s  your  own,  and  warrantable: 

(iJMonfteur,  Beaupre,  Verdone, 

What  think  you  of  the  motion? 

Verd.  Lead  the  way. 

Bean.  We  follow  willingly.  f £.r.  Man.  Din.  andham. 

Cler.  When  you  lhall  think  fit. 

We  will  expeft  you.  Din.  Now  be  miftris  of 
Your  promife  Lady. 

Lam.  ’Twas  to  give  you  hearing. 

Din.  But  that  word  hearing, did  include  a grant. 

And  you  mull  make  it  good. 

Lam.  Mull.?  Dm.  Mull  and  lhall, 

I will  be  fool’d  no  more,  you  had  your  tricksy 
Made  properties  of  me,  and  of  my  friend  *,  -- 
Prefum’d  upon  your  power, and  whip’d  me  with 
The  rod  of  mine  own  dotage : do  not  flatten 
Your  lelf  with  hope,  that  any  humane  help 
Can  free  you,  and  for  aid  by  miracle 
A bafe  unthankfull  woman  is  unworthy. 

Lam.  You  will  not  force  me  ? 

Din.  Rather  than  enjoy  you 
With  your  confent,  becaufe  1 will  torment  you  j 
I’lc  make  you  feel  the  eflecfls  of  abus’d  love, 

And  glory  in  your  torture. 

Lam.  Brother,  Nephew, 

Help,  help,  for  Heavens  lake. 

Din.  Tear  your  throat,  cry  louder, 

Though 
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Though  every  loafjthcfc  trees  bear,  were  an  Echo, 

And  I'ummon’d  in  your  belt  friends  to  redeem  you, 

It  Ihould  be  fruitlcfs : ’tis  not  that  I love  you, 

Or  value  thofe  delights  you  prize  fo  high, 

That  rie  enjoy  you,  a French  crown  will  buy 
More  fport,  and  a companion,  to  whom, 

. You  in  your  beft  trim  are  an  Ethiop. 

Lam.  Forbear  me  then. 

Dirt.  Notfo,  I*le  do’t  in  fpite, 

And  break  that  ftubborn  difobedient  will, 

That  hath  fo  long  held  out,  that  boafted  honour 
I will  make  equal  with  a common  Whores ; 

The  Ipring  of  Chaflity,  that  fed  your  pride, 

And  grew  into  a River  of  vain  glory, 

I will  defile  with  mudd,  the  mudd  of  Juft,  ^ 

And  make  it  loathfome  even  to  goats. 

Lam.  O Heaven  ! ' 

No  pity  Sir.?  Din.  You  taught  me  to  be  cruel, 

And  dare  you  think  of  mercy  ? Tie  tell  thee  fool, 

Thofe  that  furpriz’d  thee,  weremy  inJftruments, 

I can  plot  too,  good  Madam,  you  Inafl  find  it : 

And  in  the  ftead  of  licking  of  ray  fingers. 

Kneeling  and  whioing  like  a boy  Hbw  breech’d,’ 
Togetatoy  forlboth,  not  worth  an  ajiple. 

Thus  make  my  way,  and  with  Authority 
Command  what  I would  have. 

Lam.  I am  loft  for  ever  .* 

Good  Sir,I  do  confefs  my  fault,my  grofs  fault, 

And  yield  my  felf  up,  miferable  guilty  *, 

Thus  kneeling  1 confefs,  you  cannot  ftudy 
Sufficient  punifhments  to  load  me  with ; 

I am  in  your  power,  and  I confefs  again. 

You  cannot  be  too  cruel ; if  there  be, 

Befides  the  lofs  of  my  long  guarded  honour. 

Any  thing  elfe  to  make  the  ballance  even. 

Pray  put  it  in,  all  hopes,all  helpcs  have  left  me ; 

I am  girt  round  with  forrow,  hell’s  about  me. 

And  ravilhment  the  lea.ft  that  1 can  Iqok  for. 

Do  what  you  pleafe.  * i 

Din.  Indeed  I will  do  nothing. 

Nor  touch  nor  hurt  you  Lady,  nor  had  ever 
Such  a lewd  purpofe. 

Lam.  Can  there  be  fuch  goodnefs, . 

And  in  a man  fo  injur’d  ? • ' v 

Din.  Be  confirni’d  in’t. 

I feal  it  thus : 1 muft  confefs  you  vex’d  me, 

In  fooling  me  fo  often,  and  thofe  fears 
You  threw  upon  me  call’d  for  a requital, 

Which  now  I have  return’d,  all  unchaft  love 
Dinant  thus  throws  away  ^ live  to  man-kind. 

As  you  have  done  to  me,  and  I will  honour 
Your  vertue,  and  no  more  think  of  your  beauty. 

Lam.  AllIpo(refs,comesfhortoffatisfadion. 

Dm.  No  complements ; the  terrours  of  this  night 
Imagine  but  a fcarfull  dream,  and  fo 
With  eafe  forget  it ; for  Dinant y that  labour’d 
To  blaft  your  honour,  is  a Champion  for  it. 

And  will  proteft  and  guard  it. 

Lam.  ’Tis  as  fafe  then. 

As  if  a compleat  Army  undertook  it.  Z.  Exeunt. 

Enter  La-writ,  Sampfon,  Qyents. 

La  mit.  Do  not  perfwade  me  gentle  Monfieur  Sampfon, 

I am  a mortal  man  again,  a Lawyer, 

My  martiall  part  I have  put  off 
. Sw.eet  Monfieur, 

Lei  biiiour  honours  teach  us. 

La  writ.  Monfieur  Sampfon, 

My  honourable  friend,  my  valiant  friend. 

Be  but  fo  beaten,  forward  my  brave  Clients, 

I am  yours,  and  yon  are  mine  again,  be  but  fo  thrafht, 
Receive  that  Caftigation  with  a cudgel. 

Satn.  Which  calls  upon  us  for  a Reparation. 

La-writ.  1 have,  it  coft  me  half  a crown,  I bear  it 



All  over  me,  I bear  it  Monfieur  Sampjhn ; 

The  oyls,  and  the  old  woman  that  repairs  to  me. 

To  ’noint  my  beaten  body. 

Sam.  It  concerns  you, 

You  have  been  fwing’d. 

La  writ.  Let  it  concern  thee  too  ■,  j 

Goe  and  be  beaten,  fpcak  fein  vy  words,  as  I did,  j 

Speak  to  that  Lion  Lord,  waken  his  anger, 

And  have  a hundred  Balfmado’s,  doc  ; j 

Three  broken  pates,  thy  teeth  knockt  out,  do  Sampfon, 

Thy  valiant  arms  and  leggs  beaten  to  Poultclles, 

Do  filly  Sampfon,  do. 

iC^.  You  wrong  the  Gentleman, 

To  put  him  out  of  his  right  mind  thus : 

You  wrong  us,  and  ourCaufes. 

La-writ.  Dowii  with  him  Gentlemen, 

Turnhim,  andbeathim,  if  he  break  our  peace. 

Then  when  thou  haft  been  Lam’d,  thy  fmall  guts  periffit, 

Then  talk  to  me,  before  I fcornthy  counfel, 

Feel  what  I feel,  and  let  my  Lord  repair  thee. 

Sant.  And  can  the  brave  La-writ 

2 Cly.  Tempt  him  no  further. 

Be  warn’d  and  fay  no  more. 

La-xprit.  If  thou  doeft*  Snmpfon, 

Thou  feeft  my  Mitrpidons,  I’le  let  'em  loofe, 

That  in  a moment r— 

Sam.  I lay  nothing.  Sir,  buticould  wilh 

La-writ.  They  Ihall  deftroy  thee  wilhing 
There’s  ne’r  a man  of  thefe,but  have  loft  ten  caufes. 

Dearer  then  ten  mens  lives ; tempt,  and  thou  dieft  : 

Goe  home,  and  fmile  upon  my  Lord,  thine  Uncle, 

Take  Mony  of  the  men  thou  mean’ft  to  Coufin, 

Drink  Wine,  and  eat  good  meat,  and  live  difcreetly, 

Talk  little,  ’tis  an  antidote  againft  a beating  ; (placket, 
Keep  thy  hand  from  thy  fword,  and  from  thy  Laundrefs ! 
And  thou  wilt  live  long. 

I Cly.  Give  ear,  and  be  inftrufted. 

, La-writ.  I find  I am  wifer  tjiap  a Juftice  of  Peace  now. 
Give  me  the  wifdom  that’s  beaten  into  a man 
That  (ticks  ftill  by  him : art  thou  a new  man .? 

Sam.  Yes,  yes  , 

Thy  learned  precepts  have  inchanted  me. 

La  writ.  Goemyfon  Sampfon,  I have  now  begot  thee, 
rie  fend  thee  caufes  fpeak  to  thy  Lord,  and  live. 

And  lay  my  fhare  by,  goe  and  live  in  peace. 

Put  on  new  fuits,  and  (hew  fit  for  thy  place 

That  man  neglecfts  his  living,  is  an  Alle : ZExit  Samp. 

Farewel;  comechearily  boyes,  about  our  bufinefs, 

Now  wclcom  tongue  again,  hang  Swords. 

I Cly.  Sweet  Advocate.  [ E.vemt^ 

Enter  Nurfe,  and  Chari  ote. 

Nar.l  know  not  wench,they  may  call  ’em  what  they  will, 
Outlawes,  or  thieves,  but  I am  fure,  to  me 
One  was  an  honeft  man,  he  us’d  me  well. 

What  I did,  ’tis  no  matter,  he  complain’d  not. 

Char.  I muft  confefs,  there  was  one  bold  with  me  too, 
Some  coy  thing  would  fay  rude,  but  ’tis  no  matter, 

I was  to  pay  a Waiting  womans  ranfom. 

And  I have  don’t,  and  I would  pay’t  again, 

Were  I ta’n  to  morrow.  , 

Nnr.  Alas,  there  was  no  hurt,  i 

If ’t  be  a fin  for  filch  as  live  at  hard  meat. 

And  keep  a long  Lent,  in  the  woods  as  they  do. 

To  tafte  a little  flefh. 

Char.  God  help  the  Courtiers,  . 

That  lye  at  rack  and  manger.  Nur.  I Ihall  love 

A thief  the  better  for  this  while  I live. 

They  are  men  of  a charitable  vocation. 

And  give  where  there  is  need,  and  with  diferetion, 

And  put  a good  fpeed  penny  in  my  purfe. 

That  has  been  empty  twenty  years. 

(fhar.  Peace  Nurfe, 

Farewel,  and  cry  not  roll  meat,  me  thinks  Cleremont  i 
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AnJ  my  Lady  yl>:.tbel  are  in  one  night, 

Familiarly  acquainted.  AV.  I obferve  it, 

' If  Ihc  have  got  a penny  too. 

Enter  V'ertaign,  Champcrnel,  and  Provoft. 

Co.vi,  No  more, 

My  Lord  Monlieur  Fertaigney  the  provofl  too, 

Halle  and  acquaint  my  Lady.  C^.v.  Nur.  and  Char. 

Fro.  Wondcrous  Itrange. 

/ Vrf.  ’Tis  true  Sir,  on  my  aedit. 

O mine  honour. 

Fro.  I have  been  provoft-Marlhal  twenty  years, 

And  have  trulTcd  up  a thoufand  of  thefe  rafcals, 

But  fo  near  Farts  yet  I never  met  with 
One  of  that  Brotherhood. 

Cham.  W’e  to  our  coll  have, 

But  wilhyou  fearch  the  wood  ? Fro.  It  is  befet, 

They  cannot  fcape  us,  nothing  makes  me  wonder, 

So  much  as  having  you  within  their  power 
They  let  you  goe , it  w'as  a Courtefy, 

That  French  thieves  ufe  not  often,  i much  pity 
The  Gentle  Ladies,  yet  I know  not  how, 

1 rather  hope  than  fear. 

Enter  Dinant,  Cleremont,  Verdone,  Beaupre, 
Lamira,  Anabel,  Charlote,  Nnrfe. 

. Are  thefe  the  prifbners ^ Dtn.  Wewerefuch. 
rerd.  Kill  me  not,  cxcefs  of  joy. 

Cham.  I feethoulivell:,  but  haft  thou  had  no  foul  play  ? 
Lam.  No  on  my  foul,  my  ulage  hath  been  noble, 

Far  from  all  violence, 

fham.  How  were  you  freed  ? 

But  kifs  me  firft,  we’l  talk  of  that  at  leafure, 


I am  glad  I have  thee ; Niece  how  you  keep  off. 

As  you  knew  me  not  ? yJna.  Sir,  1 am  where 
I owe  moll  duty.  Cler.  ’Tis  indeed  moft  true  Sir,  1 

The  man  thatfliould  have  been  your  bedfellow 
Your  LordHiips  bedfellow,  that  could  not  fmell  out 
A Virgin  of  lixteen,  that  was  your  fool, 

To  make  you  merry,  this  poor  iimple  fellow 
Has  met  the  maid  again,  and  now  Ihe  knows 
He  is  a man.  Cham.  How ! is  flie  dilhonoured  ? 

CUr.  Not  unlels  marriage  be  dillionourable,  1 

Heaven  is  a witnefs  of  our  happy  contradl,  j 

And  the  next  Prieft  we  meet  lhall  warrant  it  1 

T 0 til  the  world : I lay  with  her  in  jeall, 

’Tis  turn’d  to  earneft  now. 

Cham.  Is  this  true.  Niece  ? 

JDm.  Her  blufliing  fdence  gra  nts  it  j nay  Sir  Ilorm  not, ' 
He  is  my  friend,  and  I can  make  this  good. 

His  birth  and  fortunes  equal  hers,  your  Lordfhip 
Might  have  fought  out  a worfe,  we  are  all  friends  too. 

All  differences  end  thus.  Now  Sir,  unlefs 
You  would  raife  new  diffentions,  make  perfe<lt 
What  is  fo  well  begun.  ^ / 

rert.  That  were  not  manly. 

Lam.  Let  me  perfwade  you. 

Cham.  Well  God  give  you  joy. 

She  lhali  not  come  a Begger  to  you  Sir. 

For  you  Monlieur  Dinant  ’ere  long  I’le  ffiew  you 
Another  Niece,  to  this  not  much  inferiour. 

As  you  lhall  like  proceed. 

Din.  I thank  you  Sir. 

Cham.  Back  then  to  Faris\  well  that  travel  ends 
That  makes  of  deadly  enemies  perfeft  friends. 

f Exeunt  omnes. 


Prologue. 

To  jtromife  much.,  before  a flay  begin  f 

And  vehen  "*tis  done.,  askjfardon^  veere  a fin 
We' I not  Jye  gtdlty  of  : and  to  exenfe 
Before  rve  know  afanlt.^  were  to  abufe 
The  writers  and  our  felveSy  for  / dare  fay 
We  all  arefooFd  tf  this  be  not  a Flay^ 

And fuch  a flay  as  fhall  ( fo  jhould  flays  do ) 

Imf  times  anil  Wings.,  and  make  you  merry  too. 
'Twas  to  that  furfofe  writ.,  fo  we  intend  it 
And  we  have  our  wtfht  ends.,  if  you  commend  it. 


Epilogue. 

Gentlemen, 

rAm  fent  forth  to  enquire  what  you  decree 
Of  us  and  of  our  Foets,  they  will  be 
This  night  exceeding  merry,  Jo  will  we 
If  you  affrove  their  labours.  They  frof eft 
T ou  are  their  Patrons,  and  we  fay  no  left, 
Refolve  us  then,  for  you  can  only  tell 
Whether  we  have  done  id'ly  or  done  well. 
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Perfbns  Reprefcnted  in  the  Play. 

Valentinian,  Emperour  o/Rome.  I 

.^cius,  the  Emperours  Loyal  General. 

Balbus,  i 

Proculus,\4  Noble  Panders^  and  flatterers  to  the 
Chilax,  ( Emperour. 

Licinius,  ^ 

Alaximus,  a great  Souldier^  Husband  to  Lucina. 
Lycias,  an  Eunuch. 

Pontius,  an  honeji  Cajhierd  Centurion. 

PKiduSy]t  wo  bold  and  faithful  Eunuchs^  Servants 
Aretus,  J to  .^ius. 

Afranius,  an  eminent  Captain.  | 

Paulus,  a Poet.  | 

Licippus,  a Courtier. 

5 Senators. 

Phyfleians. 

Gentlemen. 

Souldiers. 

WOMEN. 

Eudoxia,  Emperefs,  Wife  to  Valentinian. 
Lucina,  the  chafl  abufed  Wife  t>/Maximus. 
Claudia,  • . 

Ardelia,)  - / ^ 

Phorba,  of  the  Emperous  Bawds. 

The  Scene  Rome. 

The  principal  ASors  were. 

Richard  Bnrbadge.^ 
Henry  CondeL  > 

John  Lomn.  J 

^William  Ofller. 
John  Vnderwoodo 

i 

<^ASus  Primus. 

Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Balbus,  Proculus,  Chilax,  Licinius. 

Bal.  H|r  Never  faw  the  like,  fhe’s  no  more  flirr’d, 

1 No  more  another  Woman,  no  more  alter’d 
I With  any  hopes  or  promifes  laid  to  her 

(Let  ’em  be  ne’re  To  weighty,  ne’re  fo  winning) 
Than  I am  with  the  motion  of  mine  own  legs. 

Pro.  ChiUxj 

You  are  a ftranger  yet  in  thefe  defigns, 

At  leaft  in  Rome  •,  tell  me,  and  tell  me  truth. 

Did  you  ere  know  in  all  your  courfe  of  praftice. 

In  all  the  wayes  of  Women  you  have  run  through 
(For  I prefume  you  have  been  brought  up  Chilax, 

, As  we  to  fetch  and  carry.) 

■%—  ..  ■ , — 

chi.  True  I have  fo. 

Pro.  Did  you  I fay  again  in  all  this  progrefs. 

Ever  difeover  fuch  a piece  of  beauty. 

Ever  fo  rare  a Creature,  and  no  doubt 

One  that  mull  know  her  worth  too,  and  affed  it,' 

I and  be  flatter’d,  elfe  ’tis  none ; and  honeft  ? 

Honeftagainft  the  tide  of  all  temptations, 

Honeft  to  one  man,  to  her  Husband  only, 

And  yet  not  eighteen,  not  of  age  to  know 
Why  flie  is  honefl:  ? . 

Chi.  I confefs  it  freely, 

I never  law  her  fellow,  nor  e’re  Ihall, 

For  all  our  Grecian  Dames,  all  I have  tri’d, 

(And  fure  I have  tri’d  a hundred,  if  I fay  two 
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i’poak  within  my  compafs)all  thcfe  beauties, 

\nvl  all  theconllancy  ol'all  thefe  faces. 

Maids,  Widows,  Wives,  of  what  degree  or  calling, 

So  they  be  Greeks,  and  fat,  for  there’s  my  cunning, 

1 would  undertake  and  not  fweat  for’t,  Proculnsy 
Were  they  to  try  again,  fay  twice  as  many, 

Under  a thoufand  pound,  to  lay  ’em  bedrid  j 
But  this  M’ench  llaggers  me. 

Lyc.  Do  you  fee  thefe  Jewels  ? 

You  would  think  thefe  pretty  baits  ^ now  I’ie  aflure  ye 
Here*s  half  the  wealth  of  Afu. 

'BjL  Thefe  are  nothing 
To  the  full  honours  1 propounded  to  her  j 
I bid  her  think,  and  be,  and  prefently 
What  ever  her  ambition,  what  the  Connfel 
Of  others  would  add  to  her,  what  her  dreams 
Could  more  enlarge,  what  any  Prefident 
Of  any  Woman  rifing  up  to  glory. 

And  ftanding  certain  there,  and  in  the  higheft, 

Could  give  her  more,  nay  to  be  Emprefs. 

Pro.  And  cold  at  all  thefe  offers  ? 

"Bal.  Cold  as  Cryftal, 

Never  to  be  thaw’d  again. 

Chi.  I tri’d  her  further. 

And  fo  far,  that  I think  Ihe  is  no  Woman, 

At  leafl  as  Women  go  now, 

Lyc.  Why  what  did  you. ^ 

On.  I offered  that,  that  had  Ihe  been  but  Miftris 
Of  as  much  fpleen  as  Doves  have,  I had  reach’d  her ; 

A fafe  revenge  of  all  that  ever  hates  her. 

The  crying  down  for  ever  of  all  beauties 
That  may  be  thought  come  near  her. 

Pro.  That  was  pretty. 

Chi.  I never  knew  that  way  fail,  yet  Tie  tell  ye 
I offer’d  her  a gift  beyond  all  yours, 

That,  that  had  made  a Saint  ftart,  well  confider’d. 

The  Law  to  be  her  creature,  flie  to  make  it, 

Her  mouth  to  give  it,  every  creature  living 
From  her  afped,  to  draw  their  good  or  evil 
Fix’d  in  ’em  fpight  of  Fortune*,  a new  Nature 
; She  fhould  be  called,  and  Mother  of  all  ages, 

Time  Ihould  be  hers, and  what  Ihe  did,  lame  vertue 
Should  blefs  to  all  poftcrities : her  Air 
) Should  give  us  life,  her  earth  and  water  feed  us. 

And  laft,  to  none  but  to  the  Emperour,  _ 

(And  then  but  when  Ihe  pleas’d  to  have  it  fo  ) 

She  ffiould  be  held  for  mortal. 

Lyc.  And  flie  heard  you  ? 

, Chi.  Yes,  as  a Sick  man  hears  a noife,  or  he 
I That  ffands  condemn’d  his  judgment,  let  me  pcriffi, 

I But  ifthcre  can  be  vertue,  if  that  name 
I Be  any  thing  but  name  and  empty  title, 

I fit  be  fo  as  fools  have  been  pleas’d  to  feign  it, 

A power  that  can  preferve  us  after  afhes, 

A .'d  make  the  names  of  men  out-reckon  ages, 

This  Woman  has  a God  of  vertue  in  her. 

I Bal.  I would  the  Emperor  were  that  God. 

Cht.  She  has  in  her 

! All  the  contempt  of  glory  and  vain  feeming 
^ Of  all  the  Stoickj,  all  the  truth  of  ChrijlianSy 
And  all  their  Conftancy : Modeffy  was  made 
j When  (he  was  firft  intended : when  fhc  blufhes 
I Itis  thcholieff;  thing  to  look  upon; 

The  purcfl  temple  of  her  fe<ff:,  that  ever 
! Made  Nature  a bleff  Founder. 

Pro.  Is  there  no  way 
To  take  this  Phenix  ? 
i I^c.  None  but  in  her  afhes. 

(hi.  Iffhc  were  fat,  orany  way  inclining 
To  cafe  or  pleafure,  or  affefted  glory. 

Proud  to  lx:  fecn  and  worlhip’d,  ’twcrc  a venture ; 

But  on  my  foul  Ihe  is  chaffer  than  cold  Camphire. 

Bal.  I think  fo  too;  for  all  the  waics  of  Woman, 

Like  a full  fail  flie  bears  againft : I askt  her 


After  my  many  offers  walking  with  her. 

And  her  as  many  down-denyals,  how 
I f the  Emperour  grown  mad  with  love  fliould  force  her  j 
She  pointed  to  a Lncreccy  that  hung  by, 

And  with  an  angry  look,  tliat  from  her  eyes 
Shot  Veffal  fire  againffme^  flie  departed.  ^ 

Pro.  This  is  the  firft  wench  I was  ever  posAl  in. 

Yet  I have'brou^it  young-  loving  things  toother 
This  two  and  thirty  years. 

Chi.  I find  by  this  wench 
The  calling  of  a Bawd  to  be  a ftrange, 

A wife,  and  fubtile  calling  ^ and  for  none 
Butftaid,  difereet,  and  underftiinding  people : 

And  as  the  Tutor  to  great  MexanUkry 

Would  fay,  a young  man  fhould  not  dare  to  read 

His  moral  books,  till  after  five  arid  twenty  ^ . 

So  muff  that  he  or  (he,  that  will  be  bawdy, 

(I  mean  difcreetly  bawdy,  and  be  trufted) 

If  t*hey  will  rife,  and  gain  experience, 

Well  ffeept  in  years,  and  difeipline,  begin  it, 

I take  it  ’tis  no  Boys  play. 

Bal.  Well,  what’s  thought  of  ? 

Pro.  The  Emperour  muff  know  it. 

Lyc.  I f the  woman  fhould  chance  to  fail  too. 

Chi.  As  ’tis  ten  to  one. 

Pro.  Why  whatremains,  but  new  nets  for  the  purchafe  ? 

Chi.  Let’s  go  confider  then : and  if  all  fail. 

This  is  the  firft  quick  Eele,  that  fav’d  her  tail.  \Lxeunt. 

S C E N E II. 

Enter  Lucina,  Ardelia  and  Phorba. 

.Ardel.  You  ft  ill  infift  upon  that  Idol,  Honour, 

Can  it  renew  your  youth,  can  it  add  wealth. 

That  takes  off  wrinkles : can  it  draw  mens  eyes, 

To  gaze  upon  you  in  your  age  ? can  honour. 

That  truly  is  a Saint  to  none  but  Sould  iers,  ^ 

And  look’d  into,  bears  no  reward  but  danger. 

Leave  you  the  moft  refpe(fted  perfbn  living  ? 

Or  can  the  common  kiffes  of  a Husband, 

(Which  to  a fprightly  Lady  is  a labour) 

Make  ye  almoft  Immortal  ? ye  are  cozen’d, 

The  honour  of  a woman  is  her  praifes ; 

The  way  to  get  thefe,  to  be  feen,  and  fought  too. 

And  not  to  b^ury  fuch  a happy  fweetnefs 
Under  a fmoaky  roof. 

Lad.  I’le  hear  no  more. 

Phor.  That  white,  and  red,  and  all  that  blefled  beauty. 
Kept  from  the  eyes,  that  make  it  fo,  is  nothing  ^ 

Then  you  are  rarely  fair,  when  men  proclaim  it ; 

The  Phenix,  were  flie  never  feen,  were  doubted  j 
That  moft  unvalued  Horn  the  Unicorn 
Bears  to  oppofe  theHuntfman,  were  it  nothing 
But  tale,  and  meer  tradition,  would  help  no  man ; 

But  when  the  vertue’s  knov;n,  the  honour’s  doubled : 
Vertue  is  either  lame,  or  not  at  all. 

And  love  a Sacriledge,  and  not  a Saint, 

When  it  bars  up  the  way  to  mens  Petitions. 

ay^rd.  Nay  ye  fhall  love  your  Husband  too  j we  come  not 
To  make  a Monfter  of  ye. 

Lac.  Are  ye  women  ? 

y4rd.  You’ll  find  us  fo,and  women  you  fhall  thank  too. 

If  you  have  grace  to  make  your  ufe. 

Lac.  Fyconye. 

Phor.  Alas  poor  bafhful  Lady,  by  my  foul. 

Had  ye  no  other  vertue,  but  your  blufhes. 

And  I a man,  I fhould  run  mad  for  thofe ; 

How  daintily  they  fet  her  off,  how  fweetly ! 

y^rd.  Come  Goddefs,come,  you  move  too  near  the  earth. 

It  muft  not  be,  a better  Orb  ftayes  for  you ; 

Here:  be  a Maid,  and  take ’em. 

Lac.  Pray  leave  me. 

Phor.  That  were  a fin  fweet  Lady,  and  a way 
To  make  us  guilty  of  your  melancholy : 
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You  mun;  not  be  alone ; in  converfation 

Doubts  are  rcfulv’ci,  and  what  Hicks  near  the  confcicncc 

Made  cafie,  and  allowable. 

Luc.  'Ye  are  Devils, 

Ard.  That  you  may  one  day  blcfs  for  your  damnation. 
Luc.  I charge  yc  in  the  name  of  Chafticy, 

Tempt  me  no  more  j how  ugly  ye  feein  to  me  ? 

There  is  no  wonder  men  defame  our  Se.\, 

And  lay  the  vices  of  ail  ages  on  us, 

When  fuch  as  you  (hall  bear  the  names  of  women ; 

If  ye  had  eyes  to  fee  your  fclves,  or  fence 
Above  the  bafe  rewards  ye  play  the  bawds  for : 

If  ever  in  your  lives  ye  heard  of  goodnefs, 

(Though  many  Regions  off,  as  men  hear  Thunder) 

If  ever  ye  had  Mothers,  and  they  fouls : 

If  ever  Fathers,  and  not  fuch  as  you  are ; 

If  ever  any  thing  were  conllant  in  you, 

Befides  your  fins,  or  coming,  but  your  courfes*, 

If  aver  any  of  your  Anceftors 

Dyed  worth  a noble  deed,  that  would  be  cherilh’d ; 

Soul-frighted  with  this  black  infedion. 

You  would  run  from  one  another,  to  repentance, 

And  from  your  guilty  eyes  drop  out  thofe  fins. 

That  made  ye  blind,  and  beafts. 

Idhor,  Ye  fpeak  well,  Lady  j 
A fign  of  fruitful  education. 

If  your  religious  zeal  had  wifdom  with  it. 

Ard.  This  Lady  was  ordain’d  to  blefsthe  Empire, 

And  we  may  all  give  thanks  for’t. 

Thor.  I believe  ye. 

Ard.  If  any  thing  redeem  the  Emperour 
From  his  wild  flying  courfes,  this  is  Ihe  \ 

She  can  inftrudi  him  if  ye  marki  Ihe  is  wife  too. 

Thor.  Exceeding  wife,  which  is  a wonder  in  her. 

And  fo  religious,  that  I well  believe. 

Though  Ihe  would  fin  fiie  cannot. 

Ard.  And  befides. 

She  has  the  Empires  caufe  in  hand,  not  loves ; 

There  lies  the  main  confideration, 

For  which  Ihe  is  chiefly  born. 

‘Thor.  She  finds  that  point 
Stronger  than  we  can  tell  her,  and  believe  it 
I look  by  her  means  for  a reformation, 

And  fuch  a one,  and  fuch  a rare  way  carried 
That  all  the  world  Ihall  wonder  at. 

Ard.  ’Tistrue^ 

I never  thought  the  Emperor  had  wifdom. 

Pity,  or  fair  afledion  to  his  Country, 

Till  he  profefl:  this  love : gods  give  ’em  Children, 

Such  as  her  vertues  merit,  and  his  zeal. 

I look  to  fee  a Nima  from  this  Lady, 

Or  greater  than  OEiavins. 

Thor.  Do  you  mark  too, 

Which  is  a Noble  veitue,  how  flie  blulhes. 

And  what  a flowing  modefty  runs  through  her. 

When  we  but  name  the  Emperour  ? 

Ard.  But  mark  it. 

Yes,  and  admire  it  too,  for  fhe  confiders. 

Though  fhe  be  fair  as  Heaven,  and  vertuous 
As  holy  truth,  yet  to  the  Emperour 
She  is  a kind  of  nothing  but  her  fervice. 

Which  fhe  is  bound  to  offer,  and  fhe’ll  do  it. 

And  when  her  Countries  caufe  commands  affedion  y 
She  knows  obedience  is  the  key  of vertuesy 
Then  flye  the  blufhes  out  like  Cupd\  arrows. 

And  though  the  tye  of  Marriage  to  her  Lord 
Would  fain  cry,  Ray  Luctm.,  yet  the  caufe 
And  general  wifdom  of  the  Princes  love. 

Makes  her  find  furer  ends  and  happier. 

And  ifthe  firfl  were  chafle,  this  is  twice  doubled. 

Thor.  Her  tartnefs  unto  us  too. 

Ard.  That’s  a wife  one. 

Thor.  I rarely  like,  itfliews  arifing  wifdomy 
( That  chides  all  common  fools  as  dare  enquh  e 


What  Princes  would  have  private. 

Ard.  What  a Lady 
Shall  we  be  blcfl  to  Icrvc  ? 

Luc.  Go  get  yc  from  me ; 

Ye  arc  your  purtes  Agents,  not  the  Princes : 

Is  this  the  vcituousLorc  ye  train’d  me  out  to? 

Am  I a woman  fit  to  imp  your  vices  ? 

But  that  I had  a Mother,  and  a woman 
Whofeever  living  fame  turns  all  it  touches. 

Into  the  good  it  felf  is,  I fliould  now 
Even  doubt  my  lelf,  1 have  been  fearch’t  fo  near 
The  very  foul  of  honour : why  ihould  you  two. 

That  happily  have  been  as  chafte  as  I am. 

Fairer,  I think,  by  much,  for  yet  your  faces. 

Like  ancient  well  built  piles,  fhew  worthy  ruins. 

After  that  Angej  age,  turn  mortal  Devils  ? 

For  (htrme,  for  woman-hood,  for  what  yc  have  been,’ 

For  rotten  Cedars  have  born  goodly  branches, 

If  ye  have  hope  of  any  Heaven,  but  Court, 

Which  like  a Dream,  you’l  find  hereafter  vanifh, 

Or  at  the  beft  but  fubjed  to  repentance, 

Study  no  more  to  be  ill  fpoken  of ; 

Let  women  live  themfelves,  if  they  mufl;  fall. 

Their  own  ddlrudion  find  ’em,  not  your  Fevours,' 

Ard.  Madam,  ye  are  fo  excellent  in  all, 

And  I muft  tell  it  you  with  admiration. 

So  true  a joy  ye  have,  fo  fweet  a fear,  ■ 

And  when  ye  come  to  anger,  ’tis  lo  noble, 

That  for  mine  own  part,  I could  ftill  offend. 

To  hear  you  angry  •,  women  that  want  that, 

And  your  way  guided  (elfe  I count  it  nothing) 

Are  either  Fools,  or  Cowards. 

Thor.  She  were  a Miftris  for  no  private  greatnefs. 

Could  fhe  not  frown  a ravi fil’d  kifs  from  anger. 

And  fuch  an  anger  as  this  Lady  learns  us, 

Stuck  with  fuch  pleafing  dangers.  Gods  (I  ask  ye) 

Which  of  ye  all  could  hold  from  ? 

Luc.  I perceive  ye, 

Your  own  dark  fins  dwell  with  ye,  and  that  price 
You  fell  the  challity  of  modeft  wives  at 
Runs  to  difeafes  with  your  bones : I fcorn  ye. 

And  all  the  nets  ye ’ve  pitcht  to  catch  my  vertueS 
Like  Spiders  Webs,  I fweep  away  before  me.' 

Go  tell  the  Emperour,  ye  have  met  a woman  j' 

That  neither  his  own  perfon.  Which  is  God-like, 

The  world  he  rul^s,  nor  what  that  world  can  purchafC;^ 

Nor  all  the  glories  fubjed  to  a Ccefary 
The  honours  that  he  offers  for  my  body. 

The  hopes,  gifts,  everlafting  flatteries, 

Nor  any  thing  that’s  his,  and  apt  to  tempt  rrie, 

No  not  to  be  the  Mother  of  the  Empire, 

And  Queen  of  all  the  holy  fires  he  worfhips,- 
Can  make  a Whore  of. 
zArd.  You  mifeake  us  Lady. 

Luc.  Yet  tell  him  this  has  thus  much  weaken’d  me,^ 

That  I have  heard  his  Knaves,  and  you  his  Matrons/ 

Fit  Nurfes  for  his  fins,  which  gods  forgive  me*, 

But  ever  to  be  leaning  to  his  folly. 

Or  to  be  brought  to  love  his  luft,  affure  him. 

And  from  her  mouth,  whofe  life  fhall  make  it  certain, 

I never  can  : I have  a noble  Husband, 

Pray  tell  him  that  too,  yet  a noble  name, 

A Noble  Family,  and  lafl  a Confcience : 

Thus  much  for  your  anfwer : For  your  felves,' 

Ye  have  liv’d  the  fhameofwomen,  dye  the  better.  KExii 
Thor.  W’hat’s  now  to  do  ? 

^rd.  Ev’n  as  fhe  faid,  to  dye. 

For  there’s  no  living  here,  and  women  thus, 

I am  lure  for  us  two. 

Thor.  Nothing  flick  upon  her  ? 
zArd.  We  have  loft  a mafs  of  mony  j well  Dame  VertUe, 
Yet  ye  may  halt  if  good  luck  ferve. 

Thor.  Worms  take  her. 

She  has  almoft  fpoil’d  our  trade. 
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F'ir.  If  I lie  women 
should  luve  a longing  now  to  foe  this  Monflcr, 

And  ;he  convert  ’tin  all. 

That  may  be,  Phorbay 

I>ut  if  it  be.  I'll  have  the  young  men  gelded  ^ 

■Come,  let’s  go  think,  Ihe  mult  not  Tcape  us  thus  ^ 
i T ic  0 is  a certain  feafon,  if  we  hit, 

That  women  may  be  rid  without  a Bit.  {^Exeum. 

SCENE  III. 

£;.rrr  Ma.ximus,  ^w^/iTcius. 

M.tx.  I cannot  blame  the  Nations,  noblefriend, 

That  they  fall  ofT  fo  fait  from  this  wild  man, 

When  (under  our  Allegiance  be  it  fpoken, 

And  the  molt  happy  tye  of  our  afFedious)  (vertue, 

The  worlds  weight  groans  beneath  him-,  Where  lives 
Honour,  diferetion,  vvifdom  ? who  are  call’d 
And  chofen  to  the  fleering  of  the  Empire 
But  Bawds,  and  ifinging  Girls?  O my  ayfeitts 
Thegloryof  aSouldier,  and  the  truth 
Of  men  made  up  for  goodnefs  fake,  like  fhells 
Grow  to  the  ragged  walls  for  want  of  adion ; 

Only  your  happy  felf,  and  I that  love  you, 

Which  is  a larger  means  to  me  than  favour.  (truths, 

c/£r.’.  No  more,  my  worthy  f'iend , though  thefe  be 
And  though  thefe  truths  would  ask  a Reformation, 

At  Icalt  a little  fquaring : yet  remember, 

We  are  but  Subjeds,  <J^aximm  •,  obedience 
To  what  is  done,  and  grief  for  what  is  ill  done, 

Is  all  we  can  call  ours ; The  hearts  of  Princes 
Are  like  the  Temples  of  the  gods-,  pureincenfe. 

Until  unhallowed  hands  defile  thofe  offerings, 
j Burns  ever  there  -,  we  inuft  not  put  ’em  out, 

Becaufe  the  Priefls  that  touch  thofe  fweets,  are  wicked  j 
We  dare  not,  deareft  Friend,  nay  more,  we  cannot, 
While  w-e  confider  who  we  are,  and  how, 

To  what  Jaws  bound,  much  more  to  what  Law-giver 
Whiled  Majedy  is  made  to  be  obeyed. 

And  not  to  be  inquired  into,  whild  gods  and  angels 
Make  but  a rule  as  we  do,  though  a drider  -, 

Like  defperate  and  unfeafon’d  Fools  let  flye 
Our  killing  angers,  and  forfake  our  honours. 

Max.  My  noble  Friend,  from  whole  indrudions 
I never  yet  took  furfeit,  weigh  but  thus  much. 

Nor  think  I fpeak  it  with  ambition. 

For  by  the  gods,  I do  noti  why  lyFicitHy 

Why  are  wc  thus,  or  how  become  thus  wretched  ? 

<j£cuis.  You’ll  fall  again  into  your  fit. 

Max.  I will  not ; 

Or  arc  we  now  no  more  the  Sons  of  \omansy 
No  more  the  followers  of  their  happy  fortunes. 

But  conquer’d  Ganl<y  or  Quivers  for  the  Parthians  ? 

Why,  is  this£w/?ero«r,  this  man  wc  honour. 

This  God  that  ought  to  be  ? 

Alcim.  You  arc  too  curious. 

Af.tx.  Good,  give  me  leave,  why  is  this  Author  of  us? 

A tiiu.  I dare  not  hear  ye  fpeak  thus. 

Max.  I’ll  bemoded. 

Thus  led  away,  thus  vainly  led  away, 
j And  wc  Beholders?  mifcoiiccivc  me  not, 

I fow  no  danger  in  my  words  ; But  wherefore, 

I And  to  what  end,  arc  v\'c  the  Sons  of  Fathers 

! Famous  and  fad  to  7{omc  ? why  are  their  Vertucs 
j Stanipt  in  the  dangers  of  a thoufand  Battels  ? 
j For  good  nefs  fake,  their  honours,  timeoutdaring? 

I I thii;  : for  our  examph  . 

j (ytaus.  Ye  fpeak  nobly. 

; 'J^ax.  Why  arc  wc  feeds  of  thefe  then,  to  fhakc  hands 
; With  Bawds  and  bafe  informers,  kifs  diferedit. 

And  court  her  like  a Midrifs  ? ’pray,  your  leave  yet ; 

I You’ll  fay  the  Emperonr  is  young,  and  apt 


To  take  imprefflon  rather  from  his  pleafures 
Than  any  condant  worthinefs,  it  may  be, 

But  why  do  thefe,  the  people  call  his  pleafures. 

Exceed  the  moderation  of  a man  ? 

Nay  to  fay  judly,  friend,  why  are  they  vices. 

And  fuch  as  fliake  our  worths  with  forreign  Nations  ? 

<ty£cins.  You  fearch  the  fore  too  deep,  and  I mud  tell  ye. 
In  any  other  man  this  had  been  boldnefs. 

And  forewarded ; ’pray  deprefs  your  fpirit. 

For  though  Icondantly  believe  you  honed, 

Ye  were  no  friend  for  me  clfe,  and  what  now 
Ye  freely  fpake,  but  good  you  owe  to  th’ Empire, 

Yet  take  heed,  vjonhy  <^J^axmHSy  all  ears 
Hear  not  with  that  dillindion  mine  do,  few 
You’ll  find  admonifhers,  but  urgers  of  your  adions, 

And  to  theheavied  (friend-,)  and  pray  confider 
We  are  but  fhadows,  motions  others  give  us, 

And  though  our  pities  may  become  the  times, 

Judly  our  powers  cannot ; make  me  worthy 
To  be  your  friend  ever  in  fair  Allegiance, 

But  not  in  force  ^ For  durd  mine  own  Jbulurge  me, 

(And  by  that  Soul  I fpeak  my  jud  affedions) 

To  turn  my  hand  from  Truth,  which  is  obedience. 

And  give  the  helm  my  Vertue  holds,  to  Anger  -, 

Though  I had  both  the  Bleffings  of  the  'Brnti, 

And  both  their  indigations,  though  my  Caufe 
Carried  a face  of  Judice  beyond  theirs. 

And  as  I am  a fervant  to  my  fortunes. 

That  daring  foul,  that  fird  taught  difbbedience. 

Should  feel  the  fird  example .-  fay  the  Prince, 

As  I may  well  believe,  feems  vicious. 

Who  judly  knows  ’tis  not  to  try  our  honours  ? 

Or  fay  he  be  an  ill  Prince,  are  wc  therefore 
Fit  fires  to  purge  him  ? No,  my  dedred  friend. 

The  Elephant  is  never  won  with  anger. 

Nor  mud  that  man  that  would  reclaim  a Lion, 

Take  him  by  th’  teeth. 

Max.  I pray  midakemenot. 

Aicius.  Our  honed  actions,  and  the  light  that  breaks 
Like  morning  from  our  fervice,  chade  and  blufhing. 

Is  that  that  pulls  a Prince  back  ^ then  he  fees. 

And  not  till  then  truly  repents  his  errours. 

When  Subjeds  Crydal  Souls  areglafles  to  him. 

Max.  My  ever  honour’d  friend.  I’ll  take  your  counfel. 
The  Emperour  appears,  I’ll  leave  ye  to  him. 

And  as  we  both  affed  him,  may  he  flour ifh.  {,Exit  Max. 

Enter  the  Emperonr,  andC\)\\2i\. 

Smf.  Is  that  the  bed  news  ? 

ChiL  Yet  the  bed  we  know,  Sir. 

Emp,  Bid  nJMaxinm  come  to  me,  and  be  gone  then  • 
Mine  own  head  be  my  helper,  thefe  are  fools : 

How  now* c^ciasy  are  the  Souldiers  quiet  ? 

Better  I hope.  Sir,  than  they  were. 

£mp.  They  arc  pleas’d,  I hear. 

To  cenfure  me  cxtrcamly  for  my  pleafures. 

Shortly  they’ll  fight  againd  me. 

^ciui.  Gods  defend,  Sir. 

And  for  their  cenfures  they  are  fuqh  fhrew’d  Judgers  ; 

A donative  of  ten  Sedertias 

I’ll  undertake  lhall  make  ’em  ring  yourpraifes 

More  than  they  fang  your  pleafures. 

Emp.  I believe  thee  ^ 

Art  thou  in  love,  txEciptSy  yet? 

<^cius.  O no  Sir-, 

I am  too  courfe  for  Ladies  ; my  embraces. 

That  only  am  acquainted  with  Alarms, 

Would  break  their  tender  Bodies. 

Emp.  Never  fear  it. 

They  are  dronger  than  ye  think,  they’ll  hold  the  Hammer. 
My  Emprefs  fwears  thou  art  a ludy  Souldier, 

A good  one  I believe  thee. 

<iy£ciHs.  All  that  goodnefs 
Is  but  your  Graces  Creature. 

Emt- 


The!  ragedy  of  V alentihidh. 


£mp.  Tell  me  truly, 

For  thou  clar’lt  tell  me. 

ty£cms.  Any  thing  concerns  ye, 

That’s  fit  for  me  to  fpeak  and  you  to  pardon. 

Emp.  What  fay  the  Souldiers  of  me,  and  the  fame  words, 
Mince ’em  not,  good  <syEcins,  but  deliver 
The  very  forms  and  tongues  they  talk  withal. 

tAxins.  I’ll  tell  your  Grace,  but  with  this  caution 
You  be  not  ftir’d,  for  Ihould  tlie  gods  live  with  us, 

Even  thofe  we  certainly  believe  are  righteous, 

Give  ’em  but  drink,  they  would  cenfurc  them  too. 

E»tp.  Forward. 

tAcitis.  Then  to  begin,  they  fay  you  fleep  too  much, 

By  which  they  judge  your  Majefty  too  fenfual. 

Apt  to  decline  your  ftrength  to  eafe  and  pleafures, 

And  when  you  do  not  fleep,  you  drink  too  much. 

From  which  they  fear  fufpicions  firfl,  then  ruines  ^ 

And  when  ye  neither  drink  nor  fleep,  ye  wench  much, 
Which  they  affirm  firfl  breaks  your  underftanding. 

Then  takes  the  edge  of  Honour,  makes  us  feem. 

That  are  the  ribs,  and  rampires  of  the  Empire, 

Fencers,  and  beaten  Fools,  and  fo  regarded  ; 

But  I believe  ’em  not  •,  for  were  thefe  truths, 

Y our  vertue  can  corred;  them. 

Emp.  They  fpeak  plainly. 

zy£c.  They  lay  moreover  (fince  your  Grace  will  have  it, 
For  they  will  talk  their  freedoms,  though  the  Sword 
Were  in  their  throat)  that  of  late  time,  like  ‘I^ero, 

And  with  the  fame  forgetfulnefs  of  glory. 

You  have  got  a vein  of  fidling,  fo  they  term  it. 

Emp.  Some  drunken  dreams,  zAcms. 

R.am.  So  I hope.  Sir; 

And  that  you  rather  ftudy  cruelty. 

And  to  be  fear’d  for  blood,  than  lov’d  for  bounty. 

Which  makes  the  Nations,  as  they  fay,  defpife  ye. 

Telling  your  years  and  adions  by  their  deaths, 

Whofe  truth  and  ftrength  of  duty  made  you  ^afarx 
They  fay  befides  you  nourifh  ftrange  devourers. 

Fed  with  the  fat  o’th’  Empire,  they  call  Bawds, 

Lazic  and  luftful  Creatures  that  abufe  ye, 

A People  as  they  term  ’em,  made  of  paper. 

In  which  tne  fecret  fins  of  each  man’s  monies 
Are  feal’d  and  fent  a working. 

£mp.  What  fin’s  next  ? 

For  I perceive  they  have  no  mind  to  fpare  me. 

Nor  hurt  you  o’ my  foul.  Sir*,  but  fucK  People 
(Nor  can  the  power  of  man  reftrain  it) 

When  they  are  full  of  meat  and  eafe,  muft  prattle. 

Emp.  Forward. 

I^cius.  I have  fpoken  too  much,  Sir. 

Emp.  I’ll  have  all. 

E.CIHS.  It  fits  not 

Your  ears  ffiould  hear  their  Vanities  \ no  profit 
Can  juftly  rife  to  you  from  their  behaviour, 

. Unlefs  ye  were  guilty  of  thofe  crimes. 

Emp.  It  may  be 
lamlo,  therefore  forward. 

JEcins.  I have  ever 

Learn’d  to  obey,  nor  fhall  my  life  refill  it. 

Emp.  No  more  Apologies. 

Keius.  They  grieve  befides.  Sir, 

To  fee  the  Nations,  whom  our  ancient  Vertue 
With  many  a weary  march  and  hunger  conquer’d, 
Withlofsof  many  a daring  life  fubdu’d. 

Fall  from  their  fair  obedience,  and  even  murmur 
T o.fee  the  warlike  Eagles  mew  their  honours 
, In  obfeure  Towns,  that  wont  to  prey  on  Princes, 

■ They  cry  for  Enemies,  and  tell  the  Captains 
The  fruits  of  Italy  are  lufeious,  give  us  Egypt, 

Or  fandy  tAfric^to  difplay  our  valours. 

There  where  our  Swords  may  make  us  meat,  and  danger 
Digeft  our  well  got  Vyands-,  here  our  weapons 
And  bodies  that  were  made  for  fliining  brafs. 

Are  both  unedg’d  and  old  with  eafe  and  womfen. 


.\nd  then  they  cry  again,  where  arc  the  Germans , 

Lin’d  with  hot  Sp/w,  o\  Gallia,  bring ’tm  on, 

And  let  the  Son  of  War,  lleel’d  ajhithnslaies. 

Lead  up  his  winged  Tarthians  like  a ftorm. 

Hiding  the  face  of  Heaven  with  Ihowrs  of  Arrows? 

Yet  we  dare  fight  like  Romans  then  as  i’ouldicrs 
Tir’d  with  a weary  march,  they  tell  their  wounds 
Even  weeping  ripe  they  were  no  more  nor  deeper. 

And  glory  in  thofe  fears  that  make  them  lovely, 

And  fitting  where  a Camp  was,  like  fad  Pilgrims 
They  reckon  up  the  times,  and  living  labours 
Of  Julius  ot  Gcrmanictis,  and  wonder 
That  I{pme,  whofe  Turrets  once  weretopt  with  Honours, 
Can  now  forget  the  Cullom  of  her  Conqudls  i 
And  then  they  blame  your  Grace,  and  lay  Who  leads  us, 
Shall  we  (land  here  like  Statues  ? were  our  Fathers 
The  Sons  of  lazie  Moors,  our  Princes  Ferfians, 

Nothing  but  filksand  loftnefs?  Curfeson’em 
That  firft  taught  !>{ero  wantonnefs  and  blood, 

Tiberrn  doxsbts,  CaltgdaAl  vices  i 

For  fromthe  fpringof  thefe,  fucceeding  Princes 

Thus  they  talk.  Sir. 

Emp.  Well, 

Why  do  you  hear  thefe  things? 

Picias.  Why  do  you  do  ’em  ? 

1 take  the  gods  to  witnefs,  with  more  forrow. 

And  m.oi  e vexation  do  I hear  thefe  tainters 
Than  were  my  lifedropt  from  me  through  an  hour-glafs. 

Emp.  Belike  then  you  believe ’em,  oratleaft 
Are  glad  they  ffiould  be  fo  ■,  take  heed,  you  were  better 
Build  your  own  Tomb,  and  run  into  it  living. 

Than  dare  a Princes  anger. 

j^ems.  lam  old,  Sir, 

And  ten  years  more  addition,  is  but  nothing  *, 

Now  if  my  life  be  pleafing  to  ye,  take  it. 

Upon  my  knees,  if  ever  any  fervice, 

(As  let  me  brag  fome  have  been  worthy  notice) 

If  ever  any  worth,  or  truft  ye  gave  me 
Deferv’d  a fair  relpedl,  if  all  my  adtions. 

The  hazards  of  my  youth,  colds,  burnings,  wants, 

For  you,  and  for  the  Empire,  be  not  vices  •, 

By  that  ftile  ye  have  ftampt  upon  me,  Souldier^ 

Let  me  not  fall  into  the  hands  of  Wretches. 

Emp.  I underftand  you  not. 

E.cius.  Let  not  this  body 
That  has  look’d  bravely  in  hisblobd  for  Ce/^P, 

And  covetous  of  wounds,  and  for  your  fafety. 

After  the  ’fcape  of  Swords,  Spears,  Slings,  and  Arrows, 
’Gainft  which  my  beaten  body  was  mine  armour, 

The  Seas  and  thirfty  Delarts  now  be  purchafe 
For  Slaves,  and  bafe  Informers  •,  I fee  anger,  (ter. 

And  death  look  through  your  Eyes  ^ I am  markt  for  ftaugh- 
And  know  the  telling  of  this  truth  has  made  rne 
A man  dean  loft:  to  this  World  ; I embrace  it  • 

Only  my  laft  Petition,  facred  C^far, 

Is,  I may  dye  a Roman. 

Emp.  Rife,  my  friend  ftill, 

And  worthy  of  my  love,  reclaim  the  Souldier, 

I’ll  ftudy  to  do  fo  upon  my  felf  too. 

Go,  keep  your  Command,  and  profper. 

E.ciUs.  Life  to  Cafar tE.v?V^cius 

Enter  Ciiilax. 


Chi.  Lord  zAfaximMs  attends  your  Grace. 

Emp.  Go  tell  him 
I’ll  meet  him  in  the  Gallery : 

Thehoneftyof  thisJEcins, 

Who  is  indeed  the  Bull-wark  of  the  Empire, 

Has  div’d  fo  deep  into  me,  that  of  all 
The  fins  I covet,  but  this  Womans  beauty. 

With  much  repentance  now  I could  be  quit  of^ 

But  file  is  fuch  a pleafure,  being  good, 

That  though  I were  a god,  ffie’d  fire  my  blood. 

{Exeunt. 

Aius 


5^4 


The  Tragedy  of  Valentinian. 


' ASifif  SecHndus,  Scena  Prima, 

I 

j Ento-theEmfcrour,  Maximiis,  Licinius,  Proculus, 

I Chilax",  Af  itt  Dice. 

^ E»'f.  XT  Ay  ye  (liall  fetmy  hand  onr,  ’tis  not  jafl: 
j I Ihould  ncgicd  my  fortune  now ’tis  prolperous. 

Uc.  If  I have  any  thing  to  fet  your  Grace, 

' But  Cloaths  or  good  conditions,  let  me  perifii. 

You  have  all  my  money,  Sir. 

Pro.  And  mine. 

Chi.  And  mine  too. 

Max.  Llnlcfs  your  Grace  will  credit  us. 

Errtp.  No  bare  board. 

Dc.  Then  at  my  Garden-Houfc. 

Emp.  The  Orchard  too. 

Lie.  And’t  plcafc  your  Grace. 

Emp.  Have  at ’em. 

Pro.  They  are  loft. 

Lie.  Why,  farcwel  Fig-trees. 

Emp.  Who fets more? 

Chi.  At  my  hoiTe,  Sir. 

Emp.  Thedapl’d  Spaniard? 

Chil.  He. 

Emp.  He’s  mine. 

Ch:l.  Heisfo. 

M.ix.  Your  (hort  horfe  is  foon  curried. 

Chtl.  So  it  Teems,  Sir, 

So  may  your  Mare  be  too,  if  luck  ferve. 

Max.  Ha  ? 

Chd.  Nothing  my  Lord,  but  grieving  at  my  fortune. 

Emp.  Come  Maximns^  you  werenot  wont  to  flinch  thus. 
Max.  I have  loft  all. 

Emp.  There’s  a Ring  yet. 

Max.  This  was  not  made  to  lofe,  Sir. 

Emp.  Some  love  token  •, 

Set  It  I fay. 

Max.  Idobdeech  your  Grace, 

Rather  name  any  houfe  I have. 

Emp.  Howftrange 

And  curious  you  are  grown  of  toys!  redeem’t 
If  fo  1 win  it,  when  you  pleafe,  tomorrow. 

Or  next  day,  as  you  will,  I care  not, 

Butoniy  for  my  lucks  fake  ^ ’tis  not  Rings 
Can  make  me  richer. 

Max.  Will  you  throw.  Sir?  there ’tis. 

Emp.  Why,  then  have  at  it  fairly , mine. 

Max.  Your  Grace 
Is  only  ever  fortunate-,  tomorrow, 

And’t  be  your  pleafure.  Sir,  I’ll  pay  the  price  on’t. 

Emp.  To  morrow  you  fhall  have  it  withour  price,  Sir, 
But  this  day  ’tis  my  Vidtory  -,  good  aJMaxmns., 

Now  1 bethink  my  fcif,  go  to 

And  bid  him  multer  all  the  Cohorts  prcfently  ; 

They  mutiny  for  pay  1 hear,  and  be  you 
Afliftant  to  him  ^ when  you  know  their  numbers, 

Yc  fhall  have  monies  for  ’em,  and  above. 

Something  to  flop  their  tongues  \vitha  I. 
eJMax.  I will  Sir, 

And  gods  preferve  you  in  this  mind  fUll. 

E.mp.  Shortly  I’ll  fee’em  march  my  felf. 

Max.  Gods  ever  keep  yc LExit  Maximus, 


Emp.  To  what  end  do  you  think  this  Ring  fhall  ferve 
For  ye  are  Fellows  only  know  by  rote,  (now  ? 

As  Birds  record  their  leflbns. 

Chil.  For  the  Lady. 

Emp.  But  how  for  her  ? 

Cml.  That  I confefs  I know  not. 

Emp.  Then  pray  for  him  that  does:  fetch  me  an  Eunuch 
; That  never  faw  her  yet:,  and  you  two  fee 
The  Court  made  like  a Paradife.  LExit  Chilax. 

Lie.  We  will.  Sir. 


Emp.  Full  of  fair  Ihews  and  Mulicks  •,  all  your  arts 
(As  I fhall  give  inftrudions)  ferew  to  th’  highefl. 

For  my  main  piece  is  now  a doing  ^ and  for  fear 
You  fhould  not  take.  I’ll  have  another  Engine, 

Such  as  if  vertue  be  not  only  in  her, 

Shefhall  notchiifebut  lean  to,  let  the  Women 
Put  on  a graver  fliew  of  welcome. 

Pro.  Well  Sir. 

Emp.  They  are  a thought  too  eager. 

Enter  Chilax,  and  Lycias  the  Ennifch. 

Chi.  Here’s  the  Eunuch. 

Eun.  Long  life  to  C^e/^r. 

Emp.  I muft  ufe  you,  Lycias : 

Come,  let’s  walk  in,  and  then  I’ll  fhew  ye  all, 

If  women  may  be  frail,  this  wench  fhall  fall.  {Ekemt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Claudia,  and  Marcellina. 

Claud.  Sirrah,  what  ails  my  Lady  that  of  late 
She  never  cares  for  Company  ? 

Mar.  I know  not, 

Unlefs  it  be  that  Company  caufes  Cuckolds. 

Claud.  That  were  a childifh  fear. 

Mar.  V\'hat  were  thofe  Ladies, 

Came  to  her  lately 
From  the  Court  ? 

Claud.  The  faftie  wench, 

Some  grave  inftrudlors  on  my  life,  they  look 
For  a 11  the  world  like  old  hatcht  hilts. 

Mar.  ’Tis  true.  Wench, 

For  here  and  there,  and  yet  they  painted  well  too, 

One  might  difeover  where  the  Gold  was  worn. 

Their  iron  ages. 

Claud.  If  my  judgement  fail  not. 

They  have  been  fheathed  like  rotten  Ships. 

Mar.  It  may  be. 

Claud.  For  if  you  mark  their  rudders,  they  hang  weakly. 
Mar. They  have  paft  the  line  belike  j wouldft  live  Claudia 
Till  thou  wert  fuch  as  they  are  ? 

Claud.  Chimney  pieces : 

Now  heaven  have  mercy  upon  me,  and  young  men, 

I had  rather  make  a drallery  till  thirty. 

While  I am  able  to  endure  a tempeft. 

And  bear  my  fights  out  bravely,  till  my  tackle 
Whiffl’d  i’th’  \ATnd,  and  held  againft  all  weathers. 

While  I were  able  to  bear  with  ray  tyres. 

And  fo  difeharge  ’em,  I would  willingly 
Live,  <tJMarcellina,  not  till  barnacles 
Bred  in  my  fides. 

Mar.  Thou  art  i’th’ right.  Wench; 

For  who  would  live  whom  pleafures  had  forlaken. 

To  ftand  at  mark,  and  cry  a Bow  fhort.  Seigneur  ? 

Were  there  not  men  came  hither  too  ? 

Claud.  Brave  fellows  .• 

I fear  me  Bawds  of  five  i’th’  Pound. 

Mar.  How  know  you  ? 

Claud.  They  gave  me  great  lights  to  it. 

Mar.  Take  heed,  Claudia. 

Clau.  Let  them  take  heed,  the  fpring  comes  on. 

Mar.  To  me  now 
They  Teem’d  as  noble  Vifitants. 

Claud.  To  me  now 

Nothing  lefs,  tJMarcellmaf  for  Imarkt’em, 

And  by  this  honefl:  light,  for  yet  ’tis  morning. 

Saving  the  reverence  of  their  gilded  doublets, 

And  Millan  skins. 

Mar.  Thou  art  a flrange  Wench,  Claudia. 

(flaud.  Ye  are  deceiv’d,  they  fhew’d  to  me  diredly 
Court  Crabs  that  creep  a fide- way  for  their  living, 

I know  ’em  by  the  Breeches  that  they  beg’d  lafl. 

Mar.  Peace,  my  Lady  comes  •,  what  may  that  be 

Enter 
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Enter  Ludna,  and  Lycias,  the  Enmuh^ 

Cl.itt.  A Sumner 
That  cites  her  to  appear. 

Mar.  No  more  of  that  wench. 

Em.  Madam,  what  anfwer  to  your  Lord  } 

Luci.  Pray  tell  him,  I am  fubje^  to  his  will. 

£un.  Why  weep  you  Madam  ? 

Excellent  Lady,  there  are  none  will  hurt  you. 

Luci.  I do  befcech  you  tell  me  Sir. 

Em.  What,  Lady  ? 

Luci.  Serve  ye  the  Emperor  ? 

Em.  I do.  ^ 

Xacf.  In  what  place  ? 

Em.  In’s  chamber  Madam. 

Luci.  Do  ye  ferve  his  will  too  ? 

Em.  In  fair  and  juft  commands. 

Luci.  Arc  ye  a Roman  ? 

Em.  Yes  noble  Lady,  and  a 

Luci.  What  ofiice  bore  your  parents  ? 

Em,  One  was  Pretor. 

Lad.  Take  heed  then  how  you  ftain  his  reputation. 

Eun.  Why  worthy  Lady? 

Lad.  If  ye  know,  I charge  ye. 

Ought  in  this  Meflage,  but  what  honefty. 

The  truft  and  fair  obedience  of  a fervant 
May  well  deliver,  yet  take  heed,  and  help  me. 

Eun.  Madetm^  I am  no  Broker. 

Claud,  rje  be  hang’d  then. 

Eun,  Nor  bafe  procurer  of  mens  lufts ; Your  husband, 
Pray’d  me  to  do  this  office,  I have  done  it, 

It  refts  in  you  to  come,  or  no. 

Lad.  I will  Sir. 

Eun.  Ifyemiftruft  me,  do  not. 

Lud.  Ye  appear  fo  worthy. 

And  to  all  my  fenfe  fo  honeft. 

And  this  is  fuch  a certain  fign  ye  have  brought  me. 

That  I believe. 

Eun.  Why  ffiould  I cozen  you  ? 

Or  were  I brib’d  to  do  this  villany. 

Can  mony  profper,  or  the  fool  that  takes  it. 

When  fuch  a vertue  falls  ? 

Lud.  Ye  fpeak  well  Sir ; 

Would  all  the  reft  that  ferve  the  Emperour, 

Had  but  your  way. 

Claud.  And  fo  they  have  ad  unguem.  • 

Lud.  Pray  tell  my  Lord,  I have  receiv’d  his  Token, 

And  will  not  fail  to  meet  him  3 yet  good  Sir,  thus  much 
Before  you  goe,  I do  befeech  ye  too. 

As  little  notice  as  ye  can,  deliver 
Of  my  appearance  there. 

Eun.  It  ffiall  be  <tJMadamy 
And  fo  I wiffi  you  happinefs. 

Lud.  I thank  you XExeunt. 

CTumult 

SCENA  IL  <&  noife 

Enter  Tcius,  purfuin^  Pontius,  the  Captain, 
and  Maximus, /o/Ww^. 

Max.  Temper  your  lelf  Mdtu. 

Pon.  Hold  my  Lord,  ' • 

I am  a Roman,  and  a Souldier. 

Max.  Pray  Sir. 

^d.  Thou  art  a lying  Villain,  and  a Traytor ; 

Give  me  my  felf,  or  by  the  Gods  my  friend 
You  1 make  me  dangerous ; how  dar’ft  thou  pluck 
The  Souldiersto  fedition,  and  I living. 

And  fow  Rebellion  in  ’em,  and  even  then 
When  I am  drawing  out  to  aftion  ? 

T^on.  Hear  me. 

Are  ye  a man? 

<L/Ed.  I atn  a true  hearted,  Maximus, 

And  if  the  Villain  live,  we  are  dilhonour’d. 

Max.  But  hear  him  what  he  can  lay. 


cy£«.  That’s  the  way. 

To  pardon  him  I am  fo  callc  natur’d. 

That  if  he  fpeak  but  humbly  I forgive  him. 

Ton.  Idobciccchye  noble  General. 

Has  found  the  way  already, give  me  room, 

One  ftroak,and  if  he  feape  me  then  h’as  mercy. 

Pon.  I do  not  call  ye  noble,  that  I fear  ye, 

I never  car’d  for  death  ; if  ye  will  kill  me, 

Conlider  lirft  for  what,  not  what  you  can  do ; 

’Tistrue,  1 know  ye  for  my  General, 

And  by  that  great  Prerogative  may  kill ; 

Butdoit  juftly  then. 

Ky£d.  He  argues  with  me, 

A made  up  Rebel. 

eJMax.  Pray  confider. 

What  certain  grounds  ye  have  for  this. 

<tyEd.  What  grounds? 

Did  I not  take  him  preaching  to  the  Souldier 
How  lazily  they  liv’d,  and  what  diffionours 
It  was  to  ferve  a Prince  fo  full  of  woman  ? 

Thole  were  his  very  words,  friend. 
eJMax.  Thefe,  i^dm. 

Though  they  were  raffily  fpoke, which  was  an  errour 
( A great  one  Pontiua  ) yet  from  him  that  hungers 
For  wars,  and  brave  imployment,  might  be  pard  on’d . 

The  heart,  and  harbour’d  thoughts  of  ill,  make  Tray  tors, 
Not  fpleeny  fpeeches. 

c^«.  Why  ffiould  you  proteft  him  ? 

Goe  to,  it  ffiews  not  honeft. 
eJMax.  Taint  me  not. 

For  that  ffiews  worfe  <L^cm : All  your  friendffiip 
And  that  pretended  love  ye  lay  upon  me. 

Hold  back  my  honefty,  is  like  a favour 
You  do  your  Have  to  day,  to  morrow  hang  him, 

Was  I your  bofome  piece  for  this .? 

(tALci.  Forgive  me. 

The  nature  of  my  zeal,  and  for  my  Country, 

Makes  me  fometimes  forget  my  felf  \ for  know. 

Though  I moft  ftrive  to  be  without  my  paffions, 

I am  no  God  : For  yqu  Sir,  whofe  infedion 
Has  Ipread  it  felf  like  poyfon  through  the  army. 

And  call  a killing  fog  on  fair  allegiance, 

Firft  thank  this  noble  Gentleman,  ye  had  dy’d  elle; 

Next  from  your  place,  and  honour  of  a Souldier, 

I here  feclude  you. 

Ton.  May  I fpeak  yet  ? 

<iJMax.  Hear  him. 

«Act.  And  while  <iAecim  holds  a reputation, 

At  leaft  command,  ye  bear  no  arms  for  Rome  Sir. 

Pon.  Againft  her  I ihall  never:  the  condemn’d  man 
Has  yet  thatpriviledge  to  fpeak,  ray  Lord  j 
Law  were  not  equall  elle. 

Max.  Pray  hear  Aedus , 

For  happily  the  fault  he  has  committed. 

Though  1 believe  it  mighty,  yet  conlidered. 

If  mercy  may  be  thought  upon,  will  prove 
Rather  a haftie  lin , thanheynous. 

Aed.  Speak. 

Pon.  ’Tistrue  my  Lord,  ye  took  me  tir’d  with  peace. 
My  words  almoftas  ragged  as  my  fortunes. 

’Tistrue  I told  the  Souldier,  whom  we  ferv’d, 

And  then  bewail’d,  we  had  an  Emperour 
Led  from  us  by  the  fiouriffies  of  Fencers ; 

I blam’d  him  too  for  women. 

Aec.  To  the  reft  Sir. 

Pon.  And  like  enough  1 bleft  him  then  asSouldiers 
Will  do  fometimes : ’Tis  true  I told  ’em  too, 

We  lay  at  home,  to  ffiow  our  Country 
We  durft  goe  naked,  durft  want  meat,  and  mony, 

And  when  the  Have  drinks  wine,  we  durft  be  thirftie : 

I told  ’em  this  too,  that  the  Trees  and  Roots 
Were  our  beft  pay-mafters  ; the  Charity 
Of  longing  women,  that  had  bought  our  bodies. 

Our  beds,  fires,  Taylers,  Nurles.  Nay  1 told ’em. 


f For 


I 
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( For  you  fnail  hear  the  greateft  lin,  I faid  Sir ) 

By  that  time  there  be  wars  again,  our  bodies 
Laden  with  fcarrs,  and  aches,  and  ill  lodgings. 

Hears,  and  perpetual  war.rs,  were  fitter  prayers 
And  cerrain  graves,  than  cope  the  foe  on  crutches ; 

’Tis  likely  too,  I counfellM  ’em  to  turn 

Their  warlike  pikes  to  plough-lhares,  their  fure  Targets 

And  Swords  hatcht  with  the  bloud  of  many  Nations, 

To  Spades,  and  pruning  Knives,  for  thofe  get  mony. 
Their  warlike  Eagles,  into  Daws,  or  Starlings, 

To  give  an  Ave  Ctftr  as  he  pafics. 

And  be  rewarded  with  a thouland<^r.»c/^m.r/. 

For  thus  we  get  but  years  and  beets. 

Accf.  W’hat  think  you, 

Were  thefe  words  to  be  fpoken  by  a Captain, 

One  that  ihould  give  example  ? 

A/.tx.  ’Twas  too  much. 

Pen.  My  Lord,  I did  not  wooe  ’em  from  the  Empire, 
Nor  bid  ’em  turn  their  daring  ftecl  ’gainll  Cc/^r, 

The  Gorls  for  ever  hate  me,  if  that  motion 
Were  part  of  me ; Give  me  but  imployment,  Sir  ^ 

And  way  to  live, and  where  you  hold  me  vicious, 

Bred  up  in  mutiny,  my  Sword  (hall  tell  ye. 

And  if  you  pleafe,  that  place  I held,  maintain  it, 

’Gainft  the  moil  daring  foes  of  Rome.  I am  honeft, 
Aloverofmy  Country,  one  that  holds 
His  life  no  longer  his,  than  kept  for  Cdfir. 

Weigh  not  (I  thus  low  on  my  knee  bcleech  you) 

What  my  rude  tongue  difeovered,  ’twas  my  want. 

No  other  part  o^Tomiiu : you  have  feen  me, 

And  you  my  Lord,  do  fomething  for  my  Country, 

And  both  beheld  the  wounds  I gave  and  took. 

Not  like  a backward  Tray  tor. 

Axi.  All  this  language 
Makes  but  againll;  you  Pontius^  you  are  cad. 

And  by  mine  honour,  acd  my  love  to  C^yar, 

By  me  (hall  never  be  reftor’d , In  my  Camp 
I will  not  have  a tongue,  though  to  himfelf 
Dare  talk  but  near  fedition  \ as  I govern, 

All  (liall  obey,  and  when  they  want,  their  duty 
And  ready  fervice  (hall  redrefs  their  needs, 

Not  prating  what  they  would  be. 

T^on.  Thus  I leave  ye. 

Yet  (hall  my  prayers  dill,  although  my  fortunes 
Mud  follow  you  no  more,  be  dill  about  ye, 

Gods  give  ye  where  ye  fight  the  Victory, 

Ye  cannot  cad  my  wilhes. 

Aect.  Come  my  Lord, 

Now  to  the  Field  again. 

M.IX.  Alas  poor  Pontim. [^Exenrit. 

SCENA  IV. 

I 

Enter  Chilax,  at  one  door.,  Licinius,  and  Balbus, 
at  another. 

Ltd.  How  how  /* 

On,  She’s  come.  • 

Bal.  Then  Tie  to’th  Emperour. [_Exit  Balbus. 

Cm.  Do ; Is  the  Mufick  placed  well  ? 

Ltd.  Excellent. 

Chi.  Lidntuty  you  and  Proclas  receive  her 
In  the  great  Chamber,  at  her  entrance, 

Let  me  alone-,  and  do  you  hear  Lidnius^ 

Pray  let  the  Ladies  ply  her  further  o(f. 

And  with  much  more  difcrction ; one  word  more. 

Lid.  Well. 

Chi.  Are  the  Jewels,  and  thofe  ropes  of  Pearl, 

Enter  Emperour^  Balbus,  and  Proclus. 

Laid  in  the  way  (lie  palTcs? 

Lui.  Take  no  care  man  C Exit  Licinius. 

Emp.  What  is  (lie  come  ? 

Chtl.  She  is  Sir  ^ but  ’twere  bed , 

Your  Grace  were  fecn  lad  to  her. 


Emp,  So  I mean ; 

Keep  the  Court  emptie  Proculns. 

Tro.  ’Tis  done  Sir.  i 

Emp.  Be  not  too  fudden  to  her.  j 

Onl.  Good  your  Grace,  | 

Retire,  and  man  your  felf;  let  us  alone,  \ 

We  are  no  children  this  way ; do  you  hear  Sir  > : 

’Tis  necefiary  that  her  waiting  women  ' j 

Be  cut  oft'in  the  Lobby,  by  fome  Ladies,  j 

They’d  break  the  bufinefs  elfe. 

Emp.  ’Tis  true,  they  (hall . , 

Chil.  Remember  your  place  PtocmIms.  i 

Pro.  I warrant  ye. ^.xeunt  Emp.  Bal.  and  Pro.  | 

Enter  Lucina,,  Claudia,  and  Marcellina. 

Chi.  She  enters:  who  are  waiters  there  the  En- 
Calls  for  his  Horle  to  air  himfelf.  ' 

Lkd.  I am  glad, 

I come  fo  happily  to  take  him  abfent. 

This  takes  away  a little  fear ; I know  him, 

Now  I begin  to  fear  again : O honour,  ’ 

If  ever  thou  hadll  temple  in  weak  woman, 

And  lacrifice  of  modefty  burnt  to  thee. 

Hold  me  fad  now,  and  help  me.  * 

Chil.  Noble  ^Jpfadam, 

Ye  are  welcom  to  the  Court,  mod  nobly  welcom 
Ye  are  a dranger  Lady.  ’ 

Lad.  I defire  fb. 

Chil.  A wondrous  dranger  here. 

Nothing  fo  drange  .* 

And  therefore  need  a guide  I think. 

Lud.  I do  Sir, 

And  that  a good  one  too. 

Chil.  My  fervice  Lady, 

Shall  be  your  guide  in  this  place  j But  pray  ye  tell  me. 

Are  ye  refolv’d  a Courtier  ? 

Lad.  No  I hope  Sir. 

Clan.  You  are.  Sir  ? 

Chil.  Yes,  my  fair  one. 

Clan.  So  it  feems, 

Y ou  are  fo  ready  to  bedow  your  fdf, 

Pray  what  might  cod  thofe  Breeches  ? 

Chil.  Would  you  wear ’em.? 

Madam  ye  have  a witty  woman. 

Mar.  Two  Sir, 

Or  elle  ye  underbuy  us. 

Lud.  Leave  your  talking : 

But  is  my  Lord  here,  I befeech  ye,  Sir  ? 

(hil.  He  is  fweet  Lady, and  mud  take  this  kindly. 
Exceeding  kindly  of  ye,  wondrous  kindly 
Ye  come  fo  far  to  vifit  him  : I’le  guide  ye. 

Lnd.  Whither  ? 

Chil.  Why  to  your  Lord. 

Lud.  Is  it  (b  hard  Sir , 

To  find  him  in  this  place  without  a Guide  ? 

For  I would  willingly  not  trouble  you. 

Chil.  It  will  be  fo  for  you  that  are  a dranger  •, 

Nor  can  it  be  a trouble  to  do  fervice 

To  fuch  a worthy  beauty,  and  befides 

Mar.  I fee  he  will  goe  with  us. 

Clau.  Let  him  amble. 

Chil.  It  fits  not  that  a Lady  of  your  reckoning  | 

Should  pafs  without  attendants. 

Lud.  I have  two  Sir, 

Chil.  I mean  without  a man  ^ You’l  fee  the  Emperour  ? 
Luci.  Alas  I am  not  fit  Sir. 

Chtl.  You  are  well  enough  , 

He’ltakeit  wondrous  kindly ; Hark. 

Lud.  Ye  flatter. 

Good  Sir,  no  more  of  that. 

(hil.  Well,  I but  tell  ye.  j]] 

Luc.  Will  ye  goe  forward,fince  I mud  beman’d. 

Pray  take  your  place. 

Claud.  Cannot  ye  man  us  too  Sir  ? 

Chil. 
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ChiL  Give  me  but  time. 

M^r.  And  you’l  try  ail  things. 

Chil.  No : 

I’le  make  no  fuch  promifo. 

Oaud.  If  ye  do  Sir  , 

Take  heed  ye  (land  to’t. 

ChU.  Wondrous  merry  Ladies.  II 

Enter  Licinius,  and  Proculus,  Balbus. 

Luci.  The  wenches  are  difpos’d,prav  keep  your  way  Sir. 
Lid.  She  is  coming  up  the  flairs  How  the  Mufick  •, 
And  as  that  ftirs  her,  let’s  fet  on  : perfumes  there. 

Pro.  Difeover  all  the  Jewels. 

Lid.  Peace.  Mafick^ 

SONGS. 

NOrv  the  lufiy  Spring  is  Jeettf 

golden  yellow y gaudy  'BleWy 
^Daintily  invite  the  view. 

Every  where , on  every  Greeny 
Rofes  blajinng  as  they  blow, 

And  intidng  men  to  pally 
Lillies  whiter  than  the  jnow. 

Woodbines  of  fweet  hony  fall. 

All  Loves  Emblems  and  all  cryy 
LadySy  if  not  plackt  we  dye. 

Tet  the  lafiy  Spring  hath  ft  aid, 

Blajinng  red  and  pareft  whitCy 
Daintily  to  love  invitCy 
Every  Womany  every  Maidy 
Cherries  kijftng  as  they  grow  y 
And  inviting  men  to  taftey 
Apples  even  ripe  below  , * 

Winding  gently  to  the  wafte  : 

All  loves  emblems  and  all  cryy 
LadieSj  if  not  plackt  we  dye. 

SECOND. 

HEar  ye  Ladies  that  dejpife 

What  the  mighty  Love  has  doncy 
Fear  examples , and  be  wifey 
Fair  Calillo  was  a Nany 
La?da  failing  on  the  ftreamy 
To  deceive  the  hopes  of  mariy 
Love  accoanting  bat  a dreamy 
Doted  on  a filver  Swan , 

Danae  in  a Brazjen  Tower, 

Where  no  love  wasy  lov'd  a Showr. 

Hear  ye  Ladys  that  are  coyy 
What  the  mighty  Love  can  doy 
Fear  the  fiercenefs  of  the  Boyy 

The  chafte  Moon  he  makes  to  wooe  : 

Vella  kindling  holy  fires , 

Circled  roand  about  with  fpies  , 

Never  dreaming  loofe  de fires  y 
Doting  at  the  Altar  dies. 

II  ion  in  a ftort  hoar  higher 
He  can  baildy  and  once  moye  fire. 


And  over  light  for  Ladies. 
f'hll.  All  ours  love  ’em. 

Luci.  Tis  like  enough,  for  yours  are  loving  Ladn  s. 

Lici.  Madaniy  ye  are  wclcom  to  the  Court.  Who  waits  ? i 
Attendants  for  this  Lady.  ' 

Lad.  Ye  miflake  Sir; 

I bring  no  triumph  with  me. 

Lici.  But  much  honour. 

Pro.  Why  this  was  nobly  done  *,  and  like  a neighbour,  | 
So  freely  of  your  felf  to  be  a vifitant, 

The  Emperour  fliall  give  ye  thanks  for  this. 

Luci.  O no  Sir^ 

There’s  nothing  to  deferve  ’em. 

Pro.  Yes,  your  prefencc.  ' 

Luci.  Good  Gentlemen  be  patient,  and  believe 
I come  to  fee  my  husband,  on  command  too, 

!l  were  no  Courtier  elle. 

Lici.  That’s  all  one  Lady, 
j Now  ye  are  here,y’are  welcom,  and  the  Emperour 
Who  loves  ye,  but  too  well. 

Luci.  No  more  of  that  Sir. 

I came  not  to  be  Catechiz’d.  ' ' 

Pro.  Ah  Sirrah  -y  j 

And  have  we  got  you  here  > faith  Noble  Lady* 

We’l  keep  you  one  month  Courtier. 

Lad.  Gods  defend  Sir, 

I never  lik’d  a trade  worfe,  ■ • n 

Pro.  Hark  ye.  . 

Luci.  No  Sir. 

Pro.  Ye  are  grown  the  flrangell  Lady,’ 

Lad.  How  ? 

Pro.  By  Heaven, 

’Tis  true  I tell  ye,  and  you’l  find  it.  Lad.  I ? 

I’le  rather  find  my  grave,  and  fo  inform  him. 

Pro.  Is  it  not  pity  Gentlemen,  this  Lady, 

( Nay  Tie  deal  roughly  with  ye,  yet  not  hurt  ye  ) 

Shold  live  alone,  and  give  fuch  heavenly  beauty 
Only  to  walls,  and  hangings  ? 

Luci.  Good  Sir,  patience: 

I am  no  wonder,  neither  come  to  that  end, 

Ye  do  my  Lord  an  injury  to  flay  me. 

Who  though  ye  are  the  Princes,  yet  dare  teli  ye 
He  keeps  no  wife  for  your  waves. 

Bal.  Well , well  Lady  •,  , 

However  you  are  pleas’d  to  think  of  us , . 

Ye  are  welcom,  and  ye  fhall  be  welcome.  | 

Lad.  Shew  it  j 

In  that  I come  for  then,  in  leading  me  | 

Where  my  lov’d  Lord  is,  not  in  flattery : r Jewels  1 

Nay  ye  may  draw  the  Curtain,!  have  feen ’em,  LjhewA.  i 

But  none  worth  half  my  honefly. 

Claud.  Arc  thefe  Sir,, 

Laid  here  to  take  ? 

Pro.  Yes,  for  your  Lady,  Gentlewomen. 

Mar.  We  had  been  doing  elfe. 

Bal.  Meaner  Jewels 
Would  fit  your  worths 
Claud.  And  meaner  dothes  your  bodies. 

Lad.  The  Gods  (hail  kill  me  firfl. 

Lici.  There’s  better  dying  •, 

I’th’  Eraperours  arms  goe  to,  but  be  not  angry 

Thefe  are  but  talks  fweet  Lady. 


Enter  Chilax,  Lucina,  Claudia,  and  Marcellina. 

Luci.  Pray  Heaven  my  Lord  be  here,  for  now  I fear  it. 
Well  Ring,  if  thou  bee’ll  counterfeit,  or  floln, 

As  by  this  preparation  I fufpeft  it, 

■Thou  hall  betrai’d  tiv/  Miflris : pray  Sir  forward, 

I would  fain  fee  my  Lord. 

Chil.  But  tell  me  Madam, 

How  do  ye  like  the  Song  ? 

Luci.  I like  the  air  well. 

But  for  the  words,  they  are  lafeivious, 


Enter  Phorba,  and  Ardclia. 

PW. Where  is  this  flranger  ?rufhes, Ladys, rulhes? 

Rudies  as  green  as  Summer  for  this  flranger. 

Pro.  Here’s  T/adies  come  to  fee  you, 

Luci.  You  are  gone  then  ? 

I take  it  ’tis  your  Qg 
Pro.  Or  rather  manners. 

You  are  better  fitted  Madam,  we  but  tire  ye. 

Therefore  we’l  leave  you  for  an  hour,  and  bring 

Your  much  lov’d  Lord  unto  you {;^£xeunt, 

Luci.  Then  I’le  thank  ye , 

B b b lam 


96S 


The  Tragedy  of  Valentinian. 


i am  bctiai’d  for  certain  •,  well  Lucwa, 

It  tiiou  do’ll  fall  from  vertue,  may  tiie  Earth 
Frac  alter  death  Ihould  Ihoot  up  gardens  of  thee, 
Sprcaaiug  thy  living  goodnefs  into  branches, 

Fly  trom  thee,  and  the  hot  Sun  find  thy  vices. 

'Tho.  You  are  a welcom  woman. 

yird.  Blcfs  me  Heaven , 

! How  did  you  find  the  way  to  Court  ? 

Lw.  1 know  not, 

' Would  I had  never  trod  it. 

"Thor.  Prethec  tell  me. 

Good  noble  Lady, and  good  fwcet  heart  love  us, 

For  wc  love  thee  extrcamly  ^ is  not  this  place 
A Paradife  to  live  in  ? 

Luci.  To  thole  people 
That  know  no  other  Paradife  but  pleafure. 

That  little  I enjoy  contents  me  better. 

ylrd.  W'hat,  heard  ye  any  Mulick  yet  ? 

Luci.  Too  much. 

Phor.  You  mult  not  be  thus  froward  *,  what,  this  gown 
Is  one  o’th’  prettied;  by  my  troth  Jrdelia , 

I ever  faw  yet ; ’tw'as  not  to  frown  in  Lady, 

Ye  put  this  gown  on  when  ye  came. 

eyfrd.  How  do  ye? 

Alas  poor  wretch  how  cold  it  is  ! 

Luci.  Content  ye  ; 

I am  as  well  as  may  be,  and  as  temperate. 

If  ye  will  let  me  be  fo : where’s  my  Lord  ? 

For  there’s  the  bulinefs  that  I came  for  Ladies. 

Pi)or.  We’l  lead  ye  to  him,  he’s  i’th’  Gallery. 

Ard.  We’l  Ihew  ye  all  the  Court  too. 

Luci.  Shew  me  him, 

And  ye  have  Ihew’d  me  all  I come  to  look  on. 

Thor.  Come  on,  we’l  be  your  guides,  and  as  ye  goe, 

We  have  fome  pretty  tales  to  tell  ye  Lady, 

Shall  make  ye  merry  too ; ye  come  not  here, 

To  be  a fad  Lncitui. 

Luci.  Would  I might  not. \Exemt. 

Enter  Chilax,  and  Balbus. 

Cml.  Now  the  foft  Mulick  •,  Balbus  run 

B tl.  1 flye  Boy . Balbus. 

Chil.  The  women  by  this  time  are  worming  of  her, 

If  fhe  can  hold  out  them,  the  Emperour  Mufick^ 

TaKcs  her  to  task : he  has  her , hark  the  Mulick. 

Enter  Emperour,  and  Lucina. 

Luci.  Good  your  Grace, 

Where  arc  my  women  Sir.^ 

Emf.  They  are  wife,  beholding 
U’hat  you  think  fcorn  to  look  on,  the  Courts  bravery  : 
Would  you  have  run  away  fo  flily  Lady, 

And  not  have  fecn  me 

Luci.  I bcfcech  your  Majeflic, 

Confiderwhat  I am,  and  whole. 

Emp.  1 do  fo. 

Luci.  Believe  me,  1 lhall  never  make  a whore  Sir. 

Emf.  A friend  ye  may,  and  to  that  man  that  loves  ye, 
.More  than  you  love  your  vertue. 

Luct.  Sacred  Cafar. 

Emp.  You  lhall  not  kneel  to  me  fwcet. 

Lutt.  Look  upon  me, 

' And  if  ye  be  fo  cr  utl  to  abufj  me. 

Think  how  the  Gods  will  take  it  •,  docs  this  beauty 
AlHidt  your  foul  ? I’le  hide  it  from  you  ever. 

Nay  more,  1 will  become  fo  leprous, 

That  ye  lhall  curfc  me  fi  om  ye : My  dear  Lord 
Has  lei  v’d  ye  ever  truly,  fought  your  Battels, 

As  if  he  daily  long’d  to^lye  for  ^‘afar. 

Was  never  Tray  tor  Sir,  nor  never  tainted 
In  all  the  actions  of  his  life. 

Emp.  I know  it. 

i Lua.  His  fame  and  family  have  grown  together, 

I And  Iprcd  together  like  to  lailing  Cedars, 


! Over  the  Roman  Diadem  ; O let  not, 

I As  ye  have  any  flclli  that’s  humane  in  you. 

The  having  ofa  modell  wife  decline  him, 

Let  not  my  vertue  be  the  wedge  to  break  him. 

I do  not  think  ye  are  lalcivious, 

Thefe  vvanton  men  belye  ye,  you  are  Cc//?-, 

Which  is  the  Father  of  the  Empires  honour. 

Ye  are  too  near  the  nature  of  the  Gods, 

To  wrong  the  weakeft  of  all  creatures , women. 

E.mp.  1 dare  not  do  it  here,  rife  fair  Lucina, 

I did  but  try  your  temper,  ye  are  honeft. 

And  with  the  commendations  wait  on  that 
I le  lead  ye  to  your  Lord,  and  give  you  to  him : 

Wipe  your  fair  eyes : he  that  endeavours  ill. 

May  well  delay,  but  never  quench  his  hell. \_Extnnt. 


A&m  Tertius.  Seen  a Prima. 

Enter  Chilax,  Licinius,  Proculus,  and  Balbus. 

Chil.  IS  done  Licinius. 

X Lid.  How  ? 

Chil.  I lhame  to  tell  it. 

If  there  be  any  jultice,  we  are  Villains, 

And  mull  be  fo  rewarded. 

Bal.  If  it  be  done, 

I take  it  ’tis  no  time  now  to  repent  it. 

Let’s  make  the  bell;  o’th’  trade. 

Pro.  Now  vengeance  take  it. 

Why  Ihould  not  he  have  fetled  on  a beauty. 

Whole  honefty  ftuck  in  a piece  of  tilfue. 

Or  one  a Ring  might  rule,  or  fuch  a one 
That  had  an  itching  husband  to  be  honourable, 

And  ground  to  get  it : if  he  mult  have  women. 

And  no  allay  without  ’em,  why  not  thole 
That  know  the  mifery,  and  are  belt  able 
To  play  a game  with  judgement  ? fuchaslheis, 

Grant  they  be  won  with  long  liege,  endlefs  travel. 

And  brought  to  opportunity  with  millions. 

Yet  wlien  they  come  to  motion, their  cold  vertue 
Keeps  ’em  like  cakes  of  Ice ; Tie  melt  a Cryltal, 

And  make  a vlcad  flint  fire  himlclf,  e’re  they 
Give  greater  heat,  than  new  departing  embers 
Give  t o old  men  that  watch  ’em. 

Lid.  A good  Whore 
Had  fav’d  all  this,  and  happily  as  wholfom, 

I,  and  the  thing  once  done  too, as  well  thought  of, 

But  this  fame  challity  forlboth. 

Pro.  A Pox  on’t, 

Why  Ihould  not  women  be  as  free  as  we  are  ? 

They  are,  but  not  in  open,  and  far  freer. 

And  the  more  bold  ye  bear  your  felf,more  welcom. 

And  there  is  nothing  you  dare  fay,  but  truth. 

But  they  dare  hear. — 

Enter  Emperour,  and  Lucina. 

Chi.  The  Emperour.'  away. 

And  if  we  can  repent,  let’s  home  and  pray.  l_Exeunt, 

Emp.  Your  only  vertue  now  is  patience. 

Take  heed,  and  fave  your  honour  ^ if  you  talk. 

Luci.  As  long  as  there  is  motion  in  my  body. 

And  life  to  give  me  words,  I’le  cry  for  jultice. 

Emp.  Jultice  lhall  never  hear  ye,  I am  jultice. 

Luci.  Wilt  thou  not  kill  me,  Monlter,  Ravilher, 

Thou  bitter  bane  o’th’  Empire,  look  upon  me. 

And  if  thy  guilty  eyes  dare  fee  thelc  mines. 

Thy  wild  lull  hath  laid  level  with  dilhonour. 

The  facrilcgious  razing  of  this  Temple, 

The  mother  of  thy  black  fins  would  have  blulh’d  at. 

Behold  and  curfe  thy  felf ; the  Gods  will  find  thee. 

That’s  all  ray  refuge  now,  for  they  are  righteous. 
Vengeance  and  horror  circle  thee  j the  Empire, 


7 be  Tragedy  of  Valentinian. 


569 


In  which  thou  liv’/t  a Itrong  continued  fnrfcit, 

Like  poyfon  will  dilgorge  tlicc,  good  men  raze  thee 

For  ever  being  read  again, but  vicious 

Women,  and  tcarfull  Maids,  make  vows  againlt  thee: 
Thy  own  Slaves,  if  they  hear  of  this,  Hull  hate  thee  j 
And  thole  thou  halt  corrupted  lirltfall  from  theci 
And  if  thou  kt’it  me  live,  the  Souldicr, 

; Tir’d  with  thy  Tyrannies,  break  through  obedience, 

{ And  lhake  his  Itrong  Steel  at  thee. 

£wp.  This  prevails  not*. 

Nor  any  Agony  ye  utter  Lady, 

If  I have  done  a lin,  curfe  her  that  drew  me, 

Curfe  the  firlt  caufe,  the  witchcraft  that  abus’d  me, 
Curfe  thofe  fair  eyes,  and  curfe  that  heavenly  beauty, 
And  curie  your  being  good  too, 

Litci.  Glorious  thief. 

What  reltitution  canll  thou  make  to  fave  me  ? 

Tie  ever  love,  and  honour  you. 

Lnci.  Thou  canfl:  not, 

For  that  which  was  mine  honour,  thou  hall  murdred. 
And  can  there  be  a love  in  violence  ? 

Emp.  Youlhall  be  only  mine. 

Luci.  Yet  I like  better 
Thy  villany,  than  flattery, that’s  thine  own. 

The  other  bafely  counterfeit ; flye  from  me. 

Or  for  thy  fafety  fake  and  wifdom  kill  me. 

Fori  am  worfe  than  thou  art  *,  thou  maift  pray. 

And  fo  recover  grace  i 1 am  loft  for  ever, 

And  if  thou  let’ll  me  live,  th’art  loll  thy  felf  too. 

Emp.  I fear  no  lofs  but  Jove,  I Hand  above  it. 

Luci.  Callinyour  Lady  Bawds,  and  guilded  Pander’s 
And  let  them  triumph  too,  and  fing  to  C^far, 

Lucinas  fain,  thechall  Lnemas  conquer’d*, 

Gods  1 what  a wretched  thing  has  this  man  made  me  ? 
For  I am  now  no  wife  for  CMaximuf^ 

No  company  for  women  that  are  vertuous, 

Nofamilie  Inowcanclaim,  nor  Country, 

Nor  name,  but  Ctpr’s  whore ; O facred 
(Tor  that  Ihould  be  your  title  ) was  your-Empire, 

Your  Rods,  and  Axes,  that  are  types  of  Jullice, 

Thofe  fires  that  ever  burn,  to  beg  you  bldlings. 

The  peoples  adoration,  fear  of  Nations, 

What  victory  can  bring  ye  home,  what  elfe 
The  ufefull  Elements  can  make  your  lervants. 

Even  light  it  felf,  and  funs  of  light,  truth,  Jullice, 
Mercy,  and  llarlike  pietie  fent  to  you. 

And  from  the  gods  themfdves,  to  ravilh  women  ? 

The  curies  that  1 owe  to  Enemies, 

Even  thofe  the  Sabynes  lent,  when  Romuhu, 

( As  thou. hall  me  ) raviih’d  their  noble  Maids, 

Made  more,  and  heavier,  light  on  thee. 

Emp.  This  helps  not. 

Luci.  The  lins  oiTurcjuin  be  remember’d  in  thee. 
And  where  there  has  a chart  wife  been  abus’d. 

Let  it  be  thine,  the  lhame  thine,  thine  the  flaughter, 
And  laft  for  ever  thine,  the  fear’d  example. 

Where  lhall  poor  vertue  live,  now  I am  fain? 

What  can  your  honours  now,and  Empire  make  me. 

But  a more  glorious  Whore  ? 

£mp.  A better  woman. 

But  if  ye  will  be  blind, and  fcorn  it,who  can  helpit  ? 
Come  leave  thefe  lamentations,  they  do  nothing, 

But  make  a noyfe,  1 am  the  fame  man  rtill. 

Were  it  to  do  again  *,  therefore  be  wifer. 

By  all  this  holy  light,  1 lliould  attempt  it, 

Y e are  lb  excellent,  and  made  to  ravilh, 

There  were  no  pleafure  in  ye  elfe. 

Lhci.  Oh  villain. 

£w;?.SobRn  fo:  mansamazement,that  my  reafon 
And  every  hd  to  hold  me  right  has  loft  me ; 

The  God  of  love  himlelf  had  been  before  me 
Had  he  but  power  to  fee  ye  *,  tell  me  jurtly, 

How  can  1 choofc  but  err  then  ? if  ye  dare 
Be  mine,  and  only  mine,  for  ye  are  fo  pretious, 


I cnvic  any  other  Ihould  enjoy  yc, 

Almoft  look  on  ye  ; and  your  daring  husband 
Shall  know  h’as  kept  an  offring  from  the  Empire, 

Too  holy  for  his  Altars  y be  the  mightiert, 

More  than  my  fdf  fie  make  it : if  ye  will  not 
Sit  down  with  this, and  lilence,  for  which  wifdom  } 

Ye  lhall  have  ufe  of  me,  and  much  honour  ever,  : 

And  be  the  fame  you  weie  ; it  yc  divulge  it,  i 

Know  1 am  far  above  the  faults  1 do,  i 

And  thofe  I do  I am  able  to  forgive  too  ; i 

And  where  your  credit  in  the  knowledge  of  it,  j 

May  be  with  glols  enough  fufpcrrted,  mine 
Is  as  mine  own  command  fliall  make  it : 

Princes  though  they  be  fometime  fubjeert  to  loofe  whifpers, 

Yet  wear  they  two  edged  fwords  for  open  cenfures  : 

Your  husband  cannot  help  ye,  nor  the  Souldicr  y 
Your  husband  is  my  creature,  they  my  weapons. 

And  only  where  1 bid  ’em  ftrike  y 1 feed  ’em, 

Nor  can  the  Gods  be  angry  at  this  arflion, 

For  as  they  make  me  moil,  they  mean  me  happieft, 

Which  i had  never  been  without  this  pleafure  *. 

Conlider,  and  farewell  : you’l  find  your  women 
At  home  before  y e,  they  have  had  fome  fport  too. 

But  are  more  thankful  for  it [_Exit  Eniperonr. 

Ltici.  Dclli  urftion  find  thee. 

Now  which  way  mult  I go my  honeft  houfe 
Will  lhake  to  Ihelter  me,  my  husband  flee  me. 

My  Family,  becaufe  they  are  honeft,  and  defire  to  be  fo. 

Mull  not  endure  me,  not  a neighbour  know  me  *. 

What  woman  now  dare  fee  me  without  blulhes. 

And  pointing  as  I pafs,  there,  there,  behold  her. 

Look  on  her  little  Children,  that  is  ll.e. 

That  handfome  Lady,  mark  y O my  fad  fortunes, 

Is  thistheend  ofgoodnefs,  this  the  price 
Of  all  my  early  prayers  to  proted  me. 

Why  then  I fee  there  is  no  God  but  power. 

Nor  vertue  now  alive  that  cares  for  us. 

But  what  is  either  lame  or  fenfual. 

How  had  I been  thus  wretched  elfe  ? 

Enter  Maximus,  and  iEcius. 

Aeci.  Let  Titim 

Command  the  company  that  Pontm  loft. 

And  fee  the  Fofl'es  deeper. 

Max.  Hownowfweec  heart, 

What  make  you  here,  and  thus  ? 

Aeci.  Lncina  weeping  .' 

This  mult  be  much  offence. 

Max.  Look  up  and  tell  me  , 

Why  are  you  thus  ? My  Ring?  O friend,  I have  found  it. 

Ye  are  at  Court,  fweet. 

Luci.  Yes,  this  brought  me  hither. 

Max.  Rife,  and  goe  home : I have  my  fears  Aedas  *. 

Oh  my  belt  friend,  lam  ruin’d,  go  Lucina, 

Already  in  thy  tears  I have  read  thy  wrongs,  ( 

Already  found  a (afar-^  go  thou  Lilly, 

Thou  fweetly  drooping  flower ; go  fiJver  Sw'an, 

And  fing  thine  own  fad  requiem  : goe  Lucina., 

And  if  thou  dar’ft,  outlive  this  wrong.  , 

Luci.  I dare  not. 

Aeci.  Is  that  the  Ring  ye  loft  ? 

Max.  That,  that,  Accius., 

That  curbed  Ring,  my  felf,  and  all  my  fortunes : 

’Thas  pleas’d  the  Emperour,  my  noble  mafter. 

For  all  my  fcrvices,  and  dangers  for  him. 

To  make  me  mine  own  Pandc*,  was  this  iuftice  ? ' 

Oh  my  Aectus'^  have  1 liv’d  to  bear  this  r* 

Luci.  Farewel  forever  Sir, 

Max.  That's  a fad  faying, 

But  fuch  a one  becomes  ye  well  Ludna  *. 

And  yet  me  thinks  we  Ihould  not  part  fo  lightly, 

Our  loves  have  been  of  longer  growth, more  rooted 
Than  thelharp  word  of  one  farewel  can  fcatter, 

Kifs  me : 1 find  no  C^ar  here  *,  thefe  lips 
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Talle  not  of  Raviilierin  my  opinion. 

V\’as  it  not  fo  ? 

Lj4C.  O yes. 

J/./.r.  I dare  believe  thee, 

For  chon  wertever  truth  it  fclf,  and  fvveetnefs  5 
Indeed  Ihe  was, 

Pr.ciu;.  So  Iheisltill. 

Mix.  Once  more,  O my  L tcin.%.,  O my  Comfort, 
Thebkding  of  my  Youth,  the  lifeof  my  life. 

.^ctHs.  1 have  feen  enough  to  Itagger  my  obedience  5 
Hold  me  ye  equal  Gods,  this  is  too  linful. 

Mux.  W'hy  wert  thou  chofen  out  to  make  a Whore  of.^ 
To  me  thou  w’erttoochafte-,  fall  Cry ftal  Fountains, 

And  ever  feed  your  ftreams  you  rifing  forrows. 

Till  you  have  dropt  your  Miilris  into  Marble  : 

Now  go  for  ever  from  me. 

Lite.  Longfarevvel,  Sir. 

And  as  I have  been  loyal,  gods  think  on  me. 

Mux.  Stay,  let  me  once  more  bid  farewe),  Lucinay 
Farewel  thou  e.vcellent  example  of  us, 

Thou  ftarry  Vertue,  fare  thee  w'ell,  feek  Heaven, 

And  there  by  Otftopea  fhine  in  Glory, 

We  are  too  bafe  and  dirty  to  preferve  thee. 

.^ctus.  Nay,  I muft  kifs  too  5 fuch  a kifsagain. 

And  from  a Woman  of  fo  ripe  a Vertue, 

.^ciHs  mull  not  caKe  •,  Farewel  thou  Phoenix^ 

If  thou  wilt  dye,  L'lcina  5 which  well  weigh’d, 

If  you  canceafe  a w'hile  from  chefeftrange  thoughts, 

I wilh  were  rather  alter’d. 

Lhc.  No. 

Incuts.  Miflake  not  \ 

I would  not  ftain  your  honour  for  the  Empire, 

Nor  any  way  decline  you  to  diferedit, 

’Tis  not  my  fair  profeflion,  but  a Villains ; 

1 find  and  feel  your  lols  as  deep  as  you  do. 

And  am  the  fame,  iTcw,  ftill  as  honell. 

The  fame  life  I have  ftill  for  tj^aximnsy  j 

The  fame  Sword  wear  for  you,  where  Juftice  wills  me,  ; 

And  *cis  no  dull  one  5 therefore  mifconceive  me  not  i 'T 

Only  I would  have  you  live  a little  longer, 

Butalhort  year. 

Mux.  She  muft  not. 

Luc.  Whyfo  long,  Sir,  , 

Am  I not  grey  enough  with  grief  already  ? | 

j'Eci.  To  draw  from  that  wild  man  a fweet  repentance. 
And  goodnefs  in  his  days  to  come. 

Mux.  They  are  fo, 

And  will  be  ever  coming,  my  lEcim. 

/ExiM.  For  who  knows  but  the  fight  of  you,  prefenting 
His  fwoln  fins  at  the  full,  and  your  fair  vertues, 

May  like  a fearful  Vifion  fright  his  follies. 

And  once  more  bend  him  right  again  ? which  blefling 
(If  Jyour  dark  wrongs  would  give  you  leave  to  read) 

Is  more  than  death,  and  the  reward  more  glorious  5 
; Death,  only eafss you,  this,  the  whole  Empire; 

Befides,  compell’d  and  forc’d  with  violence. 

To  what  ye  have  done,  the  deed  is  none  of  yours, 

No,  nor  the  juftice  neither  5 ye  may  live, 

! And  ftill  a worthier  Woman,  ftill  more  honoured  •, 

I For  are  thofe  trees  the  vv^orfe  we  tear  the  fruits  from  ? 

Or  ftiould  the  eternal  godsdcllrc  to  pcrifli 
Becaufe  we  daily  violate  their  truths. 

Which  is  the  Chaftity  of  Heaven  ^ No,  Lady, 

If  ye  dare  live,  ye  may  ; and  as  our  fins 
Make  them  more  full  of  equity  and  juftice. 

So  this  compulfivc  wrong  makes  you  more  pcrfeifl ; 

The  Empire  too  willbkfs  you. 

Max.  Noble  Sir, 

' If  Ihe  were  any  thing  to  m but  honour, 

I And  that  that’s  wedded  ro  in  . too,  laid  in, 
i Not  to  be  worn  away  wit.  out  my  being  ^ 

Or  could  the  wrongs  be  h :rs  alone,  or  mine, 

Or  both  our  wrongs,  not  ty’d  to  after  iftues, 

Not  born  anew  in  all  our  names  and  kindreds. 


I would  delire  her  live,  nay  more,  compel  her ; 

But  fince  it  was  not  Youth,  but  Malice  did  it, 

And  not  her  own,  nor  mine,  but  both  our  lofles. 

Nor  ftays  it  there,  but  that  our  names  muft  find  it,  . 

Even  thofe  to  come ;;  and  when  they  read,  fhe  liv’d, 

Mult  they  not  ask  how  often  fhe  was  ravifti’d. 

And  make  a doubt  (he  lov’d  that  more  than  Wedlock  ? 
Therefore  Ihe  muft  not  live. 

cy^cius.  Therefore  fhe  muft  live. 

To  teach  the  world,  fuch  deaths  are  fuperftitious. 

Luc.  The  tongues  of  Angelscannot  alter  me. 

For  could  the  World  again  reftore  my  Credit, 

As  fair  and  abfolute  as  firft  I bred  it. 

That  world  I fhould  not  truft  again ; The  Empire 
By  my  life,  can  get  nothing  but  my  ftory, 

Which  whilft  I breath  muft  be  but  hisabufes; 

And  where  ye  counfel  me  to  live,  that  C<efar 
May  fee  his  errours  and  repent,  I’ll  tell  ye. 

His  penitence  is  but  encreafe  of  pleafures, 

His  prayers  never  faid  but  to  deceive  us. 

And  when  he  weeps  (as  you  think)  for  his  Vices, 

’Tis  but  as  killing  drops  from  baleful  Yew-Trees, 

That  rot  their  honeft  Neighbour;  If  he  can  grieve 
As  one  that  yet  defireshis  free  Converfion, 

And  almoft  glories  in  his  penitence. 

I’ll  leave  him  Robes  to  mourn  in,  my  fad  alhes. 

JEctus.  The  farewels  then  of  happy  Ibuls  be  with  thee, 
And  to  thy  memory  be  ever  fung 
The  praifes  of  a juft  and  conftant  Lady, 

This  fad  day  whilft  I live,  a Souldiers  tears 
I’ll  offer  on  thy  Monument,  and  bring 
Full  of  thy  noble  felf  with  tears  untold  yet. 

Many  a worthy  Wife,  to  weep  thy  ruine. 

Max.  All  that  is  chafte  upon  thy  Tomb  (hall  flourilh. 

All  living  Epitaphs  be  thine.  Time,  Story  j 
And  what  is  left  behind  to  piece  our  lives 
Shall  be  no  more  abus’d  with  tales  and  trifles, 

But  full  of  thee,  ftand  to  eternity. 

JEci.  Once  more  farewel,  gofindf^wKw,  (lings, 

There  where  the  happy  Souls  are  crown’d  with  Blef 
T here  where  ’tis  ever  Spring  and  ever  Summer.  (nour, 

Max.  There  where  no  bedrid  juftice  comes ; truth,  ho- 
Are  keepers  of  that  bleffed  Place ; go  thither. 

For  here  thou  liv’ft  chafte  Fire  in  rotten  Timber. 

/Ecius.  And  fo  our  laft  farewels. 

Max.  Gods  give  thee  Juftice Lucina. 

JEcitts.  His  thoughts  begin  to  work,  I fear  him,  yet 
He  ever  was  a noble  7{oman,  but 
I know  not  what  to  think  on’t,  he  hath  fullered 
Beyond  a man  if  he  ftand  this. 

Max.  lEciuSy 

Am  I alive,  or  has  a dead  fleep  leiz’d  me  ? 

It  was  my  Wife  the  Emperour  abus’d  thus. 

And  1 muft  fay  I am  glad  I had  her  for  him ; 

Muft  I not,  my  E.cius  ? 

Rciut.  lamftricken 

With  fuch  a ftifTamazement,  that  noanfwer 
Can  readily  come  from  me,  nor  no  comfort,  j 
Will  ye  go  home,  or  go  to  my  houle  ? 

Max.  Neither  i 

I have  no  home,  and  you  are  mad,  lEcius, 

To  keep  me  company,  I am  a fellow 
My  own  Sword  would  forfake,  not  tyed  unto  me ; 

A Pander  is  a Prince,  to  what  I am  fain 
I dare  do  nothing. 

.^ciiis.  Yedobetter. 

Max.  I am  made  a branded  Slave,  lEcitUy 
And  yetlblefstheMaker, 

Death  o’  my  Soul,  muft  I endure  this  tamely  ? 

Muft  Maximus  be  mention’d  for  his  tales  } 

I am  a Child  too , what  fhould  1 do  railing  > 

1 cannot  mend  my  fclf,  ’tis  C<efar  did  it. 

And  what  am  I to  him  ? 
lEcius.  ’Tis  well  confider’d  ; 


How- 
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However  you  are  tainted,  be  no  Traitor 
Time  may  outwear  the  firft,  the  lafl  lives  ever. 

Max.  O that  thou  wert  not  living,  and  my  friend. 
ty£ctHJ.  ril  bear  a wary  Eye  upon  your  adtions, 

I fear  ye,  tJMa.ximHSy  nor  can  I blame  thee 
If  thou  break’ll:  out,  tor  by  the  gods  thy  wrong 
Deferves  a general  ruinc  .•  do  ye  love  me  ? 

Max.  That’s  all  I have  to  live  on. 
ty£cius.  Then  go  with  me, 

Yelhallnotto  your  own  houfe. 

Max.  Nor  to  any. 

My  griefs  are  greater  far  than  Walls  can  corapafs, 

And  yet  I wonder  how  it  happens  with  me, 

I am  not  dangerous,  and  o’  my  Conlcience, 

Should  I now  lee  the  Emperour  i’th’  heat  on’t, 

I Ihould  not  chide  him  for’t,  an  awe  runs  through  me, 

I feel  it  fenfibly  that  binds  me  to  it, 

*Tis  at  my  heart  now,  there  it  fits  and  rules, 

And  methinks  ’tis  a plealure  to  obey  it. 

JEcins.  ’This  is  a mask  to  cozen  me  i I know  ye. 

And  how  far  ye  dare  do  i no  %oman  farther, 

Nor  with  more  fearlefs  Valour  \ and  I’ll  watch  ye, 

Keep  that  obedience  ftill. 

Max.  Is  a Wifes  lofs 

(For  her  abufe  much  good  may  do  his  Grace, 

I’ll  make  as  bold  with  his  Wife,  if  1 can) 

More  than  the  fading  of  a few  frelh  colours, 

More  than  a lufty  fpring  loft  > 
t/£cius.  No  more,  gJJ^aximWj 
To  one  that  truly  lives.  (y£cms : 

Max.  Why,  thenl  care  not,  I can  live  well  enough, 
For  look  you  friend,  for  vertue,  and  thofe  trifles, 

They  may  be  bought  they  fay. 

i^cius.  He’s  craz’d  a little,  , 

His  grief  has  made  him  talk  things  from  his  Nature. 

Max.  But  Chaftity  is  not  a thing  1 take  it  i 
Togetin  unlefs  itbebelpoken 
A hundred  years  before  *,  Is  it  l/£ciits  ? f 

By’r  Lady,  and  well  handled  too  i’th’ breeding.  ' 

t^cius.  Will  ye  go  any  way? 

Max.  I’ll  tell  thee,  friend 
If  my  Wife  for  all  this  Ihould  be  a Whore  now, 

A kind  of  Kicker  out  of  fheets,  ’twould  vex  me, 

For  I am  not  angry  yet ; the  Emperour 

Is  young  and  handfbme,  and  the  Woman  Flelh,  ' 

And  may  not  thefe  two  couple  without  feratching  ? 

Alas,  my  noble  friend. 

KjMax.  Alas  not  me, 

I am  not  wretched,  for  there’s  no  man  miCerable 
But  he  that  makes  himfelf  lb. 

JiLcms.  Will  ye  walk  yet. ^ (truth  on’t, 

CMax.  Come,  come,  flie  dare  not  dye,  friend,  that’s  the 
She  knows  the  inticing  fweets  and  delicacies 
Of  a young  Princes  pleafures,  and  I thank  her. 

She  has  made  a way  for  Maximm  to  rife  by. 

Will’t  not  become  me  bravely  ? why  do  you  think 
She  wept,  and  faid  Ihe  was  ravilh’d  ? keep  it  here 
And  I’ll  difeover  to  you. 

K.cius.  Well. 

Max.  She  knows 

I love  no  bitten  flelh,  and  out  of  that  hope 
She  might  be  from  me,  Ihe  contriv’d  this  knavery  \ 

Was  it  not  monftrous,  friend  ? 

^cins.  Does  he  but  feem  fo. 

Or  is  he  mad  indeed  ? 

Max.  Oh  gods,  my  heart! 

^cius.  Would  it  would  fairly  break. 

Max.  Methinks  I am  fomewhat  wilder  than  I was, 

And  yet  I thanl.  the  gods  I know  my  duty. 

Enter  Claudia, 

Claud.  Nay,  youmaylpare  your  tears  ^ Ihe’sdead. 

She  is  fo. 

tJMax.  Why,  fo  it  Ihould  be;  how? 

I Qaud.  When  firft  Ihe  enter’d 


Into  her  houfe,  after  a world  of  weeping, 

And  blulhing  like  the  Sun-fet,  as  we  fee  her; 

Dare  1,  laid  flic,  defile  this  houfe  with  Whore, 

In  which  his  noble  Family  has  flourifli’d  ? 

At  which  Ihe  fell,  and  ftir’d  no  more  •,  we  tub’d  herl  T Exit 
Max.  No  more  of  that  i be  gone ; now  my  /Eew,  (.Oau, 
If  thou  wilt  do  me  pleafure,  weep  a little, 

I am  fo  parch’d  I cannot : Your  example  . 

Has  brought  the  rain  down  now  ; now  lead  me  friend  , 
And  as  we  walk  together,  let’s  pray  together  truly^ 

I may  not  fall  from  faith. 
eyEciuT.  That’s  nobly  fpoken. 

Max.  Was  1 not  wild,  kEcIus  f 
FEcius.  Somewhat  troubled. 

Afax.  I felt  no  forrow  then  ^ Now  I’ll  go  with  ye, 

But  do  npc  name  the  Woman;  fyc,  what  fool 
Ami  to  weep  thus?  Gods,  Luctna,  take  thee. 

For  thou  wert  even  the  beft  and  worthieft  Lady. 

I^cius.  Good  Sir,  nomorc^  I (hall  be  melted  with  it. 
Max.  I have  done,  and  good  Sir  comfort  me  •, 

Would  there  were  wars  now, 

RLcius.  Settle  your  thoughts,  come. 
tMax.  So  I have  now,  friend. 

Of  my  deep  lamentations  here’s  an  end.  [_Exeunt. 

Enter  Ppntius,  Phidias,  and  Aretus. 

Phid.  By  my  faith,  Captain  befidespity 

Of  your  fain  fortunes,  what  to  fay  I know  not. 

For  ’tis^ top  true  the  Emperour  defires  not^ 

But  my  belt  mafter,  any  fouldier  near  him: 
jiret.  And  when  he  underftands,  he  call  your  fortunes 
For  difobedience,  how  can  we  incline  him, 

(That  are  but  under  perlons  to  his  favours) 

To  any  fair  opinion  ? Can  ye  ling  ? 

Pont.  Not  topleafe  him,  zAretus.^  for  my  Songs 
Gonotto  th’Lu^e,  or  Viol,  but  to  th’ Trumpet, 

My  tune  kept  on  a Target,  and  my  fubjedl 

The  well  ftruck  wounds  of  men,  not  love,  or  women, 

Phid.  And  thofe  he  underftands  not. 

Pont.  He  Ihould,  Phidias. 

Aret.  Could  you  not  leave  this  killing  way  a little  i 
You  muft,  if  here  you  would  plant  your  felf,  and  rather 
Learn  as  we  do,  to  like  what  thofe  affed 
That  are  above  us  *,  wear  their  adions. 

And  think  they  keep  us  warm  too ; what  they  fay, 

Though  oftentimes  they  fpeak  a little  foolilhly. 

Not  ftay  to  conftrue,  but  prepare  to  execute. 

And  think  however  the  end  falls,  the  buGnefs 
Cannot  run  empty  handed. 

Phid.  Can  ye  flatter. 

And  if  it  were  put  to  you,  lye  a little  ? 

Pont.  Yes,  if  it  be  a living 
Aret.  That’s  well  faid  then. 

Pont.  But  muft  thefe  lies  and  flatteries  be  believ’d  then  ? 
Phid.  Oh  yes,  by  any  means. 

Pon.  By  any  means  then 
I cannot  lie  nor  flatter. 

Aret.  Yemuftfwear  too. 

If  ye  be  there. 

Pont.  1 can  fwear  if  they  move  me. 

Phtd.  Cannot  ye  forfwear  too  ? 

Pont.  The  Court  for  ever. 

If  it  be  grown  fo  wicked. 

Aret.  You  fliould  procure  a little  too. 

Pont.  What’s  that.? 

Mens  honeft  layings  for  my  truth  ? 

Aret.  Oh  no,  Sir*, 

But  womens  honeft  aftions  for  your  trial. 

Pont.  Do  you  do  all  thefe  things? 

Phid.  Do  you  not  like  ’em  ? 

Pont.  Do  you  ask  me  ferioufly,  or  trifle  with  me? 

I am  not  fo  low  yet  to  be  your  mirth. 

Are.  Youdomiftakeus,  Captain,  for  Cncereljr, 

V Ve  ask  you  how  you  like  ’em  ? 

Pon.  Then  fincerely, 
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I tell  ye  I •ol’>ho;  ’tn^ , they  arc  ill  ways, 

\nd  I will  llai  VO  before  I fall  into  ’em, 
j rhcdiK  sot  'em  \Vi etches,  their  bale  hungers 
' Care  not  w.iofe  Bread  they  eat,  nor  how  they  get  it. 
t^rct.  W'hat  then,  Sir  ? 
rc7J.  If  you  profefs  this  wickeduefs, 

Becaufc  yc  have  been  Souldiers,  and  born  Arms, 

' fne  Servants  of  tne  brave 
I ArtJ  by  him  put  to  th’Empcrour,  give  me  leave, 

1 Or  1 mull:  take  itclfe,  to  lay  yc  arc  Villains, 

I For  allyour  GoldcnCoats,  deboflVd,  bale  Villains, 

Vet  I do  wear  a Sword  to  tell  you  fo. 

Is  this  the  way  you  mark  out  for  a Souldier, 

A Man  that  has  commanded  for  the  Empire, 

And  bo  n the  Reputation  of  a Man  ? 

Are  there  not  lazie  things  enough  call’d  fools  and  cowards, 
And  poor  enough  to  be  prefer’d  for  Panders, 

But  wanting  Souldiers  mull  be  Knaves  too  ? ha ! 

This  the  trim  courfe  of  li  e ; were  not  ye  born  Bawds, 

.And  fo  inherit  but  your  Rignts } 1 am  poor, 

And  may  e.vpcJl  a worfc  •,  yet  digging,  pruning, 

Mending  of  broken  ways,  carrying  of  water, 

Planting  of  Wortsand  Onions,  any  thing 
That’s  honefl:,  and  a Mans,  I’ll  rather  chufe, 

I,  and  live  better  on  ir,  which  is  jnfler, 

Drink  my  well  gotten  w'ater  with  more  pleafure, 

When  my  endeavours  done,  and  wages  paid  me, 

Than  you  do  wine,  eat  my  courfe  Bread,  not  curft. 

And  mend  upon’r,  your  diets  are  difeafes,  , 

And  deep  as  foundly,  when  my  labour  bids  me, 

.As  any  forw'ard  Pander  of  ye  all. 

And  rife  a great  deal  honefter  *,  my  Garments, 

Though  not  as  yours,  the  loft  fins  of  the  Empire, 

Yet  may  be  warm,  and  keep  the  biting  wind  our, 

When  every  (ingle  breath  of  poor  opinion 
Finds  you  through  all  your  Velvets.  , 

Aret.  You  have  hit  it,  i 

Nor  are  we  thofc  we  feem,  the  Lord  ty£cius  ^ , 

Put  -US  good  men  to  th’  Emperour,  fo  we  have  ferv’d  him,  j 
Though  much  neglecfted  for  it;  So  dare  be  dill | 
Your  rurfts  arc  not  ours  *,  we  have  feen  your  fortune, 

But  yet  know  no  way  to  redeem  it : Means, 

Such  as  we  have,  ye  (hall  not  want,  brave  i 

But  pray  be  temperate,  if  we  can  wipe  out 
The  way  of  your  offences,  we  are  yours,  Sir; 

And  you  TriaT  live  at  Court  an  honed  Man  too. 

rhid.  That  little  meat  and  means  we  have,we’ll  diareit, 
Fear  not  to  be  as  we  are  •,  what  wc  told  ye. 

Were  but  nicer  tryals  of  your  troth  : y’are  worthy. 

And  fowc’ll  ever  hold  ye-,  fuffer  better, 

And  tiicn  you  area  right  Man,  Pontius,  ; 

If  my.good  Mdllcr  be  not  ever  angry, 

Ye  fhalTcommand  again.  ) 

Pont.  1 have  found  two  good  men  ; ufe  my  life,  ‘ 

For  it  is  yours,  and  all  I have  to  thank  ye  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Ente-r  Maximus. 

Mi^x.  There’s  no  v;aydfcto  do  it,  he  mud  dye, 

Th'.s  frieii:!  mud  dye,  this  foul  of  Maximus, 

Without  whom  I am  not'iing  but  my  (liame, 

This  p.rfcYtntfs  that  keeps  me  from  opinion, 

Mud  dye,  or  I mud  live  thus  branded  ever  .- 
A hard  choice,  and  a fatal;  Gods  ye  have  given  me 
A way  to  credit,  but  the  ground  to  go  on, 

Yc  have  1. veil’d  with  that  precious  life  I Jove  mod, 

Yet  1 muli  on,  an  i ? h ough,  for  if  I offer 
Totakemy  y.ay  v,'t  i,^uthim,  like  a Sea 
Hcb'-arshrshig’iO-m.Trand  ’twixtmeand  vengeance, 

' And  ii  mine  ovsjri  i yad  links  me,  he  is  honed, 

; of  a mod  condant  loyalty  to  Cajar, 

. And  when  he  dial  I but  doubt,  I dare  attempt  him, 

' But  niakea  quedion  of  his  ill,  but  lay 
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What  is  a C<cfar,  that  he  dare  do  this. 

Dead  fure  he  cuts  me  off-,  tAEcius  dyes, 

Or  I have  loll  my  fell : why  (liould  I kill  him  ? 

Why  (liould  I kill  my  felf?  for  ’tis  my  killing, 

/T.ciits  is  my  root,  and  wither  him, 

Like  a decaying  Branch  I fall  to  nothing. 

Is  he  not  more  to  me  than  Wife,  tWdn  C<efar  ? 

Though  I had  now  my  fafe  revenge  upon  him’, 

Is  he  not  more  than  rumour,  and  his  fricndi'hip 
Sweeter  than  the  love  of  women?  what  is  honour 
Wc  all  fo  drangely  are  bewitch’d  withal  ? 

Can  it  relieve  me  if  1 want  ? he  has  -, 

Can  honour  ’twixtthe  iiicenfed  Prince  and  Envy, 

Bear  up  the  lives  of  worthy  men?  he  has; 

Can  honour  pull  the  wings  of  fearful  Cowards, 

And  make  ’em  turn  again  like  Tigers  ? he  has ; 

And  1 have  liv’d  to  fee  this,  and  preferv’d  fo- 
Why  (hould  this  empty  word  incite  me  then 
To  what  is  ill  and  cruel  ? let  her  peridi. 

A friend  is  more  than  all  the  world,  than  honour; 

She  is  a woman  and  her  lofs  the  lefs. 

And  with  her  go  my  griefs ; but  hark  ye  Maximtt-Sy 
Was  fhe  not  yours?  Did  (he  not  dye  to  tell  yc 
She  was  a ravidi’d  woman  ? Did  not  Jufcice  , 

Nobly  begin  with  her  that  not  deferv’d  it, 

And  (hall  he  Jive  that  did  it  ? Stay  a little. 

Can  this  abule  dye  here  ? Shall  not  mens  tongues  | 

Difpute  it  afterward^  and  fay  I gave  I 

(Affedting  dull  obedience^  and  tame  duty,  , j 

And  led  away  with  fondnefs  of  a friendihip) 

The  only  vertue  of  the  world  to  flander  s' 

Is  not  this  certain,  was  not  fhe  a chafte  one. 

And  fuch  a one,  that  no  compare  dwelt  with  her. 

One  of  Co  fweet  a vertue  that  lEcius, 

Even  he  himfdf,  this  friend  that  holds  me  from  it, . 

Out  of  his  worthy  love  to  me,  and  juftice. 

Had  it  not  been  on  Gcfary  had  reveng’d  her  ? 

He  told  me  fo  ; what  (liall  I do  then  ? | 

Enter  a Servant. 

Can  other  men  affed  it,  and  I cold  ? 

I fear  he  mull  not  live. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  the  General 
Is  cometofeekye. 
slAIax.  Go,  entreat  him  to  enter ; 

0 brave  E.cius,  I could  wilh  thee  now 

As  far  from  friendlhip  to  me,  as  from  fears, 

That  I might  cut  thee  off,  like  that  1 weigh’d  not. 

Is  there  no  way  without  him  to  come  near  it  ? 

For  put  of  honelty  he  muft  deftroy  me 
If  I attempt  it,  he  murt  dye  as  others, 

And  1 mult  Jofe  him ; ’tis  necelfity, 

Only  the  time  and  means  is  the  difference  *, 

But  yet  I would  not  make  a murther  of  him. 

Take  him  direiRly  for  my  doubts ; he  fhall  dye, 

1 have  found  a way  to  do  ir,  and  a fafe  one, 

It  fhall  be  honour  to  him  too  -.  I know  not 
What  to  determine  certain,  I am  fo  troubled. 

And  fuch  a deal  of  confciencc  preffes  me ; 

Enter  iTcius. 

Would  I were  dead  my  felf. 

N.CIHS.  You  run  away  well ; 

How  got  you  from  me,  friend  ? 

Max.  That  that  leads  mad  men, 

A (trong  imagination  made  me  wander. 

E.cius.  1 thought  you  had  been  more  fetled. 

Max.  I am  well, 

But  you  mult  give  me  leave  a little  fometimes 
To  have  a buzzing  in  my  brains. 

Pectus.  Y e are  dangerous. 

But  I’ll  prevent  it  if  1 can ; ye  told  me 
You  would  go  toth’  Army. 

Max. 
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Mux.  Why,  to  have  my  tiiroat  cut  ? 

Muft  he  not  be  the  braveft  man, 

That  ftrikes  me  firft  / 

/Ec/,  You  promiled  me  a freedom 
From  allthdc  thoughts,  and  why  fbould  any  flrike  youf 
Max.  I am  an  Enemy,  a wicked  one, 

Worfe  than  the  foes  of  I am  a Coward, 

A Cuckold,  and  a Coward,  that’s  two  caufes 
Why  every  one  Hiould  beat  me. 

L/£ci.  Ye  are  neither-, 
y\nd  durfl:  another  tell  me  fo,  he  dyed  for’t. 

For  thus  far  on  mine  honour,  i’le  allure  you 
No  man  more  lov’d  than  you,  and  for  your  valour. 

And  what  ye  may  be,  fair  ^ no  man  more  follow’d. 

Max.  A doughty  man  indeed : but  that’s  all  one, 

The  Emperour  nor  all  the  Princes  living 
Shall  find  a flaw  in  my  Coat  ^ I have  fuller’d. 

And  can  yet  •,  let  them  find  inflidions, 

I’le  find  a body  for  ’em,  or  Tie  break  it. 

'Tis  not  a Wife  can  thruft  me  out,  fome  look’t  for’t  •, 
But  let  ’em  look  till  they  are  blind  with  looking. 

They  are  but  fools ; yet  there  is  anger  in  me. 

That  I would  fain  difperfe,  and  now  I think  on’t. 

You  told  me,  friend,  the  Provinces  are  ftirring. 

We  ihall  have  fport  I hope  then,  and  what’s  dangerous, 
A Battle  Ihall  beat  from  me. 

(y£ci.  Why  do  ye  eye  me. 

With  fuch  a feticd  look  f 
Max.  Pray  tell  me  this, 

Dowe  not  love  extreamly  ? I love  you  fo. 

l/£«.  If  I Ihould  fay  I lov’d  not  you  as  truly, 

I Ihould  do  that  I never  durfl:  do,  lye. 

Max.  If  I fliould  dye,  would  it  not  grieve  you  much  ? 
Without  all  doubt. 

Max.  And  could  you  live  without  me  ? 
vA-ci.  It  would  much  trouble  me  to  live  without  ye. 
Our  loves,  and  loving  fouls  have  been  fo  us’d 
Butto  one  houfhold  inus:  but  to  dye 
Becaufe  I could  not  make  you  live,  were  woman. 

Far  much  too  weak,  were  it  to  fave  your  worth. 

Or  to  redeem  your  name  from  rooting  out, 

T 0 quit  you  bravely  fighting  from  the  foe, 

Or  fetch  ye  off,  where  honour  had  ingag’d  ye, 

I ought,  and  would  dye  for  ye. 

Max.  Truly  fpoken. 

WhatbeaftbutI,  thatmuft,  could  hurt  this  man  now? 
Would  he  had  ravilh’d  me,  I would  have  paid  him, 

I would  have  taught  him  fuch  a trick,  his  Eunuchs 
Nor  all  his  black-eyed  Boys  dreamt  of  yet  \ 

By  all  the  Gods  I am  mad  now  ^ now  were  Cafar 
Within  my  reach,  and  on  his  glorious  top 
The  pile  of  all  the  world,  he  went  to  nothing ; 

The  Deftinies,  nor  all  the  dames  of  Hell, 

Were  I once  grappl’d  with  him,  Ihould  relieve  him, 
No  not  the  hope  of  mankind  more  ^ all  perifhed  ^ 

But  this  is  words,  and  weaknefs. 

c/£d.  Ye  look  flrangely. . 

1 Max.  1 look  but  as  1 am,  I am  a flranger. 

To  me  ? 

I Max.  To  every  one,  I am  no  Roman ; 

I Nor  what  I am  do  I know, 
i c/fa.  Then  I’le  leave  ye. 

i Max.  1 find  I am  belt  fo,  if  ye  meet  with  Maximm 
i ' Pray  bid  him  be  an  honefl;  man  for  my  fake. 

Yon  may  do  much  upon  him  for  his  lhadow. 

Let  me  alone. 

cy£«.  Y e were  not  wont  to  talk  thus, 

And  to  your  friend  ye  have  fome  danger  in  you. 

That  willingly  would  run  to  adfion. 

Take  heed,  by  all  our  love  take  heed, 
f:  itJMax.  I danger  ? 

: I,  willing  to  do  any  thing,  I dig. 

: Has  not  my  Wife  been  dead  two  dayes  already  ? 

! Are  not  my  mournings  by  this  time  moth-eaten  ? 


Are  not  her  fins  difpers’d  to  other  Women, 

And  many  one  ravilh’d  to  relieve  her  .<* 

Have  I Ihed  tears  tlicfc  twelve  hours  ^ i 

z/Eci.  Now  ye  weep.  i 

Max.  Some  lazie  drops  that  Raid  behind.  i 

c/£c<.  Tie  tell  ye  ! 

And  I miifl  tell  ye  truth,  were  it  not  hazard,  ! 

And  almofl:  certain  lofsof  all  the  Empire, 

I would  join  with  ye.-  were  it  any  mans 
But  his  life,  that  is  life  of  us,  heloltit 
For  doing  of  this  mifehief : 1 would  take  it, 

And  to  your  refl  give  ye  a brave  revenge : 

But  as  the  rule  now  Irands,  and  as  he  rules, 

And  as  the  Nations  hold  in  difobcdience, 

•One  pillar  failing,  all  rnufl:  fall;  Idarenot.- 
Nor  IS  it  jufl:  you  Ihould  be  fufier’d  in  it. 

Therefore  again  take  heed  ; On  forraign  foes 
We  are  our  own  revengers,  but  at  home 
On  Princes  that  ar  e eminent  and  ours, 

’Tis  fit  the  Gods  flrould  judge  us;  benotrafli. 

Nor  let  your  angry  Eeelcut  thofe  ye  know  not. 

For  by  this  fatal  blow,  if  ye  dare  flrike  it. 

As  1 fee  great  aims  in  ye,  thole  unborn  yet, 

And  thol'e  to  come  of  them,  and  thefe  fucceeding 
Shall  bleed  the  wrath  of  zJMaximiu : for  me 
As  ye  now  bear  your  felf,  I am  your  friend  Hill, 

If  ye  fall  oT  1 will  not  flatter  ye, 

And  in  my  hands,  were  yc  my  foul,  you  perilh’d ; 

Once  more  be  careful,  ftand,  and  Ibill  be  worthy,  , 

I’le  leave  you  for  this  hour.  \JExit. 

zJd-fax.  Pi  ay  do,  ’tis  done: 

Ana  fnendfhip,  fince  thou  canfl:  not  hold  in  dangers. 

Give  me  a certain  ruin,  I mull  through  it.  [Exit. 


ABhs  Quartus,  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Emperour^  Licinius,  Chilax,  and  Balbus.  j 
Emper.  ITAEad  ? 

1_/  Chil.  So  ’tis  thought,  Sir. 

Emper.  How? 

Ltct.  Grief,  auddilgrace, 

As  people  fay. 

Empe.  No  more,  I have  too  much  on’t, 

Too  much  by  you,  you  whetters  of  my  follies, 

Ye  Angel  formers  of  my  fins,  but  Devils 

Where  is  your  cunning  now  .<*  you  would  work  wonders, 

There  was  no  chaflity  above  your  praeftice,  * 

You  would  undertake  to  make  her  love  her  wrongs, 

And  doate  upon  her  rape ; mark  what  I tell  ye, 

If  Ihe  be  dead 

Chil.  Alas  Sir. 

Empe.  Hang  ye  Rafcals, 

Ye  biafters  of  my  youth,  iflhebegone, 

’T were  better  ye  had  been  your  Fathers  Camels, 

Groan’d  under  daily  weights  of  wood  and  water ; 

Am  1 not  Cafarf 

Lici.  Mighty  and  our  Maker. 

Empe.  Thanthus  have  given  my  pleafures  to  deftrudtion. 
Look  file  be  living,  flaves. 

Lici.  We  are  no  Gods  Sir, 

Ifflie  be  dead,  to  make  her  new  again. 

Empe.  She  cannot  dye,  fhemuftnotdye^  are  thole 
I plant  my  love  upon  but  common  livers? 

Their  hours  as  others,  told ’em?  can  they  be  afhes ? 

Why  do  ye  flatter  a beliefinto  me 

That  I am  all  that  is,  the  world’s  my  creature. 

The  Trees  bring  forth  their  fruits  when  I fay  Surhmer, 

The  Wind  that  knows  no  limit  but  his  wildnefs, 

At  my  command  moves  not  a leaf-,  the  Sea  . ^ 

With  his  proud  mountain  waters  envying  Heaven, 

When  I fay  ftill,  run  into  Cryftal  mirrors,  . 
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vllaii  1 do  this  and  fne  dye  ? Why  ye  bubbles 
That  with  my  lealt  breath  break,  no  more  remembred  ; 
Ye  moths  that  fly  about  my  flame  and  pcrifli, 

Vc  golden  canker-worms,  that  cat  my  honours, 

Living  no  longer  than  my  fpring  ot  favour : 

U’hy'do  ye  make  me  God  that  can  do  nothing  ? 

Is  idle  not  dead  ? 

OyU.  All  W'omcn  are  not  with  her. 

£/«/><■-  A common  Whore  ferves  you,  and  far  above  ye, 
I The  plealurcs  of  a body  lam’d  with  lewdnefs  ^ 

A meer  perpetual  motion  makes  ye  happy ; 

Am  I a man  to  traftick  with  Difeafes  ? 

Can  any  but  a chaftity  ferve  ? 

And  fuch  a one  that  Gods  would  kneel  topurchafe  ? 

You  tliink  becaufe  you  have  bred  me  up  to  pleafures, 

-And  almofl  run  me  over  all  the  rare  ones, 

Yocr  Wives  will  ferve  the  turn : I care  not  for  ’em. 

Your  Wivesare  Fencers  Whores,  and  fhall  be  Footmens, 
Though  fometimes  my  nice  will,  or  rather  anger 
Havx  made  ye  Cuckolds  for  variety  *, 

I won  id  not  have  ye  hope,  nor  dream  ye  poor  ones 
Aiwaies  lo  great  a bleiTing  from  me  ^ go 
Get  your  own  infamy  hereafter  Rafcals, 

I have  done  too  nobly  for  ye,  ye  enjoy 
Each  one  an  heir,  the  Royal  feedof^rfy^r, 

And  1 may  curfe  ye  for’t  •,  your  wanton  Gennets 
That  are  fo  proud,  the  wind  get’s  ’em  with  fillies, 

Taught  me  this  foul  intemperance : Thou  Liemins 
Haft  fuch  a Mejfaltna,  fuch  a Lais, 

The  backs  of  Bulls  cannot  content,  nor  Stallions, 

The  fwcat  of  fifty  men  a night  do’s  nothing. 

Lid.  Your  Grace  but  jelts  I hope. 

Empe.  ’Tis  Oracle. 

The  fins  of  other  Women  put  by  hers 

Shew  offlike  fandities:  Thine’s  afool,  Qoilax., 

Yet  Ihe  can  tell  to  twenty,  and  all  lovers, 

And  all  lien  with  her  too,  and  all  as  Ihe  is. 

Rotten^  and  ready  for  an  Hofpital. 

Yours  IS  an  holy  Whore,  inzndiBalhus. 

Bal.  Well  Sir. 

£mpe.  One  that  can  pray  away  the  fins  Ihe  fuffers, 
i But  not  the  punilhments ; Ihe  has  had  ten  Baftards, 

I Five  of ’em  now  are  Lidors,  yet  fhe  prayes ; 

! She  has  been  the  Song  of  Rome,  and  common  PaJ^aiTf 
\ Since  I durfi;  fee  a Wench,  fhe  was  Camp  Miftris, 

I And  mufter’d  all  the  cohorts,  paid  ’em  too, 
i They  have  it  yet  to  fhew,  and  yet  fhe  prayes ; 

! She  is  now  to  enter  old  men  that  are  Children, 

And  have  forgot  their  rudiments;  am  I 
Left  for  thefe  withered  vices  ? and  but  one, 

: But  oncof all  the  world  that  could  content  me. 

And  fnatch’d  away  in  fhewing?  If  your  Wives 
■ Be  not  yet  Witches,  or  your  felves  now  be  fo 
' And  fave  your  lives,  raife  me  this  noble  beauty 
[ As  when  I forc’d  her,  full  of  conftancy, 

I Or  by  the  Gods 

' Lid.  Mofl  facred 
j Empe.  Slaves. 

I Enter  Proculus. 

! Lid.  Good  'PtochIhs. 

I Pro.  You  fhall  not  fee  it, 

I It  may  concern  the  Empire. 

' Emp.  Ha  ; w^hat  faid’ft  thou  ? 

Is  fhe  not  dead  ? 

Pro.  Not  any  one  I know.  Sir ; 

I come  to  bring  your  Grace  a Letter,  here 
' Scatter’d  belike  i’th’  Court ; ’tis  fent  to  Maxirms 
\ And  bearing  danger  in  it. 

I Emp.  Danger  where  ? 

: Double  our  Guard. 

Tro.  Nay  no  where,  but  i’th’  Letter. 

F.mp.  What  an  afflicted  Confcience  do  I live  with, 
j And  what  a btaft  I am  grown  ? I had  forgotten 


To  ask  Heaven  mercy  for  my  fault,  and  vfas  now 
Even  ravifhing  again  her  memory, 

I find  there  muft  be  danger  in  this  deed  : 

Why  do  1 fland  difputing  then  and  whining  ? 

For  what  is  not  the  gods  to  give,  they  cannot 
Though  they  would  link  their  powers  in  one,  do  mifehief. ; 
This  Letter  may  betray  me,  get  ye  gone  lExcimt. 

And  wait  me  in  the  Garden,  guard  the  houfc  well. 

And  keep  this  from  the  Emprefs : the  name  Aia.ximns 
Runs  through  me  like  a feavour,  this  may  be 
Some  private  Letter  upon  private  bulinefs. 

Nothing  concerning  me : why  fhould  I open’t  ? 

I have  done  him  wrong  enough  already ; yet 
It  may  concern  me  too,  the  time  fo  tells  me ; 

The  wicked  deed  I have  done,  aflures  me  ’tis  fo. 

Be  what  it  will,  I’Je  fee  it,  if  that  be  not 
Part  of  my  fears,  among  my  other  fins, 

I’le  purge  it  out  in  prayers : 

How.i*  what’s  this? 

Letter read~\  LotA  Maximus.,yo\x\oxc  <>/Ecius, 

And  are  1^  noble  friend  too  bid  him  be  lefs, 

I mean  lefs  with  the  people,  times  arc  dangerou  ; 

The  Army’s  his,  the  Emperour  in  doubts  •, 

And  as  fome  will  not  ftrek  to  fay,  declining. 

You  ftand  a conftant  man  in  either  fortune*, 

Perfwade  him,  he  is  loft  elfe : Though  ambition 
Be  the  lafl  fin  he  touches  at,  or  never  j 
Yet  what  the  people  mad  with  loving  him. 

And  as  they  willingly  defire  another 
May  tempt  him  to,  or  rather  force  his  goodnefs, 

Is  to  be  doubted  mainly : he  is  all, 

(As  he  Hands  now)  but  the  meer  name  of  C<tfar, 

And  fhould  the  Emperour  inforce  him  leffer. 

Not  coming  from  himfelf,  it  were  more  dangerous: 

He  is  honeft,  and  will  hear  you ; doubts  are  fcatter’d. 

And  alraoft  come  to  growth  in  every  houfhold  : 

Yet  in  my  foolifli  judgment,  were  this  mafter’d. 

The  people  that  are  now  but  rage,  and  his. 

Might  be  again  obedience : you  fhall  know  me 
When  Rome  is  fair  again  *,  till  when  I love  you. 

No  name!  this  may  be  cunning,  yet  it  feemsnoty 
For  there  is  nothing  in  it  but  is  certain, 

Befides  my  fafety. 

Had  not  good  Germanicus, 

That  was  as  loyal,  and  as  Hraight  as  he  is. 

If  not  prevented  by  Tiberius, 

Been  by  the  Souldiers  forc’d  their  Emperour  ? • 

He  had,  and  ’tis  my  wifdom  to  remember  it. 

And  was  not  Corbulo,  even  that  Corbulo, 

That  ever  fortunate  and  living  Roman, 

That  broke  the  heart-ftrings  of  the  Parthians, 

And  brought  Arfaces  line  upon  their  knees. 

Chain’d  to  the  a we  of  Rome,  becaufe  he  was  thought 
(And  but  in  wine  once)  fit  to  make  a Cafar, 

Cut  ofTby  Nero  ? I mufi  feek  my  fafety : 

For  ’tis  the  fame  again,  if  not  beyond  it : 

I know  the  Souldier  loves  him  more  than  Heaven, 

And  will  adventure  all  his  gods  to  raife  him ; 

Me  he  hates  more  than  peace : what  this  may  breed, 

Ifdull  fecurity  and  confidence 
Let  him  grow  up,  a fool  may  find  andlaughtat. 

But  why  Lord  Maximus  f injur’d  fo, 

Should  be  the  man  to  counfel  him,  I know  not ; 

More  than  he  has  been  friend,  and  lov’d  allegeance : 

What  now  he  is  I fear,  forhisabufes 
Without  the  people  dare  draw  blood  who  waits  there  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  Your  Grace. 

Emp.  Call  Phidias  and  Aretus  hither : 
rie  find  a day  for  him  too  times  are  dangerous. 

The  Army  his,  the  Emperour  in  doubts : 

I find  it  is  too  truc^  did  he  not  tell  me 
I . As  if  he  had  intent  to  make  me  odious, 

2.  And 
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z.  And  to  my  facc^  and  by  a way  of  ten  or, 

What  vices  I was  grounded  in,  and  almolt 
Proclaim’d  the  Souldicrs  hate  againrt  me  ? is  not 
Thefacred  name  and  dignity  of Co:/<r 
(Were  this  <lAccUu  more  than  man)  fiifiicient 
To  (hake  otfall  his  honcity  ? He’s  dangerous 
Though  he  be  good,  and  though  a fiicnd,  a fear’d  one, 
And  fuch  I mult  not  flccp  by ; are  they  come  yet  ? 

Ido  believe  this  fellow,  and  I thank  him  ; 

’Twas  time  to  look  about,  if  I muft  perilh, 

Yet  (hall  my  fears  go  for  molt. 


Eater  Phidias,  and  Arctus. 


Phi.  Life  to  C£far. 

Emp.  Is  Lord  c-/^a«4  waiting/* 

Phi.  Not  this  morning, 

I rather  think  he’s  with  the  Army. 

Emp.  Army.'* 

I do  not  like  that  Army : go  unto  him, 

And  bid  him  ftraight  attend  me,  and  do  ye  hear, 

Come  private  without  any  j I have  buHnefs 
Only  for  him. 

Phi.  y our  Graces  pleafure HExit  Phidias. 

Emp.  Go ; 

What  Souldier  is  the  fame,  I have  feen  him  often, 

That  keeps  you  company,  j4retiu  ? 

Are.  Me  Sir? 

Emp.  I you,  Sir. 

Are.  One  they  call  Ponthif, 

And’t  pleafe  your  Grace. 

Emp.  A Captain  ? 

<tArc.  Yes,  hewasfo*. 

But  fpcaking  fomething  roughly  in  his  want, . ■ 

Efpecially  of  Wars,  the  Noble  General  , 

Out  of  (triift  allegiance  caft  his  fortunes. 

Emp.  H’as  been  a valiant  fellow. 

Are.  So  he’s  (till. 

E»^.  Alas,  the  General  might  have  pardon’d  follies, 

! Souldiers  will  talk  fometimes. 

Arc.  I am  glad  of  this. 

Emp.  He  wants  preferment  as  I take  it. 

Are.  Yes  Sir ; 

And  for  that  noble  Grace  his  life  (hall  ferve. 

. Emp.  I have  a (ervicc  for  him : 

I (hame  a Souldier  (hould  become  a Begger : 

I like  the  man  Gretas. 

Are.  Godsprotedtye. 

Emp.  Bid  him  repair  to  and  there 

He  (liall  receive  the  bufinefs,  and  reward  for’t : 

Tie  fee  him  fetled  too,  and  as  a Souldier, 
i We  (liall  want  fuch. 

' Are.  The  fweets  of  Heaven  (till  crown  ye. 

1 Emp.  1 have  a fearful  darknefs  in  my  foul, 

I And  till  I be  deliver’d,  (till  am  dying.  f 


1 S C E N E II. 

I 

I Enter  Maximus  alone. 

1 Max.  My  way  has  taken  : all  the  Court’s  in  guard. 

And  bufnefs  every  where,  and  every  corner 
Full  of  (trange  whifpers ; I am  leaft  in  rumour, 

Aldus  Phidias. 

; And  fo  Tie  keep  my  felf.  Here  comes  i/Ecim^ 

I fee  the  bait  is  fwallow’d  ; If  he  be  io(t 

• He  is  my  Martyr,  and  my  way  (lands  open, 

And  honour  on  thy  head,  his  blood  is  reckon’d.  (arm’d? 

zy£ic.  Why  how  now  friend,  what  makes  ye  here  un- 
Are  ye  turn’d  Merchant? 

tJMax.  By  your  fair  perfwafiems. 

And  fuch  a Merchant  trafheks  without  danger  ^ 

I have  forgotten  all,  <iAlcnu, 

And  which  is  more,  forgiven. 

f (iAEci.  Now  I love  ye, 

iL 


Truly  I do,  ye  area  worthy  Roman. 

Max.  The  fair  repentance  of  my  Prince  to  me 
Is  more  than  facrifice  of  bloud  and  vengeance, 

No  eyes  (liall  weep  her  ruins,  but  mine  own. 

Aeci.  Still  yc  take  more  love  fi  oni  me ; vertuous  friend 
The  gods  make  poor  Aeans  worthy  of  thee. 

Max.  Only  in  me  y’are  poor  Sir ; and  1 vvoithy 
Only  in  being  yours: 

Bur  why  your  arm  thus, 

Have  ye  been  hurt  Aecins  ? 

Aeci.  Bruis’d  a little : 

My  liOife  fell  with  me  friend  : which  till  this  morning 
1 never  knew  him  do. 

Max.  Pray  gods  it  boad  well ; 

And  now  I think  on’t  better,  ye  (liall  back. 

Let  my  perfwalions  rule  ye. 

Aeci.  Back,  why  Maximus  ? 

.The  Emperour  commands  me  come. 

Max.  I like  not 
At  this  time  his  command. 

Aeci.  I do  at  all  times, 

And  all  times  will  obey  it,  why  not  now  then  ? 

Max.Vlc  tell  ye  why, and  as  I have  been  govern’d. 

Be  you  fo,  noble  friend  : The  Court’s  in  Guard, 

Arm’d  (trongly,  for  what  purpofe,  let  me  fear  •,  - 

Ido  not  like  your  going. 

Aeci.  Were  it  fire  j 

And  that  fire  certain  to  confume  this  body, 
if  Cafar  (eiit,  I would  goc  •,  never  fear  man, 

If  he  take  me,  betakes  his  arms  away, 

I am  too  plain  and  true  to  be  fufpefted. 

Max.  Then  I have  dealt  unwifely. 

Aeci.  If  the  Emperour, 

Becaufe  he  meerely  may,  will  have  my  life. 

That’s  all  he  has  to  work  on,  and  all  (liall  have  : 

Let  him,  he  loves  me  better : here  1 wither. 

And  happily  may  live,  till  ignorantly 
I run  into  a fault  worth  death : nay  more,di(honour. 

Now  all  my  fins,  I dare  fay  thofe  of  duty 
Are  printed  here,  and  if!  fall  fo  happy, 

1 blefs  the  grave  1 lye  in,  and  the  gods 
Equal,  as  dying  on  the  Enemy,  • 

Mu(t  take  me  up  a Sacrifice.  ' 

Max.  Goe  on  then, 

And  Tie  gbe  with  ye. 

Aeci.  No,  ye  may  not  friend. 

Max.  He  cannot  be  a friend,  bars  me  Aecius, 

Shall  I forfake  ye  in  my  doubts  ? 

Aeci.  Ye  mu(t. 

Max.  I mud  not,  nor  I will  not  •,  have  1 liv’d 
Only  to  be  a Carpet  friend  for  pleafure  ? ^ 

I can  endure  a death  as  well  as  Cato. 

Aeci.  There  is  no  death  nor  danger  in  my  going, 

Nor  none  mud  goe  along. 

Max.  1 have  a fword  too. 

And  once  I could  have  us’d  it  for  my  fr(end. 

Aeci.  1 need  no  fword,  nor  friend  in  this,  pray  leave  me  •, 
And  as  ye  love  me,  do  not  overlove  me  ^ 
i am  commanded  none  (liall  come  : at  fupper 
I’le  meet  ye,  and  weel  drink  a cup  or  two. 

Ye  need  good  Wine,  ye  have  been  fad  : Farewel. 

A/’^w.Farewel  my  noble  friend, let  me  embrace  ye 
E’re  ye  depart  •,  it  may  be  one  of  us 
Shall  never  do  the  like  again. 

Aeci  Yes  often. 

Max.  Farewel  good  dear  Aecius. 

Aeci.  Farewel  Maximus 

Till  night ; indeed  you  doubt  too  much [_Exit. 

Max.  I.  do  not  ; 

Goc  worthy  innocent,  and  make  the  number 
Of  Cafars  fins  fo  great,  Heaven  may  want  mercy : 

Tie  hover  hereabout  to  know  what  pa(fes: 

And  if  he  be  fodevililh  to  dellroy  thee, 

In  thy  bloud  fliall  begin  In s Tragedy.  — 
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SCENA  III. 


Enter  Proculiis,  and  Pontius. 

Pro.  Befides  this,  if  you  do  it,  you  enjoy 
The  noble  name  Patrki.vi ; more  than  that  too, 

I The  friend  of Ctpr  ye  are  ftil’d : there’s  nothing 
I Within  the  hopes  of  Rome.,  or  prefent  being, 
i But  you  may  fafcly  fay  is  yours. 

Pon.  Pray  flay  Sir  *, 

W'hat  has  udedus  done  to  be  deftroy’d  ? 

At  Icalt  I would  have  a colour. 

7Vff.  Ye  have  more, 

Nay  all  that  may  be  given,  he  is  a Traitor, 

One,  any  man  would  ftrike  that  were  a fubjeft. 

Pon.  Is  he  To  foul  ? 

Pro.  Yes,  a mofl  fcarfull  Traytor. 

Pon.  A fearfull  plague  upon  thee,  for  thou  lyeft ; 

I ever  thought  the  Souldier  would  undoe  him 
With  his  too  much  affeeftion. 

Pro.  Ye  have  hit  it. 

They  have  brought  him  to  ambition. 

Pon.  Then  he  is  gone. 

Pro.  The  Emperour  out  of  a foolifh  pitie. 

Would  fave  him  yet. 

Pon.  Is  he  fo  mad  ? 

Pro.  He’s  madder  1 
U'ould  goe  to’th’  Army  to  him. 

Pon.  U^ould  he  fo  ? 

Pro.  Yes  T^ontins  j but  weconfider 

Ton.  Wifely. 

Pro.  Howelfeman,  that  the  Rate  lies  in  it. 

Pon.  And  your  lives  too. 

Pro.  And  every  mans. 

Pon.  He  did  me 
All  the  difgrace  he  could. 

Pro.  And  fcutvily. 

Pon.  Outofamilchiefmcerly  :did  you  mark  it? 

Pro.  Yes  well  enough. 

Now  ye  have  means  to  quit  it. 

The  deed  done,  take  his  place. 

Pon.  Pray  let  me  think  on’t, 

Tis  ten  to  one  I do  it. 

Pro.  Do  and  be  happy. {,Exlt?^o. 

Pon.  This  Emperour  is  made  of  nought  but  mifehief. 
Sure,  Murther  was  his  Mother ; none  to  lop. 

But  the  main  link  he  had  ? upon  my  confcience 
The  man  is  truly  honefl:,  and  that  kills  him  •, 

For  to  live  here,  and  lludy  to  be  true. 

Is  all  one  to  be  Traitors ; why  Ihould  he  die  ? 

Have  they  not  Slaves  and  Ralcals  for  their  OfTrings 
In  full  abundance  •,  Bawds  more  than  bcafts  for  daughter  ? 
Have  they  not  finging  whores  enough,  and  knaves  too. 

And  millions  of  fuch  Martyrs  to  fink  Charon, 

But  the  beft  fons  of  Rome  muft  fail  too  ? I will  (hew  him 
( fince  he  muftdye  ) a way  to  do  it  truly : 

And  though  he  bears  me  hard,  yet  fhall  he  know, 

I am  born  to  make  him  bicfs  me  for  a blow. \JExit . 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Phidias,  Arctus,  and  ^Tcius. 

Phi.  Yet  ye  may  Teape  to  th’  Camp,we’l  hazard  with  ye. 

Ant.  Lofc  not  your  life  fo  bafely  Sir ; ye  are  arm’d, 

And  many  when  they  fee  your  fword  out,  and  know  why. 
Mult  follow  your  adventure. 

Act.  Get  yc  from  me  : 

Is  not  the  doom  of  on  this  body. 

Do  not  I bear  my  lalt  I our  here,  now  lent  me 
Am  I not  old  Jeans,  ever  dying? 
j You  think  thistcndcinffs  and  love  you  bring  me, 
;’Tistrcafon,  and  the  itrength  of  difobcdicncc, 

' And  if  ye  tempt  me  further,  yeltiall  feel  it : 

I feek  the  Camp  for  lafcty,  when  my  death 


\ Ten  times  more  glorious  than  my  life,  and  lalting 
Bids  me  be  happy  ? Let  the  fool  fear  dying. 

Or  he  that  weds  a woman  for  his  honour. 

Dreaming  no  other  life  to  come  but  kifi'es ; 

<LAecins  is  not  now  to  learn  to  fuffer : 

If  ye  dare  fiiew  a jufl:  affedion,  kill  me, 

I Itay  but  thofe  that  muft : why  do  yc  weep  ? 

Am  I fo  wretched  to  deferve  mens  pities  ? 

Goe  give  your  tears  to  thofe  that  lofe  their  worths. 
Bewail  their  miferies,  for  me  wear  Garlands, 

Drink  wine,  and  much-,  fing  to  my  praife, 

I am  to  triumph  friends,  and  more  than  Cafar, 

For  C<tfar  fears  to  die,  I love  to  die. 

Phi.  O my  dear  Lord  ! 

Jed.  No  more,  goe,  goe  I fay  -, 

Shew  me  not  figns  of  forrow,  I deferve  none ; 

Dare  any  man  lament,  I fhould  die  nobly  ? , 

Am  I grown  old  to  have  fuch  enemies  ? 

When  I am  dead,  fpeak  honourably  of  me. 

That  is,  preferve  my  memory  from  dying  •, 

There  if  you  needs  muft  weep  your  ruin’d  Mafter, 

A tear  or  two  will  feem  well : this  I charge  ye, 

( becaufe  ye  fay  you  yet  love  old  Jedtts ) 

See  my  poor  body  burnt,  and  fome  to  fing 
About  my  Pile, and  what  I have  done  and  fufler’d. 

If  Cafar  kill  not  that  too  ; at  your  banquets 
When  I am  gone,  if  any  chance  to  number 
The  times  that  have  been  fad  and  dangerous. 

Say  how  I fell,  and  ’tis  fufficient : 

No  more  I fay,  he  that  laments  my  end 
By  all  the  gods  difhonours  me  -,  be  gone 
And  fuddainly,  and  wifely  from  my  dangers, 

My  death  is  catchingelfe. 

Phi.  We  fear  not  dying. 

Jec.'idi  fear  a wilfull  death, the  juft  Gods  hate  it, 

I need  no  company  to  that  that  Children 
Dare  do  alone,  and  Slaves  are  proud  to  purchafe ; 

Live  till  your  honefties,  as  mine  has  done. 

Make  this  corrupted  age  fick  of  your  vertues, 
Thendyeafacrifice,  and  then  ye  know 
The  noble  ufe  of  dying  well,  and  Roman. 

Are.  And  muft  we  leave  ye  Sir  ? 

Jed.  We  muft  all  die, 

All  leave  our  felves,  it  matters  not  where,  when, 

Nor  how,  fo  we  die  well : and  can  that  man  that  does  fo 
Need  lamentation  for  him  ? Children  weep 
Becaufe  they  have  offended,  or  for  fear  -, 

Women  for  want  of  will,  and  anger;  is  there 
In  noble  man,  that  truly  feels  bothpoyfes 
Of  life  and  death,  fo  much  of  this  wet  weaknefs. 

To  drown  a glorious  death  in  child  and  woman  ^ 

I am  afham’d  to  fee  ye  •,  yet  ye  move  me. 

And  were  it  not  my  manhood  would  accufe  me, 

For  covetous  to  live,  I fhould  weep  with  ye. 

Phi.  O we  fhall  never  fee  you  more. 

Jed.  ’Tis  true  ; 

Nor'I  the  miferies  that  Rome  fiiall  fuffer. 

Which  is  a benefit  life  cannot  reckon : 

But  what  I have  been,  which  is  juft,  and  falthfull ; 

One  that  grew  old  for  Rome,  when  Rome  forgot  him. 
And  for  he  was  an  honefl:  man  durft  die. 

Ye  fhall  have  daily  with  ye : could  that  dye  too. 

And  I return  no  traffick  of  my  travels. 

No  pay  to  have  been  Souldier,  but  this  Silver, 

No  Jnnals  of  Mdm,  but  he  liv’d. 

My  friends,  ye  had  caufe  to  weep,  and  bitterly ; 

The  common  overflows  of  tender  women. 

And  children  new  born  crying,  were  too  little 
To  fhew  me  then  moft  wretched:  if  tears  muft  be, 

I fhould  in  jufticc  weep  ’eqp,  and  for  you, 

You  are  to  live,  and  yet  behold  thofe  daughters 
The  drie,  and  wither’d  bones  of  death  would  bleed  at : 
But  fooncr,  than  I have  time  to  think  what  muft  be, 

I fear  you’l  find  what  fhall  be  ; 
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If  yc  Jove  me,  . 

Let  tliat  word  ferve  for  all,  be  gon®  and  leave  me  •, 

I have  fome  little  pradice  with  my  foul, 

And  then  the  fharpelt  fword  is  wclcom’ft  \ goc, 

Pray  be  gone,  ye  have  obey’d  me  living. 

Be  not  for  (liame  now  Itiibborn  ; fo  I thank  yc. 

And  fare  ye  well,  a better  fortune  guide  ye  

f Exeunt  Phi.  and  ArctUS. 

I am  a little  thirflic,  not  for  fear. 

And  yet  it  is  a kind  of  fear,  I fay  fo  ; 

Is  it  to  be  a jun:  man  now  again. 

And  leave  my  fldh  uuthoiight  of?  ’tis  departed  . 

I hear  ’em  come,  who  llrikes  firft  ? 

I Itay  for  yc  .• 

Enter  Balbus,  Chilax,  Licinius. 

Yet  I will  dye  a Souldier,  my  fword  drawn, 

But  againft  none  : 

Why  do  ye  fear  ? come  forward. 

Bal.  You  were  a Souldier  Chilax. 

Chil.  Yes,  I mufter’d 
But  never  faw  the  Enemy. 

Lici.  He’s  drawn. 

By  heaven  I dare  not  do  it. 

.^eci.  Why  do  ye  tremble  ? 

I am  to  die,  come  ye  not  now  from  (/efar 
To  that  end,  {peak  ? > 

‘Bal.  We  do,  and  we  mull  kill  ye, 

’Tis  Cafars  will. 

Chil.  1 charge  you  put  your  fword  up. 

That  we  may  doit  handfomly.  , . 

yieci.  Ha  , ha , ha , ^ 

My  fword  up,  handfomly  ? where  were  ye  bred  ? ^ ' 

Ye  are  the  merriefl:  murderers  my  mafters 
1 ever  met  withal  ; Come  forward  fools. 

Why  do  ye  flare  ? upon  mine  honour  Bawds, 

I will  not  llrike  ye. 

Lid.  Tie  not  be  firfl.  ‘ ' 

Bal.  Nor  I. 

Chil.  You  had  befl  die  quietly : the  Emperour 
Sees  how  you  bear  your  felt. 

1 would  die  Rafcals, 

If  you  would  kill  me  quietly.  , ■ i . 

Bal. of  Procultis.f 

He  promis’d  us  to  bring  a Captain  hither, 

That  has  been  ufed  to  kill. 

j4ed.  rie  call  the  Guard, 

Unlefs  you  will  kill  me  quickly,  and  proclaim 
What  beaflly,  bale,  and  cowardly  companions 
The  Emperour  has  truflcd  with  his  fafetie  .- 
Nay  I’Je  give  out,  ye  fell  of  my  fide,  villains. 

Strike  home  ye  bawdy  flaves. 

Chil.  He  will  kill  us, 

I mark’d  his  hand,  he  waits  but  time  to  reach  us, 

Now  do  you  offer. 

<L/€eci.  Ifye  do  mangle  me, 

And  kill  me  not  at  two  blows,  or  at  three. 

Or  not  fo  ftagger  me,  my  fenfes  fail  me. 

Look  to  your  felves. 

Chil.  I told  ye. 
j4ed.  Strike  me  manly. 

And  take  a thoufand  ftrokes.- 

I Enter  Pontius. 

"Bal.  Here’s  ‘Tontiiu. 

Ton.  Not  kill’d  him  yet  ? 

Is  this  the  love  ye  bear  the  Emperour  ? f Lici.  runs 

Nay  then  I fee  ye  are  Traitors  all,  have  at  ye.  — aveay. 

Chi.  Oh  I am  hurt. 

:2^/.  And  I am  kill’d {,SxeuntC\{\\.and^n\. 

■ Pon.  Dye  Bawds*, 

As  ye  have  liv’d  and  flourifh’d. 

a^ed.  Wretched  fellow, 

What  haft:  thou  done  ? 
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Pon.  Kill’d  them  that  durftnot  kill. 

And  you  arc  next. 

j4ed.  Art  thou  not  Pontius^ 

Pon.  I am  the  fame  you  call 
And  in  the  face  of  all  the  Camp  difgrac’d. 

.K^fc.Thenfo  much  noblcr,as  thou  wert  a Souldier, 

Shall  my  death  be : is  it  revenge  provok’d  thee. 

Or  art  thou  hir’d  to  kill  me.^ 

Poti.  Both.  I 

Aed.  Then  do  it.  j 

L'on.  Is  that  all  ? 

Aed.  Yes. 

Pon.  Would  you  not  live  ? 

Aed.  Why  fhould  I , 

To  thank  thee  for  my  life  ? 

Pon.  Yes,  if  I {pare  it. 

Aed.  Be  not  deceiv’d,  I was  not  made  to  thank 
For  any  courtefie,  but  killing  me, 

A fellow  of  thy  fortune  *,  do  thy  duty. 

Pon.  Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Aed.  No. 

Pon.  Nor  love  me  for  it  ? 

Aed.  That’s  as  thou  doll  thy  bufinefs. 

Pon.  When  you  are  dead. 

Your  place  is  mine  <ty£d'/u. 

Aed.  Now  I fear  thee. 

And  not  alone  thee  Pontius^  but  the  Empire. 

Pon.  Why,  I can  govern  Sir. 

Aed.  I would  thou  couldll. 

And  firft  thy  felf : Thou  canft  fight  well,  and  bravely. 

Thou  canft  endure  all  dangers,  heats,  colds,  hungers*, 

Heavens  angry  flafhes  are  not  fuddainer. 

Than  I have  feen  thee  execute  *,  nor  more  mortal  *, 

The  winged  feet  of  flying  enemies  ' - 

I have  ftood  and  view’d  thee  mow  away  like  ruflies. 

And  ftill  kill  the  killer  ; were  thy  minde , 

But  half  fo  fweet  in  peace,  as  rough  in  dangers, 

I died  to  leave  a happy  heir  behind  me  ^ 

Come  ftrike,  and  be  a General. 

Pon.  Prepare  then : 

And,  for  I fee  your  honour  cannot  leflen. 

And  ’twere  a ihame  for  me  to  ftrike  a dead  man, 

Fight  your  ftiort  fpan  out. 

Aed.  No  thou  knowft  I muft  not, 

I dare  not  give  thee  fo  much  vantage  of  me, 

As  difobedience. 

Pon.  Dare  ye  not  defer.  1 ye 
Againft  your  enemy? 

Aed.  Notfent  from  Cepr, 

I have  no  power  to  make  fuch  enemies  ^ 

For  as  I am  condemn’d,  my  naked  fword 
Stands  but  a hatchment  by  me ; only  heid 
To  fhew  I was  a Souldier*,  had  not 
Chain’d  all  defence  in  this  doom,  let  him  die, 

Old  as  I am,  and  quench’d  with  fcarrs,  and  forrows, 

Yet  would  1 make  this  wither’d  Arm  do  wonders. 

And  open  in  an  enemy  fuch  wounds 
Mercy  would  weep  to  look  on. 

Pon.  Then  have  at  ye, 

And  look  upon  me,  and  be  fure  ye  fear  not : 

Remember  who  you  are,  and  why  you  live. 

And  what  I have  been  to  you : cry  not  hold, 

Nor  think  itbafe  injuftice  I fhould  kill  ye. 

Aed.  I am  prepar’d  for  all. 

Pon.  For  now  (L/£dus, 

Thou  {halt  behold  and  find  I was  no  traitor,  T Pontius 
And  as  I do  it,  blefs  me  *,  die  as  Ido. Lki^ls  himfelf 

Aed.  Thou  haft  deceiv’d  me  Pontius.,  and  I thank  thee  j 
By  all  my  hopes  in  Heaven,  thou  art  a Roman. 

Pon.  Tolhewyou  what  you  ought  to  do,  this  is  not  j 
For  flanders  felf  would  Ihame  to  find  you  coward, 

Or  willing  to  out  live  your  honeftie  : 

But  noble  Sir,  ye  have  been  jealous  of  me, 

And  held  me  in  the  rank  of  dangerous  perfons, 

Ccc  2 • And  I 
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And  I miift  dying  lay  it  was  but  jullice, 

Ve  caft  me  from  my  credit , yet  believe  me. 

For  there  is  nothing  now  but  truth  to  fave  me. 

And  your  forgivenefs,  though  ye  held  me  hainous, 

And  of  a troubled  fpirit,  that  like  fire 
Turns  all  to  flames  it  meets  with,ye  mifiook  me  *, 

If  I were  foe  to  any  thing,  ’twas  eafe, 

^^’a^t  of  the  Souldiers  due,  the  Enemy 
The  nakednefs  we  found  at  home,  and  fcorn. 

Children  of  peace,  and  pleafures,  no  regard 
Nor  comfort  for  our  fears, but  how  we  got’em, 

To  rufty  time,  that  eat  our  bodies  up, 

And  even  began  to  prey  upon  our  honours. 

To  wants  at  home,  and  more  than  wants,  abulcs, 

To  them,  that  when  the  Enemy  invaded 
Made  us  their  Saints,  but  now  the  fores  of  Rome  j 
To  filken  fiattery,  and  pride  plain’d  over, 

Forgetting  with  what  wind  tneir  feathers  fail. 

And  under  whole  protedion  their  foft  pleafures 
Grow  full  and  numberlefs : to  this  I am  foe, 

Not  to  the  Ifate,  or  any  point  of  duty 
And  let  mefpeak  but  what  a Souldier  may. 

Truly  I ought  to  be  fo ; yet  I err’d, 

Becaufe  a far  more  noble  fuffercr 
Shew’d  me  the  way  to  patience,  and  I loflit : 

This  is  the  end  I die  Sir  j to  live  bafely. 

And  not  the  follower  of  him  that  bred  me. 

In  full  account  and  vertue,Pc«t?«f  dare  not. 

Much  Jefs  to  out-live  what  is  good,and  flatter. 

yieci.  I want  a name  to  give  thy  vertue  Souldier, 

For  only  good  is  far  below  thee  Pontius^ 

The  gods  lhall  find  thee  one ; thou  haft  falhion’d  death 
In  fuch  an  excellent,  and  beauteous  manner, 

1 wonder  men  can  live ; Canft  thou  fpeak  once  more, 

For  thy  words  are  fuch  harmony,  a foul 
Would  choofe  to  flye  to  Heaven  in. 

Pon.  A farewel : 

Good  noble  General  your  hand,  forgive  me. 

And  think  what  ever  was  difpleafing  you, 

Was  none  of  mine : ye  cannot  live. 

ydeci.  I will  not : 

Yet  one  word  more. 

Pon.  Dye  nobly ; Rome  farewel : 

And  T'Alentinian  fall,thou  haft  broke  thy  Bafis. 

In  joy  ye  have  given  me  a quiet  death,  ( he  dyes. 

1 would  ftrike  more  wounds,  if  I had  more  breath 

ylea.  Is  there  an  hour  of  goodnefs  beyond  this  ? 

Or  any  man  w'ould  out- live  fuch  a dying.? 

Would  double  all  my  honours  on  me. 

And  ftick  me  o’re  with  favours,  like  a Miftris ; 

Yet  would  I grow  to  this  man : I have  loved, 

But  never  doated  on  a face  till  now  •• 

O death  thou  art  more  than  beautie,  and  thy  pleafure 
Beyond  poftcrity ; Come  friends  and  kill  me  j 
Otfar  be  kind,  and  fend  a thoufand  fwords. 

The  more,  the  greater  is  my  fall : why  ftay  ye  ? 

Come,  and  Tie  kifs  your  weapons : fear  me  not. 

By  all  the  gods  fie  honour  ye  for  killing : 

Appear,  or  through  the  Court,  and  world,  I’le  learch  ye : 
My  fword  is  gone  •,  ye  are  Traitors  if  ye  fpare  me. 

And  CtfAr  muft  confume  ye : all  bafe  cowards  ? 
rie  follow  ye,  and  e’re  I dye  proclaim  ye 

The  weeds  of  Italy  •,  the  drofs  of  nature 

Where  arc  ye,  villains,  traytors,  flaves. [Exit. 

Enter  Proculus,  and  3 others  running  over  the  Stage. 

Pro.  I knew 

H’ad  kill’d  the  Captain. 

I.  Here’s  his  (word. 

Pro.  Let  it  alone, ’twill  fight  it  felfelfe-,  friends. 

An  hundred  men  are  not  enough  to  do  it, 

I ric  to  the  Emperour,  and  get  more  aid. 
t^eci.  None  ftrike  a poor  condemned  man? 

Pro.  He  is  mad  : 


Shift  for  your  felvcs  my  Mafters [_  Exeunt. 

Enter  TEcius. 

e^cins.  Then  uEcinSy 

See  what  thou  darft  thy  felf  • hold  my  good  fword. 

Thou  hart  been  kept  from  blond  too  long.  Tie  kifs  thee. 

For  thou  art  more  then  friend  now,  my  preferver. 

Shew  me  the  way  to  happinefs,  I feek  it : 

And  aW  you  great  ones,  that  have  fain  as  I do. 

To  keep  your  memories,  and  honours  living, 

Be  prefentinyourvertues,  and  aflift  me. 

That  like  ftrong  CatOy  I may  put  away 
All  promifes,  but  what  fliall  crown  my  afhes  y 
Romcy  fare  thee  well : ftand  long,  and  know  to  conquer 
Whilft  there  is  people,  and  ambition : 

Now  for  a ftroak  ftiall  turn  me  to  a Star ; 

I come  ye  blefled  fpirits,  make  me  room 
To  live  for  ever  in  Slyzjum : 

Do  men  fear  this  ? O that  pofterity 

Could  learn  from  him  but  this,  that  loves  his  wound. 

There  is  no  pain  at  all  in  dying  well,  (kills  hin^elf. 

Nor  none  are  loft,  but  thofe  that  make  their  hell 

Enter  Proculus,  and  trvo  others. 

I Within.  He^s  dead,  draw  in  the  Guard  again. 

Pro.  He’s  dead  indeed. 

And  I am  glad  he’s  gone ; he  was  a Devil : 

His  body,  ifhis Eunuchs  come,  is  theirs-, 

The  Emperour  out  of  his  love  to  vertue,  C Exeunt. 

Has  given  ’em  that : Let  no  man  flop  their  entrance. 

Enter  Phidias,  and  Aretus. 

Phi.  O my  moft  noble  Lord,  look  here  AretuSy 
Here’s  a fad  fight.  Aret.  O cruelty  ! O Cafar  ! 

O times  that  bring  forth  nothing  but  deftrudion. 

And  overfows  of  bloud : why  waft  thou  kill’d  ? 

Is  it  to  be  a juft  man  now  again. 

As  when  Tiber  ins  and  wild  Nero  reign’d. 

Only  aflurance  of  his  over  throw  ? 

Phil.  It  is  Aretus.-  he  that  would  live  now, 

Muftlike  the  Toad,  feed  only  on  corruptions. 

And  grow  with  thole  to  greatnefs : honeft  vertue. 

And  the  true  Roman  honour,  faith  and  valour 
That  have  been  all  the  riches  of  the  Empire, 

Now  like  the  fcarfull  tokens  of  the  Plague, 

Are  mccr  fore-runners  of  their  ends  that  owe  ’em. 

Are.  Never  enough  lamented  Lord : dear  Matter 

Enter  Maximus. 

Of  whom  now  ftiall  we  learn  to  live  like  men  ? 

From  whom  draw  out  our  adions  juft,  and  worthy? 

Oh  thou  art  gone,  and  gone  with  thee  all  goodnefs. 

The  great  example  of  all  equitie, 

0 thou  alone  a Romany  thou  art  perilh’d. 

Faith,  fortitude,  and  conftant  noblenefs. 

Weep  %omeyVi^t'^  Italy y weep  all  that  knew  him. 

And  you  that  fear’d  him  as  a noble  Foe, 

( If  Enemies  have  honourable  tears ) 

Weep  this  decay’d  iAlcius  faln,and  fcattered 

By  foul,  and  bafe  fuggeftion. 

Pho.  O Lord  ejnaximuSy 
This  was  your  worthy  friend. 

eJTfax.  The  gods  forgive  me : 

Think  not  the  worfe  my  friends,  I Ihed  not  tears, 

Great  griefs  lament  within  3 yet  now  1 have  found  ’em : 
Would  I had  never  known  the  world,  nor  women, 

Nor  what  that  curled  name  of  honour  was. 

So  this  were  once  again  <tyEcius  • 

But  I am  deftin’d  to  a mighty  adion. 

And  begg  my  pardon  friend,my  vengeance  taken, 

1 will  not  be  long  from  thee .-  ye  have  a great  lofs. 

But  bear  it  patiently,  yet  to  fay  truth 

In  jufticc  ’tis  not  fufferable : I am  next. 

And  were  it  now,  1 would  be  glad  on’t ; friends. 

Who 
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Who  Ihall  prcfervc  you  now  ? 

Are.  Nay  wc  are  lolt  too. 

Mux.  I fear  yc  are,  for  likely  fuch  as  love 
The  man  that’s  fain,  and  have  been  nourilh’d  by  him,- 
Do  not  ftay  long  behind  : ’Tis  held  no  wifUom. 

; 1 know  what  1 mull;  do.  O my  e^ctus., 
i Canll  thon  thus  peridi,  pluckt  up  by  the  roots, 

I And  no  man  feel  thy  worthinefs  ? From  boys 
He  bred  you  both  1 think. 

Pht.  And  from  the  pooreft. 

(JMax.  And  lov’d  ye  as  his  own. 

Are.  Wc  found  it  Sir. 
tJTfax.  Is  not  this  a lofs  then  ? 

Phi.  O,  a lofs  of  lofles  ^ 

Our  lives,  and  ruines  of  our  families, 

The  utter  being  nothing  of  our  names. 

Were  nothing  near  it. 

tJTfax.  As  1 take  it  too. 

He  put  ye  to  the  Emperour. 
i Are.  He  did  fo. 
i Mux.  And  kept  ye  ftill  in  credit. 

Phi.  ’Tis  moft  true  Sir. 

Max.  He  fed  your  Fathers  too,  and  made  them  means, 
Your  Sifters  heprefer’d  to  noble  Wedlocks, 

Did  he  not  friends } 

Are.  Oh  yes  Sir.  Max.  As  I take  it 
This  worthy  man  would  not  be  now  forgotten, 

I tell  ye  to  my  grief,  he  was  bafely  murdred  ^ 

And  fomething  would  be  done,  by  thofe  that  lov’d  him : 

And  fomething  may  be  .-  pray  ftand  off  a little, 

Let  me  bewail  him  private:  O my  deareft. 

Phi.  Aretfts,  if  we  be  not  fudden,  he  outdoes  us, 

I know  he  points  at  venegance  ^ we  are  cold. 

And  bafe  ungratefull  wretches,  if  we  lliun  it : 

Are  we  to  hope  for  more  rewards,  or  greatnefs. 

Or  any  thing  but  death,  now  he  is  dead  ? 

Dar’ft  thourefblve?  Are.  I am  perfect. 

Phi.  Then  like  flowers 
That  grew  together  all  we’l  fall  together, 

And  with  us  that  that  bore  us : when  ’tis  done 
The  world  fliall  ftileus  twodeferving  fervants  .• 

I fear  he  will  be  before  us. 

Are.  This  night  Phidias.  'Phi.  No  more. 

Max.  Now  worthy  friends  I have  done  my  mournings, 
'Let’s  burn  this  noble  body  : Sweets  as  many 
•As  fun- burnt  Meroe  breeds,  I’le  make  a flame  of, 

’ Shall  reach  his  foul  in  Heaven : he  that  flaall  live 
Ten  ages  hence,  but  to  reherfe  thisftory. 

Shall  with  the  fad  dilcourfe  on’t,  darken  Heaven, 

•.  And  force  the  painful  burdens  from  the  wombs 
Conceiv’d  a new  with  forrow : even  the  Grave 
Where  mighty  Sylla  fleeps  fhall  rend  afundec 
And  give  her  fhadow  up,  to  come  and  groan 
About  our  piles,  which  will  be  more,  and  greater 
tThan  green  Olyrnfus^  Iduy  or  old  Latmm 
Can  feed  with  Cedar,  or  the  Eaft  with  Gums, 

\Greece  with  her  wines,  or  Thejfalie  with  flowers. 

Or  willing  heaven  can  weep  for  in  her  fhowres. 

Z Exeunt. 


Are.  No  Phidias , 

I dealt  above  his  Antidotes:  Phyfleians 
May  find  the  caule,  but  where  the  cure  ? 

Phi.  Done  bravely, 

Wc  arc  got  before  his  Tyranny  Arettts. 

Are.  We  had  loft  our  worthieft  end  elfc  Phidias. 

Phi.  Canft  thou  hold  out  a while  ? 

Are,  To  torture  him 

Anger  would  give  me  leave, to  live  an  age  yet  ^ 

That  man  is  poorly  Ipirited,  whofe  life 
Runs  in  his  bloud  alone,  and  not  in’s  wifhes. 

And  yet  1 fwell,  and  burn  like  flaming  ny£tMa, 

A thoufand  new  found  fires  are  kindled  in  me, 

But  yet  I muft  not  die  this  four  hours  Phidtas. 

Phi.  Remember  who  dies  with  thee, and  defpife  death. 

Are.  I need  no  exhortation,  the  joy  in  me 
Of  what  1 have  done,  and  why,  makes  poyfon  pleafurc. 

And  my  moft  killing  torments  mHlreffes. 

For  how  can  he  have  time  to  dye,  or  pleafure 
That  falls  as  fools  unfatisfied,  and  limple  ? 

Phi.  This  that  confumes  my  life,  yet  keeps  it  in  me, 

Nor  do  I feel  the  danger  of  a dying, 

And  if  I but  endure  to  hear  the  curfes 

Of  this  fell  Tyrant  dead,  I have  half  my  Heaven. 

Are.  Hold  thy  foul  faff:  but  four  hours  'Phidiasy 
And  thou  lhalt  fee  to  wilhes  beyond  ours. 

Nay  more  beyond  our  meanings. 

Phi..  Thou  haftftcel’d  me  : 

Farewel  Aretus^  and  the  fouls  of  good  men. 

That  as  ours  do,  have  left  their  Roman  bodies 
In  brave  revenge  for  vertue,  guide  our  fhadows, 

I would  not  faint  yet. 

Are.  Farewel  Phidtas 

And  as  we  have  done  nobly,  gods  look  on  ns, 

Q Exennt 

SCENA  II.  Severally, 

Enter  Lycias,  and  Proculus. 

Lyci.  Sicker,  and  licker  Proculus  ? 

Pro.  Oh  Lyciasy 

What  Ihall  become  of  us  ? would  we  had  di’d 
With  happy  Chilax,  or  with  'BalbuSyb^dnd — = 

Enter  Licinihs. 

And  made  too  larriefor  juftice. 

Ltcinius.  Thefoft  Mufick*, 

And  let  one  fing  to  faften  fleep  upon  him : 

Oh  friends,  the  Emperour. 

Pro.  What  fay  the  Doctors  ? 

Lkt.  For  us  a moft  fad  faying,  he  is  poyfon’d. 

Beyond  all  cure  too.  Lid.  Who? 

Ltd.  The  wretch  ixAretuSy 
That  moft  unhappy  villain. 

Lid.  How  do  you  know  it  ? 

Lyci.  He  gave  him  drink  laft : let’s  difperfe  and  find  him; 
And  fince  he  has  opened  mifery  to  all. 

Let  it  begin  with  him  firft : Softly  he  flurabers. 

Enter  Emperour,  fief^  in  a Chair y with  Eudoxia  the 
Emprefsy  and  Phyficians,  and  Attendants. 


ASlus  Quintus.  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Phidias,  with  his  dagger  in  hiruy  and 
Aretus,  poyfon^d. 

Are.  T T E has  his  laft. 

irl  "Phi.  Then  come  the  worft  of  danger, 
<L/€cius  to  thy  foul  we  give  a Cafar. 

How  long  is’t  fince  ye  gave  it  him.^ 
ex/re.  An  hour. 

Mine  own  two  hours  before  him : how  it  boils  me  I 
Phi.  It  was  riot  to  be  cur’d  I hope. 


Mufick  and  SONG. 

CcAre  charming  Jleep  , thou  eafer  of  all  woeSy 
Brother  to  death y fweetly  thy  felf  difpofe 
On  this  ajfltSied  Princey  fall  Uke  a Cloud 
Jn gentle  foowrsy  give  nothing  that  is  lowdy 
Or  painfull  to  his  f umbers ; eajie,  fweety 
tAnd  as  a purling  fir  eamy  thou  Jon  of  nighty 
Pafs  by  hts  troubled  fenfes  y finghis  pain 
Like  hollow  murmuring  windy  or  filver  Rainy 
Into  this  Prince  qentlgy  Oh  gently  fitdcy 
And  kfis  him  into  fiumbers  like  a Bride. 
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Ew;r.  O godf,  gods : drink,  drink,  colder,  colder 
Tl'.un  fnow  on  SnthiMi  Mountains ; O my  heart-ftri  ngs. 
Fu.h.  How  docs  your  Grace  ? 

' The  Emprefs  ipeaks  Sir. 

' Enp.  Dying, 

I Dying  Eudaxijy  dying. 

rhyu  Good  Sir  patience. 

’ E;Uo.  What  have  ye  given  him  .<* 

; rhyf.  Pretious  things  dear  Lady 
, W’e  hoix:  (hall  comfort  him. 

; Ernp.  O llatter’d  fool , 
i Sec  what  thy  god-head’s  come  to ; Oh  Eudoxia. 
f Eudo.  O iwtience,  patience  Sir. 

Enter  Proculus,  Licinius,  with  Arctus. 

Emp.  D.iuhIkus 

rie  have  brought  through  my  body. 

Eudo.  Gods  give  comfort. 

Emp.  And  J'olra,  on  whole  face  the  North  wind  freezes, 

I find  an  hundred  hd  s,  a hundred  Piles 
<\lready  to  my  Funerals  are  tlaming, 

Shall  1 not  drink  ^ 
rhyf.  You  mull:  not  Sir. 

Emp.  By  Heaven 

ric  let  my  breath  out  that  fliall  burn  ye  all 
If  ye  deny  me  longer : tempefts  blow  me, 

\nd  inundations  that  have  drunk  up  Kingdoms 
Flow  over  me, and  quench  me ; where’s  the  villain  ? 

Am  I immortal  nowyeflaves.^  by  Nnma 
li  he  do  fcape:  Oh,  oh. 

Eudo.  Dear  Sir. 

Emp.  Like  Nero  , 

But  far  more  terrible,  and  full  of  (laughter, 

I’th’  midft  of  all  my  llamcs  Tie  fire  the  Empire : 

A thoufand  fans,  a thoufand  fans  to  cool  me  : 

Invite  the  gentle  winds  Eudoxia. 

Eudo.  Sir. 

Emp.  Oil  do  not  flatter  me,  1 am  but  flefh, 

A man,  a morta ! nan  ; drink,  di  ink,  ye  dunces  3 
V'  hat  can  your  dofes  now  do,  and  your  ferapings, 

You:  cylcs,  and  Mithridates  ? if  I do  die. 

You  only  words  of  health,  and  names  of  ficknefs 
Finding  no  true  difeafe  in  man  out  mony, 

That  talk  your  ftlves  into  Revenues,  oh 
And  e’re  ye  kill  your  patients,  begger’em, 

I’le  have  yeflead,  and  dri’d. 

Tro.  The  Villain  Sir; 

The  moll  accurfed  wretch. 

Emp.  Be  gone  my  Queen, 

This  is  no  light  for  thee .-  goe  to  the  Vellals, 

Call;  holy  incenle  in  the  fire,  and  offer 
One  power  full  facrifice  to  free  thy  Cafar. 

Pro.  Goe  goe  and  be  happy.  C Eudoxa. 

Aret.  Goe,  but  givenoeale. 

The  Gods  have  fet  thy  lall  hour  Falentimany 
Fhou  art  but  man,  a bad  man  too,  a bcafl:,' 

And  like  a ftnfuall  bloudy  thing  thou  dielt. 

Pro.  Oh  Traitor. 

Aret.  Curfc  your  felvcs  ye  flatterers. 

And  howle  your  miferies  to  come  ye  wretches. 

You  taught  him  to  be  poylbn’d. 

Emp.  Yet  no  comfort  i* 

Aret.  Be  not  abus’d  with  Pricfls,nor  Pothccarics, 

They  cannot  help  thee  3 Thou  halt  now  to  live 
A fhort  half  hour,  no  more,  and  I ten  minutes : 

1 gave  thee  poyfon  for  'lAecius  fake. 

Such  a deftroying  poyfon  would  kill  nature  ; 

And,  for  thou  (halt  not  die  alone,  I took  it. 

If  mankind  had  been  in  thee  at  this  murder. 

No  more  to  people  f a • th  again,  the  wings 
Of  old  time  dipt  for  ever,  reafori  loft, 

In  what  I had  attempted,  yet  O 

To  purchafe  fair  revenge,  I had  poyfbn’d  them  too. 

Err,p.  O villa  n ; I grow  hotter,hottcr.  Are.  Yes  3 


But  not  near  my  heat  yet  3 what  thou  feel’H  now, 

Mark  me  with  horror  C<c/^r,  are  but  Embers 
OfluR^and  leachery  thou  halt  committed : 

But  there  be  flames  of  murder.  ‘ | 

Emp.  Fetch  out  tortures.  ! 

.Do,and  I’le  flatter  thee, nay  more  I’ll  love  thee:  1 

Thy  tortures  to  what  now  I fuller  | 

At  which  thou  mull:  arrive  too,  e’re  thou  dy’ft,  : 

Are  lighter,  and  more  full  of  mirth  and  laughter.  ! 

Emp.  Let ’em  alone : 1 mufl:  drink. 

Are.  Now  be  mad,  j 

But  not  near  me  yet.  I 

Emp.  Hold  me,  hold  me,  hold  me,  I 

Hold  me ; or  1 (hall  burfl  elfe. 

Are.  See  me  Cafar^ 

And  fee  to  what  thou  mufl  come  for  thy  murder ; 

Millions  of  womens  labours,  alldifeafes. 

Emp.  Oh  my  alflidted  foul  too. 

Are.  Womens  fears,  horrors, 

Defpairs,  andallthePlaguesthehotSiin breeds.— 

Emp.  cyEciuSy  O eyPecius ; O Lucina. 

Are.  Are  but  my  torments  fliadows  ? 

Emp.  Hide  me  mountains  3 
The  gods  have  found  my  fins.- 
' Now  break. 

Are.  Not  ,yet  Sir  3 

Thou  haft  a pull  beyond  all  thefe.  I 

Emp.  Oh  Hell, 

Oh  villain,  curfed  villain. 

Are.  O brave  villain. 

My  poyfon  dances  in  me  at  this  deed : 

Now  Cafar,  now  behold  me,  this  is  torment. 

And  this  is  thine  before  thou  dieft,  I am  wildfire  : 

The  brazen  Bull  of  Phalaris  was  feign’d. 

The  miferies  of  fouls  defpifing  Heaven 
But  Emblems  of  my  torments. 

Emp.  Oh  quench  me,  quench  me,  quench  me. 

Are.  Fire,  a flattery  3 
And  all  the  Poets  tales  of  fad  Averxus^ 

To  my  pains  lefs  than  fidtions;  Yetrc  .wthce 
What  conflant  love  I bore  my  mu-  ,ed  inafter-. 

Like  a Southwind,  1 have  r .lOugh  all  thefe  tempefts 
My  heart,  my  witiicr’d  h^  , fear,  fear  thou  Monfter, 

Fear  the  juft  gods,  -I  .have  my  peace fPe  dies. 

Emp.  More  di  ir.K. 

A thoufand  April  i^^cwresfall  in  my  bofom : 

How  dare  ye  let  me  be  tormented  tnus  ? 

Away  with  that  prodigious  body,  gods, 

Gods,  let  me  ask  ye  what  I am,  ye  lay 
All  your  inflidtions  on  me,  hear  me,  hear  me  3 
I doconfefs  1 am  a ravilher, 

A murderer,  a hated  Cafar  3 oh. 

Are  there  not  vows  enough,  and  flaming  altars. 

The  fat  of  all  the  world  for  facrifice, 

And  where  that  fails,  the  blood  of  thoufand  captives 
T o purge  thofe  fins  ? but  I muft  make  the  incenfe  ? 

I do  delpile  ye  all,  ye  have  no  mercy. 

And  wanting  that,  ye  are  no  Gods,  your  paroll 
Is  only  preach’d  abroad  to  make  Fools  fearfull. 

And  women  made  of  awe,  believe  your  heaven : 

Oh  torments,  torments,  torments,  pains  above  pains, 

Ifye  be  any  thing  but  dreams,  and  ghofts. 

And  truly  hold  the  guidance  of  things  mortal  3 
Have  in  your  ftlves  times  paft,  to  come,  and  preftnt, 
Falhion  the  fouls  of  men,  and  make  flelh  for  ’em. 

Weighing  our  fates,  and  fortunes  beyond  rcafon, 

Be  more  than  all  the  Gods,  great  in  forgivenefs. 

Break  not  the  goodly  frame  ye  build  in  anger  3 
For  you  are  things  men  teach  us,  without  paflions, 

Give  me  an  hour  to  know  ye  in  : Oh  favc  me 
But  fo  much  perfc(ft  time  ye  make  a foul  in, 

T ake  this  deftrudion  from  me ; no,  ye  cannot. 

The  more  I would  believe  ye,  more  I fuffer. 

My  brains  are  aflies,  now  my  heart,  my  eyes  friends  3 
I goe, 
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1 goe,  I goc,  more  air,  more  air  ; I am  mortal. 

Pro.  Take  in  tlie  body  ; oh  Lkinius, 

The  mifery  that  we  are  left  to  fuHer  •, 

No  pity  lliall  find  us. 

Lid.  Our  lives deferve  none.* 

Would  I were  chain’d  again  to  llavcry, 

With  any  hope  of  life. 

Pro.  A quiet  grave  , 

Or  a confumption  now  Lidnins, 


• He  dyes. 


That  we  might  be  too  poor  to  kill, were  fomething. 

Lict.  Let’s  make  our  beftufe,  wehavemony  ProculHs, 
And  if  that  cannot  fave  us,  we  have  fwords. 

Pro.  Yes,  but  we  dare  not  dye. 

Lid.  I had  forgot  that; 

There’s  other  countries  then. 

Pro.  But  the  fame  hateftill. 

Of  what  we  are. 

Lid.  Think  any  thing,  Tie  follow 


Enter  a MefTenger. 


T^ro.  How  now,  what  news  ? 

Mejf.  Shift  for  your  felves,  ye  are  loll  elfe : 
The  Souldier  is  in  arms  for  great  AedHs, 

And  their  Lieutenant  general  that  Itopt  ’em, 
Cut  in  a thoufand  pieces ; they  march  hither : 
Befide,  the  women  of  the  Town  have  murder’d 
Phorba,  andloofe  Ardelia,  file- Bawds. 

Lid.  Then  here’s  no  ftaying  Procdits} 

Pro.  O Citfar  y 

That  we  had  never  known  thy  luffs ; Let’s  fly. 
And  where  we  find  no  womans  man  let’s  dye.  ■ 


I 


SCENA  III. 


Enter  Maximus. 


J 


;t/.a*.Gods,whata  flucc  of  blood  have  I let  open! 
My  happy  ends  are  come  to  birth,  he’s  dead. 

And  1 reveng’d  ; the  Empire’s  all  a fire, 

And  defolation  every  where  inhabits  .* 

And  fhall  I live  that  am  the  author  of  it, 

To  know  I{ome  from  the  awe  o’th’  world,  the  pity  ? 
My  friends  are  gone  before  too  of  my  fending, 

.And  fhall  I flay  ? is  ought  elfe  to  be  liv’d  for  ? 

Is  there  an  other  friend,  another  wife, 

Or  any  third  holds  half  their  worthinefs. 

To  linger  here  alive  for  ? Is  not  vertue 
In  their  two  everlafting  fouls  departed, 

And  in  their  bodies  fii  ft  flame  fled  to  heaven  ? 

Can  any  man  difeover  this,  and  love  me  ? 

For  though  my  juftice  were  as  white  as  truth. 

My  way  was  crooked  to  it,  that  condemns  me : 

And  now  cAeemSy  and  my  honored  Lady, 

That  were  preparers  to  my  reft  and  quiet. 

The  lines  to  lead  me  to  Elyzjiim  ; 

You  that  but  ftept  before  me,  on  aflurance 
I would  not  leave  your  friendfhip  unrewarded, 
Firft  fmile  upon  the  facrifice  I have  fent  ye,  ^ 

I Then  fee  me  coming  boldly  : ftay,  lamfoolifh, 

1 Somewhat  too  fuddain  to  mine  own  deftrudion, 

! This  great  end  of  my  vengance  may  grow  greater : 

' Why  may  not  I be  C4^r  ? Yet  no  dying ; 

Why  fhould  not  I catch  at  it  ? fools  and  children 
Have  bad  that  ftrength  before  me,  and  obtain’d  it, 
And  as  the  danger  ftands,  my  reafon  bids  me, 

I will,  I dare  •,  my  dear  friends  pardon  me, 

I am  not  fit  to  dye  yet,  if  not  Caftr  \ 

I am  fure  the  Souldier  loves  me,  and  the  people. 
And  I will  forward,  and  as  goodly  Cedars 
Rent  from  Octa  by  a fweepingtempeft 
Jointed  again  and  made  tall  malls,  defie 
Thofe  angry  winds  that  fplit  ’em,  fo  will  I 
New  piece  again,*  abovethefateof  women. 

And  made  more  perfe<ft  far,  than  growing  private, 
Stand  and  defie  bad  fortunes : If  I rife. 


My  wife  was  ravifh’d  well ; If  then  1 fall. 

My  great  attempt  honours  my  Funeral. [_E.xit. 

SCENA  I.V. 

Enter  3 Senators^  and  AfTianiuS. 

1.  Guard  all  thepofterns  to  the  Camp  AffrunitUy 
And  fee ’em  fall,  we  fhall  be  rifled  elfe, 

Thou  art  an  honeft,  and  a worthy  Captain. 

2.  Promife  the  Souldier  any  thing. 

3.  Speak  gently,  ^ 

And  tell  ’em  we  are  now  in  council  for  ’em. 

Labouring  to  choofe  a C^efar  fit  for  them, 

A Souldier,  and  a giver. 

1.  Tell  ’em  further. 

Their  free  and  liberal  voices  fliall  goe  with  us. 

2.  Nay  more,  a negative  fay  we  allow ’em. 

3 . And  if  our  choice  difpleafe  ’em,  they  fhall  name  him. 

1.  Promife  three  donatives, and  large,  AjpraniHs. 

2.  And  once  eledled,  prefentfoes. 

With  diftribution  of  ail  neceflaries. 

Corn,  Wine,  and  Oyle. 

3.  New  garments,  and  new  Arms, 

And  equal  portions  of  the  Provinces 

To  them,  and  to  their  families  for  ever. 

1.  And  fee  the  City  ftrengthned. 

Ajfra.  I fhall  do  it. [Exit  Aflranius. 

2.  Semproni»!y  thefe  are  w'ofull  times. 

3 . O Briitus  , 

We  want  thy  honefty  again  *,  thefe  C^farSy 
What  noble  Confuls  got  with  blood,  in  blood 
Confume  again,  and  fcatter. 

1.  Which  way  fhall  we  ? 

2.  Notany  wayoffafety  Icanthinkon. 

3.  Now  go  our  wives  to  ruin,  and  our  daughters. 

And  we  beholders  Fidvius. 

1.  Every  thing 

Is  every  mans  that  will. 

2.  TheVeftals  now 

Muft  only  feed  the  Souldiers  fire  of  luft. 

And  fenfual  Gods  be  glutted  with  thole  Offerings, 

Age  like  the  hidden  bowels  of  the  earth. 

Open’d  with  fwords  for  treafure. 

Gods  defend  us. 

We  are  chaff  before  their  fury  elfe. 

2.  Away, 

Let’s  to  the  Temples. 

I.  To  the  Capitol. 

’Tis  not  a time  to  pray  now,  let’s  be  ftrengthen'd— 

Enter  Affranius. 

3 . How  now  Affranius : what  good  news  ? 

Affra.  A Cffar, 

1.  Oh  who.^ 

Affr.  Lord  Ma>iimm  is  with  the  Souldier, 

And  all  the  Camp  rings,  Cffary  Cffar^  Cffar : 

He  forced  the  Emprels  with  him  for  more  honour, 

2.  A liappy  choice : let’s  meet  him. 

3.  Bleffed  fortune  ! 

I . Away,  away,  make  room  there,  room  there,  room’. 

£ Exeunt  SenatorSy  Flour  iff. 

Within.  Lord  Maximus  is  Cffary  CffaryCafar  ^ 

Hail  effar  z.AJaximus. 

Affra.  Oh  turning  people  ! 

Oh  people  excellent  in  war,  and  govern’d. 

In  peace  more  raging  than  the  furious  North, 

When  he  ploughsup  the  Sea,  and  makes  him  brine, 
Orthelowd  falls  of  NtUy  I muft  give  way, 

Although  I neither  love  nor  hope  this : 

Or  like  a rotten  bridge  that  dares  a current. 

When  he  is  fwell’d  and  high  crackt,  and  farewel. 

\ ' 

Enter 
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Surer  Maximus,  Eudoxa,  Sei.\tt.  afidSon’dUrs, 

Sen.  Room  for  the  Emperour. 

Soul.  Long  life  to  Cxf.tr. 

xifr.t.  Hail 

£■»«/>.  Your  hand  .tdfr.wlus. 

Lead  ro  the  Palace,  there  my  thanks  in  general, 

I’ic  fhowre  among  ye  all ; gods  give  me  life, 

Firll  to  defend  the  Empire,  then  you  Fathers, 

And  valiant  friends,  the  heirs  of  Itrength  and  vertuc. 

The  rampircs  of  old  Rome,  of  us  the  refuge  •, 

To  you  1 open  this  day  all  I have. 

Even  all  the  hazard  that  my  youth  hath  purchas’d. 

Ye  arc  mv  Children,  family,  and  friends 
And  ever  fo  refpecTed  fliall  be,  forward. 

There^s  a Profeription,  grave  Sempromus, 

'Gainft  all  the  flatterers,  and  lazie  Bawds 
Led  loofe-liv’d  J'uloitiman  to  his  vices. 

Sec  iteffcLTcd.  £F/ouriJIj. 

Sen.  Honour  wait  on  Cxfar. 

Sould.  Make  room  for  C‘^far  there.  \_ExeHnt  all  but  Afra. 

e^fra.  Thou  hafl:  my  fears, 

But  V.ToitmUn  keeps  my  vows : Oh  gods, 

Why  do  we  like  to  feed  the  greedy  Ravenne 
Of  thefe  blown  men,  that  mufl:  before  they  fland. 

And  fixt  in  eminence,  call  life  on  life. 

And  trench  their  fafeties  in  with  wounds,  and  bodies? 
Well  froward  Rome,  thou  wilt  grow  weak  with  changing, 
And  die  without  an  heir,  that  lov’d  to  breed 
Sons  for  the  killing  hate  of  fons : for  me, 

1 only  live  to  find  an  enemy. 

S C E N E V. 

Ehter  Paulus  {a  Poetf)  and  Licippus  (a  Gent.) 

Pan.  When  is  the  Inauguration? 

Ltc.  Why  to  morrow. 

Paul.  ’Twill  DC  ifiort  time. 

Ltc.  Any  device  that’s  handfome, 

A Cupid,  or  the  God  o’th’  place  will  do  it, 

V\’here  he  mult  take  the  Fafies. 

Pan.  Or  a Grace. 

L'c.  A good  Grace  has  no  fellow. 

Tan.  Let  me  fee. 

Will  not  his  name  yield  fomething  ? cJTfaxirmts 
By  th’  way  of  Anagram  ? I have  found  out  Jxis, 

You  know  he  bears  the  Empire. 

Lie.  Get  him  w’heels  too. 

Twill  be  a cruel  carriage  elfe. 

Pan.  Some  fongs  too. 

Ltc.  By  any  means  fome  fongs ; but  very  fhort  ones. 

And  honed  language  Panins,  without  burding. 

The  air  will  fall  the  fweeter. 

Pan.  A Grace  mud  do  it. 

Lie.  Why  let  a Grace  then. 

Pan.  Yes  it  mud  be  fo', 

And  ina  Robe  of  blew  too,  as  1 take  it. 

Ltc.  This  Poet  is  a little  kin  to  th’ Painter 
That  could  paint  nothing  but  a ramping  Lion, 

So  all  his  learned  fancies  arc  blew  Graces. 

Pan.  What  think  ye  of  a Sea-nymph,  and  a Heaven  ? 

Ltc.Why  whatlhould  flic  do  there  man?  there’s  no  water. 

Pan.  That’s  true,  it  mud  be  a Grace,  and  yet 
Me  thinks  a Rain  bow. 

Lie.  And  in  blew. 

Pan.  Oh  yes  •, 

Hanging  in  arch  above  him,  and  i’th’ midle — 

Jac.  A fhowre  of  Rain. 

Pan.  No,  .no,  it  mud  be  a Grace, 

Ltc.  Why  prethee  Grace  him  then. 

Pan.  Or  Orpheus, 

Coming  from  Hell. 

Ltc.  In  blew  too. 

Pan.  ’Tis  the  better^ 


And  as  he  rifes,  full  of  fires. 

Lie.  Nowblcfsus, 

W’ill  not  that  fpoil  his  Lutedrings,  Panins  ? 

Tan.  Singing, 

And  crofTingofhis  arms. 

Lie.  How  can  he  play  then? 

Tan.  It  lhall  be  a Grace,  I’le  do  it. 

Lie.  Prethee  do, 

And  with  as  good  a grace  as  thou  cand  poflible ", 

Good  fury  Panins,  be  i’th’  morning  with  me, 

And  pray  take  meafure  of  his  mouth  that  fpeaks  it.  [_Sxennt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  lyi^^imus  and Eudoxz. 

tiJJPax.  Come  my  bed  lov’d  Sndoxa : let  the  fouldier 
Want  neither  Wine  nor  any  thing  he  calls  for. 

And  when  the  Senate’s  ready,  give  us  notice : 

In  the  mean  time  leave  us. 

Oh  my  dear  fweet. 

End.  Is’tpoffible  your  Grace 
Should  undertake  fuch  dangers  for  my  beauty. 

If  it  were  excellent  ? 

<LPldax.  ’Tisall 
The  world  has  left  to  brag  of. 

Sad.  Can  a face 

Long  fince  bequeath’d  to  wrinkles  with  my  forrows, 

Long  fince  ras’d  out  o’th’  book  of  youth  and  pleafure, . 
Have  power  to  make  the  dronged  man  o’th’  Empire, 

Nay  the  mod  daid,  and  knowing  what  is  Woman  \ 

The  greated  aim  of  perfeftnefs  men  liv’d  by. 

The  mod  true  condant  lover  of  his  wedlock. 

Such  a dill  blowing  beauty,  earth  was  proud  of, 

Lofe  fuch  a noble  wife,  and  wilfully 
Himfelf  prepare  the  way,  nay  make  the  rape. 

Did  ye  not  tell  me  fo  ? 
eJdPax.  ’Tis  true  Eudoxa. 

End.  Lay  dcfolate  his  deared  piece  of  friendfhip, 

Break  his  drong-helm  he  dear’d  by,  fink  that  vertue. 

That  valour,  that  even  all  the  gods  can  give  us. 

Without  whom  he  was  nothing,  with  whom  worthied. 

Nay  more,  arrive  at  Cxfar,  and  kill  him  too. 

And  for  my  fake?  either  ye  love  too  dearly,  ^ 

Or  deeply  ye  difTemble,  Sir  ? 

CTlax.  I do  fo  i 

And  till  I am  more  drcngthen’d,fo  I mud  do  \ 

Yet  would  my  joy,  and  Wine  had  fafhion’d  out 
Somefafer  lye:  Can  thefe  things  be,  Eudoxa, 

And  I diflemble  ? Can  there  be  but  goodnefs 
And  only  thine  dear  Lady,  any  end, 

Any  imagination  but  a lod  one. 

Why  I fhould  run  this  hazard  ? O thou  vertue  1 
Were  it  to  do  again,  and  Falentinian 
Once  more  to  hold  thee,  finful  Falentinian, 

In  whom  thou  wertfet,  as  Pearls  are  in  faltOyders, 

As  Rofes  are  in  rank  weeds,  1 would  find, 

Ytt  to  thy  facred  felf  a dearer  danger. 

The  Gods  know  how  I honour  thee. 

Eud.  What  love.  Sir, 

Can  I return  for  this,  but  my  obedience  ? 

My  life,  if  fo  you  pleafe,  and ’tis  too  little. 
ijnax.  ’Tis  too  much  to  redeem  the  world. 

Eud.  From  this  hour. 

The  forrows  for  my  dead  Lord,  fare  ye  well. 

My  living  Lord  has  dried  ye-,  and  in  token. 

As  Emperour  this  day  1 honour  ye. 

And  the  great  caller  new  of  all  my  wilhes, 

The  wreath  of  living  Lawrel,  that  muftcompafs 
That  facred  head,  Eudoxa  makes  for  Cafar : 

I am  methinks  too  much  in  love  with  fortune ; 

But  with  you  ever  Royal  Sir  my  maker. 

The  once  more  Summer  of  me,  meer  in  love. 

Is  poor  exprelTion  of  my  doting. 
eJMax.  Swcetcll. 

End. 
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End.  Now  of  my  troth  ye  have  bought  me  dear  Sir. 
^JTiax.  No, 

Hud  I at  lofs  of  mankind. 

Enter  a Alejfenger. 

End.  Now  ye  flatter. 

Mcjf.  The  Senate  waits  your  Grace, 

07/AV.  Let  ’em  come  on. 

And  in  a full  form  bring  the  ceremony  : 

I Thisday  lamyourfcrvant,  dear,  and  proudly, 

! rie  wear  your  honoured  favour. 

I End.  May  it  prove  fo.  [Exeunt. 

i 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Paulus  and  Licippus. 

Lie.  Is  your  Grace  done  ? 

' Pan.  ’Tisdone. 

Lie.  Whofpeaks? 

Pan.  A Boy. 

Lie.  A dainty  blue  Boy,  Panins  ? 

Pan.  Yes. 

Lie.  Have  ye  viewed 
The  work  above  ? 

Pan.  Yes,  and  all  up,  and  ready. 

Lie.  The  Emprefs  does  you  firaple  honour,  Pauks^ 

The  wreath  your  blue  Grace  mull  prefent,  Ihe  rhade. 

But  hark  ye,  for  the  Souldiers? 

Pan.  That’s  done  too : 

Tie  bring  ’em  in  I warrant  ye. 

Lte.  A Grace  too.? 

Pan.  The  fame  Grace  ferves  for  both.  - 
Lie.  About  it  then : 

I mult  to  th’  Cupbord  ^ and  be  fure  good  Panins 
Your  Grace  be  falling,  that  he  may  hang  cleanly. 

If  there  Ihould  need  another  voice,  what  then  ? 

Panl.  I’lehanganother  Grace  in. 

Lie.  Grace  be  with  ye.  [Exennt. 


SCENE  VIII. 


Enter  in  fiateMsLXimus,  Eudoxa,  -with  Souldiers  and 
Gentlemen  of  the  Senators^  and  Rods  and 

Axes  horn  before  them. 

A Synnet  withl  ^ With  a 'Banket  f refared.,  with 
Trumpets.  J \Hoboies,  Mufick^,  wreath. 


3 Sen.  Hale  to  thy  imperial  honour  facred  Cafar, 
And  from  the  old  Rome  take  thefe  willies  3 
You  holy  gods,  that  hitherto  have  held 
As  juHice  holds  her  Ballance  equal  pois’d. 

This  glory  of  our  Nation,  this  full  Roman., 

And  made  him  fit  for  what  he  is,  confirm  him : 
Look  on  this  Son  O Jupiter  our  helper, 

And  Romnlns,  thou  Father  of  our  honour, 

Preferve  him  like  thy  felf,  juft,  valiant,  noble, 

A lover,  and  increafer  of  his  people. 

Let  him  begin  with  Nima,  Hand  with  Cato, 

The  firft  five  years  of  Nero  be  bis  wilhes. 

Give  him  the  age  and  fortune  oiEmylins, 

And  his  whole  raign  renew  a great  Anguftns. 


SONG. 


Honour  that  is  ever  living. 

Honour  that  is  ever  giving. 

Honour  that  fees  all  and  ^ows 
Both  the  ebbs  of  man  and  flowes. 

Honour  that  rewards  the  befi. 

Sends  thee  thy  rich  labours  refl  *, 

Thou  hafi  ftndied  fiill  to  pleafe  her. 

Therefore  now  f:e  calls  thee  Ccefar  .* 

Chor.  Hale,  hale,  Caslar,  hale  and  fiand, 
And  thy  name  outlive  the  Land, 
Noble  Fathers  to  his  brows 
Bind  this  wreath  with  thonfand vows. 


All.  Stand  to  eternity. 

Afa.v.  I thank  yc  Fathers, 

And  as  I rule,  may  it  Hill  grow  or  wither: 

Now  to  the  Banket,  yc  are  all  my  guclls, 

Thisday  bclibcral  friends,  to  wine  w'c  give  it ) 

And  fmiling  pleafurcs : Sit,  my  Qnecn  of  Beauty  3 
Fathers,  your  places;  thefe  are  lair  Wats  Souldicts, 

And  thus  1 give  the  firft  charge  to  ye  all ; 

You  aremy  fecond,  fweet,  to  every  cup, 

1 add  unto  the  Senate  a new  honour. 

And  to  the  Tons  of  Mars  a donative. 

SONG. 

God  Lyeus  ever  young,  \ 

Ever  honour’d,  ever  fung‘. 

Stain’d  with  blond  of  lufly  Grapes, 

In  a thonfand  lufiy  fiapes  3 
Dance  upon  the  Maws  brim. 

In  the  Cnmfon  liquor  fwim : 

From  thy  plenteous  hand  divine. 

Let  a River  run  with  Wine: 

God  of  youth,  let  this  d.'iy  here. 

Enter  neither  care  nor  fear. 

Boy.  Bellona’s  [ted,  the  glory  of  old 
Envy  of  conquer’d  Nations,  nobly  come 
And  to  the  fulnefs  of  your  war-like  noife 
Let  your  feet  move,  make  up  this  hour  of  joys  3 
Come,  come  I fay,  range  your  fair  Troop  at  large, 

And  your  high  meafure  turn  into  a charge. 

Semp.  The  Emperor’s  grown  heavy  with  his  wine. 

Afr^  The  Senate  llaies  Sir  for  your  thanks. 

Semp.  Great  Cafor. 

End.  I have  my  wilh. 

Afra.  Wilt  pleafe  your  Grace  fpeak  to  him  ? 

End.  Yes,  but  he  will  not  hear  Lords. 

Semp.  Stir  him  Lucius  3 the  Senate  mull  have  thanks. 

2 Sen.  Luc.  Your  Grace,  Sir  Cafar. 

End.  Didl  not  tell  you  he  was  well?  he’s  dead. 

Semp.  Dead  ? treafon,  guard  the  Court,  let  no  man  pafs, 
Sduldiers,  your  CseJar’S  miirdered. 

Eud.  Make  no  tumult. 

Nor  arm  the  Court,  ye  have  his  killer  with  ye  3 
And  the  juft  caufe,  if  ye  can  ftay  the  hearing : 

^ I was  his  death  3 that  wreath  that  made  him  Cajar, 

Has  made  him  earth. 

So::ld.  Cut  her  in  thoufand  pieces. 

End.  Wife  men  would  know  the  rcafon  firft : to  die. 

Is  that  I wilh  for,  Romans,  and  your  fwords. 

The  heavieft  way  of  death  : yet  Souldiers  grant  me 
That  was  your  Emprefs  once,  and  honour’d  by  ye. 

But  fo  much  time  to  tell  ye  why  I kill’d  him. 

And  weigh  my  rcafons  well,  if  man  be  in  you  3 
Then  if  ye  dare  do  cruelly,  condemn  me. 

iMfr.  Hear  her  ye  noble  ’risaWoman, 

A fubjeeft  not  for  fwords,  but  pity;  Heaven 
(If  file  be  guilty  of  malitious  murder) 

Has  given  us  Laws  to  make  example  of  her, 

If  only  of  revenge,  and  bloud  hid  from  us, 

Let  usconfider  fiift,  then  execute. 

Semp.  Speak  bloudy  Woman. 

Eud.  YtS;  This  Ada.ximus, 

That  was  your  Lords,  and  noble  Souldiers, 

(And  ifl  wrong  the  dead,  Heaven  perifli  me  3 
Or  fpeak  to  win  your  favours  but  the  truth) 

Was  to  his  Country,  to  his  friends,  and  Cafar 
A moft  malitious  Traitor. 

Semp.  Take  heed  woman. 

End.  1 fpeak  not  for  compafTion.  Brave  srEcius 
(Whofe  bleffed  foul  ifl  lye  fhall  affliifl  me) 

The  man  that  all  the  world  lov’d,  you  ador’d. 

That  was  the  mafter-picce  of  Arms,  and  bounty  3 
Mine  own  grief  fliaii  come  laft ; this  friend  of  his, 
ThisSouldier,  this  your  right  Arm,  noble  Romans,’ ' 

D d d By 
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^ TheT ragedy  of  V alentinian. 

By  a bafe  letter  to  the  Emperor-, 

Stuflt  full  of  fears,  and  poor  luggellions, 

And  by  hiinfelf,  unto  himfclf  direded 
Was  cut  oJf  bafely,  bafely,  cruelly  \ 

Oh  lofs,  0 innocent,  can  ye  now  kill  me  ? 

And  the  poor  Ifale  my  Noble  Lord,  that  knew  not 
More  of  this  villain,  than  his  forc’d  fears-. 

Like  one  forefeen  to  latisfie,  dy’d  for  it ; 

There  was  a murder  too,  Ronie  would  haveblufht  at ; 

Was  this  worth  being  Of.tr  ? or  my  patience  ? nay  his  Wife 
By  Heaven  he  told  it  me  in  wine,  and  joy  ^ 

And  fvvore  it  deeply,  he  himfelf  prepar’d 
To  be  abus’d,  how  ? let  me  grieve  not  tell  ye ; 

And  weep  the  fins  that  did  it : and  his  end 
W'as  only  me,  and  Cxfur  : But  me  he  lyed  in : 

Thefe  arc  ray  rcalbns  Romarn.,  and  my  foul 

Tells  me  fufficient  -,  and  my  deed  is  jufbice.- 
Now  as  I have  done  well,  or  ill,  look  on  me. 

^fra.  What  lefs  could  nature  do,  what  left  had  we  done, 
Had  we  known  this  before  ? Romans,  fhe  is  righteous  ^ 

And  fuch  a piece  of  juftice  Heaven  muft  fmile  on ; 

Bend  all  your  fwords  on  me,  if  this  difpleafe  ye. 

For  1 mufl  kneel,  and  on  this  vertuous  hand  •, 

Seal  my  new  joy  and  thanks,  thou  haft  done  truly. 

Setup.  Up  with  your  arms,  ye  flrike  a Saint  elfe  Romans, 
May’ll:  thou  live  ever  fpoken  our  Proteftor  .- 
Rome  yet  has  many  Noble  Heirs .-  Let’s  in 
And  pray,  before  we  choofe,  then  plant  a Gc/^r 
Above  the  reach  of  envy,  blood,  and  murder. 

zyffra.  Take  up  the  body  nobly  to  his  urn. 

And  may  our  fins,  and  his  together  burn.  [^Exeunt. 

1 dead  March. 

EPILOGUE. 


WE  would  fain  fleafeye^  and  as  fain  be  f leas'd } 
^Tis  but  a little  lil^ng^  both  are  eas'd: 

We  have  your  money  ^ and  you  have  our  ware  ^ 

(^yiiid  to  our  under jianding  good  and  fair : 

For  your  own  wifdoms  fal^^  be  not  fo  mad^ 

To  ach^nowledge ye  have  bought  things  dear  and  bad: 

Let  not  a bracJ^i'th'  Stuffs  or  here  and  there 
The  fading  glofs^  a general  lojs  appear : 

We  h^ow  ye  tah^  up  worfe  Commodities^ 

'y  And  dearer  pay  ^ yet  thinly  your  bargains  wifej 
We  \now  in  Meat  and  Wim^ 

More  time  and  wealthy  which  is  but  dearer  pay^ 

And  with  the  Kecl^oning  all  the  pleafure  lojl, 

W ? hid  ye  not  unto  repenting  cofl : 

The  price  is  eafie^  and  fo  light  the  Play^ 

7 hat  ye  may  new  digefl  it  every  day. 

Then  noble  friends^  as  ye  would  choofe  a Mifs^ 

Only  to  pleafe  the  eye  a while  and  l^fs^ 

Till  a good  Wife  be  got : So  let  this  Play 
Hold  ye  a yvhile  until  a better  may. 


I 

i 


Monfieur 


Monfieur  Thomas. 

C O ME  D Y. 

(^&us  Ttimm^  Scena  Prima, 


Enter  Alice,  Valentine. 

Juliet.  "W“ 0 W dearly  welcome  you  are ! 

■hpJ  Fal.  I know  it,  (iight, 

■ I And  my  befi:  Sifter,  you  are  as  dear  to  my 
And  pray  let  this  confirm’ it : how  you 
have  govern’d  ’ 

My  poor  ftate  in  my  abfence,  how  my  fervants, 

I dare,  and  muft  believe,  elle  I fhould  wrong  ye. 

The  belt  and  worthieft. 

^lice.  As  my  womans  wit.  Sir, 

Whkh  is  but  weak  and  crazie. 
raL  But  good  u4lice. 

Tell  me  how  fares  the  gentle  Cf/AWf,  ^ ' 

The  life  of  my  affedion,  fince  my  travel. 

My  long  and  lazie  Travel  ? is  her  love  ftill 

Upon  the  growing  hand.^  does  it  not  ftop  ’ ' ' 

And  wither  at  my  years  ? has  fhe  not  view’d 
And  entertain’d  fome  younger  fmooth  behaviour. 

Some  Youth  but  in  his bloflbm,  asherfelf  is? 

There  lies  my  fears. 

y4lice.  They  need  not,  for  believe  me  ' ' 

So  well  you  have  manag’d  her,  and  won  her  mind. 

Even  from  her  hours  of  childhood,  to  this  ripenefs. 

And  in  your  abfence,  that  by  me  enforc’d  ftill. 

So  welldiftill’d  your  gentlenefs  into  her, 

Obferv’d  her,  fed  her  fancy,  liv’d  ftill  in  her. 

And  though  Love  be  a Boy,  and  ever  youthful. 

And  young  and  beauteous  objeds  ever  aim’d  at. 

Yet  here  ye  have  gone  beyond  love,better’d  nature. 

Made  him  appear  in  years,  in  grey  years  fiery. 

His  Bow  at  full  bent  ever-,  fear  not  Brother, 

For  though  your  body  has  been  far  off  from  her. 

Yet  every  hour  your  heart,  which  is  your  goodnefs, 

I have  forc’d  into  her,  won  a place  prepar’d  too, 

And  willingly  to  give  it  ever  harbour 

Believe  fhe  is  fo  much  yours,  and  won  by  miracle, 

(Which  is  by  age)  fo  deep  a ftamp  fet  oa  her 
By  your  obfervances,  (he  cannot alt^r. 

Were  the  Child  living  now  ye  loft  at  Sea 
Among  the'  Genoua  Gallies,-‘  what  a happinefs ! 

What  a main  Blcffing ! 

F d.  O no  more,  good  Sifter, 

Touch  no  more  that  ftring,  ’tis  too  harfh  and  jarring. 

With  that  Child  all  my  hopes  went,  and  you  know 
The  root  of  all  thofe  hopes,  the  Mother  too 
Within  few  days< 

AUcs.  ’Tis  too  true,  and  too  fatal, 

But  peace  be  with  their  fouls. 

Fd.  For  her  lofs 

" - ' » : 


I hope  the  beauteous  CelUde. 

A ice.  You  may.  Sir, 

For  all  fhe  is,  is  yours. 

. Fal.  For  the  poor  Boys  lofs, 

'I  have  brought  a noble  friend,  I found  in  Travel, 

'A  worthier  mind,  and  a more  temperate  fpirit, 

If  I have  fo  much  judgment  to  difeern  ’em, 

Man  yet  was  never  matter  of. 

Alice,  What  is  he  ? 

Fal.  A Gentleman,  I do  affure  my  felf. 

And  of  a worthy  breeding,  though  he  hide  it ; 

I found  him  at  Fakmia,  poor  and  needy. 

Only  his  mind  the  matter  of  a Treafure. 

I fought  his  friendfhip,  won  him  by  much  violence. 

His  honefty  and  modefty  ftill  fearing 
To  thruft  a charge  upon  me  how  I love  him. 

He  fhall  now  know,  where  want  and  he  hereafter 
Shall  be  no  more  Cornpanionsii  ufe  him  nobly. 

It  is  my  will,  good  Sifter,  all  I have 
I make  him  free  edmpariion  in,  and  partner, 

But  only 

Alice.  I obferve  ye,  hold  your  Right  there, 

,Love  and  high  Rule  allows  no  Rivals,  Brother, 

He  fhall  have  fair  regard,  and  all  obfervance. 

Enter  Hylas. 

, Hylas.  You  are  welcome,  noble  Sir. 

Fal.  What,  Monfieur  Hylas ! 

I’m  glad  to  fee  your  merry  Body  well  yet. 

Hyl.  ’Faith  y’are  welcome  home,  what  news  beyond  feas? 
Fal.  None,  but  new  men  expeded,  fuch  as  you  are. 

To  breed  new  admirations  ’Tis  my  Sifter, 

’Pray  ye  know  her.  Sir. 

Hylas.  With  all  my  heart  your  leave  Lady  ? 

Alke.  You  have  it.  Sir. 

Hylas.  A fhrewd  fmart  touch,  which  does  prognofticate 
A Body  keen  and  aftive,  fomewhatold, 

But  that’s  all  one  ■,  age  brings  experience 
And  knowledge  todifpatch : I muft  be  better. 

And  nearer  in  my  fervice,  with  your  leave.  Sir, 

To  this  fair  Lady. 

Fal.  What,  the  old  ’fquire  of  Dames  ftill ! (now, 
Hyl.  Still  the  admirer  of  their  goodnefs-,  with  all  my  heart 
I love  a woman  of  her  years,  a pacer 
That  lays  the  bridle  in  her  Neck,  will  travel 
Forty,  and  fomewhat  fulfome  is  a fine  difti. 

Thefe  young  Colts  are  too  skittifh. 

Enter  Mary. 

' Alice.  My  Coufin  zJMary 
In  all  her  joy,  ^r,  to  congratulate 
. D d d 2 , . Your 


Your  fair  return. 

Fa/.  My  loving  and  kind  Coufin, 

A thoufand  welcomes. 

A [.try.  A thouland  thanks  to  heaven,  Sir, 

For  your  fafe  voyage,  and  return. 
rM.  1 thank  ye  i 

But  where’s  my  Blefl'ed  Cdlidc  ? her  flacknefs 
In  vifitation. 

ALt^y.  Think  not  fo,  dear  Uncle, 

I left  her  on  her  knees,  thanking  the  gods 
With  tears  and  prayers. 

f'tl.  Ye  have  given  me  too  much  comfort. 

Af.try.  She  will  not  be  long  from  ye. 

Hyl.  Your  fair  Coulln  ? 
r.iL  It  is  ib,  and  a bait  you  cannot  balk  Sir, 

If  your  old  rule  reign  in  you,  ye  may  know  her ; 

A happy  ftock  ye  have,  right  worthy  Lady, 

Thepoorcllof  your  lervauts  vows  his  duty 
And  obliged  faith. 

A^jry.  O’tisakifs  you  would.  Sir, 

Take  it,  and  tye  your  tongue  up. 

HyUs.  I am  an  Afs 

I do  perceive  now,  a blind  Afs,  a Blockhead  ; 

For  this  is  handfomnefs,  this  that  that  draws  us 
Body  and  Bones ; Oh  rvhat  a mounted  forehead, 

W’hat  eyes  and  lips,  vv  lat  every  thing  about  her ! 

How  like  a Swan  Oie  fwims  her  pace,  and  bears 
Her  filver  Breads ! this  is  the  Woman,  fhe. 

And  only  fhe,  that  1 will  fo  much  honour 
As  to  think  worthy  of  my  love,  all  older  Idols 
1 heartily  abhor,  and  give  to  Gunpowder,^ 

And  all  Complexions  belides  hers,  to  Gypues. 

£}jter  Francis  at  one  door,  and  Cellide  at  another. 

Val.  Only  dear  life,  my  better  heart,  all  dangers, 
Diftreflb  in  my  travel,  all  misfortunes, 

Had  they  been  endlefs  like  the  hours  upon  me, 

In  this  kifs  had  been  buried  in  oblivion 
How  happy  have  ye  made  me,  truly  happy  ? 

(^el.  My  joy  has  lb  much  over  maftcred  me. 

That  in  my  tears  for  your  return 

Fal.  O deareft  •, 

My  noble  friend  too ! what  a Bleflednels 
Have  I about  me  now ! how  full  my  wilhes 
Are  come  again,  a thoufand  hearty  welcomes 
I once  more  lay  upon  ye^  all  I have, 

The  fair  and  liberal  ufe  of  all  my  fervants 
To  be  at  your  command,  and  all  the  ufes 
Of  all  within  my  power. 

Fran.  Ye  are  too  munificent, 

Nor  am  I able  to  conceive  thofe  thanks.  Sir. 

yal.  Ye  wrong  my  tender  love  now,  even  my  fervice. 
Nothing  accepted,  nothing  duck  between  us 
And  our  intire  afTedions  but  this  woman. 

This  I belecch  ye  friend. 

Fran.  It  is  a jewel, 

I do  confefs,  would  make  a Thief,  hut  never 
Of  him  that’s  fo  much  yours,  and  bound  your  fervant. 
That  were  a bafe  ingratitude. 
yal.  Ye  arc  noble, 

’Pray  be  acquainted  with  her,  keep  your  way,  Sir, 

My  Coufin  and  my  Siller. 
yilice.  Ye  arc  molt  welcome. 

Aiary.  If  any  thing  in  our  poor  powers,  fair  Sir, 

To  render  yecontent,  and  liberal  welcome 
May  hut  appear,  command  it. 

Alice.  Ye  dial!  find  us 
Happy  in  our  performance. 

Fran.  The  poor  S.rvant 
Of  both  your  goodii'  r.ls  prefents  his  fcrvicc. 

yal.  Come,  no  more  Complement  Cudom  has  made  it 
Dull,  old,  and  tedious^  ye  arc  once  more  welcome 
As  your  own  thoughts  can  make  ye,  and  the  fame  ever. 

! And  fo  we’ll  in  to  ratifie  it. 


I Fdyl  Hark  ye,  yaUntine : 

' Is  wild  Oats  yet  come  over  ? 
yal.  Yes,  with  me.  Sir. 

Aiary.  How  dpes  he  bear  himfelf .? 
yal.  A great  deal  better 

Why  do  youbludi.?  the  Gentleman  will  do  well. 

Mary.  I (hould  bcglad  on’t.  Sir 
yal.  How  does  his  father  ? 

' Hyl.  As  mad  a worm  as  e’er  he  was. 

yal.  llooktfor’t; 

Shall  we  enjoy  your  Company  ? 

Hyl.  I’ll  wait  on  ye : 

Only  a thought  or  two. 

yal.  We  bar  all  prayers.  [Exeunt  all  but  Uyhs.  ^ 

Hyl.  This  lafc  Wench  1 I,  this  lad:  wench  was  a fair  one, 

A dainty  Wench,  a right  one ; a Devil  take  it,  j 

What  do  I ail  ? to  have  fifteen  now  in  liking,  i 

Enough  a Man  would  think  to  d:ay  my  Itomach  ? 

But  what’s  fifteen,  or  fifteerrlcore  to  my  thoughts?  - ■ 
And  wherefore  are  mine  Eyes  made,  and  have  lights. 

But  to  encreafe  my  Objefts  ? This  laft  Wench  j 

Sticks  plaguey  clofe  to  me,  a hundred  pound  1 

I were  as  clofe  to  her  •,  If  1 lov’d  now,  , i 

As  many  foolilh  men  do,  I Ihould  run  mad. 

SCENE  II. 

Snter  old  Sebaflian,  and  Launcelot. 

I Seb.  Sirrah,  no  more  of  your- French  fiirugs  I adyife  you. 

If  you  be  lowzie  Ihift  your  felf.  _ 

Laun.  May  it  pleafe  your  Wordiip. 

Seb.  Only  to  fee  my  Son,  my  Son,  good  Launcelot 
Y our  Mailer  and  my  Son  *,  Body  O me  Sir,  ’ I 

No  money,  no  more  money,  Monfieur  Launcelot,  ' 

Not  a Denier,  fweet  Signior  ^ bring  the  Perlbn, 

The  perfon  of  my  Boy,  my  Boy  Tom,  Monfieur  Thmf, 

Or  get  you  gone  again,  du  gata  rvhee.  Sir } 

Tajfamicu,  good  Launcelot,  valetote. 

My  Boy  or  nothing. 

Then  to  anfwer  punctually. 

Seb.  I fay  to  th’purpole. 

Laun.  Then  I fay  to  th’  purpofe, 

Becaufe  your  Worlhips  vulgar  Underllanding 
May  meet  meat  the  neared:  •,  your  Son,  my  Mailer, 

Or  Monfieur  Thomas,  (for  fo  his  Travel  lliles  him) 

Through  many  foreign  plots  th  at  Vertue  meets  with. 

And  dangers  (I  befeech  ye  give  attention) 

Is  at  the  lad:  arriv’d 

To  ask  your  (as  the  French  man  calls  it  fweetly) 

Benediftion  de jour  en  jour. 

Seb.  Sirrah,  do  not  conjure  me  with  your  French  furies. 
Laun.  Che  ditt*a  vou,  Monfieur. 

Seb.  Che  doga  vou,  Rafcal 

Leave  me  your  rotten  language,  and  tell  me  plainly. 

And  quickly.  Sirrah,  led:  I crack  your  French  Crown,  * 
What  your  good  Mailer  means  i I have  maintain’d 
You  and  your  Monfieur,  as  I take  it,  Launcelot, 

Thefetwo  years  at  '^our  ditty  vous,  your  jours. 

Jour  me  no  more,  for  not  another  penny 
Shal  1 pafs  my  purfe.  * 

Laun.  Your  Worlhip  is  erroneous. 

For  as  I told  you,  your  Son  Tom,  or  Thomas, 

My  mailer  and  your  Son  is  now  arriv’d 
To  ask  you,  as  our  Language  bears  itnearell. 

Your  quotidian  Blefling,  and  here  he  is  in  Perlbn. 

Enter  Thomas. 

Seb.  What,  Tow.'  Boy,  welcome  with  all  my  heart,  Boy 
Welcome,  ’faith  thou  hall  gladded  me  at  foul.  Boy, 

Infinite  glad  lam,  I have  pray’d  too,  Thomas, 

For  you  wild  Thomas,  Tom,  I thank  thee  heartily 
For  coming  home. 

Thom.  Sir,  1 do  find  your  Prayers 
Have  much  prevail’d  above  my  fins. 

Seb. 
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Scb.  How’s  this? 

Thom.  Elfc  certain  I had  perifh’d  with  ray  rudcncfs, 

Ere  I had  won  ray  fdf  to  that  dilcretion, 

I hope  you  (hall  hereafter  find. 

Seb.  Humh,  hiirah, 

Dilcretion  ? is  it  come  to  that  ? the  Boy’s  fpoil’d. 

Thom.  Sirrah^  you  Rogue,  look  for’t,  for  1 will  make  thee 
Ten  times  more  miferable  than  thou  thought’ll  thy  felf 
Before  thou  travell’dll ; thou  haft  told  my  Father, 

I know  it,  and  I find  it,  all  my  Rogueries 
By  raeer  way  of  prevention  to  undo  me. 

Laufi.  Sir,  as  Ifpcak  eight  languages,  I only 
Told  him  you  came  to  ask  his  benedidion, 

T)e  jour  en  jour. 

Thom.  But  that  I muft  be  civil, 

I would  beat  thee  like  a Dog.  Sir,  however 
The  Time  I have  mifpent  may  make  you  doubtful. 

Nay  harden  your  belief ’gainft  my  Converfion. 

Seb.  A pox  o’  travel,  I fay. 

Thom.  Yet  dear  Father 
Your  own  experience  in  my  after  courfes, 

Ef7ter  Dorothea. 

Seb.  Pritbee  no  more,  ’tis  feurvy  •,  there’s  thy  Sifter 
Undone  without  Redemption  •,  he  eats  with  picks. 

Utterly  fpoil’d,  hisfpirit  baffled  in  him : 

How  have  I fin’d  that  this  afflidion 

Should  light  fo  heavy  on  me  ? 1 have  no  more  Sons ; 

And  this  no  more  mine  own,  nofpark  of  Nature 
Allows  him  mine  now,  he’s  grown  tame  ^ my  grand  curie 
Hang  o’r  his  head  that  thus  transform’d  thee  : travel  ? 

I’ll  fend  my  horfe  to  travel  next  •,  we  Monfieur. 

Now  will  my  moft  canonical  dear  Neighbours 
Say  I have  found  my  Son,  and  rejoyce  with  me, 

Becaufe  he  has  mew’d  his  mad  tricks  off : 1 know  not, 

But  1 am  fure  this  Monfieur,  this  fine  Gentleman  i 
Will  never  be  in  my  Books  like  mad  Thomas, 

I muft  go  feek  an  Heir,  for  my  inheritance 
Muft  not  turn  Secretary ; my  name  and  quality 
Has  kept  my  Land  three  hundred  years  in  madnels. 

And  it  flip  now,  may  it  fink. 

Thom.  Excellent  Sifter, 

1 am  glad  to  fee  thee  well  ^ but  where’s  thy  father  ? 

Dor.  Gone  difeontent,  itleems. 

Thom.  He  did  ill  in  it 
As  he  does  all for  I was  utterring 
A handfome  Speech  or  two,  1 have  been  ftudying 
E’r  fince  1 came  from  Tans : how  glad  to  fee  thee  ! 

Dor.  I am  gladder  to  fee  you,  with  more  love  too 
I dare  maintain  it,  than  my  Father’s  forry 
To  fee  (as  he  fuppoles)  your  Converfion ; 

And  1 am  fure  he  is  vext,  nay  more,  I know  it, 

He  has  pray’d  againft  it  mainly  •,  but  it  appears,  Sir, 

You  had  rather  blind  him  with  that  poor  opinion 
Than  in  your  felf  corredl  it ; deareft  Brother,  # 

Since  there  is  in  our  uniform  refemblance. 

No  more  to  make  us  two  but  our  bare  Sexes ; 

And  fince  one  happy  Birth  produc’d  us  hither. 

Let  one  more  happy  mind. 

Thom.  It  fflall  be.  Sifter, 

For  I can  do  it  when  I lift-,  and  yet.  Wench, 

Be  mad  too  when  I pleafe  -,  1 have  the  trick  on’t : 

Beware  a Traveller. 

Dor 4 Leave  that  trick  too. 

Thom.  Not  for  the  world : but  where’s  my  Miftrefs, 

And  prithee  fay  how  does  flie  ? I melt  to  fee  her, 

. And  prefently  ; I muft  away. 

Dor.  Then  do  fo. 

For  o’  my  faith,  (lie  will  not  fee  you  Brother.  . 

Thom.  Not  f.e  me  ? I’ll 

Dor.  Now  you  play  your  true  felf  -,  i 
How  would  fr>y  father  love  this!  I’ll  afliire  you 
She  will  not  fee  you  (he  has  heard  (and  loudly) 

The  gambols  that  you  plaid  fince  your  departure. 
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In  every  Town  yc  came,  your  fevcral  mifehiefs. 

Your  rowfesand  your  wenches  ^ all  your  quarrels. 

And  the  no  caufes  of  ’em  -,  theft  I take  it 
Although  Ihe  love  ye  well,  to  modeft  ears, 

To  one  that  waited  for  your  reformation. 

To  which  end  travel  was  propounded  by  her  Uncle, 
Muftneedt,  and  reafon  for  it,  be  examined. 

And  bv  Iier  modefty,  and  fear’d  too  light  too. 

To  fyiewith  heraft'edlions;  yc  have  loft  her 
forany  thing  Ifee,  exil’d  your  felf. 

Thom.  No  more  of  that,  fweet  Doll,  I will  be  civil. 

Dor.  But  how  long  ? 

Thom.  Would ’ft  thou  have  me  lofe  my  Birth-right  ? 

For  yond  old  thing  will  difinherit  me 

If  I grow  too  demure ; good  fweet  Z)o//,  prithee. 

Prithee,  dear  Sifter,  let  me  fee  her. 

Dor.  No. 

Thom.  Nay,  I befeech  thee,  by  this  light. 

Dor.  I,  fwagger. 

Thom.  Kifsme,  and  be  my  friend,  we  two  were  twins, 
And  fhall  we  now  grow  ftrangers  ? 

Dor.  ’Tis  not  my  fault. 

Thom.  Well,  there  be  other  women,  and  remember 
You,  you  were  the  caufe  of  this ; there  be  more  lands  too, 
And  better  People  in  ’em , fare  ye  well. 

And  other  loves ; what  lhall  become  of  me 

And  of  my  vanities,  becaule  they  grieve  ye  ? (there  ? 

, Dor.  Come  hither,  come,  do  you  fee  that  Qloud  that  flies 
So  light  are  you,  and  blown  with  every  fancy : 

Will  ye  but  make  me  hope  ye  may  be  civil  ? 

1 know  your  Nature’s  fweet  enough,  and  tender. 

Not  grated  on,  nor  curb’d ; do  you  love  your  Miftrefs  i 

Thom.  He  lies  that  fays  I do  not. 

Dor.  Would  ye  fee  her  ? 

Thom.  If  you  pleafe,  for  it  muft  be  fo. 

Dor.  And  appear  to  her 
A thing  to  be  belov’d  ? 

Thom.  Yes. 

I Dor.  Change  then 
A little  of  your  wildnefs  into  wifdom. 

And  put  on  a more  fmoothnefs  j 
,ril  do  the  beft  I can  to  help  ye,  yet 
I do  proteft  fhe  fwore,  and  fwore  it  deeply, 

She  would  never  fee  you  more  \ where’s  your  mans  heart 
What,  do  you  faint  at  this  ? (now  ? 

Thom.  She  is  a woman ; 

But  him  fhe  entertains  next  for  afervant, 

I fhall  be  bold  to  quarter. 

£>or.  Nothought  of  fighting; 

Go  in,  and  there  we’ll  talk  more,  be  but  rul’d, 

And  what  lies  in  my  power,  ye  fhall  be  fure  of.  [,Exeuni. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Alice,  and  Mary. 

./4lice.  He  cannot  be  fo  wild  ftill. 

Mary.  ’Tis  moft  certain, 

I have  now  heard  all,  and  all  the  truth. 

eMlice.  Grant  all  that  I 

Is  he  the  firft  that  has  been  giv’n  a loft  man. 

And  yet  come  fairly  home  ? he  is  young  and  tender,- 
And  fit  for  that  impreflion  your  affeftions 
Shall  ftamp  upon  him,  age  brings  on  diferetion, 

A year  hence,  thefe  mad  toys  that  now  poflefs  him 
Will  fhew  like  Bugbears  to  him,  fhapes  to  fright  him  y 
Marriage  diflblves  all  thefe  like  mills. 

Mary.  They  are  grounded 
Hereditary  in  him,  from  his  father. 

And  to  his  grave  they  will  haunt  him. 

Altce.  ’Tis  your  fear 

Which  is  a wife  part  in  you  yet  your  love 

However  you  may  feem  to  leflen  it  « 

With  thefe  diflikes,  and  choak  it  with  thefe  errors. 

Do  what  you  can,  will  break  out  to  excufe  him, 




9SS 


Monfieur  Thomas. 


Vc  have  him  in  your  heart,  and  planted,  Coulin, 

Fiom  whence  the  power  of  reafou,  nor  difcrction 
Can  ever  root  him. 

Mj>y.  Planted  in  my  heart.  Aunt  ? 

Believe  it  no,  1 never  was  fo  liberal  *, 

What  though  he  ihew  a fo  fo  comely  fellow 
Which  we  call  pretty } or  fay  it  may  be  handfom  ? 

What  though  hispromifes  may  [tumble  at 
The  power  ofgoodnefs  in  him,  fometimes ufe  too? 

yil.  How  willingly  thy  heart  betrays  thee,  Coulin.^ 
Cozen  thy  felf  no  more  ^ thou  halt  no  more  power 
To  leave  oflToving  him  than  he  that’s  thirlly 
Has  to  abitain  from  drink  Handing  before  him  j 
His  mind  is  not  fo  monftrdus  for  his  lhape. 

If  I have  Kyes,  1 have  not  feen  his  better. 

A handfome  brown  Complexion. 

M.iry.  Realbnabic, 

Inclining  to  a tawney. 

Alice.  Had  1 faid  fo 

You  would  have  wifh’d  my  tongue  out-,  then  his  making. 

//-•r.  Which  may  be  mended}  I have  feen  legs  ftraighter, 
And  cleaner  made. 

Alice.  A body  too. 

Far  neater. 

And  better  let  together. 

Alice.  God  forgive  thee, 

For  againlt  thy  Confcience  thou  lyefl:  Itubbornly. 

Mary  1 grant ’tis  neat  enough. 

Alice.  'Tis  excellent. 

And  where  the  outward  parts  are  fair  and  lovely, 

(Which  are  but  moulds  o’th’mind)  what  muft  the  foul  be  ? 
Put  cafe  youth  has  his  fwinge,  and  fiery  Nature 
Flames  to  mad  ufes  many  times. 

M^ry.  All  this 

You  only  ufe  to  make  me  fay  1 love  him; 

I doconfefs  I do,  but  that  my  fondnefs 
Should  fling  it  felf  upon  his  def^rate  follies. 

tyilice.  I do  not  counfel  that,  fee  him  reclaim’d  firft. 
Which  w’ill  not  prove  a miracle,  yet  tJ^ary^ 

I am  afraid  ’twill  vex  thee  horribly 
To  ftayfolong. 

Mary.  No,  no  Aunt,  no,  believe  me. 

Alice.  What  was  your  dream  to  night  ? for  I obferv’d  ye 
Hugging  of  me,  wdth  good  dear  fweetT(?»». 
j Mary.  Fye,  Aunt, 

Upon  my  Confcience. 

Alice.  On  my  word  ’tis  true,  Wenth  ; 

And  then  ye  kifs’d  me,  ^JMary.^  more  than  once  too, 

1 Andfigh’d,  and  O fweet Tow  again;  nay,  donotblulh, 

' Ye  have  it  at  the  heart,  Wench. 

I Mxry.  I’ll  be  hang’d  firft, 

; But  you  mull:  have  your  way. 

j Enter  Dorothea. 

I Alice.  And  fo  will  you  too, 
i Or  break  down  hedges  for  it.  Dorothea., 

The  welcom’ll  woman  living;  how  does  thy  Brother  ? 

: I hear  he’s  turn’d  a wondrous  civil  Gentleman 
■ Since  his  fhort  travel. 

Dor.  ’pray  Heaven  he  make  it  good,  eyfltce. 

M.ary.  How  do  ye  friend  ? 1 have  a quarrel  to  ye, 

; Ye  Hole  away  and  left  my  company. 

Dor.  O pardon  me,  dear  friend,  it  was  to  welcome 
A Brother  thatl  haveibmeCaufe  to  love  well. 

. Mary.  PrithCl-  how  is  he  ? thou  fpeak’H  truth. 

‘ Dor.  Not  perfect, 

1 hope  he  will  be. 

Mary.  Never .-  h’as  forgot  me, 

I hear  Wench,  and  his  hot  love  too. 
i Alice.  Thou  would’H  howl  then. 

Mary.  And  1 am  glad  it  Hiould  be  fo ; his  travels 
Have  yielded  him  variety  of  MiHreffes, 

Fairer  in  his  eye  far. 

.Alice.  O cogging  Rafcal  '. 


Mary.  1 was  a fool,  but  better  thoughts  1 thank  heaven. 
Dor.  ’Pray  do  not  think  fo,  for  he  loves  you  dearly, 
Uponmy  troth  moH  firmly,  would  fain  fee  you. 

Mary.  See  me  friend!  do  you  think  it  fit 
Dor.  It  may  be. 

Without  the  lofs  of  credit  too ; he’s  not 
Such  a prodigious  thing,  fo  monHrous, 

To  fling  from  all  fociety. 

Mary.  He’s  fo  much  contrary 
To  my  defires,  fuch  an  antipathy 
That  1 muH  fooner  fee  my  grave. 

Dor.  Dear  friend, 

He  was  not  fo  before  he  went. 

Mary.  I grant  it. 

For  then  1 daily  hop’d  his  fair  ConverCon. 

Alice.  Come,  do  not  mask  your  felf,  but  fee  him  freely, 
Ye  have  a mind. 

Mary.  That  mind  I’ll  maHer  then. 

Dor.  And  is  your  hate  fo  mortal  ? 

Mary.  Not  to  his  perfon. 

But  to  his  qualities,  his  mad  cap  follies. 

Which  Hill  like  Hydras  heads  grow  thicker  on  him. 

1 have  a credit,  friend,  and  Maids  of  my  fort, 

Love  where  their  modefties  may  live  untainted. 

DorX  give  up  that  hope  then ; ’pray  for  your  friends  fake, 
If  I have  any  intereH  within  ye. 

Do  but  this  courtefie,  accept  this  Letter. 

Mary.  From  him? 

Dor.  The  fame;  'tis  but  a minutes  reading. 

And  as  we  look  on  fliapes  of  painted  Devils, 

Which  for  the  prefent  may  diHurb  our  fancy. 

But  with  the  next  new  object  lofe  ’em,  fo 
If  this  be  foul,  ye  may  forget  it,  ’pray. 

Mary.  Have  ye  feen  it,  friend  ? 

Dor.  I will  not  lie  ; I have  not. 

But  I prefume,  fo  much  he  honours  you, 

The  worH  part  of  himfelf  was  caH  away 
When  to  his  beH  part  he  writ  this. 

'Mary.  For  your  fake. 

Not  that  1 any  way  fhall  like  his  fcribling, 

Alice.  A fhrewd  dilTembling  Quean. 

Dor.  I thank  ye,  dear  friend, 

I know  fhe  loves  him. 

Alice.  Yes,  and  will  not  lofe  him, 

Unlefs  he  leap  into  the  Moon,  believe  that. 

And  then  flie’l  fcramble  too ; young  wenches  loves 
Are  like  the  courfe  of  quartans,  they  may  fliift 
And  feera  to  ceafe  fometimes,  and  yet  we  fee 
The  leaHdiHemper  pulls  ’em  back  again. 

And  feats  ’em  in  their  old  courfe ; fear  her  not, 

Unlefs  he  be  a Devil. 

Mary.  Now  Heaven  bleft  me. 

Dor.  What  has  he  writ  ? 

Mary.  Out,  out  upon  him. 

^Dor.  Ha,  what  has  the  mad  man  done  ? 

Mary.  Worfe,  worfe,  and  worfe  Hill. 

Alice.  Some  Northern  Toy,  a little  broad. 

Mary.  Still  fouler  > 

Hey,  hey  Boys,  goodnefs  keepme } Oh. 

Dor.  Whatailye? 

Mary.  Here,  take  your  Spell  again,  it  burns  my  fingers. 
Was  ever  Lover  writ  fo  fweet  a Letter  ? 

So  elegant  a Hyle  ? pray  look  upon’t ; 

The  rarcH  inventory  of  rank  Oaths 
That  ever  Cut-purfe  caH. 

Alice.  What  a mad  Boy  is  this  ? 

Mary.  Only  i’th’  bottom 
A little  Julip  gently  fprinkled  over 
To  cool  his  mouth,  leH  it  break  out'in  bliHers, 

Indeed  law.  Yoursforever. 

Dor.  I am  forty. 

Mar.  You  Hiall  be  welcome  to  me, come  when  you  picafe. 
And  ever  may  command  me  vertnoufly. 

But  for  your  Brother,  you  muH  pardon  me. 
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Till  I am  of  his  nature,  no  acccfs  friend. 

No  word  of  vifitation,  as  ye  love  me. 

And  fo  for ' now  Tic  leave  ye.  C 

Alice.  What  a letter 

Has  this  thing  written,  how  it  roars  like  thunder  ? 

With  what  a ftate  he  enters  into  Itilc  f 
E)ear  Miltrefs. 

'Dor.  Out  upon  him  bedlam. 

Alice.  Well, there  be  waies  to  reach  her  yet:  fuch  likcnefs 
As  you  two  carry  me  thinks. 

Dor.  I am  mad  too, 

And  yet  can  apprehend  ye : fare  ye  well. 

The  fool  lhall  now  filh  for  himfelf. 

Alice.  Be  fure  then 

His  tewgh  be  tith  and  ftrong;and  next  no  fwcaring, 

He’I  catch  no  filh  elfe,  Farewel  Dol. 

Dor.  Farewel  <iAlice.  \_£xcmt. 


ABhs  Secundns.  Scena  Prima, 

Enter  Valentine,  Alice,  and  Cellide. 

Cel.  TNdeed  he’s  much  chang’d, extreamly  alter’d,, 

1.  His  colour  faded  ftrangely  too. 

Fal.  The  air, 

The  (harp  and  nipping  air  of  ow  new  climate 
I hope  is  all,  which  will  as  wejil  reftore 
To  health  again  th’  affeded  body  by  it. 

And  make  it  ftrqnger  far,  as  leaye  it  dangerous ; 
How  do’s  my  fweet,  our  blefled  hour  comes  on  now 
Apace  my  ^elUdey  ( it  knocks  at  door ) 

In  which  our  loves,  and  long  defircs  like  rivers 
Riling  afunder  far,  lhall  fall  together. 

Within  thefe  too  daies  dear. 

Cel.  When  heaven,  and  you  Sir 
Shall  think  it  fit  :for  by  your  wills  I am  govern’d. 

Alice.  ’Twere  good  fome  preparation. 

Enter  Frank. 

Fal.  All  that  may  be  : 

It  fnall  be  no  blind  wedding : and  all  the  jo  y 
Of  all  our  friends  I hope : he  looks  worfe  hourly, 
Howdoes  my  friend,my  felf  ? he  fweats  too  cpldly, 
His  pulfe,  like  the  flow  dropping  of  a fpowt. 

Scarce  gives  his  fuudion : how  is’t  man,  alas  Sir, 
You  look  extreme  ill : is  it  any  old  grief. 

The  weight  of  which  ? 

Fra.  None,  gentle  Sir,  that  I feel, 

Your  love  is  too  too  tender. 

Nay  believe  Sir. 

Cel.  You  cannot  be  the  mailer  of  your  healthy 
Either  fome  feaver  lyes  in  wait  to  catch  ye, 

Whofe  harbinger’s  already  in  your  face 
We  fee  preparing : or  Ibme  difeontent, 

Which  if  it  lye  in  this  houfc,  I dare  fay 
Both  for  this  noble  Gentleman,  and  all 
That  live  within  it , lhall  as  readily 
Be  purg'd  away,  and  with  as  much  carg  foften’d^ 
And  where  the  caufe  is. 

Fran.  ’Tis  a joy  to  be  ill, 

Where  fuch  a vertuous  fair  Phyfitian 
Is  ready  to  relieve:  your  noble  cares 
I mull,  and  ever  (hall  be  thankfull  for, 

And  would  my  fervice  ( I dare  not  look  upon  her) 
But  be  notfearfull,  I feel  nothing  dangerous, 

A grudging  caus’d  by  th’  alteration 

Of  air,  may  hang  upon  me : my  heart’s  whole, 

( I would  it  were. ) 

Val.  I knew  the  caufe  to  be  fo. 

Fra.  No,  you  lhall  never  know  it. 

Alice.  Some  warm  broths 
To  purge  the  bloud,  ^nd  keep  your  bed  a day  Sir, 


And  fweat  it  out. 

C'tl.  I have  fuch  cordials. 

That  if  you  will  but  .promife  me  to  take  ’em. 

Indeed  you  lhall  be  well,  and  very  quickly. 

Tie  be  your  Dodtor,  you  lhall  fee  how  finely 
rie  fetch  ye  up  again. 

Fal.  He  fweats  extreamly  ; 

Hot,  very  hot : his  pulfe  beats  like  a drum  now, 

Feel  Siller,  feel,  feel  fweet. 

Fra.  How  that  touch  flung  me  ? 

Fal.  My  gown  there. 

Cel.  And  thole  julips  in  the  window. 

Alice.  Some  fee  his  bed  made. 

yal.  This  is  moll  unhappy. 

Take  courage  man,  ’tis  nothing  but  an  ague. 

Cel.  And  this  lhall  be  the  laft  fit. 

Fra.  Not  by  thoufands : 

Now  what  ’tis  to  be  truly  miferable, 

I feel  at  full  experience.  • 

Alice.  He  grows  fainter. 

Val.  Come,lcad  him  in,  he  lhall  to  bed : a vomit. 

Tie  have  a vomit  for  him. 

(iAlice.  A purge  firfl. 

And  if  he  breath’d  a vein. 

yal.lNOj  no,  no  bleeding,  ' 

A Clyller  will  cool  all. 

Cel.  Be  of  good  cheer  Sir. 

Alice.  He’s  loth  to  fpeak. 

CeLHoYf  hard  he  holds  my  hand  aunt? 

Alice.  J do  not  like  that  fign. 

Fal.  Away  to’s  chamber. 

Softly,  he’s  full  of  pain,  be  diligent 

With  all  the  care  ye  have : would  1 had  feus’d  him. 

C Exeunt^ 

SCENA  II. 

Enter  Dorothea,  and  Thomas. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  rail  at  me  ? dol  dwell  in  her 
T 0 force  her  to  do  this  or  that  ? your  letter, 

A wilde-fire  on  your  letter  3 your  fweet  Letter ; 

You  are  fo  learned  in  your  writs : ye  Hand  now 
As  if  ye  had  worried  Iheep : you  mull  turn  tippet, 
Andfuddenly,  andtruely,  and  difcreetly 
Put  on  the  lhape  of  order  and  humanity. 

Or  you  mull  marry  Malkyu  the  May  Lady ; 

You  mull, dear  Brother : do  you  make  me  carrier 
Ofyour  confound-mee’s,  and  your  culverings 
Am  I a feemly  agent  for  your  oaths  ? 

Who  would  have  writ  fuch  a debolh’d  ? 

Thom.  Your  patience. 

May  not  a man  profefs  his  love  ? 

Dor.  In  blafphemies? 

Rack  a maids  tender  ears,  with  dam’s  and  Devils  ? 

Thom.  Out,  out  upon  thee. 

How  would  you  have  me  write  ? 

Begin  with  my  love  premifed  ? furely, 

And  by  my  truly  Millrefs. 

Dor.  Take  your  own  courfe. 

For  I fee  all  perfwafion’s  loft  upon  ye : 

Humanitie,  all  drown’d : from  this  hour  fairly 
Tie  walh  my  hands  of  all  ye  do : farewel  Sir. 

Tho.  Thou  art  not  mad  ? 

Dor.  No,  if  I were,  dear  Brother 
I would  keep  you  company get  a new  Millrefs 
Some  fuburb  Saint, that  fix  pence,  and  fome  others 
Will  draw  to  parley : carowfe  her  health  in  Cans 
And  candles  ends,  and  quarrel  for  her  beauty, 

Such  a fweet  heart  mull  ferve  your  turn ; your  old  love 

Releafes  ye  of  all  your  tyes ; difclaims  ye 

And  utterly  abjures  your  memory 

Till  time  has  better  manag’d  ye,  will  ye  command  me 

Thom.  What,bob’d  ofall  fides.? 

Dor.  Any  worthy  fervice 
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Unto  my  Fatlicr  Sir,  that  I may  tell  him 
I Even  to  his  peace  of  heart,  and  much  rejoycing 
j Ve  are  his  ti  ue  Son  Ttm  Hill  ? will  it  pleafe  yc 
; To  beat  fome  halfa  dozen  of  his  fervants  prefently,  ' 
I'hat  I may  tcHilic  you  have  brought  the  lame  faith 
I Unblemifli’d  home,  yc  carried  out  ? or  if  it  like  you 
I fhere  be  two  chamber  maids  within,  young  wenches, 
j Handfomand  apt  for  excrcife:  you  have  been  good,  Sir, 
And  charitable  though  1 fay  it  Signiour 
To  fuch  poor  orphans : and  now,  by  th’  way  1 think  oii’t 
Your  young  rear  Admiral,  I mean  your  lafl;  baftard  v 
'Von  fohn^  ye  had  by  Lady  Blanch  the  Dairy  Maid, 

Is  by  an  Academy  of  learned  Gyplies, 

Forefeeing  fomc  lh  ange  wonder  in  the  infant 
Stoln  from  the  Nurfe,and  wanders  with  thofe  Prophets. 
There  is  plate  in  the  parlour,  and  good  ftore  Sir, 

\Mien  your  wants  lhall  fupply  it.  So  moft  humbly 
( Firfl:  rendring  my  due  fervice)  I take  leave  Sir. 

Tbo.  Why  £)tf//,why  Doll  1 fay:  my  letter  fub’d  too. 
And  no  accefs  without  I mend  my  manners  ? 

All  my  defignes  in  Limbo  ? I will  have  her. 

Yes,  1 will  have  her,  though  the  Devil  roar, 

I amrefolv’d  that,  if  fhe  live  above  ground. 

Tie  not  be  bob’d  i’th’  nofe  with  every  bobtail : 

I will  be  civil  too,  now  1 think  better, 

Exceeding  civil,  wondrous  finely  carried  : 

And  yet  be  mad  upon  occafion, 

And  Hark  mad  too,and  fave  my  land ; my  Father , 

rie  have  my  will  of  him,  how  e’re  my  wench  goes.  [Exit. 

Enter  SebaHian,  and  L.uncelot. 

Seh.  Sirrah,  I fay  Hill  you  have  fpoil’d  your  MaHer ; leave 
I fay  thou  haft  fpoil’d  thy  MaHer.  ( your  Hiches  .* 

Lan.  I fay  how  Sir 

Seb.  Marry  thou  haH  taught  him  like  an  arrant  rafcal, 
FirH  to  read  perfedly  .•  which  on  my  blelling 
I warn’d  him  from : for  I knew  if  he  read  once. 

He  was  a loH  than.  Secondly,  Sir  Launcelot, 

Sir  lowfie  Launcelot^  ye  have  fuffer’d  him 
AgainH  my  power  firH,  then  againH  my  precept, 

To  keep  that  fimpring  fort  of  people  company. 

That  fober  men  call  civil : mark  ye  that  Sir  / 

Laa.  And’t  pleafe  yourworH>ip. 

Seb.  It  does  not  pleafe  my  worlhip. 

Nor  fnall  not  pleafe  my  worfhip ; thirdly  and  laHIy, 

Which  if  the  law  were  here,  I would  hang  thee  for, 

( However  1 will  lame  thee  ) like  a villain. 

Thou  haH  wrought  him 

Clean  to  forget  what  ’tis  to  do  a mifehief, 

A handfom  mifehief,  fuch  as  thou  knew’fl  I lov’d  well. 

My  fervants  all  are  found  now,  my  drink  fowr’d. 

Not  a horfe  pawn’d,  nor  plaid  away : no  warrants 
Come  for  the  breach  of  peace. 

Men  travel  with  their  mony,and  nothing  meets  ’em : 

I was  accurs’d  to  fend  thee,  thou  wert  ever 
Leaning  to lazincfs,  and  lofs  of  fpirit. 

Thou  flept’H  Hill  like  a cork  upon  the  water. 

Laa.  Your  worfhip  knows,  I ever  was  accounted 
The  moH  debofh’d,  and  pleafe  you  to  remember. 

Every  day  drunk  too,  for  your  worfhips  credit, 

I broke  the  Butlers  head  too. 

Seb.  No,  bafe  Palliard, 

I do  remember  yet  that  anflaight,  thou  waH  beaten. 

And  fledHbeforc  the  Butler  5 a black  jack 
Playing  upon  thee  furioufly,  Ifawit: 

I faw  thee  fcatter’d  rogue,  behold  thy  MaHer. 

Enter  Thomas,  Wth  a Book. 

Thom.  What  fweet  content  dwells  here ! 

Lau.  Put  up  your  Book  Sir, 

We  arc  all  undone  elfc. 

Seb.  Tom^  when  is  the  horfc-racc  ? 

TTjom.  I know « not  Sir. 

Seb.  You  will  be  there  ? 
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I Tho.  Not  I Sir, 

1 have  forgot  thofe  journeys. 

Seb.  Spoil’d  for  ever. 

The  Cocking  holds  at  Derby.,  and  there  will  be 
Jack^  Wild-oats,  and  Will  Purfer. 

Tho.  I amforry.  Sir, 

They  Ihould  employ  their  time  foflcnderly. 

Their  underHandings  will  bear  better  courfes. 

Seb.  Yes,  I will  marry  again:  but  Monfieur  Thomas, 
\\'hat  fay  ye  to  the  Gentleman  that  challeng’d  ye 
Before  he  went,  and  the  fellow  ye  fell  out  with  ? 

Tho.  O good  Sir, 

Remember  not  thofe  follies ; where  I have  wrong’d.  Sir 
(So  much  I have  now  learn’d  to  difeern  my  felf ) ’ 

My  means,  and  my  repentance  lhall  make  even, 

Nor  do  I think  it  any  imputation 
To  let  the  Law  perfwademe. 

Seb.  Any  Woman: 

I care  not  of  what  colour,  or  complexion. 

Any  that  can  bear  Children : reH  ye  mcrryi  [Exit. 

La.  Ye  have  utterly  undone  5 clean  dilcharg’d  me, 

I am  for  the  ragged  Regiment. 

Tho.  Eight  languages. 

And  wither  at  an  old  mans  words  ? 

La.  O pardon  me. 

I know  him  but  too  well : eightlcore  I take  it 
Will  not  keep  me  from  beating,  if  not  killing : 

Tie  give  him  leave  to  break  a leg,  and  thank  him: 

You  might  have  lav’d  all  this,  and  fworn  a little; 

W hat  had  an  oath  or  two  been.^  or  a head  broke. 

Though  ’thad  been  mine,  to  have  latisfied  the  old  man  ? 
Tho.  Tie  break  it  yet. 

La.  Now ’tis  too  :e,  I take  it: 

Will  ye  be  drunk  to  mght,  (a  lefs  intreaty 

Has  ferv’d  your  turn)  and  fave  all  yet  ? not  mad  drunk. 

For  then  ye  are  the  Devil,  yet  the  drunker. 

The  better  for  your  Father  Hill : your  Hate  is  defperate. 
And  with  a delperate  cure  ye  muH  recover  it  • 
Dolbmething,  do  Sir.-  do  fome  drunken  thing. 

Some  mad  thing,  or  fome  any  thing  to  help  us. 

Tho.  Go  for  a Fidler  then .-  the  poor  old  Fidler 
That  fayes  his  Songs : but  firH  where  lyes  my  MiHris, 

Did  ye  enquire  out  that? 

La.  I’th’  Lodge,  alone  Sir, 

None  but  her  own  Attendants. 

Tho.  ’Tis  the  happier  .- 

Away  then,  find  this  Fidler,  and  do  not  mifs  me 
By  nine  a Clock. 

La.  Via.  [Exit. 

Tho.  My  Father’s  mad  now, 

And  ten  to  one  will  difinherit  me : 

rie  put  him  to  his  plunge,  and  yet  be  merrjr. 

What  Ribabald? 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam, 

Hyl.  DonThomafio. 

De  bene  venew. 

Tho.  I do  embrace  your  body  .• 

How  do’H  thou  Sam  ? 

Sam.  The  fame  Sam  Hill : your  friend  Sir. 

Tho.  And  how  is’t  bouncing  boyes  ? 

Hyl.  Thou  art  not  alter’d, 

They  faid  thou  wert  all  Monfieur. 

Tho.  O believe  it, 

I am  much  alter’d,  much  another  way : 

The  civiTH  Gentleman  in  all  your  Country : 

Do  not  ye  fee  me  alter’d  ? yea,  and  nay  Gentlemen, 

A much  converted  man:  where’s  the  beH  wine  boys? 

Hyl.  A found  Convertite. 

Tho.  What,  haH  thou  made  up  twenty  yet  ? 

Hyl.  By’r  Lady , 

I have  giv’n  a fhrewd  pufh  at  it,  for  as  I take  it. 

The  lafbl  fell  in  love  with,  fcor’d  fixteen. 

Tho.  Look  to  your  skin,  Rambaldo  the  fleeping  Gyant 

Will 
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! Will  rowze  and  rent  thee  piece-mcal. 
j S.tm.  He  ne’r  perceives  ’em 
j Longer  than  looking  on. 
j Thom.  Thou  never  meaneft  then 
I To  marry  any  that  thou  lov’ft  ? 

Hyl.  No  Purely, 

Norany  wife  man  I think-,  marriage? 

1 Would  you  have  me  now  begin  to  be  prentice, 

I And  learn  to  cobble  other  mens  old  Boots  ? 
j Sum.  Why,  you  may  take  a Maid. 

Hyl.  Where  ? can  you  tell  me  ? 

Or  it  ^twere  pofiible  I might  get  a Maid, 

To  what  ufe  fliould  I put  her  ? look  upon  her. 

Dandle  her  upon  my  knee,  and  give  her  fugar-fops  ? 

All  the  new  Gowns  i’th’  Parifh  will  not  pleafe  her. 

If  Ihe  be  high  bred,  for  there’s  the  (port  Ihe  aims  at, 

Nor  all  the  feathers  in  the  Fryars. 

Thom.  Then  take  a Widow, 

A good  ftanch  wench,  that’s  tith. 

Hyl.  And  begin  a new  order. 

Live  in  a dead  mans  monument,  not  I,  Sir,' 

I’ll  keep  mine  own  road,  a true  mendicant  *, 

What  pleafure  this  day  yields  me^  I never  covet 
To  lay  up  for  the  morrow ; and  methinks  ever  ' 

Anothers  mans  Cook  dreffes  my  diet  neateft.  (itofed, 
Thom.  Thou  waft  wont  to  love  old  women,  fat  and  flat 
And  thou  would’ft  fay  they  kifs’d  like  Flounders,  flat 
All  the  face  over. 

Hyl.  I have  had  fuch  damfels 
I mu  ft  confels. 

7/70W.  Thou  naft  been  a precious  Rogue.  . ^ 

Sam.  Only  his  eyes  •,  and  o’  my  Conicience  ■ ‘ 

Theylye  with  half  the  Kingdom.  / 

[_Emer  over  the  Sta^e^  Thy^cians and  others. 
Thom.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Whither  go  all  thefe  men-menders,  thelePhyficLans? 
Whofe  Dog  lies  fick  o’th’  mulligrubs  ? 

Sam.  O the  Gentleman, 

The  young  fmugSeigniour,  Mafter 
Brought  out  of  travel  with  him,  asl  hear, 

Is  fain  fick  o’th’  fudden,  defperate  fick. 

And  likely  they  go  thither. 

* Thom.  Who?  young  Franks? 

The  only  temper’d  fpirit,  Scholar,  Souldier, 

Courtier  i and  all  in  one  piece?  ’tisnotpofliblei 

Enter  Alice. 

Sam.  There’s  one  can  better  fatisfie  you. 

Thom.  Miftrefs  Alicey 
( I joy  to  fee  you.  Lady. 

1 Alice,  Good  Monfieur  Thomas^ 

You’re  welcome  from  your  travel ; 1 am  hafty, 

A Gentleman  lyes  fick.  Sir. 

Thom.  And  how  doft  thou  ? 

I muft  know,  and  I will  know. 

Alice.  Excellent  well, 

1 As  well  as  may  be,  thank  ye. 

Thom.  I am  glad  on’t, 

And  prithee  hark, 

Alice.  I cannot  ftay. 

Thom.  A while,  cAlice.  (ftill. 

I Sam.  Never  look  fo  narrowly,  the  mark’s  in  her  mouth 
Hyl.  I am  {poking  at  her  legs,  prithee  be  quiet. 

Alice.  I cannot  ftay. 

Thom.  O fweet  (.Alice.  • - 

Hyt.  A clean  inftep. 

And  that  I love  a life,  I did  not  mark 
This  woman  half  fo  well  before,  how  quick 
And  ninible  like  a lhadow,  there  her  leg  fhew’d  ; 
Byth’mafsa  neat  one,  the  colour  of  her  Stocking, 

A much  inviting  colour. 

Alice.  My  good  Monfieur, 

I have  no  time  to  talk  now. 

Hyl.  Pretty  Breeches, 
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Finely  becoming  too. 

Thom.  By  I icaven, 

Alice.  She  will  not, 

Icanaifurc  you  that,  and  lb. 

Thom.  But  this  word. 

Alice.  I cannot,  nor  I will  not,  good  I^rd  [^Exit. 
Hyl.  Well,  you  lhall  hear  more  from  me. 

7 horn.  U e’ll  go  vilit, 

Tis  Charity;  bdidcs.  1 know  flic  is  there; 

And  under  vifitation  1 fliall  fee  her  •, 

Will  ye  along.? 

Hyl.  By  any  means; 

Thom.  Be  fure  then 

I  be  a civil  man : 1 have  fpdrt  in  hand,  Boris', 

Shall  make  mirth  for  a Marriage  day. 

Hyl.  Away  then.  {^Exeant. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  three  Phyficians  with  an  Urinal, 

1 Phy.  APIeurifie,  I fee  it. 

2 Phy.  I rather  hold  it 
For  tremor  Cordis. 

3 Phy.  Do  you  mark  the  Faces  ? 

’Tis  a moft  peftilent  contagious  Feaver, 

A furfeit,  a plaguey  furfelt ; he  muft  bleed. 

I Phy.  By  no  means. 

3  Phy.  I fay  bleed. 

1 Phy.  I fay  ’tis  dangerous 

The  Perfon  being  fpent  fo  much  before-hand, 

And  Nature  drawn  fo  low,  Clyfters,  coolClyfters. 

2 Phy.  Now  with  your  favours  Ilhould  think  a Vomit: 
For  take  away  the  Caufe,  the  Effed  muft  follow, 

The  Stomach’s  foul  and  fur’d,  the  pot’s  unflam’d  yet. 

3 Phy.  No,  no,  we’ll  redifie  that  part  by  mild  means. 
Nature  fo  funk  muft  find  no  violence. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  Will’t  pleafe  ye  draw  near  ? the  weak  Gentleman 
Grows  worfeand  worle  ftill. 

1 Phy.  Come,  we  will  attend  him. 

2 Phy.  He  (hall  do  well,  my  friend, 

Serv.  My  Mafters  love.  Sir. 

I Excellent  well  I warrant  thee,right  and  ftraight, friend. 

3 Phy.  There’s  no  doubt  in  him,none  at  all,ne’r  fear  him, 

[^Exeunt, 

SCENE  IV. 

Valentine,  W Michael. 

Mich.  That  he  is  defperate  fick  I do  believe  well, 

And  that  without  a fpeedy  cure  it  kills  him. 

But  that  it  lyes  within  the  help  of  Phyfick 
Now  to  reftore  his  health,  or  art  to  cure  him  ; 

Believe  it  you  are  cozen’d  clean  befide  it. 

I would  tell  yethetruecaufetoo,  but’twould  vex  ye,* 

Nay,  run  ye  mad. 

Tal.  May  all  I have  reftote  him  ? 

So  dearly  and  fo  tenderly  I love  him, 

I do  not  know  the  caufe  why,  yea  my  life  too. 

Mich.  Now  I perceive  ye  fo  well  fet.  I’ll  tell  you, 

Hei  mihi  quod  nullis  Amor  efl  medic ahilis  herbis. 

Val.  ’Twas  that  I only  fear’d : good  friend  go  from  me, 

I find  my  heart  too  full  for  further  conference ; 

You  are  affur’d  of  this  ? 

Mith.  ’Twill  prove  tOo  certain, 

But  bear  it  nobly,  Sir,  Youth  hath  hiserrours. 

Tal.  I (hall  do,  and  I thank  ye*,  ’pray  ye  no  words  on’t. 
Mich.  J do  not  ufe  to  talk,  Sir.  [,Exit, 

Val.  Yeare  welcome ; 

Is  there  no  Conftancy  in  earthly  things, 

No  happinefs  inns,  but  what  muft  alter  ? 

No  life  without  the  heavy  load  of  Fortune  ? 

What  miferies  we  are,  and  to  our  felves, 

E e e Even 
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vcn  t ix  n w he n full  content  Teems  to  lit  by  us, 

\\Miat  :’aily  fores  and  forrows  ? 

Krtcr  Alice. 

^■iher.  O dear  Brother, 

The  Gentleman  if  ever  you  will  fee  him 
.Mive  as  I think. 

Enter  Ccllidc. 

Gl.  O he  faints,  for  Heavens  fake, 

For  Heavens  lake,  5ir. 

I'ul.  Go  comfort  him,  dear  Sifter.  {_£xit  Alice. 

And  one  word,  fweet,  with  you:  then  we’ll  go  to  him. 

W hatthink  you  of  this  Gentleman  ? 

Gl.  My  pity  thinks,  Sir, 

’Tisgreat  misfortune  that  hclliould  thusperifh. 
r.il  It  is  indeed,  but  Glltdcy  he  muft  dye. 

Gl.  That  were  a cruelty,  when  care  may  cure  him, 

\\  ! ydo  you  wcepfo,  Sir?  he  may  recover. 

I'ni.  He  may,  but  with  much  danger  ; my  fweet  Cellide, 
You  have  a powerful  longue. 

G!.  Todo  you  fervice. 

r.j/.  I will  betray  his  grief-,  he  loves  a Gentlewoman, 

A friend  of  yours,  whofe  heart  another  holds. 

He  knows  it  too  yet  fucli  a fway  blind  fancy. 

And  his  not  daring  to  deliver  it, 

Have  won  upon  him,  that  they  muft  undo  him : 

Never  fo  hopeful  and  fo  fweet  a Spirit, 

Misfortune  fell  fo  foul  on. 

Cel.  Sure  Ihe’s  hard  hearted. 

That  can  look  on,  and  not  relent,  and  deeply 
Atfuch  amifery,  (he  isnot  married  ? ^ 

r^l.  Not  yet. 

Ccl.  Nor  near  it? 

E'M.  When  (he  pleafe. 

Cel.  And  pray  5ir,  ^ ^ 

Does  he  defer  ve  her  truly,  that  fhe  loves  fo  ? 

Fal.  His  love  may  merit  much,  his  Perfon  little, 

For  there  the  match  lyes  mangled.  - 

Cel.  Is  he  your  friend  ? 

Ful.  He  Ihould  be,  for  he  is  near  me.  r 

Ccl.  Will  not  he  dye  then, 

When  th’othcr  Hiall  recover  ? 

Val.  Ye  have  pos’d  me.  i 

Cel.  Methinks  he  ftiould  go  near  it,  if  he  love  her  •, . 

If  Ihc  lovehim. 

ral.  Shedoes,  and  would  do  equal. 

Cel.  ’Tis  a hard  task  you  put  me ; yet  for  your  fake 
1 w'ill  fpcak  to  her,  ail  the  art  I have  ^ 

My  belt  endeavours  i all  his  Youth  and  Perfon, 

His  mind  more  full  of  beauty ; all  his  hopes 
The  memory  of  fuch  a fad  example, 

111  fpokenof,  and  never  old-,  the  curfs 
Of  loving  maids,  and  what  may  be  alledg’d 
I’ll  lay  before  her:  what’s  her  Name?  1 am  ready. 
ral.  But  will  you  deal  cffedually  ? 

Cel.  Moft  truly, 

Nay,  were  it  my  felf,  at  your  entreaty. 
rM.  And  could  ye  be  fo  pitiful  ? 

Cel  Sodutiful 
Bccaufc  you  urge  it.  Sir. 

ral.  It  may  be  then 
I It  is  your  felf. 

j Cil.  It  is  indeed,  I know  it, 

.\nd  now  know  how  ye  love  me. 
ral.  O mydeareft, 

I/.tbut  your  goodnefi  judge-,  your  own  part’s  pity, 

[Set  but  your  eyes  on  his  afflidlions^ 
i He  is  mine,  and  fo  becomes  your  charge  : but  think 
'.V'hat  ruine  Nature  fullers  in  this  young  man, 
i What  Icfs  humanity,  and  noble  manhood  -, 

Take  to  your  better  judgment  my  declining, 

\1y  Age  hung  full  of  impotence,  and  ills, 

; My  Body  budding  nov/  no  more .-  fecr  Winter  I 


Hath  fcal’d  that  lap  up,  at  the  beft  and  happieft 
I can  but  be  your  infant,  youmyNurfe, 

And  how  unequal  deareft  ^ where  his  years, 

His  fweetnefs,  and  his  ever  fpring  of  goodnefs, 

My  fortunes  growing  in  him,  andmyftlf  too. 

Which  makes  him  all  your  old  lovc;  mifconceivc  not, 

1  fay  not  this  as  weary  of  my  bondage, 

Or  ready  to  infringe  niy  faith  j bear  witnefs, 

Thofe  eyes  that  I adore  ftill,  thofc  lamps  that  light  me 
To  all  the  joy  I have. 

Cel.  You  have  faid  enough.  Sir, 

And  more  than  e’r  1 thought  that  tongue  could  utter,  . 
But  you  are  a man,  a falfc  man  too.  r 
r nl.  Dear  (^ellide. 

Cel.  And  now,  to  (hew  you  that  I am  a woman  . . 

Rob’d  of  her  reft,  and  fool’d  out  of  her  fondnefs,  ) 
The  Gentleman  fiialllive,  and  if  he  lovc  me, 

Yc  lhall  be  both  my  triumphs  I will  to  him. 

And  as  you  carelefly  fling  off  your  fortune,  • 

And  now  grow  weary  of  my  eafie  winning, 

So  will  I lofe  the  name  of  ralentine. 

From  henceforth  all  his  fl^^teries,  and  believe  it. 

Since  ye  have  fo  (lightly  parted  with  affedion. 

And  that  affedion  you  have  pawn’d  your  faith  for ; 
Frotnfhis  hour  no  repentance,  vows,  nor  prayers 
Shall  pluck  me  back  again  •,  what  I lhall  do. 

Yet  I will  undertake  his  cure,  exped  it. 

Shall  miniftcr  no  comfort,  no  content 
To  either  of  ye,  but  hourly  more  vexations. 
ral.  Why,  let  him  dye  then. 

Cel.  No,  fo  much  I have  loved  * 

To  be  commanded  by  you,  that  even  now, 

Even  in  ray  hate,  I will  obey  your  wilhes. 
ral.  Wff.O]iail  Ido? 

Cel.  Dvelikeafoolunforrow’d, 

A bankrupt  fool,  that  flings  away  his  Treafure  j 
I muft  begin  my  cure. 

ral.  And  ImyCrolTes.  ^Exeunt. 


J^us  Yertius*  Seem  Trima* 

Enter  Frank  fickj  EhyficianSy  and  an  udfothecary. 

I  /i^j/.i^Iiaponthe  Cataplalm. 

V_v  Franks  Good  Gentlemen, 

Good  learned  G.entlemen. 

2 Phy.  And  fee  thefe  broths  there. 

Ready  within  this  hour,  pray  keep  your  arms  in. 

The  air  is  raw,  and  minifters  much  evil. 

Fran.  ’Pray  leave  me  -,  I befeech  ye  leave  me, Gentlemen, 
I have  no  other  ficknefs  but  your  prelencc, 

Convey  your  Cataplafms  to  thole  that  need  ’em. 

Your  Vomits,  and  your  Clyfters. 

3 Phy.  Pray  be  rul’d,  Sir. 

iPhy.  Bring  in  the  Lettice  Cap-,  you  muft  be  lhaved,Sir, 
And  then  how  fuddenly  we’ll  make^you  fleep ! 

Franks  Till  dooms  day  : what  unneceffary  nothings 
Are  thefe  about  a wounded  mind  ? 

2 Phy.  How  do  ye  ? 

Fra.  What  qiieftions  they  propound  too!  how  do  you, Sir? 
I am  glad  to  fee  you  well. 

3 Phy.  Agreatdiftemper,  it  grows  hotter  ftill. 

1 Phy.  Open  your  mouth,  1 pray,  Sir, 

Franks  And  can  you  tell  me 

How  old  I am  then  ? there’s  my  hand,  pray  Ihew  me 
How  many  broken  fliins  within  this  two  year. 

Who  would  be  thus  in  fetters,  good  mafter  Doftor, 

And  you  dear  Doftor,  and  the  third  fweet  Doeftor, 

And  precious  mafter  Apothecary,  I do  pray  ye 
To  give  me  leave  to  live  a little  longer, 

Ye  ftand  before  me  like  my  Blacks. 

2 Phy.  ’Tis  dangerous, 

For  now  his  fancy  turns  too. 
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Etner  Ccllide. 

Cell.  By  your  leave  Gentlemen ; 

And  pray  ye  your  leave  a while  too,  I have  fomething 
Of  fecret  to  impart  unto  the  Patient. 

I.  With  all  our  hearts. 

3 I mary  fuch  a Phyfick 

May  chance  to  find  the  humour ; be  not  long  Lady, 

For  we  mull  minifter  within  this  half  hour.  {Ex.  Phyf. 
Cell.  You  fliall  not  ftay  for  me. 

Fra.  Would  you  were  all  rotten 
That  ye  might  only  intend  one  anothers  itches ; 

Or  would  the  Gentlemen  with  one  confent 
Would  drink  fmall  Beer  but  feven  years, and  abolifii 
That  wild  fire  of  the  blood,  unfatiate  wenching, 

That  your  two  Indies, fprings  and  falls  might  fail  ye. 

What  torments  thefe  intruders  into  bodies. 

Cell.  How  do  you  worthy  Sir? 

Fran.  Blefs  me,  what  beams 
Flew  from  thefe  Angel  eyes ! O what  a mifery 
What  a mofl:  ftudied  torment  ’tis  to  me  now 
To  be  an  honeft  man ! dare  ye  fit  by  me  ? 

Cell.  Yes,  and  do  more  than  that  too : comfort  ye, 

I fee  ye  have  need. 

Fran.  You  are  a fair'Phyfician ; 

You  bring  no  bitternefs  gilt  o’re,  to  gull  us,  ■ 

No  danger  in  your  looks,  yet  there  my  death  lyes. 

Cell.  I would  be  forry.  Sir,  my  charity  ' 

And  my  good  wilhes  for  your  health  fiiould  merit  ' 

So  ftubborn  a conftruftion ; will  it  pleafe  ye 
To  tafte  a little  of  this  Cordial 

Enter  Valentine. 

For  this  I think  mufl;  cure  ye. 

Fra.  Of  which  Lady  ? • - 

Sure  Ihe  has  found  my  grief.-  why  do  you  blulh  fo  ? 

Cell.  Do  you  not  underftand  ? of  this,  this  Cordial. 

Fal.  O my  afflifted  heart ; ftie  is  gone  for  ever. 

Fra.  What  heaven  have  ye  brought  me  Lady  ? 

Cell.  Do  not  wonder : 

For  ’tis  no  impudence,  nor  want  of  honour 
Makes  me  do  this : but  love  to  fave  your  life,  Sir, 

Your  life  too  excellent  to  lofe  in  wilhes. 

Love,  vertuous  love. 

Fra.  A vertuous  blelTing  crown  ye, 

0 goodly  fweet,  can  there  be  fo  much  charity 
So  noble  a compalfion  in  that  heart 

That’s  fill’d  up  with  anothers  fair  affedfions  ? 

Can  mercy  drop  from  thofe  eyes  ? 

Can  miracles  be  wrought  upon  a dead  man,  ^ 

When  all  the  power  ye  have,  and  perfedt  objedt 
Lyes  in  anothers  light,  and  hisdelervesit? 

Cell.  Do  not  defpair : nor  do  not  think  too  boldly, 

1 dare  abufe  my  promife,  ’twas  your  friends 
And  fo  fait  tyed,  I thought  no  time  could  ruin ; 

But  fo  much  has  your  danger,  and  that  fpcll 

The  powerful  name  of  friend,  prevail’d  above  him 
To  whom  I ever  owe  obedience. 

That  here  1 am,  by  his  command  to  cure  ye, 

Nay  more  for  ever,  by  his  full  refignment. 

And  willingly  I ratifie  it. 

Fra.  Hold  for  Heaven  fake, 

Mult  my  friends  mifery  make  me  a triumph  ? 

Bear  I that  noble  name,  to  be  a Traitor  ? ^ 

O vertuous  goodnefs,  keep  thy  felf  untainted : 

You  have  no  power  to  yield,  nor  he  to  render. 

Nor  I to  take ; I am  refolv’d  to  die  firft. 

ral.  Ha!  faift  thou  fo?  nay  then  thou  (halt  not  perifh. 
Fra.  And  though  I love  ye  above  the  light  Ihines  on  me. 
Beyond  the  wealth  of  Kingdoms,  free  content, 

Sooner  would  fnatch  at  fuch  a blefling  offer’d 
Than  at  my  pardon’d  life  by  the  law  forfeited. 

Yet,  yet  O noble  Beauty,  yetOParadife 
For  you  are  all  the  wonder  reveal’d  of  it. 


Yet  is  a gratitude  to  be  prefer v’d, 

A worthy  gratitude  to  one  moll:  worthy 
The  name,  and  noblcneisof  friends. 

Cell.  Pray  tell  me 

If  I had  never  known  that  Gentleman, 

Would  not  you  willingly  cmbiace  my  offer  ? 

Fra.  Do  you  make  a doubt  ? 

Cell.  And  can  yc  be  unwilling 
He  being  old  and  impotent  ? his  aim  too 
Levell’datyou,  for yoUr good?  notconffrain’d, 

But  out  of  cure,  and  Counfcl  ? Alas  confidcr. 

Play  but  the  Woman  with  me,  andconfider 
As  he  himfelf  docs,  and  I now  dare  fee  it^ 

Truly  confider.  Sir,  what  mifery. 

Fra.  For  vertues  fake  take  heed. 

^ell.  What  lofs  of  youth. 

What  cverlalcing  baniflimcnt  from  that 
Our  years  do  only  covet  to  arrive  at, 

Equal  afft'dions  and  Ihot  together : , 

What  living  name  can  dead  age  leave  behind  him, 

What  art  of  memory  but  fruitlefs  doating  ? 

Fra.  This  cannot  be. 

Cell.  To  you  unlefs  ye  apply  it 
With  more  and  firmer  faith,  and  fo  digefl:  it, 

I fpeak  but  of  things  poffible,  not  done 
Nor  like  to  be,  a Poffet  cures  your  ficknefs. 

And  yet  1 know  ye  grieve  this  j and  howfoever 
The  worthinefsof  frienc^may  make  ye  (tagger. 

Which  is  a fair  thing  in  ye,  yet  my  Patient, 

My  gentle  Patient,  1 would  fain  fay  more 
If  you  would  underhand. 

ral.  O cruel  Woman. 

Cell.  Yet  fure  your  ficknefs  is  not  fo  forgetful,' 

Nor  you  fo  willing  to  be  loft. 

Fra.  Pray  ftay  there : 

Me  thinks  you  are  not  fair  now  me  thinks  more. 

That  modeft  vertue,  men  delivered  of  you. 

Shews  but  like  (hadow  to  me,  thin,  and  fading. 

Fal.  Excellent  friend.  r 

Fra.  Ye  have  no  (hare  in  goodnefs: 

Ye  are  belyed  ; you  are  not  ['ellidey 
The  modeft,  immaculate:  who  are  ye.? 

For  I will  know : what  Devil,  to  do  mifehief 
Unto  my  vertuous  friend,  hath  (hifted  (hape^ 

With  that  unblemiffied  beauty .? 

Cell.  Do  not  rave.  Sir, 

Nor  let  the  violence  of  thoughts  diftraU;  ye,- 
You  (hall  enjoy  me;  lam  yours:  Ipity, 

By  thole  fair  eyes  I do. 

Fra.  O double  hearted  ! 

O Woman,  perfed  Woman ! whatdiftradiorl 
Was  meant  to  mankind  when  thou  was’t  made  a DeVil 
What  an  inviting  Hell  invented  ? tell  me, 

And  if  you  yet  remember  what  is  goodnefs. 

Tell  me  by  that,  and  truth,  can  one  fo  cherilh'd 
So  fainted  in  the  foul  of  him,  whofe  fervice 
Is  almoft  turn’d  to  fuperftition, 

Whofe  every  day  endeavours  and  defires 
Offer  themfelves  like  Incenfe  on  your  Altar, 

Whofe  heart  holds  no  intelligence,  but  holy 
And  moft  Religious  with  his  love ; whofe  life 
(And  let  it  ever  be  remembred  Lady) 

Is  draw' n out  only  for  your  ends. 

Fal.  O miracle ! 

Fra.  Whofe  all,  and  every  part  of  man:  pray  ftiake  me 
Like  ready  Pages  wait  upon  your  pleafures ; 

Whole  breath  is  but  your  bubble.  Can  ye,  dare  ye. 

Muff:  ye  call  off  this  man,  though  he  were  willing, 

Though  in  a noblenefs,  fo  crofs  my  danger 
His  friendfliip  durft  confirm  it,  without  bafenefs. 

Without  the  ftain  of  honour  ? (hall  not  people 
Say  liberally  hereafter,  there’s  the  Lady 
That  loft  her  Father,  friend,  herfelf,  her  faith  too. 

To  fawn  upon  a ftranger,  for  ought  you  know 
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; '-s  taithlefs  as  your  rdf,  in  lovcas  friiitlefs.  I 

I VJ.  Take  her  with  all  my  heart,  thou  art  fo  hoaefl; 

Teat  ’tis  moll  nccdlary  I be  undone, 

Qll.  \\  ith  all  my  foul  polfels  her.  ^Exit  Val. 

Til!  thisnvnute, 

I fcorn'd,  and  hated  ye,  and  came  to  cozen  yc  ; 

Utter’d  thole  things  might  draw  a wonder  on  me, 

I To  make  ye  mad. 

Er.i.  Good  Heaven,  what  is  this  Woman  ? 

Cell.  Nor  did  your  danger,  but  in  charity. 

Move  me  a w’hit ; nor  you  appear  unto  me 
More  than  a common  objctfl  *,  yet  now  truly, 

Truly,  and  nobly  I do  love  ye  dearly, 

.And  from  this  hour  ye  arc  the  man  I honour. 

You  ait  the  man,  the  e.xcellencc,  the  honelty. 

The  only  friend,  and  I am  glad  your  ficknefs 
Fell  lo  moll  happily  at  this  time  on  ye, 

To  ma.ke  this  truth  the  worlds. 

Fr.i.  Whither  do  you  drive  me.? 

Cell.  Back  to  your  honelty,  make  that  good  ever, 

’Tis  like  a ftrong  built  Caltle,  feated  high. 

That  draws  on  all  ambitions,  flill  repair  it, 

Still  fortifie  it;  there  are  thoufand  foes 
Befides  the  Tyrant  Beauty,  will  alTail  it : 

Look  to  your  Centiiiefs  that  watch  it  hourly. 

Your  c)»es,  let  them  not  wander. 

Fra.  Is  this  ferious.? 

Or  dos  Ihe  play  Hill  with  me  ? 

Cell.  Keep  your  cars, 

The  two  main  Ports  that  may  betray  ye,  llrongly 
From  light  belief  firll,  then  from  flattery, 

Efpecially  where  Woman  beats  the  parley : 

The  body  of  your  llrength,  your-noble  heart 
From  ever  yielding  to  difnonefeends, 

Rig’d  round  about  with  vertue,  that  no  breaches. 

No  fubtil  minds  may  meet  ye. 

Fra.  How  like  the  Sun 

Labouring  in  his  Eclipfe,  dark,  and  prodigious. 

She  fhew’d  till  now  ? when  having  won  her  way, 

•How  full  of  wonder  he  breaks  out  again,  j 

And  flieds  his  vertuous  beams : excellent  Angel, 

For  no  lefscan  that  heavenly  mind  proclaim  thee, 

Honour  ofall  thy  lex,  let  it  be  lawful. 

And  like  a Pilgrim  thus  I kneel  to  beg  it. 

Not  with  prophane  lips  now,  nor  burnt  affedions. 

But,  reconcil’d  to  faith,  with  holy  wilhes. 

To  kifs  that  virgin  hand. 

Cd.  Take  your  defire.  Sir, 

And  in  a nobler  way-,  for  I dare  trull  ye, 

No  other  fruit  my  love  mull  ever  yield  ye, 

I fear  no  more  ; yet  your  moll  conllant  memory 
(So  much  lam  wedded  to  that  worthiuefs) 

Shall  ever  be  my  Friend,  Companion,  Husband. 

Farewel,  and  fairly  govern  your  affedions. 

Stand,  and  deceive  me  not : O noble  young  man, 

1 love  thee  with  my  foul,  but  dare  not  fay  it: 

Once  more  farewel,  andprofper.  \iFxk. 

Fra.  Goodnefs  guide  thee : 

My  wonder  like  to  fearful  lhapes  in  dreams, 

Has  wakened  me  out  of  my  fit  of  folly. 

But  not  to  fhake  it  off;  a fpell  dwells  in  me, 

A hidden  charm  Ihot  from  this  beauteous  Woman, 

That  fate  can  nc’r  avoid,  nor  Phylick  find, 

And  by  her  counfcl  ftrengthen’d ; only  this 
Is  all  the  help  I have,  1 love  fair  vertue. 

Well,  fomething  I mull  do,  to  be  a friend, 

Yet  I am  poor,  and  tardy;  fomething  for  her  too 
Though  I can  never  reach  her  excellence. 

Yet  but  to  give  an  offer  at  a greatnefs. 

Valentine,  Thomas,  Hylas,  and%2cto.. 

I Fal.  Be  not  uncivil  Tow,  and  take  your  plcafure. 
i Tho.  Do  you  think  I am  mad?  you’l  give  me  leave 
To  try  her  fairly  ? 


Val.  Do  your  bell. 

Tho.  Why  there  Boy, 

But  where’s  the  lick  man  ? 

Hyl.  Where  are  the  Gentlewomen 
That  lliould  attend  him  ? there’s  the  Patient. 

Me  thinks  thefe  Women 

Tho.  Thou  think’ll  nothing  elfe. 

Val.  Go  to  him  friend,  and  comfort  him : I’le  lead  ye : 

0 my  bell  joy,  my  worthiell  friend,  pray  pardon  me, 

1 am  fo  over  joy’d  I want  exprelTioii ; 

I may  live  to  be  thankful ; bid  your  friends  welcome. 

\JExit  Val. 

Tho.  How  do’ll  thou  FrafikJ  how  do’ll  thou  Boy .?  bear 
What,  Ihrink  i’th’ linews  for  a little  ficknefs?  (up  man: 
Deavolo  morte. 

Fra.  I am  o’th’  mending  hand.  (man? 

Tho.  How  like  a Flute  thou  fpeak’fh ; o’th*  mending  hand 
Gogs  bores,  I am  well,  fpeak  like  a man  of  worlhip. 

Fran.  Thou  art  a mad  companion never  llaid  T m. 
Tho.  Let  Rogues  be  Raid  that  have  no  habitation, 

A Gentleman  may  wander : fit  thee  down  Frank^.^ 

And  fee  what  I have  brought  thee ; come  difeover, 

Open  the  Scene,  and  let  the  work  appear. 

A friend  at  need  you  Rogue  is  worth  a million. 

Fra.  What  hall  thou  there,  ajulip? 

Fdyl.  He  mult  not  touch  it, 

’Tis  prefent  death. 

Tho.  YeareanAfs,  atwirepipe, 

A Jejfery  John  bo  feepe.,  thou  mimiller. 

Thou  mend  a left-handed  pack-faddle,  out  puppey,' 

My  friend  Frank^.,  but  a very  foolilh  fbllow  .- 
Do’ll  thou  fee  that  Bottle?  view  it  well. 

Fran.  I do  Tow. 

Tho.  There  be  as  many  lives  in’t,  as  a Cat  carries, 

’Tis  everlalling  liquor. 

Fran.  What.? 

Tho.  Old  Sack,  Boy, 

Old  reverend  Sack,  which  for  ought  that  I can  read  yet, 
Was  that  Philofophers  Stone  the  wife  King  Ftolomens 
Did  all  his  wonders  by. 

Fran.  I fee  no  harm  Tow, 

Drink  with  a moderation. 

Tho.  Drink  with  fuger, 

Which  I have  ready  here,  and  here  a glals  boy, 

Take  me  without  my  tools. 

Sam.  Pray  Sir  be  temperate, 

Y ou  know  your  own  Rate  beR. 

Fra.  Sir,  I much  thank  ye, 

And  lhall  be  careful ; yet  a glals  or  two 
So  fit  I find  my  body,  and  that  fo  needful. 

Tho.  Fill  it,  and  leave  your  fooling;  thoufay’R  true  Franks 
Hyl.  Where  are  thefe  Women  1 lay  ? 

Tho.  ’TismoRnecelTary, 

Hang  up  your  Julips  and  your  Portugal Poflets, 

Your  barley  Broths,  and  forrel  Sops,  they  are  mangy. 

And  breed  the  Scratches  only ; give  me  Sack ; 

I wonder  where  this  Wench  is  though ; have  at  thee. 

Hyl.  So  long,  and  yet  no  bolting  ? 

Fra.  Do,  Tie  pledge  thee.  (man 

Tho.  Take  it  off  thrice,  and  then  cry  heigh  like  a Huntf- 
With  a clear  heart,  and  no  more  fits  I warrant  thee. 

The  only  Cordial,  Frank..  Serv.  within. 

I Phyf.  Are  the  things  ready  ? 

And  is  the  Barber  come  ? 

Ser.  An  hour  ago.  Sir. 

I Thyj.  Bring  out  the  Oyls  then. 

Fran.  Now  or  never  Gentlemen, 

Do  me  a kindnefs  and  deliver  me. 

Tho.  From  whom  boy? 

Fra.  From  thefe  things,  that  talk  within  there, 
Phyficians,  Tom,  Phyficians,  fcowring-Ricks, 

They  mean  to  read  upon  me. 
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Enter  three  Phyf.  j4poth.  ofid  Barber. 

Hyl.  Let  ’em  enter. 

Iho.  And  be  thou  confident,  we  will  deliver  thee : 

For  look  ye  Dodor,  lay  the  Devil  were  lick  now. 

His  horns  faw’d  off,  and  his  head  bound  with  a Biggin, 
Sick  of  a Calenture,  taken  by  a Surfeit 
Ofltinking  fouls  at  his  Nephews,  and  S*^  DmflanSj 
What  would  you  minifter  upon  the  fudden  ? 

\*our  judgment  fliort  and  found. 

I  Fhy.  A fools  head. 

Tho.  No  Sir, 

It  mull  be  a Phyficians  for  three  caufcs, 

The  firft  becaufe  it  is  a bald-head  likely, 

Which  will  down  eafily  without  Applepap.  ^ 

3 T’hy.  A main  caufe. 

Tho.  So  it  is,  and  well  confider’d . 

Thefecond,  for  ’tis  fill’d  with  broken  Greek,  Sir, 

Which  will  fo  tumble  in  his  ftomach,  Dodor, 

And  work  upon  the  crudities,  conceive  me. 

The  fears,  and  the  fiddle-ftrings  within  it. 

That  thofe  damn’d  fouls  mull  difembogue  again. 

Hyl.  Or  meeting  with  the  ftygian  humour. 

Tho.  Right,  Sir. 

Hyl.  Forc’d  with  a Cataplafm  of  Crackers. 

Tho.  Ever. 

Hyl.  Scowre  all  before  him,  like  a Scavenger. 

Tom.  Satisfecifii  domine  ^ mylaftcaufe, 

Mylaftis,  andnotleaft,  moil:  learned  Dodors, 

Becaufe  in  moft  Phyficians  head&(l  mean  thofe 
That  are  moft  excellent,  and  old  withal, 

And  angry,  though  a Patient  fay  his  prayers. 

And  Paracelfians  that  do  trade  with  poifons. 

We  have  it  by  tradition  of  great  writers) 

There  is  a kind  of  Toad-ftone  bred,  whofe  vertue 
The  Dodor  being  dri’d. 

1 Phy.  We  are  abus’d  firs. 

Hyl.  I take  it  fo,  or  fhall  be,  for  fay  the  Belly-ake 
Caus’d  by  an  inundation  of  Peafe  porridge, 

Are  we  therefore  to  open  the  port  Vein, 

OrThe  port  Efquiline  ? 

Sam.  A learned  queftion : 

Or  grant  the  Diaphragma  by  a Rupture, 

The  fign  being  then  in  the  head  of  Capricorn. 

Tho.  Meet  with  the  paffion  Huperchondriaca, 

And  fo  caufe  aCarnofity  intheKidneyes. 

Muftnotthe  brains,  being  butter’d  with  this  hurnour 

Anfwer  me  that. 

Sam.  Moft  excellently  argued. 

2 Phy.  The  next  fit  you  will  have,  my  moft  fine  Scholar, 
Bedlam  fhall  find  a Salve  for : fare  ye  well  Sir, 

We  came  to  do  you  good,  but  thele  young  Dodors 
It  feems  have  bor’d  our  Nofes. 

3 Phy.  Drink  hard  Gentlemen, 

And  get  unwholefbme  drabs : ’tis  ten  to  one  then 
We  lhall  hear  further  from  ye,  your  note  alter’d.  [_Exemt. 

Tho.  And  wilt  thou  be  gone,  faies  one  ? 

Hyl.  And  wilt  thou  be  gone,  faies  t’other? 

Tho.  Then  take  the  odd  crown 
To  mend  thy  old  Gown. 

Sam.  And  we’l  be  gone  all  together. 

Fra.  My  learned  Tom. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir,  the  young  Gentlewomen 
Sent  me  to  fee  what  company  ye  had  with  ye. 

They  much  defire  to  vifit  ye. 

Fra.  Pray  ye  thank  ’em, 

And  tell  ’em  my  moft  ficknefs  is  their  abfence : 

Ye  fee  my  company. 

Tho.  Come  hither  Crab, 

What  Gentlewomen  are  thefe  ? my  Miftris  ? 

Ser.  Yes  Sir. 

Hyl.  And  who  elle  ? 
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Ser.  Miftrc^ls 
Hyl.  Oh! 

Tho.  Hark  yefirrah, 

No  word  of  my  being  here,  unlcfs  fhc  know  it. 

Ser.  I do  not  think  fhc  does. 

Tho.  Take  that,  and  mum  then. 

Ser.  You  have  ty’d  my  tongue  up. 

Tho.  Sit  you  down  good  Francis., 

And  not  a word  of  me  till  ye  hear  from  me. 

And  as  you  find  my  humour,  follow  it : 

You  two  come  hither,  and  ftand  dole,  unfeen  Boys, 

And  do  as  I fhall  tutor  ye. 

Fran.  What,  new  work? 

Tho.  Prethee  no  more  but  help  me  now. 

Hyl.  I would  fain  talk 
With  the  Gentlewomen. 

Tho.  Talk  with  the  Gentlewomen  ? 

Of  what  forlboth .?  whole  Maidenhead  the  laft  Mask 
Suffer’d  imprellion.?  or  whofe Clyfter  wrought  beft? 

Take  me  as  I lhalJ  tell  thee. 

Hyl.  To  what  end  ? 

What  other  end  came  we  along  ? 

Sam,  Be  rul’d  though. 

Tho.  Your  weafel  face  muft  needs  be  ferretting 
About  the  Farthing  ale  •, 

Do  as  I bid  ye. 

Or  by  this  light 

Hyl.  Come  then. 

Thom.  Stand  clofe  and  mark  me. 

Fran.  All  this  forc’d  foolery  will  never  do  it. 

Enter  Alice  and  Mary. 

M.  I hope  we  bring  ye  health.  Sir : how  is’t  with  ye  ? 
Ma.  You  look  far  better  truft  me,  the  frelh  colour 
Creeps  now  again  into  his  cheeks. 
aili.  Your  enemy 

I fee  has  done  his  worft.  Come,  we  muft  have  ye 
Lufty  again,  andfrolick  man^  leave  thinking. 

Ma.  Indeed  it  docs  ye  harm.  Sir. 

Fran.  My  beft  vifitants, 

I fhall  be  govern’d  by  ye. 

All.  You  fhall  be  well  then, 

And  fuddenly,  and  foundly  well. 

Ma.  This  Air,  Sir, 

Having  now  feafon’d  ye,  will  keep  ye  ever. 

Tho.  No,  no,  I have  no  hope,  nor  is  it  fit  friends, 

My  life  has  been  fo  lewd,  my  loofe  condition. 

Which  I repent  too  late,  fo  lamentable. 

That  any  thing  but  curfes  light  upon  me. 

Exorbitant  in  all  my  wayes. 

Alt.  Who’s  that.  Sir, 

Another  fick  man  ? 

Ma.  Sure  I know  that  voice  well. 

Tho.  In  all  my  courfes,  carelefsdifobedience. 

Fran.  What  a ftrange  fellow’s  this  ? 

Tho.  No  counfel  friends. 

No  look  before  I leapt. 

cMli.  Doyouknowthevoyce,  Sir.^* 

Fra.  Yes,  ’tisa  Gentlemans  that’s  much  afflided 
In’s  mind : great  pity  Ladies. 

All.  Now  heaven  help  him. 

Fra.  He  came  to  me,  to  ask  free  pardon  of  me. 

For  fome  things  done  long  fince,  which  his  difteraper 
Made  to  appear  like  wrong,  but  ’twas  not  fo. 

Ma.  O that  this  could  be  truth. 

Hyl.  Perfwadeyour  felf. 

Tho.  To  whatend  Gentlemen,  when  all  is  perifli’d 
Upon  a wrack,  is  there  a hope  remaining  ? 

The  Sea,  that  ne’r  knew  forrow,  may  be  pitiful. 

My  credit’s  fplit,  and  funk,  nor  is  itpoffible, 

V/ere  my  life  lengthened  out  as  long  as 

tMa.  I like  this  well. 

Sam.  Your  mind  is  too  miftruftful. 

Tho.  I have  a vertuous  Sifter,  but  I fcorn’d  her. 
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\ Miltris  too,  a noble  Gentlc>Yoman> 

For  goodndsall  out  going, 
t ty^Uce.  Now  I know  hinl. 

T7.XJ.  With  thdc  eyes  friends, my  eyes  muft  never  fee  more. 
yllicc.  This  is  for  your  fake  .•  take  heed  Coiifin, 

A man  is  not  fo  foon  made. 

Tho.  O my  fortune ! 
j But  it  is  jult,  I be  defpis’d  and  hated. 

I HyL  Dcfpair  not,  ’tis  not  manly  : one  hours  goodnefs 
Strikes  ort'  an  infinite  of  ills. 

yiltcc.  Weep  truly 
And  with  companion,  Coufin. 

Fra.  Howexadly 

This  cunning  young  Thief  playes  his  part ! 

^fa.  V\  ell  Tt’w, 

My  Tom  again,  if  this  be  truth. 

Hyl.  She  weeps  Boy. 

Tho.  O I fhall  die. 

^fa.  Now  Heaven  defend. 

S.tm.  Thou  haft  her. 

Tho.  Come  lead  me  to  my  Friend  to  take  his  farewel. 
And  then  what  fortune  (hall  befal  me,  welcome,  ^ 

How  does  it  (how? 

Hyl.  O rarely  well. 
tTlla.  Say  you  fo,  Sir. 

Fra.  O ye  grand  Afs. 

cJ^/4.  And  are  ye  there  my  Juggler  ? 

Away  we  are  abus’d,  Mice. 

t^lice.  Fool  be  with  thee.  Q£a*.  Mary  Alice. 

Tho.  Where  is  file? 

Fra.  Gone;  fhe  found  you  out,  and  finely. 

In  your  own  noofe  ftie  halter’d  ye : ydu  muft  be  whifpering 
To  know  how  things  (he w’d  .•  not  content  to  fare  well 
But  you  muft  roar  out  roaft-meat  •,  till  that  fufpicion 
You  carried  it  moft  neatly,  Ihe  believed  too 
i And  wept  moft  tenderly,  had  you  continu’d. 

Without  doubt  you  had  brought  her  off. 

Tho.  This  was  thy  Roguing, 

For  thou  wert  ever  whifpering : fye  upon  thee 
Now  could  I break  thy  head. 

Hyl.  You fpokc tome firft. 

Tho.  Do  not  anger  me, 

For  by  this  hand  I’le  beat  the  buzard  blind  then. 

She  (hall  not  fcape  me  thus ; farewel  for  this  time. 

Fra.  Goodnight,  ’tis almoft bed  time ; yetnofleep 
Muft  enter  thefe,  till  I work  a wonder.  {Exit. 

7ho.  Thou  (halt  along  too,  for  1 mean  to  plague  thee 
For  this  nights  fins,  I will  never  leave  walking  of  thee 
Till  I have  worn  thee  out, 

Hyl.  Your  will  be  done.  Sir. 

Tho.  You  will  not  leave  me,  Sam. 

Sam.  Not  I. 

Tho.  Away  then-.l’le  be  your  guide  now,ifmy  man  be  trufty, 
My  fpightful  Dame,  Tie  pipe  ye  fuch  a hunfup 
Shall  make  ye  dance  a tipvacs : keep  clofe  to  me.  {Sxeum. 

SCENE  II. 

Fr.ter  Sebaftian,  and  Dorothy. 

Seh.  Never  perfwade  me,  I will  marry  again, 

' W'hatftiould  I leave  my  ftate  to,  Pins  and  Poaking  fticks, 

■ ToFarthingals,  and  frownces  ? to  fore-horfes 
j And  an  old  I..eather  Bawdy  houfe  Ix-hind  ’em, 

To  thee 

Dor.  You  have  a Son,  Sir, 

Seb.  Where,  what  is  he  ? 

Who  is  he  like } 

Dor.  Your  felf, 

Seb.  Thoulyeft,  thou  haft  marr’d  him, 

; Thou,  and  thy  prayer  books : I do  difclaim  him ; 

Did  not  1 take  him  linging  yefternight 
A godly  Ballad,  to  a godly  tune  too, 

'And  had  a Catcchifm  in’s  pocket,  Damfel, 
i One  of  your  dear  difciples,  I perceive  it } 


When  did  he  ride  abroad  fince  he  came  over  ? 

What  Tavern  has  he  us’d  to  ? what  things  done  . 

That  (hews  a man,  and  mettle  ? when  was  my  houfe 

At  fuch  a fliame  before,  to  creep  to  bed 

At  ten  a clock,  and  twelve,  for  want  of  company  ? 

No  ringing,  nor  no  dancing,  nor  no  drinking 
Thou  think’ft  not  of  thefe  fcandals  *,  when,  and  where 
Has  he  but  (liew’d  his  fword  of  late  ? 

Dor.  Defpair  not 

I do  befeech  you.  Sir,  nor  tempt  your  wcaknefs. 

For  if  you  like  it  fo,  I can  allure  you 
He  is  the  fame  man  ftill. 

Seb.  Would  thou  wert  alhes 
On  that  condition  •,  but  believe  it  Gofiip 
Y(ju  (liall  know  you  have  wrong’d. 

Dor.  You  never.  Sir, 

So  well  I know  my  duty : and  for  Heaven  fake, 

Take  but  this  counfel  with  ye  ere  you  marry. 

You  were  wont  to  hear  me : take  him,  and  confels  him, 
Search  him  to  the  quick,  and  if  you  find  him  falfe. 

Do  as  you  pleafe ; a Mothers  name  I honour. 

Seb.  He  is  loft,  and  fpoil’d,  I am  refolv’d  my  roof 
Shall  never  harbour  him  .•  and  for  you  Minion 
rie  keep  you  clofe  enough,  left  you  break  loofe, 

And  do  more  mifehief ; get  ye  in : who  waits  ? {Exit  Dor. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Do  you  call.  Sir  ? 

Seb.  Seek  the  Boy : and  bid  him  wait 
My  pleafurein  the  morning ; mark  what  houfe 
He  is  in,  and  what  he  does ; and  truly  tell  me. 

Ser.  I will  not  fail,  Sir. 

Seb.  If  ye  do,  I’lehangye.  {Sxemt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Thomas,  Hylas,  and  Sam. 

Tho.  Keep  you  the  back  door  there,  and  be  fure 
None  of  her  Servants  enter,  or  go  out. 

If  any  Woman  pafs,  (he  is  lawful  prize.  Boys, 

Cut  off  all  con  voyes.  • 

Hyl.  Who  fhall  anfwer  this 
Tho.Vdhy,  I fhall  anfwer  it,  you  fearful  widgeon, 

I fhall  appear  to  th’  adion, 

Hyl.  May  we  difeourfe  too. 

On  honourable  terms  ? 

Tho.  With  any  Gentlewoman 
That  fhall  appear  at  window : ye  may  rehearfe  too 
By  yourcommilTion  fafely,  fome  fweet  parcels 
Of  Poetry  to  a Chamber-maid. 

Hyl.  May  we  fing  too  ? 

For  there’s  ray  ra  after-piece. 

Tho.  By  no  means,  no  Boys, 

I am  the  man  referv’d  for  Air,  ’tis  my  part, 

And  if  fhe  be  not  rock,  my  voyce  fhall  reach  her  .* 

Ye  may  record  a little,  or  ye  may  whiftle. 

As  time  fhall  minifter,  but  for  main  finging, 
Prayyefatisfieyour  felves:  away,  be  careful. 

I^l.  But  hark  ye,  one  word  Tow,  we  may  be  beaten, 

Tho.  That’s  as  ye  think  good  your  felves ; if  you  deferve  it, 
Why  ’tis  the  eafieft  thing  to  compafs ; beaten  ? 

What  Bugbears  dwell  in  thy  brains  ? who  fhould  beat  thee? 
Hyl.  She  has  men  enough. 

Tho.  Art  not  thou  man  enough  too? 

Thou  haft  flefh  enough  about  thee  • i(all  that  mafs 
Will  not  maintain  a little  fpirit,  hang  it. 

And  dry  it  too  for  dogs-meat  .*  get  you  gone  \ 

I have  things  of  moment  in  my  mind : that  door. 

Keep  it  as  thou  would’ft  keep  thy  Wife  from  a Servingman. 
No  more  1 fay  .*  away,  Sam. 

Sam.  At  your  will.  Sir.  Hylas  Sam. 

Enter  Launcelot,  and  Fidler. 

Lan.  I have  him  here,  a rare  Rogue,  good  fweet  Mailer, 

Do 


! Do  romechiiig  of  Tome  fiivour  fiiddciily, 

That  wc  may  cat,  and  live : I am  almoft  ftarv’d, 
point  mAtiieHT^  no  point  dtvein^  no  Si^nicur, 

Not  by  the  vertue  ol  my  languages, 

Nothing  at  my  old  nialccrs  to  be  hoped  for, 

OSignicur  ti^y  nothing  to  line  my  life  v/ith. 

But  cold  Pyes  with  a cudgel,  till  yon  help  us. 

T/;o.Noching  but  famine  frights  thee : come  hitlicr  Fidlcr, 
What  Ballads  arc  you  fecn  in  beft  ? lie  fhort  Sir. 

Ftdler.  Under  your  maftcrlhipscorredtion,  Icanfing  > 

The  Dokcof  ATor/o/i^,  or  the  merry  Ballad 
Of  ‘Dtverttt  and  Liiz.arnfy  the  Role  of  Hv^landy 
In  CVfff  when  X)fid>«M«ifirll;  began,  • " ' 

his  crying  out  againll  Co'Vfwrr^.  • • 

Tho.  Excellent,  , ' ' 

Rare  matters  all. 

Fid.  Mawdlw  the  Merchants  Daughter,  ^ ' - 
The  Devil,  and  ye  dainty  Dames. 

Tom.  Rare  ftill. 

Fid.  The  landing  of  the  Spaniards  at  Bow,  '>  • 
With  the  bloudy  battel  at  cJ^»7!e-eW.  . j 

Tho.  All  excellent: 

No  tuning  as  ye  love  me  •,  let  thy  Fidle 
Speak  Welch,  or«ny  thing  that’s  out  of  all  tune,  - , 'w 
The  vilderftill  the  better,  like  thy  felf,  ii 

For  I prefume  thy  voice  will  make  no  trees  dancej  .■  ' 

Fid.  Nay  truly,  ye  (hall  have  it  ev’n  as  homely.^  -i ' 

Tho.  Keep  ye  to  that  key, are  theyall  abed  trow?o  - 
Lan.  I hear  no  ftifring-any  where,  no  light  ■ n 
In  any  window,  ’tisanightfor  the  nonce  Sir. 

Tho. Corns  ftrike  up  then.-and  fay  the  Merchants  daughter, 
We’l  bear  the  burthen proceed  to  incifion  Fidler,  - 'Song. 

Enter  Servant y nhoye.  i.;  r 

Ser.  Who’s  there  ? what  noile  is'this  ? what  rogue 
At  thele  hours 

Thom.  0 what  is  that  to  you  my  fool  ? . ' a i. 

0 what  is  that  to  yon.,  ‘■ 

Pluch^  in  your  face  you  hawling  zy^fs^  * 

Or  I will  breakyour  brow:  ■ * hey  down,  down^  down. 

A new  Ballad,  a new,  a new.  • 

Fid.  The  twelfth  of  j4prily  on  May  day. 

My  houfe  and  goods  were  burnt  away,  &c.  Maid  above. 
Maid.  Why  who  is  this  ? 

Lan.  O damfel  dear,  , . . 

. Open  the  door,  and  it  lhall  appear,  . 

. Open  the  door,  . 

1 O gentle  fquire.  ' ' ‘ . 

Maid.Vit  fee  thee  hang’d  firft ; farewel  my  dear, 

’Tis  mailer  there  he  hands.  . ' 

Enter  Mary  above. 

Mary.  ’Tis  hrange 

That  nothing  can  redeem  him  : rail  him  hence. 

Or  ling  him  out  in’s  own  way,  any  thing 
To  be  deliver’d  of  him. 

fjllaid.  Then  have  at  him: 
tMy  man  Thomas  did  me  promife. 

He  would  vifit  me  this  night. 

Tho.  lam  here  Lovcy  tell  me  dear  Love^ 

How  I may  obtain  thy  fght. 

Maid.  Come  up  to  my  window  love.y  come^  come^  comCy 
Come  to  my  window  my  deary  ^ 

The  windy  nor  the  rain  jhall  trouble  thee  again-y 
But  thou  Jlsalt  be  lodged  here. 

T/jow.  And  art  thou  ftrong  enough? 

Lan.  Up,  up,  I warrant  ye. 

Mary.  What  do’ft  thou  mean  to  do  ? 

Maid.  Good  Mifltefs  peace, . , 

rie  warrant  ye  we’l  Cool  him : Madge,  v Madge  above. 

Madge.  I am  ready. 

Tho.  The  love  of  Cjreccey  and  it  tickled  him foy 
That  he  devifeda  way  to  ooe. 

Now  ling  the  Duke  ot  Northumberland, 


Thomas. 


Fidlcr.  rlndcUmbiiigro prornotto/ty 
He  fell  down  fitddettly.  Madge  a Devils 

vizaird  roartngy  offers  to  kjjs  hinty  and  he  falls  down.  1 
Maid.  Fuiewcl  Sir. 

Mary.  What  hall  thou  done  ? tiioii  halt  broke  his  neck. 
Alaid.  Not  hurt  him, 
lie  pitcht  upon  his  legs  like  a Cat. 

Tho.  O woman  : | 

0 miferablc  woman,  I am  Ipoil’d,  : 

My  leg,  my  leg,  my  leg,  oh  both  my  legs  .'  j 

Mary.  1 told  thee  what  tl.ou  hadit  doiie,mircIiicf  go  W'itli  i 
Tho.  O I am  lam’d  for  ever  ••  O my  leg,  ( thee.  i 

Broken  in  twenty  places  : O take  heed,  I 

Take  heed  of  women,  Fidlcr : oh  a Surgeon,  1 

A Surgeon,  or  1 dye  : oh  my  good  poople,  j 

No  charitable  people,  all  ritlpiglvtlul),  i 

Oh  what  a mikry  am  I in  I oh  my  leg. 

Lan.  Be  patient  Sir,  be  patient;  let  nK-bind  it. 

1 

Enter  Samuel,  and  Hylas,  with  his  head  broken. 

Tho.  Oh  do  not  touch  it  rogue. 

Hyl.  My  head,  my  head. 

Oh  my  head’s  kill’d. 

Sam.  Y ou  mull  be  courting  wenches 
Through  key,holes,  Captain  Hylas,  come  and  be  comforted, 
The  skin  is  fcarcc  bfoke. 

Tho.  O my  leg.  Sam.  Plow  do  ye  Sir? 

Tho.  Oh  maim’d  for  ever  with  a fall,  he’s  fpoil’d  too, 

1 fee  his  brains. 

Hyl.  Away  with  me  for  Gods  fake, 

A Surgeon. 

Sam.  Here’s  a night  indeed. 

Hyl.  A Surgeon.  [_Ex.  all  but  Fidlcr. 

Enter  Mary,  and  Servant  below. 

Mary.  Go  run  for  help. 

Tho.  Oh. 

Mary.  Run  all,  and  all  too  little, 

0 curbed  beall  that  hurt  him,  run,  run,  flyc. 

He  will  be  dead  elle. 

Tho.  Oh. 

Mary.  Good  friend  go  you  too. 

Ftd.  Who  pays  me  for  my  Mufick 
Mary.  Pox  o’  your  Mufick, 

There’s  twelve  pence  for  ye. 

Fid.  Tilde’s  two  groats  again  for footh, 

1 never  take  above,  and  reft:  ye  merry.  [_Exit. 

Ma.  N greafe  pot  guild  your  fidle  firings ; how  do  you. 
How  is  my  dear  ? ! 

Tom.  Why  w'ell  1 thank  ye  fweet  heart,  ! 

Shall  we  walk  in,  foriiow  there’s  none  to  trouble  us  ? i 
Ma.  Are  ye  fo  crafty,  Sir  ? I fliail  meet  witii  ye,  ! 

I knew  your  trick,  and  I was  willing .-  my  Tom,  | 

Mine  own  Tom,  now  to  fatisfie  thee,  welcom,  wolcom,  j 
Welcom  my  beft  friend  to  me,  all  ray  deardl. 

Tom.  Now  ye  are  my  noble  Miftrels:  we  loft  time  fwcet. 
Ma.  I think  they  are  all  gone. 

Tom.  All,  ye  did  wilely. 

Ma.  And  }ou  as  craftily. 

Tom.  VVe  are  well  met  Miftrefs. 

Ma.  Come,let’s  goe  in  then  lovingly .-  O ray  Skarf  Tcwj. 

I loft  it  thereabout,  find  it,  and  wear  it 
As  your  poor  Miftrefs  favour.  {JExit. 

Tom.  1 am  made  now, 

I fee  no  venture  is  in  no  hand  : I have  it,  ' 

How  now?  the  door  lock’t,  and  fhe  in  before  ? 

Am  I fo  trim’d? 

Ma.  One  parting  word  fvvect  Thomas, 

Though  to  fave  your  credit,  I difeharg’d  your  Fidler, 

I muft  not  fatisfie  your  folly  too  Sir, . 

Y'e’are  fubtle,  but  believe  it  Fox,  Tie  find  ye. 

The  Surgeons  will  be  here  ftraight,  roar  again  boy. 

And  break  thy  legs  for  Ihamc,  thou  wilt  be  fport  elfc, 

Good  night. 

Tom. 
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Ttfw.She  fdies  moft  trne,l  muft  not  ftay:  ihe  has  bob’d  me, 
Which  if  I live.  Tie  recompence,  and  fliortly, 

Now  for  a Ballad  to  bring  me  off  again. 

AH  yoH>i^  wf  7 be  warn'd  by  me^  how  you  dogoe  a vcoovig. 

Sak^^ot  to  cL  pnb^f or  fcAr  ye  f.iliyt  hereby  comes  your  undoing,  &c. 

{_Exennt. 


ASilfs  QusriHS.  ScenaFrinta, 

I Enter  Valentine,  Alice,  and  Servant. 

I 

j p'.tL  T T E cannot  goc  and  take  no  farewel  of  me, 

JljL  Can  he  be  fo  unkind  ? he’s  but  retir’d 
Into  the  Garden  or  the  Orchard  .•  fee  Sirs. 

A!i.  He  would  not  ride  there  certain,  thole  were  planted 
Only  for  walks  1 take  it. 

r.tl.  Ride  ? nay  then. 

Had  he  a horfe  out? 

Ser.  So  the  Groom  delivers 
Somewhat  before  the  break  of  day. 
ral.  He’s  gone. 

My  beft  friend’s  gone  Alice  •,  I have  lofl:  the  noble  ft, 

The  trueft,  and  the  moft  man  I e’re  found  yet. 

AUce.  Indeed  Sir,  he  delervesall  praife. 
ral.  All  Sifter, 

All,  all,  and  all  too  little  : Othathonefty, 

That  ermine  honefty,  tmlpotted  ever, 

That  perfed  goodnefs. 

Alice.  Sure  he  will  return  Sir, 

He  cannot  be  fo  harfh. 
rul.  O never,  never, 

Never  return, thou  know’ll  not  where  thecaufe  lyes. 

Alice.  He  was  the  worthieft  welcomV 
Kil.  He  deferv’d  it. 

Alice.  Nor  wanted,  to  our  knowledge. 

: ral.  1 will  tell  thee, 

U^ithin  this  hour,  things  that  fhall  ftartle  thee. 

He  never  muft  return. 

Enter  Michael. 


And  all  this  but  a dream.  j 

eJMich.  You  know  not  rhy  dreams, 

They  are  unhappy  ones,  and  often  truths, 

But  this  I hope,  yet.  Alice.  I will  fatisfie  ye.  l^Exit. 

Mich.  Neighbours,  how  does  the  Gentleman  ? 

Fal.  I know  not , 

Dream  of  a Nunnery  ? 

CMich.  How  found  ye  my  words 
About  the  nature  of  his  ficknefs  Valentine  ? 

V d.  Did  (he  not  cry  out,  ’twas  my  folly  to» 

That  forc’d  her  tothis  nunnery  ? did  flic  notcurfe  me? 

For  God  fake  fpeak : did  you  not  dream  of  me  too. 

How  bafely,  poorly,  tamely,  like  a fool, 

Tir’d  with  his  joyes  ? 

Mich.  Alas  poor  Gentleman , 

Ye  promis’d  me  Sir  to  bear  all  thele  crofles. 

Val.  I bear  ’em  till  I break  again. 

Mich.  But  nobly. 

Truly  to  weigh. 

Val.  Good  neighbours,  no  more  of  it,^ 

Ye  do  but  fling  flax  on  my  fire ; where  is  Ihe 

Enter  Alice. 

Ali.Hiot  yonder  Sir, nor  has  not  this  night  certain 
Been  in  her  bed. 

Mich.  It  muft  be  truth  Ihe  tells  ye. 

And  now  Tie  ftie w ye  why  I came  t this  morning 
A man  of  mine  being  employed  about  bufinels. 

Came  early  home,  who  at  S.  KatherinesliMTintryy 
About  day  peep,  told  me  he  met  your  Miftrefs, 

And  as  I fpoke  it  in  a dream,  fo  troubled 
And  fo  received  by  the  Abbefs,  did  he  fee  her. 

The  wonder  made  me  rife,  and  haft  unto  ye 
To  know  the  caule. 

Val.  Farewel,  I cannot  fpeak  it.  \JExkV2X. 

Alice.  For  Heaven  fake  leave  him  not. 

Mich.  I will  not  Lady. 

Alice.  Alas,  he’s  much  afflidled, 

Mich.  We  ftiall  know  ftiortly  more,  apply  your  own  care 
At  home  good  Alice,  and  truft  him  to  my  counfel. 

Nay,  do  not  weep,  all  fliall  be  well,  delpair  not.  ^Sxewn. 


Mich.  Good  morrow  Signieur. 

Val.  Good  morrow  Mafter  MichaeL 
Mich.  My  good  neighbour. 

Me  thinks  you  are  ftirring  early  fince  your  travel, 

You  have  learn’d  the  rule  of  health  fir,  where’s  your  miftrefs  ? 
She  keeps  her  warm  I warrant  ye,  i’  bed  yet  ? 

Val.  I think  Ihe  does. 

Alice.  ’Tis  not  her  hour  of  waking. 

Mich.  Did  you  lye  with  her,  Lady  ? 

Alice.  Not  to  night  Sir, 

Nor  any  night  this  week  elfe. 

Mich-.  When  laft  faw  ye  her  ? 
tMhce.  Late  yefternight. 

^Itch.  Wasftie  ’ bed  then  > 
tMlice.  No  Sir , 

I left  her  at  her  prayers  .•  why  do  ye  ask  me  ? 

.\4ich.\  have  been  ftrangely  haunted  with  a dream" 

All  this  long  night,  and  after  many  wakings. 

The  fame  dream  ftill-, me  thought  I met  young 
Juft  at  S.  Katherines  gate  the  Nunnery. 

Val.  Ha  ? ,11 

Mic.  Her  face  flubber’d  o’re  with  tears, and  troubles, 

Me  thought  Ihe  cry’d  unto  the  Lady  Abbefs, 

For  charity  receive  me  holy  woman, 

A Maid  that  has  forgot  the  worlds  affeiflions, 

Into  thy  virgin  order : me  thought  flie  took  her,, 

Put  on  a Stoic,  and  facred  robe  upon  her. 

And  there  I left  her.  Val.  Dream  ? 

tJMich.  Good  Miftrefs  Alice 
Do  me  the  favour  ( yetto  fatisfie  me  ) 

Toftepbutup,  and  fee.' 

Alice.  I know  Ihe’s  there  Sir, 


SCENA  II. 

Enter  Sebaftian,  and  a Servant. 

Seb.  At  Valentines  houfe  fo  merry  ? 

Ser.  As  a pie  Sir. 

Seb.  So  gamefom  doft  thou  layi? 

Ser.  I am  fure  I heard  it. 

Seb.  Ballads,  and  Fidles  too  ? 

Ser.  No,  but  one  Fidle  ^ 

But  twenty  noyfes. 

Enter  Launcelot. 

Seb.  Did  he  do  devifes? 

Ser.  The  beftdcvifes  Sir : here’s  my  fellow  Launcelot 
He  can  inform  ye  all : he  was  among  ’em, 

A mad  thing  too:  I ftood  but  in  a corner. 

Seb.  Come  Sir, what  can  you  fay  ? is  there  any  hope  yet 
Your  Mafter  may  return  ? 

Laun.  He  went  far  elfe, 

I will  aflure  your  worfliip  on  my  credit 
By  the  faith  of  a Travellor,  and  a Gentleman, 

Your  fon  is  found  again,  the  fon,  the  Tom. 

Seb.  Is  he  the  old  Tom  ? 

Laun.  The  old  Tom. 

Seb.  Go  forward. 

Laun.  Next,  to  confider  how  he  is  the  old  Tom. 

Seb.  Handle  me  that. 

Laun.  I would  ye  had  feen  it  handled 
LaftnightSir,  as  we  handled  it:  capdpe, 

Footra  for  leers,  and  learings  *,  O the  noife. 

The  nolle  we  made. 

Seb.' G006,  good. 

Laun. 


I L^n.  The  windows  clattering 
! And  all  the  Chambermaids  in  Inch  a whobub, 
One  with  her  fmock  half  olF,  another  in  haft 


With  a ferving  manshofe  upon  her  head. 

Seb.  Good  ft  ill. 

L.w.  A fellow  railing  out  of  a loop-hole  therCj 
And  his  mouth  ftopt  with  durt. 

Seb.  r faith  a fine  Boy. 

Lan.  Here  one  of  our  heads  broke. 

Seb.  Ex'cellent  good  ftill. 

Lafi.  The  Gentleman  himfelf, young  M.  Thoma^, 

, Inviron’d  with  his  furious  Myrmidons 
I The  fiery  Fidler,and  my  fdf  ^ now  finging, 

; Now  beating  at  the  door,  there  parly  ing, 
j Courting  at  that  window,  at  the  other  Icalling 
And  all  thefe  feveral  noifes  to  two  Trenchers, 

Strung  with  a bottom  of  brown  thred,  which  fliow’d  admi- 

Seb.  There  cat,  and  grow  again,  I am  pleas’d . (rable. 

Lan.  Nor  here  Sir, 

Gave  w'e  the  frolick  over  : though  at  length 
We  quit  the  Ladies  Skonce  on  corapolition  •, 

But  to  the  filent  ftreets  we  turn’d  our  furies  .* 

A fleeping  watchman  here  we  ftole  the  Ihooes  from, 

There  made  a noife,  at  which  he  wakes,  and  follows : 

The  ftreets  are  durty,  takes  a queen-hith  cold. 

Hard  cheefe,  and  that  choaks  him  o’  Munday  next : 
Windows,  and  figns  we  fent  to  Erebus  •, 

A crue  of  bawling  curs  we  entertain’d  laft. 

When  having  let  the  pigs  loofe  in  outparilheS, 

O the  brave  cry  we  made  as  high  as  Algate! 

Down  comes  a Conftable,  and  thp  Sow  his  Sifter  • 

Moft  traiteroufly  tramples  upon  Authority, 

There  a whole  ftand  of  rug  gowns  rowted  manly 
And  the  Kings  peace  put  to  flight : a purblind  pig  here 
Runs  me  his  head  into  the  Admirable  Lanthorn, 

Outgoes  the  light,  and  all  turns  to  confufion : 

A potter  riles,  to  enquire  this  palTion, 

A Boar  imboft  takes  fanftuary  in  his  Ihop, 

When  twenty  dogs  rufli  after,  we  ftill  cheering, 

Down  goe  the  pots,  and  pipkins,  down  the  pudding  pans, 
The  cream-bolls  cry  revenge  here,  there  the  candlefticks. 

Seb.  If  this  be  true,  thou  little  tyney  page, 

This  tale  that  thou  tell’ft  me  , 

Then  on  thy  back  will  I prefently  hang 
A handfom  new  Livery:  * 

But  if  this  be  falfe,  thou  little  tyney  page 
Asfalfe  it  well  may  be. 

Then  with  a cudgel  of  four  foot  long 
Tie  beat  thee  from  head  to  toe. 

Enter  Servant. 

i 

Seb.  Will  the  boy  come  ? 

Ser.  He  will  Sir. 

Enter  Thomas. 

Seb.  Time  tries  all  then. 

Lan.  Here  he  comes  now  himfelf  Sir. 

Seb.  To  be  Ihort  Thomas., 

Becaufe  I feel  a fcruple  in  my  confcience 
Concerning  thy  demeanour,  and  a main  one , 

And  therefore  like  a Father  would  be  fatisfi’d, 

Get  up  to  that  window  there,  and  prefently 

Like  a moft  compleat  Gentleman,  come  from  Tripoly. 

Tom.  Good  Lord  Sir,  how  are  you  milled  .•  what  fancies 
( Fitter  for  idle  boys,and  drunkards,  let  me  fpeak’t^ 

And  with  a little  wonder  I befeech  ou  ) 

Choak  up  yoiir  noble  judgement  ? 

Seb.  You  Rogue  Launcelot. 

You  lying  Rafcal. 

Lan.  Will  yefpoil  all  again  Sir. 

Why,  what  a Devil  do  you  mean  ? 

Tom.  Away  knave, 

Ye  keep  a company  of  fawey  fellows , 

Debolh’d,  and  daily  drunkards,  to  devour  ye. 


Thomas:.  399 

Things,  whofe  dull  fouls,  tend  to  the  Cellar  only. 

Ye  are  ill  advis’d  Sir,  to  commit  your  credit. 

Seb.  Sirrah,  Sirrah.  . , 

Lan.  Let  me  never  cat  again  Sir, 

Nor  feel  the  blcffing  of  another  blew-coat. 

If  this  young  Gentleman,  fwcet  Maftcr  Thomas, 

Be  not  as  mad  as  heart  can  wilh ; your  heart  Sir, 

If  yefternights  difcourlc : I'pcak  fellow  Robin, 

And  if  thou  fpeakeft  lefs  than  truth. 

Torn.  ’Tis  Ih  angc  thefe  varlcts. 

Ser.  By  thefe  ten  bones  Sir,  if  thefe  eyes, and  ears 
Can  hear  and  fee. 

Tom.  Extream ftrange,  Ihould  thusboldly 
Bud  in  your  light,  unto  your  fbn. 

Lan.  O den  gum 

Can  ye  deny,  ye  beat  a Conftable 
Laft  night  1 

Tom.  I touch  Authoritie,  ye  Rafcal  ? 

I violate  the  Law  ? 

Lan.  Good  Mafter  Thomas.  , .. 

Ser.  Die)  you  not  take  two  wenches  from  the  watch  too 
And  put  ’em  intp  pudding  lane  I 
Lan.  We  mea^  not 

Thofe  civil  tfiing];  you  did  at  M.  Valentines, 

The  Fiddle,  and  the  fa’las. 

Tom.  O ftrange  impudence ! . ,,,  , 

I do  beleech^u  Sir  give  no  fuch  licence 
To  knaves  and  drunkards,  to  abufe  your  fon  thus : 

Be  wife  in  time,  and  turn  ’em  olT:  we  live  Sir 
In  a State  govern’d  civilly, and  fobedy. 

Where  each  mans  adlions  Ihould  confirm  the  Law, 

Not  crack,  and  cancel  it. 

Seb.  Lancelot  du  Lake, 

Get  you  upon  adventures : caft  your  coat 
And  make  your  exit. 

Lan.  Par  lamour  de  dieit.  . , , 

Seb.  Pur  me  no  pnrs:hut  par  at  that  doof,out  Sirrah, 

I’le  beat  ye  purblind  elfe,  out  ye  eight  languages. 

Lan.  My  bloud  upon  your  head.  [Exit  Lan. 

Tom,  Purge  me  ’em  all  Sir. 

Seb.  And  you  too  prefently. 

Tom.  Even  as  you  pleafe  Sir.  . . 

Seb.  Bid  my  maid  fervant  come,  and  bring  my  Daughter, 
I will  have  one  lhall  plkfe  fhe.  [Exit  fervant. 

Tom.  ’Tis  moft  fit  Sin 

Seb.  Bring  me  the  mony  there ; here  M.  Thomas. 

Enter  two  Servants  with  two  bags. 

I pray  fit  down,  ye  are  no  more  my  fon  now, 

Good  Gentleman  be  cover’d. 

Tom.  At  your  pleafure. 

Seb.  This  mony  1 do  give  ye,  becaufe  of  whilom 
You  have  been  thought  my  fon,  and  by  my  felf  too. 

And  fome  things  done  like  me : ye  are  now  another  ; 

There  is  two  hundred  pound,  a civil  fumme 
For  a young  civil  man  .•  much  land  and  Lordlhip 
Will  as  I take  it  now,  but  prove  temptation 
To  dread  ye  from  your  fetled,  and  fweet  carriage. 

Tom.  You  fay  right  Sir. 

Seb.  Nay  I befeech  ye  cover. 

Tom.  At  your  difpofe;  and  I befeech  ye  too  Sir, 

For  the  word  civil,  and  more  fttled  courfe 
It  may  but  put  to  ufe,  that  on  the  intereft 
Like  a poor  Gentleman. 

Seb.  It  fliall,  to  my  ufe. 

To  mine  again : do  you  fee  Sir : good  fine  Gentleman, 

I give  no  brooding  mony  for  a Scrivener, 

Mine  isfor  prefent  traffick,  and  fo  Tie  uleit. 

Tom.  So  much  for  that  then. 

Enter  Dorothy,  and  four  ALaids. 

Seb.  For  the  main  caufe  Monfieur, 

I fent  to  treat  with  you  about,  behold  it  •, 

Behold  that  piece  of  ftory  work,  and  view  it.l 
F f f I want| 
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wane  a right  heir  to  inherit  me. 


Net  my  dtate  alone,  but  my  conditions, 

From  which  you  arc  revolted,  therefore  dead, 

And  I will  break  my  back,  but  1 will  get  one. 

T o/n.  \\  ill  you  choofe  there  Sir  ? 

Self.  There,  among  thofe  Damfels, 

In  mine  own  tribe : 1 know  their  qualities 
Which  cannot  fail  to  pleafe  me ; for  their  beauties 
A matter  of  a three  farthings,  makes  all  perfeift, 

A little  beer, and  beef  broth : they  arc  found  too. 

Stand  all  a breaft;  now  gentle  M.  ThomM 
Before  I choofc,  you  having  liv’d  long  with  me, 

.■\nd  happily  fometimes  with  fome  ofthefe  too, 
hich  fault  1 never  frown’d  upon  *,  pray  fhew  me 
( For  fear  we  confound  our  Genealogies  ) 

W'hich  have  you  laidaboord?fpeakyour  mind  freely. 

Have  you  had  copulation  with  that  Damfel  ? 

T m.  I have. 

Self.  Stand  you  afidethen:  howwnthherSir  ? 

Tom.  How,  is  not  feemly  here  to  fay. 

’Dor.  Here’s  fine  fpoit. 

Scb.  Retire  you  too ; Ipcak  forward  M.  Thomas. 

Tom.l  will : and  to  the  purpofe  even  with  all  Sir. 

Seb.  With  all  that’s  fomewhat  large. 

Dor  And  yet  you  like  it. 

Was  ever  lin  fo  glorious  ? 

Seb.  With  all  Tbom.ts  i 
Tom.  All  furcly  Sir. 

Seb.  A lign  thou  art  mine  own  yet. 

In  again  all and  to  your  feveral  funrftions.  \jEx.  Maids 
What  fay  you  to  young  Lnce-,  my  neighbours  Daughter, 

She  was  too  young  I take  it,  when  you  travel’d  j 
Some  twelve  years  old  ? 

Tom.  Her  will  was  fifteen  Sir.  ' 

Seb.  A pretty  anfwer,  tocutofriongdifcourfe. 

For  I have  many  yet  to  ask  ye  of, 

VV^here  I can  choofc,  and  nobly,  hold  up  your  finger 
When  ye  are  right ; what  fay  ye  to  Kaleria 
Whofe  husband  lies  a dying  now  ? why  two, 

And  in  that  form  ? 

Tom.  Her  husband  is  recover’d.  ^ 

Seb.  A witty  moral  .•  have  at  ye  once  more  Thomas^ 

The  Sifters  of  St.  Albons.,  all  five  ^ dat  boy, 

Dat’s  mine  own  boy. 

Dor.  Now  out  upon  thee  Monfter. 

Tom.  Still  hoping  of  your  pardon. 

Seb.  There  needs  none  man  ; 

A ftravv  on  pardon ; prethee  need  no  pardon  .* 

Tie  askc  no  more,  nor  think  no  more  of  marriage, 

For  o’  my  confcience  I fhall  be  thy  Cuckold  .• 

There’s  fome  good  yet  left  in  him : bear  your  felf  well. 

You  may  recover  me,  there’s  twenty  pound  Sir, 

I fee  fome  fparklcs  which  may  flame  again, 

Y ou  may  eat  with  me  when  you  pleafe,  you  know  me. 

Exit  Seb. 

Dor.  Why  do  you  lye  fo  damnably,  fo  foolilhly  ? 

Tom.  Do’ft  thou  long  to  have  thy  head  broke  .J*  hold  thy 
And  do  as  I would  have  thee,  or  by  this  hand  (peace 
Tie  kill  thy  Parrat,  hang  up  thy  fmall  hand, 

And  drink  away  thy  dowry  toa  penny. 

Dor.  Was  ever  fuch  a wildc  AlTc  ? 

Torn.  Prethee  he  quiet. 

Dor.  And  do’ft  thou  think  men  will  not  beat  thee  mon- 
For  abufing  their  wives  and  children  ? (ftroufly 

Tom.  And  do’ft  thou  think 
Mms  wives  ar.d  children  can  be  abus’d  too  much  ? 

Dor.  I wonder  at  thee. 

Tom.  Nay,  thou  fhalt  adjure  me 
Ikforc  I have  done. 

Dor.  How  Hand  yc  with  your  miftrefs 
i Tom.  I fhal!  ftand  nearer 
'ft’re  I be  tw:  Ivc  hours  older ; there’s  my  bufinefs,  ' 

She  is  monflrous  fubtilc  Dol. 

Dot.  The  D.vil  I think 


Cannot  out-fubtilc  thee. 

Tom.  If  he  play  fair  play. 

Come,  you  muft  help  me  prefcntly. 

Dor.  I difeard  ye. 

Tom.  Thou  flialt  not  deep  nor  eat. 

Dor.  Tie  no  hand  with  ye, 

No  bawd  to  your  abufes. 

Tom.  By  this  light  Dol^ 

Nothing  but  in  the  way  of  honefty. 

Dor.  Thou  never  knew’ft  that  road.- 1 hear  your  vigils. 
Tofn.  Sweet  honey  Dol^  if  I do  not  marry  her, 

Honeftly  marry  her,  if  I mean  not  honourably, 

Come,  thou  lhalt  help  me,  take  heed  how  you  vex  me. 

Tie  help  thee  to  a husband  too,  a fine  Gentleman,  * 

I know  thou  art  mad,  a tall  young  man,  a brown  man, 

I fwear  he  has  his  maidenhead,  a rich  man. 

Dor.  You  may  come  in  to  dinner,  and  Tie  anfwer  ye. 

7 tfw.Nay  Tie  go  with  thee  T>c/.-four  hundred  a year  wench. 

C Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Michael,  and  Valentine. 

Mich.  Good  Sir  go  back  again,  and  take  my  counfel. 
Sores  are  not  cur’d  by  forrows,  nor  time  broke  from  us. 
Pull’d  back  again  by  fighs. 

V d.  What  Ihould  I do  friend  ? 

Mkh.  Do  that  that  may  redeem  ye,  go  back  quickly, 
Sebaftians  Daughter  can  prevail  much  with  her,  ’ 

The  Abbels  is  her  Aunt  too. 

V d.  But  my  friend  then 
Whofe  love  and  lofs  is  equal  ty’d. 

Mich.  Content  ye, 

That  fhall  be  my  task  if  he  be  alive. 

Or  where  my  travel  and  my  care  may  reach  him, 

Tie  bring  him  back  again. 

Fal.  Say  he  come  back 

To  piece  his  poor  friends  life  out  ? and  my  Miftrefs 
Be  vow’d  for  ever  a reclufe  ? 

Mich.  So  fuddenly 

She  cannot,  haft  ye  therefore  inftantly  away  Sir, 

To  put  that  Daughter  by  ^ firft  as  to  a Father, 

Then  as  a friend  fhe  was  committed  to  ye. 

And  all  the  care  fhe  now  has : by  which  priviledge 
She  cannot  do  her  this  violence. 

But  you  may  break  it,  and  the  law  allows  ye. 

F d.  O but  I forc’d  her  to  it. 

Mkh.  Leave  difputing 

Againft  your  felf,  if  you  will  needs  be  miferable 
Spight  ofher  goodnefs,and  your  friends  per  fwafions. 

Think  on,  and  thrive  thereafter. 

Fal.  I will  home  then. 

And  follow  your  advice, and  good,  good  Michael. 

Mkh.  No  more,  I know  your  foul’s  divided,  Falentine, 
Cure  but  that  part  at  home  with  fpcedy  marriage 
E’re  my  return, for  then  thofe  thoughts  that  vext  her. 

While  there  ran  any  ftream  for  loofe  affedions. 

Will  be  ftopt  up,  and  chafte  ey’d  honour  guide  her. 

Away,  and  hope  the  beft  ftill : Tie  work  for  yc. 

And  pray  too  heartily,  away,  no  more  words.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Hylas,  and  Samuel. 

E/yl.  I care  not  for  my  broken  head. 

But  that  it  fhould  be  his  plot,  and  a wench  too, 

A lowzie,  lazie  wench  prepar’d  to  do  it. 

Sam.  T'hou  hadft  as  good  be  quiet,  for  o’  my  confcience 
He’l  put  another  on  thee  elfe. 

Hyl.  I am  refolv’d 

To  call  him  to  account,  was  it  notmanifeft 
He  meantamifehieftome,  and  laughed  at  me, 

When  he  lay  roaring  out,  his  leg  was  broken. 

And  no  fuch  matter  ? had  he  broke  his  neck, 

Indeed 


Indeed  ’twould  ne’r  have  griev’d  me ; gallows  gall  him. 


Why  fhould  he  chufe  out  me  f 
Sam.  Thou  art  ever  ready 
To  thruft  thy  ftdf  into  thefe  fhe  oceafions, 

And  he  as  full  of  knavery  to  accept  it. 

Hyl.  Well,  if  1 live  I’ll  have  a new  trick  for  him. 

Sam.  That  will  not  be  amifs,  but  to  fight  with  him 
Istonopurpofe,  befides,  he’s  truly  valiant, 

And  a moll:  deadly  hand  •,  thou  never  fought’ft  yet, 

Nor  o’  my  Confcience  haft  no  faith  in  fighting. 

Hyl.  'No,  no,  I will  not  fight. 

Sam.  Befides  the  quarrel, 

Whicli  has  a woman  in’t  to  make  it  feurvy, 

Who  would  lye  (linking  in  a Surgeons  hands, 

A month  or  two  this  weather  for  believe  it, 

He  never  hurts  under  a quarters  healing. 

Hyl.  No,  upon  better  thought,  1 will  not  fight,  Sam^ 
But  watch  my  time. 

Sam.  To  pay  him  with  a proje<ft  •, 

Watch  him  too,  1 would  wifli  ye  •,  prithee  tell  me, 

Dofl  thou  affeft  thefe  women  (till  .<* 

Hyl-  Yes,  ’faith,  Sam, 

I love  ’em  ev’nas  well  as  e’r  I did, 

Nay,  if  my  brains  were  beaten  out,  I mull  to ’em. 

Sam.  Doll  thou  love  any  woman 
Hyl.  Any  woman 
Of  what  degree  or  calling. 

Sam.  Of  any  age  too  ? 

Hyl.  Of  any  age,  from  fourfeore  to  fourteen.  Boy, 

Of  anyfalhion. 

Sam.  And  defed  too 
Hyl.  Right, 

For  thofc  1 Jove  to  lead  me  to  repentance  •, 

A woman  with  no  Nofe,  after  ray  furquedry. 

Shews  like  King  'Thilifs  Moral,  fjiyemento  mori ; 

And  flic  that  has  a wooden  leg,  demonflrates 
Like  Hypocrites,  we  halt  before  the  gallows  ^ 

An  old  one  with  one  tooth,  feems  to  fay  to  us. 

Sweets  meats  have  fowr  fauce  \ fhe  that’s  full  of  aches, 
Crum  not  your  Bread  before  you  tafte  your  Porridge, 

And  many  morals  we  may  find. 

I’Tis  well.  Sir, 

Ye  make  fo  worthy  ufes ; but  quid  igitwr, 

What  fhalJ  we  now  determine  ? 

Hyl.  Let’s  confider 

An  hour  or  two  how  I may  fit  this  fellow. 

Sam.  Let’s  find  him  firft,  he’ll  quickly  give  occafion,  • 
But  take  heed  to  your  feif,  and  fay  1 warn’d  ye  •, 

He  has  ^laguey  pate. 

Hyl.  That  at  my  danger.  X_Exemt. 

SCENE  v;  • ! ..v. 

. ! • r 

Eiater  Saylers  finging  to  them,  Michael,  and  Francis.  , 

Sayl.  Aboard,  aboard,  the  wind  Hands  fair. 

Mich.1  Thefe  callfor  Paflengers,  I’ll  flay  and  fee 
What  men  they  take  aboard. 

Fr4j7;r>  ABoat,  aBoat,  a Boat. 

Away  then.  . ..  o..  - ;:!i  t 

Fran.  Whither  arc  ye  bound.  Friends  ! 

Sayl.  Down  to  the  Straits. 

Aftch.  Ha!  ’tis  not  much  unlike  him  i .’ 

Fran.  May  I have  paflage  for  my  money  i 

Sayl.  And  welcome  too.  ‘ v 

Mkh.  ’Tishe,  I know ’tis  he  now. 

Then  merrily  aboard,  and  noble  friend,  ‘ 
Heavens  goodnefs  keep  thee  ever,  and  all  vertue  ‘ . j 

, Dwell  inthybofome,  Cellide,  my  lafltears  ,;i  o:.’. 

, I leave  behind  me  thus,  a facrifice,  ’ 

I For  I dare  flay  no  longer  to  betray  ye.  ' 

j Mch.  Be  not  fo  quick^  Sir , Saylers  I here  charge  ye 
By  virtue  of  this  Warrant,  as  you  willanfwer  it,-  rr'-  > 

! For  both  your  Ship  and  Merchant  I know  perfedly,  ' " 


Thomas.  40 1 

Lay  hold  upon  this  fellow. 

Fran.  FclIow  ? 

Mich.  I,  Sir. 

Sayl.  No  hand  to  Sword,  Sir,  wc  fliall  mafler  yc. 

Fetch  out  the  manacles. 

Fran.  I do  obey  yc  , 

But  I befecch  you.  Sir,  Inform  me  truly 
How  lam  guilty^ 

Mtch.  You  have  rob’d  a Gentleman, 

One  that  you  arc  bound  to  for  your  life  and  being  *, 

Money  and  horfe  unjullly  yc  took  from  him,  (man. 

And  fomething  of  more  note,  but for  y’arca  Gcntle- 

Fra.  It  fliall  be  fo,  and  here  I’ll  end  all  mifcrics. 

Since  fi  iendfliip  is  fo  cruel,  I confefs  it. 

And  which  is  more,  a hundred  of  thefe  robberies : 

This  Ring  I Hole  too  from  him,  and  this  Jewel, 

The  firfl  and  lafl  of  all  my  wealthy  forgive  me 
My  innocence  and  truth,  for  faying  I flole’em, 

And  may  they  prove  of  value  but  to  recompence 
The  thoufandth  part  of  his  love,  and  bread  I have  eaten  j 
’Pray  fee  ’em  render’d  noble  Sir,  and  fo 
1 yield  me  to  your  power. 

Mich.  Guard  him  to  th’  water, 

I charge  you,  Saylers;  there  I will  receive  him. 

And  back  convey  him  to  a Juftice. 

Sayl.  Come,  Sir, 

Look  to  your  neck,  you  are  like  to  fail  i’th  air  now. 

^Exeunt, 

SCENE  VI. 

Thomas,  Dorothy,  and  ejhtaid. 

Thom.  Come  quickly,  quickly,  paint  me  handfomely, 
Take  heed  my  nofe  be  not  in  grain  too  j 
Come  Doll,  Doll,  difen  me. 

Dor.  If  you  fhould  play  now 
Your  Devils  parts  again. 

Thom.  Yea  and  nay,  Dorothy. 

Dor.  If  ye  do  any  thing,  but  that  ye  have  fworn  to. 
Which  only  is  accefs. 

Thom.  As  I am  a Gentleman  *, 

Out  with  this  hair,  Doll,  handfomely. 

Dor.  You  have  your  Breeches  ? ' (ticklifh, 

Thom.  I prithee  away,  thou  know’ll  I am  monflrous 
What,  dofl  thou  think  I love  to  blafl  my  Buttocks? 

Dor.  i’ll  plague  ye  for  this  Roguery,  for  I know  well 
What  ye  intend.  Sir. 

Thom.  On  with  my  muffler. 

Dor.  Ye  are  a fweet  Lady ; come,  let’s  fee  you  coiirtefie ; 
What,  broke  i’th  bum  ? hold  upyour  head. 

Thom.  Plague  on’ t, 

I fhall  bepifs  my  Breeches  if  I cowr  thus, 

Come,  1 am  ready.  ( 

Maid.  At  all  points  as  like,  Sir, 

As  if  you  were  my  Miflrefs. 

■ Dor.  Who  goes  with  ye  ? 

Thom.  None  but  my  fortune,  and  my  felf.  \_Exlt  Tho. 
Dor.  ’Blefs  ye: 

Now  run  for  thy  life,  and  get  before  him. 

Take  the  by-way,  and  tell  my  Coufin  iJMary 
In  what  fhape  he  intends  to  come  to  cozen  her  ^ 

I’ll  follow  at  thy  heels  my  felf,  fly  Wench. 

Maid,  ril  do  it.  FE^rlf. 

Enter  Sebaflian,  and  Thomas. 

Dor.  My  Father  has  met  him  this  goes  excellent. 

And  I’ll  away  in  time ; look  to  your  Skin,  Thomas.  Z.Exit. 

Seb.  What,  are  you  grown  fo  corn  fed.  Goody 
You  will  not  know  your  Father?  what  vagaries 
Have  you  in  hand.?  what  gut-leaps,  durty  heels, 

That  at  thefe  hours  of  night  ye  mull  be  gadding. 

And  through  the  Orchard  take  your  private  paflage  ? 

What,  is  the  breeze  in  your  Breech  ? or  has  your  Brother 
Appointed.youanhourof  meditation 

F ff  2 How 
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I How  to  demean  liimiclf  get  ye  to  bed,  drab, 
^Orrilfocrab  your  Shoulders  i ye  demure  Slut, 

Ye  civil  dilh  of  fliced  Beef,  get  ye  in. 

Them.  I wi’  not,  that  I wi’  not. 

I Srb.  Is’tev’nlb,  Dame? 

Have  at  ye  with  a night  Spell  then, 
j Thom.  ’Pray  hold,  Sir. 

I Seb.  St.  G’twvf,  St.  George^  our  Ladies  Knight, 
j He  walks  by  day,  fo  does  he  by  night, 

■ .And  when  he  had  her  found, 

I He  her  beat,  and  her  bound, 

' Until  to  him  her  troth  flie  plight, 

j She  would  not  flir  from  him  that  night. 

1 Thom.  Then  have  at  ye  with  a Counter  Spell, 

I From  Elves,  Hobs,  and  Fayries,  that  trouble  our  Dayries, 

! From  Fire-Drakes  and  Fiends,  and  fuch  as  the  Devil  fends, 

1 Defend  us  good  Heaven. 
i 

; Enter  Launcelot. 

I Lajpi.  Blefs  me  mailer  •,  look  up,  Sir, I befeech  ye’ 

Up  with  your  eyes  to  heaven. 

Seb.  Up  with  yournofe,  Sir, 

; I do  not  bleed,  ’twas  a found  knock  (he  gave  me, 

} A plaguey  mankind  Girl,  how  my  brains  totters.? 

Well,  go  thy  ways,  thou  haft  gotone  thoufand  pound  more 
Uhth  this  dog  trick. 

Mine  own  truefpirit  in  her  too. 

La;in.  In  her  ? alas  Sir, 

Alas  poor  Gentlewomen,  file  a hand  fo  heavy. 

To  knock  ye  like  a Calf  down,  or  fo  brave  a courage 
To  beat  her  father  ? if  you  could  believe.  Sir  • (Devil  ? 
Seb.  Who  would’!!  thou  make  me  believe  it  was,  < he 
One  that  fpitsfire  as  fall  as  he  fometimes.  Sir, 

And  changes  lhapes  as  often  •,  your  Son  Thomas  •, 

Never  wonder,  if  it  be  not  he,  ftraight  hang  me. 

Seb.  He  ? if  it  be  fo. 

I’ll  put  thee  in  my  Will,  and  there’s  an  end  on’t. 

Laun.  I faw  his  legs,  h’as  Boots  on  like  a Player, 

■ Under  his  wenches  cloaths,  ’tishe,  ^t'lsThomas 

j In  his  own  Sifters  Cloaths,  Sir,  and  I can  waft  him. 

Seb.  No  more  words  then,we’ll  watch  him,  thou’lt  not  be- 
How  heartily  glad  I am.  (lieve  Lannce, 

I Laun.  May  ye  be  gladder, 

' But  not  this  way.  Sir. 

i Seb.  No  more  words,  but  watch  him.  J[^Exemt. 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Mary,  Dorothy,  and  zJMaid, 

; Mary.  When  comes  he  ? 

: Dor.  Prefently. 

Mary.  Then  get  you  up,  Doll, 

Away,  I’ll  ftraight  come  to  you:  is  all  ready? 

Matd.  All. 

Mary.  Let  the  light  Hand  far  enough. 

Maid.  ’Tis  placed  fo. 

Mary.  Stay  you  to  entertain  him  to  his  chamber. 

But  keep  clofe.  Wench,  hcflyesatall. 

Matd.  I warrant  ye. 

i Mar'j.  You  need  no  more  inftruflion  ? 
j Matd.  Iamperfe<ft.  \_Exemt. 

\ SCENE  VIII. 

Valentine,  Thomas. 

Tho.  More  Hops  yet  ? furc  the  fiend’s  my  ghoftly  father, 
Old  f'ale^ine  , what  wind’s  in  hispoop  ? 

Fal  Lady, 

You  are  mef  moft  happily  O gentle  Doii, 

Y - i.Ti'.ir  .w  domeancfpecial  favour. 

" 0.  Vv^hat  is  it,  mzilev  Valentine  1 I am  forely  troubled 
a fait  r . cum  fain  i’ my  gums. 

I’ll  tv, I yc,  ' 

'■ ' I let  it  move  you  equally  •,  my  bleft  Miftrcls, 


Upon  a flight  occafion  taking  anger, 

Tookalfo  (to  undo  me)  your  Aunts  Nunnery, 

From  whence  by  my  perfwafion  to  redeem  her. 

Will  be  impoflible ; nor  have  I liberty 
To  come  and  vifit  her  -,  my  good,  good  Dorothy, 

You  are  moft  powerful  with  her,  and  your  Aunt  too, 

And  haveaccefs  at  all  hours  liberally, 

Speak  now  or  never  for  me. 

Thom.  In  a Nunnery  ? 

That  courfe  muft  not  be  fullered,  Matter  Valentine, 

Her  Mother  never  knew  it ; rare  Iport  for  me ; 

Sport  upon  fport,  by  th*  break  of  day  I’ll  meet  ye, 

And  fear  not,  Man,  we’ll  have  her  out  I warrant  yc, 

I cannot  ftay  now. 

Val.  You  will  not  break? 

Thom.  By  no  means. 

Good  night. 

Val.  Goodnight  kind MiftrefsDff//. 

Thom.Thh  thrives  well. 

Every  one  takes  me  for  my  Sifter,  excellent  ^ 

This  Nunnery’s  fain  fo  pat  too,  to  my  figure. 

Where  there  be  handfome  wenches,  and  they  lhall  know  it, 
If  once  I creep  in,  ere  they  get  me  out  again; 

Stay,  here’s  the  houfe,  and  one  of  her  Maids. 

Enter  ^J^aid. 

Maid.  Who’s  there  ? 

0 Miltrefs  Dorothy ! you  are  a ftranger. 

Thom.  Still  Miltreis  this  geer  will  cotton. 

Maid.  Will  you  walk  in,  Forfooth? 

Thom.  Where  is  yourMiftrefs? 

Maid,  Not  very  well ; Ihe’s  gone  to  bed,  I am  glad 
You  arc  come  fo  fit  to  comfort  her. 

Thom.  Yes,  I’ll  comfort  her. 

Maid.  ’Pray  make  not  much  noife,  forlheislureaflccp, 
You  know  your  fide,  creep  foftly  in,  your  company 
Will  warm  her  well. 

Thom.  I warrant  thee  I’ll  warm  her. 

Maid.  Your  Brother  has  been  here,  the  ftrangeft  fellow. 
Thom.  A very  Rogue,  a rank  Rogue. 

Maid.  I’ll  conduft  ye 

Even  to  her  Chamber-door,  and  there  commit  ye.  \Exemt, 
SCENE  IX. 

Enter  Michael,  Francis,  and  Officers. 

tMich.  Come  Sir,  for  this  night  I fhall  entertain  ye. 
And  like  a Gentleman,  howe’r  your  fortune 
Hath  call  ye  on  the  worft  part. 

Fran.  How  you  pleafe,  Sir, 

1 am  refolv’d,  nor  can  a joy  or  milery 
Much  move  me  now. 

Mich.  I am  angry  with  my  felf  now 
For  putting  this  forc’d  way  upon  his  patience. 

Yet  any  other  courfe  had  been  tooflender ; 

Yet  what  to  think  I know  not,  for  moft  liberally 

He  hath  confefs’d  ftrange  wrongs,  which  if  they  prove  fb. 

How  c’r  the  others  long  love  may  forget  all. 

Yet  ’twas  moft  fit  he  ftiould  come  back,  and  this  way. 

Drink  that and  now  to  my  care  leave  your  Prilbner, 

I’ll  be  his  guard  for  this  night. 

Officers.  Good  night  to  yourWorlhip. 

Mich.  Goodnight,  my  honeft  friends  ^ come.  Sir,  I hope 
There  fhall  be  no  fuch  caufe  of  fuch  a ladneft 
As  you  put  on. 

Fran.  ’Faith,  Sir,  my  reft  is  up, 

And  what  I now  pull  fhall  no  more  afflift  me 
Than  if  I plaid  at  fpan-Counter,  nor  is  my  face 
The  map  of  any  thinglfeem  to  fuller. 

Lighter  affe(fl;ions  feldom  dwell  in  me.  Sir. 

Mtch.  A conftant  Gentleman ; would  1 had  taken 
A Fcaver  when  I took  this  harlh.  way  to  difturb  him. 

Come,  'walk  with  me.  Sir,  ere  to  mcarrow  night 
I doubt  not  but  to.fee  all  this  blown  over.  [\Exeuat. 

A^us^ 
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JHus  Qtwitus^  Scena  Trima, 

Enter  Hylas. 

HyL  r Have  dog’d  his  Sifter,  fure’twas  file, 

1 And  I hope  file  will  come  back  again  this  night  too; 
Sam  I have  loft  of  purpofe;  now  if  I can 
i With  all  the  art  1 have,  as  file  comes  back. 

But  win  a parley  for  my  broken.  Pate, 

Off  goes  her  maiden-head,  and  there’s  vindiBa. 

They  ftir  about  the  houfe,  i’ll  ftand  at  diftance. 

; E nter  Mary  W Dorothy,  a^dihett. Thomas  and  Maid. 

Dor.  Is  he  come  in  ? 

Mary.  Speak  foftly. 

He  is,  and  there  he  goes. 

Thom.  Good  night,  good  night,  Wench. 

Bed  difcevered  with  a Blackjnoore  in  it. 
Matd.  As  foftly  as  you  can.  Q£av>. 

Thom,  ril  play  the.  raoule, 

How  clofe  the  little  thief  lies  / 

Mary.  How  he  itches  ? 

Dor.  What  would  you  give  now  to  be  there,  and  I 
At  home,  tJ^all?  ' " 

Mary.  Peace  for  fliame. 

Thom.  In  what  a figure 
The  little  fool  has  pull’d  it  felf  together ! 

Anon  you  will  lye  ftraighter ; 

Ha  ! there’s  rare  circumftance 
Belongs  to  fuch  a treatife  •,  do  ye  tumble  ? 

I’ll  tumble  with  ye  ftraight,  wench : Ihe  fleepsfoundly. 

Full  little  think’ft  thou  of  thy  joy  that’s  coming, 

Thefweet,  fweetjoy,  full  little  of  the  kifles. 

But  thofe  unthought  of  things  come  ever  happieft. 

How  foft  the  Rogue  feels ! O ye  little  Villain, 

Ye  delicate  coy  Thief,  how  I lhall  thrum  ye? 

Your  fy  away,  good  fervant,  as  you  are  a Gentleman. 

Mary.  Prithee  leave  laughing. 

Thom.  Out  upon  ye,  Thomas ^ 

What  do  you  mean  to  do?  I’ll  call  the  houfe  up. 

O God,  I am  furc  ye  will  not,  fhall  not  lerve  ye, 

! For  up  ye  go  now  and  ye  were  my  father. 
cjkaid.  Your  courage  will  be  cool’d  anon. 

Thom.  If  it  do  I’ll  hang  for’t. 

Yet  rie  be  quartered  here  firft. 

Dor.  O fierce  Villain. 

Ma.  What  would  he  do  indeed,  Doll} 

Dor.  You  had  bell:  try  him. 

Tho.  ril  kifs  thee  ere  I come  to  bed,  fweet  Mary. 

Ma.  Prithee  leave  laughing. 

Dor.  O for  gentle  Nicholas. 

Tho.  And  view  that  ftormy  face  that  has  fo  thundred  me, 
Acoldnefscreptover’tnow?  by  your  leave,  candle. 

And  next  door  by  yours  too,  fo,  a pretty,  prettyj 
Shall  I now  look  upon  ye  ? by  this  light  it  moves  me. 

Ma.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  Sir.  ‘ 

I Thom.  Holy  Saints  defend  me. 

The  Devil,  Devil,  Devil,  O the  Devil. 

Ma.  Dor.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  the  Devil,  OtheDevil. 
Thom.  I am  abus’d  moftdamnedly,  moft  beaftly. 

Yet  if  itbeafhe-DeviU  butthehoufeisup, 

And  here’s  no  ftaying  longer  in  this  Callbck. 

Woman,  1 here  difclaim  thee:;  and  in  vengeance 
I’ll  marry  with  that  Devil,  but  I’ll  vex  thee. 

Ma.  By’rLady,  but  you  lhall  not,  Sir,  ITl  watch  ye. 

Tho.  Plague  o’  your  Spanilh  leather  hide : I’ll  waken  ye ; 
Devil  good  night : good  night,  good  Devil. 
nJMoor.  Oh. 

Thom.  Roar  again.  Devil,  roar  again.  [|£A:*fTho. 
CMoor.  O,  O,  Sir, 

Ma.  Open  the  doors  before  him  *,  kt  him  vanilh : 

Now,  let  him  come  again.  I’ll  ufe  him  kinder. 

i 


- 

How  now  Wench  ? 

Moor.  ’Pray  lye  here  your  felf  next,  Miftrefs, 

And  entertain  your  fweet-hcart. 

Ma.  Wliat  faid  he  to  thee? 

Moor.  I had  a foft  Bed , and  I fiept  out  all 
But  his  kind  farewel : yc  may  bake  me  now, 

For  o’  my  conlciencc,  he  has  made  me  Venifon. 

Ma.  Alas  poor  Kate  : I’ll  give  thee  a new  Petticoat. 

Dor.  And  I a Wallccoat,  wench. 

Ma.  Draw  in  the  Bed,  Maids, 

And  fee  it  made  again ; put  frclh  Ihccts  on  too, 

For  Doll  and  I •,  come  Wench,  let’s  laugh  an  hour  now. 
Tomorrow,  early,  will  we  fee  young Cf//»We, 

They  fay  Ihe  has  taken  a Sandtuary ; Love  and  they 
Are  thick  fown,  but  come  up  fo  full  of  thiftles. 

Dor.  They  muft  needs,/T/rf//,for  ’tis  a pricking  age  grown, 
Prithee  to  bed,  for  I am  monftrousflccpy. 

Mary.  A match,  but  art  not  thou  thy  Brother? 

Dor.  I would  I were,  Wench, 

You  fiiould  hear  further. 

CMa.  Come,  no  more  of  that,  Doll.  \JExennt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Hylas,  and  Thomas. 

Hyl.  I heard  the  doors  clap;  now,and’t  be  thy  will,wench. 
By  tn’  Mafs  fhe  comes ; you  are  furely  met  fair  Gentlewo- 
I take  it,  Miftrefs  Do// Daughter.  (man, 

Thom.  I take  right.  Sir  ^ Hylas y are  you  ferretting  ? 

I’ll  fit  you  with  a penny-worth  prefently.  (guarded .? 
Hyl.  How  dare  you  walk  fo  late , fweet , fo  weak 
Thom.  ’Faith  Sir,  I do  no  harm,  nor  none  I look  for. 

Yet  I am  glad  I have  metfo  good  a Gentleman, 

Againft  all  chances ; for  though  I never  knew  ye, 

Yet  I have  heard  much  good  fpoke  of  ye, 

Hyl.  Hark  ye. 

What  if  a man  Ihould  kils  ye  ? 

Thom.  That’s  no  harm,  Sir^ 

’Pray  God.  he  ’fcapes  my  Beard,  there  lies  the  mifehief. 

Hyl.  Her  lips  are  monftrous  rugged,  but  that  fiirely 
Is  but  the  lharpnefs  of  the  weather,  hark  ye  once  once  more. 
And  in  your  ear,  fweet  Miftrefs,  for  ye  are  Ib, 

And  ever  lhall  be  from  this  hour : I have  vow’d  it. 

Enter  Sebaftian,  and  Launcelot. 

Seb.  Why,  that’s  my  daughter.  Rogue,  doft  thou  not  fee 
Killing  that  fell  ow  there,  there  in  that  corner  ? (her 
Laim.  Killing  ? 

Seb.  Now,  now,  now  they  agree  o’th’ match  too, 

Thom.  Nay  then  you  love  me  not. 

Hyl.  By  this  white  hand,  Doll. 

Thom.  I muftconfefsl  havelong  defir’d  your  light.  Sir. 
Lann.  Why,  there’s  the  Boots  ftill,  Sir.  ' 

Seb.  Hang  Boots,  Sir, 

Why,  they’ll  wear  Breeches  too. 

Thom.  Dilhoneft  me  ? 

Not  for  the  World. 

Seb.  Why,  now  they  kifs  again,  there 
I knew  ’twas  Ihe,  and  that  her  crafty  Healing 
Out  the  back  way  muft  needs  have  fuch  a*  meanings 
Lann.  lamatmyfmall  wits  ends.  > 

Thom.  If  ye  mean  honourably. 

Laun.  Did  Ihe  nc’r  beat  ye  before.  Sir  ? 

Seb.  Why  doft  thou  follow  me  ? 

Thou  Rafcal,  Slave,  haft  thou  not  twice  abus’d  rrie  ? 

Haft  thou  not  Ipoil’d  the  Boy  ? by  thine  own  Covenant, 
Wpuldft  thou  not  now  be  hang’d  ? 

Lam.  I think  I would.  Sir, 

But  yon  are  fo  impatient;  does  not  this  Ihew,  Sir,- 
(1  do  befeech  ye  fpeak,  and  fpeak  with  judgment, 

And  let  the  cafe  be  equally  confider’d) 

Far  braver  in  your  Daughter  in  a Son  now, 

’Tis  nothing,  of  no  mark  *,  every  man  does  it,- 

But  to  beget  a Daughter,  a man  maiden,  i 

‘ That  ^ 

, • - ■ , > 
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j I naC  reaches  at  tikie  hij;h  exploits,  is  admirable ; 
i Nay,  Ihe  goes  far  beyond  him-,  for  when  cl  mil:  he, 

! Blit  when  he  was  diimk,  do  any  thing  to  fpeak  of.? 

TW\s  IS  Seb.tjh.vi  truly. 

I Scb.  Thou  fayell  right,  L luncc, 
i And  there's  my  hand  once  more. 

Thotti.  Not  without  Marriage. 

Sch.  Didlt  thou  hear  that  ? 

L i.'i  i.  I think  fne  (poke  of  Marriage. 

Scb.  And  he  lliall  marry  her,  for  it  feems  flic  likes  him, 
And  their  hill;  Boy  fliall  be  my  heir. 

1,  marry, 

Now  ye  go  right  to  work. 

Them.  Fye,  fie,  Sir, 

Now  I have  promis'd  ye  this  night  to  marry, 

W’ould  ye  be  Ib  intemperate  > are  ye  a Gentleman  ? 

Hyl.  I have  no  maw  to  marriage,  yet  this  Rafcal 
Tempts  me  e.xtreamly : will  ye  marry  prefently  ? 

Thom.  Get  you  afore,  and  (lay  me  at  the  Chapel, 

Clofe  by  the  Nunnery,  there  you  (hall  find  a night  Priefi-, 
Little  Sir  andfhe  can  fay  the  Matrimony 
Over  without  Book,  for  we  mufl:  have  no  company. 

Nor  light,  for  fear  my  Father  know,  which  mufb  not  yet  be  j 
And  then  to  morrow  night. 

Hyl.  Nothing  to  night,  Sweet? 

Thom.  No,  not  a bit,  I am  Lent  of  bufinefs. 

About  my  dowry,  Sweet,  do  notfpoil  all  now, 

’Tis  of  much  halle  : I can  fcarce  fiay  the  marriage, 

Now  if  you  love  me,  get  you  gone. 

Hyl.  You’ll  follow? 

Thom.  Within  this  hour,  my  fweet  Chick. 

Hyl.  Kifs. 

Thom.  A Rope  kifs  ye. 

Come,  come,  1 hand  o’  thorns. 

Hyl.  Methinks  her  mouth  Hill 
Is  monftrous  rough,  but  they  have  ways  to  mend  it, 

Farewel. 

Thom.  Farewel,  I’ll  fit  ye  with  a wife.  Sir. 

Seb.  Come,  follow  clofe.  I’ll  fee  the  end  Ihe  aims  at, 

And  if  he  be  a handfome  fellow,  Launcelot, 

FiAty  ’tis  done,  and  all  my  ’ftatc  is  fetled.  \Exmnt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Abbefs^  Cellide,  andT^nns. 

Ab.  Come  to  your  Mattins  Maids-,  thele  early  hours 
My  gentle  Daughter,  will  difturb  a while 
Your  fair  eyes,  nurtur’d  in  eafe. 

Cel.  No,  vertuous  Mother, 

’Tis  for  my  holy  health,  topurchafe  which. 

They  fhall  forget  the  Child  of  cafe,  fo ft  Humber s. 

O my  affli(fted  heart,  how  thou  art  tortur’d ! 

And  Love,  how  like  a Tyrant  thou  reign’ll  in  me,  • . 
Commanding  and  forbidding  at  one  inltant  ^ 

Wliy  came  1 hither,  that  defire  to  have 
Only  all  liberty  to  make  me  happy  ? 

Wh/did’llthou  bring  that  young  man  home,  O Valentine., 
That  vertuous  Youth  ^ why  didft  thou  fpeak  his  goodnefs 
In  fuch  a phrafe,  as  if  all  tongues,  all  praifes 
Weremade  foi  him  ? O iond  and  ignorant ! 

U'hy  didft  thou  foltcr  my  affeeftion 
Till  it  grew  up  to  know  no  other  Father, 

And  then  betray  it? 

Ab.  Can  yefing? 

Cel.  Yes,  Mother, 

My  fbrrows  only. 

Ab.  Be  gone,  and  to  the  Quire  then.  {Exeunt. 

{M/iJick^fingin^ . 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  M'lchacl  and  Servant.,  and  Francis.  " 

Mich.  Haft  thou  enquir’d  him  out  ? 

I Serv.  Flo’s  not  at  home.  Sir, 
i His  Sifter  thin  ':s  he’s  gone  to  th’  Nunnery. 


Mich,  isfloft  likely ; I’ll  away,  an  hour  hence,  Sirrah, 
Come  you  along  with  this  young  Gentleman, 

Do  him  all  fcrvice,  and  fair  office. 

Serv.  Yes  Sir.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Hylas,  and  Sam. 

Sitm.  Where  haft  thou  been,  man  ? 

Hyl.  Is  there  ne’r  a fliop  open  ? 

I’ll  give  thee  a pair  of  Gloves,  Sam. 

Sam.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Hyl.  What  doft  thou  think  ? 

Sam.  Thou  art  not  married  ? 

Hyl.  By  th’mafs  but  lam,  all  to  be  married, 

I am  i’th’  order  now,  Sam. 

Sam.  To  whom  prithee  ? 

I thought  there  was  fome  fuch  trick  in’t,  you  ftole  from  me 
But  who,  for  Heavens  fake  ? ^ 

Hyl.  Ev’n  the  fweeteft  woman, 

The  rareft  Woman,  Samuel.,  and  the  luftieft. 

But  wondrous  honeft,  honeft  as  the  ice.  Boy, 

Not  a bit  before  hand,  for  my  life.  Sirrah, 

And  of  a lufty  kindred. 

Sam.  But  who,  Hylas?  • (again, 

Hyl.  The  young  Gentleman  and  I are  like  to  be  friends 
The  fates  will  have  it  fo. 

Sam.  Who,  Thomas'? 

Hyl.  All  wrongs  forgot. 

Sam.  O now  I fmell  ye,  Hylas ; 

Does  he  know  of  it  ? 

Hyl.  No,  there’s  the  trick  I owe  him  i 
’Tis  done.  Boy,  we  are  fall ’faith,  my  Youth  now 
Shall  know  I am  aforehand,  for  his  qualities. 

Sam.  Is  there  no  trick  in’t  ? 

Hyl.  None,  but  up  and  ride.  Boy.- 
I have  made  no  Joynture  neither,  there  I have  paid  him; 
Sam.  She’s  a brave  wench. 

Hyl.  She  fhall  be  as  I’ll  ufe  her. 

And  if  file  anger  me,  allhisabufes 
; di  clap  upon  her  Caffock. 

Sam.  Take  heed,  Hylas. 

Hyl.  ’Tis  pa  ft  that,5^w,  come,  I muft  meet  her  prefently. 
And  now  fhalt  fee  me  a moft  glorious  Husband. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  Doxothy,  Mary,  Valentine. 

Dor.  In  troth.  Sir,  you  never  fpoke  to  me. 

F al.  Can  ye  forget  me  ? 

Dill  not  you  promife  all  your  help  and  cunning 
In  my  behalf,  but  for  one  hour  to  fee  her. 

Did  you  notfwearit?  by  this  hand,  noftriiflnefs 
Nor  rulj  this  houle  holds,  fhall  by  me  be  broken. 

Dor.  I faw  ye  not  thefe  two  days. 

V 4.  Do  not  wrong  me, 

I met  ye,  by  my  life,  juft  as  you  entred 
This  gentle  Ladies  Lodge,  laft  night,  thusfuited 
About  eleven  a clock. 

Dor.  ’Tis  true,  I was  there. 

But  that  I law  or  Ipoke  to  you. 

Mar.  I have  found  it, 

Y our  Brother  Thomas,  Doll. 

Dor.  Pray  Sir,  be  fatisfi’d. 

And  wherein  I can  do  you  good,  command  me. 

What  a mad  fool  is  this?  ftay  here  a while.  Sir, 

W hilft  we  walk  in,  and  make  your  peace.  {Exit. 

Enter  cyFbbefs. 

V 4.  I thank  ye.  {Squeak.^  within. 

Ab.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  there  among  thefe  maids  ? 
Now  benedicite,  have^'ye  got  the  breeze  there  ? 

Give  me  my  holy  fprinkle. 


Enter  j 
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Enter  Z Nuns. 


I AT/w.O  Madam,  tlierc’saftrangethinglikcaGentlewo- 
Likc  Miltrefs  Dorothy^  1 think  the  fiend  (man, 

Crept  into  th’  Nunnery  we  know  not  which  way, 

Plays  revel  rout  among  us. 
y4b.  Give  me  my  holy  water-pot. 

1 Nun.  Here,  Madam. 

ylh.  Spirit  of  earth  or  air,  I do  conjure  thee,  C Scjueak^ 
Of  water  or  of  fire.  Ivftthin. 

1 Nun.  Hark  Madam,  hark.  • 

Ab.  Be  thou  Ghofl  that  cannot  reft , 

Or  a fhadow  of  the  bleft, 

Be  thou  black,  or  white,  or  green. 

Be  thou  heard,  or  to  be  feen. 

Enter  Thomas  and  Cellide. 

2 Nun.  It  comes,  it  comes. 

Cell.  What  are  ye  ? fpeak,  Ipeak  gently, 

And  next,  what  would  ye  with  me? 

Tho.  Any  thing  you’l  let  me. 

Cell.  You  are  no  Woman  certain. 

Tho.  Nor  you  no  Nun,  nor  lhall  not  be. 

Cell.  What  make  ye  here  ? 

Tho.  I am  a holy  Fryer. 

Ah.  Is  this  the  Spirit? 

Tho.  Nothing  but  fpirit  Aunt. 
ey4b.  Now  out  upon  thee. 

Tho.  Peace,  or  Pie  conjure  too,  Aunt. 

<>y4b.  Why  come  you  thus  ? 

Tho.  That’s  all  one,  here’s  my  purpofe: 

Out  with  this  Nun,  fhe  is  too  handfome  for  ye. 

Tie  tell  thee,  Aunt,  and  I fpeak  it  with  tears  to  thee. 

If  thou  kcepft  her  here,  as  yet  I hope  thou  art  wifer, 

Mark  but  the  mifehief  follows. 

Ab.  She  is  a Votrefs. 

Tho.  Let  her  be  what  Ihe  will,  Ihe  will  undo  thee, 

Let  her  but  one  hour  out,  as  I direft  ye. 

Or  have  among  your  Nuns  again. 

Ab.  You  have  no  project 
But  fair  and  honeft  ? 

Tho.  As  thine  eyes,  fweet  Abbsfs. 
tAh.  I will  be  rul’d  then. 

Tho.  Thus  then  and  perfwadc  her, 

But  do  not  juggle  with  me,  if  ye  do  Aunt. 

Ah.  I muft  be  there  my  felf. 

Tho.  Away  and  fit  her. 

Ab.  Come  Daughter,  you  muft  now  be  rul’d,  or  never. 
Cell.  I muft  obey  your  will. 

Ab.  That’s  my  good  Daughter.  {_Exeimt. 

SCENE  VII. 

' Enter  Dorothy,  and  Mary. 

^ Ma.  What  acoyle  has  this  fellow  kept  i’th’ Nunnery, 
Sure  he  has  run  the  A)bej's  out  of  her  wits, 
j Do.  Out  of  the  Nunnery  I think,  for  we  can  neither  fee  her, 
Nor  the  young  Collide. 

Ma.  Pray  Heavens  he  be  not  teafing.  (ftrudtures. 

I Dor.  Nay  you  may  thank  your  felf,  ’twas  your  own 

i 

Enter  Hylas,  and  Sam. 

' i ' 'v. 

I Sam.  Why  there’s  the  Gentlewoman. 

Hyl.  Mafs ’tis  Ihe  indeed  •, 

! How  fmart  the  pretty  Thief  looks  ? ’morrow  Miftrefs.  ^ 
j Dor.  Good  morrow  to  you.  Sir.  . • 

j Sam.  How  ftrange  Ihe  bears  it  ? 

■ Hyl.  Maids  muft  do  fo,  at  firft. 

; Dor.  Would  ye  ought  with  us,  Gcntkmen  ? 

; Hyl.  Yes  marry  would  I, 


A little  with  your  Ladylhip. 

Dor.  Your  will,  Sir. 

Hyl.  Doll,  I would  have  ye  prcfently  prepare  your  fell 
And  thofe  things  you  would  have  with  you, 

For  my  houfc  is  ready. 

Dor.  How,  Sir  ? 

Hyl.  And  this  night  not  to  fail,  you  muft  come  to  me. 

My  friends  will  all  bctherctoo;  for  Trunks,  and  tholctliiiigs, 
And  houfhold-ftufT,  and  cloaths  you  would  have  carried. 

To  morrow,  or  the  next  day,  I’letakc  order  ; 

Only  what  mony  you  have,  bring  away  with  ye. 

And  Jewels. 

Dor.  Jewels,  Sir? 

Hyl.  I,  for  adornment. 

There’s  a bed  up,  to  play  the  game  in,  Dorothy : 

And  now  come  kifs  me  heartily. 

Dor.  Who  are  you  ? 

Hyl.  This  Lady  lhall  be  welcome  too. 

Ma.  To  what.  Sir? 

Hyl.  Your  neighbour  can  refolve  ye. 

Dor.  The  man’s  foolilh, 

Sir,  you  look  foberlyt  who  is  this  fellow, 

And  where’s  his  bulinefs  ? 

Sam.  By  Heaven,  thou  art  abus’d  ftill. 
i^'/.Itmay  befo  ;Come,ye  may  fpeak  now  boldly, 

There’s  none  but  friends.  Wench. 

Dor.  Came  ye  out  of  Bedlam  ? 

Alas,  ’tis  ill.  Sir,  thatye  fufler  him 
To  walk  in  th’  open  Air  thus;  ’twill  undo  him. 

A pretty  handfome  Gentleman  .•  great  pity. 

Sam.  Let  me  not  live  more  if  thou  be’ft  not  cozen’d. 

Hyl.  Are  not  you  my  Wife  ? did  not  I marry  you  laft  night 
At  S*^  Michaels  Chapel  ? 

Dor.  Did  not  I fay  he  was  mad  ? 

Hyl.  Are  not  you  Miftrefs  Dorothy,  Thomath  Sifter? 

Mar.  There  he  Ipeaks  fence,  but  Tie  alfure  ye.  Gentleman, 

I think  no  Wife  of  yours : at  what  hour  was  it  ? 

Hyl.  ’S  pretiousi  you’l  make  me  mad  •,  did  not  the  Prieft, 
Sir  Hugh,  that  you  appointed,  about  twelve  a Clock 
Tye  our  hands  fall  ? did  not  you  fwear  you  lov’d  me  ? 

Did  not  I court  ye,  coming  from  this  Gentlewomans  f 
nJMa.  Good  Sir,  gofleep.'  for  if!  credit  have. 

She  was  in  my  arms  then,  abed. 

Sam.  I told  ye. 

Hyl.  Be  not  fo  confident. 

Dor.  By  th’  mafs,  Ihe  muft,  Sir  ^ 

For  Tie  no  Husband  here,  before  I know  him : 

And  fo  good  morrow  to  ye : Come,  let’s  go  feek  ’em. 

Sam.  I told  ye  what  ye  had  done. 

Hyl.  Is  the  Devil  ftirring  ? 

Well,  go  with  me  ^ for  now  I will  be  married.  {^E.xeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Michael,  Valentine,  andhWQQ, 

Mich.  I have  brought  him  back  again. 

V'al.  You  have  done  a friendlhip, 

Worthy  the  love  you  bear  me. 

<iAItch.  Would  he  had  fo  too. 

Val.  O he’s  a worthy  young  man. 

Mich.  When  all’s  try’d, 

I fear  you’ll  change  your  faith  .•  bring  in  the  Gentleman. 

Enter  Francis,  Servant.,  <Abbefs,  and  Cellide,  feverally. 

Fal.  My  happy  Miftrefs  too ! now  Fortune  help  me. 
And  all  you  Stars  that  govern  chaft  defires 
Shine  fair,  and  lovely. 

zAb.  But  one  hour,  dear  Daughter, 

To  hear  your  Guardian,  what  he  can  deliver 
In  Loves  defence,  and  his : and  then  your  pleafure. 

Cell.  Though  much  unwilling,  you  have  made  me  yield. 
More  for  his  fake  I fee : how  full  oflbrrow 
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Sweet  catching  forrovv,  he  appears?  O love, 

That  thou  but  kncw'lt  to  heal,  as  well  as  hurt  us. 

(JlJuh.  Be  rul’d  by  me : 1 fee  her  eye  fait  on  him ; 

And  what  ye  heard,  believe,  for  ’tis  fo  Certain 
; He  neither  dat’d,  nor  mull  oppofe  my  evidence  ^ 

' And  be  you  wife,  young  Lady,  and  believe  too, 
j This  man  you  love.  Sir.? 

As  1 love  my  foul,  Sir. 

fjllh  h.  This  man  you  put  into  a free  ponciTion 
Of  what  his  wants  could  ask .-  or  your  fclf  render  ? 
r.tl.  And  iliall  do  flill. 
tJIfich.  Nothing  was  barr’d  hislibeity 
But  this  fair  Maid  •,  that  friendiliip  iirft  was  broken, 

And  you,  and  Ihe  abus’d next,  (to  my  forrow’ 

So  fair  a form  ihould  hide  fo  dark  intentions) 

He  hath  himfelf  confefs’d  (my  purpofe  being 
Only  to  flop  his  journey,  by  that  policy 
Of  laying  Felony  to  his  charge,  to  fright  the  Sailers) 
Divers  abufes  done.  Thefts  often  practis’d, 

I Monyes,  and  Jewels  too,  and  thole  no  trifles, 
t Ceil.  O where  have  1 beltrew’d  my  faith  ! in  neither ! 
Let’s  in  for  ever  now,  there  is  vcrtuc. 

zJlJich.  Nay  do  not  wonder  at  it,  he  lhall  fay  it ; 

Arc  ye  not  guilty  thus? 

Fran.  Yes:  O my  Fortune! 

tJlfich.  To  give  a proof  I fpeak  not  envioufly. 

Look  here  •,  do  you  know  thefe  Jewels  ? 

Cell.  In,  good  Mother. 

Thomas,  Dorothy,  ^wiMary;  Sebaftian, 
a>?a  Launcclot. 

Fal.  Thefe  Jewels  1 have  known. 

Dor.  You  have  made  brave  fport. 

Tho.  rie  make  more,  if  1 live  Wench, 

Nay  do  not  look  on  me  *,  I care  not  for  ye. 

Lan.  Do  you  fee  now  plain  ? that’s  Millris  Dorothy., 

And  that’s  his  Miftris. 

S(b.  Peace,  let  my  joy  work  eafily, 

Ha,  boy!  art  there  my  boy  ? mine  own  boy.  Tow,  boy, 
WoTTit  Lance,  and  ftrike  a frelh  piece  of  Wine,  the  Town’s 
Fal.  Sure,  1 have  know  thefe  Jewels.  (ours. 

j4Uce.  They  are  they,  certain. 

I Fal.  Good  Heaven,  that  they  were. 

Mice.  Tie  pawn  my  life  on’t. 

And  this  is  he  *,  come  hither  Millris  Dorothy, 

And  Miftris  Mary : who  does  that  face  look  like  j 
And  view  my  Brother  well  ? 

! Dor.  In  truth  like  him. 

[ Ma.  Upon  my  troth  exceeding  like. 

Mtch.  Belhrew  me, 

; But  much,  and  main  refcmblancc,  both  of  face 
I And  lineaments  of  body ; now  Heaven  grant  it. 

I AU.  My  Brother’s  full  of  pallion,  rie  fpeak  to  him. 

■ Nov/,  asyou  ate  a Gentleman,  rcfolveme, 

; Where  did  you  get  thefe  Jewels? 

! Fran.  Now  rie  tell  ye, 

! Ekeaufe  blind  fortune  yet  may  make  me  happy, 

I Of  whom  1 had  ’em  1 have  never  heard  yet, 
i But  from  my  infancy,  upon  this  arm 
I 1 ever  wore  ’em. 

I Alt.  ’Tis  Francifeo,  Brother, 

By  Heaven  1 ty’d  ’em  on ; a little  more,  Sir, 

' A little,  little  more,  what  parents  have  ye  ? 

! Fra.  None, 

^ That  I know  yet : the  more  my  flubborn  fortuiK', 

But  as  1 heard  a Merchant  fay  that  bred  me. 

Who,  to  my  more  afflirflion,  dyed  a poor  man^ 

W^hen  1 reach’d  eighteen  years. 

Alt.  What  faid  that  Merchant  ? 

Fra.  He  faid,  an  infant,  in  the  Galleys, 

But  from  what  place  he  never  could  direct  me, 

I was  taken  in  a Sea-fight,  and  from  a Mariner, 

Out  of  his  manly  pity  he  redeem’d  me. 


He  told  me  of  a Nurle  that  w’aited  on  me, 

Butlhc,  poor  foul,  he  faid  was  killed. 

A Letter  too  1 had  enclos’d  within  me, 

To  one  Caftrnccio  a Venetian  Merchant, 

To  bring  me  up  .•  the  man,  when  years  allow’d  me. 

And  want  of  friends  compell’d,  I fought,  but  found  him 
Long  dead  before,  and  all  my  hopes  gone  with  him. 

The  Wars  was  my  retreat  then,  and  my  travel 
In  which  I found  this  Gentlemans  free  bounty. 

For  which  Heaven  recompenc’d  him : now  ye  Iwveall. 

r d.  And  all  the  worldly  blifs  that  Heaven  can  fend  me, 
And  all  my  prayers  and  thanks. 

Ahce.  Down  o’  your  knees.  Sir, 

For  now  you  have  found  a Father,  and  that  Father 
That  will  not  venture  ye  again  in  Galleys. 

Mtch.  ’Tis  true,  believe  her.  Sir,  and  we  all  joy  with  ye. 
F d.  My  beft  friend  ftill : my  dearell  .•  now  Heaven  blefs 
And  make  me  worthy  of  this  benefit.  (thee. 

Now  my  beft  Miftrefs. 

Cel.  Now  Sir,  I come  to  ye. 

Ab.  No,  no,  let’s  in  Wench. 

Cell.  Not  for  the  world,  now.  Mother, 

And  thus.  Sir,  all  my  fervice  I pay  to  you. 

And  all  my  love  to  him. 

Fal.  And  may  it  profper. 

Take  her  Franctfeo : now  no  more  young  C^llidon, 

And  love  her  dearly,  for  thy  Father  does  fo. 

Fran.  May  all  hate  feek  me  elfe,  and  thus  I feal  it.  ' 
Fal.  Nothing  but  mirth  now,  friends. 

Enter  Hylas  and  Sam. 

Hyl.  Nay,  I will  find  him. 

Sam.  What  do  all  thefe  here  ? 

Tho.  You  are  a trufty  Husband, 

And  a hot  lover  too. 

Hyl.  Nay  then,  good  morrow, 

No  w I perceive  the  Knavery. 

Sam.  I ftill  told  ye. 

Tho.  Stay,  or  Tie  make  ye  ftay  .*  come  hither,  Sifter, 

Fal.  Why  how  now  Miftris  Thomas  f 
Tho.  Peace  a little. 

Thou  would’ft  fain  have  a Wife  ? 

Hyl.  Not  I,  by  no  means.  {Hylas, 

Tho.  Thou  Ihalt  have  a wife,  and  a fruitful  wife,  for  I find, 
That  I fliall  never  be  able  to  bring  thee  Children. 

Seb.  A notable  brave  boy. 

Hyl.  I am  very  well,  Sir.  (a  year, 

Tho.  Thou  Ihalt  be  better,/^/<«f, thou  haft  7 hundred  pound 
And  thou  (halt  make  her  3 hundred  joynture. 

Hyl.  No. 

Tho.  Thou  Ihalt  boy,  and  Ihalt  beftow 
Two  hundred  pound  in  Cloaths,  look  on  her, 

A delicate  lufty  wench,  fhe  has  fifteen  hundred. 

And  feafible : ftrike  hands,  or  I’le  ftrike  firft. 

Dor.  You’l  let  me  like .? 

Mar.  He’s  a good  handfome  fellow, 

Play  not  the  fool. 

Tho.  Strike,  Brother  Hylas,  quickly. 

Hyl.  Ifyou  can  love  me,  well. 

Dor.  If  you  can  pleaft  me. 

Tho.  Try  that  out  foon,  I fay,  my  Brother  Hylas. 

Sam.  Take  her,  and  ufe  her  well,  fhe’sa  brave  Gentlewo- 
Hyl.  You  rauft  allow  me  another  Miftrifs.  (man. 

Dor.  Then  you  muft  allow  me  another  Servant. 

Hyl.  Well,  let’s  together  then,  a lufty  kindred. 

Seb.  Tie  give  thee  five  hundred  pound  more  for  that  word. 
Ma.  Now  Sir,  for  you  and  1 to  make  the  feaft  full. 

Tho.  No,  not  a bit,  you  are  a vertuous  Lady, 

And  love  to  live  in  contemplation. 

Ma.  Come  fool,  I am  friends  now. 

Tho.  The  fool  lhall  not  ride  ye. 

There  lye  my  Woman,  now  my  man  again. 

And  now  for  travel  once  more. 

Seb. 
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Seb.  rie  barr  that  firft. 

Ma.  And  I next. 

Tbo.  Hold  your  Iclf contented : for  I fay  I will  travel, 
And  lb  long  I will  travel,  till  I find  a Father 
That  1 never  knew,  and  a Wife  that  I never  look’d  for. 
And  a Hate  without  expectation. 

So  reft  you  merry  Gentlemen. 

You  (hall  not, 

Upon  my  faith,  I love  you  now  extreamly. 

And  now  Tie  kifs  ye. 


Tho.  This  will  not  do  it,  Miltrds. 

Why  when  we  arc  married,  wc’ldomofc. 

Seb.  There’s  all  Boy, 

The  keyes  of  all  I have,  come,  let’s  be  merry. 

For  now  I fee  thou  art  right.  , 

Tho.  Shall  we  to  Church  ftraight/ 

Tal.  Nowprefently,  and  there  with  nuptial 
The  holy  Prieft  ftiall  make  ye  happy  all. 

Tho.  Away  then,  fair  afore. 

Exeunt. 
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T O T H E 

NOBLE  HONOURER 

O F T H E 

Dead  Author’s  Works  and  Memory, 

Maher  CHARLES  Q 0 T T 0 N. 

SIR, 

MT  dtreBing  oj  this  fiece  unto  you  ^ renders  mz  obvious  to  many  ceri- 
fures^  which  1 would  willingly  frevetit  by  declaring  mine  own  and 
your  right  thereto.  Mine  was  the  fortune' to  be  made  the  unworthy 
freferver  of  it  j yours  is  the  worthy  opinion  you  have  of  the  Author  and  his 
Poems  5 neither  can  it  eafily  he  deter  mined ^ whether  your  affe&ion  to  them  hath 
made  you  (by  obferving)  more  able  to  judge  of  them^  than  your  ability  to  judge 
of  them  hath  made  you  to  affeU  them^  defervedly^  not  partially.  In  this  pre- 
fumptuous  aB  of  mine  ^ I exprefs  my  twofold  ^eal ; to  him  and  your  noble  felf 
who  have  built  him  a more  honourable  monument  in  that  fair  opinion  you 
have  of  him^  than  any  infeription  fubjeB  to  the  wearing  of  time  can  be. 
Tou  will  find  him  in  this  Poem  as  aBive  as  in  others^  to  many  of  which  ^ the 
dull  apprehenfions  of  former  times  gave  but  fender  allowance^  from  malitious 
cuftom  more  than  reafon:  yet  they  have  fince  by  your  candid  felf  and  others^ 
been  clearly  vindicated.  Ton  fioall  oblige  by  your  acceptance  of  this  achfiow- 
ledgment  (which  is  the  befi  I can  render  you^  mine  own  wea^  labours  being 
too  unworthy  your  judicious  perufalj  him  that  is  ambitious  to  be  Iptown 
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THE 


CHANCES 


A 


ED  Y 


0 


Perfbns  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Duke  of  Ferrara. 

Pctruccio,  Governour  ^>/Bolognia. 

Don  John,  ~\tn>o Spanijh  Gentlemen^  and  Come- 

Don  Frederick,  \ rades. 

• ^ ^ . _ 
Antonio,  an  old  ji out  Gentleman^  KinfmantoV^- 

truccio. 

Tkrtt  Gentlemen^  friends  to  theDuks* 

Two  Gentlemen^  friends  to  Fetruccio. 

Francifeo,  aMufician^  Antonio’s 
Peter  Vecchio,  'aTeacher  of  Latine  and  a 

7'epHted  IVizard. 


Vettt  and\  _ , 

Ajithonie,y”’^'^^^®^*^^  John  Frederick. 

A Surgeon. 

WOMEN. 

Conftancia,  Sijier  to  Petruccio,  and  Mijirifs  to  the 
Duke. . 

Gentlewoman^  Servant  to  Conftancia.  . 
old  Gentlewoman^  Landlady  to  Don  John  and  Fre- 
derick. 

Conftancia,  a whore  to  old  Antonio. 

Bawd. 


7 he  Scene  Bolognia. 


m Primus.  . Scena  Prima. 


Peter. 


c.n 

I 


Enter  2.  Serving-men.,  Peter  and  Anthony. 

WOULD  we  weie  remov’d  from  this  town, 

( Anthony, 

That  we  might  tafte  feme  quiet  *,  for  mine  own 

(pare, 

I’m  almofl:  meited  with  continual  trottingi 
After  enquiries,  dreams,  and  revelations. 

Of  whoknowswhom,  orwiicre?  ferve  wenching  foldicrs, 
That  knows  no  other  Paradife  but  Plackets : 

I’ll  ferve  a Priell  in  Lent  firll:,  and  cat  Bell  ropes. 

Ant.  Thou  art  the  froward’lt  fool 

Pet.  VWiiy,  goo'ltQmz  Anthonie^ 

Tell  me  but  this^  to  what  end  came  Vv'c  hither  ? 

Ant.  To  wait  upon  our  Mailers. 

Pet.  But  how,  Anti.ony  ? 

Anfwer  me  that ; rcfolve  me  there,  good  Anthony} 

Ant.  T 0 ferve  tneir  ufes. 

Pet.  Shew  your  ufes,  e^nthony. 

Ant.  To  be  imploy’d  in  any  thing. 

Pet.  No  Anthony, 

Not  any  thing  1 rake  it  nor  that  thing 
VVe  travel  to  difeover,  like  newiflands*, 

A fait  itch  ferve  luch  ufes*,  in  things  of  moment 


Concerning  things,  I grant  ye,  not  things  errant. 

Sweet  Ladies  things,  and  things  to  thank  the  Surgeon  ^ 

In  nofuch  thin^>,  Ivvcct  Anthony,  put  cafe- 

Ant.  Come,  come,  all  will  be  mended  *,  this  invilible  wo- 


Of  inhnite  report  forlhape  and  vertue. 

That  bred  us  all  this  trouble  to  no  purpofe. 

They  are  determin’d  now  no  more  to  think  on, 

But  fall  clofc  to  their  ftudies. 

Pet.  Was  there  ever 

Men  known  to  run  mad  with  report  before  ? 

Or  wonder  after  they  know  not  where 
To  find?  or  if  found,  how  to  enjoy?  are  mens  brains 
Made  nowadays  of  malt,  that  their  affedions 
Are  never  fober  ? but  like  drunken  People 
Founder  at  every  now  Fame  ? I do  believe  too 
That  men  in  love  arc  ever  drunk,  as  drunken  men 
Are  ever  loving. 

Ant.  Prithee  be  thoa  fober. 

And  know,  that  they  are  none  of  thofc,  not  guilty 
Of  the  leaf!  vanity  of  love,  only  a doubt 
Fame  might  too  far  report,  or  rather  flatter 
The  Graces  of  this  Woman,  made  them  curious 
To  find  the  truth,  which  lincc  they  find  fo  blocked 


(man 


And 
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And  lockt  up  tVoin  their  fearches,  they  are  novvlltlcd 
To  give  the  wonder  over. 

1 Pet.  Would  they  were fetled 
1 To  give  me  Ibnie  new  (hoos  too : for  I’ll  be  fworn 
I Thcfe  are  e’en  worn  out  to  the  realonable  fouls' 

In  their  good  worlhips  bufinefs  \ and  fome  fleep 
V\^ouId  not  do  much  amifs,  unlefs  they  mean 
To  make  a Bell  man  on  me  ; and  what  now 
Mean  they  to  ftudy,  iy^»thony,  moral  Philofophy 
After  their  mar-all  women  ? 

Ant.  Mara  fools  head. 

Pet.  ’Twill  mar  two  fools  heads  and  they  take  not  heed, 
Befides  the  Giblets  to ’em. 

Ant.  Will  you  walk.  Sir, 

And  talk  more  out'of  hearing  ? your  fools  head 
May  chance  to  find  a wooden  night  cap  elfe. 

Pet,  I never  layin  any. 

Enter  Don  John,  4;?^^ Frederick. 

Ant.  Then  leave  your  lying. 

And  your  blind  prophefying : here  they  come. 

You  had  belt  tell  them  as  much. 

Pet.  I am  no  tell  tale.  {Exeunt. 

John.  I would  we  could  have  feen  her  though ; for  fure 
She  mull  be  fome  rare  Creature,  or  Report  lies. 

All  mens  Reports' too, 

Fred.  I could  well  wilh  I had  feen  her ; 

But  fince  Ihe  is  fo  conceal’d,  fo  beyond  venture 
Kept  and  preferv’d  from  view,  fo  like  a Paradife, 

Plac’d  where  no  knowledge  can  come  near  her  ^ foguarded, 
As ’twere  irapoffible,  though  known,  to  reach  her, 

I have  made  up  my  belief. 

John.  Hang  me  from  this  hour 
If  I more  think  upon  her,  or  believe  her. 

But  as  Ihc  came  a ftrong  Report  unto  me, 

So  the  next  Fame  Ihalllofe  her. 

Fred.  ’Tis  the  next  way  *, 

But  whither  are  you  walking  ? 

John.  -My  old  Round 
After  my  meat,  and  then  to  Bed.  ; ; 

Fred.  ’Tis  healthful. 

John.  Will  not  you  (tir  ? 

Fred.  I have  a little  bufinefs. 

Joh.  Upon  my  life  this  Lady  ftill-^ 

Fred.  Then  you  will  lofe  it.  / 

John.  ’Pray  let’s  walk  together. 

Fred.  Now  I cannot. 

John,  t have  fomethingto  impart. 

Fred.  An  hour  hence 
I will  not  mifs  to  meet  you. 

John.  Where  ? 

Fred.  I’th’  high  ftreet ; 

For  not  to  lie,  I have  a few  Devotions 
To  do  firft,  then  I am  yours. 

John.  Remember.  {Exeunt. 

I ^ , 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Antonio,  and  mo  Gentlemen. 

Ant.  Cut  his  wind-pipe  I fay. 

1 (jent.  Fye,  (tAntonio. 

Ant.  Or  kuock  his  brains  out  firfl:,  and  then  forgive  him, 
If  youdothruft,  be  fore  it  be  to  th’hilts, 
j A Surgeon  may  fee  through  him. 

I I Gent.  You  are  too  violent, 
i 2 Gent.  Too  open  undifereet. 

Pet.  Am  I not  ruin’d  ? 

; The  honour  of  my  houfe  crack’d  my  bloud  poyfon’d  ? 

■ My  Credit  and  my  Name  ? . . 

2 Gent.  Be  fure  it  be  fo,  ' . 

I Before  ye  ufe  this  violence : Let  not  doubt. 

And  a fufpeding  anger  fo  much  fway,  ye. 

Your  wifedom  may  be  queftion’d. 

^ Ant.  I fay  kill  him,  . • 
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And  then  difpute  thccaulc ; cut  olf  what  may  be, 

And  what  is  lhall  befafe. 

2 Gent.  1 fang  upatiuc  man, 

Bccaufc  ’ds  polliblehc  may  be  tliicviHi! 

Alas,  is  this  good  Jullicc  ? 

Pit.  I know  as  certain 
As  day  mult  come  again , as  clear  as  truth. 

And  open  as  belief  can  lay  it  to  me. 

That  1 am  balt-ly  wrong’d,  wrong’d  above  rccompence  \ 

Malicicufly  abus’d,  blalied  for  ever 

In  name  and  honour,  loll  to  all  l emcmbrancc. 

But  what  is  fmear’d,  and  Ihanu  ful}  1 mufc  kill  him, 
Necelfity  compel  Is  me. 

1 Cjent.  But  think  better. 

Pet.  There  is  no  other  cure  left  *,  yet  witnefs  with  me. 
All  that  is  fair  in  man,  all  that  is  noble, 

1 am  not  greedy  of  this  life  I feck  for. 

Nor  thirlt  to  Ihed  mans  blood,  and  would  ’twere  pofiible, 

I wilb  it  with  my  foul,  fo  much  1 tremble 
To  offend  the  facred  Image  of  my  Maker, 

My  Sword  could  only  kill  his  Crimes  •,  no,  ’tis  Honour, 
Honour,  my  noble  friends,  that  Idol,  Honour, 

That  all  the  world  now  worlhips,  not  Petruchio 
Mult  do  this  Ju dice. 

Ant.  Let  it  once  be  done. 

And  ’tis  no  matter,  whether  you,  or  honour. 

Or  both,  be  acceflary. 

2 Getit.  Do  you  weigh,  Tetruchio, 

The  value  of  the  perfon,  power,  and  greatnefs. 

And  what  this  fpark  may  kindle  ? 

Pet.  To  perform  it. 

So  much  I am  ty’d  to  Reputation, 

And  Credit  of  my  houfe,  let  it  raife  wild-fires, 

That  all  this  Dukedom  fmoak,  and  ftorms  that  tofs  me 
Into  the  waves  of  everlalting  mine. 

Yet  I mult  through if  ye  dare  fide  me. 

Ant.  Dare? 

Pet.  Y’are  friends  indeed,  if  not. 

2 Gent.  Here’s  none  flyes  from  you, 

Do  it  in  what  defign  ye  pleafe,  we’ll  back  ye. 

1 Gent.  But  then  be  fure  ye  kill  him. 

2 gent.  Is  the  caufe 

So  mortal,  nothing  but  his  life  ? 

Pet,  Believe  me, 

A lefs  offence  has  been  the  defolation 
Of  a whole  name. 

2 Gent.  No  other  way  to  purge  it?  - 
Pet.  There  is,  but  never  to  be  hoped  for. 

2 Gent.  Think  an  hour  more. 

And  if  then  ye  find  no  fafer  Road  to  guide  ye, 

We’ll  fet  up  our  Refts  too. 

Ant.  Mine’s  up  already. 

And  hang  him  for  my  part 
Goes  lefs  than  life. 

2 Gent.  If  we  fee  noble  caufe,  ’tis  like  our  Swords 
May  be  as  free  and  forward  as  your  words.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  The  civil  order  of  this  Town,  'Bologna^ 

Makes  it  belov’d  and  honour’d  of  all  Travellers, 

As  a molt  fafe  retirement  in  all  troubles  •, 

Befide  the  wholfome  feat,  and  noble  temper 
Of  thole  minds  that  inhabit  it,  fafely  wife. 

And  to  all  ftrangers  vertuous  •,  But  I fee 
My  admiration  has  drawn  night  upon  me, 

And  longer  to  expeeft  my  friend  may  pull  me 
Into  fufpicion  of  too  late  a ftirrer. 

Which  all  good  Governments  are  jealous  of. 

I’ll  home,  and  think  at  liberty:  yet  certain, 

’Tis  not  fo  far  night  as  I thought  •,  for  fee, 

A fair  houfe  yet  ftands  open,  yet  all  about  it 

Are  clofe,  and  no  lights  lUrring,  there  may  be  foul  play ; 
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’ rie  venture  to  look  in ; if  there  be  knaves, 

: 1 may  do  a good  office.  (wowan  within. 

i IVithi^.  Signicur? 

' John.  W hat  ? how  is  this  ? 

U'tthin.  5igniciir  F.tbritio  t 
John,  rje  go  nearer, 
j IVithi’t.  F.ibntw}- 

Job.  This  is  a womans  tongue, here  may  be  good  done. 
\yithin.  W’ho’s  there  ? 

Fuh  itte  ? 

John.  I. 

Within.  Where  are  ye  ? 

Job.  Here. 

Within.  Ocome,  for  Heavens  fake  ! 

Job.  I mult  fee  what  this  means. 

Enter  Womati  with  a Chilti. 

• 

Within.  I have  Itay’d  this  long  hour  for  you,  make  no 
For  things  are  in  Itrange  trouble  .*  here,  be  fecret,  (noife, 
I ’Tis  worth  your  care  •,  begon  now  ^ more  eyes  watch  us, 
i Than  may  be  for  our  fafeties. 

Job.  Hark  ye  ? 

Within.  Peace:  good  night. 

Job.  She  is  gone,  and  1 am  loaden  ^ fortune  for  me ; 

It  weighs  well,  and  it  feels  well ; it  may  chance 
To  be  fome  pack  of  worth  : byth’  mafs  ’tis  heavie  •, 

If  it  be  Coyn  or  Jewels,  ’tis  worth  welcom : 

I’le  ne’re  relufe  a fortune  : I am  confident 
’Tis  of  no  common  price  ; now  to  my  lodging: 

Ifit  hitrighc.  Tie  blefs  this  night.  ^Exit. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  ’Tis  Itrange, 

I  cannot  meet  him  ^ fure  he  has  encountred 
Some  light  o’  love  or  other,  and  there  means 
To  play  at  in  and  in  for  this  night.  Well  Don  John j 
If  you  do  fpring  a leak,  or  get  an  itch, 

Till  ye  claw  off  your  curl’d  pate,  thank  your  night- walks : 
You  mult  be  ftill  a bootehalling  .•  one  round  more, 

Though  it  be  late.  Tie  venture  to  difeover  ye,  r f ' 

I do  not  like  your  out-leaps.  L 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Duke,  and  3 Gentlemen. 

Duke.  Welcom  to  Town,  are  ye  all  fit  ? 

1 Cjent.  To  point  Sir. 

^Duke.  Where  are  the  horfes  ? 

2 Qent.  Where  they  were  appointed. 

Duke.  Be  private,  and  whatfoever  fortune 

Offer  it  felf,  let’s  Hand  fure. 

3 Gent.  Fear  not  us, 

E’re  ye  fhall  be  endangered,  or  deluded. 

We’ll  make  a black  night  on't. 

Duke.  No  more,  1 know  it  *, 

You  know  your  Quarters.'^ 

I Gent.  Will  you  go  alone  Sir  ? 

Du.  Ye  fhall  not  be  far  from  me,  the  leaff;  noife 
Shall  bring  ye  to  my  refeue. 

zGent.  We  are  counfell’d.  Z^xeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  ‘Don  John. 

John.  Was  ever  man  fo  paid  for  being  curious  ? 

I Ever  fo  bob’d  for  fearching  out  adventures, 

1 As  I am  ? did  the  Devil  lead  me  ? muft  1 needs  be  peeping 
Into  mens  houfes  where  I had  no  bufinefs. 

And  make  my  felf  a mifehief  ? ’Tis  well  carried  ; 

I muft  take  other  mensoccafionsonme. 

And  be  I know  not  whom  ; molt  finely  handled  : 

What  have  1 got  by  this  now  i what’s  the  purchafe  ? 


A piece  of  evening  Arras  work,  a child, 

Indeed  an  Infidel:  this  comes  of  peeping.- 
Aliirapgotoutotlazincfs  •,  good  white  bread 
Let’s  have  no  bawling  with  ye : ’fdeath,  have  I 
Known  wenches  thus  long,  all  the  ways  of  wenches. 

Their  fnares  and  fubcilties  ? have  I read  over 
All  their  School  learnings,  div’d  into  their  quiddits, 

And- am  I now  bum  fidlcd  with  a Baffard  ? 

Fetch’d  over  with  a Card  of  five,  and  in  mine  old  days. 

After  tiled  ire  maflacre  of  a million 
Of  Maiden  heads  ? caught  the  common  way,i’th’  night  too 
Under  anothers  name,  to  make  the  matter 
Carry  more  weight  about  it  ? well  Don  John, 

You  will  be  wifer  one  day,  when  ye  have  purchas’d 
A heavy  of  thefe  Butter- prints  together, 

With  fearching  out  conceal’d  iniquities. 

Without  commiffion  : why,  it  would  never  grieve  me. 

If  1 had  got  this  Ginger-bread : never  ftirr’d  me. 

So  I had  had  a ftroak  for’t : ’t  had  been  Juftice 

1 hen  to  have  kept  it  j but  to  raife  a dayrie 

For  other  mens  adulteries,  confurae  my  felf  in  candles, 

And  ftowring  works,  in  Nurfes  Bells  and  Babies, 

Only  for  charity,  for  meet  I thank  you, 

A (ttle  troubles  me : the  leaff:  touch  for  it. 

Hud  but  my  breeches  got  it,  had  contented  me. 

Whole  e’re  it  is,  fure ’t  had  a wealthy  Mother, 

For  ’tis  well  cloathed,  and  if  I be  not  cozen’d. 

Well  lin’d  within : to  leave  it  here  were  barbarous, 

And  ten  to  one  would  kill  it .-  a more  fin 
Then  his  that  got  it : well,  I will  dilpole  on’t. 

And  keep  it,  as  they  keep  deaths  heads  in  rings, 

To  cry  memento  to  me  3 no  more  peeping. 

Now  all  the  danger  is  to  qualifie 

The  good  old  gentlewoman,  at  whofe  houle  we  live^ 

For  Ihe  will  fall  upon  me  with  a Catechifm 

Of  four  hours  long : I muff;  endure  all  3 

For  I will  know  this  Mother Come  good  wonder. 

Let  you  and  I be  jogging : your  ftarv’d  trebb  le 

Will  waken  the  rude  watch  elle : all  that  be 

Curious  night-  walkers,  may  they  find  my  fee.  Ifixit 

SCENE  VII. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Sure  he’s  gone  home : 

I have  beaten  all  the  purlews. 

But  cannot  bolt  him .-  if  he  be  a bobbing, 

’Tis  not  my  care  can  cure  him : To  morrow  morning 
I lhall  have  further  knowledge  from  a Surgeon’s  — - 
Where  he  lyes  moor’d,  to  mend  his  leaks. 

Enter  Conllantia. 

Con.  I’m  ready, 

And  through  a world  of  dangers  am  flown  to  ye. 

Be  full  of  hafte  and  care,  we  are  undone  elfe : 

Where  are  your  peoplePwhich  way  muff:  we  travel.? 

For  Heaven  fake  flay  not  here  Sir. 

Fred.  What  may  this  prove  ? 

Con.  Alas  I am  miftaken,  loft,  undone, 

For  ever  perilh’d.  Sir,  for  Heaven  fake  tell  me. 

Are  ye  a Gentleman .? 

Fred.  I am. 

Con.  Of  this  place? 

Fred.  No,  born  in  Spain. 

Con.  As  ever  you  lov’d  honour. 

As  ever  your  defires  may  gain  their  ends. 

Do  a poor  wretched  woman  but  this  benefit. 

For  I am  forc’d  to  trull  ye. 

Fred.  Y’ave  charm’d  me. 

Humanity  and  honour  bids  me  help  ye ; 

And  if  1 fail  your  trull. 

Con.  The  time’s  too  dangerous 
To  llay.your  protellations .-  1 believe  ye, 

Alas,  I mull  believe  ye:  From  this  place. 

Good 
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Good  noble  Sir,  "remove  mcinltandy, 

And  fora  time,  where  nothing  but  your  fcif. 
And  hoiidlconverfation  may  come  near  me, 

In  Ibme  lecure  place  fertle  me  ; wliat  I am 
And  why  tiuis  boldly  1 commit  my  credit 
Into  a rtrangers  hand,  the  fears  and  dangers. 
That  force  me  to  this  wild  courfe,at  more  h '^ire 
I lhal!  reveal  unto  you. 

Fred.  Come,  be  hearty, 

He  muftftrike  through  my  life  that  tak 


SCENE  VU 
Enter  Petruchio,  Antoi  ), 


me. 

{Exeunt. 
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Petr.  He  will  fure  come.  Are  ye  v 
Ant.  Never  fear  us. 

Here’s  that  will  make  ’em  dance  withe 
T^etr.  We  are  to  look  for  no  weak  lui 
Nor  iinadvifed  ones. 

Ant.  Belt  gamefters  make  the  bell  gai 
We  fhall  fight  clofe  and  handfom  then. 

1 Gent.  (iy^titomo.f 
You  are  a thought  too  bloudy. 

Why?  all  Phyficians 
And  penny  Almanacks  allow  the  open- 
Of  veins  this  nioneth  : why  do  ye  lai 
What  come  we  for,  tofalltocu.Tes  " 

What,  would  ye  make  the  cauf.  a ' 

On  what  terms  Hands  this  man  ? i,  aui 
Open’d  to  his  hand,  and  pickt  out  like  an  Oylter  ? 

His  credit  like  a quart  pot  knockt  together, 

Able  to  hold  no  liquor  ? clear  but  this  point.  ■* 

T*etr.  Speak  foftly,  gentle  coufin. 

Ant.  I’le  l^ak  truly  •, 

What  Ihould  men  do  ally’d  to  thefe  difgraccs. 

Lick  o’re  his  enemie,  fit  down,  and  dance  him 

2 Qent.  You  are  as  far  o’th’,  bow  hand  now. 

Ant.  And  crie  ^ 

That’s  my  fine  boy,  thou  wilt  do  fo  no  more  child. 

Petr.  Here  are  no  fuch  cold  pities. 

Ant.  By  Saint  Jaques  " j 

They  lhall  not  find  me  one ; here’s  old  tough  Andrew^ 

A fpecial  friend  of  mine,  and  he  but  hold, 

Tie  ftrike  ’em  fuch  a hornpipe  : knocks  1 come  for, 

And  the  belt  bloud  I light  on  I profefsit, 

Nottofcare  Cofter- mongers  •,  If  I lofe  mine  own. 

Mine  audits  caft,  and  farewel  five  and  fifty. 

Pet.  Let’s  talk  no  longer,  place  your  felves  with  filence, ' 
As  I directed  ye,  and  when  time  calls  us, 

As  ye  are  friends,  fo  fhew  your  felves. 

iAm.  So  be  it.  . {Exemt. 

SCENE  IX. 

1.  ,y  - '' 

Enter  Don  John,  and  his  Land-lady. 

Land.  Nay  Son,  if  this  be  your  regard. 

John.  Good  Mother. 

Lan.  Good  me  no  goods ; your  coufin, and  your  felf 
Are  welcom  to  me,  whilfl:  you  bear  your  felves 
Like  honeft  and  true  Gentlemen  .•  Bring  hither 
To  my  houle,  that  have  ever  been  reputed 
A Gentlewoman  of  a decent,  and  fair  carriage. 

And  fo  behav’d  my  felf 

John.  I know  ye  have. 

Lan.  Bring  hither,  as  I fay,  to  make  my  name  • 

Stink  in  my  neighbours  noflxils  ? your  Devifes,' 

Your  Brats,  got  out  of  Alligant,  and  broken  oaths  ? 

Your  Linfey  Woolfy  work,  your  hally  puddings  ? 

I,  fofter  up  your  filch’d  iniquities  ? 

Y’are  deceiv’d  in  me,  Sir,  I am  none 
Ofthofe  receivers. 

John.  Have  I not  fworn  unto  you, 

*Tis  none  of  mine,  and  Ihew’d  you  how  I found  it  ? 

Land.  Ye  found  an  eafie  fool  that  let  you  get  it. 


She  hail  better  have  worn  pallerns. 

John.  Will  yc  hear  me  ? (ends. 

Lan.  Oaths?  what  do  you  care  for  oaths  to  gain  your 
When  yc  arc  high  and  pamper’d  ? VV'hat  Saint  know  yi.  / 

Or  what  Religion,  but  yoiu  pin  pos’d  lewduefs,  ' 

Is  to  be  look'd  for  of  ye  ? nay,  I will  tell  yc. 

You  will  then  I'wcar  like  accus’d  Cut  purfes,  i 

As  far  off  truth  too  y and  lye  beyond  all  Faulconcis : 

I'mcfick  to  fee  this  dealing. 

John.  Heaven  forbid  Mother. 

Lan.  Nay,  I am  very  lick. 

John.  Who  waits  there  ? 
cyfnt.  Sir.  f within. 

John.  Bring  down  the  bottle  of  Canary  wine, 

Lan.  E.xxcediug  lick,  Hcav’ii  help’ine. 

John.  Haftc  ye  Sirrah, 

I mufl:  ev’n  make  her  drunk  y nay  gentle  mother. 

Lan.  Now  fie  upon  yc,  was  it  for  tnis  purpofe 
You  fetch’d  your  evening  walks  for  your  digellions, 

For  this  pretended  holinefs?  no  weather. 

Not  before  day  could  hold  ye  from  the  Matins. 

Were  thefe  your  bo-peep  prayers?  yc’havc  pray’d  well, 

And  with  a learned  zeal watcht  well  too  , your  Saint 
It  feems  was  pleas’d  as  well : Hill  licker,  fickcr. 

^ Enter  Anthony,  with  a bottle  of  wine. 

Joh.  There  is  no  talking  to  her  till  I have  drencht  her. 
Give  me:  here  mother  take  a good  round  draught, 

’Twill  purge  fpleen  from  your  fpirits : deeper  mother. 

Lan.  I,  I,  fon,  you  imagine  this  xvill  mend  all. 

John.  All  i’  faith  Mother. 

I^an.  I confefs  the  Wine 
Will  do  his  part. 

John.  Tie  pledge  ye. 

Lan.  But  fon  John. 

Joh.  I know  your  meaning  mother  y touch  it  once  more, 
Alas  you  look  not  well  •,  take  a round  draught. 

It  warms  the  bloud  well,  and  reHores  the  colour, 

And  then  we’ll  talk  at  large. 

Land.  A civil  Gentleman  ? 

A flranger  ? one  the  Town  holds  a good  regard  of  ? 

John.  Nay  I will  filence  thee. 

Lan.  One  that  fliould  weigh  his  fair  name oh,  a Hitch.' 
Joh.  There’s  nothing  better  for  a flitch,  good  Mother, 
Make  no  Ipare  of  it,  as  you  love  your  health, 

Mince  not  the  matter. 

Land.  AsHaid,  a Gentleman, 

Lodge  in  my  houfe  now  heav’ns  my  comfort,  Signior ! 
John.  I look’d  for  this. 

Lan.  I did  not  think  you  would  have  us’d  me  thus  • 

A woman  of  my  credit : one,  heaven  knows, 

That  lov’d  you  but  too  tenderly. 

John.  Dear  Mother, 

lever  found  your kindnefs,  and  knowledge  it. 

Lan.  No,  no,  I am  a fool  to  counfel  ye.  Where’s  the  in- 
come, let’s  fee  your  Workmanfliip.  (fant? 

John.  None  of  mine.  Mother, 

But  there  ’tis,  and  a luHy  one. 

Land.  Heaven  blefs  thee, 

Thou  hadfl  a hafly  making  but  the  befl  is, 

’Tis  many  a good  mans  fortune : as  I live 
Your  own  eyes  Signior,  and  the  nether  lip 
As  like  ye,  as  ye  had  fpitit. 

John.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Lan.  Blefs  me,  what  things  are  thele  > 

John.  I thought  my  labour 
Was  not  all  loH,  ’tis  gold,  and  thefe  are  jewels. 

Both  rich,  and  right  1 hope. 

Lan.  Well,  well  fon  Johny 
I fee  ye  are  a wood-man,  and  can  chufe 
Your  dear,  though  it  be  i’th’  dark,  all  your  diferetion 
Is  not  yet  loH  •,  this  was  well  clapt  aboard : 

Here  I am  with  you  now  •,  when  as  they  fay 

Your  pleafure  comes  with  profit  y when  ye  muH  needs  do, 
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j iJ)o  where  yc-may  be  done  to,  ’ris  a wiredom 
Becomes  a young  man  well  ; be  lure  of  one  thing, 

I Lofe  not  your  labour  and  your  time  together, 
t ieafonsofa  fool,  fon,  time  is  pretious, 

Work  wary  whillt  ye  have  it ; lince  ye  mufl:  trafTick 
Sometimes  this  llippery  way.,  take  furc  hold  Signior, 

Trade  with  no  broken  Merchants,  make  your  lading. 

As  you  would  make  your  rclf,  adventuroully. 

But  with  advantage  ever. 

John.  All  this  time  Mother, 

The  child  wants  looking  to,  wants  meat  and  Nurfes. 

L-ia.  Now  b'cHing  o’  thy  care  *,  it  (hall  have  all, 

And  inllantly ; Tie  leekaNurfemy  felf,  fon*, 

’Tisa  fweet child;  ah  my  young  Spaniard, 

Take  you  no  further  care  Sir. 

joh  r.  Y cs  of  thefe  Jewels, 

I mult  by  your  leave  Mother  .*  thelc  are  yours, 

To  make  your  care  the  ftronger  : for  the  reft 
I’Je  find  a Matter  •,  the  gold  for  bringing  up  on’t, 

1 freely  render  to  your  charge. 

Lan.  No  more  words, 

Nor  no  more  children,  (good  fon)  as  you  love  me, 

This  may  do  well. 

John.  I (hall  obferve  your  Morals. 

But  where’s  Don  Frederickj,  Mother  ? 

Lan.  Ten  to  one 

About  the  like  adventure : he  told  me, 

He  was  to  find  you  out.  C E.vit. 

John.  Why  fhould  he  flay  thus  ? 

There  may  be  fome  ill  chance  in’t  .•  fleep  I will  not. 

Before  1 have  found  him.-  now  this  woman’s  pleas’d. 

Tie  feek  my  friend  out,  and  my  care  is  eas’d. 
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SCENE  X. 

Enter  Duke,  and  Gentlemen. 


I ^ent.  Believe  Sir,  ’tis  as  poffible  to  do  it. 

As  to  remove  the  City  *,  the  main  faction 

Swarm  though  the  ftreets  like  hornets,  arm’d  with  angers 

Able  to  ruine  States : no  fafety  left  us. 

Nor  means  to  dye  like  men,  ifinftantly 

You  draw  not  back  again.  ' 

‘Duke.  May  he  be  drawn 
And  quarter’d  too,  that  turns  now  j were  I furer 
Of  death  than  thou  art  of  thy  fears,  and  with  death 
More  than  thofe  fears  are  too. 

I (Jem.  Sir,  I fear  not. 

Da.  I would  not  crack  my  vow,fl:art  from  my  honour, 
Bccaufe  I may  find  danger  *,  wound  my  foul. 

To  keep  my  body  fafe.  i Gent.  I fpeak  not  Sir, 

Out  of  a bafenefs  to  you.  No,  nor  do  not 

Out  of  a bafenefs  leave  me : what  is  danger. 

More  than  the  weaknefs  of  our  apprehenfions  ? 

A poor  cold  part  o’th’  bloud  ? who  takes  it  hold  of? 
Cowards,  and  wicked  livers : valiant  minds 
Were  made  the  Mailers  of  it:and  as  hearty  Sea-men 
In  defperate  ftorms,fi:em  with  a little  Rudder 
The  tumbling  mines  of  the  Ocean  ; 

So  with  their  caufe  and  fwords  do  they  do  dangers. 

Say  we  were  fure  to  dye  all  in  this  venture. 

As  1 am  confident  againfl;  it ; is  there  any 
Amongft  us  of  fo  fat  a fenfe,  fo  pamper’d. 

Would  chufe  luxurioufly  to  lye  a bed, 

And  purge  away  his  fpirit,  fend  his  foul  out 
In  Sugar-fops,  and  Syrups  ? Give  me  dying 
i As  dying  ought  to  be,  upon  mine  enemy, 

I Parting  with  man  kind,  % a man  that’s  manly : 

Let  ’em  be  all  the  world,  and  bring  along 
Cain's  envy  with  ’em,  I will  on. 

I 2 Cjent.  You  may  Sir, 

But  with  what  fafety  ? 

I Gent.  Since  ’tis  come  to  dying. 

You  Ihall  perceive  Sir,hcre  be  thofe  amongfl  us 
, Can  dye  as  decently  as  other  men. 


And  w'ith  as  little  cermony:  on  brave  Sir. 

Duke.  That’s  fpoken  heartily. 

1 Gent.  And  he  that  flinches , 

May  he  dye  lowzie  in  a ditch. 

Duke.  No  more  dying. 

There’s  no  fuch  danger  in  it : 

What’s  a clock.*’ 

I Gent.  Somewhat  above  your  hour. 

Duke.  Away  then  quickly, 

Make  no  noife,  and  no  truble  will  attend  us.  {_ExeHnt. 
SCENE  XI. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Peter,  ( with  a candle.) 

Fred.  Give  me  the  candle : fo,go  you  out  that  way. 

Peter.  What  have  we  now  to  do  ? 

Fred.  And  o’  your  life  Sirrah, 

Let  none  come  near  the  door  without  my  knowledge. 

No  not  my  Landlady, nor  my  friend.  Peter.  ’Tis  done  Sir. 
Fred.  Nor  any  ferious  bufinefs  that  concerns  me. 

Peter.  Is  the  wind  there  again? 

Fred.  Be  gone.  Peter.  I am  Sir.  [[  Sxit. 

Enter  Conftantia. 

Ere.  Now  enter  without  fear.  — 


— And  noble  Lady 
That  fafety  and  civility  ye  wifli’d  for  , 

Shall  truly  here  attend  you  .*  no  rude  tongue 
Nor  rough  behaviour  knows  this  place,  no  wilhes 
Beyond  the  moderation  of  a man. 

Dare  enter  here  \ your  own  defires  and  Innocence, 

Joyn’d  to  my  vow’d  obedience, Ihall  proted  you. 

Were  dangers  more  than  doubts.; 

Confi.  Ye  are  truly  noble, 

And  worth  a womans  truH : let  it  become  me, 

(Ido  befeech  you.  Sir  ) for  all  your  kindnefs. 

To  render  with  my  thanks,  this  worthlefs  trifle  ^ 

I may  be  longer  troublefome.  Fred.  Fair  offices 
Are  ftill  their  own  rewards : Heav’n  blels  me  Lady 
From  felling  civil  courtefies : may  it  pleafe  ye. 

If  ye  will  force  a favour  to  oblige  me, 

Draw  but  that  cloud  afide,  to  fatisfie  me 
For  what  good  Angel  I am  engag’d. 

Con]l.  It  Ihall  be. 

For  I am  truly  confident  ye  are  honell : 

The  Piece  is  fcarce  worth  looking  on. 

Fred.  Trull  me 

The  abltradl  of  all  beauty,  foul  of  fweetnefs. 

Defend  me  honeft  thoughts,  I Ihall  grow  wild  elfe  .• 

What  eyes  are  there,  rather  what  little  heavens, 

To  Hir  mens  contemplations  ? what  a Paradife 
Runs  through  each  part  Ihe  has  ? good  bloud  be  temperate . 
I mull  look  off:  too  excellent  an  objeft 
Confounds  the  fenfe  that  fees  it.  Noble  Lady, 

If  there  be  any  further  fervice  to  call  on  me. 

Let  it  be  worth  my  life,  fo  much  I honour  ye, 

Or  the  engagement  of  whole  Families. 

C'onfi.  Your  fervice  is  too  liberal,  worthy  Sir, 

Thus  far  I Ihall  entreat. 

Fred.  Command  me  Lady, 

You  make  your  power  too  poor. 

Conft.  That  prefently 
With  all  convenient  halte,  you  would  retire 
Unto  the  Itreet  you  found  me  in. 

Fred.  ’Tis  done. 

Conjl.  There,  if  you  find  a Gentleman  oppreR 
With  force  and  violence,  do  a mans  office,  ^ 

And  draw  your  fword  to  refeue  him. 

Fred.  He’s  fafe. 

Be  what  he  will,  and  let  his  foes  be  Devils, 

Arm’d  with  your  pity,  I fliall  conjure  ’em. 

Retire,  this  key  will  guide  ye:  all  things  necelTary 
Are  there  before  ye. 

C'onfl.  All  my  prayers  go  with  ye.  [_E.\it. 

Fred.  Yc  clap  on  proof  upon  me ; men  fay  gold 
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Docsall,  engages  all,  works  through  all  dangers.- 
Now  I fay  beauty  can  do  more : The  Kings  Exchequer, 

Nor  all  his  wealthy  Indies^  could  not  draw  me 
Through  half  thole  miferics  this  piece  of  pleafure 
Might  make  me  leap  into we  are  all  like  Ica-Cards, 

All  our  endeavours  and  our  motions, 

( As  they  do  to  the  North  ) rtill  point  at  beauty, 

Still  at  the  faireft : for  a handfom  woman, 

( Setting  my  foul  afide  ) it  Ihould  go  hard. 

But  I would  ftrain  my  body : yet  to  her, 

Unlefs  it  be  her  own  free  gratitude,  ^ _ - 
Hopes  ye  fhall  dye,  and  thou  tongue  rot  within  me, 

E’re  I infringe  my  faith  .•  now  to  my  refeue.  [JExit, 


ABhs  SecHnclns.  Scetia  Frima. 

f 

V ■ 

Enter  Duke,  pitrfued  by  Petruccio,  Antonio, 
and  that  Fa^ion. 

X/'Ou  will  not  all opprefs me ? ( him. 

JL  ^nt.  Kill  him  i’th’  wanton  eye : let  me  come  to 
Duke.  Then  ye  (hall  buy  me  dearly.  • ' - 
Petr.  Say  you  fo  Sir  ? « . 

j4nt.  1 fay  cut  his  Wezand,  fpoil  his  piping  1: 

Have  at  your  love-fick  heart  Sir. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  Sure  ’tis  fighting. 

My  friend  may  be  engag’d : fie  Gentlemen, 

This  is  unmanly  odds. 

y4nt.  rie  flop  your  mouth  Sir.  . C'OvL.fals  down, 

John.  Nay,  then  have  at  thee  freely ; s Don  John  be- 

There’s  a plumb  Sir  to  fatisfic  your  longing,  ^firides  him. 

Petr.  Away;  I hope  I have  fped  him : here  comes  refeue. 
We  fhall  be  endangered .-  where’s  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  I mult  have  one  thruft  more  Sir. 

J’hn.  Come  up  to  me. 

Ant.  A mifchiefconfound  your  fingers. 

Tetr.  How  is’t? 
cAnt.  Well  ; 

Ha’s  given  me  my  quietus  efi,  I felt  him 
In  my  fmall  guts,  I’me  fure,  has  feez’d  me  .- 
This  comes  of  fidingwithye. 

2 Gent.  Can  you  go  Sir  ? • ^ 

Ant.  I fhould  go  man,  and  my  head  were  off. 

Never  talk  of  going. 

Petr.  Come,  all  fhall  be  well  then, 

I hear  more  reftue  coming. 

Enter  the  Dukes  Fa^ion. 

/ 

Ant.  Let’s  turn  back  then 
My  skull’s  uncloven  yet,  let  me  but  kill. 

Tetr.  Away  for  Heaven  fake  with  him. 

John.  How  is’t.? 

Duke.  Well  Sir, 

Only  a little  ftagger’d. 

Fa£ho'n  Duke.  Let’s  purfue ’em. 

Z)«.No  not  a man,  I charge  ye .-  thanks  good  coat. 

Thou  haft  fav’d  me  a fhrewd  welcom : ’twas  put  home  too, 
With  a good  mind  I’me  fure  on’t. 

John.  Arc  ye  fafe  then .? 

Duke.  My  thanks  to  you  brave  Sir, whole  timely  valour. 
And  manly  courtefie  came  to  my  refeue. 

John.  Ye’had  foul  play  offer’d  ye,  and  fhame  befal  him 
That  can  pafs  by  opprefTion. 

Duke.  May  1 crave  Sir, 

But  thus  much  honour  more,  to  know  your  name  ? 

And  him  I am  fo  bound  to  ? 

John.  For  the  Bond  Sir, 

’Tis  every  good  mans  tye  ; to  know  me  further 
Will  little  profit'ye  ; I am  a ftranger. 

My  Country  Spain ; my  name  Don  John,  a Gentleman 


Thatlyc  here  for  my  ftudy. 

Duke.  I have  heard  Sir, 

Much  worthy  mention  of  ye,  yet  I find 
Fame  fhort  of  what  yc  are. 

John.  You  arc  pleas’d  Sir, 

To  exprefs  your  courtefie : may  1 demand 
As  freely  what  you  arc,  and  what  mifchancc 
Caft  you  into  this  danger,? 

Duke.  For  this  prefent 

I miift  dclire  your  pardon : you  fhall  know  me 
E’re  it  be  long  Sir,  and  a nobler  thanks 
Than  now  my  will  can  render. 

John.  Your  will’s  your  own  Sir. 

Duke.  What  is’c  you  look  for  fir,have  you  loft  any  thing? 
John.  Only  my  hat  i’th’  feuffle  3 fure  theft*  fellows 
Were  night-fhaps. 

Duke.  No,  believe  Sir : pray  ye  ufe  mine, 

For  ’twill  be  hard  to  find  your  own  now. 

John.  No  Sir. 

Du  Indeed  ye  fhall,  1 can  command  another : 

I do  befeech  ye  honour  me. 

John.  1 will  Sir , 

And  fb  rie  take  my  leave. 

Duke.  Within  theft  few  days 
I hope  1 fhall  be  happy  in  your  knowledge, 

Till  when  I love  your  memory.  [Exit  Duke,  &c. 

John.  I yours. 

This  is  fome  noble  fellow. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  ’Tis  is  tongue  fure, 

Don  John^ 

John.  Don  Frederick^ 

Fred.  Ye’re  fairly  met  Sir: 

I thought  ye  had  been  a Bat-fowling .-  prethee  tell  me, 
What  Revelations  haft  thou  had  to  night. 

That  home  was  never  thought  of  ? 

John.  Revelations  ? 

I’le  tell  thee  but  before  I tell  thee, 

Settle  thy  underftanding. 

Fred.  ’Tis prepar’d.  Sir.  * (Frederick^, 

John.  Why  then  mark  what  fhall  follow.  This  night 
This  bawdy  night. 

Fred.  I thought  no  lefs. 

John.  This  blind  night. 

What  doft  think  I have  got .? 

Fred.  The  Pox  it  may  be. 

John.  Would  ’twere  no  worft : ye  talk  of  Revelatioiis, 

I have  got  a Revelation  will  reveal  me 
An  arrant  Coxcomb  while  1 live. 

Fred.  What  is’t  ? 

Thou  haft  loft  nothing.? 

John.  No,  I have  got  I tell  thee. 

Fred.  What  haft  thou  got? 

John.  One  of  the  Infantry,  a child. 

Fred.  How  ? 

John.  A chopping  child,  man. 

Fred.  ’Give  ye  joy,  Sir. 

John.  A lump  o^  lewdnefs  Frederick,, that's  the  truth  on’t; 
This  Town’s  abominable. 

Fred.  I ftill  told  ye  John 
Your  whoring  muft  come  home ; I counftll’d  ye : 

But  where  no  grace  is 

John.  ’Tis  none  o’  mine,  man. 

Fred.  Anfwer  the  Parifh  fo. 

John.  Cheated  introth  .- 
Peeping  into  a houfe,  by  whom  I know  not. 

Nor  where  to  find  the  place  again : no  Frederick.^ 

Had  1 but  kift  the  ring  for’t ; ’tis  no  poor  one. 

That’s  my  beft  comfort,  for’t  has  brought  about  it 
Enough  to  make  it  man. 

1 Fred.  Where  is’t?  , 

John.  At  home. 

Fred.  A faving  voyage : But  what  will  you  fay  Signior, 
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To  him  that  fcarching  out  youi  fcrious  worfliip, 

Has  met  a ftranger  foi  rune  ? 

John.  How,  goovl  FrahHckJ 
A militant  giiie  now  to  this  boy  \Vould  hit  it  ? ( Sir 

Fred.  No,  mine’s  a nobler  venture : What  do  you  think 
Of  a diltrelled  Lady,  one  whofe  beauty 
W'ould  overlell  all  /r.i/y  ? 

John.  Where  is  (lie 

Fred.  A woman  of  that  rare  bdiaviour, 

So  qualified,  as  admiration 

Dwells  round  about  her : of  that  perfed;  fpirit 

John.  1 marry  Sir. 

Fred.  That  admirable  carriage, 

That  fweetnefs  in  difeourfe  ^ young  as  the  morning, 
ider  blulhes  ftaining  his. 

John.  But  where’s  this  creature 
Shew  me  but  that. 

Fred.  That’s  all  one,  file’s  forth-coming, 

I have  her  fure  Boy. 

John.  Hark  ye  Frederick^y 
U hat  truck  betwixt  my  Infant? 

Fred.  ’Tis  too  light  Sir, 

Stick  to  your  charges  good  Don  John,  I am  well. 

John.  But  is  there  ftich  a wench? 

Fred.  Fiifi:  tell  me  this, 

Did  ye  not  lately  as  yc  walk’d  along, 

Difeover  people  that  were  arm’d,  and  likely 
To  do  offence  ? 

John.  Yes  marry,  and  they  urg’d  it 
.As  far  as  they  had  fpirit. 

Fred.  Pray  go  forward. 

Joh.  A Gentleman  I found  ingag’d  amongfl  ’em, 
j It  feems  of  noble  breeding.  I’m  fute  brave  metal, 

I As  I return’d  to  look  you,  Ifetintohim, 

And  without  huit  (I  thank  heaven)  rdcued  him, 

And  came  my  felf  ofiTafe  too. 

Fred.  My  work’s  done  then : 

And  now  to  fatisfie  you,  there  is  a woman, 

Oh  John,  there  is  a woman 

John.  Oh,  where  is  file? 

Fred.  And  one  of  no  lefs  worth  than  I afiure  ye  •, 

And  which  is  more,  fain  under  my  protedtion. 

John.  I am  glad  of  that : forward  fweet  Fredericks 
Fred.  And  which  is  more  than  that,  by  this  nights  wan- 
And  which  is  niofi:  of  all,  file  is  at  home  too  Sir.  (dring, 

John.  Come,  let’s  be  gone  then. 

Fred.  Yes,  but  ’tis  mdt  certain. 

You  cannot  fee  her,  John. 

John.  Why  ? 

Fred.  She  has  fworn  me 

That  none  elfe  fiiall  come  near  her : not  my  Mother, 

Till  fome  few  doubts  are  clear’d. 

John.  Not  look  upon  her  ? What  chamber  is  file  in  ? 

Fred.  In  ours. 

John.  Let’s  go  I fay ! 

A womans  oaths  are  wafers,  break  with  making, 

They  mufi  for  modeftie  a little : we  all  know  it. 

Fred.  No,  rie  afiure  you  Sir. 

John.  Not  fee  her? 

I fmell  an  old  dog  trick  of  yours,  well  Frederickj, 

Yetalktto  me  of  whoring,  let’s  have  fair  play, 

I Square  dealing  1 would  wifii  ye. 

. Fred.  When  ’tis  come, 

' ( Which  I know  never  will  be)  to  that  ifibe, 

’ Your  fpoon  fiiall  be  as  deep  as  mine  Sir. 

I John.  Tell  me  , 

, And  tell  me  true,  is  the  caufe  honourable, 

' Or  for  your  cafe.^ 

Fred.  IWall  our  fricndlhip,  John, 

; ’Tishoneft,  and  of  great  end. 

John.  I am  anfwcr’d : 

But  let  me  fee  her  though : leave  the  door  open 
As  yc  go  in. 

1 Fred.  I dare  not. 

i • 


John.  Not  w'ide  open , 

But  jult  fo,  as  a jealous  husband 
Would  level  at  his  wanton  wife  through. 

Fred.  That  courtdie. 

If  ye  defire  no  more,  and  keep  it  ftridtly, 

1 dare  afford  ye ; come,  ’tis  now  near  morning.  f Exit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Peter,  and  Anthony. 

"Eet.  Nay  the  old  woman’s  gone  too. 
e^nt.  She’s  a Carter  wauling 
Among  the  gutters : But  conceive  me,  Peter, 

Where  our  good  Mailers  fiiould  be  ? 

T^et.  Where  they  Ihould  be 

I do  conceive,  but  where  they  are,  good  cyTnthony- 

^nt.  \,  there  it  goes:  my  Mailers  bo-peep  with  me. 

With  his  flye  popping  in  and  out  again,  ’ 

Argued  a caufe,  a frippery  caufe. 

Pet.  Believe  me, 

They  bear  up  with  fome  carvel. 

.Ant.  I do  believe  thee, 
for  thou  hall  fuch  a Mailer  for  that  chale. 

That  till  he  Ipend  his  main  Mall 

Pet.  Pray  remember 
Your  courtefie  good  Anthony,  and  withal. 

How  long  ’tis  fince  your  Mailer  fprung  a leak. 

He  had  a found  one  fince  he  came.  r Lute  founds 

Ant.  Hark.  Pet.  What ? \vtithin. 

Ant.  DoH  not  hear  a Lute  ? 

Again.^  Pet.  Where  is’t 
Am.  Above  in  my  Mailers  chamber. 

Pet.  There’s  no  creature : he  hath  the  key  himlelf  man. 

SING  within, 

'll  yr  Ercilejs  Love,  whom  nature  hath  deny^d 

IV  .1  The  ufe  of  eyes,  lefi  thou  Jhould^fi  take  a pride  ' 

And glorie  in  thy  nmrthers : Why  am  I 

That  never  yet  tranfgrefs'd  thy  deity, 

Never  broke  vow,  from  whofe  eyes  never 
Flew  difdainfall  dart 
Whofe  hard  heart  never. 

Slew  thofe  rewarders  ? 

Thou  art  youngs  and  fair. 

Thy  Another  foft  and  gentle  as  the  air. 

Thy  holy  fire  jHll  burning,  blown  with  praier. 

Then  everlafiing  Love  refir ain  thy  will 
^Tts  God  like  to  have  power  but  not  to  kill- 

Ant.  This  is  his  Lute : let  him  have  it. 

Pet.  1 grant  you  *,  but  who  llrikes  it  ? 

Ant.  An  admirable  voice  too,  hark  ye. 

Pet.  Anthony, 

Art  fure  we  are  at  home? 

Ant.  Without  all  doubt,  Peter. 

Pet.  Then  this  mull  be  the  Devil. 

Ant.  Let  it  be,  Sing  again. 

Good  Devil  ling  again : O dainty  Devil ! 

Peter  believe  it,  a moH  delicate  Devil, 

The  fwectell  Devil 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Don  John. 

Fred.  If  ye  could  leave  peeping. 

John.  I cannot  by  no  means. 

Fred.  Then  come  in  foftly. 

And  as  yc  love  your  faith,  peefume  no  further 
Than  ye  have  promifed. 

John.  Bafla. 

Fred.  What  make  you  up  fo  early  Sir  ? 

John.  You  Sir  in  your  contemplations. 

Pet..  O pray  ye  peace  Sir. 

Fred.  Why  peace  Sir  ? 

Pet. 
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Pet.  Da  you  hear? 

Jehn.  ’Tis  your  Lute. 

Fred.  Pray  ye  fpeak  (bftly, 

She’s  playing  on’t. 

jint.  The  houfe  is  haunted  Sir, 

For  this  we  have  heard  this  half  year. 

Fred.  Ye  faw  nothing? 

jint.  Not  I. 

Pet.  Nor  I Sir. 

Fred.  Getusour  breakfaftthen, 

And  make  no  words  on’t  \ we’ll  undertake  this  fpirit. 

If  it  be  one. 

Ant.  T'his  is  no  Devil  Peter. 

Mum,  there  be  Bats  abroad.  [Cxenne  Servants, 

Fred.  Stay,  now  (he  fings. 

John.  An  Angels  voice  I’le  fwear. 

Fred.  Why  did’ft  thou  flirug  fo  ? 

Either  allay  this  heat  or  as  1 live 
I will  not  truft  ye. 

John.  Pafs:  I warrant  ye.  {Exennt. 

• Enter  Conflantia. 

Con.  To  curie  thofeftars,  that  men  fay  govern  us, 

To  rail  at  fortune,  fall  out  with  my  Fate, 

And  tax  the  general  world,  will  help  me  nothing  .* 

Alas,  I am  the  fame  Hill,  neither  arc  they 
Sobjed  to  helps,  or  hurts : Our  own  defircs 
Are  our  own  fates,  our  own  ftars,  all  our  fortunes. 

Which  as  we  fway  ’em,  Ibabufe,  or  blefs  us. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Don  John,  feefin^. 

Fred.  Peace  to  your  meditations* 

John.  Pox  upon  ye. 

Stand  out  o’th*  light. 

Confi.  1 crave  your  mercy  Sir, 

My  minde  o’re-charg’d  with  care  made  tne  unmannerly. 

Fred.  Pray  ye  fet  that  mind  at  reft,  all  lhall  be  perfed. 

John.  I like  the  body  rare  ^ a handfom  body, 

A wondrous  handlbm  body  .*  would  Ihe  would  tlirn  : 

See,  and  that  fpightful  puppy  be  not  got 
Between  me  and  my  light  again.  ' 

Fred.  ’Tis  done. 

As  all  that  you  command  lhall  be .-  the  Gentleman 
Is  fafely  off  all  danger. 

John.  O de  dios. 

Confi.  How  (hall  I thank  ye  Sir  ? how  fatisfie  ? 

Fr.  Speak  foftly,  gentle  Lady,  all’s  rewarded. 

Now  does  he  melt  like  Marmalad. 

John.  Nay,  ’tis  certain. 

Thou  art  the  fweetefl:  woman  I e’re  look’d  on 
I hope  thou  art  not  honeft.  • 

Fred.  None  difturb’d  ye? 

Confi.  Not  any  Sir,  nor  any  found  came  near  me, 

I thank  your  care. 

Fred.  ’Tis  well. 

John.  I would  fain  pray  now, 

- But  the  Devil  and  that  flefh  there,  o’  the  world, 

What  are  we  made  tofulfer  ? 

Fred.  He’ll  enter; 

Pull  in  your  head  and  be  hang’d. 

John.  Hark  ye  Frederick^ 

I have  brought  ye  home  your  Pack-faddle. 

Fred.  Pox  upon  ye. 

Con.  Nay  let  him  enter : fie  my  Lord  the  Duke, 

Stand  peeping  at  your  friends. 

Fred.  Ye  are  cozen’d  Lady, 

Here  is  no  Duke. 

Confi.  I know  him  full  well  Signior. 

, John.  Hold  thee  there  wench. 

I ;;  Fred.  This  mad-brain’d  fool  will  Ipoil  alL 
; Confi.  I do  befeech  your  grace  come  in. 

John.  My  Grace , 

There  was  a word  of  comfort. 

Fred.  Shall  he  enter? 
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W ho  e’rc  he  be  ? 

John.  Well  follow’d  Frederick^. 

Confi.  With  all  nrly  heart. 

Fred.  Come  in  tlien. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  ’Blefs  ye  LUdy. 

Fr.  Nay  ftart  not,  though  he  be  a flranger  to  yCj 
Hc’sofa  noble  llrain,  my  kinfman,  Lady, 

My  Country  man,  and  fellow  Traveller, 

One  bed  contains  us  ever,  one  purfe  feeds  u5; 

And  one  faith  free  between  os ; do  not  fear  him. 

He’s  truly  honefl:. 

John.  That’s  a lye. 

Fred.  And  trufty  : 

Beyond  your  wilhes ; valiant  to  defend, 

And  modeft  to  converfe  with,  as  your  blufhes. 

Jo.  Now  may  1 hang  my  felf;  this  commendation 
Has  broke  the  neck  ofall  my  hopes .-  for  now 
Muft  I cry,  no  forfooth,  and  I forfooth,  and  furely. 

And  truly  as  1 live,  and  as  I am  honeft. 

Has  done  thefe  things  for  ’nonce  too ; for  he  knows 
Like  a mofl  envious  Rafcal  as  he  is, 

I am  not  honeft,  nor  defire  to  be, 

Efpecially  this  way h’as  watch’d  his  time. 

But  I (hall  quit  him. 

Confi.  Sir,  1 credit  ye. 

Fred.  Go  kils  her  John. 

John.  Plague  o’  your  commendations. 

Confi.  Sir,  I lhall  now  defire  to  be  a trouble; 

John.  Never  to  me,  fweetLady;  Thusifeal 
My  faith,  and  all  my  lervice. 

Confi.  One  word  Signior. 

John.  Now  ’tis  impoflible  I Ihould  be  honeft, 

She  kilTes  with  a conjuration 

Would  make  the  Devi!  dance ; what  points  Ihe  at  f 

My  leg  1 warranty  or  my  well  knit  body  ^ 

Sit  fait  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  ’Twas  given  him  by  that  Gehtlemarl 
You  took  fuch  care  qf ; his  own  being  loft  i’th’  ftuffle. 

Con.  With  much  joy  may  he  tvear  it:  *tis  a right  one^ 

I can  alTure  ye  Gentleman,  and  right  happy 
May  you  be  in  all  fights  for  that  fair  fervice. 

Fred.  Why  do  ye  blulh  ? 

Confi.  ’T  had  almoft  cozen’d  me. 

For  not  to  lye,  when  I faw  that,  1 look’d  for  . . 

Another  Matter  of  it:  but ’tis  well.  [Kno'ck^,voithin, 

Fred.  Who’s  there  ? \ 

Enter  Anthony. 

Stand  ye  a little  clofe : Come  in  Sir,  {.Exit  Cofift. 

Now  what’s  the  news  with  you  ? 

Anth.  There  is  a Gentleman  without, 

Would  fpeak  with  Don  John. 

John.  Who  Sir  ? 

Ant.  I do  not  know  Sir,'  but  he  (hews  a man 
Of  no  mean  reckoning. 

Fred.  Let  him  Ihew  his  name,  , 

And  then  return  a little  wifer. 

Ant.  Well  Sir.  Anthoiiy. : 

Fred.  How  do  you  like  her  John  ? 

John.  As  well  as  you  Frederick^, 

For  all  1 am  honeft  ; you  (hall  find  it  fo  too. 

Fred  Art  thoii  not  honeft  ? 

John.  Art  thou  an  Afs  ? 

And  modeft  as  her  blulhes  f What  block-head 
Would  e’re  have  popt  out  fuch  a dry  Apologie, 

For  his  dear  friend  ? and  to  a Gentlewoman, 

A woman  of  her  youth,  and  delicacy. 

They  are  arguments  to  draw  them  to  abhor  us. 

An  honeft  moral  man  ? ’tis  for  a Conftable : 

A handfome  man,  a wholfome  man,  a tough  man,-  • 

A liberal  man,  a likely  man,  a man 
Made  up  like unflak’d  with  fervice : 

H h h The 


The  Chances. 


416 

The  lame  to  night,  to  morrow  night,  the  next  night, 

And  lb  to  perpetuitie  of  plealurcs, 

Thefe  had  been  things  to  hearken  to,  things  catching ; 

But  ycu  have  Inch  a ipic’d  confideration, 

Such  qualms  upon  your  wordiips  confcience, 
Such-chil-blains  in  your  bloud^  that  all  things  pinch  ye, 
U’hich  nature,  and  the  liberal  world  makes  cuftom, 

And  nothing  but  fair  honour,  O fweet  honor, 

Hang  up  your  Eunuch  honour : That  Iwastrufty, 

And  valiant,  were  things  well  put  in ; but  modeft ! 

A modeft  Gentleman  / O wit  where  waft  thou  ? 

Fred.  I am  Ibrrie  John. 

John.  My  Ladies  Genthvoman 
W'ould  laugh  me  to  a Shool-boy,  make  me  blulh 
\^'ith  playing  with  my  Codpiece  point : fie  on  thee, 

A man  of  thy  difcrction  ? 

Fred.  It  {hall  be  mended : 

And  henceforth  ye  fliall  have  your  due. 

Enter  Anthony. 

Juhn.  I look  for’t ; How  now,  who  is’t  ? 
jint.  A Gentleman  of  this  Town 
And  calls  himfelf  Petrncchio. 

Enter  Couftantia. 

John,  rie  attend  him. 

Confi,  How  did  he  call  himfelf.?  Fre.Petrncchio.^ 

Does  it  concern  you  ought  ? 

Confi.  O Gentlemen , 

The  hour  of  mydeftrudion  is  come  on  me, 

I am  difeover’d,  loft,  left  to  my  ruine : 

As  ever  ye  had  pity 

John.  Do  not  fear, 

Let  the  great  devil  come, he  fliall  come  through  me: 

Loft  here,  and  we  about  ye  ? 

Fred.  Fall  before  us? 

Confi.  O my  unfortunate  eftate,  all  angers 

Compar’d  to  his,  to  hiS' 

Fred.  Let  his,  and  all  mens, 

WJiilft  we  have  power  and  life — ftand  up  for  heaven  fake. 

Con.  I have  oiTended  heaven  too  •,  yet  heaven  knows 

John.  We  are  evil : 

Yet  Heaven  forbkl  we  ftcaid  have  our  deferts. 

What  is  he  ? Con.Too  too  near  to  my  offence  Sir  •, 

O he  will  cut  me  piece  meal. 

Fred.  ’Tis  no  Treafon  ? 

John.  Let  it  be  what  it  will,  ifhe  cut  here, 

I’le  find  him  cut-work. 

Fred.  He  muft  buy  you  dear. 

With  more  than  common  lives. 

John.  Fear  not,  nor  weep  not: 

By  heaven  Tie  fire  the  Town  before  ye  perifli, 

And  then,  the  more  the  merrier,  we’l  jog  with  ye. 

Fred.  Come  in,  and  dry  your  eyes. 

John.  Pray  no  more  weeping : 

Spoil  a fweet  face  for  nothing  ? my  return 
Shall  end  all  this  1 warrant  you. 

Confi.  Heaven  grant  it.  I Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Petrucchio,  with  a Letter. 

Petr.  This  man  fbould  be  of  fpccial  rank : 

For  thefe  commends  carry  no  common  way. 

No  flight  worth  with  ’em : 

He  fliall  be  he. 

Enter  Don  John. 

John.  ’Save  ye  Sir : I am  forric 
My  bufinefs  was  fo  unmannerly,  to  make  yc 
Wait  thus  loi^  here. 

Petr.  Occafions  muft  be  ferv'd  Sir  .• 

But  is  your  name  'Don  John  ? 

John.  It  is  Sir.  'Petr.  Then , 


j Firlt,lor  your  own  brave  fake  F muft  embrace  ye  '• 

( Next,  from  the  credit  of  your  noble  friend 
I Hernando  de  sy^lvara , make  yC  mine  : 

I Who  lays  his  charge  upon  me  in  this  Letter 
To  look  ye  out,  and  for  thegoodnefs  in  ye, 

Whilft  your  occalions  make  ye  refident 
In  this  place,  to  fupply  ye,  love  and  honour  ye  ^ 

Which  had  1 know  fooner 

John.  Noble  Sir , 

Y ou’l  make  my  thanks  too  poor : I wear  a fword,  Sir, 

And  have  a fervice  to  be  ftill  difpos’d  of, 

As  you  fliall  pleafe  command  it. 

Tetr.  Gentle  Sir, 

That  manly  courtefie  is  half  my  bufinefs : 

And  to  be  Ihort,  to  make  ye  know  I honour  ye. 

And  in  all  points  believe  your  worth  like  Oracle, 

And  how  above  my  friends,  which  are  not  few, 

And  thofe  not  flack,  I eftimate  your  vertues. 

Make  your  felf  underftand,This  day  Petrucchio, 

A man  that  may  command  the  ftrength  of  this  place,  ‘ 

Hazard  the  boldeft  fpirits,  hath  made  choice 
Only  of  you,  and  in  a noble  office. 

John.  Forward,  1 am  free  to  entertain  it. 

Petr.  Thus  then  : 

I do  befeech  ye  mark  me.  ^ 

John.  I fliall  do  it. 

Petr.  Ferrara's  Duke,  would  I might  call  him  worthie, 
But  that^he  has  raz’d  out  from  his  famil  y, 

As  he  has  mine  with  Infamie,  This  man, 

Rather  this  powerfull  Monfter,  we  being  left 
But  two  of  all  our  houfe,  to  flock  our  memories. 

My  Sifter,  and  my  felf;  with  arts,  and  witchcrafts, 

Vows,  and  fuch  oaths  heaven  has  no  mercy  for. 

Drew  to  diflionour  this  weak  maid,  by  ftealths,  ,> 

And  fecret  paffages  I knew  not  of. 

Oft  he  obtain’d  his  wiflies,  oft  abus’d  her : 

I am  afham’d  to  fay  the  reft : This  purchas’d, 

And  his  hot  bloud  allay’d,  as  friends  forfake  us 
At  a miles  end  upon  our  way,  he  left  her, 

And  all  our  name  to  ruine.  ^ 

John.  This  was  foul  Play,  ■ 

And  ought  to  be  rewarded  fo. 

Petr.  I hope  fo-, 

He  fcap’d  me  yefter-night ; which  ifhe  dare  ,, 

Again  adventure  for.  Heaven  pardon  him, 

I fliall  with  all  my  heart. 

John.  For  me,  biavc  Signior, 

What  do  ye  intend  ? 4 

Petr.  Only,  fair  Sir,  tbistruft. 

Which  from  the  commendations  of  this  Letter,  j' 

I dare  prefume  well  plac’d,  nobly  to  bear  him  ^ 

By  word  of  mouth  a fingle  challenge  from  me. 

That  man  to  man,  if  he  have  honour  in  him. 

We  may  decide  all  difference.  | 

John.  Fair,  and  noble,  j 

And  I will  do  it  home  .*  VVhen  fliall  I vifite  ye  ? j 

Petr.  Pleafe  you  this  after-noon,  I will  ride  with  you  : 
For  at  a Caftle  fix  miles  hence,  we  are  fure 
To  find  him.  j 

John.  I’le  be  ready.  J 

Petr.  To  attend  ye. 

My  man  fliall  wait : with  all  my  love.  ffr.  Petr. I 

John.  My  fervice  fliall  not  fail  ye.  i 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  How  now.? 

John.  All’s  well ; who  doft  thou  think  this  wench  is .? 
Ghefs,  and  thou  canft  ? 

Fred.  1 cannot. 

John.  Be  it  known*  then,  ■ 

Toallmenbythefeprefents,  this  is  (he. 

She,  flie,  and  only  ftie,  our  curious  coxcombs 
Were  errant  two  moneths  after. 

Fred.  Who  , Confi antia  ? 

Thou, 
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Thou  talk’ll  of  Cocks  and  Bulls. 

John.  1 talk  of  wenches, 

Of  cocks  and  Hens  ‘Don  Frcdcrickjy  this  is  the  Pullet 
We  two  went  proud  after. 

Fred.  It  cannot  be. 

John.  It  fliall  bc^ 

Sifter  to  Don  Petrucchto : I know  all  man. 

Fred.  Now  1 believe, 

John.  Go  to,  there  has  been  ftirring, 

Fumbl'iig  with  Linnen  Frederick^ 

Fred.  Tis  impollible, 

You  know  her  fame  was  pure  as  fire. 

John.  That  pure  fire 

Has  melted  out  her  maiden-head : (he  is  crackt ; 

We  have  all  that  hope  of  our  fide,  boy. 

Fred.  Thou  tell ’ft  me, 

To  my  imagination,  things  incredible : 

I fee  no  loofe  thought  in  her. 

John.  That’s  all  one. 

She  is  loofe  i’th’  hilts  by  heaven : but  the  world  mnjt  know 
A fair  way,  upon  vow  of  marriage. 

Fred.  There  may  be  fuch  a flip. 

John.  And  will  be,  Frederick) 

Whirit  the  old  game’s  a foot : I fear  the  boy 
Will  prove  hers  too  I took  up. 

Fred,  Good  circumftance 
May  cure  all  this  yet. 

John,  There  thou  hitfl  it,  Frederick^: 

Come,  let’s  walk  in  and  comfort  her  .•  her  being  here 
Is  nothing  yet  fulpeded  ; anon  I’le  tell  thee 
Wherefore  her  Brother  came,  who  by  this  light 
Is  a brave  noble  fellow,  and  what  honour 
H’as  done  to  me  a Itranger : there  be  Irons 
Heating  for  fome,  will  hils  into  their  heart  blouds , 

E’re  all  be  ended  % fo  much  for  this  time. 

Fred.  Well  Sir.  • i_Exeunt, 


Tertius*  Seen  a Prim  a, 

t 

Enter  Land  lady,  and  Peter. 

Land./^Ovae)  ye  do  know. 

‘l^et.  I do  not  by  this  hand  Miftris. 

But  I fufped. 

Land.  What? 

Peter.  Thatifegges  Continue 
At  this  price,  women  will  ne’re  be  fav’d 
By  their  good  works. 

Land.  1 will  know. 

Peter.  Ye  lhall,  any  thing 
Lyes  in  my  power : The  Duke  of  Lor  aim  now 
Is  feven  thoufand  ftrong  ; I heard  it  of  a fifh-wife, 

A woman  of  fine  knowledge. 

Land.  Sirrah,  Sirrah. 

Pet.  The  Popes  Bulls  are  broke  loofe  too, and  ’tis  fufpeded 
They  fliail  be  baited  in  England. 

Land.  Very  well  Sir. 

Peter.  No,  ’tis  not  fo  well  neither; 

Land.  But  1 fay  to  ye, 

Who  is  it  keeps  your  Mailer  company  ? 

Peter.  I fay  to  you,  Don  John. 

Land.  I fay  what  woman. ^ 

Peter.  I fay  fo  too.  \ 

Land.  I fay  again,  I will  know. 

Peter.  1 fay  ’tis  fit  ye  Ihould. 

Land.  And  I tell  thee 
He  has  a woman  here. 

Peter.  And  I tell  thee 

’Tis  then  the  better  for  him.  ^ 

Land.  You  are  noEawd  now.? 

Peter.  Would  I were  able  to  be  call’d  unto  it 
A worlhipfull  vocation  for  my  elders  •, 


For.  as  1 undcriland  it  is  a place 
Fitting  my  betters  far. 

Land.  Was  ever  Gentlewoman 
So  frumpt  oil  with  a fool  ? well  fawey  Sirrah, 

1 will  know  who  it  is,  and  for  what  purpofe  \ 

I pay  the  rent,  and  I will  know  how  my  houfc  , 

Comes  by  thefe  Inflammations  .•  if  this  geer  hold, 

Bell  hang  a fign-poll  up,  to  tell  theSigniors, 

Here  ye  may  have  lewdncfsat  Liverie. 

‘ Enter  Frederick. 

P eter.  ’Twolild  be  a great  cafe  to  your  age. 

Fred.  How  now  ? 

Why  what’s  the  matter  Land-lady  ? 

Land.  What’s  the  matter? 

Ye  ufe  me  decently  among  ye  Gentlemen. 

Fred.  Who  has  abus’d  her,  you  Sir? 

Land.  ’Ods  my  witnefs 
I will  not  be  thus  treated,  that  I w'ill  not. 

Peter.  I gave  her  no  ill  language.  * ' 

Land.  Thou  lyelt  lewdly, 

Thou  tookfi  me  up  at  every  word  I fpoke. 

As  1 had  been  a Mawkin,  a Hurt  Gillian  •, 

And  thou  thinkH,bccaufe  thou  canlt  write  and  read, 

Our  nofes  mull  be  under  thee*. 

Fred.  Dare  you  Sirrah  ? 

Pet.  Let  but  the  truth  be  known  Sir,  I beicceh  yc. 

She  raves  of  wenches,  and  I know  not  what  Sir. 

Lan.  Go  to,  thou  know’ll  too  well,  thou  wicked  varlet, 
Thou  inllruraent  of  evil. 

Peter.  As  I live  Sir , 

She  is  ever  thus  till  dinner,  , 

Fred.  Get  ye  in  , 
rie  anfwer  you  anon  Sir. 

Peter.  By  this  hand 

rie  break  your  Poflet  pan,  X^Exit. 

Land.  Then  by  this  hood 
rie  lock  the  meat  up. 

Fred.  Now  your  grief,  whatis’t.? 

For  I can  ghefle 

Land.  Ye  may  with  fliame  enough. 

If  there  were  fliame  amongll  ye  •,  nothing  thonght  on^ 

But  how  ye  may  abufe  my  houfe  ? not  fatisfi’d 
With  bringing  home  your  Baftards  to  undoe  me. 

But  you  mull  drill  your  whores  here  too  ? my  patience 
( Becaule  I bear,  and  bear,  and  carry  all. 

And  as  they  fay  am  willing  to  groan  under  ) 

Mull  be  your  make-Iport  now. 

Fred.  No  more  of  thefe  words, 

Nor  no  more  murmurings  Lady : for  you  know 
That  I know  fomething.  I did  fufpedl  your  anger. 

But  turn  it  prefently  and  handfomely. 

And  bear  your  felfdifcrectly  to  this  woman, 

For  fuch  an  one  there  is  indeed. 

Land.  ’Tis  well  fon. 

Fre.  Leaving  your  devils  Matins, artd  your  melancholies, 
Or  we  lhall  leave  our  lodgings. 

Land.  You  have  much  need 
To  ufe  thefe  vagrant  ways,  and  to  much  profit  .• 

Ye  had  that  might  content 

(At  home  within  your  felves  too)  right  good  Gentlemen, 
Wholfome,  and  ye  faid  handfom : But  you  gallants, 

Beaft  that  I was  to  believe  ye 

Fred.  Leave  your  fufpicion  .• 

For  as  I live  there’s  no  fuch  thing. 

Land.  Mine  honour*, 

And  ’twere  not  for  mine  honour. 

( Fred.  Come,  your  honour. 

Your  houfe,  and  you  too, if  you  dare  believe  me. 

Are  well  enough : fleek  upyour  felf,  leave  crying. 

For  I mull  have  ye  entertain  this  Lady 
With  all  civility,  Ihewelldelerves  it, 

Together  with  all  fccrefie  : 1 dare  trull  ye. 

For  I have  found  ye  faithfull  .*  when  you  know  her, 
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You  will  find  your  own  fault : no  more  words,  but  doit. 
L^id.  You  know  you  may  command  me. 

Enter  Den  John. 

John.  W’orfliipful  Lady^ 

How  does  thy  velvet  Scabbard  ? by  this  hand 
Thou  lookft  moft  amiably,  now  could  1 willingly. 

And  ’twere  not  for  abuling  thy  Geneva  print  there, 

Venture  my  Botly  with  thee. 

LW.  You’ll  leave  this  Roguery 
W'heu  you  come  to  my  years. 

John.  By  this  light 

Thou  art  not  above  fifteen  yet,  a meet  Girl, 

Thou  halt  not  half  thy  teeth ; come 

Fr»d  Prithee  John 

l£t  her  alone,  fhe  has  been  vex’d  already ; 

She’ll  grow  ftark  mad,  man. 

John.  I would  fee  her  mad, 

.An  old  mad  woman 

Fred.  Prithee  be  patient. 

John.  Is  like  a Millers  Mare,  troubled  with  tooth-ach. 

! She’ll  make  the  rarelT:  faces. 

Fred.  Go,  and  doit, 

And  do  not  mind  this  fellow. 

( Land.  Well,  Don  John  , 

There  will  be  times  again when  O good  Mother, 

What’s  good  for  a Carnofity  in  the  Bladder  ? 

0 the  green  water.  Mother. 

John.  Doting  take  ye  *, 

Do  ye  rememl^r  that  ? 

Fred.  She  has  paid  ye  now,  Sir. 

L-W.  Clary,  fweet  mother,  clary. 

Fred.  Are  ye  fatisfied 

Land.  I’ll  never  whore  again,  never  give  petticoats 
And  Waftcoats  at  five  pound  apiece : good  mother, 
Quickly  mother  •,  now  mock  on  Son. 

John.  A Devil  grind  your  old  Chaps.  \Fxit  Landlady. 
Fred.  By  this  hand,  wench. 

I’ll  give  thee  a new  hood  for  this. 

Has  fhemet  with  your  Lordlliip.^ 

John.  Touch  wood  take  her. 

Enter  Authony. 

She’s  a rare  ghoftly  Mother. 

Ant.  Below  attends  ye 

The  Gentlemans  man.  Sir,  that  was  with  you. 

John.  Well,  Sir^ 

My  time  is  come  then  \ yet  if  my  projed  hold, 

You  fliall  not  flay  behind-,  I’ll  rather  tcufl: 

Enter  Conflantia. 

A Cat  with  fweet  milk,  Frederickjy  by  her  face," 

1 fed  her  fears  are  working. 

ConJ!-.  Is  there  no  way, 

I do  befeech  ye  think  yet,  to  divert 
This  certain  danger  ? 

Fred.  ’Tis  impofTible  *, 

Their  Honours  are  engag’d. 

Cb«/?.  Then  there  mult  be  murther. 

Which,  Gentlemen,  I fliall  no  foonerhear  of. 

Than  make  one  in’t : you  may  if  you  pleafe,  Sii , 

Make  all  go  lefs  yet. 

John.  Lady,  were’t  mine  own  Caufc, 

I could  difpenfe ; but  loaden  with  my  friends  truft, 

I muft  go  on-,  though  general  mafTacres 

As  much  1 fear 

Onfl.  Do  ye  hear,  Sir;,  for  Heavens  pity 
Let  me  rcquell  one  love  of  you. 

Fred.  Yes,  anything. 

Conft.  This  Gentleman  1 find  too  refolutc, 

Too  hot  and  fiery  for  the  Cauld,  as  ever 
You  did  a vertuous  deed,  for  honours  fake 
Go  with  him,  and  allay  him-,  your  fair  temper 
And  noble  difpofition,  like  wifh’d  fhowrs, 


May  quench  thofe  eating  fires,  that  would  fpoil  all  elfe. 

I fee  in  him  deftrudion. 

Fred  I will  do  it; 

And  ’tis  a wife  confideration,  -I 

To  me  a bounteous  favour,  hark  ye,  John  j 
I will  go  with  ye. 

John.  No. 

Fred.  Indeed  I will. 

Ye  go  upon  a hazard  *,  no  denial, 

For  as  I live.  I’ll  go. 

John.  Then  make  ye  ready, 

For  I am  llraight  o’  horfe-baok. 

Fred.  My  Sword  on,  , 

I am  as  ready  as  you  ^ what  my  bell  labour. 

With  all  the  art  I have  can  work  upon  ’em, 

Befureof,  and  exped  fair  end  *,  the  old  Gentlewoman 
Shall  wait  upon  you  -,  Ihe  is  both  grave  and  private. 

And  ye  may  truft  her  in  all  points. 

Confi.  You  are  noble; 

And  fo  I kifs  your  hand. 

John.  That  feal  for  me  too. 

And  I hope  happy  ifliie.  Lady. 

Confi.  All  Heavens  Care  upon  ye,  and  my  Prayers. 

John.  So, 

Now  my  mind’s  at  reft. 

Fred.  Away,  ’tis  late,  John,  UExemt. 

SCENE  il. 

Enter  Antonio,  a Surgeony  and  2 Gentlemen. 

1 <Jent.  Come,  Sir,  be  hearty,  all  the  wOrftispaft. 
Ant.  Give  me  forac  Wide. 

Sur,  ’Tis  death.  Sir. 

Ant.  ’TisaHorfe,  Sir. 

To  be  dreft  to  the  tune  of  Ale  only ! 

Nothing  but  fawces  to  my  fores  ! 

2 Gent.  Fie,  Antonio^ 

You  muft  be  govern’d. 

Ant.  H’as  given  me  a damn’d  Clyfter, 

Only  of  find  and  fnow  water.  Gentlemen, 

Has  almoft  ftour’d  my  guts  out. 

Sar.  1 have  giv’n  you  that,  Sir, 

Isfitteftfor  yourftate. 

Ant.  And  here  he  feeds  me 
With  rotten  ends  of  Rooks,  and  drown’d  Chickens, 

Stew’d  Pericraniums,  and  Pia maters*, 

And  when  I go  tobed  (by  Heaven  ’tis  true  Gentlemen) 

He  rolls  me  up  in  Lints,  with  Labels  at  ’em. 

That  I amjnft  the  man  i’th’ Almanack, 

In  Head  and  Face,  is  Aries  place. 

Sur.  Will’t  pleafe  ye 
To  let  your  friends  fee  you  open’d  ? 

Ant.  Will’t  pleafe  you.  Sir, 

To  let  me  have  a wench  ? I feel  my  Body 
Open  enough  for  that  yet. 

Sur.  How,  a Wench? 

Ant.  Why  look  ye.  Gentlemen;  thus  I am  us’d  ftill, 

I can  get  nothing  that  I want.  , 

I Gent.  Leave  thefc  things. 

And  let  him  open  ye. 

Ant.  D’  ye  hear.  Surgeon  ? 

Send  for  the  Mufick,  let  me  have  fbme  pleafure 
To  entertain  my  friends,  befides  yourSallads, 

Your  green  falves,  and  your  learches,  and  feme  Wine  too. 
That  I may  only  fmell  to  it  ^ or  by  this  light 
I’ll  dye  upon  thy  hand,  and  fpoil  thy  cuftorae. 

1 Cent.  Let  him  have  Mufick. 

; Enter  Rowl.  with  Wine. 

I Sur.  ’Tisiuthe  looufe,  and  ready. 

If  he  will  ask  no  more  but  Wine 

2 Gent.  He  fhall  not  drink  it. 

S/»r.  Will  thefe  things  pleafe  ye  ? 

Ant.  .Yes,  and  let  ’em  fing 
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John  Vorrie. 

2 Gent.  ’Tis  too  long. 

Atit.  ril  have  John  Dorrie., 

For  to  that  warlike  time  I will  be  open’d  : 

Give  me  fome  drink,  have  ye  ftopt  the  leaks  well,  Sur 
All  will  mil  out  elfer' 

Sur^.  Fear  not. 

j4nt.  Sit  down,  Gentlemen.- 

And  now  advance  your  Plaifters.  L^ong  of  John  Dorrie. 

Give ’em  ten /hillings,  friends^  how  do  ye  find  me? 
What  lymptoms  do  you  fee  now  ? 

Sitrg.  None,  Sir,  dangerous; 

But  it  you  will  be  rul’d 

Ant.  What  time  ? 

Stag.  I can  cure  you 

In  forty  days,  if  you  will  not  tranlgrefs  me. 

Ant.  I have  a Dog  lhall  lick  me  whole  in  tw^pty ; 

In  how  long  canft  thou  kill  me  ? 

Surg.  Prefently. 

Ant.  Doit,  there’s  more  delight  in’t. 

1 Gent.  You  mull  have  patience. 

Ant.  Man,  I muft  have  bufinefs  j this  fooHfli  fcHow 
(Hinders  himfelf ; I have  a dozen  Railals 
To  hurt  within  thefe  five  days  ^ good  man-rnuider. 

Stop  me  with  fome  Parfley,  like  ftuft  Beef, 

And  let  me  walk  abroad. 

Snrg.  Ye  ihall  walk  fiiortly. 
zAnt.  For  I muftfind 

2 Cent.  Time  enough.  (theft  three  days 

1 Cjent.  Come,  lead  him  in,  and  let  hiin  fleept  within 
Wc’ll  beg  ye  leave  to  play. 

2 Gent.  And  then  how  things  fall. 

We’ll  certainly  inform  ye. 

Ant.  But  Surgeon,  promiferae 
I lhalldrink  Wine  then  too. 

Snrg.  A little  temper’d. 

Ant.  Nay,  I’ll  no  tempering.  Surgeon. 

Surg.  Well,  as’t  pleafe  ye. 

So  ye  exceed  not. 

Ant.  Farewell : and  if  ye  find 
The  mad  Slave  that  thus  flalh’d  me,  commend  me  to  him. 
And  bid  him  keep  his  Skin  dole. 

I Gent.  Take  your  reft,  Sir.  \fExemt. 

SCENE  m. 

Enter  Conftantia,  and  Jjtnd-lady. 

Confi.  I have  told  ye  all  lean,  and  more  than  yet 
Thofe Gentlemen  know  of  me,  evertrufting 
YourCounlel  and  Concealment ; for  to  me 
You  fcem  a worthy  Woman;  one  of  thofe 
Are  feldome  found  in  our  Sex,  wife  and  ^ertuous, 

Dired  me  I befeech  ye. 

Land.  Ye  fay  well.  Lady, 

And  hold  ye  to  that  point,  for  in  thefe  bufinefles 
A Womans  Counfel  that  conceives  the  matter, 

(Do  ye  mark  me  that  conceives  the  matter.  Lady) 

Is  worth  ten  mens  engagements  : She  knows  fomething. 
And  out  of  that  can  work  like  Wax;  when  men 
Are  giddy  headed,  either  out  of  Wine, 

Or  a more  Drunkennefs,  vain  Oftentation, 

Difcoveringall ; there  is  no  more  keep  in  ’em 
Than  hold  upon  an  Eelestail ; ’tisheld  falhion 
To  defame  now  all  they  can. 

Con[l.  I,  but  theft  Gentlemen^ 

Land.  Do  not  you  truft  to  that ; thefe  Gentlemen 
Areasall  Gentlemen  of  the  ftme  Barrel ; 

I I,  and  the  fclf  fame  pickle  too.  Be  it  granted, 

' Theyhaveus’d  ye  with  refped  and  fair  behaviour. 

Ere  fince  ye  Caifie,  do  you  know  what  muft  follow .? 

They  are  Spaniards,  Lady,  Gennets  of  high  mettle. 
Things  that  v^ill  thralh  the  Devil,  or  his  Dam, 

Let  ’em  appear  but  cloven. 

Conj}-.  Now  Heaven  blefs  mci 


Land.  Mad  Colts  will  court  the  wind  I know  ’em, Lady  j 
To  the  Icaft  hair  they  have  ; and  1 tell  you. 

Old  as  1 am,  let  but  the  pint  pot  blefs  ’em, 

fhcy’ll  offer  to  my  years 

Conji.  How  ? 


L.tnd.  Such  rude  gambols— 

Confi.  To  you  ? 

Land.  1,  and  fo  handle  me,  that  oft  I am  forc’d 
l o figlicof  all  four  for  my  faftry ; there’s  the  younger, 
Don  John,  the  arranteft  Jacl^  in  all  cliis  City  *, 

Tlic  other.  Time  has  blafted,  yet  he  willftoop, 

If  not  o’rflown,  and  freely  on  the  quarry  -, 

Has  been  a Dragon  in  his  days.  But  Tarmonty 
Don  is  the  Devil  himfelf,  the  d(^  days, 
inemoft  incompreheiiGhle  Whore  mafter, 
r wenLy  a night  is  notning ; Beggars,  Broom-wortien, 

And  thofe  fo  miferable,  thej  looK  like  famine, 

Are  all  fweet  Ladies  in  his  drink.  . 

Confi.  He’s  a handiome  Gentleman 
Pity  he  fhould  be  mafter  of  fuch  follies. 

Land.  He’s  ne’r  without  a noift  of  Sirynges  . 
in’s  Pocket,  thofe  proclaim  him ; birding  Pills, 

Waters  to  cool  his  Confcience,  in  fhiall  Viols : 

With  thoufand  fuch  fuffident  emblems ; the  truth  is, 
Whole  Chaftity  he  chops  upon  he  cares  not, 

He  Hies  at  all ; Baftards  upon  my  confcience. 

He  has  now  in  making,  multitudes  the  lalt  night 
He  brought  home  one ; I pity  hef  that  bore  it. 

But  we  are  all  weak  Velftls,  fome  rich  Woman 
(For  wife  I dare  not  call  her)  was  the  mother. 

For  it  was  hung  with  Jewels  *,  the  bearing  Cloath 
Nolefs  thanCrimfon  Velvet. 

Confi.  How  ? 

Land.  ’Tis  true.  Lady. 

Confi.  Was  it  a Boy  too  ? 

Land  A brave  Boy,  deliberation 
And  judgment  Ihew’d  in’s  getting,  as  I’ll  fay  for  him. 

He’s  as  well  paced  for  that  Ipoyrt- 

Co”fi‘  May  I fee  it? 

For  there  is  a neighbour  of  mine,  a Gentlewoman^ 

Has  had  a late  mifthance,  which  willingly 
I would  know  further  of  j now  if  you  pleafe 
To  be  fo  courteous  to  me. 

Land.  Ye  lhall  fee  it: 

But  what  do  ye  think  of  theft  men  now  ye  know  ’em, 

And  of  the  cauft  I told  ye  of  * Be  wife. 

Ye  may  repent  too  late  elft ; I but  tell  you 
For  your  own  good,  and  as  you  will  find  it,  Lady. 

Confi.  I am  advis’d. 

Land.  No  more  words  then ; do  that. 

And  inftantly,  I told  ye  of.  be  ready ; 

Don  John,  I’ll  fit  you  for  yOur  frumps. 

Confi.  I lhall  be : 

But  lhall  I fee  this  Child  ? 

Land.  Within  this  half  hour. 

Let’s  in,  and  there  think  better ; Ihe  thait’s  wife/ 

Leaps  at  occafion  firft ; the  reft  pay  for  it.  {fixenm. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Petrucchio,  Don  John,  and  Frederick. 

John.  Sir,  he  is  worth  your  knowlcdg,  and  a Gentleman 
If  1 that  fo  much  love  him,  may  commend  him, 

Of  free  and  vertuous  parts;  and  one,  if  foul  play 
Should  fall  upon  us,  for  which  fear  I brought  him. 

Will  not  flye  back  for  phillips. 

Pet.  Ye  much  honour  me. 

And  once  more  I pronounce  yc  both  mine. 

Fred.  Stay,  what  Troop 
Is  that  below  i’  th’  Valley  there  ? 

John.  Hawking  I take  it. 

Pet.  They  are  ft ; ’tis  the  Duke,  ’tiseven  he,  Gentlemen, 
Sirrah,  draw  back  the  Horfes  till  we  call  ye, 

I know  him  by  his  Company. 

Fred. 
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Fred.  I chink  too 
He  bends  'epthis  way. 

Frt.  So  he  does. 

Jab  ft.  Sr.md  you  Hill 

\\*ithin  that  Covert  till  I call : you,  Frederick^, 

By  no  means  be  not  feen,  unlefs  they  offer 
To  bring  on  odds  upon  us , he  comes  forward, 

Here  will  I wait  him  fairly : to  your  Cabins. 

'Ter.  1 need  no  more  inrtrud  ye  ? 

John.  Fear  me  not, 

rie  give  it  him,  and  ^Idly.  |[£.v.  Pet.  and  Fred. 

Enter  Duke  and  his  fallion, 

Duke.  Feed  the  Hawks  up. 

Use’ll  die  no  more  to  day , O my  blefl.  fortune  / 

Have  I fo  fairly  met  the  man  ? 

John.  Ye  have.  Sir, 

And  him  you  know  by  this. 

Duke.  Sir  all  the  honour. 

And  love ' 

John.  I do  befeech  your  Grace  Hay  there^ 

(For  I know  you  too  now)  that  love  and  honour 
1 come  not  to  receive  •,  nor  can  you  give  it, 

Till  ye  appear  fair  to  the  world I mull  befeech  ye 
Difmifsyour  train  a little. 

Duke,  Walk  afide. 

And  out  of  hearing  I command  ye:  Now,  Sir. 

John.  Laft  time  we  met,  I was  a friend. 

Dr.k^.  And  Nobly, 

You  did  a friends  o^ce.:  let  your  buHnefs 

: Be  what  it  may,  you  muft  be  Hill 

John.  Your  pardon, 

Never  a friend  to  him,  cannot  be  friend 
To  his  own  honour. 

I Duke.  In  whathaveltranfgrefs’dit? 

Ye  make  a bold  breach  at  the  firft.  Sir. 

John.  Bolder,  ^ 

1 You  made  that  breaclithat  let  in  infamy, 

' And  ruine,  to  furprife  a noble  ftock. 

Duke.  Be  plain.  Sir. 

John.  I will,  andfhort*, 

Ye  have  wrong’d  a Gentleman, 

Little  behind  your  felf,  beyond  all  juflice. 

Beyond  mediation  of  all  friends. 

1 Du!ke.  The  man,  and  manner  of  wrong? 

John.  Petrucchio., 

, The  wrong,  ye  have  Whor’d  his  Siller. 

^uke.  What’s  his  will  in’t.^ 

John.  His  w'ill  is  to  oppofe  you  like  a Gentleman, 

And  finglc,  to  decide  alL  , 

Duke.  Wow  flay  you.  Sir,. 

I And  hear  me  with  the  like  belief:  this  Gentleman, 
HsSiflerchatyou  nam’d,  ’tis  true  I have  long  lov’d, 

1 Nor  was  that  love  lafeivious,  as  he  makes  it  ^ 

■ As  true,  I have  enjoy’d  her;  no  lefs  truth, 
i I have  a Child  by  her : but  that  fhc,  or  he, 

; Or  any  of  that  family  are  tainted. 

Suffer  difgrace,  or  ruin,  by  my  picafures, 

I wear  a Sword  to  fatisfie  the  wwld  no, 

Andhiminthiscaufe  whenhepleafe;  for  know.  Sir, 

She  is  my  Wife,  contradled  before  Heaven, 

(Witnefs  I owe  more  tye  to,  than  her  Brother) 

Nor  will  I flyc  from  that  name,  which  long  fince 
Had  had  the  Churches  approbation. 

But  for  his  jealous  danger. 

John.  Sir,  your  pardon, 
j And  all  that  was  my  anger,  now  my  fervice. 

Duk-  Fair  Sir,  I knew  1 fhou  Id  convert  ye-,  had  wc 

But  that  rough  man  here  now  too 

John.  And  ye  fhall.  Sir, 

Whoa,  hoa,  hoo. 

'Dukf.  I hope  ye  have  laid  no  Ambufli  ? 


Enter  Petrucchio. 

John.  Only  friends. 

Duke,  My  noble  Brother  welcome  : 

Come  put  your  anger  off,  w«’ll  no  fighting, 

Qolefs  you  will  maintain  I am  unworthy 
To  bear  that  name. 

Pee.  Do  you  fpeak  this  heartily  ? 

Duke.  Upon  my  foul,  and  truly  j the  firfl  Prieft 
Shall  put  you  out  of  thefe  doubts. 

Pet.  Now  I love  ye , 

And  1 befeech  you  pardon  my  fufpicions, 

You  are  now  more  than  a Brother,  a brave  friend  too. 

John.  The  good  man’s  over-joy’d. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  How,  how,  how  goes  it?  (Frederkky 

John.  Why,  the  man  has  his  Mare  again,  and  all’s  well. 
The  Duke  profeffes  freely  he’s  her  Husband. 

Fred.  ’Tis  a good  hearing. 

John.  Yes,  for  modefl  Gentlemen. 

I muft  prefent  ye : may  it  pleafe  your  Grace, 

To  number  this  brave  Gentleman,  my  friend. 

And  noble  kinfmaii,  amongft  thofe  your  fervants.  (me 
Duke.  O my  brave  friend ! you  fhower  your  bounties  on 
Amongft  my  bell  thoughts,  Signior,  in  which  number 
■ You  being  worthily  difpos’d  already. 

May  place  your  friend  to  honour  m^. 

Fred.  My  love,  Sir, 

And  where  your  Grace  dares  truft  me,  all  my  fervice. 

Pet.  Why  ? this  is  wondrous  happy : But  now  Brother- 
Now  comes  the  bitter  to'our  fweet : Conftamia, 

Duke.  Why,  what  of  her? 

Pet.  Nor  what,  nor  where,  do  I know  ? 

Wing’d  with  her  fears  laft  night,  beyond  my  knowledge. 
She  quit  my  houfe,  but  whither — 

Fred.  Let  not  that 

‘Duke.  No  more  good  Sir,  I have  heard  too  much. 

Pet.  Nay  fink  not. 

She  cannot  be  fb  loft. 

John.  Nor  fhall  not,  Gentlemen  ^ i 

Be  free  again,  the  Lady’s  found ; that  fmile,  Sir, 

Shews  yc  diftruft  your  Servant. 

Duke.  1 do  befeech  ye. 

1 John.  Ye  ftiall  -ye  nic  . ' by  my  foul  fhe  is  fafe. 

Dnl\(-.  Heaven  Ic  jws,  1 vvjuld  believe.  Sir. 

Fred.  Yemay  fafcly. 

John.  Au4  under  nd)le  ufage : this  fair  Gentleman 
Met  her  in  all  her  doubtslaft  night,  and  to  his  Guard, 

(Her  fears  being  ftrong  upon  her)  fhe  gave  her  perfon. 

Who  waited  on  her  to  our  lodging  j where  all  relpedt. 

Civil  and  honeft  fervice  now  attend  her. 

Pet.  Ye  may  believe  now. 

Duke.  Yes,  I do,  and  ftrongly  .- 
Well  my  good  friends,  or  rather  ray  good  Angels, 

For  ye  have  both  preferv’d  me  -,  when  thefe  vertues 

Dye  in  your  friends  remembrance 

John.  Good  your  Grace, 

Lofe  no  more  time  in  complement,  ’tis  too  precious, 

1 know  it  by  my  felf  there  can  be  no  Hell 
To  his  that  hangs  upon  his  hopes  efpecially 
In  way  of  luflly  pleafures. 

Pet.  Hehashitit. 

Fred.  To  horfe  again  then,  for  this  night  I’le  crown 
With  all  the  joyes  ye  wifh  for. 

Pet,  Happy  Gentlemen.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Francifto. 

Fran.  Thisisthe  maddeft  mifehief.-  never  fool 
Was  fo  fob’d  off,  as  lam^  made  ridiculous. 

And  to  my  felf  mine  own  Afs : truft  a Woman  ? 

I’le  truft  the  Devil  firft  j for  he  dare  be 

Better  than’s  word  fometime : what  faith  have  I broke  ? 

In  what  obfcrvance  fail’d  ? Let  me  confider. 
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. Enter  Don  John,  atui  Frederick. 

For  this  is  monftrous  ufage. 

Ered.  Let  them  talk. 

We’ll  ride  on  fair  and  Ibfily, 

Fran.  Well,  Conjiantta. 

Fred.  Confiantta,  what’s  this  fellow  ? ftay  by  all  means. 
Fran.  Ye  have  fpun  your  felf  a fair  thread  now. 

Fred.  Stand  Itill,  Tohn. 

Fran.  What  caule  had  you  to  lly  ? what  fear  pollcft  ye  ? 
Were  you  not  liifely  lodg’d  from  all  fufpicion  ? 

Us’d  with  all  gentle  means  ? did  any  know 
1 low  ye  came  thither,  or  what  your  fin  was.  ' 

Fred.  John., 

1 fmell  fome  juggling,  John. 

John.  Yes,  Frederick^.,  1 fear  it  will  be  found  fo. 

Fran.  So  ftrangely, 

Withoutthecounfel  of  your  friends;,  lb  delperately 
To  put  all  dangers  on  ye  ? 

Fred.  ’Tis  Ihe. 

Fran.  So  deceitfully. 

After  a ftrangers  lure ! 

John.  Did  ye  mark  that,  Frederick? 

Fran.  To  make  ye  appear  more  monfter  •,  and  the  Law 
More  cruel  to  reward  ye  .<*  to  leave  all. 

All  that  fhould  be  your  fafegard,  to  feek  evils  ? 

Was  this  your  wifdom  ? this  your  promile  ? well, 

He  that  incited  ye 

Fred.  Mark  that  too. 

John.  Yes  Sir. 

Fran.  ’Had  better  have  plough’d  farther  ofT',  now  Lady, 
What  will  your  laft  friend,  he  that  Hiould  preferve  ye, 

And  hold  your  credit  up,  the  brave  <tAnto7noy 
Think  of  this  flip?  he’ll  to  Petrticchio, 

And  call  for  open  juftice. 

John.  ’Tis  (he,  Frederick.^ 

Fred.  But  what  that  he  is,  John  ? 

Fra.  I do  not  doubt  yet  ' 

To  bolt  ye  out,  for  I know  certainly 
Ye  are  about  the  T own  JJill : ha,  no  more  words.  Xfixit. 

Fred.  Well. 

John.  Very  well.  ' » . < 

Fred.  Difcreetly.  ' ' 

John.  Finely  carried.  . . 

Fred.  You  have  no  more  of  thefe  tricks? 

John.  Ten  to  one.  Sir, 

I lhall  meet  with  ’em  if  ye  have. 

Fred.  Is  this  honelt? 

John.  Was  it  in  you  a friends  part  to  deal  double  ? 

I am  no  Afs  Don  Fredericks 
Fred.  And  T)on  John., 

It  ftfall  appear  I am  no  fool ; 

Dilgrace  me  to  make  your  felf  a lecher  ? 

’Tis  boy i Hi,  ’tisbafe. 

John.  ’Tisfalfe,  and  mofl;  unmanly  to  upbraid  me. 

Nor  will  I be  your  bolfter.  Sir. 

Frf. Thou  wanton  boy,thou  hadft  better  have  been  Eunuch, 
Thou  common  womans  courtefie,  than  thus 
Lafeivious,  bafely  to  have  bent  mine  honour. 

A friend  ? I’e  make  a horfe  my  friend  firft. 

John.  Holla,  holla, 

Ye  kick  too  fall,  Sir .-  what  ftrange  brains  have  you  got, 
That  dare  crow  out  thus  bravely  ? I better  been  an  Eunuch  ? 
I pdvy  to  this  dog  trick  ? clear  your  felf, 

For  I know  where  the  wind  fits,  and  moft  nobly. 

Or  as  I have  a life-- 

Fred.  No  more:  they’re  horfes.  noije  voithin 

Nor  Ihew  no  difeontent ; to  morrow  comes  y f//%  horfes. 
Let’s  quietly  away;  if  ftie  be  at  home. 

Our  jealoufies  are  put  off 
John.  The  fellow, 

Enter  Duke,  Petrucchio. 

We  have  loll  him  in  our  fpleens,  like  fools. 
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Duke.  Come,  Gentlemen, 

Now  let  on  roundly : fuppolc  ye  have  all  Miltrefles, 

And  mend  your  pace  according, 

'Petr.  Tnen  have  at  ye.  [^Exeunt. 


AEim  Quartus.  Scena  Frima. 

Enter  Duke,  Petrucchio,  Frederick,  and  John. 

/’err.TV  1 0 W to  Bologna,  my  mofl:  honoured  Brother, 

I I dare  pronounce  ye  a hearty,  and  fafe  welcome, 
Our  loves  (liall  now  way-lay  ye  welcome.  Gentlemen. 

John.  The  fame  to  you  brave  Sir  ^ Don  Frederick., 

W'ill  ye  ftep  in  and  give  the  Lady  notice 
Who  comes  to  honour  her  ? 

Petr.  Bid  her  be  fudden, 

We  come  to  fee  no  curious  wench ; a night-gown 
Will  ferve  the  turn : here’s  one  that  knows  her  nearer. 
Fred,  rie  tell  her  what  ye  fay.  Sir.  [^Exit  Fred. 

Duke.  My  dear  brother. 

Ye  are  a merry  Gentleman. 

Petr.  Now  will  the  fportbe, 

To  obferve  her  alterations  •,  how  like  awildfire 
She’ll  leap  into  your  bofom ; then  feeing  me. 

Her  confidence,  and  her  fears  creeping  upon  her, 

Dead  as  a fowl  at  foufe,  Ihe’ll  fink. 

Duke.  Fair  Brother, 

I mult  intreat  you 

Petr.  I conceive  your  mind.  Sir, 

I will  not  chide  her ; yet  ten  Duckets,  Duke, 

She  falls  upon  her  knees,  ten  more  Ihe  dare  iTOt — ^ 

"Duke.  1 mull  not  have  her  frighted. 

Petr.  Well  you  lhall  not: 

Enter  Fretkrick,  and  Peter. 

But  like  a Summers  evening  againll  heat, 

Mark  how  Tie  guild  her  cheeks  ? 

John.  How  now? 

Fred.  Ye  may.  Sir ; 

Not  to  abufe  your  patience,  noble  friends. 

Nor  hold  ye  oft  with  tedious  circuraftance. 

For  you  mult  know 

Petr.  What? 

"Duke.  Where  is  Ihe? 

Fred.  Gone,  Sir. 

Duke.  How  ? 

Petr*  What  did  you  fay.  Sir  ? 

Fred.  Gone,  by  Heaven  removed. 

The  woman  of  the  houfe  too. 

John.  Well  Don  Frederick. 

Fred.  Don  John,  it  is  not  well,  but 

Pet.  Gone? 

Fred.  This  fellow  * 

Can  teftifie  I lyc  not. 

Teter.  Some  four  hours  after 
My  Mailer  was  departed,  with  this  Gentleman, 

My  fellow  and  my  felf  being  lent  of  buGnels, 

(As  we  mull  think)  of  purpofe 

Petr.  Hang  theft  circumllanccs, 

They  appear  like  Owls,  to  ill  ends. 

John.  Now  could  I eat 

The  Devil  in  his  own  broth,  I am  fo  tortur’d. 

Gone? 

Petr.  Gone?  (me fay? 

Diredly  gone,  fled,  Ihifted:  what  would  you  have 
Duke.  Well,  Gentlemen, 

Wrong  not  my  good  opinion. 

Fred.  For  your  Dukedom 
I will  not  be  a Knave,  Sir. 

John.  He  that  is, 

Arot  run  inhisbloud. 

Petr.  But  hark  ye  Gentlemen, 

Ate 
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Arc  yc  lure  ye  had  her  here,  did  ye  not  dream  this  ? 

John.  Have  you  your  nofc,  Sir? 

r ftr.  Yes,  Sir. 

John.  Then  we  had  her. 

Far.  Since  you  arc  To  fliort,  believe  your  having  her 
Shall  fuffer  more  conlhucTion. 

John.  Let  it  fufler, 

But  if  I be  not  clear  of  all  didionour, 

Or  pradice  that  may  taint  my  reputation, 

And  ignorant  of  where  this  \V  oman  is. 

Make  me  your  Cities  monfter. 

1 believe  ye. 

John.  I could  lye  with  a Witch  now,  to  be  reveng’d 
Upon  that  Ralcal  did  this.  * 

Fred.  Only  thus  much 

I would  defire  your  Grace,  for  my  mind  gives  me 
Before  night  yet  Ihe  is  yours : ftop  all  opinion, 

.And  let  no  anger  out,  till  full  caufe  call  it, 

Then  every  mans  own  work’s  to  juftifie  him, 

And  this  day  let  us  give  to  fearch my  man  here 
''  Tells  me,  by  chance  he  faw  out  of  a window 
(Which  place  he  has  taken  notice  of)  fuch  a face 
I As  our  old  Landladies,  he  believes  the  fame  too, 

' And  by  her  hood  alTures  it  .•  Let’s  firft  thither, 

, For  (he  being  found,  all’s  ended. 

! F)nke.  Come,  for  Heavens  fake, 

' And  Fo'  tune,  and  thou  be’fl;  not  ever  turning, 
j If  there  be  one  firm  flep  in  all  thy  reelings, 

[ Now  fettle  it,  and  fave  my  hopes : away  friends.  \Exeimt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Antonio  and  hU  Servant. 


How  he  will  let  his  Devils  by  the  day  out, 
rie  have  ’em,  and  they  be  above  ground.  ffA*.  Ant. 
Ser.  Now  blcfs  me, 

V\^hat  a mad  man  is  this  ? I mull  do  Ibmething 
To  plcale  his  humour.-  fuch  a man  Tie  ask  for. 

And  tell  him  where  he  is : but  to  come  near  him. 

Or  have  any  thing  to  do  with  his  don  Devils, 

I thank  my  fear,  I dare  not,  nor  I will  not.  [^£.v/r. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Dnke,  Petrucchio,  Frederick,  John,  Peter, 
and  Servant  with  Bottles. 


Fred.  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  us? 
Petr.  ’Tis  hard  by.  Sir. 

And  ten  to  one  this  wine  goes  thither. 
Duke.  Forward. 


Petr.  Are  they  grown  fo  merry  ? 

Duke.  ’Tis  molt  moft  likely, 

She  has  heard  of  this  good  fortune,  and  determines 
To  walh  her  forrows  off 

Petr.  ’Tis  fo ; that  houfe,  Sir, 

Is  it : out  of  that  window  certainly 
I faw  my  old  Millrefles  face. 

Petr.  They  are  merry  indeed,  tMuftcL 

Hark  I hear  Mufick  too.  ^ 

Duke.  Excellent  Mufick. 

John.  Would  I were  ev’n  among ’em,  and  alone  now  j 
A pallat  for  the  purpole  in  a corner. 

And  good  rich  Wine  within  rae^  what  gay  Iport 
Could  I make  in  an  hour  now  ? 


ty^nt.  With  ail  my  Jewels  ? 

Ser.  All,  Sir. 
tyfnt.  And  that  mony 
I left  i’th’  trunk 

Ser.  The  Trunk  broke,  and  that  gone  too. 
j4nt.  Francifeo  of  the  plot  ? 

Ser.  Gone  with  the  wench  too. 
jdnt.  The  mighty  pox  go  with  ’em ; belike  they  thought 
I was  no  man  of  this  world,  and  thofe  trifles 
Would  but  difturb  my  confcience. 

Ser.  Sure  they  thought,  Sir, 

You  would  not  live  to  perfecute  ’em. 
y^nt.  Whore  and  Fidler, 

Why,  what  a confort  have  they  made  ? Hen  and  Bacon  ? 
Well  my  fweet  Miflris,  well  good  Madam  mar- tail  ? 

You  that  have  hung  about  my  neck,  and  lick’t  me, 

rie  try  how  handfomely  your  Ladylhip 

Can  hang  upon  a Gallows,  there’s  your  Mailer-piece  j 

But  hark  ye  Sirrah,  no  imagination 

Of  where  they  fhould  be  ? 

Ser.  None,  Sir,  vet  we  have  fearch’d 
■All  places  we  fufpe^ed  ^ I believe.  Sir, 

They  have  taken  towards  the  Ports. 

j^nt.  Get  me  a conjurer, 

One  that  can  raife  a water  Devil,  Tie  port  ’em ; 

Play  at  duck  and  drake  with  my  mony  ^ take  heed  Fidler ; 
ric  dance  ye  by  this  hand,  your  Fidle  Hick 
I’le  greafe  of  a new  falhion,  for  prefuming 
To  meddle  with  my  degamboys ; get  me  a Conjurer, 
Enquire  me  out  a man  that  lets  out  Devils : 

None  but  my  C.  Cliffe  ferve  your  turn  ? 

Ser.  I know  not 

yint.  In  every  (Ireet,  Tomfool,  any  blear-cy’d  people 
j With  red  heads,  and  flat  noles  can  perform  it  j 
' Thou  fhalt  know ’em  by  their  half  Gowns  and  no  Breeches: 
Mount  my  Mare  Fidler/  haboyl  upatfirftdafh? 

Sitfure,  Tie  clap  a nettle,  and  a fmart  one. 

Shall  make  your  Filly  firk : I will  fine  Fidler, 

J’le  put  you  to  your  plunge.  Boy:  Sirrah  meet  me 
I Srjmc  two  hours  hence  at  home  in  the  mean  time 
I Find  out  a conjurer  and  know  his  price. 


SONG. 

Welcome  fweet  liberty y and  care  farewel, 

J am  mine  own. 

She  is  twice  damn'dy  that  lives  in  Helly 
When  FJeaven  is  Jhown. 

'Budding  beauty^  blooming  years 
Were  made  for  pleafurty  farewel fearSy 
For  now  J am  my  felf,  mine  own  command j 
My  fortune  alwayes  in  my  hand. 

Fred.  Hark  a voice  too ; 

Let’s  not  Itir  yet  by  any  means. 

John.  Was  this  her  own  voice  ? 

Duke.  Yes,  fure. 

Fred.  ’Tis  a rare  one. 

Enter  Bawd  (above.') 

Du.  The  Song  confirms  her  here  too .-  for  if  ye  mark  it, 
It  fpake  of  liberty,  and  free  enjoying 
The  happy  end  of  pleafure. 

Petr.  Look  ye  there.  Sir, 

Do  ye  know  that  head  ? 

Fred.  ’Tis  my  good  Landlady, 

I find  fear  has  done  all  this. 

John,  Shelfwcar, 

And  now  do  I know  by  the  hanging  of  her  Hood, 

She  is  parcel  drunk : fhall  we  go  in  ? 

Duke.  Not  yet.  Sir. 

Petr.  No,  let ’em  take  their  pleafure 
Duks-  When  it  is  higheft,  [_MuJick. 

We’ll  Hep  in,  and  amaze  ’em : peace,  more  Mufick. 

John.  This  Mufick  murders  me : what  bloud  have  I now  ? 
Fred.  I Ihould  know  that  face.  [_Enter  Fran,  and  Exit. 
John.  By  this  light  ’tis  he,  Fredericks 
That  bred  our  firftfufpicions,  the  lame  fellow. 

Fred.  He  that  we  overtook,  and  overheard  too, 
Difeourfing  of  fonfiantia. 

John.  Still  the  fame ; 

Now  he  flips  in. 

Duke.  What’s  that, ^ 

Fred 


The  Qoantes, 


Fred.  She  mull  be  htrc  Sir : 

This  is  the  very  fellov^i  I told  your  Grace 

Erter  Francilco. 

We  found  upon  the  way ; and  what  his  talk  was. 

?etr.  Why,  fure  I know  this  fellow ; yes,  ’tis  he, 
FrMicifca^  Antonio's  Boy,  a rare  Mufician, 

He  taught  my  Siller  on  the  Lute,  and  is  ever 
(She  loves  his  voice  lb  well)  about  her : certain, 

Without  all  doubt  Ihc  is  here : itmuftbelb. 

John.  Here  ? that’s  no  queltion:  what  Ihould  our  hen  o’th’ 
Do  here  without  her  ? if  Ihe  be  not  here  (game  elfe 

( I am  fo  confident ) let  your  grace  believe, 

We  two  are  arrant  Rafcals,  and  have  abus’d  ye. 

Fred.  I fay  fo  too. 

John.  Why  there’s  the  hood  again  now. 

The  guard  that  guides  us  ^ I know  the  fabrick  of  it. 

And  know  the  old  tree  of  that  faddle  yet,  ’twas  made  of, 

A hunting  hood,  obferve  it . 

"Duke.  Who  lhall  enter  ? 

Petr,  rie  make  one. 

John.  I,  another.  ' - ' ‘ 

Duk^.  But  fo  carry  it. 

That  all  her  joyes  flow  not  together. 

John.  If  we  told  her, 

I Your  grace  would  none  of  her? 

Dnk^.  By  no  means  Signior, 

’Twould  turn  her  wild.  Hark  frantick. 

John.  Or  allur’d  her 

Duke.  Nothing  of  that  Hern  nature ; this  ye  may  Sir, 

That  the  conditions  of  our  fear  yet  Hand 
I On  nice  and  dangerous  knittings ; or  that  a little 
1 feem  to  doubt  the  child. 

't  John.  Would  I could  draw  her 
To  hate  your  grace  with  thefe  things. 

Petr.  Come  let’s  enter.  ’ {Fx.  Petr,  and  John. 

And  now  he  fees  me  not,  i’le  fearch  her  foundly. 

Duke.  Now  luck  of  all  fides.  HMufck. 

Fred.  Doubt  it  not : more  Mufick : 

Sure  Ihe  has  heard  fome  comfort. 

F>itke.  Yes,  Hand  Hill  Sir. 

Fred.  This  is  the  maddeft  fong* 

Bake.  Applyed  for  certain 
To  fome  ftrange  melancholy  Ihe  is  loaden  With. 

Fred.  Now  all  the  fport  begins hark  ^ 

Duke.  They  are  amongfl: ’em. 

The  fears  now,  and  the  Ihakings  > {Trampling  above. 
Fred.  Our  old  Lady 

( Hark  how  they  run)  is  even  now  at  this  inllant 
Ready  to  lofc  her  head  piece  by  Don  John^ 

Or  creeping  through  a Cat  hole.  CPetr.  andlohn  within. 

Petr^  Bring  ’em  down, 

And  you  Sir,  follow  me. 

Duke.  He’s  angry  with  ’em,. 

I mull  not  fulFer  this. 

John.,  within.  Bowl  down  the  Bawd  there 
Old  Erra  mater : you  Lady  leachery. 

For  the  good  will  I bear  to  th’  game,  moll  tenderly 
Shall  be  lead  out,  and  lalh’d. 

Enter  Petrucchio,  John,  Whorcy  and  'Bawdt 
with  Francifeo. 

Duke.  Is  this  Conjbantia? 

Why  Gentlemen  ? what  do  you  mean  ? is  this  (he  ? 

Whore.  I am  Confiantia  Sir. 

Duke.  A whore  ye  are  Sir. 

Whore.  ’Tis  very  true : I am  a whore  indeed  Sir. 

*Tetr.  She  will  not  lyc  yet,  though  (he  fteal. 

Whore.  A plain  whore. 

If  you  pleafe  to  imploy  me. 

Duke.  And  an  impudent 

Whore.  Plain  dealing  now  is  impudence. 

One,  ifyou  will  Sir,  can  fhew  yc  as  much  fport 
In  one  halfhour,  and  with  as  much  variety. 
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As  a far  wifer  woman  can  in  half  a year : 

For  there  my  way  lies. 

Duke.  Is  ihc  not  drunk  toO  ? 

Whore.  A little  guilded  o’rc  Sir, 

Old  fack,  oldfack  boys. 

Pttr.  This  is  faliant. 

John.  A brave  bold  quean. 

Duke.  Is  thi^  your  certainty  ? 

Do  ye  know  the  man  ye  wrong  thus,  Gentlemen  ? 

Is  this  the  woman  meant  f Fred.  No. 

Duke.  That  your  Land  lady 

John.  I know  not  what  to  fay. 

Duke.  Am  I a perfon 
To  be  your  fport.  Gentlemen  i* 

John.  I do  believe  now  certain 
I am  a knave  i but  how,  or  when 

Duke.  What  are  you  ? 

Petr.  Bawd  to  this  piece  of  pye  meat. 

Bawd.  A poor  Gentlewoman 
That  lyes  in  Town,  about  Lav^  bufinefs^ 

And’t  like  your  worfhips. 

Petr.  You  lhall  have  Law,  believe  it. 

Bawd,  rie  (hew  your  Mafterlhip  my  ca(e^ 

Petr.  By  no  means, 

I had  rather  fee  a Cuilard. 

Bawd.  My  dead  Husband 
Left  it  even  thus  Sir. 

John.  Blefs  mine  eyes  from  blafting, 

I was  never  fo  frighted  with  a cafe. 

Bawd,  And  fo  Sir 

Petr.  Enough,  put  up  good  velvet  head. 

Duke.  What  are  you  two  now, 

By  your  own  free  confelTions  ? 

Fred.  What  you  (ball  think  us. 

Though  to  my  felf  lam  certain,  and  my  life 
Shall  make  that  good  and  perfe^,  or  fall  with  it. 

John.WQ  are  fure  of  nothing,  Fred,  that’s  the  truth  on’t ; 

I do  not  think  my  name’s  Don  John,  nor  dare  not 
Believe  any  thing  that  concerns  me,  but  my  debts. 

Nor  thofe  in  way  ofpayment : things  are  fo  carried, 

What  to  entreat  your  grace,  or  how  to  tell  ye 
We  are,  or  we  are  not,  is  paft  my  cunning, 

But  I would  fain  imagine  we  are  honeft. 

And  o’  my  confcience,  I Ihould  fight  in’t  — — 

Duke.  Thus  then, 

For  we  may  be  all  abus’d. 

Petr.  ’Tis  pollible. 

For  how  (hould  this  concern  them  ? 

Duke.  Here  let’s  part — 

Until  to  morrow  this  time : we  to  oiir  way. 

To  make  thisdoubt  out,  and  you  to  your  way  ^ 

Pawning  our  honours  then  to  meet  again. 

When  if  (he  be  not  found. 

Fred.  We  Hand  engaged 
To  anfwer  any  worthy  way  we  are  call'd  to. 

Duke.  We  ask  no  more. 

Whore.  Ye  have  done  with  us  then? 

Petr.  No,  Dame. 

Dike.  But  is  her  name  Confiantia? 

Petr.  Yes  a moveable 

Belonging  to  a friend  of  mine : come  out  Fidler, 

What  fay  you  to  this  Lady  ? be  not  fearfull. 

Fr^.Saving  the  reverence  of  my  Mailers  pleafure, 

I fay  Ihe  is  a whore,and  that  (he  has  robb’d  him. 

Hoping  his  hurts  would  kill  him. 

Whore.  Who  provok’t  me  ? 

Nay  Sirrah  fqueak,  Tie  fee  your  treble  firings 
Ty’d  up  too  •,  if  I hang,  I’le  fpoil  your  piping, 

Yourfweet  face  (hall  not  faveye. 

Petr.  Thou  damn’d  impudence. 

And  thou  dry’d  Devil , where’s  the  officer  ? 

Petr.  He’s  here  Sir. 

I i i Enter 
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Enter  Officer. 

Fetr.  Lodge  thefc  fafc,  till  I fend  for ’em; 

Let  none  come  to  ’em,  nor  no  noife  be  heard 
Of  where  they  are,  or  why  ; away. 

John.  By  this  hand 

A handlbm  whore ; Now  will  I be  arrefted, 

And  brought  home  to  this  officers : a ftout  whore, 

I love  fucb  llirring  u-are : pox  o’  this  bufinefs, 

A man  mufl:  hunt  out  morids  for  another, 
Andltarvehimfelf;  a quick-ey’d  whore,  that’s  wild-fire, 
And  makes  the  bloud  dance  through  the  veins  like  billows. 
1 will  reprieve  this  whore. 

Duke.  Well,  good  luck  with  ye. 

Fred.  As  much  attend  your  grace. 

Petr.  To  morrow  certain 

John.  If  we  out  live  this  night  Sir. 

Fred.  Come  Don  John, 

W^e  have  fomething  now  to  do. 

John.  I am  fure  1 would  have. 

Fred.  If  fhe  be  not  found,  we  mull  fight. 

John.  I am  glad  on’t, 

I have  not  fought  a great  while. 

Fred.  If  we  dye 

Jo.  There’s fo much mony fav’d in lecherie.  \Exetmt. 


ASiffs  Quintus.  Scena  Frima* 

Enter  Duke,  Petrucchio,  below,  and  Vecchio,  above. 

Duke.TT  fnould  be  hereabouts. 

X Petr.  Your  grace  is  right. 

This  is  the  houfe,  1 know  it. 

Eec.  Grace  / Duk^.  ’Tis  further 
By  the  defeription  we  received. 

Petr.  Good  my  Lord  the  Duke, 

Believe  me,  for  I know  it  certainly. 

This  is  the  very  houfe. 
rec.  My  Lord  the  Duke? 

Duke.  Pray  Heaven  this  man  prove  right  now. 

Petr.  Believe  it,  he’s  a molt  fufficient  Scholar, 

And  can  do  rare  tricks  this  way for  a figure. 

Or  raifing  an  appearance,  whole  Chriftendom 
Has  not  a better  ^ 1 have  heard  ftrange  wonders  of  him. 
Duke.  But  can  he  (hew  us  where  ihe  is  ? 

Petr.  Moft  certain. 

And  for  what  caufe  too  (he  departed. 

Duke.  Knock  then , 

For  I am  great  with  expedation. 

Till  this  man  fatisfie  me  .•  1 fear  the  Spaniards, 

Yet  they  appear  brave  fellows : can  he  tell  us  ? 

Petr.  With  a wet  finger,  whether  they  be  fallc. 

Duke.  Away  then.  Petr.  Who’s  within  here? 

Enter  Vecchio. 

Fee.  Your  grace  may  enter. 

Duke.  How  can  he  know  me  ? 

Petr.  He  knows  all. 

Fee.  And  you  Sir.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Don  John,  and  Frederick. 

John.  What  do  you  call  his  name  f 
Fred.  Why,  Deter  Fecchio. 

John.  They  fay  he  can  railc  Devils, 

Can  he  make  ’em 

Tell  truth  too,  when  he  has  rais’d  ’em?  for  believe  it, 

Thcle  Devils  are  the  lyingft  Rafcals. 

Fred.  He  can  compel  ’em. 

John.  With  whatf  can  he 
Tye  fquibs  in  their  tails,  and  fire  the  truth  out/ 


Or  make  ’em  eat  a bawling  Puritan, 

VVhofe  fandified  zeal  Ihall  rumble  like  an  Earth-quake 
Fred.  With  Spells  man. 

John.  I with  fpoons  as  loon,  doll  thou  think 
The  Devil  fuch  an  Afle  as  people  make  him  ? 

Such  a poor  coxcomb  ?fuch  a penny  foot-poft  ? 

Compel’d  with  crofs  and  pile  to  run  of  errands  ? 

With  jifteroth,  and  Behemoth,  and  Belfagor  ? 

Why  Ihould  he  lhake  at  founds, that  lives  in  a fmiths  forge  ? • 

Or  if  he  do 

Fred.  Without  all  doubt  he  do’s  John. 

John.  Why  fbould  not  Bilbo  raile  him,  or  a pair  of  buL 
They  go  as  big  as  any  ? or  an  unlhod  Car,  ( lyons. 

When  he  goes  tumble,  tumble  o’re  the  Hones, 

Like  tyfnacreotis  drunken  verfes, 

Thefemakeas  fell  a noife*,  me  thinks  the  colick 

VV^ell  handled,  and  fed  with  fmall  beer 

Fred.  ’Tis  the  vcrtuC' 

John.  The  vertue  f nay,  and  goodnefs  fetch  him  up  once, 
H’as  loft  a friend  of  me  j the  wife  old  Gentleman 
Knows  when,  and  how I’le  lay  this  hand  to  twopence, 

Let  all  the  Conjurers  in  Chriftendom, 

With  all  their  Ijpells,  and  vertues’call  upon  him. 

And  I but  think  upon  a wench,  and  follow  it. 

He  lhall  be  fooner  mine  than  theirs  where’s  vertue  ? 

Fred.  Tnou  art  the  moft  fufficient,  (I’le  fay  for  thee) 

Not  to  believe  a thing 

John.,  O Sir,  flow  credit 
Is  the  bell;  child  of  knowldge  *,  I’le  go  with  ye, 

And  ifhe  can  do  any  tiling.  Tie  think 
As  you  would  have  me. 

Fred.  Let’s  enquire  along. 

For  certain  we  are  notfaroffi 
John,  Nor  much  nearer. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Duke,  Petrucchio,  and  Vecchio. 

Fee.  You  loft  her  yefter-night. 

Pet.  How  think  you  Sir  ? 

Duke.  Is  your  name  Fecchio  ? 

Fee.  Yes  Sir.  Du.  And  you  can  Ihe w me 
Thefe  things  you  promife. 

F tc.  Y our  graces  word  bound  to  me, 

No  hand  of  Law  Ihall  feize  me. 

Duke.  As  I live  Sir 

Petr.  And  as  I Iive,that  can  do  fomething  too  Sir. 
f^ec.  1 take  your  promiles:  ftay  here  a little. 

Till  1 prepare  fome  Ceremonies, and  I’le  fatisfie  ye. 

The  Ladies  name’s  Conflamia  ? Petr.  Yes. 

Fee.  I come  ftraight. 

Duke.  Sure  he’s  a learned  man. 

Petr.  The  moft  now  living ; 

Did  your  grace  mark  when  we  told  all  thele  circumftances 
How  ever  and  anon  he  bolted  from  us  * 

To  ufe  his  ftudies  help? 

Duk^,  Now  I think  rather 
To  talk  with  fome  familiar. 

Petr.  Not  unlikely , 

For  fure  he  has  ’em  fubjedt. 

Duk^.  How  cou  Id  he  elle 
Tell  when  Ihe  went,  and  who  went  with  her  ? 

Detr.  True. 

Du.  Or  hit  upon  mine  honour : or  allure  me 
The  Lady  lov’d  me  dearly  ? 

Enter  Vecchio,  in  his  habiliments. 

Petr.  *Twas  fo. 

F fc.  Now , 

I do  befcech  your  grace  fit  down,  and  you  Sir  j 
Nay  pray  fit  dole  like  Brothers. 

Petr.  A ra  e fellow. 

Fee.  And  what  ye  fee,  ftir  not  at,  nor  ule  a word. 

Until  I as'k  ye  for  what  Ihall  appear 

— Is. 
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Is  but  weak  apparition  and  thin  air, 

Not  to  be  held,  nor  fpokcn  toi  within. 

tjohn,  Frederick,  and  a Servant  within. 
Duke.  WearecounfeH’d 
Fee.  What  noife  is  that  without  there  ? 

Fred,  within.  We  muftfpeak  with  him. 

Serv.  within.  He’s  bufie,  Gentlemen. 

John  within.  That’s  all  one  friend, 

We  mull  and  will  fpeak  with  him. 

Duk^e.  Let  ’em  in,  Sir, 

We  know  their  tongues  and  bufinefs,  ’tis  our  own, 

And  in  this  very  caiife  that  we  now  come  for, 

They  alfb  come  to  be  inftruded. 

Vec.  Let  ’em  in  then 
Sit  down,  I know  your  iheahing. 

1 Frederick,  John,  and  Servant. 

\ Fred.  The  Duke  before  us  ? 

Now  we  fhall  fure  know  fomething. 

; V'ec.  Notaqueftion, 

But  make  your  Eyes  your  Tongues 
John.  This  is  a ftrange  Jugler, 

Neither  indent  before-hand  for  his  payment, 

1 Nor  know  the  Breadth  of  the  bufinefs ; fure  his  Devil 
1 Comes  out  of  Lafland^  where  they  fell  men  Winds 
! For  dead  drink,  and  old  Doublets. 

Fred.  Peace,  he  conjures. 

; John.  Let  him,  he  cannot  raife  ray  Devil. 

, ’ Fred,  Prithee  Peace. 

. Vec.  eyfpDeaTj  appear, 

And  you  [oft  Winds  fo  clear ^ 

That  dance  upon  the  leaves,  and  make  them  png 
Gentle  Love-lay*  to  the  Spring, 

C tiding  all  the  ales  below. 

With  your  Verdure  as  ye  blow, 

Raife  thefe  forms  from  underground 

With  4 foft  and  happy  found. . ([Soft  Mufick. 

John,  This  is  an  honefl  Conjurer,  and  a pretty  Poet ; 

I like  his  words  well,  there’s  no  bumbafl:  in  ’em. 

But  do  you  think  now  he  can  cudgel  up  the  Devil 
With  this  fliort  StalT  of  Verfes?  . : 

Fred.  Peace,  the  Spirits . < .[[2  fhapes  of  women  paf 

John.  Nay,  and  they  be  no  worfe (png  by.. 

Vec.  Do  ye  know  thefe  faces?  ^ 

Duke.  No.  . . (lows*, 

Vec.  Sitftill  upon  your  lives  then,  and  mark  whatfol- 
Away,  away. 

■ John.  Thefe  Devils  do  not  paint  fure  ? 

: Have  they  no  fweeter  fhapes  in  Hell  ? 

Fred.  Hark  now,  John.'  - CConflantia  paffesby. 

. John.  I,  marry,  this  moves  fomething  like,  this  Devil 
Carries  fome  metal  in  her  gate. 

Vec.  I find  ye, 

[You  would  fee  her  face  unvail’d?,.  r, 

Duke.  Yes. 

Vec.  Be  uncovered.  . . , , ; 

Duke.  OHeaven!  il  t..  / ; , .1  i 

Peace.  ' i;.  ■ ■ ) 

Pet.  See  how  fheblulhes.  . ' ' ; 1 j - 

John.  Frederick.,  ; i 

This  Devil  for  my  mony ; thi'siis  fhe,  Boy,. , ■ 

Why  doft  thou fhake I burn,  rj  1 ' ; ji  • • . 

Vec.  Sit  ftill,  and  filent,  . . i 

Duk^.  She  looks  back  at  me,  now  fhefmiJes,  Sir. 

Vec.  Silence.  i 

. I mult  rife,  or  I burft.  ' ("fArtrConftantia. 

Vec.  Ye  fee  what  follows 

0 gentle  Sir,  this  fhape  agen.  ; 

Vec.  I cannot.  . 

’Tis  all  dilTov’d  again  *,  this  was  the  Figure  ? 

Duke.  The  very  fame.  Sir.  , . 

No  hope  once  more  to  fee  it  ? i 

Vec.  You  might  have  kept  it  longer,  had  ye  Ipar’d  it, 
Now’cisimpofiiblc. 

Du.  No  means  to  find  it  ? 

Vec.  Yes,  that  there  is,  lit  flill  a while,  there’s  Wine 
To  thaw  the  wonder  from  your  hearts  •,  drink  well,  Sir. 

\iFxit  Vccchio, 

John.  This  Conjurer  is  a right  good  fellow  too, 

A Lad  of  mettle^  two  fuch  Devils  more 
Would  make  me  a Conjurer ; what  wine  is  it? 

Fred.  Hollock. 

John.  The  Devil’s  in  it  theh  *,  look  how  it  dances* 

Well,  if  I be—: 

Pet.  We  are  all  before  ye. 

That’s  your  belt  comfort.  Sir. 

John.  Byth’Mafs,  brave  Wine; 

Nay,  and  the  Devils  live  in  this  Hell,  I dare  venture 

Within  thefe  two  months  yet  to  be  delivered 

Of  a large  Legion  of  ’em.  1 

Enter  Vecchio. 

Du.  Here  he  comes. 

Silence  of  allfides,  Gentlemen. 

Vec.  Good  your  Grace, 

Obferve  a ftrifter  temper,  and  you  too,  Gallants, 

You’ll  be  deluded  all  elfe.  This  merry  Devil 
That  next  appears,  for  fuch  a one  you’ll  find  it, 

Mufl:  be  call’d  up  by  a ftrange  incantation, 

A Song,  and  1 mufl:  fing  it ; ’pray  bear  with  me, 

And  pardon  my  rude  Pipe  •,  for  yet,  ere  parting 
Twenty  to  one  I pleafe  ye. 

Du.  We  are  arm’d,  Sir. 

Pet.  Nor  ftiall  you  fee  us  moretrangrefs, 

Fred.  What  think’ll  thou 
Now,  John  ? 

John.  Why,  now  do  I think,  Frederickj, 

(And  if  I think  araifs  Heaven  pardon  me) 

This  honefl  Conjurer,  with  fome  four  or  five 
Of  his  good  fellow  Devils,  and  my  felf. 

Shall  be  yet  drunk  ere  midnight. 

SONG,' 

lT~\Ome  away,  thou  Lady  gay, 

HoiSi\  how  fhe  Pumblesf 
Hark,  how  fhe  mumbles. 

Dame  Gillian.  Anfwer.  1 come^  I come. 
By  old  Claret  I enlarge  thee, 

"By  Canary  thus  I charge  thee, 

.^Britain,  eJPfathewgUn,  andPeeter^ 

Appear  and  anfwer  me  in  meeter» . 

Why  when  ? 
Why  Gi\l> 
Why  when  1 

tyJnjwer.  T ou*ll  tarry  till  / am  ready. 
Once  again  I conjure  thee, 

, By  the  Pofe  in  thy  Nofe, 

And  the  Gout  in  thy  Toes  ^ • 

By  thine  old  dryed  Skin, 

And  the  Mummie  within 
By  thy  little,  little  Ruff, 

And  thy  Hood  that^s  made  of  Stuff ; 

By  thy  Bottle  at  thy  Breech^ 

And  thine  old  fait  Itch  ; 

By  the  Stakes^  and  the  Stones, 

That  have  worn  out  thy  Bones  t 

Appear. 
Appear. 
Appear; 
Anfwer.  Oh  I am  here. 

Fred.  Peace,  he  conjutes.  (now, 

John.  Why,  this  is  the  Song,  Frederisk^  twenty  pound 
' To  fee  but  our  Don  Gillian* 

1 till  Enter 

— - - . ft 
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Ef.ter  L>tnd  Udy  attd  the  Child, 

Fred.  Peace,  it  appears. 

y,  h>:.  1 cannot  peace  \ Devils  in  French  hoods,  FredtHck) 
Sr.tans  old  Syringes?  Enke.  What’s  this 
I'^ec.  Peace.  John.  She,  Boy. 

Fred.  W hat  doft  thou  mean  ? 

John.  She,  Boy,  1 fay.  Fred.  Ha  ? 

Jol)n.  She  Boy, 

j The  very  Child  too,  Frederick^ 

I Fred.  She  laughs  on  us 
I Aloud,  John.,  has  the  Devil  thefe  afledlions  ? 

I do  believe  *tis  fhe,  indeed. 

Vec.  Stand  Bill. 

John.  I will  not  ^ 

Whocalls  yerommAfrom  his  naked  Bed  ? 

Sweet  Lady,  was  it  you?  if  thou  beeft  the  Devil, 

Firft,  having  croft  my  fclf,  to  keep  out  wildfire. 

Then  Paid  feme  fpecial  Prayers  to  defend  me 
Againft  thy  moft  unhallowed  Hood  , have  at  thee. 

Land.  Hold,  Sir,  1 am  no  Devil. 

John.  That’s  all  one. 

Land.  1 am  your  very  Landlady. 

John.  I defie  thee  ; 

Thus  as  St.  Dimfian  blew  the  Devil’s  Nofe 
With  a pau:  of  tongs,  even  fo,  Right  Worlhipful— 

Laud.  Sweet  Son,  1 am  old  Gilliaa. 
i Dnke.  This  is  no  Spirit. 

John.  Art  thou  old  Gillian,  flefti  and  bone  ? 

Land.  1 am,  Son. 

fee.  Sit  ftill,  Sir,  now  I’JI  (hew  you  all.  t£Ar.Vec. 
John.  Where’s  thy  Bottle  ? 

Land.  Here,  I befeech  ye.  Son 

John.  For  I know  the  Devil 
Cannot  alFnme  that  fhape. 

Fred.  ’Tis  Ihe,  John,  certain — = 

John.  A hogs  pox  o’  your  mouldy  chaps,  what  rliakes  ydu 
j Tumbling  and  juggling  here  ? 

1 Land.  1 am  quit  now.  Seignior, 

For  all  the  pranks  you  plaid,  and  railings  at  me> 

For  to  tell  true,  out  of  a trick  I put 

Upon  your  high  behaviours,  which  was  a lie,  » 

But  then  it  ferv’d  my  turn,  1 drew  the  Lady 
Un  0 my  Kinfman’s  here,  only  to  torture 
Your  Don  fliips  for  a day  or  two  \ and  fecure  her 
Out  of  all  thoughts  of  danger ; here  fhe  comes  now. 

Enter  Vecchio,  and  Confbantia. 

Duke.  May  1 yetfpeak.^ 
fee.  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too. 

For  one  that  loves  you  dearer 

D 1^.  O my  Sweeteft. 

Pet.  Bloftinot,  I will  not  chide  ye. 

Confi.  To  add  more 

Unto  the  joy  I know,  1 bring  ye,  fee  Sir, 

The  happy  fruit  of  all  our  Vows  ! 

Duke.  Heavens  Bleffing 
Be  round  about  thee  ever. 

John.  Pray  blefs  me  too. 

For  if  your  Grace  be  well  inftnkfted  this  way, 

You’ll  find  the  keeping  half  the  getting. 

Dukf-  How,  Sir? 

John.  I’ll  tell  you  that  anon. 

Confi.  ’Tistrue,  this  Gentleman 
Has  done  a charity  worthy  your  favour. 

And  let  him  have  it,  dear  Sir. 

Duke.  My  belt  Lady 

He  has,  and  ever  (hall  have ; fo  muft  you.  Sir, 

To  whom  1 am  equal  bound  as  to  my  being. 

Fred.  Your  Graces  humble  fervant 

Du.  Why  kneel  you.  Sir  ? 

fee.  For  pardon  for  my  boldnefe : yet  ’twas  harmleft. 

And  all  the  art  I have.  Sir,  thofe  your  Grace  faw. 

Which  you  thought  fpirirs,  were  my  Neighbours  Children 
Whom  I inftruift  in  Grammar  here,  and  Mufick  j 
Their  Ihapes,  the  Peoples  fond  opinions, 


Believing  1 can  conjure,  and  oft  repairing 
To  know  of  things  ftoln  from  ’em,  I keep  about  me> 

And  always  have  in  readinefs , by  conjefture 
Out  of  their  own  confefllons,  1 ofttelTem 
Things  that  by  chance  have  fallen  out  fo  *,  which  way 
(Having  the  perfons  here,  I knew  you  fought  for) 

1 wrought  upon  your  Grace  *,  my  end  is  mirth, 
Andpicafing,  if  lean,  all  parties. 

Duke.  1 believe  it. 

For  you  have  pleas’d  me  truly : fo  well  pleas’d  me. 

That  when  1 friall  forget  it 

Pet.  Here’s  old  Antonio, 

I fpy’d  him  at  a window,  coming  mainly 
I know  about  his  Whore,  the  man  you  light  on. 

As  you  dilcovered  unto  me  ^ good  your  Grace, 

Let’s  ftand  by  all,  ’twill  be  a mirth  above  all. 

To  obfcrve  his  pelting  fury. 
fee.  About  a wench.  Sir? 

Pet.  A young  whore  that  has  rob’d  him. 
fee.  But  do  you  know,  Sir, 

Where  fhe  is  ? 

Pet.  Yes,  and  will  make  that  perfect 

fee.  I am  inftrufted  well  then. 

John.  If  he  come 

To  have  a Devil  fhew’d  him,  by  all  means  ' 

Let  me  be  he,  I can  roar  rarely. 

' Pet.  Befo, 

But  take  heed  to  his  anger. 
fee.  Slip  in  quickly. 

There  you  Iliall  find  fuitsof  all  forts : when  I call 
Be  ready  and  come  forward.  XJ^xeunt  ail  but  Vecchio. 
j Who’s  there  comes  in  ? 

Enter  Antonia 

Ant.  Are  you  the  Conjurer  ? 
fee.  Sir,  lean  do  a little 
That  way,  if  you  pleafe  to  employ  me. 

Ant.  Prcfently,  fhew  me  a Devil  that  can  tell— 
fee.  Where  your  wench  is. 

Ant.  You  are  i’th’  right  *,  as  allb  where  the  Fidler 
That  was  confenting  to  her. 
fee.  Sit  ye  there.  Sir, 

1 Ye  fhall  know  prefently : can  ye  pray  heartily  ? 

Ant.  Why,  is  your  DevH  fo  ftnious  / 

; fee.  I muft  fhew  ye 
: A form  may  chance  affright  ye. 

Ant.  He  muft  fart  fire  then : 

Take  you  no  care  for  me. 
fee.  Afcend,  tAfierth, 

Enter  Don  John  Uk*  a Spirit. 

Why,  when,  appear  I fay — Now  queflion  him.  ■ 
Where  is  my  whore,  Devil  ? 

! John.  GonetoCJjina, 

To  be  the  great  Chams  Miftrels. 

Ant.  That’s  a lye.  Devil, 

Where  are  my  jewels? 

John.  Pawn’d  for  Petticoats. 

Ant.  That  may  be : where’s  the  Fidler 
John.  Condemn’d  to  th’  Gallows 
For  robbing  of  a Mill. 

Ant.  The  lyingft  Devil 
That  e’r  1 dealt  withal,  and  the  unlikeliefb ! 

What  was  that  Ralcal  hurt  me  ? 

John.  I. 

Ant.  How? 

John.  I. 

eAnt.  Who  was  he? 

John.  1. 

tAnt.  Do  you  hear  conjurer, 

Dare  you  venture  your  Devil? 
fee.  Yes. 

Ant.  Then  I’ll  venture  my  dagger  \ 

Have  at  your  Devils  pate ",  do  you  mew  ? 

Enter 
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Eftter  aB, 

Vec,  Hold.  1 

?et.  Hold  there,  * 

I do  comma  ad  you  hold. 

Ant  Is  this  the  Devil  ? . 

Why,  Conjurer • 

ftt.  He  has  been  a Devil  to  you.  Sir  j 
But  now  you  lhall  forgetall*,  your  whore’s  fafe, 

And  all  your  jewels,  your  Boy  too. 

John.  Now  the  Devil  indeed 
Lay  his  ten  claws  upon  thee,  for  my  pate 
Finds  what  it  is  to  be  a Fiend. 

Ant.  All  fafc  ? - 

?tt.  ’Pray  ye  know  this  perfon  i all’s  right  n«w. 
Ant.  Your  Grace  * 

May  now  command  me  then : but  Where’s  my  whore  ? 
jiet.  Ready  to  go  to  whipping. 

Ant,  My  whore  whipt  ? 

Fet.  Yes,  your  whore  without  doubt,  Sir.; 

Ant.  Whipt!  ’pray Gentlemen. 

EiAkf-  V Vhy , WQuld  you  h W her  once  more  rob  ye  ? the 
You  may  forgive,  he  was  entic’d.  (young  Boy 

John.  The  whore.  Sir, 

Would  rather  carry  pity:  a handfome  whore. 

Ant.  A Gentleman  1 warrant  thee. 

^ Pa.  Let’s  in  all. 

And  if  we  fee  contrition  in  your  whore,  Sir^ 

Much  may  be  done, 
i Dnks.  Now  my  dear  fair  to  you, 

^d  the  full  CQxifummatipfi  of  my  Vow, 

i 

Prologue,  '■ 

A TtrtefS  for  Mirth  to  all,  this  inUant  Ni^ht 
'Tn^xzhath frepardf^your isli^^t^ 

Her  Choice  and  curious  Viams,  tn  edch  'part 
Seafon  d with  rarities  of  Wit  and  Mrt  ,•  • , , ^ 

Nor  fear  I to  he  tax'd  for  a main  hoaft,  \ . y c 
JMy  Tromife  will  find  Credit  with  the  mofi-y  • 
WJm  they  know  ingenious  Fletcher  made  it,  he '''} 
'Being  in  himjelf  a perfeli  Comedie : :Vvij\'  i 

And  feme  fetherCy  J doubt  not,  dare  averr 
Lining  he  made  that  Houfe  a Tioeatre  > . 

Which  he  pleas'd  to  freepuent  j and  thus  much  w^  ^ 

Could  not  hut  pay  to  hisJoudMem^ir^  < 

For  our  fehesy  we  do  entreat  that  you  ^ould  not 
ExpeSl  ftrange  turns,  wid'U'indings  in  the  j 

OhjeEls  of  State,  and  now  and  then  H ^F^fentCy , 

To  gall  particular  Berfons  with  the  time ; 

Or  that  his  towring  Mufe  hath  made  her  flight  | 

Hearer  yQurApprehenfimihanyowrfgbt4  _ 

. 1 iw\’\  .V  \ \\y- 1. 

B^t  if  thatf  jweet  ExprefemSy  quick  Conceit^ 
Familiar  L^n^uage,  fajhiond  to  the  Ipeight 
Of  fuch  a^^e'i^k  it,  haroi  the  power  to  ratfe 
Your  Grace  to  us,  with  Trophies  to  his  Braife  • 
We  may  profefs,  prefumingon  his  Skill, 

]f  jjif  pkafe  not  you,  our  Fortune's  ilU 

"TTT7rrr*Trrn- — i.  = ” — — r— 

\ 

Epilogue, 

1 

c ^ 

T T TEha'oe  not  held  you  long,  nor  do  I fee  ^ 
V ▼ irs  this  fdeBed  Compqnie  , 

Affuring  a diflike,  our  Bains  were  ertsd 
Could  “^e  he  confident  that  all  rife  pleas'd: 

But  fuch  ambition  fearj  too  high  ; If  We  .1 

Ha'Ve  fatisfi'd  the  h'efi‘  and  they  agree 
In  a fair  Cenfure,  Wehaye  our  B^eward, 

Jnd  in  them  arm  d defire  no  jurer  Guard. 
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Bloody  Brother; 
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T R A G E I>  Y 
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* \ 

Perfons  Reprefaitedin  the  Play. 


Q°^jSri»»/5er/,  DH^et  o/Normandy. 

Aubrey,  their  kjfifman, 

Gisbert,  the  ChanceUour.  ' f 

Baldwin,  the  Princes  Tut^nr, 

of  Kollos  fa^ion, 
of  Otxo*  sfaHion. 

Latorch,  RoUo’/  Earwig*  ^ 

Hamond,  Captain  of  the  Guard  to  RoUo. 
Allan,  his  Brother, 

Norbrett,' 


La  Fisk,' 
Rufee, 
De  Bube, 
Pipeau, 


Five  cheating  Rogues, 


Cook: 

Teoman  of  the  Seller, 
Butler,' 

"P  antler. 

Lords.  * 

sheriff.  • ^ '' 
Guard.\''\  :. \ 
officers. 

Roys.  \ 


I'll 
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w O M B W.; 

' ’■  'a\  ... . ' 

Sophia,  Mother  to  the  Dukes. 
Matilda,  her  Daughter. 

Edith,  Daughter  to  hdXiynn. 
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Enter  Gisbert  and  Baldwia 


Bal. 


T 


H E Brothers  then  are  met  ? 

Gtf.  They  are,  Sir. 

Bald.  Tis  thought,  they  may  be  reconcilM. 
Gtf.  ’Tis  rather  wifh’t,  for  fuch,  whofe  reafon 
Doth  dired  their  thoughts  without  felf  flattery. 

Dare  not  hope  it. 

Bald.  The  fires  of  Love,  which  the  dead  Duke  believ’d 
His  equal  care  of  both  would  have  united. 

Ambition  hath  divided:  and  there  arc 

Too  many  on  both  parts,  that  know  they  cannot 

Or  rife  to  wealth  or  honour,  their  main  ends, 

Unlefs  the  tcmpcfl  of  the  Princes  fury 

Make  troubled  Seas,  and  thofe  Seas  yield  fit  Billows 

(n  their  bad  Arts  to  give  way  to  a calm, 

Wnich  yielding  reft  and  good,  prove  their  ruin. 


And  in  the  fhipwrack  of  their  hopes  and  fortunes. 

The  Dukedom  might  be  lav’d,  had  it  but  ten 
That  flood  afleded  to  the  general  good. 

With  that  confirm’d  zeal  which  brave  Aubrey  does. 

Cif.  He  is  indeed  the  perfed  charader 
Of  a good  man,  and  fo  his  adions  fpeak  him. 

Bald.  But  did  you  obferve  the  many  doubts,  and  cautions 
The  Brothers  ftood  upon  before  they  met  ? 

Gif.  1 did  i and  yet,  that  ever  Brothers  fhould 
Stand  on  more  nice  terms,  than  fworn  Enemies 
After  a War  proclaim’d,  would  with  a ftranger 
Wrong  the  reporters  credit ; they  faluted 
At  diftance  y and  lb  ftrong  was  the  fufpicion 
Each  had  of  other,  that  before  they  durft 
Embrace,  they  were  by  fev’ralfervantsfearcht. 

As  doubting  conceal’d  weapons,  Antidotes 
Ta’nc  openly  by  both,  fearing  the  room 

■ Appointed 


Appointed  for  the  enter-view  was  poyfon’d, 

The  Chairs,  and  Cufhions,  with  like  care  furvay’d', 

And  in  a word  in  every  circumftance 
So  jealous  on  both  parts,  that  it  is  more 
Than  to  be  fear’d,  concord  can  never  joyn, 

Minds  fo  divided. 

BnUl.  Yet  our  bdl  endeavours, 

Should  not  be  wanting,  Gisbert. 

Neither  lhalJ  they. 

Enter  Grandpree,  and  Verdon. 

But  what  are  thefe  ? 

Bali.  They  arc  without  my  knowledge  ^ 

But  by  their  manners,  and  behaviours. 

They  Ihould  exprtfsthenifelves. 

Grand.  Since  we  ferve 
The  Elder  Brotl’.er,  we’ll  be  KolUans^ 

Who  will  maintain  us,  lads,  as  brave  as  Romant  *, 

You  ftand  for  him  ? 

Ver.  I do. 

Grand.  Why,  thenobferve 
How  mud'  the  bulinefs,  your  fo  long’d  for  bulinefs. 

By  men  that  are  nam’d  from  their  fwords,  concerns  you. 
Lethery,  our  common  friend,  lb  long  kept  under. 

With  whips,  and  beating  fatal  hemps,  (hall  rile, 
AndBawdery,  in  a French-hood  plead,  before  her 
Virginity  lhall  be  Carted. 
rer.  Excellent.' 

Grand.  And  Hell  but  grant,  the  quarrel  that’s  between 
The  Princes  may  continue,  and  the  bufmefs 
That’s  of  the  fword,  t’outlaft  three  fuits  in  Law, 

And  we  will  make  AtturniesLanfprifadoes, 

And  our  brave  gown-men  praftifers  of  back-fwordj 
The  pewter  of  all  Serjeants  maces  lhall 
Be  melted,  and  turn’d  into  common  Flaggons, 

In  which  it  lhall  be  lawful  to  caroufe 
To  their  moltlowfie  fortunes. 

'Bald.  Here’s  a Statefman. 

Grand.  A creditor  lhall  not  dare,  but  by  Petition, 

To  make  demand  of  any  debt ; and  that 
Only  once  every  leap-year,  in  which,  if 
The  debtor  may  be  won  for  a French  Crown, 

To  pay  a Soulz,  he  lhall  be  regiftred 
His  benefaiftor. 

Ver.  The  Chancellor  hears  you. 

Grand.  Fear  not,  I now  dare  fpeak  as  loud  as  he, 

And  will  be  heard,  and  have  all  1 fpeak.  Law, 

Have  you  no  eyes  ? there  is  a reverence  due. 

From  Children  of  the  Gown,  to  Men  of  Adion. 

Gif.  How’s  this 

Gran.  Even  fo;  the  times,  the  times  are  chang’d, 

AH  bulinefs  is  not  now  prefer’d  in  Parchment, 

Nor  lhall  a grant  pafs  that  wants  this  broad  leal  *, 

This  feal  d’ye  fee?  your  gravity  once  laid 
My  head  and  heels  together  in  the  Dungeon, 

For  cracking  a leald  Officers  crown,  for  which 
A time  is  come  for  vengeance,  and  expeifl  it  ^ 

For  know,  you  have  not  full  three  hours  to  live. 

^if.  Yes,  fomeWhat  longer. 

'^ran.  To  what  end? 

Gtf  To  hang  you;  think  on  that.  Ruffian. 

Gran.  For  you.  School-matter, 

You  have  a pretty  Daughter  •,  let  me  fee, 

^4ear  three  a Clock,  (by  which  time  1 much  fear, 

1 lhall  be  tyr’d  with  killing  fome  five  hundred)' 

Provide  a Bath,  and  her  to  entertain  me, 

And  that  lhall  be  your  Ranfom. 

Bald.  Impudent  Raftal. 

Enter  to  them  Trevile  and  Duprete. 

(jif.  More  of  the  crew  ? 

Grand.  What  ate  you?  Rolliatis? 

Tre.  No ; this  for  Rolh,  and  all  fucli  as  lerve  him ; 

We  ftand  for  Otto. 


Grand.  You  feem  men  of  falhion. 

And  therefore  Tie  deal  fairly,  you  lhall  have 

The  honour  this  day  to  be  Chronicled 

The  firft  men  kill’d  by  Grandpreet,you  fee  this  fword, 

A pretty  foolilh  toy,  my  valour’s  Servant, 

And  I may  boldly  fay  a Gentleman, 

It  having  made  when  it  was  Charlemai^ns, 

Three  thoufand  Knights  •,  this.  Sir,  lhall  cut  yoiir  throat, 
And  do  you  all  fair  fervice  elfe. 

Tre.  1 kifs  your  hands  for  the  good  offer  *,  here’s  another 
too,  the  fervant  of  your  fervant  lhall  be  proud  to  be  fcour’d 
in  your  fweet  guts till  when  pray  you  command  me. 

Grand.  Your  Idolater,  Sir.  ^Exennt.  Manent  Gif.  Bal. 

Gif  That  e’re  fuch  lliould  hold  the  names  of  men, 

Or  Jufticc  be  held  cruelty,  when  it  labours 
To  pluck  fuch  weeds  up ! 

Bald.  Yet  they  are  protected,  and  by  the  great  ones. 

Gif,  Not  the  good  ones,  Balumn. 

Enter  to  them  Aubrey. 

u4ub.  Is  this  a time  to  be  fpent  thus  by  fuch 
As  are  the  principal  Minillersof  the  State  ? 

When  they  that  are  tlie  heads,  have  fill’d  the  Court 
With  farttions,  a weak  Woman  only  left 
Toftay  their  bloudy  hands?  can  her  weak  arms 
Alone  divert  the  dangers  ready  now 
To  fall  upon  the  Comm  “i-wealth,  and  bury 
The  honours  of  it,  leaving  not  the  name 
Of  what  it  was.  Oh  Gisbert.,  ibt  fair  tryals, 

And  frequent  proofs  which  our  late  mallet  made. 

Both  of  your  love  and  faith,  gave  him  affiuancej 
To  chufe  you  at  his  death  a Guardian-,  uay^ 

A Father  to  his  Sons-,  and  that  great  truft. 

How.  ill  do  you  difeharge  ? I mull  be  plain, 

That,  at  the  bell,  y’are  a fad  looker  on 
Of  thofe  bad  prafticesyou  Ihould  prevent. 

And  where’s  the  ufe  of  your  Philofophy 
In  this  fo  needful  a time  ? be  not  fecure ; 

For,  Baldwin,  beaflur’d,  fince  that  the  Princes, 

When  they  were  young,  and  apt  for  ary  form. 

Were  given  to  your  inftrudion,  and  grave  oidermg  ^ 

’Twill  be  expeded  that  they  Ihould  be  good. 

Or  their  bad  manners  will  b’  imputed  yours. 

Bald.  ’Twas  not  in  one,  my  Lord,  to  alter  nature. 

^if.  Nor  can  my  counfels  work  on  them  that  will  not 
Vouchlafe  me  hearing. 

Aith.  Do  thefe  anlwers  fort, 

Of  with  your  place,  or  perfons,  or  yoUr  years  ? 

Can  Gtsbert  being  the  pillar  of  the  Laws, 

See  them  trod  undg-  foot,  or  forc’d  to  ferve 
The  Princes  unjult  ends  -,  and  with  a frown 
Be  filenc’d  from  exclaiming  on  th’abufe? 

Or  Baldwin  only  weep  the  defp’rate  madnefs 
Of  his  feduced  pupills  ? fee  Liieir  minds^ 

Which  with  good  Arts  he  labour’d  to  build  up 
Examples  of  fucceeding  times,  ©’return’d 
By  undermining  parafites  ^ no  one  precept 
Leading  to  any  Art,  or  great,  or  good. 

But  is  forc’d  from  their  memory,  in  whofe  room 
Black  counfels  are  receiv’d,  and  their  retirements, 

And  fecret  conference  producing  only 
Dev’lilh  deligns,  a man  would  lhame  to  father-. 

But  I talk  when  1 Ihould  do,  and  chide  others 
For  that  I now  offend  in : fee’t  confirm’d. 

Now  do,  or  never  fpeak  more. 

Gtf  We  are  yours. 

Enter  KoWo,  Latorch,  Trevile,  Grandpree,  Otto, 
Verdon,  Duprete. 

Rol.  You  fliall  know  who  I am. 

Otto.  I do,  my  equal.  (thee, 

Rol.  Thy  Prince  j gi'^e  way were  we  alone,  I’dc  force 

In  thy  bell  bloud,  to  write  thy  felf  my  fubjedl, 

And  glad  I would  receive  it. 

— o4ftb 
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The  'Bloody  Brother, 


c^uh.  Sir.  (jif.  Dv'arLoid. 

* Otto.  Thy  fubjcifh  ? 

, Rot.  Yes,  nor  lhall  tame  patience  hold  me 
. A minute  longer,  only  half  my  felf  •, 

My  birth  gave  me  this  Dukedom,  and  my  fword 
Shall  change  it  to  the  common  grave  of  all 
That  tread  upon  her  bofom,  e're  I patt  with 
‘ A piece  of  earth,  or  title  tnat  is  mine. 

Otro.  It  neexls  not,  and  I would  Icorn  to  receive. 

Though  olfer’d,  what  1 want  not:  therefore  know 
From  me,  though  not  deliver’d  in  great  words, 

Eyes  red  with  rage,  poor  pride,  and  threatned  adion  *, 

Our  Father  at  his  death,  then,  when  no  accent, 

W’er’t  thou  a Son,  could  fall  from  him  in  vain, 

Made  us  Co-heirs,  our  part  of  Land  and  Honours 
Of  equal  weight  3 and  to  fee  this  confirm’d, 

The  Oaths  of  thefe  arc  yet  upon  record, 

WTo  though  they  Ihould  forfakc  me,  and  call  down 
The  plagues  of  perjury  on  their  finful  heads, 
j 1 would  not  leave  my  felf. 

, Tre.  Nor  will  we  fee  the  Will  ofthe  dead  Duke  infring’d, 
j Lat.  Nor  1 the  elder  rob’d  of  what’s  his  right, 
i Grand.  Nor  you  ? 

Let  me  take  place,  Ifay,  I will  not  fee’t ; 

My  fword  is  Iharpeft. 

adiih.  Peace  you  tinder-boxes. 

That  only  carry  matter  to  make  a flame. 

Which  will  confume  you. 

I /ioL  You  are  troublefomc,  ^To  Baldwin. 

This  is  no  time  for  arguments,  my  Title 
j Needs  not  your  School-defences,  but  my  fword, 

: With  which  the  Gordian  of  your  Sophiftry 
1 Being  cut,  lhall  Ihewth’lmpolfure.  For  your  laws  f To  Gif 
It  is  in  me  to  change  them  when  I pleafe,  \ bert. 

1 being  above  them  3 Gtsbert,  would  you  have  me  proted 
i Let  them  now  ftretch  their  extreameft  rigour,  (them  3 

And  feize  upon  that  Traytor  3 and  your  tongue 
Make  him  appear  firft  dangerous,  then  odious ; 

And  after,  under  the  pretence  of  fafety 
For  the  lick  State,  the  Lands  and  Peoples  quiet. 

Cut  offhis  head : and  I’le  give  up  my  fword, 

And  fight  with  them  at  a more  certain  weapon 
To  kill,  and  with  Authority.  (out 

Gif.  Sir,  I grant  the  Laws  are  iifeful  weapons,  but  found 
T’aflure  the  Innocent,  not  toopprefs. 

Rol.  Then  you  conclude  him  Innocent?  (Crime. 

Grf  The  power  your  Father  gave  him,  muftnotprovc  a 
j4nb.  Nor  fliould  you  fo  receive  it. 

Bald.  To  which  purpofe. 

All  that  dare  challenge  any  part  in  goodnefs, 

I Will  become  fuppliants  to  you. 

' Ral.  They  have  none 
! That  dare  move  mein  this;  hence,  Ideficyou, 
j Be  of  his  party,  bring  it  to  your  Laws, 
j And  thou  thy  double  heart,  thou  popular  fool. 

Your  moral  rules  ofjuftice  and  her  ballance-, 

I Hand  on  mine  own  guard. 

Otto.  Which  thy  unjuftice 
Will  make  thy  enemies ; by  the  memory 
Of  him,  whofe  better  part  now  fuffers  for  thee, 

Whofe  reverend  allies  with  an  impious  hand 
Thou  throw’ll  out  to  contempt,  in  thy  repining 
At  this  fo  jufl:  decree' ; thou  art  unworthy 
Of  what  his  laft  Will,  not  thy  merits,  gave  thee. 

That  art  fofwoln  within,  with  all  thofe  mifehiefs 
That  e’re  made  up  a Tyrant,  that  thy  breafl:, 

! The  prifon  of  thy  purpofes,  cannot  hold  them, 
i But  that  they  break  forth,  and  in  thy  own  words 
Difeover,  what  a monfter  they  mull  ferve 
That  lhall  acknowledge  thee. 

Rol.  Thou  fhalt  not  live  to  be  fohappy. 

Nor vour  miferies  begin  in  muither. 

[_fie  offers  hts  fveord  at  Otto,  the  fahlion  joyninf  , 
QAubrey  between  fevers  the  Brothers. 


Duty, allegeancc,and  all  refpeds  ofwhatyouare,forfakeme; 
Do  you  Hare  on  ? is  this  a Theater  ? 

Or  lhall  thefe  kill  themfelves,  like  to  mad  fencers, 

To  make  you  fport  ? keep  them  afunder,  or 
By  Heaven  I’le  charge  on  all. 

Grand.  Keep  the  peace, 
lam  for  you,  my  Lord,  and  if  you’I  have  me, 

I’le  aft  the  Conitables  part. 

eylnb.  Live  1 to  fee  this? 

Will  you  do  that  your  enemies  dare  not  wifli. 

And  cherifli  in  your  felves  thofe  furies,  which 
Hell  would  call  out  ? Do,  I am  ready;  kill  me, 

And  thefe,  that  would  fall  willing facrifices 
To  any  power  that  would  rellore  your  reafon. 

And  make  you  men  again,  which  now  you  are  not, 

Ral.  Thefe  are  your  bucklers  boy. 

Otto.  My  hinderances  3 
And  were  I not  confirm’d,  myjufticeia 
The  taking  of  thy  life,  could  not  weigh  down 
The  wrong,  in  Ihedding  the  lead  drop  of  bloud 
Of  thefe  whofe  goodnefs  only  now  protefts  thee, 

Thou  Ihould’ll  feel  I in  aft  would  only  prove  my  lelf 
What  thou  in  words  do’ft  labour  to  appear. 

Rol.  Hear  this,  and  talk  again  ? I’le  break  through  all, 
But  I will  reach  thy  heart. 

Otto.  ’Tis  better  guarded. 

Enter  Sophia. 

Soph.  Make  way,  or  I will  force  it,  who  are  thofe.? 

My  Sons?  myfliames*,  turn  all  your  fwords  onme, 

And  make  this  wretched  body  but  one  wound, 

So  this  unnatural  quarrel  find  a grave 

In  the  unhappy  womb  that  brought  you  forth : 

Dare  you  remember  that  you  had  a Mother, 

Or  look  on  thefe  gray  hairs,  made  fo  with  tears. 

For  both  your  goods,  and  not  with  age  3 and  yet 
Stand  doubtful  to  obey  her  ? from  me  you  had 
Life,  Nerves,  and  faculties,  to  ufe  thefe  weapons ; 

And  dare  you  raife  them  againfl:  her,  to  whom 
You  owe  the  means  of  being  what  you  are  f 

Otto.  All  peace  is  meant  to  you. 

Soph.  Why  is  this  War  then? 

As  if  your  arms  could  be  advanc’d,  and  I 
Not  fet  upon  the  rack  ? your  bloud  is  mine. 

Your  dangers  mine,  your  goodneft  I fhould  ftare  m3 
I mufl:  be  branded  with  thole  impious  marks 
You  Ha  mp  on  your  own  foreheads  and  on  mine, 

If  you  go  on  thus : for  my  good  name  therefore. 

Though  all  refpefts  of  honour  in  your  felves 
Be  in  your  fury  choakt,  throw  down  your  fwords  3 
Your  duty  fliould  be  fwifter  than  my  tongue ; 

And  joyn  your  hands  while  they  be  innocent  3 
You  have  heat  of  bloud,  and  youth  apt  to  Ambition, 

To  plead  an  eafie  pardon  for  what’s  pafl : 

But  all  the  ills  beyond  this  hour  committed. 

From  Gods  or  men  muft  hope  for  no  excufe. 

Gtf.  Can  you  hear  this  unmov’d  ? 

No  Syllable  of  this  fo  pious  charm,  but  fhould  have  power 
Tofruflrateall  the  juggling  deceits. 

With  which  the  Devil  blinds  you. 

Otto.  I begin  to  melt,  I know  not  how. 

Rol.  Mother,  I’le  leave  you; 

And,  Sir,  be  thankful  for  the  time  you  live. 

Till  we  meet  next  (which  fhall  be  foon  and  fudden) 

To  her  perfwafiori  for  you. 

Soph.  Oyet,  flay. 

And  rather  than  part  thus,  vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

As  enemies ; how  is  my  fool  divided  ? 

My  love  to  both  is  equal,  asmy  wiflies3 
But  are  return’d  by  neither  3 my  griev’d  heart, 

Hold  yet  a little  longer,  and  then  break. 

1 kneel  to  both,  and  will  fpeak  fo,  but  this 
Takes  from  me  th’ authority  of  a mothers  power; 


Tbt  Bloody  Brother. 


And  therefore,  like  my  fcif,  Otto^  to  thee, 

(And  yet  obferve,  fon,  how  thy  mothers  tears 
Outftrip  her  forward  words,  to  make  way  for’eni) 
Thou  art  the  younger,  Otto^  yet  be  now 
The  firft  example  of  obedience  to  me, 

And  grow  the  elder  in  my  love. 

Otto.  The  means  to  be  fo  happy  ? 

Soph.  This , yield  up  thy  fwordj 
And  let  thy  piety  give  thy  mother  ftrength 
To  take  that  from  thee,  which  no  enemies  force 
Could  e’re  defpoil  thee  of;  why  do’lt  thou  tremble^ 

And  with  a fearful  cyefixt  on  thy  Brother, 

Obferv’ft  his  ready  fword,  as  bent  againft  thee? 

1 am  thy  armour,  and  will  be  pierc’d  throughj 
Ten  thoufand  times,  before  1 will  give  way 
To  any  peril  may  arrive  at  thee  *, 

And  therefore  fear  not. 

Otto.  ’Tis  not  for  my  felf. 

But  for  you,  mother-,  youarenow  ingag’d 
In  more  that  lies  in  your  unqueftion’d  vertue ; 

For,  finceyou  have  difarm’d  me  of  defence, 

Should  I fall  now,  though  by  his  hand,  the  world 
May  fay  it  was  your  pradice. 

Soph.  All  worlds  peridi. 

Before  my  piety  turn  treafons  parent. 

Take  it  again,  and  Hand  upon  your  guard, 

And  while  your  Brother  is,  continue  arm’d  ^ 

And  yet,  this  fear  is  needlefs,  for  1 know,  ' 

•My  Rollo^  though  he  dares  as  much  as  man, 

So  tender  of  his  yet  untainted  valour. 

So  noble,  that  he  dares  do  nothing  bafdy. 

You  doubt  him  •,  he  fears  you ; 1 doubt  and  fear 
Both  -,  for  others  fafety,  and  not  mine  own. 

Know  yet,  my  Tons,  when  of  necdfity 
You  muft  deceive,  or  be  deceiv’d;,  ’tis  better 
Tofufier  Treafon,  than  to  ad  the  Tray  tor  ^ 

And  in  a War  like  this,  in  which  the  glory 
Is  his  that’s  overcome  i confider  then 
What’tis  for  which  you  ftrive ; is  it  the  Dukedorn? 

Or  the  command  of  thefe  fo  ready  fubjeds  i 

Defire  of  wealth .?  or  whatfbever  clfe 

Fires  your  ambition  ? This  ftill  delp’rate  madnels. 

To  kill  the  people  which  you  would  be  Lords  of  j 
With  fire,  and  fword  to  lay  that  Country  Wafte 
Whofe  rule  you  feek  for : to  confume  the  treafureS^ 
Which  are  the  finews  of  your  Government, 

In  cheriOiing  the  fadions  that  deftroy  it : 

Far,  far  be  this  from  you : make  it  not  quefiion’d 
Whether  you  have  intereft  in  that  Dukedom, 

Whofe  ruine  both  contend  for. 

Otto.  I defire  but  to  enjoy  my  own,  which  I will  keep. 

Rol.  And  rather  than  pofterity  fhall  have  caufe 
To  fay  I ruin’d  all,  divide  the  Dukedom, 

I will  accept  the  moiety. 

Ott.  I embrace  it. 

Soph.  Divide  me  firft,  or  tear  me  limb  by  limb, 

And  let  them  find  as  many  feveral  Graves 
As  there  are  villages  in  Normandy: 

And  ’tis  lefs  fin,  than  thus  to  weaken  it. 

To  hear  it  mention’d  doth  already  make  me 
Envy  my  dead  Lord,  and  almoft  Blafpheme 
Thofe  powers  that  heard  my  prayer  for  fruitfulnefs, 

And  did  not  with  my  firft  birth  clofe  my  womb ; 

To  me  alone  my  fecond  blefiing  proves 
My  firft  of  miftry,  for  if  that  Heaven  ^ 

Which  gave  me  RoHo^  there  had  ftaid  his  bounty, 

And  Otto,  my  dear  Otto,  ne’re  had  been. 

Or  being,  had  not  been  fo  worth  my  love. 

The  ftream  of  my  affedion  had  run  conftant 
In  one  fair  current,  all  my  hopes  had  been 
Laid  up  in  one  -,  and  fruitful  Normandy 
In  this  divifion  had  not  loft  her  glories  : 

For  as  ’tis  now,  ’tis  a fair  Diamond, 

Which  being  preferv’d  intire,  exceeds  all  value. 


But  cut  in  pieces  (though  thefe  pieces  arc 
Set  in  fine  gold  by  the  beft  work  mans  cunning) 

Parts  with  all  eftimation ; So  this  Dukedom, 

As  ’tis  yet  whole,  the  neighbouring  Kings  may  covet, 

But  cannot  conipafs-,  which  divided,  will 
Become  the  Ipoil  of  every  barbarous  foe 
That  will  invade  it. 

Cjif.  How  this  works  in  both  ! 

Tial.  Prince  Rollo*s  eyes  have  loft  their  fire. 

^if.  And  anger,  that  but  now  wholly  poirclTcd 
Good  Otto,  hath  given  place  to  pity.  (gun. 

yinb.  End  not  thus  Madam,  but  pci  feift  what’s  fo  well  be- 

Soph.  I fte  id  both,  fair  figns  of  reconcilement. 

Make  them  fure  proofs  they  are  fo : the  Fates  offer 
To  your  free  choice,  either  to  live  Examples 
Of  Piety,  or  wi'ekednefs : if  the  later 
Blinds  fo  your  underftanding,  that  you  cannot 
Pierce  through  her  painted  out-fidc,  and  difeover 
Thatfhe  is  all  deformity  within, 

Boldly  tranfeend  all  precedents  ofmifchief. 

And  let  the  laft,  and  the  worft  end  of  tyrannies, 

The  murther  of  a Mother,  but  begin 
The  ftain  of  bloud  you  after  are  to  heighten  ; 

But  if  that  vertUe,  and  her  fure  rew-ards. 

Can  win  you  to  accept  her  for  your  guide. 

To  lead  you  up  to  Heaven,  and  there  fix  you 
The  faireft  Stars  in  the  bright  Sphere  of  honour  *, 

Make  me  the  parent  of  an  hundred  fons. 

All  brought  into  the  world  with  joy,  notforrow. 

And  every  one  a'  Father  to  his  Country, 

In  being  now  made  Mother  of  your  concord. 

Rol.  Such,  and  fo  good,  loud  fame  for  ever  fpeak  you. 

Bal.  Ij  now  they  meet  like  Brothers. 

tXhe  Brothers  cafl  away  their  Swords  and  embrace. 

Gif.  My  hearts  joy  flows  through  my  eyes. 

<J^ub.  May  never  Womans  tongue 
Hereafter  be  accus’d,  for  this  ones  Goodnefs. 

Otto.  If  we  contend,  from  this  hour,  it  fhall  be 
How  to  o’recome  id  brotherly  afTedioii. 

Rol.  Otto  is  Rollo  now,  and  Rollo,  Otto, 

Or  as  they  have  ohe  mind,  rather  one  name  *. 

From  this  attonemedt  let  our  lives  begin, 

Be  all  the  reft  forgotten. 

jiub.  Spoke  like 

Soph.  And  to  the  honour  of  this  reconcilement, 

We  all  this  night  will  at  a publick  Feaft 

With  choice  Wines  drown  our  late  fears,  and  with  Mufick 

Welcome  our  comforts. 

Bald.  Sure  and  certain  ones,  [^Exednt. 

[^Manent  Gr^ndprte,  Verdon,  Trevile  Duprete. 

Grand.  Did  ever  fuch  a hopeful  bufinefs  end  thus  ? 

Fer.  ’Tis  fatal  to  us  all,  Sind  yet  you  Grandpree, 

Have  the  leaft  caufe  to  fear.  ^ ^ 

Grand.  Why,  what’s  ifly  hb{)e  ? 

Veri  The  certainty  that  you  have  tO  be  hang’d  *, 

You  know  the  Chancellours  promife. 

Cjrand.  Plague  upon  you. 

Fer.  What  think  you  of  a Bath,  and  a Lords  Daughtet 
To  entertain  you? 

Grand.  Thofe  defires  are  off. 

Frail  thoughts,  all  friends,  uoRolHahsuov},uoiOttoes\ 

The  fev’ral  court’fies  of  our  fwords  and  fervants 
Defer  to  after  conftquence  •,  let’s  make  ufe 
Of  this  nights  freedom,  a fhort  Parliament  to  us. 

In  which  it  will  be  lawful  to  walk  freely^ 

Nay,  to  our  drink  we  fliall  have  meat  too,  that’s 
No  ufual  bufinefs  to  the  men  o’th’  fword. 

Drink  deep  with  me  to  night,  we  fhall  to  morrow, 

Or  whip,  or  hang  the  merrier. 

Tre.  Lead  the  way  then.  {Exeunt. 
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ABhs  SccuhAhs,  Sretia  Frima. 


j E>:tcr  Latorch,  iVid  Rollo. 

I.to.TXTHY  fliouldthis  trouble  you? 

VV  '^ol.  It  docs,  and  mufl:  do  till  I find  eafe. 
Confidcr  then,  and  quickly  •, 

And  like  a wife  man,  take  the  current  with  you, 

Which  once  turn’d  head,  will  fink  you;  bleftoccafion 
Ofiers  her  fclf  in  thoufand  fafeties  to  you  •, 

Time  Handing  Hill  to  point  you  out  your  purpofe, 

And  refolution  (the  true  child  of  Vertue) 

Readie  to  execute  : what  dull  cold  weaknefs 
Has  crept  into  your  bofom,  whofe  meer  thoughts 
Like  tcmpcHs,  plowing  up  the  fay  ling  ForeHs, 

Even  with  their  fwing  were  wont  to  fhake  down  hazards. 
What  is’t,  your  Mothers  tears  ? 

I Rol.  Pray  thee  be  patient, 
j L.rr.Her  hands  held  up?her  prayers, or  her  curfes? 

i Oh  power  of  paper  dropt  through  by  a woman ! 

I Take  heed  the  Souldiers  fee  it  not ; ’tis  miferable, 

1 In  Rollo  below  miferable ; take  heed  your  friends, 
i The  finews  of  your  caufe,  the  Hrength  you  Hit  by, 
i Take  heed,  I fay,  they  find  it  not:  take  heed 
j Your  own  repentance  (like  a pafling-bell)  » 

! T 00  late,  and  too  loud,  tell  the  world  y’are  perilht ; 

What  noble  fpirit,  eager  of  advancement, 

Whofe  imployment  is  his  plough;  what  fword  whole  fliarp- 
I Waits  but  the  arm  to  wield  it ; or  what  hope,  (nefs 

! After  the  world  has  blown  abroad  this  weaknefs, 

; W’il!  move  again,  or  make  a wilh  for  Rollo  ? 
j Rol.  Arc  we  not  friends  again  by  each  oath  ratified. 

Our  tongues  the  Heralds  to  our  hearts  ? 
j Lat.  Poor  hearts  then. 

1 Rol.  Our  worthier  friends. 

, Lat.  No  friends  Sir,  to  your  honour ; 

' Friends  to  your  fall ; where  is  your  underHanding, 
i The  noble  veflel  that  your  full  foul  fail’d  in, 
i Rib’d  round  withhonours',whcre  is  that?  ’tisruin’d, 
j The  tempeH  of  a womans  fighs  has  funk  it. 

! Fricndfhip,  take  heed  Sir,  is  a fmiling  harlot 
I That  when  (he  kiffes,  kills,  a foder’d  friendfliip 
1 Piec’d  out  with  promifes ; O painted  ruine  I 
j Rol.  Latorch^  he  is  my  Brother.  . 

1 Lat.  The  more  doubted  ; 
i For  hatred  hatcht  at  home  is  a tame  Tiger, 

May  fawn  and  fport,  but  never  leaves  his  nature ; 
j The  jars  of  Brothers,  two  fuch  mighty  ones, 

! Is  like  a fmall  Hone  thrown  into  a river, 

! The  breach  fcarce  heard,  but  view  the  beaten  current, 

; .And  you  Ihall  fee  a thoufand  angry  rings 
I Rife  in  his  face,  Hill  fwellingand  Hill  growing; 
j f . jars  circling  diHruHs,  diHrufls  breed  dangers, 

1 And  dangers  death ,th,e  greateH  extreme  fhadow, 

• Till  nothing  bound  ’em  but  the  Hioar  their  graves ; 

There  is  no  manly  wifedom,  nor  nofafety 

* In  leaning  to  this  league,  this  piec’d  patcht  friendfhip ; 

■ This  rear’d  up  reconcilement  on  a billow, , 

i Which  as  it  tumbles,  totters  down  your  fortune  ; 

; Is’t  not  your  own  you  reach  at .?  Law  and  nature 
Ufheringthe  way  before  you;  is  not  he 
Born  and  bequeath’d  your  fubjed  ? 

Rol.  Ha. 

Lat.  What  fool  would  give  a Horm  leave  to  diHurb  his 
When  he  may  fhut  the  cafement .?  can  that  man  {peace. 
Has  won  fo  much  upon  your  pity, 
i And  drawn  fo  high,  that  like  an  ominous  Comet, 
j ' 1:  darkens  all  your  light ; can  this  toucht  Lyon 
' ' Though  now  he  licks  and  locks  up  his  fell  paws, 

.raftily  burning,  like  a catt  to  cozen  you  ) 
utv.  hen  ambition  whets  him,  and  time  fits  him, 

’ '.cap  tp  his  prey,  and  feiz’d  once,  fuck  your  heart  out  ? 


Do  you  make  it  confcicnce .? 

Rol.  Confcience,  Latorch,  what’s  that  f 

Lat.  A fear  they  tye  up  fools  in,  natures  coward. 

Palling  the  blood,  and  chHling  the  full  fpirit 
With  apprehenfion  of  meer  clouds  and  fiiadows. 

Rol.  1 know  no  confcience,nor  I fear  no  fhadows. 

Lat.  Or  if  you  did , if  there  were  confcicnce. 

If  the  free  foul  could  fuffer  fuch  a curb 
To  the  fiery  mind,  fuch  puddles  to  put  it  out ; 

MuH  it  needs  like  a rank  Vine,  run  up  rudely. 

And  twine  about  the  top  of  all  our  happinefs, 

Honour  and  rule,  and  there  fit  (baking  of  us .? 

Rol.  It  (hall  not,  nor  it  muH  not ; I am  fatisfied. 

And  once  more  am  my  felf  again : 

My  Mothers  tears  and  womanilh  cold  prayers, 

Farewel,!  have  forgot  you ; if  there  be  confcience. 

Let  it  not  come  betwixt  a crown  and  me. 

Which  is  my  hope  of  blifs,  and  I believe  it  .* 

Ottoy  our  friendfhip  thus  I blow  to  air, 

A bubble  for  a boy  to  play  wjthal ; 

And  all  the  vows  my  weaknefs  made,  like  this, 

Like  this  poor  heartlefs  rufh,  I rend  in  pieces. 

Lat.  Now  you  go  right,  Sir,  now  your  eyes  are  open. 

Rol.  My  Fathers  laH  petition’s  dead  as  he  is. 

And  all  the  promifes  I clos’d  his  eyes  with, 

In  the  fame  grave  I bury. 

Lat.  Now  y’are  a man,  Sir. 

Rol.  OttOy  thou  fhewH  my  winding  fheet  before  me. 
Which  e’re  I put  it  on,  like  Heavens  bleH  fire 
In  my  defeent  I’le  make  it  blufh  in  blood  ; 

A Crown,  A Crown,  Oh  facred  Rule,  now  fire  me. 

Nor  fuall  the  pity  of  thy  youth,  falfe  Brother, 

Although  a thoufand  Virgins  kneel  before  me. 

And  every  dropping  eye  a court  of  mercy. 

The  fame  blood  with  me,  nor  the  reverence 
Due  to  rny  mothers  bleH  womb  that  bred  us. 

Redeem  thee  from  my  doubts : thou  art  a wolf  here. 

Fed  with  ray  fears,  and  LamHcn*- thee  from  me  : 

A Crown,  A.Crown ; Oh  facred  Rule,  now  fire  me  .* 

No  faftty  elfe. 

Lat.  But  be  not  tooj?;'  v^h  Hi:  ’d.Sir,  nor  too  high 
In  your  exccuficn.  IwallovMng  waters 
Run  deep  and  filtnt,  ijlf  they  arc  fatisfied, 

And  Iniile  la  thoui:iad  Cr.i  lesdo guild  thr  ir  craft , 

Let  your  fword  Hetp,  and  let  my  tw*'  ' dg'd  wit  work. 

Tills  happy  feaH^the  full  joy  of  your  uiendfhips 
Shall  be  his  laH. 

“Rol.  How,  my  Latorch  ? 

Lat.  Why  thus.  Sir;  ' 

Tie  prefently  go  dive  into  the  Officers 
T1  at.miriiHer  at  Table .-  gold  and  goodnefs, 

With  proniife  upon  promile,  and  t me  neeellary. 

Tie  pour  into  them. 

Rol.  CanHthoudoitneatlv? 

Lat.  Let  me  a lone,  and  fi 'ch  a bait  it  fhall  be, 

Shall  take  off  all  fufpicion. 

Rol.  Go,  and  prof  per. 

Lat.  Walk  in  then, and  your  fmootheH  face  put  on  Sir. 

C Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  the  MafierCookj,  Butler y PantleVy  Yeoman  of  the 
fellar,  with  a Jack^of  Beer  and  a Dijh. 

Cook..  A hot  day,  a hot  day,  vengeance  hot  day  boys. 

Give  me  fome  drink,  this  fire’s  a plaguy  fretter : 

Bod  V of  me,  I’m  dry  Hill ; give  me  the  Jack  boy ; j 
This  wf  oclcn  Skiff  holds  nothing. 

‘’Bunt.  And  faith  maHer,what  brave  new  meats ; for  here 
Will  be  old  eating. 

Coo.  Old  and  young,  boy,  kt  ’em  all  cat,  I have  it; 

I have  bail  3. ■ for  their  bellies,  if  they  cat  a gods  name, 
Letthem--ve  ten  tire  of  teeth  a piece,  I care  not; 

But.  mt  what  n>. w rare  munition  ? 

Coo  PTn,  a thoufand; 

I’le 
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ric  make  you  piggs  fpeak  French  at  tabic, and  a fat  fvvan 

Come  failing  out  of  En^lund  with  a challenge  ^ 

ric  make  you  a dilh  of  calves  feet  dance  the  Canaries, 

And  a confort  of  cramm’d  capons  fiddle  to  ’em  •, 

A calves  head  ipeak  art  Oracle,  and  a dozen  of  Larks 
Rife  from  the  dilh,  and  ling  all  fupper  time ; 

’Tis  nothing  boyes I have  framed  a fortification 
Out  of  Rye  pafte,  which  is  impregnable. 

And  againft  that,  for  two  long  hours  together, 

Two  dozen  of  marrow-bones  lhall  play  continually  : 

For  fifh,  rie  make  you  a Handing  lake  of  white  broth. 

And  pikes  come  ploughing  up  the  plums  before  them  *, 
o^r/o/7,  like  a Dolphin,  playing  Lachryma:, 

And  brave  King  Herring  with  his  oyleand  onyori 
Crown’d  with  a Limon  pill,  his  way  prepar’d 
With  his  Ilrong  Guard  of  Pilchers. 

Pant.  I marry  Matter. 

Coo.  All  thefe  are  nothing  .•  Tie  make  you  a ttubble  Goofe 
Turn  o’th’  toe  thrice, do  a crofs  point  prefently, 

And  lit  down  again,  and  cry  come  eat  me 

Thefe  are  for  mirth.  Now  Sir,  for  matter  of  mourning, 

rie  bring  you  in  the  Lady  Loyn  of  Veal, 

With  the  long  love  ttie  bore  the  Prince  of  Orenge. 

All.  Thou  boy,  thoii. 

Coo.  I have  a ti  ick  for  thee  too, 

And  a rare  trick,  and  1 have  done  it  for  thee. 

Teo.  What’s  that  good  matter.? 

Coo.  ’Tis  a facrifice, 

A full  Vine  bending,  like  an  Arch,  and  under 
The  blown  god  Bacchw,  fitting  on  a Hogfliead, 

His  Altar  Beer  : before  that,  a plump  Vintner 
Kneeling,  and  offring  incenfe  to  his  deitie, 

Which  lhall  be  only  this,  red  Sprats  and  Pilchers. 

But.  This  when  the  Table’s  drawn,  to  draw  the  wine  on. 

Coo.  Thou  hatt  it  right,  and  then  comes  thy  Song,  Butler. 

Pant.  This  will  be  admirable. 

Teo.  Oh  Sir,  mott  admirable. 

Coo.  If  you’l  have  the  patty  fpeak,  ’tis  in  my  power, 

I have  fire  enough  to  work  it  j come,  ttand  clofe. 

And  now  rehearfe  the  Song,  we  may  be  perfed. 

The  drinking  Song,  and  fay  I were  the  Brothers. 

The  drinking  SONG. 

DRinkjo  day  and  drown  all forroWy 

Ton  jhall  perhaps  not  do  it  to  morrow, 

Befi  while  you  have  it  nfeyonr  breathy 
There  is  no  drinking  after  death. 

Wine  workt  the  heart  rp,  wakes  the  wity 
There  is  no  cure  'gainjl  age  but  it. 

It  helps  the  head  ach,  cough  and  tijfickjy 
(yfndisfor  alldifeafcs  Phyficki 

Then  let  m fwill  boyes  for  our  healthy 
Who  drinks  welly  loves  the  common  wealth, 
t^nd  he  that  will  to  bed  go  fober. 

Falls  with  the  leaf  fill  in  OHober, 

Well  have  you  born  your  felves  y a red  Deer  Pye,  Boyes, 
And  that  no  lean  one,  I bequeath  your  vertues ; 

What  friends  haft  thou  to  day  ? no  citizens? 

Pant.  Yes  Father,  the  old  Crew, 

Coo.  By  the  mafs  true  wenches : 

Sirrah,  fet  by  a chine  of  Beef,  and  a hot  Patty , 

And  let  the  Joll  of  Sturgeon  be  corrected : 

And  do  you  mark  Sir,  ttalk  me  to  a Pheafant, 

And  fee  if  you  can  fhoot  her  in  the  Sellar. 

Pant.  God  a mercy  Lad,  fend  me  thy  roaring  bottles, 
And  with  fuch  Nedlar  1 will  fee  ’em  fill’d, 

That  all  thou  fpeak’ft  fliall  be  pure  Helicon. 

Enter  Latorch. 

Monfieur  Latorch  ? what  news  with  him  ? Save  you. 


Lat.  Save  you  Matter,  fave  you  Gentlemen, 

You  arc  catting  for  this  preparation  y 
This  joyful  1 fupper  for  the  royal  Brothers ; 

I’m  glad  I have  met  you  fitly,  for  to  your  charge 
My  bountifull  brave  Butler,  I mutt  deliver 
A Bevic  of  young  Lattes,  that  niult  look  on 
This  nights  folemnity,  and  fee  the  two  Dukes, 

Or  I lhall  lofe  my  credit  y you  have  Stowage  ? 

But.  For  fuch  freight  I’lc  find  room, and  be  your  fei  vant. 
Coo.  Bring  them,  they  lliall  not  ttarve  here,  Tic  lend ’em 

(virftuals 

Shall  work  you  a good  turn,  though’t  be  ten  days  hence,  Sir. 
Lat.  God  a mercy  noble  Matter, 

Coo.  Nay,  I’le  do’t. 

Teo.  And  wine  they  ttiall  not  want, let’em  drink  like  Ducks. 
Lat.  What  mifery  it  is  that  minds  fo  royal, 

And  fuch  mott  horleft  bounties,  as  yours  are, 

Should  be  confin’d  thus  to  uncertainties  ? 

But.  I,  were  the  State  once;  feticd,  then  we  had  places. 
Teo.  Then  we  could  Ihew  our  lllvcs,  and  help  our  friends, 
Cc<».I,then  there  were  fome  favour  in’t,where  now  (Sir: 
We  live  between  two  ftools,  every  hour  ready 
To  tumble  on  our  nofes  -y  and  for  ought  we  know  yet, 

For  all  this  Supper,  ready  to  latt  the  next  day. 

Lat.  I would  fain  ijjeak  unto  you  out  of  pitie. 

Out  of  the  love  I bear  you,  out  of  honefty. 

For  your  own  goods ; hay,  for  the  general  blcfilhg. 

Coo.  And  we  would  as  fain  hear  you, pray  go  forward. 
Lat.DAiQ,  you  but  think  to  make  your  felves  up  certainties 
Your  places  and  your  credits  ten  times  doubled. 

The  Princes  favour , Rollo\  > 

But.  A fweet  Gentleman. . . 

Teo.  I,  and  as  bounteous,  if  he  had  bis  right  too. 

Coo.  By  the  mafs,  a Royal  Gentleman  indeed  Boy eSj 
He’d  make  the  chimneys  fmoak. 

Lat.  He  would  do’t  friends, 

And  you  too,  if  he  had  his  right,  true  Courtiers  •, 

What  could  you  want  then  ? dare  you  ? 

Coo.  Pray  you  be  ttiort  Sir, 

Lat.  And  this  my  foul  upon’t,  I dare  atture  you, 

If  you  but  dare  your  parts. 

Coo.  Dare  not  me  Monfieur, 

For  I that  fear  nor  fire  nor  water,  Sir, 

Dare  do  enough,  a man  would  think. 

Teo.  Believ’t,  Sir; 

But  make  this  good  upon  us  you  have  promis’d. 

You  lhall  not  find  us  flinchers. 

Lat.  Then  Tie  be  fudden.  ( ds  ? 

Pant.^  What  may  this  mean  ? and  whither  would  he  Ui  ive 
Lat.  And  firftjfor  what  you  mutt  do,becaufe  all  uanga 
Shall  be  apparantly  ty’d  up  and  muzl’d, 

The  matter  feeraing  mighty : there’s  your  pardons 
P^wt.Pardon’s  ? is’t  come  to  that .?  gods  defend  us.  (nett, 
Lat.  And  here’s  five  hundred  Ciowns  in  bound  ous  ear- 
And  how  behold  the  matter.  Lat.  rch  gives 

But.  What  are  thefe,  Sir?  each  upaper. 

Teo.  And  of  what  nature  ? towhatufe? 

Lat.  Imagine.  * 

Coo.  Will  they  kill  Rats  ? they  eat  iry  pyes  abominably, 
Or  work  upon  a woman  cold  as  Cbrilimas  ? 

I have  an  old  Jade  fticks  upon  my  fingers, 

May  I tafte  them?  ,• 

Lat.  Is  your  will  made.?  i 

And  have  you  faid  your  prayers  ? for  they’le  pay  you  : 

And  now  to  come  up  to  you,  for  your  knowledge, 

And  for  the  good  you  never  lhall  repent  you 
If  you  be  wife  men  now'. 

Coo.  Wife  as  you  will,  Sir. 

Lat.  Thefe  mutt  be  put  then  into  the  feveral  meats 
Young  Off 0 loves,  by  you  into  his  wine.  Sir, 

Into  his  bread  by  you,  by  you  into  his  iinnen. 

Now  if  you  defire,  you  have  found  the  m^  ans 
To  make  you,  and  if  you  dare  not,  you  have 
Found  your  ruine ; refolve  me  e’re  you  go. 
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i B.i: . ou’l  keep ) our  laith  with  us. 
j L it.  Ma\  I no  uiore  fee  lightclfe. 
j Co.  Wily  ’tis  done 

j But.  ’Tis  done. 

j P.L'tr.  Tis  done  which  Ihall  be  undone. 

L it.  About  it  chcn,t'‘ircvvcl,y’arc  all  ofone  mind. 

I Cv.  All  ? 

1 AU.  All,  All. 

j L.it.  Why  then , all  happic.  {_Exit, 

I Brt.  W hat  did  we  promile  him  ? 

Tea.  Do  you  ask  that  now  ? 

But.  I would  be  glad  to  know  what  ’tis. 

P.VI.  I’le  tell  you, 

It  is  to  be  all  villains,  knaves,  andtraytors. 

Cco.  Fine  whoifomc  titles. 

P.irt.  But  if  you  dare,  go  forward. 

Coe.  We  may  be  bang’d,  drawn,  and  quarter’d. 

P.m  Very  raie,  Sir. 

Coe.  \\  hat  a goodly  fwing  I fliall  give  the  gallows?  yet 
I think  too,  this  may  be  done,  and  yet  we  may  be  rewarded, 

‘ not  with  a i ope,  but  with  a royal  mafter  : and  yet  we  may 
! be  barg’d  too. 

I r<>c.Sa|  itwcredone*,whoisitdonefor.?isitnotfor??o//o? 
j Ard  for  I'is  right  ? 

Co.  And  we  may  be  hang’d  too. 

I'/it.  '4i  he  take  it,  fay  we  be  difeover’d  ? 

Is  not  t '.e  I'dU^eauan  bound  ftill  to  protedt  us  ? 

Are  w.'  'ndt  his 

But.  ‘Sa'^d,  he  will  never  fail  us. 

Coo'.  if'be<iQ;fricnds,we  fliall  find  that  will  hold  us. 

^nd  v-'t  me  tWn'w,  tr.is  p.^'ologue  to  our  purpofe, 

Ihefe  c:  ov'  ns  ii  oul.i  promill  more  : ’tiseafily  done, 

As  cafe  a : o.  man  would  i oaffc  an  egge, 
lfc.  atb?al4  for  look  }ou,  Gyntiemen, 

Here  ftand  my  broths,  my  linger  flips  a little, 

Down  drops  a dofe,  I itir  him  with  my  ladle. 

And  there’s  a diili  for  a Duke : Olla  Podrida. 

H-re  flands  a bak’d  meat,be  wants  a little  feafoning, 

A foolilh  miftake  •,  my  Spice-box,  Gentlemen, 

And  put  in  fome  of  this,  the  matter’s  ended  ^ 

Dredge  you  a difh  of  plovers,  there’s  the  Art  on*t. 

Tco.  Or  as  I fill  my  wine. 

Coo.  ’Tis  very  true,  Sir, 

BlelTing  it  with. your  hand,  thus  quick  and  neatly  firft,  ’tis 
And  done  once,  ’tis  as  eafie  ( paft 

For  him  to  than  k us  for  it,  and  reward  us. 

But  ’tis  a damn’d  fin. 

Coo.  O,  never  fear  that. 

The  fire’s  my  play-fellow,  and  now  1 am  refolv’d,  boyes. 

But.  Why  then,  have  with  you. 

Teo.  The  fame  for  me. 

Pan.  For  me  too. 

Cco.  And  now  no  moreour  worfhips,  but  our  Lord  (hips. 
Pan.  Not  this  year,  on  my  knowledge,  I’le  unlord  you. 

C Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Servant.,  and  Sexeer. 

Ser.  Perfume  the  room  round,  and  prepare  the  tabic, 
Gcntlem.n  officers,  wait  in  your  places. 

Sevf>.  Make  room  there  , 

Room  for  the  Dukes  meat.  Gentlemen,  be  bare  there, 
Clear  all  the  entrance  .•  Guard,  put  by  thofe gapers, 

And  Gentlemen  ufhers,  fee  the  gallery  clear, 

The  Dukes  arc  ce.»ming  on, 
j Uoboys^  a banquet. 

* Enter  Sophia,  between  Rollo,  and  Otto,  Aubry, 

! LatOich,  Gifpert,  Baldwin,  Attendants, 

j Hamond,  Matilda,  Edith. 

j Ser.  ’Tis  certainly  inform’d. 

! Ot.  Reward  the  fellow,  and  look  you  mainly  to  it. 
j Ser.  My  life  for  yours.  Sir. 
j Sofh.  Now  am  I flcaight,  my  Lords,  and  young  again. 


My  long  fincc  blalted  hopes  fhoot  out  in  bloflomes, 

The  fruits  ofeverlafling  love  appearing  *, 

Oh  / my  blefl  boys,  the  honour  of  my  years. 

Of  all  my  cares,  the  bounteous  fair  rewarders. 

Oh  ! let  me  thus  imbrace  you,  thus  for  ever 
Within  a Mothers  love  lock  up  your  friendlhips : 

And  my  fwcet  fons,  once  more  with  mutual  twinings. 

As  one  chafte  bed  begot  you,  make  one  body : 

Bleflings  from  heaven  in  thoufand  Ihowrs  fall  on  you. 

Aub.  Oh  ! womans  goodnefs  never  to  be  equall’d. 

May  the  mofl:  finfull  creatures  of  thy  fex 
But  kneeling  at  thy  monument,  rife  faints. 

Soph.  Sit  down  my  worthy  fons  *,  my  Lords,  your  places. 
I,  now  me  thinks  the  table’s  nobly  furnifht 
Now  the  meat  nouriflies  •,  the  wine  gives  fpirit 
And  all  the  room  lluck  with  a general  pleafure, 

Shews  like  thepeacefull  boughs  of  happinefs. 

Aub.  Long  may  it  laft,and  from  a heart  fill’d  with  it 
Full  as  my  cup ; I give  it  round,  my  Lords. 

Bald.  And  may  that  fbubborn  heart  be  drunk  with  forrow 
RefuFcs  it  men  dying  now  fhould  take  it. 

And  by  the  vertue  of  this  ceremony 
Shake  off  their  miferies,  and  fleep  in  peace. 

Rol.  You  are  fad,  my  noble  Brother. 

Ot.  No,  indeed.  Sir. 

Soph.  No  fadnefs  my  fon  this  day. 

Rol.  Pray  you  eat, 

Something  is  here  you  have  lov’d*,  talle  of  this  difh, 

It  will  prepare  your  ftomach. 

Ot.  Thank  you  brother.-I  am  not  now  difpos’d  to  eat. 

Rol.  Or  that, 

You  put  us  out  of  heart  man,come,thefe  bak’t  meats 
Were  ever  your  bell  dyet. 

Ot.  None,  I thank  you. 

Soph.  Are  you  well,  noble  child  ? 

Ot.  Yes,  gracious  Mother. 
iKo/.Give  him  acupof  wine, then, pledge  thehealth. 

Drink  it  to  me,  Tie  give  it  to  my  Motlier. 

Soph.  Do,' my  belt  child. 

Ot.  I mud;  not,  my  bell  Mother, 

Indeed  1 dare,  not : for  of  late,  my  body 
Has  been  much  weakned  by  excefs  of  dyet  *, 

The  promife  of  a feaver  hanging  on  me, 

And  even  now  ready,  if  not  by  abftinence 

^(?/.And  will  you  keep  it  in  this  general  freedom ; 

A little  health  preferr’d  before  our  friendfliip  ? 

Ot.  I pray  you  excufeme,  Sir. 

Rol.  Exculc  your  felf  Sir, 

Come  ’tis  your  fear,  and  not  your  favour  Brother, 

And  you  have  done  me  a mofl:  worthy  kindnefs 
My  Royai  Mother,  and  you  noble  Lords  *, 

F^ere,  for  it  now  concerns  me  to  fpeal^’boldly  *, 

What  faith  can  be  expc(fl;ed  from  his  vows, 

From  his  dilTemblingfmiles,  what  fruit  of  friendfliip 
From  all  his  dull  embraces,  what  blefl  iflue. 

When  he  fliall  brand  me  here  for  bafe  fulpicion  ? 

He  takes  me  for  a poyfoner. 

Sop.  Gods  defend  it  fon. 

Rol.  For  a foul  knave,  a villain,  and  fo  fears  me, 

Ot.  I could  fay  fomething  too. 

Sop.  You  mull:  not  fo  Sir, 

Without  your  great  forgetfulnefs  of  vertue  *,  • 

This  is  your  Brother,  and  your  honour’d  Brother. 

Rol.  If  he  p’  afe  Ib. 

Sop.  One  noble  Father,  with  as  noble  thoughts. 

Begot  your  mi  njs  and  bodies:  one  care  rockt  you. 

An'*  one  rru?  h to,  you  both  was  ever  facred  •, 

Now  fv'e  m Otto,  whither  flyes  your  goodnefs  ? 

BccauR  t e nghr ; and  has  the  power  of  cutting. 

Shall  the  '<  ff  pi  efc  nrl y cry  out  ’tis  ma  imed 

They  a-  one  rny  chiln,  one  power,  and  one  performance, 

And  jo;,  • tO”  'ther  thus,  one  love,  one  body. 

Aub.  '■  befccch  your  grace,  fak''  to  your  thoughts 
Moixe  r.rtincouiifellors  than  doubts  or  fears. 

They 
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They  ftrangte  nature,  an  ! dirpcrfcthemrdvcs 
(If  once  believ’d)  into  fucli  foggs  and  errours 
That  the  bright  truth  her  feif  can  never  lever  : 

Your  brother  is  a royal  Gentleman 
Full  of  himfelf,  honour,  and  honelfy, 

And  take  heed  Sir,  how  nature  bent  to  goodnefs, 

( So  Itreight  a Cedar  to  himfelf  ) upi  ightnefs 
Be  wrefled  from  his  tiueufe,  prove  not  dangerous. 

Rol.  Nay  my  good  brother  knows  1 am  too  patient. 

L‘it.  Why  Ihould  your  grace  think  him  a poyfoncr  ? 

Has  he  uo  more  refptdf  to  piety  ? 

And  but  he  has  by  oath  tyM  up  his  fury 
Who  dnrfl:  bur  think  riiat  thought  ? ' 

Away  thou  firebrand. 

L.tt.  If  m.n  of  his  fort,  of  his  power,  and  place 
The  eldcH;  fon  in  honour  to  this  Dukedom.  (togue 

’Sit'd.  Fo.  lhamc  contain  thy  tongue,  thy  poylbnous 
That  w'  t:  hci  Inirning  venome  will  infedt  all, 

An  '?.rc  more  blow  a wilde  fire  thiough  the  Dukedom. 

^>f.  Latorch^  il  thou  be’fl;  honefi:,  or  a man, 

Contain  thy  felf. 

Aub.  Go  to,  no  more,  by  Heaven 
Yoii’le  find  y’have  plai’d  the  fool  elfe,  not  a word  more. 

Sop.  Prethce  I'wectfon. 

Rol.  Let  him  alone  fweet  Mother,  and  ray  Lords 
To  make  y^u  underhand  how  much  I honour 
Thisfacred  p;ace,  and  next  my  innocence, 

And  to  avoid  all  further  difference 

Difeourfe  may  draw  on  to  a way  of  danger  ' 

I quit  my  place,  and  take  my  leave  for  this  night, 

Wilhing  a general  joy  may  dwell  among  you.  ■ 

Aub.  Shall  we  wait  on  your  grace  ? 

Rol.  I dare  not  break  you.  Latorch.  \_Ex.Ko\.and'L2LX..  \ 
Ot.  Oh  Mother  that  your  tendernefs  had  eyes, 
Difeerningeyes,  what  would  this  man  appear  then 
The  tale  ot  Syrton  when  he  took  upon  him  ; 

T 0 mine  Troy  j with  what  a cloud  of  cunning 
He  hid  his  heart,  nothing  appearing  outwards, 

But  came  like  innocence,  and  dropping  pity. 

Sighs  that  would  fink  a Navie,  and  had  tales  j 

Able  to  take  the  ears  of  Saints,  belief  too. 

And  what  did  all  thefe  ? blew  the  fire  to  Jlinm. 

His  crafty  art  ( but  more  refin’d  by  ftudy  ) 

My  Brother  has  put  on  .•  oh  I could  tell  you 
But  for  the  reverence  1 bear  to  nature. 

Things  that  would  make  your  honefi;  blood  run  backward. 
Sop.  You  dare  tell  rae.^. 

Of.  Yes,  in  your  private  dofet 
Wfiiere  I will  p efently  attend  you  ; rife 
I am  a little  t:oubkd,vbut 'twill  off. 

Sop.  Is  this  the  joy  IJook’dfor? 

Of.  All  will  mer.d,\  • 

Be  not  difturb’d  dear  Mother,  Tie  not  fail  you. 

Ex.  Sop.  artd  Otto. 

Bald.  I do  not  like  this. 

, Aub.  That  is  ffiil  in  our  powers, 

But  how  to  make  it  fo  that  we  may  like  it. 

Bald.  Beyond  us  ever ; L<«forr^  me  thought  was  bufie, 
That  fellow,  it  pot  lookt  to  narrowly,  will  do  a fuddain 
Aub.  Hell  look  to  him,  (raifehief. 

For  if  there  may  be  a Devil  above  all,  yet 
That  Rogue  will  make  him  *,  keep  you  up  this  night, 

And  fo  will  I,  for  much  1 fear  a danger. 

Bald.  I will,  and  in  my  watches  ufe  my  prayers. 

£ Exeunt. 


ASIjm  'Tertius.  Scena  Prima. 

Enter  Sophia,  Otto,  Matillda,  Edith. 

Of.TT'Ou  wonder  Madam,  thatforallthcfiiews 
JL  My  brother  RoUo  makes  of  hearty  love 
And  frcepollinion  of  the  Dukedom  ’twixtus*, 

I notw  ithfian  iiig  Ihould  Hand  fiill  fufpicious, 

Asif  beneath  t.:ofc  veils,  he  did  convey 
Intents  and  pradlicesofhate,  and  treafon? 

Sob.  It  breeds  indeed  my  wonder. 

Ot.  Which  makes  mine. 

Since  it  is  fo  fafe  and  broad  a beaten  way, 

Beneath  the  name  of  friendfiiip  to  betray. 

Sop.  Though  in  remote  and  further  ofl'afferTions, 
Thefe  falfehoods  are  fo  common,  yet  in  him 
They  cannot  fo  force  nature. 

Ot.  The  more  near 

The  bands  of  truth  bind,  the  more  oft  they-fever. 

Being  better  cloaks  to  cover  fallhood  over. 

Sop.  It  cannot  be,  that  fruits  the  tree  fo  blafting 
Can  grow  in  nature  ■,  take  heed  gentle  Son 
Left:  fome  fuborn’d  fuggefier  of  tliefe  treafons. 
Believ’d  in  him  by  you,  provok’d  the  rather 
His  tender  envies,  to  fuch  foul  attempts ; 

Or  that  your  too  much  love  to  rule  alone 
Breed  not  in  him  this  jealous  paffion  •, 

There  is  not  any  ill  we  might  not  bear 
Were  not  our  good  held  at  a price  too  dear. 

Ot.  So  apt  is  treachery  to  be  excufed. 

That  innocence  isvftill  aloud  abufed. 

The  fate  of  vertuc  even  her  friends  perverts, 

To  plead  for  vice  oft  times  again  ft  their  hearts. 
Heavens  bklfing  is  her  curfe,which  Ihe  mufb  bear- 
That  Ihe  may  never  love^ 

Sop.  Alas,  my  fon,  nor  fate,  nor  heaven  it  f If, 

Can  or  would  wrefl:  my  whole  care  of  your  good 
To  any  lealt  fecurenefs  in  your  ill : 

What  I urge  iffues  from  my  curious  fear, 

Left  you  Ihould  make  your  means  to  fcape  your  fnai"e. 
Doubt  of  fincerenefs  is  the  only  mean 
Not  to  inceiife  it,  but  corrupt  it  clean. 

Ot.  I reft:  as  far  from  wrong  of  fincerenefs, 

As  he  flyes  from  the  pradtice,  trull  me  Madam, 

I know  by  their  confelfions,  he  fuborn’d. 

What  I Ihould  eat,  drink,  touch,  or  only  have  ftented, 
This  evening  feaft  was  poyfoued,  but  i fear 
This  open  violence  more,  that  treacherous  oddes 
Which  he  in  hisinfatiatethirfi:  of  rule 
Is  like  to  execute. 

Sop.  Believe  it  Son, 

If  ftill  hisftomachbefofoulto  feed 
Tn  fuch  grofs  objedls,  and  that  thirft  to  rule 
The  ftate  alone  be  yet  uuqirnch’d  in  him, 

Poyfons  and  fuch  clofe  treafons  ask  more  time 
Than  can  fuffice  his  fiery  spirits  halt : 

And  were  there  in  him  fuch  defire  to  hide 
So  fa'fe  a pradlice, there  would  likewife  reft 
Confeir  nee  and  fear  in  him  of  open  force, 

,\nd  therefore  clofe  nor  open  you  need  fear. 

Mat.  Good  Madam, Hand  not  fo  inclin’d  to  truft 
What  proves  his  tendreft  thoughts  to  doubt  it  juft, 
Who  knows  not  the  unbounded  flood  and  fea, 

In  which  my  Brother  Rollo’s  appetites 
Alter  and  rage  with  every  piiffe  and  breath  ? 

His  rwelling  blood  exhales,  and  therefore  hear. 

What  gives  my  temperate  Brother  caufe  to  ufe 
Hisreadieltcii  cumfp  (flion,  and  confult 
For  remedy  againftall  his  wicked  purpofesj 
If  he  arm,  arm,  if  he  ftrew  mines  of  treafon. 

Meet  him  with  countermines,  it  is  juftice  fall 
(For  goodnefs  fake)  t’encounter  ill  with  ill. 
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Sop.  Avert  tVom  ns  fuch  juftice, equal  heaven. 

And  all  fuch  caufe  of  juftice. 

Or.  Paft  all  doubt 

( For  all  the  facred  privilege  of  night ) 

This  is  no  time  for  us  to  fleep  or  reft  in  3 
Who  knows  not  all  things  holy  are  prevented 
With  ends  of  all  inipietic,  all  but 
Luft,  gain,  ambition. 

Enter  Rollo,  armed^  and  Latorch. 

Rol.  Perilh  all  the  world 
E're  1 but  lofe  one  foot  of  polTible  Empire, 

Be  flights  and  colour  us’d  by  Haves  and  wretches, 

1 am  exempt  by  birth  from  both  thefe  curbs. 

And  fince  above  them  in  all  juftice,  fince 
I fit  above  in  power,  where  power  is  given, 

Is  all  the  right  fuppos’d  of  Earth  and  Heaven. 

Lat.  Prove  botn  Sir,  fee  the  traytor. 

Or.  He  comes  arm'd,  fee  Mother,  now  your  confidence. 
Sop.  What  rage  affeds  this  monfter 
Rcl.  Give  me  way  or  perilh. 

Sop.  Make  thy  way  viper,  ifthouthusaffedit. 

Or.  This  is  a treafon  like  thee. 

Rol.  Let  her  go. 

Sop.  Embrace  me,  wear  me  as  thy  fhicld,  my  Son  *, 

And  through  my  breaft  let  his  rude  weapon  run, 

To  thy  lives  innocence. 

Or.  Play  not  tw’o  parts, 

Treacher  and  coward  both  ; but  yield  a fword, 

And  let  thy  arming  thee  be  odds  enough 
Againft  my  naked  bofom. 

Rol.  Loofe  his  hold.  ' 

Mat.  Forbear  bafe  murtherer. 

Rol.  Forfake  our  Mother. 

5o/?.Mothcr,dofl;  thou  name  me, and  put’ft  off  nature  thus? 
Rol.  Forfake  her  traytour, 

I Or  by  the  fpoufe  of  nature  through  hers 
' This  leads  unto  thy  heart. 

Or.  Hold. 

Sop.  Hold  me  ftill. 

Or.  For  twenty  hearts  and  lives  I will  not  hazard 
j One  drop  of  blood  in  yours. 

Sop.  Oh  thou  art  loft  then. 

Or.  Proted  my  innocence,  Heaven. 

Sop.  Call  out  murthcr. 

Mat.  Be  murthered  all,  but  fave  him. 

Ed.  Murther,  murther. 

Rol.  Cannot  1 reach  you  yet  ? 

Ot.  No,  fiend. 

Rol.  Latorch,  rcfcue,  Tme  down. 

Lat.  Up  then,  your  fword  cools  Sir, 

Ply  it  i’th’  flame,  and  work  your  ends  out. 

Rol.  Ha,  have  at  your  there  Sir. 

Er,ter  Aubrey. 

Mb.  Author  of  prodigies,what  fights  are  thefe  ? 

Ot.  Oh  give  me  a weapon,  eMubrey. 

Sop.  Oh  part ’em,  part ’em. 

Mb.  For  Heavens  fake  no  more, 
i Ot.  No  more  refift  his  fury,  no  rage  can 
1 Add  to  his  mifehief done.  Byes. 

! Sop.  Take  fpirit  my  Otto, 

Heaven  will  not  fee  thee  dye  thus.  ( goodnefs. 

(jMat.  He  is  dead,  and  nothing  lives  but  death  of  every 
Sop.  Oh  he  hath  flain  his  Brother,  curfe  him  heaven. 

' Rol.  Curfe  and  be  curfed,  it  is  the  fruit  of  curling, 
i Latorch,  take  offhere,  bring  too,  of  that  blood 
j To  colour  o’re  my  fhirt,  then  raife  the  Court 
And  give  it  out  how  he  attempted  us 
In  our  bed  naked;  fhall  the  name  of  Brother 
Forbid  us  to  inlarge  our  ftate  and  powers  ? 

Or  place  affeds  of  blood  above  our  reafon  ? 

That  tells  us  all  things  good  againft  another. 

Are  good  in  the  fame  line  againft  a Brother.  l^Exit. 


"Sr  Other, 


Enter  Gisbert,  Baldwin. 

Gtf.  What  affairs  inform  thefe  out-cries  ? 

Mb.  See  and  grieve. 

^tf.  Prince  Otto  flain  ! 

Bal.  Oh  execrable  flaughter! 

What  hand  hath  author’d  it  ? 

Mb.  Your  Scholars,  Baldwin. 

Bald.  Unjoftly  urg’d,  Lord.<4«/?rfj/,  asifi, 

For  being  hisSchoolmafter,muft  own  thisdodrine. 

You  are  his  Counfeilours,  did  you  advife  him 
To  this  foul  parricide.? 

Gif.  Ifruleaffed  this  licence,  who  would  live 
To  worfe,  than  dye  in  force  of  his  obedience  ? 

. Bal.  Heavens  cold  and  lingring  fpirit  to  punilh  fin, 

And  humane  blood  fo  fiery  to  commit  it, 

One  fo  outgoes  the  other,  it  will  never 
Be  turn’d  to  fit  obedience. 

Aab.  Burft:  it  then 

With  his  full  fwing  given, where  it  brooks  no  bound, 
Complaints  of  it  are  vain  3 and  all  that  refts 
To  be  our  refuge  (fince  our  powers  are  ftrengthlefs) 

Is  to  conform  our  wills  to  fuffer  freely, 

What  with  our  murmurs  we  can  never  mafter ; 
Ladys,bepleafed  with  what  heavens  pleafurefuffers, 

Ercd  your  princely  countenances  and  fpirits, 

And  to  redrefs  the  mifehiefs  now  refiftlefs. 

Sooth  it  in  Ihew,  rather  than  curfe  or  crofs  it ; 

Which  all  amends,  and  vow  to  it  your  beft. 

But  till  you  may  perform  it,  let  it  reft. 

Gif.  Thofe  temporizings  are  too  dulland  fervile. 

To  breath  the  free  air  of  a manly  foul, 

Which  ftiall  in  me  expire  in  execrations. 

Before  for  any  life  I footh  a murtherer. 

Bal.  Pour  lives  before  him,  till  his  own  be  dry 
Of  all  lives  fervices  and  humane  comforts ; 

None  left  that  looks  at  heaven  is  half  fo  bafe 
To  do  thole  black  and  hellilh  adions  grace. 

Enter  Rollo,  Lat.  Ham.  and  Guard. 

Rol.  Hafte  Latorch 

And  raife  the  Citie  as  the  Court  is  rais’d. 

Proclaiming  the  abhor’d  confpiracy 
In  plot  againft  my  life. 

Lat.  I hafte  my  Lord.  Z^xit. 

Rol.  You  there  that  mourn  upon  the  juftly  flain, 

Arile  and  leave  it  if  you  love  your  lives. 

And  hear  from  me  what  (kept  by  you)  may  fave  you. 

Mat.  What  will  the  Butcher  do.?  I will  not  ftir. 

Rol.  Stir,  and  unforc’t  ftir,  or  ftir  never  more  : 
Command  her,  you  grave  Beldam,  that  know  better 
My  deadly  refolutions,  fince  I drew  them 
From  the  infedive  fountain  of  your  own. 

Or  if  you  have  forgot,  this  fiery  prompter 
I Shall  fix  thcfrelh  impreffion  on  your  heart. 

Sop.  Rife  Daughter,  ferve  his  will  in  what  we  may. 

Left  what  we  may  not  he  enforce  the  rather. 

Is  this  all  you  command  us .? 

Rol.  This  addition  only  admitted,  that  when  I endeavour 
To  quit  me  of  this  flaughter,  you  prefume  not 
To  crofs  me  with  a fyllable  for  your  fouls ; 

Murmur,  nor  think  againft  it,  but  weigh  well. 

It  will  not  help  your  ill,  but  help  to  more, 

And  that  my  hand  wrought  thus  far  to  my  will. 

Will  check  at  nothing  till  his  circle  fill. 

Mat.  Fill  it,  fo  I conlcnt  not,  but  who  fooths  it 
Confents,  and  who  confents  to  tyrannie,  docs  it. 

Rol.  Falfe  traytrefs  die  then  with  him.  (felf 

Aub.  Are  you  mad, to  offer  at  more  blood,and  make  your 
More  horrid  to  your  people .?  I’le  proclaim, 

It  is  not  as  your  inftrument  will  publifti. 

Rol.  Do,  and  take  that  along  with  you — fo  nimble ! . 
Refign  my  fword,  and  dare  not  for  thy  foul 

To 


To  offer  what  thou  infolently  threatneft 
One  word,  proclaiming  crofs  to  what  Latorcb 
Hath  in  Commiffion,  and  intends  to  publifli, 

ylnb.  Well,  Sir,  not  for  your  threats,  but  for  your  good, 
Since  more  hurt  to  you  would  more  hurt  your  Country, 
And  that  you  mult  make  Vertue  of  the  need 
That  now  compels  you,  I’ll  confent  as  far 
As  fllcnce  argues  to  your  will  proclaimed  : 

And  lince  no  more  Sons  of  your  Princely  Father 
Survive  to  rule  but  you,  and  that  I wifli 
You  Ihould  rule  like  your  Father,  with  the  love 
And  zeal  of  all  your  Subjects ; this  foul  Daughter 
That  now  you  have  committed  made  afhamed 
With  that  fair  bleffing,  that  in  place  of  plagues, 

Heaven  trys  our  mending  difpolition  with  : 

Take  here  your  fword,which  now  ufe  like  a Prince, 

And  no  more  like  a Tyrant.  i 

Rol.  This  founds  well,  live  and  be  gracious  with  us. 

Cif.andBal.  O\\\j0X A Aubrey,  i 

ALxt.  He  flatter  thus  .> 

Sop.  He  temporizes  fitly.  ! 

Rol.  Wonder  invades  me ; do  you  two  think  much, 

That  he  thus  wifely,  and  with  need  conlents 
To  what  I authour  for  your  Countries  good  ? 

You  being  my  Tutor,  you  my  Chancellour. 

Gif.  Your  Chancellour  is  not  your  Flatterer,  Sir. 

Bal.  Nor  is  it  your  Tutors  part  to  Ihield  fuch  doctrine. 

Rol.  Sir,  firftknow  you. 

In  praife  of  your  pure  Oratory  that  rais’d  you, 

That  when  the  people,  who  I know  by  this 
Are  rais’d  out  of  their  refts,  and  haflening  hither 
To  witnefs  what  is  done  here,  are  arrived 
With  our  Latorch,  that  you,  ex  tempore^ 

Shall  fafhion  an  Oration  to  acquit 
And  juftifie  this  forced  faft  of  mine ; 

Or  for  the  proud  refufal  lofe  your  head. 

Ctf.  I fafliion  an  Oration  to  acquit  you  ? 

Sir,  know  youthen,  that  ’tisathinglefseafie 
To  excufe  a parricide  than  to  commit  it. 

'Rol.  I do  not  wilh  you.  Sir,  to  excufe  me, 

But  to  accufe  my  Brother,  as  the  caufc 
Of  his  own  Daughter  by  attempting  mine. 

Cif.  Not  for  the  World,  I fliould  pour  blood  on  blood  j 
It  were  another  murther  to  accufe 
Him  that  fell  innocent. 

Rol.  Away  with  him,hence,hail  him  ftraight  to  execution. 

Aub.  Far  flye  fuch  rigour,  your  amendful  hand. 

Rol.  He  perifhes  with  him  that  fpeaks  for  him  \ 

Guard  do  your  office  on  him,  on  your  lives  pain. 

Gif  Tyrant,  ’twill  hafte  thy  own  death. 

Rol.  Let  it  wing  it. 

He  threatens  me.  Villains  tear  him  piece-meal  hence. 

Guard.  AvantSir. 

Ham.  Force  him  hence. 

Rol.  Difpatch  him.  Captain, 

And  bring  me  inDant  word  he  is  difpatched. 

And  how  his  Rhetorick  takes  it. 

Ham.  I’ll  not  fail.  Sir. 

Rol.  Captain,  befides  remember  this  in  chief  *, 

That  being  executed,  you  deny  ^ 

To  all  his  friends  the  Rites  of  Funeral, 

And  caft  his  Carkafs  out  to  Dogs  and  Fowls. 

Ham,  ’Tisdone,  my  Lord. 

Rol.  Upon  your  life  not  fail. 

Bal.  \Vhat  impious  daring  is  there  here  of  Heaven ! 

Rol.  Sir,  now  prepare  yourfelf,  againft  the  people 
Make  here  their  entry,  to  difeharge  the  Oration, 

He  hath  denied  my  will. 

Bal.  For  fear  of  death  ha,  ha,  ha.  - 

Rol.  Is  death  ridiculous  with  you  ? 

Works  mifery  of  Age  this,  or  thy  judgment  ? 

I Ral.  Judgment,  falfe  Tyrant.  1 ' 

I Rol.  You’ll  make  no  Oration  then.? 

Ral.  Not  to4xcufe,but  aggravate  thy  murder  if  thou  wilt, 


Which  I will  lb  enforce.  I’ll  make  tlice  wn  ak  it 
(With  hate  of  what  thou  win’itby’t)  on  tiiy  lUf, 

With  fuch  another  jiiftly  merited  murther. 

Rol.  i’ll  anl'wcr  yon  anon. 

Surer  Latoich. 

Lat.  The  Citizens  arc  liaDing,  Sir,  in  heaps,  all  full  re. 
By  my  perfvvalion  of  your  Brothers  Treafons.  (folv’d 
Rol.  HoncD;  iMorch.  * 

Enter  Hamond. 

Ham.  See,  Sir,  here’s  Gi  berts  head. 

Rol.  Good  fpeed  •,  was’t  with  a Sword  ? 

Ham,  An  Axe,  Sir. 

Rol.  An  Axe  1 ’twas  vilely  done,  I would  have  had 
My  own  fine  Fleadfman  done  rt  with  a Swoid  i 
Go,  take  this  Dotard  here,  and  take  his  head 
Off  with  a Sword. 

Ham.  Your  Schoolmafter  ? 

Rol.  Even  he. 

Bal.  For  teaching  thee  no  better  \ ’tis  the  belt 
Of  all  thy  damned  juDiccs^  away, 

Captain,  I’ll  follow.  (and  fury, 

Ed.  Oh  Day  there, Duke,and  in  the  midfl  of  all  thy  blood 
Hear  a poor  Maids  Petitions,  hear  a Daughter, 

The  only  Daughter  of  a wretched  Father  ^ 

Oh  Day  your  haDe  as  you  fhall  need  this  mercy. 

Rol.  Away  with  this  fond  woman. 

£d.  You  muft  hear  me 
If  there  be  any  fpark  of  pity  in  you. 

If  fweet  humanity  and  mercy  rule  you  ^ 

I doconfefsyou  are  a Prince,  your  anger 
As  great  as  you,  your  Execution  greater. 

Rol.  Away  with  him. 

Ed.  Oh  Captain,  by  thy  manhood, 
her  foft  foul  that  bare  thee,  I do  confefs,  Sir, 

Your  doom  of  juDice  on  your  foes  moD  righteous  \ 

Good  noble  Prince  look  on  me. 

Rol.  Take  her  from  me. 

Ed.  A curfe  upon  his  life  that  hinders  me  \ 

May  Fathers  Bleffing  never  fall  upon  him. 

May  Heaven  never  hear  his  Prayers : I befeech  you, 

Oh  Sir,  thefe  few  tears  befeech  you ; thefe  chaD  hafids  tvoo 
That  never  yet  were  heav’d  but  to  things  holy,  (you. 

Things  like  your  felf,  you  are  a god  above  us  5 
Be  as  a God  then,  full  of  faving  mercy; 

Mercy,  Oh  mercy,  for  his  fake  mercy  ; 

That  when  your  Dout  heart  weeps  lhallgive  you  pity  ^ 

Here  I muD  grow. 

Rol.  By  Heaven,  I’ll  Drike  thee,  woman. 

Ed.  MoD  willingly,  let  all  thy  anger  feck  me. 

All  the  moD  Dudied  torments,  fo  this  good  man, 

This  old  man,  and  this  innocent  efcape  thee. 

Rol.  Carry  him  away  1 fay. 

Ed.  Now  bleDing  on  thee.  Oh  fweet  pity, 

I fee  it  in  thy  Eyes,  I charge  you  Souldiers 
Even  by  the  Princes  power,  releal'e  my  Father^ 

The  Prince  is  merciful,  why  do  yop  hpjd  him  ? 

He  is  old,  why  do  you  hurt  him?  fpeak,  Oh  fpeak,  Sirj 
Speak  as,  you  are  a man  •,  a mans  lile  hangs.  Sir, 

A friends  life,  and  a foDer  life  upon  you: 

’Tis  but  a word,  but  mercy  quickly  fppke,  Sir  j 
Oh  fpeak,  Prince,  fpeak. 

Rol.  Will  no  man  here  obey  me  ? . , 

Have!  no  rule  yet?  as  I live  he  dyes  , , 

That  does  not  execute  my  will,  and  fuddenly.  (me. 

Ral.  All  that  thou  canDdo  takes  but  one  fliort  hour  from 
Rol.  Hew  oD*  her  hands. 

Ham.  Lady  hold  off.  - 

Ed.  Nay,  hew ’em,  . 

Hew  oD"  my  innocent  hands  as  he  commands  you. 

S_Exeunt  Cjuard^  Count  B^win. 
They’ll  hang  the  faDer  on  for  Deaths  convulfion.  - 
Thou  feed  of  Rocks,  will  nothing  move  thee  then  ?■ 

- Ary 
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, Arc  all  my  tears  loll  ? all  my  righteous  Prayers 
j Drown’d  in  thy  drunken  wrath  ? I Hand  thus  then, 

Thus  boldly,  bloody  Tyrant, 

And  to  thy  face  in  1 leavens  high  Name  defie  thee  ; 

And  may  fweet  mercy  when  thy  foul  lighs  for  it, 

When  under  thy  black  mifehiefs  thy  flelh  trembles. 

When  neither  ftrength,  nor  youth,  nor  friends,  nor  gold 
Can  llay  one  hour,  when  thy  moft  wretched  Confcience 
W ak’d  from  her  dream  ol  death,  like  fire  fhall  melt  thee, 
Whenall  thy  Mothers  tears,  thy  Brothers  wounds, 

Thy  Peoples  fears  and  curfes,  and  my  lofs. 

My  aged  fathers  lofs  flialHland  before  thee. 

Rol.  Save  him  I fay,  run,  favehim,  fave  her  Father, 

Fly,  and  redeem  his  head.  [_Exit  Latorch. 

Ed.  May  then  that  pity, 

That  comfort  thou  cxpedl’lt  from  Heaven,  that  mercy 
Be  lockt  up  from  thee,  fly  thee,  howling  find  thee, 

Defpair,  Oh  my  fweet  father,  ftormsof  terrours. 

Blood  till  thou  burfl  again. 

Rol.  Oh  fair  fweet  anger. 

Enter  Latorch  and  Hamond  with  a Head. 

Lat.  I am  too  late.  Sir,  ’twas  difpatch’d  before, 

And  his  Head  is  here. 

Rol  And  my  Heart  there  •,  go  bury  him. 

Give  him  fair  Rites  of  Funeral,  decent  Honours. 

Ed.  Wilt  thou  not  take  me,  Monfter?  higheft  Heaven 
Give  him  a punifhment  fit  foi;  his  mifehief. 

Lat.  1 fear  thy  Prayer  is  heard,  and  he  rewarded : 

Lady,  have  patience,  ’twas  unhappy  fpeed  *, 

Blame  not  the  Duke,  ’twas  not  his  fault,  but  Pates  *, 

He  fent,  you  know,  to  flay  it,  and  commanded 
In  care  of  you,  the  heavy  obje<ft  hence 
Soon  as  it  came ; have  better  thoughts  of  him. 

I 

Enter  Ciux.ens. 

I  Cit.  Where’s  this  youngTraytor  ? 

Lat.  Noble  Citizens,  here, 

And  here  the  wounds  he  gave  your  foveraign  Lord, 

1 Ct.  This  Prince  of  force  muft  be 

Belov’d  of  Heaven,  whom  Heaven  hath  thus  preferv’d. 

2 Ctt.  And  if  he  be  belov’d  of  Heaven,  you  know. 

He  muft  be  juft,  and  all  his  aftions  fo. 

7{ol.  Concluded  like  an  Oracle,  Oh  how  great 
A grace  of  Heaven  is  a wife  Citizen  ! 

For  Heaven  ’tis  makes  ’em  wife,  as’t  makes  me  juft, 

As  it  preferves  me,  as  I now  furvive 
By  his  ftrong  hand  to  keep  you  all  alive  *. 

Your  Wives,  your  Children,  Goods  and  Lands  kept  yours, 
That  had  been  clfe  preys  to  his  tyrannous  Power, 

That  would  have  prey’d  on  me,  in  Bed  alTaulted  me 
In  facred  time  of  Peace ; my  Mother  here, 

My  Sifter,  this  juft  Lord,  and  all  had  felt 
The  certain  Gulph  of  this  Confpiracy, 

Of  which  my  Tutor  and  my  Chancellour, 

(Two  of  the  graved,  and  moft  counted  honeft 
In  all  my  Dukedom)  were  the  monftrous Heads*, 

Oh  truft  no  honeft  men  for  their  fakes  ever, 

1 My  politick  Citizens,  but  thofe  that  breathe 
! The  Namesof  Cut-throats,  Ufurers and  Tyrants, 
i Oh  thofe  believe  in,  for  the  foul-mouth’d  World 
' Can  give  no  beUer  terms  to  fimple  goodnefs : 

Even  me  it  dares  blafpheme,  and  thinks  me  tyrannous 
' Fo  * faving  my  own  life  fought  by  my  Brother  *, 

' Yet  thofe  that  fought  his  life  before  by  poyfon 
rThough  mine  own  fervants,  hoping  to  pleafe  me) 

I’ll  lead  to  death  for’t,  which  your  Eyes  fhall  fee. 

1 Cit.  Why,  what  a Prince  is  here  ! 

2 Ctt.  How  juft! 

3 Cff.  How  gentle! 

Rol.  Well,  now  my  deareft  Subjefts,  or  much  rather 
M My  Nerves,  my  Spirits,  or  my  vital  Blood  ; 

Turn  to  your  needful  refts,  andfetled  peace. 

Fix’d  in  this  root  of  ftcel,  from  whence  it  fprung 


In  Heavens  great  help  and  Blefling ; but  ere  fleep 
Bind  in  his  fweet  oblivion  your  dull  fenfes. 

The  Name  and  Vertue  of  Heavens  King  advance 
For  yours,  in  chief,  for  my  deliverance. 

Of.  Heaven  and  his  King  fave  our  moft  pious  Soveraign. 

[_ExeHnt  Cttiz.ens. 

Rol.  Thanks  my  good  people.  Mother,  and  kind  Sifter, 
And  you  my  noble  Kinfmen,  things  born  thus 
Shall  make  ye  all  command  whatever  1 
Enjoy  in  this  my  abfolute  Empire, 

Take  in  the  Body  of  my  Princely  Brother, 

For  whofe  Death,  flncehis  Fate  no  other  way 
Would  give  my  eldeft  birth  his  fupream  Right  3 
We’ll  mourn  the  cruel  influence  it  bears. 

And  wafh  his  Sepulchre  with  kindly  tears. 

.Aitb.  If  this  game  end  thus,  Heavens  will  rule  the  fet. 
What  w’e  have  yielded  to,  we  could  not  let. 

{_Exemt  omnes  prater  Latorch,  and  Edith. 

Lat.  Good  Lady  rife,  and  raife  your  Spirits  withal. 
More  high  than  they  are  humbled  *,  you  have  caufe. 

As  much  as  ever  honour’d  happieft  Lady^ 

And  when  your  Ears  are  freer  to  take  in 
Your  moilamendful  and  unmatched  fortunes. 

I’ll  make  you  drown  a hundred  helplefs  deaths 
In  Sea  of  one  life  pour’d  into  yourBofome*, 

With  which  fhall  flow  into  your  arms,  the  Riches, 

The  Pleafures,  Honours,  and  the  rules  of  Princes  *, 

Which  though  death  fcop  your  cars,  methinks  fhould  open 
Affay  to  forget  death.  (’em, 

Sd.  Oh  flaughter’d  Father. 

Lat.  Tafte  of  what  cannot  be  redrefs’d,  and  blefs 
The  Fate  that  yet  you  curfe  fo ; fince  for  that 
You  fpake  lb  movingly,  and  your  fweet  eyes 
With  fo  much  Grace  fill’d,  that  you  fet  on  fire 
The  Dukes  affedlion,  whom  you  now  may  rule 
As  he  rules  all  his  Dukedome,  is’t  not  fweet  ? 

Does  it  not  fhine  away  your  forrows  Clouds  ? 

Sweet  Lady,  take  wife  heart,  and  hear  and  tell  me. 

Ed.  I hear  no  word  you  fpeak. 

Lat.  Prepare  to  hear  then. 

And  be  not  barr’d  up  from  your  felf,  nor  add 
To  your  ill  fortune  with  your  far  worfe  judgment  ^ 

Make  me  your  fervant  to  attend  with  all  joys, 

Your  fad  eftate,  till  they  both  blefs  and  fpeak  it  • 

See  how  they’ll  bow  to  you,  make  me  wait,  command  me 
To  watch  out  every  minute,  for  the  ftay 
Your  modeftfbrrow  fancies,  raife  your  graces. 

And  do  my  hopes  the  honour  of  your  motion. 

To  all  the  offered  heights  that  now  attend  you : 

Oh  how  your  touches  ravifh  I how  the  Duke 
Is  flain  already  with  your  flames  embrac’d  ! 

I will  both  ferve  and  vifit  you,  and  often. 

Ed.  lam  not  fit.  Sir. 

Lat.  Time  will  make  you.  Lady. 

\^Sxeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  the  Guard.,  3 or  4 Boys^  then  the  Sheriff".,  GboH^, 
Teaman  of  the  Cellar,  Butler,  ^antler  to  execution. 

1 Guard.  Come,  bring  inthefe  fellows, on,  away  with  ’em. 

2 Guard.  Make  room  before  there,  room  for  the  Prifb- 

(ners. 

iBoy.  Let’s  run  before, Boys,  we  fhall  have  no  places  clfe. 

2 Boy.  Arethefethe  youths? 

Cook^  Thefe  are  the  youths  you  look  for. 

And,  pray  my  honeft  friends,  be  not  fo  hafty. 

There  will  be  nothing  done  till  we  come,  1 alTure  you. 

3 'Boy.  Here’s  a wife  hanging;  are  there  no  more  ? 

Butl.  Do  you  hear,  Sir  ? you  may  come  in  for  your  ftiarc 

if  you  pleafe. 

Cook.  My  friend,  if  you  be  unprovided  of  a hanging, 

You 
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You  look  like  a good  fellow,  IcanalTord  you 
A rcalbnablc  penny-worth. 

2 Bo'j.  Afore, afore, Boys, here’s  enough  to  make  us  fport 
Team.  ’Poxtakc  you. 

Do  you  call  this  fport?  are  thefe  your  recreations  ? 

Mull  we  be  hang’d  to  make  you  mirth  ? 

Cool;^  Do  you  hear  ? 

You  Cullard  Pate,  wegoto’tfor  highTreafon, 

An  honourable  fault  .*  thy  foolilh  Father 
Was  hang’d  for  Healing  Sheep. 

Boys.  Away,  away.  Boys. 

Cook^  Do  you  fee  how  that  fncaking  Rogue  looks  now  ? 
You,  Chip,  Pander,  you  peaking  Rogue,  that  provided  us 
thefe  Necklaces  ^ you  poor  Rogue,  you  coftive  Rogue,  you. 
Pant.  Pray,  pray,  fellows. 

Cook.  ’Pray  for  thycrufty  foul  ? where’s  your  reward  now, 
Goodman  Manchet,  for  your  fine  difeovery  ? 

I do  befeech  you.  Sir,  where  are  your  Dollers 
Draw  with  your  fellows  and  be  hang’d. 

Teom.  He  mufl:  now  ; 

For  now  he  lhall  be  hang’d  firH,  that’s  his  comfort, 

A place  too  good  for  thee,  thou  meal- mouth’d  Rafcal. 

Coo.  Hang  handfomly  for  lhame,come, leave  your  praying. 
You  peaking  Knave,  and  dye  like  a good  Courtier, 

Dye  honeftly,  and  like  a man  no  preaching, 

With  I befeech  you  take  example  by  me, 

I liv’d  a lewd  man,  good  People.  ’Poxon’t,  (you. 

Dye  me  as  if  thou  hadfl:  din’d,  fay  Grace,  and  God  be  with 
Guard.  Come,  will  you  forward? 

Cook,  Good  Mr.  Sheriff,  your  leave,  this  hafty  work 
Was  ne’r  done  well , give  us  fo  much  time  as  but  to  ling 
Our  own  Ballads,  for  we’ll  trufl:  no  man. 

Nor  no  tune  but  our  own ; ’twas  done  in  Ale  too. 

And  therefore  cannot  be  refus’d  in  JuHice. 

Your  penny-pot  Poets  arefuch  pelting  thieves. 

They  ever  hang  men  twice  *,  we  have  it  here.  Sir, 

And  fb  mufl:  every  Merchant  of  our  V oyage. 

He’ll  make  a fweet  return  elfe  of  his  Credit. 

Team.  One  fit  of  our  own  mirth,and  then  we  are  for  you. 
Guard.  Make  halte  then,  difpatch. 

Team.  There’s  day  enough.  Sir.  (younger. 

Cook.  Come,  Boys,  fing  chearfully,  we  fhall  ne’r  fing 
We  have  chofen  a loud  tune  too,  becaufe  it  fliould  like  well. 

The  SONG. 

^omt.,  Forune's  a Whore.,  I care  not  who  tell  her  j 
Would  ojfer  to  firangle  a Page  of  the  Cdler, 

That  jhould  by  his  Oath  to  any  Mans  thinking. 

And  place,  have  had  a defence  for  his  drin^ng‘, 

“But  thus  Jhe  does  fill,  when  {he  pleafes  to  palter, 

Injlead  of  his  Wages,  fhe  gives  him  a Halter. 

Three  merry  Boys,  and  three  merry  Boys,  and  three  merry 
Boys  are  we, 

As  ever  did  fing  in  a hempen  firing  Under  the  Gallow-tree. 
If. 

“But  I that  ^as  folufly. 

And  ever  kept  my  Bottles, 

That  neither  they  were  mufiy. 

And  feldome  lefs  than  Pottles 
For  me  to  be  thus  fiopt  now. 

With  Hemp  inflead  of  Cork^,  Sir, 

And  from  the  Gallows  lopr  now. 

Shews  that  there  is  a fork,  Sir, 

Indeath,  and  this  the  token, 
eJJdan  maybe  two  ways  killed. 

Or  like  the  Bottle,  broken. 

Or  like  the  Wine,  be  fpilled. 

Three  merry  Boys,  &c. 

Oh  yet  but  look_  on  the  Mafier  Cook_,  the  glory  of  the  Kitchin, 
Infowing  whofe  fate,  atfo  lofty  a rate,  no  Taylor  e'r  had fiitching, 

F or  though  he  makes  the  Man,  the  Cookjyet  makes  the  “Difhes, 

The  which  no  Taylor  can,  wherein  I have  my  wifhes. 

T hat  I who  at  fo  many  a Feaji,  have  pleas'd  fo  many  taflers 
Shouldnow  my  felf  come  to  be  drefi,  a dtfli  for  you  my  Maflers. 
Three  merry  Boys,  &c. 

Cook.  There’s  a few  Copies  for  you  i now  farcwcl  friends: 
And  good  Mr.  Sheriff  let  me  not  be  printed 
With  a brafs  Pot  on  my  head. 

But.  March  fair,  march  fair,  afore, good  Captain  Pantler. 

IV. 

Pant.  Oh  man  or  beaf,  or  you  at  leafi, 

That  wear  or  brow  or  antler. 

Prick  ears,  unto  the  tears 

Of  me  poor  Paul  the  Pantler, 

That  thus  am  dipt,  becaufe  I chipt  .... 

The  curfedQrufi  of  Treafon 
With  Loyal  Knife ; Oh  doleful  frife. 

To  hang  thus  without  reafon. 

.ABus  Qmrtus.  Seem  Trima. 

Enter  Aubrey,  and  Latorch. 

Aubl  T Atorch,  I have  waited  here  to  fpeak  with  you, 
JU  And  you  mufl  hearken-,  fetnot  forth  your  leg 
Of  hafte,  nor  put  your  face  of  bufinefs  on ; 

An  honefter  affair  than  this  I urge  too. 

You  will  not  eafily  think  on  and  ’twill  be 
Reward  to  entertain  it^  ’tis  your  fortune 
To  have  our  Mafters  ear  above  the  reft: 

Of  us  that  follow  him,  but  that  no  man  envies; 

For  I have  well  confidered,  Truth  fometimes 
May  be  convey’d  in  by  the  fame  Conduits 
That  Falfhood  is  •,  Thefe  courfes  that  he  takes 
Cannot  but  end  in  mine  Empire  got 
By  blood  and  violence,  mufl  fo  be  held  ; 

And  how  unfafe  that  is,  he  firfl:  will  prove, 

That  toiling  ftill  to  remove  Enemies 
Makes  himfelf  more;  It  is  not  now  a Brother, 

A faithful  Councellour  of  eftatc  or  two. 

That  are  his  danger,  they  are  far  difpatch’d ; 

It  is  a multitude  that  begin  to  fear. 

And  think  what  began  there  mull  end  in  them ; 

For  all  the  fine  Oration  that  was  made  ’em. 

And  they  are  not  an  eafie  Monfter  quell’d. 

Princes  may  pick  their  fuffering  Nobles  out ; 

And  one  by  one  employ  ’em  to  the  block;  but  when  they 
once  grow  formidable  to  their  Clowns,  and  Coblers,  ware 
then,  guard  themfelves ; if  thou  durft  tell  him  this,  Latorch, 
chefervice  Woiuld  not  diferedit  the  good  name  you  hold  with 
men,  befides  the  profit  to  your  Mailer,  and  the  publick. 

Lat.  I conceive  not  fo.  Sir (fancy  ? 
They  are  airy  fears;  and  why  fhould  I objed  them  unto  his 
Wound  what  is  yet  found  ? your  counfels  colour  not. 

With  reafon  of  ftate,  where  all  that’s  neceflary  ftill  is  juft. 
The  actions  of  the  Prince,  while  they  fucceed. 

Should  be  made  good,  and  glorified  ; not  queftion’d. 

Men  do  but  Ihew  their  ill  affe<n:ions,  that 
Aub.  What  ? fpeak  out. 

Lat.  Do,;  murmur  againft  their  Mafters. 

Aub.  Is  this  to  me? 

Lat.  It  is  to  whofoever  miflikes  of  the  Dukes  courfes. 
Aub.  I ! is’tfo?  at  your  ftate  ward.  Sir? 

Lat.  I’m  fworn  to  hear  nothing  may  prejudice  the  Prince. 
Aub.  Why  do  you  ? or  have  you,  ha  ? (times. 

Lat.  I cannot  tell,  mens  hearts  ftiew  in  their  words  fome- 
Aub.  I ever  thought  thee 
Knave  of  the  Chamber,  art  thou  the  Spye  too  ? 

Lat.  A watchman  for  the  State,  and  one  that’s  known. 
Sir,  to  be  rightly  affeifted. 

Aub.  Bawd  of  the  State ; 

L 1 1 No 
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I No  Ids  than  of  thy  malteis  lulls.  1 now 
j See  nothing  can  redeem  thcc  •,  dofl:  thou  mention 
1 Ad'eCtion,  or  a Heart, that  ne’r  hadlt  any  ? 

Knowlt  not  to  love  or  hate,  but  by  the  State, 

As  thy  Prince  dot  s’t  before  thee  ^ tliat  doll  never 
\\  car  thy  own  face,  but  put’ll  on  his,  and  gather’d 
Baits  for  his  Pars : liv’lt  wholly  at  his  beck, 

.And  e’re  thou  dar’it  utter  a thought’s  thine  own, 

Mull  expcifl  his  \ creep’ll  forth  and  wad’ll  into  him 
As  if  thou  wert  to  pals  a Ford,  there  proving 
Vet  if  thy  tongue  may  Hep  on  lafely  or  no*, 

Then  bring’tl  his  vertuealleep,  and  Hay’ll  the  wheel 
Both  of  hisreafonand  judgment,  that  they  move  not, 
Whit’ll  over  all  his  vices  ^ and  at  laH 
Doll  draw  a CIouil  of  words  before  his  eyes, 

Til!  he  can  neither  fee  thee  nor  himfelf  ? 

Uherch,  I daiegive  him  honeft  counlels,  I, 

And  love  him  while  I tell  him  truth  •,  old  nAiibrey 
Dares  goe  the  llraightclt  way,  which  Hill’s  the  InorteH, 
W’alk  on  the  thorns  thou  fcatter’H,  Parafite, 

And  tread  ’em  into  nothing ; and  if  thou 
Then  let’Ha  look  fall,  of  the  leaHdiflike, 

I’ll  rip  thy  Crown  up  with  my  Sword  at  height. 

And  pluck  thy  skin  over  thy  face,  in  light 
Of  him  thou  flatter’ll-,  unto  thee  I fpeak  it. 

Slave,  againll  whom  all  Laws  Ihould  now  confpire. 

And  every  Creature  that  hath  feiife,  be  arm’d. 

As  ’gainH  the  common  Enemy  of  Mankind  ; 

That  fleep’ll  within  thy  MaHers  Ear,  and  whifper’H 
’Tis  better  for  him  to  be  fear’d  than  lov’d  •, 

Bid’H  him  truH  no  mans  friendihip,  fpare  no  blood 
That  may  fecurehim:  ’tis  no  cruelty 
That  hath  a fpecious  end  for  Soveraignty 
Break  all  the  Laws  of  kind  ; if  it  fucceed, 

An  honeH,  noble,  and  praife-worthy  deed 
While  he  thattakes  thy  poyfonsin,  lhall  feel 
Their  virulent  workings  in  a point  of  time. 

When  no  Repentance  can  bring  aid,  but  all 

His  fpirits  flial  1 melt,  with  what  his  Conlcience  burn’d. 

And  dying  in  flatterers  arms,  lhall  fall  unmourn’d. 

There’s  matter  for  you  now. 

L^t.  MyLord,  thismakesnotfor  leaving  of  my  MaHer. 

Mb.  Loving  ? no  -, 

They  hate  ill  Princes  moH  that  make  them  fo. 

Enter  Rollo,  Hamond,  Allan,  Guard. 

Rol.  I’ll  hear  no  more. 

Ham.  Alas, ’tis  for  my  Brother  ; I befeech  your  Highnefs. 

Rol.  How,  a Brother?  had  not  I one  my  lelf?  did  title 
Move  me  when  it  was  fit  that  he  Ihould  dye  ? fiway. 

All.  Brother,  lofe  no  word  more,  leave  my  good  Caufc 
T’ upbraid  the  T-yrant,  I’m  glad  I’m  fain 
Now  in  thofe  times  that  will’d  fome  greitexample 
T’  afliire  men  we  can  dye  for  hcneHy. 

Rol.  Sir,  you  are  brave,  ’pray  that  you  hold  your  neck 
As  bravely  forth  anon  unto  your  Hcadfman. 

All.  Would  he  would  Hrike  as  bravely,  and  thou  by, 
Rollo.,  ’twould  make  thee  quake  to  fee  me  dye. 

Aab.  What’s  his  offence?  (Mailer. 

Ham  For  giving  (^tskert  burial,  who  was  fometimes  his 

All.  Yes,  Lord  (Skukrey, 

My  gratitude  and  humanity  are  my  crimes, 

Rol.  Why  bear  you  him  not  hence  ? 

Anb.  MyLord,  (Hay Souldiers) 

I dobefcech  your  Highnefs,  do  not  lofe 
Such  men  for  fuch  flight  caules.  This  is  one 
Has  Hill  been  faithful  to  you,  atry’dfoul 
In  all  your  fathers  Battles^  lhavefeenhim 
BeHridc  a friend  againH  a Icore  of  Foes, 

And  look,  he  looks  as  he  would  kill  his  hundred 
For  you.  Sir,  v*?cre  you  in  Ibme  danger. 

All.  Till  he  kill’d  his  Brother,  his  Chancellour,  then  his 
MaHer,  to  which  he  can  add  nought  to  equal  '7'^ero, 
iuc  killing  of  his  Mother. 


Atib.  Peace,  brave  Fool, 

Thou  valiant  Afs  : here  is  his  Brother  too,  Sir, 

A Captain  of  your  Guard,  hath  ferv’d  you  long. 

With  the  moH  noble  witnefs  of  his  truth 
Mark’d  in  his  lace,  and  every  part  about  him, 

That  turns  not  from  an  enemy.  But  view  him, 

Oh  do  not  grieve  him,  Sir,  if  you  do  mean 
That  he  lhall  hold  his  place  : it  is  not  fafe 
To  tempt  fuch  fpirits,  and  let  them  wear  their  Swords, 
You’ll  make  your  Guards  your  terrours  by  thefe  Aifls, 
And  throw  more  hearts  off  from  you  than  you  hold  j 
And  I muH  tell  you.  Sir,  (with  my  old  freedom. 

And  my  old  faith  to  boot)  you  have  not  liv’d  fo 
But  that  your  Hate  will  need  fuch  men,  fuch  bands 
Of  which  here’s  one,  lliall  in  an  hour  of  tryal, 

Do  you  more  certain  fervice  with  a Hroke, 

Than  the  whole  bundle  of  your  flatterers 
With  all  the  unfavory  unftion  of  their  tongues. 

Rol.  Peace,  talker. 

tAub.  One  tnat  loves  you  yet,  my  Lord, 

And  would  not  fee  you  pull  on  your  own  ruines. 

Mercy  becomes  a Prince,  and  guards  him  beH, 

Awe  and  affrights  are  never  tyes  of  Love ; 

And  when  men  begin  to  fear  the  Prince,  they  hate  him. 

Rol.  Am  I the  Prince,  or  you  ? 

Atib.  My  Lord,  I hope  I have  not  utter’d  ought  Ihould 
urge  that  queHion. 

Rol.  Then  pracHife  your  obedience,  fee  him  dead. 

Aub.  My  Lord  ? 

Rol.  I’ll  hear  no  more. 

Aub.  I’m  forrythen^  there’s  no  fmalldefpair.  Sir,  of their 
Safety, whofe  ears  are  blockt  up  againH  truth-, come,captain. 

Ham.  I thank  you.  Sir.  (honeH  ? 

Aub.  For  what  ? for  feeing  thy  brother  die  a man,  and 
Live  thou  fo.  Captain,  I will  affure  thee. 

Although  I die  for’t  tooicome [fx  allbut  Rol.  & Lat. 

Rol.  Now  Latorch,  what  do  you  think  ? (ofthe  boIdeH. 

Lat.  That  Aubrey’s  fpeech  and  manners  found  fomewhat 

Rol.  ’TishiscuHome. 

Lat.  It  may  be  fo,  and  yet  be  worth  a fear.  (lytoo. 

Rol.  If  we  thought  fo,it  Ihould  be  worth  his  life, and  quick- 

Lat.  I dare  not.  Sir,  be  authour 
Of  what  I would  be, ’tis  fo  dangerous  .• 

But  with  your  Highnefs  favour  and  your  licence. 

Rol.  He  talks,  ’tis  true  -,  he  is  licens’d  ; leave  him. 

We  now  are  Duke  alone,  Latorch,  fecur’d  ^ 

Nothing  left  Handing  toobfeureour  profpedt. 

We  look  right  forth,  belide,  and  round  about  us. 

And  lee  it  ours  with  pleafure : only  one 
Wi fil’d  joy  there  wants  to  make  us  to  poflefs  it, 

And  that  is  Edith,  Edith,  Ihe  that  got  me 
In  blood  and  tears,  in  fuch  an  oppofitc  minute, 

As  had  I not  at  once  felt  all  the  flames 
Andlliaftsof  Lovelhotinme  (his  whole  armory) 

I Ihould  have  thought  him  as  far  off  as  Death. 

Lat.  MyLord,  expedl  a while,  your  happinels 
Is  nearer  than  you  think  it,  yet  her  griefs 
Are  green  and  frelh,  your  vigilant  Latorch 
Hath  not  been  idle  I have  leave  already 
To  vifit  her,  and  fend  to  her. 

Rol.  My  life. 

Lat.  And  if  I find  not  out  as  Ipcedy  ways. 

And  proper  inffruments  to  work  and  bring  her 
To  your  fruition  ^ that  Hie  be  not  watqh’d 
Tame  to  your  Highnefs  wilh,  fay  you  have  no  fervant 
Is  capable  of  fuch  a truH  about  you. 

Or  worthy  to  be  Secretary  of  your  pleafure. 

Rol.  Oh  my  Latorch,  what  ihall  I render  thee 
For  all  thy  travels,  care,  and  love  ? (grant  me. 

Lat.  Sir,  onefuit,  which  I will  ever  importune,  till  you 

Rol.  About  your  Mathematicians  ? 

Lat.  Yes,  to  have 

The  Scheme  of  your  Nativity  judg’d  by  them, 

I have’t  already  ereded  -,  O my  Lord, 
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You  do  not  know  the  labour  of  my  fears, 

My  doubts  for  you  are  fuch  as  cannot  hope 
Any  fecurity,  but  from  the  Stars  ^ 

Who,  being  rightly  ask’d,  can  tell  man  more 
Than  all  power  clfe,  there  being  no  power  beyond  them. 

Rol.  All  thy  petitions  ftill  are  care  of  us, 

Ask  for  thy  felf. 

Lat.  What  more  can  concern  me,  than  this? 

Rol.  Well,  rife  true  honelt  man,  and  go  then, 

We’l  lludy  our  felves  a means  how  to  reward  thee. 

Lat.YoMT  grace  is  now  infpir’d  ^ now, now  your  highnefs 
Begins  to  live,  from  this  hour  count  your  joyes : 

I But,  Sir,  I mufl:  have  warrants,  with  blanks  figur’d. 

To  put  in  names,  fuch  as  I like. 

Rol.  You  (hall. 

Lat. They  dare  not  elfe  olfer,  Sir,  at  your  figure  ? 

Oh  I (hall  bring  you  wonders  •,  there’s  a Frier 
an  admirable  man,  another 
A Gentleman,  and  then  Lafiske-, 

The  mirrour  of  his  time ; ’twas  he  that  fet  it. 

But  there’s  one  Norhret.^  (him  I never  faw) 

Has  made  a mirrour,  a meer  Looking-glafs, 

Inlhew  you’ldthink’tnoother-,  the  form  oval. 

As  I am  given  to  underfland  by  letter, 

Which  renders  you  fuch  fhapes,  and  thoftfo  differing. 

And  fome  that  will  be  queftion’d  and  give  anfwers-, 

Then  has  he  fet  it  in  a frame,  that  wrought 
Unto  the  revolutions  of  the  Stars, 

And  fo  compad  by  due  proportions 
Unto  their  harmony,  doth  move  alone 
A true  automaton  \ thus  D£d.tl(u  Statues, 

Or  yule  arts  Tools  

Rol.  Doft  thou  believe  this  ? 

Lat.  Sir  ? why,  what  fhould  flay  my  faith,  or  turn  my 
He  has  been  about  it  above  twenty  years,  ( fenfe  ? 

Three  fevens,  the  powerful!,  and  the  perfed  numbers  j 
And  Art  and  time.  Sir,  can  produce  fuch  things. 

What  do  I read  there  of  Htarbas  banquet  ? 

The  great  Gymnofophift,  that  had  his  Butlers 
And  carvers  of  pure  gold  waiting  at  table  ? 

The  images  of  Mercury.,  too,  thatfpoke? 

The  wooden  door  that  flew  i a fnake  of  brafs 
That  hifl  ? and  birds  of  Silver  that  did  ling  ? 

All  thofe  new  done  by  the  Mathematicks, 

Without  which  there’s  no  fcience,  nor  no  truth. 

Rol.  Youareinyourfphear,  Latorch:  and  rather 
Than  I’le  contend  w’ye  for  it.  Tie  believe  it, 

Y’have  won  upon  me  that  I wilh  to  fee 
My  fate  before  me  now,  what  e’re  it  be. 

Lat.  And  Tie  endeavour,  you  fhall  know  with  fpeed, 

For  which  I fhould  have  one  of  trufl:  go  with  me, 

If  you  pleafe,  Hamond,  that  1 may  by  him 

Send  you  my  firfl  difpatches  *,  after  1 

Shall  bring  you  more,  and  as  they  come  ftill  more. 

Rol.  Take  your  way, 

Choofe  your  own  means,  and  be  it  profperous  to  us. 

(3  Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Rufee,  de  Bube,  la  Fiske,  Norbret,  Pippeau. 

Ruf.  Come,  bear  up  Sirs,  we  fhall  have  better  days, 

My  Almanack  tells  me. 

Bub.  What  is  that?  your  rump? 

Ruf.  It  never  itch’d  in  vain  yet.  Hide  la  Fiske, 

Throw  offthy  fluggifh  face,  I cannot  abide 

To  fee  thee  look  like  a poor  Jade  i’th’  pound,  * 

That  faw  ho  meat  thefe  three  days. 

Fiske.  ’Slight,  tome 
It  feems  thirteen  dayes  fince  I faw  any. 

Ruf.  How  ? 

Ftf  I can’t  remember  that  I ever  faw 
Or  meat  or  mony,  you  may  talk  of  both 
To  open  a mans  ftomach  or  his  purfe. 

But  feed  ’em  ftill  with  air. 
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Bub.  Friar , I fear 

You  do  not  fay  your  Office  well  a dayes. 

Nor.  Fox,  he  feeds 

■ With  Icachery,  and  lives  upon  th'exchange 

Of  his  two  Eggs  and  Puddings  with  the  market  women. 

Ruf  And  what  do  you  Sir,  with  the  Advocates  wife, 

Whom  you  peifwade,  upon  your  Doctoral  bed. 

To  take  the  Mathematical  trance  fo  often  ? 

Fif  Come,  we  are  ftark  naught  all,  bad’s  the  belt  of  us. 
Four  of  the  feven  deadly  fpots  we  are  ; 

Befides  our  Leachery,  we  are  envious. 

And  moll,  moft  gluttonous  when  vve  have  it  thus, 

Mofl  covetous  now  we  want  it ; then  our  Boy 
He  is  a fifth  fpot,  floth  and  he  undoes  us. 

Bub.  ’Tis  true,  the  child  was  wont  to  l)e  induftrious, 

And  nowand  then  fent  to  a Merchants  wife 

Sick  of  the  Husband,  or  a fwcaring  Butler 

That  milt  of  his  Bowls,  a crying  Maid 

Had  loft  a Silver  fpoon the  Curry  comb 

Sometimes  was  wanting  •,  there  was  fomething  gotten  ; 

But  now  

Pip.  What  now  ? Did  not  I yefler-morning 
Bring  you  in  a Cardecu  there  from  the  Peafant, 

Whole afs  Iliad  driven afide,  and  hid,  that  you 
Might  conjure  for  him  ? and  then  lafl  night. 

Six  Soulz  from  the  Cooks  wife,  you  fhar’d  among  you 
To  fet  a figure  for  the  Peftle  I Hole, 

It  is  not  at  home  yet ; thefe  things,  ray  Mailers, 

In  a hard  time,  they  would  be  thought  on.*  you 
Talk  of  your  lands  and  Caftles  in  the  air, 

Of  your  twelve  houfes  there  : but  it  is  I 

That  bring  you  in  your  rents  for  ’em,  ’tis  Tippeau 

That  is  your  bird-call. 

Nor.  Faith  he  dOes  well. 

And  cuts  through  the  Eletiients  for  us,  I mufl  needs  fay 
In  a fine  dextrous  line. 

Fif.  But  not  as  he  did 
At  firfl,  then  he  would  fail  with  any  wind 
Inf  every  Creek  and  Corner. 

‘Tip.  1 was  light  then , 

New  built  and  rigg’d  when  I came  to  you,  Gentlemen, 

But  now  with  often  and  far  venturing  for  you 

Here  be  leaks  fprung,  and  whole  Planks  wanting  fee  you , 

If  you’l  new  flieath  me  again,  yet  I am  for  you 
To  any  bog  or  Heights,  where  e’re  you’i  fend  me. 

For  as  I am,  where  can  this  ragged  Bark 

Put  in  for  any  fervice  *,  ’lefs  it  be 

O’th’  Ifle  of  Rogues,  and  there  turn  Pirate  for  you. 

Nor.  Faith  he  fays  reafon.  Fryer,  you  mufl  leave 
Your  neat  crifp  Claret,  and  fall  to  your  Cyder 
Awhile*,  and  you  la  Fiske,  your  larded  Capons 
And  Turkys  for  a time,  and  take  a good 
Clean  Tripe  in  your  way,  de  Bube  too  mufl  content  him  wdth 
wholfbm  two  fouz’d  petitoes,  no  more  Crown  Ordinaries, 
till  we  have  cloath’d  our  Infant. 

Bub.  So  you’l  keep 

Your  own  good  motions,  Dodor,  your  dear  felf. 

Fif.  Yes,  for  we  all  do  know  the  Latitude 
Of  your  Concupifcence. 

Ruf  Here  about  your  belly. 

Bub,  You’l  pick  a bottle  open  or  a whimfey, 

As  foon  as  the  bell  of  us. 

Fif  And  dip  your  wrift-bands, 

(For  Cuffs  y’have  none)  as  comely  in  the  fauce  {jhe  Bell 

As  any  Courtier hark, the  Bel),  who  is  there  ? rings. 

Ruf  Good  luck  I do  conjure  thee  *,  Boy  look  out. 

Pip.  They  are  Gallants, courtiers, one  of ’em  is  [_Exit  and 
Of  the  Dukes  bed-chamber.  enter  again. 

Ruf  Latorch,  down. 

On  with  your  gown,  there’s  a new  fuite  arriv’d,  {To  Nor- 
Did  I not  tell  you.  Sons  of  hunger  ? Crowns,  bret.  j 
Crowns  are  coming  toward  you,  wine  and  wenches  j 

You  fhall  have  once  again,  and  Fidlers  .•  \ 

Into  your  ftudyes  clofe  *,  each  lay  his  ear  i 
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To  his  door,  and  as  you  hear  me  to  prepare  you 
So  come,  and  put  me  on  that  vUard  only. 

I E>:ttr  Latorch,  Hamond. 

Lm.  YouT  not  be  far  hence  Captain,  when  the 
; Bulincls  is  done  you  lhall  receive  prefent  difpatch. 
i H.ivt.  rie  walk  Sir,  intiK  Gloylfer. 

Rnf.  Monfieur  L.»rore/j-,  my  Son, 

I The  Stars  are  happy  Itill  that  guide  you  hither. 

I L.it.  I’me  glad  to  hear  tlieir  Secretary  fay  fo, 
i My  learned  Father  Riiffe^  where’s  U FvkSy 
Monfieur  iU  Bube^  how  do  they  ? 

Ruf.  At  their  ftudyes, 

; They  tire  the  Secretaries  of  the  Stars,  Sir, 
j Still  at  their  books,  they  will  not  be  pull’d  off, 

• They  Hick  like  cupping  glafies;  if  ever  men 
} Spoke  with  the  tongue  of  deftiny,  ’tis  they. 

, L.U.  For  loves  fake  let’s  falute ’em. 

Ruf.  Boy,  go  fee. 

Tell  them  who’s  here, fay, that  their  friends  do  challenge 
Some  portion  of  their  time,  this  is  our  minute, 

Pray’em  they’l  fpare  it : they  are  the  Sun  and  Moon 
Of  knowledge  •,  pity  two  fuch  noble  lights 
Should  live  obfeur’d  here  in  an  llniverfity, 

Whole  beams  were  fit  to’illumine  any  court 
Of  Chrillendom. 

Enter  la  Fisk,  de  Bube,  and  Pippeau. 

L.zt.  The  Duke  will  fhortly  know  ’em. 

F:f.  Well,  look  upon  the  Aftrolabe  j you’l  find  it 
Four  Almucanturies  at  leaft. 

Bhb.  It  is  fo. 

Ruf.  Still  of  their  learned  Huff, they  care  for  nothing , 

But  how  to  know,  as  neglient  of  their  bodies 
I n dyet,  or  elfe,  efpeciai  ly  in  their  cloaths, 

As  if  they  had  no  change. 

Pip.  They  have  fo  little 
As  well  may  free  them  from  the  name  of  (hifters. 

Ef.  Monfieur  Latorch  ? 

Lat.  How  is  it,  learned  Gentlemen,  with  both  your  ver- 
B::b.  A molt  happy  hour,when  we  fee  you,  Sir.  (tues  ? 
Lat.  When  you  hear  me  then 
It  will  be  happier  •,  the  Duke  greetsjou  both 
Thus,  and  though  you  may  touch  no  mony.  Father, 

Yet  you  may  take  it. 

Rtf.  ’Tis  his  highnefs  bounty, 

But  yet  to  me,  and  thefe  that  have  put  off 
The  world,  fuperfluous. 

Ff  VV'e  have  heard  of  late  of  his  highnefs  good  fuccefs. 
Bub.  And  gratulate  it. 

Lat.  Indeed  he  hath  fcap’d  a ftrange  Confpiracy, 

Thanks  to  his  Stars  •,  which  Stars  he  prayes  by  me, 

You  would  again  confult,and  make  a Judgement 
On  what  you  lately  eredted  for  my  love. 

Ruf.  Oh,  Sir,  we  dare  not. 

Ftf  For  our  lives. 

Bub.  It  is  the  Princes  Scheam. 

Lat.  T’incounter  with  that  fear, 

Here’s  to  affure  you,  his  Signet,  write  your  names, 

And  be  fecured  all  three. 

Bud.  We  mufl  intreat  fome  time.  Sir. 

Lat  I mufl  then  intreat,itbeasprcfentasyoucan. 

Ftf  Have  you  the  Scheam  here  ? 

Lat.  Yes. 

Ruf  I would  you  had  Sir  another  warrant. 

Lat.  What  would  that  do? 

Ruf  Marry  we  have  a Dodtor  Sir,  that  in  this  bufinefs 
Would  not  perform  the  fccond  part. 

Lat.  Not  him  that  you  writ  to  me  of  ? 

Ruf  The  very  fame. 

Lat.  I fhould  have  made  it,  Sir,  my  fuit  to  fee  him, 

Here  is  a warrant  Father,  I conceiv’d 
That  he  had  folclyapplycd  himfclfto  Magick. 

Ruf  And  to  their  ftudies  too  Sir,  in  this  field 


He  was  initiated,  but  we  fhall  hardly 
Draw  him  from  his  chair. 

Lat.  Tell  him  he  fhall  have  gold. 

Ftf  Oh, fuch  a fyllable  would  make  him  to  forfwear 
Ever  to  breath  in  your  fight.  . . ». 

Lat.  How  then  ? 

Ftf  Sir,  he  if  you  do  pleafe  to  give  him  any  thing. 

Mult  have’t  convey’d  under  a paper. 

Ruf  Or  left  behind  fome  book  in  his  ftudy. 

Bub.  Or  in  fome  old  wall.  (him,  Sir. 

f//.  Where  his  familiars  may  tell  him  of  it, and  that  pleafes 
Bub.  Or  elfe  Tie  go  and  affay  him. 

Lat.  Take  gold  with  you. 

Ruf  That  will  not  be  amifs*,  give  it  the  Boy,  Sir, 

He  knows  his  holes,  and  how  to  bait  his  Spirits. 

Tip.  ,We  muft  lay  in  fcveral  places,  Sir. 

Ruf.  That’s  true,that  if  one  come  not,  the  other  may  hit. 
Lat.  Well,  go  then,  is  he  fo  learn^d,GentIemen 
Fif  The  very  top  of  our  profeffion  •,  mouth  of  the  fates. 
Pray  Heaven  his  Spirits  be  in  a good  humor  to  take,] 

They’l  fling  the  gold  about  the  houfe  elfe. 

Bub.  I,  and  beat  the  Fryer  if  he  go  not  well 
Furnifht  wdth  holy-water, 

Fif  Sir,  you  mufl  obferve  him. 

Bub.  Not  crofs  him  in  a word,  for  then  he’s  gone. 

FtJ.  If  he  do  come,  which  is  a hazard,  yet 

Mafs  he’s  here,  this  is  fpeed. 

Enter  Norbert,  Rufs,  Pippeau. 

Nor.  Where  is  our  Scheme, 

Let’s  fee,  difpatch,  nay  fumbling  now,  who’s  this 

Ruf.  Chief  Gentleman  of  the  Dukes  Chamber,  Dodor. 
Nor.  Oh,  Jet  him  be,  good  even  to  him  ’s  a courtier. 
Tie  fpare  his  complement,  tell  him  ; vvhat’s  here 
The  geniture  Ncdurnal,  Longitude 
xAt  forty  nine  and  ten  minutes  ? How  are  the  cardins  ? 

Ff.  Libra  in  twenty  four,  forty  four  minutes. 

And  Capricorn. 

Nor  i lee  it,  fee  the  Planets, 

Where,how  are  they  difpos’d?the  Sun  and  Mercury, 

Mars  with  the  Dragons  tail  in  the  third  houfe. 

And  pars  Fortune  in  the  Imo  Coeli, 

Then  Jupiter  in  the  twelfth,  the  (facodemon. 

Bub.  And  F'envu  in  the  fecond  Inferna  Porta. 

Nor.  1 fee  it,  peace,  then  Saturn  in  the  Fifth, 

Luna  i’th’  Seventh,  and  much  of  Scorpio, 

Then  Mars  his  Gaudium,  rifing  in  th’alcendent. 

And  joyn’d  with  Libra  too,  the  houfe  of  renus. 

And  Juniu  Caeli,  Mars  his  exaltation 
In  the  feventh  houfe,  being  his  natural  houfe 
And  where  he  is  now  feated,and  all  thefe  fhew  him 
To  be  the  Almuten. 

Ruf  Yes,  he’s  Lord  of  the  Geniture, 

Whether  you  examine  it  by  Ptolomeys  way, 

Of  Mejfethales,  Lael,  or  Alkindus. 

Fif  No  other  Planet  hath  fo  many  dignities 
Either  by  himfelf,  or  in  regard  of  the  Cufps. 

Nor.  Why  hold  your  tongue  then  if  you  know  it  •,  Vemu 
The  Lady  of  the  Horofeope,  being  Libra, 

The  other  part.  Mars  rules : So  that  the  geniture. 

Being  Nodurnal,  Luna  is  the  higheft, 

None  elfe  being  in  fufficient  dignity. 

She  being  in  ylries  in  the  Seventh  houfe. 

Where  Sol  exalted,  is  the  Alchoroden. 

Bub.  Yes,  for  you  fee  he  hath  his  Termin 
In  the  degrees  where  Ihe  is,  and  enjoyes 
By  that,  fix  dignities. 

Ff  Which  are  clearly  more 
Than  any  elfe  that  view  her  in  the  Scheam. 

Nor.  Why  I faw  this,  and  could  have  told  you  too, 
That  he  beholds  her  with  a Trine  afpeft 
Here  out  of  Sagittary,aImofl  partile. 

And  how  that  Mars  out  of  the  felf  fame  houfe, 

( But  another  Sign  ) here  by  a Platiquc  afped 

Looks 
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Looks  a-t  the  Hilege,  with  a Qiiartilc  ruling 
The  houli  where  the  Sun  is  ^ all  this  could  1 
Have  told  you,butthat  you’ll  outrun  me  •,  and  more, 

That  this  fame  Quartilc  afped  to  the  Lady  ot  lifc, 

Here  intlie  feventh,  promilcs  fome  danger, 

C-iuda  Dracoftis  being  fo  near  Mays., 

And  Ci^ut  Algol  in  the  houfe  of  Death. 

How,  Sir?  I pray  you  clear  that. 

Nor.  What  is  the  queftion  firll  ? 

Ruf.  Of  the  Dukes  life,  what  dangers  threaten  him  ? 

T^or.  Apparent,  and  thofefuddain,  when  the  Hyley 
Or  Aichorodon  by  dirc(ftion  come 
To  a Quartiie  oppofition  of  the  place 
Where  Mars  is  in  the  Geniture  (which  is  now 
At  hand)  or  elfe  oppofe  to  Mars  himfelf ; expe<fl  it. 

Lat.  But  they  may  be  prevented. 

Nor.  Wifdom  only 

That  rules  the  Stars,  niey  do  it for  Mars  being 
Lord  of  the  Geniture  in  Ca^rkorn^ 

Is,  if  you  mark  it,  now  a Sm/7<?  here, 

With  Femu  Lady  of  the  Horofeope. 

Sofhe  being  in  her  Exilium,  which  is  Scorpky 
And  Mars  his  Gaudium,  is  o’rerul’d  by  him, 

And  clear  debilitated  ftve  degrees 
Beneath  her  ordinary  power,  fo 
That,  at  the  mofb  Ihe  can  but  mitigate. 

Lat.  You  cannot  name  the  perfons  bring  this  danger  ? 

Nor.  No,  that  the  Stars  tell  us  not,  they  name  no  man. 
That  is  a work.  Sir,  of  another  place.  ' 

Riif.  Tell  him  whom  you  fufpeft,and  he’ll  guefs  llirewdly. 

Lat.  Sir,  we  do  fear  one  ; if’twerehe 
I Ihould  be  glad  ^ for  we  (hould  foon  prevent  him. 

Fif.  I know  him,  the  Dukes  Kinfman,  a tall  man? 

Lay  hold  of ’t  Norbret. 

Nor.  Let  me  paufe  a little. 

Is  he  not  near  of  kin  unto  the  Duke  ? 

Lat.  Yes, reverend  Sir.  (what  high  of  ftature  ? 

Nor.  ’Fart  for  your  reverence,  keep  it  till  then  j and  fome- 

Lat.  Heisfo. 

Nor.  How  old  is  he  ? 

Fif.  About  feven  and  fifty. 

Nor.  His  head  and  beard  inclining  to  be  grey. 

Lat.  Right,  Sir. 

Fif.  And  fat  ? 

Nor.  He  is  fomewhat  corpulent,  is  he  not  ? 

Lat.  Youfpeaktheman,  Sir. 

Tfor»  Well,  look  to  him,  farewel.  ffArirNorb. 

Lat.  Oh,  it  is  Aubrey  \ Gentlemen,  I pray  you, 

Let  me  receive  this  under  all  your  hands. 

' • Ruf.  Why,  he  will  fhew  you  him  in  his  Magick  glafs 
If  you  intreat  him,  and  but  gratifie 
A fpirit  or  two  more. 

Lat.  He  fhall  eat  gold 

If  he  will  have  it,  fo  fhall  you  all  j there’s  that 
AmongR  you  firft,  let  me  have  this  to  fend 
The  Duke  in  the  mean  time  \ and  then  what  fights 
Y ou  pleafe  to  fhew ; Pie  have  you  fo  rewarded 
As  never  Artifts  were,  you  fhall  to  Court 
Along  with  me,  and  there  wait  you  fortunes. 

Bub.  We  have  a pretty  part  of ’t  in  our  pockets  j 
Boy  we  will  all  be  new,  you  fhall  along  too.  ^Exemt. 

SCENE  III. 

Eater  Sophia,  Matilda,  and  Edith. 

Mat.  Good  Madam,  hear  the  fuit  that  urges. 
With  fuch  fubmifs  befeeches  •,  nor  remain 
So  ftricftly  bound  to  forrow  for  your  fon, 

That  nothing  elfe,  though  never  fo  befitting. 

Obtains  your  ears,  or  ohTervation. 

Sop.  What  would  fhe  fay  ? 1 hear. 

Edith.  My  fuit  is.  Madam, 

That  you  would  pleafe  to  think  as  well  of  juftice 
Due  to  your  fons  revenge,  as  of  more  wrong  added  . 


To  both  your  Hives  for  it,  in  only  grieving. 

Th’  undaunted  power  of  Princes  Ihould  not  be 
Confin’d  in  dcedlcfscokl  calamity  ; 

Anger,  the  Twin  of  forrow,  in  your  wrongs 
Should  not  be  finothcr’d,.  when  his  light  of  birth 
Claims  th’Air  as  well,  and  force  of  coming  forth. 

Sop.  Sorrow  is  due  already,  "anger  never 
Should  be  conceived  but  where  it  may  born 
In  fome  fadt  fit  t’employ  his  atftnvc  flame. 

That  elfe  confumes  who  bears  it,  and  abides 

Like  a falfe  ftar  that  quenches  as  it  glides.  I 

Ed.  1 have  fuch  means  t’employ  it  as  your  wifh  ! 

Can  think  no  better,  eaficr,  or  fccurer  ^ j 

And  fuch  as  but  th’  honours  I intend 
To  your  partakings,  I alone  could  end  ; 

But  your  parts  in  all  dues  to  crying  blood 
For  vengeance  in  the  Ihedder,  are  much  greater : 

And  therefore  Ihould  work  your  hands  to  his  flaughtcr. 

For  your  confeiit  to  which,  ’twere  infinite  wrong 
To  your  fcvercand  moft  impartial  jultice, 

To  move  you  to  forget  fo  falfe  a fon 
As  with  a Mothers  duty  made  you  curfe  him. 

Mat.  Edith.,  he  is  forgot,  for  any  fon 
Born  of  my  Mother,  or  to  me  a Brother. 

For  Ihould  we  flill  perform  our  rights  to  him 
We  fhould  partake  his  wrongs,  and  as  foul  be 
In  blood  and  damned  parricide  as  he. 

And  therefore  tell  the  happy  means  that  Heaven 
Puts  in  thy  hand,  for  all  our  long’d  for  freedom 
From  fo  abhorr’d  and  impious  a monfter. 

Sop.  Tell  what  flie  will,  I’le  lend  nor  hand  nor  ear 
To  whatfoever  Heaven  puts  in  her  power.  \^Exit  Sophia. 

Mat.  How  ftrange  fhe  is  to  what  fhe  chiefly  wifhes  ? 

Sweet  Edith  be  not  any  thought  the  more 
Difeourag’d  in  thy  purpofe,  butaffured. 

Her  heart  and  prayers  are  thine  i and  that  we  two 
Shall  be  enough  to  all  we  wifh  to  do. 

Edith.  Madam,  my  felf  alone,  1 make  no  doubt 
Shall  be  afforded  power  enough  from  Heaven 
To  end  the  murtherer ; all  1 wifh  of  you. 

Is  but  fome  richer  Ornaments  and  Jewels 
Than  I am  able  to  provide  my  felf. 

To  help  out  the  defedsof  my  poor  Beauty, 

That  yet  hath  been  enough,  as  now  it  is, 

To  make  his  fancy  mad  with  my  defire  ? 

But  you  know.  Madam,  Women  never  can 
Be  too  fair  to  torment  an  amorous  man  ^ 

And  this  mans  torments  I would  heighten  flill, 

Till  at  their  higheft  he  be  fit  to  kill. 

Mat.  Thou  fhalt  have  all  my  Jewels  and  my  Mothers, 

And  thou  fhalt  paint  too,  that  his  bloods  defire 
May  make  him  perifh  in  a painted  fire ; 

Haft  thou  been  with  him  yet  ? 

Edith.  Been  with  him?  no;  • ' 

I fet  that  hour  back  to  hafte  more  his  longing ; 

But  I have  promis’d  to  his  inftruments, 

The  admittance  of  a vifit  at  our  houfe. 

Where  yet  I would  receive  him  with  all  luftre 
My  forrow  would  give  leave  to,  to  remove 
Sufpicion  of  my  purpofe. 

Mat.  Thou  fhalt  have 
All  I can  add,  fweet  wench,  in  Jewels,  tyres, 

I’le  be  my  felf  thy  drefler ; nor  may  I 
Serve  my  own  love  with  a contraefted  Husband 
More  fweetly,  nor  more  amply  than  maift  thou 
Thy  forward  will  with  his  bewitch’d  afIe(ftions: 

Affedl’ff  thou  any  perfonal  aid  of  mine 
My  nobleft  Edith  ? 

Edith.  Nought  but  your  kind  prayers 
For  full  effed  and  fpeed  of  my  affair. 

Mat.  They  are  thine,  my  Edith,  as  for  me,  my  own*, 

For  thou  well  know’ft,  if  blood  Ihed  of  thebeft 
Should  cool  and  be  forgotten,  who  would  fear 
To  filed  blood  flill.?  or  where,  alas,  were  then 
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* c;idltls  love  vvc  owe  to  worthy  men  ? 

Sd.  Love  of  the  worthielt  ever  blefs  your  highnefs.  Q£.ve. 


ASiJt'S  Quintus.  ScenaFrinta. 

Enter  Rollo  With  u^Lifs^  Aubrey,  and  Servants. 

Rol.  T Never  Rudied  my  glafs  till  now, 

1 It  is  exceeding  well-,  now  leave  me*,  Couhn,  • 
How  takes  your  eye  the  objed  ? 

^ub.  I have  learn’d 
So  much  Sir  of  the  Courtier,  as  to  fay 
Your  perlbn  does  become  your  habit  ^ 

But  being  called  unto  it  by  a noble  War, 

W'ould  grace  an  armour  better. 
l{ol.  You  are  Rill 

For  that  great  Art  of  which  you  are  the  MaRer  % 

Yet  I muRtell  you,  that  to  the  encounters 
^\‘e  oft  attempt,  arm’d  only  thus,  we  bring 
As  troubled  blood,  fears  mixt  with  flatt’ring  hopes, 

The  danger  in  the  fervice  too  as  great, 

As  when  we  are  to  charge  quite  through  and  through 
The  body  of  an  Army. 

rie  not  argue 

How  you  may  rank  the  dangers,  but  will  die  in’t, 

The  ends  which  they  arrive  at,  are  as  diRant 
In  every  circumRance,  as  far  as  honour 
Is  from  fhame  and  repentance. 

Rol.  y ou  are  fowi  ? 

Aub.  1 would  fpeak  my  free  thoughts,  yet  not  appear  lb*, 
Nor  am  I fo  ambitious  of  the  title 
Of  one  that  dares  talk  any  thing  that  was 
AgainR  the  torrent  of  his  own  opinion, 

That  1 afied  to  fpeak  ought  may  offend  you : 

And  therefore  gracious  Sir,  be  pleas’d  to  think 
My  manners  or  dilcretion  have  inform’d  me 
That  I was  born,  in  all  good  ends,  to  lerve  yon : 

And  not  to  check  at  what  concerns  me  not : 

I look  not  with  fore  eyes  on  your  rich  out-fide, 

Nor  rack  my  thoughts  to  find  out  to  what  purpofe 
’Tis  now  employ’d  *,  I wiffi  it  may  be  good. 

And  that,  I hope,  offends  not  for  a fubjed 
Towards  his  Prince  in  things  indifferent 
To  ufc  the  auRerenefs  of  a cenfuring  Cato 
Is  arrogance,  not  freedom. 

Rol.  I commend 

This  temper  in  you,  and  will  cheriRi  it. 

Enter  Hamond  with  Letters. 

They  come  from  Rome-,  Latorch  imployed  you  ? 

Ham.  True  Sir. 

Rot.  I muR  not  now  be  troubled  with  a thought 
Of  any  new  defign  ^ good  Anbrey  read  ’em. 

And  as  they  (hall  dired  you,  ufe  my  power, 

Or  to  reply  or  execute. 
tyfab.  I will.  Sir. 

Rol.  And  Captain  bring  a fquadron  of  our  Guard 
To  th’  houfe  that  late  w'as  Baldwins^  and  there  wait  me. 
Ham.  I fhall. 

Rol.  Some  two  hours  hence. 

Elam.  With  my  beR  care. 

Rol.  Infpire  me  Love,  and  be  thy  deity. 

Or  fcorn’d  or  fear’d,  as  now  thou  favour’R  me.  \_Exit  Rollo. 

Ham.  My  Ray  to  do  my  duty,  may  be  wrongs 
Your  Lordfhips  privacy.  * 

Atib.  Captain,  your  love 
Is  ever  welcome^  I intreat  your  patience 
While  I per  ufe  thefe. 

Ham.  I attend  your  pleafure, 

Aub.  How’s  this,  a plot  on  me 
Ham.  What  is  contain’d 

In  th’  letters  that  I brought,  that  thus  tranfports  him  1 


^tib.  Tobe  wrought  on  by  Rogues,  and  have  my  head 
Brought  to  the  Axe  by  Knaves  that  cheat  for  bread  ? 

The  Creatures  of  a Parafite,  a Rave  *, 

I find  you  here  Latorch.,  not  wonder  at  it  ^ 

But  that  this  hondt  Captain  fhould  be  made 
HisinRrument,  afflidsme^  Pie  make  trial 
Whether  his  will  or  weaknefs  made  him  do  it. 

Captain  you  faw  the  Duke  when  he  commanded 
I ffiould  do  what  thefe  letters  did  dired  me, 

And  I prefume  you  think  I’le  not  negled 
For  fear  or  favour,  to  remove  all  dangers 
How  near  foever  that  man  can  be  to  me 
From  whom  they  Ihould  have  birth. 

Ham.  It  is  confirm’d. 

Aab.  Nor  would  you  Captain,  I believe,  refule, 

Or  for  relped  of  thankfulnefs,  or  hopes, 

To  ufe  your  fword  with  fulleR  confidence 
Where  he  fhall  bid  you  Rrike. 

Ham.  I never  have  done. 

Anb.  Nor  will  I think 

Ham.  I hope  it  is  not  queRion’d . 

Aub.  The  means  to  have  it  fo,is  now  propos’d  you. 

Draw,  fo,  ’tis  well,  and  next  cut  off  my  head. 

Ham.  What  means  your  Lordfhip  ? 

Aub.  ’Tis,  Sir,  the  Dukes  pleafure : 

My  innocence  hath  made  me  dangerous, 

And  I muR  be  remov’d,  and  you  the  man 
MuR  ad  his  will. 

Ham.  rie  be  a Traytor  firR,  before  I lerve  it  thus. 

Aub.  It  muR  be  done, 

And  that  you  may  notdoubt  it, there’s  your  warrant. 

But  as  you  read,  remember  that 

I never  wrong’d  one  of  your  brave  profeffion  *, 

And,  though  it  be  not  manly,  I muR  grieve 
That  man  of  whofe  love  I was  moR  ambitious 
Could  find  no  objed  of  his  hate  but  me. 

Ham.  It  is  no  time  to  talk  now,  honour’d  Sir, 

Be  pleasM  to  hear  thy  fervant,  I am  wrong’d. 

And  cannot,  being  now  to  ferve  the  Duke, 

Stay  to  exprefs  the  manner  how  *,  but  if 
I do  not  fuddenly  give  you  Rrong  proofs, 

Y our  life  is  dearer  to  me  than  my  own. 

May  I live  bafe,  and  dye  fo : Sir,  your  pardon.  {Exit  Ham. 

Aub.  I am  both  waiesruin’d,  both  waies  mark’t  for  flaugh- 
On  every  fide,  about,  behind,  before  me,  (ter 

My  certain  fate  is  fix’t : were  I a Knave  now, 

I could  avoid  this : had  my  adions 

But  meer  relations  to  their  own  ends,  I could  ’Rape  now : 

Oh  honeRy ! thou  elder  child  of  vertue. 

Thou  feed  of  Heaven,  why  to  acquire  thy  goodnefs 
Should  malice  and  diRruR  Rick  thorns  before  us. 

And  make  us  fwim  unto  thee,  hung  with  hazards  ? 

But  Heaven  is  got  by  fuflering,  not  difputing^ 

Say  he  knew  this  before-hand,  where  am  1 then  > 

Or  lay  he  does  know  it,  where’s  my  Loyalty  ? 

I know  his  nature,  troubled  as  the  Sea, 

And  as  the  Sea  devouring  when  he’s  vex’d. 

And  1 know  Princes  are  their  own  expounders. 

Am  I afraid  of  death  ? of  dying  nobly  ? 

Of  dying  in  mine  innocence  uprightly  ? 

Have  1 met  death  in  all  his  forms,  and  fears. 

Now  on  the  points  of  Swords,  now  pitch’d  on  Lances  ? 

In  fires,  and  Rorms  of  Arrows,  Battels,  breaches, 

And  Ihall  I now  Ihrink  from  him,  when  he  courts  me 
Smiling  and  full  of  fanftity  ? I’le  meet  him  \ 

My  Loyal  hand  and  heart  fhall  give  this  to  him. 

And  though  it  bear  beyond  what  Poets  feign 
A punifhment,  duty  fhall  meet  that  pain  \ 

And  my  moR  conRant  heart  to  do  him  good. 

Shall  check  at  neither  pale  affright  nor  blond. 

Enter  Meffenger. 

Meff.  The  Dutchefs  prefently  would  crave  your  prefence. 

eyfab.  I come;  and  now  refolvc  to  keep 

Thy  honour  living,  though  thy  body  fleep.  {Exit. 
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SCENE  II. 

Eater  Edith,  a Boyy  and  a 'Banejaet  jet  out, 

Edith.  Now  for  a Fathers  murther,  and  thy  ruinc. 

All  chaftity  (hall  fuifer  il  he  raign 
Thou  biefled  foul,  look  down,  and  Heel  thy  Daughter, 

Look  on  the  facrifice  (he  comes  to  fend  thee, 

And  through  the  bloudy  clouds  beheld  my  piety, 

Take  from  my  cold  heart  fear,  from  my  fex  pity. 

And  as  I wipe  thefe  tears  o(!^  (hed  for  thee. 

So  all  remembrance  may  I lofe  of  mercy  •, 

Give  me  a womans  anger  bent  to  bloud. 

The  wildnefs  of  the  winds  to  drown  his  prayers, 

Storm-like  may  my  deftrudion  fall  upon  him, 

IVly  rage  like  roving  billows  as  they  rife. 

Pour’d  on  his  foul  to  fink  it,  give  me  flattery, 

(For  yet  my  conftant  foul  ne’r  knew  dilfembling) 

Flattery  the  food  of  Fools,  that  I may  rock  him 
And  lull  him  in  the  Down  of  his  defires 
That  in  the  height  of  all  his  hopes  and  wilhes. 

His  Heaven  forgot,  and  all  his  lulls  upon  him. 

My  hand, like  thunder  from  a cloud,  may  feize  him. 

1 hear  him  come,  go  boy,  and  entertain  him. 

Enter  Rollo. 

SONG. 

TAkty  Oh  take  thofe  Itfis  away 

That  fo  fweetly  were  forfworny 
And  thofe  eytSy  Itkf  hreak^of  day^ 

Lights  that  do  mijlead  the  Moray 
"But  my  k^jfes  bring  <tgamy 

Seals  of  lovcy  though  JeaVd  in  vain. 

Htdcy  oh  hide  thofe  hills  of  SnoWy 
Which  thy  jroz.en  bloffome  bearsy 
On  whofe  toys  the  Finks  that  grow 
Are  ofthojv  that  April  wears  y 
"But  firji  fet  my  yoor  heart  frecy 
Bound  in  thofe  Ivy  chains  by  thee. 

Rol.  What  bright  flar,taking  beauties  form  upon  her. 

In  all  the  happy  luftre  of  Heavens  glory. 

Has  drop’d  down  from  the  Skye  to  comfort  me  ? 

Wonder  of  nature,  let  it  not  prophane  thee 
My  rude  hand  touch  thy  beauty,  nor  this  kift , 

The ^ntle  facrifice  of  love  and  fervice. 

Be  offer’d  to  the  honour  of  thy  fweetnefs. 

Edi.My  gracious  Lord,no  deity  dwells  here. 

Nor  nothing  of  that  vertue,  but  obedience,' 

The  fervant  to  your  willaffeds  no  flattery. 

Rol.  Can  it  be  flattery  to  fwear  thofe  eyes 
Are  loves  eternal  lamps  he  fires  all  hearts  with  ? 

That  tongue  the  fmart  firing  to  his  bow  ? thofe  fighs 
The  deadly  (hafts  he  fends  into  our  fouls  ? 

Oh,  look  upon  me  with  tliy  fpring  of  beauty. 

Edi.  Your  grace  is  full  of  game. 

Rol.  By  Heaven,  my  Edithy 
Thy  Mother  fed  on  Rofes  when  (he  bred  thee. 

Ed.  And  thine  on  bramblesthat  have  prick’d  her  heart  out. 
Rol.  The  fweetnefs  of  the  Arabian  wind  flill  blowing 
Upon  the  treafures  of  perfumes  and  fpices. 

In  all  their  pride  and  pleafurescall  thee  Miflris. 

£di.  Wil’t  plcafe  you  fit  Sir  I 
Rol.  So  you  plcafe  fit  by  me. 

Fair  gentle  maid,  -there  is  no  fpeaking  to  thee, 

The  excellency  that  appears  upon  thee 
Tyes  up  my  tongue : pray  fpcaktome. 

Edi.  Of  what  Sir.? 

R»i.  Of  any  thing,  any  thing  is  excellent. 

Will  you  take  my  diredions  ? fpeak  of  love  then  •, 

Speak  of  thy  fair  felf  Edith -y  and  while  thou  fpeak’fl. 

Let  me,  thuslanguilhing,  give  up  my  felt  wench. 

E di.  H’as  a ftrange  cunning  tongue,  why  do  yOu  figh  Sir  > 
How  mafterly  he  turns  himfelf  to  catch  me  ? 

Rol.  The  way  to  Paradife,  my  gentle  maidy 
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Is  hard  and  crooked,  fcarce  Repentance  finding. 

With  all  her  holy  helps,  the  door  to  enter, 

Give  me  thy  hand,  what  doft  thou  feel  ? 

Edi,  Your  tears  Sir. 

You  wecpextreamly ; ftrengthen  me  now  jufficc. 

Why  are  thefe  (brrowsSir.' 

t(oI.  Thou’t  never  love  me 
If  1 (hould  tell  thee, yet  there’s  no  way  left 
Ever  to  purcliafc  this  blefl  Paradife, 

But  fwimming  thither  in  thefe  tears. 

Edi.  I flagger.  Rol.  Arc  they  not  drops  of  blood? 

Edi.  No.  Rol.  They’re  for  blood  then. 

For  guiltlefs  blood,  and  they  mud  drop,  my  Edithy 
They  mud  thus  drop,  till  I have  drown’d  my  mifehiefs. 

Edi.  If  this  be  true,  1 have  no  drength  to  touch  him. 

Rol.  Ipretheelookuponme,  turn  not  from  me  y 
Alas  1 do  confefs  Tme  made  of  mifehiefs. 

Begot  with  all  mans  raiferies  upon  me-, 

But  fee  ray  forrows,  maid,  and  do  not  thou, 

Whofe  only  fweeted  facrifice  is  foftnefs, 

Whofe  true  condition,  tendernefs  of  nature. 

Edt.  My  anger  melts.  Oh,  I (halllofcmyjudice. 

Rol.  Do  not  thou  learn  to  kill  with  cruelty. 

As  I have  done,  to  murther  with  thy  eyes, 

(Thofe  bleffcd  eyes)  as  I have  done  with  malice. 

When  thou  had  wounded  me  to  death  with  fcorn, 

(As  I deferve  it  Lady)  for  my  true  love, 

When  thou  haft  loaden  me  with  earth  for  ever, 

Take  heed  my  forrows,  and  the  flings  I fuffer  -y 
Take  heed  my  nightly  dreams  of  death  and  horrour 
Purfue  thee  not : no  time  fhall  tell  thy  griefs  then. 

Nor  (hall  an  hour  of  joy  adde  to  thy  beauties. 

Look  not  upon  me  as  I kill’d  thy  Father, 

As  1 was  fmear’d  in  blood,  do  not  thou  hate  me, 

But  thus  in  whitenefs  of  my  wafh’t  repentance, 

In  ray  hearts  tears  and  truth  oflove  to  Edsthy 
In  my  fair  life  hereafter. 

Edi.  He  will  fool  me. 

Rol.  Oh  with  thine  Angel  eyes  behold  and  clofe  rife. 

Of  Heaven  we  call  for  mercy  and  obtain  it ; 

To  Juftice  for  our  right  on  Earth  and  have  it ; 

Of  thee  I beg  for  love,  faveme,  and  give  it. 

Edi.  Now  heaven  thy  help,  or  I am  gone  for  ever, 

His  tongue  has  turn’d  me  into  melting  pity. 

Enter  Hamond,  and  Guard. 

Ham.  Keep-the  doors  fafe,  and  upon  pain  of  death 
Let  no  man  enter  till  1 give  the  word. 

(fuard.  We  fhall  Sir.  {^Exeunt. 

Ham.  Here  he  is  in  all  his  pleafure  \ ifiave  my  wi(h. 

Rol.  How  now  ? why  doft  thou  dare  fo  ? 

Edi.  A help,  I hope. 

Rol.  What  doft  thou  here  ? who  fent  thee  ? 

Ham.  My  Brother,  and  the  bafe  malicious  Office 
Thou  mad’ft  me  do  to  pray.  Rol.  Pray? 

/i/^.Pray,pray  if  thou  canft  pray, I fhall  kill  thy  foul  elfe, 
Pray  fuddenly.  Rol.  Thou  can’ft  not  be  fo  trayterous. 
Ham.  It  is  a Juftice;  flay  Lady-, 

For  I perceive  your  end ; a womans  hand 

Mud  not  rob  me  of  vengeance.  Edi.  ’Tis  my  glory. 

Ham.^Th  mine, flay, and  (hare  with  me  -,  by  the  gods,Xo//<>^' 
There  is  no  way  to  fave  thy  life.  Rol.  No  ? 

Ham.  No,  it  is  fo  monflrous,  no  repentance  cures  it. 
Rol.Wby  then  thou  (halt  kill  her  firft,and  what  this  blood 
Will  call  upon  thy  curfed  head.  Ham.  Poor  Guard  Sir. 
Edt.  Spare  not  brave  Captain. 

Rol.  Fear,  or  the  Devil  has  thee. 

Ham.  Such  fear  Sir  as  you  gave  your  honor’d  Mother," 
When  your  mod  vertuous  Brother ,(hield-like,  held  her  y 
Such  Tie  give  you,  put  her  away. 

RoL  I will  not,  1 will  not  die  fb  tamely.  (on  thee? 

A/4w.Murtheroiis  villain,wilt  thou  draw  feas  of  blood  up- 
Edi.  Fear  not,  kill  him  good  Captain,  any  way  difpatch 
Him, my  body’s  honor’d  with  that  fword  that  through  me, 
. Sen^ 
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ScikIs  his  black  foul  to  Hell : Oh,  but  for  one  hand. 

Hun.  shake  him  oft'bravely. 

Edi.  He's  too  ftrong,  ftrikehim. 

Him.  Oh,  am  I with  you  Sir  ? now  keep  you  from  him, 
What,  has  he  got  a knife  ? 

£.i.Look  to  him  Captain, for  now  he  will  be  mifehievous. 
H.m.  Do  you  finile  Sir  ? 

Do’s  it  lb  tickle  you  ? have  at  you  once  more. 

Oh  bravely  thrull; ; take  heed  he  come  not  in  Sir  *, 

To  him  again,  you  give  him  too  much  refpite. 

T{ol.  Yet  will  you  fave  my  life,  and  Tie  forgive  thee, 

And  give  thee  all,all  honours,  all  advancements. 

Call  thee  my  friend.  Ed.  Strike,ftrike,and  hear  him  not, 
His  tongue  will  tempt  a Saint.  Rol.  Oh  for  my  foul  fake. 
Edi.  Save  nothing  of  him. 

H.im.  Now  for  your  farewel, 

Are  you  fo  wary  ? take  you  that.  Rol.  Thou,  that  too  •, 
Oh  thou  haft  kill’d  me  bafely,  bafely,  baftly.  {^Dyes. 

Edi.  The  juft  reward  of  murther  falls  upon  thee. 

How  do  you  Sir  ? has  he  not  hurt  you  ? 

Ham.  No,  I feel  not  any  thing. 

1 charge  you  let  US  pafl'e.  {^within. 

Gh.i.  You  cannot  yet  Sir.  Tie  make  way  then. 

6’«.«.\\barefworn  to  our  Captain, and  till  he  give  the  word. 

Enter  Sophia,  Matilda,  Aubrey,  Eords  and  attendants. 

Ham.  Now  let  them  in  there.  Sof.  Oh,  here  he  lies. 
Sorrow  on  forrow  feeks  me,  Oh,  in  his  blood  he  lyes. 

ylab.  Had  you  fpoke  fooner 
This  might  have  been  prevented  *, 

Take  the  Dutchefs, 

And  lead  her  off,  this  is  no  fight  for  her  eyes. 

Mat.  Oh,  bravely  done  wench. 

Edi.  There  ftands  the  noble  doer. 

Mat.  My  honour  ever  feek  thee  for  thy  jufticc. 

Oh  ’twas  a deed  of  high  and  brave  adventure, 

I A juftice  even  for  heaven  to  envy  at, 

I farewel  my  forrows,and  ray  tears  take  truce, 
j My  wilhes  are  come  round : Oh  bloody  Brother, 

! Till  this  hour  never  beauteous  ^ till  thy  life, 

' Like  a full  facrifie  for  all  thy  milchiefs, 

[ Flow’d  from  thee  in  thefe  rivers,  never  righteous  ; 
i Oh  how  my  eyes  are  quarri’d  with  their  joys  now  ? 

I My  longing  heart  even  leaping  out  for  Jightnefs  ? 

1 But  dye  thy  black  fins  with  thee,  I forgive  thee. 

Aub.  VVhodid  this  deed? 

Ham.  I,  and  Tie  anfwer  it.  Dies. 

Edi.  He  faints,  oh  that  fame  curfed  knife  has  kill’d  him. 
Aub.  How  ? 

Edi.  He  fnatch’d  it  from  my  hand,  for  whom  I bore  it. 
And  as  they  grappl’d. 

Aub.  juftice  is  ever  equal. 

Had  it  not  been  on  him,  th’adftdy’d  toohoneft. 

Did  you  know  of  his  death  ? 

Edi.  Yes,  and  rcjoyce  in’t. 

Aub.  I’me  forry  for  your  youth  then-,though  the  ftriftnels 
Of  Law  fhall  not  fall  on  you,  that  of  life 
Muft  prefently,  gotoaCloyfter,  carry  her. 

And  there  for  ever  lead  your  life  in  penitence. 

€di.  Beft  Father  to  my  foul,  I give  you  thanks.  Sir, 

And  now  my  fair  revenges  have  their  ends,  ^ 

My  vows  ftiall  be  my  kin,  my  prayers  my  friends.  [Exit. 

Enter  Latorch,  and  Juglers. 

Lat.  Stay  there,  Tie  ftep  in  and  prepare  the  Duke. 

Nor.  We  fiiall  have  brave  rewards.^ 

Etf.  That  is  without  queftion. 

L<?f.By  this  time  where’s  my  huffing  friend  Lord  Aubrey? 
Where’s  that  good  Gentleman  ? oh,  1 could  laugh  now. 

And  burft  my  fclf  with  mecr  imagination  ^ 

A wife  man,  and  a valiant  man,  a juft  man; 

Tofuffer  himfelfbe  juggl’d  out  of  the  world. 

By  a number  of  poor  Gipfeys  ? farewel  Swafh- buckler. 

For  I know  thy  mouth  is  cold  enough  by  this  time  ; 


A hundred  of  ye  1 can  lhave  as  neatly. 

And  ne’r  draw  bloud  in  Ihew : now  lhall  my  honour. 

My  power  and  vertue  walk  alone : my  pleafure 
Obferv’d  by  all,  all  knees  bend  to  my  worftiip. 

All  futes  to  me  as  Saint  of  all  their  fortunes, 

Prefer’d  and  crowded  to,  what  full  place  of  credit,  I 
, And  what  place  now  ? your  Lordlhip  ? no,’tis  common. 

But  that  I’le  think  to  morrow  on  j now  for  my  bufinels. 

Aub.  Who’s  there  ? 

Lat.  Dead,  my  Mafter  dead  ? Aubrey  alive  too  ? 

Gua.  Latorch f Sir.  Aub.  Seize  his  body. 

Lat.  My  Mafter  dead  ? 

Aub.  And  you  within  this  halfhour; 

Prepare  your  felfgood  Devil,  you  muft  to  it. 

Millions  of  gold  lhall  not  redeem  thy  mdehief, 

Behold  the  Juftice  of  thy  praftice,  villain  *, 

The  mafs  of  raurthers  thou  haft  drawn  upon  us  .* 

Behold  thy  dodlrine ; you  look  now  for  reward.  Sir, 

To  be  advanc’d.  I’m  fure,  for  ail  your  labours  ? 

And  you  fhall  have  it,make  his  gallows  higher 
By  ten  foot  at  the  leaft,  and  then  advance  him. 

Lat.  Mercy,mercy.  Aub.  ’Tis  too  late  fool, 

Such  as  you  meant  for  me,  away  with  him.  He  is  ledout. 
What  gaping  knaves  are  thcle,  bring  ’em  in  fellows, 

Now,  what  are  you  ? 

Nor.  Mathematicians,  if  it  pleale  your  Lordlhip. 

Aub.  And  you  drew  a figure  ? 

Fif.  We  have  drawn  many. 

Aub,  For  the  Duke,  I mean  Sir  Latorchs  knaves  you  are. 

Nor.  We  know  the  Gentleman. 

Aub.  What  did  he  promifeyouf 

Nor.  We  are  paid  already. 

Aub,  But  I will  lee  you  better  paid,  go  whip  them. 

Nor.  We  do  befcech  your  Lordlhip,  we  were  hir’d. 

Aub.  I know  you  were,and  you  lhall  have  your  hire  ^ 
Whip  ’em  extremely,  whip  thatDodor  there. 

Till  he  record  himfelf  a Rogue. 

Nor.  I am  one.  Sir. 

Aub.  Whip  him  for  being  one, and  when  th’are  whip’t, 
Lead  ’em  to  the  gallows  to  lee  their  patron  hang’d  ^ 

Away  with  them.  They  are  led  out . 

Nor.  Ah,  good  my  Lord. 

Aub.  Now  to  mine  own  right.  Gentlemen. 

1 Lord.  You  have  the  next  indeed,  we  all  confels  it, 

And  here  ftand  ready  to  inveft  you  with  it. 

2 Lord.  Which  to  make  ftronger  to  you,  and  the  liirer 
Than  bloud  or  mifehiefs  dare  infringe  again. 

Behold  this  Lady,  Sir,  this  noble  Lady, 

Full  of  the  bloud  as  you  are,  of  that  nearnels, 

How  blefled  would  it  be  ? 

Aub.  I apprehend  you,  and  lb  the  fair  Matilda  dare  accept 
Me  her  ever  conftant  lervant. 

eJMat.  In  all  purenefs. 

In  all  humility  of  heart  and  lerVices, 

To  the  moft  noble  tyfubreyy  I fubmit  me. 

Aub.  Then  this  is  our  firft  tye,  now  to  our  bullnefs. 

I Lord.  We  are  ready  all  to  put  the  honour  on  you.  Sir. 

Aub.'Thtk  fad  rites  muft  be  done  firft,  take  up  the  bodys, 
This,  as  he  was  a Prince,  fo  Princely  funeral 
Shall  wait  upon  him ; on  this  honeft  Captain, 

The  decency  ©farms;  a tear  for  him  too. 

Soy  fadly  and  as  voe  view  his  blood. 

May  his  Example  in  our  Rule  raife  good. 
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Perfons  Reprefe 

De-Gard,  ji  Noble  ftayd  Gentleman  that  being 
newly  lighted  from  his  Travels^  ajjtjis  his  Sijier 
Oriana  in  her  chafe  Mirabel  the  Wild-Goofe. 

La-Caftre,  the  Indulgent  Father  to  Mirabell. 

Mirabell,  the  Wild-Goofe,  a Travell'd  Monfieur^ 
and  great  defyer  of  all  Ladies  in  the  way  of 
Marriage^  otherwife  their  much  loofe  fervanty 
at  laji  caught  by  the  defpis' d OnzUdi. 

Pinac,  his  feUowT’raveller^  of  a lively  fpirit^  and 
Servant  to  the  no  lefs  fprightly  Lillia-Bianca. 

Belleur,  Companion  to  both^  of  a flout  blunt  hu^ 
mour^  in  love  with  Rofelura. 

Nantolet,  Father  to  Rolalura  and  I^illia-Bianca. 

Lugier,  the  rough  and  confident  Tutor  to  the  Ladijesy 

nted  in  the  Play. 

and  chief  Engine  to  entrap  the  Wild-Goofe. 
Oriana,  the  fair  betroth'd  of  Mirabell,  and  witty 
follower  of  the  Chafe. 

Umf-B^nca,}'^"  o/Nantol«. 

Petella,  their  PTaiting-woman.  ' 

Mariana,  an  Englifij  Courtezan. 

A young  F aUor. 

Page. 

Servants. 

Singing-Boy. 

Two  Merchants. 

Prieji.  ‘ 

Four  Women.  r t ■ 

. i ' V C 

The  Scene  Varis. 

6-  i 4 • ‘ t 

The  Adors  were. 
!•  ^ 

. * ! 

^bert  ‘Benjield.  John  Lowln.  , ^ 

^chard  ^hinfon.  William  Tenn. 

Jofeph  Taylor.  Hilliard  Swanjlon. 

Thomas  Tollard.  ^Stephen  Hammerton.j 

William  Trigg.  \ 

Sander  Gough. 

Mr.  Shank. 

John  Hony-man.  ; ( 

(^A^ns  Primus,  j 

! 

ScenaPrima. 

* * ■ i i ‘l  ' 

Enter  Monfieur  De  Gard,  and  a Foot-Boy. 

j 

Irrah,  you  know  I have  rid  hard  *,  ftir  my  Horfe  well 
And  let,  him  want  no  Utter. 

^ ^ Boy.  I am  fure  I have  run  hard, 

^ Would  feme  body  would  walk  mc,&  fee  me  Litter’d ; 
For  1 tliink.my  ftllow-horfe,  cannot  in  reafon  . 

Defire  more  reft,  nor  take  up  his  Chamber  before  me. 

But  we  are  the  Beafts  now,  and  the  Beafts  are  our  Mafters. 
DeCa.  When  you  have  done,  ftep  to  the  Ten-Crown  Ordi- 
Toy.  With  all  my  heart.  Sir,  t,  (yiary. 

For  I have  a Twenty  Crown  llomach. 

DeGa.  And  there  befpeak  a dinner.  ' ‘ 

Boy.  Yes  Sir,  prefently.  , 

DeGa.  For  whom,  I befeech  you,  Sir?  ' I 

Roy.  For  my  felf,  1 take  it.  Sir.  - . . 1 

DeGa.  In  truth  ye  Ihall  not  take  it,’tis  not  meant  for  yefo, 
There’s  for  your  Provender ; Befpeak  a Dinner  ; 

So'c  Monfieur  Mirabel^  and  his  Companions, 

They’ll  be  in  Town  within  this  hour.  ' 

When  you  have  done,  Sirrah,  , / ' 

Make  ready  all  things  at  my  Lodging,  for  me, 

And  wait  me  there. 

Toy.  'YtnCsovm  Ordinary  ? 

De  Ga.  Yes  Sir,  if  you  have  not  forgot  it. 

Boy.  rie  forget  my  feet  firft  •,  r.  , - 

’Tis  the  beft  part  of  a Foot- mans  faith.  £Exit  Bey. 

DeGa.  Thefe youths 

' M m m ^ For  \ 

- ' — — — — — ■ 
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For  all  tiicY  I'uvc  been  in  Itnly\  to  learn  thrift, 

And  feem  to  wonder  at  mens  lavifli  waies, 

Vet  they  cannot  I ubofl' old  friends,  their  French  itches  ; 
They  mult  meet  Ibmetimes  to  difport  their  Bodies 
I ithgood  W’ine,  and  good  Women,  V and  good  (lore  tbo. 
; Let  ’em  be  what  thef  will,  .tficy  are  Arm’d  at  all  points, 

; And  then  hang  favin^  LFt  fheSea  grov^  high, 

' Tnis  Ordi'!dry  caii  fit  ’em  of  all  fizes, 

Enter  La  Caftrc  and  Oriana. 

They  muftfalute  their  Country  with  oldcuftomes. 

(M.  Brother. 

/'*?  G“.j.  My  dcarefl  Sifter. 

Ort.  Welcome,  welcome: 

Indeed  yt  ate  welcome  l>ome,  moll  welcome. 

‘neC.'i.  Thank  ye, 

You  aix^rpwn  a handfome  woman,  Oriana, 

(^Blufh  at  your  faults)  I am  wondrous  glad  to  fee  ye. 
Monlioir  Lj  Ct//re  ••  Let  noLmy  Affeeftion 
fo  my  fair  Sifter,  make  me  beheld  unmannerly ; 

1 am  glad  to  fee  ye  well,  to  fee  ye  lufty, 

Go6d  health  about  ye,  and  in  fair  company. 

Believe. me,  I ^m  proqd 

La-Oafi.  Fair  Sir,  I thank  yb; 

Monlieur,^^  yob  a\;e  welcome  from  your  journey, 
Good  men,  have  ftill  good  welcome ; give  me  your  hand,Sir. 
Once  more,  you  are  welcome  home;  you  look  ftill  younger. 

Time  hasno*lcafure  to  lo(^  after  us. 

We  wander  everywhere:  Age  cannot  find  tls. 

La-Cafl.  And  how  does  all  ? 

T)eCa.  All  well,  Sif  - and  all  lufty. 

La  Cafi.  1 hope  my  Son  be  fo,  Idoubtttot',  Sir, 

But  you  have  often  fecn  him  in  your  journeys, 

And  bring  me  fome  fair  News. 

DeGa.  Your  Son  is  well.  Sir, 

And  grown  a proper  Gentleman : he  is  well,  and  lufty,  , 
Within  this  eight  hours,  I took  leave  of  him. 

And  over-ey’d  him,  having  fome  flight  bufinefs 
That  forc’d  meout  o’ th’ way:  1 can  aflure  y'6u 
He  ^11  be  here  to  night. 

La-Ctjl.  Yc  make  me  ^ad.  Sir, 

For  o’  my  faith,  I almoft  long  to  fee  him. 

Me  thinks  he  has  been  away » 

i Z>c-C^._’Tisbot)^ur  tendernefs^ 

; What  are  three  years  ? a love-fick  wench  will  allow  it : 

■ His  friends  that  went  out  with  him  are  come  back  too  ^ 
'Belleur,  and  young  ; he  bid  me  fay  little, 

Bccaofe  he  means  to  be  his  own  glad  Meflenger. 

La  ['a.  1 thank  ye  for  th]s,'neWs,  Sirl'he  fhdll  be  welcome,' 
And  his  friends  too : indeed  1 thank-ybu  heartily ; 

And  how  (for  I dare  fay,  you  will  not  Hatter  him)  ' 

Has  Italy  wrought  on  him  ? has’he  mewM  ‘yet  ‘ , ••• 

, His  wild  fantaftick  Toyes'?  they  fdy'that  Climate  ■ 

; Is  a great  purger  of  thofe  humorous  Fluxes. 

' How^rs  heimproved,--l  pf»y-ye  ? 

DeGa.  No  doubt.  Sir,  well. 

I H’as  born  himfelf  a full,  and  uoble  G'entleman, 

To  fpeak  him  farther  is  beyond  my  Charter. 

I La  Cafl.  I am  glad  to  hear  fo  much  good  *,  Come,  I fee 
j You  long  to  enjoy  your  Sifter : yet  1 muft  intreat  ye 
1 Before  I go,  to  fup  with  me  to  night 
I Aryl  mult  not  be  deni’d. 

*De  Cja.  'lzmyoMx'kxv^nX..  CP^ny. 

La~C.  Where  you  ftiall  meet  fair,  nierry,  and  noble  Com- 

• neighbour  Natolet,  and  his  two  fair  Daughters. 

'G.  Your  flipper’s  feafon’d  well.  Sir.  1 fhall  wait  upon  ye. 

j Till  then  I’le  leave  ye : and  y’are  once  more  welcome. 

1 thank  yc,  noble  Sir.  Now,  Oriana,  {Exit. 

,,  „ VC  done  fince  I went?  have  ye  had  your  health 

How  have  , . j g.  ) 1 ^ 

Or,,. 

Mevry,  and  cat , 

PfG’.  Agood 

And  how  have  you  L us  d.>  You  know,  Ocava, 


Upon  my  going  out,  at  your  requeft, 

I left  your  Portion  in  La  Caflres  hands, 

(The  main  Means  you  muft  flick  to)  for  thatreafon 
(And ’tis  no  little  one)  lask  ye.  Sifter, 

With  what  humanity  he  entertains  ye. 

And  how  ye  find  his  coortefie  ? 

OHa.  M 6ft:  ready. 

I can  aflure  you.  Sir,  I am  us’d  moft;  nobly. 

De  G.  1 am  glad  to  hear  it : But  1 prethee  tell  me, 

(And  tell  me  true)  what  end  had  you,  Oriana, 

In  trufling  your  mony  here  ? He  is  no  Kinfman, 

Nor  any  tie  upon  him  of  a Guardian  Y 
Nor  dare  I think  ye  doubt  my  prodigality. 

Or.  No,  certain,  Sir,  none  of  all  this  provoked  me ; 
Another  private  reafon. 

Dc  G.  *Tis  not  private. 

Nor  carryed  fo:  ’tis  common  (my  fair  Sifter) 

Your  love  to  Mtrahel  your  blulhes  tell  it : 

’Tis  too  much  known,  and  fpoken  of  too  largely  •, 

And  with  no  little  fhame  I wonder  at  it. 

Orta.  Is  it  a fhame  to  love  ? 

Deg.  To Idife tlndifcreetly : 

A Virgin  fhould  be  tender  of  her  honour, 

Clofe,  andfecure. 

Orta.  I am  as  clofe  as  can  be, 

And  fland  upon  as  flrong  and  honeft  guards  too  j 
Unlefs  this  Warlike  Age  need  a Prwrt  cullis  ; 

Yeticonfefs,  I love  him. 

Deg.  Hear  the  peoplfe. 

Oria.  Now  I fay  hang  the  people:  He  that  dares 
Believe  what  they  fay,  dares  be  mad,  and  give 
His  Mother,  nay  his  own  Wife  up  to  Rumor ; 

All  grounds  pf  truth  they  build  on,  is  a Tavern, 

And  their  belt  cenfure’s  Sack,  Sack  in  abundance : 

For  as  they  drink,  they  think ; they  rieVe  fpeak  itiiodeftly 
Uhlefs  tile  wine  be  poor,  <or  they  want  mony. 

Believe  them  ? believe  Atnddis  de  Gaul, 

The  Knight'oW  Sun,  or  of'Bv^ifW*, 

popthefe,  fothem,  are-modeft,  atodtrtieflories* 

Pray  underfland  me^  if  their  tongues  be  truth. 

And  if  in  Vino  veritas  be  an  Oracle, 

What  W(oman  is,  or  has  been  ever  honeft  ? 

GiVe  ’e'm  bift  ten  round  cups,  they’ll  fwear  Lncretia 
Dy’d  not  for  want  of  power  to  refill  Tarqnin, 

But  want  of  Pleafure,  that  he  flay’d  no  longer : 

And  Portia,  -that  was  famous  for  her  Piety 
T6*her  loV’dh^ord,they’ll  face  ye  out, dy’d  o’th’Pox. 

DeG.  Well,  there  is  fomething.  Sifter. 

Orta.  If  there  be,  Brother, 

’Tis  none  of  their  things,  ’tis  notyetfo  monftrous; 

My  thing  is  Martia^e : ^nd  at  his' return 
I hope  to  put  their  Iquint^eyes  right  again. 

‘De  G.  Marriage  ? ^tis  true  j nis  Father  is  a rich  man  j 
Rich  both'ih  land  and  money*,  'he  his  heir, 

A young  and  handfome  man,  I muft  confefs  too ; 

But  of  fuch  qualities,  and  fuch  wild  flings. 

Such  admirable  imperfedions.  Sifter, 

(For  all  his  Travd,  and  bought  experience)  . 

1 fhould  be  loth  to  own  him  for  my  Brother : 

Methinks  a rich  mind  in  a flate  indifferent 
Would  prdvc  the  better  fortune. 

Oria.  Ifhebewild, 

The  reclaiming  him  to  good,  and' honeft,  (Brother) 

Will  make  much  for  my  honour  ; which,  if  I prolper. 
Shall  be  the  ftudy  of  my  love,  and*  life  too.  \(too, 

DeG.  Ye  fay  well  ^ would  he  thought  as  well, and  loved 
He  Marry?  he’ll  be  hanged  firft:  he  knows  no  more 
What  the  conditions  and  the  tiCsof  Love  are. 

The  honeft  purpofes  and  grounds  of  Marriage, 

Nor  will  know,  nor  be  ever  brought  t’  endeavour. 

Than  I do  how  to  build  a Church , he  was  ever 
A loofe  and  flrong  defier  of  all  or'der. 

His  Loves  are  wanderers,  they  knock  at  each  door, 

And  tafte  each  difh,  but  are  no  refidents ; 

Or 
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Or  lay  he  maybe  brought  to  tliink  of  Marriage, 

(As  ’twill  be  no  linall  labour)  thy  hopes  arc  Itrangcrs. 

I know  there  is  a labour’d  match,  now  follow’d, 

(Now  at  this  time,  for  which  he  was  feut  for  home  too) 

Be  not  abus’d,  NatoUt  has  two  fair  Daughters, 

And  he  mufl:  take  his  choice. 

Or.  Let  him  take  freely  •, 

For  all  this  I dcfpair  not  *,  my  mind  tells  me 
That  I,  and  only  I,  muft  make  him  pcrfcc‘l 
And  in  that  hope  I reft. 

De-CJar.  Since  y’arefo  confident, 

Profper  your  hope;  I’ll  be  noadverfary ; 

Keep  your  felf  fairand  right,  he  fiiall  not  wrong  yo. 

Or.  When  I forger  my  vertue,  no  man  know  me. 

[_ExdHf7t. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Mirabel,  Pinac,  Bellure,  and  Servants. 

Mir.  Welcome  to  Tarh  once  more,  Gentlemen 
We  have  had  a merry  and  a lufty  Ordinary, 

And  Wine,  and  good  meat,  and  a bounfing  Reckoning  •, 
And  let  it  go  for  once ; ’Tis  a good  Pbyfick, 

Only  the  Wenches  arc  not  for  my  diet. 

They  are  too  lean  and  thin  ; their  embraces  brawn-fain. 
Give  me  the  plump  fat,  and  lufty, 

That  meets  me  fofc  and  fupple  ^ finiles  upon  me, 

As  if  a Cup  of  full  Wine  leapt  to  kifs  me  j 
Theft  flight  things  1 affeeft  not. 

Pin.  They  are  ill  built; 

Pin  buttockt,  like  your  dainty  Barbaries, 

And  weak  i’th’  pafterns',  they’ll  endure  no  hardnefs.'^ 

Mir.  There’s  nothing  good,  or  handfom  bred  amongft  us: 
Till  we  are  travel’d,,  and  live  abroad,  we  are  Coxcombs : 
Ye  talk  of  France,  a flight  unftaibn’d  Country, 

Abundance  of  grofs  fo!^,  which  makes  us  Block-heads : 
We  are  fair  let  out  indeed,  and  foare  fore-horfes ; 

Men  lay  we  are  great  Courtiers,  men  abuft  us : 

We  are  wife,  and  valiant  too,  non  credo.  Seignior: 

Our  Women  the  bell  Linguifts  ? they  are  Parrats^; 

O’  this  fide  the  Jil^es  they  are  nothing  but  meer  Drolleries : 
Ha,  Poma  la  Santa,  Italy  for  my  money. 

Their  policies,  their  cuftoms,  their  frugalities, 

Their  courtefies  fo  open,  yet  fo  referved  too. 

As  when  ye  think  y’are  known  belt,  ye  are  a ftranger  *, 

The  very  pick-teetlf  fpeak  more  man  than  wc  do. 

And  ftafon  of  more  fait. 

Pin.  ’Tis  a brave  Country  .- 
Not  peftcr’d  with  your  ftubborn  precife  Puppies, 

That  turn  all  ufeful  and  allow’d  contentments 
To  fcabsand  fcruples  *,  hang  ’em  Capon- worlhippers. 

Bel.  I like  that  freedom  well,  and  like  their  Women  too, 
And  would  fain  do  as  others  do  •,  but  1 am  lb  balhful, 

So  naturally  an  Afs : Look  ye,  I can  look  upon  ’em, 

And  very  willingly  I go  to  fee  ’em, 

(There’s  no  man  willinger)  and  I can  kils  ’em. 

And  make  a Ihift 

tJMir.  But  if  they  chance  to  flout  ye, 

Or  fay  ye  are  too  bold  ; fie,  Sir,  remember  *, 

I pray  fit  farther  off-, 

"Bel.  ’Tistrue,  I am  humbled, 

I am  gone,  I confefs  irigenuoufly  I am  filenced. 

The  (pirit  of  Amber  cannot  force  me  anfwer. 

Pin.  Then  would  I ling  and  dance. 

Bel.  You  have  wherewithal.  Sir. 

Pm.  And  charge  her  up  again. 

Bel.  1 can  be  hang’d  firft ; ; 

Yet  where  1 fallen  well  I am  a tyrant. 

Mir.  Why,thou  darft  fight  ? 

Bel.  Yes,  certainly,  I dare  fight 
And  fight  with  any  man  at  any  weapon. 

Would  the  other  were  no  more but  a pox’  on’t. 

When  I wasfometimesin  my  height  of  hope. 

And  reafonable  valiant  that  way,  my  heart  harden’d, 


Some  fcornful  jeft  or  other  chops  between  me  (men  ! 
And  my  defire:  what  would  ye  have  me  to  do  then,  C,\  ntlc 
Mtr.  Belvcre,  you  mult  be  bolder : Travel  three  years, 
And  bring  home  I'uch  a Baby  to  betray  ye 
As  baflifulnefs  ? a great  fellow,  and  a Soiildicr  } 

Bel.  You  have  the  gift  of  impudence,  be  thankful 
Every  man  has  not  the  like  talent : I will  ftudy 
And  if  it  may  be  reveal’d  to  me. 

Mir.  Learn  of  me. 

And  of  Pinac:  no  doubt  you’ll  find  employment  ^ 

Ladies  will  look  for  Com  tlhip. 

Ptc.  ’Tis  but  flefliing,  (marriage  ? 

But  Handing  one  good  brunt  or  two:  haft  thou  any  mind  to 
We’lprovide  theefome  foft  natur’d  wench, that’s  dumb  too, 
Mir.  Or  an  old  woman  that  cannot  refuft  thee  in  charity. 
Bel.  A dumb  woman,  or  an  old  woman,  that  were  eager 
And  car’d  not  for  Difeourfe,  I were  excellent  at. 

Mt.\ow  muft  now  put  on  boldnels, there’s  no  avoiding  it-, 
And  Hand  all  hazards  ; flye  at  all  games  bravely^ 

They’ll  fay  you  went  out  like  an  Oxe,  and  return’d  like  an 
Bel.  I fliall  make  danger  fure.  (Afselft. 

ejllir.  1 am  fent  for  home  now, 

I know  it  is  to  marry,  but  my  Father  lhall  pardon  me, 
Although  it  be  a witty  Ceremony, 
x'^nd  may  concern  me  hereafter  in  my  Gravity 
I will  not  loft  the  freedom  of  a Traveller  -, 

A new  ferong  lufty  Bc-rk  cannot  ride  at  one  Anchor-, 

Shall  I make  divers  fuitsto  flievv  to  the  fame  eyes  ? 

’Tis  dull  and  homc-fpun ; Study  feveral  pleafures. 

And  want  employments  for  ’em  ? I’ll  be  hang’d  firft  y , 

Tye  me  to  one  fmock  } make  my  travels fruitlefs  ? 

I’ll  none  of  that  y for  every  frefh  behaviour, 

By  your  leave.  Father,  1 muft  have  a freih  Miftrifs, 

And  a frefh  favour  too. 

Bel.  I like  that  paftlngly  y 
As  many  as  you,  will  lb  they  be  willing. 

Willing,  and  gentle,  gentle. 

Pm.  There’s  no  realon 

A Gentleman,  and  a Traveller  flrould  be  clapt  up, 

For  ’tis  a kind  of  Bseboes  to  be  married 
Before  he  manifeft  to  the  World  his  good  parts : 

Tug  ever  like  a Rafcal  at  one  Oar  ? 

Give  me  the  Italian  liberty. 

Mir.  That  I ftudy; 

And  that  I will  enjoy-.  Come,  go  in  Gentlemen, 

There  mark  how  I behave  my  felf,  and  follow.  {Exetint. 

SCENE  III. 


JElffter  L.a-Caftre,  Natolet,  Lugien,  RofaLieura, 
Lylia-Biancha. 

La-Caf.  You  and  your  beauteous  daughters  are  moft  wel- 
Befhrew  my  blood  they  are  fair  ones  y wcicom  Beauties, 
Welcome,  fweet  Birds. 

Nat.  They  are  bound  much  to  your  courtefies. 

La-Caf.  I hope  we  ftiall  be  nearer  acquainted. 

Nat.  That’s  my  hope  too. 

For  certain.  Sir,  I much  defire  your  Alliance : 

You  fee  ’em,  they  arc  no  Gypfies,  for  their  breeding. 

It  has  not  been  fo  coarft,  but  they  are  able 
To  rank  themfelves  with  women  of  fairfalhion; 

Indeed  they  have  been  trained  well. 

Lag.  Thank  me. 

Nat.  Fit  for  the  Heirs  of  that  State  I fhall  leave ’em  y 
To  fay  more,  is  to  fell  ’em.  They  fay  your  Son 
Now  he  has  travell’d  muft  be  wondrous  curious, 

And  choice  in  what  he  takes  .•  theft  arc  no  coarft  ones  y 
Sir,  here’s  a merry  wench,  let  him  look  to  himfelf, 

(All  heart,  i’faith)  may  chance  to  ftartle  him  y 
For  all  his  care,  and  travell’d  caution. 

May  creep  into  hLs  Eye  y if  he  love  Gravity, 

Affeft  a folemn  face,  there’s  one  will  fit  him. 

La  C.  So  young,  and  fo  demure  ? 

Nat.  She  is  my  Daughter, 

M m m 2 Elfe 
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Elfc  1 wouM  tell  you,  Sir,  Ihe  is  a Miltrifs 
Ek)th  of  thole  manners  and  thatmodcfty 
You  would  wonder  at : She  is  no  often  Speaker, 

But  when  (lie  does,  fhe  fpeaks  well ; Nor  no  Reveller, 

Vet  (h:  can  dance,  and  has  Itudied  the  Court  Elements, 

And  lings,  asibmefay,  handfomely;  ifawdman, 

W’ith  the  decency  of  her  Sex,  may  be  a Scholar, 

I can  allure  ye.  Sir,  Ihe  underllands  too. 

L^  C.  Theic  are  fit  Garments,  Sir. 

Thank  them  that  cut ’em ; (too  v 

Yes,  they  are  handfome  women  •,  they  have  handfome  parts 
Pretty  becoming  parts. 

Lu  C.  ’Tis  like  they  have,  Sir. 

Lu?.  Yes, yes, and  handfome  Education  they  have  had  too. 
Had  it  abundantly ; they  need  not  blulh  at  it  i 
I taught  it,  I’ll  avouch  it. 

La  C.  You  fay  well.  Sir. 

Lu^.  I know  what  1 fay.  Sir,  and  I fay  but  right,  Sir  j 
I am  no  Trumpet  of  their  Commendations 
Before  their  Father  \ elfe  I fhould  fay  farther. 

La  C.  ’Pray  ye,  what’s  this  Gentleman  ? 

Nat.  One  that  lives  with  me.  Sir  *, 

A man  well  bred  and  learn’d,  but  blunt  and  bitter. 

Yet  it  offends  no  wife  man  ',  I take  pleafurc  in’t : 

Many  fair  gifts  he  has,  infome  of  which 
That  lye  molt  eafie  to  their  underftandings, 

H’as  handfomely  bred  up  my  Girls,  I thank  him. 

1 have  put  it  to  ’em,  that’s  my  part,  I have  urg’d  it. 

It  feems  they  are  of  years  now  to  take  hold  on’t. 

He’s  wondrous  blunt. 

L.iC.  By  my  faith  I wasafraid  of  him : 

Does  he  not  fall  out  with  the  Gentlewomen  fometimes  ? ^ 
Nat.  No,  no,  he’s  that  way  moderate,  and  difereet,  Sir. 
Rof.  If  he  did,  we  fhould  be  too  hard  for  him. 

Litg.  Well  laid  Sulphur : 

Too  hard  for  thy  Husbands  head  if  he  wear  not  armour. 

Mirabel,  Pinac,  De-Gard,  andOi\2(V[2i. 

N(at.  Many  of  thefe  bickrings.  Sir. 

La  C.  I am  glad  they  are  no  Oracles ; 

Sure,  as  I live,  he  beats  them,  he’s  fo  puifant. 

Or.  Well,  if  ye  do  forget 

Mir.  Prithee  hold  thy  peace  •, 

I know  thou  art  a pretty  wench  I know  thou  lov’flme. 
Prefer  ve  it  till  we  have  a fit  time  to  difeourfe  on’t. 

And  a fit  place  : I’lleafe  thy  heart  I warrant  thee : 

Thou  feell;  I have  much  to  do  now. 

Or.  I am  anfwer’d,  Sir  .* 

With  me  yefhall  have  nothing  on  thefe  conditions. 

De-Gard.  Your  Father  and  your  friends. 

La  C.  You  are  welcome  home,  'Sir  j 
’Blels  ye,  ye  are  very  welcome : 

’Pray  know  this  Gentleman, 

' And  thefe  fair  Ladies. 

Nat.  Monficur  iJMirabell, 

I am  much  affeded  with  your  fair  return,  Sir^ 

You  bring  a general  joy. 

Mtr.  I bring  you  fcrvice, 

And  thefe  bright  Beauties,  Sir. 

Nat.  Welcome  home,  Gentlemen, 

Welcome,  with  ail  my  heart. 

Bel.  'Tin.  Wc  thank  ye.  Sir. 

La  C.  Your  friends  will  have  their  fhare  too. 

Bel.  Sir,  we  hope 

They’ll  look  upon  us,  though  wc  fhew  like  ftrangers. 

AV.  Monficur  De  Gard^  I mullfalute  you  alfo, 

And  this  fair  Gentlewoman:  you  are  welcome  from  your 
All  welcome,  all.  (Traveltoo. 

DeGard.  We  render  yeour  loves,  Sir; 

The  bcfl  Wealth  wc  bring  home:  By  your  Favours,  Beauties, 
One  of  thefe  two:  you  know  my  meaning. 

! Or.  Well,  Sir  : 

They  arc  fair  and  handfom,  I mull  needs  confefs  it  y 
And  let  it  prove  the  worll,  I fhall  live  after  it, 

I 
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Whilft  I have  meat  and  drink  Love  cannot  fiarve  me  •, 

For  if  I dye  o’  th’  firft  fit  I am  unhappy. 

And  worthy  to  be  buried  with  my  heels  upward. 

Mtr.  To  marry,  Sir.^ 

La  C.  You  know  1 am  an  old  man. 

And  every  hour  declining  to  my  Grave, 

One  foot  already  in,  more  Sons  I have  not. 

Nor  more  I dare  not  feek  whilll  you  are  worthy. 

In  you  lies  all  my  hope,  and  all  my  name, 

The  making  good  or  wretched  of  my  memory 
The  fafety  of  my  ftate.  ’ 

Mtr.  And  you  have  provided 
Out  of  this  tendernefs  thefe  handfom  Gentlewomen 
Daughters  to  this  rich  man,  to  take  my  choice  of.'*  * 

La-C.  I have,  dear  Son. 

Mir.  ’Tis  true,  ye  are  old,  and  feebled  j 
Would  ye  were  young  again,  and  in  full  vigor  •, 

I love  a bounteous  Fathers  life,  a long  one, 

I am  none  of  thofc  that  when  they  Ihoot  to  ripenefs, 

Do  what  they  can  to  break  the  boughs  they  grew  on  • 

I wilh  ye  many  years  and  many  Riches,  ’ 

And  pleafures  to  enjoy  ’em : But  for  Marriage, 

1 neither-  yet  believe  in’t,  noraffeft  it. 

Nor  think  it  fit. 

La-C.  You  will  render  me  your  reafons? 

Mir.  Yes,  Sir,  both  Ihort  and  pithy,  and  thefe  they  are : 
You  would  have  me  marry  a Maid  } 

La-C.  A Maid  ? what  elfe  ? (Wills 

Mtr.  Yes,  there  be  things  called  Widows,  dead  mens 
I never  lov’d  to  prove  thofe ; nor  never  long’d  yet 
To  be  buried  alive  in  another  mans  cold  monument. 

And  there  be  maids  appearing,  and  maids  being : 

The  appearing  are  fantaftick  things,  meerlhadows; 

And  if  you  mark  ’em  well,  they  want  their  heads  too  •, 

Only  the  World  to  cozen  mifty  eyes. 

Has  clapt  ’em  on  new  faces.  The  maids  being, 

A man  may  venture  on,  if  he  be  fo  mad  to  marry  ^ 

If  he  have  neither  fear  before  his  eyes,  nor  fortune  *, 

And  let  him  take  heed  how  he  gathers  thefe  too , 

For  look  ye,  father,  they  are  juft  like  melons. 

Musk- melons  are  the  emblems  of  thefe  maids  •, 

Now  they  are  ripe,  now  cut  ’em,  they  tafte  pleafantly. 

And  are  a dainty  fruit,  digefted  eafily ; 

Negled  this  prefent  time,  and  come  to  morrow. 

They  are  fo  ripe  they  are  rotten  gone,  their  fweetnefs 
Run  into  humour,  and  their  tafte  to  furfeit. 

La  C.  Why,  thefe  are  now  ripe.  Son. 

Mir.  I’ll  try  them  prefently, 

And  if  I like  their  tafte^ 

La-C.  ’Pray  ye  pleafe  your  felf.  Sir. 

Mtr.  That  liberty  is  my  due,  and  I’ll  maintain  it: 

Lady,  what  think  you  of  a handlbm  man  now  ? 

Rof.  Awholfomtoo,  Sir. 

Mir.  That’s  as  yon  make  your  Bargain. 

A handfom,  wholfom  man  then,  and  a kind  man, 

Tocheer  your  heart  up,  torejoyce  you,  Lady? 

T^f.  Yes  Sir,  1 love  rejoycing. 

Mir.  To  lye  dole  to  you? 

Clofe  as  a Cockle  ? keep  the  cold  nights  from  you? 

Rof.  That  will  be  lookt  for  too,  our  bodies  ask  it. 

Mir.  And  get  two  Boys  at  every  Birth  ? 

Rof  That’s  nothing, 

I haveknownaCobler  do  it,  a poor  thin  Cobler; 

A Cobler  out  of  mouldy  Cheefe  perform  it. 

Cabbage,  and  coarfe  black  Bread ; methinks  a Gentleman 
Should  take  foul  fcorn  to  have  an  awl  outname  him. 

Two  at  a Birth  ? why,  every  houle-Dove  has  it ; 

That  man  that  feeds  well,  promifes  as  well  too, 

I fhould  expert  indeed  Ibmething  of  worth  from. 

Ye  talk  of  two? 

Mtr.  She  would  have  me  get  two  dozen, 

Like  Buttons,  at  a Birth. 

Rof.  You  love  to  brag,  Sir. 

If  you  proclaim  thefe  ofers  at  your  Marriage, 

You 
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You  are  a pretty  timber’d  man,  take  heed. 

They  may  be  taken  hold  of,  and  expeded, 

Yes,  if  not  hoped  for  at  a higher  rate  too. 

Mtr.  I will  take  heed^  and  thank  ye  for  yoUr  counfcl : 
Father,  what  think  you  ? 

La-C.  Tis  a merry  Gentlewoman  *, 

Will  make,  no  doubt,  a good  wife. 

Mtr.  Not  for  me  : 

I marry  her,  and  happily  get  nothing ; 

In  what  a ftate  am  I then  ? Father,  1 fhall  fuffer 
For  any  thing  I hear  to  the  contrary,  more  majornm, 

I were  as  fure  to  be  a Cuckold,  Father, 

A Gentleman  of  Antler. 

L-t  C.  Away,  away,  fool. 

Mtr.  As  1 am  fure  to  fail  her  expe<n;ation, 

I had  rather  get  the  Pox  than  get  her  Babies. 

La  C.  Ye  are  much  to  blame  if  thisdonotafTecH;  ye, 
’Pray  try  the  others  (he’s  of  a more  demure  way. 

Bel.  That  I had  W the  audacity  to  talk  thus ! 

I love  that  plain-fpoken  Gentlewoman  admirably. 

And  certain  1 could  go  as  near  to  pleafe  her. 

If  down-right  doing Ihe  has  a per’lous  Countenance, 

If  I could  meet  one  that  would  believe  me, 

And  take  my  honefl:  meaning  without  circumifance. 

Mtr.  You  (hall  have  your  will,  Sir,  1 will  try  the  other, 
But  ’twill  be  to  fmall  ufe.  I hope,  fair  Lady 
(For  methinks  in  your  eyes  1 fee  more  mercy) 

You  will  enjoin  your  Lover  a lefs  penance ; 

And  though  I’ll  promife  much,  as  men  are  liberal, 

And  vow  an  ample  facrifice  of  fervice, 

Yet  your  diferetion,  and  your  tendernefs. 

And  thriftinefs  in  Love,  good  hufwives  carefuincfs 

To  keep  the  ftock  entire 

L»/.  Good  Sir,  fpeak  louder,  ^ 

That  thefe  may  witnels  too  ye  talk  of  nothing, 

I Ihould  be  loth  alone  to  bear  the  burthen 
Of  fo  much  indilcretion. 

Mtr.  Hark  ye,  hark  ye  ; 

Ods  bobs,  you  are  angry.  Lady. 

Lil.  Angry?  no,  Sir^ 

I never  own’d  an  anger  to  lofe  poorly. 

Mtr.  But  you  can  love  for  all  this,  and  delight  too, 

For  all  your  fet-aufterity,  to  hear 
Of  a good  husband.  Lady? 

Ltl.  You  fay  true.  Sir  : 

For  by  my  troth,  I have  heard  of  none  thefe  ten  years, 
They  are  fo  rare,  and  there  are  fo  many.  Sir, 

So  many  longing- women  on  their  knees  too. 

That  pray  the  dropping  down  of  thele  good  husbands, 

The  droping  down  from  heaven  j for  they  are  not  bred  there, 

That  you  mayguefsat  all  my  hope,  but  hearing 

Mtr.  Why  may  not  I be  one  ? 

Ltl.  You  were  near  ’em  once,  Sir, 

When  ye  came  over  the  Alfes\  thofe  are  near  Heaven  \ 

But  fince  ye  mifs’d  that  happinefs,  there  is  no  hope  of  ye. 
Mir.  Can  ye  love  a man  ? 

Ltl.  Yes,  if  the  man  be  lovely. 

That  is,  be  honefl,  modeft-,  I would  have  him  valiant, 

His  anger  flow,  but  certain  for  his  honour 
Travell’d  he  Ihould  be,  but  through  himfelf  exaftly  ; 

For ’tis  fairer  to  know  manners  well  than  Countries  *, 

He  mult  be  no  vain  Talker,  nor  no  Lover 

To  hear  himfelf  talk,  they  are  brags  of  a wanderer. 

Of  one  finds  no  retreidl  for  fair  behaviour  *, 

W^ould  ye  learn  more  ? 

_Mir.  Yes. 

Lil.  Learn  to  hold  your  peace  then, 

Fond  Girls  are  got  with  tongues,  women  with  tempers. 

Mtr.  Women,  with  I know  what;  but  let  this  vanifli ; 

Go  thy  way  good  Wife  •,  fure  thy  Husband  (elfe. 
Mull  have  a flrongPhilofophers  llone,he  will  nc’r  pleafe  thee 
Here’s  a ftarcht  piece  of  auflerity  ; do  you  hear,  Father? 
Do  you  hear  this  moral  Le<flure  ? 

La  C.  Yes,  and  like  it. 


Mir.  Why, there’s  your  judgment  now;therc’san  old  bolt 
This  thing  mull  have  the  Itrangeltobfcrvaaon,  . ((hot: 
Do  you  mark  me  (father  when  flic  iS  married  once, 

The  llrangcll  cuJtom  too  of  admiration 

On  all  flic  docs  and  fpcaks, ’twill  be  palt  fuffcrance; 

1 muflnot  lie  with  her  in  common  language. 

Nor  cry  have  at  dice,  Kate.,  1 fliall  be  hifs’d  then  • 

Nor  cat  my  meat  without  the  fawee  of  fcntcnccs. 

Your  powder’d  Beef,  and  Problems,  a rare  diet  •, 
MyfirflSon,  Monficm  ylnflotle,  I know  it. 

Great  Mailer  of  the  Mctaphyficks,  or  foj 
The  fccorid  Solon,  and  the  bell  Law-fcttcr^ 

And  1 mull  look  £^)'/)ffr«God-fatlicrs, 

W'hich  will  be  no  fmall  trouble:  my  eldcfl  daughter 
Sapho,  or  fuch  a fid  ling  kind  of  Poctefs, 

And  brought  up,  invita  fJMinerva,  at  her  needle. 

My  dogs  mufl  look  their  names  too,  and  all  Spartan, 

Lelapt,  Mclampm  •,  no  more  Fox  and  Baaeitface. 

1 married  to  a fullcn  fet  of  fentences  ? 

To  one  that  weighs  her  words  and  her  behaviours 
In  the  gold  weights  of  dilcretion?  I’ll  be  bang’d  firfl. 

La  C.  Prithee  reclaim  thy  felf. 

Mir.  ’Pray  ye  give  me  time  then*, 

If  they  can  fet  me  any  thing  to  play  at. 

That  feems  fit  for  a Gamefter,  have  at  the  faired 
Till  1 fee  more,  and  try  more. 

La~C.  Take  your  time  then. 

I’ll  bar  ye  no  fair  liberty:  come  Gentlemen, 

And  Ladies  come  .•  to  all  once  more  welcome, 

And  now  let’s  in  to  fupper. 

Mtr.  How dod’ like ’em? 

Pin.  They  are  fair  enough,  but  of  fo  drange  behaviours. 

Mtr.  T 00  drange  for  me*,  I mud  have  thofe  have  mettle. 
And  mettle  to  my  mind  *,  Come,  let’s  be  merry. 

Bel.  ’Blefs  me  from  this  woman : I would  daud  the  Can-, 
Before  ten  words  of  hers.  (non 

De-^ar.  Do  you  find  him  now  ? 

Do  you  think  he  will  be  ever  firm  ? 

Or.  I fear  not.  IFxetJnt. 


jiHus  Secundus,  Seem  Trimd. 

Enter  Mirabel,  Pinac,  BelleUr. 

Mir.  IV 1 E’r  tell  me  of  this  happinels,  ’tis  nothing  *, 

L\I  The  date  they  bring  with  being  fought  to  fcur- 
1 had  rather  make  mine  own  play,  and  I will  do.  (vey,  : 
My  happinefs  is  in  mine  own  content. 

And  thedefpifing  of  fuch  glorious  trifles, 

As  1 have  done  a thoufand  more.  For  my  humour,- 
Give  me  a good  free  fellow,  that  flicks  to  me, 

A jovial  fair  Companion there’s  a Beauty ; 

For  women,  1 can  have  too  many  of  them  *, 

Good  women  too,  as  the  Age  reckons  ’em, 

More  than  I have  employment  for. 

Pin.  You  are  happy. 

Mtr.  My  only  fear  is,  that  I mud  be  forced 
Againd  my  nature,  to  conceal  my  felf. 

Health,  and  an  able  Body  are  two  jewels. 

Pi  If  either  of  thefe  two  women  were  offered  to  me  how, 

I would  think  otherwife,  and  do  accordingly  : 

Yes,  and  recant  my  herefies,  I would  fain,  Siry 
And  be  more  tender  of  opinion, 

And  put  a little  off  my  travel’d  liberty 
Out  of  the  way,  and  look  upon ’em  ferioufly. 

Methinks  this  grave  carried  wench. 

Bel.  Methinks  the  other,  , '• 

The  home-fpoken  Gentlewoman,  that  defires  to  be  fruitful, 
That  treats'of  the  full  manage  of  the  matter, 

For  there  lies  all  my  aim  y that  wench,  methinks 
I f I were  but  well  fet  on  y for  fhe  is  a fable. 

If  1 were  but  hounded  right,  and  one  to  teach  me ; 

ijhe  ■ 
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. SIk'  rpcaks  CO  th’  niattcr,and  comes  home  to  th’  point  : 

' Now  do  1 know  I have  luch  a body  to  plcafc  her, 

^ As  all  the  Kingdom  cannot  lit  her  with,  I am  lure  on’t. 

If  1 could  but  talk  my  lelf  into  her  favour. 

I eJI/ir.  That’s  ealily  done. 

I Be!.  That’s  ealily  laid,  would ’twere  done  ; 

, You  iliould  lee  then  how  1 would  layabout  me ; 
j HT  were  vertuous,  it  would  never  grieve  me. 

Or  any  thing  chat  might  julHfic  my  modclty. 

But  \s  nen  my  nature  is  prone  to  do  a charitic, 

And  my  calf's  tongue  will  not  help  me. 

(jVn\  W ill  ye  go  to  ’em  ? 

They  cannot  but  taKc  it  courteoufly. 

'P/.  Me  do  my  part. 

Though  I am  lure  ’twill  be  the  hardefl  I e’re  plaid  yet, 

A way  I never  try’d  too, which  will  dagger  me. 

And  ifitdonotibameme,  I am  happy. 

W’in  ’em,  and  wear  ’em,  I give  up  my  intereft. 

Ps.  What  fay  ye,  tJ^lonfuur  'Bellnre  ? 

Bd.  Would  I could  fay. 

Or  ling,  or  any  thing  that  were  but  handfom, 

I would  be  with  her  prefcntly. 

Ps.  Yours  is  no  venture  j 
A merry  ready  wench. 

Bil.  A vengeance  fquibber-, 

She’l  fleer  me  out  of  faith  too.  ' 
tJWr.  Me  be  near  thee  ; 

Pluck  up  thy  heart.  Tie  fecond  thee  at  all  brunts ; 

Be  angry  if  fhe  abufe  thee,  and  beat  her  a little. 

Some  women  are  won  that  way. 

Bel.  Pray  be  quiet. 

And  let  me  think  .*  1 amrcfolv’d  togoon  ^ 

But  how  1 fhall  get  off  again 

CTIir.  I am  perfvvaded 

Thou  wnlt  fb  pleafe  her,  flie  will  go  near  to  ravifh  thee. 

I Beil  would  ’twere  come  to  Chat  once;let  me  pray  a little. 

A/ir.  Now  for  thine  honour  board  me  this  modefty, 
W^arm  but  this  frozen  fnow-ball,  ’twill  be  a conquefl 
( Although  1 know  thou  art  a fortunate  Wencher, 

And  haft  done  rarely  in  thy  daies)  above  all  thy  ventures. 
Bel.  You  will  be  ever  near  ? 
eJlfir.  At  all  necefllties. 

And  take  thee  ofi^  and  fet  thee  on  again.  Boy  ^ 

And  cherifh  thee,  and  ftroak  thee. 

Bel.  Help  me  out  too  ? 

For  I know  I (hall  ftick  i’th’  mire : if  ye  fee  us  clofe  once. 

Be  gone,  and  leave  me  to  my  fortune,  fuddenly. 

For  I am  then  determin’d  to  do  wonders. 

Farewel,  and  fling  an  old  fhooe ; how  my  heart  throbs  I 
Would  I were  drunk ; Farewel  Pi»ac , Heaven  fend  us 
A joyfull  and  a merry  meeting,  man.  PC  Farewel, 
And  chcar  thy  heart  up  ^ and  remember  Bellure 
They  are  but  women. 

Bel.  1 had  rather  they  were  Lyons. 

Mir.  About  it ; Tie  be  with  you  inftantly,  fExemt. 

I pyfiter  Oriana. 

' Shall  I ne’r  be  at  reft  ? no  peace  of  confcience  ? 

No  quiet  for  thefc  creatures  I Am  I ordain’d 
^ To  be  devour’d  quick  by  thefe  fhe-Canibals  ? 

I Here’s  another  they  call  handfom,!  care  not  for  her, 

I ne’r  loolcafter  her ; when  1 am  half cipled 
It  may  be  I fhould  turn  her,  and  perufe  her. 

Or  in  my  want  of  women,  I mignccall  for  her  ^ 

But  to  be  haunted  when  1 have  no  fancic. 

No  maw  to  th’  matter Now,  why  do  you  follow  me  ? 

On.  I hope,  Sir,  ’cis  no  blcmilh  to  my  vertue, 
do  u 'cdyou  (outoffcruple)  ask  that  queftion, 
remember  ye,  before  your  Travel 
p:,.  -urft  YOU  ty’d  to  me : ’tis  my  love.  Sir, 

! • : . 's  mef''c’:ye,  roerri  ;•  ii  your  memory, 

' T fair  an:J  y;,  >;.  i cannot  fufler  ; 


On.  For  that  fair  piece  of  honefty  ye  fhew’d,Sir, 

That  conftant  noblenefs. 

Mtr.  How  ? for  1 am  ftiort  headed. 

Ori.  Tie  tell  ye  then  ^ for  refuling  that  free  offer 
Of  Monfienr  Natolets ; thofe  handfom  Beauties, 

Tiiofe  two  prime  Ladies,  that  might  well  have  preft  ye,. 

If  not  to  have  broken,  yet  to  have  bow’d  your  promile, 

I know  it  was  for  my  fake,  for  your  faith  fake. 

You  flipt  ’em  ofT;  your  honefty  compell’d  ye. 

And  let  me  tell  yc.  Sir,  it  Ihew’d  moft  handfomly. 

Mir.  And  let  me  tell  thee,  there  was  no  fuch  matter : 
Nothing  intended  that  way  of  that  nature  ^ 

I have  more  to  do  with  my  honefty  than  to  fool  it. 

Or  venture  it  in  fuch  leak  barks  as  women  •, 

I put  ’em  off,  becaufe  I lov’d  ’em  not, 

Becaufe  they  are  too  queazie  for  my  temper. 

And  not  for  thy  fake,  nor  the  Contradl  fake. 

Nor  vows,  nor  oaths  ^ I have  made  a thoufand  of ’em. 

They  are  things  indifferent,  whether  kept  or  broken  \ 

Meer  venial  flips,  that  grow  not  near  the  confcience  ^ 
Nothing  concerns  thofe  tender  parts  ^ they  are  trifles  *, 

For,  as  1 think,  there  was  never  man  yet  hop’d  for 
Either  conftancie,  orfecrecie,  from  a woman, 

Llnlefs  it  were  an  Afs  ordain’d  for  fufferance  i - 
Nor  to  contrad;  with  fuch  can  be  a Tial  *, 

So  let  them  know  again  j for  ’tis  a Juftice, 

And  a main  point  of  civil  policie. 

What  e’re  we  fay  or  fwear,  they  being  Reprobates, 

Out  of  the  ftate  of  faith,  we  are  clear  of  all  lides. 

And  ’tis  a curious  blindnels  to  believe  us. 

Ori.  You  do  not  mean  this  fure.? 

Mir.  Yesfure,  and  certain, 

Andholditpofitively,  as  a Principle,  (fluxes. 

As  ye  are  ftrange  things,  and  made  of  ftrange  fires  and 
So  we  are  allow’d  as  ftrange  wayes  to  obtain  ye. 

But  not  to  hold  ^ we  are  all  created  Errant. 

Ori.  You  told  me  other  tales. 

Mir.  I not  deny  it  ^ 

I have  talcs  of  all  forts  for  all  forts  of  women. 

And  proteftations  like  wife  of  all  fizes. 

As  they  have  vanities  to  make  us  coxcombs^ 

If  I obtain  a good  turn,  fo  it  is, 

1 am  thankfull  for  it:  if  I be  made  an  Als, 

The  mends  are  in  mine  own  hands,  or  the  Surgeons, 

And  there’s  an  end  on’t. 

Ori,  Do  not  you  love  me  then? 

Mtr.  As  I love  others,  heartily  I love  thee, 

When  I am  high  and  lufty,  I love  thee  cruelly : 

After  I have  made  a plenteous  meal,  and  fatisfi’d 
My  fenfes  with  all  delicates,  come  to  me. 

And  thou  flialt  fee  how  I love  thee. 

Ori.  Will  not  you  marry  me  ? 

Mtr.  No,  certain,  no,  for  any  thing  I know  yet } 

I muff:  not  loft  my  liberty,  dear  Lady, 

And  like  a wanton  Have  cry  for  more  Ihackles. 

What  Ihould  I marry  for  ? Do  I want  any  thing  ? 

Am  I an  inch  the  farther  from  my  pleafure .? 

Why  fhould  I be  at  charge  to  keep  a wife  of  mine  own. 
When  other  honeft  married  men  will  eafe  me  ? 

And  thank  me  too,  and  be  beholding  to  me ; 

Thou  thinkft  I am  mad  for  a Maiden-head,thou  art  cozen’d ; 
Or  if  I were  addided  to  that  diet 

Can  you  tell  me  where  1 fhould  have  one  ? thou  art  eighteen 
And  if  thou  baft  thy  Maidenhead  yet  extant,  ( now, 

Sure  ’tis  as  big  as  Cods-head  : and  thofe  grave  difhes 
I never  love  to  deal  withal : Do’ft  thou  fee  this  book  here  ? 
Look  over  all  theft  ranks ; all  thefe  are  women,  (quefts. 
Maids,  and  pretenders  to  Maiden-heads  \ theft  are  my  con- 
All  theft  I fwore  to  marry,  as  I fwore  to  thee. 

With  the  fame  refervation,  and  moft  righteoufly. 

Which  I need  not  have  done  neither ; for  alas  they  made  no 
And  I enjoy’d  ’em  at  my  will,  and  left  ’em : ( fcruplc. 

Some  of  ’em  are  married  lince,and  were  as  pure  maids  again. 
Nay  o’  my  confcience  better  than  they  were  bred  for  ^ 

The 
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The  reft  fine  Ibbcr  women. 

Ori.  Arc  ye  notafham’d,  Sirf 
Mir.  No  by  my  troth, Sir  ^ there’s  no  fhamc  belongs  to  if  j 
I hold  it  as  commendable  to  be  wealthy  in  pleafurc. 

As  others  do  in  rotten  Hreep,  and  paftiirc. 

Enter  de  Card, 

Ori.  Are  all  my  hopes  come  to  this  ? is  there  no  faith  ? 

No  troth  ? nor  modefty  in  men  ? 

de  C4.  How  now  Sifter, 

Why  weeping  thus  ? did  I not  prophefic  ? 

' Come  tdl  me  why 

^ On.  I am  not  well  i ’pray  ye  pardon  me.  [^Exit. 

I de  Ga.  Now  Monficur  Mirabel,  what  ails  my  Sifter  f 
You  have  been  playing  the  wag  with  her. 
j Mir.  As  I take  it, 

I She  is  crying  for  a cod-piece  ■,  is  (he  gone  ? 

Lord,  what  an  Age  is  this ! I was  calling  for  ye, 

For  as  I live  I thought  (he  would  have  ravifii’d  me. 
de  Ga.  Ye  are  merry  Sir. 

Mir.  Thou  know’ll  this  book,  de  ^ard,  this  inventory. 
de  Ga.  The  debt-book  of  your  Miftrefl'es,  I remember  it.  ; 
Mtr.  Why  this  was  it  that  anger’d  her ; (he  was  ftark  road  j 
She  found  not  her  name  here,  and  cry’d  down-right,  I 
Becaufe  1 would  not  pity  her  immediately, 

And  put  her  in  my  lift. 
de  Ga.  Sure  (he  had  more  modefty. 

Mir.  Their  modefty  is  anger  to  be  over  done  j 
They’l  quarrel  fooner  for  precedence  there. 

And  take  it  in  more  dudgeon  to  bellighted. 

Than  they  will  in  publique  meetings ; ’tis  their  natures: 

And  alas  I have  fo  many  to  difpatch  -yet. 

And  to  provide  my  felf  for  my  alfairs  too, 

That  ill  good  faith , 

deGard.  Be  not  too  glorious  foolilh  ; i 

■ Summe  not  your  Travels  up  with  vanities,  I 

• It  ill  becomes  your  expectation ; j 

Temper  your  Ipeech,  Sir  •,  whether  your  loofe  ftory  | 

Be  true,  orialfe  (for  you  are  fo  free,  I fear  it) 

Name  not  my  Sifter  in’t ',  I muft  not  hear  it  ^ [ 

Upon  your  danger  name  her  not : I hold'her 
A Gentlewoman  of  thofe  happy  parts  and  carriage, 

A good  mans  tongue  may  be  right  proud  to  fpeak  her. 

Mir.  Your  Sifter,  Sir  ? d’ye'blench  at  that  >d*ye  cavil  ? 
Do  you  hold  her  fuch  a piece, (he  may  not  be  play’d  withal  ? 

1 have  had  an  hundred  handfomer  and  nobler. 

Have  fil’d  to  me  too  for  fuch  a c-ourtelie : 

; Your  Sifter  comes  i’th’ r ear : fince  ye  are  fo  angry, 

I And  hold  your  Sifter  fuch  a ftrong  Recufant, 
j I tell  ye<I  may  do  it,  and  it  may  be  will  too, 

' It  may  be  have  too,  there’s  my  free  confeflion ; 

Work ‘upon 'that  now. 

I deCfard.  If  I thought  ye  had,  1 Would  work, 

I And  work  fuch  ftubborn  work,(hould  make  your  heart  ake j 
I But  1 believe  ye,  as  I ever  knew  ye, 

I A glorious  talker,  and  a Legend  maker 
Of  idle  tales,  and  trifles ; a depraver 
*Of  your  own  truth  *,  (their  honours'fly  about  ye  y 
And  fo  I take  my  leave,  but  with  this  caution, 

, Your  fword  be  furer  than  your  tongue,  you’l  fmart  clfe. 

Mir.  I laughat  thee,  fo  little  I refpeCl  thee  *, 

And  Tie  talk  louder,  and  defpife  thy  Sifter  y 
Set  up  a Chaniber-maid  that  fliall  out-(hine  her, 

Aud  carry  her  in  my  CoaCh  too, and  that  will  kill  her. 
GogetthyUents  up,  go.  ' ‘ 

Ye  are  a fine  Gentleman.  '{^Exit. 

! Mir.  Now  have  at  my  two  youths.  Tie  (ee  how  they  do, 

' How  they  behave  themlelves,  and  then  Tie ftudy 
! What  wench  (hall  love  me  next,  and  when  Tie  dole  her.  i 

' lExit. 

SCENE  TI. 

iEMtr  Tinac,  and  a Serttant. 

■ Pinac.  Art  thou  her  fervant,  Taift  thou  ? 
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Ser.  Her  pool  creature, 

But  fervant  to  her  liorle,  Sir. 

Pinac.  Canft  thou  (hew  me 

The  way  to  her  chamber  ? or  where  1 may  conveniently 
See  her,  or  come  to  talk  to  her? 

Ser.  That  1 can.  Sir  y 
But  the  queftion  is  whether  1 will  or  no. 

Pinac.  Why  Tic  content  thee. 

Ser.  Why  Tic  content  thee  then  y now  ye  come  to  me. 

Pi.  There’s  for  your  diligence, 

Ser.  There’s  her  chamber,  Sir  y 
And  this  way  (he  comes  out  y ftand  ye  but  here.  Sir, 

You  have  her  at  your  profpcCl,  or  your  pleafure. 

Pi.  Is  (he  not  very  angry  ? 

Ser.  You’l  find  that  quickly.- 
May  be  (he’ll  call  ye  fawey  feurvey  fellow. 

Or  fome  fuch  familiar  name : ’may  be  (he  knows  ye. 

And  will  flinga  Pifs-pot  at  ye,  or  a Pantofle, 

According  as  ye  are  in  acquaintance : if  (he  like  ye, 

’May  be  (he’ll  look  upon  ye,  ’may  be  no. 

And  two  moneths  hence  call  for  ye. 

Pinac.  This  is  fine. 

She  is  monllrous  proud  then  ? 

Ser.  She  is  a little  haughtie  y 
Of  a fmall  body,  fne  has  a mind  well  mounted. 

Gan  ye  fpeak  Greek  ? 

Pinac.  No,  certain. 

Ser.  Get  ye  gone  then  y 

And  talk  of  liars,  and  firmaments,  and  fire-drakes. 

Do  you  remember  who  was  Adams  School-mafter, 

And  who  taught^Ct/f  to  fpin  ? (he  knows  all  thefe. 

And  will  run  ye  over  the  beginning  o’th’  world 
As  familiar  as  a Fidler. 

Can  ye  (it  feven  hours  together,  and  fay  nothing  ? 

Which  (he  will  do,  and  when  (he  fpeaks,fpeak  Oracles  y 
Speak  things  that  no  man  underftands,nor  her  felf  neither. 

Pi.  Thou  mak’ft  me  wonder. 

Ser.  Can  ye  fmile  ? 

'Pi.  Yes  willingly ; 

For  naturally  I bear  a mirth  about  me. 

Ser.  She’l  ne’r  endure  ye  then ; (be  is  never  merry  9 
If  (he  fee  one  laugh,  (he’ll  fwound  pad  Aqua  vita : 

Never  come  near  her.  Sir  y if  ye  chance  to  venture. 

And  talk  not  like  a Do(flor,  you  are  damn’d  too ; 

I have  told  enough  for  your  crOwn,and  fo  good  fpeed  ye.f  £a:. 
Pi.  I have  a pretty  task,  if  (he  be  thus  curious, 

As  fure  it  feems  (he  is  y if  I fall  off  now, 

I fnall  be  laugh’d  at  fearfully  y if  I go  forward, 

I can  but  be  abus’d,  and  that  I look  for. 

And  yet  I may  hit  right,  but  ’tis  unlikely. 

Stay,  in  what  mood  and  figure  (hall  I attempt  her  ? 

A carelefs  way  ? no,  no,  that  will  not  waken  her  y 
Befides,  her  gravity  will  give  me  line  ftill. 

And  let  me  lofe  my  felf  y yet  this  way  often 
Has  hit,  and  handfomly.  A wanton  method  >’ 

1,  if  (he  give  it  leave  to  fink  into  her  confideration  y 
But  there’s  the  doubt : if  it  but  ftir  her  blood  once, 

And  creep  into  the  crannies  of  her  phanfie, 

Set  her  a gog  : but  if  (he  chance  to  flight  it, 

And  by  the  pow’r  of  her  modefty  fling  it  back, 

1 (hall  appear  the  arrantft  Rafcal  to  her, 

The  mo(l  licentious  knave,  for  I fhall  talk  lewdly. 

To  jear  my  felfaufterely  ? rate  my  words, 

And  fling  a general  gravitie  about  me, 

As  if  1 meant  to  give  Laws  ? but  this  I cannot  do, 

This  is  a way  above  myunderftandingy 
Or  if  I could,  ’tis  odds  (he’ll  think  1 mock  her  y 
For  ferious  andTad  things  are  ever  ftill  fufpicious. 

Well,  Tie  fay  fomething. 

But  learning  I have  none,  and  le(s  good  manners, 

Efpecially  foriLadiesy  well,  Tlefetmybeftfacey 

Enter  LUia,  Petella. 

I hear  fome  coming  y this  is  the  firft  woman 
I ever  ^ 
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‘ ever  tcar’d  yet,  the  tirll  face  that  lhakes  me, 

. Li.  Give  me  my  hat  Petclity  take  this  veil  ofl^ 

This  fnllcn  cloud,  it  darkens  my  delights  •, 

Come  wench  be  free, and  let  the  Mulick  warble, 

I Play  me  fome  lulty  nieaUire. 

r$.  This  is  Ihe  Pure, 
j The  very  fame  I taw,  tiie  very  woman, 

! The  Gravitie  I wonder’d  at : Stay,  iby, 

I Let  me  be  fure  •,  ne’r  truft  me,  but  Ihc  danceth, 

I Summer  is  in  her  face  now,  and  Ihe  skippcth  ; 

' riegoa  little  nearer. 

. Lt.  Quicker  time  fellows, 

' Ertcr  Miralxl. 

I cannot  find  my  legs  yet,  now  PetelU. 

ft.  I am  amaz’d,  1 am  founder’d  in  my  fancies. 

M:r.  Hah,  lay  ye  I'o  ; is  this  your  gravitie  ? 

This  the  aurteritie  ye  put  upon  ye  ? 

I’lc  fee  more  o’  this  fport. 

I Ltl.  A Song  now  ^ 

1 Call  in  for  a merry,  and  a light  Song, 
j And  fing  it  with  a liberal  fpirit. 

Et:tcr  a ATan. 

M.UU  Yes,  Madam.  (company. 

Lil.  And  be  not  amaz’d  Sirrah,  but  take  us  for  your  own 
Let’s  walk  our  felves ; come  wench,  would  we  had  a man  or 
T/.Sure  fhe  has  fpi’d  me, and  will  abufe  me  dreadfully,  (two. 
She  has  put  on  this  for  the  purpofe-,  yet  1 will  try  her. 
Madam,  I would  be  loth  my  rude  intrulion. 

Which  I mull:  crave  a pardon  lor 

Lil.  O ye  are  welcom. 

Ye  are  very  welcom,  Sir,  we  want  fuch  a one  ^ 

Strike  up  again : 1 dare  prefume  ye  dance  well : 

Quick,  quick,  Sir,  quick,  the  timeftealson. 

?i.  I would  talk  with  ye. 

Ltl.  Talk  as  ye  dance. 

Mir.  She’l  beat  him  ofFhis  legs  firft, 
i This  is  the  fineft  Mafque. 

Lil.  Now  how  do  ye.  Sir? 

Pi.  You  have  giv»en  me  a Ihrewd  heat. 

Ltl.  I’le  give  ye  a hundred. 

Come  fing  now,  ling  •,  for  I know  ye  fing  well, 
j I fee  ye  have  a finging  face. 

\ Pi.  A fine  Modefty .' 

! If  I could,  Ihe’d  never  give  me  breath, 
j Madam  would  I might  lit  and  recover. 

I Ltl.  Sit  here,  and  fing  now, 

I Let’s  do  things  quickly,  Sir,  and  handfomly. 

Sit  clofe  wench,  dole,  begin,  begin.  So/>£. 

*Pt.  1 am  leflbn’d. 

Ltl.  ’Tis  very  pretty  i’faith,  give  me  Ibme  wine  now. 

Pt.  I would  fain  fpeak  to  ye. 

Lil.  You  lhall  drink  firll,  believe  me : 

Here’s  to  yealufty  health. 

Pt.  I thank  ye  Lady, 

Would  1 were  off  again  •,  I fmell  my  mifery 
I was  never  put  to  this  rack ; I lhall  be  di  unk  too.  (much  : 
Mir.  Ifthoube’fl  not  a right  one,  I have  lofb  mine  aim 
I thank  Heaven  that  1 have  fcap’d  thee  •,  To  her  Pinac-.^ 

For  thou  art  as  fure  to  have  her,  and  to  groan  for  her 

rie  lee  how  my  other  youth  does  \ this  fpeeds  trimly  : 

A fine  grave  Gentlewoman, and  worth  much  honour.  \_Exit. 

] Ltl.  Now/*  how  do  yc  like  me.  Sir? 

‘Pi.  I like  ye  rarely. 

Ltl.  Yc  fee, Sir, though  fometimes  we  aregrave  and  filent, 
And  put  on  fadder  difpofitions. 

Yet  we  are  compounded  of  free  parts,  and  Ibmctimcs  too 
Our  lighter,  airie,  and  our  fierie  mettles  _ (Sir? 

Break  out, and  Ihew  thcrafclves  •,  and  what  think  you  of  that 
Pi.  Good  Lady  fit,  for  I am  very  weary ; ^ 

And  then  I’le  tell  ye. 

Ltl.  Fie,  a young  man  idle.' 

Up,  and  walk*,  be  (till  inadtion.  i 


The  motions  of  the  body  arc  fair  beauties, 

Belides  ’tis  cold  ; ods-me  Sir,  let’s  walk  falter. 

What  think  ye  now  of  the  Lady  Felicia  ? 

And  Bella  fronte  the  Dukes  fa  ir  Daughter  ? ha  ? 

Are  they  not  handfom  things  ? there  is  Duarta, 

And  brown  Olivia. 

Pi.  1 know  none  of  ’em. 

Lil.  But  brown  mull  not  be  call  away, Sir  ^ if  young  Lelia 
Had  kept  her  felf  till  this  day  from  a Husband, 

Why  what  a Beaut}'-,  Sir.^  you  know  Ifmena 
The  fair  lem  of  Saint  ^erma'u} 

Pt.  By  my  troth  I do  not. 

Ltl.  And  then  I know  you  mull  hear  of  Brifac, 

How  unlike  a Gentleman 

Pi.  As  I live  I have  heard  nothing. 

Ltl.  Strike  me  another  Galliard. 

Pi.  By  this  light  I cannot ; 

In  troth  I have  fprain’d  my  leg.  Madam. 

Lil.  Now  fit  ye  down,  Sir, 

And  tell  me  why  ye  came  hither, why  ye  chofe  me  out  ? 
What  is  your  bufinefs?  your  errant  ? difpatch,  difpatch  ? 
’May  be  ye  are  fome  Gentlemans  man,  and  I millook  ye. 
That  have  brought  me  a Letter,  or  a haunch  of  Venifon, 
Sent  me  from  fome  friend  of  mine. 

Pi.  Do  I look  like  a Carrier  ? 

You  might  allow  me  what  I am,  a Gentleman. 

Lil.  Cry  ’ye  mercie.  Sir,  I faw  ye  yellerday. 

You  are  new  come  out  of  Travel,  I millook  ye  *, 

And  how  do  all  our  impudent  friends  in 

Pi.  Madam,  I came  with  duty,and  fair  courtefie, 

Service,  and  honour  to  ye. 

Lil.  Ye  came  to  jear  me : 

Ye  fee  I am  merry,  Sir,  I have  chang’d  my  copy  .* 

None  of  the  Sages  now,  and  ’pray  ye  proclaim  it, 

Fling  on  me  what  afperfion  you  lhall  pleafe.  Sir, 
Ofwantonnels,  orwildnefs,  I look  for  it  j 
And  tell  the  world  I am  an  hypocrite , 

Mask  in  a forc’d  and  borrow’d  lhape,  1 expedl  it ; 

But  not  to  have  you  believ’d  } for  mark  ye.  Sir, 

I have  won  a nobler  ellimation, 

A ftronger  tie  by  my  diferetion 

Upon  opinion  (how  e’re  you  think  I forced  it) 

Than  either  tongue  or  art  of  yours  can  flubber. 

And  when  I pleafe  I will  be  what  I pleafe.  Sir, 

So  I exceed  not  Mean ; and  none  fliall  brand  it 
Either  with  fcorn  or  lhame,  but  (hall  be  flighted. 

Pi.  Lady,  1 come  to  love  ye. 

Lil.  Love  your  felf.  Sir, 

And  when  I want  obfervers.  I’ll  fend  for  ye : 

Heigh,  ho } my  fit’s  almoll  off,  for  we  do  all  by  fits.  Sir : 

If  ye  be  weary,  fit  till  I come  again  to  ye.  £_Exit. 

P?.This  is  a wench  of  a dainty  fpirif,but  hang  me  ifl  know  yet 
Either  what  to  think,or  make  of  her^lhe  had  her  will  of  me. 
And  baited  me  abundantly,  I thank  her, 

Andiconfefs  I never  was  lb  blurred. 

Nor  ever  fo  abus’d  ; 1 mull  bear  mine  own  fins  ^ 

Ye  talk  of  Travels,  here’s  a curious  Country, 

Yet  I will  find  her  out,  or  forfwear  my  facultie.  l^Exit. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Rofalura,  and  Oriana. 

Rof.  Ne’r  vex  your  felf,  nor  grieve } ye  are  a fool  then. 

Or.  I am  fure  I am  made  fo  .*  yet  before  I fuffer 
Thus  like  a girl,  and  give  him  leave  to  triumph 

Rof.  You  fay  right ; for  as  long  as  he  perceives  ye 
Sink  under  his  proud  fcornings,  he’ll  laugh  at  ye  .* 

For  me  fccure  your  felf*,  and  for  my  Sifter, 

I partly  know  her  mind  too : howfoever 
To  obey  my  Father  we  have  made  a tender 
Of  our  poor  beauties  to  the  travel’d  Mon/ienr  ^ 

Yet  two  words  to  a bargain  •,  he  flights  us 
As  skittifh  things,  andweihun  him  as  curious. 

May  be  my  free  behaviour  turns  his  ftomach, 
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And  makes  him  fccm  to  doubt  a loofc  opinion. 

Imuft  be  fo  fometimcs,  though  all  the  world  fawit. 

Ori.  Why  (hould  not  yc } Arc  our  minds  only  mcafur’d  ? 
As  long  as  here  yc  ftand  Iccurc. 

Rof.  Yc  fay  true  i 

As  long  as  mine  own  ConfQicnce  makes  no  queflion, 

What  care  1 for  Report  f That  Woman’s  mifcrable 
That’S  good  or  bad  for  their  tongues  fa  kc ; Come  let’s  retire. 
And  get  my  veil  Wench : By  my  troth  your  forrow, 

And  the  confideration  of  mens  humorous  maddings. 

Have  put  me  into  a ferious  contemplation. 

Enter  Mirabel  and  Belleur. 

Orta.  Come  ’faith,  let’s  fit,  and  think. 

Rof.  That’s  all  my  bufinefs.  (ward. 

Mir.  Why  ftandft  thou  peeping  here  ? thou  great  flug,for- 
Bel.  She  is  there,  peace. 

Mtr.  Why  ftandfl;  thou  here  then, 

Sneaking,  and  peaking,  as  thou  would’d  Real  linnen  ? 

Haft  thou  not  place  and  time  ? 

Bel.  I had  a rarefpeech 
Studied,  and  almolt  ready,  and  your  violence 
Has  beat  it  out  of  my  brains. 

Mir.  Hang  your  rare  fpeeches, 

Go  me  on  like  a man. 

'Bel.  Let  me  fet  my  Beard  up. 

How  has  Pinac  performed  ? 

Mir.  He  has  won  already : 

He  Rands  not  thrumming  of  caps  thus.  , , 

Bel.  Lord,  what Ihould  1 ail.'*  (Hum. 

What  a cold  I have  over  my  Romach ; would  I had  fome 
Certain  1 have  a great  mind  to  be  at  her : 

A mighty  mind.  , 

Mtr.  On  fool. 

Bel.  Good  words,  I befeech  ye  j 
For  I will  not  be  abufed  by  both. 

Mtr.  Adieu,  then, 

I will  not  trouble  you,  I lee  you  are  valiant. 

And  work  your  own  way. 

Bel.  HiR,  hiR,  I will  be  rul’d, 

I will  ’faith,  I will  go  prefently ; 

Will  ye  forfake  me  now  and  leave  me  i’th’  luds  ? 

You  know  I am  falfe-hearted  this  way  *,  I befeech  ye. 

Good  fweet  Mirabel  •,  Tie  cut  your  throat  if  ye  leave  me, 
Indeed  I will  fweet  hearts 
Mtr.  I will  be  ready. 

Still  at  thine  elbow ; take  a mans  heart  to  thee, 

And  fpeak  thy  mind : the  plainer  Rill  the  better. 

She  is  a woman  of  that  free  behaviour, 

Indeed  that  common  courtefie,  Ihe  cannot  deny  thee  j 
Go  bravely  on. 

Bel.  Madam keep  clofe  about  me. 

Still  at  my  back.  Madam,  fweet  Madam 

Rof  Ha*, 

What  noife  is  that,  what  faucy  found  to  trouble  me  ? 

Mtr.  What  faid  Ihe  ? 

Bel.  I am  faucy. 

Mir.  ’Tis  the  better. 

Bel.  She  comes  •,  muR  I be  faucy  Rill  ? 

Mir.  More  faucy.  » 

Rof  Still  troubled  with  thefe  vanities  ? Heaven  blefs  us  •, 
What  are  we  born  to?  would  ye  fpeak  with  any  of  my  people? 
Go  in.  Sir,  1 am  bufie. 

Bel.  This  is  not  Rie  fure : 

Is  this  two  Children  at  a Birth  ? I’Je  be  bang’d  then ; 

Mine  was  a merry  Gentlewoman,  talkt  daintily, 

Talkt  of  thofe  matters  that  befitted  women  •, 

This  is  a parcel- pray’r-book  •,  I’m  ferv’d  fweetly  ; 

And  now  1 am  to  look  too-,  I was  prepar’d  for  th’  other  wfly. 
Rof  Do  you  know  that  man  ? 

Oria.  Sure  I have  feen  him,  Lady. 

Rof.  Methinks  ’tis  pity  fuch  a luRy  fellow 
Should  wander  up  and  down  and  want  employment. 

^el.  She  takes  me  for  a Rogue ; y6u  may  do  well.  Madam, 
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To  Ray  this  wanderer,  and  fet  him  a work,  forfooth, 

He  can  do  fbmethingthat  may  pleafe  your  Ladilhip. 

I have  heard  of  Women  that  defire  good  breedings, 

Two  at  a birth,  or  lb, 

Rof.  The  fellow’s  impudent. 

Oria.  Sure  he  is  crazed.  ' . 

Rof  1 have  heard  qf  men  too,  that  have  had  good  manners-, 
Sure  this  is  want  of  grace indeed ’tis  great  pity  i . 

The  young  man  has  been  bred  fo  ill  -,  but  this  lewd  Age 
Is  full  of  fuch  examples. 

Bel.  I am  founder’d. 

And  fome  fhall  rue  the  fetting  of  me  on.  > 

Mtr.  Ha?  fobookifli.  Lady,  is  it  poflible? 

Turn’d  holy  at  the  heart  too  ? Tie  be  bang’d  then; 

Why  this  is  fuch  a feat,  fuch  an  activity,  , 

Such  faR  and  loofe ; a vcyl  too  for  your  Knavery  ? 

Odioy  dio\  . ’ 

.^o/.  What  do  you  take  me  for,.  Sir.?  ; ; 
ejllir.  An  hypocrite,  a wanton,  adiflemblcr. 

How  e’re  ye  feem,  and  thus  ye  are  to  be  handled. 

Mark  me  Belleur ^ and  this  you  love,  1 know  it. 

Rof.  Stand  ofl^  bold  Sir. 

Mir.  You  wear  good  Cloaths  to  this  end, 

Jewels,  love  FeaRs,  and  Mafques. 

Rof  Ye  aremonRrous  fancy. 

Mtr.  All  this  to  draw  on  fools?  and  thus,  thus  Lady,' 

Ye  are  to  be  lull’d.  ; 

Bel.  Let  her  alone,  I’le  fwinge  ye  elfe, 

I will  ’faith  j for  though  I cannot  skill  o’this  matter 
My  felf,  I will  not  fee  another  do  it  before  me, 

And  do  it  worfe. 

Rof  Away,  ye  are  a vain  thing* 

You  have  travell’d  far.  Sir,  to  return  again  ^ . 

A windy  and  poor  Bladder : you  talk  of  Women, 

That  are  not  wprth  the  favour  of  a common  one 
The  grace  of  her  grew  in  an  Hofpital : , 

AgainR  a thoufand  fuch  blown  fooleries 
I am  able  to  maintain  good  Womens  honours,  r 
Their  freedoms,  and  their  fames,  and  I will  do  it, 

Mir.  She  has  alraoR  Rruck  me  dumb  too. 

Rof.  And  declaim  - 

AgainR  your  bafe  malicious  tongues  5'  your  noifes ; 

For  they  are  nothing  elfe  .*  You  teach  behaviours  ? . 

Or  touch  us  for  our  freedoms  ? teach  your  felves  manners. 

Truth  and  fbbriety,  and  live  fo  dearly 

That  our  lives  may  Ihine  in  ye  ^ and  then  task  us": 

It  feems  ye  are  hot,  the  fuburbs  will  fupply  ye. 

Good  Women  fcorn  fuch  GameRers  fo  I’le  leave  ye, , , 

I am  forry  to  fee  this : ’faith  Sir,  live  fairly.  {.^xit, 

Mir.  This  woman,  if  Ihe  hold  on,  may  be  vertuous, 

’Tis almoR poflible:  we’ll  have  anew  day. 

Bel.  Ye  brought  nie  on,  ye  forced  me  to  this  foolery  j 
lamalham’d,  lamfcorn’d,  lamflurted^  yes,  lam  fo; 
Though  I cannot  talk  to  a woman  like  your  worlhip, 

And  ufe  my  phrafes,  and  my  learned  figures, 

Yet  I can  fight  with  any  man. 

<iJP!ir.  Fie; 

Bel.  lean.  Sir, 

And  I will  fight. 
tJ^ir.  With  whom? 

'Bel.  With  you,  with  any  man  j 
For  all  men-now  will  laugh  at  me. 
eJ^tr.  Prethee  be  moderate. 

.Be/.  And  Tie  beat  all  men.  Cbme. 
eJddir.  I love  thee  dearly. 

'Bet.  I beat  all  that  love,  Love  has  undone  me  5, 

Never  tell  me,  I will  not  be  a HiRof  y. 
eJldtr.  Thou  art  not. 

Bel.  ’Sfobt  I will  not  give  me  robni. 

And  let  me  fee  the  pr  oudeR  of  ye  jeer  mey 
And  I’le  begin  with  you  fiift.  i 

<iJMir.  ’Prethee  Bf/Zar ; 

If  I do  not  fatisfie  thee- •' 

Bel.  Well,  look  ye  do:  ^ f.  , 

. . ..  Nntf  ButJ 
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But  now  1 think  on’t  better,  ’tis  impolTible ; 

I mult  beat  Tome  bo<ly,  I am  maul’d  my  fdf. 

And  I ought  in  jultice 

No,  no,  no,  yc  are  couzen’d  j 
But  walk,  and  let  me  talk  to  thee. 

Bd.  Talkwilely, 

And  fee  that  no  man  laugh  upon  no  occafion  ^ 

For  1 (hall  think  then  ’tis  at  me. 

07/»r.  I warrant  thee. 

Bd.  Nor  no  more  talk  of  this. 

(JUir.  Do’ft  think  1 am  maddilh  ? 

‘Bd.  I mull  needs  fight  yet  •,  for  I find  it  concerns  me, 

A pox  on’t,  I mull  fight. 

tjlltr.  ’Faith  thou  lhalt  not.  \_Exeunt. 


Tertiits.  Scena  Frima. 

£wrerDeGard,  WLeverdure,  4/t.«Lugier. 

DeG.\  Know  ye  are  a Scholar,  and  can  do  wonders. 

1 Lng.  There’s  no  great  Scholarlhip  belongs  to  this, 
What  1 am,  f am ; I pity  your  poor  Siller,  (Sir  •, 

And  heartily  I hatethefe  Travellers, 

: Thefe  Gim-cracks,  made  of  Mops,  and  Motions : 

There’s  nothing  in  their  houfes  here  but  hummings ; 

: A Bee  has  more  brains.  I grieve,  and  vex  too 
The  infolent  licentious  carriage 
Of  this  out- lacing  fellow,  O^irabell, 

And  1 am  mad  to  fee  him  prick  his  plumes  up. 

DeCjar.  His  wrongs  you  partly  know. 

; LHg.  Do  not  you  llir,  Sir, 

' Since  he  has  begun  with  wit,  let  wit  revenge  it  * 

I Keep  your  fword  dole,  we’ll  cut  his  throat  a new  way. 
i 1 am  alham’d  the  Gentlewoman  lliould  fulfer 
Such  bafe  lewd  wrongs. 

De  Gar.  I will  be  rul’d,  he  lhall  live. 

And  left  to  your  revenge. 

Lug.  I,  I,  rie  fit  him: 

He  makes  a common  fcorn  of  handfome  Women  ^ 

I Modelly,  and  good  manners  are  his  May-games : 

I He  takes  up  Maidenheads  with  a new  Commilfion-, 

I The  Church  warrant’s  out  of  date : follow  my  Counfel, 

I For  1 am  zealous  in  the  Caufe. 
j DeGar.  Iwill,  Sif, 

, And  will  be  Hill  direfted : for  the  truth  is 
i My  Sword  will  make  my  Siller  feem  more  monllrous  .- 
I Befides  there  is  no  honour  won  on  Reprobates. 

You  are  i’th’  righf.Thc  flight  he  has  Ihew’d  my  Pupils, 
Sets  me  a fire  too go  /’le  prepare  yOur  Siller, 

And  as  / told  ye. 

DeCar.  Yes  all  lhall  be  fit.  Sir. 

Lug.  And  ferioufly,  and  handfomely. 

T^eGar.  /warrant ye. 

Lug.  A little  counfel  moie. 
i DeGar.  ’Tiswell. 

Lug.  Mollltately. 

See  that  obferv’d ; and  then. 

De  Gar.  I have  ye  every  way. 

Lug.  Away  then  and  be  ready.  . 

With  all  fpeed.  Sir.  {Exit. 

Enter  Lillia,  Rofalurc,  and  Oriana. 

; Lug.  We’ll  learn  to  travel  too,  may  be  beyond  him. 
Good  day.  Fair  beauties. 

Ld.  You  have  beautified  us. 

' We  thank  ye,  Sir,  ye  have  fet  us  off  moll  gallantly 
i With  your  grave  precepts. 

‘ Ro^.  We  expeifted  Husbands 
Out  of  your  Documents,  and  taught  behaviours  j (us, 
I Excellent  Husbands,  thought  men  would  run  Hark  mad  on 
j Men  of  all  Ages,  and  allftates:  weexpedted 
I An  Inundation  of  defires,  and  offers. 


A Torrent  of  trim  Suitors : all  vve  did. 

Or  faid,  or  purpos’d  to  be  Spells  about  us, 

Spells  to  provoke 

Li\.  Ye  have  provoke’d  us  finely. 

We  follow’d  your  diredlions,  we  did  rarely, 

\A^e  were  Stately,  Coy,  Demure,  Carelefs,  Light,  Giddy, 
And  play’d  at  all  points : This  you  fwore  would  carry. 

£o/We  made  Love, and  contemn’d  Love.Nowfeem’dhoIy 
With  fuch  a reverent  put-on  Refervation 
Which  could  not  mifs  according  to  your  Principles, 

Now  gave  more  hope  again.  Now  clofe,  now  publick, 

Still  up  and  down,  we  beat  it  like  a Billow  *, 

And  ever  thofe  behaviours  you  read  to  us, 

Subtil,  and  new.  Butallthis  will  not  help  us. 

Ld.  They  help  to  hinder  us  of  all  Acquaintance, 

They  have  frighted  off  all  Friends : what  am  I better 
For  all  my  Learning,  ifl  love  a Dunce, 

A handfome  dunce  ? to  what  ufe  ftrves  my  Reading? 

You  fhould  have  taught  me  what  belongs  to  Horfes, 

Doggs,  Dice,  Hawks,  Banquets,  Masks,  free  and  fair  Meet- 
To  have  ftudied  Gowns  and  Dreffings.  (inS^j 

Lug.  Ye  are  not  mad  fure. 

Ref.  We  fhall  be  if  we  follow  your  encouragements  j 
rie  take  mine  own  way  now. 

Lil.  And  I my  fortune : 

We  may  live  Maids  elfe  till  the  Moon  drop  Mil-flones  j 
I fee  your  modeft  Women  are  taken  for  monfters, 

A Dowry  of  good  breeding  is  worth  nothing.  (yet. 

Lug.  Since  ye  take  it  fo  to  th’  heart,  pray’ye  give  me  leave 
And  ye  lhall  fee  how  Tie  convert  thisHeretick  j 

Mark  how  this  aJldirabdl 

Lil.  Name  him  no  more : 

For,  though  I long  for  a Husband,  I hate  him, 

And  would  be  marryed  fooner  to  a Monkey, 
OrtoaJ^ci^ofStraw,  than  fuch  a Juggler. 

Rof  I am  of  that  mind  too ; he  is  too  nimble, 

And  plays  at  fall  and  loofe  too  learnedly 

For  a plain-meaning  Woman  y that’s  the  truth  on’t. 

Here’s  one  too,  that  we  love  well,  would  be  angry ; 

And  reafon  why : No,  no,  we  will  not  trouble  ye 
Nor  him,  at  this  time;  may  he  make  you  happy. 

We’ll  turn  our  felves  loofe  now,  to  our  fair  fortunes, 

And  the  down  right  way. 

Lil.  The  winning-way  we’ll  follow, 

We’ll  bait,  that  men  may  bite  fair,  and  not  be  frighted  y 
Yet  we’ll  not  be  carryed  fo  cheap  neither : we’ll  have  fome 
Some  mad-Morris  or  other  for  our  mony.  Tutor.  (fport. 
Lug.  'Tis  like  enough ; profper  your  own  Devices ; 

Ye  are  old  enough  to  choofe : But  for  this  Gentlewoman, 
So  pleafe  her,  give  me  leave. 

Oria.  I fliall  be  glad.  Sir, 

To  find  a friend,  whofe  pity  may  direift  me. 

Lug.  rie  do  my  beft,  and  faithfully  deal  for  ye  j 
But  then  ye  muft  be  ruled. 

Oria.  In  all,  I vow  to  ye. 

Rof  Do,  do : he  has  a lucky  hand  fometimes,  I’le  aflure  ye : 
And  hunts  the  recovery  of  a loft  Lover  deadly. 

Lug.  You  muft  away  ftraight. 

Oria.  Yes. 

Lug.  And  Tie  inftruift  ye : 

Here  ye  can  know  no  more. 

Oria.  By  your  leave,  fweet  Ladies, 

And  all  our  Fortunes,  arrive  at  our  ownwifhes. 

Lil.  Amen,  Amen. 

Lug.  I muft  borrow  your  man. 

Ltl.  ’Pray  take  him , ' 

He  is  within  : to  do  her  good,  take  any  thing. 

Take  us,  and  all. 

Lug.  No  doubt  ye  may  find  Takers  ^ 

And  fo  we’ll  leave  ye  to  your  own  difpofes.  XJ^xemt. 
Lil.  Now  which  way.  Wench. 

Rof  We’ll  go  a brave  way  *,  fear  not ; 

Afafe,  and  fure  way  too;  and  yet  a by-way, 

I muft  confefs  I have  a great  mind  to  be  married. 
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Lei.  So  have  I too,  a grudging  of  good-will  that  way  • 
And  would  as  fainbe  difpatch’d.But  thisMonfienri^ickfilver. 

^o/No,no : we’ll  bar  him, by, and  Main  : Let  him  trample; 
There  is  no  lafety  in  his  Suiquedric 
An  Army-Royal  of  women,  are  too  few  for  him, 

He  keeps  a Journal  of  hisGentlcnefs, 

And  will  go  near  to  print  his  fair  difpatches, 

And  call  it  his  triumph  over  time  and  women : 

Let  him  pafs  out  of  memory ; what  think  ye 
Of  his  two  Companions? 

Lei.  Pinne  methinks  is  reafonable  •, 

A little  modeftie  he  has  brought  home  with  him. 

And  might  be  taught  in  time  fome  handfom  duty. 

Rof  They  fay  he  is  a wcncher  too. 

Lei.  I like  him  better  : 

A free  light  touch  or  two  becomes  a Gentleman, 

And  fets  him  feemly  off:  fo  he  exceed  not, 

But  keep  his  compafs,  clear  he  may  be  lookt  at  *, 

1 would  not  marry  a man  that  muft  be  taught. 

And  conjur’d  up  with  kilTcs ; the  bell  game 
Is  plaid  ftill  by  the  bell  Gamefters. 

Rof.  Fie  upon  thee  ! 

What  talk  haft  thou? 

Lei.  Are  not  we  alone,  and  merry  ? (Gentleman 

Why  fhould  we  be  aftiam’d  to  fpeak  what  we  think  ? thy 
The  tall  fat  fellow he  that  came  to  fee  thee. 

Rof  Is’t  not  a goodly  man  I 
Lei.  A wondrous  goodly  ! 

H’as  weight  enough  I warrant  thee  : Mercy  upon  me  ; 

What  a Serpent  wilt  thou  feem  under  fuch  a S.  Cjeorge. 

Rof.  Thou  art  a fool  •,  give  me  a man  brings  Mettle, 

Brings  fubftance  with  him ; needs  no  Broths  to  Lare  him  .• 
Thefe  little  fellows  Ihew  like  Fleas  in  boxes. 

Hop  up  and  down,  and  keep  a ftir  to  vex  us  *, 

Give  me  the  puiffant  Pike,  take  you  the  fmall  fhot. 

Lei.  Of  a great  thing  I have  not  feen  a duller. 

Therefore  methinks,  fweet  Sifter 

Rof  Peace : he’s  modeft  : 

A bafhfulnefs,  which  is  a point  of  grace,  wench  .* 

But  when  theft  fellows  come  to  moulding,  Sifter, 

To  heat,  and  handling : as  I live,  I like  him; 

Enter  Mirabel. 

And  methinks  I could  form  him. 

Lei.  Peace:  the  Fire-drake. 

ALir.  ’Blefs  ye  fweet  beauties.fweet  incomparable  Ladies ; 
Sweet  wits : fweet  humours : ’Blefs  you,  learned  Lady, 

And  you,  moft  holy  Nun ; ’Blefs  your  Devotions.  (Sir, 
Lei.  And  ’blefs  your  brains, Sir, your  moft  pregnant  brains. 
They  are  in  Travel,  may  they  be  delivered 
Ofa  moft  hopeful  Wild-Goofe. 

Rof.  * Blefs  your  manhood  ; 

They  fay  ye  are  a Gentleman  of  adtion, 

A fair  accomplifh’d  man  •,  and  a rare  Engineer, 

You  have  a trick  to  blow  up  Maidenheads, 

Afubtle  trick,  they  fay  abroad. 

Mir.  I have  Lady. 

Rof.  And  often  glory  in  their  Ruines. 

Mr.  Yes  forfooth  ^ 

I have  a fpeedy  trick : pleafe  you  to  try  it : 

My  Engine  will  dilpatch  ye  inftantly. 

Rof  I would  1 were  a woman.  Sir,  fit  for  ye. 

As  there  be  fuch, no  doubt,  may  Engine  you  too  •, 

May  with  a Counter-mine  blow  up  your  valour ; 

But  in  good  faith,  Sir,  we  ire  both  too  honeft : 

And  the  plague  is,  we  can  not  be  perfwaded : 

For,  look  ye : if  we  thought  it  were  a glory 

To  be  the  laft  of  all  your  lovely  Ladies.  (Market ; 

Mir.  Come,  come;  leave  prating ; this  has  fpoil’d  your 
This  pride,  and  pufft-up  heart,will  make  ye  fall.  Ladies, 

Faft,  when  ye  are  hungry  too. 

Rof.  The  more  our  pain.  Sir, 

Lei.  The  more  our  health,  I hope  too. 

Mir,  Your  behaviours 


Have  made  men  ftand  amaz’d  ^ thoft  men  that  lov’d  yc ; 
Men  of  fair  States  and  parts ; your  ftrange  conventions 
Into  I know  not  what,  nor  how,  nor  wherefore  \ 

Your  fcornsof  thofethat  cametovifit  yc*, 

Your  ftudied  Whim-whams ; and  your  fine  fet  faces  •* 
What  have  theft  got  ye  ? proud,  and  harfli  opinions ; 

A Travel’d-7I/owy/f//r,  was  the  ftrangeft  Creature, 

The  wildeft  Monftcr  to  be  wondred  at ; . - 
His  Perfon  made  a publique  Scoff,  his  knowledge, 

(As  if  he  had  been  bred  ’mongft  Bears  or  Bandoggs) 
Siiunn’d  and  avoided : his  converfation  fnuft  at. 

What  Haiveft  brings  all  this? 

Rof  I pray  yc  proceed,  Sir.  : 

Mir.  Now  yc  lhall  fee  in  what  efteem  a Traveller, 

An  underftanding  Gentleman,  and  a Monfieur 
Is  to  be  held,  and  to  youi^  griefs  confefs  it, 

Both  to  your  griefs,  and  galls. 

Lei.  In  what  I pray  ye.  Sir  ? 

We  would  be  glad  to  underftand  your  excellence. 

Mir.  Goe  on,  (fweet  Ladies)  it  becomes  ye  rarely. 

For  me,  I have  bleft  me  from  yc,  ftoff  on  ftrioufly. 

And  note  the  Man  ye  mock’d  ; you,  (Lady  Learning) 

Note  the  poor  T rateller,  that  came  to  vifit  ye. 

That  flat  unfurnifli’d  fellow : note  him  throughly. 

You  may  chance  to  fee  him  anon. 

Lei.  ’Tis  very  likely. 

Mtr.  And  fee  him  Courted  by  a Travell’d  Lady, 

Held  dear,  and  honour’d  by  a vertuous  virgin. 

May  be  a Beautie,  not  far  fhort  of  yours,  neither 
It  may  be,  clearer. 

Lei.  Not  unlikely.  ejl'fir.  Younger  : 

As  killing  eyes  as  yours  .*  a wit  as  poynant 
May  be,  a State  to  that  may  top  your  Fortune ; 

Enquire  how  fhe  thinks  of  him,  how  fhe  holds  him  j 
His  good  parts ; in  what  precious  price  already  j 
Being  a ftranger  to  him,  how-lhe  courts  him  ; 

A ftranger  to  his  Nation  too,how  fhe  dotes  on  him ; 

Enquire  of  this ; be  fick  to  know : Curfe,  Lady, 

And  keep  your  chamber  : cry, and  curfe-.a  fweet  one, 

A tboufand  in  yearly  land-, well  bred;well  friended ; 
Travell’d,  and  highly  followed  for  her  fafhions. 

Lei.  ’Blefs  his  good  fortune,  Sir. 

Mir.  This  fcurvy  fellow  i 
I think  they  call  his  name  Pinac  \ this  ftrving-man 
That  brought  ye  V enifon,  as  I take  it,  Madam  ^ 

Note  but  this  Scab  *,  ’tis  ftrange  that  this  courfe  creature, 
That  has  no  more  fet  off,  but  his  jugglings. 

His  travell’d  tricks. 

Lei.  Good,  Sir,  I grieve  not  at  him, 

Nor  envy  not  his  fortune : yet  I wonder. 

He’s  handfom  *,  yet  I fee  no  fuch  perfection. 

Mtr.  Would  I had  his  fortune : for  ’tis  a woman 
Of  that  fweet  temper’d  nature,  and  that  judgment, 

Befides  her  ftate,  that  care,  clear  underftanding. 

And  fuch  a wife  to  blefs  him. 

Rof.  Pray  ye  whence  is  fhe  ? 

Mir.  Of  England^  and  a moft  accomplifh’d  Lady, 

So  modeft  that  mens  eyes  are  frighted  at  her, 

And  fuch  a noble  carriage.  How  now  Sirrah .? 

Enter  a Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  the  great  Englifh  Lady. 

Mir.  What  of  her.  Sir? 

.Sff^.Has  newly  left  her  coach,and  coming  this  way, 

Where  you  may  fee  her  plain  .*  Monfieur  Pinacy 
The  only  man  that  leads  her. 

Enter  Pinac,  Mariana,  and  Attendants. 

Mir.  He  is  much  honored  *, 

Would  I had  fuch  a favour : now  vex  Ladies, 

Envy,  and  vex,  and  rail. 

Rof.  Ye  are  fhort  of  us,  Sir. 

Mir.  ’Blefs  your  fair  fortune,  Sir. 

Ti.  I nobly  thank  ye. 

N n n 2 Mir. 
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Mir.  Is  ihe  luanied,  friend  ? 
n.  No,  no. 

A goodly  Lady ; 

A fvvcct  arid  delicate  alpecft  ••  mark,  mark,  and  wonder ! 


Halt  thou  any  hope  ot  her  ? 

Ft.  A little- 

■ Mir.  Follow  clofc  then: 

, Lole  not  that  hope. 

I Ft.  To  you,  Sir. 

.ihr.  Gentle  Lady. 

; Kif.  She  is  fair  indeed. 

Ld.  1 have  feen  a fairer,  yet 
She  is  well. 

Rof.  Her  clothes  lit  handfom  too. 

Lcl  She  drefll'S  prettily. 

Ifcf.  And  by  my  faith  fhe  is  rich,  (he  looks  ftill  fweeter. 
A well  bred  woman,  1 warrant  her. 

Ltl.  Do  you  hear,  Sir ; 

May  I crave  this  Gendewom^na  rtame  f 

li.  Aiarinuti.^  Ladv* 

Lcl  I will  not  lay  I ow  ye  a quarel  Monfieur 
For  making  me  your  Stale .-  a noble  Gentleman  ^ 
Wouldliave  had  more  courtefiejat  leaft,more  faith, 

Than  to  turn  off  his  Miftris  at  firft  trial  ; 

Vou  know  not  what  rerpcdl  I might  have  Ihew’d  ye ; , 

I find  ye  have  worth. 

Vi.  I cmnot  ftay  to  anfwer  ye  •, 

Ye  fee  my  charge : I am  beholding  to  ye 
For  all  your  merry  tricks  ye  put  upon  me, 

Your  bobs,  and  bafe  accounts ; 1 came  to  love  ye, 

To  wooe  ye,  and  to  ferve  ye  •,  I am  much  indebted  to  ye 
For  dancing  me  oft'my  legs ; and  then  for  walking  me ; 

For  telling  me  ftrange  tales  I never  heard  ot , 

More  to  abufe  me  \ for  millaking  me. 

When  ye  both  knew  I w'as  a Gentleman, 

And  uiie  ueierv ’d  as  rich  a match  as  you  are. 

Lei  Be. not  fo  bitter,  Sir. 

Ft.  You  fee  this  Lady.*  _ 

She  is  young  enough,  and  fair  enough  to  pleafe  me, 

A woman  of  a loving  mind,  a quiet. 

And  one  that  weighs  the  worth  of  him  that  loves  her, 

I am  content  with  this,  and  blefs  my  fortune. 

Your  curious  Wits,  and  Beauties. 

Lei  Faith  fee  me  once  more. 

Ft.  I dare  not  trouble  ye. 

Lcl.  May  I fpeak  to  your  Lady  ? 

Ft.  I pray  ye  content  your  felf ; I know  ye  are  bitter. 

And  in  your  bitter nefs,  ye  may  abufe  her  *, 

Which  if  fhe  comes  to  know,  (for  fhe  underflands  ye  not) 

It  may  breed  fuch  a quarrel  to  your  kindred. 

And  fuch  an  indifcrction  fling  on  you  too  *, 

For  file  is  nobly  friended.  Lcl  I could  eat  her. 

Ft.  Reft  as  ye  are,  a modefl  noble  Gentlewoman, 

And  afford  your  honeft  neighbours  fome  of  your  prayers. 

C exit. 

Mir.  What  think  you  now? 

Lei  Faith  fhe’s  a pretty  Whiting  *, 

She  has  got  a pretty  catch  too. 

Mir.  You  arc  angry, 

Monftrous  angry  now  i grievoufly  angry  *, 

And  the  pretty  heart  docs  fwcU  now. 

Lei  No  in  troth , Sir. 

Mir.  And  it  will  cry  anon  *,  a pox  upon  it : 

And  it  will  curfe  it  felf.*  and  eat  no  meat,  Lady  *, 

; And  it  will  fight. 

Lei.  Indeed  you  arc  miffaken  *, 

It  will  be  very  merry, 
j Roj.  Why,  Sir,  do  you  think 
' There  are  no  more  men  living,nor  no  handfomer 
Than  he,  or  you  , By  this  light  there  be  ten  thoufand  ? 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  :comfortyour  felf,  dear  Monfieur, 
Faces,  and  bodies,  Wits,  and  all  Abiliments 
There  are  fo  many  we  regard  ’em  not. 


Enter  Belleur,  and  two  Gentlemen. 

Mir.  That  fuch  a noble  Lady,  I could  burit  now, 

So  far  above  fuch  trifles  ? 

Bel  You  did  laugh  at  me. 

And  I know  why  ye  laughed. 

I Gent.  1 pray  ye  be  fatisfied  ^ 

If  we  did  laugh,  we  had  fome  private  reafon. 

And  not  at  you. 

z^ent.  Alas,  w^e  know  you  not.  Sir. 
iSf/.rie  make  you  know  me^fet  your  faces  foberly^ 

Stand  this  way, and  look  fad  *,  Tie  be  no  May-game  j 
Sadder  *,  demurer  yet. 

Rof.  What’s  the  matter  ? 

What  ails  this  Gentleman  ? 

Bel.  Go  ofTnow  backward, that  1 may  behold  ye  j 
And  not  a fimper  on  your  lives. 

Lei.  He’s  mad  fure. 

Bel  Do  you  obferve  me  too  ? 

Mir.  I may  look  on  ye. 

Bel  Why  do  you  grin.?  I know  your  minde. 

Mir.  You  do  not. 

You  are  ftrangely  humorous : is  there  no  mirth,nor  pleafurc, 
But  you  muff:  be  the  objedt  ? 

Bel.  Mark,  and  obferve  me  j ; 

Where  ever  I am  nam’d  j 
The  very  word  Ihall  raile  a general  fadnefs. 

For  the  dilgrace  this  feurvy  woman  did  me  ^ 

This  proud  pert  thing  ^ take  heed  ye  la  ugh  not  at  me  j 
Provoke  me  not,  take  heed. 

Rof,  I would  fain  pleafe  ye; 

Do  any  thing  to  keep  ye  quiet. 

Bel  Hear  me  , 

Till  I receive  a latisfadion 

Equal  to  the  dilgrace,  and  fcorn  ye  gave  me : 

Ye  are  a wretched  woman ; till  thou  woo’fl:  me, 

And  I fcorn  thee  afmuch,  as  ferioufly 
Jear,  and  abufe  thee ; ask  what  Gill  thou  art  j 
Or  any  bafer  name ; I will  proclaim  thee  *, 

I will  fo  fing  thy  vertue  ^ fo  be-paint  thee. 

RoJ.  Nay,  good  Sir,  be  more  modeft. 

Bel  Do  you  laugh  again  ? 

Becaufe  ye  are  a woman  ye  are  lawlefs. 

And  out  of  compals  of  an  honeft  anger. 

Rof.  Good  Sir,  have  a better  belief  of  me. 

Lei  Awsiy  dear  Sifter.  \jExit. 

Mir.  Is  not  this  better  now,this  feeming  madnefs. 

Than  falling  out  with  your  friends  .? 

Bel  Have  I not  frighted  her .?  (humor, 

Mir.  Into  her  right  wits,  I warrant  thee  .*  follow  this 
And  thou  lhalt  fee  how  profperoufly  ’twill  guide  thee. 

Bel.  1 am  glad  I have  found  a way  to  woo  yet,  I was  afraid 
I never  Ihould  have  made  a civil  Suiter.  (once 

Well,  Tie  about  itftill.  \_Exit. 

tiJMir.  Do,  do,  and  profper. 

What  fport  do  I make  with  thefe  fools  ? What  plealure 
Feeds  me,  and  fats  my  fides  at  their  poor  innocence .? 

Enter  Leverduce,  <ift^Lugier,  A/r.  Illiard. 

Wooing  and  wiving,  hang  it:  give  me  mirth. 

Witty  and  dainty  mirth  : I Ihall  grow  in  love  fure 
With  mine  own  happy  head.  Who’s  this?  Tome,  Sir? 
What  youth  is  this.? 

Lev.  Yes,  Sir,  I would  fpeak  with  you, 

I f your  name  be  Monfieur  eJMirabel 
eJMir.  Ye  have  hit  it, 

Your  bufinefs,  I befcech  ye .? 

Lev.  This  it  is.  Sir, 

There  is  a Gentlewoman  hath  long  time  affedted  ye. 

And  lov’d  ye  dearly. 

Mir.  Turnover,  and  end  that  ftory, 

’Tis  long  enough  .*  I have  no  faith  in  women.  Sir. 

Lev.  It  feems  fo,Sir.*I  do  not  come  to  woo  for  her, 

Or  fing  her  praifes,  though  Ihe  well  deferve  ’em, 

' , I come 
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I come  to  cell  ye,  yc  have  been  cruel  to  her, 

Unkind  and  cruel,  taller  of  faith,  andcarclefs, 

Taking  more  picafure  in  abuling  lier, 

Wrcltirig  her  honour  to  your  wild  difpofes, 

Than  noble  in  requiting  her  afledion  : 

Which,  as  yc  are  a man,  I mult  defire  ye 
( A Gentleman  of  rank  ) not  to  perlilt  in. 

No  more  to  load  her  fair  name  with  your  injuries. 

Why,  I befeccli  ye.  Sir  ? 

Lev.  Good  Sir,  I’lc  tell  ye. 

And  ric  be  Ihorc : Tie  tell  ye,  bccaufel  loveye, 

Bccaufe  I would  have  you  fhun  the  fhame  may  follow  : 

There  is  a nobleman,  hcvv  come  to  Town,  Sir, 

A noble  and  a great  man  that  alfcds  her, 

A Coutrey-man  of  nliUe,  a brave  Savoyan.^  I 

Nephew  to  th\Duke,  and  fo  much  honours  her,  | 

That  ’twill  be  dangerous  to  purfue  your  old  way, 

To  touch  at  any  thing  concerns  her  honour. 

Believe,  moll  dangerous  : her  name  is 

And  this  great  man  will  marry  her : take  heed,  Sir  *,  ; 

For  howfoe’r  her  Brother,  a ftaid  Gentleman, 

Lets  things  pafs  upon  better  hopes,  this  Lord, Sir,  ’ 

Is  of  that  fiery,  and  that  poynant  metal,  i 

( Efpecially  provok’d  on  by  affedion  ) 

That ’twill  be  hard : but  you  are  wife. 

e^tr.  A Lord,  Sir.?  ! 

Lev.  Yes,  and  a noble  Lord. 

’Send  her  good  fortune. 

This  will  not  Itir  her  Lord ; a Barronn’eft, 

Say  ye  fo  •,  fay  ye  fo  ? by’r  Lady,  a brave  title  ^ 

Top, and  topgallant  now  •,  ’fave  her  great  Ladilhip. 

I was  a poor  fervant  of  hers,  I muft  confefs,  Sir, 

And  in  thofe  daies,  I thought  I might  be  jovy, 

And  make  a lirtle  bold  to  call  into  her 

But  Bafto,  now  ^ I know  my  rules  and  difiance ; 

Yet,  if  file  want  anltlher fijch  an  im{)lement ; 

One  that  is  throughly  pac’d ; a clean  made  Gentleman  ; 

Can  hold  a hanging  up  \ with  approbation 
Plant  his  hat  formally,  and  wait  with  patience 
1 do  befeech  you.  Sir.  ^ 

Lev.  Sir,  leave  your  jfioffing*, 

And  as  ye  are  a Gentlemai^,  deal  ftirly ; 

I have  given  ye  a friends  coUnfel,  fo  I’le  leave  ye. 

Mtr.  But  hark  ye,  hark  ye, Sir  ^ is’tpolfible 
I may  believe  what  you  fay  ? 

Lev.  Youmaychufe,  Sir.  (Noofes? 

Mir.  No  Baits  ? No  Filh-hooks,  Sir  / No  Gins  ? No 
No  Pitfals  to  catch  Puppies? 

Lev.  I tell  ye  certain  i 

You  may  believe  •,  if  not,  ftand  to  the  danger.  {£xemt. 

Mir.  A Lord  of  Savoy  faies  he .?  The  Dukes  Nephew  ? 

A man  fo  mighty .?  By  ’Lady  a fair  marriage ; 

By  my  faith,  a handfom  fortune  : I muft  leave  prating ; 

For  to  confefs  the  truth,  I have  abufed  her. 

For  which  I flioiild  be  forry , but  that  will  feem  feurvy  ^ 

I muft  confefs,  Ihe  was  ever  fince  I knew  her 
As  modell,  as  (he  was  fair ; I am  fure  fhe  lov’d  me  *, 

Her  means  good  ; and  her  breeding  excellent 
And  for  my  lake  file  has  refus’d  fair  matches : 

I may  play  the  fool  finely.  Stay  who  are  thele  ? 

£ntcr  De-Gard,  Oriana,  and  ey4ttendants. 

’Tis  fhe,  I am  fure  ^ and  that  the  Lord  it  fhould  leem. 

He  carries  a fair  Port ; is  a handfom  man  too : 

Ido  begin  to  feel,  I am  a Coxcomb. 

Ori.  Good  my  Lord,  chufe  a nobler ; for  I know 
I am  fo  far  below  your  rank  and  honour. 

That  what  ye  can  fay  this  way,  I muft  credit 
But  fpoken  to  beget  your  felflport:  Alas,  Sir, 

I amfo  far  off  from  defervingyou. 

My  beauty  fo  unfit  for  your  Affedion, 

That  I am  grown  the  fcorn  of  common  Railers, 

Of  fuch  injurious  things,  that  when  they  Cannot 
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Reach  at  my  perfon,  lie  with  my  reputation ; 

I am  poor  befidcs. 

de  Ga.  Yc  arc  all  wealth  and  goodnefs  -, 

And  none  but  fuch  as  lire  the  feum  of  men, 

The  Ulcers  ofan  hoiieft  ftate  •,  Spighc  weavers, 

That  live  on  poyfon  only,  like  Iwoln  Ipidcrs, 

Dare  once  profane  fuch  excellence,  fuch  fwcetnefs, 

Mr.  This  man  Ipoaks  loud  indeed. 
dc  Ga.  Name  but  the  men,  Ladyi 
Let  me  but  know.thclc  poor,  and  bale  depravers  j 
Lay  but  to  my  revenge  their  perfons  open, 

And  you  (hall  foe  how  fuddcnly,  how  fully 
For  yoUr  moft  beauteous  fake,  how  dircfully 
rie  handle  their  defpights.  Is  this  thipg  one .? 

Be  what  he  will.  ' 
ejll-ir.  Sir. 

dcGa.  Dare  your  malicious  tongue.  Sir? 

(J^tr.  I know  you  not  •,  nor  what  you  mean,' 

Ori.  Good  my  Lord. 
de  Ga.  If  he,  or  any  he. 

Ori.  I befeech  your  honour. 

This  Gentleman’s  a ftranger  to  my  knowledge, 

And  no  doubt.  Sir,  a worthy  man. 

de  Cja.  Your  mercy , 

But  had  he  been  a tainter  of  your  honour*, 

A blafter  of  thofe  beauties  raign  within  ye 
But  we  lliall  find  a fitter  time:  dear  Lady, 

As  foon  as  I have  freed  ye  from  your  Guardian, 

And  done  fome  honour’d  offices  unto  ye, 

I’le  take  ye  with  thofo  faults  the  world  flings  on  ye  j 
And  dearer  than  the  whole  world  I’le  efteem  ye.  [^Exeunt. 

Mir.  This  is  a thundring  Lord  ; I am  glad  1 fcap’d  mm : 
How  lovingly  the  wench  difclaim’d  my  villany .? 

I am  vext  now  heartily  that  he  lhall  have  her  *, 

Not  that  I care  to  marry,  or  to  lofo  her  j 

But  that  this  Bilbo-Lord  fhall  reap  that  Maiden-head 

That  was  my  due  ^ that  he  fhall  rig  and  top  her ; 

I’de  give  a thoufand  Crowns  now,  he  might  mifs  her. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  Nay,ifl  bear  your  blows, and  keep  your  counfol, 
you  have  good  luck,  Sir  j Tie  teach  ye  to  ftrike  lighter. 

Mir.  Come  hither,  honeft  fellow  canft  thou  tel!  me 
Where  this  great  Lord  lies  ? This  Savoy  Lord  } Thou  metT 
He  now  went  by  thee  certain.  ( him 

Ser.  Yes,  he  did.  Sir ; 

I know  him  *,  and  1 know  you  are  fool’d. 

Mir.  Come  hither, 

Here’s  all  this,  give  me  truth. 

Sir.  Not  for  your  mony ; 

( And  yet  that  may  do  much  ) but  I have  been  beaten : 

And  by  the  worfhiptull  Contrivers  beaten,  and  Tie  tell  ye ; 
This  is  no  Lord,  no  Savoy  Lord. 

Mir.  Go  forward. 

Ser.  This  is  a Trick,  and  put  upon  ye  grofty 
By  one  Lagier  *,  the  Lord  is  de-Gard,  Sir  y 

An  honeft  Gentleman,  and  a neighbour  here ; 

Their  ends  you  underftand  better  than  I,  fure. 

Mir.  Now  I know  him. 

Know  him  now  plain. 

Scr.\  hayedifeharg’d  my  colours-, fo  God  b’yye,fir.  {Exit. 
Mir.  WhatapurblindePuppy  wasi  *,  now  I remember 
All  the  whole  call  on’s  face,  though  ’twere  umber’d,  (him. 
And  mask’d  with  patches : what  a dunder- whelp 
fo  let  him  domineer  thus : how  he  ftrutted, 

And  what  a load  of  Lord  he  clapt  upon  him  ? 

Would  I had  him  here  again,  I would  fo  bounce  him, 

I would  fo  thank  his  Lordffiip  for  his  lewd  plot : (bird-pots. 
Do  they  think  to  carry  it  away,  with  a great  band  made  of 
And  a pair  of pin-buttockt  breeches  ? Ha  ! ’Tis  he  again 
He  comes,  becomes,  becomes;  have  at  him. 

Enter  de-Gard,  Oriana,  &c. 

Sings.  My  Savoy  Lord,' why  doft  thou  frown  on  ine  ? 

. And  ■ 
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And  will  that  favour  never  fweeter  be  ? 

Wilt  thou  1 fly?  for  ever  play  the  fool  ? 

. de  G.rrd  be  wife,  and  Suvty  go  to  School. 

' .My  Lord  dc-G.ir(i,  1 thank  yc  for  your  Antick ; 

, My  l.ady  bright,  that  will  be  fometimes  Frantick  •, 

You  worthy  Train,  that  wait  upon  this  Pair, 

'Send  you  more  wit,  and  they  a bouncing  Baire 
And  fo  1 take  my  humble  leave  of  your  honours.  [iExit. 
j M-G.i.  W’e  aredifeoyer’d,  there’s  no  remedy 
I Leli.i  Bhv;ch.t's  man  upon  my  life, 

1 In  ftubbornnefs,  becaufe  Lugur  correc'fe'd  him. 
i ( A Ihamelefs  Haves  plague  on  him  for  a Rafcal. ) 

On.  I was  in  a pei  fo^  hope  the  bane  on’t  is  now, 
i He  will  make  mirth  on  mirth,  to  perfecute  us. 

dc-G.t.  We  muft  be  patient ; I am  ve.\'t  to  the  proof  too, 
rie  try  once  more  \ then  if  1 fail .-  Here’s  one  fpeaks. 

Ori.  Let  me  be  loft,  and  fcorn’d  firft. 
dc-Ga.  Well,  we’ll  confider. 

Away,  and  let  me  fliift  \ 1 ftiall  be  hooted  elfe. 

C Exeunt. 


AElfTs  Quart  US.  Seen  a Trima. 

Enter  Lugier,  Lelia,  Servants. 

Lug.  I^Aiht  not  *,  but  do  as  I diredt  ye,  truft  me  •, 

r Believe  me  too,for  what  1 have  told  ye,  Lady, 

As  true  as  you  are  LeUa,  is  Authentick  ^ 

I know  it , I have  found  it ; ’tis  a poor  courage 
Flics  off  for  one  repulfe  j thefe  Travellers 
Shall  find  before  we  have  done,  a home-fpun  wit, 

A plain  French  underftanding  may  cope  with  ’em  •, 

They  have  had  the  better  yet,thank  your  fweet  Squire, here; 
And  let  ’em  brag  : you  would  be  reveng’d  ? 

( Lei.  Yes  fur  el  y. 

I Lug.  And  married  too  ? Lei.  I think  fo. 
j Lug.  Then  be  Counfel’d  , 

! You  know  how  to  proceed  .•  I have  other  Irons 
Heating  as  well  as  yonrs : and  I will  ftrike 
Three  blows  with  one  Stone  home,  be  rul’d,  and  happie  j 
And  fo  1 leave  ye.  Now  is  the  time. 

Lei.  I am  ready. 

If  he  do  come  to  do  me. 

Ser.  Will  ye  ftand  here. 

And  let  the  people  think,  ye  are  God  knows  what  Miftris  ? 
Let  Boys,  and  Prentices  prefume  upon  ye  ? 

Lei.  Pre’thee  hold  thy  peace. 

Ser,  Stand  at  his  dore,  that  hates  ye  ? 

Lei.  Pre’thee  leave  prating.  (there. 

Sir.  ’Pray  ye  go  to  th’  Tavern.  Tie  give  ye  a Pint  of  wine 
If  any  of  the  Mad-cap  Gentlemen  fhould  come  by 
That  take  up  women  upon  fpeciall  warrant. 

You  were  in  a wile  cafe  now. 

Enter  Mirabel,  Pinac,  Mariana,  Priefl,  Attendants. 

Lei.  Give  me  the  Garland, 

And  wait  you  here. 

Mtr.  She  is  here  to  feek  thee,  Sirrah. 

I told  thee  w’hat  would  follow , llie  is  mad  for  thee  *, 

Shew,  and  advance.  So  early  ftirring  Lady  ? 

It  Ihewsa  bufic  mind,  a fancic  troubled  : 

A v;illow Garland  too?  Is’tpollible? 

’Tis  pity  fo  much  bcautie  fhould  lie  muftic. 

But  ’tis  not  to  be  help’d  now. 

Lei.  The  more’s  my  Miferie. 

Good  fortune  to  ye,  Ladic,  you  deferve  it  ; 

To  me,  too  late  Repentance  ; 1 have  fought  it : 

I do  not  envy,  though  I grieve  a little. 

You  are  Miftris  of  that  happinefSjthofc  |oyes 
That  might  hjpre  been, had  I been  wife:  but  fortune. 

Pi.  She  underftands  yc  not,  ’pray  ye  do  not  trouble  her  *, 


And  do  not  crofs  me  like  a Hare  thus,  ’tis  as  ominous. 

Lei.  1 come  not  to  upbraid  your  Levitie 
Though  ye  made  llicw  of  Love,  and  though  I lik’d  ye 
To  claim  an  intereft  ^ we  are  yet  both  Strangers, 

But  what  we  might  Jiave  been,  had  you  perfever’d.  Sir, 
To  be  an  eye-fore  to  your  loving  Lady  •, 

This  garland  fliews,  1 give  my  lelf  forlaken ; 

(Yet  Ihe  mull  pardon  me,  ’tis  moft  unwillingly  :) 

And  all  the  power  and  intereft  I had  in  ye  ; 

As  I perl  wade  my  felf,  fomewhatye  lov’d  me ; 

Thus  patiently  I render  up,  I offer 
To  her  that  mull  enjoy  ye : and  fo  blefs  ye  ; 

Only,  I heartily  defire  this  Courtefie, 

And  would  not  be  deni’d : to  wait  upon  ye 
This  day, to  fee  ye  ty’d,thcn  no  more  trouble. ye. 

Pi.  It  needs  not,  Ladie.  o’ 

Lei.  Good  Sir,  grant  me  fo  much. 

Pi.  ’Tis  private,  and  we  make  no  invitation. 

Zt/.My  prefence,Sir,lhall  not  proclaim  it  publick. 

'?».  May  be  ’tis  not  in  Town . 

Lei.  I have  a Coach,  Sir, 

And  a moft  ready  will  to  do  you  lervice. 

Aftr.Strike  now  or  never, make  it  fure:  I tell  thee. 

She  will  hang  her  felf,  if  Ihe  have  thee  not. 

Pi.  ’Pray  ye.  Sir,  . 

Entertain  my  noble  Miftris .-  only  a word  or  two 
With  this  importunate  woman,  and  Tie  relieve  ye. 
Now  ye  fee  what  your  flings  arc, and  your  fancies. 

Your  ftates,and  your  wild  ftubbornefs,now  ye  mind 
What  ’tis  to  gird  and  kick  at  mens  fair  fervices, 

To  raife  your  pride  to  fuch  a pitch,  and  glory 
That  goodnefs  Ihews  like  gnats,  fcorn’d  under  ye, 

’Tis  ugly,  naught,  a felf  will  in  a woman. 

Chain’d  to(an  over-weening  thought,  is  peftilent, 
Murthers  fair  fortune  firft ; then  fair  opinion : 

There  ftands  a Pattern,  a true  patient  Pattern, 

Humble,  and  fweet. 

Lei.  I can  but  grieve  my  ignorance. 

Repentance  fome  fay  too,  is  the  beft  ftcrifice  5 
For  fure.  Sir , if  my  chance  had  been  fo  happy, 

( As  I confels  I was  mine  own  deftroyer  ) 

As  to  have  arrived  at  you  •,  I will  not  prophefie, 

But  certain,as  I think,  I fhould  have  pleas’d  ye  ^ 

Have  made  ye  as  much  wonder  at  my  courtefie, 

My  love,  and  duty,  as  I havedilhearten’d  ye. 

Some  hours  we  have  of  youth, and  fbme  of  folly  j 
And  being  free-born  Maids,  we  take  a liberty. 

And  to  maintain  that,  fometimes  we  ftrain  highly. 

Pi.  Now  ye  talk  reafon. 

Lei.  But  being  yoak’d,  and  govern’d, 

Married,  and  thole  light  vanities  purg’d  from  us  r, 

How  fair  we  grow,how  gentle, and  how  tender. 

We  twine  about  thofe  loves  that  Ihoot-up  with  us  .<* 

A fullen  woman  fear,  that  talks  not  to  ye ; 

She  has  a fad  and  darkn’d  foul,  loves  dully: 

A merry  and  a free  wench,  give  her  liberty  *, 

Believe  her  in  the  lighteft  form  Ihe  appears  to  ye , 
Believe  her  excellent,  though  fhe  defpife  ye. 

Let  but  thefe  fits  and  flalhes  pafs,  Ihe  will  Ihew  to  ye ; 

As  Jewels  rub’d  from  dull,  or  Gold  new  burnilh’d : 

Such  had  I been,  had  you  believ’d. 

Pi.  Is’t  poflible  ? 

Lei.  And  to  your  happinefs,  I dare  alfure  ye 
If  True  love  be  accounted  fo;  your  pleafure. 

Your  will,  and  your  command  had  tyed  my  Motions ; 
But  that  hope’s  gone ; I know  you  are  young,and  giddy, 
’And  till  you  have  a Wife  can  govern  with  ye. 

You  fail  upon  this  wold-Sca,  light  and  empty  ; 

Your  Bark  in  danger  daily  ; ’tis  not  the  name  neither 
Of  Wife  can  fleer  ye ; but  the  noble  nature. 

The  diligence,  the  care,  the  love,  the  patience. 

She  makes  the  Pilot,  and  preferves  the  Husband, 

That  knows,  and  reckons  every  Rib  he  is  built  on ; 

But  this  ! tell  ye,  to  mylhame. 
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Pin.  i admire  yc, 

I And  now  am  forry,  that  I aim  beyond  yc. 

Mir.  So,  fo,  fo,  fair  and  foftly.  She  is  thine  own,  Boy, 
She  comes  now,  without  Lure. 

Pin.  But  that  it  mull  needs 
Be  reckon’d  to  me  as  a wantonnefs, 

Or  worfe,  a madnefs,  to  forfakc  a BlclTing, 

A Blcfllng  of  that  hope. 

L;l.  1 dare  not  urge  ye, 

And  yet,  dear  Sir,  » 

Pin.  ’Tismofl;  certain,  I had  rather, 

; If  ’twere  in  my  own  choice,for  you  are  my  country-woman, 
A Neighbour,  here  born  by  me,  fhe  a Stranger  •, 

And  who  knows  how  her  friends  ? 

hel.  Do  as  you  pleafe,  Sir, 

If  ye  be  fall  ^ not  all  the  World ; I love  ye, 

’Tis  moil  true,  and  clear,  I would  perfwade  yej 
And  I (hall  love  you  Hill. 

Pin.  Go,  get  before  me-. 

So  much  you  have  won  upon  me  ^ do  it  prcfently : 

Here’s  a Prieft  ready  I’ll  have  you. 

Lei.  Not  now.  Sir, 

No,  you  fliall  pardon  me  ; advance  your  Lady, 

1 dare  not  hinder  your  moll  high  Preferment, 

’Tis  honour  enough  for  me  I have  unmask’d  ye.  . ‘ 

Pin.  How’s  that  ? 

• Lei.  I have  caught  ye.  Sir,  alas,  I am  no  States- woman. 
Nor  no  great  Traveller,  yet  i have  found  ye, 

I have  found  your  Lady  too,  your  beauteous  Lady ; 

I have  found  her  birth  and  breeding  too,  her  difcipline ; 
Who  brought  her  over,  and  who  kept  your  Lady  \ 

And  when  he  laid  her  by,  what  vertuous  Nunnery 
Receiv’d  her  in  I have  found  all  thefe ; are  ye  blank  now  ? 

j Methinks  fuch  travel’d  wildoms  Ihould  not  fool  thus  . 

[ Such  excellent  indilcretions. 

Mir.  How  could  Ihe  know  this  f (now, 

Lei.  ’Tis  true,  Ihe’s  Englifh  born,  but  moft  part  French 
And  fo  I hope  you’ll  find  her,  to  youi:  comfort, 

Alas,  I am  ignorant  of  what  Ihe  coft  ye 

The  price  of  thefe  hired  cloaths  I do  not  know  Gentlemen 

Thofe  Jewels  are  the  Brokers,  how  ye  ftand  bound  for  ’em. 

Pin.  Will  you  make  this  good  ? 

Lei.  Yes,  yes,  and  to  her  face.  Sir,  ^ 

That  fhe  is  an  Englifh  Whore,  a kind  of  fling  dull. 

One  of  your  London  Light  o’  Loves  \ aright  one. 

Came  over  in  chin  Pumps,  and  half  a Petticoat, 

One  Faith,  and  one  Smock,  with  a broken  Haberdafher 
I know  all  this  without  a Conjurer ; 

Her  name  is  jumping  an  ancient  Sin-Weaver 
She  was  firfl  a Ladies  Chamber-maid,  there  flip’d 
And  broke  her  leg  above  the  knee ; departed 
And  fet  up  fhop  her  felf.  Stood  the  fierce  Confli<n;s 
Of  many  a furious  Term  , there  loft  her  colours. 

And  laft  fhip’d  over  hither. 

Mir.  We  are  betray’d. 

Lei.  Do  you  come  to  fright  me  with  this  myftery  ? 

To  ftir  me  with  a ftink  none  can  endure,  Sir? 

I pray  ye  proceed,  the  Wedding  will  become  ye-. 

Who  gives  the  Lady  ? you  ? an  excellent  Father  -, 

A careful  man,  and  one  that  knows  a Beauty, 

’Send  ye  fair  Shipping,  Sir,  and  fo  I’ll  leave  ye, 

Be  wife  and  manly,  then  1 may  chance  to  love  ye.  \^Exit. 

Mir.  As  I live  I am  afham’d,  this  wench  has  reach’d  me, 
Monftrous  afham’d,  but  there’s  no  remedy. 

This  skew’d  eye’d  Carrion. 

Pin.  This  I fufpeded  ever. 

Come,  come,  uncafe,  we  have  no  more  ufeof  ye  j 
Your  Cloaths  muft  back  again 

Mar.  Sir,  ye  fhall  pardon  me  -, 

’Tis  not  our  Englifh  ufe  to  be  degraded  -, 

If  you  will  vifit  me,  and  take  your  venture. 

You  fhall  have  pleafure  for  your  properties  j 
And  fo  fweet  heart. 

Mir.  Let  her  go,  and  the  Devil  go  with  her  ; 


We  have  never  better  luck  with  thefe  prcludiums ; 

Come,  be  not  daunted  ^ think  fhe  is  but  a woman, 

And  let  her  have  the  Devils  wit,  wc’ll  reach  her. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Rofalure,  andLw^xcr. 

RoJ.  Ye  have  now  redeem'd  my  good  opinion.  Tutor, 
And  yc  ftand  fair  again. 

Lh^.  1 can  but  labour, 

Andfweatin  your  affairs;  1 am  fure  £f/W 
Will  be  here  inftantiy,  and  ufe  his  anger. 

His  wonted  harflinefs. 

Rof.  f hope  he  will  not  beat  me.  , 

L«^.  No  furc,  he  has  more  manners  -,  be  you  ready. 

Rof.  Yes,  yes,  lam,  and  amrefolv’d  tofithim, 

With  patience  to  outdo  all  he  can  offer-, 

But  how  does  Oriana  ? 

Lug.  Worfe,  and  worfe  ftill  -, 

There  is  a fad  houfe  for  her .-  fhe  is  now, 

Poor  Lady,  utterly  diftra(fted. 

Rof.  Pity ! 

Infinite  pity!  ’tisa  handfome  Lady, 

That  CMirahelh  a Beaft,  worfe  than  a Monfter, 

If  this  affli(ftion  work  not. 

'•  Enter  Lelia  Biancha. 

Lei.  Are  ye  ready  * 

is  coming  on,  here,  hard  behind  me, 

I have  no  leifure  to  relate  my  Fortune. 

Only  1 wifh  you  may  come  off  as  handfomely. 

Upon  the  fign  you  know  what.  {Exit. 

Rof.  Well,  well,  leave  me. 

Enter  Bellcur, 

Bel.  How  now? 

Rof.  Ye  are  welcome,  Sir. 

Bel.  Tis  well  ye  have  manners: 

That  Court’fie  again,  and  hold  your  Countenance  ftai’dly-, 
That  look’s  too  light -,  take  heed  : fo,  lit  ye  down  now, 
-And  to  confirm  me  that  your  Gall  is  gone. 

Your  bitternefs  difpers’d,  for  fo  I’ll  have  it : 

Look  on  me  ftedfaftly,  and  whatfoe’r  I fay  unto  ye. 

Move  not,  nor  alter  in  your  face,  ye  are  gone  then : 

For  if  you  do  exprefs  the  leaftdiftafte. 

Or  fhew  an  angry  wrinkle,  mark  me,  woman. 

We  are  now  alone,  I will  fo  conjure  thee  ^ 

The  third  part  of  my  Execution 
Cannot  be  fpoke. 

Rof  I am  at  your  difpofe.  Sir.  (ty : 

Bel.  Now  rife,  and  woo  me  a little,  let  me  hear  thatfacul- 
But  touch  me  not,  nor  do  not  lie  1 charge  ye. 

Begin  now. 

Rof.  If  fo  mean  and  poor  a Beauty 
May  ever  hope  the  Grace. 

Bel.  Ye  cog,  ye  flatter. 

Like  a lewd  thing  ye  lie  .•  may  hope  that  grace  ? 

Why,  what  grace  canft  thou  hope  for?  Anfwer  not. 

For  if  thou  doft,  and  Heft  again  I’ll  fwindge  thee  : 

Do  not  I know  thee  for  a pelTilent  Woman  ? 

A proud  at  both  ends  ? Be  not  angry. 

Nor  ftir  not  o’  your  life. 

Rof.  lam  counfell’d,  Sir. 

Bel.  Art  thou  not  novv(confefs,for  I’ll  have  the  truth  out) 
As  much  unworthy  of  a man  of  merit. 

Or  any  of  ye  all  ? Nay,  of  meer  man  ? 

Though  he  were  crooked,  cold,  all  wants  upon  him ; 

Nay,  of  any  difhoneft  thing  that  bears  that  figure : 

As  Devils  are  of  mercy  ? 

Rof.  We  are  unworthy. 

Bel.  Stick  to  that  truth,  and  it  may  chance  to  lave  thee. 
And  is  it  not  our  bounty  that  we  take  yc  ? 

That  we  are  troubled,  vex’d,  or  tortur’d  with  ye? 


Our 
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Our  ms.'cr  and  fpccial  bounty  ? f 

Ro':  Yes.  I 

Bfl.  Our  pity. 

That  for  your  wickednefs  we  fwindge  ye  foundly  *, 

Your  Itubbornnds,  and  your  Itout  hearts,  we  be-labour  ye, 
Anl'wer  totliat. 

Rof.  1 do  confefs  your  pity. 

Be!.  And  dofl:  not  thou  deferve  in  thine  own  perfon  ? 
(Thou  Impudent,  thou  Pert  ^ do  not  change  countenance.) 
Rof.  I dare  not.  Sir. 

'Bel.  For  if  ye  do. 

Roj.  I am  fet led. 

Bel,  Thou  Wag.tail,  Peacock, Puppy,  look  ort  me: 

I am  a Gentleman. 

Rof.  It  feemsno  lefs,  Sir. 

Bel.  And  darefl  thou  in  thy  Surquedry  ? 

Rof  I befeech  ye  ^ 

It  was  my  wcaknefs,  Sir,  T did  not  view  ye, 

I took  no  notice  of  your  noble  parts. 

Nor  call’d  your  perfon,  nor  your  proper  fafhion. 

Bel.  This  is  fome  amends  yet. 

Rof  I fliall  mend.  Sir,  daily. 

And  ftudy  to  deferve. 

Bel.  Cornea  little  nearer i 
Canft  thou  repent  thy  villainy  ? 

Rof  Mofl:  ferioufly. 

Bel.  And  be  afham’d  ? 

Rof  I am  afham’d. 

Bel.  Cry. 

Rof.  It  will  be  hard  to  do.  Sir. 

Bel.  Cry  inffantly  , 

Cry  monftroufly,  that  all  the  Town  may  hear  thee  % 

Cry  ferioufly,  as  if  thou  hadfl:  lofl:  thy  Monkey  •, 

.And  as  I like  thy  tears. 

i’wrerl.elia,  and  four  Women  laughing. 

7{of  Now. 

Bel.  How  ? how  ? do  ye  jear  me  ? 

Have  ye  broke  your  bounds  again.  Dame  ? 

Rof  Yes,  and  laugh  at  ye. 

And  laugh  mofl  heartily. 

Bel.  What  are  thefe.  Whirl- winds? 

Is  Hell  broke  loofe,  and  all  the  Furies  flutter’d  ? 

Am  I greas’d  once  again  ? 

Rof  Yes  indeed  are  ye; 

And  once  again  ye  fhall  be,  if  ye  quarrel  •, 

Do  you  come  to  vent  your  fury  on  a Virgin  ? 

Is  this  your  Manhood,  Sir? 

1 Worn.  Let  him  do  his  befl , 

Let’s  fee  the  utmofl:  of  his  indignation, 

I long  to  fee  him  angry ; Come,  proceed,  Sir. 

Hang  him,  he  dares  not  ftir,  a man  of  Timber. 

2 Worn.  Come  hither  to  fright  maids  with  thy  Bui  faces? 
To  threaten  Gentlewomen  ? Thou  a man  ? A May-^ok, 

A great  dry  Pudding. 

2 Worn.  Come,  come,  do  yonr  worft,  Sir  ^ 

Be  angry  if  thoudarft. 

Bel.  The  Lord  deliver  me  ! 

4 Worn.  Do  but  look  fcurvily  upon  this  Lady, 

Or  give  usonc  foul  word.  We  areall  miftakefi. 

This  is  fome  mighty  Dairy-maid  in  MansCloaths. 

Ld.  lam  of  that  mind  too. 

Bel.  What  will  they  do  to  me ! 

Ul.  And  hired  to  come  and  abufc  us;a  man  has  manners*, 
A Gentleman,  Civility,  and  Breeding: 

Some  Tinkers  Trull,  with  a Beard  glew’d  on. 

I Worn.  Let’s  fearch  him  *, 

And  as  we  find  him. 

Bel.  Let  me  but  depart  from  ye. 

Sweet  Chriftian-women. 
i Ltl.  Hear  the  Thing  fpeak.  Neighbours. 

Bel.  ’Tis  but  a fmall  requeft  *,  if  c’r  1 trouble  ye,  , 

If  e’r  I talk  again  of  beating  Women, 

; Or  beating  any  thing  that  can  but  turn  to  me  j 


Of  ever  thinking  of  a handfome  Lady 
But  vertuoufly  and  well^  of  ever  feea king 
But  to  her  honour ; This  rilpromife  ye, 

I will  take  Rhubarb,  and  purge Choler  mainly; 

Abundantly  I’ll  purge. 

Lil.  I’ll  lend  ye  Broths,  Sir. 

Bel.  I will  be  laugh’d  at,  and  endure  it  patiently, 

I will  do  any  thing. 

Rof.  I’ll  be  your  Bayl  then ; 

When  ye  come  next  to  woo,  ’pray  come  not  boifleroufly. 
And  furnifh’d  like  a Bear- ward. 

Bel.  No  in  truth,  forfooth. 

Rof.  I Icented  ye  long  fince. 

Bel.  I was  to  blame  furc, 

I will  appear  a Gentleman. 

Rof  ’Tis  the  befl:  for  ye. 

Fora  true  noble  Gentleman’s  a brave  thing; 

Upon  that  hope  we  quit  ye.  You  fear  ferioufly  ? 

Bel.  Yes  truly  do  I *,  I confefs  I fear  ye, 

And  honour  ye,  and  any  thing. 

Rof.  Farewelthcn. 

Worn.  And  when  ye  come  to  woo  next  bring  more  mercy. 

''[Exeunt. 

Enter  two  (fentlemen. 

Bel.  A Dairy- maid  ! a Tinkers-Trull ! Heaven  blefs  me  ! 
Sure  if  I had  provok’d  ’em,  they  had  quarter’d  me. 

I am  a mofl  ridiculous  Afs,  now  I perceive  it  .* 

A Coward,  and  a Knave  too. 

1 Gent.  ’Tis  the  mad  Gentleman  .• 

Let’s  fet  our  Faces  right. 

Bel.  No,  no,  laugh  at  me  *, 

And  laugh  aloud. 

2 Gent.  We  are  better  manner’d,  Sir. 

Bel.  I do  deferve  it ; call  me  Patch,  and  Puppy, 

And  beat  me  if  you  pleafe. 

1 Gent.  No  indeed , we  know  ye. 

Bel.  ’Death,  do  as  I would  have  ye. 

2 Gent.  You  are  an  Afs  then*, 

A Coxcomb,  and  a Calf. 

Bel.  lam  a great  Calf; 

Kick  me  a little  now : Why,  when  ? Sufficient: 

Now  laugh  aloud,  and  fcorn  me;  fo  good  b’ye; 

And  ever  when  ye  meet  me  laugh. 

I Gent.  We  will.  Sir.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Nantolet,  La-Caflre,  De-Gard,  Lugier,  Mirabel. 

Mir.  Y our  patience.  Gentlemen why  do  ye  bait  me  ? 
Nan.  Is’tnota  fliame  you  arc  fo  flubborn  hearted. 

So  flony  and  fb  dull  to  fuch  a Lady, 

Of  her  Perfections,  and  her  Mifery  ? 

Lug.  Docs  flie  not  love  ye  ? does  not  her  diflraCtion 
For  your  fake  only,  her  mofl  pitied  lunacie 
Of  all  but  you,  fhew  ye  ? does  it  not  compel  ye  ? (ly. 

^*r.Soft  and  fair, Gentlemen, pray  ye  proceed  temperate- 
ly^. If  ye  have  any  feeling,  any  fenfe  in  ye. 

The  leafl  touch  of  a noble  heart. 

LaCaf.  Lethimaione; 

It  is  his  glory  that  he  can  kill  Beauty, 

Ye  bear  ray  kamp,  but  not  my  Tendernefs ; 

Your  wild  unfavoury  Courfes  fet  that  in  ye ! 

For  fhame,  be  forry,  though  ye  cannot  cure  her, 
Shewfomethingof  a Man,  of  a fair  Nature. 

Mir.  Ye  make  me  mad. 

De  Gard.  Let  me  pronounce  this  to  ye. 

You  take  a flrange  felicity  in  flighting 

And  wronging  Women,  which  my  poor  Sifter  feels  now, 

Heavens  hand  be  gentle  on  her ; Mark  me.  Sir, 

That  very  hour  Ihe  dies,  there’s  fmall  hope  otherwife, 

That  minute  you  and  I muft  grapple  for  it. 

Either  your  life  or  mine. 

Mir.  Be  not  fo  hot.  Sir, 

I am  not  to  be  wrought  on  by  thefe  policies. 

In 
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In  truth  I am  not  \ Nor  do  I fear  the  tricks, 

Or  the  high  founding  threats  oi  a Savoytw  ^ 

1 glory  not  in  Cruelty,  ye  wrong  me  •, 

Nor  grow  up  water’d  with  the  tears  ofU^omcn  ; 

This  let  me  tell  ye,  howfoe’r  1 flicw  to  yc, 

Wild,  as  yeplcafe  to  call  it,  or  fclf-wiird'. 

When  I fee  caufe  lean  both  do  and  fuffer, 

Freely,  and  feelingly,  asa  true  Gentleman. 

fwrrr  Rofalurc,  atidhQWz. 

Rof.  O pity,  pity,  thoufand,  thoufand  pities ! 

Lcl.  Alas  poor  Soul  ! (he  will  dye  ^ (lie  is  grown  fenflcfs-, 
She  will  not  know,  nor  fpeak  now. 

Rof.  Dye  for  love  ! 

And  love  of  fucha  Youth ! I would  dye  for  a Dog  firIT, 

He  that  kills  me  I’ll  give  him  leave  to  eat  mci 
ril  know  men  better  ere  I (igh  for  any  of  ’em. 

Ld.  Ye  have  done  a worthy  ad.  Sir-,  a mod  famous  i 
Ye  have  kill’d  a Maid  the  wrong  way,  ye  are  a conqueror. 

Rof  A Conquerour  ? a Cobler  ^ hang  him  Sowter 
Go  hide  thy  felf  forfhame,  go  lofe  thy  memory  ; 

Live  not ’mongft  Men thou  arta  Bealt,  aMonfter*, 

A Blatant  Beall. 

Ld.  If  ye  haveyet  any  honedy. 

Or  ever  heard  of  any  \ take  my  Counfel ; 

Off  with  your  Garters:  and  leek  out  a Bough,  (tleman  f) 
A handfom  Bough  (for  1 would  have  ye  hang  like  a Gen- 
And  write  fome  doleful  matter  to  the  World, 

A Warning  to  hard  hearted  men.  “ ‘ 

Mir.  OutKitlings: 

What Catterwauling’s here?  whatGibbing?  \ 

E)o  you  think  my  heart  is  foftned  with  a black  Santis  ? 

Shew  me  fome  reafon. 

Enter  Oriana  on  a Bed. 

Rof.  Here  then,  here  is  a reafon.' 

Nant.  Now,  if  ye  be  a man,  let  this  light  lliake  ye. 
La-C.  Alas  poonGentlewoman ! do  you  know  me.  Lady? 
Luo.  How  Ihe  looks  lip,  and  dares!' 

Ori.  1 know  ye  very  well  ^ 

You  are  my  Godfather } and  that’s  the  Monfieur. 

T)e-^ar.  And  who  am  I ? 

Ori.  Y OM  ylmadis  deGanl,  Sir. 

Oh  oh,  my  heart ! were  ye  never  in  love,  fweetLady  ? 
And  do  you  never  dream  of  Flowers  and  Gardens  ? 

I dream  of  walking  Fires;  take  heed,  it  comes  now; 

Who’s  that  ? pray  dand  away  1 have  feen  that  face fure-, 
How  light  my  head  is 
Rof  Take  fome  red. 

Ori.  I cannot, 

For  I mud  be  up  to  morrow  to  go  to  Church, 

And  I mud  drefs  me,  put  my  new  Gown  on, 

And  be  as  fine  to  meet  my  Love : Heigh  ho ! 

Will  not  you  tell  me  where  my  Love  lies  buried  ? 

. Mir.  He  is  not  dead  : belhrew  my  heart,  Ihe  dirs  me. 

Ori.  He  is  dead  to  me. 

Mir.  Is’t  pofiible  my  Nature 
Should  be  fo  damnable,  to  let  her  fuffer  ? 

Give  me  your  hand. 

Ori.  Hovy  foft  you  feel,  how  gentle  ! ' 

I’ll  tell  you  your  fortune,  Friend. 

Mtr.  How  (he  dares  on  me  !. 

Or.  You  have  a flattering  face,  but  ’tis  a fine  one  ;■ 

I warrant  you  may  have  a hundred  Sweet- hearts-, 

Will  ye  pray  for  me?  I (hall  dye  to  morrow. 

And  will  ye  ring  the  Bells  ? 

Mtr.  I am  mod  unworthy, 

I doconfefs,  unhappy  ^ do  you  know  me  ? 

Ori.  I would  I did. 

Mir.  Oh  fair  tears,  how  ye  take  me! 

Ori.  Do  you  weep  too  i*  you  have  not  lod  your  Lover  -, 
You  mock  me ; I’l  go  home,  and  pray. 

■ Mtr.  ’Pray  ye  pardon  me  : 

Or  if  it  plead  ye  to  confider  judly. 


Scorn  me,  for  1 dclcrvc  it  .•  Scorn,  ami  fliamc  me  : 

Swc(.t  (Jri.w.t. 

Ld.  Let  her  alone,  flic  trcmlilcs; 

Her  fits  will  grow  more  llrong  if  yc  provoke  her. 

LiCaf  Certain  (he  knows  ycnot,  yet  loves  to  fee  yc: 
How  flic  fmilcs  now  ! (me  -, 

Bd.  Where  arc  yc?  Oh, why  do  you  laugh.^comc, laugh  at 
What  a Devil  ? art  thou  fad,  and  fuch  a fubiedt, 

Such  a ridiculous  fubjedt  as  I am 
Before  thy  face  ? 

ijlfir.  Prithee  put  off  this  lightnefs-,  (on’t; 

This  is  no  time  for  mirth,  nor  place ; I have  us’d  too  much 
1 have  undone  my  felf,  and  a fweet  Lady, 

By  being  too  indulgent  to  my  foolery, 

Which  truly  I repent ; look  here. 

Bel.  What  ails  (he? 

Mir.  Alas,  (he’s  mad. 

Bd.  Mad  ? 

Mir.  Yes,  toofureforme  too.  (fo  • 

Bel.  Dod  thou  wonder  at  that  ? by  this  light  they  are  all 
They  are  coz’ning  mad,  they  are  brawling  mad,  they  are 

(proud  mad  : 

They  are  all, all  mad  y I came  from  a World  of  mad  Women. 
Mad  as  /h/^rc/j-Haresyget  ’em  in  Chains, then  deal  with  ’em. 
There’s  one  that’s  mad  ; Ihe  feems  well,  but  Ihe  is  dog,  mad. 
Isfliedead  dod’ think  ? 

<sJPIin.  Dead  ! Heaven  forbids 
Bel.  Heaven  further  it  -, 

For  till  they  be  key  cold  dead,  there’s  notruliingdf  ’em, 
Whate’r  they  leem,  or  howfoe’r  they  carry  it. 

Till  they  be  chap  fain,  and  their  Tongues  at  peace. 

Nail’d  in  their  Coffins  fure,  Til  ne’r  believe ’em, 

Shall  I talk  with  her  ? 

Mir.  No,  dear  friend,  be  quiet,  , 

And  be  at  peace  a while. 

BeL  ri I walk  afide. 

And  come  again  anon  : but  take  heed  to  her. 

You  fay  (he  is  a Woman?  Mir.  Yes. 

Bel.  Take  great  heed : 

For  if  file  do  not  cozen  thee,  then  hang  ihe. 

Let  her  be  mad,  or  what  fhe  will,  Ihe’il  cheat  thee.  {_Exit. 

Mir.  Away,  wild  Fool : how  vile  this  fhews  in  him  now.' 
Now  take  my  faith,  before  ye  ail  I fpeak  it. 

And  with  it,  my  repentant  love. 

Ln-C.  This  feems  well. 

Mir.  Were  but  this  Lady  clear  again,  whofe  Ibrrows 
My  very  heart  melts  for  5 were  (he  but  perfed; 

(For  thus  to  marry  her  would  be  two  miferies,) 

Before  the  riched  and  the  nobled  Beauty, 

France.,  or  the  World  couM  (hew  me  ^ 1 would  take  her 
As  (lie  is  how,  my  Tears  and  Prayers  (hall  wed  her. 

De-Gar.  This  makes  fome  fmall  amends. 

Rof  She  .beckons  to  ye. 

To  us  too,  to  go  off, 

Nant.  Let’s  draw  afide  all. 

Ori.  Oh  my  bed  friend  -,  I would  fain. 
tJMir.  What?  (he (peaks  well. 

And  with  another  voice. 

Ori.  But  I am  fearful. 

And  (hame  a little  dops  my  tongue. 
iJt'Iir.  Speak  boldly.  (not ; 

Or*.  Tell  ye,  I am  well,  I am  perfed  well : ’pray  ye  mock 
And  thatl  did  this  toprovoke  your  Nature, 

Out  of  my  infinite  and  redlefslove. 

To  win  your  pity-,  pardon  me. 

nJMir.  Go  forward  ^ 

Who  let  ye  on  ? 

Ori.  None,  as  I live,  no  Creature  ; 

Not  any  knew,  or  ever  dream’d  vs'hat  I meant  -,  ’ 

Will  ye  be  mine 
Mtr.  ’Tis  true,  I pity  ye  .- 
But  when  1 marry  ye,  ye  mud  be  wifer  .* 

Nothing  but  Tricks  ? Devices  ? 

Orii  Will  ye  lhame  me  ? 

O o o Mir. 
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•l/ir.Vcs.  nurry  will  I : Come  near, come  near,a miracle^ 
The  Woman’s  well  •,  file  was  only  mad  for  Marriage, 

Stark  mad  to  be  Iton’d  to  death  •,  give  her  good  counfel, 

\\  ill  this  world  never  mend  ? are  yc  caught,  Daml'cl  ? 

Inter  Belleur,  La-Caflrc,  Lugier,  Nantolct,  De  Card, 
Rofalure,  and  Bianca. 

'BH.  How  goes  it  now  ? 

Thou  art  a kind  of  Prophet, 

The  Woman’s  well  again,  and  would  have  gull’d  me  *, 
Well,  excellent  well : and  not  a taint  upon  her. 

Bel.  Did  not  I tell  ye  ? Let  ’em  be  what  can  be  *, 

Saints,  Devils,  anything,  they  will  abul'e  us ; 

Thou  wert  an  Afs  to  believe  her  lb  long,  a Coxcomb 
Give  ’em  a minute  they’ll  abule  whole  millions. 

ftJUtr.  And  am  not  I a rare  Phyfician,  Gentlemen, 

That  can  cure  delperate  mad  minds  ? 

DeGar.  Be  not  iiilblent. 

Mir.  Well,  go  thy  waics;  from  this  hour,  I dilclaim  thee, 
Llnlcfs  thou  halt  a trick  above  this : then  Tie  love  thee. 

Ye  owe  me  for  your  Cure  *,  pray  have  a care  of  her, 

For  fear  Ihe  fall  into  Relapfe : come  Belleur 
We’ll  lit  up  Bills,  to  Cure  Difeafed  Virgins. 

Bel.  Shall  we  be  merry  ? 

tjlfir.  Yes. 

Bel.  But  Tie  no  more  projeds  *, 

If  we  could  make  ’em  mad,  it  were  fome  mallery.  \Exeunt. 

Lil.  I am  glad  (he  is  well  again. 

Rof.  So  am  1,  certain. 

Be  not  afhamed. 

Oria.  1 fhall  never  fee  a man  more.  _ 

De  Gar. Comt  ye  are  a fool ; had  ye  but  told  me  this  trick, 
He  Ihould  not  have  gloried  thus. 

Lug.  He  (hall  not  long  neither. 

La-C.  Be  rul’d,  and  be  at  peace : ye  have  my  confent. 
And  what  power  I can  work  with. 

AW.  Come,  leave  bludiing; 

W'e  are  your  friends  •,  an  honeft  way  compell’d  ye ; 

Heaven  will  not  fee  fo  true  a love  unrecompenc  d j 
Come  in,  and  flight  him  too. 

Lt*g.  The  next  lhall  hit  him.  {Exeunt. 


QuintHs.  ScenaFriffta, 

Enter  De  Gard,  and  Lugier. 

De  G.  ’^T^W^ill  be  difeover’d. 

J.  Lug.  That’s  the  worfl:  can  happen : 

If  there  be  any  way  to  reach,  and  work  upon  him  ^ 

Upon  his  nature  fuddenly,  and  catch  him : that  he  loves, 
Though  he  diflemble  it,  and  would  Ihew  contrary. 

And  will  at  length  relent,  Tie  lay  my  Fortune, 

Nay  more,  my  life. 

De  G.  Is  flie  won  ? 

Lug.  Yes,  and  ready. 

And  my  delignments  fet. 

De  G.  They  are  now  for  Travel, 

All  for  that  Game  again : they  have  forgot  wooing. 

Lug.  Let’em;  we’ll  travel  with ’em. 

DeG.  Where’s  his  Father  ? 

Lug.  Within ; he  knows  my  mind  too  and  allows  it ; 
Piti.s  your  Sifters  Fortune  molt  fincerely  •, 

And  has  appointed,  for  our  more  affiftance. 

Some  of  his  fecret  Friends. 

De  G.  ’Speed  the  Plough. 

Lug.  Well  (aid  ^ 

I And  be  you  ferious  too. 

DeG  I (hall  be  diligent.  , 

! Lu7.  Let’s  break  the  Ice  for  one,  the  reft  will  drink  too 
! (fkhev ; me,  Sir)  of  the  fame  Cup*,  my  young  Gentlewomen 
Wa  t but  who  fets  the  game  a foot ; though  they  feem  ftub- 
Referv’d,  and  proud  now,  yet  1 know  their  hearts,  (born. 


Their  Pulfes  how  they  beat,  and  for  what  caufe.  Sir  *, 

And  how  they  long  to  venture  their  Abilities 

In  a true  Quarrel ; Husbands  they  muft,  and  will  have. 

Or  Nunnei  les,  and  thin  Collations 

To  cool  their  bloods  •,  let’s  all  about  our  bufinels. 

And  if  this  fail,  let  Nature  work. 

6".  Ye  have  arm’d  me.  {Exeunt. 

SC  ENE  II. 

Mirabel,  Nantolet,  WLa-Caftre. 

La-Cafi.  Will  ye  be  wilful  then  ? 

Mir.  ’Pray,  Sir,  your  pardon. 

For  I muft  Travel : lie  lazy  here. 

Bound  to  a Wife?  Chain’d  to  her  fubtletics. 

Her  humours,  and  her  wills,  which  are  meer  Fetters  ^ 

T o have  her  to  day  pleas’d,  to  morrow  peevifii. 

The  third  day  mad,  the  fourth  rebellious  ? 

You  fee,  before  they  are  married,  what  Morilcoes, 

What  Mafques,  and  Mummeries  they  put  upon  us. 

To  be  ty’d  here,  and  fuffer  their  Lavalto’s? 

Nan.  Tis  your  own  feeking. 

(i^ir.  Yes,  to  get  my  freedom; 

Were  they  as  1 could  wi(h  ’em. 

La  Gaft.  Fools,  andMeacocks, 

To  endure  what  you  think  fit  to  put  upon  ’em : 

Come,  change  your  mind. 

Mr.  Not  before  I have  chang’d  Air,  Father. 

When  I know  Women  worthy  of  my  company, 

I will  return  again  and  wait  upon  ’em-, 

Till  then  (dear  Sir)  Tie  amble  all  the  world  over. 

And  run  all  hazards,  mifery,  and  poverty. 

Enter  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 

So  I efcape  the  dangerous  Bay  of  Matrimony. 

Pin.  Are  ye  refolv’d  ? 

Mir.  Yes  certain-,  I will  out  again. 

Pin.  We  arc  for  ye.  Sir ; we  are  your  lervants  once  more  ^ 
Once  more  we’ll  feek  our  fortune  in  ftrange  Countries  j 
Ours  is  too  fcornful  for  us. 

Bel.  Is  there  ne’re  a Land 

That  ye  have  read,  or  heard  of,  (for  I care  not  how  far  it  be. 
Nor  under  what  peftiferous  Star  it  lies) 

A happy  Kingdom  where  there  are  no  Women  ? 

Nor  have  been  ever  ? Nor  no  mention 

Of  any  fuch  lewd  things,  with  lewder  qualities  ? 

For  thither  would  1 Travel ; where  ’tis  Felony 
To  confefs  he  had  a Mother : a Miftris,  Trealbn. 

La-Cafi.  Are  you  for  Travel  too  ? 

Bel.  For  any  thing; 

For  living  in  the  Moon,  and  flopping  hedges, 

E’re  I flay  here  to  be  abus’d,  and  baffl’d.  (Daughters; 

Nan.  Why  d id  ye  not  break  your  minds  to  me?they  are  my 
And  fure  I think  I fflould  have  that  command  over  ’em. 

To  fee  ’em  well  bellow’d : I know  ye  are  Gentlemen, 

Men  of  fair  Parts  and  States ; I know  your  Parents ; 

And  had  ye  told  me  of  your  fair  AfFedions 

Make  but  one  tryal  more  and  let  me  fecond  ye. 

Bel.  No  Tie  make  Hob-nails  fii  ft,  and  mend  old  Kettles : 
Can  ye  lend  me  an  Armour  of  high  proof,  to  appear  in. 
And  two  or  three  Field-pieces  to  defend  me  ? 

The  Kings  Guard  are  meer  Pigmeys. 

Nant.  They  will  not  eat  ye. 

Bel.  Yes,  and  you  too,  and  twenty  fatter  Monfieurs, 

If  their  high  ftomachshold:they  came  withChopping-knives, 
To  cut  me  into  Rands,  and  Sirloins,  and  fb  powder  me. 
Come,  fliall  wego.^* 

Tfant.  You  cannot  be  fo  difeourteous 
(If  ye  intend  to  go)  as  not  to  vifit  ’em, 

And  take  your  leaves. 

Mir.  That  we  dare  do,  and  civilly. 

And  thank ’em  too. 

Pin.  Yes,  Sir,  we  know  that  honefty. 

Bel.  Tie  come  i’th’  Rear,  forty  foot  ofT,  Tic  aflurc  yc, 

With 


With  a good  Gun  in  my  hand  •,  I’Je  no  more  Amazons, 

I mcan,no  more  of  their  frights;  Tie  make  my  three  legs 
Kifs  my  hand  twice  ; and  if  1 fitiell  no  danger 
If  the  enterview  be  clear,  may  be  I’lc  fpeak  to  her  ; 
rie  wear  a privy  coat  too  •,  and  behind  me. 

To  make  thofe  parts  fccure,  a Bandog, 
la  You  are  a merry  Gentleman, 

"Bel.  A wary  Gentleman  \ 1 do  allure  ye, 

I have  been  warn’d,  and  mult  be  arm’d; 
la  Caft.  Well , Son, 

Thefe  are  your  hafty  thoughts,  when  I lee  you  are  bent  to  it, 
Then  Tie  believe,  and  joyn  with  ye ; So  we’ll  leave  ye : 
There’s  a Trick  will  make  ye  Itay. 

Nant.  I hope  fo.  [ Exeunt. 

Mr.We  have  won  immortal  Fame  now,  if  we  leave  ’em. 
Bin.  You  have,  but  we  have  loft, 

Mir.  Pinac^  thou  art  cozen’d  j 
I know  they  love  ye  •,  and  to  gain  ye  handlbmly, 

Not  to  be  thought  to  yield,  they  would  give  millions  j 
Their  Fathers  willingnefs,  that  mull  needs  Ihew  ye. 

Pm.  If  I thought  fo. 

Mtr.  Ye  lhall  be  hang’d,  ye  Recreant, 

Would  ye  turn  Renegado  now  ? 

Bel.  No  let’s  away.  Boys, 

Out  of  the  Air,  and  tumult  of  their  Villanies  •, 

Though  I were  married  to  that  Grdlhopper,  (me. 

And  had  her  fall  by  th’  legs  I Ihould  think  Ihe  would  cozen 

Enter  a young  FnBor. 

Fac.  Monlieur  Mirabel^  I take  it  ? 

^JMtr.  Y’are  i’th’  right.  Sir.  (Fathers, 

Fac.  I am  come  to  feek  ye.  Sir;  I have  been  at  your 
And  underftanding  you  were  here. 

Mtr.  Ye  are  welcom : 

May  I crave  your  name  f 
Fac.  Fofsj  Sir,  and  your  ferirant ; 

That  you  may  know  me  better ; I am  Fadtor 
To  your  old  Merchant,  Leverdure. 
tJMtr.  How  do’s  he.^ 

Fac.  Well,Sir,  1 hope : he  is  now  at  Orleanccy 
About  fome  bulinefs. 

Mir.  You  are  once  more  welconl. 

Your  Mailer’s  a right  honeft  man;  and  one 
I am  much  beholding  to,  and  mull  very  Ihortly 
Trouble  his  love  again. 

Fac.  You  may  be  bold,  Sir. 

Mir.  Your  bulinefs  if  yon  pleafe  now  ? 

Fac.  This  it  is.  Sir, 

I know  ye  well  remember  in  your  travel 
A Genoa  Merchant. 

Mir.  I remember  many. 

Fac.  But  this  man.  Sir,  particulary ; your  own  benefit 
Mull  needs  imprint  him  in  ye one  Mberto ; 

A Gentleman  you  fav’d  from  being  Murther’d 
A little  from  'Bollonia, 

I was  then  my  felf  in  Italic^  and  fiippli’d  ye, 

Though  haply,  you  have  forgot  me  now. 

Mir.  No,  I remember  ye. 

And  that  Alberto  too  : a noble  Gentleman  .• 

More  to  remember,  were  to  thank  my  felf.  Sir. 

What  of  that  Gentleman  ? 

Fac.  He  is  dead. 

Mtr.  I am  forry. 

Fac.  But  on  his  death-bed,  leaving  to  his  Sifter 
All  that  he  had,belide  fome  certain  Jewels, 

Which  with  a Ceremony, he  bequeath’d  to  you^ 

In  gratefull  memory  : he  commanded  ftridtly 
His  Sifter,  as  Ihe  lov’d  him  and  his  peace. 

To  fee  thofe  Jewels  fafe,  and  true  deliver’d ; 

And  with  them,  his  laft  love.  She,  as  tender 
To  obferve  his  will,not  trufting  friend,  nor  fervant, 

With  fuch  a weight,  is  come  her  felf  to  Paris 
And  at  my  Mailers  houfe. 
cJMir.  You  tell  me  a wonder. 


Fac.X  tell  ye  a truth.  Sir ; She  is  young,  and  handfom. 
And  well  attended  : of  much  State,  and  Riches ; 

So  loving,  and  obedient  to  her  Brother  ; 

That  on  my  conlciencc,  if  he  had  given  her  alfo, 

She  would  moll  willingly  have  made  her  tender. 

Mir,  May  not  1 lee  her  ? 

Fac.  She  dclircs  it  heartily* 

Mir.  And  prcfently.^ 

Fac.  She  is  now  about  fome  bulinefs. 

Palling  accompts  of  fome  few  debts  here  owing, 

And  buying  Jewels  of  a Merchant. 

Mir.  Is  Ihe  wealthie. 

Fac.  I would  ye  had  her,  Sir,  at  all  adventure, 

Her  Brother  had  a main  State. 

Mtr.  And  fair  too.^ 

Fac.  The  prime  of  all  thofe  parts  of  Italic^ 

For  beautie,  and  for  Courtefie. 

Mir.  1 muft  needs  fee  her. 

F^c.’Tis  all  her  bulinefs,Sir.  Ye  may  now  fee  her. 

But  to  morrow  will  be  fitter  for  your  vifitation  j 
For  Ihe  is  not  yet  prepared. 

^dlr.  Only,  her  light.  Sir  ; 

And  when  you  lhall  think  fit  for  further  vifit. 

Fac.  Sir,  ye  may  fee  her ; and  Tie  wait  your  coming. 
Mtr.  And  I’le  be  with  ye  inllantly.  I know  the  houle. 
Mean  time,  my  love,  and  thanks.  Sir. 

Fac.  Your  poor  Servant. QEa:/>  Alberto. 

Pin.  Thou  haft  the  ftrangelt  Luck : what  was  that  ? 

Mir.  An  honeft  noble  Merchant,  ’twas  my  chance 
T o refeue  from  fome  rogues  had  almoft  llain  him ; 

And  he  in  kindnefs  to  remember  this. 

Bel.  Now  we  lhall  have  you, 

For  all  your  proteftations,and  your  forwardnefs, 

Find  out  ftrange  fortunes  in  this  Ladies  eyes. 

And  new  enticements  to  put  off  your  journey ; 

And  who  lhall  have  honour  then  ? 

Mir.  No,  no,  never  fear  it  .• 

I muft  needs  fee  her,  to  receive  my  Legacy. 

Bel.Wit  be  ty’d  up  in  her  fmock, heaven  help  thee; 

May  not  we  fee  too  i 
Mir,  Yes,  afore  we  go: 

I muft  be  known  my  felf  e’re  I be  able 

To  make  thee  welcom : wouldft  thou  fee  more  women  ? 

I thought  you  had  been  out  of  love  with  all. 

Bel.  I may  be, 

I find  that,  with  the  leall  encouragement ; 

Yet  I delire  to  lee  whether  all  Countries 
Are  naturally  poflels’d  with  the  fame  Ipirits ; 

For  if  they  be,  I’le  take  a Monaftery, 

And  never  travel ; for  I had  rather  be  a Frier, 

And  live  mew’d  up,  than  be  a fool,  and  Routed. 

Well, well, I’le  meet  ye  anon;thentell  you  more,bdys  • 
How  e’er  Hand  prepar’d,  preft  for  our  journey ; 

For  certain, we  lhall  go,I  think,when  I havefeen  her, 

And  view’d  her  well. 

Pin.  Go,  go,  and  we’ll  wait  for  ye  ; 

Your  fortune  dire(fts  ours. 

Ee/.  You  lhall  find  us  i’th’ Tavern, 

Lamenting  in  Sack  and  Sugar  for  our  lolles ; 

If  Ihe  be  right  Italiant  ^^^d  want  fervants, 

You  may  prefer  the  propereft  man. 

How  I could  worry  a woman  now  > 

Pin.  Come,  come,  leave  prating  • 

Ye  may  have  enough  to  do,  without  this  boafting. 

t Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lugier,  de-Gard,  Rofalu.  and  Lelia. 

Lug.  This  is  the  lall  adventure. 
de-Ga.  And  the  happieft. 

As  we  hope  too. 

Rof.  We  Ihould  be  glad  to  find  it. 

Lei.  Who  lhall  condud  us  thither  ? 

Lug.  Your  man  is  ready, 
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For  1 mu  ft  not  be  fccn  •,  no,  nor  this  Gentleman  ^ 

' Tbat  may  beget  fufpicion ; all  the  reft 
; .-y  c people  of  no  doubt  ^ 1 would  have  ye,  Ladies, 

I Keep  your  old  liberties,  and  as  we  inftruift  ye : 

L-'ome,  look  not  pale  •,  you  /ball  not  lofe  your  wifties  *, 

! Nor  bog  ’em  neither  ; but  be  your  felves,  and  happy, « 
j '7\of.  1 tell  ye  true,  1 cannot  hold  offlonger, 

I Nor  g:ve  no  more  hard  language, 
j {Ar~Cf.t.  You  (hall  not  need. 

' R 1 love  the  Gentleman,  and  muft  now  fnow  it  *, 
i Shall  1 beat  a proper  man  out  of  heart  ? 

Lii^.  There’s  none  advifes  ye. 

L^.  ’Faith  1 repent  me  too. 

Repent,  and  fpoii  all. 

Tell  what  ye  know,  yc  had  beft. 

Ld.  rie  tell  what  I think  y 
For  if  he  ask  me  now,  if  1 can  love  him, 

I’le  tell  him  yes,  I can  : The  man’s  a kind  man  y 
And  out  of  his  true  honefty  affedfs  me  y 
A'though  heplaidthe  fool,  which  I requited y 
Muft  I Ifcill  hold  him  at  the  ftaves  end  ? 

Lu^.  You  are  two  ftrange  women. 

RjJ.  Wemay  be,  ifwefoolftill. 

Luf.  Dare  ye  believe  me  f 
Follow  but  this  advice  I have  fet  you  in  now, 

And  if  ye  lofe  : would  ye  yield  now  fo  bafely  ? 

Give  up  without  your  honours  faved 

ceC^Trd.  Fie,  Ladies. 

Perferve  your  freedom  ftill. 

Ld.  VVell,  well,  for  this  time. 

Lti^.  And  carry  that  full  ftate. 

Rof.  That’s  as  the  wind  ftands  : 

If  it  begin  to  chop  about,  and  fcant  us  y 

Hang  me,  but  1 know  what  I’le  do:  comedireflus, 

I make  no  doubt,  we  fliall  do  handfomly. 

de-Ga.  Some  part  o’th’  way  we’ll  wait  upon  ye,  Ladies ; 
The  reft  your  man  fupplies. 

Lug.  Do  well,  rie  honour  ye.  C Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Fador,  and  Mirabel,  Oriana,  and  tm 
zJdFerchants. 

Fac.  Look  ye,  Sir,  there  fhe  is,  you  fee  howbufiey 
Methinksyou  arc  infinitely  bound  to  her,  for  her  journey. 

Mir.  How  glorioufly  (be  fhews She  is  a tall  woman. 

Fac.  Ofa  fair  Size,  Sir.  My  Mafter  not  being  at  home, 

I have  been  fo  out  of  my  wits,  to  get  her  company ; 

[mean.  Sir,  of  her  own  fair  fex,  andfalhion. 

M.r.  Afar  off,  file  is  rhoft  fair  too. 

Fac.  Near,  moft  Excellent. 

At  length,  I have  entreated  two  fair  Ladies, 

And  happily  you  know  ’em .-  the  young  Daughters 
Of  Monfieur  Nantokt. 

Mir.  I know  ’em  well,  Sir. 

What  are  thofe>  Jewels.** 

Fac.  All. 

Mir.  They  make  a rich  fiiew  ? 

Fac.  There  is  a matter  of  ten  thoufand  pounds  too 
U^as  owing  here  ; you  fee  thofe  Merchants  with  her  y 
They  have  brought  it  in  now. 

Mir.  How  handfomly  her  fliapc  (hews  ? 

Fac.  Thofe  are  ftill  neat : your  Italians  are  moft  curious : 
Now  (he  looks  this  way. 

Mir.  She  has  a goodly  prtfence, 

How  full  of  courtefie  ? Well,  Sir,  I’le  leave  ye. 

And  if  I may  be  bold  to  bring  a friend  or  two  j 
Good  noble  Gentlemen. 

Fac.  No  doubt,  ye  may.  Sir. 

For  you  have  moft  command. 

Mir.  I have  feen  a wonder.  JiExit. 

On.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Fac.  Yes. 

Ori.  How  ? 


Fac.  Taken  to  the  utmoft, 

; A wonder  dwells  about  him. 

I On.  He  did  not  guefs  at  me  ? , 

Fac.  No,  bo  lecure ; yc  Ihew  another  woman. 

He  is  gone  to  fetch  his  friends. 

On.  Where  are  the  Gentlewomen.? 

Fac.  Here,  here,  now  they  are  come. 

Sit  ftill,  and  let  them  lee  ye. 

Enter  Rofalure,  Lelia,  Servant. 

Rof.  Pray  ye,  where’s  my  friend,  Sir?  ' ' (woman, 

A within.  Ladies,  but  here’s  another  Gentle- 

A ftranger  to  this  T own ; Ib  pleale  you  vifit  her, 

’Twill  be  well  taken. 

Ld.  Where  is  ftie  ? 

Fac.  There,  above.  Ladies. 

Ser.  ’Blefsme:  what  thing  is  this  ? two  Pinacles 
Upon  her  pate ! Is’t  not  a glode  to  catch  Wood-cocks? 

Rof.  Peace,  ye  rude  knave. 

Sir.  What  a bouncing  Bum  Ihe  has  too? 

There’s  Sail  enough  for  a Carrack. 

I Rof  What  is  this  Lady  ? 

For  as  I live,  Ihe’s  a goodly  woman. 

^ Fac.  Ghefs,  ghefs. 

Ld.  I have  not  feen  a nobler  Prefence.  (pence, 

Ser.  ’Tis  a luftie  wench : now  could  I fpend  my  forty- 
With  all  my  heart,  to  have  but  one  fling  at  her  y 
To  give  her  but  a walking  blow. 

Ld.  Ye  Rafcal.  (enough, 

Ser.  I that’s  all  a man  has,  for’s  good  will : ’twill  be  long 
Before  ye  cry  come  eMnthonie,  andkifsme. 

Ld.  rie  have  ye  whipt. 

Rof  Has  my  friend  feen  this  Lady  ? 

Fac.  Yes,  yes,  and  is  well  known  to  her.  '■ 

Rof.  I much  admire  her  Prefence. 

Lei.  So  do  I too  .* 

For  I proteft,  llie  is  the  handfomeft. 

The  rareft,  and  the  neweft  to  mine  eye 
That  ever  I faw  yet. 

Rof.  I long  to  know  her  ^ 

My  friend  lhall  do  that  kindnefs. 

Ori.  So  Ihe  lhall  Ladies, 

Come,  pray  ye  come  up. 

Rof.  O me. 

Ld.  Hang  me  if  I knew  her  : 

Were  I a man  my  felf,  I Ihould  now  love  ye ; 

Nay,  I Ihould  doat. 

Rof  I dare  not  trull  mine  eyes  •, 

For  as  I live  ye  are  the  ftrangeft  alter’d, 

I muft  come  up  to  know  the  truth. 

Ser.  So  moft  I,  Lady^ 

For  I am  a kind  of  unbeliever  too. 

Ld.  Get  ye  gone.  Sirrah 

And  what  ye  have  feen,  be  fccret  in : you  are  paid  elfe. 

No  more  of  your  long  tongue. 

Fac.  Will  ye  go  in  Ladies, 

And  talk  with  her  ? Thele  venturers  will  come  ftraight : 
Away  with  this  fellow. 

Ld.  There,  Sirrah,  go,  dilport  ye. 

Ser.  I would  the  trunk-hos’d-woman  would  go  with  me. 

C Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Mirabel,  Pinac,  Belleur, 

Pin.  Is  Ihe  fo  glorious  handlbm  ? 

Mir.  You  would  wonder: 

Our  Women  look  like  Gipfies,  like  Gills  to  her ; 

Their  Clothes  and  falhions  beggerly,  and  Bankrupt  ; 

Bafe,  old,  and  Icurvy. 

Bd.  How  looks  her  face  ? 

Mtr.  Moft  heavenly: 

And  the  becoming-motion  of  her  bodie 
So  fets  her  off. 

Bd. 


Tbk  Wilii^Gmfe\'Cbafe: 


467 


■ 'Sel.  Why  then  wclhall  flay,  f r 

Mir.  Pardon  me : . .-i  i - > 1 

That’s  more  than  I know  ;•  if  flic  be  chat  woman, 

’ She  appears  to  be.  ■ n • i • ■ / 

Bel.  As ’tis  impofllble.  . a if 

Mr.  I fhallthcutcrtyemcnrc;  ) 

Pin.  Didyefptak  toher.<5  .i  ■>"  J::  .'  (i 

Mir.  No,  no,  1 only  faw  her;  She  was  bufic  : 

Now  I go  for;tJi«en(i : aDd.«t*rk  her,  Gentlan;icn,'  . 
Ifflieappcair  nocioye  onoloftleiweetcfl,  . i.d  di' . A 
The  h^fomeft:^  the  feireft  iio»  behaviour :noi' j h ,(hcr. 
We  fliall  meet  the  two  vreochosthfcre  too,theyidaitlc  to'Viflt 
To  wbnder,  as  we  do.  : 'q  irii;I 

*Pit).  Then  we  fhall  meet  >m.  .i?ui  i 

I had  rather  raeecivro-BSars.  iijov - d.if 

Mir. There  you  may  take  your  leaves, difpatcbtdiatthufiiiefi, 

And  as  ye  find  their  humours.  vi:[  i /■  n iiiO  .v 
Pm.  Is  your  fove  there ttrof  ^ . i .\-:A 

Mir.  No  certain,  file  has  no  great  heart  to  fet  out  again. 
This  is  the  houfe,  I’leulherye. 

Bel.  Tie  blefs  me, 

And  take  a good  heart  if  I can. 

iJ^ir.  Come,  nobly.  {^Exenm. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter  FaClory  Rofalure,  Lelia,  Oriana. 

Fac.  They  are  come  in : Sit  you  two  ofi^  as  ftrangers, 
i T+rcrcLadir:  wher  e’s  the  boy. ^ •farreadic,  Shrah, 

And  clear  your  Pipes, the  Mufick  now : they  enter.  \_Mnfick, 

Enter  Mirabel,*  Pinac,  and  Belleur. 

Pi.  What  a ftate  flie  keeps ! how  far  off  they  fit  from  her ! 
j How  rich  Ihe  is ! I marry,  this  Ihews  bravely. 

Bel.  She  is  a lufty  wench ; and  may  allurea  good  man, 
But  if  Ihe  have  a tongue.  Tie  not  give  two  pence  for  her  ; 
There  fits  my  Fury : how  I ll^iake  to  fee  her ! 

f4c.  Madam,  this  is  the  Geotieraan.  - 

Mir.  How  fweet  Ihe  kiffes  ! 

She  has  a Spring  dwells  on  her  lips ; a paradile ; 

This  is  the  Legacie. 

SONG. 

I 

From  the  honor'd  dead  I bring 
Thm  his  love  and  lafi  offring. 

Take  it  nobl^y  'tis  your  duey 
From  a friendjhif  ever  true. 

From  a faith  &c. 

Ori.  Mofl  noble  Sir, 

^ This  from  my  now  dead  Brother,  as  his  love. 

And  gratefull  memory  of  your  great  benefit : 

From  me  my  thanks,  my  wilhes,  and  my  fervice. 

' Till  I am  more  acquainted  I am  filent, 

Only  I dare  fay  this,  you  are  truly  noble. 

Mtr.  Whatlhould  I think? 

■ iW.  TJ>i»k  ye  l^ve  a handfom  fortune, 

•Would  I had  fuch  another. 

I Rof.  Ye  are  well  met  Gentlemen, 

We  hear  ye  are  for  travel  ? 

Pin.  Ye  hear  true,  Ladie, 

And  come  to  take  our  leaves. 

Lei.  We’ll  along  with  ye. 

We  lee  you  are  grown  fo  witty  by  your  Journey, 

We  cannot  choofe  but  ftep  out  too ; This  Lady 

ij  W e mean  to  wait  upon  as  far  as  Italy  — 

travel  into  j,amongff  the  mountains*, 

I hope  they  cannot  find  me. 
j Rof.  If  you  go  further  ^ 
i So  good,  and  free  fociety  we  hold  ye, 

I We’ll  jog  along  too. 

I Pin.  Are  ye  fo  valiant  Lady  ? 

T I I ! merry,  Sir,  and  laugh. 


Ptn.y  ft  may  be  ? 

We’ll  go  by  So*,  j n.  J 

Lei.  Why ’tis  thi only  voyage ; 

Move,  ki  Sea;. voyage,  and  a bluftring  tcmpcfl  - 
Ami;  let  all  fplit. ' • 

Pin.  This  is  a dainty  Damofel  .- 
I think  ’twill  tame  ye ; can  ye  ride  poll  ? 

Lei.  O excellently : 1 am  never  weary  that  way .-  • 

A hundred  mile  a day  is  nothing  with  me.  . ’ 

Bel.  I’le  travel  underground : do  yon  hear  (fweet  Lady  .0 
I find  it  will  be  dangerous  for  a woman,  :<  '' 

Rof  No  danger,^!, warrant  j I love  to  be  under;  • ‘ 
Bel.  I fee  Ihe  will  ahufe  me  all  the  world  over  rf  'i  ' . 

But  fay  we  pals  through  and  drink  hard  ^ 

Rof  We’ll  learn  to.  (kink  and  fwagger  too. 

Bel.  She’l  beat  me. 

Lady,  I’le  live  at  home.  . 

Rof  And  I’le  live  with  thee^  n . ji 

And  we’ll  keep  houfe  together. 

Bel.  rie  keep  hounds  firfl  *, 

And  thofe  I hate  right  heartily. 

Pin.  I go  for  Tiirkyy 
And  fo  it  may  be  up  into  Perfia. 

Lei.  We  cannot  know  too  much,rie  travel  with  ye. 

Pin.  And  you’l  abufe  me  ? 

Lei.  Like  enough. 

Pm.  ’Tis  dainty. 

Bel.  I will  live  in  a bawdy-houle. 

" Rof  I dare  come  fo  ye. 

Bel.  Say,  I amdifpos’dtohang  myfelf? 

Rof  There  I’le  leave  ye. 

Bel.  1 am  glad  1 know  how  to  avoid  ye.  ' 

Mir.  May  I fpeak  yet  ? 

Fac.  She  beckons  to  ye. 

Mir.  Lady,  1 could  wiffi,  I knew  to  recompence, 

Even  with  the  fervice  of  my  life,  thofe  pains. 

And  thofe  high  favours  you  have  thrown  upon  me  5 

TrMbc  rTtoredefcrtfulin  your  eye*,  *- 

And  till  my  duty  (hall  make  known  I honour  ye : j 

Noblefl:  of  women,  do  me  but  this  favour,  j 

To  accept  this  back  again,  as  a poor  teftiraony. 

Ori.  I muff  have  you  too  with  ’em  j elfe  the  will, 

That  fays  they  muff  reft:  with  ye,  is  infring’d.  Sir  j 
Which  pardon  me,  I dare  not  do. 

Mir.  Take  me  then  *, 

And  take  me  with  the  trueft  love. 

Ori.  ’Tis  certain. 

My  Brother  lov’d  ye  dearly,  and  I ought 
As  dearly  to  prefer ve  that  love.  But,  Sir^ 

Though  I were  willing  , thefe  are  but  your  Ceremonies. 
Mtr.  As  I have  life,  I fpeak  my  foul. 

Ori.  I like  ye. 

But  how  you  can  like  me,  without  I have  Teftimony, 

A Stranger  to  ye. 

tJMir.  rie  marry  ye  immediately, 

A fair  State  I dare  promife  ye. 

Bel.  Yet  Ihe’llcouzen  thee. 

Ori.  Would  fomefair  Gentlerfiandurffpfomlfefor  ye; 
(J^ir.  By  all  that’s  good. 

Enter  La-Caftre,  Nantolet,  Lugier,  6c  de-Gard. 

Jll.  And  we’ll  make  up  the  reft.  Lady. 

Ori.  Then  Oriana  takes  ye ; nay,  Ihe  has  caught  ye  j 
If  ye  ftart  now  let  all  the  world  cry  fhame  on  ye  : 

I have  out  travell’d  ye. 

Bel.  Did  not  I fay  file  would  cheat  thee  / ^ , 

— Mir.-lthAnk  ye,  iam  pleas’d,  -ye  have-deceiv’^d-me-i 
And  willingly  I fwallow  it,  and  joy  in’t ; 

And  yet  perhaps  1 know  ye  : whole  plot  was  this  ? 

Lug.  Heis  notafham’d  thatcaftit ; he  that  executed. 
Followed  your  Fathers  will. 

What  a world’s  this,nothing  but  craft, *and  cozenage.? 
Ori.  Who  begun.  Sir?  ’ 

Mir,  Well*,  Ido  take  thee  upon  racer  Companion*, 

And 
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Aiid  I do  think,  1 fhall  love  tliee.  As  a Tefbimony, 
rie  burn  my  book,  and  turn  a new  leaf  over,  i 

But  thefe  fine  clothes  you  lhall  wear  ftill. 

Ori.  I obey  you.  Sir,  in  all.  ( Gentlemen  > 

NAnt.  And  how  ! how,  daughters ! what  lay  you  to  thefe 
What  fay  ye.  Gentlemen,  to  the  Girles  ? v 

Ptn.  By  my  troth if  Ihe  can  love  me.  •'  'i. 

Lei.  How  long? 

*?in.  Nay,  if  once  ye  love.  1 

Lei.  Then  take  me. 

And  take  your  chance. 

Pin.  Moll;  willingly,  ye  are  mine.  Lady: 

And  if  I ufe  ye  not,  that  ye  may  love  me. 

LeL  A Match  i’ faith. 

Pin.  Why  now  ye  travel  with  me. 

Rof.  How  that  thing  ftands ! 

BeL  It  will  if  ye  urge  it.  ; 

’Blefs  your  five  wits.  . A . 

; . 1..  : , . 

■I.  ; i'ri-t 

, ■ . , • . : •,  V 

I ' ' t 

L ...  ■ ...  ...  Iii  ■ . . 


Rof.  Nay,  ’prethee  ftay.  Tie  have  thee. 

Bel.  Youmuftask  me  leave  firft. 

Rof.  Wilt  thou  ufe  me  kindly  j 
And  beat  me  but  once  a week  ? 

Sf/.  If  ye  deferve  no  more. 

Rof.  And  wilt  thou  get  me  with  child  ? 

Bel.  Doll  thou  ask  me  ferioufly  ? 

Rof.  Yes  indeed  do'I.  1 

Bel.  Yes,  Iwiil  get  thee  with  child:  come  prefently,  " 
And ’t  be  but  in  revenge,  T’le  do  thee  that  courtefie. 

Well,  if  thou  wilt  fear  God,  and  me  ^ have  at  thee. 

Rof.  rieloveye,  and  Tie  honour  ye. 

Bel.  lam  pleas’d  then.  (fides. 

Mir.  This  Wild-Goofe  Chafe  is  done,  we  have  won  o’  both 
Brother,  your  love : and  ifow  to  Church  of  all  hands  *, 

Let’s  lofe  no  time. 

Pin.  Our  travelling,  lay  by. 

Bel.  No  more  for  Italy  j for  the  Lorv-Coantries.  {JExemt. 
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Wife  for  a Month : 


A 


TRAGICOMEDY 


Perfbns  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Alphonfo,  Kiftg  ofNaiples^elder  Brother  /<>  Frederick. 
Frederick,  unnatural  and  libidinous  Brother  to 
Alphonfo,  and  ufurper  of  his  Kingdom. 

Sorano,  a Lord^  Brother  to  Evanthe,  Frederick’/ 
wicked  injirument. 

Valerio,  a noble  young  Lord,  fervant  to  Evanthe. 
Camillo,  a 

Cleanthes,s/^ree  honefl  Court  Lords. 

Menallo,  ) 

Rugio,  an  honeji  Lord,  friend  to  Alphonfo. 

Vlarco,  a Frier,  Alphonfo’/  friend. 

Podramo,  a necejfary  creature  to  Sorano. 

Xjpfflf  other  Mafquers. 

Graces,  J 

Tonie,  Frederick’/  Knavijl)  fool. 

Caftniccio,  Captain  of  the  Cittadel,  an  honefi  mam 


Citizens. 

Lawyer. 

Phyftcian. 

Captain. 

Cut-purfe. 

Fool. 

Attendants. 
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^een.  Wife  to  Frederick,  a vertnous  Lady. 
Evanthe,  Sifler  to  Sorano, /Ae  chajie  Wife  <»/ Valerio, 
or  a Wife  for  a Month. 

Caflandra,  an  old  Bawd, Waiting-woman  to  Evanthe. 
Ladies. 

City-Wives. 


"The  Scene  Naples. 


The  principal  Aftors  were^ 

fofeph  Taylor.  \^Kobert  Benjield. 
Richard  Robinfon.  v<|  John  Vnderwood. 
Nicholas  Toolie.  J \ George  Birch. 


(^&us  Trimus.  Scena  Prima. 


Enter  King  Frederick,  Sorano,  Valerio,  Camillo, 
Cleanthes,  Menallo,  and  Attendants. 

Sor.  TiT  "IT  I L L your  Grace  fpeak  ? 

Fre.  Let  me  alone,  Sorano, 
Although  ray  thoughts  feern  fad,thcy 
(are  welcome  to  me. 
Sor.  You  know  I am  private  as  your  fecrct  wilhes, 

Ready  to  fling  my  foul  upon  your  lervice, 

E’re  your  command  be  on’t. 

Fre.  Bid  thofe  depart. 

Sor.  You  mult  retire  ray  Lords. 

Cam.  What  new  deCgn  is  hammering  in  his  head  now  ? 


w 


Cle.  Let’s  pray  heartily 

None  of  our  heads  meet  with  it,  my  Wife’s  old, 

That’s  all  my  comfort. 

Men.  Mine’s  ugly,  that  I am  fure  on. 

And  I think  honeft  too,  ’twould  make  me  ftart  ellCi 
Cam.  Mine’s  troubled  in  the  Country  with  a Feaver^ 
Andfome  few  infirmities  elfe;  he  looks  again. 

Come  let’s  retire,  certain  ’tis  fome  flie-bufinefs, 

This  new  Lord  is  imployed. 

F d.  rie  not  be  far  off^  becaufe  I doubt  the  caufe.  Q£;e. 
Fre.  Are  they  all  gone? 

Sor.  All  but  your  faithful  Servant. 

Fre.  1 would  tell  thee. 

But 
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Doc  'tis  a thing  thou  cauft  not  like.  _ (Sir; 

. pi  a V yc  Ipcak  it , is  it  my  head  ? 1 iiave  it  ready  for  ye, 
Is't  any  action  in  my  power  .■*  my  wit  ? 

I care  not  ofwhat  nature,  nor  what  follows. 
t're.  I am  in  love. 

Sor.  That's  the  leaft  thing  of  a thoufand, 

Theeandt  toatchievc. 

h're.  But  with  whom,  Sor.vio  ? 

:>of.  W ith  whom  you  plcale,you  mud:  not  be  deny’d.  Sir. 
fretl  Say  itbcwithoneofthvKinfwomen. 

Scr.  Say  withal, 

I lhall  more  love  your  Grace,  I (liall  more  honour  yc, 

1 And  would  I had  enough  to  ferve  your  pleafurc. 

I Fred.  Why ’tis  thy  Siller  then,  the  fair 
I Tie  be  plain  with  thee. 

Sor.  I’le  be  as  plain  with  you.  Sir, 

She  brought  not  her  perfccTions  to  the  world, 

To  lock  them  in  a cafe,  or  hang  ’em  by  her. 

The  ufe  is  allflie  breeds ’em  for,  fne  is  yours.  Sir. 

Fred.  Dolt  thou  mean  ferioufly  ? 

5.  r.  I mean  my  Siller, 

And  if  I had  a dozen  more,  they  were  all  yours : 

Some  Aunts  I have,  they  have  been  handfome  Women, 

My  Mother’s  dead  indeed,  and  fome  few  Coufins 
Tnat  are  new  Ihooting  up,  we  lhall  fee  Ihortly. 

Fred.  No,  ’tis  Evanthe. 

Sor.  I have  font  my  man  unto  her, 

II  pon  fome  bufinefs  to  come  prefently 

Hither,  flic  lhall  come ; your  Grace  dare  fpeak  unto  her . 
Large  golden  promifes,  and  fweet  language.  Sir, 

You  know'  what  they  work,  fhe  is  a complcat  Courtier, 
Bolides  I’le  fet  in. 

Fred.  She  waits  upon  my  Queen, 

What  joaloulie  and  anger  may  arife, 

Incenfing  her  ? 

Sor.  You  have  a good  fweet  Lady, 

.\  W^oman  of  fo  even  and  Itill  a temper. 

Sue  knows  not  anger  ^ lay  Ihe  were  a fury, 

I had  thought  yon  had  been  abfolute,  the  great  King, 

The  fountain  of  all  honours,  plays  and  plcafures. 

Your  will  and  your  commands  unbounded  alfo  *, 

Go  get  a pair  of  Beads  and  learn  to  pray.  Sir. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  My  Lord,  your  fervant  Hayes.  _ 

Sor.  Bid  him  come  hither,  and  bring  the  Lady  with  him 
Fred.  I will  woo  her, 

And  either  lofe  my  felf,  or  win  her  favour. 

Sor.  She  is  coming  in. 

Fred.  Thy  eyes  Ihoot  through  the  door. 

They  are  fo  piercing,  that  the  beams  they  dart 
Give  new  light  to  the  room. 

Enter  Podramo  and Evanthe. 

Evan.  Whither  doft  thou  go? 

This  is  the  Kings  fide,  and  his  private  lodgings, 

What  bufinefs  have  I here  ? 

Pod.  My  Lord  fent  for  ye. 

Evan.  His  lodgings  are  below,  you  are  miftaken. 

We  left  them  at  the  flair  foot. 

Pod.  Good  fweet  Madam, 

Evan.  I am  no  Connlcllor,  nor  important  Sutor, 

Nor  have  no  private  bufinefs  through  thefe  Chambers, 

To  ftek  him  this  way,  o’  my  life  thou  art  drunk. 

Or  worfc  than  drunk,  hir’d  to  convey  me  hither 
To  fome  bafe  end  •,  now  I look  on  thee  better, 
TKouHaftabaw'dyface,  and  I abhor  thee, 

A bcaflly  bawdy  face,  I’le  go  no  further. 

Sor.  Nay  fhrink  not  back,  indeed  you  fhall  good  Sifter, 

\\  hy  do  you  blufh  ? the  good  King  will  not  hurt  ye. 

He  honours  yc,  and  loves  yc. 

Evan.  Is  this  the  bufinefs? 

Sor.  Yes, and  thebeft  you  ever  will  arrive  at  if  you  be  wife. 
£van.  My  Father  was  no  bawd.  Sir, 


Nor  of  that  w^orfliipful  flock  as  1 remember. 

Sor.  Your  are  a Fool. 

Evan.  You  arc  that  I fhame  to  tell  ye. 

Fred.  Gentle  Evanthe. 

Evan.  The  gracious  Queen,  Sir, 

Is  well  and  merry,  Heaven  be  thanked  for  it. 

And  as  1 think  fhe  waits  you  in  the  Garden. 

Fre.  Let  her  wait  there,  I talk  not  of  her  Garden, 

I talk  of  thee  fweet  Flower. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  is  plcafant, 

To  miftake  a Nettle  for  a Rofe. 

Fre.  No  Rofe,  nor  Lilly,  nor  no  glorious  Hyacinth 
Are  of  that  fwcetnefs,  whitenefs,  tendernefs, 

Softnefs,  and  fatisfying  bkflednefs 
As  my  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Your  Grace  fpeaks  very  feelingly, 

I would  not  be  a handfome  wench  in  your  way,  Sir, 

For  a new  Gown. 

Fred.  Thou  art  all  handfomnefs. 

Nature  will  be  afham’d  to  frame  another 

Now  thou  art  made,  thou  haft  rob’d  her  of  her  cunning  .* 

Each  fevcral  part  about  thee  is  a beauty. 

Sor.  Do  you  hear  this  Sifter? 

Evan.  Yes,  unworthy  Brother,  but  all  this  will  not  do. 
Fred.  But  love  Evanthe. 

Thou  fhalt  have  more  than  words,  wealth,  eafe,and  hononrs. 
My  tender  Wench. 

Evan,  Be  tender  of  my  credit. 

And  I fliall  love  you.  Sir,  and  1 lhall  honour  ye. 

Fred.  I love  thee  to  enjoy  thee,  my  Evanthe, 

To  give  thee  the  content  of  love. 

Evan.  Hold,  hold.  Sir,  ye  are  too  fleet, 

I have  fome  bufinefs  this  way,  your  Grace  can  ne’r  content. 
Sor.  You  ftubborn  toy. 

Evan.  Good  my  Lord  Bawd  I thank  ye. 

Ere.  Thou  fhalt  not  go  believe  me, fweet  Evanthe, 

So  high  I will  advance  thee  for  this  favour. 

So  rich  and  potent  I will  raife  thy  fortune. 

And  thy  friends  mighty. 

Evan.  Good  your  Grace  be  patient, 

I fhall  make  the  worft  honourable  wench  that  ever  was. 
Shame  your  diferetion,  and  your  choice. 

Fred.  Thou  flialt  not. 

Evan.  Shall  I be  rich  do  you  lay,  and  glorious. 

And  fhine  above  the  reft,  and  fcorn  all  beauties. 

And  mighty  in  command  ? 

Fred.  Thou  llialt  be  any  thing. 

Eva.  Let  me  be  honeft  too,  and  then  I’le  thank  ye. 

Have  you  not  fuch  a title  to  beftow  too  > 

If  I prove  otherwife,  I would  know  but  this,  Sir 
Can  all  the  power  you  have  or  all  the  riches. 

But  tye  mens  tongues  up  from  difcourfing  of  me. 

Their  eyes  from  gazing  at  my  glorious  folly. 

Time  that  fliall  come,  from  wondering  at  my  impudence. 
And  they  that  read  my  wanton  life  from  curies? 

Can  you  do  this?  have  ye  this  Magick  in  ye  ? 

This  is  notin  your  power,  though  you  be  a Prince,  Sir, 

No  more  than  evil  is  in  holy  Angels, 

Nor  I,  1 hope : get  wantonnefs  confirm’d 
By  A(ft  of  Parliament  an  honefty. 

And  fo  receiv’d  by  all.  Tie  hearken  to  ye. 

Heaven  guide  your  Grace. 

Fred.  Evanthe,  flay  a little. 

Tie  no  more  wantonnefs.  Tie  marry  thee. 

Evan.  What  lhall  the  Qu^een do? 

Fred.  Tie  be  divorced  from  her. 

Eva.  Can  you  tell  why  ? what  has  fhe  done  againft  ye? 
Has  fhe  contrived  a Treafon  ’gainft  your  Perfon  ? 

Abus’d  your  bed?  docs  difobed  fence  urge  ye? 

Fred.  That’s  all  one, ’tis  my  will. 

Evan.  ’Tis  a moft  wicked  one, 

A moft  abfurd  one,  and  will  fhow  a Monfter  j 
F had  rather  be  a Whore,  and  with  lefs  fin. 

To  your  prefent  lull,  than  Queen  to  your  injufticc. 

Yours 
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Yours  is  no  love,  Faith  aiul  Religion  lly  it, 

Nor  has  no  talte  of  fair  afleeffion  in  it, 

Some  Hcllilli  tlamcabufcs  your  lair  body. 

And  Hellilh  furies  blow  it  \ look  behind  yc, 

Divorce  ye  from  a Woman  of  her  beauty, 

Ofher  integrity,  her  piety  ? 

Her  love  to  you,  to  all  that  honours  yc. 

Her  challe  and  vertuous  love,  arc  thefe  fit  caufes  ? 

What  will  you  do  to  me,  when  I have  cloy’d  ye  ? 

You  may  find  time  out  in  eternity. 

Deceit  and  violence  in  heavenly  Juflice, 

Life  in  the  grave,  and  death  among  the  blelTed, 

Ere  ftain  pr  brack  in  her  fwcet  reputation. 

Sor.  You  have  fool’d  enough,be  wife  now,  and  a woman j 
i You  have  fhew’d  a modefty  fufficient, 

If  not  too  much  for  Court. 

Evan.  You  have  Ihew’d  an  impudence, 

A more  e.vperienc’d  bawd  would  blulh  and  fhake  at  j 
You  will  make  my  kindred  mighty. 

Fred,  Prethee  hear  me. 

Evan.  I do  Sir,  and  I count  it  a great  offer. 

Fred.  Any  of  thine. 

Evan.  ’Tis  like  enough  you  may  clap  honour  on  them, 
But  how  ’twill  fit,  and  how  men  will  adore  it. 

Is  ftill  the  queftion.  I’le  tell  you  what  they’l  fay,Sir, 

What  the  report  will  be,  and  ’twill  be  true  too. 

And  it  muft  needs  be  comfort  to  y our  Mafter  j 
Thefe  are  the  iflucs  ofher  impudence : 

I’le  tell  your  Grace,  fo  dear  I hold  the  Queen, 

So>dear  that  honour  that  fHe  nurs'd  me  up  in, 

I would  firft  take  to  me,  for  ray  lufi:,  a Mocmt, 

One  of  your  Gally-flaves,  that  cold  and  hunger, 
Decrepif^ifery,  had  made  g motk-man. 

Than  be  your  C^een,  • ■ • "'  j 

Fred.  You  are  bravely  relblutCi 
Evoji.  I had  rather  be  a Leper,  and  bfc  fhun’d^ 

And  dye  by  pieces,  rot  into  my  grave. 

Leaving  no  memory  behind  to  know  me. 

Than  be  a high  Whpre  to  eternity. 

freuYou  have  another  Gamefter  I perceive  by  ye, 

You  durft  not  flight  me  elfe,  ' ' 

Sar.  rie  find  him  out, 

Though  he  lye  next  thy  heart  hid,  I’le  difeover  him, 

And  ye  proud  peat,  I’le  make  you  curie  your  infolence. 

Val.  Tongue  of  an  Angel,  and  the  truth  ofHeaven, 

How  am  I blefl: ! {^Exie  Val. 

Sar.  Podramo 

To  my  Sillers  Gentlewoman,  you  know  her  well, 

And  bid  her  fend  her  Mifltis  prcfently  '•* 

The  lefler  Cabinet  fhe  keeps  her  Letters  ill, 

And  fuch  like  toyes,  and  bring  it  to  me  inflantly.  Away. 
fod.  I am  gone.  {Exit. 

Enter  the  Q.wen  with  two  Ladies.  , ■ 

Sar.  The  Queen. 

Fred.  Let’s  quit  the  piace,  Ihe  may  grow  jealous. 

Fred.  Sorano. 

Queen.  So  fuddenly  departed ! What’s  the  reafon  ? 

Dots  my  approach  difpleafe  his  Grate  ? are  my  eyes 
So  hateful  to  him.?  or  my  converlation  ^ * 

infeded,  that  he  flies  me  .?  Fair  ’ 

Are  you  there .?  then  I fee  his  fhame. 

Evan.  ’Tis  true.  Madam, 

’Thas  pleas’d  his  goodnefs  to  be  pleafant  with  me. 

Que.  ’Tis  ftrange  to  find  thy  modelly  in  this  place, 

Docs  the  King  offer  fair .?  does  thy  face  take  him .? 

Ne’r  blufh  Evanthe^  ’tis  a very  fweet  one, 

Does  he  rain  gold,  and  precious  promifes 
Into  thy  lap .?  will  he  advance  thy  fortunes .? 

Shalt  thou  be  mighty,  Wench .? 

Evan.  Never  mock,  Madam*, 

’Tis  rather  on  your  part  to  be  lamented, 

At  leafl  reveng’d,  1 can  be  mighty  Lady, 

And  glorious  too,  glorious  and  great,  as  you  are. 
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Q^.  He  will  Marry  thee } 1 

Evan.  Who  would  not  be  a Queen,  Madam.?  j 

Q^.  ’Tis  true  Evanihe,  ’tis  a brave  ambition, 

A golden  dream,  that  may  delude  a good  mind, 

What  (hall  become  of  me  f 
Evan,  You  mult  learn  to  pray, 

Your  age  and  honour  will  become  a Nunnery. 

Que.  Wilt  thou  remember  me .?  {^yeeps. 

Evan.  She  weeps.  Sweet  Lady 
Upon  my  knees  I ask  your  facred  pardon, 

For  my  rude  bdldnefs ; and  know,  my  fweet  Miflris, 

If  e’re  there  were  anibition  in  Evanthe, 

It  was  and  is  to  do  you  faithful  duties ; | 

•’Tis  true  1 have  been  tempted  by  the  King,  | 

And  with  no  few  and  potent  charms,  to  wrong  ye; 

To  violate  the  chafte  joyes  of  your  bed  j 
And  thofe  not  taking  hold,  to  ufbrp  your  Rate 
But  fhe  that  has  been  bred  up  under  ye. 

And  daily  fed  upon  your  vertuous  precepts, 

Still  growing  ftrong  by  example  of  your  goodnefs, 

Having  no  errant  mdtion  from  obedience, 

Flyes  from  thefe  vanities^  asmeer  illufions  *, 

And  arm’d  with  honefty,  defies  all  promifes. 

In  token  of  this  truth;  I lay  my  life  down 
Under  your  facred  foot,  to  do  you  fervice. 

Q^.  Rife  my  true  friend,  thou  vertuous  bud  of  beaiity,  | 

: Thou  Yirgins  honour,  fwectly  blow  and  flourifh, 

And  that  rilde  nipping  wind,  that  feeks  to  blall  thee, 

Or  taint  thy  root,  be  curft  to  all  poftcrity ; 

To  my  protedlion  from  this  hour  I take  ye, 

Yes,  aud  the  King  (hall  know- 

Evan.  Give  his  heat  way,  Madam, 

And  ’twill  go  out  again,  he  may  forget  all.  {Exeunt, 

£»fcrCamillo,  Cleanthes,  <?;/^Mena!lo. 

' C^OT.  What  have  We  to  do  with  the  times?  wecadnotcure 
Let  ’em  go  on,  when  they  are  fWoln  with  Surfeits  (’em. 
They’l  burfl  and  ftink,  then  all  the  world  ffiall  fmell  ’em. 

Cle.  A itian  may.livea  bawd,  and  be  an  honelt  man. 

Men.  Yes,  and  a wife  man  too,  ’tis  a vertuous  calling. 
Cani.  Tohisown  Wifeefpecially,  or  to  his  Sifter, 

The  nearer  to  his  own  bloud,  ftill  the  honefter  5 
There  want  fuch  lioiieft  men,  would  we  had  riiore  of ’em'. 
Men.  To  be  a villain  is  no  fuch  rude  matter. 

^am.  No,  if  he  be  a neat  one,  and  a perfe^l^ 

Art  makes  all  excellent : what  is  it,  Gentlerdeh, 

In  a good  caufe  to  kill  a dozen  Coxcombs, 

That  blunt  rude  fellows  call  good  Patriots  ? ^ 

Nothing,  nor  ne’r  look’d  after. 

Men.  ’Tis  e’en  as  much,  aseafietoo,ashoUeft,and  asclear, 
iTo  ravifh  Matrons,  and  deflower  coy  Wenches, 
jButherethey  arefo  willing,  ’tis a complement. 

^ Cie.  To  pull  down  Churches  with  pretenfion 
j To  build  ’em  fairer,  may  be  done  with  honour, 

; And  all  this  time,  believe  no  gods.  (angers, 

I Cam.  I think  fo,  ’tis  faith  enough  if  they  name  ’em  in  their 
iOron  their  rotten  Tombs  ingrave  an  Angel ; 

Well,  brave  Jlphonfo^  how  happy  had  we  been, 

' If  thou  had’ft  r.aign’d ! 

Men.  Would  I had  hisDifeafe, 

Tyed  like  a Leprofie  to  my  pofterity, 

So  he  were  right  again. 

Cle.  What  is  his  Malady  ? 

Cam.  Nothing  but  fad  and  filent  melancholy, 

Laden  with  griefs  and  thoughts,  no  man  knows  why  neither ; 
The  good  Brandim  Father  to  the  Printefs, 

! Ufed  all  the  art  and  induftry  that  might  be,- 
To  free  Alphon[o  front  this  dull  calamity,  ' 

And  feat  him  in  his  rule,  he  was  his  eldeft 
And  nobleft  too,  had  not  fair  nature  ftopt  in  hint, 

For  which  caufe  this  was  chofen  to  inherit, 

Frederickt\\t  younger. 

Cle.  Does  he  ufe  his  Brother 
With  that  refpcdl  a.nd  honour  that  befits  him .? 

• ^ P p p Cam. 
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! C.im.  He  is  kept  privately,  as  they  pretend, 

1 To  give  more  cafe  and  comfort  to  his  ficknefs  \ 

I r>uc  he  has  honeft  fervants,  the  grave 
I And  Fryar  tJJ/.trco,  that  wait  upon  his  Perfon. 

And  in  a Monaldery  he  lives. 

.'l/:/;.  ’Tis  full  of  fadiiefs, 

To  fee  him  when  he  comes  to  his  Fathers  Tomb, 

.As  once  a day  that  is  his  Pilgrimage, 

Whilft  in  Devotion,  the  Quire  lings  an  Anthem : 

How  pioully  he  kneels,  and  like  a Virgin 
That  fome  crofs  Fate  had  cozen’d  of  her  Love, 

V\’ceps  till  the  ftubborn  Marble  fweats  with  pity, 

.And  to  his  groans  the  whole  Quire  bears  a Chorus. 

Enter  Frederick,  Sorano,  with  the  Cahinety  nnd  Podramo. 


C.mt.  So  do  I too.  The  King  with  his  Contrivers, 

This  is  no  place  for  us.  [^Exeunt  Lords. 

Fred.  This  is  a jewel. 

Lay  it  afide,  what  paper’s  that? 

Tod.  A Letter, 

But  ’tis  a womans.  Sir,  I know  by  the  hand, 

Andthefalle  Orthography,  they  write  old  Saxon. 

Fred.  May  be  her  ghollly  Mother’s  that  inftrurflsher. 

Sor.  No,  ’tisa  Coiifins,  and  came  up  with  a great  Cake. 
Fred.  What’s  that  ? 

Sor.  A pair  of  Gloves  the  Dutchefs  gave  her, 

1 For  lb  the  outfide  fays 

Fred.  That  other  paper  ? (Saints  and  Crolles. 

Sor.  A Charm  for  the  tooth-ach , here’s  nothing  but 
Fre.  Look  in  that  Box,  methinks  that  Ihould  hold  fecrcts. 
Pod.  Tis  Paint,  and  curls  of  Hair,  llie  begins  to  exercife. 
A glafs  of  Water  too,  I would  fain  tafte  it, 

Blit  I am  wickedly  afraid  ’twill  filence  me. 

Never  a Conduit-Pipe  to  convey  this  water. 

Sar.Thefe  are  all  Rings, Deaths  heads, and  fuch  Memento's 
Her  Grandmother,  and  worm-eaten  Aunts  left  to  her, 

1 T 0 tell  her  what  hef  Beauty  muft  arrive  at. 

! Fred.  Thar,  that.  (dies; 

I Pod.  They  are  written  fongs.  Sir,  to  provoke  young  La- 
I Lord,  here’s  a Prayer-Book,  how  thefe*agree  ! 

; Here’s  a llrange  union.  (tient. 

Sor.  Ever  by  a furfeit  you  have  a julep  Rtto  cool  the  Pa- 
Fred.  Thofe,  thofe. 

Sor.  They  are  Verfes  to  the  blcft  . 

Fred.  Thole  may  difeover, 

Read  them  out,  Sorano. 

To  the  hlefi  Evanthe. 


Let  thofe  complain  that  feel  Loves  crue.ty. 

And  in  fad  Upends  write  their  woeSy 
With  Rnfes  gently  'has  coreliedntey 
My  War  is  without  rage  or  blows : 

My  Miflrifs  eyes  (htne  fair  on  my  defr es , 

And  hope  fprings  up  en flam'd  with  her  new  fires. 
'Pfo  more  an  Exile  will  I dwelly 

iVith  folded  armsy  and  fighs  all  day , 

Reckoning  the  torments  of  my  Helly 
And  flinging  my  fweet  joys  away  : 

I am  call  d home  again  to  (juiet  peace y 
My  Miftnfs  fmileSy  and  all  my  forroWS  ceaje. 

T et  what  is  living  in  her  Eye  ? 

Or  being  blejf  with  her  jwcet  tonguey 


If  thefe  no  other  joys  imply  ? 

A golden  Givey  a pleafing  wrong: 

To  be  your  own  but  one  poor  Month,  Vd  give 
My  Touthy  my  Fortuney  and  then  leave  to  live. 


Fred.  This  is  my  Rival,  that  I knew  the  hand  now. 

Sor.  I know  it,  1 have  feen  it,  ’tis  Tahrio's, 

That  hopeful  Gentlemans,  that  was  brouglit  up  with  ye, 
And  by  your  charge,  nourifh’d  and  led 
At  the  fam*'  Tabic,  with  the  fame  allowance. 

Fred.  And  all  thiscourtclic  to ' uinc  me  ? 

T^rofs  my  dcfires.^  ’had  better  have  fed  humblicr, 


And  Hood  at  greater  diftance  from  my  fury  .• 

Go  for  him  quickly,  find  him  inftantly, 

Whilft  my  impatient  heart  fwells  high  with  cholcr  ; 

Better  have  lov’d  dcfpair,  and  fafer  kifsM  her.  Lords. 

Enter  Evanthe,  and  Callandra. 

Evan.  Thou  old  weak  fool,  doft  thou  know  to  what  end, 
To  what  betraying  end  he  got  this  Casket  ? 

Durft  thou  deliver  him  without  my  Ring, 

Or  a Command  from  mine  own  mouth,  that  Cabinet 
That  holds  my  heart  ? you  unconliderate  Afs, 

You  brainlels  Ideot. 

Caf.  I faw  you  go  with  him, 

At  the  firft  word  commit  your  Perfon  to  him. 

And  make  no  fcruple,  he  is  your  Brothers  Gentleman, 

And  for  any  thing  I know,  anhoneftraah; 

And  might  not  1 upon  the  fame  lecurity  deliver  him  a Box  ? 
Evan.  A Bottle- head. 

Fred.  You  fhall  have  eaufe  tochafe,  as  I will  handkit. 
Evan.  1 had  rather  thou  had  ft  delivered  me  to  Pir^s, 
Betray’d  me  to  uncurable  difeafes, 

Hung  up  my  Piefture  in  a Market  place, 

And  fold  me  to  wild  Bawds. 

Caf  As  1 take  it,  Madam, 

Your  maiden-head  lies  not  in  that  Cabinet, 

! You  have  a Clofer,  and  you  keep  the  Key  too. 

Why  are  you  vex’d  thus  I 
Evan.  I could  curfe  thee  wickedly. 

And  wilh  thee  more  deformed  than  Age  can  make  thee. 
Perpetual  hunger,  and  no  teeth  to  fatisfie  it. 

Wait  on  thee  ftill,  nor  Deep  be  found  to  eaft  it ; 

Thole  hands  that  gave  the  Casket,  may  the  Pallic 
For  ever  make  unufeful,  even  to  feed  thee : ^ 

Long  winters,  that  thy  Bones  may  turn  to  lllcles. 

No  Hell  can  thaw  again,  inhabit  by  thee. 

Is  thy  Care  like  thy  Body,  all  one  crookednefs  ? 

How  feurvily  thou  cryeft  now  ? like  a Drunkard, 

I’ll  have  as  pure  tears  from  a dirty  fpout ; 

Do,  fwear  thou  did  ft  this  ignorantly,  fwearit, 

: Swear  and  be  damn’d,  thou  half  Witch. 

Caf.  Thefe  are  fine  words,  well  Madam,  Madam. 

Evan.  Tis  not  well,  thou  mummy, 

’Tis  impudently,  bafely  done,  thou  durty 

Yred.  Has  your  young  landity  done  railing,  Madam, 
Againft  your  innocent  ’Squire  ? do  you  fee  this  Sonnet, 
This  loving  Script?  do  you  know  from  whence  it  came  too  ? 
Evan.  I do,  and  dare  avouch  it  pure,  and  honeft:.  ' 
Fred.  You  have  private  Vifitants,  my  noble  Lady, 

That  in  fweet  numbers  court  your  goodly  Vertues, 

And  to  the  height  of  adoration. 

Evan.  Well,  Sir, 

jTherc’s  neither  Herefie  nor  Treafon  in  it.  (with  ye ; 

I Fred.  A Prince  may  beg  at  the  door,  whilft  thefe  feaft 
■A  favour  or  a grace,  from  fuch  as  1 am, 

Enter  VdiltnOy  Podramo. 

Courfe  common  things.  You  arc  welcome ; Pray  come  near 
iDo  you  know  this  paper  ? (Sir, 

' Fal.  I am  betray’d  *,  1 do,  Sir, 
i’Tis  mine,  my  hand  and  heart,  if  1 dye  for  her, 

I am  thy  Martyr,  Love,  and  time  lhall  honour  me. 

Caf.  You  fawey  Sir,  that  came  in  my  Ladies  name. 

For  her  gilt  Cabinet,  you  cheating  Sir  too. 

You  feurvy  Ulher,  with  as  feurvy  legs, 

And  a worfe  face,  thou  poor  bafe  hanging  holder. 

How  durft  thou  come  to  me  with  a lye  in  thy  mouth  ? 

An  impudent  lye  ? 

Pod.  Hollow,  goodCi//,  you  hobble. 

Caf  A ftinking  lye,  more  ftinking  than  the  teller. 

To  play  the  pilfering  Knave  ? there  have  been  Rafeals 
Brought  up  to  fetch  and  carry,  like  your  Worlhip, 

That  have  been  hang’d  for  lefs,  whipt  they  are  daily. 

And  if  the  Law  will  do  me  right— — ■■ 

Pod.  What  then  old  Maggot  ? 
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C-tf.  Thy  Mother  was  carted  younger  *,  I’ll  have  thy  hide, 
Thy  mangy  hide,  embroider’d  with  a dog  whip, 

As  It  is  now  with  potent  Pox,  and  thicker. 

Fred.  Peace  good  Antiquity,  I’ll  have  your  Bones  elfe 
Ground  into  Gunpowder  to  fhoot  at  Cats  with  •, 

One  word  more,  and  I’ll  blanch  thee  like  an  almond, 

There’s  no  fucli  cure  for  the  (hc-falling  ficknefs 
As  the  powder  of  adryed  Bawds  Skin,  bcfilent. 

You  are  very  prodigal  of  your  fervice  here,  Sir, 

Of  your  life  more  it  feems. 
yd.  I repent  neither, 

I Becaufe  your  Grace  (hall  underftand  it  comes 
j From  the  befl  part  of  Love,  my  pureaffedion. 

And  kindled  with  chafte  flame,  I will  notflye  from  it, 

If  it  be  errour  to  ddirc  to  marry. 

And  marry  her  that  fandity  would  dote  on, 

I have  done  amifs,  if  it  be  a Treafon 
To  graft  my  foul  to  Vertue,  and  to  grow  there. 

To  love  the  tree  that  bears  fuch  happinefs  \ 

Conceive  me.  Sir,  this  fruit  was  ne’r  forbidden  *, 

Nay,  to  defire  to  tafle  too,  1 am  Traytor  *, 

Had  you  but  plants  enough  of  this  blefl:  Tree,  Sir, 

Set  round  about  your  Court,  to  beautifie  it, 

Deaths  twice  fo  many,  todifmay  the  approachers, 

The  ground  would  fcarce  yield  Graves  to  noble  Lovers. 

Fred.  ’Tis  well  maintain’d,  you  wifli  and  pray  to  fortune, 
Herein  your  Sonnet,  and  (he  has  heard  your  prayers, 

So  much  you  dote  upon  your  own  undoing, 

But  one  Month  to  enjoy  her  as  your  Wife, 

Though  at  the  expiring  of  that  time  yon  dye  for’t. 

yd.  I could  wifh  many,  many  Ages,  Sir, 

To  grow  as  old  as  Time  in  her  embraces, 

If  Heaven  would  grant  it,  and  you  fmile  upon  it  *, 

But  if  my  choice  were  two  hours,  and  then  perilh, 

I would  not  pull  my  heart  back. 

Fred.  You  have  your  wifh. 

To  morrow  I will  fee  you  nobly  married. 

Your  Month  take  out  in  all  content  and  pleafure  *, 

The  firftday  of  the  following  Month  you  dye  for’t  j 
Kneel  not,  not  all  your  Prayers  can  divert  me*, 
ilow  mark  your  fentence,  mark  it,  fcornful  Lady, 

If  when  ^<*/mVs  dead,  within  twelve  hours, 

For  that’s  your  lateft  time,  you  find  not  out 
Another  Husband  on  the  fame  condition 
To  marry  you  again,  you  dye  your  felf  too. 

Evan.  Now  you  are  merciful,  I thank  your  Grace. 
Fred.  If  when  you  are  married,  youbutfeekto ’fcape 
Out  of  the  Kingdom,  you,  or  Ihe,  or  both. 

Or  to  infedt  mens  minds  with  hot  commotions. 

You  dye  both  inftantly ; will  you  love  me  now,  Lady? 

My  tale  will  now  be  heard,  but  now  I fcorn  ye.  X-^xit. 

Valerio,  ^wiEvanthe, 

Evan.  Is  our  fair  love,  our  honeft,  our  entire. 

Come  to  this  hazard  ? (lice  for  it, 

yal.  Tis  a noble  one,  and  I am  much  in  love  with  ma- 
Envy  could  not  have  ftudied  me  a way. 

Nor  fortune  pointed  out  a path  to  Honour, 

Straighter  and  nobler,  if  Ihe  had  her  eyes  ; 

When  I have  once  enjoy’d  my  fweet  Evanthcy 
And  blefl:  my  Youth  with  her  raofl:  dear  embraces, 

I have  done  my  journey  here,  my  day  is  out. 

All  that  the  World  has  elle  is  foolery. 

Labour,  and  lofs  of  time  *,  what  fliould  I live  for  ? 

Think  but  mans  life  a Month,  and  we  are  happy. 

I would  not  have  my  joys  grow  old  for  any  thing*, 

A Paradife,  as  thou  art,  my  Evanthe, 

Is  only  made  to  wonder  at  a little, 

Enough  for  human  eyes,  and  then  to  wander  from. 

Come,  do  not  weep,  fweet,  you  difhonourme. 

Your  tears  and  griefs  but  queftion  my  ability. 

Whether  I dare  dye  \ Do  you  love  intirely  ? 

Svan.  You  know  I do. 
y d.  Then  grudge  not  my  felicity. 

Evan.  I’ll  to  the  Queen. 
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yd.  Do  any  thing  that’s  honelt. 

But  if  you  fuc  to  him,  in  Death  I hate  you.  \_Exeunt. 


Seemdus,  Serna  Trima.  i 

Enter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  and  Mcnallo. 

Cam.  T T 7*^  ^ there  ever  heard  of  fuch  a Marriage  ? 

VV  Men.  Marriage  and  Hanging  goby  deftiny, 
’Tis  the  old  Proverb,  now  they  come  together. 

Cle.  But  a Month  married,  then  to  lofe  his  life  for’t  ? 

I would  have  a long  Month  fure,  that  pays  the  Souldicrs. 

Enter  Tony  with  Vrinal. 

Cam.  Or  get  all  the  Almanacks  burnt,  that  were  a rare 
And  have  no  Month  remembred.  HoW  now  Tony  ? (crick. 
Whole  water  are  you  calling  ? 

Tony.  A lick  Gentlemans, 

Is  very  fick,  much  troubled  with  the  Stone, 

He  fhould  not  live  above  a Month,  by  his  Urine, 

About  Sr.  David's  Day  it  will  go  hard  with  him. 

He  will  then  be  troubled  with  a pain  in  his  Neck  too. 

Men.  A pdlilenc  fool  j when  wilt  thou  marry,  Tony  ? 

Ton.  When  I mean  to  be  hang’d,&  ’tis  the  furcr  contradi. 

Cle.  What  think  you  of  this  Marriage  of  yalerio's  ? 

Tony.  They  have  given  him  a hot  Cuflard,  and  mean  to 
burn  his  mouth  with  it  *,  had  I known  he  had  been  given  to 
dye  honourably,  I would  have  helpt  him  to  a Wench;  a 
rare  one,  fhould  have  kill’d  him  in  three  weeks,  and  fav’d 
the  fentence.  (too. 

Cam.  There  be  them  would  have  fpared  ten  days  of  that 

Tony.  It  may  befo,  you  have  Women  of  all  Vertues  *. 
There  be  fome  Guns  that  I could  bring  him  too. 

Some  mortar-pieces  that  are  plac’d  i’ch’  Suburbs, 

Would  tear  him  intoquarteis  in  two  hours , 

There  be  alfo  of  the  race  of  the  old  Cockatrices, 

That  would  difpatch  him  with  once  looking  on  him. 

Men.  What  Month  wouldft  thou  chufe,  Tony.,  if  thbii 
had  ft  the.  like  Fortune  ? 

Tony.  1 would  chufe  a mull’d  lack  month,  to  comfort  iriy 
Belly,  for  fure  my  Back  would  ake  for’t,  and  at  the  months 
end  I would  be  moft  difmally  drunk,  & fcorn  the  gallows. 

Me.\  would  ohwk  Mar chTot  I would  come  in  like  a Lion. 

T ?.But  you’d  go  out  like  a Lamb  when  you  went  to  hang- 

Ca.  I would  take  dyrtl,  take  the  fweet  o’th’  year,  (ing. 
And  kifs  my  Wench  upon  the  tender  flowrets, 

T umble  on  every  Green,  and  as  the  Birds  fung, 

Embrace,  and  melt  away  my  Soul  in  pleafure. 

Tony.  You  would  go  a Maying  g^yly  to  the  Gallows. 

Cle.  Prithee  tell  us  fome  news. 

Tony.  I’ll  tell  ye  all  I know. 

You  may  be  honeft,  and  poor  fools,  as  I am, 

And  blow  your  fingers  ends. 

Cam.  That’s  no  news.  Fool.  (knaves, 

Tony.  You  may  be  knaves  then  When  you  pleafe,  ftark 
And  build  fair  houfes,  butyour  heirs  fhall  have  none  of ’em. 

Men.  Thefe  are  undoubted. 

Tony.  Truth  is  not  worth  the  hearing, 

I’ll  tell  you  news  then  ^ There  was  a drunken  Saylor, 

That  got  a Mermaid  with  child  as  fhe  went  a milking,* 

And  nowihe  fues  him  in  the  Bawdy-Court  forit. 

The  infant-Monfteris  brought  up  in  Fijh-Street. 

Cam.  I,  this  is  fomething. 

Tony.  I’ll  tell  you  more,  there  was  a Fifh  taken, 

A monftrous  Filh,  with  a fword  by  his  fide,  a long  fword; 

A Pike  in’s  Neck,  and  a Gun  in’s  Nofe,  a huge  Gun,  | 
And  letters  of  Mart  in’s  mouth,  from  the  Duke  of  Florence. 

Cle.  This  is  a monftrous  lye. 

Tony.  I do  confefs  it  i (^eni  ? 

Oo  you  think  I would  tell  you  truths,  that  dare  not  hear 
You  are  honeft  things,  w’c  Courtiers  fcorn  to  converle  with.' 

X_£xit 
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Cjm.  A plaguey  fool ; but  let’s  conlider.  Gentlemen, 
Why  the  C^een  llrives  not  to  oppofe  this  fcntence, 

The  Kingdoms  honour  fuffcrs  in  this  cruelty. 

^/fn.  No  doubt  the  Queen,  though  Ihe  be  vertuous, 
Winks  at  the  Marriage,  tor  by  that  only  means 
The  Kings  flame  kflens  to  the  youthful  Lady, 

If  not  goes  out  •,  within  this  Month,  I doubt  not. 

She  hopes  to  rock  alleep  his  anger  allb  *, 

Shall  we  go  fee  the  preparation  f 

’Tis  time,  for  ftrangers  come  to  view  the  wonder,  (dings. 
C-tm,  Come,  let’s  away,  fend  my  friends  happier  wed- 

[_Exeu/jt, 

Enter  ^een  And  Evanthe. 

^een.  You  fliall  be  merry,  come.  Til  have  it  lb. 

Can  mere  be  any  nature  fo  unnoble  ? 

Or  anger  fo  inhumane  to  purfue  this  ? 

Ev.m.  1 fear  there  is. 

^d^een.  Your  fears  are  pqor  and  foolifh. 

Though  he  be  hally,  and  his  anger  death. 

His  will  like  torrents,  not  to  be  refifted. 

Yet  Law  and  Juftice  go  along  to  guide  him  •, 

And  what  Law,  or  what  Julhice  can  he  find 
To  juflifie  his  Will  ? what  A<fl:or  Statute, 

By  Humane,  or  Divine  eftablilhraent, 

Left  to  dirc(^  us,  that  makes  Marriage  death  ? 

Honefl  fair  W ediock  ? ’twas  given  for  encreafe. 

For  prefervation  of  Mankind  1 take  it  •, 

He  muft  be  more  than  man  then  that  dare  break  it. 

Come,  drefsye  handfomely,  you  fhallhave  my  jewels, 
And  put  a face  on  that  contemns  bafe  fortune, 

’Twill  make  him  more  infultto  fee  you  fearful. 

Outlook  his  anger. 

Evan.  O my  fouler  to  I 

Be  witnefs  my  pure  mind,  ’tis  thee  I grieve  for. 

Q^en.  But  Ihew  it  not,  I would  fo  crucifie  him 
With  an  innocent  negled  of  what  he  can  do, 

A brave  ftrong  pious  fcorn,  that  I would  fhake  him  ^ 

Put  all  the  wanton  Cupids  in  thine  eyes. 

And  all  the  graces  on  that  nature  gave  thee. 

Make  up  thy  beauty  tothat  height  of  excellence. 

I’ll  help  thee,  and  forgive  thee,  as  if  renHs 
Were  now  again  to  catch  the  god  of  War, 

In  his  molt  rugged  anger,  when  thou  haft  him, 
(As’tisimpoffible  he  fhould  refift  thee) 

And  kneeling  at  thy  conquering  feet  for  mercy. 

Then  ftiew  thy  Vertue,  then  again  defpife  him. 

And  all  his  power,  then  with  a look  of  honour 
Mingled  with  noble  chaftity,  ftrike  him  dead. 

Evan.  Good  Madam  drefs  me. 

You  arm  me  bravely. 

^een.  Make  him  know  his  cruelty 
Begins  with  him  firft,  he  muft  fuffer  for  it. 

And  that  thy  fentence  is  fo  welcome  to  thee,' 

And  tothy  noble  Lord,  you  long  to  meet  it. 

Stamp  fuch  a deep  impreffion  of  thy  Beauty 
Into  his  foul,  and  of  thy  worthinefs. 

That  when  and  Evanthe  fleep 

In  one  rich  earth,  hung  round  about  with  bleffings, 

He  may  run  mad,  and  curfehisad",  belufty. 

I’ll  teach  thee  how  to  dye  too,  if  thou  fear’ft  it. 

£v.  I thank  your  Grace,  you  have  prepar’d  me  ftrongly, 
And  my  weak  mind. 

^leen.  Death  is  unwelcome  never, 

Unlefsitbe  to  tortur’d  minds  and  lick  fouls, 

1 hat  make  their  own  Hells ; ’tis  fuch  a benefit 
When  it  comes  crown’d  with  honour,  fhewsfofweettoo! 
Though  they  paint  it  ngly,  that’s  but  to  reftrain  us, 

For  every  living  thing  v/ould  love  it  elfe. 

Fly  boldly  to  their  peace  ere  Nature  call’d  ’em  ; 

] The  Reft  we  have  from  laboOr,  and  from  trouble 
Is  fome  Incitement,  every  thing  alike, 
j The  poor  Slave  that  lies  private  has  his  liberty, 

1 Asamply  ashis  .Maftcr,  in  that  Tomb 
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The  Earth  as  light  upon  him,  and  the  flowers 
That  grow  about  him,  fmell  asfweet,  andflourifh. 

But  when  we  love  with  honour  to  our  ends, 

W’hen  Memory  and  Vertue  are  our  Mourners ; 

What  pleafure’s  there  ! they  arc  infinite,  Evanthe^ 

Only,  my  vertuous  VVench,  we  wantour  fenfes. 

That  benefit  we  are  barr’d,  ’twould  make  us  proud  elfe. 
And  lazy  to  look  up  to  happier  life. 

The  Blcftings  of  the  people  w'ould  lo  fwell  us. 

Evan.  Good  Madam,  drefs  me,  you  have  dreft  my  foul, 
The  merrieft  Bride  I’ll  be  for  all  this  mifery, 

The  proudeft  to  fome  Eyes  too. 

Qjieen.  ’Twill  do  better,  come,  fhrink  no  more* 

Evan.  I am  too  confident.  {Exemt. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Sorano. 

Sor.  You  are  too  remifs  and  wanton  in  your  angers 
You  mold  things  handfomely,  and  then  ncgled  ’em  ^ ’ 

A powerful  Prince  Ihould  be  conftant  to  his  power  ftill, 
And  hold  up  what  he  builds,  then  People  fear  him ; 

When  he  lets  loofe  his  hand  it  fhews  a weaknefs. 

And  men  examine  or  contemn  his  greatnefs  .• 

A fcorn  of  this  high  kind  fhould  have  call’d  up 
A revenge  equal,  not  a pity  in  you. 

Ered.  She  is  thy  Sifter. 

Sor.  And  ftie  were  ray  Mother, 

Whilft  I conceive  ’tis  you  Ihe  has  wrong’d,  I hate  her. 

And  fhake  her  ncarnefs  off i I ftudy,  Sir, 

To  fatisfie  your  angers  that  are  juft. 

Before  your  pleafures. 

Fred.  I have  done  that  already, 

1 fear  has  pull’d  too  many  curfes  on  me. 

Sor.  Curfes  or  envies,  on  FaUrio\  head, 

Would  youtakemycounfel.  Sir,  they  fhould  all  light. 

And  with  the  weight  not  only  crack  hisfcull. 

But  his  fair  credit^  the  exquilite  vexation 
I have  devis’d,  fo  pleafe  you  give  way  in't. 

And  let  it  work,  fhall  more  aflli(ft  his  foul. 

And  trench  upon  that  honour  that  he  brags  of. 

Than  fear  of  Death  in  all  the  frights  he  carries  •, 

If  you  fit  down  here  they  will  both  abufe  ye,  (J 

Laugh  at  your  poor  relenting  power,  and  fcorn  ye. 

What  fatisfaftion  can  their  deaths  bring  to  you, 

That  are  prepar’d,  and  proud  to  dye,  and  willingly. 

And  at  their  ends  will  thank  you  for  that  honour? 

How  are  you  nearer  the  defire  you  aim  at  ? 

Or  if  it  be  revenge  your  anger  covets. 

How  can  their  fingic  deaths  give  youcontent.  Sir? 

Petty  revenges  end  in  blood.  Height  angers, 

A Princes  rage  fhould  find  out  new  difeafes. 

Death  were  a pleafure  too,  to  pay  proud  fools  with. 

Fred.  What fliould Ido? 

Sor.  Add  but  your  power  unto  me. 

Make  me  but  ftrong  by  your  prote(ftion, 

And  you  fhall  fee  what  joy,  and  what  delight. 

What  infinite  pleafure  this  poor  Month  fhall  yield  him. 

I’ll  make  him  wifh  he  were  dead  on  his  Marriage-day, 

Or  bed-rid  with  old  age.  I’ll  make  him  curfe. 

And  cry  and  curfe,  give  me  but  power. 

Fred.  You  have  it. 

Here,  take  my  Ring,  1 am  content  he  pay  for’t. 

Sor.  It  fhall  be  now  revenge,  as  I will  handle  it, 

He  fhall  live  after  this  to  beg  his  life  too, 

T wenty  to  one  by  this  thread,  as  I’ll  weave  it, 

Evanthe  fhall  be  yours. 

Fred.  Take  all  authority,  and  be  moft  happy. 

Sor.  Good  Sir,  no  more  pity.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  Tony,  three  CitvzjenSy  and  three  Wives. 

I Wife.  Good  Maftcr  Tony,  put  me  in. 

Tony.  \A'here  do  yon  dwell  ? (Mutton. 

I Wife.  Forfooth,  at  the  fign  of  the  great  Shoulder  of 

Ton.  A hungry  man  would  hunt  your  houfe  out  inftantly. 
Keep  the  Dogs  from  your  door  ^ Is  this  Lettice  Ruff  your 

• Husband  ? 
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Husband  ? a fine  fharp  fallet  to  yonr  fign. 

2 Wtfe.  Will  you  put  me  in  too  ? 

3 Wife.  And  me,  good  Mafter  Tony. 

Tony.  Put  ye  all  in  ? you  harl  belt  come  twenty  niore^you 
Think  'tis  calie,  a trick  of  legerdemain,  to  put  ye  all  in, 
’Twould  pofe  a fellow  that  had  twice  my  body, 

Though  it  were  all  made  into  chines  and  fillets. 

2 Wi.  Put’s  into  th’  wedding,  Sir^we  would  fain  fee  that. 

1 Wife.  And  the  braVe  Mafque  too. 

To.  Tou  two  are  pretty  women,  are  you  their  husbands.' 
iCitiz,.  Yes,  for  want  of  better. 

T any.  I think  fo  too,  you  w’onld  not  be  fo  mad  elfc 
To  turn  ’em  loofc  to  a company  of  young  Courtiers, 

That  fwarm  like  Bees  in  Muy,  when  they  fee  young  wen- 
You  mult  not  fqueak.  (chesj 

iWtfe.  No  Sir,  we  are  better  tutor’d. 

Tony.  Nor  if  a young  Lord  ofier  you  the  courtefie 

2 Wife.  We  know  what  *tis.  Sir. 

Tony.  Nor  you  muH:  notgrunible. 

If  you  be  thrufl:  up  hard,  we  thruft  moll  furioufly. 
j Wife.  VVe  know  the  worft. 

T my.  Get  you  two  in  then  quietly. 

And  fhift  for  your  felves  •,  we  mull:  have  no  old  women. 
They  are  out  of  ufe,  unlefs  they  have  petitions, 

Befides  they  cough  fo  loud  they  drown  the  Mufick. 

You  would  go  in  too,  but  there  is  noplace  for  ye? 

I am  forry  for’r,  go  and  forget  yoUr  wives, 

Or  pray  they  may  be  able  to  fuflier  patiently. 

You  may  have  H6irs  may  prove  wife  Aldermen, 

Go,  or  Tie  call  the  Guard. 

3 (ftti.  We  will  get  in,  we’l  venture  broken  pates  elfe. 

£ Ex.  Otiz..  and  Women. 

Tony.  ’Tis  impodlble. 

You  arc  too  fecurcly  arm’d ; how  they  flock  hither , 

And  with  what  joy  the  women  run  by  heaps 
T o fee  this  Marriage they  tickle  to  think  of  it. 

They  hope  for  every  month  a husband  too  •, 

Still  how  they  run,  and  how  the  wittals  follow  ’em. 

The  weak  things  that  are  worn  between  the  leggs. 

That  brulhing,  drefllng,  nor  new  naps  can  mend. 

How  they  poft  to  fee  their  owncoUftifion? 

This  is  a merry  world. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Look  to  the  door  Sirrah, 

Thou  art  a fool,  and  may’ft  do  mifchief  lawfully. 

Tony.  Give  me  your  hand,  yon  are  my  Brother  fool, 

You  may  both  make  the  Law,  and  marr  it  prefentlyi 
Do  you  love  a wench  ? 

Fred.  Who  does  not,  fool (marry  her. 
Tony.  Not  I,  unlefs  you  will  give  me  a longer  leafe  to 
Frf.  What  are  all  thefe  that  come,whatbufinefs  have  they? 
Tony.  Some  come  to  gape,thofe  are  my  fellow  fools-, 
Some  to  get  home  their  wives,  thole  be  their  own  fools  \ 
Some  to  rejoyce  with  thee,  thofe  be  the  times  fools 
And  fome  I fear  to  curfe  thee,  thpfe  are  ^oor  fools. 

Enter  Caflanderj  an  old  Lady  faffing  over. 

A fet  people  call  themhoneft.  Look,  look  King,  look, 

A weather-beaten  Lady  nevfr  caresn’d< 

Fred.  An  old  one.  ^ 

Tony.  The  glafles  of  her  eyes  are  new  rub’d  over,  (ly  ? 
And  the  worm-eaten  records  in  her  face  are  daub’d  up  neat- 
She  layes  her  breafts  out  too,  like  topoch’deggs 
That  had  the  yelks  fuckt  out ; they  get  new  heads  alfo. 
New  teeth,  new  tongues,  for  the  old  arc  all  worn  out. 

And  as  ’cis  hop’d,  new  tayls.  Fr^d.  For  what? 

Tony.  For  old  Courtiers, 

The  young  ones  are  too  llirring  for  their  travels. 

Fred.  Go  leave  your  knavery,  and  help  to  keep  the  door 
I will  have  no  fuch  prefs.  ( well, 

Tony.  Lay  thy  hand  o'thy  heart  King. 

Fred,  rle  have  ye  whipt. 

Tony.  The  fool  arid  thou  art  parted.- 
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Fred.  Sorano  work,  and  free  nic  froni  this  fpdl, 

*Twi\'t  love  and  fcorn  there’s  nothing  felt  but  hell.  [_Exit. 

Enter  Valerio,  Cifmillo,  Clcanthcs,  Mcnallo, 
and  Servants. 

Fal.  Tyc  on  my  Scarf,  yoU  are  fo  long  about  nic. 

Good  my  Lords.hclp,  give  me  my  other  Cloak, 

That  Hat  and  Feather,  Lord  what  a Taylor’s  this. 

To  make  meupthusftraight'.one  figh  would  burltmc, 

I have  not  room  to  breath,  come  button,  button. 

Button,  apace. 

Cam.  I am  glad  to  fee  you  merry  Sir. 

Val.  ’Twould  make  you  merry  had  you  fuch  a wife. 

And  fuch  an  age  to  injoy  her  in. 

eJlden.  An  age  Sir 

Fal.  A moneth’s  an  age  to  him  that  is  contented. 

What  Ihould  I feck  for  more  ? give  me  my  fword. 

Ha  my  good  Lords,  that  every  one  of  you  now 
Had  but  a Lady  of  that  youth  and  beauty 
To  biefs  your  feIvCs  this  night  with,  would  ye  not  ? 

Pray  ye  fpeak  Uprightly. 

Cle.  We  confefs  ye  happy, 

And  we  could  well  wilh  fuch  another  Banquet, 

But  on  that  price  my  Lord 

Fal.  ’Twere  nothing  elfe. 

No  man  can  ever  come  to  aim  at  Heaven, 

But  by  the  knowledge  of  a Hell . Thefc  Ihoocs  arO  heavy, 
And  if  Ilhould  be  call’d  to  dance  they’Iclog  me, 

Get  me  fome  pumps ; I’lc  tell  ye  brave 
And  you  dear  friends,  the  King  haslionour’d  me. 

Out  of  his  gracious  favour  has  much  honour’d  me. 

To  limit  rrie  my  time,  for  who  would  live  long  .' 

Who  would  be  old  ? ’tisfuCh  a wearinefs. 

Such  a difeafe,  that  hangs  like  lead  upon  us. 

As  it  increafes,  fo  vexations. 

Griefs  ofthe  minde,  pains  of  the  feeble  body, 

Rheums,  coughs,  catarrhs,  we  are  but  our  living  coffins  j 
Befides,  the  fair  foul’s  old  too,  it  grovvs  cOvetous, 

Which  fhews  all  honour  is  departed  from  us, 

Arid  we  are  Earth  again. 

Cle.  You  make  fair  ufe  Sir. 

Fal.  I would  not  live  to  learn  to  lye  Cleanthes 
For  all  the  vvorld,  old  men  are  prone  to  that  too  ^ 

Thou  that  haft  been  a Souldier,  <j^enalloy 
A noble  Souldier,  and  defied  all  danger, 

Adopted  thy  brave  arm  the  heir  to  viiftory, 

Would’ft  thou  live  lb  long  till  thy  ftrength  forfook  thee  ? 
Till  thou  grew’ft  only  a long  tedious  ftory 
Of  what  thou  hadft  been .?  till  thy  fword  hang  by. 

And  lazie  Spiders  fill’d  the  hilt  with  cobwebs.' 

Men.  No  fure,  I wotlld  not. 

Fal.  ’Tis  not  fit  ye  Ihould, 

To  dye  a young  man  is  to  be  an  Angel, 

Our  great  good  parts  put  wings  unto  our  (bills : 

Wc’l  have  a roufe  before  we  go  to  bed  friends, 

Pray  ye  tell  me,  is’t  a hanfocrie  Ma^k  we  have  ? 

Cam.  We  underftand  16. 

Fal.  And  the  yoring  gent,  dance .' 

Cle.  They  do  Sir,  and  fome  dance  well. 

Fal.  They  muft  before  the  Ladies, 

We’l  have  a roufe  before  vt  e go  to  bed  friends, 

A lufty  one,  ’twill  make  my  blood  dance  too.  fMaftck^ 

Cam.  Ten  if  you  pleafe. 

Fal.  And  we’l  be  wondrous  merry. 

They  (lay  fure,  come,  I hear  the  Mufick  forward. 

You  (hall  have  all  Gloves  prefently.  C Exit. 

Men.  We  attend  Sir,  but  firft  we  muft  look  to  th’ 

Doors.  Knocking  xvitk'in. 

The  King  has  charged  us.  ^Exep^t. 

Enter  tveo  Servants. 

I 5er.  What  a noife  do  yOu  keep  there^  call  my  fellow^ 
O’  the  Guard  you  muft  ceafe  now  untill  the  King  be 
Enter’d,  he  is  gone  to;th’  Temple  now. 
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j - >cry.  Look  to  that  back  door,  and  keep  it  faft, 

! They  Iwarmlike  Bees  about  it. 

I frter  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menallo,Tony, 

Keep  back  thofe  Citizens,  and  let  their  wives  in, 
Tncir  hanJlbme  wives. 

Tof.'y.  They  have  crowded  me  to  Veriuyee, 
j I fweat  like  a Butter-box. 

I 1 Serv.  Stand  furtlier  ofl'there. 

//t-w  Take  the  women  alide,  and  talk  with  ’em  in  private, 
Give  ’em  that  they  came  for. 

Tony.  The  whole  Court  cannot  do  it  ^ 

Pefides,  the  next  Mask  if  w’c  ufe’emfo, 

They'l  come  by  millions  to  exped  our  largefs', 

W'e  have  broke  a hundred  heads. 

Are  they  fo  tender  ? 

Ton.  But  ’twas  behind,  before  they  have  all  murrions. 
Citn.  Let  in  thofe  Ladies,make’cm  room  for  lhame  there. 
Ton.  They  are  no  Ladies,  there’s  one  bald  before  ’em, 

A gent,  bald,  they  are  curtail’d  queans  in  hired  clothes. 
They  come  out  of  Spam  I think,  they  are  very  fultry. 

Afen.  Keep ’em  in  breath  for  an  EmbafTadour. 

Knocks  within. 

Me  thinks  my  nofe  fhakes  at  their  memories, 
j What  bouniing’s  that? 

Within.  I am  one  of  the  Mufick  Sir. 

Wuhin.  I have  fweat- meats  for  the  banquet. 

Cam.  Let  ’em  in. 

Ton.  They  lye  my  Lord,  they  come  to  feek  their  wives. 
Two  broken  Citizens. 

Cam.  Break  ’em  more,  they  are  but  brufled  yet. 

Bold  Rafcals,  ofl'er  to  difturb  your  wives  ? 

Ce.  Lock  the  doors  fall, the  Mu!ick,hark,the  King  comes. 

A Curtain  drawn. 

The  Ktn^y  Queen,  Valerio,  Evanthe,  Ladies,  Attendants, 
Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Sorano,  Menallo. 

cx/  tJMash. 

Cupid  dejeends,  the  Graces  fitting  by  Cupid  being  bound  the 
Graces  unbind  him,  he  fpeak^. 

Cup.  Unbind  me, my  delight, this  night  is  mine. 

Now  let  me  look  upon  what  Stars  here  Ih’ine, 

Let  me  behold  the  beauties,  then  clap  high 
My  cullor’d  wings,  proud  of  my  Deity  ■, 

I amfatisfied,  bind  me  again,  and  faft, 
j My  angry  Bow  will  make  too  great  a waft 
I Of  beauty  elfe,  now  call  my  Maskers  in. 

Call  with  a Song,  and  let  the  fports  begin  j 
I Call  all  my  fervants  theefleds  of  love, 

I And  to  a meafure  let  them  nobly  move. 

I Come  you  fervants  of  proud  love. 

Come  away  .* 

Fairly,  nobly,  gently  move. 

Too  long,  too  long  you  make  us  ftay  •, 

Fancy,  Defire,  Delight,  Hope,  Fear, 

Diftruft  and  Jealoufie,  be  you  too  here ; 

Confuming  Care,  and  raging  Ire, 

And  Poverty  in  poor  attire, 

March  fairly  in,  and  laft  DcTpalr*, 

Now  full  Mufick  ftrike  the  Air. 

Enter  the  Fancy,  Defire,  Delight,  Hope,  Fear, 

j Difirufi,  Jealoufie,  Care,  Ire,  Defpair,  they  dance,  after 
which  Cupid  fpeakj. 

1 Cup.  Away,  I have  done,  the  day  begins  to  light. 
Lovers,  you  know  your  fate,  good  night,  good  night. 

Cupid  and  the  Graces  afeend  in  the  Chariot. 

King.  Come  to  the  Banquet,  when  that’s  ended  Sir, 
i’lefce  you  i’  bed,  and  fogood  night  ■,  be  merry, 

You  have  a fweet  bed  fellow. 
y'al.  I thank  your  Grace, 


j And  ever  fliall  be  bound  unto  your  noblenels. 
j King.  I pray  I may  deferve  your  thanks,  fet  forward. 

I n Exeunt. 


TertiHS,  ScenaFrima, 

Enter  divers  Monks,  Alphonfo  going  to  the  Tomb,  Rugio, 
and  Frier  Marco,  difeover  the  Tomb  and  a Chair. 

[Mar.  ‘'^He  night  grows  on,  lead  foftly  to  the  Tomb, 

I . X And  fing  not  till  I'bid  ye ; let  the  Mufick 
I Play  gently  as  he  pafies. 

Rug.  O fair  pidure, 

,That  wert  the  living  hope  of  all  our  honours  •, 

I How  are  we  banifiit  from  the  joy  we  dreamt  of  ? 

’ Will  he  ne’re  fpeak  more  ? 
j AFar.  ’Tis  full  three  moneths  Lord  Rugio, 
j Since  any  articulate  found  came  from  his  tongue, 
jSet  him  down  gently:  Sits  in  a Chair. 

Rug.  What  Ihould  the  reafonbeSir  ? 

Mar.  As  ’tis  in  nature  with  thofe  loving  Husbands, 

I That  fympathize  their  wives  pains,  and  their  throes 
'When  they  are  breeding,  and  ’tis  ufuall  too. 

We  have  it  by  experience ; fo  in  him  Sir, 

In  this  moft  noble  Ipirit  that  now  fuffers ; 

For  when  his  honour’d  Father  good  Brandino 
Fell  fick,  he  felt  the  griefs,  and  labour’d  with  them. 

His  fits  and  hisdifeafe  he  ftill  inherited. 

Grew  the  lame  thing,  and  had  not  nature  check’d  him, 
Strength,  and  ability,  he  had  dyed  that  hour  too. 

Rug.  Emblemc  of  noble  love ! 

Mar.  That  very  minute 

His  Fa  thers  breath  forfook  him,  that  lame  inftant, 

A rare  example  of  his  piety. 

And  Jove  paternal,  the  Organ  of  his  tongue 
Was  never  heard  to  found  again  *,  fo  near  death 
He  feeks  to  wait  upon  his  worthy  Father, 

But  that  we  force  his  meat,  he  were  one  body. 

Rug.  He  points  to’th’  Tomb. 

Mar.  That  is  the  place  he  honours, 

A houfe  I fear  he  will  not  be  long  out  of. 

He  will  toth’  Tomb,  good  my  Lord  lend  your  hand  j 
Now  fing  the  Funeral  Song,  and  let  him  kneel. 

For  then  he  is  pleas’d.  A Song. 

Rug.  Heaven  lend  thy  powerfull  hand. 

And  eale  this  Prince. 

Mar.  He  will  pals  back  again.  C Exeunt. 

Enter  Valerio. 

Fal.  They  drink  abundantly,  I am  hot  with  wine  too, 
Luftily  warm,ric  fteal  now  to  my  happinefs, 

’Tis  midnight,  and  the  filent  hour  invites  me. 

But  Ihe  is  up  ftill,  and  attends  the  Queen  •, 

Thou  dew  of  wine  and  lleep  hang  on  their  eye-lids. 

Steep  their  dull  lenfes  in  the  healths  they  drink. 

That  I may  quickly  find  my  lov’d  Evanthe. 

The  King  is  merry  too,  and  dran^  unto  me. 

Sign  of  fair  peace,  O this  nights  bleflednefs  I 
If  I had  forty  heads  I would  give  all  for ’t. 

Is  not  the  end  of  our  ambitions. 

Of  all  our  humane  ftudies,  and  our  travels. 

Of  our  defires,  the  obtaining  of  our  wilhes 
Certain  it  is,  and  there  man  makes  his  Center. 

I have  obtain’d  Evanthe,  I have  married  her. 

Can  any  fortune  keep  me  from  injoying  her  ? 

Enter  Sorano. 

I have  my  wifh, what’s  left  me  to  accufe  now  ? 

I am  friends  with  all  the  world, but  thy  bafe  malice  ■, 

Go  glory  in  thy  milchiefs  thou  proud  man. 

And  cry  it  to  the  world  thou  haft  ruin’d  vertue 


How 
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How  I contemn  thee  and  thy  petty  malice ! 

And  with  what  fcorn,  1 lockdown  on  thy  pradlicc! 

Sor.  You’lfingme  a new  Song  anon  yAlerio, 

And  wifli  thefe  hot  words 

yj.  1 defpife  thee  fellow , 

Thy  threats,  or  flatteries,  all  1 fling  behind  me  *, 

I have  my  end,  1 have  thy  noble  Siller, 

A name  too  worthy  of  thy  blood  •,  1 have  married  her, 

And  will  injoy  her  too. 

Sor.  ’Tis  very  likely. 

yal.  And  that  Ihort  moneth  I have  to  blefs  me  w'ith  her 
ric  make  an  age.  Tie  reckon  each  embrace 
A year  of  pleafure,  and  each  night  a Jubilc, 

Every  quick  kifs  a Spring ; and  when  I mean 
Tolofe  my  felf  in  all  delightfulnefs, 

Twenty  iweet  Summers  I will  tye  together 
In  fpight  of  thee,  and  thy  malignant  Mailer ; • 

1 will  dye  ©Id  in  love,  though  young  in  plealiirc. 

Sor.  But  that  1 late  thee  deadly,!  could  pity  thee. 

Thou  arc  the  pooreft  miferable  thing 
This  day  on  earth  \ Tie  tell  thee  why  yderio^ 

All  thouellceraell,  and  build’ll  upon  for  happinefs. 

For  joy,  for  pleafure,  for  delight  is  pall  thee, 

And  like  a wanton  dreart  already  vanilht. 
yd.  Is  my  love  falfe  ? 

Sor.  No,  iheisconftanctothee, 

Conllant  to  all  thy  milery  Ihe  (hall  be. 

And  curfe  thee  too. 

yai  Ismy  llrongbodyweakn’d, 
iCharm’d,  or  abus’d  with  fubtle  drink  ? fpeak  villain. 

1 Sor.  Neither,  I dare  fpeak,  thou  art  Hill  as  lully 
j As  when  thoulov’dfthcrfiift,  as  llrongand  hopefull, 

■The  month  thou  haft  given  thee  is  a month  of  mifery, 

And  where  thou  think’ll  each  hour  fliall  yield  a pleafure, 
Look  for  a killing  pain,  for  thou  iHalt  find  it 
Before  thou  dyeft,  each  minute  lhall  prepare  it, 

And  ring  fo  many  knels  to  lad  affliftions  \ 

The  King  has  given  thee  a long  mdiiih  td  dye  in. 

And  milerably  dye. 

yd.  Undo  thy  Riddle, 

I am  prepar’d  what  ever  fate  lhall  follow. 

Sor.  Doll  thou  fee  this  Ring? 
yd.  I know  it  too. 

Sor.  Then  mark  me. 

By  vertue  of  this  Ring  this  I pronounce  to  thee, 

’Tis  the  Kings  will. 
yd.  Let  me  know  it  fuddcnly. 

Sor.  If  thou  doft  offer  to  touch  Euanthes  body 
Beyond  a kifs,  though  thou  art  matried  to  her, 

And  lawfully  as  thou  think’ft  may’ll  injoy  her, 

That  minute  (he  lhall  dye. 

1 yd.  O Devil 

’ Sor.  If  thou  difeover  this  command  unto  her. 

Or  to  a friend  that  lhall  importune  thee; 

And  why  thou  abftaineft, and  from  wheCe  will,  ye  all  perilh, 
Upon  the  felf- fame  forfeit  .♦  are  yc  fitted  Sir  > 

Now  if  ye  love  her,  ye  may  preferve  her  life  ftill, 

If  not,  you  know  the  worft,  how  tails  yOur  month  out  / 
y^t.  This  tyranny  could  never  be  invented 
But  in  the  fchool  of  Hell,  Earth  is  too  innocent  j 
Not  to  injoy  her  when  ihe  is  my  wife  ? 

When  (he  is  willing  too  ? 

' Sor.  She  is  molt  willing, 

1 And  will  run  mad  to  mifs  •,  but  ifyou'hit  hef. 

Be  fure  you  hit  her  home,  and  kill  her  with  it ; 

There  are  fuch  women  chat  win  dye  with  pleafure : 

The  Axe  will  fcOow  elfe,  that  will  not  fail 
i To  fetch  her  Maiden  head,  and  difpatch  her  quickly  •, 

Theh  lhall  the  world  know  you  are  the  caufe  of  Murther, 
i And  as  ’tis  requifite  your  life  lhall  pay  for’t. 

1 yd.  Thou  doll  bur  jell,  thou  canft  not  be  fo  monftroUs 
jAsthou  proclaim’ftthy  fdf;  thou  art  her  Brother, 

[And  there  mufi.be  a feeling  heart  within  thee 
iOf  her  afflidions  \ were  thou  a ftranger  to  us^ 

And  bred  amongft  wild  rocks,  thy  nature  wild  too, 
Alfc^ion  in  thecas  thy  breeding,  cold, 

And  unrelenting  as  the  rocks  that  nourilhc  thee. 

Yet  thou  mull  lhake  to  tell  me  this  •,  they  tremble 
When  the  rude  fca  threatens  divorce  amongft  ’em. 

They  that  are  lencelcfs  things  lhake  at  a tempeft  j 

Thou  art  a man  

Sor.  Be  thou  too  then,  ’twill  try  thee. 

And  patience  now  will  bell  become  thy  noblcnefs. 

yd.  Invent  fomc  other  torment  to  afflidl  me. 

All,  if  thou  picafe,  put  all  afflictions  on  me. 

Study  thy  brains  out  for  ’em,  fo  this  be  none 
1 care  not  of  wliat  nature,  nor  what  cruelty, 

Nor  of  what  length. 

Sor.  This  is  enough  to  vex  ye. 

yd.  The  tale  of  Tantdut  is  now  prov’d  true, 

And  from  me  lhall  be  regiftred  Authentick  *, 
Tohavcmyjoyeswithinmyarms,  and  lawfuUj 
Mine  own  delights,  yet  dare  not  touch. 

Even  as  thou  hateft  me  Brother,let  no  young  man  know  this, 
As  thou  flialc  hope  for  peace  when  thou  moft  needeft  it, 
Peace  in  thy  foul,  delire  the  King  to  kill  me, 

Make  me  a traitor,  anything.  Tie  yield  to  it, 

And  give  thee  caufe  fo  1 may  dye  immediately  *, 

Lock  me  in  Prifon  where  no  Sun  may  fee  me. 

In  walls  fo  thick  no  hope  may  e’re  come  at  me  •, 

Keep  me  from  meat,  and  drink,  and  fleep,  I’le  blefs  thee  5 
Give  me  feme  damned  potion  to  deliver  me. 

That  I may  never  know  my  felf  again,  forget 
My  Country,  kindred,  name  and  fortune ; Jaft, 

That  my  chafte  love  may  never  appear  before  me* 

This  were  feme  comfort. 

Sor.  All  I have  I have  brought  ye. 

And  much  good  may  it  do  ye  my  dear  Brother, 

See  yc  obferve  it  well  ^ you  will  find  about  ye 
,Many  eyes  fet,  that  lhall  o’re-look  yodr  aClions, 

If  you  tr^nlgrcfs  ye  know,  and  fo  I leave  ye. 
yd.  Heaven  be  not  angry,  and  I have  feme  hope  yet. 

C Exit. 

j E^ter  Frederick,  and  Sofano. 

! Fred.  Haft  thou  been  with  him 
1 Sor.  Yes,  and  given  him  that  Sir 
Will  make  him  curfe  his  Birth  ^ I cold  ye  which  way. 
jDid  you  but  fee  him  Sir,  but  look  upon  him, 

With  what  a troubled  and  dejeCted  nature 
He  walks  now  in  a mill,  with  what  a lilence, 

As  if  he  were  the  Ihrowd  he  wrapt  himfelf  itf. 

And  no  more  of  yderio  but  his  fliadow, 

He  feeks  obfeurity  to  hide  his  thoughts  in, 

|You  would  wonder  and  admire  for  all  you  know  it* 

His  jollity  is  down,  valed  to  the  ground  Sir, 

And  his  high  hopes  of  full  delights  and  pleafiires 
Are  turn’d  tormenters  to  him,  ftrong  difeafes, 

Fred.  But  is  there  hope  of  her  ? 

Sdr.  It  mult  fall  necelfary. 

She  mull  diflike  him  j quarrel  with  his  perfdn. 

For  women  once  deluded  are  next  Devils, 

And  in  the  height  of  that  opinion  Sir, 

You  lhall  put  on  again,  and  Ihe  rauft  meet  yc, 

Fred.  I am  glad  of  this, 

Sor.  rie  tell  ye  all  the  circufflilance 
Within  this  hotir,  but  fure  I heard  your  grace 
To  day  as  I attended,  make  feme  Hops, 

Some  broken  fpeechs, and  feme  fighs  between, 

And  then  your  Brothers  name  I heard  diftihClly, 

And  feme  fad  wilhes  after. 

Fred.  Ye  are  i’th’  right  Sir, 

I would  he  were  as  fad  as  I could  wife  him, 

Sad  as  the  Earth. 

Sor.  Would  ye  have  it  fe 
Fred.  Thou  heareft  me. 

Though  he  be  lick  with  fmall  hope  of  recovery. 

That  hope  ftill  lives,  and  mens  eyes  live  upon  if, 

' 47^  ^ S^oneth, 

--  - - _ ^ ”■  ■ 


AaQ  in  their  eye  their  wiflics  •,  my  Sotaho, 

I Were  he  but  cold  once  in  the  tomb  he  dotes  on, 

, As ’tis  the  fitceft  place  for  melancholy, 
i My  Conrt  Ihould  be  another  Paradifo , 

And  flow  vVith  all  delights. 

Syr.  Go  to  your  plcafurcs,  let  me  alone  with  this, 

Hope  lhall  not  trouble  ye,  nor  he  three  dayes. 

Fred.  I flrail  be  bound  unto  thee. 

Enter  Valerio,  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menallo. 

Sor.  ric  do  it  neatly  too, no  doubt  fliall  catch  me.  (’em. 

Fred.  Be  gone, they  are  going  to  bed,l’le  bid  good  night  to 
I Sor.  And  mark  the  man,  you'l  fcaicc  know  ’tis  Valerio. 

I C£.v>. 

! Cim.  Chear  up  my  noble  Lord,  the  minute’s  come, 

I You  fliall  injoy  the  ablh'adof  all  fw^etnefs, 
j Wc  did  you  wrong,  you  need  no  wine  to  warm  ye, 

' Ddire  (hoots  through  your  eyes  like  fudden  wild-fircs. 

I Befhrcw  me  Lords,  the  wine,  has  made  me  dull, 

I I am  1 know  not  what. 

Fred.  Good  pleafure  to  ye, 

' Good  night  and  long  too,  as  you  find  your  appetite 
i You  may  fall  to. 

1 Val.  1 do  befeech  yo.ur  grace, 
j For  which  of  all  my  loves  and  ferviccs 
I Have  I deferved  this  ? 

I Fred.  I am  not  bound  to  anfwer  ye. 

Val.  Nor  1 bound  to  obey  in  unjuft  adions. 

Fred.  Do  as  you  pleafc,  you  know  the  penalty. 

And  as  I have  a foul  it  fliall  be  executed  ; 

Nay  look  not  pale,  I am  not  ufed  to  fear  Sir, 

If  you  refpc(ff  your  Lady,  good  night  to  ye. 

Val.  But  for  refped  to  her  and  to  my  duty. 

That  reverent  dnty  that  I owe  my  Soveragin, 

1 Which  anger  has  no  power  to  fnatch  me  from, 
j The  good  night  Ibould  be  thine  \ good  night  for  ever. 

I The  King  is  wanton  Lords,  he  would  needs  know  of  me 
How  many  nick  chafes  I would  make  to  night. 

Metz.  My  Lord,  no  doubt  you’l  prove  a perfed  gameftcr. 

Val.  Faith  no,  I am  unacquainted  with  the  pleafure. 
Bungle  a fet  I may;  how  my  heart  trembles, 

I And  beats  my  breaft  as  it  would  break  his  way  out.' 
j Good  night  my  noble  friends, 
j Ce.  Nay  we  muft  fee  you  toward  your  bed  my  Lord, 
j Good  faith  it  needs  not, 

’Tis  late,  and  I fha  11  trouble  you. 

Cam.  No,  no,  till  the  Bride  come  Sir. 

Val.  1 befctch  you  leave  me, 

1 You  will  make  me  baflifull  elfe,  I am  fo  foolifh, 

* Befides,  I have  fome  few  devotions  Lords, 

And  he  that  can  pray  with  fuch  a book  in’s  arms (ye. 

Carz.  We’l  leave  ye  then,  and  a fweet  night  wait  upon 

Men.  And  a fwcet  iffue  of  this  fweet  night  crown  ye. 

Cle.  All  nights  and  days  be  fuch  till  you  grow  old  Sir. 

f Exeunt  Lords. 

i Val.  I thank  ye,  ’tis  a curfe  fufficient  for  me, 

: A labour’d  one  too, though  you  mean  a blefling. 
i What  fliall  Ido?  lam  like  a wretched  Debtor, 

I That  has  a fumme  to  tender  on  the  forfeit 
Of  all  he  is  worth,  yet  dare  not  ofler  it. 

’ Other  men  fee  the  Sun,  yet  I muft  wink  at  it  •, 

; And  though  1 know  ’tis  perfect  day,  deny  it: 

■ My  veins  arc  all  on  fire,  and  bui  n like 
I Youth  and  defire  beat  larums  to  my  blood, 

! And  adde  frefli  fuel  to  my  warm  afleeftions. 

I muft  injoy  her,  yet  wnen  I confidcr, 

When  I collcift  my  fJf,  and  weigh  her  danger. 

The  tyrants  will, and  his  power  taught  to  murther, 

My  tender  ca:  e controHs  my  blood  within  me. 

And  like  a cold  fit  of  a peevifn  Ague 
j Creeps  to  my  foul,  and  flings  an  Ice  upon  me, 

' BnUr  Q^eerZj  Evanthc,  Ladies.,  and  Fool. 

That  locks  all  powers  of  youth  up : but  prevention— 


0 what  a bleflednefs  ’twere  to  be  old  now* 

To  be  unable,  bed-rid  with  difeafes. 

Or  halt  on  Crutches  to  meet  holy  Hymen  •, 

What  a rare  benefit ! but  I am  curft, 

That  that  fpeaks  other  men  moft  freely  happy. 

And  makes  all  eyes  hang  on  their  expeiftations, 

Muft  prove  the  bane  of  me,  youth,  and  ability. 

She  comes  to  bed,  how  lhall  I entertain  her  ? 

Tony.  Nay  I come  after  too,  take  the  fool  with  ye, 

For  lightly  he  is  ever  one  at  Weddings. 

Q^een.  Evanthey  make  ye  unready, your  Lord  ftaies  For  ye. 
And  prethee  be  merry. 

Tony.  Be  very  merry,  Chicken, 

Thy  Lord  will  pipe  to  thee  anon,  and  make  thee  dance  too. 
Lady.  Will  he  fo,  good-man  afs  ? 

Tony.  Yes  good  filly. 

And  you  had  fuch  a Pipe,  that  piped  fo  fweetly,  ( pace* 
You  would  dance  to  death,  you  have  learnt  yourfinque  a 
Evan.  Your  grace  defircs  that  that  is  too  free  in  me, 

1 am  merry  at  the  heart. 

Tony.  Thou  wilt  be  anon,  the  young  fmug  boy  will  give 

( thee  a fweet  cordial. 
Evan.  I am  fo  taken  up  in  all  my  thoughts. 

So  pofleft  Madam  with  the  lawfull  fweets 
I lhall  this  night  partake  of  with  my  Lord, 

So  far  tranfported  ( pardon  my  iramodefty. ) 

Val.  Alas  poor  wench,  how  lhall  I recompence  thee  ? 
Evan.  That  though  they  muft  be  Ihort,  and  fnatchtaway 
E’re  they  grow  ripe,  yet  I lhall  far  prefer  ’em  ( top, 

Before  a tedious  pleafure  with  repentance. 

Val.  O ho,w  my  heart  akes  I 
Evan.  Take  off  my  Jewels  Ladies, 

And  let  my  Ruffloofe,  1 lhall  bid  good  night  to  ye, 

My  Lord  ftaies  here. 

Q^een.  My  wench,  I thank  thee  heartily. 

For  learning  how  to  ufe  thy  few  hours  handfomly. 

They  will  be  years  I hope  ^ off  with  your  Gown  now. 

Lay  down  the  bed  there  ? 

Tony.  Shall  I get  into  it  and  warm  it  for  thee  ? a fools  fire 
And  I’Je  fo  bufs  thee.  ( is  a fine  thing, 

QjMcn.  rie  have  ye  whipt  ye  Rafcal. 

Tony.  That  will  provoke  me  more.  Tie  talk  with  thy  hus- 
He’s  a wile  man  I hope.  , ( band, 

Evan.  Good  night  dear  Madam, 

Ladies,  no  further  fervic.e,  I am  well, 

I do  befeech  your  grace  to  give  us  this  leave. 

My  Lord  and  I to  one  another  freely, 

And  privately,  may  do  all  other  Ceremonies, 

Women  and  Page  we’i  be  to  one  anoth 
And  trouble  you  no  farther.  •, 

T ony.  Art  thou  a wile  man  ? 

Val.  I cannot  tell  thee  Tonyy  ask  my  neighbours. 

Tony.  If  thou  beeft  fo,  go  lye  with  me  to  night. 

The  old  fool  will  lye  quieter  than  the  young  one. 

And  give  thee  more  fleep,  thou  wilt  look  to  morrow  elfe 
Worle  than  the  prodigal  fool  the  Ballad  lpeaks;of. 

That  was  Iqueez’d  through  a horn. 

Val.  1 lhall  take  thy  counfel. 
i^ueen.  Why  then  good  night,  good  night  my  belt 
My  worthy  maid,  and  as  that  name  lhall  vanilh,  ( they 
A worthy  wife,  a long  and  happy  ^ follow  Sirrah. 

Svan.  That  fliall  be  my  care, 

Goodnels  reft  with  your  Grace. 

Q^een.  BeluftyLord,  and  take  your  Lady  to  ye. 

And  that  power  that  /hall  part  ye  be  unhappy. 

Val.  Sweet  reft  unto  ye,  to  ye  all  fweet  Ladies ; 

T ony  good  night. 

Tony.  Shall  not  the  fool  Hay  with  thee  ? 

fdjieen.  Come  away  Sirrah.  {Exeunt  Queen,  Ladies. 

Tony.  How  the  fool  is  fought  for ! fwcet  Malt  is  made  of 

( eafiefire, 

A hafty  horfc  will  quickly  tire,  a fudden  leaper  fticks  i’th’ 

( iTiire, 
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Phlebotomy  and  the  word  lye  nighcr,  take  heed  of  friend  1 

( thee  require ; 

This  from  an  Almanack  I ftoIe,and  learn  this  LelTon  from  a 

( fool. 

Good  night  my  Bird.  C^A'/fTony. 

Evan.  Good  night  wife  Mailer  Tony  j 
Will  ye  to  bed  my  Lord  ? Come,  let  me  help  yc. 

Tal.  To  bed  Evanthe,  art  thou  fleepy 
Evant.  No,  I lhall  be  worfe  if  you  look  fad  upon  me, 
Pray  ye  let’s  to  bed. 

Tai.  I am  not  well  my  love. 

Evant.  Tie  make  ye  well,  there’s  no  fuch  Phyfick  for  ye 
As  your  warm  Miftrisarms. 

Tal.  Art  thou  fo  cunning  ? 

Evant.  I fpeak  not  by  experience,  ’pray  ye  miflake  not ; 

But  if  you  love  me 

Tal.  I do  love  fo  dearly. 

So  much  above  the  bale  bent  of  defirc, 

: 1 know  not  how  to  anfwer  thee. 

Evant,  To  bed  then, 

: There  I fhalJ  better  credit  ye  *,  fie  my  Lord, 

I Will  ye  put  a maid  to’t,  to  teach  ye  what  to  do  ? 

; An  innocent  maid  ? Are  ye  fo  cold  a Lover  ? 
i Intruth  you  make  me  blulh,  ’tis  midnight  too,* 

And  ’tis  no  Iloln  love,  bat  authorifed  openly. 

No  fin  we  covet,  pray  let  me  undrefs  ye. 

You  lhall  help  me ; prethee  fweet  Talerto  *, 

Be  not  fo  fad, the  King  will  be  more  raercifull. 

Val.  May  not  I love  thy  mind  ? 

Evant.  And  I yours  too, 

Tis  a moll  noble  one,  adorn’d  with  vertue  •, 

But  if  we  love  not  one  another  really,  , 

And  put  our  bodies  and  our  mind  together. 

And  fo  make  up  the  concord  ofaffedion, 

Our  love  will  prove  but  a blind  fuperllition : 

This  is  no  fchool  to  argue  in  my  Lord, 

Nor  have  we  time  to  talk  away  allow’d  us. 

Pray  let’s  dilpatc'n,  ifany  one  Ihould  come 
And  find  us  at  this  diftance,  what  would  they  think  > 
'Come,  kifsmeandtobed. 

Val.  That  I dare  do,  and  kifs  again.  * 

Evant.  Spare  not,  they  are  your  own  Sir. 

FaL  E jttoinjoy  theeisto  be  luxurious  ^ 

Too  P'nfuall  in  my  love,  and  too  ambitious*^ 

0 how  I burn ! to  pluck  thee  from  the  Ilalk, 

Wherv*  O'v  thou  grow’Il  a fweet  bud  and  a beauteous, 

And  :’ft  the  prime  and  honour  of  the  Garden, 

Is  but  tc  'dolate  thy  fpring,  and  fpoil  thee. 

Eva.-.i.  To  let  me  blow, and  fall  alone  would  anger  ye. 
Fal.  Let’s  fit  together  thus,  and  as  we  fit 
Feed  on  the  fweets  of  one  anothers  fouls, 

The  happinefs  of  love  is  contemplation. 

The  bleflednefs  of  love  is  pure  affedion, 

‘ Where  no  allay  ol  aduall  dull  defires, 

■ Of  pleafure  that  partakes  with  wantonnefs, 

' Of  humane  fire  that  burns  out  as  it  kindles, 

And  leaves  the  body  but  a poor  repentance, 

Can  ever  mix,  let’s  fix  on  that  Evanthe^ 

' That’s  everlafting , the  tother  cafuall ; 

Eternity  breeds  one,  the  other  fortune , 

Blind  as  her  felf,  and  full  of  all  alRidtions. 

Shall  we  love  vertuoudy  ? 

Evant.  I ever  loved  fo. 

Val.  And  only  think  our  love  the  rarefi:  pleafure. 

And  that  we  molt  defire,  let  it  be  humane, 

If  once  injoyed  grows  Hale,  and  cloys  our  appetites  i 

1 would  not  lelfen  in  my  love  for  any  thing, 

Nor  find  thee  but  the  fame  in  my  fhort  journey, 

j For  my  loves  fafety. 

I Evant.  Now  I fee  1 am  old  Sir, 

Old  and  ill  favour’d  too,  poor  and  defpisM, 

I And  am  not  worth  your  noble  Fellowlhip, 

I ; Your  fellowlhip  in  Love,  you  would  not  elfe 
;Thus  cunningly  feek  to  betray  a maid, 


A maid  that  honours  you  thus  pioully  *, 

Strive  to  abufe  the  pious  love  fhe  lirings  yc. 

Farcwcl  my  Lord,  lince  yc  have  a better  Miflris, 

For  it  mult  feem  fo,  or  ye  arc  no  man, 

A younger,  happier,  1 (hall  give  her  room, 

So  much  1 love  yc  flill. 

Val.  Stay  my  Evanthe^ 

Heaven  bear  me  witnefs,  thou  art  all  I love, 

All  I defire,  and  now  have  pity  on  me, 

I never  lycd  before  • forgive  me  jultice. 

Youth  and  afle^tion  Hop  your  cars  unto  me. 

Evant.  Why  do  you  weep  if  I have  fpoke  too  harlhly, 
And  unbcfccming,my  beloved  Lord, 

My  care  and  duty,  pardon  me. 

Val.  O hear  me. 

Hear  me  Evanthe^  1 am  all  on  torture. 

And  this  lye  tears  my  confcicnce  as  1 vent  it  •, 

I am  no  man. 

Evant.  How  Sir  ? 

Val.  No  man  for  pleafure,  no  womans  man. 

Eva.  Goodnefs  forbid  my  Lord,  fure  you  abufe  your  felf. 

Val.  ’Tis  true  Evant  he-, 

I fhame  to  fay  you  will  find  it.  Weeps. 

Evant.  He  weeps  bitterly, 

’Tis  my  hard  fortune,  blefs  all  young  maids  from  it 
Is  there  no  help  my  Lord  in  art  will  comfort  ye  ? 

Val.  I hope  there  is. 

Evant.  How  long  have  you  been  deflltute  ? 

Val.  Since  I was  young. 

Evant.  ’Tis  hard  to  dye  for  nothing. 

Now  you  fhall  know  ’tis  not  the  pleafure  Sir, 

( For  I am  compell’d  to  love  you  fpiritually  ) 

"That  women  aim  at,  I affed  ye  for, 

Tis  for  your  worth  \ and  kifs  me, be  at  peace, 

Becaufe  1 ever  loved  ye,  1 ftill  honour  ye. 

And  with  all  duty  to  my  Husband  follow  ye; 

Will  ye  to  bed  now  ? yc  are  alham’d  is  feems  *, 

Pygmalion  pray’d  and  his  cold  Hone  took  life. 

You  do  not  know  with  what  zeal  1 fhall  ask  Sir, 

And  what  rare  miracle  that  may  work  upon  ye  j 
Still  blufh  ? preferibe  your  Law. 

Val.  I prethee  pardon  me, 

To  bed, and  I’le  fit  by  thee,  and  mourn  with  thee, 

Mourn  both  our  fortunes,  our  unhappy  ones : 

Do  not  defpife  me,make  me  not  more  wretched^ 

I pray  to  Heaven  when  I am  gone  Evanthe, 

As  my  poor  date  is  but  a fpan  of  tinie  now, 

To  recompenCe  thy  noble  patience. 

Thy  love  and  vertue  with  a fruitfull  husband, 

Honefl  and  honourable. 

Evant.  Come,  you  have  made  me  weep  now. 

All  fond  defire  dye  here,  and  welcom  challity,  ' 

Honour  and  chaltity,  do  what  you  pleafe  Sir.  Q Exeunt. 


j{Elus  Qmnus,  Seem  Trima, 

Enter  at  one  door  Rugio,  and  Frier  Marco,  at  the 
ether  door  Sorano,  with  a little  glafs  viol. 

^«^.TXTHat  ails  this  piece  ofmifchiefto  look  fad? 

VV  He  feems  to  weep  too; 

(iVVar.  Something  is  a hatching, 

And  of  fome  bloody  nature  too,  Lord  Rugio, 

This  Crocodile  mourns  thus  cunningly. 

Sor.  Hail  holy  Father, 

And  good  day  to  the  good  Lord  Rugio, 
flow  fares  the  fad  Prince  I befeech  ye  Sir  ? 

Rug.  ’Tis  like  you  know,  you  need  not  ask  that  queftion, 
You  have  your  eyes  and  watches  on  his  miferies 
As  near  as  ours,  I would  they  were  as  tender. 

Mar.CiL'a.  you  do  him  good  ? as  the  King  and  you  appoin- 
So  he  is  ftill,  as  you  defir’d  I think  too,  ( ted  him, 
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For  every  day  he  is  woi ic  ( Heaven  pardon  all  ) 

Furoti'  your  forrovv,  you  may  laugh  now  Lord, 

; He  cannot  Ia!t  long  to  dilhirbyour  Mailer, 

Von  have  done  worthy  Icrvicc  to  his  Brother, 
j And  he  moll  memorable  love, 
i Sor.  You  do  not  know  Sir 
i With  what  rcmorlel  ask,  nor  with  what  wcarinefs 
; I groan  and  bow  under  this  load  of  honour, 

And  how  my  foul  lighs  for  the  beallly  ferviccs, 

1 have  done  his  pleafurcs,  thefe  be  vvitnefs  with  me, 

1 And  from  your  piety  believe  me  Father, 

I 1 would  as  willingly  unclothe  my  felf 
} Of  title,  that  becomes  me  not  1 know  ; 

Good  men, and  great  names  bed  agree  together  ^ 

Call  ofl'thc  glorious  favours,  and  the  trappings 
Oflbund  and  honour,  wealth  and  proniifes, 

His  wanton  plcafures  have  flung  on  my  weaknefs, 

' And  chufc  to  ferve  my  countries  caufe  and  vertues, 

I Poorly  and  honellly,  and  redeem  my  mines, 

I As  I w'ould  hoperemiflion  of  my  mifehiefs. 

! Rug.  Old  and  experienc’d  men,  my  Lord  Sorafio, 
j Are  not  fo  quickly  caught  with  gilt  hypocrifie. 

You  pull  your  claws  in  now'  and  fawm  upon  us, 

, As  lyons  do  to  intice  poor  foolilh  beads ^ 

; And  beads  we  Ihould  be  too  if  we  believ’d  ye. 

Go  exercife  your  Art. 

Sor.  For  Heaven  fake  fcorn  me  not, 

I Nor  adde  more  Hell  to  my  afflided  foul 
1 Than  I feel  here  ^ as  you  are  honourable, 
j As  you  are  charitable  look  gently  on  me, 
j I will  no  more  to  Court,  be  no  more  Devil, 

1 know  I mud  be  hated  even  of  him 
That  was  my  Love  now,  and  the  more  he  loves  me 
For  his  foul  ends,  when  they  lhall  once  appear  to  him. 
Milder  before  hisconfcience  and  accufe  him, 

The  fouler  and  the  more  falls  his  difpleafure. 

Princes  are  fading  things,  fo  are  their  favours.  ( morfe. 
eJ^ar.  He  weeps  again,  his  heart  is  toucht  fure  with  rt- 
Sor.  See  this,  and  give  me  fair  attention  good  my  Lord, 
And  w'orthy  Father  fee,  within  this  viol 
The  remedy  and  cure  of  all  my  honour, 
j And  of  the  fad  Prince  lyes, 
i Rug.  What  new  trick’s  this  ? 

! Sor.  ’Tistrue,  I have  done  Offices  abundantly 

■ III  and  prodigious  to  the  Prince  zAlfhonfo^ 

I And  whild  1 was  a knave  1 fought  his  death  too. 

Rug.  You  are  too  late  convicted  to  be  good  yet.^ 

So'r.  But  Father,  when  I felt  this  part  afflidt  me, 
Thisinward  part,  and  call’d  me  to  an  audit 

Of  my  mifdceds  and  mifehiefs 

%jilar.  Well,  go  on  Sir. 

Sor.  O then,then,then  what  was  my  glory  then  Father  ? 
The  favour  of  the  King,  what  did  thateafeme  ? 

What  was  it  to  be  bow’d  to  by  all  creatures  ? 

Worffiip,  and  courted,  what  did  this  avail  me  ? 

1 was  a wretch,  a poor  lod  wretch. 
tJ^Jar.  Still  better. 

Sor.  Till  in  the  midd  of  all  my  grief  I found 
Repentance,  and  a learned  man  to  give  the  means  to  it, 

A jew,  an  honed  and  a rare  Phyfician, 

Of  him  I had  this  Jewel ’tis  a Jewel, 

And  at  the  price  of  all  my  wealth  I bought  it ; 

' If  the  Ring  knew  it  I mud  lofc  my  head, 

■ A.nd  willingly,  mod  willingly  I would  fuffier, 

, A child  may  take  it,  ’tis  fo  I'wcet  in  working. 

Mar.  To  whom  would  you  apply  it  ? 

Sor.  To  the  lick  Prince, 

It  will  in  halfaday  diflblve  his  melancholy. 

; Rug.  I do  believe,  and  give  him  deep  for  ever. 

■ What  impudence  is  this,  and  what  bale  malice, 

; To  make  usindrumentsofthyabufes.^ 

I Arc  wc  fet  here  to  poifon  him  / 

■ Sor.  Midakc  not,  yet  I mud  needs  fay, ’tis  a noble  care, 

, And  worthy  vertuous  llrvants  •,  if  you  will  fee 


A flourilhing  edate  again  in  Naples^ 

And  great  Alphonfo  reign  that’s  truly  good. 

And  like  himlelf  able  to  make  all  excellent ; 

Give  him  this  drink, and  this  good  health  unto  him.  Drinks. 
I am  not  fo  defperate  yet  to  kill  my  felf, 

Never  look  on  me  as  a guilty  man. 

Nor  on  the  water  as  a fpeedy  poifon : 

I am  not  mad,  nor  laitl  out  all  my  treafurc. 

My  confcience  and  my  credit  to  abule  ye  *, 

How  nimbly  and  how  chearfully  it  works  now 
Upon  my  heart  and  head ! fure  I am  a new  man, 

There  is  no  fadnefs  that  I feel  within  me, 

But  as  it  meets  it, like  a lazie  vapour 

How  it  flyes  off.  Here,  give  it  him  with  fpeed. 

You  are  more  guilty  than  I ever  was. 

And  worthier  of  the  name  of  evil  fubjeifls, 

If  but  an  hour  you  hold  this  from  his  health. 

Rug.  ’Tis  fome  rare  vertuous  thing  fure,he  is  a good  man. 
It  mud  be  fo,  come,  let’s  apply  it  prefently, 

And  may  it  fweetly  work. 

Sor.  Pray  let  me  hear  on’t,  and  carry  it  clofe  my  Lords. 

Mar.  Yes,  good  Sorano.  C,£a:.  Ru^o,  MarCO. 

Sor.  Do  my  good  fools,  my  honed  pious  coxcombs, 

My  wary  fools  too  ; have  I caught  your  wifedoms  ? 

You  never  dream ’t  I knew  an  Antidote, 

Nor  how  to  take  it  to  fecure  mine  own  life  \ 

I am  an  Alle,  go,  give  him  the  fine  cordial. 

And  when  you  have  done  go  dig  his  grave,  good  Frier, 
Some  two  hours  hence  we  lhall  have  fuch  a bawling. 

And  roaring  up  and  down  for  Aepua  vita.^ 

Such  rubbing,  and  fuch  nointing,  and  fuch  cooling, 

I have  fent  him  that  will  make  a bonfire  in’s  belly. 

If  he  recover  it,  there  is  no  heat  in  Hell  fure.  ]jE.xit. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Podrano. 

Fred.  Podrano?  Pod.  Sir. 

Fred.  Call  hither  Lord  F alerio,  aud  let  none  trouble  us. 

T^od.  It  lhall  be  done  Sir.  [,Exk. 

Fred.  I know  he  wants  no  additions  to  his  tortures. 

He  has  enough  for  humane  blood  to  carry. 

Yet  I mud  vex  him  further  j 
j So  many  that  I wonder  his  hot  youth 
And  high-bred  fpirit  breaks  not  into  fury ; 

I mud  yet  torture  him  a little  further. 

And  make  my  felf  fport  with  his  miferies, 

My  anger  is  too  poor  elfe.  Here  he  comes, 

Snter  Val. 

Now  my  young  married  Lord,  how  do  you  fe  el  your  felf? 
You  have  the  happinelsyou  ever  aim’d  at. 

The  joy  and  pleafure. 

Fal.  Would  you  had  the  like  Sir. 

Fred.  You  tumble  in  delights  with  your  Tweet  Lady, 

And  draw  the  minutes  out  in  dear  embraces, 

You  live  a right  Lords  life. 

Fal.  Would  you  had  tryed  it. 

That  you  might  know  the  vertue  but  to  fufler. 

Your  anger  though  it  be  unjud  and  infolent, 

Sits  handlbmer  upon  you  than  your  Icorn, 

Todoawilfull  ill  and  glory  in  it. 

Is  to  do  it  double,  double  to  be  damn’d  too. 

Fred.  Had  thou  not  found  a loving  and  free  Prince, 

High  in  his  favours  too ; that  has  confer’d 
Such  hearts  cafe,  and  fuch  heaps  of  comfort  on  thee. 

All  thou  cou’dd  ask  ? 

Fal.  You  are  grown  a tyrant  too 
Upon  fo  fuffering,  and  fo  dill  a fubjed ; 

You  have  put  upon  me  fuch  a punilhment. 

That  if  your  youth  were  honed  it  would  blulh  at : 

But  you  arc  a lhame  to  nature,  as  to  vertue. 

Pull  not  my  rage  upon  ye,  ’tis  fo  jud. 

It  will  give  way  to  no  rclped  j my  life. 

My  innocent  life,  I dare  maintain  it  Sir, 

Like  a Wanton  prodigal  you  have  flung  away. 

Had  I a thou  fa  nd  more  I would  allow  ’em. 
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And  be  as  carclcfs  of  ’em  as  your  will  is  •, 

But  to  deny  thofe  rights  the  Law  hath  given  me, 

The  holy  Law,  and  make  her  life  the  penance, 

Is  fuch  a ftudied  and  unheard  of  malice, 

No  heart  that  is  not  hired  from  Hell  dare  think  of ; 

To  do  it  then  too,  when  my  hopes  were  high, 

High  as  my  Blood,  all  my  defires  upon  me. 

My  free  affertions  ready  to  embrace  her. 

Enter  Cafiandra. 

And  (he  mine  own  •,  do  you  fmileat  this  ? is’t  done  well  ? 
Is  there  not  Heaven  above  you  that  fees  all  ? \_Exit  Val. 
Fred.  Come  hither  Time, how  does  your  noble  Miftrifs  ? 
Cj/.  As  a Gentlewoman  may  do  in  her  cafe  that’s  newly 
married.  Sir : 

Sickly  fometimes,  and  fond  on’t,  like  your  Majefty. 

Fred.  She  is  breeding  then  ? 

Caf.  She  wants  much  of  her  colour, 

And  has  her  qualms  as  Ladies  ufe  to  have.  Sir, 

And  her  dilgufts. 

Fred.  And  keeps  her  Chamber  ? 

Caf.  Yes  Sir. 

Fred.  And  eats  good  Broths  and  Jellies. 

Caf.  lamfurelhefighs.  Sir,  and  weeps,  good  Lady. 
Fred.  Alas,  good  Lady,  for  it. 

She  Ihould  have  one  could  comfort  her,  Caffandra, 

Could  turn  thofe  tears  to  joys,  a lufly  Comforter. 

Caf.  A comfortable  man  does  well  at  all  hours, 

For  he  brings  comfortable  things.  (eaten  Onions, 

Fred.  Come  hither, & hold  your  fann  between,  you  haVe 
Her  breath  ftinks  like  a Fox,  her  teeth  are  contagious, 
Thefeold  women  are  all  Elder-Pipes,  do  yc  mark  me? 

{fjives  a Pftrfe. 

Caf.  Yes,  Sir,  but  does  your  Grace  think  I am  fit, 

That  am  both  old  and  vertuous  ? 

Fred.  Therefore  the  fitter,  the  older  ftill  the  better, 

I know  thou  art  as  holy  as  an  old  Cope, 

Yet  upon  neceflary  ufe — • 

Caf.  ’Tis  true,  Sir. 

Fred.  Her  feeling  fenfe  is  fierce  ftill,  fpeak  unto  her, 

You  are  familiar  y fpeak  I fay,  unto  her. 

Speak  to  the  purpofe  \ tell  her  this,  and  this. 

Caf  Alas,  fhe  is  honeft.  Sir,  fhe  is  very  honefl. 

And  would  you  have  ray  gravity 

Fred,  I,  I,  your  gravity  will  become  the  caufe  the  better. 
I’ll  look  thee  out  a Knight  (hall  make  thee  a Lady  too, 

A lufty  Knight,  and  one  that  fliall  be  ruled  by  thee. 

And  add  to  thefe.  I’ll  make  ’em  good,  no  mincing. 

Nor  ducking  out  of  nicety,  good  Lady, 

But  do  it  home,  we’ll  all  be  friends  too,  tell  her, 

And  fuch  a joy 

Caf.  That’s  it  that  ftirs  me  up,  Sir, 

I would  not  for  the  World  attempt  her  Chaflity, 

But  that  they  may  live  lovingly  hereafter. 

Fred.  For  that  1 urge  it  too.  (good.  Sir, 

Caf.  A little  evil  may  well  be  fufTered  for  a general 
d’ll  take  my  leave  of  your  Majefly. 

Enter  Valerio. 

Fred.  Go  fortunately,  be  fpeedy  too:  here  comes  Falerio^ 
If  his  affliction  have  allayed  his  fpirit 
My  work  has  end.  Come  hither.  Lord  Valerioy 
I How  do  you  now  ? 

I Fal.  Your  Majefty  may  guefs. 

Not  fo  well,  nor  fo  fortunate  as  you  are,  “ 

That  can  tye  up  mens  honefl:  wills,  and  aClions. 

Fred.  You  clearly  fee  now,  brave 
What  ’tis  to  be  the  Rival  to  a Prince, 
j To  interpofe  againfl:  a raging  Lion  ^ 

I I know  you  have  fuffer’d,  infinitely  fuffer’d, 
i And  with  a kind  of  pity  I behold  it, 

I And  if  you  dare  be  worthy  of  my  mercy, 

[lean  yet  heal  you  , yield  up  your  Evanthe, 

ITakeoff  myfentence  alfo. 


Fal.  I fall  thus  low,  Sir, 

My  poor  fad  heart  under  your  feet  I lay, 

And  all  the  fervice  <?f  my  life. 

Fred.  Do  this  then,  for  without  this ’twill  be  impoffible. 
Part  with  her  for  a while. 

Fal.  You  have  parted  us, 

What  fliould  I do  with  that  I cannot  ufe  Sir  ? 

Fred.  ’Tis  well  confidcr’d,  let  me  have  the  Lady, 

And  thou  flialt  fee  how  nobly  I’ll  befriend  thee. 

How  all  this  difference 

V «/.  Will  fhe  come  do  you  think.  Sir  ? 

Fred.  She  rnufl  be  wrought,  I know  flic  is  too  modefl. 
And  gently  wrought,  and  cunningly. 

Val.  ’Tis  fit.  Sir. 

Fred.  And  fecretly  it  mufl:  be  done. 

Val.  As  thought. 

Fred.  I’ll  warrant  ye  her  honour  fhall  be  fair  ftill. 

No  foil  nor  ftain  fhall  appear  on  that,  Valerio^ 

You  fee  a thoufand  that  bear  fober  faces, 

And  fhewof  as  inimitable  modefties*, 

You  would  be  fworn  too  that  they  were  pure  Matrons, 

And  molt  chafte  maids : and  yet  to  augment  their  fortunes, 

And  get  them  noble  friends 

Vaf  They  are  content.  Sir, 

In  private  to  beftow  their  Beauties  on  ’em.  (for’fi 

Fred.  They  are  fo,  and  they  are  wife, they  know  no  want 
Nor  no  eye  fees  they  want  their  honefties. 

V a’.  If  it  might  be  carried  thus. 

Fred.  It  fliall  be.  Sir. 

Val.  I’ll  fee  you  dead  firfl:,  with  this  caution. 

Why,  fure  I think  it  might  be  done. 

Fred.  Yes,  eafily. 

Val.  For  what  time  would  your  Grace  defire  her  Body  ? 
Fred.  A month  or  two,  it  fliall  be  carried  ftill 
As  if  fhe  kept  with  you,  and  were  a ftranger, 

Rather  a hater  of  the  grace  I offer  ; 

And  then  I will  return  her  with  fuch  honour 

Val.  ’Tis  very  like  I dote  much  on  your  Honour. 

Fred.  And  load  her  with  fuch  favour  too,  Valerio 

Val.  Shenever  fhall  claw  off?  1 humbly  thank  ye. 

Fred.  I’ll  make  ye  both  the  happieft,  and  the  richeft, 

And  the  mightieft  too 

Val.  But  who  fliall  work  her.  Sir  ? 

For  on  my  Confcience  fhe  is  very  honeft. 

And  will  be  hard  to  cut  as  a rough  Diamond.  (tongue, 
Fred.  Why,  you  mufl:  work  her,  any  thing  from  your 
Set  off  with  golden,  and  perfwafive  Language, 

Urging  your  dangers  too. 

Val.  Butall  thistime 

Have  you  the  confcience.  Sir,  to  leave  me  nothing, 

Nothing  to  play  withal  ? 

Fred.  There  be  a thoufand,  take  where  thou  wilt. 

V d.  May  I make  bold  with  your  C^een, 

She  is  ufelefs  to  your  Grace,  as  it  appears,  Sir, 

And  but  a loyal  Wife  that  may  be  loft  too  •, 

1 have  a mind  to  her,  and  then  ’tis  equal  ? 

Fred.  How,  Sir? 

Val.  ’Tis  fo.  Sir,  thou  moft  glorious  impudence, 

Have  I not  wrongs  enow  to  fuffer  under. 

But  thou  mufl:  pick  me  out  to  make  a Monfter  ? 

A hated  Wonder  to  the  World  ? Do  you  ftart 
At  my  intrenching  on  your  private  liberty. 

And  would  you  force  a high- way  through  mine  honour, 
And  make  me  pave  it  too  ? But  that  thy  Qi^een 
Is  of  that  excellent  honefty, 

And  guarded  with  Divinity  about  her, 

No  loofe  thought  can  come  near,  nor  flame  unhallowed,^ 

I would  fo  right  my  felf. 

Fred.  Why,  take  her  to  .ye, 

I am  not  vex’d  at  this,  thou  flialt  enjoy  her, 

I’ll  be  thy  friend  if  that  may  win  thy  courtefie. 

Val.  I will  not  be  your  Bawd,  thoi%h  for  your  Royalty. 
Was  I brought  up,  and  nourifh’d  in  the  Court, 

With  thy  moft  Royal  Brother,  and  thy  fclf, 

Q.q  q 2 Upon 
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• Upon  rr,\  Fathers  charge,  thy  happy  Fathers, 

And  luchrthe  rwcctnelsof  all  humane  arts,^ 

Lcarn'd  Arms  and  Honour,  to  become  a Ralcal  ■, 

I \\  as  this  the  expcL'^ation  of  my  Youth, 

Mv  growth  of  Honour?  Do  you  fpeak  this  truly, 
i Or  do  you  try  me,  Sir  ? for  I believe  not, 

; At  lealt  I would  not,  and  methinks  ’tis  impoflible 
! There  Ihould  be  fuch  a Devil  in  a Kings  (hape, 
i Such  a malignant  Fiend. 

Fred.  I thank  ye.  Sir, 

Tomorrow  is  your  laftday,  and  look  to  it, 

’ Get  from  my  light,  away.  (upon  ye. 

- Ta/.  Yeare Oh,  my  heart’s  too  high  and  full  to  think 

{_Sxenm. 

f'ztrr  Evanthe,  and  CalTandra. 

Sz.m.  You  think  it  fit  then,  mortified  Cajfandra, 

That  1 Ihould  be  a Whore  ? 

Cif.  Why  a Whore,  Madam  ? 

If  every  Woman  that  upon  neceflity 

Did  a good  turn,  for  there’s  the  main  point,  mark  it, 

Were  term’d  a Whore,  who  would  behoneft.  Madam 
Your  Lords  life,  and  your  own  are  now  in  hazard, 

Two  precious  lives  may  be  redeem’d  with  nothing, 

Little  or  nothing  ^ fay  an  hours  or  days  fport, 

Or  fuch  a toy,  the  end  to  it  is  wantonnefs. 

(That  wccail  lull  that  maidens  lofe  their  fame  for) 

But  a compcll’d  neceflity  of  honour. 

Fair  as  the  day,  and  clear  as  innocence. 

Upon  my  lifeand  confcicncc,  a dired  way 

Evan.  To  be  a Raical. 

Caj.  ’Tisakindof  Rape  too. 

That  keeps  you  clear,  for  where  your  will’s  compell’d 
Though  you  yield  up  your  Body  youarefafe  ftill. 

Evan.  Thou  art  grown  a learned  Bawd,  I ever  look’d 
j Thy  great  fufficiency  would  break  out. 

1 Caf.  You  may. 

You  that  are  young,  and  fair  fcorn  us  old  Creatures, 

But  you  mufl;  know  my  years,  ere  you  be  wife.  Lady, 

And  my  experience  too  y fay  the  King  loved  ye  ? 

Say  it  were  nothirgelfe  ? 

Evan.  I,  marry  wench,  now  thou  comeft  to  me, 

Caf.  Do  you  think  Princes  favours  are  fuch  Height  things, 
To  fling  away  when  you  pleafe  ? there  be  young  Ladies 
Both  fair  and  honourable,  that  would  leap  to  reach  ’em. 
And  leap  aloft  too. 

Evan.  Such  are  light  enough  y 
lamno  Vaultcr,  Wench,  but  canfl:  thou  tell  me, 

Though  h:  be  a King,  whether  he  be  found  or  no  ? 

1 would  not  give  my  Youth  up  to  infedion. 

Caf.  As  found  as  honour  ought  to  be,  1 think.  Lady  y 
Go  to,  be  wife,  I do  not  bid  you  try  him  ; 

But  if  he  love  you  well,  and  you  negled  him, 

Your  Lords  life  hanging  on  the  hazard  of  it. 

If  youbefo  wilful  proud. 

Evan.  Thou  fpeakclt  to  the  point  Hill  y (woman  ? 
But  when  1 have  lain  w'ith  hmi,  what  am  I then,  Gcntle- 
Caf.  What  are  you  ? why,  the  fame  you  are  now,  a wo- 
A vertuous  W oman,  and  a noble  Woman,  (man. 

Touching  at  what  is  noble,  you  become  fo. 

Had  L'xrecec'x  been  thought  of  but  for  Tar^nin? 

She  was  before  a Ample  unknown  Woman, 

When  fhe  was  ravilh  d,  fhe  was  a reverend  Saint  y 
And  do  you  think  flic  yielded  not  a little  ? 

\nd  had  a kind  of  will  to  have  been  rc  rayifh’d  ? 

Believe  it,  yes  ; there  arc  a thoufand  ftories 
Of  wondrous  loval  V\  om'  n,  that  haveflipt. 

But  it  has  been  on  the  ice  of  tender  honour. 

That  kept  ’em  cool  Ifi'l  to  the  World.  1 think  you  arc  blcft, 
F:  at  have  fuch  an  occauon  in  your  hands  to  beget  a Chro- 
\ fair  iful  Olio.  (nicle, 

Ev  n.  It  mufl  nec''H  be  much  honour. 

I C f.  As  youmay  mjke  it,  infinite,  andfafetoo. 
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And  when  ’tis  done,  your  Lord  and  you  may  live 
So  quietly,  and  peaceably  together, 

And  be  what  you  pleafe. 

Ev-in.  But  luppofe  this,  Wench, 

The  King  Ihould  fo  delight  me  with  his  Company, 

1 fliould  forget  my  Lord,  and  no  more  look  on  him. 

Caf.  That’s  the  main  hazard,  for  I tell  you  truly, 

I have  heard  report  Ipeak  he  isan  infinite  pleafure, 

Almofl  above  belicfy  there  be  fome  Ladies, 

And  modeft  to  the  world  too,  wondrous  modeft. 

That  have  had  thebleflednefstotry  his  body. 

That  I have  heard  proclaim  him  a new  Hercnles. 

Evan.  Softrongly  able  .? 

Caf  There  will  be  the  danger, 

You  being  but  a young  and  tender  Lady, 

Although  your  mind  be  good,  yet  your  weak  Body, 

At  firlt  encounter  too,  to  meet  with  one 
Of  his  unconquer’d  ftrength. 

Evan.  Peace,  thou  rude  Bawd, 

Thou  ftudied  old  corruptnefs,  tye  thy  tongue  up. 

Your  hired  bafe  tongue  y is  this  your  timely  counfel  ? 

Doft  thou  feek  to  make  me  dote  on  wickednefs  ? 

Bccaufe  ’tis  ten  times  worfe  than  thou  deliver’ft  it  ? 

To  be  a Whore,  becaufe  he  has  fufficiency 
To  make  a hundred  ? O thou  impudence  I 
Have  1 reliev’d  thy  Age  to  mine  own  ruine  ? 

And  worn  thee  in  my  Bofome,  to  betray  me  f 
Can  years  and  impotence  win  nothing  on  thee 
That’s  good  and  honeft,  but  thou  muff:  go  on  ftill  ? 

And  where  thy  bloud  wants  heat  to  fin  thy  felf, 

Force  thy  decrepit  will  to  make  me  wicked  ? 

Caf  I did  but  tell  ye. 

Evan.  What  the  damnedff:  Woman, 

The  cunning’ll:  and  the  skilfulTlt  Bawd  comes  Ihort  of  y 
If  thou  hadft  liv’d  ten  Ages  to  be  damn’d  in. 

And  exercis’d  this  Art  the  Devil  taught  thee. 

Thou  could’ft  not  have  exprefs’d  it  more  exadly. 

Caf.  I did  not  bid  you  fin. 

Evan.  Thou  woo’d’fl:  me  to  it. 

Thou  that  art  fit  for  Prayer  and  the  Grave, 

Thy  Body  Earth  already,  and  Corruption, 

Thou  taught’ff:  the  way  y go  follow  your  fine  function. 
There  arehoufesof  delight,  that  want  good  Matrons, 

Such  grave  Inftrudtors,  get  thee  thither,  Monfter, 

And  read  variety  of  fins  to  vyantons. 

And  when  they  roar  with  pains,  learn  to  make  plaifters. 

(faf  This  we  have  for  our  good  wills. 

Evan.  If  e’r  I fee  thee  more. 

Or  any  thing  that’s  like  thee,  to  affright  me. 

By  this  fair  light  I’ll  fpoil  thy  Bawdery, 

Til  leave  thee  neither  Eyes  nor  Nofe  to  grace  thee. 

When  thou  wanteft:  Bread,  and  common  pity  towards  thee, 

Enter  Frederick. 

And  art  a llarving  in  a Ditch,  think  of  me, 

Then  dye,  and  let  the  wandring  Bawds  lament  thee  y 
Begone,  I charge  thee  leave  me. 

Caf  You’ll  repent  this. 

Fred.  She’s  angry,  and  t’other  crying  too,  my  fuit’s  cold. 
I’ll  make  your  heart  ake,  ftubborn  Wench,  for  this; 

Turn  not  fo  angry  from  me,  I will  fpeak  to  you, 

Arc  you  grown  proud  with  your  delight,  good  Lady, 

So  pamper’d  with  your  fport  you  fcorn  to  know  me  ? 

Evan.  I fcorn  ye  not,  1 would  youfeorn’d  not  me.  Sir, 
And  forc’tmeto  be  weary  of  my  duty, 

1 know  your  Grace,  would  I had  never  feen  ye. 

Fred.  Becaufe  1 love  you,  becaufe  I dote  upon  ye, 
Bccaufe  lam  a man  that  feek  to  pleafe  ye. 

Evan.  1 have  man  enough  already  to  content  me, 

As  much , as  noble,  and  as  worthy  of  me, 

As  all  the  World  can  yield. 

Fred.  That’s  but  your  modefty, 

You  haVe  no  man,  nay  never  look  upon  me , 

I know 
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1 know  it,  Lady,  no  man  to  content  ye, 

No  man  that  can,  or  at  the  leall,  that  dares, 

Which  is  a poorer  man,  and  nearer  nothing. 

Evan.  Be  nobler.  Sir,  inform’d. 

Fred.  I’ll  tell  thee.  Wench, 

The  poor  condition  of  this  poorer  fellow. 

And  make  thee  blulh  for  fhame  at  thine  own  errour, 

He  never  tendred  yet  a husbands  duty, 

To  thy  warm  longing  bed. 

Evan.  How  fiiould  he  know  that? 

Fred.  I am  fure  he  did  not,  for  I charg’d  him  no, 

Upon  his  life  I charg’d  him,  but  to  try  him ; 

Could  any  brave  or  noble  fpirit  Hop  here  ? 

Was  life  to  be  preferr’d  before  alfedion  ? 

Lawful  and  long’d  for  too  ? 

Evan.  Did  you  command  him  ? 

Fred.  I did  in  policy  to  try  his  fpirit. 

Evan.  And  could  he  be  fo  dead  cold  to  obferve  it  ? 
Brought  1 no  beauty,  nor  no  love  along  with  me  ? 

Fred.  Why,  that  is  it  that  makes  me  (corn  to  name  him. 
I fhould  have  lov'd  him  if  he  had  ventur’d  for’t, 

Nay,  doted  on  his  bravery. 

Evan.  Only  charg’d  ? 

And  with  that  fpell  lit  down  ? dare  men  fight  bravely 
For  poor  flight  things,  for  drink,  or  oftentation  ? 

And  there  indanger  both  their  lives  and  fortunes, 

And  for  their  lawful  loves  fly  off  with  fear?  (thee  ? 

Fred.  'Tis  true,  and  with  a cunning  bafe  fear  too  to  abufe 
Made  thee  believe,  poor  innocent  Evanthcy 
Wretched  young  Girl,  it  was  his  impotency 
Was  it  not  lo  ? deny  it.  (yotmg  nian ! 

Evan.  O my  anger ! at  my  years  to  be  cozen’d  with  a 
Fred.  A flrongman  too,  certain  he  lov’d  ye  dearly. 
Evan.  To  have  my  fliame  and  love  mingled  together. 
And  both  flung  on  me  like  a weight  to  fihk  me, 

I would  have  dyed  a thoufand  times. 

Fred.  So  would  any. 

Any  that  had  the  fpirit  of  a man  ; 

I would  have  been  kill’d  in  your  arms. 

Evan.  I would  he  had  been. 

And  buried  in  mine  arms,  that  had  been  noble. 

And  what  a monument  would  1 have  made  him  ? 

Upon  this  breafl;  he  fhould  have  flept  in  peace. 

Honour,  and  everlafling  love  his  mourners  *, 

And  I ftill  weeping  till  old  time  had  turn’d  me, 

And  pitying  powers  above  into  pure  cryftal. 

Fred.  Hadfl:  thou  lov’d  me,  and  had  ray  way  been  ftuck 
With  deaths,  as  thick  as  frofty  nights  with  ftars, 

I would  have  ventur’d.  (Coward. 

Evan.  Sure  tliere  is  fome  trick  in’t:  Valerio  ne’r  was 
Fred.  Worfe  than  this  too. 

Tamer,  and  feafoning  of  a bafer  nature, 

He  fet  your  woman  on  ye  to  betray  ye, 

Vour  bawdy  woman,  or  your  fin  fblicitor  •, 

1 pray  but  think  what  this  man  maydeferve  now, 

I know  he  did,  and  did  it  to  pleafe  me  too. 

Evan.  Good  Sir  afflid  me  not  too  faft,  I feel 
I am  a woman,  and  a wrong’d  one  too. 

And  fenfible  1 am  of  my  abufes. 

Sir,  you  have  loved  me.  (upon  thyperfbn. 

Fred.  And  I love  thee  ftill,  pity  thy  wrongs,  and  dote 
Evan.  To  fet  my  woman  on  me  ’twas  too  bafe,  Sir. 

Fred.  Abominable  vile. 

Evan.  But  I fliall  fit  him. 

Fred.  All  reafon  and  all  Law  allows  it  to  ye. 

And  ye  are  a fool,  a tame  fool,  if  youfparehim. 

Evan.  You  may  fpeak  now,  and  happily  prevail  too, 
And  I befeech  your  Grace  be  angry  with  me. 

Fred.  1 am  at  heart.  She  flaggers  in  her  faith. 

And  will  fall  off  1 hope,  I’ll  ply  her  ftill. 

Thouabufed  innocence,  I futferwith  thee. 

If  1 fhould  give  him  life,  he  would  ftill  betray  thee; 

That  fool  that  fears  to  dye  for  fuch  a Beauty, 

Would  for  the  fame  fear  fellthee  unto  mifery. 


1 do  not  fay  he  would  have  been  Bawd  himfelf  too. 

Evan.  Follow’d  thus  far  ? nay  then  I fmeil  the  malice* 

It  taftes  too  hot  of  pradis’d  wickednefs. 

There  can  be  no  fuch  man,  I am  fure  no  Gentlerhan  j 
Shall  my  anger  make  me  whore,  and  not  my  plcafuro  ? 

My  fudden  inconfiderate  rage  abufe  me  ? 

Come  home  again,  my  frighted  faith,  my  vertue, 

Home  to  my  heart  again ; he  be  a Bawd  too  ? 

Fred.  I will  not  fay  he  offered  fair  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Nor  do  not  dare,  ’twill  be  an  impudence* 

And  not  an  honour  for  a Prince  to  lye  ^ 

Fye,  Sir,  aperfonof  your  rank  to  trifle, 

I know  you  do  lye. 

Fred.  How?  (but one  day* 

Evan.  L.ye  fhamcfully,  and  I could  wifh  my  felf  a man 
To  tell  you  openly  you  lye  too  bafely. 

Fred.  Take  heed,  wild  fool. 

Evan.  Take  thou  heed,  thou  tame  Devil, 

Thou  all  Pandora’s  Box  in  a Kings  figure. 

Thou  haft  almofl  whor’d  my  weak  belief  already, 

And  like  an  Engineer  blown  up  mine  honour  ^ 

But  I fhall  countermine,  and  catch  your  mifehief. 

This  little  Fort  youfeek,  I fliall  man  nobly. 

And  ftrongly  too,  with  chafte  obedience 

To  my  dear  Lord,  with  vertuous  thoughts  that  fcorn  ye. 

Victorious  Thomyris  ne’r  won  more  honour 

In  cutting  off  the  Royal  head  of  Cyrnsy 

Than  I fhall  do  in  conquering  thee ) farewel, 

And  if  thou  canft  be  wife,  learn  to  be  good  too. , 

’Twill  give  thee  nobler  lights  than  both  thine  eyes  do  y 
My  poor  Lord  and  my  felf  are  bound  to  fuffer. 

And  when  1 fee  him  faint  under  your  fentence, 

I’ll  tell  ye  more,  it  may  be  then  I’ll  yield  too. 

Fred.  Fool  unexampled,  fhall  my  anger  follow  thee  ? 

[^Exeunt. 

Enter  Rugio,  and  Fryar  Marco,  amazed, 

Rugio.  Curft  on  our  fights,  our  fond  credulities, 

A thoufand  curfes  on  the  Slave  that  cheated  us, 

The  damn’d  Slave. 

Mar.  We  have  e’n  fham’d  our  fervice, 

Brought  our  bcfl  care  and  loyalties  to  nothing, 

’Tis  the  molt  fearful  poyfon,  the  molt  potent. 

Heaven  give  him  patience  i Oh  it  works  molt  ftrongly, 

And  tears  him.  Lord. 

Rug.  That  we  fhould  be  fo  ftupid 
To  trufl  the  arrant’fl  Villain  that  e’r  flatter’d. 

The  bloodieft  too,  to  believe  a few  foft  words  from  him, 

And  give  way  to  his  prepar’d  tears. 

Witbiny  Alfhonfo.  Oh,  Oh,  Oh. 

Rag.  Hark,  Fryar  Marcoy  hark,  the  poor  Prince,  that 
we  fhould  be  fuch  Block-heads, 

As  to  betaken  with  hisdrinkingfirfl!  ' 

And  never  think  what  Antidotes  are  made  for ! (for’t  \ 
Two  wooden  fculls  we  have,  andwedeferve  to  be  hang’d 
For  certainly  it  will  be  laid  to  our  charge  *, 

As  certain  too,  it  will  difpatch  him  fpeedily, 

Which  way  to  turn,  or  what  to 

Mar.  Let’s  pray.  Heavens  hand  is  ftrong. 

Rag.  The  poyfon’s  ftrong,  you  would  fay. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  carried  on  a Coach  hy  two  Fry  art . 

Would  any  thing He  comes,  let’s  give  him  comfort. 

Alph.  Give  me  more  air,  air,  more  air,  blow,  blow, 
Open  thou  Eaflern  Gate,  and  blow  upon  me, 

Diflill  thy  cold  dews,  O thou  icy  Moon, 

And  Rivers  run  through  my  afflicted  fpirit. 

1 am  all  fire,  fire,  fire,  the  raging  dog  fear 
Reigns  in  my  bloud.  Oh  which  way  fhall  I turn  me? 

<y£tnay  and  all  his  flames  burn  in  my  head. 

Fling  me  into  the  Ocean  or  I perifh  , 

Dig,  dig,  dig,  till  the  Springs  fly  up. 

The  cold,  cold  Springs,  that  I may  leap  into ’em, 

And  bathe  my  fcorcht  Limbs  in  their  purling  Pleafures. 

Or 
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Or  ihoot  me  up  into  the  higher  Region, 

W'hcrc  trcafurcs  of  delicious  Snow  are  nouriilit, 

! And  Hanquets  of  fweet  Hall. 

. Hold  him  faft  Fryer,  O how  he  burns! 

’ (Alph.  What  will  ye  facrifice  me  ? 
i Upon  the  Altar  lay  my  willing  body, 

1 And  pile  your  Wood  up,  fling  your  holy  incenfe.-, 

1 Anu  as  I turn  me  you  ihall  fee  all  flame, 
j v.'ordumi..g  flame',  hand  oft* me,  or  you  are  allies. 

B^rh.  Moft  miferable  wretches. 

^Iph.  Bring  hither  Charity 
1 And  let  me  hug  her.  Fryer,  they  fay  (lie’s  cold, 

Infinite  cold  Devotion  cannot  warm  her 

Draw  me  a river  of  falfc  lovers  tears 

Clean  through  my  breall,  they  arc  dull,  cold,  and  forgetful, 

And  will  give  cafe,  let  Virgins  figh  upon  me, 

Forfaken  fouls,  the  fighs  are  precious. 

Let  them  ail  figh : Oh  hell,  hell,  hell.  Oh  horror. 

To  bed,  good  Sir. 
yiph.  My  bed  will  burn  about  me, 

L'\kc  Fha( to/'t y in  all  confuming  flalhes 
1 am  inclofed,  let  me  fly,  let  me  fly,  give  room ; 

Bv  twixt  the  cold  Bear,  and  the  raging  Lyon 
Lyes  my  fafe  way  •,  O for  a cake  of  Ice  now, 

T 0 clap  unto  my  heart  to  comfort  me  •, 

Decrepit  Winter  hang  upon  my  (boulders. 

And  let  me  wear  thy  frozen  Hides 

Like  Jewels  round  about  my  head,  to  cool  me  •, 

My  eyes  burn  out,  and  fink  into  their  fockets. 

And  my  infeded  brain  like  brimftone  boils, 

1 live  in  Hell,  and  feveral  furies  vex  me-, 

O carry  me  where  no  Sun  ever  (hew’d  yet 
A face  of  comfort,  where  the  earth  is  Cryflal, 

Never  to  be  diflblv’d,  where  naught  inhabits 
But  night  and  cold,  and  nipping  frolts,  and  winds 
That  cut  the  ftubborn  rocks  and  make  them  fliiver ; 

Svt  me  there  friends.  (he  has? 

Riia.  Holdfafi, hemulltobed, Fryer, whatfcaldingfweats 
M.ir.  He’ll  fcald  in  Hell  for’t,  that  was  the  caufe. 
j4lph.  Drink,  drink,  a world  of  drink. 

Fill  all  the  cups  and  all  the  antick  ydlels, 

And  borrow  pots,  let  me  have  drink  enough. 

Bring  all  the  worthy  drunkards  of  the  time. 

The  experienc’d  drunkards,  let  me  have  them  all. 

And  let  them  drink  their  w'orft,  I’le  make  them  Ideots, 

I’le  lye  upon  my  Back  and  fwallow  V eflels  *, 

Have  Rivers  made  of  cooling  Wine  run  through  me, 

Not  fbay  for  this  mans  health,  or  this  great  Princes,  ^ 

But  take  an  Ocean,  and  begin  to  all ; Oh,  oh. 

Mar.  He  cools  a little,  now  away  with  him, 

And  to  his  warm  bed  prefently. 

tyFlph.  No  drink?  no  wind  no  cooling  air  ? 

Rng.  You  (hall  hive  any  thing. 

His  hot  fit  leffens,  Heaven  put  in  a hand  now. 

And  lave  his  life ',  there’s  drink  Si^  in  your  chamber. 

And  all  cool  things. 

Jlph.  Away,  away,  let’s  fly  to ’em.  \_Excim. 

Enter  Valerio  ^WEvanthc. 

Evan.  To  fay  you  were  impotent,  lam  alham’don’t, 

To  make  your  felf  no  man,  to  a frclli  Maid  too, 

A longing  Maid,  upon  her  wedding  night  alfo. 

To  give  her  fuch  a dor. 
yd.  I prethee  pardon  me. 

Evan.  I lad  you  been  drunk,  ’t  had  been  excufable. 

Or  like  a Gentleman  under  the  Surgions  hands. 

And  fo  not  able,  there  had  been  fome  colour, 

But  wretchedly  to  take  a wcaknefs  to  ye, 

A (earful  weaknefs,  toabufe  your  body, 

And  let  a lye  work  likea  f^x:!!  upon  ye, 

Alyc,  to  fa ve  your  life. 

yal.  Will  you  give  me  leave,  fweet  .<• 

8v  You  have  taken  too  much  leav^,and  too ba(e  leave  too, 
fo  wrong  your  love  -,  haft  thou  a noble  (pirit  ? 


And  canft  thou  look  up  to  the  peoples  loves. 

That  call  thee  worthy,  and  not  blulh,  yalerio  ? 

Canft  thou  behold  me  that  thou  haft  betray’d  thus. 

And  no  lhame  touch  thee  ? 
y al.  Shame  attend  the  finful,  I know  my  innocence. 
Evan.  Ne’r  think  to  face  it,  that’s  a double  weaknefs, 
And  (hews  thee  falferftill , the  King  himfelf. 

Though  he  be  wicked,  and  our  Enemy, 

But  julfcer  than  thou  art,  in  pity  of  my  injuries, 

Told  me  the  truth. 

yal.  What  did  he  tell  thee,  Evantbe  ? 

Evan.  That  but  to  gain  thy  life  a fortnight  longer. 

Thy  lov’d  poor  life,  tnou  gav’ft  up  all  my  duties. 

yd.  I fwear  ’tisfalfe;  my  life  and  death  are  equal, 

I have  weigh’d  ’em  both,  and  find  ’em  but  one  fortune, 

But  Kings  are  men,  and  live  as  men,  and  dye  too, 

Have  the  affedions  men  have,  and  their  falfehoods  *, 

Indeed  they  have  more  power  to  make  ’em  good  \ 

The  King’s  to  blame,  it  was  to  fave  thy  life  Wench, 

Thy  innocent  life,  that  1 forbore  thy  bed. 

For  if  I had  toucht  thee  thou  hadft  dyed,  he  fwore  it. 

Evan.  And  w-as  not  I as  worthy  to  dye  nobly  i 
To  make  a ftory  for  the  time  that  follows. 

As  he  that  married  me  ? what  weaknefs.  Sir, 

Or  difability  do  you  fee  in  me. 

Either  in  mind  or  body  ? to  defraud  me 

Of  fuch  an  opportunity  ? Do  you  think  I married  you 

Only  for  plealure,  or  content  in  luft? 

To  lull  you  in  my  arms,  and  kifsyou  hourly  ? 

Was  this  my  end  ? I might  have  been  a Queen,  Sir, 

If  that  had  caught  me,  and  have  known  all  delicates  *, 
There’s  few  that  would  have  (hun’d  fo  fair  an  offer. 

0 thou  unfaithful  fearful  man,  thou  haft  kill’d  me. 

In  faving  me  this  way,  thou  haft  deftroy’d  me. 

Rob’d  me  of  that  thy  love  can  never  give  more  • 

To  be  unable  to  fave  me?  Omifery! 

Had  I been  my  ^^/m'<?,,thou  Evamhe., 

1 would  have  lyen  with  thee  under  a Gallows, 

Though  the  Hangman  had  been  my  Hymen^  and  the  furies 
With  iron  whips  and  forks,  ready  to  torture  me. 

I would  have  hug*d  thee  too,  though  Hell  had  gap’d  at  me  j 
Save  my  life  I that  expeded  to  dye  bravely. 

That  would  have  woo’d  it  too .-  Would  I had  married 
An  Eunuch,  that  had  truly  no  ability. 

Then  fuch  a fearful  lyar,  thou  haft  done  me 
A feurvy  courtelle,  that  has  undone  me. 

yal.  Tie  do  no  more,  fince  you  are  fo  nobly  faftiion’d, 
Made  up  fo  ftrongly.  Tie  take  my  (hare  with  ye, 

Nay,  dear.  Tie  learn  of  you. 

Evan.  He  weeps  too  tenderly  *, 

My  anger’s  gone,  good  my  Lord  pardon  me. 

And  if  I have  offended,  be  more  angry. 

It  was  a Womans  flafh,  a hidden  valour. 

That  could  not  lye  conceal’d. 

yal.  I honour  ye,  by  all  the  rites  of  holy  marriage. 

And  pleafures  of  chafte  love,  1 wonder  at  ye. 

You  appear  the  vifion  of  a Heaven  unto  me. 

Stuck  all  with  ftars  of  honour  fhining  clearly. 

And  all  the  motions  of  your  mind  Celeftial  j 
Man  is  a lump  of  Earth,  the  beft  man  fpiritlefs. 

To  fuch  a woman;  all  our  lives  and  adbions 
But  counterfeits  in  drras  to  this  vertue  •, 

Chide  me  again,  you  have  fo  brave  an  anger. 

And  flows  fo  nobly  from  you,  thus  deliver’d. 

That  I could  fuffer  like  a Child  to  hear  ye. 

Nay  make  my  felf  guilty  of  fome  faults  to  honour  ye. 

Eva.  I’le  chide  no  more,  you  have  rob’d  me  of  my  courage. 
And  with  a cunning  patience  checkt  my  impudence 
Once  more  forgivenefs  ? ZShe  kneels. 

yal.  Will  this  ferve,  Evanthe  ? k>er. 

And  this  my  love  ? Heavens  mercy  be  upon  us 
But  did  he  tell  no  more  ? (me  *, 

Evan.  Only  this  trifle:  you  fet  my  woman  on  me,  to  betray 
’Tistrue,  fhe  did  her  beft,  a bad  old  woman, 
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Ic  Hir’d  me.  Sir. 

VaU  I cannot  blame  thee,  Jewel.  (way — 

Ev,w.  And  me  thought  when  your  name  v/as  founded  that 
He  that  will  fpareno  fame, will  fparc  no  namc,fwcet; 
Though  as  I am  a man,  I am  full  of  vveaknels, 

And  may  flip  happily  into  fome  ignorance, 

Yet  at  my  years  to  be  a bawd,  and  cozen 

Mine  own  hopes  with  my  Dodrine (row. 

Svet.  1 believe  not, nor  never  fhall;  ourtimeisouttomor- 
Fal.  Let’s  be  tonight  then  full  of  fruitfulncl's, 

Now  we  are  both  of  one  mind,  let’s  be  happy, 

I am  no  more  a wanting  man,  Evamhe, 

Thy  warm  embraces  (hall  diflblve  that  impotence. 

And  my  cold  lye  lhall  vanilh  with  thy  kilTes  \ 

You  hours  of  night  be  long,  as  when  Alanena 
Lay  by  the  lufty  iide  of  Jufiter  •, 

Keep  back  the  day,  and  hide  his  golden  beams, 

Where  the  chafte  watchful  morning  may  not  find  ’em  j 
Old  doting  Tython  hold  Aurora  faft, 

And  though  Ihe  blufh  the  day-break  from  her  cheeks, 
Conceal  her  ftill  ^ thou  heavy  Wain  Hand  firm, 

And  flop  the  quicker  revolutions  •, 

Or  if  the  day  muft  come,  to  fpoil  our  happinefs. 

Thou  envious  Sun  peep  not  upon  our  pleafure. 

Thou  that  all  Lovers  curfe,  be  far  off  from  us. 

Enter  Caflruchio  With  Gnard, 

1 

Evan.  Then  let’s  to  bed,  and  this  niglit  in  all  joyes 

And  chafte  delights 

Cafi.  Stay,  I muft  part  ye  both ; 

; It  is  the  Kings  command,  who  bids  me  tell  ye, 
i To  morrow  is  your  laft  hour, 

1 Fal.  I obey.  Sir, 

In  Heaven  we  fhall  meet.  Captain,  where  King  Frederick^ 
Dare  not  appear  to  part  us.  (Office, 

Cafi-.  Miftake  me  not,  though  I am  rough  in  doing  of  my 
You  fhall  find,  Sir,  you  have  a friend  to  honour  ye^ 

FaL  I thank  ye,  Sir. 

Evan.  Pray  captain  tell  the  King, 

■ They  that  are  fad  on  Earth,  in  Heaven  fhall  fing.  \_Exeunt. 


ASiffs  QuintHS.  ScenaFrima. 

Enter  Fryer  Marco,  and  Rugio. 

Ru^.T  TAve  you  writ  to  the  Captain  of  the  Caftle  ? 

jLJL  Mar.  Yes,  and  charged  him 
Upon  his  fouls  health,  that  he  be  not  cruel, 

Told  him  Valerio's  worth  among  the  people. 

And  how  it  muft  be  punifht  in  pofterity, 

Though  he  fcape  now. 

Rtig.  But  will  not  he, Fryer  Marco this  to  the  King  ? 

(yet  he  is  honeft, 

tJ^Iar.  T hough  he  be  ftubborn,  and  of  a rugged  nature, 
And  honours  much  Valeria. 

Rag.  Haw  does  tMlphonfo  ? 

For  now  me  thinks  my  heart  is  light  again, 

And  pale  fear  fled. 

eJMar.  He  is  as  well  as  I am  •, 

The  Rogue  againft  his  will  has  fav’d  his  life, 

A defperate  poifon  has  re-cur’d  the  Prince. 

Ru9.  Tome ’tismoft  miraculous.  ’ 

Mar.  To  me  too,  till  I confider  why  it  fhould  dofo. 

And  now  fhave  found  ic  a'moft  excellent  Phyfick, 

It  wrought  upon  the  dull  cold  mifty  parts, 

That  clog’d  his  foul,  which  was  another  poifon, 

A defperate  too,  and  found  fuch  matter  there, 

And  fuch  abundance  alfbto  refift  it. 

And  wear  away-the  dangeroos'heat  it  brought  with  it. 

The  pure  blood  and  the  fpirits  fcap’d  untainted. 

Rag.  ’Twas  Heavens  high  hand,  none  of  Sorano's  pity. 

Mar.  Mofteertain  ’twas,  had  the  malicious  villain 
i 


Enter  Caflruchio. 

Given  him  a cooling  poifon,  he  had  paid  him. 

Rag.  The  Captain  of  the  Calllc. 
eJ'Vlar.  O ye  arc  wclcomc,  liow  does  your  Pi  ifoner  ? 

Cajl.  He  muft  go  for  dead  ; 

But  when  I do  a deed  of  fo  much  villany, 

I’le  have  my  skin  pull’d  o’re  mine  cars,  my  L'ord, 

Enter  Alphonfo  and  Fryers. 

Though  I am  the  Kings,  1 am  none  ofhisabufcs-, 

How  docs  your  Royal  charge  ? that  I might  fee  once. 

Mar.  1 pray  fee  now,  you  are  a trufty  Gentleman. 
iMlph.  Good  Fathers,  I thank  He’aven,  I feel  no  licknefs. 
Cafi.  He  fpeaks  again. 

Alph.  Nothing  that  bars  the  free  ufe  of  my  fpirit, 

Me  thinks  the  air’s  fweet  to  me,  and  company 
A thing  I covet  now,  Caflrachio.  (pate  Lord, 

Cafi.  Sir,  he  fpeaks,  and  knows,  for  Heaven  fake  break  my 
That  I may  be  fure  I fteep  not. 

zMlph.  Thou  were  honeft , 

Ever  among  the  rank  of  good  men  counted, 

I have  been  abfent  long  out  of  the  world, 

A dream  I have  lived,  how  does  it  look  Cafirachio  ? 

What  wonders  are  abroad?  (goodnefs, 

> Cafi.  IflingofFduty  to  your  dead  Brother,  for  he  is  dead  in 
And  to  the  living  hope  of  brave  Alphonfo j 
The  noble  heir  of  nature,  and  of  honour, 

1 1 fallen  my  Allegeance.  (bleft  fecret. 

Mar.  Softly  Captain,  v/edarenottrufethe  Air  with  this 
'Good  Sir,  be  clofe  again,  Heaven  has  reftor’d  ye, 

; And  by  miraculous  means,  to  your  fair  health, 

I And  made  the  inftrument  your  enemies  malice, 
i Which  doesprognofticate  your  noble  fortune  j 
Let  not  our  carelefs  joy  lofe  you  again,  Sir, 

Hel^  to  deliver  ye  to  a further  danger, 

I pray  you  pafs  in,  and  reft  a while  forgotten  j 
For  if  your  Brother  come  to  know  you  are  well  again, 

And  ready  to  inherit  as  your  right. 

Before  we  have  ftrength  enough  to  afliire  your  life, 

What  will  become  of  you  ? and  what  fliall  we 
Deferve  in  all  opinions  that  are  honeft. 

For  our  lofs  of  judgment,  care,  and  loyalty? 

Rag.  Dear  Sir,  pafs  in.  Heaven  has  begun  the  work, 

And  bleft  us  all,  let  our  indeavours  follow. 

To  preferve  this  bleffing  to  our  timely  ufes, 

And  bring  it  to  the  noble  end  we  aim  at  •, 

Let  our  cares  work  now,  and  our  eyes  pick  out 
An  hour  to  Ihew  ye  fafely  to  your  Subjeds, 

A fecure  hour. 

eAlph.  I am  counfel’d ; ye  are  faithful. 

Cafi.  Which  hour  fhall  not  be  long,  as  we  fliall  handle  it. 
Once  more  the  tender  of  my  duty. 

Alph.  Thank  ye. 

Cafi.  Keep  you  the  Monaftery. 

Rag.  Strong  enough  Tie  warrant  ye.  {Exeunt. 

Enter  the  Foof  and  Podrano. 

Tod.  Who  are  all  thefe  that  crowd  about  the  Court,  Fool  ? 
Thofe  flrange  new  faces  ? 

Fool.  They  are  Suitors,  Coxcomb, 

Dainty  fine  Suitors  to  the  Widow  Lady,  (handfomly 
Thou  hadft  beft  make  one  of  ’em,  thou  wilt  be  bang’d  as 
At  the  Months  end,  and  as  much  joy  follow’d. 

And  ’twere  to  morrow ; as  many  mourning  Bawds  for  thee, 
And  holy  Nuns,  whofe  veftal  fire  ne’r  vanifbes. 

In  fackcloth  Smocks,  as  if  thou  wert  Heir  apparent 
To  all  the  impious  Suburbs,  and  the  fink-holes. 

Fod.  Out  ydubafe  Rogue. 

' 1 Fool.  Why  doll  abufo  thy  felf  ? 

■ Thou  art  to  blame,  I take  thee  for  a Gentleman,  ' 

But  why  does  not  thy  Lord  and  Mailer  marry  her  ? j 

Tod.  Why,  fhe  is  his  Sifter. 

Fool.  ’Tis  the  better.  Fool,  [ 

He 


^S6  A Wife  fir  a Monet h. 

. He  may  make  bold  with  hisownflelh  and  blood, 

' For  o’  my  conll  ience  there’s  none  elfc  will  truft  him  •, 

Then  he  may  plealure  the  King  at  a dead  pinch  too, 

. W \tho\M  ^ ^/(phe|hphl^^^J^  Inch  as  thou  art, 

' And  ingrofs  the  Royal  dilVale  like  a true  Subje<T, 
i Po.'i.  Thou  wilt  be  whipt. 
j Fool.  1 am  fare  thou  wilt  be  bang’d, 

1 I have  loft  a Ducket  elfe,  which  I would  be  loth  to  venture 
; Without  certainty.  They  appear.  [^Suitors  pafs  by. 

'Pod.  Why  thefc  are  Rafcals.  (better  kindred  ? 

Fool.  They  were  meant  to  be  fo,  does  thy  Mafter  deferve 
• 7W.  There’s  an  old  Lawyer, 

Trim'd  up  like  a Gaily  Foift,  w'hat  would  he  do  with  her? 

Fool.  As  LHurers  do  with  their  Gold,  he  w'ould  look  on  her, 
And  read  her  over  once  a day,  like  a hard  report, 

Feed  his  dull  eye,  and  keep  his  fingers  itching  *, 

For  any  thing  elfe,  fhe  may  appeal  to  a Parliament, 

Sub  Pae^ht's  and  Pofi  Kaes  have  fpoiPd  his  Codpiece ; 

There’s  a Phyfician  too,  older  than  he. 

And  GMUn  GalUnactus.,  but  he  has  loft  his  fpurs. 

He  would  be  nibling  too. 

Pod.  1 marked  the  man,  if  he  be  a man. 

Fool.  H’as  much  ado  to  be  lb, 

Searcloths  and  Sirrups  giew  him  clofe  together, 

He  would  fall  a pieces  elfe ; mending  of  (he  Patients, 

And  then  trying  whether  they  be  right  or  no 
In  his  own  perfon,  there’s  the  honeft  care  on’t. 

Has  mollifi’d  the  man  i if  he  do  marry  her, 

And  come  but  to  warm  him  well  at  Cupids  Bonfire, 

He  will  bulge  fofubtilly  and  fuddenly, 

You  may  Inatch  him  up  by  parcels,  like  a Sea  Rack : 

\\  ill  your  Worfhip  go,  and  look  upon  the  reft,  Sir  ? 

And  hear  what  they  can  fay  for  themfelves.  \iExeunt. 

Pod.  rie  follow  thee. 

Enter  Camillo,  MenaHo,  Cleanthes,  WCaftruchio. 

Cim.  You  tell  us  wonders. 

Cuji.  But  I tell  you  truths,  they  are  both  well. 

Aden.  Why  are  not  we  in  Arms  then  ? 

And  all  the  Ifland  given  to  know (elfe, 

Cujl.  Difcreetly  and  privately  it  muft  be  done,  ’twill  mifs 
And  prove  our  ruines ; moft  of  the  noble  Citizens 
Know  it  by  me,  and  ftay  the  hour  to  attend  it. 

Prepare  your  hearts  and  friends,  let  their’s  be  right  too, 
And  keep  about  the  King  to  avoid  fufpicion ; 

Enter  Frederick  WSorano. 

When  you  fliall  hear  the  Caftle  Bell,  take  courage, 
Andftand  like  men,  away,  the  King  is  coming. 

\^Ex€unt  Lords. 

Frf.Now  Captain,what  have  you  done  with  your  prifoner? 

Cafi.  He  is  dead,  Sir,  and  his  body  flung  into  the  Sea, 
Tofecd  the  filhes,  ’twas  your  will,  I take  it, 

I did  it  from  a ftrong  CommilTion, 

And  ftood  not  to  capitulate. 

Fred.  ’Tis  well  done, 

And  1 flialllove  you  for  your  faith.  What  anger 
Or  forrow  did  he  utter  at  his  end  ? 

Cafi.  Faith  little,  Sir,  that  1 gave  any  car  to, 

He  would  have  fpoke,  but  1 had  no  CommilTion 
To  argue  with  him,  fo  1 flung  him  off;, 

His  Lady  would  have  feen,  but ! lockt  her  up, 

For  fear  her  womans  tears  Ihouid  hinder  us. 

Fred.  ’Twas  trufty  Ihill.  I wonder,  my  Soranoj 
We  hear  not  from  the  Monaftcry  •,  1 believe 
: They  gave  it  nor,  or  elfc  it  wrought  not  fully. 

Cafi.  Did  you  name  the  Monaltery  ? 

Fred.  Yes,  I did  Captain. 

Cafi.  I faw  the  Fryer  this  morning,  and  Lord  Rugto, 
Bitterly  weeping,  and  wringing  of  their  hands, 

And  all  the  lioly  men  hung  down  their  heads. 

Sora.  ’Tis  done  I’le  warrant  ye. 

Cifi.  1 ask’d  the  rcafon. 

Fred.  What  anfwer  hadft  thou  ? 



Cufi.  This  in  few  wor3s.  Sir, 

Your  Brother’s  dead,  this  morning  he  deceafed, 

I was  your  fervant,  and  1 wept  not.  Sir, 

I knew  ’twas  for  your  good. 

Fred.  It  lhall  be  for  thine  too. 

Captain,  indeed  it  lhall.  O my  Sorunoy 
Now  we  lhall  live. 

Sor.  I,  now  there’s  none  to  trouble  ye. 

Fred.  Captain,  bring  out  the  woman,  and  give  way 
To  any  Suitor  that  lliall  come  to  marry  her. 

Of  what  degree  foever. 

Cafi.  It  lhall  be  done,  Sir.  [Exit  Gaft. 

Fre.  O let  me  have  a lufty  Banquet  after  it. 

Enter  Evanthe,  Camillo,  Cleanthes,  Menallo,  Fool. 

I will  be  high  and  merry. 

Sor.  There  be  fome  Lords 
That  I could  counfel  ye  to  fling  from  Court,  Sir, 

They  pry  into  our  adions,  they  are  fuch 
The  foolilh  people  call  their  Countries  honours, 

Honeft  brave  things,  and  ftile  them  with  fuch  Titles, 

As  if  they  were  the  patterns  of  the  Kingdom, 

Which  makes  them  proud,  and  prone  to  look  into  us. 

And  talk  at  random  of  our  adions, 

They  Ihould  be  lovers  of  your  commands. 

And  followers  of  your  will*,  bridles  and  curbs 
To  the  hard  headed  Commons  that  malign  us. 

They  come  here  to  do  honour  to  my  Sifter, 

To  laugh  at  your  feverity,  and  fright  us ; 

If  they  had  power,  what  would  thefe  men  do  ? 

Do  you  hear.  Sir,  howprivily  they  whifper? 

Fred.  I lhall  filence  ’em. 

And  to  their  lhames  within  this  week  Soranoy 
In  the  mean  time  have  patience. 

5or.  How  they  jeer,  and  look  upon  measi  were  a Monfter? 
And  talk  and  jeer  ? how  I lhall  pull  your  plumes,Lords 
How  I lhall  humble  ye  within  thefe  two  daies 
Y our  great  names,  nor  your  Country  cannoi  fave  ye. 

Fred.  Let  in  the  Suitors.  Yetfubmit,  Tie  pardon  ye, 
You  are  half  undone  already,  do  not  wind 
My  anger  to  that  height,  it  may  confume  ye. 

Enter  Lawyer,  Phyfician,  Captain  Cutpurfe. 

And  utterly  deftroy  thee,  fair  Evanthe : yet  I have  mercy. 

Evan.  Ufe  it  to  your  bawds. 

To  me  ufe  cruelty,  it  beft  becomes  ye. 

And  Ihews  more  Kingly : I contemn  your  mercy. 

It  is  a cozening,  and  a bawdy  mercy  ^ 

Can  any  thing  be  hoped  for,  to  relieve  me  ? (Lord. 

Or  is  it  fit  ? 1 thank  you  for  a pity,  when  you  have  kill’d  my 
Fred.  Who  will  have  her  ? 

Evan.  My  tears  are  gone. 

My  tears  of  Jove  to  my  dear  Falerio, 

But  I have  fill’d  mine  eyes  again  with  anger*, 

0 were  it  but  fo  powerful  to  confume  ye. 

My  tongue  with  curfes  I have  arm’d  againft  ye. 

With  Maiden  curfes,  that  Heaven  crowns  with  horrors, 

My  heart  fet  round  with  hate  againft  thy  tyranny  *, 

0 would  my  hands  could  hold  the  fireol  Heaven, 

Wrapt  in  the  thunder  that  the  Gods  revenge  with. 

That  like  ftern  Juftice  I might  fling  it  on  thee ; 

Thouart  a KingofMonfters,  not  of  men. 

And  Ihortly  thou  wilt  turn  this  Land  to  Devils. 

Fred.  Tie  make  you  one  fir  ft,  and  a wretched  Devil, 
Come  who  will  have  her  ? 

Law.  I an’t  like  your  Majefty,  1 am  a Lawyer, 

1 can  make  her  a Joynture  of  any  mans  Land  in  Naples, 

And  Ihe  lhall  keep  it  too,  I have  a trick  for  it. 

Fool.  Canft  thou  make  her  a Joynture  of  thine  honefty  ? 
Or  thy  abilily,  thou  lewd  abridgment  ? 

Thofe  are  non  futed  and  flung  o’re  the  bar. 

Phy.  An’t  pleafe  your  Majefty  to  give  me  leave, 

I dare  accept  her  ^ and  though  old  1 leem,  Lady, 

Like  (yEfon,  by  my  art  I can  renew  youth  and  ability. 

Fool.  ' 

A Wife  for  a Monet  h. 
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Fool.  In  a powdering  Tub 
Stew  thy  lelf  tender  again,  like  a Cock  Chicken, 

The  broth  may  be  good,  but  the  fleOi  is  not  fit  for  dogs  fure. 

Lady,  take  me,  and  Tie  maintain  thine  honour, 

I am  a poor  Captain,  as  poor  people  call  me, 

V^cry  poor  people,  for  my  Souldicrs 
They  are  quartered  in  the  outlide  of  the  City, 

Men  of  ability,  to  make  good  a high  way ; 

We  have  but  two  grand  Enemies  that  oppofe  us, 

Iht  Don  Gout ^ and  the  Gallows.  (Jointure  j 

Fool.  I believe  ye,  and  both  thefe  you  will  bind  her  for  a 
Now  Signior  firk. 

• - Cut-pHrfe.  Madam,  take  me  and  be  wife, 

. ; I am.rich  and-nimble,_a‘nd  thofe  are  rare  in  one  man, 

Every  mans  pocket  is  my  Treafury, 

And  no  man  wears  a Sute  but  fits  me  neatly  ^ 

Cloaths  you  (hall  have,  and  wear  the  purefi:  Linnen, 

I have  a tribute  out  of  every  Shop,  Lady, 

Meat  you  (hall  eat,  I have  my  Caters  out  too, 

Thebeftand  luftiell,  and  drink  good  Wine,  good  Lady, 
Good  quickening  Wine,  Wine  that  will  make  you  caper. 
And  at  the  worlc 

Fool.  It  is  but  capering  fhort.  Sir, 

You  feldom  day  for  Agues  or  for  Surfeits, 

A (baking  fit  of  a whip  fometimes  o’retakes  ye. 

Marry  you  dye  mod  commonly  of  choakings, 

Obdrudlions  of  the  halter  are  your  ends  ever  *, 

Pray  leave  your  horn  and  your  knife  for  her  to  live  on. 

Eva.Poor  wretched  people,  why  do  you  wrong  your  felves? 
Though  I fear’d  death,  I (hould  fear  you  ten  times  more, 
You  are  every  one  a new  death,  and  an  odious,. 

The  earth  will  purifie  corrupted  bodies, 

You’ll  make  us  worfe  and  dink  eternally. 

Go  home,  go  home  and  get  good  Nurles  for  you, 

Dream  not  of  Wives. 

Fred.  You  (hall  have  one  of  ’em,if  they  dare  venture  for  ye. 

Fvan.  They  are  dead  already. 

Crawling  difeafes  that  mud  creep  into 

The  next  grave  they  find  open,  are  thefe  fit  Husbands 

For  her  you  have  loved.  Sir  ? though  you  hate  me  now, 

And  hate  me  mortally,  as  I hate  you. 

Your  noblenefsjin  that  you  have  done  otherwile. 

And  named  Evanthe  once  as  your  poor  Midris, 

Might  offer  worthier  choice.  (dye? 

Fre.  Speak,  who  dare  take  her  for  one  moneth,  and  then 

Phy.  Dye,  Sir? 

Fred.  I,  dye  Sir,  that’s  the  condition. 

Phy.  One  moneth  is  too  little 
For  me  to  repent  in  for  my  former  pleafure. 

To  go  dill  on,  unlefs  I were  fure  fhe  would  kill  me. 

And  kill  me  delicately  before  my  day. 

Make  it  up  a year,  for  by  that  time  I mud  dye. 

My  body  will  hold  out  no  longer. 

Fred.  No  Sir,  it  mud  be  but  a moneth,  - 

Law.  Then  farewel  Madam, 

This  is  like  to  be  a great  year  of  diffention 
Among  good  people,  and  I dare  not  lofe  it, 

There  will  me  money  got. 

Capt.  Blefs  your  good  Ladifhip,  there’s  nothing  in  the 
i (grave  but  bones  and  aflies, 

In  Taverns  there’s  good  wine,  and  excellent  wenches, 

And  Surgeons  while  we  live, 
j Catp.  Adieu  fweet  Lady, 

I Lay  me  when  I am  dead  near  a rich  Alderman, 

, I cannot  pick  hisiPurfe,  no.  Tie  no  dying, 

1 Though  1 deal  Linnen,  Tie  not  deal  my  (hrowd  yet. 

I AH.  Send  ye  a happy  match.  {_ExeHnt. 

Fool.  And  you  all  halters,  you  have  deferved  ’em  richly. 
Thefe  do  all  Villanies,  and  mifehiefs  of  all  forts,  yet  thofe 
^ p.  ' (they  fear  not, 

I To  flinch  where  a fair  wench  is  at  the  dake. 

: £van.  Come,  your  fentence,  let  me  dye:  you  fee.  Sir, 

None  of  your  valiant  men  dare  venture  on  me, 

I A Moneth’s  a dangerous  thing. 


Enter  V^alcrio  dtf^nis'd. 

Fred.  Away  with  her,  let  her  dye  indantly. 

Evan.  Will  you  then  be  willing 
To  dye  at  the  time  prefixt  ? that  1 mud  know  too, 

And  know  it  beyond  doubt. 

Fred.  What  if  1 did  wench  ? 

Evan.  On  that  condition  if  I had  it  certain, 

1 would  be  your  any  thing,  and  you  (hould  injoy  me, 

How  ever  in  my  nature  I abhor  you. 

Yet  as  I live  1 would  be  obedient  to  you  •, 

But  when  your  time  came  how  1 fliould  rejoyee. 

How  then  I (liould  bedir  my  f.lf  to  thank  ye 

To  fee  your  throat  cut,  how  my  heart  would  leap.  Sir  ! 

I would  dye  with  you,  but  fird  1 would  lo  torture  ye, 

And  cow  you  in  your  end,  fo  defpife  you, 

For  a weak  and  wretched  coward,  you  mud  end  fure  j 
Still  make  ye  fear,  and  (hake,  defpifed,  dill  laugh  at  ye. 

Fred.  Away  with  her,  let  her  dye  indantly. 

Cam.  Stay,  there’s  another,  and  a Gentleman, 

His  habit  (hews  no  lefs,  may  be  his  bufmefs 
Is  for  this  Ladies  lov6. 

Fred,  Say  why  ye  come.  Sir,  and  what  you  are. 

^4/.I  am  defeended  nobly,a  Prince  by  birth,and  by  my  trade 
A Princes  fellow,  Abidos  brought  me  forth,  (a  Souldier, 
My  Parents  Duke  Agenor.^  and  fair  Egla^ 

My  bufinefs  hither  to  renew  my  love  . 

With  a young  noble  fpirit,  call’d  Falerio  •, 

Our  fird  acquaintance  was  at  Sea,  in  fight 
Againd  a Turkilh  man  of  War,  a dout  one. 

Where  Lyon  like  1 faw  him  (hew  his  valour. 

And  as  he  had  been  made  of  compleat  vertue. 

Spirit,  and  fire,  no  dregs  of  dull  earth  in  him.  (him. 

Evan.  Thou  art  a brave  Gentleman,  and  bravely  fpeaked 

Fal.  The  Vcflcl  dancing  under  him  for  joy. 

And  the  rough  whidling  winds  becalm’d  to  view  him  j 
I faw  the  child  of  honour,  for  he  was  young, 

Deal  fuchan  Alms  amongd  thefpightful  Pagans, 

His  towring  fword  (lew  like  an  eager  Falkon, 

And  round  about  his  reach  invade  the  Turks, 

He  had  intrencht  himfelf  in  his  dead  quarries  •, 

The  filver  Crefeents  on  the  tops  they  carried 
Shrunk  in  theirfieads  to  fee  his  rage  fo  bloody, 

And  from  his  fury  fuflfered  fad  eclipfes-, 

The  game  of  death  was  never  plaid  more  nobly, 

The  meager  thief  grew  wanton  in  his  mifehiefs, 

And  his  Ihrunk  hollow  eyes  fmil’d  on  his  mines. 

Evan.  Heaven  keep  this  Gentleman  from  being  a Suitor, 
For  I (hall  ne’r  deny  him,  he’s  fo  noble. 

Fal.  But  what  can  laft  long?  ftrength  and  fpirit  wafted, 
And  fre(h  fupplies  flew  on  upon  this  Gentleman, 
Breathlefsand  weary  with  oppreflion, 

And  almoft  kill’d  with  killing,  ’twas  my  chance 
In  a tall  Ship  I had  to  view  the  fight  •, 

I fet  into  him,  entertain’d  the  Turk,-, 

And  for  an  hour  gave  him  fo  hot  a breakfaft, 

He  clapt  all  linnen  up  he  had  to  fave  him. 

And  like  a Lovers  thought  he  fled  our  fury  ^ 

There  firft  I faw  the  man  I lov’d,  Falerio, 

There  was  acquainted,  there  my  foul  grew  to  him, 

And  his  to  me,  we  were  the  twins  of  friendfliip. 

Evan.  Fortune  protedl  this  man,  or  I (hallruine  him. 

yal.  I made  this  voyage  to  behold  my  friend, 

T 0 warm  my  love  anew  at  his  affeeftion  ■, 

But  fince  1 landed,  I have  heard  his  fate : 

My  Father’s  had  not  been  to  me  more  cruel, 

I have  lamented  too,  and  yet  I keep 
The  treafure  of  a few  tears  for  you  Lady, 

For  by  deftription  you  were  his  Evanthe. 

Evan.  Can  he  weep  that’s  a ftranger  to  my  ftory  ? 

And  I (land  (till  and  look  on  ? Sir,  1 thank  ye ; 

If  noble  fpirits  after  their  departure. 

Can  know,  and  wi(h,  certain  his  foul  gives  thanks  too } 
There  are  your  tears  again,  and  when  yours  fail.  Sir, 
R rr Pray^ 
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Fiay  ye  call  to  me,  I have  Ibmc  ftorcto  lend  ye.  Your  name? 

! Urbvio. 

1 t-jn.  That  I may  remember, 

That  little  time  I have  to  live,  your  frienddiips,  1 

I My  tongue  lhall  thuly  both.  (Vrhino  i j 

j t'reiL  Do  YOU  come  hither,  only  to  tell  this  ftory,  Prince  j 

f My  bulinels  now  is,  Sir,  to  woo  this  Lady.  | 

! Svan.  Btelllng  defend  yc;  do  you  know  the  danger?  | 
j I 'al.  Yes,  and  1 fear  it  not,  danger’s  my  play-fellow, 

! Since  I was  man  ’thasbeen  my  belt  companion, 

I I know  your  doom,  ’tis  for  a Moneth  you  give  her, 

• And  then  his  life  you  take  that  marries  her. 

I Fred.  ’Tistrue,  nor  can  your  being  born  a Prince, 

If  you  accept  the  offer,  free  you  from  it. 

rul.  I not  delire  it,  I have  call  the  worfl:, 

And  even  that  worll  to  me  is  many  bleflings ; 

I lov’d  my  friend,  not  mcafur’d  out  by  time. 

Nor  hired  by  circumltanceof  place  and  honour. 

But  for  his  wealthy  felfand  worth  I lov’d  him. 

His  mind  and  noble  mold  he  ever  mov’d  in. 

And  wooe  his  friend  becaufe  (lie  was  worthy  ofhim, 

The  only  reliquethat  he  left  behind-;  Sir^ 

To  give  his  allies  honour.  Lady  take  me. 

And  in  me  keep  Falerto's  love  alive  Hill, 

When  I am  gone,  take  thofe  that  fhall  fucceed  me. 

Heaven  mult  want  light,  before  you  want  a Husband, 

To  raile  up  heirs  of  love  and  noble  memory, 

To  your  unfortunate' (afflidion  ? 

Ev.itj.  Am  I Hill  hated  ? hafl  thou  no  end,  O fate,  of  my 
W'as  1 ordain’d  tobe  a common  Murdrefs? 

And  ofthe  bell  men  too?  Good  Sir 

Peace  Sweet,  look  on  my  hand. 

Fvan.  I do  accept  the  Gentleman,  1 faint  with  joy. 

/•>.!  Hop  it, none  fhall  haveher,convey  this  Ilranger  hence. 
Fal.  lamnoftranger — Hark  to  the  bell,  that  rings, 

I Hark,  hark,  proud  Frcderick^^  that  was  King  of  mifehiet, 

■ Hark,  thou  abhorred  man,  dolt  thou  hear  thy  fentence  ? 

, Does  not  this  bell  ring  in  thine  ears  thy  ruine  ? 

■ Fred.  WHiat  bell  is  this  ? 

} Qm.  The  Caflle  bell : Stand  Pure,  Sir,  and  move  not,  if 

(you  do  youperifh. 

Alen.  It  rings  your  knell  ^ jdlphonfo,  K\n^  Alphonfo. 

All.  Alphonfoy  King  Alphonfo. 

Fred.  I am  betrai’d,  lock  fad  the  Palace. 

Cam.  We  have  all  the  keys.  Sir. 

And  no  door  here  lhall  Ihut  without  our  Licence. 

Cte.  Do  you  lhake  now,  Lord  Sorano  ? no  new  trick  ? 

Nor  fpeedy  poifon  to  prevent  this  bufmefs.^ 

No  bawdy  meditation  now  to  fly  to  ? 

Fred.  Treafon,  Treafon,  Treafon. 
f'am.  Yes,  we  hear  ye. 

Eater  Alphonfo,  Rugio,  Marco,  Caftruchio,  Queen, 
with  Guard. 

And  we  have  found  the  Traytor  in  your  fhape,  Sir, 

We’ll  keep  him  fall  too, 

Fred.  Recover’d  ! then  I am  gone. 

The  Sun  of  all  my  pomp  is  fet  and  vanilht. 

Alp.  Have  you  not  forgot  this  face  of  mine, King  Frederick} 
Brother,  1 am  come  to  fee  you,  and  have  brought 
A Banquet  to  be  merry  with  your  Grace 
I pray  lit  down,  I do  befecch  your  Majcfly, 

And  eat,  eat  freely,  Sir,  why  do  you  Hart? 

Have  you  no  Homach  to  the  meat  1 bring  you  ? 

Dare  you  not  talle  ? have  ye  no  Antidotes? 

You  need  not  fear  y Soram's  a good  Apothecary, 

Me  thinks  you  look  not  well,  fome  frelh  wine  for  him, 

Some  of  the  fame  he  fent  me  by  Sorarw  y 
I thank  you  for’t,  it  fav’d  my  life,  I am  bound  to  ye. 

But  how  ’twill  work  on  you I hope  your  Lordlhip 

Will  pledge  him  too,  me  thinks  you  look  but  fcurvily, 

And  would  be  put  into  a better  colour. 

Bull  have  a candi’dToad  for  your  Lordlhip. 

Sor  Would  1 had  any  thing  that  v;ould  difpatch  me, 


So  it  were  down,  and  I out  of  this  fear  once. 

Fred.  Sir,  Thus  low  as  my  duty  now  compells  me, 

I do  confefs  my  unbounded  fins,  my  errours. 

And  feel  within  my  foul  the  fniarts  already  y 
Hide  not  the  noble  nature  of  a Brother, 

The  pity  of  a friend,  from  my  afflidlionsy 
Let  me  a while  lament  my  milery, 

And  call  the  load  oil' of  my  wantonnefs. 

Before  1 find  your  fury,  then  llrike  home, 

1 do  deferve  the  deepeft  blow  of  juflice. 

And  then  how  willingly,  O death.  Tie  meet  thee  ! 

Alp,  Rife,  Madam,  thofe  fweet  tears  are  potent  fpeakers. 
And  Brother  live,  but  in  the  Monallery, 

Where  I lived,  with  the  lelf  fame  filence  too, 

Tie  teach  you  to  be  good  againll  your  will.  Brother, 

Your  tongue  has  done  much  harm,  that  mull  be  dumb  now  y 
The  daily  pilgrimage  to  my  Fathers  Tomb, 

Tears,  fighs,  and  groans,  you  lhall  wear  out  your  daies  with. 
And  true  ones  too,  you  fliall  perform  dear  Brother ; 

Your  diet  lhall  be  (lender  to  inforce  thefe  y too  light  a pe- 

Fred.  I do  confefs  it.  (nance.  Sir. 

<iAlph.  Sorano  you  lhall 

Sor.  How  he  lludies  for  it ! 

Hanging’s  the  lead  part  of  my  penance  certain. 

CEvanthe  Kneelt. 

eyflph.  What  Lady’s  that  that  kneels  ? 

C'afi.  The  chuQie  Evanthe. 

Alph.  Sweet,  your  Petition  ? 

Evan.  ’Tis  for  this  bad  man.  Sir, 

Abominable  bad,  but  yet  my  Brother. 

e^lph.  The  bad  man  lhall  attend  as  bad  a Matter, 

And  both  fhall  be  confin’d  within  the  Monallery ; 

His  rank  flelh  lhall  be  pull’d  with  daily  falling. 

But  once  a week  he  lhall  fwell  meat,  he  will  liirfeit  elfe, 
And  his  immodelt  mind,  compell’d  to  prayer  j 
On  the  bare  boards  he  lhall  lye,  to  remember 
The  wantonnefs  he  did  commit  in  beds ; 

And  drink  fair  water,  that  will  ne’r  inflame  him  y 
He  lav’d  my  life,  though  he  purpos’d  to  dettroy  me. 

For  which  I’le  fave  his,  though  1 make  it  miferablc  .• 
Maoam,  at  Court  I lhall  defire  your  company. 

You  are  wile  and  vertuous,  when  you  pleafe  to  vifit 
My  Brother  Frederick;,  you  fhall  have  our  Licence, 

My  dear  bell  friend,  F'alerio. 

Val.  Save  Alphonfo. 

Omn.  Longhwe  Alphonfo,  Kingofiis,  zndi  Naples. 

Alph.  Is  this  the  Lady  that  the  wonder  goes  on  ? 
Honour’d  fweet  Maid,  here  take  her  my  Valerio, 

The  King  now  gives  her,  Ihe  is  thine  own  without  fear : 
Brother,  have  you  fo  much  provifion  that  is  good  ? 

Not  fealbn’d  by  Sorano  and  his  Cooks? 

That  we  may  venture  on  with  honett  fafety. 

We  and  our  friends  ? 

Fred.  All  that  I have  is  yours.  Sir. 

Alph.  Come  then,  let’s  in,  and  end  this  Nuptial, 

Then  to  our  Coronation  with  all  fpeed : 

My  vertuous  Maid,  this  day  Tie  be  your  Bride-man, 

And  fee  you  bedded  to  your  own  defires  tooy 
Bclhrew  me  Lords,  who  is  not  merry  hates  me. 

Only  Sorano  lhall  not  bear  my  cup: 

Come,  now  forge&old  pains  and  injuries. 

As  I mutt  do,  and  drown  all  in  fair  healths  y 
That  Kingdom’s  blelled,  where  the  King  begins 
His  true  love  firtt,  for  there  all  loves  are  twins. 

{Exeunt  Omnes. 


Prologue. 
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YOii  arc  wellcomeGentkmen^and  would  ourFeaJl 
Were  fo  well  feafond,  to  pleafe  every  Gneji^ 
Ingenuous  appetites,  1 hope  we  jhall, 

Aid  their  examples  Wlay  preVail  in  alL 
Our  iwble  friend,  who  writ  this^  bid  me  fay, 

He  had  rather  drep,  upon  a Triumph  day, 

I ' My  Lord  Majors  feajl,  and  make  him  Sawces  too, 

[ Sawce  for  each  fever al  mouth,  nay  further  go, 

[ He  had  rather  build  up  thofe  invincible  Tyes 
Aid  Cafle  Cufards  that  affright  all  eyes, 

Tfay  eat  *em  all  and  their  Artillery, 

Than  drep  for  fuch  a curious  company 
One  pngle  dif? ; yet  he  has  pleas  d ye  too, 

Aid  youve  confef  he  knew  Vpell  what  to  do ; 

!Be  Imigry  as  you  were  wont  to  be,  and  bring. 
Sharp  Jlomachs  to' the  fortes  he  fall  frig. 


Ani  he  dare  yet,  he  fates,  prepare  a Table 
Shall  make  you  fay,  well  drefl,  and  he  well  able. 


Epilogue. 

WE  have  your  favours,  Gentlemen,  andyou 
H^e  our  indeaVours , {dear  Friends 

grudge  not  now,) 

There  s none  of  you,  but  when  you  pleafe  can  fell 
Many  a lame  Horfe,  and  many  a fair  tale  tell  ^ 
fan  put  off  many  a Maid  unto  a friend. 

That  was  not  fo  puce  th*  aHion  at  Mile-end ; 

Ours  is  a Virgin  yet,  and  they  that  love 
Untainted  flef,  we  hope  our  friends  will  proVe. 
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Perfbns  Reprelented  in  the  Play. 


1 


j of  France, 
j Cleander,  Husband  to  Califta. 
j Lidian,  Brother  to  Califta.  \ both  in  love  with  O* 
, Clarange,  Rival  to  linda. 

I DorilauSj  Father  to  Lidian  and  Califta,  a merry  old 
! man, 

Lilander,  a noble  Gentleman^  in  love  with  Califta. 
I Alcidon,  a friend,  and  fecond  to  Lidian. 

Beronte,  Brother  to  Cleander. 

Lemeor,  a noble  Courtier. 

Leon,  a Villain^  Lover  of  Chnnda. 

I Mallfort,  a fooUp  Steward  of  Cleander. 


Lancelot,  Servant  to  LUander. 

Fryar. 

Hofts  ghofi, 
chamberlain. 

Servants, 

WOMEN, 

Galifta,  avertuous  Lady^  WifetoCXtdXidtt, 

Olinda,  a noble  Maid,  and  rich  Heir,  Miflrefs  to 
Lidian  and  Clarange. 

Clarinda,  a lufiful  Wench,  Califta’/  waiting  woman. 


T^he  Scene  France. 


The  principal  Adors  were, 

Jofejfh  Taylor,  "j  \John  Lomn, 
Robert  Benfield.  I I John  Vndern>ood, 
Thomas  Polard.  '1  l^chard  Sharpe. 
George  Birch.  \jJohn  Thomfon. 


<^&us  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 


Enter  Leoii,  and  Mallfort. 

j ALi’..  fL  N D as  I told  you,  Sir. 
j /%  Leon.  1 underftand  you, 

i Clarinda’s  ftill  pcrverfe. 

^ Mai.  She’s  worfe,  obdurate, 

F.inty,  iclentlcfs,  my  love-palTions  jeer’d  at. 

My  Prefents  fcorn’d 

Leon.  ’Tis  llrange  a waiting  woman, 

In  her  condition  apt  to  yield,  fhould  hold  out 
A man  of  your  place,  reverend  Beard  and  lhape, 
Bcficging  her. 

tJlfal.  You  might  add  too  my  wealth, 

1 Which  flic  contemns,  five  hundred  Crowns  ^er  annum, 
j For  which  I have  ventur’d  hard,  my  Confcicnce  knows  it, 
I Not  thought  upon,  though  offer’d  for  a Joynturc  •, 


This  Chain  which  my  Lords  Pefants  worlhip,  flouted  \ 
Myfolemnhumsand  ha’s,  the  fervants  quake  at, 

No  Rhetorick  with  her  every  hour  flie  hangs  out 
Seme  new  Flag  of  defiance  to  torment  me; 

Lafl:  Lent,  my  Lady  call’d  me  her  Voor  John, 

But  now  I am  grown  a walking  Skeleton, 

You  may  fee  through,  and  through  me. 

Leon.  Indeed  you  are  much  fain  away. 

Mai.  I am  a kind  of  nothing, 

As  fhe  hath  made  me ; Love’s  a terrible  Clyfter, 

And  if  fome  Cordial  of  her  favours  help  not, 

I fhall  like  an  Italian,  dye  backward. 

And  breathe  my  laft  the  wrong  way. 

Leon.  As  I Iive,^ou  have  my  pity, but  this  is  cold  comfort, 
And  in  a friend  lip-phyfick ; and  now  I think  on’t, 

I fiioulddo  more,  and  will,  fo  you  deny  not 
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YoOr  feJf  the  means  of  comfort. 

M.il.  I’ll  be  hang’d  firlfc  ^ one  dram  of ’t  I befccch  yon. 

Leo».  You  arc  not  jealous  of  any  mansaccefs  to  her  ? 

Ai.il.  I would  not  receive  the  Dor  , but  as  a bolbmc 
You  lhall  direct  me,  ftili  provided  that  (friend 

I underftand  who  is  the  man,  and  what 
His  purpofe,  that  pleads  for  me.  . 

Leon.  By  all  means; 

Firit,  for  the  undertaker,  lam  he-, 

The  means  that  I w'ill  pratTiifc,  thus 

• MaL  Pray  you  forward. 

Leon.  You  know  your  Lady,  cha If e loves  her. 

Mid.  Too  well,  that  makes  her  proud. 

Leon.  Nay,  give  me  leave, 

This  beauteous  Lady,  I may  ftile  her  fo, 

(Being  the  paragon  of  France  for  feature) 

Is  not  alone  contented  in  her  felf 
To  feem,  and  be  good,  but  dcHres  to  make 
All  fuch as  have  dependance  on  her,  like  her  ^ 

For  this  Clarindas  liberty  is  rellrain’d  ^ 

And  though  her  kinrman,the  gate’s  (hut  againllmej 
Now  if  you  pleafe  to  make  your  felf  the  door. 

For  my  conveyance  to  her,  though  you  run 
The  hazard  of  a check  for’t,  ’tis  no  matter. 

Mai.  It  being  for  mine  own  ends. 

Leon.  I’Jl  give  ito’r, 

If  that  you  make  the  lead:  doubt  otherwife ; 

Study  upon’t : good  morrow. 

tjllal.  Pray  you  day.  Sir:, 

You  are  my  friend  •,  yet  as  the  Proverb  fays. 

When  love  puts  in,  friendfliip  is  gone : fuppofe 
You  diould  your  felf  affed  her  ? 

Leon.  Do  you  think  I’ll  commit  inceft?  for  itisnolefs, 
She  being  my  Coulin  German.  Fare  you  well.  Sir. 

tijl'lal.  I had  forgot  that,  for  this  once  forgive  rtie. 

Only  to  cafe  the  throbbing  of  my  heart, 

(For  1 do  feel  ftrange  pangs)  inlti  ud  me  what 
You  will  fay  for  me. 

Leon.  Firff,  I’ll  tell  her  that 
She  hath  fo  far  befotted  you,  that  you  have. 

Almofl:  forgot  to  caft  accompt.  ’ 

tJMal.  Meer .truth.  Sir. 

Leon.  That  of  a wife  and  provident  Stew'ard, 

You  are  turn’d  ftark  Afs. 

Mai.  Urge  that  point  home,  1 am  fo. 

Leon.  That  you  adore  the  ground  (he treads  upon, 

And  kifs  her  footfteps. 

Mai.  As  I do  when  I find  their  print  in  the  fnow. 

Leon.  A loving  fool  I know  it,  • ^ . 

By  your  bloudlefs  frofty  lips ; then  having  related 
How  much  you  fuffer  for  her,  and  how  well 
You  do  defer ve  it — 

Mai.  How?  to  fuffer? 

Leon.  No,  Sir,  to  have  your  love  return’d. 

Mai.  That’s  good,  I thank  you. 

Leon.  I will  deliver  her  an  Inventory 
Of  your  good  parts : as  this,  your  precious  nofe 
Dropping  affedion  •,  your  high  forehead  reaching 
Almofl:  to  the  Crown  of  your  head  ; your  flender  walle. 
And  a back  not  like  a threlhers,  but  a bending, 

And  Court-like  back,  and  fo  forth,  for  your  Body. 

But  when  I touch  your  mind,  for  that  mufl:  take  her, 

(Since  your out-fidepromifes little)  I’llenlargeit, 
(Though  ne’r  fo  narrow)  as  your  arts, to  thrive. 

Your  compofition  with  the  Cook  and  Butler 
For  Cony-Skins  and  Chippings,  and  half  a Ihare 
With  all  the  under  Officers  of  the  houfe. 

In  ftrangers  bounties,  that  Ihcfhail have  all, 

And  you  as  ’twere  her  Bailiff. 

eJiFal.  As  I will  be. 

1 Leow.  As  youfball,  fol’llpromife.  Then  your  qualities, 
AsplayingqnaGyttern,  ora  Jews-Trump. 

Mol.  A little  too  on  the  Viol. 

Leon.  Fear  you  nothing. 
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Then  finging  her  affeep  with  curious  Catches 
Of  your  own  making  •,  for  as  1 have  heard. 

You  are  Poetical. 

ALU.  Something  given  that  way  •, 

Yet  my  works  Icldom  thrive .-  ami  the  main  rcafon 
The  Poets  urge  for’t,  is,  bteaufe  1 am  not 
As  poor  as  they  are. 

Leon.  Very  likely  •,  fetch  her 
While  I am  in  the  vein. 

fiJVlal.  ’Tis  an  apt  time,  my  Lady  being  at  her  Prayers. 
Leon.  Let  her  pray  on. 

Nay  go,  and  if  upon  my  interceffion 

She  do  you  not  fome  favour.  I’ll  difclaim  her ; 

I’ll  ruminateon’t  the  while. 

Mai.  A hundred  Crowns  is  your  reward. 

Leon.  VVirlioiit ’em — nay  no  ti  ifling.  f£.v.  Mai. 
That  this  dull  clod  of  ignorance  fhould  know 
How  to  get  money,  yet  want  eyes  to  fee 
How  grolly  he’s  abus’d,  and  wrought  upon! 

When  fhould  inaAC  his  will,  the  Rogue’s  turn’d  rampant. 
As  he  had  renew’d  his  youth  ^ a handlbine  wench, 

Love  one  a Ipittle-whore  would  run  away  from  ? 

Weif,  Malcer Steward,  Iwiil  plead  for  ycu 
Inluclia  method,  as  it  fhall  appear 
You  are  fit  to  be  a property. 

£;i?rfr  Malfort,  <?«i^Clarinda. 

Mai.  Yonder  be  walks 

That  knows  my  worth  and  value,  though  you  fcorn  it. 

• {^lar.  If  my  Lady  know  not  this 

Mai.  I’ll  anfwer  it  ; 

If  you  were  a Nun  I hope  your  Coufin  German 
Might  talk  with  you  through  a grate,  but  you  are  none, 
And  therefore  may  come  clofer  ^ ne’r  hang  off. 

As  Hive  you  lira  11  bill*,  ycmayfaluteasftranger^ 

Cuftom  allows  it.  Now,  now,  come  upon  her 
With  all  your  Oratory, 

As  a young  Advocate  Ihould,  and  leave  no  Vertue 
Of  mine  unmentioned,  I’ll  ftand  centinel  j 
Nay  keep  the  door  my  felf.  ££at/>. 

j Clar.  How  have  you  work’d 
‘This  piece  of  motley  to  your  ends?  ^ 

Leon.  Of  that  at  leafure,  Miftrifs. 

Clar.  Lower,  yon  are  too  loud. 

Though  the  fool  be  deaf,  fome  of  the  houfe  may  hear  you. 

Leon.  Suppofe  they  fhould,  I am  a Gentleman, 

And  held  your  Kinfman,  under  that  I hope 
I may  be  free. 

Clar.  I grant  it,  but  with  caution ; 

But  be  not  feen  to  talk  with  me  familiarly, 

But  at  fitdiftance,  or  not  feen  at  all. 

It  were  the  better  •,  you  know  my  Ladles  humour,' 

She  is  all  honour,  and  compos’d  of  goodnefs, 

(As  fhe  pretends)  and  you  having  no  bufinefs. 

How  jealous  may  (lie  grow  ? 

Leon.  I will  be  rul’d. 

But  you  have  promis’d,  and  I mufl:  enjoy  you. 

Clar.  We  lhall  find  time  for  that:,  you  are  too  hafty , 
Make  your  felf  fit  and  I fhall  make  occafion, 

Deliberation  makes  befUn  that  bufinefs. 

And  contents  every  way. 

Leon.  But  you  mufl:  feed 
This  foolifh  Steward  with  fome  fhadowof 
A future  favour,  that  we  may  preferve  him 
To  be  our  inftrument. 

Clar.  Hang  him. 

Leon.  For  my  fake.  Sweet, 

I undertook  to  fpcak  for  him,  any  Bauble, 

Or  flight  employment  in  the  way  of  fervice, 

Will  feed  him  fat. 

Enter  Malfort.^ 

Clar.  Leave  him  to  me. 

Aial.  She  comes,  my  Lady. 


Clar. 
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O’.ir.  1 win  Idtisfie  her. 
i M.d.  How  far  have  you  picvail’cl  ? 

1 Lioti.  Obferve. 

} Q.ir.  Monticur  ^I.tlfort, 

I mult  be  brief,  my  coulin  hath  fpoke  much 
In ) our  behalf,  and  to  give  you  fomc  proof, 

1 entertain  you  as  my  Ici  vant, 

You  lhall  have  the  grace. 

Leon.  Upon  your  knee  receive  it. 

Cur.  And  take  it  as  a fpccial  favour  from  me, 

To  tyc  my  Ihooe. 

AIMf.  I amo’re-joy’d. 

Leon.  Good  rcafon. 

Cur.  You  may  come  higher  in  time. 

Leon.  No  more,  the  Lady. 

Snter  Cal  ilia. 

MJf.  She  frowns, 

CLir.  I thank  you  for  this  vifitcoufin, 

Dut  without  leave  hereafter  from  my  Lady, 

I dare  not  change  difeourfe  with  you. 

Mulf.  Fray  you  take  your  mornings  draught. 

Leon.  I thank  you:  Leon,Malf. 

Happinefs  attend  your  honour. 

CMij}.  Who  gave  warrant  to  this  private  parle  ? 

Clar.  My  innocence ; I hope 
My  conference  with  a kinfmancannotcall 
Your  anger  on  me. 

CaLf.  Kinfraan?  Let  me  have 
No  more  of  this, as  you  defire  you  may  continue  mine. 

Clar.  Why  madam  (under  pardon) 

Suppofe  him  otherwife : yet  coming  in 
A lawfull  way,  it  is  cxcufable. 

Caltfi.  How’s  this } 

Clar.  I^rant  you  are  made  of  purenefs, 

And  that  your  tenderuefs  of  honour  holds 

Ti  e foveraigntie  o’rc  your  palTions.  Yet  you  have 

A noble  Husband,  with  allow’d  embraces, 

To  quench  lafeivious  fires,  fhould  fuch  flame  in  you, 

As  1 mull  ne’re  believe.  Were  I the  wife 
Of  one  that  could  but  zanie  brave  Qeandery 
Even  in  his  Icaft  perftdlions,  (excufe 
My  o’re-bold  inference)  I fhould  defire 
To  meet  no  other  obje<fi. 

Cal.  You  grow  faucic.  Do  I look  further  ? 

Clar.  No,  dear  Madam ; and 
It  is  my  wonder  or  aflonifliment  rather, 

You  could  deny  the  fervice  of  Lifander  ^ 

A man  without  a rival : one  the  King 
And  Kingdom  gazes  on  with  admiration. 

For  all  the  excellencies  a Mother  could 
Wilh  in  her  only  Son. 

Cal.  Did  not  mine  honour 
And  obligation  to  Clea?/dcr^  force  me 
To  be  deaf  to  his  complaints  ? 

Oar.  ’Tistrue-,  but  yet 
Your  rigor  to  command  him  from  your  prefence, 

Argu’d  but  fmall  compaffion  ^ the  Groves 
Witnefs  his  grievous  iuflerings,  your  fair  name 
Upon  the  rinde  of  every  gentle  Poplar, 

And  amorous  Myrtle,  (trees  to  Cemu  facred) 

With  adoration  carv’d,  and  knee’ld  unto. 

This  you  (unCen  ol  him)  both  law  and  heard 
Without  compaffion,  and  what  receiv’d  he 
For  his  true  forrows but  the  heavy  knowledge. 

That  ’twas  your  peremptory  will  and  pleafure, 

( Hov^  e’re  my  Lord  liv’d  in  him)  he  Ihould  quit 
Your  fight  and  houfc  for  ever. 

CaL  I confefs  I gave  him  a ftrong  potion  to  work 
Upon  hishotbloud,and  I hope ’twill  cure  him  : 

Yet  I could  wilh  the  caufe  had  concern’d  others, 

I might  have  met  his  frrrrows  with  more  pity  *, 

At  Icafl  have  lent  fome  counfel  to  hismiferies. 

Though  now  for  honours  fake,  1 muft  forget  him. 


And  never  know  the  name  more  of  Lifander  : 

Yet  inmyjuftice  I am  bound  to  grant  him, 

( Laying  his  love  afide  ) molt  truely  noble. 

But  mention  him  no  more,  this  inllant  hour 
My  Brother  Lidian^  new  return’d  from  travel, 

And  his  brave  friend  long  fince  rivals  ( 

For  fair  and  rich  Olinda,  are  to  hear  j 

Her  abfolute  determination,  whom  i 

She  plcafes  to  eleft : fee  all  things  ready  i 

To  entertain  ’em  : and  on  my  difpleafure 
No  more  words  of  Lifander.  (her  own  .* 

Clar.  She  endures  to  hear  him  nam’d  by  no  tongue  but 
How  e’re  flie  carries  it,  I know  Ihe  loves  him.  f Exit. 

Cal.  Hard  nature : hard  condition  of  poor  women  ! 

That  where  we  are  molt  fu’d  to,  we  muft  flye  moft. 

The  trees  grow  up,  and  mix  together  freely. 

The  Oak’s  not  envious  of  the  failing  Cedar, 

The  luftie  Vine  not  jealous  of  the  1 vie 
Becaufe  Ihe  clips  the  Elm*,  the  flowers  flioot  up, 

And  wantonly  kifs  one  another  hourly. 

This  bloflbme  glorying  in  the  others  beauty. 

And  yet  they  fmell  as  fweet,  and  look  as  lovely : 

But  we  are  ty’d  to  grow  alone.  O honour. 

Thou  hard  Law  to  our  lives,  chain  to  our  freedoms 
He  that  invented  thee  had  many  curfes ; 

How  is  my  foul  divided  ? O Cleander, 

My  beft  deferving  husband ! O Lifander , 

The  trueft  lover  that  e’re  facrific’d 
T 0 Cnpid  againft  Hymen ! O mine  honour  *, 

A Tyrant,  yet  to  be  obey’d  ! and’tis 
But  juftice  we  Ihould  thy  ftrid  Laws  endure, 

Since  our  obedience  to  thee  keeps  us  pure. 

Enter  Clender,  Lidian,  and  Clarange. 

Clean.  How  infupportable  the  difference 
Of  dear  friends  is,  the  forrow  that  1 feel 
For  my  Ltfanders  abfence,  one  that  ftamps 
A reverend  print  on  friendlhip,does  aflure  me. 

You  are  rivals  for  a Lady,  a fair  Lady, 

And  in  the  acquifition  of  her  favours. 

Hazard  the  cutting  of  that  Gordian  knot 
From  your  firft  childhood  to  this  prefent  hour, 

By  all  the  tyes  of  love  and  amity  faften’d. 

I am  bleft  in  a wife  (Heaven  make  me  thankfull) 

Inferiour  to  none  (fans  pride  I fpeak  it) 

Yet  if  I wereafree-man,  and  could  purchaft 
At  any  rate  the  certainty  to  enjoy 
Lifander s converfation  while  I liv’d. 

Forgive  me  my  Califiay  and  the  Sex, 

I never  would  feek  change. 

Lid.  My  Lord  and  Brother, 

I dare  not  blame  your  choice,  Lifanders  worth 
Being  a Miftris  to  be  ever  courted ; 

Nor  fhall  our  equal  fuit  to  fair  Olinda 
Weaken,  but  adde  ftrength  to  our  true  affedlion, 

With  zeal  fo  long  continued. 

, Claran.  When  we  know 

Whom  file  prefers,  as  fhe  can  choofe  but  one. 

By  our  fo  long  tri’d  friendfliip  we  have  vow’d 
The  other  lhall  defift. 

Clea.  ’Tis  yet  your  purpofe. 

But  how  this  refolution  will  hold 
In  him  that  is  refus’d,  is  not  alone 
Doubtfull,  but  dangerous. 

Enter  Malfort. 

aylfalf.  The  rich  heir  is  come  Sir. 

Cleand.  Madam  Olinda  ? 

^Jt^alf.  Yes  Sir,  and  makes  choice. 

After  fome  little  conference  with  my  Lady, 

Of  this  room  to  give  anfwer  to  her  fuitors. 

Oe.  Already  both  look  pale,  between  your  hopes 
To  win  the  prize,  and  your  delpair  to  lofe 
What  you  contended  for. 


The  Lovers  ^rogrefs. 
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Ud.  No  Sir,  I am  arm’d. 

CL.ir.  1 confident  of  my  inccrcft. 

CU.  ric  believe  ye  when  you  have  endur’d  the  tefl;. 

Enter  Califia,  Olinda,  and  Clarinda. 

tjllalf.  Is  not  your  garter 
Unty’d  f yon  promis’d  that  1 fiiould  grow  higher 
In  doing  you  iervice. 

Clar.  Fall  ofl' or  you  lofe  me.  £.v/>  Malfort. 

Oe.  Nay  take  your  place,  no  Paris  now  fits  judge 
On  the  contending  goddefl'es.  You  are 
The  Deitie  that  mull  make  curfl  or  happy 
One  of  your  languilhng  fei  vants. 

01.  I thus  look  with  equal  eyes  on  both ; either  deferves 
A fairer  fortune  than  they  can  in  reafon 
Hope  for  from  me  *,  from  Lidian  1 expedt, 

When  I have  made  him  mine,  all  plealures  that 
The  fweetnefs  of  his  manners,  youth,  andvertues 
Can  give  alTurance  of.-  but  turning  this  way 
To  brave  darange^  in  his  face  appears 
A kind  of  Majcfly  which  Ihould  command. 

Not  fue  for  favour.  Ifthefaireft  Lady 
Of  France.,  let  forth  with  natures  belt  endowments 
Nay  fhould  1 adde  a Princefs  of  the  blond. 

Did  now  lay  claim  to  either  for  a husband. 

So  vehement  my  affedion  is  to  both, 

My  envie  at  her  happinefs  would  kill  me. 

CU.  The  ftrangell love  I ever  heard. 

(}tl.  You  can  enjoy  but  one. 

CUtr.  The  more  I fay  the  merrier. 

OU.  Witnefs  thefe  tears  1 love  both,  as  1 know 
You  burn  with  equal  flames,  and  lb  atfedl  me ; 

Abundance  makes  me  poor  fuch  is  the  hard 
Condition  of  my  fortune  i,  be  your  own  judges  *, 

If  1 Ihould  favour  both,  ’twill  taint  my  honour, 

And  that  before  my  life  I mult  prefer  ^ 

If  one  I lean  to,  the  other  is  difvalued  y 

You  are  fierie  both, and  love  will  make  you  warmer. 

flar.  The  warmer  Hill  the  fitter.  You  are  a fool  Lady. 

OH.  To  what  may  love,  and  the  Devil  jealoufie  fpur  you 
Is  too  apparent:  my  name’s  call’d  in  queflion : 

Your  fwords  file  out,  your  angers  range  at  large ; 

Then  what  a murther  of  my  modefty  follows  ? 

Clar.  Take  heed  of  that  by  any  means : O innocent, 

That  will  deny  a blelling  when  ’tis  offer’d. 

Would  I were  murther’d  fo,  I would  thank  my  modefly. 

Qe.  V\'hat  paufe  you  on  ? 

OU.  Itisatlengthrefolv’d. 

Clar.  We  are  on  the  Rack, uncertain  expedation 
The  greatell  torture. 

Lidi.  Command  what  you  pleafe. 

And  you  lhall  fee  how  willingly  we  will  execute. 

OH.  Then  hear  what  for  your  fatisfadion. 

And  to  preferve  your  friendfhip  I rcfolve 
Againfl  my  felf,  and  ’tis  not  to  be  alter’d : 

You  are  both  brave  gentlemen,  I’le  (till  profsfs  it. 

Both  noble  fervants,  for  whofe  gentle  offers. 

The  undeferving,  and  the  poor  Olinda 

Is  ever  bound-,  you  love  both,  fair,  and  vertuoufly  y 

Would  I could  be  fo  happy  to  content  both  : 

Which  fince  I cannot,  take  this  refolute  anfwer  y 
Go  from  me  both  contentedly,  and  he 
That  lafl  makes  his  return,  and  comes  to  vifit. 

Comes  to  my  bed.  You  know  my  will : farewely 
My  heart’s  too  big  to  utter  more  -.  come  friend. 

Cal.  rie  wait  on  you  to  your  Coach. 

{Exeunt  Olinda,  Califla,  Clarinda. 

Ce.  You  both  look  blank,  I cannot  blame  you. 

Lid.  We  have  our  difpatches. 

Clara.  I’le  home. 

Lid.  And  I’le  abroad  again,  Farewel. 

Clara.  Farewel  to  ye. 

{Exeunt  Clara  nge,  and  Lidian. 

Oe.  Their  blunted  departure  troubles  me.-  I fear 

1 

I A fuddain  and  a dangerous  divilion 
Of  their  long  love  will  follow  ; have  you  took 
Your  leave  of  fair  OHndal 

Enter  Califla,  with  a purfe. 

Cl.t.  She  is  gone  Sir. 

Oe.  Had  you  brought  news  Lifander  were  return'd  too, 

I were  molt  happy. 

^al.  Still  upon  Lijander  ? 

Oe.  I know  he  loves  me,  as  he  loves  his  healtii  .- 
And  Heaven  knows  I love  him. 

Cal.  1 find  it  fo  : 

For  me  you  have  forgot,  and  what  I am  to  you. 

Oe.  O think  not  fo.  If  you  had  lofl  a Sifter 
You  lock’d  all  your  delights  in,  it  would  grieve  you ; 

A little  you  would  wander  from  the  fondnefs 
fou  ow’d  your  husband  .-  I have  loft  a friend, 

A noble  friend,  all  that  was  excellent 
In  man,or  man  kind,was  contain’d  within  him, 

That  lofs  my  wife 

Enter  Mai  fort. 

Malf,  Madam,  your  no'ble  Father 
A fee  for  my  good  news. 

Cal.  Why  ? what  of  him  Sir  ? 

Mai.  Is  lighted  at  the  door, and  longs  to  fee  you. 

Califl.  Attend  him  hither. 

Clean.  O my  dear  Ltfander. 

But  i’le  be  merry  -.  let’s  meet  him  my  Cahfia. 

Cal.  I hope  Ltfander s love  will  now  be  buried  : 

My  Father  will  bring  joy  enough  for  one  moncth, 

To  put  him  out  of  memorie. 

Enter  f)oxWs.\is, his  armin  a fcarjf. 

Dor.  How  do  you  Son  ? '' 

Blefs  my  fair  child,  I am  come  to  vifit  yee, 

fq  fee  what  houfe  you  keep,they  fay  you  are  bountifull, 

I like  the  noife  well,  and  1 come  to  trie  it. 

Ne’re  a great  belly  yet  ? how  have  you  trifl’d  ? 

If  I had  done  fo  (Son)  I fhould  have  heard  on’t 
On  both  lldes  by  Saint  Dents. 

Clean.  You  are  nobly  welcom  Sir  .- 
We  have  time  enough  for  that. 

Dorilaui.  See  how  fhe  blufhes ! 

’Tis  a good  fign  you’l  mend  your  fault, howdofl  thou. 

My  good  Califla  ? 

Cal.  Well,  now  I fee  you  Sir  ^ 

I hope  you  bring  a fruitfulnefs  along  with  ye. 

.Good  Iuck,I  never  mifs,I  was  ever  good  at  it : 

Your  mother  groan’d  for’t  wench,fodid  fome  other. 

But  I durfl:  never  tell. 

Cal.  How  does  your  arm  Sir  ? 

Cle.  Have  you  been  let  bloud  of  late  ? 

Dor.  Againfl  my  will  Sir. 

Cal.  A fall  dear  Father.? 

Dor.  No,  a Gun,  dear  Daughter  ^ 

Two  or  three  Guns-,  I have  one  here  in  my  buttock, 

’T would  trouble  a Surgeons  teeth  to  pull  it  out. 

Cal.  O me  ! O me .' 

Dor.  Nay,  if  you  fall  to  fainting, 

’Tis  time  for  me  to  trudge : art  fuch  a coward. 

At  the  meer  name  of  hurt  to  change  thy  colour .? 

1 have  been  (hot  that  men  might  fee  clean  through  me, 

And  yet  I fainted  not : befides  my  felf. 

Here  are  an  hofpital  of  hurt  men  for  ye. 

Enter  Servants,  wounded  in  feveral  places. 

Clean.  What  fhould  this  wonder  be? 

Cal.  lam  amaz’d  at  it.  (foundly, 

Doril.  What  think  ye  of  thefe  ? they  are  every  one  hurt 
Hurt  to  the  proof,they  are  through, and  through  1 affure  ye; 
Ynd  that’s  good  game,  they  fcorn  your  puling  fcratches. 

Cal.  Who  did  this  Sir? 

Dor.  Leave  crying,  and  I’le  tell  you. 

And 
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AnJ  get  your  plailtei  s,  and  your  warm  Itupes  ready  ; 
Have  you  ne’re  a Slieplieard  that  can  tarr  us  over  ? 

I Twill  prove  a bulincls  elle,  we  are  lb  many. 

I Coining  to  fee  you,  1 was  let  upon, 
j 1 and  my  men,  as  we  were  linging  frolickly, 
j Not  dreaming  of  an  ambufh  of  bale  Rogues, 

Set  on  i’tlf  forell,  I have  forgot  the  name 

Oc.  Twixtthis,  andFountai/ie-’BleaH, 

In  the  wild  Forelt.^ 

'Dor.  The  lame,  the  fame,  in  that  accurfed  Foreft, 

Set  on  by  villains,  that  make  boot  of  all  men, 

The  Peers  of  FrAf:ce  are  pillage  there,  they  Ihot  at  us. 

Hurt  us,  un-hors’d  us,  came  to  the  fword,  there  pil’d  us, 
Oppreft  us  with  frelh  multitudes,  frelh  fhot  Ifill, 

Rogues  that  would  hang  thcmfelvcs  fora  frefli  doublet, 
And  tor  a Scarlet  Caifock  kill  their  Fathers. 

Ce.  Lighted  you  among  thefe.^ 

Dor.  Among  thclc  murtherers. 

Our  poor  blonds  were  ingag’d ; yet  we  flrook  bravely. 

And  more  than  once  or  twice  we  made  them  Ihun  us. 

And  Ihrink  their- rugged  heads : but  we  were  hurt  all. 

Ce.  How  came  you  off7  for  I even  long  to  hear  that. 

Dor.  After  our  prayers  made  to  Heaven  to  help  us, 

Or  to  be  mercifull  unto  our  fouls  \ 

So  near  we  were.  Alas  poor  wench,  wipe,  wipe. 

See  Heaven  fends  remedy. 

C.il.  I am  glad  ’tis  come  Sir, 

My  heart  was  even  a bleeding  in  my  body. 

Dor.  A curl’d  hair  Gentleman  ftept  in,a  Granger, 

he  rod  by,  belike  he  heard  our  bickering. 

Saw  our  diftrelTes,  drew  his  fword,  and  piov  d 
Hecameto'e.xecutc,  and  not  to  argue. 

Lord  what  a lightning  methought  flew  about  him, 

When  he  once  tofs’d  his  blade ! in  face  Adorns, 

While  peace  inhabited  between  his  eye-brows : 

But  when  his  noble  anger  ftirr’d  his  metal, 

I And  blew  his  fierie  parts  into  a flame, 
j Like  Dallas,  when  (he  fits  between  two  armies, 

I Viewing  with  horrid  brows  their  fad  events, 
j Such  then  he  look’d : and  as  her  Ihield  had  arm’d  him. 

Cal.  This  man  Sir  were  a friend  to  give  an  age  for. 
j This  Gentleman  I mult  love  naturally : 
j Nothing  can  keep  me  off  ^ I pray  you  go  on  Sir. 

1 Dor.  I wil!,for  now  you  pleafe  me : this  brave  youth. 
This  bud  of  dMars,  for  yet  he  is  no  riper. 

When  once  he  had  drawn  bloud,  and  ffelh’d  his  fword, 
Fitted  his  manly  metal  to  his  fpirit. 

How  he  beftirr’d  him ! what  a lane  he  made  ! 

And  through  their  fierie  Bullets  thi  uft  fecurely  .• 

The  hardned  villains  wondring  at  his  confidence. 

Lame  as  I was  1 follow’d,  and  admir’d  too. 

And  ftirr’d,  and  laid  about  me  with  new  fpirit. 

My  men  too  with  new  hearts  thruft  into  aifbion. 

And  down  the  Rog  ics  went. 

Cle.  I am  llruck  with  wonder. 

Z)o?-.Remcmber  but  the  ftoric  of  ftrong  HeElor, 

When  like  to  lightning  he  broke  through  his  vanguard. 
How  the  Creeks  frighted  ran  away  by  Troops, 

And  trod  down  Troops  to  fave  their  lives : fo  this  man 
Difpers’d  ihcfc  (laves ; had  they  been  more  and  mightier. 
He  had  come  off  the  greater,  and  more  wonder. 

C/f. Where  is  the  man, good  Sir, that  we  may  honour  him? 

Cal.  That  we  may  fall  in  fuperflition  to  him. 

Dor.  I know  not  that,  from  me  he  late  departed. 

But  not  without  that  pious  care  to  fee  fafe 
I Me,  and  my  weak  men  lodg’d,  and  drefs’d  •,  I urg’d  him 
' Firft  hither,  that  I might  more  freely  thank  him : 
i He  told  me  lie  had  bufinefs,crav’d  my  pardon, 

: Bufinefs  of  much  import. 

■ Cle.  Know  you  his  name  f 
I Dor.  T nat  he  deny’d  me  too : a vow  had  bat’d  him. 

! Cal.  Inthatliewasnotrouletobenamclefs. 

I Dor.  Daughter  you  muft  remember  him  when  lam  dead? 

j And  in  a noble  fort  requite  his  piety. 


’Twas  his  defire  to  dedicate  this  fervice 
To  your  fair  thoughts. 

Cal,  He  knows  me  then? 

Dor.  I nam’d  you. 

And  nam’d  you  mine  : I think  that’s  all  his  knowledge. 

Cle.  No  name  , no  being  ? 

Cal.  Now  1 am  mad  to  know  him  : 

Saving  mine  honour,  any  thing  1 had  now 
But  to  enjoy  his  fight,  but  his  bare  picture  ^ 

Make  me  his  Saint,  I mull  needs  honour  him. 

Serv.  I know  his  name. 

Cal.  There’s  thy  reward  for’t  j fpeak  it. 

Ser.  His  man  told  me,  but  he  defir’d  my  filence. 

Cal.  O Jafper  fpeak,  ’tis  thy  good  Mailers  caufe  too : 

We  all  are  bound  in  gratitude  to  compel  thee. 

Ser.  Lijander}  Yes,  I am  fure  it  was 
Cal.  Lifander  ? ’twas  Lifander. 

Cle.  ’Tis  Lifander.  O my  bafe  thoughts ! my  wicked ! 

T o make  queftion  this  aft  could  be  another  mans : 

’Tis  Lifander,  a handfome  timber’d  man.*’ 

Ser.  Yes.  (mourn’d? 

Cle.  My  Lifander  ! Was  this  friends  abfence  to  be 
Cal.  I grant  it : 

rie  mourn  his  going  now,  and  mourn  it  ferioufly : 

When  you  weep  for  him,  Sir,  Tie  bear  you  company. 

That  fo  much  honour,  fomuch  honefty 
Should  be  in  one  man,  to  do  things  thus  bravely. 

Make  me  his  Saint,  to  me  give  this  brave  fervice : 

'' Vnat  may  I do  to  recompence  his  goodnefs  .<* 
cannot  tell. 

Cle.  Come  Sir,  I know  you  are  fickly,  lb  are  your  men. 
'Dor.  I mult  confefs  1 am  weak. 

And  fitter  tor  a bed  than  longdilcourfes. 

Cle.  You  Ihall  hear  to  morrow,  to  morrow  provide  Sur- 

Dor.  Lifander (geons. 

Cal.  What  new  fire  is  this?  [Exeunt. 


ABhs  Secundns.  Scena  Trima. 
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Enter  Lifander,  and  Lancelot. 

Lancelot  remember  that 

1 Thy  Mailer’s  life  is  in  thy  trull,  and  therefore 

Be  very  carefull. 

Lane.  I will  lofe  mine  own,  rather  than  hazard  yours. 
Lifa.  Take  what  difguife 
You  in  your  own  diferetion  fhall  think  fittefl, 

To  keep  your  felf  unknown. 

Lane.  I warrant  ye  *, 

’Tis  not  the  firft  time  I have  gone  invifibic : 

1 am  as  fine  a Fairie  in  a bufinefs 

Concerning  night-work  

Ltja.  Leave  your  vanities; 

With  this  purfe  ( which  deliver’d. 

You  may  Ipare  your  Oratory)  convey  this  Letter  to 
CaUfta's  woman. 

Lane.  ’Tisa  handfom  girle,  Clarinda. 

Lifa.  I have  made  her  mine.  You  know  your  work. 

Lan.  And  if  I fweat  not  in  it, 

At  my  return  diftard  me.  f Exit. 

Lifa.  O Cahfia  ! the  faireft ! cruelleft ! 

Enter  Clarange. 

Clar.  So  early  flirting  ? a good  day  to  you. 

Lifa.  I was  viewing  Sir, 

The  fite  of  your  houle,  and  the  handfomnefs  about  it : 
Believe  me  it  (lands  healthfully  and  fweetly. 

Clar.  The  houfe  and  Mailer  of  it  really 
Are  ever  at  your  fervice. 

Lifa.  I return  it  .• 

Now  if  you  pleafe  go  forward  in  your  ftorie 
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Ofyourdcar  friend  and  Miltris. 

Clar.  I will  tell  it, 

And  tell  it  Ihort,  bccaufe  ’tis breakfaft  time, 

( And  love  is  a tedious  thing  to  a quick  ftomach) 

You  eat  not  yelter-night. 

Lifa.  I lhall  endure  Sir. 

CUnt.  My  Iclf  (and  as  I then  deliver’d  to  you) 

A Gentleman  of  noble  hope,  one  Lidurif 
Both  brought  up  from  our  infancy  together, 

One  company,  one  friendlhip,  and  one  exercife 
Ever  alfeding,  one  bed  holding  us. 

One  grief,  and  one  joy  parted  (till  between  us. 

More  than  companions,  twins  in  all  our  actions, 

VV'c  grew  up  till  we  were  men,held  one  heart  ftill  .• 

Time  call’d  us  on  to  Arms,  we  were  one  Souldier, 

Alike  we  fought  our  dangers  and  our  honours. 

Gloried  alike  one  in  anothers  noblenefs 
V\’hen  Arm.s  had  made  us  fit,  we  were  one  lover. 

We  lov’d  one  woman,  lov’d  without  divifion. 

And  woo’d  a long  time  with  one  fair  affedion  \ ' 

And  file,  as  it  appears,  loves  us  alike  too. 

At  length  confidering  what  our  love  mufl  grow  to. 

And  covet  in  the  end,  this  one  was  parted. 

Rivals  and  honours  make  men  ftand  at  diltance. 

We  then  woo’d  with  advantage,  but  were  friends  ftill. 
Saluted  fairly,  kept  the  peace  of  love, 

Wc  could  not  both  enjoy  the  Ladies  favour, 

Without  fome  fcandal  to  her  reputation. 

We  put  it  to  her  choice,  this  was  her  fentence. 

To  part  both  from  her,  and  the  laft  returning 
Should  be  her  Lord  *,  we  obey’d,  and  now  you  know  it  j 
And  for  my  part,  ( fo  truely  I am  touch’d  with’t ) 

I will  go  far  enough,  and  be  the  laft  too, 

Or  ne’re  return. 

Lifa.  A fentence  of  much  cruelty  \ 

But  mild,  compar’d  with  what’s  pronounc’d  on  me. 

Our  loving  youth  is  born  to  many  miferies. 

What  is  that  LiMan  pray  ye  > (Lady. 

CUr.  Citifia's  Brother,  if  ever  you  have  heard  of  that  fair 
Lija.  I have  feen  her  Sir. 

Clar.  Then  you  have  feen  a wonder. 

Ltfa.  Idoconfefs:  of  what  years  is  this  Lidian} 

Clar.  About  my  years  .-  there  is  not  much  between  us. 
Lt^a.  I long  to  know  him. 

Oar.  Tis  a vertuous  longing. 

As  many  hopes  hang  on  his  noble  head, 

Asblofibmson  a bough  in  May^  and  fweet  ones. 

Lifa.  Ye  are  a fair  ftorie  of  your  friend. 

Clar.  Of  truth  Sir:  now,  what’s  the  matter 

Sifter  a Servant. 

Serv.  There  is  a Gentleman 
At  door,  would  fpeak  with  you  on  private  bufinefs. 

Oar.  With  me.^  * 

Serv.  Hefaiesfo,  and  brings  hafte  about  him. 

Oar.  Wait  on  him  in.  [.Exit  Servant. 

Ufa.  I will  retire  the  while,  to  the  next  room. 

Oar,  We  fiiall  not  long  difturb  you. 

Enter  Alcidon. 

■ eyflci.  Save  ye.  Sir.* 

• Clara.  1 he  like  to  you, fair  Sir ; pray  you  come  near. 

iAlci.  Pray  you  inftrueft  me  for  I know  you  not. 

With  Monlieur  Clarange  I would  Ipcak. 

Oar.  I am  he.  Sir  : ’ 

Ye  are  nobly  welcome ; 1 wait  your  bufinefs. 

Mci.  This  wiii  inform  you. 

Oar.  Will  you  pleafetofit  down  ? [ Treads. 

He  lhall  command  rue  Sir,  Tie  wait  upon  him 
W’ithin  this  hour. 

.^Ici.  Y’are  a noble  Gentleman, 

I Wil’t  pleafe  you  bring  a friend  ? we  are  two  of  us, 

I And  pity  either.  Sir,  Ihould  be  unfurnifh’d. 
j Clar.  I have  none  now,  and  the  time  is  fet  fo  Ihort, 


'Twill  not  be  pollible. 

Do  mj  the  honour : 

I know  you  areTo  full  of  brave  acquaintance. 

And  worthy  friends,  you  cannot  want  a partner ; 

I would  be  loth  to  Hand  Hill,  Sir  *,  belidcs, 

Y ou  know  the  cuHom,  and  the  vantage  of  it, 
if  you  come  in  alone. 

Car.  And  1 mult  meet  it. 

y^lci.  Send,  we’l  defer  an  hour,  let  us  be  equal  : 

Games  won  and  loll  on  equal  terms  Ihew  faireft. 

Clar.  ’Tis  to  no  purpofe  to  fend  any  whither, 

Unlels  men  be  at  home  by  Revelation : • • 

So  pleale  you  breath  a while  •,  when  I have  done  with  hifh, 
You  may  be  exercis’d  too : Tie  trouble  no  man. 

Enter  Lifander. 

Lja.  They  are  very  loud.  Now  what’s  the  news  ? 

Clar.  I mult  leave  you, 

Leave  you  a while,  two  hours  hence  Tie  return  friend. 

Lifa.  Why,  what’s  the  matter 
Clar.  A little  bufinefs. 

Lifa.  And’tbebutalittle,  you  may  take  me  with  ye. 
Oar.  ’Twill  be  a trouble  to  you. 

Lift.  No  indeed,  to  do  you  fervice,  I account  a plcafure. 
0^^-  I muft  alone. 

Ltfa.  Why? 

Clar.  ’Tis  neceflity 

Before  you  pafs  the  walks,  and  back  again, 

I will  be  with  ye. 

Lift.  If  it  be  not  unmannerly 
"o  prefs  you,  I would  go. 

Clar.  rie  tell  you  true,  Sir, 

This  Gentleman  and  I upon  appointment. 

Are  going  to  vifit  a Lady. 

Lifa.  I am  no  (fafnehin.^  why  Ihould  not  I go  ? 
ailci.  Take  the  Gentleman, 

Come  he  may  fee  the  Gentlewoman  too. 

And  be  moft  welcom,  I do  befeech  you  take  him. 

Ltf  By  any  means,  I love  to  fee  a Gentlewoman, 

A prettie  wench  too. 

(fUr.  Well,  Sir,  we’ll  meet  you. 

And  at  the  place : My  fervice  to  the  Lady. 
j4lci.  I kifs  your  hand.  [Exit, 

Clar.  Prethee  read  o’re  her  Letter. 

Lifander  reads. 

Monfieur, 

[Know  you  have  confider*d  the  dark^fentence  Olinda  ga'Ve  u 
and  that  ( however  jhe  difguis^ d it ) it  pointed  tr-ore  ar 
[words  edges  than  our  bodies  bai^bments  •,  the  laft  muft  in  'uf 
if  we  ritirey  our  youths  are  loft  in  wandring ; in  emuh 
[hall grow  old  men^  and  feeble,  which  is  the  fcorn  oj  '• 
ruft  of  honour,  and fo  return  more  fit  to  wed  our  Sepu.  ,?• 
the  Saint  we  aim  at ; let  us  therefore  make  our  journey  j> 
our  hearts  ready,  and  with  our  fwords  m our  hands  put »»  n.-  ^ 
tune,  which  fhall  be  worthy  to  receive  that  bleffing,  Pie  ftav 
on  the  mountain,  our  old  hunting  place,  this  G entleman  alone  runs 
the  hazard  with  me,  and  fo  I kifs  your  hand. 

Your  Servant  Lidiari. 

Is  this  your  wench  ? you’I  find  her  a lharp  Millris. 

What  have  Ithrufl:  my  felf  into  ? is  this  that  Liddan 
You  told  me  of  ? 

Clar.  The  fanje. 

Lifa.  My  Ladies  Brother? 

No  caufe  to  heave  my  fword  againfl;  but  his  ? 

To  fave  the  Father  yefterday,  and  this  morning. 

To  help  to  kill  the  Son  ? this  is  molt  courteous? 

The  only  way  to  make  the  Daughter  doat  on  me. 

Clar.  Why  doyou  mufe  ? would  ye  go  off  ? 

Lifa.  No,no,l  muft  on  now  this  will  be  kindly  taken  y 
No  life  to  facrifice,  but  part  of  hers  ? 

Do  you  fight  ftraight.? 

S f f , . Clara. 
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C.tra.  Yes,  prdcntly. 

Lij.w.  To  morrow  tlien  , 

The  balcfull  ridings  of  this  day  will  break  out, 

And  this  nights  Sun  vvill  fct  in  bloud  ; I am  troublM  : 

1!  I am  kill'd,  1 am  happy. 

Q.ir.  W'ill  you  go  friend  ? 

Ltf.  I am  ready  Sir,foi  tune  thou  haft:  made  me  monftrous. 

Q ExeHnt. 

Enter  Malfort,  and  Clarinda. 

ALilf.  Vourcouhn,  and  my  true  friend,  \\3.^y  Leon, 

Shall  know  how  you  ule  me. 

Cl.tr.  Be  more  temperate. 

Or  I will  never  ufe,  nor  know  you  more 
Tth’  way  of  a fervant : all  the  houfe  takes  notice 
Of  your  ridiculous  fopperie  •,  I have  no  fooner 
Perform’d  my  duties  in  my  Ladies  chamber. 

And  Ihe  fcarce  down  the  flairs,  but  you  appear 
Likemy  evil  fpirittome.  (der 

Malf.  Can  the  filh  live  out  of  the  water,  or  the  Salaman- 
Out  of  the  fire.?  or  I live  warm,  but  in 
The  frying  pan  of  your  favour  ? 

Cia.  Pray  you  forget 
Your  curious  comparifons,  borrowed  from 
The  pond,  and  kitchin,  and  remember  what 
My  Ladies pleafure  is  for  tlT  entertainment 
Of  her  noble  Father. 

M.‘t.  I would  learn  the  art  of  memory  in  your  table  book. 

Oa.  Very  good  fir,  no  more  but  up  and  ride,l  apprehend 
Your  meaning,  foft  fire  makes  fweet  mault  Sir : 

Tie  anfvvcr  you  in  a Proverb. 

A'l.'il.  But  one  kifs  from  thy  hony  lip. 

CU.  You  fight  too  high,  my  hand  is 
A fair  afeent  from  my  foot,  his  flavering  kifles 
Spoil  me  more  gloves, — enough  for  once,  you’l  furfeit 
With  too  much  grace. 

Mai.  Have  you  no  imployment  for  me  ? 

Cal.  Yes,  yes,  go  fend  for  Leon,  and  convey  him. 

Into  the  private  Arbour,  from  his  mouth 
1 hear  your  praifes  with  more  faith. 

Ma.\  am  gone  yet  one  thing  e’re  I go, there’s  at  the  door 
The  rareft  Fortune-teller,  he  hath  told  me 
The  ftrangeft  things  ■,  he  knows  ye  arc  my  Miftris, 

And  under  feal  deliver’d  how  many  Children 
I fhall  beget  on  you,  pray  you  give  him  hearing, 

He’l  make  it  good  to  you. 

CU.  A cunning  man 

Of  your  own  making,  howfoe’r  Tie  hear  him 
At  your  intreaty. 

I Mai.  Now  1 perceive  ye  love^e, 

; At  my  entreaty,  come  in  frieneP-^ — rernember 
' To  fpcak  as  I dircifled,  he  knows  his  leflbn, 
j And  the  right  way  to  pleafe  her  this  it  is 
i To  have  a head-piece, 

Enter  Lancelot,  a Fortune-teller,  with  a Turfe, 
and  two  Letters  in  it. 

Cla.  ’Tis  faid  you  can  tell  fortunes  to  conac. 

Lan.  Yes  Miftris  and  what’s  paft*. 

Unglove  your  hand,  by  this  ftraight  line  I fee 
You  have  lain  crooked. 

Cla.  How  ? lain  crooked  > 

Ycs;and  in  that  pofture  plaid  at  the  old  game, 
(Nobody  hears  me,  and  Tie  he  no  blab) 

And  at  it  loft  your  maiden-head. 

Ca.  A Ihrcwd  fellow  ; 

’Tis  truth,  but  not  to  be  confefs’d  ; in  this 
Your  palmiftry  deceives  you,  fomething  elfe  Sir. 

Lan.  Ye  are  a great  woman  with  your  Lady,  and 
Acquainted  with  her  counfels. 

Oa.  Still  more  ftrangc. 

Lan.  There  is  a noble  Knight  Ltfander  loves  her. 

Whom  (he  regards  not,  and  the  deftinies 
With  whom  I am  familiar,  have  deliver’d 


That  by  your  means  alone,  he  muft  enjoy  her. 

Your  hand  again,  yes,  yes;  you  have  already 
Promis’d  him  your  afliftance,  and  what’s  more. 

Tailed  his  bounty,  forwhich,  fromtheskye 
There  are  200.  crowns  dropp’d  in  a Purfe, 

Look  back,  you’l  find  it  true  •,  nay,  open  it, 

’Tis  good  Gold  1 afl'ure  you . ( to  my  Lady  ? 

Cla.  How,  two  Letters?  the  firft  indors’d  to  me  ? this 
Subferib’d  Ltfander} 

Lan.  And  the  fortune-teller,  his  fervant  Lancelot. 

Cla.  How  had  I loft  my  eyes. 

That  I could  not  know  thee  ? not  a word  of  the  lofs 
Of  my  virginity. 

Lan.  Nor  who  I am. 

Cla.  Tie  ufe  all  fpeedy  means  for  your  difpatch 
With  a welcom  anfwer,  but  till  you  receive  it, 

Continue  thus  difguis’d,  Monfieur  Malfort 
(You  know  the  way  to  humour  him)  Ihail  provide 
A lodging  for  you,  and  good  entertainment 
Nay,  fince  we  trade  both  one  way,  thou  (halt  have 
Some  feeling  with  me,  take  that.  (ment. 

Lan.  Bountifull  wench  may’ll  thou  ne’re  want  imploy- 

Cla.  Nor  fuch  pay  boy.  C Exeunt. 

Enter  Lidian,  AlcidoM,  ( at  one  door  ) Lifander, 
Clarange,  ( at  another.) 

Lid.  You’re  welcom. 

j4lci.  Let  us  do  our  office  firft. 

And  then  make  choice  of  a new  piece  of  ground 
To  try  our  fortunes. 

Lifa.  All’s  fair  here. 

Aid.  And  here,  their  fwords  are  equal. 

Ltfa.  If  there  be  any  odds  in  mine,  we  will  exchange. 

Aid.  We’l  talk  of  that 
When  we  are  farther  off^  farewel. 

Lifa.  Farewel  friend.  -Lifander,  <?»</Alcidon. 

Lidi.  Come  let  us  not  be  idle. 

Cla.  I will  find  you  imployment,  fear  not. 

Lid.  You  know  Sir,the  caufe  that  brings  as  hither. 

Cla.  There  needs  no  more  difeourfing. 

No  time,  nor  place  for  repetition  now. 

Lid.  Let  our  fwords  argue,  and  I wi(h  Clarange, 

The  proud  OUnda  faw  us. 

Cla.  Would  fhe  did  •, 

What  ever  eftimation  (he  holds  of  me. 

She  fhould  behold  me  like  a man  fight  for  her. 

Lid.  ’Tis  nobly  faid ; let  on  love ; and  my  fortune-- - 

Cla.  The  fame  for  me,  come  home  brave  Lidian, 

’Twas  manly  thruft,  this  token  to  the  Lady, 

Ye  have  it  Sir,  deliver  it,  take  breath,  . 

I fee  ye  bleed  apace,  ye  fhall  have  fair  play. 

Enter  Lifander. 

Lif  You  mifft  lye  there  a while,I  cannot  help  you. 

Lid.  Nay,  then  my  fortune’s  gone,  I know  I muft  dye  .- 
Yet  dearly  will  I fell  my  love,  come  on  both. 

And  ufe  your  fortunes,  I exped;  no  favour 
Weak  as  1 am,  my  confidence  fhall  meet  ye. 

Cla.  Yield  up  your  caufe  and  live. 

Lid.  What  doft  thou  hold  me  ? 

A recreant,  that  prefers  life  before  credit  ? 

Though  I bleed  hard,  my  honour  finds  no  Iffue,. 

That’s  conftant  to  my  heart. 

Cla.  Have  at  your  life  then. 

Lif  Hold,  or  rie  turn,  and  bend  my  fword  againft  ye  •, 
My  caufe  Clarange  too,  view  this  brave  Gentleman, 

That  yet  may  live  to  kill  you,  he  ftands  nobly. 

And  has  as  great  a promife  of  the  day 
As  you  can  tye  unto  your  felf,  he’s  ready, 

His  fword  as  fharp,  view  him  with  that  remembrance. 

That  you  deliver’d  him  to  me  Qarange ; 

And  with  thofe  eyes,  that  cleamefs  will  become  ye ; 

View*  him,  as  you  reported  him  ^ furveyhim, 
FixonyourfricndfhjpSir,  I know  you  are  noble, 

And 


The  Lovers' 


And  Itcp  but  inward  to  your  old  aflcdion  i 
Examine  but  that  foul  grew  to  your  bolbm, 

And  try  then  if  your  fword  will  bite,  it  cannot. 

The  edge  will  turn  again,  aniam’d,and  blunted  •, 

Lidian,  you  arc  the  pattern  of  fair  fricndfhip, 

Exampled  for  your  love,  and  imitated. 

The  Temple  of  true  hearts,  ftor’d  with  affedions, 

For  fweetnefs  of  your  fpirit  made  a Saint, 

Can  you  decline  this  noblenefs  to  anger  / 

To  mortal  anger  ? ’gainll  the  man  ye  love  inofl:  i 
Have  ye  the  name  of  vertuous,  not  the  nature  j* 

Lid.  I will  lit  down. 

CUr.  And  ric  fit  by  you,  j (things? 

Lif.  And  Tie  go  on,  can  Heaven  be  pleas’d  with  thefe 
To  fee  two  hearts  that  have  been  twin’d  together. 

Married  in  friendfliip  to  the  world,  to  wonder. 

Of  one  growth,  ofone  nourilhment,  one  health, 

Thus  mortally  divorc’d  for  one  weak  woman  ? 

Can  love  be  pleas’d  ? love  is  a gentle  fpirit. 

The  wind  that  blows  the  Jfnl  flowers,  not  fofter  ^ 

She  is  drawn  with  doves  to  Ihew  her  peacefulnefs. 

Lions  and  bloody  Pards  are  nj^ars's  fervants ; 

Would  ye  ferve  love  ? do  it  with  humblenefs, 

Without  a noife,  with  Itill  prayers,  and  foft  murmurs  \ 
Upon  her  Altars  offer  your  obedience, 

And  not  your  brawls  •,  (he’s  won  with  tears,  not  terrors : 

That  fire  ye  kindle  to  her  deity 

Is  only  gratefull  when  it’s  blown  with  fighs. 

And  holy  Incenfc  flung  with  white  hand-innocence  \ 

Ye  wound  her  now  •,  ye  are  too  fuperllitious, 
Nofacrificcofbloud,  or  death  fhe  longs  for; 

Lid.  Came  he  from  Heaven  ? 

CUr.  He  tells  us  truth  good  ' 

Li^a.  That  part  of  noble  love  which  is  moil  fweet, 

And  gives  eternal  being  to  fair  beauty. 

Honour,  you  hack  i’ pieces  with  your  fwords. 

And  that  ye  fight  to  crown,  ye  kill,  fair  credit.  ^ 

CUr.  Thus  we  embrace,  no  more  fight, but  all  fnendfhip, 
And  where  love  plcafes  to  beftow  his  benefits,  > 

Let  us  not  argue.  . i 

'Lid.  Nay, brave  Sir,  come  in  too  y. 

You  may  love  a Ifo,  and  may  hope,  ifye’’d'o,  ' 

And  not  rewarded  for’t,  there  is  no  juflice  ^ ' 

Farewel  friend,  here  let’s  part  upon  our  pilgrimage, 

It  mult  be  fo,  Cu^id  draws  on  our  forrows. 

And  where  the  lot  lights 

CUr.  I fhall  count  it  happinefs, 

Farewel,  dear  friend.  ‘ 

Ltf.  Firft,  let’s  relieve  the  Gentleman 
That  lyes  hurt  in  your  caufe,  and  bring  him  off, 

And  take  fome  care  for\your  hurts,  then  I will  part  too,^ 

A third  unfortunate,  arrd  willing  wanderer. 

. ' . . 1 ■ /: 

Snter  Olinda,  and  Califts; 

on.  My  fears  forefaw  ’twould  come  to  this; 

Cal.  I would  your  fentence  had  been  milder. 

Olin.  ’Tis  paft  help  now. 

Cal.  I fhare  in  your  defpair,  and  yet  my  hopes 
Have  not  quite  left  me,  fince  all  polTible  means 
Are  praftifed  to  prevent  the  mifehief  following 
Their  mortal  meeting,  my  Lord  is  coafted  one  way. 

My  Father, though  his  hurts  forbad  his  travel, 

Hath  took  another,  my  Brother  in  Law  Beronte 
A third,  and  every  minute  we  mull  look  for  • 

The  certain  knowledge,  which  we  muft  endure 
With  that  calm  patience  heav’n  fhall  pleafe  to  lend  us.  '' 

Enter  Dorilaus,  and  Cleander,  fever  ally. 

Dot.  Dead  both  ? 

CleA  Such  is  the  rumour,  and  ’tis  general. 

Olin.  I hear  my  paffing  bell. 

Cal.  I am  in  a fevour. 

C/e.They  fay  their  feconds  too*, but  what  they  are, 

Is  not  known  yet,  fbme  worthy  fellows  certain. 
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Dor.  Where  had  you  knowledge  ? 

Oea.  Of  the  Country  people,  ’tis  fpoken  every  where. 

Dor.  1 heard  it  fo  too-. 

And  ’tis  fo  common,  1 do  half  believe  ir. 

You  have  loft  a Brother,  wench,  he  lov’d  you  well, 

And  might  have  liv’d  to  have  done  his  country  Icrvicc, 

But  he  is  gone,  thou  fell’ft  untimely,  Lidian., 

But  by  a valiant  hand,  that’s  foinc  fmall  comfort. 

And  took  him  with  thee  too,  thou  lov’fb  brave  company. 
Weeping  will  do  no  good,  you  loft  a fervant,  , 
Hemight  have  liv’d  to  have  been  your  Mafl;er,Lady, 

But  you  fear’d  that. 

Olin.  Good  Sir,  be  tender  to  me, 

The  news  is  bad  enough,  you  heed  not  prefs  it, 

I lov’d  him  well,  I lov’d  ’em  both. 

Dor.  It  feems  fo. 

How  many  more  have  you  to  love  fo  Lady  ? 

They  were  both  fools  to  figlit  for  fuch  a Fiddle  ^ 

Certain  there  was  a cfcarth  of  noble  anger. 

When  a flight  woman  was  thought  worth  a quarrel. 

Olin.  Pray  you  think  nobler. 

Dor.  rie  tell  thee  what  1 think,  the  plague,  w’ar,  famine. 
Nay  put  in  dice  and  drunkennefs  ( and  thofe 
You’l  grant  are  pretty  helps  ) kill  not  fo  many 
( I mean  fo  many  noble  ) as  your  loves  do. 

Rather  your  lewdnefs,  1 crave  your  mercy,  women, 

Be  not  offended  if  I anger  ye. 

I am  fure  ye  have  touch’d  me  deep,  I came  to  be  merry, 

And  with  my  children,  but  to  fee  one  ruin’d 

By  this  fell  accident are  they  all  dead  ? 

If  they  be,  fpcak  ? 
dlean.  AA^hat  news? 

Enter  Beronte,  Alcidon,  Clarinda,  following 
with  a Letter. 

Be^.  What,  dead  ? ye  pofe  me  •, 

I underftand  you  not. 

Clea.  My  Brother  Lidian,  Clarange,  and  their  feconds. 

"Ber.  Here  is  one  of ’em,  and  fure  this  Gentleman’s  alive. 
u4lci.  I hope  fo,  fo  is  your  Son, Sir,  fo  is  brave  CUrangt : 
They  fought  indeed,  and  they  were  hurt  fufficiently  j 
We  were  all  hurt,  that  bred  the  general  rsmour, 

But  friends  again  all,  and  like  friends  we  parted. 

Clea.  Heard  ye  of  Lifander> 

Ber.  Yes,  and  mifs’d  him  narrowly  .*  (man.. 

He  was  one  of  the  combatants,  fought  with  thisGenr  ' 
Second  againfl  your  Brother,  by  his  wifclom 
( For  certainly  good  fortune  follows  him  ) 

All  was  made  peace.  Tie  tell  you  the  reft  at  dinner, 

For  we  are  hungry. 
zyLlci.  I before  I eat 

Muft  pay  a vow  I am  fworn  to  *,  my  life,Madam, 

W'asat  Lifander^s  mercy,  I live  by  it; 

And  for  the  noble  favour,  he  defir’d  me 
To  kifs  your  fair  hand  for  him,  offering 
This  fecond  fervice  as  a Sacrifice 
At  the  Altar  of  your  vertues. 

Dor.  Comejoyonallfides; 

Heaven  will  not  fufier  honefl  men  to  perifh. 

Clea.  Be  proud  of  fuch  a friend. 

Dor.  Forgive  me.  Madam, 

It  was  a grief  might  have  concern’d  you  near  too. 

Clea.  No  work  of  excellence  but  ftill  Lifander, 

Go  thy  waies.  Worthy. 

Olin.  We’l  be  merry  tOo, 

Were  I to  f^ak  again,  I would  be  wifer. 

ZEx.  Manent  Cal.  Clarin. 
Cal.  Too  much  of  this  rare  cordial  makes  me  fick, 
However  I obey  you. 

Clarin.  Now  Or  never  is  an  apt  time  to  move  her, Madam. 
Cal.  Who’s  that? 

CUrin.  Your  fervant,  I would  fpeak  with  your  Ladyfhipr 
Cla.  Why  dofl  thou  look  about  ? 

Clarin.  I have  private  bufinefs 
S f f 2 . That\ 
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■ r.-.ac  none  mnlfc  hear  but  your  Ltf^ider 

, , ',11.  Whore  ? 

O’.i'  . Nay,  is  not  here,  but  would  entreatthis  favour, 

^ Nome  of  your  balfam  from  your  own  hand  given, 

I For  he  is  much  hurt,  and  that  he  thinks  would  cure  him. 

I Cil.  He  ihall  have  all,  my  Prayers  too. 

I C/./*-.  But  conceive  me, 

1 It  mull  be  from  your  felf  immediately^. 

Pity  lb  brave  a Gentleman  fliould  periih, 

He  is  fuperftitious,  and  he  holds  your  hand 
i Of  infinite  power  ■,  1 would  not  urge  this,  Madam, 

But  only  in  a mans  extreams  to  help  him.  (fi^ppy  in’t, 
Ctl.  Let  him  come  (good  wench) ’tis  that  I wifli,  lam 
My  husband  his  true  friend,  my  noble  father. 

The  fair  Olnida,  all  dclire  to  fee  him  •, 

Hefliall  have  many  hands. 

CUr.  That  he  defires  not. 

Nor  eyes  but  yours,  to  look  upon  his  miferies. 

For  then  he  thinks  ’twould  be  no  perfeft  cure,  Madam, 

He  would  come  private. 

CM.  How  can  that  be  here  ? 

1 fhall  do  wrong  unto  all  thofe  that  honour  him, 

Befidcs  my  credit. 

Cl.ir.  Dare  ye  not  trufi:  a hurt  man  ? 

Not  Itrain  acourtelie  to  fave  a Gentleman  ? 

To  fave  his  life  that  hasfav’d  all  your  family  ? 

A man  that  comes  like  a poor  mortifi’d  Pilgrim, 

Only  to  beg  a Blclling  and  depart  again  ? 

He  would  but  fee  you,  that  he  thinks  would  cure  him. 

But  fince  you  find  fit  reafons  to  the  contrary. 

And  that  it  cannot  hand  with  your  clear  honour, 

Though  you  beffc  know  how  well  he  hasdeferv’d  of  ye^ 
ril  fend  him  word  back  though  1 grieve  to  do  it. 

Grieve  at  my  foul,  for  certainly ’twill  kill  him, 

What  your  will  is. 

CM.  Stay,  1 will  think  upon’t  •,  where  is  he,  Wefich? 
CUr.  If  you  delire  to  fee  him. 

Let  not  that  trouble  you,  he  lhall  be  with  you, 

And  in  that  time  that  no  man  lhall  Turped  ye ; 

Your  honour,  Madam,  is  in  your  own  free  keeping  •, 
Your  care  in  me-,  in  him  all  honeffcy  ^ 

If  ye  defire  him  not,  let  him  pafsby  ye. 

And  all  this  bufinefs  reckon  but  a dream.^ 

Col.  Go  in,  and  counfel  me,  1 would  fain  fee  him, 

And  willingly  comfort  him. 

Clar.  ’Tjs  in  your  power ; 

And  if  youdare  trufi;  me,  you  fhalldoitfafely. 

Read  that,  and  let  that  tell  you,  how  he  honours  you. 


Ttrtins.  ScenaTrima. 


Leon. 


Enter  OXantldidiVsnthaKey,  andLzon. 

THis  happy  Night. 

Oar.  Preferve  this  eagernefs 


her. 


Till  we  meet  nearer,  there  is  fomething  done 
Will  give  us  opportunity. 

Leon.  Witty  Girl,  the  plot? 

Clar.  You  (hall  hear  that  at  leifure. 

The  whole  houfe  reels  with  joy  at  the  report 
Of  WMWjfafcty,  and  that  joy  encreas’d 
From  their  affedion  to  the  brave  Ufane^er^ 

In  being  made  the  happy  inltrument  to  compound 
1 he  bloudy  difference. 

Leon.  They  will  hear  fhortly  that 
Will  turn  their  mirth  to  mourning,  he  was  then 
The  principal  means  to  fave  two  lives,  but  Cnee 
There  arc  two  fain,  and  by  hisfingle  hand. 

For  which  his  life  mufi;  anfwer,  if  the  King, 

Whofearm  is  long,  canreachhim.  (thisKey, 

Clar.  We  have  now  no  fpare  time  to  hear  Rories,  take 


’T will  make  your  pallage  to  the  banquetting  houfe 
Pth’  Garden  free, 

Leon.  You  w'ill  not  fail  to  come  ? (fander. 

Clar.  For  mine  own  fake  ne’r  doubt  it  j now  for  Li~ 

\^Sxit. 

EwtfrDorilaus,  Oleander,  Servants  with  lights. 

T)or.  To  bed,  to  bed,  ’tis  very  late. 

Clean.  To  bed  all,  1 have  drunk  a health  too  much. 

'Dor.  You’ll  fleep  the  better. 

My  ufual  phyfick  that  way. 

Clean.  Where’s  your  Miflrifs  ? 

Clar.  She  is  above,  but  very  ill,  and  aguifii ; 

The  late  fright  of  her  Brother  has  much  troubl’d  her : 

She  would  entreat  to  lye  alone. 

Clean.  Her  pleafure.  (health, 

Dor.  Commend  my  love  to  her,  and  my  Prayers  for  her 
I’ll  fee  her  ere  I go.  \_Exemt  ^ manet  Clarinda. 

Clar.  All  good  reft  to  ye*. 

Now  to  my  watch  for  Ltfander.,  when  he  is  furnilh’d, 

For  mine  own  friend,  fince  I ftand  Centinel, 

I love  torlaugh  i’th’  evenings  too,  and  ipay. 

The  priviledg  of  my  place  will  warrant  it.  {Exit. 

Enter  Lifander,  and  Lancelot. 

Uf.  You  have  done  well  hitherto  -,  where  are  we  now  ? 
Lane.  Not  far  from  the  houfe,  I hear  by  th’  Owls, 

There  are  many  of  your  Welch  falkoners  about  it  j 
Here  were  a night  to  chufe  to  run  away  with 
Another  mans  Wife,  and  do  the  feat. 

Ltf.  Peace  Knave, 

The  houfe  is  here  before  us,  and  fome  may  hear  us  j 
The  Candles  are  all  out. 

Lam.  But  one  i’th’  Parlour, 

I fee  it  fimper  hither,  pray  come  this  way. 

Lif.  Step  to  the  Garden-door,  and  feci  and’t  be  open. 
Lan.  I am  going,  luck  deliver  me  from  the  faw-pits. 

Or  I am  buried  quick  i I hear  a Dog, 

No,  ’tis  a Cricket,  ha  ? here’s  a Cuckold  buried, 

Take  heed  of  his  horns,  Sir,  here’s  the  door,  ’tis  open. 

kCIarinda  at  the  door. 

Clar.  Who’s  there? 

Lif.  Friend. 

Qar.  Sir,  Lifander?  , 

Uf  L 

Clar.  Ye  are  welcome,  follow  me,  and  make  no  noife. 
Ltf  Go  to  your  horfe,  and  keep  your  watch  with  care, 
And  be  fure  ye  fleep  not.  (Sirrah, 

{Exeunt  Lifander,  Clarinda. 
Lan.  Send  me  out  the  Dairy-maid 
To  play  at  trump  with  me,  and  keep  me  waking, 

My  fellqw  horfe  and  I muft  now  difeourfe 
Like  two  learned  Almanack-Makers,  of  the  Stars, 

And  tell  what  a plentiful  year  ’twill  prove  of  Drunkards. 
If  I had  but  a pottle  of  Sack,  like  a lharp  prickle. 

To  knock  my  Nofe  againft  when  I am  nodding, 

1 fhould  ling  like  a Nightingale,  but  I muft 
Keep  watch  without  it,  1 am  apt  to  dance. 

Good  fortune  guide  me  from  the  Faries  Circles.  {Exit. 

Enter  Clarinda  with  a Taper ^ and  Lifander  with  a Pifiol, 
two  Chairs  fet  out. 

Clar.  Come  near,  QCalifta  fitting  behind  a ^urtain. 
I’ll  leave  ye  now,  draw  but  that  Curtain, 

And  have  your  wilh -,  now,  Leon.,  I am  for  thee  *, 

We  that  are  fervants  muft  make  ufe  of  ftoln  hours. 

And  be  glad  of  fnatch’d  occafions.  {Exit. 

Ltf  Sheisafleep, 

Fierce  Love  hath  clos’d  his  lights,  I may  look  on  her. 
Within  her  eyes ’has  lockt  the  graces  up, 

I may  behold  and  live  ^ how  fwcet  Ihe  breath?! 

The  orient  morning  breaking  out  in  odours 
Is  not  fo full  of  pcrflimes,  as  her  breath  is  ; 

She  is  the  abftra(ft  of  all  Excellence,  and  ftorns  a Parallel. 

CM. 
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Clil.  Who’s  there? 

LtJ.  Your  (er vant,your  mon:  obedient  llavc(adorcd  Lady) 
That  comes  but  to  behold  thofc  eyes  again, 

And  pay  fome  Vows  1 have  to  facred  Beauty, 

And  fo  pafs  by  •,  lam  blind  as  ignorance, 

And  know’  not  where  I w'andcr,  how  I live. 

Till  1 receive  from  their  bright  influence 
Light  to  direct  me,  for  Devotions  fake, 

You  are  the  Saint  I tread  thefe  holy  Iteps  to. 

And  holy  Saints  are  all  relenting  fweetnefs, 

Be  not  enrag’d,  iwr  be  not  angry  with  me 
The  greateit  attribute  of  Heaven  is  mercy  ^ 

And ’tis  the  Crown  of  Juftice,  and  the  glory 
W'here  it  may  kill  with  right,  to  fa vc  with  pity. 

Cil.  Why  do  you  kneel  ? I know  you  come  to  mock  me, 
T’upbraid  me  with  the  benefits  you  have  giv’n  me, 

Which  are  too  many,  and  too  mighty,  Sir, 

For  my  return ; and  1 confcfs’tis  jufticc. 

That  for  my  cruelty  you  Ihould  defpife  me, 

And  I expeift  however  you  arc  calm  now, 

A foyl  you  ftrive  to  fet  your  caufc  upon. 

It  will  break  out  is  unworthy. 

Coy,  proud,  difdainlul,  I acknowledge  all. 

Colder  of  Comfort  tha^  the  frozen  North  is,  ^ 

And  more  a ftrangcr  to  Ufatiders  worth. 

His  youth  and  faith,than  it  becomes  her  gratitude, 

I blufli  to  grant  it,  yet  take  this  along, 

A foveraign  medicine  to  allay  diiplealure. 

May  be  an  argument  to  bring  me  olf  too  •, 

She  is  married,  and  fhe  is  chafte  , how  fwcet  that  founds  ? 
How  it  perfumes  all  air  ’tis  fpoken  in  ? 

! O dear  Lifander!  would  you  break  this  union  ? 

Lif  No,  I adore  it  j letme  kil's  your  hand. 

And  feal  the  fair  faith  of  a Gentleman  on  it. 

Cal.  You  are  truly  valiant,  would  it  not  afflift  ye 
To  have  the  horrid  name  of  Coward  touch  you  ? 

Such  is  the  Whore  to  me. 

Lif.  I nobly  thank  ye-. 

And  may  I be  the  fame  when  I dilhonpur  ye  *, 

This  I may  do  again. 

Cal.  Ye  may,  and  worthily » 

Such  comforts  Maids  may  grant  with  modefty. 

And  neither  make  her  poor  nor  wrong  her  bounty  ^ 

Noble  Lifafjder,  how  fond  now  am  I of  ye  ? ' , 

I heard  you  were  hurt. 

Lif.  You  dare  not  heal  me,  Lady  ? 

I am  hurt  here  ; how  fweetly  now  flie  blulhes  ? 

Excellent  Objeds  kill  our  fight,  fhe  blinds  me*, 

The  Rofes  in  the  pride  of  May  Ihew  pale  to  her ; 

I O Tyrant,  Cuflom ! and  O Coward,  Honour ! 

, How  ye  compel  me  to  put  on  mine  own  Chains  ? 

May  I not  kifs  ye  now  in  fuperflition  /’ 

, For  you  appear  a thing  that  I would  kneel  to 

Let  me  err  that  way.  Y.Kijfesher. 

Cal.  Ye  fhall  err  for  once,  I fiave  a kind  of  noble  pity  on 
Among  your  manly  fufferings,  make  this  molt,  (you. 
To  err  no  farther  in  defire,  for  then,  Sir, 

You  add  unto  the  gratitudes  I owe  you; 

And  after  death,  your  dear  friends  foul  fhall  blefs  you. 

Uf  I am  wondrous  honcfl. 

Cal.  I dare  try.  [Kijfes. 

Lif.  I have  tailed  a blefTednefs  too  great  for  dull  morta- 
Oncemore,  and  let  me  dye.  (fity, 

Cal.  I dare  npt  mUfther, 

How  will  maids  curfe  me  if  I kill  with  kifles  ? 

And  young  men  flye  th’  embracesof.fair  Virgiqs  ? 

Come,  pray  fit  down,  but  let’s  talk  temperately* 

L,f  Is  my  dear  friend  abed  ? 

Cal.  Yes,  and.afleep; 

Secure  afleep,  ’tis  midnight  too, 

Speak  not  fo  loud. 

Lif  You  fee  I am  a Statue, 

I could  not  ftand  elfe  as  1 had  eaten  Ice, 

Or  took  into  my  bloud  a droWzie  Poyfon,’ 
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And  Natures  noblcll,  brightcfl  flame  burns  in  me 
Midnight  ? and  1 Hand  quietly  to  behold  it  lb  ? 

The  Alarm  rung,  and  1 fleep  like  a Coward  f 
1 am  worn  away,  my  faith,  my  dull  obedience 
Like  Crutches,  can  y my  decayed  Body 
Down  to  the  Grave,  I have  no  youth  within  me, 

Yet  happily  you  love  too. 

Cal.  Love  with  honour. 

Lf.  Honour  ? what’s  that  ? ’tis  but  a Ipecious  title 
Wc  (hould  not  prize  too  high. 

Cal.  Dearer  than  life. 

Lif.  The  value  of  it  is  as  time  hath  made  it, 

And  time  and  cultome  have  too  far  infulted. 

We  are  no  gods,  tobealwaystyedto  ftriiflncfs, 

’Tis  a prelumption  to  fliew  too  like  ’em  ; 

March  but  an  hour  or  two  under  Loves  Enfigns, 

We  have  Examples  of  great  memories 

Cat.  But  foul  ones  too,  that  greatnefs  cannot  cover. 

That  Wife  that  by  Example  fins,  fins  double. 

And  pulls  the  Curtain  opeaxo  her  fhame  too  ■, 

Methinks  to  enjoy  you  thus 

Lif  ’ Tis  no  joy.  Lady,  I 

A longing  Bride  if  lire  flop  here,  would  cry, 

The  Bridegroom  too,  and  with  jufl  caufe  curfe  Hymn  • 

But  yield  a little,  be  one  hour  a Woman, 

(I  do  not  fpeak  this  to  compel  you,  Lady) 

And  give  your  Will  but  motion,  let  it  ftir 
But  in  the  tafle  of  that  weak  fears  call  eyil, 

Try  it  to  underftand  it,  we’ll  do  nothing, 

You’ll  ne’r  come  to  knqw  pure  good  elfe. 

Cal.  Fie,  Sir. 

Ltf.  1 have  found  a way,  let’s  flip  into  thiserrouf 
As  Innocents,  Chat  know  not  what  we  did  -, 

As  we  were  dreaming  both,  let  us  embrace  j 
The  fin  is  none  of  ours  then,  but  our  fancies ; 

What  have  I faid  ? what  blafphemy  to  honour  ? 

O my  bafe  thoughts  I pray  ye  take  this  and  fhoot  me. 

My  Villain  thoughts  ! {Tf^ifemthin. 

Cal.  I weep  your  miferies,  and  would  to  heaven — what 

Lif.  It  comes  on  louder.  (noife  ? 

Kill  me,  and  fave  your  felf  \ fave  your  fair  honour. 

And  lay  the  fault  on  me,  let  my  life  perifh. 

My  bafe  lafcivious  life,  fhoot  quickly.  Lady. 

Cal.  Not  for  the  World,  retire  behind  the  hangings. 

And  there  Hand  clofe my  husband,  clofe,  Lfander, 

Enter  Cleander  with  a Taper. 

Clean.  Dcarefl,  are  you  well  ? 

Cal.  O my  fad  heart,  my  head,  my  head. 

Clean.  Alas,  poor  foul ! what  do  you  do  out  of  yout  bed  ? 
You  take  cold,  my  Caltfia-.^  how  do  ye? 

Cat  Not  fo  well.  Sir,  to  lie  by  ye,  my  Brothers  fright 

Clean.  1 had  a frightful  dream  too, 

A very  frightful  dream,  my  hdtCalifiai 
Methought  there  came  a Dragon  to  your  Chamber, 

A furious  Dragon  (Wife)  I yetfliakeatit  ^ 

Are  all  things  well  ? 

Lif.  Shall  I fhoot  him? 

Cat  No,  all  well,  Sir, 

’T was  but  your  care  of  me,  your  loving  care. 

Which  always  watches. 

Clean.  And  methought  he  came 
As  if  he  had  rifenthusoutof  his  Den, 

As  I do  from  thefe  Hangings. 

Ltf  Dead. 

Cal.  Hold,  good  Sir. 

Clean.  And  forc’d  ye  in  his  arms  thus. 

Cal.  ’Twas  but  fancy  • 

That  troubled  ye,  here’s  nothing  to  diflurb  me. 

Good  Sir,  to  reft  again,  and  1 am  now  drowzie. 

And  will  to  bed;  make  no  noife,  dear  Husband;^ 

But  let  me  fleep ; before  you  can  call  any  body,  I am  abed. 

Clean.  This,  and  fweet  reft  dwell  with  ye.  [Exit. 

Cal.  Come  out  again,  and  as  you  love,  Lfander, 

..  . Make- 
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’ Make  hartc  away,  you  lee  his  mind  is  troubled  ^ 

Dv)  vou  know  tlic  door  ye  came  in  at  ? 

L ’.  W’cll,  fwcetLady. 

Cil.  And  can  ye  hit  it  readily  ? 

Uf.  1 wan  ant  yc-. 

And  muft  1 go  > Muft  here  end  all  my  happinefs  ? 

Here  in  a dream,  as  if  it  had  no  I'ubftance  ? 

CjI.  For  this  time,  friend,  or  here  begin  our  rains  *, 

• We  are  both  miferable. 

Ltf.  This  is  fome  comfort 
In  my  affliflions  •,  they  are  fo  full  already, 

They  can  find  no  encreafe. 

C>tl.  Dear,  fpeaknomore. 

; L'f.  You  muft  be  filent  then, 

! ( al.  Farewel,  Ufandcr^  thou  joy  of  man,  farewel. 

L^f.  Farewel,  bright  Lady, 

: Honour  of  woman-kind,  a heavenly  blefling. 

CaL  Be  ever  honeft. 

L'f.  1 will  be  a dog  elfe*, 

The  vertues  of  your  mind  I’ll  ma%c  my  Library, 

In  which  I’ll  ftudy  thcceleftial  beauty 
, Your  Conftancy,  my  Armour  that  I’ll  fight  in ; 

1 And  on  my  Sword  your  Chaftity  lhall  fit, 
j Terrour  to  rebel  bloud. 

Ca!.  Once  more,  farewel  •,  • within. 

0 that  my  modefty  cou’d  hold  you  ftill.  Sir he  comes 

Uf.  Heaven  keep  my  hand  from  murther,  (again. 

Murther  of  him  1 love. 

Cal.  Away,  dear  friend, 
rfDown  to  the  Garden  ftairs,  that  wayj  Lifanuer, 

We  are  betray’d  elfe. 

Enter  Oleander. 

Ltf.  Honour  guard  the  innocent.  J[_exit  Lifandcr. 

Clean.  Still  up?  I fear’d  your  health. 

Cal.  ’Has  mifs’d him  happily^ 

1 am  going  now,  1 have  done  my  meditations. 

My  heart’s  almoft  at  peace. 

Clean.  To  my  warm  Bed  then. 

Cal.  I will,  pray  ye  lead.  [_APiftol  fyot  within. 

Clean.  A Piftol  ftiot  Pth’  houfc  ? 

At  thefe  hours  ? fure  fome  thief,  fome  murtherer  j 
Rife,  ho ! rife  all,  1 am  betray’d. 

Cal  O Fortune ! 

0 giddy  thing ! he  has  met  fome  opmofition. 

And  kill’d  ■,  1 am  confounded,  loft  for  ever. 

Enter  Dorilaus. 

7)or.  Now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Clean.  Thieves^  my  noble  Father,  Villains  and  Rogues. 
Dor,  Indeed!  I heard  a Fiftol,  let’s fearch  about. 

Enter  Malfort,  Clarinda,  and  Servants. 

Mai.  To  bed  again,  they  are  gone.  Sir, 

1 will  not  bid  you  thank  my  valour  for’t ; 

Gone  at  the  Garden  door  ^ there  were  a dozen. 

And  bravely  arm’d,  1 faw  ’em. 

Clar . I am  glad,  glad  at  the  heart. 

Serv.  One  (hot  at  me,  and  mifs’d  me. 

Mai.  No,  ’twas  at  me,  the  Bullet  flewclofe  by  me, 

Clofe  by  my  ear  j another  had  a huge  Sword, 

Flourifh’d  it  thus  ^ but  at  the  point  I met  him. 

But  the  Rogue  taking  me  to  be  your  Lordlhip, 

'As  fure  your  Name  is  terrible,  and  we 
i Not  much  unlike  in  the  dark)  roar’d  out  aloud, 

I ’Tis  the  kill  Crow,  and  away 

■ They  ran  as  they  had  flown  ; now  you  muft  love  me, 
i Or  fear  me  for  my  Courage,  Wench. 

Clar.  O Rogue  ! 

' O lying  Rogue,  Et fander  ([umhkd,  Madam, 

! At  the  Stair«  head,  and  in  the  fall  the  (hot  went  off-, 
i Was  gone  before  they  rofl*. 
i 'Ca'.  I thank  Heaven  for’t. 

1 Clar.  I was  frighted  too,  it  fpoil’d  my  game  with 


C/f.You  muft  fit  up^  and  they  had  come  to  your  Chamber 
What  pranks  would  they  have  plaid  ? how  came  the  door 
Ma.  I heard  ’em  when  they  forc’d  it  *,  up  I rofe,  (open  ? 

Took  Durindana  in  my  hand  ; and  like 
Or  Ian  do  iflu’d  forth. 

Clar.  I know  you  are  valiant. 

Clean.  To  bed  again. 

And  be  you  henceforth  provident,  at  fun-rifing 
We  muft  part  for  a while. 

Dor.  When  you  are  a bed. 

Take  leave  ofher,there  ’twill  be  worth  the  taking  y 
Here  ’tis  but  a cold  Ceremony,  ere  long 
We’ll  find  Lijander.,  or  we  have  ill-fortune. 

Clean.  Lock  all  the  doors  faft. 

Though  they  all  flood  open. 

My  name  writ  on  the  door,  they  dare  not  enter.  {Exeunt. 
Enter  Clarange,  Fryar  with  a letter. 

Clar.  Turn’d  Hermit? 

Fry.  Yes,  and  a devout  one  too  *,  1 heard  him  preach. 
Clar.  That  leflens  my  belief. 

For  though  I grant  my  Udian  a Scholar, 

As  far  as  fits  a Gentleman,  he  hath  ftudied 
Humanity,  and  in  that  he  is  a Mafter ; 

Civility  of  manners,  Courtfhip,  Arms ; 

But  never  aim’d  at  (as  I could  perceive) 

The  deep  points  of  Divinity. 

Fry.  That  confirms  his 
Devotion  to  be  real,  no  way  tainted 
With  oftentation,  or  hyprocifie. 

The  cankers  of  Religion  j his  Sermon 
So  full  of  gravity,  and  with  fuch  fweetnefs 
Deliver’d,  that  it  drew  the  admiration 
Of  all  the  hearers  on  him ; his  own  Letters 
To  you,  which  witnefs  he  will  leave  the  World, 

And  thefe  to  fair  Olinday  his  late  Miftrifs, 

In  which  he  hath  with  all  the  moving  language 
That  ever  exprefs’d  Rhetorick,  folicited 
The  Lady  to  forget  him,  and  make  you 
Blefled  in  her  embraces,  may  remove 
All  fcrupulous  doubts. 

Clar.  It  ftrikes  a fadnefs  in  me. 

I know  not  what  to  think  of ’t. 

Fry.  Ereheentred 
His  folitary  Cell,  he  penM  a Ditty, 

His  long,  and  laft  farewel  to  Love  and  Women, 

So  feelingly,  that  I confefs  however 
Itftandsnot  with  my  order  to  be  taken 
With  fuch  poetical  Raptures  *,  I was  mov’d. 

And  ftrangely  with  it. 

Car.  Have  you  the  Copy  ? 

Fry.  Yes,  Sir; 

My  Novice  too  canfing  it,  if  you  pleafe 
To  give  him  hearing. 

Clar.  And  it  will  come  timely. 

For  I am  full  of  melancholy  thoughts, 

Againft  which  1 have  heard  with  reafon  Mufick 
To  be  the  fpeedieft  cure,  ’pray  you  apply  it. 

A Song  by  the  Novice. 

ADiea  fond  love^  farewel  you  Wanton  powers ^ 

Jam  free  again  ; 

Thou  dkllDifeafe  of  bloudy  and  idle  hours ; 

'Bewitching  pain, 

Flyetothe  Fools  that  ftgh  away  their  time j 
My  nobler  love  to  Heaven  doth  climb j 
And  there  behold  Beauty  ftill  youngs 

That  Time  can  ne^r  corrupt y nor  Death  deflroy  ; 
Immortal  fweetnefs  by  fair  Angels  fung. 

And  honoured  by  Eternity  and  Joy  : 

There  lives  my  love^  thither  my  hopes  afpircy 
Fond  love  declines y this  heavenly  loves  grows  higher. 
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Frt.  How  do  ye  approve  it  > 
a.iran.  To  its  due  defert. 

It  is  a Heavenly  Hymn,  no  ditty  Father, 

It  pallcs  through  my  cars  unto  my  foul, 

And  works  divinely  on  it  *,  give  me  leave 
A little  to  confider ; (hall  1 be 
Outdone  in  all  things?  riorgoodofmy  felf, 

I Nor  by  example  ? Iliall  my  loofc  hope  Itill, 

The  viands  of  a fond  afteftion,  feed  me 
As  1 were  a fcufual  bcaft  ? fpiritual  food 
Refus’d  by  my  fick  pa lat  ? ’tisrdblv’d. 
i How  far  ofFFather,  doth  this  new  made  Hermit 
! Make  his  abode  ? 

Fri.  Sometwodayes  journey  Son. 

Clar.  Having  reveal’d  my  fair  intentions  to  ye, 

1 hope  your  piety  will  not  deny  me 
Your  aids  to  further ’em  ? 

Frt.  That  were  againft  a good  mans  charity. 

Oar.  My  firfl:  requelt  is, 

You  would  fortie  time,  for  reafons  I will  ftiew  you, 

I Defer  delivery  of  Lidians  Letters 
i To  fair  Olinda. 

Frt.  Well  Sir. 

Clar.  For  what  follows, 

You  fhall  dired  me  •,  fomething  I will  do, 

A new  born  7eal,and  triendihip  prompts  me  to. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Oleander,  Chamberlain,  Tahlcj 
TaperSy  and  three  fiools. 

CUa.  We  have  fupp’d  well  friend  •,  let  our  beds  be  ready, 
We  mull  be  ftirring  early. 

Cham.  They  are  made  Sir. 

Dor.  1 cannot  fleep  yet,  where’s  the  jovial  hoft 
You  told  me  of  ’thas  been  my  cultomever 
T 0 parley  with  mine  hoft. 

Clea.  He’s  a good  fellow^ 

I And  fuch  a one  1 know'  ^ love  to  laugh  with  •, 

Go  call  your  Mafter  up. 

Cham.  Hecanho^come  Sir.  ^ 

Dor.  Is  he  a bed  with  his  wife 
Cham.  No  certainly. 

Dor.  Or  with  fome  other  giiefts  > 

Cham.  Neither  and’t  like  ye.  ‘ 

Clea.  Why  then  he  lhall  come  by  your  leave  my  friend, 
rie  fetch  him  up  my  felf. 

Oiam.  Indeed  youT  fail  Sir. 

Dor.  Is  he  i’th’  houfe  ? 

Cham.  No,  but  he  is  hard  by  Sir  *, 

He  is  faft  in’s  grave,  he  has  been  dead  thefe  three  weeks. 

Dor.  Then  o’  my  confcience  he  will  come  but  lamely. 
And  dilcourle  worfe. 

Oean.  Farewel  mine  honeft  Hoft  then  j 
Mine  honeft  merry  Hoft  •,  will  you  to  bed  yet  ? 

Dor.  No,  not  this  hour,  1 prethee  fit  and  chat  by  me. 
Clean.  Give  us  a quart  of  wine  then,  we’l  be  merry. 

Dor.  A match  my  Son-,  pray  let  your  wine  be  living. 

Or  lay  it  by  your  Mafter. 

Cham.  It  lhall  be  quick  Sir.  C Exit. 

Dor.  Has  not  mine  Hoft  a wife  ? 

Dor.  A good  old  woman. 

Dor.  Another  coffin,  that  is  not  fo  handfom  ^ 

Your  Hoftefles  in  Innes  fnould  be  blith  things, 

' Pretty,  and  young  to  draw  in  paflengers 
She’l  never  fill  her  beds  well,  if  (he  be  not  beauteous. 

And  courteous  too. 

Enter  Chamberlain,  with  wine. 

Dor.  I,  I,  and  a good  fellotv. 

That  will  miftake  fometime^  a Gentleman 
^ For  her  good  man  ; well  donfe  here’s  to  Lifander. 
i Clean.  My.  full  love  meets  it make  fi'ri  in  our  lodgings, 

1 WVl  trouble  thee  no  farther-,  to  your  Son.  \_Ex.  Cham, 
i Dor.  Put  vn  Clar  dn^e  too  \ offWith’t,  I thank  ye-. 

This  wine  drinks  merrier  ftill,  O for  mine  Hoft  now. 


Were  he  alive  again,  and  well  difpos’d, 

1 would  fo  claw  his  pate. 

Clean.  Y’arc  a hard  drinker. 

Dor.  I love  to  make  mine  Hoft  drunk,  he  will  lye  then 
Therarcft,  and  thcroundeft,  ol  his  friends, 

His  quarrels,  and  his  guefts,  and  they  arc  the  beft  bauds  too, 
Take  ’em  in  that  tune. 

Clean.  You  know  all. 

Dor.  1 did  Son,  but  time,  and  arms  have  worn  me  out. 
Clea.  ’Tis  late  Sir,  I hear  none  ftirring.  Alnteis  (irackj 
Dor.  Hark,  what’s  that,  a Lute 
’Tis  at  the  door  I think. 

Clean.  The  doors  are  (hut  faft. 

Dor.  ’Tis  morning  fure,  the  Fiddlers  are  got  up 
To  fright  mens  fleeps,  have  we  nc’re  a pifpot  ready  ? . ■ 

Oean.  Now  I remember,  I have  heard  mine  Hoft  that’s 
Touch  a lute  rarely,  and  as  rarely  fing  too,  ( dead, 

A brave  ftill  mean. 

Dor.  I would  give  a brace  of  French  Crowns 
To  fee  him  rife  and  Fiddle — Hark,  a Song. 

A SONG. 

’ 1 S late  and  coldy  fiir  up  the  fire ; 

X Sit  clofcy  and  draw  the  Table  nigher'^ 

Be  merry y and  drinkjwine  that's  cldy 

hearty  medicine  'gain fir  a cold.  ' • 

Tour  bed  of  wanton  down's  the  befiy 
Where  you  jhall  tumble  to  your  reft  % 

I could  wtjh  you  wenclfes  tooy 
But  I am  dead  and  cannot  do  ; 

Call  for  thebefi  the  houfe  may  ring y 
Sac^y  WhitCyand  Claret  let  them  bring, 
jind  drink^  apace  while  breath  you  have. 

Tout  find  but  cold  drinl^  in  the  grave  ", 

P lover y Partridge  for  your  dinner. 

And  a Capon  for  the  finnery 
Tou  fhall  find  ready  when  you  are  up. 

And  your  horfe  fisall  have  his  fup  : 

Welcom  welcom  fhall  flye  round. 

And  I fisall  finite  thou^  under  ground. 

Clem.  Now  as  1 live,  it  is  his  voice. 

Dor.  He  fings  well,the  Devil  has  a pleafant  pipe. 

Clean.  The  fellow  lyed  fure. 

Enter  Hoft. 

He  is  not  dead,  he’s  here ; how  pale  he  looks ! 

Dor.  Is  this  he.^ 

Clean.  Yes. 

Hoft.  You  are  welcom  noble  Gentlemen, 

My  brave  old  guelt  moft  welcom. 

Clean.  Lying  knaves. 

To  tell  us  you  v^ere  dead,  come  fit  down  by  us. 

We  . thank  ye  for  your  Song. 

Hoft.  Would ’t  had  been  better. 

Dor.  Speak,  are  ye  dead  ? 

Hoft.  Yes  indeed  am  I Gentlemen, 

I have  been  dead  thefe  three  weeks. 

‘ZJor.Then  here’s  to  ye,to  comfort  your  cold  body, 

Oean.  What  do  ye  mean  ? ftand  further  o(f. 

Dor.  I will  ftand  nearer  to  him. 

Shall  he  come  out  on’s  coffin  to  bear  us  company^ 

And  we  not  bid  him  welcom  ? come  mine  Hoft, 

Mine  honeft  Hoft,  here’s  to  ye. 

Hoft.  Spirits  Sir,  drink  not. 

Clea.  Why  do  ye  appear  > 

Hoft.  To  wait  upon  ye  Gentlemen, 

’Thas  been  my  duty  living,  now  my  fareWel  5 
I fear  ye  are  not  us’d  accordingly.  . 

Dor.  I could  wi(h  you  warmer  company  mine  HoR, 

How  ever  we  are  us’d. 

Hoft.  Next  to  entreat  a courtefie. 

And  then  I go  to  peace. 

Clea 
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C(u.  Is't  in  our  power/* 

/%/.  Yes  and  ’tis  this,  to  fee  my  body  buried 
^ In  holy  ground,  for  now  I lye  unhallowed, 

■ By  the  darks  fault  *,  let  my  «cw  grave  be  made 
! Amongft  good  fellows,  that  have  died  before  me, 

And  merry  Holies  of  my  kind. 

Cle>*.  It  (hall  be  done. 

Der.  And  forty  Hoops  of  wine  drank  at  thy  funeral. 

Oe.i.  Do  you  know  our  travel  ? 

Hofi.  Yes,  to  ft ek  your  friends,  ; 

That  in  afflidiions  wander  now. 

Oe4n,  Alas  ! 

Hofi.  Seek ’em  no  farther,  but  be  confident 
They  (hall  return  in  peace. 

jDor.  There’s  comfort  yet.  (Hoft, 

Clc4.  Pray  ye  one  word  more,  is’t  in  your  power  rnine 
.Anfwer  me  foftly,  fome  hours  before  my  death. 

To  give  me  w^arning? 

Hofi.  I cannot  tell  ye  truly. 

But  if  I can,  fo  much  alive  I lov’d  ye, 

1 will  appear  again,  adieu.  \_Exit. 

Dor.  Adieu, Sir. 

Oe.  I am  troubl’d  •,  thefe  Hrange  apparitions  arc 
For  the  moll:  part  fatal. 

Dor.  This  if  told,  will  not 
Find  credit, the  light  breaks  apace,  let’s  lie  down 
And  take  fome  little  reft,  an  hour  or  two, 

Then  do  mine  hoft’s  defire,  and  fo  return, 

I do  believe  him. 

Clean,  So  do  1,  to  reft, Sir.  ■ \_ExeHnt. 

Enter  Califta,  and  Clarinda. 

Cal.  Clarinda  ? 

CLirin.  Madam. 

Cal.  Is  the  houfe  well  ordered  ? 

The  doors  look’d  to  now  in  your  Mafters  abfcnce  ? 

Your  care,  and  diligence  amongft  the  Servants  ? 

Clarin.  1 am  ftirring.  Madam, 

Cal.  So  thou  art,  Clarinda, 

More  than  thou  ought’ft  I am  fure,  why  doft  thou  blufh  ? 
CUrm.  I do  not  blufh. 

Cal.  Why  doft  thou  hang  thy  head  wench  ? 

Clarm.  Madam,  ye  are  deceiv’d,  1 look  upright, 

1 underftand  ye  not ; fhe  has  fpied  Leon,  [_Afide. 

Shame  of  his  want  ofcautiofi. 

Cal.  Look  on  me  *,  what,  blufh  again  ? 

Clarm.  ’Tis  more  than  I know, Madam  ■, 

Ihavenocaufe  that  1 find  yet. 

Cal.  Examine  then. 

Oarin.  Your  Ladylbip  is  fet  I think  to  fbame  me. 

Cal.  Donotdeferv’t,  who  lay  with  you  laft  night? 

What  bed-fellow  had  ye  ? none  of  the  maids  came  near  ye. 
Clarm.  Madam,  they  did. 

(^al.  ’T was  one  in  your  Coufins  cloaths  then, 

And  woreafword',  and  fure  1 keep  no  Amazjons", 

Wench  do  not  lye,  ’twill  but  proclaim  thee  guilty  j 
Lyes  hide  our  fins  like  nets ; like  perfpedtives, 

They  draw  offences  nearer  ftill,  and  greater : 

Come,  tell  the  truth. 

Clartn.  You  are  the  ftrangeft  Lady 
To  have  thefe  doubts  of  me ; how  have  I liv’d, Madam  ? 
And  which  of  all  my  careful  fervices  deferves  thefe  fhames  ? 

Cal.  Leave  facing,  ’twill  not  ferve  ye, 

This  impudence  becomes  thee  worfc  than  lying. 

I thought  ye  had  liv’d  well,  and  I was  proud  of ’t ; 

But  you  are  pleas’d  to  abufe  my  thoughts  ■,  who  was’t  ? 
Honeft  repentance  yet  will  make  the  fault  left. 

Clarm.  Do  ye  compel  me  ? do  you  Hand  fo  ftrift  too? 
Nay,  then  have  at  ye  *,  I ftiall  rub  that  fore.  Madam, 

(Since  ye  provoke  me)  will  but  vex  your  Ladylliip} 

Let  me  alone. 

Cal.  I will  know. 

Clarm.  For  your  own  peace, 
fhe  peace  of  your  own  confcience  ask  no  farther 


Walk  in,  and  let  me  alone. 

Cal.  No,  1 will  know  all. 

Clar.  Why,thenrietellyc,’twasamanIIay  with, 

Never  admire,  ’tis  eafie  to  be  done.  Madam, 

And  ufual  too,  a proper  man  1 lay  with  *, 

Why  fhould  you  vex  at  that  ? young  as  Lifandcr, 

And  able  too ; I grudge  not  at  your  pleafure, 

Why  fhould  you  ftir  at  mine  ? I fteal  none  from  ye. 

Cal.  And  doft  thou  glory  in  this  fin  ? 

Cla.  I am  glad  on’t,  to  glory  in’t  is  for  a mighty  Lady 
That  may  command. 

Cal.  Why  didft  thou  name  Lifander  ? 

Clari.  Does  it  anger  ye  ? does  it  a little  gall  ye  ? 

1 know  it  does,  why  would  ye  urge  me  Lady  ? 

Why  would  ye  be  fo  curious  to  compel  me 
I nam’d  Ltfander  as  my  prefident. 

The  rule  I err’d  by,  you  love  him,  I know  it, 

I grudg’d  not  at  it,  but  am  pleas’d  it  is  fo ; 

And  by  my  care  and  diligence  you  enjoy’d  him, 

Shall  I for  keeping  counlel,  have  no  comfort  ? 

Will  you  have  all  your  felf?  ingroft  all  pleafure 
Are  ye  fo  hard  hearted  ? why  do  ye  blufh  now,Madara? 

Cal.  My  anger  blufhes,not  my  fhame,  bafe  woman. 

Clari.  rie  make  your  fhame  blufh,  fince  you  put  me  to’t. 
Who  lay  with  you  t’other  night  ? 

Cal.  With  me?  ye  monfter.  (bands 

Clari.  Whofe  fweet  embraces  circled  ye  ? not  your  hus- 
I wonder  ye  dare  touch  me  in  this  point.  Madam  ? 

Stir  her  againft  ye  in  whofe  hand  your  life  lies  ? 

More  than  your  life,your  honour  ? what  fmug  Amazjon 
Was  that  I brought  you  ? that  maid  had  ne’re  a petticoat  ? 

Cal.  She’l  halfperfwade  me  anon,  I am  a beaft  too, 

And  I miftruft  my  felf,  though  1 am  honeft 
For  giving  her  the  Helm,  thou  knoweft,  Clarinda, 

( Ev’n  in  thy  confcience  ) I was  ever  vertuousj 
As  far  from  luft  in  meeting  with  Lifander, 

As  the  pure  wind  in  welcoming  the  morning  j 
fn  all  the  coverfation  I had  with  him. 

As  free,  and  innocent,  as  yon  fair  Heaven  j 
Didft  not  thou  perfwade  me  too  ? 

Clarin.  Yes,  I had  reafon  for’t. 

And  now  you  are  perfwaded  Tie  make  ufe  on’t. 

Cal.  If  I had  fin’d  thus,and  my  youth  entic’dihe, 

The  noblcnefs  and  beauty  of  his  perfon, 

Befide  the  mighty  benefits  I am  bound  to. 

Is  this  fufficient  warrant  for  thy  weakneft  ? 

If  I had  been  a whore,  and  crav’d  thy  counlel 
In  the  conveyance  of  my  fault  and  faithfulneft, 

Thy  fecrecie,  and  truth  in  hiding  of  it ; 

Is  it  thy  juftice  to  repay  me  thus  ? 

To  be  the  Mafter  finner  to  compel  me  ? 

And  build  thy  lufts  fecurity  on  mine  honour  ? 

Cla.  They  that  love  this  fin,love  their  fecurity ; 
Prevention,Madam,isthe  nail  I knock’d  at, 

And  I have  hit  it  home,  and  fo  I’le  hold  it. 

And  you  muft  pardon  me,  and  be  filent  too. 

And  fuffer  what  ye  fee,  and  luffer  patiently 
1 fhall  do  worfe  elfe. 

Cal.  Thou  canft  not  touch  my  credit : 

Truth  will  not  fuffer  me  to  be  abus’d  thus.  (Madam, 
Clarin.  Do  not  you  ftick  to  truth,  fhe  is  feldom  heard, 
A poor  weak  tongue  fhe  has, and  that  is  hoarfe  too 
With  pleading  at  the  bars,  none  underftand  her. 

Or  if  you  had  her,  what  can  fhe  fay  for  ye  ? 

Muft  fhe  not  fwear  hecamcat  midnight  to  ye, 

The.door  left  open,  and  your  husband  cozen’d 
With  a feign’d  ficknefs.^  (honeft. 

Cal.  But  by  my  foul  I was  honeft,  thou  knoweft  I was 
Clarin.  That’s  all  one  what  I know. 

What  I will  teftifie  is  that  fhall  vex  ye ; 

T ruft  not  a guilty  ragejwith  likelihoods. 

And  on  apparent  proof,  take  heed  of  that.  Madam  j 
If  you  were  innocent  (as  it  may  be  ye  are) 

I do  not  know,  1 leave  it  to  your  confcience. 
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It  were  the  wcakclt  and  the  pooielt  pjrt  ot  ye, 

Men  being  fo  willing  to  believe  the  worft, 

So  open  eyed  in  this  age  to  all  infamie, 

To  put  your  fame  in  this  weak  bark  to  the  venture. 

C^l.  What  do  I I'uRcr ! O my  precious  honour, 

Into  what  box  of  evils  have  I lock’d  thee! 

Yet  rather  than  be  thus  outbrav’d,  and  by 
My  driidg,  my  footftool,  one  that  fued  to  be  fo  *, 

Perilh  both  life,  and  honour.  Devil  thus 
I dare  thy  worft,  defie  thee,  fpit  at  thee. 

And  in  my  vertuous  rage,  thus  trample  on  thee  i 
Awe  me  thy  Miltris,  whore,  to  be  thy  baud  ? 

Out  of  my  houR’,prdclaim  all  that  thou  knoweft; 

Or  malice  can  invent,  fetch  jealoufie 

From  Hell,  and  likea  furie  breath  it  in 

The  bofom  of  my  Lord ; and  to  thy  utmoft 

Blalt  my  fair  fame,  yet  thou  fiialt  feel  with  horror 

To  thy  fear’d  confcience,  my  truth  is  built 

Onfuch  a firmbafe,  that  ife’re  itcan 

Be  forc’d,  or  undermin’d  by  thy  bafe  fcandals,  C Exit. 

Heaven  keeps  no  guard  on  innocence. 

■ Clarirt.  I am  lolt, 

In  my  own  hopes  forfaken,  and  mufl:  fall 
The  greateft  torment  to  a guilty  woman 
Without  revenge,  till  1 can  falhion  it 
I mufl:  fubmit,  at  leafl:  appear  as  if 
I did  repent,  and  would  offend  no  farther. 

Monfieur  'Beronte  my  Lords  Brother  is 

Oblig’d  unto  me  for  a private  favour  i 

’Tis  he  mult  mediate  for  me  •,  but  when  time 

And  opportunity  bids  me  ftrike,my  wreak 

Shall  pour  it  felf  on  her  nice  chaftitie 

Like  to  a torrent,  deeds,  not  words  fliall  fpeak  me. 


^Hus  Qmrtus,  Seem  Trima, 

Enter  Alcidon,  and  Beronte,  feverally. 

Alci.'^T  E are  opportunely  net.  (fomefear, 

X Ber.  Your  countenance  exprefleshaftmixt  with 
^/ct.You’l  lhare  with  me  in  both, as  foon  as  you  are  made 
Acquainted  with  the  caufe,if  you  love  vertue. 

In  danger  not  fecure ; I have  ho  time 
For  circumftance,  inftrudl;  me  if  Lifander 
Be  in  your  Brothers  houfe  ? 

Ber.  Upon  my  knowledge  he  is  not  there. 

Aid.  1 am  glad  on’t. 

'Ber.  Why  good  Sir.^ 

(Without  offence  1 fpeak  it)  there’s  no  place 
In  which  he  is  more  honour’d,  or  more  fafe. 

Than  with  his  friend  Ceander. 

Aid.  In  your  Votes 

I grant  it  true,  but  as  it  now  Hands  with  him, 

I can  give  reafon  to  make  fatisfadtion 
For  what  I fpeak  ^ you  cannot  but  remember 
The  ancient  difference  between  Lifander 
And  Cloridon,  a man  in  grace  at  Court  ? 

Ber.  Ido-,  and  the  foul  plot  of  Cloridons  kinfman 
Upon  Lifanders  life,  for  a fall  given  to  Clondon 
I ’Fore  the  King,  as  they  encountred  at  a folemn  tilting. 

Aid.  It  is  now  reveng’d  : 

In  brief,  a challenge  was  brought  to  Lifander  • 

By  one  Chryfantes  ^ and  as  far  as  valour 
Would  give  him  leave,  declin’d  by  bold  Lifander : 

But  peace  refus’d,  and  braves  on  braves  heap’d  on  him,* 
Alone  he  met  the  oppofites,  ending  the  quarrel 
With  both  their  lives. 

Ber.  I am  truly  forry  for’t. 

Aid.  The  King  ihC^nfed  for  his  favorites  death. 

Hath  fet  a price  upon  Lifanders  head. 

As  a reward  to  any  man  that  brings  it 


Alive,  ordead  i to^ainthis,  everywhere 
Heispurfu’d,  and  laid  for-,  and  the  fricndfhip 
Between  him  and  your  noble  Brother  known, 

His  houfe  in  reafon  cannot  pafs  unfearcht, 

And  that’s  the  principal  caufe  that  drew  me  hither. 

To  haflen  his  remove,  if  he  had  chofen 
ThisCalllc  for  his  faneftuary. 

Ber.  ’Twas  done  nobly. 

And  you  mofl:  welcom  -,  this  night  pray  you  take 
A lodging  with  us  ^ and  at  my  intreaty 
Conceal  this  from  my  Brother,  he  is  grown 
Exceeding  fad  of  late ; and  the  hard  fortune 
Of  one  he  values  at  fo  high  a rate. 

Will  much  encreafe  his  melancholy. 

Ala.  I am  tutor’d : pray  you  lead  the  way. 

Ber.  Tofefveyou  I willfhewit.  [_Excunt. 

Enter  Clearider,  with  a Book^ 


Enter  Holt. 

Hofi.  I come  Sir, 

To  keep  my  promife  ^ and  as  far  as  fpirits 
Are  fenfible  of  forrow  for  the  living, 

I grieve  to  be  the  meffenger  to  tell  you, 

E’re  many  hours  pafs,  you  mufl  refolve 
To  fill  a grave. 

Cle.  And  feafl:  the  worms 
Hofl.  Even  fo  Sir. 

Clea.  I hear  it  like  a man. 

Hofi.  It  well  becomes  you,  there’s  no  evading  it. 
C/f.Canyou  difeover  by  whofe  means  I mull  dye? 

Hoft.  That  is  deny’d  me: 

But  my  prediction  is  too  fure , prepare 

To  make  your  peace  with  heaven.  So  farewel  Sir.  {£x. 

Cle.  I fee  no  enemy  near  -,  and  yet  I tremble 
Like  a pale  coward ; my  fad  doom  pronounc’d 
By  this  aerial  voice,  as  in  a glafs 
Shews  me  my  death  in  its  moft  dreadfull  fhape. 

What  rampire  can  my  humane  frailty  raife 
Againfl:  the  affault  of  fate  ? I do  begin 
T 0 fear  my  felf,  my  inward  flrengths  forfake  me, 

I mufl:  call  out  for  help.  Within  there  ? hafte. 

And  break  in  to  my  refeue. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Califla,  Olinda,  Beronte,  Alcidon, 
ServantSjand  Clarinda,  at  fever al  doors. 

Dor.  Refeue.^  where  fhew  me  your  danger. 

Cal.  1 will  interpofe 

My  loyall  breaft  between  you  and  all  havard. 

Ber.  Your  Brothers  Sword  fccures  you. 

Aid.  A true  friend  will  dye  in  your  defence. 

Clean.  I thank  ye , 

To  all  my  thanks.  Encompafs’d  thus  with  friends 
How  can  I fear .?  and  yet  1 do,  I am  wounded, 

Mortally  wounded : nay  it  is  within, 

I am  hurt  in  my  minde : One  word 

. T t t Dor. 


Cle.  Nothing  more  certain  than  to  dye, but  when 
Is  mofl:  uncertain .-  if  fo,  every  hour 
We  fhould  prepare  us  for  the  journey,  which 
Is  not  to  be  put  off,  I mufl:  fubmit 
To  the  divine  decree,  not  argue  it. 

And  chearfully  I welcom  it : I have 
Difpos’d  of  my  eftate,  confefs’d  my  fins. 

And  have  remiffion  from  my  Gholly  Father, 

Being  at  peace  too  here : the  apparition 
Proceeded  not  from  fancy,,  Vorilans 
Saw  it,  and  heard  it  with  me,  it  made  anfwer 
To  our  demands,  and  promis’d,  if ’tiVere  not 
Deny’d  to  him  by  fate,  he  would  forewarn  me 
Of  my  approaching  end,  I feel  no  fyraptome 
Of  fickneR,  yet  I know  not  howa  dulnefs 
Invades  me  all  over.  Ha  ^ 
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Dor.  Athoufaiul. 

O: , I ihall  not  live  to  fpeak  fo  many  to  you. 

Dor.  Why?  what  forbids  you? 

Ce.  But  even  now  the  Ipirit 
Ofmy  dead  Holt  appear’d,  and  told  mc^  that 
' This  night  I Ihould  be  with  him ; did  you  not  meet  it  ? 

It  went  out  at  that  door. 

Dor.  A\<i\n  G}i»>era 
Of  your  imagination  : can  you  think 
Mine  Holt  would  not  as  well  have  fpoke  to  me  now, 

As  he  did  in  the  Inn  ? thefc  waking  dreams 
Not  alone  trouble  you,  but  ftrike  a ftrange 
; Dilbradion  in  your  Family  ••  fee  the  tears 
; Of  my  poor  Daughter,  fair  Olmdas  fadnefs, 
i Your  Brothers,  and.your  friends  grief,  fervants  forrow. 

I Good  Son  bear  up,  you  have  many  years  to  live 
! A comfort  to  us  all : let’s  in  to  fupper ; 

I Gholbs  never  walk  till  after  mid  night,  if 
; I may  believe  my  Grannara.  We  will  walh 
Thefc  thoughts  away  with  Wine,  fpight  of  Hobgoblins, 

Cle.  Y ou  reprehend  me  juftly : gentle  Madam, 

I And  all  the  reft,  forgive  me.  Tie  endeavour 
! To  be  merry  with  you. 

1 Dor.  That’s  well  fa  id. 
j Beron.  I have  procur’d  your  pardon. 

CaI.  Once  more  I receive  you 
! Into  my  fervice but  take  efpccial  care 
1 You  fall  no  further. 

Clar.  Never  Madam ; Sir, 

When  you  (hall  find  fit  time  to  call  me  to  it, 

1 will  make  good  what  I have  faid. 
j Ber.  Till  when,  upon  your  life  be  filent. 

Dor.  U'e  will  have  a health  unto 

Cle.  His  name.  Sir, 

Somewhat  revives  me  •,  but  his  fight  would  cure  me. 

How  ever  let’s  to  fupper. 

Olin.  V^'ould  Clarange 

And  Lidian  were  here  too,  as  they  (hould  be, 

If  wifhes  cou’d  prevail. 

Cd.  They  are  fruitlefs,  Madam.  [Ex. 

Enter  Leon. 

Leon.  If  that  report  fpeak  truth,  CUrinda  is 
! Difcharg’d  her  Ladies  fcrvice,  and  what  burthen 
! I then  have  drawn  upon  me  is  apparent, 
i The  crop  (he  reapt  from  her  attendance  was 
; Her  beft  Revenue,  and  my  principal  means 
C7^r/W^’s  bounty,  though  1 labour’d  hard  for’t, 

A younger  Brother’s  fortune ; muft  I now 
Have  foure  favvee  after  fweet  meats  ? and  be  driv’n 
i To  leavie  halfaCrown  a week,  befides 
, Clouts,  Sope,  and  Candles,  for  my  heir  Apparent, 

! Iffne  prove,  as  (lie  fwears  (lie  is  with  child’, 

I Such  as  live  this  way,  find  like  me,  though  wenching 
I Hath  a fair  face,  there’s  a Dragon  in  the  tail  of ’t 
j That  (tings  toth’ quick.  1 muft  skulk  here,  until 
j 1 am  rcfolv’d ; how  my  heart  pants  between 
My  hopes  and  fears!  (lie’s  come;  are  wc  in  the  Port? 

If  not,  let’s  fink  together. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

I CUr.  Things  go  better 
i Than  youdderve-,  you  carry  things  fo  openly, 

I mult  bear  every  way,  1 am  once  more 
In  my  Ladicsgrace. 

I Leon.  And  1 in  yours. 

Clar.  It  may  be  -,  but  1 have  fworn  unto  my  Lady  never 
To  (in  again. 

Leon.  'To  lie  furpriz’d the  fin 

Is  in  it  (Ilf  txculablc ; to  be  taken 
Is  a crime,  as  the  Poet  writes. 

Clar.  You  know  my  weaknefs. 

And  ti’.at  makes  you  fo  confident.  You  have  got 
,A  fair  fword  ^ was  it  not  Ltfanders  ? 


Leon.  Yes  Wench, 

And  1 grown  valiant  by  the  wearing  of  it: 

It  hath  been  the  death  of  two.  With  this  Li^ander 
Slew  Clorindon,  and  Chryfanthes.  I took  it  up, 

Broken  in  the  handle,  but  that  is  reform’d. 

And  now  in  my  pofleftion ; the  late  Maftcr 
Dares  never  come  to  challenge  it : this  fword, 

And  all  the  weapons  that  I have,  are  ever 
Devoted  to  thy  fervice : Shall  we  bill  ? 

1 am  very  gamefome. 

Clar.  I muftfirft  difpofe  of 
The  fool  Malfort ; he  hath  fmoak’d  you,  and  is  not. 

But  by  fome  new  device  to  be  kept  from  me ; 

I have  it  here  (hall  fit  him .-  you  know  where 
You  muft  expedf  me,  with  all  poiTible  filence 
Get  thither. 

Leon.  You  will  follow  ? 

Clar.  Will  I live  ? 

She  that  is  forfeited  to  luft  muft  dye. 

That  humour  being  unfed  *,  begone,  here  comes  [Exit  Le. 

Enter  Mai  fort  in  Armour. 

My  champion  in  Armour. 

Malf.  What  adventure 
I am  bound  upon  I know  not,  but  it  is 
My  Miftrefles  pleafure  that  I (hould  appear  thus, 

I may  perhaps  be  terrible  to  others, 

But  as  I am,  I am  fure  my  (hadow  frights  me. 

The  claftiing  of  my  Armour  in  my  ears. 

Sounds  like  a paffing-bell ; and  my  Buckler,  puts  me 
In  mind  of  a Bier  \ this  my  broad  Sword  a pick-axe 
To  dig  my  grave:  Olove,  abominable  love, 

What  Monfters  iflhe  from  thy  difmal  den, 

Clarinda^s  placket,  which  I muft  encounter. 

Or  never  hope  to  enter  ? 

Clar.  Here’s  a Knight  errant,  Monfieur  Malfort. 
aJddalf.  Stand,  ftand,  or  Tie  fall  for  ye. 

Clar.  Know  ye  not  my  voice  ? 

Malf.  Yes,  ’twas  at  that  I trembl’d. 

But  were  my  falfe  friend  Leon  here 

Clar.  ’Tisbe. 

Malf.  Where.?  where.? 

0ar.  He  is  not  come  yet. 

Malf.  ’Tis  well  for  him, 

I am  fo  full  of  wrath. 

Clar.  Or  fear ThisAeo^, 

How  e’re  my  Kinfman,  hath  abus’d  you  grofly. 

And  this  night  vowes  to  take  me  hence  perforce. 

And  marry  me  to  another : ’twas  for  this, 

(Prefuming  on  your  love)  I did  entreat  you 
To  put  your  armour  on,  that  with  more  fafety 
You  might  defend  me. 

Mai.  And  Tie  do  it  bravely. 

Clar.  You  muft  (land  here  to  beat  him  off,  and  fuffer 
No  humane  thing  to  pafs  you,  though  it  appear 
In  my  Lords  (hape,  or  Ladies : be  not  cozen’d 
With  a difguife. 

eJTlal.  I have  been  fool’d  already,  but  now  I am  wife. 
Clar.  You  muft  fwear  not  to  ftir  hence. 
aJT^al.  Upon  thefe  lips. 

Clar.  Nor  move  untill  I call  you  ? 

<tATal.  Tie  grow  here  rather. 

Clar.  This  nights  task  well  ended, 

I am  yours  to  morrow.  Keep  fure  guard.  [Exit  Clar. 
Malf.  Adieu; 

My  honey  comb  how  fweet  thou  art,  did  not 
A neft  of  Hornets  keep  it  ? what  impoffibilities 
Love  makes  me  undertake  ? I know  my  felf 
A natural  Coward,  and  (hould  Leowcome, 

Though  this  were  Cannon  proof,  I (hould  deliver^ 

The  wench  before  he  ask’d  her.  I hear  fome  footing : 

’Tis  he;  where  (hall  I hide  my  ftlf?  that  is 
My  belt  defence. 

Enter 
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{Kills  Oleander. 


{Falls  in  afwoon. 


Enter  Oleander. 

Cle.  I cannot  deep,  Ilrange  vifions 
Make  this  poor  life,  I fear’d  of  late  to  lofe, 

A toy  that  1 grow  weary  of. 

Malf.  ’I'is  Leon. 

Cle.  What’s  that? 

Malf.  Ifyou  are  come,  Sir,  (or  Clarind.t, 

I am  glad  1 have  her  for  you  ; I rcfgn 
My  intcrell  \ you’ll  find  her  in  her  Chamber, 

I did  ftay  up  to  tell  you  fo. 

Clean.  Clarinda,  and  Leon! 

There  is  fomething  more  in  this 

Than  I can  Itay  to  ask.  {Exit, 

Malf.  What  a cold  pickle 
(And  that  none  of  the  fweeteft)  do  I find 
My  poor  felf  in? 

Clean.  within.'}  Yield  villain. 

Enter  Clarinda  and  Leon,  running. 

Oleander  following. 

Clar,  ’Tis  ray  Lord, 

Shift  for  your  felf. 

Leon.  His  life 
Shall  firll:  make  anfwer 
For  this  intrulion. 

<iJlfalf.  I am  going  away, 

I am  gone  already. 

Clean.  Heaven  take  mercy  on  ■ 

My  foul  ^ too  true  prefaging  Hofl. 

Car.  He’s  dead, 

And  this  wretch  little  better : 

Do  you  flare  upon  your 
Handy  work  ? 

Leon,  lamamal’d. 

Clar.  Get  o’re  the  Garden  wall,  flye  for  your  life, 

But  leave  your  fword  behind  •,  enquire  not  why : 
rie  fafhion  fpmething  out  of  it,  though  I perifh. 

Shall  make  way  for  revenge. 

Leon.  Thefe  are  the  fruits 
Of  lull,  Clarinda. 

Clar.  Hence,  repenting  Milk-fop.  {Exit  Leon. 

Now  ’tis  too  late.  Ltfanders  fword,  I that,  T -puts  the  fword  in 
That  is  the  Bafe  Tie  build  on.  So,  I’le  raife  hand. 

The  houfe.  Help,  murther,  a mofl  horrid 
Murther.  Monfieur  Beronte^  noble  Dorilans, 

All  buried  in  fleep  ? Aye  me  a murther, 

A mofl  unheard-of  murther. 

Enter  Dorilaus  as  from  bed. 

Dor.  More  lights  Knaves ; 

Beronte.^  Jllctdon  \ more  lights. 

Enter  Beronte,  Alcidon,  and  Servants  with  lights. 

Car.  By  this  1 fee  too  much. 

Dor.  My  Son  Cleander  bathing 
In  his  own  gore.  The  Devil,  to  tell  truth,  i’th’  fliape  of 
An  Hofl ! 

Ber.  My  Brother? 

Malf.  1 have  been 

I’th’  other  world,  in  Hell  I think,  thefe  Devils 
With  fire-brands  in  their  paws  fent  to  torment  me, 

Though  I never  did  the  deed,  for  my  lewd  purpofe 
To  be  a Whore- mailer. 

Dor.  Who’s  that? 

(Mki.  ’Tis  one  in  Armour.  A bloudy  fworcl  in  his  hand, 
Dor.  Sans  queflion  the  murtherer, 

Malf.  Who  I ? you  do  me  wrong, 

I never  had  the  heart  to  kill  a Chicken  •, 

Nor  do  I know  this  fword. 
j^lc.  I do,  too  well. 

Ber.  I have  feen  Lfander  wear  it. 

Car.  This  confirms 

What  yefler-night  1 whifper'd  : let  it  work, 


The  circumllancc  may  make  it  good. 
zjllalf.  My  Lord  ? and  I his  murtherer  ? 

Ber.  brag  the  villain  hence. 

The  Rack  (hall  force  a free  confcffion  from  him, 

OMalf.  1 am  ftruck  dumb ; 

You  need  not  flop  my  mouth. 

Ber.  Away  with  him.  {Exit  with  Malfort. 

Enter  Califla,  and  Olinda. 

Cal.  Where  is  my  Lord  ? 

Dor.  All  that 

Remains  of  him  lies  there : look  on  this  objed. 

And  then  turn  marble. 

Cal.  I am  fo  already. 

Made  fit  to  be  his  Monument ; but  wherefore 
Do  you,  that  have  both  life  and  motion  left  you, 

Stand  fad  fpedators  of  his  death. 

And  not  bring  forth  his  murtherer? 

Ber.  That  lies  in  you ; you  mult,  and  fhall  produce  him. 
Dor.  She,  Beronte^ 

'Ber.  Noneelfe. 

Dor.  Thou  ly’ft,  I’le  prove  it  on  thy  head, 

Or  write  it  on  thy  heart. 

zMlc.  Forbear,  there  is 
Too  much  blood  fhed  already. 

Ber.  Let  not  choler 

Stifle  your  judgment ; many  an  honefl  Father 
Hath  got  a wicked  Daughter.  If  I prove  not 
With  evident  proofs  her  hand  was  in  the  bloud 
Of  my  dear  Brother,  (toO  good  a Husband  for  her) 

Give  your  revenge  the  reins,  and  fpur  it  forward. 

Dor.  In  any  circumftance  but  fhew  her  guilty, 

Tie  flrike  the  firfl  flroak  at  her. 

Ber.  Let  me  ask 

A queflion  calmly : do  you  know  this  Sword  ? 

Have  you  not  feen  Lifander  often  wear  it  ? 

Dor.  The  fame  with  which  he  refeued  me. 

Cal.  I do,  what  inference  from  this  to  make  me  guilty  ? I 
Ber.  Was  he  not  with  you  in  the  houfe  to  night  ? 

Cal.  No  on  my  foul. 

Ber.  Nor  ever  heretofore 
In  private  with  you,  when  you  feign’d  a ficknels. 

To  keep  your  Husband  ablent  ? 

Cal.  Never,  Sir,  to  a difhoneft  end. 

Ber.  Was  not  this  Woman 
Your  inflrument  ? her  filence  does  confefs  it : 

Here  lyes  Cleander  dead,  and  here  the  fword 
Of  falfe  Lifander,  too  long  cover’d  with 
A mafque  of feeming  truth. 

Dor.  And  is  this  all 

The  proof  you  can  alledge  ? Lifander  guilty. 

Or  my  poor  Daughter  an  Adulterefs  ? 

Suppofe  that  flie  had  chang’d  difeourfe  with  one 
To  whom  fhe  ow’d  much  more  ? 

Cal.  Thou  haft  thy  ends,  wicked  Clarinda.  {She  falls. 

Oli.  Help,  the  Lady  finks,  malice  hath  kill’d  her. 

Dor.  I would  have  her  live. 

Since  I dare  fwear  Ihe’s  innocent : ’tis  no  time 
Or  place  to  argue  now ; this  caufe  mufl  be 
Decided  by  the  Judge ; and  though  a Father, 

I will  deliver  her  into  the  hands 
Of  Juflice.  If  fhe  prove  true  gold  whentry’d, 

She’s  mine:  if  not,  with  curfes  Tie  difclaim  her; 

Take  up  your  part  of  forrow,  mine  fhall  be 
Ready  to  anfwer  with  her  life  the  fa^l 
That  fhe  is  charg’d  with. 

Ber.  Sir,  I look  upon  you  as  on  a Father. 

Dor.  With  the  eyes  of  forrow 
I fee  you  as  a Brother ; let  your  witnefTcs 
Be  ready. 

Ber.  ’Tis  my  care. 
aydlc.  1 am  for  Lidian. 

This  accident  no  doubt  will  draw  him  froin 
His  Hermits  life. 

Ttt2  .. 
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Qjr.  Things  yet  £0  right,  pahfl:,  Sir.  [^Exeunt. 

Lifandcr,  Lancelot. 

I f.ir,.  Arc  the  liorles  dead  ? 

Lunc.  Out-right,  If)  ou  ride  at  this  rate, 

V ou  mull  rcfolvc  to  kill  your  two  a day. 

And  that's  a large  proportion. 

Ltfa/;.  Wiil  you  pltafc 

.At  any  price,  and  fpecdily,  toget  frelli  ones. 

'foil  know  my  danger,  and  the  penalty 
That  follows  it,  Ihould  I be  apprehended. 

Your  duty  in  obeying  my  commands, 

W'ill  in  a better  language  fpeak  your  iervice, 

Than  your  unncccirary,  and  untimely  care  of  my  expence. 

Lm:c.  I am  gone,  Sir.  {^Exit. 

Ltfin.  In  this  thicket 
I will  expert  you ; Here  yet  1 have  leifure 
To  call  my  felfunto  a ftrirt  account 
For  my  pafs’d  life,  how  vainly  fpent : 1 would 
I {food  no  farther  guilty ; but  I have 
A heavier  reckoning  to  make ; This  hand 
Of  late  as  white  as  innocence,  and  unfpotted, 

Now  wears  a purple  colour,  dy’d  in  gore. 

My  foul  of  the  fame  tinrture ) pur-blind  paffion, 

U'ith  flattering  hopes,  would  keep  me  from  delpair. 
Pleading  I was  provok’d  to  iti  but  my  reafon 
Breaking  fuch  thin  and  weak  defences,  tells  me 
I have  done  a double  murther ; and  for  what  ? 

Was  it  in  fervice  of  the  King  ? his  Edirts 
Command  the  contrary : or  for  my  Country  ? 

YievGeniHs,  like  a mourning  mother,  anfwers 

In  Cioridorjy  and  Chryf,wthes  file  hath  loft 

Tw'o  hopeful  fons,  that  might  have  done  their  parts, 

T 0 guard  her  from  Invafion : for  what  caufe  then  ? 

To  keep  th’  opinion  of  my  valour  upright, 

Tth’  popular  breath,  a fandy  ground  to  build  on  *, 

Bought  with  the  Kings  difpleafure,  as  the  breach 
Of  Heavens  decrees,  the  lofs  of  my  true  comforts, 

In  Parents,  Kinfmen,  Friends,  as  the  fruition 
Of  all  that  I was  born  to,  and  that  fits 
Like  to  a hill  of  Lead  here,  in  my  exile, 

(Never  to  be  repeal’d,  iflefcapefo) 

I have  cut  off  all  hopes  ever  to  look  on 

jEwrfr  Lidian,  like  a Hermke. 

OmneCalifia,  from  her  fight,  andconverfe. 

For  ever  banifh’d. 

Ltd.  I fhould  know  this  voice. 

His  naming  too  my  Sifter,  whom  Lifander 
Honour’d,  but  in  a noble  way,  affuresme  . 

That  it  can  be  no  other ; 1 ftand  bound 
T 0 comfort  any  man  1 find  diftrefs’d : 

But  to  aid  him  that  fav’d  my  life.  Religion 
And  Thankfulnefs  commands,  and  it  may  be 
High  providence  for  thisgood  end  hath  brought  him 
Into  my  folitary  walk.  Ltfmder,  noble  Ltfiinder. 

Ltf.  Whatfoe’er  thou  art. 

That  honorable  attribute  thou  giv’ft  me, 

I can  pretend  no  right  to ; come  not  near  me, 

I am  infertious,  the  fanrtity 
Of  thy  profellion  (for  thou  appeareft 
A reverend  Hermiu^  if  thou  tlye  not  from  me. 

As  from  the  Plague  or  Leprofie,  cannot  keep  thee 
From  being  polluted. 

Ltd.  With  good  counfel,  Sir, 

And  holy  prayers  to  boot  1 may  cure  you. 

Though  both  wayes  fo  inferted.  Y ou  look  wildly, 

Peace  to  your  confciencc,  Sir,  and  Rare  upon  me. 

As  if  you  never  faw  me:  hath  my  habit 
Alter’d  my  face  fo  much,  that  yet  you  know  not 
Your  fervant  Ltdian  ? 
j Lt/  I am  amaz’d ! 

i So  young,  and  fo  religious  ? (world : 

j Ltd.  I purpofe  (Heaven  make  me  thankful  for’t)  to  leave  the 


1 have  made  fome  trial  of  my  ftrengths  in  this 
My  folitary  life)  and  yet  1 find  not 
A faintnefs  to  go  on. 

Lif.  Above  belief:  do  you  inhabit  here  ? 

Ltd.  Mine  own  free  choice.  Sir: 

I live  here  poorly,  but  contentedly, 

Becaufe  1 find  enough  to  feed  my  fortunes  *, 

Indeed  too  much : thefe  wild  fields  are  my  gardens, 

The  Cryftal  Rivers  they  afford  their  waters, 

And  grudge  not  their  fwcet  ftreams  to  quench  afflirtions ; 
The  hollow  rocks  their  beds,  which  though  they  are  hard, 
(The  Emblems  of  a doting  lovers  fortune) 

Yet  they  are  quiet ) and  the  weary  flumbers 
The  eyes  catch  there,  fofter  than  beds  of  Down,  Friend  • 
The  Birds  my  Bell  to  call  me  to  devotions;  ’ 

My  Book  the  ftory  of  my  wandring  life. 

In  which  I find  more  hours  due  to  repentance 
Than  time  hath  told  me  yet. 

Li\.  Anfwer  me  truly. 

Lid.  I will  do  that  without  a conjuration. 

Zt/!  I’th’  depth  of  meditation  do  you  not 
Sometimes  think  of  Olinda? 

Lid.  I endeavour 

To  raze  her  from  my  memory,  as  I wifh 

You  would  do  the  whole  Sex,  for  know,  Lifattder, 

The  greareft  curie  brave  man  can  labour  under, 

Is  the  ftrong  Witch-craft  of  a Womans  eyes ; 

Where  1 find  men  I preach  this  dortrine  to  ’em : 

As  you  are  a Scholar,  knowledge  make  your  Miftr is. 

The  hidden  beauties  of  the  Heavens  your  ftudy ; 

There  lhall  you  find  fit  wonder  for  your  faith. 

And  for  your  eye  in-imitable  objerts : 

As  you  are  a profefs’d  fouldier,  court  your  honour, 

Though  fhebeftern,  fheishoneft,  abraveMiftris) 

The  greater  danger  you  oppofe  to  win  her. 

She  ftjews  the  fweeter,  and  rewards  the  nobler ) 

Womans  bell  loves  to  hers  meet  fhadows  be. 

For  after  death  fhe  weds  your  memory. 

Thefe  are  my  contemplations. 

Lif.  Heavenly  ones ) 

And  in  a young  man  more  remarkable. 

But  wherefore  do  I envy,  and  not  tread  in 
This  blefled  trart  ? here’s  in  the  heart  no  falfhood 
To  a vow’d  friend,  no  quarrels  feconded 
With  Challenges,  which  anfwer’d  in  defence 
Of  the  word  Reputation,  murther  follows. 

A man  may  here  repent  nis  fins,  and  though 
His  hand  like  mine  be  ftain’d  in  bloud,  it  may  be 
With  penitence  and  true  contrition  walk’d  off) 

You  have  prov’d  if,  Lidian. 

Lid.  And  you’ll  find  it  true,  ifyou  perlevere. 

Ltf.  Here  then  ends  my  flight. 

And  here  the  fury  of  the  King  lhall  find  me 
Prepar’d  for  Heaven,  if  I am  mark’d  to  dye  •, 

For  that  I truly  grieve  for. 

Enter  Fryar.^  and  Clarange  in  Fryars  habit. 

Fry.  Keep  your  felf  conceal’d,  laminftrurted. 

Clar.  How  the  fight 
Of  my  dear  friend  confirms  me. 

Lif.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Lid.  Two  reverend  Fryers,  one  I know. 

Fry.  To  you 
This  journey  is  devoted. 

Ltd.  Welcome,  Father. 

Fry.  I know  your  refolution  fo  well  grounded, 

And  your  adieu  unto  the  world  fo  conftant. 

That  though  I am  th’  unwilling  melfenger 
Of  a ftrange  accident  to  try  your  temper. 

It  cannot  fhake  you.  You  had  once  a friend, 

A noble  friend,  Clarange. 

Ltd.  And  have  ftill,  I hope,  good  Father. 

Fry.  Your  falfe  hopes  deceive  you. 

He’s  dead. 
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Lif.  Cl^range  dead  ? ! 

Fry.  I buried  him  ; 1 

Somefaid  he  dy’dof  melancholy,  fomcof  love. 

And  of  that  fondnefs  pcridi’d. 

Ltd.  O ('Ur,wge ! 

CLtr.  Halt  thou  fo  much  brave  nature,  noble  Lidian, 

So  tenderly  to  love  thy  Rivals  memory  ? 

The  bold  Ltftnder  weeps  too. 

Fry.  I expefted  that  you  would  bear  this  better 

Ltd.  I am  a man,  Sir,  and  my  great  lofs  weigh’d  duly 

Fry.  His  lall  words  were 
After  confelTion,  live  long,  dear  LidUn^ 

Pollefs’dof  all  thy  wiflies  •,  and  of  me 
He  did  defire,  bathing  my  hand  with  tears. 

That  with  my  bell  care,  Ifhould  feek,  and  find  you. 

And  from  his  dying  mouth  prevail  fo  with  you, 

That  you  a while  Ihould  leave  your  Hermits  itricTnels, 

And  on  his  Monument  pay  a tear  or  two, 

Towitnefshow  you  lov’d  him,  (he  had  not 

Ltd.  O my  heart ! to  witnefs  how  I lov’d  him  ? would 
Led  me  into  his  Grave,  but  facrific’d 
Hisforrows  upon  mine,  he  was  my  friend. 

My  noble  friend,  I will  bewail  his  alhes  *, 

His  fortunes,  and  poor  mine  were  born  together. 

And  I will  weep  ’em  both  •,  1 will  kneel  by  him. 

And  on  his  hallow’d  Earth  do  my  lafl:  duties. 

I’ll  gather  all  the  pride  of  Spring  to  deck  him, 

Wood  bines  (hall  grow  upon  his  honour’d  Grave  y 
And  as  they  profper,  clafp  to  Ihew  our  friendlhip, 

And  when  they  wither,  I’ll  dye  too. 

Clar.  Who  would  not 
Defire  to  dye,  to  be  bewail’d  thus  nobly  ? 

Fry.  There  is  a Legacy  he  hath  bequeath’d  you  •, 

But  of  what  value  I muft  not  dilcover, 

Until  thofe  Rites  and  pious  Ceremonies 
Are  duly  tender’d. 

Ud.  I am  too  full  of  forrow  to  be  inquifitive, 

Ltf.  To  think  of  his, 

I do  forget  mine  own  woes.  j 

Snter  Alcidon. 

Ale.  Graze  thy  fill,  now 

Thou  haft  done  thy  bufinefs  y ha ! who  have  we  here  ? 
Ltfandevy  Lidtan , and  two  Reverend  Fryars  ? 

What  a ftrange  feene  of  forrow  is  exprefs’d 
In  different  poftures,  in  their  looks  and  Ration  ? 

A common  Painter  eying  thefe  to  help 
His  dull  invention,  might  draw  to  the  life 
The  living  Sons  of  Priam,  as  they  flood 
On  the  pale  Walls  of  Troy,  vfhen  Hefior  fell 
Under  Achilles’s  Spear  y I come  too  late. 

My  Horfe,  though  good  and  ftrong,  mov’d  like  a Tortoife  y 
111  News  had  wings,  and  hath  got  here  before  me. 

All  Pythagoreans  ? not  a word  ? 

Lid.  O Alcidon 

Deep  Rivers  with  foft  murmurs  glide  along 
The fhallow  roar  y CUr angel 

Lif.  ciondon  , Chryfanthes , fpare  my  grief,  and  appre 
What  I fhould  fpeak , (hend 

Ale.  Their  fates  I have  long  fince 
For  your  fakes  mourn’d  ; Clarange's  die2il\\,  for  fb 
Your  filencedoth  confirm,  till  now  I heard  not  y 
Are  thefe  the  bounds  that  are  preferib’d  unto 
Tiiefwelling feasof  forrow? 

Lif  The  bounds,  Alcidon  ? 

Can  all  the  winds  of  mifehief,  from  all  Quarters, 

Euphrates,  Ganges,  Tigris,  V'olga,  Po, 

Paying  at  once  their  tribute  to  this  Ocean, 

Make  it  fwell  higher  ? lama  Murtherer, 

Banifh’d,  proferib’d,  is  there  ought  elfe  that  can 
Be  added  to  it? 

Ltd.  I have  loft  a friend,- 
Priz’d  dearer  than  my  being,  and  he  dead. 

My  miferiesat  the  height  contemn  the  worft 
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Of  Fortunes  malice. 

Ale.  How  our  humane  weaknefs. 

Grown  defperate  from  fmall  difafters,  makes  us 
Imagine  them  a period  to  our  forrows ! 

When  the  firft  fyllabic  of  greater  woes 
Is  not  yet  written. 

Lid.  How  ? 

Ltf.  Speak  it  at  large,  ^ 

Since  grief  muft  break  my  heart,  I am  ambitious 
It  ftiould  be  cxquifitc. 

Ale.  It  muft  be  told. 

Yet  ere  you  hear  it,  with  all  care  put  on 
The  fureft:  armour  anvil’d  in  the  Shop 
Of  paflive  fortitude  y the  good  Cleander, 

Your  friend,  is  murthcr’d. 

Lif  ’Tis  a terrible  pang. 

And  yet  it  will  not  do,  I live  yet,  adt  not 
The  Torturers  part  y if  that  there  be  a blow 
Beyond  this,  give  it,  and  at  once  difpatch  me. 

Ale.  Y our  Sword  died  in  his  heart-bloud  was  found  near 
You'-  private  Conference  at  mid  night  urg’d  (him, 

With  fair  Cahfia  y which  by  her  whofe  pure  truth, 

Would  never  learn  to  tell  a lie,  being  granted, 

She  by  enrag’d  Beronte  is  accus’d 
Of  Murther  and  Adultery,  and  you 
( However  I dare  fwear  it  falfe)  concluded  ' 

Her  principal  Agent, 

Ltd.  Wave  upon  wave  rowls  o’r  me. 

My  Sifter  > my'  dear  Sifter  ? 

Clar.  Hold,  great  heart. 

Fry.  T ear  open  his  Doublet. 

Ltf  Is  this  wound  too  narrow 
For  my  life  to  get  out  at?  Bring  me  to 
A Cannon  loaded,  and  fome  pitying  friend 
Give  fire  unto  it,  while  I nail  my  breaft 
Unto  his  thundring  mouth,  that  in  the  inftant, 

I may  be  piece-meal  torn,  and  blown  fo  far. 

As  not  one  joint  of  my  difmember’d  limbs 
May  ever  be  by  fearch  of  man  found  out. 

Cleander  ! Yet,  why  name  1 him  ? however 
His  fall  deferv’d  an  Earth  quake,  if  compar’d 
With  what  true  honour  in  Califta  fuffers. 

Is  of  no  moment  y my  good  Angel  keep  me 
From  Blafphemy,  and  ftrike  me  dumb  before. 

In  th’  agony  of  my  fpirit,  I do  accufe 
The  Powers  above,  for  their  unjuft  permifliori 
OfVertue,  innocent  Vertue,  to  be  branded 
With  the  leaft  vicious  mark. 

Clar.  I never  faw  a man  fc  far  tranfported. 

Ale.  Give  it  way,  ’tis  now  no  time  to  ftop  it,' 

Enter  Lancelot. 

Lane.  Sir,  I have  bought 
Frefhhorfesy  and  as  yourefpcift  your  life. 

Speedily  back  ’emy  the  Archers  of  the  Kings  guard 
Are  every  where  in  quell  of  you. 

Lif.  My  life? 

Perilh  all  fuch  with  thee  that  wilh  it  longer,  . 

Let  it  but  clear  Cahlta’s  innocence,  f Strikes  Lancelot. 

And  T^efior’s'Age,  to  mine  was  Youth,  I’llflye 
To  meet  the  rage  of  my  incenfed  King, 

And  wifli  his  favourites  Ghoft  appear’d  in  Flames, 

To  urge  him  to  revenge  ; let  all  the  tortures 
That  Tyranny  e’re  found  out  circle  me. 

Provided  Juflice  retC*r/ii?<2  free.  . I 

[^Exeunt  Lifander,  Alcidon,-  and  Lancelot.  3 
Ale.  I’ll  follow  him.  I 

Ltd.  I am  rooted  here.  (dangers,  | 

Fry.  Remember  your  dear  friends  laft  reqdeft,  your  fifters  I 
With  the  aids  that  you  may  lend  her  I 

Lid  ’Pray  you  fbpport  me,  I 

My  Legs  deny  their  Office.  I 

Clar.  I grow  ftill  . | 

Farther J 
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Farther  ciigaij,M  unto  his  matchlds  vertues, 

And  1 am  dead  indeed,  until  1 pay 

The  debt  I owe  him  in  a noble  way.  [^Exciwt. 

t 


, ASins  OjiintHS.  ScenaVrinia. 

/.wtfr  Dorilaus,  .vid  Strvuut. 

Dor.  “p'Hou  haft  him  fafe  ? 

J Serv.  As  faft  as  locks  can  make  him  i 
He  muft  break  through  three  doors,  and  cut  the  throats 
Of  ten  tall  fellows,  if  that  he  Tcape  us  •, 

Befides,  as  far  as  1 can  apprehend. 

He  hath  no  fuch  invention,  for  his  looks 
Are  full  of  penitence. 

Dor.  Truft  not  a Knaves  look, 

' They  are  like  a W’horcs  Oaths ; 

How  docs  my  poor  Daughter 
Brook  her  reftraint  ? 

Sfrz'.  With  fuch  a rcfolution 

As  well  becomes  your  Lorddiips  Child.  {JCnock^  within. 
Dor.  Who’s  that  ? 

Enter  Lemure. 

Snrv.  Monfleur  Lemure. 

1 Dor.  This  is  a fpecial  favour, 
i And  may  ftand  an  example  in  the  Court 
! For  courtche  ; it  is  the  Clients  duty 
To  wait  upon  his  Patron  •,  you  prevent  me, 

That  am  your  humble  Suitor. 

' Lem.  My  near  place 

About  the  King,  though  it  fwell  others,  cannot 
I Make  me  forget  your  worth  and  Age,  which  may 
Chalicnge  much  more  refpeft ; and  I am  forry 
That  my  endeavours  for  you  have  not  met  with 
The  good  fuccefs  1 wi fil’d  *,  I mov’d  the  King 
With  my  beft  advantage  both  of  time  and  place, 

I’th’  favour  of  your  Daughter. 

Dor.  How  do  you  find  his  Majefty  affedted  ? 

L'w.  Not  to  be 

Sway’d  from  the  rigour  of  the  I aw  ^ yet  fo  far 
The  rarity  of  the Caufe  hath  won  upon  him, 

That  he  refolves  to  have  in  his  own  perfon 
The  hearing  of  it  •,  her  tryal  will  be  noble, 

And  to  my  utmoft  ftrength,  where  I may  ferve  her 
Myaidslhallnotbc  wanting. 

Dor.  1 am  your  fervant. 

Lem.  One  word  more  •,  if  you  love  Lifanders  life, 

Advife  him,  as  he  tenders  it,  to  keep 
Out  of  the  way;  if  he  be  apprehended, 

This  City  cannot  ranfom  him ; fo  good  morrow.  {Exit. 

Dor.  All  happinefs  attend  you  •,  go  thy  ways. 

Thou  haft  a clear  and  noble  fouT,  for  thy  fake 
I’ll  hold  that  man  mlneenemy,  who  dares  mutter. 

The  Court  is  not  the  fphere  where  vertue  moves. 
Humanity,  and  Nobicnefs  waiting  on  her. 

Enter  Servant. 

Sirv.  Two  Gentlemen  (but  what  they  are  I know  not. 
Their  faces  arc  fo  muffl’d)  prefstofee  you, 

! And  will  not  be  deny’d. 

j Dor.  What  e’r  they  arc,  I am  too  old  to  fear. 

I Serv.  They  need  no  llfher,  they  make  their  own  way. 

! Euler  Lifandcr,  Altidon. 

' Dor.  Take  you  yours,  Ujandcr\  {Exit  Servant. 

^ My  joy  to  fee  you,  and  my  forrow  for 
The  danger  you  are  in,  contend  fo  here, 

■ Though  different  pafflons,  nay  oppos’d  in  Nature, 

I know  not  which  to  entertain.  Oufticc, 

L'f.  Your  hate  Ihould  win  the  victory  from  both,  with 
You  may  look  on  me  as  a Homicide, 


A man  whole  life  is  foifcited  to  the  Law, 

But  if  (howe’r  I ftand  accus’d ) in  thought 
I lin’d  againft  Cleanders  life,  or  live 
Guilty  of  thedilhonour  of  your  Daughter, 

May  all  the  miferies  that  can  fall  on  man 
Here,  or  hereafter,  circle  me. 

Dor.  To  methisprotcftatioiTsufelefs,  i embrace  you 
As  thepreferver  of  my  life,  the  man  * 

To  whom  myfonovvshis,  with  life,  his  honour. 

And  howfoever  yourafl'ccflion 

To  my  unhappy  Daughter,  though  it  were 

(For  1 have  lifted  her)  in  a noble  way. 

Hath  printed  fome  taint  on  her  fame,  and  brought 
Her  life  in  queftion,  yet  I would  not  purchafe 
The  wiffl’d  recovery  of  her  reputation. 

With  ftrong  affurance  of  her  innocence 
Before  the  King  her  Judge,  with  certain  lofs 
Of  my  Lifander,  for  whofe  life,  if  found. 

There’s  no  redemption^  my  excefs  of  love, 

(Though  to  enjoy  you  one  Ihortday  would  lengthen 
My  life  a dozen  years)  boldly  commands  me. 

Upon  my  knees,  which  yet  were  never  bent, 

But  to  the  King  and  Heaven,  to  entreat  you 
To  flye  hence  with  all  pofflble  fpeed,  and  leave 
Califla  to  her  fortune. 

Lif.  O blelled  Saints,  forfake  her  in  afflidion  ? can  you 
Be  fo  unnatural  to  your  own  bloud, 

To  one  fo  well  deferving,  as  to  value 
My  fafety  before  hers  ? lhall  innocence 
In  her  be  branded,  and  my  guilt  efcape 
UnpuniflTd  ? does  Ihe  fulfer  ib  much  for  me, 

For  me  unworthy,  and  lhall  i decline 
(Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banilliment) 

The  courfe  of  Jiiftice  to  draw  out  a life  ? 

( A life  ? I ftyle  it  falfe,  a living  death) 

Which  being  uncompell’d,  laid  down  will  clear  her. 

And  write  her  name  anew  in  the  fair  legend 
Of  the  heft  women  ? feek  not  to  dilTwade  me, 

I will  not,  likeacarelefsPoet,  Ipoil 
The  Jaft  Ad  of  my  Play,  till  now  applauded. 

By  giving  the  World  juft  caufe  to  fay,  I fear’d 
Death  more  than  lofs  of  Honour. 

Dor.  But  fuppofe  Heaven  hath  defign’d  fome 
Other  faving means  for  her  deliverance.^ 

Lif  Other  means  ? that  is 
A mifehief  above  all  I have  groan’d  under  j 
Shall  any  other  pay  my  debt,  while  I 
Write  my  felf  Bankrupt or  Califa  owe 
Theleaft  beholdingnefs  for  that  which  ffle 
On  all  the  bonds  of  gratitude  1 have  feal’d  to, 

May  challenge  from  me  to  be  freely  tender’d  ? 

Avert  it  mercy  ! I will  go  to  my  Grave, 

Without  the  curfes  of  my  Creditors 
I’ll  vindicate  her  fair  name,  and  fo  caned 
My  obligation  to  her,  to  the  King, 

To  whom  1 ftand  accountable  for  the  lols 
Of  two  of  his  lov’d  fubjeds  lives,  I’ll  offer 
Mine  own  in  fatisfadion,  to  Heaven 
I’ll  pay  my  true  Repentance,  to  the  tim;s, 

Prelcnt,  and  future.  I’ll  be  regifter’d 
A memorable  Prefident  to  admonifli 
Others,  however  valiant,  nottotiuft 
To  their  abilities  to  dare,  and  do, 

And  much  lefsforthe  airy  words  of  Honour, 

And  falfe  ftamp’d  reputation  to  fflake  off 
The  Chains  of  their  Religion  and  Allegiance, 

The  principal  means  appointed  to  prefer 

Societies  and  Kingdoms.  {Exit. 

Dor.  Let’s  not  leave  him  his  mind’s  much  troubled. 

zyflc.  Were  your  Daughter  free, 

Sincefromher  dangers  his  diftiadion  rifes, 

His  caufe  is  not  fo  dcfi)crate  for  the  flaughter 
Cloridon,  and  Ch'ryfanthes.,  but  it  may 
Find  pallage  to  the  mercy  of  the  King, 

The 
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The  motives  urg’d  in  his  defence,  that  forc’d  liini 
To  ad  that  bloudy  Scene. 

Dor.  Heaven  can  fend  ayds. 

When  they  are  lead  expeded,  let  us  walk. 

The  hour  oftryal  draws  near. 

May  it  end  well.  ££.vf«;/f. 

Enter  Olinda,  itnd  Lidian. 

Oli.  That  for  my  love  you  Ihould  turn  Hermit  LidiaHy 
As  much  amazes  me,  as  your  report  dead. 

Udt.  He  is  lb,  and  all  comforts 
My  youth  can  hope  for,  Madam,  with  him  buried  j 
Nor  had  I ever  left  my  cell,  but  that 
He  did  injoin  me  at  his  death  to  flicd 
Some  tears  of  friendlliip  on  his  Monument, 

And  thofs  lall  Rites  perform’d,  he  did  dequeath  you 
As  the  bclUegacie  a friend  could  give. 

Or  1 indeed  could  wi(h  to  my  embraces. 

Oh.  Tis  Itill  more  Itrangc,  is  there  no  foul  play  in  it  ? 

I mull  confefs  1 am  not  forry  Sir 

For  your  fair  fortune  \ yet  ’tis  fit  I grieve 

The  mofl;  untimely  death  of  fuch  a Gentleman, 

He  was  my  worthy  Servant. 

Ltd.  An<\  for  this  acknowledgment,  if  I could  prize  you  at 
A higher  rate  1 (hould,  he  was  my  friend : 

My  dearell  friend. 

Oli.  But  how  Ihould  I be  aflur’d  Sir 
( For  flow  belief  is  the  belt  friend  of  truth  ) 

Of  this  Gentlemans  death  ? if  I fliould  credit  it. 

And  afterward  it  fall  out  contrary, 

How  am  I (ham’d  ? how  is  your  vertue  tainted  ? 

Lid.  There  is  a Frier  that  came  along  with  me. 

His  bufinefs  to  deliver  you  a Letter 

From  dead  CUrange  : You  lhall  hear  his  Teltimonie. 

Father,  my  reverend  Father,  look  upon  him, 

Such  holy  men  are  Authors  of  no  Fables. 

Enter  Clarange,  ( with  a Letter  writ  out ) and  Frier. 

Oli.  They  fliould  not  be,  their  lives  and  their  opinions, 
Like  brightefl:  pureft  flames  Ihould  ftill  burn  upwards, 

To  me  Sir  ( delivers  the  Letter. 

Clar.  If  you  are  the  fair  OUnda 

Frter.  I do  not  like  thefe  crofs  points. 

CLir.  Give  me  leave,  I am  neareft  to  my  felf.  What  I have 
Shall  be  purfu’d .-  you  mufl:  not  over-rule  me.  (plotted 

Oli.  Do  you  put  the  firfl;  hand  to  your  own  undoing  ? 

Play  to  betray  your  game  ? Mark  but  this  letter. 

Lady  1 am  come  to  claim  your  noble  promife,  (Reads. 
If  you  be  Miftris  of  your  word,  ye  are  mine, 

I am  laft  return’d ; your  riddle  is  diflblv’d. 

And  1 attend  your  faith.  Your  humble  fervant  Clarange. 

Is  this  the  Frier  that  faw  him  dead.?  Lid.  ’Tis  he. 
Clarange  on  my  life .-  I am  defeated  : 

Such  reverend  habits  juggle  ? my  true  forrow 
For  a falfe  friend  not  worth  a tear  derided  ? 

Fri.  You  have  abus’d  my  trufl:. 

Oli.  It  is  not  well,  nor  like  a Gentleman. 

Clar.  All  ftratagems 

In  love,  and  that  the  lharpefl:  war,  are  lawful!, 

By  your  example  I did  change  my  habit. 

Caught  you  in  your  own  toyle,  and  triumph  in  it. 

And  what  by  policy’s  got,  I will  maintain 

With  valour, no  Ltj'andir  fliall  come  in  again  to  fetch  you  off. 

Ltd.  His  honour’d  name 

Pronounc’d  by  fuch  a treacherous  tongue  is  tainted. 
Maintain  thy  treafon  with  thy  fword  .?  With  what 
Contempt  1.  hear  it ! in  a Wildcrnefs 
I durft  encounter  it,  and  would,  but  that 
In  my  retired  hours,  not  counterfeited 
As  thy  religious  fhape  was,  I havelearn’d 
When  lullice  may  determine  fuch  a caufe, 

And  of  fuch  weight  as  this  fair  Lady  is, 

Mufl:  not  be  put  to  fortune,  I appeal 
Unto  the  King,  and  he  whofe  wifedom  knows 
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Todohis  fubjedlsright  in  their cllatcs. 

As  gracioully  with  judgement  will  determine 
In  points  of  honour. 

Oli.  ric  ftcer  the  fame  courfc  with  you. 

Clar.  ric  ftand  the  tryal. 

Fri.  What  have  you  done  ? or  what  intend  you  ^ 

CU.  Ask  not , ric  come  off  with  honour.  {,£.xeunt 

Enter  Bcrontc,  Clarinda,  Malfort,  a Bar  fet  forth,  Officers 

Ber.  Be  conftant  in  your  proofs : fliould  you  Ihrink  back 
Your  life  mull  anfwer  it,  nor  am  I fafe.  ( now, 

My  honour  being  engag’d  to  make  that  good 
Which  you  affirm. 

Clar.  1 am  confident,  fo  dearly 
I honour’d  my  dead  Lord,  that  no  refpe<ft. 

Or  of  my  Ladies  bounties  (which  were  great  ones 
I mull  confds)  nor  of  her  former  life. 

For  while  that  Ihe  was  chaR,  indeed  1 lov’d  her, 

Shall  hinder  me  from  lending  my  alfiftance 

Unto  your  jufl  revenge mine  own  I mean,  aifide. 

If  Leon  keep  far  off  enough,  all’s  fecure : 

Lifander  dares  not  come  in,  modefl  blulhes 
Parted  with  melongfince,  and  impudence 
Arm’d  with  my  hate, unto  her  innocence  fliall  be 
The  weapon  I will  fight  with  now. 

Ber.  The  rack 

Being  prefented  to  you,  you’i  roar  out 
What  you  conceal  yet, 

Mai.  Conceal.?  I know  nothing 
But  that  I fliall  be  hang’d,  and  that  I look  for. 

It  is  my  defliny,  I ever  had 
A hanging  look  and  a wife  woman  told  me. 

Though  1 had  not  the  heart  to  do  a deed 
Worthy  the  halter,  in  my  youth  or  age, 

I fliould  take  a turn  Vvrith  a wry  mouth,  and  now 
’Tis  come  about : I have  pen’d  mine  own  ballad 
Before  my  condemnation,  in  fear 
Some  rimer  fliould  prevent  me : here’s  my  Lady .? 

Would  Fwere  in  heaven,or  a thoufand  miles  hence,' 

That  I might  not  blufli  to  look  on  her. 

Enter  Dorilaus,  Califla,  Olinda. 

Dor.  You  behold  this  preparation, and  the  enemies 
Who  are  to  fight  againfb  your  life,  yet  if 
You  bring  no  witnefs  here,  that  may  convince  ye 
Of  breach  of  faith  to  your  Lords  bed,  and  hold  up 
Unfpotted  hands  before  the  King,  this  tryal 
You  are  to  undergo,  will  but  refine, 

And  not  confume  your  honour. 

Cal.  How  confirm’d 
I am  here,  whatfoever  Fate  falls  on  me, 

You  fliall  have  ample  teftimony  •,  till  the  death 
Of  my  dear  Lord,  to  whofe  fad  memory 
I pay  a mourning  widows  tears,  I liv’d 
Too  happy  in  my  holy-day  trim  of  glorie, 

And  courted  with  felicitie,  that  drew  on  me. 

With  other  helps  of  nature,  as  of  fortune, 

The  envie,  not  the  love  of  mofl:  that  knew  me,' 

This  made  me  to  prefume  too  much,  perhaps 
Too  proud',  buU  am  humbled ; and  if  now 
I do  make  it  apparent,  I can  bear 
Adverfity  with  fuch  a conflant  patience 
As  will  fet  off  my  innocence,  I hope  Sir, 

In  your  declining  age,  when  I fliould  live 
A comfort  to  you,  you  fhall  have  no  caufe. 

How  e’re  I Rand  accus’d,  to  hold  your  honour 
Ship-wrack’d  in  fuch  a Daughter. 

Oli.  O beR  friend, my  honour’s  at  the  Rake  too,for 

Dor.  Befilent;  the  King. 


Snter  King,  Lemure,  and  o4ttendanis. 

Lem.  Sir,  if  you  pleafe  to  look  upon 
The  Prifoner,  and  the  many  lervices 
; Her  Father  hath  done  for  you 

King. 
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! A'l  -.v.  We  mult  look  on 
i Tilt  cjulo,  aiul  not  the  perfons.  Yet  beholding 
i U'irhan  aiipartialeyc,  th’ excelling  beauties 
j Of  this  fair  Lady,  which  we  did  believe 
liponrcpoi  t,  but  rill  now  never  favv’em, 

It  moves  u Itrange  kind  of  compallion  in  me  ^ 

Let  us  fui  vey  you  nearer,  Hit’s  a book 
To  be  with  care  perus’d  ; and  ’tis  my  wonder, 

If  fuch  miihapen  guelts,  as  lull  and  murtlier, 

Ac  any  price  lliould  ever  find  a lodging 
In  fuch  a beauteous  Inne  ! Miltake  us  not, 

Ti.ough  we  admire  the  outward  Itrudurc,  if 
: T liC  1 corns  be  foul  within,  exped  no  favour. 

I 1 were  no  man,  if  1 could  look  on  beautie 
I Dillrtfs’d,  without  fonie  pity  y but  no  King, 
i Ifany  fuperficial  glofsof  feature 
' Could  work  me  to  decline  the  courfe  of  Jullice. 

But  CO  the  caufe,  Cleander's  death,  what  proofs 
Canyon  produce  againlther? 

Bcr.  Royal  Sir, touching  that  point  tny  Brothers  death, 
We  build  on  fuppofitions.  (demn’d 

Suppolitions  ? how  ? Is  fuch  a Lady  Sir  to  be  con- 
On  fuppofitions  ? Bcr.  They  are  well  grounded  Sir  ; 

And  if  we  make  it  evident  Ihe  is  guilty 

Of  the  firft  crime  we  charge  her  with,  Adulteric, 

That  being  the  parent,  it  may  find  belief. 

That  murther  was  the  illue.  King.  We  allow 
It  may  be  fo  y but  that  it  may  be,  mull  not 
Infer  a necefiary  confequence 
To  call  away  a Ladies  life.  What  witnefles 
To  make  this  good  ? 

Ber.  The  principal,  this  woman, 

For  many  years  her  fervant  y Ihe  hath  taken 
Her  oath  in  Couft.  Come  forward. 

Kwg.  By  my  Crown  a lying  face. 

Cur.  1 fvvore  Sir  for  the  King  .• 

And  if  you  are  the  partie,  as  1 do 
Believe  you  are,  for  you  have  a good  face. 

How  ever  mine  appears,  fwearing  for  you  Sir, 

I ought  to  have  my  oath  pafs. 

King.  Impudent  too  ? well,  what  have  you  fworn  ? 

Cur.  That  this  Lady  was 
A goodly  tempting  Lady,  as  Ihe  is: 

How  thinks  your  Majeftie  ? and  I her  lervant. 

Her  officer  as  one  would  fay,  and  trulled 
W ith  her  clofelt  Chambcr-fervicc  y that  Ltfander 
Was  a fine  timber’d  Gentleman,  and  active. 

That  he  cou’d  do  fine  gambolls 
To  make  a Lady  merrie  y that  this  pair, 

A very  loving  couple,  mutually 
Affected  one  another  : fo  much  for  them  Sir. 

That  I,a  fimple  waiting-woman,  having  taken 
My  bodily  oath,  the  firft  night  of  admittance 
Into  her  L^diffiips  fervice,  on  her  flippers, 

(That  was  the  book)  to  ferve  her  will  in  all  things. 

And  to  know  no  Religion  but  her  pleafure, 

’Tis  not  yet  out  of  fafhion  with  fome  Ladies  y 
That  I,  as  the  premifles  ffiew,  being  commanded 
Todomy  funeftion,  in  conveyance  of 
Ltfander  to  her  chamber,  (my  Lord  ablent. 

On  a pretended  ficknefs)  did  the  feat, 

( It  cannot  be  deny’d  ) and  at  dead  mid  night 
Left  ’em  together : what  they  did,  Ibme  here 
Can  cafily  imagine  I havefaid.  Sir. 

Dor.  The  Devils  Oratrix. 

Kwg.  Then  you  confefs  you  were  her  Bawd  ? 

C ar.  That’s  courfe,  her  Agent  Sir. 

King.  So,  goodie  Agent?  and  you  think  there  is 
punift  ment  due  for  you  agcntlhip  } 

C ar-  Let  her  fuffer  firft, 

>.  ing  my  better,  for  adulteric, 

\nd  rie  endure  the-  Muldt  impos’d  on  Bawds,  , 

'!all  it  by  the  worft  name. 

Cal.  Live  I to  hear  this  ? 


King.  Take  her  alidc.  Your  anfwer  to  this  Lady? 

Cil.  Hcav’n  grant  me  patience;  to  be  thus  confronted, 

( O pardon  Royal  Sir  a womans  paflion  ) 

^ By  one,  and  this  the  worft  of  my  mif-fortuncs. 

That  was  my  Have,  but  never  to  fuch  ends  Sir, 

Would  give  a ftatue  motion  into  furie  : 

Let  my  pafs’d  life,  my  adioiis,  nay  intentions, 

Be  by  my  grand  accufer  juftly  cenfur’d, 

( For  her  i fcorn  to  anfwer ) and  if  they 
Yield  any  probability  of  tiuth 
In  that  flic  urges,  then  I will  confefs 
A guilty  caufe  •,  the  peoples  voyce,  which  is 
The  voyce  of  truth,  my  husbands  tendernefs 
In  his  aftedion  to  me,  that  no  dotage 
But  a reward,  of  humblenefs,  thefriendlhip 
Echo’d  through  France  between  him  and  Ltfander j 
All  make  againft  her  ; for  him,  in  hisabfence, 

( What  ever  imputation  it  dravv  on  me  ) 

1 mufl:  take  If'ave  to  fpeak ; ’tis  true,  he  lov’d  me, 

3u  not  in  fuch  a wanton  way,  his  reafon 
Mafter’d  his  palTions : 1 grant  1 had 
At  mid-night  conference  with  him  ^ but  if  he 
Ever  receiv’d  a farther  favour  from  me. 

Than  what  a Sifter  might  give  to  a Brother, 

May  I fink  quick : and  thus  much,  did  he  know 
The  fliame  I fuffer  for  him,  with  the  lofs 
Of  his  life  for  appearing,  on  my  foul 
He  would  maintain. 

Enter  Lifander,  and  Alcidon. 

Lift.  And  will,  thou  clear  example  of  womens  purenefs. 

King.  Though  we  hold  her  fuch. 

Thou  haftexprefs’d  thy  felf  a defperate  fool, 

Tothruft  thy  head  into  the  Lions  jawes, 

The  juftice  of  thy  King. 

Lifan.  I came  prepar’d  for’t. 

And  offer  up  a guilty  life  to  clear 
Her  innocence  *,  the  oath  Ihe  took,  I fwear  to  j 
And  for  GffWfrj  death,  to  purge  my  felf 
From  any  colour  malice  can  paint  on  me, 

Or  that  ffie  had  a hand  in’t,  I can  prove 
That  fatal  night  when  he  in  his  own  houfe  fell. 

And  many  daies  before,  I was  diftant  from  it 
A long  daies  journey. 

Clarin.  1 am  caught.  Ter.  If  fo. 

How  came  your  fword  into  this  ftewards  hands  ? ftand  forth. 

Mai.  I have  heard  nothing  that  you  fpake  .• 

I know  1 muff:  dye,  and  what  kind  of  death 
Pray  you  refolve  me,  I (hall  go  away  elfe 
In  a qualm  *,  I am  very  faint. 

Enter  Leon,  Servants ^ and  Guard. 

King. Cdixvy  him  off, his  fear  will  kill  him.  {Ex.vpith  Mai. 

Dor.  Sir,  ’twas  my  ambition. 

My  Daughters  reputation  being  wounded 

I’th’ general  opinion,  to  have  it 

Cur’d  by  a publick  trial  •,  I Iiad  elfe 

Forborn  your  Majefties  trouble : I’le  bring  forth 

Oleanders  murtherer,  in  a wood  I heard  him 

As  I rode  fadly  by,  unto  himfelf 

With  fomecompuneftion, though  thisdevilhadnone. 

Lament  what  he  had  done,  curling  her  lull. 

That  drew  him  to  that  blody  fad.  Le.  Tolcflen 
The  foulnefs  of  it,  for  which  I know  juftly 
I am  to  fuffer,  and  with  my  laft  breath 
T o free  thefe  innocents,  I do  confefs  all ; 

This  wicked  woman  only  guilty  with  me. 

Clan.  Is’t  come  to  this?  thou  puling  Rogue,  dye  thou 
With  prayers  in  thy  mouth  ^ Tie  curfe  the  laws 
By  which  1 fuffer,  all  1 grieve  for  is, 

That  I dye  unreveng’d.  Leon.  But  one  word  more  Sir, 
And  I have  done I was  by  accident  where 
Ltfander  met  Vt'lth  Condon,  and  Cryfanthes^ 

Was  an  car  witnefs  when  he  fought  for  peace, 


Nay, 


The  Lovers  ^rogrefs. 
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Nay,  bcggM  it  upon  colder  terms  than  can 
Almoft  find  credit,  his  part:  deeds  confidered, 
but  they  deaf  to  his  rcalbns,  leverally 
Allaulted  him,  but  fuch  was  his  good  fortune, 

That  both  fell  under  it^  upon  my  death 
1 take  it  uncompcl’d,  that  they  were  guilty 
Of  their  own  violent  ends  j and  he  againit 
His  will,  the  inftrument. 
yllci.  This  I will  fwear  too,  for  I was  not  far  off 
Dor.  They  have  alledg’d 
As  much  to  wake  your  fleeping  mercy.  Sir, 

As  all  the  Advocates  of  France  can  plead 

In  his  defence.  Ktng.  The  criminal  judge  (liall  fentence 

Thefe  to  their  merits with  mineown  hand.  Lady, 

I take  you  from  the  bar  and  do  my  felf 

Pronounce  you  innocent.  [Ex.  with  Leon,  and  Clari. 

Long  live  the  King. 

Kin^.  And  to  confirm  you  Hand  high  in  our  favour. 
And  as  fome  recompence  for  what  you  have 
With  too  much  rigour  in  your  trial  fuffered  *, 

Ask  what  you  pleafe,  becoming  me  to  grant, 
Andbepofleftof’t.  Cal.  Sir,  I dare  not  doubt 
Your  royal  promife,  in  a King  it  is 
A ftrong  alTurance,  that  emboldens  me 
Upon  my  humble  knees  to  make  my  boon, 

Ltfander*S  pardon. 

Dor.  My  good  Genm  did  prompt  her  to  it. 

Leon.  At  your  feet  thus  proftrate,  I fecond  her  petition, 
^/ct.  Never  King 

Pour’d  forth  his  mercie  on  a worthier  fubjeft. 

Ber.  To  witnefs  my  repentance  for  the  wrong 
In  my  unjult  fufpicion  I did  both  ■, 

I join  in  the  fame  fuit.  Lif.  The  life  you  give, 

Still  ready  to  lay  down  for  your  lervice. 

Shall  be  againft  your  enemies  impioy’d. 

Nor  hazarded  in  brawles.  j4U.  Mercie,  dread  Sir. 

King.  So  manyprelTingme,  and  with  fuch  reafons 
Moving  compalTion,  I hope  it  will  not 
Be  cenfur’d  levity  in  me,  though  I borrow 
In  this  from  juftice  to  relieve  my  mercy  ^ 

I grant  his  pardon  at  your  interceffion, 

But  ftill  on  this  condition  *,  you  IJfander, 


In  expiation  of  your  guilt,  (hall  build 
A monument  for  my  Cloridon,  and  Cryfinth-s: 

And  never  hcnccfortli  draw  a Sword,  but  when 
By  us  you  are  commanded,  in  defence  of 
The  flower  dc  Luce,  and  after  one  years  forrow 
For  your  dear  friend,  CUanders  wretched  fate 
Marry  Califla.  * 

Enter  Lidian. 

Lif.  On  your  facred  hand,  I vow  to  do  it  ferioufly. 

Ltd.  Great  Sir,  ftay. 

Leave  not  your  feat  of  juflice,  till  you  have 
Given  fentence  in  a caufc  as  much  important 
As  this  you  have  determined. 

King.  Lidian} 

Enter  Clarange,  and  Frier. 

Lid.  He  Sir,  your  humbleft  fubjeft,  Jaccufe  C^xrangi 
Of  ialfliood  in  true  friendfhip  at  the  height  j 
We  both  were  fuiters  to  this  Lady,  both 
Injoyn’d  one  pennance.  CUr.  trouble  not  the  King 
With  an  unneceflarie  repetition 

Of  what  the  court’s  familiar  with  already.  Kin.  Clarange  ? 

Dor.  With  a (haven  crown  Olm.  Moftftrange. 

Clar.  Look  on  thy  rival,  your  late  fervant,  Madam,' 

But  now  devoted  to  a better  Miftris, 

The  Church,  whofe  orders  I have  took  upon  me  : 

1 here  deliver  up  my  interefl  to  her ; 

And  what  was  got  with  cunning  as  you  thought, 

1 (imply  thus  furrender : heretofore, 

Tou  did  outftrip  mein  the  race  of  friend  (hip, 

I am  your  equal  now.  Dor.  A fuit  foon  ended. 

Clar.  And  joyning  thus  your  hands,  1 know  both  willing 
I may  do  in  the  Church  my  frierj  Office 
In  marrying  you.  Lid.  The  vidlory  is  yours, Sir. 

King.  It  is  a glorious  one,  and  well  fets  of 
Our  Scene  of  mercy  •,  to  the  dead  we  tender 
Our  forrow,  to  the  living  ample  wiflies 
Of  future  happinefs : ’tis  a Kings  duty 
To  prove  himlelt  a Father  to  his  fubje(fl:s : 

And  I (hall  hold  it  if  this  well  fucceed, 

A meritorious,  and  praife  worthy  deed.  Z Exeunt. 


Prologue. 

AStory^  and  a k^own  one^  long  fince  writ. 
Truth  mufi  take  place,  and  by  an  able  wit. 
Foul  mouth'd  detraidion  daring  not  deny 
Togive  fo  much  to  Fletchers  memory  ^ 
fome  may  obj  ebb,  why  then  do  you 
Prefent  an  old  piece  to  us  for  a new  ? 

Or  wherefore  Wtllyourprofefi  Writer  be 
( Not  tax'd  of  theft  before  ) a Plagiary  ? ' 

To  this  he  anfwers  in  his  jufi  defence, 
t^nd  to  maintain  to  all  ourelnnocence, 

Thus  much,  though  he  hath  travell'd  the  fame  Way, 
Demanding,  and  receiving  too  the  pay 
For  a new  Toem,  you  may  find  it  due. 

He  having  neither  cheated  us,  nor  you ', 

He  vowes,  and  deeply,  that  he  did  nor  fpare 
The  utmofi  of  his  firengths,  and  his  beft  care 
In  the  reviving  it,  and  though  his  powers 


Could  not  as  he  defred,  in  three  Jhort  hours 
Contrabl  the  Subjebt,  and  much  lefs  exprefs 
The  cha'iges,  and  the  various  paffages 
I'hat  will  be  loolfdfor,  you  may  hear  this  day 
Some  Scenes  that  will  confirm  it  is  a play, 

-fe  being  amr  itiom  that  it  jhoutd  be  known 
What's  good  was  Fletchers,  and  what  til  his  own. 

Epilogue^ 

STill  doubt  full,  and  perplex'd  too,  whether  he 
Hath  done  Fletcher  right  in  this  Hifloriei 
Fhe  Poet  fits  within,  fince  he  mufi  know  it. 

He  with  refpcEt  defires  that  you  would  jhew  it 
By  fome  accufiomed  fign,  if  from  our  ablioUj 
Or  his  indeavours  you  meet  fatisfabHon, 

With  ours  he  hath  his  ends,  we  hope  the  hefi, 

To  make  that  certainty  in  you  doth  refi. 
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PILGRIM 

COMEDY. 

Perfbns  RepreC 

; Governour^  of  Segovia. 

Verdugo,  a Captain  under  hint, 

Alphonlb,  an  old  angry  Gentleman.  r 

^berto  Gentlemen,  friends  to  Alphonfo. 

Pedro,  the  Pilgrim,  a noble  Gentleman,  Servant 
to  Alinda. 

An  old  Pilgrim. 

Ja^es  under  Roderigo. 

Roderigo,  rival  to  Pedro,  Captain  of  the  Out-lam. 
A Gentleman,  of  the  Country. 

Courtiers. 
j Porter. 

\ 

nted  in  the  Play. 

T4‘ersf'\f*'‘‘  folks. 

5 Gentlemen. 

4 Peajants, 

A Scholar, 

A Parfon,  j 

An  EngUJhmu»^-‘^”“”-  . 

Jenkjn,  J 

Fool. 

WOMEN. 

Alinda,  Daughter  to  Alphonfo,  PedroV  Lady, 
Juletta,  Alinda’/  Maid,  a witty  Lafs. 

Ladies.  , 

1 The  Scene  Spain. 

1 

1 

1 The  principa 

^ Jofeph  Taylor.  1 | 

Nicholas  Too  lie.  I I 
Robert  Benfield.  ^ 
John  Thompfon.  \ 

' 

1,  Aftors  were^  j 

John  Lowin. 

John  ZJnderwood. 

George  Birch. 

James  Horn. 

(tA&us  Trimm.  Scena  Trima. 


Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  and  Seberto. 

Curio  Ignior  j4lphonfoj  yc  arc  too  rugged  to  her, 
Believe  too  full  of  harflincrs. 

I i ^ ^Ivh.  Yes,  itfecmsfo, 

, SeL  A Father  of  fo  fweet  a child,  fo  happy, 

■ Fye,  Sir,  fo  excellent  in  all  endowments, 
j In  blelTednefs  of  beauty,  fuch  a mirror. 

I ythh.  She  is  a fool,  away. 

I • Seh.  Can  ye  be  angry  ? 

• Can  any  wind  blow  rough,  upon  a bloHom 
{ So  fair,  and  tender  ? Can  a Fathers  nature. 


A noble  Fathers  too? 

yilp.  All  this  is  but  prating : 

Let  her  be  rul’d , let  her  obferve  my  humour. 

With  my  eyes  let  her  fee  ^ with  my  ears  liften ; 

lam  her  Father:  I begot  her,  bred  her,  i 

And  I will  make  her 

Cur.  No  doubt  ye  may  compel  her, 

But  what  a mifehievous,  unhappy  fortune 
May  wait  upon  this  will  of  yours,  as  commonly 
Such  forcings  ever  end  in  hates  and  ruines. 

^ph.  Is’t  not  a man  I wilh  her  to  ? a ftrong  man  ? 

What  can  Ihe  have  ? what  could  fhe  have  ? a Gentleman  ? 

A- 
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A young  man?  and  an  able  man  ? a rich  man? 

A haiullbnic  man  ? a valiant  man  ? do  you  mark  me? 

None  of  your  picccd-companioiis,  your  pin’d-Gallants, 

That  flie  to  futci  s,  with  every  flaw  of  weather : 

None  of  your  impt  bravadoes ; what  can  Ihe  ask  more? 

Is  not  a metal’d  man  fit  for  a woman  ? 

A ftrong  chin’d  man  /■  Tie  not  be  fool’d,  nor  fliirtcd. 

Seh,  I grant  ye  Rodengo  is  all  thefe. 

And  a brave  Gentleman  : mull  it  therefore  follow 
Upon  nccellity  Ihe  mufl:  doat  upon  him  ? 

Will  ye  allow  no  liberty  in  choollng? 

Cur.  Alas  Ihe  is  tender  yet. 
yilp.  Enough,  enough,  enough.  Sir: 

She  is  malleable  (he’ll  endure  the  hammer, 

And  why  not  that  ftrong  workman  that  Itrikes  deepelt  ? 

Let  me  know  that?  (he  is  fifteen,  with  the  vantage. 

And  if  (lie  be  not  ready  now  for  mannage 

Seb.  You  know  he  is  a banifh’d  man:  an  Out-law  j 
And  how  he  lives : his  nature  rough,  and  bloody 
By  cuflomary  Rapines ; now,  her  fweet  humour 
That  is  as  cafie  as  a calm,  and  peaceful. 

All  her  a(Tc(ftions,  like  the  dews  on  Rofes, 

Fair  as  the  flowers  themfclves : as  fweet  and  gentle : 

How  would  you  have  thefe  meet  ? 

Al^.  Abed,  abed,  Sir; 

Let  her  be  the  fairefl:  Rofe,  and  the  fweetelb. 

Yet  1 know  this  fair  Rofe  mud  have  her  prickles ; 

I grant  ye  Roderigo  is  an  out  Law. 

An  cafie  corapofition  calls  him  in  again. 

He  is  a valiant  man,  and  he  is  a rich  minj 
And  loves  the  fool : a little  rough  by  cuftom ; 

She’l  like  him  ten  times  better.  She’l  doat  upon  him, 

If  ere  they  come  to  grapling,  run  mad  for  him  ^ 

But  there  is  another  in  the  wind,  fome  Cafcrel 
That  hovers  over  her,  and  dares  her  daily. 

Some  flickring  (lave. 

Cur.  I dare  not  think  To  poorly. 

A'f.  Something  there  is,  and  mufl  be : blit  I (hall  feent  it 
And  hunt  it  narrowly. 

Seb.  1 never  faw  her  yet 
Make  offer  at  the  lead  glance  of  affedion, 

But  dill  fo  moded,  wile 

c^lp.  They  are  wife  to  gtill  us. 

There  was  a fellow,  old  Ferando's  fon, ' 

I mudeonfefs  handfome,  but  my  enemy. 

And  the  whole  family  I hate ; young  Pearoy 
That  fellow  I have  feen  her  gaze  upon. 

And  turn,  and  gaze  again,  and  make  fuch  offers. 

As  if  (he  would  (hoot  her  eyes  like  Meteors  at  him; 

But  that  caufe  dands  removed. 

Cur.  You  need  not  doubt  him. 

For  long  fince  as  ’twas  thought  on  a griev’d  Confcience, 

He  left  his  Father,  and  his  Friends : more  pity ; 

For  truth  reports  he  was  a noble  Gentleman. 

Alp.  Let  him  be  what  he  will : he  was  a,  beggar. 

And  there  I’le  leave  him. 

Seb.  The  more  the  Court  mud  anfwer  *, 

But  certainly  I think,  though  (he  might  favour  him^ 

And  love  his  goodnefs,  as  he  was  an  honed  man ; 

She  never  with  loofeeyes  duck  on  his  perfon. 

Alp.  She  is  fo  full  of  Confcience  too,  and  charity. 

And  outward  holinefs,  fhe  will  undo  me ; 

Relieves  more  Beggars,  than  an  Hofpital ; 

Evter  Alinda,  and  Juletta. 

And  all  poor  Rogues,  that  can  but  fay  their  prayers. 

And  tune  their  pipes  to  Lamentations, 

She  thinks  (he  is  bound  to  dance  to : good  morrow  to  you, 
And  that’s  as  ye  deferve  too : you  know  my  mind. 

And  dudy  to  obferve  it : do  it  cheerfully. 

And  readily,  and  home. 

AUn.  I (hall  obey  ye. 

But,  noble  Sir.  ' 

(LyAlp.  Come,  come,  away  with  your  flatteries. 

And  your  fine  phrafes. 


Cur.  Pray  yc  be  gentle  to  her. 

Alp.  I know 'cm',  and  know  your  feats ; if  you  will  find  me 
Noble  and  loving,  feck  me  in  your  duty. 

You  know  1 am  too  indulgent. 

Seb.  Alas,  poor  Lady. 

ty^lp.  To  your  devotions : I take  no  good  thing  from  you. 
Come  Gcnilemcn  ; leave  pitying,  and  moaning  ofher 
And  praifing  ofher vertnes:  and  her  whim-whams, 

It  makes  her  proud,  and  durdy. 

Seb.  Cur.  Good  hours  wait  on  yc.  [ifxeunt. 

Alin.  I thank  ye.  Gentlemen  ; 1 want  fuch  comforts  .• 

1 would  thank  you  too  Father : but  your  cruelty 
Hath  almod  made  me  fenlelefs  of  my  duty, 

Yet  dill  I mud  know : would  1 had  known  nothing. 

What  Poor  attend  my  charity  to  day,  wench  ? 

Jul.  Of  all  forts.  Madam  ^ your  open  handed  bounty 
Make’s  ’em  flock  every  hour ; (cme  worth  your  pity. 

But  others  that  have  made  a trade  of  begging. 

Alin.  Wench,  if  they  ask  it  truly,  I mud  give  it; 

It  takes  away  the  holy  ule  of  charity 
To  examine  wants. 

Ju'.  I would  you  would  be  merry  : 

A cheerful  giving  hand,  as  I think,  Madam, 

Requires  a heart  as  chearful. 

Aim.  Alas  Julettay 

What  is  there  to  be  i^ierry  at  ? what  joy  now, 

Unlefs  we  fool  our  own  afffiedions. 

And  make  them  fhew  ridiculous? 

Jul.  Sure,  Madam, 

You  could  not  feem  thus  ferious,  if  you  were  married', 

Thus  fad,  and  full  of  thoughts. 

Alin.  Married  ? to  whom,  wench  ? 

Thou  thinkd  if  there  be  a young  handfome  fellow, 

Asthofe  are  plentiful,  our  cares  are  quenched  then. 

Jul.  Madam,  I think  a ludy  handfome  fellow 
Ifhebekind,  and  loving,  and  a right  one. 

Is  even  as  good  a Pill,  to  purge  this  melancholy, 

As  ever  Galen  gave,  I am  fure  more  natural : 

And  merrier  for  the  heart,  than  Wine  and  SalTron  ; 
Madam,  wanton  youth  is  fuch  a Cataplafme. 

Alin.  Who  has  been  thy  Tutor,  Wench.? 

Jul.  Even  my  own  thoughts,  Lady : 

For  though  I be  bar’d  the  liberty  of  talking, 

Yet  I can  think  unhappily,  and  as  near  the  mark.  Madam, 
’Faith,  marry,  and  be  merry. 

Aim.  Who  will  have  me  ? 

Who  will  be  troubled  with  a pettifli  Girl .? 

It  may  be  proud,  and  to  that  vice  expenceful  ? 

Who  can  alTure  himfelf,  I (hall  live  boned .? 

Jul.  Let  every  man  take  his  fortune. 

Aim.  And  o’  my  Confcience 
If  once  I grow  to  breeding,  a whole  Kingdom 
Will  not  contain  my  dock. 

Jul.  The  more  the  merrier ; 

’Tis  brave  to  be  a mother  of  new  Nations. 

Alin.  Why,  I (hould  bury  a hundred  Husbands. 

Jul.  ’Tis  no  matter ! 

As  long  as  ye  leave  fufficient  men  to  dock  ye. 

Aim.  Is  this  thy  mirth  ? are  thefe  the  joyes  of  marriage  ? 
Away  light-headed  fool ; are  thefe  contentments .? 

If  I could  find  a man 

Jul.  You  may  a thoufand. 

Alin.  Meer  men  I know  I may  .•  and  there  a Woman 
Has  liberty,  (at  lead  (he’l  venture  for  it) 

To  be  a monder  and  become  the  time  too  •, 

But  to  enjoy  a man,  from  whofe  example 
(As  from  a compafs)  we  may  deer  our  fortunes, 
Ouradlions,  and  our  age:,  and  fafe  arrive  at 
A memory  that  (hall  become  our  aflies, 

Such  things  are  few,  and  far  to  feek^  to  find  one  ^ 

That  can  but  rightly  mannage  the  wild  bead-  Woman, 

And  fweetly  govern  with  her.  But  no  more  ofthis,  Wench, 

’Tis  not  for  thy  dilcourfe : Let’s  in,  and  fee 

What  poor  affliided  wait  our  charity.  , \Exemt. 


i 514  Tbe  <Pilg  rim. 


: S C E N E II. 

F tey  . I Fortn\,  ^Bc^gcr.’^  Pedro,  and  a.  Pilgrim. 

^ fi7r.  Stand  otV,  and  keep  \ our  ranks:  twenty  foot  further : 
T aere  ioiil'e  you:  klves  with  real'on  and  diferetion. 

’ I'hc  Sun  Ihines  w arm  : the  farther  Hill  the  better, 

! Your  bcafis  will  bolt  anon,  aiul  then  ’tis  dangerous. 

‘ i Br.j.  Heaven  blefs  our  Milhis. 

I 

'/'t-r.  Docs  the  crack  go  that  way 
Twill  l>e  o’rh’ other  fide  anon. 

; - Bfg.  Pray  ye  friend.  (coat 

/'(ir.Voui  friend.^and  why  your  friend?  why  goodmanturn- 
W’hat  dolt  thou  fee  within  me,  or  without  me. 

Or  what  itch  dolt  thou  know  upon  me,  tell  me, 

Tiiat  I ihouKl  be  thy  friend  > what  do  I look  like 
Any  of  thy  acquaintance  hung  in  Gibbets  ? 

' Halt  tiiou  any  Friends,  Kindred,  or  Alliance, 

Or  anv  hig  ier  ambition,  than  an  Alms- basket  ? 

; 2 Bg.  I would  be  your  v\orfliips  friend. 

] P(?/-.^So  ye  lhall.  Sirrah, 

When  1 quarter  the  fame  loufe  with  ye. 

I 3 Big.  ’ fis  twelve  0’ clock. 

' yV.T'isever  lb  with  thce,when  thou  halt  done  fcratching, 
; For  that  provokes  thy  Itomach  to  ring  noon-, 

•.  O the  inhnite  Seas  of  Porridge  thou  haft  fwallow’d ! 

■ .And  ycr  thou  lookltas  if  they  had  been  but  Gly  Iters*, 
i Thou  feedft  abundance, thou  hadlt  need  of  fuftenance  3 
! Alms  do  you  call  it  to  relieve  thefe  Rafcals? 

Fnter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  Seberto. 

I Nothing  but  a general  rot  of  Ihecp  can  fatisfie  ’em. 

; ^/p.  Did  not  I tell  you,  how  (he  would  undo  me  ? 

I kVhat  Marts  of  Rogues,  andBeggers? 
j Scb.  Tis  charity 

! Methinks,  you  are  bound  to  love  her  for 

[ Jlp.  Yes,  1 warrant  ye, 

! 1 f men  could  fale  to  Heaven  in  Porridge-pots,  (make  ? 
ith  malts  of  Beef,  and  Mutton,  what  a Voyage  fhould  I 
What  are  all  thefe  ? 

I Beg.  Poor  people,  and ’t  like  your  worlhip. 

I Beg.  Wretched  poor  people. 

3 Beg.  Very  hungry  people. 
yllp.  And  very  Loufy. 

! ‘^Beg.  Yes  forfooth,  lb,  lb. 

For.  rie  undertake  five  hundred  head  about  ’em, 

.And  that’s  no  needy  Grafier. 

Mp.  What  are  you 

PU.  Strangers  that  come  to  wonder  at  your  charity, 

Yet  people  poor  enough  to  beg  a bleffing. 

' Cnr.  life  them  with  favour,  Sir,  their  fhews  are  reverent, 
It  fee  ms  yc  are  holy  Pilgrims  ? 

•'Fit.  Ye  guefs  right,  Sir, 

And  bound  far  off,  to  offer  our  devotions. 

yilp.  What  make  ye  this  way?  we  keep  no  Rcliques  here. 
Nor  holy  Shrines. 

Ptl.  The  holicH:  we  ere  heard  of-, 

Yc  keep  a living  monument  of  goodnefs, 

A Daughter  of  that  pious  excellence, 

The  very  Shrines  of  Saints  link  at  her  vertucs, 

I And  fwear  they  cannot  hold  pace  with  her  pieties, 

V\'c  come  to  fee  this  Early  : not  with  prophane  eyes, 

‘ Nor  wanton  bloods,  to  doat  upon  her  beauties, 

, But  through  our  tedious  wayes  to  beg  her  bleflings. 

‘ A'p.  This  is  a new  way  ol  begging,  and  a neat  one, 

And  this  cries  meny  for  reward,  good  (lore  too ; 

I Tnc-fccommendations  beg  not  with  bag,  and  bottle; 

; Weil,  well,  the  Sainting  of  this  Woman,  Gentlemen, 

' I know  what  it  mull  come  to  ; thefe  Women  Saints 
j Are  p’aguy  heavy  Saints : they  out  weigh  a he-faint 
I Thr  .-c  thoofand  thick ; I know:  1 fee). 

I Scb.  Ye  arc  more  afraid  than  hurt,  Sir. 
i y4lp.  Have  you  your  commendations  ready  too  ? 
i H.  bows,  and  nods. 


Oir.  A handfome  well  built  perfon. 

^/p.  What  Country-craver  are  you?  nothing  but  motion? 
Apuppet  Pilgrim .? 

Ptl.  He’s  a Itranger,  Sir  3 
This  four  days  I have  Travei’d  in  his  Company, 

But  little  of  his  bufinefs,  or  his  Language 
As  yet  1 have  underftood. 

Seb.  Both  young  and  handfome, 

Only  the  Sun  has  been  too  faucy  with  him.  (blefling 

^/p.  Would  ye  have  mony,  Sir,  or  meat?  what  kind  of 
Does  your  devotion  look  for  ? Still  more  ducking  ? 

Be  there  any  Saints,  that  underftand  by  figns  only  ? 

More  niotion  yet?  this  is  theprettiell Pilgrim^ 

The  pink  of  Pilgrims : I’lebeforyc,  Sir  3 

Do  ye  difeourfe  with  figns  ? ye  are  heartily  welcome : 

A poor  viaticum  3 very  good  gold,  Sir : 

But  holy  men  afiecTa  better  treafure. 

I kept  it  for  your  goodnefs,  but  ne’rthelefs 
Since  it  can  prove  but  burthenfome  to  your  holinels, 

And  that  you  afled  light  prayer,  fit  for  carriage, 
rie  put  this  up  again. 

Car.  Ye  are  too  unreverent. 

y4lp.  Ye  talk  too  broad  ! mult  I give  way,  and  wealth  too 
To  every  toy,  that  carries  a grave  feeming  ? 

Mult  my  good  Angels  wait  on  him  if  the  proud  hilding 
Would  yield  but  to  my  will,  and  know  her  duty 
I know  what  I would  fuller. 

Seb.  Good  Sir,  be  patient. 

The  wrongs  ye  do  thefe  men,  may  light  on  you. 

Too  heavy  too : and  then  you  will  wilh  you  had  faid  lefs  3 
A comely  and  fweet  ufage  becomes  Itrangers. 

.^Ip.  We  lhall  have  half  the  Kingdom  Itrangers  Ihortly, 
And  this  fond  prodigality  be  fuller’d  3 
But  I mult  be  an  Afs,  fee  ’em  relieved,  firrah  3 
If  I were  young  again,  I would  fooner  get  Bear-whelps, 
Andfafertoo,  than  any  of  thefe  Ihe-faints, 

But  1 will  break  her. 

Cur.  Such  a face  for  certain. 

Seb.  Me  thinks  I have  feen  it  too ; but  we  are  cozen’d ; 
But  fair  befal  thee  Pilgrim,  thou  looklt  lovely.  ^Exit. 
For.  Will  ye  troop  up,  ye  Porridge  Regiment  ? 

Enter  Alinda,  and  Juletta. 

Captain  Poors  quarter  will  ye  move.? 

<L/Flin.  Ye  dull  Knave, 

Are  not  thefe  wretches  ferved  yet .? 

Beg.  ’Blels  my  Miltris. 

iyFlin.  Do  you  make  fport,  Sir,  with  their  mileries  ? 

Ye  droufie  Rogue. 

Par.  They  are  too  high  fed,  Madam, 
Theirltomachsarea  fleepyet. 

udlm.  Ser  ve  ’em  plentifully. 

Or  rie  ferve  you  out  next : even  out  0’ doors,  firrah; 

And  ferve  ’em  quickly  too. 

Beg.  Heaven  bids  the  Lady. 

.j^lin.  Blefs  the  good  end  I mean  it  for. 

Jul.  I would  I knew  it: 

If  it  be  for  any  mans  fake,  fie  cry  Amen  too. 

Well,  Madam,  ye  have  even  as  pretty  a port  of  Penfioners. 

Alin.  Vain  glory  would  feck  more,  and  handlbmer. 

But  1 appeal  to  vertue  what  my  end  is  3 Q£.v.  Beggeru 

What  men  arc  thefe  ? 

Jul.  It  feems  they  are  holy  Pilgrims ; 

That  handfome  youth  Ihould  fulfer  fuch  a penance. 

Would  I were  even  the  Saint  they  make  their  vowes  to,- 
How  eafily  I would  grant ! 

Ttl.  Heavens  grace  in  wheel  ye : 

And  all  good  thoughts,  and  prayers  dwell  about  ye, 
Abundance  be  your  friend  3 and  holy  charity 
Be  ever  at  your  hand  to  crown  ye  glorious. 

Ain.  I thank  ye.  Sir ; peace  guide  your  travels  too. 

And  what  you  wilh  for  moll,  end  all  your  troubles  3 

Remember  me  by  this  -.  and  in  your  prayers 

When  your  ftrong  heart  melts,  meditate  my  poor  fortunes. 
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/•V.  All  my  Devotions  wait  upon  yom  I'crvice. 

Aim.  Arc  you  of  tliis Country,  Sir? 

PU.  Yes,  worthidt  Lady, 

But  far  oH'  bred  \ my  Fortunes  farther  from  me. 

Aim.  Gentle,  I dare  believe. 

Ptl.  1 have  liv’d  freer. 

Aim.  1 am  no  inquilitor,  that  were  too  curious  *, 
Whatever  Vow,  or  Penance  pulls  you  on,  Sir^ 

Confciencc,  or  Love,  or  ftubborn  Difobcdience, 

The  Saint  ye  kneel  to,  hear,  andeale  your  travels. 

Ptl.  Yours  ne’r  begin-,  and  thus  I feal  my  Prayers. 

{Exit. 

Aim.  How  condantly  this  man  looks  ? how  he  fighs  ? 
Some  great  afflidion  hatches  his  Devotions, 

Right  holy  Sir,  how  young,  and  fweet  he  fufiers  ? 

Jul.  Would  1 might  lufTer  with  him. 

Aim.  He  turns  from  us  ; 

Alas,  he  weeps  too  -,  fomething  prefles  him 
He  would  reveal,  but  dare  not  Sir,  be  comforted, 

Ye  come  for  that ; and  take  it  ^ if  it  be  want,  Sir, 

Tome  ye  appear  fo  worthy  of  relieving, 

lam  your  Steward Speak,  and  take*,  he’s  dumb  flill  ^ 

Now  as  I have  a faith,  this  man  fo  ftirs  me. 

His  moddly  makes  me  afraid  I have  trefpafled. 

JhI.  Would  he  wou’d  ftir  me  too,  I like  his  ihape  well. 

i^lm.  May  be  he  would  fpeak  alone  *,  go  off^  jHletttty 
Afflicted  hearts  fear  their  own  motions.  ' 

Be  not  far  olf. 

JhL  Would  1 were  nearer  to  him, 

A young  Imug  handfom  holinefs  has  no  fellow.  {Exit. 

Al.  Why  do  you  grieve  ? do  you  find  your  penance  (harp  ? 
Or  are  the  vows  ye’ve  made  too  mighty  for  ye  ? 

Does  not  the  World  allure  ye  to  look  back. 

And  forrow  for  the  fweet  time  ye  have  loft  ? 

Ye  are  young,  and  fair  i be  not  deluded.  Sir, 

A manly  made-up  heart  contemns  thefe  ftiadows. 

And  yours  appear  no  lefs,  griefs  for  your  fears, 

For  hours  ill-fpent,  for  wrongs  done  rafh,  and  rudely, 

For  foul  contempts,  for  faiths  ill  violated. 

Become  fears  well  *,  I dare  not  task  your  goodnefs ; 

And  then  a forrow  fhews  in  his  true 'glory, 

W’hen  the  whole  heart  is  excellently  forty, 

I pray  ye  be  comforted.  ' 

Ped.  lam,  dear  Lady, 

And  fuch  a comfort  ye  have  caft  upon  me,  ' - ' 

That  though  I ftruggle  with  mine  own  calimities 
Too  mighty,  and  too  many  for  my  mannage. 

And  though,  like  angry  waves,  they  curl’d  upon  me, 
Contending  proudly  who  fbould  firft  devour  me. 

Yet  I would  ftem  their  danger. 

AUn.  He  fpeaks  nobly  *,  ‘\ 

What  do  you  want.^* 

Ped.  All  that  can  make  me  happy 
I want  my  felf. 

^yiltn.  Your  felf?  who  rob’d  ye.  Pilgrim  ? 

Why  does  he  look  fo  conftantly  upon  me  ? 

/ wunt  my  felfy  indeed,  ye  holy  Wanderers 
Are  faid  to  leek  much,  but  to  feekyour  felves — . 

Ped.  I feek  my  felf,  and  am  but  my  felfs  fhadow, 

’Have  loft  my  felf ; and  now  am  not  fo  noble. 

Aim.  I feek^my  felf ; fomething  I yet  remember 
That  bears  that  Motto*,  ’tisnothe,  he’s  younger. 

And  far  more  tender i,  for  that  felf-fake  (Pilgrim) 

Be  who  it  will,  take  this. 

Ped.  Your  hand  1 dare  take, 

Thatbefarfrom  me.  Lady,  thus  I kifs  it,* 

And  thus  I blefs  it  too  'Beconfiant  fair  fitll. 

Be  goody  and  live  to  be  a great  example. 

Alin.  One  word  more  (Pilgrim)  has  amaz’d  me  ftrang- 
Be  confiam  fair  ft  til  ’tis  the  Pofie  here  i,  fly, 

Aftd  hei'c  without.  Be  ooody  he  wept  to  fee  me.  Jnktta. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jul.  Madam. 

ty^lin.  Take  this  Key,  and  fetch  me 
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I The  marygold-Jcwcl  that  lies  in  my  little  Cabinet 
1 think ’tis  that*,  what  eyes  had  1 to  mifshim  ? {Ex.  Jul. 

0 me,  what  thoughts?  he  had  no  beard  then,  and 
As  1 remember  well,  he  was  more  ruddy. 

Enter  Juletta. 

If  this  be  he,  he  has  a manly  face  yeti 
A goodly  lliape. 

Jul.  Here  Madam. 
tAiin.  Let  me  fee  it  *, 

’Tis  fo  true,  it  mull  be  he,  or  nothing, 

He  Ipakc  the  words  juft  as  they  Hand  engraven  here; 

1 feek  my  felf,  and  am  but  my  felfs  Ibadow  ; 

Alas,  poor  man ! didft  thou  not  meet  him,  Juletta  f 
The  Pilgrim,  Wench  ? 

Jul.  He  went  by  long  ago,  Madam. 

AUn.  I forgot  to  give  him  fomething. 

Jul.  ’Twas  ill  done,  Lady; 

For  o’  my  troth,  he  is  the  handfomeft  man 
I fawthis  many  a day  *,  would  he  had  all  my  wealth, 

And  me  to  boot  *,  what  ails  flie  to  grow  fo  fullen  ? 

Alin.  Come,  I forgot,  but  I will  recompence  it. 

{£.veunt. 


Seemdus.  Seem  ^rma. 

Enter  Aiphonfo,  Curio,  Seberto,  Juletta, 

Porter,  and  Servants. 

(folve  me*, 

Alph./^A  N file  flip  through  a Cat-hole  ? tell  me  that  *,  re- 
Can  Ihe  flye  in  the  air  ? is  fhe  a thing  invifible  ? 
Gone,  and  none  know  it ! 

Seb.  You  amaze  your  fervants.  fing, 

Afh.  Some  pelting  Rogue  has  watcht  her  hour  of  itch- 
And  claw’d  her,  claw’d  her,  do  you  mark  me  ? claw’d  her  *, 
Some  that  1 fofter  up. 

Cur.  They  are  all  here,  Sir. 

Alph.  Let  ’em  be  where  they  will,  they  are  arrant  Rafcals, 
And  by  this  hand.  I’ll  hang  all. 

Seb.  Deal  calmly; 

You  will  not  give  ’em  time  to  anfwer  ye. 

Al.  I’ll  choak  ’em,  famifh  'em,  what  fay  you,  Wagtail  ? 
You  knew  her  mind  ; you  were  of  counfel  with  her. 

Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true. 

Cur.  Ask  with  diferetion. 

Alph.  Diferetion?  hang  diferetion,  hang  ye  ail  *. 

Let  me  know  w'here  Ihe  is. 

Jul.  Would  you  know  o’  me.  Sir? 

Al.  O’  thee.  Sir  ? 1,  o’  thee,Sir*,  what  art  thou  Sir? 

Jul.  Her  woman, Sir, and’t  like  your  Worlhip,Sir, 

Alph.  Her  Bawd,  her  Fiddle-ftick ; 

Her  Lady-fairy,  to  oyl  the  doors  o’  nights. 

That  they  may  open  with  diferetion, 

HerGin,  her  Nut  Crack. 

Jul.  ’Tis  very  well.  Sir.  (ble  i 

Alph.  Thou  lyeft;  ’tis  damnable  ill,  ’tis  moll  abomina- 
Will  yeconfefs  (Thing  ^) 

Jul.  Say  I were  guilty.  Sir  \ 

I would  be  hang’d  b^efore  I would  confefs  *, 

Is  this  a World  to  confefs  in  ? 

Cur.  Dealdiredlly. 

Jul.  Yes,  if  my  matter  lye  diredt  before  me  j 
But  when  I am  forc’d,  and  ferretted. 

Alph.  Tell  me  the  truth. 

And  as  I live.  I’ll  give  thee  a new  Petticoat. 

Jul.  And  you  would  give  me  ten,  I would  not  tell  ye, 
Truths  bear  a greater  price  than  you  are  aware  of. 

Seb.  Deal  modeftly. 

Jul.  I do  not  pluck  my  Cloaths  up, 

Al.  What  lay  you.  Sirrah  ? you  ?.or  you?  are  ye  dumb  all? 
Port.  I faw  her  laft  night,  and’t  lhall  like  your  Worfhip, 
When  I fer  v’d  in  her  Livery. 

Alph  \ 
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Ai\h.  What’s  that,  Sirrah? 

Fort.  Her  Chamber-pot,  and’tplcafe  you. 

Seb.  A new  Livery. 

Where  lay  Ihe  ? who  lay  with  her  ? 

Port.  Intrurh,  not  Sir*, 

I lav  with  my  fellow  Frederick,  In  the  flea-Chamber, 

.^nd't  lise  your  W^orHiip,  we  are  almoft  worried. 
jul.  I left  her  by  her  Idf,  in  her  own  Clofet, 
j .\nd  there  1 thought  Ihe  had  llept. 
i ^hh.  W^hy  lay  you  from  her  ? 

J.t).  It  was  her  will  1 fhould  ; flie  is  my  Miftrifs, 

And  my  part  is  obedience. 
yllph.  Were  all  the  doors  lock’d  ? 

Port.  All  mine. 

Ser.  And  mine  ; (he  could  not  get  out  thofe  ways 
Unlefs  fhe  leapt  the  walls  •,  and  thofe  are  higher 
Than  any  Womans  courage  dare  afpire  at. 

.■ilph.  Come,  you  mull  know. 

Cir.  Conceal  it  not,  but  deal  plain. 

Jul.  If  I did  know,  and  her  truft  lay  upon  me. 

Not  all  your  angers  nor  your  flatteries 

Should  make  me  fpeak,  but  having  no  more  intcrefl: 

Than  I may  w^ell  deliver  to  the  air, 

I'll  tell  ye  what  I know,  and  tell  it  liberally, 

I think  (he  is  gone,  bccaufe  we  cannot  find  her; 

I think  Ihe  is  weary  of  your  tyranny, 

And  therefore  gone  •,  may  be  flie  is  in  love  ; 

May  be  in  love,  where  you  fliow  no  great  liking. 

And  therefore  gone  i May  be  fome  point  of  Confciencc, 
Or  vow’d  Devotion. 

yUph.  Thcfe  are  nothing,  minion  *, 

V'ou  that  can  aim  at  thefe,  mufl;  know  the  truth  too. 

Jitl  Any  more  truth  than  this  if  1 know,  hang  me, 

Or  w here  to  fearch  for  it,  if  I make  a lye 
To  gain  your  love,  and  envy  my  beft  Miftrifs, 

, Pin  me  againfta  wall  with  my  heels  upward, 
yilph.  Out  of  my  doois. 

Jul.  That’s  all  ray  poor  petition  •, 

For  if  your  houfe  were  Gold,  and  Ihe  not  in  it. 

Sir,  I ihould  count  it  'out  a Cage  to  whiftlc  in. 
i^lph.  Whore,  if  Ihe  be  above  ground,  I will  have  her. 
Jul.  I would  live  in  a Coal  pit  then,  werel  yourdaugh. 
Seb.  Certain  Ihe  does  not  know.  Sir.  (ter. 

Alph.  Hang  her,  hang  her ; 

She  knows  too  much  •,  fearch  all  the  houfe,  allcomers, 
And  where  ’tis  polfible  Ihe  may  go  out,  [_Ex.  Savants. 
If  I do  find  your  tricks. 

Jul.  Reward  me  for  ’em. 

Or  if  1 had  fuch  tricks,  you  could  difeover 

So  weak,  and  lleightly  woven,  you  might  look  through. 

All  the  young  Girls  Ihould  hoot  me  out  o’  th’  Parilli  j 
You  are  my  Mailer,  but  you  own  an  anger 
Becomes  a School  Boy  that  hath  loft  his  Apples  •, 

Will  ye  force  things  into  our  knowledges  ? 

Alph.  Come  hither,  JuUtta,  thou  didft  love  me. 

Jul.  And  do  Hill  , 

You  are  my  Ladies  Father,  and  1 reverence  ye. 
zAlph.  Thou  would’ft  have  pleas’d  my  humour. 

Jul.  Any  good  way. 

That  carried  not  fufpicion  in’t , or  flattery. 

Or  fail  of  truft. 

Alph.  Come,  come,  thou  would  ft  have 

Jul.  Stay,  Sir. 

Alph.  And  thou  haft  felt  my  bounty  for’t,  and  lhalt  do. 

{ Doll  thou  want  Cloaths  or  Money  ? 

I Jul.  Both. 

Alph.  ’Shalt  have  both. 

i Jul.  But  not  this  way,  1 had  rather  be  an  Adamite, 

‘ And  bring  Fig-tree  leaves  into  falhion  again. 

If  you  were  young.  Sir, 

I Handfome,  and  fitted  to  a Womans  appetite^ 

And  I a giddy-headed  Girl,  that  car’d  for  nothing. 

Much  might  be  done  •,  then  you  might  fumble  with  me. 
And  think  to  grope  out  matters  of  fome  moment. 


Which  now  you  will  put  too  Ihort  for  •, 

For  what  you  have  feen  hitherto, 

And  know  by  me,  has  been  but  honeft  fervice. 

Which  I dare  pin  i’tlT  market-place  to  anfwer  ^ 

And  let  the  World, theFlelh,  and  Devil  examine  it. 

And  come  you  in  too,  I dare  Hand  your  ftridleft.  ’ 

And  fo  much  good  may  do  you,  with  your  dreams  of  cour- 
Alph.  This  is  moll  monftrous.  (tefie 

Enter  Porter,  and  Servants. 

Seb.  Sure  Ihe  does  not  know,  Sir^ 

She  durft  not  be  fo  confident,  and  guilty.  (covered  ? 

Alph.  How  now,  what  news?  what  hopes  and  fteps dif- 
^cakany  thing  that’s  good,  that  tends  to  th’  matter  i 
Do  you  ftand  Haring  ftill  ? 

1 Serv.  We  are  no  gods.  Sir, 

To  fay  Ihe  is  here  or  there,  or  what  Ihe  is  doing  ; 

But  we  have  fearch’d. 

Port.  I am  fure  Ihe  is  not  i’th’  Cellar  •, 

For  look  you,  Sir,  if  Ihe  had  been  i’th’  Cellar 

Alph.  I am  fure  thou  haft  been  there. 

^ Port.  As  I carried  the  matter. 

For  I learch’d  every  piece  of  Wine;  yes  fure.  Sir, 

And  every  little  Terfe,  that  could  but  teftifie  j 
And  I drew  hard  to  bolt  her  out. 

Alph.  Away  with  him; 

Fling  him  i’th’  Hay  mow,  let  him  lye  a mellowingj 
He  Itinks  of  Muskadel  like  an  EngUjh  Chrifimas-, 

Are  thefe  your  cares  ? your  fervices  ? 

2 Serv.  Pray  ye  hear.  Sir, 

Wc  have  found  where  Ihe  went  out,  her  very  footing. 

Alph.  Where,  where?  goon. 

Cur.  Obferve  then  with  more  ftayednefs. 

2 Ser.  Searching  the  Garden  at  the  little  Poflern 
That  opens  to  the  Park,  we  firft  difeovered  it. 

Alph.  A little  foot? 

I Serv.  Itmuft  be  hers,  or  none.  Sir. 

Alph.  How  far  beyond  that  ? 

I Serv.  To  the  Park  it  leads  us, 

But  there  the  ground  being  hard,  we*  could  not  mark  it. 

Alph.  She  always  kept  that  Key ; 1 was  a Coxcomb, 

A Fool,  an  Als,  to  give  a Girl  that  liberty^ 

Saddle  my  Hol  ies,  Rogues,  ye  drunken  Varlets^ 
Yourpreciousdiligence  lies  in  Pint- pots. 

Your  Brains  in  Butts,  my  Horfes^  ye  pin-Buttocks. 

You’ll  bear  me  Company  ? 

Seb.  We  dare  not  leave  ye, 

Unlefs  we  found  a quieter  foul  within  ye. 

Car,  If  we  may  do  the  Lady  any  fervice. 

Sweet,  gentle  Soul. 

Alph.  1 fay  again,  my  horfes. 

Are  ye  fo  hot  ? have  ye  your  private  Pilgrimages? 

Mull  ye  be  jumping,  Joan.?  I’ll  wander  with  ye*, 

I’ll  jump  ye,  and  I’ll  juggle  ye,  my  horfes^ 

And  keep  me  this  young  Lirry-poop  within  doors, 

I will  difeover.  Dame. 

Jul.  ’Tis  fit  you  Ihould,  Sir, 

If  ye  knew  what ; well  Love,  if  thou  beeft  with  her. 

Or  what  power  clfe  that  arms  her  refolution, 

Condu(ft  her  fair,  and  keep  her  from  this  mad-man, 

Dired  her  to  her  wilhes  ^ dwell  about  her. 

That  no  dilhonourable  end  o’rtake  her. 

Danger,  or  want^  and  let  me  try  my  fortune. 

Alph.  You  know  the  place  we  meet  in  ? 

Sen.  We  lhall  hit  it. 

Alph.  And  as  ye  are  honeft  Gentlemen,  endeavour. 

Cur.  We’l  fearch  the  belt  we  can  y if  flic  light  in  our  hands. 
Alph.  I’ll  tye  her  to  the  horfe-tail. 

Seb.  We  know  how  to  ufe  her. 

But  not  your  way,  for  all  your  ftate. 

Alph.  Make  hafee  there  *,  (Damfel, 

And  get  you  in,  and  look  to  th’  houfe.  If  you  ftir  out. 
Or  fet  a foot  any  new  motion  this  way, 

When  I come  home  (which  will  befuddenly) 
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You  know  my  mind  •,  if  you  do  play  the  Rafea), 

! I have  my  eyes  and  cars  in  lundry  places. 

If  ye  do  prauncc. 

Jnl.  I lhall  do  that  that’s  fir,  Sir  ^ 

And  fit  to  crofs  your  fooleries ; I’ll  fail  elfe  .• 

And  fo  I’ll  to  my  Chamber.  {Exit, 

yilph.  To  your  Prayers, 

And  leave  yourfiubborn  tricks',  (lie  is  not  far  yet, 

She  cannot  be,  and  we  dividing  fuddenly. 

Keep  her  from  thy  hands,  Ibefeech. 
yilph.  Our  horfes  ^ 

Come  chear fully.  I’ll  teach  her  to  run  gadding,  {Sxemt. 
SCENE  II. 

Enter  Roderigo,  and  four  Ont-Laws. 

1 Out  law.  Captain,  y’are  not  merry. 

Rod.  We  get  nothing, 

We  have  no  fport ; whoring  and  drinking  Ipoils  us, 

We  keep  no  Guards. 

2 Out  law.  There  come  no  Paflengers, 

Merchants,  nor  Gentlemen,  nor  whofoever. 

But  we  have  tribute. 

‘Rod.  And  whilft  we  (pend  that  idlely, 

We  Jet  thole  pafs  that  carry  the  bell  purchafe. 

I’ll  have  all  fearch’d,  and  brought  in:  Rogues,  and  Beggars, 
Have  got  the  trick  now  to  become  Bank-mafters. ' 

I’ll  have  none  fcape  •,  only  my  friends  and  neighbours. 

That  may  deliver  to  the  King  my  innocence  •, 

Thole  I would  have  regarded  ^ ’tis  policy. 

But  otherwife  nor  gravities,  nor  (hadows. 

Appear  they  how  they  will,  they  may  have  purfes. 

For  they  lhall  pay. 

3 Out  law.  You  fpeak  now  like  a Captain. 

And  if  we  fpare,  fley  us,  and  coin  our  CalTocks, 

Will  yelookblith? 

Rod.  You  hear  no  preparation 
The  King  intends  againft  us  yet  ? 

4 Out-law.  Not  a word.  Sir, 

Good  man,  he’s  troubled  with  matter  of  more  moment, 
Hammings  of  higher  nature  vex  his  brains.  Sir, 

Do  not  we  fee  his  Garrifons  ? 

Rod.  Who  are  out  now  ? (llirring 

4  Out-law.  Good  fellows.  Sir,  that  if  there  be  any  purchafe 
Will  ftrike  it  dead  ^ faijuesy  and  Lopez.y  Lads, 

That  know  their  Quarters,  as  they  know  their  Knapfacks 
And  will  not  off 

Rod.  Where  is  the  Boy  ye  brought  me? 

A pretty  Lad,  and  of  a quick  capacity. 

And  bred  up  neatly. 

1 Out- law.  He’s  within  at  meat.  Sir, 

The  Knave  is  hungry,  yet  he  feafonsall 

He  eats  or  drinks  with  many  tears  and  llghings. 

The  faddeft  appetite  I ever  lookt  on  *,  , 

The  Boy  is  young,  ’tisfear,  and  want  of  company. 

He  knows,  and  loves  •,  ufe  him  not  rough,  and  harlhly. 

He  will  be  quickly  bold  \ I’ll  entertain  him  •, 

I want  a pretty  Boy  to  wait  upon  me. 

And  when  I am  fad  or  lleepy,  to  prate  to  me  ; 

Befides  there’s  fomething  in  his  face  I like  well. 

And  Hill  the  more  I look,  more  like;  let  him  want  nothing. 
And  ufe  him  gently,  all. 

2 Out-law.  Here’s  a fmall  Box,  Sir, 

We  took  about  him,  which  he  griev’d  to  part  with. 

May  be  fome  Wealth. 

Rod.  Alas,  fome  little  money 
The  poor  Knave  carried  to  defray  his  lodgings. 

I’ll  give  it  him  again,  and  add  unto  it. 

’T were  fin  to  open  fuch  a petty  purchafe, 

Lopez,  Jaques  wVfo  Pedro.  (diers? 

How  now,  who  is  this?  what  have  you  brought  me,  Soul. 

Lop.  We  know  not  well,  what  a llrange  Having  fellow, 
Sullen  enough  I am  fure. 
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'Rod.  Where  took  yc  him  ? 

Jac],  Upon  the  Skirt  o’  th’  wood,  viewing , and  gaping. 
And  Ibmetime  Handing  Hill,  as  if  he  had  meant 
To  view  the  belt  acccfles  to  our  quarters ; 

Money  he  has  enough  •,  and  when  we  threatned  him, 
Hcfmil’d,  and  yielded^  but  not  one  word  utter’d. 

Lop.  His  habit  fays  he’s  holy,  ifhisheart 
Keep  that  proportion  too,  ’tis  beH  yc  free  hirri, 

Wc  keep  his  wallet  h’ere ; I am  fure  ’tis  heavy. 

Rod.  Pilgrim,  come  hither.  Sir,  are  ydu  a Pilgrim  ? 

A piece  of  pretty  holinefs  \ do  you  fhrink.  Sir  ? 

A fmug  young  Saint.  What  Country  were  you  born  in  ? 
Ye  have  a Spanijh  face  ^ In  a dumb  Province  ? 

And  had  your  Mother  too  this  excellent  Vertue  ? 

No  tongue  do  you  fay  ? fure  Hie  was  a matchlefs  woman ', 
What  a fine  family  is  this  man  fprung  from  ! 

Certain  he  was  begotten  in  a Calm, 

When  all  was  huHi’d  ^ the  Midwife  was  dumb  Midnight ; 
Are  ye  feal’d  up  ? or  do  you  fcorn  to  anfwer  ? 

Ye  are  in  my  hands,  and  1 have  Medicines  for  ye 
Can  make  ye  fpeak : pull  off  his  Bonnet,  Souldiers ; 

Ye  have  a fpeaking  face. 

Lop.  I am  fure  a handfome  ; 

This  Pilgrim  cannot  wantShc  Saints  to  pray  to. 

Rod.  Stand  nearer,  ha  ? 

Fed.  Come,  do  yourworH,  I am  ready.  (him^ 

Rod.  Is  your  tongue  found  ? go  off^  and  let  me  talk  with 
And  keep  your  watches  round. 

All.  We  are  ready,  Captain. 

Rod.  So,  now  what  are  ye? 

Fed.  Am  1 ? 

My  habit  fliews  me  what  lam. 

Rod.  Thy  heart 

A defperate  fool,  and  fo  thy  fate  Hiall  tell  thee. 

What  Devil  brought  thee  hither?  for  I know  thee. 

Fed.  1 know  thou  doH,  and  fince  it  is  my  fortune 
To  light  into  thy  fingers,  I muH  think  too 
The  moH  malicious  of  all  Devils  brought  me. 

Yet  fome  men  fay  thou  art  noble. 

Rod.  Not  to  thee. 

That  were  a benefit  to  mock  the  Giver  9 
Thy  father  hates  my  friendsj  and  family. 

And  thou  haH  been  the  heir  of  all  this  malice. 

Can  two  fuch  Horms  meet  then,  and  part  with  kiHing  ? 

Fed.  You  have  the  mightier  hand. 

Rod.  And  fo  Pilule  it. 

Fed.  I cannot  hinder  ye  •,  lefs  can  I beg 
Submiflive  at  his  knees  that  knows  not  honour.; 

That  bears  the  Stamp  of  Man,  and  not  his  Nature  ^ 

Ye  may  do  what  ye  pleafe. 

Rod.  1 will  do  all,  (mine. 

Fed.  And  when  you  have  done  all,  which  is  my  poor 
(For  farther  yourbafe  malice  cannot  venture) 

Diflionours  felf  will  cry  you  out  a Coward. 

HadH  thou  been  brave,  and  noble,  and  an  Enemy, 

Thou  wouldft  have  fought  me  whilH  I carried  Arms, 

WhilH  my  good  Sword  was  my  profeflion. 

And  then  have  cryed  out,  ‘Fedroy  I defie  thee^ 

Then  Huck  Alphonfoh  quarrel  on  the  point. 

The  mercenary  anger  thou  ferv’H  under. 

To  get  his  Daughter.  Then  thou  HiouldH  have  brav’d  me, 
And  arm’d  with  all  thy  Families  hate  upon  thee. 

Done  fomething  worthy  feat^  Now  poor  and  bafely 
Thou  letH  Toyls  to  betray  me ; and  like  the  Pelant, 

That  dares  not  meet  the  Lion  in  the  face, 

Dig’H  crafty  pit-falls  *.  thou  Hiam’H  the  Spani(h  Honour ; 
Thou  haH  neither  point  of  Man,  norConfcienceinthee. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  y’are  brave,  ye  plead  now  in  a San<Huary, 
You  think  your  Pilgrims  Bulwark  can  defend  ye. 

You  will  not  find  it  fo, 

Fed.  I look  not  for’t. 

The  more  unhallowed  foul  haH  thou  to  offer  it.  (eft, 

Rod.  When  you  were  braveft,Sir,  and  your  fword  Iharp- 
I durft  affront  ye  *,  when  the  Court  Sun  gilded  ye, 
, And, 
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I And  every  cry  was  the  young  hopeful  redroy 
'■  yibrifo's  fprightly  Son ; then  durft  I meet  yc, 

I W'hen  YOU  were  Mafrcr  of  this  fame, and  fafhion, 

And  al!  your  glories  in  the  full  Meridian, 

I The  Kings  proof-favour  buckled  on  your  body  ; 

Had  we  then  come  to  competition, 

Which  I have  often  fought. 

And  1 defil’d  too.  ( flight  it, 

^i?d.  You  lliould  have  fceii  this  Sword,  how  e’re  you 
And  felt  it  too  ; Ibarper  than  forrow  felt  it,  ^ 

In  execution  quicker  than  thy  fcorns ; ' 

Thou  fnould’lt  have  feen  all  this,  and  flirunk  to  fee 
Then  like  a Gentleman  I would  have  us’d  thee, 
j And  given  thee  the  fair  fortune  of  thy  being, 

I Then  with  a Souldiers  arm  1 had  honour’d  thee ; 

But  lince  thouilcalft  upon  me  like  a Spie, 

And  thief  like  thinkfl  that  holy  cafe  fhall  carry  thee 
Through  all  my  purpofes,  and  fo betray  me, 

Bafe  as  the  aft,  thy  end  be,  and  I forget  thee. 

Pcd.  What  poor  evalions  thou  buildfb  on,  to  abufe  me 
The  goodnefs  of  a man  ne’r  taught  thefe  principles. 

1 come  a Spie  ? durft  any  noble  fpirit 
Put  on  this  habit,  to  become  a Traitor? 

Even  in  an  Enemy  fhew  me  this  antipathy 

Where  there  is  Chrifitan  faith,  and  this  not  reverenced : 

1 come  a Spie?  no  Roderigo,  no, 

A hater  of  thy  perfon,  a maligner  ? 

So  far  from  that,  I brought  no  malice  with  me. 

But  rather  when  I meet  thee,  tears  to  foftentheey 
When  I put  on  this  habit,  I put  off 
All  fires,  all  angers,  all  thofe  Itarts  of  youth 
That  clapt  too  rank  a bias  to  my  being. 

And  drew  me  from  the  right  mark  all  fhould  aim  at  y 
In  ftead  of  ftubborn  fteel,  1 put  on  prayers  •, 

For  ralh  and  hafly  heats,  a fweet  repentance .-  ^ 

Long  weary  fleps,  and  vows,  for  my  vain  glories. 

O Rode-ngo. 

Rod.  If  thy  tengue  could  fave  thee. 

Prating  be  thy  bail,  thou  hafl;  a rare  benefit. 

Souldiers,  come  out,  and  bring  a halter  with  ye ; 

Tie  forgive  your  holy  habit,  Sir,  but  Tie  hang  you. 

Enter  Out  UxoSy  Loper,  Jaques. 

I Ontl.  Wherefore  this  halter  Captain? 

Rod.  For  this  traytor. 

Go,  put  it  on  him,  and  then  tie  him  up. 

I .  Do  you  want  a Band  Sir  ^ this  is  a courfe  wearing, 
Twill  fit  but  feurvily  upon  this  collar  *, 

But  patience  is  as  good  as  a French  Pickadel. 

Lop.  W'hat’s  his  fault.  Captain .? 

T^d.  ’Tis  my  will  he  perilh. 

And  that’s  his  fault. 

Ted.  A Captain  of  good  government. 

Come  Souldiers,  come,  yc  are  roughly  bred,  and  bloody. 
Shew  your  obedience,  and  the  joy  yc  take 
In  executing  impious  commands^ 

Ye  have  a Captain  fealsyour  liberal  pardons. 

Be  no  more  Chrifitaiu,  put  religion  by, 

’Twill  make  ye  cowards ; feel  no  tendernefs. 

Nor  kt  a thing  call’d  confciencc  trouble  ye ; 

Alas,  ’twill  breed  delay.  Bear  no  refpeft 
To  what  I feem  *,  were  I a Saint  indeed. 

Why  fhould  that  flagger  yc  ? you  know  not  holinefs : 
fo  be-  excellent  in  evil,  is  your  goodnefs*, 

And  be  fo,  ’twill  become  ye  ; have  no  hearts, 

For  fear  you  fliould  repent : that  will  be  dangerous.* 

For  if  there  be  a knocking  there,  a pricking. 

And  that  pulfc  beat  back  to  your  confiderations, 

How  ye  have  laid  a fliffhand  on  Religion- 

Rod.  Tiufs  him  1 fay. 

Fed.  And  violated  faith. 

Rod.  Hear  him  not  prate. 

Fed.  Why,  what  a thing  will  this  be  ? 
Whatflrangcconfufion  then  will  breed  among  ye  ? 


Rod.  Will  none  of  ye  obey 
Fed.  What  Devils  vex  ye  ? 

The  fears  ye  live  in  and  the  hourly  dangers 
Will  be  delights  to  thefe  ; thofe  have  their  ends, 

But  thefe  outlive  all  time,  and  all  repentance : 

And  if  it  creep  into  your  confcience  once, 

Be  fure  ye  lock  that  clofe. 

Rod.  Why  ftand  ye  gazing  ? 

Fed.  Farewel  fleep,  peace,  all  that  are  humane  comforts, 
Better  ye  had  been  Trees,  or  Stones,  and  happier  ^ 

For  thofe  die  here,  and  fbek  no  further  being, 

Nor  hopes,  nor  punifhments. 

Rod.  Rots  take  ye,  Rafcals. 

Jaej.  What  would  you  have  us  do 
Rod.  Difpatch  the  prater. 

jaej.  And  have  religious  blood  hang  on  our  confcienccs  f 
We  are  bad  enough  already  : fins  enough 
To  make  our  graves  even  loath  us. 

Rod.  No  man  love  me  ? 

Lop.  Although  I be  a thief,  I am  no  hangman ; 

They  are  two  mens  trades,  and  let  another  execute. 

Lay  violent  hands  on  holy  things  .<* 

Rod.  Bafe  Cowards, 

Put  to  your  powers,  ye  rafcals,  I command  ye. 

Holy,  or  unholy,  if  I fay  it. 

Tie  have  it  done. 
lOnt-l.  Ifido’t,  letmeflarvefor’t. 

2.  Or  I. 

3 . Or  I : we  will  obey  things  handfom. 

And  bad  enough,  and  overdo  obedience : 

But  to  be  made  fuch  inflruments  of  mifehief. 

Jaq.  I have  done  as  many  villanies  as  another, 

And  with  as  little  reluftation. 

Let  me  come  clear  of  thefe,  and  wipe  that  (core  offi 
Put  me  upon  a felt  and  known  perdition  ? 

Rod.  Have  ye  confpir’d,  ye  flaves  ? 

Ted.  How  vilely  this  fhows. 

In  one  that  would  command  anothers  temper. 

And  bear  no  bound  in’s  own  ? 

Rod.  Am  1 thus  jaded  ? 

Ted.  Is  it  my  life  thou  long’fl:  for  Roderigo  ? 

And  can  no  facrifice  appeafe  thy  malice. 

But  my  blood  fpilt  ? do  it  thy  felf,  difpatch  it^ 

And  as  thou  takft  the  whole  revenge  unto  thee. 

Take  the  whole  fin  upon  thee*,  and  be  mighty. 

Mighty  in  evil,  as  thou  art  in  anger  .* 

And  let  not  thefe  poor  wretches  houl  for  thy  fake. 

Thofe  things  that  in  thine  own  glafs  feem  raoft:  monflrous, 
Wouldfl  thou  abufe  their  weak  fights  with,  for  amiable  ? 

Is  it,  thou  thinkfl  to  fear  me  with  thy  terrors. 

And  into  weak  condition  draw  my  vertue  ? 

If  I were  now  to  learn  to  die  I would  fue  thee : 

Or  did  I fear  death,  then  I would  make  thee  glorious. 

But  knowing  what,  and  how  far  I can  fuller  *, 

And  all  my  whole  life  being  but  deaths  preface. 

My  fleep  but  at  next  door. 

Rod.  Are  ye  fo  valiant  ? 

Tie  make  ye  feel : I’lemake  ye  know,  and  feel  too; 

And  Rafcals,  you  fhall  tremble.  Keep  him  here. 

And  keep  him  fafe  too  .*  if  he  fcape  your  guards 

Fed.  Fear  not,  I will  not. 

Rod.  As  I live,  yediefor’tj 
I will  not  be  thus  baffled. 

J^a.  What  a Devil  have  ye  done,Pilgrim?  or  what  mifehief 
Have  you  confpir’d,  that  he  fhould  rage  and  rave  thus  ? 
Have  you  kill’d  his  Father,  or  his  Mother  ? or  firangled  any. 

( of  his  kindred  ? 

Lop.  Has  he  no  Sifters  ? have  you  not  been  bouncing 
About  their  belly-pieces  ? 

Jaq.  Why  fhould  that  be  dangerous. 

Or  any  way  deferve  death  is  it  not  natural  ? 

Bar  us  the  ChnJHan  liberty  of  women, 

And  build  us  up  with  brick,take  away  our  free-ftone.  (ence 
I Ontd.  Becaufe  thou  art  holier  than  he,  upon  my  confei- 

He 
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He  does  not  envy  thee ; that’s  not  his  quarrel 

For,  look  you, that  might  be  compounded  without  prayers. 

Lop.  Nor  that  thou  leemfl  an  honeller  man : For  here 
Wc  have  no  trading  with  Fuch  TinFel-ftuft^ 

To  be  an  excellent  thief,  isallvvc  aim  at.*  (us? 

Wilt  thou  takeafpitand  Itride,  and  Fee  if  thou  canll  outrun 
Pcd.  I Fcorn  to  Ihift  his  fury, keep  your  obedience  *, 

For  though  your  government  admit  no  prelidcnt, 

Keep  your  Felves  carefull  in't. 

1 JiUj.  Thou  wilt  be  ha'ng’d  then. 

1 Ped.  I cannot  die  with  fewer  faults  upon  me.  him 

i zO:  t-l.  ’Tistentoonehe  willfhoothim;  for  the  Devil’s 
! If  he  hang  him  himfelf. 

' Lop.  He  has  too  proud  a nature : 
j He  will  compel  fome  one. 

Jaej.  I am  confident. 

Lop.  And  fo  are  all  I think. 

Ped.  I3c  not  molefted. 

If  I mult  die,  let  it  not  trouble  you  •, 

It  ftirs  not  me ; it  is  the  end  I was  born  for. 

Only  this  honefl:  office  I defire  ye, 

( If  there  be  courtefie  in  men  of  your  breed  ) • 

To  fee  me  buried  \ not  to  let  his  fury 
Expofe  my  body  to  the  open  violence 
Of  beafts,  and  fowls : fo  far  1 urge  humanity. 

Enter  Roderigo,  Alinda. 

Jaej.  He  fhall  not  deny  us  that : we’l  fee  ye  under  ground, 
And  give  ye  a volly  of  as  good  cups  of  Sack, 

For  that’s  our  Difcipline. 

top.  He  comes  again. 

As  high  in  rage  as  ever ; the  boy  with  him. 

I Out-l.  Will  he  compel  the  child  ? 

Lop.  He  is  bent  to  doit, 

, And  mull  have  fome  body. 

t Rod.  If  thou  lov’d  me  do  it.- 

! Love  me,  or  love  me  not,  I fay  thou  fiialt  do  it : 

; Stare  not,  nor  dagger.  Sirrah  ^ if  ye  deny  me, 
j Do  you  fee  this  Rogue  ? 

1 iAhn.  What  would  ye  have  me  do  Sir  ? 

Heavens  goodnefsblefs  me. 

Rod.  Do  why  hanga  Rafcal, 

That  would  hang  me. 

^ tyiUn.  I am  a boy,  and  weak.  Sir. 

Rod.  Thou  art  drong  enough  to  tie  him  to  a Bpugh, 

And  turn  him  off:  come,  thou  fhalt  be  my  Jewel, 

And  rie  allow  thee  horfe,  and  all  thy  pleaFures, 

And  twenty  gallant  things : Tie  teach  thee  arms  too ; 

Make  thee  mine  heir. 
e^itn.  Let  me  inherit  death  fird. 

'Rod.  Make  me  not  angry.  Sirrah. 

Which  is  the  man.  Sir  ? 
rie  pluck  up  the  bed  heart  I can  yet. 

Rod.  Fear  not, 

It  is  my  will : That  in  the  Pilgrims  coat  there. 

That  Devil  in  the  Saints  skin. 

J'lin.  Guard  me  goodnefs. 

Rod.  Difpatch  him  prefently. 

Pei.  I wait  your  word.  Sir. 

Ja^.  Will  the  boy  do  it  ? is  the  rogue  fo  confident  ? 

So  young,  fo  deep  in  blood 

Lop.  Hediakes,  and  trembles.  ' (ence, 

Ped.  Dod  thou  feek  more  coals  dill  to  fear  thy  confei- 
Work  facred  innocence,  to  be  a Devil  ? 

Do’tthy  fclffor  ffiame,  thou  bed  becom’d  it.' 

Rod.  Sirrah,  I fcorn  my  finger  fliould  be  ’fil’d  with  thee  ; 
And  yet  rie  have  it  done:  this  child  fhall  dranglc  thee, 

A crying  Girle,  if  fhe  were  here,  fhould  mader  thee. 
j4U.  How  (hould  I fave  him  ? how  my  felf  from  violence  ? 
Pf^/.Leave  your  tongue- valour, and  difpatch  your  hate,Sir  j 
The  patience  of  my  death,  fliall  more  torment  thee, 

( Thou  painted  honour,  thou  bafe  man  made  backward  ) 
Than  all  my  life  has  fear’d  thee. 

Rod.  Gag  him,  Sirrah. 


Jaej.  The  Doy  looks  cheerfully  now  ; furc  he  will  do  it. 

Lop.  He  will  mall  him  clfc. 
jiUn.  Are  yc  prepar’d  to-dic.  Sir  ? 

Ped.  Yes  boy,  and  ready  ; prcthccto  thybufinefs. 
j4l'm.  Why  are  yc  then  fo  angry  ? fopcrplext,  Sir  ? 

Patience  wins  Heaven,  and  not  the  heat  of  paffion. 

Why  do  you  raylc  ? > 

Lop.  The  boy’s  a pretty  Pried. 

Ped.l  thank  ye  gentle  child,  you  teach  me  trucly. 

jilin.  You  Iccm  to  fear  too. 

fed.  Thou  feed  more,  than  I feel,  boy. 

.^lin.  You  tremble  fure. 

Pcd.  No  furc  boy,  ’tis  thy  tendernefs  : 

Prerhee  make  ha  fie,  and  let  that  gulph  be  fatisfied. 

Arcyefo willingtogoto  it.'’ 

Ted.  Mod  willing  : 

I would  not  borrow  From  his  courtefie 
One  hour  of  life,  to  gain  an  age  of  glory. 
jdltn.  And  is  your  reckoning  firaightSir  ? 

Ped.  As  firaight  as  truth,  boy  : 

I cannot  go  more  joyfully  to  a wedding. 

yiUn.  Then  to  your  prayers : Tie  difpatch  ye  prefently. 
Now  guide  my  tongue,  thou  bleflednefs. 

Rod.  A good  boy. 

Aim.  But  hark  ye  Sir,  one  word ; and  pray  ye  rcfolvc  fne. 
Let  me  fpeak  privately. 

Rod.  What  wouldd  thou  have  child? 

Alin.  Shall  this  man  die  ? 

Rod.  Why  dod  thou  make  that  quedion  ? 

Alin.  Pray  ye  be  not  angry ; if  he  mud,l’le  do  it. 

But  mud  he  now  ? 

Rod.  What  elfe  ? who  dare  reprieve  him  ? 

Aim.  Pray  ye  think  again  ^ and  as  your  injuries 
Are  great,  and  full,  you  fuffer  from  this  fellow. 

Do  not.ye  purpofe  fo  to  fuit  your  vengeance 
Rod.  I do,  and  mud. 

Aim.  You  cannot  if  he  die  now. 

Rod.  Cannot? 

Alin.  No,  cannot : be  not  vext,  you’l  find  it ; 

I have  confidcred,  and  I know  it  certain, 

Ye  fuffer  below  him:  lofeall  your  angers. 

Rod.  Why,  my  bed  boy? 

Alin.  I^Iove,  and  tender  ye, 

I would  not  tell  ye  elfe.  Is  that  revenge. 

To  flight  your  caufe,  and  Saint  your  enemy. 

Clap  the  Doves  wings  of  downy  peace  unto  him. 

And  let  him  foar  to  FIeaven,whild  you  are  fighing? 

Is  this  revenge.^ 

Rod.  I would  have  him  die.  I 

Aim.  Prepar’d  thus  ? I 

The  bleffingofa  Father  never  reach’d  it : 

His  contemplation  now  fcorns'ye,  contemns  ye , 

And  all  the  tortures  ye  can  ufe.  Let  him  die  thus ; 

And  thefe  that  know  and  love  revenge  will  laugh  at  ye 
Here  lies  the  honour  of  a well-bred  anger, 

T 0 make  his  enemy  fhake  and  tremble  under  him  ; 

Doubt,  nay,  almod  defpair,  and  then  confound  him. 

This  man  ye  rockafleep,  and  all  your  rages 
Are  Requiems  to  his  parting  foul,  meer  Anthems. 

Rod.  Indeed  he  is  drongly  built. 

Alin.  You  cannot  fhake  him  ^ 

And  the  more  weight  ye  put  on  his  foundation. 

Now  as  he  dands,  ye  fix  him  dill  the  dronger ; 

If  ye  love  him,  honour  him,  would  heap  upon  him 
Fricndfhipsand  benefits  beyond  example, 

Hope  him  a Star  in  Heaven,  and  there  would  dick  him, 

Now  take  his  life. 

Rod.  I had  rather  take  mine  own.  Boy. 

Alin,  rie  cafe  him  prefently. 

Rod.  Stay,  be  not  hady. 

Bled  my  tongue  dill. 

Lop.  What  has  the  boy  done  to  him  ? 

How  dull,  and  dill  he  looks  ? 

Alin.  You  are  a wife  man, 
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\ik1  long  have  buckled  with  the  worlds  extremities, 

A valiant  man,  and  no  doubt  know  both  {'ortuncs, 

And  would  ye  work  your  Mailer  piece  thus  madly, 

Take  the  bare  name  of  honour,  that  will  pity  ye 
W’hen  the  world  knows  ye  have  prey’d  on  a poor  Pilgrim  ? 
Kod.  The  boy  has  dagger’d  me : what  would’ll  thou  have 
Ah.  Haveyc?doyounotfeclSir?do’sitnotllirye/’  (me? 
Do  vou  ask  a child  ? 1 would  have  ye  do  moll  bravely, 
Becaufe  1 moll  atlevt  ye : like  your  fclf Sir, 

Scorn  him,  and  let  him  go  •,  fecm  to  contemn  him. 

And  now  ye  have  made  him  lliake,  fcal  him  his  pardon, 
W’I'.cn  he  appears  a fubjed  lit  for  anger , 

And  fit  for  you,  his  pious  Armour  off, 

His  hopes  no  higher  than  your  Iword  may  reach  at, 
Thcnflrike,  and  then  ye  know  revenge  ^ then  take  it. 

I hope  1 have  turn’d  his  mind. 

T{pd.  Let  the  fool  go  there, 

1 fcoi  i)  to  let  loofe  fo  bafe  an  anger 

May  light  on  thee : See  me  no  more,  but  quit  me 

And  when  we  meet  again. 

Fed.  I’le  thank  ye  Captain.  [^Exit. 

Alin.  Why  this  was  like  your  felf  .•  but  which  way  goes 
Shall  we ne’re  happy  meet?  ^ (he? 

Rod.  1 am  drovvfie;  Boy, 

Go  with  me,  and  difeourfe  : 1 like  thy  company 
O Child.'  1 love  thy  tongue. 

Alin.  I fliall  wait  on  ye.  C 

Lo/).The  Boy  has  don’t ; a Plaguey  witty  Rafcal. 

And  I lhall  love  him  terribly. 

’Twas  he  moll  certain. 

For  if  ye  mark,  how  earned  he  was  with  him. 

And  how  he  labour’d  him. 

Lop.  A cunning  villain, 

But  a good  rogue  ^ ’This  boy  will  make’s  all  honed. 

I Out  1.  1 fcarce  believe  that : but  I like  the  boy  well. 
Come  let’s  to  Supper  ; then  upon  our  watches. 

Lop.  This  Pilgrim  fcap’d  a joyfull  one. 
jaij.  Let’s  drink  round 

To  the  boys  health,  and  then  about  our  bufmefs. 

[_Exeunt. 


^cius  Teriius.  Sccjta  Trima. 

Enter  Roderigo,  Jaques,  Lopez,  and  three  Out- Laws. 

Rod.  T One  of  you  know  her  ? 

Jaq.  Alas  Sir,  we  never  faw  her : 

Nor  ever  heard  of  her,  but  from  your  report. 

Rod.  No  happy  eye  ? 

Lop.  Ido  not  think ’tis  die,  Sir, 

Me  thinks  a w'oman  dares  not. 

Rod.  Thou  fpcak’d  poorly. 

What  dares  not  woman,  when  die  is  provok’d  ? 

Or  what  feems  dangerous  to  Love,  or  fury  ? 

That  it  is  die,  this  has  confirm’d  me  certain, 

Thefe  Jewels  here,  a part  of  which  1 Pent  her. 

And  though  unwilling,  yet  her  Father  wrought  her 
To  take,  and  wear. 

Lop.  A wench,  and  we  not  know  it  ? 

And  among  us  f where  were  our  underdandings  ? 

I could  have  ghefs’d  unhappily .-  have  had  fome  feeling 
In  fuch  a matter : Here  are  as  pretty  fellows. 

At  the  difeovery  of  fuch  a jigambob ; 

A handfomc  wench  too  ? fure  wc  have  lod  our  faculties, 
We  have  no  motions : what  diould  die  do  here.  Sir  ? 

Rod.  That’s  It  that  troubles  me : O that  bafe  rafcal  / 
Tnere  lies  the  mifery ; how  cunningly  die  quit  him. 

And  how  Ihc  urg’d  ? had  ye  been  condant  to  me, 

1 ne’re  had  fuffer’d  this. 

I Oi:t-l.  Ye  might  have  hang’d  him  .* 

And  would  he  had  been  hang’d,  that’s  all  wc  care  for’t ; 
So  our  hands  had  not  don’t. 


'R.od.  She  is  gone  again  too. 

And  what  care  have  ye  for  that  ? gone,  and  contemn’d  me  •, 
Mader’d  my  will,  and  power,  and  now  laughs  at  me. 

Lop.  The  Devil  that  brought  her  hither.  Sir  I think 
Hascarryed  her  back  again  invifible. 

For  we  ne’re  knew,  nor  heard  of  her  departure. 

J49.N0  living  thing  came  this  night  through  our  watches. 
She  went  with  you. 

7{od.  Was  by  me  till  I flept. 

But  when  I wak’d,  and  call’d  ; O my  dull  pate  here, 

If  I had  open’d  this  when  it  was  given  me. 

This  Roguy  Box.. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  and  2 Out  laws. 

Lop.  We  could  but  give  it  ye. 

Rod.  Pilgrim  ? a Pox  o’  Pilgrims,there  the  game  goes. 
There’s  all  my  fortune  fled  ^ I know  it,  I feel  it. 

Al.  Bring  me  unto  thy  Captain;  where’s  thy  Captain  ? 

I am  founder’d,  melted,  fome  fairy  thing  or  other 
Has  led  me  dancing ; the  Devil  has  haunted  me 
I’tlT  likenefs  of  a voyce  : give  me  thy  Captain. 

2 Out  l.  He’s  here  Sir,  there  he  Hands. 

Al.  Howdo’fl  thou  Captain? 

I have  been  fool’d  and  jaded,  made  a dog-bolt. 

My  Daughter’s  run  away ; I have  been  haunted  too, 

I have  loft  my  horfe I am  hungry,  and  out  of  my  wits  alfo. 

Rod.  Come  in : Tie  tell  you  what  I know : ftrange  things 
And  take  your  eafe  •,  I’le  follow  her  recovery, 

Thefe  fhall  be  yours  the  whil’ll,  and  do  ye  fervice. 

Al.  Let  me  have  drink  enough  .•  I am  almoll  choak’d  too. 
Rod.  You  fhall  have  any  thing  •,  what  think  you  now, 
J49.  1 think  a woman,  is  a woman,  that’s  (Souldiers? 
any  thing. 

The  next  we  take,  we’l  fearch  a little  nearer, 

We’l  not  be  boyed  again  with  a pair  of  breeches.  \iExcu»t. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jal.  He’s  gone  in  here  : This  h Roderigo' s quarter. 

And  Tie  be  with  him  loon ; I’le  flat  tie  him, 

A little  better  than  I have  done : all  this  long  night 
I have  let  him  out  o’th’  way,  to  try  his  patience. 

And  made  him  fwcar,  and  curfe  •,  and  pray^  and  fwear  again, 
And  cry  for  anger  ^ I made  him  leave  his  horfe  too. 

Where  he  can  never  find  him  more  •,  whiftled  to  him. 

And  then  he  would  run  through  thick  and  thin,  to  reach  me. 
And  down  in  this  ditch  ; up  again,  and  fliake  him. 

And  fwear  fome  certain  blelfings  •,  then  into  that  bufh 
Pop  goes  his  pate,  and  all  his  face  is  comb’d  over. 

And  I fit  laughing : a hundred  tricks,  I have  ferv’d  him : 

And  I will  double  ’em,  before  I leave  him  ; 

Tie  teach  his  anger  to  difpute  with  women. 

But  all  this  time,  I cannot  meet  my  Miflrefs', 

I cannot  come  to  comfort  her  •,  that  grieves  me. 

For  fure  fhe  is  much  afflidled ; till  I do. 

Tie  haunt  thy  Ghoft  Alphonfo  ^ Tie  keep  thee  waking. 

Yes,  I mufl  get  a Drum  : lam  villanous  weary. 

And  yet  Tie  trot  about  thefe  villages 

Till  I have  got  my  will,  and  then  have  at  ye. 

Tie  make  your  anger  drop  out  at  your  elbows  e’re  1 leave  ye. 

[_Exit. 

SCENE  111. 

Enter  Seberto,  and  Curio. 

Seb.  ’Tis  flrangc,  in  all  the  circuit  we  have  ridden. 

We  cannot  crofs  her  .•  no  way  light  upon  her. 

Car.  I do  not  think  fhe  is  gone  thus  far,  or  this  way. 

For  certain  if  flie  had,  we  fhould  have  reach’d  her,  (thing. 
Made  fome  difeovery,  heard  fome  news  •,  we  have  feen  no- 
Seb.  Nor  pafs  by  any  body  that  could  promife  any  thing. 
She  is  certainly  difguis’d,  her  modcHy 
■)ui  ft  never  venture  elfc.  Car.  Let  her  take  any  fliape. 

And  let  me  fee  it  once,  I can  diflinguifh  it. 

Seb. 
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Seb.  So  Jhonid  I think  too:  has  not  her  Father  found  her 
Cur.  No,  Tie  be  bang’d  then  i he  has  no  patience 
Unlcfs  (he  light  in’s  teeth,  to  look  about  him. 

Hegucflcs  now,  and  chafes  and  frets  like  Tinfel. 

Seb.  Let  him  go  on,  he  cannot  live  without  it. 

But  keep  her  from  him,hcaven;whcre  are  we  Curio  ? 

Qtr.  In  a w'ood  1 think,  hang  me  if  1 know  elfc. 

And  yet  I liavc  ridden  all  thelccoafts,  at  ail  hours, 

And  had  an  aim. 

Seb.  1 would  wc  had  a guide. 

Cur.  And  if  I be  not  much  awry  Seberto^ 

Not  far  off  (hould  be  Roderigo's  quarter, 

For  in  this  faftnefs  if  I be  not  cozen’d, 

He  and  his  out-laws  live. 

Seb.  This  is  the  place  then 

Enter  Alinda. 

Wc  appointed  him  to  meet  in. 

Cur.  Yes,  I think fo.  (that  there.? 

Seb.  Would  we  could  meet  fome  living  thing : what’s 
Cur.  A boy,  1 think,  ftay  *,  why  may  not  he  diredl  us  ? 
.Alin.  1 am  hungry, and  1 am  weary, and  I cannot  find  him. 
Keep  my  wits  Heaven,  I feel  ’em  wavering, 

0 God  my  head. 

Seb.  Boy,  doll  thou  hear,  thou  ftripling.? 
j4lin.  Now  they  will  tear  me,  torture  me,  now  Roderigo 
Will  hang  me  without  mercy  •,  ha  ? 

Cur.  Come  hither. 

A very  pretty  boy : what  place  is  this,  child.? 

And  whither  doft  thou  travel  ? how  he  flares ! 

Some  ftubborn  Mailer  has  abus’d  the  boy. 

And  beaten  him : how  he  complains ! whither  goeH  thou .? 
ylltn.  I go  to  Segovia  Sir,to  my  fick  Mother, 

1 have  been  taken  here  by  drunken  thieves, 

And  (O  my  bones  I ) I have  been  beaten  Sir. 

Mif-us’d,  and  rob’d : extreamly  beaten  Gentlemen, 

0 God,  my  fide ! 

Seb.  What  bealls  would  ufe  a boy  thus  f 
Look  up,  and  be  of  good  cheer. 

Alin.  O,  1 cannot. 

My  back,  my  back,  my  back. 

Cur.  What  thieves .? 

Aim.  I know  not.  ■> 

But  they  call  the  Captain  Roderigo.  ' 

Cur..  Look  yc,  , \ 

1 knew  we  were  thereabouts. 

Seb.  Do’ft  thou  want  any  thing  ? ' • ' 

Aim.  Nothing  but  eafe,  but  eafe,  Sir.  , 

Cur.  There’s  fome  mony, 

And  get  thee  to  thy  Mother. 

Aim.  I thank  ye  Gentlemen. 

Seb.  This  was  extreamly  foul,  to  vex  a child  tlius.^  ^ 
Come,  let’s  along,  we  cannot  lofe  our  way  now.  . Ex. 

Alin.  Though  ye  are  honeft  men,  I fear  youp  fingers. 

And  glad  I am  got  off ; O how  I tremble .' 

Send  me  but  once  within  his  arms  dear  fortune, 

And  then  come  all  the  world : what  fhall  I do  now  ? 

*Tis  almofl  night  again,  and  where  to  lodge  me, 

Enter  Juletta. 

Or  get  me  meat,  or  any  thing,  I now  not.  ' 

Thefe  wild  woods,  and  the  fancies  I have  in  me, 

Will  run  me  mad. 

Jul.  Boy,  Boy. 

More  let  to  take  me? 

Jul.  Do’fl  thou  hear  boy .?  thou  pointer.  ' ~ 

eyflin.  ’Tis  a boy  too,  ^ 

A Lacky  Boy : 1 need  not  fear  his  ficrcenefs. 

Jul.  Canll  thou  beat  a Drum  ? 

Alin.  A Drum  ? 

Jul.  This  thing,  a Drum  here.  ^(ble  ? 

Didfl  thou  never  fee  a Drum  ? Canfl:  thou  make  this  grum- 
AUn.  Julettas  face,  and  tongue  *,  is  fhe  run  mad  too  ? 

Here  may  be  double  craft : I have  no  skill  in’t. 

' ■ 


Ju'.  riegivc  thee  V loyal  biitto  goalong  with  me. 

Aim.  1 care  not  for  thy  loyal,  I have  other  bufinefs. 

Drum  to  thy  fcif,  and  daunce  to  it. 

Jill.  Sirrah,  Sirrah. 

Thou  feurvy  Sirrah  •,  thou  fnotty-nos’d  fcab,  do’fl  thou'hcai 
If  1 lay  down  my  Drum. 

Enter  Roderigo,  and  tm  Outlaws. 

Alin.  Here  comes  more  Company, 

I fear  a plot.  Heaven  lend  me  fairly  from  it.  E.xit. 

Jut.  Baflo-,  who’s  here  ? 

Lop.  Captain,  do  you  need  me  farther  ? 

Rod.  No  not  a foot ; give  me  the  gown  : the  fword  now. 
Jul.  This  is  the  Devil  thief,  and  if  he  take  me. 

Woe  be  to  my  Gaily  gaskins. 

Lop.  Certain  Sir, 

She  will  take  her  patches  off,  and  change  her  habit. 

Rod.  Let  her  do  what  fhe  pleafe : No,  no  Almda 
You  cannot  cozen  me  again  in  a Boys  figure. 

Nor  hide  the  beauty  of  that  face  in  patches, 

But  I fhall  know  it. 

Jul.  A boy  his  face  in  patches  ? 

Rod.  Nor  fliall  your  tongue  again  bcv/itch  mine  anger, 

If  fhe  be  found  i’th’  woods,  fend  me  word  prcfently. 

And  Tie  return  y fhe  cannot  be  far  gone  yet  : 

Iffhebenot,  expecH;  me  *,  when  ye  fee  me, 

Ufe  all  your  fervice  to  my  friend  A phonfo, 

And  have  a care  to  your  bufinefs : farewcl, 

No  more,  farewel.  {^Exeunt. 

Jul.  I am  heartily  glad  thou  art  gone  yet. 

This  boy  in  patches,  was  the  boy  came  by  me, 

The  very  fame,  how  haflily  it  fliifted .? 

What  a mop  eyed  afs  was  I,  I could  not  know  her. 

This  mufl  be  fhe,  this  is  fhe,  now  I remember  her, 

How  loth  file  was  to  talk  too,  how  fhe  fear’d  me : 

1 could  now  pifs  mine  eyes  out  for  mcer  anger : 

Tie  follow  her,  but  who  (liall  vex  her  Father  then  .? 

One  Hurt  at  him,  and  then  I am  for  the  voyage. 

If  I can  crofs  the  Captain  too : Come  T abor.  {JExiti 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Jaques,  and  i Out-Law i 

Jaq.  Are  they  all  fet  ? 

lOut  l.  All,  and  each  quarter  quiet. 

Jatj.  Is  the  old  man  afleep  ? 

I Out-l.  An  hour  agoe  Sir. 

Jaq.  We  muft  be  very  carefull  in  his  abfence. 

And  very  watchfull. 

I Out-l.  It  concerns  us  nearly, 

He  will  not  be  long  from  us. 

Jaq.  No,  he  cannot. 

I Out-l.  A little  heat  of  love,  which  he  mufl:  wander  out. 

C Drum  a far  off. 

And  then  again;  hark. 

Jap.  What.? 

I Out  I . ’Tis  not  the  wind  fure  : • ' 

That’s  (till  and  calm,  no  noife,  nor  flux  of  waters, 

Jaq.  I hear  a Drum,  I think. 

1 Out-l.  That,  that ; 

It  beats  again  now. 

Jaq.  Now  it  comes  nearer ; fure  we  are  furprized,  Sir  y 
Some  from  the  Kings  command  .-  we  are  loft,  we  are 

(dead  all. 

1 Out  1.  Hark,  hark,  a charge  now:  my  Captain  has 

(betray’d  us. 

And  left  us  to  this  ruine,  run  away  from  us. 

Enter  two  Out  Laws. 

Lop.  Another  beats  o’  that  fide. 

2 Out-l.  Fly,  die,  Jaques, 

We  are  taken  in  a toyle : fnapt  in  a pitfal  •, 

Methinks  I feel  a Sword  already  fbave  me. 

3 Out-l  A thoufand  horfe  and  foot,  a thoufand  pioneers, 
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If  v.c  get  under  ground,  to  fetch  us  out  again 
And  I. \ el  V one  an  Axe  to  cut  the  woods  down> 

I L'jp.  Tnis  is  the  difinalfl:  night 

Enter  Alphofo. 

j WMiere’s  my  Nag  now  ? 

I And  what  make  I here  to  be  bang’d  f What  Devil 
j Brought  me  into  this  danger  ? Is  there  ne’er  a hole, 
j That  1 may  creep  in  deep  enough,  and  die  quickly  ? 

• Ne’r  an  old  ditch  to  choke  in?  1 (hall  be  taken 
, For  their  Commander  now,  their  General, 

And  have  a commanding  Gallows  fet  up  for  me 
As  high  as  a May- pole  •,  and  nally  Songs  made  on  me. 

Be  printed  \vith  a Pint-pot  and  a Dagger. 

They  arc  all  kill’d  by  this  time  : Can  I pray .? 

I Let  me  fee  that  firfl : 1 have  too  much  tear  to  be  faithful. 

! Where’s  all  my  State  now  ? 1 mult  go  hunt  for  Daughters  *, 
‘Daughters,  and  Damfels  of  the  Lake,  damned  Daughters. 

, A hundred  Crowns  for  a good  tod  of  Hay, 

: Or  a fine  hollow  Tree,  that  would  contain  me  ; 

I hear  ’em  coming:  1 feel  the  nooze  about  me. 

i Enter  Seberto,  Curio,  Outlaws^  and  Jaques. 

i S:b.  W’hy  do  you  fear,  and  fly  ? here  are  no  Souldiers ; 
None  from  the  King  to  vex  ye. 

1 0;.f/.  The  Drum,  the  Drum,  Sir. 

Car,  I never  faw  fuch  Pigeon  hearted  people:  (there? 

1 W’hat  Drum.^  whatdanger.^  who’s  that  that  fliakes  behind 
: Mercy  upon  me,  Sir,  why  are  ye  fear’d  thus  ? 

: yllp.  Are  we  all  kill’d,  no  mercy  to  be  hoped  for.? 

! Am  1 not  fliot  do  you  think.? 

Seb.  You  are  ftrangely  frighted. 

Shot  with  a fiddle-Itick : who’s  here  to  Ihoot  ye .? 

' A drum  we  faw  indeed,  a boy  was  beating  it, 

' And  hunting  Squirrels  by  Moon  light. 

Lop.  Nothing  el  fe,  Sir.? 

I Cir.  Not  any  thing : no  other  perfon  ftirring. 

I Alp.  O that  I had  that  boy -.'this  is  that  Devil, 

I Tnat  fairy  Rogue,  that  haunted  me  lafl;  night ; 

I H’as  fleeves  like  Dragons  wings, 
j Seb.  A little  Foot-boy. 

A'p.  Come,  let’s  go  in,  andletmegetmycloaths  on; 

I If  ere  1 ftay  here  more  to  be  thus  martyr’d 

! Did  ye  not  meet  the  wench  ? 

I Seb.  No  fure,  we  met  her  not. 

‘ Alp.  She  has  been  here  in  Boys  apparel.  Gentlemen, 

A gallant  thing,  and  famous  for  a Gentlewoman. 

And  all  her  face  patcht  over  for  difeovery : 

A Pilgrim  too,  and  thereby  hangs  a circumftance, 

That  flie  hath  plaid  her  mafter  prize,  a rare  one. 

I came  too  fhort. 

Cur.  Such  a young  Boy  we  met,  Sjr. 

Alp.  In  a gray  Hat. 

Car.  The  fame:  his  face  all  patcht  too. 

Alp.  ’Twas  flic,  a rot  run  with  her ; flie,  that  rank  (he  •, 
Walk  in,  I’le  tell  ye  all , and  then  we’ll  part  again, 
ButgctfomcltorcofWine:  this  fright  fits  here  yet.  lEx. 

I Enter  Juletta. 

I Jut.  What  a fright  I have  put ’em  in ; what  a brave  hurry. 

Ifthis  do  bolt  him,  I’le  be  with  him  again 
, With  a new  part,  was  never  play’d  ; I’lefcrkhim. 

As  he  hunts  her,  fo  I’lC  hunt  him:  ITe  claw  him. 

' f-ow  will  I Re  if  I can  crofs  her  footing: 

Yu  (till  ric  watch  his  water,  he  (hall  pay  for’t-. 

And  when  he  thinks  rnoft  malice,  and  means  worfe, 

I’L  make  him  know  the  Marc’s  the  better  Horfe.  [iExit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Pedro,  and  a Gentleman. 

ijint.  Ye  area  (Irangcr,  Sir,  and  for  humanity, 

Being  come  v/ithin  our  walls,  I would  (hew  you  fomething. 

I Ye  have  feen  the  Caftle  ? 


Ted.  Yes  Sir,  tis  a ftrong  one. 

And  well  maintain’d. 

Gent.  Why  are  you  ftill  thus  fad.  Sir? 

How  do  ye  like  the  walks  ? 

EPed.  They  are  very  pleafant ; 

Your  Town  (lands  cool  and  fweet. 

Gent,  But  that  I would  not 
Afledt  you  with  more  fadnefs,  I could  fliew  ye 
A place  worth  view. 

Ted.  Shows  feldom  alter  me.  Sir ; 

Pray  ye  fpeak  it,  and  then  (hew  it. 

Gent.  ’Tis  a houfe  here 

Where  people  of  all  forts,  that  have  been  vifited 
With  Lunacies,  and  Follies  wait  their  cures. 

There’s  fancies  of  a thoufand  Ramps  and  falhions, 

Like  flies  in  feveral  fliapesbuz  round  about  ye. 

And  twice  as  many  geRures ; fome  of  pity. 

That  it  would  make  ye  melt  to  fee  their  paflions : 

And  fome  as  light  again,  that  would  content  ye. 

But  I fee.  Sir,  your  temper  is  too  modeR, 

Too  much  inclin’d  to  contemplation. 

To  meet  with  thefe  ? 

Ted.  You  could  not  pleafe  me  better  •, 

And  I befcech  you.  Sir,  do  me  the  honour 
To  let  me  wait  upon  ye. 

Gent.  Since  ye  are  willing. 

To  me  it  (hall  be  a pleafure  to  conduct  ye. 

‘Ted,  1 never  had  fuch  a mind  yet  to  fee  mifery.  {^Exe. 

SCENE  VI. 

^ Enter  Wo  Keepers. 

1 Keep.Cany  mad  Befs  fome  meat,  (he  roars  like  Thundery 
And  tie  the  Parfon  (hort,  the  Moon’s  i’th’  full, 

H’asa  thou(and  Pigs  in’s  brains.-  Who  looks  to  the  Prentice? 
Keep  him  from  Women,  he  thinks  h’as  loR  his  MiRris; 
And  talk  of  no  (ilk  Ruffs,  ’twill  run  him  horn  mad. 

2 Keep.  The  JuRice  keeps  fuch  a Rir  yonder  with  his 

Arid  fuch  a coil  with  warrants.  (Charges, 

1 Keep.  Take  away  his  Statutes  •, 

The  Devil  has  polFcR  him  in  the  likenefs 
Of  penal  Laws : keep  him  from  Aqaavitaj 
For  if  that  (pirit  creep  into  his  Quorumy 

He  will  commit  us  all : how  is  it  with  the  Scholar .? 

2 Keep.  Tor  any  thing  I fee,  he’s  in  his  right  wits, 

I /Ceep.Thou  art  an  afs;  in’s  right  wits, goodman  coxcomb? 
As  though  any  man  durfl  be  in’s  right  wits,  and  be  here. 

It  is  as  much  as  we  dare  be  that  keep  ’em. 

Enter  En^liJlj  madman. 

Engl.  Give  me  fome  drink. 

I Keep.  O,  there’s  the  Ettglijh  man. 

Engl.  Fill  me  a thoufand  pots,  and  froth  ’em,  froth  ’em. 
Down  o’  your  knees,  ye  Rogues,  and  pledge  me  roundly  •, 
One,  two,  three,  and  four  \ we  Riall  all  be  merry  within  this 
To  the  great  Turk.  (hour. 

1 Keep.  Peace,  peace  thou  Heathen  drunkard^ 

Thefe  EngUfj  are  fo  Malt-mad, there’s  no  medling  with  ’em  *, 
When  they  have  a fruitful  year  of  Barly  there, 

All  the  whole  Ifland’s  thus. 

Engl.  A fnufl^  a fnuff,  a fnuflT. 

A lewd  notorious  fnuff:  give’t  him  again,  boy. 

Enter  Jhe-foel. 

Fool.  God-ye-goodeven,  Gaffer. 

2 Keep.  Who  let  the  Fool  loofe  ? 

1 Keep.  If  any  of  the  mad-men  take  her,  flie  is  pepper’d, 
They’ll  bounce  her  loins. 

Fool.  Will  ye  walk  into  the  coal  houfe  ? 

1 Keep.  She  is  as  leacherous  too  as  a (he-Ferret. 

2 Keep.  Whoa  vengeance  looks  to  her?  in  Kate, 
rie  give  thee  a fine  Apple. 

Fool.  Will  ye  bufs  me  ? 

And  tickle  me,  and  make  me  laugh  ? 

I Keep. 


The  Pilgrim. 


Z.E.xit. 


I Keep.  rJe  whip  yc. 

En^l.  Fool,  fool,  come  up  to  me  fool. 

Fool.  Are  yc  peeping? 

F.n^l.  ricget  thee  with  five  fools. 

Fool.  O fine,  O dainty. 

E»^l.  Andthoufhaltlieinahorle-cloth,  like  a Lady. 
Fool.  And  (hall  1 have  a Coach  ? 

E»£l.  Drawn  with  four  Turkeys, 

And  they  Ihall  tread  thee  too. 

Fool.  We  Ihall  have  eggs  then ; 

And  (hall  I fit  upon  ’em  ? 

Engl.  1, 1,  and  they  (hall  be  all  addle. 

And  make  an  admirable  Tanzey  for  the  Devil. 

Come,  come  away,  1 am  taken  with  thy  love  fool, 

And  will  mightily  belabour  thee. 

1 AVp.  How  the  fool  bridles?  how  (he  twitters  at  him? 
Thefe  Fnghjh  men  would  flagger  a wife  woman. 

1 f we  (hould  fufFer  her  to  have  her  will  now, 

We  fliould  have  all  the  women  in  Spain  as  mad  as  (he  here. 

2 Keep.  They  would  ftrive  who  (liould  be  molt  fool : 

Away  with  her.  ^ 

Enter  Mafler^  three  Gentlemen^  a mad  Scholar.,  Pedro. 

f oo/.Pray  ye  (lay  a littlcdet’s  hear  him  fing,h’as  a fine  bread. 
1 Keep.  Here  comes  my  Mader ; to  the  fpitye  whore. 
And  dir  no  more  abroad,  but  tend  your  bufinefsii 
You  (hall  have  no  more  (bps  i’th’  pan  elfe,  nor  no  Porridge  ; 
Befides,  I’le  whip  your  breech. 

Fool,  rie  go  in  prelently. 

I Gent.  Pie  alTure  ye,  Sir,  the  Cardinal’s  angry  with  ye 
For  keeping  this  young  man. 

Maft.  I am  heartily  forry. 

If  ye  allow  him  found,  pray  ye  take  him  with  ye. 

1 Cjent.  This  is  the  place,  and  now  obferve  their  humours'. 

2 Gent.  We  can  find  nothing  in  him  light,  not  tainted ; 
No  dartings,  nor  no  rubs,  in  all  his  anfwers, 

In  all  his  Letters  nothing  but  diferetion, 

Learning,  and  handfome  dile. 

Mafi.  Be  not  deceived.  Sir, 

Mark  but  his  look. 

1 Gent.  His  grief,  and  his  imprifonment 
May  damp  that  there, . 

Mafl.  Pray  talk  with  him  again  then.  (enough, 

2 Gent.  That  will  be  needlefs,  we  have  tried  him  long 
And  if  he  had  a taint  we  (hould  have  met  with’t. 

Yet  to  difeharge  your  care 

Fed.  A'fober  youth : 

Pity  fo  heavy  a crofs  (hould  light  upon  him. 

2 Gent.  You  find  no  ficknefs? 

Schol.  None  Sir,  I thank  Heaven, 

Nor  nothing  that  diverts  my  underdanding. 

1 Gent.  Do  you  deep  a nights? 

Schol.  As  found,  and  fweet,  as  any  man. 

2 Gent.  Have  ye  no  fearful  dreams  ? 

Schol.  Sometimes,  as  all  have 

That  go  to  bed  with  raw  and  windy  domachs  •, 

Elfe  I am  all  one  piece. 

I ^ent.  Is  there  no  unkindnefs 
You  have  conceiv’d  from  any  friend  or  parent  ? 

Or  fcorn  from  what  ye  lov’d  ? 

Schol.  No,  truelySir: 

I never  yet  was  mader  of  a faith 
So  poor,  and  weak,  to  doubt  my  friend  or  kindred, 
i And  what  love  is,  unlcfs  it  lie  in  learning 
I think  I am  ignorant. 

i^ent.  This  man  isperfed, 

A civiller  difcourler  I ne’r  talk’d  with. 

Mafi.  You’I  findit  otherwife. 

2.  Gent.  I mud  tell  ye  true,  Sir, 

I think  ye  keep  him  here  to  teach  him  madnefs. 

Here’s  his  difeharge  from  my  Lord  Cardinal  j 
And  come  Sir,  go  with  us. 

Schol.  I am  bound  unto  ye. 

And  farcwel  Mader. 


Mafi.  Farewcl  Sttphano,  ' • 

Alas  poor  man. 

i Gent.  What  flaws,  and  whirics  of  weather. 

Or  rather  Itorms  have  been  aloft  thcle  three  daics  ^ 

How  dark,  and  hot,  and  full  of  mutiny ! 

And  dill  grows  louder. 

Mafi.  It  has  been  Itubborn  weather. 

iGent.  Strange  work  at  Sea,  I fear  me  there’s  old  tumbi  ing. 

1 Cjent.  Blefs  my  old  llnkles  Bark,  1 have  a venture. 

2 Gent.  And  I more  than  1 would  wilh  to  lofc. 

Schol.  Do  you  fear  ? 

z Cjent.  Ha!  how  he  looks/* 

Aiufi.  Nay,  mark  him  better  Gentlemen. 

2 Gent.  Mercy  upon  me ; how  his  eyes  are  altered  ? 

Mafi.  Now  tell  me  how  ye  like  him  ; whether  now 
He  be  that  perfed  man  yc  credited  ? 

Schol,  Do’s  the  Sea  dagger  ye  ? 

^Cldafi.  Now  ye  have  hit  the  nick. 

Schol.  Do  ye  fear  the  billows  ? 

1 Gent.  What  ails  him?  who  has  dir’d  him? 

Schol.  Benotlhakcn, 

Nor  let  the  finging  of  the  dorm  (hoot  through  ye, 

Let  it  blow  on,  blow  on:  let  the  clouds  wradle. 

And  let  the  vapours  of  the  earth  turn  mutinous. 

The  Sea  in  hideous  mountains  rife  and  tumble 
Upon  a Dolphins  back,  Pie  make  all  tremble. 

For  1 am  Neptune. 

Mafi.  Now  what  think  ye  of  him  ? 

2 Gent.  Alas  poor  man. 

Schol.  Your  bark  (hall  plough  through  all, 

And  not  a Surge  fo  faucy  to  didurb  her. 

Pie  fee  her  fafe,  my  power  fnall  fail  before  her, 

Down  ye  angry  waters  all, 

Te  loudwhifiltng  whirlcwinds  fall'., 

Down  ye  proud  Waves,  ye  fiorms  ceafe  j 
I command  ye,  be  at  peace. 

Fright  not  with  your  churlijh  Notes, 

Nor  bruife  the  Keel  of  'Barb,  that  fiotes  ; 

No  devouring  Fijh  come  nigh. 

Nor  Monfier  in  my  Empery, 

Once  fhew  his  head,  or  terror  bring  j 
But  let  the  weary  Saylor  fing  : 
aimphitrite  with  white  arms 
Strike  my  Lute,  Fie  fing  Charms. 

Mafi.  He  mud  have  Mufick  now : I mud  obferve  him, 
His  fit  will  grow  too  full  elfe.  \jMufick.,  Song. 

2 Gent.  I mud  pity  him. 

Mafi.  Now  he  will  in  himfelf  mod  quietly, 

And  clean  forget  all,  as  he  had  done  nothing. 

I Gent.  We  are  forry,  Sir ; and’we  have  feen  a wonder  j 
From  this  hour  we’ll  believe,  and  fo  we’ll  leave  ye.  \.Ex. 

Fed.  Thiswasadrangefit, 

Mafi.  Did  ye  mark  him,  Sir  ? 

Fed.  He  might  have  cozen’d  me  with  his  behaviour. 

Mafi.  Many  have  fworn  him  right,  and  I have  thought  fo : 
Yet  on  a fudden,  from  forne  word,  or  other, 

When  no  man  could  expedt  a fit,  he  has  flown  out : 

I dare  hot  give  him  will. 

Enter  Alinda. 

Fed.  Pray  Heaven  recover  him. 

ailin.  Mud  I come  in  too  ? 

Mafi.  No,  my  pretty  Lad  5 
Keep  in  thy  Chamber  Boy ; ’(halt  have  thy  fupper. 

Fed.  I pray  ye  what  is  he,  Sir? 

Mafi.  AltrangeBoy,  that  lad  night 
Was  found  i’th’  Town,  a little  craz’d,  didraded,- 
And  fo  fent  hither. 

Fed.  How  the  pretty  Knave  looks, 

And  plays,  and  peeps  upon  me ! fure  fuch  eyes 
I have  (een,  and  lov’d  ; what  fair  hands  ? certainly -i 

Mafi.  Good  Sir,  you’l  make  him  worfe. 

Fed.  I pray  believe  not. 

Alas, 
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I Alas,  why  fliold  I hurt  him?  how  he  fmilcs ! 
i The  very  lhape,  and  iwcctncrsof  tyihfid.i : 
j Let  n\e  look  once  again  : were  it  in  fiich  clothes 
I As  when  I law  her  lalt  •,  this  niult  be  flie. 
i How  tenderly  it  ftroaks  me  ? 

A/i/?.  Pray  ye  l)e  mild  Sir  i 
I mart  attend  cirewherc.  C 

Fed.  Pray  ye  be  Tecure  Sir, 

What  would  ye  lay?  how  my  heartbeats  and  trembles/ 
He  holds  me  hard  by  th’  hand  *,  O my  life,  her  flelh  too ! 

I know  not  what  to  think  .•  her  tears,  her  true  ones ; 

Pure  orient  tears ; Hark,  do  you  know  me  little  one  ? 

O Pedro  Pedro ! 

?>.d.  O my  foul  / 

Gent.  W1iat  fit’s  this? 

The  Pilgrim’s  ofTthe  hooks  too. 

^4hn.  Let  me  hold  thee. 

And  now  come  all  the  world,and  all  that  hate  me. 

Fed.  Be  wife,and  not  difeovered : O how  I love  ye ! 

How  do  ye  now  ? 

Alin.  I have  been  milerablc  *, 

But  your  mofl:  vertuous  eyes  have  cur’d  me,  Tedro : 

Pray  ye  think  it  no  immodefty,  I kifsye. 

My  head’s  wild  dill. 

Fed.  Be  not  fo  full  of  pafilon. 

Nor  do  not  hang  fo  greedily  upon  me  •, 

’Twin  be  ill  taken. 

Alin.  Are  ye  weary  of  me  ? 

I will  hang  here  eternally,  kifsever, 

And  weep  away  for  joy. 

Enter  Majier. 

Mnfier.  1 told  ye  Sir, 

What  ye  would  do  ; for  fhame  do  not  afflict  him  j 
You  have  drawn  his  fit  upon  him  fearfully  : 

Either  depart,  and  prefeiitiy  •,  Pie  force  ye  elle. 

W^ho  waits  within  ? 

Enter  two  Keepers  to  fetch  ’cw  off. 

Fed.  Alas  good  Sir. 

This  is  the  way  never  to  hope  recovery.  ( Governour, 
Maft.  Stay  but  one  minute  more,  i’le  complain  to  the 
Bring  in  the  boy:  do  you  fee  how  he  fwells,and  tears  himfelf? 
Is  this  your  cure  ? Begone-,  if  the  boy  mifearry 

Let  me  ne’r  find  you  more,  for  I’le  fo  hamper  ye 

Gent.  You  were  to  blame .-  too  rafn. 

Fed.  Farewel  forever.  {_ExeHnt. 


jiHus  Qmrtus.  Seem  Trima. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Gent.  Juletta. 

Gent.\T  O U are  new  within  a mile  o’th’  Town  Sir .-  if 
I ( my  bufinefs 

Would  give  me  leave,  1 would  turn  and  wait  upon  ye  ^ 

But  for  fuch  Gentlemen  as  you  enquire  of. 

Certain,!  faw  none  fuch ; But  for  the  boy  ye  fpoke  of, 

I will  not  fay  ’tis  he,  but  fuch  a one 
Jufl:  of  that  height. 

Alph.  In  fuch  clothes  ? 

Gent.  1 much  miltakc  clfe, 

Was  lent  in  th’  other  night,  a little  raaddifh , 

And  wlure  fuch  people  waittheir  cures 

Alph.  1 underhand  ye. 

Qent.  There  you  may  quickly  know. 

Alph.  I thank  ye  Sir. 

JkI.  So  do  1 too : and  if  there  be  fuch  a place, 

I ask  no  more  ; but  you  fhall  hear  more  of  me. 

She  may  be  there,  and  you  may  play  the  tyrant ; 

I’le  lee  what  I can  do : 1 am  almoll  foundred 
'n  following  him  -,  and  yet  Pie  never  leave  him, 

.’ic  crawl  or all  four  fir  ft ; my  caufc  is  meritorious. 


And  come  what  can  corac.  I 

Gent.  All  you  have  told  me  is  certain  -,  fl 

Complexion,  and  all  elfe.  I 

Alph.  It  may.be  (lie  then  -,  | 

And  I’le  fo  fumble  her : is  Ihe  grown  mad  now  ? 

Is  her  blood  fet  fo  high .?  I’le  have  her  madded. 

Pic  have  her  worm’d.  • 

JkI.  Mark  but  the  end,  oldMafter, 

If  thou  beeft  not  lick  o’th’  Bots  within  thele  five  hours. 

And  kickft  and  roar’ll  j Pie  make  ye  fart  fire,  Signior.  ' 

Enter  Alinda,  as  a fool. 

Gent.  Here’s  one  o’th’  houfe,  a fool,  an  idiot  Sir-, 

May  be  Ihe  is  going  home  j Ihe’l  be  a guide  to  ye  .- 

And  fo  I kifs  your  hand . []  Exit. 

Alph.  I am  your  fervant. 

Alin.  O now  1 am  loft,  loft,  loft.  Lord,  how  I tremble  ! 

My  Father,  arm’d  in  all  his  hates  and  angers -, 

This  is  more  milery  than  I have  fcap’d  yet. 

Alph.  Fool,  fool. 

Alin.  He  knows  me  not ; will  ye  give  me  two  pence  ? 

And  gaffer,  here’s  a Crow-flower,  and  a Dazie  -, 
Ihavefomepie  in  my  pocket  too. 

Alph.  This  is  an  arrant  fool. 

An  ignorant  thing. 

Alin.  Believe  fo,  and  I am  happy. 

Alph.  Doll  thou  dwell  in  fool? 

Alin.  No  no,  I dwell  in  Heaven. 

And  I have  a fine  little  houfe,  made  of  Marmalad. 

And  I am  a lone  woman,  and  I Ipin  for  Saint  Peter  ; (me. 

I have  a hundred  little  children,  and  they  ling  Pfalms  with 
Alp.  ’Tis  pity  this  pretty  thing  fliould  want  underftanding. 

But  why  do  I Hand  talking  with  a coxcombe  ? i 

If  I do  find  her,  if  I light  upon  her,  i 

I’le  fay  no  more.  Is  this  the  way  to  th’  T own,  fool  ? ! 

Alin.  You  mull  go  over  the  top  of  that  high  fteeple,  Gaf-  i 

Alp.  A plague  o’  your  fools  face.  ( fer.  ! 

Jul.  No,  take  her  counfel.  • (over, 

Alin.  And  then  you  fhall  come  to  a River  twenty  mile  | 
And  twenty  mile  and  ten.-  and  then  you  muft  pray,  Gaffer -,  j 
And  ftill  you  muft  pray,  and  pray.  / 

Ap.  Pray  Heaven  deliver  me  ' 

From  fuch  an  afs  , as  thou  art.  ' 

Alin.  Amen,  fweet  Gaffer. 

And  fling  a fop  of  Suger  cake  into  it ; 

And  then  you  muft  leap' in  naked. 
fill.  Would  he  would  believe  her. 

Alin.  And  fink  feven  daies  together  -,  can  ye  fink  gaffer  ? 

Alp.  Yes  coxcomb,yes  -,  prethee  farewel .-  a pox  on  thee. 

A plague  o’  that  fool  too,  that  fet  me  upon  thee. 

Alin.  And  then  Pie  bring  you  a fup  of  Milk  fhall  ferve  ye: 

I am  going  to  get  Apples. 

Alp.  Go  to  th’  Devil  .- 
Was  ever  man  tormented  with  a puppy  thus  ? 

Thou  tell  me  news  ? thou  be  a guide  ? 

Alin.  And  then  Nunkle (rail  now 

Alph.  Prethee  keep  on  thy  way  ( good  Naunt ) I could 
Thefe  ten  hours  at  mine  own  improvidence ; 

Get  Apples,  and  be  choak’d  : farewel.  f Exit. 

Alin.  Farewel  Nunkle.  ; 

Jul.  I rejoyce  in  any  thing  that  vexes  him ; | 

And  1 fhall  love  this  fool  extreamly  for’t : | 

Could  I but  fee  my  Miftris  now,  to  tell  her  i 

Howl  have  truly,  honeftly  wrought  for  her, 

How  I have  worn  my  felf  away,  to  ferve  her.  j 

Fool,  there’s  a Royal  for  the  fport  thou  mad’ft  me,  ' 

In  croffing  that  old  fool,  that  parted  from  thee. 

Alin.  Thou  art  honeft  fine  but  yet  thou  muft  not  fee  me  : i 

I thank  yc  little  Gentleman;  Heaven  blefs ye  | 

And  Pie  pray  for  ye  too : pray  yc  keep  this  l^utmeg. 

’T  was  fent  me  from  the  Lady  of  the  Mountain, 

A golden  Lady. 

Jal.  How  prettily  it  prattles ! 

Alin.  - ’Tis  very  good  to  rub  your  underftanding ; 

And 
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And  lb  good  night,  the  Moon’s  up. 

• JhI.  Pretty  innooenr. 

y^lsn.  Now  I'ortiine,  if  thou  darfl:  dogood,  proted  me. 

[_Exit. 

Jul.  I’ll  follow  him  to  yond’Town  *,  he  lhall  not  ’feape  me. 
Stay,  1 mull  counterfeit  a Letter  by  the  way  firlt,  (elfe, 
And  one  that  mult  carry  fome  credit  with  it ; 1 am  wide 
And  all  this  to  no  purpofe  that  1 aim  at. 

A Letter  mnlt  be  had,  and  neatly  handled  ; 

And  then,  if  Goodwife  Fortune  do  not  fail  me, 

Have  at  his  Skirts^  I Ihull  worfeanger  him 
Than  ever  I have  done,  and  worfc  torment  him. 

It  does  me  good  to  think  how  I lliall  conjure  him, 

And  crucifie  his  crabbednefs ; he’s  my  Malter, 

But  that’sall  one  ; I’ll  lay  that  on  the  left  hand, 

He  would  now  perfecutemy  harmlcfs  Miltrifs, 

A fault  without  forgivenefs,  as  I take  it ; 

And  under  that  bold  Banner  flics  my  vengeance, 

A meritorious  War,  and  fo  I’ll  make  it. 

I’th’  name  of  innocence,  what’s  this  the  fool  gave  me  ? 

She  laid  ’twas  good  to  rub  my  underftanding.  nut  i 

What  ftrange  Concealment  ? Bread  or  Cheefe,  or  a Chef- 
Ha  ! ’tis  a Ring,  a pretty  Ring,  a right  one  *, 

A Ring  I know  too ! the  very  fame  Ring  •, 

Oadmirable  Blockhead ! O bale  Eyes  1 
A Ring  my  Miftrifs  took  from  me,  and  wore  it  •, 

1 know  it  by  the  Pofic  .- 

None  could  deliver  this,  but  (he  her  (elf  too  •, 

Ami  twice  fand-blind  ? twice  fo  near  the  Blefllng 
1 wou'd  arrive  at  ? and  block-like  never  know  it  ? 

1 am  veng’ance  angry,  but  that  fhall  light  on  thee. 

And  heavily,  and  quickly,  1 pronounce  it ; 

There  are  fo  many  crofs  ways,  there’s  no  following  her  *, 
And  yet  1 mull:  not  now  *,  I hope  flie  isrightftill. 

For  all  her  outward  fliew,  for  lure  Ihe  knew  me  *, 

And  in  that  hope,  fome  few  hours  I’ll  forget  her. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Roderigo. 

Rod.  She  is  not  to  be  recovered,  which  I vex  at  ^ 

And  he  beyond  my  veng’ance,  which  torments  me  ^ 

O!  I am  fool’d  and  fleighted,  madeaRafcal^ 

My  hopes  are  flatter’d,  as  my  prefent  fortunes  •, 

Why  Ihould  I wander  thus,  and  play  the  Coxcomb  ? 

Tire  out  my  peace  and  pleafure  fora  Girl  ? 

A Girl  that  (corns  me  too  ? a thing  that  hates  me  ? 

And  conlidered  at  the  bell,  is  but  a (hort  Breakfafl: 

For  a hot  appetite  • why  Ihould  I walk  and  walk  thus  ? 

And  fret  my  felf,  and  travel  like  a Carrier,  (me, 

And  peep,  and  watch  ? want  Meat,  and  Wine,  to  cheriflb 
When  thoufand  women  may  be  had,  ten  thoufand, 
Andthankme  top,  and  Kit  liill : well,  trim  Beauty 
And  Chaftity,  and  all  that  (eem  to  ruine  me. 

Let  me  not  take  ye,  let  me  not  come  near  ye. 

For  rilfotrim  ye.  I’ll  fo  buftle  with  ye  •, 

’Tis  not  the  name  of  Virgin  (hall  redeem  ye, 

I’ll  change  that  property .-  nor  tears,  norangers-, 

I bear  a hate  about  me  fcorns  thofe  follies. 

To  find  this  Villain  too,  for  there’s  my  main  prize  : 

And  if  he  fnap  me  then. 

Enter  Alinda. 

Mind.  Is  not  that  Tedro  ? 

’Tis  he,  ’gs  he  .•  01 
Rod.  What  art  thou .? 

Altnd.  Ha  ? now,  now,  now, 

O now  mod  miferable. 

Rod.  What  a Devil  art  thou  ? 

Alin.  No  end  of  my  misfortunes,  Heaven? 

Rod.  Whatantick? 

Speak  Puppet,  (peak. 

Alind.  That  habit  to  betray  me?  ’ 

Ye  holy  Saints,  can  ye  fee  this? 


Rod.  ltdanceth; 

The  Devil  in  a Fools  Coat,  is  he  turn’d  Innocent  ? 

What  mops  and  mows  it  makes ! heigh .'  how  it  frisketh  ? 
Is’t  not  a Fairy,  or  fome  fmall  Hobgoblin  ? 

It  has  a mortal  face,  and  1 have  a great  mind  to  it, 

But  if  it  (hould  prove  the  Devil  then. 

(ty^Un.  Come  hither. 

Rod.  I think  ’twill  ravifli  me. 

It  is  a handfomc  thing,  but  horribly  Sun-burnt , 

What’s  that  it  points  at  ? 

Aim.  Doft  thou  fee  that  flar  there, 

That  juft  above  the  Sun  ? 

Prithee  go  thither,  and  light  me  this  Tobacco, 

And  ftop  it  with  the  horns  o’th’  Moon. 

Rod.  The  thing’s  mad, 

Abominably  mad,  her  brains  arc  butter’d, 

Go  fleep,  fool,  deep. 

Aim.  Thou  canft  not  fleep  fo  fweetly  \ 

For  fo  I can  fay  my  Prayers,  and  then  (lumber. 

/ am  not  proud,  nor  full  of  Wine., 

This  little  Flower  will  make  me  fine 
Q-uel  in  Heart.,  for  I will  cry., 

If  / fee  a.  Sparrow  dye  ’, 

I am  not  watchful  to  do  ill, 

Ifor  oloriomto  purfueit  fiill', 

I^r  pkilefs  to  thoje  that  weep 
Such  as  arc,  btd  them  go  fieep. 

Do,  do,  do,  andleeif  they  can. 

Rod.  It  faid  true. 

I  feel  it  (ink  into  me  forcibly  : 

Sure ’tis  a kind  of  Sibyl,  fome  mad  Prophet ; 

1 feel  my  wildnefs  bound,  and  fetter’d  in  me. 

Aim.  Give  me  your  hand,  and  I’ll  tell  you  what’s  }'cur 
Rod.  Here,  prithee  fpeak.  (fomine. 

Alin.  Eye,  fye,  fye,  fye,  fye. 

Wafli  your  hands,  and  pare  your  nails,  and  look  finely. 
You  fiiall  never  kifs  the  Kings  Daughter  elfe. 
Iwalh’emdaily. 

Alin.  But  ftill  you  foul’em  fafter. 

Rod.  This  goes  nearer. 

Adn.  You’ll  have  two  Wives.  1 

Rod.  Two  Wives.?  : 

Aim.  I,  tw^o  fine  Gentlewomen, 

Make  much  of ’em^for  they’ll  ftick  clofe  to  you, Sir : 

And  thefe  two,  in  two  days. 

Rod.  That’s  a fine  Riddle. 

Alin.  Today  you fliall  wed forrow, 

And  repentance  wdll  come  to  morrow. 

Rod.  Sure  (he’s  infpired. 

Alin.  I’ll  ling  ye  a fine  Song,  Sir. 

He  called  down  his  merry  men  all. 

By  one,  by  two,  by  three, 

William  would  fain  have  been  the  firfj 
"But  now  the  lafl  is  he. 

Rod.  This  the  meer  Chronicle  of  my  milhaps.  (yonder, 
Alin.  I’ll  bid  you  goodev’n,  for  my  Boat  ftays  forme 
And  I mull  fup  with  the  Moon  to  Night  in  the  Meditrrrane- 

, \iExU., 

Rod.  When  fools  and  mad  folks  will  be  Tutors  to  me^ 
And  feel  my  fores,  yet  I unfenfible  *, 

Sure  it  was  fet  by  Providence  upon  me 
To  (leer  my  heart  right,  I am  wondrous  weary. 

My  thoughts  too,  which  add  more  burthen  to  mc; 

I have  been  ill,  and  (which  is  worfe)  purfuMit, 

And  ftill  run  on ; I muft  think  better,  nobler, 

And  be  another  thing,  or  not  at  all. 

Enter  four  Tefants. 

Still  I grow  heavier,  heavier.  Heaven  defend  me  ^ 

I’ll  lye  down,  and  take  reft  and  goodnefs  guard  me. 

1 Fef.We  have  ’fcap’d  to  day  well-.certain  if  the  Out-laws 
Had  known  we  had  been  ftirriog,  we  had  paid  for’t. 

2 Pef.  ’Plague  oil  ’em,  they  have  rob’d  me  thrice. 

3  ref. 
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3 Pif.  And  me  five  times.- 
Beiide  they  made  my  Daughter  one  of  us  too 
An  arrant  Daun : 6,  they  are  the  lewdefl:  Rafcals,  i 
Vhc  Captain  fudi  a damn’d  piece  of  iniquitic ; 

, But  we  are  far  enough  off  on  ’em,  that’s  the  befl:  on’tj 
They  cannot  hear. 

4.  Thcy’ic  come  to  me  familiarly 

And  eat  up  all  I have  : drink  up  my  wine  too, 
i And  if  there  be  a Servant  that  contents 'em, 

' Let  her  keel  hold,  they’l  give  her  Stowage  enough 
' U’e  have  no  Children  now,  but  Thieves,  and  Outlaws. 

( The  very  Brats  in  their  Mothers  bellies  have  their  qualities. 
They’l  Ifenl  into  the  world. 

; I.  Would  we  had  fome  of  ’em  here. 

5.  1,  o’ that  condition  we  could  Malrcr ’em. 

They  are  fturdy  knaves. 

3.  A Devil  take  their  fturdinefs, 

W’c  can  neither  keep  our  wives  from  ’em  nor  our  States> 

We  pay  the  Rent,  and  they  poHefs  the  benefit. 

1.  What’s  this  lies  here  is  it  drunk,  or  fober  ? 

It  fleeps,  and  foundly  too, 

2.  ’Tis  an  old  woman 

That  keeps  fheep  hereabouts.-  it  turns, and  fbretches. 
j 4.  Do’s  file  keep  flieep  with  a Iword  ? 

\ 3.  It  has  a Beard  too. 

i I.  Peace,  peace:  it  is  the  Devil  'J^oderi^oj 
j Peace  of  all  hands,  and  look. 

! 2.  ’Tis  he. 

i 3.  Speak  foftly. 

4.  Now  we  may  fit  him. 

3.  Stay,  ftay  : let’s  be  provident. 

1.  Kill  him,  and  wake  him  then, 
j 4.  Let  me  come  to  him, 

I Ev’n  one  blow  at  his  pate,  if  c’rehe  wake  more. 

! 3.  So,  To,  fo,  lay  that  by. 

I 2.  I mufi:  needs  kill  him, 

I It  ftands  with  my  reputation.  / 

3.  Stand  off,  1 fay : 

And  let  us  fome  way  make  hTm  fiire  ; then  torture  him. 

1 To  kill  him  prefently,  has  no  pleafure  in’t, 

' H’as  been  tormenting  of  us,  at  leaft  this  twelve  moneth. 

Rod.  OCi  me! 

udtl.  He  comes : he  comes. 

4.  Has  he  no  Guns  about  him 

3.  Softlyagain:  no,  no:  take  that  hand  cafily, 

I And  tve  it  fait  there  : that  to  th’  other  bough  there. 

Fall:,  f^fi,  andeafielefi;  he  wake. 

2.  Have  we  got  ye  ? 

This  was  a benefit  we  never  aim’d  at. 

3.  Out  with  your  knives,  and  let’s  carve  this  Cockthief , 
Daintily  carve  him. 

2.  1 w'ould  he  had  been  ufed  thus 

Ten  year  agoe  ; we  might  have  thought  we  had  children. 

3,  O,  that  Sir  NMm  now  our  Fricfl:  were  here, 

What  a fweet  Homily  would  he  fay  over  him. 

For  ringing  all  in,  with  his  wife  in  the  Bell  frey  /* 

He  w'ould  Hand  up  ftilfegirt,  now  pounce  him  lightly 
I And  as  he  roars,  and  rages,  let’s  go  deeper : 

Come  near .-  you  are  dim-ey’d : on  with  your  fpe(fl:acles. 

Rod.  O,  what  torments  me  thus.^  what  flaves,  vyhat 

0 fpare  me,  do  not  murthcr  me.  ( villains  ? 

3.  We’l  but  tickle  ye. 

You  have  tickled  usat  all  points. 

4.  Where  are  his  Smblemes? 

' £titer  Pedro. 

Rod  As  ye  arc  men,  and  Chriflians. 

2.  Yes  w'c  hear  ye, 

! And  you  fhall  hear  of  us  too. 
j Rod.  Oh  no  mercy. 

1 Red  What  noiPe  is  this  > what  roar  ? 1 cannot  find  her, 

! She  is  got  free  again  .-  but  where,  or  which  w’ay  ? 

; Rod.  O villains,  beafis. 

; Red.  Murdering  a man,  ye  Rafcals  ? 

/_ 


Ye  inhumane  Haves,  off,  off,  and  leave  this  cruelty, 

Or  as  I am  a Gentleman : do  ye  brave  me  ? 

Then  have  among  ye  all,  ye  flaves,  ye  cowards, 

Takejup  that  Iword,  and  ftand .-  flay  ye  bafe  rafcals, 

Ye  cut  throat  rogues. 

Away,  away.  LExemFc^. 

Red.  Ye  dog-whelp's. 

Rod.  0,1  am  now  more  wretched  far,  than  ever. 

Red.  A violence  to  that  habit  ? ha  iRoderko, 

What  makes  he  here,  thus  clad  ? is  it  repentance. 

Or  only  a fair  fhew  to  guile  his  mifehiefs? 

Rod.  This  benefit  has  made  me  fliame  to  fee  him, 

To  know  him,  blulh. 

Red.  You  are  not  much  hurt}? 

Rod.  No  Sir  ^ 

All  I can  call  a hurt,  flicks  in  my  confidence. 

That  pricks  and  tortures  me.  , 

Red.  Have  ye  confider’d 
The  nature  of  thde  men,  and  how  they  us’d  ye  ? 

Was  it  fair  play did  it  appear  to  you  handfiom  ? 

Rod.  I dare  not  fpeak : or  if  I do  ’tis  nothing 
Can  bring  me  off,  or  jullifie  me. 

Red.  Was  it  noble 

To  be  o’re-laid  with  odds,  and  violence  ? 

Manly,  or  brave  in  tliefie  thus  to  opprefs  ye  ? 

Do  you  blufii  at  this, in  fiuch  as  are  meer  rudenefis. 

That  have  flopt  fiouls,that  never  knew  things  gentle  ? 

And  dare  you  glorifie  worfie  in  your  felf  Sir 
Ye  us’d  ine  with  much  honour,  and  J thank  ye. 

In  this  I have  requited  fome:  ye  know  me:  ' 

Come  turn  not  back,ye  mufi:,and  ye  fhall  know  me  3 
Had  I been  over  fieafon’d  with  bafe  anger. 

And  fiuited  all  occafions  to  my  mifehiefs, 
Borenorefpedltohonefly,  Religion, 

No  faith,  no  common  tye  of  man,  humanity. 

Had  I had  in  me,  but  given  reins,  and  licence 
Toatempefluouswill,  as  wild  as  winter, 

Thisday,  know  Roderi^o,  Ihadfet 
As  fmall  a price  upon  thy  life  and  fortunes. 

As  thou  didfl  lately  on  mine  innocence ; 

But  I referve  thee  to  a nobler  fervice. 

Rod.  I thank  ye,  and  Pie  fludy  more  to  honour  ye  : - 
You  have  the  nobler  foul,  1 muft  confefs  it. 

And  are  the  greater  Mailer  of  your  goodnefs. 

Though  it  be  impoflible  I would  now  recover. 

And  my  rude  will  grow  handfiom  in  an  inllant. 

Yet  touching  but  the  purenefs  of  your  metal. 

Something  fhall  fhew  like  gold,  at  ieafl  fhall  glifler. 

That  men  may  hope,  although  the  mind  be  rugged, 
Stony,and  hard  to  work,  yet  time,  and  honour 
Shall  find  and  bring  forth  that,  that’s  rich  and  worthy. 

Red.  i’le  trie  that:  andtoth’purpofie : yetold  me  Sir 
In  noble  emulation,  fo  I take  it  ^ 
file  put  your  hatred  far  off,  and  forget  it , 

You  had  a fair  defire  to  try  my  valour : 

You  fieem’d  to  court  me  to  it  you  have  found  a time, 

A weapon  in  your  hand,  an  equal  enemy. 

That,  as  he  puts  this  off,  putsoffall  injuries. 

And  only  now  for  honours  fake  defies  ye : 

Now,  as  you  are  a man,  I know  you  are  valiant. 

As  you  are  gentle  bred,  a Souldier  fafhioned. 

Rod.  His  vertue  flartles  me.  I dare  fight  Redro.  ' 

Red,  And  as  you  have  a Miflris  that  you  honour, 

Mark  me,  a Miflris. 

Rod.  Ha  ? • 

Red.  A handfome  Miflris, 

As  you  dare  hold  your  ficlf  deferving  of  her. 

Rod.  Deferving  ? what  a word  was  that  to  fire  me  ? 

Red.  I could  compel  ye  now  without  this  circumflance. 
But  I’le  deal  free,  and  fairly,  like  a Gentleman: 

As  ye  are  worthy  of  the  name  ye  carry, 

A daring  man. 

Rod,  O that  I durfl  not  fuller : 

For  all  I dare  do  now,  implies  but  penance. 

Red. 
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Pe^.  Now  do  me  noble  right. 

Rod.  riifatisfic  ycj 

But  not  by  th’ fword,  pray  you  hear  me,  and  allow  me  ^ 

1 have  been  rude  ; but  lhall  I be  a Monger, 

And  teach  my  Sword  to  hurt  that  that  preferv’d  me  ? 
Though  I be  rough  by  nature,  fliall  my  name 
Inherit  that  eternal  ftain  of  barbarous  ? 

Give  me  an  enemy,  a thing  that  hates  ye. 

That  never  heard  of  yet,  nor  felt  your  goodnefs, 

That  is  one  main  antipathy  to  fwcetnefs  •, 

And  fee  me  on,  you  cannot  hold  me  Coward  \ 
i If  I have  ever  err’d,  ’thas  been  in  hazard  •, 

! The  temper  of  my  Sword  ftarts  at  your  Vertue, 

I And  will  flye  off,  nay  it  will  weep  to  light  ye^ 

Things  excellently  mingled,  and  of  purenatnre, 

•Hold  facred  Love,  and  peace  with  one  another. 

See  ho<fr  ifcl^rns. 

Pcd.  This  is  a ftrangc  Converfion  : 

And  can  ye  fail  your  Miftrifs  ? can  ye  grow  cold 
In  fuch  a cafe  ? 

Rid.  Thofe  heats  that  they  add  toi  us,’ 

(O  noble  Pedro)  let  us  feel  ’em  rightly; 

And  rightly  but  confider  h(w  they  move  us: 

Ped.  Is  not  their  honour  OTrs  ? . 

Rod.  If  they  bevertuous,  ‘ 

And  then  the  Sword  adds  nothing  to  their  luftre, 

But  rather  calls  in  queftion  what’s  not  doubted  *, 

If  they  be  not,  the  beft  Swords,  and  bell  valours 
Can  never  fight  ’’em  up  to  fame  again  •, 

No,  not  a ChrifUan  War,  and  that’s  held  pious. 

Ped.  How  bravely  now  he  is  tempered ! I muft  fight,  ^ 
And  rather  make  it  honourable,  than  angry, 

I would  not  task  thofe  fins  to  me  committed.  (’em. 

Rod.  You  cannot.  Sir,  you  have  call  thofe  by : difearded 
And  in  a noble  mind,  folow,  and  loolely 
To  look  back,  and  colled  fuch  lumps,  and  lick ’em 
Into  new  horrid  forms  again 

Ped.  Still  braver* 

Rod.  To  fight,  becaufel  dare,  were  worfe  and  weaker 
Than  if  I had  a woman  in  my  caufe.  Sir, 

And  more  proclaim’d  me  fool,-  yet  I muft  coilfefs 
I have  been  covetous  of  all  occafions,  /i 
And  this  1 have  taken  upon  trufl,  for  noble. 

The  more  lhame  mine .-  devife  a way  to  fight  thus. 

That  like  the  wounded  air,  nobloud  may  illue. 

Nor  where  the  Sword  (hall  enter,  no  loft  fpirit, 

And  fet  me  on : I Would  not  fcare  that  body, 

That  vertuous,  valiant  body,  nor  deface  it 
To  make  the  Kingdom  mine  : if  one  muft  bleed, 

Let  me  be  both  the  Sacrifice  and  Altar, 

And  you  the  Prieft ; I have  deferv’d  to  fuffer. 

Ped.  The  noble  now  I call  ye. 

And  thus  my  love  (hall  ever  count,  and  hold  ye,  ^ 

Rod.  lam  yourfervant.  Sir,  and  now  this habit^  ' 
Devotion,  not  diftruft  (hall  put  upon  me. 

I’ll  wait  upon  your  fortunes,  that’s  my  way  now, 

And  where  you  grieve,  or  joy,  I’ll  be  a Partner. 

Ped.  I thank  ye,  Sir,  I (hall  be  too  proud  of  ye, 

O I could  tell  ye  ftrange  things. 

Rod.  1 guefs  at  ’em. 

And  I could  cuife  my  (elf,  I made  ’em  ftranger ; ; 

Yet  my  mind  fays  you  are  not  far  from  happinefs. 

Ped.  It  (hall  be  welcome ; come,  let’s  keep  upthusftill, 
And  be  as  we  appear  Heavens  hand  may  blefs  us. 

^Exeiint. 

SCENE  Hi. 


Enter  Alphonlb,  eJlf after  and  Keepers. 

A'faft.  Yes,  Sir,  here  be  fuch  people  j but  how  pleafing 
They  will  appear  to  you. 

.dlph.  ’Pray  let  me  fee  ’em, 

I come  to  that  end  ^ ’pray  let  me  fee ’em  all.  (ward, 

Adaft.  They  will  confound  ye,  Sir,  like  Bells  rung  back- 
They  are  nothing  but  Confufion,  and  meer  Noifes. 


.dllph.  May  bcllovcanoifei  but  ha  is  : , 

Have  ye  no  Boys?  handfome  young  Boys  ? 

Maft,  Yes,  one,  Sir, 

A very  handfome  lioy. 

Alph.  Long  here  ? 

Maft.  But  two  days  ^ 

A little  crazed  but  much  hope  of  recovery. 

uilp.  I,  that  Boy,  let  me  fee,  may  be  1 know  him, 

That  Boy  I fiy  this  is  the  Boy  he  told  mc.of. 

And  it  muft  need  be  fhi: ; that  Boy,  1 bclcech  yc,  Sir, 

That  Boy  1 come  to  fee. 

eJdfaft.  And  ye  (hall  fee  him  ; 

Oranyelfe:  but  pray  be  not  too  violent.  (ut;. 

Alph.  I know  what  to  do,  I warrant  ye-,  larri  for  ail  fan 
I can  talk  to  ’em,  and  difputc.c 
I Keep.  Asmadly^ 

For  they  are  very  mad,  Sir* 

Alph.  Let ’em  be  horn  mad.  i (their  own,  Sir, 
1 Keep.  We  have  few  Citizens : they  have  Bedlams  ol 
And  are  mad  at  their  own  charges. 

Abh.  Who  lyes  here  ? 

Aiaft,  ’Pray  yie  do  not  difturb  ’cm,Sir,  here  lie  fuch  youths 
Will  make  youftart  if  they  but  dance  their  trenchmores, 
Fetch  out  the  Boy,  Sirrah  ; hark  ! 

[^Shake  Irons  within.  Englijh  mad  men Scholar., 

{^ParJof/j  Jenkin. 

t^lph.  Heigh  Boys. 

Eng.  Bounce, 

Clap  her  o’th’ ftar-board ; bounce,  top  the  Can. 

Schol.  Dead  ye  dog,  dead;  do  ye  quarrel  in  my  Kingdom  ? 
Give  me  my  trident. 

Eng.  Bounce;  ’twixt  wind  and  water, 

Loaden  with  Mackrel ; O brave  meat. 

Schol.  My  Sea  horfes ; 

I’ll  charge  the  Northern  Wind,  and  break  his  Bladder, ' 
Parf.  I’ll  fell  my  Bells  before  I be  out-brav’d  thus, 

Alph.  What’s  he  ? what’s  he  ? 

Maft.  AParfon,  Sir,  a Parfon  . , 

That  run  mad  for  tyth  Goflings. 

Alph.  Green  fawce  cure  him. 

Parf.  rilcurfe  yeaill.  I’ll  excommunicate  ye ; 

Thou  Englijh  Heretick,  give  me  the  tenth  Pot. 

Eng.  Sue  me.  I’ll  drink  up  all,  bouncel  fay  once  more, 

0 have  I fplit  your  Mizen  ? blow,  blow  thou  Weft-wind, 
Blow  till  thou  rive,  and  make  the  Sea  run  roaring. 

I’ll  hifs  it  down  again  with  a Bottle  of  Ale. 

Schol.  Tritony  why  Triton. 

Eng.  Tmow’s  drunk  with  tyUethegUn. 

Seb.  Strike,  ftrike  the  furges,  ftrike. 

Eng.  Drink,  drink,  ’tis  day  light-, 

Drink,  didle,  didle,  didle,  drink,  Parfony^iou^Parfon'y 
A Pigs  tail  in  thy  teeth,  and  I defiethee. 

Par.  Give  mefomeporridg,  or  I’ll  damn  thee, 

Alph.  How  comes  this  Englifh  mad  man  here  I 
ejd/aft.  Alas,  that’s  no  queftion ; 

They  are  mad  every  where.  Sir  -, 

Their  fits  are  cool  now,  let  ’em  reft. 

Enter  Keepers  and  She-fools. 

Alph.  Mad  Gallants ; 

Moft  admirable  mad  -,  1 love  their  faces.  (lookt  to  him  ? 

1 Keep.  Ye  (linking  Whore,  who  knew  of  this?  who 
’Pox  take  him,  he  was  fteepy  when  I left  him. 

2 Keep.  Certain  he  made  the  fool  drunk. 
eJMasi.  How  now,  who’s  this  here  ? 

Where  is  the  Boy  ? 

I Keep.  The  Boy,  Sir  ? 

1,  the  Boy,  Sir. 

I Keep.  Here’s  all  the  Boys  we  found. 

Adaft.  Thefe  are  his  Cloaths. 

But  where’s  the  Boy  ? 

She  fool.  The  Boy  is  gone  a Maying,  (ftcr  ? ■ 

He’ll  bring  me  home  a Cuckows  Neft  i do  you  hear,  Ada^ 

1 put  my  Cloaths  off,  and  I dizen’d  him. 

And  pin’d  a Plum  in’s  forehead,  and  a feather, •*  f 

\ Y y y , Andp 
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, And  bul's’d  him  twice,  and  bid  him  go  leek  his  fortune ; 

He  gave  me  this  fine  money,  and  fine  Wine  too, 

And  bid  me  fop  \ and  gave  me  thefe  trim  Cloaths  too, 

And  put  ’em  on. 

Aifh.  Is  this  the  Boy  you  would  fhew  ? 

, She  fool.  I’ll  give  you  two  pence,  Mafter. 

Am  1 fool’d  of  all  Tides  ? 

I met  a fool  i’th’  Woods,  they  faid  Ihe  dwelt  here, 

In  a long  pied  Coat. 

That  was  the  very  Boy,  Sir. 

Sbe  f.  1,1,  1,  I gave  him  leave  to  play,  forfooth, 

He’ll  come  again  tomorrow,  and  bring  peafeods. 
ril  bring  your  bones. 
eyflph.  ’Pox  o’  your  fools,  and  Bedlams, 

’Plague  o’  your  Owls  and  Apes. 

Af-ii}.  ’Pray  ye,  Sir,  be  tamer, 

U'e  cannot  help  this  prefently,  but  we  Ihall  know 
I’ll  recompence  your  Care  too.  . i 
yJlph.  Know  me,  a pudding, 

You  juggle,  and  ye  fiddle;  fart  upon  ye; 

I araabufed. 

’Pray  ye.  Sir.  * {Weljh  mad  man, 

yilph.  Andl  will  beabufed.  Sir, 

And  you  (hall  know  I am  abufed. 
i liV/jfc.  Whavv,  Mr.  Keeper, 
i yilpb.  ’Po.xo’  thy  whaws,  and  thy  whyms, 

’Poxo’thy  urfhip.  (walhbrew, 

Wei.  Give  me  Tome  Ceeze,  and  Onions  •,  give  me  fome 
I have — in  my  bellies,  give  me  abundance, 

Pendragon  was  a Shentleman,  marg  you.  Sir, 

And  the  Organs  at  T^txam  were  made  by  Revelations, 

There  is  a fpirit  blows,  and  blows  the  Bellows, 
j And  then  they  fing. 

I j4lph.  What  Moon.calf ’s  this  what  dream  ? 

zJA'fafi.  ’Pray  ye,  Sir,  obferve  him. 

He  is  a Mountaineer,  a man  of  Goteland. 

Welfl}.  I will  beat  thy  face  as  black  as  a blue  Clout, 

I will  leave  no  more  Ihcet  in  thine  eyes. 

' eJAiaf.  He  will  not  hurt  ye. 

I Weljb.  Give  me  a great  deal  ofGuns*,  thou  art  the  Devils, 

' I know  thee  by  thy  tails ; poor  Owens  hungry, 

I will  peg  thy  bums  full  of  Bullets. 

Alph.  This  is  the  rarell;  Rafcal, 

He  fpeaks  as  if  he  had  butter-milk  in’s  mouth, 

1 Is  this  any  thing  akin  to  th’  Enghjh  ? ? 

tjl^afl.  The  elder  Brother,  Sir, 

He  run  mad  becaufe  a Rat  eat  up’s  Cheefe. 

.Alph.  H’ad  a great  deal  of  reafon.  Sir. 

Welfb.  Bafilus  manns,  is  for  an  old  Codpifs,  mark  ye, 

1 will  borrow  thy  Urlhips  Whore  to  feal  a Letter. 

Maf.  Now  he  grows  villainous. 
vAlpb.  Methinks  he’s  beft  now. 

Ma^.  Away  with  him. 

' ey^lpb.  He  Ihall  not. 
eJWaf.  Sir,  he  muft. 

Weljb.  1 will  fing  and  dance. 

Do  any  thing. 

Alph.  Wilt  thou  declaim  in  Greek  ? 

Mafl.  Away  with  the  fool, 

And  whip  her  foundly,  Sirrah. 

She  fool.  I’ll  tell  no  more  tales.  l^Exit. 

Alph.  Or  wilt  thou  flye  i’th’ air  ? 

Eng.  Do,  and  I’ll  catch  thee. 

And  Tike  a wifp  of  Hay,  I’ll  whirl,  and  whirl  thee. 

And  puff  thee  up,  and  puff  thee  up. 

Schol.  I’ll  fave  thee, 

; And  thou  fhalt  fall  into  the  Sea,  foft,  foftly.  (men. 

j Wel^.  I’ll  get  upon  a mountain,  and  call  my  Country. 

tAEafl.  Theyallgrow  wild,  away  with  him  for  Heavens 
' Sir,  ve  are  much  to  blame.  (fake, 

Ajh.  No,  no,  'cis  brave.  Sir, 

’ Ye  have  cozen’d  me-.  I’ll  make  you  mad. 

■ oJA^ajl.  In  with  him, 

! Ann  lock  him  fafL 


Alph.  I’ll  fee  him  in  his  lodging.  ifxit. 

Aiafl.  What  means  this  Gentleman  ? 

Enter  Juletta. 

Jnl.  He’s  in  ■,  have  at  him. 

Are  you  the  Mafter,  Sir  ? 

Mafl.  What  would  you  with  him  ? 

Jul.  I have  a bufinefs  from  the  Duke  of  Medina.^ 

Is  there  not  an  old  Gentleman  come  lately  in  ? 

Mafi.  Yes,  and  a wild  one  too,  but  not  a Prifoner. 

Jtil.  Did  you  obferve  him  well  ? ’tis  like  it  may  be  he. 
Mafi.  I have  feen  younger  men  of  better  temper. 

JhL  You  have  hit  the  caufc  I come  for  ^ there’s  a Letter, 
Pray  ye  perufe  it  well ; 1 fhall  be  wi’  ye  v 
And  fuddenly,  1 fear  not,  finely,  daintily, 

I fhall  fofeed  your  fierce  vexation, 

Andraife  your  Worfinpsftorms  ^ I Ihall  fo  niggle  ye. 

And  juggle  ye,  and  fiddle  ye,  and  firk  ye : n 

I’ll  make  ye  curfe  the  hour  ye  vext  a Woman  v ; 

I’ll  make  ye  fhake  when  our  Sex  are  but  founded  ; ) ; 

For  the  Lords  fake  we  fhall  have  hhn  at  •,  I long  to  fee  it 
As  much  as  for  my  wedding  night  \ I gape  after  it. 

(sjldajl.  This  L.etter  fays  the  Gentleman  is  lunatieje, 

I half  fufpc<fted  it.  o ic> 

Jnl.  ’Tis  very  true.  Sir,  • . i; 

And  fuch  pranks  he  has  plaid.  , i 
Mafi.  He’s  fome  great  man;  • 

The  Duke  commands  me  with  fuch  care  to  look  to  him, 

And  if  he  grow  too  violent,  to  corredt  him, 

To  ufe  the  fpeedieft  means  for  his  recovery. 

And  thofe  he  muft  find  (harp. 

JhL  The  better  for  him. 

Mafi.  How  got  ye  him  hither  ? 

JhI.  With  a train,  I told  him  •, 

He’s  in  love  with  a Boy,  there  lyes  his  melancholy. 

Mafi.  Hither  he  came  to  feek  one. 

JhI.  Yes,  I fent  him, 

Now  had  we  dealt  by  force,  we  had  never  brought  him. 
Mafi.  Here  was  a Boy. 

JhI.  He  faw  him  not  ? 

^JMafi.  He  was  gone  firft. 

JhI.  It  is  the  better ; look  you  to  your  charge  well  •, 

I’ll  fee  him  lodged,  for  fo  the  Duke  commanded  me. 

He  will  be  very  rough. 

Mafi.  We  are  us’d  to  that.  Sir, 

And  we  as  rough  as  he,  if  he  give  occafion. 

JhI.  You  will  find  him  gainful,  but  be  fure  ye  curb  him. 
And  get  him,  if  ye  can  fairly,  to  his  lodging, 

' Enter  Alphonfo. 

I am  afraid  ye  will  not. 

Mafi.  We  muft  fweat  then.  (noife, 

Alph.  What  doll  thou  talk  to  me  of  noifes  ? I’l  have  more 
I’ll  have  all  loofe,  and  all  fhall  play  their  prizes ; 

Thy  Mafter  has  let  loofe  the  Boy  I lookt  for, 

Bafely  convey’d  him  hence. 

Keep.  Will  ye  go  out,  Sir? 

Alph.  I will  not  out  •,  I will  have  all  out  with  me, 

jjShakj!  Irons. 

I’ll  have  thy  Mafter  in ; he’s  only  mad  here : (Boys. 

And  Rogues,  I’ll  have  ye  all  whipt  *,  heigh,  mad  Boys,  mad 
JhI.  Do  you  perceive  him  now  ? 

Mafi.  ’Tis  too  apparent. 

JhI.  I am  glad  fhe  is  gone;  he  raves  thus. 

Mafi.  Do  you  hear.  Sir? 

’Pray  will  ye  make  Icfs  ftir,  and  fee  your  Chamber, 

Call  in  more  help,  and  make  the  Clofet  ready.  (ye.  j 

Keep.  I thought  he  was  mad ; I’ll  have  one  long  lafh  at  j 
A/ph.  My  Chamber  ? where  my  Chamber  ? why  my  ; 
Where’s  the  young  Boy  ? (Chamber  ? j 

eJA/afi.  Nay,  Pray  ye.  Sir,  bemoremodeft 
For  ,your  own  Credit  fake ; the  people  fee  ye. 

And  I would  ufe  ye  with  the  belt. 
oAlph.  Belt,  hang  ye. 

What 
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What  doll  thou  think  me  mad  ? 

Maft.  Pray,  and  be  civil. 

Heaven  may  deliver  ye. 

Alp').  Into  a rogues  hands. 

Mafl.  You  do  but  draw  more  mifery  upon  ye. 

And  add  to  your  difeafe. 

Alph.  Get  from  me. 

No  Sir, 

You  muft  not  be  left  fo : bear  your  felf  civilly, 

And  ’twill  be  better  for  ye  .•  fwell  not,  nof  chafe  not. 

Alp.  I am  a Gentleman,  and  a neighbour,  rafcal. 

Mufi.  A great  deal  the  more  pity  : 1 have  heard  of  ye. 
JhI.  Excellent  Mailer. 

Mafl.  The  Duke  is  very  tender  too. 

Alph.  Am  I lunatique  1 am  1 run  mad  ? 

What  dolt  thou  talk  to  me  of  Dukes,  and  Devils, 

Why  do  the  people  gape  fo  ? 

Do  not  anger  ’em. 

But  go  in  quietly,  and  flip  in  foftly 
They  will  fo  tew  ye,  elfe,I  am  commanded  Sir. 

Alph.  Why,  prethee  why  ? 

Maft.  Ye  are  dog-mad : you  perceive  it  not. 

Very  far  mad : and  whips  will  fcant  recover  ye. 

Alph.  Ha  ! whips  .<* 

Mafl.  I whips, and  fore  whips,  and  ye  were  a Lord  Sir, 

If  ye  be  Itubborn  here. 

Alph.  Whips } what  am  I grown  ? 

Jul.  0 1 could  burfl : hold,hold,hold,  hold  o’  both  ends, 
How  he  looks,  pray  heaven,  he  be  not  mad  indeed. 

Alph.  I do  not  perceive  1 am  fo  j but  if  you  think  it. 

Nor  I’le  be  hangd  if ’t  be  fo, 

zAiafl.  Do  you  fee  this  Sir  ‘ Irons  brought  in. 

Down  with  that  Devil  in  ye. 

tAllph.  Indeed  I am  angry. 

But  rie  contain  my  felf : O I could  burll  now, 

And  tear  my  felf,  but  thefe  rogues  will  torment  me, 

Mad  in  mine  old  days  ? make  mine  own  afflictions  ? 
tjllafi.  What  do  you  mutter  Sir 
Alph.  Nothing,  Sir,  nothing  ; 

I will  go  in,  and  quietly,  moll  civilly ; ( me. 

And  good  Sir,  let  none  of  your  tormentors  come  about 
You  have  a gentle  face^  they  look  like  Dragons. 

Mafi.  Be  civil  and  be  fafe : come,  for  thefe  two  dales 
Ye  mull  eat  nothing  neither : ’twill  eafe  your  fits  Sir. 

Alph.  ’Twill  Harve  me  Sir ; but  I mull  bear  it  joyfully. 

I may  fleep  ? 

Mafi.  Yes,  a little : go  in  with  thefe  men. 

Alph.  O miferable  me  ! \^Exh. 

Mafi.  I’le  follow  prefently, 

You  lee  ’tis  done  Sir. 

JhI.  Ye  have  done  it  handfomely. 

And  I’le  inform  the  Duke  fo : pray  ye  attend  him, 

Let  him  want  nothing,  but  his  will; 

He  lhall  not,  " 

And  if  he  be  rebellious 

Jul.  Never  Ipare  him  .• 

H’as  flelh,  and  hide  enough,  he  loves  a whipping. 

Mafi.  My  fervice  to  his  Grace.  {Exit. 

Jul.  I fliall  commend  it. 

So,  thou  art  fall : I mull  go  get  fome  frefh  room 
To  laugh,  and  caper  in  : 0 how  it  tickles  me  ! 

O how  it  tumbles  me  with  joy ! thy  mouth’s  llopt : 

Now  if  I can  do  my  Miftris  good,  I am  Sainted.  {Exit. 

Cur.  He’s  a fleep  furc 

For  if  he  had  been  awake,  wc  Ihould  have  met  with  him : 
’Faith  let’s  turn  back,  wc  have  but  a liuitlels  journey  •, 

And  to  hope  further  of  AUndas  recovery, 

( For  furc  Ihe’l  rather  pcrifli  than  return) 

Is  but  to  feek  a Moth  I’th’  Sun.  ^ 

Seb.  Wc’l  on  lure  ; 

Something  we’l  know,  fome  caufe  of  all  this  fooling, 

Make  fome  difeovery. 

Cur.  Which  way  lhall  wc  call  then. 

For  all  the  Champion  Country,  and  the  villages, 

And  all  thofe  fides  ? 

Seb.  Wc’l  crols  thefe  woods  awhile  then  : 

Here  if  we  fail,  we’l  gallop  to  Segovia. 

And  if  we  light  of  no  news  there,  hear  nothing  •, 

We’l  even  turn  fairly  home,  and  coalt  the  other  fide. 

Cur.  He  may  be  lick,  or  fain  into  fome  danger  j 
He  has  no  guide,  nor  no  man  to  attend  him. 

Seb.  He’s  well  enough,  he  hasatravel’d  body. 

And  though  he  be  old,  he’s  tough,  and  will  endure  w^li  •, 

But  he  is  fo  violent  to  finde  her  out. 

That  his  anger  leads  him  a thoufand  wild-goofe  chafes : 

I’le  warrant  he  is  well. 

Cur.  Shall  we  part  company  ? 

Seb.  By  no  means,  no : that  were  a fullen  bufinefs  ; 

No  pleafure  in  our  journey : come,  let’s  crofs  here  firlt. 

And  where  we  find  the  paths,  let  them  direCl  us. 

{ Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Juletta,  Alinda. 

Jul.  Why  are  you  flill  fo  fearfull  of  me.  Lady  ? 

So  doubtfull  of  my  faith,  and  honeft  fervice  > 

To  hide  your  felf  from  me,  to  fly  my  company  ? 

Am  I not  yours  ? all  yours  ? by  this  light  you  fhake  flill  j 
Do  ye  fufpe<fl  me  falfe  I did  I ever  fail  ye  ? 

Do  you  think  I am  corrupted  ? bafe  s’  and  treacherous  ? 

Lord,  how  ye  look ! Is  not  my  life  ty’d  to  ye  ? 

And  all  the  power  1 have  to  ferve,  and  honour  ye  ? 

Still  do  ye  doubt  flill  am  I terrible.? 

I will  not  trouble  ye : good  Heaven  preferve  ye, 

And  fend  ye  what  ye  wifli : I will  not  fee  ye, 

Nor  once  remember  I had  fuch  a Miflris. 

I Will  not  fpeak  of  ye,  nor  naiiie  c^lmda., 

For  fear  you  fhonld  fufpedl  I would  betray  ye ; 

Goodnefs  and  peace  conduft  ye.  ^ 

Alin.  Prethee  pardon  me, 

I know  thou  art  truly  faithfull : and  thou  art  welcom, 

A welcom  partner  to  my  mileries  j 
Thou  knowfl  I love  thee  too. 

Jul.  1 have  thought  fo,  Lady. 

Aim.  Alas,  my  fears  havefo  diflraifled  me 
I durlt  not  truft  my  felf. 

Jul.  Come,  pray  ye  think  better. 

And  call  thofe  % : at  leafl  confider.  Lady, 

How  to  prevent  ’em;  pray  ye  put  olf this  fools  coat". 

Though  it  have  kept  ye  fecret  for  a feafon, 

’Tis  known  now,  and  will  betray  ye  *,  your  arch  enemy 
Roderigo  is  abroad  ; many  are  looking  for  ye. 

Aim.  I know  it ; and  thofe  many  I have  coZen’d. 

Jill.  You  cannot  flill  do  thus. 

Alin.  I have  no  means  to  Ihift  it. 

Jul.  I have  ".and  Ihift  you  too.  Hay  lafl  night 
At  a poor  widows  houfe  here  in  the  Thicket, 

Whither  I will  condudl  ye,  and  new  lhape  ye, 

My  felf  too  to  attend  ye. 

Alin.  What  means  hafl  5hou  ? 

For  mine  are  gone. 

Jul.  Fear  not,  enough  to  ferve  ye  j 
I came  not  out  fo  empty. 

Ain.  Prethee  tell  me, 

(For  thou  haft  (truck  a kind  of  comfort  through  me.) 

When  faw’ft  thou  Roderigo  ? 

Jul.  Even  this  morning, 

Y y y 2 - And  { 

AEins  OjiintHS,  ScenaFrirnd. 

Enter  Seberto,  Curio. 

Seb.  XT  Ow,o’  my  confcience,we  have  loll  him  utterly, 
L\1  He’s  not  gone  home : we  heard  from  thence  this 
And  fince  our  parting  lall  at  Roderigo's  (morning. 

You  know  what  ground  we  have  travel’d. 
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A'ui  in  UK  ic  woods take  hced,li’as  got  a new  lhape. 

I The  liabit  Ot  a Pilgrim  ? yes,  I know  it, 

I And  I nope  lhall  prevent  it  •,  was  he  alone  ? 

/.//.  No  Maviam,  and  which  made  me  wonder  mightily, 

' Ho  was  in  company  with  that  handfom  Pilgrim, 
j Tnat  9ad  I wext  man. 

■ Tiiat  I forgot  to  give  to  ? 

! jul.  The  fame, the  very  fame,  that  you  fo  pitied, 

1 .A  man  as  fit  to  fuit  his  villanies. 

' And  did  tiiey  walk  together  ? 

JhI.  Wondrous  civilly. 

Talk,  and  diieourfe  ? 
jul.  I think  fo,  for  1 law  ’em 
Make  many  ltands,and  then  embrace  each  other, 

AUn.  The  Pilgrim  is  betrai’d,  a JuAai  dwells  with  him, 

A StKon,  that  will  feem  a Saint  to  choak  him, 

Canrt  thou  but  Ihevv  me  this  ? 

JhI.  Lord  how  (lie  trembles  I 
Not  thus,for  all  the  w'orld,  ye  are  undone  then  ^ 

But  let’s  retire,  and  alter,  then  we’l  walk  free } 

And*  then  Tie  Ihew  ye  anything. 

JliH.  Come,  good  wench, 

And  fpeedily  .-  lor  I have  ftrange  faiths  working, 

.As  ftrange  fears  too.  Tie  tell  thee  all  my  life  then. 

7«/.Come  quick, Tie  condudye,and  ftill  ferveye. 

And  do  not  fear  •,  hang  fear,  it  fpoils  all  projedls. 

This  w ay  ^ Tie  be  your  guide.  [_SxeHf7t. 

SCENE  ni. 

E/iter  Govermur,  Verdugo,  Cttiz.ens. 

Cjov.  life  all  your  fports, 

All  your  folemnities , 'tis  the  Kings  day  to  morrow, 

His  birth-day,  and  his  marriage,  a glad  day, 

A day  we  ought  to  honour,  all. 

1 Qti.  We  will  Sir, 

.And  make  Segovia  ring  with  our  rejoycings. 

Gov.  Be  fumptuous,  but  not  riotous ; be  bounteous. 

But  not  in  drunken  Bacchanals : free  to  all  ftrangers^ 

Eafie,  and  fweet  in  all  your  entertainments,  , 

For  ’tis  a Royal  day  admits  no  rudenefs.  (your  ftlf, 

2 Of;.  Your  Lordlhipwill  do  us  the  honour  to  be  here 
And  grace  the  day  ? 

Gov.  ’Tis  a main  part  of  my  fervice.  (deration 

3 Cm.  I hope  your  honour  has  taken  into  your  confi- 
The  miferies  we  have  fuffered  by  thefe  Out  laws, 

Thelofles,  hourly  tears-,  the  rudeabufes 

Strangers  that  travel  to  us  are  daily  loaden  with. 

Our  Daughters,  and  our  wives  complaints. 

Gov.  1 am  forry  for’t. 

And  have  Commiflion  from  the  King  to  eafe  it : 

You  fhall  not  be  long  vext. 

1 Of.  Had  w'e  not  walls.  Sir, 

And  thofe  continually  man’d  too  with  our  watches. 

We  fhould  not  have  a bit  of  meat  to  feed  us. 

And  yet  they  are  our  friends,  and  we  muft  think  fo. 

And  entertain ’em  fofometimes,  and  feaft’em. 

And  fend  ’em  loaden  home  too, we  are  loft  elfe.  (Chrifiians^ 

2 Cit.  Thcy’l  come  to  Church  amongft  us,  as  we  hope 
When  all  their  zeal  is  but  to  fteal  the  Chalices  3 

At  this  good  time  now,  if  your  Lordfhip  were  not  here, 

To  awe  their  violence  with  your  authority, 

They  would  play  fuch  gombals. 

Gov.  Are  they  grown  fo  heady (Bonfires-, 

2 (\t.  They  would  drink  up  all  our  Wine,  pifs  out  our 
Then,  like  the  drunken  have  at  the  faireft, 

Nay,  haveatall;  four- fcore  and  ten’s  a Goddefs, 

Whilftwe,  like  fools,  Hand  Ihaking  in  our  cellars. 

(jot^.  Are  they  fo  fierce  upon  fo  little  fufferance  ? 
I’legiVc’em  fuch  a purge,  and  fuddenly. 
f^erdiigo^  after  this  folemnity  isover, 

^ Call  on  me  fur  a charge  of  men,  of  good  men. 

To  fee  what  houfe  theft  knaves  keep  : of  good  Souldicrs, 

As  fturdy  as  themftlves ; that  dare  difpute  with  ’em, 


Dare  walk  the  woods  as  well  as  they,  as  fearlefs. 

But  with  a better  faith  belabour  ’em  3 

I’ie  know  what  claim  they  have  to  their  polfcflion. 

1 is  pity  of  their  Captain  Rodertgo.^ 

A well-bred  Gentleman,  and  a good  Souldier, 

And  one  his  Majefty  has  fome  little  reafon 
To  thank,  for  fundry  fti  vices, and  fair  ones; 

That  long  negled  bred  this,  1 am  forty  for  him. 

Ver.lhQ  hope  ofhiseftate  keeps  back  his  pardon, 
There’sdiverswafps,  that  buz  about  that  hony-box. 

And  Jong  to  lick  “themftlves  full. 

Gov.  True  Verdugo 

Would  he  had  but  the  patience  to  difeern  it, 

And  policy  to  wipe  their  lips. 

Verd.  To  fetch  him  in  Sir, 

By  violence,  he  being  now  no  infant, 

VV'ill  ask  fome  bloody  crowns.  1 know  his  people 
Are  of  his  own  choice  men,  that  will  not  totter. 

Nor  blench  much  at  a Bullet , I know  his  order, 

And  though  he  have  no  multitude,  h’as  manhood ; 

The  elder-twin  to  that  too,  ftaid  experience. 

But  if  he  mult  be  lorced.  Sir, 

Gov.  There’s  no  remedy, 

Unlefs  become  himfelf. 

Ver.  That  will  bedoubtfull. 

Did  you  never  hear  yet  of  the  noble  Vedro  ? 

^ov.\  cannot  by  no  means;  1 think  he’s  dead  fure; 

The  court  bewails  much  his  untimely  lofs  : 

The  King  himftlf  laments  him. 

V ?rd.  He  was  funk  3 
And  if  he  be  dead,  he  died  happily, 

He  buried  all  he  had  in  the  Kings  ftrvice. 

And  loft  himfelf. 

^ov.  Well;  ifhe  be  alive.  Captain, 

( As  hope  ftill  fpeaks  the  beft  ) 1 know  the  Kings  mind 
So  inwardly  and  full,  he  will  be  happy. 

Come,  to  this  preparation ; when  that’s  done. 

The  Out-laws  expedition  is  begun. 

Cit.  We’l  contribute  all  to  that,  and  help  our  fclves  too. 

C Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Roderigo,  Pedro. 

^0;/.  How  fweet  thefe  folitary  places  are ! how  wantonly 
The  wind  blows  through  the  leaves,  and  courts,  and  playes 

^ , (with ’em.' 

Will  ye  fit  down,  and  fleep  / ‘the  heat  invites  ye. 

Hark  how  yond  purling  ftream  dances,  and  murmurs. 

The  Birds  fing  foftly  too : pray  take  fome  reft.  Sir. 

1 would  fain  wooe  his  fancie  to  a peace. 

It  labours  high  and  haftily  upon  him  -, 

Pray  yc  fit,  and  Tic  fit  by. 

I cannot  fleep  friend  , 

1 have  thofe  watches  here  admit  no  fluhibers. 

Saw  ye  none  yet.'’ 

'R^d.  No  creature. 

Red.  What  ftrange  Mufick 
Was  that  we  heard  afar  off.? 

Rod.  1 cannot  guefs  3 

’T was  loud,  and  Ihrill .-  fometimes  it  Ihew’d  hard  by  us, 

And  by  and  by  the  found  fled  as  the  wind  does  3 
Here’s  no  inhabitants. 

Red.  It  much  delighted  me. 

Rod..  They  talk  of  Fairies,  and  fuch  demi-devils, 

This  is  a fine  place  to  dance  their  gambols. 

Red.  Me  thought  I heard  a voyce.  IMuftckjind Rirds. 

Rod.  They  can  ling  admirably,  (way 

They  never  loft  their  maiden-heads  ; I would  fool  any 
T o make  him  merry  now : methink  yond  rocks  yonder 
Shew  like  inchanted  Cells,  where  they  inhabit. 

[_Mufick.^  afar  off.  Rot  Birds. 
Red.  ’Tis  here  again,  hark  gentle  Roderigo., 

Hark,  hark:  O fweet,  Iweet,  how  the  Birds  record  too! 
Mark  how  it  flies  now  every  way.  O love, 
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In  Inch  a harmony  art  thou  begotten, 

In  Inch  foft  air,  fo  gentle,  lull’d  and  nourifh’d, 

0 my  bell  Miltiis  / 

Rod.  How  he  weeps!  dear  Heaven 
Give  him  his  hearts  content, and  me  forgive  too. 

1 mull  melt  too. 

Fed.  The  Birds  ling  louder,  fweeter, 

And  every  note  they  emulate  one  another.  ( hours, 

Lie  Hill  and  hear  : Thefe  when  they  have  done  their  la- 

E)!ter  Alinda,  and  Juletta,  like  old  Women. 

Their  pretty  airs,  fall  to  their  refls,  enjoy  ’em. 

Nothing  rocks  Love  afleep,  but  death. 

Rod.  Who  are  thefe? 

Fed.  What. 

Rod.  Thofe  there, thofe,thofe  things  that  come  upon  us. 
Thole  grandam  things,  thofe  ftrange  antiquities. 

Did  not  I fay  thefe  woods  begot  ftrange  wonders  ? 

Jul.  Now  yc  may  view  ’em. 
jdlin.  Ha  ? 

Jnl.  The  men  ye  long’d  for. 

Here  they  are  both  : now  ye  may  boldly  talk  with  ’em. 

And  never  be  ghefs’d  at : be  not  afraid,  nor  faint  not } 

They  wonder  at  us-,  let’s  maintain  that  wonder  ; 

Shake  not,  but  what  ye  purpofe  do  difcreetly. 

And  from  your  tongue  Tie  take  my  part. 

Alin.  Ha  ? 

Jnl.  There.-before  ye,there,do  not  turn  coward  Miftrefs, 
If  ye  do  love,  carry  your  Love  out  handlbmely. 

AUn.  ’Tisheand  Roderigo\  w'hatapeace 
Dwells  in  their  faces,  what  a friendly  calm 
Crowns  both  their  fouls  ? 

Rod.  They  Ihow  as  if  they  were  mortal , 

They  come  upon  us  ftill. 

Fed.  Be  not  afraid,  Man, 

Let  ’em  be  what  they  will,they  cannot  hurt  us, 

^oi.That  thing  i’th’Button’d-cap  looks  terribly. 

She  has  Guns  in  her  eyes,  the  Devils  Ingeneer. 

Fed.  Come,  ftand,  and  let’s  go  meet ’em. 

Rod.  Go  you  firft. 

I have  lefs  laith  .-  when  I have  faid  my  Prayers 

Fed.  There  needs  no  fear,  hale  reverend  dames. 

Alin.  Good  even. 

What  do  ye  Peek  ? 

Fed.  We  would  feek  happier  fortunes. 

Rod.  That  little  devil  has  main  need  of  a Barber, 

What  a trim  beard  Ihe  has  ? 

AUn.  Seek  ’em,  and  make  ’em. 

Lie  not  ftill,  jior  longer  here,. 

Here  inhabits  nought  but  fear. 

Be  conftant  good,  in  faith  be  clear. 

Fortune  will  wait  ye  every  where. 

Fed.  Whither  Ihould  we  go?for  we  believe  thy  reverence. 
And  next  obey. 

Aim.  Go  to  Segovia^ 

And  there  before  the  Altar  pay  thy  vowes. 

Thy  gifts, and  prayers : unload  thy  heavinefs. 

To  morrow  Ihed  thy  tears,  and  gain  thy  fuit. 

Such  honeft  noble  fhowrs,  ne’re  wanted  fruit. 

JuL.  Stand  you  out  too. 

Rod.  i lhali  be  hang’d,  or  whipt  now : 

Thefe  know,  and  thefe  have  power. 

Jul.  See  how  he  fhakes. 

A fecure  confcience  never  quakes. 

Thou  haft  been  ill  -,  be  fo  no  more, 

A good  retreat  is  a great  ftore. 

Thou  hall  commanded  men  of  might. 

Command  thy  felf,  and  then  thou  art  right. 

Aim.  Command  thy  will .-  thy  foul  defires. 

Put  out  and  quench  thy  unhallowed  fires  ; 

Command  thy  mind,  and  make  that  pure  -, 

Thou  art  wife  then,  valiant,  and  fecure. 

A blelTing  then  thou  maift  beget. 


5J.V 

Jul.  A curfc  clfe  that  (hall  never  fet 
Will  light  upon  thee  : Say  thy  Prayers, 

Thou  hall  as  many  fins,  as  hairs. 

Thou  art  a Captain,  let  thy  men 
Be  honeft,  and  good  thoughts,  and  then 
Thou  maift  command,  and  lead  in  chief, 

Yet  thou  art  bloody,  and  a thief. 

Rod.  What  lliall  Ido?  I do confefs. 

Alin.  Retire, 

And  purge  thee  perfeeft  in  his  fire 
His  life  obferve ; live  in  his  School, 

And  then  thou  lhait  put  off  the  fool. 

JhI.  Pray  at  Segovia  too,  and  give 
Thy  Offrings  up,  repent,  and  live.  Ainfickjofithin, 

Alin.  Away,  away  : enquire  no  more. 

Do  this,  ye  are  rich,  ellc  fools,  and  poor  ^ 

What  mufick’s  this  ? 

Jul.  Retire.^  ’tis  fome  neat  Joy, 

In  honour  of  the  Kings  great  day : they  wonder, 

This  comes  in  right  to  confirm  their  reverence. 

Away,  away,  let  them  admire,  it  makes 
For  our  advantage : how  the  Captain  ftiakes .'  [_ExU. 

Ted.  This  was  the  Mufick. 

Rod.  Yes,  yes,  how  I fweat! 

I was  nev«r  fo  deferted ; fure  thefe  woods 

Are  only  inhabited  with  rare  dreams,  and  wonders  *, 

1 would  not  be  a knave  again,  a villain : 

O bow  1 loath  it  now : for  thefe  know  all  Sir, 

And  they  would  find  me  out. 

Fed.  They  are  excellent  women, 

Deep  in  their  knowledge,  friend. 

Rod.  I would  not  be  traytor. 

And  have  thefe  of  my  Jury  how  light  I am. 

And  how  my  heart  laughs  now  me  thinks  within  me  ? 

Now  I am  Catechiz’d,  I would  ever  dwell  here, 

For  here  is  a kind  of  Court  of  Reformation  j 
Had  1 been  ftubborn  friend. 

Fed.  They  would  have  found  it. 

Rod.  And  then  they  would  have  handled  me  a new  way  , 
The  Devils  dump  had  been  danced  then. 

Fed.  Let’s  away 

And  do  their  great  commands,  and  do ’em  handfomely ; 
Contrite,  and  true,  for  I believe  Roderigo, 

And  conftantly  believe,  we  lhall  be  happy. 

Rod.  So  you  do  well ; fall  edge  or  flat  o’  my  fide  5 
All  I can  ftagger  at  is  the  Kings  anger. 

Which  if  it  come,  I am  prepar’d  to  meet  it. 

Fed.  The  King  has  mercy,  friend,  as  well  as  Juftice  : 

And  when  you  fall : no  more ^ — 

Rod.  I hope  the  faireft.  [[  Rxeunt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  t^afler,  Seberto,  Curio. 

( fought  him : 

Cnr.  We  have  told  ye  what  he  is : what  time  we  have 
His  nature,  and  his  name .-  the  feeming  Boy  too 
Ye  had  here,how,and  what  by  your  own  relation,  (him 
All  Circumftances  we  have  clear’d:  That  the  Duke  fent 
We  told  ye  how  impofllble ; he  knows  him  not  j 
That  he  is  mad  himfelf,  and  therefore  fit 
To  be  your  Prifoner,  we  dare  fwear  againft  it.  ( him ; 

Seb.  Take  heed  Sir,  be  not  madder  than  you  would  make 
Though  he  be  ralh,  and  fuddain  (which  is  all  his  wildnefs) 
Take  heed  ye  wrong  him  not : he  is  a Gentleman, 

And  fo  mult  be  reftor’d  and  clear’d  in  all  points  j 
The  King  (hall  be  a Judge  elfe. 

Cur.  ’Twas  fome  trick  , ^ 

That  brought  him  hither .-  the  boy,  and  letter  conterfeit, 
Which  fnall  appear,  if  ye  dare  now  detain  him. 

' Maft.  I dare  not  Sir ; nor  will  not : I believe  ye. 

And  will  reftore  him  up  : had  1 known  fooner 
H'ad  been  a neighbour,  and  the  man  you  fpeak  him, 

( Though  as  I live,  he  carried  a wild  feeming  ) • , 
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My  Service, and  my  felt  had  both  attended  him 
How  I have  us\t  him,  let  Iiiin  (peak. 

SAk  Let’s  in,  and  vilit  him  .• 

Then  to  the  holy  Temple : there  pay  our  duties, 

And  lb  wc’I  takeout  leaves. 

Mifr.  rje  wait  upon  you.  X^B.xeiwt. 

SCENE  VI. 

A t.ir  prep/tr'd.  Solemn  A^ufick^ 

Enter  Govermur.,  Vcrdugo,  Courtier Ladies j(^c. 

GuV.  This  to  devoUon  f.tcred  be^ 

This  to  the  Kings  prosperity, 

This  to  the  Q^eeHy  and  Chajlity.  ( Mufick. 

\'er.  Thcje  Oblations  fir Jl  we  bring 
To  pit''ge  our  /elves : Thefe  to  the  King, 

To  love.,  and  beautiethefe  : now  fmg.  ( Mufick. 

Ladies.  Holy  A tar.,  daign  to  take 
Thefe  for  our  fclves  : For  the  Kings  fake 
And  honour  thefe : Thefe  facred  lye 
To  Fertile,  Love,  and  eJTlodefty, 

Our  lYiJhes  to  Eternity.  (Muflck^ 

Enter  Pedio,  and  Roderigo. 

Fed.  For  our  felves firfi,  thm  we  bend. 

Forgive  m heaven,  and  be  our  friend. 

Rod.  And  happy  fortune  to  us  fend. 

Fed.  To  the  King,  honour,  and  all  Joy, 

Long,  and  happy  from  annoy. 

Red.  Projperous  be  all  his  dayes 
Every  new  hour,  a new  praife. 

Fed.  Every  minute  thus  be  Jeen, 

Both.  And  thoufand  honours  Crown  the  Queen.  MufIck. 

Enter  Alphonfo,  Curio,  Seberto. 

Seb.  Come  to  the  Altar  .*  let  us  do  our  duties. 

Alph.  I have  almoft  forgot  a Church. 

Cur.  Kneel  reverently. 

Alph.  For  my  lofl  wits  ( let  me  fee ) 

Firfi  1 pray,  and  fecondly 
To  be  at  home  again,  and  free, 

(syfnd  if  I travel  more,  hang  me. 

For  the  King,  and  for  the  Qmen, 

That  they  may  be  wife,  and  feen 
Never  in  the  zJPIad  mans  Jnne. 

For  my  Daughter,  I would  pray 
'But  fie  has  made  a holy  day. 

And  needs  not  my  devotion  now 
Let  her  take  her  own  courfe.  Heaven, 

Whether  it  be  odd,  or  even,  (Mulick. 

Snter  Alinda,  and  Julctta,  /?%  Shepheards. 

And  if  that  pleafe  not,  take  her  you. 

Seb.  A fhort,and  fweet  Meditation  : what  are  thefe  here? 
Alin.  Hale  to  this  facred  place. 

Jut.  They  are  all  here,  Madam; 

No  violence  dare  touch  here  •,  be  fecure : 

My  Bilbo  Mailer  too ; how  got  he  loofe  again  ? 

How  lamentably  he  looks ! he  has  had  difeipline. 

I dare  not  let  him  know  my  pranks. 

Seb.  Tis  flic  fure.  Cur.  ’Tis  certainly. 

Ped.  Ha  ! do  I dazel  ? 

Rod.  ’Tis  the  fair  Almda. 

Gov.  VV'hat  wonder  Hand  thefe  Itrangers  in  ? 

Rod.  Her  woman  by  her. 

The  fame  Sir,  I live, 

A'ph.  I had  a Daughter, 

With  fuch  a face  once : fuch  eyes  and  nofe  too, 

Ha,  let  me  fee,  ’tis  wondrous  like  Almda, 


Their  devotion  ended,  I’le  mark  ’em  and  nearer. 

And  (lie  had  a Filly  that  waited  on  her, 

Juft  with  fuch  a favour : 

Do  they  keep  Goats  now  ? 

Alin.  Thus  we  kneel,  and  thus  we  pray 
A happy  honour  to  this  day. 

Thus  our  Sacrifice  we  brino 
Ever  happy  to  the  King. 

Jul,  Thefe  of  Purple,  Damask,  green 
Sacred  to  the  vertuous  Queen 
Here  we  hang. 

Alin.  As  thefe  are  now 
Her  glories  ever  fpring,  and  fhow. 

Thefe  for  our  fclves  : our  hopes,  and  loves, 

Full  of  pinks,  and  Ladies  gloves,  ' 

Of  hearts- cafe  too,  which  we  would  fain. 

As  We  labour  for,  attain  ; 

Hear  me  Heaven,  and  as  I bend. 

Full  of  hope  , fame  comfort  fend. 

Jul.  Hear  her : hear  her  : if  there  be  (Mufick. 
A fpotlefs  Sweetnefs,  this  is fhe. 

Ted.  Now  Roderigo  ftand. 

Rod.  He  that  divides  ye 
Divides  my  life  too. 

Gov.  Pedro,  Noble  Pedro, 

Do  not  you  know  your  friend  ? 

Fed.  I know,  and  honour  ye. 

(jov.  Lady  this  leave  I’le  crave,  pray  be  not  angry, 

I will  not  long  divide  you  : how  happy,  Pedro, 

Would  all  the  court  be  now,  might  they  behold  thee  ? 
Might  they  but  fee  you  thus,and  thus  embrace  yoijr? 

The  King  will  be  a joy  full  man  believe  it, 

Moll  joyfull,  Pedro. 

Ped.  I am  his  humble  Servant. 

Nay,  good  Sir,  Ipeak  your  will,  I lee  you  wonder,one  eafie 

word  from  you 

Alph.  I dare  fay  nothing 

My  tongue’s  a new  tongue  Sir,  and  knows  his  tither. 

Let  her  do  what  fhe  pleafe,  I dare  do  nothing, 

I have  been  damn’d  for  doing,  will  the  King  know  him  ? 
That  fellow  there,  will  he  refped;  and  honour  him  ? 

He  has  been  look’d  upon  they  fay : will  he  own  him  P 
Cjov.  Yes  certainly  and  grace  him,  ever  honour  him, 
Reftore  him  every  way,  he  has  much  lamented  him. 

Alp.  Is’t  your  will  too  ? this  is  the  laft  time  of  asking. 
Rod.  I am  fure,  none  ellelhall  touch  her,  noneelfe  en- 
If  this,  and  this  hold.  ( joy  her. 

Al.  You  had  beft  begin  the  game  then,I  have  no  title  in  her. 
Pray  take  her,  and  dilpatch  her,  and  commend  me  to  her, 
And  let  me  get  me  home,  and  hope  I am  fober  .* 

Kils,  kifs,  it  mull  be  thus  ; ftand  up  Alinda, 

I am  the  more  child,  and  more  need  of  blelling. 

Ye  had  a waiting  woman,  one  Juletta, 

A pretty  defperate  thing,  juft  fuch  another 
As  this  fweet  Lady  ^ we  call’d  her  nimble  chaps. 

I pray  is  this  the  party.?  Jul.  No  indeed  Sir, 

She  is  at  home  *,  I am  a little  Foot-Boy, 

That  walk  a nights,  and  fright  old  Gentlemen  *, 

Make  ’em  lofc  Hats  and  Cloaks. 

Alph.  And  Horfes  too.  (ditches; 

Jul.  Sometimes  I do  Sir,  teach  ’em  the  way  through 
And  how  to  break  their  worlhips  lliins,  and  nofes 
Againftold  broken  Stiles,  and  Stumps. 

Alph.  A fine  art. 

I feel  it  in  my  bones  yet. 

Jul.  I am  a Drum  Sir, 

A Drum  at  mid-night,  ran  tan  tan  tan  tan  Sir, 

Do  you  take  me  for  Juletta  ? 1 am  a Page  Sir, 

That  brought  a letter  from  the  Duke  of  Medina 
To  have  one  fenior  Alphonfo,  juft  fuch  another 
As  your  old  worlhip,  worm’d  for  running  mad  Sir. 

Alas,  you  are  miftaken. 

Alph.  Thou  art  the  Devil, 

And  fo  thou  haft  ufed  me. 

Jul. 


The  Pilgrim, 


533 


‘ Jnl.  I am  any  thing. 

An  old  woman,  that  tells  fortunes. 

Rod.  Ha , 

JhI.  And  frights  good  people. 

And  fends  them  to  Segovu  for  their  fortunes : ^ 

I am  ftrange  airs,  ai^  ^^ellent  fweet  voyces.  i. 

I am  any  thing,  to  dipMr  g^od, believe  me  •,  , 

She  now  recovered,'and  he^  -wifhes  crown’d  ^ 

I am  Juletta  again,  pray  Sir  forgive  me. 

Ahh.  I dare  not  do  otherwife,  for  fear  thou  fhould’fl 

(ftill  follow  me, 

Prethee  be  forgiven,  and  I prethee  forgive  me  too : 

And  if  any  of  you  will  mar^  her.  sj* 

JhI.  No  i^efeech  you  Sir  ^ # 

My  MiftrdS^ ^s  my  husband,  with  her  Pie  dwell  ftill, 

And  wheilyou  play  any  niore  pranks  you  know  wh^c  to 
r*?  . .T.  ' (hayeme. 

Fed.  You  know  him  Sir. 

6’w._  Know  him,  and  much  lament  him : 


The  King’s  incens’d  much,  much  Sir,l  can  allure  you. 

Fed'.  Noble  Governour. 

Gov.  But  fince  he  is  your  friend,  and  now  appears, 

In  honour  of  this  day  and  love  to  you  Sir  .* 

T’lc^try  tlie  power  I have,  to  the  pinch  TFe  put  it  *, 

J^ere’s  my  hand  I’le  fet  you  fair  again.  ^ 

u Rod.' And.  here’s  mine,  to  be  true, and  full  of  fervice. 

Gov.  Your  people  to6,  lhall  have  their  general  pardons, 
We’l  have  all  peace  and  love. 

Rod.  All  (hall  pray  for  you. 

Gov,  To  my  houfc  now, and  fuite  you  toyour  worths  j • 
Off  with  thefe  weeds,  and  appear  glorious  .* 

Then'^to  the  Prieff,  'that  fhall  attend  us  here. 

And  this  be  ftil’d  Loves  new  and  happy  year. 

Rod.  The  Kings  and  Queens,  two  noble  honours  meet. 
To  grace  this  day,  two  true  loves  at  their  feet.  ^ 

Alfh.  Well  well,  fince  wedding  will  come  after  wooirig, 
Give  me  forae  Role-Mary,  and  let’s  be  going. 

C Exenfit. 
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Perfbns  Repreftnte'd  in  the  Play. 


Julio,  a ttohle  Gentleman^  in  Love  voith  Lelia. 
Angelo,  a Gentleman^  friend  to  Julia. 

Cowardly  Gulls. 

Frederick,  a Gentleman^  Brother  to  Frank. 
Jacorao,  an  angry  Captain^  a Woman-hater. 
Fabritio,  a merry  Souldier^  friend  to  Jacomo. 
Lelia’/  Father^  an  old  poor  Gentleman. 

Hoji. 

Fintner. 

Drawers. 

Servants. 


WOMEN. 

Frank,  Sifter  to  Frederick,  a Lady  pajjionately 
in  love  with  Jacomo. 

Clara,  Sifter  to  Fabritio,  a witty  companion  to. 
Frank. 

Lelia,  a cunning  wanton  Widow, 

Waiting-woman, 

Maid  Servants. 


J he  Scene  Spain. 


The  principal  Adors  were^ 

Richard  Burhadge.')  {William  Ofller. 
Henry  Condel,  ) \Alexander  Cool^. 


— ^ f 


(^ABus  Primus.  Scena  Prima. 


Enter  Lodovico,  and  Pi(b. 

/ odovico. 

TH  E rnith  is,  Ptjo^  fo  flie  be  a woman 

And  nth  and  vviiolfomc,  let  her  be  of  what 
Condition  and  Complexion  itpicafe, 

S.ic  riull  plcafe  me  I am  Pure ; Thofc  men  arc  fools 
1 hat  mak*.  ihcir  eyes  their  choofers,  not  their  needs. 

Ptjo.  Me  thinks  I would  havelier  honed  too, and  handfom. 
I Lod  Yts  if  I could  have  both,  but  fince  they  are 
. Wilhts  foncar  impoffibilities, 

1 Ltt  me  liavt  that  that  may  be. 

I Ptfo.  If  It  were  fo, 

, I hope  your  confticncc  would  not  be  fo  nice 
To  flat  tat  Inch  a blcffing. 

I-od.  No  Ih-'Mcvc  me, 

’ I do- no:  think  1 fhould. 


Pifa.  But  thou  would’ftbe 
I do  not  doubt  upon  the  lead  fufpicion 
Unmercifully  jealous. 

Lod.  No  1 (hould  not. 

For  I believe  thofe  mad  that  feek  vexations. 

A Wife,  though  (he  be  honed,  is  a trouble,  " • 

Had  1 a Wife  as  fair  as //////«  was 

That  drew  fo  many  Cuckolds  to  her  caufe, 

Thefe  eyes  fhould  fee  another  in  my  Saddle 
Ere  I believe  my  bead  would  carry  double. 

Pifo.  So  fhould  not  1 by’our  Lady,  and  I think 
My  patience  (by  your  leave)  as  good  as  yours, 

Report  would  dir  me  mainly,  1 am  fure  on’t. 

Lod.  Report?  You  are  unwife  ^ report  is  nothing  ^ 

! For  if  there  were  a truth  in  what  men  talk, 
j 1 mean  of  this  kind,  this  part  of  the  world  ^ 

1 am  fure  would  be  no  more  call’d  Chnfiertdom. 

'Pifo. 
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Ttfo.  What  then  ? 

Lod.  Why  Chckoldomy  for  we  fliould  lofc 
Our  old  faiths  clean,  and  hold  their  new  opinions: 

If  talk  could  make  me  fweat,  before  1 would  marry 
I’d  tic  a iurer  knot,  and  hang  my  felf  ^ 

1 tell  thee  there  was  never  woman  yet, 

(Nor  never  hope  there  (hall  be)  though  a Saint, 
but  (he  has  been  a fubjc(ft  to  mens  tongues, 

And  in  tiK  woiTc  fenfe:  and  thatdefpcrateHusband, 

That  dares  give  up  his  peace,  and  follow  humours 
( Whicl'i  he  (hall  find  too  butic,  if  he  feck  *em) 

Befides  the  forcing  of  himfclf  an  Afs 
He  dyes  in  chains,  eating  himfelfwith  anger. 

Ptfo.  Having  thefe  Antidotes  againfl:  opinion 
I would  marry  any  onc^  an  arrant  Whore. 

Lod.  Thou  dolt  not  feel  the  nature  of  this  Phyfick 
Which  I preferibe  not  to  beget  difeaics. 

But  where  they  are,  to  flop  them, 

Pifo.  I conceive  ye ; 

What  thinkell  thou,  thy  way,  of  the  widow  Lelia  ? 

Lod.  Faith  thou  haft  round  out  one  1 muft  confe<' > 

Would  ftagger  my  belt  patience : From  that  won  m 
As  1 would  blefs  my  felf  from  plagues  and  furfcics, 
FroniMenofwaratSea,  fromftorms,  and  quickfands, 
From  hearing  Treafon  and  concealing  it. 

From  daring  ofa  Madman,  or  a Drunkard, 

From  Herefie,  ill  Wine,  and  ftumbJing  poll  Horle  j 
So  would  I pray  each  morning,  and  each  night 
(And  if  I faid  each  hour,  1 fhould  not  lyc) 

To  be  delivered  of  all  thefe  in  one. 

The  woman  thou  haft  named. 

Julio,  hng(dOy  and  Father. 

Pifo.  Thou  haft  fet  her  in  a pretty  Litany. 

Ang.  Pray  takemy  counfeL 

Jnl.  When  I am  my  felf 
rie  hear  you  any  way  •,  love  me  though  thus 
As  thou  art  honeft,  which  1 dare  not  be 
Leftidefpifemy  felf.  Farewel.  Julio. 

Pijo.  Do  you  hear  my  friend : Sir,  are  you  not  a i^ter. 
For  the  fair  widow  here  of  famous  memory  ? 

Fa.  Ha  ? am  I taken  for  a Bawd  i Oh  Heaven ! 

T o mine  own  child  too  ? mifery,  I thank  thee 
That  keepft  me  from  their  knowledge ; Sir^  believe  me 
1 underftand  ye  not. 

Lod.  You  love  plain  dealing. 

Are  you  not  parcel  Bawd  ? confefs  your  Funeftion, 

It  may  be  we  would  ufe  it. 

Fa.  Were  fhe  worfe. 

As  I fear  ftrangely  (he  is  ill  enough, 

I would  not  hear  this  tamely. 

Pifo.  Here’s  a (hilling 
Toftrikegood  luck  withal. 

Fa.  Here’s  a Sword,  Sir, 

To  ftrike  a Knave  withal,  thoulyeft,  andbafely. 

Be  what  thou  wilt. 

Ang.  Why  how  now  Gentlemen  ? 

Fa.  You  are  many : I (hall  meet  you.  Sir,  again, 

And  make  you  underftand,  y’have  wrong’d  a Woman 
Compar’d  with  whom  thy  Mother  was  a (Inner.  Farewel, 

Pifo.  He  has  amazed  me.  {Exit  Father. 

Ang.  With  a blow  ? 

By’r  Lady  ’twas  a found  one ; are  ye  good 
At  taking  knacks  \ 1 fiiall  know  you  hereafter ; 

You  were  to  blame  to  tempt  a man  fo  far 
Before  you  knew  him  certain : h’as  not  hurt  ye  ? 

Ptjoi  No  I think. 

' Lod.  We  were  to  blame  indeed  to  go  fo  far, 

For  men  may  be  millaken ; if  he  had  fwinged  us 
H’had  ferv’d  us  right ; Befhrew  my  heart,  I think. 

We  have  done  the  Gentlewoman  as  much  wrong  too, 
for  hang  me  if  I know  her 
In  my  particular. 

Pifo.  Nor  I *,  this  ’tis  to  credit 
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j Mens  idle  tongues  •,  I warrant  they  have  faid 
As  much  by  our  two  Mothers, 

Lod.  Like  enough. 

i-y^ng.  1 fee  a beating  now  and  then  does  more 
Move  and  ftir  up  a mans  contrition 
Than  a (harp  Sermon,  here  prohatam  ef. 

Enter  Frederick,  and  Servant. 

Ser.  What  (hall  I tell  your  Silfcr  ? 

Fred.  Tell  her  this. 

Till  (he  be  better  converfation’d 
And  leave  her  walking  by  her  felf,  and  whining 
T 6 her  old  melancholy  Lute,  I’le  keep 
As  far  from  her  as  the  Gallows.  {Exit  Servant. 

Ang.  Who’s  that,  FrederkkJ 
Fred.  Y es  marry  is’t.  O Angelo  how  doft  thou  ? 

Ang.  Save  you  Sir,  howdoesmy  Miftris  ? 

Fred.  She  is  in  love  I think,  but  not  with  you 
1 can  alTure  you : faw  ye  Fabritio  ? 

Ang.  Is  he  come  over  ? 

Fred.  Yes  a week  ago;  Shall  we  dine  ^ 

<tAng.  Icannoti 
Fred.  Pretheedo. 

Ang.  Believe  me  I have  bufinels, 

Fred.  Have  you  too.  Gentlemen? 

Pifo.  No  Sir. 

Fred.  Why  then  let’s  dine  together. 

Lod.  With  all  my  heart. 

Fred.  Go  then  : Farewel  good  Angeloi 
Commend  me  to  your  friend. 

Ang.  I will.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

£;7ffr  Frank,  andCloi^. 

Clo.  Do  not  diflemble  Frankly  mine  eyes  are  quicker] 
Than  fuch  obfervers,  that  do  ground  their  faith 
Upon  one  fmilc  or  tear  j y’are  much  alter'd. 

And  are  as  empty  of  thofe  excellencies 
That  were  companions  to  you  ; I mean  mirCK 
And  free  difpofure  of  your  blood  and  Spirit,' 

As  you  were  born  a mourner. 

Fran.  How  I prethee  ? 

For  I perceive  no  fuch  change  in  my  felf. 

Clo.  Come,  come,  this  is  not  wile,  nor  provident 
To  halt  before  a Cripple:  if  you  love,  j 

Be  liberal  to  your  friend,  and  let  her  know  it, 

I (ee  the  way  you  run,  and  know  how  tedious 
’Twill  prove  without  a true  companion, 

Fran.  Sure  thou  wouldft  have  me  love. 

Clo.  Yes  marry  would  I, 

I (hould  no*t  pleafe  ye  elfe. 

Fran.  And  who  for  Heavens  fake  ? 

For  I allure  my  felf,  I know  not  yet : 

And  prethee  Clora,  (ince  thou’lt  have  it  lb 
That  I miift  love,  and  do  I know  not  what ; 

Let  him  be  held  a pretty  handlbme  fellow, 

Arid  young,  and  if  he  be  a little  valiant 
’Twill  be  the  better  ^ and  a little  wife. 

And  faith  a little  honeit. 

Clor.  Well  I will  found  ye  yet  for  all  your  Craft. 

Fran,  Heigh  ho!  I’le  love  no  more. 

Clo.  Than  one-,  and  him! 

You  (hall  love  £r<i«i^ 

Fran.  Which  him  ? thou  art  fo  wife 
People  will  take  thee  (hortly  for  a Witch ; 

But  prethee  tell  rrie  Clor  a,  if  I were 

So  mad  as  thou  wouldlt  make  me,  what  kind  ofmaii 

Wouldft  thou  imagine  him  ? 

Clo.  Faith  fome  pretty  fellow. 

With  a clean  ftrength,  that  cracks  a cudgel  well 
And  dances  at  a Wake,  and  plays  at  Nine-holes.  j 
Fran.  O what  pretty  commendations  thou  haft  given  hiiri! 
f Faith  if  I were  in  love  as  I thank  Heaven 
Z z z , . . , J do.' 
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* u:o  nor  think  1 am  •,  this  lliott  EfijHc 
i)«.forc  my  love  would  make  me  burn  the  Legend. 

Cor.  Von  are  too  wild,  I mean  Tome  Gentieman. 

i-V.i  v.  So  do  not  1,  till  I can  know  ’em  wifer : 

' Some  Gentleman  ? noC/or.i,  till  fomo  Gentleman 
Keep  fome  land,  and  feu er  whores,  believe  me 
i I’L  k.v  p no  love  for  him,  1 do  not  long 
To  go  a foot  ve  t,  and  iblicite  caufes. 

' CV.  \.  hat  tni.d;  yon  tl'ui  of  an  adventurer? 

I m an  fome  v eaUl.y  Wei  chant. 

Lj  i .:t ' im  vcntuic 
l:i  fome  deeui'd  \ 'arc,  or  Carack  of  his  own ; he  fliall  not 
Rig  me  out,  mat's  the  Ihiort  on’t;  outupon’t: 

; U nat  young  thing  of  my  years  would  endure 
i To  ha\c  her  Husband  in  another  Country 
. W ithin  a month  after  fhe  is  married 
’ Chopping  for  rotr<.n  Railins,  and  lye  pining 
i At  oau  under  the  mere  v his  fore-man  ? no, 

I fho";  tiiey  be  vvealtl.y,  and  indifferent  wife 
1 .0  not  fee  that  1 am  bound  to  love  ’em. 

Co.  1 fee  ye  arc  hard  to  pleafe-,  yet  I will  pleafeye. 

fr..  :.  Faith  not  fo  hard  neither,  ifeonfidered 
; Wiiat  woman  may  deferve  as  (he  is  worthy  : 

I But  wiiv  do  we  beltovv  our  time  fo  idlcly .? 

Prethec  let  us  entertain  fome  other  talk, 

This  is  as  iickly  to  me  as  faint  weather. 

CUr.  Now  I believe  I (hall  content  you  Frank, 

- Wiiat  chink  you  of  a Courtier  ? 

Fran.  Faith  lb  ill, 

' That  if  I fhould  be  full,  and  fpeakbut  truth, 

I r would  IhevV  as  if  1 wanted  c.harity, 

! !"r^t  ee  good  wench  Ici  me  not  rail  upon  ’em,  _ 

I * ec  1 r ave  an  excellent  fromach,  and  inuft  do  it ; 

; I have  no  mercy  of  d ele  Infidels 
Since  I am  put  in  minu  on’t,  good  wench  bear  with  me. 

Co.  Cta'n  r.o  man  fir  you  ? 1 will  find  him  out. 

I-ra  r ThisSumint..  f uit,  that  you  call  Courtier, 

U Idle  voucor^rinuecoht  and  froftytohim 

Hangs  fait,  and  maybe  found;  but  when  you  fling 

Too  Rill  a heat  of  your  aiTcdions 

llocn  r.'is  . oct,  and  make  him  ripe  too  foon, 

Vou’irfinci  him  ort.mi’th’  handling-, 

His  oaths  a.  d aiRctions  arc  all  one 
With  ins  appa.cl,  t^.i-^gs  to  fet  him  off, 
i He  ...iiasiti?in-,  Miltrifl-S  as  Faiths, 

! And  ail  .Jpocryph.i  his  trtie  belief 
is  only  in  u p'ivat.  Surgibn, 

\n;  form,  (ingle  flC  I’d  fooner  venture 
A new  convci'l'on  of  the  Indies^ 

Than  to  make  Com  tiers  able  men,  or  honefl. 

' do.  T'o  believe  you  love  no  Courtier, 

.A'i  bv  m noth  to  ghefsyou  into  love 
■ \\  itn  any  1 can  think  of,  is  beyond 
] r icner  yuur  will,  or  my  imagination, 

; Andy.t  lamfurey’arcckiighttand  I will  knowhim. 

' T n. : :’s  nonf  1 ft  now  worthy  the  thinking  of, 

Unlcfs  it  be  a Souldicr,  and  I am  fure, 

. I would  ever  blefs  my  fclf  from  fuch  a fellow. 

I Fran.  Wi;y  p.ethce  ? 

Go.  Out  upon ’enr  fu  e-locks, 

! n e;  are  nothing  i’th’  world  but  Buff  and  Scarlet, 

; Tough  unhewn  pieces,  toiiack  fwordsupon; 

1 had  as  lieve  be  courted  by  a Cannon, 

•i  .As  one  ofthofe 

' Fr.in.  T..0U  art  too  malicious, 

, Upon  rny  :a;th  me  thinks  they’re  worthy  men. 
t|  do.  Sayyefo?  I’lc  pull  yc  on  a little  further. 
kVhat  worth  can  be  in  thofc  men,  whofe  profeiTion 
I:  nothing  i’th’  world  but  drink  and  damn  me, 

'!  Out  of  wiiofc  violence  they  arepolfefl; 
j With  h gio'nsof  unwholfomc  whores  and  quarrels  y 
1;  1 am  of  ti.at  opinion,  and  will  dye  in’t, 
si  There  is  no  undcrilanding,  nor  can  be 
■Jii  a foufl  Souldicr, 


Fran.  Now  ’tis  ignorance 
I caiily  perceive  that  thus  provokes  thee. 

And  not  the  love  of  truth  y Tic  lay  my  life 
Ifthou’dfl:  been  made  a man,  thou  hadfl:  been  a coward. 

C/o.  Ifto  be  valiant,  betobcaSouldier Tie  tell  ye  true, 

I had  rather  be  a Coward,  I am  fure  with  Ids  fin. 

Fra.  ThisHercfic  mult  be  look’d  to  in  time:  forifitfpread 
’T will  grow  too  Peftilent  ^ were  I a Scholar 
1 would  fo  hamper  thee  for  thy  opinion. 

That  ere  1 left,  I would  write  thee  out  of  credit 
With  ail  the  world,  and  make  thee  not  believ’d 
Even  in  indifferent  things  -,  that  I would  leave  thee 
A reprobate  out  of  the  ftate  of  honour. 

By  all  good  things,  thou  haft  flung  afperfions 
So  like  a fool  (for  I am  angry  with  thee) 

Upon  a fort  of  men,  that  let  me  tell  thee  ‘ 

Thy  mothers  mother  would  have  been  a Saint 
Had  fhe  conceiv’d  a Souldier*,  they  are  people 
(1  may  commend  ’em,  while  I fpeak  but  truth) 

Of  all  the  old  world,  only  left  to  keep 
Man  as  he  was,  valiant  and  vertuous. 

They  are  the  model  of  thofe  men,  whofe  honours 
We  heave  our  hands  at  when  we  hear  recited. 

Go  They  are,  and  I have  all  I Ibught  for,  ’tis  a fouldier 
Y ou  love,  hide  it  no  longer ; you  have  betray’d  your  fclf •, 
Come,  1 have  found  your  way  of  commendations, 

And  what  I faid,  was  but  to  pull  it  from  ye. 

Fran.  ’Twas  pretty,  are  you  grown  fo  cunning,  Clora? 

I grant  I love  a fouldier  But  what  Ibuldier 
Will  be  a new  task  to  ye?  But  all  this 
I do  imagine  was  but  laid  to  draw  me 
Out  of  my  melancholy. 

Go.  I will  have  the  man 
Ere  I forlake  ye. 

Fran.  I mult  to  my  Chamber. 

Go.  May  not  I go  along? 

Fran.  Yes,  but  good  wench 
Move  me  no  more  with  thefe  fond  queftions, 

They  work  like  Rhubarb  with  me. 

Go.  Well,  I'willnot.  {Fxemt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Lelia  and  her  Waiting-woman. 

Lei.  How  now  ? who  was  that  you  ftaid  to  Ipeak  withal. 

Worn.  The  old  man  forfooth. 

Lei.  What  old  man  ? (you  call  Father. 

Worn.  The  poor  old  man  that  ufesto  come  hither,  he  that 

Lei.  Have  you  difpatched  him .? 

Worn.  No  , he  would  fain  fpeak  with  you. 

Lei.  Wilt  thou  never  learn  more  manners, 

Than  to  draw  in  fuch  needy  Rafcals  to  difquiet  me  ? 

Go,  anfwer  him  1 will  not  beat  Icafure.  (weepsfo, 

Worn.  He  will  needs  fpeak  with  you ; and  good  old  man  he 
That  by  my  troth  I have  not  the  heart  to  deny  him, 

Pray  let  him  fpeak  with  you. 

Lei.  Lord  how  tender  ftomach’d  you  are  grown  of  late? 
You  are  not  in  love  with  him,  are  ye? 

If  ye  be,  ftrike  up  the  match;  you  fhall  have 
Three  1.  and  a pair  of  blankets ! • will  ye  go  anfwer  him  ? 

Worn.  Pray  let  him  fpeak  with  you,  he  will  not  away  elfe. 

(Heaven  I am 

Lei.  Well,  let  him  in  then  if  there  be  no  remedy ; I thank 
Able  to  abulc  him,  I lhall  ne’r  come  clear  elfe  of  him. 

Enter  Father.  ' 

NowSir,whatisyourbulinefs?  praybelhort;  for  I have  other 
Matters  of  more  moment  to  call  me  from  ye. 

Fa.  Ifyou  but  look  upon  me  like  a Daughter 
And  keep  that  love  about  ye  that  makes  good 
A Fathers  hope,  you’l  quickly  find  my  bufinds, 

And  what  I would  fay  to  you,  and  before  ' 

I ask,  will  be  a giver : fay  that  fleep, 

1 mean  that  love,  or  be  but  num’d  within  ye. 
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The  nature  of  my  want  is  fuch  a fcarchcr, 

And  of  fo  mighty  power,  chat  where  he  finds 
This  dead  forgettulnefs,  it  works  I'o  Itrongly, 

That  if  the  Icalt  heat  of  a childs  affedion 
Remain  unperilh’d,  like  another  nature, 

It  makes  all  new  again  ; pray  donor  ftorn  me, 

Nor  leem  to  make  your  felf  a greater  bufinefs 
Than  my  relieving. 

L(l.  If  you  were  not  old 
I fliould  laugh  at  ye  ^ what  a vengeance  ails  ye 
To  be  lb  childiih  to  imagine  me 
A founder  of  old  fellows?  makehimdiink,  wench, 
And  if  there  be  any  cold  meat  in  the  Buttery, 

Give  him  fome  broken  bread, and  that,  and  rid  him. 

Fa.  Is  this  a childs  love  ? or  a recompence 
Fit  for  a Fathers  care  ? O Lelia, 

Had  I been  thus  unkind,  thou  hadft  not  been-, 

Or  like  me  miferable : But  ’tis  impolTible 
Nature  Ihould  dye  fo  utterly  within  thee. 

And  lole  her  promifes  *,  thou  art  one  of  thofe 
She  fet  her  ftamp  more  excellently  on, 

Than  common  people,  as  fore-telling  thee, 

A general  example  of  her  goodnefs  -, 

Or  ftiy  fhe  could  lye,  yet  Religion 
(For  love  to  Parents  is  Religious) 

Would  lead  thee  right  again : Look  well  upon  me, 

I am  the  root  that  gave  thee  nourifhhient, 

And  made  thee  fpring  fair,  donotlet  me  perilh  , 
Now  I am  old  and  faplefs.  ' 

Lelia.  As  I live 

I like  ye  far  worfe  nOw  ye  grOw  thus  holy, 

I grant  you  are  my  Father  j am  I therefore 
Bound  to  confume  my  felf,  and  be  a Beggar 
Still  in  relieving  you  ? I do  not  fed 
Any  fuch  mad  compaflion  yet  within  me. 

Fa.  I gave  up  all  my  Race  to  make  yours  thus. 

Lei.  *T was  as  ye  ought  to  do,  and  now  ye  cry  for’t 
As  children  do  for  babies  back  again. 

Fath.  How  wouldft  thou  have  me  liyc  ? 

Lei.  I would  not  have  ye. 

Nor  know  no  reafon  Fathers  Ihould  defire 
To  live,  and  be  a trouble,  when  children 
Are  able  to  inherit,  let  them  dye, 

’Tis  fit,  and  lookt  for,  that  they  Ihould  do  fo. 

Fa.  Is  this  your  comfort  ? 

Lei.  All  that  I feel  yet. 

Fa.  I will  not  curfe  thee. 

Lei.  If  you  do  I care  not. 

Fai  Pray  you  give  me  leave  to  weep. 

Lei.  Why  pray  take  leaVe,  , 

If  it  be  for  your  eale. 

Fa.  Thy  Mother  dyed,  *•  ' 

Sweet  peace  be  with  her,  in  a happy  time. 

Lei.  She  did.  Sir,  as  Ihe  ought  to  do,  would  you  ’ 
Would  take  the  pains  to  follow  \ what  (hould  yOu, 

Or  any  old  man  do  wearing  away 

In  this  world  with  Difeafes,  and  defire 

Only  to  live  to  make  their  Children  fcourge-fticks. 

And  hoard  up  mill- mony?  me  thinks  a Marble  , ' 

Lyes  quieter  upon  an  old  mans  head 

Than  a cc^ld  fit  o’th’  Palfey. 

Fa.  O good  Heaven ! ^ ‘ ‘ 

To  what  an  impudence  thou  wretched  vvbraan, 

Haft  thou  begot  thy  felf  again ! well,  juflice 
Will  punifh  dilbbedlence.  * , ^ 

Lei.  You  miitake,  ,SLr -,  . 

Twill  punifh  Beggars,  fye  for  (hanie  go  work, 

Or  ferve,  you  are  grave  enough  to  be  a Porter 
In  fome  good  man  of  worfliips  houfe,  and  give 
Sententious  anfwers  to  the  comers  in. 

A pretty  place-,  or  be  of  fome  goodConfort, 

I You  had  a pleafant  touch  o’th’  Cittern  once, 
j If  idlencfs  have  not  bereft  you  of  it : 

Be  any  thing  but  old  and  Beggarly, 


Two  fins  that  ever^do  outgrow  compaflion  -, 

If  I might  fee  you  offer  at  a courle 

That  were  a likely  one,  and  fliew’d  fome  profit, 

I would  not  flick  for  ten  Groats,  or  a Noble. 

Fath.  Did  I beget  this  w’oman  ? 

Lei.  Nay,  1 know  not ; 

And  till  I know,  I will  not  thank  you  for’t  -, 

How  ever,  he  that  got  me  had  the  pleafure. 

And  that  me  thinks,  is  a reward  fuiheient. 

Fath.  I am  fo  ftrangely  flrucken  with  amazement, 

I know  not  where  I am,  nor  what  I ana.  (bring ye 

Lei.  You  had  belt  take  frelh  air  fome  where  die,  ’twill 
Out  ofyour  trance  the  fooner. 

Fath.  Is  all  this 
As  you  mean,  Lelia  ? 

Lei.  Yes  believe  me  is  it, 

For  yet  I cannot  chink  you  are  fo  foolifh. 

As  to  imagine  you  are  young  enough 
To  be  my  heir,  or  I fo  old  to  make 
A Nurfe  at  thefe  years  for  you,  and  attend 
While  you  fup  up  my  flate  in  penny  pots 
Of  Malmfey : when  I am  excellent  at  Cawdles, 

And  Cullices,  and  have  enough  fpare  gold 
To  boil  away,  you  fhall  be  welcome  to  me  -, 

’Till  when  I’d  have  you  be  as  merry.  Sir, 

As  you  can  make  your  felf  with  that  you  have, 

And  leave  to  trouble  me  with  thefe  relations. 

Of  what  you  have  been  to  me,  or  you  are. 

For  as  I hear  them,  fo  1 lofe  them -,  this 
For  ought  I know  yet,  is  my  refolution. 

Fath.  Well,  God  be  with  thee,  for  I fear  thy  end 
Will  be  a ftrange  example.  Father. 

Lei  Fare  ye  well,  Sir  ^ 

Now  would  fome  poor  tender  hearted  fool  have  wept. 
Relented,  and  have  been  undone:  fuch  Children 
(1  thank  my  underftanding)  I hate  truly. 

For  by  my  troth  I had  rather  fee  their  tears 
Than  feel  their  pities : my  defires  and  ends 
Are  all  the  kindred  that  lhave,  and  friends. 

Enter  Woman.. 

Is  he  departed  ? 

Wow.  Yes,  but  here’s  another. 

Lei.  Not  of  his  tribe  I hope  bring  me  no  more 
I would  wilh  you  fiich  as  he  is  ^ if  thou  feeft 
They  look  like  men  of  worth,  and  ftatc,  and  carry 
Ballaft  of  both  fides  like  tall  Gentlemen 
Admit ’em,  but  no  fnakes  to  poyfon  us 
With  poverty  -,  wench  you  mufl  learn  a wife  rule, 

Look  not  upon  the  youths  of  nicn,  and  making, 
tiow  they  defeend  in  bloud,  nor  let  their  tongues. 

Though  they  ftrike  fuddainly,  and  fweet  as  mufick 
Corrupt  thy  fancy  -.  fee,  and  fay  them  fair  too. 

But  ever  keep  thy  folf  without  their  diflince, 

Unlefs  the  love  thou  fwallow  be  a pill 
Gilded  to  hide  the  bitternefs  it  brings, 

Then  fall  on  without  fear,  wench,  yetfovvifely 
That  one  encounter  cloy  him  not;  nor  promife  ^ 

His  love  hath  made  thee  more  his,  than  his  monies  • 

Learn  this  and  thrive. 

Then  let  thine  honour  ever 

(For  that’s  the  lall  rule)  be  fo  flood  upon. 

That  men  may  fairly  fee 

’Tis  want  of  mcanS;,  not  vertue  makes' thee  fall ; 

And  if  you  weep  ’twill  be  a great  deal  better. 

And  draw  on  more  com palTion,  which  includes 
A greater  tendernefs  of  love  and  bounty : 

This  is  enough  at  once,  digefl:  it  well : 

Go  let  him  in  wench,  if  he  promife  profit,’ 

Not  elfe. 

Enter  Julio. 

O you  are  welcome  my  fair  Servant, 

Upon  ray  troth  1 have  been  longing  for  ye. 

. ■ - . . Zzz  2 ...Wom.-\ 
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The  Captain. 


\ Wont.  Tnis,  by  her  rule,  Ihould  be  a liberal  man, 

I : fee  rhe  bell  on’s  may  learn  every  day. 

* Li!.  Ttiere’s  none  come  with  you? 

j Jul.  No. 

! L.  You  do  the  wifer, 

’ For  Ibme  that  have  been  here  (I  name  no  man) 
j Out  of  their  malice,  more  than  truth,  have  done  me 
! Some  few  ill  offices, 

I y-l.  How,  Sweet  ? 

' Lei.  Nay,  nothing, 

Only  have  talkt  a little  wildly  of  me  •, 

As  their  unruly  Youth  diredod  ’em  ^ 

Wffiich  though  they  bite  me  not,  I would  have  wilht 
Had  light  upon  fome  other  that  deferv’d  ’em. 

JhI.  Though  (he  dclcrve  this  of  the  loofelt  tongue 
(W  hich  makes  my  lin  the  more)  I mult  not  fee  it ', 

Such  is  my  mifery.  1 would  I knew  him. 

Lcl.  No,  no,  let  him  go. 

He  is  not  worth  your  anger ; / mult  chide  you 
For  being  fuch  a Itranger  to  your  Miftrifs, 

Why  would  you  be  fo.  Servant  ? 

Jnl.  1 Ihould  chide, 

if  chiding  would  work  any  thing  upon  you. 

For  being  fuch  a Itranger  to  your  Servant, 

/mean  to  his  defires ; when,  my  dear  Millrefs, 

Shall  / be  made  a happy  man  ? 

L(l.  Fye,  Servant,'  ^ 

What  do  you  mean  ? unhand  me,  or,  by  Heav  n, 

I (hall  be  very  angry,  this  isrudenefs. 

Jnl.  ’Twas  but  a kifs  or  two,  that  thus  offends  you. 
'LcI.  ’Twas  more/  think,  than  you  have  warrant  for. 
' Jul.  1 am  forry  / deferv’d  no  more. 

Lei.  You  may. 

But  not  this  rough  way,  Servant,  we  are  tender, 

1 And  ought  in  all  to  be  refpefted  fo ; 

' If  / had  been  yourHorfe,  or  Whore,  you  might 
* Back  me  with  this  intemperance  •,  / thought  _ 

1 You  had  lov’d  as  worthy  men,  whofe  fair  afieftions 
! Seek  pleafures  warranted,  not  pull’d  by  violence, 

! Do  fo  no  more; 

JhI.  I hope  you  are  not  angry  ? 

Lei.  I (hould  be  with  another  man,  / am  fure, 

That  durll  appear  but  half  thus  violent. 

Juh  / did  not  mean  to  ravilh  ye. 

Ld.  You  could  not. 

You  are  fo  willing 

How  ? 


JhI. 

Lei. 

Jul. 


Methinks  this  lhadow. 

If  you  had  fo  much  lhame  as  fits  a woman. 

At  leaflof  your  w’ay,  Miftrifs,  long  e’rethis 
Had  been  laid  off  to  me  that  underftand  ye. 

Lei.  That  underftand  me?  Sir,  ye  underftand, 
Norffiall,  no  more  of  methanmodefty 
Will,  without  fear,  deliver  to  a ftranger ; 

You  undeiftand  / am  honeft,  elfe  / tell  ye, 
(Though  you  were  better  far  than  Julio) 

You,  and  your  underftanding  are  two  fools. 

But  were  we  Saints,  thus  we  are  ftill  rewarded : 

1 fee  that  Woman  had  a pretty  catch  on’t. 

That  had  made  you  the  Mailer  of  a kindnefs, 
Shedurft  not  anfwer  openly  •,  O me.'^ 

How  eafily  we  Women  may  be  cozen’d  1 
/ took  this  JhUo,  as  I have  a faith, 

(This  young  Dilfembler  with  thefober  Vizard) 

For  the  molt  modeft,  temper’d  Gentleman, 
Thccooleft,  quieted,  and  bell  Companion  •, 

I For  fuch  an  one  I could  have  wifh’d  a Woman. 

JhI.  You  have  wnh’d  me  ill  enough  o’  conlcience, 
Make  me  no  worfe  for  ffiamc I fee  the  more 
/ work  by  way  of  fer  vice  to  obtain  ye. 

You  work  the  more  upon  me.  Tell  me  truly 

(While  / am  able  to  believe  a Woman, 

For  if  you  ufe  me  thus,  that  faith  will  perifh) 
Wffiat  is  your  end,  and  whither  you  will  pull  me  j 


Tell  me,  but  tell  me  that  / m.ay  not  Hart  at. 

And  nave  a caule  to  curfc  ye. 

Lei.  Blefs  me  goodnefs  ! 

To  cui  fe  me  did  you  fay.  Sir  ? let  it  be 
'or  too  much  loving  you  then,  fuch  a curie 
:^ill  me  withal,  and  I ffiall  be  a Martyr., 

You  have  found  a new  way  to  reward  my  doting. 

And  / confefs  a fit  one  for  my  folly. 

For  you  your  felf,  if  you  have  good  tvithin  ye, 

And  dare  be  Mafter  of  it,  know  how  dearly 
This  heart  hath  held  you  ever  •,  Oh  good  Heaven! 

That  / had  never  feen  that  falfe  mans  eyes. 

That  dares  reward  me  thus  with  fears  and  curfesy 
Nor  never  heard  the  fweetnefs  of  that  tongue. 

That  will,  when  this  is  known,  yet  cozen  women ; 

Curfeme,  good  Julio,  curfe  me  bitterly, 

I do  defer  ve  it  for  my  confidence. 

And  1 befeech  thee  if  thou  haft  a goodnefs 
Or  power  yet  in  thee  to  confirm  thy  wilhes, 

Curfe  me  to  earth,  for  what  fhould  1 do  here 
Like  a decaying  flower,  ftill  withering 
Under  his  bitter  words,  whofe  kindly  heat 
Should  give  my  poor  heart  life.^*  Wo,  curfe  me,  Julio, 

Thou  canft  not  do  me  fuch  a benefit 
As  that,  and  well  done,  that  the  Heav’ns  may  hear  it. 

JhI.  O fair  tears!  were  you  butaschaftas  fubtil, 

Like  Bones  of  Saints,  you  would  work  miracles 
What  were  thefe  women  to  a man  that  knew  not 
Thethoufand,  thoufand  ways  of  their  deceiving? 

What  riches  had  he  found  I O he  would  think  , 

Himfelf  ftill  dreaming  of  a bleffednefs, 

That  like  continual  fpring  fhould  flourifh  ever. 

For  if  Ihe  were  as  good  as  fhe  is  feeming. 

Or,  like  an  Eagle,  could  renew  her  vertues. 

Nature  had  made  another  world  of  fweetnefs. 

Be  not  lb  griev’d,  fweet  Miftrifs,  what  I faid. 

You  do,  or  fhould  know,  was  but  pafTion  •, 

Pray  wipe  your  eyes  and  kifs  me  take  thefe  trifles, 

.And  wear  them  for  me,  which  are  only  rich 
When  you  will  put  them  on : indeed  1 love  ye, 

Befhrew  my  fick  heart,  if  I grieve  not  for  ye. 

Lel.  Will  you  diffemble  ftill  ? I am  a fool. 

And  you  may  eafily  rule  me,  if  you  flatter, 

The  fin  will  be  your  own. 

JhI.  You  know  I do  not. 

Lel.  And  fhall  1 be  fo  childifh  once  again. 

After  my  late  experience  of  your  fpight 
To  credit  you?  you  do  not  know  how  deep 
(Or  if  you  did  you  would  be  kinder  to  me,) 

This  bitternefs  of  yours  has  ftruck  my  heart. 

JhI.  I pray,  no  more. 

Lel.  Thus  you  would  do  I warrant. 

If  I were  married  to  you. 

Jnl.  Married  to  me  ? 

Is  that  your  end? 

Lel.  Yes,  is  not  that  the  beft  end, 

And,  as  all  hold,  the  nobleft  way  of  love  ? 

Why  do  you  look  fo  ftrange,  Sir  ? do  noCyou 
D'efire  it  fhould  be  lb  ? 

Jul.  Stay. 

Lel.  Anfwer  me.  , 

Jul.  Farewel.  JuIiO. 

Lel.  1 ! are  you  there  ? are  all  thefe  tears  loft  then . 

Am  I fo  overtaken  by  a fool 
In  my  beft  days  and  tricks  ? my  wife  fellow. 

I’ll  make  you  fmart  for’t,  as  I am  i,wornan. 

And  if  thou  beeft  not  timber,  yet  I’ll  warm  thee  j 
And  is  he  gone  ? 

Enter  Woman, 

Worn.  Yes. 

Lel.  He’s  not  fo  lightly  ftruck, 

To  be  recovered  with  a bafe  repentance, 

1 fhould  be  forry  then  •,  Fortune,  I prithee 
i Give 


The  (^aptain. 


Give  me  this  man  but  once  more  in  my  arms, 

And  if  Ilofehim,  women  have  no  charms.  {^Exenat, 

j 

^Bus  Secundus,  Scena  T/md, 

Enter  Jacomo,  and  Fabricio. 

yac.  Q’iignior,  what  think  you  of  this  found  of  Wars  ? 
j O As  only  of  a founds  they  that  intend 
To  do,  are  like  deep  waters  that  run  quietly, 
j Leaving  no  face  of  what  they  were,  behind  ’em. 

This  rumour  is  too  common,  and  too  loud 
To  carry  truth. 

Jac.  Shall  we  never  live  to  fee 
Men  look  like  men  again, 

Upon  a March  ? 

This  cold  dull  rufty  peace  makes  up  appear 
Like  empty  Pidtures,  only  the  faint  lhadows 
Of  what  we  fliould  be ; 

Would  to  Heaven  my  Mother 

Had  given  but  half  her  will  to  my  begetting, 

And  made  me  woman,  to  lit  Hill  and  ling. 

Or  be  fick  when  I lift,  or  any  thing 
That  is  too  idle  fora  man  to  think  of  i 
Would  I had  beenn  Whore,  ’t  had  been  a courle 
Certain,  and  .(o’ niy  Confcience)  of  more  gain 
Than  two  commands,  as  I would  handle  it  .• 

’Faith,  I could  wilh  I had  been  any  thing 
Rather  that  what  I am,  a Souldier , 

A Carrier  or  a Cobler,  when  I . knew 

What  ’twas  to  wear  a Sword  firft  ^ for  their  trades 

Are,  and  lhall  be  a conftantway  of  life. 

While  men  lend  Cheefes  up,  or  wear  out  Buskins. 

Fah.  Thou  art  a little  too  impatient, 

And  mak’ft  thy  anger  a far  more  vexation 
Than  the  not  having  Wars  •,  I am  a Souldier, 

Which  is  my  whole  inheritance,  yeti  ' 

Though  I could  wilh  a breach  with  all  the  world. 

If  not  dilhonourable,  I am  not  fo  malicious,  | 

To  curfe  the  fair  peace  of  ray  Mother  Country  ^ 

But  thou  want’ft  money,  and  the  firft  fupply 
Will  bury  thefe  thoughts  in  thee. 

Jac.  ’Pox  o’ peace. 

It  fills  the  Kingdom  full  of  holydays. 

And  only  feeds  the  wants  of  Whores  and  Pipers  •, 

And  makes  the  idle  drunken  Rogues  get  Spinfters ; 

*Tis  true,  I may  want  money,  and  no  little. 

And  almoft  Cloaths  too ; of  which  if  I had  both 
In  full  abundance  •,  yet  againft  all  peace, 

That  brings  up  milchiefs  thicker  than  a Ihower, 

I wpuld  fpeak  louder  than  a Lawyer ; 

By  Heaven,  it  is  the  furfeit  of  all  youth. 

That  makes  the  toughnefs,  and  the  ftrength  of  Nations 
Melt  into  Women.  ’Tis  an  eale  that  broods 
Thieves,  and  Baftards  only< 

Fab.  This  is  more, 

(Though  it  be  true)  than  we  ought  to  lay  open. 

And  favours  only  of  an  indiferetion. 

Believe  me..  Captain,  fuch  diftemper’d  fpirits 
Once  out  of  motion,  though  they  be  proof  Valiant, 

If  they  appear  thus  violent  and  fieryj 
Breed  but  their  own  difgraees  and  are  nearer 
Doubt  and  fufped  in  Princes,  than  rewards. 

yac.  ’Tis  well  they  can  bfe  near  ’em  any  way. 

But  call  you  thofe  true  fpirits  ill  affeded, 

I That  whilft  the  wars  were,  ferv’d  like  walls  and  ribs 
[To  girdle  in  the  Kmgdom? 

And  now  fain  I ot  , 

Through  a fault  Peace  into  afflidion, 

Speak  but  their  mifevies  ?' come,  come,  Fabritioy 
, You  may  pretend  what  patience  ye  pleafe, 

I And  feem  to  yoak  your  wants  like  palTions ; 
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But  while  I know  thou  art  a Souldier, 

And  a deferver,  and  no  other  Harveft 
But  what  thy  Sword  reaps  for  thee  to  come  in, 

You  lha!  1 be  pleas’d  to  give  me  leave  to  tell  ye, 

You  wilh  a Devil  of  this  mufty  peace  j 
To  which  Prayer, 

As  one  that’s  bound  in  Confcience,  and  all 
That  love  our  trade,  I cry.  Amen. 

Fab.  Prithee  no  more,  we  lhall  live  well  enough, 

There’s  ways  enough  befides  the  wars  to  men 
That  are  not  logs,  and  lye  ftill  for  the  hands 
Of  others  to  remove ’em. 

Jac.  You  may  thrive.  Sir,  ; 

Thou  art  young  and  handfom  yet,  and  well  enough 
To  pleafe  a Widow;,  thou  canft  ling,  and  tell 
Thefe  foolilh  love- tales,  and  indite  a little,’ 

And  if  need  be,  compile  a pretty  matter, 

And  dedicate  it  to  the  honourable, 

Which  may  awaken  his  compaflion. 

To  make  ye  Clark  o’th’ Kitchen,  and  at  length. 

Come  to  be  married  to  my  Ladies  Worhan, 

After  Ihe’s  crackt  i’th’  Ring. 

Fab.  ’Tis  very  well.  Sir. 

Jac.  But  what  doft  thou  think  lhall  become  of  mcj 
With  all  my  imperfedtions  ? let  me  dye, 

If  I think  1 fliall  ever  reach  above 
A forlorn  Tapfter,  or  forae  frothy  fellow, 

Tiiat  ftinksot  ftale  Beer. 

Fab.  Captain  Jaconwy 

Why  Ihould  you  think  lb  hardly  of  your  vertues  ? 

Jac.  What  vertues?  by  this  light,  I have  no  vertue^ 

But  down-right  buffetting^  what  can  my  face. 

That  is  no  better  than  a ragged  Map  now 
Of  where  1 have  march’d  and  travell’d,  profit  me  ? 

Uniefs  It  be  for  Ladies  to  abule,  and  fay 
’Twaslpoil’d  for  want  of  aBongrace  when!  was  young. 
And  now  ’twill  make  a true  prognoftication 
Of  Whatman  mult  be?  Tell  me  of  a fellow 
That  can  mend  Holes,  and  complain. 

So  tall  a Souldier  Ibould  want  teeth  to  his  Stomach”, 

And  how  it  was  great  pity,  that  it  was, 

That  he  that  made  my  Body  was  fo  bulled 
He  could  not  ftay  to  make  my  Legs  too  y bht  was  driven 
To  clap  a pair  of  Cat-fticks  to  my  Knees,  for  which 
I am  indebted  to  two  School-Boys  j this 
Mull:  follow  neceflary. 

Fab.  There’s  no  fuch  matter. 

Jac.  Then  for  my  Morals^  and  thofe  hidden  pieces, 

That  Art  bellows  upon  me,  they  are  fuch. 

That  when  they  Come  to  light,  1 am  fure  will  Ihailie  me^ 

For  I can  neither  write,  nor  read,  norlpeak 
That  any  man  lhall  hope  to  profit  by  me  •, 

And  for  my  Languages,  they  are  lb  many. 

That  put  them  all  together,  they  will  fcarce 
Serve  to  beg  fingle  Beer  in  y the  plain  truth  is, 

I love  a Souldier,  and  can  leaid  him  on. 

And  if  he  fight  well,  I dare  make  him  drunk  ^ 

This  is  my  vertue,  and  if  this  will  do, 
i’llfcramble  yet  amongft’em. 

Fab.  ’Tis  your  way 
To  be  thus  pleafant  ftill,  but  fear  not,  man,  . 

For  though  the  Wars  fail,  we  lhall  ferew  our  felveS 
Into  fome  courfe  of  life  yet. 

Jac.  Good  FabriciOy 
Have  a quick  eye  upon  me,  for  I fear 
This  Peace  will  make  me  Ibmething  that  I IbVe  not  ”, 

For  by  my  troth,  though  1 am  plain  and  dudgion, 

I would  not  be  an  Afs  •,  and  to  fell  parcels, 

1 can  as  foon  be  bang’d : prithee  bellow  me. 

And  fpeak  fome  little  good,  though  1 deferve  iiot. 

Enter  Father. 

Fab.  Come,  we’ll  con  (id  er  more';  ftay,  thfs 
Should  be  another  wind-fall  of  the  Wars.  ; 
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J.r:.  He  looks  inJcctl  like  an  old  tatter’d  Colours, 

Ti  at  ;.va  y vviiul  would  borrow  from  the  Staff  : 
fael'e  a.cthe  hopes  we  have  for  all  our  hurts  *, 
fiiey  have  not  cad  his  tongue  too. 

F.tth  They  that  fay 

Hope  never  Ieav\s  a wretched  man  that  fecks  her, 

1 think  are  either  patient  fools,  or  liers, 

I am  lure  1 find  it  lb,  for  1 am  maltei’d, 

With  fuch  a mifery  and  grief  together 
That  that  llay’d  Anchor,  men  lay  hold  upon 
In  a II  their  needs,  is  to  me  Lead  that  bows, 

Or  breaks  with  every  ftrong  Tea  of  my  Ibrrovvs. 

I could  now  quedion  Heaven  (were  it  well 
To  look  into  their  Juitice)  why  thofe  faults, 

Tholb  heavy  lins  others  provoke  ’em  with 
Should  be  rewarded  on  the  head  of  us. 

That  hold  the  Icalc  alliance  totheir  vices ; 

But  this  would  be  too  curious ; for  I fee 
Our  fii derings,  notdifputing,  istheend, 

Keveal’d  to  us  of  all  thefe  miferies. 

y.tc.  Twenty  fuch  holy  Hermits  in  a Camp 
Won  111  make  ’em  all  [arthufims.  I’ll  be  hang’d 
If  he  know  what  a Whore  is,  or  a health. 

Or  have  a nature  liable  to  learn. 

Or  lb  much  honclt  nurture  to  be  drunk, 
do  nor  think  he  has  thefpleen  to  fwear 
A greater  Oath  than  Semiters  utter  Socks  with, 

S’pur  him  a queftion, 

t\uh.  They  are  drangers  both 
To  me,  as  I to  them  I hope  •,  I would  not  have 
Me  and  my  fliame  together  known  by  any. 

I’ll  rather  lie  my  felf  unto  another. 

Fab.  I need  not  ask  you,  Sir,  your  Country, 

I hear  you  fpeak  this  tongue,  ’pray  what  more  are  you? 
Or  have  you  been  ? if  it  be  not  offenfive 
To  urge  ye  fo  far,  mifery  in  your  years 
Gives  every  thing  a tongue  to  quedion  it. 

Futh.  Sir,  though  1 could  be  pleas’d  to  make  my  ills 
Only  mine  own,  for  grieving  other  inen. 

Yet  to  fo  fair  and  coutteous  a demander 
That  pr 6m ifes  companion,  at  word  pity, 

1 will  relate  a littk  of  my  dory.  , 

I am  a Gentleman,  however  thus 
Poor  and  unhappy  •,  which  believe  me,  Sir,  i 

Was  not  born  with  me  ; . for  I well  1 ave  try’d 
Both  thee.vtreamsol  Foltun^',  and  have  found 
Both  dangerous  ■,  my  younger  years  provok’d  me. 
Feeling  in  what  an  eafa  1 fltptat  home, 

V\'h(cli  to  ad  dirring  fpirits  is  a ficknefs. 

To  fee  far  Country's,  and  obferve  their  Cudoms : 

I did  fo,  and  I travell’d  till  thatcourfe 
Stoi’d  me  with  language,  and  ibmc  lew  flight  manners, 
Scarce  worth  my  money ; when  an  itch  poflels’d  me 
Of  making  Arras  my  adive  end  of  travel. 

Fab.  But  did  you  fo  * 

Fath.  I did,  and  twenty  Winters 
1 w'ore  the  Chriflian  Caufe  upon  my  Sword 
Againd  his  Enemies,  at  Siege 
Full  many  a cold  Night  have  I lodg’d  in  armour, 

When  all  was  frozen  in  me  but  mincllonoury 
And  many  a day,  wiicn  both  the  Sun  and  Cannon 
Strove  who  fhould  mod  deflroy  us  y have  1 dood 
Mail’d  up  in  Steel,  when  my  tough  Anew  Ihrunk, 

And  this  parch’d  Body  ready  toconfume 
As  loon  to  afhes,  as  the  Fikel  bore  •, 

W’ant  has  been  tomeasanothcr  Nature, 
j U'hich  makes  me  with  this  patience  dill  profefs  it  y 
And  if  a Souldier  may  without  vain  glory 
•Tell  v/hath’as  done,  believe  me,  Gentlemen, 

I could  turn  over  annals  of  my  dangers ; 

, With  this  poor  weaknefs  have  I man’d  a breach. 

And  made  it  firm  with  fo  much  bloud,  that  all 
I had  to  bring  me  oflF  alive  was  anger  y 
, Thrice  was  I made  a Slave,  and  thrice  redeem’d 


At  price  of  all  I had  y The  miferies 
Of  which  times,  if  1 had  a heart  to  tell, 

Would  make  ye  weep  like  Children  y but  ’ll  fpare  ye. 

Jac.  Fabricio,  we  two  have  been  Souldiers 
Above  thefe  fourteen  years,  yet  o*  my  Confcience, 

All  we  have  feen,  compar’d  to  his  experience  . 

Has  been  but  cudgel-play,  or  Cock-fighting. 

By  all  the  faith  I have  in  Arms,  I reverence 
The  very  poverty  of  this  brave  fellow ; 

Which  were  enough  it  felf,  and  his  to  drengthen 
The  weaked  town  againd  half  Chnftendom. 

I was  never  fo  alham’d  of  fervice 

In  all  my  life  before,  now  I confider 

What  I have  doney  and  yet  the  Rogues  would  fwear 

I was  a valiant  fellow  y I do  find 

The  greated  danger  1 have  brought  my  life  through, 

Now  1 have  heard  this  worthy,  was  no  more 
Than  dealing  of  a May  pole,  or  at  word. 

Fighting  at  Angle  Billet  with  a Barge  man. 

Fab.  Ido  believe  him,  Jacomo. 

Jac.  Believe  him  ? 

I have  no  faith  within  me,  if  I do  not. 

Path.  I fee  they  are  Souldiers  y 
And  if  we  may  judge  by  affeidions, 

Brave  and  deferving  men  ; how  they  are  dir’d 
But  with  a meer  relation  of  what  may  be  ? 

Since  I have  won  belief,  and  am  not  known. 

Forgive  me,  Honour,  I’ll  make  ufe  of  thee. 

Fab.  Sir,  would  1 were  a man,  or  great,  or  able 
To  look  with  liberal  eyes  upon  your  vertue. 

Jac.  Let’s  give  him  all  wc  have,  and  leave  off  prating. 
Here,  Souldier,  there’s  even  five  months  pay,  be  merry, 
And  get  thee  handfom  Cloaths. 

Fab.  What  mean  you,  Jacomo? 

Jac.  Ye  are  a fool. 

The  very  dory’s  worth  a hundred  pound. 

Give  him  more  money. 

Path.  Gentlemen,  I know  not 
How  I am  able  to  deferve  this  blefling ; 

But  if  I live  to  fee  fair  days  again. 

Something  I’ll  do  in  honour  of  your  goodnefs, 
Thatlhalllhew  thankfulnefs,  if  notdefert. 

Fab.  If  you  pleafe,  Sir,  till  we  procure  ye  place, 

To  eat  with  us,  or  wear  fuch  honed  Garments 
As  our  poor  means  can  reach  to,  you  fhall  be' 

A welcome  man  y to  fay  more,  were  to  feed  ye 
Only  with  words  y we  honour  what  y’have  been, 

For  we  are  Souldiers,  though  not  near  the  worth 
You  fpake  of  lately. 

Path.  Idogut'fs  yefo. 

And  knew,  unlefs  ye  were  a Souldier, 

Ye  could  not  find  the  way  to  know  my  wants. 

Jac.  But  methinks  all  this  while  y’are  too  temperate  y 
Do  you  not  tell  men  fometimes  of  the  dulnefs 
When  you  are  grip’t,  as  now  you  are  with  need  ? 

1 do,  and  let  them  know  thole  filks  they  wear, 

The  War  weaves  for  ’em  y and  the  bread  they  eat 
We  fow,  and  reap  again  to  feed  their  hunger  y v 

I tell  them  boldly,  they  are  maders  of 
Nothingbut  what  we  fight  for  y their  fair  women 
Lye  playing  in  their  arms,  whild  we,  like 
Defend  their  pleafurcs  y I am  angry  too. 

And  often  rail  at  thefe  forgetful  great  men 
That  fuffer  us  to  fue  for  what  we  ought 
To  have  flung  on  us,  e’re  we  ask. 

Path.  I have 

T 00  often  told  my  griefs  that  way,  when  all 
I rcapt,  was  rudenefs  of  behaviour  y 
In  their  opinion  men  of  War  that  thrive,' 

Mud  thank  ’em  when  they  rail,  and  wait  to  live. 

Fab.  Come,  Sir,  Ifce  your  wants  need  more  relieving, 
Than  looking  what  they  are  y pray  go  with  us. 

Path.  I thank  you,  Gentlemen*,  fince  you  arc  pleas’d 
) fo  do  a benefit,  I dare  not  crofs  it. 

And 


F 


The  faf 


tain. 


! And  what  my  fcrvicc  or  endeavours  may 
j Stand  you  in  Head,  you  Iball  command,  not  piny, 
j \^Exeum. 

1 Juc.  So  you  (hall  us,  I’ll  to  tlie  Taylors  with  you  bodily. 


SCENE  II. 

£«rer  Frederick,  Lodovico,  4w</Pi(b. 


Lod.  Well,  if  thisbe  true,  I’ll  believe  a W’oman 
VV'hen  I have  nothing  elfetodo. 

Pifo.  ’Tis  certain,  if  there  be  a way  of  truth 
Inblullics,  fmiles,  and  commendations  •, 

For  by  this  light,  I have  heard  her  praife  yond’  fellow 
In  fuch  a pitch,  as  if  (h’ad  ftudied 
To  crowd  the  worths  of  all  nif  n into  him, 

And  I imagine  thefe  are  feldom  us’d 
Without  their  fpecial  ends,  and  by  a maid 
Of  her  deliresand  youth. 

Fred.  It  may  be  fo. 

She’s  free,  as  you,  or  I am,  and  may  have 
By  that  Prerogative,  a liberal  choice 
In  the  bellowing  of  her  Jove. 

Lo  I.  Bf (lowing  ? 

If  it  be  fo,  (he  has  beftowM  her  felf 
Upon  a trim  youth,  Pijo,  what  do  you  call  him? 
Ptfo.  Why,  Captain  Jacomo, 

Lod.  O,  Captain  Jack-boy, 

That  is  the  Gentleman. 

Fred.  I think  iie  be 
A Gentleman  at  word. 

Lod.  So  think  1 too, 

Would  he  would  mend,  Sir. 

Fred.  And  a tall  one  too. 

Lod.  Yes,  of  his  teeth:,  for  of  my  faith  I think 
They  are  (harper  than  his  (word,  and  dare  do  more 
; If  the  Buff  meet  him  fairly. 

I Fred.  Very  well. 

' Pijo.  Now  do  I wonder  what  (lie  means  to  do 
[ When  die  has  married  him. 

f Lod.  Why,  well  enough*. 

Trail  his  Pike  under  him,  and  be  a Gentlewoman 
Of  the  brave  Captains  Company. 

Fred.  Do  you  hear  me  ? 

This  woman  is  my  Sider,  Gentlemen. 

Lod.  I am  glad  (he  is  none  of  mine  j but  Frederick.^ 
Thou  art  not  fuch  a fool  fure  to  be  angry 
Unlefs  it  be  with  her ; we  are  thy  friends,  man. 

! Fred.  I think  ye  are. 

I Lod.  Yes,  ’faith,  and  do  but  tell  thee 
How  (he  will  utterly  overthrow  her  credit, 

« I If  (he  continue  gracing  of  this  pot-gun. 

Ptfo.  I think  (he  was  bewitcht,  or  mad  or  blind, 
She  would  never  have  taken  fuch  a fcar-Crow  el(e 
Into  protediop  ; of  my  life  he  looks 
( Of  a more  rudy  fwarth  Complexion 
Than  an  old  arming  Doublet. 

Lod.  1 would  fend 

His  face  to  the  Cutlers  then,  and  have  itfanguin’d, 
’Twill  look  a great  deal  fweeter  •,  then  his  No(e 
I would  have  dorter,  and  my  reafon  is, 

; His  facewill  be  ill  mounted  elfe. 

Pifo.  For  his  Body, 

I will  not  be  my  own  Judge,  led  I feem 
A Railer,  but  let  others  look  upon’t. 

And  if  they  find  it  any  other  thing 

Than  a Trunk  fellar,  to  fend  wines  down  in, 

Or  a long  walking  bottle.  I’ll  be  hang’d  for’t  -, 

I His  Hide  (for  fure  he  is  a Bead)  is  ranker 
1 Than  the  zJ^afeovy-L^^thtr.,  and  grain’d  like  it  .*  • 
j And  by  all  likelihoods  he  was  begotten 
I . Between  a dubborn  pair  of  Winter  boots 
; His  body  goes  with  draps,  he  is  fo  churlifh. 

Lod.  He’s  poor  and  beggarly  befides  ail  this, 

, Andof  anature  faruncapable 


Of  any  benefit  j for  his  manners  cannot 
Shew  him  a way  to  thank  a man  that  docs  one, 

He’s  fo  uncivil  •,  you  may  do  a part 
Worthy  a Brother,  to  perfwade  your  Sider 
From  her  undoing  •,  if  Ihc  prove  fo  foolilh 
To  marry  this  cad  Captain,  look  to  find  her 
Within  a month,  where  you,  or  any  good  man, 

Would  blulh  to  know  her  ^ felling  checic  and  unc5. 

And  rctaird  Bottle-Ale  •,  1 grieve  to  think, 

Bccaiilc  I lov’d  her,  what  a maicli  this  Captain 
Will  fet  her  into. 

Fred.  You  are  both,  believe  me, 

T wo  arrant  Knaves,  and  were  it  not  fortaking 

So  judan  execution  from  his  hands 

You  have  bely’d  thus,  l would  fwaddic  yc. 

Till  I could  draw  otf  both  you  skins  like  Scabbards. 

That  man  tliat  you  have  wiong’d  thus,  though  to  me 
He  be  a drangcr,  yet  1 know  fo  worthy, 

However  low  in  foi  tune,  that  his  word  pai  ts. 

Tile  va  y wearing  of  hisCloaths,  would  make 
Two  better  Gentlemen  than  you  dart  be, 

For  there  is  vertue  in  his  outward  things, 

Lod.  Belike  yon  love  him  then  i" 

Fred.  Yes  marry  do  1. 

Lod.  And  will  beangry  for  him. 

Fred.  If  you  talk. 

Or  pull  your  face  into  a dich  again. 

As  I love  truth  1 (hall  be  very  angry. 

Do  not  I know  thee,  though  rhou  nad  fomc 
To  fet  thee  out  ti  ns  among  Gent!  men, 

To  be  a prating,  and  vain-gloi  ious  Afs  ? 

1 do  not  wrong  thee  now,  for  1 (peak  ti  uth 
Do  not  I know  thou  had  been  a cu  gci’d  Cowa-d  , 

That  has  no  cure  for  ihame  but  Cloach  of  Silva 
And  think’d  the  wearing  of  a gawdy  Suit  ; 

Hides  all  difgraces  ? j 

Lod.  1 underdand  vou  not,  you  hurt  not  me, 

You’  anger  flies  fo  wide. 

Pifo.  Seignior  Frederick^., 

You  much  midake  this  gentleman. 

Fred.  No,  Sir. 

Pifo.  If  you  would  pleafe  to  be  lefs  angry, 

I would  tell  you  how. 

Fred.  You  had  better  diidy,  Sir, 

Howtoexcufe  your  felf  if  ye  be  able, 

Or  1 (hall  tell  you  once  again. 

Pifo.  Not  me,  Sir-, 

For  1 proted  what  1 have  faid,  was  only 
To  make  you  undei  Hand  your  Si ders  danger. 

Lod.  He  might,  if  it  pleas’d  him,  conceive  it  fo, 

¥red.  I might,  if  it  pleas’d  me,dand  dill  and  hear 
My  Sider  made  a May.  game,  might  I not  ? 

And  give  allowance  to  your  liberal  jefts 
Upon  his  Perfon,  whofc  lead  anger  would 
Confume  a Legion  of  fuch  wretched  people, 

That  have  no  more  to  judifie  their  adlions 
But  their  tongues  ends  ? that  dare  lie  every  way 
Asa  Mill  grinds?  from  this  hour,  I renounce 
All  part  of  fellowfhip  that  may  hereafter 
Makeme  takeknowledgof  ye,  but  for  Knaves ; 

And  take  heed,  as  ye  love  whole  skins  and  coxcombs, 

How,  and  to  whom,  ye  prate  thus-,  for  this  time, 

I care  not  if  I fpare  ye  i do  not  (hake, 

I will  not  beat  ye,  though  ye  dodelerve  it 
Richly. 

Lod.  This  is  a drange  Com  fe,  Frederick^  -, 

But  fure  you  do  not,  or  you  would  not  know  us -, 

Beat  us  ? 

Ptfo.  ’Tisfomewhat  low,-  Sir,  to  a Gentleman. 

^red.  I’ll  (peak  lUC  few  words,  but  I’ll  make  ’em  truths  *, 
Get  you  gone  both,  and  quickly,  without  murmuring, 

Or  looking  big-,  and  retbefo’  c vou  s:o, 

I will  have  this  confefs’d,  and  ferioufiy. 

That  you  two  arc  two  Rafcals. 

Lod.\ 


54^  7"'^^  Captain. 

Lod.  How? 

I.  Tell  me  more,  are  Women  true? 

Fred.  Two  Rafcals. 

2.  Tes,  fame  are,  and  fame  as  yon. 

Come  fpeak  it  from  your  hearts, or  by  this  light 

Some  are  willing,  Jome  are  Jlrange, 

My  Iword  fliall  tlye  among  ye ; anfwcr  me, 

Since  you  men  firfl  taught  to  change.  ' , 

1 Aiiil  to  the  point  directly. 

Both,  udnd  till  troth 

i Pdo.  You  lhall  have 

Be  in  both, 

} Your  will  for  this  time : fince  we  fee  y’are  grown 

All  Jhall  love,  to  love  anew. 

' So  far  untemperate  ; Let  it  be  fo  Sir 

1 In  your  opinion. 

I,  "Tell  me  more  yet  can  they  grieve  ? 

; Frtd.  Do  not  mince  the  matter. 

2.  Tes,  and  ficken  fore,  but  live  : 
And  he  wife,  and  delay. 

1 But  fpeak  the  words  plain ; and  you  Lodovich^ 

That  Ihnd  lb  tally  on  your  reputation. 

When  you  men  are  as  wife  as  they. 

You  (ball  be  he  fliall  fpeak  it. 

Both,  Then  1 fee 

Lod.  This  is  pretty. 

Faih  Will  be, 

Fred.  Let  me  not  Hay  upon’t. 

X Never  till  they  both  believe. 

Lod.  Well  we  are  Rafcals, 

Yes  Pifo,  we  are  Rafcals.  Q£.v.  Lod.  Pifo. 

Fran.  Clora,  come  hither  j who  are  thefe  below  there  ? 
Clor.  Where  ? Fran.  There. 

Clor.  Ha  ? I Ihould  know  their  Ihapes 

Fred.  Get  ye  gone  now,  not  a word  more, y’are  Rafcals. 

Enter  Fabricio,  and  Jacomo. 
Fab.  That  fliould  be  Frederic^ 

Though  it  be  darkilh  there  are  both  our  Brothers, 
What  fliould  they  make  thus  late  here  ? 

Fran.  What’s  the  tother? 

Jac.  ’Tis  he;  FredenckJ  > 

Clor.  What  tother? 

Fred.  Who’s  that  ? 

Fran.  He  that  lyes  along  there. 

Jac.  A friend  Sir. 

Clor.  O,  I fee  him 

Fred.  It  is  fo,  by  the  voyce : 

As  if  he  had  a branch  offorae  great  Petigree 
Grew  out  on’s  bdly. 

I have  fought  you  Gentlemen,  and  fince  I have  found  you, 

So  near  our  houfe,  1 Me  force  ye  Hay  a while, 

Fran.  Yes. 

I pray  let  it  be  fo. 

Clor.  That  fliould  be, 

Fah.  It  is  too  late. 

If  I have  any  knowledge  in  proportion 

We’l  come  and  dine  to  morrow  with  your  SiHer, 

Fab.  They  fee  us. 
Fred.  ’Tis  no  matter. 

And  do  our  fervices. 

Jac.  Who  were  thole  with  you? 

Fab.  What  a log 

Fab.  We  met  two  came  from  hence. 

Is  this,  to  fleep  fuch  mufique  out  f 

1 Two  idle  fellows, 

Fred.  No  more,let’s  hear  ’em. 

; That  you  lhall  beat  hereafter,  and  Tie  tell  ye 

Clor.  If  I have  any  knowledge  in  proportion 

Some  fitter  time  a caufe  fufficient  for  it. 

The  Captain  Jacomo,  thole  are  his  legs 

Fab.  But  Frederick.,  tell  me  truly  ^ do  you  think 

Upon  my  conicience. 

She  can  affeft  my  friend  ? 

Fran.  By  my  faith,  and  neat  ones. 

Fred.  No  certainer 

Clor.  You  mean  the  boots,I  think  they  are  neat  by  nature. 

Than  wheni  fpeak  of  him,  or  any  other. 

Fra.  As  thou  art  knavifli,would  I faw  his  face ! 

She  entertains  it  with  as  much  defire 

Clor.  ’T would  ftare  you  in  the  dark. 

As  others  do  their  recreations. 

Fran.  A worfe  than  that 

Fabr.  Let  not  him  have  this  light  by  any  means ; 
He  will  but  think  he’s  mockt,  and  fo  grow  angry. 

Has  never  fear’d  you  Clora  to  my  knowledge. 

Clor.  ’Tis  true,  for  I never  have  feen  a worfe  *, 

Even  to  a quarrel ; he’s  fo  much  diftruHfull 

Nor  while  I fay  my  prayers  heartily. 

Of  all  that  take  occafion  to  commend  him 

I hope  I fliall  not. 

Women  efpecially : for  which  he  (huns 

Fran.  Well,  I am  no  tell  tale : 

All  converfation  with  ’em,  and  believes 
He  can  be  but  a mirth  to  all  their  Sex. 

But  is  it  not  great  pity,  tell  me  Clora,  ' 

That  fuch  a brave  deferving  Gentleman 

Whence  is  this  mufique  f 

As  every  one  delivers  this  to  be. 

Fred.  From  my  SiHers  chamber. 

Should  have  no  more  reI^(H,and  worth  flung onhim 

Fab.  The  touch  is  excellent,  let’s  be  attentive.  1 

By  able  men  ? Were  I one  of  thefe  great  ones,'  ' 

Jac.  Hark,  are  the  Waits  abroad? 
Fab.  Be  fofter  prethee, 

Such  vertues  fliould  not  fleep  thus.  j 

Clor.  Were  he  greater 

’Tis  private  mufick. 

! He  would  fleep  more  I think ; Tie  waken  him. 

Jac.  Whatadynit  makes? 

Fran.  Away  ye  fool. 

I had  rather  hear  a Jews  trump  than  thefe  Lutes, 

Clor.  Is  he  not  dead  already,and  they  two  taking  order  ! 

They  cry  like  School  boys. 

Abou t his  Blacks  ? me  thinks  they  are  very  bufie,  | 

Fahr.  Prethee  Jacomo. 

A fine  clean  coarfe  he  is : 1 would  have  him  buried 

j^c.Well  I will  hear, or  flccp,l  care  not  whether. 

Even  as  he  lyes,  crofs  legg’d,  like  one  o’th’  Templers 
( If  his  Wefiphalia  gammons  will  hold  crofling  ) ' 

And  on  his  breH,  a buckler  with  a pike  in’t. 

THE  SONG. 

1 n which  I would  have  fome  learned  Cutler  I 

Compile  an  Epitaph,  and  at  his  feet 

Enter  at  the  Window  Frank,  and  Clora. 

Amufquet,  with  this  word  upon  a Label  ^ ' | 

Which  from  the  cocks  mouth  thus  fliould  be  delivered,  j 

1 , '-p' Ell  me  dearefl  what  is  Love  ? 

2,  J_  ’77/  a lightning  from  above, 
'‘Tis  an  arrow , Uts  a fire. 

I have  dijeharg’d  the  office  of  a Souldier.  ! 

Fran.  Well,  if  thy  Father  were  a Souldier  i 

Thus  thou  wouldH  ufe  him.  ; 

’Tis  a boy  they  call  De/ire. 
Both.  ’77/  a grave. 

(flora.  Such  a Souldier, 

1 would  indeed. 

(tapes  to  have 

Fab.  If  he  hear  this,  not  all 

Thofe  poci  fools  that  long  to  prove. 

The  power  of  man  could  keep  him  from  the  windows 

Till 

The  (^aftairi. 


Till  they  were  down  and  all  the  doors  broke  open  : 

For  Gods  fake  make  her  cooler:  I dare  not  venture 
To  bring  him  elfe : I know  he  will  go  to  buffets 
Within  five  words  with  her,  if  Ihe  holds  this  fpirit  *, 

Let’s  waken  him,  and  away,  we  lhall  hear  worfcclfc. 

Fran.  Well  if  1 be  not  even  with  thee  Clora 
Let  me  be  hang’d  lor  this : I know  thou  dolt  it 
Only  to  anger  me,  and  purge  thy  wit 
Which  would  break  out  elfe. 

dora.  I have  found  ye. 

Tie  be  no  more  crofs,  bid ’em  good  night. 

Fran.  No,  no,  they  fliall  not  know  we  have  leeh  ’eta  \ 
Shut  the  window.  [ Ex.  Fran,  and  Clora. 

Fah.  Will  you  get  up  Sir  ? 

Jac.  Have  you  paid  the  Fidlers  ? 

Fab.  You  are  not  left  to  do  it:  Fie  upon  thee, 

Haft  thou  forfworn  manners  ? 

Jac.  Yes  unlefs 

They  would  let  me  eat  my  meat  without  long  graces 
Or  drink  without  a preface  to  the  pledger  *, 

Oft,  will  it  pleafe  you,  fhall  I be  fo  bold  Sir, 

Let  me  remember  your  good  bed-fellow. 

And  lye  and  kifs  my  hand  unto  my  Miftris 
As  often  as  an  Ape  does  for  an  Aple ; 

Thefearemeer  Schifms  inSouldiers}  where’s  ray  friend  ? 
Thefe  are  to  us  as  bitter  as  purgations. 

We  love  that  general  freedom  we  are  bred  to  5 
Hang  thefe  faint  fooleries,  they  fmell  of  peace. 

Do  they  not  friend  ? 

Fob.  Faith  Sir  to  me  they  are 
As  things  indifferent,  yet  1 ufe  ’em  not. 

Or  if  I did,  they  would  not  prick  my  confcience. 

Fred.  Come,  lhall  we  go?  ’lislate. 

Jac.  Yes  any  whither , 

But  no  more  Mufick,  it  has  made  me  dull. 

Fab.  Faith  any  thing  but  drinking  difturbs  thee  Jacetm^ 
We’I  ev’n  to  bed.  Jac.  Content. 

Fab.  Thou  wilt  dream  of  wenches. 

Jac.  Inever  think  of  any  I thank  Heaven 
But  when  I am  drunk,  and  then  ’tis  but  to  caft 
A cheap  way  how  they  may  be  all  deftroy’d 
Like  vermine ; let’s  away,  I am  very  fleepy. 

Fab.  I,  thou  art  ever  fo,  or  angry,  come*  lExennt. 


jiEius  Teiiius.  Seem  Trima* 

Enter  Julio,  and  Angelo.  • 

JhL  T Will  but  lee  her  once  more  Angelo^ 

1.  That  I may  hate  her  more,  and  then  I am 
My  felf  again.  / 

Ang.  Twould  not  have  thee  tempt  luft^ 

Tis  a way  dangerous,  and  will  deceive  thee, 

Hadft  thou  theronftancy  of  all  men  in  thee. 

Jul.  Having  her  fins'beforeme,!  dare  fee  her 
Were  (he  as  catching  as  the  plague,  and  deadly. 

And  tell  her  (he  is  fouler  than  all  thofe 
And  far  more  peftilent,  if  not  repentant. 

And  like  a ftrong  man, chide  her  well,and  leave  her. 

; Ang.  ’Tis eafilyfaid,of  what  complexion  is  Ihe. ^ .1 
' Jui.  Make  but  a curious  frame  unto  thy  felf  , 
As  thou  wouldft  lhape  an  Angel  in  thy  thought  j 
Such  as  the  Poets,  when  their  fancies  fweat, 
Imagine  Juno  is,  or  fair  tf^FaUai., 

And  one  more  excellent,  than  all  thofe  figures 
Shalt  thou  find  her  fhe’s  brown,  but  of  a fweetnefs, 

( If  fuch  a poor  word  may  exprefs  her  beauty  ) 
Believe  me  would  do  more  mifehief 

With  a forc’t  fmile,than  twenty  thoufand  Cufids 
With  their  love  quivers,  full  of  Ladies  eyes, 

And  twice  as  many  flames,  could  fling  upon  us. 

Ang.  Of  what  age  is  Ihe  ? 
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JhI.  As  a Rofe  at  faireft. 

Neither  a bud,  nor  blown,  but  fuch  a one, 

Were  there  a Hercnles  to  get  again 
With  all  his  glory,  or  one  more  than  he, 

The  god  would  choofc  out  araongll  a race  of  women 
To  make  a Mother  of:  ffie  is  outwardly 
All  that  bewitches  fenfe  •,  all  that  entices, 

Nor  is  it  in  our  vertuc  to  uncharm  it. 

And  when  (he  fpeaks,  oh  Angelo^  then  mufick 
( Such  as  old  Orphetu  made,  that  gave  a foul 
To  aged  mountains,  and  made  rugged  beafts 
Lay  by  their  rages  •,  and  tall  trees  that  knew 
No  found  but  tempefts,  to  bow  down  their  branches 
And  hear,  and  wonder  ^ and  the  Sea,  whofe  furges  , 

Shook  their  white  heads  in  Heaven,  to  be  as  mid-night 
Still,  and  attentive)  fteals  into  our  fouls 
So  fuddenly,  and  ftrangely,  that  we  are 
From  that  time  rio  more  ours,  but  what  fbe  pleafts. 

<syfng.  Why  look,how  far  you  have  thruft  your  felfagain 
Into  your  old  difeafe  ? are  you  that  man 
With  fuch  a refolution,  that  would  venture 
To  take  your  leave  of  folly,  and  now  melt 
Even  in  repeating  her  ? 

JhI.  I had  forgot  rne. 

<iy4ng.  As  you  will  ftill  do. 

JhI.  No,  the  ftrongeft  inan 
May  have  the  grudging  of  an  ague  on  him, 

This  is  no  more let’s  go,  I would  fain  be  fit 
To  be  thy  friend  again,  for  now  I am  no  mans. 

Ang.  Go  you,  1 dare  not  go,  I tell  you  truly 
Nor  were  it  wife  I Ihould. 

Jul.  Why  ? Ang.  I am  well. 

And  if  I can,  will  keep  my  felf  fo. 

JhI.  Ha  ? thou  mak’ft  me  frhile,though  I have  little  caule, 
To  fee  how  prettily  thy  fear  becomes  thee ; 

Art  thou  not  ftrong  enough  to  fee  a woman  ? 

Ang.  Yes,  twenty  thoufand  : bat  not  fuch  a one 
As  you  have  made  her  .•  Tie  not  lye  for  th’  matter : 

I know  I am  frail,  and  may  be  cozen’d  too 
By  fuch  a Syren. 

Jh'.  Faith  thou  (halt  go,  Angelo. 

Ang.  Faith  but  1 will  not ; no  I know  how  far  Sir 
I am  able  to  hold  out,  and  will  not  venture 
Above  my  depth;  I do  not  long  to  have 
My  fleep  ta’ne  from  me,  and  go  pulingly 
Like  a poor  wertch  had  loft  her  market-mony  v 
And  when  I fee  good  mear^  fit  ftill  and  figh. 

And  call  for  fmall  beer  *,  and  confume  my  wit 
In  making  Anagrams^  and  faithful  pofies  ^ 

I do  not  like  that  Itch,  I am  fure  I had  rather 
Have  the  main  pox,  and  fafer. 

JhL  Thou  fhalt  go, 

I muft  needs  have  thee  as  a witnefs  with  me 
Of  my  repentance  ; as  thou  lov’ft  me  go. 

Ang.  Well  I will  go,  fince  you  will  have  it  fo, 

But  ifl  prove  a fool  too,  look  to  have  me 
Curfc  you  continually,  and  fearfully, 

JhL  And  if  thou  feeft  me  fall  again,  good  Angelo 
Give  me  thy  counfel  quickly  left  1 perilh. 

Ang.Pr ciy  Heaven  1 have  enough  to  faVe  my  felf ^ 

For  as  1 have  a foul,  I had  rather  venture 

Upon  a favage  Ifland,  than  this  woman.  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Father.,  and  Servant. 

Fath.  From  whom  Sir,  conies  this  bounty  ? for  I think 
Vou  are  miftaken. 

Serv.  No  Sir,  ’tis  to  you 

I am  fure  my  Miftris  fent  it.  ; 

Fath.  Who’s  your  Miftris, 

That  I may  give  her  thanks  ? 

Serv.  The  vertuous  Widow.  , , , \ 

Fath.  The  vertuous  widow  Sir  ? I know  hone  fiich : 

A a a a Pray  V 


tain. 
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Pray  vviidt's  her  name/  Scr.  Lclia. 

Futh.  I knew  you  err’d, 

’T IS  not  to  me  I warrant  ye  •,  there  Sir, 

Carry  it  to  thofe  fhc  teeds  fat  with  fuch  favours, 

I am  a llranger  to  her. 

Serv.  Good  Sir  take  it, 

And  if  you  will,  I’le  fwear  file  fent  it  to  you, 

For  I am  lure  mine  eye  never  went  ofTye 
Since  you  foriook  the  Gentlemen  you  talk’d  with 
Jult  at  her  door. 

Furh.  1 ndeed  I talkt  with  two 
\V  ithin  this  half  hour  in  the  llreet. 

Serv.  ’Tis  you  Sir, 

' And  none  but  you  1 am  fent  to : wifer  men  ^ ^ 

Would  have  been  thankful  fooner,  and  receiv’d  it, 

’Tis  not  a fortune  every  man  can  brag  of. 

And  from  a w oman  of  her  excellence.  ^ 

Fa.  Well  Sir,  I am  Catechiz’d  •,  what  more  belongs  to  t ? 
Ser.  This  only  Sir ; file  would  intreat  you  come 
This  evening  to  her  without  fail. 

Fath.  1 will. 

S(rv.  You  ghefs  where.  . 

Fath.  Sir  I have  a tongue  elfe.  Itxft  Ser. 

She  is  down  right  Devil  *,  or  elfe  my  wants 
And  her  dilbbedience  haveprovok’t  her 
To  look  into  her  foul  felf,  and  be  forry. 

1 wonder  how  file  knew  me  ? 1 had  thought 

I had  been  the  fame  to  all,  lam  to  them 

That  chang’d  me  thus.Heaven  pardon  me  for  lying, 

For  1 have  paid  it  home : many  a good  man 
That  had  but  found  the  profit  of  my  way 
Would  forfwear  telling  true  again  in  haft. 


Enter  Lodovico,  and  Pifo. 

[Tere  are  my  praters ; now  if  1 did  well 
[ fhould  belabour ’em,  but  1 have  found  ^ 

Away  to  quiet  ’em,  worth  a thouland  on  t. 

Lod.  If  we  could  get  a fellow  that  would  do  it. 

Fat.  Whatvillany isnow inhand? 

Ptf.  ’Twill  be  hard  to  be  done  in  ray  opinion 
Unlcfs  we  light  upon  an  Enghjl^  man 
IV’ith  fevcn-lcore  furfeits  in  him. 

Lod.ktQ  the  EngUJh-men  fuch  ftubbom  drinkers  ? 

Pifo.  Not  a leak  at  Sea  ^ 

ZzQ  fuck  more  liquor^  you  (ball  have  their  children 
:hriftened  in  mull’d  Pack,  and  at  five  years  old, able 
Fo  knock  a Dave  down : Take  an  EngUfh-man 
And  cry  St.  George^  and  give  him  but  a ralher^ 

And  you  fhall  have  him  up^n  even  terms 

Defy  a hogfhead  •,  fuch  a 6ne  would  do  it 

dome  boy,and  like  a work-man ; at  what  weapon  ? 

Eod  Sherry  fack : I would  have  him  drink  ftark  dead 
If  it  were  poflible  : at  worft  paft  portage. 

Pifo.  What  is  the  end  then  ? 
laid.  Doft  thou  not  perceive  it .? 
f he  be  drunk  dead,  there’s  a fair  end  of  him. 

If  not,  this  is  my  end,  or  bv  enticing, 

Or  by  deceiving,  to  conduct  him  where 
fhe  fool  is,  that  admires  him  ; and  if  fober, 
dis  nature  be  fo  rugged,  what  will  t be 
IVhcn  he  is  hot  with  wine  i come  let  s about  it, 
f this  be  done  but  handfomely.  He  pawn 
Vly  head  (he  hath  done  with  Souldiers. 

Pifo.  This  may  do  well. 

Fat.  Here’s  a new  way  to  murther  men  alive, 

’)c  choak  this  train : God  favc  ye  Gentlemen, 
t is  to  you,  ftay  ; yes  it  is  to  you. 

Lod.  What’s  tomc.^ 

Fath.  You  are  fortunate, 

cannot  (land  to  tell  you  more  now, meet  me  . ^ ^ 

lerc  foon,  and  ycu’l  be  made  a man.  Uxn  Father. 

W.  What  Vifion’s  this? 

Pifo.  1 know  not. 

Lod.  Well,  Tie  meet  it. 


Think  you  o’th’  other,  and  let  me  a while 
Dream  of  this  fellow. 

Ptfo.  For  the  Drunkard,  Lodovickj, 

Let  me  alone,  y 

Lod.  Come,  let’s  about  it  then.  {.Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  Clora,  and  Frank. 

Clor.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  let  me  laugh  extreamly. 

Fra.  Why  ? prethee  why  ? haft  thou  fuch  caule  ? 

Cor.  Yes  faith,  my  Brother  will  be  here  ftraightway. 

Fra.  What?  (and 

Clor.  The  other  party.-  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Fra.  What  party/ 

Wench  thou  arc  not  drunk.^ 

Cor.  No  faith. 

Fra.  Faith  thou  haft  been  among  the  bottles  Clora. 

Clor.  Eaith  but  I have  not  Fran^.  Prethee  be  handfom, 
The  Captain  comes  along  too,  wench. 

Fra.  O is  that  it 

That  tickles  ye  » 

Clor.  Yes,  and  lhall  tickle  you  t§o, 

You  underftand  mc.^ 

Fran.  By  my  troth  thou  art  grown 
A Arrange  lewd  wench .-  I muft  e’ne  leave  thy  company, 
Thou  wilt  Ipoil  me  elfe. 

Clor.  Nay,  thou  art  foil’d  to  my  hand ; 

Hadft  thou  been  free,  as  a good  wench  ought  to  be. 

When  I went  firft  a birding  for  thy  Love, 

And  roundly  laid,  that  is  the  man  muft  do  it, 

I had  done  laughing  many  an  hour  agoe. 

Fra.  And  what  doft  thou  lee  in  him,now  thou  knowft  him 
To  be  thus  laught  at  ? 

Clor.  Prethee  be  not  angry 

And  rie  Ipeak  freely  to  thee.  f 

Fran.  Do,  I W’iil  not, 

Clor.  Then  as  I hope  to  have  a handfom  husband, 

This  fellow  in  mine  eye,  (and  Frank}  am  held 
To  have  a (hrewd  ghefs  at  a pretty  fellow) 

Appears  a ftrange  thing. 

Fra.  Why,how  ftrange  for  Gods  lake  ? 

He  is  a man,  and  one  that  may  content 
( For  any  thing  I fee  ) a right  good  woman ; 

And  fure  I am  not  blind. 

Clor.  There  lyes  the  queftion  ? 

For,  (but  you  lay  he  is  a.man,  and  I < 

Will  credit  you,)  I fhould  as  foon  have  thought  him 
Another  of  Gods  creatures  •,  out  upon  him, 

His  body,  that  can  promife  nothing 

But  lazinefs  and  long  ftrides.  ’ . 

Fra.  Thefe  are  your  eyes  ^ 

Where  were  they  Clora,  when  you  fell  in  love 
With  the  old  foot-man, for  finging  of  Queen  Dido  f 
And  fwore  he  look’d  in  his  old  velvet  trunks 
And  his  flic’t  Jerkin,  like  Don  John} 

You  had  a parlous  judgment  then,  my  Clora, 

Cora.  Who  told  you  that? 

Fran.  I heard  it. 

’ Clora.  Come,  be  friends, 

The  Souldier  is  a Mars,  no  more,  we  are  all 
Subject  to  Aide  away. 

Fra.  Nay,  laugh  on  ftill. 

Cor.  No  faith,  thou  art  a good  wench,  and  ’tis  pity 
Thou  Ihouldft  not  be  well  quarried  at  thy  entring. 

Thou  art  fo  high  flown  for  him : Look,  who’s  there  ? 

Enter  Fabricio,  and  Jacomo. 

fac.  Prethee  go  Angle,  what  Ihould  I do  there  ? 

Thou  knowft  1 hate  thefe  vifitations, 

As  I hate  peace  or  perry. 

Fab.  'Wilt  thou  never 
Make  a right  man  ? 


The  Captain. 


Jac.  Y 00  make  a right  fool  of  me 
To  lead  me  up  and  down  to  vifit  women. 

And  be  abus’d  and  laugh’d  at  •,  let  me  Havre 
If  1 know  what  to  fay,  unlcfs  I ask  ’em 
What  their  fhooes  coft  /* 

Fab.  Fyc  upon  thee,  coward, 

Canft  thou  not  fing? 

Jac.  Thou  knowefl:  I can  fing  nothing 
But  Plitmfton  park. 

Fab.  Thou’t  be  bold  enough, 

When  thou  art  enter’d  once. 

Jac.  I had  rather  enter 
A breach;  ifimifearry,  by  this  hand 
I will  have  you  by  th’  ears  for’t. 

Fab.  Save  ye  Ladies. 

Clo.  Sweet  Brother  I dare  fwcar,you’re  welcom  hither. 
So  is  your  Friend  j 

Fab.  Come,  blufh  not,  but  falute  ’em. 

Fra.  Good  Sir  believe  your  Sifter  •,  you  are  moft  welcom, 
So  is  this  worthy  Gentleman  whofe  veitues 
I ftiall  be  proud  to  be  acquainted  with. 

Jac.  She  has  found  me  out  already,  and  has  paid  me  j 
Shall  we  be  going  ? 

Fab.  Peace ; 

Your  goodnefs  Lady 

Will  ever  be  afore  us,  for  my  felf 

I will  not  thank  you  fingle,  left  I leave 

My  friend,  this  Gentleman,  out  of  acquaintance. 

Jac.  More  of  me  yet  ? 

Fra.  Would  I were  able.  Sir , 

From  either  of  your  worths  to  merit  thanks. 

dor.  But  Brother,  is  your  friend  thus  fad  ftill  ? methinks 
’Tisan  unfeemly  nature  in  a Souldier. 

Jac.  What  hath  (he  to  do  with  me,  dr  my  behaviour  ? 
Fab.  Hedo’s  butlhewfo,  prethee  to  him  Sifter. 

Jac.\^  I do  not  break  thy  head, I am  no  Chriftian, 

If  I get  off  once. 

dor.  Sir,  we  mufi  intreat  you 
To  think  your  felf  more  welcom,  and  be  mertyj 
’Tis  pity  a fair  man  of  your  proportion 
Should  have  a foul  of  forrow. 

Jac.  Very  well^ 

Pray  Gentlewoman  what  would  ydu  have  me  fay  ? 
dor  a.  Do  not  you  know,  Sir  ? 

Jac.  Not  fo  well  as  you 
That  talk  continually. 

Fran.  You  have  hit  her,  Sir^ 
dora.  1 thank  him,  fo  he  has. 

Fair  fall  his  fweet  face  for’t, 

Jac.  Let  my  lace 

Alone,  1 would  wilh  you,  left  I take  occafion 
To  bring  a werfe  in  queftion. 

Clora.  Meaning  mine? 

Brother,where  was  your  friend  brought  up  ? h’as  fure 
Been  a great  lover  in  his  youth  of  pottage. 

They  lye  fo  dull  upon  his  underftanding. 

Fab.  No  more  of  that,thou’lt  anger  him  at  heart. 

Clo.  Then  let  him  be  more  manly,  for  he  looks 
Like  a great  School-boy  that  had  been  blown  up 
Laft  night  at  duft-point. 

Fran.  You  will  never  leave 
Till  you  be  told  how  rode  you  are,  fye  dora. 

Sir  will  it  pleafe  you  fit  ? 

Clora.  And  I’le  fit  by  you. 

Woman  be  quiet,  and  be  rul’d  I would  \vilh  yoii. 
Clora.  I have  done,  Sir  Captain. 

Fab.  Art  thou  not  afham’d  ? 

Jac.  You  are  an  alfe.  Tie  tell  you  more  anon, 

You  had  better  have  been  hang’d  than  brought  me  hither. 

Fab.  You  are  grown  a fullen  fool  ■,  either  be  handfom. 
Or  by  this  light  I’le  have  wenehes  bait  thee 
Go  to  the  Gentlewoman,  and  give  her  thanks, ' 

And  hold  your  head  up ; what  ? 

Jac.  By  this  light  Tie  brain  thee. 


Fra.  Now  o’  my  faith  this  Gentleman  do’s  nothing 
But  it  becomes  him  rarely ; dora.,  look 
How  well  this  little  anger,  ii  it  be  one. 

Shews  in  his  face. 

Clo.  Yes,  it  flicws  very  fwcctly. 

Fra.  Nay  do  not  blulh  Sir,  o’  my  troth  it  docs, 

I would  be  ever  angry  to  be  thus, 

Fabritio,  o’  my  coiifcicnce  if  I ever 
Po  fall  in  love,  as  I will  not  forfwear  it 
1 ill  1 am  fomething  wifer,  itmuftbe, 

I will  not  fay  directly  with  that  face, 

But  certainly,  fuch  another  as  that  is. 

And  thus  dilpofe  my  chance  to  hamper  me.  , 

Fab.  Doft  thou  hear  this,  and  Hand  ftill  ? 

Jac.  You  will  prate  ftill  •, 

I would  you  were  not  women,  I would  take 
A new  courfe  with  ye. 

Clora.  Why  couragious  ? . j ’ 

Jac.  For  making  me  a ftone  to  whet  your  tongues  on. 
Clora.  Prethee  fweet  Captain. 

Jac.  Go,  go  fpin,  go  hang. 

Clo.  Now  could  1 kifs  him. 

Jac.  Ifyou  long  for  kicking, 

You’r  beft  come  kifs  me,do  not  though, I’d e wifti  ye, 
rie  fend  hiy  Foot-man  to  thee,  he  lhall  leap  thee, 

And  thou  waatft  hbrfing ; Tie  leave  yc  Ladies, 

Fra.  Belhrew  my  heart  you  are  unmannerly 
To  offer  this  unto  a Gentleman 
Of  his  deferts,  that  comes  fo  worthily 
To  vifit  me,  I cannot  take  it  well.  . , 

Ji^c.  1 come  to  vifit  you,  you  foolifh  woman? 

Fra.  I thought  you  did  Sir,  and  for  that  I thank  you,’ 

I would  be  loth  to  lofe  thofe  thanks  ; 1 know 
This  is  but  fome  odd  way  you  have,  and  faith 
It  do’s  become  you  well  to  rriake  us  merry  5 
I have  heard  often  of  your  pleafant  vein. 

Fab.  What  wouldft  thou  ask  more  f 
Jac.  Prhy  thou  feurvy  fellow 
Thou  haft  not  long  to  live^adieu  dear  Damfels, 

You  filthy  women  farewel,  and  befober, 

And  keep  your  chambers. 
dor.  Farewel  old  Don  Diego. 

Fra.  Away,  away,  you  muft  not  fo  be  angry. 

To  part  thus  roughly  from  us  i yet  to  me 
This  do’s  not  (hew,  as  if  it  were  yours,  the  wars 
May  breed  men  fomething  plain  I know. 

But  not  thus  rude  j give  me  your  hand  good  Sir 

I know ’tis  white.,  and 

Jac.  If  I were  not  patient. 

What, would  become  ofyou  two  prating  houfwives? 

C/o.For  any  thing  1 know, we  would  in  to  fupper. 

And  there  begin  a health  of  lufty  Claret 
To  keep  tare  from  our  hearts, and  it  (hould  be — 

Fab.  Faith  to  whom Mark  but  this 

Clo.  Even  to  the  handfomeft  fellow  now  alive. 

Fab.  Do  you  know  fuch  a one  ? 

Fra.  He  may  be  gheft  at, 

Without  much  travel. 

Fab.  There’s  another  item. 

Clor.  And  he  (hould  be  a Souldier. 

Fra.  ’Twould  be  better. 

Clor.  And  yet  not  you  fweet  Captain, 

Fra.  Why  not  he?  , , 

Jac.  Well I (hall  live  to  fee  your  husbands  beat  you, 
And  hifs  ’em  on  like  ban  dogs. 

Clora.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac.  Green  fickncITes  and  (erving-men  light  on  ye 
With  greafy  Codpieces,  and  woollen  ftockings. 

The  Devii  ( if  he  dare  deal  with  two  women  ) 

Be  of  your  ct)unfels : farewel  Plaiftcrers iSxil  Jac, 

Clora.  This  fellow  will  be  mad  at  Mid-fumm'er 
I Without  all  doubt. 

Fab.  I think  fo  tod. 

Fra.  I am  forry,  . 

A sf  a a 2'  . He’s 


ihc  Captain, 


' 

He’s  gone  in  fuch  a rage  •,  but  fure  this  holds  him 
Net  every  day. 

F.th,  'Faith  every  other  day 
If  he  come  near  a woman. 

Ccr.  I wonder  how  his  mother  could  endure 
, To  have  him  in  her  IV'lly,  he’s  fo  boyfterons. 

Fra.  He's  to  be  made  more  tradable  I doubt  not. 
do.  Yes,  if  they  taw  him  as  they  do  whit-leather 
I Upon  an  iron,  or  beat  him  foft  like  Stock-Iilh. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Lei  ia  iind  her  w.iiting  wom.vt  with  a V ail. 

■ Lei  Art  t’  fure  ’tis  he  ? 

I Waw.  Yes,  and  another  with  him. 

Lei  The  more  the  merrier  *,  did  you  give  that  money 
! And  charg’d  it  to  be  delivered  where  I Ihcvv’d  yon  ? 

I Wotn.  Yes,  and  what  elfc  you  bad  me. 
i Lei  That  brave  fellow,  • 

! Though  he  be  old,  whate’r  he  be,  (hews  toughnefs, 
f ^nd  fuch  a one  I long  for,  and  mud:  have 
At  any  price ; thefe  young  I'oft  melting  grillles 
' Are  only  for  my  fafer  ends. 
iVom.  They  are  here. 

Lei  Give  me  my  Vail,  and  bid  the  Boy  go  fing 
' That  fong  above,  1 gave  him  •,  the  fad  fong  ^ 

! Now  if  I mifshim,  1 ameurft,  go,  wench, 
i And  tell  ’em  1 have  utterly  forfworn 
All  company  of  men,  yet  make  a venture 
At  laft  to  let  ’em  in  •,  thou  knowft  thefe  things,  ' 

' Do  ’emtoth’  life. 

; iVom.  1 warrant  you  I am  perfed. 
j Lei  Some  ill  woman  for  her  life  would  give 
I A million  for  this  W’cnch,  flie  is  fo  fubtle. 

Enterto  the  door  Julio,  and  Angelo. 

U'om.  Good  Sir,  dcfire  it  not,  I dare  not  do  it. 

For  lince  your  lafl;  being  here,  Sir,  believe  me. 

She  has  griev’d  her  felf  out  of  all  Company, 

And  (fvveetSoul)  almoftoutof  life  too. 

Jfii  Prithee, 

‘ Let  me  but  fpeak  one  word. 

' Worn.  You  will  offend,  Sir, 

■ And  yet  your  name  is  more  familiar  with  her 
; Than  any  thing  but  forrow,  good  Sir,  go. 

1 This  little  Varlet  hath  her  Lefl'onperfed, 

i Thefe  are  the  baits  they  bob  with. 

I Jal.  ’Faith  I will  not. 

I Worn.  1 fhall  be  chidden  cruelly  for  this  *, 

I But  you  are  fuch  a Gentleman 

' Jui  No  more.  (nough. 

jing.  There’s  a new  Tyre,  wench  peace,  thou  art  well  e- 
Jui  What,  has  ffic  mufick  ? 

' Wow.  Yes,  for  Heavens  fake  day, 

’Tis  all  ffie  feeds  upon. 

7«/.  Alas,  poor  foul. 

! Now  will  1 pray  devoutly,  for  there’s  need  on’t. 

■ The  SONG. 

A'  Way  dcUahtSj  go  feek^fome  other  dwelling,, 

For  I mafl  dye  ; 

i Farexvel  falfe  Love,  thy  tongue  is  ever  telling 

’ Lye  after  Lye. 

I For  ever  let  me  refl  now  from  thy  /marts, 

' t^las,  for  pity  go, 

tyFnd  fire  their  hearts 

That  have  been  hard  to  thee,  mine  was  not  fo. 

j ever  again  deluding  Love  fiallhnow  me, 

j For  J Will  dye  ’, 

(.And  all  thofe  griefs  that  thinks  to  over-grow  me, 
j Shall  be  as/: 

j For  el  er  Will  J feep,  while  poor  tJdfaids  cry, 

yilas,for  pity  slay, 

( yind  let  us  dye 

[ With  thee,  men  cannot  mocl\  its  in  the  day. 


Jiii  Miftrifs  I not  one  w'ord,  Miltrifs  if  I grieveye 
I can  depart  again. 

j4ng.  Let’s  go  then  quickly, 

For  if  ffie  get  from  under  this  dark  Cloud, 

We  (hall  both  fweat  1 fear,  for’t. 

Jui  Do  but  Ipeak 

Thongh  you  turn  from  me,  and  fpeak  bitterly, 

And  lam  gone,  for  that  I think  will  pleafe  you. 

j4ng.  Oh,  that  all  women  were  thus  lilent  ever. 

What  fine  things  they  were ! 

Jui  You  have  look’d  on  me. 

When  (if  there  be  belief  in  VVomens  words 
Spoken  in  tears)  you  fworc  you  lov’d  to  dofo. 

Lei  O me,  my  heart ! 

udng.  Now,  Julio,  play  the  man. 

Or  fuch  another  O me  will  undo  thee : 

Would  I had  any  thing  to  keep  me  bufie, 

I might  not  hear  her ; think  but  what  fhe  is. 

Or  I doubt  mainly,  I ffiall  be  i’th’  malh  too. 

Jui  ’Pray  fpeak  again. 

Lei  Where  is  my  Woman  ? 

Worn.  Here. 

j4ng.  Mercy  upon  me ! what  a face  flie  has  ? 

Would  it  were  vail’d  again. 

Lei  Why  did  you  let 
This  flattering  man  in  to  me  ? did  not  I 
Charge  thee  to  keep  me  from  his  eyes  again. 

As  carefully  as  thou  wouldfl:  keep  thine  own  ? 

Thou  haft  brought  me  poyfon  in  a lhape  of  Heaven, 

Whofe  violence  will  break  the  hearts  of  all. 

Of  all  weak  Women,  as  it  hath  done  mine. 

That  are  fuch  fools  to  love,  and  look  upon  him. 

Good  Sir,  be  gone,  you  know  not  what  an  eafe 
Yourabfenceis. 

Ang.  By  Heaven  fhe  is  a wonder, 

/cannot  tell  what  ’tis,  but/  amquamifh. 

Jui  Though  / defire  to  be  here  more  than  Heaven, 

As  I am  now,  yet  if  my  fight  offend  you. 

So  much  I love  to  be  commanded  by  you. 

That  I will  go  farewel 

Lei  1 fhould  fay  fomething 
E’re  you  depart,  and  I would  have  you  hear  me  ; 

But  why  fhould  I fpeak  to  a man  that  hates  me,  * 

And  will  but  laugh  at  any  thing  I fuffer  ? 

Jui  If  this  be  hate 

Lei  Away,  away,  deceiver. 

Jui  Now  help  me,  dAngelo ! 

Ang.  I am  worfe  than  thou  art. 

Lei  Such  tears  as  thofe  might  make  another  Woman 
Believe  thee  honeft,  Julio,  almoftme. 

That  know  their  ends,  for  I confefs  they  ftir  me. 

Ang.  What  will  become  of  me  ? I cannot  go  now 
If  you  would  hang  me,  from  her  *,  O brave  Eye  ! 

Steal  me  away,  Julio. 

Jui  Alas,  poor  man!  lam  loft  again  too,  ftrangely. 

Lei  No,  I will  foonertru ft  a Crocodile 
When  he  fheds  tears,  for  he  kills  f'uddenly. 

And  ends  our  cares  at  once  ^ or  any  thing 
That’s  evil  to  our  Natures,  than  a man-, 

I find  there  is  no  end  of  his  deceivings, 

Nor  no  avoiding  ’em,  if  we  give  way ; 

I was  requeuing  you  to  come  no  more 
And  mock  me  with  your  fervice,  ’tis  not  well. 

Nor  honeft,  to  abufe  us  fo  far  -,  you  may  love  too  j 
For  though,  I muft  confefs,  I am  unworthy 
Of  your  love  every  way  yet  I would  have  you 
Think  1 am  fomewhat  too  good  to  make  fport  of. 

Jui  Will  you  believe  me? 

Lei  For  your  Vows  and  Oaths, 

And  fuch  deceiving  tears  as  you  fhed  now, 

I will,  as  you  do,  ftudy  to  forget ’em. 

Jui  Let  me  be  moft  defpis’d  of  men 

Le/.'No  more-, 

There  is  no  new  way  left,  by  which  your  cunning 

Shall 


the 


Shall  once  more  hope  to  catch  me  ^ no,  thou  falfc  man , 
I will  avoid  thee,  and  for  thy  fake  all 
That  bear  thy  ftamp,  as  counterfeit  in  love, 

. For  I am  ojrcn  ey’d  again,  and  know  thee ; 

1 Go,  make  fome  other  weep,  as  1 have  done, 
i That  dare  believe  thee  \ go,  and  fwear  to  her 
i That  is  a ftranger  to  thy  cruelty, 

! And  knows  not  yet  what  man  is,  and  his  lyings, 

' How  thou  di’lt  daily  for  her ; pour  it  out 
! In  thy  belt  lamentations  put  on  forrow, 
i Asthoucanft,  to  deceive  an  Angel,  JnUo^ 

And  vow  thy  felf  into  her  heart,  that  when 
' I lhall  leave  off  to  curfe  thee  for  thy  fallhood, 

; Still  a forfaken  Woman  may  be  found, 

! To  call  to  Heaven  for  vengeance. 
ylng.  From  this  hour, 

I heartily  defpife  all  honefl:  Women  ^ 

1 care  not  if  the  World  took  knowledg  on’t, 

1 fee  there’s  nothing  in  them,  bVit  that  folly 
Of  loving  one  man  only  •,  give  me  henceforth, 

(Before  the  greateft  Bleffing  can  be  thought  of) 

If  this  be  one,  a Whore  •,  that’s  all  I aim  at. 

Jul.  Miftrifs,  the  mofl:  offending  man  is  heard 
Before  his  fentence,  why  will  you  condemn  me 
E’re  I produce  the  truth  to  witnefs  with  me, 

How  innocent  I am  of  all  your  angers  ? 

Ld.  There  is  no  trufting  of  that  tongue,  I know’t. 
And  how  far  if  it  be  believ’d,  it  kills  •,  no  more.  Sir. 

Jul.  It  never  lied  to  you  i if  it  did, 

’Twas  only  when  it  call’d  you  mild  and  gentle. 

Ld.  Good  Sir,  no  more-,  make  notmy  underftanding, 
After  I have  fuffer’d  thus  much  evil  by  you. 

So  poor  to  think  1 have  not  reach’d  the  end 
Of  all  your  forc’d  affeftions ; yet  becaufe 
I once  lov’d  fuch  a forrow  too  too  dearly. 

As  that  would  ftrive  to  be  •,  I do  forgive  ye 
Even  heartily,  as  I would  be  forgiven. 

For  all  your  wrongs  to  me  *,  my  charity 
Yet  loves  you  fofar,  (though  again  I may  not) 

And  wilh  when  that  time  comes,  you  will  love  truly, 

(If  you  can  ever  do  fo)  you  may  find 
The  worthy  fruit  of  your  affeeftions. 

True  love  again,  not  my  unhappy  Harveft, 

Which,  like  a fool,  I fow’d  in  fuch  a heart. 

So  dry  and  ftony,  that  a thoufand  Ihowers 
From  thefe  two  eyes,  continually  raining, 

Could  never  ripen. 

Jul.  Y’  have  conquer’d  me 
I did  not  think  to  yield,  but  make  me  now. 

Even  what  you  will,  my  Lelia^  fo  I may 
Be  but  fo  truly  happy  to  enjoy  you. 

Lei.  No,  no,  thole  fond  imaginations. 

Are  dead  and  buried  in  me,  let  ’em  reft. 

Jul.  I’ll  marry  you. 

The  Devil  thou  wilt,  Julio, 

Howthat  word  waken’d  me  ! come  hither,  friend, 

Thou  art  a fool,  look  ftedfaftly  upon  her, 

Though  fhe  be  all  that  I know  excellent, 

As  fhe  appears,  though  1 could  fight  for  her. 

And  run  through  fire  though  I am  ftark  mad  too 
Never  to  be  recover’d,  though  I would 
Give  all  1 had  i’th’  World  to  lye  with  her 
Even  to  my  naked  foul,  I am  fo  far  gone. 

Yet,  methinks  frill,  we  Ihould  not  dote  away 
That  that  is  fomething  more  than  ours,our  honours. 

I would  not  have  thee  marry  her  by  no  means, 

Yet  I fiiould  dofo  is  fhe  not  a Whore  > 

Jul.  She  is ; but  fuch  a one 

Ang.  ’Tis  true,  fhe’s  excellent. 

And  when  I well  confider,  Julio, 

I fee  noreafon  we  fhould  be  confin’d 
In  ouraffe<ftions ; when  all  Creatures  elfe 
Enjoy  ftill  where  they  like. 

Jul.  And  fo  will  I then. 
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Ld.  He’s  faft  enough  I hope  now,  if  I hold  him. 

Ang.  You  muft  not  dofo  though,  now  1 conlidcr 
Better  what  ’tis. 

Jul.  Do  not  confider,  Augdo, 

For  I muft  do  it. 

Aug.  No,  I’ll  kill  thee  firft, 

I love  thee  fo  well,  that  the  worms  fhall  have  thet 
Before  this  Woman,  friend. 

Jul.  It  was  your  counfel. 

Aug.  As  I was  a Knave, 

Not  as  I lov’d  thee. 

Jul.  All  this  is  loft  upon  me,  Angelo, 

For  f muft  have  her  ; I will  marry  ye 
When  ye  pleafe : pray  look  better  on  me. 

Aug.  Nay  then  no  more,  friend  -,  farcwel,  Julio, 

I have  fo  much  diferetion  left  me  yet 
To  know,  and  tell  thee,  thou  art  mifcrable. 

Jul.  Stay,  thou  art  more  than  flie,  and  now  I find  it. 

Ld.  Is  he  fb? 

Jul.  Miftrifs. 

£e/.  No,  I’ll  fee  thee  ftarv’d  firft.  f£Ar;V  Lelia. 

Jul.  Friend. 

Aug.  Fly  her  as  / do,  Julio,  fhe’s  a Witch. 

Jul.  Beat  me  away  then,  1 fhall  grow  here  ftill  elfe.  . 

Aug.Th^t  were  the  way  to  have  me  grow  there  with  thee^ 
Farewel  for  ever.  fExit  Angelo. 

Jul.  Stay,  I am  uncharm’d, 

Farewel  thou  curfed  houfe,  from  this  hour  be 

More  hated  of  me  than  a Leprofie.  Julio. 

Enter  Lelia. 

Lei.  Both  gone  ? a plague  upon  ’em  both, 

Am  I deceiv’d  again  ? Oh,  1 would  rail 
And'follow  ’em,  but  I fear  the  fpight  of  people. 

Till  I have  emptied  all  my  gall  j the  next 

I feize  upon  fhall  pay  their  follies 

To  the  laft  penny  This  will  work  me  worfe. 

He  that  comes  next,  by  Heav’n  fhall  feel  their  curfe.  {Exit. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Jacomo  at  one  door,  Fabricio  at  another. 

Fab.  O,  yeareafwect  youth,  fo  uncivilly 
To  rail,  and  runaway  ? 

Jac.  O ! arc  you  there,  Sir  ? 

I am  glad  I have  found  ye,  you  have  not  now  your  Ladiesj 
Tofhew  your  wit  before. 

Fab.  Thou  wou’ltnot,  wou’lt’ou? 

Jac.  What  a fweet  youth  I am,  as  you  have  made  me. 
You  fhall  know  prefently. 

Fab.  Put  up  your  Sword, 

I have  leen  it  often,  ’tis  a Fox. 

Jac.  It  is  fo. 

And  you  fhall  feel  it  too  i will  youdifpatch,  Sir? 

And  leave  your  mirth  out  ? or  1 fhall  take  occafion 
To  beat  ye,  anddifgrace  ye  too. 

Fab.  Well,  fince  there  is  no  other  way  to  deal  with  you, 
Let’s  fee  your  Sword,  I am  fure  you  fcorn  all  odds, 

/will  fight  with  you 

Jac.  How  now  ? [They  meafure,  and  f2fQ.getshis  Srvord. 

Fab.  Nay,  ftand  out. 

Or  by  this  light,  I’ll  make  ye. 

Jac.  This  is  fturvy. 

And  out  of  fear  done. 

Fab.  No,  Sir,  out  of  judgment. 

For  he  that  deals  with  thee,  thou’rt  grown  fo  boyfterous, 
Muft  have  more  wits,  or  more  lives  than  another. 

Or  always  be  in  Armour,  orinchanted, 

Or  he  is  miferable. 

Jac.  Your  end  of  this.  Sir  ? 

Fab.  My  end  is  only  mirth  to  laugh  at  thee. 

Which  now  I’ll  do  in  fafctyii  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Jac.  heart?  then /am  grown  ridiculous. 

Fab.  Thou  art. 

And 


The  Cdpain, 


AnJ  Wilt  be  Ihoi  tly  Iport  for  little  Children, 

;f  rhou  continucllthis  rude  ihibborncfs. 

?.«•.  O God,  for  any  thing  that  had  an  edge  ? 

Fji\  Ha,  ha,  ha. 
jjc.  Fyc,  what  a fliame  it  is, 
j To  have  a Lubber  Ihcw  his  teeth  ? 

; F.tl;.  Ha,  ha, 

; Jac.  W hy  doll  thou  laugh  at  me,  theu  wretched  fellow  ? 
Speak  with  a Pox  and  look  ye  render  me 

i Jult  fuch  a reafon 

F.tb.  I lhall  dye  with  laughing. 
jMc.  As  no  man  can  find  fault  with  •,  / fliall  have 
Another  Sword,  I (hall,  ye  Hearing  Puppy. 

F^b.  Does  not  this  tellinefs  fliew  finely  in  thee  ? 

Once  more  take  heed  of  Children,  if  they  find  thee, 
They’ll  break  up  School  to  bear  thee  Company, 

Thou  wilt  be  fuch  a paftime,  and  whoot  at  thee. 

And  call  thee  Bloody-Boncs,  and  Spade,  and  Spit  fire, 

And  Gaffer  Madman^  and  go  by  Jeronmo, 

And  will  with  a wifp,  and  come  aloft,  and  crack  rope, 

And  old  Saint  Dennis  with  the  dudgeon  Codpifs  ? 

And  twenty  fuch  names. 

Jac.  No,  / think  they  will  not. 

Fab.  Yes,  but  they  will } and  Nurfes  Hill  their  Children 
Only  with  thee,  and  here  take  him,  Jacomo. 

Juc.  Gcxl’s  precious,  that  I were  but  Over  thee 
One  Sicepie  iieight,  I would  fall  and  break  thy  Neck. 

Feb.  This  is  the  realon  / laugh  at  thee. 

And  while  thou  art  thus,  will  do-,  tell  me  one  thing. 

Jac.  I wonder  how  thou  durft  thus  queftion  me 
Prithee  reftore  my  Sword. 

Fab.  Tell  me  but  one  thing. 

And  it  may  ber/  will ; Nay  Sir,  keep  out.  (Sir. 

Jac.  Well,  I will  be  your  fool  now,  Ipeak  your  mind, 
Fab.  Art  thou  not  breeding  teeth  ? 

Jac.  How  ? Teeth  ? 

Fab.  Yes,  teeth,  thou  wouldft  not  be  fofroward  elfe. 
Jac.  Teeth  ? 

^ab.  Come,  ’Twill  make  thee 
A little  rheumatick,  but  that’s  all  one. 

We’ll  have  a Bib,  for  fpoilingof  thy  Doublet; 

And  a fring’d  Muckender  hang  at  thy  Girdle, 

/’ll  be  thy  Nurfe,  and  get  a Coral  for  thee. 

And  a fine  Ring  of  Bells, 

Jac.  ’Faith,  thisis  fomewhat 
Too  much,  Fahricio.,  to  your  friend  that  loves  you ; 
Methinks  your  goodnefs  rather  fhould  invent 
A way  to  make  my  follies  lefs,  than  breed  ’em ; 

/ fhould  have  been  more  moderate  to  you, 

But  I fee  ye  defpife  me. 

Fab.  Now  / love  ye, 

There,  take  your  Sword ; continue  fo;  / dare  not 
Stay  now  to  try  your  patience,  foon /’ll  meetye. 

And  as  you  love  your  honours,  and  your  (late, 

Redeem  your  felf  well  to  the  Gentlewoman, 

Farewel  till  fOon.  Fabricio. 

Jac.  Well,  / fhall  think  of  this.  HExit  Jacomo. 

SCENE  IV. 

I Enter  Pifo,  and  Roy  with  a Glafs  of  Wine. 

i Pif.  Nothing  i’th’  World,  but  a dry’d  Tongue  or  two — 
Ho(t.  Taftehim,  and  tell  me. 

Pif.  /s  a valiant  wine, 

, This  muft  be  mine,  Holf. 
j Hojl.  This  fhall  be i/j/e,  ' 

Oh,  he’s  a devilifh  biting  wine,  a Tyrant 
Where  he  lays  hold.  Sir,  this  is  he  that  fcorns 
Small  Beer  fhould  quench  him,  or  a foolifh  Caudle 
I B;  iig  him  to  Bed -,  no,  if  he  flinch /’II  fhame  him, 

And  draw  him  out  to  mull  amongfl  old  Midwives. 

Pifo.  Thercisa  Souldicr,  / would  have  thee  better 
.Above  the  reft,  hecaufe  he  thinks  there’s  no  man 
; Can  give  him  drink  enough. 


Hojh  What  kind  of  man  ? 

PiJ.  That  thou  mayft  know  him  perfedly,  he’s  one 
Of  a left-handed  making,  a lank  thing  ; 

As  if  his  Belly  were  ta’n  up  with  ftraw 
To  hunt  a match. 

Floft.  Has  he  no  Beard  to  fliew  him  ? 

Pif  ’Faith,  but  a little,  yet  enough  to  note  him, 

Which  grows  in  parcels,  here  and  there  a remnant ; 

And  that  thou  mayft  not  mifs  him,  he  is  one  ’ 

That  wears  his  forehead  in  a velvet  fcabbard. 

Hojh  That  note’s  enough,  he’s  mine.  I’ll  fuddle  him, 

Or  lye  i’th’  fuds  you  will  be  here  too  ? 

Pij.  Yes,  ’Till  (Toon,  farewel,  and  bear  up. 

Hofi.  If  /do  not. 

Say  I am  recreant.  I’ll  get  things  ready. 

« 


.AEius  Quartus.  Scena  Trhna* 

Enter  Julio,  Angelo. 

Jul.  S ftrange  thou  fhould’ft  be  thus,  with  thy  dif- 
X <tAng.  I am  fure  I am  fo.  (cretion. 

Jnl.  I am  well  you  fee. 

Ang.  Keep  your  felf  warm  then,  and  go  home,  6c  fleep, 
And  pray  thou  mayft  continue  fo ; 

V^ould  I had  gone  to  th’  Devil  of  an  arrant, 

When  I was  made  a fool  to  fee  her ; Leave  me, 

I am  not  fit  for  converfation. 

JhI.  Why,  thou  art  worfe  than  I was. 

Ang.  Therefore  leave  me, 

The  nature  of  my  ficknefs  is  not  eas’d 
By  company  or  counfel,  I am  mad, 

And  if  you  follow  me  with  queftions, 

Shall  fhew  my  felf  fo. 

Jd.  This  is  more  than  errour. 

Ang.  ’Pray  be  content,  that  you  have  made  me  thus, 

And  do  not  wonder  at  me.  (gone. 

Jd.  Let  me  know,  but  what  you  mean  to  do,  and  I ani 
I would  be  loth  to  leave  you  thus  elfe. 

Ang.  Nothing 

That  needs  your  fear,  that  is  fufficient ; 

Farewel,  and  pray  for  me. 

Jd.  I would  not  leave  you. 

Ang.  You  muft,  and  (hall. 

Jd.  I will  then,  would  yond’  Woman 
Had  been  ten  fathom  under  ground,  when  firfi: 

I fa w her  eyes. 

Ang.  Yet  fhe  had  been  dangerous. 

For  to  fome  wealthy  Rock  of  precious  ftone. 

Or  mine  of  Gold,  as  tempting,  her  fair  Body 
Might  have  been  turn’d,  which  once  found  out  by  labour. 
And  brought  to  ufe,  having  her  Spells  within  it, 

Might  have  corrupted  States,  and  ruin’d  Kingdoms, 

Which  had  been  fearful,  (Friend)  go,  when  I fde  thee 
Next,  I will  be  as  thou  art,  or  no  more. 

’Pray  do  not  follow  me,  you’ll  make  me  angry. 

Jd.  Heav’n  grant  you  may  be  right  again. 

Ang.  Amen.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Tavern-BoySy  6cc. 

Boy.  Score  a gallon  of  Sack,  and  a pint  of  Olives  to  the  U. 
Above,  within.  Why  drawer  ? (nicorn. 

Boy.  Anon,  anon. 

cyAnother  Boy.  Look  into  the  Nags  head  there, 

2 Boy.  Score  a quart  of  Claret  to  the  Bar, 

And  a pound  of  Saufages  into  the  Flower-pot. 

Enter  firfi  Servant  with  Wine. 

I .Serv.  The  Devil’s  in  their  throats ; anon,  anon. 

.JecL 


The  Captain. 


Enter  fecond  Servant. 

2 Ser.  Mull  a pint  of  Sack  there  for  the  women  in  the 
flowcr-deluce,  and  put  in  ginger  enough,  they  belch  like 

( potguns. 

And  Robin  fetch  Tobacco  for  the  Peacock,  they  will  not  be 
Drunk  till  mid-night  clfe  : how  now, how  does  my  Matter i* 
2 “Boy.  Faith  he  lyes  drawing  on  a pace. 

1 Boy.  That’s  an  ill  fign. 

2 Boy.  And  fumbles  with  the  pots  too. 

1 Boy.  Then  there’s  no  way  but  one  with  him. 

2 Boy.  All  the  reft. 

Except  the  Captain,  are  in  Limbo  fatrum. 

Where  they  lye  fod  in  fack. 

1 Boy.  E)oes  he  bear  up  ftill  ? 

2 Boy.  Afore  the  wind  ttill,  with  his  lights  up  bravely. 
All  he  takes  in  I think  he  turns  to  Juleps, 

Or  h’as  a world  of  Stowage  in  his  belly, 

The  reft  look  all  like  fire-drakes,  and  lye  ftatter’d 
Like  ru/hes  round  about  the  room.  My  Matter 
Isnow  theloving’ftman,  1 think, above  ground. 

1 Boy.  Would  he  were  always  drunk  then. 

Within.  Drawer. 

2 Boy.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

1 Boy.  And  fwears  I (ball  be  free  to  morrow, and  fo  weeps 
And  calls  upon  my  Miftris. 

2 Boy.  Then  he’s  right.  (her 

I Boy.  And  fwears  the  Captain  mutt  lye  this  night  with 

And  bad  me  break  it  to  her  with  diferetion. 

That  hemay  leave  an  iflue  after  him. 

Able  to  entertain  a Dutch  tyfmbafadory 
And  tells  him  feelingly  how  fweet  fhe  is. 

And  how  he  Hole  her  from  her  friends  i’th*  Country  *, 

And  brought  her  up  difguiz’d  with  the  Carriers, 

And  was  nine  nights  bereaving  her  her  maidenhead. 

And  the  tenth  got  a drawer,  here  they  come. 

Enter  Jacomo,  Hofi,  Lod.  Pilb. 

Within  cry  dramr.  Anon,  anon,  fjpeak  to  the  Tyger,  Peter. 
Hofi.  There’s  my  Bells  boys,  myfilverBell. 

Ptjo.  Would  he  were  hang’d 
As  high  as  I could  ring  nim. 

Captain.  Jac.  Hoe  Boy.  ‘ 

Lod.  Robin,  fufficient  fingle  Beer,  as  cold  as  cryftal. 
Quench  Robin,  quench. 

I Boy.  I am  gone  Sir. 

Hofi.  Shall  we  bear  up  ftill  ? Captain  how  I love  thee  ! 
Sweet  Captain  let  me  kifs  thee,  by  this  hand 
I love  thee  next  to  Malmfey  in  a morning. 

Of  all  things  tranfitory. 

Jac.  1 love  thee  too,  as  far  as  I can  love  a fat  man. 

Hofi.  Do’ft  thou  Captain  > 

Sweetly  ? and  heartily  ? 

. With  all  my  heart  Boy.  (Captain 

Hofi.  Tnen  welcom  death,  come  dole  mine  eyes  fweet 
Thou  (halt  have  all. 

Jac.  What  (hall  your  wife  have  then  ? (fpoon, 

Hofi.  Why  flic  ftiall  have  befides  my  blefllng,and  a filver 
Enough  to  keep  her  ftirring  in  the  world. 

Three  little  Children,  one  of  them  was  mine 
Upon  my  confcience,  th’  «ther  two  are  Pagans. 

Jac.  ’T were  good  fne  had  a little  foolifli  mony, 

To  rub  the  time  away  with. 

Hofi.  Not  a rag,  ‘ 

Not  a Deniere,  no,  let  her  fpin  a Gods  name ; 

And  raife  her  .houfe  again. 

Jac.  Thou  flialt  not  dye  though  : 

Boy  fee  your  Matter  fafe  delivered. 

He’s  ready  to  lye  in. 

Hofi.  Good  night. 

Jm;.  Good  morrow. 

Drink  till  the  Cow  come  home,’tis  all  pay’d  boyes . 

Lod.  A pox  of  Sack. 

Hofi.  Marry  blels  my  Buts,  Sack  is  a jewel, 
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’Tis  comfortable.  Gentlemen. 

Jac.  More  Beer  boy. 

Very  fufficient  Cnglc  Beer. 

Boy.  Here  Sir. 

How  is  it  Gentlemen  ? 

Jac.  But  ev’n  fo,  fo. 

Hofi  Go  before  finely  Robin,  and  prepare 
My  wife,  bid  her  be  right  and  ftreight,  I come  boy. 

And  Sirrah,  if  they  quarrel,  let  ’em  utt 
Their  own  difcretious,by  all  means,  and  ftir  not, 

And  he  that’s  kill’d  (hall  be  as  fweetly  buried  j 
Captain,  adieu,  adieu  fweet  bully  Captain, 

One  kifs  before  1 dye,  one  kifs. 

Jac.  Farewel  Boy. 

Hofi.  All  my  fweet  boys  farewel.  [Exit  Hofi. 

Lod.  Go  tteep,  you  are  drunk. 

Come  gentlemen,  rie  fee  you  at  your  lodging, 

You  look  not  luftily,  a quart  more. 

Lod.  No  Boy. 

Ptfo.  Get  us  a Torch. 

Boy.  ’Tis  day  Sir. 

Jac.  That’s  all  one. 

' Pifo.  Are  not  thofe  the  ftars,thou  feurvy  Boy  ? 

Lod.  Is  not  Charles-wain  there,  tell  me  that,  there  f 
Jac.  Yes; 

I have  paid  ’em  truly : do  not  vex  him  Sirrah. 

Pifo.  Confefs  it  Boy,  or  as  i live  I’le  beat 
Mid-night  into  thy  brains. 

Boy.  1 do  confefs  it. 

Ptfo.  Then  live,  and  draw  more  fmall  Beer  prefently. 
Jac.  Come  Boyes,  let’s  hug  together,  and  be  loving, 

And  ling,  and  do  brave  things  cheerly  my  hearts, 

A pox  o’  being  fad ; now  could  I fly 
And  turn  the  world  about  upon  my  finger. 

Come  ye  fhall  love  me,  1 am  an  honeft  fellow  .* 

Hang  care  and  fortune,  we  are  friends. 

Lod.  No  Captain. 

Jac.  Do  not  you  love  me?  I love  you  two  dearly. 

Bifo.  No  by  no  means ; you  are  a fighting  Captain, 

And  kill  up  fuch  poor  people  as  we  are,  by  th’  dozens. 

Lod.  As  they  kill  flyes  with  Fox-tails,  Captain. 

Jac.  Well  Sir. 

Lod.  Methinksnowaslftand,  the  Captain  fhews 
To  be  a very  mercifull  young  man. 

(And  prc’thee  let  me  have  thy  opinion) 

Pifo.  Then  he  fhall  have  mercy,  that  merciful  is. 

Or  all  the  Painters  are  Apocrypha. 

JacX  am  glad  you  have  your  wits  yet,  will  ye  go  1* 

Ptfo.  You  had  beft  fay  we  are  drunk. 

Jac.  Ye  are.  Lod.  Ye  lye. 

Jac.  Y’are  rafcals,  drunken  rafcals. 

Bifo.  ’T'is  fufficient. 

Jac.  And  now  I’le  tell  you  why,before  I beat  ye. 

You  have  been  tampringany  time  thefe  three  days,- 
Thus  to  difgrace  me. 

Ptfo.  That’s  a lye  too. 

Jac.  Well  Sir, 

Yet  1 thank  fate  I have  turn’d  your  points  on  you, 

For  which  I’le  fpare  ye  fomewhat,  half  a beating. 

Ptfo.Vle  make  you  fart  fire  Captain,by  thishand^ 

And  ye  provoke,  do  not  provoke  I’de  wifh  you. 

Jac.  How  do  you  like  this  ? 

Lod.  Sure  I am  inchanted. 

Ptfo.  Stay  till  I draw. 

Jac.  Difpatch  then,  I am  angry. 

Ptfo.  And  thou  fhalt  fee  how  fuddenly  I’ll  kill  thee,  (ards, 
Jac.  Thou  darft  not  draw,  ye  cold,  tame,  mangy  Cow- 
Ye  drunken  Rogues,  can  nothing  make  you  Valiant  ? 

Not  wine,  nor  beating.? 

Lod.  If  this  may  be  fufler’d  , 

’Tis  very  well. 

Jac.  Go  there’s  your  way,  go  and  tteep : - 

I have  pity  on  you,  you  ft  all  have  the  reit 
To  morrow  when  we  meet. 

___ ^ Pifi 
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T^he  Captain. 


I Fifo.  Come  ~Lodo\vtckji 

He’s  monitrous  drunk  now,  there’s  no  talking  with  him. 
JM-.  1 am  lb  *,  when  I am  fober,rie  do  more. 

t Ex.  Lod.  And  Pifo. 

Boy  where’s  mine  Hoft.^ 

Boy.  Hc’son  hisbt'd  alleep  Sir.  [[Eat.  Boy. 

jAc.  Let  him  aloncthen ; now  am  I high  proof 
For  any  ac^on,  now  could  I fight  bravely. 

And  charge  into  a wild  fire  •,  or  I could  love 
i Any  man  living  now,  or  any  woman, 

[Or  indeed  any  creature  that  loves  Sack 
lExtreamly,  monftroully  ; I am  fo  loving, 

I lult  at  this  infiant,  chat  I might  be  brought 

I i feel  it,  with  a little  labour,  now  to  talk 

\ W’ith  a Juftice  of  peace,  that  to  my  nature 

I I hate  next  an  ill  Sword  : I will  do 

j Some  ftrange  brave  thing  now,  and  I have  it  here : 
i Pray  Heaven  the  air  keep  out  ^ I feel  it  buzzing. 


Enter  Frederick,  Frank,  Clora. 

Clora.  She  loves  him  too  much,  that’s  the  plain  truth 
; For  which  if  1 might  be  believ’d,  I think  her  (^Frederick,! 
, Aftrangeforgcttefofher  felf  j there’s  JtiliOf 

^ Or  twenty  more  r 

Fred.  Inyqureye  1 believe  you, 

I But  credit  me'  the  Captain  is  a man, 
j Lay  but  his  rough  affedions  by,  as  worthy. 

I Clora.  So  is  a refty  Jade  a horfe  of  lervice. 

If  he  would  leave  his  nature  *,  give  me  one 
By  yourleaVc  Sir  to  make  a hnsb'and  of 

Not  to  be  wean’d,  when  I fiiould  marry  him  i 
Me  thinksa  man.  is  rnifery  enough.  , 

Fred.  You  a I'd  too  bitter, 

I would  not  have  him  worfe. 

Yet  1 fliall  fee  you  hamper’d  one  day  Lady, 

I I do  not  dpubt  it,  for  this  herefie. 

I c/(7.  rie  burn  before-,  come prc’thce leave  this  fadnefs*, 
j This  walking  by  thy  felf  to  fee  the  Devil, 
i This  mumps, this  Lachrymi, this  love  in  fippets  j 
} It  fits  thee Tike'a  French-hood, 
i Fra.  Does  it  fo  ? 

1 I am  fure  it  fits  thee  to  be  ever  talking, 

I And  nothing  to  the  purpofe,  take  up  quickly  ; 
j Thy  wit  will  founder  of  all  four  elfe  wench, 

1 If  thou  hold’ll  this  pace  *,  take  up  when  I bid  thee. 

I clora,  Before  your  Brother,  fy  ? 

I Fred.  I can  endure  it. 

I Enter  Jacomo. 

I Clo.  Here’s  Raw-head  come  again  j Lord  how  he  looks  ! 

; Pray  we  ’fcape  with  broken  pates. 

Fra.  Were  1 he. 

Thou  Ihould’fl:  not  want  thy  wifli,  he  has  been  drinking, 

Has  he  not  Frederick^? 

Fred.  Yes,  but  do  not  find  it. 
dor.  Peace  and  let’s  hear  his  wifdom. 

; Fred.  You  will  mad  him. 

■ Jac.  I am  fomewhat  bold,  but  that’s  all  one. 
j Clor.  A fliort  and  pithy  faying  of  a Souklier, 

I Fra.  A I live 
Thou  art  a ftrange  mad  wench. 

Clor.  To  make  a Parfon. 
j yac.  LadyesI  mean  to  kifsye.  , 

Qora.  How  he  wipes  his  mouth  like  a young  Preacher  j 
We  /hall  have  it. 

yac.  In  ofder  as  you  lyc  before  me  *,  firfl: 

Tie  begin  with  you. 

Fra.  With  me  Sir  ? 
yac.  Y>s. 

Fra.  If  you  will  promife  me  to  kifs  in  cafe, 

I care  not  if  1 venture. 

Jrff.l  will  kifs  according  to  mine  own  inventions 


As  I lhall  fee  caufe^  fweetly  I would  wilh  you, 

I love  ye. 

Fra.  Do  you  Sir  ? 
yac.  Yes  indeed  do  I, 

Would  1 could  tell  you  how. 

Fra.  I would  you  would  Sir. 

yac.  I would  to  Heaven  I couId,but’tis  fufficient, 

I love  you  with  my  heart. 

Fra.  Alas  poor  heart. 
yac.  And  I am  lorry  ^ but  we’l  talk  of  that 
Hereafter,  if  it  pleafe  Heaven. 

Fra.  Ev’n  when  you  will  Sir. 

dor.  He’s  difmal  drunk,  would  he  were  muzied. 

yac.  You 

I take  it  are  the  next. 

Fra.  Go  to  him  fool. 

Clor.  Not  I,  he  will  bite  me. 
yac.  When  wit?  when? 

Clor.  Good  Captain. 

T4c.Nay,and  you  play  bo  peep-,I’le  ha’  no  mercy 
But  catch  as  catch  may. 

Fred.  Nay,  Tie  not  defend  ye. 
dor.  Good  Captain  do  not  hurt  me,  I am  forty 
That  e’re  I anger’d  ye. 

yac.  I’le  tew  you  for’t 
By  this  hand  wit,  unlels  you  kils  dilcreetly. 
dor.  No  more  Sir. 
yac.  Yes  a little  more  fweet  wit, 

One  tall  more  o’  your  office  .•  go  thy  wayes 
With  thy  fmall  kettle  Drums ; upon  my  confcience 
Thou  art  the  bell,  that  e’re  man  laid  his  leg  o’er. 

Clor.  He  fmells  juft  like  a Cellar, 

Fyc  upon  him. 
yac.  Sweet  Lady  now  to  you. 
dor.  For  loves  fake  kifs  him. 

Fred.  I lhall  not  keep  my  countenance.  . 

Fra.  Trye  pre’thce. 

y<«c.Pray  be  not  coy  fweet  woman,for  Tie  kifs  ye, 

I am  blunt 

But  you  muft  pardon  me. 

Cor.  O God,  my  lides. 
c^U.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha.  • 

yac.  Why  ha,  ha,  ha.-^  why  laugh 
Why  all  this  noife  fweet  Ladyes  i 
dor.  Lully  Lawrence.^ 

See  w hat  a Gentle  woman  you  have  faluted ; 

Pray  God  Ihe  prove  not  quick. 

Fred.  Where  were  thine  eyes 
To  take  me  for  a woman  ? ha,  ha,  ha. 
yac.  Who  art ’a,  art ’a  mortal/ 

Fred.  1 am  Frederick^ 

yac.  Then  Frederick^  is  an  Alle, 

A Icurvy  Frederick^  to  laugh  at  me. 

Fra.  Sweet  Captain. 
yac.  Away  woman  ; 

Go  Hitch  and  ferve,  I defpife  thee  woman. 

And  Frederickjhi[\  be  beaten  ^ ’Sfut  ye  Rogue 
Have  you  none  elfe  to  make  your  puppies  of, but  me  ^ 

Fred.  I pre’thee  be  more  patient 
There’s  no  hurt  done. 
yac.  ’Sfut  but  there  lhall  be.  Scab. 

Clor.  Help,  help  for  loves  fake. 

Fra.  Who’s  within  there? 

Fred.  So  now  you  have  made  a fair  hand. 
yac.  Why 

Fred.  You  have  kill’d  me CFa// as  kilPd. 

Clor.  Call  in  fome  Officers,  and  ftay  the  Captain. 
yac.  You  lhall  not  need. 

Clor.  This  is  your  drunkennels. 

Fra.  O me,  unhappy  Brother,  Frederick., 

Look  but  upon  me,  do  not  part  fo  from  me. 

Set  him  a little  higher,  he  is  dead. 
dora.  O villain,  villain. 


Enter 


^he  Captain, 


Enter  Fabritio,  and  Servants. 

Fab.  How  now  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Fra.  O Sir  my  Brother  ! O my  dcareft  Brother  ! 

Clor.  This  drunken  trowgh  has  kill’d  him. 

Fab.  Kill’d  him 

Ctor.  Y CS. 

For  Heavens  fake  hang  him  quickly,  he  will  do 
Ev’ry  day  fuch  a murder  ellc,  there  is  nothing 
Buta  ftrong  Gallows  that  can  make  him  quiet, 

I finde  it  in  his  nature  too  late. 

Fab.  Pray  be  quiet, 

Let  me  come  to  him. 

0or.  Some  go  for  a Surgeon. 

Fra.  O what  a wretched  woman  has  he  made  me ! 

Let  me  alone  good  Sir. 

Fab.  To  what  a fortune, 

Haft  thou  referv’d  thy  life  / 

Ja.  Fabritio. 

Fab.  Never  entreat  me,for  I will  not  know  thee, 

Nor  utter  one  word  for  thee,  unlefs  it  be 

To  have  thee  hang’d  •,  for  Heaven  fake  be  more  temperate. 

Jac.  1 have  a fword  ftill,  and  I am  a villain. 

Cor.  &c.  Hold,  hold,  hold.  Jac.  Ha? 

Cor.  Away  with  hirri  for  Heavens  fake 
He’s  too  defperate  for  our  enduring. 

Fab.  Come, you  lhall  fleep,  come  ftrive  not 
rie  have  it  fo,  here  take  him  to  his  lodging,  and 
See  him  laid  before  you  part.  \_ExeHnt  Jac.  with  Ser. 

Serv.  We  will  Sir, 

Fred.  Ne’rc  wonder,  I am  living  yet,  and  well, 

I thank  you  Sifter  for  your  grief,  pray  keep  it 
Till  1 am  fitter  for  it. 

Fab.  Do  you  live  Sir  > 

Fred.  Yes,but  ’twas  time  to  counterfeit, he  was  grown 
To  fuch  a madncls  in  his  wine. 

Fab.  ’Twas  well  Sir, 

You  had  that  good  refpe<ft  unto  his  temper, 

That  no  worle  follow’d.  ( perilh’d, 

Fred.  If  I had  flood  him,  certain  one  of  us  muft  have 
How  now  Frank} 

Fra.  Bclhrew  my  heart  I tremble  like  an  afpin. 

Cor.  Let  him  come  here  no  more  for  Heavens  fake 
Unlefs  he  be  in  chains. 

Fra.  I would  fain  fee  him  , 

After  he  has  flept,  Fabritio^  but  to  try 

How  he  will  be ; chide  him,  and  bring  him  back. 

Cor.  You’l  never  leave  till  you  be  worried  with  him. 

Fra.  Come  Brother,  we’l  walk  in,  and  laugh  a little 
To  get  this  Fever  off  me.  ^ 

‘ Cor.  Hang  him  fquib, 

Now  could  1 grind  him  into  priming  powder. 

Fra.  Pray  will  you  leave  your  fooling 

Fab.  Come,  all  friends. 

Fra.  Thou  art  enough  to  make  an  age  of  men  fo, 

Thou  art  fo  crofs  and  pcevilh. 

Fab.  I will  chide  him, 

And  if  he  be  not  giacelefs,  make  him  cry  for’t, 

Clor.  I would  go  a mile  (to  fee  him  cry)  in  flippers 
He  would  look  fo  like  a whey  cheefe. 

Fra.  Would  we  might  fee  him  once  more. 

Fab.  If  you  dare 

Venture  a fecond  tryal  of  his  temper 
I make  no  doubt  to  bring  him. 

Qor.  No,  goodFr^wi^, 

Let  him  alone,  I fee  his  vein  lyes  only 
For  falling  out  at  Wakes  and  Bear-baitings, 

That  may  exprefs  him  fturdy. 

Fab.  Now  indeed 

Youaretoofharpfweet  Sifter,  for  unlefs 
It  be  this  fin,  which  is  enough  to  drown  him, 

I mean  this  fowrnefs,  he’s  as  brave  a fellow. 

As  forward,  and  as  underftanding  elfe 
As  any  he  that  lives. 
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Fra.  I do  believe  you, 

And  good  Sir  when  you  fee  him,  if  we  have  j 

Diftaftcd  his  opinion  any  way, 

Make  peace  again. 

Fab.  I will ; rie  leave  yc  Ladies. 

Cor.  Take  heed  you  liad  beft,  h'as  fworn  to  pay  you  die. 
Fab.  1 warrant  you,  I have  been  often  threatned.  (ach, 
Clor.  When  he  comes  next,  I’le  have  the  cough  or  tooth- 
Or  fomethingthat  fhall  make  me  keep  my  chamber, 

I love  him  lb  well. 

Fra.  W'ould  you  would  keep  your  tongue.  £ExeUnt. 

SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Angelo. 

I cannot  keep  from  this  ungodly  woman, 

This  Lc/ia,  wl.om  1 know  too,  yet  am  caught, 

Her  looks  are  nothing  like  her  •,  would  her  faults 
Were  all  in  Fans  print  upon  her  face. 

Cam  Privilegioj  to  ufe ’em  ftill, 

I would  write  an  Epiftle  before  it,on  the  infidebf  her  mafque 
And  dedicate  it  to  the  whore  of  "Babylon, with  a preface  upon 
Her  nofo  to  the  gentle  Reader;  and  they  Ihould  be  to  be  fold 
At  the  fign  of  the  whores  head  I’^th’  pottage  pot,  in  what 

Street  you  pleafe.  But  all  this  helps  not  me  •, 1 

Am  made  to  be  thuscatch’d,  pall  any  redrefs,with  a thing 
1 contemn  too. 

I have  read  Efi^etns  twice  over  againft  the 
Delire  of  thefe  outward  thi'ngs,  and  Itill  her  face  runs  in 
My  mind,  I went  to  fay  my  prayers,  and  they  were 
So  laid  out  o’th’  way^  that  if  1 could  find  any  prayers  I 
Had,  I’m  no  Chriftian, 

This  is  the  door,  and  the  ihort 

Is,  I mull  fee  her  again. — J"  He  knocks. 

Emtr  iJMaid. 
nJPfaid.  Who’s  there  ? 

t^ng.  ’Tis  I,  I vfould  fpeak  with  your  Miftrils. 

^JMaid.  Did  Ihe  fend  for  you  ? 

>(4«^.No,what  then  ? I would  fee  her,prethee  by  thy  leave. 
Maid.  Not  by  my  leave  •,  for  Ihe  will  not  fee  you,  but 
doth  hate  you,  and  ( fo  prope; 

Your  friend,  and  doth  wilh  you  both  hang’d,  which  being 
Men,  is  great  pity,  that  you  are  not. 

Ang.  How’s  this  ? ( perfwaded  your 

Maid.  For  your  fweet  lelf  in  particular,who  Ihe  refolves 
Friend  to  negledl  her,  Ihe  deemeth  whip-cord  the  molt 
Convenient  undtion  for  your  back  and  llioulders. 

Ang.  Let  me  in,  I’le  fatisfie  her.  ( rny  fpeeches, 

Ma.  And  if  it  lhall  happen  that  you  are  in  doubt  of  thefe 
Inlbmuch  that  you  lhall  fpend  more  time  iu  arguing  at  the 
Door,  I am  fully  perfwaded  that  my  Miftris  in  perfon  from 
Above,  will  utter  her  mind  more  at  large  by  way  of 
Urine  upon  your  head,  that  it  may  fink  the  more  foundly 
Into  your  underftanding  faculties. 

Ang.  This  is  the  ftrangefi  thing,  good  pretty  Ibulj  why 
doll  thou  ufe  me  fo  ? 

I pray  thee  let  me  in  fweet-heart. 

Maid.  Indeed  I cannot  fweet-heart.  (not  become  thee. 
Ang.  Thou  art  a handfomone,  and  this  crollenefs  do’s 
Maid.  Alas  1 cannot  help  it.  ( faid  I lik’d  thee  of 

Ang.  Efpecially  to  me  •,  thou  knowft  when  I was  here,  I 
All  thy  Miftrifs  Servants.  ( prefs 

Maid.  So  did  I you,  though  it  be  not  my  fortune  to  ex- 
it at  this  prefent;  for  truly  if  you  would  cry,  1 cannot 
Let  you  in.  ( you 

Ang.  Pox  on  her,  I muft  go  the  down-right  way  : look 
Here  is  ten  pound  for  you,  let  me  fpeak  with  her. 

Maid.  1 like  your  gold  well,  but  it  is  a thing  by  heaveri 
I cannot  do,  flie  (affairs. 

Will  not  fpeak  with  you,  efpecially  at  this  time,  Ihe  has 
Angi  This  makes  her  leave  her  jeding  yet,  but  take  it 
And  let  me  fee  her,  bring  me  to  a p.ace 
Where  undifeerned  of  her  felf  1 may 

B b b b Feed  » 
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Feed  my  deliring  eyes  but  half  an  hour. 

U'hy  faith  1 think  I can,  and  I will  ftretch  my  wits 
And  bovly  too  for  gold : if  you  will  fwear  as  you 
Arc  gentle,  not  to  ftir,  or  ^cak,  where  you  lhall  ( you. 
See  or  hear,  now,  or  hereafter : give  me  your  gold,rie  plant 
^4ng.  Why,  as  1 am  a Gentleman,  I will  not. 

Aijud.  Enough,  quick,  follow  me. 

C 6x.  Angelo,  and  tjllaid^ 


Enter  Servant. 

5.  Why  where’s  this  maid,fhe  has  much  care  of  her  bufinefs, 
1 think  Ihc  be  funk  •, why  Nell whiew {Nell ? 


Jl/aui  within.  What's  the  matter  ? 


Enter  eJ14aid. 

Ser.  1 pray  you  heartily  come  away,  oh,  come,  come,  the 

(Gentleman 

My  Miftris  invited,  is  coming  down  the  ftreet,  and  the 

(banquet 

Not  yet  brought  out  ? (They  bring  in  the  Banquet. 


Lei.  within.  Nell,  Sirrah. 

Afaid.  1 come  forfooth . ( in  hand,  my 

Ser.  Now  muft  I walk : when  there’s  any  flefhly  matters 
Miftris  fends  me  of  a four  hours  errand : but  if  1 go  not 
About  mine  own  bodily  bufinefs  as  well  as  fhe,  I am  a Turk. 

f Exit  Servant. 


Enter  Father. 


Fa.  What,  all  wide  open  ? ’Tis  the  way  to  fin 
Doubtlefs  \ but  I mull:  on  •,  the  gates  of  Hell 
Are  not  more  paflable  than  thefe  *,  how  they 
Will  be  to  get  out,  God  knows,  Imufttry. 

’Tis  very  ftrange,  if  there  be  any  life 
Within  this  houfe,  would  it  would  Ihew  itfelf. 

What’s  here a Banquet  and  no  mouth  to  eat. 

Or  bid  me  do  it  ? this  is  fomething  like 
The  entertainment  of  adventurous  Knights 
Entring  enchanted  Caftles : For  the  manner 
‘Though  there  be  nothing  difmal  to  be  feen 
Amazes  me  a little  •,  what  is  meant 
By  this  ftrange  invitation  ? I will  found 
My  Daughters  meaning  e’re  I fpeak  to  her. 

If  it  be  pofllble,for  by  my  voyce — £MuJique. 


She  will  difeover  me ! hark,  whence  is  this. 


The  SON  G. 


COme  hither yoH that  love^andhear  me  fng 
of  joyes  ftill  growing 

Green^frejh.f  and  luftyy  as  the  pride  of  Springy 
and  ever  blowing. 

Come  hither  youths  that  blujli,  and  dare  not  kriow 
what  is  defircy' 

And  old  men  worfe  thanyoUy  that  cannot  blow 
one  fpark^  of  fire. 

And  With  the  power  of  my  enchanting  Songy 
Boyes  fhall  be  able  meny  and  old  men  young. 


Enter  Angelo,  above. 


Come  hither  you  that  hope,  and  you  that  cryy 
leave  off  complainingy 

Touthy  firengthy  and  beauty y that  jhall  never  dye y 
are  here  remaining. 

Come  hither  foolsy  and  blufijy  you  flay  fo  long 
from  being  blejly 

And  mad  men  worfe  than  you  y that  fuffer  wrongy 
Tet  feek^no  refi. 

And  in  an  houry  with  my  enchanting  Songy 
Tou  Jhall  be  ever  pleas' dy  and  young  maids  long. 


Enter  Lclia,<t»<i  her  Maid  with  a Night-gown  and  Slippers. 

Lei.  Sir  you  are  wclcom  hither,  as  this  kifs 
Given  with  a larger  freedom  than  the  ufe 


Of  Itrangers  will  admit,  fhall  witnefs  to  you. 

Fut  the  gown  on  him,  in  this  chair  fit  down  *, 

Give  him  his  flippers : be  not  fo  amaz’d, 

Here’s  to  your  health,  and  you  (hall  feel  this  wine  ‘ 

Stir  lively  in  me,  in  the  dead  of  night. 

Give  him  fome  wine ; fall  to  your  banquet  Sir, 

And  let  us  grow  in  mirth  -y  though  1 am  fet 
Now  thus  far  offyou,  yet  four  glafles  hence 
1 will  fit  here. 

And  try,  till  both  our  bloods 

Shoot  up  and  down  to  find  a paflage  out, 

Then  mouth  to  mouth  will  we  walk  up  to  bed. 

And  undrefs  one  another  as  we  go^ 

Where  both  my  treafure,  body,  and  my  foul 
Are  your’s  to  be  difpos’d  of 

Fa.  Umh,  umh. Makes  figns  of  his  white  head  ^ heard. 

Lei.  You  are  old. 

Is  that  your  meaning  why,  you  are  to  me 
The  greater  novelty,  all  our  frefli  youth 
Are  daily  offer’d  me,  though  you  perform 
As  you  think  little,  yet  you  fatisfie 
My  appetite : from  your  experience 
1 may  learn  fomething  in  the  way  of  lull: 

I may  be  better  for.  But  1 can  teach 
Thefe  young  ones ; 

But  this  day  1 did  refufe 

Apaireof’em,  Julio y and  Angeloy 

And  told  them  they  were  as  they  were 

Raw  fools  and  whelps.  » C^Peag-makes  difeontented.  pgns. 

Maid.Pr^y  God  he  fpeak  not.^  S hg  finger  crofs 

Z.f/.Why fpeakyounotfweetfir? 

F ath.  Umh.' {Stops  his  ears,fi:<ews  he  is  troubled  with 


Lei.  Peace  there, that  mulique,now  Sir  fpeak  {the  Mufiek, 
To  me. 

Fath.  Umh. Points  at  the  Maid. 


Lei.  Why?  would  you  have  her  gone?  you  need  not  keep 
Your  freedom  in  for  her  j flie  knows  my  life 
That  fhe  might  write  it ; 

Think  fhe  is  a ftone. 

She  is  a kind  ofbawdy  Confeflbr, 

And  will  not  utter  fecrets. 

Fath.  Umh. ( Points  at  her  again. 


Lei.  Be  gone  then,  fince  he  needs  will  have  it  fb, 

Tis  all  one.  (Exit  Maid.——  Fath. locks  the  door. 


^Is  all  now  as  you  would  s'  come  meet  me  then, 
And  bring  a thoufand  kiffes  on  thy  lips. 

And  I will  rob  thee  of ’em,  and  yet  leave 
Thy  lips  as  wealthy  as  they  were  before. 

Path.  Yes,  all  is  as  1 would  but  thou. 

Lei.  By  Heaven  ’tis  my  Father. 

Fath.  And  1 do  befeech  thee 


Starts. 


Leave  thefe  unheard  of  lulls  which  worfe  become  thee, 
Than  mocking  of  thy  Father  let  thine  eyes 
Refted  upon  thy  foul,  and  there  behold 
How  loathed  black  it  is ; and  whereas  now 
Thy  face  is  heavenly  fair,  but  thy  mind  foul. 

Go  but  into  thy  Clofet,  and  there  cry 

Till  thou  haft  fpoil’d  that  face,  and  thou  fhalt  find 

How  excellent  a change  thou  wilt  have  made 

For  inward  beauty.  Lei.  Though  I know  him  now 

To  be  my  Father,  never  let  me  live 

If  my  lull  do  abate, 

I’lc  take  upon  me 

To  have  known  him  all  this  while. 

Fath.  Look,  doll  thou  know  me 
Lei.  I knew  ye  Sir  before. 

Fath.  What didft  thou  do? 

Lei.  Knew  you,and  fo  unmov’dly  have  you  born 
All  the  fad  croffes  that  I laid  upon  you. 

With  fuch  a noble  temper,  which  indeed 
I purpofely  call  on  you,  to  difeern 
Your  carriage  in  calamity,  and  you 
Have  undergone  ’em  with  that  brave  contempt. 

That  I have  turn’d  the  reverence  of  a child 


I r 


Into  ‘ 
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Into  the  liotafR(ftion  of  a Lover. 

Nor  can  there  on  thecarth  be  found  but  yours 
A fpirit  fit  to  meet  with  mine. 

Fath.  A woman  ? thou  art  not  fure. 

Lei.  Look  and  believe. 

Filth.  Thou  art 

Sometliing  created  to  fuccccd  the  Devil 
When  he  grows  weary  of  his  envious  courfe, 

And  compalTing  the  World  •,  but  1 believe  thee 
Thoudidlt  but  mean  to  try  my  patience. 

And  doft  foftill-,  but  better  be  advis’d, 

’ And  make  thy  tryal  with  fome  other  things, 

' That  lafelier  will  admit  a dalliance  •, 
i And  if  it  fhould  be  earneft,  underftand 
' How  curfl  thou  art,  fo  far  from  Heaven, 

That  thou  bcliev’ft  it  not  enough  to  damn  alone. 

Or  with  a flrangcr,  but  wouldll  heap  all  fins 
Unnatural  upon  this  aged  head. 

And  draw  thy  Father  to  thy  Bed,  and  Hell. 

Lei.  You  are  deceiv’d,  Sir,  ’tis  not  againft  nature 
For  us  to  lye  together  •,  if  you  have 
An  Arrow  of  the  fame  Tree-with  your  Bow, 

Is’t  more  unnatural  to  fhoot  it  there 
Than  in  another  ? Tis  our  general  nature 
To  procreate,  as  fire  is  to  confume, 

And  it  will  trouble  you  to  find  a flick 
The  fire  will  turn  from  *,  If *t  be  Natures  will 
We  fhould  not  mix,  llie  will  difeover  to  us  ' 

j Some  raofl  apparent  crofsnefs,  as  our  organs 
Will  not  be  fit ; which, if  we  do  perceive, 

We’ll  leave,  and  think  it  is  her  pleafure  - ' ‘ 

That  we  fhould  deal  with  others. 

Fath.  The  doors  are  fad,  thou  fhalt  not  fay  a Prayer, 

[ ’Tis  not  Heavens  will  thon  fhouldfl  when  this  is  done 
1 ril  kill  my  felf,  that  never  man  may  tell  me 
I got  thee. 

[Father  draws  his  Sword,  Angelo  difeover s himfelf. 

Lei.  I pray  you.  Sir,  help  her,  for  Heavens  fake,  Sir. 

Hold,  Reverend  Sir,  for  honour  of  your  Age. 

Fa^.  Who’s  that? 

Ang.  For  fafety  of  your  Soul,  and  of  the  Soul 
Of  that  too-wicked  woman  yet  to  dye. 

Fath.  What  art  thou  ? and  how  earn’d  thou  to  that  place  ? 

A>ig.  I am  a man  fo  drangely  hither  come. 

That  I have  broke  an  Oath  in  fpeaking  this. 

But  1 believe ’twas  better  broke  than  kept, 

And  I defire  your  patience  *,  let  me  in. 

And  I proted  1 will  not  hinder  you  ' ' 

In  any  ad  you  wifh,  more  than  by  word. 

If  fo  I can  perfwade  you,  that  I will  not 

life  violence.  I’ll  throw  my  Sword  down  to  you  •, 

. This  houfe  holds  none  but  I,  only  a maid 
Whom  I will  lock  fad  in  as  I come  down. 

Fath.  I do  not  know  thee,  but  thy  tongue  doth  feem 
To  be  acquainted  with  the  truth  fo  well, 

That  I will  let  thee  in  ; throw  down  thy  Sword. 

Ang.  There ’tis. 

Lei.  How  came  he  there?  I am  betray’d  to  fhame, 

The  fear  of  fudden  death  druck  me  all  over 
So  violently,  that  I fcarce  have  breath 

[He  lets  in  Angelo,  and  locks  the  Door. 
To  fpeak  yet  i but  I have  it  in  my  head,  • 

And  out  it  (hall,  that  (Father)  may  perhaps 
O’r-reach  you  yet.  ' . 

Enter  Father,  andAngQ\o.<  v i i 

¥ath.  Come,  Sir,  what  is’t  ybii  fay  ? 

Lei.  My  i^ngelo,  by  all  the  joys  of  love,  ' ^ 

Thou  art  as  welcome  as  thefe  pliant  arms 

Twin’d  round,  and  fad  about  thee,  can  perfwade  thee.  ) 

Ang.  Away. 

Lei.  I was  in  fuch  a fright  before  thdn  cam’dj 
Yond’  old  mad  fellow  (it  will  make  thee  laugh. 

Though  it  feared  me)  has  talkt  fo  wildly  here 


Sirrah,  he  rufii’d  in  at  my  doors,  and  fworc 
He  was  my  Father,  and  1 think  believ’d  it  •, 

But  that  he  had  a Sword,  and  threatned  me 

r faith  he  was  good  fpoit,  good,  thrud  him  out, 

That  thou  and  1 may  kifs  together  wilt  thou  ? 

Fath.  Are  you  her  Champion  ? and  with  thefe  fair  words 
Got  in  to  refeue  her  from  me  ? to  run  at  him. 

Ang.  Hold,  Sir, 

I fwear  1 do  not  harbour  fuch  a thought, 

1 fpeak  it  not,  for  that  you  have  two  Swords, 

But  for  ’tis  truth. 

Lei.  Two  Swords,  my  syfngelo  f 
Think  this,  that  thouhadtwo  young  brawny  arms 
And  ne’r  a Sword,  and  he  has  two  good  Swords, 

And  ne’r  an  arm  to  ufe  ’em ; rufh  upon  him, 

I could  have  beaten  him  with  this  weak  Body, 

If  I had  had  the  fpirit  of  a man. 

Ang.  Stand  from  me,  and  leave  talking,  or,  by  Heaven, 
I’ll  trample  thy  lad  damning  word  out  of  thee. 

Fath.  Why  do  you  hinder  me  then  ? dand  away, 

And  I will  rid  her  quickly; 

Lei.  Would  1 were 

Clear  of  this  bufinefs,  yet  I cannot  pray. 

Ang.  Oh,  be  ad  vis’d, why  you  were  better  kill  her 
If  file  were  good,  convey  her  from  this  place. 

Where  none  but  you,  and  fuch  as  you  appoint. 

May  vifit  her  •,  where,  let  her  hear  of  nought 
But  death  and  damning,  which  file  hath  deferv’d. 

Till  file  be  truly,  judly  forrowful. 

And  then  lay  mercy  to  her,  who  does  know 
But  file  may  mend  ? 

Fath.  But  whither  fhould  I bear  her  ? 

Ang.  To  my  houfe, 

’Tis  large,  and  private,  I will  lend  it  you. 

Fath.  I thank  you.  Sir,  and  happily  it  fits 
With  fbme  defign  1 have ; but  how  fhall  we 
Convey  her  ? 

Lei.  Will  they  carry  me  away  ? 

Fath.  For  fhe  will  fcratch  and  kick,  and  feream  fo  loud 
That  people  will  be  drawn  to  refeue  her. 

Ang.  Why  ? none  can  hear  her  here  but  her  own  maid. 
Who  is  as  fall  as  fhe. 

Fath.  ‘But  in  the  flreet  ? 

Ang.  Why,  we  will  take  *em  both  into  the  Kitchen, 
There  bind  ’em,  and  then  gag  ’em,  and  then  throw  ’em 
Into  a Coach  I’ll  bring  to  the  back-door. 

And  hurry  ’em  away. 

Fath.  It  fhall  be  fo, 

I owe  you  much  for  this,  and  I may  pay  yoil. 

There  is  your  Sword,  lay  hold  upon  her  quickly. 

This  way  with  me,  thou  difobedient  Child, 

Why  does  thy  flubborn  heart  beat  at  thy  breafl  ? 

Let  it  be  ftill,  for  I will  have  it  fearch’d 
Till  1 have  found  a W’ell  of  living  tears 
W‘'ithinit,  that  fiiall  fpring  out  of  thine  eyes. 

And  flow  all  o’r  thy  Body  foul’d  with  fin. 

Till  it  have  wafh’d  it  quite  without  a ftain.  [They  drag  her. 
Lei.  Help,  help,  ah!  ah.' 

Murther,  I lhall  be  murthered,  I fhall  be  raurthered, 

Fath.  This  helps  thee  not. 

Lei.  Bafely  murthered,  bafely, 

Fath.  1 warrant  you.  [Exeunt. 


ASin6  QHtniHS,  Scena  Frima. 

Lodowick,  andPiib. 

Lod.  ^^His  roguey  Captain  has  made  fine  work  with  us. 

X Pif.  I would  the  Devil  in  a ftorm  would  carry 
^ome  to  his  Garrifon  again;  lake  all  over,  (him 

hat  I am  fure  of certainly  my  Body 
>of  a wild-fire,  for  myheadringsbackward,- 
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.Or  tile  1 have  a morile  in  my  brains. 

Path.  Thefe  are  precious  Rogues 

Loii.  ril  deal  no  more  with  Souldicrs-^  well  remembred, 

To  rail  upon  a woman  they  never  faw  ^ 

Did  not  the  Villon  promife  to  appear 

So  they  would  ufe  their  Kindred. 

About  this  time  again 

Pif.  We  have  heard  though 

Pif.  Yes,  here  he  comes  ^ 
He’s  juft  on’s  word. 

Eirtcr  Father. 

She  is  very  fair  and  goodly. 

Path.  Such  another. 

Juft  of  the  fame  Complexion,  making,  Ipeech, 

But  a thought  fwceter  is  my  Lady. 

pAth.  O,  they  be  here  together, 

She’s  penitent,  and  by  my  troth  1 ftagger 

Lod.  Then 

She  muft  be  excellent  indeed. 

Whether  (as  now  (he  is)  cither  of  thefe 

Path.  Indeed  (he  is, 

And  you  will  find  it  fo ; you  do  believe  me .? 

Two  fools  be  worthy  of  her  *,  >xt  becaufe 

Her  youth  is  prone  to  fall  again,  ungovernM, 

Lod.  Y es  marry  do  I,  and  I am  fo  alter’d 

And  marriage  now  may  Itay  her,  one  of  ’em  •, 

Path.  Your  happinefs  will  alter  any  man : 

And  Psfo,  lince  i underftand  him  abler. 

Do  not  delay  the  time.  Sir  *,  at  a houfe 

Shall  be  the  man ; the  other  bear  the  charges, 

Where  Don  V alafco  lay,  the  Spanilh  Seignior 

And  willingly,  as  1 will  handle  it. 

(Which  now  is  Seignior  An^elo'i)  (he  is. 

1 have  a Ring  here,  w'hich  he  (hall  believe 

Lod.  I know  it.  ’ 

Is  lent  him  from  a woman  1 have  thought  of ; 

Lod.  But  before  you  (hew  your  felf, 

But  c’re  I leave  it.  I’ll  have  one  of  his 

Let  it  be  night  by  all  means,  willingly 

In  pawn  worth  two  on’t ; for  I will  not  Jofe 

By  day  (he  would  not  have  fuch  Gallants  Jeen 

By  luch  a mefs  of  fugar-fops  as  this  is : 

Repair  unto  her,  ’tis  her  modefty. 

I am  too  old. 

Lod.  I’ll  go  and  fit  my  felf. 

Loci.  It  moves  again,  let’s  meet  it. 

Path.  Do,  and  be  fure 
You  fend  provifion  in,  in  full  abundance. 
Fit  for  the  Marriage ; for  this  night  I know 

Futh.  Now  if  1 ^ not  out,  we  (hall  have  fine  Iport, 

lam  glad  I have  met  you,  Sir,  fo  happily. 

You  do  remember  me  I am  fure. 

She  will  be  yours.  Sir,  have  you  never  a token 

Lod.  I do.  Sir. 

Of  worth  to  fend  her  back  again  ? you  muit, 

Ptf.  This  is  a fiiort  praeludlum-to  a challenge. 

She  will  exped  it. 

Fa.  I have  a meflage, Sir, that  much  concerns  you, 

Lod.  Yes,  pray  give  her  this. 

And  for  your  fpecial  good  ■,  nay,  you  may  hear  too. 

And  with  it  all  I have ; I am  made  for  ever.  {_Exit  Lod. 

Ptf.  What  (hould  this  fellow  mean  ? 

Ptf  Well,  thou  haft  fools  luck  *,  (hould  I live  as  long 
As  an  old  Oak,  and  fay  my  prayers  hourly, 

I (hould  not  be  the  better  of  a penny ; 

Path.  There  is  a Lady, 

(How  the  poor  thing  begins  to  warm  already) 

Come  to  this  town,  (as  yeta  ftranger  here.  Sir) 

( think  the  Devil  be  myghoftly  father ; 

Fair,  young,  and  rich,  both  in  pofleflions, 

Upon  my  coufcience  I am  full  as  handfome. 

And  all  the  graces  that  make  up  a Woman, 

1 am  fure  1 have  more  wit,  and  more  performance, 

A Widow,  and  a vertuous  one  ^ it  works, 

Which  is  a pretty  matter. 

He  needs  no  broth  upon’t. 

Path.  Do  you  think,  Sir, 

Lod.  What  of  her.  Sir? 

That  your  friend,  S^i^mor  Ptfoy  will  be  conftant 

Path.  No  more  but  this  •,  (he  loves  you. 

Unto  my  Lady  ? you  (hould  know  him  well. 

Lod.  Loves  me? 

Pifo.  Who?  Seignior  Tifo  f 

Path.  Yes,  ,, 

Path.  Yes,  the  Gentleman. 
Pifo.  Why,  you  arc  wide.  Sir. 

And  with  a ftrong  affc <ftion,  but  a fair  one,  (matter,  i 

If  yt  be  wife  and  thankful  ye  are  made ; there’s  the  whole 

Path.  Is  not  his  name 

Ijjd.  1 am  fure  I hear  this. 

Pifo.  No,  mine, is  ‘Pifo. 

Path.  Here  is  a Ring,  Sir,  of  no  little  value  *, 

Path.  How? 

Which  after  (he  had  feen  you  at  a window, 

Pifo.  ’Tis  indeed,  Sir, 
And  his  is  Lodoxvick^. 

She  bad  me  hade,  and  give  it,  when  (he  blu(h’d 

Like  a blown  Rofc. 

Path.  Then  I am  undone.  Sir, 

Lod.  But  pray,  Sir,  by  your  leave 

For  I was  (ent  at  firft  to  Pifo  ^ what  a Ralcal 

Methinks  your  years  (houldpromife  noill  meaning. 

Was  I,  fo  ignorantly  to  miftakc  you.^ 
Pifo.  Peace, 

Path.  I am  no  Bawd,  nor  Cheats,  nor  a Courfer 

Of  broken  winded  womens  if  you  fear  me. 

There  is  no  harm  done  yet.  • 

I’ll  take  my  leave,  and  let  my  Lady  ufe 

Path.  No  w ’tis  too  late. 

A fellow  of  more  form  •,  an  honefter 

I know  my  errour  *, 

1 am  fure  (he  cannot. 

At  turning  of  a Street, 

For  you  were  then  upon  the  right  hand  of  him. 

Lod.  Stay,  you  have  confirm’d  me, 

Yet  let  me  feel ; you  arc  in  health  ? 

You  chang’d  your  places  fuddenly  ^ where  I 

Path.  I hope  fo, 

(Like  a crofs  block-head)  loft  my  memory  *, 

My  water’s  well  enough,  and  my  pulfe. 

What  (hall  1 do  ? my  Lady  utterly 

Lod.  Then 

Will  put  me  from  her  favour. 

All  may  beexccflent-,  pray  pardon  me, 
For  I am  like  a Boy  that  had  found  money. 

Pifo.  Never  fear  it, 

I’ll  be  thy  guard  I warrant  thee ; O,  O, 

Afraid  I dream  (till. 

Am  I at  length  reputed  ? for  the  Ring , 

Pif.  Sir,  what  kind  of  woman  ? 

I’ll  fetch  it  back  with  a light  vengeance  from  him , 

Of  what  proportion  is  your  Lady  ? 

H’ad  better  keep  tame  Devilsthan  that  Ring  j 

Lod.  (, 

Art  thou  not  Steward  ? 

Path.  I’ll  tell  you  prefently  her  very  Pifture, 

Path.  No. 

Do  you  knovf  a woman  in  this  town  they  call 

Pif.  Thou  (halt  be  (hortly. 

(Stay,  yes,  itisfo)  Lelta? 

Path.  Lord,  bow  he  takes  it! 

Pifo.  Not  by  fight. 

Ptfo.  I’ll  go  (hift  me  ftreight  j 

Path.  Nor  you.  Sir  ? 

Art  t’  fure  was  to  Ptfo  ? 

1 Lf/d.  Neitlier. 

1 Path.  0,  too  fure.  Sir. 

1 . - 

Pifo. 

The  Capt  ain. 


Ptfo.  I’ll  mount  tlicc  if  I live  for’c, 

Give  me  patience, heav’n,  to  bear  this  blcfiiug  I bcfccdi  tliccj 
I am  but  man,  I prithee  break  my  head 
To  make  me  underftand  I am  fenfible. 

Path.  Lend  me  your  Dagger,  and  I will,  Sir. 

Pifo.  No. 

I believe  now  like  a good  Chrillian. 

pAth.  Good  Sir,  make  haft  i I dare  not  go  without  ye 
Since  I have  fo  miftaken. 

Pi^o.  ’Tis  no  matter. 

Meet  me  within  this  half  hour  at  St.  zJlfar^^'rtts. 

Well,  go  thy  ways,  old  Lad,  thou  haft  the  trick  on’t. 

^Exit  Pifo, 

Enter  Angelo,  and  Julio. 

Ang.  How  now?  the  news? 

Path.  Well,  pairing  well,  I have  ’em, 

Bothinalealh,  and  made  right  for  my  purpofe. 

Jtil.  I am  glad  on’t,  Imuft  leave  you. 

Ang.  Whither  man? 

Jul.  If  all  go  right  I maybe  faft  enough  too. 
i>^ng.  I cry  you  mercy, Sir, I know  your  meaning, 

Clora%  the  woman, fhe’s  Prank^s  Bedfellow, 

Commend  me  to ’em,  go,  Julto, 

Bring  ’em  to  fupper  all,  to  grace  this  matter  *, 

They  will  ferve  for  witnefles. 

JmL  I will,  farewel. 

Julio  at  one  door,  and  Ang.  and  Path,  at  another. 
SCENE  II. 

Enter  Clora,  Frank,  and  Frederick,  and  ajldaid. 

Pred.  Sifter,  I brought  you  Jacomo  to  the  door, 

He  has  forgot  all  that  he  faid  laft  night  \ 

And  lhame  of  that  makes  him  loth  to  come, 

I left  Pabrkie  perfwading  him,  but  ’tis  in  vain. 

Pran.  Alas,  ray  fortune,  Clora. 
dor.  Nowfr4»^,  fee  what  a kind  of  man  you  love. 
That  loves  you  when  he’s  drunk.  Pran.  If  fo, 

’Faith,  I would  marry  him  •,  my  friends  1 hope 
Would  make  him  drink.  (mours  then, 

dor.  ’Tis  well  confider’d,Tfrf«l^,  he  has  fuch  pretty  hu 
Befides,  being  a Souldier,  ’tis  better  he  ftiould  love 
You  when  he’s  drunk,  than  when  he’s  Ibber,  for  then  he 
W ill  be  fure  to  love  you  the  greateft  part  on’s  life. 

Pran.  And  were  not  I a happy  woman  then  ? 

(lor.  That  ever  was  born.  Frankly  i’  faith 

Pred.  How  now,  what  fays  he? 

Enter  Fabricio. 

(and  Bell 

Pah.  ’Faith,  you  may  as  well  ’{ice  a Dog  up  with  a Whip 
As  him,  by  telling  him  of  Love  and  Women,  hefwears 
They  mock  him. 

Pred.  Look  how  my  Sifter  weeps. 

Pah.  Why,  who  can  help  it? 

Pred.  Yes,  you  may  fafely  fwear  (he  loves  him. 

Fab.  Why,  fo  I did  j and  may  do  all  the  oaths, 
Arithmetick  can  make,  e’re  he  believe  me  •, 

And  fince  he  was  laft  drunk,  he  is  more  jealous  ^ 

They  would  abule  him  *,  if  we  could  perfwade  him 
She  lov’d,  he  would  embrace  it. 

Pred.  Sl>e  her  (elf 

Shall  bate  fo  much  of  her  own  modefty 
Tofwearittohim,  with  fuch  tears  as  now 
You  fee  rain  from  her.  ^ 

Pab.  I believe  ’twould  work. 

But  would'  you  have  her  do’t  i’th’  open  ftreet  ? 

Ox  if  you  would,  he’ll  run  away  from  her. 

How  lhall  we  get  him  hither  ? 

Fred.  By  entreaty. 

Fab.  ’Tis  mod  imjpolfible,  no,  if  we  could 
Anger  him  hither,  as  there  isiio  way 
But  that  to  bring  him,  and  then  hold  him  faft, 
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Women,  and  men,  whilft  (he  delivers  to  liun  the  truth 
Scal’d  with  her  tears,  he  would  be  plain 
Asa  phas’d  Child  ^ he  walks  below  for  nic 
Under  the  window. 

dor.  Wc’ll  anger  him  1 wai  rant  yc, 

Let  one  of  the  maids  take  a good  Bowl  of  water, 

Or  lay  it  bea  pjfs.pot,  and  pour’t  on’s  head. 

Pab.  Content,  hang  me  if  I like  not  the  call  of  it  rarely, 

(for  no  queftion 

It  is  an  approv’d  Receipt  to  fettb  fuch  a fellow  ^ (one. 
Take  all  the  women-kind  in  this  lioiife,  betwixt  the  Age  of 
And  one  hundred,  and  k t them  take  unto  them  a pot  or  a 
Bowl  containing  ftven  quarts  or  upwards,  and  let  than  ' 
Never  leave,  till  the abov^  named 
Pot  or  Bowl  become  full,  ihcnlctoncof  them  ftrctch  out 
Her  Arm,  and  pour  it  on  bis  head,  and  probatntn  tH,  it 
Will  fetch  him,  for  in  his  anger  he  will  runup,  and  then  let 
Us  alone. 

Clor.  Go  you  and  do  it.  \_Exit  tjlfaid. 

Fran.  Good  Qora.,  no.  (that 

Clor.  Away  1 fay,  & do  it,  never  fear,  w'e  have  enough  of 
Water  ready  diftill’d. 

Fran.  W'liy,  this  will  make  him  mad,  frftnVw, 

He’ll  neither  love  me  drunk  nor  fober  now. 

Fab.  1 warrant  you ; what,  is  the  wench  come  up  ? 

Enter  Wench. 

Clor.  Art  thou  there,  wench? 

Wench.  I . 

Fab.  Look  out  then  if  thou  canft  fee  him.  (could  not 
Wench.  Yes,  I fee  him,  and  by  my  troth  he  ftands  fo  fair  1 
Hold  were  he  my  Father, his  hat’s  off  too, and  he’s  fcratchlng 
Mis  head. 

Fab.  O,  wafii  that  hand  I prithee.  (thrown  thee 

Wench.  ’Send  thee  good  luck,  this  the  fecond  time  I have 
Out  to  day,  ha,  ha,  ha,  juft  on’s  head. 

Fran.  Alas! 

Fab.  What  does  he  now  ? (Street  windows. 

Wench.  He  gathers  ftones,  God’s  light,  he  breaks  all  the 
fac.  Whores,  Bawds,  your  windows,  jour  windows. 
Wench.  Now  he  is  breaking  all  the  low  windows  w'ith 
His  Sword,  (him, 

Excellent  fport,  now  he’s  beating  a fellow  that  laugh’d  at 
Truly  the  man  takes  itpatiently^nowhegoesdown  the  ftreet 
Gravely,  looking  on  each  fide,  there’s  not  one  more  dare 
Fran.  Does  he  go  on  ? (laugh. 

Wench.  Yes. 

Fran.  Fabricioy  you  have  undonea  Maid 

fFrank  kpeels. 

By  treachery  j know  you  fonoe  other  better. 

You  would  prefer  your  friend  to  ? if  you  do  not 
Bring  him  again,  I have  no  other  hope. 

But  you  that  made  me  lofe  hope,  if  you  fail  me, 

I ne’r  (hall  fee  him,  but  (hall  languilh  out 
Adifeontented  life,  and  dye  contemn’d. 

Fab.  This  vexes  me,  I pray  you  be  more  patient, 

{Lifts  her  up. 

If  1 have  any  truth,  let  what  will  happen. 

I’ll  bring  him  pi;efently  , do  ye  all  ftand 
At  the  Street  door,  the  maids,  and  all,  to  watch 
When!  come  back,  and  have  fome private  place 
Tofhuffle  meinto;  for  he  fhall  follow 
In  fury,  but  I know  I can  out  run  him 
As  he  comes  in,  clap  all  fail:  hold  on  him ; 

And  ufe  your  own  difqretions. 

Fred.  We  will  dp  it.  , j 

Fab.  But  fuddenly,  for  1 will  bring  Wm, hither 
With  that  unftoptj^ped,  that  he  (hall  run  over 
All  that’s  in’s  way  •,  and  though  my  life  be  ventur’d 
’Tis  no  great  matter,  I will  do’t. 

Fran.  I thank  you, 

Worthy  {Exemt. 


SCENE 

► 


The  Captain, 


i SCENE  111. 

: Enter  Jacomo. 

i Juc.  1 ever  knew  no  woman  could  abide  me, 

But  am  1 grown  fo  contemptible,  by  being  once  drunk 
Amoogfl:  ’em,  that  they  begin  to  throw  pifs  on  my  head  ? 

. For  lurely  it  was  pifs,  huh,  huh.  {feem  tojmell. 

' Enter  Fabritio. 


Fub.  Jacomo^  how  do’fl:  thou  ? 

J4c.  \\’cll,lomcthing  troubled  with  w'aterilh  humours. 
Fab.  Foil, how  thou  ftink’ftlpre’thee  Hand  further  off  me, 
Me  thinks  thefe  humours  become  thee  better  than  thy  dry 
Cholerick  humours,  or  thy  wine  wet  humours ; ha  ? 
y.tc.  You’re  plea  fa  nt,  but  know  I am  not  in  the 

(mood  of 

Sufiering  jells, 

F,ib.\f  you  be  not  i’th’  mood  I hope  you  will  not  be  moody. 
But  truly  I -cannot  blame  the  Gentlewomen , you  Hood 

( evefdropping 

Under  their  window,  and  would  not  come  up. 

Jjc.  Sir,  1 fufped  now,  by  your  idle  talk 
Your  hand  wasin’t,  which  if  I once  believe, 

Be  fure  you  lhall  account  to  me.  (you  already, 

Fab.  The  Gentlewomen  and  the  Maids  have  counted  to 
The  next  turn  I fee  is  mine. 

%tc.  Let  me  dye  but  this  is  very  Itrangc  ^ good  Fabritio 
Do  not  provoke  me  fo.  ( there’s  no 

Fab.  Provoke  you  ? you’re  grown  the  ftrangefl;  fellow  *, 
Keeping  company  with  you,  pliilh  •,  take  you  that. 

Jac.  O all  the  Devils ! Hand  Slave.(C^^^-  him  abo>co‘th'  tar 
Fab.  Follow  me  if  thou  dar’ft. 


Jac.  Stay  coward,  Itay.- 


juddtnly,  andthrotes  him  from 
hirriy  and  goes  his  rosy,  mhilji 
^ Jaco.  drtres  hts  Smord. 

jac.rms  after  Fabricio. 


SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Fred.  Fra.  Clora,  and  Servant and  Maid. 

flora.  Be  ready  for  I fee  Fabritio  running, 

And  Jacomo  behind  him. 

Enter  Fabritio. 

I Fab.  Where’s  the  place  ? 

! Fred.  That  way  Fabritio.  F Fabritio^ 

I Enter  Jacomo. 

' Jac.  Where  art  thou  treacher,  / Fred.Clor.a«^  Maid, lay 

I What  is  the  matter  Sirs  ? \hold  on  Jacomo. 

Why  do  you  hold  me  ? lam  bafdy  wrong’d, 

' Torture,  and  hell  be  with  you  •,  let  me  go.  (they  drag  him  to 
Fre.  Good  be  patient, and  but  hear  than  and^  hold 
What  1 can  fay, you  know  I am  your  friend,  ( 

If  you  yet  doubt  it,  by  my  foul  I am. 

Jac.  S’death  Hand  away ; 

I would  my  breath  were  poyfon. 

I Fred.  As  1 have  life, that  which  was  thrown  on  you. 

And  this  now  done,  were  but  to  draw  you  hither 
, For  caufes  weighty,  that  concern  your  felf. 

Void  of  all  malice,  which  this  Maid  my  Sifter 
Shall  tell  you. 

Jac.  Puh,  a pox  upon  you  all  •,  you  will  not  hold  me 
For  ever  here,  and  till  you  let  me  go, 
rie  talk  no  more. 

Fran.  As  you’re  a Gentleman 
Let  not  this  boldnefs  make  me  be  believ’d 
To  be  immodeft  •,  if  there  were  a way 
I More  filently  to  be  acquainted  with  you, 

! God  knows,  that  1 would  choofe,  but  as  it  is 
‘ T akc  it  in  plainnefs ; I do  love  you  more 
Than  you  do  your  content,  if  you  refufc 
To  pity  me,  I’lc  never  ccafe  to  weep. 

And  when  mine  eyes  be  out  I will  be  told 
I How  faft  the  tears  I fhed  for  you  do  fall, 

I And  if  they  do  not  flow  abundantly. 


I’le  fetch  a ligh  fhall  make  ’em  ftart,  and  leap. 

As  if  the  fire  were  under, 

Jac.  Fine  mocking,  fine  mocking. 

Fred.  Mocking  ? look  how  fhe  weeps. 

Jac.  Do’s  file  counterfeit  crying  too 
Fred.  Behold  how  the  tears  flow,or  pity  her  ' i 

Or  never  more  be  call’d  a man.  ( Able  think  you, 

Jac.  How’s  this  ? foft  you,  foft  you  my  Mailers : is't  pof- 
She  fhould  be  in  earneft  ? ( fleeps 

Clo.  Earneft  ? I in  earneft : ihe’s  a fool  to  break  fo  many 
That  would  have  beenfound  ones,&  venture  fuch  a fane  and 
So  much  life,  for  e’re  an  humorous  afTe  i’th’  world.  ^ 

Fra.  WhyC/or^i?  1 have  known  you  cry  as  much 
For  Julio,  that  has  not  half  his  worth. 

All  night  you  write  and  weep  too  much  I fear, 

I do  but  what  I Qiould. 

Clora.  If  I do  write, 

I am  anfwer’d  Franks 
Fran.  1 would  I might  be  lb. 

' Jac.  Good  Frederick^  let  me  go,I  would  fain  try 
If  that  thing  do  not  counterfeit. 

Fred.  Give  me  your  Sword  then. 

Jac.  No,  but  take  my  word. 

As  I am  man,  I will  not  hurt  a creature 
Under  this  roof,  before  I have  deliver’d 
My  felf,  as  I am  now,  into  your  hands, 

Or  have  your  full  confent. 

Fred.  It  is  enough. 

j'^.Gentlewoman,!  pray  you  let  me  feel  your  face^I  am  an 
Infidel,if Ihe  do  not  weep : Stay,  where’s  my  handkerchief.^ 
Tie  wipe  the  old  wet  off,  frelh  tears  come,  pox  on’t 
I am  a handfom, gracious  fellow  amongft  women, and  (are 
Knew’tnot  Gentlewoman  \ how  fhould  I know  thele  tears 
Forme?  is  not  your  Mother  dead? 

Fran.  By  heaven  they  are  for  you.  ( morrow 

Jac.  ’Slight  rie  have  my  head  curl’d,  and  powder’d  to 
By  break  of  day ’,  ifyouloveme,  I pray  you  kifs  me, 

For  if  1 love  you,  it  fhall  be  fuch  love,  as  I will  not  be 

Afliam’d  of,  if  this  be  a mock (kijfe3> 

It  is  the  heartiefl,  and  the  fweeteft  mock 

That  e’re  I tailed,  mock  me  fo  again  (kjfs  again 

Fred.  Fy  Jacomo  i why  do  you  let  her  kneel 
So  long  ? 

Jac.  It’s  true  I had  forgot  it (lifts  her  up. 

And  fhould  have  done  this  twelve-moneth ; pray  you  rife. 

( fhe  couk 

Frederick^,  if  I could  all  this  while  have  been  perfwaded 
Have  lov’d  me,  doft  thou  think  I had  not  rather  kifs  her 
Than  another  fliould  ? and  yet  you  may  gull  me  for  ought 
I know,  but  if  yon  do,  hell  take  me  if  1 do  not  cut 
All  your  throats  fleeping. 

Fred.  Oh  do  not  think  of  fuch  a thing. 

Jac.  Otberwife,  iffhebeinearneft,  thefhortislam. 
Fran.  Alas,  1 am. ' 

Jac.  And  I did  not  think  it  poflTible  any  woman 
Could  have  lik’d  this  face,  it’s  good  for  nothing,  is’t  .** 

Clor.  Yes  it’s  worth  forty  fhillings  to  pawn,  being  lin’d 

(almoft  quite 

Through  with  velvet. 

Fran.  ’Tis  better  than  your  Julio* s. 

Jac.  Thou  thinkeft  fo. 

But  otherwife,in  faith  it  is  not  Franks whil[t  Jacomo  is 

kpftng  Frank. 

Enter  Fabritio. 

Fab.  Hift  Jacomo  •,  How  do’ft  thou  Boy  ? ha  ? 

Jac.  Why  very  well,  I thank  you  Sir.  ( fages 

Fab.  Do’ft  thou  perceive  the  reafon  of  matters,  and  paf- 
Yet  Sirrah,  or  no  ? 

Jac.  ’Tis  wondrous  good  Sir.  ( ten  to  forae 

Fab.  / have  done  Amply  for  you,  but  now  you  are  bea- 
Underftanding,/pray  you  dally  not  with  the  Gentlewoman 
But  difpatch  your  Matrimony,  with  all  convenient  fpeed. 
Fred.  He  gives  good  counfel. 

Jac.  And  / will  follow  it. 

Fab. 


The  Captam. 


^Fub.  And /you,  prcthec  do  not  take  it  unkindly, 

For  truft  me  / boxt  thee  for  rhy  advancement, 

A foolifh  delirc  I had  to  jo^lctlicc  into  preferment. 

yac.  I apprehend  you  Sir, and  it  1 cun  Itudy  out  a courfe 
How  a baftinadoing  may  any  wayes  raife  your  fortunes 
/n  the  State,  you  (hall  be  fure  on’t. 

Fub.  Oh  Sir  keep  your  way,  God  fend  you  much  joy. 
Cloru.  And  me  my  JmUo. 

0 God  I hear  his  voyce,  now  he  is  true,  ( hit  Fred. 

Have  at  a marriage  Franks  asfoonasyou [,Exent/taIl 

Enter  a tJl^cffenger. 

Mejf.  Sir  I would  fpeak  with  you. 

Fred.  What  is  your  haltly  bufinefs  friend  ? (Court. 
Mejf.  The  Duke  commands  your  prefent  attendance  at 
Fred.  The  caufe? 

Meff.  I know  not  in  particular ; but  this 
Many  are  fent  for  more,  about  affairs 
Forraign  / take  it  Sir. 

Fred.  I will  be  there 

Within  this  hour,  return  my  humble  fervice. 

Mejf.  I will  Sir.  C Mejfen£er. 

Fred.  Farewelfdend>  what  new’s  with  you  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  My  Miftris  would  defire  you  Sir  to  follow 
With  all  the  haft  you  can,  (he  is  gone  to  Church, 

To  marry  Captain  Jacomo,  and  fnlio 

To  do  as  much  for  the  young  merry  Gentlewoman, 

Fair  Miftris  .'*  Fred.  marry  Cor^  ? 

Thou  art  deceiv’d  I warrant  thee.  ' 

Ser.  No  fare  Sir, 

/faw  their  lips  as  clofe  upon  the  bargain 
As  Cockles. 

Fred.  Give  ’em  joy,  I cannot  now  go, 

The  Duke  hath  fent  me  in  baft.  (where  they  are-Cf^-. 

Sfr.  This  note  Sir,  when  you  are  free,  will  bring  you 
Fred,  reads.  You  fhall  find  US  all  at  Sigueur  Jtifelo^s^ 
Where  Tifo^  and  the  worthy  LeEa 
Of  famous  memory  are  to  be  married. 

And  we  not  far  behind. 

Would  I had  time 

To  wonder  at  this  laft  couple  in  hell. 

Enter  <J^effenger  agam. 

Mejf.  You  are  ftai’d  for  Sir. 

Fred,  /come,  pray  God  the  buCnefs 
Hold  me  not  from  this  fport,l  would  not  lofe  it.  ^Exemt. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Father.,  Pifo,  Angelo,  ^ind  Lelja. 

j^ng.  God  give  you  joy,  and  make  you  live  together 
A happy  pair. 

Pifo.  I do  not  doubt  we  fhall. 

There  was  never  poor  gentleman  had  fuch  a fudden  fortune, 

1 could  thruft  my  head  betwixt  two  pales,and  ftrip  me  out  of 
My  old  skin  like  a Snake : will  the  guefts  come  thou  faidft 
Thou  fenteft  for  to  folemnize  the  Nuptials  ? 

Fath.  They  will,  I lookt  for  ’em  e’re  this.  ^ 

Enter  Julio,  Jacomo,  Fabritio,  Frank,  Clora. 

JhI.  By  your  leave  all. 

Fath.  They’re  here  Sir. 
ful.  Efpecially  fair  Lady 
I ask  your  pardon,  to  whofe  marriage^bed 
/ wifh  all  good  fuccefs,  I have  here  brought  you 
Such  guefts  as  can  difeern  your  happinefs, 

And  beftdo  know  how  to  rejoyce  at  it  •, 

For  fuch  a fortune  they  themfelves  have  run, 

The  worthy  J^cowjo,  and  his  fair  Bride, 

Noble  Fabritio,  whom  this  age  of  peace 
Has  not  yet  taught  to  love  ought  but  the  warrg, 

And  his  true  friends,  this  Lady  who  is  but 

t— 


[^E.vtt  Father. 


A piece  of  me.  ’ 

Leli.  Sir,  youare  welcom  all. 

Arc  they  not  Sir  .?  ( fool 

Pifo.  Bring  in  fomc  wine,  fome  of  the  wine  Lodomikihz 
'Sent  hither : whoever  thou  bid’ft  welcom  (hall find  it, 

Leli.  An  uiiepi-tTed  honour  you  have  done 
To  our  too  lialfy  wedding. 

Jac.  Faith  Madam.cur  weddings  were  as  hafty  as  yours. 
We  are  glad  to  run  up  and  down  any  whither,  to  fee  where 
We  can  get  meat  to  our  wedding. 

Ttfj.  That  Lofl'oivfi/J'.ath  provided  too,  good  AlTc. 

.^ng.  1 thought  you  would  not  thus  have  fto’len  a 

( marriage 

U’ithout  acquainting  your  friends. 

JhI.  Why  1 did  give  thee  inklings.  (e’realmoft 

j4ng.  If  a marriage  ftiould'bethus  ftubber’d  up  in  a play. 
Any  body  had  taken  notice  yon  were  in  love,  the  Spectators 
V^'ould  take  itto  be  but  ridiculous. 

JhI.  This  was  the  firft,  and  I will  never  hide 
Another  fecret  from  you. 

EfJter  Father. 

Sir,  yonder’s  your  friend  Lodowick^y  hide  your  felf 

And  ’twill  be  the  beft  fport 

Pifo.  Gentlemen,  I pray  you  take  no  notice.  I’m  here. 

The  coxcomb  Lodovtick.  is  coming  in. 

Enter  Lodowick. 

Lod.  Is  that  the  Lady? 

Fath.  That  is  my  Lady. 

Lod.  As  I live  fhe’s  a fair  one  what  make  all  thefe  here  ? 

Fath.  O Lord  Sir  fne  is  fo  pefter’d 

Fab.  Now  will  the  fport  be,  it  runs  right  as  JhUo  told  us. 
Lod.  Fair  Lady  health  to  you  y fome  words  I have,  that 
Require  an  utterance  more  private. 

Than  this  place  can  afford. 

Lei.  Tie  call  my  husband , 

All  bufinefs  I hear  with  his  ears  now. 

Lod.  Good  Madam  no,  but  1 perceive  your  jeft, 

You  have  no  husband,  I am  the  very  man 
That  walk’d  the  ftreets  fo  comely. 

Ld.  Are  you  fo  ? 

Lod.  Yes  faith,  when  Cnpid  firft  did  prick  your  heart,. 

I am  not  cruel,  but  the  love  begun 
I’th’  ftreet  Tie  fatisfie  fth*  chamber  fully. 

Lei.  To  ask  a Madman  whether  he  be  rhad 
Werebutanidlequeftion,  if  you  be, 

I do  not  fpeak  to  you,  but  if  you  be  not 
Walk  in  the  ftreets  again,  and  there  perhaps 
I may  dote  on  you,  here  1 not  endure  you. 

Lod.  Good  Madam  ftay,  do  not  you  know  this  Ring? 

Lei.  Yes  it  was  mine,  I fent  it  by  m,y  Man, 

To  change  and  fp  he  did,  it  has  a blemiftt, 

And  this  he  brought  me  for  it ; did  you  change  it  ? 

Are  you  a Goldfmith  .? 

Lod.  Sure  the  world  is  mad. 

Sirrah,  did  you  not  bring  me  this  ring  from  your  Lady  ? 
Fath.  Yes  furely  Sir,  did  I,  but  your  worftiip  muft  ev’n 

( bear  with  me ; 

For  there  wasa  miftaking  in  it,  andfo,  asiw'as 
Saying  to  your  worfhip,  my  Lady  is  now  married. 

Lod.  Married  i to  whom  ? 

Fa.  To  your  worfhips  friend  Pifo. 

Lod.  S’death  to  Pifo  ? 

Pifo  xvithin.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

udng.  Yes  Sir  I can  allure  you  Ihe’s  married  to  him,l  faw’t 
With  thefe  gray  eyes. 

Lod.  Why  what  a Rogue  art  thou  then  ? thou  haft  made 
Me  fend  in  provifion  too.  (in’s  mouth. 

Fa.  O a Gentleman  Ihould  not  have  fuch  foul  words 
But  your  Worlhips  provifion  could  not  have  come  in  at  a 

( fitter  time  •, 

Will  itpleafeyouto  tail  any  of  your  own  wine  ? 

It  may  be  the  Vintner  has  cozen’d  you. 

‘ Lod. 
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Lod,  Pox  I am  mad.  , 

You  have  always  plots  Sir, and  fee  how  they  fall  out 
You  had  a plot  upon  me, how  do  you  like  this  ? 

Lod.  1 do  not  Ipeaktoyou. 

F4'.  Becaufe  you  dare  not.  ( this  Ring. 

Lod.  But  1 will  have  one  of  that  old  Rogues  teeth  let  in 
Far.  Do'ft  not  thou  know  that  I can  beat  thee  ? 

Dofl:  thou  know  it  now  ? (difeovers  himfelf,') 

Lod.  He  beat  me  once  indeed. 
f**/.And  if  you  have  forgot  it,Icancall  a witnefs. 

Come  forth  Ptfo remember  you  it  ? 

Ptjo.  Faith  I docall  tominde  fuch  amatter.  '' 

Fat.  And  if  I cannot  (till  do’t,you  are  young 
And  will  alTilt  your  Father  in  law. 

Ptfo.  My  Father  in  law  ? 

jdng.  Your  Father  in  Iaw,asfure  as  this  is  widow  Lelia. 
Ptfo.  How  widow  Lelia  } 

F.ir.  r faith ’tislhe,  Son. 

Lod.  Ha,ha,ha,  let  my  provillon  go, I am  glad  I 
Have  mift  the  woman. 

Ptfo.  Have  you  put  a whore  upon  me  } 

Lei.  By  heaven  you  do  me  wrong,  I have  a heart 
As  pure  as  any  womans,  and  1 mean 
To  keep  it  fo  for  ever. 

Fa.  There  is  no  (larting  now.  Son,  if  you  offer’t 
I can  compel  you,  her  cRate  is  great, 

But  all  made  o’re  to  me,  before  this  match. 

Yet  if  you  ulc  her  kindly,  as  I fwear 
I think  Ihe  will  defer ve,  you  (hall  enjoy  it 
During  your  life,  all  fave  fome  (lender  piece 
I will  referve  for  my  own  maintenance. 

And  if  God  blefs  you  with  a child  by  her, 

It  (hall  have  all. 


Prologue. 


To  pleafeyoH  with  this  Play.,  we  fear  will  be 
( So  does  the  tyiitthor  too  ) a tnyflery 
Somewhat  above  our  Art ; For  all  mens  eyes., 
Ears,  faiths.,  and  judgements,  arenotofonefiz.e. 
For  to  fay  truth,  and  not  to  flatter  ye. 

This  is  nor  Comedy,  nor  Tragedy, 

Nor  Hiftory,  nor  any  thing  that  may 
( Tet  in  a week^)  be  made  a perfect  Play  r 
Tet  thofe  that  love  to  laugh,  and  thofe  that  think.^ 
Twelve  pence  goes  farther  this  way  than  in  drinks. 
Or  Damfels,  tf  they  mark^  the  matter  through, 
t^ay  Jlumble  on  a fooltjh  toy,  or  two 
Will  make  *em  jhew  their  teeth  : pray,  for  my  fake 
( That  Itkely  am  your  firjl  man  ) do  not  take 


Ptfo.  So  I may  have  the  means, 

I do  not  much  care  what  the  woman  is : 

Come  my  fweet  heart,  as  long  as  I (hall  find 
Thy  kilTes  fweet,  and  thy  means  plentiful), 

Let  people  talk  their  tongues  out. 

Lei.  They  may  talk 
Of  what  is  paft,  but  all  that  is  to  come 
Shall  be  without  occafions. 

ful.  Shall  we  not  make  Ttfo,and  Lodowick.  friends  ? 

fac.  Hang  ’em  they  dare  not  be  Enemies,  or  if  they  be, 
The  danger  is  not  great,  welcom  Frederick.. 

Enter  Frederick. 

Fred.  Firft  joy  unto  you  all  ; and  next  I think 
We  lhall  have  wars. 

fac.  Give  me  fome  wine,  I’le  drink  to  that. 

Fab.  I’le  pledge. 

Fran.  But  I (hall  lofe  you  then.  (a  Souldier. 

fac.  Not  a whit  wench  •,  Tie  teach  thee  prefently  to  be 

Fred.  Fabritws  command,  and  yours  are  both  reftor’d. 

Jac.  Bring  me  four  glalTes  then. 

Fab.  Where  are  they? 

Ang.  You  (hall  not  drink  ’em  here,  ’tis  fupper  time, 

And  from  my  houfe  no  creature  here  (hall  (tir 
Thefe  three  dayes,  mirth  (hall  flow  as  well  as  wine. 

Fa.  Content,  within  I’le  tell  you  more  at  large 
How  much  I am  bound  to  all,  but  moft  to  you, 

Whofe  undeferved  liberality 
Mull  not  elcape  thus  unrequited. 

Jac.  ’Tis  happinefs  to  me,  I did  fo  well : 

Of  every  noble  adion,  the  intent 

Is  to  give  worth  reward,  vice,  punilhmenc. 

* \_Excunt  Om. 


A diftafle  before  you  feeltt : for  ye  may 
When  thisishifl  to  afnes,  have  a Play. 

And  here,  to  out-hifs  this be  patient  then, 

( My  honour  done  ) 'fare  welcom  (fentUmen. 


Epilogue. 


IF  you  miflike  ( as  you  jhall  ever  be 
Tour  own  free  Judges  ) this  Play  utterly. 
For  your  own  Noblenefs  yet  do  not  hifs. 

But  as  you  go  by,  fay  it  was  amifs ; 

And  We  will  mend : Chide  us,  but  let  it  be 
Never  in  cold  blood : O’  my  honefly 
( If  I have  any  ) this  Vie  fay  for  all, 

Our  meaning  was  topleafeyou  fill,  and  fhall. 


THE 
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PROPHETESS 

A 

Tragical  Hiflory, 

Perfons  Reprefei 

Charinus,  Emper our  of 
Cofroe,  King  of  Perfia. 

Diocles,  of  A private  Souldierelelied  Co-Entperour, 
Maximinian,  Nephew  to  Diocles,  and  Entperont  by 
his  donation. 

Volutius  Aper,  Mnrtherer  of  Numerianus,  the  late 
Entperour. 

Niger,  a noble  Souldier^  Servant  to  the  Entperonr, 
Camurius,  a Captain^  and  Creature  of  Aper V, 
Perfian  Lords, 

Senators, 

Souldiers, 

Guard, 

Suitors, 

Ansbaffadors,  ' 

ited  in  the  Play. 

LiUors, 

Flamen, 

Attendants. 

shepherd. 

Country- men. 

Geta,  a JeJler,  Servant  to  Diocles,  a merry  Knave, 

IV  0 M E N. 

Aurelia,  Sijler  to  Charinus. 

Caffana,  Sifier  to  Cofroe,  a Captive^  waiting  oft 
Aurelia. 

Delphia,  a Prophet ep. 

Drufilla,  N/ece /<?  Delphia,  in  love  with  jyiodes. 

' V ^ ’ V ' - , 

The  Scene 

The  principal 

John  Lowin, 

Kobert  ^enfietd, 
JohnShanJ^,  M 

' ^chard  Sharpe,  J 

Adors  were, 

\Jofeph  Taylor, 

1 Nicholas  Toolie, 
George  ^trch. 
Thomas  Holcombe. 

(^&us  Vrimus. 
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Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  Niger. 

Cha.  .'7"  ^ ^ strange  likelilioods, 

And  fill  me  fullof  doubts  •,  but  what  proofs, 

What  certainties,  that  my  moft  noble  Brb- 
‘ fther 

Came  to  his  end  by  murthcr  ? Tell  nie  that,- 
Afiure  me  by  forae  circumfcancc. ' 

Niger.  I will.  Sir, 

And  as  I tell  you  truth,  fo  the  gods  profper  me, 


Scena  Trima. 


I have  often  nam’d  this  .Afer. 

Char.  True,  ye  have  done  ^ 

And  in  myfterious fenfes  I have  heard  ye 
Break  out  o’th’  fudden,  and  abruptly.  ' 

N^iger.  True,  Sir*, 

Fear  of  your  unbelief,  and  the  times  giddinefs 

Made  me  1 durft  not  then  go  farther.  So  your  Grace  J)leafe, 

Out  of  your  wonted  goodnefs,  to  give  credit, 

I fhall  unfold  the  wonder. 

Do  it  boldly  \ 

You  fhall  have  both  our  hearty  loves,  and  hearings. 
C c c c 


The  Prophet efs» 


Tliis  W/>rr  then,  this  too  much  honour’d  Villain, 
!(For  ne  delervesno  mentionof  a good  man) 

; Great  Sir,  give  car  •,  this  moft  ungrateful,  Ipightftil, 

Above  the  memory  of  mankind,  mifehievous, 

: VVMth  his  own  bloody  hands. 

Cf}.tr.  Take  heed, 

I am  in,  Sir; 

And  if  1 make  not  good  my  ftory. 

ylur.  Forward-, 

I fee  a truth  would  break  out  -,  be  not  fearful. 

I fay  this  yiper^  and  his  damn’d  Ambition, 

Cut  off  your  Brothers  hopes,  his  life,  and  fortunes  y 
The  honour’d  Numerunus  fell  by  him. 

Fell  bafely,  molt  untimely,  and  mofl:  treacheroufly: 

For  in  his  Litter,  as  he  bore  him  company, 

Moft  privately  and  cunningly  he  kill’d  him  \ 

Yet  ftill  he  fills  the  faithful  Souldiers  ears 
With  ftoriesof  his  weaknefs,  of  his  life, 

I That  he  dare  not  venture  to  appear  in  open, 

! .And  Ihew  his  warlike  face  among  the  Souldiers  j : 

I The  tendernefsand  weaknefs  of  his  eyes 
I Being  not  able  to  endure  the  Sun  yet. 

I Slave  that  he  is,  he  gives  out  this  infirmity 
I (Becaufe  he  would  difpatch  his  honour  too ) 

I Toarife  from  wantonnefs,  and  love  of  women, 

I And  thus  he  juggles  ftill. 

Aur.  O moft  pernicious, 

Moft  bloody,  and  moft  bafe!  Alas,  dear  Brother, 

Art  thou  accus’d,  and  after  death  thy  memory 
Loaden  with  fliames  and  lies  ? Thofe  pious  tears 
Thou  daily  fliower’ft  upon  my  Fathers  monument, 

(W’hen  in  the  Perfian  Expedition 

He  fell  unfortunately  by  a ftroke  of  Thunder ) 

1 Made  thy  defame  and  fins  ? thofe  wept  out  eyes,  : 

i The  fair  examples  of  a noble  nature, 

Thofe  holy  drops  of  Love,  turn’d  by  depravers 
(Malicious  poyfon’d  tonguesj  tothyabufes? 

We  muft  not  fufFer  this.  ' ' * 

Char.  Itlhowsatruthnow, 

And  fure  this  Aper  is  not  right  nor  honeft. 

He  will  not  come  near  me. 

‘Kljg.  No,  he  dare  not;  . * 

! He  has  an  inmate  here,  that’s  call’d  a confcience, 

1 Bids  him  keep  off. 
j Char.  My  Brother  honour’d  him, 

' Made  him  firft  Captainofhis  Guard, his  next  friend^ 
i Then  to  my  Mother  ( to  alTure  him  nearer ) 

He  made  him  Husband. 

Nig.  And  withal  ambitious^ 

For  when  he  trod  fo  nigh,  his  falfe  feet  itch’d.  Sir, 

! To  ftep  into  the  State. 

Aur.  If  ye  believe,  Brother, 

; Aper  a bloody  Knave  (as  ’tis  apparent) 

I Let’s  leavedifputing,  and  do  fomething  noble. 

Char.  Sifter,  be  rul’d,  I am  not  yet  fo  powerful 
I To  meet  him  in  the  field  \ he  has  under  him 
The  Flower  of  all  the  Empire,  and  theftrength, 

I The  'Brttain^  and  the  German  Cohorts ; pray  ye  be  patient, 
Ntge-r.^  how  ftands  the  Souldier  to  him  ? 

Ntg.  In  fear  more,  Sir, 

Than  love  or  honour  ^ he  has  loft  their  fair  affedions, 

By  his  moft  covetous  and  greedy  griping : 

Are  ye  defircus  to  do  lomcthingon  him, 

That  all  the  World  may  know  ye  lov’d  your  Brother  ? 

And  do  it  fafely  too  without  an  Army  > 

Char.  Moft  willingly. 

Ntg.  Then  fend  out  a Profeription, 

SendYuddenly  And  to  that  man  that  executes  it 
(I  mean,  that  brings  his  head ) add  a fair  payment. 

No  common  Suram  then  ye  fhall  fee  I fear  not. 

Even  from  his  own  Camp,  from  thofe  men  that  follow  him. 
Follow,  and  flatter  him,  we  fhall  find  one. 

And  if  he  mifs,  one  hundred  that  will  venture  it. 

Aar.  For  his  reward,  it  fhall  be  fo,  dear  Brother, 


So  far  I’ll  honour  him  that  kills  the  Villain  ; 

For  fo  far  runs  my  love  to  my  dead  Brother, 

Let  him  be  what  he  will,  bafe,  old,  or  crooked, 

He  fhall  have  me  ^ nay,  which  is  more,  I’ll  love  him. 

I will  not  be  deny’d. 

Char.  You  fhall  not.  Sifter  •, 

But  ye  fhall  know,  my  love  fhall  go  along  too ; 

See  a Profeription  drawn  ^ and  for  his  recompence. 

My  Sifter,  and  half  Partner  in  the  Empire 
And  I will  keep  my  word. 

Aar.  Now  ye  do  bravely. 

Nig.  And  though  itcoftmylife.  I’ll  fee  it  publifhU 
Char.  Away  then  for  the  bufinefs. 

Nig.  I am  gone.  Sir 
You  fhall  have  all  difj;)atch’d  to  night. 

Char.  Be  profperous. 

Aar.  And  let  the  Villain  fall. 

Nig.  Fear  nothing.  Madam.  Z^xetmt. 

SCENE  II. 

Delphia,  and  Drufilh. 

’Tis  true,  that  2)wc/w  is  courteous, 

And  of  a pleafant  nature,  fweet  and  temperate  ^ » 

His  Coufin  proud  and  bloudy, 

Delph.  Yes,  andmiftruftfultoo,  myCJirl,  take  heed,.,, 
Although  he  fcem  to  love  thee,  and  affect 
Like  the  more  Courtier,  curious  complement ’ 
Yet  have  a care.  • ri 

Dra.  You  know  all  my  affeftion. 

And  all  my  heart-defires  are  fet  on  Dioclet ; ' • >' 

But,  Aunt,  how  coldly  he  requites  this  courtefie ! 

How  dull  and  heavily  he  looks  upon  me ! 

Although  I woo  him  fometimes  beyond  modefty,  ..  . 

Beyond  a Virgins  care ; how  ftill  he  flights  me,  . _ 

And  puts  me  ftill  off  with  your  Prophtcy., 
Andthepcrformanceof  your  late  prfdi6;on,  ' ‘ ' 

That  when  he  is  Emptrour,  then  he  will  many  mej  ' 
Alas,  what  hope  of  that  ? 

Del.  Peace,  and  be  patient, 

For  though  he  be  now  a man  moft  miferable. 

Of  jUo  rank,  nor  no  badge  of  honour  on  him, 
fefed  low  and  poor,  no  eye  of  favour  fhining  *, 

And  though  my  fur^Frediftion  of  his  Riling 
(Which  can  no  more  fail  than  the  day  or  night  does, 

Nay,  let-him  be  a^eep,  will  overtake  him ) 

Hath'found  feme  rubs  and  ftops,yet  hear  me,Neece, 

And  hear  me  with  a faith,  it  fhall  come  to  him  \ 

I’ll  tell  thee  the  occafion,  ^ ' - 

Dm.  Do,  goodhhfuht  ^ 

For  yet,  I am  ignorant.  _ ' 

Del.  Chiding  him'dne  day 
For  being  too  near,  and  fparing  for  a Souldier, 

Too  griping,  and  too  greedy  *,  he  made  anfwer, 

When  I am  CafaK,  ’then  I will  be  liberal. 

/,  prefently  infpir’d  with  holy  fire. 

And  my  prophetick  Spirit  burning  in  me. 

Gave  anfwer  from  the  gods,  and  this  it  was, 

Imperator  eris  Roma,  cam  Apramgrandem  tnterfecerU: 

Thou  fhalt  be  Emperour,  O Diodes, 

When  thou  haft  kill’d  a mighty  Boar.  From  that  time 
(As  giving  credit  to  ihy  words)  he  has  employ’d 
Much  of  his  life  in  hunting  ^ many  Boars 
Hideous  and  fierce,  with  his  own  hands  he  has  kill’d  too, 
But  yet  not  lighted  on  the  fatal  one, 

Should  raife  him  to  the  Empire ; Be  not  fad,  Ncecc^ 

E’re  long  he  fhall  *,  Come,  let’s  go  entertain  him 
For  by  this  time  I guefs  he  comes  from  hunting*, 

And  by  my  Art  I find  this  very  inftant 
Some  great  defign’s  o’  foot. 

Dm.  The  gods  give  good,  Aunt.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE  III. 

Enter  Diodes,  Maximlnian,  Geta,  with  u Boar. 

Dio.  Lay  down  the  Boar. 

Get.  With  all  my  heart } I am  weary  on’t  •, 

Uhallturn  Jew  if  1 carry  many  fuch  burthens  : 

Do  you  think,  Mailer,  tobcEmperour 

With  killing  Swine  ? you  may  be  an  honeft  Butcher, 

Or  allied  to  a feemly  family  of  fowfe-wives. 

Can  you  be  fuch  an  Afs,  my  Reverend  Mailer, 

To  think  thefe  fprings  of  Pork  will  fhoot  vr^C^fars  ? 

Max.  The  fool  fays  true. 

Dto.  Come,  leave  your  fooling,  Sirrah, 

And  think  of  what  thou  llialt  be  when  I am  Emperour. 

Get.  Would  it  would  come  with  thinking,  fot  then  o’  my 
I Ihould  be  at  leaft  a Senator.  (confcience, 

Max.  a Sewter ; 

For  that’s  a place  more  fitted  to  thy  nature. 

If  there  could  be  fuch  an  expectation  *, 

Or  fay,  the  Devil  could  perform  this  wonder  *, 

Can  fuch  a Rafcal  as  thou  art,  hope  for  honour  ? 

Such  a log  carrying  Lowt? 

Get.  Yes,  and  bear  it  too. 

And  bear  it  fwimmingly;  I am  not  the  fir  ft  Afs,  Sir, 

Has  born  good  office,  and  perform’d  it  reverend  ly. 

fa  Senator  ? 

Dio.  Thou  being  the  Son  of  a Tiler,  canfl  thou  hope  to  be 
Get.  Thou  being  the  Son  of  a Tanner,  canfl  thou  hope  to 

f be  an  Emperor  ? 

Dio.  Thou  fayft  true,  6’ef^?,  there’s  a flop  indeed  •, 

But  yet  the  bold  and  vertuous 

Get.  Ye  are  right,  Mafter, 

Right  as  a Gun  *,  For  we  the  vertuous. 

Though  we  be  Kennd-rakers,  Scabs,  and  Scoundrels, 

We  the  difereet  and  bold ; and  yet,  now  I remember  it. 

We  Tilers  may  dtferve  to  be  Senators  \ 

And  there  we  Itep  before  you  thick-skiifd  Tanners, 

For  we  are  born  three  ftories  high  ; no  bafe  ones, 

None  of  your  groundlings,  matter. 

Dio.  I like  thee  well. 

Thou  hattagoodmind,  as  I have,  to  this  Honour. 

tyef.  As  good  a mind.  Sir,  of  a (imple  plaifterer 

And  when  1 come  to  execute  my  office, 

Then  you  (hall  fee. 

Max.  What  ? 

Get.  An  Officer  in  fury  •, 

An  Officer  as  be  ought  to  be  •,  do  y'ou  laugh  at  it  ? 

Is  a Senator  (in  hope)  worth  no  more  reverence  ? 

By  thefe  hands  I’ll  clap  you  by  th’  heels  the  firft  hour  of  it. 
CMax.  O’  my  Confcience,  the  fellow  believes. 

Dio.  I,  do,  do,  ^eta^  ^ 

For  if  I once  be  Emperour— 

Get.  Then  will  1 

(For  wife  men  mutt  be  had  to  prop  the  Republick) 

Not  bate  ye  a fingle  ace  of  a found  Senator. 

Dio.  But  what  fhall  we  do  the  whilft  ? 

Get.  Kill  Swine,  andfowle’em. 

And  eat  ’em  when  we  have  bread. 

CMax.  Why  didft  thou  run  away 
When  the  Boar  made  toward  thee  ? art  thou  not  valiant  ? 

Get.  No  indeed  am  I not  •,  and  ’tis  for  mine  honour  too  ; 
I took  a T rec,  ’tis  true,  gave  way  to  the  Monfter  \ 

Hark  what  diferetion  fays,  let  fury  pafs ; 

From  the  tooth  of  a mad  Beaft,and  the  tongue  of  a Slanderer 
Preferve  thine  honour. 

Dio.  He  talks  like  a full  Senator  .• 

Go,  taike  it  up,  and  carry  it  in,  ’tis  a huge  one. 

We  never  kill’d  fo  large  a Swine  , fo  fierce  too, 

1 never  met  with  yet. 

I Max.  Take  heed,  it  flirs  again  ; 

How  nimbly  the  Rogue  runs  up ! he  climbs  like  a Squirrel. 
Dio.  Come  down,  ye  Dunce,  is  it  not  dead 
Get.  I know  not. 

. ■■■■  ■ — ■ 


'Dio.  His  throat  is  cut,  and  his  bowels  out. 

Get.  That’s  all  one, 

/am  furc  his  teeth  arc  in;  and  for  any  thing  f know. 

He  may  have  Pigs  of  his  own  nature  in’s  Belly. 

Dio.  Come,  take  him  up  1 fay,  and  fee  him  dYctt, 

He  is  fat,  and  will  be  lufly  m at : away  with  him, 
Andgetfomeof  him  ready  for  ourDinner. 

Get.  Shall  he  be  roalled  whole, 

And  lerv’d  up  in  a fouce-tub  ? a portly  fcrvicc, 

I’ll  run  i’th’  wheel  my  felf. 

Max.  Sirrah,  leave  your  prating. 

And  get  fome  piece  of  him  ready  prcfently, 

We  are  weary  both,  and  hungry. 

Get.  I’ll  about  it. 

What  an  inundation  of  Brewifs  ffiall  I fwim  in  ? {^Exit. 

Dto.  Thou  art  ever  dull  and  melancholy,  Coufin, 
Diftrullfulof  my  hopes. 

Max.  Why,  can  you  blame  me  ? 

Do  men  give  credit  to  a Jugler  ? 

Dto.  Thou  knowft  ffie  is  a Prophetefs. 

Max.  A fmall  one, 

And  as  fmall  profit  to  be  hop’d  for  by  her.  ' . 

Dio.  Thou  art  the  ttrangeft  man ; how  does  thy  hurt  ? 

The  Boar  came  near  you,  Sir. 

Max.  A Icratch,  a fcratch, 

Dio.  It  akes  and  troubles  thee,  and  that  makes  thee  angry. 
tJM'ax.  Not  at  the  pain,  but  at  the  pradlice.  Uncle, 

The  butcherly,  bafe  cuftom  of  our  lives  now  •, 

Had  a brave  enemies  Sw'Oi  d drawn  fo  much  from  me, 

Or  danger  met  me  in  the  head  o’th’  Army, 

To  have  blulh’d  thus  in  my  blood,  had  been  mine  honour. 
But  to  live  bafe,  like  Swine  herds,  and  believe  too. 

To  be  fool’d  out  with  talcs,  and  old  wives  dreams. 

Dreams,  when  they  are  drunk. 

Dw.  Certain  you  much  miftake  her.  (ors, 

Max.  Mittakc  her  ? hang  her ; to  be  made  her  Purvey- 
Tofeed  her  old  Chaps*,  to  provide  her  daily. 

And  bring  in  Feafts  while  ffie  fits  farting  at  us, 

And  blowing  out  her  Prophecies  at  both  ends. 

Dio.  Prithee  be  wife;  Doll  thou  think,  tU^aximinian, 

So  great  a reverence,  and  fo  ftai’d  a knowledge- 

Max.  Sur-reverence,  you  would  fay  *,  what  truth  ? what 
What  any  thing  but  eating  is  good  in  her  ? (knowledg  ? 
’Twould  make  a fool  prophefie  to  be  fed  continually ; 

What  do  you  get  f your  labour  and  your  danger  ^ 

Whilft  ffie  fits  bathing  in  her  larded  fury, 

Infpir’d  with  full  deep  Cups,  who  cannot  prophefie  ? 

A Tinker,  out  of  Ale,  will  give  Prediittionsi 
But  who  believes? 

Dto.  She  is  a holy ‘DrW, 

A woman  noted  for  that  faith,  that  piety, 

Belov’d  of  Heaven. 

eJMax.  Heaven  knows,  I do  not  believe  it: 

Indeed  I mutt  confefs  they  are  excellent  Juglers ; 

Their  age  upon  fome  fools  too  flings  a confidence  : 

But  what  grounds  have  they  ? what  elements  to  work  on  .* 
Show  me  but  that  *,  the  Sieve,  and  Sheers  .>  a learned  one, 

1 have  no  patience  to  difpute  this  Quettion, 

’Tis  fo  ridiculous;  I think  the  Devil  does  help  ’em, 

Or  (rather  mark  me  well)  abufe  ’em.  Uncle ; 

For  they  are  as  fit  to  deal  with  him ; thefe  old  women. 

They  are  as  jump,  and  fquar’d  out  to  his  nature 

Dio.  Thou  haft  a perfed  malice. 

^JMax.  So  I would  have 

Againft  thefe  purblind  Prophets  ^ for  look  ye.  Sir, 

Old  women  will  lie  monftroufly  \ fo  will  the  Devil, 

Or  elfe  he  has  had  much  wrong  *,  upon  my  knowledge, 

Old  women  are  malicious^  foishe; 

They  are  proud  and  covetous,  revengeful,  lecherous  j 
All  which  are  excellent  attributes  of  the  Devil ; 

They  would  at  leaft  feem  holy  \ fo  would  he  *, 

And  to  vail  over  thefe  villainies,  they  would  prophefie ; 

He  gives  them  leave  now  and  then  to  ufe  their  cunnings, 
Which  is,  to  kill  a Cow,  or^latt  a Harvett, 
Cccc  2 Make 
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MaKc  yo'Jiig  Pigs  pipe  thcnilclvcs  to  death,  choak  poultry, 
And  chate  a liairy-wcnch  into  a leaver 
W ith  pumping  lor  her  butter. 

Hut  when  he  makes  thele  Agents  to  ratfe  Emperoiirs, 

, v.\  hen  hcdilpoll'S  Fortune  as  his  Servant, 

Ard  tycs  her  to  old  wives  tails 

D:o.  Go  thy  ways, 

I rheuarra  learned  Scholar,  againlt  credit, 

* You  hear  the  Pi  ophecie  f 
j Af.ix.  Yes,  and  I laugh  at  it  •, 
j And  fo  will  any  man  can  tell  but  twenty, 

! That  IS  not  blind,  as  you  are  blind  and  ignorant : 
j Do  you  think  (he  knows  your  fortune 
t Dw.  1 do  think  it, 

j Ahx.  1 know  Ihe  has  the  name  of  a rare  Sooth-fayer  *, 

But  do  you  in  your  Confcience  believe  her  holy? 

: Infpi' ’d  with  fuch  prophctick  Fire  ? 

! Dio.  Yes,  in  my  confcience. 

! And  that  you  mull  upon  neceflity, 

I From  her  words,  be  a ? 
j Dio.  If  1 live. 

' Af.i.w  There’s  one  Hop  yet. 
i Dio.  And  follow  her  diredions. 
j Af.t.\\  But  do  not  juggle  with  me. 

! Dio.  In  faith,  Coulin, 

I So  full  a truth  hangs  ever  on  her  Prophecies, 

That  how  I ihould  think  otherwife. 
cJIf.ix.  Very  well.  Sir-, 

You  then  believe  (for  methinks  ’tis  moll  neceflary) 

She  knows  her  own  Fate  ? 

Dto.  1 believe  it  certain. 

nJljax.  Dare  you  but  be  fo  v/ife  to  let  me  try  it. 

For  I Hand  doubtful.  , 

Dto.  How? 

I Alax.  Come  nearer  to  me, 

Becaiife  her  cunning  Devil  lhall  not  prevent  me ; 

Clofe,  clofe,  and  hear  ^ If  ihe  can  turn  this  delliny. 

I’ll  be  of  your  faith  too. 

Dio.  Forward,  1 fear  not  ^ 

' For  if  flic  knows  not  this,  fure  flie  knows  nothing  •, 
j Enter  Delphia. 

I am  fo  confident 

M.ix.  ’Faith,  fo  am  I too, 

That  1 fliall  make  her  Devils  fides  hum. 

Dio.  She  comes  here  j 
Go  take  ycur  Hand. 

AEax.  Now  holly,  or  you  howl  for’t.  {_£xit. 

Dio.  ’Tis  pity  this  young  man  fliould  be  foflubborn. 
Valiant  he  i.s,  and  to  his  valour  temperate, 
i -nly  diflruflful  of  delays  in  Fortune  y 
I love  him  dearly  well. 

Del.  Now,  my  Son  Diodes., 

Arc  ye  not  weary  of  your  game  to-day  ? 

And  are  yc  well  ? 

Dio.  Yes,  Mother,  well  and  lulty. 

Only  ye  make  me  hunt  for  empty  fliadows.  ( day: 

Del.  You  mpfl  have  patience,  Komz  was  not  built  tn  one 
I And  he  that  hopes,  mult  give  his  hopes  their  Currents, 
j You  have  kill’d  a mighty  Boar. 

Dto.  But  I am  no  Kmperour  ; 
j Why  do  you  fool  me  thus,  and  makeme  follov; 

; Your  flattering  expectation  hour  by  hour  ? 
i Rife  early,  and  deep  late  ^ to  feed  your  appetites, 

' Forget  niyTradc,  my  Arms?  forfake  mine  honour, 

, l.abour  and  fweat  to  arrive  at  a bafe  memory  ? 

{ Oppofc  my  fclf  to  hazards  of  all  forts, 

I Only  to  win  the  barbarous  name  of  Butcher  ? 

I Del.  Son,  you  are  wife. 

Dto.  But  you  arc  cunning.  Mother^ 

And  with  thatCunning,  ar^  the  faith  I give  you, 

Y e lead  me  blindly  to  no  end,  no  honour  ; 

You  find  ye-  arc  daily  fed,  you  take  no  labour ; 

'four  family  at  cafe,  they  know  no  market, 

\nd  therefore  tp  maintain  this?  you  fpcak  darkly. 


As  darkly  ftill  yenourifliit,  whillll, 

Being  a credulous  and  obfequious  Coxcomb, 

Hunt  daily,  and  fweat  hourly,  to  find  out 
To  clear  your  myftery*,  kill  Boar  on  Boar, 

And  make  your  Spits  and  Pots  bow  with  my  Bounties  j 

Yet  I ftill  poorer,  further  ftill 

Del.  Be  provident, 

And  tempt  not  the  gods  dooms  ^ ftop  not  the  gldry 
They  are  ready  to  fix  on  ye.  Ye  are  a fool  then  *, 

Chearful  and  grateful  takers,  the  gods  love. 

And  fuch  as  wait  their  pleafures  with  full  hopes  ^ * 

T he  doubtful  and  d iftr  uft  ful  man  Heaven  frowns  at. 

What  I have  told  you  by  my  infpiration, 

Itell  ye  once  again,  muft,  and  fhall  find  ye. 

Dio.  But  when  ? or  how  ? 

Del.  Cum  cuprum  inter feceris. 

. Dio.  I have  kill’d  many. 

Del.  Not  the  Boar  they  point  ye  •, 

Nor  muft  I reveal  further,  till  you  clear  it. 

The  lots  of  glorious  men  are  wrapt  in  myfteries. 

And  fo  deliver’d  •,  common  and  flight  Creatures, 

That  have  their  ends  as  open  as  their  actions, 

Eafie  and  open  fortunes  follow. 

Max.  I ftall  try 

How  deep  your  infpiration  lies  hid  in  ye. 

And  whether  your  brave  fpirit  have  a buckler 
To  keep  this  arrow  offi  I’ll  make  you  fmoke  elfe. 

Dio.  Knowing  my  fortune  lo  precifely,  punctually, 

And  that  it  muft  fall  without  contradiction, 

Being  a ftranger,  of  no  tye  unto  ye, 

Methinks  you  fhould  be  ftudied  in  your  own. 

In  your  own  deftiny,  methinks,  moft  perfeCt, 

And  every  hour,  and  every  minute.  Mother, 

So  great  a care  fhould  Heaven  have  of  her  Minifters ; 
Methinks  your  fortunes  both  ways  fhould  appear  to  ye. 
Both  to  avoid  and  take.  Can  the  Stars  now, 

And  all  thofe  influences  you  receive  into  you. 

Or  fecret  infpirations  ye  make  ihew  of, 
if  an  hard  fortune  hung,  and  were  now  ready 
Topouritfelf  upon  your  life,  deliver  ye? 

Can  they  now  fay,  take  heed  ? 

Del.  Ha  ? pray  ye  come  hither.  (ye, 

Max.  I would  know  that  *,  I fear  your  Devil  will  cozen 
And  ftand  as  clofe  as  ye  can,  1 lhall  be  with  ye. 

Del.  I find  aprefent  ill. 

Dio.  How  ? 

Del.  Butifeornit.  ' . 

Max.  Do  ye  fo  ? do  ye  fo  ? 

Del.  Yes,  and  laugh  at  it,  Diodes. 

Is  it  not  ftrange  thefe  wild  and  foolifh  men 
Should  dare  to  oppofe  the  power  of  Deftiny  ? 

That  power  the  gods  fhak^t?  Look  yonder,  Son, 
zJAdax.  Have  ye  fpy’d  me  ? then  have  at  ye. 

Del.  Do,  fhoot  boldly. 

Hit  me,  andfparenot,  ifthoucanft. 

Dto.  Shoot,  Coufin. 

Max.  I cannot-,  minearm’s  dead,  I have  no  feeling  j 
Or  if  I could  fhoot,  fo  ftrong  is  her  arm’d  Vertue, 

She  would  catch  the  arrow  flying,  i 
Del.  Poor  doubtful  people, 

I pity  your  weak  faiths. 

Dto.  Your  mercy,  Mother,  ' 

And  from  this  hour  a Deity  1 crown  ye. 

Del.  No  more  of  that. 

Max.  O let  my  Prayers  prevail  too. 

Here  like  a tree,  I dwell  elfe*,  free  me,  Mother, 

And  greater  than  great  Fortune,  I’ll  adore  thee. 

Del.  Be  free  again,  and  have  more  pure  thoughts  in  ye. 
Dio.  Now  1 believe  your  words  moftconfiantly. 

And  when  1 bav  that  power  ye  have  promis’d  to  me. 

Del.  Remember  then  your  Vow,  my  Niece  Druftllaf 
I mean  to  marry  her,  and  then  ye  profper. 

I -to.'  I ftiall  forget  my  life  elfe. 

Dd.  I am  a poor  weak  woman,  tome  noworfltip. 

. Enter 
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Enter  Niger,  Geta,  and  Sonldiers. 

Get.  And  fhall  he  have  as  you  fay,  that  kills  this  Jpcr? 
Del.  Now  mark  and  underftand. 

Nt^.  The  Profcription’s  up 
Tth’ Marketplace,  ’tisup,  there  ye  may  read  it, 

He  (hall  have  half  the  Empire. 

Get.  A pretty  farm  i’  faith. 

Ntg.  And  the  Emperours  Sifter,  bright 
Her  to  his  wife. 

Get.  Ye  fay  well.  Friend,  but  hark  ye, 

Who  fhall  do  this? 

Ntg.  You,  if  you  dare. 

Get.  I think  fo ; 

Yet  I could  poyfod  him  in  a Pot  of  Perry, 

He  loves  that  veng’ancejy  •,  But  when  I have  done  this, 

May  I lye  with  the  Gentlewoman  ? 

Ntg.  Lye  with  her  ? what  elfe,  man  ? 

Get.  Yes,  man, 

I have  known  a man  married  that -never  lay  with  his  Wife : 
Thofe  dancing  days  are  done. 

Nig.  TheieareoldSouldiers, 

And  poor  it  feems,  I’ll  try  their  appetites. 

’Save  ye,  brave  Souldiers. 

CMax.  Sir,  ye  talkt  of  Proferiptions? 

Nig.  Tis  true,  there  is  one  fet  up  from  the  Emperour 
Againft  Volutins  Jfer. 

Dio.  Aper  ? 

Del.  Now  ; 

Now  have  you  found  the  Boar  ? 

Dio.  I have  the  meaning  •,  ' ' 

And  blefled  Mother 

Nig.  He  has  fcorn’d  his  Mafter,  . 

And  bloodily  cutoff  by  treachery 
The  noble  Brother  to  him. 

Dio.  He  lives  here,  Sir, 

Sickly  and  weak.  ^ ■ 

Nig.  Did  you  fee  him?  * 
fj^ax.  No. 

Nig.  He  is  murthered  *,  ( 

So  ye  fhall  find  it  mentioned  from  the  Emperour  •, 

And  honeft  faithful  Souldiers,  but  believe  if,  ^ 

For,  by  the  gods,  ye  will  find  it  fo,  he  is  murthered, 

The  manner  how,  read  in  the  large  Proftription. 

Del.  Itismofttruc,  Son  -,  and  he  cozens  ye, 
tAper's  a Villain  falfe. 

Dio.  1 thank  ye,  Mother, 

And  dare  believe  ye ; hark  ye,  Sic,  the  rccompence . 

As  ye  related. 

Ntg.  Is  as  firm  as  faith.  Sir*,  ^ 

Bring  him  alive  or  dead. 

Max.  You  took  a fit  time,  ^ - '.'  (him  not, 

The  General  being  out  o’th’  Town'*,  for  though  we  love 
Yet  had  he  known  this  firft,  you  had  paid  for’fc'dearly. 

Dio.  Niger,  now  I know  him -,  honeft-2\(V^fr, 

:A  true  found  man,  and  I believe  him  conftantly ; . 

Your  bufinefs  may  be  done,  make  no  great  hurry 
For  your  own  fafety. 

Nig.  No,  lam  gone  ^ I thank  ye.  \_Exit. 

Dio.  Pray,  eJMaximinian,  pray. 

Max.  ril  pray,  and  work  too. 

Dio.  ril  to  the  Market-place,  and  read  the  offer. 

And  now  I have  found  the  Boar.'  '■  ' 

Df/.  Find  your  own  faith  tod,' 

And  remember  what  ye  have  v6wM.  '•  ' 

Dio.  O Mother.  . - ) 1- ‘ ’ 

X)c/.  Profper.  -lA  i..\.  r :.i!;oD.  (rpurs. 

Get.  If  my  mafter  and'  I'  do  this"',  there’s  two  Eifipe- 
And  what  a fhow  will  that  make  ? how  we  fhall  bounce  it ' 

" ^ ' l^Exeunt. 
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.J6ius  Secundns.  Scena  Trimd. 

Enter  Drufilla,  and  Dclpliia. 

Dm.  T E'lvcus,  and  tiot  vouchfafea  parting  kifs 
l_v  To  her  thar  in  his  hop  s of  grcatiKls  lives, 
And  goes  along  with  him  in  all  his  dangers  ? 

Del.  1 gi  ant  Twas  molt  inhumane. 

Dm.  O,  you  give  it 

Too  mild  a name  ^ ’twas  more  than  barbarous. 

And  you  a Partner  in’t. 

Del.  1,  Drufilla? 

Dru.  Y es, 

You  have  blovvn  hisfwoln  Pride  to  that  vaftnefs. 

As  he  believes  the  Earth  is  in  his  fathom. 

This  makes  him  quite  forget  his  humble  Being  \ 

And  can  I hope  that  he,  that  only  fed 
With  the  imagin’d  food  of  future  Empire, 
Difdainseven  thofe  that  gave  him  means  and  life 
To  nourifh  fuch  defires,  when  he’s  poflefs’d 
Of  his  ambitious  ends  (which  muft  fall  on  him, 

Or  your  Predidlions  are  falfe)  will  ever 
Defcend  to  look  on  me  ! 

Del.  Were  his  intents 
Perfidious  as  the  Seas  or  Winds,  his  heart 
Compos’d  of  falfhood  j yet  the  benefit. 

The  greatnefs  of  the  good  he  has  from  you, 

(For  what  1 haveconfer’d,  Is  thine,  Drufilla') 

Muft  make  him  firm,  and  thankful ; But  if  all 
Remembranceof  the  debts  heftands  engag’d  for. 
Find  a quick  Grave  in  his  Ingratitude, 

My  powerful  Art,  that  guides  him  to  this  height 
Shall  make  him  curfe  the  hour  he  e’r  was  rais’d. 

Or  fink  him  to  the  Centre. 

Dru.  I had  rather 

Your  Art  could  force  him  to  return  that  ardodr 
Tome,  1 bear  to  him*,  or  give  me  power 
To  moderate  my  paffions  *,  yet  I know  not, 

I Ihould  repent  your  grant,  though  you  had  fign’d  it, 
(So  well  1 find  he’s  worthy  of  all  fervice) 

But  to  believe  that  any  check  to  him 

In  bis  main  hopes,  could  yield  content  to  me. 

Were  treafon  to  true  love,  that  knows  no  pleafurc,- 
Theobjedt  that  it  dotes  on  ill  affedted. 

Del.  Pretty  fimplicity,  I love  thee  for’t. 

And  will  not  fit  an  idle  looker  on. 

And  fee  it  cozen’d  *,  dry  thy  innocent  eyes. 

And  caft  off  jealous  fears,  (yet  pi  omifes 
Are  but  lip  comfort)  and  but  fancy  ought 
That’s  poflible  in  Nature,  or  in  Art, 

That  may  advance  thy  comfort,  and  be  bold  ' 
To  tell  thy  Soul  ’tis  thine  ^ therefore  fpeak  freely. 

Dm.  You  new  create  me.  To  conceal  from  you 
My  virgin-fondnefs,  weretohide  my  ficknefs 
From  my  Phyfician.  O dear  Aunt,  I languifh 
For  want  of  Diocle<^\  fight  he  is  the  Sun 
That  keeps  my  blood  in  a perpetual  Spring  *, 

But  in  his  abfence,  cofd  benumming  Winter 
Seizes  on  all  my  faculties.  Would  you  bind  me 
(That  am  your  Slave  already)  in  more  fetters. 

And  (in theplaceof  fcrvice)  toadore  you? 

0 bear  me  then  (but  ’tis  impolTible, 

1 fear  to  bee  ffc  died)  where  Imay 

See  how  my  Diodes  breaks  thorow  his  dangers, 

And  in  what  heaps  his  honours  flow  upon  him, 

That  1 may  meet  him,  in  the  height  and  pride 
Of  all  his  glori.  sj  and  there  (as  your  gift)  ’ 
Challenge  him  as  mine  own.  • 

Del  Enjoy  thy  wifhes '■ 

This  isan  eafie  Boon,  which  at  thy  years, 
i cpuld  have  given  to  any ; but  now  grown 
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Perfect  in  all  the  hidden  mylkii's 
Of  that  inimitable  Art,  which  makes  us 
Equal  even  to  the  gods,  and  Natures  wonders, 

It  lhail  be  done,  as  lits  my  skill  and  glory  ; 

To  break  thorow  bolts, and  locks,  a Scholars  prize 
For  Thieves,  and  Pick-locks : to  pafs  thorow  an  Army 
Cover’d  with  night,  or  fome  difguifejthe  practice 
Ot  poor  and  neetly  Spies : No,  my  DrufUla^ 

From  Ceres  1 will  force  her  winged  Dragons, 

And  in  the  air  hung  over  the  Tribunal ; 

(The  Mnlick  of  the  Spheres  attending  on  us.) 

Thcrc,as  his  good  Star,  thou  (halt  (bine  upon  him, 

If  he  prove  true,  and  as  his  Angel  guard  him. 

But  if  ho  dare  be  falfe,  1,  in  a moment 

Will  put  that  glorious  light  out, with  fuch  horrour, 

.\sif  the  eternal  Night  had  feiz’d  the  Sun, 

Or  all  things  were  return’d  to  the  firft  Chaos, 

.And  then  appear  like  Furies. 

'Dm.  1 will  do 
What  e’re  you  lhail  command, 
j Del.  Relt  then  allur’d, 

1  am  the  Millris  of  my  Art,  and  fear  not.  f Exeunt. 

) \^Soft  Mufek.. 

I S C E N E 1 1. 

i Enter  Apcr,  Camurius,  (^uardy  a Litter  covered. 

! Apcr.  Your  care  of  your  fick  Emperour,  fellow-fouldiers, 
I In  colours  to  the  life,  doth  Oiew  your  love, 

' And  zealous  duty : O continue  in  it. 

' And  though  1 know  you  long  to  fee  and  hear  him, 
i Impute  it  not  to  pride,  or  Melancholy, 

. That  keeps  you  from  your  vvilhes ; fuch  State-vices 
I ( Too  too  familiar  with  great  Princes ) are 
' Strangers  to  all  the  adions  of  the  life 
I Of  good  Numeriemu* : Let  your  patience 
i Be  the  Phylitian  to  his  wounded  eyes, 

1 ( Wounded  with  pious  lorrow  for  his  Father  ) 
j Which  time  and  your  ftrong  Patience  will  recover, 
j Provided  it  prove  conftant. 

! I Guard.  If  he  counterfeit, 

j I will  hereafter  truft  a prodigal  heir, 

i When  he  weeps  at  his  Fathers  Funeral.  ( band, 

2 guard.  Or  a young  widow  following  a bed-rid  hus- 

(After  a three  years  groaning)  to  the  Fire.  i 

3 guard.  Note  his  humility,  and  with  what  fbft  murmurs 
j He  does  enquire  his  pleafures. 

1 1 Guard.  And  how  loon 

I He  is  inllruded. 

; 2 guard.  How  he  bows  again  too. 

j Aper.  All  your  commands  (dread  C^/ir)  I’ll  impart 
' I To  your  moll  ready  Souldier , to  obey  them  •, 

I So  take  your  reft  in  peace.  It  is  the  pleafure 
! Of  mighty  Cafar  ( his  thanks  Hill  remembred 
For  your  long  patience,  which  a donative^ 

. Fitting  his  State  to  give,  lhail  quickly  follow  ) 

; That  you  continue  a ftrid  Guard  upon 
i His  facred  perfon,  and  admit  no  ftranger 
: Of  any  other  Legion,  to  come  near  him  3 
i You  being  molt  trufted  by  him.  1 receive 
Your  anfwer  in  your  lilence.  Now,C*7w«nV«, 

, Speak  w'ithout  flattery  3 Hath  thy  Aper  a(fted 
' Thispaflion  to  the  life? 

I Cam.  I would  applaud  him, 

I Were  he  faluted  Cajar : but  1 fear 
' Thefe  long  protrafled  counfels  will  undo  us  j 
I And  ’tis  beyond  my  reafon,  he  being  dead, 
j You  Ihould  conceal  your  felf,  or  hope  it  can 
! Continue  undifeover’d. 
j vAper.  That  I have  kill’d  him, 

' Yet  feed  thcle  ignorant  fools  with  hopes  he  lives, 

Has  a mainendin’t.  The  Fannontan Cohorts 
' ( That  are  my  own,  and  fure  ) are  not  come  up, 
t The  german  Legions  waver,  and  Ch>urinus 
j (Brother  to  this  dead  dog)  (hells  plagues  on  Nt^er) 


Is  jealous  of  the  raurther  3 and,  I hear. 

Is  marching  up  againft  me.  ’Tis  not  fafe, 

Till  I have  power,  to  juftifiethe  Ad, 

To  Ihew  my  lelf  the  authour : be  therefore  careful 
For  an  hour  or  two  (till  1 have  hilly  founded 
How  the  Tribunes  and  Centurions  Hand  affeded  ) 

That  none  come  near  the  Litter.  If  I find  them 
Firm  on  my  part,  I dare  profefs  my  felf, 

And  then  live  tAper's  equal. 

Cam.  Docs  not  the  body 
Begin  to  putrifie  ? 

Aper.  That  exads  my  hafte : 

When,  but  even  now,  I feign’d  dbedience  to  it, 

As  1 had  fome  great  bulinefs  to  impart. 

The  feent  had  almoft  choak’d  me ; be  therefore  curious : 

All  keep  at  diftance.  {^Exit. 

Cam.  I am  taught  my  part  \ 

Hafte  you  to  perfed  yours. 

I Guard.  I had  rather  meet 
An  enemy  in  the  field,  than  ftand  thus  nodding 
Like  to  a rug-gown’d  Watch-man. 

Enter  Diocles,  Maximinian,Geta. 

Geta.  The  Watch  at  noon? 

This  is  a new  device. 

Cam.  Stand. 

Dio.  I am  arm’d 
Againft  all  danger. 

Max.  If  I fear  to  follow, 

A Cowards  name  purfue  me. 

Dio.  Now  my  Fate 
Guide  and  dired  me. 

Cam.  You  are  rude  and  lawey, 

With  your  forbidden  feet  to  touch  this  ground, 

Sacred  to  Cafar  only,  and  to  thele 

That  do  attend  his  perlbn  3 Speak,  what  are  you  ? 

Dio.  What  thou,  noranyofthyfadionare,* 

Nor  ever  were:  Souldiers,  andhoneftmen. 

Cam.  So  blunt? 

CfM.Nay  ,you  lhail  find  he’s  good  at  the  lharp  too. 

-Dw.Noinftruments  of  craft:  engines  of  murther. 

That  ferve  the  Emperour  only  with  oil’d  tongues. 

Sooth  and  applaud  his  vices,  play  the  Bauds 
1 o all  his  appetites ; and  when  you  have  wrought 
So  far  upon  his  weaknefs,  that  he’s  grown 
Odious  to  the  fubjed  and  himfelf, 

And  can  no  further  help  your  wicked  ends, 

You  rid  him  out  of  the  way. 

Cam.  Trealbn  ? 

Dto.  ’Tis  truth. 

And  I will  make  it  good. 

Cam.  Lay  hands  upon  ’em, 

Or  kill  them  fuddenly.  , 

Geta.  I am  out  at  thaf, 

I do  not  like  the  fport. 

Dio.  What’s  he  that  is 
Owner  of  any  vertue  worth  a Romany 
Or  does  retain  the  memory  of  the  Oath  ; 

He  made  to  Carfary  that  dares  lift  his  Sword 
Againft  the  man  that  (careJefs  of  his  life) 

Comes  to  difeover  fuch  a horrid  Trealbn, 

As  when  you  hear’t,  and  underftand  how  long 
Y’ave  been  abus’d,  will  run  you  mad  with  fury  ? 

I am  no  ftranger,  but  (like  you)  a Souldier, 

Train’d  up  one  from  my  youth : and  there  are  fome 
With  whom  I have  lerv’d, ’and  (nottopraifemylelf) 

Muft  n eeds  confefs  they  have  feen  Diodes 
In  the  late  Britain  wars,  both  dare  and  do 
Beyond  a common  man. 

1 guard.  Diodes  ? 

2 Guard.  I know  him. 

The  bravt  ft  Souldier  of  the  Empire. 

Cam.  Stand  : 

If  thou  advance  an  inch,  thou  art  dead.  QDio.  1^//.;  Camu. 

Dio.  * 
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Will  (bon  inform  thee  ’tis  imperious  Romcy 
Rome,  the  great  Miftris  of  the  conquer’d  world. 

Dru.  But  without  DtocleSy  it  is  to  me 
Like  any  wildcrnels  we  have  pafs’d  o’re : 

Shall  I not  fee  him  ? 

Del.  Yes,  and  in  full  glory. 

And  glut  thy  greedy  eyes  with  looking  on 
His  profperous  fuccefs : Contain  thy  felf  ^ 

For  though  all  things  beneath  us  are  tranfparent, 
The  (harpeft  lighted,  were  he  Eagle-cy’d, 
Cannot  difeover  us : nor  will  we  hang 
Idle  Spc(ftators  to  behold  his  triumph : 


Dio.  Die  thou. 

That  durfl:  oppol'e  thy  felf  againfl:  a truth 
That  will  break  out,  though  mountains  cover  it. 

Get.  I fear  this  is  a fucking  Fig  •,  no  Boar, 

He  falls  fo  cafic. 

'Dio.  Hear  me,  fellow  Souldiersv 
And  if  I make  it  not  apparent  to  you 
This  is  an  acT  of  Jufticc,  and  no  Murther, 

Cut  me  in  pieces  ; Tie  difperfe  the  cloud 
That  hath  fo  long  obfeur’d  a bloody  adl 
Ne’requaH’dyet : youallknewwithwhatfavours 
The  good  Numerumm  ever  grac’t 
The  Provofl:  A^cr  ? 

Gmrd.  True. 

Dio.  And  that  thofe  bounties 
Should  have  contain’d  him  (if  he  e’re  had  learn’d 
The  Elements  of  honefty  and  truth  ) 

In  loyal  duty : But  ambition  never 
Looks  backward  on  defert,  but  with  blind  hade 
Boldly  runs  on.  But  I lofe  time.  You  are  here 
Commanded  by  this  <L/i^er  to  attend 
The  Emperours  perfon  •,  to  admit  no  ftranger 
To  have  accefs  to  him,  or  come  near  his  Litter, 

Under  pretence  ( forfooth)  his  eyes  are  fore, 

And  his  minde  troubled : no,  my  friends,  you  are  cozen’d; 
The  good  Nimerianus  now  is  paft 
The  fenfe  of  wrong  or  injury. 

Guard.  How,  dead  ? 

T)to.  Let  your  own  eyes  inform  you. 

Get.  An  Emperours  Cabinet? 

Fough,I  have  known  a Charnel-houfe  fmell  Tweeter. 

If  Emperours  flelh  have  this  favour,  what  will  mine  do, 
When  I am  rotten  ? 

1 Guard.  Molt  unheard  ofvillany. 

2 Guard.  And  with  all  cruelty  to  be  reveng’d. 

3 Guiird.  Who  is  the  murtherer.^’  name  him, that  we  may 

Punifh  it  in  his  family.  ; > 

T)io.  Who  but  Afer  ? 

The  barbarous  and  moft  ingrateful  Afer , 

Hisdefperate  Poniard  printed  on  his  bread: 

This  deadly  wound  : hate  to  vow’d  enemies 
Finds  a full  fatisfaftion  in  death  •, 

And  Tyrants  feek  no  farther.  He  (a  Subje<ft, 

And  bound  by  all  the  Ties  of  love  and  duty) 

Ended  not  fo ; but  does  deny  his  Prince 
(Whofe  ghofl:  forbad  pallage  to  his  reft, 

Mourns  by  the  Stygian  ftiore)  his  Funeral-Rites. 

Nay, weep  not;  let  your  loves  (peak  in  your  anger  *, 

And,  to  confirm  you  gave  no  fuffrage  to 
The  damned  Plot,  'lend  me  your  helping  hands 
To  wreak  the  Parricide : and  if  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  Diodes  to  deferve  it, 

Make  him  your  leader. 

^uard.  A DiodeSy  a Diodes. 

Dio.  We’ll  force  him  from  his  Guards.  And  now,  my 
If  you  have  any  good  for  me  in  ftore,  ( Stars, 

Shew  it,  when  I have  flaiii  this  fatal  Boar.  [Exeunt. 

■(SCENE  III. 

Enter  Delphia  and  Drufilla,  in  a Throne  dravpn 
by  Dragons. 

Del.  Fix  here,  and  reft  a while  your  Sail-ftretch’d  wings 
That  have  out  ftript  the  winds : the  eye  of  Heaven 
Durft  not  behold  your  fpeed,  but  hid  it  felf 
Behind  the  grofleft  clouds  •,  and  the  pale  Moon 
Pluckt  in  her  filver  horns,  trembling  for  fear 
That  my  ftrong  Spells  Ihould  force  her  from  her  Sphere  3 
Such  is  the  power  of  Art. 

Dru.  Good  Aunt,  where  are  we  ? 

Del.  Look  down,  DrufilUy  on  thefe  lofty  Towers, 
Thefe  fpacious  ftreets,  where  every  private  houfe 
Appears  a Palace  to  receive  a King : 

Thefite,  the  wealth,  the  beauty  of  the  place. 


Enter  Diodes,  Maximinian,G’«W,  Aper, 

SenatorSy  Geta,  Officers,  with  Litter. 

But  when  occafion  (hall  prefent  it  felf, 
Dofomethingtoaddtoit.  Sec,  becomes. 

Dru.  How  god  like  he  appears ! with  fuch  a grace 
The  Giants  that  attempted  to  fcale  Heaven, 

When  they  lay  dead  on  the  Phlegrean  plain, 

Adars  did  appear  to  Jove. 

Del.  Forbear. 

Dio.  Look  on  this, 

And  when  with  horrour  thou  haft  view’d  thy  deed, 

(Thy  moft  accurfed  deed)  be  thine  own  judge, 

And  fee  (thy  guilt  con fider’d)  ifthoucanft 
Perfwadethy  lelf  (whom  thou  ftand ’ft  bound  to  hate) 

To  hope  or  plead  for  mercy. 

Aper.  I confefs 
My  life’s  a burden  to  me. 

Dio.  Thou  art  like  thy  name, 

A cruel  Boar,  whofe  fnout  hath  rooted  up 
The  fruitfull  Vineyard  of  the  common- wealth : 

I long  have  hunted  for  thee,  and  fince  now 
Thou  art  in  the  Toyl,  it  is  in  vain  to  hope 
Thou  ever  flialt  break  out ; thou  doft  deferve 
The  Hangmans  hook,  or  to  be  punilhed 
More  majoruMy  whipt  with  rods  to  death. 

Or  any  way,  that  were  more  terrible. 

Yet,  fince  my  future  fate  depends  upon  thee, 

Thus,  to  fulfull  great  t)elphia'%  Prophecie, 

df  er  (thou  fatal  Boar ) receive  the  honour  [Kills  Aper.  I 

To  fall  by  Diodes  hand.  Shine  clear,  my  Stars, 

That  ulher’d  me  to  tafte  this  common  air 

In  my  entrance  to  the  world, and  give  applaufe 

To  this  great  work.  [Mufek.^ 

Del,  Strike  Mufick  from  the  Spheres. 

Dru.  O now  you  honour  me. 

Dio.  Ha ! in  the  Air  ! 

All.  Miraculous. 

Max.  This  Ihews  the  gods  approve 
The  Perfon,  and  the  Ad : then  if  the  Senate 
( For  in  their  eyes  I read  the  Souldiers  love) 

Think  Diodes  worthy  to  fQpply  the  place 
Of  dead  Numerianm,  as  he  Itands 
His  Heir,  in  his  revenge,  with  one  confenC 
Salute  him  Emperour. 

Senat.  Long  live  Diodes : 

Augufiusy  Pater  PatrUy  and  all  Titles, 

That  are  peculiar  only  to  the  CafarSy 
We  gladly  throw  upon  him. 

Guard.  We  confirm  it, 

And  will  defend  his  honour  with  our  Swords 
Againft  the  world : raife  him  to  the  Tribunal, 

1 Sen.  Fetch  the  Imperial  Robes : and  as  a fign 
We  give  him  abfolute  power  of  life  and  death. 

Bind  this  Sword  to  his  fide. 

2 Sen.  Omit  no  Ceremony 
That  may  be  for  his  honour. 

SONG. 

Max.  Still  the  gods 

Exprefs  that  they  are  pleas’d  with  this  eledion.  I 

Geta.  My  .Mafter  is  an  Emperour,  and  I feel  \ 

A Sena-  ^ 
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\ Senators  Itch  upon  me : would  I could  hire 
rhefe  fine  invilihle  Fidlers  to  play  to  me 
At  my  inftalmcnt. 

Dio.  I embrace  your  loves, 

And  hope  the  honours  that  you  heap  upon  me, 

Shall  be  with  llrcngth  fupported.  It  lhall  be 

My  Itudic  to  appear  another  yltLuy 

To  Hand  firm  underneath  this  heaven  of  Empire, 

And  bear  it  boldly.  1 defire  no  Titles, 

But  as  I fliall  dderve  ’em.  I will  keep 
The  name  1 had,  being  a private  man, 

Only  with  fome  fmall  difference ; I will  add 
To  Diodes  but  two  ffiort  fyllables, 

.And  be  called  Diode fiati us. 

Geta.  That  is  fine  : 

rie  follow'  the  faffiion ; and  when  I am  a Senator, 

1 will  be  no  more  plain  (jctuy  but  be  call’d 
Lord  ^eti.viHS. 

Dru.  He  ne’er  thinks  of  me, 

Nor  of  your  favour. 

Enter  Niger* 

Del.  If  he  dares  prove  falfe, 

Thefe  glories  lhall  be  to  him  as  a dream. 

Or  an  inchanted  banquet. 

Niger.  From  Charwiis, 

From  great  CharinuSyV/ho  with  joy  hath  beared 
Of  your  proceedings, and  confirms  your  honours: 

He,  with  his  beauteous  Sifter,  fair  Aureliay 

Are  come  in  perfon,  like  themlelves  attended 

To  gratulate  your  fortune.  {,Lofid  Mufick: 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  Attendants. 

Dio.  For  thy  news. 

Be  thou  in  France  Pro-conful ; let  US  meet 
The  Emperour  with  all  honour,  and  embrace  him. 

Dru.  0 Aunt,  I fear  this  Princefs  doth  eclipfe 
TIP  opinion  of  my  beauty,  though  1 were 
My  felf  to  be  the  judge. 

Del.  Rely  on  me. 

Osar.  Tis  vertue,  and  not  birth  that  makes  us  noble  : 
Great  actions  fpeak  great  minds,  and  fuch  Ihould  govern  *, 
And  you  are  grac’t  with  both.  Thus,  as  a Brother, 

A fellow,  and  Co-partner  in  the  Empire, 

I do  embrace  you  : may  we  live  fo  far  ^ 

From  difference,  or  emulous  Competition, 

That  all  the  world  may  fay,  Although  two  Bodies, 

We  have  one  Mind. 

Aur.  When  I look  on  the  Trunk 
Of  dear  Numerianusy  I Ihould  walh 
His  wounds  with  tears,  and  pay  a Sifters  Ibrrow 
To  his  fad  fate  : but  fince  he  lives  again 
In  your  moft  brave  Revenge,  I bow  to  you, 

As  to  a power  that  gave  him  fecond  life. 

And  will  make  good  my  promife.  If  you  find 
That  there  is  worth  in  me  that  may  deferve  you, 

And  that  in  being  your  wife,  I lhall  not  bring 
Difquict  and  diffionour  fo  your  Bed, 

Although  my  youth  and  fortune  Ihould  require 
Both  to  be  fu’d  and  fought  to,  here  1 yield 
My  felf  at  your,  devotion. 

Dw.  0 you  gods. 

Teach  me  how  to  be  thankful ; you  have  pour’d 
All  bleflings  on  me,  that  ambitious  man 
Coukl  ever  fancie  : till  this  happy  minute, 

I nc’re  law  beauty,  or  believ’d  there  could  be 
Perfeeftion  in  a woman.  I lhall  live 
To  ferve  and  honour  you  ; upon  my  knees  _ 

I thus  receive  you  ^ and,  fo  you  vouchfafe  it. 

This  day  I am  doubly  married  •,  to  the  Empire, 

And  your  beft-felf. 

Del.  Falfe  and  perfidious  villain. 

Deu.  Let  me  fall  headlong  on  him  : O my  ftars ! 

This  I forefaw  and  fear’d. 

> 

Ch.'i.  Call  forth  a Flameny 
This  knot  lhall  now  be  ti’d. 

Del.  But  1 will  loofe  it. 

If  Art  or  Hell  have  any  ftrength. 

Enter  a Flameny  Thundery  and  Lightning. 

Cha.  Prodigious ! 

Ma.x.  How  foon  the  day’s  orecall ! 

Fla.  The  Signs  are  fatal  : 

Juno  fmilcs  not  upon  this  Match, and  Ihews  too 
She  has  her  thunder. 

Dio.  Can  there  be  a flop 
In  my  full  fortune? 

Cha.  We  are  too  violent. 

And  I repent  the  hafte  .•  we  firft  Ihould  pay 
Our  lateft  duty  to  the  dead,  and  then 
Proceed  difcreetly.  Let’s  take  up  the  body, 

And  when  we  have  plac’d  his  alhes  in  his  Urn, 

We’ll  try  the  gods  again  for  wife  men  fay. 

Marriage  and  Obfequies  do  not  fuit  one  day. 

12  Senate  Exit. 

Del.  So,  ’tis  deferr’d  yet,  in  defpiteoffallhood: 
Comfort  Dru/ilUy  for  he  lhall  be  thine. 

Or  wilh,  in  vain,  he  were  not.  I will  punilh  [Afcend. 

His  perjury  to  the  height.  Mount  up,  my  birds  y 
Sojne  Rites  I am  to  perform  to  Hecatey 
T 0 perfect  my  deligns  -y  which  once  perform’d. 

He  lhall  be  made  obedient  to  thy  Call, 

Or  in  his  ruine  I will  bury  all.  ^Afeends  throne. 

.ABus  Tertius,  Seem  ^rima. 

Enter  Maximinian,  ( filus. ) 

Max.  What  powerful  Star  Ihin’d  at  this  mans  Nativity? 
And  blefs’d  his  homely  Cradle  with  full  glory  > 

What  throngs  of  people  prefs  and  buz  about  him. 

And  with  their  humming  flatteries  ling  him  {“afar  > 

Sing  him  aloud,and  grow  hoarfe  with  fainting  him 
How  the  fierce-minded  Souldier  fteals  in  to  him. 

Adores  and  courts  his  honour  ? at  his  devotion 
Their  lives, their  vertues, and  their  fortuneslaying? 
Charinus  fues,  the  Emperour  intreats  him. 

And  as  a brighter  flame,  takes  his  beams  from  him. 

The  blefs’d  and  bright  Aurelia^  Ihe  doats  on  him, 

And,  as  the  god  of  Love,  burns  incenft  to  him. 

All  eyes  live  on  him.  YxlldimOXW  Maximiniany 
Still  the  fame  poor  and  wretched  thing,  his lervant. 

What  have  I got  by  this  ? where  lies  my  glory  ? 

How  am  I rais’d  and  honour’d  ? I have  gone  as  far 
To  woo  this  purblind  honour,  and  have  pafs’d 
As  many  dangerous  Expeditions, 

As  noble,  and  as  high;  nay,  inhisdeftinie 
( Whilft  ’twas  unknown)  have  run  as  many  hazards, 

And  done  as  much  *,  fweat  thorow  as  many  perils  j 
Only  the  Hang  man  of  Volutius  Aper 
(Which  I miflook)  has  made  him  Emperour, 

And  me  his  Have. 

Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla. 

Del.  Stand  ftill ; he  cannot  fee  us. 

Till  I pleafe : mark  him  well, this  diftontentment 
I have  forc’d  into  him,  for  thy  cauft,  Drufilla. 

fsJMax.  Can  the  gods  lee  this  •, 

See  it  with  juftice,  and  confer  their  bleflings 
On  him,  that  never  flung  one  grain  ofincenfe 
Upon  their  Altars?  never  bow’d  his  knee  yeti 
And  I that  have  march’d  foot  by  foot,  ftruck  equally, 

And  whilft  he  was  a gleaning,  have  been  praying, 
Contemning  his  bafe  covetous 

Del.  Now  we’ll  be  open. 

Max.  Blcfs  me,  and  with  all  reverence. 

Del. 
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Del.  Stand  up,  Son, 

And  wonder  not  at  thy  ungrateful  1 Uncle : 

I know  thy  thoughts,  and  1 appear  to  cafe  ’em. 

Max.  O Mother, did  I (land  the  tenth  part  to  ye 
Engag’d  and  fetter’d,  as  mine  Uncle  does, 

How  would  I ferve,  how  would  I fall  before  ye  ? 

The  poorer  powers  we  worfhip. 

Del.  Peace,  and  flatter  not  ^ 

Neceflitieand  anger  draws  this  from  ye ; 

Of  both  which  1 will  quit  ye : For  your  Uncle 
I fpoke  this  honour,  and  it  fell  upon  him ; 

Fell,  to  his  full  content  .•  he  has  torgot  me, 

For  all  my  care  •,  forgot  me,  and  his  vow  too  : 

As  if  a dream  had  vanilh’d,  fo  h’as  loft  me, 

And  I him ; let  him  now  ftand  faft.  Come  hither ; 

My  care  is  now'  on  you. 

Max.  O blefled  Mother  / 

Del.  Stand  ftill,and  let  me  work.  So  now,  Maximiniariy 
Go,  and  appear  in  Court,  and  eye  Aurelia  : 

Believe,  what  I have  done,  concerns  ye  highly. 

Stand  in  her  view,  make  your  addrelles  to  her ; 

She  is  the  Stair  of  honour.  I’le  fay  no  more. 

But  Fortune  is  your  fervant : go. 

Max.  With  reverence  ^ 

All  this  as  holy  truths.  C 

Del.  Believe,  and  profper. 

Dru.  Yet  all  this  cures  not  me ; but  as  much  credit, 

As  much  belief  from  Dioclefian. 

Enter  Geta,  Li  Star  Sy  and  Snitorsy  (with  Petitions.) 

Del.  Be  not  dejeded  y I have  warn’d  ye  often  ; 

The  proudeft  thoughts  he  has,  I’le  humble.  Who’s  this 

0 ’tis  the  fool  and  knave  grown  a grave  Officer  : 

Here’s  hot  and  high  preferment. 

Get.  What’s  your  Bill.? 

For  Gravel  for  the  Appian  way,  and  Pills .? 

Is  the  way  rheumatick  ? 

1 Suitor.  ’Tis  Piles,  and’t  pleafe  you. 

Get.  Remove  me  thofe  Piles  to  Port  Ef^uUmey 
Fitter  the  place,  my  friend : you  lhall  be  paid. 

I Suit.  1 thank  your  worfhip. 

Get.  Thank  me  when  ye  have  it  y 
Thank  me  another  way,  ye  are  an  Afle  elfe. 

1 know  my  office  : you  are  for  the  ftrects.  Sir. 

Lord , how  ye  throng ! that  knave  has  eatenGarlick ; 

Whip  him,  and  bring  him  back. 

3 Suttor.  I befeech  your  Worfhip  ; 

Here’s  an  old  reckoning  for  the  dung  and  dirt,  Sir. 

Get.  Itftinkslikethee:  away.  Yet  let  him  tarry. 

His  Bill  fhall  quit  his  Breath.  Give  your  Petitions 
In  feemly  fort,  and  keep  your  hat  off,  decently. 

For  ftowring  the  watcr-courfes  thorow  the  Cities  / 

A fine  periphrafis  of  a kennel-raker. 

Did  ye  fcour  all,  my  friend .?  ye  had  fome  bufinefs : 

Who  fhall  fcour  you  ? you  are  to  be  paid, I take  it, 

W’hen  Surgeons  fwear  you  have  perform’d  your  office. 
^Suit.  Your  W'orfhip’s  merry. 

Get.  We  muft  be  fometimes  wittie. 

To  nick  a knave  ; ’tis  as  uleful  as  our  gravitie. 
rie  take  no  more  Petitions  •,  I am  pefter’d  •, 

Give  me  fome  reft. 

4 Suit.  I have  brought  the  gold  (and’t  pleafe  ye) 

About  the  Place  ye  promifed. 

Get.  See  him  enter’d. 

How  does  your  Daughter  ? 

4 Suit.  Better  your  worfliip  thinks  of  her. 

Get.  This  is  with  the  leaft.But  let  me  fee  your  Daughter. 
’Tis  a good  forward  maid  y Tie  joy  n her  with  ye. 

1 do  befeech  ye,  leave  me. 

LiSlor.  Ye  fee  the  Edtle^s  bufie. 

Get.  And  look  to  your  places,  or  I’le  make  ye  fmoke  elfe. 
Sirrah,  I drank  a cup  of  wine  a your  houfe  yefterday  y 
A good  fraart  wine. 

LiUor.  Send  him  the  piece,  he  likes  it. 
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Get.  And  ate  the  belt  wild  Boar  at  that  fame  Fai  mers. 

2 Su.  1 have  half  left  yet : your  worfhip  fhall  command  it. 
Get.  A bit  will  ferve  .*  give  me  fome  u ft : gods  help  me. 
How  lhall  1 labour  when  1 am  a Senator  .? 

Del.  ’Tis  a fit  place  indeed.  ’Save  your  Maftcrfliip ; 

Do  you  know  us.  Sir  .<* 

Get.  Thefc  women  are  ftill  troublefom. 

There  be  houfes  pioviding  for  fuch  wretched  women, 

And  fomefmall  Rents,  to  let  yea  fpinning. 

'Dm.  Sir, 

We  are  noSpinfters ; nor,  if  you  look  upon  us. 

So  wretched  as  you  take  us. 

Del.  Docs  your  Mightinefs 
That  is  a great  dtftroyer  of  your  MtmoiiC) 

Vet  underftand  our  faces? 

Cjit.  ’Prethec  keep  off',  womany 
It  is  not  fit  I fbould  know  every  creature. 

Although  I have  been  familiar  with  thee  heretofore, 
muft  not  know  thee  now : my  place  negledts  thee. 

Yet,  bccaufe  1 daign  a glimpfc  of  your  remembrances. 

Give  me  your  Suits,  and  wait  me  a month  hence. 

Del.  Our  Suits  are.  Sir,  to  fee  the  Emperour, 

'he  Emperour  Dioilefiany  to  fpcak  to  him, 

And  not  to  wait  on  you.  We  have  told  you  all.  Sir. 

Get.  I laugh  at  your  fimplicitie,  poor  women  : 

See  the  Emperour .?  why  you  are  deceiv’d  : now 
'he  Emperour  appears  but  once  in  feven  years. 

And  then  he  fhines  not  on  fuch  weeds  as  you  are. 

Forward,  and  keep  your  State,  and  keep  beggeis  from  me. 
Druf.  Here  is  a prettie  youth.  {^Exeunt. 

Enter  Diodes. 

Del.  He  fhall  be  prettie, 

Or  1 will  want  my  will,  lii.ee  ye  are  fo  high,  Sir: 

’le  raife  ye  higher,  or  my  art  fhall  fail  me. 

Stand  dole,  he  comes. 

Dio.  How  am  I crofs’d  and  tortur’d  ? 

Vly  moft  wifh’d  happinefs,  my  lovely  Miftris, 

That  muft  makegood  my  hopes,  and  link  my  greatnefs. 

Yet  fever’d  from  mine  arms .?  Tell  me,  high  heaven, 

-low  have  1 finn’d,  that  you  fhould  fpcak  in  thunder, 
n horrid  thunder,  when  my  heart  was  ready 
To  leap  into  her  breaft  ? the  Prieli  was  ready  ? 

The  joyful  virgins  and  the  young  men  ready  ? 

When  Hymen  flood  with  all  his  flames  about  him 
ildfing  the  bed  .?  the  houfe  with  full  joy  fweating? 

And  expedlation,  like  the  Roman  Eagle, 

Took  ftand,  and  call’d  all  eyes  ? It  was  your  honour  •, 

And  e’re  you  give  it  full,  do  you  dtftroy  it  ? 

Or  was  there  fome  dire  Star  ? fome  Devil  that  did  it  f 
Some  fad  malignant  Angel  to  mine  honour  ? 

With  you  I dare  not  rage. 

Del.  With  me  thou  canft  not. 

Though  it  was  I.  Nay,  look  not  pale  and  frighted  3 
’le  fright  thee  more.  With  me  thou  canft  not  quarrel  y 
1 rais’d  the  thunder,  to  rebuke  thy  falfhood  : 

Look  here,  to  her  thy  falfhood.  Now  be  angry. 

And  be  as  great  in  evil  as  in  Empire. 

Dio.  Blefs  me,  ye  Powers. 

Dd.  Thou  haft  full  need  of  bleffing. 

’TwasI,  that  at  thy  great  Inauguration, 

Hung  in  the  air  unleen .-  ’twas  1 that  honour’d  thee 
With  various  Muficks,  and  fweet  founding  airs  : 

’Twas  I infpir’d  the  Souldiers  heart  with  wonder. 

And  made  him  throw  hirafelf,  with  love  and  duty. 

Low  at  thy  feet : ’twa  s I that  fix’d  him  to  thee, 

Butwhy  didi  all  this?  To  keep  thy  honeftie, 

Thy  vow  and  faith  *,  that  once  forgot  and  flighted 
Aurelia  in  regard,  the  Marriage  ready, 

The  Prieft  and  all  the  Ceremonies  prefent, 

’Twas  1 that  thundred  loud  •,  ’twas  1 that  threatned  y 
’Twas  I that  call  a dark  face  over  heaven, 

And  fmote  ye  all  with  lerrour.  Dru.  Yet  confider, 

As  ye  are  noble,  as  I have  deferv’d  ye  y 
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For  )ct  ye  are  tree  : if  neither  faith  nor  promife, 

The  deetisofekicr  times  may  be  remembred. 

Let  thefe  new  dropping  tears  ^ for  I kill  love  ye, 

Thele  hands  held  up  to  heaven. 

Dj*.  1 mull:  not  pity  ye*, 

'Tis  not  wife  in  me. 

Del.  How  ? not  wife  ? 

Dio.  Nor  honourable. 

A Princefs  is  my  Love,  and  doats  upon  me : 

\ fair  and  lovely  Princefs  is  my  Millris. 

I am  an  Hmperour  ; conlider,  Prophetefs, 

Now  my  embraces  are  for  Queens  and  PrincefTes, 

For  Ladies  of  high  mark,  for  divine  beauties 
To  look  lb  low  as  this  cheap  common  Tweetnefs, 

Would  fpeak  me  bafe,  my  namesand  glories  nothing. 

1 grant  1 made  a vow  ; what  was  I then  ? 

As  (he  is  now,  of  no  fort,  (hope  made  me  promife) 

But  now  1 am  ^ to  keep  this  vow,  were  monflrous, 

A madnefs,  and  a low  inglorious  fondnefs. 

Del.  Take  heed,  proud  man. 

Druf.  Princes  may  love  with  Titles, 

But  I with  Truth. 

‘Del.  Take  heed  ^ here  Hands  thy  deflinie  *, 

Thy  Fate  here  follows. 

Dio.  Thou  doating  Sorcerefs, 

Wouldft  have  me  love  this  thing,  that  is  not  worthy 
To  kneel  unto  my  Saint.?  to  kifs  her  lhadow  ? 

Great  Princes  are  her  flaves  •,  felefted  beauties 
Bow  at  her  beck : the  mighty  Per/ian*s  Daughter 
( Bright  as  the  breaking  EaH,  as  mid  day  glorious) 

Waits  her  commands,  and  grows  proud  in  her  pleafures. 
I’le  fee  her  honour’d ; fome  Match  I (hall  think  of. 

That  fhall  advance  ye  both*, mean  time  I’ll  favour  ye.  [_Exit. 

Del.  Mean  time  Tie  haunt  thee.  Cry  not  (wench)  be  con- 
E’re  long,thou  lhalt  more  pity  him  (obferve  me)  f fident , 
And  pity  him  in  truth,  than  now  thou  feek’ft  him  .* 

My  art  and  I are  yet  companions.  Come,  Girl.  H Exemt. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Geta,  LUilors, 

Get.  I am  too  merciful,  I find  it,  friends, 

Of  too  fofc  a nature  to  be  an  Officer  ^ 

I bear  too  much  remorfe. 

1 Licl.  ’Tis  your  own  fault,  Sir  •, 

For  look  you,  one fo  newly  warm  in  Office 
Should  lay  about  him  blindfold,  like  true  Juftice, 

Hit  where  it  will : the  more  ye  whip  and  hang.  Sir, 
(Though  without  caufe  ^ let  that  declare  it  felf  afterward ) 
The  more  ye  are  admired. 

Get.  I think  1 ffiall  be. 

2 Ltcl.  Your  worfhip  is  a man  of  a fpare  body, 

And  prone  to  anger. 

Get.  Nay,  I will  be  angry. 

And,  the  b^fl:  is,  I need  not  (hew  my  reafon. 

2 L/c7.  Y ou  need  not.  Sir,  your  place  is  without  reafon  j 
And  what  you  want  in  growth  and  full  proportion. 

Make  up  in  rule  and  rigour. 

Get.  A rare  Counfcllor  ; 

InHrud;  me  further.  Is  it  fit,  my  friends. 

The  Emperour  my  .Maker  Dtocle/ian 
Should  now  remember  or  the  times  or  manners 
That  call’d  him  plain  down  Diodes  ? 

1 Ltd.  He  molt  not. 

It  Hands  not  with  his  Royaltie. 

Get.  I grant  ye, 

I b-ing  then  the  £diU  (jetiamu., 

A man  of  place,  and  Judge,  is  it  held  requifite 
1 fr.ould  commit  to  my  confideration 
Tnofc  Rafcals  of  removed  and  ragged  hours. 

That  with  unreverend  mouths  call’d  me  Slave  Geta  ? 
zLtcl.  You  mull  forget  their  names  i your  honour  bids 
Get.  I do  forget  *,  but  I’le  hang  their  natures : f ye. 

I will  afeend  my  place,  which  is  of  Juftice  j 


And  mercy,  I forget  thee.  Suitor.  A rare  Magiftrate  ! 
Another  Solon  fure. 
get.  Bring  out  the  oficnders. 

I Lrcl.  There  are  none  yet,Sir,but  no  doubt  there  will  be. 
But  if  you  pleafe  touch  fome  things  of  thofe  natures. 

Get.  And  am  1 ready,  and  mine  anger  too 
The  melancholy  of  a Magiftrate  upon  me. 

And  no  offienders  to  execute  my  fury  ? 

Ha  ? no  offenders,  knaves  ? 

1 Lid.  There  are  knaves  indeed.  Sir, 

But  we  hope  fhortly  to  have  ’em  for  your  worfhip. 

Get.  No  men  to  hang  or  whip?  are  you  good  officers, 
That  provide  no  fuel  for  a Judges  fury  .? 

In  this  place  fomething  muft  be  done  ^ this  Chair,  I tell  ye, 
When  I fit  down,  muft  favour  of  Severitie : 

Therefore  I warn  ye  all,  bring  me  lewd  people, 

Or  likely  to  be  lewd ; twigs  muft  be  cropt  too : 

Let  me  have  evil  perfons  in  abundance. 

Or  make ’em  evil  ^ ’tis  all  one,  do  but  fay  fo, 

That  I may  have  fit  matter  for  a Magiftrate ; 

And  let  me  work.  If  I fit  empty  once  more. 

And  lofe  my  longing,  as  I am  true  Edik, 

And  as  I hope  to  reftifie  my  Countrie, 

You  are  thofe  fcabs  I will  fcratch  off  from  the  Common- 
You  are  thefe  Rafcals  of  the  State  I treat  of,  ( wealth  • 

And  you  fhall  find  and  feel ’ 

2 Lid.  You  fhall  have  many. 

Many  notorious  people. 

Get.  Let  ’em  be  people, 

And  take  ye  notorious  to  your  felves.  Mark  me, my  Liiflors 
And  you,  the  reft  of  my  Officials  j ' 

If  I be  angry,  as  my  place  will  ask  it. 

And  want  fit  matter  to  difpofe  my  Authorise, 

Tie  hang  a hundred  of  ye  : I’le  not  ftay  longer. 

Nor  enquire  no  further  into  your  offences : 

It  is  fufficient  that  I find  no  Criminals,  j 

And  therefore  I muft  make  fome:  if!  cannot,  il 

Sufiei-  my  felf ; for  fb  runs  my  Commiffion.  j* 

Suitor.  An  admirable,  zealous  and  true  Juftice.  j 

I Ltd.  I cannot  hold : if  there  be  any  people. 

Of  what  degree  foever,  or  what  qualitie , 

That  would  behold  the  wonderful  works  of  Juftice 
In  a new  Officer,  a man  conceal’d  yet. 

Let  him  repair,  and  fee,  and  hear,  and  wonder 
At  the  moft  wife  and  gracious  GetUnvu. 

Enter  Delphia,  and  Drufilla. 

Get.  This  qualifies  a little.  What  are  thefe  ? 

Del.  You  fhall  not  mourn  ftill:  times  of  recreation. 

To  allay  this  fadnefs,  muft  be  fought.  What’s  here  ? 

A fuperftitious  flock  of  fenflefs  people 
Worfhipping  a fign  in  Office  ? 

get.  Lay  hold  on  her. 

And  hold  her  faft. 

She’ll  flip  thorow  your  fingers  like  an  Eel  elle 
I know  her  tricks ; hold  her,  I fay,  and  bind  her. 

Or  hang  her  firft,  and  then  Tie  tell  her  wherefore. 

Del.  What  have  I done.? 

Get.  Thou  haft  done  enough  to  undo  thee;  (warrant. 
Thou  haft  preffedtothe  Emperours  prefence  without  my 
I being  his  key  and  image. 

Del.  You  are  an  image  indeed. 

And  of  the  courfeft  fluff,  and  the  worft  making  (Afle. 

That  e’rc  1 look’d  on  yet : Tie  make  as  good  an  image  of  an 
get.  Befides,  thou  art  a woman  of  a lewd  life. 

Del.  I am  no  whore,  Sir,  nor  no  common  fame 
Has  yet  proclaim’d  me  to  the  people,  vitious. 

Get.  Thou  art  to  me  a damnable  lewd  woman. 

Which  is  as  much  as  all  the  people  fwore  it  \ 

I know  thou  art  a keeper  of  tame  Devils : 

And  whereas  great  and  grave  men  of  my  place 
Can  by  the  Laws  be  allow’d  but  one  apiece. 

For  their  own  fervices  and  recreations 

Thou, 


The  ^rofhetefs. 


569 


Thou,  like  a traiterous  quean,  keepit  twenty  devils  *, 

Twenty  in  ordinary. 

Del.  Pray  ye,  Sir,  be  pacified, 

If  that  be  all : and  if  ye  want  a fervant. 

You  lhall  have  one  of  mine  (hall  ferve  for  nothing, 

Faithful,  and  diligent,  and  a wife  Devil  too-, 

Think  for  what  end. 

Get.  Let  her  alone,  ’tis  uf  fill ; 

We  men  of  bufinefs  mufl;  ufe  fpeedie  fervants : 

Let  me  fee  your  family. 

Del.  Think  but  one,  he  is  ready. 

Get.  A Devil  for  intelligence  No,  no. 

He  will  lye  beyond  all  travellers.  A State  Devil  ? 

Neither  •,  he  will  undo  me  at  mine  own  weapon. 

For  execution  ? he  will  hang  me  too. 

I would  have  a hand  fom,  pleafantand  a fine  Ihc-dcvil, 

To  entertain  the  Ladies  that  come  to  me  *, 

A travell’d  Devil  too,  that  fpeaiis  the  tongues, 

And  a neat  carving  Dcvjl.  Z^l^njicki 

Enter  a ^le- devil. 

Del.  Be  not  fearful. 

Get.  A prettie  brown  devil  i’faith  •,  m2iy  I not  kifs  her  ? . 
DeL  Yes,  and  embrace  her  too ; (he  is  your  fervant. 

Fear  not  ^ her  lips  are  cool  enough. 

Get.  She  is  marvellous  well  mounted  •,  what’s  her  name  ? 
Del.  Lucifer  a. 

Get.  Come  hither,  Lucifer and  kifs  me.  . 

Del.  Let  her  fit  on  your  knee.  \ 

Get.  The  Chair  turns : hey-boys : 

Pleafant  i’faith,  and  a fine  facetious  Devil.  [^Dance. 

Del.  She  would  whifper  in  your  ear,  and  tell  ye  wonders. 
Get.  Come;  what’s  her  name  i 

Del.  Luctfera.  ( burnt  tO  alhes. 

(jet.  Come,  Lucie,  come,  fpeak  thy  mind.  I am  certain 

f Exeunt. 

I have  a kind  of  GlalTe-houfe  in  my  cod-piece. 

Are  thefe  the  flames  of  State  > I am  rolled  over, 

Over,  and  over- rolled.  Is  this  Office 
The  pleafure  of  authoritie  ! Tie  no  more  on’t. 

Till  1 can  punifli  Devils  too ; I’le  quit  it. 

Some  other  Trade  now,  and  fome  courle  Icfs  dangerous. 

Or  certainly  Tie  tyle  again  for  two  pence.  {Exit. 

SCENE  ill. 

Enter  Charinus,  Aurelia,  Cafiana,  Ambajfadours, Attendants. 

Aur.  Never  difpute  with  me ; you  cannot  have  her : 

Nor  name  thegreatnefs  of  your  King-,  I feorn  him  .- 
Your  knees  to  me  are  nothing  \ fhould  he  bow  too, 

It  were  his  dutie,  and  my  power  to  flight  him. 

She  is  her  woman never  fue  to  me ; 

And  in  her  power  to  render  her,  or  keep  her  j 
And  fhe,  my  Siller,  not  to  be  compell’d. 

Nor  have  her  owm  (hatch’d  from  her. 

Amb.  We  defire  not. 

But  for  what  ranfom  Ihe  (hall  pleafe  to  think  of*, 

Jewels,  or  Towns,  or  Provinces.  Aur.  No  ranfom, 
No,  not  your  Kings  own  head,  his  crown  upon  it, 

And  all  the  low  fubjedlions  of  his  people. 

Amb.  Fair  Princes  (hould  have  tender  thoughts. 

Aur.  Is  (he  too  good 

To  wait  upon  the  mighty  Emperours  Siller  ? 

What  Princefs  of  that  fweetnefs,  or  that  excellence, 
Sprung  from  the  proudell,  and  the  mightiell  Monarchs, 
But  may  be  highly  blell  to  be  my  fervant  ? 

Caf.  ’Tis  moll  true,  mighty  Lady. 

Aur.  Has  my  lair  ufage 
Made  you  fo  much  defpife  me  and  your  fortune, 

That  ye  grow  weary  of  my  entertainments  ? 
Henceforward,  as  ye  arc,  I will  command  ye. 

And  as  you  were  ordain’d  my  prifoner. 

My  flave,  and  one  1 may  difpofe  of  any  way, 

N o more  my  fair  Companion : tell  your  King  lb : 


And  if  he  had  more  Sillers,  1 would  have  ’em. 

And  ufe ’em  as  1 pleafe.  You  have  your  anfwcr.  (it.  fi:A- 
Amb.  We  mult  take  fome  other  way  : force  mull  conijK  i 

Enter  Maximinian. 

Max.  Now  ifthou  becll  a Prophetefs,  andcanlldo 
Things  of  that  wonder  that  thy  tongue  delivers, 

Canlt  raife  me  too  : 1 lhall  be  bound  to  fpeak  thee : 

1 half  believe,  confirm  the  other  to  me, 

And  Monuments  to  all  fuccceding  Ages, 

Of  thee,  and  of  thy  piety. Now  Ihe  eyes  me. 

Now  work  great  power  of  art Ihe  moves  unto  me  : 

How  fweet,  how  fair,  and  lovely  her  alpedls  arc ! 

Her  eyes  like  bright  Eoan  flames  Ihoot  thorow  me. 

Aur.  O my  fair  friend,  where  have  you  been  ? 

Max.  What  am  I ? 

What  does  Ihe  take  me  for  ? work  Hill,  work  llrongly. 

Aur.  Where  have  you  fled,  my  loves  and  my  embraces  ? 
Max.  I am  beyond  my  wits. 

Aur.  Can  one  poor  Thunder, 

Whofe  caules  are  as  common  as  bis  noifes. 

Make  ye  defer  your  lawful  and  free  pleafures  ? 

Strike  terrour  to  a Souldiers  heart,  a Monarchs  ? 

Thorow  all  the  fires  of  angry  heaven,  thorow  tempells 
That  ling  of  nothing  but  deftrudion. 

Even  underneath  the  bolt  of  Jove,  then  ready^ 

And  aiming  dreadfully,  I would  feek  you, 

And  flie  into  your  arms. 

Max.  1 lhall  be  mighty. 

And  (which  I never  knew  yet)  I am  goodly  y 
For  certain,  a mollhandfom  man. 

Cha.  Fie  , Siller, 

What  a forgetful  weaknefs  is  this  in  ye  ? 

What  a light  prefence  ? thefe  are  words  and  oflers 
Due  only  to  your  h>usband  Diode farr. 

This  free  behaviour  only  his. 

<tAur.  ’Tis  Itrange 

That  only  empty  names  compel  affedions .-  ^ 

This  man,  ye  lee,  give  him  what  name  or  title. 

Let  it  be  ne’re  fo  poor,  ne’re  fo  defpis’d,  Brother, 

This  lovely  man. 

Max.  Though  I be  bang’d,  Tie  forward : 

For,  certain,  I am  excellent,  and  knew  not. 

Aur.  This  rare  and  fweet  young  man,  fee  how  he  looks. 
Max,  I’le  juflle  hard,  dear  Uncle.  fSir. 

Aur.  This  thing,  I lay. 

Let  him  be  what  he  will,  or  bear  what  fortune. 

This  moll  unequall’d  man,  this  Ipring  of  beauty 
Deferves  the  bed  of  Juno. 

Cha  You  are  not  mad. 

Max.  I hope  Ihe  be ; I am  fure  I am  little  better. 
tyfur.  O fair,  fweet  man! 

Cha.  For  fhame  refrain  this  impudence.  (bleffing ; 
Max.  Would  I had  her  alone,  that  I might  feal  this 
Sure,  fure  (he  (hould  not  beg .-  if  this  continue. 

As  1 hope.  Heaven,  it  win ; Uncle,  I’lenickye, 
rie  nick  ye,  by  this  life.  Some  would  fear  killing 
In  the  purfuit  now  of  fo  rare  a venture ; 

Enter  Diodes. 

I am  covetous  to  die  for  fuch  a beauty. 

Mine  Uncle  comes : now,  if  (he  Hand,  lamhappie. 

Cha.  Be  right  again,  for  honours  lake. 

Dio.  Fair  Millris 

Aur.  What  man  is  this  ? Away.  What  lawey  fellow  ? 
Dare  any  luch  bafe  groom  prefs  to  fa  lute  me  ? 

Dio.  Have  ye  forgot  me,  Fair,  or  do  you  jell  with  me  ? 
rie  tell  ye  what  I am .-  come,  ’pray  ye  look  lOvely. 
Nothing  but  frowns  and  fcorns  ? 

Aur.  Who  is  this  fellow.? 

Dio.  rie  tell  ye  who  I am .-  I am  your  husband. 

(iAur.  Husband  to  me  .? 

Dio.  To  you.  I am  Dioclefian. 

Max.  More  of  this  fport,  and  I am  made,  old  Mother : 
D d d ^ 2 Effed 
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• rt'cd  but  this  thou  hall  begun. 

D>o.  I am  he.  Lady, 

.levcng’d  your  Brothers  death  •,  llew  cruel  AfcV ; 

1 am  he  the  Souldicr  courts,  the  Empire  honours, 

Your  Brother  loves  \ am  he  (my  lovely  MillriJs) 
v\’ill  make  you  Empreis  of  the  VV'orld. 

Mix.  Still  excellent  ; 

Now  1 fee  too,  mine  Uncle  may  be  cozen’d 
•\n  Emperour  may  fuller  like  anotlicr. 

A’ell  laid,  old  Mother,  hold  up  this  miracle. 
yiar.  Thou  lyeft,  thou  art  not  he  : thou  a brave  fellow  ? 
Oyjr.  Is  there  no  (liame,  no  modefty  in  women  ? 

Aur.  Thou  one  of  high  and  full  mark? 

Dto.  Gods!  whatailsihe? 

Aur.  Generous  and  noble  Fie,  thou  Heft  moflbafely. 
Thy  face,  and  all  afpeefts  upon  thee,  tell  me 
Thou  art  a poor  DAmatian  Slave,  a low  thing, 

Not  worth  the  name  of  Roman  •,  ftand  off  farther. 

Dio.  What  may  this  mean  > 

Aur.  Come  hither,  m'j  Sudymiorr^ 

\ Come,  ihew  thy  felf,  and  all  eyes  be  blefled  in  thee, 
f Dh.  Ha  ? what  is  this  ? 
i Aitr.  Thou  fair  ftar  that  1 live  by, 

■ Look  lovely  on  me,  break  intofu  11  brightnels; 

• Look,  here’s  a face  now,  of  another  making, 
i Another  mold ; here’s  a divine  proportion, 

Eyes  fit  for  THjosbns  felf  to  gild  the  World  with^ 

And  there’s  a brow  arch’d  like  the  State  of  Heaven; 

Look  how  it  bends,  and  with  what  ladiance, 

As  if  the  Synod  of  the  gods  fate  under ; 

Look  there,  and  wonder  •,  now  behold  that  fellow, 

That  admirable  thing,  cut  with  an  Axe  out.  (pence, 
M.ix.  Old  Woman,  though  I cannot  give  thee  recom- 
Yet  certainly,  I’ll  make  thy  name  as  glorious. 

Dio.  Is  this  in  truth  ? 

Char.  She  is  mad,  and  you  muft  pardon  her. 

Dio.  She  hangs  upon  him;  fee. 

Oiar.  Her  fit  is  ftrong  now, 

Be  not  you  paffionate, 

Dto.  She  kiffes. 

Char.  Let  her; 

’Tis  but  the  fondnefs  of  her  fit. 

Dio.  I am  fool’d, 
j And  if  I fuffer  this'. ' 
i Char.  ’Pray  ye,  friend,  be  pacified, 

' This  will  be  off  anon;  Ihcgoesrn.  \JExit  Aurelia. 

Dto.  Sirrah. 

Max.  U'hatfay  you,  Sir.? 

Dio.  How  dare  thy  lips,  thy  bafe  lips? 

Max.  lam  yourKinfman,  Sir,  and  no  fuch  bafe  one ; 

I 1 fought  no  k fTes,  nor  I had  no  rca Ton 
: To  Kick  the  Prmeds  from  me ; ’twasno  manners; 

1 never  yet  conipell’d  her;  of  her  courtefie, 

What  Ihc  beftows.  Sir,  1 am  thankful  for. 

Dto.  Begone,  Villain. 

Max.  I will,  and  1 will  go  off  with  that  glory, 

And  magnifie  my  fate.  {Exit. 

Dio.  Good  Brother,  leave  me, 

I am  to  my  felf  a trouble  now. 
i Char.  I am  forry  for’t; 
i You’ll  find  it  but  a woman  fit  to  try  ye. 

' Dto.  It  may  be  fo,  I hope  fo. 

: Ojar.  1 am  afiiam’d,  and  what  I think  I blufh  at.  {Exit. 

Dto.  W’hat  mifery  hath  my  fortune  bred  me  ? 

And  how  far  muft  1 fuffer  ? Poor  and  low  States, 

Though  they  know  w-ants  and  hungers,  know  notthefe. 
Know  not  thefc  killing  Fates ; little  contents  them. 

And  with  that  little  they  live.  Kings  commanding. 

And  ordering  both  their  ends  and  loves.  O Honour ! 

Hov/  greedily  men  feck  thee,  and  once  purchafed, 

How  many  Enemies  to  mans  peace  bringft  thou  1 
How  many  griefs  and  forrows,  that  like  fheers. 

Like  fatal  Sheers,  are  fheering  off  our  lives  ftill ! 

^ How  many  fad  Eclipfes  do  we  fhinc  thorow  ! 


Enter  Delphia,  DrufiDa,  vaiRd. 

When  I prefum’d  I was  bleffed  in  this  fair  woman, 

Del.  Behold  him  now,  and  tell  irie  how  thou  lik’ft  him. 
Dio.  When  all  my  hopes  were  up.  and  Fortune  dealt  me 
Even  for  the  greateft,  and  the  happieft  Monarch, 

Then  to  be  cozen’d,  to  be  cheated  bafely  ? 

By  mine  own  Kinfman  crofs’d  ? O villain  Rinfman ! 

Curie  of  my  blood ; becaule  a little  younger, 

A little  fmoother  fac’d ; Ofalfe,  fa  Ife  woman, 

Falfe  and  forgetful  of  thy  faith ; I’ll  kill  him. 

But  can  I kill  her  hate  too  ? No,  he  woos  not. 

Nor  worthy  is  of  death,  bccaufe  Ihe  follows  him, 

Becaufe  Ihe  courts  him ; Shall  \ ki|l  an  innocent? 

0 Diodes ! Would  thou  hadft  never  known  this. 

Nor  furfeited  upon  this  fweet  Ambition, 

That  now  lies  bitter  at  thy  heart ; ,0  Fortune, 

That  thou  haft  none  to  fool,  and  blow  like  bubbles. 

But  Kings,  and  their  Contents ! 

Del.  What  think  you  now.  Girl  ? l 

Dm.  Upon  my  life,  I pity  his  misfortune : 

See  how  he  weeps  I cannot  hold. 

.DeL  Away,  fool ; 

He  muft  weep  bloody  tears  before  thou  haft  him. 

How  fare  ye  now,  brnye  Diodejian  ? 

What  I lazy  in  your  loves  ? has  too  much  pleafure 
Dull’d  your moft mighty  faculties? 

Dio.  Art  thou  there ! 

More  to  torment  me  ? doft  thou  come  to  mock  me? 

f)el.  I do,  and  I do  laugh  at  all  thy  fufferings : 

I,  that  have  wrought  ’em,  come  to  fcorn  thy  wailings ; 

1 told  thee  once,  this  is  thy  fate,  this  woman, 

And  as  thou  ufeft  her,  fothoulhaltprofper. 

It  is  not  in  thy  power  to  turn  this  deftiny. 

Nor  ftop  the  torrent  of  thofe  miferies 

(If  thou  negledft  her  ftill)  (hall  fall  upon  thee. 

Sithtliat  thou  artdilhoneft,  falfeof  faith, 

Proud,  and  doft  think  no  Power  can  crofs  thy  pleaiures ; 
Thou  wilt  find  a Fate  above  thee. 

Dru.  Good  Aunt,  fpeak  mildly ; 

See  how  he  looks  and  fullers. 

Dio.  I find  and  feel,  woman, 

That  I am  miferable. 

D)el.  Thou  art  moft  miferable. 

Dio.  That  as  I am  the  moft,  I am  moft  miferable. 

But  didft  thou  work  this  ? 

Del.  Yes,  and  willpurfueit. 

Dio.  Stay  there,  and  have  fome  pity,  fair  Drujilla 
Let  me  perfwade  thy  mercy,  thou  haft  lov’d  me. 

Although  I know  my  fuit  will  found  unjuftly 
To  make  thy  love  the  means  to  lofe  it  felf. 

Have  pity  on  me. 

Dm.  I will  do. 

Del.  Peace,  Niece, 

Although  this  foftnefs  may  become  your  love. 

Your  care  muft  ftorn  it.  Let  him  ftill  contemn  thee. 

And  ftill  I’ll  work;  the  fame  afleftion 
He  ever  fhews  to  thee,  be  it  fweet  or  bitter. 

The  fame  Aurelia  lhall  Ihew  him ; no  further  ; 

Nor  fhall  the  wealth  of  all  his  Empire  free  this. 

Dio.  I muft  fpeak  fair.  Lovely  young  Maid,forgive  me. 
Look  gently  on  my  forrows ; you  that  grieve  too, 

I fee  it  in  your  eyes,  and  thus  I meet  it. 

Dru.  O Aunt,  I am  blefs’d. 

Dio.  Be  not  both  young  and  cruel, 

Again  I beg  it  thus. 

Dru.  Thus,  Sir,  I grant  it. 

Enter  Aurelia. 

He’s  mine  own  now.  Aunt. 

Del.  Not  yet.  Girl,  thou  art  cozen’d.  (ence? 

Aur.  O my  dear  Lord,  how  have  1 wrong’d  your  pati- 
How  wandred  from  the  truth  of  my  affedlions  ? 

How  (like  a wanton  fool)  fhun’d  that  1 lov’d  moft? 

But  you  are  full  of  goodnefs,  to  forgive,  Sir, 

As 
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As  I of  grief  to  beg,  and  fliame  to  take  it  *, 

Sure  I was  not  my  fclf,  fome  ftrange  illufion, 

Or  what  you  pleafe  to  pardon. 

Dio.  All,  myDearefti 

All,  my  Delight  % and  with  more  plealbre  take  thee, 
Thanif  there  had  been  no  fuch  dream  : for  certain, 

It  was  no  more. 

ylur.  Now  you  liave  feal’d  forgivenefs, 

I take  my  leave,, and  the  gods  keep  your  goodnefs. 

Del.  You  fee  how  kindnefs  profpers  ^ bebutfokiud 
To  marry  her,  and  lee  then  what  new  fortunes, 

New  joys  and  plegfurcs*,  far  beyond  this  Lady, 

Beyond  her  Greatnefs  too*  j 

Dio.  rildyeadogfirft. 

Now  I am  reconcil’d,  I will  enjoy  her 
Infpightof  all  thy  fpirits,  and  thy  witchcrafts* 

Del.  Thou  lhalt  not,  fool. 

Dio.  I will,  old  doting  De^l ; 

And  wert  thou  any  thing  but  air  and  fpirit, 

My  Sword  Ihould  tell  thee. 

Del.  I contemn  thy  threatnings,  '■ 

And  thcMi  lhalt  know  I holdapovfrer  above*theev 
We  muft  remove  ^yTnrelia ; fCome,  farewel,  fool. 

When  thou  lhalt  fee  me  next,  thou  lhalt  bow  to  me. 

Dio.  Look  thoU'  appear  no  more  to  crofs  my  pleafures. 

,,  ^Exeunt. 


j{Hus  Quartus.  Seem  Trima. 

Enter  CHORVS,  ' , 

So  full  of  matter  is  our  Hisiorte.^ 

Tet  mixt  / hope  with  fweet  varieticy 
The  accidents  not  vulgar  taoy  but  rare. 

And  fit  to  be  prejented,  that  there  wants 
%oom  in  this  narrow  Stage,  and  time  to  exprefs 
In  Aebion  to  the  life,  our  Dioclelian 
In  his  fullluftre : Tet  (as  the  Statuary, 

That  by  the  large  fiz.eof  Alcidcs's  foot, 

Cuefs'd  at  his  whole  proportion)  fo  we  hope 
Tour  apprehenfive  judgments  will  conceive 
Out  of  the  fltadow  we  can  only  fhew. 

How  fair  the  Tody  was and  will  be  pleas'^d. 

Out  of  your  wonted  goodnefs,  to  behold 
As  :n  a Client  Mirrour,  what  we  cannot 
W.th  fit  conveniency  of  time,  allow'd 
For  furh  Preferments,  cloath  in  vocal  founds. 

Tet  with  fuch  tylrt  the  Subjefl  is  conveigh'd. 

That  every  Scene  and  pajfage  Jhall  be  clear 
Even  to  the  orofftfi  Vnderftander  here. 

[LoudMufick. 

T)umb  Shew. 

Enter ^ at  one  Door,-  Velphia,  Jmha[fadourSy 
They  whifper  together;  they  take  an  Oath 
upon  her  hand ; She  circles  them  (kneeling) 
with  her  Magick-rod;  they  rile  and  draw 
their  Swords.  Enter.,  at  the  other  door,  Di- 
oclefian,  Charinus,  sMaximmian,  Hi^er,  Aurelt= 
a,  Caffam,  Guard ; Qharmus  and  perfwa- 
ding  Aurelia ; She  offers  to  embrace  Maximini- 
an ; Diodes  draws  his  Sword,  keeps  off  Maxi- 
minian,  turns  to  Aurelia,  kneels  to  her,  lays  his 
Sword  at  her  feet,  (be  fcornfully  turns  away  : 


Delphia  gives  a fign ; the  Ambairadours  and 
Souldiers  rufh  upon  them,  leize  on  Aurelia, Caf> 
faria,  Charinus,  and  Maximinian  Diode ftan,  and 
others  offer  to  refeue  them ; Delphia  railes  a 
mill ; Exew/tf  Amballadours  and  Priloners,and 
the  reft  difeontented. 

The  skilful  Del  phi  a finding  by  fare  proof 
The  prefence  of  AorellAdim^dihe  Beauty 
Of  her  Drufilla  and  tn  fpight  of  f harms. 

The  Emperour  her  Brother,  Great  Charinus, 

Still  urg'd  her  to  the  love  of  Dioclellan, 

Deals  with  the  Per Legats,  that  were  bound 
For  the  Ranfomof  Callana,  to  remove 
Aurelia,  Maximinian,  and  Charinus 
Out  of  the  fight  of  Rome ; but  takes  their  Oaths 
(In  lieu  of  her  affifiance')  that  they  fhatl  not 
On  any  terms,  when  they  were  in  their  power, 

Trefume  to  touch  their  lives  •,  This  yielded  to, 

Theylyein  ambufh  for 'em.  Dioclefian 
Still  mad  for  fair  AiwqVva,  that  doted 
Asmuchon  Maximinian,  twice  had  kill'd  him. 

But  that  her  froWn  refirain'dhim  : He  purfues  her 
With  all  humility  •,  but  fhe  continues 
Proud  and  difdainful.  The  fign  given  by  Delphia, 
ThePctfiansbreak^thorow,  and  feiz.e  upon 
andhis Sifier,  with  Maximinian, 

And  free  Callana.  For  their  fpeedy  refeue. 

Enraged  Dioclelian  draws  his  Sword, 

And  bids  his  Cj nard  affifi  him  ■,  Tisen  too  weak^ 

Had  been  al.  oppoftion  and  refifiance 

The  Perlians  could  have  made  againfl  their  fury. 

If  DQ]^h\dbyhcr  Cuitninghadnot  rai 'd 
A fo^gy  Mifi,  which,  as  a Clond,  conceal'd  them, 
Deceiving  their  Purfuers.  T(  ow  be  pleas'd. 

That  your  imaginations  may  help  you 
To  think^themfafe  in  Perlia,  and  Dioclelian 
For  this  dif after  circled  round  with  forrow, 

Tet  mindful  of  the  wrong.  Their  future  fortunes 
We  will  prefent  in  AElion ; and  are  bold. 

In  that  which  follows,  that  the  mofi  (hall  fay, 

'Twas  well  begun,  but  the  End  crown'd  the  Play. 

lExit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Diodes,  Niger,  Senators,  Guard. 

Dio.  Talk  not  of  comfort*,  I have  broke  ray  faith, 

And  the  gods  fight  againlt  me  -,  and  proud  man, 

However  magnified,  is  but  as  dull 

Before  the  raging  whirl-windof  their  juftice. 

What  is  it  to  be  great?  ador’d  on  Earth  ? 

When  the  immortal  Powers  that  are  above  us 
Turn  all  our  BlelTings  into  horrid  Curfes, 

And  laugh  at  our  reliftance,  or  prevention 
Of  what  they  purpofe  ? O the  Furies  that 
I feel  within  me ! whipc  on,  by  their  angers, 

For  my  tormentors.  Could  it  elfe  have  been 
In  Nature,  that  a few  fugitive  Perfians, 

Unfriended,  and  unarmed  too,  could  have  rob’d  me 
(In  Tome,  the  World’s  cAdetropoUs,  and  her  glory  5 
where ! command,  inviron’d round 
With  luch  invincible  Troops  that  know  no  fear. 

But  want  of  noble  Enemies)  of  thofe  jewels 
1. priz’d  above  my  life,  and  I want  power 
To  free  them,  if  thofe  gods  I have  provok’d 
Had  nor  given  fpirit  to  the  undertakers, 

And  in  their  deed  proteded  ’em  ? > 

Nig.  Gxcat  Cafar, 

Your  fafety  does  confirm  you  are  their  care. 

And  that  howe’r  their  praftices  reach  others. 

You. 


I 
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I 

Vou  llaiKl  above  their  malice. 

I Seft 

Ofiers  (as  means  to  further  your  revenge) 

The  lives  of  her  boil  Citileiis, 

And  all  they  Hand  pollefsM  of. 

1 CM.mi.  Do  bur  lead  us  on 
\\  ith  tout  invincible  and  undaunted  Courage 
Whicinvaited  bravely  on  you,  when  you  appear’d 
The  minion  of  Coiiquell  •,  married  rather 
To  glorious  V'ieTory,  and  we  will  drag 
(Though  all  t le  Enemies  of  life  confpire 
Againit  our  undertakings)  the  proud  Pcrfian^ 

Out  of  hisftrongcil  hold. 

z (jHurd.  Be  but  your  felf, 

.And  do  not  la’k  but  do. 

1 3 GiiM  iL  You  have  hands  and  fwords, 

Limbs  to  make  up  a well  proportion’d  Army, 

I That  only  want  in  you  an  Head  to  lead  us. 

Dio  The  gods  reward  your  goodnefs;and  believe, 

Howe’r  (for  Ibme  great  I'm)  lammark’tout 
The  object  of  their  hate,  though  Jove  Hood  ready 
To  dart  his  three  fold  thunder  on  this  head. 

It  could  not  fright  me  from  a fierce  purfuit 
Of  my  revenge-,  1 will  redeem  my  friends, 

And  with  mv  friends  mine  honour  -,  at  leaH  fall 
Like  to  my  felf,  a Souldicr. 

Now  we  hear 
. Great  DtocUfiari  fpeak. 

Dio.  Draw  up  our  Legions, 

And  let  it  be  your  care  (my  much  lov’d  Niger ) 

To  haHen  the  remove-.  And,  fellow  Souldiers, 
j Your  love  to  me  will  teach  you  to  endure 
Both  long  and  tedious  Marches. 

1 Guard.  Dye  he  accurs’d 
That  thinks  of  reH  or  fleep,  before  he  lets 
His  foot  on  Perjian-E^nh. 

Nig.  We  know  our  glory 
The  dignity  of  Rome.,  and  what’s  above 
Ail  can  be  urg’d,  the  quiet  of  your  mind 
Depends  upon  our  ha  He. 

Dio.  Remove  to  night 
Five  dayslliall  bring  me  to  you. 

j4U.  Happinefs 

To  Cajar.  and  glorious  viClory.  [_Exeu}7t. 

I Dio.  The  ciieei  fulnefsoj  my  Souldiers  gives  alTurance 
' Of  good  fuccefs  abroad  y it  hrll  I make 
I My  peace  at  home  here.  There  is  fomething  chides  me, 

I And  lharply  tells  me,  that  my  breach  of  faith 
I To  Delphia  and  Dnifd'a,  is  the  ground 
I Of  my  misfortunes-,  And  1 muH  remember, 

I While  I was  lov’d,  and  in  great  Df/pWs  Grace, 

I She  was  as  my  good  Angel,  and  bound  Fortune 
I To  profper  my  defigns  -,  1 muH  appeafe  her  y 
Let  others  pay  their  Knees,  their  Vovvs,  their  Prayers 
To  weak  imagin’d  Powers-,  She  is  my  All, 

And  thus  I do  invoke  her.  Knowing  Delphia, 

Thou  more  than  Woman,  and  though  thou  vouchlafeH 
I To  grace  the  Earth  with  thy  celeHial  Steps, 

' And  tafie  this  groffer  air,  thy  hravenly  Spirit 
I Hath  tree  accefs  to  all  the  fecret  Counfcls 
Which  a full  Senate  of  the  gods  determine 
When  they  confidcr  man ; The  bra fs  leav’d  Book 
Of  Fate  lies  open  to  thee,  where  thou  rcad’H, 

. And  lafliiontH  thedeftinies  of  men 
I At  thy  vvifh’d  pleafurcs  -,  lx)ok  upon  thy  creature, 

I And  as  thou  twice  haft  plcafcd  to  appear 

1'  To  reprehend  my  falftiood,  now  vouchfafe 

: To  fee  my  low  fubmiftion.  QDclphia  and  Drufilla  appear. 

I Del.  What’s  thy  Will  ? 

I Fa  lie,  and  unthankful,  (and  inthatdeferving 
I All  humane  forrows)  darft  thou  hope  from  me 
Relief  or  Comfort? 

Dio.  Penitence  docs  appeafe 
Th’inccnfcd  Powers,  and  Sacrifice  takes  off 


Their  heavy  angers  3 thus  I tender  both  3 
The  Mafter  of  great  and  in  that.  Lord 
Of  all  the  Sun  gives  heat  and  being  to, 

Thus  fues  for  mercy  y Be  but  as  thou  werf. 

The  Pilot  to  the  Bark  of  my  good  fortunes,  ■ 

And  once  more  fteer  my  adlions  to  the  Pore 
Of  glorious  Honour,  and  if  I fall  off 
Hereafter  from  my  faith  to  this  fweet  Virgin, 
joyn  with  thofe  Powers  that  punifti  perjury. 

To  make  me  an  example  to  deter 
Others  from  being  falfe^ 

Dm.  Upon  my  foul, 

You  may  believe  him  *,  nor  did  he  e’r  purpole 
Tome  but  nobly  ; he  madetryalhow 
I could  endure  unkindnefs  3 I fee  Truth 
Triumphant  in  his  forrow.  DeareHAunt, 

Both  credit  him,  and  help  him  ; and  on  aflurance 
That  what  I plead  for,  you  cannot  deny, 

I raife  him  thus,  and  with  this  willing  kils 
Ifeal  his  pardon. 

Dio.  O that  I e’r  lookt 
Beyond  thisabHradlof  all  womans goodneft. 

Del.  1 am  thine  again  3 thus  I confirm  our  league  j 
I know  thy  wifhes,  and  how  much  thou  fuffer’H 
In  honour  for  thy  friends thou  ftialt  repair  all  jj 
For  to  thy  Fleet  I’ll  give  a fore-right  wind 
To  pafs  the  Perfian  Gulf-,  remove  all  lets 
That  may  moleft  thy  Souldiers  in  their  March 
That  pafs  by  land,  and  deftiny  is  falle. 

If  thoo  prove  not  vidlorious  *,  Yet  remember, 

When  thou  art  rais’d  up  to  the  higheH  point 
Of  humane  happinefs,  fuch  as  move  beyond  it 
Muft  of  neceflity  defeend.  Think  on’t, 

And  ufe  thofe  BlefTings  that  the  gods  pour  on  you 
With  moderation. 

Dio.  As  their  Oracle 
I hear  you,  and  obey  you,  and  will  follow 
Y our  grave  diredlions. 

Del.  You  will  not  repent  it.  {Xxem. 

SCENE  III. 

Eater  Niger,  Geta,  Guard,  Souldiers,  Enjigns. 

Nig.  How  do  you  like  your  entrance  to  the  War  ? 
When  the  whole  Body  of  the  Army  moves. 

Shews  it  not  glorioufly  ? 

Get.  ’Tis  a fine  tJMay  game  -, 

But  eating  and  drinking  1 think  are  forbad  in’t, 

( I mean,  with  leifure)  we  walk  on,  and  feed 
Like  hungry  Boys  that  haHe  to  School  -,  or  as 
We  carried  Filh  to  the  City,  dare  Hay  no  where. 

For  fear  our  ware  Ihould  ftink. 

I Guard.  That’s  the  neceflity 
Of  our  fpeedy  March. 

Get.  Sir,  1 do  love  my  eafe. 

And  though  1 hate  all  Seats  of  Judicature, 

I mean  in  the  City,  for  conveniency, 

I Hill  will  be  a JuHicc  in  the  War, 

And  ride  upon  my  foot-cloth.  1 hope  a Captain 
(And  a gown’d-Captain  too)  may  be  dilpenc’d  with. 

I tell  you,  and  do  not  mock  me,  when  I was  poor, 

I could  endure  like  others,  cold  and  hunger  *, 

But  fince  I grew  rich,  let  but  my  finger  ake, 

Or  feel  but  the  IcaH  pain  in  my  great  Toe, 

Unlefs  I have  a Dodor,  mine  own  Dodor, 

That  may  aflure  me,  I am  gone. 

Nig.  Come,  fear  not  3 
You  lhall  want  nothing. 

I Guard.  We  will  make  you  fight. 

As  you  were  mad. 

Get.  Not  too  much  of  fighting,  friend  3 
It  is  thy  trade,  that  art  a common  Souldier  3 
We  Officers,  by  our  place,  may  fhare  thelpoil, 

And  never  fweat  for’e. 

2 Cjuard. 
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2 Guard.  You  fliall  kill  for  pra(H:ice 
But  your  dozen  or  two  a day. 

Get.  Thou  talkll  as  if 

Thou  were  loulingthy  felf-,  but  yet  I will  make  danger. 

If  I prove  one  of  the  Worthies,  fo  ^ However, 
i’ll  have  the  fear  of  the  gods  l)cforc  my  eyes. 

And  do  no  hurt  1 warrant  you. 

Come,  march  on, 

And  humour  him  for  our  mirth. 

I Guard.  ’Tis  a fine  peak-Goofc. 

Nig.  But  one  that  fools  to  the  Emperour,  and  in  that, 

A wife  man,  and  a Souldier. 

I Guard.  True  morality.  X^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

£//rrr  Cofroe,  CalTana,  Perftans\  WCharinus,  Maximi- 
nian,  Aurelia,  boundy  with  Souldiers. 

Cof.  Now  by  the  gods,  mofl:  truly  welcome, 
Encompafs’dthus  with  tributary  Kings, 

I entertain  you.  Lend  your  helping  hands 
To  feat  her  by  me  \ and  thus  rais’d,  bow  all 
To  do  her  honour  ^ O my  belt  ['affana.y 
Sifter,  and  Partner  of  myLife  and  Empire, 

We’ll  teach  thee  to  forget  with  prefent  pleafures 
Thy  late  Captivity ; and  this  proud  Romany 
That  us’d  thee  as  a Slave,  and  did  difdain 
A Princely  Ranfome,  fliall,  if  (be  repine. 

Be  forc’d  by  various  Tortures,  to  adore 
What  (he  of  late  contemn’d. 

Caf.  All  greatnefs  ever 
Attend  Cofroe , though  Per  ft  a be  ftyl’d 
The  Nurfe  of  Pomp  and  Pride,  we’ll  leave  to  Rome 
Her  native  Cruelty.  For  know,  itAureliOy 
A Roman  Princefs,  and  a C^furs  Sifter 
Though  late,  like  thee  captiv’d,  I can  forget 
Thy  barbarous  ufage  •,  and  though  thou  to  me 
(When  I was  in  thy  power)  didft  (hew  thy  felf, 
AmoftinfuItingTyrannefs,  I to  thee 
May  prove  a gentle  Miftrifs. 

Jur.  O my  Stars, 

A Miftrifs  ? can  I live  and  owe  that  name 
To  flelh  and  blood  ? I was  born  to  command. 

Train’d  up  in  Soveraignty  •,  and  1,  in  death 
Can  quit  the  name  of  Slave  •,  ftie  that  (corns  life. 

May  mock  Captivity. 

Char.  Rome  willbe^owe 

When  we  are  nothing , and  her  power’s  the  fame 
Which  you  once  quak’d  at. 

Ma.y:.  Dioclejian  VivcSy 

Hear  it  and  tremble  ^ Lives  (thou King  of  Perjia') 

The  Mafter  of  his  Fortune,  and  his  Honour  y 
And  though  by  devilifti  arts  we  were  furpriz’d. 

And  made  the  prey  of  Magick  and  of  Theft, 

And  not  won  nobly,  we  (hall  be  redeem’d, 

And  by  a Roman  War  •,  and  every  wrong 
Wefuffer  here,  with  intereft,  be  return’d 
On  the  infulting  doer. 

1 Per.  Sure  thefe 
Are  more  than  men. 

2 Per.  Their  great  hearts  will  not  yield. 

They  cannot  bend  to  any  adverfe  Fate, 

Such  is  their  Confidence. 

Of.  They  then  (hall  break. 

Why,  you  rebellious  W’retches,  dare  you  ftill 
Contend  when  the  laft  breath,  or  nod  of  mine 
Marks  you  out  for  the  fire  ? or  to  be  made 
The  prey  of  Wolves  or  Vulturs  ? the  vam  name 
Of  Roman  Legions,  I flight  thus,  and  (corn  •, 

And  for  that  boafted  bug  bear.  Diode fiany 
(Which  you  prefume  on)  would  he  were  the  mafter 
But  of  thefpirit,  to  meet  me  in  the  field, 

He  foon  (hould  find  that  our  immortal  Squadrons, 

That  with  full  numbers  ever  are  fupply’d. 


(Conld  it  be  poflibic  they  Ihould  decay) 

Dare  front  his  boldcil:  Troops,  and  (latter  him, 

As  an  high  towring  Fa;con  on  her  llrctchcs. 

Severs  the  fearful  fowl.  And  by  the  Sun, 

The  Moon,  the  Winds,  the  nourilhers  of  life,' 

And  by  this  Sword,  theinftrumentof  death. 

Since  that  you  (iy  not  humbly  to  our  mercy 
Hut  yetdaiehopc  your  liberty  by  force  ^ 

If  Dioclefian  dare  not  attempt 

To  free  you  with  his  Sword,  all  flavery 

That  cruelty  can  find  out  to  make  you  wretched, 

Falls  heavy  on  you. 

cJlfax.  If  theSun  keephiscourfe. 

And  theEarth  can  bear  his  Souldiers  march,  I fear  nbu 

i^ur.  Or  liberty,  or  revenge. 

Char.  On  that  1 build  too.  Trumpet. 

u4nr.  A Roman  Trumpet ! 

^J^ux.  ’Tis;  comes  it  not  like 
A pardon  to  a man  condemn’d  ? 

Cof.  Admit  him. 

Enter  Niger. 

The  purpofe  of  thy  coming  ? 

Ntg.  My  great  Mafter,  , 

The  Lord  of  Romey  (in  that  all  Power  is  fpokeh ) 

Hoping  that  thou  wilt  prove  a noble  Enemy, 

And  (in  thy  bold  refiftance)  worth  his  conqueft, 

Defies  thee, 

iJdTax.  There  is  fire  in  this. 

Nig.  And  to  encourage  thy  laborious  powers 
To  tug  for  Empire,  dares  thee  to  the  field. 

With  this  alTurance,  if  thy  Sword  can  win  him. 

Or  force  his  Legions  with  thy  barbed  horfe. 

But  to  forfake  their  ground,  that  not  alone 
Wing’d  Viftory  (hall  take  ftand  on  thy  Tent, 

But  all  the  Provinces,  and  Kingdoms  held 
By  the  Roman  Garrifons  in  this  Saftern  World, 

Shall  be  deliver’d  up,  and  he  himfelf 
Acknowledge  thee  his  Sovereign.  In  return 
Of  this  large  offer,  he  asks  only  this. 

That  till  the  doubtful  Die  of  War  determine 

Who  has  moft  power,  and  (hould  command  the  other. 

Thou  wouldft  entreat  thy  Prifoners  like  their  Births, 

And  not  their  prefent  Fortune ; and  to  bring  ’em. 

Guarded,  into  thy  Tent,  with  thy  bed  ftrengths, 

Thy  ableft  men  of  War,  and  thou  thy  felf 
Sworn  to  make  good  the  place.  And  if  he  fail 
f Maugre  all  oppofition  can  be  made ) 

In  his  own  perfon  to  compel  his  way, 

And  fetch  them  fafely  off',  the  day  is  thine. 

And  he,  like  thefe,  thy  Prifoner, 

Cof.  Though  I receive  this 
But  as  a Roman  Brave,  I do  embrace  it, 

And  love  the  lender.  Tell  him,  1 will  bring 
My  Prifoners  to  the  field,  and  without  odds, 

Againft  his  (ingle  force,  alone  defend  ’em  *, 

Or  elfe  with  equal  numbers.  Courage,  noble  Princes, 

And  let  Pofterity  record,  that  we 

This  memorable  day  reftor’d  to  Perfiay 

That  Empire  of  the  World,  great  TW//?’s  Son, 

Ravifh’d  from  us,  and  Greece  gave  up  to  Rome, 

This  our  ftrong  comfort,  that  we  cannot  fall 
Inglorioufly,  (ince  we  contend  for  all.  ZExeunt. 

{^Flourifh.  Alarms. 

SCENE  V. 

Enter  Geta,  Gitardy  Souldiers. 

Get.  I’ll  fwear  the  Peace  againft  ’em,  I am  hurt, 

Run  for  a Surgeon,  or  I faint. 

I Guard.  Bear  up,  man, 

’Tis  but  a fcratch. 

Get.  Scoring  a man  o’r  the  Coxcomb 
Is  but  a fcratch  with  you ! o’  your  occupation, 

Your 
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Your  fcurvy  fcuffling  trade  •,  1 was  told  before 
My  face  was  bad  enough  •,  but  now  1 look 
1 Like  bloody  bone,  and  raw  head,  to  fright  Children  ; 

‘ I am  for  noufe  clfe. 

2 Git^rJ.  Thou  Ibalt  fright  men. 

1 Gii.ird.  You  look  fo  terrible  now  i but  fee  your  face 
In  the  Pummel  of  my  Sword. 

! get.  I dye,  1 am  gone. 

Oh  my  fwcet  phyfiognomy. 

Enter  three  Perfians. 

2 gu.tr d.  They  come, 

I Now  fight,  or  dye  indeed. 

get.  1 will’fcapc  this  way  *, 

1 cannot  hold  my  Sword  \ what  would  you  have 
Of  a maim’d  man? 

1 gu.trd.  Nay,  then  1 have  a goad 
To  prick  vou  foi  ward,  0.xe. 

2 Gujrd.  Fight  like  a Man, 

Or  dye  like  a Dog. 

Get.  Shall  I,  likeCr/ir,  fall 
Among  my  friends  ? no  mercy  ? Et  tn  Brute  ? 

You  (ball  not  have  the  honour  of  my  death, 

I’ll  fall  by  the  Enemy  firft. 

I Gu.tr d.  O brave,  brave  driven  of . 

; He  plays  the  Devil  now. 

Enter  Niger. 

Kig.  Make  up  for  honour. 

The  Perftans  Ilirink.  The  palTage  is  laid  open, 

Great  Dioclefian^  like  afccond  ijhfars. 

His  ftrong  arm  govern’d  by  the  fierce  Bellonay 
Performs  more  than  a man  ; his  (hicid  flruck  full 
1 Of  PerfianDiits,  which  noware  his  defence 
Again!!  the  Enemies  Sw'ords,  ftil)  leads  the  way. 

Of  all  the  Forces,  one  ftror.g Squadron,  ^ 

[_AUrnt  s continued. 

In  which  Cofroe  in  his  own  peifon  fights. 

Stands  firm,  and  yet  unrouted  j break  thorow  that. 

The  day,  and  all  is  ours.  \iRetreat . 

yllL  Vidory,  Vidory.  [^Exeunt.  Flourijh. 

SCENE  VI. 

Enter.,  in  Triumph  with  Roman  Enfigns.,  Guard,  Dloclefian, 
Charinns,  Aurelia,  Maximinian,  Niger,  Geta,  Cofroe, 
CalTana,  Terjians,  as  Prifoners Dciphia,  and 
Drufilla,  privately. 

Dio.  I am  rewarded  in  the  Ad  your  freedome 
Tome's  ten  thoufand  Tiiumphs ; You  Sir,  fliare. 

In  all  my  glories.  And  unkind  Aurelia, 

From  being  a Captive,  ftill  command  the  Vidor. 

! Nephew,  remember  by  whole  gift  you  are  free  j 
: You  1 afford  my  pity  •,  bafer  minds 
I Infult  on  the  affiided,  you  (hall  know, 

' Vertucand  Courage  are  admir’d  and  lov’d 
In  Enemies  •,  but  more  of  that  hereafter. 

Thanks  to  your  valour  •,  to  your  Swords  I owe 
This  Wreath  triumphant.  Nor  be  thou  forgot 
My  fir  ft  poor  Bondman,  geta,  I am  glad 
; Thou  art  turn’d  a fighter. 

Get.  ’Twasagainft  my  will ; 

But  now  1 am  content  with’t. 

Char.  But  imagine 

What  honours  can  be  done  to  you  beyond  thefe, 
Tranfcending all  example*,  ’tisin  you 
To  will,  in  us,to  ferve  it. 

Ntg.  We  will  have 

; His  sratuc  of  pure  gold  fet  in  the  Capitol, 

And  he  that  bows  not  to  it  as  a god. 

Makes  forfeit  of  his  head. 

Max.  1 burft  with  envy  *, 

' And  yet  thefe  honours,  which  conferr’d  on  me. 


W^ould  make  me  pace  on  air,  feem  not  to  move  him. 

Dto.  Suppofe  this  done,  or  were  it  poffible 
1 could  rife  higher  ftill,  1 am  a man. 

And  all  thefe  glories,  Empires  heap’d  upon  me. 
Confirm’d  by  conftant  friends,  and  faithful  Guards, 
Cannot  defend  me  from  a (baking  Feaver, 

Or  bribe  the  uncorrupted  Dart  of  Death 
To  fpare  me  one  (hort  minute.  Thus  adorn’d 
In  thefe  triumphant  Robes,  my  body  yields  not 
A greater  (hadow,  than  it  did  when  I 
Liv’d  both  poor  and  obfeure  *,  a Swords  (harp  point 
Enters  my  flefli  as  far dreams  break  my  (leep 
As  when  I was  a private  man  j my  paffions 
Are  ftronger  tyrants  on  me ; nor  is  Greatnefs 
A faving  Antidote  to  keep  me  from 
A Traytors  poyfon.  Shall  I praife  my  fortune. 

Or  raifethe  building  of  my  happinefs 
On  her  uncertain  favour  ? or  prefume 
She  is  mine  own,  and  fure,  that  yet  was  never 
Conftant  to  any  ? Should  ray  realon  fail  me 
(As  flattery  oft  corrupts  it)  here’s  an  example. 

To  fpeak  how  far  her  fmiles  are  to  be  trufted  j 
TherifingSun,  this  morning,  faw  this  man 
The  Perfian  Monarch,  and  thofe  Subjeds  proud 
That  had  the  honour  but  to  kifs  his  feet  •, 

And  yet  e’re  his  diurnal  progrefs  ends,  ' 

He  is  the  fcorn  of  Fortune  : but  you’ll  fay. 

That  (he  forfook  him  for  his  want  of  courage, 

But  never  leaves  the  bold.  Now  by  my  hopes 
Of  peace  and  quiet  here,  I never  met 
A braver  Enemy  ^ and  to  make  it  good, 

Cofroe,  C^jfana,  and  the  reft,  be  free, 

And  ranfomlefs  return. 

CoJ.  Tofeethis  vertue 
Is  more  to  me  than  Empire  •,  and  to  be 
O’rcome  by  you,  a glorious  vidory. 

eJPfax.  What  o’  Devil  means  he  next  ? 

Dio.  I know  that  glory 
Is  like  eAlcideP%  Shirt,  if  it  ftay  on  us 
Till  pride  hath  mixt  it  with  our  blood  \ nor  can  we 
Part  with  it  at  pleafure : when  we  would  uncale. 

It  brings  along  with  it  both  flefti  and  finews. 

And  leaves  us  living  Monfters. 

eJdPax.  Would  it  were  come 
To  my  turn  to  put  it  on  .•  I’d  run  the  hazard. 

Dio.  No,  I will  not  be  pluck’d  out  by  the  ears 
Out  of  this  glorious  Caftle^  uncompell’d 
I willfurrender  rather^  Let  it  iuffice 
I have  toucht  the  height  of  humane  happinels. 

And  here  I fix  nil  ultra.  Hitherto 
I have  liv’d  a fervant  to  ambitious  thoughts. 

And  fading  glories  •,  what  remains  of  life, 

I dedicate  to  Vertue ; and  to  keep 

My  faith  untainted,  farewel  Pride  and  Pomp, 

And  circumftancc  of  glorious  Majeftie, 

Farewel  for  ever.  Nephew,  I have  noted. 

That  you  have  long  with  fore  eyes  look’d  upon 
My flourilhing Fortune;  youlhall havepolfelTion 
Of  my  felicity^  I deliver  up 
My  Empire,  and  this  gem  1 priz’d  above  it, 

And  all  things  elfe  that  made  me  worth  your  envy. 
Freely  unto  you.  Gentle  Sir,  your  fuffrage. 

To  ftrengthen  this  *,  the  Souldicrs  love  I doubt  not  j 
His  valour.  Gentlemen,  willdelerve  your  favours. 
Which  let  my  prayers  further.  All  is  yours ; 

But  I have  been  too  liberal,  and  giv’n  that 
I muft  beg  back  again. 

eJMax.  What  am  I fain  from ! 

Dto.  Nay,  ftart  not ; it  is  only  the  poor  Grange, 
The  Patrimony  which  my  father  left  me, 

I would  be  Tenant  to. 

Max,  Sir,  lam  yours*, 

I will  attend  you  there. 

Dio.  No,  keep  the  Court ; 
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Seek  you  in  Rome  for  honour : 1 will  labour 
To  find  content  cH  where.  Did  wade  me  not) 

By , 1 ant  reiblv’d.  And  now  Druftll.ty 

Being  as  poor  as  when  1 vow’d  to  make  thee 
My  wife  , if  thy  love  lince  hath  felt  no  change, 

I am  ready  to  perform  it.  Dr«.  1 Hill  lov’d 
i Your  Perlbn,  not  your  fortunes  : in  a cottage, 

Being  yours,  I am  an  Emprels. 

T)el.  And  rie  make 
! The  change  moll  happy. 

' "Dio.  Do  me  then  the  honour, 

I To  fee  my  vow  perform’d.  You  but  attend 
i My  Glories  to  the  urn  ^ where  be  it  afhes, 
j Welcom  my  mean  eftate : and  as  a due, 
j Wifh  reft  to  me,  I honour  unto  you.  C Exeunt. 


jiBus  Qmntus,  Seem  Trinia, 

Enter  CHORDS. 

Cho.  TheWar  with  glory  ended  and 
( Acknowledging  his  fealtie  to  Charinus ) 

Diftmfs'd  in  peace^  returns  to  Perfut : 

The  rejlf  arriving  fafely  unto  Romcy  ' ' 

Are  entertained  with  triumphs ; Maxiniinian , 

By  the  grace  and  inter  ceffion  of  his  Dnclcy 
Saluted  Cxfar ; but  good  Diocleflan, 

Weary  of  Pomp  and  State^  retires  himfelf 
With  a fmall  Train^  to  a ntofi  private  Grange 
In  Lombardie  ; wheye  the  glad  Countrey  firives 
With  Rural  Sports  to  give  him  entertainment  : 

With  which  delighted,  he  with  eafe  forgets 
tylll fpecious  trifles,  and  fecurely  tafies 
The  certain  pleafures  of  a private  life. 

*But  oh  Ambition,  that  eats  into  . 

With  venom' d teeth,  true  thunkfulnefs,  and  honour. 

And  to  fupport  her  greatnefs,fafliions  fears. 

Doubts,  and  preventions  to  decline  all  dangers, 
which  in  the  place  of  fafetie,  prove  her  ruine  : 

All  which  be  pleas'd  to  fee  in  Maxim  in  ian , 

To  whom,  his  confer' d Soveraginsy  was  likg 
A large  fail  fill'd  full  with  a fore-right  wind. 

That  drowns  a fmaller  Barkj  andhe  once  fain  • 

Into  ingratitude,  makgs  no  flop  in  mifehief, 

But  Violently  runs  on.  Allow  Maximinian  all. 
Honour,  and  Empire,  abfolute  command', 

Tet  being  ill,  long  great  he  cannot  fland.  QExit. 

SCENE  II. 

Enter  Maximinian,  and  Aurelia. 

Aur.  Why  droops  my  Lord,  my  Love,  my  life,  my  Cafar'i 
How  ill  this  dulnefs  doth  comport  with  greatnefs  / 

Does  not  (with  open  arms)  your  fortune  court  you  ? 

Rome  know  you  for  her  Mafter,  I my  felf 
Confefs  you  for  my  husband  ? love,  a nd  ferve  you  ? 

If  you  contemn  notthefe,  and  think  them  curfes, 

I know  no  bkffings  that  ambitious  flefh 

Could  wilh  to  feel  beyond ’em.  Max.  Aurelia, 

I The  parent  and  the  nurfe  to  all  my  Glories, 

’Tis  not  that  thus  ertibracing  you,  1 think 
There  is  a Heaven  beyond  it,  that  begets 
Thefe  fad  retirements ; but  the  fear  to  lofe  . 

What  it  is  hell  to  part  with  : better  to  have  liv’d 

Poor  and  obfeure , and  never  fcal’d  the  top 

Of  hilly  Empire,  than  to  die  with  fear 

To  be  thrown  headlong  down,  almoftasfoon 

As  we  have  reach’d  it.  Aur.  Thefe  are  Pannick  terrours 

You  fafhion  to  your  felf;  Is  not  my  Brother 

( Your  equal  and  copartner  in  the  Empire  ) 

Vow’d  and  confirm’d  your  friend  ? the  Souldier  conftant  ? 
Hath  not  your  Uncle  Diocleflan  taken 


His  lait  farcwcl  o’th’  world  f What  then  can  fliakr  yc  t 
Max.  The  thought  I may  be  fliakcn ; and  all'urancc 
That  what  wl  do  poffels  is  not  our  own. 

But  has  depending  on  anothers  favour ; 

For  nothing’s  moic  uncertain  (my  Aurelia') 

Than  power  that  ftands  not  on  his  proper  Hafis, 

But  borrows  his  foundation.  Tie  make  plain 
My  caufe  of  doubts  and  fears  ■,  for  what  fliould  I 
Conceal  from  you,  that  are  to  be  familiar 
Witli  my  moft  pi  ivatc  thoughts  ? Is  not  the  Empire 
My  Unt  ies  gift and  may  he  not  rcfiime  it 
Upon  the  lealtdiftaile  ? Does  not  Charinus 
Crofs  mo  in  my  deligiis  I And  what  is  Majcftie 
When  ’tis  divided  ? Does  not  the  infolcnt  Souldier 
Call  my  command  his  donative  ? And  what  can  take 
More  from  our  honour  ? No  (my  wife  ) 

If  1 to  you  am  more  than  all  the  world, 

As  fureyouare  to  me  ; as  we  defire 
Tobefecurc,  we  muft  be  abfolute, 

And  know  no  equal  ; when  your  Brother  borrows 
The  little  fplendor  that  he  has  from  us, 

And  we  are  ferv’d  for  fear,  not  at  entreaty. 

We  may  livefafc^  but  till  then,  we  but  walk 
With  htavie  burthens  on  a fca  ofglafs. 

And  our  own  weight  will  link  us. 

eMur.  Y our  Mother  brought  you 
Into  the  world  an  Emperour ; you  perfwadc 
But  what  I would  have  coiinfeird ; Nearnefs  of  blood, 
Refpeeftof  pietic,  and  thankfulnefs, 

And  all  the  holy  dreams  of  vertuous  fools 
Muft  vanifh  into  nothing,  when  Ambition 
(Themaker  of  great  minds,  and  mu  fe  of  honour  ) 

Puts  in  for  Empire.  On  then,  and  forget 
Yourfimpl  ’ Uncle  ^ think  he  was  the  Mafter 
( In  being  once  an  Emperour)  ofalewel. 

Whole  worth  and  ule  he  knew  not ; For  (fharinus. 

No  more  my  Brother , if  he  be,  a flop 
To  whacyou  purpofe:^  hetoMe’s  a ftranger , 

And  fo  to  be  remov’d.  Max.  Thou  more  than  woman 
Thou  mafcuiirie  Greatnefs,  to  whole  loaring  fpirit 
To  touch  the  ftars  feemsbut  an  cafie  night  *, 

O how  I glory  in  thee  ! thofc  great  women 
Antiquitie  is  proud  of,  thou  but  nam’d. 

Shall  be  no  more  remembred  ; but  perfevere, 

\ And  thou  fhalt  fhine  among  thofe  lefi'er  lights. 

Enter  Charinus,  Niger,  Guard. 

To  all  pofteritie  like  another  Thebe, 

And  fo  ador’d  as  file  is.  Aur.  Here’s  Charinus, 

His  brow  furrow’d  with  anger. 

cMtax  Let  him  ftorm. 

And  you  fliall  hear  me  thunder.  Cha.  He  difpofe  of 
My  Provinces  at  hispleafure  and  confer 
Thofe  honours  ( chat  are  only  mine  to  give  ) 

Upon  his  creatures?  Nig.  Mighty  Sir,  aferibe  it 
To  his  aftiirance  of  your  love  and  favour. 

And  not  to  pride  or  malice.  Cha.  No,  good  Niger, 
Courtefie  fliall  not  fool  me  *,  he  fhall  know 
I lent  a hand  to  raife  him,  and  defend  him. 

While  he  continues  good : but  the  fame  ftrength 
If  pride  make  him  nfurp  upon  my  Right, 

Shad  llrikchim  to  the  Center.  You  are  well  met,  Sir. 

Max.  As  you  make  the  Encounter : Sir,  I hear. 

That  you  repine,  and  hold  your  felf  much  griev’d, 

In  that,  withoutyour  good  leave,  I bellow’d 
The  Gallian  Proconfullliip  upon 
A follower  of  mine.  cLt. ’fis  true : and  wonder 

You  durft  attempt  it. 

Max.  Durft,  Charinus  ? Cha.  Durft : 

Again,  I fpeak  it ; Think  you  me  fo  tame. 

So  leaden  and  unaftivc,  to  lit  down 

With  fuch  diftionour  ? But,  recal  ycur  grant, 

Andfpeedily  •,  ox  h'j  1\\q  Roman 

Thou  tripft  thine  own  heels  up,  and  haft  no  part 

E.  e e e 
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In  Rjrrt  , or  in  rhe  Empire.  Afax.  Thou  haft  none, 
l^ut  bv  pv.'rmillion  : Alas,  poor  Charimu^ 

Thou  ihadow  of  an  Fmi>erour,  I fcoru  thee. 

Thee,  and  thy  tbolifli  threats  • the  gods  appoint  him 
Thcabrolutc  difpofer  of  the  Earth, 

That  has  the  ftiarpcft  Iword.  I am  fure,  Charims, 

Thou  wear’ft  one  without  edge.  When  cruel  j^per 
Had  kill’d  NumcriuKus , thy  Brother, 

( An  ad  that  would  have  made  a trembling  coward 
More  daring  than  jilades ) thy  bafe  fear 
Made  thee  wink  at  it : then  rofe  up  my  Uncle 
( For  the  honour  of  the  Empire,  and  of  Rome  ) 

Againft  the  Traitor,  and  among  his  Guards 
Punilh’d  the  treafon : This  bold  daring  ad 
Got  him  the  Souldiers  fufffages  to  be  C^far. 

And  howfoever  his  too  gentle  nature 
Allow’d  thee  the  name  only,  as  his  gift, 

1  challenge  the  fuccelTion. 

Ch.t.  Thou  are  cozen’d. 

W'hen  the  receiver  of  a courtefie 
Cannot  fuftain  the  weight  it  carries  with  it, 

’Tis  but  a Trial,  not  a prefent  Ad. 

Thou  haft:  in  a few  dayes  of  thy  ftiort  Reign, 

In  over-weening  pride,  riot  and  lufts, 

Sham’d  noble  Dtoclefian,  and  his  gift : 

Nor  doubt  I,  when  it  ftiall  arrive  unto 
His  certain  knowledge,  how  the  Empire  groans 
Under  thy  Tyranny,  but  he  will  forfake 
His  private  life,  and  once  again  refume 
His  laid-by  Majeftie : oratleaft,  makechoice 
Of  fuch  an  Atloi  as  may  bear  this  burthen. 

Too  heavie  for  thy  ftioulders.  Toeffed  this. 

Lend  your  alTiftance,  Gentlemen,  and  then  doubt  not 
But  that  this  mufhroom  (fprungup  ina  night ) 

Shall  as  foon  wither.  And  for  you,  jinrellay 

If  you  efteem  your  honour  more  than  tribute 

Paid  to  your  loathfbme  appetite,  as  a Furic 

Flie  from  his  loofe  embraces  ; fo  farewel  j 

E’re  long  you  ftiall  hear  more.  [.Exemt. 

Aht.  Are  you  ftruck  dumb, 

That  you  make  no  reply  ? 

Sweet,  1 will,  do. 

And  after  calk  .*  1 will  prevent  their  plots, 

And  turn  the  m on  their  own  accurfed  heads. 

My  Uncle  ? good  : I muft  not  know  the  names 
Of  Pietie  or  Pitie.  Steel  my  heart. 

Defire  of  Empire,  andinftrudme,  that 
The  Prince  that  over  others  would  bear  fway, 

Checks  at  no  Let  that  ftops  him  in  his  way.  {Exemt. 

SCENE  III. 

Enter  three  Shepherds,  and  tm  Comtreymen. 

1  Shep.  Do  you  think  this  great  man  will  continue  here  ? 

zShep.  Continue  here  ? whatelfe?  he  has  bought  the 

( great  Farm  •, 

A great  man,  with  a great  Inheritance, 

And  all  the  ground  about  it,  all  the  woods  too , 

And  ftock’d  it  like  an  Emperour.  Now,  all  our  fports  again 
And  all  our  merry  Gambols,  our  may-Ladies, 

Our  cvening-daunces  on  the  Green,  our  Songs, 

Our  Holiday  good  cheer,  our  Bag-pipes  now  Boyes, 

Shall  make  the  wanton  Laffes  skip  again. 

Our  Shcep-fheerings,  and  all  our  knacks. 

3 Shep.  But  hark  ye. 

We  muft  not  call  him  Emperour. 

I  [omtr.  That’s  all  one*, 

He  is  the  King  of  good  fellows,  that’s  no  treafon  •, 

And  fo  rie  call  him  ftill,  though  I be  hang’d  for’t. 

1 grant  ye,  he  has  given  his  honour  to  another  man, 

He  cannot  give  his  humour ; he  is  a brave  fellow. 

And  v;ill  love  us,  and  we’l  love  him.  Come  hither  Ladon, 
What  new  Songs,  and  what  geers? 

3 Shep.  Enough  : I’le  tell  ye 


He  comes  abroad  anon  to  view  his  grounds, 

And  with  the  help  of  Thirfis,  and  old  E^on, 

( If  his  whorfon  could  be  gon  ) and  Amaryllis, 

And  fome  few  more  o’th’  wenches,  we  will  meet  him. 

And  rtrike  him  fuch  new  fprings,  and  I'uch  free  welcoms, 
Shall  make  him  fcorn  an  Empire,  forget  Majeftie, 

And  make  him  blels  the  hour  he  liv’d  here  happy.  i 

2 Conntr.  And  we  will  fecond  ye,  we  honeft  Carters,’ 

We  lads  o’th’  lafti,  with  fome  blunt  entertainment. 

Our  Teams  to  two  pence,  will  give  him  fome  content. 

Or  we’ll  bawl  fearfully. 

3 Shep.  He  cannot  expedt  now 

His  Courtly  entertainments,  and  his  rareMuficks, 

And  Ladies  to  delight  him  with  their  voyces  *, 

Honeft  and  cheerful  toyes  from  honeft  meanings. 

And  the  beft  hearts  they  have.  We  muft  be  neat  all : 

On  goes  my  ruftet  jerkin  with  blue  buttons. 

I Shep.  And  my  green  flops  I was  married  in  •,  my  bonnet 
With  my  carnation  point  with  Silver  tags,  boyes : 

You  know  where  I won  it. 

I Comtr.  Thou  wilt  ne’re  be  old,  Alexis. 

I Shep.  And  I ftiall  find  fome  toyes  that  have  been  favors, 
And  nofe-gayes,  and  fuch  knacks : for  there  be  wenches. 

3 Shep.  My  mantle  goes  on  too  I plaid  young  Paris  in, 

And  the  new  garters  Amaryllis  fent  me. 

1 Count.  Yes, yes ; we’l  all  be  handfom,and  wafti  our  faces. 
Neighbour,  I fee  a remnant  of  March  duft 

That’s  hatch’d  into  your  chaps:  I pray  ye  be  carefull,  | 

Enter  Geta. 

And  mundifie  your  muzzel. 

2 Countr.  rie  to  th’  Barbers, 

It  fliall  coft  me  I know  what.  Who’s  this  ? 

3 Shep.  Give  room,  neighbours, 

A great  man  in  our  State : gods  blefs  your  worlhip,  j 

2 Countr.  Encreafe  your  Mafterlhip.  j 

(yet.  Thanks,  my  good  people : i 

Stand  off,  and  know  your  duties : as  I take  it 
You  are  the  labouring  peoole  of  this  village, 

And  you  that  keep  the  flieep.  f fand  farther  off  yet. 

And  mingle  not  with  my  authoritie, 

I am  too  mighty  for  your  companie. 

3 Shep.  We  know  it  Sir  3 and  we  dtiire  your  worfhip 
To  reckon  us  amongft  your  humble  fervants, 

And  that  our  Country  Sports,  Sir, 

Get.  For  your  Sports,  Sir, 

They  may  be  feen,  when  I (hall  think  convenient. 

When  out  of  my  diferetion,  I lhall  view  ’em. 

And  hold  ’em  fit  for  licence.  Ye  look  upon  me. 

And  look  upon  me  ferioufly,  as  ye  knew  me  .* 

’Tis  true,  I have  been  a Raftal,  as  you  are, 

A fellow  of  no  mention,  nor  no  mark, 

Juft  fuch  another  piece  of  durt,  fo  faftiion’d  .• 

But  Time,  that  purifies  all  things  of  merit. 

Has  fee  another  ftamp.  Come  nearer  now, 

And  be  not  fearfull ; I take  off  my  aufteritie  : 

And  know  me  for  the  great  and  mighty  Steward 
Under  this  man  of  honour : know  ye  for  my  vaflals. 

And  at  my  pleafure  I can  difpeople  ye, 

Can  blow  you  and  your  cattcl  out  o’th’ Country : 

But  fear  me,  and  have  favour.  Come,  go  along  with  me. 

And  I will  hear  your  Songs,  and  perhaps  like  'em.  ' 

3 Shep.  I hope  you  will.  Sir. 

Geta.  ’Tis  not  a thing  impoITible, 

Perhaps  I’le  fing  my  felf,  the  more  to  grace  ye. 

And  if  I like  your  women. 

3 Shep.  We’l  have  the  beft.  Sir, 

Handlom  young  Girls. 
geta.  The  handfomer,  the  better. 

Enter  Dciphia. 

’May  bring  your  wives  too,  ’twill  be  all  one  charge  to  ye  3 
For  1 muft  know  your  families.  Del.  ’Tis  well  faid, 

’Tis  well  faid,  honeft  friends  3 I know  ye  are  hatching 

Some 
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Enter  Shefljtrds  and  dancers. 


Some  plcafurablc  fports  for  your  great  Landlord : 

Fill  him  with  joy,  and  win  him  a friend  toyc, 

And  make  this  little  Grange  feem  a large  Empire, 

‘ Let  out  with  home  contents  .•  Tie  work  his  favour, 

Which  daily  fhall  be  on  ye. 

3 Shep.  Then  wc’l  fing  daily , 

And  make  him  the  beft  Sports. 

Dei.  Inftruft  ’em  O'ttSy 
And  be  a merry  man  again. 

Geta.  Willyc  lend  me  a devil. 

That  we  may  dance  a while  ? 

Del.  I’le  lend  thee  two. 

And  Bag-pipes  that  lliall  blow  alone. 

(Jet.  I thank  ye ; 

But  Pie  know  your  devils  of  a cooler  complexion  firft. 
Come,  follow,  follow  3 I’le  go  fit  and  fee  ye.  lExeunt. 

Enter  Diocles,  and  Drufilla. 

Dei  Do  3 and  be  ready  an  hour  hence,  and  bring  ’em ; 
For  in  the  Grove  you’l  find  him.  Dto.  Come  DrttfUla, 
The  partner  of  niy  beft  contents  .•  I hope  now 
You  dare  believe  me.  Dru.  Yes,  and  dare  fay  to  ye, 
Ithink  yenowmofthappie.  Dto.  You  fay  true,  Sweet, 

For  by  my , I find  now  by  experience, 

Content  was  never  Courtier. 

Dru.  I pray  ye  walk  on,  Sir  3 
The  cool  lhades  of  the  Grove  invite  ye. 

Dio.  O my  Deareftl 

When  man  has  call  offhis  ambitious  greatnefs. 

And  funk  intothefweetnefsofhimfelf-. 

Built  his  foundation  upon  honeft  thoughts, 

Not  great,  but  good  defires  his  daily  fervants  j 
How  quiely  he  fleeps ! how  joyfully 
He  wakesagain,  and  looks  on  his  pofleflions. 

And  from  his  willing  labours  feeds  with  pleafure  ? 

Here  hang  no  Comets  in  the  fhapes  of  Crowns, 

To  fhake  our  fweet  contents : nor  here,  DrujilUf 
Cares,  like  Eclipfes,  darken  our  endeavours : 

We  love  here  without  rivals,  kifs  with  innocence  j 
Our  thoughts  as  gentle  as  our  lips  •,  our  children 
The  double  heirs  both  of  our  forms  and  faiths. 

Dru.  I am  glad  ye  make  this  right  ufe  of  this  fweetnefs, 
This  fweet  retirednefs. 

Dio.  ’Tis  fweet  indeed,  love. 

And  every  circumftance  about  it,  {hews  it. 

How  liberal  is  the  fpring  in  every  place  here  ? 

The  artificial  Court  Ihews  but  a {hadow, 

A painted  imitation  of  this  glory. 

Smejl  to  this  flower, here  nature  has  her  excellence : 

Let  all  the  perfumes  of  the  Empire  pafs  this. 

The  carefull’ft  Ladies  cheek  fhew  fuch  a colour, 

They  are  gilded  and  adulterate  vanities. 

And  here  in  Povertie  dwells  noble  nature. 

What  pains  we  take  to  cool  our  wines,  to  allay  us, 

C aJ^ufick^  below. 

And  bury  quick  the  fuming  god  to  quench  us, 

Methinks  this  Cryftal  Well.  — Ha  / what  ftrange  Mufick  ? 
’Tis  underneath,  fure  : how  it  ftirsand  joys  me? 

How  all  the  birds  let  on?  the  fields  redouble 
Their  odoriferous  fweets  ? Hark  how  the  echo’s 

Enter  a Spirit  from  the  Well. 

Druf.  See,  Sir,  thofe  flowers 
From  out  the  Well,  fpring  to  your  entertainment. 

Enter  Delphia. 

Die.  Blefs  me. 

Dru.  Be  not  afraid,  ’tis  Ibme  good  Angel 
That’s  come  to  welcome  ye. 

Dei  Go  near  and  hear.  Son.  f S 0 7\^G’. 

Dio.  O Mother,  thank  ye,  thank  ye,  this  was  your  will. 
Dei  You  (hall  not  want  delights  to  blefs  your  prefence. 
Now  ye  are  honeft,  all  the  Stars  fhall  honour  ye. 


Stay,herc  arc  Country-fhepherds  3 here  is  fomc  fport  too. 
And  you  muft  grace  it,  Sir  •,  ’twas  meant  to  wclcom  ye  ; 

A King  (hall  never  feel  your  joy.  Sit  down  Son. 

A dance  of  Shepherds  and  Shepherdefes  3 Pan  leading 
the  meny  Ceres  the  maids. 

Hold,  hold,  my  Mcllengcr  appears .-  leave  off,  friends. 
Leave  off  a while,  and  breathe. 

Dio.  What  news?  ye  are  pale,  Mother. 

Dei  No,  1 am  careful  of  thy  fa  fety.  Son, 

Be  not  affrighted,  but  fit  ftill  ^ 1 am  with  thee. 

Enter  Maximinian,  Aurelia,  Soddkrs. 

And  now  dance  out  your  dance.  Do  you  know  that  perfon  ? 
Be  not  amaz’d,  but  let  him  fticw  his  dreadfulleft. 

Max.  How  confident  he  fits  amongft  his  pleafurcs, 

And  what  a chearful  colour  (hews  in’s  face. 

And  yet  he  fees  me  too,  the  Souldicrs  with  me. 

Aur.  Be  fpeedie  in  your  work,  ( you  will  be  ftdpt  elfe ) 
And  then  you  are  an  Emperour. 
aJMax.  I will  about  it. 

Dio.  My  Royal  Coufin,  how  I joy  to  fee  ye, 

You,  and  your  Royal  Emperefs  I 
(iJldax.  Youaretookinde,  Sir. 

I come  not  to  eat  with  ye,  and  to  furfeit 
In  thefe  poor  Clownifli  pleafures  ; but  to  tell  ye 
I look  upon  ye  like  my  Winding-lhcet, 

The  Coffin  of  my  Greatnefs,  nay,  my  Grave  : 

For  whilft  you  are  alive  — : 

Dio.  Alive,  my  Coufin  i 
Max.  I fay.  Alive.  I am  no  Emperour  3 
I am  nothing  but  mine  own  difquiet.  Dio.  S?-ay,  Sir, 
Max.  I cannot  ftay.  The  ^uldiersdoat  upon  ye. 

I would  fain  fpare  ye  j but  mine  own  fecuritie 
Compels  me  to  forget  you  are  my  Uncle, 

Compels  me  to  forget  you  made  me  C4^r : 

For  whilft  you  are  remembred,  I am  buried. 

Dio.  Did  not  I make  ye  Emperour,  dear  Doufin, 

The  free  gift  from  my  fpecial  grace  ? 

Dei  Fear  nothing. 

Dio.  Did  not  I chufe  this  povertie,  to  raife  you? 

That  Royal  woman  gave  into  your  arms  too  ? 

Blefs’d  ye  with  her  bright  beautie  ? gave  the  Souldiers, 
TheSouIdierthathungtome,  fix’d  him  on  ye? 

Gave  ye  the  worlds  command  ? 
eJMax.  This  cannot  help  ye. 

Dio.  Y et  this  fhall  eafe  me.  Can  ye  be  fo  bafe,  Coufin, 

So  far  from  Noblenefs,  fb  far  from  nature. 

As  to  forget  all  this  ? to  tread  this  Tie  out  ? 

Raife  to  your  felf  fo  foul  a monument 
That  every  common  foot  (hall  kick  al'under 
Muft  my  blood  glue  ye  to  your  peace  ? 

iJMax.  It  muft.  Unde  3 
I ftand  too  loofe  elfe,  and  my  foot  too  feeble  t 
You  gone  once,  and  their  love  retir’d,  I am  rooted, 

Dio.  And  cannot  this  remov’d  poor  State  obfeure  me  ? 

I do  not  feek  for  yours,  nor  enquire  ambitioufly 
After  your  growing  fortunes.  Take  heed,  my  kinfman^ 
Ungratefulnefs  and  blood  mingled  together. 

Will,  like  two  furious  Tides 

^iax.  I muft  fail  thorow  ’em  ; 

Let’em  be  Tides  of  death,  Sir,  I muft  ftem  up. 

Dio.  Hear  but  this  laft,  and  wifely  yet  confider,* 

Place  round  about  my  ange  a Garifon, 

That  if  i offer  to  exceed  my  limits 
Or  ever  in  my  common  talk  name  Emperour, 

Ever  conveife  with  any  greedy  Souldier, 

Or  look  ioi  adoi  -.’t'on,  nay,  forcourtefie 

Above  the  days  lalute Think  who  has  fed  ye, 

Tlnnlt,  Coufin,  wholam.  Doyeflightmy mifery? 

Nay,  tr.ef  I charge  thee  ; nay,  I meet  thy  crueltie. 

Max  This  cannot  ferve  •,  prepare  ; now  fall  on,fouldiers. 
And  all  tae  ti  eafiire  that  I have.  [Thunder  and  Lightning. 
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ScuU.  I'hc  Earth  lhakes ; 

I Wc  totter  up  and  down  we  cannot  Hand,  Sir*, 

I Me  thinks  the  mountains  tremble  too. 

; 2 SomJ.  The  flalhes 

' !Iow  thick  and  liot  they  come  ? wc  fhall  be  burn’d  all. 

Del.  Fall  on,  Souldiers; 

, You  that  fell  innocent  blood,  fall  on  full  bravely, 
j SohLL  We  cannot  ftir. 

I Del.  You  have  your  libertie, 

' So  have  you  , Lady.  One  of  you  come  do  it. 

' A baud  with  a Bolt  appears  above. 

Do  you  Hand  amaz’d  ? Look  o’re  thy  head,  Maxtmiiiiany 
,Look  to  thy  terrour,  what  over-hangs  thee : 

Nay,  it  will  nail  thee  dead  *,  look  how  it  threatens  thee : 
The  Bolt  for  vengeance  on  ungrateful  wretches ; 

The  Bolt  of  innocent  blood  : read  thofe  hot  charaders, 
And  fpcll  the  will  of  heaven.  Nay,  lovely  Lady, 

You  mu  ft  take  part  too,  as  fpur  to  ambition, 

I Arcy<-  humble?  Nowfpeak  ; my  part’s  ended, 
i i/ocs  all  your  glory  fliake  ? 

' Hear  us,  great  Uncle, 

I Cood  and  great  Sir,  be  pitiful  unto  us : 

1 Below  your  feet  w'c  lay  our  lives : be  merciful : 

Begin  you,  heaven  will  follow. 
lyfiir.  Oh,  it  lliakes  ftill. 

; Max.  And  dreadfully  it  threatens.  We  acknowledge 
Our  bafe  and  foul  intentions.  Stand  between  us  •, 

! For  faults  confefs’d,  they  fay,  are  half  forgiven. 

{ We  are  forry  for  our  fins.  Take  from  us.  Sir, 

That  glorious  weight  that  made  us  fwell,that  poifonM  us  ^ 
That  mafs  of  Majefcie  I laboured  under, 

( Too  heavie  and  too  mighty  for  my  manage  ) 

That  my  poor  innocent  days  may  turn  again. 

And  my  mind  pure,  may  purge  me  of  thefe  curies ; 


By  your  old  love,  the  blood  that  runs  between  us. 

f The  hand  taken  in. 

Anr.  By  that  love  once  ye  bare  to  me,  by  that  Sir, 

That  blellcd  maid  enjoys 

Dto.  Rife  up,  dear  Coufin, 

And  be  your  words  your  judges : I forgive  ye:  , 

Great  as  ye  are,  enjoy  that  greatnefs  ever, 

Whilll:  1 mine  own  content  make  mine  own  Empire. 

Once  more  I give  ye  all  ^ learn  to  deferve  it. 

And  live  to  love  your  Good  more  than  your  Greatnefs.  j 
Now  Ibew  your  loves  to  entertain  this  Emperour 
My  honeft  neighbours.  Getay  fee  all  handfom. 

Your  Grace  mufl;  pardon  us,  our  houfc  is  little  j 

But  fuch  an  ample  welcom  as  a poor  man 

And  his  true  love  can  make  you  and  your  Emprefs. 

Madam,  we  have  no  dainties. 

Aur.  ’Tis  enough,  Sir^ 

We  fliall  enjoy  the  riches  of  your  goodnefs. 

Sould.  Long  live  the  good  and  gracious  Dioclefian. 

Dio.  I thank  ye,  Souldie'rs,  I forgive  your  raftnefs. 

And  Royal  Sir,  long  may  they  love  and  honour  ye. 

C Drums  march  afar  off. 

What  Drums  are  thofe  ? 

Del.  Meet  ’em,  my  honefl:  Son, 

They  are  thy  friends,  Charinas  and  the  old  Souldicrs  ' 
That  come  to  re  feue  thee  from  thy  hot  Coufin. 

But  all  is  well,  and  turn  all  into  welcoms : 

Two  Emperours  you  mult  entertain  now. 

Dio.  O dear  Mother, 

I have  will  enough,  but  I want  room  and  glory.  ( rily, 
Del.  That  fliall  be  my  care.  Sound  your  pipes  now  mer- 
And  all  your  handfom  fports.  Sing  ’em  full  welcoms. 

Dio.  And  let  ’em  know,  our  true  love  breeds  more  flories 
And  peeftd  joys,  than  Kings  do,  and  their  glories. 

C Exeatif. 
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The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Agenor,  Prince  of  Argos. 

Theanor,i9<?«  to  tfse  of  Corinth,  a victons  Prince. 
Leonidas, T/(»e  Corinthian  to  Merione. 

Euphanes,i4  noble  jioung  Gentleman^F avorite  to  the 
Crates,£/ir  brother  to  Eupha.  a malicions  beautefen. 
Conon,  Euphencs  Confident^  andfellow-Traveller. ' 
Neanthes,  ^ 

Soficles,  i Courtiers, 

Eraton  ^ 


Onos  or  Lamprias,  A very  foolifj  Traveller. 

Unck  Onos,  tvpo  foolijh  Knaves. 

Gentlemen  Servants  to  Agenor. 

A Page  to  Lord  Euphanes. 

Marlhal, 

Vintner„ 

Drawers, 


WOMEN. 


, , . virtuous  Lady,  honourably  folicited  by 

{ prince  kg^uox 

Beliza,  A noble  Lady,  MiUrifs  to  Euphanes. 


Queen  of  f A wife  and  virtuous  Widow,  Mo-= 
Corinth,  L ther  of  Theanor, 


The  Scene  Corinth 


The  Principal  Acflors  were 


Richard  Bur  badge, 
Henry  Condel, 
John  Underwood, 
Thomas  Polard, 


Nathan  Feild, 
John  Lowin, 
Nich.  Toolie, 
Tho.  Holcomb, 


A(5tus  Primus,  Scaena  Prima 

E?tter  Neanthes,  Soficles,  Eraton. 


He  General  is  returned  then  ? 

Nean.  With  much  honour. 

Sof.  And  peace  concluded  with 
the  Prince  of  Argos} 

Nean.  Tothe  Queens  wilbes:  the 
conditions  lign’d 

So  far  beyond  her  hopes,  to  the  ad- 
vantage 

Of  Corinth,  and  the  good  of  all  her  Subjects  ^ 

That  though  Leowiid/  our  brave  General 
Ever  came  home  a feir  and  great  example. 

He  never  yet  return’d,  or  with  lefs  lofs 


Or  more  deferved  honour. 

Era.  Have  you  not  Ireard 
The  motives  to  this  general  good? 

Nean.  The  mam  one 
Was  admiration  firft  in  young  Agenor, 

(For  by  that  name  we  know  the  Prince  of  Argot  ) 
Of  our  Leonidas  wifdom  and  his  valour. 

Which  though  an  enemy,  firft  in  him  bred  wonder 
That  liking.  Love  fucceeded  that,  which  was 
Followed  by  a delire  to  be  a friend 
Upon  what  terms  foever  to  fuch  goodnefs^ 

They  had  an  enterview  j and  that  their  ffiendlhip 
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Mi^ht  with  our  peace  be  ratified,  ’tvvas  concluded, 
yielding  up  all  Inch  Ihong  places 
.As  he  held  in  our  territories,  fliould  receive 
( With  a liilficicnc  Dower,  paid  by  the  Queen  ) 

The  lair  ^Icrioncioi'  his  wife, 

t'-./.  But  how 

Approves  the  Queen  of  this  ? fiucc  we  well  know 
N'or  was  herHighnels  ignorant,  that  her  Son 
The  Prince  I'biju  ir  made  love  to  this  Lady, 

And  in  the  noblcft  way. 

Nejft.  Which  Ihe  allowed  of. 

And  1 have  heard  from  Ibme  familiar  with 
Her  ncarelt  I'ccrcts,  Ihe  lb  deeply  priz’d  her 
Being  from  an  Infant  train’d  up  in  her  fcrvicc, 

(Or to  Ipcak better,  rather  her  own  Creature) 

She  once  did  lay,  I'hat  i f the  Prince  Ihoiild  Ifcal 
A Marriage  without  her  leave,  or  knowledge. 

With  this  Aferione^  with  a little  fuit 

She  Ihould  grant  both  their  pardons:  whereas  now 

I'o  fnew  herfelf  forfootha  Spartan  Lady, 

And  that  ’tisin  her  power,  now  it  concerns 
The  common  good,  not  alone  to  fubdue 
Her  own  affedtions,  but  command  her  Sons-,  • 

She  has  not  only  forc’d  him  with  rough  threats 
To  leave  his  Mifirifs,  but  compcll’d  him  when 
A venom  made  his  entrance  into  Corinth 
To  wait  upon  his  Rival. 

Sif.  Can  it  be 

The  Prince  Ihould  fit  down  with  this  wrong  ? 

Kean.  I know  not, 

I am  Pure  I fliould  not. 

Era.  Truflmenorl, 

A Mother  is  a name,  but  put  inballance 

With  a young  Wench ’tis  nothing:,  where  did  you  leave  him? 

Nean.  Near  Veiia'‘s  T emple,  for  there  he  difinifs’d  me, 
And  hill  of  troubled  thoughts,  calling  for  ; 

He  went  with  him,  but  whither,  or  to  what  purpofe 
I am  a frranger. 

Enter  Theanor  and  Crates. 

Era.  They  are  come  back  Neanth;^. 

The.  1 like  the  place  ivell. 

Crj.  Well  Sir?  it  is  built 
As  if  the  Architect  had  beenaProphet, 

.And  fafhion’d  it  alone  for  this  nights  aTion  ^ 

The  Vaults  fo  hollow,  and  the  alls  fo  flrong, 

.As  Dian  there  might  fiiffcr  violence. 

And  with  loud  flirikcs  in  vain  call  Jove  to  help  her  ^ 

Or  lliould  he  hear,  his  Thunder  could  not  find 
An  entrance  to  it. 

The.  I give  up  my  fclf 
Wholly  to  thy  diredion,  w'orthieft  Crates  ^ 

And  yet  the  defperate  cure  that  wemuft  pradlice 
Is  in  it  felf  fo  foul,  and  full  of  danger. 

That  1 Hand  doubtfiil  whether  ’tweremorc  manly 
To  dye  not  feeking  help,  or  that  help  beii^g 
Sodeadly,to  purl'uc  it. 

Cra.  T o thofe  reafons 
I have  already  urg’d,  1 will  add  thefe. 

For  but  confider  Sir 

Era.  It  is  of  weight 

Vfhate’r  itb/C,  that  with  fuch  vehement  adion. 

Of  Eye, Hand,  Foot,  nay  all  his  bodies  motion. 

Crates  incites  the  Prince  to. 

Nean.  Then  obferve, 

W'ith  what  variety  of  palfions  he 
Receives  his  reafons-,  now  he’s  pale,  andfhakes 
For  fear  or  anger  now  his  natural  red 
Comes  back  again,  and  with  apleafing  fmile 
He  feemsto  entertain  it-,  ’tis  refolv’don 
He  It  what  ’twill:  to  his  ends  may  it  profper 
Though  the  State  fink  for’t. 

Cra.  Now  you  are  a Prime 


Fit  to  rule  others,  and  in  fhaking  off 
The  Bonds  in  which  your  Mother  fetters  you 
Di  (charge  your  debt  to  nature,  fhe’s  vour  guide 
Follow  her  boldly.  Sir.  ^ ’ 

Ihe.  I am  confirm’d. 

Fall  what  may  fall. 

. Cra.  Yet  ftill  difguife  your  malice 
In  your  humility. 

The.  1 am  inltruded. 


The.  I (hall  remember. 

Cr.r.  And  at  no  hand,  though  thefe  are  us’d  as  aeents 
Acquaint  them  with  your  purpofe  till  the  inftant  ^ 
That  we  employ  them-,  ’tis  not  fit  they  have 
""ime  to  confider,  when ’tis  done,  reward 
Or  fear  will  keep  them  filent : yet  you  may 
Grace  them  as  you  pafs  by,  ’twill  make  them  furer 
And  greedier  to  delerve  you.  ’ 

Ihe.  I’ll  move  only 

As  you  would  have  me : Good-day  Gentleman  • 

Nay,  fpare  this  ceremonious  form  of  duty  ’ 

To  iiim  that  brings  love  to  you,  equal  love. 

And  is  in  nothing  happier,  than  in  knowing’ 

It  is  return’d  by  you  ^ we  are  as  one. 

Soj.  1 am  o’r-joy’d,  I know  not 

How  to  reply  : but 

Era.  Hang  all  buts  ^ my  Lord, 

For  this  your  bounteous  favour 

Nean.  Let  me  fpeak. 

If  to  feed  Vultures  here,  after  the  halter 

Has  done  his  part,  or  if  there  be  a Hell 

To  take  a fwingeortwo  there,  may  deferve  this. 

Sof.  We  are  ready. 

Era.  Try  us  any  way. 

Mean.  Put  us  to  it. 

The.  Wliat  jewels  I have  in  you  } 

Cra.  Have  thefe  fouls, 

That  for  a good  look,  and  a few  kind  words 
Part  with  their  Eflence? 

Ihe.  Since  you  will  compell  me 
To  put  that  to  the  tryal,  which  I doubt  not. 

Crates.,  may  be,  fuddainly  will  inftruft  you 
How,  and  in  what  to  fhew  your  loves  j obey  him 
As  you  would  bind  me  to  you : 

Cra.  ’Tis  well-grounded -,  , 

Leave  me  to  rear  the  building. 

Nean.  We  will  do. 

Cra.  Iknowit. 

Era.  Anything  you’ll  put  us  to.  Exeunt 


Sc£na  Secunday 

Enter  Leonidas,  Merione,  Beliza,  Servants, 

L eo.  Sifter,  I reap  the  harveft  of  my  labours 
In  your  preferment,  be  you  worthy  of  it. 

And  with  an  open  bofom  entertain 
A greater  fortune  than  my  love  durft  hope  for  j 
Be  wife,  and  welcome  it : play  not  the  coy 
And  foolifn  wanton,  with  the  offered  bounties 
Of  him  that  is  a Prince.  1 was  woo’d  for  you. 

And  won  Merione:  then  if  you  dare 
Believe  the  objed  that  took  me  was  worthy. 

Or  trufl  my  judgement,  in  me  think  you  were 
Courted,  filed  to,  and  conquer’d. 

Mer.  Noble  Brother, 

I have,  and  ftill  efleem  you  as  a Father, 

And  will  as  far  obey  you  *,  my  heart  fpeaks  it : 

And  yet  without  your  anger,  give  me  leave 
To  fay.  That  in  the  choice  of  that  on  which 
All  my  lifes  joyes  or  fbrrows  have  dependance. 

It  had  been  fit  e’r  you  had  made  a full 
And  abfolute  grant  of  me  to  any  other, 

1 fhould  have  us’d  mine  own  eyes,  or  at  lealt 
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Made  you  to  underftand,  whether  it  were 
Within  my  power  to  make  a lecond  gift 
Of  my  poor  fclf. 

Leo.  1 know  what  ’tis  yon  point  at. 

The  Prince  Lbeafior'^slove  ^ let  not  that  cheat  you  ; 

His  vows  were  but  mcer  Courtfhip^  all  his  fervicc 
But  pra(fiicehow  to  entrap  a credulous  Lady; 

Or  grant  it  ferious,  yet  you  muft  remember 
He’s  not  to  love,  but  where  the  Queen  his  Mother 
Muft  give  allowance,  which  to  you  is  barr’d  up 
And  therefore  ftudyto  forget  that  ever 
You  cherilhtfuch  a hope. 

Mer.  1 would  1 could. 

Leo.  But  brave  Agenor.,  who  iscomein  perlbn 
To  celebrate  this  Marriage,  for  your  love 
Forgives  the  forfeit  of  ten  thouFand  lives. 

That  muft  have  fall’n  under  the  fword  of  War 
Had  not  this  peace  been  made-,  which  general  good 
JothCoimtreys  owe  to  his  afleftion  to  you : 

0 happy  Sifter,  ask  this  noble  Lady 

Your  bofome  friend  ( fince  I fail  in  my  credit) 

What  palme  Agenor'^s  name,above  all  Princes 
That  Greece  is  proud  of,  carries,  and  with  luftre. 

Eel.  Indeed  Fame  gives  him  out  for  excellent  ^ 

And  friend,  I doubt  not  but  when  you  Ihall  fee  him  ( Ent.a  Set. 
de’Il  fo  appear  to  you.  Art  lure ’tis  he? 

Set.  As  1 live  xMadam  — 

Eel.  Virtue  enable  me  to  contain  my  joy. 

’Tis  m'j  Euphanes. 

Ser.  Yes. 

Eel.  And  he^s  in  health  ? 

Ser.  Moft  certainly  Madam. 

Eel.  I’ll  fee  him  inftantlyx 

So  prethee  tell  him. . Exit  Ser. 

Mer.  I yield  my  felf  too  weak 
In  argument  to  oppofe  you : you  may  lead  me 
Whither  you  pleafe. 

L^o.  ’Tis  anfwer’d  like  my  Sifter  •, 

And  if  in  him  you  find  not  ample  caufe 
To  pray  for  me,  and  daily  on  your  knees, 

Conclude  I have  no  judgement. 

Mer.  May  it  prove  lb : 

Friend,  Ihall  we  have  your  company  ? 

Eel.  Two  hours  hence 

1 will  not  fail  you. 

Leo.  At  your  pleafure  Madam.  Ex.  Lqo.  and  Mer. 

Enter  Euphanes.  ^ 

Eel.  Could  I in  one  word  fpeak  a thoufand  welcomes 
( And  hearty  ones ) you  have  ’em : Fie,  my  hand, 

Welland  at  no  fuch  diftance,  by  my  life 
The  parting  kifsyou  took  before  your  travel  - 
Is  yet  a Virgin  on  mylips,  preferv’d 
With  as  much  care  as  I would  do  my  fame 
Toentertain  your  wifh’d  return. 

Eufh.  Bell  Lady, 

That  I do  honour  you,  and  with  as  much  realbn 
As  ever  man  did  virtue-,  that  I love  you, 

Yet  look  upon  you  with  that  reverence 
As  Holy  men  behold  the  Sun,  the  Stars, 

The  Temples,  and  their  gods,  they  all  can  witnels^ 

And  that  you  have  deferv’d  this  duty  from  me^ 

The  life,  and  means  of  life,  for  which  I owe  you. 
Commands  me  to  profefs  it,  fince  my  fortune 
Affords  no  other  payment. 

Eel.  I had  thought. 

That  for  the  trifling  courtefies,  as  I call  them, 

( Though  you  give  them  another  name  ) you  had 
Made  ample  fatisfadion  inth’  accaptance. 

And  therefore  did  prefume  you  had  brought  home 
Some  other  Language. 

Euph.  No  one  I have  learn’d 
Yields  words  fufficient  to  exprefs  your  goodnels 


Nor  can  I ever  choofc  another  theme 
And  not  be  thought  unthankful. 

Eel.  Pray  you  no  more 
As  you  refped  me. 

Etiph.  That  charm  is  too  powerful 
For  me  to  dilbbey  it ; ’7'is  your  pleafure. 

And  not  my  boldncls  Madam. 

Eel.  Good  Euphanes., 

Believe  I am  not  one  of  thofe  weak  Ladies, 

That  ( barren  of  all  inward  worth  ) are  proud 
Of  what  they  cannot  truly  call  their  own. 

Their  birth  or  fortune,  which  are  things  without  them: 
Nor  in  this  will  1 imitate  the  world. 

Whole  greater  part  of  men  think  when  they  give 
They  purchafe  bondmen,  not  make  worthy  friends ; 

By  all  that’s  good  I fwear,  I never  thought 
My  great  efratewas  an  addition  to  me, 

Or  that  your  wants  took  from  you. 

Eupb.  There  are  few 
So  truly  underftanding  or  thcmfelves 
Or  what  they  do  poffefs. 

Bell.  Good  Euphanes, 

Where  benefits 

Are  ill  conferr’d,  as  to  unworthy  men. 

That  turn  them  to  bad  ufes,  the  beftower 

For  wanting  judgement  how,  and  on  whom  to  place  them, 

Is  partly  guilty ; but  when  we  do  favours 
Tofuchas  make  them  grounds  on  which  they  build 
Their  noble  adions,  there  we  improve  our  fortunes 
To  the  moft  fair  advantage.  If  I fpeak 
Too  much,  though  I confefs  I fpeak  well, 

Prethee  remember  ’tis  a womans  weaknels. 

And  then  thou  wilt  forgive  it. 

Euph.  You  fpeak  nothing 
But  what,  would  well  become  the  wifeft  man ; 

And  that  by  you  deliver’d  is  fo  pleafing 
That  I could  hear  you  ever. 

Bel.  Fly  not  from 

Your  word,  for  I arreft  it : and  will  now 
Exprefs  my  felf  a little  more,  and  prove 
That  whereas  you  profefs  your  felf  my  debtor, 

That  I am  yours. 

Euph.  Y^ourLadyfliip  then  muft  ufe 
Some  Sophifti^  I ne’r  heard  of. 

Bel.  By  plain  reafons. 

For  look  you,  had  you  never  funk  beneath 
Your  wants,  or  if  thofe  wants  had  found  fupply 
From  Crates,  your  unkind  and  covetous  brother. 

Or  any  other  man,  I then  had  mifs’d 

A fubjedupon  which  I worthily 

Might  exercife  my  bounty : whereas  now 

By  having  happy  opportunity 

To  furniffi  you  before,  and  in  your  travels. 

With  all  conveniencies  that  you  thought  iifeful. 

That  Gold  which  would  have  rufted  in  my  Colors 
Being  thus  imploy’d,  has  rendred  me  a partner 
In  all  your  glorious  adions.  And  whereas 
Had  you  not  been,  I Ihould  have  dy’d  a thing 
Scarce  known,  or  loon  forgotten ; there’s  no  Trophy 
In  which  Euphanes  for  his  worth  is  mentioned. 

But  there  you  have  been  careful  to  remember. 

That  all  the  good  you  did  came  from  BelUa. 

Euph.  That  was  but  thankfulnefs. 

Bel.  ’Twas  fuch  an  honour. 

And  fuch  a large  return  for  the  poor  tralh 
I ventur’d  with  you,  that  if  I fhould  part 
With  all  that  I poffefs,  and  my  felf  too 
In  fatisfadion  for  it,  ’twere  ftill  ffiort 
Of  your  defervings. 

Euph.  You  o’r-prize  them  Madam. 

Bel.  The  Queen  her  felf  hath  given  me  gracious  thanks 
In  your  behalfe,  for  fhe  hath  heard  Euphanes 
How  gallantly  you  have  maintain’d  her  honour 
In  all  the  Courts  of  Greece : and  reft  allur’d 
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( Tliongh  yet  unknown  ) when  I prefent  you  to  Iier, 
W'liich  1 will  do  this  evening,  youfliall  find 
That  fhc  intends  good  to  you. 

Eufli.  Worthieft  Lady, 

Since  rdl  you  labour  for  is  the  advancement 
Of  him  that  ^vill  live  ever  your  poor  iervant, 

He  mufi:  not  contradid  it. 

he!.  Here’s  your  Brother, 

’Tis  ferange  to  lee  him  here. 

Crates. 

Crj,  You  arc  welcome  home.  Sir, 

(Your  pardon  Madam)  I had  thought  myhoufe, 
Confidering  who  I am,  might  have  been  worthy 
Of  your  firfi  vilit. 

Kupb.  ’Tvvasnotopen  to  me 
When  lad  I faw  you  ^ and  to  me  ’tis  wonder 
That  ablcncc  which  dill  renders  men  lorgotten 
Should  make  my  prefence  wilh’d  lor. 

Bel.  That’s  not  it. 

Your  too  kind  Brother  underdanding  that 
You  dandinnoneed  of  him,  is  bold  to  offer 
His  entertainment. 

Cra.  He  had  never  wanted. 

Or  yours,  oryour  affidance,  had  he  pradis’d 
The  way  he  might  have  took,  to  have  commanded, 
Vs'hatever  I call  mine, 

Kaph.  1 dudiedmany, 

But  could  find  none. 

Crj.  You  would  not  find  your  fell.  Sir, 

Or  in  your  felf,  what  was  due  to  me  from  you  : 

The  priviledge  my  birth  bedow’d  upon  me 
Might  challenge  fome  regard. 

£«/>/;.  You  had  all  the  Land,  Sir, 

What  elfe  did  you  exped?  and!  am  certain 
You  kept  fuchdrong  Guards  to  preferve  it  yours 
I could  force  nothing  from  you. 

Cra.  Did  you  ever 
Demand  help  from  me  ? 

Tuph.  My  wants  have,  and  often, 

With  open  mouths,  but  you  nor  heard,  nor  faw  them  *, 
May  be  you  look’d  I fhould  petition  to  you 
As  you  went  to  your  Horfe-,  flatter  your  fervants, 

To  play  the  Brokers  for  my  furtherance,, 

Sooth  your  word  humors,  ad  the  Parahte 
On  all  occafions,  write  my  name  with  thiers 
That  are  but  one  degree  remov’d  from  Haves, 

Be  drunk  when  you  would  have  me,  then  wench  with  you, 
Or  play  the  Pander^  enter  into  Qiiarrels 
Although  unjuftly  grounded,  and  defend  them 
Bccaufe  they  were  yours  ^ thelc  arc  the  tyrannies 
Mod  younger  Brothers  groan  beneath yet  bear  them 
From  the  infultingHeir,  felling  their  freedoms 
At  a lefs  rate  than  what  the  State  allows 
The  fallary  of  bafeand common  Strumpets; 

For  my  part,  c’r  on  fuch  low  terms  I feed 
Upon  a Brothers  trencher,  let  me  dye 
The  Beggars  death,  and  darve. 

Cra.  ’Tis  bravely  fpoken, 

Did  what  you  do  rank  with  it. 

Bel.  Why,  what  does  he 
You  would  not  widi  were  yours? 

Cra.  I’ll  tell  you  Lady, 

Since  y'ou  rife  up  his  Advocate,  and  boldly, 
r For  now  I find,  and  plainly  in  whofe  favor 
My  Love  and  Service  to  you  was  ncglecded) 

For  all  your  wealth,  nay,  add  to  that  your  beauty. 

And  put  your  virtues  in,  if  you  have  any, 

I would  not  yet  be  pointed  at,  as  he  is. 

For  the  fine  Courtier,  thew’omans  man. 

That  tells  my  Lady  dories,  diflolves  Riddles, 

Ufhersherto  her  Coach,  liesat  her  feet 
Atfokmn  Masks,  applauding  what  Ihc  laughs  at*, 


Reads  her  adeep  anights,  and  takes  his  oath 
Upon  her  Pantotfles,  that  all  excellence 
In  other  Madams  do  but  zany  hers: 

T hefe  you  are  perfect  in,  and  yet  thefe  take  not 
Or  from  your  birth  and  freedom. 

Enph.  Should  another 

Say  this,  my  deeds,  not  looks  fliould  Ihew ^ 

Bel.  Contemn  it: 

His  envie  fains  this,  and  he’s  but  reporter. 

Without  a fecond,  of  his  own  dry  fancies. 

Cra.  Yes  Madam,  the  whole  City  fpeaksit  with  me, 
And  though  in  my  didade,  ’tis  certain  you 
Are  brought  into  thefeene,  and  with  him  cenfur’d  j 
For  you  are  given  out  for  the  provident  Lady, 

That  not  to  be  unfiirnifh’d  for  herpleafures 
(As  without  them  to  what  vain  ufe  isgreatnefs) 

Have  made  choice  of  an  able  man,  a young  man 
Of  an  Herculean  back  to  do  you  fervice. 

And  one  you  may  command  too,  that  isadive, 

And  does  what  you  would  have  him. 

Bel.  Youare  foul-mouth’d. 

Cra.  That  can  fpeak  well, write  Verfes  too,and  good  ones, 
Sharp  and  conceited,  whofe  wit  you  may  lie  with 
When  his  performance  fails  him  one  you  have 
Maintain’d  abroad  to  learn  new  ways  topleafeyou. 

And  by  the  gods  you  well  reward  him  for  it. 

No  night  (in  which  while  you  lye  fick  and  panting  ) 

He  watches  by  you,  but  is  worth  a talent: 

No  conference  in  your  Coach,  which  is  not  paid  with 
A Scarlet  Suit  ^ this  the  poor  people  mutter. 

Though  I believe,  for  I am  bound  to  do  fb, 

A Lady  of  your  youth,  that  feeds  high  too, 
AndamodexadLady,  may  do  all  this 
Out  of  a virtuous  love,  the  lad  bought  vizard 
That  Leachery  purchas’d. 

Euph.  Not  a word  beyond  this. 

The  reverence  I owe  to  that  one  womb 
In  which  we  both  were  embrions,  makes  me  differ 
What’s  pad  ^ but  if  continu’d 

Bel.  Stay  your  hand, 

The  Queen  lhall  right  my  honor. 

Cra.  Let  him  do  it. 

It  is  but  marrying  him  ^ and  for  your  anger 
Know  that  I flight  it  : when  your  goddefs  here 
Is  weary  of  your  facrifice,  as  Ihe  will  be. 

You  know  my  houfe,  and  there  amongd  my  fervants 
Perhapsyou’ll  find  a livery.  Exit* 

Bel.  Be  not  mov’d, 

I know  the  rancor  of  his  dilpofition. 

And  turn  it  on  himfelf  by  laughing  atitj 
And  in  that  let  me  teach  you. 

Euph>  I learn  gladly.  Exeunt. 

Scana  Tertia. 

Enter  Neanthes,  Sofines,  and  Eraton  fever  ally, 

Nean.  You  are  met  unto  my  wiffies,  if  you  ever 
Defir’d  true  mirth  fo  far  as  to  adventure 
To  dye  with  the  extremity  of  laughter, 

I come  before  theobjed  that  will  do  it  j 
Or  let  me  live  your  fool. 

Snf.  Who  is’t  Neanthes? 

Nea.  Lamprias  the  Ufiirers  Son. 

Era.  Lamprias  ? the  youth 
Of  fix  and  fifty  ? 

Sof.  T hat  was  fent  to  travel 
By  rich  till  he  came  to  age. 

And  was  fit  for  a Wife? 

Nea.  The  very  fame. 

This  gallant  with  his  Guardian,  and  his  Tutor, 

( And  of  the  three,  who  is  mod  fool  I know  not ) 

Are  newly  come  to  Corinth^  I’ll  not  dale  them 
By  giving  up  their  charaders  , but  leave  you 
To  make  your  own  dilcoveries:  here  they  are.  Sir. 

Enter 
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Enter  Onos,  Unde  and  Tutor. 

^ I’mtn'.  That  leg  a little  higher  ^ very  well. 

Now  put  your  Face  into  the  Travellers  poftiirc; 
f E.\ceeding  good. 

Vncle.  Do  you  mark  how  they  admire  him? 

7Mt.  They  will  be  all  my  Scholars j when  they  know 
And  underltand  him  truly. 

' Era,  Phiebus  guard  me 
j From  this  new  Python. 

! Sof.  Flow  they  have  trimm’d  him  up 
Like  an  old  Reveller? 

Nea.  Curl’d  him  and  perfum’d  him, 

' But  that  was  done  with  judgement,  for  he  looks 
Like  one  that  purg’d  perpetually  •,  truft  me, 
i That  Witches  face  of  his  is  painted  too, 

!j  And  every  ditch  upon  it  buries  more 
' Then  would  fet  off  ten  Bawds,  and  all  their  tenants. 

Seehow  it  moves  towardsus. 

Nea.  There’s  a falutation: 

’Troth  Gentlemen,  you  have  bellowed  much  travel 
In  training  up  your  Pupil. 

'■  iHt.  Sir,  great  buildings 
I Require  great  labours,  which  yet  we  repent  not, 

Since  for  the  Countreys  good  we  have  brought  home 
An  abfolute  man. 

Vnc.  As  any  of  his  years, 

' Corinth.  C2n  Ihcwy  ou. 

Era.  He’s  exceeding  meagre. 

T«t.  His  contemplation--  ■■■■ 

Vnc.  Belides,  ’tis  fit 
Learners  Ihoiildbe  kept  hungry. 

Nea»  You  all  contemplate-. 

For  three  fuch  wretched  pidures  of  lean  famine 
1 never  law  together. 

Vnc.  We  have  fat  minds,  Sir, 

Andtravell’d  to  fave  charges.  Do  you  think 
’Twas  fit  a young  and  hopeful  Gentleman 
Should  be  brought  up  a glutton  ? he’s  my  Ward, 

Nor  was  there  ever  where  I bore  the  bag 
, Any  fuperfluous  walle. 

I Era.  Pray  you  can  it  Ipeak  ? 

I Tut.  He  knows  all  Languages,  but  will  ufe  none. 

They  are  all  too  big  for  his  mouth,  orelfe  too  little 
T’exprefs  his  great  conceits:  and  yet  of  late 
With  fibrae  impulfion  he  hath  fet  down 
In  a ftrange  method  by  the  way  of  quellion, 

And  briefly  to  all  bufinefs  whatibever 
That  may  concern  a Gentleman. 

Nea.  Good  Sir,  let’s  hear  him. 

7ut.  Come  on.  Sir. 

Wfj.  They  have  taught  him  like  an  Ape, 

I To  do  his  tricks  by  figns:  now  he  begins. 

I Ouoj.  When  lhall  we  be  drunk  together  ? 

7nt,  That’s  the  firll. 

Onos.  Where  lhall  we  whore  to  night? 

Vnc.  That  ever  follows. 

Era.  ’Odds  me,  he  now  looks  angry. 

Onos.  Shall  we  quarrel? 

Nea.  With  me  at  no  hand.  Sir. 

Onos.  Then  lets  proteft. 

Era.  Is  this  all? 

7ut.  Thefeare,  Sir,  the  four  new  Virtues 
That  are  in  falhion many  a mile  we  meafur’d 
Before  we  could  arrive  to  this  knowledge. 

Nea.  You  might  nave  fpar’d  that  labour,for  at  home  here 
There’s  little  elfe  in  pradice : Ha  ? the  Queen  ? 

Good  friends,  for  half  an  hour  remove  your  motion. 
Tomorrow  willingly  when  we  have  more  leafure 
We’ll  look  on  him  again. 

Onos.  Did  I not  rarely  ? 

'L'wc.Excellent  well. 

7»t.  He  lhall  have  fix  Plumbs  for  it.  Exemt. 


of  Corinth, 


Enter  Agenor,  Leonidas,  Thcanor,  Quccu,  Mcrione, 
Bcliza,  Euphancs,  Crates,  Ladies,  Attendants  with 
Lijihts. 

^u.  How  much  my  Court  is  honour’d  Princely  Brother? 

In  your  vouchfaling  it  your  long’d-lbr  prefence 
Were  tedious  to  repeat,  finte  ’tis  already 
( And  heartily  ) acknowledg’d  ^ may  the  gods 
That  look  into  Kings  adions,  linile  upon 
The  league  we  have  concluded , and  their  jullicC 
Find  me  out  to  revenge  it,  if  1 break 
One  Article. 

/4ge.  Great  miracle  of  Queens, 

How  happy  I elleem  my  felt  in  being 
Thought  worthy  to  be  numbred  in  the  rank 
Of  your  confederates^  my  love  and  bell  fervice 
Shall  teach  the  world  hereafter:  but  this  gift 
With  which  you  have  confirm’d  it,  is  lb  lar 
Beyond  my  hopes  and  means  e’r  to  return, 

That  of  neccllity  I mull  dye  oblig’d 
To  your  unanfwer’d  bounty. 

The.  The  fweet  Lady 

In  blullies  gives  your  Highnels  thanks.  , 

Believe  it 

On  me  Queens  word,  llie  is  a worthy  one. 

And  I am  fo  acquainted  with  her  goodnefs. 

That  butforthis  peace  that  hath  chang’d  my  purpofe, 

And  to  her  more  advancement,  I lliould  gladly 
Have  call’d  her  Daughter. 

T.he.  Though  I am  depriv’d  of 
A blelTing,  ’tis  not  in  the  Fates  to  equal, 

Tolhew  my  felf  a Subject  as  a Son, 

Here  I give  up  my  claim,  and  willingly 
With  mine  own  hand  deliver  you  what  once 
I lov’d  above  my  jelf  and  from  this  hour 
(For  my  affedion  yields  now  to  my  duty) 

Vow  never  to  follicite  her. 

Cra.  ’Tis  well  cover’d  ^ 

Neanthesy  and  the  reft,  Exemt  Crz.  Nea.  Sof.  Era. 

Nay,  for  this  night 

You  mull  (for  ’tis  our  Countrey  falhion.  Sir  ) 

Leave  her  to  her  Devotions,  in  the  morning 
We’ll  bring  you  to  the  Temple. 

Leo.  How  in  this 
Your  Highnels  honours  me? 

I,  Mer.  Sweet  reft  to  all. 

Age.  Thiskifs,  and  I obey  you 
Bel.  Pleafe  it  your  Highnefs, 

This  is  the  Gentleman. 

You  are  welcome  home,  Sir, 

(Now  as  I live,  one  of  a promiftng  prefence) 

I have  heard  of  you  before,  and  you  lhall  find 
I’ll  know  you  better : find  out  Ibmethingthat 
May  do  you  good,  and  rell  alTur’d  to  have  it. 

Were  you  at  Sparta  lately  ? 

Euph.  Three  dales  fince 
Madam,  I came  from  thence. 

’Tis  very  late. 

Goodnight  my  Lord,  do  you  Sir  follow  me, 

I mull  talk  further  with  you. 

All  rell  with  you.  - Exeunt. 

Crates,  Neanthes,  Eraton,  Soficles  difguis*d. 

Cra.  She  mull  pafs  through  this  Cloyller,  fuddainjy 
And  boldly  feize  upon  her. 

Nea.  Where’s  the  Prince  ? 

Cra.  He  does  exped  us  at  the  place  I lliew’d  youi 

Enter  Merione  and  Servant.  ' 

I hear  ones  footing,  peace,  ’tis  flie 
Mir.  Nowleaveme, 

I know  the  way,  though  Vejia  witnefs  with  me 
Inevertrodeit  with  fuchifear:  help,  help. 

Cra.  Stop  her  mouth  clofe,  out  with  the  Light,  I’ll  guide 
you.  Exeunt. 

Alius 
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6 The  Queen  of  Corinth. 

.... 

JBus  Secundus. 

Scxna  Priffu. 

Enter  Merioiie  nervly  ravijhed.') 

A/.-t.'"T^O  whomnow  (I’.a'l  I cry?  What  pow’r  thus  kneel 
X And  beg  my  ravilht  honor  back  upon  me  (to  ? 

Deaf,  deaf,  you  gods  of  goodnefs,  deaf  tome, 

Deat'Heaven  to  all  my  c-ries  •,  deaf  hope,  deaf  juftice, 

I am  abus’d,  and  you,  that  fee  all,  law  itj 
Saw  it,  and  fmiJ’d  upon  the  villain  did  it : 

Saw  it,  andgave  himftrength:  why  have  I pray’d  to  ye, 
When  all  the  worlds  eyes  have  been  funk  in  [lumbers? 

Why  have  I then  povvr’d  out  my  tears  ? kncel’d  to  ye  ? 
.And  from  the  Altar  of  a pure  heart  lent  ye 
Thoughts  like  your  felves,  white,  innocent,  vows  purer 
And  of  a fweeter  flame  than  all  the  earths  odours? 

Why  have  I fung  your  praifes,  Hrew’d  your  Temples, 
.And  crown’d  your  Holy  Priefts  with  Virgin  Roles  ? 

"s  it  we  hold  ye  powerful,  to  deltroyus? 

Believe,  and  honor  ye,  to  fee  us  ruin’d  ? 

Thefe  tears  of  anger  thus  I fprinkle  toward  ye, 

You  that  dare  fleep  fecure  whilll  Virgins  fufler,  . 

Thefe  ftick  like  Comets,  blaze  eternally. 

Till,  with  the  wonder,  they  have  wak’d  your  juflice. 

And  forc’t  ye  fear  our  curfes,  as  we  )Ours. 

E?;ter  Theanor,  Crates,  with  vizards'.. 

Myfhame  fli  11  follows  me,  and  fli’l  proclaims  me-. 

He  turns  away  in  fcorn,  I am  contemned  coo, 

.A  more  unmanly  violence  than  the  other  ^ 

Bitten,  and  flung  away?  What  e’r  you  are 

Sir,  you  that  have  abus’d  me,  and  nowmoftbafely 

Amd  facrilegioufly  robb’d  this  fair  Temple, 

I fling  all  thefe  behind  me,  but  look  upon  me. 

But  one  kind  loving  look,  be  what  ye  will. 

So  from  this  hour  you  will  be  mine,  my  Husband-, 

And  you  his  hand  in  mifehief,  I fpcak  to  you  too, 
Counfelbim  nobly  now,  you  know  the  mifehief. 

The  moff  unrighteous  a<fl  he  has  done,  perfwade  him, 
Perlwade  him  like  a friend,  knock  at  his  Conlcience 
Till  fair  Repentance  follow  : yet  be  worthy  of  me, 

.And  fhe  w vour  felf,  if  ever  good  thought  guided  ye^ 

You  have  had  your  foul  will,  make  it  yet  fair  with  marriage 
Open  your  fclf  and  take  me,  wed  me  now : ' Draws  hU 

Mere  fruits  of  viirany  ? your  Dagger  ? come  \ Dagger. 

Ye  are  merciful,  1 thank  you  for  your  medicine: 
is  that  too  worthy  too  ? 

Enter  therejl  difguis^d. 

Devil,  thou  with  him, 

Thou  penny  Bawd  to  his  Luff,  will  not  that  flir  thee? 

Do  you  work  by  tokens  novv.^  Be  fure  I live  not, 
foryour  ow'n  fafeties  knaves.  I will  fit  patiently  : 

But  as  ye  are  true  villains,  the  Devils  own  fervants', 
Andthofe  he  loves  andtrufls,  make  it  as  bloody 
An  Aft,  of  fuch  true  horror.  Heaven  would  fliakeat^ 
’Twilllhew  the  braver:  goodnefs  hold  my  hope  faff, 

And  inthy  mercies  look  u[)on  my  mines. 

And  then  I am  right : my  eyes  grow  dead  and  heavy : 

Enter  fix  difguis^d^  finging  and  dan  'titf  to  a horrid  Mnfick^^ 
and  fprinkjing  water  on  her  face. 

Wrong  me  no  more  as  ye  are  men. 

7he.  She  is  faff. 

Cra.  Away  with  her.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Agenor,  and  Gentlemen.  | 

Age  Now  Gentlemen,  the  time’s  come  now  t’enjov 

1 hat  fruitful  happmels  my  heart  has  long’d  for  - 
This  day  be  happy  call’d,  and  when  old  Time’ 

Brings  It  about  each  year,  crown’d  with  that  fweetnefs 
It  gives  me  now,  fee  every  man  obferve  it 
And  laying  all  afide  bears  fhew  of  bufineR,' 

Give  this  to  joy  and  triumph : How  fits  my  cloaths^ 

1 G(?«/,  Handfome,  and  wondrous  well,  Sir. 

Ag.  Do  they  fhew  richly? 

Fortothofe  curious  eyes  even  beauty  envies, 

appear  poor,  or  low  fafhion’d; 

Methmks  I am  younger  than  I was,  far  younger- 
And  fuch  a promife  in  my  bloud  I feel  now  ’ 

That  if  there  may  be  a perpetual  youth  ' 

Bellowed  on  -man,  I am  that  foul  fhall  win  it : 

Does  my  hair  Hand  well.  Lord  how  ill-favourdly 

You  havedrefi:  me  to  day?  how  baldly?  why  this  Cloak' 

2 Why ’tis  the  richeft.  Sir, 

Age.  And  here  ye  have  put  me  on 

A pair  of  Breeches  look  like  a pair  of  Bagpipes. 

1 Gen.  Believe  Sir,  they  fhew  bravely. 

Ag.  W’hy  thefe  Stockins? 

2 Gen.  Your  Legappearsi 

Ag.  Peuh,  I would  have  had ’em  Peach-colour, 

All  young,  and  new  about  me:  and  this  Scarf  here 
A goodly  thing:  you  havetrickt  me  like  a Puppet. 

1 Gen.  I’ll  undertake  to  rig  forth  a whole  Navy, 

And  with  lefs  labor  than  one  man  in  love. 

They  are  never  pleas’d. 

2 Gen.  Methinkshe  looks  well. 

1 Gen.  Well : 

As  man  can  look,'  as  handfome:  now  do  I wonder 
He  found  not  fault  his  Nofe  was  put  on  ugly. 

Or  his  Eyes  lookt  too  gray,  and^l  at  us. 

They  are  the  waywards  things,  thefbt:overs. 

2 Gent.  All  will  be  right 
When  once  it  comes  to  th’pufh. 

I Gent.  I would  they  were  at  it 
For  our  own  quiet  fake. 

Come,  wait  upon  me. 

And  bear  your  felves  like  mine, my  friends, and  nobly.  Ex 
Scana  I’ertia. 

Enter  Theanor,  Crates,  andEvztes^  bringing  Merione. 

Erat.  This  is  her  Brothers  door. 

Cra.  There  lay  her  down  then. 

Lay  her  along : fhe  is  fall  Hill. 

Ser.  As  forgetfulnefs. 

Cra.  Be  not  you  flirt’d  now,  but  away  to  your  Mother 
Give  all  attendance,  let  no  flain  appear  ! 

Of  fear,  or  doubt  in  your  face:  carry  your  felf  confidently. 
Ehe.  But  whither  runs  your  drift  now  } 

Cra.  When  fhe  wakes. 

Either  what’s  done  will  fhew  a meet  dream  to  her, 

.And  carry  no  more  credit : or  fay  fhe  find  it. 

Say  flie  remember  all  the  circumflances, 

'F  wenty  to  one  the  fliapes  in  which  they  were  aded. 

The  horrors,  and  the  flill  affrights  we  fhew’d  her, 

Rifing  in  wilder  figures  to  her  memory 
Willrun  hermad,  and  noman  guefstherealbn: 
fall  thefe  fail,  and  that  fhe  rile  up  perfed. 

And  !o  colled  her  felf,  believe  this.  Sir, 
vjot  knowing  who  it  was  that  did  this  to  her, 

Vor  having  any  power  to  ghefs^  the  thing  done  too 
king  the  utter  undoing  of  her  honor 
' it  be  known,  and  to  tlie  worlds  eye  publifh’d, 

Specially  at  this  time  when  Fortune  courts  her. 

She  mufl  and  will  conceal  it-,  nay,  forget  it, 

"'he  woman  is  no  Lucrece-^  get  you  gone  Sir, 

And  as  you  would  have  more  of  this  fport,  fear  not. 

The. 

The  Queen  of  Corinth. 
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The.  I am  confirm’d,  farcwcl. 

Cra.  Farcwcl,  away  Sir: 

Difpcrfc  your  Iclvcs,  and  as  yon  love  his  favour, 

And  that  that  crowns  it.  Gold,  no  tongues  amonglt  ye. 

You  know  your  charge,  tins  way  goes  no  furpicioii.  i.x. 

fwffrAgenor,  Leonides,  xv/W; /jvo  Gent. 

Ag.  You  are  llirring  early.  Sir. 

Leo.  It  was  my  duty 
To  wait  upon  your  Grace. 

At.  How  fares  your  Sifter, 

My  beauteous  Miftrifs,  what  is  ftie  ready  yet?  (way 
Leo.  No  doubt  fiie'11  lofe  no  time  Sir,young  Maids  in  her 
Tread  upon  thorns,  and  think  an  hour  an  age 
Till  the  Prieft  has  done  his  part,  that  theirs  may  follow: 

1 law  her  not  fince  yefterday  i’  th’  evening : 

But  Sir,  I am  lure  flie  is  not  flack  ^ believe  me. 

Your  grace  will  find  a loving  foul. 

Ag.  Afweetone, 

And  lb  much  joy  I carry  in  the  thought  of  it. 

So  great  a happinefs  to  know  fne  is  mine  ^ 

Believe  me  noble  Brother,  that  to  exprefs  it 
Methinksa  Tongue’s  a poor  thing;  can  do  nothing. 
Imagination  lefs ; who’s  that  that  lies  there  ? 

Leo.  Where  Sir? 

Ag,  Before  the  door,  it  looks  like  a woman : 

Leo.  This  way  I came  abroad,  but  then  there  was  no- 
Oneof  the  Maids  o’rwatch’d  belike ; (thing, 

Ag.  It  may  be. 

Leo.  But  methinks  this  is  no  fit  place  to  fleep  in  » 

I Gent.  ’Tis  fiireawoman  Sir,  Ihe  has  jewels  on  too: 
She  fears  no  foul  play  fure. 

Leo.  Bring  a Torch  hither, 

Yett’is  not  perfedday.  Ifliouldknowthofe  Garments. 

Ag.  How  found  Ihe  fleeps  ? 

Leo.  lam  forryto  lee  this. 

Ag.  Do  you  know  her  ? 

Leo.  And  you  now  I am  fure  Sir. 

Ag.  My  Miftrifs,  how  comes  this? 

Enter  Queen,  Theanor,  Beliza,  Euphanes,  Neanthes, 
Attendants. 

Leo.  The  Queen  and  her  train  ? 

You  know  my  pleafure. 

Euph.  And  will  be  moft  careful. 

Be  not  long  abfent,  the  fuit  you  preferr’d 
Is  granted.  ^ 

Nea.  This  fellow  mounts  apace,  and  will 
Towre  o’rus  like  a Falcon. 

Good  morrow  to  ye  all,  whyftandye  wondring? 
Enter  the  houfeSir,  and  bring  out  your  Miftrifs, 

You  muftobferve  our  Ceremonies:  what’s  the  matter? 
What’s  that  ye  Hand  at  ? How  Merione  ? 
Afleepi’th’ftreet?  belike  fome  hidden  Palfie 
Asftieftept  outlaft  night  upon  devotion. 

To  take  her  farewel  of  her  Virgin  ftate. 

The  air  being  lharp  and  piercing,  ftruck  her  luddenly: 
See  if  Ihe  breath. 

Leo.  A little. 

Wake  her  then, 

I ’Tis  fure  a fit. 

' Ag.  She  wakes  her  felf. 

Give  room  to  her. 

See  how  the  fpirits  ftruggle  to  recover. 

And  ftrongly  reinforce  their  ftrengthj  for  certain 
This  was  no  natural  fleep. 

The.  I am  of  your  mind.  Madam. 

No  Son,  it  cannot  be. 

I The.  Pray  Heaven  no  trick  in’t^ 

Good  Soul  file  little  merits  fuch  a milchief. 

I She  is  broad  awake  now,  and  her  fence  deers  up, 

p’Tvvas  fure  a fit-,  ftandoff 
j Mer.  The  Queen,  my  Love  here, 

I And  all  my  noble  friends?  Why  where  am  I? 


How  am  1 tranc’d, and  moap’d?  i’th’ftreet  ? Heaven  blcfs  me. 

Shame  to  my  Sex  i o th’  ground  too  ? O I remember 

Leo.  How  wilafhe  looks? 

Ag.  Oh  my  cold  heart,  how  flic  trembles  ? 

Mer.  Oh  1 remember,  1 remember. 

What’s  that? 

Mer.  My  lhamc,  my  fliamc,  my  fliamc : Oh  I remember 
My  never-dying  fliamc. 

The.  FIcre  has  been  villanic. 

I fear  fo  too. 

Mer.  You  are  no  Furies  arc  ye? 

No  horrid  fiiapcs  lent  to  affright  me  f 
Ag.  Nofwect, 

We  are  your  friends : look  up,  I am  Agenoff 
O my  Merione.^  that  loves  you  dearly  : 

And  come  to  marry  ye. 

Leo  Sifter,  what  ail  ye  ? 

Speak  out  your  griefs,  and  boldly  ' 

Ag.  Something  fticks  here 
Will  choak  ye  die. 

Mer.  I hope  it  will. 

Be  free  Lady, 

Youhave  your  loving  friends  about  yd. 

Ah.  Dear 
By  the  unfpotted  love  I ever  bore  ye. 

By  thine  own  goodnefs — 

Mer.  Oh  ’tis  gone,  ’tjs  gone  Sir, 
lam  nowl  know  not  what;  pray  ye  look  not  on  me, 

No  name  is  left  me,  nothing  to  inherit 
But  that  detefted,  bafe,  and  branded--— 

Ag.  Speak  it. 

And  how;,  difeafes  of  moft  danger 
Their  caufes  once  difeover’d  are  eafily  cur’d : 

My  fair  Merione. 

Mer.  1 thank  your  love  Sir  ^ 

When  I was  fair  Merione.^  unfpotted. 

Pure,  and  unblafted  in  the  bud  you  honour’d. 

White  as  the  heart  of  truth,  then  Prince  Agemty 
Even  then  I was  not  worthy  of  your  favour  ^ 

Wretch  that  I am,  lefs  worthy  now  of  pitty ; 

Let  no  good  thing  come  near  me,  virtue  flie  me^ 

You  that  have  honeft  noble  names  defpife  me. 

For  I am  nothing  now  but  a main  peftilence 

Able  to  poifon  all.  Send  thofe  unto  me 

That  have  forgot  their  names,  ruin’d  their  fortunes, 

Defpis’d  their  honours  ^ thofe  that  have  been  Virgins 

Ravifh’d  and  wrong’d,  , and  yet  dare  live  to  tell  it. 

The.  Now  it  appears  too  plain. 

Mer.  Send  thofe  lad  people 

That  hate  the  light,  andcurfe  fociety-,  (nuall 

Whofe  thoughts  are  Graves,  and  from  who  fe  eyesconti- 
Their  melting  fouls  dropout,  fend  thofe  to  me  *, 

And  when  their  forrows  are  moft  excellent. 

So  full  that  one  grief  more  cannot  be  added. 

My  Story  like  a torrent  lhall  devour  ’em. 

Hark,  itmuft  out^  but  pray  Hand  clofe  together,' 

And  let  not  all  the  world  hear. 

Leo.  Speak  it  boldly. 

Mer.  And  Royal  Lady,  think  but  charitably. 

Your  Grace  has  known  my  breeding. 

^H.  Pretheefpeak  it. 

Mer.  Is  there  no  ftranger  here?  fend  off  your  fervants 
And  yet  it  muft  be  known ; I lhake. 

Ag.  Sweet  Miftrifs. 

Mer.  I am  abus’d,  bafely  abus’d  -,  do  you  ghefs  yet  ? 
Come  clofe.  I’ll  tell  ye  plainer^  I am  whor’d, 

Ravifh’d,  and  robb’d  of  Honour. 

Leo.  Oh  the  Devil. 

Agi  What  hellifh  Slave  was  this  ? 

The.  A wretch,  a wretch, 

A damned  wretch : do  you  know  the  Villain,  tady  ? 

Mer.  No. 

The.  Not  by  ghefs? 

Mer.  Oh  no. 

The 


Ki 


The  Queen  of  Corinth 


Ihf.  Itimifr  be  known, 

I \A  here  was  the  place? 

I know  not  neither. 

O Heaven, 

Is  this  the  happy  time?  my  hope  to  this  come? 

L e.y.  Neither  the  man  nor  circumlVances  ? 

'Iht.  His  tongue. 

Did  you  not  hear  his  tongue,  no  voice? 

A/.r.  None,  none  Sir: 

All  I know  ot  him  was  his  violence. 

/ig.  How  came  ye  hither.  Sweet  ? 

A/rr.  1 know  not  neither. 

7 /’.■*.  A cunning  piece  of  villany. 

Ai.r.  All  1 remember 
Is  only  this : Going  to  Fefias  Temple 
To  give  the  goddefs  my  laft  Virgin  prayers. 

Near  to  that  place  I was  liiddainly  furprizM, 

By  live  or  lix  difguis’d,  and. from  thence  violently 
To  my  dillionour  halM : that  Ad  perform’d. 

Brought  back,  but  how,  or  whether,  till  I wak’d  here. — 
The.  This  is  lb  monftrous,  the  gods  cannot  fuller  it  j 
I have  not  read  in  all  the  villanies 
Committed  by  the  moll  obdurate  Rafcals, 

An  ad  lb  truly  impious. 

Leo.  W’ould  I knew  him. 

The.  He  mull  be  known,  the  Devil  cannot  hide  him. 

If  all  the  Art  I have,  or  power  can  do  it, 

He  lli^ll  be  found,  and  fuch  a way  of  jullice 
Inflided  on  him : A Lady  wrong’d  in  my  Court, 

And  this  way  rob'd,  and  ruin’d  ? 

Ihe.  Be  contented  Madam, 
if  he  be  above  ground  I will  have  him. 

Ag.  Fair  virtuous  Maid,  take  comfort  yet  and  flourilli, 
In  my  loveflourilh:  the  llain  w'as  forc’d  upon  ye 
None  of  your  wills,  nor  yours-,  rife,  and  rife  mine  hill. 
And  rife  the  fame  white,  fweet,  fair  foul,  I lov’d  ye. 

Take  me  the  fame. 

A/fr.  I kneel  and  thank  ye.  Sir, 

And  I mull  lay  ye  are  truly  honourable: 
nd  dare  confefs  my  Will,  yet  Hill  a Virgin  ^ 

But  fo  unfit  and  weak  a Cabinet 
o keep  your  love  and  virtue  in  am  I now. 

That  have  been  forc’d  and  broken,  loft  my  liiftre, 

I mean  this  body,  fo  corrupt  a Volume 
‘■'or  you  to  Itudy  goodnefs  in,  and  honor, 

I lhall  intreat  your  Grace,  confer  that  happincls 
Upon  a beauty  for  row  never  faw  yet : 

And  when  this  grief  lhall  kill  me,  as  it  mull  do, 

Only  remember  yet  ye  had  fuch  a Millrifs  -, 

And  if  ye  then  dare  Ihedatear,  yet  honour  me: 

Good  Gentlemen,  exprels  your  pities  to  me, 
in  feeking  out  this  villany^  and  mylall  fuit 
Is  to  your  Grace,  that  I may  have  your  favour 
To  live  a poor  reclule  Nun  with  this  Lady, 

From  Court  and  company,  till  Heaven  lhall  hear  me. 

And  fend  me  comfort,  or  death  end  my  mifery. 

Take  your  own  Will,  my  very  heart  bleeds  for  thee. 
/^/Tfarwell  Merione.,  fincel  have  not  thee. 

I’ll  wed  thy  goodnefs,  and  thy  memory. 

Leo.  And  I her  fair  revenge. 

The.  Away:  let’s  follow  it, 

For  he  is  fo  rank  i’  th’  wind  we  cannot  mifs  him.  Lxsunt. 


To  make  my  poor  houfe  firll — 

Con.  Pray  Sir  excufeme, 

I have  not  feen  mine  own  yct^  nor  made  happy 
Thetc  longing  eyes  withthofel  love  there:  what’s  this  a 
Cra,  It  leems  lb  by  the  outlide.  ( Tavern  > 

Co.  Step  in  here  then,  ^ 

And  lince  it  offers  it  felf  fo  freely  to  us, 

A place  made  only  for  liberal  entertainment, 

Let’s  feekno  fiirther,  but  make  ufe  of  this,  ' 

And  after  the  Grfe/^^fallhon,  to  our  friends 
Crown  a round  cup  or  two. 

Lntcr  Vintner  and  Drawer. 

Cra.  Your  pleafure.  Sir. 

Drawers,  who  waits  within  ? 

Brarv.  Anon,  anon  Sir. 

^ Look  into  the  LiUy-pot:  why  Af^r/^  there; 

You  are  welcome  Gentlemen;  heartily  welcome 
My  noble  friend. 

Cra.  Let’s  have  good  Wine  mine  Holl, 

And  aline  private  room.  > 

Vint.  Will  ye  be  there  Sir? 

Whatis’t  you’ll  drink?  I’ll  draw  your  Wine  my  felf: 
Quifljons  ye  knaves : why  when  ? 

Enter  Drawer. 

Vrarv.  .Anon,  aiion  Sir. 

Vint.  Chios or  Lebos^  GreekJ 
Cra.  Your  bell  and  neatell. 

Vint.  I’ll  draw  ye  that  fnall  dance. 

Cra.  Away,  be  quick  then.  Exit.  Vintner 

Con.  How  does  your  Brother,  Sir,  my  noble  friend 
The  good  Etiphanes  ? in  all  my  courfeof  travel 
I met  not  with  a Gentleman  fo  furnilh’d 
In  gentlenefs  and  courtefie ; believe  Sir, 

So  many  friendly  Offices  I receiv’d  from  him. 

So  great,  and  timely,  and  enjoy’d  his  company 
In  fuch  an  open  and  a liberal  fvveetnels. 

That  when  I dare  forget  him 

Cra.  He’s  in  good  health,  Sir, 

But  you  will  find  him  a much  alter’d  man. 

Grown  a great  Courtier,  Sir. 

Co.  He’s  worthy  of  it. 

Cra.  A man  drawn  up,  that  leaves  no  print  behind  him 
Of  what  he  was : thofe  goodnefles  you  Ipeak  of 
That  have  been  in  him,  thofe  that  you  call  freedoms. 
Societies,  and  fweetnefs,  look  for  now,  Sir, 

You’ll  find  nolhadows  of  them  left,  no  found. 

The  very  Air  he  has  liv’d  in  alter’d  : now  behold  him. 

And  you  lhall  fee  a thing  walk  by,  look  big  upon  ye. 

And  cry  for  place;  I am  the  Queens,  give  room  there  ; 

If  you  bow  low,  may  be  he’ll  touch  the  Bonnet, 

Or  fling  a forced  fmile  at  ye  for  a favour. 

Co.  He  is  your  brother.  Sir. 

Cra.  Thefe  forms  put  off. 

Which  travel,  and  Court  Holy-water  Iprinkle  on  him, 

I dare  accept,  and  know  him : you’ll  think  it  ftrange.  Sir, 
That  even  to  me,  tome  his  natural  Brother, 

And  one  by  birth  he  owes  a little  honor  too 

Enter  Vintner  rvith  Wine. 


Sc£na  ^arta. 

Enter  Crates  and  Conon. 

Cra.  Conon.,  you  arc  welcome  home,  ye 
Is  this  your  full  arrival  ? 

Co.  Sir,  but  now 
I rcacht  the  Town. 

Cra.  Y’arc  once  more  welcome  then. 
Co.  I thank  ye,  noble  Sir. 

Cra.  Pray  ye  do  me  the  honor 


arc  wondrous 
(welcome, 


(But  that’s  all  one)  come,  give  me  fomeWiiie,mine  Holt. 
Here’s  to  your  fair  return. 

Con.  I wonder  at  it, 

But  furchc  has  found  a nature  not  worth  owning 
In  this  way;  ellc  I know  he  is  tender  carried. 

I thank  ye.  Sir : and  now  durll  I prefumc 
For  all  you  tell  me  of  thefe  alterations. 

And  flops  in  his  fweet  nature,  which  till  I find  fo, 

I have  known  him  now  fo  long,  and  look’d  fo  through  him, 
You  mull  give  me  leave  tobcalittlefaithlefs; 

I fay  for  all  thefe,  if  you  plcafeto  venture 

I’ll 
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i’ll  lay  the  Wine  wc  drink,  let  mcJ  fend  for  him 
(Even  I that  am  the  poorcft  of  his  fellowfhip) 

But  by  a Boy  oth’  houJc  too,  let  him  have  bufinefs, 

Let  him  attend  the  Queen,  nay  let  his  Miftrifs 
Hold  him  betwixt  her  arms,  he  (hall  come  tome, 

And  (hall  drink  with  me  too,  love  me,  and  heartily^ 

Like  a true  honell  man  bid  me  welcome  home. 

I am  confldcht. 

Crj.  You  will  loofc. 

Cw.  You’l  ftand  to  th’wager  ? 

Crj.  W'ith  all  my  heart. 

Con.  Go  Boy,  and  tell  Euphanes. 

Boy.  He’s  now  gone  up  the  ftreet  Sir, 

With  a great  train  of  Gallants. 

Crj.  What  think  you  now  Sir  ? 

Com.  Go,  and  overtake  him. 

Commend  my  love  unto  him : my  name  is  CotuH^ 

Tell  him  I am  new  arriv’d,  and  where  I am. 

And  would  requcft  to  fee  him  prefently: 

Ye  lee  I ufe  olddudgeii  phrafe  to  draw  him. 

Crj.  I’ll  hhng  and  quarter  when  you  draw  him  hither. 
Con.  A way  Boy. 

Boy,  I am  gone  Sir. 

Com.  Here’s  to  you  now. 

And  you  ft  all  find  his  travel  has  not  ftopt  him 
As  you  fuppofe,  nor  alter’d  any  freedome , 

But  made  him  far  more  clear  and  excellent^ 

It  draws  the  grofnefs  off’the  underftanding. 

And  renders  aiftive  and  induftrioiis  fpirits: 

He  that  knows  moft  mens  manners , muft  of  neceftty 
Beft  know  his  own , and  mend  thole  by  example : 

’Tis  a dull  thing  to  travell  like  a Mill-horfe , 

Still  in  the  place  he  w-as  born  in,  lam’d  and  blinded  *, 

Living  at  home  is  like  it ; pure  and  ftrong  fpirits 
That  like  the  fire  ftill  covet  to  fly  upward. 

And  to  give  fireasw’ell  astakeit^  cas’d  up,  and  mewd  here 
I mean  at  honle,  like  lufty  metled  Horfes, 

Only  ty’d  up  in  Stables,  to  pleafe  their  Mailers , 

Beat  out  their  fiery  lives  in  their  own  Litters  , 

Why  do  not  you  travel  Sir  ? 

Cra.  I have  no  belief  in’t 
I fee  lb  many  ftrange  things,  half  imhatclit,  to 
Return,  thofe  that  went  out  men,  and  good  men , 

They  look  like  potch’d  Eggs  with  the  louls  fuckt  out 
Empty  and  full  of  wind  : all  their  affeftions 
Are  bak’d  in  Rye  cruft,  to  hold  carriage 
From  this  good  Town  to  th’other : and  when  they  ire 
They  are  fo  ill  cooked  and  mouldy — (open’d. 

Con.  Ye  are  pleafant. 

Cra.  I’ll  ftevv  ye  a pack  of  theft ; I have  ’em  for  ye , 
That  have  been  long  in  travel  too.  - f 
Con.  Pleafe  you  Sir. 

Cra.  You  know  the  Merchants  walk.  Boy  ? 

2 B(y  Very  well. 

Cra.  And  you  remember  thoft  Gentlemen  were  here 
The  other  day  with  me  ? ^ . 

2 Boy.  Yes. 

Cra.  Then  go  thither,'  ' 

For  there  I am  fure  they  are,  pray  ’em  comehithe», 

(And  ufe  my  name)  I would  ^ glad  to  fee ’em. 

Enter  i Boy. 

1 Boy.  Your  Brother’s  coming  in  Sir. 
yint.  Odds  my  paffion , • 

Out  with  the  Plate  ye  knaves : bring  the  new  Qmftions , 

And  waft  thofe  Glafles  1 ftt  by  for  high  days. 

Perfume  the  rooms  along , why  Sirrah, 
t Boy.  Here  Sir. 

yint.  Bid  my  Wife  make  her  ftlf  ready  handfbmly , 

And  put  on  her  beft  Apron : it  may  be 
The  noble  Gentleman  will  look  upon  her.- 


Corinth, 


Enter  Euphanes  anJ  tno  Gentlemen. 

Enph.  Where  is  he  Boy  ? 

\mt.  Your  worftip’s  heartily  welcome, 

It  joyes  my  very  heart  to  fee  yc  here  Sir. 

The  Gentleman  that  lent  for  your  honor » 

Eupb.  O good  mine  Hoft. 
yint.  To  my  poor  homely  houft,  and’t  like  your  honot. 
Enph.  I thank  thine  honor  good  mine  Hoft,  where  is  he.? 
Con.  What  think  ye  now?  my  heG:  Euphanes. 

Euph.  Conon^  welcome  my  friend,  my  noble  friend  how 
Are  you  in  fafety  come,  in  health?  (is  it? 

Con.  All  health,  all  fafety. 

Riches,  and  all  that  makes  content  and  happinefs 
Now  I am  here  I have:  how  have  you  far’d  Sir? 

Euph.  Well,  I thank  Heaven,  and  never  nearer  friend 
To  catch  at  great  occafion. 

Con.  Indeed  I joy  in’t. 

Euph.  Nor  am  I for  my  ftlf  born  in  theft  fortunes. 

In  truth  I love  my  friends. 

Con.  You  were  noble  ever. 

Cra.  I thought  you  had  not  known  me.  Eupb.falutet  Cra. 
Euph.  Yes,  ye  are  my  Brother, 

My  elder  Brother  too , would  your  afftdions 
Were  able  but  to  ask  that  love  I owe  to  ye. 

And  as  I give , preferve  it : here  friend  Conon.^ 

To  your  fair  welcome  home. 

Con.  Dear  Sir,  I thank  ye , 

Fill  it  toth’brim,  Boy;  Crates. 

Cra.  I’ll  pledge  you , 

But  for  that  glorious  Comet  lately  fired. 

Con.  Fie,  fie  Sir,  fie. 

Euph.  Nay,  let  him  take  his  freedomes, 

He  ftirs  not  me  I vow  to  ye  ^ much  lefs  ftains  me. 

Cra.  Sir,  I cannot  talk  with  that  neat  travelling  tongue. 
Con.  As  I live , he  has  the  worft  belief  in  men  abroad. 

Enter  the  1.  Boy, 

I am  glad  I am  come  home. 

2.  Boy.  Here  are  the  Gentlemen. 

Cra.  O let  ’em  enter  ; now  yon  that  truft  in  travel. 
And  make  ftarp  Beards , and  little  Breeches  Deities , 

You  that  inhaunce  the  daily  price  of  Tooth-picks, 

And  hold  there  is  no  homebred  happinefs , 

Behold  a model  of  your  minds  andaftions. 

Euph.  T hough  this  be  envious,yet  done  ith’  way  of  mirth, 
I am  content  to  thank  ye  for’t. 

Con.  ’Tis  well  yet. 

Cra.  Let  the  Maske  enter. 

Enter  Onos,  bis  Unkle  and  Tutor. 

Onos.  A pretty  Taverne  ’faith,  of  a fine  ftrudure. 
Vnc.  Bear  your  ftlf  like  a Gentleman,  here’s  fix  pence. 
And  be  fire  you  break  no  Glafles. 

7 lit.  Hark  ye  Pupill , 

Go  as  I taught  you,  hang  more  upon  your  hams, 

And  put  your  knees  out  bent  i there,  yet  a little : 

Now  I beftech  ye , be  not  fo  improvident 
To  forget  your  travelling  pace,  ’tis  a main  pofture, 

And  to  all  unayr’d  Gentlemen  will  betray  you: 

Play  with  your  Beard ; w^y,  where’s  your  brulh  Pupill? 
He  muft  have  a Bruft  Sir. 

Vnc.  More  charge  yet? 

T ur.  Here,  take  mine, 

Theft  elements  of  travel  he  muft  not  want  Sir. 

Vnc.  Ma’foy  , he  has  had  fome  nineteen  pence  in  ele- 
What  would  you  more  ? (ments, 

‘Tut.  Durus  tnehercle  pater. 

Con.  What  Monfieur  the  very  pump  of  travell  ? 

Sir,  as  Hive  you  have  done  me  the  greateft  kipdnes, 
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0 my  foir  Sir,  Lamp-ee^  the  careful  Unklc 

To  this  young  hopetul  illiie*,  IMonheur  Tutor  too. 

The  father  to  his  mind  •,  Gome,  come,  let’s  hug  Boyes, 
W’hy  what  a bunch  of  travel  do  1 embrace  row  , 
Methinks  I put  a Girdle  about  Europe 
How  has  the  boy  profited  ? 

Vuc.  He  has  enough  Sir, 

If  his  too  fiery  mettle  do  not  mar  it. 

CoH.  Is  he  not  thrifty  yet  ? 

Tut.  That’s  all  his  fault , 

Too  bounteous  minded  being  underage  too  , 

^ A great  confumer  of  his  ftock  in  Pippins , 

Had  ever  a hot  ftomach. 

Coft.  Come  hither  O«o/, 

Will  you  love  me  for  this  fine  Apple? 

' Ohoi.  We. 

Con.  And  will  ye  be  rul’d  by  me  fometimes  ? 

Onos.  ’Faith  1 will. 

Con.  That’s  a good  boy. 

Vnr.  Pray  give  not  the  child  fo  much  fruit , 

He’s  of  a raw  Complexion 
Euph.  You  Monfieur  hard  ege , 

Do  you  remember  me?  Do  you  remember 
When  you  and  your  Conforttravell’d  through  Hungary  ? 
Con.  He’s  in  that  circuit  ftill. 

Euph.  Do  you  remember 

Thecantell  of  immortal  Cheefe  ye  carried  with  ye, 

The  half  cold  Gabbedge  in  a leather  Sachell, 

And  thofe  invincible  Eggs  that  would  lye  in  your  bowells 
A fortnight  together,  and  then  turn  to  bedftaves  i 
Your  fbwre  milk  that  would  choak  an  Irijh  man. 

And  bread  was  bak’d  in  Cjefars  time  for  the  Army  ? 
Con.  Providence,  providence. 

Tut.  The  foul  of  travel. 

Euph.  Can  the  boy  fpeak  yet  ? , 

Tut.  Yes,  and  as  fine  a Gentleman, 

1 thank  my  able  knowledge,  he  has  arriv’d  at , 

Only  a little  fparing  of  his  Language , 

Which  every  man  of  obfervation 

Vnc.  And  of  as  many  tongues. 

7«n  Pray  be  content  Sir, 

You  know  you  are  for  the  bodily  part,  thePurfe, 

1 for  the  magazin,thc  mind. 

Euph.  Come  hither  fpringall. 

On.  That  in  the  Almain  Tongue  fignifiesa  Gentleman. 
Euph.  What  think  you  of  the  forms  of  Italy  or  Spain  ? 
Onos.  I love  mine  own  Countrey  Pippin. 

Tut.  Nobly  anfwer’d, 

Born  for  his  Countrey  firft. 

' A great  Philo fopher : 

What  Horfes  do  you  prefer? 

Onos.  The  white  horfe  Sir, 

There  where  1 lye  \ honeft  and  a juft  bcaft. 

Tut  0 caput  lepidum:  a Child  to  fay  this. 

Are  thefe  figures  for  the  mouths  of  Infants? 

Con.  Onos.,  what  wenches  ? 

.Come,  tell  me  tnie. 

On.  1 cannot  fpeak  without  book. 

Con.  W^hen  fnall  we  have  one,  ha  ? 

On.  Steal  me  from  mine  Llnckle, 

For  look  you,  I am  broke  out  horribly 
For  want  of  fleftily  Phyfick ; they  fay  I am  too  young , 
And  that  ’twill  fpoyle  my  growth  but  could  you  help  me? 
Con.  Meet  me  to  morrow  man,  no  more. 

Euph.  You  think  now 

Ye  have  open’d  fuch  a fhame  to  me  of  travcll. 

By  Ihewing  thefe  thin  Cubs;  yc  have  honour’d  us 
Againft  your  will,  proclaim’d  us  excellent; 

Three  Frails  of  Sprats  carried  from  Mart-,  to  Mart, 

Are  as  much  Meat  as  theft,  to  more  ufe  travell’d  ^ 

A bunch  of  bloted  fools ; me  thinks  your  judgment 
Should  look  abroad  Ibmetimes  without  your  envy. 

Cra.  Such  arc  moft  of  you  ; lb  I take  rny  leave. 

And  when  you  find  your  Womens  favor  fgil , 

’Tis  ten  to  one  you’l  know  your  felf,  and  feek  me 
Upon  a better  Mufter  of  your  manners. 

Con.  This  is  not  handibme  Sir. 

Euph.  Pray  take  your  pleafurc , 

You  wound  the  wind  as  much 
Cra.  Come  you  with  me, 

I have  bulinefs  for  you  prefently : there’s  for  vour  Wine  ^ 
1 muft  confefs  1 loft  it. 

On.  Shall  1 fteal  to  ye 
And  lhall  we  fee  the  Wench  ? 

Con.  A dainty  one. 

On.  And  have  a difli  of  Pippins  ? 

Con.  What  a peck  man. 

Tut.  Will  you  wait  Sir. 

Con.  Pray  let’s  meet  oftner  Gentlemen , 

I would  not  loft  ye. 

Tut.  O fweet  Sir. 

Con.  Do  you  think  I would , 

Such  noted  men  as  you  ? 

Onos^Vnc.Tut.  We  are  your  Servants.  Exeunt. 

Euph.  That  thing  they  would  keep  in  everlafting  nonage, 
My  brother  for  his  own  ends  has  thruft  on 
Upon  my  Miftnfs,  ’tis  true,  he  lhall  be  rich 
If  ever  he  can  get  that  Rogue  his  Unkle 
To  let  him  be  of  years  to  come  to  inherit  it. 

Now  what  the  main  drift  is 

1 Con.  Say  ye  fo  ? no  more  words. 

I’ll  keep  him  company  till  he  be  of  years , 

Though  it  be  a hundred  years,  but  I’ll  difeover  it^ 

And  ten  to  one  I’ll  crofs  it  too. 

Euph,  You  are  honeft. 

And  1 fliall  ftudy'  ftill  your  love:  farewell  Sir, 

For  theft  few  hours  I muft  defire  your  pardon  , 

I have  bufinefs  of  importance ; once  a day 
At  leaft  I hope  you’ll  fee  me:  I muft  fee  ypu  elfe : 

So,  once  more  ye  are  welcome. 

Con.  All  my  thanks  Sir, 

And  when  I leave  to  love  you,  life  go  from  me.'  Exeunt. 

ABus  Terms. 

Scaena  Prima. 

Enter  Theanor  and  Crates. 

Cra.  tXTHySir,  theKingdomeshis,  and  no  man  now 
VV  Can  come  to  Corinth.,  or  from  Corinth  go 
Without  his  Licence  •,  he  puts  up  the  tithes 
Of  every  office  through  Achaia  ^ 

From  Courtier  to  the  Carter  hold  of  him ; ^ 

Our  Lands,  our  Liberties,  nay  very  Lives  , 

Are  ffiut  up  in  his  Clofet , and  let  loofe 
But  at  his  pleafure^  Books,  and  all  difeourfe 
Have  now  no  Patron , nor  direction , 

But  glorified  Euphanes : our  Cups  are  guilty 
That  quench  our  thirfts,  if  not  unto  his  health  ^ 

Oh,  I could  cat  my  heart,  and  fling  away 
My  very  Soul  for  anguilh:  gods,  nor  men 
Should  tollerate  fuch  difproportion. 

The.  And  yet  is  he  belov’d;  whether’t  be  virtue. 
Or  feeming  virtue  which  he  makes  the  cloak 
To  his  ambition. 

Cra.  Be  it  which  it  will : 

Your  Highnefs  is  too  tame,  your  eyes  too  film’d 
To  fee  this , and  fit  ftill : the  Lion  Ihould  not 
Tremble  to  hear  the  bellowing  of  the  Bull 
Nature  excufc  me,,  though  he  be  my  Brother , 

You  arc^my  Countries  Father , therefore  mine: 

One  parallel  line  of  Love  1 bend  on  him, 

The  Queen  of  Corinth, 
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All  lines  ot'  love  and  duty  meet  in  you 
As  in  their  Center ; therefore  hear,  and  weigh 
What  1 fhall  fpeak : You  know  the  Queen  your  Mothet 
Did,  from  a private  ftate  your}  Father  ralfe. 

So  all  your  Royalty  you  hold  from  her  ^ 

She  is  older  than  fhe  was,  therefore  more  doating^ 

And  what  know  we  but  blindnefs  of  her  love 
(That  hath  from  underneath  the  foot  of  fortune 
Set  even  Enphanes  foot,  on  fortunes  head) 

Will  take  him  by  the  hand,  and  cry.  Leap  now 
Into  my  bed  \ ’tis  but  a trick  of  age  ^ 

Nothing  impollible. 

Ibe.  What  do  you  infer  on  this.? 

Crj.  Your  pardon  Sir: 

With  reverence  to  the  Queen  ^ yet  why  fhould  I 
Fear  to  fpeak  plain  what  pointeth  to  your  good  ? 

A good  old  Widow  is  a hungry  thing , 

(I  fpeak  of  other  Widows,  not  of  Queens.) 

Ihe.  Speak  to  thy  purpofe. 

Cra.  I approach  it  : Sir, 

Should  young  Euphanes  clafpe  the  Kiiigdome  thus, 

And  pleafe  the  good  old  Lady  fome  one  night  ^ 

What  might  not  fhe  be  wrought  to  put  on  you , 

Qmte  to  fupplant  your  birth  ? neither  is  fhe 
children  as  I take  it. 

The.  Crates.,  Thou  fliak’ft  me^ 

Thou,  that  doft  hate  thy  Brother  for  my  love. 

In  my  love  find  one*,  henceforth  be  my  brother: 

This  Gyant  I will  fell  beneath  the  earth  ^ 

I will  fhine  out , and  melt  his  artful  wings : 

Euphanes , from  my  mothers  fea  of  favors 
Spreads  like  a River,  and  runs  calmly  on. 

Secure  yet  from  my  ftormes  ^ like  a young  pine 
He  grows  up  planted  under  a fair  Cake, 

Whofe  ftrong  large  branches  yet  do’s  fhelter  him,'  . 

And  every  Traveller  admires  his  beauty, 

But  like  a wind,  PI  work  into  his  crancks. 

Trouble  his  ftream,  and  drown  all  Veflels  that 
Ride  on  his  Greatnefs ; under  my  Mothers  arms , 

Like  to  a ftealing  tempefl:  will  I fearch. 

And  rend  his  root  from  her  protection. 

Cra.  I,  now  Theamr  fpeaks  like  Prince  Theamr. 

The.  But  how  lhall  we  provoke  him  to  our  fnares  ? 
de  has  a temper  malice  cannot  move 
To  exceed  the  bounds  of  judgement  *,  he  is  lb  wife. 

That  we  can  pick  no  caufe  to  affront  him. 

Cra,  No  ? 

What  better  than  his  crofling  your  intent  ? 

The  fuit  I had  to  ye?  Comns  forfeit  ftate 

(Before  he  travel’d)  for  a Riot  he 

toh  from  your  Mother  got  refrored  to  him : 

1 he,  Durft  he  ? what  is  this  Canon  ? 

Cra.  One  that  hath. 

As  people  lay,  in  foreign  Countries  pleafur’d  him. 

Enter  Onos.,  Vncle.,  Tutor^Neanthes^  Sofcles,  Eratott,  i 

But  now  no  more  ^ 

They  have  brought  the  Travellors  I told  you  of. 

That’s  the  fweet  youth,  that  is  my  Brothers  Rivall , 
That  curies  his  head,  for  he  has  little  hair. 

And  paints  his  vizor , for  it  is  no  face , 

That  fo  defires  to  follow  you , my  Lord : 

Shew  ’em  fome  countenance,  and  it  will  beget 
Our  fport  at  leaft. 

The.  What  villanous  Crab-tree  legs  he  makes  ? 

His  Ihins  are  full  of  true-love  knots. 

Cra.  His  legs  were  ever  villanous,  fince  I knew  him. 
Era.  Faith  his  Uncles  Ihgnks  are  fomewhat  the  better. 
Nea.  But  is’t  pofTible  he  fhould  believe  he  is  not  of  age? 
He  is  50.  man , in’s  Jubile  I warrant : s’light,  he  (why 
Looks  older  then  a groat  ^ the  very  ftanip  on’s  face  is 
Worne  out  with  handling.  (him  fpeak, 

Sof,  Why  I tell  you  all  rtien  believe  it  when  they  hear 


He  utters  fuch  finglc  matter  in  fo  infantly  a voice. 

Nea.  He  looks  as  like  a fellow  that  I have  fecn  accom- 
modate Gentlemen  with  Tobacco  in  our  Theaters. 

Ones.  Molt  illuftrious  Prince. 

Era.  A pox  on  him,  he  is  guclt,  how  he  trebles.? 

Onos.  I am  a Gentleman  a both  fidcs. 

Tut.  He  means  (Ibt’picafe  your  highnefs)  both  by  Fa- 
Thou  a Gentleman?  thouanAfs.  (ther  and  Mother. 
Nea.  He  is  nere  the  farther  from  being  a Gcnt.laniircybu. 

Tut.  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace,  lam  another, 

Nea.  He  is  another  Als  he  fays,  I believe  him. 

Vncle..  We  be  three,  Heroicall  PrinCe. 

Nea.  Nay  then  we  mull  have  the  Pidurc  of ’em, and  the 
Word  Nos  fitmus. 

Tut.  That  havetravell’d  all  parts  ofthc  Globe  together. 
Vnc.  For  my  part,  I have  leen  the  viciflitude  of  fortune 
before. 

On  is.  Peace  Vncle , for  though  you  fpeak  a little  better 
Nea.  ’Tis  a very  little,  in  truth.  (than  I 

Onos.  Yet  we  muft  both  give  place,  as  they  fay  to  the 
The  Tutor.  (beft  Speaker 

Tut.  Y et  fince  it  hath  pleafed  your  radience  to  decline  fo 
Poor  and  unworthy  diinghilS' — . (lov^,  as  on  us, 

Nea.  What  a ftinking  knaves  this  ? 

T«r.Our  Peregrination  was  nere  fo  facilitated, as  fince  we 
enter’d  the  line  of  your  gracious  favor,  under  whofe  beamy 
afped,  and  by  which  infallible  Mathematical  compafs, 
may  we  but  hereafter  prefiime  to  fail , our  induftries  have 
reach’t  their  defir’d  termination  and  period  ^ and  we  fhall 
vol'intarily  facrifice  our  lives  to  your  refplendent  eyes , 
both  the  Altarsand  fires  of  our  devOted  offerings, 

Onos.  Oh  divine  Tutor! 

Cra.  Can  you  hold  Sir  ? (in  Corinth. 

Era  He  has  fpoken  this  very  fpeech  to  fome  Whore 
Nea.  A plague  on  him  for  afuftian  Didionary*  on  my 
confcience  this  is  the  Vhffean  Traveller  that  fent  home 
his  Image  riding  upon  Elephants  to  the  great  MogoU. 

Sof.  The  faifie:  his  wit  is  fo  huge,  nought  but  an  Ele- 
phant could  carry  him. 

Era.  So  heavy  you  mean. 

Nea.  Thefe  three,  are  ev’n  the  fin’ft  one  fool  tripartite, 
that  was  ere  difeovefed. 

Sof  Or  a treatife  of  farhine  divided  into  three  branches. 
Era.  The  Prince  fpeaks. 

7 he.  I thank  ye  for  your  loves  *,  but  as  I told  yOu , 

I have  fo  little  means,  to  do  for  thofe 

Few  followers  I have  already,  that 

I would  have  none  fliiprack  themfelves,  and  fortune. 

Upon  my  barren  flielf : Sue  to  Euphanes. 

For  he  is  Prince,  and  Qiieen,  I would  have  no  man 
Curfe  me  in  his  old  age. 

Cra.  Alafs  Sir , they  defirc  to  follow  you 
But  a far  off,  the  farther  off  the  better. 

Tut.  I ^ir,  and’t  be  feven  mile  off,  fo  we  may  but  fol- 
low you,  only  to  countenance  us  in  the  confronts  and  af- 
fronts, which  (according  to  your  Highnefs  will)  we 
mean  on  all  occafions  to  put  upon  the  Lord  Eupha- 
nes. 

Owr.  He  fhall  not  Want  gibing  nor  jeering,  I warrant 
him,  if  he  do,  I’l  forfwear  wit. 

Nea.  It  has  forfworn  thee,  I’l  fwear,  it  is  the  ancient 
enemy  to  thy  houfe. 

Ihe.  Well,  be  it  fo  *,  I here  receive  ye  ^ for  my  fol 
lowers  a great  way  off. 

Nea.  Seven  miles,  my  Lord,  no  further. 

Onos.  By  what  time.  Sir,  (by  this  meafure)  mayl  come 
to  follow  him  in  his  Chamber  ? 

Nea.  Why  when  his  Chamber, Sir,  is  feven  miles  long 
Enter  Euphanes,  Canon.,  E age.  Cent.  Attendants, 

Gent.  Make  way  there  for  my  Lord  Euphanes. 

Cra.  Look  Sir,  Jove  appears. 

The  Pracock  of  our  State,  that  fpreads  a train 
Brighter  than  Iris  blufhes  after  rain. 

Euph.  You  need  not  thank  me  Comni  in  yOur  love 
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Y ou  Antidated  wliat  1 can  do  For  you , 

And  1,  in  gratitude, was  bound  to  this , 

And  am  to  much  more:  and  what  ere  he  be 
Can  with  imthankftilnefs  allbilc  me,  let  him 
Dig  out  mine  eyes,  and  ling  my  name  in  verlc, 

In  Bal'ad  verfe,  at  every  drinking  houle. 

And  no  man  be  lb  charitable  to  lend  me 
A Dogg  to  guide  my  fteps. 

iV.'j.  Haile  to  Eupbanes. 

S.'J.  Mighty  Eupbanes. 

Era.  The  great  Prince  Eupbanes. 

Tut.  Key  of  the  Court,  and  Jewell  of  the  Qi^een. 

Zhte.  Sol  m our  Firmament. 

Ohjs.  Pearl  in  the  States  eye. 

Nea.  Being  a black  man. 

Era.  Miftrefs  of  the  Land. 

Nea.  Our  humble,  humble  poor  Petitions  arc, 

That  wc  may  hold  our  places. 

/JU.  May  we? 

E.-ipb.  Yes  •,  be  you  malicious  knaves  Itill  •,  and  you  fools. 

Con.  This  is  the  Princes,  and  your  brothers  Ipight. 

Euph.  I know’t , but  will  not  know  it. 

Con.  Yonder  they  are. 

\V  ho’s  fine  child’s  this  ? 

Vnc.  Sir. 

Onos.  Unckle,  le’be, 

Let  him  alone,  he  is  a mighty  Prince. 

Ei^h.  I ask  your  Flighnefs  pardon : I protclt 
By  Jupiter  I law  you  not. 

Ibe.  Humh,  it  may  be  fo, 

You  have  rais’d  fuch  mountaines’twixt  your  eyes  and  me, 
jThat  I am  hidden  quite  : what  do  ye  mean  Sir  ? 

Y’'ou  much  forget  your  felf. 

Eupb.  I Ihould'  much  more, 

Kot  to  remember  my  due  duty  to  your  Grace  j 
I know  not  wherein  I have  fo  tranfgrefs’d 
AIv  Icrv'ice  to  your  Highnefs , to  delerve 
This  rigour  and  contempt,  not  from  you  only 
But  from  your  followers , with  the  bell  of  whom 
I was  an  equal  in  my  lovvell:  ebbe  : 

Belcech  you  Sir,  refpedt  me  as  a Gentleman, 

I will  be  never  more  in  heart  to  you : 

Fwe  fair  Defeents  I can  derive  my  felf, 

I om  Fathers  worthy  both  in  Arts  and  Armes. 

1 ]:now  your  goodnefs  companies  your  greatnels 
Hut  that  \ ou  are  perverted ; Royal  Sir  , 

am  voar  humblcfb  fubjedf , ufe  your  plealurc , 

■Bu'  do  not  give  protection  to  the  wrongs 
' i befe  lubo.di.iULe  Slaves,  whom  I could  cruth 
gr  - . deftined  fiivor , which  my  Miltris 
A’^d  VO'”  v.ajeft'ck  Mother  deignes  to  me, 
ib  i ,.ec1;  of  you : I know  lean  envy 
' V'aitcs  ever  on  the  fteps  of  virtue  udvanc  d : 
firt  why  your  Mothers  grace  gets  me  dilgrace. 

Or  ’■en^ei''  me  a flave  to  bear  thefe  wrongs 
I do  rot  know. 

‘ )h  h^’diocrity,  , ^ 

Lhou  pri/.clcfs  jewel,  only  mean  men  have 
Pit  cannot  valuer  like  the  precious 
'^ojnd  i < the  Mukhill  by  the  ignorant  Cock. 

7be  Your  creamy  words,  but  cozen:  how  durft  you 
fit  reept  me  fo  lately  to  my  Mother? 

And  what  I meant  your  Brother,  you  obtain  d 

aS"*at  my  Lord,  my  Brother. 

If^:1to?Xyormtcndedruchafuit,, 

Hioueh  ’twould  have  fluck  an  ignominious  brand 
Upon"  oor  Highnefs,  to  have  given  your  fervant 
A ^ntlcmans  whole  (late  of  worth  and  quality, 
Confifcate  only  for  a youthful  brawle 

^::\o:tarKr£c,  you  neeten  face. 
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Eupb.  Yet  Sir,  to  appeafe  and  fatisfie  your  anger. 

Take  what  you  pleafe  from  me,  and  give  it  him 
In  lieu  of  this : you  ftiall  not  take  it  neither, 

I freely  will  impart  it,  half  my  ftate. 

Which  Brother  if  you  pleafe 

Cra.  He  ftarve  in  Chains  firft , 

Eat  my  own  armes. 

Eupb  Oh  that  you  faw  your  felf: 

You  nc’r  made  me  fuch  offer  in  my  poornefs. 

And  ’caufe  (to  do  you  eafe)  I fought  not  to  you. 

You  thus  maligne  me-,  yet  your  nature  muft  not 
Corrupt  mine,  nor  your  rude  examples  lead  me : 

If  mine  can  mend  you,  1 Ihall  joy^  you  know 
1 fear  you  not : you  have  leert  me  proved  a man 
In  every  way  of  fortune,  ’tis  my  comfort 
I know  no  more  fuch  Brothers  in  the  World 
As  Crates  is. 

Con.  Nor  I fuch  as  Eupbanes ; 

The  temper  of  an  Angel  reigns  in  thee. 

Eupb.  Your  Royal  Mother  Sir,  (I  had  forgot) 
Entreats  your  prefence. 

The.  You  have  done  her  errand, 

1 may  do  yours. 

Eupb.  Let  it  be  truth  my  Lord. 

Con.  Crates.,  lie  qiieftion  you  for  this. 

Cra.  Pifli,  your  worft. 

Con.  Away  you  hounds  after  your  feent. 

Onos.  Come, we’ll  fcorn  to  walkto’m : now  they  are  gone, 
W'e’l  away  too.  Exeunt. 

Con.  Why  bear  you  this  my  L ord  ? 

Eupb.  To  Ihew  the  paffive  fortitude  the  belt  i 
Vertiie’s  a folid  Rock,  whereat  being  aym’d 
The  keeneft  darts  of  envy,  yet  unhurt 
Her  A'larble  Heroes  Hand,  built  of  fuch  Bafts, 

Whilft  they  recoyle , and  wound  the  Shooters  faces. 

Enter  ^een  and  Ladies. 

Con..  My  Lord,  the  Queen. 

^ee.  Gentle  Eupbanes^  how. 

How  do’ft  thou  honeft  Lord  ? oh  how  I joy 
To  fee  what  I have  made,  like  a choyce  Workman, 
That  having  fram’d  a Mafter-piece,  doth  reap 
All  univerfal  commendation. 

Princes  are  Gods  in  this.  I’ll  build  thee  yet 
(The  good  foundation  fo  pleafts  me) 

A ftory  or  two  higher  -,  let  dogs  bark. 

They  are  fools  that  hold  them  dignified  by  blood, 
rhey  Ihould  be  only  made  great  that  are  good. 

Eupb.  Oraculous  Madam. 

§luee.  Sirrah,  I was  thinking 
If  1 Ihould  marry  thee , what  merry  tales 
Our  neighbour  Iflands  would  make  of  us  -, 

But  let  that  pafs,  you  have  a Miftrifs 

riiat  would  I'orbid  our  Banes : troth  I have  wilh  a 

A thoufand  times  that  I had  been  a man. 

Than  I might  fit  a day  with  thee  alone. 

And  talk,  ... 

But  as  I am  I muft  not-,  there’s  no  skill 
In  being  good , but  in  not  being  thought  i . 

Sirrah,  who’s  that? 

Euph.  So’t  pleafe  your  Majcfty 
Comm.,  the  friend  1 fu’d  for. 

^ee.  ’Tis  difpatch’d. 

Con.  Gracious  Madam. 

I owe  the  gods  and  you  my  lift.  . 

®uee.  I thank  you, 

I thank  you  heartily  -,  and  I do  think  y 
A very  lioneft  man,  he  fays  you  are : Coj,  • • 

Hut  now  I’ll  chide  thee-,  that’s  the  caufe  my  Son , 

For  my  eye’s  every  where , and  1 have  hcara. 

So  infolently  do’s  thee  Contumelies  . . 

Paft  fufferance  (I  am  told)  yet  you  complam  n t, 

As  if  my  jufticc  were  fo  partial 
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As  not  to  right  the  nicaiiclt : credit  me, 
ril  call  him  to  a ftritft  account , and  fright. 

By  his  example,  all  that  dare  curb  me 
In  any  thing  that’s  jufl: : I lent  you  for  him. 

Kuph.  Humbly  he  did  return,  he  would  wait  on  yon ; 
But  let  me  implore  your  Majefty,  not  to  give 
His  Highnefs  any  check,  for  vvortlilels  me  ^ 

They  are  Court  canckers,  and  not  Counfellors 
That  thus  inform  you:  they  do  but  hate  the  Prince, 

And  would  fubvert  me : I Ihould  curie  my  fortune 
Even  at  the  highefr,  to  be  made  the  ginne 
To  unlcrevv  a Mothers  love  unto  her  Son : 

Better  had  my  pale  flame  in  humble  lliades 
Been  fpent  unfeen,  than  to  be  raifed  thus  high. 

Now  to  be  thought  a meteor  to  the  State  , 
iPortending  mine  and  contagion : 

Befeech  you  then  re/t  fatisfi’d,  the  Prince 
;Is  a molt  noble  natur’d  Gentleman, 

And  never  did  to  me  but  what  I took 
As  favors  from  him , my  blown  billowes  mun:  not 
Strive  ’gainft  my  Ihorc,  that  Ihould  confine  me,  nor 
Juftle  with  Rocks  to  break  thcmfelvesto  pieces. 

Hme.  Well , thou’rt  the  compolltion  of  a god : 

My  Lion,  I.amb,  my  Eaglet, and  my  Dove, 

VVhofc  foul  runs  clearer  then  Dianas  Fount, 

Nature  pick’d  feveial  llowers  from  her  choyce  banks 
And  bound  them  up  in  thee,  fending  thee  forth 
A Pofie  for  the  bofome  of  a Queen. 

L id\.  The  Prince  attends  you. 

^ee.  Farewell  my  good  Lord. 

My  honefl;  man  •,  ftay,  haft  no  other  fuit  ? 

I prethee  tell  me  ^ Sirrah,  thine  eye  fpeaks 
As  if  thou  hadft:  out  vyith  it  modeft  fool. 

Ettph.  With  favor  Madam,  I would  crave  your  leave 
To  Marry,  where  I am  bound  in  gratitude. 

The  immediate  means  fhe  was  to  all  my  Being : 

Nor  do  I think  your  wifdom  facred  Qu^een 
Fetters  in  favors,  taking  from  me  fo 
The  liberty  that  meaneft  men  enjoy. 

To  marry?  you  are  a fool:  thou’ft  anger’d  me: 
Leave  me.  I’ll  think  on’t:  Exit  Euph.andComn. 

Only  to  try  thee  this , for  though  I love  thee  , 

Enter  Theanor. 

I can  fubduc  my  felf  : but  fhe  that  can 
Enjoy  thee,  doth  enjoy  more  than  a man. 

Nay  rife  without  a blelfing,  or  kneel  ftill : 

What’s  Sir  the  rcafon  you  oppofe  me  thus. 

And  feek  to  darken  what  I would  have  fhine  ? 

Eclipfe  a fire  much  brighter  than  thy  felf. 

Making  your  Mother  not  a competent  Judge 
Of  her  own  aftions  ? 

Ihe.  Gracious  Madam,  I 
I have  done  no  more  than  what  in  royalty 
(And  to  preferve  your  fame)  was  fit  to  do ; 

Heard  you  the  j^oples  talk  of  you,  and  him 
You  favor  fo,  his  greatnefs,  and  your  love. 

The  pitty  given  tome,  you  would  excufe  me. 

They  prate  as  if  he  did  difnonor  you  : 

And  what  know  I,  but  his  own  lavilh  tongue 
; Has  uttered  fome  I’uch  fpeeches  ^ he  is  call’d 
i The  King  of  Corinth. 

jee.  They  are  traitors  all : 

I wear  a Chriftal  cafement  ’fore  my  heart. 

Through  which  each  honeft  eye  may  look  in  to’t : 

Let  it  be  profped  unto  all  the  world, 

I care  not  this. 

* The.  This  muft  not  be  my  way, 

Your  pardon  gracious  Madam  : thefe  incitements 
I .Made  me  not  fhew  fo  clear  a countenance 
Upon  the  Lord  Euphanes  as  I would : 

W'hich  fince  your  Majefty  affefts  fo  grievoufly 
I’ll  clear  the  black  cloud  of  it,  and  henceforth 


Vow  on  this  knee  all  love  and  grace  to  him. 

^ee.  Rife  with  my  blclling,  and  to  prove  this  true. 

Bear  him  from  me  this  Cabinet  of  Jewels 
In  your  own  pcrlbn,  tell  him,  for  his  marrying 
He  may  difpofe  him  how,  and  when  he  plealc.  Exit  ^ee 
Ihe.  1 lhall  dilchargc  my  duty  and  your  will.  Crates  ? 

Ejiter  Crates. 

Cra.  1 have  heard  all  my  Lord , how  luckcly 
Fate  pops  her  very  fpindle  in  our  hands ; ' 

This  Marriage  with  Behza  you  ftall  crols. 

Then  have  I one  attempt  for  Lamprias  more 
Upon  this  Phaeton:  where’s  Mtrione'’s  Ring, 

That  in  the  Rape  you  took  from  her  ? 

The.  ’Tis  here. 

Cra.  In  and  affeft  our  purpofe : you  my  Lord 
Shall  difobey  your  Mothers  charge,  and  lend 
This  Cabinet  by  fome  fervant  of  her  own. 

That  what  fuccceds  may  have  no  reference 
Unto  your  Highnefs. 

The.  On,  my  engine  on. 

Cra.  Now,  if  we  be  not  ftruck  by  Heavens  Own  hand, 
VVe’l  ruine  him,  and  on  his  mines  ftand.  Exeunt. 

Serena  Secunda.  , 

Enter  Agenor^  Leonidas^  Merione^  Beli’Za. 

A fad  Song. 

WEep  no  more  ^ nor  ftgh  nor  groan 
Sorrow  calls  no  time  thaPs  gone 
Violets  plucl^d  , the  fweeteji  raine 
Makes  not  fre(h  nor  grow  again-y 
Trim  thy  lockj  , look^  cheer efuUy 
dates  hidd?  , ends^  eyes  cannot  fee. 

Joyes  as  ringed  dreams  f.y  faji 
Why  Jhould  fadnejs  longer  laji. 

Grief  vs_  hut  a wound  to  woe 

Gendleji  fair^  mourne,  mourns  no  moe,  \ 

Ag.  Thefe  heavy  Ayres  feed  forrow  in  her  Lady 
And  nourifli  it  too  ftrongly  ^ like  a Mother 
That  fpoiles  her  Child  with  giving  on’t  the  will. 

A lighter  Song, 

COurt  Ladies  laugh,  and  wonder.  Here  is  one 
That  weeps  hecaufe  her  Maiden  head  is  gone 
Whilji  you  do  never  frett,  nor  chafe,  nor  cry 
But  when  too  long  it  keeps  you  company. 

Too  well  you  kttow.  Maids  are  likp  Towns  on  fire 
W ajiing  themfelves , if  no  man  quench  defire. 

Weep  then  no  more  fool:  a new  Maidenhead 
T-hou  fuffer'^ji  loft  of,  ineachchaji  tear  Jhed. 

Bel.  Some  lighter  note. 

Leo.  How  like  a hill  of  Snow  fhe  fits,  and  melts 
Before  the  unchaft  fire  of  others  lull  ? 

What  heart  can  fee  her  paffion  and  not  break? 

Ag.  Take  comfort  gentle  Madam  ^ you  know  well 
Even  aftual  fins  committed  without  will. 

Are  neither  fins  nor  ftame,  much  more  compell’d  5 
Your  honor’s  no  whit  lefs , your  Chaftity 
' No  whit  impair’d,  for  fair  Merinne 
Is  more  a Virgin  yet  then  all  her  Sex : 

Alafs,  ’tis  done-,  why  burne  thefe  Tapers  now? 

Wicked  and  frantick  Creatures  joy  in  night. 

Leo.  Imagine  faire  Merione  had  dream’d 
She  had  been  ravifh’d,  would  file  fit  thus  then 
Excruciate  ? 

Mer.  Oh. 

Bel.  Fye,  fye,  how  fond  is  this  ? 

What  reafon  for  this  furfeit  of  remorle  ? 

How  many  that  have  done  ill  and  proceed, 

Wfomen 
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Women  that  take  degrees  in  vvantonneis. 
Commence,  and  rile  in  rudiments  of  Lnfl:, 

That  fed  no  fcrnple  of  this  tciidcrncfs  ? 

A/.-t.  Pilh. 

B'l.  Kor  are  you  matchlcfsin  milhap,  even  I 
Do  bear  an  equal  part  of  inifery-, 

That  love,  belovM,  a man  the  Crown  of  men. 
Whom  I have  friended,  and  how  railed  ’tis  better 
That  all  do  know  and  Ipeak  it  than  my  felf : 

When  he  fail’d  low  I might  have  made  him  mine , 
Now  at  his  full  gale,  it  is  quelfionable 
If  ever  1 o’rc-take  him. 

//(T.  Wherefore  lies 

My  rbfbe  Hawtlowed  in  a fable  cloud? 

Thole  pearly  drops  which  thou  let’s  fall  like  beades, 
Xnmbring  on  them  thy  veftal  Orilbns 
Alas  are  fpent  in  vain  ; I love  thee  Ihill, 

In  inid’il:  of  all  thefe  H'.o  wres  thou  Iweetlier  fenCll, 
Like  a green  Meadow  on  an  April  day, 

In  which  the  Sun  and  welt-wind  play  together, 
Striving  to  catch  and  drink  the  balmy  drops. 


Enter  Euphanes  and  Servant. 


Exit  Mer. 


Efcit. 


Ser.  The  Lord  EnphanesM^d^im. 

A;r.  Poor  Merinne^ 

She  loathes  the  light,  and  men. 

E.'iph.  The  virtuous  gods  preferve  my  Mifrrifs. 
Bf/.Oiny  molt  honor’d  Lord,thofc  times  are  chang’d, 
Enpb.  Let  times  and  men  change,  could  Heaven  change, 
Sbo  lid  never  change,  to  be  devoted  ever  {Euphanes 
To  fair  Beliza^  flioiild  my  load  of  honors. 

Or  any  Grace  which  you  were  Author  of 
DctraT  mine  honor,  and  diminilh  Grace? 

The  gods  forbid:  you  here  behold  your  fervant, 

Vo.ir  Creature,  gentle  Lady,  whofe  found  lleeps 
You  purchas’d  for  him : whofe  food  you  paid  for, 

Whofe  garments  were  your  charge,  whofe  firlt  preferment 
You  founied:  then,  what  fince  the  gracious  ;^een 
Hath,  or  can  rear , is  upon  your  free  Land , 

And  you  are  Millris  of. 

Be/.  Mock  me  not  gentle  Lord , 

Yon  fhine  now  in  too  high  a fphear  for  me. 

We  are  Planners  now  disjoyn’d  for  ever : yet 
Poor  fuperftitious  innocent  that  I am. 

Give  leave  that  I may  lift  ray  hands,  and  love 
Not  in  Idolatry , but  perfeT  zeal : 

For  credit  me,  I repent  nothing  1 have  done. 

But  were  it  to  begin  would  do  the  lame. 

Eupb.  There  are  two  Seas  in  Corinth^  and  two  Queens , 
And  but  there,  not  two  fuch  in  the  fpacious  Univerfcj 
I came  to  tender  you  the  man  you  have  made , 

And  like  a thankful  ftream  to  retribute 
All  you  my  Ocean  have  enrich’d  me  with. 

You  told  uie  once  you’ld  marry  me. 

Be/.  Another  mock  ? you  were  wont  to  play  fair  play , 
You  fcorn  poor  helps ^ he  that  is  fure  to  win. 

May  night  mean  hearts,  whofe  hand  commands  the  Queen. 

Eupb.  Ixt  me  be  held  the  Knave  through  all  the  Stock 
When  I do  fight  my  Milbris:,  you  know  well 
The  gracious  inclination  of  the  Queen, 

Who  fert  me  leave  this  morning  to  proceed 
To  marry  as  I law  convenience. 

And  a great  gift  of  Jewels:  Three  days  hence 
The  general  facrifice  is  done  to  Vejia., 

And  can  you  by  then  be  accommodated 
Your  fervant  fnall  wait  on  you  to  the  Temple. 

Bel.  Till  now 

I never  felt  a real  joy  indeed. 

Eupb.  Here  then  I feal  my  duty,  here  my  love. 

Till  which  voiichfafc  to  wear  this  Ring,  dear  Miftrisj 
’Tw’as  the  Queens  Token,  and  lhall  celebrate 
Our  Nuptialls. 

Bel.  Honour  ftill  raife , and  preferve 


My  honor’d  Lord,  as  he  preferves  all  honor.  Exit  Enpb. 

Enter  Agenor^  Leonidas^  Merione, 

Ag.  Why  fliift  you  places  thus  Merhne, 

And  will  not  lend  a word?  Could’ft  thou  fo  foon 
Leave  forrow  as  the  place,  how  bleft  were  I, 

But ’twill  not  be^  grief  is  an  impudent  gueft, 

A follower  every  where,  a hanger  on. 

That  words  nor  blows  can  drive  away. 

Leo.  Dear  Sifter. 

Bel.  Who  can  be  lad?  out  with  thele  Tragick  Lights, 
And  let  day  repolTefs  her  natural  howres : i 

Tear  down  thele  blacks , caft  ope’  the  Cafements  wide , 
That  we  may  jocondly  behold  the  Sun. 

I did  partake  with  fad  Merione 
In  all  her  mourning : let  her  now  rejoyce 
With  glad  Beliza.^  for  Eupb  anes  is 
As  full  of  love,  full  of  humility 
As  when  he  wanted. 

Mer.  Oh that. 

Leo.  Help,  ftie  faints : 

Her  griel  has  broke  her  heart. 

Mer.  No- that .that. 

Ag.  Miftris , what  point  you  at  ? 

Her  lamps  are  out,  yet  ftill  Ihe  extends  her  hand 
As  if  Hie  faw  Ibmething  antipathous 
Unto  her  virtuous  life. 

Leo.  Still,  ftill  Hie  points. 

And  her  lips  move,  but  no  articulate  found 
Breathes  froni  ’em:  Sifter,  {peak, what  moves  you  thus ? 
Bel.  Her  fpirits  return. 

Mer.  Oh,  hide  that  fatal  Ring, 

Where  had  it  you  Beliza} 

Bel.  What  hid  fate 
Depends  on  it  ? Euphanes  gave  it  me 
As  holy  pledge  of  future  Manage. 

Mer.  Then  is  Euphanes  the ’foul  Ravifher? 

Let  me  fpeak  this  and  dye.  That  difmal  night 
Which  feal’d  my  lhameupon  me,  was  that  Ring, 

The  partner  of  my  rob’d  virginity. 

Leo.  Euphanes} 

Ag.  Strange. 

Bel.  Impolfible. 

Mer.  Impolfible  to  have  redrefs  on  him. 

Chief  lervant  to  the  Queen ha ! 1 have  read 

Somewhere  I am  fure,  of  fuch  an  injury 
Done  to  a Lady : and  how  Ihe  durft  dye.  ' Exit. 
Ag.  Oh  follow  her  Beliza. 

Bel.  ToalTureher, 

The  unlikelihood  of  this. 

Ag.  Love  hides  all  fins. 

What’s  to  be  done  Leonidas  ? Exit. 

Leo.  Why  this ; 

Amazement  takes  up  alljmy  faculties  t, 

The  plagues  of  gods  and!  men  will  mufter  all 
To  avenge  this  tyranny.  Oh  frontlels  man. 

To  dare  do  ill,  and  hope  to  bear  it  thus : 

Firft  let’s  implore,  then  cure. 

Ag.  Who,  who  can  truft 
The  gentle  looks  and  words  of  two-fac’d  man? 

Like  Corinths  double  torrent,  you  and  I 
Will  rufh  upon  the  Land  j nor  lhall  the  Q^een 
Defend  this  Villain  in  his  villany : 

Lulls  violent  flames  can  never  be  withftood 
Nor  quench’d,  but  with  as  violent  ftreams  of  blood. 

Exeunt 
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Enter  CrateSy  Vticie^  Tutor ^ and  Onos 

(?«<». '"T^Hinks  he  to  carry  her  and  Jive. 

L Cra.  It  feems  fo , 

And  flie  will  carry  him  the  ftory  fays. 

On.  Well,  hum 

Have  I for  this  thou  fair  but  falfefl:  fair 
Stretch’d  this  fame  fimple  leg  over  the  Sea? 

What  though  my  baihfulnefs , and  tender  years , 

DurH:  ne’re  reveal  my  affedionto  thy  teeth? 

Deep  love  ne’re  tatles,  and  (fay  they)  loves  bit 
The  deeper  dip’d,  the  fweeter  ftill  is  it^ 

Tut.  Oh,  fee  the  power  of  Love  : he  Jpeaks  in  ryme. 
Cra.  Oh,  love  would  make  a dog  howle  in  ryme : 

Of  all  the  Lovers  yet  I have  heard  or  read 
This  is  the  ftrangefc : but  his  Guardian , 

And  you  his  Tutor  Ihould  inform  him  better. 

Thinks  he,  that  love  is  anfwer’d  by  inftind  ? 

. Tut.  He  Ihould  make  means. 

For  certain  Sir,  his  baihfulnefs  undo’s  him, 
for  from  his  Cradle  h’had  a fliameful  face. 

Thus  walks  he  night  and  day,  eats  not  a bit. 

Nor  fleeps  one  jot , but’s  grown  fo  humerous  ^ 

Drinks  Ale,  and  takes  Tobacco  as  you  fee^ 

Wear’s  a Steejetto  at  his  Codpeece  clofe , 

Stabs  on  the  leaft  occafion:  ftroaks  his  beard. 

Which  now  he  puts  i’th  pofture  of  a T. 

The  Roman  T.  your  T.  beard  is  the  falhion. 

And  twifold  doth  exprefs  the  enamour’d  Courtier, 

As  full  as  your  fork-carving  Travellor. 

On.  Oh,  black  clouds  of  difeontent  invellop  me , 
Garters  fly  off:  go  Hatband , bind  the  browes 
Of  forae  dull  Citizen  that  fears  to  ake : 

And  Leg  appear  now  in  fimplicity 
Without  the  trapings  of  a Courtier : 

Burft  Bottons,  burfl:,  your  Bachelor  is  worm’d. 

Cra.  A worm-eaten  Batchelor  th’rt  indeed. 

On.  And  Devil  melancholly  ppflefles  me  now. 

Vnc.  Crofs  him  not  in  this  fit  I advife  you  Sir. 

On.  Dye  crimlbnRofe,  that  didlt  adorn  thefe  cheeks, 
For  ytch  of  love  is,  now  broke  forth  on  me.  (fcabby. 
Vnc.  Poor  Boy  1.  ’tis  true,:  his  wrifts  and  hands  are 
On.  Burn  eyes  out  in  your  fockets,  fink  and  ffink: 
Teeth  I will  pick  ye  to  the  very  bones, 

Flang  hair  like  Hemp , or  like  the  IJling  Curs , 

For  never  Powde,r , iflor  the . Crifping-iron 

Shall  touch  thefe  dangling  locks oh — 

Love  hath  to  you  been  like  Wine-vinegar, 

Now  you  look  wan  and  pale,  lips,  ghofts  ye  are , 

And  my  difigrace  lharper  than  Muftard-feed. 
j Cra.  How  like  a Chaundler  he  do’s  vent  his  pafljons , 
Rifum  teneatis  ? 

; On.'  Well Tung  the  Poet , 

. Love  is  a golden  hubo , full  of  Dreams : . 

: That  ripen’d  breaks , and  fills  us  with  extreams. 

; Tut.  A gold  buble,  pupill.  Oh  grofs  foUcifme 
To  challer  earesthat  underfiand  the  ; 

On.  I will  not  be  correded  npvy: 

I am  in  love,  revenge  is  now  the  Cud 
That  I do  chaw:  1^1  challenge iti?).  , • 

Cra.  I ni^rry  Sir. 

i Vnc.  Your  honor  bids  you  Nephevy,  on,  and  ptpfper. 

! On.  But  none  will  bear  it  from  rne,ttimes  are  li^ugerous. 
Cra.  Carry  it  your  felf  man.  , r, 


On.  Tutor,  your  counfel:  Il’l  do  nothing  Sir 
Without  him. 

Vnc.  This  may  rid  thee,  (valiant  Ciiz.) 

Whom  1 have  kept  this  forty  year  my  Ward: 

Fain  would  I have  his  flare , and  now  of  late 
He  did  inquire  at  Eohefus  for  his  age. 

But  the  Church  Book  being  burnt  with  Vian''s  Tbmple 
He  loll  his  ayme:I  have  try’d  to  fainifli  him. 

Marry  he’ll  live  o’th  Hones:  and  tiien  for  Poyfbns 
He  is  an  Antidote  ’gaiiilt  all  of  ’em^  ’ 

He  fprung  from  Mithndates  •,  he  is  lb  dry  and  hot , 

He  will  eat  Spiders  falter  tlian  a Monkey ; 

His  Maw  (unhurt)  keeps  Quicklilvcr  like  a bladder. 

The  largeft  dole  of  Camphire^  Opiums 

Harmes  not  his  Brainy  1 think  his  Skul’s  as  empty 

As  a fuckt  Egg^  Vitriol  and  Oylcof  Tartar 

He  wi'l  eat  tolls  of:  Henbane  I am  fure 

And Hemlock^l  have  made  his  Pot-herbs  often. 

Cra.  If  he  refule  you , yours  is  then  the  honor : 

If  he  accept,  he  being  lb  great,  you  may 

Crave  both  to  choofe  the  Weapon,  time,  and  place. 

Which  may  be  ten  years  hence  , and  Calicut ^ 

Or  underneath  the  line  to  avoid  advantage. 

On.  I am  refolvecL 

Tut  By  your  favor  Pupill, 

Whence  fliall  this cha’-enge  rife?  for  you  mull  ground  it 
On  fome  fuch  fundamental  bafe , or  matter 
As  now  the  Gentry  fet  their  lives  upon. 

Did  you  ere  cheat  him  at  fbme  Ordinary  , 

And  durfl:  he  fay  fb,  and  be  angry  ? if  thus , 

Then  you  mult  challenge  him  : hath  he  call’d  your  whore. 
Whore ^ though  Ihe  be  (belide  yours)  twenty  mens? 

Your  honor,  reputation  is  touched  then , 

And  you  muft  challenge  him : Has  he  deny’d 
On  thirty  damme’s  to  accommodate  money. 

Though  he  have  broke  threefcore  before  to  you  ? 

Here  you  muft  challenge  him : Durfl;  he  ever  fhun 
To  drink  two  pots  of  Ale  wi’ye  ? or  to  wench 
Though  weighty  bufinefs  otherwife  importun’d? 

He  is  a proud  Lord, 

And  you  may  challenge  him : Has  he  familiarly 
Diflik’d  your  yellow  Starch , or  laid  your  Dublet 
Was  not  exaftly  frenchifi’d  ? or  that,  that  report 
In  fair  terms  was  untrue?  or  drawn  your  Sword, 

Cry’d  ’twas  ill  mounted  ? Has  he  given  the  lye 
In  circle,  or  oblique,  or  femi-circle, 

Or  dired  parrallel  ? you  muft  challenge  him. 

On.  He  never  gave  my  dired  apparrel  the  lye  in’s  life. 
Tut.  But  for  the  crown  of  all.  Has  he  refus’d 
To  pledge  your  Miftris  health  though  he  were  lick? 

Enter  Neanthes  and  Page. 

And  crav’d  your  pardon?  you  muft  challenge  him. 
There’s  no  avoiding:  one  or  both  muft  drop* 

On.  Exquifite  Tutor.  (here 

Mean.  Crates^  I have  fought  you  long,  what  make  you 
Fooling  with  thefe  three  farthings , while  the  Town 
is  all  in  uproar , and  the  Prince  our  Mafter 
Seis’d  by  Leonidas  , and  Agenor)  carried 
And  Pri'bner  kept  i’die  Caftle,  flanckes 
The  weft  part  of  the  City,  where  they  vow 
To  hold  him,  till  your  Brother,  Lord  Euphanet 
Be  rendr’d  to  ’em,  with  his  life  to  fatisfie 
The  Rape,  by  him  furpeded  to  Merhne? 

The  C^een  refufes  to  deliver  him. 

Pawning  her  knowledge  for  his  innocency. 

And  dares  ’em  do  their  worft  on  Prince  I heanoty 
The  whole  State’s  incornbuftion. 

Cra.  Fatall  Ring.' 

Vnc.  What  will  become  of  us? 

Nea.  And  Ihe  hath  given  Coirimiflion  to  Eupbanes 
And  Comn  (who  have  leavied  men  already) 

With  violence  to  furprize  the  Towre,  and  take  -’em. 

What 
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\\  hat  will  you  do  ? • 

Crs.  Along  wi’ye,  and  prevent 
A forthcr  milchiet : Gentlemen,  our  intents 
W’e  mult  defer : you  are  die  Princes  followers^ 

Ktj.  Will  ye  walk  with  us? 

1'nc.  You  Iha'l  pardon  uS. 

T ut.  We  are  his  fdlowers  afar  off  you  know. 

And  are  contented  to  continue  lb. 

Exit  Crates  and  Neant. 

0no7.  Sir  Bov. 

Tjgt.  Sir  Fool  ? a Challenge  to  my  Lord  ? 

How^dar’lt  thou,  or  thy  ambs-ace  here  think  of  him. 

Ye  Crow-pick’d  heads,  which  your  thin  Ihoulders  bear 
.As  does  the  Poles  on  Corb-jb  Bridge  the  Traitors  ; 

Why  you  three  Nine-pins  you  talk  of  my  Lord , 

And  challenges  ? you  lhall  not  need:  come  draw. 

His  Page  is  able  to  Iwindge  three  liich  whelpes ; 

Uncle  , why  Itand  ye  oft'^  long-man  advance. 

Onos.  S‘’tight,  what  have  we  done  Tutor? 

Tv/.  He  is  a Boy, 

And  We  may  run  away  with  honour. 

?soj.  That  ye  lhall  not. 

And  b^ing  a Boy  I am  fitter  to  encounter 
A Child  in  Law  as  you  are,  under  twenty: 

Thou  lot , thou  three-fcore  Sot,  and  that’s  a Child 
Again  1 grant  you. 

Vnc.  Nephew,  here’s  an  age : 

Bo^es  are  turn’d  men,  and  men  are  Children. 

? Away  you  Pe/ants  with  your  bought  Gentry  ^ 
Are  not  you  he,  when  your  fellow  Pallengers , 

Your  laft  tranfporrment  being  allayl’d  by  a Galley 
Hid  your  felf  i’the  Cabbin : and  the  Fight  done 
PeepM  above  Hatches,  and  cry’d.  Have  we  taken. 

Or  are  we  tane  ? Come,  I do  want  a flipper  , 

But  this  fnall  ferve : Swear  ail  as  1 would  have  you. 

Or  I will  call  fome  dozen  brother  Pages, 

(They  are  not  far  off  I am  lure)  and  we  will  blancket 
You  untill  you  pifs  again. 

All.  Nay,  we  will  fwear  Sir. 

? 7g.  T’is  your  belt  courfe  r 
Firft,  you  fhall  fwear  never  to  name  my  Lord , 

Or  hear  him  nam’d  hereafter,  but  bare-headed. 

Next,  to  begin  his  health  in  every  place , 

.And  never  to  refufe  to  pledge  it,  though 
You  furfeit  to  the  death.  Laftly,  to  hold 
The  pooreft,  litleft  Page  in  reverence-, 

To  think  him  valianter,  and  a better  Gentleman 
Than  you  three  ftamp’d  together ; and  to  give  hini 
Wine  and  Tobacco  wherelbe’re  you  meet , 

And  the  beft  meat  if  he  can  ftay. 

AU.  We  fwear  it  loyally.  . 

Page.  Then  I difmifs  you 
True  Leigemen  to  the  Pantoffle: 

I had  more  Articles , but  I have  bufinels 
And  cannot  ftay  now : fo  adieu  dear  Monfieur, 

Trei  noble  tres  pn/jjant, 

Vnc.  Adieu  .Monfieur. 

On.  A vofhe  J'ervice  & commandemtnt. 

7nt  I told  you  Pupill,  you’ld  repent  this  foolery. 

On.  W'ho,  I repent?  you  are  miftaken  Tutor, 

I ne’re  repented  any  thing  yet  in  my  life. 

And  fcorne  to  begin  now  : Come,  let’s  be  mclaiicholly. 

Exeunt. 

Sc£>ta  Secunda. 

Enter  ^een,  Euphanet^  Canon,  Lords, 

L'rrd.  ’Twere  better  treat  with  ’em. 

^ttee.  I will  no  Treaties 
With  a League-breaker  and  a Rebell  •,  lhall  I 
Article  with  a Traitor  ? be  compell’d 
To  yield  an  innocent  unto  their  fury 
Whom  I have  prov’d  fo  to  you  ? 

Euph.  Gracious  C^ecn , 

Though  your  own  god-like  difpofitioa 
W'ould  fuccor  Virtue,  and  proted  the  right, 


Yet  for  the  publick  good,  for  the  dear  fafety 
Of  your  moft  Royal  only  Son,  confent 
To  give  me  up  the  facrifice  to  their  malice, 

Aly  life  is  aym’d  at , and  ’twere  better  far 
The  blood  of  twenty  thoufand  fuch  as  I 
Purpled  our  Seas,  than  than  that  your  Princely  Son 
Should  be  endanger’d. 

^ee.  Still  well  laid  hon^ft  Fool, 

Were  their  demand  but  one  hair  from  thy  head. 

By  all  the  gods  ll’d  fcorn  ’em : were  they  here , 

The  Majelly  that  dwels  upon  this  brow 
Should  ftrike  ’em  on  their  knees : As  for  my  Son, 

Let  ’em  no  more  dare  than  they’l  anlwer,  1 
An  equal  Mother  to  my  Countrey,  ant, 

And  every  virtuous  Son  of  it  is  Son 
Unto  my  bofome,  tender  as  mine  own. 

Con.  Oh,  you  are  heaven*ly  Madam,  and  the  gods 
Can  fufler  nothing  pafs  to  injure  you : 

The  life  that  Canon  promis’d,  he  Hands  now 
Ready  to  pay  with  joy. 

^ee.  Farewell  both, 

Succefs  attend  you : you  have  Souldiers  been, 
l am  Marti  quam  Mercurio  r if  you  bring  not  peace 
Bring  me  their  heads. 

Con.  1 will  put  fair  for  one.  Exeunt  ^ee.  Lords. 
Euph.  Double  the  Guard  upon  her  Highnefs  Perlbn, 
Canon.  You  muft  perform  a friendly  part. 

Which  1 lhall  counfel  you. 

Con.  1 am  your  fervant.  Exeunt. 

Scuna  7ertia. 

Enter  Lheanor,  Agenor,  Leonidas  above, 

Leo.  Make  good  that  Fortification,  and  the  Watch 
Keep  frill  upon  the  Battlements^  Royall  Sir, 

Weigh  but  our  injuries,  we  have  told  you  fully 
The  manner  and  the  matter  hales  us  thus*, 

Nor  fhall  this  upftart  bred  i’th  night. 

Sit  brooding  underneath  your  Mothers  wings 
His  damn’d  impieties. 

Ag.  For  youj  felf  brave  Prince  , 

Fear  nothing  that  this  face  of  arms  prefents: 

We  ask  the  Ravifher , and  have  no  means 
To  win  him  from  your  moft  indulgent  Mother 
But  by  this  praftice’ 

7 he.  Stout  Leonidas, 

Princely  Agent^ , your  wrongs  cry  fo  loud. 

That  who  fb  would  condemn  you  is-not  heard : 

I blame  you  not,  who  but  Euphanes  durft 
Make  Stories  like  to  this?  My  wrong’s  as  ftrong 
Aske  my  revengeful  arm  to  ftrengthen  yours ; 

As  for  my  fear,  know  you,  and  Greece  throughout. 

Enter  Euphanes  and  Conon. 

Our  Mother  was  a Spartan  Princels  bom. 

That  never  taught  me  to  fpell  fuch  a word. 

Con.  Sir,  you  do  tempt  your  life. 

Euph.  Conon,  no  more. 

Do  thus  as  thou  wouldft  lave  it.  SoundTrumpet  vpithin 
Ag.  What  Trumpet’s  this? 

Leo.  Beneath  I do  perceive 
Two  armed  n^ri,  lingle,  that  gives  us  fummons 
As  they  would  treat. 

Ag.  Let  us  defeend. 

Con.  My  Lord, 

I would  you  would  excufe  me , and  proceed 
According  to  the  Queens  diredtions. 

Euph.  Friend, 

As  thou  wouldft  wear  that  title  after  death. 

Enter  below  Theanor,  Agenor,  Leonidas,  and  Soldiers. 
Perform  my  charge : no  Soldier  on  his  life 
Approach  us  nearer. 
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Con  Safety  to  both  the  Princes,  Loyalty 
To  you  Lord  General,  the  Queen,  your  Miftrils 
As  well  as  ours,  though  not  to  fear,  to  cut 
Civil  dilTention  from  her  Land,  andfave 
Much  guiltlels  blood,  that  uprore  ever  thirlls, 
Andforthefafeguardof  her  Son,  by  me 
(As  you  demand)  hath  fent  the  Lord 
To  plead  his  own  caufe,  or  to  fuller  death 
As  you  lhall  find  him  worthy  ^ fo  delivering 
The  Prince  back,  I lhall  leave  him  to  your  Guard. 

Leo,  The  Queen  is  good  and  gracious : kifs  her  hand. 

And  feal  our  duties:  Sir,  depart  in  peaeg. 

The.  Oh  Sir,  you  now  perceive,  when  in  the  fcales 
Nature,  and  fond  afiedtioii  weigh  togetJier, 

One  poizes  like  a feather,  and  you  know  my  Lords 
What’s  to  be  done. 

luph.  Your  Highnefs  is  unarm’d, 

Pleafe  you  to  ufe  mine,  and  to  lead  the  Army 

Back  to  your  Mother  : Cotton^  march  you  with  ’em,  / 

Con.  I will  ray  Lord : But  not  fo  far  as  not 
To  bring  you  help  if  danger  look  upon  you.  Exit. 

Eitph.  Why  do  you  look  lb  Ifrangely,  fearfully. 

Or  ftay  your  deathful  hand,  be  not  lb  wife 
To  flop  your  rage:  lookhowunmov’dly,  here 
I givemyfelf  my  Countreys  lacrifice. 

An  innocent  facrifice : Truth  laughs  at  death, 

And  terrifies  the  killer  more  than  kill’d  ^ 

Integrity  thus  armlefs  feeks  her  foes, 

And  never  needs  the  Target  nor  the  Sword^ 

Bow,  nor  invenom’d  lhafts. 

Leo.  We  are  amaz’d. 

Not  at  your  eloquence,  but  impudence. 

That  dare  thus  front  us. 

Ag.  Kill  him,  who  knows  not 
The  iron  forehead  that  bold  mifehief  wears. 

Leo.  Forbear  a while I do  tremble, 

Andfomething  fits  like  virtue  in  his  face. 

Which  the  gods  keep. 

Euph.  Agenor,  ftrike  Leonidas 
You  that  have  purchas’d  Fame  on  certain  grounds^ 

Lofe  it  on  fiippofition  ?■  fmear  your  hands 
In  guiltlefs  blood,  laugh  at  my  Martyrdom : 

But  yet  remember,  when  Polferity 
Shall  read  your  Volumes  fill’d  with  virtuous  ads. 

And  lhall  arrive  at  this  black  bloody  leaf. 

Noting  your  foolifli  barbarifms,  and  my  wrong, 

(As  time  fliall  make  it  plain)  what  follows  this 
Difcipheringanynoble  deed  of  yours 
Shall  be  quite  loft,  for  men  will  read  no  more. 

Leo.  Why  ? dare  you  lay  you  are  innocent  ? 

Euph.  By  all  the  gods,  as  they 
Ofthis  foul  crime, why  Gent,  pry  clean  through  my  life, 
Then  weigh  thefe  circumftances : think  you  that  he 
Which  made  day  night,  and  men  to  furies  turn’d, 

Durft  not  triift  filence,  vizors,  nor  her  fence 
That  fuffer’d  ^ but  with  Charms  and  Potions 
Caft  her  afleep,  (for  all  this  I have  enquir’d 
Adcd  the  Fable  of  Rape, 

The  place  ( by  all  defeription  ) like  to  Hell : 

And  all  to  perpetrate  unknown  his  Lull, 

Would  fondly  in  his  perfon  bring  a Ring, 

And  give  it  a betrothed  Wife,  ith’  fame  houle 
Where  the  poor  injur’d  Lady  liv’d  and  grpan’d. 

Ag^  Hell  gives  us  Art  to  reach  the  depth  of  fin. 

But  leaves  us  wretched  fools,  when  we  are  in. 

Euph.  Had  it  given  me  that  Art,  and  left  me  fb, 

I would  not  thus  into  the  Lions  jaws 
Have  thruft  my  felf  ( defencelefs  for  your  good^ 

The  Princes  fafety,  or  the  Common- weals ; 

You  know  the  Queen  deny’dme,  and  Pent  us 
Commanders  to  furprize  you,  and  to  raze 
This  Tower  down,  we  had  power  enough  to  do  it, 

Or  ftarve  you,  as  you  faw,  and  not  to  tender 
My  Perfon  to  your  wrath,  which  I have  done, 


Knowing  my  heart  as  pure  as  infants  llccp. 

Leo.  What  think  you.  Sir.? 

Ag.  No  harm  I am  lure : I weep. 

Euph.  The  gods  arc  juft,  and  mighty:  but  to  give  you 
Further  alTurance,  and  to  make  your  iclvcS 
Judges  andwitnellcs  of  my  innocence 
Let  me  demand  this  queftion.  On  what  night 
Was  this  foul  deed  committed? 

Ag.  On  the  Eave  before  our  Marriage  meant. 

Euph,  Leonidas., 

(Your  rage  being  off,  that  ftill  drowns  memory) 

Where  was  your  felf  and  I that  very  night, 

And  what  our  conference  ? 

Leo.  By  the  gods  ’tis  true : 

Both  in  her  Highnefs  Chamber  conferring 
Even  of  this  Match  until  an  hour  of  day. 

And  then  came  I to  call  you : we  are  lham’d. 

Ag,  Utterly  loft,  and  fliam’d. 

Euph.  Neither  bechcar’d, 

He  that  could  fine!  this  out,  can  pardon  it. 

And  know  this  Ring  was  lent  me  from  the  Queen,' 

How  file  came  by  it,  yetis  not  enquir’d. 

Deeper  occurrents  hang-  on’t : and  pray  Heaven 
That  my  fufpitions  prove  as  falfe  as  yours,  / 

Which  (for  the  World)  till  I have  greater  proof 
1 dare  not  utter  what,  nor  whom  they  touch  j 
Only  this  build  upon,  with  all  my  nerves 
I’ll  labour  with  ye,  till  time  waken  truth. 

Ag.  There  are  our  fwords  Sir,  turn  the  points  on  us, 
Leo.  Punifh  rebellion,  and  revenge  your  wrong, 

Euph.  Sir,  my  revenge  fliall  be  to  make  your  peace, 
Neither  was  this,  rebellion,  but  rafhlove. 

Enter  Conon. 

Co.  How’s  this?  unarm’d  left,  now  found  doubly  arm’d? 
And  thofe  that  would  have  flain  him  at  his  feet  ? 

Oh  T ruth,  thou  art  a mighty  Conquerefs : 

The  Queen  ( my  Lord  ) perplex’d  in  care  of  you, 
That,crofs  to  her  command^  hazard  your  felf 
In  perfon,  here  is  come  into  the  Field, 

And  like  a Leader,  inarches  in  the  head 
Of  all  her  Troops,  vows  that  flie  will  demolifli 
Eachftone  of  this  proud  Tower  be  you  not  fafe: 

She  chafes  like  ftornis  in  Groves,  nowlighs,now  weeps, 
And  both  fometimes,  like  Rain  and  Wind  commixt, 
Abjures  her  Son  for  ever,  lefs  himfelf 
Do  fetch  you  off  in  perfon,  that  did  give 
Your  felf  to  fave  him  of  your  own  freewill. 

And  fwears  he  miift  not,  nor  is  it  to  live. 

Euph.  Ohfhe’saM  ftrifs  forthe  gods. 

Ag.  And  thou  a godlike  fervant  fit  for  her. 

Leo.  Wide  Greece 

May  boaft,  becaufe  fhe  cannot  boaft  thy  like, 

Euph.  Thus  Conon  tell  her  Highnefs. 

Co.  My  joy  flies. 

Eup.  Let’s  toward  her  march : ftetn  Drum  Ipeak  gen- 
tle peace. 

Leo.  Weareprifoners,  lead  us,  ne’rwds  known 
A prefident  like  this : one  unarm’d  man 
( Sufpeded)  to  captive  with  golden  words 
( T ruth  being  his  fhield  ) fo  many  arm’d  with  fwords.  Ex. 

Enter  ( at  one  door  ) Queen,  Th'eanor,Crates, Conon,  Lords^ 
Soldiers,  ( at  another  jEuphanes  (n>ith  two /h?or^/-)Agenor, 
Leonidas,  Soldiers : Euphanes pre fonts  Leonidas hU  kfiees 
to  the  Queen  : Agenor  hare-headed.,  makgs  (he^  of  forrow  to 
the  QuQQn..,Jheftainps.,andfeen}s  to  he  angry  at  thefirft,  Eu- 
phanes perfwadesherday  as  their  fwords  at  her  feetfjhe  gives 
them  their  fwords  again.,  they  kifs  her  hand  dnd  embrace.,  the 
Soldiers  //// Euphanes,  jhout:  Theanor^i/i  Crates 
difcoveredflonon  whifpers  with  Crates,  Euphanes  with  Age- 
nor, and  Leonidas  obferves  it.,  who  feem  to  promife  fomething.) 
Euphanes  direCis  his  Page  fomewhat. 

Exeunt  <rI/^«tTheanoraai  Crates. 
T^he.  We  are  not  lucky  CtAes,  this  great  torrent 
Bears  all  before  him. 

C Cra. 
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Crj.  Such  an  age  as  this 
Shall  ne’r  be  feen  again ; virtue  grows  fat. 

And  villany  pines-,  the  Furies  arc  aflcep, 

Mifchicf  ’gainft  goodnefs  aim’d,  is  like  a ftonc, 
Unnanirally  forc’d  up  an  eminent  hill 
Whofc  weight  falls  on  our  heads  and  buries  us, 

\\\'  fpringe  ourfch'cs,  we  fink  in  our  own  bogs, 

7bf.  \\  hat’s  to  be  done? 

Crj.  Repent  and  grow  good. 

7bf.  Pilh, 

’Tis  not  the  fafhion  ( fool)  till  we  grow  old : 

The  peoples  love  to  him  now  fcares  me  more 
Than  my  fond  Mothers:  both  which,  like  two  floods 
Pearing  Euphj>iesu]) will  onflow  me, 

And  he  is  worthy,  would  he  we’^c  in  Heaven, 

But  that  hereafter : Crates  help  me  now. 

And  henceforth  be  at  calc. 

Cra.  Your  Will  my  Lord  ? 

Ibe.  Beliza  is  to  marry  him  forthwith, 

I long  to  have  the  firfl:  touch  of  her  too. 

That  will  a little  quiet  me. 

Cra.  Fie  Sir, 

You’ll  be  the  Tyrant  to  A^irginity  ^ 

To  fall  but  once  is  manly,  toperfevere 
oeaftly,  and  defperatc. 

The.  Crofsmenot,  butdo’t: 

A.  re  not  the  means,  the  place,  the  inftruments 
The  very  fame?  1 muftexpedyou  fuddenly. 

Cra.  Imufcobey  you. 

Who  is  in  evil  once  a companion 

Can  hardly  fhake  him  off,  but  muft  run  on. 

’ 'ere  I appointed  Canon  to  attend 
iin,  andhisfvvord:  he  promis’d  to  come  fingle. 


Exit. 


Enter  Conon  and  Page. 

To  avoid  prevention:  he  is  a man  on’s  word. 

Co.  You  are  well  met  Crates. 

Cra.  If  we  part  fo  Conon. 

Co.  Come,  wemuft  do  thefe  mutual  offices, 

Vv'c  muft  be  our  own  Seconds,  our  own  Surgeons, 

■ nd  fairly  fight,  like  men,  noton  advantage. 

Cra.  Youhave  anhoneft  bofom. 

Co.  Yours  feemsfo. 

Cra.  Let’s  pair  our  fwords : you  arc  a juft  Gentleman. 
Co.  You  might  be  fo:  now  fhake  hands  if  you  pleafe, 
i hough’tbc  the  cudgel  fafliion,  ’tis  a friendly  one. 

Cra.  So,  ftand  off 

Page.  That’s  my  cue  to  beckon ’em.  Exit., 

Co.  Crates.,  toexpoftulate  your  wrongs  to  me 

■ •/’ere  to  doubt  of  ’em,  or  wifn  your  excufe 

■ words,  and  fo  return  like  maiden  Knights : 
t freely  thus  much  I profefs,  your  fpleen 
drugged  carriage  toward  your  honour’d  Brother 
- d.h  much  more  ftirr’d  me  up,  than  min  o n caufc, 

.Mdid  nc’r  affed  thefe  bloody  men, 

‘ r'old  ’em  fitter  be  made  publick  Hangmen: 
d Butchers  call’d,  thanvaliant  Gentlemen: 

['  true  ftamp’d  valour  docs  upon  juft  grounds, 

:or  whom  jilftlicr  fiiould  1 expofe  my  life 
‘ ' him,  unto  whofe  virtue  1 owe  all 
C>  j.  Conon.,  yon  think  by  thisgreat  deed  of  yours 
d ■.'Infinuatc  your  felf  a lodging  nearer 
*1.0  my  Brothers  heart : Inch  men  as  you 
■ on  their  undertakings  for  their  Lords, 

‘more  di  fable  them  by  an  fwering  for  ’em 
rif  they  fatcftill,  make ’em  but  theirwhores, 
hich  end  Gallants  now  adays  do  fight : 

' re  wceome  not  to  upbraid  what  men 
d the  rafh  world  will  judge  ^ but  what  they  are 
-.knows;  and  this — Horfes,  we  arc  defery’d, 

, fo for  fear  of  laughter. 

Enter  Euphancs,  Agenor,  Leonidas,  Page. 

I LI  fa  Core. 


Ettph.  Hold,  hold:  on  your  allegiance  hold. 

o4g.  He  that  ftrikes  next- — 

Leo.  Falls  like  a Traitor  on  our  fwords. 

Etipb.  Oh  Heaven,  my  Brother  bleeds:  thou  art 

A villain,  an  imthankfiil  man,  and  fhalt 
Pay  me  tliy  bloud  for  his,  for  his  is  mine : 

Thou  wert  my  friend,  but  he  is  ftill  my  Brother - 
And  though  a friend  fometimes  be  nearer  laid  ^ 

In  fome  gradation  it  can  never  be 

Where  that  fame  Brother  can  be  made  a friend. 

Which deareftcr<*te/ thus  low  1 implore^ 

What  in  my  poverty  I would  not  feek, 

Becaufel  would  not  burthen  you,  nowhere 
In  all  my  height  of  blifs  I beg  of  you. 

Your  friendfhip  -,  my  advancement,  Sir,  is  yours  ^ 

I never  held  it  ftrange,  pray  ufe  it  fb : 

Wearebut  two,  which  Number  Nature  fram’d 
In  the  moft  ufeful  faculties  of  man. 

To  ftrengthen  mutually  and  relieve  each  other: 

T wo  eyes,two  ears,two  arms,two  legs  and  feet, 

That  where  one  faild,  the  other  might  fupply- 
And  I,  your  other  eye,  ear,  your  arm  and  leg. 

Tender  my  fervice,  help  and  fuccortoye. 

Ag.  Leo.  A moft  divine  example. 

Euph,  For  dear  Brother, 

Youhave  been  blind,  and  lame,  and  deaf  to  me. 

Now  be  no  more  fb : in  humility 
I give  ye  the  duty  of  a younger  Brother, 

Which  take  you  as  a Brother,  not  a Father, 

And  then  you’ll  pay  a duty  back  to  me. 

Cra.  Till  now  I have  not  weptthefe  thirty  years. 

Euph.  Difeording  Brothers,  are  like  mutual  legs 
Supplanting  one  another : he  that  feeks 
Aid  from  a ftranger  and  forfakes  his  Brother, 

Does  but  like  him  that  madly  lops  his  arm. 

And  tohisbody  joyns  a wooden  one : 

Cuts  off'his  natural  leg,  and  trufts  a Crutch, 

Plucks  out  his  eye  to  fee  with  Speftacles. 

Cra.  Moft  dear  Euphanes,  inthis  crimfonfloud 
Walhmyunkindnefs  out:  you  have  o’rcome  me. 

Taught  me  humanity  and  brotherhood  ^ 

Full  well  knew  Nature  thou  wert  fitter  far 
To  be  a Ruler  o’r  me  than  a Brother, 

Which  henceforth  be : Jove  furely  did  defeend 
When  thou  wert  gotten  in  fome  heavenly  fhape 
And  greet  my  Mother,  as  the  Poets  tell 
Of  other  Women. 

Ag.  Be  this  Holy-day. 

Leo.  And  noted  ever  with  the  whiteft  ftone. 

Co.  And  pardon  me  my  Lord,  look  you,  I bleed 
Falter  than  Crates  '.,  what  I have  done  I did 
To  reconcile  your  loves,  to  both  a friend. 

Which  my  blood  ciment,  never  to  part  or  end. 

Ag.  Moft  worthy  Conon. 

Leo.  Happy  rife,  this  day 
Contradtsmore  good  than  a whole  age  hath  done. 

Euph.  Royal  Agenor.,  brave  Leonidas., 

You  are  main  caufes,  and  muft^  fhare  the  fame. 

Cra.  Which  in  fome  part  this  hour  fhall  requite 
For  I have  aim’d  my  black  fliaftsat  white  marks. 

And  now  I’ll  put  the  clew  into  your  hands 
Shall  guide  ye  moft  perfpicuoufly  to  the  depth 
Of  this  dark  Labyrinth,  where  fo  long  ye  were  loft 
Touching  this  old  Rape,  and  a new  intent. 

Wherein  your  counfel,  and  your  aflivc  wit 
My  dcareit  Brother  will  be  neceflary. 

Euph.  My  Prophefic  is  come,  prove  my  hopes  true 
fhall  have  right,  and  you  no  wrong. 

Time  now  will  pluck  her  daughter  from  her  Cave: 

Let’s  hence  to  prevent  rumour  ^ my  dear  Brother, 
Nature’s  divided  ftreams  the  higheft  fhelf 

Win  over-hm  at  laft,  and  flow  to  it  felf.  Exeunt, 

AOm 


7 he  Queen  of  Corinth. 


ABus  Quintus. 


Sccena  Prim  a, 

Euler  Crates,  Euphanes,  Neantlies,  Soficles,  Eraton. 

Eiiph.T  Have  won  the  Lady  to  it,  and  that  good 
JL  Which  is  intended  to  her,  your  faith  only 
And  fecrelie  miift  make  perfedl  ^ Think  not  Sir,  (tryal. 
llpeak  as  doubting  it,forl  dare  hazard  My  foul  upon  the 
Crj.  You  may  fafely, 

Butare  and  Leonidas  ready 

I'o  rufn  upon  him  in  the  Ad,  and  Icize  him 
In  the  height  of  his  fecurity  ? 

Eu^h.  At  all  parts  as  you  could  willi  thcnl, 

Cra.  Where’s  the  Lady  ? 

Ettph.  There 

\\  here  you  appointed  her  to  flay. 

Cra.  ’ ris  wifely  order’d. 

Euph.  Lall,  when  you  have  him  furc, compel  him  this  way. 
For  as  by  accident  here  I’Jl  bring  the  Qn^een 
To  meet  yon,  ’twill  flrike  greater  terror  to  him. 

To  be  tanc  unprovided  of  excufe. 

And  make  more  for  our  purpofes.  Exit. 

Cra.  Come  our  Fames  and  all  are  at  the  flake. 

’Tisfitthatfince  relying  on  your  skill,  we  venture 
So  much  upon  one  game,  you  play  with  cunning. 

Enter  Theanor. 

Orwcfliall  rife  fiichlofers  as — . 

Sof.  The  Prince.  ^ 

Cr.?.  The  plot  is  laid  Sir,  howfoe’r  I feem’d 
A little  fcrupulous,  upon  better  judgement  ' ‘ 

' I have  effeded  it. 

Ihe.  ’Tisthe  lafl  lervice 
Of  this  foul  kind!  will  employ  you  in. 

Cr.?.  We  hope  fo  Sir. 

7 he.  And  I will  fo  reward  it 

Nea.  Y ou  are  bound  to  that in  every  Family 
That  does  write  luflful,  your  fine  Bawd  gains  more 
( For  like  your  Broker,  he  takes  fees  on  both  fides) 

Than  all  the  Officers  of  the  houfe. 

Sof.  For  ns  then 

To  be  a great  mans  Panders,  and  live  poor. 

That  w’ere  a double  fault. 

Cra.  Come,  you  lofe  time  Sir, 

We  will  be  with  you  inflantly : the  deed  done. 

We  have  a Mask  that  you  exped  not. 

7 he.  Thou  art  ever  careful : for  Joves  Mercury 
I would  not  change  thee. 

Era.  There’s  an  honour  for  you. 

Nea.  To  be  compar’d  with  the  celeflial  Pimp, 

; Ji/Kif/fmock-livorn  Squire,  Don  Hermes. 

Cra.  I’ll  deferve  it. 

And  Gentlemen  be  aflur’d,  though  what  we  do  now 
'Will  to  the  Prince  look  like  Treafbn 

■ And  bafe  difloyalty,  yet  the  end  fhall  prove, 
i When  he’s  firfl  taught  to  knowhimfelf,  then  you, 

I In  what  he  judg’d  us  falfe,  we  were  mofltrne. 


Exit. 


Exeunt. 


Sc<ena  Secunda. 


Enter  Euphanes,  Agenor,  Leonidas,  Conon. 

Euph.  Only  make  hafle  (my  Lords)  in  all  things  elfe 
Y ou  are  inflr uded : you  may  draw  your  fwdrds 
Forlhew  if  you  think  good,  baton  my  life 
You  will  find  no  refiflance  in  hisfervants. 

And  he’s  himfelf  unarm’d. 

I.  would  he  were  not,  % 

: I'ly  jull  rage  fhould  not  then  be  lod. 

Euph.  Good  Sir, 

Have  you  a care  no  injury  be  done 
Unto  the  perfon  of  the  Prince : but  Canon., 

Have  you  an  eye  on  both,  itisyourtriiflthat  I relye  on* 

Co.  Which  I will  difeharge,  allure  your  felf  mofl  faithfully. 


Euph.  For  the  Lady, 

I know  yourbeflrcfpcdwillnotbewanting : 

Then  to  avoid  fulpition  and  dilcovery, 

Iholditrccjuilite,  that  as  loon  as  ever 

The  ^leen  hath  feen  her,  fhc  forfakc  the  place. 

And  fit  her  felf  for  that  which  is  projeded 
For  her  good,  and  your  honour. 

Leo.  If  this  profper,Bclievc  it  you  have  made  a purchafe  of 
My  fcrvicc  andmy  life. 

Euph.  Your  love  I aim  at. 

Leo.  Here  1 lhall  find  you  ? 

Euph.  With  the  Queen. 

Co.  Enough  Sir. 


Enter  Page. 


Page.  The  Queen  enquires  for  you  my  Lord,  I have  met 
A dozen  Mellengers  in  foarch  of  you. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  Attendants. 

Euph.  I knewlHiOLiIdbefoughtfor,  as  I wilh’d 
She’s  come  her  felf  in  perfon. 

Are  you  found  Sir? 

I wonder  where  you  fpend  your  hours,  methinks 
Since  I fo  love  your  company,  and  profefs 
’Tisthe  bell  comfort  this  life  yields  me  ^ mine 
Should  not  be  tedious  to  you. 

Ertph.  Gracious  Madam, 

To  have  the  happinefs  to  fee  and  hear  you, 

W'hich  by  your  bounty  is  conferr’d  upon  me, 

I holdfo  great  a blefiing,  that  my  honours 
And  wealth  compar’d  to  that,  are  but  as  Cyphers 
To  make  that  number  greater : yet  your  fpardon 
For  borrowing  from  my  duty  fo  much  time 
As,  the  provifion  for  my  hidden  Marriage 
ExaTed  from  me. 

I perceive  this  Marriage 
Will  keep  you  often  from'  me : but  I’ll  bear  iti 
She’s  a good  Lady,  2nd  a.  fsiir.,  Euphanes,  ' 

Yet  by  her  leave  I willfliare  with  her  in  you: 
lam  pleas’^dthat  in  the  night  fhefliall  enjoy  you 
And  that’s  fufficient  for  a Wife : the  day-time 
I will  divorce  you  from  her. 

Leo.nrithin.  WAwill  force  you  if  you  refill. 

Whatnoifeis  that? 

2 he.  vpithin.  Bafe  T raytors. 

Euph.  It  moves  this  way. 

Enter  Agenor.  Leonidas  with  Theanor, Nerione  like  Beliza. 
Conon,  Crates,  Neanthes,  Soficles  Eraton,  Guard. 

What  e’r  it  be  I’ll  meet  it, 

I was  not  born  to  fear:  Who’sthatBe//z(i  ? 

Euph.  My  worthie.ft,  noblefl  Miflrifs.  Exit 

^u.  Stay  her,  ha? 

All  ot  you  look  as  you  were  rooted  here. 

And  wanted  motion : what  new  Gorgons  hend 
Have  you  beheld,  that  you  are  all  turn’d  Statues? 

This  is  prodigious:  has  none  a tongue 
T o fpeak  the  caufe  ? 

Leo.  Could  every  hair,  great  Queen 
Upon  my  head  yield  an  articulate  found. 

And  altogether  fpeak,  they  could  net  yet 
Exprefs  the  villany  we  have  difeoverd. 

And  yet,  when  with  a few  unwilling  words 
I have  deliver’d  what  mufl  needs  be  known. 

You’ll  fay  l am  too  eloquent,  andvvifh 
I had  been  born  without  a tongue. 

Speak  boldly. 

For  I,  unmov’d  with  any  lofs,  will  hear. 

Leo.  Then  know,  we  liave  found  out  the  Ravifher 
Of  my  poor  Siller,  and  the  place,  and  means 
By  which  th’ unfortunate,  though  fair  Beliza 
Hath  met  a fecond  violence. 

Euph.  This  confirms  what  but  before  I doubted^to  my  mine. 
My  Lady  ravilh’d. 

^u.  Point  me  out  the  villain: 

^ C 2 That 
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' That  guilty  wretched  nionftcr  ttot  hath  done  this, 

1 hat  1 may  look  on  him,  oiid  in  mine  eye 
He  reads  his  Sentence. 

La.  That  1 truly  could 
Name  any  other  but  the  Prince,  that  hcai  d, 

You  have  it  all. 

Wonder  not  that  1 fliake, 

The  miracle  is  greater  that  1 live. 

Having  endur’d  the  thunder  that  thy  words 
Have  dirown  upon  me : dor’ll  thou  kneel,  with  hope 
Of  any  favor,  but  a Ipeedy  death. 

And  that  too  in  the  dreadful’ll  lhape  that  can 
Appear  to  a dilpairng  leprous  foul. 

If  thou  had  any?  no,  libidinous  bead. 

Thy  ludhath  alter’d  fo  thy  former  Being, 
fey  Heaven  1 know  thee  not. 

11k.  Although  unworthy 
Vet  dill  1 am  yOiir  Son. 

Thoulyed,  lyed  faldy, 

hly  whole  life  never  knew  but  one  chade  bed, 

Kore’r  defir’d  warmth  but  from  lawful  fires, 

Can  1 be  then  the  Mother  to  a Goat, 

\\  hofe  lud  is  more  infatiate  than  the  grave, 

And  like  infedious  air  ingenders  plagues. 

To  murder  all  that’s  chade,  or  good  in  Woman? 

The  gods  I from  my  youth  have  lerv’d  and  fear’d, 

\\  hole  holy  Temples  thou  had  made  thy  Brothels^ 
Could  a Religious  Mother  then  bring  forth 
So  damn’d  an  Atheid?  read  buto’r  my  life. 

My  adlions,  manners,  and  made  perfetd  in  them 
But  look  into  the  dory  of  thy  felf 
As  thou  art  now,  not  as  thou  wertlheanor., 

And  reafon  will  compel  thee  to  confefs, 

Thou  art  a drangertome. 

yfg.  Note  but  how  heavy 
The  weight  of  guilt  is ; it  lb  low  hath  funk  him 
That  he  wants  power  to  rife  up  in  defence 
Of  this  bad  caufe- 

Perfwade  me  not  Euphanes., 

This  is  no  Prince,  nor  can  claim  part  in  mc: 

My  Son  was  born  a Free-man,  this  a Slave 
To  beadly  palTions,  a Fugitive, 

And  run  away  from  virtue:  bring  bonds  for  him. 

By  all  the  honour  that  I owe  to  Jiidice 
He  lofes  me  for  ever  that  feeksto  fave  him  : 

Bind  him  I lay,  and  ’ts  like  a wretch  that  knows 
He  dands  condemn’d  before  he  hears  the  Sentence, 

With  his  bafe  Agents,  from  my  light  remove  him,. 

And  lodge  them  in  the  Dungeon:  Asa  Queen 
And  Patronefs  to  Judice  I command  it : 

Thy  tears  are  like  unfeafonable  Ihowrs, 

And  in  my  heart  now  deel’d  can  make  no  entrance : 

Thou  art  cruel  to  thy  felf  (Fool)  ’tisnot  want 
In  me  of  foft  cofnpalTion  ^ when  thou  left’d 
To  be  a Sof),  I ceas’d  to  be  a Mother^ 

^way  with  them : The  children  I will  leave 
To  keep  my  name,  to  all  poderities. 

Shall  be  the  great  examples  of  my  Judice, 

The  government  of  my  Countrey  which  hiall  witnels 
How  well  I rul’d  my  felf : bid  the  wrong’d  Ladies 
Appear  in  Court  to  morrow,  w'e  will  hear  them  ^ 

And  by  one  A(d  of  our  feverity 

For  fear  of  puni/hment,  or  love  to  virtue. 

Teach  others  to  be  honed;  all  will  fiiun 

To  tempt  her  Laws,  that  would  not  Ipare  her  Son.  Ex, 

Sc£na  Tenia, 

Enter  Onos,  Unde,  and  Tutor, 

Vnc.  Nay  Nephew. 

Tut,  Pupill,  hear  butrcalbn. 

^ On.  No,  I have  none,  and  will  hear  none  • oh  my  honor. 
My  honor  bladed  in  the  bud,  my  youth, 

My  hopeful  youth,  and  all  my  expedation 
Ever  to  be  a man,  arc  lod  for  ever. 


Vnc,  Why  Nephew,  we  as  well  as  you  aredub’d 
Knights  of  the  Pantofle. 

Tut.  And  are  ftouted  at. 

Kick’d,  fcorn’d,  and  laugh’d  at  by  each  Page  and  Groom, 

Yet  with  ereded  heads  we  bear  k. 

Onof,  Alas, 

You  have  years,  and  drength  to  do  it  j but  were  you 
( As  I ) a tender  gridle,  apt  to  bow. 

You  would  like  me.  with  Cloaks  envelloped. 

Walk  thus,  tlien  damp,  then  dare. 

Vnc.  He  will  run  mad 
I hope,  and  then  all’s  mine. 

1 lit.  Why  look  you  Pupil, 

There  are  for  the  recovery  of  your  honor 
Degrees  of  Medicines^  for  a tweak  by  the  Nole 
A man’s  to  travel  but  fix  months,  then  blow  it 
And  all  is  well  again ; the  Badinado 
Requires  a longer  time,  a year  or  two. 

And  then  ’tis  buried:  I grant  you  have  been  baffl’d, 

’Tis  but  a journey  of  fome  thirty  years 
And  it  will  be  forgotten. 

Onos.  Think  you  fo?., 

Tut.  AlTuredly. 

Vnc.  He  may  make  a diorter  cut. 

But  hang  or  drown  himfelf,  and  on  my  life 
’Twill  no  more  trouble  him. 

Onos.  I could  ne’r  endure 
Or  Hemp  or  Water,  they  are  dangerous  tools 
For  youth  to  deal  with ; I will  ratffler  follow 
My  Tutors  counfel. 

Tut.  Dofo. 

Onos.  Andputin 

For  myfecurity,  that  I’ll  not  return 
In  thirty  years,  my  whole  ’date  to  my  Uncle. 

Vnc.  That  I like  well  of. 

On.  Still  provided  Uncle, 

That  at  my  coming  home  you  will  allow  me 
To  be  of  age,  that  I may  call  to  account 
This  Page  that  hath  abas’d  me. 

Vur.  ’Tis  a match. 

On.  Then  Corinth.,  thus  the  bafliflil  Lamprias 
T akes  leave  of  thee : and  for  this  little  time 
Of  thirty  years,  will  labour  all  he  can. 

Though  he  goes  yoimg  forth,to  come  home  a man.  Ex, 

Sc£na  §luarta. 

Enter  Euphanes  Marfhal. 

Euph.  Are  your  Pri loners  ready? 

Mar.  When  it  Ihall  pleale  the  Q^een 
To  call  them  forth  my  Lord. 

Eupb.  Pray  you  do  me  the  favour 
To  tell  me  how  they  have  born  themlelves  this  night 
Of  their  imprifonraent  ? 

Mar.  Gladly  Sir-  your  Brother 
With  the  other  Courtiers  willingly  receiv’d 
All  courtefiesl  could  offer  ^ cat,  and  drank. 

And  were  exceeding  merry,  lb  diHembling 
Their  guilt,  or  confident  in  their  innocence. 

That  I much  wondred  at  it.  But  the  Prince, 

That  ( asbornhighed)  fhould  have  grac’d  his  fall 
With  greated  courage,  is  fo  funk  with  forrow. 

That  to  a common  judgement  he  would  feem 
To  fuller  like  a Woman:  but  to  me. 

That  from  the  experience  I have  had  of  many 
Look  further  in  him,  I do  find  the  deep 
Confidcration  of  what’s  pad,  more  frights  him 
Tlian  any  other  puiffhment. 

Euph,  That  is  indeed 
True  magnanimity : the  other  but  ' 

A defperate  badard  valour. 

Mar.  1 prcfled  to  him, 

And  notwithdanding  the  Queens  dri(d  command, 

( Having  your  Lordfhips  promife  to  fecure  me  ) 


Offer’d 


The  Queen  of  Corinth, 
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Offer’d  to  free  him  from  his  bonds,  vvhich  he 
Refus’d,  with  luch  aforrow,  mixt  with  Icorn 
That  it  aniac’d  me  ^ yet  I urg’d  his  Highnefs 
To  give  one  ReaJbii  for’t ; he  brierty  aufrver’d, 

That  he  had  fate  in  judgement  on  hiinlelf. 

And  found  that  he  delerv’d  them : that  he  was 
A Ravilher,  and  fo  to  fuffer  like  one, 

W hith  is  the  reafou  of  ray  tears : he  addetb. 

For  wer’t  not  1 again  lliould  break  the  Laws, 

By  learning  all  their  rigor  caninfiid, 

I fhould  dye  Imiling. 

Euph.  I forbear  to  wonder 
That  you  were  mov’d  that  law  this ; I am  R ruck 
With  the  relation  fo.  ’ Lis  very  well  •, 

See  all  things  ready,  loo  wilh  1 could 
Send  comfoit  to  the  Prince-,  be  ready  with  him:, 

’Tisin  the  Queens  breafl  only  which  for  us  \ Ear  brought 
Tolearch  into  vvcrefaucinefs,  to  determine  \ in. 

What  fhe  thinks  fit. 

Ent^r  Leonidas  with  Merione  ( in  white  ) Euphanes  with 
Eeliza  ( in  Queen,  Agenor,  Conon,  Marfhal, 

%vitb  T hcainor,  Crates,  Solicles,  Eraton, Lords, Ladies, 
Guard. 

Lord.  Make  way  there  for  the  Queen. 

^ee.  Read  firft  the  Law,  and  wliat  our  Anceftors 
Have  in  this  cafe  provided  to  deter 
Such  like  offenders : To  you  gentle  Ladies 
This  only.  Would  1 could  as  well  give  comfort. 

As  bid  you  you  be  fecure  from  fear  or  doubt 
Of  our  difpleafure  be  as  confident 
As  if  your  plea  were  ’gainft  a common  man. 

To  have  all  right  from  us I will  not  grieve 
For  what’ynot  worth  my  pitty : Read  the  Law. 

Clerk  reads. 

Lyciirgus  the  nineteenth  againjt  Rapes : It  U provided:  and 
puiolickjy  enadied  and  confirmed,  Lhat  any  man  of  what 
degree  foeva\  offering  tdolence  to  the  chajUty  of  a Virgin, 
Jhall  flpfofado^  helyable  to  her  accufation,  and  accord- 
ing to  the  faid  Law  be  cenfti'  d Ever  provided,  that  it 
Jhall  he  in  the  choice  of  the  faid  Virgin  Jo  abufed,  either  to 
csmpell  the  0 fender  to  marry  her  without  a Eiowry,  if  fo 
JJje  will  befutUfied,  or  demanding  bis  head  for  the  o fence, 
to  have  that  accordingly  performed. 

^f.  You  hear  this ; what  do  you  demand  ? 

Mer.  The  benefit 
The  Law  allows  me. 

Bel.  For  the  injury 

Done  to  mine  Honor,  I require  bis  head- 
Mer.  I likewifehavean  eye  upon  mine  Honor, 

But  knowing  that  his  death  cannot  rellore  it 
I ask  him  for  my  Husband. 

Be!.  I wasravifh’d, 

And  will  have  juflice. 

Mer.  I was  ravilh’d  too, 

I kneel  for  mercy. 

Bel.  I demand  but  what 
The  f.avv  allows  me. 

Mer.  That  which  I defire 
Is  by  the  fame  Law  warranted. 

Eel-  The  Rape 

On  me  hath  made  a forfeit  of  his  life, 

Which  in  revenge  of  my  difgrace  I plead  for. 

Mer.  The  Rape  on  me  gives  me  the  priviledge 
To  be  his  Wfife,  and  that  is  all  I fue  for. 
rige.  A doubtful  cafe. 

Leo.  Such  pretty  Lawyers,  yet 
I never  faw  nor  read  of. 

Euph.  May  the  Queen 
Favour  your  fwcet^ea,  Madam* 

Bel.  Is  that  juftice  ? 

Shall  one  that  is  to  fuffer  for  a Rape 
Be  by  a Rape  defended  ? Look  upon 


The  publick  enemy  of  chaftity, 

This  luflful  Satyr,  whole  enrag’d  delires 
The  mine  of  one  wretched  Virgins  honor 
W’ouldnot  liifhce-,  andlhall  the  wrack  of  two 
Be  his  protcdlion?  May  be  I was  ravilh’d 
For  his  lult  only,  thou  tor  his  defence 
O linecvalionl  lliallwith  Inch  a Right 
Your  Juftice  be  deluded?  your  Laws  cheated? 

And  lie  that  for  one  faiR;  deferv’d  to  die, 

For  linning  often,  find  impunity? 

But  that  I know  tliee  I would  1 wear  thou  wert 
A falfe  Impolfor,  and  fuborn’d  to  this  j 
And  it  may  be  thou  art  M<.  rione : 

For  hadfcthoii  llifler’d  truly  what  I have  done, 

Thouwouldlt  like  me  complain,  and  call  for  vengeance^ 

And  onr  wrongs  being  equal,  I alone 
Should  not  delire  revenge:  But  be  it  lb, 

If  thou  prevail,  even  he  will  puniRi  it, 

And  foolilh  mercy  Riew’d  to  him  undo  thee, 

Confider,  fool,  before  it  be  too  late. 

What  joys  thou  canfl:  expeT  from  Rich  a Husband, 

To  whom  thy  firft,  and  what’s  more,  forc’d  embraces. 
Which  men  lay  heighten  plealure,  were  diftaftf'ul. 

Mer.  ’Tviasin  relpecft,  that  then  they  were  unlawful, 
llnblefs’d  by  hymen,  and  left  ftings  behind  them. 

Which  from  the  raarriage-bed  are  ever  banifn’d. 

Let  this  Court  be  then  the  image  of  J/ow  throne. 

Upon  which  grace  and  mercy  ftill  attend. 

To  intercede  between  him  and  his  Juftice , 

And  fince  the  Law  allows  as  much  to  me 
As  Rie  can  challenge,  let  the  milder  fentence. 

Which  heft  becomes  a Mother,  and  a Queen 
Now  overcome  nor  let  your  wifdom  fuffer 
In  doing  right  to  her,  I in  my  wrong 
Indure  a fecond  RaviRiment. 

Bel.  You  can  free  him  ' 

Only  from  that  which  does  concern  your  felfj 
Not  from  the  puniftiment  that’s  due  to  me : 

Your  injuries  you  may  forgive,  not  mine*, 

I plead  mine  own  juft  wreak,  which  will  right  both. 

Where  that  which  you  defire  robs  me  of  juftice  j 
’Tis  that  which  I appeal  to. 

Mer.  Bloody  Woman, 

Doftthoa  defire  his  puniftiment?  Let  him  live  thenj 
For  any  man  to  marry  where  he  likes  not 
Is  frill  a lingring  torment. 

Bel.  For  one  Rape 

One  death’s  fuffident,  that  way  cannot  catch  me. 

Mer.  To  you  I fly  then,  to  your  mercy  Madam, 
E.xempting  not  your  Juftice,  be  but  eq^ual  *, 

And  fince  in  no  regard  I come  behind  her. 

Let  me  not  fo  be  undervalu’d  in 
Your  Highnefs  favor,  that  the  world  take  notice 
You  fo  preferr’d  her,  that  in  her  behalf 
You  kill’d  that  Son,  you  would  not  faveforme  j 
Mercy,  O mercy  Madam. 

Bel.  Great  C^een,  juftice.  , 

Age.  With  what  a Mafculine  conftancy  the  grave  Lady 
hath  heard  them  both  ? 

Leo,  Yet  how  unmov’d  fire  fits 
In  that  which  moft  concerns  her? 

Con.  Now  file  rifes? 

And  having  well  weigh’d  both  their  argument?, 

Refolves  to  fpeak. 

Euph.  And  yet  again  (he  paufes  ■, 

O Conon,  ftich  a relblution  once 
L\RomaH  told  me  he  had  feen  in  Cato 
Before  he  kill’d  himfelf. 

’Tis  now  determin’d. 

Merione,  I could  vvifli  I were  no  Queen, 

To  give  you  fatisfaftion  no  Mother 
Beliza,  to  content  you  and  would  part, 

Even  with  my  being,  both  might  have  their  wifhes^ 

But  fince  that  is  impolftble,  in  few  words 

I will 
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1 I' 1:1  deliver  what  I ain  relolvcd  on: 

1 he  end  {'or  wliich  all  pit){kal>le  Laws 
^ ere  made,  looks  two  ways  only,  the  reward 
men,  and  the  puninimeiit 
Ot  bad  Delinquents : Ours,  concerning  Rapes, 
Provided  that  i'ame  latter  of  Marriage 
Por  him  that  had  fall’n  once,  not  then  I'orcrceing’ 
Mankind  could  prove  lb  monltrous,  to  tread  twdee 
A path  lb  horrid.  The  great  Law-giver 

That  for  his  ftrange  levcrity 
• \\  as  laid  to  write  his  ftern  Decrees  in.  blood, 

Made  none  for  Parricides,  preliiraing  that 
No  man  could  be  fow-icked:.  Such  might  be 
Lvrwr^w/aTifwcr  (did  he  live)  for  this, 
but  fince  I find  that  in  my  Sonnet,  which  was  not 
Doubted  in  any  elfe,  I will  add  to  it^ 

He  cannot  marry  both,  but  for  both  dying. 

Both  have  their  full  revenge:  You  kc  Belize 
^ oil  have  yourwillT,  with  you  Merhne 
IM  Ipendatcar  or  two,  fo  Heaven  forgive  thee. 

Upon  my  knees  I do  approve  your  judgement, 
And  beg  that  you  w'ould  putit  into  aft 
ith  all  fpeed  pofTible  *,  only  that  I may. 

Having  already  made  peace  with  my  felf. 

Part  lb  with  all  the  world:  Princely  Agenor 
I ask  your  pardon-,  yours  my  Lord  •, 

And  Crates  with  the  reft  too,  I forgive  you 
Do  yon  the  like  for  me;  Yours,  gracious  Mother, 

I dare  not  ask,  and  yet  if  that  my  death 
Be  likeaSonof  yours,  though  my  life  was  not. 

Perhaps  you  may  vouchfafe  it:  Laftly,  that 

Both  thefewhom  I have  wrong’d,  may  willi  my  allies. 

No  heavy  burden,  e’r  I fuffer  death. 

For  the  reftoring  of  Mir/owej' honor, 

Let  me  be  married  to  her,  and  then  dye 
For  you  Eeliza. 

Thou  haft  made  in  this 
Part  of  amends  to  me,  and  to  the  world, 

Thyfuit  is  granted,  call  a FLimyn  forth 
To  do  this  holy  w ork  ^ with  himaHeadfman. 

Enter  Flamyn  and  Executioner. 

Raifeupthy  weeping  eyes  Merkney 
With  this  hand  I conhnn  thy  Marriage, 

Wilhingthat  now  .the  gods  would  lliew  fome  miracle. 
That  this  might  not  divorce  it. 

Cra.  To  that  purpofc 
I am  their  Minifter,  ftand  not  amaz’d. 

To  all  your  comforts  1 will  do  this  wonder, 
YourMajefty  (with  your  pardon  1 muft  fpeak  it) 
Allow’d  once  heretofore  of  fuch  a Contradt, 


Which  you  repenting  afterwards,  revok’d  it. 

Being  fully  bent  to  match  her  with  Agenory 
The  griev’d  Prince  knowing  this,  and  yet  not  daring 
Tocrofs  what  you  determin’d,  by  an  oath 
Bound  meandthefe  his  followers  to  dofomething 
That  he  might  once  enjoy  her,  we  fw^ore  to  it. 

And  ealily  perfwaded,  being  afliir’d 
She  was  his  Wife  before  the  face  of  Heaven, 

Although  fome  ceremonious  forms  were  wanting. 
Committed  the  firft  Rape,  and  brought  her  to  him. 
Which  broke  the  Marriage  ^ but  when  we  perceiv’d 
He  purpos’d  to  abiife  our  ready  fervice 
In  the  fame  kind:  upon  the  chafte 
Holding  ourfelves  lefsty’dto  hiigthan  goodnefs-, 

I made  difeovery  of  it  to  my  Brother, 

Who  can  relate  the  reft. 

Euph.  Itismofttrue. 

I would  it  were : 

Euph.  In  every  circumftafice 
It  is  upon  my  foul : For  this  known  to  me, 

I wan  Merione  in  my  Ladies  habit, 

To  be  again  (but  willingly  ) furpriz’d. 

But  with  Agenory  and  her  noble  Brother, 

With  my  approv’d  friend  with  fuch  fpeed 

Shevv^as  purfu’d,  that  the  lewd  afl  fcarce  ended. 

The  Prince  (aflur’d  he  had  enjoy’d  Belizay 
For  all  the  time  Meriones  face  was  cover’d  ) 

W’as  apprehended  and  brought  to  your  prefence. 

But  not  til!  now  difeover’d,  in  refpeft 
I hop’d  the  imminent  danger  of  the  Prince, 

To  which  his  loole  unquenched  heats  had  brought  him, 
Being  purfu’d  unto  the  latefttryal 
Would  work  mhim  compundion,  which  it  has  done  j 
And  tiiefe  tv/o  Ladies  in  their  feign’d  contentions, 

To  your  delight  I hope  have  ferv’d  as  Maskers 
To  their  own  Nuptials. 

My  choice  was  worthy 

When  firft  I look’d  on  thee,  as'thou  haft  order’d 
All  fiiall  be  done,  and  not  themeaneft  that 
Plaid  in  this  unexpeded  Comedy, 

But  fhall  pertake  our  bounty : And  my  Lord, 

1 hat  with  the  reft  you  may  feem  fatisfi’d, 

If  you  dare  venture  on  a Queen,  not  yet 
So  far  in  debt  to  years,  but  that  ftie  may 
Bring  you  a lufty  Boy,  I offer  up 
My  felf  and  Kingdom,  during  my  life  to  you. 

Ag.  It  is  a bleffing  which  I durft  not  hope  for. 

But  with  all  joy  receive. 

All.  We  all  applaud  it. 

Then  on  unto  the  Temple,  where  the  rights 
Of  Marriage  ended,  we’ll  find  new  delights.  ' Exeunt 
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\ The  Perfons  Repr^fented  in  the  Play. 


Caratach,  General  of  the  Britains,C<?^«  to  Bonduca. 

‘ Nenius,  A great  Soldier^  a Britain  Commander. 

Hengo,  A brave  boy ^ Nephew  to  Caratach.  ^ . 
Suetonius,  General  to  the  Roman  Army  in  Britain 
o . lA  brave  Roman  Commander^  but fiubborn  to 
S theGenerdL 

Tunius  Captain,  in  love  with  Bonduca’ ^ 

^ ’ S Daughter, 

Petilus,  A merry  Captain,hutfomewhat  wanton. 


Roman  Commanders. 

R egulus,  \ 

Mace^^’  ( Roman  Officer  's. 
Curius,  ^ 

J ud as,  Corporal,  a merry  hu7igry  knave* 
Herald. 

Druides. 

Soldiers. 


WOMEN. 

Bonduca  ^ of  the  Iceni,  a brave  Virago, Pro- 

’ ^ futagus. 

Her  two  Daughters. 

The  Scene  Britain 

The  Principal  Adlors  were 
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Richard  Burbadge, 
Henry  Condel, 
Willxim  Eglejicne, 
Nich.  Toolie, 


William  Osiler, 
John  Lowin, 

John  Underwood, 
Richard  Robifjffij. 
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A(5lus  Primus,  Scaena  Pnma 


E«/fr  Bonduca,  Daughters,  Hengo,  Nennius,  Soldiers. 

He  hardy  Komans}  ^ O ye  gods  of- 
* Britaift, 

The  nifc  of  Arms,  the  blufhing 
fhame  of  foldiers  ■, 

Are  thefe  the  men  that  conquer 
by  inheritance  ? 

The  Fortune-makers  ? thefe  the 
JuliaHs. 

"Enth  Caratach, 

That  with  the  ‘^nn^meafure  the  end  of  Nature, 

Making  the  World  but  one  Rome  and  one  Cafar  ? 
shame,  how  they  flee ! Cafars  foft  foul  dwells  in  ’em  *, 


Their  Mothers  got  ’emHeeping,  Wehfiire  nufft’em. 
Their  Bodies  fweat  with  fweet  Oils,  Loves  allurements. 
Not  luftie  Arras.  Dare  they  fend  thefe  to  feek  us, 
Thefe Girls?  Is  grdwnfo  wanton? 

Twice  we  have  beat  ’em,  N^mhis  featter’d  ’em,' 

And  through  their  big-bon’dCT.'miJWj-,  onwholePikes 
The  honour  of  their  adfions  fit  in  triumph,  ' • 

Made  Themes  for  Songs  to  fliameYm,  and  a Woman,  ^ 
A Woman  beat  ’em,  Nennius  •,  aweak  Woman,^ 

A Woman  beat  thefe  Romans. 

Car.  So  it  feems.  • • ‘ 

A man  would  fhame  to  talkfo. 

Bon.  Who’s  that? 

Car.  I.  - ■ ^ 


Bvt. 
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The  Tragedy  of  Bonduca. 


Bjk.  Colin,  do  you  grieve  at  my  fortunes : 

Car.  Ko,  BjHducj, 

If  I grieve,  ’tis  at  the  bearing  of  your  fortunes  *, 

\ ou  put  too  much  wind  to  your  lail  r Diferetion 
And  hardy  vaJour  are  the  twins  of  honour. 

And  nurs’d  together,  make  a Conqueror  : 

Divided,  but  a talker.  ’Tis  a truth. 

That  Kortie  hashed  before  us  twice,  and  routed  ^ 

A truth  we  ought  to  crown  the  gods  for.  Lady, 

And  not  our  tongues.  A truth  is  none  of  ours, 

Nor  in  our  ends,  more  than  the  noble  bearing: 

For  then  it  leaves  to  be  a virtue.  Lady  ^ 

And  we  that  have  been  Vi<flors,  beat  our  felves, 

\\  hen  we  infult  upon  our  honors  fubjedt. 

Bo>t.  My  valiant  Colin,  is  it  foul  to  lay 
W hat  liberty  and  honor  bid  us  do, 

And  what  the  gods  allow  us  ? 

Car.  No,  Bonduca^ 

So  what  we  fay  exceed  not  what  we  dcr. 

Ye  call  the  Kowjwx  fearful,  fleeing  Row,3wr, 

And  Kowjw  Girls,  the  lees  of  tainted  yleafures: 

Does  this  become  a doer  ? are  they  fuch  ? 

Bon.  They  are  no  more. 

Car.  Where  is  your  Conqueft  then  ? 

Why  are  your  Altars  crown’d  with  wreaths  of  flowers, 
Thebeafts  with  gilt  horns  waiting  for  the  fire? 

The  holy  compofing  Songs 

OfeverlalHng  life  to  Victory? 

Why  are  thele  triumphs.  Lady  ? for  a May-gzmQ  ?' 

For  hunting  a poor  herd  of  wretched  Romans  ? 

Is  it  no  more?  Ihut  up  your  Temples,  Britains., 

And  let  the  Husbandman  redeem  his  heifers  j 
Put  out  our  holy  fires  ■,  no  Timbrel  ring  •, 

Let’s  home,  and  fleep  ^ for  fuch  great  overthrows^ 

A Candle  burns  too  bright  a lacrifice, 

A Glow-worms  tail  too  full  of  flame.  O Nennius^ 

Thou  hadft  a noble  Uncle  knew  a Roman., 

And  how  to  fpeakhim,  how  to  give  him  weight 
In  both  his  fortunes. 

Bon.  By — I think 

Ye  doatuponthefeR(7»zj«/,  Caratach. 

Car.  Witnefsthefewounds,!  do^  they  were  fairly  given, 
1 love  an  enemy,  I was  born  a Soldier  •, 

Andhethat  in  the  head  on’s  Troop  defies  me. 

Bending  my  manly  Body  with  his  fword, 

Imakea  Miltrifs.  Ycllow-trefled  Hymen 
Ne’r  ty’d  a longing  Virgin  with  more  joy. 

Than  I am  married  to  that  man  that  wounds  me  : 

And  are  not  allthefc  Romans}  Tenftruck  Battels 
I fuck’d  thefe  honour’d  fears  from,  and  all  Roman  : 

Ten  years  of  bitter  nights  and  heavy  marches, 

VV'hen  many  a frozen  ftorm  fimg  thorow  my  Curaffc, 

And  made  it  doubtful  whether  that  or  I 

Were  the  more  ftubborn  metal  I,  have  I wrought  thorow. 

And  all  to  try  xhek  Romans.  Ten  times  a night 

lhave  fwom  the  Rivers,  when  the  Stars  of  Rome 

Shot  at  me  as  I floated,  and  the  billow's 

T umbled  their  watry  mines  on  my  fhoulders. 

Charging  my  batter’d  fides  with  troops  of  Agues 
And  ftill  to  try  thefe  Romans.,  whom  I found 
( And  if  I lye,  my  wounds  be  henceforth  backward, 

And  be  you  witnefs,  gods,  and  all  my  dangers ) 

As  ready,  and  as  full  of  that  I brought 
(Which  was  not  fear  nor  flight ) as  valiant,. 

As  vigilant,  as  wile,  todo^nd  fuffer. 

Ever  advanced  as  forward  as  the  Britains., 

1 heir  fleeps  as  fhort,  their  hopes  as  high  as  ours. 

1,  andasfubtil.  Lady.  ’Tisdifhonour, 

I And  follow’d,  will  be  impudence,  Bonduca, 

And  grow  to  no  belief,  to  taint  thefe  Romans. 

Rave  not  I feen  the  Britains 

Bond.  What? 

Car.  Difheartncd, 

’ Run,  run,  Bonduca,  notthequickrackfwiftcr*, 


The  Virgin  from  the  hated  Ravilher 

Not  half  fo  fearful  ? not  a flight  drawn  home. 

A round  ftone  from  a fling,  a Lovers  wifh 

E’r  made  that  hafte  that  they  have.  By 

lhave  feen  thefe  that  you  magnifie. 

Run  as  they  would  have  out-run  time  and  roaring 
Bafely  for  mercy,  roaring:  the  light  fhadows, 

That  in  a thought  feur  o’r  the  fields  of  Corn, 

Halted  on  crutches  to  ’em. 

Bon.  O ye  Powers, 

What  fcandals  do  I fuffer  ? 

Car.  Yes,  Bonduca, 

I have  feen  thee  run  too,  and  thee,  Nennius  •, 

Yea,  run  apace,  both  j then  when  Penyus 
The  Roman  Girl,  cut  thorow  your  armed  Carts, 

And  drive  ’em  headlong  on  ye  down  the  hill : 

Then  when  he  hunted  ye  like  Britain-Toxes. 

More  by  the  feent  than  fight:  then  did  I fee 
Thefe  valiant  and  approved  men  of  Britain-, 

Like  bonding  Owls,  creep  into  tods  of  Ivie..  ' 

And  hoot  their  fears  to  one  another  nightly. 

Nen.  And  what  did  you  then,  Caratach} 

Car.  I fled  too. 

But  not  for  faff:  -,  your  Jewel  had  been  loft  then, 

Young there ^ he  tralht  me,  Nennius: 

For  when  your  fears  out-run  him,  thenftepti. 

And  in  the  head  of  all  the  Romans  fury 
Took  him,  and,  with  my  tough  Belt,  to  my  back 
I buckled  him:  behind  him,  my  fure  Shield; 

And  then  I follow’d.  If  I fay  I fought 
Five  times  in  bringing  off  this  bud  of  Britain, 

I lye  not,  Nennius.  Neither  had  ye  heard 
Me  fpeakthis,  or  ever  feen  the  child  more,. 

But  that  the  Son  of  Virtue,  Penyus 

Seeing  me  fteer  thorow  all  thefe  ftorms  of  danger. 

My  Helmftill  in  my  hand,  my  Sword  my  prow. 

Turn’d  to  my  foe  my  face,  hecry’d  out  nobly. 

Go  Britain,  bear  thy  Lions  whelp  off  lafely 
Thy  manly  fword  has  ranfom’d  thee : grow  ftrong. 

And  let  me  meet  thee  once  again  in  Arms  •, 

Then  if  thou  ftand’ft,  thou  art  mine.  Itook  his  offer. 

And  here  I am  to  honour  him. 

Bon.  O Coufin, 

From  v/hata  fiightof  honour  haft  thou  checkt  me? 

What  would  ft  thou  make  me,  Caratach  } 

Car.  See,  Lady, 

The  noble  ufe  of  others  in  our  Ioffes : 

Does  this  affliift-ye?  Had  the  Romans  cry’dthis. 

And  as  we  have  done  theirs,fung  out  thefe  fortunes,  . 
Rail’d  on  our  bafe  condition,  hooted  at  us. 

Made  marks  as  far  as  the  earth  was  ours,  tofhewus 
Nothing  but  fea  could  ftop  our  flights^  defpis’dus, 

And  held  it  equal,  whether  banqueting 
Or  beating  of  the  Britains  were  more  bufinefs. 

It  would  have  gall’d  ye. 

Bon.  Let  me  think  we  conquer’d. 

Car.  Do  but  fo  think,  as  we  may  be  conquer’d : 

And  where  we  have  found  virtue,  though  in  thofe 
That  came  to  make  us  Haves,  let’s  cherifh  it. 

There’s  not  a blow  wc  gavefince  Julius  landed. 

That  was  of  ftrength  and  worth,  but  like  records. 

They  file  to  after-ages.  OurRegifters, 

The  Romans,  arc  for  noble  deeds  of  honour^ 

Andffiall  we  burn  their  mentions  with  upbraidings  ? ' 

Bon.  No  more,  I feemyfelf:  thou  haft  made  me, Coufin, 
More  than  my  fortunes  durft,  for  they  abus’d  me. 

And  wound  me  up  fo  high,  I fwell’d  with  glory : 

Thy  temperance  has  cur’d  that  Tympany, 

And  given  me  health  again,  nay,  more  diferetion. 

Shall  wc  have  peace?  for  now  I love  thefe  Rowawx. 

Car.  Thy  love  and  hate  are  both  unwife  ones,  Lady. 

Bon.  Yourreafon? 

Nen.  Is  not  peace  the  end  of  Arms  ? 

Car.  Not  where  thccaufe  implies  a general  conqueft: 
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Had  \vc  a dittcrcncc  with  Ibmc  petty  lllc. 

Or  with oor neighbors  (Lady)  for  oiir Land-marks, 

I'lic  taking  in  of  Ibme  rebellions  Lord, 

Or  making  a head  agaiult  Commotions, 

After  a day  of  Blood,  Peace  might  be  argued: 

But  where  we  grapple  for  the  ground  we  live  on. 

The  Liberty  we  liold  as  dear  as  life. 

The  gods  we  worlhip,  and  next  thole,  our  Honors, 

And  with  thole  Iwords  that  know  no  end  ot, Battel : 

Thole  men  befide  themlclves  allow  no  neighbor^ 

Thofe  minds  that  where  the  day  is,  claim  inheritance. 

And  where  the  Sun  makes,  ripe  the  fruits,  their  harvelt, 
And  where  they  march,  but  meafnre  out  more  ground 
To  add  to  Tome^  and  here  i’  th’  bowels  on  us  j 
It  muft  not  be  ^ no,  as  they  areonr  foes. 

And  thofe  that  muft  be  fo  until  we  tire  ’em. 

Let’s  ufethe  peace  of  Honor,  that’s  fair  dealing. 

But  in  our  ends,  ourfwords.  That  hardy  Toman; 

That  hopes  to  graft  himfelf  into  myftock; 

Muft  firft  begin  his  kindred  under-ground. 

And  be  alli’d  inaPdes.  ' 

Bon.  Caratach, 

As  thou  haft  nobly  fpoken,  fhall  be  done  ^ 

And  Hengo  to  thy  charge  I here  deliver : 

The  Komans  fliall  have  worthy  Wars. 

Car.  They  lhall. 

And,  little  Sir,  when  your  young  bones  grow  ftiffer. 

And  when  I fee  ye  able  in  a morning 
To  beat  a dozen  boys,  and  then  to  breakfaft, 

I’ll  tyeyetoa  fvvord. 

Heng.  And  what  then  Uncle  ? 

Car.  Then  ye  muft  kill,  Sir,  the  next  valiant  Komane 
that  calls  ye  knave. 

And  muft  I kill  but  one  ? 

Car.  An  hundred,  boy,  I hope. 

Hen.  1 hope  five  hundred. 

Car.  That’s  a noble  boy.  Come,  worthy  Lady, 

Let’s  to  our  leveral  charges,  and  henceforth 

Allow  an  egemyftjoth  weight  and  worth.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Seettnda. 

Enter  Junius  and  Petillius,  troo  Roman  Captainr. 

Pet.  What  ail’ft  thou,  man  ? doft  thou  want  meat  ? 
Jun.  No. 

Pet.  Clothes? 

Jun.  Neither.  For  heavens  love,  leave  me. 

Pet.  Drink? 

. Jun.  Ye  tire  me. 

Pet.  Come,  ’tis  drink  •,  I know  ’tis  drink. 

Jun.  Tis  no  drink. 

Pet.  I fay  ’tis  drink : for  what  afflidion 
Can  light  fo  heavy  on  a Soldier, 

To  dry  him  up  as  thou  art,  but  no  drink  ? 

Thou  {halt  have  drink. 

Jun.  Prethee  Petillius 

Pet.  And  by  mine  honor,  much  drink,  valiant  drink: 
Never  tell  me,  thou  (halt  have  drink.  I fee, 
ike  a true  friend,  into  thy  wants ; ’tis  drink  j 
ind  when  I leave  thee  to  a defolation, 

[Efpecially  of  that  dry  nature,  hang  me. 
y««.  why  do  you  this  to  me? 

Pet.  For  I fee. 

Although  your  modefty  would  fain  conceal  it, 

I  I Which  fits  as  fweetly  on  a Soldier, 

As  an  old  fide-faddle. 

Jun.  What  do  you  fee  ? 

Pet.  I fee  as  far  as  day,  that  thou  want’Jft  drink. 

Did  I not  find  thee  gaping  like  an  Oyfter 
For  a new  tide?  thy  very  thoughts  lie  bare 
Like  a low  ebb?  thy  Soul  that  rid  in  Sack, 

Lies  moor’d  for  want  of  liquor?  Do  but  fee 


Into  thy  fclf  *,  for  by — I do : 

For  all  thy  body’s  chapt  andcrackt  like  timber 
For  want  of  moifturc,  what  is’t  thou  wantft  there, 

And  if  it  be  not  drink? 

Jun.  You  have  too  much  on’t. 

Pet.  It  may  be  a whore  too  ^ fay  it  be  : come,  mcechcr. 

Thou  (halt  have  both : a pretty  valiant  fellow, 

Die  for  a little  lap  and  lechery  ? 

No,  it  ftall  ne’r  be  laid  in  our  Countrey, 

Thou  dy’dft  o’ th’  Chin-cough.  Hear,  thou  noble  Roman., 

The  Son  of  her  that  loves  a Soldier, 

Hear  what  I promifed  for  thee  j thus  I faid. 

Lady,  I take  thy  Son  to  my  companion. 

Lady,  I love  thy  fon,  thy  Son  loves  War, 

The  war  loves  danger,  danger  drink,  drink  diftipline,  - 
Which  is  fociety  and  lechery  •, 

Thefe  two  beget  Commanders ; fear  not.  Lady, 

Thy  Son  (hall  lead, 

Jun.  ’Tis  a ftrange  thing,  Petillius. 

That  fo  ridiculous  and  loole  a mirth 
Canmafter  your  affedions. 

Petil.  Any  mirth. 

And  any  way,  of  any  fubjeft,  Junius., 

Is  better  than  unmanly  muftinefs; 

What  harm’s  in  drink,  inagood  wbolfbmewench? 

I do  befeech  ye.  Sir,  what  error  ? yet 
It  cannot  out  of  my  head  handfomely. 

But  thou  wouldft  fain  be  drunk  : come,  no  more  fooling. 
The  General  has  new  wine,  new  come  over. 

Jun.  He  muft  have  new  acquaintance  for  it  too, 

For  I will  none,  1 thank^ye. 

Pet.  None  I thanle^yel 

A Ihort  andtouchieanfwer.  Nu«e  I thankee-. 

Ye  do  notfeorn  it,  do  yej? 

Jun.  Gods  defend.  Sir  ^ 

I owe  him  ftill  more  honor. 

Pet.  None,  J thank^ye : 

No  company,  no  drink,  no  wench,  Ithanh^ye. 

Ye  lhall  be  worfe  intreated.  Sir. 

Jun.  Petillius, 

As  thou  arthoneft,  leave  me. 

Pet.  None,  Ithank^ye-, 

A modeft  and  a decent  refolution. 

And  well  put  on.  Yes,  I will  leaveye,  Junius, 

And  leave  ye  to  the  boys,  that  very  Ihortly 
Shall  all  falute  ye,  by  your  new  firname 

Of  Junius  None  I thankee.  I would  ftarve  now. 

Hang,  drown,  defpair,  defervethef^k/,  lie  open 
To  all  the  dangerous  pafles  of  a wench. 

Bound  to  believe  her  tears,  and  wed  her  aches, 

E’r  I would  own  thy  follies.  I have  found  ye. 

Your  lays,  and  out-leaps  Junius,  haunts,  and  lodges: 

I have  view’d  ye,  and  I have  found  ye  by  my  skill 
To  be  a fool  o’ th’ firft  head,  Junius, 

And  I will  hunt  ye : ye  are  in  love,  I know  it : 

Ye  are  an  afs,  and  all  the  Camp  fliall  knovy  it. 

A peevifli  idle  boy  -,  your  Dame  fliall  know  it*, 

Enter  Judas,  and  four  Soldiers, 

Jud.  A Bean?  a Princely  diet,  a full  Banquet, 

To  what  we  compafs. 

1 Sold.  Fight  like  Hogs  for  Acorns  > 

2 Sold.  Venture  our  lives  for  Pig-nuts  ? 

Pet.  What  ail  thefe  Rafcals? 

3 Sold.  If  this  hold,  we  are  ftarv’d. 

Jud.  For  my  part,  friends, 

Which  is  but  twenty  Beans  a day,  a hard  world 
Tor  Officers,  and  men  of  a-ftion^ 
j And  thofe  fo  dipt  by  mafter  Moufe,  and  rotten : 

For  underftand  ’em  jFre»c)l>  Beans,  where  the  fruits 
Are  ripen’d  like  the  people  in  old  tubs. 

For  mine  own  part,  I fay,  I am  ftarv’d  already. 

Not  worth  another  Bean,  confum’d  to  nothing,  _ 

D Nothing* 
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Nothing  but  flefli  and  bones  left,  mlfcrable: 

Now  if  this  miiftre  provender  can  prick  mb 
To  honourable  matters  of  atchievment,  Gentlemtn, 

W hy  there’s  the  point. 

4 Sold,  I’ll  hght  no  more. 

PfiiB.  You’ll  hang  then, 

A fovereign  help  for  hunger.  Ye  eating  Rafcals, 

W hofe  gods  are  Beef  and  Brewis,  whole  brave  angers 
Do  execution  upon  thefe,  and  Chibbals: 

Ye  dogs  heads  i’th’  porridge-pot-,  you  fight  no  more? 
DocsKowf  depend  upon  your  relblution 
For  eating  mouldy  Pie-cruft? 

3.  Sold.  Would  we  had  it. 

Jud.  I may  do  lervice.  Captain. 

Petill.  In  a Filh-market. 

You,  Corporal  Curry-Comb,  what  will  your  fighting 
Profit  the  Common-wealth  ? do  you  hope  to  triumph, 

Or  dare  your  vamping  valour,  goodman  Cobler, 

Clap  anew  foul  to  th’ Kingdom?  s’death,  ye  dog-whelps 
iou,  fight,  or  not  fight. 

Jud.  Captain. 

PetiU.  Out,  ye  flelh-flies. 

Nothing  but  noife  and  naftinels. 

Jud.  Give  us  meat. 

Whereby  we  may  do. 

Petill.  Whereby  hangs  your  valour  ? 

Jud.  Good  bits  afford  good  blows. 

Petill.  A good  pofition  : 

I  Hovviong  is’t  finccthou  eat’ft  laft,  wipe  thy  mouth, 

I  -And  then  tell  truth. 

Jud.  1 have  not  eat  to  th’  purpofe— — Garlick? 

Petill.  Toth’ purpofe?  what’s  that?  half  a Cow  and 
Ye  Rogues,  my  company  eat  Tnrf,  and  talk  not  j 
Timber  they  can  digeft,  and  fight  upon’t  j 
Old  marts,  and  mud  with  fpoons,  rare  meats.  Yonr  fhooes 
Dare  ye  cry  out  for  hunger,  and  thofe  extant  ? (flaves  ? 
Suck  your  Sword-hilts,  ye  flaves,  if  ye  be  valiant. 

Honor  will  make  ’em  march-pain  : to  the  purpofe} 

A grievous  penance.  Doft  thou  fee  that  Gentleman, 

That  melanchoUy  Monfieur  ? 

Juu.  Pray  ye,  Petillius. 

Pet.  He  has  not  oat  thefe  three  weeks. 

2 Sold,  ’Has  drunk  the  more  then, 

3 Sold.  And  that’s  all  one. 

Petill.  Nor  drunk  nor  flept  thefe  two  months. 

Jud.  Captain,  we  do  bcfeechyon  as  poor  Soldiers, 
Men  that  have  feen  good  days,  whofe  mortal  ftomachs 
May  fometime  feel  afflidions. 

Jun.  This,  Vetillius.^ 

Is  not  fo  nobly  done. 

Petill.  ’Tis  common  profit^ 

Urge  him  to  th’  point,  he’ll  find  you  out  a food 
That  needs  no  teeth  nor  ftomach-,  a ftrange  furmity 
Will  feed  ye  up  as  fat  as  hens  i’  th’  foreheads. 

And  make  ye  fight  like  Fichockj-,  to  him. 

Jud.  Captain. 

Juu.  Do  you  long  to  have  your  throats  cut  ? 

Petill.  See  what  metal 

It  makes  in  him  : two  meals  more  of  thismelancholly. 

And  there  lies  Caratach. 

Jud.  Wc  do  befeech  ye, 

2 Sold.  Humbly  befeech  your  valour. 

Jun.  Ami  only 

Become  your  fport  Petillius.,  ? 

Jud.  But  to  render 

In  v/ay  of  general  good,  in  prefervation. 

Jufi.  Out  of  my  thoughts,  ye  flaves. 

/^Sold.  Or  rather  pity. 

3 Sold.  Your  warlike  remedy  againft  the  maw-worms. 
Jud.  Or  notable  receipt  to  live  by  nothing. 

Petill,  Out  with  your  Table-books. 

Jun.  Is  this  true  fricndfhip? 

And  muft  my  killing-griefs  make  others  Miy^-games? 

Stand  from  my  fwor*  point,flaves,your  poor  ftarv’d  fpirits 


Can  make  me  no  oblations  ^ elfe,  O love. 

Thou  proudly  blind  deftrudiort,  I would  fend  thee 
Whole  Hecatombs  of  hearts,  to  bleed  my  forrows. 

Jud.  Alas,  he  lives  by  love.  Sir.  Exit  Junius. 

Pet.  So  he  does.  Sir, 

And  cannot  you  do  Ib  too?  All  my  Company 
Are  now  in  love,  n«’r  think  of  meat,  nor  talk 
Of  what  Provant  is  : Aymees.,  2nd  Hearty  hey-hees^ 

Are  Sallets  fit  for  Soldiers.  Live  by  meat  ^ 

By  larding  up  your  bodies?  ’tis  lewd, and  lazie. 

And  fh^ws  ye  meerly  mortal,  dull,  and  drives  ye 
To  figh^  like  Camels,  with  baskets  at  your  noles. 

Get  ye  in  love  ^ ye  can  whore  well  enough. 

That  all  the  world  knows:  faff;  ye  into  Famine, 

Yet  ye  can  crawl  like  Crabs  to  wenches,  handfbmely. 

Fall  but  in  love  now,  as  ye  fee  example. 

And  follow  it  but  with  all  your  thoughts, 

There’s  fo  much  charge  fav’d,  and  your  hunger’s  ended. 
Away,  I hear  the  General ; get  ye  in  love  all,  T VrutH  afar 
Up  to  the  ears  in  love,  that  I may  hear  . i off. 

No  more  of  thefe  rude  murmurings  ^ and  diftreefly 
Carry  your  ftomachs,  or  I prophefie 
A pickel’d  Rope  will  choak  ye.  Jog,  and  talk  not.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Demetrius,  Decius,  Drum,  Colours. 

Sn>et,  is  the  mellenger  dilpatch’d 

To  Penyus.,  to  command  him  to  bring  up 
The  Volans  Regiment? 

I>em,  He’s  thereby  this  time. 

• S wet.  And  are  the  Horle  well  view’d  we  brought  from 
Vec.  The  Troops  are  full,  and  lufty.  {Mona) 

Stvet.  Good  Petillius., 

Look  to  thofe  eating  Rogues,  tlrat  bawl  for  viiftuals, 
Andftop  their  throats  a day  or  two:  provifion 
Waits  but  the  wind  to  reach  us. 

Pet.  Sir,  already 

1 have  been  tampring  with  their  ftomachs,  which  I find 
As  deaf  as  Adders  to  delays:  your  clemency 
Hath  made  their  murmurs,  mutinies,  nay,  rebellions: 

Now,  and  they  want  but  Muftard,  they’r  in  uproars 
No  oil  but  Candy,  Lufttanianfi^s 
And  Wine  from  Lesbos  now  canTatisfie  ’em : 

The  Britijh  w2tcTs  are  grown  dull  andmuddy. 

The  fruit  difguftful:  Orontes  muft  be  fought  for. 

And  Apples  from  the  happy  Iflcs : the  truth  is. 

They  are  more  curious  now  in  having  nothing. 

Than  if  the  fea  and  land  turn’d  up  their  treafiures : 

This  loft  the  Colonies,  and  gave  Bon^uca 
( With  Ihame  we  muft  record  it ) timeand  ftrength 
To  look  into  our  Fortunes^  great  diferetion 
To  follow  offered  Viflory^  and  laft,  full  pride 
To  brave  us  to  our  teeth,  and  fcorn  our  ruines. 

Swet.  Nay,  chide  not,  good  Petillius.,  Iconfefs 
My  will  to  conquer  Mo«a,  and  long  ftay 
Toexecutethat  Will,  let  in  thefe  lofles  : 

All  fhall  be  right  again,  and  as  a Pine 
Rent  from  Oeta  by  a fweeping  tempeft, 

Joynted  again,  andmadeaMaft,  defies 
Thofe  angry  winds  that fplit him:  fbwilll. 

Piec’d  to  my  never-failing  ftrength  and  fortune. 

Steer  thorow  thefe  fwelling  dangers-,  plow  their  prides  up. 
And  bear  like  thunder  through  their  loudeft  tempefts : 
They  keep  the  field  ftill. 

Dem.  Confident  and  full. 

Pet.  In  fuch  a number,  one  would  fwear  they  grew, 

The  hills  are  wooded  with  their  partizans. 

And  all  the  valleys  overgrown  with  darts. 

As  moors  are  with  rank  rulhes:  no  ground  left  us 
To  charge  upoa>  no  room  toftrike:  lay  fortune 
And  our  endeavours  bring  us  in  to  ’em. 

They  are  fo  infinite,  fb  ever-fprihgihg. 

We  fhall  be  kill’d  with  killing-,  or defperate  Wome^n, 

That  neither  fear,  of  fhamee’f  found,  the  devil 

Has! 
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Has  rank’d  ainonglt  ’em  multitudes : lay  the  men  fail, 
They’ll  poilbn  us  with  their  petticoats:  fay  they  fail. 

They  have  priefts  enough  to  pray  us  into  nothing. 

Sn'cet.  '1  liefe  are  imaginations,  dreams  of  nothings 
The  man  t!iat  doubts  or  fears. 

V:c.  1 am  free  of  both. 

Den:.  T he  IcU-liinie  I. 

YetiQ.  A nd  I as  iVec  as  any  ^ 

As  earclefsof  my  fiolh,  of  that  wq  call  life. 

So  1 may  lole  it  nobly:,  asindilFerent 
As  if  it  were  my  diet.  Yet,  noble  General, 

It  was  awifdomlearn’dfromyou-,  1 learn’dit. 

And  worthy  of  a Soldiers  care,  molt  worthy. 

To  weigh  with  moll  deliberate  circumflance 
The  ends  of  accidents,  above  theii'  oilers 
Kow  to  go  on  and  get,  to  lave  a Koman., 

W'hofeoue  life  is  moie  worth  in  way  of  doing, 

Than  millions  of  thele  painted  walps:,  howviewing 
To  find  advantage  out,  hovv^  how,  found,  to  follow  it 
With  counl'el  and  dilcretion , left  meet  fortune 
Should  claim  the  vi'ftory. 

Sn^eet.  ’ fis  true, 

And  wortliily  reme>nbred;  the  rule’s  certain. 

Their  ul'cs  no  Ids  e.vce!!«nL' : but  where  time 
Cuts  off  occaliou",  danger,  time  and  all 
Tendtoaprelbnt  peril,  ’ tis  required 
Our  Swords  and  Manhoods  be  bell  counfellors. 

Our  expeditions,  prefidents.  To  win,  is  nothing. 

Where  realon,  time  and  counfelare  our  Camp-mailers: 

But  there  to  bear  the  field,  then  to  be  conquerors, 

W’hcre  pale  ddlrud ion  takes  us,  takes  us  beaten, 
lu  wants,  and  mutinies,  our  felves  but  handfuls. 

And  to  our  felves,  our  own  fears,  needs  a new  way, 

A fudden  and  a defperate  execution : 

Here,  how  to  lave,  is  lofs to  be  wife,  dangerous  •, 

Only  a prefent  well-united  llrength. 

And  miuds  made  up  for  all  attempts,  difpatch  it : 
Difputing  and  delay  here,  cools  the  courage;, 

Nccellity  gives  time  for  doubts;,  things  infinite, 

According  to  the  fpirit  they  are  preach’d  to. 

Rewards  like  them  •,  and  names  for  after-ages. 

Mull  Heel  the  Soldier^  hisownlhame  help  to  arm  him^ 
And  having  forc’d  his  fpirit,  e’r  he  cools. 

Fling  him  upon  his  enemies  ^ fudden  and  fwift. 

Like  Tig-ersamongH  Foxes,  we  mull  fight  for’t  : 

Fury  mull  be  our  Fortune^  lhamewehave  loll. 

Spurs  ever  in  our  fides  to  prick  us  forward: 

There  is  no  other  wifdom  nor  dilcretion 
Due  to  this  day  of  mine,  but  dellruTion  •, 

The  Soldiers  order  firfl,  and  then  h.is  anger. 

Dm.  No  doubt  they  dare  redeem  all. 

Srvet.  Then  no  doubt 

The  day  muH  needs  be  ours.  That  the  proud  Woman 
Is  infinite  in  number,  better  likes  me. 

Than  if  we  dealt  with  fquadrons:  half  her  Army 
Shall  choak  themfelves,  their  own  fwords  dig  their  graves. 
I’ll  tell  ye  all  my  fears,  one  fingle  valour, 

The  virtues  of  the  valiant  Caratach 

More  doubts  me  than  allBr;/,j;«:  he’s  a Soldier 

So  forg’d  out,  and  fo  temper’d  for  great  fortunes. 

So  much  man  thrull  into  him,  fo  old  in  dangers, 

So  fortunate  in  all  attempts,  that  his  mere  name 
Fights  in  a thoufand  men,  himfelf  iri'millions. 

To  make  him  Roman.  But  no  more.  Yeulliiis^ 

How  Hands  your  charge? 

TetiU.  Ready  for  all  employments. 

To  be  commanded  too.  Sir. 

Srfet,  ’Tis  well  govern’d  ^ 

To  morrow  we’ll  draw  out,  and  view  the  Cohorts : 

I’th’  meantime,  all  apply  their  offices. 

Where’s  Junius} 

Yet  ill.  In’s  Cabin, 

Sick  o’  th’ mumps,  Sir. 

Sn>et.  How? 

Pettll.  In  love,  indeed  in  love,  moH  lamentably  loving^ 
To  the  tunc  of  Queen  Dido. 

Dec.  Alas  poor  Gentleman. 

Srvet.  ’Twill  make  him  tight  the  nobler.  With  what  Lady  ? 
’ll  be  a fpokcfman  for  him. 

Yetill.  You’ll  leant  fpeed,  Sir. 

Srvet.  Whois’t? 

Pettll.  The  devil’s  dam,  Bonducah  daughter, 
dcryoungcH,  crackt  i’th’  ring. 

Srvet.  i am  forry  for  him : 

3iit  fure  hisown  dilcretion  will  reclaim  him, 

HemuH  deferveour  anger  die.  Good  Captains, 

Apply  your  felves  in  all  theplealing  forms  * 

Ye  can,  unto  the  Soldiers-,  fire  their Ipirits, 

And  fet  ’em  fit  to  run  this  aftion  ^ 

Mine  own  provilion  lhall  be  Ihar’d  amongft’em, 
rill  more  come  in:  tell ’em,  if  now  they  conquer, 

The  fat  of  all  the  kingdom  lies  before  ’em. 

Their  lhames  forgot,  their  honors  infinite, 

And  want  for  ever  banilht.  Two  dayshenc^. 

Our  fortunes,  and  our  fwords,  and  gods  be  for  us.  Exeunt. 

JHus  Secfindus, 

Sccena  Prim  a. 

Enter  Penyus,  Regulus,  Macer,  Drufius. 

Yen.  I muH  come  ? 

Ma.  So  the  General  commands,  Sir. 

Pen.  I muH  bring  up  my  Regiment  ? 

Ma.  Believe,  Sir, 
bring  no  lye.  , 

Yen.  But  did  he  fay,  I muft  come? 

Ml.  So  delivered.  ' 

Pen.  How  long  is’t  j Regulus.^  lince  I commanded  - 
In  Br//;7ivhere? 

Reg.  About  five  years,  great  penyus. 

Yen.  The  General  fome  five  months.  Are  all  my  adions  ' 
So  poor,  and  loH,  my  fervices  fo  barren. 

That  I’m  remembred  in  no  nobler  language 
But  MuH  come  up  ? 

Ma.  I dobefeech  ye.  Sir, 

Weigh  but  the  times  eHate. 

Yen.  Yes,  good  Lieutenant, 

I do,  and  his  that  fwaysit.  Muft  come  up; 

Am  I turn’d  bare  Centurion?  Muft,  and  lhal!. 

Fit  Embafles  to  court  my  honor  ? 

Ma.  Sir 

Pen.  Set  me  to  lead  a handful  of  my  men 
Againft  an  hundred  thouland  barbarous  Haves 
That  have  marcht  nanie  by  name  with  Romes  bell  doers  ? ' 
Serve  ’em  up  fome  other  meat  I’il  bring  no  food 
To  Hop  the  jaws  of  all  thofe  hungry  wolfs. 

My  Regiment’s  mine  own.  I muft,  my  language. 

Ent:r  Curius. 

Cur.  Penyus^  where  lies  the  Hoft  ? 

Pen.  Where  fate  may  find  ’em. 

Cur.  Are  they  ingirt  ? 

Yen.  The  Battel’s  loll. 

Cur.  So  foon? 

Yen.  No;  but  ’tis  loft,  becanfeitmuft  bewofi; 

The  Britains  mull  be  Vidors.  \A' ho  e’r  favv 
A troop  of  bloody  vultures  hovering 
About  a few  corrupted  carcalles, 

Let  him  behold  the  filly  Roman  holt,  . 

Girded  with  millions  of  fierce  Baitains  Swains, 

With  deaths  as  many  as  they  have  had  hopes 
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Andtliengo  thither,  he  that  loves  his  lharacj 
1 ll'ornniy  hfe,  yet  dare  not  lofe  my  name. 

Cur.  Do  not  you  hold  it  a moft  famous  end, 

\\  hen  both  our  names  and  lives  are  lacrific’d 
¥ot  Romes  incrcafe? 

Fett.  Yes,  Cur  INS  but  mark  this  too 
W hat  glory  is  there,  or  what  lafting  Fame 
Can  be  to  Rome  or  us?  what  hill  example, 

W hen  one  is  fmothcr’d  with  a multitude. 

And  crouded  in  amongft  a namelels  prefs  ? 

Honor  got  out  of  Flint,  and  on  their  heads 
W'hofe  virtues,  like  the  Sun,  exhal’d  all  valours. 

Mull:  not  be  loft  in  mifts  and  fogs  of  people, 

Notelefs,  and  out  of  name,  but  rude  and  naked  : 
Norcanlvowf  task  us  witli  imix>fnbilities. 

Or  bid  us  fight  againft  a flood : we  ferve  her. 

That  (he  may  proudly  fay  flie  has  good  foldicrs. 

Not  Haves  to  cboakall  hazards.  Who  but  fools. 

That  make  no  difference  betwixt  certain  dying. 

And  dying  well,  would  fling  their  Fames  and  Fortunes 
Into  this  Brttain-gulTy  this  quick-fand  mine, 

That  finking,  fwallows  us,  W-^hat  noble  hand 
Can  find  a fubjeft  fit  for  blood  there  ? or  what  fword 
Room  for  his  execution?  What  air  to  cool  us, 

But  poifon’d  with  their  blafting  breaths  and  curfes, 
Where  we  lie  buried  quidt  abovethe  ground. 

And  are  with  labouring  fweat,  and  breathlefs  pain. 

Kill’d  like  to  flaves,  and  cannot  kill  again  ? 

Pr«.  Pf>(yw,mark  antient  Wars,  and  know  that  then 
Captains  weigh’d  an  hundred  thoufandmen. 

Fen,  mark  antient  wifdom,  and  you’ll  find  then, 

He  gave  the  overthrow  that  fav’d  his  men, 

I muft  not  go. 

Reg.  The  foldiers  are  defirous. 

Their  Eagles  all  drawn  out,  Sir. 

Fe>f.  Who  drew  up,  Regulus  ? 

Ha?  fpeak:  did  you  whofebold  W^ill  durft  attempt  this? 
Drawn  out?  why,  who  commands.  Sir?  on  whofe  warrant 
Durft  they  advance  ? 

Reg.  I keep  mine  own  obedience. 

Vru.  ’Tis  like  the  general  caufe,  their  love  of  honor, 
•Relieving  of  their  wants. 

Fen.  Without  my  knowledge  ? 

Ami  no  more?  my  place  but  at  their  pleafures  ? 

Come,  who  did  this  ? 

Vru.  By — Sir,  I am  ignorant. 

Drum  foftly  within  •,  then  enter  Soldiers 
with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Fen,  What  am  I grown  a lhadow?  Harke,  they  march. 

I will  know,  and  will  be  my  felf.  Stand,  difobedience  j 
He  that  advances  one  foot  higher,  diesfor’t. 

Runthorow  the  Regiment  upon  your  duties. 

And  charge ’em  on  command:  beat  back  again. 

By I’ll  tilh’em  all  elfe 

Reg.  We’ll  do  our  beft. 

Exeunt  Drufius  and  Regulus 

Pen.  Back-,ceafe  your  bawling  Drums  there. 

I’ll  beat  the  Tubs  about  your  brains  elfe.  Back : 

Do  I fpeak  with  lefs  fear  than  Thunder  to  ye  ? 

Muft  1 ftand  to  befceeh  ye  ? home,  home : ha  ? 
Doyeftareuponme?  Are  thofe  minds  I moulded, 

Thofe  honeft  valiant  tempers  1 was  proud 

To  be  a fellow  to,  thofe  great  diferetions 

Made  your  names  fear’d  and  honor’d,turn’d  to  wild-fires  ? 

O gods,  to  difobedience?  Command, farewel : 

And  be  ye  witnefs  with  me,  all  things  lacred, 

I have  no  Iharein  thefemens  fhames.  March,  Soldiers, 

And  feck  your  own  fad  mines  •,  your  old  Fenyus 
Dares  not  behold  your  murders. 

Sold.  Captain. 

2 Sold.  Captain. 

3 Sold.  Dear  honour’d  Captain. 

Fen.  Too  too  dear  lov’d  Soldiers, 


Which  made  ye  weary  of  me:  and  Heaven  yet  knows. 
Though  in  your  mutinies,  I dare  not  hate  you  •, 

Take  your  own  Wills  ^ ’tis  fit  your  long  experience 
Should  now  know  how  to  rule  your  lelves : I wrong  ye. 

In  wifhing  ye  to  fave  your  lives  and  credits. 

To  keep  your  necks  whole  from  the  Ax  hangs  o’r  ye; 
Alas,  I muchdilhonour’dye  : go,  feekthe  Britains., 

And  fay  ye  come  to  glut  their  facrifices  ^ 

But  do  notfaylfent  ye.  What  ye  have  been. 

How  excellent  in  all  parts,  good,  and  govern’d. 

Is  only  left  of  my  Command,  forftory  -, 

What  now  ye  are,  for  pitie.  Fare  ye  well. 

Enter  Drufius  and  Regulus. 

Dru.  Oh  turn  again,  great  Fenyus  ^ fee  the  Soldier 
In  all  points  apt  for  duty. 

Reg.  See  his  forrow 

For  his  difobedience,  which  he  fays  washafte. 

And  hafte  (he  thought)  to  pleafe  you  with.  See  Captain, 
The  toughnefsof  his  courage  turn’d  to  water 
See  how  his  manly  heart  melts. 

Fen.  Go,  beat  homeward. 

There  learn  to  eat  your  little  with  obedience. 

And  henceforth  ftriveto  do  as  Idirc(^ye. 

Exeunt  Soldiers. 

Ma.  My  anfwer.  Sir. 

Fen.  Tell  the  Great  General 
My  Companies  are  no  fagots  to  fill  breaches 
My  felf  no  man  that  muft,  or  lhall,  can  carry: 

Bid  him  be  wife  ^ and  where  he  is,  he’s  fafethen^ 

And  when  he  finds  out  polTibilities, 

He  may  command  me.  Commend  me  to  the  Captains. 

Ma.  All  this  I lhall  deliver. 

Fen.  Farewel,  Macer.  Exit  Penyus. 

Cur.  Pray  gods  this  breed  no  mifehief. 

Reg,  It  muft  needs. 

If  ftout  Suetonius  win  •,  for  then  his  anger, 

Befides  the  Soldiers  lols  of  due,  and  honor. 

Will  break  together  on  him. 

Dru.  He’s  a brave  fellow. 

And  but  a little  hide  his  haughtinels, 

( Which  is  but  Ibmetimes  neither,  on  Ibme  caufes  ) 

He  ftiewsthe  worthieftRo»74«this  day  living. 

You  may,  good  to  the  General 

Make  all  things  feem  the  beft. 

Cur.  I lhall  endeavour : 

Pray  for  our  fortunes,  Gentlemen,  If  we  fall. 

This  one  farewel  ferves  fora  FuneraL 

The  gods  make  ftiarp  our  fwords,  and  fteelour  hearts^ 

We  dare,  alas,  but  cannot  fight  our  parts. 

Exeunt. 

Sc£Ha  Secunda. 

Enter  Junius,  Petillius  and aUciald obferving  Jimins. 

Fetill.  Let  him  go  on : ftay,  now  he  talks. 

Jun.  Why? 

Why  Ihould  I love  mine  enemie  ? what  is  beauty  ? 

Of  what  ftrange  violence,  that  like  the  plague. 

It  works  upon  our  fpirits?  blind^hey  feign  him, 

1 am  furc,  I find  it  lb. 

Fetill.  A Dog  lliall  lead  ye. 

Jun.  His  fond  alFedtions  blinder. 

Fetill.  Hold  ye  there  ftill. 

Jun.  It  takes  away  my  fleep. 

FetiB.  Alas,  poor  chicken. 

Jun.  My  company,  content  •,  almoft  my  fafllion. 

Fetill.  Yes,  and  your  weight  too,  if  you  follow  it. 

Jun.  ’Tis  furethe  plague,fornomandare  come  near  me 
Without  an  Antidote : ’tis  far  worfe  •,  Hell. 

Fetill.  Thou  art  damn’d  without  redemption  then. 

7««.  Theway  to’t 

Strew’d 
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Strcw’d  with  fair  Weftcrn  fmiics,  and  April  blulhcs. 

Led  Iw  the  brightefl:  conftellations  ^ cye$, 

Andfvvcet  proportions,  envying  heaven : but  from  thepcc 
No  way  to  guide,  no  path,  no  wildom  bring  us. 

FetiU.  Yes,  a fmait  water,  Juninu 
Jun.  Do  1 fool  ? 

Know  all  this,  and  fool  Hill  ? Do  I know  fiirther. 

That  whenw-e  have  enjoy’d  our  ends,  welofe’cm. 

And  all  our  appetites  arc  but  as  dreams 
We  laugh  at  in  our  ages. 

Fetill.  Sweet  Philofopher ! 

Jun.  Do  I know  on  (till,  and  yet  know  nothing  ? Mercy 
Why  am  I thus  ridiculous?  (gods, 

Fetill.  Motley  on  thee, 

Thou  art  an  arrant  Afs. 

Jun.  Can  red  and  white. 

An  Eye,  a Nofe,  a Cheek, 

Fetill.  But  one  cheek,  Junius  ? 

Anhalf-fac’d  Miltrifs?  i 

Jun.  With  a little  trim. 

That  wanton  fools  call  Fafliion,  thus  abufe  me? 

Take  me  beyond  myreafon?  Whyfhould  not  I 
Doat  on  my  horfe  well  trapt,  my  fword  well  hatch’d  ? 

They  are  as  handlbme  things,  to  me  more  ufeful, 
Andpoflible  to  rule  too.  Did  1 but  love. 

Yet  ’twere  excufable,  my  youth  would  bear  it-. 

But  to  love  there,  and  that  no  time  can  give  me. 

Mine  honor  dare  not  ask:  (he  has  been  ravifh’d 
My  nature  mu(t  not  know  -,  (he  hates  our  Nation.  ■ 

Thus  to  difpofe  my  fpirit ! 

Fetill.  Stay  a little. 

He  will  declaim  again, 

Jun.  I will  not  love I am  a man,  havereafon. 

And  I will  ufeit : I’ll  no  more  tormenting. 

Nor  whining  for  a wench,  there  are  a thouiand, 

Fetill.  Hold  thee  there  boy.  p 

Jun.  Athoufandwill  intreat  mat 
Fetill.  Tenthoufand, 

Jun.  I am  young  and  lufty. 

And  to  my  fafliion  valiant  -,  can  pleale  nightly. 

Fetill.  I’ll  fwear  thy  back’s for  I have  known 
Leap  at  (ixteen  like  a ftrong  kallion.  (thee 

Jun.  I will  be  man  again. 

Fetill.  Now  mark  the  working. 

The  devil  and  the  fpirit  tug  (br’t ; twenty  pound 
Upon  the  devils  head. 

Jun.  I mud  be  wretched. 

Fetrll.  I knew  I had  won, 

Jun.  Nor  have  I (b  much  power 
To  (hun  my  fortune. 

Fetill.  I will  hunt  thy  fortune 

With  all  the  (hapes  imagination  breeds,  Muftek- 

But  I will  fright  thy  devil : Stay , he  (ings  now. 

Song.,  by  Juniu*,  and  Petillius,  afier  him  in  mock^ge, 

Jun.  Mufi:  I be  thus  abus’d  ? 

Fetill.  Yes  marry  muft  ye. 

Let’s  follow  him  clofe : oh,  there  he  is,  now  read  it. 

Herald  reads.  It  U the  Generals  command^  that\all  fickj^per~ 
fans  old  and  unable.^  retire  within  thelrenches  j he  that  fears 
his  liberty.,  to  leave  the  Field:  Fools.,  Boys.,  and  Lovers 
muji  not  come  near  the  Kegiments.,  for  fear  of  their  iufedi- 
ons  i efpecially  thofe  Cowards  they  call  Lovers. 

Jun.  Ha? 

Fetill.  Read  on. 

Herald.  If  any  common  Soldier  love  an  enemy.,  he* s whip*d 
and  made  a Jlave : If  any  Captain.,  cajf  with  lofs  of  honors., 
flung  out  o*th'  Army.,  and  made  unable  ever  after  to  bear 
the  name  of  a Soldier. 

Jun.  The conlume  ye  all.  Rogues.  Fxit  Jun. 

Fetill.  Let  this  work: 

H’as  (bmething  now  to  chew  upon : he’s  gone. 

Come,  (hake  no  more. 

. 


Hen.  Well,  Sir,  you  may  command  me. 

But  not  to  do  the  like  again  for  Europe 
I would  have  given  my  life  for  a bent  two-pcncc. 

If  I c’r  read  to  Lovers  whilfl:  I live  again. 

Or  comewithin  their  confines — . 

Fetill.  There’s  your  payment. 

And  keep  this  private. 

Her.  1 am  fchool’d  for  talking.  Herald. 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Fetill.  How  now,  Demetrius,  are  we  drawn  ? ^ 

Dem.  ’Tis doing: 

Your  Company  (lands  fair-,  but  pray  ye,  where’s  Junius} 
Half  hiscommand  are  wanting,  with  fome  forty 
That  Dfc/wx  leads. 

Fetill.  Hunting  for  Viduals ; 

Upon  my  life  free-booting  Rogues,  their  (tomachs 
Are  like  a widows  lud,  ne’r  fatisfied. 

Dem.  I wonder  how  they  dare  dir,  knowing  the  enemy 
Mader  of  all  the  Countrey. 

Fetill.  Rdblute  hungers 

Know  neither  fears  nor  faiths,  they  tread  on  ladders. 

Ropes,  Gallows,  and  overdoe  all  dangers. 

Dem.  They  may  be  bang’d  though. 

Fetill.  There’s,  their  joyful  fupper. 

And  no  doubt  they  are  at  it. 

Dem.  But  for  heavens  fake. 

How  does  young  Junius  ? 

Fetill.  Drawing  on,  poor  Gentleman. 

Dem.  What,  to  his  end  ? 

Fetill,  Toth’  end  of  all  flefli : woman. 

Dem.  This  Love  has  made  him  adout  Soldier. 

Fetill.  O,  a great  one. 

Fit  to  command  young  Goflings : but  what  news  ? 

Dem.  I think  the  meflengers  come  back  from  Fenyus 
By  this  time,  let’s  go  know. 

Fetill.  What  will  you  fay  now 
If  he  deny  to  come,  and  take  exceptions 
At  fome  half  fyllable,  or  found  deliver’d 
With  an  ill  accent,  orfomedile  left  out? 

Dem.  I cannot  think  he  dare. 

Pml/.  Hedarefpeaktreafon, 

Dare  fay,  what  no  man  dares  believe,  dares  do— —• 

But  that’s  all  one : I’ll  lay  you  my  black  armor 
To  twenty  crowns,  becomes  not. 

Dem.  Done. 

Fetill.  You’ll  pay. 

Dem.  I will. 

Fetill.  Then  keep  thine  old  xa^QFenyus, 

Be  dubborn  and  vain  glorious,  and  1 thank  thee. 

Come  let’s  go  pray  for  fix  hours : mod  of  us 
I fear  will  trouble  heaven  no  more ; two  good  blows 
Struck  home  at  two  Commanders  of  the  Britains, 

And  my  part’s  done. 

Dem.  I do  not  think  of  dying. 

Fetill.  ’Tispofliblewemay  live.  But  Demetrius, 

With  what  drange  legs,  and  arms,  and  eyes,and  nofes, 

Let  Carpenters  and  Copper-fmiths  confider. 

If  1 can  keep  my  heart  whole,  and  my  wind-pipe. 

That  I may  drink  yet  like  a Soldier— 

Dem.  Come,  let’s  have  have  better  thoughts mine’s  on 
your  Armour. 

Fetill.  Mine’s  in  your  purfe.  Sir-,  Let’s  go  try  the  wager.  I 

Exeunt. 

Sc£na  I’ertij. 

Enter  and  his  four  companions  (halters  about  their 

necks)  Bonduca,  her  Daughters,  l^cnnias following. 

Bon.  Come,  hang ’em  prefently. 

Nen.  What  made  your  Roguefliips 
Harrying  for  viduals  here  ? Are  we  your  friends 
Or  do  you  come  for  Spies  ? tell  me  diredly, 

Would  you  not  willingly  be  bang’d  now?do  not  ye  long  for’t? 

I ' 
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jad.  \\  hat  lay  ye?  lliall  we  hang  in  this  vain?  Hang 
Anti  'tis  as  good  to  dilpatch  it  merrily,  (we  mult 

As  pullauarlc  likedhgs  to't. 

I Sold.  Anyway, 

So  It  be  handlomc. 

I Sold.  1 had  aslief ’tvvexetoothfometoo:  but  all  agree, 
And  ril  not  out  Hoys. 

4 Sold.  I-.ct’s  hang  pleafaiitly. 

jnd.  Then  plealiintly  bcit:  Captain,  the  truth  is, 

We  had  as  lief  hang  with  meat  in  our  mouths. 

As  ask  your  pardon  empty. 

Bon.  Thel'e  are  brave  hungers. 

What  layyoutoakgof  Beef  now,  firrali? 

Jud.  Bring  me  acquainted  with  it,  and  I’ll  tell  ye. 

Bo't.  T orment  ’em  wenches : I mult  back  j then  hang  ’em. 
Jnd.W’G  humbly  thank  your  Grace. 

1 Djt^h.  The  Rogues  laugh  at  us. 

2 Vungh.  Sirrah,  What  think  you  of  a wench  now? 

Jud.  Awdnch,  Lady? 

I do  befeech  your  Ladydiip,  retire. 

I’ll  t.'ll  ye  prefently,  ye  fee  the  time’s  fliort-, 

One  crafh  •,  even  to  the  fetling  of  iny  confcience. 

Ken.  Why,  is’t  no  more  but  up,  boys? 

Jud.  Yes,  ride  too  Captain 
\\  ill  you  but  lee  my  feat  ? 

I Daugb.  Yefball  be  let,  Sir, 

Upon  a jade  lhall  lhakc  ye. 

Jud.  Sheets,  good  Madam, 

Will  do  it  ten  times  better, 

1 Daugh.  Whips,  good  Soldier. 

Which  ye  lhall  tafte  before  ye  hang,  to  mortifie  ye  j 
’Tis  pity  yc  Ihonld  die  thus  defperatc. 

2 bough.  Thefe  are  the  merry  Komans  the  brave  mad- 

’Tistento  one  we’ll  cool  yA)ur  relblutions.  (caps. 

Bring  out  the  whips. 

Would  your  good  Ladylhips 
\\  ould  exercife  ’em  too. 

4 Sold.  Surely  Ladies, 

We’ll  Ihew  you  a Ifrange  patience. 

Nen.  Hang ’em  Rafcals, 

They’ll  talk  thus  on  the  wheel.  Enter  Caratach. 

Cor.  Now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

What  are  thefe  fellows  ? what’s  the  crime  committed, 
Thatthey  wear  necklaces  ? 

Nen.  They  arc  Roman  Rogues, 

Taken  a Forraging. 

Car.  Is  that  all,  A/’fx;///// ? 

Jud.  Would  I were  fairly  bang'd  ',  this  is  the  devil, 
Tne  kill-cow,  Carotach.^ 

Cor.  And  you  would  hang  ’em. 

Nen.  Arc  they  not  enemies? 

I .Ul.  My  breech  makes  buttons, 

1 Dough.  Arc  they  not  our  tormentors  ? 

Car.  Tormentors?  Flea-traps. 

riuckoffyour  halters,  fellows. 

Nen.  Take  heed,  Caratachy 
Taint  not  your  wildom. 

Cor.  SA'ifdomy  Nennius? 

Why,  who  lhall  fight  againdus,  make  our  honors. 

And  give  a glorious  day  into  our  hands, 

If  we  difpatch  our  foesthus?  what’s  their  oflcncc? 
Stealing  a loaf  or  two  to  keep  out  hunger, 

A piece  of  greazic  Ijacon,  or  a pudding  ? 

] Do  thefe  deferve  the  gallows,  they  are  hungry, 

I Poor  hungry  knaves,  no  meat  at  home  left,  Ilarv’d  : 
j Art  thou  not  hungry?  ^ , 

Jud.  Monitrous  hungry. 

Car.  He  look?  like  hungers  fclf;  get  ’cmlbme  victuals, 
And  W’ine  to  cheer  their  hearts,  quick : Hang  up  poor  pil- 

2 Sold.  This  is  the  braved  Captain—  (chers? 

Nen.  Caratachy 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  W’ill. 

Car.  I’lianfwer  all.  Sir. 

2 Daugh.  Let’s  up  and  view  his  entertainment  of  c’m.  . 


lam  glad  they  are  fhifted  any  way, their  tongues  elfe 
Would  dill  have  murdred  us. 

1 Daugh.  Let’s  up  and  fee  it.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Hengo. 

Car.  Sit  down  poor  knaves  : why  where’s  this  Wine  and 
Vkduals  ? 

Who  waits  there  ? 

Swet.TPtthin.  Sir, ’tis  coming. 

Hen.  Who  are  thefe  Uncle  ? 

Car.  They  are  boy. 

Hen.  Are  thefe  they 

That  vex  mine  Aunt  fo?  can  thefe  fight?  they  look 
Like  empty  fcabbards,  all,  no  ipettlein  ’em,  v 

Like  men  of  clouts, let  to  keep  crows  from  orchards- 
Why,  I dare  fight  with  thefe.  ’ 

Car.  That’s  my  good  chicken.  And  how  do  ye? 

How  do  you  feel  yourdomachs  ? 

Jud.  Wohdrous  apt.  Sir, 

As  /hall  appear  when  time  calls. 

Car.  That’s  well,  down  with’t, 

A little  grace  willferve  your  turns:  eatfbftly, 

You’ll  choak  ye  knaves  elfe : give  ’em  Wine. 

Jud.  Not  yet,  Sir, 

We’re  even  a little  bufie. 

Hen.  Can  that  fellow 
Do  any  thing  but  eat?  thou  fellow. 

Jud.  Away  boy. 

Away,  this  is  no  boys  play. 

Hen.  By^ — , Uncle, 

If  his  valour  lie  in’s  teeth,  he’s  the  mod  valiant. 

Car.  I am  glad  to  hear  ye  talk.  Sir, 

Hen.  Good  Uncktell  me, 

What’s  the  price  of  a couple  of  cramm’d  Komanf 
Car.  Some  twenty  Britains  boy  •,  thefe  are  good  Soldiers, 
Hen.  Do  not  the  cowards  eat  hard  too  ? 

Car.  No  more,  boy. 

Come,  I’il  fit  with  youtoo  -y  fit  down  by  me,  boy. 

Jud.  Pray  bring  your  difh  then. 

Car,  Hearty  knaves:  More  meat  there. 

I Sol.  That’s  a good  hearing. 

Car.  Stay  now  and  pledge  me. 

Jud.  This  little  piece.  Sir. 

Car.  By fquare  eaters. 

More  meat  I lay ; upon  my  confcience 

The  poor  Rogues  have  not  eat  this  month:  how  terribly 

They  charge  upon  their  viduals : dare  ye  fight  thus  ? 

Jud.  Believe  it.  Sir,  like  devils. 

Car.  Well  laid  famine. 

Here’s  to  thy  General. 

Jud.  Molt  excellent  Captain,  I will  now  pledg  thee. 

Car.  And  to  morrow  night  fay  to  him, 

His  Head  is  mine. 

Jud.  I can  adiire  ye  Captain, 

He  win  not  give  it  for  this  walhing. 

Car.  Well  laid.  Daughters  above. 

1 Daugh.  Here’s  a drange  entertainment : how  the 

thieves  drink. 

2 Dangh.  Danger  is  dry,  they  look’d  for  colder  liquor. 
Car.  Fill ’em  more  wine,  give ’em  full  bowls  ^ which  of 

you  all  now 

In  recompence  of  this  good,  dare  but  give  ma 
A found  knock  in  the  battel  ? 

Jud.  Delicate  Captain, 

To  do  thee  a fudicient  recompence, 

I’ll  knock  thy  brains  out. 

Car,  Do  it. 

* Hen.  Thou  dat’d  as  well  be  damn’d:  thou  knock  his 
brains  out. 

Thou  skin  of  man  ? Unde,  I will  not  hear  this. 

Jud:  Tie  up  your  whelp. 

Hen.  Thou  kill  me  Uncle? 


Would 
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Would  I had  but  a fwordfor  thy  fake,  thou  dry’ddog. 

Car.  What  a mettle 
This  little  vermin  carries. 

Heng.  Kill  mine  Uncle  ? 

Car.  He  lhall  not,  child. 

Hen.  He  cannot ; he’s- a Rogue, 

An  only  eating  Rogue : Kill  my  Tweet  Uncle  ? 

Oh  that  I were  a man. 

Jud.  By  this  Wine, 

Which  I will  drink  to  Captain  (daughter 

Who  lovesthe  Queens  raoft  excelleilt  Majefties  little 
Mofl:  iWeetly,  am  moft  fearfully  I will  do  it, 

Hett^.  Uncle,  I’ll  kill  him  with  a great  pin. 

Car.  No  more.  Boy. 

I’ll  pledge  thy  Captain : To  ye  all  good  fellows. 

2 Daugb.  In  love  with  me?  that  love  lhall  colt  your  lives 
an : 

Come  Siller,  and  advife  me  ^ I have  here 
A way^to  m^e  an  eafie  conquell'  of ’em, 

If  fortune  favour  me.  * 

Car,  Let’s  fee  ye  IWeat 

Tomorrow,  blood  andfpirit,  Boys,  this  Wine 
T urn’d  to  Item  valour. 

1 Sold.  Hark  ye  Judas.,  ‘ ' 

If  he  Ihould  hang  us  after  all  this. 

J»d.  Let  him  : ; 

I’ll  hang  like  a Gentleman  and  a Komaa.- 
Car.  Take  away  there. 

They  have  enough.  ^ ■ 

Jud.  Captain,  we  thank  you  heartily  ^ ' 

For  your  good  cheer,  and  if  we  meet  tomorrow. 

One  of  us  pays  fbr’t. 

Car.  Get ’em  guides,  their  Wine 
Has  ovcr-malter’d  ’em. 

"Enter  fecond  "Daughter,  and  a Servint, 

2 Daugh.  That  hungry  fellow 
With  the  red  beard  there,  give  it  him,  and  this. 

To  fee  it  well  delivered. 

Car.  Farewel  knaves  •, 

Speak  nobly  of  us,  keep  your  words  to  morrow. 


Enter  a Guide. 

\ ’ i ^ 

And  do  fomething  worthy  your  meat,  Go,i  guide  ’em,- 
And  fee  ’em  fairly  onward.  , 

Jud.  Meaning  me.  Sir? 

Serv.  The  lame. 

The  youngell  daughter  to  the  Queen  intreats  ye 
To  give  this  privately  to  Captain  Junius^ 

This  for  your^  pains 
Jud.  I reft  her  humble  fervant. 

Commend  me  to  fh'y  Lady.  Keep  your  Files,  boys, 

Serv.  I mull  inftru(ft  ye  farther. 

Jud.  Keep  your  Files  there. 

Order,  fweet  friends : faces  about  now. 

Guide.  Here  Sir,' 

Here  lies  your  way. 

Jud.  ’Blefs  the  Founders,  I fay 
Fairly,  good  Ibldiers,  fairly  march  now:  dole,  boys. 

Exeunt, 

Scana  §iuarta, 

Emer  Swetonius,  Petillius,Demetris,Decius,Macer. 

Smt.  Bid  me  be  wife,  and  keep  me  where  I am,' 

And  fobe  fafe*.  not  come,  becaufc  commanded  ^ 

Was  it  not  thus 
Ma,  It  was.  Sir. 
l>et.  What  now  think  ye? 

Stpet.  Mujl*come,  fo  hainous  to  him,  fo  diftafteful? 

Prt.  Give  me  my  money.  ' 


Vent.  I confefs  ’tis  due.  Sir, 

And  prefcntly  I’ll  pay  it. 

Swet.  His  obedience. 

So  blind  at  his  years  and  experience. 

It  cannot  find  where  to  bctcodrcd? 

Ma.  Sir, 

The  Regiment  was  willing,  and  advanc’d  too. 

The  Captains  at  all  points  Heel’d  up:  their  preparations 
Full  of  reiblve,  and  confidence  *,  Youth  and  fire. 

Like  the  fair  breaking  of  a glorious  day, 

Guilded  their  Phalanx  : when  the  angry  Versus 
Stept  like  a ftormy  cloud  ’twixt  them  and  hopes. 

Stvet.  Andftopt  their  relblutions? 

Ma.  True:  his  reafon 
To  them- was  ods,  and  ods  lb  infinite, 

Diferetion  durft  not  look  upon. 

Srret.  Well  Venyus,  - ; 

I cannot  thinkthee  coward  yet  *,  and  treacherous 
I dare  not  think  thou  haft  lopt  a limb  off  from  me, 

And  let  it  be  thy  glory,  thou  waft  ftubborn, 
j Thy  wifdom,  that  thou  leftft  thy  General  naked : 

{Yet  e’r  the  Sun  fet,  I lhall  make  thee  fee, ) 

All  valour  dwels  not  in  thee ; all  command 
In  one  experience.  Thou  wilt  too  late  repent  this,' 

And  will,  I mull  come  up,  had  been  thy  blelfmg. 

VetiV.  Let’s  force  him. , 

Srvet.  No,  by  no  means  •,*  he’s  a torrent 
We  cannot  eafily  ftemme. 

Vetill.  I think,  a Traitor. 

Swet.  No  ill  words ; let  his  own  lhame  firft  revile  him. 
That  Wine  I have,  fee  it  ( Demetrius  ) 

Dillributed  amongftthe  Ibldiers, 

To  make  ’em  high  and  lully  : when  that’s  done^ 

Petiilius,  give  the  word  through,  that  the  Eagles 
May  prefently  advance : no  man  difeover. 

Upon  his  life,  the  enemies  full  ftrength. 

But  make  it  of  no  value:  Vedas., 

Are  yourftarv’d  people  yet  come  home  ? 

Dec.  I hope  fo. 

Swet.  Keep  ’em  in  more  obedience : This  is  no  time 
To  chide,  I could  be  angry  elfe,  and  fay  more  to  ye  i 
But  come,  let’s  otder  all ; whofe  fword  islharpeft. 

And  valour  equal  to  his  fword  this  day. 

Shall  be  my  Saint. 

Petill.  We  lhall  be  holy  all  then.  Exeunt 

Enter  Judas  a?id h'u  company, 

Jud.  Captain,  Captain,  I have  brought ’em  oiF  again; 
The  drunkenneft  llaves. 

Dec. Confound  yourRoguelhips-,  ■ 

I’ll  call  the  General,  and  have  ye.  hang’d  all. 

Jud.  Pray  who  will  you  comrhand  then: 

Dfc.  Forybu,  lirrah,  , 

That  are  the  ring-leader  to  thefe  deviles,’ 

Whole  maw  is  never  cramm’d,  I’ll  have  an  engine. 

Jud.  A wench,  fweet  Captain. 

Dec.  Sv/eet  Judas,  even  the  , 

Where  ye  lhafi  have  two  L/Sor/ with  two  whips 
Hammer  your  hide. 

Jud.  Captain,  good  words,  fair  words. 

Sweet  words,  good  Captain^  if  you  like  not  us, 

Farewell,  wehaveimployment. 

Dec.  Where  hall  thou  been  *, 

Jud.  There  where  you  dare  not  be  with  all  your  valour, 
Dec.  Where’s  that  ? 

Jud.  With  the  bell  good  fellow  living. 

I Sold.  The  king  of  all  good  fellows. 

Dec.  Who’s  that:  / 

Jtid.  Caratach. 

Shake  now,  and  fay.  We  have  done  fomething  worthy;. 
Mark  me*,  Wit\\ Caratach-.  By  this — Caratach-. 

Do  you  as  much  now  and  you  dare  r fweet  Caratach. 

Ye  talk  of  a good  fellow,  of  true  drinking  j 

Well, 
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\\  cll,  gothyw’aicsold  : Ijclidcs  the  drink  Captain, 

1 hebraveft  rumiing  Banquet  of  black  puddings. 

Pieces  of  glorious  beef. 

Pec.  How  fcap’d  ye  hanging? 

Jnd.  Hanging’s  a dog’s  deatli , wc  are  Gentlemen, 

And  1 lay  Hill,  old  Carat jch. 


Pec.  Belike  then, 

You  are  turn’d  Rebels  all. 

Jud.  Weare  Kwuwboys  all, 

And  boys  of  mettle;  1 mult  do  that  Captain, 

This  day,  this  very  day. 

Pec.  Au-ay,  ye  Rafcal. 

JitJ.  Fair  words,  I fay  again. 

Pee.  What  mull  you  do.  Sir? 

Jnd.  I mull:  do  that  my  heart-firings  yerntodo; 

But  my  word’s  pall. 

Pec.  What  is  it? 

Jud,  Why,  kill  Caratach. 

That’s  all  he  ask’d  us  for  our  entertainment. 

Pec.  More  than  you’ll  pay. 

Jud.  Would  I had  fold  my  felf 
Unto  the  skin  1 had  not  promis’d  it; 

For  fuch  another  Caratach 

Pec.  Come  Fool, 

Have  ye  done  your  Coiintrey  fervice  ? 

Jud.  I have  brought  that 
To  Captain  Jtmhis. 

Pec.  How  ? 

Jud.  I think  will  do  all: 

I cannot  tell,  1 think  fo. 

Pec.  How  ? to  Junius  ? 

I’ll  more  enquire  of  this : You’ll  fight  now  ? 

Jud.  Promife: 

T^e  heed  of  promife,  Captain. 

Pec.  Away,  and  rank  then. 

Jud.  But  harke  ye  Captain,  there  is  Wine  diftributing, 
1 would  fain  know  what  ihare  I have.  - 

Pec.  Be  gone. 

Ye  have  too  much, 

Jud.  Captain,  no  Wine,  no  fighting. 

There’s  one  call’d  Caratach  that  has  Wine.  , 

Pec.  Well,  Sir, 

If  you’ll  be  rul’d  now,  and  do  well. 

Jud.  Do  ex'cellent. 

Pec.  Yelhallhave  Wine,  or  any  thing:  go  file-. 

I’ll  fee  ye  have  your  (hare ; drag  out  your  dormife. 

And  flow  ’em  fomewhere,where  they  may  fleep  handfomly, 
They’l  hear  a hunt’s  up  Ihortly. 

Jud.  Now  I love  thee: 

But  no  more  Forkj  nor  Whips. 

Pec.  Deferve  ’em  not  then: 

Up  with  your  men.  I’ll  meet  ye  prefently  ^ 

And  get  ’em  fober  quickly. 

Jud.  Arm,  arm.  Bullies  •, 

All’s  right  again  and  ftraight-,  and  which  is  more. 

More  Wine,  more  Wine : Awake  ye  men  of  Memphis., 

Be  fober  and  difcrect,  wc  have  much  to  do  boys. 

Exeunt, 


ABus  Ter  tint, 

Sc£na  Prima. 

Enter  a Meflenger.  , 

Mef.  Prepare  there  for  the  facrifice,  the  Queen  comes. 

( Mufick.. 

Enter  infolemnity  the  Dvmdsfwging.,  the  fecond  Paughter 
Jirewing  Flowers:  then  Bonduca,  Nennius,  and 
others. 

Bond.  Ye  powerfi.il  gods  of  Britain.,  hear  our  prayers*  •* 
Hear  us  you  great  Revengers , and  this  day  ’ 

Take  pity  from  ourfwords,  doubt  from  our  valours, 
Double  the  fad  remembrance  of  our  wrongs  ’ 

In  every  brefl:;,  the  vengeance  due  totliofe  ‘ 

Make  infinite  and  endlels ; on  our  pikes. 

This  day  pale  terror  fit,  horrors  and  mines 
Upon  our  executions  ^ claps  of  thunder 
Hang  on  our  armed  carts,  and  ’fore  our  Troops 
Defpair  and  deaths  fiiame  beyond  thefe  attend ’em. 

Rife  from  the  dufl,  ye  relicks  of  the  dead, 

Whofe  noble  deeds  our  holyPruids  fing. 

Oh  rife,  ye  valiant  bones,  let  notbafe  earth 
Opprefs  your  honors,  whilfi:  the  pride  of  Row? 

Treads  on  your  Stocks,  and  wipes  out  all  your  flories. 

Nen.  Thou  great  i’iranes.,  whom  our  facredPriefls, 
Armed  with  dreadful  thunder,  plac’d  on  high, 

Above  the  reft  of  the  immortal  gods, 

Send  thy  confuming  fires,  and  deadly  bolts. 

And  Ihoot  ’em  home, ^.ftick  in  each  Komanh^art 
A fear  fit  forconfufion^  blaft  their  fpirits. 

Dwell  in  ’em  to  deftruftion  •,  thorow  their  Phalanx 
Strike,  as  thou  fttrik’ft  a proud  tree fhake  their  Bodies, 
Make  their  ftrengths  totter,  and  their  toplefs  fortunes 
Unroot  and  reel  to  ruine. 

I Paugh.  O thou  god. 

Thou  feared  god,  if  ever  to  thy  juftice 
Infulting  wrongs,  and  ravilhments  of  Women, 

Women  deriv’d  from  thee,  their  lhames,  the  fufferings 

Of  thofe  that  daily  fill’d  thy  Sacrifice 

With  Virgin  incenfe,  haveaccefs,  now  hear  me. 

Now  fnatch  thy  thunder  up,  now  on  thefe  Eomansy 
Defpifers  of  thy  power,  of  us  defacers,  ^ . 

Revenge  thy  felf,  take  to  thy  killing  anger. 

To  make  thy  great  work  full,  thy  juftice  Ipoken, 

An  utter  rooting  from  this  blelfed  Ifle 
Of  what  Eomc  is  or  has  been. 

Bon.  Give  more  incenfe. 

The  gods  are  deaf  and  drowfie  ^ no  happy  flame 
Rifes  to  raife  our  thoughts : Pour  on. 

2 Paugh.  See  heaven. 

A nd  all  you  pow’rs  that  guide  us,  fee,  and  fliame  . 

We  kneel  fo  long  for  pity  over  your  Altars  •, 

Since  ’tis  no  light  oblation  that  you  look  for. 

No  incenfe  offering,  will  I hang  mine  eyes  ^ 

And  as  I wear  thefe  ftones  with  hourly  weeping. 

So  will  I melt  your  pow’rs  into  companion. 

This  tear  for  my  brave  Father, 

Yc  gods,  now  think  on  Rome-.,  this  for  my  Mother, 

And  all  her  miftries  •,  yet  lee,  and  fave  us  ^ 

But  now  ye  muft  be  open-ey’d.  See  j heaven. 

Oh  fee  thy  Ihow’rs  ftoln  from  thee  *,  our  dilhonours, 

yd  fmoakjrom  the  Altar, 
Oh  Sifter,  our  dilhonors : can  ye  be  gods. 

And  thefe  fins  fmother’d  ? 

Bon.  The  fire  takes. 

Car,  It  does  lb,  • / 

But  no  flame  rifes.  Ceafe  your  fearful  prayers, 

Your 
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Your  vvliiniiigs,  and  yoiir  tame  petitions^ 

The  gods  love  courage  arm’d  with  confidence. 

And  prayers  fit  to  pull  them  down : weak  tears 
And  troubled  hearts,  the  dull  twins  of  cold  fpirits. 

They  fit  and  fmile  at.  Hear  how  I (alute  ’em ; 

Divine  Andatf , thou  who  hold’lt  the  reins 
Of  furious  Battels , and  dilbrdred  War , 

And  proudly  roll’P:  thy  fwarty  chariot  wheels 
Over  the  heaps  of  wounds  and  carcalles. 

Sailing  through  Teas  of  bloody  thou  liirc-lteel’d  fternnefs, 
Give  us  this  day  good  hearts,  good  enemies , 

Good  blowcs  o’both  tides , wounds  that  fear  or  fiight 
Can  claim  no  (hare  in-,  fteel  us  both  with  angers, 

And  warlike  executions  fit  thy  viewing 
.et  KoiHe  put  on  her  beft  flrength,  and  thy  Britain^ 

Thy  little  Britain^  but  as  great  in  fortune, 

.Meet  her  as  ftrong  as  flic,  as  proud,  as  daring  ^ 

And  then  look  on  , thou  redey’dgod:  who  does  belt , 
leward  with  honor who  defpair  makes  flie, 

.Inarm  for  ever,  and  brand  with  infamy. 

Grant  this,  divine  Andate^  ’tis  but  juftice-. 

And  my  firfi;  blow  thus  on  thy  holy  Altar  A flame  arifes. 
faciifice  unto  thee. 

Bon.  It  flames  out  Mnflck. 

Car.  Now  ling  ye  Vrnides. 


Bon.  ’Tis  out  again. 


Sonz. 

o 


Car.  H’as  given  us  leave  to  fight  yet;,  v/eask  no  more. 
The  reft  hangs  in  our  refolutions : 

Tempt  her  no  more. 

Bon.  1 would  know  farther  Cofen. 

Car.  Her  hidden  meaning  dwels  in  our  endeavors-, 

Our  valors  are  our  beft  gods.  Cheer  the  Soldier, 

And  let  him  eat. 

Mef.  He’s  at  it.  Sir.  • 

Car.  Away  then-. 

When  he  has  done,  let’s  march.  Come,  fear  not  Lady, 
This  day  the  Koman  gains  no  more  ground  here. 

But  what  his  body  lies  in. 

Bond.  Now  I am  confident.  Fxemit. 

Kecorden. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Junius,  Curius,  Deci.r- 

Vec.  We  dare  not  hazard  it;  befideour  lives, 

It  forfeits  all  our  underftandings. 

Jun.  Gentlemen, 

Can  ye  forfake  me  in  fo  juft  a fervice , 

.A  fervice  for  the  Common-wealth , for  honor  ? 

Read  but  the  Letter  -,  you  may  love  too. 

Vec.  Read  it : 

If  there  be  any  fafety  in  the  circumftance , 

Or  likelihood  ’tis  love , we  will  not  fail  ye. 

Read  it  good  Cur  ins. 

Cur.  Willingly. 

Jun,  Now  mark  it. 

Car.  readt.  Health  to  thy  heart,  my  honoured  Junius^ 
And  all  thy  love  requited  ; I am  thine  , 

Thine  everlaftingly,  thy  love  has  won  me , 

And  let  it  breed  no  doubt-,  our  new  acquaintance 
Compels  this , ’tis  the  gods  decree  to  blefs  us. 

The  times  are  dangerous  to  meet  s yet  fail  not , 

By  all  the  love  thou  bear’ft  me  I conjure  thee , 

Without  diftruft  of  danger,  to  come  to  me , 

For  I have  purpos’d  a delivery 

Both  of  my  felf  and  fortune  this  bleft  day 

Into  thy  hands , if  thou  thinkft  good  : to  fliew  thee 

How  infinite  my  Love  is,  even  my  Mother 

Shall  be  thy  prifoner,  the  day  yours  hvithout  hazard  ^ 

For  I beheld  your  danger  like  a Lover, 

A juft  affederof  thy  faith;  Thygoodnefs  , 

I know,  will  life  us  nobly,  and  our  Marriage 


If  not  redeem , yet  idicn  Komes  Ambition. 

I ’m  weary  of  thefe  miferics : life  my  Mother, 

(if  you  intend  to  take  her)  with  all  honour. 

And  let  this  dilbbcdiencc  to  iny  parents 

Be  laid  on  love,  not  me.  Bring  with  thee,  Juniui, 

Spirits  refolv’d  to  fetch  me  olti  the  noblclt. 

Forty  will  ferve  the  turn-,  juft  at  the  joyning 
Of  both  the  battels,  we  will  be  weakly  guarded^ 

And  for  a guide,  within  this  hour  lhall  reach  thee 
A faithful  friend  of  mine : the  gods , my  Junius , 

Keep  thee , and  me  to  ferve  thee ; young  Bonvka. 

Cur.  This  letter  carries  much  belief, and  molt  objedions 
Anfwer’d,  we  muft  have  doubted. 

Vec.  Is  that  fellow 
Come  to  ye  for  a guide  yet."* 

Jun  Y es. 

Vec.  And  examin’d  } 

Jun.  Far  more  then  that  ^ he  has  felt  tortures,  yet 
He  vows  he  knows  no  more  than  this  truth. 

Vec.  Strange. 

Cur.  If  Ihe  mean  what  flie  writes , as’t  may  be  probable, 
’T will  be  the  happieft  vantage  we  can  lean  to. 

Jun.  I’ll  pawn  my  foul  Ihe  means  truth. 

Vec.  Think  an  hour  more. 

Then  if  your  confidence  grow  ftronger  on  ye^ 

We’ll  fet  in  with  ye. 

Jun.  Nobly  doncj  I thank  ye  j 
Ye  know  the  time. 

Cur.  We  will  be  either  ready 
To  give  ye  prefent  counfell,  or  joyn  with  ye. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Petillius,  and  Demetrius,  Macer. 


Jun.  No  more  as  ye  are  Gentlemen.  The  general. 

Srvet.  Draw  out  apace , the  enemy  waits  for  us  j 
Are  ye  all  ready  ? 

Jun.  All  our  Troops  attend,  Sir. 

Sroet.  I am  glad  to  hear  you  fay  fo,  Junius, 

I hope  ye  are  dlfpofiTeft. 

Jun.  I hope  fo  too.  Sir, 

Srvet.  Continue  lb.  And  Gentlemen , to  you  noWj 
To  bid  you  fight  is  needlefs,  ye  are  Romans., 

The  name  will  fight  it  felf-.  To  tell  ye  who 
You  go  to  fight  againft,  his  power,  and  nature, 

But  lofs  of  time ; yet  know  it,  know  it  poor , 

And  oft  have  made  it  fo.  To  tell  ye  farther. 

His  Body  fliowsmore  dreadful  than  it  has  done. 

To  him  that  fears,  lefs  poffible  to  deal  with. 

Is  but  to  ftick  more  honor  on  your  adions , 

Load  ye  with  virtuous  names,  and  to  your  memories 
Tye  never  dying  time,  and  fortune  conftant. 

Go  on  in  full  afliirance,  draw  your  fwords 
As  daring  and  as  confident  as  juftice^ 

The  gods  of  Rome  fight  for  ye;,  loud  Fame  calls  ye. 
Pitch’d  on  the  toplefs  Apenine , and  blows 
To  all  the  under  world;  all  Nations, 

The  Teas,  and  unfrequented  deferts,  where  the  fnow  dwels, 
Wakens  the  ruin’d  monuments , and  there 
Vv'here  nothing  but  eternal  death  and  deep  is. 

Informs  again  the  dead  bones.  With  your  virtues, 

Go  on,  1 fay,  valiant  and  Wife,  rule  heaven , 

And  all  the  great  afpeifts  attend  ’em.  Do  but  blow 
Upon  this  enemy,  who,  but  that  we  want  foes , 

Cannot  deferve  that  name  -,  and  like  a myft , 

A lazie  fog , before  your  burning  valors 
You’ll  find  him  fly  to  nothing.  This  is  all. 

We  have  fwords,  and  are  the  fons  of  antient  Romans., 
Heirs  to  their  endlefs  valors,  fight  and  conquer. 

Ve.  Vem.  ’Tis  done. 

VetiU.  That  man  that  loves  not  this  day. 

And  hugs  not  in  his  arms  the  noble  danger. 

May  he  dye  famelefs  and  forgot. 

Swet.  Sufficient, 

Up  to  your  Troops,  and  let  your  drums  beat  thunder, 

E March 
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Mjrch  dole,  and  luddeji  like  a teinpcft : all  exccnrions 

March. 

Done  without  fparkling  of  the  Body:  keep  your  phalanx 
Sure  lin’d,  and  piec’d  together*,  your  pikes  forward  , 

And  lb  march  like  a moving  Fort:  ere  this  day  run  , 

We  Ihallhavegroimdtoadd  to  Kome^  well  vs*on.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Tertia. 

Enter  Caratach  and  Nennius. 

Ken.  The  Kom.tn  is  advanc’d  from  yound’  hills  brow  , 
W e may  behold  him,  C.tratach.  A March. 

Drums  n'ithin  at  one  place  afar  off. 

Car.  Let’s  thither, 

I fee  the  duft  flic.  Now  I fee  the  body, 

Oblcrve  ’em,  Nennius^  by- — a handlbme  Body, 

And  of  a few , Ifrongly  and  wifely  joynted : 

Sw-etonitts  is  a Soiildicr. 

Nen.  As  I take  it. 

That’s  he  tliat  gallops  by  the  Regiments , 

Viewing  their  preparations. 

Cart  Very  likely. 

He  fhews  no  lefs  than  General : fee  how  bravely 
The  Body  moves,  and  in  the  head  how  proudly 
The  Captains  (tick  like  plumes:  he  comes  apace  on  ^ 
Good  Nennius  go , and  bid  my  ftout  Lieutenant 
Bring  on  the  firft  fquare  Body  to  oppofe  ’em  , 

And  as  he  charges,  open  to  inclofe  ’em: 

The  Queen  move  next  with  hers,  and  wheel  about, 

To  gain  their  backs,  in  which  I’ll  lead  the  Vantguard. 
W'e  flail  have  bloody  crowns  this  day,  1 fee  by’t  ^ 

Haft  thee  good  Nennius , I’ll  follow  inftantly. 

Exit  Nennius. 

How  clofe  they  march,  as  iftheygrew  together?  March. 
No  place  but  lin’d  alike ; fu|[e  from  opprelTion  *, 

They  will  not  change  this  figure : we  muft  charge  ’em  , 
And  charge  ’em  home  at  both  ends.  Van  andRere, 

Drums  in  another  place  afar  off. 
They  never  totter  elfe.  I hear  our  Mufick, 

And  muft  attend  it:  Hold  goodfword,  but  this  day. 

And  bite  hard  where  1 hound  thee , and  hereafter 
I’ll  make  a reliqueof  thee,  for  young  Souldiers 
To  come  like  Pilgrimes  to , and  kifs  for  Conquefts. 

Exit. 

S etna  quarta. 

Enter  Junius,  Curius,  and  Decius. 

Ju)t.  Now  is  the  time,  the  fellow  ftays. 

Dec.  What  think  ye? 

Cur.  1 think  ’tis  true. 

Jim.  Alafs,  if  ’twere  a queftion, 

If  any  doubt  or  hazzard  fell  into’t. 

Do  ye  think  mine  own  diferetion  fo  fclf-blind, 

My  care  of  you  fo  naked,  to  run  headlong  ? 

Dec.  Let’s  take  TetiUm  with  us. 

Jun.  By  no  means : 

He’s  never  wife  but  to  himfelF,  nor  courteous. 

But  where  the  end’  his  own : we  are  ftrong  enough , 

If  not  to  many.  Behind  yonder  hill 

The  fellow  tells  me  Ihe  attends , weak  guarded , 

Her  Mother  and  her  Sifter. 

Car.  I would  venture. 

Jun.  We  fhall  not  ftrike  five  blows  for’t, weigh  the  good, 
The  general  good  may  come. 

Dee.  Away,  I’ll  with  ye, 

But  with  whiat  doubt  ? 

Jun.  Fear  not,  my  foul  for  all.  E^xemt. 

Alarms  , Drums  and  Trumpets  in  fever al  places  afar 

off  ^ as  at  amain  Battell, 


Enter  Drufiis  and  Penyus  above. 

Dru.  Here  ye  may  fee  ’em  all , Sir  ^ from  this  hill 
The  Country  Ihews  off  levell. 

Pen.  Gods  defend  me, 

What  multitudes  they  are,  what  infinites? 

The  Roman  power  fliews  like  a little  Star 
Hedg’d  with  a double  hollo.Now  the  knell  rings, 

Loudfhouts, 

Heark  how  they  fhout  to  th’battel  *,  how  the  air 
Totters  and  reels,  and  rends  apieces,  Drufus^ 

With  the  huge  vollied  clamours. 

Dru.  Now  they  charge.  | 

Oh  gods,  of  all  fides,  fearfully. 

Pen.  Little  Rome., 

Stand  but  this  growing  Hydra  one  fhort  hour. 

And  thou  haft  out-done  Hercules. 

Dru.  The  duft  hides  ’em , 

We  cannot  fee  what  follows. 

Pen.  They  arc  gone. 

Gone,  fwallow’d  Drufus,  this  eternal  Sun 
Shall  never  fee  ’em  march  more. 

Dru.  O turn  this  way. 

And  fee  a modell  of  the  field , fome  forty , 

Agaiiift  four  hundred. 

Pen.  Well  fought,  bravely  follow’d ^ 

0 nobly  charg’d  again,  charg’d  home  too  : Drufus, 

They  feem  to  carry  it ; now  they  charge  all.  Loud. 
Clofe,  clofe,  I fay  •,  they  follow  it : ye  gods, 

Can  there  be  more  in  men?  more  daring  fpirits? 

Still  they  make  good  their  fortunes.  Now  they  are  gone  too, 
For  ever  gone : fee  Drufus  at  their  backs 
A fearful  Ambulh  rifes.  Farewell  valours , 

Excellent  valours : O Rome.,  where’s  thy  wifdome  ? 

Dru.  They  are  gone  indeed.  Sir. 

Pen.  Look  out  toward  the  Army , 

1 am  heavy  with  thefe  flaughters. 

Dru.  ’Tis  the  fame  ftill, 

Covered  with  duft  and  fury. 

Enter  the  ttvo  Daughters.,  with  Junius,  Curius,  Decius, 
and  Souldiers. 

2.  Daugh.  Bring  ’em  in. 

Tie  ’em,  and  then  unarm  ’em. 

1.  Daugh.  \ Romans  y 
Ye  are  welcome  to  your  Loves. 

2 . Daugh.  Your  death,  fools. 

Dec.  We  deferve  ’em. 

And  women  do  your  worft. 

1.  Daugh.  Ye  need  not  beg  it. 

2.  Daugh.  Which  is  kind  Junim  ? 

Serv.  This. 

2.  Daugh.  Are  you  my  fweet  heart? 

It  looks  ill  on’t : how  long  is’t,  pretty  foul , 

Since  you  and  I firft  lov’d  ? Had  we  not  reafon 
To  doat extreanily  upon  one  another? 

How  does  my  Love  ? this  is  not  he : my  chicken 
Could  prate  finely , fing  a love-fong. 

Jun.  Monfter. 

2.  Daugh.  Oh,  now  it  courts.  ^ 

Jun.  Arm’d  with  more  malice 
Then  he  that  got  thee  has  the  divcll. 

2.  Daugh.  Good. 

Proceed,  fweet  chick. 

Jun.  I hate  thee , that’s  my  laft. 

2.  Daug.  Nay,  and  ye  love  me,  forward:  No?  Come 
Let’s  prick  our  anlwers  on  our  arrows  points,  (fifter, 

And  make  ’em  laugh  a little.  Ye  damn’d  Leachers , 

Ye  proud  improvident  fools,  have  we  nowcaughtye  . 
Are  ye  i’th’noofo  ? Since  ye  are  fuch  loving  creatures , 
We’ell  be  your  Cupids : Do  ye  fee  thefe  arrows  ? 

Weeij 
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Wc’ll  fend  them  to  your  wanton  livers,  goats. 

1 . J)jH.  O how  I’ll  trample  on  your  hearts,  ye  villains, 
Ambitious  falt-itch  flaves:  Homes  mailer  fins, 

he  mountain  Rams  topt  your  hot  mothers. 

2.  Vaugh.  Dogs, 

"^o  whole  brave  founders  a fiilt  whore  gave  fuck  •, 

"heeves,  honors  hangmen,  do  ye  grin.?  perdition 
'akc  me  forever,  if  i:i  my  lelf anger.  Enter  Caratach. 
do  not  out-do  all  example. 

Car.  Where, 

Where  are  thefe  Ladies?  ye  keep  noble  quartej. 

Your  Mother  thinks  ye  dead  or  taken  ^ upon  which. 

She  will  not  move  her  Battel.  Sure  thefe  faces 
have  beheld  and  known,  they  are  Roman  Leaders, 
dow  came  they  here  ? 

2.  Vattgh.  A trick  Sir,  that  we  us’d, 

A certain  policy  concluded  ’em 

.Into  our  fnare:  we  have  done  ye  no  fmall  fervice 

Thefe  us’d  as  we  intend,  we  are  lor  th’battel, 

Car.  As  you  intend  ? taken  by  treachery  ? 

1.  Dautih.  Is’t  not  allow’d? 

Car.  Thofe  that  fiiould  gild  our  Conquefi:, 

Make  up  a Battel  v\  orthy  of  our  winning, 

Catch’d  up  by  craft? 

2 . Vaugh.  By  any  means  that’s  lawful. 

Car.  A womans  wifdoni  in  our  triumphs  ? out , 

Out  ye  fluts,  ye  follies  •,  from  our  fwords 
ilch  our  revenges  bafely?  arm  again.  Gentlemen: 
Soldiers,  I charge  ye  help  ’em. 

2.  Daugh.  By Uncle, 

We  will  have  vengeance  for  our  rapes. 

Car  By 

You  fhould  have  kept  your  legs  clofethen:  difpatch  there. 

1.  Vaug.  I will  not  off  thus. 

Car.  He  that  ftirs  to  execute, 

Orfhe,  though  it  be  your  felves,  by  him  that  got  me, 

Shall  quickly  feel  mine  anger:  one  great  day  given  us. 
Not  to  be  lhatch’d  out  of  our  hands  but  bafely  j 
And  we  mulUhamethe  gods  from  whence  we  have  it. 
With  fetting  fnares  for  Soldiers  ? I’ll  run  away  firft , 

Be  hooted  at , and  children  call  me  coward , 

Before  I fet  up  fcales  for  Vidories : 

Give  ’em  their  fwords. 

2.  Daugh.  O gods. 

Car.  Bear  off  the  women 

Unto  their  Mother. 

2.  Dau.  Onefliot,  gentle  Uncle. 

Car.  One  cut  her  fiddle-lf ring ; Bear  ’em  off  I fay. 

I.  Vau.  The take  this  fortune. 

Car.  Learn  to  fpin. 

And  curfe  your  knotted  hemp : go  Gentlemen, 

Exeunt  Daughters. 
Safely  gooff,  up  to  your  Troops : be  wifer. 

There  thank  me  like  tall  Soldiers : I lhall  feek  ye. 

Exit  Caratach, 

Cur.  A noble  worth. 

Dec.  Well  Junius. 

Jun.  Pray  ye  no  more. 

Cur.  He  Blulhes,  do  not  load  him. 

Dec.  Where’s  your  love  now  ? Drums  loud  again. 

Jun.  Puffe,there  it  flies;  Come,  let’s  redeem  our  follies. 

Exeunt  Junius Curius , Decius. 
Dru.  Awake,  Sir  •,  yet  the  Homan  Bodie’s  whole , 

I fee  ’em  clear  again. 

Pen.  Whole  ? ’tis  not  polTible : 

Drufus  they  mull  be  loft. 

Dru.  By they  are  whole.  Sir , 

And  in  brave  doing  ^ fee,  they  wheel  about 
To  gain  more  ground. 

Pen.  But  fee  there,  Drufus,  lee , 

See  that  huge  Battel  moving  from  the  mountains , 

Their  gilt  coats  fhine  like  Dragons  fcales , their  march 
Like  a rough  tumbling  ftorm  ^ lee  them , and  view  ’em , 
And  then  fee  Home  no  more : fay  they  fail  *,  look. 


Look  where  the  armed  carts  ftand  ^ a new  Army : 

Look  how  they  hang  like  falling  rocks,  as  mnrdring 
Death  rides  in  triumph  Drujus : fell  deftrudion 
Lafhes  his  fiery  horfe , and  round  about  him 
His  many  thoufand  ways  to  let  out  Ibuls. 

Move  me  again  when  they  charge,  when  the  mountain 
Melts  under  their  hot  wheels , and  from  their  Ax’trees 
Huge  claps  of  thunder  plough  the  ground  before  ’em, 

Till  then  I’ll  dream  what  Rome  was. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Petillius,  Demetrius,  .Macer. 

Sa>et  O bravely  fought  honor  till  now  nere  Ihow’d 
Her  golden  fate  i’th’held.  Like  Lions,  Gentlemen, 

Y’have  held  your  heads  up  this  day : Where’s  young  Junius, 
Curius  and  Decius  ? 

PetiU.  Gone  to  heaven,  1 think, Sir.  do  ye? 

Su>.  Their  worths  go  with ’em : breathe  a while : How 
Wellj  fome few  feu rvy  wounds,  my  heart’s  whole 
Dem.  Would  they  would  give  us  more  ground.  (yet. 
Swet.  Give?  we’ll  have  it. 

PetHl.  Have  it?  and  hold  it  too,  defpightthe  dcvill. 

Enter  Junius,  Decius , Curius. 

Jun.  Lead  up  to  th’head,and  line : fure  the  Qs.  Battell 
Begins  to  charge  like  wild-fire : where’s  the  Genial  ? 

Sipet.  Oh,  they  are  living  yet.]  Come  my  brave  foldiers, 
Come,  let  me  powr  Romes  blefling  on  ye  ^ Live, 

Live,  and  lead  Armies  all : ye  bleed  hard. 

7««.  Belt: 

We  fliall  appear  the  fterner  to  the  foe. 

Dec.  More  wounds,  more  honor. 

PetiU.  Lofe  no  time. 

Srpet.  Away  then. 

And  ftand  this  fhock,  ye  have  ftood'the  world. 

PetiU.  Wee’ll  grow  to’t. 

Is  not  this  better  than  lowfie  loving  ? 

Jun.  I am  my  felf,  PetiUius. 

PetiU.  ’Tis  I love  thee.  Exeunt  Romans. 

Enter  Bonduca,  Caratach,  Daughters,  Nennius. 

\ 

Car.  Charge ’em  i’th’flanks:  O ye  have  plaid  the  fool. 
The  fool  extreamly,  the  mad  fool. 

Bon.  Why  Cofin? 

Car.  The  woman  fool.  Why  did  you  give  the  word 
Unto  the  carts  to  charge  down,  and  our  people 
In  grofs  before  the  Enemy  ? we  pay  for’t , 

Our  own  fwords  cut  our  throats:  why?  -onV, 

Why  do  you  offer  to  command*?  the  divell , 
Thedivell,and  his  dam  too,  who  bid  you 
Meddle  in  mens  affairs  ? Exeunt  $hteen,  &c. 

Bond.  I’ll  help  all. 

Car.  Home, 

Home  and  fpin  woman,  fpin,  go  fpin,  ye  trifle. 

Open  before  tliere,  or  all’s  mine.  How,  Shuvrts  within. 

Now  comes  the  Tempeft^  on  our  felves,  by— ^ 

ViUoria  within. 
O woman,  feurvie  woman , beaftly  woman.  Exeunt. 
Dru.  Victoria  , Vidor ia. 

Pen.  How’s  that,  Drufus  ? (Sir , 

Dm.  They  win,  they  win,they  win-,  ohIook,Iook,  look. 
For  heavens  fake  look,  the  Britains^Ys  the  fly.Fi- 

Cloria . 

Enter  Swetonius,  Soldiers,  and  Captains. 

Swet.  Soft,  foft,  purfue  it  foft  -,  excellent  Soldiers, 
Clofe,  my  brave  fellows,  honorable  Romans : 

Oh  cool  thy  mettle  Junius,  they  are  ours. 

The  world  cannot  redeem  ’em:  ftern  PetiUius, 

Govern  the  conqueft  nobly ; foft,  good  Soldiers.  Exeunt. 
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Entn  Bonduca,  Daughters,  a>:d  Britains. 

Shame,  whither  flie  ye,  ye  unlucky  Briunul 
W'ill  ve  creep  into  your  mothers  wombs  again?  Back 
cowards. 

Hares,  fearful  Hares,  Doves  in  your  angers-,  leave  me? 
Leave  your  Q^een  defolate  ? her  haplefs  children. 

Enter  Caratach  and  Hengo. 

To  Konun  rape  again  and  fury? 

C.ir.  Five,  ye  buzzards, 

Ye  have  wings  enough,  ye  fear;  get  thee  gone,  w^oman, 

Loud  (hout  iv/tbifj. 

Shame  tread  upon  thy  heels:  all’s  loft,  all’s  lolt,  heark, 
Heark  how  the  Rrhunnt  ring  our  knels.  Ext.  Bo»d^  &c. 

Hen.  Good  Uncle, 

Let  me  go  too. 

Car.  No  boy,  the  fortune’s  mine, 

I muft  not  leave  thee  ^ get  behind  me  j fliake  not, 

Enter  Petillius,  Junius,  Decius. 

I’ll  breech  ye , if  ye  do  boy : Come,  brave  Romans., 

All  is  not  lolt  yet. 

Jiot.  Now  I’ll  thank  thee, Or  Fight.  Drums. 

Car.  Thou  art  a Soldier ; ftrike  home,  home,  have  at  ye. 
Ten.  His  blows  fall  like  huge  Hedges  on  an  anvil. 

Dec.  1 am  weary. 

Fet.  So  am  1. 

Cjr.  Send  more  fwords  to  me. 

Jun.  Let’s  fit  and  reft.  Sit  down. 

Dm.  W'hat  think  ye  now  ? 

Fen.  O Drufus., 

I have  loft  mine  honor,  loft  my  name , 

Loft  all  that  was  my  light ; thefe  arc  true  Romans., 

And  I a Britain  coward,  a bale  Coward-, 

Guide  me  where  nothing  is  but  defolation , 

That  I may  never  more  behold  the  face 

Of  Man,  or  Mankind  know  me:  O blind  Fortune, 

Haft  thou  abus’d  me  thus  ? 

Dm.  Good  Sir,  be  comforted  ^ 

It  was  your  wifdom  rul’d  ye  pray  ye  go  home , 

Your  day  is  yet  to  come,  when  this  great  fortune 
Shall  be  but  foil  unto  it.  Retreat. 

Fen.  Fool,  fool,  Coward.  Exit  Penyus  and  Drufus. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Demetrius,  Soldiers,  Drum  and  Colours. 

5mfZ.Drawin,draw  in : well  have  you  fought, and  worthy 
Romes  noble  recompence^  look  to  your  wounds. 

The  ground  is  cold  and  hurtful:  the  proud  Queen 
Has  got  a Fort , and  there  fhe  and  her  Daughters 
Defie  us  once  again,  d o morrow  morning 
Wee’ll  Peek  her  out,  and  make  her  know,  our  Fortunes 
Stop  at  no  ftubborn  w'alls : Come,  fbns  of  honor , 

True  virtues  heirs ^ thus  hatch’d  with  Britain  blood. 
Let’s  march  to  reft,  and  fet  in  gules  like  Suns. 

Beat  a foft  march  , and  each  one  cafe  his  neighbours. 

Exeunt . 


A'dus  Quart  us, 

Scixna  Prima. 

Enter  Petillius,  Junius,  Decius,  Demetrius  finging. 

Fetill.  Smooth  was  his  cheeky, 

Dec.  ydnd  his  chin  it  was  feel{^ 


Jun,  iFith  whoop , he  has  done  wooing. 

Dem.  Junius  was  this  Captains  name  , 

A lad  for  a laffes  viewing  , 

Pet.  Full  blacky  his  eye,  and  plump  his  thigh, 

Dec.  Made  up  for  loves  pw  fuing : 

Dem.  Smooth  was  his  cheeck^ , 

Petill.  And  his  chin  it  was  fleek^ 

Jun.  With  whoop,  he  has  done  wooing. 

Fetill.  O my  vex’d  thief,  art  thou  come  home  again  ? 
Are  thy  brains  perfed? 

Jun.  Sound  as  bels. 

Petill.  Thy  back-worm 
Qiiiet,  and  caft  hiis  fting,  boy? 

Jun.  Dead,  Petillius, 

Dead  to  all  folly,  and  now  my  anger  only. 

Pet.  Why,  that’s  well  Paid;  hang  Cupid  2Jid  his  quiver, 
A drunken  brawling  Boy thy  honour’d  faint 
Be  thy  ten  fhillings,  Junius,  there’s  the  money. 

And  there’s  the  ware-,  fquare  dealing : this  but  Pweats  thee 
Like  a Mefli  nag , and  makes  thee  look  pin  buttock’d 
The  other  runs  tliee  whining  up  and  down 
Like  a pig  in  a ftorm  , fills  thy  brains  full  of  madnefs  , 
And  fiiewsthee  like  along  Lent,  thy  brave  body 
Turn’d  to  a tail  of  green-fifh  without  butter. 

Dec.  When  thou  lov’ftnext,  love  a good  cup  of  Wine, 
A MiftrePs  for  a King,  fhe  leaps  to  kiPs  thee. 

Her  red  and  white’s  her  own  ■,  fhe  makes  good  blood , 
Takes  none  away-,  what  fhe  heats  fleep  can  help,  . 
Without  a groping  Surgeon. 

Jun.  I am  counPell’d , 

And  henceforth,  when  I doat  again, — 

Dem.  Take  heed. 

Ye  had  almoft  paid  for’t. 

Petill.  Love  no  more  great  Ladies, 

Thou  canft  not  ftep  amifsthen-,  there’s  no  delight  in  ’em;, 
All’s  in  the  whiffling  of  their  fnacht  up  filks 
They’re  only  made  for  handfome  view,  not  handling 
Their  bodies  of  Po  weak  and  wafn  a temper, 

A rough  pac’d  bed  will  fhake  ’em  all  to  pieces  • 

A tough  hen  pulls  their  teeth  out,  tyres  their  fouls  ■, 
PJ.ense  rimarum  funt,  they  are  Pull  of  rynnet. 

And  take  the  skin  off  where  they  are  tafted  -,  fhun  ’em , 
They  live  in  cullifles  like  rotten  cocks 
Stew’d  to  a tendernefs,  that  holds  no  tack : 

Give  me  a thing  1 may  crufh. 

Jun.  Thou  fpeak’ft  truly: 

The  Wars  fhall  be  my  MiftriPs  now. 

Petil.  Well  choPen  , 

For  fhe’s  a bownfing  laPs , fhe’ll  kiPs  thee  at  night,  boy , 
And  break  thy  pate  i’th’  morning. 

Jun.  Ycfterday 
1 found  thofe  favors  infinite. 

Dem.  Wench  good  enough , 

But  that  file  talks  too  loud. 

Pet.  She  talks  to  th’purpoPe, 

Which  never  Woman  did  yet:  fhe’ll  hold grapling , 

And  he  that  layes  on  beft,  is  her  beft  Pervant: 

All  other  loves  are  meer  catching  of  dotrels. 

Stretching  of  legs  out  only,  and  trim  lazinePs.  Enter 
Here  comes  the  General.  Swet.  Curius,  & Macer. 

Swet.  I am  glad  yc  have  found  ye : 

Are  thole  come  in  yet  that  purPu’d  bold  Caratach? 

Pet.  Not  yet  Sir,  for  1 think  they  mean  to  lodge  him 
T ake  him  1 know  they  dare  not,  ’twill  be  dangerous. 

Swet.  Then  hafte  Pet?i//W,hafteto  Penyus , 

1 fear  the  ftrong.  conceit  of  what  difgrace 
Has  pull’d  upon  himPelf,  will  be  his  ruine; 

I fear  his  Poldiers  fury  too  -,  hafte  prePently, 

I would  not  loPc  him  for  all  Britain.  Give  him,  Petillius , 
Petil.  That  that  fhall,  choak  him. 

Swet.  All  the  noble  counPell, 

His  fault  forgiven  too,  his  place,  his  honof , 

Petill.  For  me,  I think,  as  handfome. 

Swet.  All  the  comfort. 

And 
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And  tell  the  Soldier,  ’twas  on  our  command 
He  drew  not  to  the  Battell. 

VitiU.  I conceive  Sir  , 

And  will  do  that  flialJ  cure  all. 

Stvet.  Bring  him  with  ye 
Before  the  C^eens  Fort,  and  his  Forces  with  him, 

1 here  you  (hall  find  ns  lollowing  of  our  Conquelt : 

Make  halte. 

Vetil.  The  beft:  I may.  Exit. 

Swet.  And  noble  Gentlemen , 

Up  to  your  Companies : we’ll  prefently 

Upon  the  C^cens  pnrfuit : there’s  nothing  done 

Till  Ihe  be  feiz’d without  her  nothing  won.  _ Exemtt. 

, . , Short  fliiurijh, 

Ss’iitrt  Seatndj. 

, Enter  Caratach  and  Hengo. 

Car.  How’  does  my  Boy? 

Hen.  I would  do  well,  my  heart’s  well  ■ 

I do  not  fear. 

Car.  My  good  Boy.  ^ _ 

Hen.  I know,  Uncle,  " ■ 

We  mult  all  dye my  little  brother  dy’d  , 

1 faw  him  dye,  and  he  dy’d  fmihng;:.fure , . 

There’s  no  great  pain  in’t  Uncle.  But  pr^y  tell  me. 
Whither  iriuft  vve  go  when  we  are  dead? 

Car.  Strange  quellions! 

Why,  to  theblellM’fr  place  Boy:  ever  fvveetnefs 
And  happinefs  dwells  there. 

Hen.  Will  you  come  to  me? 

Car.  Yes,  my  fvvect  boy.  t 

Hen.  Mine  Aunf  too , and  my  Colins  ? 

Car.  All,  my  good  child. 

Hen.  No  Komans,  Uncle  ? ^ 

Car.  No  Boy. 

Heng.  I Ihould  be  loath  to  meet  them  there. 

Car.  No  ill  men. 

That  live  by  violence,  and  ftrong  oppreflion. 

Come  thither : ’tis  for  thofe  the  gods  love,  good  men. 

Heng.  Why,  then  I care  not  when  I go  for  furely 
I am  perfwaded  they  love  me  : I never 
Blafphem’d  ’em.  Uncle,  nor  tranfgrefl;  my  parents 
I always  faid  my  Prayers.  . 

Thou  lhalt  go  then,  . ' 

Indeed  thou  lhalt.  ^ ^ ■ 

Heng.  When  they  pleafe.  - , 

Car.  That’s  my  good  boy. 

Art  thou  not  weary,  ? 

Eleng.  Weary,  Uncle  ? 

I have  heard  you  lay  you  have  march’d  all  day  inAtmour. 
Car.  I have,  boy, 

Heng.  Am  not  I your  Kinfman  ? 

Car.  Yes. 

Hen<T.  And  am  not  I as  fully  allyed  unto  you 
In  thofe  brave  things , as  blood  ? 

Car.  Thou  art  too  tender. 

Heng.  To  go  upon  my  legs?  they  were  made  to  bear  me. 
I can  j^aytwen^  mile  a day,  I fee  no  reafon 
But  to  preferve  my  Countrey  and  my  felf , 

I Ihould  march  forty. 

Car.  What,  wouldft  thou  be 
Living  to  wear  a-  mans  ftrength  ? 

Heng.  Why  a Caratach  , 

A Kornan-hzm,  a fcourge  fent  from  Heaven  Vrum 

To  whip  thefe  proud  theeves  from  our  Kingdom.  Heark, 
Heark,  Uncle,  heark,  I hear  a Drum. 

Enter  Judas  and  his  feople  to  the  door» 

. Jud.  Beat  foftly. 

Softly,  I fay,  they  are  here:  who  dare  charge? 

1 i.  5-oW.  He. 

That  dares  be  knockto’th’  head  : I’ll  not  come  near  him. 

Jttd.  Retire  again,  and  watch  then.  How  he  flares! 

H’as  eyes  would  kill  a dragon : mark  the  boy  well  •, 

If  we  could  take  or  kill  him.  A — on  ye. 

How  fierce  ye  look?  Ice  how  he  broods  the  boy; 

The  devil  dwels  in’s  fcabbard.  Back,  I lay. 

Apace,  apace,  h’as  found  us.  1 hey  retire. 

Car.  Do  ye  hunt  us  ? 

Hens,.  Uncle,  good  Uncle  fee,  the  thin  flarv’d  Rafcal, 
The  eating  Roman.,  fee  where  he  thrids  the  thickets : 

Kill  him,  dear  Uncle,  kill  him;  one  good  blow 
To  knock  his  brains  into  his  breech-,  Itrike’shcad  off. 
That  I maypifs  in’s  face. 

Car.  Do  ye  make  us  Foxes  ? 

Here,  hold  my  charging  Itaff,  and  keep  the  place  boy. 

I’am  at  bay,  and  like  a bull  I’ll  bear  me. 

Stand,  Hand,  ye  Rogues,  yc  Squirrels.  ' E^it. 

' Heng.  Now  he  pays ’em: 

0 that  1 had  a mans  ftrength. 

Enter  Judas,  c^c. 

Jnd.  Here’s  the  boy ; 

Mine  own , I thank  my  Fortune. 

Heng.  Uncle,  uncle  ; 

Famine  is  fain  upon  me  , uncle. 

Jnd.  Come,  Sir, 

Yield  willingly , your  Uncle’s  out  of  hearing , 

I’ll  tide  your  yoUng  tail  elfe. 

Heng.  1 defie  thee  , 

Thou  mock-made  man  of  mat:  charge  home,  firha: 

Hang  thee,  bafe  Have , thou  fnak’ft. 

Jnd.,  Upon  my  confcience 
The  boy  will  beat  me : how  it  looks,  how  bravely , 

How  confident  the  worm  is : a fcabb’d  boy 
To  handle  me  thus  ? yield  or  I cut  thy  head  off. 

Heng.  Thou  dar’ft  not  cut  my  finger : here’t  is,touch  it. 
Jud.  The  boy  fpeaks  fwordand  buckler,  Prethee  yield  , 
Come,  here’s  an  apple , yield.  ■ (boy : 

Heng.  By he  fears  me. 

I’ll  give  you  fharper  language : When,  ye  coward  , 

When  come  ye  up 

Jttd.  If  he  fhould  beat  me 

Heng.  When,  Sir? 

1 long  to  kill  thee ; come,  thou  can’ft  not  fcape  me. 

I have  twenty  ways  to  charge  thee ; twenty  deaths 
Attend  my  bloody  ftaff. 

Jad.  Sure’t  is  the  devil, 

A dwarf,  devil  in  a doublet. 

Heng.  I have  kill’d  a Captain , firha,  a brave  Captain, 
And  when  I have  done,  Ihavekickt  him  thus.  Look  here,  . 
See  how  I charge  this  flaffi 
Jnd.  Moll  certain 
This  boy  will  cut  my  throat  yet. 

Enter  trro  Soldiers  running. 

1.  Sold.  Flee,  flee,  he  kills  us. 

2.  Sould.  He  comes,  he  comes. 

Jud.  The  devil  take  the  hindmofl.  (Rogues. 

Heng.  Run,  run,  ye  Rogues,  ye  precious  Rogues,  ye  rank 
A comes,  a comes,  a comes,  a comes : that’s  he,  boys. 
What  a brave  cry  they  make  ? 

Enter  Caratach  xrith  a head. 

Car.  How  does  my  chicken  ? 

Heng.  ’Faith,  uncle,  grown  a Sold  ier, a great  Soldier ; 

For  by  the  virtue  of  your  charging-flaff. 

And  a flrange  fighting  face  I put  upon’t , 

I have  outbrav’d  hunger. 

Car.  That’s  my  boy,  ray  fweet  boy. 

Here , here’s  a Romanes  head  for  thee. 

Heng.  Good  provifion. 

Before  I flarve,  my  fweet-fac’d  Gentleman,  . 

I’ll  trie  your  favour. 

Car, 
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Cjr.  A light  coniplcnt  Soldier. 

Come,  chicken,  let's  go  leek  iome  place  of  ftrength 
(The  Countrey’s  full  of  Scouts)  to  rell  a while  in, 

1 hou  wilt  not  elfe  be  able  to  endure 

I'he  journey  to  my  Countrey , fruits,  and  water , 

Mull  be  your  food  a while,  boy. 
i/f«g.  Any  thing: 

I can  eat  mofs,  1 can  live  on  anger, 

I'o  vex  thel'c  Konuns.  Let’s  be  wary.  Uncle. 

Cjr.  1 warrant  thce^  come  chearfully. 

Hi'rir.  And  boldly 

Scxna  Tertij. 

Enter  Penyus,  Drufus,  and  Regulus. 

Kej^.  The  foldier  fliall  not  grieve  ye. 

Fen.  Pray  ye  forfake  me  ^ 

Look  not  upcvi  me,  as  ye  love  your  Honors-, 

I am  lb  cold  a coward,  myinfedion 
Will  choke  your  virtues  like  a damp  elfe. 

Vr/{.  Dear  Captain. 

Keg.  Molt  honour’d  Sir. 

Fen.  Molt  hated,  moll  abhor’d  ^ 

Say  fo,  and  then  ye  know  me,  nay,  ye  plcafe  me. 

0 my  dear  credit,  my  dear  credit. 

Keg.  Sure 

His  mind  is  dangerous. 

Vrn.  The  good  gods  cure  it.  (breaches 

Fen.  My  honour  got  thorow  fire,  thorow  flubborn 
Thorow  Battels  that  have  been  as  hard  to  win  as  heaven, 
Thorow  death  himfelf,  in  all  his  horrid  trims, 

Is  gone  for  ever,  ever,  ever.  Gentlemen , 

And  now  I am  left  to  fcornlul  tales  and  laughters. 

To  bootings  at,  pointing  with  fingers.  That’s  he. 

That’s  the  brave  Gentleman  forfook  the  battel. 

The  moll  wife  Fenyur^  the  difputing  coward. 

0 my  good  Ivvord , break  from  my  fide,  and  kill  me 
Cut  out  the  coward  from  my  heart. 

Kr-r.  Ye  are  none. 

Fen.  He  lyes  that  fays  fo:  by — he  lyes,  lyes  bafely, 
Bafer  than  I have  done.  Come,  foldicrs,  leek  me, 

1 have  robb’d  ye  of  your  virtues;  Jultice,  leek  me, 

I have  broke  my  fair  obedience , loft ; fliame  take  me. 
Take  me,  and  fvvallovv  me,  make  ballads  of  me;, 

Shame,  endlefs  lhame : and  pray  do  you  forfake  me. 

Vrn.  What  lhall  we  do  ? 

Fen.  Good  Gentlemen  forfake  me : 

You  were  not  wont  to  be  commanded.  Friends,  pray  doit. 
And  do  not  fear  ^ for  as  I am  a coward 
I will  not  hurt  my  felf;  when  that  mind  takes  me. 

I’ll  call  to  you,  and  ask  your  help.  I dare  not. 

Enter  Petillius. 

Fttili,  Good  morrow.  Gentlemen -,  where’s  the  Tribune? 
Keg.  There. 

Vrn.  Whence  come  ye,  good  Fetillm  ? 

FetiU.  From  the  General. 

Vru.  With  what,  for  heavens  fake? 

FetiU.  With  good  counfel,  VrnJ'ns-, 

And  love,  to  comfort  him. 

Vrn.  Good  Kegulnr 

Step  to  the  Soldier,  and  allay  his  anger  ^ 

Foi  he  is  wild  as  winter. 

Exennt  Drufius  and  Regulus. 

FetiU.  0,  are  ye  there  ? have  at  ye.  Sure  he’s  dead , 

It  cannot  be  he  dare  out-live  this  fortune: 

He  mull  die,  ’tis  moll  neceHary^  men  expert  it 
And  thought  of  life  in  him,  goes  beyond  coward. 

Forfake  the  field  fo  bafely  ? lie  upon’t  • 

So  poorly  to  betray  his  worth  ^ fo  coldly 
1 To  cut  all  credit  from  the  foldier?  fure 

If  this  man  mean  to  live,  as  I lliould  think  it 
Beyond  belief,  he  mull  retire  where  never 
The  name  of  the  voice  of  Arms,  or  Honour 

Was  known  or  heard  of  yet : he’s  certain  dead 
Or  llrongly  means  it  ^ he’s  no  Soldier  elfe,  ’ 

No  Koman  in  him^  all  he  has  done,  but  outfide 
Fought  either  drunk  or  defperate.  Now  he  rifes 
How  does  Lord  Penyni  ? 

Pen.  As  ye  fee. 

FetiU.  I am  glad  on’t 
Continue  fo  Hill.  The  Lord  General, 

The  valiant  General,  great  Swetonius 

Fin.  No  more  of  me  is  fpoken^  my  name’s  perilh’d. 

FetiU.  He  that  commanded  fortune  and  the  day 
By  his  own  valour  and  diferetion. 

When,  as  fome  fay , Penyus  refufedto  come. 

But  I believe  ’em  not , lent  me  to  fee  ye. 

Pen.  Ye  are  welcome-  and  pray  fee  me  j fee  me  well 
Ye  lhall  not  fee  me  long.  ’ 

PetiU.  1 hope  fo,  Penyus  ^ 

The  gods  defend,  Sir. 

Fen.  See  me,  and  underhand  me : This  is  he 
Left  to  fill  up  your  triumph  -,  he  that  bafely 
Whillled  his  honour  off  to  th’wind^  that  coldly 
Shrunk  in  his  politick  head,  when  Rome  like  reapers 
Sweat  blood,  and  fpirit,  for  a glorious  harvell. 

And  bound  it  up,  and  brought  it  off:  that  fool. 

That  having  gold  and  copper  offer’d  him. 

Refus’d  the  wealth,  and  took  the  wall:  that  foldier 
That  being  courted  by  loud  fame  and  fortune , 

Labour  in  one  hand , that  propounds  us  gods. 

And  in  the  other , glory  that  creates  us , 

Yet  durft  doubt,  and  be  damned. 

PetiU.  It  was  an  errour. 

Pen.  A foul  one,  and  a black  one. 

FetiU.  Yet  the  blackell 
May  be  wafht  white  again. 

Fen.  Never.  ■ 

FetiU.  Your  leave.  Sir, 

And  1 befeech  ye  note  me  ^ for  I love  ye , 

And  bring  all  comfort : Are  we  gods , 

Allh'd  to  no  infirmities?  are  our  natures 
More  than  mens  natures  ? when  we  Hip  a little 
Out  of  the  way  of  virtue,  are  we  loll? 

Is  there  no  medicine  called  Sweet  mercy  ? 

Fen.  None  , PetiUins  -, 

There  is  no  mercy  in  mankind  can  reach  me. 

Nor  is  it  fit  it  lliould  I have  finn’d  beyond  it. 

PetiU.  Forgivenefs  meets  with  all  faults. 

Fen.  ’Tis  all  faults , 

All  fins  I can  commit , to  be  forgiven : 

’Tis  lofs  of  whole  man  in  me,  my  diferetion 
To  be  fo  Itupid,  to  arrive  at  pardon. 

PetiU.  0 but  the  General 

Pen.  He’s  a brave  Gentleman , 

A valiant , and  a loving and  I dare  fay 
He  would,  as  far  as  honor  durft  direft  him , 

Make  even  with  my  fault , but  ’tis  not  honeft. 

Nor  in  his  power : examples  that  may  nourilh 
Ncgledl  and  difobedience  in  whole  bodies . 

And  totter  the  ellatcs  and  faiths  of  armies. 

Mull  not  be  plaid  withall nor  out  of  pitty 
Make  a General  forget  his  duty : 

Nor  dare  I hope  more  from  him  than  is  worthy. 

PetiU.  What  would  ye  do  ? 

Fen.  Dye. 

FetiU.  So  would  fallen  children , 

Women  that  want  their  wills.  Haves,  dilbbedient. 

That  fear  the  law,  die.  Fie,  great  Captain  ^ you 
A man  to  rule  men , to  have  thoufand  lives 
Under  your  Regiment,  and  let  your  paHion 
Betray  your  reafon?  I bring  you  all  forgivenels, 
Thenoblelt  kind  commends , your  place,  your  honour. 

Pen.  Prethce  no  more-,  ’tis  foolifn:  didft  not  thou? 

By 
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By thou  didit,  I over-heard  thee,  there. 

There  where  thou  ftandlt  now,  deliver  me  I'or  rafcal. 
Poor,  dead,  cold  coward,  mi lerable,  wretched. 

If  I out-livM  this  ruine  ? 

VetiH.  1? 

Fen.  And  thou  dilfit  nobly. 

Like  a true  man,  afouldicr:  and  I thank  thee, 

I thank  thee,  goodPetillinf^  thus  I thank  thee, 

Petill.  Since  ye  are  lb  jiillly  made  up,  let  me  tell  ye, 
’Tis  fit  ye  dye  indeed. 

Pen.  O how  thou  lov’fl;  me!  (pers 

Petill.  For  fay  he  had  forgiven  yc*,  Hiy  the  peoples  whif- 
Were  tame  again,  the  time  run  out  for  wonder, 

W hat  mult  your  own  Command  think,  from  whofe  Swords 
Ye  have  taken  off  the  edges,  from  whofe  valours 
The  dueahd  recompence  of  Arms-  nay,  made  it  doubtful 
W'hklier  they  knew  obedience  ? mull  not  thefe  kill  ye? 

Say  they  are  won  to  pardon  ye , by  meer  miracle 
Brought  to  forgive  ye  what  old  valiant  Souldier , 

W'hat  man  that  loves  to  fight,  and  fight  for  Rome, 

Will  ever  follow  you  more?  dare  ye  know  thefe  ventures? 
If  fo,  I bring  ye  comfort^  dare  ye  take  it? 

Pen.  No,  no,  PetiVittf^  no. 

Petill.  If  your  mind  ferve  ye. 

Ye  may  live  ftill  •,  but  how?  yet  pardon  me. 

You  may  outwear  all  too , but  when  ? and  certain 
There  is  a mercy  for  each  fault,  if  tamely 
A man  will  take’t  upon  conditions. 

Pen.  No,  by  no  means:  I am  only  thinking  now,  Sir, 
(For  1 am  refolved  to  go)  of  a molt  bafe  death , 

Fitting  the  bafenefs  of  my  fault.  I’ll  hang. 

Petill.  Ye  Ihall  not-,  y’are  a Gentleman  I honor, 

I would  elfe  flatter  ye , and  force  ye  live , 

Which  is  far  bafer.  Hanging  ? ’tis  a dogs  death , 

An  end’ for  Haves. 

Pen.  The  fitter  for  my  balenefs. 

P.etitl.  Befides,  the  man  that’s  hang’d,  preaches  his  end, 
And  fits  a fign  for  all  the  world  to  gape  at. 

Pen.  That’s  true ; I’ll  take  a fitter  poifon. 

Petill.  No, 

’Tis  equal  i!l^  the  death  of  rats  and  women , 

Lovers  , and  lazie  boys,  that  fear  corredion. 

Die  like  a man. 

Pen.  Why  my  fword  then. 

Petill.  I,  If  your  Sword  be  Iharp,  Sir, 

There’s  nothing  under  heaven  that’s  like  your  Sword  j 
Your  Sword’s  a death  indeed. 

Pen.  It  Ihall  be  Iharp,  Sir. 

Petill.  Why  Mithridates  was  an  arrant  afle 
To  dye  by  poifon,  if  all  Bafphoms 
Could  lend  him  Swords : your  Sword  mull  do  the  deed : 
’Tis  fhame  to  dye  choak’d , fame  to  dye  and  bleed. 

Pen.  Thou  haft  confirmed  me:  and,  my  good  PetiUius^ 
Tell  me  no  more  I may  live.  ’ . 

Petill.  ’Twas  my  Commiflion^ 

But  now  1 fee  ye  in  a nobler  way, 

A way  to  make  all  even. 

Pen.  Fare-well,  Captain: 

Be  a good  man,  and  fight  well : be  obedient  .* 

Command  thy  felf,  and  then  thy  men.  Why lhakeft thou? 
Petill.  I do  not  Sir. 

Pen.  I would  thou  hadft,  Petillius : 

I would  find  fomething  to  forfake  the  W’orld  with 
Worthy  the  man  that  dies : a kind  of  eacth-quake 
Through  all  ftern  valors  but  mine  own. 

Petill.  I feel  now 
A kind  of  trembling  in  me. 

P en.  Keep  it  ftill , 

As  thou  lov’ft  virtue , keep  it.  e < 

Pe-t/I/.  And  brave  Captain, 

The  graet  and  honoured  Penyut. 

Pen.  That  again: 

0 how  it  heightens  me ! again,  Petilliuf. 

1 Petill.  Moft  excellent  Commander.  v - 


Pen.  Thole  were  mine. 

Mine,  only  mine. 

Petill.  They  arc  ftill. 

Pen.  Then  to  keep  ’em 
For  ever  falling  more,  have  at  yc,  heavens. 

Ye  cverlafting  powers,  I am  yours:  l'*he  work’s  done. 

Kills  him/elf. 

That  neither  fire  nor  age,  nor'mclting  envy 
Shall  ever  conquer.  Carry  my  laft  words 
To  the  great  General:  kifs  his  hands  and  fay, 

My  foul  I give  to  heaven , my  fault  to  juftice 
Which  I have  done  upon  my  fcif:  my  virtue. 

If  ever  there  was  any  in  Poor  Penytts  ., 

Made  more,  and  happier,  light  on  him.  I faint. 

And  where  there  is  a foe.  I wilh  him  fortune. 

I dye ; lye  lightly  on  my  alhcs , gentle  earth. 

Petill.  And  on  my  fin.  Farewell,  great  Penyns, 

tJoife  Tt'ithin. 

The  fouldier  is  in  fury.  Now  I am  glad 
’Tis  done  before  he  comes.  This  way,  for  me. 

The  way  of  toile^  for  thee,  the  way  of  honor.  Exit. 

Enter  Drufus  and  Regulus  rpith  Souldisrs. 

Sould.  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Ern.  Wdiat  will  ye  do  ? 

Reg.  Good  foldiers,  honeft  foldiers. 

.s  onld.  Kill  him,  kill  him,  kill  him. 

Dm.  Kill  us  fir  ft-,  we  command  too. 

Reg.  Valiant  Soldiers, 

Confider  but  whofe  life  ye  feek.  O Drufus., 

Bid  him  be  gone,  he  dies  elfe.  Shall  Rome  fay 
(Ye  moft  approved  Souldiers)  her  dear  children 
Devoured  the  fathers  of  the  fights  ? Ihall  rage 
And  ftubborn  fury  guide  thofe  fwOrds  to  (laughter , 

To  flaughtcrof  their  own,  to  civil  ruine? 

Dm.  O let  ’em  in : all’s  done , all’s  ended,  Regulm-, 
Penyns  has  found  his  laft  eclipfe.  Come,  Souldiers, 

Come,  and  behold  your  miferies  : come  bravely. 

Full  of  your  mutinous  and  bloody  angers , 

And  here  beftow  your  darts.  O only  Romanes 
O father  of  the  Wars.  i 

Reg.  Why  ftand  ye  ftupid  ? 

Where  be  your  kiiling  furies  ? whofe  fword  now 
Shall  firft  be  Iheath’d  in  Penyus  ? do  ye  weep  ? 

Howl  out,  ye  wretches,  ye  havecaufe:  howd  ever. 

Who  (hall  now  lead  ye  fortunate?  whofe  valor 
Preferve  ye  to  the  glory  of  your  Countrey  ? 

Who  fliall  march  out  before  ye,  coy’d  and  courted 
By  all  the  Miftrifies  of  War,  care,  counfel, 

C^ick-ey’d  experience,  and  vidory  twin’d  to  him  ? 

Who  Ihall  beget  ye  deeds  beyond  inheritance 
To  fpeak  your  names,  and  keep  your  honors  living. 
When  children  faill,  and  time  that  takes  all  with  hum. 
Build  houfes  for  ye  to  oblivion  ? 

Dm.  O ye  poor  defperate  fools : no  more  now,fouldiers? 
Go  home,  and  hang  your  arms  up-,  let  ruft  rot ’em  j 
And  humble  your  ftern  valors  to  foft  prayers  -, 

For  ye  have  funk  the  frame  of  all  your  virtues  ^ 

The  fun  that  warm’d  your  bloods  is  fet  for  ever : 

I’ll  kifs  thy  honor’d  cheek.  Farewell , great  Penyus , 

Thou  thunder-bolt,  farewell.  Take  up  the  body: 

To  morrow  morning  to  the  Camp  convey  it. 

There  to  receive  due  Ceremonies.  That  eye 
That  blinds  himfelf  with  weeping,  gets  moft  glory. 

. Exeunt  rvith  a dead  march. 

S c£na  ^uarta. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Junius,  Decius,  Demetrius,  Gurius,  and 
Souldiers : Bonduca,  tr»o  Daut^hters.,  and  Nennius, 
above.  Drum  and  Colours. 

Smt.  Bring  tip  the  Catapults  and  fiiake  the  wall. 

We  will  not  be  out  out-brav’d  thus. 


Nen. 
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AVw.  Shake  the  earth. 

Ye  cannot  (hake  our  fouls.  Bring  up  your  Rams , 

And  with  their  armed  heads,  make  the  Fort  totter^ 

Ye  do  but  rock  us  into  death.  Exit  Nemtim. 

Jmt.  See,  Sir, 

See  the  Icenian  Queen  in  all  her  glory 

From  the  ftrong  battlements  proudly  appearing. 

As  if  file  meant  to  give  us  lalhes. 

Pi'c.  Yeild,  Queen. 

Bj»J.  lam  unacquainted  with  that  language, 

Sirct.  Yield  honour’d  Lady,  and  expsd  our  mercy, 

Exit  Deciiis. 

W’e  love  thy  noblenefs. 

Botul.  1 thank  ye,  ye  fay  well  ^ 

But  mercy  and  love  are  lins  in  Rome  and  hell. 

Sn'et.  Ye  cannot  Icape  ourftrength;,  ye  muft  yield, Lady, 
Ye  mufl:  adore  and  fear  the  power  of  Rome. 

Cond.  If  Rome  be  earthly  , why  fhould  any  knee 
With  bending  adoration  worfnip  her  ? 

She’s  vitiousy  and  your  partial  felves  confefs, 

Afpires  the  lieight  of  all  impiety ; 

Therefore  ’tis  fitter  I fliould  reverence 
The  thatched  houfes  where  the  Britains  dwell 
In  carelefs  mirth,  where  the  bleft  houfhold  gods 
See  nought  but  chaff  and  fimple  purity. 

’Tis  not  high  power  that  makes  a place  divine. 

Nor  that  the  men  from  gods  derive  their  line. 

But  facred  thoughts  in  holy  bofoms  ftor’d. 

Make  people  noble,  and  the  place  ador’d. 

Sivet.  Beat  the  wall  deeper. 

Bond.  Beat  it  to  the  center , 

We  will  not  fink  one  thought. 

Sxf>et.  I’ll  make  ye. 

Bond.  No. 

2.  Pjtf.  O mother,  thefe  are  fcarfol  hours : fpeakgenciy. 
Enter  Petillius. 

To  thefe  fierce  men,  they  will  aflbrd  ye  pitty. 

Bond.  Pitty?  thou  fearful  girl-  ’tis  for  thofe  w'retches 
That  raifery  makes  tame.  Won  Id  ff  thou  livelefs? 

Waff  not  thou  born  a Princefs  ? Can  ray  blood , 

And  thy  brave  fathers  fpirit,  fufferin  thee 
So  bafe  a feparation  from  thy  felf. 

As  mercy  from  thefe  Tyrants  ? Thou  lov’fl  luff  furey 
And  long’fc  to  proffitute  thy  youth  and  beauty 
To  common  flaves  for  bread.  Say  they  had  mercy  y 
The  divel  a relenting  confcience : 

The  lives  of  Kings  reff  in  their  Diadems, 

Which  to  their  bodies  lively  fouls  do  give. 

And  ccafing  to  be  Kings , they  ceafe  to  live. 

Show  fuch  another  fear,  and 

I’ll  fling  thee  to  their  fury. 

Sn>et.  Fie  is  dead  then.<^ 

PetiH.  I think  fo  certainly,  yet  all  my  means.  Sir, 

Even  to  the  hazzard  of  my  life 

Swet.  No  more: 

We  muff  not  feem  to  mourn  here. 

Enter  Decius. 

Pec.  There’s  a breach  made. 

Is  it  your  will  we  charge.  Sir  ? 

Sxvet.  Once  more  mercy, 

Mercy  to  all  that  yield 
Bond.  I fcorn  to  anfwer : 

Speak  to  him  girl-,  and  hear  thy  Siffer. 
i.  Pan.  General, 

Flear  me,  and  mark  me  well,  and  look  upon  me 
Directly  in  my  face,  my  w'omans  face  . 

W'hofe  only  beauty  is  the  hate  it  bears  ye  y 
See  with  thy  narroweff  eyes , thy  fliarpeft  wifhes, 

Into  my  foul,  and  fee  what  there  inhabits  y 
Sec  if  one  fear,  one  fhadow'  of  a terror. 

One  palenefs  dare  appear  but  from  my  anger , 

To  lay  hold  on  your  mercies.  No,  ye  fools. 

Poor  fortunes  fools,  we  were  not  born  for  triumphs, 

To  follow  your  gay  fports,  and  fill  your  flaves 


With  hoots  and  acclamations. 

Petill.  Brave  behaviour. 

I.  Patf.  Thechildren  of  as  great  as  Rome.,  as  noble. 
Our  names  before  her , and  our  deeds  her  envy, 

Muff  we  guild  ore  your  Conqueft,  make  your  State, 

That  is  not  fairly  ffrong , but  fortunate 

No,  no,  ye  Romans.,  w'e  have  ways  to  fcapeye. 

To  make  ye  poor  again,  indeed  our  prifoners. 

And  ffick  our  triumphs  full. 

Fetill.  ’s death,  I lhall  love  her. 

1.  Pan.  To  torture  ye  with  fuffering,  like  our  flaves y 
To  make  ye  curfe  our  patience,  wifhthe  world 

Were  loff  again,  to  win  us  only,  andefleem 
The  end  of  all  ambitions. 

Bond.  Do  ye  wonder.? 

We’ll  make  our  monuments  in  fpite  of  fortune , 

In  fpight  of  all  your  Eagles  wings : we’ll  work 
A pitch  above  ye  y and  from  our  height  we’ll  ff  oop 
As  fearlefs  of  your  bloody  Ibarsy  and  fortunate. 

As  if  we  prey’d  onheartlefs  doves. 

Sivet.  Strange  ffiffiiefs. 

Pecins,'  go  charge  the  breach.  Exit  Pecius. 

Bond.  Charge  it  home,  Roman., 

Wb  fhall  deceive  thee  elfe.  Where’s  Nennius.^ 

Enter  Nennius. 

Nen.  They  have  made  a mighty  breach. 

Bond.  Stick  in  thy  body, 

; And  make  it  good  but  half  an  hour. 

Nen.  I’ll  do  it.  i 

' I . Dau.  And  then  be  fure  to  dye. 

! Nen.  It  fhall  go  hard  elfe. 

Bond.  Fare  well  with  all  my  heart  y we  lhall  meet  yonder , 
Where  few  of  thefe  muff  come. 

Nen.  Gods  take  thee.  Lady. 

Exit  Nennius. 

Bond.  Bring  up  the  fwords,  and  poifbn. 

Enter  one  with  Swords.,  and  a great  Cu^. 

2.  Pait.  O my  fortune! 

Bond.  Flow,  how,  ye  whore  ? 

2.  Pan.  Good  mother,  nothing  to  offend  ye. 

Bond.  Ffere,  wench: 

Behold  us,  Romans. 

Swet.  Mercy  yet. 

Bond.  No  talking: 

Puff,  there  goes  all  your  pitty.  Come , fhort  prayers , 

And  let’s  difpach  the  bufinefs:  you  begin. 

Shrink  not  y I’ll  fee  ye  do’t. 

2 . Pan.  O gentle  mother , 

O Romans.,  O my  hearty  I dare  not. 

Swet.  Woman,  woman. 

Unnatural  woman. 

2.Pau.  O perfwadeher,  Romans: 

Alafs,  I am  young,  and  would  live.  Noble  mother, 

Can  ye  kill  that  ye  gave  life  ? are  my  years 
Fit  for  deftruftion .? 

Swet.  Yield,  and  be  a Queen  ftill , 

A mother  and  a friend. 

Bond.  Ye  talk:  come,  hold  it. 

And  put  it  home. 

I.  Pan.  Fie,  fiffer,  fie. 

What  would  you  live  to  be  ? 

Bond.  A whore  ffill. 

2 Pan.  Mercy. 

Swet.  Hear  her,  thou  wretched  woman. 

2 Pan.  Mercy,  mother: 

O whither  will  you  fend  me  ? I was  once 
Your  darling,  your  delight. 

Rond.  O gods , 

Fear  in  my  family  ? do  it,  and  nobly. 

2 Pan.  O do  not  frown  then. 

I Pau. 
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1 Djuzh.  Do  it,  worthy  Siller : 

’Tis  nothing,  a plealurc^  wc’U  go  witli  ye, 

2 Vaitgh,  Oh  if  I knew  bnt  whither. 

\T)jHgl),  To  thebldicd, 

^'herewe  lhall  meet  our  fatlier. 

Sw!t.  W Oman. 

Bond.  Talk  not. 

j Where  nothing  but  true  joy  is.  (clofctothee. 

Bo W.  That’s  a good  vvciich,  mine  own  fweet  girl  j put  it 
2 D^ngh.  Oh  comfort  me  ftill  for  heavens  lake. 

1 Pauzh.  W'here  eternal 

Our  youths  are,  andour  beauties  •,  where  no  Wars  come, 
N'or  luhful  llaves  to  ravilli  us. 

2 Vaiigb.  That  Heels  me ; 

Along  larewel  to  this  world. 

Bond.  Good:  I’ll  help  thee. 

I Vattgb.  The  next  is  mine. 

Shew  me  a Kow.i/i  Lady  in  all  oiirHories, 

Dare  do  this  for  her  honor:  they  are  cowards, 

Eat  coals  like  compell’d  Cats : your  great  Saint  Lttcrece 
Dy’dnot  for  honors  larqjtin  toptherwell, 

And  mad  fhe  could  not  hold  him,  bled. 

Ft  til. 'By 

am  in  love : I would  give  an  hundred  pound  now 
But  to  lie  with  this  womans  behaviour.  Oh  the  devil. 

1 VaHgh.  Yc  (hall  lee  me  example,  All  your  Kowe, 

If  I were  proud  and  lov’d  ambition:^ 

If  I were  lultful,  all  your  ways  of  pleafure  ^ 

If  1 were  greedy,  all  the  wealth  ye  conquer 

Bond.  Make  ha  He. 

I Vangh.  I will.  Could  not  intice  to  live 
But  two  Ihort  hours  this  frailty : would.ye  learn 
Howto  die  bravely  Kow^wj-,  to  fling  off 
This  cafe  of  flelh,  lofe  all  your  cares  for  ever  ? 

Live  as  we  have  done,  well,  and  fear  the  gods, 

Hunt  Honor,  and  not  Nations  with  your  fwords. 

Keep  your  minds  humble,  your  devotions  high  j 

So  lhall  ye  learn  the  noblcft  part,  to  die.  Pies. 

Bend.  I come,  wench  ^ to  ye  all  Fates  hangmen you 
That  eafe  the  gged  deftinies,  and  cut 
Thethreds  of  Kingdoms,  as  they  drawl  ’em:  here, 

' Here’s  the  draught  would  ask  no  lefs  than  Csefar 
To  pledge  it  for  the  glories  fake. 

Cur.  Great  Lady.  / ' a 

S'i^et.  Makeup  your  own  conditions. 

Bond.  So  we  will. 

Sjvet.y  Stay. 

Pern.  Stay, 

Sa^ef.  Be  any  thing. 

Bond.  A Saint,  Sivetonius., 

When  thou  llialt  fear,  and  die  like  a Have.  Ye  fools. 

Ye  Ihould  have  ti’d  up  death  firll,  when  ye  conquer’d, 
Yefweatfor  us  invainelfe:  fee  him  here. 

He’s  ours  ftill-,  and  our  friend-,  laughs  at  your  pities^ 

And  we  command  him  witli  as  eafie  reins 
As  do  our  enemies.  I feel  the  poifon. 

Poor  vanquifh’d  Romans^  with  what  matchlefs  tortures 
Could  I now  rack  ye  ? But  I pittie  ye, 

Deliring  to  die  quiet : nay,  lb  much 
I hate  to  profecutenty  vidory. 

That  I will  give  yecounfel  e’r  I die. 

If  you  will  keep  your  Laws  and  Empire  whole. 

Place  in  your  Romans  flelli,  a Britain  Ibul.  Pies. 

Enter  Decius. 

SK'et.  Defperateandftrange, 

Pec,  ’Tis  won,  Sir,  and  the  Britains 
All  put  to  th’  fword. 

Sroet.  Give  her  fair  F^iheraiy  _ , 

She  was  truly  noble,  and  a Queen. 

Fet.  — Takeit,^ 

A Love-mange  growijupoame?  what,  alpirit? 

Jltn^  I am"  glad  of  this,  I have  found  ye. 

1 

Fetil.  In  my  belly. 

Oh  how  it  tumbles  ? 

Jmt.  Ye  good  gods,  I thank  ye.  Exeunt. 

AHus  Qjiintus, 

Sidcud  Vrima. 

Enter  Caratach  a rock^  and  Hen^o  by  him J /leeping. 

Car.  Thus  we  afllifted  climb  for  lafeties, 

And  to  avoid  our  dangers,  feek  deffrudions  ^ 

Thus  we  awake  toforrows.  Othou  Woman^, 

Thou  agent  for  adveriities,  what  curfes 
This  day  belong  to  thy  improvidence  > 

To  Brit  ante  by  thy  means,  what  fad  millions 
Of  Widows  weeping  eyes?  The  ftrongmans  valour 
Thou  hall  betraid  to  fury  ^ the  childs  fortune 
To  fear  and  want  of  friends:  whofe  pieties 
Might  wipe  his  mournings  o%  and  build  his  forrows 
A houfe  of  reft  by  his  bleft  Anceftors : 

The  Virgins  thou  haft  rob’d  of  all  their  wifhes, 

Blafted  their  blowing  hopes,  turn’d  their  fongs, 

Their  mirthful  marriage-fons  to  funerals. 

The  Land  thou  haft  left  awildernefs  of  wretches. 

The  boy  begins  to  ftir : thy  fafety  made, 

Would  my  foul  were  in  Heaven. 

Id  eng.  0 noble  Uncle, 

Lookout;  Idream’dwe  were  betrai’d. 

A foft  dead  march  itfhhin. 

Car.  No  harm,  boy^ 

’Tis  but  thy  emptinefs  that  breeds  thefe  fancies : 

Thou  (halt  have  meat  anon, 

Pbng.  A little.  Uncle, 

Ana  I lhall  hold  out  bravely.  What  are  thole  ? 
Look^ncle,  look,  thofe  multitudes  that  march  there 
They  come  upon  us  Healing  by. 

Car.  I fee  ’em  ^ 

And  prethee  be  not  fearful. 

Heng.  Now  ye  hate  me. 

Would  I were  dead. 

Car.  Thou  know’ll  I love  thee  dearly. 

Heng.  Did  I e’r  Ihrink  yet.  Uncle?  were  I amannowi 
I Ihould  be  angry  with  ye. 

■Enter  Drufus,  Regulus,  and  Soldiers,  n>ith  Penyus’s 
Herle,  Prums  and  Colours. 

Car.  My  fweet  chicken. 

See,  they  have  reach’d  us,  andasitfeems  they  bear 
Some  foldiers  body,  by  their  folemn  geftures, 

And  fad  Iblemnities  -,  it  well  appears  too 
To  be  of  eminence.  Molt  worthy  Soldiers, 

Let  me  intreat  your  knowledge  to  inform  me 
What  noble  Body  that  is  which  you  bear 
With  fuch  a fad  and  ceremonious  grief. 

As  if  ye  meant  to  wooethe  World  and  Nature 
To  be  in  love  with  death  > Moft  honorable 
Excellent  Romans.,  by  your  antient  valours. 

As  ye  love  Fame,  refolve  me. 

Sold.  ’Tis  the  Body 
Of  the  great  Captain  Benyns.,  by  himfelf 
Made  cold  and  fpiritlefs. 

Car.  Oftay,  y^Romans., 

By  the  Religion  which  you  owe  thofe  gods 
That  lead  ye  onto  Vidlories,  by  thole  glories 
Which  made  even  pride  a virtue  in  ye. 

Pru.  Stay: 

What’s  thy  Will,  Caratach 
Car.  Set  down  the  body^ 

The  body  of  the  nobleft  of  all  Romans., 

ft  , Ai. 
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As  yc  e\‘pc:t  an  oircring  at  your  Graves 

With  fuch  a fiery  fpirit ^ the  plain  bots*, 

From  Yoor  I'ricuds  Ibrrows,  let  it  down  awhile. 

A— upon  the  bots,  the  love-bots : hang  me. 

That  with  your  griefs  an  enemy  may  mingle  ^ 

Hang  me  even  out  6’th’  way,  diredly  hang  me. 

A noble  enemy  that  loves  a Soldier 

Oh  penny  pipers,  and  moft  painful  penners 

And  lend  a tear  to  virtue,  even  your  Toes, 

Of  bountiful  new  Ballads,  what  a fubjeeft. 

Your  wild  foes,  as  you  call’d  us,  are  yet  Itor’d 

What  a fweetfubjedt  for  your  filver  founds, 

With  fair  afledtions,  our  hearts  trelh,  our  fpirits, 

Is  crept  upon  yc .?  , ' 

Though  Ibmetime  flabborn,  yet  when  virtue  dies, 

Soft  and  relenting  as  a Virgins  prayers, 

Enter  Junius* 

Oh  let  it  down. 

pr«.  Set  down  the  bodv,  foidiers. 

Jun.  Here  he  is  ^ have  at  him.  Sings.  ■ 

Cur.  Then  harowed  relique,  thou  rich  Diamond 

She  fst  the  fmrd  unto  her  Breafi. 

Cut  with  thine  ownduft:,  thou  for  whole  wide  fame 

great  pity  it  was  to  fee., 

The  world  appears  too  narrow,  mans  all  thoughts, 

lh.1t  three  drops  of  her  Life-tvarm  bloud., 

Had  they  all  tongues,  too  filent:,  thus  I bovv 

run  trickjing  dorvn  her  k^ee. 

To  thy  molt  honour’d  afnes;  though  an  enemy, 

Art  thou  there,  bonny  boy?  andi’faith  how  doft  thou? 

Vet  friend  to  all  thy  worths : deep  peaceably  •, 

Fetii.  Well,  gramercie,how  doft  thou.?  h’as  found  me, 

Happinefs  crown  thy  foul,  and  in  thy  earth 

Sented  me  out : the  lhame  the  devil  ow’d  me. 

Some  Lawrel  lix  his  leat,  there  grow,  andllourifh, 

H’as  kept  his  day  with.  And  what  news,  Junius^ 

And  make  thy  grave  an  everlalbing  triumph. 

Jun.  It  rvas  an  old  tale  ten  thoufand  times  told., 

Farewell  aU  glorious  Wars,  now  thou  art  gone, 

Of  a young  Lady  rp as  turned  into  mold., 

And  honellArms  adieu;  all  noble  battels 

Her  life  it  was  lovely,  her  death ^it  was  bold.  '* 

i\'aintain’d  in  thirlt  of  honour,  not  of  bloud. 

F et.  A cruel  rogue,  now  h’as  drawn,  purfiie  it  on  me. 

Farewell  for  ever. 

He  hunts  me  like  a devil.  No  more  finging  • 

litiig.  Was  this  Komun.)  Unde, 

Thou  haft  got  a cold:  come,  let’s  go  drink  fome  5?ck,boy. 

So  good  a man } 

Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha, 

Car.  Thoa  never  knew’ft  thy  Father. 

Fet.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ? 

Heng.  He  dy’d  before  I was  born. 

What  Mares  neft  haft  thou  found? 

Car.  This  worthy  Homan 

Jun.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Was  fuch  another  piece  of  endlefs  honor. 

I cannot  laugh  alone : Deems.,  Demetrius^ 

Such  a brave  foul  dwelt  in  him:  their  proportions 

r urius,  oh  my  lides,  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

And  faces  were  not  much  unlik,  boy,  excellent  nature. 

The  ftrangeft  jeft. 

See  how  it  works  into  his  eyes,  mine  own  boy. 

Hfiig.  The  multitudes  of  thefe  men,  and  their  fortunes, 

Fetii.  Prethee  no  more. 

Jun.  The  admirableft  fooling. 

■ Could  never  make  me  fear  yet ; one  mans  goodnels 

Pet,  Thou  art  the  prettieft  fellow. 

Car.  0 now  thou  pleafellme;  weep  ftill,  my  child. 

Jun.  Sirs. 

As  if  thou  fawTcrae  dcad:^  with  fuch  a flux  , 

Fet.  Why  Junius-, 

Or  flood  of  Ibrrow  t ftill  thou  pleafcll  me. 

Prethee  away,  fweet  Junius. 

Andw^or-thy  foMiers,  pray  receive  thefe  pledges,  * 

Jun.  L et  me  ling  then. 

Thefe  hatchments  of  our  griefs,  and  grace  us  fo  much 

Fet.  Whoa, here’s  a ftir  now : ling  a long  o’  fix  pence. 

To  place ’em  on  hisHearfe.  Now  if  yepleafe. 

( if  ) prethee  ^ on’t ; Junius. 

Bear  offthc  noble  burden  raife  his  pile 

Jun.  I muft  either  fing^  or  laugh. 

High  as  Olympus.,  make  heaven  to  v/onder 

Fet.  And  what’s  your  realbn  ? 

To  fee  a ftar  upon  earth  out-fliining  theirs. 

Jun.  What’s  that  to  you  ? 

And  ever  loved,  ever  living  be 

Pet.  And  I muft  vvhiftle. 

Tliy  honoured  and  moft  facred  memory. 

Jun.  Do  lb. 

Pw.  Thou  haft  done  honeftly,  good  Carauch^ 

Oh,  I hear  ’em  coming. 

And  when  thoudieft,  a thoufand  virtuous  Homans 

Pet.  1 have  a little  bufinefs. 

Sliali  ling  thy  Ibul  to  heaven.  Now  inarch  on,  Ibid  iers. 

Jun.  Thou  llialt  not  go,  believe  it:  what  a Gentleman 

Exeunt.  A dead  march. 

Or  thy  fweet  converlation  / 

Car.  Now  dry  thine  eyes,  my  boy. 

Fet.  Captain  Junius^ 

Heng.  Arc  they  all  gone.? 

Sweet  Captain, let  me  go  with  all  celerity, 

I could  have  wept  this  hour  yet. 

Things  are  not  always  one:  and  do  not  queftion. 

Car.  Come,  take  cheer. 

Nor  jeer,  nor  gybe:  none  of  your  doleful  Ditties, 

And  raife  thy  fpirit,  child : if  but  this  day 

Nor  your  fweet  converlation,  you  will  find  then 

'Fhoucanft  bear  out  thy  faintnefs,  the  night  coming 

I may  be  anger’d. 

I’ll  faftiion  our  cfcape. 

Jun.  By  no  means,  Fetillius 

Henq^.  Pray  fear  not  me-, 

Anger  a man  that  never  knew  pallion? 
’Tis  moft  impolTible : a noble  Captain, 

Ir.dcbd  I am  very  hearty. 

Car.  Be  lb  ftill 

A wife  and  and  generous  Gentleman  ? 

His  mifehiefskfieB,  that  controulshis  ill.  Exeunt. 

Pet.  Tom  Puppie. 

Leave  this  way  to  abufe  me  ; I have  found  ye, 

Scena  Secunda. 

But  for  your  mothers  fake  1 will  forgive  ye. 
Your  fubtil  underftanding  may  dilcover 

Enter  Pctillius. 

( As  you  think)  Ibme  trim  toy  to  make  you  merry  ^ 
Some  ftraw  to  tickle  ye  *,  but  do  not  trull  to’t 

Fet.  What  do  I ail, i’th’ name  ofheavenididbut  feeher. 
And  Ice  her  die  ; ftieftinks  by  this  time  ftrongly. 

Y’are  a young  man,  and  may  do  well : belbber: 

Carry  your  felf  difcreetly. 

Abominably  ftinks:  fhe  was  a woman, 

A thing  I never  car’d  for  ; but  to  die  fo. 

Enter  Decius,  Demetrius,  Curkis.' 

So  confidently,  bravely,  ftrongly,  Oh  the  dcvil^ 

1 have  the  Ixits,  by — fne  fcorn’d  us  ftrangely, 

Jun,  ,Y  es  for  Iboth. 

All  wc  could  do,  or  durft  do  *,  threatned  us 

Dem.  How  does  the  brave  FetiHiusl 

With  fuch  a noble  anger,  and  ft)  governed 

Jun.  Monftrous  merry ; 

We 

1 ^ 
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We  two  were  talking  what  a kind  of  thing  , 

I was  when  1 was  in  love:,  what  a ftrange monftcr 
For  little  Boys  and  Girls  to  wonJer  at  j 
How  like  a fool  1 lookt. 

Dec.  So  they  do  all. 

Like  great  dull  Havering  fools. 

Jun.  YetiHius  law  too. 

i’et.  No  more  of  this,’tislcnrvie,  peace. 

Tun.  Ilovvnaltily, 

Indeed,  how  bcallly  all  I did  became  me? 

How  1 forgot  to  blow  my  nofe?  there  he  Hands, 

Anhonefi;  and  a wile  man-,  if  himfelf 
(I  dare  avouch  it  boldly,  for  I know  it) 

Should  find  himfelf  in  love — 

Fetill.  I am  angry. 

Surely  his  wife  fclf  would  hang  his  beaHlyfelf, 

His  uiderlianding-felf  lb  mawl  his  afs-fclf — 
pi^^c'’s  bound  to  do  it  ^ for  he  knows  the  follies. 

The  fP^erties,  and  bafenels  that  belongs  to’t, 

Ha’s  re^^*^!  (he  reformations  long. 
jP^  li  ‘ ^ fo. 

HSiIl'*  ' andhemufedo’t: 

TWTP?Tl!^5Sffraeed  any  fuch  coward 

Fetill.  You’ll  leave  prating. 

'jun.  Should  c’are  come  near  the  Regiments,  efpecially 
Thofe  curious  puppies  (for  believe  there  are  liich) 

That  only  love  behaviours ; thofe  are  dog-whelps. 
Dwindle  away,  bccaufe  a Woman  dies  well  j 
Commit  with.pafTionsonly ; fornicate 
With  the  free  fpirit  merely : you,  FetiUius., 

For  you  have  long  obferv’dthe  World. 

Petill.  Doll  thou  hear  ? 

I’ll  beat  thee  damnably  within  thefe  three  hours: 

Go  pray  -,  may  be  I’ll  kill  thee.  Farewel  Jack-daws.  Exit. 
Dec.  VVhat  a ftrange  thing  he’s  grown .? 

Jun.  I am  glad  he  is  fo  ^ 

And  llranger  he  fhall  be  before  I leave  him. 

Cur.  Is’t  polfibleher  mere  death 

Jun.  I obferv’d  him,  , 

And  found  him  taken,  ifJfinitely  taken 
With  her  bravery,  I have  follow’d  him, 
Andfeenhimkifshis  fvvord  lince,  court  his  fcabbard, 

Call  dying,  dainty  deer  her  brave  mind,  Miftrifs  ^ 

Calling  a thoufand  ways,  to  give  thofe  forms. 

That  he  might  lie  with ’em,  and  get  old  Armors : 

He  had  got  me  o’th’hip  once:  it  fhall  go  hard,  friends, 

But  he  fhall  find  his  own  coin. 

Enter  Macer. 

Dec.  How  now  .? 

Is  Judas  yet  come  in  ? Enter  Judas. 

Mac.  Yes,  and  has  loffc 
Mofl  of  his  men  too.  Here  he  is. 

Car.  What  news? 

Jud.  I have  lodg’d  him-,  rouze  him  he  that  dares. 

Dem.  Where,  Judem'i 

Jud.  On  a fteep  rock  i’  th’  woods,  the  boy  too  with  him. 
And  there  hefwears  he  will  keep  his  C/jnybwjj- Gentlemen, 
But  he  will  come  away  with  full  conditions. 

Bravely,  and  like  a Britain  : he  paid  part  of  us. 

Yet  I think  we  fought  bravely:  for  mine  own  part, 

I was  four  feveral  times  at  half  fword  with  him. 

Twice  flood  hispartizan : but  the  plain’ truth  is. 

He’s  a meer  devil,  and  no  man  ^ i’  th’  end’  he  fwing’d  us. 
And  fvving’d  us  foundly  too,  he  fights  by  Witchcraft : 

’Yet  for  all  that  I fee  him  lodg’d. 

Jun.  Take  more  men, 

Andfeout  him  round.  Macer^.,  march  you  along. 

What  vifruals  has  he  ? 

Jud.  Not  a piece  of  Bisket, 

Not  fo  much  as  will  flop  a toothy  norWater^ 

More  than  they  make  themfelves : they  lie 
Jufb  hke  a brace  of  Bear-whelps,  dole,  and  crafty. 

Sucking  their  fingers  for  their  food. 

Dec.  Cut  off  then 

All  hope  of  that  way : take  fuflicicut  forces. 

Jun.  But  ufc  no  foul  play,  on  your  lives:  that  man 
That  docs  him  mifehief  by  deceit.  I’ll  kill  him. 

M tcer.  He  fhall  have  fair  play,  lie  dclcrvcs  it. 

Jud.  Hark  ye. 

What  fhould  Ido  there  then?  you  arc  brave  Captains, 

Moil  vali-ant  men  i go  up  your  felvcs^  ufc  virtue. 

See  what  will  come  on’t:  pray  the  Gentleman 
To  come  down,  and  betaken.  Ye  all  knowNm, 

I think  ye  have  felt  him  too;  there  ye. fhall  find  him. 

His  fword  by  his  fide,  plums  of  a pound  weight  by  him 
Will  make  your  chops  ake:  you’ll  find  it  a more  labour 
To  win  him  living,  than  climbing  of  aCrows-ncfl. 

Dec.  Away,  and  compals  him  ^ we  fnall  come  up 
lam  lure  within  thefe  two  hours.  Watch  him  dole. 

Macer.  He  fliall  flee  thorow  the  air,  if  he  efcape  us. 

A fad  noife  rvithin. 

Jun.  What’s  this  loud  lamentation  ? 

Mac.  I'he  dead  body 

Of  the  great  Penym  is  new  come  to  the  Camp,  Sir. 

Dem.  Dead! 

Macer.  By  himfelf,  they  fay. 

Jun.  1 fear’d  that  fortune. 

Cur.  Peace  guide  him  up  to  heaven. 

Jtin.  Away  good  Macer.  Exeunt  Macer  and  Judas. 

Enter  Swetonius,  Drufus,  Regulus,  Petillius. 

Sivet.  If  thou  be’fl  guilty. 

Some  fullenplague thou hat’H mofl  light  upon  thee: 

The  Regiment  return  on 
He  well  deferves  it. 

Petill.  So. 

Sn>et.  Draw  out  three  Companies^ 

YomsDecius^  Junius.,  and  thou  Petillius., 

And  make  up  inflantly  to  Caratach, 

He’s  in  the  Wood  before  ye we  fhall  follow 
After  due  ceremony  done  to  the  dead,  , 

The  noble  dead : Come:  let’s  go  burn  the  Body. 

Exeunt  all  but  Petillius. 
Petill.  The  Regiment  given  from  me  ^ difgrac’d  openly  j 
In  love  too  with  a trifle  to  abufe  me? 

A merry  world,  a fine  world  : ferv’dfeven years 
To  be  anafs  o’both  fides,  fweet  Sir, 

You  have  brought  your  hogs  to  a fine  market : you  are  wife, 
Y'our  honourable  brain-pan  full  of  crotchets. 

An  underflanding  Gentleman  ^ yourprojedls 
Gall  with  aflurancc  ever  : wouldfl  not  thou  now 
Be  bang’d  about  the  pate,  Petillius 
Anfwer  to  that  fweet  foldier furely,  furely, 

I think  ye  would  -,  pull’d  by  the  nofe,  kick’d^  hang  thee, 
Thou  artthearrant’ftRafcal:  trull  thywifdom 
With  any  thing  of  weight-,  the  wind  with  feathers. 

Out  ye  blind  puppie;,  you  command?  you  govern? 

Dig  for  a groat  a day,  or  lerve  a Swine-herd  j 
T oo  noble  for  thy  nature  too.  I mull  up  -, 

But  what  I fhall  do  there,  let  time  difeover.  Exit 

Scana  Dertia.  , 

Enter  Macer  and  Judas,  rpith  meat  and  a bottle^ 

Mac.  Hang  it  o’  th’  fide  o’  th’  rock,  as  though  the  Britains 
Stole  hither  to  relieve  him  ^ who  firfl  ventures 
To  fetch  it  off,  is  ours.  I cannot  fee  him. 

Jud.  He  lies  clofe  in  a hole  above,  I know  it. 

Gnawing  upon  his  anger:  ha?  no, ’tis  not  he, 

Macer.  ’Tis  but  the  fliaking  of  the  boughs, 

Jud. Shake ’em, 

1 am  fure  they  fhake  me  foundly.  There,- 
Macer.  ’Tis  nothing. 

F 2 ‘ J»d. 
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Jnd.  Make  no  nolle  if  he  flir,  a deadly  tempeft 
Ol  huge  Itones  fall  upon  iis : ’tis  done : away  clofe.  'Exit. 

Et:t.=r  Caratach. 

I 

, Cjr.  Sleep  ft  ill,  ficcp  fwectly  cliHd, ’tis  all  thou  feedft  on. 

. N'o  gentle  near  no  valiant  charity 
To  bring  thee  food  .«■  poorknave,thon  art  lick  extreme  fick, 
Alinoft  grown  wild  for  meat  ^ and  yet  thygoodnefs 
\\  ill  not  confefs,  nor  Ihcw  it.  All  the  woods 
Arc  double  lin’d  with  foldicrs  noway  left  us 
Tomake  anoblcfcapc ; Til  lit  down  by  thee, 

And  when  thou  wali’fr,  cither  get  meat  to  lave  thee, 

Or  lofemy  lik:  i’tli’  jjurchafe,  Good  gods  comfort  thee. 

Efttfr  Junius,  Decius,  PctilUus,  Guide. 

Guide.  Ye  are  not  far  off  now,  Sir. 

Jitn.  Draw  the  Companies 

Theclofcfcway  thorow  the  woods  we’ll  keep  on  this  way. 

Guide.  I will  Sir:  half  a furlong  more  you’ll  come 
W'ithin  the  light  o’th’  Rock-,  keep  on  the  left  fide, 

You’ll  be  difeover’d  elle : I’ll  lodge  your  Companies 
In  the  wild  V'ines  beyond  ye. 

T>ec.  Do  ye  mark  him.'? 

Jun.  Y cs,  and  am  lorry  for  him. 

Vet  ill.  Junius.^ 

Pray  let  me  fpeak  two  words  with  you. 

Jun.  Walk  afore, 

I’ll  overtake  ye  Ifraight. 

T>ec.  1 will.  Exit. 

]un.  Now,  Captain. 

Vetill.  You  have  oft  told  me,  you  have  lov’d  Junius. 
Jun.  Moft  fure  I told  you  truth  then. 

Fetill.  And  that  love 
Should  not  deny  me  any  honeft:  thing. 

Jun.  It  Ihallnot. 

Fetill.  Dare  ye  fvvear  it.? 

I have  forgot  all  pafiages  between  us 
Tlwt  have  been  ill,  forgiven  too,  forgot  you. 

Jun.  W’hat  would  this  man  have.?  By Ido,  Sir, 

So  it  be  fit  to  grant  ye. 

Petell.  ’Tis  moft:  honeft. 

Jun.  Why,  then  I’ll  do  it. 

Fetill.  Kill  me. 

Jun.  How .? 

Fetill.  Pray  kill  me. 

Jun.  Kill  ye.? 

Fet.  I,  kill  me  quickly,  fuddcnly, 

N'ow  kill  me. 

Jun.  On  what  reafon.?  ye  amaze  me. 

Fet.  If  ye  do  love  me,  kill  me,  ask  me  not  why: 

I would  be  killed,  and  by  you. 

Jun.  Mercy  on  me. 

What  ails  this  man.?  Fetillius. 

Fetill.  Pray  ye  difpatch  me, 

' Ycarenotfafewhilftl  live:  I am  dangerous, 

Troubled  cxtrcamly,  eventomifehief,  Junius.^ 

An  enemy  to  all  good  men:  fear  not,  ’tisjuftice  j 
, 1 Ihall  kill  you  clfc. 

^ Tell  me  but  the  caufe. 

And  I will  doit. 

Fetill.  I am  dilgrac’d,  my  fervicc 
Slighted,  and  unrewarded  by  the  General, 

My  hopes  left  wild  and  naked;,  befidesthefe, 

I am  grown  ridiculous,  anafs,  a folly 
I dare  not  trufl:  my  felf  with : prethee  kill  me. 

Jun.  All  thefc  may  be  redeem’d  as  ealily 
As  you  would  heal  your  finger. 

Fetill.  Nay — • 

Jun.  Stay,  I’ll  do  it, 

You  Ihall  not  need  your  anger:  But  firft, 

Yon  Ihall  unarm  your  lelf^  I dare  not  trull 
A man  Ib  bent  to  mifcliief. 


Fetill.  There’s  my  fword  ^ 

And  do  it  handfomely. 

Jun.  Yes,  I will  kill  ye, 

Believe  that  certain  : but  firft;  I’ll  lay  beTore  ye 
The  moil  extreme  fool  ye  have  plaid  in  this. 

The  honor  purpos’d  for  ye,  the  great  honor 
The  General  intended  ye, 

Fetill.  How? 

Jun.  And  then  I’ll  kill  ye, 

Bccaufe  ye  Ihall  die  milerable,  -Know  Sir, 

The  Regiment  was  given  me,  but  till  time 
Call’d  ye  to  do  Ibme  worthy  deed,  might  flop 
The  peoples  ill  thoughts  ot  ye,  for  Lord  Fenyus, 

I mean  his  death.  How  foon  this  time’s  come  to  ye, 

■And  hailed  by  Srpetonius}  Go,  lays  he, 

Junius -and.  Vecius^  and  go  thou  Fetillius-, 

Diftinftly,  thou  Fetillius,  and  draw  up. 

To  takeftout  Caratach-,  there’s  the  deed  purpos’d, ^ 

A deed  to  take  off  all  faults,  of  all  natures : ’ 

And  thou  Fetillius  -,  Mark  it , there’s  the  honor^ 

And  that  done,  all  made  even. 

Fetill.  Stay. 

Jun.  No,  I’ll  kill  ye. 

He  knew  thee  abfolute,  and  full  in  foldier. 

Daring  beyond  all  dangers,  found  thee  out 
According  to  theboldnefs  of  thy  Ipirit, 

ASubjed,  fucha  Subjed. 

Fetill.  Harke  ye  Junius, 

I will  live  now. 

Jun.  By  no  means.  Wooed  thy  worth. 

Held  thee  by  the  chin  up,  as  thou  funk’ll,  and  Ihew’d  thee 
How  Honor  held  her  arms  out : Come,  make  ready. 

Since  ye  will  die  an  als. 

Fetill.  Thou  wilt  not  kill  me  ? 

Jun.  By — but  I will.  Sir:  I’ll  have  no  man  dangerous 
Live  to  deftroy  me  afterward.  Befides,  you  have  gotten 
Honor  enough,  let  young  men  rife  now.  Nay, 

I do  perceive  too  by  the  General,  (w'hich  is 
One  main  caufe  ye  Ihall  die  ) how  e’r  he  carry  it. 

Such  a llrong  doting  on  ye,  that  I fear. 

You  Iliall  command  in  chief:  how  are  we  paid  then? 
Come,  if  you  will  pray,  dilpatch  it. 

Fetill.  Is  there  no  way  ? 

Jun.  Not  any  way  to  live. 

Fetill.  I will  do  any  thing. 

Redeem  my  felf  at  any  price  : good  JuniuSj 
Let  me  but  die  upon  the  Rock,  but  offer 
My  li.ft  up  like  a Soldier. 

Jun.  You  will  leek  then 
T o out-doe  every  man. 

Fetill.  Believe  it  Junius, 

You  Iliall  goe  ftrokeby  ftrokewith  me. 

Jun.  You’ll  leave  off  too. 

As  you  are  noble,  and  a foldier. 

For  everthefe  mad  fancies. 

Fetill.  Dare  ye  trull  me? 

By  all  that’s  good  and  honeft. 

Jun,  There’s  your  fword  then. 

And  now  come  on  a new  man:  Virtue  guide  thee.  Exeunt. 

t 

Caratach,  and  Mengo  ontheKocI^. 

Car.  Courage  my  Boy,  I have  found  meat:  look  Hengo, 
Look  where  fome  blellcd  Britain,  to  prelerve  thee. 

Has  hung  a little  food  and  drink:  cheer  up  Boy, 

Do  notforfake  me  now. 

Hengo.  Oh  Uncle.  Uncle, 

I feel  I cannot  flay  long : yet  I’ll  fetch  it, 

To  keepyour  noble  life  : Uncle,  lam  heart-whole, 

And  would  live. 

Car.  Thoufhalt,  longl  hope. 

Hen.  But  my  head.  Unde  : 

Me  thinks  the  Rock  goes  round. 


Enter 
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Enter  Maccr  Judas, 

Mj.  Mark  ’tm  well,  Jttdas. 

Jud.  Peace,  as  you  love  your  life. 
tlen.  Do  not  you  hear 
The  nolle  of  Bcls-^* 

Car.  Of  Pels  Boy?  ’tis  thy  fancie, 

Alas,  thy  bodies  hill  of  wind. 

Hen.  Methinks,  Sir, 

^ They  ring  a frraiige  fad  knell,  a preparation 
To  fome  near  funeral  of  State:  nay,  weep  not. 

Mine  own  fweet  Uncle,  you  will  kill  me  looiier. 

Car.  Oh  my  poor  chicken. 

Hen.  Fie,  faint-hearted  Uncle : 

Come,  tie  me  in  your  Belt,  and  let  me  down. 

Car.  ril  go  my  felf  Boy. 

Hengo.  No,  as  ye  love  me.  Uncle  •, 

I will  not  eat  it,  if  I do  not  fetch  it  ^ 

The  danger  only  I defire  : pray  tie  me. 

Car.  I will,  and  all  my  care  hang  o’r  thee  : come  child, 

. My  valiant  child, 

Hen.  Let  me  down  apace  , Uncle, 

And  ye  lhall  fee  how  like  a Daw  Til  whip  it 
From  all  their  policies : for  ’tis  moll  certain 
A train:  and  ye  mull  hold  me  furetoo. 

You’ll  fpoil  allelfe.  When  I have  brought  it  Uncle, 

We’ll  be  as  merry 

Car.  Goi’th’nameof  heaven,  Boy. 

Hen.  Quick,  quick.  Uncle,  I have  it.  Oh. 

Judas  Jhoots  Hengo. 

Car.  What  all’ll  thou? 

Hen.  O my  bell  Uncle,  I am  (lain. 

Car.  I fee  ye,  and  heaven  direft  my  hand:  deftnuftion 
Caratach  Iqlls  Judas  mth  ajione  from  the  rocl{. 

Go  with  thy  coward  Ibul.  How  doll  thou  Boy  ? 

Ob  villain,  pocky  villain. 

Hen.  Oh  Uncle,  Uncle, 

Oil  how  it  pricks  me:  ami  preferv’dfor  this? 

Extremely  pricks  me.. 

Car.  Coward,  rafeal  Coward, 

Dogs  eat  thy  fiefli. 

Hen.  Oh  I bleed  hard : I faint  too,  out  upon’t, 

How  fick  I am  ? the  lean  Rogue,  Uncle. 

Car.  Look  Boy, 

I have  laid  him  fiire  enough. 

Hen.  Have  ye  knockt  his  brains  out  ? 

Car.  I warrant  thee  for  llirringmore:  cheer  up,  child. 
Hen.  Hold  my  fides  hard,  Hop,  Hop,  oh  wretched  fortune, 
Mull  we  part  thus?  Still  I growficker.  Uncle. 

Car.  Heaven  look  upon  this  noble  child. 

Hen.  1 once  hop’d 

Hhouldhave  liv’d  to  have  met  thefe  bloody  Romans 
At  my  fwords  point,  to  have  reveng’d  my  Father, 

To  have  beaten  ’em : oh  hold  me  hard.  But  Uncle — 

Car.  Thou  llialt  live  Hill  I hope  Boy.  Shall  I draw  it  ? 
Hen.  Ye  draw  away  my  Ibul  then,  I would  live 
A little  longer  -,  fpare  me  heavens,  but  only 
To  thank  you  for  your  tender  love.  Good  Uncle, 

Good  noble  Uncle  weep  not. 

Car.  Oh  my  chicken, 

My  dear  Boy,  what  lhall  I lole  ? 

Hen.  Why,  a child. 

That  mull  have  died  however : had  this  Icap’d  me, 

Feaver  or  famine — I was  born  to  die.  Sir. 

Car,  But  thus  unblown,  my  boy  ? 

Hen.  I gotheftraighter 

My  journey  to  the  gods ; Sure  I lhall  know  ye 
When  ye  come.  Uncle. 

Car.  Yes,  Boy 
Hen.  And  1 hope 

We  lhall  enjoy  together  that  great  blelfednels 
Yon  told  me  of. 

Car.  Molt  certain,  child. 


Hen.  I grow  cold, 

Mine  eyes  arc  going. 

Car.  Lift  ’em  up. 

Hen.  Pray  forme  ^ 

And  noble  Uncle,  when  my  bones  are  alhes. 

Think  of  your  little  Nephew.  Mercy. 

Car.  Mercy. 

You  blellcd  Angels  take  him. 

Hen.  Kils  me:  fo. 

Farcwel,  farewel.  Vies. 

Car.  Farewel  the  hopes  of  Britain., 

Thou  Royal  graft,  Farewel  for  ever.  Time  and  Death, 

Ye  have  done  your  vvorft.  Fortune  now  lee,  now  proudly 
Pluck  off  thy  vail,  and  view  thy  triumph : Look 
Look  what  thou  haft  brought  this  Land  to.  Oh  fair  flower, 
How  lovely  yet  thy  mines  Ihow,  how  fweetly 
Even  death  embraces  thee ! The  peace  of  heaven. 

The  fcllowlhip  of  all  great  fouls  be  with  thee. 

Enter  Petillius  and  Junius  on  the  rock. 

Hah  ? dare  ye  Romans  ? ye  lliall  win  me  bravely. 

Thou  art  mine.  Fight  • 

Jim.  Not  yet.  Sir, 

Car.  Breath  ye,  'poor  Romans, 

And  come  up  all,  with  all  your  antient  valors, 

L ike  a rough  wind  I’ll  lliake  your  fouls,  and  fend  ’em— 

Enter  Swetonius,  and  all  the  Roman  Captains. 

Swet.  Yield  thee  bold  Caratach-,  by  all 

As  I am  Soldier,  asj  enviethee. 

I’ll  ufe  thee  like  thy  felf,  the  valiant 
Tet.  Brave  foldier  yield  •,  thou  ftock  of  Arms  and  Honor, 
Thou  filler  of  the  World  with  Fame  and  Glory. 

Jm.  Moll  worthy  man,  we’ll  wooe  thee,  bethyprilbners. 
Smt.  Excellent  Britain,  do  me  but  that  Honor, 

That  more  tome  than  Conquefts,  that  true  happinefs, 

To  be  my  friend. 

Car.  Oh  Romans,  fee  what  here  is : 

Had  this  Boy  liv’d — > 

Steet.  For  Fames  fake,  for  thy  Swords  lake. 

As  thou  defirell  to  build  thy  virtues  greater : 

By  all  that’s  excellent  in  man,  and  honell — 

Car.  I do  believe : Ye  have  had  me  a brave  foe  j 
Make  me  a noble  friend,  and  from  your  goodnefs, 

Give  this  Boy  honourab'e  earth  to  lie  in. 

Swet.  He  lhall  have  fitting  Funeral. 

Car.  I yield  then. 

Not  to  your  blows,  but  your  brave  courtefies. 

Petill.  Thus  we  conduct  then  to  the  arms  of  Peace 
The  wonder  of  the  World. 

Swet.  Thus  I embrace  thee,  _ flourijh. 

And  let  it  be  no  flattery  that  I tell  thee. 

Thou  art  the  only  Soldier. 

Car.  How  to  thank  ye, 

I mull  hereafter  find  upon  your  ufage. 

I am  for  Rome. 

Swet.  Ye  mull. 

Car.  Then  Rome  lhall  know 
The  man  that  makes  her  fprfng  of  glory  grow.^ 

Swet.  Fetillius,  you  have  Ihown  much  worth  this  day, 
redeem’d  much  error. 

Ye  have  my  love  again,  preferve  it,  Jmm, 

With  you  I make  him  equal  in  the  Regiment. 

Jun.  The  elder  and  the  nobler:  I’ll  give  place.  Sir, 
Swet.  Ye  fliew  a friends  foul. 

March  on,  and  through  the  Camp  in  every  tongue. 

The  Virtues  of  great  Caratach  be  fung. 

Exeunt’ 
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To  the  Readers  of  this  CO  MET)  Y. 

C'^Enthmai^  the  World  is  fonice  in  thefe  our  times,  that  for  Apparel,  there  is  no  fafhion, 
yForMufick,  which  is  a rare  Art,  (though  now  (lighted)  No  Inftrument  ^ For  Diet, 
none  but  the  French  Kickfliocs  that  are  delicate j and  for  Plaies,  no  invention  but  that  which 
now  runneth  an  invcfiive  way,  touching  fome  particular  perfons,  orelfeit  is  contemned  be- 
fore it  is  throughly  underfiood.  This  is  all  that  I have  to  fay,  That  the  Author  had  no  in- 
tent to  wrong  any  one  in  this  Comedy^  but  as  a merry  pafTage,  here  and  therg  interlaced  it 
with  delight,  which  he  hopes  will  pleafcall,  and  be  hurtful  to  none. 


The  P K O L O,  O LI  E. 

“T  Here  the  Bee  canfnch^7io  Honey  j jlje  lea^jes  her  fling  behind'-)  andwherethe 
* Bear  cannot  -find  Origanum  to  heal  his  griefl  he  blafleth  all  other  halves 
Tvith  his  breath,  lie  fear  it  is  lihg  to  fare  fo  with  us  '■)  that  feeing  you  cannot 
draw  from  our  labours  fweet  content^  you  lea^e  behmd you  a flower  mifl-lihg., 
and  with  open  reproach  blame  our  good  meaning.)  becaufle  you  camtot  reap  the  wotited  mirth. 
Our  intetit  was  at  this  time  to  mo^e  mward  delight  .^not  outward  lightnefls  '.)  and  to  breed  f if 
it  might  be  ) floft  flmilwg)  not  loud  laughing : knowing  it  ( to  the  wife  ) to  be  a great  pleaflurCy 
to  hear  Cou7?flel  mixed  with  Wit j as  to  the  foolifh  to  have  flport  mingled  with  rudenefls.  They 
were  banifljed  the  Theater  of  Athens,  and  from  Rome  hijfed^  that  brought  Parajites  on  tbe  Stage 
with  apiflj  aSliofiSj  or  Fools  with  uncivil  habits.,  or  Courtesans  with  immodefl  words.  We  have 
endeavoured  to  be  as  far  from  ufijeefnly  flpeecheS)  to  makg your  ears  glow.,  as  we  hope  you  will  be 
free  from  unkind  reports,  or  7niflaking  the  Authors  intention  f who  never  awted  at  any  one  par-^ 
ticular  in  this  Play, ) to  inahg  our  chechy  bluflh.  And  thus  I leave  it,  and  thee  to  thine  own 
cenflure,  to  likg,  or  diflikg.  Vale. 

The  JBors  fhfames. 


The  Prolo^e. 

T hen  a Citizen. 

The  Citizens  wife,  and  Ralph  her  man,  fitting  below 
amidft  the  Spectators. 

A rich  Merchant.  , 

Jafper\{]s  Apprentice, 

Mafter  Humphrey,  a friend  to  the  Merchant. 

Luce,  the  Merchants  Daughter. 

MiftrcTs  Merry-thought,  Jaflpers  Mother. 

Michael,  a lecond  Son  of  Miftrils  Merry- 
thought. 


Old  ^l.Merry-thought. 

A Squire. 

A Dwarfe. 

A Tapfter. 

A Boy  that  Danceth  and  Singeth. 
An  Hoft. 

A Barber.  ' ' 

Two  Knights. 

A Captain, 

A Sergeant. 

Soldiers. 


Enter  Prologue. 

Rrom  all  that’s  near  the  Court,  from 
all  thal’s  great  ^ ^ ^ 


Within  the  compafs  of  the  City-walls 
W'e  now  have  brought  our  Scene. 

Enter  Citizen. 


^ cit.  Hold  your  peace  good-man  boy. 

Pro.^  What  do  you  mean  Sir  ? 


Cit.  That  you  have  no  good  meaning;  Thefe  feven 
years  there  hath  been  Plays  at  thisHoufe,  I have  obferved 
it,  you  have  Hill  girds  at  Citizens-,  and  now  you  call  your 
Play  The  London  Merchant.  Down  with  your  Title,  Boy, 
down  with  your  Title. 

Pri?.  Are  you  a member  of  the  noble  City  ? 

Cit.  I am. 

Pro.  And  a Free-man? 

Cit.  Yea,  and  a Grocer. 

Pro. 'So  Grocer,  then  by  your  fweat  favour,  we  intend 
no  abufeto  the  Qty.  , . — - - . 


Cit. 
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Cit.  No  fir. 

Yes  fir. 

If  you  were  not  refblv’d  to  play  thejacks. 

What  need  you  ftiidy  for  new  fubjeds, 

Pnrpofelytoabufc yotir  betters?  ^ 

W hy  could  not  you  be  contented. 

As  well  as  others. 

With  the  Legend  of  WhittwQton-, 

Or  the  lifeand death  of  SiLthomas  Grrjham  ? 

With  the  building  of  the/?o^^/  Exchange  > 

Or  the  ftorie  of  C^fecn  Elenor^ 

W’ith  the  rearing  of  London  bridge  upon  \V oolllacks  ? 

Tra.  Youfeemtobe  anunderflanding  man: 

What  wouldyou  have  us  do  fir  > 

Cit.  Why  ? 

Prefent  fomething  notably 

In  honor  of  the  Commons  of  the  City, 

fro.  Why, 

What  do  you  lay,  to  the  life  and  death  of  fat  Vrake.^ 

Or  the  repairing  of  Fleet  Privies  ? 

Cit.  I do’  not  like  that. 

Bat  1 will  have  a Citizen, 

And  he  Ih^l  be  of  my  own  Trade. 

fro.  Oh, 

You  Ihould  have  told  us  your  mind 
A month  lince. 

Our  Play  is  ready  to  begin  now. 

Ctt.  ’Tisall  one  for  that, 

1 will  have  a Grocer , 

And  he  lhall  do  admirable  things. 

fra.  What  will  you  have  him  do? 

Cif.  Marry  I will  have  hini'— 

fFifey  Husband,  Husband. 

Wifehelorvt  Kalph  helotp . 

fialfh.  Peace,  MiHrifs. 

Wife.  Hold  thy  peace  Ralphs 
I know  what  I do, 

1 warrant  ye. 

Husband,  Husband. 

Cit.  What  fay’ft  thou  Conic? 

Wife.  Let  him  kill  a Lion  withaPeftle  Husband, 

Let  him  kill  a Lion  with  a Peftle. 

Cit.  So  he  lhall, 

FU  have  him  kill  a Lion  with  a peftle. 

Wife.  Husband, 

Shall  I come  up  Husband? 

Cit.  I Cony. 

falpb,  help  your  Miftrifs  this  way: 

Pray  Gentlemen  make  her  a little  room, 

1 pray  you  fir  . 

Lend  me  your  hand  to  help  up  my  Wife : 

I thank  you  fir. 

So. 

p Wife.  By  your  leave  Gentlemen  all, 

■Fm  Ibmething  troublelbme, 

Pin  3.  ftiQiigcr  hcrc^  r r 

I was  ne’r  atone  ofthelePIay,  as  they  lay>  before  j 
But  I Ihould  have  leen  Jane  Shore  oncQf 
And  my  Husband  , . . , 

Hathpromiledmeany  time  this  Twelvemonth, 

To  Carrie  me  to  the  Bold  Beanchamr, 


Butin  truth  he  did  not^ 

I pray  you  bear  with  me. 

Cit.  Boy, 

Let  my  Wife  and  1 have  a couple  of  ftools, 

And  then  begin. 

And  let  the  Grocer  do  rare  things. 
fro.  But  fir, 

W'e  have  never  a Boy  to  play  him. 

Every  one  hath  a part  already. 

Wife.  Husband,  Husband, 

For  gods  lake  let  Ralph  play  him, 

Belhrew  me  if  I do  not  think 
He  will  go  beyond  them  all. 

Cit.  Well  remembred  wife. 

Come  up  Ralphs 
I’ll  tell  you  Gentlemen, 

Let  them  but  lend  him  a fuit  of  reparrel, 
and  necellaries, 

And  by  gad. 

If  anyofthemaliblovv.windinthetail  onhira, 

I’ll  be  hang’d. 

Wife.  I pray  you  youth. 

Let  him  have  a fuit  of  reparrel. 

I’ll  be  lworn  Gentlemen, 

My  Husband  tells  you  true. 

He  will  you  lometimes  at  our  houfe. 

That  all  the  neighbors  cry  out  on  him.: 

He  will  fetch  you  up  a couraging  part  fo  in  the  Garret, 
That  we  are  all  as  fear’d  I warrant  you, 

That  we  quake  again : 

We’ll  fear  our  children  with  him. 

If  they  be  never  fo  unruly. 

Do  but  cry, 

Ralph  comes.,  Ralph  comes  tO  them. 

Ana  they’ll  be  as  quiet  as  Lambs. 

Hold  up  thy  head  Ralph, 

Shew  the  Gentlemen  what  thou  canft  do,  ^ 

Speak  a huffing  part, 

I warrant  you  the  Gentlemen  will  accept  of  it. 

Cit.  Do  Ralph,  do. 

Ralph.  By  heaven 
(Methinks)  itwereaneafie  leap 
To  pluck  bright  honor  from  the  pale-fac’d  Moofl, 

Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  Sea, 

Where  never  fathome  linetoucht  any  ground, 

And  pluck  up  drowned  honor 
From  the  lake  of  Hell. 

Cit.  How  fay  you  Gentlemen, 

Is  it  not  as  1 told  you? 

Wife.  Nay  Gentlemen, 

He  hath  plaid  before,my  husband  fays, 

Before  the  Wardens  of  our  company. 

Cit.  I,  and  he  fhould  have  plaid  Jeronimo 
W ith  a flioo-maker  for  a wager. 

fro.  He  lhall  have  a fuit  of  apparel, 
if  he  will  go  in. 

Cit.  In  Ralph,  in  R^ph, 

And  fet  out  the  Grocers  in  their  kind. 

If  thou  lov’ftme. 

Wife.  I warrant  our  Ralph  will  look  finely. 

When  he’s  dreft. 

Fro.  But  what  wiH  you  have  it  call’d? 

Cit.  Lhe  Grocers  Honor. 

Fro.  Methinks, 
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-i! 

Me  thinks7/>f  Knigbt  of  tbf  i«vr;»//^Feyi/ewcre  better. 

info,  ril  be  fworn  Husband. 

That's  as  good  a name  as  can  be. 

C.-r,  Let  itbcfo,  begin,  begin-. 

My  Wife  and  1 will  lit  down. 

frj.  1 pray  you  do. 

C/f.  What  ftatcly  Mufick  have  you? 

You  have  Shawnes. 

Frj.  Shawns  ? no. 

Cit.  No? 

I’m  a thief  if  my  mind  did  not  give  me  lb. 

Kjhh  plaies  a irately  part, 

And  he  mull  needs  have  Shawns ; 

. I’ll  be  at  the  charge  of  them  my  felf, 

Rather  than  wc’llbc  without  them. 

Pro.  So  you  are  like  to  be. 

Cit.  \\  hy  and  fo  I will  be, 

There’s  two  fnillings, 

Let’s  have  the  Waits  of  South  tv 

They  are  as  rare  fellows  as  any  are  in  England 

And  that  will  fetch  them  all  o’r  the  water,  with  a vengeance. 

As  if  they  were  mad. 

Pro.  YouHiall  have  them: 

Will  you  fit  down  then? 

Cit.  I,  come  Wife. 

IFtfc.  Sit  you  merry  all  Gentlemen, 

I’m  bold  to  lit  amongft  you  for  my  eafe. 

Pro.  From  all  that’s  near  the  Court, 

From  all  that’s  great 

Within  the  compafs  of  the  City  walls, 

We  now  have  brought  our  Scaene : 

Flie  far  from  hence 

All  private  taxes,  immodell  jdarafes. 

What  e’r  may  but  Ihew  like  vicious : 

For  wicked  mirth  never  true  pleafure  brings. 

But  honefl:  minds  are  pleas’d  with  honeft  things. 

Thus  much  lor  that  we  do  : 

But  for  Ralphs  part 

You  mult  anfwer  for  your  felf. 

Cit.  Take  you  no  care  for  Ralphs 
He’ll  difeharge  himlelf  I warraiit  you. 

mfe.  I’faith  Gentlemen, 

I’ll  give  my  my  word  for  Ralph. 


JBus  Trimus. 

Sc<xna  Prima, 

Enter  Merchant  and  Jafper  his  Man. 

Merch.  Sirrah,  I’ll  make  you  know  you  are  my  Prentice, 
And  whom  my  charitable  love  redeem’d  , 

Even  from  the  fall  of  fortune^  gave  thee  heat  ! 

And  growth,  to  be  what  now  thou  art,  new  cafl:  thee. 
Adding  the  truft  of  all  I have  at  home. 

In  forreign  Staples,  or  uppn  the  Sea 
To  thy  direction,  ti’de  the  good  opinions 
Both  of  felf  and  friends  to  thy  endeavors. 

So  fair  were  thy  beginnings : but  with  thele 
As  I remember  you  had  never  charge. 

To  love  your  Mahers  Daughter,  and  even  then, 

When  I had  found  a wealthy  Husband  for  her, 

1 take  it.  Sir,  you  had  not ; but  however. 

I’ll  break  the  neck  of  that  CommilTion, 

^And  make  you  know  you  are  but  a Merchants  Faftor. 

Jafp.  Sir, 

I do  liberally  confefs  I am  yours. 

Bound  both  by  love  and  duty  to  your  fervice  y 
In  which  my  labor  hath  been  all  my  profit  y 
I have  not  loh  in  bargain,  nor  delighted 
To  wear  your  honeft  gains  upon  ray  back. 

Nor  have  I given  a penfion  to  ray  bloud. 

Or  lavilhly  in  play  confum’d  your  ftock. 

Thefe,  and  the  miferics  that  do  attend  them, 

I dare  with  innocence,  proclaim  are  ftrangers 
To  all  my  temperate  adions ; for  your  Daughter, 

If  there  be  any  love  to  my  defervings, 

Born  by  her  virtuous  felf,  I cannot  ftop  it : 

Nor  am  I able  to  refrain  her  wilhes.  ’ 

She’s  private  to  her  felf,  and  beft  of  knowledge. 

Whom  {he’ll  make  fo  happy  as  to  figh  for 
Befides,  I cannot  think  you  mean  to  match  her. 

Unto  a fellow  of  fo  lame  a prefence, 

One  that  hath  little  left  of  Nature  in  him. 

Mer.  ’Tis  very  well.  Sir,  I can  tell  your  wifdora 
How  all  this  {hall  be  cur’d. 

Jafp.  Your  care  becomes  you. 

Merc,  And  thus  it  {hall  be.  Sir,  I here  dilcharge  you. 

My  houfe,  and  fervice,  take  your  liberty. 

And  when  I want  a Son  I’ll  fend  for  you. 

Exit. 

Jafp.  Thefe  be  the  fair  rewards  of  them  that  love. 

Oh  you  that  live  in  freedom  never  prove 
The  travel  of  a mind  led  by  defire. 

Enter  Luce. 


Luce.  Why  how  now  friend,  ftruckwithmy  Fathers  thun- 


Jafp.  Struck,  and  ftruck  dead,  unlefs  the  remedy 
Be  full  of  fpeed  and  virtue  i I am  now. 

What  lexpeded  long,  no  more  your  father’s. 


(der/* 


Luce.  But  mine. 

Jafp.  But  yours,  and  only  yours  I am, 


That’s 
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That’s  all  I have  to  keej^  me  from  the  ftatiite : 

You  dare  be  conllant  ftill  ? 

Ltfcf.  O fear  me  not. 

In  this  1 dare  be  better  than  a woman. 

Nor  lhall  his  anger,  nor  his  oftersmove  me, 

Were  they  both  equal  to  a Princes  power. 

JjJp.  You  know  my  Rival? 

Luce.  Yes,  and  love  him  dearly. 

Even  as  I love  an  ague,  or  foul  weather, 

I prctheeJ^j//>fr  fear  him  not. 

Jjfp.  Oh  no, 

I do  not  mean  to  do  him  fo  much  kind nefs. 

But  to  our  own  dellres  you  know  the  plot 
W e both  agreed  on. 

Lire.  Yes,  and  will  perform 
My  partexaiTly. 

JjJp.  I deiire  no  more, 

Farewel,  and  keep  my  heart,  ’tis  yours. 

Luce.  I take  it,  '• 

He  mu fl:  do  miracles, 

Makes  me  forfake  it. 

Exeufit. 

Cit.  Fie  upon  ’em ‘little  inFidels, 

What  a matter’s  here  now  ? 

WeII,riI  be  hang’d  for  a half-penny, 

If  there  be  not  fome  abomination  knavery  in  this  Play, 
Well,  let  ’em  look  to’t, 

Ralph  muitcomey 

And  if  there  be  any  tricks  a brewing 

fVife.  Let  ’em  brew  and  bake  too  Husband,  a gods  name, 
Ralph  will  find  all  out  I warrant  you, 

And  they  were  older  than  they  are. 

I pray  my  pretty  youth,  is  Ralph  ready  ? 

Boy.  He  will  be  prefently. 

Wife.  Now  I pray  you  make  my  commendations  unto  him. 
And  withal,  carry  him  this  ftick  of  Licoras, 

Tell  him  his  Miflrifs  fent  it  him. 

And  bid  him  bite  apiece, 

’Twill  open  his  pipes  the  better,  fay. 


Enter  Merchant,  Humphrey. 

Mer.  Come,  Sir,  Ihe’s  yours,  upon  my  faith  (he’s  yours, 
You  have  my  hand,  for  other  idle  letts 
Between  your  hopes  and  her,  thus,  vdthawind. 

They  are  fcattered,  and  no  more:  my  wanton  Prentice, 
That  like  a bladder  blew  himfelf  wfth  love, 

I have  lettout,  and  fent  him  to  difeover 
New  mailers  yet  unknown. 

Humph.  I thank  you  Sir, 

Indeed  I thank  you.  Sir,  and  e’r  I (lir. 

It  lhall  be  known  however  you  do  deem, 

I am  of  gentle  blood  and  gentle  feem. 

Mer.  Oh  Sir,  I know  it  certain. 

Hum.  -Sir,  my  friend. 

Although  as  Writers  fay,  all  things  have  end. 

And  that  we  call  a Pudding,  hath  his  two, 

Oh  let  it  not  feem  llrange  I pray  to  you. 

If  in  this  bloudy  fimile,  I put 

My  love,  more  endlefs,  than  frail  things  or  gut. 

Wife.  Husband, 

I prethee  fweet  lamb  tell  me  one  thing. 

But  tell  me  truly : 

Stay  youths  I befeech  you. 

Till  1 queftionmy  Husband. 

Cit.  What  is  it  Moule  ? 

Wife.  Sirrah, 

Didfl:  thou  ever  fee  a prettier  child  ? 

How  it  behaves  it  felf,  1 warrant  ye : 

And  fpeaks  and  looks,  and  pearts  up  the  head  ? 

I pray  you  brother  with  your  favour. 

Were  you  never  none  of  Mr.  Moncafiers  Scholars  ? 


Cit.  Chickin, 

I prethee  heartily  contain  thy  felf  , 

The  childcr  arc  pretty  childcr. 

But  when  Ralph  comes.  Lamb. 

IRife.  I when  Ralph  comes, Conic, 

Well  my  youth  you  may  proceed 

Mar.  Well  Sir,you  know  my  love, and  rell,l  hope 
Allur’d  of  my  confent  •,  get  but  my  daughters, 

And  wed  her  when  you  plcafc : you  mult  be  bold. 
And  clap  in  dole  unto  her,  come,  I know 
You  have  language  good  enough  to  win  a wench. 

Wife.  A whorefoiie  tyrant. 

Hath  been  an  old  Itringcr  in  his  days, 

I warrant  him. 

Hum.  1 take  your  gentle  oiler,  and  withal 
Y ield  love  again  for  love  reciprocal. 


Enter  Luce, 


Mar.  WhatL«<cf,  within  there  ? 

Luce.  Call’d  you  Sir? 

Mer.  I did 

Give  entertainment  to  this  Gentleman, 

And  fee  you  be  not  fro  ward  to  her,  Sir: 

Exit. 

My  prefence  will  but  be  an  eye-lbar  to  you. 

Lium.  Fair  Miftrifs  Luce^  how  do  you,  are  you  well? 
Give  me  your  hand,  and  then  I pray  you  tell. 

How  doth  your  little  Siller,  and  your  Brother  ? 

And  whether  you  love  me  or  any  othef . 

Luce.  Sir,  thefe  are  quickly  anfwer’d. 

Hum.  So  they  are, 

Where  Women  are  no't  cruel  ; but  how  far 
Is  know  dillant  from  the  place  we  are  in. 

Unto  that  blefled  place  your  Fathers  Warren. 

Luce.  What  makes  you  think  ot  that,  Sir  / 

Hum.  Even  that  face. 

For  Healing  Rabbets  whilomeinthat  place, 

God  Cupielj  or  the  Keeper,  I know  not  whether. 

Unto  my  coll  and  charges  brought  you  thither. 

And  there  began. 

Luec.  Your  game,  Sir. 

Hum.  Let  no  game. 

Or  any  thing  that  tendeth  to  the  lame. 

Be  evermore  remembred,  thou  fair  killer 
For  whom  I fate  me  down  and  brake  rayTiUer. 

Wtfe.  There’s  a kind  Gentleman,  I warrant  you,  when 
will  you  do  as  much  for  me  Georpe  ? 

Luce.  Belhrew  me  Sir,  I am  lorry  for  your  lodes. 

But  as  the  proverb  lays,  I cannot  cry^ 

I would  you  had  not  feen  me. 

Hum.  So  would  I. 

Unlefs  you  had  more  maw  to  do  me  good. 

Luce.  Why,  cannot  this  llrange  palfionbe  withHood, 
Send  for  a Conllable  and  raife  the  Town. 

Hum.  Oh  no,  my  valiant  love  will  batter  down 
Millions  of  Conllables,  and  put  to  flight. 

Even  that  great  Watch  of  Midfummer  day  at  night. 

Luce.  Belhrew  me.  Sir,  ’twere  good  I yielded  then. 

Weak  Women  cannot  hope,  where  valiant  men 
Have  no  relillance. 

Hum.  Yield  then,  I am  full 
Of  pity,  though  I fay  it,  and  can  pull 
Out  ofmy  pocket  thus  a pair  of  Gloves. 

Look  L«c)',  look,  the  dogs  tooth,  nor  the  Doves 
Are  not  fo  white  as  thefe  ^ and  fweet  they  be, 

Andwhipt  about  with  filk,  as  you  may  fee: 

If  you  delire  the  price,  fute  from  your  eye, 

A beam  to  this  place,  and  you  fliall  efpie 
F.S.  which  is  to  fay  ray  fweetell  Honey, 

They  cod  me  three  and  two  pence,  or  no  money. 

G Luce^ 
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Lu:t.  Well  Sir,  1 take  them  kind Ij’,  and  I thank  you  ^ 

W hat  would  yon  more  ? 

tin  in.  Noihin£[. 

C* 

i«.  W hy  riien  farcwel. 

linm.  Nor  lb,  nor  lb,  for  Lady  Imufttcll, 

Ikforc  we  part,  for  what  we  met  together, 

God  grant  me  time,  and  patience,  and  fair  weather. 

Luce.  Speak  and  declare  your  mind  in  terms  lb  brief. 

Hum.  1 (hall  •,  then  firft  and  foremoft  for  relief 
I call  to  you,  if  that  you  can  afford  it, 

Icarc  not  at  what  price,  for  on  my  word,  it 
Shall  be  repaid  again,  although  it  coll  me 
More  than  Til  fpeak  of  now,  for  love  hath  toft  me 
In  fiirious  blanket  like  a Tennis-ball, 

And  now  I rife  aloft,  and  now  I fall. 

Liter.  Alas  good  Gentleman,  alas  the  day. 

Hum.  I thank  you  heartily,  and  as  I lay, 

Thus  do  1 ftill  continue  without  reft, 
r th’  morning  like  a man,  at  night  a beaft. 

Roaring  and  bellowing  mineowndifquict, 

That  much  I fear,  forfaking  of  my  diet. 

Will  bring  me  prefently  to  that  quandary, 

1 fliall  bid  all  adieu. 

Lh.  Now  by  S.Mary 
That  were  great  pity. 

Hum.  So  it  were  belhrew  me. 

Then  eafe  me  lufty  Luce.,  and  pity  lliew  me. 

Luce.  Why  Sir,  you  know  my  will  is  nothing  worth 
Without  my  Fathers  grant,  get  his  confent. 

And  then  you  may  with  afliirance  try  me. 

Hum.  The  W'orlhipful  your  Sire  will  not  deny  me. 

For  I have  ask’d  him,  and  he  hath  reply’d. 

Sweet  Mafter  Humphrey.,  Luce  ftiall  be  thy  Bride. 

^Luce.  Sweet  Mafter  then  I am  content. 

Hum.  And  lb  am  I in  truth. 

Lu.  Yet  take  me  with  you. 

There  is  another  claufemuft  beannext. 

And  this  it  is  I fwore,  and  will  perform  it, 

Nomanftiall  ever  joy  me  as  his  wife. 

But  he  that  ftole  me  hence : if  you  dare  venture, 

I am  yours  •,  you  need  not  fear,  my  father  loves  you : 

If  not,  farewel  for  ever. 

Hum.  Stay  Nymph,  ftay, 

I have  a double  Gelding  coloured  bay. 

Sprung  by  his  Father  from  Barbarian  kind. 

Another  for  my  felf,  though  fomevvhat  blind. 

Yet  true  as  trufty  tree. 

Luee.  I am  fatisfied. 

And  fol  give  my  hand,  our  courfe  muft  lie 
Through  JFaltham  Forreft,  where  1 have  a friend 
Will  entertain  us,  fofare*vel  Sir  Humphrey.  Exit  Lqcc. 
And  think  upon  your  bufinefs. 

Hum.  Though  I die, 

I amrefolv’dto  venture  life  andlim. 

For  one  fo  young,  fo  fair,  fo  kind,  fo  trim,  Exit  Hum. 

in/e.  By  my  faith  and  troth  and  as  I am  virtuous, 

it  is  c’n  the  kindeft  young  man  that  ever  trode  on  ftooe- 
leather:  well,  go  thy  waies,  if  thou  haft  her  not,  ’tis  not 
thy  fault  ’ifaith. 

Cit.  I prethee  Moufe  be  patient,  a Ihall  have  her,  or  I’ll 
make  fome  of  ’em  fmoak  for’t. 

JEife.  Thatsmygood  hmh  George.,  fie,  this  ftinking  To- 
bacco kills  men,  would  there  were  none  in  England:  now  I 
pray  Gentlemen,  what  good  does  this  ftinking  Tobacco 
do  you  nothing  *,  I warrant  you  make  chimneys  a your  faces : 
Oh  Husband , Husband,  now,  now  there’s  Kalpb.,  there’s 

Kalph. 

EnterRzl'ph.y  like  a Grocer  in's  fhop^  with  trvo  f rentiers., 
reading  Palmerin  of  England. 

Cit.  Peace  fool,  let  alone,  hark  you  • do  not 

ftrain  your  feif  too  much  at  the  firft,  peace,  begin  Ealph. 


Kalph.  Then  and  Trwmfnatching  their  Lances 

from  their  Dwarfs,  and  clafping  their  Helmets,  gallopt 
amain  after  the  Giimt,  and  Palmerin  having  gotten  a fight 
of  him,  came  polling  amain,  faying.  Stay  traiterous  thief, 
tor  thou  maift  not  fo  carry  away  her,  that  is  worth  the 
greateft  Lord  in  the  World,  and  with  thefe  words  gave 
him  a blow  on  the  Shoulder,  that  he  ftruck  him  befides 
his  Elephant-,  ^n^Lrineus  coming  to  the  Knight  that  had 
Agricola  behind  him,  fethim  foon  befides  his horfe,  with 
his  neck  broken  in  the  fall,  fb  that  the  Princels  getting 
out  of  the  throng,  between  joy  and  grief  faid  i All  happy 
Knight,  the  mirror  of  all  fuch  as  fbllow  Arms,  now  may  I 
be  well  allured  ot  the  love  thou  beareft  me,  I wonder  why 
the  King*  do  not  raife  an  Army  of  fourteen  or  fifteen 
hundred  thoufand  men,  as  big  as  the  Army  that  the  Prince 
of  Portigo  brought  againft  Kocider,  and  deftroy  thefe  Gi- 
ants, they  do  much  hurt  to  wandring  Damfels,  that  go 
in  queit  ot  their  Knights. 

U^ife,  Fai  th  Husband,  and  Kalph  fays  true,  for  they  fay 
the  King  of  Portugal  cannot  fit  at  his  meat,  but  the  Gi- 
ants and  the  Ettins  will  come  and  fnatch  it  from  him. 

Cit.  Hold  thy  tongue  ^ on  Ralph. 

Ralph,  And  certainly  thofe  Knights  are  much  to  be 
commended,  who  neglecting  their  pofleflions , wander  with 
a Squire  and  a Dwarfe  through  the  Defarts,  to  relieve 
poor  Ladies. 

lEife.  I by  my  faith  are  they  Ralph,  let  ’em  fay  what 
they  will,  they  are  indeed : our  Knights  negleCt  their  pof- 
fefiions  ivell  enough,  but  they  do  not  the  reft. 

Ralph.  There  are  no  fiich  courteous,  and  fair  well-fpo- 
ken  Knights  in  this  age,  they  will  call  one  the  Son  of  a 
whore,  that  P almerin  of  England,  would  have  called  fair 
Sir^  and  one  that  Roftcler  would  have  called  Right  beauti- 
ful Damfel,  they  will  call  Damn’d  bitch. 

mfe.  I’ll  be  fworn  will  they  Ralph,  they  have  called  me 
fo  an  hundred  times  about  a feurvy  pipe  of  Tobacco. 

Ralph.  But  what  brave  fpirit  could  be  content  to  fit  in 
his  Ihop  with  a flapet  of  Wood, and  a blew  Apron  before  him 
felling  Methridatam  and  Dragons  water  to  vifited  houfes, 
that  might  purfue  feats  ofArms,  *and  through  his  noble 
atchievements,  procure  fiich  a famous  Hiftory  to  be  writ- 
ten of,  in  his  Heroick  prowefle. 

Cit.  Well  faid  Ralph,  fome  more  of  thofe  woidsRalph. 

Wife.  They  go  finely  by  my  troth. 

R'alph.  Whyfliould  I not  then  purfue  this  courfe,  both 
for  the  credit  of  my  felf  and  our  company,  for  amongft 
all  the  worthy  Books  of  Atchievements,  I do  not  call  to 
mind,  that  I yet  read  of  a Grocer  Errant,  I will  be  the  faid 
l^night:  Have  you  heard  of  any  that  hath  wandred  un- 
furnilhed  of  his  Squire  and  Dwarfe?  my  elder  Prentice 
lorn  ftiall  be  my  trufty  Squire,  and  little  my  Dwarfe,  - 

hence  my  blew  Apron,  yet  in  remembrance  of  my  former 
Trade,  upon  my  fhield  ftiall  bepourtraid  z Burning  Peiile, 
and  I will  be  call’d  the  Knight  of  the  burning  Pejlle. 

Wife.  Nay,  I dare  fwear  thou  wilt  not  forget  thy  old 
Trade,  thou  wert  ever  meek.  Ralph,  ‘Tim 

Tim.  Anon.  ’ 

Ralph.  My  beloved  Squire,  and  George  my  Dwarfe,  I 
charge  you  that  from  henceforth  you  never  call  me  by  any 
other  name,  but  the  Right  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the 
Burning  Pejlle,  and  that  you  never  call  any  Female  by  the 
name  of  a Womah  or  Wench,  but  fair  Lady,  if  ftehave 
hcj  defires  ^ if  not,  diftrelTed  Damfel^  that  you  call  all  For- 
refts  and  Heaths,  Defarts,  and  all  Horfes  Palfries. 

Wife.  This  is  very  fine : faith  do  the  Gentlemen  like 
Ralph,  think  you  Husband  ? 

Cit.  I,  I warrant  thee,  the  Players  would  give  all  the 
ftooes  in  their  ftop  for  him. 

Ralph.  My  beloved  Squire  Tim,  Handout,  admit  this 
were  a Defart,  and  over  it  a Knight  Errant  pricking,  and 
1 ftould  bid  you  enquire  of  his  intents,  what  would  you 
fay? 

Tim!  Sir,  my  Mafter  fent  me  to  know  whither  you  are 
riding? 

Ralph- 


The  Kjiight  of  the 

Kalph.NOythus-,  fair  Sir,  the  Right  courteouj^  and  valiant 
Knight  of  th:  Burning  fejUe^  cominandcd  me  to  enquire 
upon  what  adventure  you  are  bound,  whether  to  relieve 
fome  diftreflcd  Damfel,  orotherwile. 

Cit.  Whorfon  blockhead  cannot  remember. 

Wife.  I’laith,  and  Ralph  told  him  on’t  before : all  the 
Gentlemen  heard  him,  did  he  not  Gentlemen,  did  not 
Ralph  tdl  him  on’t? 

George.  Bi^ht  courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pejile.,  here  is  a diftrellcd  Damfel,  to  have  a hallepenny 
' worth  of  Pepper. 

Wife.  That’s  a good  boy,  fee,  the  little  boy  can  hit  it, 
by  my  troth  it’s  a fine  child. 

Ralph.  Relieve  her  with  all  courteous  language,  now 
(hut  up  Ihop,  no  more  my  Prentice,  but  my  trufly  Squire 
and  Dwarfe,  I mult  befpeak  my  Shield,  and  arming 
Pe  lUe. 

Cit.  Go  thy  ways  Ralphs  as  1 am  a true  man,  thou  art 
the  beft  on  ’em  all.  ^ 

Wife.  Ralph,  Ralph. 

K4//>/j>.\Vhat  fay  you  Miftrifs  ? 

Wife.  1 prethee  come  again  quickly,  fweet  Ralph. 

Ralph.  By  and  by.  Exit  Ralph. 

Ewrfrjafpcr  and  bis  Mother  Miftrifs  Merry-thought. 

Mift.  Mer.  Give  thee  my  blefling?  no.  I’ll  never  give 
thee  my  blefling.  I’ll  fee  thee  bang’d  firft  ^ it  fhall  ne’r 
be  faid  I gave  thee  myblelTing:  tliouart  thy  Fathers  own 
•Son,  of  the  bloud  of  the  Merry-thoughts  ■,  1 may  curfe  the 
time  that  e’r  I knew  thy  Father,  he  hath  fpent  all  his  own, 
and  mine  too,  and  when  I tell  him  of  it,  he  laughs  and 
dances,  and  lings  and  cries;,  A merry  heart  lives  long-a.  And 
thou  art  a wait-thrift,  and  art  run  away  from  thy  Malter, 
-that  lov’d  thee  well,  and  art  come  to  me,  and  I have  laid 
up  a little  for  my  younger  Son  Mic/l>^e>/,andthouthinkftto 
bezle  that,  but  thou  lhalt  never  be  able  to  do  it.  Come 
hither  Michael,  come  Michael,  down  on  thy  knees,  thou 
lhalt  have  my  blefling.  Enter  Michael. 

Mith.  I pray  you  Mother  pray  to  God  toblefs  me. 

Mift  Mer.  God  blefs  thee : but  Jafper  fliall  never  have 
my  blefling,  he  lhall  be  hang’d  firlt,  lhall  he  not  Michael  ? 
howfaill  thou? 

Mich.  Yes  forfooth  Mother  and  grace  of  God. 

Mift.  Mer.  That’s  a good  boy. 

Wife.  I’faith  it’s  a line  fpoken child: 

Jafp.  Mother,  though  you  forget  a Parents  love, 

I mult  prelervethe  duty  of  a child: 

1 ran  not  from  my  Mailer,  nor  return 
To  have  your  flock  maintain  my  idlenefs. 

Wife.  Ungracious  child  I warrant  him,  harke  how  he 
chops  Logick  with  his  Mother : thou  hadll  belt  tell  her 
Ihe  lies,  do,  tell  her  flie  lies. 

Cit.  If  he  were  myfon,  I would  hang  him  up  by  the 
heels,  and  flea  him,  and  fait  him,  whorfon  halter-fack. 

Jafp.  My  coming  only  is  to  beg  your  love, 

Whicn  I ever  though  1 never  gain  it, 

Andhowlbever  you  elleem  of  me. 

There  is  no  drop  of  bloud  hid  in  thele  veins. 

But  I remember  well  belongs  to  you. 

That  brought  me  forth;,  and  would  be  glad  for  you 
To  rip  them  all  again,  and  let  it  out. 

Mift.  M.er.  I’faith  I had  forrow  enough  for  thee : ( God 
knows)  but  I’ll  hamper  thee  well  enough : get  thee  in  thou 
vagabond,  get  thee  in,  and  learn  of  thy  brother  Michael. 

Old  Mer.  within.  Nofe,  Nofe,  jolly  red  Nofe,  and  mho  gave 
thee  this  joUy  red  No/e? 

Mift.  Mer.  Hark  my  Husband  he’slinging  andhoiting, 
And  I’m  fain  to  cark  and  care,  and  all  little  enough. 
Husband,  Charles,  Charles  Metry-thought. 

Enter  Old  Merry-thought. 

Old  Mer.  Nutmegs  and  Ginger,  Cinamon  and  Cloves, 
And  they  gave  me  this  jplly  red  Nofe. 
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Mift.  Mer.  If  you  would  tonlidcr  your  citato,  you  would 
have  littlclillto  ling,  I-wiflc. 

Old  Mer.  It  fliould  never  be  confidcr’d,  while  it  were  an 
eftate,  if  I thought  it  would  fpoil  my  liuging.  . . . 

Mift. Mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  do  Charles,  thou  art  anoJd 
man,  and  thou  canlt  not  work,  and  thou  hall  not  forty  fliil- 
lings  left,  and  thou  cateft  good  meat,  and  drinkelt  good 
drink,  and  laughclt  ? 

Old  Mer.  And  will  doc. 

Mift.  Mer.  But  how  wilt  thou  come  by  \t  Charles  ? 

Old  Mer.  How  ? why  how  have  I done  hitherto  thefe 
forty  years?  I ncvercainc  into  my  Dining-room,  biU  at  ele- 
ven and  fix  a clock,  I found  excellent  meat  and  drink  a’ th’ 
Table:  myCloaths  were  never  worn  out,  but  next  morn- 
ing a Tailor  brought  me  anew  fuit;,  and  without  queftion 
it  will  be  fo  ever!  ufe  makes  perfednefs.  If  all  fhouldfail, 
it  is  but  a little  ftraining  my  lelf  extraordinary,  and  laugh 
my  lelf  to  death. 

Wife.  It’s  a foolifliold  man  this;  is  not  he  George? 

Cit.  YesCunny. 

Wife.  Give  me  a penny  i’  th’  purfe  while  I live  George. 

Cit.  I byLady  Cunriie,  hold  thee  there. 

Mift.  Mer.  Well  Charles,  yOii  promis’d  tO  provide  for 
Jajper,  and  I have  laid  up  for  Michael : I pray  you  pay  Jaf- 
per portion,  he’s  come  home,  and  he  lhall  not  conlumc 
Michaels  ftock : he  faies  his  Mailer  turn’d  him  away,  but 
I promife  you  truly,  1 think  he  ran  away. 

Wife.  No  indeed  Miftrifs  Merry-thought,  though  he  be  a 
notable  gallows,  yet  I’ll  alfure  you  his  Mailer  did  turn  him 
away,  even  in  this  place,  ’twas  i’faith  within  this  half  hour, 
about  his  Daughter,  my  Husband  was  by. 

Cit.  Hang  him  rogue,  he  ferv’d  him  well  enough  : love 
his  Mailers  Daughter ! by  my  troth  Cunnie,  if  there  were 
a thoufand  boys,  thou  wouldlt  fpoil  them  all,  with  taking 
their  parts  ^ let  his  Mother  alone  with  him. 

Wife.  I George,  but  yet  truth  is  truth. 

Old.  Mer.  Where,  is  y^£//?er?  he’s  Welcome  however, call 
him  in,  he  fliall  have  his  portion,  is  he  merry .? 

Enter  Jalper  and  Michael. 

Mift.  Mer.  I foul  chive  him,  he  is  too  merry.  Jafper. 
Michael. 

old  Mer.  Welcome  Jafper,  though  thou  run’ft  away, 
welcome,  God  blefs  thee,  ’tis  thy  mothers  mind  thou  fliouldH 
receive  thy  portion ; thou  hall  been  abroad,  and  I hope  hall 
learnt  experience  enough  to  govern  it:  thou  art  of  fuffici- 
ent  years,  hold  thy  hand:  one,  two,  three,  four,  five,  fix, 
feven,  eight,  nine,  there  is  ten  Ihillings  for  thee,  thruft  thy 
felf  into  the  world  with  that,  and  take  fome  fetled  courfe, 
if  fortune  crols  thee,  thou  haft  a retiring  place ^ come 
home  to  me,  I have  twenty  Ihillings  left,  be  a good  Huf- 
band,  that  is,  wear  ordinary  ClOaths,  eat  the  beft  meat, and 
drink  the  bell  drink  •,  be  merry,  and  give  to  the  poor,  and 
and  believe  me,  thou  hafl  no  end  of  thy  goods. 

Jafp.  Long  may  you  live  free  from  all  thought  of  ill, 
And  long  have  caufe  to  be  thus  merry  flill. 

But  Father  ? 

Old  Mer.  No  more  words  Jafper,  get  thee  gone,  thou 
halt  my  blelfing,  thy  Fathers  fpirit  upon  thee.  Farewel 
Jafper  -,  but  yet,  or  e’r  you  part  ( oh  cruel)  kifs  me,  kifs 
me  fweeting,  mine  own  dear  jewel : So,  now  begone  no 
words. 

Enter  Jafper, 

Milt.  Mer.  So  Michael,  now  get  thee  gone  too. 

Mich.  Yes  forfooth  Mother,  but  I’ll  have  ihy  Father’s 
blefling  firfe. 

Mi[i.  Mer.  No  Michael,  ’tis  no  matter  for  his  blefling;, 
thou  hafl  my  blelfing,  begone  •,  I’ll  fetch  my  money  and 
jewels,  and  follow  thee ; I’ll  flay  no  longer  with  him  I v/ar- 
rant  thee  ttnly  Charles  I’ll  begontoo. 

Old  Mer.  What  you  will  not  ? 

G 2 Mft. 
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O'd  Mcr.  What  you  will  not  ? 

Mix.  Mcr.  Vcs  indeed  will  I. 

Old  Mcr.  Hay  ho,  larewel  Nun.,  I’il  never  trufl;  wench 
more  again,  it  I can. 

A//f . Mer.  You  lhall  not  think  (when  all  your  own  is  gone) 
to  fpend  that  I have  been  Icraping  up  for  Michael. 

0/iMer.  farewel  good  wile,  I exped  it  not^  all  I have 
to  do  in  this  world,  is  to  be  merry : which  1 lhall,  if  the 
ground  be  not  taken  from  me:  and  if  it  be, 

W hen  Earth  and  Seas  from  me  are  reft, 

The  Skies  aloft  for  me  are  left.  'Exenm. 

Boy  c!.t:icctb-^  Mufi-k: 
Fi/iU  Auiis  Primi. 

Jf  'ife.  ril  be  fworn  he’s  a merry  old  Gentleman  for  all 
that:  H:irk,  hark  Husband,  hark.  Fiddles,  Fiddles^  now 
fnrcly  they  go  finely.  They  fay ’tisprefent  death  for  thefe 
Fidlcrstotunc  their  Rebecks  before  the  great  ‘Turky  grace, 
is  ’c  not  George  ? But  look,  look,  here’s  a youth  dances : 
now  good  youth  do  a turn  o’  th’  toe  •,  Sweet-.heart,  I’faith 
’ll  have  iv.j.’/)/jcome,  and  do  ibme  of  his  Gambols-,  he’ll 
ride  the  Wild  Mare  Gentlemen,  ’twould  do  your  hearts 
good  to  fee  him-.  I thank  you  kind  youth,  pray  bid  Ralph 
come. 

Cit.  Peace  Connie.  Sirrah,  you  feurvyboy,  bid  the  Play- 
ers fendKj//?/?,  or  by  gods and  they  do  not,  I’il  tear 

Ibme  of  their  Periwigs  belide  their  heads : this  is  all  Riff- 
Raff: 


JHhs  Secundus. 

Sceena  Prima. 

Enter  Merchant  and  Humphrey. 

Merch.  And  how  faith?  how  goes  it  now  Son  Humphrey? 

Hum.  Right  worlliipful  and  my  beloved  friend 
And  Father  dear,  this  matter’s  at  an  end. 

Merch.  ’Tiswell,  itlhould  befo,  I’m  glad  the  Girl 
Is  found  fotraftable. 

PUtm.  Nay,  Ihe  mult  whirl 
From  hence,  and  you  nnifl  wink : forfol  fay. 

The  ftory  tells  to  morrow  before  day. 

If^tfe.  George.,  doft  thou  think  in  thy  confciencc  now ’twill 
be  a match?  tell  me  but  what  thou  think’ft  fwcet  Rogue, 
thou  feeftthe  poor  Gentleman  (dear  heart)  how  it  labours 
and  throbs  I warrant  you,  to  be  at  reft : I’ll  go  move  the 
Father  for’t. 

Cit.  No,  no,  I prethee  ft  ftill  Honcy-fuckic,  thou’lt 
fpoil  all;  if  he  deny  him.  I’ll  bring  half  a dozen  good 
fellows  my  fclf,  and  in  the  Ihutting  of  an  evening  knock’t 
up,  and  there’s  an  end. 

lyife.  I’ll  bufs  thee  for  that  I’faith  boy ; well  well 

you  have  been  a wag  in  your  days  I warrant  you  : but  God 
forgive  you,  and  I do  with  all  my  heart. 

Mer.  How  was  it  Son?  you  told  me  that  tomorrow 
Before  day  break,  you  mnft  convey  her  hence. 

Hum.  I muft,  Imuft,  and  thus  it  is  agreed. 

Your  Daughter  rides  upon  a brown-bay  Steed, 

I on  a Sorrel,  which  I bought  of  Brian., 

The  honeft  Hoftof  the  red  roaring  Lion 
In  Waltham  f tuate : then  if  you  may, 

Confentin  fceiuly  Ibrt,  left  by  delay. 

The  fatal  Sifters  come,  and  do  the  office. 

And  then  you’ll  fing  another  Song. 

Merch.  Alas. 

Why  ftiould  you  be  thus  full  of  grief  to  me , 

That  do  as  willing  as  yourfelf  agree 
To  any  thing  fb  it  be  good  and  fair  ? 

Then  fteal  her  v/hen  you  will,  if  fuch  a pleafuro 


Content  you  both,  I’llfleep  and  never  fee  it. 

To  make  your  joys  more  full : but  tell  me  why 
Yon  may  not  here  perform  your  marriage  ? 

Wife.  Godsblelling  o’thy  foul,  old  man,  i’faith  thou  art 
loth  to  part  true  hearts : I fee  a has  her,  George^  and  I’m  as 
glad  on’t;  well,go  thy  ways  Humphrey  for  fair  afpokenman, 

1 believe  thou  haft  not  thy  fellow  within  the  walls  of 
London.,  and  I fliould  lay  the  Suburbs  too,I  Ihould  not  lie : 
why  doft  not  thou  rejoyce  with  me  George  ? 

Cit,  If  I could  but  fee  Ralph  again,  I were  as  merry  as 

(mine  Hoft  i’faith. 

Ctt.  Thecaufeyoufeem  to  ask,  I thus  declare; 

Help  me  oh  Mufes  nine,  your  Daughter  fware 
A foolilhoath,  the  more  it  was  the  pity; 

Yet  none  but  my  felf  within  this  City 

Shall  dare  to  fayfo,  but  a bold  defiance 

Shall  meet  him,  were  he  of  the  noble  Science.  i 

And  yet  llie  fware,  and  yet  why  did  fte'fweai  ? ! 

Truly  I cannot  tell,  unlefs  it  were  . 

For  her  ovvneafe : for  lure  fbmetimes  an  oath,  i 

Being  fworn  thereafter,  is  like  cordial  broth.  ’ ; 

And  this  it  was,  file  fwore  never  to  marry, 

But  fuch  a one  wliofe  mighty  arm  could  carry 
( As  meaning  me,  for  I am  fuch  a one  ) ! 

Her  bodily  away  through  Hick  and  ft  one,  ^ 

Till  both  of  us  arrive  at  her  requeft,  j 

Some  ten  miles  off  in  the  wide  Waltham  Forreft.  ; 

Merch.  If  thisbeall,  you  fiiall  not  need  to  fear 
Any  denial  in  your  love,  proceed, 

I’ll  neither  follow,  nor  repent  the  deed. 

Hum.  Good  night,  twenty  good  nights,  and  twenty  more 
And  twenty  more  good  nights,  that  makes  threefcore.  ’ 

T,  , Exeunt. 

Enter  M/)tr//}  Merry-thought,  and  her  Son  Michaef. 

Ai'/Jf.Mer.  Come  Michael^  art  thou  not  weary  Boy? 

Mich.  Noforlbbth  Mother  not  I.  ; 

M/fi.  Mer.  Where  be  we  now  child  ? ' 

Mich.  Indeed  forfooth  Mother  I cannot  tell,  unlefs  we  be  I 
at  Mile-end.,  is  not  all  the  world  Mother?  < 

Mifi.  Mer.  No  Michael.,  not  all  the  world  boy;  but  lean  | 
alfure  thee  Michael.,  Mile-end  is  a goodly  matter  there 
has  been  a pitcht  field  my  child,  between  _the  naughty 
nieb.,  and  the  Englijhmen.,  and  the  Spaniels  ran  away  Mi- 
chael., and  the  Engli(hmen  followed  : my  neighbor  CoxHone 
was  there  boy,  and  kill’d  them  all  with  a birdins-Diece 

Mich.  Mother  forlboth. 

Mift.MQr.  What  fays  my  white  boy? 

Mich.  Shall  not  my  Father  go  with  us  too? 

Miji.  Mer.  No  Michael^  let  thy  Father  go  fnick  up  he 
fnall  never  come  between  a pair  of  fheets  with  me  again 
while  he  lives : let  liimftay  at  home  and  fing  for  his  fup-’ 
per  boy;  come  child  fit  down,  and  I’ll  Ihew  my  boy  fine 
knacks  indeed,  look  here  Michael.,  here’s  a Rin<^,  and 
here’s  a Bruch,  and  here’s  a Bracelet,  and  here’s  two  Rings 
more,  and  here’s  Money,  and  Gold  by  th’  eye  my  boy. 

Mich.  Shall  I have  all  this  Mother  ? 

MiJi.  Mer.  I Michael  thou  fhalt  have  all  Michael. 

Cit.  How  lik’ft  thou  this  wench  ? 

Wife.  I cannot  tell,  I would  have  Ralph.,  George  • I’ll  fee 
no  more  elfe  indeed:law,  and  I pray  you  let  the  youths 
underftand  fo  much  by  word  of  mouth,  for  I will  tell  you 
truly.  I’m  afraid  o’my  boy : come,  come  George,  let’s  be 
merry  and  wife,  the  child’s  a fatherlefs  child,  and  fay 
they  Ihould  put  him  into  a ftrait  pair  of  Gaskins,  ’twere 
worfe  than  knot-grafs,  he  would  never  grow  after  it. 

Ralph,  Squire,  WDwarfe. 

Cit.  Ucr^sRalph,  heroes  F^.alph 

Wife.  How  do  you  Ralph?  you  are  welcome  as  I 
niay  lay,  it’  a good  boy,  hold  up  thy  head,  and  be  not 
afraid,  we  are  thy  friends.  Ralph,  the  Gentlemen  will  pfaift 
thee  if  thou  plai’ft  thy  part  with  audacity,  begin 
Ralph 'd  Gods  name. 

• Ralph. 
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Ralph.  My  trufty Squire  nnlacc  my  Hcime,  give  me  my 
hat,  where  arc  we,  or  what  dclart  might  this  be 

Dn\  Mirror  ot  Knigthood,  this  is,  as  I take  it,  the  peri- 
lous Jf^jltbjrnDo\wn’.f  in  whole  bottom  frauds  the  inchanted 
Valley. 

Mifi.  Mer.  Oh  MtchaelyWC  are  betraid,  we  are betraid, 
here  be  Giants,  Hie  boy,  flic  boy  flie. 

Exrmit  Mother  attd  Michael. 

Ralph.  I, ace  onmyHelme  again:  what  nolle  is  this? 

A gentle  Lady  flying  the  embrace 

Of  Lome  uncourteous  Knight,  I will  relieve  her. 

Go  Squire,  and  fay,  the  Knight  that  wears  thisPdlle 

In  honor  of  all  Ladies  (wears  revenge 

Upon  that  recreant  Coward  that  purlues  her, 

Goe  comfort  her,  and  that  lame  gentle  Scpiirc 
That  bears  her  company. 

Squ.  1 go  brave  Knight. 

Ralph.  My  truRy  Dwarf  and  friend,  reach  me  my  fliield, 
And  hold  it  while  I fwear,  firltby  my  Knighthood, 

Then  by  the  -foul  of  Amadli  de  Gaitle.^ 

My  famous  AnceRor,  then  by  my  Sword, 
rhe  beauteous  Brionella  girt  about  me. 

By  this  bright  burning  PcRle  of  mine  honor. 

The  living  Trophie,  and  by  all  refped 
Due  to  dilirefled  Damfels,  here  I vow 
Never  to  end  the  quefl;  of  this  fair  Lady, 

And  that  forfakeii  Squire,  till  by  my  valour 
I gain  their  liberty. 

Ptp.  Heaven  blels  the  Knight 

• That  thus  relieves  poor  errant  Gentlewomen . Exit. 

JFife.  I marrY  Ralph.,  this  has  Lome  favour  in’t,  I would 
: fee  the  proudell  of  them  all  otter  to  carry  his  Books  after 
him.  But  Georgey  1 v/ill  not  have  him  .go  away  fo  foon,  I 
fliall  be  fick  if  he  go  away,  that  I lliall  •,  call  Ralph  again 
George  y cfWRalph  again,  I prethee  fweetheart  let  him  come 
fight  before  me,  and  let’s  ha  fome  Drums,  and  Trumpets, 
and  let  him  kill  all  that  comes  near  him,  and  thou  lov’ft 
me  George. 

Cit.  Peace  a little  bird,  he  fhall  kill  them  all,  and  they 
were  twenty  more  on ’em  then  there  are. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Jafp.  Now  fortune,  if  thou  be’ftnot  only  ill. 

Shew  me  thy  better  face,  and  bring  about 
Thydefperate  wheel,  that  I may  climb  at  length 
And  Hand,  this  is  our  place  of  meeting. 

If  love  have  any  conftancy.  Oh  age ! 

Where  only  wealthy  men  are  counted  happy : 

How  fliall  I pleafe  thee  ? how  deferve  thy  fmiles  ? 

When  I am  only  rich  in  mifery  ? 

My  fathers  blelfing,  and  this  little  coin 
Is  my  inheritance,  a ftrong  revenue, 

From  earth  thou  art,  and  to  earth  I give  thee, 

There  grow  and  multiply,  whilft  frelher  air  spies  the 
Breed's  me  a frelher  fortune:  how,  illufion!  Casket. 

What  hath  the  Devil  coyn’d  himfelf  before  me  ? 

’Tis  mettle  good,  it  rings  well,  lam  v/aking. 

And  taking  too  Ihope,  now  Gods  dear  blelfing 
Upon  hrs  heart  that  left  it  here,  ’tis  mine, 

Tnefe  pearls,  I take  it,  were  not  left  for  Swine.  Exit. 
■ fFife^.  I do  not  like  that  this  unthrifty  youth  Ihould  em- 
befil  away  the  money,  the  poor  Gentlewoman  his  mother 
will  have  a heavy  heart  for  it,  God  knows. 

Cif.  And  reafongood,  fweetheart. 

Wife.  But  let  him  go.  I’ll  tell  a tale  in’s  car,  lhall 
fetch  him  again  with  a wanion, I warrant  him,  if  he  be  above 
ground-,  and befides George,  here  be  a number  of  fufficient 
Gentlemen  can  witnels,  and  my  lelf,  and  your  felf,  and 
the  Muficians,  if  we  be  call’d  in  queftion,  but  here  comes 
Ralphy  George , thou  fiialt  hear  him  fpeak,  as  he  were  an 
Emperal. 

Enter 


Enter  Ralph  and  Dwarfe, 

Ralph.  Comes  not  SirSquirc  again  ? 

Dwarf.  Right courtcx)us  Knight, 

Your  Squire  doth  come,  and  with  him  comes  the  Lady. 

Enter  Mijlrifs  Mer.  and  Michael,  W Squire. 

For  and  the  Squire  of  Damfels  ai  I take  it. 

Rafe.  Madam,  if  any  Icrvicc  or  devoir 
Of  a poor  errant  Knight  may  right  your  wront^s 
Command  it,  1 am  prefl:  to  give  you  fuccor  ^ ^ 

For  to  that  holy  end  1 bear  my  Armour.  ^ 

M/jt»  Mer.  Alas,  Sir,  I am  a poor  Gentlewoman,  and  I 
have  lolt  my  money  in  this  Forreft. 

Dejarty  you  would  lay,  Lady,  andnot  lolt 
Whillt  I have  Sword  and  Launce,  dry  up  your  tears. 

Which  ill  befits  the  beauty  of  that  face: 

And  tell  the  ftory,  if  I may  rcquell  it, 

Of  your  difallrous  fortune.  ^ 

MijLMei.  Ontalas,  I left  a thouland  pound,  a thouland 
pound,  e’n  all  the  money  1 had  laid  up  for  this  youth,  up- 
on the  fight  of  your  Mafterihip,  you  lookt  fo  grim,  and 
as  I may  lay  it,  laving  your  prefence,  more  like  a Giant 
than  a mortal  man. 

Ralph.  I am  as  you  are,  Lady,  fo  are  they 
All  mortal,  but  why  weeps  this  gentle  Squire  ? 

M/JL  Mer.  Has  he  iiotcaufe  to  weep  do  you  think,  when 
he  has  loll: his  inheritance? 

Ralph.  Young  hope  of  valour,  weep  not,  I am  here 
That  vvill  confound  thy  foe,  and  pay  it  dear 
Upon  his  cow'ardhead,  that  dare  denie, 

DifirellM  Squires,  and  Ladies  equity. 

1 have  but  one  horfe,  on  which  lhall  ride 

This  Lady  fair  behind  me,  and  before 

This  courteous  Squire,  fortune  will  give  us  more 

Upon  our  next  adventure  -y  fairly  fpeed 

Befide  us  Squire  aed  Dwarfe  to  do  us  need.  Exeunt. 

City  Did  not  I tell  you  Nell  what  your  man  would  do  ? 
by  the  faith  of  my  body  wench,  for  clean  aftion  and  good 
delivery,  they  may  all  call  their  caps  at  him. 

Wife.  And  fo  they  may  i’faith,  for  I dare  fpeak  it  bold- 
ly, the  twelve  Companies  of  London  cannot  match  him, 
timber  for  timber : well  Georgey  and  he  be  not  inveigled 
by  fome  of  thefe  paltery  Players,  I ha  much  marvel : but 
George  we  ha  done  our  parts,  if  the  Boy  have  any  grace  to 
be  thankful. 

Cit.  Yes,  I warrant  you  duckling. 

Enter  Flumphroy  and  Luce. 

Hum.  Good  Miftrifs  Lucey  how  ever  I in  fault  am. 

For  your  lame  horfe  you’re  welcome  unto  Waltham. 

But  which  way  now  to  go,  or  what  to  fay 
I know  not  truly  till  it  be  broad  day. 

Luce.  Ofear  not  malter  Humphrejy  I am  guide 
For  this  place  good  enough. 

Hum.  Then  up  and  ride. 

Or  if  it  pleafe  you,  walk  for  your  repofe. 

Or  fit,  or  if  you  will,  go  pluck  a Rofe : 

Either  of  whichjliall  be  indifferent, 

To  your  good  friend  and  Humphrejy  whofe  confent 
Is  fb  intangledeverto  your  will. 

As  the  poor  harmlefs  horfe  is  to  the  ill. 

Lttce.  Faith  and  you  fay  the  word,  we’ll  e’n  fit  down^ 
Ahdtake  a nap. 

Hum.  ’Tis  better  in  the  Town, 

Where  we  may  nap  together : for  believe  me, 

Tofleep  without  a fnatch  would  mickle  grieve  mei 

Luce.  You’re  merry  malter  Humphrey. 

Hum.  So  I am. 

And  have  been  ever  merry  from  my  Dam. 

Your  Nurfe  had  the  lefs  labour. 

Hum. 
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Hum.  Faith  it  may  be, 

Unlels  it  were  by  chance  I did  beray  me. 

£«/«•  jafper. 

J.tfp.  Iirf,  dear  friend  Litce, 

Luce.  Here 

Jjfp.  You  arc  mine. 

Hum.  If  it  be  fo,  my  friend,  you  ufe  me  fine : 

What  do  \ou  think  I am  ? 

Jjfp.  An  arrant  Noddy.  ’ ’ 

Hnnt.  A word  of  obloqnie ; now  by  gods  body, 

I’il  tell  thy  Mailer,  for  I know  thee  well. 

Jjfp.  Nay,  and  you  be  fo  forward  for  to  tell, 

Take  that,  and  that,  and  tell  him,  Sir,  1 gave  it: 

And  fay  I paid  you  well. 

Hum.  O Sir  I have  it. 

And  do  confefs  the  payment,  pray  be  quiet. 

J.ifp.  Go,  get  you  to  your  night-cap  and  the  diet, 

To  cure  your  beaten  bones. 

Luce.  Alas,  poor  Humphrey., 

Get  thee  Ibme  wholfome  broth  with  Sage  andCumfrie : 

. A little  oil  of  Roles  and  a Feather 
To  noint  thy  back  withal. 

Hum.  When  I came  hither, 

W’ould  1 had  gone  to  Paris  with  John  Vorry. 

Luce.  Farewelmy  pretty  Niimp,  I am  very  forty 
I cannot  bear  thee  company. 

Hum.  Farewel, 

The  De\ilsDam  wasne’r  fb  bang’d  in  Hell.  Exeunt. 

Manet  Humphrey. 

ITife.  This  young  will  prove  me  another  Things, 
a my  confcience  and  he  may  be  fuffered  •,  George.,  dofl;  not 
fee  George  how  a fwaggers,  and  flies  at  the  very  heads  a fokes 
as  he  were  a Dragon  ^ well  if  I do  not  do  his  leflbn  for 
wronging  the  poor  Gentleman,  I am  no  true  W'oman,  his 
friends  that  brought  him  up  might  have  been  better  occu- 
pied, I wis,  then  have  taught  him  thefe  fegaries : he’s  e’n 
in  tire  high-way  to  the  Gallows,  Godblels  him. 

Cii.  You’re  too  bitter,  Connie,  the  young  man  may  do 
wrell  enough  for  all  this. 

Wife.  Come  hither  mafber  Humphrey.,  has  he  hurt  you  ? 
now  belhre\v  his  fingers  for’t,  here  Sweet-heart,  here’s  fomc 
Green  Ginger  for  thee,  now  befhrew  my  heart,  but  a has 
Pcpper-nel  in’s  head,  as  big  as  a Pullets  egg : alas,  fweet 
Lamb,  how  thy  Temples  beat;,  take  the  peace  on  him  fweet 
heart,  take  the  peace  on  him  . 

Enter  a Boy. 

Cit.  No, no,  you  talk  like  a foolilh  woman,  VWh^Ralpb 
fight  with  him,  and  fwinge  him  up  well-favour’dly : firrah 
boy  come  hither,  IctKalphcomc  in  and  fight  with  Jafper., 

Wife.  I and  beat  him  well,,  he’s  an  unhappy  boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  you  mult  pardon  us,  the  plot  of  our  Play  lies 
contrary , and  ’twill  hazard  the  fpoiling  of  our  Play. 

Cit.  Plot  me  no  plots,  I’Jl  ha  Ralph  come  out.  I’ll  make 
yourhoule  too  hot  for  youclfc. 

Boy.  Why  SLF,helhall,  but  if  any  thing  fall  out  of  order, 
the  Gentlemen  mull  pardon  us. 

Cit.  Go  your  ways  good-man  boy.  I’ll  hold  him  a penny 
he  Ihallhave  his  belly  full  of  fighting  now,  ho  here  comes 
Ralph.,  no  more. 

Enter  Ralph,  Miji.  Merry.  Michael,  Squire.  Dwarf. 

Ralph.  What  Knight  is  that,Squire,  ask  himif  hekeep 
The  paflage  bound  by  love  of  Lady  fair, 

Or  clfe  but  prickant. 

Hum.  Sir,  I am  no  Knight, 

But  a poor  Gentleman,  that  this  fame  night. 

Had  ftoln  from  me  on  yonder  Green, 

My  lovely  Wife,  and  fuffered  to  be  fecn 


Yet  extant  on  my  flioulderr  fuch  a greeting. 

That  whilft  I live,  I lhall  think  of  that  meeting, 

Jf^ife.  I Ralph.,  he  beat  him  unmercifully,  and  thou 
fpar’fthim  Ralph.,  I would  thou  wert  hang’d, 

Cit.  No  more,  wife,  no  more. 

Ralph.  Where  is  the  Caitiff  wretch  hath  done  this  deed, 
Lady,  your  pardon,  that  I may  proceed 
Upon  the  quefi;  of  this  injurious  Knight. 

And  thon  fair  Squire  repute  me  not  dieworfc. 

In  leaving  the  great  venture  of  the  purfe. 

Enter  Jafper  and  Luce. 

And  the  rich  Casket  till  fome  better  leifure. 

Here  comes  the  Broker  hath  purloin’d  my  treafure. 

Ralph.  Go,  Squire,  and  tell  him  I am  here. 

An  Errant  Knight  at  Arms,  to  crave  delivery 
Of  that  fair  Lady  to  her  own  Knights  arms. 

If  he  deny,  bid  him  take  choice  of  ground, 

Andfodefie  him. 

Squire.  From  the  Knight  that  bears 
The  Golden  Pejile,A  defie  thee  Knight. 

Unlefs  thou  make  fair  reftitution 
Of  that  bright  Lady. 

Jafp.  Tell  the  Knight  that  fent  thee 
He  is  an  afs,  and  I will  keep  the  wench, 

And  knock  his  Head-piece. 

Ralph.  Thou  art  but  dead, 

If  thou  recall  not  thy  uncourtcous  terms : 

Wife.  Break’s  pate  Ralph,  break’s  pate  fbundly. 

Jafp.  Come  Knight,  I am  ready  for  you,now  your  Peftle. 

Snatches  an>ay  his  Pejile. 

Shall  try  what  temper.  Sir,  your  Mortar’s  of: 

With  that  he  Rood  upright  in  his  ftirrops, 

And  gave  the  Knight  of  the  Calve-skin  fuch  a knock. 
That  heforfook  his  horfe,  and  down  he  fell. 

And  then  he  leaped  upon  him,  and  plucking  off  his  Helmet. 

Hum.  Nay,  and  my  noble  Knight  be  down  fofoon. 
Though  I can  fcarcely  go,  I needs  muft  run- 

Exit  Humphrey  Ralph* 

Wife.  Run  Ralph,  run  Ralph,  run  for  thy  life  boy,7^^fr 
comes,  Jafper  comes. 

Jafp.  Comt  Luce,  we  muff  have  other  Arms  for  you, 
Humphrey  ^ndGoldenPejllehoth  adieu.  ^ Exeunt. 

Wife.  Sure  the  Devil,  God  blefs  us,  is  in  this  Springald, 
why  George,  didff  ever  fee  fuch  a fire-drake,  I am  afraid 
my  boy’s  mifearried  -,  if  he  be,  though  he  were  Mafter 
Merry  - thoughts  Son  a thoiifand  times,  iftherebeany  Law  in 
England,  I’ll  make  fome  of  them  fmart  for’t. 

Cit.  No,  no,  I have  found  out  the  matter  fweet-heart, 
Jafper  is  enchanted  as  fure  as  we  are  here,  he  is  enchant- 
ed, he  could  no  more  have  ftood  in  Ralph'* s hands,  than  I 
can  Hand  inmy  Lord  M^a^or’s:  I’ll  have  a Ringtodilcover 
all  enchantments,  and  lhall  beat  him  yet:  be  no  more 
vext,  for  it  fliall  be  fo. 

Enter  Ralph,  Squire,Dwarfe,  Mi/lri/i  Merry-thought, 
and  Michael. 

Wife.  Oh  Husband,  here’s  Ralph  again,  flay  Ralph,  let 
me  fpeak  with  thee,  how  dofl:  thou  Ralph  ? art  thou  not 
flirewdlyhurt?  the  foul  great  Lungieslaid  unmercifully  on 
thee,  there’s  fome  Sugar-candy  for  thee,  proceed,  thou 
lhalt  have  another  bout  with  him. 

Cit.  If  Ralph  had  him  at  the  Fencing-.?chooI,  if  he  did 
not  make  a puppy  of  him,  and  drive  him  up  and  down 
the  School,  he  fliould  ne’rcome  in  myfliopmore. 

Mi(i.  Afer.  Truly  mafter  Knight  of  the  Burning  Pejile,  I 
am  weary. 

Mich.  Indeed-law  Mother,  and  I am  very  hungry., 

Ralph.  T ake  comfort  gentle  Dame,  and  your  fair  Squire. 
For  in  this  Defart  there  muft  needs  be  plac’d 
Many  ftrongCaftles,  held  by  courteous  Knights, 

And  till  I bring  youfafe  to  one  of  thofe 
Ifwear  by  this  my  Order  ne’r  to  leave  you. 

Wife. 
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pyife.  Well  laid  George^Kalpb  wasever  comfort- 

able, was  he  not  ? 

Cit.  Yes  Duck. 

IVife.  1 lhall  ne’r  forget  him : when  we  had  lofl:  our 
child,  you  know  it  was  ft  raid  almoft;  alone, to  Puddle-wbarje^ 
and  the  Cryers  were  abroad  for  it,  and  there  it  had  drown’d 
it  fclf  but  for  a Sculler,  Ralph  was  the  molt  comfortableft: 
to  me:  peace  Miftrifs,  laiesne,  let  it  go.  I’ll  get  you  an- 
other as  good,  did  he  not  George?  did  he  not  fay  fo? 

Cit.  Yes  indeed  did  he  Moufe. 

Dwarfe.  I would  we  had  a mels  of  Pottage,  and  a pot  of 
Drink,  Squire,  and  were  going  to  bed. 

Sq/tire.  Why  vveare  at  IP'althamTowns  end,  and  that’s 
the  Bell  lime.  (Squire, 

Dtvarfe.  Take  courage  valiant  Knight,  Damlel,  and 
I have  difcoveied,  not  a ftones  call  off, 

Anantient  Caftleheld  by  the  old  Knight 
Of  the  moll  holy  Order  of  the  Bel/, 

Who  gives  to  all  Knights  Errant  entertain  : 

There  plenty  is  of  food,  and  all  prepar’d, 

By  the  white  hands  of  his  own  Lady  dear. 

He  hath  three  Squires  that  welcome  all  his  Guefts; 

The  firft.  High  Chamberlain,  who  will  fee 
Our  beds  prepar’d,  and  bring  us  fnowy  Iheets, 

Where  never  Footman  ftretch’d  his  butter’d  Hams. 

The  fecond  height  T^/jlro,  who  will  fee 
Our  pots  full  filled,  and  no  froth  therein;, 

The  third,  a gentle  Squire  OjUtro  height. 

Who  will  our  Palfries  flick  withwifpsofftraw. 

And  in  the  Maunger  put  them  Oats  enough. 

And  never  greale  their  teeth  with  Candle-fnuffe. 

Wife.  That  fame  Dwarfe’s  a pretty  boy,  but  the  Squire’s 
a grout-nold. 

Ralph.  Knock  at  the  Gates  my  Squire,  with  flateiy  Lance. 

Enter  lapjier. 

lap.  Who’s  there, you’re  welcome  Gentlemen,  will  you 
fee  a room? 

Dwarf e.  Right  Courteous  and  valiant  Knight  of  the 
ing  Pefile.,  This  is  the  Squire  fapfro. 

Ralph.  Fair  Squire  fap^ro^  I a wandring  Knight, 

Height  of  the  Burning  Feftle  in  the  queft 
Of  this  fair  Ladies  Casket,  and  wrought  purfe, 

Lofing  my  felf  in  this  vafl  wildernefs. 

And  to  this  Cafrle  well  by  fortune  brought, 
i Where  hearing  of  the  goodly  entertain 
Your  Knight  of  holy  Order  of  the  Bell., 

Gives  to  all  Damfels,  and  all  Errant  Knights, 

I thought  to  knock,  and  now  am  bold  to  enter. 

Tapft.  An’t  pleafe  you  fee  a chamber,  you  are  very  wel- 
. come.  Exeunt. 

Wife.  George.,  I would  have  fomething  don«,  and  I can- 
not tell  whatitis. 

Cit.  What  is  it  Rlell  ? 

Wife.  Why  George.,  fhall  Ralphhc2.tno  body agfiin  ? pre- 
thee  fweet-heartlet  him. 

Cit.  So  he  fhall  Nell.,  and  if  I joynwith  him,  we’ll  knock 
them  all. 

E nter  Humphrey  and  Merchant. 

Wife.  O George,  here’s  mafter  Humphrey  again  now,  that 
loft  Miftrifs  L»ce,  and  Miftrifs  L«ce’s  Father,  mzRer  Hum- 
phrey \wi]l  do  fome  bodies  arrant  I warrant  him. 

Hum.  Father,  it’s  true  in  arms  I ne’r  fhall  clafp  her. 

For  fhe  is  ftoln  away  by  your  man  Jafper, 

Wife.  I thought  he  would  tell  him. 

Mer.  Unhappy  that  I am  to  lofe  my  child : 

Now  I begin  to  think  on  J^y^er’s  words. 

Who  oft  hath  urg’d  to  me  thy  foolilhnefs. 

Why  didft  thou  let  her  go,  thou  lov’fthernot. 

That  wouldft  bring  home  thy  life,  and  not  bring  her. 

Hum.  Father  forgive  me,  I fhall  tell  you  true. 


Look  on  my  Ihouldcrs  they  arc  black  and  blue, 

Whilft  too  and  fro  fair  L4<ee  and  I were  winding, 

He  came  and  bafted  me  with  a hedge  binding. 

Mer.  Get  men  and  horfes  ftraight,  we  will  be  there 
Within  this  hour^  you  know  the  place  again? 

I know  the  place  where  he  my  loins  did  Twaddle, 

I’ll  get  fix  horfes,  and  to  each  a faddle, 

Mer.  Mean  time  I’ll  go  talk  with  Jafpers  Father, 

Exeunt. 

Wife.  George,  What  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  now,  that  xMa- 
ftcr  Humphrey  has  not  Miftrifs  Luce  yQt,fycd.k  George  what 
wilt  thou  lay  with  me? 

Cit.  No  Nell,  1 warrant  thee,  is  at  F«cj(fr/W^f  with 
her  by  this. 

Wife.  Nay  George,  you  muft  confider  xMiftrilsL«t7>/ feet 
are  tender  , and  befides,  ’tis  dark,  and  I promife  you  tru- 
ly, I do  not  fee  how  he  Ihouldgct  out  of  Waltham  Forreft 
with  her  yet. 

Cit.  NayCunny,  what  wilt  thou  lay  with  me  that  Ralph 
has  her  not  yet. 

Wife.  I will  not  lay  againft  Kx?/F^,Honny,becaufe  I have 
not  fpoken  with  him : but  look  George,  peace,  here  comes 
the  merry  old  Gentleman  again. 

Enter  old  Merry-thought. 

Old  Mer.  When  it  was  grown  to  dark  midnight. 

And  all  were  faft  afleep, 

In  came  Margaret i grimly  Ghoft, 

And  flood  at  Williams's  feet. 

I have  money,  and  meat,  and  drink  before  hand,  till  to 
morrow  at  noon,  why  fhould  1 be  fad?  methinks  I have 
halfe  a dozen  jovial  fpirits  within  me,  I am  three  merry 
men,  and  three  merrymen:  To  what  end  fhould  any  man 
be  fad  in  this  world?  give  me  a man  that  when  he  goes  to 
hanging  cries  troul  the  black  boul  to  me  : and  a Wo- 
man that  will  fing  a catch  in  her  Travel. . I have  Teen  a 
man  come  by  my  door,  with  a ferious  f^ce,  in  a black  cloak, 
without  a Hatband,  carrying  his  head  as  if  he  lookt  for 
pins  in  the  ftreet.  I have  lookt  out  of  my  window  halfe  a 
year  after,  and  have  fpied^  'that  mans  head  upon  London 
Bridge',  ’tis  vile,  never  truift  a Tailor  that  does  not  fing  at 
his  work,  his  mind  is  of  nothing  but  filching. 

Wife.  Mark  this  George,  ’tis  worth  noting : Godfrey  my 
Tailor,  you  know  never  lings,  and  he  had  fourteen  yards 
to  make  this  Gown;,  and  I’ll  be  fworn,  Miftrifs  Penijione 
the  Drapers  Wife  had  one  made  with  twelve. 

Old  Mer.  ’Tis  mirth  that  fills  theveins  with  blood. 

More  than  Wine,  or  Sleep,  or  Food, 

Let  each  man  keep  his  heart  at  eafe 
No  man  dies  of  that  difeafe. 

He  that  would  his  body  keep 
From  difeafes,  muft  not  weep, 

■ But  whoever  laughs  and  fings. 

Never  his  body  brings  ^ 

Into  Feavers,  Gouts,  or  Rhumes, 

Or  lingringly  his  Lungs  confumes ; 

Or  meets  with  aches  in  the  bone. 

Or  Catj^rrhs,  or  griping  Stone : 

But  contented  lives  for  aye. 

The  more  he  laughs,  the  more  he  may. 

Wife.  Look  George,  how  fayftthou  by  this  George} 
not  a fine  old  man  ? Now  Gods  blelTing  a thy  fweet  lips. 
When  wilt  thou  be  fo  merry  George  ? Faith  thou  art  the 
frowningft  little  thing,  when  thou  art  angry,  in  a Countrey. 

Enter  Merchant. 

Cit.  Peace  Conny,  Thou  fhalt  fee  him  took  down  too  I 
warrant  thee:  here’s  Lwet’/ Father  come  now. 

Old  Mer.  As  you  came  from  Walfmgam,  from  the  Holy 
Land,  there  met  you  not  with  my  true  love  by  the  way  as 
you  came. 

Mer.  Oh  Mafter  Merry-thought ! my  Daughters  gone, 

. This 
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i his  mirth  becomes  yon  not,  my  Daughter’s  gone. 

0 W >.hr.  Why  an  if  Ihc  be,  what  care  1/ 

C r let  her  come,  or  go,  or  trxry. 

Jflercb.  Mock  not  my  mifery,  it  is  yonr  Son, 

W h.om  I have  made  my  own,  when  all  lorfookhim, 

ILs  iholn  my  only  joy,  my  child  away.  (on  a gray, 

Old  Mcr.  He  let  heron  a milk  white  Stccd,and  himl'elf  np- 
Hc  never  turn’d  his  face  again,  but  he  bore  her  quite  away. 

Mfreb.  Unworthy  of  the  kindnefs  I have  Ihewn 
To  thee,  and  thine:  too  late,  I well  pe.rceive 
Thou  art  confenting  to  my  Daughters  lofs.  (ter  ? 

0/d Mfr.  VonrDanghter,vvhata-fl:irsherewi’  y’r  daugh- 
Lc^  her  go,  think  no  more  on  her,  but  ling  loud.  If  both  my 
Ions  were  on  the  gallows,  I would  iing  down,  down,  down: 
Utey  fall  down,  and  arifethey  never  lhall. 

Mcrcb.  Oh  might  I behold  her  once  again. 

And  Ihe  once  more  embrace  her  aged  lire. 

Old  Mer.  Fie,  how fcurvily  this  goes:  and  (he once  more 
embrace  her  aged  lire?  you’ll  make  a dog  on  her,  will  ye, 
flic  cares  much  tor  her  aged  fire,  I warrant  you.  (my. 

She  cares  not  for  her  Daddyq  nor  Ihe  caresnotforher  Mam- 
For  Ihcis,  llie  is,  Ihe  is  my  Lord  of  Low-gaves  Ladle. 

Mercb.  For  this  thy  fcorn  1 will  purfue 
That  fon  of  thine  to  death. 

Old  Mer.  Do,  and  when  you  ha  kill’d  him, 

Give  him  flowers  i'now  Palmer,  give  him  flowers  i’now. 
Give  him  red  and  white,  and  blue,  gr^en,  and  yellow. 

Mercb.  I’ll  fetch  my  Daughter. 

Old  Mer.  I’ll  hear  no  more  o’  your  Daughter,  itfpoils  my 
mirth. 

Mercb.  I fay  I’d  fetch  my  Daughter. 

Old  Mer.  W'as  never  man  for  Ladies  fake,  down,  down, 

T ormented  as  I Sir  Guy  ? de  derry  down. 

For  Lwc/ex  fake,  that  Lady  bright,  down^  down, 

As  ever  men  beheld  with  eye?  de  derry  down. 

Mercb.  I’ll  be  reveng’d  by  heaven.  Exeunt. 

Mufich^  Finis  Aa.  Secund. 

IP'ife.  I low  doll  thou  like  this  George? 

Cit.  Why  this  is  well  Cunnie : but  ifRalpbv^ziQ  hot  once  : 
thou  Ihoulcin:  fee  more. 

lEife.  The  Fidlers  go  again  Husband. 

Cit.  I Nell,  but  this  is  feurvy  Mufick : I gave  the  whore- 
fon  gallows  money,  and  I think  he  has  not  got  me  the  Waits 
of  Southwark^  if  I hear  him  not  anan.  I’ll  twinge  him 
by  the  ears.? 

Your  Muficians  play  Baloo. 

JEife.  No  good  George,  ItOsh^i  Lacbrym£. 

Cit.  V\'hythis  is  itCunny. 

JEifc.  It’s  all  the  better  George:  now  fweet  Lamb,  what 
flory  is  that  painted  upon  the  cloth  ? the  confutation  of 
Saint  Paul? 

Cit.  No  Lamb,  Ralph  zndLucrece. 

JEife.  Ralph  and  Lucrece?  w'hich  Ralph?  om  Ralph? 

Cit.  NoMoufe,  that  was  Zlartarian. 

V/ife.  A Tartarian  ? well,  I wo’d  the  Fidlers  had  done, 
that  w'e  might  fee  our  K alph  again. 


ABus  Tertius, 

Scjina  Trim  a. 

Enter  jafper  and  Luce. 

Jafp.  Come  my  dear,  though  we  have  loft  our  way, 
\Vc  have  not  loft:  our  fcives  : are  you  not  weary 
With  this  nights  wandring,  broken  from  your  reft? 
And  frighted With  the  terror  that  attends 
The  darknefsof  this  wild  unpeopled  place? 

Luce.  No  my  belt  friend,  I cannot  cither  fear, 

Or  entertain  a weary  thought,  whilft  you 
(The  end  of  all  my  fulldefircs)  ftandby  me: 
fxt  them  that  lofe  their  hopes,  and  live  to  languifii 
Amongft  the  number  of  forlaken  Lovers, 
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Tell  the  long  weary  fteps,  and  number  time. 

Start  at  a lhadow,  and  fiuink  up  their  bloud, 

Whilft  I ( pofleft  with  all  content  and  quiet) 

Thus  take  my  pretty  love,  and  thus  embrace  him. 

Jafp.  Youhavecaught  me  L«cf,fofaft,  that  whilft  I live 
I lhall  become  your  faithful  prifoner : 

And  wear  thele  chains  for  ever.  Come,  fit  down, 

And  reft  your  body,  too  too  delicate 
For  thele  difturbances  lb,  will  you  lleep  ? 

Come,  do  not  be  more  able  than  you  are, 

* I know  you  are  not  skilful  in  thele  Watches, 

For  W'omen  are  no  Ibldiers:,  be  not  nice, 

But  take  it,  llcep  1 lay. 

Luce.  I cannot  lleep. 

Indeed  I cannot  friend. 

Jafp.  W'hy  then  we’ll  ling. 

And  try  how  that  will  work  upon  our  fences. 

Luce.  I’ll  fing,or  fay,  or  any  thing  but  lleep. 

Jafp.  Come  little  Mermaid,  robmeofmy  heart 
With  chat  inchanting  voice. 

Luce.  You  mock  me  Jafper 

SONG. 

Talp.  Tell  me  ( deareji')  what  is  Love? 

Luce.  ’7 is  a lightning  from  above, 

*7  is  an  Arrow,  Tis  a Fire, 

‘Lis  a Boy  they  call  defire. 

'7  is  a fmile 
Doth  beguile 

Jalp.  1 he  poor  hearts  if  men  that  prove. 

Tell  me  more,  are  Women  true  ? 

Luce.  Some  Love  change,  and  fodoyou. 

Tafp.  Are  they  fair,  and  never  kind  ? 

Luce.  Yes,  when  men  turn  with  the  wind. 

Jafp.  Are  they  froward? 

Luce.  Ever  toward 

Thofetbat  love,  to  love  anew. 

Jafp.  Diftemble  it  no  more,  I fee  the  God 
Of  heavy  fleep,  lay  on  his  heavy  Mace, 

Upon  your  eye-lids. 

Lttce.  I am  very  heavy. 

y^^y^.Sleep,  fleep, and  quiet  reft  crown  thy  fweet  thoughts: 
Keep  from  her  fair  blood  diftempers,  ftartings. 

Horrors  and  fearful  lhapes:  let  all  her  dreams 
Be  joys,  and  chafte  delights,  embraces,  wifhes. 

And  fuch  new  plcafuresas  the  ravilh’d  foul 
Gives  to  the  fences.  So  my  charms  have  took. 

Keep  her  you  powers  divine,  whilftl  contemplate 
Upon  the  wealth  and  beauty  of  her  mind. 

She  is  only  fair,  and  conftant : only  kind. 

And  only  to  thee  Jafper.  Oh  my  joyes! 

Whither  willyoutranfportme?  let  not  fulnels 
Of  my  poor  buried  hopes  come  up  together. 

And  over-charge  my  fpirits  *,  I am  weak. 

Some  fay  ( how  ever  ill ) the  Sea  and  Women 
Are  govern’d  by  the  Moon,  both  ebb  and  flow. 

Both  full  of  changes : yet  to  them  that  know. 

And  truly  judge,  thefe  but  opinions  are. 

And  herefies  to  bring  on  pleaiing  War 
Between  our  tempers,  that  without  thele  were 
Both  void  of  after-love,  and  prefent  fear. 

Which  are  the  bell  of  Cupid.  O thou  child ! 

Bred  from  defpair,  I dare  not  entertain  thee. 

Having  a love  without  the  faults  of  Women, 

And  greater  in  her  perfed  goods  than  men : 

Which  to  make  good,  and  pleafemyfcif  the  ftronger. 
Though  certainly  I am  certain  of  her  love. 

I’ll  try  her,  that  the  world  and  memory 
May  ling  to  after-times  her  conftancy. 

Luce.  awake.  L«ce,  why  do  you  fright  me  friend. 
With  thole  diftempered  looks  ? what  makes  your  fword 
Drawn  in  your  hand?  who  hath  offended  you  ? 

I prethee  lleep,  thou  art  wild  with  watching, 

M- 
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J‘ifp.  Come  make  your  way  to  Heaven,  and  bid  the  world 
(With  all  the  villanies  that  ftickiii)on  it) 

•arewell  •,  you’re  for  another  life.  Luce.  Oh  Jafpeu 
^ow  have  my  tender  years  committed  evil , 

(Efpecially  againfl;  the  man  I love) 

Thus  to  be  cropt  untimely  ? Foolilhgirl, 

Canll  thou  imagine  I could  love  his  daughter 
That  flung  me  from  my  fortune  into  nothing? 

^ifeharged  me  his  fervice,  flint  the  doors 
.Ipon  my  poverty,  andlcorn’d  my  prayers. 

Sending  me,  like  a boat  without  a malt. 

To  link  or  fwim?  Come,  by  this  hand  you  dye, 
rnnlt  have  life  and  blood  to  fatishe 
Your  fathers  wrongs. 

JPlfe.  Away  George,  away,  raife  theW’atch  at  Ludgate, 
and  bring  a Mittimus  from  the  Juftice  for  this  defpe- 
rate  Villain.  Now  I charge  you  Gentlemen,  fee  the 
\ings  peace  kept.  O my  heart  what  a varlet’s  this, 
to  offer  Man-flaughter  upon  the  harmlefs  Gentlewo- 
man ? 

Cit.  I warrant  thee  (fweet  heart)  we’ll  have  him  ham- 
mered. 

Luce.  Oh  Jafper\  be  notcruel, 
f thou  wilt  kill  me,  fmile,  and  do  it  quickly. 

And  let  not  many  deaths  appear  before  me. 

I am  a woman  made  of  fear  and  love 
A weak,  weak  woman , kill  not  with  thy  eyes. 

They  (hoot  me  through  and  through.  Strike  1 am  ready. 
And  dying  ftill  I love  thee. 

Enter  Merchant , Humphrey,  and  his  Men. 

Merch.  Where"'  abouts  ? 

Jafp.  No  more  of  this,  now  to  my  felf  again. 

Hum.  There , there  he  fcands  with  Sword  like  martial 
Knight. 

Drawn  in  his  hand,  therefore  beware  tlie  fight 
You  that  are  wife ; for  were  I good  Sir  Bevis, 

I would  not  fray  his  coming,  by  your  leaves. 

Merc,  Sirrah,  reftoremy  daughter.  Sirrah,  no. 

Merch.  Upon  him  then. 

Wife.  So, down  with  him,down  with  him,down  with  him: 
cut  him  i’the  Icgboyes,  cut  him  i’th’leg. 

Merc.  Come  your  ways  Minion,  I’ll  provide  a Cage  for 
you,  you’re  grown  fo  tame.  Horfe  her  away. 

Hum.  Truly  I’m  glad  your  forces  have  the  day.  Exeunt 

Jafp.ThQ^  are  gone,and  I am  hurt, my  Love  is  loll,  manet 
Never  to  get  again.  Oh  me  unhappy!  Jafper. 

Bleed,  bleed,  and  dye,  I cannot : Oh  my  folly  1 
Thou  haft  betray’d  me,  Hope  where  art  thou  fled 
Tell  me  if  thou  be’ft  any  where  remaining. 

Shall  I but  fee  my  love  again  ? Oh  no  I 
She  will  not  dain  to  look  upon  her  Butcher, 

Nor  is  fit  file  Ihould-,  yet  Imuft  venter. 

Oh  chance,  or  fortune,  or  what  ere  thou  art 
That  men  adore  for  powerful , hear  my  cry. 

And  let  me  loving  live  ^ orloofing  dye. 

Wife.  Is  a gone  George  ? 

Cit.  I conny. 

Wife.  Marry  and  let  him  go  (fweet  heart)  by  the  faith  a 
my  body  a has  put  me  into  fuch  a fright , that  I tremble  (as 
they  fay)  as’twerean  Afpineleaf : look  a my  little  finger 
George,  how  it  fhakes:  now  in  truth  every  member  of  my 
body  is  the  worfe  for’t. 

Cit.  Come,  hug  in  mine  arms  fweet  Moufe , hefliallnot 
fright  thee  any  more : alafs  mine  own  dear  heart  how  it  qui- 
vers. 

Enter  Miftris  Merry-thought,Rafe,Michael,Squire, 
Dwarfe,  Hoft,  and  a Tapfter. 

W ife.  O Kafe,  how  doft  thou  Rafe  ? how  haft  thou  flept 
to  night .?  has  the  Knight  us’d  thee  well } 

Cit.  Peace  Nell,  ht  Rafe  alone. 

Japji.  Mafter,  the  reckoning  is  not  paid. 


Rafe.  Right  courteous  Knight,  who  for  the  orders  fake 
W'hich  thou  haft  tane,  hang’ft  out  the  holy  Bell, 

As  I this  flaming  Peftlc  bear  about , 

We  render  thanks  to  your  puillant  felf. 

Your  beauteous  Lady,  and  your  gentle  Squires, 

For  thus  refrelliing  of  our  wearied  limbs, 

Stifned  with  hard  atchievements  in  wild  Dcfart. 

lapji.  Sir,  there  is  twelve  Ihillings  to  pay. 

Rafe.  Thou  merr  y Squire  Tapjiero,  thanks  to  thee , 

For  comforting  our  fouls  with  double  jug, 

And  if  adventurous  Fortune  prick  thee  forth. 

Thou  jovial  Squire,  to  follow  feats  of  Arms, 

Lake  lieed  thou  tender  every  Ladies  caufe. 

Every  true  Knight,  and  every  Damfel  fair 
But  Ipill  the  blood  of  treacherous  Sarazens, 

And  fall'e  inchanters,  that  with  Magick  fpels. 

Have  done  to  death  full  many  a noble  Knight. 

Hoji.  Thou  valiant  Knight  of  the  bumingPejUe , give  ear 
to  me,  there  is  twelve  (hillings to  pay,  and  as  lam  a true 
Knight , I will  not  bate  a penny. 

Wife.  George,  I prethee  tell  me,  muft  Rafe  pay  twelve 
fliillings  now  ? 

Cit.  No,  Nel,  no,  nothing  but  the  old  Knight  is  merry 
with  Rafe. 

Wife.  O is’t  nothing  elfe  ? Rafe  will  be  as  merry  as  he. 

Rafe.  Sir  Knight, this  mirth  of  yours  becomes  you  well, 
But  to  requite  this  liberal  courtefie. 

If  any  of  your  Squires  will  follow  Arms, 

He  lhall  receive  from  my  Heroick  hand 
A Knighood,  by  the  virtue  of  this  Peftle. 

Hoji.  Fair  Knight , I thank  you  for  your  noble  offer. 
Therefore  gentle  Knight, 

T welve  fnillings  you  muft  pay,  or  I muft  cap  you. 

Wife.  Look  George,  did  not  I tell  thee  as  much, the  Knight 
of  the  Be//  is  in  earneft,  Rafe  (hall  not  be  beholding  to 
him , give  him  his  money  George , and  let  him  go  (mck 
up. 

Cit.  Cap  Rafel  no,  hold  your  hand  fir  Knight  of  the  Bel!/, 
there’s  your  Money , have  you  any  thing  to  fay  to  Rafe 
now?  capK^i/f? 

Wife.  1 would  you  (hould  know  it,  Ka/e  has  friends  that 
will  not  fufierhim  tobecapt  for  ten  times  fb  much,  and  ten 
times  to  the  end  of  that,  now  take  thy  courfe  Rafe.  , 

M.  mer.  Come  Michael , thou  and  I will  go  home  to  thy 
father,  he  hath  enough  left  to  keep  us  a day  or  two,  and 
we’ll  fet  fellows  abroad  to  cry  our  Purfe  and  Casket : Shall 
we  Michael} 

Mich.  I,  I pray  mother,  in  truth  my  feet  are  full  of  chil- 
blains with  travelling. 

Wife.  Faith  and  thofe  chilblaines  are  a foul  trouble,  Mi- 
ftris Merry-thought  when  your  youth  comes  home,  let  him  rub 
all  the  foies  of  his  feet,  and  his  heels,  and  his  ankles,  with  a 
Moufeskin^  or  if  none  of  your  can  catch  a Moufe,  when  he 
goes  to  bed , let  him  rowl  his  feet  in  the  warm  embers,  and  I 
warrant  you  he  (hall  be  well,  and  you  may  make  him  put  his 
fingers  between  his  toes,  and  fmell  to  them , it’s  very  (bve- 
raign  for  his  head,  if  he  be  coftive. 

Miji.  mer.  Mader  Knight  of  the  burning  Peftle,  my  (bn 
Michael,  and  I bid  you  farewell,  I thank  your  Worfliip  har- 
dly for  your  kindnefs. 

Rafe.  Fare-well  fair  Lady,  and  your  tender  Squire. 

If  pricking  through  thefe  Defarts , I do  hear 
Of  any  traiterous  Knight  who  through  his  guile  , 

Hath  light  upon  your  Casket  and  your  Purfe , 

I will  defpoil  him  of  them  and  reftore  them. 

Miji.mer.  I thank  your  Worfhip.  Exit  rvith  Michael 

Rafe.  Dwarf  bear  my  (hield , Squire  elevate  my  lance. 
And  now  farewell  you  Knight  of  holy  Bell, 

Cit.  I,  I Rafe,  all  is  paid. 

Rafe.  But  yet  before  1 go,  fpeak  worthy  Knight , 

If  oft  you  do  of  fad  adventures  know , 

Where  errant  Knights  may  through  his  prowefs  win 
Eternal  fame,  and  free  fomer  gentle  fouls. 

From  endlefs  bounds  of  fteel  and  lingring  pain. 
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Hm\.  Sirroli  go  toA'/ri^the  and  bid  him  prepare 

himlclf,  as  1 told  yon  betbre  quickly. 

7. Ip.  1 am  gone  Sir.  E.xitTapjier. 

Holi.  Sir  Knight,  thiswildernefs  aflbrdeth  none 
But  the  great  Ycnture,  where  full  many  a Knight 
Hath  tried  his  prowefs,  and  come  off  with  (hame. 

And  where  1 would  not  have  you  loofe  your  life , 

Agaiuft  no  man , but  furious  hend  of  Hell. 

Kjfe.  Speak  on  Sir  Knight , tell  what  he  is , and  where : 
For  here  i vow’  upon  my  blazing  badge , 

Never  to  blaze  a day  in  quietnefs  •, 

But  bread  and  water  will  1 only  eat , 

And  the  green  herb  and  rock  lhall  be  my  couch 
Till  I have  qucld  that  man,  or  beaft,  'or  fi«id , 

That  works  fuch  damage  to  all  Errant  Knights. 

Not  far  from  hence,  near  a craggy  cliff 
At  the  North  end  of  this  diffrefled  Town, 

There  doth  ftand  a lowly  houfe 
Ruggedly  builded,  and  in  it  a Cave 
In  which  an  ugly  Giant  now  doth  won, 

Ycleped  Barbarofr.  in  his  hand 
He  fhakes  a naked  Lance  of  purefl  Reel , 

Wdth  lleeves  turn’d  up,  and  him  before  he  wears, 

A motly  garment  to  preferve  his  clothes 
From  blood  of  thole  Knights  which  hemaflacres. 

And  Ladies  Gentle ; without  his  door  doth  hang 
A copper  bafon , on  a prickant  Spear  •, 

At  which,  no  Iboner  gentle  Knights  can  knock. 

But  the  fhdll  found , fierce  Barbarofo  hears. 

And  rulhing  forth  , brings  in  the  Errant  Knight, 

And  lets  him  down  in  an  inchanted  chair  : 

Then  with  an  Engine,  which  he  hath  prepar’d 
With  forty  teeth,  he  claws  his  courtly  crown. 

Next  makes  him  wink,  and  underneath  his  chin, 

He  plants  a brazen  piece  of  mighty  board , 

And  knocks  his  bullets  round  about  his  cheeks, 

M'hilft  wnth  his  fingers,  and  an  inftrument 
With  which  he  fnaps  his  hair  off^  he  doth  fill 
The  wretches  ears  with  a moll  hideous  noyle. 

Thus  every  Knight  Adventurer  he  doth  trim , 

And  now  no  creature  dares  encounter  him. 

Kafe.  In  Gods  name,  I will  fight  with  him,  kind  fir. 

Go  but  before  me  to  this  difmal  Cave 
Where  this  huge  Giant  Barbarofo  dwells , 

And  by  that  virtue  that  brave  Koficleere-, 

That  damn’d  brood  of  ugly  Giants  flew. 

And  Palmer  in  Frannarco  ovcTthvew: 

I doubt  not  but  to  curb  this  Traytor  foul. 

And  to  the  Devil  fend  his  guilty  Soul. 

Hof.  Brave  fprighted  Knight,  thus  far  I will  perform 
This  your  requelt.  I’ll  bring  you  within  fight 
Of  this  mofl;  loathfome  place,  inhabited 
By  a more  lothfome  man ; but  dare  not  Hay, 

For  his  main  force  fwoops  all  he  fees  away. 

Rafe.  Saint  fet  on  before,  march  Squire  and 

Pa^ae.  . Exeunt. 

IVife.  Gforjjf,  dolt  think  R.afe  will  confound  the  Giant? 
Cn.  I hold  my  cap  to  a farthing  he  does:  v^^hy  Nell,  I 
law  him  wrelfle  with  the  great  Dutchman,  and  hurlehim. 

Wife.  Faith  and  that  Dutchman  was  a goodly  man, if  all 
things  w'ere  anfwerabJe  to  his  bigoels : and  yet  they  lay 
there  was  a Scottilhman  higher  than  he , and  that  they 
two  and  a Knight  met,  and  law  one  another  for  nothing: 
but  of  all  the  fights  that  ever  were  in  London,  fincelwas 
married,  methinks  the  little  child  that  was  fo  fair  grown 
about  the  members,  v/as  the  prettiefl:,  that  and  the  Her- 
maphrodite. 

Cit.  Nay,  by  your  have  Nil,  Ninivie  was  better. 

Wife.  Ninivie,  O that  was  the  ftovj  of  J one  and  the  wall, 
was  it  not  Georf^e  ? 

Cir  Yes  Jamb.  Enter  Mifiris  Merry-totgght. 

Wife  I xK)k  George,\\ere  comes  Mi Itris  Merry-thoughauhain, 
and  I would  have  Pafe  come  and  fight  with  the  Gyant,  I 
tell  you  true  I long  to  fee’t. 


Cit.  Good  Miftrifs  Merri-thoughthe  aone,  I pray  you  for 
my  fake,  I pray  you  forbear  a little,  you  fliall  have  au- 
dience prefently,  I have  a little  bulinefs. 

Wife.  Milfris  Merr  1-thought,,  if  it  pleafe  you  to  refrain 
your  paflion  a little,  till  Rafe  have  difpatcht  the  Giant  out 
of  the  way,  we  lhall  think  our  felves  much  bound  to  thank 
you ; I thank  you  good  Milfris  Merri-thought. 

Exit  Miji.  Merry-thought. 

Enter  -a  Boy. 

C/f.  Boy,  come  hither,  fend  away  Kafe  and  this  whore- 
fon  Giant  quickly. 

Boy.  In  good  faith  fir  we  cannot,  you’I  utterly  fpoil  our 
Play , and  make  it  to  be  hill,  and  it  coft  money , you  will 
not  fuller  us  to  go  on  with  our  plots,  I pray  Gentlemen  rule 
him, 

Cit.  Let  him  come  now  and  difpatch  this,  and  I’ll  trou- 
ble you  no  more. 

Boy.  Will  you  give  me  your  hand  of  that? 

Wife.  Give  him  thy  hand  George,  do,  and  I’ll  kifshim,  1 
warrant  thee  the  youth  means  plainly. 

Boy.  I’Jl  lend  him  to  you  prefently.  Exit  Boy. 

Wife.  I thank  you  little  youth,  feth  the  child  hatha 
fweet  breath  George , but  I think  it  be  troubled  wnth  the 
Worms,  Carduus  BenediUur  and  Mares  milk  were  the  only 
thing  in  the  world  for’t.  O K^/j’shere  George-  God  fend 
thee  good  luck  Rafe. 

Enter  Rafe,  Holt,  Squire,  4 W Dwarf. 

Hof.  Puiflant  Knight  yonder  his  Manfion  is, 

Lo,  where  the  Spear  and  Copper  Bafon  are , 

Behold  the  llring  on  which  hangs  many  a tooth. 

Drawn  from  the  gentle  jaw  of  wandring  Knights, 

I dare  not  Hay  to  found,  he  will  appear.  Exit  Holi. 

Rafe.  O faint  not  heart,  Sufanmy  Lady  dear: 

The  Coblers  Maid  in  MilkHreet,  for  whofe  fake, 

I take  thefe  Arms,  O let  the  thought  of  thee. 

Carry  thy  Knight  through  all  adventurous  deeds, 

And  in  the  honor  of  thy  beauteous  felf. 

May  I deftroythis  monfter  Barbarofo, 

Knock  Squire  upon  the  Bafon  till  it  break  Enter 

With  the  flirill  Hrokes,  or  till  the  Giant  fpake.  Barba. 

Wife.O George,theC\aat,  the  Giant,  now  Rafe  for  thy 
life. 

Bar.  What  fond  unknowing  wight  is  this,  that  dares 
So  rudely  knock  at  Barbarojja'^s  Cell, 

Where  no  man  comes , but  leaves  his  fleece  behind  ? 

I,  traiterous  Caitifle,  who  am  fentby  fate 
To  punifli  all  the  lad  enormities 
Thou  halt  committed  againfl;  Ladies  gentle. 

And  Errant  Knights , Traytor  to  God  and  men: 

Prepare  thy  felf,  this  is  the  difmal  hour 
Appointed  for  thee  to  givellrift  account 
Of  all  thy  beaftly  treacherous  villanies. 

Bar.  Fool-hardy  Knight,  full  foon  thou  flialt  aby 
This  fond  reproach,  thy  body  will  I bang.  He  takps  down 
And  loe  upon  that  firing  thy  teeth  lhall  hang : hU  pole 

Prepare  thy  leJf,  for  dead  foon  flialtthou  be. 

Rafe.  Saint  George  for  me  7 hey  fight 

Barba.  Gargantua  for  me. 

Wife.  To  him  Rafe,  tohim,  holduptheGiant,fetoutthy 
leg  before 

Cit.  Falfifie  a blow  Rafe,  falfifie  a blow,  the  Giant  lies 
Open  on  the  left  fide. 

Wife.  Bear’t  off^  bcar’toff  ftilL,  there  boy,  ORafe'sal- 
moH  down,  Rafe'*$  almofl:  down. 

Rafe.  Sufan  inlpire  me,  now  have  up  again. 

Wife.  Up,  up,  up,  up,  up,  fo  Rafe,  down  with  him,down 
with  him  Rafe. 

Cit.  fetch  him  over  the  hip  boy. 

Wife.  There  boy,  kill, kill, kill,  kill,  kill,  Rafe. 

Cit.  No  Rafe,  get  all  out  of  him  firfl, 

Rafe. 
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Kafe.  Prefumptuons  man,  fee  to  what  clcfpcratcend 
Thy  treachery  hath  brought  thee , the  jult  Gods, 

Who  never  profper  thofe  that  do  dei'pilc  them. 

For  all  the  villanies  which  thou  halb  done 
To  Knights  and  Ladies,  now  have  paid  thee  home, 

By  my  Ibiff  arm,  a Knight  adventurous. 

But  fay,vile  wretch,  before  I fend  thy  Ibul 
To  fad  Avermis^  whither  it  mult  go, 

What  captives  holdllthou  in  thy  fable  cave? 

Barbj.  Go  in  and  free  them  all,  thou  halt  the  day. 

Kafe.  Go  Squire  and  Dwarf,  fearch  in  this  dreadful  ca.  c , 
And  free  the  wretched  prilbncrs  fromtlicir  bonds. 

Kxit  S quire  and  Dwarf. 

Barb.  I crave  for  mercy  as  than  art  a Knight, 

And  fcornft;  to  I'pill  the  blood  of  thofe  that  beg. 

Kafe.  Thou  lltewelb  no  mercy,  nor  lhala  thou  have  any, 
Prepare  thy  felf,  for  thou  lhalt  furely  dye. 


And  in  a Tub  that’s  heated  finoaking  hot, 

I'hcre  may  they  fuid  them  and  deliver  them. 

K.6t/£?.Riin  Squire  and  Dwarf,  deliver  them  with  l])0ed. 

Exeunt  Squire  and  Dwarf. 

tVife,  But  will  not  kill  this  Giant,  furely  I am  afraid  if 

he  let  him  go  he  will  do  as  much  hurt,  as  ever  he  did. 

Citizen.  Not  lb  Moufc  neithcr,if  he  could  convert  him. 

Jf^ife.  [George.,  if  he  could  convert  him  ^ but  a Gyant  is 
not  lb  foon  converted  as  one  of  us  ordinary  people.'l'herc’s 
a pretty  tale  of  a Witch,  that  had  the  Divels  mark  about 
her,  God  blefs  us,  that  had  a Gyant  to  her  Ibn,  that  was 
call’d  Lob-lie-by-the-fre.,  didlb  never  hear  it  George. 

Enter  Squire  leading  a man  with  a glafs  of  Lotion  in  his 
• hand , and  the  Dwarf  leading  a woman.,  with 
Dyet-bread  and  Drink,. 


Enter  Sqtttre  leading  onewinkjng.,  with  a Bafon under  hU  chin. 

Squire.  Behold  brave  Knight  here  is  one  prifoner, 

Whom  this  wild  man  hath  ufed  as  you  lee. 

IVife.  This  is  the  wife  word  I hear  the  Squire  fpcak. 
Kafe.  Speak  what  thou  art,  and  how  thou  haft  been  us’d. 
That  I may  give  him  condign  punilhment, 

1.  Kni.  I am  a Knight  that  took  my  journey  poft 
Northward  from  London.,  and  in  courteous  wile. 

This  Gyant  train’d  me  to  his  den , 

Under  pretence  of  killing  of  the  itch , 

And  all  my  body  with  a powder  ftrew’d , 

That  fmarts  and  ftings , and  cut  away  my  beard , 

And  my  curl’d  locks  wherein  were  Ribands  ty’de  , 

And  with  a water  wafht  my  tender  eyes,  ^ 

Whilft  up  and  down  about  me  frill  he  skipt , 

Whole  virtue  is,  that  till  my  eyes  be  wip’t 
With  a dry  cloth,  for  this  my  foul  difgrace, 

I ftiall  not  dare  to  look  a dog  i’th’face. 

Wife.  Alafs  poor  Knight,  relieve  him  Kafe.,  relieve  poor 
Knights  whilft  you  live. 

Kafe.  My  trufty  Squire  convey  him  totheTovyn, 

Where  he  may  find  relief,  adieu  fair  Knight.  Exi^  Knight. 

i 

Enter  Dwarf  leading  one  with  a patch  o'^erhisNofe, 

Dwar.  Puiflant  Knight  of  the  burning  Pefilelmghtj 
See  here  another  wretch,  whom  this  foul  beaft 
Hath  fcorcht  and  fcor’d  in  this  inhumane  wife. 

Kafe.  Speak  me  thy  name , and  eke  thy  place  of  birth, 
And  what  hath  been  thy  ufage  in  this  Cave. 

2.  Knight.  I am  a Knight,  Sir  Poci^^hole  is  my  name, 

And  by  my  birth  I am  a Londoner., 

Free  by  my  Copy,  but  my  Anceftors 
Were  Frenchmen  all,  and  riding  hard  this  way. 

Upon  a trotting  horfe  my  bones  did  ake , 

And  I faint  Knight  to  eafe  my  weary  limbes , 

Light  at  this  Cave,  when  ftraight  this  furious  fiend , 

With  lharpeft  inftrument  of  pureft  fteel , 

Did  cut  the  griftle  of  my  Nofe  away , 

And  in  the  place  this  velvet  plafter  ftands  , 

Relieve  me  gentle  Knight  out  of  his  hands. 

Wife.  Good  Kafe  relieve  Sir  Poci^^o/e,  and  fend  him  away, 
for  in  truth  his  breath  ftinks. 

Kafe.  Convey  him  ftraight  after  the  other  Knight: 

Sir  Pockhole  fare  you  well. 

^.Knight.  Kind  Sir  goodnight  Exit. 

Cryes  within. 

Man.  Deliver  us.  Woman.  Deliver  us. 

Wife.  Harke  Gforge , what  a woful  cry  there  is , I think 
fome  woman  lyes  in  there.  Man.  Deliver  us 
Woman.  Deliver  us. 

Kafe.  What  gaftly  noife  is  this?  fpeak  Barbarofo 
I Or  by  this  blazing  fteel  thy  head  goes  olf 
I Barb.  Prifonersof  mine,  whom  I in  diet  keep, 

Send  lower  down  into  the  Cave, 


Cit.  Peace  here  comes  the  prifoners, 

Dwar.  Here  be thefe pined  wretches, manful  1 Knight, 
That  for  this  lix  weeks  have  not  feen  a wight. 

Kaph.  Deliver  what  you  are,  and  how  you  came 
To  this  fad  Cave,  and  what  your  ufage  was? 

Man.  1 am  an  errant  Knight  that  followed  Arms, 

With  fpearand  Ihield,  and  in  my  tender  years 
L ftrucken  was  with  Cupids  fiery  ftaft. 

And  fell  in  love  with  this  my  Lady  dear, 

Andftole  her  from  her  friends  in  Turne-ball  frreet. 

And  bore  her  up  and  down  from  Town  to  Town, 

Where  we  did  eat  and  drink  and  Mufick  here-, 

Till  at  the  length  at  this  unhappy  Town 
We  did  arrive,  and  coming  to  this  Cave, 

This  beaft  us  caught,  and  put  us  in  a Tub  , 

Where  we  this  two  months  fweat , and  Ihould  have  done. 
Another  Month  if  you  had  not  relieved  us. 

Worn.  Thisbreadand  water  hath  our  dyetbeen. 
Together  with  a rib  cut  from  a neck 
Of  burned  Mutton , hard  hath  been  our  fare , 

Releafe  us  from  this  ugly  Gyants  fnare. 

Man.  This  hath  been  half  the  food  we  have  receiv’d. 
But  only  twice  a day  for  novelty , 

He  gave  a fpoonfrd  of  his  hearty  broth  Pulls  out  a fringe. 
To  each  of  us,  through  this  fame  tender  quill. 

Kaph.  From  this infernall  Monfter  you  lliall  go. 

That  ufeth  Knights  and  gentle  Ladies  fo. 

Convey  them  hence.  Exeunt  man  and  woman. 

Cit.  Cunny,  I can  tell  thee  the  Gentleman  Ytk^Kafe. 

Wife.  I George.,  I lee  it  well  enough.  Gentlemen  I thank 
you  all  heartily  for  gracing  my  maxiKaph.,  and  I promife 
you , you  lliall  fee  him  oftner. 

Bar.  Mercy  great  Knight,  I do  recant  my  ill  ^ 

And  henceforth  never  gentle  blood  will  fpill. 

Kaph.  I give  thee  mercy,  but  yet  thou  lhalt  ftvear 
Upon  my  burning  Peftle  to  perform 
Thy  promife  utter’d. 

Bar.  I fwear  and  kifs.  v 

Kaph.  Depart  then  and  amend. 

Come  Sqire  and  Dwarf,  the  Sun  grows  towards  his  fet. 

And  we  have  many  more  adventures  yet.  Exeunt. 

Cit.  Now  Kaph  is  in  this  humor,!  know  he  would  ha  beaten 
all  the  boys  in  the  houfe,  if  they  had  been  fet  on  him. 

Wife.  1 George^  but  it  is  well  as  it  is:  I warrant  you  the  gen- 
tlemen do  conlider  what  it  is  to  overthrow  a Gyant : but 
look  George^  here  comes  Millrifs  Merri-thought and  her 
Eon  Michael .,  now  you  are  welcome  Miftris  Merri-thought  ^ 
now  Kaph  has  done  you  may  go  on. 

Enter  Miftrifs  Merry-thought  and  Michael. 

Mif.  mer  Mickp  My  Boy  ? 

Mich.  I forfooth  Mother. 

Miji.  mer.  Be  merry  ^^icks  ^ ^re  at  home  now : where 
I warrant  you , yon  lhall  find  the  houfe  flung  out  of  the 
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windows:  Hark:  hey  dogs,  hey,  this  is  the  old  world 
y't'aith  with  niy  Husband;  I’ll  get  in  among  them, I’ll  play 
them  Inch  Idlon,  that  they  flvall  have  little  lift  to  come 
(craping  hither  again.  Why  Mafter  Meirry-tho»ght  ^ Huf- 
band  , Ch.irl:s  Merry-thougbt . 

Old  M:r.  withhu  If  yoliwill  ling,  and  dance, and  laugh, 
and  hollow , and  laugh  again ; and  then  cry  there  boys 
there : why  then , 

One,  two,  three,  and  four. 

We  fliall  be  merry  within  this  hour. 

Mid.  Mcr.  W hy  Charles  do  you  not  know  your  own  na- 
tural wife  ? I lay  open  the  door , and  turn  me  out  thole 
mangy  companions^  ’tis  more  than  time  that  they  were 
fellow  like  with  you ; you  arc  a Gentleman  Charles.,  and 
an  old  man,  and  father  of  two  children;,  and  I my  felf, 
(though  1 lay  it)  by  my  mothers  lide.  Niece  to  aW'or- 
fhipful  Gentleman,  and  a Condudor,  he  has  been  three 
times  in  his  Majeftics  Icrvicc  at  and  is  now  the 

fourth  time,  God  blefs  him,  and  his  charge  upon  his 
journey. 

Old  Mcr.  Go  from  my  rrindorv.,  love  go'. 

Go  from  my  tvindoxv  my  dear., 

7 he  Tvind  a;td  the  rain  n'ill  drive  yon  hack^  again  , 

Xi  H cannot  be  lodged  here. 

Hark  you  Miftrifs  Merri-thought , yoa  that  walk  upon 
Adventures , and  forfake  your  Husband,  becaufehe  fings 
with  never  a penny  in  his  purfe wiiat  lliall  I think  my 
felf  theworfe?  Faith  no,  I’il  be  merry. 

You  come  not  here , here’s  none  but  Lads  of  mettle , 
lives  of  a hundred  years,  and  upwards,  care  never  drunk 
their  bloods , nor  want  made  them  warble. 

Hey-ho , my  heart  is  heavy. 

Mi{i.  Mer.  Why  M.  Merrithought , what  am  I that  you 
Ihould  laugh  me  to  fcorn  thus  abruptly?  am  I not  your 
fellow-feeler , (as  w^e  may  fay)  in  all  our  miferies  ? your 
comforter  in  health  andUcknefs?  have  I not  brought  you 
Children?  are  they  not  like  you  Charlesl  look  upon  thine 
own  Image,  hard-hearted  man  ^ and  yet  for  all  this — 
Old  Mer.  xvithin.  Begon,  begon  my  juggy,  mypuggy, 
begon  m.y  love  my  dear. 

The  weather  is  warm,  ’twill  do  thee  no  harm , thou  canft 
not  be  lodged  here. 

Be  merry  boys,  fome  light  mufick,  and  more  wine. 

Wife.  He’s  not  in  carneft , 1 hope  George.,  is  he  ? 

Ch.  WTat  if  he  be,  fweet  heart  ? 

Wife.  Marry  if  he  be  George , I’ll  make  bold  to  tell  him 
he’s  an  ingrant  old  man , to  ufe  his  bed-fellow  lb  feur- 
viJy. 

Cit.  What  how  does  he  ufe  her  Honey  ? 

Wife.  Marry  come  up  fir  fauce-box , 1 think  you’ll  take 
his  part , will  you  not  ? l.ord  how  hot  are  you  grown : 
you  are  a fine  man  an  you  had  a fine  Dog , it  becomes  you 
fvvcetly, 

C/7.  Nay,  prethec  Niki  chide  not;  for  as' I am  an  ho- 
neft  man,  and  a true  Chriftian  Grocer,  Ido  not  like  his 
doings. 

Wife.  I cry  you  mercy  then  George  ^ you  know  we  are 
all  frail,  and  full  of  infirmities.  Dee  hear  Mafter  Merri- 
tbought.,  may  1 crave  a word  with  you  ? 

Old  Mer  rvithin.  Strike  up  lively  lads. 

Wife.  I had  not  thought  in  truth , MzXtQ'C  Merri-thought., 
that  a man  of  your  age  and  diferetion  (as  1 may  fay)  be- 
ing a Gentleman,  and  therefore  known  by  your  gentle 
conditions,  could  have  ufed  fo  little rcfpccft  to  theweak- 
nefsof  his  wife;  for  your  wife  is  your  ov/n  flelh,  theftaff 
of  your  age,  your  yoke-fellow,  with  whofe  help  you  draw 
through  the  myre  of  this  tranfitory  world : Nay,  fhe’s 

your  own  rib.  And  again 

Old  Mer.  I come  not  hither  for  thee  to  teach, 

I have  no  pulpit  for  thee  to  preach , 

I would  thou  hadft  kift  me  under  the  breech , 

As  thou  art  a Lady  gay. 

Wife.  Marry  with  a vengeance , 

I am  heartily  forty  for  the  poor  Gentlewoman : but  if  1 


were  thy  wife,i’faith  gray-beard,  i’faith 

Cit.  I prethee  fweet  Hony-fiickle,  be  content. 

Wife.  Give  me  fuch  words  that  am  a Gentlewoman  born, 
hang  him  hoary  Rafcal.  Get  me  Ibme  drink  George , I 
am  almoft  molten  with  fretting ; now  befhrew  his  Knaves 
heart  for  it. 

Old  mer.  Play  me  a light  Lavalto:  come,  befroUick,  fill 
the  good  fellows  wine. 

Mijl.  mer.  Why  MzHer  Merri-thought .,  are  you  dil|X)fed 
to  make  me  wait  here,;  you’ll  open  I hope,  i’ll  fetch  them 
that  ftall  open  elfe. 

Old  mer.  Good  womafl,  if  you  will  fmg , I’ll  give  you 
fomething,  if  not 

SONG. 

Tou  are  no  love  fur  me  Mapget,  I am  no  love  for  you. 

Come  aloft  Boys.,  aloft. 

Mifl.  mer.  Now  a Churles  fart  in  your  teeth  Sir : Come 
M/fk-)  we’ll  not  trouble  him,  afhall  not  ding  us  i’th’teeth 
with  his  bread  and  his  broth,  that  he  lhall  not : come  boy, 
i’ll  provide  for  thee^  1 warrant  thee : wee’ll  go  to  Mafter 
rew/fr/vc*// the  Merchant , I’ll  get  his  letter  to  mine  Hoftof 
the  Bell  in  Waltham,  there  I’ll  place  thee  with  the  Tapfter, 
will  not  that  do  well  for  thee  MickJ  and  let  me  alone  for 
that  old  Cuckoldly  Knave  your  father.  I’ll  ufe  him  in  his 
kind,  I warrant  ye. 

Wife.  Come  George,  where’s  the  beer? 

Cit.  Here  Love. 

Wife.  This  old  fornicating  fellow  will  not  out  of  my 
mind  yet-,  Gentlemen,  I’ll  begin  to  you  all,  I defire  more 
of  your  acquaintance,  with  all  my  heart.  Fill  the  Gen- 
tlemen fome  beer  George. 

Finis  ACtus  Tlertiu  Mufick,. 


ABus  Quartus. 

Sc<£na  Prima.. 

Boy  danceth. 

Wife.  Look  George,  the  little  boy’s  come  again,  methinks 
he  looks  fomething  like  the  Prince  of  Orange  in  his  long 
flocking , if  he  had  a little  harnefs  about  his  neck.  George, 
1 will  have  him  dance  Fading',  Fading,  is  a fine  Jig  I’ll 
allure  you  Gentlemen:  begin  brother,  now  a capers  fweet 
heart,  now  a turn  a th’toe,  and  then  tumble : cannot  you 
tumble  youth  ? 

Boy.  No  indeed  forfooth. 

Wife.  Nor  eat  fire  ? Boy.  Neither. 

Wife.  Why  then  1 thank  you  hgartily,  there’s  two  pence 
to  buy  you  points  withall. 

"Enter  Jafper  and  Boy. 

Jafp.  There  boy,  deliver  this;  but  do  it  well.  Haft  thou 
provided  me  four  lufty  fellows  ? 

Able  to  carry  me?  and  art  thou  perfect 

In  all  thy  bufinefs  ? Boy.  Sir  you  need  not  fear  , 

I have  my  leflbn  here,  and  cannot  mils  it: 

The  men  are  ready  for  you , and  what  elfe 
Pertains  to  this  imployment.  Jafp.  There  my  boy. 

Take  it,  but  buy  no  land.  Boy.  Faith  fir  ’twere  rare 
To  fee  fo  young  a purchafer : i flie , 

And  on  my  wings  carry  your  deftiny.  Exi*> 

Jafp.  Go,  and  be  happy:  Now  my  lateft  hope 
Forfake  me  not , but  fling  thy  Anchor  out , 

And  let  it  hold : Hand,  fix  thou  rolling  ftone. 

Till 


The  Knight  of  the  ^Hrning  Tcflle, 


Till  1 enjoy  ray  deardl : hear  me  all 

You  powers  that  rule  in  men  cclcllial.  ^ Ex/i, 

IFife^  Go  thy  ways,  thou  art  as  crooked  a fprigasever 
grew,  in  London^  1 warranthim he’ll  come  to  Ibme naugh- 
ty end  or  other : for  his  looks  lay  no  lefs : Befides,  his 
father  (you  know  George)  is  none  of  the  bell,  you  heard 
him  take  me  up  like  aGill  llirt:  andllngbawdySongsup- 

on  me;  but  i’faith  if  1 liveGfor^e 

Cit.  Let  me  alone  fvveet-hcart , 1 have  a trick  in  my  head 
fliall  lodge  him  in  the  Arches  lor  one  year,  and  make  him 
ling  Peccavi , ’ere  1 leave  him , and  yet  he  fnall  never  know 
who  hurt  him  neither. 

JFife.  Do  my  good  Geerge^  do. 

Cit,  What  lhall  we  have  Rafe  do  now  boy? 

Boy.  You  hiall  have  what  you  will  lir. 

Cit.  Why  fo  lir,  go  and  fetch  me  him  then,  and  let  the 
Sophy  of  Perfia  come  and  chriften  him  a child. 

Boy.  Believe  me  Sir,  that  will  not  do  fowell,  ’tisftale, 
it  has  been  had  before  at  the  Red  Bull. 

IFife.  George , let  Rafe  travell  over  great  hills , and  let 
him  be  weary,  and  come  to  the  King  of  houle, 

covered  with  velvet,  and  there  let  the  Kings  daughter 
Hand  in  her  window  all  in  beaten  gold,  combing  her  gol- 
den locks  with  a comb  of  Ivory , and  let  her  fpye 
and  fall  in  love  with  him , and  come  down  to  him , and 
carry  him  into  her  fathers  houfe,  and  then  let  R4'e  talk 
with  her. 

Cit.  Well  faid  ATf/,  it  lhall  be  fo:  boy  let’s  ha’t  done 
quickly. 

Boy.  Sir,  if  you  will  imagine  all  this  to  be  done  alrea- 
dy, you  lhall  hear  them  talk  together;  but  we  cannot 
prefent  a houfe  covered  with  black  Velvet,  and  a Lady  in 
beaten  gold. 

Cit.  Sir  Boy,  lets  ha’t  as  you  can  then. 

Boy.  Befides,  it  will  Ihew  ill-favoredJy  to  have  a Grocers 
Prentice  to  court  a Kings  daughter. 

Cit.  Will  it  fo  Sir?  you  are  well  read  in  Hiftories ; I 
pray  you  what  was  Sir  Vagonet  ? was  not  he  Prentice  to  a 
Grocer  in  London  ? read  the  Play  of  the  Four  Prentices  ef 
London , where  they  tofs  their  Pikes  fo ; I pray  you  fetch 
him  in  Sir,  fetch  him  in. 

Boy.  It  lhall  be  done , it  is  not  our  fault  Gentlemen. 

- Exit. 

Wife.  Now  we  lhall  fee  fine  doings  I warrant  thte  George. 
O here  they  come  •,  how  prettily  the  King  of  Cracovia*s 
daughter  is  drelt. 

Enter  Kzfe  and  the  Lady,  Squire  and  Vwarf. 
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My  father  oft  will  tell  me  of  a drink 
In  England  found , and  Nipitato  call’d. 

Which  driveth  all  the  forrow  from  your  hearts. 

Rafe.  Lady  ’tis  true , you  need  not  lay  your  lipS 
To  better  Nipitato  than  there  is. 

Lady.  And  of  a wild-fowl  he  will  often  fpcak. 

Which  poudred  beef  and  multard  called  is ; 

For  there  have  been  great  Wars’twixt  us  and  yoii , 

But  trucly  Rafe,  it  was  not  long  of  me. 

Tell  me  then  could  you  contented  be, 

To  wear  a Ladies  favor  in  your  Ihicld? 

Rafe.  1 am  a Knight  of  Religious  Order, 

And  will  not  wear  a favor  of  a Ladies 
That  trufts  in  Antichrift , and  falfe  traditions. 

Cit.  Well  laid  Rafe,  convert  her  if  thou  canft. 

Rafe.  Befides , I have  a Lady  of  my  own 
In  merry  England  ■,  for  whofe  virtuous  fake 
I took  thefc  Arms,  and  Sufan  is  her  name, 

A Coblcrs  maid  in  Milkfrreet,  whom  I vow 
Nere  to  forl'ake,  whilll  life  and  Peftle  laft. 

Lady.  Happy  that  Cobling  Dame , who  ere  fne  be 
That  for  her  own  (dear  Rafi)  hath  gotten  thee. 

Unhappy  I,  that  nere  lhall  fee  the  day 

To  fee  thee  more,  that  bear’ll  my  heart  away. 

Rafe.  Lady  farewell , I mull  needs  take  my  leave. 

Lady.  Hard-hearted  Rafe,  that  Ladies  doft  deceive. 

Cit.  Hark  thee  Rafe , there’s  money  for  thee  give 
fomething  in  the  King  of  Cracovia*^  houfe  , be  not  be- 
holding to  him. 

Rafe.  L ady  before  I go , I mull  remember 
Your  fathers  Officers,  who  truth  to  tell, 

Have  been  about  me  very  diligent ; 

Hold  up  thy  fnowy  hand  thou  princely  maid  , 

There’s  twelvepence  for  your  fathers  Chamberlain. 

And  another  Ihilling  for  his  Cook , 

For  by  my  troth  the  Goofe  was  rolled  well. 

And  twelve  pence  for  your  fathers  Horfe-keeper, 

For  nointing  my  horfe  back,  and  for  his  butter 

There  Ts  another  Ihilling  to  the  maid 

That  walht  my  boot-hofe,  there’s  an  Englilli  groat , 

And  twopence  to  the  boy  that  wip’t  my  boots. 

And  lall , fair  Lady,  there  is  for  your  felf 
Three  pence  to  buy  you  pins  at  E«w?^oFair. 

Lady.  Full  many  thanks , and  I will  keep  them  fafe 
Till  all  the  heads  be  off,  for  thy  fake  Rafe. 

Rafe.  Advance  my  Squire  and  Dwarf,  I cannot  Hay. 
Lady.  Thou  kil’ll  my  heart  in  parting  thus  away. 

Exeunt. 

Wife.  I commend  Rafe,  yet  that  he  will  not  Hoop  to  a 
Cracovian,  there’s  properer  women  in  than  any  are 

there  I-wis.  But  here  comes  Mailer  , and  his  love 

again,now  George. 

Cit.  I Cunny,  peace. 

Etiier  Merchant,  Humphrey,  Luce,  and  Boy. 

Merc.  Go  get  you  up,  I will  not  be  intreated. 

And  Gollip  mine  I’ll  keep  you  fure  hereaftec 
From  gadding  out  again , with  boys  and  unthrifts. 

Come  they  are  womens  tears , I know  your  falhion. 

Go  firrah,  lock  her  in,and  keep  the  key.  Exit  Luce  and  Boy. 
Safe  as  your  life.  Now  my  fon  Humphrey , 

You  may  both  reft  alTured  of  my  love 
In  this , and  reap  your  own  defire. 

Hum.  I fee  this  love  you  fpeak  of,  through  your  daughter. 
Although  the  hole  belittle,  and  hereafter 
Will  yield  the  like  in  all  I may  or  can , 

Fitting  a Chriftian,  and  a Gentleman. 

Merc'  I Do  believe  you  (my  good  fon)  and  thank  you. 
For  ’twere  an  impudence  to  think  you  flattered. 

Hum.  It  were  indeed , but  fhall  I tell  you  why, 

I have  been  beaten  twice  about  the  lye. 

Merc.  Well  fon,  no  more  of  complement,  my  daughter 
Is  yours  again  • appoint  the  time  and  take  her.  ^ 


Cit.  I Nell ,’  it  is  the  falhion  of  that  Countrey , I war- 
rant thee. 

Lady.  Welcome  fir  Knight  unto  my  fathers  Court. 

Aing  of  Moldavia,  unto  me  Pompiona 
dis daughter  dear;  but  fure  you  do  not  like 
Your  entertainment , that  will  ftay  with  us 
No  longer  but  a night.  Raph.  Damfell  right  fair, 

I’m  on  many  lad  adventures  bound. 

That  call  me  forth  into  the  Wildernefs ; 

Befides,  my  horfes  back  is  fomething  gal’d, 

Which  will  enforce  ifie  ride  a fober  pace. 

But  many  thanks(fair  Lady)  be  to  you , 

For  ufing  errant  Knight  with  courtelie. 

Lady.  But  fay  (brave  Knight)  what  is  your  name  and 
birth  ? 

Rafe.  My  name  is  Rafe,  I am  an  Ejiglilhman, 

As  true  as  Heel,  a hearty  Englifhman, 

And  Prentice  to  a Grocer  in  the  Strand, 

By  deed  indent , of  which  I have  one  part : 

But  fortune  calling  me  to  follow  Arms , 

On  me  this  holy  Order  I did  take. 

Of  burning  Peflle , which  in  all  mens  eyes,  ^ 

I bear,  confounding  Ladies  enemies. 

Lady.  Oft  have  1 heard  of  your  brave  Countrymen, 
And  fertile  foil , and  ftore  of  wholefome  food  j 
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W’oe’ll  have  no  Healing  for  it,  1 my  felf 

And  fome  few  of  our  friends  will  fee  yon  married. 

hinm.  1 would  you  would  i’faith , for  be  it  known 
I ever  was  afraid  to  lye  alone. 

Ai.-r.  Some  three  days  hence  then. 

Hirn.  Three  days,  let  me  fee , 

’Tis  fomewhat  of  the  molf,  yet  I agree , 

Bccaufe  1 mean  againlb  the  pointed  day, 

Tovifitall  my  friends  in  new  array.  Eriter  fervant. 

Ser.  Sir,  there’s  a Gentlewoman  without  w'ould  fpeak 
witli  your  Worlhip.  Mer.  What  is  flie  ? 

Str.  Sir  1 askt  her  not. 

Mrr.  Bid  her  come  in. 

Enter  Mijirifs  Merry-thought^  and  Michael. 

Mifi.mer.  Peace  be  to  your  Worflup,  I come  as  a poor 
Suitor  to  you  Sij , in  the  behalf  of  this  child. 

Mer.  Are  you  not  wife  to  Merri-thought} 

Mii.mer.  Yes  truly,  would  I had  nere  feen  his  eyes,  he 
has  undone  me  and  himfelf,  and  his  children , and  there 
he  lives  at  home  and  lings,  andhoyts , and  revels  among 
his  drunken  companions , but  I warrant  you , where  to 
get  a penny  to  put  bread  in  his  mouth , he  knows  not : 
And  therefore  if  it  like  your  Worflup,  I would  intreat 
your  Letter,  to  the  honeltHolc  of  the  BeU  inlfahham  , 
that  1 may  place  my  child  under  the  protection  of  h'lsTap- 
'ffr,  in  fome  fetled  courJeof  life. 

Mer  I’m  glad  the  heavens  have  heard  my  prayers : thy 
Husband 

When  I w'as  ripe  in  forrows  1 aught  at  me. 

Thy  fon,like  an  unthankful  wretch,  I having 
Redeem’d  him  from  his  fall,  and  made  him  mine , 

To  Ihew  his  love  again,  firfl:  Hole  my  daughter: 

Then  wrong’d  this  Gentleman,  and  lalt  of  all. 

Gave  me  that  grief,  had  almolt  brought  me  down 
Unto  my  grave , had  not  a ftronger  hand 
Reliev’d  my  forrows , go-,  and  weep  as  I did. 

And  be  unpittied,  for  here  I profefs^ 

An  everlafting  hate  to  all  thy  name. 

Miji.  mer.  Will  you  fo  Sir,  how  fay  you  by  that?  come 
Mtckf,  let  him  keep  his  wind  to  cool  his  Pottage  , we’ll  go 
to  thy  Nurlcs , Mkl^e , Ihe  knits  filk  ftockings  boy , and 
we’ll  Imit  too  boy,  and  be  beholding  to  none  ofthem  all. 

Exeunt  Michael  and  Mother. 

Enter  a Boy  mth  a Letter. 

Boy.  Sir,  I take  it  you  are  the  Mailer  of  thishoufe. 

hier.  How  then  boy  ? 

Boy.  Then  to  your  fclf  Sir,  comes  this  Letter. 

Mer.  From  whom  my  pretty  boy  ? 

Boy.  From  him  that  was  your  fervant,  but  no  more 
Shall  that  name  ever  be , for  he  is  dead, 

Grief  of  your  purchas’d  anger  broke  his  heart, 

' fa  w him  dye,  and  from  his  hand  receiv’d 
This  paper  with  a charge  to  bring  it  hither, 

Read  it , and  fatisfie  your  fclf  in  all. 

letter. 

Merch.O/K  that  I have  reronged your  love.^  J mufi  confefs^in 
which  I have  jnirchajl  to  my  jelf.^  btfides  mine  own 
undoing.,  the  ill  opinion  of  my  friends  let  not  yrur  anger.,  good 
Sir.,  outlive  me  , but  fujfer  me  to  reji  in  peace  with  your  forgive- 
nefs  ^ let  my  body  (if  a dying  man  mayfo  much  prevail  with  you) 
be  brought  to  your  daughter.,  that  Jhe  may  kjtow  my  hot  flames 
are  m/w  buried.,  and  withal!.,  receive  a tejlimony  of  the  zeal  I 

Ibore  her  vertue  : farewell  far  ever.,  and  be  ever  happy. 

Jafper. 

IGods  hand  is  great  in  this , I do  forgive  him, 

Ivct  am  I glad  he’s  quiet,  where  I hope 
|Hc  will  not  bite  again:  boy  bring  the  bofly, 

|And  let  him  have  his  v/ill,  if  that  be  all. 


Boy.  ’Tis  here  without  Sir.  Mer.  So  Sir,  if  youpleafe 
You  may  conduft  it  in,  I do  not  fear  it. 

Hum.  I’ll  be  your  Ulher  boy,  for  though  I fay  it. 

He  ow’d  me  fomething  once , and  well  did  pay  it.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Luce  alone. 

Luce.  If  there  be  any  punifliment  inflicted 
Upon  the  miferable , more  than  yet  I feell. 

Let  it  together  feize  me,  and  at  once 
Prefs  down  my  foul,  I cannot  bear  the  pain 
Of  thefe  delaying  tortures : thou  that  art 
The  end  of  ail,  and  the  fweet  reH  of  all  ^ 

Come,  come  oh  death  bring  me  to  thy  peace , 

And  blot  out  all  the  memory  Inourilh 
Both  of  father  and  my  cruel  friend. 

0 wretch’d  maid  Hill  living  to  be  wretched. 

To  be  a fay  to  fortune  in  her  changes. 

And  grow  to  number  times  and  woes  together. 

How  happy  had  I been,  if  being  born 

I\Iy  grave  had  been  my  cradle  ? Enter  fervant. 

Ser.  By  your  leave 

Young  Miltris,  here’s  a boy  hath  brought  a Coffin, 

What  a would  fay  I know  not:  but  your  father 
Charg’d  me  to  give  you  notice , here  they  come. 

Enter  two  bearing  a Coffin,  Jafper  in  it. 

Luce.  For  me  I hope  ’tis  come,  and  ’tis  moll  welcome. 
Boy.  Fair  Miltrifs , let  me  not  add  greater  grief 
To  that  great  Ilore  you  have  already^  jAp^*" 

That  whilft  he  liv’d  was  yours , now  dead , 

And  here  inclos’d,  commanded  me  to  bring 

His  body  hither,  and  to  crave  a tear 

From  thofe  fair  eyes,  though  he  deferve  not  pitty. 

To  deck  his  Funeral  •,  for  fohe  bid  me 

Tell  her  for  whom  he  di’d.  Luce.  He  lhall  have  many : 

Exeunt  Coffin-carrier  and  Boy. 
Good  friends  depart  a little,  whilft  I take 
My  leave  of  this  dead  man , that  once  I lov’d ; 

Hold,  yet  a little,  life , and  then  I give  thee 
To  thy  firft  heavenly  being  j O my  friend ! 

Haft  thou  deceiv’d  me  thus , and  got  before  me  ? 

1 lhall  not  long  be  after,  but  believe  me. 

Thou  wert  too  cruel  Jafper  ’gainft  thy  felf. 

In  punilhing  the  fault  1 could  have  pardoned  , 

With  fo  untimely  death-,  thou  didft  not  wrong  me. 

But  ever  wer’t  molt  kind,  moft  true,  moft  loving  j 
And  I the  moft  unkind,  moft  falfe,  moft  cruell. 

Didft  thou  but  ask  a tear?  I’ll  give  thee  all. 

Even  all  my  eyes  can  pour  down,  all  my  figh’s 
And  all  my  felf,  before  thou  goeft  from  me 
There  are  but  fparing  Rites:  But  if  thy  Ibul 
Be  yet  about  this  place,  and  can  behold 
And  fee  what  I prepare  to  deck  thee  with,  . 

It  fnall  go  up,  born  on  the  wings  of  peace. 

And  fatislied : firft  will  I ling  thy  Dirge , 

T'hen  kifs  thy  pale  lips,  and  then  dye  my  felf. 

And  fill  one  Coffin  and  one  grave  together. 

SONG. 

Come  you  rrhofe  loves  are  dead. 

And  whilji  I fing 
JVeep  and  wring 
Every  hand  and  every  bead. 

Bind  withCiprefs  and  fad  Ewe, 

Kibbands  blacky,  and  Candles  blue  , 

F or  him  that  was  of  men  moft  true. 

Come  with  heavy  mourning  , 

And  on  bis  grave 
- Let  him  have  ’ 

Sacrifice  of  fighs  and  groaning. 

Let  him  have  fair  flowers  enow, 

mite 
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lyhite  and  purple^  and yeVorp^' 

Fi>r  him  that  rvas  of  men  mt^  trne. 

Thou  fable  cloth  , fad  cover  of  my  joys , 

I lift  thee  up,  and  thus  I meet  with  death. 

J.tfp.  And  thus  you  meet  the  living.LKce.  Save  me  Heaven. 
f.fp.  Nay,  do  nef  tlyc  me  fair,  I am  nofpirit  , 

Look  better  on  me,  do  you  know  me  yet  ? 
l.u~e.  O tlioii  dear  lliadow  of  my  friend. 

Jafp.  Dear  fubftaiice, 

I fu  ear  I am  no  lhadovv  feel  my  hand , 

It  is  the  fame  it  was,  I am  your  Jafper^ 

Your  Jifper  that’s  yet  living , ana  yet  loving, 

I Pardon  my  ralli  attempt,  my  foolilh  proof 
I put  in  pradUceof  your  conllancy: 

For  Iboner  lliould  my  fvvord  have  drunk  my  blood. 

And  let  my  foul  at  liberty,  than  drawn 

The  lealf  drop  from  that  body,  for  which  boldnels 

Doom  me  to  anything:  if  death,  I take  it 

And  willingly.  Luce.  This  death  I’ll  give  you  for  it, 

So,  now  I am  fatisfied  : you  are  no  fpirit, 

But  my  own  truefl:,  trueft,  trueft  friend. 

Why  do  you  come  thus  to  me.^ 

Jjfp.  Firlf,  to  lee  you. 

Then  to  convey  you  hence. 

I uce.  It  cannot  be , 

For  I am  lockt  up  here,  and  watcht  at  all  hours. 

That  ’tis  impolfible  for  me  to  fcape. 

Jajp.  Nothing  more  poffible,  within  this  Coffin 
Do  you  convey  your  felf,  let  me  alone, 

I have  the  wits  of  twenty  men  about  me. 

Only  I crave  the  ffielter  of  your  Clofet 
A little , and  then  fear  me  not  ^ creep  in 
That  they  may  prefently  convey  yon  hence  : 

Fear  nothing  deareft  love.  I’ll  be  your  fecond , 

Lye  clofe,  lo,  all  goes  well  yet  •,  boy. 

Boy.  At  hand  Sir. 

Jafp,  Convey  away  the  Coffin,  and  be  wary. 

Boy.  ’Tis  done  already. 

Jafp.  Now  mult  I go  conjure.  ~ Exit. 

Enter  Merchant. 

Merck  Boy,  boy. 

Boy.  Your  fervant  Sir. 

Mercb.  Do  me  this  kindnefs  boy,hold  here’s  a crown-.be- 
fore  thou  bury  the  body  of  this  fellow,  carry  it  to  his 
old  merry  father, and  falute  him  from  me,  and  bid  him  ling, 
he  hathcaufe. 

Boy.  I will  Sir. 

Merck  And  then  bring  me  word  what  tune  he  is  in,  and 
have  another  croyvn : but  do  it  truly. 

I have  fitted  him  a bargain,  now,  will  vex  him. 

Boy.  God  blefs  your  Worffiips  health  Sir. 

Mei^.  Farewell  boy.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Malter  Merry-thought. 

lyife.  Ah  old  Aferry-thought , art  thou  there  again  ? let’s 
hear  fome  of  thy  Songs.  , 

Old  Mer.  JFbocan  ftng  a merrier  note 
Than  he  that  cannot  change  a great  ? 

Not  a Dinner  left,  and  yet  my  heart  leaps^  Ido  wonder 
yet,  as  old  as  I am,  that  any  man  will  follow  a Trade,  or 
ferve,  that  may  ling  and  laugh,  and  walk  the  ftreets:  my 
wife  and  both  my  Ions  are  I know  not  where , I have  no- 
thing left,  nor  know  I howtocomebymeattofupper,yet 
am  I merry  ftill  ^ for  I know  I lhall  fin4  it  upon  the  Table 
at  Cx  a Clocks  therefore  hang  Thought 
r would  not  be  a Servingman  to  carry  the  cloke-bag 
ftill. 

Nor  would  I be  a Fawlconer  the  greedy  Hawkes  to  fill. 

But  I would  be  in  a good  houfe  , and  have  agoodMafter 
too: 


Bnt  I would  eat  and  drink  of  the  belt , and  no  work  would 
I do. 

This  is  that  keeps  life  and  foul  together , mirth:  this  is 
the  Philofophcrs  Itonc  that  they  write  lb  much  on, that  keeps 
a man  ever  young. 

Enter  a Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  they  fay  they  know  all  your  Money  is  gonc,and 
I they  will  truft  you  for  no  more  drink. 

Old  mer.  Will  they  not?  let’emchufc:  the  belt  is  I have 
mirth  at  home , and  need  not  fend  abroad  for  that  j let  them 
keep  their  drink  to  themfelves. 

For  JiUian  of  Berry.,  Ihe  dwells  on  a hill , 

And  Ihe  hath  good  Beer  and  Ale  to  fell , 

And  of  good  fellows  file  thinks  no  ill. 

And  thither  will  we  go  now,  now,  now,  and  thither 
Will  we  go  now. 

And  when  you  have  made  a little  ftay. 

You  need  not  know  what  is  to  pay. 

But  kifs  your  Hoftefs  andgo  your  way.  And  thither,  5cc* 

Enter  another  Boy. 

2.  Boy.  Sir, lean  get  no  bread  for  fupper. 

Old  mer.  Hang  bread  and  fupper, let’s  preferve  our  mirth, 
and  we  lhall  never  feel  hunger,  I’ll  warrant  you,  let’s  have  a 
Catch , boy  follow  me,  come  ling  this  Catch. 

« 

Ho,  body  at  home,  meat,  nor  drink.;,nor  money  ha  rve  noHe, 

fill  the  pot  Eedy,  never  more  need  I. 

Old  mer.  So  boyes  enough,  follow  me , let’s  change  our 
place  and  we  ffiall  laugh  afreffi.  Exeunt. 

Wife.  Let  him  go  George,  a lhall  not  have  any  counte- 
nance from  us,  not  a good  word  from  any  i’th’  Company, 
if  I may  ftrike  ftroke  in’t. 

Cit.  No  more,  a lhannot  love^  but  NfH,!  will  have  R^/^, 
do  a very  notable  matter  now,  to  the  eternal  honour  and 
glory  of  all  Grocerf : firrah,  you  there,boy , can  none  of 
you  hear? 

Boy.  Sir,  your  pleafure. 

Cit.  Let  Kafe  come  out  on  May  day  in  the  morning,  and 
fpeak  upon  a Conduit  with  all  his  Scarfs  about  him,  and  his 
Feathers,  and  his  Rings,  and  his  Knacks. 

Boy.  Why  fir,  you  d^o  not  think  of  our  plot, what  will  be- 
come of  that  then  ? 

Cit.  Why  fir,  I care  not  what  become  on’t.  I’ll  have  him 
come  out,  or  I’ll  fetch  him  out  my  felf, I’ll  have  foniething 
done  in  honor  of  the  City:  befides  he  hath  been  long  enough 
upon  Adventures,  bring  him  out  quickly,  for  1 come  amongft 
you 

Boy.  Well  fir,  he  lhall  come  out,  but  if  our  Play  mifearry. 
Sir  you  are  like  to  pay  for’t.  Exit. 

Cit.  Bring  him  away  then. 

Wife.  Tffis  will  be  brave  i’faith:  George  ffiall  not  he  dance 
the  Mortice  too  for  the  credit  of  the  Strand. 

Cit.  No  fweet-heart  it  will  be  too  much  for  the  boy.  O 
there  he  is  Nf//,he’s  reafonable  well  inreparel,  but  he  has 
not  Rings  enough. 

Enter  Rafe. 

Rafe*  London,  to  thee  I do  prefent  the  merry  Month  of 
May, 

Let  each  true  S uhjeCt  he  content  to  hear  me  rrhat  1 fay: 

For  from  the  top  of  Conduit  head,  at  plainly  may  appear, 

I noill  both  tell  my  name  to  you , and  rvherefore  I came  here. 

My  name  is  Rafe  , by  due  dejeent , though  not  ignoble  /, 

Tet  far  infer iour  to  the  flock.^  of  gracious  Grocery. 

And  by  the  Cotnmon-counfel  of  my  fellows  in  the  S trand  , 
With  gilded  Staff,  and  croffed  Sl^arfe  , the  May-lordhere 
I jiand, 

Kejoyce 
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Keioyce  0 Englijh  be.trts,  rqoyce^rejoyce  0 Lovers  dear  •,  I r-  . • 

R!]o)<e  0 City  , loWn^  and  Comitrey,  re]oyce  fk?  ^ for  hiS  conllant  love  : 

Sbtre-  Fond  worldly  wretch,  who  doll;  not  imderltand 

For  non'  the  flagrant  fiovers  do  fpring  and  fproiet  in  feemly  hearts  pnnot  parted  be. 


1 


the  Lambs  do  mal{e  fine 


tn 


the 


fort , 

The  little  Birds  do  fit  and  fing^ 
fport^ 

And  now  the  Bnrchin  Tree  doth  bud  that  makes  the  Schoolboy 
erj. 

The  Mortice  rings  xvhile  Hobby  Iwfe  doth  foot  it  featuouf- 

ly: 

The  Lords  and  Ladies  notv  abroad  for  their  difport  and 
play , 

Vo  kfls  fome times  upon  the  Grafs,  and  fometimes 
Hay. 

Korv  butter  with  a leaf  of  Sage  is  good  to  purge  the  blood. 

Fly  Venus  and  Phlebotomy  for  they  are  neither  good. 

Kon>  little  fijh  on  tender  jione,  begin  to  caji  their  bellies  , 

And  fuggijh  fnails , that  erji  rr ere  mute,  do  creep  out  of  their 
Shellies, 

The  rumbling  Rivers  now  do  warm  for  little  boys  to  paddle. 
The  Sturdy  Steed , now  goes  to  graft,  and  up  they  hang  his 
fiddle. 

The  heazy  Hart,  the  blowing  Buc\,  the  RafeaU  and  the 
Pricket, 

Are  now  among  tlae  Teomans  Peafe,  and  leave  the  fearful 
thicket. 

Andbe  like  them, 0 you,l  fay, of  this  fame  nobleTown, 

And  lift  aloft  j'our  velvet  heads,  and  flipping  of  your  gown'.  ^ 
}Fith  bels  on  legs,  and  napkjns  clean  unto  your  Jhoulders  ti  de. 
lyith  Scarfs  and  Garters  as  you  pleafe , and  Hey  for  our  Town 

^^yd: 

March  out  and  fhew  your  willing  minds , by  twenty , and  by 
twenty. 

To  Hogfdon  or  to  Newington,  where  Ale  and  Cakps  are 
plenty. 


And  let  it  nere  be  faid  for  Jhame , that  we  the  youths  of  Lou- 
don, 

Lay  thruming  of  our  caps  at  home , and  left  our  cufiom  un- 
done. . 

Zip  then  I fay , both  young  and  old , both  man  and  maid  a 

rr,.  1 j ^ , , , I Taber  I I hope  thy  Ghoft  be  well  appeafed, 

mth  Vrums  and  Guns  that  bounce  aloud,  and  merry  Taber  | perform’d  , now  I’ll  go 


Firft  know  thy  daughter  is  quite  born  away , 

On  wings  on  Angels : through  the  liquid  Ayre 
Too  far  out  of  thy  reach,  and  never  more 
Shalt  thou  behold  her  face : But  Ihe  and  I 
Will  in  another  world  enjoy  our  loves , 

Where  neither  fathers  anger,  poverty. 

Nor  any  crofs  that  troubles  earthly  men 
Shall  make  us  fever  our  united  hearts , 

And  never  fnalt  thou  lit , or  be  alone 
In  any  place , but  1 will  vilit  thee 
With  gaftly  looks,  and  put  into  thy  mind 
The  great  offences  which  thou  didft  to  me. 

When  thou  art  at  thy  Table  with  thy  friends. 

Merry  in  heart,  and  hid  with  fwelling  wine. 

I’ll  come  in  midfl  of  all  thy  pride  and  mirth, 

Invilible  to  all  men  but  thy  felf. 

And  whifper  fuch  a fad  tale  in  thine  ear , 

Shall  make  thee  let  the  Cup  fall  from  thy  hand. 

And  Hand  as  mute  and  pale  as  Death  it  felf. 

Merch.  Forgive  me  Jafper  Oh ! what  might  I do  ? 

Tell  me  tofatisfie  thy  troubled  Ghoft  ? 

Jajp.  There  is  no  means,too  late  thou  thinkft  on  this. 
Mer.  But  tell  me  what  were  bell  for  me  to  do  ? 

Jafp.  Repent  thy  deed,  andfatisfie  my  father. 

And  beat  fond  Humphrey  out  of  thy  doors.  Ex  it  Jafp 

Enter  Humphrey. 

IV ife.  Look  George , his  very  Ghoft  would  have  folks  bea- 
ten. 

Hum.  Father,  my  bride  is  gone,  fairMiftris  L«cf, 

My  Ibul’s  the  font  of  vengeance,  mifehiefs  fluce. 

Mfr.  Hence  fool  out  ofmy  fight,  with  thy  fond  paflion, 
Thou  haft  undone  me. 

Hum.  Hold  my  father  dear. 

For  Luce  thy  daughters  fake,  that  had  no  peer. 

Mer.  Thy  father  fool?  there’s  fome  blows  more, 
begon. 


playing. 

Which  to  prolong , God  ftve  our  King , and  fend  his  Countrey 

And  root  out  Treafon  from  the  Land,  and  fo  my  friends  1 

ceafe.  . . . ^ 

Fmis  Ad.  4. 


Exit. 


Exit. 


JBus  Quintus, 


Scdma  Frima. 


Enter  Merchant  folus. 

Merch.  I will  have  no  great  ftorc  of company  at  the  wed- 
ding , a couple  of  neighbors  and  their  wives , and  we  will 
have  a Capon  in  ftewed  broth,  with  marrow , and  a good 
piece  of  beef,  ftuckwith  Rofe-mary. 

Enter  Jafper  and  his  face  mealed. 

Jafp.  Forbear  thy  pains  fond  man,  it  is  too  hte. 

Merch.  Heaven  blefs  me : Jafper  ? 


To  fatisfie  thy  father  for  thy  wrongs 

Hum.  What  fliall  1 do  ? 1 have  been  beaten  twice, 

And  Miftris  Luce  is  gone?  help  me  device: 

Since  my  true-love  is  gone,  I never  more  , 

W’hilft  1 do  live,upon  the  Skie  will  pore-. 

But  in  the  dark  will  wear  out  my  Ihoo-lbles 
In  paflion,  in  Saint  Faiths  Church  under  Pauls. 

Wife. George  call  Rafe  hither, if  you  love  me  call  Rafe  hither, 
I have  the  braveft  thing  for  him  to  do  George,  -,  prethee. 
call  him  quickly 

Cit.  Rafe,  why  Rafe  boy.  ^ 

Enter  Rafe. 

Rafi.  Here  Sir. 

Cit.  Come  hither  Rafe,  come  to  thy  Miftris  Boy. 

IVife.  Rafe  I would  have  thee  call  all  the  youths  together 
in  battle-ray,  with  Drums,  and  Guns,  and  flags,  and  march 
to  Mile-end  in  pompous  fafhion , and  there  exhort  your 
Souldiers  to  be  merry  and  wife , and  to  keep  their  beards 
from  burning  Rafe,  and  then  skirmifli,  and  let  your  flags 
fly , and  cry,  kill,  kill,  kill : my  husband  (hall  lend  you 
his  Jerkin  Rafe , and  there’s  a Scarfe  for  the  reft,  the 
houfe  Ihall  furniflj  you,  and  we’ll  pay  for’t:  do  it  brave- 
ly Rafe,  and  think  before  whom  you  perform , and  what 
perfon  you  reprefent. 

Rafe.  I warrant  you  Miftrds,  if  I doit  not,  for  the  ho- 
nor of  the  City,  and  the  credit  of  my  M after,  let  me  ne- 
ver hope  for  frecdome. 


Wife 
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ff'ifif.  ’Tis  well  ipoken  i’faich  j go  thy  waies,  tliou  art 
a fpark  indeed. 

^ Cit.  Ralphs  double  your  files  bravely  Ralph. 

Ralph.  I warrant  you  Sir,  £x»>  Ralph. 

Cit.  Let  him  look  narrowly  to  his  fcrvice,  I lhall  take 
himelfe^  Iwas  there  my  fell' a Pike-man  once,  in  thehot- 
teft  of  the  day,  wench,  had  my  feather  Ihot  lliaer  away, 
the  fringe  of  my  pike  burnt  olf  with  powder,  my  pate  bro- 
ken with  a fcouring -Rick, and  yet  I thank  God  I am  here. 

Drum  nuthin. 

irtfe.  Hark  the  Drums. 

C'/>,  Ran,  tan:,  "tan,  tan,  ran  tan : Oh  wench  an  thou 

hadft  but  Icen  little  Ned  of  Aldgate.,  drum  Ned.,  iiowhe 
made  it  roar  again,  and  laid  on  like  a tyrant : and  then 
ftruck  foftly  till  the  Ward  came  up,  and  then  thundred  a- 
gain,  and  together  we  go:  fa,  fa,  fa,  bounce  quoth 
the  Guns:  courage  my  hearts,  quoth  the  Captains : Saint 
Genr(re.,  quoth  the  pike-men  ^ and  withal  here  they  lay, 
and  there  they  lay  : And  yet  for  all  this  I am  here  wench. 

in/e.  Be  thankful  for  it  George.,  for  indeed  ’tis  wonder- 
ful. 

’EnterKzX'^hand  his  company  withDrums  and  Colours. 

Ralph.  March  fair  my  hearts  Lieutenant  beat  the  rear 
up:  Ancient  let  your  Colours  flie^  but  have  a great  care  of 
the  Butchers  hooks  at  IVhite-Chappel,  they  have  been  the 
death  of  many  a fair  Ancient.  Open  your  files,  that  I may 
take  a view  both  of  your  perfons  and  munition;  Serjeant 
call  a Muller. 

Serg.  A Rand,  IViHiam  Hamerton  Pewterer. 

Ham.  Here  Captain. 

Ralph.  A Corllet  and  a SpaniRi  Pike-,  *tis  well, can  you 
(hake  it  with  a terror  ? 

Hum.  I hope  lb  Captain. 

Ralph.  Charge  upon  me,  ’tis  with  the  weakeR : put 
more  Rrength  William  Hamerton.,  more  frrength ; as  you 
were  again^  proceed  Serjeant. 

Serj.  George  Green-goofe,  Poulterer. 

Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  Let  me  lee  your  Peece  neighbor  Green-goofe,whQn 
was  Ihe  fliot  in? 

Green. ^nd  like  you  maRer  Captain,  I made  a fnot  even 
now,  partly  to  fcour  her,  and  partly  for  audacity. 

Ralph.  It  lliould  feem  lb  certainly,  for  her  breath  is  yet  in- 
flamed ; befides,  there  is  a main  fault  in  the  touch-hole, 
it  runs  and  Rinketh^  and  I tell  you  moreover,  and  be- 
lieve it.  Ten  fuch  touch-holes  would  breed  the  Pox  in  the 
Army^  Get  you  a Feather,  neighbor,  get  you  a Feather, 
fweet  Oil,  and  Paper,  and  your  Peece  may  do  well  enough 
yet.  Where’s  your  Powder 

Green.  Here. 

Ralph.  What  in  a Paper?  As  I am  a Soldier  and  a Gen- 
tleman, it  craves  a Martial  Court:  you  ought  to  diefor’t. 
Where’s  your  horn?  anfwerme  to  that. 

Green.  An’tlike  you  Sir,  I was  oblivious. 

Ralph.  It  likes  me  not  it  Ihould  be  fo  -,  ’tis  a Riame  for 
you,  and  a fcandal  to  all  our  Neighbors,  being  a man  of 
worth  and  eRimation,  to  leave  your  horn  behind  you ; I 
am  afraid  ’twill  breed  example.  But  let  me  tell  you  no  more 
on’t^  Rand,  till  I view  you  all.  What’s  become  o’th’  nofe 
of  your  flaske  ? 

1 Sold.  Indeed  law  Captain, ’twas  blown  away  with  pow- 
der. 

Ralph.  Put  on  a new  one  at  the  Cities  Charge.  Where’s 
the  Rone  of  this  Peece? 

2 Sold.  The  Drummer  took  it  out  to  light  Tobacco. 

Ralph.  ’Tis  a fault  my  friend,  put  it  in  again  : you  want  a 

Nofe,  and  you  a Stone  •,  Serjeant,  take  a note  on’t,  for  I 
mean  to  Rop  it  in  the  pay.  Remove  and  march,  foft  and 
fair  Gentlemen-,  foft  and  fair : double  and  fiJes,  as  you 
were,  faces  about.  Now  you  with  the  fodden  face,  keep  in 
there ; look  to  your  Match  Uriah,  it  will  be  in  your  fellows 
flask  anon.  So  make  a Crefeent  now,  advance  your  Pikes, 
Rand  and  give  ear,  Gentlemen,  Countrey-men,  Friends,and 

my  fcllow-SoIdiers,  I have  brought  you  this  day  from  the 
Shop  of  Security,  and  the  Counters  of  Content,  to  men- 
fure  out  in  thefe  furious  fields,  Flonor  by  the  cll , and 
Prowels  by  the  pound:  Let  it  not,  O let  it  not,  I fay,  be 
told  hereafter,  the  noble  iRiie  of  this  City  fainted;  but 
bear  your  Iclvcs  in  this  fair  afrion,  like  men,  valiant  men, 
and  lice  men : Fear  not  the  face  of  the  enemy  : nor  the 
noife  of  the  Guns:  for  believe  me  brcthren,the  rude  rumb- 
ling of  a Brewers  Carr  is  more  terrible,  of  which  you 
have  a daily  experience  : Neither  Jet  the  frink  of  Powder 
offend  you,  lince  a more  valiant  Rink  is  nightly  with  you. 
To  arefolvcdmind,  his  home  is  every  where;  I Ipeaknot 
this  to  take  away  the  hope  of  your  return  • for  you  fliall 
fee  (1  do  not  doubt  it ) and  that  very  Riortly,  your  loving 
wives  again,  and  your  I'wect  children,  whofe  care  doth  bear 
you  company  in  baskets.  Remember  then  whole  c-aufe  you 
have  in  hand,  and  like  a fort  of  true-born  Scavengers,  fcour 
me  this  famous  Realm  of  enemies.  I have  no  more  to  fay 
but  this : Stand  to  your  tacklings  lads,  and  Jhew  to  the 
world,  you  can  as  well  brandifn  a fword,  as  fliake  an  A- 
pron.  Saint  Georg.e,  and  on  my  hearts.  Omnes.  Smnt  George, 
Soint  George.  Kxeunt. 

Wife.  ’Twas  well  done  Ralph,  I’ll  fend  thee  a cold  Capon 
afield,  and  a bottle  of  March-beer  ^ and,  it  may  be,  come 
my  felf  to  fee  thee. 

Cit.  Nel,  the  boy  hath  deceiv’d  me  much,  I did  not  think 
it  had  been  ih  him:  he  has  perform’d  fuch  a matter  wench, 
that  if  I live,  next  year  I’il  have  him  Captain  of  the  Gal- 
lifoiR,  or  I’il  want  my  Will. 

Enter  Old  Merry-thought. 

old  Mer.  Yet  I thank  God,  I break  not  a rinkle  more 
than  I had,  not  a Roop  boys  ? Care  live  with  Cars,  I defie 
thee,  my  heart  is  as  found  as  an  Oak^  and  though  I want 
drink  to  wet  my  whiftle,  I can  fing. 

Come  no  more  there  boys,  come  no  more  there  : 

For  n>e  Jhall  never  nbilji  xve  live,  come  any  more  thet‘ei 

Enter  a Boy  rpith  a Cof[in* 

Boy.  God  fave  you  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  It’s  a brave  Boy ; can’R  thou  fing  ? 

Boy.  Y es  Sir,  I can  ling,but  ’tis  not  fo  necellary  at  this  t'une. 

Old  Mer.  Sing  we,and  chaunt  it,whiIR  love  doth  grant  it. 

Boy.  Sir,  Sir,  if  you  knew  what  I have  brought  you,  you 
would  have  little  lift  to  fing. 

Old  Mer.  Oh  the  Mimon  round, full  long  I have  thee  fought. 
And  now  I have  thee  found,and  what  haft  thou  here  brought.? 

Boy.  A Coffin,  Sir,  and  your  dead  Son  Jafper  in  it. 

Old  Mer.  Dead?  why  fare-well  he: 

Thou  waft  a bonny  boy,  and  I did  love  thee. 

Enter  Jafper. 

Jafp.  Then  I pray  you  Sir,  do  fb  Rill. 

Old  Mer.  Jafper's  Ghoft  ? thou  art  welcome  from  Stygi- 
an lake  fo  foon, 

Declare  to  me  what  wondrous  things  in  ? lute’s  court  are  done 
Jaf.  By  my  troth  fir,  I ne’r  came  there,’tis  too  hot  for  m.e  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  A merry  Ghoft,  a very  merry  GhoR. 

And  where  is  your  true  love?  Oh  where  is  yours  ? 

Jafp.  Marry  look  you  Sir.  Heaves  up  the  Coffin. 

Old  Mer.  Ah  ha ! A rt  thou  good  at  that  i’  faith  > 

With  hey  trixie  terlerie-whiskin,the  world  it  runs  dii  wheels. 
When  the  young  mans up  goes  the  Maidens  heels. 

Mijirifs  Merry-thought  Michael  mithin. 

Mijl.Mcr.  VdhztMr.  MerrMhought,  will  you  not  let’s  in? 
what  do  you  think  fhall  become  of  us  ? 

Mill.  Mer.  What  voice  is  that  that  calleth  at  our  door  ? 

Miji.  Mer.  You  know  me  well  enough,  I am  fure  I have 
not  been  fuch  a ftranger  to  you. 

I Old] 

OUM<rr.  And  Ibinc  they  whiftled,  and  Ibme  tlicyfung, 
H:'\  : and  Ibiucdid  loudly  lay'.)  ever  as  the  Lord 

hjrnets  horiiblcw,  ^n'jy  Muf^-jve  jn\iy. 

Mjfi.Mrr.  Youwillnbt  havens  llarve  here,  will  you  Ma- 
[tci:  SJerry-tboHobt  .•? 

Jjip.  Xay,*good  Sir  be  perfwaded,  llie  is  my  Mother: 
if  ha'  offences  have  been  great  againll;  yon,  let  your  own 
love  remember  Ihc  is  yours,  and  lb  forgive  her. 

Luce.  Good  mailer  Metry-t bought let  me  intreat  you,  1 
will  not  be  denied. 

MiiT.Mer.  Why  Mailer  will  you  beavext 

thing  flill? 

(^LiMer.  W’oinan  1 take  you  to  my  love  again,  but  you 
fnall  ling  before  you  enter : therefore  difpatch  your  fong, 
and  lb  come  in. 

Miji.  Met.  W ell,  you  muft  have  your  W ill  when  all’s  done, 
M/cl;,  what  fong  canll  thou  ling  Boy  ? 

Micb.  1 can  ling  none  forlboth,  but  a Ladies  Daughter 
of  Faris  properly. 

blicb.  Mer.Song.  It  wat  a LaMes  Daughter &C. 

Old  bier.  Come,  you’re  welcome  home  again. 

If  Inch  danger  be  in  playing,  and  jell  mult  to  eari^elt  turn, 
Y'oulhall  go  no  more  a Maying. 

Mercb.  n-itbin.  Are  you  within  Sir,  Mailer  Merry-thought  ? 
JaCp.  It  is  my  Mailers  voice,  good  Sir,  go  hold  him  talk 
whilftvve  convey  our  1 elves  into  ibme  inwardroom. 

OldMer.  W’hatare  you?  are  you  merry.'?  you  mull  be 
very  merry  if  you  enter. 

Mer.  1 am  Sir. 

OldMer.  Sing  then. 

Mer.  Nay,  good  Sir  open  to  me. 

Old  Mer.  Sing,  1 fay, or  by  the  merry  heart,  you  come  not 
in. 

Mer.  Well  Sir,  I’illing. 

Fortune  myfoe.,&iC. 

Old  Mer.  You  are  welcome  Sir,  you  are  welcome : 
fee  your  entertainment,  pray  you  be  merry. 

Mer.  Oh  Mailer  Merry-thought^  1 am  come  to  aske  you 
Forgivenefsforthc  wrongs  1 offered  you. 

And  your  moll  virtuous  Son,  they’re  infinite. 

Yet  my  contrition  lhall  be  more  than  they. 

I do  confefs  my  hardnefs  broke  his  heart. 

For  which  jull  heaven  hath  given  me  punilhment 
More  than  my  age  can  carry,  his  wandring  fpirit 
Not  yet  at  rell,  purfues  me  every  where. 

Crying.  I’ll  haunt  thee  for  thy  cruelty. 

My  Daughter  Ihe  is  gone,  1 know  not  how. 

Taken  invifible,  and  whether  living. 

Or  in  grave,  ’tisyet  uncertain  to  me. 

Oh  Mziici  Merry-thought^  thefeare  the  Weights, 

Wfillfmk  me  to  my  grave,  forgive  me  Sir. 

OldMer  Why  Sir,  Ido  forgive  you,  and  be  merry. 

And  if  the  wag  in’s  life  time,  plaid  the  knave. 

Can  you  forgive  him  too  ? 

Mer.  W ith  all  my  heart  Sir. 

Old  Mer.  Speak  it  again,  and  heartily. 

Mer.  I do  Sir. 

Now  by  my  foul  I do. 

Old  Mer.  W'ith  that  came  out  his  Paramoua, 

She  was  as  white  as  the  Lilly  Flower, 

Hey  troul,  trolielolie. 

Enter  Luce  and  Jafper. 


you 


at 


With  that  came  out  her  own  dear  Knight, 

He  was  as  true  as  ever  did  fight,  e^c. 

Sir,  if  you  will  forgive  ’em,  clap  their  hands  together, 
theVe’s  no  more  to  be  faidi’th’ matter, 

M er.  i do,  I do. 

Ctt.  I do  not  like  this,  peace  boys,  hear  me  one  of  you, 
every  bodies  part  iscomeuo  an  end  but  Kalphl^s^  and  he’s 
left  out. 

Boy  ’Tis  long  of  your  felf  Sir,  we  have  nothing  to  do 
with  his  part. 


Cit.  Ralph.  Come  away,  make  on  him  as  you  have  done 
of  the  reft-  boys  come. 

Wife.  Now  good  Husband,  let  him  come  out  and 
die. 

Cit.  He  lhall  Ralphs  come  away  quickly  and  die 
boy. 

Boy  ’T will  be  very  unfit  he  Ihould  die  fir,  upon  no  occa- 
fion,  and  in  a Comedy  too. 

C/f,  Take  you  no  care  for  that  Sir  boy,  is  not  his  part 
an  end , think  you,  when  he’s  dead  ? come  away 
Ralph. 

Enter  Ralph,  with  a forked  arrow  through  bit  head. 

Ralph.  When  I was  mortal,  this  my  coftive  corps 
Did  lap  up  Figs  and  Raifons  in  the  Strand., 

W'here  fitting  i efpi’d  a lovely  Dame, 

W'  hole  Mailer  wrought  with  Lingell  and  with  All, 

And  underground  he  vampiedmanyaBoot, 

Straight  did  her  love  prick  forth  me,  tender  fprig: 

To  follow  feats  of  Arms  in  warlike  wife. 

Through  WalthamDel^vt-.,  where  I did  perform 
Many  atchievements,  and  did  lay  onground 
Huge  Barharofo.,  that  infulting  Giant, 

And  all  his  Captives  ibon  fet  at  liberty. 

Then  honor  prickt  me  from  my  native  Ibil, 

Into  Moldavia.,  where  I gain’d  the  love 
Of  Fompiana  his  beloved  Daughter : 

But  yet  prov’d  conftant  to  the  black  thumm’d  Maid 
Sufan.,  and  fcorn’d  P ompianaeslovQ  t 
Yet  liberal  I was,  and  gave  her  pins. 

And  money  for  her  Fathers  Officers, 

I then  returned  home,  andthruft  my  felf 
In  aftion,  and  by  all  means  chofen  was 
The  Lord  of  May,  , where  I did  flourilhit. 

With  Scarfs  and  Rings,  and  Poefie  in  my  hand: 

After  this  adion  I preferred  was. 

And  chofen  City-Captain  at  Mile-end, 

With  Hat  and  Feather,  and  with  leading  Half, 

And  train’d  my  men,  and  brought  them  all  off  clear 
Save  one  man  that  beraid  him  with  the  noife. 

Butallthefe  things  I Ralph  did  undertake. 

Only  for  my  beloved  Sufans  fake. 

Then  coming  home,  and  fitting  in  my  Ihop 
With  Apron  blew,  Death  came  unto  my  ftall 
To  cheapen  Acjuavit£\  but  e’r  I 
Could  take  the  bottle  down,  and  fill  a tafte. 

Death  came  and  caught  a pound  of  Pepper  in  his  hand, 
Andl'prinkled  all  my  Face  and  Body  o’r. 

And  in  an  inftant  vaniffied  away. 

Cit.  ’Tis  a pretty  fidion  i’faith. 

Ralph.  Then  took  I up  my  Bow  and  Shaft  in  hand, 

A nd  walkt  in  Moor-fields,  to  cool  my  felf. 

But  there  grim  cruel  death  met  me  again. 

And  fnot  this  forked  Arrow  through  my  head. 

And  now  I faint,  therefore  be  warn’d  by  me, 

My  fellows  every  one,  of  forked  heads. 

Farewel  all  you  good  boys  in  merry  London, 

Ne’r  lhall  we  more  upon  Shrove-Tuefday  meet, 

And  pluck  downhoufes  of  iniquity. 

My  pain  increaleth:  I lliall  never  more 
Hold  open,  whilft  another  pumps  both  legs, 

Nor  daub  a Sattin  Gown  with  rotten  Eggs ; 

Set  up  a ftake.  Oh  never  more  I lhall, 

I die,  flie,  flic  my  foul  to  Grocers  Hall.  oh,oh,oh,c^. 

Wife.  Wellfaid  Ralph,  do  your  obeyfance  to  the  C^n- 
tlemen,  and  go  your  ways  welllaid  Ralph. 

Exit  Ralph. 

Old  Mer.  Methinks  all  we,  thus  kindly  and  unexpect- 
edly reconciled,  Ihould  not  part  without  a Song. 

Merck.  A good  motion. 

Old  Mer.  Strike  up  then. 


SONG. 


The  K^night  of  the  burning  T^e(lle, 


SONG. 

Better  M/tfick^ne^r  rvjs  kjtoxvn, 

Ihjn  a ^ire  of  hearts  in  one. 

Let  each,  other  th.it  hath  been., 

7 rotihled  rvith  the  ^alJ  or  Jpleen  : 

Learn  of  us  to  keep  hisbrorv, 

S mooth  and  plain  as  fours  are  now. 

.Sing  though  before,  the  hour  of  dying 
Uejhall  rife,  and  then  be  crying. 

Hey  ho,  ^lis  nought  but  mirth, 

7 h it  keeps  the  bodie  from  the  earth. 

Exeunt  omnes. 


i'pilogus. 

I 

Cit.  Come  Nell,  fliall  wc  go,  the  Play’s  done? 

Ik'ife.  Nay,  by  my  laith  George,  1 have  more  manners 
than  lb,  I’ll  (peak  to  thclc  Gentlemen  fir  ft:  1 thank  you 
all  Gentlemen,  for  yoiir  patience  and  countenance  to  K i#//)/;, 
a poor  lathcrlcfs  child,  and  if  I may  Ice  yon  at  my  hoiiie, 
it  Ihoiildgo  hard,  but  1 would  have  a pottle  of  Wine,  and 
a Pipe  of  1 obacco  for  yoii^  lor  truly  1 liopeyou  like  the 
youth,  but  I would  be  glad  to  know  the  truth : 1 re- 
fer it  to  your  own  difcrctions,  whether  you  will  applaud 
him  or  no,  for  1 will  wink,  and  whilft  you  lliall  do  what 
you  will,  I thank  you  with  all  my  heart,  God  give  you 
good  night,  come  George. 


I 
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Loves  Pilgramage,  a Comedy. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Governor  of  Bdrcellona. 

Leonardo,  a noble  Ge»oefe,  Father  to  Marl{^  Anto- 


mo. 


Don  Zanchio,  an  old  lame  angry  Soldier,  Father  to 
Leocadiu. 

Alphonfo,  a cholerick  Don,  Father  to  Theodofia. 
Philippo,  Son  to  Alphonfo^  Lover  of  Leocadia. 
Marc-Antonio,  Son  to  Leonardo. 

Pedro,  a Gentleman  and  friend  to  Leonardo. 
Rodorigo,  General  of  the  Spanijh  Gallies. 


Incubo,  Bailiff  of  Cafiel  Bianco. 
Diego,  Hoft  of  Optna. 

Lazaro,  Hoftler  to  Diego. 

Hoft  of  Borcellona. 

Bailiff  of  Barcellona, 
Chirurgeons. 

Soldiers. 

Attendants. 

Townfmen. 

Attendants. 


WOMEN. 


Theodofia,Daugh.tOi4/]?^i?»ya  ^Love-lick  Ladies  in  Hoftefs,  Wife  to  Diego, 
Leocadia, Daugh.to  Don  Zanchio.  Jpurfuit  of  M.  Anton.  ' 

Eugenia,Wife  to  the  Governor  diBarcellona, 


Hoftefs,  Wife  to  the  Hoft  of  Barcelona. 


The  Scene  Barcellona 
and  the  Road. 


Ad:us  Primus,  Scaena  Prima 


Incubo  the  Bailiff^  Diego  the  Hop. 

Inc.  Ignior  Don  PtVgff,  and  mine  Hoft,  fave  thee. 
Die.  I thank  you  Mr.  Baily. 

Inc.  kj  O the  block ! 

Vie.  Why,  how  Ihould  I have  anfwer’d  ? 

Inc.  Not  with  that 

Negligent  rudenefs : But  I kifs  your  hands 
Signior  Don  Incubo  de  Hzmbre^  and  then 
My  Titles:  MafterBailyof  Caftle-blanco : 

Thou  ne’r  wilt  have  the  elegancy  of  an  Hoft  j 
I forrow  for  thee,  as  my  friend  andGoIfip: 
Nofmoak,nor  fteam  out-breathing  from  the  kitchen? 
There’s  little  life  i’th  Hearth  then. 

Vie.  I,  there,  there. 

That  is  his  ffiendfnip,  harkening  for  thefpit, 


And  forrow  that  he  cannot  fmell  the  pot  boil. 

Inc.  Strange 

An  Inn  Ihould  be  Ib  curft,  and  not  the  fign 
Blafted,nor  withered^  very ftrange,  three  days  now. 

And  not  an  Egg  eat  in  it,  nor  an  Onion.  (traps,  I, 

Vie.  1 think  they  ha’  ftrew’d  the  high-ways  with  cal- 
No  horle  dares  pals  ’em  ^ I did  never  know 
A week  of  Ib  fad  doings,  fmee  I firft 
Stood  to  my  Sign-poft, 

Inc.  Golfip,  I have  found 
The  root  of  all : kneel,  it  is  thy  felf 
Art  caufe  thereof:  eachperibn  is  the  Founder 
Of  his  own  fortune,  good  or  bad^  but  mend  it, 

Call  for  thy  Cloak,  and  Rapier. 

Vie.  'How? 

Inc  .Do,  call. 

And 
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And  put  ’em  on  in  haftc : Alter  thy  Ibrtunc, 

By  appearing  worthy  of  her:  Dolbthou  think 
Her  good  lace  e’r  will  know  a man  Incuerpo} 

In  finglebody,  thus?  in  Hole, and  Doublet 

The  horfe-boys  garb  ? bafe  blank,  and  halfe  blank  cuerpo  ? 

Did  I,  or  Mr  Dean  of  Sivil  our  neighbor  ^ 

E’r  reach  our  dignities  in  cuerpo^  think’ft  thbu. 

In  fquirting  Hole  and  Doublet  ? Signior,  no. 

There  went  more  to’t:  there  were  Cloaks, Gowns, Caflbeks, 
And  other ^ Call,  I fay. 

His  Cloak,  and  Rapier  here. 

Enter  Hollels. 

Hofi.  What  means  your  Worfliip  ? 

Inc.  Bring  forth  thy  Husbands  Sword:  fo  hang  it  on. 
And  now  his  cloak,  here  caft  it  up  ^ I mean 
Goffip,  to  change  your  luck,  and  brink  you  guefts. 

Hoji.  Why?  is  there  charm  in  this? 

Inc.  Expedl ',  now  walk, 

But  not  the  pace  of  one  that  runs  on  errands  j 
For,  want  of  gravity  in  an  Hoff,  is  odious: 

You  may  remember  Goflip,  if  you  pleafe, 

(Your  Wife  being  then  th’  Infanta  of  the  Gipfies, 

And  your  felf  governing  a great  mans  Mules  then  ) 

Me  a poor  Squire  at  Madrid  attending 
A Mailer  of  Ceremonies But  a man,  believe  it, 

That  knew  his  place  to  the  gold  weight,  and  fuch 
Have  1 heard  him  ought  fay,  ought  every  Holl 
Within  the  Catholique  Kings  Dominions 
Be  in  hisownhoufe. 

Die.  How  ? 

Inc.  A Mafrer  of  Ceremonies  ^ 

Atleafl  Vice-Mafter,  and  to  do  nought  in  cuerpo., 

That  was  his  Maxim,  I will  tell  thee  of  him: 

He  would  not  fpeak  with  an  Amballadors  Cook, 

See  a cold  bake-meat  from  a forreign  part 
In  cuerpo : had  a dog  but  Raid  without. 

Or  beaftof  quality,  as  an  Engl^h  Cow, 

But  to  prefent  it  felf,  he  would  put  on 
His  Savoy  chain  about  his  neck,  the  ruff 
And  cuffs  of  Holland,  then  the  NaplesHst 
With  the  Rome  Hat-band,  and  the  Florentine  Agat, 

ThQ  Millan  Sword,  the  Cloak  of  Genoa,  fet 
With  buttons-,  all  his  given  pieces 

To  entertain  ’em  in,  and  complement  Knochja>ithin. 
With  a tame  Conie,  as  with  the  Prince  that  fentit. 

Vie.  Lift,  who  is  there? 

Inc.  A gueft  and ’t  be  thy  will. 

1 Vie.  LookSpowfe,  cry  luck,  and  we  be  encounter’d:  ha? 

Holi.  Luck  then,  and  good,  for  ’tisa  fine  brave  gueft. 
With  a brave  horfe. 

Inc.  Why  now,  believe  of  cuerpo. 

Enter  Theodofia. 

As  you  fhall  fee  occafon : go,  and  meet  him. 

Iheo.  Look  to  my  horfe,  Ipray  you,  well. 

J>ie.  He  fhall.  Sir. 

I»c.  Oh  how  beneath  his  rank  and  call  was  that  now? 

Your  horfe  fhall  be  entreated  as  becomes 
A horfe  of  fafhion,  and  his  inches. 

Jheo.  Oh. 

Inc.  Look  to  the  Cavalier : what  ails  he?,  flay 
If  it  concern  his  horfe,  let  it  not  trouble  him. 

He  fhall  have  all  refpeftthe  place  can  yield  him 
Either  of  barl^,  or  frefh  ftraw. 

Vie.  Good  Sir 
Look  up. 

Inc.  He  finks,  fomewhat  to  caft  upon  him. 

He’ll  go  away  in  cuerpo  elfe. 

Vie.  What,  Wife! 

Oh  your  hot  waters  quickly,  and  fbme  cold 
To  caft  in  his  fweet  face. 


Hojif  Alas, fair  flower? 

Vie.  Does  any  body  entertain  hfs  Horfe? 

Hoji.  Yes,  Lazaro  has  him. 

Enter  HoRcIs  n>ith a glafi  of  rvater. 

Inc.  Go  you  fee  him  in  perfbn. 

Hoji.  Sir,tafte  a little  of  this,  of  mine  own  water,’ 

I did  diftill’t  my  felf -,  fweat  Lilly  look  upon  me. 

You  are  but  newly  blown,  my  pretty  Tulip. 

Faint  not  upon  your  ftalk,  ’tis  firm  and  frefn 
Stand  up  fb  bolt  upright,  you  are  yet  in  growing 
7 he.  Pray  you  let  me  have  a chamber. 

Hoji.  That  you  fhall.  Sir. 

7 he.  And  where  I may  be  private,  I intreat  you.  - 
Hoji.  For  that  in  troth  Sir,  we  ha  no  choice : our  houle 
Is  but  a vent  of  need,  that  now  and  then 
Receives  a gueft,  between  the  greater  Towns 
As  they  cbme  late  ■,  only  one  room, 

Inc.  She  means.  Sir,  it  is  none 
Of  thofe  wild,  fcatter’d  heaps,  call’d  Inns,where  ftarce 
The  Hoft  is  heard,  though  he  wind  his  horn  t’his  people, 
Here  is  a competent  pile,  wherein  the  man. 

Wife,  Servants,  all  do  live  within  the  whiftic 
Hoji.  Only  one  room. 

Inc.  A pretty  modeft  quadrangle 
She  will  deferibe  to  you. 

Hoji.  Wherein  ftands  twp  Beds  Sir. 

Enter  I^iego. 

We  have,  and  where,  if  any  gueft  do  come, 

Hemuftof  force  be  lodg’d,  that  is  the  truth.  Sir. 

7heo.  But  if  I pay  you  for  both  your  beds,  methinks 
That  fhould  alike  content  you. 

Hoji.  That  it  fhall.  Sir. 

If  I be  paid,  I am  paid. 

7heo.  Why,  there’s  a Ducket 
Will  that  make  your  content  ? 

Hoji.. Oh  the  fweet  face  on  you : 

A Ducket?  yes,  and  there  were  three  beds  Sir, 

And  twice  fo  many  rooms,  which  is  one  more. 

You  fhould  be  private  in ’em  all,  in  all  Sir, 

No  one  fhould  have  a piece  of  a bed  with  you 
Not  mafterDeanof  Sivil  himfelf,  Ifwear. 

Though  he  came  naked  hither,  as  once  he  did 
When  h’had  like  t’have  been  taneabed  with  the  Moor 
And  guelt  by  her  Mafter:  you  fhall  be  as  private. 

As  if  you  lay  in’s  own  great  houfe  that’s  haunted, 

Where  no  body  comes,  they  fay : 

Theo.  I thank  you  Hoftefs. 

Pray  you,  will  you  fhewmein. 

Hoji.  Yes  marry  will  I Sir, 

And  pray  that  not  a flea,  or  a chink  vex  you. 

Exit  Hoft  and  Theo. 

Inc.  You  forget  fupper : Goffip : move  for  fupper 
Vie.  ’Tis  ftrange  what  love  to  a beaft  may  do,  his  Horfe 
Threw  him  into  this  fit. 

Inc.  You  fhall  excufe  me 
It  was  his  being  in  cuerpo,  meerly  caus’d  it. 

Vie.  Do  you  think  fo  Sir? 

Inc.  Moll:  unlucky  cuerpo. 

Naught  elfe,  he  looks  as  he  would  eat  Partridge, 

This  gueft  ha’  you  ’em  ready  in  the  houfe  ? 

And  a fine  piece  of  Kid  now<*  and  frefh  garlick 

Enter  Hoftefs. 

With  Sardinia  and  Zant  Oil  ? how  now  ? 

Has  hebefpoke,  what  will  he  have  a brace. 

Or  but  one  Partridge,  or  a fhortleg’d  Hen, 

Daintyly  carbonado’d  ? 

Hoji.  ’Lafs  the  dead 
May  be  as  ready  for  a fupper  as  he. 

Inc.  I 
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l vr.  Ha  .<* 

K’.r.  He  has  no  mind  to  eat,  more' than  his  fliadow: 

I r.  Say  yoa. 

Vi^.  How  docs  your  wcrflhp 
htc.  I put  on 

*dy  Icit  Ihooe  firfr  to  day,  now  I perceive  it, 

Andskipt  a bead  in  laying  ’em  ’ore  die 
I could  not  be  thus  crois’d : He  cannot  be 
Above  fevcntcen-,  one  ot  his  years,  and  have 
No  better  a ftomach  ? 

H}{i.  And  in  liieh  good  deaths  too. 

J>it.  Nay,  thde  do  often  make  the  icomach  wor  fe,  vvnfe,  ■ 
That  is  no  reafon. 

Jnc.  I could, at  his  years,  GoHips 

( As  temperateas  you  fee  me  now  ) have  eaten  , 

My  brace  of  Ducks,  with  my  half  Goole,  my  Conic,  \ 

And  drink  my  whole  twelve  MjrvcJis  in  W ine 
Ascalieasl  now  get  down  three  Olives 

P/>.  And,withyourtemperance-favour,yct  1 think 
Your  worlhip  would  put  fo’t  at  !ix  and  thirty 
For  a good  wager-,  and  the  meal  in  too. 

1 do  not  know  what  mine  old  mouth  can  do. 

I ha  not  prov’d  it  lately.  \ 

P/f.  Thafsthegrief,  Sir.  j 

Jnc.  Put  is  he  without  hope  then  gone  to  bed?  t 

HmK  1 fear  lb,  Sir,  h’as  lock’d  the  door  dole  to  him 
Sure  he  is  very  ill. 

Inc.  That  is  with  falling. 

You  fl:iould  ha  told  himGollip,  what  you  had  had. 

Given  him  the  Inventory  of  your  kitchen. 

It  is  the  picklock  in  an  Inn,  and  often 

Opens  a clofe  barr’d  Homach ; what  may  he  be  troh  ? 

Has  he  lb  good  a Horie  ? 

• Vii.  Oh  a brave  Jennet, 

.As  c’r  your  worfnip  faw. 
lie.  And  he  eats? 

Pif.  Strongly, 

Inc.  A mighty  Solccifme,  heaven  give  me  patience, 
What  creatures  has  he  ? 

Hoji.  None. 

In:.  And  fo  well  cloath’d. 

And  lb  well  mounted  > 

Vie.  That’s  all  my  wonder.  Sir, 

Who  he  Ihouldbe^  he  is  attir’d  and  hors’d 
For  the  ConCtjbles  Son  ot  Spain. 

I ic.  My  w onders  more 

He  Ihould  want  appetite;  well  a good  night 
'Fo  both  my  GoHips ; 1 will  for  this  time 
Put  oH'the  thought  of  flipping ; In  the  morning 
Remember  him  of  breaklnll;  pray  you. 

Ho\i.  I fliall  Sir. 

Vie.  A hungry  tim*e  Sir.  ... 

Inc.  We  that  live  like  mice  j J'xit 

On  others  mcat,multvvatch  whert  weeangetit,?  Incnho. 

Hoji.  Yes,  but  I would  not  tell  him;  Our  fair  guelt 
•Says,  though  he  eatsnofuppcr  he  will  pay  Ibrone. 

Vie.  Good  news;  v/e’Ueatitlpoufe,  t’ his  health, 
,’Twas  politicklydone  t’admitnoHiarers. 

Lnter  Fhilippo. 

Thi.  Look  to  the  Mules  there,  where’s  mine  Holt  ? 

Vie.  HercS't.- 
Another  Fayeric'. 

Hri.  Plcfsme. 

Fhi.  From  what  fwcctHoflefs." 

Arc  you  afraid  o’ your  guefts? 

Ih(i.  From  Angels,  Sir, 

I think  there’s  none  but  llich  come  hereto  night. 

My  hou  fc  had  never  lo  good  luck  afore 

For  brave,  fine  giiePs-,  and  yet  the  ill  luckon’t  is 

Icamnot  bid  you  welcome. 

Fhi.  iVo? 


Holi.  Not  lodge  you  Sir. 

Fhi.  Not,  Hoftefs  ? 

HoJi.  No  in  troth  Sir,  I do  tell  you  ; 

Becaule  you  may  provide  in  time : my  beds- 
Are  both'tane  up  by  a young  Cavalier 
That  will  and  mull  be  private. 

Vie.  He  has  paid  Sir 
For  all  our  Chambers. 

Hoji.  Which  is  one ; and  Beds 
Which  1 already  ha  told  you  are  two;  But  Sir, 

So  fweet  a creature,  I am  ve-ry  Ibrry 
I cannot  lodge  you  by  him you  look  fb  like  him 
Yo’  are  both  the  lovelicft  pieces. 

Fhi.  What  train  has  he? 

Vie.  None  but  himfelf 
Fhi.  And  will  no  leFs  than  both  beds 
Serve  him  ? 

Jloli.  H’as  given  me  a Ducket  for  ’em. 

Fhi.  Oh. 

You  givemerealbnHoft.efs  ; Is  he  handfome. 

And  young  do  you  fhy  ? 

Hoji.  Oh  Sir,  the  delicat’R  flefli 
And  fineft  cloths  withal,  and  fuchahorfe. 

With  fuch  a Saddle. 

Phi.  She’s  in  love  with  all. 

The  horfe , and  him,  and  Saddle,  and  cloths , good  woman 
Thou  juftifieft  thy  Sex  ^ lov’ft  all  that’s  brave : 

Enter  Incubo. 

Sure  though  I lye  o’ th’ ground.  I’ll  flay  here  now 
And  have  a fight  of  him;  you’ll  give  me  houfe-room, 

Fire,  and  frefn  meat,  for  money,  gentle  Hoftefs  •, 

And  make  me  a pallat.^ 

Inc.  Sir,  file  Ihall  do  reafon.  . . . 

I underflood  you  had  another  Gueft,  GofTips, 

Pray  you  let  his  Mule  be  lookt  to , have  good  ftraw, 
Andftore  of  bran ; And  GolTip,  do  you  hear. 

Let  him  not  flay  for  fupper:  What  good  Fowl  ha’ you.?- 
This  Gentleman  would  eat  a Pheafant. 

Hoji.  ’LafsSir- 
We  ha’  no  fuch.. 

Jnc.  I kifs  your  hands  fair  Sir. 

What  ha  you  then?  fpeak  what  you  have?  I’m  one  Sir 
Here  for  the  Catholique  King,  an  Officer 
T’  enquire  what  guefts  come-to  thefe  places  ^ you  Sir 
Appear  a perfon  of  quaFity,  and  ’tis  fit 
You  be  accommodated ; why  fpeak  you  not. 

What  ha’  you  Woman  ? are  you  afraid  to  vent 
That  which  you  have  ? , 

Phil.  This  is  a moft  ftrangeman^ 

T’  appoint  my  meat. 

Hoji.  The  half  of  a cold  hen.  Sir, 

And  a boil’d  quarter  of  Kid,  is  alii’  th’houle. 

Inc.  Why  all’s  but  cold  ^ let  him  fee  it  forth. 

Cover,  and  give  the  eye  fome  fatisfadion, 

A Travellers  ftomach  rauft  fee  bread  and  fait. 

His  belly  is  nearer  to  him,  than  his  kindred^ 

Cold  hen’s  a pretty  meat  Sir. 

Fhi.  What  you  pleafe  j 
I amrefolv’d  t’obey. 

Jnc.  So  is  your  Kid, 

With  Pepper,  Garlick,  and  the  juyceof  an  Orange; 

She  (hall  with  Sallads  help  it,  and  clean  linnen  ^ 

Difpatch-,  what  news  at  Court  Sir.? 

Phi.  Faith,  new  tires 

Moft  of  the  Ladies  have,  the  men  old  Suits; 

Only  the  Kings  Fool  has  a new  Coat 
Toferveyou. 

Jnc.  I did  guefs  you  came  from  thence,  Sir. 

Fhi.  But  I do  know  I did  not. 

Inc.  I miftook  Sir. 

What  hear  you  of  the  Archdukes  P 
Pil;/.  Troth  your  queftion. 
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Enter  Hoiiej's  and  Servants  with  "I able, 

Inc.  Of tlie  Frfwf/^bufinefs,  What? 

Thi.  As  much. 

Inc.  No  more?  ‘ 

They  lay  the  French : Ohthat’ts  well : come,  I’ll  help  you  : 
Have  you  no  jiblets  now  ? or  a broil’d  raflier. 

Orlome  fuch  prefeut  (Jjlht’ alTift? 

Ihjl.  Not  any  Sir. 

Inc.  The  more  your  fault : younev’r  fliould  be  without 
Such  aids : what  cottage  would  ha’  lack’d  a Pheafant 
At  fuch  a time  as  this well,  bring  your  Hen, 

And  Kid  forth  quickly. 

Phi.  That  fliould  be  my  prayer 
Tolcape  his  Inquilltion. 

Inc.  Sir,  the  Fremh., 

They  fay  are  divided  ’bout  their  match  with  us. 

What  think  you  of  it. 

Phi.  As  of  naught  to  me,  Sir. 

Inc.  Nay,  it’s  as  little  to  me  too:  but  I love 
To  ask  after  thefe  things,  to  know  the  affeftions 
Of  States  and  Princes,  now  and 'then  for  bettring. 

Phi-  Of  your  own  ignorance. 

7w.  YesSir : q i 

Phi.  Many  do  fo.  , ^ 

Inc.  I cannot  live  without  it : what  do  you  hear 
Of  onr  Indian  Fket-^  they  fay  they  are  well  return’d. 

Vbi.  I had  no  venture  with  ’em  Sir  j had  yoiij? 

1 Enter  Hnjiefs  and  Servants  with  meat. 

\nc.  Why  do  you  ask  Sir? 

P^/. ’Canfe  it  might  concern  you, 

It  does  not  me.  ' 

Inc.  Oh  here’s  your  meat  come. 

Phi.  Thanks, 

I welcome  it  at  any  price. 

Inc.  Some  ftools  here. 

And  bid  mine  Hoft  bring  Wine,  I’ll  try  yourKid, 

If  he  be  fweet : he  looks  well,  yes,  he  is  good  •, 

I’ll  carve  you  Sir. 

Phi.  You  life  me  too  too  Princely; 

Taft,  and  carve  too. 

Inc.  I love  to  do  thefe  Offices. 

Phi.  I think  you  do  : for  whofe  fake.? 

Inc.  For  themfelves  Sir, 

The  very  doing  of  them  is  reward 
Phi.  ’Had  little  faith  would  not  believe  you.  Sir. 

Inc.  Goffip,  Ibme  Wine. 

Enter  Diego  with  Wine. 

Vie.  Here’tis:  and  right  Martyn. 

Inc.  Meafure  me  out  a glals. 

Phi.  I love  the  humanity 
Us’d  in  this  place : 

Inc.  Sir,  I falute  you  here, 

Phil.  Hals  your  hands  Sir. 

Inc.  Good  wine,  it  will  beget  an  appetite: 

Fill  him,  and  fit  down,  Goffip,  entertain 
Your  noble  gueft  here, , as  becomes  your  title. 

Vie.  Pleafe  you  to  like  this  Wine  Sir  ? 

Phi.  I diflike 

Nothing  mine  Hoft,  but  that  I may  not  fee 
Your  conceal’d  gueft:  here’s  to  you. 

Vie.  In  good  faith  Sir^ 

Iwifhyou  as  well  as  him:  would  you  might  fee  him 
Inc,  And  wherefore  may  he  not: 

Vie.  ’Has  lock’d  himfelf  Sir 
Up,  and  has  hir’d  both  the  be.ds  o’, my  wife 
At  extraordinary  rate. 

Phil.  I’ll  give  as  much 
If  that  will  do’t,  for  one,  as  he  for  both 
What  fay  you  mine  Hoft,  .the  door  once  open 


I’ll  fling  mylelf  upon  the  next  bed  to  him 
And  there’s  an  end  of  me  till  morning  -,  noife 
I will  make  none 

Vie.  1 wifhyour  worfhip  well— but 
Inc.  His  honor  is  engag’d:  And  my  flie -Goffip 
Hath  paft  her  promife,  hath  fhe  not  ? 

Vie.  Yes  truly: 

Inc.  Thattoucheth  to  the  credit  of  the  houfe: 

Well,  I will  eat  a little,  and  think:  how  fay  you  Sir 
Untothis  brawn  o’  th’  Hen.? 

Phi.  1 ha’ more  mind 
To  get  this  bed  Sir. 

Inc.  Sayyoufo;  Why  then 
Giv’t  mcagen,  and  drink  to  me : mine  Hoft 
Fill  him  his  Wine:  thou’rt  dull,  and  doftnot  praife  k) 

I eat  but  to  teach  you  the  way  Sir. 

Phil.  Sir: 

Find  but  the  way  to  lodge  mein  this  chamber 
I’ll  give  mine  Hoft  two  Duckets  for  his  bed, 

And  you  Sir  two  Reals  : here’s  to  you 
Inc.  Excufeme, 

I am  not  mercenary:  Goffip  pledge  him  for  me, 
i’ll  think  a little  niorei  butev’a  one  bit 
And  then  talk  on : you  cannot  interrupt  me. 

Vie.  This  piece  of  wine  Sir,  coft  me 
In:.  Stay:  1 have  found: 

This  little  morfel , and  then : here’s  excellent  garlick : 

Have  you  not  a bunch  of  grapes  now.  orlome  Bacon 
To  give  the  mouth  a relilh? 

Vie.  Wife,  do  you  hear  ? 

Inc.  It  is  no  matter:  Sir  give  mine  Hoft  your  Duckets. 
Vie.  How  Sir? 

Inc.  Do  you  receive  ’em ; I will  fave 
Thehonefty  of  your  houfe:  and  yours  too  Goffip, 

And  I will  lodge  the  Gentleman : fhew  the  chamber. 

Vie.  Good  Sir  do  you  hear. 

Inc.  Shew  me  the  chamber. 

Vie.  Pray  you  Sir, 

Do  not  difturb  my  guefts. 

Inc.  Difturb?  I hope 

The  Catholick  King  Sir,  may  command  a lodging 
Without  difturbing  in  his  Vaflals  houfe. 

For  any  Minifter  of  his,  emploid 

In  bufinefs  of  the  State.  Where  is  the  door  .? 

Open  the  door,  who  are  you  there?  within? 

In  the  Kings  name.  TheodoIIa  within. 

Iheo.  What  would  you  have  ? 

Inc.  Your  key  Sir, 

And  your  door  open:  I have  here  command 
tTo  lodge  a Gentleman,  from  the  Juft  ice,  fent 
Upon  the  Kings  affairs. 

7 head.  Kings  and  neceffities 
Muft  be  obey’d : the  key  is  under  the  door. 

Inc.  How  now  Sir,  are  you  fitted  ? you  fecur’d  ? 

Phi.  Your  two  Reals  are  grown  a piece  of  Eight. 

Ine.  Excufe  me  Sir. 

Phi.  ’Twill  buy  a Hen-,  and  Wine 
Sir,  for  to  morrow.  Exit  Phil. 

Inc.  I do  kifs  your  hands  Sir 
Well  this  will  bear  my  charge  yet  to  the  Gallies 
Where  I am  owing  a Ducket:  whither  this  night 
By  the  Moons  leave  I’ll  march : for  in  the  morning 
Early,  they  put  ftom  Port  St.  Maries.  Ex.  all  but  Dkgo. 

Vie.  haz.aro. 

Enter  Lazaro. 

How  do  the  horfes  ? 

Laz.  Would  you  would  go  and  fee  Sit, 

A of  all  Jades,  what  a clap  h’as  given  me ; 

As  lure  as  you  live  Mafter  he  knew  perfeftly 
I couzen’d  him  on’s  Oats:  he  lookt  upon  me 
And  then  he  fneer’d,  as  who  Ihould  fay,  take  hs^d  firrah : 
And  when  he  faw  our  half  Peck,  which  you  know 
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W'as  but  an  old  Court  dilb,  lord  how  he  ftampt : 

I thought ’t  had  been  for  joy,  when  fnddenly 
He  cuts  me  a back  caper  with  his  heels 
And  takes  me  jult  o'th  ’ crupper,  down  came  I, 

And  all  my  ounce  of  Oats ; Then  he  neigh’d  out 
As  though  he  had  had  a Mare  by  th' tail. 

Vie.  Faith  Laziro 

We  are  too  blame  toufe  the  poor  dumb  ferviters 
So  cruelly. 

Ljc.  Vonder’s  this  other  Gentleman’s  horfe 
Keeping  our  Lady  Eve:  the  devil  a bit 
H’asgot  fince  he  came  in  yet:  there  he  frands 
And  looks,  and  looks,  but  ’tis  your  pleafure,Sir, 

Fie  fliall  look  loan  enough : h’as  Hay  before  him 
But  ’tis  as  big  as  Hemp,  and  will  as  foon  choakhim, 
llnlefs  he  cat  it  butter’d:  he  had  four  fhooes 
And  good  ones  when  he  came : ’tis  a ftrange  wonder 
With  Handing  Hill  he  fliould  call  three. 

Vie.  O Ljz  ii'o. 

The  Devil’s  in  this  Trade  : truth  never  knew  it 
And  to  the  devil  wc  lhall  travel,  Lazaro 
llnlefs  we  mend  our  manners:  once  every  week 
I meet  with  fuch  a knock  to  mollifie  me 
Sometimes  a dozen  to  awake  my  confcience 
Yetftill  I deep  fecurely. 

Ljz.  Certain  Mafrer 
WemuHufe  better  dealing. 

Die.  ’Faith  for  mine  own  part 
Not  to  give  ill  example  to  our  iiCues, 

I could  be  well  content  to  Heal  but  two  girths, 

And  now  and  then  a faddle-cloth : change  a bridle 
Only  for  exercife. 

Ljz.  If  we  could  Hay  there 

There  were  fome  hope  on’sMaHer:  but  the  devil  is 
We  are  drunk  fo  early  we  miHake  v.'hole  Saddles 
Sometimes  a horfe  •,  and  then  it  feenis  to  us  too 
Every  poor  jade  has  his  whole  peck,  and  tumbles 
Up  to  his  ears  in  clean  Hraw,  and  every  bottle 
Shews  at  the  leaH  a dozen^  when  the  truth  is,  Sir, 
There’s  no  fuch  matter,  not  a fmcll  of  Provinder, 

Xot  fomuch  Hraw  as  would  tie  up  a horfe  tail. 

Nor  any  thing  i’th’  rack,  but  two  old  Cobwebs 
And  fo  much  rotten  Hay  as  had  been  aliens  ncH. 

Die.  Well,  thefe  mifrakings  muH  be  mended,  Lazaro^ 
Thefe  apparitions,  that  abufe  our  fences. 

And  make  us  ever  apt  tq  fweep  the  manger. 

But  put  in  nothing:,  thefe  fancies  muH  be  forgot 
'nd  wemuH  pray  it  may  be  reveal’d  to  ns 
Whofe  horfe  we  ought,  in  confcience,  to  couzen, 
^ndhow,  and  when  i A FarfonsHorle  may  fiiHir 
A little  greazing  in  his  teeth,  ’tis  wholfome  ^ 

^nd  keepshiminafober  Hiuffle:  and  his  Saddle 
Mayveanta  Hirrop.  and  it  may  befworn 
His  Learning  lay  on  one  iidc,  andfo  broke  it: 

H’as  ever  Oats  in’s  Cloak-bag  to  prevent  us 
And  therefore  ’tis  a meritorious  office 
1 o tythe  him  foundly. 

Ljz,  And  a Grazier  may 

(For  thofe  are  pinching  puckfoyfts,  and  fufpitious) 

Suffer  a myH  before  his  eyes  fometimes  too. 

And  think  he  fees  his  horfe  eat  halfe  a bulhel : 

When  the  truth  is,  rubbing  his  gums  with  fait. 

Till  all  the  skin  come  off:  he  fliall  but  mumble 
Like  an  old  Woman  that  were  chewing  Brawn, 

And  drop  ’em  out  again. 

Die.  That  may  do  well  too. 

And  no  doubt  ’tis  but  venial , But  good  Lazaro 
Have  you  a care  of  underHanding  horfes, 

Horfesthat  know  the. world:  let  them  have  meat 
Till  their  teeth  akej  and  rubbing  till  their  ribs 
ShincTike  a wenches  forehead  ^ they  are  devils 

Ljz.  And  look  into  our  dealings : as  fure  as  we  live 
Thefe  Courtiers  horfes  are  a kind  of  fVelJh  Prophets, 

! Nothing  can  be  hid  from  ’em:  For  mine  own  part 


The  next  I cozen  of  that  kind  fliall  be  founder’d, 

And  of  all  four  too : I’ll  no  more  fuch  complements 
Upon  my  crupper. 

Die.  Steal  but  a little  longer 
Till  I am  lam’d  too,  and  we’ll  tepent  together, 

It  will  not  be  above  two  dales. 

Ljc.  By  that  time 

I fliall  be  well  again,  and  all  forgot  Sir. 

Die.  Why  then  I’ll  Hay  for  thee.  Exit 

' Sc£Ha  Seennda. 


"Enter  Thcodofio  and  Phillipo  on  fever al  Beds. 

Vheo.  Oh, — ho?  oh — ho? 

Fhi.  Ha? 

Vheo.  Oh — oh?  heart  - heart — heart — heart? 

Vhil.  What’s  that? 

Iheo.  When  wilt  thou  break?— break, break, break? 
Fhil.  Ha 

I would  the  voice  were  Hrong,  or  I nearer, 

Vheo.  Shame,  ftiame,  eternal  fbarne?  what  have  I done? 
Fhil.  Done? 


Vheo.  And  to  no  end,  what  a wild  journey 
Have  I more  wildly  undertaken.'?  , 

Phil.  Journey.? 

Vheo.  How,  without  counfel.?  care?  reafon,  or  fear? 
Fhil.  Whither  will  this  fit  carry?  • 

Vheo.  Oh  my  folly , 

Fhil.  This  is  no  common  licknefs. 

Vheo.  How  have  I left 
All  I fhould  love,  or  keep?  oh  heaven. 

. Fhil.  Sir, 

Vheo.  Ha  .? 

Pk/.  How  do  you  gentle  Sir? 

Vheo.  Alas  my  fortune  (nels 

Fhil.  It  feems  yourforrow  opprefles:  pleafeyourgood- 
Let  me  bear  half.  Sir : a divided  burthen 
Is  fb  made  lighter. 

Iheo.  Oh, 


Fhil^  That  figh  betraies 
The  fulnefs  of  your  grief 
Vheo.  I,  if  that  grief 
Had  not  bereft  me  of  my  underHanding, 

I fhould  have  well  remembred  where  I was. 

And  in  what  company  j and  clapt  a lock 
' Upon  this  tongue  for  talking. 

Fhil.  Worthy  Sir 

Let  it  not  add  to  your  grief,  that  I have  heard 
A figh  or  groan  come  from  you : That  is  all  Sir : 

Vbe.  Good  Sir  no  more:  you  have  heard  too  much  I fear, 
W’ould  I had  taken  Poppy  when  I fpake  it. 

Phi.  It  feems  you  have  an  ill  belief  of  me 
And  woiildhave  fear’dmuch  more,had  you  Ipokeought 
1 could  interpret.  But  believe  it  Sir 
Had  1 had  means  to  look  into  your  breaH, 

And  taneyou  fleeping  here,  that  fb  fecurely 
I might  have  read  all  that  your  woe  would  hide 
1 would  not  have  betraidyou. 

Vheo.  Sir,  that  fpeech 
Is  very  noble,  and  almoH  would  tempt 
My  need  to  truH  you. 

Phil.  Atyourowneledlion, 

I dare  not  make  my  faith  fb  much  fufpefted 
As  to  proteH  again : nor  am  I curious 
To  know  more  thanis  fit. 

Vheo.  Sir,  I will  truH  you 
But  you  fliall  promifeSirto  keep  your  bed. 

And  whatfoe’ryou  hear,  not  to  importune 
More  I befeech  you  from  me 
Fhi.  Sir  I will  not. 

Vheo.  Than  I am  prone  to  utter. 

Fhi.  -My  faith  for  it. 

Vheo.  If  I were  wife,  I yet  fhould  hold  ray  peace 
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Vou  will  be  noble  ? 

Thtl.  Yoiifhall  make  me  Co 
If  you’ll  but  thiiik  me' filch. 

'J/jfa.  I do : then  know 

You  are  deceiv’d  with  whom  you  have  talk’d  folong. 

I am  a mofl:  unfortunate  lolt  woman. 

Fbil.  Ha? 

7heo.  Do  nbt  IHrSir;  I have  here  a Sword. 

Fhil.  NotlfweetLady ; of  what  blood,  ornam^, 

Iheo.  You’ll  keep  your  faith. 

Fbil.  I’ll  periHi  elfe. 

Tbeo.  Believe  then 

Of  birtii  too  noble  for  me,  fo  defeended 

I am  alham’d  , no  lefs  than  I am  affrighted. 

Fbil.  Fear  not:  by  all  good  things,  I will  not  wrong  you. 
1 beo.  I am  the  Daughter  of  a noble  Gentleman 
Born  in  this  partof  : ray  fathers  name  Sir  : 

But  why  Ihould  I abufe  that  reverence 
When  achilds  duty  has  forfaken  me. 

Fbil.  All  may  be  mended,  in  fit  time  too:  fpeakit 
Ibeo. 

Fbil.  Alpboyifo  ? What’s  your  own  name  ? 

I beo.  Any  bafe  thing  you  can  invent. 

Fbil.  Deal  truly. 

Tbeo.  They  call  me  Theodofia. 

Fbil.  Fla  ? and  love 
Is  that  that  hath  chang’d  you  thus? 

Yehaveobferv’dme 

Too  nearly  Sir,  ’tis  that  indeed:  ’tis  love  Sir: 

And  love  of  him  (oh  heavens)  whyffiouldmen  deal  thus? 
Why  Ihould  they  life  their  arts  to  cozen  us? 

That  have  no  cunning,  but  our  fears  about  us? 

And  ever  that  too  late  too  j no  dillembling 
Or  double  way  but  doating  : too  much  loving  ? 

Why  Ihould  they  find  new  oaths,  toimake  more  wretches? 
Pbil.  Whatmay  his  name  be?  . , • 

7heo.  Sir,  a naniethat  promifes.  . / 

Methinks  po  fuch  ill  ufage : Mark^-dntomo 
A noble  neighbors  fon:  Now  I mull  defireye 
To  ftay  a while ; .elfe  my  weak  eyes  mult  anf\yer 
Fbil.  I will: — Are  ye  yet  ready  ? what  is  his  quality? 
'tbeo.  Hisbelha  thiefSir:  that  he  would  be  known  by 
Is  heir  to  Leonardo.,  a rich  Gentleman ; 

Next  of  a handlbme  body,  had  heaven  made  him 
A mind  fit  to  it.  To  this  man  my  fortune,  . 

(My  more  than  purblind  fortune)  gave  my  faith, 

Drawn  to  it  by  as  many  Ihews  of  fervice 
' And  figns  of  truth,  as  ever  falfe  tongue  utter’d: 

Heaven  pardon  all.  „ 

Pbil.  ’Tis  well  faid:  forward  Lady. 

7heo.  ContraTedSir,  and  by  exchange  of  rings 
Our  fouls  deliver’d : nothing  left  unfinilh’d 
But  the  laftwork,  enjoying  me,  and  Ceremony. 

For  that  I mult  confels  was  the  firft  wife  doubt 
I ever  made:  yet  after  all  this  love  Sir, 

All  this  profeflion  of  his  faith  *,  when  daily 
And  hourly  I expeded  the  blelt  Prieft 
He  left  me  like  a dream,  as  all  this  ftory 
Had  never  been,  nor  thought  of,  why,  I know  not  ^ 

Yet  I have  called  my.confcience  to  confelfion. 

And  every  fyllable  that  might  offend 
I have  had  in  ffirift : yet  neither  loves  Law  Signior, 
Nortye  of  Maidens  duty^  but  defiring 
Havel  tranfgreft in:  left  his  father  too. 

Nor  whither  he  is  gone,  or  why  departed 
Can  any  tongue  refolve  me : All  my  hope 
(Which  keeps  me  yet  alive,  and  would  perfwademe 
I may  be  once  more  happy,  and  thus  fhapes  me 
A fhame  to  all  my  modeft  Sex  ) is  this  Sir, 

I have  a Brother  and  his  old  Companion, 

Student  in  Salamanca^  there  my  laft:  hope 
If  he  be  yet  alive,  and  can  be  loving 
I Is  left  me  to  recover  him : For  which  travel 

In  this  Sute  left  at  home  of  that  dear  Brothers  i 


Thus  as  you  find  me,  without  fear,  or  wifdom, 

I have  wander’d  from  my  Father,  fled  my  friends. 

And  now  ^m  only  chi  Id  of  hope  and  danger: 

You  are  now  lilent  Sir:  this  tedious  ftory 
( 'rhat  ever  keeps  me  waking  ) makes  you  heavy : 

’Tis fit  it  fhoulcl  do  lb:  for  that,  and  I 
Can  be  but  troubles. 

Fbil.  No,  I fleep  not  Lady : 

I would  I could : oh  heaven  is  this  my  comfort? 

7 beo.  What  ail  you  gentle  Sir? 

Fbil.  Oh. 

Ibeo.  Why  do  you  groan  fo? 

Fb[il.  I muft,  I muft  ^ oh  mifery  *, 

Ibeo.  But  now  sir. 

You  were  my  comfort : if  anything  afflidye 

Am  not  I fit  to  bear  a part  on’t  ? and  by  your  own  rule  ? 

Vbil.  No^  If  you  could  heal,  as  you  have  wounded  me, 
But  ’tis  not  in  your  power. 

7 beo.  1 fear  intemperance. 

Fbil.  Nay,  do  not  feek  to  fnun  me ; I muft  fee  you : 

By  heaven  I muft  : hoail  there  mine  Hoft:  a Candle; 
Strive  not,  I will  not  ftir  ye. 

‘Ibeo.  Noble  Sir 
This  is  a breach  of  promile. 

Fbil.  Tender  Lady 

It  lliall  be  none  but  neceflary : hoa,  there, 

Some  light,  fbme  light  for  heavens  lake. 

7beo.  Will  ye  betray  me  ? 

Are  ye  a Gentleman  ? 

Good  woman; 

7heo.  Sir. 

Enter  Diego  with  a li^bt. 

Fhil.  If  I he  prejudicial  to  you,  curfe  me. 

Vieg.  Ye  are  early  ftirring  Sir. 

Fhil.  Give  me  your  Candle 
And  fo  good  morrow  for  a while. 

T)ieg.  Good  morrow  Sir.  Ew>. 

7beo.  My  Brother  Don  Fhilippo  \ nay  Sir,  kill  me 
I ask  no  mercy  Sir,  for  none  dare  know  me, 

I can  deferve  none : As  ye  look  upon  me 
Behold  in  infinite  thefe  foul  diflionors, 

My  noble  Father,  then  your  felf,  lalt  all 
That  bear  the  name  of  kindred,  fuffer  in  me  ♦ 

I have  forgot whofe  child  I am-,  whofe  Sifter : 

Do  you  forget  the  pity  tied  to  that : 

Let  not  compafiion  fway  you:  you  will  be  then 
As  foul  as  1,  and  bear  the  fame  brand  with  me, 

A favourer  of  my  fault:  ye  have  a fword  Sir, 

And  fuchacaufe  to*  kill  me  in. 

Fhil.  Rife  Sifter, 

I wear  no  fword  for  Women : nor  no  anger 
While  your  fair  chaftity  is  yetuntouch’o. 

7heo.  By  thofe  bright  Stars,  it  is  Sir. 

Fbil.  For  my  Sifter 

I do  believe  ye;  and  foneer  blood  has  made  us 
With  the  dear  love  I ever  bore  your  virtues 
That  I will  be  a Brother  to  your  griefs  too: 

Be  comforted,  ’tis  no  dilhonor  Sifter 

To  love,  nor  to  love  him  you  do : he  is  a Gentleman 

Of  as  fweet  hopes,  as  years,  as  many  promifes. 

As  .there  be  growing  Truths,  and  great  ones. 

7heo.  OSirl 

Fbil.  Do  not  defpair. 

tAw.  Can  ye  forgive? 

' Fhil.  Yes  Sifter, 

Though  this  be  no  fmall  error,  a far  greater, 

7heo.  And  think  me  ftillyour  Sifter? 

Fbil.  My  dear  Sifter. 

7beo.  And  will  you  counfel  me  ? 

Fbil.  To  your  own  peace  too ; 

Ye  fhall  love  ftill. 

7heo.  How  good  ye  are  ? 

Fhil.  My  bufinefs. 

And  duty  to  my  Father;  which  now  drew  me  I 
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From  SjIj>H.incj  I will  lay  afide 
\nd  only  be  year  Agent  to  perfwade  ye 
j "I'o  leave  both  love,  and  him,  and  well  retire  ye, 

Ib.w  Oh  gentle  Brotlier. 

Foil.  I perceive  ’tis  folly : 

Delaies  in  love,  more  dangerous. 

T/’A’.  Noble  Brother. 

Tbil.  Fear  not,  I’ll  run  your  own  way : and  to  help  yoil, 
l.ove  havihg  rackt  your  paflions  beyond  couufel: 

I’ll  hazai'd  mine  own  fame  : whitlicr  Iball  we  venture  ? 
Ibfo.  Alas,  I know  not  Sir 
Fbil.  Come,  ’tis  bright  morning 
Let’s  uTilk  out,  and  conlider : you’ll  keep  this  habit. 
Ibeo.  IwouldSir. 

Fba.  Then  it  lhall  be;  what  mufl:  I call  ye? 

Come,  do  not  bluih:  prayfpeak,  I may  fpoil  all  elfe. 

I Thfo.  Pray  call  me  Pheodaro. 

Enter  Diego. 

Are  ye  ready.? 

The  day  draws  on  apace : once  more  good  morrow. 

Thc-o.  Good  morrow  gentle  Hoft : now  I mult  thank  ye: 
Fbil.  Who  doll  thoa  think  tliis  is .? 

D/V.  Were  you  a wench  Sir, 

1 think  you  would  know  before  me. 

Fhil.  Mine  own  Brother. 

Dic(^.  By th’rtfaHeyournofes  are  akin:  Ihould  I then 
Have  been  fo  baibaroiis  to  have  parted  Brothers.? 

Fhi.  You  knew  it  then. 

Vieg.  I knew  ’twas  necellary 
You  fliotild  be  both  together : InfrinT  Signior, 

Is  a great  matter  in  an  Hoft. 

Thao.  1 am  I'atisfied. 

Enter  Pedro< 

, Fed.  Is  not  mine  Hoft  up  yet .? 

Fhi.  Who’s  that.? 

Vie.  I’ll  fee. 

Fhil.  Sifter,  withdraw  your  felf. 

Fed.  Signior  Fhilippo. 

Fhil.  Noble  Don  Pedro.,  where  have  you  been  this  way.? 
Fed.  1 came  from  Port  S'?.  Marw,  whence  the  Gallies 
Put  this  lalt  tide,  and  bound  for  Barcelona., 

I brought  Markzantonie  upon  his  way 
Fhi.  Marc-amonie  ? 

Fed.  W 'ho  is  turn’d  Soldier, 

Ar»d  entertain’d  in  the  new  Regiment  * 

For  Naples  ? 

Phi.  Is  itpoITible? 

Fed.  I afliire  you. 

Fhi.  And  pat  they  in  at  ? 

Fed.  So 

One  of  the  Mailers  told  me. 

Fhi.  Which  way  go  you  Sir? 

Fed.  Home. 

Fhi.  And  I for  Sivil  : pray  you  Sir^  fay  not 
That  youfaw  me,  if  you  lhall  meet  the  queltion, 

1 have  fbme  little  bufinefs 
Fed.  Were  it  Ids  Sir. 

it  fiiall  not  become  me,  to  lofethe  caution: 

Shall  we  breakfaft  together .? 

Fb:.  I’ll  come  to  you  Sir: 

Sifter  you  hear  this:  I believe  your  fortune 
Begins  to  be  propitious  to  you:  wcwill  hire 
Mdesof mine  Hofl:  here:  ifwe  can,  himfelf 
To  be  our  guide,  andftraight  to  Barcelena, 

This  was  as  happy  news,  as  unexpected 
Stay  you  till  1 rid  him  away. 

Iheo.  I will.  Exeunt ^ 


ABm  Secundm. 

Sc  sen  a Prim  a. 

Enter  Alphonfo  and  a Set'vant. 

Alph.  I^Nockat  the  door.  ’ 

Xv  Ser.  ’Tis  open  Sir, 

Alph.  That’s  all  one. 

Knock  when  I bid  you. 

Ser.  Will  not  yourWorfnip  enter? 

Alph.  Will  not  you  learn  more  manners  Sir,  and  do  that  | 
Your  Mailer  bids  ye^  knock  ye  knave,  or  I’ll  knock 
Such  a round  peal  about  your  pate:  I enter 
Under  his  roof,  or  come  to  fay  god'fave  ye 
To  him,  the  Son  of  whole  bafe  dealings  has  undone  me.? 
Knock  louder,  louder  yet : I’ll  flarve,  and  rot  firfb. 

This  open  air  is  every  mans. 

2 Ser.  roithin.  Come  in  Sir. 

Enter  tn>o  Servants. 

Alph.  No,  no  Sir,  I am  none  of  thefe  Come  in  Sirs., 

None  of  thole  vifitants:  bid  your  wife  Mailer 
Come  out,  I have  to  talk  unto  him : go  Sir 
2 Ser.  Your  worfhipmay  be  welcome. 

Alph.  Sir,  I will  not, 

I come  not  to  be  welcome : good  my  three  Duckets,’ 

My  pickell’d  fprat  a day,  and  no  oil  to’t, 

And  once  a year  a cotten  coat,  leave  prating 
And  tell  your  Mailer  I am  here. 

2 Ser.  I will  Sir. 

This  is  a flrangeo'ld  man.  ^xh. 

Alph.l  welcome  to  him.? 

I’ll  be  firfl  welcome  to  a Pellhoufe : Sirrah 
Let’s  have  your  valour  now  cas’d  up,  and  quiet 
When  an  occallon  calls,  ’tis  wifdom  in  ye, 

A jServingman’sdifcreticn:  if  you  do  draw, 

' £«tfyTeonardo,  and  Po»2anchio  ( carried  hy 
troo  Servants  in  a chair.  ) 

Draw  but  according  to  your  entertainment  j 
Five  Nobles  wwth  of  fury.  ' ..  .. 

Leo.  Signjor  Alphonfo, 

I hope  no  difeontent  from  my  Will  given. 

Has  made  ye  lliun  my  houfe : 

An  credit  me  amongftmy  fears  ’tis  greatell 
To  minifter  offences.  . ' 

O good  Signior  ’ 

I know  ye  for  Italian  breed,  fair  tongu’d,  c ’ ■ 

Spare  your  Apologies,  I care  not  for  ’em. 

As  little  for  yourloveSir lean  live 

Without  your  knowledge,  cat  mine  own,  andfleep 

Without  dependences,  or  hopes  upon  ye. 

I come  to  ask  my  Daughter.  j ^ 

Leo.  Gentle  Sir.  • r'r  r • . . , 

Alph.  I am  not  gentle  Sir,  nor  gentle  will  be 
Till  I have  juflice,  my  poor  child  reftor’d 
Yourcapcr-cutting  boy  has  run  away  with?  * ■ 

Young  Signior  finooth-face,  he  that  takes  up  wenches  ’ 
With  finilcs,  and  fweet  behaviors.  Songs,  and  Sonnets, 

Your  high  fed  Jennet,  that  no  hedge  can  hold  ^ 

They  fay  you  bred  him  for  a Stallion.  t 

Zaneh.  Fie  Signior,  there  be  times,  and  terms  of  honor 
To  argue  thefe  things  in,  defeidements  able 
To  fpeak  yc  noble  Gentlemen,  ways  puiuftuaJ 
And  to  the  life  of  credit,  yc  are  too  rugged  n . ' ■ 

Alph.  I am  too  tame  Sir.  '*  ^ i 

Leo.  Will  ychcar  butrealbn.? 

Alph.  No,  I will  hear  no  rcafbn : I come  not  hither 
To  be  popt  off with  reafon  j rcafon  then. 
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lanch.  WhySignior,  in  all  things  there  nuilt  be  method, 
Vc  choakthe  child  ot  honor  clfc,  dilcrctioii, 

Do  you  conceive  an  injury  ? 

Alfh.  What  then  Sir.^ 

Z.vtch.  'rhen  follovvic  in  fair  terms, let  your  fword  bite 
When  time  calls,  not  your  tongue. 

Alph.  I knovV  Sir 

Both  when  and  wliat  to  do  without  dirertions, 

And  vvliere,  and  how,  I come  not  to  be  tutor’d, 

My  caulc  is  no  mans  but  mine  own  : you  Signior, 

Will  ye  rcftorc  my  Daughter  ? 

Leo.  Who  detains  her  ? 

Alph.  No  more  of  tilde  flight  fliift; 

1 eo.  Yc  urge  me  Signior 
With  ftrange  injufticc : becaufc  my  Son  has  err’d 
Ijitcb.  Mark  him. 

Leo.  Out  of  the  heat  of  youth : dos’t  follow 
I muft  be  father  of  his  crimes, 

Alph.  I fay  Ifill. 

Leave  off  your  Rhetorick,  and  reftore  my  Daughter. 

And  fuddainly : bring  in  your  rebel  too, 

Mountdragon,  he  that  mounts  without  commiffion 
That  I may  leehimpunidicd,  and  feverel}'’. 

Or  by  that  holy  Heaven,  I’ll  fireyour  houje. 

And  there’s  my  way  of  honor. 

Z.tncb.  Pray  give  me  leave 
Was  not  man  made  tiie  nobleft  creature  ? 

Alph.  Well  Sir. 

Should  not  his  mind  then  anfwerto  his  making, 
And  to  his  mind  his  aflions,  if  this  ought  to  be, 

Why  do  we  run  a blind  way  from  our  worths. 

And  cancel  our  diferetions,  doing  thofe  things 
To  cure  offences,  are  the  moff:  offences? 

We  have  rules  of  juftice  in  us^  to  thofe  rules 
Let  us  apply  our  angers : you  can  confider 
The  want  in  others  of  thefe  terminations 
And  how  unfurnifh’d  they  appear. 

Alph.  Hang  others, 

And  where  the  wrongs  are  open,  hang  refpetls, 

I come  not  to  confider. 

Lea.  Noble  5ir, 

Let  us  argue  cooly,  and  confider  like  men. 

Alph.  Like  men! 

Leo.  Ye  are  too  fudainfUll. 

..Alph.  Like  men  Sir? 

Zanch.  It  is  fair  language,  and  ally’d  to  honor. 

Alph.  Why,  what  ftrangebeaft  would  your  grave  reve- 
Make  me  appear  ? like  men ! (fence 

Zanch.  Talfe  but  that  point  Sir, 

And  ye  recover  all. 

Alph.  I tell  thy  wlfdom 
I am  as  much  a man,  and  as  good  a man. 

Lea.  All  this  is  granted  Sir. 

Alph.  As  wife  a man. 

Zanch.  Ye  are  not  tainted  that  way. 

Alph.  And  a man 

Dares  make  thae  no  man  •,  or  atbeft,  a bafe  man.  • . 
Zanch.  Fie,  fie,  here  wants  much  carriage. 

Alph.  Hang  much  carriage. 

Leo.  Give  me  good  language. 

Alph.  Sirrah  Signior,  Give  me  my  Daughter. 

Leo.  I am  as  gentle  as  your  felf,  as  freeborn. 

Zanch.  Obferve  his  way. 

Leo.  As  much  refpeift  ow’d  to  me. 

Zanch.  This  hangs  together  nobly. 

Leo.  And  for  Civil, 

A great  deal  more  it  feems : go  look  your  Daughter. 
Zanch.  There  ye  went  well  off  Signior. 

Leo.  That  rough  tongue 
You  underftand  at  firff: : you  never  think  Sir 
Out  of  your  mightinefs,  of  my  lofs ; here  I Hand 
A patient  Anvil,  to  your  burning  angers 
Made  fubjed  to  your  dangers  yet  my  lofs  equal ; 

Who  ftall  brin§  home  my  Son  ? 


Alph.  A whipping  Beadle. 

Leo.  Why,  is  your  Daughter  whorifh  } 

Alph.  Ha,  thou  dar’ft  not. 

By  heaven  I know  thou  dar’lt  not. 

Leo.  I dare  more  Sir 
If  you  dare  be  uncivil, 

Alph.  Laugh  too,  Pidgeon. 

Zanch.  A fitter  time  for  fames  fake -.two  wcaTcNilrfes 
Would  laugh  at  this^  are  there  no  moredays  coming. 

No  ground  but  this  to  argue  on  ? no  fwords  left  ' 
Nor  friends  to  carry  this,  but  your  own  furies 
Alas!  it  Ihows  too  weakly. 

Alph.  Let  it  fliow, 

I come  not  here  for  fhews:  laugh  at  me  fuTah  ? 

I’ll  give  yc  caufe  to  laugh. 

Leo.  Ye  are  as  like  fir 
As  any  man  in  Spain. 

Alph.  By  heaven  I will, 

I will  brave  Leonardo. 

Leo.  Brave  Aiphonfg, 

I will  exped  it  then. 

Zanch.  Hold  ye  there  both. 

Theft  terms  are  noble. 

Alph.  Ye  fhall  hear  fliortly  from  me. 

Zanch.  Now  diftrectly. 

Alph.  Afliire  your  ftlfye  fhall : do  ye  fee  thisfword  (Jr? 

He  has  not  caff:  his  teeth  yet. 

Zanch.  Rarely  carried. 

Alph.  He  bites  deep : mofl  times  mortal : Signior 
I’ll  hound  him  at  the  fair  and  home. 

Zanch.  Still  nobly. 

Alph.  And  at  all  thofe  that  dare  maintain  ye. 

Zanch.  Excellent. 

Leo.  Howyoulhallpleafefir,  fo  it  be  fair,  though  certain, 
I had  rather  give  you  reafon. 

Zanch.  Fairly  urg’d  too. 

Alph.  This  is  no  age  for  reafon  j prick  your  reafon 
Upon  your  fwords  point, 

Zanch.  Admirably  follow’d. 

Alph.  And  there  I’ll  hear  it:  fotilll  pleaft,  live  Sir.  Exit. 

Leo.  And  fofarewel,  you’re  welcome. 

Zanch.  The  end  crowns  all  things 
Signior,  fbme  little  bulinefs  palt,  this  cauft  I’ll  argue 
And  be  a peace  between  ye,  if ’t  fb  pleaft  ye. 

And  by  the  fquare  of  honor  to  the  utmoll : 

I feel  the  old  man’s  mafter’d  by  much  paffion. 

And  too  higlirackt,  which  makes  him  overlhoot  all 

His  valour  fhould  dired  at,  and  hurt  thofe 

That  (land  but  by  as  blenchers:  this  he  rnuft  know  too 

As  neceflary  to  his  judgement,  doting  women 

Are  neither  fafe  nor  wife  adventurers:  conceive  me. 

If  once  their  will  have  wander’d^  nor  is’t  then 

A time  to  ufe  our  rages : for  why  fhould  I 

Bite  at  the  ftone,  when  he  that  throws  it  wrongs  me  ? 

Do  not  we  know  that  Women  are  moft  wooers 

Though  cloftfl  in  their  carriage?  Do  not  all  men  know, 

Scarce  all  the  compafs,  of  the  Globe  can  hold  ’em 

If  their  affedions  be  afoot?  fhall  I then  covet 

The  follies  of  a ffie-fool,  that  by  nature 

Muft  feek  her  like,  by  reafon,  be  a woman. 

Sink  a tall  Ihip,  becauft  the  lails  defie  me? 

No,  I difdain  that  folly;,  he  that  ventures 
Whilfl  they  are  fit  to  put  him  on,  has  found  out 
The  everlafting  motion  in  his  fcabbard. 

I doubt  not  to  make  peace : and  fo  for  this  time 
My  belt  love,  and  remembrance. 

Leo.  Your  poor  Servant. 

Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Diego,  Philippo,  and  Theoiofia. 


Phil.  Where  will  our  Horfts  meet  us  ? 
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Fear  not  you  Sir, 

Some  half  mile  hciice  my  worfhips  man  will  ftay  us. 

How  is  it  with  my  young  bloods  come,  be  jovial. 

Let’s  travel  like  a merry  flock  of  wild  Gcefc, 

Every  tongue  talking. 

ri'il.  W’c  are  very  merry  ^ 

Bur  do  you  know  this  way,  Sir.'? 

tb(o.  Is’t  not  dangerous .? 

Metliinks  thele  wo(^y  thickets  fliould  harbor  knaves. 

P/<*.  I fear  none  but  fair  wenches  •,  thole  arc  thieves, 
May  quickly  rob  me  of  my  good  conditions. 

If  they  cry  Stand  once:  but  the  bell;  isSigniors 
They  cannot  bind  my  hands  : lor  any  elfe, 

They  meet  an  equal  knave,  and  there’s  my  Pafsport : 

1 have  Icen  fine  fport  in  this  place : had  thele  three  tongues, 
They  would  tell  ye  pretty  matters ; do  not  you  fear,  though 
u-  hey  arc  not  every  dales  delights. 

r hi  I.  W hat  fport  Sir.? 

P/f . Why  to  fay  true,  the  fport  of  all  fports. 

Fbil.  Whatwas’t? 

Vie.  Such  turning  up  of  Tafiataes  •,  and  you  know 
To  what  rare  whiflling  tunes  they  go,  far  beyond 
A foft  wind  in  the  Ihrowds : fuch  ftand  there. 

And  down  i’  th’  other  place fuch  fupplications 
And  fubdivifions  for  thole  toys  their  honors, 

One,  as  ye  are  a Getleman  in  this  bulb. 

And  ohfweetSir,  what  mean  ye?  there’s  a bracelet, 
Andufeme  1 befeech  ye  like  a woman:, 

And  her  petition’s  heard:  another  fcratches. 

And  cries  Ihe  will  die  firfl:,and  thenfwounds:  but  certain 
She  is  brought  to  life  again,  and  does  well  after. 

Another,  favemine  honor,  oh  mine  honor, 

My  Husband  fervesthe  Duke,  Sir,  in  his  kitchen  j 
I have  a cold  pie  for  ye  •,  fie,  fie,  fie  Gentlemen, 

Will  nothing  fatisfie,  where’s  ray  Husband  ? 

Another  cries,  do  ye  lee  Sir  how  they  ufe  me, 

Is  there  no  Law  for  thefe  things? 

Iheo.  And  good  mine  Holt, 

Do  you  call  thefe  fine  fports? 

Vie.  What  Ihould  I call  ’em. 

They  have  been  fo  call’d  thefe  thoufand  years  and  upwards. 

Phil.  But  what  becomes  o’ th’  men.? 

Vie.  They’re  ftript  and  bound, 

Likefo  many  with  fig-leaves  afore  ’em, 

i\nd  there’s  their  innocence. 

Theo.  Would  we  had  known  this? 

Before  we  reachtthis  place. 

Phil.  Come,  there’s  no  danger, 

Thefe  are  but  fometimes  chances. 

Enter  Bailijf. 

H4.  Now  we  mull;  through. 

Vheo.  Who’s  that? 

Hoji.  Stand  to  itSigniors. 

Phil.  No  it  needs  not, 

I know  the  face-,  ’tis  honeft. 

Bayl.  W'bat  mine  Hoft : 

Mine  everlafting  honeft  Hoft. 

Ho/}.  MafsBaily: 

Nowin  the  name  of  an  ill  reckoning 
What  make  you  walking  this  round? 

Bayl.  A ofthis  round. 

And  of  all  bufinefs  too,  through  w'oods,  andrafcals, 

They  have  rounded  me  away  a dozen  Duckets, 
Kefidesafair  round  Cloak:  .Some  of ’em  knew  me, 

Elfe  theyhadcafedme  like  a Cunnietoo, 

As  they  have  done  the  reft,  and  1 think  roafted  me. 

For  they  began  to  bafte  me  foundly : my  young  Signiors, 

You  may  thank  heaven,  and  heartily,  andhourly, 
Youfetnotoutfo  early  ^ ye  had  been  fmoak’d  elfe 
By  this  true  hand  he  had  Sirs,  finely  fmoak’d. 

Had  ye  been  Women,  fmockttoo. 

7beo.  Heaven  defend  us. 

Bayl.  Nay,  that  had  been  no  prayer,  there  were  thole 
That  run  that  prayer  out  of  breath,  yet  fail’d  too. 

There  was  a Fryer,  now  ye  talk  of  prayer. 

With  a huge  bunch  of  Beads,  like  a ropeof  Onions: 

I am  lure  as  big,  that  out  of  fear  and  prayer. 

In  halfe  an  hour,  wore  ’em  as  fmall  as  Bugles, 

Yet  he  was  Head  too. 

Phil,  At  what  hour  was  this  ? 

Bayl.  Some  two  hours  fince. 

theo.  Do  you  think  the  pallage  fure  now. 

Bayl.  Yes,  a rope  take ’em,  as  it  will,  andblels  ’em, 
They  have  done  for  this  day  fure. 

Phil  Are  many  rifled  ? 

Bayl.  At  the  leaft  a dozen. 

And  there  left  bound. 

Iheo.  How  came  you  free? 

Bayl.  A curtelie 

They  life  out  of  their  roguelhips,  to  bequeath 
To  one,  that  when  they  give  a fign  from  far 
Which  is  from  out  of  danger  ^ he  may  prefently 
Releafe  the  reft,  as  I met  you,  I was  going. 

Having  the  fign  from  yonder  hill  to  do  it. 

Iheo.  Alas  poor  men. 

Phil.  Mine  Hoft,  pray  go  untie  ’em. 

Vie.  Let  me  alone  for  cancelling : where  are  they  ? 
Bayl.  In  every  bulh,like  black  birds,you  cannot  mifs  ’em. 
Vie.  I need  not  ftalk  unto  ’em.  Exit. 

Bayl.  No,  they’l  ftand  ye. 

My  bufie  life  for  yours  Sir : you  would  wonder 
To  fee  the  feveral  tricks  andftrange  behaviours 
Of  the  poor  rafcals  in  their  miferies. 

One  weeps,  another  laughs  at  him  for  weeping, 

A third  is  monftrous  angry,  he  can  laugh 
And  cries,  go  too,  this  is  no  time  ^ he  laughs  ftill, 

A fourth  exhorts  to  patience:  him  a fifth  man 
Curies  fortamenels  him  a Fryer  fchools. 

All  hoot  the  Fryer,  here  one  lings  a Ballad, 

And  there  a little  Curate  confutes  him, 

And  in  this  linfey-woolley  way,  that  would  make  a dog 
Forget  his  dinner,  or  an  old  man  fire. 

They  rub  out  for  their  ranlbms : Amongft  the  reft. 
There  is  a little  boy  rob’d,  a fine  child, 

It  feems  a Page : I mult  confels  my  pitty 
( As  tis  a hard  thing  in  a man  of  my  place  ) 

To  Ihew  compalTion,  frirr’d  at  him , fo  finely 
And  without  noile  he  carries  his  affliftions. 

And  looks  as  if  he  had  but  dreamt  of  lofing. 

Enter  Elnji  and  Leocadia,  and  others  as  roPd. 

This  boy’s  the  glory  of  this  robbery, 

rhe  reft  but  lhame  the  aftion : now  ye  may  hear  ’em, 

Hoji.  Come  lads,  ’tis  Holy-day;  hang  cloaths,  ’tis  hot. 
And  fweating  Agues  are  abroad. 

I , It  feems  lb  ^ 

For  we  have  met  with  rare  Phyfitians 
To  cure  us  of  that  malady.  • 

Elojl.  Fine  footing. 

Light  and  deliver : now  my  boys : Mailer  Fryer, 

How  does  your  Holinefs,  bear  up  man  ^ what 
A cup  of  neat  Sack  now  and  a toaft : ha.  Fryer, 

A warm  plaifter  to  your  belly  Father, 

There  were  a blelTing  now. 

Fryer.  Ye  fay  your  mind  Sir. 

Eloji.  Where  my  fine  Boy;  my  poynter. 

Bayl.  There’s  the  wonder. 

Hoji.  A rank  whore  Icratch  their  fides  till  the  pox  follow 
For  robbing  thee,  thou  haft  a thoufand  ways 
To  rob  thy  felf  boy,  Dice,  and  a Chamber-Devil. 

Leo.  Ye  arc  deceiv’d  Sir. 

H^.  And  thy  Mailer  too  boy. 

PhiU  A fwcet-fac’d  boy  indeed : what  rogues  were  thele? 
What  barbarous,  brutilh  Haves  to  ftrip  this  beauty  .<? 

Lheo.  Come  hither  my  boy ; alas ! he’s  cold,  mine  Hoft, 

We 
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We  inull  intrcat  your  Cloak. 

H)lt.  C'anyc  intrcat  it. 

Phil.  We  do  prelliine  lb  much,  you  have  other  garments. 
PJoji.  Will  you  intreat  thole  too? 

Ibeo.  Your  Mule  muH  too, 

To  the  nc.\'t  Town,  you  lay ’tis  near : in  pitty 
Yon  cannot  ice  tliis  poor  Boy  perilh. 

1 know  ye  have  a better  Ibul,  we’ll  latisfieye, 

a Hrangc  foolilh  trick  1 have,  but  I cannot  help  it, 

I am  ever  cozen’d  with  mine  own  commendations^ 

It  is  determm’d  then  I lhall  be  robb’d  too. 

To  make  up  vantage  to  this  dozen : here  Sir, 

deaven  has  provided  ye  alimple  gannent 

To  let  ye  ofi';  pray  keep  it  handlomer 

Than  yon  kept  your  own^  and  let  me  have  it  render’d, 

Brudi’danddifcreetly  folded. 

Leo.  I thank  ye  Sir. 

Hofi.  WTo  wants  a Doublet  ? 

2.  I. 

Ploji.  Where  w’ill  you  have  it  ? 

2,  From  you  Sir,  if  you  pleafe. 

Ploji.  Oh,  there’s  the  point.  Sir. 

Phjl.  My  hoiiefl:  friends,  I am  forry  for  your  fortunes, 

Jut  that’s  but  poor  relief : here  are  ten  Duckets, 

And  to  your  diftribution,holy  Sir, 

; render  ’em ; and  let  it  be  your  care 
To  fee ’em,  as  your  wants  are,  well  divided. 

Hoji.  Plain  dealing  now  my  friends ; and  Father  Fryer, 
Set  me  the  Sadie  right-,  no  wringing  Fryer, 

Nor  tithing  to  the  Church,  thefe  are  no  duties -, 

Scour  me  your  confcience,  if  the  Devil  tempt  ye 
Offwith  our  cord,  and  fwinge  him. 

Fry.  Ye  fay  well  Sir. 

W//,  Hedven  keep  your  goodnefs. 

I'heo.  Peace  keep  you,  farewel  friends. 

Plnfi.  Farewel  light-FIorfe-men.  Ex.  the  rob^d. 

Phil.  Which  way  travel  you  Sir. 

Bjy)/.  To  the  next  Town. 

Iheo.  Do  you  want  any  thing. 

Bail.  Only  diferetion  to  travel  at  good  hours, 

And  fome  warm  meat  to  moderate  this  matter, 

For  I am  moft  outragious  cruel  hungry. 

Hnft.  I have  a ftomach  too  fuch  as  it  is. 

Would  pofe  a right  good  party,  I thank  heaven  for’t. 

Baj/.Cheefe,  that  would  break  the  teeth  of  a new  handfaw, 

I could  endure  now  like  an  Oartrich,  or  fait  beef. 

That  Cefarlek  inpickel. 

Phil.  Take  no  care, 

We’ll  have  meat  for  you,  and  enough  : I th’ mean  time 
Keep  you  the  horfe  way,  left  the  fellow  mifs  us. 

We’ll  meet  ye  at  the  end  o’  th’  wood. 

Hoji.  Make  hafte  then. 

Ex.  Hoji  and  Bayl. 

7heo.  My  pretty  Sir  till  your  necelFities 
Be  full  fupplied,  fo  pleafe  you  trurt  our  friendlhips. 

We  murt  not  part. 

Leo.  Ye  have  pull’d  a charge  upon  ye. 

Yet  fuch  a one  as  ever  lhall  be  thankful. 

Phil.  Ye  have  faid  enough,  may  I be  bold  to  ask  ye. 
What  Province  you  were  bred  in  ? and  of  what  Parents  ? 

Leo.  Ye  may  Sir:  I was  born  in  Andalnzia^ 

My  name  Francifcc.,  fon  toDon  Henriques 
Ve  Cardinal. 

Fheo.  Our  noble  neighbor. 

Vhil.  Son  to  Don  Henriques} 

I know  the  Gentleman : and  by  your  leave  Sir, 

I know  he  has  no  fon. 

Leo.  None  of  his  own  Sir, 

Which  makes  him  put  that  right  upon  his  Brother 
DonZ<*«cBio’s  childrne:  one  of  which  lam, 

And  therefore  do  not  much  err. 

Phil.  Still  ye  do  Sir, 

For  neither  has  Don  Zanchio  any  fon  •, 

A Daughter,  and  a rare  one  is  his  heir. 


Which  though  I never  was  lb  blcrttolcc. 

Yet  I have  heard  great  good  of. 

Iheo.  Urge  no  further, 

He  is  artiamed,  and  blulhcs. 

Phil.  Sir, 

If  it  might  import  you  to  conceal  your  fclf, 

1 ask  your  mercy,  I have  been  fo  curious ; 

Leo.  Alas ! I murt  ask  yours  Sir : for  thefe  lies. 

Yet  they  were  ufeful  ones^  for  by  the  claiming 

Such  noble  parents,  I believ’d  your  bounties 

W’ou Id  fliew  more  gracious : The  plain  truth  is  Gentlemen, 

I am  Don  Stewards  Ibn,  a wild  boy. 

That  for  the  fruits  of  his  unhappinels. 

Is  faign  to  feek  the  wars. 

Iheo.  This  is  a lie  too. 

If  I have  any  ears. 

Phil.  Why.<» 

Iheos  Mark  his  language. 

And  ye  lhall  find  it  of  too  fw^eet  a relifh 
For  one  of  fuch  a breed : I’ll  pawn  my  hand. 

This  is  no  boy. 

Phil.  No  boy?  what  would  you  have  him  > ^ 

7 heo.  I know  no  boy : I watcht  how  fearfully. 

And  yet  how  fuddainly  he  cur’d  his  lies. 

The  right  wit  of  a Woman:  Nowlamfure. 

Phil.  What  are  ye  liire? 

T^hco.  That  ’tisno  boy:  I’ll  burn  in’t. 

Phi'.  Now  I conlider  better,  and  take  council, 

Methinks  he  Ihowsmore  fweetnefs  in  that  face. 

Than  his  fears  dare  deliver. 

Lheo.  No  more  talk  on’t, 

There  hangs  fome  great  weight  by  it : foon  at  night 
I’ll  tell  ye  more. 

Phil.  Come  Sir,  what  e’r  you  are 
With  us,  embrace  your  liberty,  and  our  helps 
n any  need  you  have. 

I Lf(7.  All  mypoor  fervice 

Shalhbe  at  your  command  Sir,  and  ray  prayers. 

Phily  Let’ s walk  apace^  hunger  will  cut  their  throats  elfe. 

Exeunt. 

Scana  Pertia. 

Rodorigo,  Markantonio,  and  a Ship-majier^ 
txvo  Chairs  fet  out. 

Bod.  Call  up  the  Marter. 

Maji.  Here  Sir. 

Bod.  Honert  Marter, 

Give  order  all  the  Gallies  with  this  tyde 
Fall  round,  and  near  upon  us  ^ that  the  next  wind 
We  may  weigh  off  together,  and  recover 
The  Port  of  Barcelona.^  without  parting. 

Your  pleafure’s  done  Sir.  Ex. 

Rod.  Signior  Markantonio, 

Till  meat  be  ready,  let’s  fit  here  and  prepare 
Our  ftomachs  with  difeourfes. 

Mar-.  What  you  pleafe  Sir. 

Bod.  Pray  ye  anfwer  me  to  this  doubt. 

Marc.  If  I can  Sir. 

Rod.  Why  (hould  fuch  plants  as  you  are;,pleafure  children. 
That  owe  their  blurting  years  to  gentle  objedts,  i 

Tenderly  bred,  and  brought  up  in  all  fulncfs. 

Defire  thertubborn  wars.^ 

Marc.  In  thofe  ’tis  wonder. 

That  make  their  eafe  their  god,  and  not  their  honor: 

But  noble  General  my  end  is  other. 

Defire  of  knowledge  Sir,  and  hope  of  tying 
Diferetion  to  my  time,  which  only  rtews  me. 

And  not  my  years,  a man,  and  makes  that  more. 

Which  we  call  handfome,  the  rertis  but  Boys  beauty, 

And  with  the  Boy  confum’d. 

Rod.  Ye  argue  well  Sir. 

Mar. 

— „ , , „ lil  MM- I 
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M.ir.  Nor  do  I wear  my  yoath,asthcy  wear  breeches. 
For  ohjc.l,  b^'.t  tbru'.e:  my  itrengrh  For  danger, 

\\  hich  is  the  liberal  part  oF  man,  not  dalliance. 

The  wars  mnil  be  my  -Miia  eFs  Sir, 

KcJ.  Oh  Signior, 

VoaM  F.nd  her  a rough  wench^ 

Mir.  \\  hen  Ibo  is  won  once, 

She’il  ihow  the  Ivvccter  Sir. 

KoJ.  Yon  can  be  pleas’d,  though 
Sometimes  to.  take  a tamer? 

Mir.  ’TisatrntliSir, 

So  Ihc  be  handlbmc,  and  not  ill  condition’d. 

Kdi.  A Soldier  Ihould  not  be  Fo  curious. 

A^jrc.  1 can  makclhiFt  witli  any  For  a heat  Sir. 

KoJ.  Nay,  there  you  wrong  your  youth  too:and  however 
You  are  pleas’d  to  appear  to  mc,which  Ihews  well  Signior, 

A tougher  Ibul  than  your  Few  years  can  tcftific : 

Yet,niy  \oungSir,  out  of  mine  own  experience . 

When  my  Fpring  was,  I ran  able  to  confute  ye, 

And  lay,  y’ had  rather  come  toth’  Ihock  of  eies, 

And  boldly  march  up  to  your  Miltrifs  mouth, 
j 1 hen  to  the  Cannons. 

M : • . That’s  as  their  lading  is  Sir. 

Kcj'.  There  be  Trenches 
Fitter  and  warmer  for  your  years,  and  Fafer 
Than  where  the  bullet  plains. 

Mur.  Ther’s  it  I doubt  Sir. 

Kod.  You’ll  eafily  find  that  faith:  But  come,  be  liberal, 
What  kind  of  Woman,  could  you  make  beft  wars  with 

M ir.  They  arc  all  buc  iicavy  marches. 

i^oa.  Fie  hmrekantonio, 

Eeaijty  in  no  more  reverence? 

Mar.  In  the  Sex  Sir, 

I honor  it,  and  next  to  honor,  love  it. 

For  there  is  only  beauty  y and  that  fweetnels 
That  was  firft  meant  For  modefty : Fever  it 
And  put  it  in  one  woman,  it  app^^rs  not, 

’Tis  of  too  rare  a nature,  llie  too  grofs  , 

To  mingle  with  it. 

]\od.  'T  his  is  a nicer  lierefe. 

Mjre.  Which  makes ’em  ever  mending  y for  thatglofs 
That  cozens  us  for  beauty,  is  but  bravery. 

An  outward  fnew  of  things  well  Fct,  no  more: 

For  heavenly  beauty,  is  as  licaveii  it  Feif  Sir, 

1 CO  excellent  for  objec^l,  and  what  is  Feen 
Is  but  the  vail  then,  airy  clouds-  grant  this 
It  may  be  Feen,  ’ds  but  like  Pars  in  twinklings. 

Kod.  ’Twas  no  Fmall  Pudy  in  their  Libraries 
Brought  you  to  this  experience:  But  what  think  ye 
Of  that  lair  red  and  white,  which  we  call  Beauty? 

Mar.  Why?  ’tis  our  creature  Sir,  we  give  it  ’em, 
r^ccauFewo  Iikc  thole  colours,  elfe  ’tis  certain 
A blew  face  with  a motley  noFe  would  do  ity 
A lid  be  as  gr^at  a beauty,  Fo  vve  lov’d  ity 
That  we  cannot  give,  which  is  only  beauty, 

Is  a fair  Mind. 

Kod.  By  this  rule,  all  our  choices 
Arc  to  no  ends. 

Marc.  Except  the  dull  end,  Doing. 

Kod.  Then  all  to  you  Feem  equal? 

Marc.  Very  true  Sir, 

And  that  makes  equal  dealing:  I love  any 
That’s  wordi  love. 

Kod.  How  long  love  ye  Signior? 

Marc,  Till  1 have  other  bufmeP. 

Kod.  Do  you  never 
Love  PcdfaPly  one  woman  ? 

Mar.  ’Tis  a toil  Sir 
Like  riding  in  one  rode  perpetually. 

It  offers  liO  variety. 

K.od.  Right  youth. 

He  muP  needs  make  a Soldier-,  nor  do  you  think 
One  Woman,  can  love  one  man  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  that  may  be. 


Though  it  appear  not  often  ^ they  are  things  ignorant 
And  rhcrcFore  apted  to  that  FuperPition  ’ 

01  doting  Fondnels  ^ yetol  late  years  Signior, 

That  worlds  well  mended  with  ’em, fewer  are  found  now 
That  love  at  lenghth,  and  to  the  right  mark,  all 
Stir  now  as  asthetimePirs  ^ fame  andlalhion 
Are  ends  they  aim  at  now,  and  to  make  that  love 
That  wifer  ages,  held  ambition^ 

They  that  camiot reach  this  may  love  by  Index- 
By  every  days  Furveying  who  beP  promifes,  ^ 

Who  has  done  beP,  who  may  do,  and  who  mended 
May  come  to  do  again:  who  appear  neareft 
Either  in  new  Pampt  clothes-  or  courtefes,  (things 
Done  but  from  hand  to  mouth  neither^  nor  love  they  theie 
Longer  than  new  are  making,  nor  that  Fuccenioa 
Beyond  the  next  fair  feather:  TaketheCity, 

There  they  go  to’t  by  gold  weight,  no^ain  from  ’em 
All  they  can  work  by  fire  and  water  to  ’em, 

Profit  is  all  they  point  at,  if  there  be  love 
’Tis  Pew’d  ye  by  fo  dark  light,  to  bear  out 
1 he  bracks  and  olo  Painsin  it,  that  ye  may  purchafe 
French  Velvet  better  cheap,  all  loves  are  endlefs. 

Rod.  Faith,  i-f  you  have  a MiPrils,  would  Pe  heard  you. 
Mar.  ’ Twerebut  the  vent’ring  of  my  place,  orfwearing 
I meant  it  but  lor  argument,  as  Schoolmen 
Difpute  high  qiiepions-. 

W' hat  a world  is  this 

When  young  men  dare  determine  what  thofe  are 
Age  and  the  beP  experience  ne’r  could  aim  at.  (bigger 

Marc.  Theywerethickey’dthenSir-nowtheprintis 

And  they  may  read  their  fortunes  without  foedacle^ 

Rod  Did  you  ne’r  love?  ’ 

Mar.  Faith  yes,  once  after  fupper,. 

And  the  fit  held  till  midnight. 

Rod.  Hot,  or  Pairing. 

Mar.  To  lay  true,  botfo 
Kod.  How  did  ye  rid  it? 

Alar.  Thus  Sir, 

I laid  my  hand  upon  my  heart,  and  bleft  me 
And  then  faid  over  certain  charms  I had  learn’d 
Againp  mad  dogs,  for  love  and  they  are  all  one  j 
Lap  thought  upon  a windmil,  and  fo  flept. 

And  was  well  ever  after* 

Rod.  A rare  Phyfitian, 

What  would  your  praftife  gain  ye? 

Mar.  The  wars  ended, 

I mean  to  ule  my  Art,  and  have  thefe  fools 
Cut  in  the  head  like  Cats,  to  fave  the  kingdom. 

Another  Inquilition. 

Rod.  So  old  a Soldier 

Out  of  the  wars,  I never  knew  yet  pradifed. 

Mar.  I Pall  mend  every  day  but  noble  Generq], 
Believe  this,  but  as  this  you  nam’d,  difeourfes, 

Rod.  Oh  ye  arc  a cunning  Gameper. 

Mar.  Mirths  and  toys 
To  cofin  time  withal,  for  o’ my  troth  Sir, 

I can  love  I think,  well  too well  enough 
And  think  as  well  of  women  as  they  are. 

Pretty  fantaPick  things,  fome  more  regardful. 

And  fome  few  worth  a fervice : I am  fo  honeP, 

I wiP  ’email  in  heaven,  and  you  know  how  hard  Sir 
’Twill  be  to  get  in  there  with  their  great  farthingals. 

Rod.  Well  Marcantonio.^  I would  not  loofe  thy  company 
For  the  beP  Galley  I command. 

Marc.  Faith  General, 

;f  thefe  difeourfes  pleafe  ye,  I Pall  fit  ye 
Once  everyday.  Kmebjopithin. , 

Kod,  Thou  canP  not  pleafe  me  better:  hark,  they  call 
Below  to  dinner : ye  are  my  Cabbin  gueP, 

My  bofom’s,  Co  you  pleafe  Sir. 

Marc.  Your  poor  Servant. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter  fecond  Elojl^  and  his  Wife. 

H)ji.  Let  ’em  have  meat  enough  Woman,  half  a Hen 
There  be  old  rotten  Pilchards,  put ’em  oli'too, 

’Tis  but  a little  new  anointing  of  ’em. 

And  a ftrong  onion,  that  confounds  the  ftink. 

HojK  They  call  for  more  Sir. 
tloli.  Knock  a dozen  eggs  down. 

But  then  beware  your  wenches. 

Hofi.  More  than  this  too  ^ wench 

Hnj}.  WortSjWorts,  and  make ’em  porridge:  pop  ’em  up 
But  they  fhall  pay  for  Cullyfes. 

Hojl.  All  this  is  nothings 
They  call  for  Kid  and  Partridge. 

HojL  Well  remembred. 

Where’s  the  Faulconers  half  dog  he  left? 

HojL  It  ftinks  Sir, 

^afb  all  hope  that  way. 

Hoji.  Runit  o’r  withGarlick, 

And  make  a Roman  difh  on’t. 

HoJi.  Pray  ye  be  patient, 

And  get  provifion  in  j thefe  are  fine  gentlemen, 

And  liberal  gentlemen  j they  have  unde  quare 
''no  mangey  Muleters,-  nor  pinching  Pofts. 

That  feed  upon  the  parings  of  Musk-millions 
And  Radifhes,  as  bi^  and  tough  as  Rafters: 

Will  ye  be  ftirring  m this  bufinefs/  here’s  your  brother, 
Mine  old  Holt  of  Ofuna^  as  wife  as  you  are. 

That  is,  as  knavifn  •,  Mf  ye  put  a trick. 

Take  heed  he  do  not  find  it. 

Hoji.  I’ll  be  wagging. 

Holi.  ’Tis  for  your  own  commodity:  why  wenches: 
Anon  forlboth.  within. 

Hojlefs.  Who  makes  a fire  there?  and  who  gets  inwater? 
Let  Oliver  goe  to  the  Juftice,  and  befeech  his  Worlhip 
We  may  have  two  fpits  going  •,  and  do  you  hear  P/w, 

Let  him  invite  his  Worfhip,  andhis  Wives  Worlhip, 

To  the  left-Meat  to  morrow,  • 

Enter  Bayliff. 

Bayl.  Where’s  this  Kitchen.? 

Hojiefs.  Even  at  the  next  door  Signior  ; what  old  Don? 
We  meet  butfeldom. 

Bayl.  Prethee  be  patient  Hoftefs, 

And  tell  me  where  the  meat  is. 

Hojl.  Faith  Mailer  Baylie, 

How  have  ye  done  .?  and  how  man.? 

Bayl.  Good  fweet  Hoftefs, 

What  lhall  we  have  to  dinner.? 

Hojiefs.  How  does  your  woman. 

And  a'fine  Woman  Iheis,  and  a goodWoman^ 

Lord,  how  you  bear  your  years? 

Bayl.  Is’t  Veal  or  Mutton, 

Beef,  Bacon,  Pork,  Kid,  Pheafant,  or  all  thefe. 

And  are  they  ready  all  ? * ” • 

Hoji.  The  hours  that  have  been 
Between  us  two,  the  merry  hours : Lord ! 

Bayl.  Hoftefs, 

Dear  Hoftefs  do  but  hear  •,  I am  hungry. 

Hojiefs.  Ye  are  merrily  difpos’dSir,  , 

Bayl.  Monftrous  hungry,. 

And  hungry  after  much  meat,  I have  brought  hither 
Right  worlhipful  to  pay  the  reckoning. 

Money  enough  too  with  ’em,  defire  enough 
To  have  the  bell  meat,  and  of  that  enough  too : 

Come  to  the  point  fweet  wench,  and  fo  I kifs  thee. 

Hojiefs.  Ye  lhall  have  any  thing,  and  inftantly 
E’r  you  can  lick  your  ears.  Sir. 

Bayl.  Portly  meat. 

Bearing  fubftantial  fluff,  and  fit  for  hunger 
I do  befeech  ye  Hoftefs  firft,  thenfome  light  garnilh. 
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TwoPheafants  in  a dilh,  if  yc  have  Leverits 
Rather  for  way  of  ornament,  than  appetite  * 

They  may  be  look’dupon,  or  Larks:  forFilh, 

As  there  is  no  great  need,  lb  I would  notwilh  yc 
lo  ferve  above  four  difiics,  but  thofe  full  ones  3 
Ye  have  noCheclc  of  Parma? 

Hojiefs.  Very  old  Sir. 

Baylj  The  left  will  Icrvc  us,  fbmc  ten  pounds 

Hojiefs.  AlasSir,  ^ 

We  have  not  halfe  thefe  dainties. 

Bayl.,  Peace  good  Hoftds, 

And  make  us  hope  ye  have. 

Hojiefs.  Ye  ftiall  have  all  Sir, 

Bay.  That  may  be  got  for  money. 

£»/?/•  Diego,  tbs  Hof.,  and  a B<y, 

Hoji.  Diego,  Where’s  your  Mailer  ? 

Bring  me  your  Mailer,  Boy : I mull  have  liquor 
Fit  for  the  Mermydons  no  dafhing  now  child 
No  conjurings  by  candle  light,  1 know  all  •, 

Strike  me  the  oldefu  Sack,  apiece  that  carries 
Point  blank  to  this  place  boy,  and  batters  ■,  Hofteft, 

I kifs  thy  hands  through  which  many  a round  reckoning 
And  things  of  moment  have  had  motion. 

Hojiefs.  Still  mine  old  Brother. 

Hrji.  Vie.  Set  thy  Seller  open,  , 

For  I muft  enter,  and  advance  my  Colours, 

I have  brought  three  Dons  indeed  vvench,Dons  with  Duckets 
And  thofe  Dons  muft  have  dainty  Wine,  i^ure  Bacchus 
That  bleeds  the  life  blood:  what  is  your  cure  ended.? 

Bayl.  W#  lhall  have  Meat  man, 

Hoji.  Vie,  Then  we  will  have  Wine  man. 

And  Wine  upon  Wine,  cut  and  drawn  with  Wine. 

Hojiefs.  Ye  lhall  have  all,  and  more  than  all. 

Bay.  All,  well  then. 

Hoji.  Vie.  Away,  about  your  bufineft,  you  with  her 
For  old  acquaintance  lake,  to  ftayyour  ftomach.^Earft  Ho~ 
And  Boy,  be  you  my  guide,  ad  inferos,  ijiefs  and 

For  I will  make  a full  defeentin  equipage.  y Bayliff. 

Boy.  I’ll  fiiew  you  rare  Wine. 

Hoji.  Vie.  Stinging  geer. 

Boy.  Divine  Sir.  (boy. 

Hoji.  Vie.  O divine  boy, march,  march  my  child, rare  Wine 

Boy.  As  is  in  Spain  Sir. 

Hofi.  Vie.  Old^and  ftrong  too. 

Oh  my  fine  boy,  clear  too .? 

Boy.  As  Chriftal Sir,  and  ftrong  as  truth. 

Hofi.  Vie.  Away  boy, 

I am  enamor’d,  and  I long  for  Dalliance, 

Stay  no  where  child,  not  for  thy  fathers  blelfmg^ 

I charge  thee  not  to  fave  thy  Sifters  honor. 

Nor  to  clofe  thy  Dames  eies,  were  Ihe  a dying 
Till  we  arrive,  and  for  thy  recompence 
I will  remember  thee  in  my  Will* 

Boy.  Ye  have  faid  Sir,  Exeunt. 


JBus  Tertius, 

Sc£na  Trima. 

E«/er Fhilippo,  and  2' Hofi. 
yfine  Hoft,  is  that  Apparel  got  yc  fpoke  of.? 
IVl  Ye  lhall  have  ready  money. 

2 Hofi.  ’Tis  come  in.  Sir,  he  has  it  on  Sir 
And  I think  ’twill  be  fit,  and  o’  my  credit 
’Twas  never  worn  but  once  Sir,  and  for  necefilty 
Pawn’d  to  the  man  I told  ye  of. 

Phi.  Pray  bargain  for  it. 

And  I will  be  the  pay-mafter. 

2 Hofi.  1 will  Sir. 


Thi 
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loi.  i\nci  let  our  meat  be  ready  when  you  plcalc,- 
I mean  as  loon. 

2 Hof}.  It  lhall  be  prdcntly. 

Flu.  How  far  Idands  Barcelona  ? 

z H'Jl.  But  two  Leagues  off  Sir, 

Voa  may  be  thereby  three  a dock. 

Fbi.  i amgladon’t.  [£;«-««/. 

Sana  Seemda. 

Enter  Thcodofia,  and  Leocadla. 

Ibej.  S'lgmor  Franeijeoy  why  I draw  you  hithef 
To  this  remote  place,  marvel  not,  fortrufi;  me 
My  innocence  yet  never  knew  ill  dealing. 

And  as  ye  have  a noble  temper,  ftart  not 
Into  offence,  at  any  thing  my  knowledge. 

And  for  your  fpecial  good,  would  be  inform’d  of, 

Nor  think  me  vainly  curious. 

Leo.  \\^orthy  Sir, 

. The  courtefies  you  and  your  noble  Brother, 

Even  then  when  few  men  find  the  way  to  do  ’em, 

I mean  in  want,  fo  freely  Ihowr’d  upon  me, 

So  truly,  and  fo  timely  minifter’d, 

Muft,  iiT  ffiould,  fulped  thole  minds  that  made  ’em. 
Either  proclaim  me  an  unworthy  taker. 

Or  worle,  a bafe  beleever  ^ Speak  your  mind  Sir 
Freely,  and  what  you  pleale,  I am  your  Servant 

7he.  Then  my  young  Sir  know,fince  our  firft  acquaintance 
Induc’d  by  circumffances  that  deceive  not 
,To  clear  fome  doubts  I have-,  nayblulhnot  Signior, 

I have  beheld  ^^e'narrovvly : more  bluffies. 

Sir,  ye  give  me  fo  much  light,  I find  ye  # 

A thing  confcil  already  r yet  more  bluffies? 

You  would  ill  cover  an  offence  might  fink  ye 
That  cannot  hide  your  lelf-,  why  do  ye  fhakefo  ? 

I mean  no  trouble  to  ye  •'  this  fair  hand 
W'as  never  made  for  hardnels,  nor  thofe  eies 
(Come  do  not  hide ’em,)  for  rough  objeds,  harke  ye, 

Ye  havebetraid  your  felf,  that  figh  confirms  me  ^ 

Another  i*  and  a third  too  ? then  I fee 

Thefe  boys  cloths  do  but  pinch  ye,  come,  be  liberal, 

Yc  have  found  a friend  that  has  found  you,  difguife  not 
That  loaden  foul  that  labors  to  be  open: 

Nowyou  muff:  weep,  I know  it,  for  i fee 

Your  eies  down  laden  to  the  lids,  another 

Manifeff  token  that  my  doubts  are  perfed  j 

Yet  I have  found  a greater  ^ tell  me  this 

Why  vvere  thefe  holes  left  open, there  was  an  error, 

A foul  one  my  Francifeoj  have  I caught  ye  ? 

Oh  pretty  Sir,  the  cuffom  of  our  Countrey  • 

Allows  men  none  in  this  place:  Now  the  Ihow’r  comes. 

Leo.  Oh  S'lgniOT Theodoro. 

7heo.  This  forrowlhowslb  fweetly 
I cannot  choofe  but  keep  it  company : 

Take  truce  andTpeak  Sir  : and  I charge  your  goodnels 
By  all  thofe  perfed  hopes  that  point  at  virtue 
By  that  remembrance  thefe  fair  tears  are  fhed  for. 

If  any  fad  misfortune  have  thus  form’d  ye. 

That  either  care  or  counfcl  may  redeem. 

Pain,  purle,  or  any  thing  within  the  power 
And  honor  of  free  gentlemen,  reveal  it. 

And  have  our  labors. 

Leo.  I have  found  ye  noble 
And  ye  fhall  find  me  true  ^ your  doubts  are  certain. 

Nor  dare  I more  dificmble^  1 am  a woman. 

The  grc‘at  example  of  a wretched  woman. 

Here  you  muff  give  me  leave  to  fhew  my  fex  -, 

And  now  to  make  ye  know  how  much  your  credit 
fbis  won  upon  my  foul,  fo  it  pleafe  your  patience, 

J'Jl  tell  you  my  unfortunate  fad  ffory. 

Theo.  Sit  do  wn  and  fay  on  Lady ; 

Leo.  I am  born  Sir 

Of  good  and  honeft  parents,  rich,  and  noble. 

And  not  to  lie,  the  Daughter  of  Don  Zanchio., 


If  my  unhappy  fortune  have  not  loft  me; 

My  name  call’d  Leocadla.^  even  the  fame 
Your  worthy  brother  did  the  fpecial  honor 
To  name  for  beautiful^  and  witliout  pride 
I have  been  often  made  believe  fo  Signior- 
5ut  tliat’s  impertinent : Now  to  my  forrows  • 

Not  far  from  us  a Gentleman  of  worth,  ’ 

A neighbor  and  a noble  vifitor, 
dad  his  abode  -,  who  often  met  my  Father 
n gentle  fports  of  Chafe,  and  River-Hawking 
In  Courfe  and  Riding;,  and  i^with  him  often  brought 
A Son  of  his,  a young  and  hopeful  Gentleman, 

Nobly  train’d  up,  in  years  fit  for  affedion, 

A fprightly  man,  of  underftanding  excellent, 

Of  fpeech and  civil  ’haviour,  no lefs powerful^ 

And  of  all  parts,  elfe  my  eies  lied,  abundant : 

We  grew  acquainted,  and  from  that  acquaintance. 

: Mearer  mto-afiedion  ^ from  affedion 
nto  belief. 

Theo.  Well. 

(Leo.  Then  we  durff  kifs. 

7heo.  Go  forward. 

Leo.  But  oh,  man,  unconftant,  carelefs  marl^ 

Oh  fubtle  man,  how  many  are  thy  milchiefs 
Oh  Mark^-antonio.,  I may  curie  thofe  kiffes. 

7heo.  What  did  you  call  him  Lady? 

Leo.  Mark^antonio 
The  name  to  me  of  mifery. 

7heo.  Pray  foreward. 

Leo.  From  thefe  we  bred  defires  fir  ^ but  lofe  me  heaven 
If  mine  were  luftftil. 

7b eo.  I believe. 

Leo.  This  nearnefs 

Made  him  importunate  ^ When  to  lave  mine  honoi? 

Love  having  full  polfelfion  of  my  powers, 

I got  a Contrad  from  him.  \ 

' Iheo.  Sealed? 

Leo.  Andfworntooj 

Which  fince,for  fome  offence  heaven  laid  upon  me, 

I loft  among  my  monies  in  the  robbery, 

Thelofs  that  makes  me  pooreft:  this  won  from  him 
Fool  that  I was^  and  too  too  credulous, 

I pointed  him  a by-way  to  my  chamber 
The  next  night  at  an  hour. 

7heo.  Pray  fray  there  Lady  ^ 

And  when  the  night  came,  came  he,kept  he  touch  with  ye .? 

Be  not  fo  fiiamefac’d  ^ hadye  both  your  willies .? 

Tell  me,  and  tell  me  true,  did  he  enjoy  ye. 

Were  ye  in  oneanothers  arms  abed?  the  Contrad 
Confirm’d  in  full  joys  there  .<?  did  he  lie  with  ye  ? 

Anfwer  to  that  ^ ha  > did  your  father  know  this,  ' 

The  good  old  man,  or  kindred  privy  to’t 

And  had  ye  their  confents.?  did  that  nights  promife 

Make  ye  a Mother  ? 

Leo.  Why  do  you  ask  lb  nearly  ? 

Good  Sir,  do’s  it  concern  you  any  thing  ? 

Iheo.  No  Lady. 

Only  the  pitty  why  you  fhould  be  ufed  fo 
A little  ftirs  me,  but  did  he  keep  his  promife.*^ 

Leo.  No,  no  Signior, 

Alas  he  never  came,  nor  never  meant  it, 

My  Love  was  fool’d,  time  numbred  to  no  end^ 

My  expedation  flouted,  and  ghefleyou  Sir, 

What  dor  unto  a doating  Maid  this  was, 

What,  a bafe  breaking  off? 

7heo.  All’s  well  then  Lady^ 

Go  forward  in  your  Story.  > 

Leo.  Not  only  fail’d  Sir 
Which  is  a curfe  in  Love,  and  may  he  find  it 
When  his  alfedions  arc  full-wing’d,  and  ready 
Toffoopupon  the  quarry,  then  when  all 
His  full  hopes  are  in’s  arms ; not  only  thus  Sir 
But  more  injurious,  faithlefs,  treacherous, 

Within  two  daies  fame  gave  him  far  remov’d 
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\\  ith  ;i  new  love,  which  much  againft  my  confciencc 
But  more  againfb  my  caufe,  which  is  my  hell 
1 muft  confels  a fair  one,  a right  fair  one, 

Indeed  of  admirable  fweetnefs.  Daughter 
Unto  another  of  our  noble  neighbors 
The  thief  callM  7heorIo/iJ‘^  whofe  per fe(fl ions 
I am  bound  to  ban  for  ever,  curie  to  wrincklcs  , 

As  heaven  I hope  will  make  ’em  foon  ^ and  aches  ^ 

For  they  have  rob’d  me  poor  unhappy  wench 
Of  all,  of  all  Sir,  all  that  was  my  glory 
And  left  me  nothing  but  thefe  tears , and  travel  t 
Upon  this  certain  news,  1 quit  my  Father 
And  if  you  be  not  milder  in  confl:ru(flion 
I fear  mine  honour  too : and  like  a Page 
Stole  to  from  that  place  t6  Sivil^ 

From  thence  to  Barcelona  I was  travelling 

When  you  o’er-took  my  mifery,  in  hope  to  hear  of 

Gallies  bound  up  for  Jtaly^  for  never  * 

Will  I leave  off  the  fearch  of  this  bad  man 
This  filcher  of  affedions , this  love-Pcdler , 

Nor  fhall  my  curfes  ceafe  to  blaft  her  beauties 
And  make  her  name  as  wrandring  as  her  nature 
Till  ftanding  face  to  face  before  their  lufrs 
I call  heavens  jullice  down. 

Then.  This  Ihows  too  angry 
Nor  can  It  be  her  fault  fhe  is  belov’d. 

If  I give  meat,  mull  they  that  eat  it  furfeit? 

Leoc.  She  loves  again  Sir , there’s  the  mifehief  of  it 
And  in  defpight  of  me  to  drown  my  blelTings 
Which  fte  lhall  dearly  know. 

7heo.  Ye  are  too  violent. 

Leoc.  She  has  Devils  in  her  eyes,  to  whofe devotion 
Fie  offers  all  his  fervice. 

7heo.  Who  can  fay 

But  ffie  may  be  forlaken  too  ? he  that  once  wanders 
From  fuch  a perfed  fweetnefs , as  you  promife 
Flas  he  not  ftill  the  fame  rule  to  deceive 

Leoc.  No,  no  they  are  together,  love  together 
Pad  all  deceipt  of  that  fide  ^ fleep  together. 

Live,  and  delight  together,  and  fuch  deceipt 
Give  me  in  a wild  defect. 

7heo.  By  your  leave  Lady 
I fee  no  honour  in  this  cunning. 

Leoc.  Honour? 

True,  none  of  her  part,  honour,  Ihe  deferves  none, 

’Tis  ceas’d  with  wandring  Ladies  fuch  as  flte  is, 

So  bold  and  impudent. 

7heo.  I could  be  angry 
Extreamly  angry  now  beyond  my  nature 
And  ’twere  not  for  my  pitty ; what  a man 
Is  this  to  do  thefe  wrongs : believe  me  Lady 
I know  the  maid , and  know  fhe  is  not  with  him. 

Leoc.  I would  you  knew  Ihe  were  in  heaven. 

Theo.  And  fo  well  know  her 
That  I think  you  are  cozen’d. 

Leoc.  So  I fay  Sir.  ' 

7beo.  I mean  in  her  behaviour 
For  trull ’my  faith  fomuch  I dare  adventure  for  her  credit 
She  never  yet  delighted  to  do  wrong. 

Leoc.  How  can  fte  then  delight  in  him?  dare  Ihe  think? 
Be  what  Ihe  will , as  excellent  as  Angels  • 

My  love  lb  fond,  my  wilhes  fo  indulgent 
That  I mull  take  her  prewnings  •,  flop  at  that 
She  has  tyr’d  upon  ^ No  Sir,  I hold  my  b.eauty 
Walh  but  thefe  forrows  from  it , of  a fparkle 
As  right  and  rich  as  hers , my  means  as  equal. 

My  youth  as  much  unblown  •,  and  for  our  worths 
And  weight  of  virtue 

Theo.  Do  not  task  her  fo  far. 

I Lw.By  heaven  Ihe  is  cork,and  clouds,light,light  Sir, vapor 
* But  I fhall  find  her  out,  with  all  her  witchcrafts, 

P Her  paintings,  and  her  powncings : for  ’tis  art 
t And  only  art  preferves  her,  and  meet  fpels 

That  work  upon  his  powers  ^ let  her  but  Ihew  me 


A ruin’d  cheek  like  mine,  that  holds  his  colour 
And  writes  but  lixteen  years  in  Ipight  of  Ibrrows 
An  unbathed  body,  fmilcs,  that  give  but  Ihaddows  , 

And  wrinkle  not  the  face  ^ bclldcs  ffie  is  little , 

A demy  dame , that  makes  no  objcdl. 

Theo.  Nay. 

Then  I mull  fay  you  err^  for  credit  me 
I think  llic  is  taller  than  your  felf. 

Leoc.  Why  let  her 

It  is  not  that  lhall  mate  me*,  I but  ask 
M y hands  may  reach  unto  her. 

Theo.  Gentle  Lady 

’Tis  now  ill  time  of  farther  argument. 

For  I perceive  your  anger  voyd  of  counfcl. 

Which  I could  wilh  more  temperate. 

Leoc.  Pray  forgive  me 

If  I have  fpoken  uncivilly  : they  that  look  on 
See  more  than  we  that  play : and  I bcfecch  ye 
Impute  it  loves  offence , not  mine  ^ whofe  torments, 

If  you  have  ever  lov’d,  and  found  my  crolles 
You  mull  confefs  are  feldom  ty’d  to  patience. 

Yet  I could  willi  I had  faid  lels. 

7heo.  No  harm  then^ 

Ye  have  made  a full  amends  *,  our  company 
You  may  command,  fo  pleafe  you  in  your  travels 
With  all  our  faith  and  furtherance  •,  let  it  be  fo. 

Leoc.  Ye  make  too  great  an  offer. 

Theo.  Then  it  lhall  be 

Go  in  and  rell  yoUr  felf,  our  whollbme  dyet 
Will  be  made  ready  Ilraight : But  heark  ye  Lady 
One  thing  I muft  entreat , your  leave,  and  fufferance 
That  thefe  things  may  be  open  to  my  Brother 
For  more  refped  and  honor. 

Leoc.  Do  your  pleafure. 

Theo.  And  do  not  change  this  habit  by  no  means 
Llnlefs  ye  change  your  felf. 

Leoc.  Which  mull  not  yet  be. 

Theo.  It  carries  ye  concealed  and  fafe. 

Leoc.  I am  counfell’d.  Exit. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Fhil.  What’s  done? 

Theo.  Why  all  we  doubted  ^ ’tis  a woman , 

And  of  a noble  Itrain  too,  ghefs. 

Fhil.  I cannot. 

Theo.  You  have  heard  often  of  her. 

Fhil.  Stay  I think  not. 

Theo.  Indeed  ye  have  *,  ’tis  the  fair  Leocadia 
Daughter  unto  Don  Zanchio^  our  noble  neighbor, 

Fhil.  Nay? 

Theo.  ’Tis  fhe  Sir,  o’my  credit. 

Fhil.  Leocadia., 

Pilh  Leocadia.,  it  mufl  not  be. 

Theo.  It  mufl  be,  or  be  nothing. 

Fhil.  Pray  give  me  leave  to  wonder,  Leocadia} 

Theo.  The  very  fame. 

Fhil.  The  Damfel  Leocadia 
I ghell  it  was  a woman,  and  a fair  one 
I fee  it  through  her  lhape,  tranfparent  plain 
But  that  it  Ihould  be  Ihe  ^ tell  me  dire<ltly. 

Theo.  By  heavens  ’tis  fhe. 

Vhil.  By  heaven  then  ’tis  a fweet  one. 

Theo.  That’s  granted  too. 

Vhil.  But  heark  ye,  heark  ye  Siller, 

How  came  fne  thus  difguis’d  ? 

Iheo.  I’ll  tell  you  that  too 
As  I came  on  the  felf-fame  ground,  fo  us’d  too. 

Vhil.  By  the  fame  man  ? 

Theo.  The  fame  too. 

Fhil.  As  I live 

You  lovers  have  fine  fancies, 

Wonderous  fine  ones. 

Theo.  Pray  heaven  you  never  make  one. 
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Pbil.  Faith  I know  not , 

But  in  that  mind  I am,  I had  rather  cobble , 

’Tis  a more  Chriflian  Trade-,  pray  tell  me  one  thing 
Are  not  yoa  two  now  moiiftrous  jealous 
Of  one  another  ? 

7 ’>c\\  She  is  much  of  me 
And  has  raylM  at  me  mofi;  unmercifully 
And  to  my  face , and  o’my  confcieiice 
Had  Ihe  but  known  me , either  Hie  or  I 
Or  both,  had  parted  with  ftrange  faces 
She  \\-as  in  fuch  a fury. 

VLul.  Leocjdia  ? 

Do's  flie  fpeak  handfomly  > 

Ibeo.  V\  ondrous  well  Sir 
And  all  Ihe  do’s  becomes  her , even  her  anger. 

Pbil.  How  feemed  flie  when  you  found  her? 

Ibfo,  Hadyoufeen 
How  fweetly  fearful  her  pretty  felf 
Betray’d  her  felf,  how  neat  her  forrow  fhow’d , 

And  in  what  hanfonie  phrafe  flie  put  her  ftory. 

And  as  occaflon  ftirr’d  her  how  fte  ftarted 
Though  roughly,  ycc  mod  aptly  into  anger 
You  would  have  wonder’d. 

Phil.  Do’s  fhe  know  ye? 

Theo^  No, 

Nor  mud  not  by  no  means. 

Phil.  How  dands  your  difference? 

7beo.  I’ll  tell  ye  that  fome  fitter  time,  but  trud  me 
My  Mjtrc-antonio  has  too  much  to  anfwer. 

Phil.  May  I take  knowledge  of  her  ? 

’Ibeo.  Yes  fhe  is  willing. 

Phil.  Pray  ufe  her  as  flie  is,  with  all  refpeds  then  , 
for  fhe  is  a woman  of  a noble  breeding. 

7beo.  Y e fhall  not  find  me  wanting. 

Phil.  Which  way  rbears  fhe  ? 

Iheo.  Our  way,  and  to  our  end. 

Pbil.  I am  glad  on’t-,  hark  ye. 

She  keeps  her  fhape  ? 

7b;o.  Yes,  and  I think  by  this  time 
Has  mew’d  her  old. 

P/;/7.  She  is  here : by  heaven  a rare  one , 

An  admiiable  fweet  one,  what  an  eye 

Of  what  a full  command  flie  bears , how  gracious. 

All  her  afpeeft  fl;ows  ^ blefs  me  from  a feaver 
I am  not  well  o'th  fuddain. 

Leo:.  Noble  friends 

Your  meat  and  all  my  fervice  waits  upon  ye. 

Phtl.  Ye  teach  us  manners  Lady^  all  which  fervice 
Mud  now  be  mine  to  you,  and  all  too  poor  too  j 
Blufh  not,  v;e  know  ye,  for  by  all  our  faiths 
With  us  your  honor  is  in  fanftuary 
And  ever  fhall  be. 

Leoc.  1 do  well  believe  it 
Will  ye  v/alk  nearer  Sir. 

7h:o.  She  fhows  dill  fairer, 

Yonger  in  every  change,  and  clearer,  neater  j 
I know  not,  I may  fool  my  felf,  and  finely 
Nourifh  a wolfe  to  cat  my  heart  out Certain 
As  fhe  appears  now , flic  appears  a wonder, 

A thing  ama/.es  me  -,  what  would  fhe  do  then 
fn  womans  helps , in  ornaments  apt  for  her 
And  deckings  to  her  delicacy?  without  all  doubt 
She  would  be  held  a miracle  nor  can  I think 
He  has  forfaken  her ; Say  what  fne  picafe, 

I know  his  curious  eye,  or  fay  he  had, 

Put  cafe  he  could  be  fo  boy-blind  and  foolifh  , 

Yet  dil  I fear  fhe  keeps  the  Contradt  with  her 
Not  d.oln  as  fhe  affirms,  nor  lod  by  negligence. 

She  would  loofc  her  felf  fird  , ’tishcr  life,  and  thera 
AH  my  hopes  are  difpatch’d  ^ O noble  love 
That  thou  couldd  be  without  this  jealoufie, 

Without  this  paffion  of  the  heart , how  heavenly 
Wouldd  thou  appear  unto  us  ? Come  what  may  come 
I’ll  fee  the  end  on’t  : and  fince  chance  has  cad  her 
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Naked  into  my  refuge,  all  1 can 

She  freely  fliall command,  except  the  man. 

ScxKA  Tertia. 


Exit. 


Enter  Leonardo,  and  Don  Pedro. 

Leon.  Don  Pedro  do  you  think  affuredly 
The  Galleys  will  come  round  to  Barcelona 
Within  thefc  two  days  ? 

Ped»  Without  doubt. 

Leo.  And' think  ye 
He  will  be  with  ’em  certainly  ? 

Ped,  He  is  fir 

I faw  him  at  their  fetting  off; 

Leo.  Mud  they  needs 
Touch  there  for  water  as  you  lay.? 

Ped.  They  mud  fir 

And  for  frefh  meat  too . few  or  none  go  by  it 
Befide  fo  great  a Fleet  mud  needs  want  trimming 
If  they  have  met  with  fowl  feas,  and  no  harbor 
On  this  fide  Sfitin.^  is  able  without  danger. 

To  moore  ’em,  but  that  haven. 

Leo.  Are  the  wars 
His  only  end  ? 

Ped.  So  he  profefles. . 

Leo.  Bears  he 
Any  command  amongd  ’em? 

Ped.  Good  regard 

With  all  ^ which  quickly  will  prefer  him. 

Leo.  Pray  Sir  tell  me. 

And  as  you  are  a Gentleman  be  liberal. 

Ped.  I will  Sir , and  mod  true. 

Leo.  Who  faw  ye  with  him  j 

Ped.  None  but  things  like  himfelfi  young  Souldiers 
And  Gentlemen  defirous  to  feek  honor. 

Leo,  Was  there  no  woman  there , nor  none  difguis’d 
That  might  be  thought  a woman  in  his  language? 

Did  he  not  let  flip  fbmethingof  fufpition 
Touching  that  wanton  way. 

Fed.  Believe  me  Sir 

I neither  faw,  nor  could  fufped  that  face 
That  might  doubted  womans,  yet  I am  fure 
Aboard  him  I fee  all  that  pad,  and  ’tis  impoffible 
Among  fo  many  high  fet  bloods  there  fhould  be 
A woman,  let  her  clofe  her  felf  within  a cockle. 

But  they  would  open  her,  he  mud  not  love 
Within  that  place  alone,  and  therefore  furely 
He  would  not  be  fo  foolifh  had  he  any. 

To  trud  her  there  ^ for  his  difeourfe,  ’twas  ever 
About  his  bufinefs,  war,  or  mirth  to  make  us 
Relifli  a Can  of  Wine  well  ^ when  he  (poke  private 
’Twas  only  the  remembrance  of  his  fervice. 

And  hope  of  your  good  prayers  for  his  health  Sir, 

And  fo  I gave  him  to  the  feas. 

Leo.  I thank  ye. 

And  now  am  fatisfied,  and  to  prevent 
Sufpitions  that  may  nourifh  dangers  Signior,  • 

For  I have  told  you  how  the  mad  Alphonfo 
Chafes  like  a Stag  i’th  toyl,  and  bends  his  fury 
’Gaind  all,  but  his  own  ignorance  ^ I am  determin’d 
For  peace  fake  and  the  prelervation 
Of  my  yet  untoucht  honor,  and  his  cure 
My  felf  to  feek  him  there  , and  bring  him  back 
As  tedimony  of  an  unfbught  injury 
By  either  of  our  adions  That  the  world, 

And  he  if  he  have  reafon,  may  fee  plainly 
Opinion  is  no  per  fed  guide  i nor  all  fames 
Founders  of  truths : In  the  mean  time  this  courtefie 
1 mud  intreat  of  you  Sir,  Be  my  felf  here 
And  as  my  felf  command  my  family. 

Ped.  Ye  lay  too  much  trud  on  me. 

Leo.’  ’Tis  my  love  Sir, 

I will  not  be  long  from  ye  if  this  quedion 

Chance 
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Chance  to  be  call’d  upon  ere  my  return 
I leave  your  care  to  anlvver , fo  Farewell  Sir. 

Fed.  Ye  take  a wife  way^  All  my  befl;  endeavors 
Shall  labor  in  your  abfencej  peace  go  with  ye.  Exit  Lee. 
A noble  honeft  Gentleman,  free  hearted 
And  of  an  open  faith,  much  loving,  and  much  loved. 

And  father  of  that  -goodnefs  only  malice 

Can  truly  ftir  againlf,  what  dare  befall 

Till  his  return  I’ll  anfwer.  Exit  Fed. 


Enter  Alphonfo , and  Seri'ant. 

Alph.  Walk  off  Sirrah , 

But  keep  your  felF  within  my  call  ? 

Serv.  I will  Sir. 

Alph.  And  ftir  my  horfe  for  taking  cold : within  there , 
Hoa  people  ^ you  that  dwell  there  my  brave  Signior 
What  are  ye  all  a fleep?  is’t  that  time  with  ye? 

I’ll  ring  a little  lovvder. 

Enter  Pedro. 


Fed.  Sir  who  feek  ye  ? 

Alph.  Not  you  Sir  j Where’s  your  Mafter  ? 
Fed.  I ferve  no  man 
In  way  of  pay  Sir. 

Alph.  Where’s  the  man  o’th  houfe  then? 
Fed.  What  would  you  have  with  him  Sir  ? 
Alph.  Do  you  ftand  here  Sir 
To  ask  men  queftions  when  they  come? 

Fed.  I would  fir 

Being  his  friend,  and  hearing  fuch  alarmes 
Know  how  men  come  to  vifit  him. 

Alph.  Ye  fliall  Sir, 

Pray  tell  his  mightinels  here  is  a Gentleman 
By  name  Alphonfo , would  intreat  his  conference 
About  affairs  of  State  Sir,  are  ye  anfwer’d? 

Enter  Sanchio  carried. 


Ved.  I mufe  be  Sir, 

Saneb.  Stay,  fet  me  down,  flay  Signior, 

You  mult  ftay,  and  ye  lhallftay. 

Alph.  Meaning  me  Sir  ? 

Sanch.  Yes  you  Sir,  youl  mean,  1 mean  you. 

Alph.  Well  Sir. 

Why  fliould  I ftay  ? 

Sanch.  There’s  reafon. 

Alph.  Reafon  Sir  ? 

Sanch.  I reafon  Sir  , 

My  wrong  is  greateft,  and  I will  be  ferved  firft  , 

C^l  out  the  man  of  fame  ? 

Alph.  How  ferv’d  Sir , 

Sanch.  Thus  fir, 

Alph.  But  not  before  me. 

Sanch.  Before  all  the  world  fir 
As  my  cafe  ftands. 

Alph.  I have  loft  a daughter  fir. 

Sanch.  I have  loft  another  worth  five  fcore  of  her  fir. 
Alph.  Ye  muft  not  tell  me  fo. 

Saneh.  I have,  and  heark  ye  ? 

Make  it  up  five  fcore  more : Call  out  the  fellow, 

! And  ftand  you  by  fir. 

Fed.  This  is  the  mad  morrifs. 

Alph.  And  I ftand  by 

1 lay  ftand  by,  and  do  it. 

1 Alph.  Stand  by  among  thy  lungs. 

^ Sanch.  Tuin  prefently 

IE  And  fay  thy  prayers,  thou  art  dead. 

1 Alph.  I fcorn  thee 

*And  fcorn  to  fay  my  prayers  more  than  thou  do’ft , 
Mine  is  the  moft  wrong , and  my  daughter  deareft 
And  mine  lhall  firft  he  righted. 

Sanch.  Shall  be  right^. 


Ved.  A third  may  live  I fee,  pray  hear  me  Gentlemen. 
Sanch.  Shall  be. 

Alph.  I lhall  be  righted. 

Sanch.  Now  ? 

Alph.  Now. 

Sanch.  Inftantly. 

Alph.  Before  1 ftir.  . 

Sanch.  Before  me. 

///;>/;>.  Before  any.  (fi  lends  here 

Sanch.  Doft  thou  confider  what  thou  lay’ft  ? Jialb  thou 
Able  to  quench  my  anger,  or  perfwade  me 
After  1 have  beaten  thee  into  one  main  bruift 
And  made  thee  fpeiid  thy  ftate  in  rotten  apples. 

Thou  canft  at  length  be  quiet,  ffiall  I kill  thee 
Divide  thee  like  a rotten  Pumpion , 

And  leave  thee  ftincking  to  pofterity. 

There’s  not  the  leaft  blow  1 lhall  give  •,  but  do’s  this 
Urge  me  no  farther : I am  firft. 

Alph.  I’ll  hang  firft. 

No  goodman  glory , ’tis  not  your  bravado’s , 

Your  pundual  honor , nor  foldadofliip. 

Sanch.  Set  me  a little  nearer. 

Alph.  Let  him  fally. 

Sanch.  Lin’d  with  your  quircksofearriageanddiferetion 
Can  blow  me  off  my  purpole.  Where’s  your  credit 
With  all  your  fchool  points  now  / your  decent  arguing 
And  apt  time  for  performing  : where  are  thefe  toys, 

Thefe  wife  ways , and  molt  honorable  courfes , 

To  take  revenge?  how  dar’ft  thou  talk  of  killing. 

Or  think  of  drawing  any  thing  but  fquirts 
When  letchery  has  dry  foundrerd  thee? 

Sanch.  Neerer  yet, 

That  I mayfpit  him  down:  thou  look’ft  like  a mao. 

Fed.  I would  be  thought  fo  Sir. 

Sanch.  Prethee  do  but  take  me , 

And  fling  me  upon  that  Puppy. 

Alph.  Do  for  heavens  fake. 

And  fee  but  ho’vv  I’ll  hug  him, 

Saneh.  Yet  take  warning. 

Ved.  Faith  Gentlemen,  this  is  a needlefs  quarrel. 

Sanch.  And  do  you  defire  to  make  one  ? 

Ved.  As  a friend  Sir, 

To  tell  you  all  this  anger  is  but  loft  Sir, 

For  Leonardo  is  from  home. 

Alph.  No,  no  Sir. 

Fed.  Indeed  he  is. 

Sanch.  Where  dare  he  be,  but  here  Sir, 

When  men  are  wrong’d,  and  come  for  fatisfaftioris. 

Fed.  It  feems  he  has  done  none  Sir for  his  bufinefs 
Clear  of  thofe  cares , hath  carried  him  for  fometime  ^ 
To  Barcelona : if  he  had  been  guilty, 

I know  he  would  have  ftayd , and  clear’d  all  difference 
Either  by  free  confeffion,  or  his  fword. 

S anch.  T his  muft  not  be. 

Ved.  Sure  as  I live,  it  is  Sir. 

Alph.  Sure,, as  we  all  live. 

He’s  run  away  for  ever : Barcelona.  ! 

Why  ? ’tis  the  key  for  Italy^  from  whence 
He  ftole  firft  hither. 

Sanch.  And  having  found  his  knaveries 
Toogrofs  to  be  forgiven,  and  too  open. 

He  has  found  the  fame  way  back  again : I believe  too 
The  good  grafs  Gentleman , for  his  own  eafe. 

Has  taken  one  o’th’Fillyes : Is  not  his  fluff  fold. 

Alph.  I fear  his  worfhips  fhoos  too  ^ to  efcape  us, 

I do  not  think  he  has  a dilh  within  doors, 

A loufe  left  of  his  linnage. 

Fed.  Ye  are  too  wide  Sir.  . 

Alph.  Or  one  poor  wooden  fpoon  , 

Fed.  Come  in  and  fee  Sir 
Alph.  I’ll  fee  his  houfe  on  fire  firft< 

Fed.  Then  be  pleafed  Sir  ^ 

To  give  better  cenfure. 

Sanch.  I will  after  him, 

Li  And 
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\ncl  fcvirch  him  like  conceard  land , but  I’ll  have  him , 
And  though  1 find  him  in  his  Ihrift,  I’ll  kill  him. 

Alph.  I’il  bear  ye  company. 

Sasteb.  Pray  have  a care  then, 

\ mofl:  fpecial  care,  indeed  a fear, 

Ye  do  not  anger  me. 

Alph.  1 will  obferve  ye. 

And  if  I light  upon  him  handfomly. 

SjHcb.  Kill  but  a piece  of  him,  leave  fome  Alphonja 
For  your  poor  Friends. 

Ted.  I fear  him  not  for  all  this. 

Alpb.  Shall  we  firft  go  home. 

For  it  may  prove  a voyage,  and  difpofe 
Of  things  there  ^ heaven  knows  what  may  follow. 

S-sneb.  No, 

ril  kill  him  in  this  fnirt  I have  on ; let  things 
Governthemfelves,  I am  mailer  of  my  honor 
At  this  time,  and  no  more-,  let  wife,  and  land. 

Lie  lay  till  I return. 

Alpb.  I fay  amen  to’t : 

But  what  care  for  our  monies  ? 

Sjtsch.  I will  not  fpend 
Above  three  Ihillings , till  his  head  be  here. 

Four  is  too  great  a fum  for  all  his  Fortunes. 

Come  take  me  up  inllantly. 

Alpb.  Farewell  to  you  Sir , 

And  if  your  friend  be  in  a featherbed, 

Sow’d  up  to  Ihrowd  his  fears , tell  him  ’tis  folly , ’ 

For  no  courfe  but  his  voluntary  hanging 

Can  get  our  pardons.  Exeunt. 

Fed.  Thefe  I think  would  be 
Offence  enough , if  their  own  indilcretions 
Would  fulFer’em:  two  of  theoldfeditious,  ' 
W'hen  they  want  enemies , they  are  their  own  foes : 
Were  they  a little  wifer , I fliould  doubt  ’em : 

Till  when  I’il  ne’r  break  fleep,  nor  fuller  hunger 
For  any  harm  he  lhall  receive ; for  ’tis  as  eafie 
If  he  be  guilty,  to  turn  thefe  two  old  men 
Upon  their  own  throats,  and  look  on,  and  livellill, 

As  ’tis  to  tell  five  pound : a great  deal  fooner, 

.And  fo  I’ll  to  my  meat,  and  then  to  hawking.  Exit. 


JSus  Quartus. 

Sc£na  Prim  a. 

Enter  Markantonio,  and  a Gentleman. 

Mare.  Sir,  this  is  complement-,  I pray  you  leave  me. 
Gent.  Sir,  it  is  not. 

Marc.  Why?  I would  only  fee  the  Town. 

Gent.  And  only  that  I come  to  Ihe-w  you. 

Marc.  Which  I can  fee  without  you. 

Gent.  So  you  may 

Plainly,  not  fafely  : For  fuch  difference 
As  you  have  feen  betwixt  the  fea  and  earth 
When  waves  rife  high,  and  land  would  beat  ’em  back 
As  fearful  of  Invafion  ^ fuch  we  find 
When  we  land  here  at  Barcelona. 

Marc.  Sir. 

■ Gent.  Befides  our  General  of  the  Galleys,  fearing 
Your  hally  nature , charg’d  me  not  return 
Without  you  fafe. 

Marc.  O sir,  that  Koderigo 
Is  noble,  and  do’s  raillake  my  temper. 

There  is  not  in  the  world  , a mind  lels  apt 
To  conceive  wrongs , or  do  ’em  y has  he  feen  me 
In  all  this  voyage , in  the  w hich  he  pleafes. 


Eneer  Eugenia,  wHh  divers  Atteniantf. 

^ word? 

s light  Sir : yonder  is  a'  Lady  valid. 

For  propernefs  beyond  comparifon 

And  fire  her  face  is  likethe  reft:  Jve’ll  fee’t 

Marc.  Yes,  I would  fee 
The  womans  face. 

Gent.  By  heaven  you  lhall  not  do’t  • 

You  do  not  know  the  cuftom  of  the  place- 
To  draw  that  curtain  here  tho.mh  m ' 

At^taft  rometoearth 

At  lalt , and  by  my  troth.  I’ll  trv  it  Sir 

Gent.  Then  I mull  hold  vou  R,r  r 
That  can  be  plac’d  in 

More  dangerous  than  death  ’tic  j n 

I know  the  Lady  well.  ’ fiiame: 

Marc.  Is  Ihe  a Lady? 

I lhall  the  more  defire  to  fee  her  Sir 

Marc.  Then  let  me  go  , 
il.l  ^er,  you  and  I will  govern 

2nd  we  will  alter 
Lady 

To  fuch  JJd'entrpry«% 

For  as  I have  afoul,  you  lhall  not  do’t  ’ 

She  IS  a Lady  of  unblemilh’d  fame. 

And  here  to  offer  that  affront,  were  bafe- 
Hold  on  your  way,  and  we  will  feethe  Town 

And  overlook  the  Ladies.  ’ 

Marc.  I am  fchool’d. 

And  promifi  pn  I will : but  good  Sir,  fie. 

She  will  pafs  by  us  now ; I hope  I may  ’ 

Salute  her  thus  far  offT  ^ ^ 

are  you  mad? 

Twill  be  as  ill  as  th’other. 

I.  Attend.  What’s  the  matter? 

What  would  that  fellow  have? 

Gent.  Good  Sir  forbear. 

Any  ttorhe'Lf™'  V™  >>< 

Marc.  Y.es  Sir,  all  happinefs 
To  that  fair  Lady,  as  I hope. 

Gent.  Marl^antonio. 

A Ifght  ot  'vhich needs  no  hiding:  1 would  beg 

Gent.  Now  go  on,  for  ’tis  too  late 
1 o keep  this  from  a tumult. 

I Attend.  Sirrah,  you 
Shall  lee  a fitter  objeeff;  for  your  eyes , 

Then  a fair  Ladies  face. 

Lug.  For  heavens  fake,  raife  not 
A quarrel  in  the  llreets  for  me. 

I . Attend.  Slip  in  then  j 
This  is  your  door. 

Eug.  Will  you  needs  quarrel  then? 

I.  Attend.  We  mull , or  fuller 

ail  your  minds  Sirs,  Ipeak? 

Eug,  Then  I do  beleech  ye,  let  my  Lord. 

Enter  three  or  four  Sauldiers. 

Not  think  the  quarrel  about  me^  for  ’tis  not.  Exi 

Gent.  See  happily  fome’of  our  Galley  fouldlCK 
Are  come  alhoar. 

f.  Attend.  Come  on  Sir,  you  lhall  fee 


Faces 


Loves  Tilgrimage, 


^5 


Faces  enough. 

Gent.  Some  one  of  you  call  to. 

Inter  certain  'lorvnfmett. 

Our  General,  the  whole  rore  of  the  Town 
Comes  in  upon  us. 

Marc.  1 have  feen  Sir  better 
Perhaps , than  that  was  cover’d  j and  will  yet. 

Enter  Philippo,  Theodofia,  and  Leocadia. 

See  that,  or  fpoil  yours, 

Phil.  On,  why  ftart  you  back  ? 

Iheo.  Alafs  Sir,  they  are  fighting. 

Leoc.  Let’s  begon, 

See,  fee,  a handfome  man  ftrook  down. 

Gent.  Ho  General, 

Look  out , Antonio  is  in  diltrefs. 

Enter  Rodorigo  above. 

Iheo.  Antonio. 

Leoc.  Antonio ! ’tis  he. 

Kod.  n'ithin.  Ho,  Gunner  make  afiiotinto  the  Town, 

’ll  part  you : bring  away  Antonio  a jhot. 

Into  my  Cabben.  Exit  Attendants 

Gent.  1 will  do  that  office.  andlownfmen, 

fear  it  is  the  lafl,  that  I fhall  do  him. 

Exit  Sonldiers  and  Gentlemen  with  Marckantonio. 
Iheo.  The  laft,  why  will  he  dye  > 

Leoc.  Since  I have  found  him : happinefs  leave  me. 
When  I leave  him. 

Phil.  Why  Iheodofia  ? 

• Vly  filter^  wake : alafs,  I griev’d  but  now 
To  fee  the  ftreets  fo  full-,  and  now  I grieve 
To  fee  them  left  fo  empty:  I could  wifh. 

Tumult  himfelf  were  here,  that  yet  at  leaft 
Amongft  the  band  , I might  efpie  fome  face 
So  pale  and  fearful,  that  would  willingly 
imbrace  an  arrand  for  a Cordial , 

Or  Aquavit  £ , or  a cup  of  lack , 

Or  a Phyfitian:  but  to  talk  of  thele 
She  breaths:  ftandup,  O Iheodofia^ 

Speak  but  as  thou  wert  wont , give  but  a figh , 

Which  is  but  the  moll  unhappy  piece  of  life , 

And  I will  ever  after  worlhip  fadnels , 

Apply  my  felf  to  grief  ^ prepare  and  build 
Altars  to  Ibrrow. 

Iheo.  O Philippo.^  help  me. 

Phil.  I do  i thefe  are  my  arms , Philtppoh  arms , 

Thy  Brothers  arms  that  hold  thee  up. 

Iheo.  You  help  me 
To  life:  but  I would  fee  Antonio 
That’s  dead. 

Phil.  Thou  lhalt  fee  any  things  how  doll  thou  ? 

Iheo.  Better,  I thank  you. 

Phil.  Why  that’s  well : call  up 
Thy  fenfes,  and  uncloud  thy  cover’d  fpirits. 

How  now? 

Iheo.  Recover’d:  hut  Antonio-, 

Where  is  he .? 

Phil.  We  will  find  him  : art  thou  well  ? 

Iheo.  Perfectly  well,  faving  the  mifs  of  him , , 

And  I do  charge  you  here,  by  our  allyance,  _ 

And  by  the  love  which  would  have  been  betwixt  us. 
Knew  we  no  kindred  •,  by  that  killing  fear , 

Mingled  with  twenty  thoufand  hopes  and  doubts , 
Which  you  may  think,  plac’d  in  a Lovers  heart. 

And  in  a Virgins  too , when  Ihe  wants  help  , 

To  grant  me  your  affillance , to  find  out 
This  man  alive,  or  dead  ^ and  I will  pay  you 
In  fervice,  tears,  or  prayers,  a world  of  wealth; 

But  other  treafure,  I have  none:  alas! 


You  men  have  llrong  hearts  j but  we  feeble  maids 
Have  tender  eyes,  which  only  given  be 
To  blind  thcmfelves , crying  for  what  they  fee. 

Phil.  Why  do’ll  thou  charge  me  thus  ? have  I been 
found 

Slow  to  perform , whk  1 could  but  imagine 
Thy  willies  were^  have  I at  any  time 
Tender’d  a bufinefs  of  mine  own,  beyond 
A vanity  of  thine?  have  1 not  been 
As  if  1 were  a lenllels  creature,  made 
To  ferve  thee  without  povv’r  of  qucllioning, 

If  ib,  why  fear’ll  thou? 

Iheo.  1 am  fatisfied. 

Phil.  Come^  then  let’s  go : where’s  Leocadia  ? 

Iheo.  I know  not  Sir.  , 

Phil.  Where’s  Leocadia  ? i 

Iheo.  I do  not  know , I 

Phil,  Leocadia,  1 

This  Tumult  made  the  llreets  as  dead  as  night,  I 

A man  may  talk  as  freely : what’s  become 
Of  Leocadia  ? Iheo.  She’s  run  away. 

Phil.  Begone , and  let  us  never  more  behold 
Each  others  face , till  we  may , both  together. 

Fallen  our  eyes  on  her : accurfed  be 
Thofe  tender  cozening  names  of  charity , 

And  natural  affedlion,  they  have  loll 
Me  only  by  obferving  them,  what  colt 
Travel,  and  fruitlefs  wilhes  may  in  vain- 
Search  through  the  world , but  never  find  again. 

Iheo.  Good  Sir  be  patient , 1 have  done  no  fault 
Worthy  this  banilhment. 

Phil.  Yes  Leocadia, 

The  Lady  fb  diltrefs’d , who  was  content 
To  lay  her  llory  , and  to  lay  her  heart 
As  open  as  her  llory  to  your  felf. 

Who  was  content , that  I fliould  know  her  Se:f, 

Before  dillembi’d  and  to  put  her  felf 
Into  my  condudl , \¥hom  I undertook 
Safely  to  guard,  is  in  this  Tumult  loll. 

Iheo.  And  can  I help  it  Sir  ? 

Phil  No,  would  thou  couldll. 

You  might  have  done , but  for  that  zeald  religion 
You  women  bear  to  fwownings,  you  do  pick 
Your  times  to  faint  when  fome  body  is  by: 

Bound  or  by  nature , or  by  love,  or  fervice 
To  raife  you  from  that  well  dillembled  death : 

Inform  me  but  of  one  that  has  been  found 
Dead  in  her  private  chamber  by  her  felf. 

Where  ficknefs  would  no  more  forbear,  than  here, 

And  I will  quit  the  reft  for  her. 

Iheo.  I know  not 

What  they  may  do,  and  how  they  may  dillembled 
But  by  my  troth , I did  not. 

Phil.  By  ray  troth , 

Would  I had  try’d-,  would  I had  let  thee  layn, 

And  followed  her. 

Lheo.  I would  you  had  done  fo , 

Rather , than  been  fo  angry : where’s  Antonio  ? 

Phil.  Why  do’ll  thou  vex  me  with  thefe  queftions? 

I’ll  tell  thee  where,  he’s  carried  to  the  Galleys, 

There  to  be  chain’d,and  row,  and  beat,  and  row 
With  knotted  ropes,  and  pizzels-,  if  he  fwound. 

He  has  a dofe  of  bisket. 

Iheo.  I am  glad 
He  is  alive. 

Phil.  Was  ever  man  thus  troubled, 

Tell  me  where  Leocadia  is  ? 

Iheo.  Good  brother  be  not  fo  hafty , and  I think  1 caii : 
You  found  no  error  in  me,  when  I firft 
Told  you  Ihe  was  a woman,  and  believe  me 
Something  I have  found  out,  which  makes  me  think* 

Nay,  almoft  know  fo  well , that  1 durft  fwear 
She  follow’d  hurt  Antonio. 

Phil.  What  do  we 
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Entfr  the  Gjzernjr^  ttyo  Attojdjuts^  and  the  T^ownfmen. 

Then  lingring  here  ^ we  will  aboard  the  Galleys 
And  fmd  her. 

Made  he  a n'.ot  into  the  Town  ? 

I.  Attend.  He  did  Sir. 

Gn\  Call  back  thole  Gentlemen. 

I.  Attend.  The  Governor, commands  you  back. 

Phil.  We  u ill  obey  him  Sir. 

Gov.  Von  gave  him  can fc  to  fiioot^  1 kno.v,  he  is 
So  far  from  ralh  o.Hcnce,  and  holds  with  me 
Such  curious  friendlhip  : could  not  one  of  you 
Have  call'd  me  while  ’twas  doing,  fiich  an  uproar. 
Before  my  dore  too?  (publick  caufe,  of  our  own 

i.Totvnf.  By  my  troth  Sir,  we  were  fo  bufy  in  the 
Private  falling  out:  that  we  forgot  it:  at  home  we  fee  now 
You  were  not,  but  as  loon  as  the  fliot  made  us  fly,  we  ran 
Away  as  fait  as  we  could  to  feek  your  honor. 

Gov.  ’Twas  gravely  done  ^ but  no  man  tells  the  caufe 
Or  chance,  or  what  it  was  that  made  you  differ. 

1.  Toiviif  For  my  part  Sir,  if  there  were  any  that  1 knew 
Of,  the  (hot  drove  it  out  of  ray  head , do  you  know  any 

all.  Not  we,  not  we.  (neighbours. 

Gov.  Not  we!  nor  can  you  tell. 

I.  Attend.  No  other  caufe. 

But  the  old  quarrel  betwixt  the  Town  and  the  Galleys. 

Gov.  Come  nearer  Gentlemen;  what  are  your  names? 

Phil.  My  name  Philippa. 

Theo.  And  mine  I'heodom. 

Gov.  Strangers  you  are  it  feems. 

Phil.  Newly  arriv’d. 

Gov.  Then  you  are  they  begun  this  Tumult. 

Phil.  No  Sir. 

Cov.  Speak  one  of  you. 

I.  Attend.  They  are  not,  I can  quit  ’em.  ' 

Theo.  Yet  we  faw  part,  and  an  unhappy  part 
Of  this  debate,  along  fought  friend  of  ours 
Strook  down  for  dead , and  born  unto  the  Galleys , 

His  name  is  Mark^ntonio. 

Phil.  And  another 
Of  our  company,  a Gentleman 
Of  noble  birth , befides  accompanyed 
With  all  the  gifts  of  nature,  ravifli’d  hence 
We  know  not  how,  in  this  diflention. 

Gov.  Get  you  home  all,  and  work  ^ and  when  I hear 
You  meddle  with  a weapon  any  more 
Put  thofe  belonging  to  your  Trades,  i’ll  lay  ybu 
Where  your  beft  Cuftomers  fball  hardly  find  yoiix  Exit. 

! am  forry  gentlemen,  I troubled  you,  ^ Townf- 

Being  both  ftrangers,by  your  tongues,  and  looks,  ^ men. 

Of  worth  : To  make  ye  fome  part  of  amends 
If  there  be  any  thing  in  this  poor  Town 
Of  Barcelona  that  you  would  command. 

Command  me. 

T.heo.  Sir,  this  wounded  Gentleman, 

If  it  might  plcafe  you,  if  your  pow’r  and  love 
Extend  fo  far , I would  be  glad  to  wilh 
Might  be  remov’d  into  the  Town  for  cure: 

The  Galleys  ftay  not , and  his  wound  I know 
Cannot  endure  a voyage. 

Gov.  Sir,  he  fhall, 

warrant  you : Go  call  me  hither  Sirrah, 

One  of  my  other  Servants.  Exit  i.  attendane. 

Phil.  And  befides. 

The  Gentleman  we  loft,  Signior  Francifeo, 

Shall  be  render’d  too. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Cover.  And  he  Sir  too  : Go  firrah,  bear  this  ring 
To  Ps-oderi^o.,  my  moft  noble  friend. 

The  General  of  the  Galleys : Tell  him  this.  Exit  fervant. 

IVhifpers  to  his  Servant. 
Theo.  Now  we  fhall  have  ’em  both. 


Phil.  Bleft  be  thy  thoughts 
For  apprehending  this : bleft  be  thy  breath 
For  uttering  it. 

Gov.  Come  Gentlemen , you  fliall 
Enter  my  roof:  and  1 will  fend  for  Surgeons, 
And  you  fhall  fee  your  friends  here  prcfently. 

7heo.  His  name  was  Marl^antonio. 

Cover.  I know  it, 

And  have  fent  word  fb. 

Phil.  Did  you  not  forget 
Francifeo^s  name? 

Cover.  Nor  his;  y’are  truly  welcome. 

To  talk  about  it  more,  were  but  to  fay 
The  fame  word  often  over:  you  are  welcome. 

Scnnai  Seennda. 


Exeunt. 


Enter  Markantonio,  carried.^  Leocadia  foHonoing'.y  and  the 
Servant.  2 Soldiers  carrying  him. 

Serv.  This  is  the  houfe  Sir.  ' * 

Mar.  Enter  it,  I pray  you. 

For  I am  faint , although  I think  my  wound 
Be  nothing.  Soldiers,  leave  us  now : I thank  you. 

1 . Sold.  Heaven  fend  you  health  Sir. 

Serv.  Let  me  lead  you  in. 

Mark..  My  wound’s  not  in  my  feet  ^ I fhall  entreat  ’em 
I hope  to  bear  me  fo  far.  Exit.  (neral  made  a 

2.  Sold.  How  ferioufly  thefe  land  men  fled,  when  our  Ge- 
Shot,  as  if  he  had  been  a warning  to  call ’em  totJieirHall. 

1.  Sold.  I cannot  blame  ’em,  Whatman  have  they  now 
in  the 

Town,  able  to  maintain  a Tumult,  or  uphold  a matter  out 
Of  fquare  if  need  be  O the  quiet  hurley  burleys  that  [I 
Have  feeninthis  Town,  when  we  have  fought  four  hours 
Together,  andnotamanamongftus  fo  impertinent  or 
Modeft  to  ask  why  ? but  now  the  pillars  that  bare 
Up  this  blefledTown  in  that  regular  debate,  and 
Scambling,  are  dead,  the  more’s  the  pitty. 

2.  Sold.  Old  Ignatio  lives  ftill.  (mans  liver 

1.  Sold.  Yes,  I know  him:  he  will  do  prettily  well  at  a 
But  where  is  there  any  man  now  living  in  the  Town 
That  hath  a fteady  hand,  and  underftands  Anatomy 
Weil  ? if  it  come  to  a particular  matter  of  the  lungs. 

Or  the  fpleen , why  ? alas  Ignatio  is  to  feek  ^ are 
There  any  fuch  men  left  as'I  have  known , that 
Would  fay  they  would  hit  you  in  this  place.?  is  there 
Ever  a good  heartift,  ora  member-percer,  ora 
Small-gut  man  left  in  the  Town,  anfwer 
Me  that? 

2.  Sold.  Mafs,  I think  there  be  not. 

I.  Sold.  No,  I warrant  thee.  Come,  come,  ’tis  time 

We  were  at  the  Galleys.  Exeunt 

Governor,  Eugenia,  Markantonio^  Philippo,  Theo- 
dofia,  Leocadia,  Attendants. 


Cover.  Sir,  you  may  know  by  what  I faid  already, 

You  may  command  my  houfe  ^ but  I muft  beg 
Pardon  to  leave  you , if  the  publick  bufinefs 
Forc’d  me  not  from  you , I my  felf  fhould  call  it 
Unmannerly  : but  good  Sir , do  you  give  it 
A milder  name : it  fliall  not  be  an  hour 
Ire  I return. 

Mare.  Sir,  1 was  nere  fo  poor. 

In  my  own  thoughts,  as  that  I want  a means 
To  requite ‘this  with. 

Gov.  Sir,  within  this  hour.  Exit. 

Marc.  This  the  Lady  that  I quarrell’d  for? 

O lull  if  wounds  cannot  reftrain  thy  power,  ‘ 

Let  ftiame:  nor  do  I feel  my  hurt  at  all. 

Nor  is  it  ought,  only  I was  well  beaten ; 

If  1 purfueit,  all  the  civil  world 

That 
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That  ever  did  imagine  the  content 

Found  in  the  band  of  man  and  wife  imbrokc, 

The  reverence  due  to  houiholds , or  the  blcmifli 

That  may  be  ftiick  upon  polterity 

Udll  catch  me,  bind  me,  burn  upon  my  forehead, 

This  is  the  wounded  llranger,  that  receiv’d 

For  charity  into  a houfe,  attempted 

I will  not  do  it. 

Eug.  Sir,  how  do  you  do  now  ? 

That  you  walk  off. 

A'/jrc.  Worfe  Madam,  than  I was  ^ 

But  it  will  over. 

Eug.  Sit,  and  reft  a while. 

Marc.  Where  are  the  Surgeons?  ' 

Eug.  Sir,  it  is  their  manner,  ' 

When  they  have  feen  the  wound  efpecially. 

The  patient  being  of  worth , to  go  confult. 

Which  they  are  now  at  in  another  room. 

About  the  drefting. 

Marc.  Madam,  I do  feel  my  felf  not  well 

2hro.  Alafs!  • 

Leoc.  How  do  you  Sir. 

Eug.  Will  you  drink  waters > 

Marc.  No  good  Madam , ’tis  not 
So  violent  upon  me  ^ nor  I think 
Any  thing  dangerous ; but  yet  there  are 
Some  things  that  lit  fo  heavy  on  my  conftience , 

That  will  perplex  my  mind,  and  ftopmy  cure. 

So  that  unlefs  I utter  ’em.  A fcratch 

Here  on  my  thumb  will  kill  me : Gentlemen , 

I pray  you  leave  the  room,  and  come  not  in 
Your  fejves , or  any  other  till  I have 
Open’d  my  felf  to  this  moft  honour’d  Lady. 

Phil.  We  will  not 

- 7heo.  O bleft ! he  will  difeover  now 
His  love  to  me. 

Leoc.  Now  he  will  tell  the  Lady 
Our  Contraft.  ^ Exit. 

Eug.  I do  believe  he  will  confels  to  me 
The  wrong  he  did  a Lady  in  the  ftreets  5 
But  I forgive  him. 

Marc.  Madam,  I perceive 
My  felf  grow  worfe  and  worfe. 

Eug.  Shall  I call  back  your  friends  ? 

Marc.  O no,  but  e’r  1 do  impart 
What  burthens  me  lb  fore,  let  me  intreat  you , 

(For  there  is  no  truft  in  thefe  Surgeons) 

To  look  upon  my  wound  •,  it  is  perhaps 
My  laft  requeft ; But  tell  me  truely  too , 

That  muft  be  in : how  far  do  you  imagine 
It  will  have  pow’r  upon  me. 

Eug.  Sir,  I will. 

Afarc.  For  heavens  lake,  Ibftly : oh,  I miift  needs  lay 
My  head  down  eafily,  whilft  you  do  it. 

Eug.  Do  Sir, 

’Tis  but  an  ordinary  blow  i a child 
Of  mine  has  had  a greater,  and  been  well  j 
Are  you  faint  hearted  ? 

Marc.  Oh. 

Eug.  Why  do  you  ligh  ? 

There  is  no  danger  in  the  world  in  this  j 
I wonder  it  Ihould  make  a man  fit  down  •, 

What  do  you  mean , why  do  you  kils  my  breafts  ? 

Lift  up  your  head , your  wound,  may  well  endure  it. 

Mar.  O Madam,  may  I not  exprels  affeftion, 
Dying-aftedion  too  I fear,  to  thofe 
That  do  me  favors , fuch  as  this  of  yours. 

Eug.  If  you  mean  lb,  ’tis  wel4  but  what’s  the  bufinefs 
Lies  on  your  confcience  ? 

Mar.  I will  tell  you  Madam. 

Eug.  Tell  me  and  laugh  ? 

Mar.  But  I will  tell  you  true 
Though  I do  laugh , I know  as  well  as  you 
My  wound  is  nothing , nor  the  power  of  earth 


Could  lay  a wound  upon  mein  your  prcfencc, 

That  I could  fec4  but  I do  laugh  to  tliink 
How  covertly,  how  far  beyond  the  reach 
Of  men,  and  wife  men  too,  we  lliall  deceive  ’em, 

Whilft  they  imagine  I am  talking  here 
With  that  Ihort  breath  I have,  ready  tofwound 
At  every  full  point  i you  my  ghoftly  Mother 
To  hear  my  fad  confeflion,  you  and  1 
Will  on  that  bed  within , prepar’d  for  me , 

Debate  the  matter  privately. 

Eug.  Forbear, 

Thou  wert  but  now  as  welcome  to  this  houle 
As  certain  cures  to  fick  men , and  juft  now 
This  fudain  alteration  makes  thee  look 
Like  plagues  come  to  infed  it  •,  if  thou  knewft 
How  loathfomc  thou  wilt  be , thou  wouldft  intreat 
Thefe  wals , or  pofts  to  help  thee  to  a hurt, 

Pali  thy  dlffimulation. 

Mar.  Gentle  Madam 

Call  ’em  not  in  ? ’ 

Eug.  I will  not  yet,  this  place 
I know  to  he  within  the  reach  of  tongue , 

And  ears , thou  canft  not  force  me  therefore  hear  me 
*What  I will  tell  thee  quickly,  thou  art  born 
To  end  feme  way  more  difefteem’d  than  this, 

'Or  which  is  worfe,  to  dye  of  this  hurt  yet. 

Come  Gentlemen. 

Efiter  Leocadia. 

Mar.  Good  Madam. 

Eug.  Gentlemen. 

Leoc.  Madam  how  is’t  ? is  MarkjaHtouio  well  ? 

Methinks  your  looks  are  alter’d,  and  I fee 
A ftrange  diftemper  in  you. 

Eug.  I am  wrought 

By  that  dilfembling  man , that  fellow  Worth 
Nothing  but  kicking. 

E>}ter  Philippo  and  Theodofia. 

Leo.  Gentle  Madam  Ipeak 
To  me  alone  let  not  them  underftand 
His  fault,  he  will -repent  I dare  fwear. 

Eug.  I’ll  tell  it  you  in  private. 

Phil.  Markcantonioj 

How  do  you  ? - 

Mar.  Stand  farther  off  I pray  you 
Give  me  fome  ayre. 

Theo.  Good  Brother,  will  he  fcape. 

The  Surgeons  fay  there  is  no  danger. 

Phil,  Scape? 

No  doubt  he  will. 

Leo.  Alas  will  he  not  leave 
This  trying  alii  Madam,  I do  befeech  you 
Let  me  but  fpeak  to  him,  you  and  thefe  by. 

And  I dare  alraoftpromife  you  to  make  him 

Shew  himfelf  truly  forrowful  to  you,  befides  a ftory  I lhall 

Not  put  info  good  words  but  in  it  felf  (open  to  you, 

So  full  of  chance , that  you  will  eafily 

Forgive  my  tedioufiiefs , and  be  well  pleas’d 

With  that  fo  much  afflids  me. 

Eug.  Good  Sir  do. 

Leo.  And  I defite  no  interruption 
Of  fpeech  may  trouble  me  till  I have  faid 
What  I will  quickly  do. 
fheo.  What  will  fhe  fey. 

Eug.  Come  Gentlemen,  I pray  you  lend  your  cars. 
And  keep  your  voyces. 

Leo.  Signior  Mark^antonio 
How  do  you  do  ? • 

Mar.  Oh  the  Surgeons.  * 

Leoc.  Let  me  tell  you  • 
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Who  know  as  well  as  you,  you  do  dillcmble. 

It  is  no  time  to  do  fo  ^ leave  the  tlioughts 
Of  this  vain  world,  forget  your  flefh  and  blood, 

And  make  your  fpirit  au  untroubled  way 
To  pals  to  what  it  ought. 

Mjt.  Y’re  not  in  earneft? 

W'hy  1 can  walk  Sir,  and  ani  well. 

Ltoc.  ’Tis  true 

That  you  can  walk , and  do  believe  y’re  well ; 

It  is  the  nature,  as  your  Surgeons  fay 
Of  tliclc  wounds,  for  a man  to  go,  and  talk, 

Kay  merrily,  till  his  lalt  hour,  his  minute: 

For  heaven  fake  Sir,  fit  down  again. 

Mjr.  Alai's 

Where  are  the  Surgeons? 

Leoc.  Sir,  they  will  not  come. 

If  they  fhould  drefs  you,  you  would  dye  they  lay 
Ere  one  would  tell  twenty  •,  trouble  not  your  mind, 
Keep  your  head  warm,  and  do  not  ftiryour  body. 

And  you  may  live  an  hour. 

Mjt.  Oh  heavens,  an  hour  ? 

Alafs,  it  is  to  little  too  remember 
But  half  the  wrongs  that  I have  done  ^ how  Ihort 
Then  for  contrition,  and  how  lealt  of  all 
For  fatisfaclion  .■? 

Leo.  But  you  dcllre 
To  fotisfe? 

Mjr.  Heaven  knows  I do. 

Leo.  Then  know 

That  I am  he , or  Ihe,  or  what  you  will 
i\Ioft  wrong’d  by  you  your  Leocadia  , 

I know  you  mull  remember  me. 

Mar.  Oh  heaven! 

Lee.  That  loll  her  friends , that  loH  her  fathers  houle 
That  loll  her  fame  in  loofing  of  her  Sex, 

With  thefe  ftrange  garments,  there  is  no  excuie 
I'o  hinder  me  it' is  w:ithin  your  power 
To  give  me  latisfadion  •,  you  have  time 
Left  in  this  little  piece  of  life  to  do  it: 

Therefore  I charge  you  for  your  conlcience  fake. 

And  for  our  fame , which  I would  fain  have  live 
When  both  of  us  are  dead , to  celebrate 
That  Contrad^  which  you  have  both  feal’d  and  fworn 
Yet  ere  you  dye,  which  muft  be  haltily 
Heaven  knows. 

Mar.  Alafs,  the  fting  of  confcience 
To  death-ward  for  our  faults^  draw  nearer  all 
And  hear  what  I unhappy  manlhall  fay^ 

Firft  Madam  1 delire  your  pardon  ^ next 

(I  feel  my  fpirits  fail  me)  Gentlemen 

L et  me  fhake  hands  with  you , and  let’s  be  friends, 

For  I have  done  wrong  upon  wrong  fo  thick 
I know  not  where , that  every  man  methinks 
Should  be  mine  enemy Forgive  me  both. 

Laflly  ’tis  tnie  (oh  I do  feel  the  power 
Of  death  leize  on  me)  that  I was  coritraded 
By  feal  and  oath  to  Leocadia  *, 

(I  mult  fpeak  fall,  becaufc  I fear  my  life 
Will  elfe  be  Ihorter  than  my  fpeech  w'ould  be) 

But  ’tis  impolTible  to  fatisfie 
You  Leocadia  but  by  repentance. 

Though  I can  dyingly,  and  boldly  lay 
I know  not  your  difhonor,  yet  that  was 
Your  virtue,  and  not  mine,  you  know  it  well  ^ 

But  herein  lies  th^impoITibility  , 

0 Iheod'fia-,  Jheodofta 

1 was  betroth’d  to  Theodofta 
Before  I ever  law  thee  ^ heaven  forgive  me 
She  is  my  wife  this  half  hour  whillt  I live. 

7heo.  That’s  I,  that’s  I,  I’m  I'heodofia , 

Hear  me  a little  now  , who  have  not  fuffer’d 
Difgrace  at  all  methinks,  lince  you  confels 
What  I fo  long  have  fou^t  for,  here  is  with  me 
Vhiltpp  too  my  Brother. 


Mar.  I am  glad  ^ 

All  happinefs  to  him  •,  come  let  me  kifs  thee 
Beg  pardon  of  that  Maid  for  my  offence , 

And  let  me  farther,  with  a dying  breath 
Tell  in  thine  ear  the  reft  of  my  defires. 

Eng.  I am  afraid  they  will  all  four  turn  women 
If  we  hold  longer  talk. 

Leoc.  Alafs  there  is  * 

No  hope  for  me  ^ that’s  'tbeodofia 
And  that  her  Brother , I am  only  lorry 
I was  beholding  to  ’em  •,  I will  fearch 
Over  the  world , as  carelefs  of  my  fortunes, 

As  they  of  me,  till  I can  meet  a curfe 

To  make  thefe  almoft  killing-forrows  worfe.  Exit. 

Jheo.  Sir,  as  I live  fnc  ly’d , only  to  draw 
A juft  confeflion  from  you , which  flie  hath 
A happy  one  for  me,  ask  of  this  Lady, 

Ask  of  my  Brother. 

Eng.  Sir,  fnc  did  dillemble , 

Your  wound  is  nothing.  * 

Phil.  Leocadia'^s  gone.  ^ Exit. 

theo.  Rife  up,  and  ftir  yourfelf,  ’tis  but  amazement 
And  youf  imagination  that  afflids  you. 

Look  you  Sir  now. 

Mar.  I think  ’tis  lb  indeed. 

Iheo.  The  Surgeons  do  not  come,  becaufe  they  fwear 
It  needs  no  drefling. 

Eng.  You  lhall  talk  with  ’em 
Within,  for  your  own  fancy. 

Mar.  Where’s  your  Brother,  2iHd  Leocadia? 

Eng.  Within  belike. 

Mar.  I feel  my  felf  methinks  as  well  as  ever. 

Eng.  Keep  then  your  mind  fo  too  *,  I do  forgive 
The  fault  you  did  to  me  *,  But  here  is  one 
Muft  not  be  wrong’d  hereafter. 

Mar.  Neither  lhall  Ihe 
When  I make  jeftsof  oaths  again,  or  make 
My  luft  play  with  religion,  when  I leave 
To  keep  true  joys  for  her,  and  yet  within 
My  lelf  true  forrow  for  my  palled  deeds 
May  I want  grace  , when  I would  fain  repent. 

And  find  a great  and  fodain  punilhment.  Exeunt, 


Aitus  V* 


Sc  ana  Frima, 


Enter  Philippo,  Diego , and  Incubo, 

TT/Hcre  is  mine  Hoft,  did  not  he  fee  him  neither? 

V V Die.  Not  I,  i’faith  Sir. 

Vhil.  Nor  the  miileter  ? 

Inc.  Nay  he  is  paft  feeing,  unlels  it  be  in’s  fleep  ^ 

By  this  time  j all  his  vifions  were  the  pots , 

! Three  hours  fince  Sir.  , 

Phil.  Which  way  Ihould  Ihe  take  ? 

Nay,  look  you  now^  do  you  all  Hand  ftill?  good  Heaven 
You  might  have  lighted  on  him,  now  this  inftant? 

For  loves  fake  fee  him  out , whoever  find  him 
I will  reward  his  fortune  as  his  diligence  i 
Get  all  the  Town  to  help,  that  will  be  hir’d. 

Their  pains  I’ll  turn  to  annual  holiday. 

If  it  lhall  chance,  but  one  bring  word  of  her, 

Pray  you  about  it. 

Inc.  Her  Sir  ? who  do  you  mean  ? 

Phil.  (I  had  forgot  my  felf)  the  Page!  meant 
That  came  along  with  us. 

Die,  He  you  gave  the  clothes  too  ? 

Phil.  I ga’  the  clothes  to  ^ Rafcal  ? 

Die. 
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Vie.  Nay  good  Sir. 

Fhi.  Why  doll  thou  mention  or  upbraid  my  courtdies 
Slave  ? 

Vie.  For  your  honor  Sir. 

Fbi.  Wretch  i I was  honor’d. 

That  Ihe  would  wear ’em  (he,  I would  fay)  ’s  death? 

Go,  get,  and  find ’em  out,  or  never  fee  me, 

I (hall  betray  my  love  e’r  I pofUTs  it. 

Some  Star  dired  me,  or  ill  Planet  Itrike  me.  Exit  Phil. 

Jnc.  Bell  to  divide. 

Vie.  I’ll  tills  way. 

Ihc.  Andldiis. 

Vie.  I,  as  you,  find  him  for  a Rea/. 

Ihc.  ’Tisdone. 

Vie.  My  courle  is  now  diredly  to  Ibme  Pie-houle 
I know  the  Pagesxompafs. 

Ihc.  I think  rather 

The  fmock-fide  o’th’Town,  the  hirer  harbor 
At  his  years  to  put  in. 

Vie.  If  I do  find 

The  hungry  haunt,!  take  him  by  the  teeth  now. 

Inc.  I by  the  tail,  yet  1 as  you. 

Vie.  No  more.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Pliilippo. 

Fhi.  DozxLeocadia^  where  canft  thou  be  fled 
Thus  like  a fpirit  hence?  and  in  a moment? 

What  cloud  can  hide  thee  from  my  following  fearch 
If  yet  thou  art  a body  ? hire  file  hath  not  , , 

Tane  any  houfe  ? Ihe  did  too  late  leave  one 
Where  all  humanity  of  a place  receiv’d  her. 

And  would,  (if  fiie  had  llaid)  have  help’d  to  right 
The  wrong  her  fortune  did  her;,  yetflie  mull 
Be  enter’d  fomewhere,  or  be  found,  no-ftreet. 

Lane,  paflage,  corner,  turn,  hath  fcap’d  enquiry  t 

If  her  defpair  hadravilh’dhertoair 

She  could  not  yet  be  rarified  lb 

But  fome  of  us  fhould  meet  her  ? though  their  eyes 

Perhaps  be  leaden,  and  might  turn^  mine  would 

Strike  out  a lightning  for  her,  and  divide  , 

A mill  as  thick  as  ever  darknefs  was. 

Nay  fee  her  throfigh  a quarry  *,  they  do  lye, 

Lye  grolly  that  fay  love  is  blind  •,  by  him. 

And  heaven  they  lye  ^ he  has  a fight  can  pierce 
Through  Ivory,  as  deer  as  it  were  horn, 

And  reach  his  objed. 

Enter  Incubo. 

Inc.  Sir,  he’s  found,  he’s  found. 

Fbi.  Ha?  where?  But  reach  that  happy  Note  again 
And  let  it  relifli  truth,  thou  art  an  Angel. 

Inc.  He’s  here:,  fall  by  Sir,  calling  for^a  ^qat  , 

To  go  aboard  the  Gallies. 

Phi.  Where,  where  ^ hold  thee..  Exit. 

Inc.  He  might  ha’  kept  this  now,I  had  nought  to  Ihew  for ’t. 
If  he  had  had  the  Wit  t’  have  gone  from’s  word, 

Thefe  dire(flmen,  theyarenomenof  falhion. 

Talk  what  you  will,  this  is  a very  fmelt.  £xit. 

^ Sc£na  Eertia. 

Enter  Leonardo  with  a Surgeon. 

Leo.  Upon  your  Art  Sir,  and  your  faith  to  affiftit 
Shall  1 believe  you  then  his  wound’s  not  mortal  ? 

Surg.  Sir, ’tis  not  worth  your  queftion*,  lels  your  fear, 

Leo.  Youdoereftore  me  Sir,  I pray  you  accept 
This  fmall  remembrance  of  a fathers  thanks 
For  fo  aflur’d  a benefit. 

Surg.  Excufc  me. 

Leo.  Sir,  I can  fpare  it,  and  mufi:  not  believe 
But  that  your  fortune  may  receiv’t,  except 
You’ld  ha’  methink  you  live  not  by  your  praftice. 

S tir.  I crave  your  pardon  Sir  ^ you  teach  me  manners. 

Leo.  1 crave  your  love  and  fricndlhip,  and  require 
As  1 have  made  now,  both  my  Iblf  and  bulincls 
A jx)rtion  of  your  care,  you  will  but  bring  me 
Under  the  pcrlon  of  a call’d  afliftant 
To  his  next  openine,  where  I may  butfcchim^ 

And  utter  afew  words  to  him  in  private. 

And  you  will  merit  me-,  for  I am  loth 
Since  here  I have  not  to  appear  mylcll^ 

Or  to  be  known  unto  the  Governor, 

Ormake  a tumult  of  my  purpofe. 

Surg.  Neither 

I hope  will  be  your  need  Sir  Hhall  bring  you 

Both  there,  andoff  again  without  the  hazard.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  ^arta. 

Entef  Philippo,  and  Leocadia. 

Ph.  Will  you  not  hear  me! 

Leo.  1 have  heard  16  much  , 

Will  keep  me  deaf  forever;,  Ko.^Mjr\-antomo 
After  thy  fentence,  I may  hear  no  more, 

Thou  halt  pronounc’d  me  dead. 

Fhi.  Appeal  toreafon. 

She  will  reprieve  you  from  the  power  of  grief. 

Which  rules  but  in  her  abfence-,  Hear  me  fay 
A foveraign  mellage  from  her,  which  in  duty,  1 
And  love  to  your  own  fafety,  you  ought  hear : 

Why  do  you  Ilrive  fo  ? whither  would  you  flie  ? 

You  cannot  wrell  your  felf  away  from  care 
You  may  from  counfel;,  you  may  fliift  your  place 
But  not  your  perlbn;,  and  another  Clyme 
Makes  you  no  other. 

Leo.  Oh. 

Phi.  For  paflions  fake, 

(Which  I do  ferve,  honor,  and  love  in  you) 

If  you  will  figh,  figh  here ;,  If  you  would  vary 
A figh  to  tears,  or  out-cry,  do  it  here. 

No  fliade,  no  defart,  darlaiefs,  nor  the  grave 
Shall  be  more  equal  to  your  thoughts  than  I, 

Only  but  hear  me  fpeak. 

Leo.  What  would  you  fay? 

Phi.  That  which  lhall  raife  your  heart, or  pull  dawn  mine, 
Quiet  your  palfion,  or  provoke  mine  own  ^ 

W e mult  have  both  one  ballbme,  or  one  wound, 

For  know  ( lov’d  fair  ) fince  the  firft  providence 
Made  me  your  refeue,  I have  read  you  through, 

Aaid  withawondring  pity  look’d  on  you, 

I haveobferv’d  the  method  of  your  blood. 

And  waited  on  it  even  with  fympathy 
Of  alike  Red,  andPalenefs  in  mine  own^ 

I knew  which  biulhwas  angers,  which  wasloves^ 

Which  was  the  eye  of  lorrow,  which  of  truth : 

And  could  diftinguilh  honor  from  difdain 
In  every  change : and  you  are  worth  my  ftudy  •, 

I faw  your  voluntary  mifery 
Suftain’d  in  travel  r A difguis’d  Maid 
Wearied  with  feeking : and  with  finding  loll, 

Negleded,  where  you  hop’d  moll,  or  put  by  ^ 

1 faw  it,  and  have  laid  it  to  my  heart. 

And  though  it  were  my  Sifter  which  was  righted, 

Yet  being  by  your  wrong,  I put  off  nature, 

Could  not  be  glad,  where  I muft  bound  to  triumphj 
My  care  for  you,  fo  drown’d  refpedof  her^ 

Nor  did  I only  apprehend  your  bonds. 

But  ftudied  your  releafe ; and  for  that  day 
Have  I made  up  a ranfom,  brought  you  a health 
Prefervative  ’gainft  chance,  or  injury 
Pleafeyou  apply  it  to  the  grief  j my  felf. 

Leo.  Humph. 

Fhi.  Nay,  do  not  think  me  lefs  than  fuchacure, 

Antonio  was  not',  And ’tis poffible 
F hilippo  may  fucccQd : My  bloud  and  houfe 
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Areas  deep  rooted;  and  as  fairly  fprcad., 

As  and  in  that,  all  leek, 

Fortune  hadi  given  him  no  precedency : 

As  for  onr  thanks  to  Nature  1 may  burn) 

Incenfe  as  much  as  he;,  lever  durfl: 

Walk  with  Antonio  by  the  felt-fame  light 
At  anyteaft,  or  triumph,  and  nc’r  car’d 
Which  fide  my  Lady  or  her  woman  took 
In  their  furvey:^  1 durJl  have  told  my  tale  too 
Though  his  difeourfe  new  ended. 

Loo.  My  repulfe. 

Pin/.  Let  not  that  torture  you,  which  makes  me  happy 
Nor  think  that  confcieiice  ( fair)  which  isnofname 
.’TwcrS  no  repulfe,  1 was  your  Dowry  rather  ;■ 

For  then  methought  a thouliind  graces  met 
To  make  YOU  lovely,  and  tenthoufand  dories 
Of  condant  virtue,  which  you  then  out-reach’d. 

In  one  example  did  proclaim  you  rich : 

Nor  do  I think  you  wretched,  ordifgrac’d. 

After  this  fuflering,  and  do  therefore  take 
Advantage  of  your  need , but  rather  know 
You  are  the  charge  and  bulinefs  of  thole  power?. 

Who,  like  bed  Tutors,  do  inflidhard  tasks 
Upon  great  Natures,  and  of  nobled  hopes  ^ 

■ Read  trivial  Lelibns,  and  halfe  lines  to  fluggs^ 

They  that  live  long,  and  never  feel  mifchancc. 

Spend  more  than  halfe  their  age  in  ignorance. 

Leo.  ’Tis  well  you  think  fo. 

Plot.  You  (hall  think  fo  too, 

Youfhall  dveet  Leocadia.^  and  dofo. 

Leo.  Good  Sir  no  more-,  you  have  too  fair  a lhape 
To  play  fofoul  a part  in,  a:s  the  Tempter : 

Say  that  I could  not  make  peace  with  fortune,  who, 

\\  holhould  ablblvemeof  my  vow  yet  j ha? 

My  Contrad  made  ? 

Phi.  YourContrad.^ 

Leo.  Yes,  myContrad, 

Amlnothis?  hiswife? 

Phi.  Sweet,  nothing  lefs. 

Leo.  1 have  no  name  then  ^ 

Phi.  Truly  then  you  have  not; 

Flow  can  you  be  his  wife,  who  wasbeford 
,■  AnothersFlnsband  ? 

Leo.  Oh,  though  he  difpence 
With  his  faith  given,  I cannot  with  mine. 

Phi.  You  domidake  (deer foul)  his  precontrad 
Doth  annul  yours,  and  you  have  giv’n  no  faith 
That  ties  you  in  Religion,  or  humanity. 

You  rather  fin  againd  that  greater  precept. 

To  covet  what’s  anothers;  Sweet,  you  do 
Believe  me,  who  dare  not  urge  dilhoned  things^ 

Remove  that  fcruple  therefore,  and  but  take 
Your  dangers  now,  into  your  judgements  skale 
And  weigh  them  with  your  fafeties;  Thinkbut  v/hither 
Now  you  can  goe;  what  you  can  do  to  live? 

Flow  near  you  ha’.barr’d  all  Ports  to  to  your  own  fuccor. 
Except  this  one  that  I here  open  Love 
Should  you  be  left  alone,  you  were  a prey 
To  the  wild  lud  of  any,  who  would  look 
Upon  this  lhape  like  a temptation 
' And  think  you  want  the  man  you  perfonate 
Would  not  regard  this  lliift,  which  love  put  on 
' As  virtue  forc’d,  but  covet  it  like  vice; 

So  diOufd'you  live  theflander  of  each  Sex, 

And  bethc  child  of  errorandof  lhame. 

And  which  is  worfe,  ewen  Mark^antonie. 

Would  l>e  call’d  juft,  to  turn  a wanderer  off 
And  Famereport  you  worthy  his  contempt; 

Where  if  you  make  new  choice,  and  Icttle  here 
1 here  is  no  further  tumult  in  this  flood. 

Each  current  keeps  his  courfc,  and  all  fufpitions 
Shall  return  honors;  Came  you  forth  a Maid? 

Go  home  a Wife?  alone?  and  in  difguife? 

Go  home  a waited  Leocadia  : 


Go  home,  and  by  the  viruue  of  that  charm 
Transform  all  mifthiefs,  as  you  are  transform’d  i 
T urn  your  ofiended  Fathers  wrath  to  wonder. 

Add  all  his  loud  grief  to  a filent  welcome : 

Unfold  the  Riddles  you  have  made,  what  lay  you? 

Ettter  Sanchio  Alphonlb,  and  Servants, 

Now  i&the  time ; delay  is  but  defpair. 

If  you  be  chang’d,  let  a kifs  tell  mefo. 

Leo.  lam;  but  how,  I rather  feel  than  know. 

Sane.  Come  Sir;  you  are  welcome  now  to  Barcelonai 
Take  off  my  hood. 

Phi.  Whobethele?  ftay,  let’s  view ’em  ? 

Alph.  'Twas  along  journey  : are  you  not  weary  Sir? 
Sane.  Weary  ? I could  have  rid  it  in  mine  Armour, 

Leo.  Alas! 

Phi.  What  ail  you 'dear  ? 

Leo.  It  is  my  Father, 

Your  Father:  which? 

Leo.  He  that  is  carried:  oh 
Let  us  make  hence. 

Phi.  For  loves  lake:  good  my  heart. 

Leo.  Into  fome  houfe  before  he  fee  me. 

Phi.  Dear, 

Be  not  thus  frighted, 

Leo.  Oh  his  wrath  is  tempeft. 

Phi.  Sweet,  take  your  fpirit  to  you,  andftay,be’the. 

He  cannot  know  you  in  this  habit,  and  me 
I’m  lure  he  left  knows,  for  he  never  law  me. 

Alph.  Ha  ? who  is  that  > my  Son  Philippo  ? 

Phi.  Sir, 

Alph.  Why,  what  make  you  here?  h this  Salamanca} 
And  that  your  ftudy  ? ha  ? nay  ftay  him  too. 

We’ll  fee  him  by  his  leave. 

Serv.  You  muftnot  ftrive  Sir^ 

Alph.  No,  no,  come  near. 

Sane.  My  Daughter:  Leocadia.^ 

How  Sir,  your  Daughter?- 
Sane.  Yes  Sir,  and  as  fure 
As  that’s  ycyur  Son ; Come  hither:  what  now  ? run 
Out  o’  your  fex?  breech’d?  was’t  not  enough 
At  once  to  leave  thy  Father,  and  thine  honor, 

Unlelsth’  hadft  quit  thy  felftoo. 

Phi.  Sir,  what  fault  ' 

She  can  be  urg’d  of,  I mufttakeonme 
The  guilt  and  punilhment. 

Sane.  You  muft  Sir  : how 
If  you  Ihall  not,  though  you  muft  ? I deal  not 
With  boys  Sir ; I,  you  have  a Father  here 
Shall  dome  right. 

Aiph.  Thou  art  not  mad  Philippo} 

Art  thou  Mark^antonie}  Soxito Leonardo} 

Our  bufineftisto-them. 

Sane.  No,  no,  no,  no. 

I’ll  ha’  the  bufineft  now  : with  you,  none  elle. 

Pray  you  let’s  Ipcak,  in  private  T (carry  me  to  him) 
Your  Son’s  the  ravilherSir,  and  here  I find  him: 

I hope  you’ll  give  me  caule  to  think  you  noble. 

And  do  me  right,  with  your  fword  Sir,  as  becomes 
One  gentleman  of  honor  to  another; 

All  this  is  fair  Sir : here’s  the  Sea  fall  by. 

Upon  the  lands,  we  will  determine 

’Tis  that  I call  you  to;  let’s  make  no  daieson’t, 

I’ll  lead  your  way ; to  the  fea-fide  Ralcals. 

Phil.  Sir 

I would  beleech  your  ftay ; he  may  not  follow  you. 

San.  No, turn,  I’llkiH  him  here  then:  Slaves,  Rogues, 
Bloks. 

Why  do  you  not  bear  me  to  him  ? ha’  you  been 
Acquainted  with  my  motions,  loggs,  fo  long 
And  yet  not  know  to  time  ’em. 

Phi.  Were  you  Sir 
Not  impotent. 
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Alpb.  Hold  you  your  peace  lioy. 

Sjmc.  Impotent, 

’Death,  I’ll  cut  his  throat  firn:,and  then  his  Fathers. 

Alfh.  You muft provide  youthen  a fbarper Razor 
Than  is  your  tongue,  fori  not  fear  yourfword. 

Sane.  ’Heart  bear  me  to  either  6f’em. 

Fbi.  Pray  Sir  your  patience. 

L titer  Governor  and  Attendants. 

Alpb.  My  curfe  light  on  thee  if  thou  flay  him. 

Phi.  Hold. 

Gov.  Why,  what’s  the  matter,  Gentlemen,  what  tumult 
Is  this  you  raife  i’th’  ftreet  ? before  my  door  ? 

Know  you  what  ’tis  to  draw  a weapon  here? 

Sane.  Yes,  and  to  ufeit  (bear  me  up  to  him.  Rogues) 
Thus,  at  a Traitors  heart. 

Alpb.  Truer  than  thine. 

Gov.  Strike,  ftrike  •,  Some  of  the  people  difarm ’em, 

Kill  ’em  if  they  refift. 

Phi.  Nay  generous  Sir 
Let  not  your  courtelie  turn  fiiry  now. 

Gov.  Lay  hold  upon ’em,  takeaway  their  weapons, 

I will  be  worth  an  anfwer,  e’r  we  part. 

Pbi.  ’Tis  the  Governor  Sir. 

Alpb.  lyieldmyfelf  (tell  me. 

Saneb.  My  Sword  ? what  thinkfi:  thou  of  me .?  pray  thee 
As  of  a Gentleman. 

Saneb.  No  more  ? 

I Attend.  Of  worth. 

And  quality. 

Saneb.  And  I fliould  quit  my  fword 
There  were  fmall  worth  or  quality  in  that  friend  j 
Pray  thee  learn  thou  more  worth  and  quality 
Than  to  demand  it. 

Gov.  Force  it  I lay. 

I Attend.  The  Governor 
You  hear,  commands. 

Saneb.  The  Governrlhall  pardon  me. 

Phi.  How,  Leoeadia  gone  again?  EA://Phi. 

Saneb'  He  lhall  friend 

I’  th  ’ point  of  honor  j by  his  leave,  lb  tell  him, 

His  perfon  and  authority  I acknowledge. 

And  do  fubmit  me  to  it  *,  but  my  Sword, 

He  lhall  excule  me,  were  he  fifteen  Governors  j 
That  and  I dwell  together,  and  muft  yet 
Till  my  hands  part,  allure  him. 

Gov.  I lay  force  it. 

Saneb.  Stay,  hear  me.  Haft  thou  ever  read  Caranza? 
Underftandft  thou  honor.  Noble  Governor? 

Gov.  For  that  we’ll  have  more  fit  dilpute. 

Saneb.  Your  name  Sir? 

Gov.  You  lhall  know  that  too  : but  oil  colderterms, 

Your  blood  and  brain  are  now  too  hot  to  take  it. 

Saneb.  Force  my  Sword  from  me-^*  this  is  an  affront. 
Gov.  Bring ’em  away. 

Saneb.  You’ll  do  me  reparation.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Philippo. 

Pbi.  I have  for  ever  loft  her,  and  am  loft,  ^ 

And  worthily  my  tamenefs  hath  undone  me  j 
She’s  gone  hence,  alham’dofme;  yetifeekher. 

Willlhebe  ever  found  to  me  again, 

Whom  file  fawftandfo  poorly,  and  dare  nothing 
In  her  defence,  here?  wheni  Ihould  have  drawn 
This  Sword  out  like  a Meteor,  and  have  Ihotit 
In  both  our  Parents  eies,  and  left  ’em  blind 
Unto  their  impotent  angers?  Oh  lam  worthy 
On  whom  this  lofsand  fcorn  Ihould  light  to  death. 

Without  the  pity  that  Ihould  wilh  me  better. 

Either  alive,  or  in  my  Epitaph, 


Enter  Leonardo,  Mark-Antonio. 

Leo.  Well  Son,  your  Father  is  tooncarhimfclf 
And  hath  too  much  of  nature  to  put  off 
Any  affedlion  that  belongs  to  you, 

1 could  have  only  wifli’d  you  had  acquainted 
Her  Father,  whom  it  equally  concerns. 

Though  y’had  prefum’d  on  me : it  might  have  open’d 
Anealier  gate,  aUdpath  to  both  our  joyes: 

For  though  lam  noneofthofe  flinty  Fathers 
That  when  their  children  do  but  natural  things. 

Turn  rock  and  offence  ftraight : yet  Mark^antonhj 
All  are  not  of  my  quatry. 

Mar.  ’Tis  my  fear  Sir^ 

And  if  hereafter  I Ihould  e’r  ahuft’ 

So  great  a piety,  it  were  my  malice. 

Enter  Attendants. 

Atten.  W’e  muft  intreat  you  Gentlemen  to  take 
Another  room,  the  Governor  is  coming 
Here,  on  fome  bufinels. 

Enter  Governor Sanchio,  Alphonfo.  Attendants. 

Mar.  We  will  give  him  way. 

Saneb.  I will  have  right  Sir  on  you  ^ that  believe^ 

If  there  be  any  Marlhals  (iourtin  Spain. 

Gov.  For  that  Sir  We  lhall  talk. 

Sanch.  Do  not  flight  me. 

Though  I am  without  a Sword. 

Gov.  Keep  to  your  Chair  Sir, 

S aneb.- — Let  me  fall, and  hurle  my  chair!  ( flaves)  at  him. 

Gov.  You  are  the  more  temper’d  man  Sir : let  me  intreat 
Of  you  the  manner  how  this  brawl  fell  out, 

Alpb.  Fell  out  ? I know  not  how : nor  do  I care  much : 
But  here  we  came  Sir  to  this  Town  together. 

Both  in  one  bufinels,  and  one  wrong,  engag’d. 

To  leek  one  Leonardo.^  an  old  Genoeje., 

Iha’faid  enough  there  ^ would  you  more .?  falfe  father 
Of  a falfe  fon,  call’d  Mark^-antonio^ 

Who  had  ftole  both  our  Daughters and  which  Father 
Confpiring  with  his  Son  in  treachery, 

Itfeem’d,  to  flie  our  fatisfaftion, 

Was,  as  we  heard,  come  private  to  this  Town 
Here  to  take  fliip  for  Italy.^ 

Leo.  You  heard 

More  than  w'as  true  then  ; by  the  fear,  or  falfhood^ 

And  though  I thought  not  to  reveal  my  felf 
( Pardon  my  manners  in’t  to  you  ) for  Ibme 
Important  realbns  ^ yet  being  thuscharafter’d 
And  challeng’d,  know  I dare  appear,  and  doe 
To  who  dares  threaten. 

Mar.  I fay  he  is  not  worthy 
The  name  of  man,  or  any  honeft  preface. 

That  dares  report  or  credit  fuch  a Hander. 

Do  you  Sir  lay  it  ? 

Alpb.  I doe  fay  it. 

Gov.  Hold. 

Is  this  your  father  Signior  Mark:  antonio  ? 

You  have  ill  requited  me  thus  to  conceal  him 
From  him  would  honor  him,  and  do  him  fervice, 

Enter  Eugenia. 

Leon.  ’Twas  hot  his  fault  Sir. 

Eug.  Where’s  my  Lord?  , 

Gov.  Sweet-heart. 

Eug.  Know  you  thele  Gentlemen  ? they  are  all  the  fathers 
Unto  our  friends. 

Gov.  So  it  appears  my  Dove. 

Saneb.  Sir,  I fay  nothing:  I do  want  a Sword. 

And  till  I have  a Sword  I will  fay  nothing. 
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Eii^.  Good  Sir,  command  thefe  Gentlemen  their  Arms- 

Entreat  ’em  as  vour  friends,  not  as  your  prilbners.  ’ 
W here  be  their  Swords/ 

Lhz\  Reltore  each  man  his  weapon. 

Sj>icb.  It  feems  thou  haft  not  read  Caranz  t-,  fellow 
I muft  have  reparation  of  honor. 

As  well  as  this:  1 find  that  wounded. 

Goz'.  Sir, 

I did  mn  know  your  quality,  if  I had 
’Tis  like  I Ihould  have  done  you  more  relpefts. 

Sanch.  It  is  lufficient,  byCjj-j«sj’s  rule. 

E»g.  I know  it  is  Sir. 

Saneb.  Have  you  read  CarjMZJ-  Lady  ? 

Eng.  If  you  mean  him  that  writ  upon  the  Duel, 

He  was  my  kinlinan. 

Sanch.  Lady,  then  you  know 
By  the  right  noble  writings  of  your  kinfman, 

>Iy  honoris  as  dear  to  me,  as  the  Kings. 

E»g.  ’Tis  very  true  Sir. 

Saneb.  There] Orel  muft  crave 
Leave  to  go  on  now  with  my  firft  dependance. 

Eng.  What  ha’  you  more? 

G'-j.  None  hewe  good  Signior. 

Sanch.  I will,  refer  me  to  CaranzaSEiW. 

Eng.  Nay  love,  I prethce  let  me  manage  this. 

W ith  whom  is’t  Sir  / 

Saneb.  With  that  falfe  man  Alpbonfo. 

Eng.  Why  he  has  th’  advantage  Sir,  in  legs. 

Sanch.  But  I 

In  truth,  in  hand  and  heart,  and  a good  Sword. 

Eng.  But  how  if  he  will  not  ftand  you  Sir? 

Alpb.  For  that,  . 

Make  it  no  queftion  Lady,  I will  ftick 
My  feet  in  earth  down  by  him,  where  he  dare. 

Sanch.  O would  thou  wouldft. 

Alph.  I’ll  do’t. 

Sanch.  Let  me  kifs  him. 

I fear  thou  wilt  not  yet. 

Eng.  Why  Gentlemen, 

If  you’ll  proceed  according  to  Caranza., 

Methinks  aneafier  w-ay,  were  too  good  chairs. 

So  you  would  be  content  Sir, to  be  bound, 

’Caule  he  is  lame?  I’ll  fit  you  with  like  weapons, 

Piftols  and  Ponyards,  andev’nend  it.  If 
The  difference  between  you  be  lb  mortal. 

It  cannot  be  tane  up. 

Sanch.  Tancup?  takeoff 
This  head  firft. 

Alph.  Come  bind  me  in  a chair. 

Eug.  Yes,  do. 

Gov.  What  mean  you,  Dove. 

Eug.  Let  me  alone. 

And  let  ’em  at  their  diftance:  when  you  ha’  done 
Lend  me  two  Ponyards  ^ I’ll  have  Piftols  ready 
Quickly. 

Exit. 


Enter  Philippo. 

Phi.  She  is  not  here  Markcantonioy 
Saw  you  not  Eeocadia  ? 

Mar.  Not  I brother. 

Fhi.  Brother  let’s  fpeak  with  you  ^ you  were  falfe  unto 

n r^-  \r  have  ask’d  pardon : why  do  you  urge  it 

thi.  You  were  not  worthy  of  her. 

Mar.  May  be  I was  not  ^ 

But ’tis  not  well,  you  tell  me  lb. 

Fhi.  My  Sifter 
Is  not  fo  fair. 

Mar.  It  skils  not. 

Fhi.  Nor  lb  virtuous. 

Mar.  Yes,  file  muft  be  as  virtuous. 

Fhi.  I would  fain 

Mar.  What  brother? 

Fhi.  Strike  you. 

Mar.  I fhall  not  bear  ftrokes. 

Though  1 do  thefe  ftrange  words. 

Fhi.  Wfillyounot  kill  me? 

Mar.  For  what  good  brother  .■? 

Fhi.  Why,  for  Ipeaking  well 
Of  Leocadia.y 
Mar.  No  indeed. 

Fhi.  Nor  ill 
Of  'Xheodofia  ? 

Eugenia, Leocadia,Theodofia,  undone mthtrvo Fi(ioh 

Mar.  Neither. 

Fhi.  Fare  you  well  then. 

Eug.  Nay,  you  fliall  have  as  noble  feconds  too 
As  ever  Duelifts  had  ^ give  ’em  their  weapons ; 

Now  St.  Jago.' 

Sanch.  Are  they  charg’d 
Eug.  Charg’d  Sir? 

I warrant  you.  i 

Alph.  Would  they  were  well  diftharg’d. 

Sanch.  I like  a Sword  much  better  I confels. 

Eug.  Nay,  wherefore  ftay  you?  lhall  1 mend  your  mark? 
Strike  one  another,  thorough  thefe 
Fhi.  My  love. 

Alph.  My  Theodofia. 

Sanch.  I ha’  not  the  heart. 

Alph.  Nor  I. 

Eug.  Why  here  is  a dependence  ended. 

Unbind  that  Gentleman  ^ come  take  here  to  you 
Your  Sons  and  Daughters,  and  be  friends.  A feaft 
Waits  you  within,  is  better  than  your  fray : 

Lovers,  take  you  your  own,  and  all  forbear 
Under  my  roof,  either  to  blufli  or  fear . 

My  love,  what  fay  you  could  Caranza  himfelf 
Carry  a bufmefs  better  ? 

Gov.  It  is  well: 

All  are  content  I hope,  and  we  well  eas’d. 

If  they  for  whom  we  have  done  all  this  be  pleas’d.  Exeunt 


PROLOGUE 


TO  this  place  Gentlemett^  full  many  a day 

We  have  bid  ye  welcome , and  to  many  a Play . 
And  thofe  whofe  angry  foulr  were  not  di/eas’d 
With  Larf,  or  lending  Money we  have  pleased  y 
And  make  no  doubt  to  do  again.  Thii  night 
No  mighty  matter^  nor  no  lights 
Wemuji  intreat  yon  look  for  : A good  tale. 

Told  in  two  hours,  we  will  not  fail 

If  we  be perfeclyo  rehearfeye  : New 

1 am  fare  it  is,  and  handfome  5 but  how  true 


Let  them  dijpute  that  writ  it.  Ten  to  one 
Wepleafe  the  Women,  and  I would  kptow  that  man 
Follows  not  their  example  .<?  If  mean 
To  know  the  Play  well,  travel  with  the  Scene. 

For  it  lies  upon  the  Roadj  if  we  chance  tire. 

As  ye  are  good  men,  leave  us  not  i'  th'  mire. 

Another  bait  may  mend  us  : If  you  grow 
A little,  gall'd  or  weary  5 cry  but  hoa. 

And  we'll fa.y  for  ye.  When  our  journey  ends 
Every  mans  Pot  I hope,  and  all  part  friends. 


THE 
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DOUBLE  MARRIAGE. 

A Tragedy. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Ferrand,  The  libidinous  Tyrant  Naples  . 

Virolet,  A noble  Gent.Jiudious  of  his  Countries  free- 
dom. 

^uffonetyTTivo honeji  Gentlemen^confederaies  withV\- 
Camillo,  J rolet. 

Ronvere,  A villain Captain  of  the  Guard, 

VilHo,  A Court  fool. 

Caftruccio,  A court  Paraflte, 

Pandulpho,  A noble  Gentleman  of  Naples,  Father  to 
Virolet. 

The  Duke  of  Sejfe^  An  enemy  to  Ferrand,  profcrib- 
ed  and  turn’d  Pirate,  „ 


Afcanio,  Nephew  and  fuccejfor  to  Ferrand^ 
Boy,  Page  to  Virolet. 

Matter, 

Gunner, 

Boat-fvvain, 

Chirurgion, 

Sailors, 

Doftor, 

Citizens, 

Guard, 

Soldiers, 

Servants, 


WOMEN. 

Juliana,  The  matchlefefs  Wife  of  Virolet ^ 

Martia,  Daughter  to  the  DukeofSe&e. 

The  Scene  Naples 


The  principal  Adors  were 


JoJeph  Tailor, 
Robert  Benfeld, 
John  Underwood, 
George  Birch, 


John  Lowin, 
Rich,  Robinfon, 
Nich.  Tooly, 
Rich.  Sharp. 


Acftus  Primus,  Scxna  Prima. 


Exatt  my  privacy 
! Boy.  I fhalI,Sir. 

Vir.  Do  then, 

•And  leave  me  to  my  felf. 


Enter  Virolet,  and  Boy. 

Oy. 

Boy.  Sir? 

Vir,  If  my  wife  leek  me,  tell  her  that 
Defigns  of  weight , too  heavy  for  her  know- 
ledge, 


Boy.  ’Tis  a raw  morning 

And  would  you  pleafe  to  interpret  that  for  duty  * 
Which  you  may  conftrue  boldnefs,  I could  willv* 
To  armyourfelf  againfcit,  you  would  ufe 
More  of  my  fervice. 

Vir.  I have  heat  within  here, 

A noble  heat  ( good  boy  ) to  keep  it  ofl^ 

I lhall  not  freeze-,  deliver  my  excufe, 

And  you  have  done  your  part. 

Boy.  That  is  prevented. 

My  Lady  follows  you. 


Enter 

Juliana. 


Vrr. 
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Vir.  Since  1 muft  be  croft  tlien. 

Let  her  perform  tliat  office. 

Bay.  1 obey  you.  E,\h. 

I'ir.  Frcthec  to  bed-,  to  be  thus  fond’s  more  tedious 
Than  if  I were  ncrilefted. 

Jul.  ’Tis  the  fail  It  then 
Oi  Love  and  Duty,  which  I would  fall  under. 

Rather  than  want  that  care  which  you  may  challenge 
As  due  to  my  obedience. 

Hr.  1 confefs 

This  tendernefs  argues  a loving  Wife, 

And  more  deferves  my  hearts  beft  thanks,  than  anger. 

Yet  I rauft  tell  ye  Sweet,  you  do  exceed 
In  your  affedion,  if  you  would  ingrofs  me 
To  your  delights  alone. 

Jul.  1 am  not  jealous. 

If  my  embraces  have  diftafted  you. 

As  I muft  grant  you  every  way  fo  worthy 
That  ’tis  not  in  weak  woman  to  deferve  you. 

Much  lefs  inmiferable  me,  that  want 

Thofe  graces.  Tome  more  fortunate  are  ftor’d  with. 

Seek  any  whom  you  plcafe,  and  I willftudy 
W ith  my  beft  fervice  to  deferve  thofe  favors, 

Thatftall  yield  you  contentment. 

Vir.  You  aremiftaken. 

JhI.  No,  I am  patient  Sir,  and  lb  good  morrow  ^ 

I w ill  not  be  offenlive. 

Vir.  Hear  my  reafons. 

Jul.  Though  in  your  life  a widdows  bed  receives  me, 
For  your  fake  I muft  love  it.  May  file  profper 
Thatfnall  lucceedme  in  it,  and  your  ardor 
Laft  longer  to  her. 

Vir.  By  the  love  I bear, 

Firftto  my  Countreys  peace;,  next  to  thy  ftlf 
To  whom  compar’d,  my  life  I rate  at  nothing  •, 

Stood  here  a Lady  that  were  the  choice  abftradt 
Of  all  the  beauties  nature  everfafiiion’d. 

Or  Art  gave  ornament  to,  compar’d  to  thee. 

Thus  as  thou  art  obedient  and  loving, 

I ftould  contemn  and  loath  her. 

Jul.  I doe  believe. 

How  I am  bleft 

In  my  afliir’d  belief?  this  is  unfeign’dj 
And  why  this  fadnefsthen  ? 

Vir.  Why  Juliana., 

Belie\'e  me,  thefe  my  fad  and  dull  retirements, 

.My  often,  nay  almoft  continued  Fafts, 

Sleep banifiit  from  my  eyes,  all  pleafures,  ftrangers, 

Have  neither  root  nor  growth  from  any  caufe 
That  may  arrive  at  Woman.  Shouldft  thou  be. 

As  chaftity  forbid,  falfe  to  my  bed, 

I fr.o.  li  lament  mv  fortune,  perhaps  punifii 
Thy  falfiiood,  and  then  ftudy  to  forget  thee; 

But  that  which  like  a never-emptied  fpring-. 

Feeds  high  the  torrent  of  my  fwelling  grief. 

Is  what  my  Countrey  fuflers  -,  there’s  a ground 
Where  forrow  may  be  planted,  and  fpring  up. 

Through  yielding  rage,  and  w’omanifii  defpair. 

And  yet  notfiiame  the  owner. 

Jul.  1 do  believe  it  true. 

Yet  I fliould  think  my  fclf  a happy  woman. 

If,  in  this  general  and  timely  rnourning, 

I might  or  give  to  you,  or  clfe  receive 
A little  lawful  comfort. 

Vir.  Thydiferetion 

In  this  may  anfwer  for  me-,  look  on  Napfes 
The  Countrey  where  we  both  were  born  and  bred, 

Naples  the  Paradife  of  Italy., 

As  that  is  of  the  earth Naples.,  that  was 
The  fweet  retreat  ofall  the  worthieft  Komani, 

Whren  they  had  fiiar’d  the  fpoils  of  the  whole  world  ^ 

This  flourifiiing  Kingdom,  whofe inhabitants 
For  wealth  and  bravery,  liv’d  like  petty  Kings, 

Made  fubjecl  now  to  fuch  a tyrannic. 


As  that  fair  City  that  receiv’d  her  name 
From  Conjlantme  the  great,  now  in  the  power 
Of  barbarous  Infidels,  may  forget  her  owiij 
To  look  with  pity  on  our  miferiesj 
So  far  in  our  calamities  wc  tranfeend  her. 

For  lince  this  ArragoniantyrTint,  Ferrandj 
Seiz’d  on  the  goverment,  there’s  nothing  left  us 
That  we  can  call  our  own,  but  our  affli(fl;ions. 

JhI.  And  hardly  thofe-  the  Kings  ftrange  cruelty. 
Equals  all  prelidents  of  tyranny. 

Vir.  Equal  fay  you? 

He  has  out-gone,  the  worft  compar’d  to  him* 

Nor  Fhalaris.,  nor  Dionyfius.,  ^ 

Caligula.,  nor  Nero  can  be  mention’d ; 

They  yet  as  Kings,  abus’d  their  Regal  power  • 

This  as  a Merchant,  all  the  Countreys  fat,  ’ 

He  wholly  does  ingrofs  unto  himfelf  ^ 

Our  Oils  he  buys  at  his  own  price,  then  fells  them 
To  us,  at  dearer  rates  ^ our  Plate  and  Jewels, 

' Under  a fain’d  pretence  of  publique  ufe. 

He  borrows  ^ which  deny’d  his  inftruments  force, 

T he  Races  of  our  horfes  he  takes  from  us  ^ 

Yet  keeps  them  in  our  paftures^  rapes  of  Matrons, 
And  Virgins,  are  too  frequent^  never  man 
Yet  thank’d  him  for  a pardon  ^ for  Religion, 

It  is  a thing  he  dreams  not  of. 

Jul.  I have  heard. 

How  true  it  is,  I know  not-,  that  he  fold 
The  Bifiloprickof  Tarentto  a Jew, 

For  thirteen  thoufand  Duckets. 

Vir.  I was  prefent, 

And  faw  the  money  paid  ^ the  day  would  leave-  me, 
E’r  I could  number  out  his  impious  adions  ^ 

Or  what  the  miferable  Subjed  fullers  j ' 

And  can  you  entertain  in  fuch  a time, 

A thought  of  dalliance.^ tears,  and  fighs,  and  groans, 
Would  better  now  become  you. 

Jul.  They  indeed  are. 

The  only  weapons,  our  poor  Sex  can  ule, 

When  we  are  injur’d-,  and  they  may  become  U3; 

But  for  meuthat  were  born  freemen,  of  Ranckj 
That  would  be  Regiftred  Fathers  of  their  Countrey  j 
And  to  have  on  their  Tombs  in  Golden  Letters, 

; The  noble  ftile  of  Tyrant-killers,  written  ^ 

' To  vveep  like  fools  and  Women,  and  not  like  wife  men. 
To  pradife  a redrefs,  deferves  a name. 

Which  fits  not  me  to  give. 

Vir.  Thy  grave  reproof : 

If  what  thou  doft  defire,  were  poflibre 
To  be  efleded,  might  well  argue  it, 
f As  wife  as  loving  • but  if  you  confider. 

With  what  ftrong  guards  this  Tyrant  is  defended : 
Ruffins,  and  male-contents  drawn  from  all  quarters  j 
That  only  know,  to  ferve  his  impious  Will- 
The  Cittadels  built  by  him  in  the  neck 
Of  this  poor  City  the  invincible  ftrength, 

Nature  by  Art  affifted,  gave  this  Caftle  ^ 

And  above  all  his  fear  ^ admitting  no  man 
To  fee  him,  but  unarm’d^  it  being  death 
For  any  to  approach  him  with  a weapon. 

You  muft  confefs,  unfefs  our  hands  were  Cannons, 

To  batter  down  thefe  walls -,  our  weak  breath  Mines, 

To  blow  his  Forts  up^  or  ourcurfes  lightning. 

To  force  a pafiageto  him  ^ and  then  blaft  him  j 
Our  power  is  like  to  yours,  and  we,  like  you, 

Weep  our  misfortunes. 

Jul.  Walls  of  Brafs  refift  not 
A noble  undertaking-,  nor  can  vice, 

Raile  any  Bulwark,  to  make  good  the  place, 

Where  virtue  leeks  to  enter-  then  to  fall 
In  fuch  9 brave  attempt,  were  fuch  an  honor 
That  Brutus.,  did  he  live  again,  would  envy. 

Were  my  dead  Father  in  you,  and  my  Brothers  j 
Nay,  all  theAnceftors  I am  deriv’d  from-, 
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As  you,  in  being  wh  at  you  are,  are  all  thefc. 

I had  rather  wear  a mourning  Garment  for  you, 

And  Ihouldbc  more  proud  of  my  widdowhood  ^ 

You  dying  for  the  freedom  of  this  Countrey  ^ 

Than  if  1 were  allur’d,  Hhould  enjoy 
A perpetuity  of  life  and  plealiire 
With  you,  the  Tyrant  living. 

Vir.  Till  this  minute, 

I never  heard  thee  fpeak  •,  O more  than  woman  I 
And  more  to  be  bclov’d  •,  can  I find  out 
A Cabinet,  to  lock  a fecretin, 

Of  equal  truft  to  thee  > all  doubts,  and  fears, 

That  fcandalize  your  Sex,  be  far  from  me  j 
Thou  flialt  partake  my  near  and  dearelt  councils. 

And  further  them  with  thine. 

Jul.  I will  be  faithful, 

Vir.  Know  then  this  day,  ftand  heaven  propitious  to  us, 
Our  liberty  begins. 

Jul.  \wF errands 

Vir.  ’Tis  plotted  love,  and  ftrongly,  and  believe  it, 

For  nothing  elfe  could  do  it,  ’twas  the  thought. 

How  to  proceed  in  this  defign  and  end  it. 

That  made  ftrange  my  embraces, 

Jul.  Curs’d  be  Ihe, 

That’s  lb  indulgent  to  her  own  deliglits, 

That  for  their  latisfadion,  would  give 
A ftop  to  fuch  a glorious  enterprize : 

For  me,  I would  not  for  the  world,  I had  been 
Guilty  of  fuch  a crime  go  on  and  profper. 

Go  on  my  dearelt  Lord,  I love  your  Honor 
Above  my  life  ^ nay,  yours  ^ my  prayers  go  with  you  •, 

Which  I willltrengthen  with  my  tears:  the  wrongs 
Of  this  poor  Countrey,  edge  your  fword^  Ohm%it 
Pierce  deep  into  this  Tyrants  heart,  and  then 
When  you  return  bath’d  in  his  guilty  bloody 
I’ll  walhyou  clean  with  fountains  of  true  joy. 

But  who  are  your  alTiftants?  though  I am 
So  covetous  of  your  glory,  that  I could  wifli 
You  had  no  lharer  in  it.  Knocks 

Vir.  Be  not  curious. 

They  come,  however  you  command  my  bolbm. 

To  them  I would  not  have  you  leen. 

Jul.  I am  gone  Sir, 

Be  confident  •,  and  may  my  refolution 
Be  prefent  with  you.  Exit. 

Vir,  Such  a Mafculine  fpirit. 

With  more  than  Womans  virtues,  were  a DoWer 
To  weigh  down  a Kings  fortune. 

Enter  Briflbnet,  Camillo,  Ronvere. 

Brif.  Good  day  to  you. 

Cam.  You  are  an  early  ftirrer. 

Vir.  What  new  face, 

I Bring  you  along  > 

Roa.  If  I ftand  doubted  Sir 
As  by  your  looks  I guels  it:  you  much  injure 
A man  that  loves,  and  truly  loves  this  Countrey,  - 
With  as  much  zeal  as  you  doe*,  one  that  hates 
The  Prince  by  whom  it  luffers,  and  as  deadly  *, 

One  that  dares  ftep  as  far  to  gain  my  freedom. 

As  any  he  that  breaths  *,  that  wears  a fword 
Aslharp  as  any’s. 

€am.  Nay,  nomorecomparifons. 

Kon.  What  you  but  whilper,  I dare  fpeak  aloud, 

Stood  the  King  by  •,  have  means  to  put  in  ad  too 
What  you  but  coldly  plot  •,  if  this  deferve  then 
Sulpition  in  the  bell,  the  boldeft,  wileft? 

Purfue  your  own  intents.  I’ll  follow  minej 
And  if  I not  out-ftrip  you-— 

Briff.  Be  allur’(J  Sir, 

Aconlciencelike  tluscan  never  be  ally’d 
To  treachery. 

Cam.  Who  durft  fpeak  fo  much. 


But  one  that  is  like  us,  a fuficrer. 

And  Hands  as  we  affeded 
Vir.  You  are  cozen’d 
And  all  undone:^  every  Intelligencer 
Speaks  Treafon  with  like  licence , is  not  this 
Konvere,  that  hath  for  many  years  been  train’d 
In  fVrrjK^i’s  School,  a man  in  trull  and  favour. 

Rewarded  too,  and  highly? 

Cam.  Grant  all  this. 

The  thought  of  what  he  was,  being  as  he  is  now  1 
A man  dilgrac’d,  and  with  contempt  thrown  off^ 

Will  fpurr  him  to  revenge,  as  fwift  as  they. 

That  never  were  in  favour. 

Vir.  Poor  and  childilh. 

BnJ]'.  His  regiment  is  call,  that  is  moll  certain  j 
And  his  command  in  the  Caftle  given  away. 

Cam.  That  on  my  knowledge. 

Vir.  Grolldllill,  what  Shepheard 
Would  yield  the  poor  remainder  of  his  Flock, 

To  a known  Wolf-,  though  he  put  on  the  habit. 

Of  a molt  faithful  dog,  and  bark  like  one  ? 

As  this  but  only  talks. 

Cam.  Yes,  he  has  means  too. 

Vi*.  1 know  it  to  my  grief,  weak  men  I know  it  5 
To  make  his  peace,  if  there  were  any  war 
Between  him  and  his  Mailer,  betraying 
Our  innocent  lives. 

Ren.  You  are  too fulpitious 
And  I have  born  too  much,  beyond  my  temper. 

Take  your  own  waies,  I’ll  leave  you. 

Vir.  Y ou  may  Hay  now  ^ 

You  have  enough,  and  all  indeed  you  filh’d  forj 
But  one  word  Gentlemen : have  you  dilcover’d 
To  him  alone  our  plot  ? 

Brif.  To  him  and  others,  that  are  at  his  devotuMi, 

Vir.  Worle  and  worle : 

For  were  he  only  conlcious  of  our  purpole^ 

Though  with  the  breach  of  Holpitable  laws. 

In  my  own  houlu,  I’defilencehim  for  evert 
But  what  is  pall  my  help,  is  pall  my  care. 

I have  a life  tolofe. 

Cam.  Have  better  hopes.  (further’d 

Ron.  And  when  you  know,  with  what  charge  I have 
Your  noble  undertaking,  you  will  fwearme 
Another  man  ^ the  guards  I have  corrupted : 

And  of  the  choice  of  all  our  noblell  youths. 

Attir’d  like  Virgins^  fuch  as  Hermits  would 
Welcome  to  their  lad  cells,  prepar’d  a Maske*, 

As  done  for  the  Kings  pleafure. 

Vir.  For  his  lafety 
I rather  fear  j and  as  a pageant  to 
Ulherour  ruine. 

Ron.  We  as  Torch-bearers 
Will  wait  onthefe,  but  with  fiich  art  and  cunning*, 

I have  conveigh’d  lharp  poniards  in  the  Wax, 

That  we  may  pals,  though  fearch’t  through  all  his  guards 
Without  fufpition,  and  in  all  his  glory, 

Opprefshim,  and  with  fafety. 

Cam.  ’Tis  moll  llrange. 

Vir.  Tobe  effeded. 

Ron.  You  are  doubtful  Hill. 

Bri(f.  But  we  refolv’d  to  follow  him,  and  if  you 
Defill  now  Virolet.,  we  will  fay  ’tis  fear. 

Rather  than  providence.  Exeunt. 

Cam.  And  fo  we  leave  you, 

- Enter  Julian. 

Jul.  To  your  wile  doubts,  and  to  my  better  counfels ) 

Oh ! pardon  me  my  Lord,  and  trull  me  too  ^ 

Let  me  not  like  Cafandra  prophefie  truths, 

I And  never  be  believ’d,  before  the  mifehief: 

I have  heard  all  ^ know  this  a villain, 

A vUlain  that  hath  tempted  me,  and  plotted 

This 
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I'hisfoi'  voiiri  ninc,  only  to  make  way 
To  hisho]'>es  in  my  embraces-,  atmorelcifurc 
I will  acquaint  yon,  wherefore  1 conceal’d  it 
To  this  lalt  minute  •,  if  you  Itay,  are  loft. 

And  all  prevention  too  lace.  I know. 

And  ’cisto  me  known  only,  a dark  cave 
Within  this  hout'e,  a pare  of  my  poor  Dower, 

\\  here  you  may  lie  conceal’d,  as  in  the  center. 

Till  this  rough  blaft  be  o’r,  where  there  is  air. 

More  then  to  keep  in  lifej  Ffrrj«i/will  tindyou. 

So  curious  his  fears  are. 

]'ir.  ’I'is  better  fall 

I'han  hide  my  head,  now  ’twas  tliiiic  own  advice. 

My  friends  engag’d  too. 

Jitl.  You  ft  and  fuither  bound, 

•Than  to  weak  men  that  have  betrai’d  themfelves. 

Or  to  my  counlel,  though  then  juftand  loyal: 

Your  phanlle  hath  been  good,  but  not  your  judgement. 

In  choice  of  fuchto  fide  you  j will  you  leap 
From  a fteep  Tower,  becaule  a delperate  fool 
Docs  it,  andtrufts  the  wind  to  lave  his  hazard.? 

There’s  more  e.vpeded  from  yoir,  all  mens  eies  arc  fixt 
On  to  help,  not  hurt  them  ^ 

iMa.ke  good  their  hopes  and  ours,  you  have  fivorn  often. 
That  you  dare  credit  me  j and  allow’d  me  wife 
Although  a woman  i even  Kings  in  great adions, 

W ait  opportunity,  andfo  muft  you.  Sir, 

Or  loofe  your  underfranding. 

» 7r.  Thou  arc  conffanc  ^ 

I am  uncertain  fool,  a molt  blind  fool 
Be  thou  m.y  guide. 

Jul.  If  I fail  to  direct  you, 

F or  torment  or  reward,  when  I am  wretched, 

May  conftancyforlake  me. 

]'ir.  I’ve  my  fafety. 

Enter  Caftruchio  andWiXXiQ. 

Vil.  Why  are  you  rapt  thus  ? 

Caii.  Peace,  thou  art  a fool. 

Vtl.  But  if  I were  a flatterer  like  your  worlhip, 

I fhould  be  wife  and  rich  too  ^ 

There  are  few  elfethat  profper.  Bawds  excepted. 

They  hold  an  equal  place  there. 

Ca>i.  A fhrewd  knave  •, 

But  oh  the  King,  the  happy  King 
Vil.  Why  happy? 

In  bearing  a great  burthen. 

Ca  't.  \\  hat  bears  he, 

That’s  born  on  Princes  ftouldcrs? 

Vil.  A Crowns  weight, 

W hich  fets  m.ore  heavy  on  his  head,  than  the  Oar 
Slaves  dig  out  of  the  Mines,  of  which  ’tis  made. 

Ca}}.  Thou  worthily  art  his  fool,  to  think  that  heavy 
That  carries  him  in  the  air^  the  reverence  due 
Tothatmoft  facred  Gold,  makes  him  ador’d, 

HisFootfteps  kift,  his  fmilcs  toraife  a begger 
To  a Lords  fortune-,  and  when  he  but  frowns. 

The  City  quakes. 

Vil.  Or  the  poor  Cuckolds  in  it, 

Coxcombs  1 fhould  fay,  I am  of  a fool. 

Grown  a Philofopher,  to  hear  this  parafite. 

Cafb.  The  dclicatcsheisferv’d  withfee  and  envy. 

Vil.  I had  rather  have  an  Onion  with  a ftomack. 

Than  thefe  without  one. 

Cali.  The  Celeftial  Mufick, 

Such  as  the  m.otion  of  the  eternal  fphears  Still  mufick^ 

Yields  Jin/e,  when  he  drinks  Necur. 

Vil.  I ierc’s  a fine  knave,  yet  hath  too  many  fellows. 

Cjj'i.  Then  the  l^autics. 

That  with  vai  lety  of  chice  embraces,  7hefe  pap  dr. 

Renew  his  age. 

r/7.  Help  h im  to  crouch  rather,  (that  way. 

And  the  Fr-Mc/.?  Cringe,  they  are  c.xcellent  Surgeons 


Caji.  Oh  Majefty ! let  others  think  of  heaven. 

While  I contemplate  thee. 

Vil.  This  isnot  j4theifme,  but  Court  obfervance. 

Cajl.  Now  the  God  appears,  uftier’d  with  earth-quakes. 

Vil.  Bale  Idolatry.  Flourilh. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Guard.^  Servants. 

Fer.  Theft  meats  are  poilbned,  hang 
The  Cooks  *,  no  note  more  on 
Forfeit  of  your  fingers  do  you 
Envieme  a minutes  flumber,  what  are  theft? 

1 Gu.  The  Ladies  appointed  by  your  Majefty. 

Fer.  To  the  purpoft,  for  what  appointed  F 

1 Gu.  For  your  graces  pleafiire. 

Fer.  To  fuck  away  the  little  blood  is  left  me. 

By  my  continual  cares  ^ I am  not  apt  now. 

Injoy  them  fir  ft,  tafte  of  my  Diet  once  j 
And  your  turns  lerv’d,  for  fifty  Crowns  apiece 
Their  Husbands  may  redeem  them. 

JVo.  Great  Sir,  mercy. 

Fer.  I am  deaf,  why  ftare  you?  is  what  we  command 
To  be  dilputed,  who’s  this?  bring  you  the  dead 
T’  upbraid  me  to  my  face  ? 

Cafi.  Hold  Emperor  ^ 

Hold  mightieft  of  Kings,  I am  thy  vaflal, 

Thyfootftool  that  durft  not  prefume  to  look 
On  thy  offended  face. 

Fer,  Cajiruchio  rife. 

Cafi.  Let  not  the  lightning  of  thy  eie  confume  me. 

Nor  hear  that  miifical  tongue,  in  dreadful  thunder. 

That  fpeaksall  mercy. 

Vil,  Here’s  no  flattering  rogue. 

Caji.  Ferrand.,  that  is  the  Father  of  his  people, 

The  glory  of  mankind. 

Fer.  No  more,  no  word  more^ 

And  while  1 tell  my  troubles  to  my  ftif, 

Be  Statues  without  motion  of  voice. 

Though  to  be  flatter’d  is  an  itch  to  greatneft, 

It  now  offends  me. 

Vil.  Here’s  the  happy  man  j 
But  fpeak  who  dares. 

Fer,  When  I was  innocent  i 
1 yet  remember  I could  eat  and  fleep. 

Walk  unaffrighted,  but  now  terrible  to  others: 

My  guards  cannot  keep  fear  from  me 

It  ftili  purfues  me-,  Oh!  my  wounded  confcience, 

The  Bed  I would  reft  in,  isftuft  with  thorns^ 

The  grounds  ftrew’d  o’r  with  adders,  and  with  afpicks 
Where  e’r  I fet  my  foot,  but  I am  in. 

And  what  w^asgot  with  cruelty,  with  blood, 

Muft  be  defended,  though  this  life’s  a hell, 

I fear  a worft  hereafter.  Ha ! 

Enter  Ronvere  and  Guard. 

Ron.  My  Lord. 

Fer.  Welcome  Ronvere.,  welcome  my  golden  plummet 
With  which  I found  mine  enemies  depths  ajid  angers, 

Haft  thou  difeover’d. 

Ron.  All  as  you  could  wifhSir, 

The  Plot,  and  the  contrivers  j was  made  one 
Of  the  confpiracie. 

Fer.  \iVirolet  in? 

Ron.  The  head  of  all,  he  onlyfcented  me; 

And  from  his  fear,  that  I plaid  falfe  is  fledj 
The  reft  I have  in  fetters 

Fer.  Death  and  Hell. 

Next  to  my  mortal  foe  the  pirate  Sejfe., 

I aim’d  at  him  ^ he’s  virtuous,  and  wife, 

A lover  of  his  freedom  and  his  Countries 
Dangerous  to  fuch  as  govern  by  the  fword. 

And  fo  to  me : no  traft  which  way  he  went, 

No  means  to  overtake  him  ? 

Ron.  There’s  fbme  hope  left  ^ 

But  with  a rough  hand,  to  be  ftiz’d  upon. 

Fer.  What  is’t? 

Ron. 
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Koh.  If  any  know,  or  where  he  is. 

Or  which  way  he  isried,  it  is  his  wife  ^ 

Her  with  his  Father  1 have  apprehended, 

And  brought  among  the  reft. 

her.  ’Twas  wilely  order’d. 

Go  fetch  them  in, and  let  my  executioners  Exit  Ronvcrc. 

Appear  in  horror  with  the  rack. 

Vil.  I take  it  Signior,this  is  no  time  for  yon  to  flatter. 
Or  me  to  fool  in.  (near  Jove. 

Cjji:  Thou  art  wife  in  this,  let’s  oft',  it  is  unfafe  to  be 
When  he  begins  to  thunder. 

Vi/.  Good  morality.  Exit. 

her.  I that  have  pierc’d  into  the  hearts  of  men-, 

Forc’d  them  to  lay  open  with  my  looks, 

Secrets,  whofe  leaft  difeovery  was  death, 

\\’i!lrend  for  what  concerns  my  life,  the  fortrefs. 

Of  a weak  womans  faith. 

Enter  KonvcYC^ Guards  Executioners.^  rvith aEackj, 
Camillo,  Briftbnct,  Pandulfo,  Juliana. 

Ca.  What  e’rewe  fufter. 

The  weight  that  loads  a T raitors 
Heart  fits  ever,  heavy  on  thine. 

Br/jf.  As  we  are  caught  by  thee. 

Fall  thou  by  others. 

Ron.  Pifli  poor  fools,  your  curfes  will 
Never  reach  me. 

Jul.  Now  h'j  iwyVh'olets  life^ 

Father,  this  is  a glorious  ftageof  murther. 

Here  are  fine  properties  too,  andfuch  fpedlators. 

As  will  exped  good  adion,  to  the  life^ 

Let  us  perform  our  parts,  and  we  lhall  live. 

When  thefe  are  rotten,  would  we  might  begin  once  •, 

Are  you  the  Mafter  of  the  company  ? 

Troth  you  are  tedious  now. 

her.  She  does  deride  me. 

Jul.  Thee  and  thy  power,  if  one  poor  fyllabld 
Could  win  me  an  aflurance  of  thy  favor, 

I would  not  fpeak  it,  I defire  to  be 
The  great  example  of  thy  cruelty. 

To  whet  which  on,  know  F errand.,  I alone 
Can  make  difeovery,  where  my  Hrolet  is., 

\ATofe  life,  I know  thou  aim’ll;  at,  but  if  tortures 
Compel  me  to’t,  may  hope  of  heaven  forfake  me-, 

I dare  thy  worft. 

Fer.  Are  we  contemn’d? 

Jul.  Thou  art. 

Thou  and  thy  Minifters,  my  life  is  thine-. 

But  in  the  death  of  vidory  ftiall  be  mine. 

hand.  We  have  fuch  a Miftrifs  here  to  teach  us  courage. 
That  cowards  might  learn  from  her. 

Fer.  You  are  flow^  Fut  on  the  rack; 

Begin  the  Scene  thou  miferable  fool. 

For  fo  I’ll  make  thee. 

J«/,  ’Tisnotinthy  reach-, 

I am  happy  in  my  fufferings,  thou  molt  wretched.  ^ 

Fer.  So  brave!  I’ll  tame  you  yet,  pluck  hard  villains-. 

Is  file  infenfible .?  no  figh  nor  groan  ? or  is  Ihe  dead  ? 

Jul.  No  tyrant,  though  I fufter 
More  than  a woman^  beyond  flefli  and  blood  ^ 

’Tis  in  a caufe  fo  honourable,  that  1 fcorn 
W’ith  any  fign  that  may  exprefs  a forrow 
To  fhew  I do  repent. 

Fer.  Confefs  yet. 

And  thou  (halt  be  fafe. 

Jul.  ’Tis  wrapt  up  in  my  Ibul, 

From  whence  thou  canft  not  force  it. 

Fer.- 1 will  be 
Ten  dales  a killing  thee. 

Jul.  Be  twenty  thoufand. 

My  glory  lives  the  longer. 

Ron.  ’Tis  a miracle. 

She  tires  th’  executioners. 

And  me. 

Fer.  Llnloolchcr,  I am  conquer’d,  1 mult  take 
Some  other  way reach  her  my  chair,  in  honor 
01  her  invincible  fortitude. 

Ron.  Will  jou  not 
Difpatcli  the  reft? 

her.  When  1 feem  merciful, 

Aftiirc  thy  fclf  Ronvere,  I am  moft  cruel. 

Thou  wonder  of  thy  Sex,  and  of  this  Nation, 

• That  haft  chang’d  my  feverity  to  mercy. 

Not  to  thy  lelf  alone,  but  to  thy  people. 

In  which  I do  include  thefe  men,  my  enemies: 

Unbind  them. 
hand.  This  is  ftrange. 

Fer.  For  your  intent 

Againft  my  life,  which  you  dare  not  denie, 

I only  ask  one  fervice. 

Cam.  Above  hope. 

Fer.  There  rides  a Pyrate  neer,  the  Duke  of  Se[fe, 

My  enemy  and  this  Countreys,  that  in  bonds 
Holds  my  dear  friend  Afeanio:  free  this  friend; 

Or  bring  the  Pyrats  head  ^ befides  your  pardon. 

And  honor  of  the  aTion,  your  reward 
Is  forty  thoufand  Ducates.  And  becaufe 
I know  that  Viroltt  is  as  bold  as  wife. 

Be  he  your  General,  as  pledge  of  your  faith. 

That  you  will  undertake  it,  let  this  old  man, 

And  this  moft  conftant  Matron  ftaywithme: 

Of  whom,  as  of  my  felf,  I will  be  careful  ^ 

She  ftiall  diredl  you  where  her  Husband  is. 

Make  choice  of  any  Ihip  you  think  moft  ufeful. 

They  are  rig’d  for  you. 

Exeunt  Guards  n>ith  Juliana  <s(«i/Pand. 
Brif.  We  with  joy  accept  it. 

Cam.  And  will  proclaim  King  F errant  merciful. 

Exeunt. 

Ron.  The  myfterle^of  this,  my  Lord?  or  are  you 
Chang’d  in  your  nature  ? 

Fer.  I’ll  make  thee  private  to  it. 

The  lives  of  thefe  weak  men,  and  defperate  woman. 
Would  no  way  have  lecur’dme,  had!  took  them  j 
^Tis  Virolet  I aim  at^  he  has  power, 

And  knows  to  hurt.  If  they  encounter  SeJJe., 

And  he  prove  conqueror,  1 am  allur’d 

They’ll  find  no  mercy:  if  that  they  prove  vidors, 

I lhall  recover,  with  my  friend  his  head 
I moft  defire  of  all  men. 

Ron.  NOW  I have  it. 

fer.  I’ll  make  thee  underftand 'the  drift  Of  all. 

So  we  ftand  fure,  thus  much  for  thofc  that  fall.  Exeunt. 

ABus  SecunduF, 

Scdcna  Vnma, 

Enter  Boatefwain  and  Gtmner. 

Boatj.  Lay  here  before  the  wind-,  npwithyour  Canv^afe, 
And  let  her  work,  the  w'ind  begins  to  whiftle^ 

Clap  all  her  ftreamers  on,  and  let  her  dance, 

As  if  Ihe  were  the  Minion  of  the  Ocean. 

Let  her  beftride  the  billows  till  they  roar, 

And  curletheir  wanton  heads.  Flo,  below  there : 

Ho,  ho,  within. 

Lay  her  North-eaft,  andthruft  her  millen  out. 

The  day  grows  fair  and  clear,  and  the  wind  courts  us. 

Oh  for  alufty  fail  now,  to  give  chafe  to. 

Gun.  A ftubborn  Bark,  thatwou’dbutbearuptous^ 

And  change  a broadfide  bravely. 

Boatf.  Where’s  the  Duke/ 

Gun.  I have  not  leen  him  ftir  to  day, 

Boatf.  Oh  Gunner, 

N Uliat  1 
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What  bravery  dwells  in  his  age,  and  what  valour? 

And  to  his  friends,  what  gcntlcncfs  and  bounty  ? 
Hovvloag  have  ^ve  been  inhabitants  at  Sea  here  ? 

Gmh.  Some  fourteen  years. 

Bitatf.  By  fourteen  lives  1 fwear  then. 

This  Element  never  nouriflit  fuch  a Pirate*, 

So  great,  fo  fearlels,  and  fo  fortunate. 

So  patient  in  his  want,  in  Aft  fo  valiant. 

How  many  fail  of  well  mann’d  Ihips  before  us. 

As  the  BoKHto  docs  the  flying  Fifli, 

Have  we  purfued  and  fcour’d,  that  to  outdrip  us. 

They  have  been  fain  to  hang  their  very  Ihirts  on? 

What  Gallics  have  \ve  bang’d,  and  funk,  and  taken  *, 
\\'hofe  only  fraughts  were  tire,  and  ftern  defiance  / 

And  nothing  Ipokc  but  Bullet  in  all  thefe. 

How  like  old  Neptuneh^ve  1 feen  our  General 
Standing  i’ th’  Poop,  andtofling  his  Steel  Trident, 
Commanding  both  the  Sea  and  W'inds  to  ferve  him  ? 

Gu  t.  His  Daughter  too,  w’bich  is  the  honor  Boatfvvain, 
Of  a’l  h^r  ie.v  •,  that  Martial  Maid. 

Bojif.  A brave  wench. 

Gun.  How  oftentimes,  a fight  being  new  begun. 

Has  fhe  leap’d  down,  and  took  my  Linftock  from  me, 

.And  crying,  now  fly  righ,  and  fir’d  all  my  chafers  ? 

Then  like  the  Image  of  the  warlike  Goddefs, 

Her  Target  brac’d  upon  her  arm,  her  fword  drawn, 

And  anger  in  her  eies  leapt  up  again, 

And  bravely  hail’d  the  Bark.  I have  wondred  Boatfvvain, 
That  in  a body  made  fo  delicate. 

So  fofi:  for  fweet  embraces,  fo  much  fu'e. 

And  mardy  foul,  not  ftarting  at  a danger. 

r Her  noble  Father  got  her  in  his  fury. 

And  10  file  proves  a Soldier. 

i ;in.  This  too  I w’onder  at 
'^aki/ig  fo  many  flrangers  as  he  does, 

E?  j afes  them  with  that  refpeT  and  coolnefs, 

N'o:  making  prize,  but  only  borrowing 
Ahatmayfupplyhis  want;  nor  that  for  nothing*, 
due  renders  back  what  they  may  hand  in  need  of. 

And  then  parts  lo-fingly ; Where,  if  he  take 
His  Cenr  troyman,  that  fhould  be  neareft  to  him  , 

And  flrand  moff  free  from  danger,  he  fiire  pays  for’t: 

He  drowns  or  hangs  the  men,  raiifacks  the  Bark, 

Then  gives  hemp  a Bonfire  to  his  fortune.  (trey 

Sjatf.  The  wrongs  he  has  receiv’d  from  that  dullCoun- 
That’sall  i krowhas  purchas’d  ah  his  cruelty. 

We  fare  the  better;,  cheerly,  checrly  boys, 

The  fliir  runs  merrily,  my  Captain’s  melancholly. 

And  nr  thing  cures  that  in  him  buta  Sea-fight: 

T hope  to  meet  a lail-boy,  and  a right  one. 

C :n.  1 hat’s  my  hope  too , I am  ready  for  the  pafhimc. 
Butf.  j’  th’ mean  time  let’s  bellow  a Song  upon  him, 
Tofnakc  him  from  his  dumps,  and  bid  good  day  to  him. 
Ho,  in  the  hold. 

£ftter  a Boy. 

Boy.  Here,  here. 

Eoatf.  To  th’Main  top,  Bo3^ 

And  thou  kenfla  fhip  that  dares  defie  us, 

Here’s  Gold, 

Boy.  I am  gone.  Exit  Boy. 

boatf.  Come  firs,  a quaint  Levet.  'Trump.  ^*Levet. 
To  waken  our  brave  General.  Then  to  our  labor. 

Enter  Vul^e  of  Scfle  above.^  and  his  daughter  Martia 
like  an  Amazon. 

S'-f.  I thank  you  loving  mates;  I thank  you  all. 

There’s  to  prolong  your  mirth,  and  good  morrow  to  you. 

Vaugh.  Take  this  from  me,  you’re  honeft,  valiant  friends; 
And  fuch  w e mufl:  make  m jch  of.  Not  a fail  ftirring  ? 

Gua.  Not  any  within  ken  yet. 

Boatf.  Wunout  doubt  Lady 


The  wind  Handing  fo  fair  and  fbll  upon  us. 

We  fhall  have  fport  anon.  But  noble  General 
Why  are  you  ftill  fo  fad?  you  take  our  edge  off; 

You  make  us  dull,  and  Ipiritlels. 

Sr/ I’ll  tell  ye, 

Becaufe  I will  provoke  you  to  be  fortunate  • 

For  when  you  know  my  caufo,  ’twill  double  arm  you. 

I his  woman  never  knew  it  yet;  my  daughter 
Somedilcontents  Ihe  has.  ’ 

Vaugb.  Pray  fir  go  forward. 

Sef  Thefe  fourteen  years,  I have  Hored  it  here  at  Sea 
Wdierethe  moft  curious  thought  could  never  find  it. 
Boatf  Call  up  the  Mafter,  and  all  the  Mates. 

Enter  belong  the  Ma^er  and  Sailers. 

Sef  Good  morrow. 

Maji.  Good  morrow  to  our  General,  a good  one 
And  to  that  Noble  Lady  all  goodwilhes.  ^ 

Daugh.  I thank  you  Mafter. 

Sef  Mark  me,  thus  it  is  then; 

\A_hichI  did  never  think  to  have  diftovered 
Till  full  revenge  had  wooed  me;  but  to  fatisfie 
My  faithful  friends,  thus  I caft  off  my  burden, 
in  that fliort time!  was  a Courtier, 

And  followed  that  moft  hated  of  ail  Princes, 

F errant^  the  full  example  of  all  mifehiefs,  ’ 

Compell’d  to  follow  to  my  loul  a ftranger, 

It  was  my  chance  one  day  to  play  at  Chefle 
For  fomefew  Crowns,  with  a mynionof  this  Kings 
A mean  poor  man,  that  only  ferv’d  his  pleafures  • ’ 
Removing  of  a Rook,  we  grew  to  words*  ’ 

From  this  to  hotter  anger.*  to  be  fhort  ’ 
i got  a blow.  ’ 

Daugh.  How,  how  my  Noble  Father: 

Sef  A blow  my  girl,  which  I had  loon  repaid 
And  funk  theflave  for  ever,  had  not  odds  ’ 

Thruft  in  betwixt  us.  I went  away  difgrac’d 

Daugh.  For  honors  fake  not  fo  Sir. 

Sef  For  that  time,  wench; 

But  call’d  upon  him,  like  a Gentleman, 

By  many  private  friends;  knockt  at  his  valour. 

Courted  his  honor  hourly  to  repair  me; 

And  though  he  were  a thing  my  thoughts  made  flight  on 
And  only  worth  the  fury  of  my  footman,  ^ ’ 

Still  I purfii’d  him  Nobly. 

Daugh.  Did  he  efoape  you  .<* 

My  old  brave  father,  could  you  fit  down  fo  coldly? 

Sef  Have  patience,  and  know  all.  Purfu’d  him  fairly. 
Till  I was  laugh’d  at,  fcorn’d,my  wrongs  made  Maygames 
By  himunjuftly  wrong’d,  fhould  be  all  juftice. 

The  flaveprotefted;  yet  at  length  1 found  him, 

Found  him,  when  he  fuppos’d  all  had  been  buried  - 
And  what  I had  received,  durft  not  be  queftioned*  ’ 

And  then  befell,  under  my  Sword  he  fell,  ’ 

For  ever  funk ; his  poor  life,  like  the  ai^ 

Blown  in  an  empty  bubble,  burft,  and  left  him, 

No  noble  wind  of  memory  to  raifehim. 

But  then  began  my  mi  fery,  I fled; 

The  Kings  frowns  following,  and  my  friends  defpair ; 

No  hand  that  durft  relieve:  my  Countrey  fearful, 

Bafely  and  weakly  fearful  ofa  tyrant ; 

Which  madehisbad  Will  worfe, flood  ftill  and  wondred. 
Their  virtues  bedrid  in  ’em;  then  my  girl, 

A little  one,  Ifnatch’d  thee  from  thy  Nurfe, 

The  modcJlof  thy  fathers  miferies.* 

And  fome  frnall  wealth  was  fit  for  prefent  carri*age. 

And  got  to  Sea ; where  I profeft  my  anger,  ^ 

And  will  do,  whilftthatbafe  ungrateful  Countrey, 

And  that  bad  King,  have  blood  or  means  to  quench  me. 

Now  yc  know  all. 

Maji.  We  know  all,  and  admire  all ; 

Go  on,  and  do  a’l  ftill,  and  ftill  be  fortunate. 

D aught.  Had  you  done  lefs,  or  loft  this  Noble  anger. 

You 


99 


The  double  Marriage. 


You  had  been  worthy  then  mens  empty  pities, 

And  not  their  wonders.  Goon,  andule  your  jullicc, 

And  ulc  it  Hill  with  that  fell  vi6Iencc, 

It  Hrlt  appeared  to  yon^  if  you  gold's. 

Or  take  adyating  mercy  to  protedion. 

The  honor  of  a Father  I dilclaim  in  you. 

Call  back  all  duty;,  and  will  be  prouder  of 
Th’  infamous  and  bafe  name  of  a whore. 

Than  daughter  to  a great  Duke  and  a coward. 

Sef.  Mine  own  fweet  no : thou  knowll  my  nature, 

It  caimot,  muff  not  be. 

VattqJ}.  I hope  it  Ihall  not. 

But  why  Sir  do  you  keep  alive  ftill  young  /Ifcjfiio., 

Prince  ofKfl^iw,  King  f’errj«//moft  belov’d  one, 

You  took  two  months  agoe.? 

. Why  is  not  he  flung  overboard,  or  hang’d 
I’ll  tell  the6  girl : 

! It  were  a mercy  in  my  nature  now^. 

So  foon  to  break  the  bed  of  his  afflidions  j 
I am  not  fo  far  reconcil’d  yet  to  him. 

To  let  him  die  that  were  a benefit. 

Belides,  1 keep  him  as  a bait  and  diet. 

To  draw  on  more,  and  nearer  to  the  King, 

I look  each  hour  to  hear  of  his  Armidos., 

And  a hot  welcome  they  Ihall  have, 

Datigh.  But  hark  you? 

If  you  were  overfway’d  with  odds — 

Sejl  I find  you: 

I would  not  yield-,  no  girl,  no  hope  of  yielding. 

Nor  fling  my  felf  one  hour  into  their  mercies. 

And  give  the  tyrant  hope  to  gain  his  kingdom. 

No,  I can  fink  wench,  and  make  fhift  to  die  j 
A thoiriand  doors  are  open,  I Ihall  hit  one. 

I am  no  niggard  of  my  life  fo  it  go  nobly  r 
All  waies  are  equal,  and  all  hours  ^ I care  not. 

Daugh.  Now  you  Ipeak  like  my  father. 

Maji.  Noble  General, 

If  by  our  means  they  inherit  ought  but  bangs,  ; 

The  mercy  of  the  main  yard  light  upon  us.  ’ 

No,  we  can  fink  too.  Sir,  and  fink  low  enough. 

To  pofe  their  cruelties,  to  follow  us: 

And  he  that  thinks  of  life,  if  the  world  go  that  way, 

A thouland  cowards  fuck  his  bones. 

Ghk.  Let  the  worft  come, 

I can  unbreech  a Cannon,  and  without  much  help 
Turn  her  into  the  Keel-,  and  whenlhe  has  Iplitit, 

Every  man  knows  his  way,  his  own  prayers, 

And  fo  good  night  I think. 

Mafl.  We  have  liv’d  all  with  you.  Boy  a top. 

And  will  die  with  you  General. 

Sef.  I thank  you  Gentlemen. 

Boy  above.  A Sail,  a Sail. 

Maji.  A cheerful  found. 

Boy.  A Sail.  ' 

Boatf.  Of  whence .?  of  whence  boy  ? 

Boy  A lufty  Sail. 

Vaitgh.  Look  right,  and  look  again. 

Boy.  She  plows  the  Sea  before  her, 

Andfomes  i’th’  mouth. 

Boatf.  Of  whence  ? 

Boy.  I ken  not  yet  fir. 

Sef.  Oh  maylhe  prove  of  Naples. 

Maji.  Prove  the  Devil, 

We’ll  Ipitout  fire  as  thick  as  fhe. 

Boy.  Hoy. 

Ma[i.  Brave  boy. 

Boy.  Of  Naples.,  Naples.,  t think  of  Naples  Mafter, 

, Methinks  I fee  the  Arms. 

Maji.  Up,  up  another, 

And  give  more  certain  figns.  ^xit  Sailor. 

S ef.  All  to  your  bufinefs. 

And  Hand  but  right  and  true, 
j Boatf.  Hang  him  that  halts  now. 

Boy.  Sh’as  us  in  chafe. 


Maji.  We’ll  fparc  her  our  mainiop-lail, 

He  Ihall  ilot  look  us  long,  we  are  no  flatters. 

Down  with  the  forclail  too,  we’ll  Ipoom  before  her. 

Mart.  Gunner,  good  noble  Gunner,  for  my  honor 
Load  me  butthele  two  Minions  in  the  chape  there  v 
And  load ’em  right,  thatthey  may  bid  fair  welcome. 

And  be  thine  eye,  and  level  as  thy  heart  is. 

Gtitt.  Madam,  I’ll  Icratch ’em  out.  I’ll  pils’em  outclfc. 
Sayl,  above.  Ho. 

Sef.  Of  whence  now  ? 

Sail.  Of  Naples,  Naples,  Naples. 

I fee  her  top-Flag,  howlhe  quarters  Naples. 

I hear  her  Trumpets. 

Sef.  Down,  flic’s  welcome  to  us. 

Txit.  Maf.  Boatf.Gun.Sail. 
Every  man  to  his  charge, mann  her  i’th’  bow  well. 

And  place  your  Rakers  right.  Daughter  be  I'paring. 

Mart.  I i'wear  I’ll  be  above  Sir,  in  the  thickefl, 

And  where  molt  danger  is.  I’ll  feek  for  honor. 

They  have  begun,  hark  how  their  Trumpets  call  us. 

Hark  hoyv  the  wide-mouth’d  Cannons  fing  amongft  us. 

Hark  hciwthey  fail^  out  of  our  Aids  for  lhamc  Sir. 

Sef.  Now  fortune  and  my  caufe. 

Mart.  Behold  and  conquer.  Exit. 

Charge  7 rumpets  andjhot  within. 

Enter  Majier  and  Boatfwain. 

Maji.  They’ll  board  us  once  again,  they’re  tuff and  valiant- 
Boatf.  T wice  we  have  blown  ’em  into  th’  air  like  feUthers. 
And  made  ’em  dance. 

Maji.  Good  boys,  fight  bravely,  manly. 

They  come  on  yet, clap  in  her  flern,  and  yoke  ’em. 

Enter  Gunner. 

Gun.  Yoi^  fhould  not  need,  I have  provifion  for ’em  ^ 
Let’em  board  once  again,  the  next  is  ours. 

Stand  bravely  to  your  Pikes,  away,  be  valiant. 

I have  a fecond  courfe  of  fervice  for  ’em. 

Shall  make  the  bowels  of  their  Barkake,  boy. 

The  Duke  fights  like  a Dragon.  Who  dares  be  idle  ? : Exit. 

Charge  Trumpets,  Piecesgo 

Enter  Majier,  Boatfwain  following. 

Maji.  Down  with  ’em,  flow  ’em  in  (the  Sea. 

Boatf.  Cut  their  throats,’tis  brotherhood  to  fling  ’em  into 
The  Duke  is  hurt,  fois  his  lovely  Daughter  ;■ 

We  have  the  day  yet. 

Enter  Gunner. 

(yet  flew. 

G»«.Pox  fire  ’em,  they  have  fmoak’d  us,  never  liich  plums 
Boatf.  They  have  rent  the  fhip,  and  bor’d  a hundred  holes 
She  fwims  ftill  luftily. 

Maji.  She  made  a brave  fight,  and  flie  fliall  be  cur’d 
And  make  a braver  yet.'  ’ 

Gun.  Bring  us  fome  Canns  up,  1 am  as  hot  as  fire. 

Enter  boy  with  three  Canns. 

Boat.  I am  fure  I am  none  o’  th’  cooleft. 

Gun.  My  Cannons  rung  like  Bels.  Here’s  to  my  Miftrils. 
The  dainty  fweet  brafs  Minion:  fplit  their  Fore-Maft, 

She  never  fail’d.  (men< 

Mafi.  Ye  did  all  well,  and  truly,  like  faithful  honeft 
Boatf.  But  is  fhe  rich  Mafter  ? Trumpets  flourijh. 

Enter  Sefle,  Martia,  Virolet,  Sailors. 

Maji.  Rich  for  my  Captains  purpofe  howfoever. 

And  we  are  his.  How  bravely  now  he  fliows. 

Heated  in  blood  and  anger  ? how  do  you  Sir  ? 

Not  wounded  mortally  I hope  ? 
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SiQ'.  N'o  Maftcr,  but  only  wear  the  livery  of  fury. 

I am  hurt,  and  deep. 

iMy  .Milfrils  too? 

Mart.  A Icratch  man, 

My  needle  would  ha  done  as  much  good  Sir.? 

Be  provident  and  caretiil. 

Prethee  peace  girl, 

This  wound  is  not  the  firfe  blood  I have  blufht  in, 

Ye  fought  all  like  tall  men,  my  thanks  among  ye. 

That  Ijicaksnot  what  my  piulc  means, but  my  tongue,  fol 

(diers. 

N*ow  Sir,  to  you  that  fought  me  out,  that  found  me. 

That  found  me  what  I am,  the  Tyrant’s  Tyrant-, 

You  that  were  imp’d,  the  weak  arm  to  his  folly, 

You  arc  welcome  to  your  death. 

Vtr.  I do  expeT  it. 

And  therefore  need  no  compliment,  but  wait  it. 

S:f.  Thou  bor’ldthe  face  once  of  a Noble  Gentleman, 
Ranktindie  firft  hlc  of  the  virtuous. 

By  every  hopeful  Ipirit,  fhevved  and  pointed, 

Thy  Countries  love;,  one  that  advanc’d  her  honor^ 

Not  tainted  with  the  bafe  and  fervile  ufes 
The  Tyrant  ties  mens  fouls  to.  Tell  me  Virolet^ 

If  Ihame  have  not  forfook  thee,  with  thy  credit  ? 

/ No  more  of  thefc  Racks  ^ what  1 am,  I ana, 

I hope  not  to  go  free  with  poor  confefTions , 

Nor  if  I Ihewill,  will  1 feem  amonfter. 

By  making  my  mi  nd  pri  foner  ■,  do  your  worft. 

\Vhen  I came  out  to  deal  with  you,  1 call  it. 

Only  thole  bale  inflicTjons  fit  for  flavcs, 

Becaufe  I am  a Gentleman. 

S(Jf.  1 hou  art  none. 

Thou  wall  while  thou  Roodll:good,th’artnowa  villain. 
And  agent  for  the  devil. 

Vir.  That  tongue  lies. 

Give  me  myfword  again,  and  Rand  all  arm’tJ  ^ 

I’ll  prove  it  on  ye  all,  1 am  a Gentleman, 

A man  as  fair  in  honor,  rate  your  prifoners, 

How  poor  and  like  a Pedagogue  it  fhews? 

How  far  from  Noblenefs?  ’tis  fair,  you  maykilPs^ 

But  to  defame  your  vidlory  with  foul  language. 

Sef.  Go  fling  him  over-board-.  I’ll  teach  you  firrah. 

Vir.  You  cannot  teach  me  to  die.  I could  kill  you  now 
With  patience,  in  defpifing  all  your  cruelties. 

And  make  you  choke  with  anger. 

Sef.  Away  I lay. 

hUr.  Stay  Sir,  h’as  given  you  fuch  bold  language, 

I am  net  reconcil’d  to  him  yet,  and  therefore 
He  fhall  not  have  his  wifh  obferv’dfo  nearly. 

To  die  when  he  pleafe*,  1 befcech  you  flay  Sir^ 

Sef.  Do  with  him  what  thou  wilt. 

Mar.  Carry  liim  toth’  Bilboes., 

And  clap  him  faft  there,  with  the  Prince. 

Vir.  Do  Lady, 

For  any  death  you  give,  I am  bound  to  blefs  you. 

Ea:// Virolet-,  andSailcrs. 

Mar.  Now  to  your  Cabin,  Sir-,  pray  lean  upon  me. 

And  take  your  reft,  the  Surgeons  wait  all  for  you. 

Sef.  Thou  mak’ft  me  blufh  to  fee  thee  bear  thy  fortunes-, 
Why,  fure  I have  no  hurt,  I have  not  fought  fure.? 

M^y?.  You  bleed  apace,  Sir. 

Mxrt.  Ye  grow  cold  too. 

Sej.  I muft  be  rul’d,  no  leaning, 
iMy  deepeft  wounds  fcorn  Crutches. 

All.  A brave  General.  Flour.  Trumpets-,  Comets. 

Exeunt  omnes. 

i Enter  txvo  Sailors. 

\ 

I Sail.  Will  they  not  moorc  her  ? 

I 2 Sail.  Not  till  wecometo  the  Fort, 

■ This  is  too  weak  a place  for  our  defences, 

I The  Carpenters  arc  hard  at  work-,  fhc  fwims  well, 


And  may  hold  out  another  fight.  The  Ihip  we  took 
Burns  there  to  give  us  light. 

1 Sayl.  She  made  a brave*  fight.- 

2 Sayl.  She  put  us  all  in  fear. 

1 Sail.  Befhrew  my  heart  did  fhe. 

Her  men  are  gone  to  Candia.,  they  are  pePper’d, 

All  but  this  prifoner. 

2 Sayl.  Sure  he’s  a brave  fellow. 

1 S ayl.  A ftubborn  knave,  but  we  have  pul’d  hii  bravery. 

He  discovers  VirOlet^w*^  Afeanio  in  the  Bilboes. 
Look  how  he  looks  now : come  let’s  go  ferve  his  dyct, 
Which  is  but  bread  and  water. 

2 Sayl.  He’ll  grow  fat  on’t.  txeunt  Sailors. 

Afca.  Imuftconfefs  I have  endur’d  much  jnifery, 

Even  almoft  to  the  mine  of  my  fpirit, 

But  ten  times  more  grows  my  alflidlion. 

To  find  my  friend  here. 

Vir.  Had  we  ferv’d  our  Countrey, 

Or  honefties,  as  we  have  ferv’d  our  follies. 

We  had  not  been  here  now  ? 

Ajca.  ’Tis  too  true  Firo/f?. 

Vir.  And  yet  my  end  in  vent’ring  for  your  fafety. 
Pointed  at  more  than  FwawF/ Will,  a bale  one  ^ 

Some  fervice  for  mine  own,  Ibme  for  my  Nation, 

Some  for  my  friend  ^ but  1 am  rightly  paid, 

That  durft  adventure  fuch  a noble  office, 

From  the  moft  treacherous  command  of  mifehief  j 
You  know  him  now  ? 

Afca.  And  when  I nearer  knew  him. 

Then  when  I waited,  Heaven  be  witnefs  with  me, 

( And  if  I lie  my  mileries  ftill  load  me  ) 

With  what  tears  1 have  wooed  him,  with  what  prayers. 
What  weight  of  reafonsl  have  laid,  what  dangers^ 

Then,  when  the  peoples  curfes  flew  likeftormsj 
And  every  tongue  was  whetted  to  defame  him, 

To  leave  his  doubts,  his  tyrannies,  his  flaughters. 

His  fell  opprellions : I know  I was  hated  too. 

Vir.  And  all  mankind  that  knew  him : thefe  confellions 
Do  no  good  to  the  world,  to  heaven  they  may. 

Let’s  ftudy  to  die  well,  we  have  liv’d  like  coxcombs. 

Afca.  That  my  misfortune,  Ihould  lole  you  too. 

Vir.  Yes^ 

And  not  only  me,  but  many  more,  and  better : 

For  my  life,  ’tis  not  this  i or  might  I favc  yours, 

Andfome  brave  friends  I have  engag’d,  let  me  goj 
It  were  the  meritorious  death  I wifh  for. 

But  we  muft  hang  or  drown  like  whelps. 

Afca.  No  remedy. 

Vir.  On  my  part  I exped  none.  I know  the  man, 

And  know  he  hasbeennetledtothe  quick  too, 

I know  his  nature. 

Afca.  A moft  cniel  nature. 

Vir.  His  wrongs  have  bred  him  up.  I cannot  blame  him. 
Ajca.  He  has  a daughter  too,  the  greateft  Icorner, 

Ana  moft  infulter  upon  milery. 

Vir.  For  thofe,  they  are  toys  to  laugh  at,not  to  lead  men : 
A womans  mirth  or  anger,  like  a meteor 
Glides  and  is  gone,  and  leaves  no  crack  behind  it  j 
Our  miferies  would  feem  like  mafters  to  us. 

And  fhake  our  manly  fpirits  into  feavers; 

If  we  rerpeded  thofe  the  more  they  glory. 

And  raife  infulting  Trophies  on  our  mines  j 
The  more  our  virtues  fhine  in  patience. 

Sweet  Prince,  the  name  of  death  was  never  terrible 
To  him  that  knew  to  live  ^ nor  the  loud  torrent 
Of  all  afflidions,  finging  as  they  fwim, 

A gall  of  heart,  but  to  a guilty  conlbience : 

Whilft  wc  ftand  fair,  though  byatwo-edg’d  ftorm, 

We  find  untimely  falls,  likcearly  Rofes  j 
Bent  to  the  earth,  we  bear  our  native  fweetnels. 

Afca.  Good  Sir  go  on. 

Vir.  When  wc  are  little  children. 

And  cry  and  fret  for  every  toy  comes  crofs  us  j 
How  fwcetly  do  wc  Ihew,  when  fleep  fteals  on  us .? 

When 
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when  we  grow  great,  but  our  affedions  greater, 

Aud  ftriiggle  wiUi  this  ftubbotn  twin,  born  with  us  j 
And  tug  and  pull,  yet  ftill  we  find  a Giant : 

Had  wc  not  then  the  priviledge  to  fleep. 

Our  cverlalling  deep  ? he  would  make  us  idiots  ^ 

The  memory  and  monuments  of  good  men 

Arc  more  than  lives,  and  though  their  tombs  want  tongues, 

Yet  have  they  eies  that  daily  fweat  their  lodes  ^ 

And  fuch  a tear  from  flone,  no  time  can  value. 

To  die  both  young  and  good,  are  natures  curies 

As  the  world  faiesi  ask  truth,  they  are  bounteous  blcdings: 

For  then  we  reach  at  Heaven,  in  our  full  virtues. 

And  fix  our  felves  new  Stars,  crown’d  with  our  goodnefs. 

Afc.  You  have  double  arm’d  me.  Strange  Muficli 

Hark  what  noife  is  this  ? rpithhi^  Hohoys. 

What  horrid  noife  is  the  Sea  pleas’d  to  fing. 

A hideous  IDirge  to  our  deliverance? 

Vir.  Stand  fait  now. 

Withinjirajtge  criei^  horrid noiJe^T'runipetj. 

Afc.  I am  fixt. 

Vir.  We  fear  ye  not.  E«/frMartia. 

Let  death  appear  in  all  lhapes,  we  ihiile  on  him. 
/^/c.TheLady  now. 

Vir.  The  face  o’ th’  Mask  is  alter’d. 

Afc.  What  will  die  do  ? 

Vir.  Do  what  die  can,  I care  not. 

Afc.  She  looks  on  you  Sir. 

Vir.  Rather  die  looks  through  me,  ' - ■ 

, But  yet  die  flirs  me  not.  - > 

Mart.  Poor  wretched  daves. 

Why  do  you  live  ? or  if  ye  hope  for  mercy, 

'Why  do  not  you  houl  out,  and  fill  the  hold 
'With lamentations,  cries,  andbafe  fubmifiions. 

Worthy  our  fcorn/ 

Vir.  Madam,  you  are  miftaken  •, 

We  are  no  daves  to  you,  but  to  blind  fortune  j 
And  if  die  had  her  eyes,  and  durftbe  certain. 

Certain  our  friend,  I would  not  bow  unto  her  ^ 

I would  not  cry,  nor  ask  fbbale  a nt&rcy  : 

If  you  fee  any  thing  in  our  appearance, 

W’orthy  your  fexes  fbftnefs  and  your  own  glory ; ,,  r 

Do*  it  for  that,  and  let  that  good  reward  it: 

We  cannot  beg. 

Mart.  I’ll  make  you  beg,  and  bow  too. 

Vir.  Madam  for  what  ? 

Mart.  For  life and  when  you  hope  it. 

Then  will  I laugh  and  triumph  on  your  bafenels. 

Afc.  Madam,  ’tis  true,  there  may  be  fuch  a favour 
And  we  may  ask  it  too  ^ ask  it  with  honor  j 
And  thank  you  for  that  favour,  nobly  thank  you. 

Though  it  be  deaths  but  when  we  beg  a bafe  life. 

And  beg  it  of  your  fcorn — 

Vir.  Y’are  couzenM  woman, 

Yourhandfomnefs  may  do  much,  but  not  this  way } 

Btjit  for  your  glorious  hate-^ 

Mart.  Are  ye  fo  Itubborn  / 

’Death,  I will  make  you  bow. 

Vir.  It  mud;  be  in  your  bed  then  j 
There  you  may  work  rrte  to  humility* 

Mart.  Why,  I c3n  kill  thee* 

Vir.  If  you  do  it  handfomely  ^ 

It  may  be  I can  thank  you,  eifV^ 

Mart.  So  glorious? 

Her  cruelty  now  works. 

Mart.  Yet  woot  thou? 

I Vir.  No. 

Mart.  Wilt  thou  for  life  fake  ? 

Vir.  No,  I know  yourfubtilty. 

Mart.  For  honor  fake? 

Vir\  I will  not  be  a Pageant, 

My  mind  was  ever  firm,  and  fo  I’ll  lofe  it. 
j MJrt.  Pll  ftarve  thee  to  it. 

Vir.  I’ll  ftarve  my  lelf,  andcrofs  it. 

Mart.  I’ll  lay  thee  on  fuch  mrferies  — — 
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Vir.  I’ll  wear ’em. 

And  with  that  wantonnefs,  you  do  your  Bracelets. 

A/art.  I’ll  be  a month  a killing  thee. 

Vir.  Poor  Lady, 

I’ll  be  a month  a dying  then;  what’s  that? 

There’s  many  a Calenture  out-does  your  cruelty. 

Mart.  How  might  I do  in  killing  of  his  body. 

To  lave  his  Noble  mind.*’  Who  waits  there.'' 

Enter  a Sailor.^  rpith  a rich  Cap  and  Mantle, 

Sayl.  Madam. 

Mart.  Unbolt  this  man, and  leave  thofe  things  behind  you : 
And  lb  away,  now  put  ’em  on.  i^xit 

T/>.  To  what  end?  Sailer 

Mart.  To  my  End,  to  my  W'ill. 

Vtr.  1 will. 

Mart.  I thank  you. 

Vir.  Nay,  now  you  thank  me.  I’ll  do  more.  I’il  tell  ye, 

I am  afervant  to  your  coiirtefie. 

And  lb  far  will  be  woo’d:  but  if  this  triumph 
Be  only  aim’d  to  make  your  milchief  glorious  j 
Lady,  y’ave  put  a richer  Ihroud  upon  me, 

Which  my  ftrong  mind  lhall  fuller  in. 

Mart.  Come  hither. 

And  all  thy  bravery  put  into  thy  carriage, 

For  1 will  admire  thee. 

Vir.  Whither  will  this  woman  ? 

Afc.  Take  heed  my  friend. 

Mart.  Look  as  thou  ftorn’dft  my  cruelty  : 

I know  thou  doft. 

Vir.  I never  fear’d  nor  flatter’d. 

Mart..  No  if  thou  hadft,thou  hadft  died, and  I had  gloried. 

I fuller  now,  and  thou  which  art  my  prifoner. 

Haft  nobly  won  the  free  power  to  delpile  me. 

I love  thee,  and  admire  thee  for  thy  Noblenels  j 
And,for  thy  manly  fuflerance,  am  thy  fervant. 

Vir.  Good  Lady,  mock  me  not. 

Mart.  By  heaven  I love  thee  •, 

And  by  the  foul  of  love,  am  one  piece  with  thee. 

Thy  mind,  thy  mind:,  thy  brave,  thy  manly  mind: 

That  like  a Rock,ftands  all  the  ftorms  of  fortune, 

And  beats  ’em  roaring  back  they  cannot  reach  thee : 

That  lovely  mind  I dote  on,  not  the  body. 

That  mind  has  rob’d  me  of  my  liberty : 

That  mind  has  darken’d  all  my  bravery. 

And  into  poor  defpis’d  things,  turn’d  my  angers. 

Receive  me  to  your  love  Sir,  and  inftrueft  me  j 
Receive  me  to  your  bed,  and  marry  me  ^ 

I’ll  wait  upon  you,  blefs  the  hour  I knew  you. 

Vir.  Is  this  a new  way 
Mart.  If  you  doubt  my  faith. 

Firft  take  your  liberty-,  I’ll  make  it  perfeft. 

Or  any  thing  within  my  power. 

Vir.  I love  you 

But  how  to  recompence  your  love  with  marriage.? 

Alas,  I have  a wife. 

Dearer  thau  lam? 

That  will  adventure  fo  much  for  your  fafety  ? 

Forget  her  father’s  wrongs,  quit  her  own  honor. 

Pull  on  her,  for  a ftrangers  fake,  all  curfes  1 
Vir.  Shall  this  Prince  have  his  freedom  too  ? 

Elfe  all  1 love  is  gone,  all  my  friends  perifh. 

Mart.  He  fhall. 

Vir.  What  fhall  I do.? 

Mart.  If  thou  defpife  my  courtefie. 

When  I am  dead,  for  grief  I am  forfaken. 

And  no  foft  hand  left  to  aflwage  your  forrows  ^ 

Too  late,  but  too  true,  curfe  your  own  cruelties. 

Afca.  Be  wife:,  if  fhe  be  true,  nothredisleft  elfe, 

To  guldens  from  this  labyrinth  of  fnifehief-, 

Nor  no  way  for  our  friends.  1 

Vir.  Thus  then  I take  you : 

I bind  ye  to  my  life,  my  love. 
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• Mjrt.  1 take  you , 

And  with  the  like  bond  tyc  my  heart  yourfervanty 
' \\  ’ are  now  almoll  at  Harbor,  within  this  hour, 

' In  the  dead  watch.  I’ll  have  the  Long-boat  ready  y 
And  when  I give  the  word,  bcliireyou  enter, 

Til  tee  ve  furnilht  both  immediately. 

And  like  your  Iclf  Tome  triiityman  lhall  wait  you^ 

I'he  watch  I’ll  make  mine  own  j only  my  love 
Requires  a Wronger  vow,  which  I’ll  adminiftcr 
Before  v,;?  gO; 

Vir.  ril  take  it  to  confirm  you. 

Mart.  Goc,  in  there  are  the  keys,  unlock  his  fetters, 

And  arm  ye  Nobly  bothy  I’ll  be  with  you  prefently-, 

' And  fo  this' Icn'ing  kits. 

yjfcjK.  Be  conllant  Lady.  Exeunt  omnes- 

Enter  the  Puke  <;/'Selle  hy  Torch-light^  Mafier 
And  Surgeon  ivith  him. 

Sitrg.  You  grow  fo  angry  Sir,  your  wound  goes  backward, 
Sef.  I am  angry  at  the  time,  at  none  of  you, 

That  fends  but  one  poor  fubjed  for  revenge  y 
1 would  have  all  the  Court,  and  all  the  villanie. 

Was  ever  practis’d  under  that  foul  F errant 
Tyrant,  and  all  to  quench  my  wrath. 

Aij/f.  Be  paticrit. 

Your  grace  may  find  occalion  every  hour, 

F or  certain  they  will  feck  you  to  fatisfie,. 

And  to  the  full,  your  anger. 

Sef  ’Death,  they  dare  not : 

They  know  that  I command  death,  feed  his  hunger. 

And  w'hen  1 let  him  loofe  — 

You’ll  never  heal  Sir,  , 

If  thefe  extreams  dwell  in  you,  you  are  old,  ^ i 

And  burn  your  fpirits  out  with  this  wild  anger.  . j 

Sef.  Thou  lieft,  I am  not  old,  lamas  lulty  -•  , 

And  foil  of  manly  heat  as  them,  or  thou  art. 

Mafl.  No  more  of  that. 

Sef  And  dare  feek  out  a danger  y 
And  hold  him  at  the  fwords  point,  when  thou  tremblefb 
And  creepeft  into  thy  box  of  falves  tofavethee. 
OhMaftcr,  I have  had  a dreadful  dream  tonight! 
Ale-thought  the  Ihip  was  all  on  fire,  and  my  lov’d  Daughter 
To  fave  her  life,  leapt  into  the  Seay  wfoere  fuddainly 
Aftranger  fnatcht  her  up,  and  fwam  away  with  her. 

Maf.  ’Twas  but  the  heat  o’ th’  fight  Sir. 

Eoatfwain  within,  and  Sailor. 
Eojtf  Look  out,  what’s  that? 

Sail.  The  Long-boat  as  1 live. 

Poatf  Ho,  there  i’th’  Long-Boat. 

5f/:  What  noife  is  that?  EJoy. 

Ihear  Sir,- Exit  Mafier, 

BoatC.  Thedc\nl  or  his  dam-,  hail  her  agen  boys. 

Sail.  The  Long-boat,  ho,  the  Long-boat. 

Sef  Why,  the  Long-boat. 

Where  is  the  Long-boat  ? 

Boatf  Shcisftolen  oF. 

Enter  Mafier. 

Sef.  Who  Hole  her? 

Oh  my prophetique  foul! 

Mafl.  Your  Daughters  gone  Sir  ? 

The  prifoners  and  fix  Sailors,  Rogues. 

Sef  Mifchicf,  fix thoufand plagues  fail  with ’em*, 

They’r  in  her  yet,  make  out. 

Mafi.  W''e  have  nc’r  a Boat.  ■ 

Enter  Gunner. 

Cun.  Who  knev/  of  this  trick  ? 

Sef  Wfoigh  Anchors  and  away. 

Boatf.  Wc*  ha  no  wind  Sir, 

They’ll  beat  us  with  their  Oars. 

Sef  Then  fink  ’em  Gunner, 

Oh  fink  ’em,  fink  ’em,  fink  ’em,  claw  ’em  Gunner 
As  ever  thou  haft  lov’d  me. 


Gun.  I’Udoreafon, 

But  I’ll  be  hang’d  before  I’ll  hurt  the  Lady.  Exit  Gun. 
Sef,  Who  knew  of  this  ? Trump.a  piece  or 

Mafi.  W'e  ftand  all  clear.  two  go  off. 

Sef.  \\{hat  Devil 

Put  this  bafe  trick  into  her  tail.?  my  Daughter, 

And  run  away  with  rogues  I I hope  flic’s  funk,  ^Apiece  or 
Or  torn  to  pieces  with  the  fliot,  rots  find  her,  \ two. 

The  leproiieof  whore  ftickever  to  her. 

Oh  flie  has  ruin’d  my  revenge. 

Enter  Gunner, 

Gun.  She  is  gone.  Sir. 

I cannot  reach  her  with  my  fliot. 

Sef.  Rife  winds. 

Blow  til!  ye  burftthe  Air,  andfwellthe  Seas, 

That  they  may  fink  the  Stars,  Oh  dance  her,  dance  her  ^ 
Shee’s  impudently  wanton,  dance  her,  dance  her. 

Mount  her  upon  your  forges,  cool  her,  cool  her  5 
She  runs  hot  like  a whore,  cool  her,  cool  her 
Oh  now  a fliot  to  fink  her,  cut  Cables , 

1 will  away,  and  where  foe  lets  her  foot 
Although  it  be  in  F err  ants  Covut,  I’ll  follow  her. 

And  fuch  a Fathers  vengeance  foall  foe  fuller 

Dare  any  man  ftand  by  me.? 

Mafi.  All,  all. 

Boatf.  All  Sir. 

Gun,  And  the  lame  cup  you  tafte. 

Sef.  Cut  Cables  then^ 

For  I foall  never  lleep  nor  know  what  peace  is. 

Till  I have  pluckther  heart  out^ 

All  within.  Oh  main  there.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Tertiui, 

Scoena  Trima. 

Enter  Ferrant.  Ronvere,  Caftruccio,  Villio,  and  Guard. 

Ron.  You  are  too  gentle.  Sir.  Flourijh  Cornets 

Fer.  You  are  too  carelels; 

The  creatures  I have  made,  no  way  regard  met 
W hyfliould  I give  you  names,  titles  of  honor, 

Rob  families  to  fill  your  private  houles. 

For  your  advancement,  draw  all  curfes  on  me. 

Wake  tedious  winter  nights,  to  make  them  happy 
That  for  me  break  no  (lumber  ? 

Ron^  Whatweean, 

We  dare  do. 

Fer.  Why  is  your  Soverigns  life  then 
(In  which  you  live,  and  in  whole  fall  your  honors. 

Your  wealth,  your  pomp,  your  pride,  and  all  muft  fuller) 
No  better  guarded?  Oh  my  cruel  Stars, 

That  mark  me  out  a King,  railing  me  on 
This  pinnacle  of  greatnels,  only  to  be 
The  nearer  blafting ! 

VH.  What  think  you  now  Cafiruccio  ? 

Is  not  this  a merry  life  ? 

Cafi.  Still  thou  art  couzen’d*, 

It  is  a glorious  royal  difeontentment  s 
How  bravely  it  becomes  himl 
Fer.  To  be  made 

The  common  Butt,  for  every  Have  to  foootat  ^ 

No  peace,  no  reft  I take,  but  their  alarms 
Beat  at  my  heart:  why  do  Hive,  orfeek  then, 

To  add  a day  more  to  thele  glorious  troubles? 

Or  to  what  end  when  all  I can  arrive  at. 

Is  but  the  fumming  up  of  fears  and  forrows/ 

What  power  has  my  command,  when  from  my  bolbm 
Afeanio,  my  moftdear,  and  lov’d  Afeanio, 

Was  lhaten’d,  fpiteof  my  Will,  Ipite  of  my  Succor, 

And 
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And  by  mine  own  proud  Have,  rctciiiM  molt  milcrablc  j? 
And  ftillthat  villain  lives  to  nip  my  plcaliircs. 

It  being  not  within  my  power  to  reach  him. 

B.om.  Time  may  reitorc  all  this-,  and  would  you  heat* 
Whole  counlel  never  fail’d  you. 

Fer.  Tell  me  no  more, 

I faint  beneath  the  burthen  of  niy  cares^ 

And  yield  my  fcif  molt  wretched. 

Ko».  Onmy  knees 

I beg  it,  mighty  Sir,  vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

Fer.  Spedk,  fpeak,  and  I thus  low,  fuch  is  my  fortune, 
Will  hear  what  thou  canltlay. 

Vil.,  Look  but  on  this. 

Has  not  a man  that  has  but  means  to  keep 
A Hawk,  a Greyhound,  and  a Hunting  Nag, 

More  pleafure  than  this  King.^ 

CajL  A dull  fool  ftill. 

Make  me  a King,  and  let  me  fcratch  with  care. 

And  fee  who’ll  have  the  better  -,  give  me  rule 
Command,  obedience,  pleaiure  of  a King, 

And  let  the  Devil  roai  ? The  greateft  corrofive 
A King  can  have,  is  of  more  precious  tickling. 

And  handled  to  the  height,  more  dear  delight, 

Than  other  mens  whole  lives,  let  ’em  be  fafe  too. 

Vil.  Think  of  the  mutinous  people. 

CajL  Hang  the  people. 

Give  me  the  pleafure,  let  me  do  all,  awe  all. 

Enjoy  their  Wives  and  States  at  my  dilcretion. 

And  peg  ’em  when  I pleale,  let  the  flaves  mumble. 

Vil.  But  lay  they  lliould  be  vex’d,  and  rife  againftthee? 
Cali.  Let ’em  rile,  let’em  rife;  give  me  the  bridle  here. 
And  fee  if  they  can  crack  my  girths:  ahF/7/w, 

I Under  the  Sun  there’s  nothing  fo  voluptuous 
As  riding  of  this  Monlter,  till  he  founder. 

Fer.  Who’s  that  lb  loud.? 

''Caji.  I am  dumb:  is  not  this  rare  ? » 

Kings  looks  make  Pythagoreans  ^ is  not  this 
Ahappinels  ViUio/ 

Vil.  Yes,  to  put  to  lilence 
A fawning  fycophant. 

Fer.  Thou  Ipeak’ft  truth  in  all. 

And  mercy  is  a vice,  when  there  needs  rigor. 

Which  I, with  all  feverity,  will  praftice-, 

And  lince,  as  fubjeflsthey  pay  not  obedience. 

They  lhallbe  forc’d  as  flaves : I will  remove 
Their  means  to  hurt,  and  with  the  means,  my  fears  ^ 

Goe  you  the  fatal  executioners 

Of  my  commands,  and  in  our  name  proclaim, 

That  from  this  hour  I do  forbid  all  meetings, 

All  private  conferences  in  the  City : 

To  feaft  a neighbor  lhall  be  death : to  talk. 

As  they  meet  in  the  ftreets,  to  hold  difeourfe. 

By  writing,  nay  by  ligns  -,  fee  this  perform’d. 

And  I will  call  your  cruelty,  to  thole 
That  dare  repine  at  this,  to  metruefervice. 

1 Card.  This  makes  for  us. 

2 Gard.  I,  now  we  have  employments. 

If  we  grow  not  rich,  ’twere  fit  we  Ihould  be  beggars. 

Fer.  Konvere.  Exit  Guard. 

Eon.  My  Lord. 

Caji.  Thou  enemy  to  Majefty? 

What  think’ftthouof  a kingdom? 

Vil.  As  of  a man 
That  hath  power  to  do  ill. 

Caji.  Ora  thing  rather 
That  does  divide  an  Empire  with  the  gods^ 

Obferve  but  with  how  little  breath  he  ftiakes 
A populous  City,  which  would  ftand  unmov’d 
Againft  a whirlwind. 

Vil.  Then  you  make  him  more 
Than  him  that  rules  the  winds. 

Caji.  For  meldoprofefs  it, 

Were  I offer’d  to  be  any  thing  on  eartli 
I would  be  mighty  - 

^ _ ..  . 
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Fer.  who  names  me? 

Deliver  thy  thoughts  flavc,  thy  thoughts,  and  truly 
Or  be  no  more. 

Cafi.  'I'hey  rather  will  dclcrvc. 

Your  favour  than  your  fury  ^ I admire, 

(As  who  docs  not,  that  is  a loyal  fiibjefl?) 

Your  wildom,  power,  yourperfeft  happincls, 

The  moll:  blcft  of  mankind. 

Fer.  Didft  thou  but  feel. 

The  weighty  forrows  that  fit  on  a Crown, 

Though  thou  Ihouldfi:  find  one  in  the  ftreets  Cafiritccm 
fhou  wouldftnot  think  it  worth  the  taking  up- 
But  fince  thou  art  enamour’d  of  my  fortune,  ’ 

Thou  lhalt  e’r  long  tafte  of  it. 

Caji.  But  one  day,  ' 

And  then  let  me  expire. 

Fer.  Goe  to  my  Wardrobe, 

And  of  the  richeft  things  I wear,  cull  out. 

What  thou  thinkfl  1 1:  do  you  attend  himfirrah; 

Vil.  I warrant  you  I fiiall  be  at  his  elbow. 

The  fool  will  never  leave  him.  Caft<  Villio 

Ca/i.  Made  for  ever.  a Jhout  xvithin. 

Fer.  What  fliout  is  that,  drawup  our  Guards. 

Enter  Virolet,  Afeanio,  and  a Servant* 

Eon.  Thole  rather 
Speak  joy  than  danger. 

Bring  her  to  my  houfe, 

I would  not  have  her  feen  here. 

Fer.  My  Afeanio  \ 

The  mofl;  defir ’d  of  all  men,  let  me  die 
Inthefo  embraces-,  how  wertthou  redeem’d? 

Afc.  Sir,  this  is  my  preferver. 

Fer.  At  more  leifure, 

I will  enquire  the  manner,  and  the  means, 

I cannot  fpare  fo  much  time  now  from  my 
More  ftrickt  embraces : Virolet.,  welcome  too. 

This  fervice  weighs  down  your  intended  Treafbn^ 

You  long  have  been  mine  enemy,  learn  now 
To  be  my  friend  and  loyal,  I ask  no  more. 

And  live  as  free  as  F errant  ^ let  him  have 
The  forty  thoufand  crowns  I gladly  promis’d, 

For  my  Afeanio^s  freedom,  and  deliver 
His  Father,  and  his  wife  to  him  in  fafety. 

Something  hath  pafled  which  I am  forty  for. 

But  ’twill  not  now  be  help’d  • come  my  Afcanh, 

And  reap  the  harvefc  of  my  wdnter  travels.  FloHriJh 

Ms  Afeanio.,  my  lov’d  Afeanio.  Cornets. 

Vir.  My  Lord,  all  former  paflages  forgot,  ExitEts:. 
I am  become  a fliitor.  Afeanio. 

Eon.  To  me  Virolet? 

Vir.  To  you  yet  will  not  beg  the  courtefie, 

But  largely  pay  you  for  it. 

Eon.  To  the  purpofe. 

Vir.  The  forty  thoufand  crowns  the  King  hath  given  me, 

I will  bellow  on  you,  if  by  your  means 
I may  have  liberty  for  a divorce 
Between  me  and  my  wife. 

Eon.  Your  Juliano? 

That  for  you  hath  iridur’d  fo  much,  fb  nobly  ? 

Vir.  The  more  my  forrow-,  but  it  muft  befb. 

Eon.  I v/illnot  hinder  it : without  a bribe. 

For  mine  own  ends,  I would  have  further’d  this. 

I will  ufe  all  my  power. 

Vir.  ’Tis  all  I aske; 

Oh  my  curs’d  fate,  that  ever  man  fhould  hate 
Himfelf  for  being  belov’d,  or  be  compell’d 
To  call  away  a Jewel,  Kings  would  buy. 

Though  with  the  lofs  of  Cro  wn  and  Monarchy ! Exeunt. 

Enter  Sefle,  Majler^  Boatfwain.,  Gunner. 

Sefe.  How  do  I look.? 

Maji 
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MiL  You  arc  lb  llraugcly  alror’d. 

W’cUarcccan  know  \ou,  lb  young  again,  and  utterly 


FronUiiat  you  wvre,  ligurc,  or  any  lavour^ 

Your  friends  cannot dilccrti  yon. 

S;fl\  1 have  none. 

None  but  my  lair  revenge,  and  let  t-hat  know  me! 

Yon  ai\'  fneiv  alter’d  too. 

EjjtJ.  To  plealc  your  humour, 

Butwemay  jxifs  without  difguile.  our  living 
Was  never  in  rheir  element. 

C:in.  This-  Jew  lure. 

That  alter’d  you;  is  a mad  knave; 

Sr'.  Olf!  a moll: excellent  fellow.  (off. 

Cu::.  How  he  has  mew’d  your  head,  has  rub’d  the  Ihow 
And  run  your  board  into  a peak  of  twenty. 

Feutf.  Stopt  all  the  crannies  in  your  face, 

A/jf.  Molt  rarely. 

Bvrf.  Andnowyou  look  as  plump,  your cies as fparkling, 
As  if  you  were  to  leap  into  a Ladies  laddie. 

Has  he  not  let  your  nofe  awry? 

Scjl  The  better. 

Bojtf.  r think  it  be  the  better,  but  ’tis  awry  furc  y 
Xorth  ,vtd  by  I,  thcre’s  tl.'c  point  it  Hands  in  y 
Now  halle  a point  to  the  SoHilnvard. 

S(C.  1 could  laugh; 

But  that  my'  bullnefs  requires  no  mirth  now  y 
Thou  area  merry  fello.v, 

1 would  the  Jew  Sir, 

Could  fteer  my  head  right, for  I have  fuch  a fwimming  in’t, 
E\er  fince  I w ent  to  Sea  firlt. 

Majl.  Take  Wine  and  purge  it. 

Bo.uf.  I have  had  a thoufand  pilsofSack,  a thoufandy 
A thoufand  pottle  Pills. 

Gun.  Takemore.- 
Bojtf.  Good  i'lo.dor^ 

Your  patient  is  eafiiy  perfwaded. 

Mjji.  The  next  fair  open  weather 
' iMethinksthis  Jew 

If  he  were  truly  known  to  founder’d  Courtiers, 

And  decay’d  Ladies  that  have  loft  their  fleeces 
Cn  every  bum,  he  might  pick  a pretty  living. 

Bo.uf.  The  beft  of  all  our  gallants, fltould  be  glad  of  himy 
For  if  you  mark  their  marclres,  they  arc  tender, 

Soft,  foft,  and  tender  y then  but  obferve  their  bodies, 

And  you  ftiall  f nd  ’an  cemented  by  a Surgeon, 

Or  fome  Phylitianfor  a year  or  tw'O, 

And  then  to  th’  tub  again,  for  a new  pickle. 

This  Jerp  might  live  a here.  Int.  2 Cittizensat 

S:j  '.  What  are  ihcfe?  both  doors  , falu- 

Stand  clo'e  and  mark?  ting  afar  of. 

Bojtf.  Thcfcarcno  men,  tlCare  motions. 

Sef  Wdiat  fad  and  ruthful  faces^i 
Boatf.  How  they  duck ! 

This  fenedefs,  lilent  courtdic  methinka, 

Shews  like  two  7 faluting  one  another, 

Upon  two  Porters  L-acks. 

Sef.  They  arc  my  Countrey-men, 

And  this,  fome  forc’d  infliction  from  the  tyrant  y 
What  are  you,  why  is  this?  why  move  thus  lilent 
A s if  \ou  wxrc  wandring  lhadows  ? why  fo  fad  ? 

Your  tongues fcal’d  up;  are  ye  of  fevcral  Countries? 

You  underftand  not  one  another  ? 

Gun.  That’s  an  EngUffoman., 

He  looks  as  though  he  had  loft  his  dog. 

Sef.  Your  habits 

Shew  ye  all  Neopobt.mrr.,  znd  your  faces 
Deliver  you  opprdled  things-,  fpeak  boldly: 

Do  you  groan  and  labor  under  this  ftiff  yoak? 

Mijl.  They  fliake  their  licads  and  weep. 

Sef.  Oh  mifery! 

Give  plenteous forro'.v,  and  no  tongues  to  fhew  ’em! 
This  is  aftudied  cruelty. 

I Cit.  Begone  Sir, 

tfeems  you  arc  a ftranger,  and  fave  your  fdfy 
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2 C/7.  Youwonderhere  at  usy  as  much  we  wonder 
T 0 hear  you  I'peak  fo  openly,  and  boldly. 

The  Kings  command  being  publilht  to  the  contrary-, 

’Tis  death  here,  above  tw'O,  to  talk  together  y 
And  that  muft  be  but  common  falutation  neither, 

Shoit,  and  fo  part. 

Boatf.  How  fliould  a man  buy  muftard. 

If  he  be  forc’d  to  ftay  the  making  of  it.? 

JFitbin  I.  Clear  all  the  ftreets  before  the  King: 

I Git.  Get  olFSir, 

And  fliift  as  we  muft  db.  Exhint  Citizens. 

Sef  I’ll  lee  his  glory. 

Miii.  Stand  faft  now  and  like  men.  flourifh  Colours. 

Enter  Caftruccio  lil^s  the  King.,  in  the  midji  of  a 
Guard.  Villio, 

C./JL  Begin  the  game.  Sir, 

And  pluck  me  down  the  Ro  w 
Of  honfes  there. 

They  hide  the  view  o’ th’  hilly  and  fink  thofe  Merchants, 
Their  fliips  are  foul  and  ftink.  | 

Maji.  Thisisa  fvveetyouth.  | 

Caf.  All  that  are  taken  in  aflemblies,  | 

Their  houfes  and  their  wives,  their  wealths  are  forfeit, 
Their  lives  at  your  devotion.  Villains,  Knaves, 

I’ll  make  you  bow  and  lliake.  I’ll  make  you  kneel  Rogues. 

How  brave  ’tis  to  b a King  ? 

Gun.  Here’s  fine  tumbling, 

Caji.  No  man  fliall  fit  i’  th’  temple  near  another 
Boatf.  Nor  lie  with  his  own  wife. 

Caf.  All  upon  pain 
Of  prelent  death,  forget  to  write. 

Boatf.  That’s  excellent. 

Carriers  and  Footpofts,  will  be  arrant  rebels. 

Caf.  No  charader,  or  ftampy  that  may  deliver 
This  mans  intention,  to  that  man  i’  th’ Countrey. 

Gun.  Nay,  an  you  cut  off,  after  my  hearty  commenda- 
Your  friend  and  Oliver.  No  more.  (tinos. 

Cafi.  Nomanfmile,  ; 

And  wear  face  of  mirth  y that  fellows  cunning,  . 

And  hides  a double  heart,  he’s  your  prize,  fmokehim. 

Virolet,  Ronvero,  Aftanio,  and  Martia 
faffing  over. 

Sef.  What  bafe  abufe  is  this?  Ha?  ’tis her  face  fure. 

My  prifoiiers  with  her  too  ? by  heaven  wild  whore 
Now  is  my  time. 

Majh  Do  what  you  will. 

Sef.  Stay  Itold  yet. 

My  Countrey  fhall  be  ferv’d  firft,  let  her  go,' 

We’ll  have  an  hour  for  her  to  make  her  tremble. 

Now  fhew  our  felves,  and  blefs  youvvith  your  valours. 
Guard.HQxG's  a whole  plump  of  Rogues.  K Virolct  andthey 
Sef.  Now  for  your  Countrey.  \ off  again, 

Caf.  Away  with  ’em  and  hang  ’emy  Ihew  no  mercy, 

I fay  no  mercy. 

Sef.  Be  it  fo  upon  ’em. 

Guards  Treafon,  trealbn,  treafon. 

Boatf.  Cut  the  flaevs  to  giggets. 

Cun.  Down  with  the  Bul-b^eefs. 

Sef.  Hold,  hold,  I command  you,  ■ — look  here. 

Caf.  Amiferablething,  I am  no  King  Sir. 

Sef.  Sirrah  your  fools-face  has  preferv’d  your  life. 

Wear  no  more  Kings  coats,  you  have  feap’dafeouring. 
Boatf.  I’ftnotthe  King. 

Sef.  No,  ’tis  a prating  Raftal, 

The  puppy  makes  him  mirth. 

Caf.  Yes  Sir  I am  a puppy. 

Boatf.  I bcfecch  you  let  me  hang  him, 

I’ll  do’t  in  my  Beltftraight. 

Caf.  As  you  arc  honourable. 

It  is  enough  you  may  hang  me. 

Gun.  I’ll  hang  a fquib  at’s  tail 
That  Ihall  blow  both  his  buttocksi  like  a petard 

Caf. 
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^ Cj//.  Do  any  thing. 

But  do  not  killnio  Gentlemen.  T.nter  Cinz.tn. 

Bojtef,  Let’s  Ilea  him,  and  have  him  flyc blown. 

Cit.  Away,  and  lave  your  lives. 

The  King  himlclf  is  coming  on-,  if  you  ftay, 

You  are  loft  for  ever^  let  not  fo  much  noblcnefs 
Wilfully  pcrilli. 

Sfff.  How  near? 

2.  Cit.  He’s  here  behind  you.  Ex.Sejf.  Boatfrv. 

iVjf.  We  thank  you.  vani/h.  Saylers  Citizens. 

Enter  Ferand,  Ronvere  florijh  Cor  tuts. 

Fer.  Double  the  Guards  and  take  in  mciuhat  dare, 
Thclc  Haves  are  frighted  -,  where  are  the  proud  Rebels .? 
To  what protedion  fled?  what  villain  leads  ’em? 

Under  our  nofe  diftur’d  our  reft  ? 

Konver.  We  fliall  hear. 

For  fuch  a fearch  I have  lent,  to  hunt  the  Traytors. 

Fer.  Yet  better  men  I fay , we  Hand  too  open  : 

How  now  Cajirtichio}  how  do  you  like  our  glory? 

Caji.  I muft  confefs , ’twas  fomewhat  more  than  my 
! This  open  glory  agrees  not  with  my  body,  (match  Sir-, 
But  if  it  were  ith’  Caftle,  or  fome  ftrength , 

Where  I might  have  my  Ivvinge. 

Fil.  You  have  been  i wing’d  brother-, 

How  thefe  delights  have  tickled  you  ? you  itch  yet  ? 

Will  you  walk  out  again  in  pomp  ? 

Cafi:.  Good  Fool. 

Vil.  Thefe  rogues  muft  be  rebuked,  they  aretoofawey, 
Thefe  peremptory  Knaves  Will  you  walk  out  Sir , 

, And  take  the  remnant  of  your  Coronation  ? 

' The  people  ftay  to  fee  it. 

Fer.  Do  not  vex  him, 

H’as  grief  enough  in’s  bones  ^ you  lhall  to  the  Citadel, 
And  like  my  felf  command,  there  ufe  your  pleafure, 

But  take  heed  to  your  perlbn. 

Vil.  The  more  danger. 

Still  the  more  honor  Brother. 

Cali.  If  I reign  not  then. 

And  like  a King , and  thou  Ihalt  know  it  fool , 

And  thou  (halt  feel  it  fool. 

F/V.  Fools  ft  ill  are  freemen , , ' 

I’ll  fue  for  a protedion,  till  thy  reign’s  out. 

Fer.  The  people  have  abus’d  the  liberty 
I late  allow’d , I now  proclaim  it  ftraighter , 

No  men  lhall  walk  together  nor  lalute  -, 

For  they  that  do  lliail  dye. 

Konver.  You  hit  the  right  Sir-, 

That  liberty  cut  off,  you  are  free  from  pradife. 

Fer.  Renew  my  guards.  • 

Konver.  1 lhall. 

Fer.  And  keep  ftrid.  wapehes  ^ - 

One  hour  of  joy  I ask. 

Kon.  You  fhall  have  many.  Exeunt  Flor.  Cor. 

Pandulfo  and  Juliana,  led  by  tivo  of  the  guard., 
as  not  yet  fully  recovered. 

1.  Guard. 

You  are  now  at  liberty,  in  your  own  houfe  Lady, 

And  here  our  charge  takes  end. 

Band.  ’Tis  now  a Cuftom. 

We  muft  even  wooe  thofe  men  deferve  worftof  us, 

I And  fo  we  thank  your  labors  ^ there’s  to  drink. 

For  that,  and  mifehief  are  your  occupations^ 

And  to  mean  'well  to  no  man,  your  chief’ll:  harvefts. 

2.  Card.  You  give  liberally  ,^  we  hope  Sir,er’t  be  long. 
To  be  oftner  acquainted  with  your  bounty , 

And  fo  we  leave  you. 

9aird.  Do,  for  I dote  not  on  ye  j 
Jul.  But  where’s  my  Husband?  what  Ihould  I do  here? 
Orwhatlhare  have  I in  this  joy,  call’d  liberty. 

Without  his  company  ? Why  did  you  flatter  me. 

And  tell  me  he  was  return’d,  his  fervice  honor’d? 

I Card.  He  is  fo,  and  ftands  high  in  the  Kings  favor. 


His  friends  redeemed,  and  his  own  liberty. 

From  which  yours  is  deriv’d,  confirm’d^  his  fcrvicc. 

To  his  own  wilh,  rewarded  : fo  fare-well  Lady.Fx.GwW. 

Band.  Gopcrlecutethegood,  and  hunt  ye  hell-hounds  , 
Ye  Leeches  of  the  time,  fuck  till  ycburft  Haves  j 
How  does  my  girl  ? 

Jul.  Weak  yet,  but  full  of  comfort -, 

Band.  Sit  down,  and  take  fome  reft. 

Jul.  My  heart’s  whole  Father  j 
That  joys,  and  leaps,  to  hear  my  Virolety 
My  Dear,  my  life,  has  conquer’d  his  afflid ions. 

Band.  Thofe  rude  hands,  and  that  bloody  will  that  did 
That  durft  upon  thy  tender  body  print  (this, 

Thefe  Charadlers  of  cruelty  ^ hear  me  heaven. 

Jul.  O Sir  be  fparing. 

Band.  I’ll  fpeak  it,  tho  I burft-. 

And  tho  the  ayr  had  ears,  and  ferv’d  the  Tyrant, 

Out  it  Hiould  go  : O here  me  thou  great  Juftice  j 
The  miferies  that  wait  upon  their  mifehiefs. 

Let  them  be  numberlefs , and  no  eye  pitty 
Them  when  their  fouls  are  loaden,  and  in  labour,  (ror- 
And  wounded  through,  and  through,  with  guilt  andhor^ 
As  mine  is  now  with  grief  ^ let  men  laugh  at  ’em  (’em , 
Then,  when  their  monftrous  fins,  like  earth-quakes,  lhake 
And  thofe  eyes,  that  forgot  heaven  would  look  upward, 
The  bloody  ’larms,  of  the  confcience  beating. 

Let  mercy  flye , and  day  ftrook  into  darknefs , 

Leave  their  blind  Ibuls , to  hunt  out  their  own  horrors. 

Jul.  Enough,  enough,  we  muft  forget  dear  Father  j 
For  then  we  are  glorious  formes  of  heaven  ^ and  live. 
When  we  can  fuffer,  and  as  foon  forgive. 

But  where’s  my  Lord  ? methinks  I have  feen  this  houfe , 
And  have  been  in’t  before. 

Band.  Thine  own  houfe  jewel. 

Jul.  Mine,  without  him?  or  his,  without  my  company? 
I think  it  cannot  be  ^ it  was  not  wont  Father.  (heaven) 
Band.  Some  bufinefs  with  the  King,  (let  it  be  good, 
Reteins  him  fure.  Enter  Boy. 

Jul.  It  muft  be  good  and  noble , 

For  all  men  that  he  treats  with  tail:  of  virtue  j 
His  words  and  adions  are  his  own  ^ and  Honour’s 
Not  brought,  nor  compell’d  from  him. 

Band.  Here’s  the  Boy. 

He  can  confirm  us  more,  how  fad  the  child  looks? 

Come  hither  Ludo  how,  and  where’s  thy  Mafter  ? 

Jul.  Speak  gentle  Boy. 

Band  Is  he  return’d  in  fafety  ? 

Jul.  If  not , and  that  thou  knowft  is  miferable , 

Our  hopes  and  happinefs  declin’d  for  ever  j 
Study  a forrow  excellent  as  thy  Mafter , 

Then  if  thou  canft  live  leave  us. 

Lucio.  Noble  Madam , 

My  Lord  is  fafe  return’d,  fafe  to  his  friends, and  fortune. 
Safe  to  his  Countrey,  entertain’d  with  honour. 

Is  here  within  the  houfe. 

Jul.  Do  not  mock  me. 

Ludo.  But  fuch  a melancholly  hangs  on  his  mind, 

And  in  his  eyes  inhabit  fuch  fad  fhadowes  j 
But  what  the  caufe  is — 

Band.  Go  tell  him  we  are  here  Boy, 

There  muft  be  no  caufe  now.  '' 

Jul.  Haft  thou  forgot  me  ? 

Ludo.  No  nobleft  Lady. 

Jul.  Tell  him  I am  here , 

Tell  him  his  wife  is  here,  found  my  name  to  him. 

And  thou  ftialt  fee  him  ftart  ^ fpeak  Juliana., 

And  like  the  Sun  that  labors  through  a tempeft. 

How  fuddainly  he  will  difperfe  his  fadnefs? 

Band.  Go  I command  thee  inftantly , 

And  charge  him  on  his  duty. 

Jul.  On  his  love  Boy : 

1 would  fain  go  to  him. 

Band.  away,  you  are  foolift. 

Jul.  Bear  all  my  fervice  fweet  Boy. 

, O Band. 
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Fju.L  .Art  thou  here  ftill? 

Jul.  And  tell  hmi  what  thou  wilt  that  Hiall  become 

l\iuJ.  Itli’  hqufe,  and  know  wc  arc  here. Ex.  By/,  (thee. 

Jul.  No,  no,  he  did  not^ 

I warrant  you  he  did  not : could  you  think 
His  love  Iiad  Id's  than  wings,  had  he  but  lecn  me^ 

His  Ihong  aftedion  any  tiling  but  fire 
Confuming  all  weak  lets  and  rubs  before  it, 

Till  he  had  met  my  flame,  and  made  one  body  ? 

If  ever  heavens  high  blcflings  met  in  one  man. 

And  there  eroded  to  their  holy  nics 
A facred  mind  fit  for  their  fervices. 

Built  all  of  polilht  honor,  ’twas  in  this  man: 

Alifdoubt  him  not. 

Tand.  I know  he’s  triiely  noble  •, 

But  why  this  fadnefs , when  the  general  caufc 
Requires  a Jubile  of  joy? 

Jul.  I know  not.  EnterV\io\ctand  Boy. 

! r.t>td.  Pray  heaven  you  find  it  not. 

Jul.  1 hope  I fiiall  not : 

O here  he  comes , and  with  him  all  my  happinefs  •, 

He  flays ’and  thinks,  we  may  be  too  unmannerly;, 

Pray  give  him  leave.  thsy jiand  of. 

Band.  I do  not  like  this  fadnefs. 

T/V.  O hard  condition  of  my  miferyl 
Unheard  of  plagues ! when  to  behold  that  woman , 

That  chaft  and  virtuous  woman , that  preferv’d  me. 

That  pious  wife , wedded  to  my  afflidions, 

Mufl  be  more  terrible  than  all  my  dangers. 

O fortune,  thou  hafl  rob’d  me  of  my  making. 

The  noble  building  of  a man,  demoliflit. 

And  flung  me  headlong ,.  on  a fin  fo  bafe 
Man  and  mankind  contemn-,  even  beads  abhor  it, 

A fin  more  dull  than  drink ,.  a fhame  beyond  it  ^ 

So  foul,  and  far  from  faith  ^ I dare  not  name  it. 

But  it  will  cry  it  felfout,  loud  ingratitude. 

Vonr  blefllng  Sir. 

Pjfid.  You  have  it  in  abundance  j 
So  is  our  joy,  to  fee  you  fate. 

yir  . My  Dear  one  ^ 

Jul.  H’as  not  forgot  me  yet : O take  me  to  you  Sir. 

V/r.  hlufl  this  be  added  to  increafe  my  mifery. 

That  fhe  mufl  weep  for  joy,  and  loofe  that  goodnefs? 

My  Juliana.,  even  the  bed  of  women. 

Of  wives  the  perfeded,  let  me  fpeak  this. 

And  with  a modedy  declare  thy  vertues, 

Chaderthai  Chrydal,  on  the  Scythian  Clifts 

The  more  the  proud  winds  Court,  the  more  the  purer. 

Sweeter  in  thy  obedience  than  a Sacrifice^ 

And  in  thy  mind  a Saint,  that  even  yet  living. 

Produced  miracles,  and  women  daily. 

With  crooked  and  lame  fouls  creep  to  thy  goodnefs. 
Which  having  toucht  at , they  become  examples. 

The  fortitude  of  all  their  fex,  is  Fable 
Compar’d  to  thine  ^ and  they  that  fill’d  up  glory  , 

And  admiration,  in  the  age  behind  us , 

Out  of  their  celebrated  urns,  arc  darted. 

To  dare  upon  the  greatnefs  of  thy  Fpirit  ^ 

Wondring  what  new  Martyr  heaven  has  begot. 

To  fill  the  times  with  truth,  and  eafe  their  dories: 

Being  all  thefe,  and  excellent  in  beauty, 
fFor  noble  things  dwell  in  the  noblcd  buildings) 

Thou  haft  undone  thy  husband,  made  him  wretched, 

A mifcrablc  man,  my  Juliana., 

Thou  had  marie  thy  Virokt. 

Jul.  Now  goodnefs  keep  me  ^ 

Oh!  my  dear  Lord. 

Pand.  She  wrong  you  ? what’s  the  meaning  ? 
j Weep  not , but  fpeak , 1 charge  you  on  obedience  -, 

Your  Father  charges  you,  fhe  make  you^miferable ? 

That  you  your  fclf  confefs. 

' y,j.^  1 do,  that  kils  me  •, 

And  far  dd  1 have  fpoke  her  than  her  merit. 

It  is  feme  fin  of  w eaknefs , or  of  Ignorance  ? 


For  fure  my  Will 

Vir.  No,  ’tis  a fin  of  excellence : 

Forgive  me  heaven,  that  I prophane  thy  bleffings: 

Sit  dill  ^ I’ll  (hew  you  all.  Exit  Virolet, 

Band.  What  means  this  madnefs  ? 

For  dire  there  is  no  tad  of  right  man  in  it ; 

Grieves  he  our  liberty,  our  prefervation ? 

Or  has  the  greatnefs  of  the  deed  he  has  done. 

Made  hint  forget,  for  whom,  and  how  he  did  it , 

And  looking  down  upon  us,  fcorn  the  benefit? 

Well  Virolet,  if  thou  beed  proud,  or  treacherous. 

Jul.  He  cannot  Sir,  he  cannot y he  will  fhew  us. 

And  with  that  reafon  ground  his  words. 

Enter  Virolet,  Martia,  Ronvere, 

Band.  He  comes. 

What  Mafque  is  this  ? what  admirable  beauty  ? 

Pray  heaven  his  heart  be  true. 

Jul.  A goodly  woman. 

Vir.  Tell  me  my  deary  and  tell  me  without  flattery. 

As  you  are  nobly  honed,  fpeak  the  truths 
What  think  you  of  this  Lady  ? 

Jnl.  She  is  mod  excellent. 

Vir.  Might  not  this  beauty  tell  me  it’s  a fweetone, 
Without  more  fetting  as  now  it  is. 

Thanking  no  greater  Midrefs  than  meer  nature  , 

Stagger  a condant  heart  ? 

Band.  She  is  full  of  wonder  I 
But  yet  \ yet  Virolet. 

Vir.  Pray  by  your  leave  Sirl 
Jul.  She  would  amaze : 

Vir.  O ! would  fne  fo  ? I thank  you  y 
Say  to  this  beauty , fhe  have  all  additions  ^ 

Wealth,,  noble  birth. 

Band.  O hold  there. 

Vir.  All  virtues, 

A mind  as  full  of  candor  as  the  truth  Is, 

I,  and  a loving  Lady. 

Jul.  She  mud  needs 

(I  am  bound  in  confcience  to  confefs)  deferve  much. 

Vir.  Nay,  fay  beyond  all  thefe,  fhe  be  fb  pious. 

That  even  on  flaves  condemn’d  fhe  fhowre  her  benefits. 
And  melt  their  dubborn  Bolts  with  her  foft  pitty, 

W’hat  think  you  then  ? 

Band.  For  fuch  a noble  office , 

At  thefe  years,  I fhould  dote  ray  felfy  take  heed  boy, 
Jul.  If  you  be  he,  that  have  receiv’d  thefe  blellings, 
And  this  the  Lady : lote  her,  honor  her  y 
You  cannot  do  too  much , to  fhew  your  gratitude. 

Your  greated  fervice  will  fliew  off  too  [lender. 

Vir.  This  is  the  Lady,  Lady  of  that  bounty. 

That  wealth,  that  noble  name,  that  all  I fpoke  of; 

The  Prince  Afeanio  and  my  felf,  the  flaves 

Redeem’d  , brought  home , dill  guarded  by  her  goodnefs, 

And  of  our  liberties  you  tad  the  fweetnefs  y 

Even  you  fhe  has  preferv’d  too,  lengthen’d  your  lives. 

Jul.  And  what  reward  do  you  purpofe?  it  mud  be  a main 
If  love  will  do  it  we’ll  all,  fb  love  her,  ferve  her.  (one, 
Vir.  It  mud  be  my  love. 

Jul.  Ha! 

Vir.  Mine,  my  only  love , 

My  everlading  love : 

Band.  How  ? 

Vir.  Pray  have  patience. 

The  recompence  fhe  ask’d , and  I have  render’d. 

Was  to  become  her  husband : then  I vowed  it , 

And  fince  I have  made  it  good. 

Pand.  Thou  durd  not. 

Vir.  Done  Sir.  with  me,  | 

Jul.  Be  what  you  picafe , his  happinefs  yet  days 
You  have  been  mine  i oh  my  unhappy  fortune. 

Band.  Nay,  break  and  dye  y 
Jul.  It  cannot  yet;  I mud  live , 

Till 
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Till  1 lee  this  man,  bleic  in  his  new  love,  i 

And  then  : I 

i\ind.  WJiat  liall  tliou  done?  thon  bafe  one  tell  me,  ' 
Thon  barren  thing  ol  honelty,  and  honor  •, 

What  halt  thou  wrought  ? Is  not  thisihe,  look  on  her, 
Look  on  her,  with  the  eyes  of  gratitude , 

And  wipe  thy  t'all'e  tears  oH'^  Is  not  this  llie, 

T hat  three  times  on  the  Rack,  to  guard  thy  fafety , 

V\  hen  thou  llood’lc  lol'c,  and  naked  to  the  'i'yrant  j 
Thy  aged  Father  here,  that  Ihames  to  know  thee, 

Ingag’d  ith’  jaws  of  danger  was  not  this  flie  ^ 

That  then  gave  up  her  body  to  the  torture  ? 

That  tender  body,  that  the  wind  lings  through-. 

And  three  times,  when  her  hnews,  crack’d  and  tortur’d, 
The  beauties  of  her  body  turn’d  to  mines  ^ 

Even  then,  within  her  patient  heart , fne  lock’d  thee  ^ 
Then  hid  thee  from  the  Eyrant,  then  preferv’d  thee. 

And  canl't  thou  be  that  Have  ? 

Marttj.  This  was  but  duty  , 

She  did  it  for  her  Husband,  and  file  ought  it  \ 

She  has  had  the  pleaiiire  of  him,  many  an  hour , 

And  if  one  minutes  pain  cannot  be  fuffer’d^ 

Mine  was  above  all  thele,  a nobler  venter, 

I fpeak  it  boldly,  for  1 loft:  a Father. 

He  has  one  ftill , I left  my  friends,  he  has  many  ^ 

Expos’d  my  life,  and  honor  to  a cruelty , 

That  if  it  had  feiz’d  on  me,  racks  and  tortures , 

‘ Alas,  they  are  Triumphs  to  it:  and  had  it  hit. 

For  this  mans  love,  it  Ihould  have  Ihewed  a triumph, 
Twife  loft,  I freed  him-,  JLoffana  loft  before  him. 

His  fortunes  with  him-,  and  his  friends  behind  him; 

Twife  was  I rack’d  my  felf  for  his  deliverance. 

In  honor  firft  and  name , which  was  a torture 
The  hang-man  never  heard  of  ^ next  at  Sea , 

In  our  efcape , where  the  proud  waves  took  pkafure 
To  tols  my  little  Boat  up  like  a bubble , 

Then  like  a meteor  in  the  ayr  he  hung , 

Then  catch’d  and  flung  him  in  the  depth  of  darknefs 
The  Cannon  from  my  incenfed  Fathers  Ship, 

Ringing  our  Knell , and  ftill  as  we  peep’d  upward , 

Beating  the  raging  furge,  with  fire  and  Bullet  , 

And  I flood  fixt  for  this  mans  fake , and  fcorn’d  it  -, 
Compare  but  this : 

Vir.  ’Tis  too  true  ^ O my  fortune! 

That  I muft  equally  be  bound  to  either: 

' Jnl.  You  have  the  better  and  the  nobler  Lady, 

And  now  I am  forc’d,  a lover  of  her  goodnefs. 

And  fo  far  have  you  wrought  for  his  deliverance. 

That  is  my  Lord,  fo  lovingly  and  nobly. 

That  now  methinks  I flagger  in  my  Title. 

But  how  with  honefty  ? for  I am  a poor  Lady , 

In  all  my  dutious  fervice  but  your  fhadow , 

Yet  would  be  juft-,  how  with  fair  fame  and  credit, 

I may  go  off ^ I would  not  be  a ftrumpet : 

O my  dear  Sir,  you  know : 

Vir.  O troth,  thou  knoweft  too. 

Jul.  Nor  have  the  world  fufpeft , I fell  to  mifehief. 
La'it.  Take  you  no  care  for  that,  here’s  that  has  done  it, 
A fair  divorce,  ’tis  honeft  too. 

Fund.  The  devil, 

Honeft  ? to  put  her  off? 

Law.  Moll  honeft  Sir, 

And  in  this  point  moil  ftrong. 

Fund.  The  caufe,  the  caufe  Sir  ? 

Law.  A juft  caufe  too. 

Land.  As  any  is  in  hell,  Lawyer. 

Law.  For  barrennefs , fhe  never  brought  him  children. 
PW.Why  art  thou  not  divorc’d?thou  canft  not  get  ’em, 
Thy  neighbors,  thy  rank  neighbors:  O bafe  jugling, 

Is  fire  not  young  ? 

JhI.  Women  at  more  years  Sir , 

Have  met  that  bleffing ’tis  in  heavens  high  power. 

Law.  You  never  can  have  any : 

Land.  Why  quick  Lawyer? 
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Larv.  'fhe  Ruck  has  l])oiI’d  her 
Thediftentions  of  thole  parts,  hath  flopt  all  fruitrulnds. 

Fund,  O I could  curie. 

Jnl.  And  am  1 grown  (b  mifcrablc , 

That  mine. own  pitty  muft  make  me  wretched? 

No  caule  againll  me , but  my  love,  and  duty? 

Farewell  Sir,  like  obedience,  thus  I leave  you. 

My  long  farewell:  I do  not  grudge,  1 grive  Sir, 

And  if  that  be  ofienfivc , I can  dye , 

And  then  you  are  fairly  free : good  Lady  love  him 
You  have  a noble,  and  an  honeft  Gentleman, 

I ever  found  him  fo , the  world  has  fpokc  him , 

And  let  it  be  your  part  ftill  to  deferve  him: 

Love  him  no  lefs  than  I have  done,  and  ferve  him. 

And  heaven  fhall  bids  you  ^ you  fhall  bid's  my  allies 
I give  you  up  the  houle,  the  name  of  wife. 

Honor,  and  all  relpe(ft  I borrowed  from  him. 

And  to  my  grave  I turn : one  farewell  more^ 

Nothing  divide  your  Loves,  not  want  of  Children, 

Which  I fhall  pray  againft,  and  make  yoil  fruitful-, 

Grow  like  two  equal  flames,  rife  high  and  glorious. 

And  in  your  honor’d  age  burn  out  together ; 

To  all  I know,  farewell: 

KoHver.  Be  not  fo  griev’d  Lady , 

A nobler  fortune^ 

Away  thou  paraflte. 

Dillufb  not  ray  fad  thoughts , I hate  thy  greatnels. 

Kon.  I hate  not  you , 1 am  glad  flic’s  off  thefe  hinges , 
Come,  let’s  purliie.  Ej,;.  F~onvers  and  Law. 

Fund.  If  I had  breath  to  curfe  thee , 

Or  could  my  great  heart  utter,  farewell  villain. 

Thy  houfe,  nor  face  agen.  Exit  Faud. 

Mar.  Let  ’em  all  go. 

And  now  let  us  rejoyce,  now  freely  take  me. 

And  now  embrace  me  Virolet , give  the  rites 
Of  a brave  Husband  to  his  love^ 

Vir.  I’ll  take  my  leave  too. 

Mar.  How  take  your  leave  too  ? 

Vir.  The  houfe  is  furnifii’d  for  you. 

You  are  Miftrefs , may  command. 

Mar.  Will  you  to  bed  Sir  ? 

Vir.  As  foon  to  hell,  to  any  thing  I hate  moft  ^ 

You  muft  excLife  me  , I have  kept  my  word. 

You  are  my  Wife,  you  now  enjoy  my  fortune. 

Which  I have  done  to  recompence  your  bounty : 

But  to  yield  up  thofe  chaft  delights  and  pleafiires. 

Which  are  not  mine,  but  my  firft  vowes. 

Mar.  You  jeaft. 

Vir.  You  will  not  find  it  fo,  to  give  you  thofe 
I have  divorc’d,  and  loft  with  JuUam.^ 

And  all  fires  of  that  nature 

Mar.  Are  you  a Husband? 

Vir.  Toqueftion  hers,  and  fatisfie  your  flames. 

That  held  an  equal  beauty,  equal  bounty — 

Good  heaven  forgive  -,  no,  no,  the  ftrid  forbearance, 

Of  all  thofe  joys,  like  a full  facrifice , 

I offer  to  the  fufferings  of  my  firft  love , 

Honor,  and  wealth,  attendance,  ftate,  all  duty  ^ 

Shall  wait  upon  your  will,  to  make  you  happy. 

But  my  afflided  mind,  you  muft  give  leave  Lady, 

My  weary  Trunk  muft  wander. 

Mart.  Not  enjoy  me  ? 

Go  from  me  too  ? 

Vir.  For  ever  thus  I leave  you 
And  how  fo  e’re  I fare,  live  you  ftill  happy.  Exit  Virol. 

Mar.  Since  I am  fcorn’d,  I’ll  hate  thee,  fcorn  thy  gifts  too. 
Thou  miferable  fool,  thou  fool  to  pitty , 

And  fuch  a rude,  demolilht  thing.  I’ll  ieave  thee. 

In  my  revenge:  for  foolifh  love,  farewell  now. 

And  anger , and  the  foite  of  woman  enter. 

That  all  the  world  fhall  fay,  that  read  this  ftory. 

My  hate,  and  not  my  love,  begot  my  glory. 

Exit  Martia. 
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Scxna  P riff  LI. 

E/:tfr  Scjf-  Bojtftrjinf-,  MjJlcr^  Cunner. 

S:J1'  Hetliat  fears  death,  or  tortures,  let  him  leave  me. 
Theltops  that  we  have  met  with.  Crown  our  Conqueft. 
Common  attempts  are  fit  for  conunon  men  •, 

The  rare,  the  rareft  fpirits.  Can  we  be  daunted? 

W'e  that  have  fmil’d  at  Sea  at  certain  mines , 

Which  men  on  fnorebut  hazarded  would  lhakeat: 

We  that  have  liv’d  free,  in  defpite  of  fortune  , 

Lnught  at  the  out-ftretch’d  Arm  of  Tyranny, 

As  ftill  too  fliort  to  reach  us , fhall  vve  faint  now  ? 

No  my  brave  mates,  1 know  your  fiery  temper , 

And  that  you  can,  and  dare,  as  much  as  men : 

Calapiity , that  fevers  worldly  friendfifips , 

Could  ne’r  divide  us,  you  arc  ftill  the  fame-, 
Theconftant  followers  of  my  baniflit  fortunes  j 
The  Inftruments  of  my  revenge  ^ the  hands 
By  which  I work,  and  fadiion  all  my  projeds. 

Aifjif.  And  fuch  we  will  be  ever. 

(Ju-1.  ’Slight  Sir,  Cramme  me 
Into  a Cannons  mouth , and  llioot  me  at 
Proud  FarjinTs  head ; may  only  he  fall  with  me, 

My  life  I rate  at  nothing. 

Eojtftv.  Could  I but  get , 

Within  my  fwords  length  of  him  ^ and  If  then 
He  feape  me , may  th’account  of  all  his  fins 
Be  added  unto  mine. 

M-tf}.  ’Tis  not  to  dye  Sir, 

But  to  dye  unreveng’d,  that  flaggers  me : 

For  were  your  ends  ferv’d,  and  our  Countrey  free. 

We  would  fall  willing  facrifices. 

St^'.  To  rife  up. 

Moft  glorious  Martyrs. 

Boaif.  But  the  rcafon  why 
We  wear  thefe  fliapes? 

S(f.  Only  to  get  accefs : 

Like  honefl  men,  v/e  never lhall  approach  him. 

Such  are  his  fears,  but  thus  attir’d  like  Switzers, 

And  fafhioning  our  language  to  our  habits^ 

Bold,  bloody,  defperate,  we  may  be  admitted 
Among  his  guard.  But  if  this  fail  I’ll  try 
A thoufand  others,  out-do  Troteus 
In  various  lhapes,  but  1 will  reach  his  heart. 

And  feal  my  anger  on’t. 

Eftter  Ronvere  and  the  Guard. 

Majl.  The  Lord  Ronvere. 

Boatf.  Shall  we  begin  with  him  ? 

S(ff.  He  is  not  ripe  yet. 

Nor  fit  to  fall : as  you  fee  me  begin , 

With  all  care  Imitate. 

Gun.  We  are  inftru(fted. 

Boatf.  Would  we  were  at  it  once. 

Ron.  Keep  a ftrid  watch , 

And  let  the  guards  be  doubled,  this  lafe  night 
The  King  had  fearful  dreams. 

Stf.  ’Tis  a good  Omen 
T o our  attempts. 

Ron.  What  men  are  thefe?  what  feek  you.? 

Stf.  Imployment. 

Ron.  Of  what  nature  ? 

Sejf.  W'e  are  Soldiers  ^ 

We.havefcen  Towns  and  Churches  fet  on  fire; 

The  Kennels  tuning  blood , Coy  virgins  ravifh’d  *, 

The  Altars  ranfack’d,  and  the  holy  reliques, 


Yea,  and  the  Saints  themfelves,  made  lawftil  fpoyls. 

Unto  the  Conquerors:  but  thefe  good  days  are  pafl:, 

And  we  made  Beggars,  by  this  idle  peace. 

For  want  of  adion.  I am  Sir  no  ftranger 
To  the  Govermentof  this  Rate,  I know  the  King 
Needs  men,  that  only  do  what  he  commands. 

And  fearch  no  farther : ’tis  the  profeflion 
Of  all  our  Nation,  to  ferve  faithfully, 

W''here  th’are  befb  payed  : and  if  you  entertain  us, 

I do  not  know  the  thing  you  can  command , 

Which  we’ll  not  put  inadt. 

Ron.  A goodly  Perfbnage. 

Mafi.  And  if  you  have  an  Enemy,  or  fb 
That  you  would  have  difpatcfi’d. 

Gun.  They  are  here,  can  fit  you. 

Boat/.  Or  if  there  be  an  Itch,  though  to  a man. 

Sejf.  You  flialltye 

Our  confciences  in  your  purfe  firings. 

Ron.  Gentlemen,  , 

I like  your  freedome I am  now  in  haft , 

But  wait  for  my  return.  I like  the  Raftals, 

They  may  be  ufeful. 

We’ll  attend  you  Sir: 

Ron.  Do,  and  be  confident  of  entertainment ; 

I hope  you  will  deferve  it.  Exit  Ron.  and  Guard. 

S ef.  O,  no  doubt  Sir : 

Thus  far  we  are  profperous ; we’ll  be  his  guard ; 

Till  Tyranny  and  pride  find  full  reward:  Exeunt. 

Enter  Pandulfo,  and  Juliana. 

Pand.  My  blefling  ? no ; a Fathers  heavy  curie, 

Purfue,  and  overtake  him, 

JuL  Gentle  Sir. 

Band.  My  name,  and  Family,  end  inm«y  felf 
Rather  then  live  in  him. 

Jul.  Dear  Sir  forbear, 

A fathers  curfes,  hit  far  oT,  and  kill  too. 

And  like  a murthering  piece  ayms  not  at  one. 

But  all  that  ftand  within  the  dangerous  level. 

Some  bullet  may  return  upon  your  felf  too , 

Though  againft  nature,  if  you  ftill  go  on 
In  this  unnatural  courfe. 

Pand.  Thou  art  not  made 
Of  that  fame  fluff  as  other  women  are : 

Thy  injuries  would  teach  patience  to  blafpheme, 

Yet  frill  thou  art  a Dove. 

Jul.  I know  not  malice,  but  like  an  innocent,  fuffer. 

Band.  More  miraculous ! 

I’ll  have  a woman  Chronicled,  and  for  goodnefs, 

Which  is  the  greateft  wonder.  Let  me  fee, 

I have  no  Son  to  inherit  after  me ; 

Him  I difclaim. 

What  then  ? I’ll  make  thy  vertues  my  foie  heir ; 

Thy  flory  I’ll  have  written,  and  in  Gold  too; 

In  profe  and  verfe,  and  by  the  ablefl  doers : 

A word  or  two  of  a kind  ftep-father 

I’ll  have  put  in , good  Kings  and  Queens  lhall  buy  it. 

And  if  the  adions  of  ill  great  women , 

And  of  the  modern  times  too,  are  remembred. 

That  have  undone  their  husbands  and  their  families. 

What  will  our  flory  do  ? It  fhall  be  fo , 

And  I will  ftreight  about  it.  • Exit  Pand. 

Enter  Boy. 

Jul.  Such  as  love 

Goodnefs  for  glory,  have  it  for  reward; 

I love  mine  for  it  felf : let  innocence 

Be  written  on  my  Tomb,  though  ne’re  fb  humble^ 

’Tis  all  I am  ambitious  of.  But  I 
'orget  my  vows. 

Boy.  ’Fore  me  you  are  not  modeft. 

Nor  is  this  Courtlike.  Would  ybutakeit  well. 
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If  file  filould  rudely  prefs  into  your  Clofet, 

When  from  your  Icveral  lioxcs  you  chooic  paint. 

To  make  a this  days  face  with  ? 

Jul.  What’s  the  matter : 

B<)y.  Pray  know  her  plcafiire  firlt. 

Jul.  To  whom  I'peak  you  Boy i 
Boy.  Your  Ladifiiips  pardon.  That  proud  Lady  thief , ! 

That  Pole  away  my  Lord  fsom  your  embraces, 
(Wrinckles  at  two  and  twenty  on  her  cheeks  for^t. 

Or  Mercury  unallayed,  make  blifters  on  it) 

Would  force  a vilit. 

Jnl.  And  dare  you  deny  her. 

Or  any  clfe  that  I call  mine?  No  more. 

Attend  her  with  all  reverence  and  refpeft  ^ 

The  want  in  you  of  manners , my  Lord  may 
ConPrue  in  me  for  malice.  I will  teach  you 
How  to  efteem  and  love  the  beauty  he  dotes  on  ^ 

Prepare  a Banquet. 

Enter  Martia  and  Boy. 

Madam,  thus  my  duty 

Stoops  to  the  favor'  you  vouchfafe  your  fervant , 

In  honouring  her  houfe. 

Mart.  Is  this  in  fcorn  ? 

Jul.  No  by  the  life  of  Virolet ; give  me  leave 
To  fvvear  by  him  , as  by  a Saint  ! worfliip, 

. But  am  to  know  no  farther , my  heart  fpeaks  that 
My  fervants  have  been  rude,  and  this  boy  (doting 
Upon  my  forrows)  hath  forgot  his  duty : 

In  which,  that  you  may  think  I have  no  fnare , 

Sirra,  upon  your  knees,  defire  her  pardon. 

Boy.  I dare  not  dilbbeyyou. 

Mart.  Prethee  rile. 

My  anger  never  looks  fo  low  : I thank  you. 

And  will  delerve  it , if  we  may  be  private , 

I came  to  fee  and  Ipeak  with  you. 

Jul.  Be  gone.  Exit  Boy. 

Good  Madam  fit. 

Mart.  I rob  you  of  your  place  then. 

Jul.  You  have  deferv’d  a better,  in  my  bed^ 

Make  ufe  of  this  too ; Now  your  pleafure  Lady. 

If  in  your  breaft  there  be  a worthy  pitty. 

That  brings  you  for  my  comfort , you  do  nobly : 

But  if  yon  come  to  triumph  in  your  conqueft  , 

Or  tread  on  my  calamities , ’twill  wrong 
Your  other  excellencies.  Let  it  fufficc , 

That  you  alone  enjoy  the  beft  of  men. 

And  that  I am  forfaken. 

Mart.  He  the  beft  ? 

The  feum  and  Ihame  of  mankind. 

Jul.  Virolet.,  Lady? 

Mart.  Bleftinhim?  I would  my  youth  had  cholen 
Confuming  feavers,  bed-rid  age 
For  my  companions , rather  then  a thing 
To  lay  whofe  bafenefs  open,  would  even  poylbn 
, The  tongue  that  fpeaks  it. 

Jul.  Certainly  from  you 
At  no  part  he  deferves  this  ^ and  I tell  you, 

Durft  I pretend  but  the  leaft  title  to  him , 

I Ihould  not  hear  this. 

• Mart.  He’s  an  impudent  villain. 

Or  a malicious  wretch ; to  you  ungrateful  i 
To  me  beyond  expreffion  barbarous. 

I more  then  hate  him  •,  from  you  he  deferves 
A death  moll  horrid : from  me,  to  dye  for  ever. 

And  know  no  end  of  torments.  Would  you  have  comfort  f 
Would  you  wafli  off  the  Pain  that  Picks  upon  you , 

In  being  reftis’d  ? Would  you  redeem  your  fame , 
Shipwrack’d  in  his  bafe  wrongs.?  if  you  defire  this. 

It  is  not  to  be  done  with  fiavifli  fuffering. 

But  by  a Noble  anger,  making  way 

To  a moP  brave  revenge,  we  may  call  juPice^ 

■Our  injuries  are  equals  joyn  with  me  then, 

I 

And  fiiarcthc  honor, 

Jul.  1 Icarcc  underPand  you. 

And  know  1 lhall  be  moP  unapt  to  learn 
To  hate  the  man  1 Pill  muP  love  and  honor. 

Mar.  This  foolilh  dotag(J  in  foP-hcarted  women , 

Makes  proud  men  inlblcnt : but  take  your  way , 

I’ll  rim  another  courfe. 

Jul.  As  you  arc  noble. 

Deliver  his  oflence. 

Mart.  He  has  denied 
The  rites  due  to  a wife. 

Jul.  O me  mop  happy , 

How  largely  am  I payd  for  all  my  fuPerings  ? 

Mop  honeP  Virolet.,  thou  juP  performer 
Of  all  thy  promifes : I call  to  mind  now. 

When  I was  happy  in  thofejoys  you  fpeak  of, 

In  a chap  bed , and  warranted  by  Law  too , 

He  oft  would  fwear,  that  if  h®  fiiouldfurvive  me, 

(Which  then  I knew  he  wiflit  not)  never  woman 
Should  tap  of  his  embraces  j this  one  aP 
Makes  me  again  his  debtor. 

Mart.  And  was  this 

The  caufe  my  youth  and  beauty  were  contemn’d  ? 

If  I fit  down  here  ! wel 

JuL  I dare  thy  worp. 

Plot  what  thou  canft,  my  piety  lhall  guard  him 
Againp  thy  malice.  Leave  my  houfe  and  quickly. 

Thou  wilt  infeP  thefe  innocent  walls.  By  virtue 
I will  inform  him  of  thy  bloody  purpofe , 

And  turn  it  on  thine  own  accurfed  headj 

Believ’t  I will.^  Juliana. 

Mart.  But  ’tis  not  in  thy  power 
To  hinder  what  I have  decreed  againP  him. 

I’ll  fet  ray  felf  to  fale,  and  live  a Prumpet  j 
Forget  my  birth,  my  father,  and  his  honor. 

Rather  then  want  an  inPrument  to  help  me 
In  my  revenge.  The  Captain  of  the  guard-, 

(Blep  opportunity)  courts  me. 

Enter  Ronvere. 

Ron.  Sad  and  troubled? 

How  brave  her  anger  Pews  ? how  it  fets  off* 

; Her  natural  beauty .?  under  what  happy  Par 
Was  Virolet  born,  to  be  belov’d  and  P)ught  to, 
i By  two  incomparable  women?  nobleP  Lady, 

I have  heard  your  \yrongs  and  pitty  them : and  if 
The  fervice  of  my  life  could  give  me  hope 
To  gain  your  favor,  I Pould  be  mop  proud 
To  be  commanded. 

Mart.  ’Tis  in  you,  my  Lord, 

To  make  me  your  glad  fervant. 

Ron.  Name  the  means. 

Mar.  ’Tis  not  preferment.  Jewels,  Gold,  or  Courtihip. 
He  that  defires  to  reap  the  harveP  of 
My  youth  and  beauty,  muP  begin  in  blood , 

And  right  my  wrongs. 

Ron.  I apprehend  you  Madam, 

And  reP  afiiired  ’tis  done  ^ I am  provided 
Of  inPrumentsto  fit  you:  To  the  King, 

I’ll  inPantly  prefent  you  ^ if  1 fail , 

He  Pall  make  good  your  ayms : he’s  lefs  then  man , 

That  to  atchieve  your  favor,*  would  not  do  ' 

Deeds,  fiends  v/ould  fear  to  put  their  agents  to.  Exeunt.  ' 

Enter  Virolet  Reading. 

Vir.  ^odinvitus  facts.,  non  e(i  fcelus.  ’Tis  2X\,axiome.f 
Now  whether  willmgly  I have  departed 
With  that  I lov’d:  with  that,  above  her  life 
Lov’d  me  again , crownd  me  a happy  husband  , 

Was  full  of  children  her  affiidions, 

That  I begot,  that  when  outage  muP  periP , 

And  all  our  painted  frailties  turn’d  to  aPes , 

Then  ' 
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Then  fiiall  they  Ib.nd  and  propogate  our  honors. 

\\  hether  this  done,  and  taking  to  proteAion 
\ new  Ihange  beauty,  it  was  a iifehil  one : 

How  to  my  lufr  ? if  it  be  lb , 1 am  fmful  •, 

And  guilty  of  tliat  crime  I would  fling  from  me. 

W'as  there  not  in  it  this  fair  courfe  of  virtue? 

This  pious  courfc,  to  favc  my  friends,  my  Countrey, 
That  even  then  had  put  on  a mourning  garment. 

And  wept  the  defolation  of  her  children  ? 

Her  nobleft  children?  Did  not  flie  thrufl;  :.ne  on , 

And  to  my  duty  daptthe  fpurof  honor? 

W'as  there  a way,  tvithout  this  woman,  left  me 
To  bring  ’em  off?  the  marrying  of  this  woman? 

If  nor,  why  am  I ftung  thus?  why  tormented? 

Or  had  there  been  a wild  delire  joyn’d  with  it , 

How  ealilv,  both  thefe,  and  all  their  beauties 
Might  I have  made  mine  own  ? why  am  I toucht  thus , 
Having  perform’d  the  great  redemption  , 

Both  of  my  friends  and  family  ? fairly  done  it  ? 
Without  bale  and  lafeivious  ends-,  O Heaven, 

Why  am  I ftill  at  War  thus  ? why  this  a mifehief , 
That  honefty  and  honor  had  propounded  , 

I,  and  abiblv’d  my  tender  will^  and  chid  me, 

Xay  then  unwillingly  flung  me  on? 


Enter  Juliana  and  the  Boy^ 

B.y.  He’s  here  Madam-, 

This  is  the  mclancholly  walk  he  lives  in, 

And  choofes  ever  to  incrcafe  his  fadnefs. 

JhI.  Stand  by. 

Vir.  ’Tis  Ihe;  how  I fnake  now  and  tremble? 

The  virtues  of  that  mind  are  torments  to  me. 

y.'/L  Sir,  if  my  hated  face  fhall  fdr  your  anger, 

Or  this  forbidden  path  I tread  in  vex  you-, 

My  love,  and  fair  obedience  left  behind  me. 

Your  pardon  asked,  I fliall  return  and  blefs  you. 

Vir.  Pray  ftay  a little,  I delight  to  fee  you  ^ 

May  not  we  yet , though  fortune  have  divided  us. 

And  fet  an  envious  ftop  between  our  pleafures , 

Look  thus  one  at  another f figh  and  weep  thus? 

And  read  in  one  anothers  eyes , the  Legends , 

And  wonders  of  our  old  loves  ? be  not  fearful , 

Though  you  be  now  a Saint,  I may  adore  you: 

May  I not  rake  this  hand,  and  on  it  facrilice 
The  forrows  of  ray  heart  ? white  feal  of  virtue. 

JhI.  My  Lord,  you  wrong  your  wedlock. 

Vir.  W ere  fhe  here. 

And  with  her  all  feverc  eyes  to  behold  us, 

W’e  might  do  this  ^ I might  name  Juliana.^ 

And  to  the  reverence  of  that  name,  bow  thus: 

I might  figh  Juliana.  Ihe  was  mine  once  s 

But  I too  weak  a guard  for  that  great  treafure— 

And  vvhilff  Ihe  has  a name,  believe  me  L ady, 

This  broken  heart  ffiall  never  want  a foiiow. 

JhL  Forget  her  fir,  your  honor  now  commands  you 
You  are  anothers,  keep  thofe  grieL  for  her. 

She  richly  can  reward ’em.  I would  have  Ipoken  with  you. 

V/r.  What  is  your  wall?  for  nothing  you  can  ask, 

So  full  of  goodnefs  are  your  words  and  meanings. 

Muff  be  denied : fpcak  boldly. 

J7il.  1 thank  you  fir.  1 comiC  not 
To  beg,  or  flatter,  only  to  be  believ’d, 

That  1 defirc-:  for  1 fliall  tell  a ffory. 

So  far  from  feeming  truth,  yet  a moft  true  one*, 

So  horrible  in  nature,  and  fo  horrid  ^ 

So  beyond  witkednefs,  that  when  you  hear  it , 

It  muff  appear  the  praffice  of  another. 

The  caff  and  malice  of  Ibme  one  you  have  wrong’d  much, 
And  me,  you  may  imagine  me  accufc  too  , 
llnlcfs  you  call  to  mind  my  daily  fufferings^ 

The  infinite  obedience  I have  born  you , 

That  hates  all  name  and  nature  of  revenga. 

My  love,  that  nothing  but  my  death  can  fever. 


Rather  than  hers  I fpeak  of. 

Vir.  Juliana., 

To  make  a doubt  of  what  you  fhall  deliver. 

After  my  full  experience  of  your  virtues , ^ 

Were  to  diftruft  a providence  ^ to  think’you  can  lie. 

Or  being  wrong’d  , feek  after  foul  repairings , 

To  forge  a Creed  againff  my  faith. 

Jnl.  I muff  do  fb,  for  it  concerns  your  life  Sir^ 

And  if  that  word  mayffir  you,  hear  and  profper ; 

I fhouldbe  dumb  clfe,  were  not  you  at  ffake  here. 

Vir.  What  new  friend  have  I found,  that  dares  deliver 
This  loaden  trunk  from  his  afflidions  ? 

What  pittying  hand,  of  all  that  feels  ray  miferies 
Brings  Inch  a benefit  ? * 

Jnl.  Be  wife  and  manly , 

And  with  your  honor  fall,  when  Fleaven  fhall  call  you. 
Not  by  a hellifh  mifehief. 

Vir.  Speak  my  bleff  one. 

How  weak  and  poor  I am,  now  fhe  is  from  me? 

JhI.  Your  wife. 

Viro.  How’s  that  ? 

JhI.  Your  wife. 

Vir.  Be  tender  of  her,  I fhall  believe  elfe ; 

Jul.  I muff  be  true  ^ your  ear,  fir  ^ 

For  ’tis  fo  horrible,  if  the  ayr  catch  it. 

Into  a thoufand  plagues,  a thoufand  monffers, 

It  will  difperfeitfelf,  and  fright  refinance.  TFhifpers. 

Viro.  She  feek  my  life  with  you?  make  you  her  agent.? 
Another  love  ? O fpeak  but  truth. 

JhI.  Be  patient. 

Dear  as  I love  you , elfe  I leave  you  wretched. 

Vir.  Forward,  ’tis  well , it  fhall  be  welcome  to  me^ 

I have  liv’d  too  long,  numbred  too  many  days. 

Yet  never  found  the  benefit  of  living  ^ 

Now  when  I come  to  reap  it  with  my  fervice. 

And  hunt  for  that  my  youth  and  honor  aims  at, 

The  Sun  fets  bn  my  fortune  red  and  bloody. 

And  everlaffing  night  begins  to  clofe  me, 

’Tis  time  to  dye. 

Enter  Martia  and  Ronvere. 


Jul.  She  comes  her  felf. 

Eon.  Believe  Lady, 

And  on  this  Angel  hand , your  fervant  feals  it. 

You  fhall  be  Miffrifs  of  your  whole  defires. 

And  what  ye  fhall  command. 

Mart.  Hamynion, 

dy  precious  Dame,  are  you  there?  nay  go  forward, 
Make  your  cornplaints , and  pour  out  your  fain’d  pitties, 
dave,  like  to  him  you  ferve : f am  the  fame  ftill. 

And  what  I purpofe,  let  the  world  take  witnefs. 

Shall  be  fb  finifht , and  to  fuch  example , 

Spite  of  your  poor  preventions , my  dear  Gentleman , 

My  honorable  man,  are  you  there  too  ? 

You  and  your  hot  delire?  your  mercy  Sir, 

I had  forgot  your  greatnefs, 

Jul.  ’Tis  not  well  Lady.  (rately 

Mart.  Lord,  how  I hate  this  fellow  now  •,  how  defpe- 1 
My  ftomach  ftands  againff  him  i this  bafe  fellow. 

This  gelded  fool  i 

Jul.  Did  you  never  hear  of  rriodefty  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  when  I heard  of  you  and  fb  believ’d  it. 
Thou  bloodlefs,  brainlcfs  fool. 

Vir.  How? 

Mart.  Thou  defpifed  fool, 

Thou  only  fign  of  man,  how  I contemn  thee! 

Thou  woven  worthy  in  a piece  of  Arras , 

Fit  only  to  enjoy  a wall  ^ thou  beaft 
Beaten  to  ufe-.  Have  I preferv’d  a beauty, 

A youth , a love,  to  have  my  wifhes  blaftcd  ? 

My  dotings,  and  the  joys  I came  to  offer. 

Muff  they  be  loft,  and  lleightcd  by  a dormoufe? 

Jnl.  life  more  refped  5,  and  woman,’twill  become  you  d 
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At  leafb,  lefs  tongue.  ^ 

Mart.  I’ll  life  all  violence. 

Let  him  look  for’t. 

JhI.  Dare  you  ftain  thofe  beauties , 

Thofe  heavenly  llanips , that  raife  men  up  to  wonder, 
W'ith  harfh  and  crooked  motions?  arc  you  Ihc 
That  overdid  all  ages,  with  your  honor-, 

And  in  a little  hour  dare  loofe  this  trtumph  ? 

Is  not  this  man  your  husband  ? 

Mart.  He’s  my  halter  ^ 

Which  (having  fued  my  pardon)  I fling  off  thus, 

And  with  him  all  I brought  him,  but  my  anger  ^ 

Which  I will  nourifli  to  the  defblation , 

Not  only  of  his  folly,  but  his  friends , 

And  his  whole  name. 

Vir.  ’Tis  well,  I have  deferved  it. 

And  if  I were  a woman , I would  rail  too. 

Mart.  Nature  nere  promifed  thee  a thing  fo  noble. 
Take  back  your  love,  your  vow , I give  it  freely  ^ \ 

I poorly  fcorn  it  -,  graze  now  where  you  pleafe ; 

That  that  the  dulnefs  of  thy  foul  neglefted, 

Kings  fue  for  now.  And  mark  me,  Virolet , 

Thou  image  of  a man , obferve  my  w'ords  well. 

At  fuch  a bloody  rate  I’ll  fell  this  beauty , 

This  handfomnefs  thou  fcornft  and  flingft  away. 

Thy  proud  ungrateful  life  fhall  lhake  at:  take  your  houfe, 
'The  petty  things  you  left  me  give  another^ 

And  laft,  take  home  your  trinket:  fare  you  well,  Sir, 
lion.  You  have  fpoke  like  your  felf^ 

Y’are  a brave  Lady.  Exeunt  Ronvere  and  Martia. 

- JhI.  Why  do  you  fmile,  Sir? 

Vir.  O my  Juliana  , 

The  happinefs  this  womans  fcorn  has  given  me , 

Makes  me  a man  again  proclaims  it  felf , ^ 

In  fuch  a general  joy,  through  all  my  miferies. 

That  now  methinks 

Jul.  Look  to  your  felf  dear  Sir, 

And  trifle  not  with  danger  that  attends  you  j 
3e  joyful  when  y’are  free. 

Vir.  Did  you  not  hear  her  ? 

She  gave  me  back  my  vow,  my  love,  my  freedom  ^ 

I am  free , free  as  air  ^ and  though  to  morrow 
Her  bloody  will  meet  with  my  life,  and  fmk  it. 

And  in  her  execution  tear  me  piecemeal : 

Yet  have  I time  once  more  to  meet  my  wifhes. 

Once  more  to  embrace  my  bell,  my  noblelt,  trueft  •, 

, And  time  that’s  warranted. 

Jul.  Good  Sir,  forbear  it: 

Though  I confefs , equal  with  your  defires 
My  wilhes  rife,  as  covetous  of  your  love. 

And  to  as  warm  alarums  fpur  my  will  to ; 

Yet  pardon  me , the  Seal  oth’Church  dividing  us , 

And  hanging  like  a threatning  flame  between  us , 

We  mull:  not  meet,  I dare  not. 

Vir.  That  poor  disjoynting 
That  only  ftrong  necelTity  thruft  on  you. 

Not  crime , nor  ftudied  caufe  of  mine  -.  how  fweetly. 
And  nobly  I will  bind  again  and  cherifli 
: How  I will  recompence  one  dear  imbracc  now. 

One  free  affedion ! how  I burn  to  meet  it ! 

Look  now  upon  me. 

Jul.  I behold  you  willingly. 

And  willingly  would  yield , but  for  my  credit. 

The  love  you  hrft  had  was  preferv’d  with  honor. 

The  lalt  Ihall  not  cry  whore  -,  you  fhall  not  purchafe 
From  me  a pleafure,  that  have  equally 
Lov’d  your  fair  fame  as  you,  at  fuch  a rate : 

,Your  honefty  and  virtue  muft  be  bankrupt, 

(If  I had  lov’d  your  luft,  and  not  your  luftrej 
The  glorious  luftre  of  your  matchlefs  goodnefr , 

I would  compel  you  now  to  be! forgive  me, 

Torgive  me  Sir,  how  fondly  frill  I love  you ! 

,Yet  nobly  too  ^ make  the  way  frraight  before  me, 
i And  let  but  holy  Hymen  once  more  guide  me, 
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Jnder  the  Ax  upon  the  Rack  again, 
iven  in  the  bed  of  all  afllidions , 

Where  nothing  lings  our  Nuptials  but  dire  forrows, 

With  all  my  youth  and  pleafure  I’ll  imbrace  you. 

Make  Tyranny  and  death  Hand  frill  affrighted. 

And  at  our  meeting  fouls  amaze  our  mifehiefs^ 

Till  when,  high  heaven  defend  you,  and  peace  guide  you. 

3e  wife  and  manly,  make  your  fate  your  own, 

By  being  mafter  of  a providence , 

That  may  controle  it» 

Vir.  Stay  a little  with  me, 

My thouglits have  chid  themfelves:  may  I not  kifs  you? 
Upon  my  troth  I am  honefr. 

Jul.  I believe  ye  i 
But  yet  what  that  may  raife  in  both  our  fancies. 

What  ifrues  fuch  warm  parents  breed. 

Vir.  I obey  you, 

And  take  my  leave  as  from  the  Saint  that  keeps  me. 
will  be  right  again,  and  once  more  happy 
n thy  unimitable  Jove. 

Jul.  I’ll  pray  for  ye , 

And  when  you  fall  1 have  not  long  to  follow.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sefre,  Mafrer,  Botefwain,  and  Gunner,  atone  door., 
Martia  and  Ronvere , at  another. 

Sef.  Now  we  have  got  free  credit  with  the  Captain. 

Majl.  .Soft,  foft,  he’s  here  again:  Is  not  that  Lady — 
Or  have  I loft  mine  eyes  ? a fait  rhume  feizes  ’em  j 
But  I fhould  know  that  face. 

Botf.  Make  him  not  madder , 

Let  him  forget  the  woman  j freer  a lar-board. 

Maji.  He  will  not  kill  her. 

Botf.  Any  thing  he  meets  ^ 

He’s  like  a Hornet  now,  he  hums,  and  buzzes  j 
Nothing  but  blood  and  horror. 

Maji.  I would  fave  the  Lady , 
for  fuch  another  Lady. 

Botf.  There’s  the  point  j 
And  you  know  there  want  women  of  her  mettle. 

Maji.  ’Tis  true,  they  bring  fuch  children  now. 

Such  demilancies. 

Their  fathers  locks  will  make  them  Chriftning  clothes. 
Gun.  No  more,  they  view  us. 

Sef.  You  fhall  play  a while. 

And  fun  your  felf  in  this  felicity. 

You  fhall  you  glorious  whore , I know  you  frill. 

But  I fhall  pick  an  hour  when  moft  fecurely 

I fay  no  more. 

Ron.  Do  you  fee  thofe  ? thofe  are  they 
Shall  afr  your  wilU  come  hither  my  good  fellows: 

You  are  now  the  Kings.  Are  they  not  goodly  fellows  ? 
Mart.  They  have  bone  enough,  if  they  have  ftout  heart 
Afaji.  Still  the  old  wench.  • (to  it 

Sejf.  Pray  Captain,  let  me  ask  you 
What  Noble  Lady’s  that?  ’tis  a rude  quefrion. 

But  I defire  to  know. 

Ron.  She  is  for  the  King,  Sir , 

Let  that  fufEce  for  anfwer. 

Sef.  Is  file  fo  Sir? 

In  good  time  may  fhe  curfe  it. 

Muft  I breed  hackneys  for  his  grace  ? 

Ron.  What  wouldfr  thou  do 
To  merit  fuch  a Ladies  favor  ? 

Sef.  Any  thing. 

Ron.  That  can  fupply  thy  wants,  and  raife  thy  fortunes  > 
Sef.  Let  her  command,  and  fee  what  I dare  execute. 

I keep  my  confcience  here  i if  any  man 
Oppofe  her  will , and  fhe  would  have  him  humbled , 
Whole  families  between  her  and  her  wilhes — — 

Mali.  We  have  feen  bleeding  throats  fir,  Cities  fackt 
And  infants  ftuck  upon  their  pikes. 

Botefl  Houfes  a fire,  and  handfome  mothers  weeping. 
Sef.  Which  we  have  heaped  upon  the  pile  like  facri  flees. 

Churche* 
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Churches  and  Altars,  Priefts  and  all  devotions, 

Tumbk\1  together  into  one  rude  Chaos. 

Gto!.  W e know  no  tear  Sir,  but  want  of  imploymcnt 
Stjf.  Kor  other  faith  but  what  our  purfes  preach. 

To  gain  our  ends  wc  can  do  any  thing. 

And  turn  our  fouls  into  a tlioufand  ligures  > 

But  when  wc  come  to  do — ■ 
hlart.  I like  thcle  fellows. 

Ko)t.  Be  ready  and  waitj  here  within  this  hour 
I’ll  fliew  you  to  the  King,  and  he  fiiali  like  ye: 

And  if  you  can  devife  fomc  entertainment 
To  fill  his  mirth,  fuch  as  your  Countrey  ufes, 

Prefent  it , and  I’ll  fee  it  grac’d. 

After  this  Comtek^  Scene  we  lhall  imploy  you. 

For  one  miift  dye. 

S:Jf.  W'hat  is  he  fir?  fpeak  boldly. 

For  we  dare  boldly  do. 

Kon.  This  Ladies  husband  ^ 

His  name  is  Vholet. 

Seff.  W'-e  fliall  difpatch  it.  Exit  Martia,  Ronvere. 
O damned,  damned  thing : a bafe  whore  firlt : 

And  then  a murtherer.  I’ll  look  to  you. 

Bctf.  Can  flie  be  grown  lb  Ifrange  ? 

Sef.  She  has  an  itch  •, 

I’ll  Icratch  you  my  dear  daughter , I’il  fo  claw  you  *, 
i’lr  curry  your  hot  hide;,  married  and  honour’d? 

And  turn  thole  holy  blelfings  into  brothels  ? 

Your  beauty  into  blood?  I’ll  hunt  your  hotnefs. 

I’ll  hunt  you  like  a train. 

Maji.  W'e  did  all  pitty  her. 

Seji,  Hang  her,  file  is  not  worth  mans  memory  i 
She’s  folfc  and  bafe,  and  let  her  fright  all  flories. 

Well,  though  thou  beell  mine  enemy.  I’ll  right  thee. 
And  right  thee  Nobly. 

Botf  Faith  fir,  fince  fhe  mufl:  go. 

Let’s  fpare  as  few  as  may  be. 

Sef.  We’ll  take  all , 

And  like  a torrent  fweep  the  flaves  before  us. 

You  dare  endure  the  worft;  ? 

Mali.  You  know  our  hearts  fir. 

And  they  lhall  bleed  the  lalt,  ere  we  Hart  from  ye. 

Gun.  W’e  can  but  dye,  and  ere  we  come  to  that , 

We  lhall  pick  out  fome  few  examples  for  us. 

Sef.  Then  wait  the  firlloccafion,  and  like  Curtiusy 
I’ll  leap  the  gulph  before  you,  fearlefs  leap  it: 

Then  follow  me  like  men,  and  if  our  virtues 
May  buoy  onr  Countrey  up , and  fet  her  Ihiiiing 
In  her  firll  ftate  •,  our  fair  revenges  taken , 

We  have  our  nob  le  ends  or  elfe  our  alhes.  Exeunt. 


; AdlUS  V. 

I 

' Scduna  Trim  a. 

Enter  Alcanio,  and  Martia  above. 

Mart.  As  you  arc  noble,  keep  me  from  difeovery. 
And  let  me  only  run  a Itrangcrs  fortune  i 
For  when  the  King  lliall  find  I am  his  daughter 
He  ever  holds  moft  ominous , and  hates  moft : 

W.'ith  what  eyes  can  he  look,  how  entertain  me, 

But  with  his  Rars  and  cruelties  ? 

/If.  I have  found  you, 

.SulpL-ft  not,  I am  bound  to  what  you  like  belt. 
What  you  intend,  I dare  not  be  fo  curious 
To  queftion  now,  and  what  you  arc,  lies  hid  here. 

Enter  Ferrand  Ronvere  above. 

The  Ki  comes,  make  your  fortune,  I lhall  joy  in’t. 


Kon.  All  things  are  ready  fir  to  make  you  merry 
And  fuch  a King,  you  lhall  behold  him  now. 

Eer.  I long  for’t. 

For  I have  need  of  mirth. 

Kon.  The  Lady  fir. 

Eer.  Now  as  1 am  a King,  afprightly  beauty, 

A goodly  fweet  afpedt  ! my  thanks  Konvere^ 

My  bell  thanks^  on  your  lips  I feal  your  wilhes. 

Be  what  you  can  \ imagine  mine,  and  happy. 

And  now  fit  down  and  fmilej  com.e  my  Afeanioy 
And  let  this  Monarch  enter. 

Enter  Self  and  Mr.  Bortlw.  Gunner,  and  Saylors. 

Konv.  Thefc  are  t\it  Sxvitzers'. 

I told  your  grace  of. 

Eer.  Goodly  promifing  fellows. 

With  faces  to  keep  fools  in  awe.  Hike  ’emj 
Go  guard  the  prelence  well , and  do  your  duties , 

To  morrow  I lliall  take  a farther  view: 

Sejf.  You  lhall  Sir, 

Or  I lhall  loole  my  will*,  how  the  whore’s  mounted.? 
How  Ihe  fits  thron’d  ? thou  blafing  muddy  meteor , 

That  frighten  the  under  world  with  luftful  flalhes. 

How  I lliall  dalh  thy  flames  ? away,  no  word  more : 

Ex.  Self  and  his  company.  Florifli  Cor. 

Enter  Villio,  Callruchio,  Dodor,  and  a Guard, 

Fer.  Now,  here  he  comes  in  glory,  be  merry  Mailers, 
A Banquet  too  ? conveyed  array. 

Kon.  O,  he  mull  fit  in  State  Sir! 

AJea.  How  rarely  he  is  ulher’d?  can  he  think  now 
He  is  a King  indeed.? 

Kon.  Mark  but  his  countenance. 

Caji.  Let*  me  have  plealiires  infinite,  and  to  the  height. 
And  women  in  abundance,  many  women , 

Enter  Ladies, 


I will  difport  my  grace , 

Stand  there  and  long  for  me. 

What  have  ye  brought  me  here?  is  this  a Feaft 
Fit  for  a Prince  ? a mighty  Prince  ? are  thele  things , 
Thefe  preparations,  ha.? 

Dod.  May  it  pleafe  your  grace  ? Marchpanes, 

Cap.  It  does  not  pleale  my  grace:  where  are  the 
The  Cullards  double  royal,  and  the  liibtilties.? 

Why,  what  weak  things  are  you  to  ferve  a Prince  thus? 
Where  be  the  delicates  oth’  earth  and  ayr  ? 

The  hidden  fecrets  of  the  Sea?  am  la  plow-man. 

You  pop  me  up  with  porridge?  hang  the  Cooks. 

Fer.  O moll  Kingly : 

What  a Majeflick  anger? 

Caji.  Give  me  Ibme  wine, 

A fa.  He  cools  agen  now. 

Caji.  Fool  where  are  my  Players .? 

Let  me  have  all  in  pompi  Jet  ’em  play  Ibme  love  matter. 
To  make  the  Ladies  itch.  I’ll  be  with  you  anon  Ladies- 
You  black  eyes.  I’ll  be  with  you.  ’ 

Give  me  fome  wine  I fay. 

And  let  me  have  a Mafqueof  Cuckolds  enter : 

Of  mine  own  Cuckolds, 

And  Jet  them  come  in,  peeping  and  rejoycing. 

Juft  as  I kifs  their  wives,  and  fomewhat  glorying. 

Some  wine  I lay,  then  for  an  excellent  night-piece. 

To  Ihew  my  glory  to  my  loves,  and  minions, 

I will  have  fome  great  Caftle  burnt. 

Vil.  Hark  you  brother: 

If  that  be  to  pleale  thele  Ladies , ten  to  one 
The  fire  firft  takes  upon  your  own,  look  to  thati 
Then  you  may  Ihew  a night  piece. 

Caji'.  Where’s  this  wine? 

Why  lhall  I choak?  do  ye  long  all  to  be  tortur’d  ? 
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VoTi.  Here  Sir. 

Caii.  Why,  what  is  this  ? why  Do^or. 

T>o£i.  Wine  and  water  Sir. 

’Tis  Soveraign  for  your  heat , you  mufl-  endure  It. 

Fil.  Molt  excellent  to  cool  your  night-piece  Sir. 
DoCi.  You  are  of  a higii  and  cholcrick  complexion, 
And  you  mufl:  have  allaycs. 

CajL  Shall  I have  no  Ihccrc  w'inc  then  ? 

VoU.  Not  for  a world  : I tender  yOur  dear  life  Sir  •, 
And  he  is  no  faithful  fubjeft — - 
Vil.  No,  by  no  means: 

Of  this  you  may  drink,  and  never  hang,  nor  quarter, 

^ 1 ^ V I ll^tl  t 4-«  1 I 


Nor  never  whip  the  fool , this  liquors  merciful. 
Cajl.  I will  nt  down  and  cat  then:  " 


Kings 


when  th’are 
(hungry, 


I\lay  cat  I hope 

Port.  Yes,  but  they  cat  difcreetly. 

Cj(L  Come,  tall  this  dith,  and  cut  me  liberally  j 
like  fauce  well. 

Dod.  Fie  ’tis  too  hot  Sir : 

Too  deeply  fcafon’d  with  the  fpice , away  w ith’ t , 

You  mufr  acquaint  your  llomach  with  thofe  dyets 
Arc  temperately  nourifliing. 

CajL  But  pray  fray  DoTor, 

And  let  me  have  my  meat  again.  . 

Do£f.  By  no  means:  ' ^ “ • 

I have  a charge  concerns  my  life. 

Cafi.  No  meat  neither-, 

Do  Kings  never  eat  DoTor.? 

I)o£l.  Very  little  Sir. 

And  that  too  very  choice. 

Vil.  Your  King  never  fleeps  Brother , 

Fie  mufl:  not  fleep,  his  cares  Hill  keep  him  waking. 

Now  he  that  eats  and  drinks  much  is  a dormoufe , 

The  third  part  of  a wafer  is  a weeks  diet. 

Caft.  Appoint  me  fomething  then.  ' 

Pod.  There. 

Cjji  . This  I feel  good , 

But  it  melts  too  fuddainly  yet,  how^  that  gone  too! 

Ye  are  not  mad!  I charge  you  ; tah^away. 

VoVt.  For  your  health  Sir, 

A little  quickens  nature,  much  deprelTes. 

Cajl.  Eat  nothing  for  my  health?  that’s  a new  dyet. 

Let  me  have  fomething,  fomething  has  fome  favor. 

Why  thou  uncourteous  DoTor , lhall  I hang  thee  ? 

VoCt.  ’Tis  better  Sir  than  I lltould  let  you  furfeit , 

My  death  were  nothing. 

Vil.  To  loofe  a King,  were  terrible. 

Cajl.  Nay,  then  I’ll  carve  my  felf,  I’ll  flay  no  ceremonies_. 
This  is  a Patridge  Pye,  1 amfure  that’s  nourifliing. 

Or  Galen  is  an  Afs ; ’tis  rarely  feafon’d : 

Ha  DoTorhavc  I h'trlght?amark  amark  there  > taJ^eairay. 
Vil.  What  ails  thy  grace  ? 

Ca(i.  Retriv  thofe  Patridges. 

Or  as  I am  a King 

Pod.  Pray  Sir  be  patient. 

They  are  flowen  too  far. 

Vil.  Thefe  are  breath’d  pyes  an’t  pleafe  you , 

And  your  hawkes  are  fuch  Buzards. 

Cajl.  A King  and  have  nothing , 

Nor  can  have  nothing  1 
Vil.  What  think  you  of  pudding .? 

A pudding  Royal? 

Cajl.  To  be  royally  flarv’d. 

Whip  me  this  fool  to  death  ^ he  is  a blockhead. 

Vil.  Let  ’em  think  they  whip  me,as  we  think  you  a King: 
’Twill  be  enough. 

Call.  As  for  your  dainty  DoTor,the  Table  taken  away. 
Ail  gone,  all  fnatch’d  aw'ay,  and  I unfatisfied , 

Without  my  wits  being  a King  and  hungry  > 

Suffer  but  this  thy  trealbn  ? I tell  thee  Dofton 
I tell  it  thee,  inearnefl:,  and  in  anger, 

I am  damnably  hungry , my  very  grace  is  hungry. 

Vil.  A hungry  grace  is  fitteft:  to  no  meal  Sir. 
Pi?dr.Some nvo hours  henc e,you  fliall  fee more:but fcill  Sir 


You  mult  retain  an  excellent  and  flrift  dyer.  (Sir 

Vil.  It  lliarpcns  you , and  makes  your  wit  lb  poynaiit , 
Your  very  words  will  kill. 

Pod.  A bit  of  Marmalade 
No  bigger  than  a Peafe. 

Vil.  And  that  well  butter’d  , 

The  ayr  thrice  purified,  and  three  times  fpiiited^ 

Becomes  a King:  your  rare  conlerve  of  nothing 
Breeds  no  qflcncc. 

Cali.  Am  I turn’d  King  Camelion , 

And  keep  my  Court  ith’ayr  ? 

Fer.  'I'hcy  vex  him  cruelly. 

.^fca.  In  two  days  more  they’ll  ffarve  him. 

Fer.  Now  the  women,  there’s  no  food  left  bat  tliey. 
/jfca.  They’ll  prove  fmall  nouriflimcnt. 

Yet  h’as  another  llomach  and  a great  one, 

I lee  by  his  eye. 

Caji.  ril  have  mine  own  power  here  ^ 

Mine  own  Authority;,  I need  no  tutor. 

Doflor  this  is  no  dyet. 

Pod.  It  may  be  Sir 

Vil.  Birlady,  it  may  turn  to  a dry  dyet-,  ' 

And  how  thy  grace , v/ill  ward  that — - 
Caji.  Stand  off  DoTor 
And  talk  to  thofe  that  want  faith. 

Fer.  Plot  and  mighty. 

/ijra.  He  will  cool  apace,  no  doubt. 

Cajh  Fair,  plump,  and  red, 

A forehead  high,  an  eye  revives  the  dead;, 

A lip  like  ripeft  fruit,  inviting  ftill. 

Vil.  But  O,  the  rufiiy  well,  below. the  hill. 

Take  heed  of  that,  for  though  it  never  fail 
Take  heed  I fay,  for  thereby  hangs  a tail. 

Caji.  I’ll  get  ye  all  with  Child. 

Vil.  With  one  Child  Brother , 

So  many  men  in  a Blew  Coat. 

Caji.  Had  1 fed  well. 

And  drunk  good  Rore  of  wine,  ye  had  been  blefl  all, 
Blefl  all  with  double  Births-,  come  kifs  me  greedily, 

And  think  no  more  upon  your  foolifli  Husbands, 

They  are  tranlitory  things : a Kings  fame  meets  you. 

. Pod.  Vanifli  away.  Fix.  JVvmen. 

Caji.  How,  they  gone  too.?  my  guard  there: 

Take  me  this  devil  Dodlor,  and  that  fool  there. 

And  fow  ’em  in  a lack ;,  bring  back  the  women , 

The  lovely  women , drown  thefe  rogues  or  hang  ’em. 

a^fca.  He  is  in  carnefl:  Sir. 

I muff;  needs  take  him  off 


Enter  Self  Mailer,  Boatfw.  Gunner  and  Saylors. 

Fer.  In  ferious  earnefl, 

Sejf.  Nov/,  now  be  free. 

Now  liberty,  now  Countrey-men  fliake  from  yC 
The  Tyrants  yoke. 

All  liberty,  liberty,  liberty. 

Guard.  Treafon,  trealbn,  treafon. 

Fer.  We  are  betray’d,  fly  to  the  Town,  cry  trealbn , 
And  raife  our  faithful  friends ;,  O my  Afeanio. 

Afca.  Make  haft,  we  have  way  enough. 

Guard.  Trealbn,  trealbn.  Ex.  Fer.  Afea.  and  guard. 
5^//*.  Spare  none,  put  all  to  th’fvvord ; a vengeance  lhake 
Art  thou  turn’d  King  again.?  (thee  j 

Caji.  I am  a Rafca! : 

Spare  me  but  this  time , if  ever  I fee  King  more. 

Or  once  believe  in  King. 

Sefi.  The  ports  are  ours. 

The  treafure  and  the  port,  fight  bravely  Gentlemen-, 

Cry  to  thcTov/n,  cry  liberty  and  honor;, 

crying  liberty  and  freedom  rrithin. 
Weaken  their  perfccuted  fouls,  cry  loudly , 

W e’ll  fliare  the  w'ealth  among  ye. 

Caji.  Do  yon  hear  Captain  ? 

If  ever  you  hear  me , name  a King. 
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him. 


You  Ihail  not 

Or  though  I live  under  one,  obey 
rhis  Rogue  again. 

Away  with  him  good  Gunner. 

\\  hy  look  ye  Sir.**  i’ll  put  you  to  no  chai'ge  j 
ril  never  eat. 

Cun.  I’ll  take  a coiirfe,  you  fnall  not, 

Come,  no  more  words. 

Enter  Boathvine. 


Cjjh  Say  nothing  when  you  kill  me. 

He’s  taken  to  the  Towers  ftrength  j 
Now  ftand  lure  Gentlemen. 

W'e  have  him  in  a pen , he  cannot  Icape  us , 
The  reft  oth’Caftle’s  ours  j liberty,  liberty  ? 
What  is  this  City  up.? 

V>ojtjhr.  They  are  up  and  glorious, 

And  rouling  like  a ftorm  they  come  j their  Tents 
Ring  nothing  but  liberty  and  freedome. 

The  women  are  in  Arms  too. 

Sfff'.  Let  ’em  come  all. 

Honcur  and  liberty. 

AU.  Honor  and  liberty. 


Exeunt. 


Enter  Juliana. 


Ji*!.  This  woman  threats,  her  eyes,  even  red  with  fury 
Which  like  prodigious  meteors,  foretold 
.AlTir’d  defcniLlion,  are  ftill before  me. 

Bclldcs  I know  Inch  natures  unacquainted 
W’ith  any  mean,  or  in  their  love,  or  hatred , 

And  fhe  that  dar’d  a’.l  dangers  to  poflefs  him, 

W ill  check  at  nothing , to  revenge  the  lofs 
Of  w'nat  Ihe  held  fo  dear , I hrft  difeover’d 
Her  bloody  purpofes,  ^vhich  llie  made  good , 

And  openly  profefs’d  ’em  •,  that  in  me 
^\’as  But  a cold  affeftion;,  charity 
Commands  fo  much  to  all:,  for  Virolet 
Mothinks  I Ihould  forget  my  Se.xes  weaknefs , 

Rife  up,  and  dare  beyond  a womans  ftrength  j 
T hen  do  not  counfcl : he  is  too  fecure , 

And  in  my  judgment,  ’twere  a greater  fervice 
To  free  him  from  a deadly  Enemy, 

Then  to  get  him  a friend.  I undertook  too , 

I o crofs  her  plots,  oppos’d  my  piety, ^ 

Aaainft  her  malice;,  and  ftall  vertue  liifter.? 

No  Mania.,  wer’t  thou  here  equally  armed, 

I have  caufc,  fpite  of  thy  mafculine  breeding , 

That  would  affure  the  victory : my  angel 
I DlrciH  and  help  me. 


Enter  V'irolct,  ///^e  Ronvere. 

R/>.  The  State  in  Combuftion, 

Part  of  the  Cictadel  forc’d,  the  treafure  feiz’don  ^ 
1 hf  guards  cormpted , arm  themfelves  againft 
Their  late  protefted  Mafter , F err  ant  fled  too , 
And  with  .flnall  ftrength,  into  the  Cafllc’s  Tower, 
The  only  Aventine.,  that  now  is  left  him? 

And  vet  the  undcitalecrs,  nay,  performers. 

Of  fich  a brave  and  glorious  enterprise. 

Are  ''ct  unknown  : they  did  proceed  fike  men, 

I h,:e  a chiid^  and  had  I never  trufted 
So  deep  a pra<fticc  unto  fhallow  fools, 

. BefidL,  my  fouls  peace,  in  my  Juliana., 

I rh,  ’^onor  of  this  adtion  had  been  mine, 

I hn  ..rich,  aecurs’d,  I now  can  claim  no  lhare. 

'Jrd.  Fonv-re\  ’tis  hc,a  thing,  next  to  the  devil 
I moft  deteft  and  like  him  terrible  •, 

Martians  right  hand,  the  inftrument  I fear  too. 
That  is  putto  her  bloody  will,  into  aft. 

} I not  will  enough , and  caufe  too  mighty  ? 

^ Vv  eak  wo.mcns  fc*ar,  fly  from  me. 


Vir.  Sure  this  habit, 

This  likenefs  to  Ronvere.,  which  I have  ftudied  * 

Either  admits  me  fafe  to  my  defign. 

Which  I too  cowardly  have  halted  after. 

And  fuffer’d  to  be  raviflit  from  my  glory  j 
Or  finks  me  and  my  miferies  together  j 
Either  concludes  me  happy. 

Jul.  He  ftands  muling , 

Some  mifehief  is  now  hatching ; 

In  the  full  meditation , of  his  wickednefs , 

I’ll  link  his  ciirfed  foul;  guide  my  hand  heaven. 

And  to  my  tender  arm  give  ftrength,  and  fortune. 
That  I may  do  a pious  deed,  all  ages 
Shall  blefs  my  name  for  j all  remembrance  crowm  me. 
Vir.  It  fhall  be  fo. 

Jul.  It  fliall  not,  take  that  token  , 

And  bear  it  to  the  luftfnl  arms  of  Martia , 

Tell  her,  for  Virokts  dear  fake,  I font  it. 

Vir.  O I am  happy , let  me  foe  thee , 

That  I may  blefs  the  hand  that  gave  me  liberty, 

O courteous  hand,  nay  thou  haft  done  moft  nobly. 
And  heaven  has  guided  thee,  ’twas  their  great  juftice  j 

0 blelTed  wound  that  I could  come  to  kifs  thee! 

How  beautiful,  and  fweet  thou  Ihew’ft! 

Jul.  Oh! 

Vir.  Sigh  not. 

Nor  weep  not  dear,  fhed  not  thofe  fovereign  Balfames 
Into  my  blood  ^ which  muft  recover  me  ^ 

Then  I fliall  live  again,  to  do  a mifehief, 

Againft  the  mightinefsof  love  and  virtue. 

Some  bafo  unhallow^ed  hand  fhall  rob  thy  right  of. 

Help  me,  I faint:  fo. 

Jul.  O unhappy  wench ! 

How  has  my  zeal  abus’d  me  •,  you  that  guard  virtue, 
Were  ye  afleep?  or  do  you  laugh  at  innocence? 

You  fuffer’d  this  miftake?  O my  dear  Viroletl 
.'Vn  everlafting  curfo  follow  that  forme 

1 ftrookthee  in^  his  name  be  ever  blafted: 

For  his  accurfod  lhadow  has  betray’d 
The  fweetnefs  of  all  youth,  the  noblenefs, 

The  honour , and  the  valor  ^ wither’d  for  ever 

i The  beauty  and  the  bravery  of  all  mankind ; 

; O my  dull , devils  eyes. 

Vir.  I do  forgive  you , 

By  this , and  this  I do  ? I know  you  were  cozen’d  ■' 

The  lhadow  of  Ronvere.,  I know  you  ayra’d  at , 

And  not  at  me but  ’twas  moft  neceflary , 

I Ijiould  be  ftruck  , fome  hand  above  direfted  you ; 

For  Juliana  could  not  fnew  her  juftice 
Without  depriving  high  heaven  of  his  glory. 

Or  any  fubjeft  fit  for  her,  but  Virolet : 

Forgive  me  too  , and  take  my  laft  breath  fweet  one, 
This  the  new  marriage  of  our  fouls  together  ^ 

Think  of  me  Juliana.,  but  not  often. 

For  fear  my  faults  fhould  burthen  your  affeftions, 

Pray  for  me,  for  I faint. 

Jul.  O flay  a little, 

A little  little  Sir.  Of  era  to  kjU  her  felf. 

Vir.  Fye  Juliana. 

Jul.  Shall  I outlive  the  virtue,  I have  murder’d  ? 

Vir.  Hold,  or  thou  hat’ft  my  peace , give  me  the  dagger, 
On  your  obedience,  and  your  love , deliver  it. 

If  you  do  thus  ^ we  fliall  not  meet  in  heaven  fweet  • 

No  guilty  blood  comes  there  ^ kill  your  intentions. 

And  then  you  conquer:  there  where  I am  going. 

Would  you  not  meet  me  Dear? 

Jul.  Yes. 

Vir.  And  ftill  love  me  > 

Jul.  And  ftill  behold  you. 

Vir.  Live  then  till  heaven  calls  you. 

Then  ripe  and  full  of  fweetnefs  you  rife  fainted. 

Then  I that  went  before  you  to  prepare , 

Shall  me^  and  welcome  you,  and  daily  court  you 
With  Hymnesof  holy  Love — 1 go  out, 

Give! 
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Give  me  yoiir  hand , farewell,  in  peace  farewell , 
Remember  me,  farewell.  dyes. 

Jul.  Sleep  you  fweet  glafles , 

An  everlafling  flumber  crown  tlwlc  Chryftals, 

All  my  delight  aduc,  farewell,  Dear  Virolet.^ 

Dear,  Dear,  moll:  Dear^  O I can  weep  no  more. 

My  body  now  is  fire,  and  all  confiiming. 

Here  will  1 fit,  forget  the  world  ajid  all  things , 

.And  otjly  wait  what  heaven  Ihall  turn  me  to. 

For.  now  in§thinks  I Ihduld  not  live.  . shs  fits  dovpn. 

Enter  Pandulfo. 

Fond.  0 my  fweet  daughter , 

The  work  is  finifht  now , I promis’d  thee : 

Here  are  tl\y  virtues  fhewed,  here  regifter’d, 

.And  here  fliall  live  for  ever. 

Jul.  Blot  it,  burn  it, 

I have  no  virtue,  hateful  I am. as  hell  is. 

Fand.  Is  not  this  Virolet  ? 

Jul.  Ask  no  more  queftions , 

Millaking  him  1 kill’d  him. 

Pand.  0 my  Son , 

Nature  turns  to  my  heart  again,  my  dear  Son, 

Son  of  my  age  , would’ft  thou  go  out  fo  quickly  ? 

So  poorly  take  thy  leave , and  never  fee  me  f 

Was  this  a kind'ftroak  daughter?  could  you  love  him? 

Honour  his  Fatiier,  and  fo  deadly  ftrike  him  ? 

0 wither’d  timelefs  youth , are  all  thy  promifes , 

Thy  goodly  growth  of  Honors  come  to  this? 

Do  I halt  ftill  ith’world,  and  trouble  nature , 

When  her  main  pieces  founder,  and  fail  dayly .? 

Enter  Boy^  and  three  Servants. 

Boy.  He  does  weep  certain : whatbodie’sthatiiesbyhim.? 
How  do  you  do  Sir  ? 

Pand.  0 look  there  Lucia., 

Thy  Mafter , thy  belt  Malter. 

Boy.  Woe  is  me. 

They  have  kill’d  him,  (lain  him  bafely,0  my  Mafter! 

Pand.  Well  daughter  well^what  heart  had  you  to  do  this.? 

1 know  he  did  you  wrongs,  but’twas  his  fortune, 

And  not  his  fault , for  my  fake  that  have  lov’d  you , 

But  I fee  now  you  fcorn  me  too. 

O Miftrefs .? 

Can  you  fit  there,  and  his  cold  body  breathlefs? 

Bafely  upon  the  earth .? 

Pand.  Let  her  alone  Boy, 

She  glories  in  his  end. 

Boy.  You  fhall  not  lit  here. 

And  fuller  him  you  loved-ha ! good  Sir  come  hither , 
Come  hither  quickly,  heave  her  up^  O heaven  Sir , 

0 God , my  heart , Ih’s  cold  j cold  and  ftiff  too  ; 

Stiff  as  a ftake,  .Ihe’s  dead. 

Pand.  She’s  gone,  nere  bend  her. 

1 know  her  heart , Ihe  could  not  want  his  company : 
Blefling  go  with  thy  Ibul,  fi/veet  Angels  lhadow  it 
0,  that  I were  the  third  now , what  a happinefs  ? 

But  1 muft  live , to  fee  you  layd  in  earth  both, 

Then  build 'a  Chapel  to  your  memories, 

Where  all  my  wealth  fnall  falhion  out  your  ftories. 

Then  dig  a little  grave  befides , and  all’s  done. 

How  fweet  Ihe  looks,  her  eyes  are  open  fmiling, 

I thought  Ihe  had-been  alive,  you  are  my  charge  Sir, 

And  amongft  you , I’ll  fee  his  goods  diftributed. 

Take  up  the  Indies , mourn  in  heart  ray  friends , 

You  have  loft-  two  noble  fuexors^  follow  me. 

And  thou  fad  Countrey , weep  this  mifery.  Exeunt. 

Eitffr  Self  Boatfwaine  , Mafter,  Gunner,  Citizens,  and 
Souldiers as  many  as  may  be, 

Sejf.  Keep  the  Ports  ftrcmgiymann’d,  and  let  none  enter, 

But  fuch  as  arc  known  Patriots. 

ylV.  Liberty,  liberty, 

6'cf.  ’Tis  a I'ubilantial  thing,  and  not  a word 
You  men  of  Naples,  which  if  once  taken  from  us , 

All  other  blcHings  leave  us ’tis  a jewel 
Worth  piirchafing , at  the  dear  rate  of  life , 

And  lb  to  be  defended.  O remember 

What  you  have  fuller’d,  fince  you  parted  with  iti 

And  if  again  you  wifh  not  to  be  (laves , 

And  properties  to  Ferrand'^s  pride  and  luft. 

Take  noble  courage , and  make  pcll\ft  what 
Is  happily  begun. 

1 . Cit.  Our  great  prelerver , 

You  have  infranchis’d  us,  from  wretched  bondage. 

2 . C/>.  And  miglit  be  known, to  whom  wc  owe  our  freedom, 
We  to  the  death  would  follow  him. 

3.  Cit.  Make  him  King, 

The  Tyrant  once  remov’d. 

Seff.  That’s  not  my  end. 

’Twas  not  ambition  that  brought  me  hither, 

With  thefe  my  faithful  friends,  nor  hope  of  fpoilj 
For  when  we  did  pofiefsthe  Tyrants  trealurc. 

By  force  extorted  from  you,  and  employed, 

To  load  you  with  moft  miferable  thraldomc, 

We  did  not  make  it  ours,  but  with  it  purchas’d 
The  help  of  thele,  to  get  you  liberty. 

That  for  the  lame  price  kept  you  in  liibjedion. 

Nor  are  we  S’lp/Vzfrj- , worthy  Countrey-men , 

But  Neapolitans,  now  eye  me  well  ^ 

And  tho  the  reverend  Emblems  of  mine  age. 

My  lilver  locks  are  (home , my  beard  cut  olf. 

Partaking  yet  of  an  adulterate  Colour  ^ 

Tho  14  years  you  have  not  feenthis  face. 

You  may  remember  it , and  call  to  mind. 

There  was  a Duke  of  Sejf,  A much  wrong’d  Prince, 
Wrong’d  by  this  Tyrant  F errand. 

1.  Cit.  Now  I know  him. 

2.  Cit.  ’Tis  he,  long  live  the  Duke  of  Seff. 

Seff.  I thank  you. 

The  injuries  I receiv’d,  I muft  confels , 

Made  me  forget  the  love  I owed  this  Country , 

For  which  I hope,  I have  given  fatisfadion , 

In  being  the  firft  that  ftir’d,  to  give  it  freedome  ^ 

And  with  your  loves  and  furtherance , will  call  back  , 

Long  banilht  peace,  and  plenty,  to  this  people: 

2.  Cit.  Lead  where  you  pleafe,  we’ll  follow. 

I.  Cit.  Dare  all  dangers. 

Ent^r  Pandnlf,  the  Bodies  of  Virolet,  and  Juliana 
upon  a Hearfe, 

Seff.  What  Ibiemn  funeral’s  this? 

Pand.  There  reft  a while. 

And  if’t  be  poffible  there  can  be  added 
Wings  to  your  fwift  defire  of  juft  revenge , 

Hear,  (if  my  tears  will  give  way  to  my  words) 

In  brief  a moft  fad  ftory. 

Seff.  Speak,  what  are  they? 

I know  thee  well  Pandulfe, 

Pand.  MybeftLord? 

As  far  as  forrow  will  give  leave,  moft  welcome 
This  Virolet  was,  and  but  a Son  of  mine , 

I might  fay,  the  moft  hopeful  of  our  Gentry, 

And  though  unfortunate , never  ignoble : 

But  I’ll  fpeak  him  no  farther.  Look  on  this , 

This  face,  that  in  a favage  would  move  pitty , 

The  wonder  of  her  Sex,  and  having  faid 
’Tis  Juliana,  Eloquence  will  want  words 
To  fet  out  her  delervings:,  this  bleft  Lady 
That  did  iiidure  the  Rack,  to  favc  her  Husband, 

That  Husband,  who,  in  being  forc’d  to  leave  her, 

Indur’d  a thoufand tortures-,  by  whatpradife, 

I know  not,  (but  ’twas  fure  a cunning  one)  ' 

Are  made,  the  laft  1 hope,  but  fad  examples 
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Of  FmrjttJs  rvmrmy.  Convey  the  bodies  hence. 

Sef.  Exprefs  your  Ibrrow 
In  your  revenge , not  teares,  my  worthy  Soldiers : 

That  fertile  earth  that  teem’d  ib  many  children. 

To  feed  his  cruelty,  in  her  wounded  wombe. 

Can  hardly  ncHv  receive  ’em. 

BojtJ'  \Vc  are  cold. 

Cold  walls  fhall  not  keep  him  from  us.  (for  a 

Gun.  Were  he  cov'cr’d  with  mountains,  and  room  only 
Bullet  to  be  fent  level  at  him , I would  Ipeed  him. 

Wfr.  Let’s  fca-le  tins  petty  Tower  ^ at  Sea  we  arc  Falcons, 
And  fly  unto  the  main  top  in  a moment. 

What  then  can  Hop  us  here  ? 

1 Of.  We’ll  tear  him  piece-meal. 

2 Ch.  Or  eat  a pall^e  to  him. 

Let  dii'eretion 

Dircvft  your  anger  ^ that’s  a vi(ftory, 

\^’hich  is  got  with  leaft  lofs,  let  us  make  ours  fuch: 

And  therefore  friends,  while  we  hold  parky  here  , 

Raile  your  fcalado  on  the  other  fide  , 

But  enter’d  wreak  v^our  fuffrings. 

Exit  Saylors  and  Soldkrf. 

\ Cit.  In  our  wrongs. 

There  was  no  mean. 

2 Cit.  Nor  in  our  full  revenge 
Will  we  know  any. 

Sef.  Be  appeas’d  good  man , 

No  forrovv  can  redeem  them  from  deatlis  Prilbn-j. 

What  his  inevitable  hand  hath  feiz’d  on , 

The  world  cannot  recover.  A!4  the  comfort 
That  I can  give  to  you,  is  to  fee  vengeance 
Pour’d  dreadfalFy  upon  the  Authors  head. 

Of  which  their  allies  may  be  fenfible , 

That  have  fain  by  him.  Sound  a parley. 

Enter  Ferrand,  Martia,  Afeanio,  and  Ronvere,  above, 

Pand.  They  appear. 

Fer.  ’Tis  not  that  we  efteem  rebellions  Traytors 
W’orthy  an  anfwer  to  their  proudefl:  Summons 
That  we  vouchlafe  our  prelence-,  or  to  exchange 
One  fyllable  with  \mr  but  to  let  fuch  know. 

Though  circled  round  with  treafon,  all  points  bent 
As  to  their  Center  at  my  heart,  ’tis  free , 

Free  from  fa,  villains  , and  in  this  weak  Tower 
Ferrand  commands  as  abfolute^  as  when 
He  trod  upon  your  necks , and  as  much  Ibrns  you. 

nd  when  the  Sun  of  Majefty  fiiall  break  through) 

Tlw  clc.ds  of  your  rebellion,  every  beam 
Ir.ft'.aa  f f comfijitable  heat  fliall  fend 
Coiif  ;ming  plagues  among  you  •,  and  you  call 
That  government  which  yoa  term’d  tyrannous 
Hereafter,  gentle. 

Stjf.  Flr.‘tcr  not  thy  felf 
With  then,  deluding  hopes,  thou  cruel  bealt, 

Thou  art  ith’toyle,  and  the  giad  Huntfman  prouder,, 

I'y  whom  thou  art  taken , of  his  prey,  than  if 
(L  ike  thec^  he  fliould  coin.nand , and  ipoil  his  Forreft. 
t rr.  Wnat  art  thou  f 
Self.  To  thy  horror  Duke  of  Sejfe. 

I'er.  The  Divcl. 

StJJ'.  Referv’d  for  thy  damnation. 

Fer.  Why  Ibakes  my  love? 

Mart.  O I am  loll  for  ever  ^ 

Mountains  divide  me  from  him^  fome  kind  hand 
Prevent  our  fearful  meeting;  Or  lead  me 
To  the  ftcep  rock,  whole  nigged  brows  are  bent 
Upon  the  f.vclling  main^  there  let  me  bide  me: 

And  as  our  lx)dics  then  IhaJlbc  divided. 

May  our  IbuLs  nc . er  meet. 

fer.  Whence  grows  this.  Sweeten:  > 

Mar.  There  arc  athoufand  furies  in  his  looks-, 

And  in  his  deadly  filcnce  more  loud  horror. 


Than  when  in  hell  the  tortur’d  and  tormentors 
Contend  whole  Ihreeks  are  greater.  Wretched  me ! 

It  is  my  father. 

Sejf.  Yes,  and  I will  own  her.  Sir, 

Till  my  revenge.  It  is  my  daughter,  Ferrand', 

My  daughter  thou  haft  whor’d. 

Fer.  1 triumph  in  it : 

To  know  file’s  thine,  afibrds  me  more  true  pleafure , 
Than  the  aft;  g^e  me,  when  even  at  the  height, 

1 crack  d her  Virgin  zone.  Her  lhame  dwell  on  thee, 
And  all  thy  family^  may  they  never  know 
A female  illiie,  bur  a whore  j Afeanio. 

Konvere,\  look  cheerfully  be  thou  a man  too. 

And  learn  of  me  to  dye.  That  we- might  fall-,. 

And  in  our  mines  fwaUow  up  this  Kingdom, 

Nay  the  whole  world,  and  make  afecond  Chaos, 

And  if  from  thence  a new  beginning  rile , 

Be  it  recorded  this  did  end  with  us  y 
And  from  our  duft  hath  embryon, 

Kon.  I liv’d  with  you , 

And  will  dye  with  you  y your  example  makes  me 
Equally  bold. 

AJc.  And  I relblv’d  to  bear 
What  ere  my  fate  appoints  me. 

They  arc  ours. 

Now  to  the  fpoyl. 

Boatf.  Pitty  the  Ladyy  to  all  elle  be  deaf.  Exeunt. 
JVithin,  Kill,  kill,  kill.  Alarum  Flo.  Frumpets.  ‘ 

Retreat, 

Enter  Sent  with  Ferrands  head,  the  Citizens,  Majier, 
Botefipaine  , Gunner,  Souldiers  bringing  in 
Afeanio,  and  Martia. 

Se^.  Cruel  beginnings  meet  with  craelends  y 
And  the  beft  facrifice  to>  Heaven  for  peace , 

Is  tyrants  blood  t and  thole  that  ftuck  faft  to  him,  | 
FlefhM  inftruments  in  his  commands  to  mifthief. 

With  him  difpatch’d. 

Boatf.  They  are  cut  ofE 
Sejf'.  ’Tis  well. 

aL  Thanks  to  the  Duke  of  S ejfe, 

SeJ]'.  Pay  that  to  Heaven, 

And  for  a general  joy,  give  general  thanks ; 

For  blelfings  nere  defeend  from  Heaven,  but  when 
A grateful  Sacrifice  alcends  from  men. 

To  your  devotion,  leave  me,  there’s  a Scene  ^ 

Which  I would  aft  alone  y yet  you  may  ftay  , 

For  wanting  juft  fpeftators,  ’twill  be  nothing. 

The  reft  forbear  me. 

Cit.  Liberty,  liberty,  liberty. 

Mar.  I would  I were  as  far  beneath  the  Centre, 

As  now  I ftand  above  it  y how  1 tremble ! 

Thrice  happy  ritey  that  dyedy  I dying  live 
To  ftand  the  whirlwind  of  a fathers  fury. 

Now  it  moves  toward  me. 

Sef.  Thou,  I want  a name. 

By  which  to  ftile  thee ; All  articulate  founds 
That  do  exprels  the  mifthief  of  vile  woman. 

That  are,  or  have  been,  or  fhall  be,  are  weak 
To  fpeak  thee  to  the  height.  Witch,  Parricide, 

For  thou,  in  taking  leave  of  modefty. 

Haft  kikl  thy  father , and  his  honor  loft  y 
He’s  but  a walking  fhadow  to  torment  thee. 

To  leave , and  rob  thy  father  y then  fet  free 
His  foes,  whofe  flavery  he  did  prefer 
Above  all  treafurc , was  a ftrong  defeazance 
To  cut  off,  even  the  fureft  bonds  of  mercy. 

A fter  all  this , having  given  up  thy  felf. 

Like  to  a fcnfual  beaft , a flave  to  luft. 

To  play  the  whore,  and  then  (high  Heaven  it  racks  me) 

To  find  out  none  to  quench  thy  appetite , 

But  the  moft  cruel  King,  whom  next  to  Hell, 

Thy  father  hated  y and  whofe  black  imbraces 

Thou 


r 


The  double  Marriage. 


Thou  fliouldft  have  fled  from,  as  the  whips  of  furies*, 
What  cauft  thou  look  for  ? 

F.nter  TjHdulpb^  and  bodies  born  on  the  Herfe. 

Mart.  Death  *,  and  ’tis  not  in  you 
To  hurt  me  farther:  my  old  relolution. 

Take  now  the  place  of  fear*,  in  this  1 liv’d. 

In  this  ril  dye,  your  daughter. 

Fund.  Look  but  here  *, 

You  had  I know,  a guilty  hand  in  this  ^ 

Repent  it  Lady.  ^ 

Mart.  Juliana  dead? 

And  ViroUt  ? 

Fand.  By  her  unwilling  hand. 

Mart.  Fates  you  are  equal.  What  can  now  fall  on  me. 
That  I will  Ihrink  at?  now  unniov’d  i dare 
Look  on  your  anger,  and  not  bend  a knee 
To  ask  your  pardon^  let  your  rage  run  higher 
Than  billows  rais’d  up  by  a violent  Tempeft, 

And  be,  as  that  is,  deaf  to  all  intreaties : 

They  are  dead,  and  I prepar’d*,  for  in  their  fall 
All  my  defires  are  fumrti’d  up. 

5fjf.  Impudent  too  ? 

Die  m it  wretch.  ’ 

Boatf.  Stay  Sir.  'Boatf.  kiHs  her. 

How  dar’lt  thou  villain,  •* 

Snatch  from  my  fword  the  honor  of  my  juftice  ? 


Boatf.  I never  did  you  better  fcrvice  Sir, 

Yet  have  been  ever  faithful.  1 confefs 
That  Ihe  deferv’d  to  dye  ^ but  by  whofc  hand  ? 

Not  by  a fathers.  Double  all  her  guilt. 

It  could  not  make  you  innocent,  had  you  done  it. 

In  me  ’tis  murder,  in  yOu  ’tvvefe  a crime 
Heaven  could  not  pardon.  Witnefs  that  I love  you, 

And  in  that  love  I did  it. 

Seff.  Thou  art  Noble, 

I thank  thee  for’t  ^ the  thought  of  her  dye  with  her. 

A/c.  My  turn  is  next:  fincefhc  could  find  no  mercy, 
What  am  I to  expert  ? 

Cit.  With  one  voyce,  Sir, 

The  Citizens  falute  you  with  the  flilc 
Of  King  of  Naples. 

Seff.  1 mult  be  excus’d, 

The  burden  is  too  heavy  for  my  fhoulder, 

Beftow  it  where  ’tis  due.  Stand  forth  Afianio^ 

It  does  belong  to  you*,  live  long  and  wear  it. 

And  warn’d  by  the  example  of  your  Unkle , 

Learn  that  you  are  to  govern  men,  not  bealts : 

And  that  it  is  a molt  improvident  head , 

That  ftrives  to  hurt  the  limbs  thatdo-fupport  it. 

Give  burial  to  the  dead  ^ for  me,  and  mine , 

We  will  again  to  Sea , and  never  know , 

The  place,  which  in  my  birth  firfb  gave  me  woe.  E^i^unt 

Flor.  Trumpets. 
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A COMEDY. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Don  Philippo  KwgofS^3.\n. 

Otrante  a SpaniJJj  County  in  love  roith  Florimel. 

Julio,  A Nohle  Man,  Z)ncle  to  Antonio. 

Bellides,  Father  to  Ifmenia,  Enemy  to  Julio. 
Lilauro,  Brother  to  Ifmenia,  Bellides  Son. 

Teizo,  f<?Li{auro,  and  friend  Bellides. 

Antonio, 7/?  lo-^e  with  Ifmenia,  an  enemy  to  Bellides. 
yidiximo,  Friendto  Antonio,  and  his  fecret  Rival 
Gerafto,  Friend  to  Otrante. 

, -f  Tvoo  Courtiers. 

Moncado.  L ' 


Goftanzo, , 

Giraldo,  \Three  Gentlemen.  Friends  to  \\iYiOi 
Philippo,;  ^ 

Vertigo,  A French  Taylor. 

Lords,  attending  the  King  in  progrefs. 

Franio,  A Miller,  fuppofed  Father  to  Florimell. 
Buftopha,  Franio  his  Son,  a Clown, 

Conflable. 

Officers, 

Pedro  ASongJier, 

Servants, 


WOMEN. 

Ifmenia,  Daughter  to  Bellides  ^ MiJirifsofAMe-jFlorimQW,  Suppofed  Daughter  to  Daughter  to 


nio. 


Aminta,  Coufen  to  \Ymtnu,  and  her  private  competrix 
in  Antonio’s  love. 


Julio  , ftolenfrom  him  a child, 
Gillian,  Franio  the  Millers  Wife, 
Countrey  Maids. 


The  Scene  Spaine_ 


The  principal  Adlors  were 

Jofeph  Tailor,  John  Thomfon. 

John  Lowin,  Robert  Benfield, 

John  Underwood,  Tho.  Polard. 
William  Rowly, 


A(5lus  PrimiH,  Scsena  Prima. 


"Enter  Lifauro,  Terzo,  Ifmenia,  Aminta. 


Lf. 


L 


Et  the  Coach  go  round  , we’ll  walk  along  thefe 
Meadows : 

And  meet  at  Port  again  : Come  my  fair  Sifter, 
Thefe  cool  Ihades  will  delight  ye. 

Am.  Pray  be  merry , 

The  Birds  ling  as  they  meant  to  entertain  ye. 

Every  thing  fmiles  abroad  j methinks  the  River 


(As  he  fteals  by)  curies  up  his  head,  to  view  ye : 

Every  thing  is  in  love. 

Ifm.  You  would  have  it  fb. 

You  that  are  fair,  are  cafie  of  belief.  Cofen, 

The  theam  hides  from  your  tongue.  ; 

Am.  I fair?  I thank  ye : ! 

Mine’s  but  fhadow  when  your  Sun  (hines  by  me,  ! 

I/m., No  more  of  this,  you  know  your  worth  (AntiutaJ 
Where  are  we  now?  ‘ 

Am.  Hard  by  the  Town  (Jfmeua)  ' 
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'Ter.  C^Iofc  by  tlie  Gates  ^ 

Ifn.  ’Tis  a fine  Ayr. 

Lif.  A delicate^ 

The  way  lb  fwcet  and  even,  that  tJic  Coach 
Would  bo  a tumbling  trouble  to  our  plcafurcs : 

Mcthinks  1 am  very  merry: 

Ijhi.  I am  fad  : 

Am.  You  are  ever  fo  when  we  entreat  ye  (Cofen) 

Jf»i.  I have  no  rcafon : fuch  a trembling  here 
Over  my  heart  mcthinks : 

Am.  Sure  you  are  falling  •, 

Or  not  flept  well  to  nighty  fome dream  (Ifmena})  (cent, 
JJht.  My  dreams  are  like  my  thoughts,  honell  andinno- 
Yours  are  unhappy?  who  arethefe  that  coall  us/*  Enter 
You  told  me  the  walk  was  private.  Antonio  and  Martin. 
Ter.  ’Tis  moll  commonly : 

Ifm.  T wo  proper  men : It  Teems  they  have  fome  bufinefs, 
With  me  none  fure  ^ I do  not  like  their  faces  ^ 

They  are  not  of  our  Company: 

Ter,  No  Colen : 

Lifjuro.,  we  are  dog’d. 

Lif.  I find  it  (Cofen) 

Ant.  What  handfome  Lady  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  Ihe’s  very  handfome. 

They  arc  handlbsie  both. 

Ant.  Martin.,  Itay  we  are  cofen’d. 

Mar.  I will  go  up  •,  a woman  is  no  wild-fire. 

Ant.  Now  by  my  life  Ihe  is  fweet : Stay  good  Martin., 
They  are  of  our  enemies  •,  the  houfe  of  Bolides. 

Our  mortal  enemies  t 
Mar.  Let  ’em  be  devils. 

They  appear  fo  handlbmly,  I will  go  forward  ^ 

If  thefe  be  enemies.  I’ll  ne’r  feek  friends  more. 

Ant.  Prethee  forbear,  the  Gentlewomen. 

Mar.  That’s  it  (man) 

That  moves  me  like  a Gin. 

’Pray  ye  Hand  off  Ladies  : 

Lif.  They  are  both  our  enemies : both  hate  us  equally;, 
By  this  fair  day  our  mortal  foes. 

Ter.  I know  ’em , 

And  come  here  to  affront:  how  they  gape  at  us? 

They  fnall  have  gaping  work. 

Jfm.  Why  your  fwords.  Gentlemen? 

Ter.  Pray  ye  Hand  you  off,  Colen , 

And  good  now  leave  ^-our  w^llling.:  we  are  abus’d  all: 
Back,  back  I lay: 

Lijl  Go  back. 

Anu  We  are  no  dogs  Sir, 

To  run  back  on  command, 

Ter.  We’ll  make  ye  run.  Sir. 

Ant.  Having  a civil  charge  of  handfome  Ladies  , 

We  are  your  fervants : pray  ye  no  quarrel  Gentlemen. 
There’s  way  enough  for  both. 

Lf.  We’ll  make  it  wider. 

■ Ant.  If  you  will  fight,  arm’d  from  this  Saint-,  have  at  ye. 

Ipn.  O me  unhappy , are  ye  Gentlemen  ? 

Difcreet,  and  Civil,  and  in  open  view  thus? 

Am.  What  will  men  think  of  us  nay  you  may  kill  us;, 
Mercy  o’me;,through  my  petticoat-, what  bloody  Gentlemen ! 

Jfm.Mdke  way  through  me,ye  had  bell, and  kill  an  innocent 
Brother,  why  Cofen:  by  this  light  I’ll  dye  too: 

;This  Gentleman  is  temperate : be  you  merciful : 

Alafs,  the  Swords.  • ’ 

Am.  You  had  bell  run  me  through 
, ’Twill  be  a valiant  thrufe. 
i Ifm.,  I faint  amongll  ye. 

I Ant.  Pray  ye  be  not  fearful : I have  done  (fweet  Lady  ) 

I I My  fwords  already  aw’d , and  lhall  obey  ye  : 

I I come  not  here  to  violate  fweet  beauty  , 

I fl  bow  to  that. 

Ipn.  Brother,  yon  fee  this' Gentleman, 
i This  noble  Gentleman. 

' Lif.  Let  him  avoid  then , 

And  leave  our  Walk. 


Ajtt.  The  Lady  may  command  Sir, 

She  bears  an  eye  more  dreadful  than  your  wcaixDn. 

Ifm.  W'hat  a fweet  nature  this  man  has  ? dear  brother , 
Put  up  your  fword. 

Ter.  Let  them  put  up  and  walk  then  : (us : 

Ant.  No  more  loud  words:  there’s  time  enough  before 
For  lhame  put  up , do  honor  to  thefe  beauties : 

Mar.  Our  way  is  this , 

We  will  not  be  denyed  it. 

Ter.  And  ours  is  this,  we  will  not  be  crofs’d  in  It. 

Ant.  What  ere  your  way  is  (Lady)  ’tis  a fair  one  j 
And  may  it  never  meet  with  rude  hands  more, 

Nor  rough  uncivil  Tongues.  Exeunt. 

Ifm.  I thank  ye  Sir, 

Indeed  I thank  ye  nobly;  a brave  Enemy, 

Here’s  a fweet  temper  now : This  is  a man  (Brother) 

This  Gentleman’s  anger  is  fo  nobly  feated , 

That  it  becomes  him ; Yours  proclaim  yeMonllers. 

What  if  he  be  our  Houle-Foe  ? we  may  brag  on’t : 

We  have  ne’er  a friend  in  all  our  Houfe  lb  honorable : 

I had  rather  from  an  Enemy,  my  Brother, 

Learn  worthy  dillances  and  modell  difference. 

Than  from  a race  of  empty  friends,  loud  nothings ; 

I am  hurt  between  ye. 

Am.  So  am  I , I fear  too : Dear  Colen 
Why  look  ye  pale?  where  are  ye  hurt.** 

Ifm.  I know  not , 

But  here  methinks. 

Lif.  Unlace  her  gentle  Coulen. 

Jfm.  My  heart,  my  heart,  and  yet  I blefs  the  Hurter. 
Am.  Is  it  fo  dangerous  ? 

Ifm.  Nay,  nay,  I faint  not. 

Am.  Here  is  no  blood  that  I find,  fure  ’tis  inward: 
Ifm.  Yes,  yes,  ’tis inward:  ’twas  afubtle  weapon, 

The  hurt  not  to  be  cur’d  I fear. 

Lif.  The  Coach  there. 

Am.  May  be  a fright. 

Ifm.  Aminta , ’twas  a fweet  one , 

And  yet  a cruel. 

Am.  Now  I find  the  wound  plain; 

A wondrous  handfome  Gentleman. 

Ifm.  Oh  no  deeper: 

Prethee  belilent,  (wench)  it  may  be  thy  cafe.  > 

Am.  Youmufc  be  fearched  j the  wound  will  rancIe,Cofen 
And  of  fo  fweet  a nature. 

Ifm.  Dear  Aminta : 

Make  it  not  forer. 

Am.  And  on  my  life  admires  ye. 

Ifm.  Call  the  Coach,  Cofen. 

Am.  The  Coach,  the  Coach. 

Ter.  ’Tis  ready  bring  the  Coach  there. 

Lif.  Well  my  brave  Enemies , we  lhall  yet  meet  ye. 
And  our  old  hate  lhall  tellifie. 

Ter.  It  lhall  (Cofen.)  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Seennda. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martine. 

Ant.  Their  fwords,  alafs,  I weigh ’em  not  (dear  Friend) 
The  indilcretion  of  the  Owners  blunts  ’em  j 
The  fury  of  the  Houfe  affrights  not  me , 

It  fpends  it  felf  in  words : (Oh  me  Martine') 

There  was  a two  edg’d  eye,  a Lady  carried 
A weapon  that  no  valor  can  avoyd , 

Nor  Art  (the  hand  of  Spirit)  put  afide. 

O Friend , it  broke  out  on  me  like  a bullet 
Wrapt  in  a cloud  of  fire : that  point  ( Martine) 

Dazled  my  fence , and  was  too  fubtle  for  me , 

Shot  like  a Comet  in  my  face,  and  wounded 
(To  my  eternal  ruine,  my  hearts  valor. 

Mar.  Methinks  Ihe  was  no  fuch  piece. 

Ant.  Blafpheme  not  Sir, 

She  is  lb  far  beyond  weak  commendation , 

That 
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That  ii7i’vadcncc  will  blalh  to  think  ill  of  her. 

Mjf.  I ice  it  not,  and  yet  I have  both  eyes  open : 

And  1 could  judv^c,  1 know  there  is  no  beauty 
Till  enrr  (n'es  give  it  ’em,  and  make  ’em  handfome-, 

\\  hat’s  red  and  white,  unlels  we  do  allow  ’em? 

A preen  face  tile and  me-thinks  Inch  an  other. 

Ar.t.  Peace  thou  loud  Heretick , Thou  judge  of  beauties? 
Thou  haft  an  excellent  fenfe  for  a lign-poll  (Friend) 

Dolt  thou  not  fee?  i’il  rwearthou  art  icon  blind  elfe. 

As  blind  ns  ignorance  •,  when  flic  appeared  fiiTt 
Au.-'r.j  breaking  in  the  cafr,  and  through  her  face  , 

As  if  the  hours  and- graces  had  llrew’d  Roles, 

A bluih  of  wonder  Ib’ing-,  when  llic  was  frighted 
't  oiTT  uncivil  fwords,  didft  thou  not  mark 
Kow  far  beyond  the  purity  of  fno.v 
The  loft  wind  drives  w-hitenefs  of  innocence , 

Or  any  thing  that  bears-  Ccleftial  paleueis. 

She  appear'd  o’clRfodain  ? Didft  thou  not  fee  her  tears 
When  fhc  intreated  ? O tlion  Reprobate ! 

Didft  thou  ncTt  fee  thofe  orient  rears  flow’d  from  her, 
Tire  little  Worlds  of  Love  ? A fet  (^hUnhie) 

Of  liich  faiLiificd  Beads,  and  a holy  heart  to  love 
I could  live  ever  a Religious  Hcrmitc. 

Mcr.  I do  believe  a little , and  yet  methinks 
She  was  of  the  lovveft  ftatiue. 

Ant.  A rich  Diamond 

Set  near  and  deep.  Natures  chief  Art  QMartlne) 

Is  to  refciTc  her  Models  curious. 

Not  cumbcrfpme  and  great-,  and  fuch an  ore 
For  fear  Ihc  fliould  exceed , upon  her  matter 
Mas  ftre  fram’d  this-,  Oh  ’cis  a fpark  of  be-auty. 

And  where  they  appear  fo  excellent  in  little. 

They  will  but  flame  in  great-,  Extention  fpoils  ’emr 
learn  this,  the  narrower  that  our  eyes 
Keep  way  unto  our  objeft , ftill  the  fweeter 
That  comes  unto  us : Great  bodies  are  like  Countries , 
Difcovcring  ftill , toyl  and  no  pleafure  finds  ’em. 

!>hr.  A rare  Cofinographcr  for  a fmall  Ifland, 

Now  1 believe  fliC  is  handfome. 

Ar:t.  Bclicx'c  heartily^ 

Let  thy  belief,  though  long  a coming,  favc  thee. 

Mir.  She  was  (certain)  fair. 

A)!t.  But  hcark  ye  (friend  hUrthie) 

Do  not  believe  your  fclf  too  far  before  me. 

For  then  yoii  may  wrong  me.  Sir. 

Mjr.  \Vhobid  yc  teach  me? 

Do  yon  fliow  me  meat,  and  ftitch  my  (^Antonio''') 

Is  that  fair  play  ? 

Ant.  Now'  if  thou  ftiouldft  abufe  me,  , 

And  yet  I know  thee  for  an  errant  wcncher , 

A moft  immoderate  thing,  thou  canftiiot  love  long. 
Mar.  A little  ferves  my  turn,  1 fly  at  all  games. 

But  I behevc. 

Ant.  How  if  wc  never  fee  her  more? 

She  is  our  enemy. 

Mir.  Why  arc  yon  jealous  then? 

As  far  as  I conceive  ihe  hates  our  whole  Houfe. 

Ant.  Yet  (good  Mirtinc') 

Mar.  Come , come,  I liavc  mercy  on  yc ; 

You  fhall  enjoy  her  in  your  dream  {Antonio) 

And  I’ll  not  hinder;  tliough  now  I pcrfw'adc  my  fclf. 

I 

♦ 

1 T.nier  Aminta  rrith  a Letter. 

i Ant.  Sit  with  perfwaflon  down , and  you  deal  honcftly: 
I will  look  better  on  her. 

Mir.  Stay,  wlio’s  this,  Friend? 

Ar.t.  Is’t  not  the  other  Gentlewoman  y 
Mtr.  Yes,  a Letter. 

! She  brings  to  thaflenge  fare:  if  fhc  do  (Antonio) 
j i hope  ftiC-’ll  be  a Second  too  ^ I am  for  her. 

I Am.  A good  hour  Gentlemen. 

I Ant.  You  are  vvcicomc  Lady, 

, ’Ti>  our  late  rude  pafiage  has  powr’d  on  us 


Some  reprehenfion. 

Am.  No  I bring  no  anger , 

Though  Lome  delerv’d  it. 

Ant.  Sure  we  were  all  to  blame,  Lady ; 

But  for  my  part  (in  all  humility 

And  with  no  little  fliame)  I ask  your  pardons. 

Indeed  I wear  no  fword  to  fright  fweet  beauties. 

Am.  You  have  it,  and  this  Letter  j pray  ye  Sir  view  it, 
And  my  Commiffion’s  done.  >■ 

Mar.  Have  yc  none  for  me  Lady  ? 

Am.  Not  at  this  time. 

Mar.  I am  forry  for’t  *,  I can  read  too. 

Am.  I am  glad:  but  Sir,  to  keep  you  in  your  exercife, 
You  may  chance  meet  with  one  ill  written'. 

Mar.  Thank  ye. 

So  it  be  a womans , I can  pick  the. meaning , 

For  likely  they  have  but  one  end. 

Am.  You  fay  true  Sir.  ^^it. 

Ant.  Martine^  my  wifbes  are  come  home  and  loaden, 
Loaden  with  brave  return : moft  happy,  happy  : 

I am  a blefled  man : where’s  the  Gentlewoman  ? 

Mar.  Gone,  the  fpirit’s  gone , what  news  ? 

Ant.  ’Tis  from  the  Lady^ 

From  her  we  faw : from  that  fame  miracle, 

I know  her  name  now : read  but  thefe  three  lines  ^ 

Read  with  devo-tion , friend,  the  lines  are  holy. 

Martine  reads. 

I dare  not  chide  ye  in  my  Letter^  ( Sir)  ^ 

'^JrviU  be  too  gentle:  If  you.  pleafe  to  looh^tne 
In  the  IFeji-Jireet , and  find  a fair  Stone  rvindotp., 

Carved  rrith  rvhite  Cupidt-.^  there  PU  entertain  ye  r 
Night  and  diferetion  guide-  ye.. 

CaU  me  Ifmena. 

Ant.  Give  it  me  again  : Come,corae,fly,fiy,  lamallfire. 
Mar.  There  may  be  danger. 

Ant.  So  there  is  to  drink 
When  men  are  thirfty , to  eat  haftily 
When  we  are  hungry : fo  there  is  in  fleep.  Friend, 
Obftriiftions  then  may  rife  and  fmother  us, 

Vs’c  may  dye  laughing , choak’d  even  at  devotions ; 

An  Apoplexic , or  a fodain  Palfey 
May  ftrike  us  down. 

Mar.  May  be  a train  ta  catch  ye. 

Ant.  Then  I am  caught:  and  let  Love  anfwer  for  it, 
’Tis  not  my  folly,  but  his  infamy. 

And  if  he  be  ador’d,  and  dare  do  vild  things.- 

Mar.  Well,  I will  go. 

Ant.  She  is  a Lady,  Sir, 

A Maid,  I think , and  where  that  holy  fpell 
Is  flung  about  me , I ne’re  fear  a villany, 

’Tis  almoft  night : away  friend. 

Mar.  I am  ready, 

I think  I know  the  houfe  too. 

Ant.  Then  are  we  happy.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Pertia, 

. Enter  Ifmena,  and  Aminta. 

Ifm.  Did  you  meet  him? 

Am.  Yes. 

Ifm.  And  did  you  give  my  Letter?" 

Am.  T o what  end  went  I ? 

K'm.  Are  ye  fure  it  was  he? 

Was  it  that  Gentleman  ? 

Am.  Do  you  think  I w'as  blind? 

I went  to  feekno  Carrier,  nor  no  Midwife. 

Jf.W/hat  kind  of  man  was  he?thou  may  ft  be  deceiv’d  Friend 
Aman  withanofc  on’sface:  I think  he  had  eyes  too, 
And  bands : for  fure  he  took  it. 

Ifm.  What  an  anfwer?  (troubled-' 

Am.  What  queftions  are  thelc  to  one  that’s  hot  and 
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Do  you  think  me  a Babe  > am  I not  able  ( Cofin) 

At  my  years  and  difcretion,  to  deliver 
A Letter  handfomely ! Is  tliat  fuch  a hard  thing? 

Why  every  Wafer-woman  will  undertake  it  : 

A Sempftersgiii,  ora  Tailors  wife  will  not  mils  it : 

A Puritan  Holtefs  ( Cofin ) would  ftorn  thefc  quellions. 
My  legs  are  weary. 

Ifm.  I’ll  make  ’em  well  again. 

Jm.  Arethcy at  flipper.^ 

Ifm.  Yes,  and  I am  not  well, 

Nor  defire  no  company:  look  out,  ’tisdarkifii. 

Am,  I lee  nothing  yet : alTiireyour  fclf, 

If  he  be  a man,  he  will  not  mifs. 

Jfm.  It  may  be  he  is  modeft, 

And  that  may  pull  him  back  from  feeing  mc^ 

Or  has  made  fome  wild  conRrudion  of  my  eafinefs: 

I blu/h  to  think  what  I writ. 

Am.  What  Ihould  ye  blufh  at  ? 

Blulh  when  yon  adt  your  thoughts, not  when  you  write  ’em  •, 
Blulh  foft  between  a pair  of  fheets,  fweet  Colin, 

Though  he  be  a curious  carried  Gentleman,  I cannotthink 
He’s  lo  unnatural  to  leave  a woman, 

A young, -a  noble,  and  a beauteous  woman, 

Leave  her  in  her  defires:  Men  of  this  age 

Are  rather  prone  to  come  before  they  are  Lent  for. 

Hark,  I hear  fomething ; up  to  th’Chamber,  Cofin, 

You  may  fpoil  allelle. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martine. 

Jfm.  Let  me  fee,  they  are  Gentlemen  ' 

It  may  be  they. 

Am.  They  are  they:  get  ye  up, 

And  like  a L.and-ftar  draw  him. 

Ifm.  I am  Ihame-fac’d  Ex/V, 

Ant.  This  isthellreet. 

Mar.  I am  looking  for  the  houle : 

Clofe,  clofe,  pray  ye  dpfe  here. 

Ant.  No,  this  is  a Merchants  y 
I know  the  man  well : 

Mar,  And  this  aPothecaries : I have  lain  here  many  times. 
For  a loofenefs  in  my  hilts. 

Amt.  Have  ye  notpaflit? 

Mar.  No  fure : 

There  is  no  houle  of  mark  that  we  have  fcaped  yet. 

Ant.  What  place  is  this? 

, Mar.  Speak  fofter:  ’may  be  fpies  •, 

If  any,  this,  a goodly  window  too. 

Carv’d  far  above,  that  I perceive:  ’tisdark. 

But  Ihe  has  fuch  a lullre. 

Enter  Ilmena  and  Aminta  above  mth  a Taper. 

Ant.  Yqs  Martine., 

So  radiant  file  appears. 

Mar.  Elfe  we  may  mifs,  Sir: 

The  night  grows  vengeance  black,  pray  heaven  Ihefhine 
< clear : 

Hark,  hark,  a window,  and  a candle  too. 

Ant.  Step  clofe,  ’tis  Ihe : I fee  the  cloud  dilperfe, 

And  now  the  beauteous  Planet. 

Mar.  Ha,  ’tis  indeed,  » 

Now  by  the  foul  of  love  a Divine  CrSatyre. 

Ifm.  Sir,  Sir. 

Ant.  Moft  blelledLady. 

Ifm.  ’Prayyeftandout. 

Am.  You  need  not  fear,  there’s  no  body  rjowftirring. 
Mar.  Beyond  his  commendation  I am  taken, 

Infinite  llrangely  taken. 

Am.  Hove  that  Gentleman, 

Methinkshehasadainty  nimble  body  ; 

I love  him  heartily.  ' 

Ifm.  ’Tis  the  right  Gentleman : 

But  what  to  fay  to  him,  Sir. 


Am.  Speak. 

Ant.  I wait  Rill, 

And  will  do  till  I grow  another  Pillar, 

To  prop  this  houle,  fo  it  plcalc  you. 

Ifm.  Speak  foftly. 

And  ’pray  yefpeak  truly  too. 

Ant.  I never  ly’d,  I .ady. 

Jfm.  And  don’t  think  me  impudent  to  ask  ye, 

I know  ye  are  an  enemy,  fpeak  low, 

But  I would  make  ye  a friend. 

Ant.  1 am  friend  to  beauty  i 
There’s  no  handibmncfs,  I dare  be  foe  to. 

Jfm.  Are  ye  married.? 

Ant.  No. 

Jfm.  Are  ye  betrothed? 

Ant.  No,  neither  ? 

Ifm.  Indeed  ('fair  Sir. ) 

Ant.  Indeed  ( fair  fweet ) I am  not. 

Moft  beauteous  Virgin,  I am  free  as  you  are. 

Ifm.  That  maybe.  Sir,  tlienye  aremiferable. 

For  I am  bound. 

Ant.  Happy  the  bonds  that  hold  ye^ 

Or  do  you  put  them  on  your  felf  for  pleafurc.? 

Sure  they  be  fweeter  far  than  liberty : 

ThcreisnobleRMnefs  but  in  fuch  bondage: 

Give  me  that  freedom  ( Madam  ; I befeech  ye, 

( Since  you  have  queftion’d  me  fo  cunningly  ; 

To  ask  you  whom  you  are  bound  to,  he  mull:  be  certain 
More  than  humane,  that  bounds  in  fuch  a beauty : 

Happy  that  happy  chain,  fuch  links  are  heavenly. 

Jfm.  Pray  ye  do  not  mock  me.  Sir. 

Ant.  Pray  ye  (Lady)  tell  me. 

Ifm.  Will  ye  believe,  and  will  ye  keep  it  to  ye  ? 

And  not  fcorn  what  I fpeak  ? 

Ant.  I dare  not.  Madam, 

As  Oracle  what  you  lay,  I dare  fwear  to. 

Jfm.  I’ll  fet  the  candle  by : fori  lhall  bluRi  now  ^ 

Fie,  how  it  doubles  in  my  mouth?  it  mull  out, 

’Tis  you  I am  bound  to. 

Ant.  Speak  that  word  again. 

I underftand  ye  not. 

Ifm.  ’Tis  you  I am  bound  to. 

Ant.  Here  is  another  Gentleman.  , 

Ifm.  ’Tis  you.  Sir. 

Am.  He  may  be  lov’d  toOi 
Mar.  Not  by  thee,  firft  curfe  me, 

Jfm.  And  if  I knew  your  name. 

Ant.  Antonio  C Madam  ) 

Ifm.  Antonio.,  take  this  kils,  ’tis  you  I am  bound  to. 

Ant.  And  when  I fet  ye  free,  may  heaven  forfakeme, 
Ifmena. 

Ifm.  Yes,  now  I perceive  ye  love  me, 

You  have  learn’d  my  name. 

Ant.  Hear  but  fome  vows  I make  to  ye : 

Hear  but  the  proteftations  of  a true  love. 

Ifm.  No,  no,  not  now : vows  Ihould  be  cheerful  things, 
Done  in  the  cleereft  light,  andnobleft  teftimony: 

No  vow,  dear  Sir,  tie  not  my  fair  belief 

To  fuch  ftrifb  terms : thofe  men  have  broken  credits, 

Loofe  and  difmembred  faiths  ( my  dear  Antonio ) 

That  fplinter  ’em  with  vows:  am  I not  too  bold.? 

Corred  me  when  you  pleafe. 

Ant.  I had  rather  hear  ye. 

For  fo  fweet  Mufick  never  ftruk  mine  ears  yet : 

Will  you  believe  now.? 

Ifm.  Yes. 

Ant.  I am  yours. 

Ifm.  Speak  louder. 

If  yeanlwer  the  Prieft  lb  loi^youwill  lole  your  wedding. 
Mar.  Would  I might  fpeak,  I would  holloa. 

Ant.  Take  my  heart. 

And  if  it  be  not  firm  and  honeft  to  yon,  ^ 

Heaven 

Jfm.  Peace,  no  more;  I’ll  keep  your  heart,  and  credit  it. 

Q Keep 
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Keep  yon  your  word : when  when  will  you  come  again 
(Friend?) 

For  this  time  we  have  woo’d  indilFcrcntly. 

would  fain  fee  ye,  when  I dare  be  l)older. 

^ Why  any  night:  only  ( dear  noble  Miftrifs) 

Pardon  three  daies : my  Uncle  Juth) 

Has  bound  me  to  attend  him  upon  promife, 

Upon  expetlation  too  : we  have  rare  fports  there, 

Rare  Countrey  fports,  1 would  yon  could  but  fee ’em. 

Dare  ye  fo  honor  me  ? 

IJm.  I dare  not  be  there, 

You  know  I dare  not,  no,  I muft  not  ( Friend  ) 

Where  1 may  come  with  honourable  freedom: 

Alas,  I am  ill  too  •,  we  in  love. 
yint.  You  flout  me. 

Jf'm.  T rull:  me  I do  not : 1 fpeak  truth,  I am  fickly. 

And  am  in  love:  but  you  mull:  bePhylician. 

Jut.  ril  make  a plainer  of  my  belt:  affedtion. 

IJm.  Begone,  wehaveiiipp’d,  I hear  the  people  ftir, 
Take  my  belt  willies : give  me  no  caufe  {Amonio  ) 

To  curie  this  happy  night. 

Ant.  I’lllofe  my  life  firft, 

A thoufand  kilTes. 

Ifm.  T ake  ten  thoufand  back  again. 

Msr.  I am  dumb  with  admiration ; lhall  we  goe,  Sir  ? 

'Exeunt. 

Ifm.  Doll  thou  know  his  Uncle  ? 

Am.  No,  but  I can  ask,  Colin. 

Ifm.  ril  tell  thee  more  ol  that,  come, let’s  to  bed  both. 
And  give  me  handfome  dreams.  Love,  I befeech  thee. 

Am.  ’Has  given  ye  a handfome  fubjedt. 

Ifm.  Pluck  to  the  windows.  Exeunt. 


ABtts  Secundm. 

Scdefia  Prima. 

Enter  Biiftofa. 

Bujl.  “T^He  thundring  Seas,  whofe  watry  lire  wafhes 
JL  The  whiting  mops : 

The  gentle  Whale  whofe  feet  lb  fell 
Flies  o’r  the  Mountains  tops.  Franio. 

Era.  Boy. 

Buji.  Thethundring. 

Fra.  Why  boy  Buthfa. 

Bujl.  Here  I am,  the  gentle  Whale. 

Enter  Fraiiio. 

Fra.  Oh,  are  you  here,  Sir  ? where’s  your  Siller  ? 

Buji.  The  gentle  W hale  flies  o’r  the  Mountain  tops. 

Fra.  Where’s  your  Sifter  (man) 

Buji.  W’alhcs  the  whiting-Mops. 
f r.  Thou  ly’ft,  file  has  none  to  walh  Mops  ? 

The  boy  is  half  way  out  of  his  wits,  furc : 

Sirrah,  who  am  I ? 

Buji.  Thethundring  Seas. 

Fra.  Mad,  Hark  mad. 

Bud.  Will  you  not  give  a man  leave  to  con  ? 

Fra.  Yes,  andfclic  too,  e’r  I have  done  with  you  Sirrah, 
Ami  your  father?  \ 

Buji.  The  qnelHon  is  too  hard  for  a child,  ask  me  any  thing 
That  I have  learn’d,  and  I’ll  anlwer  you. 

Fra.ls  that  a hard  queftion?  Sirrah,  am  not  I your  Father 
Buji.  If  I had  my  Mother-wit  I could  tell  you. 

Fra.  Arcyoua  thief? 

Buji.  So  farforthas  the  Soniif  a Miller. 

Fra.  W'ill  youbehang’d? 

. Bnjl-  Let  it  go  byclderlhip.  The  gentle  Whale. — - 
h ra.  Sil  rah,  lay  by  your  foolilh  Iludy  there. 

And  beat  your  brains  about  your  own  affairs:  or 


Btefl.  I thank  you  ^ you’ld  have  me  goe  under  the  fails 
And  beat  my  brains  about  your  Mill  ? a natural 
Father  you  are. — 

Fra.  I charge  you  goe  not  to  the  fports  to  day: 

Lafc  night  1 gave  you  leave,  now  I recant. 

Buji.  Is  the  wind  turn’d  iince  lafl:  night  ? 

Fra.  Marry  is  it.  Sir,  go  no  farther  than  my  Mill ; 

There’s  my  command  upon  you. 

Buji.  I may  go  round  about  then  as  your  Mill  does  ? 

I will  fee  your  Mill  gelded,  and  his  Stones  fry’d  in  fteaks, 

E’r  I deceive  the  Countrey  fo : have  I not  my  part  to  ftudy  ? 
How  fhall  the  fports  go  forward,  if  I be  not  there  ? 

Fra.  They’ll  want  their  fool  indeed,if  thou  be’fb  not  there. 
Buff.  Confider  that,  and  go  your  felf. 

Fra.  I have  fears,  ( Sir,)  that  I cannot  utter, 

You  goe  not,  nor  your  Sifter:  there’s  my  charge. 

Buji.  The  price  of  your  golden  thumb  cannot  hold  me. 
Fra.  I,thiswasfport  that  I have  tightly  lov’d, 

I could  have  kept  company  with  the  Hounds. 

Buji.  You  are  fit  for  no  other  company  yet.  (y’ faith: 
Fra.  Run  with  the  Hare  ^ and  bin  in  the  whore’s  tail 
Buji.  That  was  before  I was  born, 

I did  ever  miftruft  I was  a Ballard, 

Becaule  Laps  is  in  the  lingular  number  with  me. 

Enter  Otrzntc  and  Gerallo. 

Otr.  Leave  thou  that  game  {Cerafio')  and  chafe  here. 

Do  thou  but  follow  it  with  my  defires, 

Thou’lt  not  return  home  empty. 

Ger.  I am  prepar’d 
(My  Lord)  with  advantages : and  lee 
Yonder’s  the  fubjed  I muft  work  upon : 

Otr.  Her  brother  ’tis:  methinks  it  Ihould  be  ealie : 

That  grofs  compound  cannot  butdilFule 
The  foul  in  fuch  a latitude  of  eafe. 

As  to  make  dull  her  faculties,  and  lazie: 

What  wit  above  the  leaft  can  be  in  hinj. 

That  Reafon  ties  together  ? 

Ger.  I have  prov’d  it.  Sir, 

And  know  the  depth  of  it:  1 have  the  way 
To  make  him  follow  me  a hackney-pace. 

With  all  that  flelh  about  him  -,  yes,  and  dragg 
His  Sifter  after  him:  This  baits  the  old  one. 

Rid  you  him,  and  leave  me  to  the  other.  Exit. 

Otr.  ’Tis  well : Oh  Franio^  the  good  day  to  you  j 
You  were  not  wont  to  hear  this  Mulick  Handing : 

The  Beagle  and  the  Bugle  ye  have  lov’d. 

In  the  firft  rank  of  Huntlmen. 

Buji.  The  dogs  cry  out  of  him  now. 

Fra.  Sirrah,  leave  your  barking.  I’ll  bite  you  elfe : 

Bull.  Curr,  Curr, 

Fra.  Slave,  do’ftcall  me  dog? 

Otr.  Oh  fie  Sir,  he  Ipeaks  to  you. 

He  would  know  why  you’ll  bite  him. 

Buji.  Refponde  cur -.j  You  lee  his  underftanding(myLord.) 
Fra.  I lhall  have  a time  to  curry  you  for  this : 

But  ( my  Lord  ) to  anfwer  you,  the  daies  have  been 
I muft  have  footed  it  before  this  Horn-pipe,  ’ 

Though  I had  hazirded  my  Mill  a fire. 

And  let  the  Hones  grind  empty  : but  thole  daucings 
Are  done  with  me : I have  good  will  to  it  Hill, 

And  that’s  the  bell  I can  do, 

Otr.  Come, come,  you  lhall  be  hors’d: 

Your  company  deferves  him,  though  you  kill  him. 

Run  him  blind,  I care  not. 

Buji.  He’ll do’t  o’th’purpole  (my Lord ) to  bring  him 
up  to  the  Milk 

F ra.  Do  not  tempt  me  too  far  ( my  Lord. ) 

Otr.  There’s  a foot  i’ th’ ftirrop : I’ll  not  leave  you  now: 
You  lhall  lee  theGame  fail  once  again : 

Fra.  Well  ( my  Lord)  I’ll  make  ready  my  legs  for  you. 
And  try  ’em  once  a horfeback:  firrah,  my  charge, keep  it. 

Exit. 
Bufh  , 
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Ekfi.  Yes,  when  you  pare  down  yOurdi  111  for  confcicncc 
When  yonr  thumb’s  coyn’dinto  bone  & Ugilis^  (fake. 

When  you  are  a true  Man-Miller. 

Otr.  What’.^the  matter  Buflofa  ? ( the  flaggers, 

Bkji.  My  Lord;,  if  you  have  e’ra  drunken  Jade  that  has 
That  will  fall  twice  the  height  of  our  Mill  with  him ; fet  him 

(out  o’  the 

O’ th’ back  on  him : a galled  that  will  winch  him 
Saddle,  and  break  one  on’s  necks,  or  a fh'ank  ofhim(there 
was  , 

A fool  going  that  w’ay,  but  the  Afie  had  better  luck;,) 

Or  one  of  your  brave  Burhurks^  that  would  pafs  the  Straits, 
and  run  ( would 

Into  his  own  Countrey  with  him ;,  the  firfl  Moor  he  met. 

Cut  his  throat  for  Complexions  fake ; there’s  as  deadly  feud 
between 

\Moor  and  a Miller,  as  between  black' and  white. 

Otr.  Fie,  fie,  this  is  unnatural 
llnlefs  on  fome  ftrong  caufe. 

Bttji.  Be  Judge  (my  Lord) 

I am  ftudied  in  my  part : the  Julian  Feafl  is  to  day ; the 
Countrey  (fen  for 

Expe(H;s  me  -,  I fpeak  all  the  dumb  fliews : my  Siller  cho- 
A Nimph.The  gentle  Whale  whole  feet  fo  fell  r Cry  nlercy, 
That  Was  Ibme  of  my  part : But  his  charge  is  to  keep  the 
And difappoint  the  Revels.  (Mill, 

Otr.  Indeed,  there  it  fpeaks  Ihrewdly  for  thee;,  the  Colin- 
Btt{l.  I,  and  for  mine  own  grace  too.  (trey  expecting. 
Otr^  Yes,andbeing  ftudied  too ; and  the  main  Speaker  too. 
Bull.  The  main?  why  all  my  Speech  lies  in  the  main, 
And  the  dry  ground  together ; The  thundering  feas  .whole, 
&c.  (elfe. 

Otr.  Nay,  then  thou  muft  go,  thou’lt  be  much  condemn’d 
But  then  o’ th’ other  fide,  obedience,  ’ ' 

Biiji.  Obedience  ? 

But  Ipeak your conftience now  (my  Lord) 

Am  not  I paft  asking  bleflingat  thele  years.? 

Speak  as  you’re  a Lord,  if  you  had  a Miller  to  your  father. 

Otr.  I muft  yield  to  you  (^Bnftofa,')  yourrealbns 
Are  fo  ftrong,  I cannot  contradift: : This  I think. 

If  ydu  goe^  yonr  Sifter  ought  to  go  along  with  you. 

Bufl.  There  I ftumblenow:  Iheis  not  at  age, 

Otr.  Why,  fne’s  fifteen,  and  upwards. 

Bttji.  Thereabouts. 

Otr.  That’s  womans  ripe  age  *,  as  full  as  thou  art 
At  one  and  twenty : Ihe’smanable,  isflie  not? 

Btiji.  I think  not ; poor ' heart,  Ihe  vvas  never  try’d  in  my 
confcience. 

’Tis  a coy  thing-  Ihe  will  notKifs  you  a clown,  not  if  he 
Would  kifs  her; 

Otr.  Whatman? 

Bitji.  Not  if  he. would  kifs  her,  I fay. 

Otr.  Oh, ’twas  cleanlier  than  I expeded:  well  Sir, 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  own  ^ but  my  opinion  is. 

You  may  take  her  along ; this  is  half  way : 

The  reft  ( Gerajio ) and  I hunt  my  prey, — Exit. 

Bttfi.  Away  with  the  old  Miller  (my  Lord  ) and  the  Mill 
Strikes  fail  prefently. 

E«/fr  Pedro,  veith  GtX2.^o  blind ^ ftnging6 

, S O N G. 

Ger.  CsmefoVopo  me  (yottCountrey-^Lajfes  ) 

And  you  (hall fee  fitch  [port  as  pajfes  : 

Tou  JhallDancCj  and  I will  Singi^j 
Pedro  he  Jhall  rub  the  firing : 

Each Jhall  have  a loofe  bodied  Gown 
Of  green  \ and  laugh  till  you  lie  down. 

Come  follow  me,  come  follow.^  &c,' 

Enter  Florimel. 

~ ^u^.  O fweet  Diege,  the  fweeteft  Diego,  ftay:  Sifter 
Florimel.  ■ • 
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Flo.  What’s  that.  Brother? 

Bufi.  Didlt  not  hear  Diego  f Hear  him,  and  thou’lt  be 
ravi  fil’d. 

Flo.  I have  heard  him  ling,  yetunravilh’d.  Brother. 

Bufi.  You  had  the  better  luck  (Siller.)  I was  ravi/li’d 
By  my  own  conlent : Come  away : for  the  Sports. 

Flo.  1 have  the  fear  of  a Father  on  me  ( Brother.) 

Bufi.  Out:  the  thief  is  as  fafe  as  in  his  Mill:  he’s  hunt- 
ing without 

Great  Land-lord,  the  Don  Otr  ante.  Strike  up  Diego. 

Flo.  But  fay  he  return  before  us,  where’s  our  excufe  ? 
Bttji.  Strike  up  Diego.  Haft  no  firings  to  thy  apron  ? 

Flo.  Well,  the  fault  he  upon  your  head  ( Brother. ) 

Buii.  My  faults  never  mount  fo  high  (girl)  they  rife  but  to 
My  middle  at  moft.  Strike  up  Diego. 

Ger.  Follow  me  by  the  ear.  I’ll  lead  thee  on  (Bw/r.^^)  and 
Pretty  F/or/Vwf/ thy  Sifter:  oh  that  I could  fee  her. 

Bufi.  Oh  Diego^  there’s  two  pitieS  upon  thee  ^ great  pi- 
tie  thou  art  blind  •, 

And  as  great  a pity,  thou  canft  not  fee. 

SONG. 

Ger.  Toujhall  have  Crowns  of  Kofis,  Dayfies, 

Buds,  where  the  honey -makgr  gazes  ; 

Foit  Jhalltajiethe  goldenthighs. 

Such  as  in  iV^ax-Chamher  lies. 

What  fruit  pleajeyou,  tafie,  freelypnll, 

T ill  you  have  all  your  bellies  full. 

Come  follow  ms.  &C. 

Bttji.  Oh,  Diego,  the  Don  was  not  fo  fweet  when  he  per- 
fum’d the  Steeple.  Exeunt. 

Serna  Secunda. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martme.  t 

Mar.  Why,  how  now  (Friend)  thou  art  not  loft:  agen? 
Ant.  Not  loft  ? why,  all  the  world’s  a wildernefs ; 

Some  places  peopled  more  by  braver  beafts 
Than  others  are:  But  faces,  faces  (man) 

May  a man  be  caught  with  faces  ? 

Mar.  Without  wonder, 

’T is  odds  againft  him : May  not  a good  face 
Lead  a man  about  by  th’nofe?  ’las. 

The  nofe  is  but  a part  againft  the  whole. 

Ant.  Butis  itpolTiblethattwo  faces 
Should  be  fo  twin’d  in  form,  complexion. 

Figure,  afpedl  .?  that  neither  wen,  nor  mole^' 

The  Table  of  the  brow,  the  eyesluftre. 

The  lips  cherry;,  neither  the  blulhnorfmile 
Should  give  the  one  diftinTion  from  the  other 
Does  Nature  work  in  molds  ? 

Mar.  Altogether. 

We  are  all  one  mold,  one  dull. 

Ant.  Thy  realbn’s  moldie. 

I fpeak  from  the  Form,  thou  the  Matter. 

Why?  was’t  not  ever  one  of  Natures  Glories, 

Nay,  her  great  piece  of  wonder,  that  amongft 

So  many  millions  millions  of  her  works 

She  left  the  eyediftinftion,  to  cull  out 

The  one  from  th’other^  yet  all  one  name,  the  face? 

Mar.  Y ou  muft  compare  ’em  by  fome  other  part 
Of  the  body,  if  the  face  cannot  do’t. 

Ant.  Didft  ask  her  name  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  and  who  gave  it  her  ? 

And  what  they  promis’d  more,  belides  a fpoon, 

And  what  Apoftles  pifture:  Ihe  is  chriftnedtooj 
In  token  wherefore  ftie  is  call’d  Ifabella, 

The  daughter  of  a Countrey  plow-fwain  by  : 

If  this  be  not.  true,  Ihe  lies. 

Ant.  She  cannot-, 

Itwouldbefeena  blifteronher  lip. 

Should  fallhood  touch  it,  it  is  fo  tender : 
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Had  licr  name  held,  ’c  liad  been  Ifnanij, 

And  not  another  of  her  name. 

M./r.  Shall  I Ipeak? 

Aitt.  Yes,  ifthoii’it  Ipeak  truth:  Isdienotwoindrouslikc? 
Mjr.  As  two  ganiicnts  of  the  fame  falhion. 

Cut  from  the  fame  piece,  yet  if  any  excell. 

This  has  the  firft-,  and  in  my  judgement  ’tis  lb. 

Ant.  ’Tis  my  opinion. 

Mar.  Were  it  die  face 

Where  mine  eye  fliould  dwell,  I would  pleafeboth 
With  diis,  as  loon  as  one  with  the  odier. 

Ant.  And  yet  the  other  is  the  cafe  of  this. 

Had  I not  look’d  upon  Ijmenia., 

Inc’r  hadftaid  beyond  good-morrows  time 
In  view  of  this. 

A/.xr.  Would  I could  leave  him  here, 

’T were  a free  pallage  to  Ifmenia : 

I miift  now  blow,  as  to  put  out  the  fire 
Yet  kindle’t  more.  Younotconfider  Sir, 

The  great  difparitieis  in  their  bloods, 

Eflates  and  fortunes : there’s  the  rich  beauty 
Which  this  poor  homelinefs  is  not  endow’d  with^ 

There’s  difference  enough. 

Ant.  The  leaft  of  all. 

Equality  is  no  rule  in  Loves  Grammar : 

That  foie  unhappinels  is  left  to  Princes 
To  marry  bloud:  vve  are  free  difpofers. 

And  have  the  power  to  equalize  riieir  bIoud$ 

Up  to  our  own-,  we  cannot  keep  it  back, 

’Tis  a due  debt  from  us. 

Mar.  1 Sir,  had  you 

No  Father  nor  Uncle,  nor  fuch  hinderers. 

You  might  do  with  your  felf  at  your  pleafure  > 

But  as  it  is. 

Ant.  As  it  is  ’tis  nothing : 

Their  powen  will  come  too  late,  to  give  me  back 
The  yelterday  I loft. 

Mar.  Indeed,  to  fay  Iboth, 

Your  oppofition  from  the  other  part 
Is  of  more  force  ^ there  you  run  the  hazard 
Of  every  hour  a life,  had  you  fupply; 

You  meet  yourdeareft:  enemy  in  love 

With  all  his  hate  about  him : ’Twill  be  more  hard 

For  yonr  Ifmenia  to  come  home  to  you. 

Than  \*uu  to  goe  to  Countrey  Iftbdl. 

Enter  Julio. 

Ant.  Tulli ; ’tis  not  fear  removes  me. 

Mar.  No  more:  your  Uncle. 

Jul.  Oh,  the  good  hour  upon  you  Gentlemen : 
Welcome  Nephew,  Speak  it  to  your  friepdSir, 

It  may  be  happier  receiv’d  from  you. 

In  his  acceptance. 

Ant.  I made  bold,  Uncle, 

To  do  it  before^  and  I think  he  believes  it. 

Mar.  ’Twas  never  doubted.  Sir. 

Jk/.  Here  arc  fports(  Dons  ) 

That  you  muftlooko’u  with  a loving  eye. 

And  without  Cenfure,  ’lefs  it  be  giving 
.Afyeountrey  neighbors  loves  their  yearly  oflerlngs 
That  mull; not  be  refus’d-,  though’t  be  more  pain 
To  the  Spedator,  than  the  painful  Aflor, 

’Twill  abide  no  more  tell:  than  the  tinfel 
W’c  clad  our  Masks  in  for  an  hourswearing. 

Or  the  Livery  Lace  fometimes  on  the  cloaks 
Of  a great  Po«’s  Followers:  1 fpeak  no  further 
T han  onr  own  Countrey,  Sir. 

Mar.  For  my  part.  Sir, 

The  more  abfurd,  ’t  lhallbc  the  better  welcome. 

JhI.  You’ll  find  the  guefl:  you  look  for:  I heard  Confm, 
You  were  at  7oledo  th’  other  day. 

Ant.  Not  late.  Sir. 

JhI.  Oh  fie ! muft  I be  plainer  /You  chang’d  the  point 


With  7irfo  and  Lifauroy  two  of  the  Stock 
Of  our  Antagonifts,  the  Belides. 

Ant.  A meer  proffer.  Sir  j the  prevention 
Was  quick  with  us:  we  had  done  fomewhat  elfe; 
This  Gentleman  was  engag’d  in’t. 

Jul.  I am 

The  enemy  to  his  foe  for  it : that  wild-fire 
Will  crave  more  than  fair  water,  to  quench  it 
Ifulpefr.  Whence  itwifr  come  1 know  not. 

Enter  tn>o  or  three  Gentlemen. 

Ant.  I was  about  a gentle  reconcilement. 

But  I do  fear  Ifhall  goe  back  ag^. 

Jul.  Come,  come  ^ The  Sports  are  coming  on  us ; 
Nay,  I have  more  guefts  to  grace  it:  Welcome 
Don  Cojianco.,  Qiraldoy  Thiliffo : Se^,  feat  all. 


Enter  a Cupi(^ 

Cup.  Love  is  little,  and  therefore  I prefent  himj 
Love  is  a fire,  therefore  you  may  lament  him. 

Mar . Alas  poor  Love,  who  are  they  that  can  quench  him  ? 
Jul.  He’s  not  without  thole  members,  fear  him  not. 

Cup.  Lovefhoots,  therefore  I bear  his  bow  about. 

And  Love  is  blind,  therelbre  my  eyes  are  out.  (fere. 
Ma.  I never  heard  Love  givereafon  for  what  he  didbe- 

Enter  Buftofa  (for  Paris.) 

Cup.  Let  fuch  as  can  fee,  fee  fuch  as  cannot : behold 
Our  goddefles  all  three  ftrjve  for  the  ball  of  Gold : 

And  here  fair  F<?r/x  comes,  the  hopeful  youth  of  7ro\y 
Queen  HecuPs  darling-fon.  King  Triar^r  only  joy.  * 
Mart.  Is  this  fans  1 jhouldhave  taken  him  for  Hellor 
rather. 

Buft.  farts  atthistime:  Pray  you  hold  your  prating. 

Ant.  Paris  can  be  angry.  f o 

Jul.  Oh  at  this  time 
You  muft  pardon  him^  becomes  as  a Judge. 

Mar. — Mercy  on  all  that  looks  upon  him,  fay  I. 

Buf.  The  thundring  feas  whofe  watry  fire  walhes  thp 
Whiting  Mops.  tops. 

The  gentle  Whale,  whofe  feet  fo  fell,  flies  o’r  the  mountain 
No  roars  fo  fierce,  no  throats  fo  deep,  no  howls  can  bring 
fuch  fears.  ‘ ° 

As  f arts  ezviy  if  Garden  from  he  call<  his  Dogs  and  Bears. 
Mar.  I,thofethey  were,  that  I fear’d  all  tiffs  while. 

Buji.  Yes  Jackman-  Apes. 

Mar.  I thank  you  good  faris. 

Bnfi.  You  may  hold  your  peace,  and  ftand  further  put  o’th 
way  then: 

T he  1 ines  will  fall  where  they  light,  (mirth 

Yes  Jackman- A pes,hQ  hath  to  fports,and  faces  make  like  ’ 
Whilft  bellowing  bills,  the  horned  beaftsj  dotofsfrom 
ground  to  earth : 

Blind  Bear  there  is,  as  Cupid  bliqd. 

Ant.  That  Bear  would  DC  whip’dforlofing  of  his  eies. 
Bufi.  Be  whipped  man  may  fee. 

But  we  prefent  no  fuch  content,  but  Nymphs  fuch  as  they  be. 
Ant.  Thefe  are  long  lines. 

Mar.  Can  you  blame  him,  leading  Buis  and  Bears  in  ’em 

Enter  Shepherd  fmging,  with  Ifhiena,  Aminta,  Florimel, 
(ax  Juno,  Pallas,  Venus, ) and  three  Nymphs  attending. 

Bufi.  CoCupidhlind,  conduiftthe  dumb,  for  Ladies  muft 
not  Ipeak  here : 

Let  fhepherdsfing  with  dancing  feet,  and  cords  of 
mufick  break  here. 

Som.  fnll? 

Now  Ladies  fight,  with  heels  fo  light,  by  lot  your  luck  muft 
Where  far//  ^eafe,  to  do  you  cafe,  and  give  the  golden 
Ball.  Vattce. 

Mar. 
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Mar.  If  you  plaid  Paris  now  where  would  you 

Ant.  I prethee,  Friend,  bellow  it 

Take  the  full  freedom  of  tliought,  but  no  words. 

hUr.  ’Protefl:  there’s  a third,  which  by  her  habit. 

Should  perfbnate  Venus and  by  conlcqucncc 
Of  the  Story,  receive  the  honors  prize: 

And  were  I a Paris,,  there  it  Hiould  be. 

Do  you  note  her 
Ant.  No^  mine  eye  is  fo  fixed, 

I cannot  move  it.  I 

Cup.  The  dance  is  ended-,  Now  to  judgement  haris. 
Buji.  Here  here:  but  fray,  Idodpy 
A pretty  gleek  coming  from  eye : 

Here  Pallas,,  here:  yet  ftayagen:  methinks 
I fee  the  eye  of  lovely  Venns  winks : 

Oh  clofethem  bpifi : flint  in  thoifc  golden  eyn. 

And  I wiU  kifs  thofe  fiveet  blind  clieeks  of  thine. 

/««ais  angry:  yes,  ZDdPallas  frowns. 

Would  Paris  now  were  gone  from  Ida's  downs. 

They  both  are  fair,  but  Venus  has  the  Mole, 

The fairell hair,  and fwcetdl dimple  hole; 

T o her,  or  her,  or  her,  or  neither  ^ ' 

Can  one  man  pleafc  three  Ladies  altogether  ? 

No,  take  it  Venus,,  tofsit  at  thy  plc^re. 

Thou  art  tlie  Lovers  friend  beyond  Jiis  mealure, 

Jill.  Pjm  has  done  Whatman  can  do,  pleas’d  one. 

Who  can  do  more  ? 

Mar.  Stay,  here’s  another  pcrlbni 

Enter  Geraflo,  (^as  Mars.) 

Ger.  Come  lovely  Venus,  leave  this  lower  Orb, 

And  mount  with  Mars,  up  to  his  glorious  Sphere. 

BuJl.  How  now,  what’s  he : 

► Flor.  I’m  ignorant  what  to  do.  Sir. 

Ger.  Thy  filver-yoke  of  Doves  are  in  the  Team, 

And  thou  flialt  fly  through  Apollo's  Beam  : 

I’ll  fee  thee  feated  in  thy  golden  Throne, 

And  hold  with  Mars  a Iweetconjunftion.  Exit. 

Buji.  Ha  ? what  fellow’s  this?  has  carried  away  mv  Sifter 
He  never  rehears’d  his  part  with  me  before.  Ifenus'. 
Jul.  What  follows  now  Prince  Paris  ? 

Flor.  voithiit. Help,  help,  be/p. 

Bnji.  Hue  and  cry,  I think  Sir,  this  is  Venus  voice, 

Mine  own  Sifter  Florinels. 

, Mar.  Wliat  is  there  fome  Tragick-Aift  behind  ? 

Bu{i.  No,  no,  altogether  Comical  ^ Mars  and  Venus 
Are  in  the  old  conjundlion  it  feems. 

Mar.  ’Tis  very  improper  then,  for  Venus 
Never  cries  out  when  Ihe  conjoyns  with  Mars. 

Buji.  That’s  true  indeed : they  are  out  of  their  parts  fure. 
It  may  be  ’Tis  the  Book-holders  fault:  I’ll  go  fee. — Exit. 

Jul.  How  like  yon  our  Countrey  Revels,  Gentlemenf* 

I AH  Gent.  Oh,  they  commend  themfelves.  Sir, 

Ant.  Methjnks  now 

7««oandM/«fr?;<ifliQuId  take  revenge  on  Paris, 

It  cannot  end  without  it. 

Mar.  I did  exped 

Mead  of  Mjtrs,  the  Storm-Goaler  Eobts,f 
And  Juno  proff  ’ ring  her  J>eiopeia 
As  fatisfadion  to,  the  hluftring  god, 

To  lend  his  T oflejs  forth. 

Jul,  It  may  lb  follow. 

Lets  not  prejudicate  the  Hlftory. 

Enter  Buftofa. 

Buji.  Oh,  oh,  oh,  oh. 

Jul,  So,  here’s  a.Palflon  towards. 

Buji.  Help,  help,  if  you  be  Gentlemen ; my  Sifter, 

My  V enui  Ihe’s.  ftolenaway. 

Jul.  The  ftory  changes  from  our  expedation.  Mar/. 
BuJ.  Help  my  father  the  Miller  will  hang  me  elle:  god 
Is  a bawdy  Wllain-.  he  laid  Ihe  Ihould  ride  upon  Doves: 
She’s  hors’d,  file’s  hors’d,  whether  Ihe  will  or  no. 


Mar.  Sure  I think  he’s  ferious.  ( in  the  breech 

Buji.Shc's  hors’d  upon  a double  Gclding,and  a Stonc-horfc 
Of  her:  the  poor  wench  cries  hclp,andlcryhelp,  and  none 
Of  you  will  help. 

Jul.  Speak,  is  it  the  Ihow,  or  doft  thou  bawl /* 

Buji.  A pox  on  the  Ball : my  Sifter  bawls,  and  1 bawl ; 
Either  bridle  horfe  and  follow,  or  give  me  a halter 
To  hangmyfelf:  I cannot  runfo  fall  as  a hog. 

Jul.  Followme,  I’ll  fill  the  Countrey  with  purluit 
But  I will  find  the  thief:  my  houfe  thus  abus’d  ? 

Buji.^  ’Tis  my  houfe  that’s  abus’d,  the  Sifter  of  my  flcfli 

andbloud;  oh,  oh.  Exeunt, 

t iVencb.f 'Tis  time  weall  Ihiftforour  felves,ifthisbe 

2.  < However  I’ll  be  gone.  (ferious. 

3.  vAnd  I.  Exeunt. 

Ant.  You  need  not  fright  your  beauties  pretty  fouls. 

With  the  leaft  pale  complexion  of  a fear.  (fereet 

Mar.  Juno  has  better  courage ; and  Minerva's  more  di- 
Ifrn.  Alas  my  courage  was  fo  counterfeit 
It  might  have  been  ftruck  from  me  with  a Feather. 

Juno  ne’r  had  fo  weak  a prefenter. 

Am.  Sure  I was  ne’r  thewifer  for  Minerva, 

That  I find  yet  about  me. 

Jfm.  My  dwelling.  Sir? 

’Tis  a poor  yeomans  roof,  foarce  a league  offj 
That  never  foam’d  me  yet. 

Ant.  Your  gentle  pardon : 

I vow  my  erring  eies  had  almoft  call  you 
For  one  of  the  moft  mortal  enemies 
That  our  Family  has. 

Ifnt.  I’m  forry.  Sir, 

I am  fo  like  your  foe : ’Twere  fit  I hafted 
From  youroflended  fight. 

Ant.  Oh,miftakenot, 

It  was  my  error,  and  I doconfefsit ; 

You’ll  not  believe  you’rwelcome  ^ norcani  fpeak  it^ 

But  there’s  my  friend  can  tell  you,  pray  hear  him. 

Mar.  Shall  I tell  her  Sir  ? I’m  glad  of  the  employment. 
Ant.  A kinfworaanto  that  beauty : 

Am.  A kin  to  her.  Sir, 

But  nothing  to  her  beauty. 

Ant.  Do  not  wrong  it,  ’tis  not  far  behind  her. 

Am.  Her  hinder  pa  Its  are  not  far  off,  indeed,  Sir. 

Mar.  Let  me  but  kifs  you  with  his  ardor  now, 

Y ou  foall  feel  how  he  loves  you. 

, Ifm.  Oh  forbear : 

’Tis  not  the  fafhion  with  us,  but  would  you. 

Perfwade  me  that  he  loves  me  ? 

Mar.  I’ll  warrant  you 

He  dies  in’t ; and  that  were  witnefs  enough  on’t. 

Jfm.  Love  me  Sir  ? can  you  tell  me  for  what  reafon  ? 
Mar.  Fie,  will  you  ask  me  that  which  you  have  about  you  ? 
Jfm.  I know  nothing  Sir. 

Mar.  Let  him  find  it  then^ 

He  conftantly  believes  you  have  the  thing 
That  he  muft  love  you  for  t much  is  apparent, 

A fweet  and  lovely  beauty. 

Jfm.  So  Sir  ^ Pray  you 

Show  me  one  thing ; Did  he  nefr  love  before  ? 

(I  know  you  are  his  bofom-Counfellor) 

Nay  then  I fee  your  anfwer  is  not  ready : 

I’ll  not  believe  yOu  if  you  ftudy  farther. 

Mar.  Shall  I fpeak  truth  to  you  ? 

Jfm.  Or  fpeak  no  more. 

Mar.  There  was  a Imile  thrown  at  him,  from  a Lady 
Whofe  deferts  might  buy  him  trebble,  and  lately 
He  receiv’d  it,  and  1 know  where  he  loft  it. 

In  this  face  of  yours : I know  his  heart’s  within  you. 

Jfm.  May  I know  her  name  j? 

Mar.  In  your  ear  you  may 
With  vow  of  filence. 

Am.  He’ll  not  give  over  Sir  : 

Ilf  he  fpeak  for  you,  he’ll  fure  fpeed  for  you. 

Ant.  But  that’s  not  the  anfwer  to  myqtfeftion. 

Am, 
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Anu  You  arc  the  fir fi:  iamy  Virgin-confcicnce 
.Thatc'r  Ipokc  Lovcto  her  : oh,  my  heart! 

A>.t.  How  do  you? 

Am.  Nothing;  Sir : but  would  I had  a better  face. 

How  welhoiir  piilfcbcats. 

Ant.  Healthfully,  docs  it  not  ? 

Am.  It  thumps  prettily,  inetlunks. 
r'n.  Alack,  1 hear  it 

With  much  pity:  how  great  is  your  fault  too, 

In  wrong  to  the  good  Lady  ? 

Mjr.  You  tbrget 

The  difficult  pallage  he  has  to  her, 

A hell  of  feud’s  between  the  Families. 

Ifm.  And  that  has  often  Love  wrought  by  advantage 
To  peaceful  reconcilement. 

Mjt.  There  impoHibIc. 

Ifm.  This  way  ’tis  worfer  ^ ’tmay  feed  again  in  hex' 

Unto  another  generation : 

For  where  (poor Lady)  ishcr fatisfadion 
Mar.  It  comes  in  mev  to  be  truth,  1 love  her 
( I’ll  go  no  farther  for  comparifon  ) 

As  dear  as  he  loves  you. 

Jfn.  How  if  flic  love  not? 

M.ir.  Tulli:  be  that  my  pains : You  know  not  what  Art 
have  thole' ways. 

Jfn.  Bcffirovv  you,  you  have  practis’d  upon  me, 

W'cll,  fpeed  me  here,  and  you  with  your  Ifmenia. 

Mar.  Go,  the  condition’s  drawn,  ready  dated. 

There ivants but  your  handto’t. 

Am.  Trudy  you  have  taken  great  pains.  Sir. 

Mar.  A fiiendly  part,  no  more  ( fweet  Beauty.) 

Am.  They  are  happy.  Sir,  have  fuch  friends  as  youare. 
But  do  you  know  you  have  clone  well  inthis  ? 

How  will  his  Allies  receive  it  ? file  ( though  I fay’t ) 

Is  of  no  better  blond  than  I am. 

Mar.  There!  leaiTit,  I’matfartheff:  thatvvay. 

Ifm.  You  fhall  extend  your  vows  no  larger  now. 

My  heart  calls  you  mine  own:  and  that’s  enough. 

Reafbn,  I know,  would  have  all  yet  conceal’d. 

I fhall  not  leave  you  unfalutcd  long 
Either  by  Pen  or  Perfon. 

Ant.  Youmaydilcourfe 
W'ith  me,  when  you  think  y’are  alone,  I fiiall 
Be  prdent  with  you. 

Ifm.  Come  Cofin,  will  you  walk? 

Am.  Alas,  I was  ready  long  fince  : inconfcience 
You  would  with  better  will  yet  ftay  behind. 

Ifm.  Oh  Love,  I never  thought  thou’dfl:  been  lb  blind. 
Mar.  You’ll  anfwer  this  Sir.  Exsnnt. 

Ifer’tbe  fpoke  on: 

I purpofenot  to  propound  the  queffion. 

Enter  Julio. 

Jtil.  *Tistrue,  the  poor  knave  Paid  : fbme  Ravifher, 
'omc  of  Luffs  Bioud-hounds  have  feiz’d  upon  her : 
ThcGirlis  hurried,  as  the  devil  were  with ’em 
Aifd  help’d  their  fpeed. 

Mzr.  It  may  be  not  fo  ill.  Sir. 

,A  well-prepared  I.ovcr  may  do  as  much 
Inhotbloudasthis,  and  perform’thonftly. 

Jnl.  What?  fteal  away  a Virgin ’gainft  her  will? 

Mar.  It  may  be  any  mans  cafe  •,  defpilc  nothing : 

And  that’s  a thief  of  a good  quality, 

Moftcommonly  he  brings  his  theft  home  again. 

Though  with  a little  fliame. 

JhI.  There’s  a charge  by’t 
Fall’n  upon  me : Varis  ( the  Millers  fbn  ) 

Her  brother,  dares  not  venture  home  again 
Till  better  tidingsfolltrw  of  his  Sifter. 

Ant.  Y’arc  the  more  beholding  to  the  mifchance,  Sir : 
Had  I gone  a Boot-haling,  I ffiouldasfoon 
Haveffoll’n  him  as  hisSifter:  Marry  then. 

To  render  him  back  in  the  lame  plight  he  is 


May  be  coftly;  his  flelh  is  not  maintain’d  with  little. 

Jul.  Itliinkthe  poor  knave  will  pine  away. 

He  cries  all  to  be  pittied  yonder, 

Mar^  Pray  you  Sir,  let’s  go  fetJhim:  I Ihould  laugh 
To  fee  him  cry,  fure. 

Jul.  Well,  you  are  merry.  Sir. 

Antonio.^  keep  this  charge  j 1 have  fears 
Move  me  to  lay  it  on  you  : Pray  forbear 
The  ways  of  your  enemies,  the  Bellides. 

1 havereafonformy  Injundion,  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Aminta  (as  a Page  vekh  a Letter.) 

Ant.  To  me.  Sir?  from  whom? 

Am.  A friend,  I dare  vow.  Sir. 

Though  on  the  enemies  part:  the  Lady  Jfmenia. 

Mar.  Take  heed,  bluih  not  too  deep*,  let  me  advile  you 
In  your  anfwer,  ’t  muff  be  done  heedfully. 

Ant.  I fhoulclnot  fee  a Mafculine  in  peace 
Out  of  that  hoiife. 

Am.  Alas,  I’m  a child,  Sir, 

Your  hates  cannot  laft  till  I wear  a fword. 

Ant.  Await  me  for  your  anfwer. 

Mar.  Hemuftfee  her, 

Tomanifefthis  fhame  : ’tis  ray  advantage  ; 

W^hile  our- bloud’s  under  us,  we  keep  above; 

But  then  we  fall,  when  we  (Jo  fall  in  love.  Exeunt. 


ABm  Tertius, 


Sc(Xna  Prim  a. 

Enter  JUlio  and  Franioi 

^^•<*.'11  ylY  Lord,  my  Lord,  your  houfe  hath  injur’d  me, 
IVl  Rob’d  ofall  the  joys  I had  on  earth. 

Jul.  Where  wert  thou  brought  up  (fellow  >) 

In  a Mill.  _ 

You  may  perceive  it  by  my  loud,  exclaims. 

Which  muff  rife  higher  yet. 

Jul.  Obftreperous  Carle, 

If  thy  throats  tempeft-,  could  oe’rturn  my  houle, 

What  I'atisfadlion  were  it  for  thy  child ; 

Turnthee‘  the  right  way  to  thy  journeys  end. 

Wilt  have  her  where  Ihe  is  not? 

Fra.  Here  was  fhe  loft, 

^nd  here  muff  I begin  my  footing  after; 

From  whence , until  I meet  a pow’f  to  punifh , 

I will  not  reft:  You  are  not  quick  to  grief. 

'our  hearing’s  adeadfenfe.Were  yours  thelofs,. 

Had  you  a Daughter,  perhaps  be-whor’d, 

(For  to  what  other  end  fhould  come  the  thief? 

You’ld  play  the  Miller  then,  be  loud  and  high. 

But  being  not  a fbrrowofyour  own. 

You  have  no  help  nor  pity  for  another, 

Jul.  Oh,  thou  haft  op’d  a Sluce  was  long  Ihut  up, 

And  let  a floud  of  grief  in ; a buried  grief 
Thy  voice  hath  wak’dagain:  a grief  as  old 
As  likely  ’tis  thy  child  is ; friend,  I tell  thee, 

I did  once  lofe  a Daughter. 

Fra.  Did  you,  Sir  ? 

Befeech  yo'u  then,  how  did  you  bear  her  lols? 

Jul.  With  thy  grief  trebled. 

Fra.  But  was  Ihe ftolen from  you.? 

Jul.  Yes,  by  devouring  thieves,  from  whom  cannot 
Ever  return  a latisfaiftion: 

The  wild  beafts  had  her  in  her  fwathing  clothes, 

^ Fra.  Oh  much  good  do  ’em  with  her. 

Jul,  Away  tough- churle. 

Fra,  Why,  fhe  was  better  eaten  than  my  child, 

Better  by  beafts,  than  beaftly  men  devoured. 

They 
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They  took  away  a life,  no  honor  from  her: 

Thofe  hearts  might  make  a Saint  of  her,  buttliele 
Will  make  my  child  a devil  but  was  llie.  Sir, 

Your  only  Daughter? 

£«/(?>•  GiJian. 

>/.  I ne’r  had  otlier  ( F riend. ) 

Gil.  W here  are  you  ( man  ? ) your  bufmefs  lies  not  here. 
Your  Daughters  in  the  Pound,  I have  found  where  ^ 

’Twill  coft  you  don  dear,  her  freedom. 

Yta.  I’ll  break  it  down. 

And  Iree  her  without  pay : 

Horfe-locks  nor  chains  (hall  hold  her  from  me. 

Jk/.  I’ll  take  this  relief. 

I now  have  time  to  fpeak  alone  with  grief.  Yait. 

Ffj.  How  ? my  Landlord  ? he’s  Lord  of  my  Lands 
But  not  my  Cattle : I’ll  have  her  again  {Gil. ) 

Gil.  You  are  not  mad  upon  the  hidden  now. 

Fra.  HoGilL  I have  been  mad  thefc  five  hours: 

I’U  fell  my  Mill,  and  buy  a Roriiig. 

I’ll  batter  down  his  houfe,  and  make  aSteweson’t, 

Gill.  Will  you  gather  up  your  wits  a little 
And  hear  me?  the  King’s  nearby  inprogrels, 

Hereiha\-e  gotourfupplication  drawn, 

And  there’s  the  way  to  help  us. 

Fra.  Give  it  me  {Gill.) 

I will  not  fear  to  give  it  to  the  King: 

To  his  own  hands  (God  blefs  him  ) will  I give  it. 

And  he  fliallfet  the  Law  upon  their  Ihoulders, 

And  hang  ’em  all  that  had  a hand  in  it. 

Gill.  Where’s  your  Son  ? 

Fra.  He  fhall  be  hang’d  in  flitches : 

The  Dogs  fliall  eat  him  in  Lf  vt,  there’s  Cats-meat 
And  Dogs-meat  enough  about  him. 

Gi  l.  Sure  the  poor  Girl  is  the  Comas  whore  by  this  time. 

Fra.  If  Ihe  be  the  Counts  whore,  the  whores  Count 
Shall  pay  for  it  : He  fhall  pay  for  a new  Maiden-head. 

Gil.  You  are  fb  violous : this  I’m  refblv’d. 

If  Ihe  be  a whore  once.  I’ll  renounce  her, 

You  know,  if  every  man  had  his  right. 

She’s  none  of  our  child,  but  a meer  fbundling, 

( Andlcanguefsthe  owner  for  a need  too) 

We  have  but  forter’d  her. 

Fra.  Gill,  no  more  of  that. 

I’ll  cut  your  tongue  out,  if  you  tell  thofe  tales. 

Hark,  hark,  thefe  Toaters  tell  us  the  King’s  coming : 

Get  you  gone  ^ I’ll  fee  if  I can  find  him.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Lifauro,  Terfa,  Pedro,  and  Moncado. 

Lif.  Does  the  King  remove  to  day.** 

Ter.  So  faies  the  Harbengers, 

And  keeps  his  way  dn  to  Valentia^ 

There  ends  the  progrefs. 

Fed.  He  hunts  this  morning  Gentlemen, 

And  dines  i’th’ fields:  the  Court  is  all  inreadinefs. 

L if.  Pedro.,  did  you  fend  for  this  T ailor  ? or  you  Moncado  ? 
This  light  French  Demi-launce  that  follows  us. 

Fed.  No,  I afliire  ye  on  my  v/ord,  I am  guiltlefs, 

I owe  him  too  much  to  be  inward  with  him. 

Mon.  I am  not  quit  I am  fure : there  is  a reckoning 
Of  fome  four  fcarlet  cloaks,  and  two  lac’d  fuits 
Hangs  on  the  file  ftill,  like  a fearful  Comet  ■ 

Makes  me  keep  off 

Lif.  I am  in  too  Gentlemen, 

I thank  his  faitli,  for  a matter  of  three  hundred. 

Ter.  And  I for  two,  what  a devil  makes  he  this  way? 

I do  not  love  tofoernyfins  before  me. 

Fed.  ’Tis  the  vacation,  and  thefe  things  break  out 
To  fee  the  Court,  and  glory  in  their  debtors. 

Ter.  What  do  you  call  him  for?  I never  love 
To  remember  their  names  that  I owe  money  to, 

’Tis  not  gentile  j I ftmn ’em  like  the  plague  ever. 
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Lif.  His  name’s  Vertigo : hold  your  heads,  and  wonder, 

A French-man,  and  a founder  of  new  Fafliions : 

The  revolutions  of  all  Ihapes  and  habits 

Run  madding  through  his  brainsi  Evrer  Vertigo. 

Monc.  He  is  very  brave, 

Lif.  Thefhrcdsof  what  he  Reals  from  us.  believe  it, 

Makes  him  a mighty  man  : he  comes,  have  at  ye. 

Ver.  Save  ye  together,  my  fwcet  Gentlemen, 

I have  been  looking 

Ter.  Not  for  Money,  Sir  / 

You  know  the  hard  time. 

Ver.  Pardon  me  fweet  (men, 

Good  faith  the  leaft  thought  in  my  heart,  your  love  Gcntlc- 
Your  love’s  enough  for  me : Money , hang  money : 

Let  me  preferve  your  love. 

Lif.  Yes  marry  fhall  ye, 

And  we  our  credit,  you  would  fee  the  Court  ? 

JfLon.  Hefhallfee  every  place. 

Ver.  Shall  I i’faith Gentlemen? 

Fed.  The  Cdlar,  and  the  Buttry,  and  the  Kitchin, 

The  Paftry,  andthe  Pantry. 

Ter.  I,  andtaftetoo 
Of  every  Office : and  be  free  of  all  too : 

That  he  may  fay  when  he  comes  home  in  glory. 

Ver.  And  I will  fay,  i’faith,  and  fay  it  openly. 

And  fay  it  home  too:  Shall  I fee  the  Kingalfo.?  I 

Lif.  Shalt  fee  him  every  day : fbalt  fee  the  Ladies  | 

In  their  clothes:  fhalt  ride  a hunting  with  him, 

Shalt  have  a Miftrifs  too : we  muft  fool  handfoirjdy 
To  keep  him  in  belief,  we  honor  him. 

He  may  call  on  us  elfe. 

Fed.  A pox  upon  him. 

Let  him  call  at  home  in’s  own  houfe  for  fait  butter. 

Ver.  And  w'hen  the  King  puts  on  a new  fuit. 

T er.  Thou  fhalt  fee  it  firfc, 

And  defeft  his  doublets:  that  thou  mailt  be  perfe»ft< 

Ver.  The  Wardrobe  I would  fain  view,  Gentlemen,  i 
Fain  come  to  fee  the  Wardrobe. 

Lif.  Thou  fhalt  fee  it,  ? 

And  fee  the  fecret  of  it,  dive  into  it : 

Sleep  in  the  Wardrobe,  and  have  Revelations 
Of  fafhions  five  years  hence. 

Ver.  Ye  honor  me. 

Ye  infinitely  honor  me. 

Ter.  Any  thing  i’th’ Court,  Sir, 

Or  within  the  compafs  of  a Courtier. 

Ver.  My  wife  fnall  give  ye  thanks. 

Ter.  You  fhall  fee  any  thing. 

The  privatert  place,  the  ftool,  and  where  ’tis  emptied. 

Ver.  Yemake  me blulh, ye  pour  youi: bounties, Gentlemen, 

In  filch  abundance. 

Lif.  I will  fhew  thee  prefcntly 

The  order  that  the  King  keeps  When  he  comes  { 

To  open  view,  thatthon  may’fttell  thy  neighbors  5 

Over  a fhoulder  of  mutton,  thou  haft  feen  fomething,  ? 

Nay,  thou  fhalt  prefent  the  King  for  this  time.  | 

Ver.  Nay,  I pray  Sir. 

Lif.  That  thou  main  know  what  State  there  does  belong 
Stand  there  I fay,  and  put  on  a lad  countenance,  ( toiti 
Mingled  with  height : be  cover’d,  and  referved  ^ 

Move  like  the  Sun,  byfbft  degrees,  and  glorious. 

Into  your  order  (Gentlemen)  uncover’d. 

The  King  appears  i We’ll  fport  with  you  a while,  Sir, 

I am  fure  you  are  merry  with  us  all  the  year  long  ( Tailor) 
Move  fbfter  ftill,  keep  in  that  fencing  leg  j Monfieury 
Turn  to  no  fide. 

Enter  Franioo«t  of  breath. 

Ter.  What’s  this  that  appears  to  him  ? 

Lif.  ’Has  a petition,  and  he  looks  mofl;  lamentably, 
Miftake  him,  and  we  are  made. 

Fra.  This  is  the  King  fure. 

The  glorious  King,  I know  him  by  his  gay  clothes. 

LiJ.  Now  bear  your  felf  that  you  may  fay  hereafter. 

Fra.  • 
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Fr.i.  I liavc  recover’d  breath,  I’ll  I'lx^ak  unto  him  prefent- 
Mn'  it  pleale  your  gracious  Majcfl-y to confidcr  ('ly, 

A poor  mans  calc  ? 

\\'hat’s  your  W ill,vSir? 

Ltf  You  muli  accept,  and  read  it. 

Ter.  The  Tailor  wril  run  mad  upon  my  life  foi’t. 

}\'i.  How  hemumpsand  bridles;  he  will  nc’r  cut  clothes 
J't.  And  what’s  your  grief?  (again. 

Hefpeaks  i’ch’nofe  like  his  goofe. 
t'rj,  Tpiavyou  read  there;  Tam  abus’d  and  frumpt,  Sir, 
By  a great  man  that  may  do  ill  by  authority  j 
Poor  honcit  men  arehang’d  for  doing  lei's.  Sir, 

My  child  isflolen,  tlie Count  Otrjwte  ifoleher  ^ 

A pretty  child  fnc  is,  although  I fay  it, 

A handlbme  Mother,  he  means  to  make  a whore  of  her, 

A lilkemvhore,  his  knaves  have  filch’d  her  from  me  j 
He  keeps  lewd  knaves,  that  do  him  bealfly  offices ; 

I kneel  for  Jmlice,  Shall  I have  it  Sir? 

Ti;ter  7vi>;g  Philippo,  and  Lords. 

Thil.  What  Pageant’s  this  ? 

Lif.  The  King ; 

Tailor,  ftandoff^  here  ends  your  aparition : 

Miller,  turn  round,  and  there  addrefs  your  paper. 

There,  there’s  the  King  indeed. 

May  it  pleafe  your  Majeffiy. 

Fbil.  Whydidft  thou  kneel  to  that  fellow? 

Fra.  In  good  faith  . Sir, 

I thought  he  had  been  a King,  he  was  Ib  gallant ; 

There’s  none  here  wears  fuch  gold. 

Phil.  Sofooliffily, 

You  have  golden  bufinefs  Pure  becaufe  I am  homely 
Clad,  in  no  glitt’ring  fuit,  lam  not  look’d  on: 

Ye  fools  that  wear  gay  clbaths,  love  to  gap’d  at. 

What  are  you  better  when  your  end  calls  on  you? 

U'ill  gold  preferveyefrom  the  grave?  or  jewels? 

Get  golden  Minds,  and  fling  away  your  Trappings- 
Unto  your  bodies,  minifler  warm  raiments, 

Wholfbme  and  good;  glitter  within  and  fpare  not : 

Let  my  Court  have  rich  fouls,  their  Iliits  I weigh  not : 

And  what  are  you  that  took  fuch  State  upon  ye  ? 

Are  ye  a Prince  ? 

The  Prince  of  Tailors,  Sir, 

We  owe  fbme  money  to  him,  and’t  like  your  Majefty. 

Phil.  If  it  like  him,  would  ye  ow’d  more,  be  niodefter, 
And  you  lefs  faucy.  Sir;  andleavethis  place; 

Your  Preffing-ii  on  will  make  no  perfeT  Courtier : 

Goe  ffiitch  at  home,  andco/.cn  your  poor  neighbors, 

Show  fuch  another  pride,  I’il  haveyewhiptfor’t, 

And  getworfc  clothes,  thefe  but  proclaim  your  fellony. 
And  what’s  your  Paper? 

Fra.  Ibefecch  you  read  if. 

Ph/i  What’s  h^i  - the  Count  Otranto  task’d  for  abafe 
For  Itcaiingot  a maid?  villany, 

I jf-d.  The  Count  Otranto? 

Is  not  the  fellow  mad,  Sir? 

FVj,  No, no, my  Lord, 

I am  in  my  wits,  lama  labouring  man. 

And  we  have  fcldomclcifurc  to  run  mad, 

We  have  other  bufinefs  to  employ  our  heads  in, 

We  have  little  Wit  tolofetoo:  if  wecomplain. 

And  ifahtavic  load'lic  on  your  ffioulders, 

Worfe  than  a rack  of  Meal,  and  opprefs  our  poverties, 
We  arc  mad  llreight,  andwhop’d,  and  ty’d  in  fetters, 

Able  to  make  a horfemad,  as  you  life  us. 

You  arc  mad  for  nothing,  and  no  man  dare  proclaim  it. 

In  you  a vvildncf;  i i a nobictrick, 

Andcheriffi’dinye,  and  all  micnmuft  love  it; 

Oppreffion.  of  all  forts,  fit  like  new  clothes, 

Nc:  ^lyand  handfomcly  upon  your  Ixrdihips: 

And  if  we  kick  when  your  honors  fpur  us, 

W’carc  Knaves  and  Jades,  and  ready  for  the  Juftice, 

I am  a tnie  Miller, 

Phil.  Then  thou  art  a wonder. 


2 Lor.  I know  the  the  man  reputed  for  a good  man 
An  hoinefl:  and  fubllantial  fellow. 

Phil.  Hefpeaks  fence. 

And  to  the  point;  Greatnels  begets  much  rudenels. 

How  dare  you  (Sirrah)  ’gainftibmaina  perfon,  ‘ 

A man  of  fo  much  Noble  note  and  honor, 

Put  up  this  bale  complaint  ? Mull  every  Pealant 
Upon  a faucy  Will  aflfont  great  Lords ! 

All  fellows  (Miller  ) 

Fra.  1 liavc  my  reward.  Sir, 

I was  told  one  greatnefs  would  proted  another. 

As  beams  fupport  their  fellows  •,  now  I find  it : 

If’t  pleafe  your  Grace  to  have  me  bang’d,  I am  ready, 
’Tisbuta  Miller,  and  a Thief  difpach’d: 

Though  I fteal  bread,  I fteal  no  fleffi  to  tempt  me. 

I have  a wife,  and ’t  pleafe  him  to  have  her  too, 

With  all  my  heart  •,  ’twill  make  my  charge  the  lefs.  Sir, 
She’ll  hold  him  play  awhile ; I have  a boy  too. 

He’s  able  to  inftrud  his  Honors  hogs, 

Or  rub  his  horfe-heels ; when  it  pleafe  his  Lordffiip 
He  may  him  his  Have  too,  or  his  bawd; 

The  boy  is  well  bred,  canexhorthis  Sifter: 

For  me,  the  Prilbn,  or  the  Pillory, 

To  lofemy  gods,  and  have  mine  ears  cropt  off; 
Whiptlike  a Top,  and  have  a paper  ftuck  beforeme. 

For  abominable  honefty  to  his  own  Daughter, 

I can  endure.  Sir ; the  Miller  has  a ftout  heart, 

Thougli  ashisToal-pin. 

Phil.  I fufped  this  Ihrewdly, 

Is  it  his  Daughter  that  the  people  call 
The  Millers  fair  Maid.^* 

2 Lor.  Itffiouldfeem  fo,Sir. 

Phi.  Be  fure  you  be  i’  th’  right.  Sirrah. 

Fra.  If  I be  i’  th’  wrong,  Sir, 

Be  lure  you  hang  me,  I will  ask  nocourtefie: 

Your  Grace  may  have  a Daughter,  think  of  that,  Sir, 

She  may  be  fair,  and  ftie  may  be  abufedtoo; 

A King  is  not  exempted  from  theft  cafes : 

Stolen  from  your  loving  care. 

Phil.  I do  much  pity  him. 

Fra.  But  heaven  forbid  Ihe  Ihould  be  in  that  venture 
That  mine  is  in  at  this  hour:  I’ll  allure  your  Grace 
The  Lord  wants  a water-Mill,and  means  to  grind  with  her 
Would  I had  his  ftones  to  ftt,  I would  fit  him  for  it. 

Phil.  Follow  me.  Miller,  and  let  me  talk  with  ye  farther. 
And  keep  this  private  all  upon  your  Loyalties : 
Tomorrow  morning,  though  I am  now  l^yond  him. 

And  the  ftfs  lookt  for, I’ll  break  my  Fall:  with  the  good  Count. 
No  more,  away,  all  to  our  Iports,  befilent.  Exeunt. 

Ver.  What  Grace  Ihall  I have  now  ? 

Lif.  Choofe  thine  own  Grace, 

And  go  to  dinner  when  thou  wilt.  Vertigo, 

We  mull:  needs  follow  the  King. 

Ter.  You  heard  the  ftntcnce. 

Mon.  If  you  ftay  here 
I’ll  fend  thee  a Ihoulder  of  Venilbn : 

Go  home,  go  home,  or  if  thou  wilt  dilguift. 

I’ll  help  thee  to  a place  to  feed  the  dogs. 

Fed.  Orthouffiaitbc  fpecial  Tailor  to  the  Kings  Monkey, 
’Tis  a fine  place,  we  cannot  ftay. 

Ver.  No  Money, 

Nor  no-Grace,  Gentlemen? 

Ter.  ’Tis  too  early  Tailor. 

The  King  has  not  broke  his  Faftyct. 

Ver.  I ffiall  look  for  ye 
The  next  Term,  Gentlemen. 

Ped.  Thou  flialt  not  mils  us : 

Prethee  provide  fome  clothes, and  doft  thou  hear  Vertigo 
Commend  me  to  thy  Wife ; I want  Ibme  Ihirts  too. 

Ver.  1 have  Chambers  for  ye  all. 

Lif.  They  are  too  mufty, 

Whenjihey  are  clear  we’ll  come. 

Ver.  I muft  be  patient 

And  provident,  I Ihall  never  get  home  elft.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na 
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Sctna  Sttcunda. 

Enter  Otrantc  and  FlorimclI. 

Otr.  Prethcc  be  wifer  wench,  thou  canft  not  fcape  me, 
Let  me  with  love  and  gentlcnefs  injoy  that 
That  may  be  ftill  prefervM  with  love,  and  long’d  for : 

If  violence  lay  rough  hold,  I fliall  hate  thee, 

And  after  I have  enjoy’d  thy  Maiden-head, 

Thou  wilt  appear  fo  ftale  and  ugly  to  me 
I fliall  defpile  thee,  call  thee  off 
Flor.  1 pray  ye  Sir, 

Begin  it  now,  and  open  your  doors  to  me , 

I do  confefs  I am  ugly  •,  let  me  go,  Sir : 

A Gipfey-girl : Why  would  your  Lordfliip  touch  me  ? 
Fye,  ’tis  not  noble : I am  homely  bred, 

Courle , and  unfit  for  you : why  do  you  flatter  me  ? 
There  be  young  Ladies , many  that  will  love  ye , 

That  will  dote  on  ye : you  a handfome  Gentleman , 
What  will  they  lay  when  once  they  know  your  quality  ? 
A Lord , a Miller  ? take  yourToal  difli  with  ye : 

You  that  can  deal  with  Gudgins , and  courfe  flower, 

’Tis  pitty  you  faould  tall:  what  manchet  means ; 

Is  this  fit  Sir,  for  your  repute  and  honor? 

Otr.  I’ll  love  thee  ftill. 

Flo.  You  cannot,  there’s  no  fympathy 
Between  our  births,  or  breeding,  arts,  conditions. 

And  where  thefe  are  at  difference,  ther’s  no  liking : 

This  hour  it  may  be  I feem  handfome  to  you , 

And  you  are  taken  with  variety 

More  than  with  beauty : to  morrow  when  you  have  enjoy’d 
me. 

Your  heat  and  lull:  aflwag’d,  and  come  to  examine 
Out  of  a cold  and  penitent  condition 
What  you  have  done,whom  you  have  fliar’d  your  love  with, 
Made  partner  of  your  bed , how  it  will  vex  ye , 

How  you  will  curfe  the  devil  that  betrayd  ye , 

And  what  fliall  become  of  me  then  > 

Otr.  Wilt  thou  hear  me  ? 

Flo.  As  hafty  as  you  were  then  to  enjoy  me , 

As  precious  as  this  beauty  fliew’d  unto  ye, 

You’ll  kick  me  out  of  dores,  you  will  whore  and  ban  me : 
And  if  I prove  with  child  with  your  fair  ifliie. 

Give  me  a penfion  of  five  pound  a year 

To  breed  your  Heir  withall,  and  fo  good  fpeed  me. 

Otr.  I’ll  keep  thee  like  a woman. 

Fh.  I’ll  keep  my  felf  Sir, 

Keep  my  felf  honeft  Sir-,  there’s  the  brave  keeping: 

If  you  will  marry  me. 

Otr.  Alals  poor  FlorimeV. 

Flo.  I do  confefs  I am  too  courfe  and  bafe  Sir 
To  be  your  wife,  and  it  is  fit  you  fcorn  me. 

Yet  fuch  as  I have  crown’d  the  lives  of  great  ones : 

To  be  your  whore  I am  lure  I am  too  worthy  , 

(For  by  my  troth  Sir,  I am  truly  honeft) 

And  that’s  an  honor  equal  to  your  greatnels. 

Otr.  I’ll  give  thee  what  thou  wilt. 

Flo.  Tempt  me  no  more  then : 

Give  me  that  peace,  and  then  you  give  abundance, 

I know  ye  do  but  try  me,  ye  are  noble , 

All  thefe  are  but  to  try  my  modefty , 

If  you  fhould  find  me  eafie , and  once  coming  , 

I fee  your  eyes  already  how  they  would  fright  me  j 
I fee  your  honeft  heart  how  it  would  fwell 
And  burft  it  felf  into  a grief  againft  me ; 

Your  tongue  in  noble  anger,  now,  even  now  Sir, 

Ready  to  rip  my  loofe  tlioughts  to  the  bottom , 

And  lay  my  lhame  unto  my  felf,  wide  open ; 

You  are  a noble  Lord , you  pitty  poor  maids , 

The  people  are  miftaken  in  your  courfes : 

You,  like  a father,  try  ’em  to  the  nttermoft. 

As  they  do  Gold ; you  purge  the  drofs  from  them. 

And  make  them  fhine. 
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Otr.  This  cunning  cannot  help  ye  l 
I love  yc  to  enjoy : 1 have  ftol’n  yc 
To  enjoy  ye  now,  not  to  be  fool’d  with  circumftance, 
Yield  willingly,  or  elfc. 

Flo.  What/ 

Otr.  I will  force  yc. 

I will  not  be  delay’d , a poor  bale  wench 
That  I, in  curtefie,  make  offer  to. 

Argue  with  me? 

Flo.  Do  not,  you  will  loole  your  labor, 

Do  not  my  Lord,  it  will  become  ye  poorly : 

Your  courtefie  may  do  much  on  my  nature, 
for  I am  kind  as  you  arc  , and  as  tender : 

If  you  compel,  I have  my  ftrengths  to  flyc  to , 

My  honeft  thoughts,  and  thofe  are  guards  about  me*. 

I can  cry  too,  and  noile enough  I dare  make'. 

And  I have  curfes,  that  will  call  down  thunder. 

For  aU  I am  a poor  wench , heaven  will  hear  me ; 

My  body  you  may  force,  but  ray  will  never  j 
And  be  lure  I do  not  live  if  you  do  force  me , 

Or  have  no  tongue  to  tell  your  beaftly  Story, 

For  if  I have,  and  if  there  be  a jufticc. 

Otr.  Pray  ye  go  in  here:  I’ll  calm  my  felf  for  this  time. 
And  be  your  friend  again. 

Flo.  I am  commanded.  Exit. 

Otr.  You  cannot  fcape  me , yet  I muff:  enjoy  ye. 

I’ll  lie  with  thy  wit,  though  Imifs  thy  honefty; 

Is  this  a wench  for  a Boors  hungry  bolbm  ? 

A morlel  for  a Pealants  bafe  embraces  ? 

And  muft  I ftarve,  and  the  meat  in  my  mouth? 

I’ll  none  of  that. 

Enter  Gerafto. 

Get.  Fk)w  now  my  Lord , how  Ipeed  ye.<* 

Have  ye  done  the  deed? 

Otr.  No,  pox  upon’t,  file  is  honeft. 

Ger.  Honeft,  what’s  that?  you  take  her  bare  denial. 

Was  there  ever  wench  brought  up  in  a mill,  and  honeft  ? 
That  were  a wonder  worth  a Chronicle, 

Is  your  belief  fo  large?  what  did  Ihefay  to  ye? 

Otr.  She  faid  her  honefty  was  all  her  do  .vry. 

And  preach’d  unto  me,  how  unfit,  and  homely. 

Nay  how  dilhonourable  it  would  feem  in  me 
To  adt  my  will^  popt  me  i’th  mouth  with  modefty. 

Ger.  What  an  impudent  Quean  was  that.?  that’s  their 
trick  ever. 

Otr.  And  then  dilcours’d  to  me  very  learnedly 
What  fame  and  loud  opinion  would  tell  of  me; 

A wife  (he  touch’d  at 
Ger.  Out  upon  her  Varlet. 

Was  Ihe  fo  bold?  thefe  home-lpim  things  are  evils. 
They’ll  tell  ye  a thoufand  lies , if  you’ll  believe  ’em  ^ 

And  ftand  upon  their  honors  like  great  Ladies , 

They’ll  fpeak  unhappily  too:  good  words  to  cozen  ye , 
And  outwardly  feem  Saints : they’ll  cry  down-right  alfo , 
But  ’tis  for  anger  that  you  do  not  crufh  ’em. 

Did  flie  not  talk  of  being  with  child  ? 

Otr.  She  toucht  at  it , 

Ger.  The  trick  of  an  arrant  whore  to  milk  your  Lordfliip;, 
And  then  a penfion  nam’d  ? 

Otr.  No,  no,  ftie  fcorn’d  it : 

I offer’d  any  thing , but  Ihe  refus’d  all , 

Refus’d  it  with  a confident  hate. 

Ger.  You  thought  fo. 

You  ftiouldhave  taken  her  then,  turn’d  her,  and  tew’d  her 
I’th’ftrength  of  all  her  refolution,  flatter’d  her  , 

And  fhak’t  her  ftubborn  will : Ihe  would  have  thank’d  ye. 
She  would  have  lov’d  ye  infinitely,they  muft  feeramodeft. 
It  is  their  parts : if  you  had  plaid  your  part  Sir. 

And  handl’d  her  as  men  do  unman’d  Hawks , 

Caft  her,  and  malde  her  up  in  good  clean  linnen , 

And  there  have  coyed  her,  you  had  caught  her  heart-ftrings- 
Thefe  tough  Virginities  they  blow  like  white  thornes 
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In  dorms  r.nd  tcmpcfts. 

Otr.  She  is  bevond  all  this , 

As  cold,  and  harden’d , as  the  Virgin  Cryftal. 

Ccr.  Oh  force  her,  force  her.  Sir,  flie  longs  toberavifh’d 
Some  have  no  plcafiirebnt  in  violence-, 

To  be  torn  in  pieces  is  their  paradife : 

’Tis  ordinary  in  Oiir  Coimtrey,  Sir,  to  ravifli  all 
They  will  not  give  apcmiy  for  their  fport 
Unlcfs  they  be  put  to  it,  and  terribly , 

And  then  they  iWearthey’ll  hang  die  man  comes  near ’em, 
And  fwear  it  on  his  lips  too. 

Otr.  No,  no  forcing, 

1 have  another  courfe,  and  I will  follow  it, 

I command  you,  and  do  you  command  your  fellows. 
That  when  you  fee  her  next,  difgrace,  and  Icorn  her, 
ril  Teem  to  put  her  out  o’th’  dorcs  o’th’  fodain 
And  leave  her  to  conjecture,  then  feize  on  her 
Away,  be  ready  draight. 

Cir.  \Ve  ilvdll  not  fail,  Sir.  Exit, 

Otr.  Fhrimell. 

Enter  Florlmell. 

Flo.  My  Lord. 

Otr.  1 am  lure  you  have  now  confider’d 
And  like  a wife  wench  weigh’d  a friends  difj)leafure. 
Repented  your  pi-oud  thoughts , and  cad  yoar  fcorn  off. 

Flo.  My  Lord,  lamnotproud,  Iwas  never  beautiful. 
Nor  fcorn  I any  thing  that’s  juft  and  honed. 

Otr.  Come,  to  be  Ihort,  can  ye  love  yet  ? you  told  me 
Kindnefs  would  far  compell  yc:  I am  kind  to  ye. 

And  mean  to  exceed  that  way. 

Flo.  I told  ye  too.  Sir , 

As  far  as  it  agreed  with  modedy. 

With  honour , and  with  honedy  I would  yield  to  ye : 
Good  my  Lord:  take  fome  other  Theam:  for  Love, 
Alals,  I never  knew  yet  what  it  meant , 

And  on  the  hidden  Sir,  to  run  through  Volumes 
Of  his  mod  mydiek  art,  ’tis  mod  impoffible  j 
Nay,  to  begin  with  lud,  which  is  an  Herefie, 

A foul  one  too  -,  to  learn  that  in  my  childliood : 

0 good  my  Lord. 

Otr.  You  will  not  out  of  this  fong, 

Your  modedy,  and  honedy, is  that  all? 

1 will  not  force  ye. 

Flo.  Ye  are  too  noble,  Sir. 

Otr.  Nor  will  I woo  ye  at  that  infinite  price 
It  may  be  you  exTeff. 

Flo.  I exped  your  pardon. 

And  a difeharge  (my  Lord)  that’s  all  I look  for. 

Otr.  No,  nor  fall  lick  for  love. 

Flo.  ’Tis  a hcathful  year  Sir. 

Otr.  Look  ye , I’il  turn  ye  out  o’dores,  and  fcorn  ye. 
Flo.  Thank  ye  my  Lord. 

Otr.  A proud  flight  Peat  I found  ye, 

A fool  (it  may  be  too.) 

Flo.  An  honed  woman. 

Good  my  Lord  think  me. 

Otr.  And  a bafe  i leave  ye. 

So  farc-ye-well.  Exit. 

Enter  Gcrado  and  Servants. 

Ger.  What  dod  thou  day  for  ? dod  thou  not  know  the 
Thou  bafe  unprovidc.nt  whore  > (way, 

Flo.  Good  words,  pray  ye  Gentlemen. 

1 Ser.  Hasmy Lord  fmoak’dye  over, good-wife  Miller? 
Is  your  Mill  broken  that  you  dand  fb  ufelefs? 

2 Ser.  All  impudent  Quean,uponmy  life  fhc  is  unwholfome 
Some  bale  difearded  thing  my  Lord  has  found  her. 

He  would  not  have  turn’d  her  off  o’th’fudden  elfe. 

Ger.  Now  againlt  every  fack  (my  honed  fweet  heart) 
With  every  and  Smug. 

Flo.  1 mud  be  patient. 


\ Ger.  And  every  greafie  gued , and  fweaty  Rafcall 
I For  his  Royal  hire  between  his  fingers.  Gentlewoman. 

1 Ser.  I fear  thou  had  given  my  Lord  the — thou  damn’d 
thing. 

2 5’fr.  I have  feen  her  in  the  Stewes. 

Ger.  The  knave  her  father 

Was  Bawd  to  her  there,  and  kept  a Tipling  houle. 

You  mud  even  to  it  again : a moded  fundion.  i 

Flo.  If  ye  had  honefty,ye  would  not  ufe  me 
Thusjbafely,  wretchedly,  though  your  Lord  bid  ye , 

But  he  th-at  knows. 

Ger.  Away  thou  carted  impudence. 

You  meat  for  every  man : a little  meal 
Flung  in  your  face , makes  ye  appear  fo  proud. 

Flo.  This  is  inliumane.Let  thefe  tears  perluade  you, 

If  ye  be  men , to  ufe  a poor  girl  better  j 
I wrong  not  you,  I am  fure  1 call  you  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Otrante. 

Otr.  W hat  bufinefs  is  here  ? away,  are  not  you  gone  yet  ? 

Flo.  My  Lord,  this  is  not  well : although  you  hate  me, 

For  what  I know  not to  let  your  people  wrong  me. 

Wrong  me  malicioufly , and  call  me.- — 

Otr.  Peace , ij 

And  mark  me  what  we  fay  advifedly  j || 

Mark,  as  you  love  that  that  you  call  your  credit^  j' 

Yield  now,  or  you  are  undone:  your  good  name’s perifh’d  [ 
Not  all  the  world  can  buy  your  reputation  j 
’Tis  funk  for  ever  elfe,thefe  peoples  tongues  will  poifbn  ye 
Though  you  be  white  as  innocence  they’ll  taint  ye , 

They  will  fpeak  terrible  and  hideous  things. 

And  people  in  this  age  gre  prone  to  credit. 

They’ll  let  fall  nothing  that  may  brand  a woman, 

Conlider  this,  and  then  be  wife  and  tremble. 

Yield  yet,  and  yet  I’ll  fave  ye. 

Flo.  How? 

Otr.  I’ll  ftiow  ye , 

Their  mouths  I’ll  feal  up,  they  fhall  fpeak  no  more 
But  what  is  honorable  and  honeft  of  ye , 

And  Saintlike  they  fhall  worlhip  ye : they  are  mine , 

And  what  I charge  them  Florimell. 

Flo.  I am  ruin’d , 

Heaven  will  regard  me  yet,  they  are  barbarous  wretches : 

Let  me  not  fall  (my  Lord.) 

Otr.  You  fhall  not  Florimell: 

Mark  how  I’ll  work  your  peace,  and  how  I honor  ye. 

Who  waits  there?  come  all  in. 

Enter  Geraffo  and  Servants. 

Ger.  Your  pleafure  Sir. 

Otr.  Who  dare  fay  this  fweet  beauty  is  not  ■ heavenly  ? 
This  virgin,  the  rnoft  pure  the  moll  untainted , 

The  holiefl  thing? 

Ger.  We  know  it  (my  dear  Lord) 

We  are  her  flaves : and  that  proud  impudence 
That  dares  difparage  her,this  fword  (my  Lord.) 

\.  Ser.  They  are  rafcals,  bafe,the  fons  of  common  women 
That  wrong  this  virtue,  or  dare  own  a'thought 
But  fair  and  honorable  of  her : when  we  flight  her , 

Hang  us,  or  cut’s  in  pieces : let’s  tug  i’th’  Gallies. 

2  Ser.  Brand  us  for  villains. 

Flo.  Why  fure  I dream:  thefe  are  all  Saints. 

Otr.  Go,  and  live  all  her  flaves. 

Ger.  We  are  proud  to  doit.  Exeunt. 

Otr.  What  think  ye  now  ? am  not  I able  Florimell 
Yet  to  preferve  ye? 

Flo.  I am  bound  to  your  Lordfhip, 

Ye  are  all  honour,  and  good  my  Lord  but  grant  me, 

Untill  to  morrow,  leave  to  weigh  my  fortunes  , 

I’ll  give  you  a free  anfwer,  perhaps  a pleafing. 

Indeed  I’ll  dothebefl  I can  to  fatisfie  ye. 

Otr.  Take  your  good  time  , thiskifs,  till  then  farewell. 

Sweet.  Exeunt. 
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Scjcna  Prw/j, 

Enter  Antonio,  Martine,  Bujhfj, 

Mar.  By  all  means  difcharge  your  follower. 

Ant.  If  we  can  get  him  off:  Sirrah  Bnjiofa 
Thou  mull  needs  ran  back. 

Bi/JK  Blit  I mnft:  not  iinlels  you  lend 
A Bier,  or  a Lidor  at  my  back,  I do  not  uie  to  run 
From  my  friends. 

Ant.  \\'ell,  go  will  ferve  turn;  I have  forgot. 

Buji.  What  Sir? 

Ant.  See  if  I can  think  on’t  now. 

Euli.  I know  whqt  ’tjs  now.  , 

Ant.  A Piftolet  of  that. 

Enfi.  Done,  you  have  forgot  a devife  to  fend  me  away, 
You  are  going  a finocking  perhaps. 

Afjr.  His  own , due,  due  i’faith  Antonio , 

The  Piflolet’s  his  own. 

Ant.  I confefs  it. 

There  ’tis:  now  if  you  couldaflbrdoiitof  it 
A realbnable  excufe  to  mine  Uncle. 

Buji.  Yes,  I can : 

But  an  excufe  will  not  ferve  your  turn ; it  mult  be  a lye, 
A full  lye , ’twill  do  no  good  elfe : if  you’ll  go  to 
The  price  of  that  ? 

Ant.  Is  a lye  dearer  than  an  excufe  ? * 

Buji.  Oh,treble,  this  is  the  price  of  an  excufe : but  a lye 
is  two  more : 

fook  how  many  foylesgo  to  a fair  fall,  fb  many  excufes  to 
A full  lye,  and  lefs  cannot  ferve  your  turn,  let  any  Tailor 
I’th’  Town  make  it. 

Mar.  Why  ’tis  reafonable,  give  him  his  price ; 

Let  it  be  large  enough  now.  i ^ 

Bu(i.  I’ll  warrant  you,  cover  him  all  over. 

Ant.  1 would  have  proof  of  one  now. 

Buji.  What?  fcale  my  invention  beforehand?  youlhall 
pardon  * 

Me  for  that  •,  well.  I’ll  tqmmend  you  to  your  Uncle,  and 
Tell  him  you’il  be  at  home  at  flipper  with  him. 

Ant.  By  no  means , I cannot  come  to  night  (man) 

Buji.  I know  that  too , you  do  not  know  a lye  when  you 
fee  it. 

Mar.  Remember  it  miift  flretqh  for  alf  night. 

Buji.  I fhall  want  ffnffe,  I doubt ’twill  come  to  the  other 
Pijidlet. 

Ant.  Well,  lay  out,  you  fhallbe  no  loofer  Sir. 

Buji.  It  miift  be  faced,  you  know,  there  will  be  a yard 
of  diflimnlation 

At  leafl  (City-jiieafore)  and  cut  upon  an  untroth  or  two : 
Lyned' 

With  Fables,  that  mtrfl:  needs  be,  cold  weather’s  coming, 
if  it  had  • 1 

A gallon  of  hypocrifie,  ’twould  do  well : and  hooked 
Together  with  a‘  couple  of^conceits. 

That’s  neceflity  •,  well,^l’ll  bring  in  my 
Bill  ; I’ll  warrant  you  ns  fair  a lye  by  that  time  I have  done 
With  it,  as  any  Gentleman  i’th’ Town  can  fwear  to  , if  he 
Would  betray  his  Lord  and  Mafter.  Exit. 

^^..SQ„)jb,.,i;his  nej:e(Iary  trouble’s  over. 

•Marj  .I,avonfd-yoif  ha^^  ,an;extufe  of  him 

Before  he  went:  .yqu’ll  want  one  for  Ipne^ia.  ■ ■ \ 
Ant.  Tfafh,  there  neeefe  none,  there’s, no  fufpition  yet , 
•And,l’lf.b!?  arm’d  before ):he  next  enequnter, 

;ln>a  feft.bye  ,wiiibdny.lfair^^j^f/.  ' , 


Enter  Buftofa. 

Mar.  Yes,  you’ll  find  your  errand  is  before  you  now. 
Buji.  Oh  Gentlemen , look  to  your  fclvcs,  ye  are 
Men  of  another  world  clfe  •,  your  enemies  arc  upon  you  •, 
The  old  houfe  of  the  Bellides  will  fall  upon  your  heads : 
Signior  Lifauro. 

Ant.  Lifauro  ? 

Buji.  And  Don \vh2t  call  you  him?  he’s  a Gentleman: 
Yet  he  has  but  a Yeomans  name, 

Don  Tarfo^  Tarfo^  and  a dozen  at  their  heels. 

Ant.  Lifauro,  Larfo^  nor  a dozen  more 
Shall  fright  me  from  my  ground , nor  fhun  my  path , 

Let  ’em  come  on  in  their  ableft  fury. 

Mar.  ’Tis  worthily  relblved:  I’ll  ftand  by  you  Sir, 

This  way,  I am  thy  true  friend. 

Buji.  I’ll  be  gone  Sir , that  one  may  live  to  tell  what’s 
become  of  you. 

Put  up,  put  up,  will  you  never  learn  to  know  a lye 
From  an  Efoph  Fables  .f"  there’s  a tall  for  you  now.  Exit. 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta. 

Mar.  Look  Sir , what  time  of  day  is  it  ? (now, 

Ant.  I know  not,  my  eyes  gofalfe,  I dare  nottrufl  ’em 
I prethec  tell  me  {Martin ) if  thou  canft. 

Is  that  Ifnenia  ot  Ijabella. 

Mur.  This  is  the  Lady,  forget  not,  JfahtUa.  ' 

Ant.  If  this  face  may  be  borrowed  and  lent  out, 

If  it  can  Ihift  llioulders,  and  take  other  tyres. 

So,  ’tis  mine  where  ere  I find  it. 

Jfm.  Be  hidden.  Exit  Aminta. 

I cannot  hold  out  long. 

Mar.  Believ’t  Ihe  frowns. 

Ant.  Let  it  come,  flie  cannot  frown  me  off  on’t^ 

How  prettily  it  wooes  me  to  come  nearer  ? 

How  do  you  do  (Lady)  fince  yeflerdays  pains  ? 

Were  you  not  weary?  of  my  faith.  ' 

Ifm.  I think  you  were. 

Ant,  What  Lady? 

Jfm.  Weary  of  your  faith  *,  ’tis  a burthen 
That  men  faint  under , though  they  bear  little  of  itv  i 
Mar.  So,  this  is  to  the  purpofe.  ■ 

Ant.  You  came  home 
In  a fair  hour  I hope.<* 

Enter  Aminta. 

Jfm.  From  whence  Sir  ? 

Am.  Sir , there’s  a Gentlewoman  without  defires  to 
Ipeak  with  you. 

Ant.  T hey  were  pretty  homely  toyes ; but  your  prefence 
Made  them  illuftrious. 

JJm.  My  Cofen  fpeaks  to  you. 

Am.  A Gentlewoman  Sir,  Jftbeila 
She  names  her  felf. 

Mar.  So,  fo,  it  hits  finely  now. 

Ant.  Name  your  felf  how  you  pleafe ; fpeak  what  you' 
rll  hear  you  cheerfully.  (pleafe 

Jfm.  You  are  not  well, 

Requeit  her  in , file  may  have  more  acquaintance 
With  his  pafiions , and  better  cure  for’em. 

Am.  She’s  nice  in  that  (Madam)  poor  foul  it  feettis 
She’s  fearful  of  your  dilplealure.  ' 

Jjm,  I’ll  quit  her 

From  that  prefently,  andjbring  herin  myfelf.  EPiit.^ 
Mar.  How  careleily  do  you  behave  your  felf, 

When  you  Ihould  call  all  your  bell  faculties ' ’ 

To  counfel  in  you?  how  will  you  anfwer 
The  breach  you  made  with  fair  Ifmenia  ? 

Have  you  forgot  the  retrograde  , vow  you  took 
With  her,  that  now  is  come  in  evidence? 

You’ll  dye  upon  yourfliai^,  you  meed  no  more 
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Heaven  has  heard  all. 


Enemies  of  rhe  houfe,  but  the  Lady  now: 

You  lhall  have  yoiu:  difpatch. 

Enta-  Ifraenia  li){e  Juna 

Give  me  that  face, 

And  I am  lotisfied  upon  whofe  Hiouldcrs 
So  ere  it  grows : Juno  deliver  us 
Out  of  this  amazement : Befeech  you  Goddefs 
Tell  us  of  our  friends,  how  does  Ifnenia? 

And  how  does  IfihelJj}  both  in  good  health 
1 hope,  as  you  your  I'elf  are. 

Jjm.  1 am  at  fartheft 
In  my  counterfeit : my  Antonio 
1 have  matter  againlt  you  may  need  pardon, 

As  1 mult  crave  of  you. 

Ant.  Obferve  you  Sir , 

W'hat  evidence  is  come  againlt  me?  what  think  you 
The  j-hcaded  Jury  will  fay  to’t  ? 

Mnr.  ’Tis  I am  fooPd , 

My  hopes  are  pour’d  into  the  bottomlefs  tubs, 

’Tis  labour  for  the  houfe  of  Bellides : 

1 mult  not  feem  fo  yet:  but  in  Tooth  (Lady) 

Did  you  imagine  your  changeable  face 
Hid  you  from  me  ? By  this  hand  1 knew  you. 

Ant.  1 went  by  the  face : and  by  thefe  eyes  I 
Might  have  been  deceived. 

Ifm.  You  might  indeed  (^Antonio') 

For  this  Gentleman  did  vow  to  IJabella, 

That  he  it  was  that  lov’d  lfmeni.i.^ 

And  not  Antonie  ? 

Mar.  Good,  was  not  that 
A mauifelt  confeflion  that  1 knew  you  ? 

I elfe  had  been  unjuft  unto  my  friend : 

’Twas  well  remembred,  there  1 found  you  out 
And  fpeak  your  confcience  now. 

Ant.  But  did  he  lb  proteft  ? 

Ipn.  Yes,  1 vow  to  you,  IraA  Antonio- 
Wedded  Ifjb  Ua.,  Jfmeuia 
Had  not  been  loll , there  had  been  her  lover. 

Ant.  Why  much  good  do  you  friend,  take  her  to  you: 
I crave  but  one,  here  have  I my  wilh  full, 

1 am  glad  we  lhall  be  fo  near  neighbors. 

Mar.  Take  both  Sir, to  boot:  three  parts  in  one, 
S.  Hilarie  bids  you,  now  opportunity 
Beware  to  meet  with  fallhood , if  thou  canft 
Shun  it,  my  friends  faith’s  turning  from  him. 

\fm.  Might  1 not  jultiy  accufe  Antonio. 

For  a love-wanderer  ? you  know  no  other 
But  me , for  another,  and  confefs  troth  now  ? 

Ant.  Here  was  my  guide,  where  ere  1 find  this  face, 
1 am  a Lover,,  marry , I mull  not  mifs 
This  freckle  then , I have  the  number  of  ’em , 

Nor  this  dimple  , nor  a filk  from  this  brow, 

1 carry  the  full  Idea  ever  with  me-. 

If  nature  can  fo  punctually  parallel, 

I may  be  cozened. 

Jfm.  Well,  all  this  is  even : 

But  now,  to  perfeT  all,  our  love  muft  now 
Come  to  our  Enemies  hands,  where  neither  part 
Will  ever  give  confent  to’t. 

Ant.  Moll  certain: 

For  which  rcafon  it  muft  not  be  put  to’em  r 
’Have  we  not  prevention  in  our  own  hands. 

Shall  I walk  by  the  tree?  ddirc  the  fruit. 

Yet  be  lb  nice  to  pull  till  I ask  leave 
Of  the  churlifn  Gard’ncr,  that  will  deny  me? 

Ifm.  O Antonio. 

Ant.  ’Tis  manners  to  fall  to 
When  grace  is  laid. 

Ifm.  That  holy  aCts  to  come. 

Mar,  You  may  open  an  oyllcr  or  two  before  grace. 

Ant.  Are  there  not  double  vows , as  valuable 
And  as  well  fpoke  as  any  Frier  utters  ? 


Ifm.  Yes:  but  ftayes  the  blefling. 

Till  all  dues  be  done : heaven  is  not  lerv’d  by  halfs. 

We  lhall  have  ne’r  a fathers  blefling  here  , 

Let  us  not  lofe  the  better,  from  above. 

Ant.  You  take  up  weapons  of  unequal  force , 

It  fliows  you  co\yardly : heark  in  your  ear. 

Am.  Have  I loft  all  imployment?  Would  this  proffer 
Had  been  to  me,  though  I had  paid  it 
With  a realbnable  pennance. 

Mar.  Have  I paft 

All  thy  fore-lock  (Time?)  I’ll  ftretch  a long  arm 
But  I’ll  catch  hold  again : Dobut  look  back 
Over  thy  Ihoulder,  and  have  a pull  at  thee, 

Ifm.  I hear  you  (Sir)  nor  can  I hear  too  much 
While  you  fpeak  well : You  know  th’accuftom’d  place 
Of  our  night-parley ; if  you  can  afeend. 

The  window  lhall  receive  you.  You  may  find  there 
A Corrupted  Church-man  to  bid  you  welcome. 

Ant.  I would  meet  no  other  man.  j 

Ifm.  Aminta , you  hear  this. 

Am.  With  joy  (Madam)  ’caufe  it  pleafesyou. 

It  may  be  mine  own  cafe  another  time : 

Now  you  go  the  right  way  ^ ask  the  Banes  out. 

Put  it  paft  father,  or  friends,  to  forbid  it, 

' And  then  you’re  fure.  Sir,  your  Hymen  Taper 
I’ll  light  up  for  you : the  window  lhall  Ihow  you 
The  w'ay  to  Sefoi. 

^ Ant.  I’ll  venture  drowning. 

Mar.  The  limile  holds  not  ^ ’tis  hanging  rather. 

You  muft  aftend  your  Caftle  by  a Ladder  j 
To  the  foot  I’ll  bring  you. 

Ant.  Leave  me  to  climb  it. 

Mar.  If  I do  turn  you  off"? 

Ant.  Till  night  fare-well ; 

Then  better. 

Ifm.  Belt  it  IhouM  be  ^ 

But  peevifh  hatred  keeps  back  that  degree.  Exeunt. 

Mar.  I never  look’d  lb  fmooth  as  now  I purpole : 

And  then  beware : Knave  is  at  worft  of  knave 

When  he  fmiles  belt , and  the  moft  feemsto  lave.  Exit. 

Scans  Secunds. 

Enter  Julio. 

Jul.  My  mind’s  unquiet  *,  while  Antonio 
My  Nephew’s  abroad , my  heart  is  not  at  home. 

Only  my  fears  ftay  with  me^  bad  company; 

But  I cannot  Ihift  ’em  off  This  hatred 
Betwixt  the  houle  of  Bellides zud  us. 

Is  not  fair  war : ’tis  civil,  hut  unciviL  < 

We  are  near  neighbors,  were  of  love  as  near, 

Till  a crofs  mifeonftrudion  (’twas  no  more 
In  confcience)  put  us  fo  far  alunder : 

I would  ’twere  reconcil’d  ^ it  has  lafted 
Too  many  Sun-fets , if  grace  might  moderate ; 

Man  Ihould  not  lole  lb  many  days  of  peace 
To  latisfie  the  anger  of  one  minute. 

1 could  repent  it  heartily.  I fent 

The  knave  to  attend  my  Antonio  too , j 

Yet  he  returns  no  comfort  to  me  neither,.  j 

Enter  Buftofa.  j 

Buf.  No : I muft  not.  I 

Jul.  Hah » hee’s  come. 

Bujl.  I muft  not : ’twill  break  his  heart  to  hear  it.  f 
Jul.  Ho w?there’s  bad  tidings : I muft  obfeure  and  hear  it  j ' 
He  will  not  tell  me  for  breaking  of  my  heart,  j 

’Tis  half  fplit  already. 

Bk/L  ,I  have  fpi’d  him:  Now  to  knock  down  a Don 
with  a lye , a filly  harmlefs  lye  j ’twill  be  valiantly  done,  ^ 
and  nobly  perhaps. 

Jul 
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JhI.  1 cannot  hear  him  now. 

Bujl.  Oh  the  bloody  days  that  we  live  in  ^ the  envious, 
malitious,  deadly  days  that  we  draw  breath  in! 

Jul.  Now  I hear  too  loud. 

Buji.  The  Children  that  ever  fhall  be  born  may  rue  it  ^ 
for  men  that  are  llain  now  might  have  liv’d  to  have  got 
children , that  might  have  curs’d  their  fathers. 

JhI.  Oh,  my  pofterity  is  ruin’d. 

Bflt/1.  Oh  fweet  Antonio. 

JhI.  Oh  dear  Antonio. 

Enji.  Yet  it  was  nobly  done  of  both  parts : When  he  and 
Lifinro  met. 

JhI.  Oh,  death  Has  parted  ’em. 

Euii.  Welcome  my  mortal  foe  (lays  one,)  Welcome  my 
deadly  enerny  (fays  th’other :)  off  go  their  doublets , they 
in  their  Ihirts,  and  their  fwords  ftark  naked  here  lies 
tonio , here  lies  Lifanro : he  comes  upon  him  with  an  Ew- 
broccado^  that  he  puts  by  W\th.Zpuntiarevsrfx-.,  LifiitrolQ- 
coils  me  two  paces  and  fome  fix  inches  back,  takes  his  car- 
rere,  and  then,  on. 

JhI.  Oh. 

BhU.  Runs  Antonio  quite  thorovv, 

JhI.  Oh  Villain. 

Enjl.  Quite  thorow  between  the  arm  and  the  body : fo 
yet  he  hacT no  hurt  at  that  bout. 

Jul.  Goodnefs  be  praifed. 

But  then,  gt  next  encounter,  he  fetches  me  up  Li- 
fanro  ^ Lifauro  makes  Out  a long  at  him , which  he  think- 
ing to  be  a , /4«/ok;o’s  foot  flipping;  down;  oh 

down. 

Jul.  O now  thou  art  loft. 

Buji.  Oh,  but  the  quality  of  the  thing  ; both  Gentlemen, 
both  Spanifli  Chriftians , yet  one  man  to  flied 

JhI-  Say  his  enemies.blood. 

Bufi.  His  hair,  may  come  by  divers  calualties,  though  he 
never  go  into  the  feld  with  his  foe : but  a man  to  lofenine 
ounces  and  two  drams  of  blood  at  one  wound , thirteen  and 
afcruple  at  another,  and  to  live  till  he  dye  in  cold  blood ; 
yet  the  Surgeon  (that  cur’d  him)  laid  if  had  not 

been  perilh’d,  he  had  been  a lives  man  till  this  day. 

Jul.  There  he  concludes  he  is  gone. 

BhJ.  But  all  this  is  nothing : now  I come  to  the  point. 

JhI.  I,  the  point,  that’s  deadly;  the  antient  blow 
Over  the  buckler,  ne’r  went  hair  fo  deep. 

Bufi.  Yet  pitty  bids  me  keep  in  my  charity:  for  me  to 
pull  an  old  mans  ears  from  his  head  with  telling  of  a Tale: 
oh  fowle  Tale!  No,  be  filent  Tale.  Farthermore , there  is 
the  charge  of  Buriall every  one  will  cry  Blacks,  Blacks , 
that  had  but  the  leaft  finger  dipt  in  his  blood,  though  ten 
degrees  remov’d  when  ’twas  done.  Moreover,  the 
Surgeon  (that  made  an  end  of  him)  will  be  paid ; Sugar- 
plums and  fweet  breads  •,  yet  I lay , the  man  may  recover 
again,  and  dye  in  his  bed. 

JhI.  What  motley  fluff  is  this  ? Sirrha,  fpeak  truth 
What  hath  befallen  my  dear  Antoniol 
Reflrainyour  pitty  in  concealing  it^ 

Tell  me  the  danger  ful4  take  off  your  care 
Of  my  receiving  it ; kill  me  that  way , 

I’ll  forgive  my  death  •,  what  thou  keepfl  back  from  truth 
Thou  fnalt  fpeak  in  pain ; do  not  look  to  find 
A limb  in  his  right  place , a bone  unbroke , 

Nor  fo  much  flefh  unbroil’d  of  all  that  mountain. 

As  a worm  might  fupon,  difpatch,  or  be  difpatch’d. 

Buji.  AlafsSir,!  know  nothing,  but  that  Antonio  is  a man 
of  Gods  making  to  this  hour,’tis  not  two  fince  I left  him  fo. 

Jul.  Where  didft  thou  leave  him  ? 

Buji.  In  the  l^e  clothes  he  had  on  when  he  went  from 
you. 

Jul.  X)qes  he  live  ? 

Buji.  I law  him  drink. 

Jul.  Is  he  not  wounded?  * < . 

Buji.  He  may  have  a cut  i’th’Ieg  by  this  time^  for  Don 
and  he  were  at  whole  flafhes. 

Jul.  Met  he  not  with  Lifauro  ? 


Buji.  I do  not  know  her. 

Jut.  Her  ? Lifauro  is  a man,  as  he  is. 

Buji.  1 law  ne’er  a man  like  him. 
Jw/.Didftthounotdilcourlca  fight  betwixt  Aht.  and  Lif? 
Buji.  I to  my  felf^  I hope  a man  may  give  himlelf  the 
lye  if  it  plcafe  him. 

Jul.  Didfl  thou  lye  then? 

Buji.  As  fure  as  you  live  now. 

Jul.  I live  the  happier  by  it;  when  will  he  return? 
Bu{i.  Thathefent  me  to  tell  you,  within  thele  ten  days 
at  farthefl. 

Jul.  Ten  days.?  he’s  not  wont  to  be  abfent  two. 

Buji.  Nor  I think  he  will  not,  he  laid  he  would  be  at 
home  tomorrow , but  I love  to  Ipeak  within  mycompafs. 
Jul.  Youlhall  ipeak  within  mine  Sir,  now. Within  there. 

Enter  Servant  in 

Take  this  fellow  into  cuftody,  keep  him  lafe 
I charge  you. 

Buji.  Safe  ? do  you  hear.?  take  notice  what  plight  you 
find  me  in , if  there  want  but  a collop  or  a fteak  o’me , 
look  to’t. 

Jul.  If  my  Nephew  return  not  in  his  health  tomorrow. 
Thou  goefl  to  th’Rack. 

Buji.  Let  me  go  to  th’aianger  firfl-,  I had  rather  eat  oats 
than  hay.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Bellides  ni>ith  a Letter. 

Bel.  By  your  leave.  Sir. 

Jul.  For  ought  I know  yet,  you  are  welcome  Sir.  (eafie, 
B el.  Read  that,  and  tell  me  lb ; or  if  thy  fpedacles  be  not 
Keep  thy  nofe  unfadl’d,  and  ope  thine  cars^ 

I can  Ipeak  thee  the  contents , I made  ’em  j 
’Tis  a challenge,  a fair  one,  I’ll  maintain’t; 

I florn  to  hire  my  Second  to  deliver’t, 

I bring’t  my  felf;  Doft  know  me,  Julh? 

Jul.  Beliides? 

Bel.  Yes;  is  not  thy  hair  on  end  now.? 

Jul.  Somewhat  amaz’d  at  thyrafh  hardinefs  j 
How  durft  thou  come  fo  near  thine  enemy  ? 

Bel.  Durft? 

I dare  come  nearer : thou’rt  a fool,  Julio. 

Jul.  Take  it  home  to  thee  with  a knave  to  boot. 

B’el.  Knave  to  thy  teeth  again:  and  all  that’s  quit; 

Give  me  not  a fool  more  than  1 give  thee , 

Or  if  thou  doft,  look  to  hear  on’t  again. 

Jul.  What  an  encounter’s  this  ? 

Bel.  A noble  one; 

My  hand  is  to  my  words,  thou  haft  it  there , 

There  I do  challenge  thee,  if  thou  dar’ft  be 
Good  friends  with  me  •,  or  I’ll  proclaim  thee  coward* 

Jul.  Be  friends  with  thee .? 

Bel.  I’ll  Ihew  thee  reafons  for’t: 

A pair  of  old  Coxcombs  (now  we  go  together) 

Such  as  Ihould  ftand  examples  of  diftretion. 

The  rules  of  Grammar  to  unwilling  youth 
To  take  out  leflons  by,  we  that  Ihould  check 
And  quench  the  raging  fire  in  others  bloods, 

W e ftrike  the  battel  to  deftrudion  ? 

Read  ’em  the  black  art .?  and  make  ’em  believe 
It  is  divinity  ? Heathens , are  we  not  ? 

Speak  thy  conftience,  how  haft  thou  flept  this  month , 
Since  this  Fiend  haunted  us  ? 

Jul.  Sure  fome  Good  Angel 
Was  with  us  both  laft night:  fpeak  thou  truth  nOW, 

Was  it  not  laft  nights  motion  ? 

Bel.  Doft  not  think 

I would  not  lay  hold  of  it  at  firll  proffer  ? 

Should  I n’er  fleep  again .? 

Jul.  Take  not  all  from  me ; 

I’ll  tell  the  dodrine  of  my  vifion. 

Say  that  Lifauro  (beft  of  thy  blood) 

Or  any  one,  the  leaft  allyed  to  thee. 
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Should  be  the  prey  unto  Lif jura's  iword , 

Cr  any  of  the  houle  of  BcUtdes} 

Bel.  Mine  was  the  juid  inverlion:  on,  on. 
y.'tl  How  would  rliinc  eyes  have  emptied  thee  in  forrow. 
And  left  the  Conduit  of  nature  dric? 

Thy  hands  have  turn’d  rebellious  to  the  balls. 

And  broke  the  glalles,  with  thine  own  curfes 
Have  torn  thy  Ibul , left  thee  a Statue 
d o propagate  thy  next  poldcrity. 

I.  Yes,  and  thou  canfer ; fo  it  faid  to  me , 

They  fight  but  your  miichiefs ; the  young  men  were  friends. 

As  is  the  life  and  blood  coagulate 

And  curded  in  one  l)ody  •,  but  this  is  yours , 

An  inheritance  that  you  have  gather’d  for  ’em, 

A Legacie  of  blo«xl  to  kill  each  other 
Throughout  your  Generations.  Was’t  not  fo? 

Jitl.  Word  for  word. 

B;L  Kay,  1 can  go  farther  yet. 

Jul.  ’Tis  far  enough  •,  Let  us  attone  it  here. 

And  in  a reconciled  circle  fold 
Cur  friendfhip  new'  again. 

Bel.  The  lign’s  in  Gemini., 

An  aufpicious  houfe,  ’t  has  join’d  both  ours  again. 

Jnl.  You  cannot  proclaim  me  coward  now,  Don  Bellides. 
Bel.  No ; thou  ’rt  a valiant  fellow' : fo  am  I : 

I’ll  fight  with  thee  at  this  hug,  to  the  laft  leg 
I have  to  fdand  on , or  breath  or  life  left. 

Jul.  This  is  the  fait  unto  humanity. 

And  keeps  it  fweet. 

Bel.  Love!  oh  life  ftinks  without  it. 

I can  tell  you  news. 

Jnl.  Good  has  long  been  wanting. 

B el.  I do  fufpeft,  and  I have  fome  proof  on’t , 

(So  far  as  a Love-Epiftle  comes  to) 

. That  Antonia  (your  Nephew)  and  my  daughter 
IJmenij  are  very  good  friends  before  us. 

Jnl.  That  were  a double  wall  about  our  houfes, 

W hich  I could  williw'cre  built. 

Bel.  I had  it 

From  Antonias  Intimate,  Don  Martin: 

And  yet  (me  thought)  it  was  no  friendly  part 
To  (how  it  me. 

Jul.  Perhaps ’t  was  his  confent : 

Lovers  have  policies  as  well  as  Statefmen : 

They  look  not  always  at  the  mark  they  aim  at. 

Bel.  Wee’ll  take  up  cudgels,  and  have  one  bowt  with  ’em, 
They  fhall  know  nothing  of  this  union : 

And  till  they  find  themfelves  moft  defperate. 

Succor  fhall  never  fee  ’em. 

Jnl.  I’il  take  your  part  Sir. 

Bel.  It  grows  late there’s  a happy  day  paft  us. 

Jill.  The  example  I hope  to  all  behind  it.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Tenia. 

Enter  Aminta  {above)  with  a Taper* 

Am.  Stand  fair,  liglit  of  Love,  which  epithite  and  place 
Adds  to  thee  honour,  to  me  it  would  be  fhame. 

We  muft  be  weight  in  love,  no  grain  too  light  i 
'fhou  art  the  Land-mark,  but  if  love  be  blind, 

(As  many  that  can  fee  have  lb  reported) 

What  benefit  canft  thou  be  to  his  darknefs  ? 

Love  is  a jewel  (fome  fay)  ineftimable , 

I lint  hung  at  the  car,  deprives  our  own  fight, 

* And  lb  it  foincs  to  others,  not  our  felves. 

I fpeak  mv  skill , I have  only  heard  on’t. 

But  I could  wifli  a nearer  document , 

Alafs,  the  ignorant  defire  to  know : 

Some  fay  Love’s  but  a toy,  and  with  a but. 

Noiv  methinks  I fhould  love  it  ne’er  the  worfo, 

A tov  is  harmlefs  fare,  and  maybe  plaid  with, 

: It  ferdomc  goes  without  his  adjunct,  pretty, 
i A pretty  toy  we  fay , ’tis  meeter  to  joy  too. 


Well,  here  may  be  a mad  night  yet  for  all  this, 

Here’s  a Prieft  ready,  and  a Lady  ready: 

A chamber  ready,  and  a bed  ready , 

’Tis  then  but  making  unready,  and  that’s  foondone: 

My  Lady  is  my  Cofen  ^ I,  my  felf , 

Which  is  neareft  then?  My  defires  are  mine, 

Say  they  be  hers  too,  is’t  a hanging  matter  j? 

It  may  be  ventur’d  in  a worfercaufe, 

I mult  go  queflion  with  my  confoicnce : 

I have  the  word  i Centinel,  do  thou  Hand , 

Thou  fhalt  not  need  to  call , I’ll  be  at  hand.  Exit. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Martin. 

Ant.  Are  we  not  dog’d behind  us,  thinkft  thou  friend 
Mar.  I heard  not  one  bark.  Sir. 

Ant.  There  are  that  bite 

And  bark  not  (man;)  me-thought  I fpy’d  two  fellows 
That  through  two  ftreets  together  walk’d  aloof. 

And  wore  their  eyes  fufpicioufly  upon  us. 

Mar.  Your  Jcaloufie,  nothing  elfe^  or  fuch  perhaps 
As  are  afraid  as  much  of  us,  who  knows 
But  about  the  like  bufinefs?  but  for  your  fears  fake 
I’ll  advife  and  intreat  one  curtefie. 

Ant.  What’s  that  frierid? 

Mar.  I will  not  be  denyed,  Sir, 

Change  your  upper  garments  with  me. 

Ant.  It  needs  not. 

Mar.  I think  fo  too , but  I will  have  it  fo  ^ 

If  you  dare  trufl;  me  with  the  better  Sir. 

Ant.  Nay  then. 

Mar.  If  there  Ihould  be  danger  towards, 

There  will  be  the  main  mark  I’m  fure. 

Ant.  Here  thou  tak’ft  from  me. 

Mar.  Tulh,  the  General 
Muft  be  fafe,  how  ere  the  Battle  goes : 

See  you  the  Beacon  yonder  ? 

Ant.  Yes,  we  are  near  fhore. 

Enter  2.  Gentlemen  with  weapons  drawn they  Jet  upon  Mzt- 
tin  : Antonio  purfues  them  out  in  refeue  of  Martin. 

Mar.  Come,  Land,  land,  you  muft  clamber  by  the  cliffe. 
Here  are  no  ftairs  to  rife  by. 

Ant.  I are  you  there  ? f^t  and  Exeunt. 

Enter  Aminta  above.,  and  Msxfvctretw't^d again  afeends. 

Am.  Antonio  ? 

Mar.  Yes  Ifmenia, 

Am.  Thine  own. 

Mar.  Quench  the  light,  thine  eyes  are  guides  illuftrious. 
Am.  ’Tis  neceflary.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Mar.  Your  legs  have  lav’d  your  lives,  who  ere  you  are, 
Friend.  Martini  where  art  thou?  not  hurt  I hope; 

Sure  I was  fartheft  in  the  purfuit  of  ’em ; 

My  pleafures  are  forgotten  through  my  fears : : 

The  lights  extiiift,  itwasdiftreetly  done: 

They  could  not  but  have  notice  of  the  broil,  '< 

And  fearing  that  might  call  up  company. 

Have  carefully  prevented , and  doled  up : 

I do  commend  the  heed  ^ oh,  but  my  friend  , 

1 fear  his  hurt:  friend.?  friend?  it  cannot  be 
So  mortal,  that  Uhould  tofe  thee  quite,  friend? 

A groan , any  thing  that  may  difeover  thee : 

Thou  art  not  funk  fo  far,  but  I might  hear  thee; 

I’ll  lay  mine  ear  as  low  as  thou  canft  fell : 

Friend,  Don  Martin.,  1 muft  anfwer  for  thee, 

’Twas  in  my  caufe  thou  feel’ft,  if  thou  be’ft  down , 

Such  dangers  ftand  betwixt  us  and  our  ioyes. 

That  Ihould  we  forethink  ere  we  undertake , , 1 
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W'ce’Id  fit  at  home,  and  fiivc.  What  a night’s  here  .«* 
Purpos’d  for  fo  much  joy , and  now  difix)s’d 
Tofo  much  wrctchcdncls  ? I fhall  not  rdl  in’t: 

■ I had  all  my  plcafiircs  there  within, 
fiiould  not  entertain  ’em  vvitli  a fmile. 

Good  night  to  you : Mine  will  be  black  and  fad, 

A friend  cannot,  a woman.may  be  bad.  Exit. 


ABus  Quintus. 

Sctxna  Trim  a. 

Enter  Ifmenia  and  Aminta. 


Why  dofl:  thou  look  fo  wantonly  upon  me.'* 

And  kifs  my  hands  ? 

Flo.  If  I werd  high  enough, 
would  kifs  your  lips  too. 

' Otr.  Do,  this  is  foinc  kindnefs  , 

This  taftesof  vvillingnefs,  nay,  you  may  kifs 
Still,  but  why  o’th’  fudden  now  does  the  fit  take  yc, 
dnofer’d,  or  uncompeil’d?  whythofe  fwcet  curtelics? 
iven  now  you  would  have  blufli’d  to  death  to  kifs  thus : 
Prethee  let  me  be  prepar’d  to  meet  thy  kindnefs , 
fliall  be  unfurnifh’d  elfe  to  hold  thee  play , wench ; 

Stay  now  a little  , and  delay  your  bleflings^ 
f this  be  love , methinks  it  is  too  violent : 
f you  repent  you  of  your  Itriftnefs  to  me , 

It  is  fo  fudden , it  wants  circumftance. 

Flo.  Fy,  how  dull  ? 
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Ifm.  O thou  falfe, 

ydm.  Do  your  daringlt,  he’s  mine  own, 

Soul  and  body  mine,  church  and  chamber  mine  , 

Totally  mine. 

Jfm.  Dar’ft  thCu  face  thy  falfhood .? 

Am.  Shall  I not  give  a welcome  to  my  wifhes 
Come  home  fo  fvveetly : farewell  your  company 
Till  you  be  calmer  woman.  Exit. 

Ifm.  Oh  what  a heap 
Of  mifery  has  one  night  brought  with  it. 

Enter  Antonio. 


Ant.  Wher^  is  he?  do  you  turn  your fhame from  me .? 
You’r  a blind  Adulterefs , you  know  you  are. 

Jfm.  How’s  that  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  Till  I have  vengeance. 

Your  fin’s  not  pardonable : I’ll  have  him , 

If  hell  hide  him  not ; y’have  had  your  lafl  of  him.  Exit. 

Ifm.  What  did  he  fpeak  ? I iinderftood  him  not, 

He  call’d  me  a foul  name,  it  was  not  mine, 

He  took  me  for  another  hire. 

Enter  Bellides. 

Bell.  Ha?  are  you  there? 

Where’s  your  fweet  heart?  I have  found  you  Traytbf 
To  my  houfe:  wilt  league  with  mine  enemy? 

You’ll  Ihed  his  blood , yOu’ll  fay : hah  ? will  you  fb 
And  fight  with  your  heels  upwards  ? No  Minion , 

I have  a husband  for  you , fince  y’are  fo  rank , 

And  fuch  a husband  as  thou  fhalt  like  him  , 

Whether  thou  wilt  or  no ; Antonio  ? 

Jfm.  It  thunders  with  the  ftorm  now. 

Bel.  And  to  night 

I’ll  have  it  difpatch’d  : I’ll  rnake  it  fure,  I , 

By  to  morrow  this  time  thy  Maiden-head 
Shall  not  be  worth  a Chicken,  if  it  were 
Knockt  at  an  out-cry : go,  I’ll  ha’ye  before  me ; 

Shough,  fnough,  up  to  your  coop,  Pea-Hen. 

Ifm.  Then  I’ll  try  my  wings.  Exit. 

Bel.  I,  are  you  good  at  that  ftop,  flop  thief,  flop  there. 

Exit. 


S Ciena  Secunda, 


Enter  Otrante  and  Florimell  fingin^ 

1.  S O N G. 

Flo.  Niwp  having  leijwre , and  a happy  vpind.^ 

Thoumayji  at  pie  a fure  caufe  thejionestogfind^ 
Sayls  fpread  .f  andgrifi  here  ready  to  be  ground.^ 
F/(?,  jiand  not  idlely.,  but  let  the  Mill  go  round. 


Hoiv  long  fhall  I pine  for  love  P 
how  long  fhall  I fue  in  vain? 

Horv  long  like  the  Turtle-Dove 
fhall  I heavenly  thus  complain  ? 

Shall  the  fayls  of  my  love  jiand  ji ill  ? 

Shall  the  grijis  of  my  hopes  be  unground .? 

Oh  fie.,  oh  fie,  oh  fie , 

Let  the  MiV.)  let  the  Mill  go  round. 

Otr.  Prethee  be  calm  a little , 

Thou  mak’lt  me  wonder , thou  that  wert  fo  flrange , 

And  read  fuch  pious  rules  to  my  behavior 

But  yefternight , thou  that  wert  made  of  modefly , 

Shouldft  in  a few  lliort  minutes  turn  thus  defperate. 

Flo.  You  are  too  cold. 

Otr.  I do  confefs  I freeze  now, 

I am  another  thing  all  over  me: 

It  is  my  part 'to  wooe,  not  to  be  courted : 

Unfold  this  Riddle , ’tis  to  me  a wonder , 

That  now  ’oth’  inlfant  ere  I can  exped. 

Ere  I can  turn  my  thoughts,  and  think  upon 
A feparation  of  your  honeft  carriage 
From  the  defires  of  yciuth,  thus  wantonly , 

Thus  beyond  expeftation, 

Flo.  I will  tell  ye, 

And  tell  ye  ferioufly , why  I appear  thus , 

To  hold  ye  no  more  ignorant  and  blinded, 

I have  no  modeftie , I am  truly  wanton : 

I am  that  you  look  for  Sir  now  come  up  roundly  : 

If  my  ferid  face  and  counterfeited  datelyneis 
Could  have  won  on  ye,  I had  caught  ye  that  way,  (ye. 
And  youfhoiild  never  have  come  to  have  known  who  hurt 
Prethee  (fweet  Count)  be  more  familiar  with  me. 

How  ever  we  are  open  in  our  natures. 

And  apt  to  more  defires  than  you  dare  meet  with , 

Yet  we^affed  to  lay  the  glofs  of  good  on’t: 

I favv  you  touch  not  at  the  bait  of  challity, 

And  that  it  grew  diltafteful  to  your  palate 
To  apppear  fo  holy , therefore  I take  my  true  fhape : 

Is  your  bed  ready  Sir  ? you  fhall  quickly  find  me. 

3.  SONG 

On  the  bed  lie  throw  thee.,  throw  thee  (town, 

Down  being  laid,  fhall  we  be  afraid 
To  try  the  rights  that  belong  to  love  ? 

No,  ho,  there  Til  wee  thee  with  a Crown, 

Crown  our  defires,  kindle  the  fires , 

When  love  requires  we  fhould  manton  prove  , 

WeTl  kjfs,  we'll  fport , we’ll  laugh,  we’ll  play  , 

If  thou  contfi  fhort , for  thee  Vll  jiay. 

If  thou  unskilful  art  on  the  ground  , 

Vll  kindly  teach  , rve’U  have  the  Mill  go  round. 


Otr.  Why  doll  thou  fing  and  dance  thus/  why  fb  merry? 


Otr.  Are  ye  no  Maid. 


Flo. 
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Oir.  Peace : 

She  is  either  a damn’d  divel , or  an  Angel , 

No  noife  (upon  your  life  Dame)  but  all  filence. 


F.t>.  Alas  ("my  Lord)  no  certain: 

I am  forty  you  are  fo  innocent  to  think  lb, 

Is  this  an  age  for  filly  Maids  to  thrive  in  ? 

It  is  lb  long  too  fince  I lolt  it  Sir , 

That  I have  no  belief  I ever  was  one: 

What  Ihoiild  yon  do  with  Afaiden-heads?  you  hate  ’em, 
They  are  peevifn,  petty  things,  that  hold  no  game  up. 
No  pleafure  neither,  they  are  Iport  for  Surgeons: 

I’ll  wariant  you  I’ll  fit  you  beyond  Maiden-head: 

A fair  and  eafie  way  men  travel  right  in , 

And  with  delight,  difcoiirfe,  and  twenty  pleafures. 

They  enjoy  their  journey  •,  mad  men  creep  through  hedges. 

Otr.  1 am  metamorphos’d:  why  do  you  appear, 

I conjure  ^e  , beyond  belief  thus  wanton? 

Tlo.  Bccaulc  I would  give  ye 
Pleafure  beyond  belief. 

4.  SONG. 

Jhink^m;  jlill  in  my  Fathers  MiH^ 
n'here  1 have  oft  been  found-a 
Ihmvnonmy  back^  on  a ivelI-fUl'‘d 
n'hile  the  Mill  has  Jiill  gone  round-a  : 

Trcthe  firr ah  try  thy  skill-, 

and  again  let  the  mill  go  romtd^a. 

Oir.  Then  you  have  traded? 

Flo.  Traded.?  how  fliould  I know  elfe  howto  live  Sir, 
And  how  to  fatisfie  fuch  Lords  as  you  are , 

Our  belt  guelts,  and  our  richefl? 

Otr.  Kovv  I fliake  now.? 

You  take  no  kafe  men  ? 

Flo.  Any  that  will  offer. 

All  manner  of  men,  and  all  Religions  Sir, 

We  touch  at  in  our  time:  all  States  and  Ages, 

We  exempt  none. 
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Ihe  young  one.^  the  old  one-,  the  fearful.,  the  hold  one-, 
the  lame  one.,  though  ners  fo  unfound  , 

Ihe  Jc'.v  or  theTurkj,  have  leave  for  to  rvork^, 
the  n-hiljl  that  the  M:ll  goes  round. 

Otr.  You  are  a common  thing  then. 

Flo.  No  matter  fince  you  have  your  private  pleaflire,  ■ 
And  have  it  by  an  A rti ft  excellent , 

Whether  I am’ thus,  or  thus,  your  men  can  tell  ye. 

Otr.  My  Men?  Defend  me,  how  I freeze  together. 

And  am  on  Ice.?  do  I bite  at  fuch  an  Orange 
After  my  men?  1 am  preferr’d. 

Flo.  Why  flay  ye? 

Why  do  we  talk  my  Lord,  and  lofe  our  time? 

Plealure  was  made  for  lips,  and  fweet  embraces. 

Let  Lawyers  ufc  their  tongues : pardon  my  Modefly, 

This  defperate  way  muff  help  ^ or  1 am  mifcrable. 

Otr.  She  turns,  and  wipes  her  face,  Ihe  weeps  for  certain, 
Some  new  way  now,  fiie  cannot  be  thus  beaftly, 

She  is  too  c.xcclleni  fair  to  be  thus  impudent: 

She  knows  the  elements  of  common  loofenefs , 

The  art  oflevvdncfs:  that,  that,  that,  how  now,  Sir? 

Enter  a fervant, 

Scr.  Tile  King  (and’t  plcafe  your  Lordfhip)  is  alighted 
Ciofc  at  the  gate. 

Otr.  The  King? 

Ser.  And  calls  for  ye  Sir. 

Means  to  break-falt  here  too. 

I to.  Then  I am  happy. 

Otr.  Stol’n  fo  fiiddenly  ? go  lock  her  up. 

Lock  her  up  where  the  Courtiers  may  not  fee  her. 

Lock  her  up  c'ofcly,  firrah,  in  my  clofct. 

Scr.  I will  (my  Lord)  what  doesfne  yield  yet  ? Exit. 


Enter  King,  Lords,  Vertigo  , Lifauro , Terfb.^ 

Otr.  Your  MajeRy  heaps  too  much  honor  on  me. 

With  fuch  delight  to  view  each  feverai  corner 
Of  a rude  pile : there’s  no  proportion  in’t.  Sir. 

Phil.  Me-thinks  ’tis  handfome,  and  the  rooms  along 
Are  neat , and  well  contriv’d : the  Gallery  ^ 

Stands  pleafantly  and  fweet : what  rooms  are  thelb  ? I 
Otr.  They  are  fluttifli  oaes.  | 

Phil.  Nay,  I muft  fee.  ? 

Otr.  Pray  ye  do  Sir,  I 

They  are  lodging-chambers  over  a homely  garden.  J 

Phil.  Fitftill,  and  handlbrae^  very  well:  and  thofe? 

Otr.  T hofe  lead  to  the  other  fide  o’th’  houfe,and’t  like  ye  . 
Phil.  Let  me  fee  thofe.  ’ 

Otr.  Ye  may,  the  dores  are  open.  i 

What  would  this  view  mean .?  I am  half fufj5itious.  I 

Phil.  This  little  Room? 

Otr.  ’Tis  mean:  a place  for  trafii  Sir, 

For  rubbifh  of  the  houfe.  i 

Phil.  I would  fee  this  too : | 

I will  fee  all.  j 

Otr.  1 befeech  your  Majefly, 

The  favor  of  it,  and  the  courfe  appearance,  (with  it,  f 

Phil.  ’Tis  not  fo  bad,  you  would  not  offend  your  houfe  . I 
Come,  let  me  fee.  , \ I 

Otr.  Faith  Sir,  ! I 

Phil.  I’faith  I will  fee.  . i I 

Otr.  My  Groom  has  the  key  Sir,  and  ’tis  ten  to  one ’ I 

Phil.  But  I will  fee  it : force  the  lock  (my  Lords)  fl 

There  be  fiuiths  enough  to  mend  it ; I perceive  < I 

You  keep  fbmc  rare  things  here,  you^  would  not  fhow  Sir.  <"1 

Florimel  difcover‘*d.  I 

I 

fer.  Here’s  a fair  maid  indeed.  I 

Phil.  By  my  faith  is  fhe^  I 

A hanfome  girl : come  forward,  do  not  fear  wench.  I 
I marry,  here’s  a treafure  worth  concealing : ■ 

Call  in  the  Miller.  I 

Otr.  Then  I am  difeover’d.  ■ 

1 confefs  all  before  the  Miller  comes  Sir,  || 

’Twas  but  intention,  from  aU  a(ft  I am  clear  yet.  t 

Enter  Franio.  I 

Vhil.  Is  this  your  daughter.?  | 

Fra.  Yes,  and’t  pleafe  your  Highnefs.  | 

This  is  the  lhape  of  her,  for  her  fubftance  Sir,  ; I 

Whether  fhe  be  now  honorable  or  difhonorable : j 

Whether  Ihe  be  a white-role,  or  a canker  is  the  queltion : in 
I thank  my  Lord,  he  made  bold  with  my  Philly , ' 

If  fhe  be  for  your  pace , you  had  befl  preferve  ][^er  Sir, 

She  is  tender  mouth’d , let  her  be  broken  handlbmly.  I 
Phil.  Maid,  were  youftoln?  I 

Flo.  I went  not  willingly , (•  I 

And’t  pleafe  your  Grace,  I was  never  bredfo  boldly.  I 
Phil.  How  has  he  us’d  ye?  j I 

Flo.  Yet  Sir,  very  nobly.  j I 

Phil.  Be  fare  ye  tell  truth , and  be  fure  (my  Lord)  ; I 
You  have  not  wrong’d  her:  if  ye  have,  I tell  ye  ' I 

You  have  loft  me , and  your  felf  too : fpeak  again  (wench)  I j I 

Flo.  He  has  not  wrong’d  me.  Sir  j I am  yet  a maid;  j I 

By  all  that’s  white  and  innocent,  I am  Sir,  I 

Only  I fuller’d  under  ftrong  temptations  I 

The  heat  of  youth  j but  heaven  deliver’d  me.  | I 

My  Lord,  I am  no  whore,  for  all  I faigned  it,  I 

And  faign’d  it  cunningly,  and  made  ye  loath  me:  I 

’Twas  time  to  out-do  you : 1 had  been  rob’d  elfe,  I 

I had  been  mUerable,  but  I forgive  ye.  I 

Phil.  I 
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Tbil.  What  recompence  for  this  ? 

Otr.  A great  one  Sir , 

Firft  a repentance,  and  a hearty  one. 

Forgive  me  fweet. 

Flo.  I do  my  Lord. 

Qtr.  I thank  ye^ 

The  next  take  this , and  thefe : all  I have  Floumel. 

Flo.  No  good  my  Lord,  thefe  often  corrupt  Maidens 
I dare  not  touch  at  thefe  ^ they  arc  lime  for  Virgins  j 
But  if  you’ll  give  me. 

Otr.  Any  thing  in  my  power. 

Or  in  my  purchafe. 

Flo.  Take  heed  (noble  Sir) 

You’ll  make  me  a bold  asker. 

Otr.  Ask  me  freely. 

Flo.  Ask  you  ? I do  ask  you,  and  I delerve  ye , 

I have  kept  ye  from  a crying  lin  would  damn  ye 
To  Men  and  Time:  I have  prelerv’d  your  credit. 

That  would  have  died  to  all  pofterity : 

Curfes  of  maids  lhall  never  now  afflid  ye , 

Nor  Parents  bitter  tears  make  your  name  barren; 

If  he  deferves  well  that  redeems  his  Countrey , 

And  as  a Patriot  be  remembred  nobly. 

Nay,  fet  the  higheft : may  not  I be  worthy 

To  be  your  friend,  that  have  preferv’d  your  honor  ? 

Otr.  You  are,  and  thus  I take  ye:  thus  I feal  ye 
Mine  own,  and  only  mine. 

Thil.  Count,  fhe  deferves  ye , 

And  let  it  be  my  happinefs  to  give  ye , 

I have  given  a virtuous  maid,  now  I dare  lay  it, 

’Tis  more  then  blood-,  I’ll  pay  her  portion  Sir, 

And’t  lhall  be  worthy  you. 

Fra.  I’ll  fell  my  Mill , 

I’ll  pay  Ibme  too : I’ll  pay  the  Fidlers. 

And  we’ll  have  all  i’th’Country  at  this  wedding. 

Pray  let  me  give  her  too , here  my  Lord  take  her. 

Take  her  with  all  my  heart,  and  lafs  her  freely. 

Would  I could  give  you  all  this  hand  has  Itol’n  too. 

In  portion  with  her,  ’twould  make  her  a little  whiter. 
The  wind  blows  fair  now,  get  me  a young  Miller. 

Ver.  ■ She  mult  have  new  clothes. 

7ir.  Yes. 

Vir.  Yes  marry  mult  Ihe. 

If’t  pleafe  ye  (Madam)  let  me  lee  the  Ibate  of  your  body. 
I’ll  fit  you  inllantly. 

Phil.  Art  not  thou  gone  yet?  (now, 

Fer.  And’t  pleafe  your  Grace,  a gown,  a handfome  gown 
An  orient  gown. 

Phil.  Nay,  take  thy  plealure  of  her. 

Ver.  Of  cloth  of  Tillew  I can  fit  ye  (Madam) 

My  Lords,  Itand  out  o’th’  light,  a curious  body. 

The  neatelb  body  m Spain  this  day;  with  embroidered  flow’rs, 
A clinquant  Petticoat  of  fome  rich  Ilufie, 

To  catch  the  eye : I have  a thouland  falhions. 

O lleeve,  O lleeve ; I’ll  ftudy  all  night  (Madam) 

To  magnifie  your  lleeve. 

Otr.  Do,  fuperltitious  Tailor, 

When  ye  have  more  time. 

Flo.  Make  me  no  more  then  woman , 

And  I am  thine. 

Otr.  Sir,  haply  my  Wardrobe  with  your  help 
May  fit  her  inftantly : will  you  trv  her  ? 

Ver.  If  I fit  her  not , your  Wardrobe  cannot. 

But  if  the  falhion  be  not  there , you  marre  her. 


"Enter  Antonio,  Conjlable,  Officers. 

Ant.  Is  my  offence  fo  great , ere  I be  convi(ft  ^ 

To  be  torn  with  Rafcals?  If  it  be  Law, 

Let  ’em  be  wild  horfes  rather  than  thefe. 

Phil.  What’s  that?  (Grace. 

, Con.  Thisis  amanfufpeftedof  murther,ifitpleale  your 
Vhil.  It  pleafes  me  not  (friend)  But  who  fulpefts  him  ? 
Confi.  We  that  are  your Highnefs extraordinary  officers. 
We  that  have  taken  our  oaths  to  maintain  you  in  peace. 


Phil.  ’Twill  be  a great  charge  to  you. 

Con^.  ’Tis  a great  charge  indeed  ^ but  then  we  call  Our 
neighbors  to  help  us.  This  Gentleman  and  another  were 
fallen  out  (yet  that’s  more  then  I am  able  to  fay, for  I heard 
no  words  between  ’em,  but  what  their  weapons  fpoke 
Clam,  and  Clatter)  which  we  feeing,  came  with  our  Bills 
of  government,  and  firlt  knock’d  down  their  weapons 
and  then  the  men.  ^ ’ 

Phil.  And  this  you  did  to  keep  the  peace? 

Conffi  Yes,  and’t  like  your  Grace,  we  knock’d  Vril  down 
to  keep  the  peace-,  this  we  laid  hold  on,  the  other  we  fet 
in  the  irocksi  That  I could  do  by  mine  own  power  with- 
out  your  Majefcy.  ’ 

Enter  Aminta. 

Phil.  How  Ib,  Sir? 

Cdnffi  I am  a Shoo-maker  by  my  Trade. 
aim.  Oh  my  Husband ! 

Why  Itands  my  husband  as  a man  endanger’d  ? 

Reffore  him  me,  as  you  are  merciful  * 

I’ll  anfwer  for  him. 

Ant.  What  woman’s  this  ? what  husband  ? hold  thy  bawl- 
I know  thee  for  no  wife.  ^ 

Am.  You  married  me  lalt  night.  ^ 

Ant.  Thou  lyefl: : I neither  was  in  Church  nor  houfe 
Lalt  night,  nor  fawl  thee:  a thing  that  was  my  friend, 

I fcorn  to  name  now,  was  with  Ifmenia, 

Like  a thief,  and  there  he  violated 
A facred  trufr.  This  thou  maylt  know  (^Aminta.) 

Am.  Are  not  you  he  ? 

Ant.  No  nor  a friend  of  his : 

Would  I had  kill’d  him:  I hope  I have. 

Am.  That  was  my  Husband  (Royal  Sir)  that  man. 

That  excellent  man. 

E.nter  Bellides. 

Ant.  That  villain,  that  thief. 

Bel.  Have  I caught  you  Sir  ? well  overtaken. 

This  is  mine  enemy ; pardon,  (my  Soveraign.) 

Phil.  Good  charity , to  crave  pardon  for  your  enetuv. 
Bel.  Mine  own  pardon  (Sir)  for  my  joyes  rudene/>^ 
n what  place  better  could  1 meet  my  foe , 

And  both  of  us  fo  well  provided  too 

de  with  Ibme  black  blood-thirfty  crime  upon  him, 

That  (ere  the  horfe-leech  burR)  will  fuck  him  dry: 
with  a fecond  acculation , 
hough  to  break  his  neck,  if  need  Ihould  be. 

And  then  to  have  even  Juffice  it  lelf  to  right  us. 

How  lliould  I make  my  joyes  a little  civil. 

They  might  not  keep  this  noyfe? 

Ant.  Here  is  Ibme  hope. 

Should  the  ax  be  dull,  the  halter’s  preparing. 

Phil.  What’s  your  accufation,  Sir.^  We  ha-vb  heard  the 
former. 

Enter  Julio. 

Bel.  Mine  (my  Lord?)  a llrong  one. 

Jnl.  A falfe  one.  Sir. 

At  lealt  malicious ; an  evidence 
Of  hatred  and  delpight : He  would  accule 
My  poor  kinfman  of  that  he  never  dreara’d  of. 

Nor  waking  fawi  the  Healing  of  his  daughter. 

She  whom,  I know,  he  would  not  look  upon. 

Speak  Antonio,  Didft  thou  ever  fee  her? 

Ant.  Yes  Sir,  I have  feen  her. 

Bel.  Ah  ha,  friend  Julio. 

Jnl.  He  might,  but  how  ? with  an  unheedful  eye , 

An  accidental  view , as  men  fee  multitudes 
That  the  next  day  dare  not  predlely  fay 
They  faw  that  face,  or  that  amongfl:  ’em  all. 

Didft  thou  fo  look  on  her  ? 

S Bel. 
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Bel.  Guilty,  guilty : ^ 

His  looks  hang  themiclvcs. 

rhiJ.  Your  patience  (Gcnicman.) 

I pray  you  tell  me  if  1 be  in  errour, 

I may  Ijx'ak  often  when  I Ihould  but  hear : 

This  is  Ibme  fliow  you  would  prei'ent  us  with , 

And  1 do  interrupt  it : Pray  you  Ipeak  , 

(It  leems  no  more)  Is’t  any  thing  but  a fIio\v<* 

Bel.  My  I-Ord,  this  Gentlewoman  can  fliow  you  all. 

So  could  my  daughter  too : if  flie  were  herci 
By  this  time  they  are  both  intmodeft  enough : 

Sheets  tied  me,  and  I accule  this  thief  for’t. 

Don  Martin,  his  own  friend’s  my  teftimony ; 

A pradis’d  night-work. 

Fhit.  That  Martin's  the  other 
In  YOur  cuftodic  •,  he  was  forgotten : 

Fetch  him  hither. 

Conji.  Wee’ll  bring  the  Stocks  andallelfe,  and’tpleafe 
your  Grace. 

Enter  Buftofa  and  Ifmenia. 

o4m.  That  man’s  my  husband  certain,  inftead  of  this  : 
Both  would  have  deceiv’d,  and  both  beguil’d. 

Bufi.  Sob  hoh,Miller,  Miller,  look  out  Miller : is  there 
n’ere  a Miller  amongfl:  you  here.  Gentlemen  ? 

Tir.  Yes  Sir,  here  is  a Miller  amongfl:  Gentlemen, 

A Gentleman  Miller. 

Brtji.  I fliould  not  be  far  off  then  ^ there  went  but  a pair 
of  flieers  and  a bodkin  between  us.  Will  you  to  work  Mil- 
ler ? Here’s  a maid  has  a fack  full  of  news  for  you : ihall 
your  ftoncs  walk  ? will  you  grind  Miller  ? 

Fhil.  This  your  fon,  Franio  ? 

Fr^.  My  ungratious,  my  difobgdient, 

Aly  unnatural,  my  rebel  fon  (my  Lord.) 

Biifl.  Fie,  your  hopper  runs  over.  Miller, 
f V./.This  villain  (of  my  own  flefli  and  blood)was  acceflary 
To  the  fccaling  of  my  daughter. 

Btift.  Oh  Mountain , 

Shalt  thou  call  a molehill  a fcab  upon  the  face 
Of  the  earth?  though  a man  be  a thief,  flialla  Miller  cal 
Him  fo  ? Oh  egregious ! 

Jnl.  Remember  Sirrha,  who  you  fpeak  before. 

Bull.  I fpeak  before  a Miller, 

A thief  in  grain  ■,  for  he  fteals  corn : He  that  fteals 
A wench , is  a true  man  to  him. 

Phi/.  Can  you  prove  that  ? you  may  help  another  caufe 
that  was  in  pleading. 

Btijl.  I’ll  prove  it  ftrongly, 

He  that  fteals  corn,fteals  the  bread  of  the  Common-wealth-, 
He  that  fteals  a wench,  fteals  buttheflelh.  (the  flelh  ? 
Flail.  And  how  is  the  bread  ftealing  more  criminal  then 
Btfjl.  He  that  fteals  bread , fteals  that  which  is  lawful 
every  day : 

Fie  that  fteals  flelh , fteals  nothing  from  the  failing  day : 
to  fteal  the  bread  is  the  arranter  theft. 

Phil.  This  is  to  fome  purpofe.  (full : 

Euji.  Again,  he  that  fteals  fleih  fteals  for  his  own  belly 
He  that  fteals  bread,  robs  the  guts  of  others: 

Lr^o,  The  arranter  thief  the  bread-ftealer. 

Again  he  that  fteals  flefn,  fteals  once,  and  gives  over  ^ 
yes,  and  often  pays  for  it:  the  other  fteals  every  day, with- 
out fatisfaflion.  To  conclude,  Brcad-ftealing  is  the  more 
capital  crime : for  what  he  fteals  he  puts  it  in  at  the  head : 
he  that  fteals  ficih  (as  the  Dutch  Author  fays)  puts  it  in 
.at  the  foot  (the lower  member.)  Will  you  go  as  you  arc 
now.  Miller? 

Phil.  How  has  this  fatisfied  you,  Don  Bellidei  ? 

Bel.  Nothing  (my  Lord)  my  caufe  is  ierious. 

I claim  a daughter  from  that  loving  thiefc  there. 

/Int.  I would  I had  her  for  you,  Sir. 

Bel.  Ah  hz,  Julio.  (daughter  ? 


Shall  perilh,  but  I’ll  injoy  my  fouls  wifh. 

I would  have  (lain  my  friend  for  his  deceit. 

But  1 do  find  his  own  deceit  hath  paid  him. 

Jul.  Will  you  vex  my  Ibul  forth?  no  other  choice 
But  where  my  hate  is  rooted?  Come  hither  Girl, 
Whole  pretty  maid  arc  thou.<* 

Ifm.- The  child  of  a poor  man , Sir. 

Jul.  The  better  for  it.  With  my  Soveraigns  leave. 

I’ll  wed  thee  to  this  man,  will  he,  nill  he. 

Flail.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  I’ll  be  no  Love  enforcer : 

I life  no  power  of  mine  unto  thofc  ends. 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  have  him? 

Ifm.  Not  unlel's  he  love  me. 

Am.  I do  love  thee : Farewell  all  other  Beauties : 

I fettle  here : you  are  Ifmenia. 

Ifm.  The  fame  I was : better  nor  worle,  (^Antonio ) 

Ant.  l fliall  have  yourconfent  here.  I’m  fure,Sir. 

^ Bel.  With  all  my  heart.  Sir.  Nay,  if  you  accept  it, 

I’ll  do  this  kindnefs  to  mine  enemy, 

And  give  her  as  a Father. 

Am.  Shee’ll  thank  you  as  a Daughter. 

Will  you  not,  Ifmenia  ? 

Bel.  How?  Ifmenia? 

Ifm.  Your  daughter.  Sir. 

Bel.  Is’t  poflible  ? Away  you  feeble  witted  things. 

You  thought  you  had  caught  the  old  ones:  you  wade,  you 
wade 

In  fliallow  fords ; we  can  fwim , we : look  here , 

W’e  macie  the  match : we  are  all  friends  good  friends 
Thin, thin:  why  the  fool  knew  all  this,  this  fool. 

Buft.  Keep  that  to  your  felf.  Sir-,  What  I knew  I knew : 
This  fack  isawitnefs.  Miller,  this  is  not  for  your  chum- 
ming. Flere’s  gold  lace : you  may  fee  her  in  her  holliday 
clothes  if  you  will  ■,  I was  her  ward-robe-man. 

E«/cr  Martin,  Aminta,  Conjable.^  Officers. 

Ant.  You  beguil’d  me  well.  Sir. 

Mar.  Did  you  fpeak  to  me.  Sir  ? 

Ant.  It  might  feem  to  you,  Martin,  your  confcience 
Has  quick  ears. 

Mar.  My  fight  was  a little  dim  i’th’  dark  indeed  , 

So  was  my  feeling  cozen’d  ■,  yet  I’m  content : 

I am  the  better  underftander  now , 

I know  my  wife  wants  nothing  of  a woman  j 
There  y’are  my  Junior. 

Ant.  Y^ou  are  not  hurt? 

Mar.  Not  flirewdly  hurt- 1 have  good  flefn  to  heal,  you  fee. 
Good  round  flelh:  thde  cherries  will  be  worth  chopping. 
Crack  ftones  and  all  I fliould  not  give  much  to  boot 
To  ride  in  your  new,  and  you  in  my  old  ones  now. 

Am.  You  miftake  the  weapon:  are  you  not  hurt? 

Mar.  A little  fcratch ; but  I fliall  claw  it  off  well  enough. 

Enter  Gillian. 


Jul.  How  Laid  you,  Antonio?  Wifh  you, you  had  his 
Ant.  With  my  foul  1 wifh  her  •,  and  my  body 


Gill.  I can  no  longer  own  what  is  not  mine 
With  a free  confcience:  My  Liege,  your  pardon. 

Fhil.  For  what  ? who  knows  this  woman  ? 

Fra.  I beft,  my  Lord, 

have  been  acquainted  with  her  thefe  forty  Summers, 
And  as  many  Winters,  were  it  Spring  agen  -, 

She’s  like  the  Gout  I can  get  no  cure  for  her. 

Flail.  Oh,  your  Wife,  Franio? 

Fra.  ’Tis  oh  my  wife  indeed,  my  Lord, 

A painful  ft  itch  to  my  fide*,  would-  it  were  pick’d  out. 
Fhil.  Well  Sir,  your  filencc. 

Buji.  Will  you  be  older  and  older  everyday  than  other? 
the  longer  you  live  the  older  ftilL?  Mufthis  Majefty  com- 
mand your  filencc  ere  you’l  hold  your  tongue  P 
Fhil.  Your  reprehenfion  runs  into  the  lame  fault : 

’Pray  Sir,  will  you  befilent. 

Bufl:  1 have  told  him  of  this  before  now,  my  Liege,  but 
Age  will  have  his  courfe,  and  his  weaknelles. 

Fhil. 
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Thil.  Good  Sir,  yoiir  forbearance. 

Buji.  And  his  frailties,  and  his  follies,  as  I may  lay, that 
cannot  hold  his  tongue  ere  he  he  bidden. 

Thil.  Why  Sirha  ? ~ 

Eujl.  But  1 believe  your  Majifty  will  not  be  long  trou- 
bled with  him : I hope  tliat  vyomln  has  fomething  to  confefs 
will  hang  them  both. 

• Phil.  Sirha,  you’ll  pull  your  defteny  upon  you 
If  you  ccale  not  the  Iboner. 

Btiji.  Nay,  I have  done, my  Liege,  yet  it  grieves  me  that  I 
fhould  call  that  man  Father,  that Ihould  be  fo  lhamelels  , 
that  being  commanded  to  hold  his  tongue. 

Phil.  To  th’Porters  Lodge  with  him. 

Buli.  I thank  your  Grace,  I have  a friend  there. 

P/;/7.  Speak  woman,  if  any  interruption  meet  thee  more, 
It  hiall  be  punifh’d  fharply. 

CiV.  Good  my  Liege,  (I  dare  not) 

Ask  you  the  queltion  why  that  old  man  weeps.  • 

Phil.  Who  ? Count  JhUo  ? I obferv’d  it  not. 

You  hear  the  queftion  Sir,  will  you  give  the  caule? 

Jnl.  Oh  my  Lord,  it  hardly  will  get  pallage. 

It  IS  a Ibrrow  of  that  greatnels  grown , 

’Lefs  it  diflblve  in  tears,  and  come  by  parcels. 

GiU.  I’ll  help  you  Sir,  in  the  delivery. 

And  bring  you  forth  a joy.  You  lolt  a daughter. 

Jid.  ’Twas  that  recounted  thought  brought  forth  thefe 
forrows. 

cm.  Shee’s found  again.  Know  you  this  mantle  Sir? 

>/.  Hah? 

Gill.  Nay  leave  your  wonder.  I’ll  explain  it  to  you. 

This  did  enwrap  your  child , whom  ever  fince 
I have  call’d  mine,  when  Nurfe  Amarama 
In  a remove  from  Mora  to  Corduba 
Wasfeiz’d  on  by  a fierce  and  hungry  Bear, 

She  was  the  Ravins  prey,  as  heaven  lb  would, 

■ He  with  his  booty  fill’d , forlbok  the  babe : 

All  this  was  in  myTight:  and  lb  long  I faw. 

Untill  the  cruel  creature  left  my  light , 

At  which  advantage  I adventur’d  me 
To  refeue  the  fweet  Lamb : I did  it  Sir, 

And  ever  fince  I have  kept  back  your  joy , 

And  made  it  mine  : but  age  hath  wearied  me , 

And  bids  me  back  reftore  unto  - the  owner 
What  I unjulflykept  thefe  fourteen  years. 

Jul.  Oh,  thou  haft  ta’n  fo  many  years  from  me , 

And  made  me  young  as  was  her  birth  day  to  me. 

Oh  (good  my  Liege)  give  my  joys  a pardon , 

I muft  go  power  a blelfing  on  my  child , 

Which  here  would  be  too  rude  and  troublefbme.  ’Exit. 

Phil.  Franio , you  knew  this  before. 

BhJL  Oh,  oh  ^ Item  for  you  Miller. 

Fra.  I did  (my  Liege)  I mull  confefs  I did , 

And  I confefs , I ne’r  would  have  confefs’d. 

Had  not  that  womans  tongue  begun  to  me : 

We  poor  ones  love , and  woulcf  have  comforts.  Sir, 

As  well  as  great : this  is  no  ftrange  fault.  Sir, 

There’s  many  men  keep  other  mens  children 
As  though  they  were  their  own. 

Buji.  It  may  ftretch  farther  yet,  I befeech  you  (my  Liege) 
let  this  woman  be  a little  farther  examin’d  j,  let  the  words 
of  her  confeience  be  fearch’d,  I would  know  how  Ihe  came 
by  me:  I am  a loft  child,  if  I be  theirs;  though  I have 
been  brought  up  in  a Mill , yet  I had  ever  a mind  )mc- 


ihought)  to  be  a greater  man. 

Phil.  She  will  refolve  you  furc. 

Gill.  1,  I Boy;  thou  art  mine  own  flcfli  and  blood. 

Born  of  mine  owri  body. 

Buji.  ’Tis  very  unlikely  that  fuch  a body  ftould  bear  mc^ 
There’s  no  truft  in  thefe  Millers.  Woman,  tell  the  truth : 
my  father  fliall  forgive  thee,  whatfoever  he  yvas , were  he 
Knight,  Squire,  or  Captain  j lefs  he  Ihould  not  be. 

Gill.  Thou  art  mine  own  child.  Boy. 

Bt/li.  And  was  the  Miller  my  Father? 

cm.  Wouldft  thou  make  thy  Mother  a whore.  Knave? 

Buji.,  I,  if  fhemakeme  a Ballard.  The  rack  muft  make 
her  confefs  (my  Lord  ) I fiiall  never  come  to  know  who  I 
amelfe.  I,  have  a worlliipful  mind  in  me  furc : mctliinks  I 
do  fcorn  poor  folks. 

Enter  Otranto,  Florimc  I and  Julio , d'c. 

Phil.  Here  comes  the  brighteft  glory  of  the  day  i 
Love  yoak’d  with  love,  the  bell  equality. 

Without  the  level  of  eftate  or  pcrlbn. 

Jifl.  You  both  fliall  be  rewarded  bountifully. 

Wee’ll  be-a  kni  too  ^ Brother  and  Sifter 
Shall  be  chang’d  with  us  ever. 

Bu(i.  Thank  you  (tinkle)  my  lifter  is  my  cofen  yet  at 
the  laft  call:  Farewell  lifter. fofter.  If  I had  knov^  the 
CivilLaw  would  have  allowed  it,  thou  hadft  had  another 
manner  of  Husband  then  thou  haft : but  much  good  do  thee^ 
I’ll  danc?  atthy  wedding,  kifs  the  Bride,  and  fo. 

Jul.  Why,  how  now  lirha.^ 

Buji.  ’Tis  lawful  now  , fne’s  none  of  my  Sifter. 

It  was  a Miller  and  a Lord 
That  had  a fcabbard  and  a fword 
He  put  it  up  in  the  Countrey  word  ^ 

The  Miller  and  his  daughter. 
She  has  a face,  and  Ihe  can  ling , 

She  has  a Grace , and  flie  can  Ijiring , 

She  has  a place  with  another  thing 

Tradoodle. 

Fra.  A knavlfti  Brother  of  yours  (my  Lord.) 

Buji.  Would  I were  acquainted  with  your  TavlorfNo- 
ble  Brother.) 

Otr.  You  may:  there  he  is:  mine,  newly  entertain’d. 

Fer.  If  you  have  any  work  for  me,  I can  fit  you  Sir, 

I fitted  the  Lady^ 

Buji.  My  Sifter  (Tailor,)  what  fits  her  will  hardly  fit  me. 

Fer.  Who  fits  her  may  fit  you  Sir,  the  Tailor  can  do  both. 

Bull.  You  have  a true  yard  (Tailor.) 

Fer.  Ne’r  a whit  too  long , I warrant  you; ' 

Buji.  Then  (Tailor)  march  with  me  away 
I fcorn  thefe  robes  I muft  be  gay , 

My  noble  Brother  he  fnall  pay 

Tom  Tailor.  . Exeunt. 
Phil.  Your  recovered  friendfhips  are  found.  Gentlemen? 

Bel.  At  heart,  at  heart  (my  Lord)  the  worm  fhall  not 
Beyond  many  ages  find  a breach  to  enter  at. 

Phil.  Thefe  Lovers  unities  I will  not  doubt  of* 

How  happy  have  you  made  our  progrefs  then , 

To  be  the  witnefs  of  fuch  fair  Accotds  ? 

Come , now  we’ll  eat  with  you  (my  Lord  Otranie.^ 

’Tis  a charge  lav’d  : you  muft  not  grudge  your  gueft, 
’Tis  both  my  welcome, and  your  WeddingTeaft. 

Exeunt. 
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tof  Malta. 

The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 

Valetta,  TJ:e  Gratjd  Ma(ler  of  Malta. 

Miranda,  y4// Italian  Gentleman^  the  Knight  of 

Caftr^ou  Knights  of  the  Order, 

Montferrat,  A Knight  of  the  Order^but  a villain, 

1 Gomera,  A dcferving  SpaniJIj  Gentlensan, 
Norandine,  A valiant  merry  Dane,  Commander  in 
chief  of  the  G allies  of  Malta. 

Collona  alias  Angelo,  A Captive  redeemed  from  the 
Cal/ieSy  and  beloved  of  Miranda. 

Rocca,  servant  and  Injirumeut  to  Moatferrat. 
7 Bijbops, 

Souldiers, 

Corporal, 

Prifoners, 

2 Marjbals* 

DoHer. 

1 of  the  Efgnard, 

Servants, 

WOMEN. 

Oriana,  Sifter  to  Valetta,  and  Wife  of  Gomera 
Velleda,  Attendant  on  Oriana. 

Zambia  alias  Abdella  , a Moore  Servant  to  Ot\im, 

1 Lufeinda,  A beautiful  tnrhijh  Woman,  contraHed  to 
Angelo,  Prifener  Miranda, 

1 tm  Gentlewomen, 

ihe  Scene  Malta. 

The  principal  Adlors  were 

Rich:  Enr badge, 
X^athan  Field, 
‘John  Vnderroood, 
Rich.  Sharpe, 

Henry  Condel, 
Robert  Benfeild, 
John  Lovpin, 
Thomas  Holcome, 

Adus  Primus, 

• 

Scaena  Prima. 

Enter  Mountferrat. 

Mount,  '■'^^Ares  fhe  difpifemethus?  me  that  with  fpoil 
1 J And  hazardous  exploits,  full  fixteen  years 
jl Have  led  (as  hand-maids)  Fortune,  Vi^ory 
Whom  the  Maltezi  call  my  fervitors  ? 

Tempefts  1 have  fubdued,  and  fought  them  calm,  * 

Out-lighten’d  lightning  in  my  Chivalry- 

Rid  rtame  as  patience)  billows  that  kick’d  heaven, 

Whiftl’d  enraged  Bo-reas  till  his  gufts 

Were  grown  fo  gentle , that  he  feem’d  to  figh , 

Bccaufe  he  could  not  Ihow  the  ayr  my  keel, 

And  yet  I cannot  conquer  her  bright  eyes. 

Which  though  they  blaze  both  comfort,  and  invite 
Neither  by  force,  nor  fraud  pafs  through  her  ear 
Whofe  guard  is  only  blulhing  Innocence) 

To  take  the  leaftponeffion  of  her  heart. 

Did  I attempt  her  with  a thred-bare  name-unapt  with  me- 
ritorious adlions, 

She  might  with  colour  dif-allow  my  fuit ; 

But  by  the  honor  of  thisChriftian  crols 
(In  blood  of  Infidels  fo  often  dy^d) 

Which  mine  own  Soul  and  Sword  hath  fixed  here 
And  neither  favor , nor  births  priviledge 
Oriana  Ihall  confefs , although  Ihe  be 
Valettas  Sifter  our  Grand-mafter  here , 

The  wages  of  fcorn’d  Love  is  baneful  hate, 

And  if  I rule  not  her,I’le  rule  her  fate. 

Kocca,  ray  trufty  Servant , welcome. 

Enter  Rocca. 

Rocca.  Sir.  I wilh 
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I wilh  my  news  cfcfcnr’d  it ; hapkls  I 
That  being  lov’d,  a»Kl  trnfted  fail  to  bring 
The  loving  anfwer  that  you  do  expect;.  (fend  forth 

Mown.  Why  IpeaK’ft  thou  from  me : thy  pleas’d  eyes 
Beams  brighter  than  the  ftar  that  ulhers  day, 

Thy  liniles,  reftore  fick  expectation. 

Koc.  I bring  you  Sir,  her  fmiles,  not  mine, 

Mottnt.  Her  fmiles? 

Why  they  are  prefents  for  Kings  eldclb  Sons, 

Great  Solyman  that  wearies  his  hot  eyes, 

Bnt  to  periifc  his  deck’d  Seraglio^ 

W’hen  from  the  number  of  his  Concubines. 

He  choofeth  one  for  that  night  in  his  pride 
Of  them,  wives,  wealth,  is  not  fb  rich  as  I 
In  this  one  fmile,  from  Oriana  fent. 

Koc.  Sir,  fare  ye  well. 

Mount.  Oh  Kocca ! thou  art  wife, 

And  woiil’ft  not  have  the  torrent  of  my  joy 
Ruine  me  headlong  •,  aptly  thou  conceiv’ft 
If  one  reviving  fmile  can  raife  me  thus, 

VA  hat  trances  will  the  iweet  words  which  thou  brmg  ft 
Call:  me  into?  1 felt  (my  deareft  friend, 

No  more  my  Servant)  when  I imployed  thee 
That  knew’ll:  to  look,  and  fpeak  as  Lovers  fhould. 

And  carry  faithfully  thy  Malters  fighs. 

That  it  muft  work  fbme  heat  in  her  cold  heart. 

And  all  my  labors  now  come  fraughted  home  i 
With  ten  fold  prize. 
line.  Will  you  yet  hear  me.? 

Mount.  Y es, 

But  take  heed  (gentle  Kocca)  that  thou  do’ft 
Tenderly  by  degrees  afiault  mine  ears 
With  her  confent,  now  to  embrace  my  love. 

For  thou  well  knovv’ft  I have  been  fo  plung’d,  ib  torn 
With  her  refolv’d  rejeCt,  and  negleCl : 

That  to  report  her  fbft  acceptance  now , 

Will  ftiipifie  fenfe  in  me,  if  not  kill: 

Why  fhew’ft  thou  this  diftemper  ? ^ 

Koc.  Draw  your  fword. 

And  when  I with  my  breath  have  blafted  yoUji 
Kill  me  with  it : ^ 

I bring  you  fmiles  of  pitty,  not  affeftion : 

For  fiich  fhe  fent. 

Mount.  Oh ! can  fhe  pitty  me  > 

Of  all  the  paths  lead  to  a womans  love , 

Fifties  the  ftreighteft. 

Koc.  Waken  Sir,  and  know  ^ 

That  her  contempt  (if  you  can  name  it  fo) 

Continues  ftill : fhe  bids  you  throw  your  Pearl 
Into  ftrong  frreams , and  hope  to  turn  them  fb , 

Ere  her  too  foul  difhonor , writ  your  plaints 
In  rocks  of  Coral  grow’n  above  the  Sea , 

Them  hope  to  foften  to  compaflion , 

Or  change  their  modeft  bhifh  to  love  fick  pale. 

Ere  work  her  to  your  impious  requefts 

All  your  loofe  thoughts  fhe  chides  you  home  again. 

But  with  fuch  calm  behaviour,  and  mild  looks , 

She  gentlier  denies  than  others  grant , 

For  juft  as  others  love  fo  doth  fne  hate  : 

She  fays,  that  by  your  order  you  are  bound 
From  marrying  ever , and  much  marvels  then 
You  would  thus  violate  her  and  your  own  faith. 

That  being  the  virgin  you  fhould  now  protect , 

Hitherto  fhe  profefTes  fhe  has  conceal’d 
Your  luftful  Batteries,  but  the  next  fhe  vowes, 

(In  open  Hall,  before  the  honor’d  crofs 
And  her  great  Brother)  fhe  will  quite  difclofe 
Calling  for  juftice,  to  your  utter  fhame. 

Mount.  Hence,  find  the  Blackamore  that  waits  upon  her. 
Bring  her  unto  me , fhe  doth  love  me  yet , 

And  I muft  her  now , at  leaft  feem  to  do : 

Cupid , thy  brands  that  glow  thus  in  my  veins  , 

1 will  with  blood  extinguilh — ar’t  not  gone  ? 

Shall  my  defires , like  beggars  wait  at  dore 

Wbil’ft  any  othcrs^revcl  in  her  breafr  ? 

Sweat  on  my  fpirit?;  know  thou  trickt  up  toy. 

My  love’s  a violent  Hood,  where  art  thou  fain. 

Playing  with  which  tide  thou’dlt  been  gently  tofs’d, 

But  crofTmg  it,  thou  art  or’whehn’d,  and  loft. 

Enler  Aftorius  and  Caflriot, 

Cafi.  Monfieur,  good  day. 

Good  morrow  valiant  Kniglit , 

What,  arc  you  for  this  great  Iblcmuity 
This  morn  intended? 

Mount.  What  fblemnity.? 

Aji.  The  invefting  of  the  Martial  Spaniard., 

Peter  Gomera  , with  Our  Chrijiian  Badge. 

Caji.  And  young  Miranda  the  Italian  , 

Both  which  with  wondrous  prowefs , and  great  luck 
Have  dar’d  and  done  for  Malta , fuch  high  feats , 

That  not  one  Fort  in  it,  but  rings  their  names 
As  loud  as  any  mans. 

Mount.  As  any  mans  ? 

Why,  we  have  fought  for  Malta. 

Aji.  Mo  uni f err  at. 

No  bold  Knight  ever  paft  you , but  we  wear 
The  dignity  of  Chriftians  on  our  breafts. 

And  have  a long  time  triumph’d  for  our  conquefts  ^ 
Thefe  conquer’d  a long  time , not  triumph’d  yet  •, 

Mount.  Ajiorius , you  are  a moft  indulgent  Knight , 
Detrading  from  your  felf,  to  add  to  others , 

You  know  this  title  is  the  period 
To  all  our  labors,  the  extremity 
Of  that  tall  pyramid , where  honer  hangs . 

Which  we  with  fweatand  agony  have  reach’d, 

And  fhould  not  then  fo  eafily  impart 
So  bright  a wreath  to  every  cheap  defert. 

Cajl.  How  is  this  French  man  chang’d  Ajiorius .? 

Some  fullen  difeontent  poflefTes  him , 

That  makes  him  envy,  what  he  heretofore 
Did  moft  ingeniouflybut  emulate. 

Mount.  Gh  furious  defire,  how  like  a whirl-wind 
Thou  hurrieft  me  beyond  mine  honors  point? 

Out  of  my  heart,  bafe  luft,  or  heart,  1 vow 
Thofe  flames  that  heat  me  thus , I’ll  burn  thee  in. 

Aji.  Do’  ye  obferve  him .? 

Mount.  What  news  of  the  Vane , 

That  valiant  Captain  Norandine? 

Caji.  He  fights  ftill. 

In  view  oth’Town-  he  playes  the  devil  with  ’em, 

And  they  the  Turky  with  him. 

Mount.  They’r  well  met  then , ’twere  fin  to  fever  ’em 

Pifh— .woman. Memory 

Would  one  of  ye  would  leave  me ; 

Aji.  Six  frefli  Gallies 
I in  St.  Angelo  from  the  promontory 
This  morne  deferide,  making  a Girdle  for  liira  j 
But  our  great  Mafter  doth  intend  relief 
This  prefent  meeting:  will  you  walk  along? 

Mount.  Humh — 1 have  read.  Ladies  enjoy’d,  have  been 
The  gulphs  of  worth  left  men , buried  their  names , 
Their  former  valor,  bounty,  beauty,  virtue. 

And  fent  ’em  ftinking  to  untimely  graves. 

I that  cannot  enjoy , by  her  difdain , 

Am  like  to  prove  as  wretched woman  then 
Checking  or  granting , is  the  grave  of  men. 

Aji.  He’s  faying  of  his  prayers  fure. 

Caji.  Will  you  go  Sir.? 

Mount.  I cry  you  mercy ; I am  fb  tranfported 
(Your  pardon,  noble  Brothers)  with  a bufinefs 
That  doth  concern  all  Malta.,  that  I am 
(Anon  you’l  hear’t)  almoft  blind,  and  deaf. 

Luft  neither  fees  nor  hears  ought  but  it  felf  t 
But  I will  follow  inftantly : your  crofs. 

Aji.  Not  mine.  (dropt. 

Caji.  Nor  mine , ’tis  yours. 
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Aji.  C.jii.  Good  morrow  BrotlKr.  Exeunt. 

Muiftt.  White  innocent  lign,  thou do’ft abhor  to  dwell, 
So  near  the  dim  thoughts  of  tliis  troubled  breaft , 

Enter  Zanthia,  alias  Abdella,  rvkh  two  Letters. 

Vet  I muff  wca?  thcc  to  protcel  my  crimes. 

If  not  for  conlcience,  for  hypocrilic , 

Some  Churchmen  fo  wear  Callbcks : Oh  my  Zan. 

My  Pearl,  that  fcorncs  a ffain ! I muff  repent 
All  my  negleft ; let  me  Ixion  like , 

Embrace  my  black  cloud , fince  my  Juno  is 
So  wrathful,  and  averle  •,  thou  art  more  loft 
Aixl  full  of  dalliance  than  die  faircfl  flelh , 

And  far  more  loving. 

Z.in.  I,  you  fay  fo  now. 

But  like  a property,  when  I have  ferv’d 
Your  tuRi»,  you’ll  calf  me  off;  or  hang  me  up 
For  a lign,  Ibmevvhere. 

Mount.  May  my  life  then  forfake  me 
Or  from  my  expefred  blifs,  be  calf  to  hell. 

2j«.  My  tongue  Sir,  cannot  lifp  to  meet  you  fb, 

Nor  my  black  cheeck  put  on  a feigned  bliifli. 

To  make  me  feem  more  modeft  than  I am. 

This  ground-work , will  not  bear  adulterate  red , 

Nor  artificial  white,  to  cozen  love. 

Thefe  dark  locks , are  not  purchas’d , nor  thefe  teeth, 
For  €\Tr^^  night,  they  are  my  bed-fellows  ^ 

No  bath,  no  blanching  watery  fmoothing  oyles, 

Doth  mend  me  up-,  and  yet  Mountferrat.^  know, 

1 am  as  full  of  pleafurc  in  the  touch 
As  ere  a white  fac’d  puppet  of ’em  all, 

Juicy,  and  firm,  unfledge  ’em  of  their  tyres-. 

Their  wires, their partlets:,  pins,  and  Periwigs, 

And  they  appear  like  bald  cootes,  inthenefE^ 

I can  as  blithly  work  in:  my  loves  bed. 

And  deck  thy  fair  neck,  with  thefe  Jetty  chains. 

Sing  thee  aOeep,  being  wearied,  and  refrefh’d. 

With  the  fame  organ,  (leal  lleep  off  again. 

Mount.  Oh  my  black  fwan , lleeker  then  Cignets  plulh. 
Sweeter  than  is  the  frveet  of  Pomander , 

Breath’d  like  Zephyrus,  cooling  Lymon-trees, 

.Straight  as  young  pines , or  Cedars  in  the  grove , 
Quickly  difeend  lovers  bell  Canopie 
Strl  night , for  Zanthia  doth  enamour  me 
Beyond  all  continence  perpetrate  (deer  wench) 

What  thou  hall  promis’d , and  I vow  by  heaven 
Malta,  I’il  leave  in’t  my  honours  here , 

.And  in  fome  other  Country  (fZanthia)  make 
My  wife,  and  my  beft  fortune. 

Zan.  From  this  hope, 

Flerc  is  an  anflver  to  that  Letter,  v/hicli- 
I lately  fhew’d  you  fent  from  7ripoly, 

By  the  great  Balha,  which  importunes  her 
Love  unto  him , and  treachery  to  the  Ifland, 

Which  will  file  undertake , by  Mahomet 
The  7«ri^  there  vowes,  on  his  blefb  Akharon.^ 

Marriage  unto  her ; this  the  Mailer  knows. 

But  is  refolv’d  of  her  integrity 

(As  well  as  he  may)  fweet  Lady  yet  for  love. 

For  love  of  thee  Monntferrat^  ( Oh ! what  Chains 
Of  deity,  or  duty  can  hold  love?) 

I have  this  anfwcr  fram’d,  fo  like  her  hand 
As  if  it  had  been  moulded  off:  returning 
The  Bafhas  Letter  fafe  into  her  pocket  -, 

What  will  you  do  with  it,  your  fell  befl  knows, 

Farcwcl,  keep  my  true  heart , keep  true  your  vows.  Exit 

Mount.  Till  I be  dull,  my  Zanthia  be  confirm’d.  Zan. 
Sparrows,  and  Doves,  fit  coupling  twixt  thy  lips. 

It  is  not  lo  .e,  \mt  Ilrong  Libidinous  will 
That  triumphs  o’rc  me,  and  to  latiate  that. 

What  difference  twrxt  this  Moore,  and  her  fair  Dame. 
Night  makes  their  hews  alike,  their  ufc  is  fo , 

Whofe  hand  is  fo  fubtle  , he  can  colours  name, 


If  he  do  winck,  and  touch  ’em?  lull  being  blind. 

Never  in  women  did  diflindion  find.  Exit. 

Sceena  Secunda. 

Enter  ttvo  Gentlewomen. 

• 

1 . But  yfaith  dolt  thou  think  my  Lady  was  never  in  love  ? 

2.  I rather  think  flie  was  ever  inlove : in  perfedf  charity. 

1 . I mean,  with  all  the  world. 

2.  A moll  chrillian  anfwer  1 promife  you:  but  I mean 
in  Love  with  a man. 

2 . With  a man  ? what  elfe  ? would’Il  have  her  in  love  with  ' 

(a  beall  ? 

1.  You  arc  fomewhat  quick:  butifihe  were,  it  were  no 
Prefident:  did,  you  never  read  of  the  fair,that  leapt 
A bull,  that  leapt  the  Sea,  that  fwoom  to  land,  and  then 

2.  Oh  heavens,  a bull?  (leapt her? 

1.  Yes,  a white  bull. 

2 . Lord,  how  could  Ihe  fit  him  ? where  did  Ihe  hold  ? 

1.  Why,  by  the  horn,  fince  which  time,  no  woman  (al- 

moll)  is  i 

Contented,  till  Ihe  have  a horn  of  her  own,  to  hold  by. 

2.  Thou  art  very  knavilh. 

1.  And  thou  very  foolilh : butfirah,  why  doll  not  thou 

2.  Becaufe  I wouldbeno  mans  looking-glafe?  (marry? 

1 . As  how? 

2.  As  thus,  there  is  no  Wife,  if  Ilie  be  good,  and  true,  i 
will  honor , and  obey , but  mull  refled  the  true  counte-  : 
nance  of  her  husband  upon  him  •,  if  he  look  fad  upon  her 
Ihe  muft  not  look  merrily  upon  him : if  he  look  merrily, 
Ihe  mull  not  forrowfully,  elfe  Ihe  is  a.falle  glafs,  and  fit 
for  nothing  but  breaking : his-  anger  mull  not  be  her  dif- 
content^  his  pleafure,  her  delight:- if  he  w-eep,  fne  mull  i 
cry : if  he  laugh,  Ihe  mull  Ihow  her  teeth : if  he  be  fick , 
Ihe  mull  not  b^e  in  healthy  if  he  eatCawdies,  fiie  mull  eat 
pottage,  Ihe  mull  have  no  proper  palTiou  of  her  own  j and 
is  not  this  a tyranny  ? 

1.  Yes , ylaith , Marriage  may  well  be  called  a yoak  j 
Wives  then,  are  but  like  fuperficial  lines  in  Geometry, 
that  have  no  proper  motion  of  their  own,  but  as  their  bo- 
dies their  husbands  move , yet  I know  fome  Wives,  that 
are  never  freely  merry,  nor  truly  pleafed , but  when  they 
are  farthell  off  their  husbands. 

2.  That’s  becaufe  the  Moon  governs  ’em  which  hath 
moll  light  and  fiiinesbrightell,  the  more  remote  it  is  from 
the  Sun  ^ and  contrary  is  more  fullen,  dim,  and  Ihowes  leall 
fplendor,  when  it  is  neerell. 

1 . But  if  1 were  to  marry  I would  marry  a fair  effemi- 
nate fool. 

2.  Why?- 

1.  Becaufe  I would  lead  the  blind  whither  I lift. 

2.  And  I the  wifell  man  I could  get  for  money,becaufe  I had 
rather  follow  the  cleer-fighted : blefs  me  from  a husband 
That  fales  by  his  Wives  compafs.<» 

1.  Why? 

2.  Why  ’tis-  ten  to  one  but  Ihe  breaks  his  head  in  her 
youth , and  when  file  is  old  lliee’l  never  leave  till  Ihe  has 
broke  his  back  too — 

. But  what  feurvy  Knight  have  you  here  in  Malta,  &u 
Enter  Zanthia, 

Zan.  Hill,  wenches : my  Lady  calls,  file’s  entring 
The  Tarrale,  to  fee  the  Ihow. 

1.  Oh  black  pudding. 

2.  My  little  labor  in  vain. 

1.  But  what  feurvy  Knights  have  we  here  in  Malta, 
when  they  are  dubd  take  their  oath  of  allegiance  to  live 
poor,  and  challly  ever  after  ? 

2.  ’Faith  many  Knights  in  other  Nations  (I  have  heard) 
are  as  poor  as  ours-:  marry  where  one  of  ’em  has  taken  the 
Oath  of  chaftity,  we  want  a new  Columbus  to  find  out. 

Exeunt. 

Scana 
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Sc£»i  'IcrtU. 

Enter  (^jhove)  Oriann, Zanchia,  trt'oGent!ervomeij^(J??neath') 
\’alctta,  Mounttcirat,  All:orius,CaRriot,  Goiiicra, 
Miranda,  Auendants  of  Knights^  SiC. 

Mount.  .Arc  you  there  Lady? 

Ori.  Thou  art  a naughty  man. 

Heaven  mend  thee. 

V.il,  Our  greet  meeting  prinedy  brothers. 

Ye  holy  Souldicrs  of  tlie  Chrijlian  Crofr^ 

Is  to  relieve  our  Captain  Noranditrr., 

Now  fighting  for  V-aktta  with  the  T«n^, 

A valliant Gentleman  , a nolile  Vjjis 
As  ere  the  Countrey  bred , endangered  now 
By  frelh  liipply  of  head-bound  Infidels. 

Much  means  ^ much  blood  this  warlike  P^whath  fpent 
To  advance  our  flag,  above  their  horned  moons. 

And  oft  hath  brought  in  profitable  coUquelt : 

W’e  mull  not  fee  him  perilh  in  our  view : 

Plow  far  off  fight  they.'' 

Mir.  Sir,  within  a League. 

VjI.  ’Tis  well:  our  next  occafion  6f  conventing 
Arc  thefc  too  gentlemen , Handing  in  your  fight. 

(Ye  are  noble  props  of  royally  ’ 

Defeended  are  they  both , valiant  as  war , 

Miranda.,  211.1  Gomera  , fill  tCll  years  ' 

They  have  ferv’d  this  Ifland,  perfeded  exploits 
Matchlefs,  and  infinite,  they  are  honeft,  wile,  ' , 

Not  empty  of  one  ornament  of  man : 

MoH  eminent  agents  were  they  in  that  flaughter 
That  great  marvelous  flaughter  of  the  Turks , 

Before  St.  Elms.,  where  five  and  twenty  thoufand 
Fell,  for  five  thoufand  of  our  Chrif  ians: 

Thefe  ripe  confiderations  moving  us 
(Having  had  your  allowance  on  their  worths ) 

Here  wc  would  call  ’em  to  our  Brothefhoody 
If  any  therefore  can  their  manners  tax-. 

Their  faith,  their  chaftity,  any  part  of  life,  • 

Let  ’em  fpeak  now. 

A',i.  None  do’s. 

AH.  None  can,  great  Matter. 

Val.  The  dignity  then  dignifie , by  them , 

As  their  rcwartl : tender  Miranda  firin' 

(Becanfe  he  is  to  fuccor  Norandine) 

Our  facred  Robe  of  Knight-hood,  our  white  Crofs , 

The  holy  cognizance  of  him  we  ferve, 

The  fword,  the  fpiirs. 

Mir.  Grave,  and  moft  honor’d  Mafter, 

With  humble  duty,  and  my  fouls  belt  thanks 
To  you,  and  all  this  famous  Conventicle, 

Let  me,  with  modefty  refufe  acceptance 
Of  this  high  order : I (alafs)  am  yet 
Unworthy,  and  uncapable  of  fuch  honor , 

That  merit,  which  with  favor  yon  enlarge 
Is  for,  far  fnoit,  of  this  propos’d  reward. 

Who  take  upon  him  fuch  a charge  as  this , 

Muft  come  with  pure  thoughts,  and  a gathered  mind  ■ 
That  time,  nor  all  occafions ever  may 
After  difperfe,  or  flain  • did  this  title  here 
Of  Knighthood , ask  no  other  ornaments 
Then  other  Countries  glittring  fhow,  poor,  pride , 

A gingling  fpur,  a feather,  a white  hand, 

A frizled  hayr,  powder’d,  perfumes,  and  lufl , 

Drinking  fweet  wines,  fhrfeits,  and  ignorance , 

Rafhly,  and  eafily  ttiould  I Venture  on’t. 

But  this  requires  an  other  kind  of  man. 

Mount.  A flaid,  and  mature  judgement-,  fpeak  on  fir. 

Mir.  May  it  pleafe  yon  then  to  allow  me  fbme  finall  time 
To  redlifie  my  felf,  for  that  high  feat. 

Or  give  my  reafons.to  the  contrary. 

Ith  mean  fpace , to  difmifs  me  to  the  ayd 

Of  Noraudine:  my  Ships  ride  in  the  bay 
Ready  to  difemboguc,  tack’led,  andmann’d 
Kven  to  my  wilhes. 

Mount.  His  requett: 

Is  fair  and  honeft. 

Vat.  At  your  plcafurc  go. 

Mir.  I humbly  take  my  leave  of  all : of  yoil 
My  noble  friend  Mountferrat  gratioiis  Mittrifs, 

Oh  that  aufpitious  fmile  doth  arm  your  fouldicr. 

Who  fights  for  thofc  eyes,  and  this  facred  Crofs, 

Can  neither  meet  lad  accident , nor  lofs.  Exit. 

Ori.  The  mighty  mafter  of  that  Livory , 

Condiuft  thee  lafely  to  thefe  eyes  again.  . 

Mount.  Blowes  the  wind  that  way  ? 

Val.  Equally  belov’d , 

Equally  meriting,  Gomera^  you 
Without  excufe  receive  that  dignity : 

Which  our  provincial  chapter  hath  decreed  you. 

Gom.  Great  Mafter  of  Jerufa:lems  Hofpital , 

From  whence  to  Rhodes  this  bleft  Fraternity 
W’as  driven,  but  now  among  the  Hands, 

Long  may  it  flouritti,  whilft  Gomera  Icrves  it , 

But  dares  not  enter  farther. 

All.  This  is  ft  range. 

Val.  What  do  ye  objed  ? 

Com.  Nothing  againft  it,  but  my  fclf  (fair  Knights) 

I may  not  wear  this  Robe. 

Val.  Exprefs  your  reafbns  ^ 

Doth  any  hid  fin  goar  your  confeience  ? 

Af.  Are  you  iinftedfaft  in  Religion  ? 

Ca[i.  Or  do  ye  intend  to  forfake  Malta  now. 

And  vifit  your  own  Countrey  fruitful  Spaine. 

Gom.  Never  good  fir. 

Val.  Then  explicate  your  thoughts. 

Gom.  This  then:  I fhould  be  perjur’d  to  receive  it, 
Once  in  Melita , your  next  City  here , 

When  I was  yonger , read  I the  decrees 
Touching  this  point,  being  ambitiousthen 
To  approach  it  once,  none  but  a Gentleman 
Can  be  admitted. 

Val.  That’s  no  obftacle 
In  you. 

Gom.  I fhould  be  forty  that  were  it. 

No  married  man. 

Mount.  You  never  felt  that  yoak. 

Gom.  None,  that  hath  been  contraded. 

Caji.  Were  you  ever 

Gom.  Nor  married,  nor  contraded,  none  that  ever 
Hath  vowed  his  love  to  any  woman  kind , 

Or  finds  that  fecret  fire  within  his  thoughts : 

Here  I am  caft , this  Article  my  heart 
Objeds  againft  the  title  of  my  fame, 

I am  in  love:^  laugh  not:  though  time  hath  fet 
Some  wrinkles  in  this  face,  and  thele  curl’d  locks 
Will  fhortly  dye  into  an  other  hew. 

Yet , yet  I am  in  love : (yfaith  your  fmile) 

What  age,  what  fex,  or  what  profeflion 
Divine,  or  humane,  from  the  man  that  cries 
For  Aimes  the  high  way , to  him  that  fings 
At  the  high  Altar , and  doth  facrifice , 

Can  truly  fay  he  knows  not  what  is  Love? 

Val.  ’Tis  honeftly  profefti  with  whom  Gomera} 

Name  the  Lady,  that  with  all  the  advantage 
We  may  advance  your  fuit. 

Gom.  But  will  you  Sir  ? 

Val.  Now  by  our  holy  rock  were  it  our  Sifter : 
Spaniard.,  I hold  thee  worthy , freely  name  her. 

Gom.  Be  mafter  of  your  word : it  is  ttie  Sir , 

The  matchlefs  Oriana. 

Val.  Come  down  Lady, 

You  have  made  her  blufli , let  her  confent  I will 
Make  good  my  oath. 

Mount.  Is’t  fb  ? ftay ; I do  love 
So  tenderly  Gomera  your  bright  flame , 

As 
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I As  not  to  fufK'r  your  p:rdition. 

Gjih.  W hat  mccais  SloMMtJrrrjt} 

Enter  GnarJ. 

Mesut.  This  whole  juberge  hath 
(A  Guard  upon  this  Lady)  wonder  not, 

’Taue  publick  notice  of  the  Baftaes  love 
Of  Tripoli  unto  her,  and  contented 
“^hc  Ihould  return  this  anfvver,  as  he  writ 
Tor  her  converlion , and  betraying  A/j/m, 

■he  fliould  advife  him  betray  Tripoli^ 

•\nd  turning  Cbriftian , he  lliould  marry  her. 

ylU.  All  this  was  lb. 

Mount.  How  weakly  do’s  this  court  then 
Send  X'ellcls  forth  to  Sea , to  guard  the  Land 
Taking  Inch  fpecial  care  to  lave  one  Bark, 

Or  drive  to  add  fam’d  men  unto  our  cloak , 

W hen  they  lurk  m our  bofbmcs  would  fubvert 
This  State,  and  us,  prefuming  on  their  blood. 

And  partial  indulgence  to  their  lex? 

Val.  Who  can  this  be  ? 

Mount.  Your  Siller,  great  Faletta., 

Which  thus  I prove:  demand  the  Bajfa^s  Letter. 

Ori.  ’Tishere,  nor  from  this  pocket  hath  been  mov’d 
Nor  anfwer’d,  nor  perus’d  by 

Mount.  Do  not  fwear 

Call  not  away  your  fair  foul , to  your  trealbn 
Add  not  foul  perjury : is  this  your  hand  ? 

Ori.  ’Tis  very  like  it. 

Mount.  Alay  it  plcafe  the  Mailer, 

Confer  thefs  Letters,  and  then  read  her  anfvver, 

W^hich  1 have  intercepted  •,  pardon  me 
Reverend  Valetta.^  that  am  mqde  the  means 
To  punilli  this  mod  beautious  Treachery^ 

Even  in  your  Sider , lince  in  it  I fave 
Af  jlt. I trom.  mine  I am  bolder  in’t , 

Becaufe  it  is  lb  palpable  and  withall 
Know'-  our  great  Mader  to  this  Coiintrey,  firm. 

As  was  the  Koman  Marcut.,  who  fpar’d  not 
As  dear  a Sider  in  the  publique  caufe. 

Val.  1 am  amaz’d  •,  attend  me, 

Keadi  the  Letter. 

Let  your  Forces  hy  the  next  even  be  ready  .,  my  Brother 
feajis  then  put  in  at  St.  Michaels , the  afeent  at  that  Port 
iseafteji-^  the  Keys  of  theCajile.,  yon  jh all  receive  at  my  hands  : 
that  pojfeft  , you  are  Lord  of  Malta , and  may  fuon  defray 
all  by  fire , then  which  I am  hotter.,  till  I embrace  you. 
Farewell,  Your  Wife 

ORI  ANA. 


From  this  ti-me  let  me  never  read  again. 

Get.  ’Tis  certain  her  hand. 

Val.  This  Letter  too 

So  clofe  kept  by  her  Iclf,  could  not  be  anfwercd 
To  every  period  thus,  but  by  her  felf. 

Ori.  Sir,  hear  me. 

Val.  Peace,  thou  fair  fweet  bank  of  flowers, 

Under  whofe  beauty  Scorpions  lie,  and  kill-, 

Wert  thou  a kin  to  me,  in  fomc  new  name 
Dearer  then  Sider,  Mother,  or  all  blood, 

I would  not  hear  thee  fpeak : bear  her  to  prifon , 

So  grols  is  this,  it  needs  no  formal  courle. 

Prepare  thy  fcif,  to  morrow  thou  lhalt  dye. 

On.  I dye  a Martyr  then , and  a poor  maid , 

Aimed  yfaith  as  innocent  as  born , 

Thou  know’d  thou  art  wicked,  Frenchman  heaven  forgive 
yfU.  This  Scene  is  drangely  turn’d.  (thee  Ex. 

Val.  Yet  can  nature  be 

So  dead  in  me?  I would  my  charge  were  off, 

Mountferrat  fnould  perceive  my  Sider  had 
A Brother  would  not  live  to  fee  her  dye 
Unfought  for , lince  the  datutes  of  our  date 


Allow  (in  cafe  of  accufations) 

A Champion  to  defend  a Ladies  truth, 

Peter  Gornera,  thou  had  lod  thy  wife. 

Death  pleads  a precontrart. 

Gom.  I have  lod  my  Tongue , 

My  lence,  my  heart,  and  every  faculty  r 
Mountferrat  go  not  up : with  reverence' 

To  our  great  Mader,  and  this  conlidory 
(1  have  confidered  it  , it  cannot  be) 
fhou  art  a villain  , and  a forger. ' 

A blood-dicker  of  innocence,  an  hypocrite, 

A mod  unwojithy  wearer  of  our  Crofs  • 

To  make  which  good  take  (if  thou  dar’d)  that  gaac 
And  arm’d  at  all  points  like  a Gentleman 
Meet  me  to  morrow  morning,  where  the  Mader, 

And  this  fraternity  fhall  delign,  where  I 
Will  cram  this  Hander  back  into  thy  throat. 

And  with  my  fwords  point  thrud  it  to  thy  heart. 

The  very  ned,  where  hid  and  dander  breeds. 

Pardon  my  paflioni  I will  tear  thofe  fpurs 
Off  from  thy  heels,  and  dik  ’em  in  thy  front 
As  a mark’d  villain. 

Mount.  This  I look’d  not  for: 

Ten  times  more  villain,  I return  my  gage , 

And  crave  the  Law  of  Arms. 

Gom.  ’Tis  that  I crave. 

^U.  It  cannot  be  denide. 

Gom.  Do  not  I know 
W ith  thoufand  gifts , and  importunacies, 

Thou  often  haft  follicited  this  Lady 
(Contrary  to  thy  oath  of  chaftity) 

Who  ne’r  difcloling  this  thy  hot  reign’d  lud. 

Yet  tender  to  prevent  a publique  fcandal. 

That  Chrijiendome  might  juftly  have  impos’d. 

Upon  this  holy  inftitution. 

Thou  now  haft  drawn  this  praftife  ’gaind  her  life 
To  quit  her  charity. 

Mount,  Spaniard,  thou  lied. 
a4f.  No  more  Gornera,  thou,  art  granted  combat , 

And  you  Aiountferrat  mud  prepare  againd 
'Fo  morrow  morning  in  the  valley  here 
Adjoyning  to  St.  Georges  Vort:  a Lady 
In  cafe  of  life  ’gaind  whom  one  witnefs  comes 
May  have  her  champion. 

Val.  And  who.  hath  mod  right  Florijh 

With,  or  againd  our  Sifter,  fpecd  in  fight.  Exit.  \ 

Enter  Rocca. 

Mount.  Kocca,  the  fird  news  of  Mirandas  fervice 
Let  me  have  notice  of, 

Koc.  You  fliall : The  Moor^e 
Waites  you  without. 

Mount.  Admit  her,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Oh,  how  my  fancies  run  at  tilt ! Gornera 
Loves  Oriana  -,  die  as  I dioiild  ghefs , 

Afiedts  Miranda  -,  thele  are  tv/o  dear  friends  , 

As  firm,  and  full  of  fire , as  fteel  and  flint. 

T o make  ’em  fo  now,  one  againd  the  other : Enter  Zanthia. 
Stay  let  me  like  it  better,  Zanthia 
Fird  tell  me  this , did  Don  Gornera  ufe 
To  give  his  vifits  to  your  Miftrifs? 

Zan.  Yes,  and  Miranda  too : but  feverally. 

Mount.  Which  did  die  mod  apply  to? 

Zan.  Faith  to  neither  : 

Yet  infinitely  I have  heard  her  praife  ’em  both, 

And  in  that  manner,  that  were  both  one  man 
I think  die  was  in  love  with’t. 

Mount.  Zanthia, 

Another  Letter  you  mud  frame  for  me 
Inftantly,  in  your  Ladies  Charadler, 

To  fuch  a purpofe  as  I’ll  tell  thee  drait. 

Go  in,' and  day  me:  Go  my  Tinder-box,'’ 

Crofs  lines  I’ll  crofs  j fo,  fo : my  after-game 
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I muft  play  better : woman,  I will  Ipread 
My  vengeance  over  Malta^  for  thy  lake ; 

Spaniard^  Itulijn,  like  niy  rt:eel  and  done, 
i’ll  knock  you  thus  together,  wear  ye  out 
To  light  my  dark  deeds,  whilft  I fecm  prccilc, 

And  wink  to  lave  the  fparkles  from  mine  eyes.  Ekeunt. 


ABus  Seemdus. 

Scdctia  Trim  a. 

A Sea-fight  within^  alarni^ 

E/t/frNorandinc,  Miranda,  and  Soldiers^  and  Gentlemen. 

A//r.T  T Ow  is  it  Sir  ? 

JlI  Nor.  Pray  fet  me  down  j I cool. 

And  my  wounds  fmart. 

A//V.  I hope  yet 

Though  there  be  many,  there’s  none  dangerous. 

Nor.  I know  not,  nor  I care  not  much,  I got  ’em 
Like  a too  forward  fool,  but  1 hope  the  Surgeons 
Will  take  an  order  I Hiall  not  leave  ’em  fo, 

I make  the  rogues  more  work  than  all  the  Illand, 

And  yet  they  give  me  the  hardeft  words  for  my  money. 

Uir.  I am  glad  ye  are  fo  fprightly : ye  fought  bravely 
Go  call  the  Surgebns  Soldiers : wondrous  nobly 
Upon  my  life,  I have  not  feen  fuch  valour, 

Maintained  fo  long,  and  to  fo  large  a mine. 

The  odds  fo  drong  againftye. 

Nor.  I thank  yc. 

And  thank  ye  for  your  help,  your  timely  fuccor. 

By  th’mafs,  itcamei’th’  nick  Sir,  and  well  handled ; 

Stoutly,  andftrongly  handled;  we  hadducktelfc, 

My  T»r^  had  Twr^^dmeelfe : but  he  has  well  paid  for’t. 
Why  what  a Sign  for  an  Almanack  h’as  made  me  ? 

Enter  Aftorius. 

Aj}.  I am  glad  to  find  ye  here  Sir,  of  necefllty, 

I muft  have  come  aboard  elfe;,  and  brave  Captain 
We  all  joy  much  in  your  fair  vi(dory. 

And  all  the  Iflandfpeaksyour  valournobly. 

Have  ye  brought  the  TKr4in,thatye  took.? 

Mir.  He  rides  there. 

Nor.  If  he  were  out  again,  the  devil  fliould  bring  him. 
H’as  truly  circumcis’d  me. 

Aji.  lhaveabufinefs 

Which  much  concerns  ye,  prefently  concerns  ye  •, 

But  not  this  place  nor  people:  pray  ye  draw  off;  Sir, 

For  ’tis  of  that  weight  to  ye. 

Mir.  I’ll  wait  on  ye, 

I mud  crave  leave  awhile:  my  caredwels  with  ye, 

And  I mud  wait  my  felf.  ’ 

Nor.  Your  fervant.  Sir. 

,Mir.  Believe  I fhall,  pd  what  my  love  canminifrer- 
Keep  your  dout  heart  dill.  ’ 

Nor.  That’s  my  bed  Phyfitian. 

Mir.  And  I (ball  keep  your  fame  fair.  Exit. 

Nor.  Ye  are  too  Noble. 

A brave  young  fellow  of  a matchlefs  fpirit  • 

He  brought  me  od' like  thunder,  charg’d,  and  boarded 
As  if  he  had  been  diot  to  fave  mine  honor : ’ 

And  when -my  fainting  men,  tyr’d  with  their  labour 
And  lack  of  bloud,  gave  to  the  T«r/^  aflurance  ’ 

The  day  was  his  i when  I was  cut  in  fhredsthus 
And  not  a corn  of  Powder  left  to  blefs  us^  * 

Then  flew  his  Sword  in,  then  his  Cannon  roar’d. 

And  let  flie  bloud  and  death  and  dorms  amongd  ’em. 

Then  might  I hear  their  fleepy  Prophet  howl  too 
And  all  their  fdver  Crejeents  then  1 law  ^ 

Like  falling  Meteors  fpent,  and  fet  for  ever 
Under  the  Crofs  of  Malta death  fo  wanton 
I never  lookt  upon,  lb  full  of  reveL 


Enter  Surgeon. 

I will  not  be  dred  yet : Methought  that  fellow 
Was  fit  for  no  converlation,  nor  no  Cbrijiian 
That  had  not  halfe  his  brain’s  knockt  out,  no  Soldier. 

Oh  valiant  young  man,  liow  1 love  thy  virtue. 

I Sol.  Pray  ye  Sir  be  dred,  alas  ye  bleed  apace  yet. 

Nor.  ’Tis  but  the  fweat  of  honor  ( alas ) thou  milklop, 
ThOu  man  of  March-pain,  cand  thou  fear  to  fee 
A few  light  hurts,  that  blufh  they  are  no  bigger, 

A few  fmall  fcratches?  get  ye  a Cawdle,  Sirrah, 

Your  finger  akes,  and  let  the  old  wives  watch  thee: 

Bring  in  the  booty:  and  the  prifoners^ 

By  heaven  I’ll  fee  ’em,  and  difpofe’em  fird. 

Before  1 have  a drop  of  blood  wip’d  from  me,  goc.  Exeunt 

Surg.  You’ll  faint  Sir.  Soldiers. 

Nor.  No,  ye  lie.  Sir,  like  anAfs,Sirj 
I have  no  fuch  pigs  hurt  in  my  belly. 

Sur.  By  my  life  Captain 
Thefe  hurts  arc  not  to  be  jeded  with. 

Nor.  If  thou  hadd  ’em : 

They  are  my  companions  fool,  my  family  ^ 

I cannot  eat  nor  lleep  without  their  company, 
Dodtakeme  for  St.  Davy.,  that  fell  dead 
With  feeing  of  his  nofe  bleed  / 

Enter  Soldiers  with  booty, 

Sur.  Here  they  come.  Sir : 

But  would  you  would  be  dred. 

Nor.  Pox:  drefs  thy  felf  fird. 

Thou  faint’d  a great  deal  fader : what’s  all  this , 

1 Sold.  The  money  and  the  merchandize  ye  took  Sir, 
Nor.  A goodly  purchafe  ^ Is  it  for  this  we  venture 

Our  liberties  and  lives?  what  can  all  this  do? 

Get  me  fbme  dozen  furfeits,  fome  feven  frefh  whores. 

And  twenty  pot-Allics  •,  and  then  I am  virtuous. 

Lay  the  Knights  part  by,  and  that  to  pay  the  Soldier: 

This  is  mine  own,  I think  Ihavedeferv’dit: 

Come,  now  look  to  me,  and  grope  me  like  a Chambermaid, 
I’ll  neither  dart  nor  fqueak-,  what’s  that  i’ tk’  Trufle  there? 

2 Sold.  ’Tis  cloth  of  Tifliie,  Sir,  and  this  is  Scarlet. 

Nor.  I dall  look  redder  diortly  then,  I fear  me, 

And  as  a Captain  ought,  a great  deal  prouder. 

Can  ye  cure  me  of  that  crack,  Surgeon  ? 

Sur.  Yes,  when  your  Suit’s  at  pawn.  Sir. 

Nor.  There’s  for  your  phider. 

A very  learned  Surgeon : what’s  in  that  pack  there  ? 

1 Sold  ’Tis  Englifh  Cloth. 

Nor.  That’s  a good  wear  indeed, 

Bothdrong,  and  rich:  but  it  has  a virtue 
A twang  of  the  own  Countrey,  that  fpoils  all; 

A manlbalfne’r  be  foberin’t;  Where  are  the  Gentlemen, 
That  ventur’d  with  me,  both  their  lives  and  fortunes? 
Come  forward  my  fair  fpirits Nor  undine 
Forgets  his  worth,  when  he  forgets  your  valours. 

You  have  lod  an  eye,  Ifawyeface  all  hazards; 

You  have  one  left  yet,  to  choofe  your  Midrifs. 

You  have  your  leg  broke  with  a Ihots  yet  fitting, 

I faw  you  make  the  place  good  with  your  Pike  dill. 

And  your  hand’s  gone-,  a good  heart  wants  no  indruments  j 
Share  that  amongft  ye,  there’s  an  eye,  an  arm. 

And  that  will  bear  you  up,  w'hen  your  legs  cannot. 

Oh,  where’s  the  honed  Sailor.?  that  poor  fellow. 

Indeed  that  bold  brave  fellow,  that  with  his  Musket  ^ 
Taught  them  new  w'ays  how  to  put  their  caps  off  ^ 

That  dood  the  fire  of  all  the  light,  twice  blown, 

And  twice  I gave  him  drown’d  : welcome  adiore  knave  •, 
Give  me  thy  hand,  if  they  be  not  both  lod  -.faith  thou  art 
welcome, 

My  tough  knave  welcome ; thou  wilt  not  (brink  i’  th’  w'alhing 
Hold,  there’s  a piece  of  Scarlet,  get  thee  handfom. 

And  thistobuy  theebuttons. 

Sail.  Thank  ye  Captain. 

Command  my  life  at  all  hours. 

T N~or.  I 
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AVr.  Thou  durll  give  it. 

You  luive  deferv'd  too. 

3 SclJ.  Wchavefeen  the  fight  Sir. 

A’-t.  Yes:  coil’d  up  in  a Cable,  like  fait  Eels , 

Or  buried  low  i’  th’  ballall , do  you  call  that  fighting? 

W hc^e  be  your  wounds?  )Our  knocks?  your  want  of  limbs 
rogues 

Art  not  tliou  he  that  ask’d  the  Mafter-gunner 
W here  thou  mightft:  lie  fafeft?  andheftrait  anfwered. 

Put  thy  head  in  that  hole,  new  bor’d  witlia  Cannon-, 

For ’twas  an  hundred  to  one,  another  fliot  would  not  hit 
Youru-ages  you  lliall  have,  but  for  rewards  (there: 
Take  your  own  waies : and  get  ye  to  tlie Taverns-, 
There,  when  yc  are  hot  with  \\-ine,  ’mohgft  your  ad- 
mirers. 

Take  Ships,  and  Towns,  and  Caltles  at  your  pleafures, 
And  make  the  Great  7urk^  lhake  at  your  valors. 

Bring  in  the  prifonersnow,  my  brave  Mufslemen. 

Enter  Trifonerx^  and  Lufeinda. 


My  liberty,  I kneel  not  for^  mine  honor, 

(If  ever  virtuous  honor,  toucht  your  heart  yet) 

Make  dear,  and  precious.  Sir:  you  had  a mother. 

Nor.  The rougy thing  fpeaks finely,  neat,  who  took  ye? 
For  he  muft  be  your  guard.  ^ 

Lufe.  I wilh  no  better, 

A noble  Gentleman,  and  Nobly  us’d  me. 

They  call’d  his  name  Miranda. 

Nor.  You  are  his  then? 

Ye  have  light  upon  a young  man  worth  your  lervice, 

I free  ye  from  all  the  reft : and  from  all  violence 
Fie  that  doth  offer ’t,  by  my  head  he  hangs  for’t ; 

Goe  fee  her  fafe  kept,  till  the  Noble  Gentleman 
Be  ready  to  difpofe  her : thank  your  tongue. 

You  have  a good  one,  and  preferve  it  good  ftill: 
Soldiers,  come  wait  on  me,  I’ll  fee  ye  paid  all.  E^xennt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Miranda  and  Aftorius. 


You  that  are  Lords  o’  th’  Sea,  and  fcorn  us  Chrljlians^ 

Which  of  your  mangy  lives  is  worth  this  hurt  here  ? 

Away  to  priibn  with  ’em,  fee ’em  fafe^ 

Y ou  lhall  find  we  have  Gallics  too,  and  flaves  too. 

I Sol.  What  fiiall  be  done  wuth  this  woman,  Sir? 

Nor.  Pox  rake  her, 

’Twasfhcthat  fet  me  on  to  fight  wuththefe  rogues. 

That  Ring-worm,  rot  it : what  can  you  do  now 
With  all  your  paintings,  and  your  pouncings.  Lady, 

To  reftore  my  blood  again  ? you,  and  your  Cuvid 
Thathave  madea  Carbinadoof  mes  plague  take  ye, 

Ye  are  too  deep  ye  rogue,  this  is  thy  work  woman. 

Thou  loulic  woman  ^ ’death,  you  goe  too  deep  ftill. 

The  feeing  of  your  fimpring  fweetnefs: — ye  Filly, 

Yc  Tit,  ye  Tomboy,  w’hat  can  one  nights  gingling, 

Or  two,  or  ten,  fvveet  heart,  and  oh  my  dear  chicken. 
Scratching  my  head,  or  fumbling  with  myfore-maft. 

Dot  me  good  now  ? ye  have  powder’d  me  for  one  year, 

I am  in  louce  1 thank  ye-,  thank  your  beauty. 

Your  moft  fveet  beauty : pox  upon  thofe  goggles. 

We  cannot  fight  likchoncft  men,  for  honor. 

And  quietly  kill  one  another  as  we  ought. 

But  in  fteps  one  of  y’ou  -,  the  devils  holinefs 
And  you  muft  have  a daimcc-  away  with  her. 

She  ftinks  to  me  now. 

1 Sold.  Shall  I have  her  Captain? 

2 Sold.  Or  1 ? 

3 Sold.  I’ll  marry  her. 

^Sold.  GoodCaptain,  I. 

3 Sold.  A nd  make  her  a good  Chrijlian  y lay  hands  off  her  y 
Ikno'w  (he’s  mine. 

2 Sold.  I’ll  give  my  full  fliarc  for  her : have  ye  no  manners-, 
Tothruftthe  woman  fo.^* 

Nor.  Share  her  among  yc  y 
And  may  fhegiveye  as  many  hurts  as  I have, 

,And  twice  as  many  aches. 

Luf%  Noble  Captain, 

. Be  pleas’d  to  free  me  from  thefe  Soldiers  wildnefs, 

I Till  I but  fpea!;  two  words. 

I N.r.  Now  for  your  Maidenhead, 

You  have  your  book,  proceed. 

Lufe-  VifloriousSir, 

’Tis  fcldom  feen  in  men  fb  valiant. 

Minds  fo  devoid  of  virtue:  he  that  can  conquer,- 
Should  ever  know  how  to  preferve  his  coaqueft, 

’Tis  but  a bafe  theft  clfc.  Valour’s  a virtue, 

Crown  of  mensaftioas  hercy  yours  asyoumakeit. 

And  can  you  putfo  rough  a foyl  as  violence. 

As  wronging  of  weak  woman  to  your  triumph  ? 

Nor.  Let  her  alone. 

Lufe.  I have  loft  my  husband.  Sir  y 
You  feel  not  that : him  that  I love-,  you  care  not: 

W hen  fortune  falls  on  you  thus,  you  may  grieve  too : 


1 knew  ye  lov’d  her,  virtuoufly  ye  lov’d  her. 

Which  made  me  make  thathafte:  I knew  ye  priz’d  her 
As  all  fair  minds  do  goodnefs. 

Mir.  Good  Ajioriuf^ 

I much  confefs  I do  much  honor  her^ 

And  worthily  I hope  ftill. 

’Tis  no  doubt.  Sir, 

For  on  my  life  fhe  is  much  wrong’d. 

Mir.  Very  likely : , 

And  I as  much  tormented  I was  abfent. 

AJi.  You  need  not  fear,  Peter  Gomera'’sNohle^ 

Of  a try’d  faith  and  valour. 

Mir.  This  I know  too: 

But  whilft  I was  not  there,  andwhilft  ftie  fuffer’di 
Whilft  Virtue  fuffer’d,  friend,  oh  how  it  loads  me ! 

Whilft  innocence  and  fweetnefs  fimk  together. 

How  cold  it  fits  here  ? if  my  arm  had  fought  her. 

My  truth,  though  naked,  ftoodagainft  all  treafons. 

My  fvvord  here  grafped.  Love  on  the  edge,  and  Honor, 

And  but  a fignal  from  her  eye  to  feality 
If  then  file  had  been  loft  y I brag  too  late. 

And  too  much  I decline  the  NoWe  Peter. 

Yet  fome  poor  fervicel  would  do  her  fweetnefs, 

Alas  fhe  needs  it,  my 
The  gentle  Lady  needs  it. 

Afi.  Noble  fpirit. 

Mir.  And  what  can:  pretheebear  with  this  weaknefs. 
Often  I do  not  ufe  theft  Womens  weapons 
But  where  true  pity  is.  I am  much  troubl’d. 

And  fbmething  have  to  do,  I cannot  form  yet. 

Aji.  I’ll  take  my  leave.  Sir,  I lhall  but  difturb  ye. 

Mir.  And  pleaft  you  for  a while ; and  pray  to  fortune 
to  fmile  upon  this  Lady. 

All  my  help.  Sir.  Exit. 

Mir.  Corner a'^s  old  and  ftiff:  and  he  may  lofeher. 

The  winter  of  his  years  and  wounds  upon  him: 

And  yet  he  has  done  bravely  hitherto  y 
Moimtferrath  fury,  in  his  heat  of  Summer, 

The  whiftling  of  his  Sword  like  angry  ftorms. 

Renting  up  life  by  th’ roots,  Ihaveftenhiraftale 
As  if  a Falcon  had  run  up  a train, 

Clalhinghis  warlike  pinions,  hisfteel’dCurafle, 

And  at  his  pitch  inmew  the  Town  below  him. 

I muft  doc  fbmething. 

Enter  Collonna. 

Col.  Noble  Sir,  for  Heaven  fake 
Take  pity  of  a poor  z&iCtedChriftian 
Redeem’d  from  one  affliftionto  another. 

Mir.  Boldly  you  ask  that,  we  are  bound  to  give  it. 

From  what afflidion, Sir? 

Col.  From  cold,  and  hunger : 

From 
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From  nakcdncl's  2nd  ftripcs. 

Mir.  A prifoner  ? 

Col.  A Have,  Sir,  in  the  'furkifh  prize,  new  taken  •, 

That  in  the  lieat  of  fight,  when  your  brave  hand 
Brought  the  fuccor,  got  my  irons  off. 

And  put  my  felf  to  mercy  of  the  Ocean. 

Mer.  Andfwomto  Land? 

Cel.  I did  Sir,  Heaven  was  gracious ; 

But  now  a ftranger,  and  my  wants  upon  me, 

Though  willingly  I would  prcfervc  this  life.  Sir, 

With  honelfy  and  truth  1 am  not  look’d  on  ^ 

The  hand  of  pity  that  Ihould  give  for  heaven  lake. 

And  charitable  hearts  are  grown  fo  cold.  Sir, 

Never  remembring  what  their  fortunes  may  be.  • 

Mir.  Thou  faylt  too  true : of  what  profellion  art  thou  ? 
Col.  I have  been  better  train’d  j and  can  ferve  truly. 
Where  trufl:  is  laid  upon  me.  . . 

Mir.  A handfome  fellow  ^ 

Haft  thou  e’rborc  Arms? 

Col.  1 have  trod  full  many  a march.  Sir, 

And  fome  hurts  have  to  Ihew : before  me  too.  Sir. 

Mir.  Pity  this  thing  fhould  ftarve,  or,  forced  for  want. 
Come  to  a worfe  end.  I know  not  what  thou  mayftbe. 

But  if  thou  thinkft  it  fit  to  be  a fervant. 

I’ll  be  a Maftcr,  and  a good  one  to  thee, 

If  ye  deferve.  Sir, 

Col.  Elfe  I ask  no  favour. 

Mir.  Then  Sir,  totryyourtruft,  becaiife  I like  you. 

Go  to  the  Vane.f  of  him  receive  a woman, 

A prifoner,  for  me  receive  her, 

1 hear  fne  is  my  prize,  look  fairly  to  her. 

For  I would  have  her  know,  though  now  my  prifoner, 

The  Chriftians  need  no  Schoolmafters  for  honor. 

Take  this  to  buy  thee  clothes,  this  Ring,  to  help  thee 
Ihto  the  fellowftiip  of  my  houfe:  ye  are  a Itranger, 

And  my  fervants  will  not  know  ye  elfe  ^ there  keep  her. 

And  with  all  modefty  preferve  your  fervice. 

Col.  Afoul  example  find  me  elfe:  Heaven  thank  ye. 

Of  Captain  Norandine  ? 

Mir.  The  fame. 

Col.  ’Tis  done,Sir: 

And  may  Heavens  goodnels  ever  dwell  about  ye. 

Mir.  Wait  there  till  I cOmehbrae, 

Col.  1 ftiall  not  fail.  Sir,  Exeum. 

Sc£na  ’Tertia. 

Enter  Mountferrat  rpitb  a Letter.,  and  Abdella. 

Abd.  ’Tisftrangeit  fhould  be  fo,  that  your  high  mettle 
Should  check  thus  poorly , dully  moft  unmanly. 

Mount.  Let  me  alone. 

Abd.  Thus  leadenly  ? 

Mount. T ake  ye. 

Abd.  At  every  childifh  fear  ? at  every  fhadow  ? 

Are  you  Mountferrat  that  have  done  fuch  deeds  ? 

Wrought  through  fuch  bloudy  fields,  men  fhake  to  fpeak  of  ? 
Can  ye  go  back  ? is  there  a fafety  left  yet  ^ 

But  fore-right  ? is  not  mine  round  about  ye  ? 

Have  ye  not  ftill  thefe  arms,that  Sword,  that  heart-whole  ? 
Is’tnot  a man  ye  fight  with,  and  an  old  man, 

A man  half  kill’d  already?  Am  not  I here? 

As  lovely  in  my  black  to  entertain  thee. 

As  high  and  full  of  heat  to  meet  thy  pleafures?; 

Mount.  I will  be  alone. 

Abd.  Ye  ftiall:  farewel.  Sir  *, 

And  do  it  bravely,  never  think  of  confcience  : ^ 

There  is  none  to  a man  refolved  be  happy.  Exit. 

Lnter  Miranda. 

Mount,  No,  moft  unhappy  wretch  as  thou  haft  made  me 
More  devil  than  thy  felf,  lam. 


Mir.  Alone, 

And  troubled  too,  I take  it:  how  heftarts? 

All  is  not  handfome  in  thy  heart  Mountferrat. 

God  fpecd  ye  Sir,  I have  been  fecking  of  ye  ? 

They  lay  you  are  to  fight  to  day. 

Mount.  What  then.''  ^ , 

Mir.  Nay,  nothing  but  good  fortune  to  your  Swofd,  Sir. 
Ye  have  a caufc  requires  it,  the  Iflands  lafety. 

The  Orders,  and  your  Honors. 

Mount.  And  do  you  make  a queftion 
1 will  not  fight  it  Nobly  > 

Mir.  Ye  dare  fight. 

Ye  have,  and  with  as  great  a confidence  as  juflice,' 

I have  feen  ye  ftrike  as  hbme,  and  hit  as  deadly. 

Mount.  Why  are  thefe  queftions  then.? 

Mir.  I’ll  tell  ye  quickly. 

Ye  have  a Lady  in  your  caufe,  a fair  one, 

A gentler  never  trode  bn  ground,  a Nobler. 

Mount.  Do  ye  come  on  fo  fall?  I have  it  for  ye. 

Mir,  TheSunne’r  fawafweeter. 

Mount.  Thefe  I grant  ye: 

Nor  dare  I againft  beauty  heave  my  hand  up, 

It  were  unmanly,  Sir  ^ too  tnuch  unmanly  : 

But  when  thefe  excellencies  turn  to  mine. 

To  mine  of  themfelves,  and  thofe  proted  ’em  - 
When  virtue’s  loft  luft,  and  difhonor  enter’d, 

Lofs  of  our  felves  and  fouls  bafely  pmjeded 7^ 

Mir.  Do  you  think  ’tisfo? 

Mount.  Tod  fure. 

Mir.  And  can  it  be  ? 

Can  it  be  thought  Mountferrat,  fo  much  fweetnefs. 

So  great  a Magazine  of  all  things  precious, 

A mind  fb  heavenly  made,  prethee  obferve  me: 

Mount.  I thought  fotoo:  now  by  my  Floly  Order, 

He  that  had  told  me,  ( till  experience  found  it 
Too  bold  a proof)  this  Lady  had  been  vitious— . 

I wear  no  dull  Sword  Sir,  nor  hate  I virtue, 

Mir.  Againft  her  brother?  to  the  man  has  bred  her  ? 

Her  Bloud  and  Honor  ? 

Mount.  Where  ambitious  luft 
Defires  to  be  above  the  rule  preferib’dher. 

Takes  hold,  and  wins,  poor  chaftity,  cold  duty,' 

Like  fafhions  old  forgot,  fhe  flings  behind  her. 

And  puts  on  bloud  andmifehief,  death,  and  ruine. 

To  raifeher  new-bui'.t  hopes,  new  faith  to  faften  her: 

Ma*  foy,  fhe  is  as  foul,  as  Heaven  is  beauteous. 

Mir.  Thou  lieft-,  thou  lieft  : thou  lieftbafely, 

Stare  not,  norfwell  not  with  thy  pride:  thoulieftj 
And  this  fhall  make  it  good. 

Mount.  Out  with  your  heat  firft^ 

Ye  fliall  be  fought  withal. 

M r.  By  — that  Lady,  . 

The  virtue  of  that  woman,  were  all  the  good  deeds 
Of  all  thy  families,  bound  in  one  Fagot,  ' 

From  Adam  to  this  hour,  but  with  one  fparkle 
Would  fire  that  wifpe,  and  turn  it  to  light  allies. 

Mounii  Oh  pitiful  young  man,  ftmek  blind  with  beauty ! 
Shot  with  a womans  fmile : poor,  poor  Miranda  5 
Thou  hopeful  young  man  once^  but  now  thou  loft  man: 
Thou  naked  man  of  all  that  we  call  Noble, 

How  art  thou  cozen’d?  didft  thou  know  what  I do, 

And  how  far  thy  dear  honor  (mark  me  fool) 

Which  like  a father  I have  kept  from  blafting, 

Thy  tender  honor  is  abus’d:  but  fight  firft. 

And  then  too  late,  thou  flialt  knov/all. 

Mir.  Thoulieft,  ftill. 

Mount.  Stay,  now  I’ll  fliew  thee  all,  and  then  I’ll  Idll  thefe. 
I love  thee  fodear,  time  fhall  not  difgraceth'ee. 

Read  that. 

Mir.  It  is  her  hand:  it  is  moft  certain  * 

Good  Angels  keep  me:  tbatl  fliduldbeher  Agerit 
To  betray  Maltha^  and  bring  her  tot\\tBafbay 
That  on  my  tender  love  lay  all  her  projed! 

Eyes  never  fee  again,  melt  out  for  forrow, 
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Did  the  L^cvil  do  this? 

Ko,  but  his  Dam  did  it, 

T!ic  virtuous  Lady  that  you  love  lb  dearly  j 
Come,  \viil  yc  fight  again/* 

M/r.  No,  prethee  kill  me: 

For  Heaven  lake,  and  lor  goodnefs  fakcdifpatchme. 
For  t!ie  dilgracelhke  tliat  I gave  tliee,  kill  me. 

W’hy,  are  ye  guilty  ? 

Mir.  1 have  liv’d  Mountferraty 
To  leediflionor  Iwallow  up  all  virtue. 

And  now  would  die:  by  heavens  eternal  brightneft, 

I am  as  clear  as  innocence. 

Mount.  I knew  it, 

And  therefore  kept  this  Letter  from  all  knovjlcdgc, 

And  this  fword  from  anger,  ye  had  died  ellc. 

And  yet  1 lye,  and bafely  lye. 

Mir.  O virtue! 

II  nl potted  virtue,  wkither  art  thou  vani fil’d? 

W hat  hafi:  thou  left  to  abufe  our  frailties 

hi  Ihape  of  goodnels? 

Mount.  Come,  take  courage,  man, 

I have  forgiven,  and  forgot  your  rafiinefs. 

And  hold  you  fair  as  light  in  all  your  aftioiis. 

And  by  my  troth  I griev’d  your  loves  •,  take  comfort,. 
There  be  more  women. 

Mir.  And  more  mifehief  in  ’em. 

Mnrnt.  The  juftice  I fiiall  do,  to  right thefe  villanks 
Shall  make  ye  man  again : I’ll  ferike  it  hire.  Sir. 

Co.me,  look  up  bravely : put  this  puling  pafiion 
Out  of  your  mind  ^ one  knock  for  thee  Miranda. 

And  for  the  Eoy,  the  grave  G/jwfrj  gave  thee. 

When  file  accepted  thee  her  Champion  ^ 

And  in  thy  abfence, 'like  a valiant  Gentleman, 

I yet  remember  it : he  is  too  young. 

Too  Eoyifii,  and  too  tender,  to  adventure : 

I’ll  give  him  one  found  rap  for  that : I love  thee. 

Thou  art  a brave  young  Ipark. 

Mir.  Eoy,  did  he  call  me  ? 

Camera  call  me  Eoy  .<^ 

Mount.  It  pleas’d  his  gravity. 

To  think  fo  of  ye  then ; they  that  do  fcrvicc. 

And  honefi:  fcrvice,  fuchasthou,  and  I doc. 

Are  either  knaves,  or  boys. 

Mir.  Eoy,  by  Corner a^ 

How  look’d  he  when  he  faid  it  ? for  Camera 
Was  ever  wont  to  be  a virtuous  Gentleman, 

Humane,  and  fwcet. 

Moirnt.  Yes  when  he  will,  he  can  be  ^ 

But  let  it  go,  I would  not  breed  difiention*, 

’Tis  sn  unfriendly  oflitc,  and  had  it  been' 

To  any  of  a higher  frrainthan  yon.  Sir, 

The  well  known,  well  approved,  and  lov’d 
I had  not  thought  on’t : ’twashap’lyhishaftetoo, 

And  zeal  to  her. 

Mir.  A Traitor  and  a Eoy  too? 

Shame  take  me  if!  fuffer’t:  puT:  farpwel  love. 

Mount.  Vc  know  my  bufinefs,  I mufc  leave  ye,  Sir, 
My  hour  grows  on  apace. 

Mjr.  1 mull  not  leave  you 
I dare  not,  nor  I will  not,  till  your  goodnefs 
Have  granted  me  one  courtclic : ye  layyc  love  me  ? 

Mount.  I doe,  and  dearly  : ask?  and  let  that  courtelle 
Nothing  concern  mine  honor, 

Mir.  You  mult  do  it. 

I Or  you  v/ill  never  lee  me  more : 

Mount.  Whac  is  it  ? 

Itfliall  lx:  great  that  puts  ycoff^  pray  fpcakit. 

Mir.  Pray  let  me  fight  to  day : good,  dear  Mountferrat 
Let  me,  and  bold  Camera — 

Mount.  Fie  Miranda., 

Doc  ye  weigh  my  worth  lb  little.^ 

Mir.  On  my  knees. 

As  ever  tho  jhadll  true  touch  of  a Ibrrow 
I Thy  friend  conceiv’d,  as  ever  honor  lov’d  thee. 


Mount.  Shall  I turn  recreant  now  ? 

Mir.  ’Tis  not  thy  caufe. 

Thou  haft  no  reputation  wounded  in’t, 

Thine’s  but  a general  zeal:  ’death : lam  tainted. 

The  dcareft  twyn  to  life,  my  credit’s  murder’d. 

Ball’d  andboy’d, 

Mount.  lam  glad  yc  have  fwallow’d  it, 

I muft  confefs  1 pity  ye-,  and  ’tis  a juftice, 

A great  one  too,  you  fhould  revenge  thefe  injuries! 

I know  it,  and  I know  ye  fit  and  bold  to  do  it. 

And  man,  as  much  as  man  may;  but  Miranday 
Why  do  ye  kneel  • 

Mir.  By I’ll  grow  to  the  ground  here. 

And  with  my  fword  dig  up  my  grave,  and  fall  in’t 
llnlefs  thou  grant  me ; dear  Mounferraty  friend, 

Is  any  thing  in  my  power,  to  my  life,  Sir.? 

The  honor  Ihall  be  yours. 

Mount.  I love  ye  dearly. 

Yet  fo  much  I Ihould  tender. 

Mir.  I’ll  preferve  all : 

By 1 will : or  all  the  lin  fall  with  me. 

Pray  let  me. 

Mount.  Ye  have  won:  I’ll  once  be  coward 
To  pleafure  you. 

Mir.  I kifs  your  hands,  and  thank  ye. 

Mount.  Be  tender  of  my  credit,  and  fight  bravely. 

Mir.  Blow  not  the  fire  that  flames. 

Mount.  I’ll  fend  mine  Armor, 

My  man  lliall  prefently  attend  ye  with  it. 

For  you  muft  arm  immediately,  the  hour  calls, 

I know  ’twill  fit  ye  right  ^ be  fure,  andfecret. 

And  laft  be  fortunate  farewel : ye  are  fitted : 

I am  glad  the  load’s  off  me. 

Mir.  My  belt  Mountferrat,  "Exeunt 
Sc£na  ^arta. 

Enter  Norandine<*«^  VoCior. 

Nor.  Doftor,  I will  fee  the  Combat,  that’s  the  truth  on’t 
If  I had  never  a leg,  I would  crawl  to  fee  it. 

Vod.  Youaremoft  unfit,  if  I might  counfel  ye,  , 

Your  wounds  fo  many,  and  the  air ; 

Nor.  The  Halter  ^ 

The  air’s  as  good  an  air,  as  fine  an  airi 
Wouldftthou  have  me  live  in  an  Oven? 

VoCt.  Befide  the  noife.  Sir: 

Which  to  a tender  body. 

Nor.  That’s  it,  Dodor, 

My  body  muft  be  cur’d  withal : ifyou’ll  heal  me  quickly. 

Boil  a Drum-head  in  my  broth:  I never  profper. 

With  knuckles  o’  Veal,  and  birds  in  Sorrel  lops, 

Cawdles,  and  Cullyfies  they  wafh  me  away 
Like  a horfe  had  eaten  grains : if  thou  wilt  cure  me, 

A pickled  herring,  and  a pottle  of  Sack:  Dodor, 

And  half  a dozen  Trumpets. 

Vocf.  Y’  are  a ftrange  Gentleman, 

Nor.Ase’r  thou  knew’ft:  wilt  thou  give  me  another  glitter 
That  I may  fit  cleanly  there  like  a Frrwli  Lady, 

Whenfhe  goes  to  a Mask  at  Court  ^ where’stbyhoboy? 
T>o£i.  I am  glad  ye  are  grown  fb  merry. 

Nor.  Welcome  Gentlemen. 

Enter  Aftor,  and  Caftr, 

/4Jl.  Wc  come  to  fee  you,  Sir  and  glad  we  are 
To  fee  you  thus,  thus  forward  to  your  health,  Sir. 

Nor.  I thank  my  Dodorhere. 

I I)o£l.  Nay,  thank  your  felf,  Sir, 

For  by  my  troth,  I know  not  how  he’s  cur’d, 
Flenc’r,obfervcs  any  of  our  preferiptions.  (Dodor, 
Nor.  Give  me  my  Money  again  then,  goodfweet 
Wilt  thou  have  twenty  fhillings  a day  for  vexing  me. 

T>oQ. 
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PoB.  That  fhall  not  fervc  yc  Sir  •,  Pmms  afar  off- 

Nor.  Than  forty  (hall  Sir,  Alow  March. 

And  that  will  make  yc  fpcak  well : hark  the  Drums. 

Cajl.  They  begin  to  beat  toth’  field : Oh  noble 
Never  was  liich  a ftakc,  1 hope  of  innocence 
Plaid  for  in  Malta,  and  in  blond  before. 

Ajl.  It  makes  us  hang  our  heads  all. 

Nor.  A bold  villain: 

If therebetreafon  ink:  acciifcpoor  Ladies? 

And  yet  they  may  do  mifehief  too:  I’ll  be  with  ye; 

If  flic  be  innocent,  I fliall  find  it  quickly, 

And  Ibmething  then  I’ll  fay. 

A\l.  Come,  lean  onus.  Sir. 

Nor.  1 thank  yc  Gentlemen : and  Vomine  PoBor, 

Pray  bring  a little  (heezing  powder  in  your  pocket. 

For  fear  1 found  when  I fee  my  blond. 

PoH.  Youarepleafant.  Exemt. 

Sc£tia  ^inta. 

Enter  two  Marjhah. 

1 . Are  the  Combatants  come  in the  Scaffold  fet 

2 Yes.  out,  and  the  flairs. 

I Make  the  field  clear  there. 

2.  1 hat’s  done  too.f 

1.  Then  to  theprilbner;  the  grand  Maker’s  coming. 
Let’s  fee  that  all  be  ready  there. 

2.  Too  ready. 

How  ceremonious  our  very  ends  are  ? 

Alas,  fvveet  Lady, 

If  (he  be  innocent,  ^ _ Elorijh. 

No  doubt  but  jufiice  will  direct  her  Champion 
Away:  I hear ’em  come : 

I . Pray  heaven  (lie  prolper. 

VaIetta,  Norandine,  Aftor.  Caftriot,cJ^c. 

Val.  Give  Captain  Norandine  a'chair. 

Nor.  I thank  your  Loirdfhip. 

Val.  Sit  Sir,  and  take  your  eafe  : your  hurts  require  it 
You  come  to  fee  a womans  caufe  decided 
That’s  all  the  knowledge  now,  or  name  I have  for  her : 
They  fayafalfe,  a bafe,  and  treacherous  woman. 

And  partly  prov’d  too. 

Nor.  Pity  it  (hoiild  be  fb : 

And  if  your  Lordfhip  durft  ask  my  .opinion. 

Sure,  linould  anlwer  no;  fo  much-I honor  her: 

. And  anfwer’t  with  my  life  too ; But  Gomera 
Is  a brave  Gentleman  y the  other  valiant, 

And  if  he  be  not  good,  dogs  gnaw  his  fle(h  ol!^ 

And  one  above  ’em  both  will  find  the  truth  out. 

He  never  fails.  Sir,  ' 

V£.  That’s  the  hope  reds  with  me. 

Nor.  How  nature  and  his  honor  ftruggle  in  him ! 

A 1 vveet,  clear,  noble  Gentleman.  Within,  make  room  there. 

C Hard.  Make  rOom  there. 

Val.  Go  up,  and  what  you  have' to  (ay,  fay  there. 

Enter  Oriana,  Ladies, Executioner,  KM6\2L,andGuard. 

Ori.  Thuslalcend:  nearer  I hope  to  heaven, 

Nor  doe  I fear  to  tread  this  dark  black  Manfion  : 

The  Image  of  my  grave,  each  foot  w'e  move. 

Goes  to  it  kill ; eadh  hour  we  leave  behind  us, 

Knols  fadly  toward  it ; My  noble  Brother 
For  yet  mine  innocence  dares  call  ye  fo, 

And  you  the  friends  to  virtue,  that  come  hither,' 

'T\y^ChoTHS  to  this  tragick,Sc£ne,  behold  me, 
jBeholdme  with  your  Jukice,  not  with  Pity, 
i(  My  caufe  was  ne’r  (b  poor  to  ask  compa(fion,) 
jBehold  me  in  this  (potlefs  White  I wear, 

The  Emblem  of  my  life,  of  all  my  adtions. 

So  ye  (liall  find  my  kory,  though  I perifli ; 

Behold  me  in  my  Sex,  I am  no  Soldier, 

Tendci,  and  full  of  fears  our  bludiing  Sex  is, 

Unhardned  with  relentlefs  thoughts  ■,  unhatcht 
With  bloud,  and  bloudy  pradice:  alas  we  tremble  j 


But  when  an  angry  dream  alilids  our  fancies,  ^ ' 

Die  with  a talc  well  told : had  I been  j)radis’d, 
Andknownthc  way  of  mifehief,  travcll’d  init 
And  given  my  blond,  and  honor  up  to  reach  it. 

Forgot  Religion,  and  the  line  I Ipruiig  on. 

Oh  heaven,  lhad  been  (it  then  lor  thy  jufricc. 

And  then  in  black,  as  dark  as  Hell,  lhad  howl’d  here. 

Lak,  in  your  own  opinions  weigh  mine  innocence  , 

Amongk  yel  was  planted  from  an  Infant 

(Would  then,  ifheaven  had  fo  been  pleas’d,  I hadperilh’d) 

Grew  up,  and  goodly,  ready  to  bear  fruit. 

The  honourable  fruit  of  marriage : 

And  am  I blaked  in  my  bud  with  Trcafbn  ? 

Boldly,  andbafely  of  my  fair  name  ravilh’d, 

And  hither  brought  to  find  my  rck  in  ruinc? 

But  he  that  knows  all,  he  that  rights  all  wrongs. 

And  in  his  time  rekores,  knows  me:  I have  fpoken. 

Val.  If  yc  be  innocent,  heaven  will  prote;.‘tye. 

And  lb  I leave  ye  to  his  Sword  krikes  for  ye. 

Farewell. 

Ori.  Oh  that  went  deep,  farewel  deer  brother, 
Andhowfoe’r  my  caufe  goes,  fee  my  body 
(Upon  my  knees  1 ask  it)  buried  chakcly;, 

For  yet,  by  holy  truth,  it  never  trefpals’d. 

Afl.  Jukice  fit  on  your  caufei,  and  heaven  fight  for  ye. 

Nor.  Two  of  ye  Gentlemen,  do  me  blit  the  honor 
To  lead  me  to  her ; good  my  Lord,  your  leave  too  ; 

Val.  You  have  it  Sir. 

Nor.  Give  me  your  fair  hands  fearlefs, 

As  white  as  this  I fee  your  Innocence, 

As  fpotlels,  and  as  pure  ; be  not  afraid  Lady, 

You  are  but  here  brought  to  your  nobler  fortune, 

To  add  unto  your  life  immortal  kory : 

Vertue,  through  hardek  things  arrives  at  happinefs. 

Shame  follow  that  blunt  fword  that  loofes  you : 

And  he  that  krikes  againk  you  : I (hall  kudy 
A curie  or  two  for  him:  once  more  your  fair  hands, 

I never  brought  ill  luck  yet  ■,  be  fearlefs  happy. 

Ori.  I thank  ye,  noble  Captain. 

Nor.  So  I leave  ye. 

Val.  Call  in  the  Knights  feverally. 

Enter  feverally  Goimrd.  and  Miranda. 

Ori.  But  two  words  to  my  champion. 

And  then  to  heaven  and  him,  I give  my  cau(e  up : 

Val.  Speak  quickly,  and  fpeak  (hort. 

Ori.  I have  not  much  Sir. 

Noble  Gomera,  from  your  ov/n  free  virtue. 

You  have  undertaken  here  a poor  Maids  honor. 

And  with  the  hazard  of  your  life ; and  happily 
You  may  fufpeftthe  caufe,  though  in  your  true  worth 
You  will  not  (hew  it,  therefore  take  this  tekimony 
( And  as  I hope  for  happinefs,  a true  one  ) 

And  may  it  keel  your  heart,  and  edgeyour  good  fword, 

.Ye  fight  for  her,  as  fpotlefs  of  thefe  mifehiefs. 

As  heaven  is  of  our  fins,  or  truth  of  errors. 

And  fb  defie  that  treacherous  man,  aud  prolper. 

Nor.  Bleking  o’thy  heart  Lady, 
j V'al.  Give  the  fignal  to  ’em.  Low  Alarms. 

I Nor^  ’Tis  bravely  fought  Gomera-,  follow  that  blow, 

}Well  kruck  again  boy ; look  upon  the  Lady, 

And  gather  fpirit : .brave  again : lyeclofc. 

Lye  clofe  I fay ; he  fights  aloft,  and  krongly : 
tlofe  for  thy  life : a vengeance  o’  that  fell  buffet : 

Retire,  and  gather  breath  i ye  have  day  enough  Knights  j 
Look  lovely  on  him  Lady:  to’t  again  npw 
Stand,  kandG'owfr.?,  kanci : one  blow  for  all  now. 

Gather  thy  krengtli  together God  blefs  the  woman : 

Why,  where’s  thy  noble  heart?  heaven  blefs  the  Lady.' 

All.  Oh, oh! 

! Val.  She  is  gone,  (he  is  gone : ^ 

i Nor.  Nowkrike  it.  , 

Hold,  hold;  he  yields;  hold  thy  brave  fvvord  he’s  cOnqikrd^:  | 
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Hc’sdiincG^Jwrt*.;,  now  be  joyful  Lady: 

W'hat  could  this  thief  have  done, had  hiscaiife  been  equal? 
He  made  my  hcart-ftrings  tremble. 

]'jL  Off  witli  his  Caske  there  •, 

.\nd  Executioner  rake  you  his  head  next. 

Abdil.  Oheurfed  fortune! 

Stay,  1 bcfccch  ye.  Sir,  and  this  one  honor 
Grant  me  ; 1 have  delervM  it:,  that  this  villain 
May  live  one  day,  to  envy  at  my  jultice. 

That  he  may  pine  and  dye,  before  the  fword  fall. 
\’icwingthe  glory,  1 have  won  her  goodnefs. 

]'jl.  He  (hall,  and  you  the  harveft  of  your  valour 
Shall  reap  brave  Sir,  abundantly. 

Con:.  1 have  fav’d  her. 

Preferv’d  her  fpotlefsworthfromblack  deflrutTion, 

Her  white  name  to  eternity  deliver’d, 

Her  youdi,  and  fweetnefs,  from  a timelefs  mine. 

Now  Lord  Valettj.,  if  thisbloudy  labour 
.May  butdeferve  her  favour. 

Mir.  Stay,  and  hear  me  firfl. 

fal.  Oft' with  his  Cask,  this  is  A//r.j«i^’s  voice. 

Kor.  ’Tis  he  indeed,  or  elfe  mine  eics  abufe  me. 

What  makes  he  here  thus  ? 

Ori.  The  young  Miranda} 

Is  he  mine  enemy  too  ? 

Mir.  None  has  deferv’d  her 
If  worth  mufb  carry  it,  and  fervicefeek  her. 

But  he  that  faved  her  honor. 

' Com.  That’s  1 Miranda. 

Mir.  No,  no,that’sI  Gowsfrj,  be  not  fo  forward, 

In  bargain  for  my  love,  ye  cannot  cozen  me. 

Com.  I fought  it. 

Mir.  .4.nd  I gave  it ; which  is  nobler? 

\^'hv  every  Gentleman  would  have  done  as  much 
.As  you  did  : fought  it:  that’sapoor  delert,Sir, 

They  are  bound  to  that  but  then  to  make  that  fightfure, 
To  doc  as  Idid,  take  all  danger  from  it 
iSuTer  that  coldnefs,  that  mult  call  me  now 
Into  diigrace  for  ever,  into  pity. 

Coni  'll  undertook  firft:,  to  preferve  from  hazard. 

Mir.  And  I made  fare  no  hazard  Ihouli  come  ncer  her. 

Com.  ’Twas  I defi’d  Mountfcrat. 

Mir.  ’Twas  1 wrought  him. 

You  had  had  a dark  day  elfe  ^ ’Twas  I defi’d 
His  confcicnce  firft,  ’twas  I that  flicokhim  there. 

Which  is  the  brave  defiance. 

Com.  My  life  and  honor 
.Atftake  I laid, 

Mir.  My  care  •,  and  truth  lay  by  it 
Leaft  that  ftakc  might  be  loft : I have  deferv’d  her, 

.And  none  but  I ^ the  Lady  might  have  perilh’d. 

Had  Fell  Mount f err  at  it,  fromwhofe  malice 

With  cunning,  and  bold  confidence  I catch’dir. 

And  ’twas  high  time,  and  fuch  a fervice  Lady 

For  you,  and  for  your  innocence,  for  who  knows  not 

The  all-devouring  fword  of  fierce  Mount ferrat  ? 

I fhew’dyewhat  I could  do,  had  I been  fpightful 
OrMafter  but  ofhalfe  the  poifon  he  bears, 

( Hell  take  his  heart  for’t)  and  befhrew  thefe  hands  Madam, 
With  all  my  heart,  I wilh  a mifehief  on  ’em. 

They  made  yc  once  look  fad:  Fuch  another  fright 
I would  not  put  yc  in,  to  owe  the  Ifland, 

Yet  pardon  me,  ’twas  but  tofticw  a Soldier, 

Which,  w’hcn  I had  done,  I ended  your  poor  coward. 

Val.  Let  fome  look  out,  for  the  bafe  Knight  Mountferrat. 

Ah.  I hope  he’s  far  enough,  if  his  man  betrufty: 

This  was  a Itrangc  misfortune  •,  I mult  not  known  it. 

Fa/.That  moft  debauch’d  Knight,  come  down  fwcet  Sifter 
My  fpotlefs  Sifter  : now,  pray  thank  thefe  Gentlemen, 

They  havedeferv’d  both  truly,  nobly  of  ye. 

Both  excellently,  dearly,  both  all  the  honor 
All  the  refpc<ft  and  favour. 

Ori.  Both  lhall  have  it  ^ 

And  as  my  life,  their  raem*ories  I’ll  nourilh. 


V al.  Ye  are  both  true  Knights,  and  both  molt  worthy  Lo- 
Here  ftands  a Lady  ripen’d  with  your  fervice,  (vers. 

Young,  fair,  and  ( now  I dare  fay  ) truly  honourable : 

’Tis  my  Will  Ihe  fhall  marry:  marrynow. 

And  one  of  you  (ftie  cannot  take  more  nobly)  yourdeferts 
Begot  this  WTll,  and  bred  it  •,  both  her  beauty 
Cannot  enjoy  : dare  ye  mark  me  your  umpier  ? 

Com.  Mi>’.  With  all  our  Souls. 

Val.  He  miift  not  then  be  angry 
Thatlooles  her. 

Com.  Oh  that  were  Sir,  unworthy, 

Mir.  A little  forrow  he  may  find. 

Val.  ’Tis  manly. 

Camera.,  you  are  a brave  accomplilh’d  Gentleman 
A braver  no  wheredivesthan  is  Miranda., 

In  the  white  way  of  virtue,  and  true  valour. 

Ye  have  been  a pilgrim  long:  yet  no  man  farther 
Has  trodethofe  thorny  fteps,  than  yonng  Miranda^ 

You  are  gentle:  he  is  gentlenefs  itfelf:  Experience 
Calls  you  her  brother  ^ this  her  hopeful  heir 
Nor.  The  young  man  now,  and ’t  be  thy  Will. 

Val.  Your  hand,  Sir^ 

You  undertook  lirft:  nobly  undertook. 

This  Ladies  caufe;  you  made  it  good,  and  fought  it 
Youmuft  beferv’d  firft,  take  her,  and  enjoy  her  •, 

I give  her  to  you:  kifs  her,  are  you  pleas’d  now? 

Com.  My  joy’s  lb  much  I cannot  Ipeak. 

Val.  Nay,  faireft  Sir  ^ 

You  muft  not  be  dilpleas’d : you  break  your  promile. 

Mir.  I never  griev’d  at  good,  nor  dare  I now,  Sir» 
Though  fomething  feemftrange  to  me. 

Val.  I have  provided 

A better  match  for  you:  more  full  of  Beauty, 
i’ll  wed  ye  to  our  Order : there’s  a Miftrifs, 

Whofe  beauty  ne’r  decaies : time  ftands  below  her : 
Whofe  honor,  Ermin-Uke,  can  never  fuller. 

Spot,  or  black  IbiH,  whofe  eternal  ifliie 

Fame  brings  up  at  her  breafts,  and  leaves  ’em  fainted, 

Her  you  fhall  marry. 

Mir.  I muft  humbly  thank  ye. 

Val.  Saint  Thomas  Fort,  a charge  of  no  fmall  value 
I give  ye  too,  in  prefent,  to  keep  waking 
Your  noble  fpirits^  and  to  breed  ye  pious. 

I’ll  fend  ye  a probation  Robe,  wear  that 
Till  ye  fnall  pleafe  to  be  our  brother:  how  now  ? 

Enter  Aftorius. 

Afl.  AhuntferraVs  fled.  Sir. 

Val.  Let  him  go  awhile 

Till  we  have  done  thefe  Rites,  and  feen  thefe  coupled : 

His  mifehief  now  lies  open : come  all  friends  now. 

And  fo  let’s  march  to  th’ Temple,  found  thofe  Inftruments, 
That  were  the  fignal  to  a day  of  bloud  j 
Evil  beginning  hours  may  end  in  good.  Flourijh. 

Nor.  Come,  we’ll  have  wenches  man,  and  all  brave  things. 

Let  her  go:  we’ll  want  no  Miftrefles, 

Good  Swords,  and  good  ftrong  Armors. 

Mir.  Thofe  are  b^eft  Captain.  (after  us. 

Nor.  And  fight  till  Queens  be  in  love  with  us,  and  run 
I’ll  fee  ye  at  the  Fort  within  thefe  two  days, 

And  let’s  be  merry  prethee. 

Mir.  By  that  time  I fhall. 

Nor.  Why  that’s  well  faid;  I like  a good  heart  truly. 

Exeunt. 
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y^Bus  Tertim. 

Scxuct  Frij;/j, 

NorandiflC^  a»d  S^rvant^  Corporal  and  Sol- 
dUrji  tfhove. 

5’ct.'^Hc  clay’s  not  yet  broke,  Sir. 

X Nw.  ’Tis  the  cooler  riding, 

I mufi:  goe  fee  Miranda  : bring  my  horle 
' Round' to  the  SvnthVoxt ; I’ll  out  here  at  the  beach 
And  meet  ye  at  the  end  o’ th’ Sycamores ; 

Tis  a fweet  Walk,  and  if  the  wind  be  ftirring 
Serves  like  a Fan  to  cool. 

Corporal  and  IVatcb  above  finging 
SONG. 

1,  Q* It  Soldiers^  Jit  and  Jtng^  the  Round  is  clear 
Cyaind  Cqck^orloodle-looe^  tells  us  th£  day  is  near. 

Each  tofs  his  Cann,  until  his  throat  be  mellorvy 
Drink^y  laugh  and  ftngy  the  Soldier  has  no  fellorp, 

2.  To  thee  a full  pot,  my  little  Lance-prefadoy 
And  rrhen  thou  haji  done^  a pipe  ofTrinidado. 

Onrglafs  of  life  runs  wine^  the  Vintner  Jlinkj  it 
IVhilji  mtb  bis  Wife  tbefrolick^Soldier  drinks  it. 

j.  The  Vrnms  beat^  Enfigus  veave^  and  Cannons  thump  it 
Our  Game  is  Rujfe^  and  the  beji  heart  doth  trump  it : 

Each  tofs  his  Cann  until  his  throat  be  mellon> 

Drinks  Laughy  and  Si«g,  the  Soldier  has  no  feVorv. 

4.  TU  pledge  thee  my  Corporaf  were  it  a Flagon 

After  Watch  fiercery  than  GcorgQ  did  the  Vragony 
What  blood  we  loofe  i’  tip  Towny  we  gain  P tP  TunSy 
FurPd  GownSy  and  flat  CapSy  give  the  wall  to  Guns 
Each  tofs  his  Canny  until  his  throat  bemellowy 
Drinks  laughy  and  ftngy  the  Soldier  has  no  fellow. 

Ser.  Which  Walk? 

Nor,  why  that,  Sir, 

Where  the  fine  City  Dames  meet  to  make  matches. 

Ser.  I know  it. 

Nor.  Speed  ye  then : what  mirth  is  this  ? 

The  Watches  are  not  yet  difeharg’d,  I take  it : 

Thefe  are  brave  carelefs  Rogues  -y  I’ll  hear  the  Song  out 
And  then  I’ll  fit  ye  for’t,  merry  Companions : 

Here’s  notable  Order,  now  for  a trick  to  tame  ye 

Owgh,  ovvgh. 

1 Wat.  Hark,  hark, what’s  that  below  us, who  goes  there  ? 
Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh. 

2 . Wat.  ’Tis  a Bear  broke  loofe : pray  call  the  Corporal. 

I.  Wat.  The  Dutchmans  fat  Sow. 

2 Wat.  I fee  her  now,  and  five  fine  pigs. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh. 

Corp.  Now,  what’s  the  matter? 

1 Wat,  Here’s  the  great  fat  Sow,  Corporal. 

The  Dutchmans  Sow,  and  all  the  Pigs,  brave  fat  Pigs, 

You  have  been  wifliing  long  Ihe  would  break  loofe. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh.’ 

Cor.  ’Tis  Ihe  indeed,  there’s  a white  pig  now  fucking. 
Look,  look,  do  you  fee  it.  Sirs? 
iWat.  Yes  very  well.  Sir. 

Cor.  A notable  fat  whorfon-,  come  two  of  ye. 

Go  down  with  me,  we’ll  have  a tickling  breakfafl:. 

2 Wat.  Let’s  eat  ’em  at  the  Crofs. 

Cor.  There’s  the  belt  liquor. 

Nor.  I’ll  liquor  fome  or  ye,  ye  lazie  rogues, 

I Your  minds  are  of  nothing  but  eating  and  fwiUing : 

' What  a fweet  Beaftthey  have  made  of  nie  ? a So>y? 
‘Hogg  upon  hogg,  I hear ’em  come. 

Enter 


Enter  Cor.  below y and  Watch, 

Cor.  Go  Ibftly,  and  fall  upon ’em  finely,  nimblv'. 

i I Wat.  Bids  me. 

! Cor.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

1 Wat.  Oh  the  devil  ? 

The  devil,  as  high  as  a Steeple. 

2 W at.  There  he  goes  Corporal^ 

His  feet  arc  Cloven  too. 

Cor,  Stand,  Hand  I fay:  death,  how  I fliake? 

Where  be  your  Muskets  ? 

] Wat.  There’s  no  good  of  them : 

Where  be  our  Prayers,  man  ? 

2 Wat.  Lord,  howheftalks:  fpcak  to  him  Corporal. 

Cor.  Why,  what  a devil  art  thou. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh. 

Cor.  A dumb  devil. 

The  word  devil  that  could  come,  a dumb  devil, 

Give  me  a Musket*,  he  gathers  in  tome, 

I’th’  name  of — fpeak  what  art  thou  ? — fpeakdevi^ 

Or  I’ll  put  a plumb  in  your  belly. 

Nor.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh. 

Cor.  Fie,  fie,  in  what  a fweatlam  ! Lord  bids  me,' 

My  Musket’s  gone  too,  I am  not  able  to  ftir  in 
Nor.  Who  goes  there  ? Hand,  fpeak. 

Corp.  Sure  I am  inchanted. 

Yet  here’s  my  Halbert  ftill : nay,  who  goes  there,  Sir  / 

What  have  I loft  my  lelf  ? what  are  ye  ? 

Nor.  The  Guard. 

Corp.  Why,  what  are  we  then : he’s  not  half  fo  longbow, 
Nor  he  has  no  tail  at  all,  I fiiake  ftill  damnably. 

Nor.  The  word. 

Corp.  Have  mercy  on  me,  what  word  does  he  mean’/ 
Prethee  devil,  if  thou  be’ft  the  devil, 

Do  not  make  an  Aft  of  me  *,  for  I remember  yet 
As  well  as  I am  here,  I am  the  Corporal, 

I’il  lay  my  lifeon’t  devil. 

Nor.  Thou  art  damn’d : 

Corp.  That’s  all  one:  but  am  not  I the  Corporal? 

I would  give  a thoufand  pound  to  be  refolv’d  now. 

Had  not  I Soldiers  here  ? 

Nor.  No,  not  a man. 

Thou  art  debauch’d,  and  cozen’d. 

Corp.  That  may  be, 

It  may  be  I am  drunk  *,  Lord,  where  have  I been? 

Is  not  this  my  Halbert  in  my  hand? 

Nor,  No,  ’tisaM^j;-pole. 

Cor.  Why  then  I know  not  who  I am,  nor  what. 

Nor  whence  I come. 

Nor.  Ye  are  an  arrand  Rafcal^ 

You  Corporal  of  a 'Watch.  * 

Cor.  ’Tis  the  P^jw’s  voice : you  are  no  devil  then; 

Nor.  No,  nor  no  Sow,  Sir. 

Cor.  Of  that  1 am  right  glad.  Sir, 

I was  ne’r  lb  frighted  in  my  life,  as  I am  a Sdldier. 

Nor.  Tall  watchmen, 

A guard  for  a Goofe,  you  fing  away  your  Centuries. 

A careful  company : let  me  out  o’  th’  port  here, 

I was  a little  merry  with  your  worfhips ; 

And  keep  your  guards  ftrong,  though  the  devil  walk. 
Hold,  there’s  to  bring  ye  into  your  wits  again. 

Goe  off  no  more  to  hunt  Pigs ; fueh  another  trick 
And  you  will  hunt  the  gallows. 

Cor.  Pray  Sir  pardon  us : 

And  let  the  devil  come  next.  I’ll  make  him  ftand 
Or  make  him  ftink. 

Nor.  Doe,  doe  your  duty  truly. 

Come  let  me  out,  and  come  away : no  more  rage.- 

Exe. 
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Scjchj  SecHnda. 

£>;/.  r Abdellil  with  a Ltttfr^  j)id  Rocca. 

W'rirerhiisto  me.-’  ^he  hath  fearfully,  and  bafely 
Betraidhis  owncaufc:  yetto  fieehimfcif 
He  no'.valcribcs  the  fault  to  me. 

Koc.  I know  not. 

W hat  he  hatluione;  but  wliat  he  now  defires, 

His  Letters  have  iuform’d  you. 

Ab.  Yes,  is- 

Too  well  acquainted  with  the  power  he  holds, 

Over  my  mad  affeHions ; 1 want  time 
To  write;  but  pray  you  tell  him,  if  T were 
N'o  better  fteel’J  in  my  ftrong  rcib  utions 
Than  he  hath  Ihown  himfelf  inhis-,  or  thought 
There  was  a hell  hereafter,  or  a Heaven, 

But  in  enjoying  him,  I Ihould  Rick  here, 

.And  move  no  further:  bid  him  yet  take  comfort  ^ 

For  fomething  I would  doc,  the  devil  would  quake  at, 

But  I'll  untie  this  Nuptial  knot  of  love, 

.And  make  way  for  his  wilhes:  inthemeantime 
Let  him  lie  clofe,  for  he  is  ftriftly  fought  for. 

And  praRifetolove  her,  that  for  his  ends 
Scorns  fear  and  danger. 

I'.ntcr  Oriana.<?«i  Velleda. 

Hoc.  All  this  I will  tell  him.  ’Exit  Rocca. 

Ab.  Do  lb:  farewel.  My  Lady,  with  my  fellow, 

So  earnd'e  in  difeourfe ! what  e’r  it  be 
I’ll  iccond  it. 

Vel.  He  is  fcch  a noble  Husband, 

Ine^'cry  circum.^ince  fo  truly  loving, 

That  I might  lay,  and  without  flattery.  Madam 
The  Sun  fees  not  a Lady  but  yourfdf 
That  can  deferve  him. 

, Abd.  Of  all  men  I fay 
T hat  dare  ( for  ’ds  a defperate 'adventure  ) 

W car  on  their  free  necks  the  fweet  yoak  of  woman, 

(For  they  that  do  repine,  are  no  true  husbands) 

Give  me  a Soldier. 

Ori.  Why,  arc  they  more  loving 
Than  other  men? 

Abd.  And  love  too  with  more  judgement  •, 

For,  but  obferve,  your  Courtier  is  more  curious 
To  let  himfelf  forth  richly  than  his  Lady, 

His  baths,  perfumes,  nay  paintings  too,  more  coRly 
Than  his  frugality  will  allow  to  her. 

His  clothes  as  chargeable^  and  grant  him  but 
A thing  without  a beard,  and  he  may  pafs 
At  all  times  for  a woman,  and  with  Ibme 
Have  better  welcome:  Now,  your  man  of  Lands 
For  the  moR  part  is  careful  to  manure  them. 

But  leaves  his  Lady  fallow-,  your  great  Merchant 
Breaks  oftner  for  the  debt  he  owes  his  wife, 

Than  with  his  creditors-,  and  that’s  the  realbn 

She  looks  ellewhercfor  paymient:  Now  your  Soldier 

Vel.  I marry  do  him  right. 

Abd.  FirR,  who  has  one, 

Flas  a perpetual  guard  upon  her  honor  v 

For  while  he  wears  a fword,  flander  her  Iclf 

Dares  not  bark  at  it:  next,  fhelitsat  home 

Like  a great  Queen,  and  fends  him  forth  to  fetch  in 

Her  tribute  from  all  parts  wbich  being  brought  home. 

He  laics  it  at  her  feet,  and  fecks  no  further 
For  his  reward,  than  what  Ihc  may  give  freely. 

And  with  delight  too,  from  her  own  Exchequer 
Which  he  finds  ever  open. 

On.  Be  more  modeR. 

Abd.  \A’hy,  v/c  may  fpcak  of  that  we  arc  glad  to  taRe  of, 
Among  our  fclvcs  1 mean. 

Ori.  ThoutalkRof  nothing. 

Abd.  Of  nothing  Madam?  You  have  found  it  fomething  j 


Or  with  the  railing  up  this  prettty  mount  here, 

My  Lord  hath  dealt  with  lj;)irits. 

Enter  Gomera.- 

Ori.  Two  long  hours  ablent? 

Com.  Thy  pardon  fweet:  I have  been  looking  on’ 
The  Prize  that  was  brought  in  by  the  brave  Tdane., 

The  valiant  Norandine.,  and  have  brought  fomething, 
That  may  be  thou  wilt  like  of^  but  one  kifs, 

And  then  poHefs  my  purchafe : there’s  a piece 
Of  cloth  of  TilTue,  this  of  purple  Velvet, 

And  as  they  fwear,'  of  the  right  Tyrian  dye. 

Which  others  here  but  weakly  counterfeit: 

If  they  are  worth  thy  ufe,wear  them  *,  if  not, 

BeRow  them  on  thy  women. 

Abd.  Here’s  the  Husband. 

Gom.  While  there  is  any  trading  on  the  Sea 
ThouRialt  want  nothing-,  ’tis  a Soldiers  glory. 
However  he  negled  himfelf,  to  keep 
His  MiRrils  in  full  luRre. 

Ori.  You  exceed,  Sir. 

Gom.  Yet  there  was  one  part  of  the  prize  difposM  of 
Before  1 came,  which  ! grieve  that  I mifs’d  of. 

Being  almoR  ailiired,  it  would  have  been 
A welcome  prefent. 

Ori.  Pray  you  fay,  what  was  it.i’ 

Gom.  A Turkd/h  Captive  of  incomparable  beauty. 
And  without  queRion,  in  her  Countrey  Noble  j 
Which,  as  companion  to  thy  faithful  Moor., 

1 would  have  given  thee  for  thy  (lave. 

Ori.  But  was  /he 
Of  fuch  an  e.xquifite  form.<* 

Com.  MoR  e.xquifite. 

Ori.  And  well  defeended  ? 

Gom.  So  the  habit  promis’d. 

In  which,  fhe  was  taken. 

Ori.  Of  what  years  ? 

Gem.  ’Tis  laid 
A Virgin  of  fourteen. 

Ori.  1 pity  her, 

Andwifh  file  were  mine,  that  I might  have  the  means 
T’ entertain  her  gently. 

Gom.  She’s  now  Miranda's, 

And  as  1 have  heard,  made  it  her  fuit  to  be  fb. 

Ori.  Miranda's  ? then  her  fate  deferves  not  pity. 

But  envy  rather. 

Gom.  Envy  Oriana  ? 

Ori.  Yes,  and  their  envy  that  live  free. 

Gom.  How’s  this? 

Ori.  Why,  file’s  falln  into  the  hands  of  one. 

So  full  of  that,  which  in  men  we  Rile  goodnefs. 

That  in  her  being  hisflave,  fhe  is  happier  far 
Than  if  fiie  were  confirm’d  the  S'nkands  MiRrifs. 

Gom.  Miranda  is  indeed  a Gentleman 
Of  fair  defert,  and  better  hopes,  but  yet 
He  hath  his  equals. 

Ori.  Where  ? I would  go  far. 

As  I am  now,  though  much  unfit  for  travails. 

But  to  fee  one  that  without  injury 
Might  be  put  in  the  Rale,  or  paralell’d. 

In  any  thing  that’s  Noble,  with  Miranda 'y 
His  knowledge  in  all  Icrvices  of  war. 

And  ready  courage,  to  put  into  a(fb 

That  knowing  judgement,  as  you  area  Soldier 

You  bcR  may  fpcak  of.  Nor  can  you  deliver. 

Nor  I hear  with  delight,  a better  fubjeft. 

And  heaven  did  well , in  Rich  a lovely  feature 
To  place  fo  chaRe  a mind^  for  he  is  of 
So  fweet  a carriage,  fuch  a winning  nature. 

And  fuch  a bold,  yet  well-dilpos’d  behaviour  •, 

And  to  allthefe,  h’as  fuch  a charming  tongue. 

That  if  he  would  ferve  under  Loves  frefii  colours. 
What  monumental  Trophies  might  he  raife. 
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of  his  free  coiiqiiefts,  made  in  Ladies  favors  ? 

Gom.  Yet  yon  did  relilt  him,  when  he  was 
An  earned  fuitor  to  you. 

Ori.  Yes  1 did^ 

And  if  I were  again  fought  to,  I (lioiild^ 

But  mud  aferibe  itnather  to  the  fate 
That  did  appoint  me  yours,  tlian  any  power 
Which  I can  call  mine  own. 

Gom.  Fvenlb? 

Abd.  Thanks  fortune , 

The  plot  I had  to  raife,  in  him,  doubts  of  her. 

Thou  had  effected. 

Ori.  I could  tell  you  too , 

What  caule  1 have  to  love  him,  with  what  rcafon. 
n thankfulnefs , he  may  expect  from  me. 

All  due  obfervance  •,  but  1 pals  that,  as 
A benefit,  for  which,  in  my  behalf, 

You  are  his  debtor. 

Abd.  1 perceive  it  takes, 

3y  his  chang’d  looks. 

Ori.  He  is  not  in  the  City? 
s he  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Who  Lady  ? 

Ori.  W hy  Miranda , 

-laving  you  here , can  there  be  any  clle 
’Worth  my  enquiry? 

Gom.  This  is  fomewhat  more 
Than  love  to  virtue, 

Ori.  Faith  when  he  comes  hither 
(As  fometimes,  without  quedion  you  fliall  meet  him) 
Invite  him  home. 

Gom.  T o what  end  ? 

Ori.  To  dine  with  us, 

Or  fup. 

Gom.  And  then  to  take  a hard  bed  with  you : 
Mean  you  not  fo  ? 

Ori.  If  you  could  win  him  to  it , 

’Twould  be  the  better  ^ for  his  entertainment. 
Leave  that  to  me,  he  lhall  find  Noble  ulage. 

And  from  me  a free  welcome. 

Gom.  Have  you  never 
Heard  of  a Roman  Lady  (Oriana') 

Remembred  as  a prelident  for  Matrons , 

(Chade  ones , I pray  you  underdand)  whofe  husband 
Tax’d  for  his  fowre  breath  by  his  enemy. 
Condemn’d  his  wife , for  not  acquainting  him 
With  his  infirmity? 

Ori.  ’Tis  a common  one-, 

Her  anfwer  was , having  kifs’d  none  but  him  , 

She  thought  it  was  a general  difeafe 

All  men  were  fubjeft  to  ^ but  what  infer  you 

From  that  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Why,  that  this  virtuous  Lady 
Had  all  her  thoughts  fo  fixed  upon  her  Lord, 

That  Ihe  could  find  no  fpare  time  to  ling  praifes 

Of  any  other  ^ nor  would  fhe  imploy 

Her  husband  (though  perhaps  in  debt  to  years 

As  far  as  I am)  for  an  indrument 

To  bring  home  younger  men  that  might  delight  her 

Wdth  their  difeourfe,  or 

Ori.  What  my  Lord  ? 

Gom.  Their  perfons. 

Or  if  I fhould  fpeak  plainer 

Ori.  No  it  needs  not, 

You  have  faid  enough  to  make  my  innocence  know 
It  is  fufpeded. 

Gom»  You  betray  your  felf 
To  more  than  a fufpition  could  youelle 
To  me  that  live  in  nothing  but  love  to  you 
Make  fuch  a grofs  dilcovery,  that  your  lud 
Had  fold  that  heart  I thought  mine,  to  Miranda  ? 
Or  rife  to  fuch  a height  in  impudence. 

As  to  prefume  to  work  my  yielding  weaknefs 
To  play  for  your  bad  ends,  to  my  difgrace, 

^ > --  -- 


The  Wittal,  or  the  Pander? 

Ori.  Do  not  dudy 

To  print  more  wounds,  (for  that  were  tyranny) 

Upon  a heart  that  is  pierced  through  already. 

Com.  Thy  heart?  thou  had  pierc’d  through  mine  honor 
The  honor  of  my  houfc,  fool  that  I was,  (folieone. 
To  give  it  up  to  the  deceiving  trud 
Of  wicked  woman:  for  thy  lake  vild  creature. 

For  all  I have  done  well  ,*in  my  life, 

1 have  dig’d  a grave , all  buried  in  a wife  j 
For  thee  1 have  defi’d  my  condant  Midrifs, 

That  never  fail’d  her  fervant,  glorious  war; 

For  thee,  refus’d  the  fcllowfbip  of  an  Order 
Which  Princes,  through  all  dangers,  have  been  proud 
To  fetch  as  far  as  from  Jerufalem : 

And  am  I thus  rewardecl  ? 

Vel.  By  all  goodnefs. 

You  wrong  my  Lady,  and  deferve  her  not. 

When  you  are  at  your  bed : repent  your  rafhnefs  , 

’Twill  Ihow  well  in  you. 

Abd.  Do,  and  ask  her  pardon. 

Ori.  No,  1 have  liv’d  too  long,  to  have  my  faith 
(My  tri’d  faith)  call’d  in  quedion,  and  by  him 
That  ffiould  know  true  affedion  is  too  tender 
To  differ  an  unkind  touch,  without  ruine  ; 

Study  ingratitude,  all , from  my  example ; 

For  to  be  thankful  now,  is  to  be  falle. 

But,  be  it  fo,  let  me  dye,  1 fee  you  wifh  it ; 

Yet  dead  for  truth,  and  pities  fake,  report 

What  weapon  you  made  choice  of,  when  you  kild  me. 

Vel.  She  faints. 

Abd.  What  have  ye  done  ? 

Ori.  My  lad  breath  cannot 
Be  better  fpent,  than  to  fay  I forgive  you; 

Nor  is  my  death  untimely , fmee  with  me 
I take  along , what  might  have  been  hereafter 
In  fcorn  delivered  for  the  doubtful  ifliie 
Of  a fufpeded  mother. 

Vel.  Oh,  Ihe’s  gone. 

Abd.  For  ever  gone.  Are  you  a man? 

Com.  I grow  here. 

Abd.  Open  her  mouth , and  power  this  Cordial  in  it ; 
If  any  fpark  of  life  be  unquench’d  in  her. 

This  will  recover  her. 

Vel.  ’Tis  all  in  vain. 

She’s  diffe  already : live  I,  and  Ihe  dead  ? 

Gom.  How  like  a murtherer  I dand  ? look  up , 

And  hear  me  curfe  my  felf,  or  but  behold 
The  vengeance  I will  take  for’t  Oriana , 

And  then  in  peace  forlake  me : Jealoulie, 

Thou  loathfome  vomit  of  the  fiends  below , 

What  defperate  hunger  made  me  to  receive  thee 
Into  my  heart,  andibul?  I’ll  let  thee  forth. 

And  fo  in  death  find  eafe ; and  does  my  fault  then 
Deforve  no  greater  punilhment  ? no.  I’ll  live 
To  keep  thee  for  a fury  to  torment  me. 

And  make  me  know  what  hell  is  on  the  earth : 

All  joyes  and  hopes  forfake  me ; all  mens  malice , 

And  all  the  plagues  they  can  inflift , I wilh  it 
Fall  thick  upon  me : let  my  tears  be  laught  at , 

And'may  mine  enemies  fmile  to  hear  me  groane; 

And  dead , may  I be  pitied  of  none.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Tertia. 

Enter  Collonna  and  Lucinda. 

Luc.  Pray  you  Sir  why  was  the  Ordnance  of  the  Fort. 
Difcharg’d  fo  fodainly  ? 

Col.  ’Twas  the  Governors  pleafure , 

In  honor  of  the  Vane.,  a cudom  us’d. 

To  fpeak  a Soldiers  welcome. 

Lnc.  ’Tis  a fit  Onet 
But  is  my  Mader  here  too  ? 

V CoK 


The  Knight  of  Malta. 


Col.  Three  days  lince. 
lie.  Might  I demand  without  offence,  lb  much, 

Is’t  pride  in  him  (liowcver  now  a Have) 

That  I am  not  admitted  to  his  prelence  ? 

Col.  His  curtdie  to  you , and  to  mankind 
May  ealily  retblvc  you,  he  is  free  ' 

From  that  poor  vice  which  only  empty  men 
Effecm  a virtue. 

Luc.  What’s  the  rcalbn  then , 

As  YOU  imagine.  Sir  ? 

Col.  Why  I tell  you  • 

You  are  a woman  of  a tempting  beauty. 

And  he,  however  virtuous,  as  a man 
SubjeA  to  humane  frailties  ^ and  how  far 
They  may  prevail  upon  him,  Ihould  he  fee  you. 

He  is  not  ignorant : and  therefore  choofes , 

W’ith  care  t’avoid  the  caufe  that  may  produce 
Some  ftrange  effed , which  will  not  well  keep  ranck 
With  the  rare  temperance,  which  is  admired 
In  his  life  hitherto. 

Lite.  This  much  increafes 
My  ffrong  deli  re  to  lee  him. 

Col.  It  fhould  rather  , 

Teach  you  to  thank  the  Prophet  that  you  worffiip. 

That  you  are  fuch  a mans,  who  though  he  may 
Do  any  thing  which  youth  and  heat  of  blood 
Invites  him  to , yet  dares  not  give  way  to  them ; 

Your  entertainment’s  Noble,  and  not  like 
Your  prefent  fortune^  and  if  all  thofe  tears 
Which  made  grief  lovely  in  you  , in  the  relation 
Of  the  fad  ftory , that  forc’d  me  to  weep  too. 

Your  husbands  hard  fate  were  not  counterfeit ; 

You  Ihould  rejoyce  that  you  have  means  to  pay 
A chaff:  life  to  his  memory,  and  bring  to  him 
Thofe  fweets,  which  while  he  liv’d,  he  could  not  tall  of-, 
But  if  you  wantonly  bellow  them  on 
Another  man  you  offer  violence 

To  him,  though  dead-,  and  his  griev’d  Ipirit  will  luffer 
For  your  immodeff:  loofenefs. 

Luc.  Why,  I hope.  Sir, 

My  willingnefs  to  Ipok  on  him,  to  whom 
I owe  my  life  and  lervice,  is  no  proof 
Of  any  unchaff:  purpofe. 

Col.  So  I vvilh  too , 

And  in  the  confidence  it  is  not.  Lady, 

I dare  the  better  tell  you  he  will  fee  you 
This  night,  in  which  by  him  I am  commanded, 

To  bring  you  to  his  chamber,  to  what  end 
1 eafily  Ihould  guefs,  were  I Miranda-^ 

And  therefore,  though  I can  yield  little  rcalbn , 

(But  in  a general  love  to  womens  goodnefs) 

W'hy  I Ihould  be  fo  tender  of  your  honor, 

I willingly  would beftow  Ibme counfail  of  you. 

And  would  you  follow  it? 

Lhc.  Let  me  firff:  hear  it. 

And  then  I can  refolve  you. 

Col.  My  advice  then 

Is,  that  you  would  not , (as  molt  Ladies  ule 
W'hen  they  prepare  themlelves  for  fuch  encounters) 

Study  to  add,  by  artificial  dreffings 
To  native  excellence^  yours  (without  help) 

But  ften  as  it  is  now,  would  make  a Hermit 
Leaves  his  deaths  head,  and  change  his  after  hopes 
Of  endlefs  comforts  for  a few  Ihort  minutes 
Of  prefent  pleafures  -,  to  prevent  which.  Lady, 

Practice  to  take  away  from  your  perfedlions , 

And  to  preferve  your  challity  unftain’d , 

The  moll  deform’d  lhape  that  you  can  put  on 
To  cloud  your  bodies  fair  gifts,  or  vour  minds, 

(It  being  laboured  to  fo  chaff:  an  ena) 

Will  prove  the  fairelt  ornament. 

Lu^..  To  take  from 

The  workmanlhip  of  Heaven  is  an  offence 
As  great,  as  to  endeavor  to  add  to  it  j 


Of  which,  I’ll  not  be  guilty:  Challity 
That  lodges  in  deformity,  appears  rather 
A muia  impos’d  by  nature,  than  a bleffing-. 

And  ’tis  commendable  only  when  it  conquers. 

Though  nere  lb  oft  allaulted,  in  refinance : 

For  me,  I’ll  therefore  fo  difpofemy  felf. 

That  if  I hold  out,  it  lhall  be  with  honor 

Or  if  I yield,  Miranda  lhall  find  Ibmething 

To  make  him  love  his  vidory.  Lxit. 

Col.  With  what  cunning 
This  woman  argues  for  her  own  damnation  ? 

Nor  lliould  I hold  it  for  a miracle. 

Since  they  are  all  born  Sophijierf  to  maintain 
That  lull  is  lawful , and  the  end  and  ufe 
Of  their  creation : would  I never  had 
Hop’d  better  of  her  or  could  not  believe. 

Though  feen  the  ruin,  I mull  ever  grieve.  Exit. 

Scitna  ^uarta. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  Servants  n>itb  Lights. 

Mir.  I’ll  lee  you  in  your  chamber.  A Table  out. 

Nor.  Pray  ye  no  farther : trvo  jiools. 

It  is  a ceremony  I exped  not, 

I am  no  llranger  here,  I know  my  lodging. 

An  have  llept  foundly  there,  when  the  Turks  Cannon 
Playd  thick  upon’t : O ’twas  Royal  Mufick , 

And  to  procure  a Ibund  ffeep  for  a Souldier , 

Worth  forty  of  our  Fiddles.  As  you  love  me 
Prefs  it  no  farther. 

Mir.  You  will  overcome. 

Wait  on  him  carefully. 

Nor.  I have  took  lince  liipper 

A roule  or  two  too  much,  and  by - 

It  warms  my  blood. 

Mir.  You’ll  ffeep  the  better  for’t. 

Nor.  — on’t,  I Ihould,  had  but  I a kind  wench 
To  pull  my  Boot-hole  off,  and  warm  my  night-cap. 
There’s  no  charm  like  it : I love  old  Adams  way 
Give  me  a diligent  Eve,  to  wait  towards  bed-time , 

Hang  up  your  fmooth  chin  page : and  now  I think  on’t , 
Where  is  your  Turkjjh  Prilbner  ? 

Mir.  In  the  Callle, 

But  yet  I never  law  her. 

Nor.  Fie  upon  you: 

See  her  for  fliame  or  hark  ye , if  you  would 
Perform  the  friends  part  to  me,  the  friends  part. 

It  being  a falhion  of  the  lalt  edition. 

Far  from  panderilm , now  fend  her  to  me 

You  look  llrange  on’t , no  entertainment’s  perfed 

Without  it  on  my  word^  no  livery  like  it-, 

There’s  no  fuit  got  without  it, 

Gold  is  an  als  to’t. 

Mir.  Go  to  bed,  to  bed. 

Nor.  Well,  if  fhe  come,  I doubt  not  to  convert  her. 

If  not,  the  fin  lye  on  your  head. 

Good  night  Exit  Nor.  and  Servants. 

Enter  Colonna  and  Lucinda. 

Col.  There  you  lhall  find  him  Lady : you  know  what  I 
And  if  you  pleale  you  may  make  ufe.  (have  faid, 

Luc.  No  doubt  Sir. 

Gol.  From  hence  I lhall  hear  all. 

Mir.  Come  hither  young  one. 

Belhrew  my  heart  : a handfome  wench : come  nearer, 

A very  handfome  one:  do  not  you  grieve.  Sweet, 

You  are  a prilbner? 

Lhc.  The  lols  of  liberty 
No  doubt  Sir,  is  a heavy  and  a lharp  burden 
To  them  that  feel  ittruely:  But  your  lervant , 

Your  humble  handmayd,  never  felt  that  rigor , 

Thanks  to  that  noble  will : no  want,  no  hunger, 
(Companions  Hill  to  Haves)  no  violence 

Nor 
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Nor  any  unbelceming  ad,  we  ftart  at. 

Have  I yet  with  •,  a!l  content  and  goodnefs , 

Civility,  and  Ivveetncfs  of  behaviour 

Dwell  round  about  me  •,  therefore  worthy  Mailer, 

I cannot  fay  I grieve  my  liberty. 

MA-.  Do  not  you  fancy  me  too  cold  a Soldier, 

Too  obllinate  an  enemy  to  youth. 

That  had  lb  fair  a jewel  in  my  Cabinet , 

And  in  Iq  long  a time , would  nere  look  on  it  ? 

Col.  What  can  flie  fay  now  ? 

Lhc.  Sure  I defir’d  to  fee  ye. 

And  with  a longing  wifli. 

Co!.  There’s  all  her  virtue. 

Luc.  Purfu’d  that  full  delire  to  give  ye  thanks  Sir, 
The  only  Sacrifice  I have  left,  and  fervice. 

For  all  the  virtuous  care  you  have  kept  me  lafe  with. 

Col.  She  holds  well  yet.  ’ 

Mir.  The  pretty  fool  Ipeaks  finely : 

Come  lit  down  here. 

Luc.  O Sir,  ’tis  molt  unfeemly. 

Mir.  I’ll  have  it  fo:  fitclofe,  now  tell  me  truly. 

Did  you  ere  love  yet  ? 

Luc.  My  years  will  anfwer  that  Sir. 

M;V.  And  did  you  then  love  truly  ? 

Luc.  So  1 thought  Sir. 

Mir.  Can  ye  love  me  fo  ? 

Col.  Now! 

Luc,  With  all  ray  duty  • 

I were  unworthy  of  thofe  favors  elfe. 

You  daily  Ihowre  upon  me. 

Mir.  What  thinkft  thou  of  me? 

Luc.  I think  ye  are  a truly  worthy  Gentleman^ 

A pattern,  and  a pride  to  the  age  yc  live  in, 

Sweet  as  the  commendations  all  men  give  ye. 

Mir.  A pretty  flattering  rogue,  dare  ye  kifs  that  fweet 
Ye  fpeak  lb  fweetly  of?  Come.  (man 

Col.  Farewell  virtue. 

Mir.  What  haft  thou  got  between  thy  lips?  kifs  once 
Sure  thou  haft  a fpell  there.  ^ (more. 

Luc.  More  than  ere  1 knew  Sir. 

Col.  All  hopes  go  now.  (hear  me, 

Mir.  I muft  tell  you  a thing  in  your  ear,  and  you  muft 
And  hear  me  willingly,  and  grant  me  fo  too, 

’Twill  not  be  worth  my  asking  elfe. 

Luc.  It  muft  be 

A very  hard  thing  Sir,  and  from  my  power , ^ 

I lhall  deny  your  goodnefs. 

Mir.  ’Tis  a good  wench  ^ I muft  lye  with  ye  Lady. 

Luc.  ’Tisfomething  ft  range: 

'or  yet  in  all  my  life  I knew  nq  bedfellow. 

M/>.  You  will  quickly  find  that  knowledge. 

Luc.  To  what  end  Sir? 

Mir.  Art  thou  fo  innocent,  thou  canft  not  guefs  at  it  ? 
Did  thy  dreams  never  diredl  thee  ? 

Luc.  ’Faith  none  yet  Sir.  (pleafure  ^ 

Mir.  I’ll  tell  thee  then : I would  meet  thy  youth , and 
Give  thee  my  youth  for  that,  by  heaven  Ihe  fires  me. 
And  teach  thy  fair  white  arms,  like  wanton  Ivies 
A thoufand  new  embraces. 

Luc.  Is  that  all  Sir?  ’ ’ 

And  lay  I Ihould  try , may  not  we  lie  quietly  ? 

Upon  my  confidence  I could. 

Mir.  That’s  as  we  make  it.  (then  ? 

Luc.  Grant  that,  that  likes  ye  belt , what  would  ye  do 

Mir.  What  would  I do  ? certainly  I am  no  baby , 

Nor  brought  up  for  a Nun  ^ hark  in  thine  ear. 

Luc.  Fie,  fie,  Sir. 

Mir..  I would  get  a brave  boy  on  thee, 

A warlike  boy. 

Luc.  Sure  we  fliall  get  ill  Chriftians. 

Mir.  We’ll  mend  ’em  in  the  breeding  then. 

Luc.  Sweet  Mafter.  , 

Col.  Never  belief  in  woman  come  near  me  more. 

Luc.  My  beft  and  nobleft  Sir,  if  a poor  Virgin, 


(For  yet  by 1 amfo)  (liould  chance  fo  far 

(Seeing  your  excellence,  and  able  Iwcetncfs) 

I'o  forget  her  felf,  and  flip  into  your  bofomc. 

Or  to  your  bed  , out  of  a doting  on  yc , 

Take  it  the  belt  way,  have  you  that  cruel  heart. 

That  murd’ring  mind  too  ? 

Mir.  Yes  by  my  troth  (fweet)  have  I, 

To  lie  with  her. 

Luc.  And  do  you  think  it  Well  done?  (wench, 

Mir.  That’s  as  Ihe’ll  think  when ’tis  done  i come  to  bed 
For  thou  art  fo  pretty , and  fo  witty  a companion, 

We  muft  not  part  to  night. 

Luc.  Faith  let  me  go  Sir, 

And  think  better  on’t. 

Mir.  Yfaith  thou  lhalt  not^ 

I warrant  thee  I’ll  think  on’t. 

Luc.  I have  heard  ’em  fay  here , 

You  are  a Maid  too. 

Mir.  I am  lure  1 am,  wench , 

If  that  will  pleafe  thee. 

Luc.  I have  feen  a wonder, 

And  would  you  loole  that  for  a little  wantonnefs, 
(Confider  my  fweet  Mafter,  like  a man , now,) 

For  a few  honied  kifib,  Height  embraces , 

That  glory  of  your  youth  that  crown  of  fwcetnefs  ? 

Can  ye  deliver  that  unvalued  treafure  ? 

Would  ye  forlake,  to  feek  your  own  dilhonor , 

What  gone,  no  age  recovers,  nor  repentance , 

To  a poor  ftranger  ? 

Col.  Hold  there  again , thou  art  perfect. 

Luc.  I know  you  do  but  try  me. 

Mir.  And  I know 

I’ll  try  you  a great  deal  farther;  prethee  to  bed*, 

I love  thee,  and  fo  well : come  kils  me  once  more^ 

Is  a maiden-head  ill  bellow’d  o’me^* 

Luc.  What’s  this  Sir  ? 

Mir.  Why, ’tis  the  badge  ("my  Sweet)  of  that  holy  Order 
I Ihortly  muft  receive,  the  Crofs  of  Malta. 

Luc.  What  yirtue  has  it? 

Mir.  All  that  we  call  virtuous. 

Luc.  Who  gave  it  firft  ? 

Mir.  He  that  gave  all,  to  fave  us. 

Luc.  Why  then  ’tis  holy  too  ? 

Mir.  True  lign  ofholinefs. 

The  badge  of  all  his  So  Idiers  that  profefs  him. 

Luc.  The  badge  of  all  his  Soldiers  that  profefs  him, 
Can’t  lave  in  dangers  ? 

Mir.  Yes. 

Luc.  In  troubles  comfort  ? 

Mir.  You  fay  true,  fweet. 

Luc.  In  ficknes,  reftore  health 

Mir.  All  this  it  can  do. 

Luc.  Preferve  from  evils  that  afflid  our  frailties. 

Mir.  I hope  Ihe  will  be  Chrijiian  : all  theft  truly. 

Luc.  Why  are  you  lick  then,  fick  to  death  with  lull  ? 
In  danger  to  be  loft  ? no  holy  thought. 

In  all  that  heart , nothing  but  wandring  frailties 
Wild  as  the  wind,  and  blind  as  death  or  ignorance. 
Inhabit  there. 

dMir.  Forgive  me  heaven,  Ihe  lays  true. 

Luc.  Dare  ye  profefs  that  badge, prophane  that  goodnefs? 

Col.  Thou  haft  redeem’d  thy  felt  again,  moft  rarely. 

Luc.  That  holinefs  and  truth  ye  make  me  wonder  at  ? , 
Blaft  all  the  bounty  heaven  gives,  that  remembrance. 

Col.  O excellent  woman. 

Luc.  Fling  it  from  ye  quickly, 

If  ye  be  thus  refolv’d  •,  I fee  a virtue 
Appear  in’t  like  a fword,  both  edges  flaming 
That  will  confume  ye,  and  your  thoughts,  to  afhes, 

Let  them  profefs  it  that  are  pure,  and  noble. 

Gentle,  and  juft  of  thought,  that  build  the  croft , 

Not  thofe  that  break  it,  by if  ye  touch  me. 

Even  in  the  adl.  I’ll  make  that  crofs,  and  curft  ye, 

Mir.  You  lhall  not  (fair)  I did  dillemble  with  ye, 
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And  but  to  try  your  t'uith,  I faQuon’d  all  this: 

Yet  Ibnicthing  you  provoktmc:  this  fair  crofs : 

Fv  me  (if  hc'but  plcafc  to  help,  firO-gavcit) 
haanee'’r  be  worn  uj[X)n  a heart  corrupted  ^ 
o to  your  relf,  mymodclf,  honcll;  fervant, 

^^y  fair,  and  virtuous  maid,  and  llccpfecure  there. 

For  when  you  fuller,  I forget  this  fign  here. 

Col.  A man  of  men  too  : O mod  pertcel  Gentleman! 
Lu:.  All  fweet  reft  to  you  fir  •,  I am  half  a CbrijUatt.^ 
The  other  half.  I’ll  pray  for  ^ then  for  you,  Sir  •, 

Mir.  This  is  the  fovvldl  play  I’ll  fliew,  good  night,  fweet. 

Exeunt. 


AUhs  Ouartu)', 

Scsfia  Frima. 

Enter  Mountferrat  and  Rocca*. 

Mount.  The  Sun’s  not  fet  yet  ? 

Koc.  No  Sir. 

M unt.  Would  it  were. 

Never  to  rife  again  to  light  tlie  world. 

And  yet,  to  what  vain  purpolc  do  1 wifli  it . 

Since  though  I w'ere  inviron’dwith  thick  mids. 

Black  as  Cymerian  darknefs,  or  my  crimes. 

There  is  that  here,  upon  which  as  an  anvile 
Ten  thoufand  hammers  ftrike,  and  every  fpark 
They  force  from  it , to  me’s  an  other  Sun 
To  light  me  to  my  fhame? 

Koc.  Take  hope,  and  comfort. 

Mount.  They  are  aides  indeed,  but  yet  as  far  from  me, 
As  I from  being  innocent : this  cave  falhion’d 
By  provident  nature , in  this  folid  Rock 
To  be  a den  for  beads,  alone , receives  me, 

And  having  prov’d  an  enemy  to  mankind. 

All  humane  helps  forfakc  me. 

Knc.  I’ll  nee’r  leave  you. 

And  wilh  you  would  call  back  that  noble  courage 
That  old  invincible  fortitude  of  yours 
That  us’d  to  Ihrink  at  nothing. 

Miunt.  Then  it  did  not. 

But  ’twas  when  I was  honed  •,  then  in  the  height 
Of  all  my  happinefs,  of  all  my  glories. 

Of  all  delights , that  made  life  pretious  to  me 
[ durd  dye  Kncca death  it  felf  then  to  me 
W’as  nothing  terrible , becaufc  I knew , 

The  fame  of  a good  Knight  would  ever  live 
Frelh  on  my  memory  but  fince  I fell 
From  my  integrity,  and  difinis’d  thofe  guards, 

Thofe  drong  alfurances  of  innocence , 

That  condancy  fled  from  me , and  what’s  worfc. 

Now  I am  loathfome  to  my  lelf^  and  life 
A burthen  to  me,  rack’d  with  fad  remembrance 
Of  what  I have  done,  and  my  prefent  horrors 
Unfufferable  to  me,  tortur’d  with  defpair 
That  I lhall  nee’rfind  mercy:  hell  about  me. 

Behind  me.  and  before  me,  yet  I dare  not, 

Still  fearing  worfe,  put  off  my  wretched  Being. 

Enter  Abdella. 

Koc.  To  fee  this  would  deter  a doubtful  man 
From  mifehievous  intents,  much  more  the  pradicc 
Of  what  is  wicked:  here’s  the  Moore,  look  up  Sir, 
Some  cafe  may  come  from  her. 

Mount.  New  trouble  rather. 

And  I ex  peed  it. 

Abd.  \\'hO  is  this  ? Mountferrat  ? 

Rife  np  for  fliamc,  and  like  a river  dri’d  up 
With  a long  drought,  from  me,  your  bounteous  Sea 
Receive  thofe  tides  of  comfort  that  flow  to  you^ 

If  c\'crl  look  lovely;  ifdefcrt. 


Could  ever  challenge  welcome  ^ if  revenge , 

And  unexpeifled  wreak,  were  ever  pleafing 
Or  could  endear  the  giver  of  fuch  bleflings. 

All  thefe  I come  adorn’d  with,  and,  as  due. 

Make  challenge  of  thofe  fo  long  wilh’d  embraces 
Wdhch  you  ( unkind)  have  hitherto  deny’d  me. 

Mount.  Why,  what  have  you  done  for  {me? 

Abd.  Made  Corner  a , 

As  truely  miferable,  as  you  thought  him  happy. 

Could  you  wifli  more? 

Mount.  As  if  his  fickncfs  could 
Recover  mcj  the  injuries  I receiv’d 

WeveOriana^s. 

Abd.  She  has  paid  dear  for  ’em , 

She’s  dead. 

Mount.  How  ? < 

Abd.  Dead  my  hate  could  reach  no  farther ; 

Taking  advantage  of  her  in  a fwoon , 

Under  pretence  to  give  a Cordial  to  her 
I poyfon’d  her : what  ftupid  dulnefs  is  this  ? 

What  you  fhould  entertain  with  facrifice. 

Can  you  receive  fo  coldly  ? 

Mount.  Bloody  deeds 

Are  grateful  offerings , pleafing  to  the  devill. 

And  thou , in  thy  black  fhape,  and  blaker  adions 
Being  hels  perfed  charadter , art  delighted 
To  do  what  I thought  infinitely  wicked, 

Tremble  to  hear : thou  haft,  in  this  taen  from  me 
All  means  to  make  amends  with  penitence  , 

To  her  wrong’d  virtues,  and  dilpoil’d  me  of 
The  poor  remainder  of  that  hope  was  left  me. 

For  all  I have  already,  or  muft  fuffer. 

Abd.  I did  it  for  the  beft. 

Mount.  For  thy  worft  ends. 

And  be  afliir’d  but  that,  I think  to  kill  thee 
Would  but  prevent,  what  thy  defpair  muft  force  thee 
To  do  unto  thy  felf,  and  fo  to  add  to 
Thy  moft  afliir’d  damnation,  thou  wert  dead  now, 

But  get  thee  from  my  fight ; and  if  luftof  me 
Did  ever  fire  thee  ( love  I cannot  call  it) 

Leap  down  from  thofe  fteep  Rocks,  or  take  advantage 
Of  the  next  tree  to  hang  thy  felf,  and  then 
1 may  laugh  at  it. 

Abd.  In  the  mean  time 

I muft  be  bold,  to  do  fb  much  for  you,  ha,  ha. 

Mount.  Why  grinft  thou,  devil? 

Abd.  That  ’tis  in  my  power, 

To  punifh  thy  ingratitude  I made  trial 
But  how  you  flood  affefted,  and  fince  I know 
I’m  us’d  only  for  a property , 

I can,  and  will  revenge  it  to  the  full. 

For  underftand , in  thy  contempt  of  me , ' 

Thofe  hopes  of  Or  tana.,  which  I could 
Have  chang’d  to  certainties,  are  loft  for  ever. 

Mount.  Why,  lives  fhe? 

Abd.  Yes,  but  never  to  Mountferrat  ^ 

Although  it  is  in  me,  with  as  much  eafe 
To  give  her  freely  up  to  thy  polTellion, 

As  to  remove  this  rufli^  which  yet  defpair  of: 

For  by  much  wrong’d  love,  gattery,  nor  threats , ^ 

Tears,  prayers,  nor  vowes,  fhali  ever  win  me  to  it: 

So  with  my  curfe  I leave  thee. 

Mount.  Prethee  flay , 

Thou  know’ft  I dote  on  thee , and  yet  thou  art 
So  pcevilh , and  perverle , lb  apt  to  take 
Triffles  unkindly  from  me. 

Abd.  To  perfwade  me 

To  break  my  neck,  to  hang,  then  damn  my  felf. 

With  you  are  trifles. 

Mount.  ’Twas  my  melancholy 
That  made  me  fpeak  I know  not  what : forgive  , 

I will  redeem  my  fault. 

Koc.  Believe  him  Lady. 

Mount.  A thoufand  times  I will  demand  thy  pardon, 
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And  keep  the  reckoning  on  thy  lips  with  killcs. 

Abd.  There’s  fomething  cll’e , that  would  prevail  more 

(with  me. 

Mount.  Thou  (lialt  have  aJJ  thy  willies  do  but  bids  me 
With  means  to  fatisfie  my  mad  delires 
For  once  in  Oriana  and  for  ever 
1 am  thine,  only  thine  my  belt  Abdella. 

Abd.  Were  1 allur’d  of  this,  and  that  ^ou  would 
Having  enjoy’d  her 

Mount.  Any  thing : make  choice  of 
Thine  own  conditions. 

Abd.  Swear  then,  that  perform’d, 

(To  free  me  from  all  doubts  and  fears  hereafter) 

To  give  me  leave  to  kill  her. 

Mount.  That  our  fafety 
Mull  of  necdlity  urge  us  to. 

Abd.  Then  know 

It  was  not  poyfon , but  a neeping  potion 
\\  hich  Ihe  receiv’d:,  yet  of  lufficient  ftrength 
So  to  bind  up  her  fences , that  no  fign, 

Of  life  appear’d  in  her : and  thus  thought  dead. 

In  her  bell  habit,  as  the  curtom  is 
You  know  in  Malta.,  with  all  ceremonies 
She’s  buried  in  her  families  monusnent. 

In  the  Temple  of  St.  John-.,  I’ll  bring  you  thither. 

Thus,  as  you  are  difguis’d-,  fome  fix  hours  hence 
The  potion  will  leave  working. 

Kff'-'.  Let  us  halbe  then. 

Mount.  Be  my  good  angel,  guide  me. 

Abd.  But  remember, 

You  keep  your  Oath. 

Mount.  As  1 defire  to  profper 
In  what  I undertake. 

1 ask  no  more.  > "Exeunt, 

Sc£na  Secunda.  • 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  and  Colionra^ 

Col.  Here  fir,  I have  got  the  Keyi  I borrow’d  it 
Of  him  that  keeps  the  Church,  the  door  is  open. 

Mir.  Look,  to  the  horfesthen,  andpleafethe  fellow. 
After  a few  devotions.  I’ll  retire. 

3e  not  far  oft , there  may  be  Ibme  ufe  of  ye , 

Give  me  the  light:  come  friend,  a few  good  prayers 
W’ere  not  befrow’d  in  vain  now , even  from  you  Sir. 

Men  that  are  bred  in  blood,  have  no  way  left ’em. 

No  bath , no  purge,  no  time  to  wear  it  out 
Or  wafn  it  off,  but  penitence,  and  prayer : 

I am  to  take  the  order , and  my  youth 
Loaden  1 muff  confefs  with  many  follies , 

Circled  and  bound  about  with  fins  as  many 
As  in  the  houfe  of  memory  live  figures. 

My  heart  I’ll  open  now,  my  faults  confefs. 

And  raife  a new  man,  heaven,  I hope,  to  a new  life. 

Nor.  I have  no  great  devotion , at  this  inftant. 

But  for  a prayer  or  two,  I will  not  out  Sir, 

Hold  up  your  finger , when  you  have  pray’d  enough. 

Mir.  Go  you  to  that  end. 

Nor.  I fhall  nee’r  pray  alone  fure, 

I have  been  fo  us’d  to  anfwer  the  Clerk : would  I had  a 
cuJhion,  for  I fhall  ne’r  make  a good  Hermit,  and  kneel 
till  my  knees  are  horn , thefe  ftones  are  plaguy  hard  • 
where  fhall  I begin  now?  for  if  I do  not  obferve  a method, 
I fhall  be  out  prefently.o 

Ori.  Oh,  oft 

Nor.  What’s  that  Sir  ? did  ye  hear? 

Mir.  Ha  •,  to  your  prayers. 

Nor.  ’Twas  here  abouts,  t’hasput  me  clean  away  now, 
I fhall  nee’r  get  in  again,  ha,  by  Land, 

And  water,  all  children,  and  sll  women, 

I there  it  was  I left. 

Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  Never  tell  me  Sir, 

Here’s  fomething  got  amongft  us. 


Mir.  I heard  a groan : 

A difmal  one,  Ori.  Oh,  Oh. 

Nor.  Here , ’tis  here  Sir,  ’tis  here  Sir  j 
A devil  in  the  wall. 

Mir.  ’Tis  fome  illufion 

To  fright  us  from  devotion Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  Why  ’tis  here  , 

The  fpirit  of  a huntefman  choak’d  with  butter : 

Here’s  a new  tomb,  new  trickments  too. 

Mir.  For  certain. 

This  has  not  been  three  days  here. 

Nor.  And  a Tablet 
With  rimes  upon’t. 

Mir.  I prethce  read  ’em  Norandine. 

Nor.  An  Epi-and  Epi~taff  I think  ’tis,  I ’tis  taff,  an 
Upon  the  molt  excell,  excell— lent— and.  (Epitaff 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  read. 

Nor.  I have  fpoyl’d  mine  eyes  with  gunpowder, 

M?r.  An  Epitaph  upon  the  moll  virtuous,  and  excellent 
The  honor  of  Chaflity,  Oriana.  (Lady 

Nor.  The  grand  mailers  filler  : how  a devil  came  file  here.'* 
When  fliptfhe  out  o’th’way,  the  flone’s  but  half  upon  her. 

Mir.  ’Tis  a fodain  change : certain  the  mifehief 
Mount f err  at  offer’d  to  her  broak  her  heart-firings. 

Nor.  Would  he  were  here,  I would  be  the  clerk  my  felf. 
And  by  this  little  light , I would  bury  him  alive  here : 
Here’s  no  lamenting  now.  Ori.  Oh,  oh. 

Nor.  There  ’tis  (for  her. 

Mir.  Sure  from  the  monument,  the  very  ftone  groanes 
Oh,  dear  Lady : blefling  of  women,  virtue  of  thy  fex-, 
How  art  thou  fet  for  ever,  how  ftol’nfrom  us. 

Babling , and  prating  now  converfe  with  women. 

Nor.  Sir,  itrifes,it  looks  up.  She  rifes  up. 

Mir.  Heaven  blefs  us.  ' 

Nor.  It  is  in  womans  cloathes,  it  rifes  higher. 

Mir.  It  looks  about , and  wonders,  fure  fhe  lives  Sir. 
’Tis  fhe,  ’tis  Oriana , ’tis  that  Lady. 

Nor.  Shall  I go  to  her  ? Ori.  Where  am  I ! 

Mir.  Stand  flill. 

Ori.  What  place  is  this 
Nor.  She  is  as  Jive  as  I am. 

Ori.  What  fmell  of  earth,  and  rotten  bones,  what  dark 
Lord,  whither  am  I carried?  (place? 

Nor.  How  file  flares , 

And  fets  her  eyes  upon  him. 

Mir.  How  is’t  dear  Lady? 

Do  you  know  me,  how  flie  fiiakes/* 

Ori.  You  are  a man. 

Mir.  A man  that  honors  you. 

Ori.  A cruel  man , 

Ye  are  all  cruel ; are  you  in  your  grave  too? 

For  there’s  no  trufling  cruel  man,  above  ground. 

Nor.  Byr’Lady  that  goes  hard. 

Mir.  To  do  you  fervice 
And  to  refcore  ye  to  the  joys  you  were  in. 

Ori.  I was  in  joyes  indeed , and  hope — i 
Mir.  She  finks  again 

Again  fhe’sgone^  fhe’s  gone:  gone  as  afhadow, 

She  finks  for  ever,  friend. 

Nor.  She  is  cold  now, 

She  is  certainly  departed,  I mufl  cry  too. 

Mir.  The  bleffed  angels  guide  thee : put  the  flone  too. 
Beauty  thou  art  gone  to  dull,  goodnefs  to  afhes. 

Nor.  Pray  take  it  well : we  mufl  all  have  our  hours 
Sir. 

^ Mir.  I,  thus  we  are  ^ and  all  our  painted  glory , 

A buble  that  a boy  blows  in  toth’  ayr  , 

And  there  it  breaks. 

Nor.  I am  glad  ye  fav’d  her  honor  yet. 

Mir.  Would  I had  fav’d  her  life  now  too : oh  heaven 
For  fuch  a bleffing,  fuch  a timely  blefling 
O friend,  what  dear  content  ’tw^ould  be,  what  flory 
To  keep  my  name  from  worms?  Oria  Oh,  oh. 


Nor.  She  lives  again. 
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T"’as  but  a trance, 

Mrr.  Fray  ye  call  my  man  in  prcfently 
Help  with  the  ftone  firll,  ohlhcltirs  again. 

Oh  call  my  man  away. 

Kjt.  1 I fly  Sir. 

Mir.  Upon  my  knees  O heaven,  O heaven  I tliank  thee. 
i.nttr  Coloima,  and  Norand. 

The  living  heat  Heals  into  every  member 
Come  help  the  Colhn  out  foftJy,  and  fodainlyj 
Where  is  the  Clerk? 

Col.  Drunk  above  he  is  fure  Sir. 

Mtr.  Sirrah,  you  mufl:  be  fecret. 

Col.  As  your  Ibul  Sir. 

Mir.  Softly  good  friend,  take  her  into  your  armes. 

Nor.  Put  in  the  cruft  again. 

Mir.  And  bring  her  out  there  when  I am  a horfeback 
My  man,  and  I will  tenderly  condud  her 
Unto  the  Fort-,  ftayyou,  and  watch  what  ifliie, 

.And  what  inquirie’s  for  the  body. 

Nor.  Well  Sir. 

Mir.  And  when  ye  liave  done,  come  back  to  me. 

Nor.  I will. 

Mir.  Softly,  oh  fbftly. 

Nor.  She  grows  warmer  ftill  Sir. 

Col.  W'hat  fliall  I do  with  the  Key  ? 

Mir.  Thou  canft  not  ftir  now, 

Leave  it  ith’door,  go  get  the  horfes  ready.  'Exeunt. 
Enter  Rocca,  Mountferrat,  Abdella,  mtbadarh^Lanthorn.. 

Koc.  The  door’s  already  ofpen,  the  Key  in  it. 

Mount.  W’kat  were  thofe  paft  by  ? 

ls(K.  Some  fcout  of  Soldiers,  I think. 

Mount.  It  may  well  be  fo,  for  I faw  their  horfes;. 

They  faw  not  us  I hope. 

Abd.  No,  no,  we  were  clofe , 

Befide  they  were  far  off 

Mount.  \Vhat  time  of  night  ish:? 

Abd.  Much  about  twelve  I think. 

Roc.  Let  me  go  in  firfh 
For  by  the  leaving  open  of  the  door  here 
There  may  be  fome  body  in  the  Church:  give  me  the 

Abd.  You’ll  love  me  now  I hope.  (Lanthorne. 

Mount.  Make  that  good  to  me 
Your  promife  is  engaged  for. 

Abd.  Why  fhe  is  there 
Ready  prepar’d , and  much  about  this  time 
Life  will  look  up  again. 

Roc.  Come  in  all’s  fiire, 

Not  a foot  ftirring,  nor  a tongue. 

Mount.  Heaven  blefs  me, 

I never  enter’d  with  fuch  unholy  thoughts 
This  place  before. 

Abd.  Ye  are  a fearful  fool , 

If  men  have  appetites  allow’d  ’em. 

And  w’arm  defires , are  there  not  ends  too  for  ’em  ? 

Mount.  Whether  ftiall  we  carry  her  ? 

Roc.  W'hy,  to  the  bark.  Sir, 

I have  provided  one  already  waits  usi 

The  wind  ft  ands  wondrous  fair  too  for  our  pafiage. 

Ahd.  And  there  when  ye  have  enjoy’d  her,  for  ye  have 
I>et  me  alone  to  fend  her  to  feed  fifties:  ( that  liberty 

I’ll  no  more  fighs  for  her. 

Mount.  Where  is  the  monument  ? 

Thou  art  fure  fhe  will  awake  about  this  time  ? 

Abd.  Moft  fure,  if  fhe  be  not  knockt  oth’hcad : give  me 
Here  ’tis,  how  is  this,  the  ftone  off?  (the  Lanthorn, 

Roc.  I,  and  nothing 

W'ithin  the  monument,  that’s  worfe^  no  body 
I am  fure  of  that,  nor  fign  of  any  here. 

But  an  empty  Coffin. 

Mount.  No  Lady  ? 

Rj)c.  No,  nor  Lord  Sir, 

This  Pyc  has  been  cut  up  before. 

Abd.  Either  the  Devil 
Mufl:  do  Lhefe  tricks 


Mount.  Or  thou,  damn’d  one,  worfe  ^ 

Thou  black  fwoln  pitchy  cloud,  of  all  my  afflidions : 
Thou  night  hag,  gotten  when  the  bright  Moon  fuffer’d: 
Thou  hell  it  felt  confin’d  in  flefli : what  trick  now 
Tell  me,  and  tell  me  quickly  what  thy  mifthief 
Has  done  with  her,  and  to  what  end,  and  whether 
Thou  haft  remov’d  her  body , or  by  this  holy  place 
This  Sword  fnallcut  thee  into  thoufand  pieces, 

A thoufand  thoufand,  ftrow  thee  ore  the  Temple 
A facrihee  to  thy  black  fire,  the  Devil. 

Rod.  Tell  him,  you  fee  he’s  angry 

Abd.  Let  him  burft. 

Neither  his  fword,  nor  anger  do- 1 fhake  at. 

Nor  will  yield  to  feed  his  poor  fiifpitions, 

His  idle  jealoufies,  and  mad  dogs  heats 

One  thought  againft  my  felf:  ye  have  done  a bravedeed^ 

A manly,  and  a valiant  piece  of  Service  : 

When  ye  have  kill’d  me,  reckon’t  amongftyour  Battels  ^ 
I am  forry  ye  are  fo  poor,  fo  weak  a Gentleman, 

Able  to  ftand  no  fortune  : I difpofe  of  her  ? 

My  mifehief  make  her  away  ? a likely  projed , 

I mufl:  play  booty  againft  my  felf,  if  any  thing  crofs  ye, 
I am  the  devil,  and  the  devils  heir , 

All  plagues,  all  mifehiefs. 

Mount.  Will  ye  leave  and  do  yet? 

Ab.  1 have  done  too  much , 

Far,  far  too  much,for  fuch  a thanklefs  fellow, 

If  I be  devil , you  created  me  ^ 

I never  knew  thole  arts,  nor  bloody  pradifes 
C — o’your  cunning  heart,  that  mine  of  mifehief; 

Before  your  flatteries  won  ’em  into  me. 

Here  did  I leave  her,  leave  her  with  that  certainty 
About  this  hour  to  wake  again. 

Mount.  Where  is  flie? 

This  is  the  la  ft  demand. 

Ah.  Did  I now  know  it. 

And  were  I fure,  this  were  my  lateft  minute, 

I would  not  tell  thee ; ftrike,  and  then  I’ll  curfe  thee : 

Roc.  I fee  a light,  ftand  clofe,  and  leave  your  angers. 
We  all  mifearry  elfe. 

• • Enter  Gomera,  Rage  ivith  Torch, 

Ah.  I am  now  carelefs. 

Mount.  Peace,  prethee  peace,  fweet,  peace,  all  friends. 

Abd.  Stand  dole  then. 

Gom.  Wait  there  Boy  , with  the  light,  till  I call  to 
In  darknefs  was  my  foul  and  fences  clouded  (thee; 

When  my  fair  Jewel  fell , the  night  of  jcaloufie , 

In  all  her  blacknefs  drawn  about  my  judgment  r 
No  light  was  let  into  me , to  diftinguifti 
Betwi.xt  my  fuddain  anger  and  her  honor  , 

A blind  fad  Pilgrimage  fhall  be  my  pennance  , 

No  comfort  of  the  day  will  I lookup  at: 

Far  darker  than  my  jealous  Ignorance 
Each  place  of  my  aboad  fhall  be  my  prayers 
No  ceremonious  lights  fhall  fet  off  more : 

Bright  Armes,  and  all  that  carry  luftre,  life. 

Society,  and  folace,  I forfake  ye. 

And  were  it  not  once  more  to  fee  her  beauties, 

(For  in  her  bed  of  death,  fhe  mull  be  fweet  ftill,) 

And  on  her  cold  fad  lips  feal  my  repentance-. 

Thou  child  of  heaven , fair  light  I could  not  mifs  thee. 

Mount.  I know  the  tongue,  would  I were  out  again. 

I have  done  him  too  much  wrong  to  look  upon  him. 

Ab.  There  isnofhiftingnow,Wdnefs,and  confidence 
Mufl:  carry  it  now  away;  he  is  but  one  neither. 

Naked  as  you  are , of  a ftrength  far  under. 

Mount.  But  he  has  a caufc  above  me. 

Ab.  That’s  as  you  handle  it. 

Roc.  Peace  : he  may  go  again,  and  never  fee  us. 

Gom.  I feel  I weep  apace , but  where’s  the  flood, 

The  torrent  of  my  tears , to  drown  my  fault  in  ? 

I would  I could  now,  like  aloaden  cloud, 

Begotten  in  the  moift  fbuth , drop  to  nothing. 

Give  m^  the  Torch,  Boy. 

Roc- 
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Hoc.  Now  he  muft  difcovcr  us. 

Ab.  He  has  already,  never  hide  your  head 
Be  bold  and  brave , if  we  miifi:  dye  together. 

Com.  Who’s  there?  what  friend  to  forrovv?  The  Tomb 

The  Stone  off  too?  the  body  gone,  by (wide  open 

Look  to  the  door  Boy : keep  it  fall:,  who  are  ye? 

What  facrilcgious villains?  i^licMounteferrat 
The  woolf  to  honor,  has  thy  hellilh  hunger. 

Brought  thee  to  tear  the  body  out  oth’tomb  too  ? 

Has  thy  foul  mind  fo  far  wrought  on  thee  ? ha. 

Are  you  there  too  > nay,  then  I fpie  a villany 

I never  dream’d  of  yet,  thou  finful  ulher 

Bred  from  that  rottennefs , that  bawd  to  mifehief, 

Do  you  blufh  through  all  your  blackneis  ? will  not  that  hide 

Ab.  I cannot  fpeak.  (it  ? 

Com.  You  are  well  met,  with  your  dam.  Sir, 

Art  thou  a Knight?  did  ever  on  that  fword. 

The  caufe  lit  nobly  ? could  that  hand  fight , 

Guided  by  fame,  and  fortune  ? that  heart  inflame  thee , 
W ith  virtuous  fires  of  valor , to  fall  off. 

Fall  off  fo  fiiddainly , and  with  fuch  foulnefs , 

As  the  falfe  Angels  did , from  all  their  glory  ? 

Thou  art  no  Knight , honor  thou  never  heard’ll  of. 

Nor  brave  defires  could  ever  build  in  that  breaft. 
Treafon,  and  tainted  thoughts , are  all  the  Gods 
Thou  worfhip’ft,  all  the  ftrength  thou  hadft,  and  fortune  ^ 
Thou  didfl:  things  out  of  fear,  and  falfe  heart,  villain 
Out  of  clofe  traps  and  treacheries,  they  have  raifed  thee. 

Mottm.  Thou  rav’fl:  old  man. 

Com.  Before  thou  get’ll;  off  from  me, 

Hadlt  thou  the  glory  of  thy  firft  figthts  on  thee 
W hich  thou  haft  bafely  loft , thy  nobleft  fortunes, 

And  in  their  greateft  luftres,  I would  make  thee. 

Before  we  part,  confels,  nay,  kneel,  and  do  it , 

Nay,  crying  kneel,  coldly,  for  mercy,  crying: 

Thou  art  the  recreant’ll  Rogue,  time  ever  nourilh’d. 
Thou  art  a dog , I will  make  thee  fwear,  a dog 
A mangy  Cur-dog  •,  do  you  creep  behind  the  Altar  ? 

Look  how  it  fweats,  to  Ihelter  fuch  a rafcall-, 

Firft,  with  thy  venemous  tooth  in  fed  her  chaft  life. 

And  then  not  dare  to  do  •,  next,  rob  her  reft. 

Steal  her  dead  body  out  oth’grave. 

Mount.  I have  not. 

Com.  Prethee  come  out,  this  is  no  place  to  quarrel  in, 
Valiant  Mountferrat  come. 

Mount.  I will  not  ftir. 

Com.  Thou  haft  thy  fword  about  thee , 

That  good  fword,  that  never  failfd  thee : prethee  come, 
We’ll  have  but  five  ftroaks  for  it^  on,  on  Boy, 

Here’s  one  would  fain  be  acquainted  with  thee. 

Would  wondrous  fain  cleave  thatCalves-head  of  yours  Sir , 
Come,  prethee  let’s  difpatch,  the  Moon  Ihines  finely : 
Prethee  be  kill’d  by  me , thou  wilt  be  hang’d  elfe , 

But  it  may  be,  thou  long’ll  to  be  hang’d. 

Hoc.  Out  with  him,  Sir , 

You  lhall  have  my  fword  too:  when  he’s  difpatch’d  once. 
We  have  the  world  before  us. 

Com.  Wilt  thoit  walk  fellow , 

I never  knew  a Rogue,  hang  arle-ward  lb, 

And  fuch  a defperate  knave  too. 

Ab.  Pray  go  with  him. 

Something  I’ll  promife  too , 

Mount.  You  would  be  kill’d  then  ? 

No  remedy,  I fee. 

Com.  If  thou  dar’ft  do  it? 

Mount.  Yes,  now  I dare-,  lead  Out,  I’ll  follow  prelently 
Under  the  Mount  I’ll  meet  ye. 

Com.  Go  before  me , 

I’ll  have  ye  in  a firing  tod. 

Mount.  As  I am  a Gentlemaii, 

And  by  this  holy  place  I will  not  fail  thee. 

Fear  not,  thou  ftialt  be  kill’d,  take  my  word  for  it 
I will  not  fail. 

Com.  If  thou  fcap’ft  thou  haft  Cats  luck. 

1 The  Mount? 

Mount.  The  fame : make  haft , I am  there  before  cllc. 
Com.  Go  get  ye  home  i now  if  he  Icapel  am  a Coward. 
Mount.  Well , now  I am  rcfolv’d , aud  he  lliall  find  it. 

Exeunt. 

Scttna  Tcrtia. 

Enter  Miranda,  Lucinda,  Collonna. 

M/>.  How  is  it  with  the  Lady  ? 

Luc.  Sir,  as  well 

As  it  can  be  with  one,  who  feeling  knowes  ndw 
What  is  the  curie  the  divine  jultice  lay’d 
On  the  firft  finful  woman. 

M/r.  Is  Ihc  in  travel  ? 

Lw:.  Yes  fir;,  and  yet  the  troubles  of  her  mijld 
Afflid  her  more , than  what  her  body  fuflers , 

For  in  the  extremity  of  her  pain,  (he  cryes  out. 

Why  am  1 here.^*  Where  is  my  Lord  Camera., 

Then  fometimes  names  Miranda.,  and  then  fighes. 

As  if  to  fpeak,  what  queftionlcls  fhe  loves  well , 

If  heard,  migthdo  her  injury. 

Col.  Heavens  fweet  mercy 
Look  gently  on  her, 

Mir.  Prethee  tell  her,  my  Prayers 
Are  prefent  with  her , and  good  wench  provide 
That  Ihe  want  nothing:  what’s  thy  name? 

Luc.  Lucinda.  ' 

Mir.  Lucinda  ? there’s  a profperous  omen  in  it , 

Be  a Lucina  to  her,  and  bring  word 
That  file  is  fafe  delivered  of  her  burthen  , 

And  thy  reward’s  thy  liberty : come  Collonna , 

We  will  go  fee  how  th’Engineer  has  mounted 
The  Cannon  the  great  Mafter  fent,  be  careful 
To  view  the  works,  and  learn  the  difeipline 
That  is  us’d  here : I am  to  leave  the  world 
And  for  your  fervice , which  1 have  found  faithful^ 

The  charge  that’s  mine,  if  I have  any  power 
Hereafter  may  concern  you. 

Col.  I ftill  find 
A noble  Mafter  in  you, 

Mir.  ’Tis  but  juftice , 

Thou  do’ft  deferve  it  in  thy  care,  and  duty.  Exeunt. 

Scana  ^uaria. 

Enter  GOmera,  Mountferrat,  Rocca,  Ahddl^.,n>iihaT(fiol, 

Com.  Here’s  even  ground , I’ll  ftir  no  foot  beyond  it, 
Before  I have  thy  head. 

Mount.  Draw  Rocca. 

Com.  Coward, 

Hath  inward  guilt,  robb’d  thee  as  well  of  cOurage 
As  honefty  ? that  without  odds  thou  dar’ft  not 
Anfwer  a fingle  Enemy  ? 

Mount.  All  advantage 
That  I can  take,  exped. 

Roc.  We  know  you  are  valiant. 

Nor  do  we  purpofe  to  liiake  farther  trial 
Of  what  you  can  do  now ; but  to  difpatch  yod. 

Mount.  And  therefore  fight , and  pray  together,' 

Com.  Villains, 

Whole  bafenefs,  all  difgraceful  words  made  one. 

Cannot  Cxprefs  -,  fo  ftrOng  is  the  good  caule 
That  feconds  me , that  you  fiiall  feel,  with  horror 
To, your  proud  hopes, ^what  ftrength  is  in  that  arni,.  | 
Though  old , that  holds  a fword  made  lharp  by  juftice.  | 
Ab.  You  come  then  here,  tO  prate?  figbt.i 

Mount.  Help  Rocca.,  now. 

Or  I am  loft  for  ever  -,  how  comes  this  ? 

Are  villany  and  weaknefs  twyns  ? 

Roci  I am  gone  too. 

Com.  You  fhall  not  Icape  me,  wretches,- 
Ab.  I muft  do  it, 
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All  will  go  wrong  die.  jhoots  him. 

Com.  T reachcrous  bloody  woman, 

W'hat  haft"  thou  done  ? 

Ah.  Done  a poor  womans  part, 

And  in  an  inftant , what  thcfe  men  fo  long 
Stood  Tooling  for. 

MoHut.  This  ayd  was  une.xpeftcd , 

I kifs  thee  for’t , 

Hoc.  His  right  arms  only  Ihot, 

And  that  compcll’d  him  to  forfake  his  fword  , 

He’s  elfe  umvonnded. 

Mount.  Cut  his  throat. 

Ab.  Forbear. 

Yet  do  not  hope  ’tis  with  intent  to  fave  thee. 

But  that  thou  mayft  live  to  thy  farther  torment. 

To  fee  who  triumphs  over  thee  ; come  Mountferrat, 

Here  join  thy  foot  to  mine,  and  let  our  hearts 
Meet  with  our  hands , the  contrad  that  is  made 
And  cemented  with  blood , as  this  of  ours  is. 

Is  a more  holy  fandion,  and  much  furer, 

Than  all  the  iiiperftitious  ceremonies- 
\ oa  ChrijUans  uie. 

Enter  Norandine. 

Koc.  Who’s  this? 

Mount.  Betray’d  again  ? 

Nor.  By  the  report  it  made,  and  by  the  wind 
The  Piftol  was  difeharg’d  here. 

Com.  Norandine. 

As  ever  thou  lov’lt  valor,  or  wear’ft  Arms 
To  pnnifh  bafenefs,  Ihew  it. 

Nor.  O the  devil. 

Camera  wounded,  and  my  Brache  blacky  beauty 
An  ador  in  it  ? 

Ab.  If  thou  ftrik’ft.  I’ll  Ihoot  thee. 

Nor.  How?  fright  me  with  your  Pot-gun?  what  art  thou? 
Good  heaven,  the  Rogue,  the  traytor  rogue  Mountferrat., 
To  Twinge  the  neft  of  you,  is  afport  unlookM  for, 

Hels confume  you. 

Mmnt.  As  thou  art  a man, 

I am  wounded,  give  me  time  to  anfwer  thee. 

Com.  Durd  thou  urge  thisPthis  hand  can  hold  a fword  yet. 
Nor.  Well  done:  to  fee  this  villain,  makes  my  hurts 
Bleed  frelli  again,  but  had  I not  a bone  whole, 

In  fuch  a caufe  1 hiould  do  thus,  thus  Rafcals. 

Hnter  Corporal  and  oxatch. 

Cor.  Difarm  them , and  Ihoot  any  that  refills. 

Com.  Hold  Corporal  \ 1 am  Camera., 

Nor.  ’Tis  well  yet,  that  once  in  an  age  you  can 
Remember  what  you  watch  for : I had  thought 
You  had  again  been  making  out  your  parties 
For  fucking  piggs. 

’Tis  well : 

Nor.  As  you  will  anfwer 

The  contrary  with  your  lives , fee  thcfe  forth  coming. 

Cor.  That  we  lhall  do. 

Nor.  You  bleed  apace:  good  Soldiers 
Go  help  him  to  a Surgeon, 

Hoc.  Dare  the  word. 

And  fuffer  like  your  felf. 

Ab.  From  me  learn  courage. 

Nor.  Now  for  Miranda.,  this  news  will  be  to  him 
As  welcome  as  ’tis  unexpeded;  Corporal, 

There’s  fomething  for  thy  care  tonight  j myhorfe  there. 

Exeunt. 


J&Hs  Quintus,. 

Scesna.  frima. 

Enter  Oriana,  and  Lucinda. 

Ori.  How  do’s  my  Boy  ? 

Luc.  Oh,  wondrous  lulty  Madam, 

A little  Knight  already : you  lhall  live 
To  fee  him  tofs  a ^urk^. 

Ori.  Gentle  Lucinda, 

Much  mud  I thank  thee  for  thy  care,  and  fervice. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  Colonna, 

And  may  I grow  but  drong  to  fee  Valeria,  , 

My  husband,  and  my  brother,  thou  lhalt  find 
I will  not  barely  thank  thee. 

Mir.  Look  Captain,  we  mud  ride  away  this  morning 
The  Auberge  fits  to  day,  and  the  great  Mader 
Writes  plainly,  I mud  or  deliver  in 
(The year  expir’d)  my  probation  weed , 

Or  take  the  Cloak : you  likewile  Norandine 
For  your  full  fervice,  and  your  lad  alfidance 
In  falfe  Mountferrats  apprehenfion 
Are  here  commanded  to  alibciate  me  my  twin  in  this  high 
honor. 

Nor.  I’ll  none  on’t : do  they  think  to  bind  me  to  live 
chad,  fober,  and  temperately , all  days  of  my  life  ? they 
may  as  loon  tye  ^n< Englijhman  to  live  fo-,  I lhall  be  a 
fweet  Dane , a fweet  Captain , go  up  and  down  drink- 
ing fmall  beer , and  fivearing  neagues , no , I’ll  live 
a Squire  at  Arms  dill , and  do  thou  fo  too  and  thou 
beelt  wife:  I have  found  the  mydery  now,  why  the  Gen- 
tlemen wear  but  three  bars  of  the  croft , and  the  Knights 
the  whole  one. 

Mir.  W hy  Captain 

Nor.  Marry  Sir,  to  put  us  in  remembrance,  we  are  but 
three  quarters  croft’d  in  our  licence,  and  pleafures:  but 
the  poor  Knights  croft’d  altogether-,  the  brotheis  at 
Arms , may  yet  meet  with  their  Sifters  at  Arms  , now 
and  then,  in  brotherly  love-,  but  the  poor  Knights  can- 
not get  a Lady  for  love,  nor  money:  ’tis  notfo  in  other 
Countries  I wis , pray  hade  you , for  I’ll  along , and  fee 
what  will  come  on’t.  Exit. 

Mir.  CoUonna,  provide  ftrait,  all  necefiaries 
For  this  remove,  the  Lytter  for  the  Lady , 

And  let  Lucinda  bear  her  company. 

You  lliall  attend  on  me. 

Col.  With  all  my  duties  Exitl 

Mir.  How  fare  you  gracious  Miftrift  ? 

Ori.  O Miranda.  \ 

You  pleas’d  to  honor  me  with  that  fair  title 
When  I was  free,  and  could  dilpofe  my  lelf^ 

But  now,  no  fmile,  no  word,  no  look,  no  touch 

Can  I impart  to  any,  but  as  theft 

From  my  Camera,  and  who  dares  accept , 1 

Is  an  ufurper. 

Mir.  Leave  us  •,  I have  touch’d  thee , 

(Thou  fairer  virtue,  than  thou’rt  beautiful) 

Hold  but  this  ted , fo  rich  an  ore  was  never 
Tryed  by  the  hand  of  man , on  the  vaft  earth; 

Sit  brighteft  Oriana,  is  it  fin 
Still  to  profeft  I love  you,  dill  to  vow 
lhall  do  ever.'?  heaven  my  witneft  be, 

’Tis  not  your  eye,  your  cheek,  your  tongue,  no  part 
That  fuperficially  doth  fnare  young  men. 

Which  has  caught  me  -,  read  over  in  your  thoughts 
The  dory  that  this  man  hath  made  of  you. 

And  think  upon  his  merit. 

Ori.  Only  thought 
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Cau  comprehend  it. 

W/r.  And  can  you  befo 
Cruel,  thanklels,  to  deftroy  his  youth 
That  fav’d  your  honor,  gave  you  double  life? 

Your  own,  and  your  fair  Infants?  that  when IbrtunC 
(The  blind  foe  to  all  beauty,  that  is  good,) 

■bandied  you  from  one  hazard  to  another. 

Was  even  heavens  MelTcnger,  by  providence 
Call’d  to  the  Temple,  to  receive  yoU  there, 
nto  thefc  Arms,  to  give  cafe  to  your  throwes, 

Asif’t  had  thunder’d  i take  thy  diWcMiranda^ 

'or  Ihe  was  thine  ^ Comer jealoufie 
Stnick  death  unto  tHy  heart  •,  to  him  be  dead, 

And  live  to  me,  that  gave  thee  fecond  life: 

^ct  me  but  now  enjoy  thee : Oh  regard 
The  torturing  fires  of  my  afte(^ions. 

Ori.  Oh  mailer  them,  Miranda^  as  I miney 
Who  follows  his  defires,  llich  tyrants  ferves 
As  will  opprefs  himinfupportably. 

My  flames,  Minndj^  rife  as  high  as  thine,  • 

-or  I did  love  thee  ’fore  my  marriage. 

Yet  would  I now  confent,  or  could  I think 
Thou  weitin  earndt,  (which  by  all  the  fouls 
That  have  ( for  chaftity  ) been  fandified 
cannot ) in  a moment  1 do  know 
Thou’ldft  call  fair  temperance  up  to  rule  thy  blood. 

Thy  eye  was  ever  chafte,  thy  countenance  too  honed. 
And  all  thy  wooings  was  like  Maidens  talk  y 
Who  yieldeth  unto  pleafurcs,  and  to  liift 
s a poor  captive,  that  in  Golden  Fetters 
( And  pretious  ( as  he  thinks  ) but  holding  gyves  ) 

Frets  out  his  life. 

Mir.  Find  fuch  another  woman. 

And  take  her  for  his  labour,  any  man: 

Ori.  I was  not  worthy  of  thee,  at  my  bed. 

Heaven  knew  I was  not,  1 had  had  thee  elfe  y 
Much  Ids  now  gentle  Sir  y deeds 

Have  been  as  w'hite  as  Oriana^s  fame. 

From  the  beginning  to  this  point  of  time, 

! Andlhall  we  now  begin  to  dain  both  thus? 

Think  on  the  legend  v/hich  we  two  (hall  breed 
Continuing  as  we  are,  for  chaded  dames 
And  bolded  Soldiers  to  perufe  and  read, 

1 and  read  thorough,  free  from  any  a(d 
To  caufethe  moded  cad  the  book  awa^? 

And  the  mod  honour’d  Captain  fold  it  up. 

Mir,  Faired-,  let  go  my  hand : my  pulfe  beats  thick. 
And  my  mov’d  blood,  rides  high  in  every  vain. 

Lord  of  thy  felf  now.  Soldier,  and  ever  r 
I would  not  for  Aleppo.,  this  frail  Bark, 

This  bark  of  fiefii,  no  better  deers-man  had 
Than  has  Moumferrat^s : may  you  kifs  me.  Lady.? 

Ori.  No  y though’t  be  no  efiential  injury. 

It  is  a circumdance  due  to  my  Lord, 

To  none  elfe:  and  mydeared  friend,  if  hands 
Playing  together,  kindle  heat  in  you. 

What  may  the  game  at  Lips  provoke  unto  ? 

Mir.  Oh\vhatatongue  is  here?  whil’d  lh6  doth  teach 
My  heart  to  hate  my  fond  unlawful  love, 

She  talks  me  more  in  love,  with  love  to  her. 

My  fires  flie  quencheth  with  her  arguments. 

But  as  fhe  breathes  ’em,  they  blow  frelhcr  fires. 

Sit  further  : now  my  flame  cools  -,  Husband,  Wife, 
There  is  fome  holy  mydery  in  thofe  names  • 

That  fure  the  unmarried  cannot  underdand. 

Ori.  Now  thou  art  drait,  and  dod  enamour  me. 

So  far  beyond  a carnal  earthly  love  y 
My  very  foul  doats  on  thee,  and  myfpirits 
Do  embrace  thine,  my  mind  doth  thy  mind  kifs. 

And  in  thispure  conjUndion  we  enjoy 
A heavenlier  pleafurethan  if  bodies  met: 

This,  this  is  perfed  love,  the  other  fhort. 

Yet  languifhing  fruition,  every  Swain 

And  fweating  Groom  may  clafp,  but  ours  refin’d 


I'wointcn  ages  cannot  reach  unroy 
Nor  is  our  Ipiritual  love,  a barren  joy. 

For  mark  what  blcllcd  ifluc  we’ll  beget, 

Dearer  than  children  to  polccrity, 

A great  example  to  mens  continence. 

And  wdmens  chadity,  that  is  a child 
More  fair  and  comfortable,  than  any  heir. 

Mir.  If  all  i^ives  were  but  fuch,  lud  would  not  find 
One  corner  to  inhabit,  fin  would  be 
So  drange,  remiflion  luperfluous : 

But  one  petition,  I Have  done. 

Ori.  What  (Sweet) 

Mir.  To  call  me  Lord,  if  the  hard  hand  of  death 
Seize  on  Comers  fird. 

Ori.  Oh,  much  too  worthy  y 

How  much  you  undervalue  your  own  price,  ' 

To  give  your  unbought  felf,  fora  poor  woman. 

That  has  been  once  fold,  us’d,  and  lod  her  fhow  ? 

I am  a garment  worn,  a vedol  crack’d, 

A Zone  untiM,  a L illy  trode  upon, 

A fragrant  Flower  cropt  by  another  hand. 

My  colour  fully’d,  and  my  odor’s  chang’d. 

If  when  I v/as  new  blolfom’d,  I did  fear 
My  felf  unworthy  of  Miranda^  fpring ; 

Thus  over-blown,  and  feeded,  I am  rather 
Fit  to  adorn  his  Chimney , than  his  bed. 

Mir.  Rife  miracle ; fave  Malta.,  with  thy  virtue. 

If  words  could  make  me  proud,  how  has  fne  fpoke. 

Yet  I will  try  her  to  the  very  block  j 
Hard-hearted,  and  uncivil  Orisna.; 

Ingrateful  payer  of  my  Indudries, 

That  with  a foft  painted  hypocrifie 
Cozen’d,  and  jeer’d  my  perturbation, 

Exped  a witty,  and  a fell  revenge : 

My  comfort  is,  all  men  will  think  thee  falfe, 

Befide  thy  Husband  having  been  thus  long 
(Onthisoccafion)  in  my  Fort,  and  power. 

Enter  Nor.  ColIonna,d>“  Lucinda,  n>ith  a Child. 

I’ll  hear  no  more  words ; Captain,  let’s  away 
With  all  care  fee  to  her : and  you  Lucinda 
Attend  her  diligently : fhe  is  a wonder. 

Nor  Have  you  found  fhe  was  well  deliver’d : 

What,  had  fhe  a good  Midvvife,  is  all  well? 

Mir.  You  are  merry  Norandine. 

Luc.  Why  weep  you.  Lady  ? 

Ori.  Take  the  poor  Babe  along. 

Co/,  Madam,  ’tis  here. 

Ori.  Diflembling  death,  why  didd  thou  let  me  live 
T o fee  this  change,  my  greated  caufe  to  grieve  ? Exeunt. 

''  Scans  Seennda. 

Enter  Adorius,Cadriot,  Valetta,  Gomera,Synnet,  Knights., 
tjvo  Bifhops.,  Mountferrat  guarded  hy  Corporal  and  Soldi- 
ers., Abdella,  a Gentleman  with  a Cloaks  fipord,  andSpurrs: 
Gomera. 

Val.  A tender  Husband  had  thou  fheW’d  thy  felf 
My  deared  brother,  and  thy  memory 
After  my  life  in  brazen  Charaders^ 

Shall  monumentally  be  regider’d 

To  ages  confequent,  till  times  running  hand. 

Beats  back  the  world,  to  undidinguifh’d  CW/j 
And  on  the  top  of  that  thy  name  fhall  dand 
Frefh,  and  without  decay. 

Com.  Oh  honor’d  Sir! 

If  hope  of  this,  or  any  blifs  to  come, 

Could  lift  my  load  of  grief  off  from  my  foul. 

Or  expiate  the  trefpafs  ’gaindmy  wife. 

That  in  one  hours  fufpition  I begat,  ‘ 

I might  be  won  to  be  a man  again, 

And  fare  like  other  Husbands,  fleep  and  cat^  !' 

Laugh,  and  forget  my  pleafiiig  penitence  y 
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But  till  old  nature  can  iruik.c  Inch  a wife 
Again,  I vow  ne’r  to  rcfiime  the  order 
And  habits  that  to  men  are  necellary, 

All  breath  I’ll  Ipend  in  lighs,  all  Ibund  in  groans, 

And  know  no  company  but  my  wafting  moans. 

M.  This  will  be  wilful  murder  on  your  felf, 

Xor  like  a Cdirilbian  do  you  bear  the  chance 
Which  th’  infcrutable  Will  of  Heaven  admits. 

Com.  What  would  you  have  my  weaknefs  do,  that 
Suffer’d  it  felf  thus  to  be  practis’d  on. 

By  a damn’d  hell-hound,  and  his  agent  dam. 

The  impious  Midwife,  to  abortive  births, 

And  cruel  inftrument  to  his  decrees.^ 

By  forgery  they  firft  affail’d  her  life. 

Heaven  playing  with  us  yet,  in  that,  he  wrought 
My  deareft  friend,  the  fervant  to  her  virtue 
To  combat  me,  againft  his  Miftrifs  truth. 

That  yet  efftiftlefs,  this  enchanting  Witch, 

Bred  baneftil  jealoufie  againft  my  I.ady, 

My  moft  immaculate  Lady,  which  feiz’d  on  her 
Almoft  to  death:  Oh  yet ! not  yet  content, 

She  in  my  hand  put  (to  reftore  her  life 

As  1 imagin’d)  what  did  execute 

Their  devililh  malice,  farther,  great  with  child. 

Was  this  poor  innocent,  that  too  was  loft, 

They  doubled  death  upon  her,  not  ftaying  there. 
They  have  done  violence  unto  her  Tomb, 

Not  granting  reft  unto  her  in  the  grave: 

I wdfh  Miranda  had  enjoy’d  my  prize 
For  fure  I’m  punilh’d  for  uftirping  her. 

Oh  what  a Tyger  is  refifted  Lull;  ? 

How  it  doth  forrage  all  ? 

Mount.  Part  of  this  tale 

1 grant  you  true  ^ but  ’twas  not  poilbn  given  her  ? 

Ab.  I would  It  had,  we  had  been  far  enough. 

If  w’e  had  been  lb  wife,  and  had  not  now 
Stood  curtefing  for  your  mercies  here. 

Mount.  Befide, 

W’hat  is  become  o’ th’  body.?  we  know  not. 

Val.  Peace  impudence. 

And  dear  Gomera  pradile  patience 
As  1 my  felfmuft,byfome  means  at  laft 
We  lhall  dilTolve  this  Riddle. 

Gnm.  Wherefore  comes 
This  villain  in  this  feftival  array. 

As  if  he  triumph’d  for  his  treachery .? 

Ca>i.  That  is  by  our  appointment:  give  us  leave. 
You  lhall  know  why  anon. 

Enter  Miranda,  Norandine,  Collona. 

Val.  One  of  the  Bfguard. 

Efg.  The  Gentlemen  are  come. 

Val.  Truce  then  awhile. 

With  our  fadthoughts^  what  areyoubothrefolv’d.? 

Nor.  Not  Imy  Lord,  your  down-right  Captain  ftill 
I’ll  live,  and  fer VC  you,  not  that  altogether 
I want  compundion  of  confcience, 

1 have  enough  to  fave  me,  and  that’s  all. 

Bar  me  from  drink,  and  drabs,  ev’n  hang  me  too. 

You  muft  ev’n  make  your  Captains  Capons  firft, 

1 have  too  much  flefh  for  this  fpiritual  Knighthood, 

And  therefore  do  defire  forbearance.  Sir, 

Till  1 am  older,  or  more  mortifi’d, 

1 am  too  found  yet, 

Val.  What  fay  you  Miranda  ? 

Mir.  With  all  pure  zeal  to  Heaven,  duty  to  you, 
f come  to  undergo  it. 

Val.  Proceed  to  th’  ceremony. 

Com.  Before  you  match  with  this  bright  honor’d  title. 
Admir’d  Miranda.,  pardon  what  in  thought 
I ev'cr  did  tranfgrefs  againft  your  virtue^ 

And  may  you  find  more  joy  with  your  new  Bride 
Than  poor  Gower^ae’renjoy’d  with  his. 


But ’twas  mine  own  crime,  and  I fuffer  for’t : 

Long  wear  your  dignity,  and  worthily, 

I Whilft  lobfcurely  infome  corner  vanilh. 

Mir.  Haveftronger  thoughts,  and  better,  ffrft  I crave 
According  to  the  order  of  the  Court 
Imay  difpofe  my  Captives,  and  the  Fort, 

I That  with  a clean  and  purified  heart 
The  fitlier  I may  endue  my  Robe. 

All.  ’Tis  granted. 

Enter  Oriana  vaiPd.,  Ladies,  Lucinda,  Child. 

Mir.  Bring  the  Captives.  To  your  charge 
And  ftaid  tuition,  my  moft  noble  friend  ^ 

I then  commend  this  Lady  ^ ftart  not  off 
A fairer,  and  a chafter  never  liv’d  j 
By  her  own  choice  you  are  her  Guardian, 

For  telling  her  I was  to  leave  my  Fort, 

And  to  abandon  quite  all  worldly  cares. 

Herownrequeft  was,  to  Gomerah  hands 
She  might  be  given  in  cuftody,  for  fh’ad  heard 
He  was  a Gentleman  wife,  and  temperate. 

Full  of  humanity  to  Women-kind, 

And  ’caufe  he  had  been  married,  knew  the  better 
j How  to  entreat  a Lady. 

Val.  What  Countrey- woman  is  fhe .? 

Mir.  Born  a Greel{. 

V al.  Gomera,  ’twill  be  barbarous  to  denie 
A Lady,  that  unto  your  refuge  flies. 

And  Peeks  to  fhrowd  her  under  virtues  wing. 

Gom.  Excufe  me  noble  Sir  oh  think  me  not 
So  dull  a devil,  to  forget  the  lofs 
Of  liich  a matchlefs  wife  as  I poflefsM, 

And  ever  to  endure  the  light  of  woman : 

Were  fhe  the  abftraft  of  her  fex  for  form. 

The  only  warehoufe  of  perfedion. 

Were  there  no  Rofe  nor  Lilly  but  her  Cheek, 

No  Mufick  but  her  tongue.  Virtue  but  hers  •, 

She  muft  not  reft  near  me,  my  vow  is  graven. 

Here  in  my  heart,  irrevocably  breath’d 
And  when  I break  it. 

All.  This  is  rudenels  Spaniard, 

Unfeafbnably  you  play  the  Timonijij 
Put  on  a difpolition  is  not  yours. 

Which  neither  fits  you,  nor  becomes  you. 

Gom.  Sir. 

Cajl.  We  cannot  force  you,  but  we  would  perfivade. 
Gom.  Befeech  you  Sir,  no  more,  I am  refblv’d 
I ToforfakeM^/t^i,  tread  a pilgrimage 
! To  fair  JeruJalem,  for  my  Ladies  foul. 

And  will  not  be  diverted. 

Mir.  You  muft  bear 

This  Child  along  w’ye  then.  ^ 

Gom.  What  Child? 

All.  How’s  this  ? 

Mir.  Nay  then  Gomera,  thou  art  injurious, 

I This  Child  is  thine,  and  this  rejeded  Lady 
Thou  haft  as  often  known,  as  thine  own  wife, 

And  this  I’ll  makegood  on  thee,  with  myfword. 

Com.  Thou  durft  as  well  blafpheme:  ifluchafcandal-— 
(I  crave  the  rights  due  to  a Gentleman) 

Woman  unvail. 

Ori.  Will  you  refufe  me  yet  ? 

Gom.  My  Wife! 

Val.  MySifter! 

Com.  Somebody,  thank  Heaven 
I cannot  fpeak. 

All.  Allpraifebe  ever  given: 

Mount.  Thisfaves  our  lives,  yet  would  fhe  had  been  deadi 
The  very  fight  of  her  afflids  me  more 
Than  fear  of  punifhment,  ormydifgrace. 

Val.  How  came  you  to  the  T emple  ? 

Mir.  Sir,  to  do 

My  poor  devotions,  and  to  offer  thanks 

For 
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An  Altar  dijcovcr^df  with  ‘Japert^  and  aKoot^on  it.  Ih.  iu  > 
Bifhops  [land  on  each  fide  of  ir,  Moiintlerrat^ <*/ Song 
it  finghig.,  afcends  up  the  Altar. 


For  reaping  a temptation  near  perform’d 
With  ^is  fair  Virgin.  I reftore  a wife 
Earth  cannot  parallel : and  bufie  nature 
If  thou  wilt  Ihll  make  women,  but  remember 
To  work ’em  by  this  fampler^  take  heed,  Sir, 

Henceforth  you  never  doubt,  Sir. 

Com.  When  I do 
Death  take  me  fuddainly. 

Mir.  To  increafe  your  happinefs 
To  your  beft  wife  take  this  addition. 

Com.  Alack  my  poor  knave. 

Val.  The  confelTion 
The  Moor  made ’t  feems  was  truth. 

Nor.  Marry  was  it  Sir  ^ the  only  truth  thatever*ifTued  out 
of  hell,  which  her  black  jawes  refemble  j a plague  o’  your 
bacon-face , you  mull  be  giving  drinks  with  a vengeance  *, 
ah  thou  branded  bitch:  do’ ye  ftare  goggles,  I hope  to  make 
winter- boots  o’ thy  hide  yet,  Ihe  fears  not  damning:  hell 
fire  cannot  parch  her  blacker  than  fhe  is : d’  ye  grin,  chim- 
ney-fweeper. 

Ori.  What  is’t  Miranda  ? 

Mif.  That  you  would  pleafe  Lkc7«^/<*  might  attend  you. 

Cof.  That  fuit  Sir,  I confent  not  to. 

hue.  My  husband? 

My  dearelt  Angelo  ? 

Nor.  More  Jiggam-bobs is  not  this  the  fellow  that  fwom 
Like  a duck  to  th’  fiiore  in  our  fea-fervice 

Col  The  very  lame,  do  not  you  know  me  now,  Sir, 

My  name  is  Angeh^  though  vail’d  it. 

Your  Countrey-man  and  kinlman  born  in  Florence.^ 

Who  from  the  neighbor-Ifland  here  of  Goza 

Was  captive  led,  in  that  unfortunate  day 

When  the  !Z'«ri^  bore  with  him  three  thoufand  fouls  ^ 

Since  in  Conflantinople  have  Hiv’d 
Where  I beheld  thisT«n^/&DamfeI  firft. 

A tedious  fuitor  was  I for  her  love. 

And  pittying  fuch  a beauteous  cale  Ihould  hide 
A Ibul  prophan’d  with  infidelity, 

I labour’d  her  converlion  with  my  love. 

And  doubly  won  her^  to  fair  faith  her  foul 
She  firft  betroth’d,  and  then  her  faith  to  me. 

But  fearful  there  to  confummate  this  contra^ 

W’e  fled,  and  in  that  flight  were  ta’en  again 
By  thofe  fame  Gallies,  Valetta  fought. 

Since  in  your  fervice  I attended  her. 

Where,  what  I faw,  and  heard,  hath  joy’d  me  more 
Than  all  my  paft  afflictions  griev’d  before. 

Val.  Wonders  crown  wonders:  take  thy  wife  Mir 
Be  henceforth  called  our  Malta^s  better  Angel, 

And  thou  her  evil  Momtferrat. 

Nor.  We’ll  call  him  Cacodemon,  with  his  black  gib  there, 
his  Succuba,  his  devils  feed,  his  fpawn  of  Phlegeton,  that 
o’  my  confcience  was  bred  o’ the  fpumeof  Cocitus-.^  do  ye 
fharle  you  black  Jill  ? Ihe  looks  like  the  Picture  oi  America. 

Val.  Whyftay  v/e  now. 

Mir.  This  laft  petition  to  the  Court, 

I may  bequeath  the  keeping  of  my  Fort 
To  this  my  kinfman,  toward  the  maintenance 
Of  him,  and  his  fair  virtuous  wife  ^ difereet, 

Loyal,  and  valiant  I dare  give  him  you. 

Val.  Youmuftnotask  in  vain.  Sir. 

Col.  My  beft  thanks 

To  you  my  noble  Cofin,  and  my  fervice 
To  the  whole  Courts  may  I defervethis  bounty. 

Val.  Proceed  to  th’ ceremony,  oiiQoiom'hjguard 
Degrade  Mountferrat  firft. 

Mount.  I will  not  fue 

For  mercy,  ’twere  in  vain  •,  fortune  thy  worft. 

Mufxcki 


See.,  fee.,  the  (lain  of  honor.^  virtues  foe, 

Of  Virgins  fair  fames,  the  foul  overthrow, 

‘Jhat  broken  hath  his  oath  of  chajiity 
DiJJjonor^d  much  this  holy  dignity. 

Of  with  his  Kobe,  expell  him  forth  this  plac6, 

JVhilji  we  rejoyce,  and  fing  at  hU  difgrace. 

Val.  Since  by  thy  actions  thou  haft  made  thy  felf 
Unworthy  of  that  worthy  fign  thou  wear’ll:. 

And  of  our  facred  order,  inco  which 
For  former  virtues  we  receiv’d  thee  firft. 

According  to  our  Statutes,  Ordinances, 

For  praife  unto  the  good,  a terror  to 
The  bad,  and  an  example  to  all  men  y 
We  here  deprive  thee  of  our  habit,  and 
Declare  thee  unworthy  our  Ibciety, 

From  which  we  do  expellthee,  as  a rotten  ^ 
Corrupted  and  contagious  member, 

Ffq.  Ufingth’ authority  th’ Superior 
Hath  given  unto  me,  I untie  this  knot. 

And  take  from  thee  the  pleafing  yoak  of  heaven ; 

We  take  from  off  thybreaft  this  holy  crofs 
Which  thou  haft  made  thy  burthen,  not  thy  prop  y 
Thy  fjpurs  we  fpoil  thee  of,  leaving  thy  heels  ■, 

Bare  of  thy  honor,  that  have  kick’d  againft 
Our  Orders  precepts:  next  we  reave  thy  fword. 

And  give  thee  armlefs  to  thy  enemies. 

For  being  foe  to  goodnefs,  and  to  Heaven, 

Laft,  ’bout  thy  ftiffneck,  we  this  halter  hang. 

And  leave  thee  to  the  mercy  of  thy  Court. 

Val.  Inveft  Miranda, 

SONG. 

Fair  child  of  virtue,  honots  bloom 
That  here  with  burning  zeal  doji  come 
With  joy  to  ask^the  white  crofs  cloakjt  > 

Andyield  unto  this  pleafing  yoal{^ 

That  being  young,  vows  chajiity. 

And  choofeji  wilful  poverty  •, 

As  this  flame  mounts,  fo  mount  thy  zeal,  thy  glory 
Kifepajl  the  Stars,  and  fix  in  Fleaventhyiloryt. 

1 Bijh.  Whar  crave  you,  gentle  Sir.? 

Mir.  Humble  admittance 

To  be  a brother  of  the  holy  Holpital 
Of  great  Jerufalem. 

2 Bi(h.  Breathe  out  your  vow. 

Mir.  To  heaven,  and  all  the  bench  of  Saints  abovb 
Whole  fuccor  I implore  t’ enable  me, 

I vow  henceforth  achafte  life,  not  to  enjoy 
Any  thing  proper  to  my  felf  y obedience 
To  my  fuperiors,  whom  Religion, 

And  Fleaven  Ihall  give  me : ever  to  defend 
The  virtuous  fame  of  Ladies,  and  to  oppugns 
Even  unto  death  the  Chrijlian ’snemy. 

This  do  I vow  to  accomplilh. 

Efij.  Who  can  tell. 

Has  he  made  other  vow,  or  promis’d  marriage' 

To  any  one,  or  is  in  fervitude  ? 

All.  He’s  free  from  all  thefe. 

1 BiJh.  Put  on  his  fpurs,  and  girt  him  with  the  fword, 
The  fcourge  of  Infidels,  and  tipes  of  Ipeed. 

Buildft  thy  faith  on  this  ? 

Mir.  On  him  that  dy’d 
On  fuch  a facred  figure,  for  our  fins. 

2 Bijh.  Here,  then  we  fix  it  on  thy  left  fide,  for 
Thy  increafe  of  faith,  chriilian  defence,  and  fervice' 
Toth’ poor,  and  thus  near  to  thy  heart  we  plant  it 
That  thou  maift  love  it  even  with  all  thy  heart, 
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With  lit;  righi:  hand  prorccl,  prdcrve  it  whole. 

For  if  thou  ligluii;^  ’gainif  heavens  enemies 
Shalt  flic  away,  abandonins?  the  crols 
rhe  Fjiiign  of  thy  holy  General, 

With  Ihanic  thou  julfly  lhalc  be  robb’d  of  it 
Chas’d  from  our  company,  and  cat  away 
As  an  infections  pntrified  limb, 

Mir.  1 ask  no  favour. 

1 hift}.  Then  receive  the  yoak 
Of  him  that  makes  it  Iweer,  and  light,  in  which. 

Thy  Ibul  had  her  eternal  refl:. 

VjI.  Molt  u elcome. 

All,  W clcome,  our  noble  Brother. 

Vat.  Break  up  the  Court  j MoHittftrrat^  though  your  deeds 


Confpiring’gainllthe  lives  of  innocents 

Hath  forfeited  your  own,  we  vvi  jnot  Itaiii 

Our  white  crols  with  your  blood  ; your  doom  is  then 

7°  marry  this  coagent  of  your  mifehiefs 

Which  done,  webanilh  you  the  continent, 

If  either,  after  three  dales  here  be  found 
The  hand  of  Law  laics  hold  upon  your  lives. 

Nor.  Away  French  ftallion,  now  you  have  a Barbary  mare 
of  your  own,  go  leap  her,  and  engender  young  devilings. 

Val.  We  will  find  Ibinething,  noble  Norandine 
To  cjuit  your  merit : fo  to  civil  fealts, 

According  to  our  culloms  y and  all  pray 
The  dew  of  grace,  blefs  our  new  Knight  today. 

Exeunt 


Finals. 


• U ,u  1 


1 


Loves  C ureter  the  Martial  Maid 

A C O M E D Y. 


The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Afliftant,  or  Governor 

Vitelli,  a young  Gentleman,  enemy  to  Alvarez, 
Lamoral,  a Jighting  Gallant,  friend  to  YittWi. 
Anaftro,  an  honeji  Gentleman,  friend  to  Vitelli, 

Don  Alvarez,4  noble  Gent. Fat  her  to  Lucio,  and  Clara. 
Siavedra,  afrtend to  Alvarez. 

: Lucio,  Son  to  Alvarez,  a brave  young  Gent,  in  womans 
habit. 

Alguazeir,  a parking  panderly  Conjiable, 


Pachieco,  a C abler  ^ 

Mendoza, 4 Botcher, ofworjhip. 

Metaldie,  a Smith,  y 
Lazarillo,  Pachieco  his  hungry  fervant 
Bobbadilla,  a witty  knave,  fovant  to  Eugenia,  and 
Steward  vant  to  Alvarez. 

Herald, 

Officer. 


WOMEN. 


Eugenia,  a virtuous  Lady,  wife  to  Don  Alvarez. 
CUtz,  Daughter  toEu^enh,  a martial  Maid,  valiant 
andchajie,  enamoured  of  Vitelli. 


Genevora,  Siflerto  Vitelli,  in  love  with  Luciot 
Malroda,  a wanton  Mijiirifs  of  Vitelli. 


he  Scene  Sevil. 


I 

At  the  reviving  of  this  PLAY. 


Q Tatues  ond-PiBures  challenge  price  and  fame'-, 
. If  they  can  jujtly  boaji,  and  prove  they  came 
From  Phidias  or  Apelles.  denie, 

Poetf  and  fainter  s hold  a fympathy  5 
Tet  their  works  may  decay,  and  lofe  their  grace. 
Receiving  blemip  in  il.eir  Limbs  or  Face, 
tVhen  the  Minds  Art  has  this  preheminence, 
she  fill  retaineth  her  firji  excellence. 

Then  why  Jhouldnot  tins  dear  Piece  be  ejieem  d 
child  to  the  richeji  fancies  that  e’r  teem’d  d 


IVhetf  not  their  me  ane  (I  cjffpring,lhat  came  forth, 
hut  hi  re  the  image  of  their  Fathers  worth. 
Beaumonts,  and  Fletchers,  whofe  dejert  out-wayes 
ihe  bijt  applaiije,  and  their  le aft  fprig  of  Boyes 
Is  worthy  Phoebus  ^ and  who  comes  to  gather 
1 heir  fruits  of  wit^  he  f>all  not  rob  the  treajure, 
hior  can  you  ever  fnrfeit  of  the  plenty, 

Nor  can  yon  call  them  rare, though  they  be  dainty. 

The  more  yon  take,  the  more  you  do  them  right. 

And  we  will  thank-you  for  your  own  delight. 


:V 


A(5lus  Primus,  Selena  Prima. 


’Enter  Vitelli,  Lamoral,  Anaftro. 

Lvare^  pardon’d?  = i 

Ana.  And  return’d 
' Lamo.  I faw  him  land 

Lucars, znd  fuch  a general  welcome, 
Fame  as  harbinger  to  his  brave  adions. 

Had  with  the  ealie  people,  prepar’d  for  him. 


As  if  by  his  command  alone,  and  fortune 
Holland,  with  thole  low  Provinces,  that  hold  out 
Againftthe  Arch-Duke,  were  again  compell’d 
With  their  obedience  to  give  up  their  lives 
To  be  at  his  Devotion. 

Vit.  You  amaze  me. 

For  though  I have  heard,  that  when  he  fled  from  Sevil 
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To  fave  his  life  (than  forieitedtoLaw 
For  murth’ring  Don  FfJro  my  dear  Unde  ) 

His  extream  wants  enforc’d  him  to  take  pay 
I ’th’  Army,  Hite  down  then  before  Ojit»d^ 

’Twas  never  yet  reported,  by  whofe  favour 
He  durlb  prefume  to  entertain  a thought 
Of  coming  home  with  pardon. 

An.i.  ’Tis  onrnature 
Or  not  to  hear,  or  not  to  give  belief 
To  what  wrwilh  far  from  our  enemies. 

Lam.  Sir,  'tis  molt  certain,  the  Lz/jwta’s  Letters 
Affiltcd  by  the  Arch-Dukes,  to  King  Vhilip., 

Have  not  alone  fecur’d  him  from  the  rigor 
Of  our  Cajiilufi  Jullicc,  but  return’d  him 
A freeman  and  in  grace. 

IV.-.  By  what  curs’d  means 
Could  Inch  a fugitive  arife  unto 
The  knowledge  of  their  Highndlcs.^  much  more 
( Though  known  ) to  Hand  but  in  the  lealt  degree 
Of  favour  with  them? 

Lam.  To  give  fatssfadion 
To  your  demand,  though  to  praile  him  I hate, 

Can  yield  me  fmall  contentment,  I will  tell  you, 

And  truly,  lince  fliould  1 detrad  his  worth, 

’Twould  argue  want  of  merit  inmyfelf. 

Briefly  to  pafs  his  tedious  pilgrimage 
For  fixteen  years,  a banifn’d  guilty  man, 

And  to  forget  theftorms,  th’  affiughts,  the  horrors 
His  conftancy,  not  fortune,  overcame, 

I bring  him,  with  his  little  fon,  grown  man 
(Though ’twas  faidherc,  he  took  a Daughter  with  him) 
To  Ojirndh  bloody  ficge  that  frage  of  war, 

W herein  the  flower  of  many  Nations  aded, 

■ And  the  whole  Chriltian  world  fpedators  were  ^ 

There  by  his  Son,  or  were  he  by  adoption. 

Or  nature  his,  a brave  Scene  wasprefented, 

W' hich  1 make  choice  to  fpeak  of,  lince  from  that 
The  good  fuccefs  of  Alvarez.,  had  beginning. 

VH.  So  I love  virtue  in  an  enemy 
That  I defire  in  the  relation  of 
This  young  mans  glorious  deed,  you’Id  keep  your  felf 
A friend  to  truth,  and  it. 

Latn.  Such  was  my  purpofe  •, 

The  Town  being  oit  aflaulted,  but  in  vain, 

To  dare  the  proud  defendents  to  a fally, 

Weary  of  eafe,  Don  Inigo  ?er  alt  a., 

Son  to  the  General  of  our  Caiiile  forces, 

All  arm’d,  advanc’d  within  fliot  of  their  Walls, 

From  w hence  the  Musquetiers  plaid  thick  upon  him. 

Yet  he  (brave youth)  ascarclelsof  the  danger. 

As  careful  of  his  honor,  drew  his  fword. 

And  waving  it  about  his  head,  as  if 
Hedar’done  fpirited  like  himfcif,  to  trial 
Of  Angle  valor,  he  made  his  retreat 
With  luch  a flow,  and  yet  majeftique  pace, 

As  if  he  frill  call’d  loud,  dare  none  come  on.? 

When  fodainly,from  a poftern  of  the  Town 
Two  gallant  horfemenid'ued,  and  o’ertook  him. 

The  Army  looking  on,  yet  not  a man 
That  durfr  relievethe  rafli  adventurer. 

Which  fon  to  Alvarez  then  feeing. 

As  in  the  V'ant-guard  he  fate  .bravely  mounted, 

Or  were  it  pitv  of  the  youths  misfortune. 

Care  to  preferve  the  honor  of  his  Countrey, 

Or  bold  defire  to  get  himfelfa  name. 

He  made  his  brave  Horfe  like  a whirlwind  bear  him, 

Among  the  Combatants:  and  in  a moment 
Difcharg’d  hisPetroncI,  with  fuch  fare  aim 
That  of  the  adverfe  party  from  his  horfe. 

One  rumbled  dead,  then  wheeling  round,  and  drawing 
AFaulcion,  fwift  as  lightning  he  came  on 
Upon  the  other,  and  with  one  ftrong  blow, 

In  vknv  of  the  amazed  Town,  and  Camp, 

Hcftruck  him  dead,  and  brought  Fcra/ta  off 


f With  double  honor  to  himfelf. 

Vit.  ’Twas brave: 

But  the  fuccefs  of  this  ? 

Lam.  The  Camp  receiv’d  him 
With  acclamations  of  joy  and  welcome, ;; 

And  for  addition  to  the  fair  reward 
Being  a mafly  chain  of  Gold  given  to  him 
By  young  Father,  he  was  brought 

To  the  Infanta’s  prefence,  kifs’dher  hand. 

And  from  that  Lady,  (greater  in  her  goodnefs 
Than  her  high  birth  ) had  this  encouragement : 

Go  on  young  man^  yet  not  to  feed  thy  valour 
With  hope  ofrecompence  to  come,  from  me. 

For  prefent  fatisfadUon  of  what’s  pafr. 

Ask  anything  that’s  fit  for  me  to  give. 

And  thee  to  take,  andbeaffur’d  of  it. 

Ana.  Excellent  Princefs. 

Vit.  And  ftil’d  worthily 
Theheart-bloud,  nay  the  Soul  of  Soldiers. 

But  what  was  his  requeft  ? 

Lam.  That  the  repeal 
Of  Alvarezm^kcs  plain:  he  humbly  begg’d 
His  Fathers  pardon,  and fb  movingly 
Told  thefadftory  of  your  Uncles  death 
That  the  Infanta  wept,  and  inftantly 
Granting  his  fuit,  working  the  Arch-Duke  to  it, 

Their  Letters  were  dire(fred  to  the  King, 

With  whom  theyfb  prevail’d,  that  Alvarez 
Was  freely  pardon’d. 

Vit.  ’Tis  not  in  the  King 
To  make  that  good. 

Ana.  Not  in  the  King?  whatfubjedl 
Dares  contradict  his  power .? 

fVV,  In  this  I dare. 

And  will : and  not  call  his  prerogative 
In  queftion,  nor  prefiime  to  limit  it. 

I know  he  is  Mafter  of  his  Laws, 

And  may  forgive  the  forfeits  made  to  them. 

But  not  the  injury  done  to  my  honor  •, 

And  lince  ( forgetting  my  brave  Uncles  merits 

And  many  fervices,  under  Duke 

He  fullers  him  to  fall,  wrefting  from  Juftice 

The  powerful  fword,  that  would  revenge  his  death, 

I’ll  fill  with  this  Ajhea'^s  empty  hand, 

And  in  my  juft  wreak,  make  this  arm  the  Kings, 

My  deadly  hate  to  Alvarez.,  and  his  houfe. 

Which  as  I grew  in  years,  hath  frill  encreas’d. 

As  if  it  call’d  on  time  to  make  me  man. 

Slept  while  it  had  no  objeCtfor  her  fury 

But  a weak  woman,  and  her  talk’d  of  Daughter : 

But  now,  fince  there  are  quarries,  worth  her  fight 
Both  in  the  father,  and  his  hopeful  fon. 

I’ll  boldly  caft  her  offi  and  gorge  her  full 

With  both  their  hearts : to  further  which,  your  friendlhip, 

And  oaths : will  your  affiftance,  let  your  deeds 

Makeanfwerto  me:  ufelefs  are  all  words 

Till  you  have  writ  performance  with  your  fwords. 

Exeunt 

" Scana  Secunda. 

E«/cr  Bobadilla  andL.\xc\o] 

Luc.  Go  fetch  my  work ; this  Ruffe  was  not  well  Ilarch’d, 
So  tell  the  maid,  ’t  has  too  much  blew  in  it, 

And  look  you  that  the  Partridge  and  the  Pullen 
Have  clean  meat,  and  frefh  water,  or  my  Mother 
Is  like  to  hear  on’t. 

Bob.  Oh  good  St.  Jaquet  help  me : was  there  ever  fuch 
an  Hermaphrodite  heard  of?  would  any  wench  living,  that 
fhould  hear  and  fee  what  I do,  be  wrought  to  believe,  that 
thebeft  of  a man  lies  underthis  Petticoat,  andthataCod- 
picce  were  far  fitter  here,  than  a Pinn’d  Placket  ? 

Luc.  You  had  beft  talk  filthily : do  i I have  a tongue 

To 
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To  tell  my  Mother,  as  well  as  ears  to  hear  . 

Your  ribaldry. 

Bob.  Nay  you  have  ten  womens  tongues  that  way  I nm 
lire:  why  my  young  Maher  or  Miftrils,  Madam,  Don,  or 
what  you  will,  what  the  devil  have  you  to  do  with  Pullen, 
or  Partridge  ? or  to  fit  pricking  on  a clout  all  day  ? you 
lave  a better  needle,  I know,  andmightniake  better  work, 
if  you  had  grace  to  ulc  it. 

Lhc.  Why,  how  dare  you  fpeakthis  before  me,  fir  rah? 

Bob.  Nay  rather,  why  dare  not  you  do  what  I fpeak? 

— though  my  Lady  your  motlier,  for  fear  of  ViteU  and  his 
'a(hion,  hath  brought  you  up  like  her  Daughter,  and  has 
tept  you  thefe  20  years,  which  is  ever  fince  you  were  born, 
a clofe  prifoner  within  doors,  yet  fince  you  are  a man,  and 
are  as  well  provided  as  other  men  are,  methinksyoulhould 
lave  the  fame  motions  of  the  flelh,  as  other  Cavaliers  of  us 
are  inclin’d  unto 

Luc.  Indeed  you  have  caufe  to  love  thofe  wanton  motions, 
They  having  hope  you  to  an  excellent  whipping, 

'or  doing  Ibmething,  I but  put  you  inmind  of  it, 

With  the  Maid,  the  Governor  fent  my  mother 

■rom  Mexico, 

Bob.  Why,  I but  taught  her  a Spanijh  trick  in  charity, 
and  holpe  the  King  to  a fubjed  that  may  live  to  take  Grave 
Maurice  prifoner , and  that  was  more  good  to  the  State, 
chan  athouland  fuch  as  you  are  ever  like  to  doe:  and  I will 
tell  you,  (in  a fatherly  care  of  the  Infant  I fpeak  it)  if  he 
ive  ( as  blefs  the  babe,  in  palTion  I remember  him  ) to  your 
years,  fliall  he  fpend  his  time  in  pinning,  painting,  purling, 
and  perfuming  as  you  do?  no,  helhallto  the  wars,  ufehis 
Spanijh  Pike  , though  with  the  danger  of  the  lafii,  as  his 
father  has  done,  and  when  he  is  provoked,  as  I am  now 
draw  his  defperately,as ’ ’ 

Luc.  Y'ou  will  not  kill  me  ? oh. 

Bob.  I knew  this  would  filence  him:  how  he  hides  his  eies? 
f he  were  a wench  now,  as  he  leems,  what  an  advantage 
Had  I,  drawing  two  To/e^/o’s,  when  one  can  do  this i 
But  oh  me,  my  Lady : I muft  put  up : young  Mafter  i 

i did  but  jell;  Oh  cuftom,  what  haft  thou  made  of  him? 

Enter  Eugenia  and  Servants. 

Eug.  For  bringing  this,  beftillmy  friend  j no  more 
A fervant  to  me. 

Boh.  What’s  the  matter.-? 

Eug.  Here, 

Even  here,  where  I am  happy  to  receive 
Afliirance  of  my  Alvarez  return^ 

I will  kneel  down : and  may  thofe  holy  thoughts 
That  now  pollefs  me  wholly,  make  this  place 
A Temple  to  me,  where  I may  give  thanks 
For  this  unhop’d  for  bleffmg  Heavens  kind  hand 
Hath  pour’d  upon  me. 

Luc.  Let  my  duty  Madam 
Prefume,  if  you  have  caufe  of  joy,  to  intreat 
I may  fhare  in  it. 

Bob,  ’Tis  well,  he  has  forgot  how  I frighted  him  yet. 

Eug.  Thoulhalt:  but  firft  kneel  with  me 
Nomore  Tojihumia now thou  haft  a Father, 

A Father  liying  to  take  ofFthatname, 

Which  my  too  credulous  fears,  that  he  was  dead, 

Beftow’d  upon  thee  : thou  fhaltfee  him  Ludo 
And  make  him  young  again,  by  feeing  thee. 

Who  only  hadft  a being  in  my  Womb 
When  he  went  from  me,  Lucio:  Oh  my  joyes. 

So  far  tranfport  me,  that  I muft  forget 
1 The  ornaments  of  Matrons,  modefty. 

And  grave  behaviour  *,  but  let  all  forgive  me 
If  in  th’  expreffion  of  my  foul’s  beft  comfort 
Though  old,  Ido  a while  forget  mine  age 
And  play  the  wanton  in  the  entertainment 
Of  thofe  delights  I have  fb  long  defpaiir’dof. 

Luc.  Shall  I then  fee  my  Father  ? 

Eug.  This  hour  Lucio  j 

Which  reckon  the  beginning  of  thy  life 
I mean  that  life,  in  which  tlwu  flialt  appear 
To  be  fuch  as  1 brought  thee  forth,  a man. 

This  womanifli  difguilc,in  which  I have 
So  long  conceal’d  thee,  thou  fhaltnovvcaft  off. 

And  change  thofe  qualities  thou  didft  learn  from  me, 

'or  mafculine  virtues,  for  which  feck  no  tutor. 

But  let  thy  fathers  aftions  be  thy  precepts  j 
And  for  thee  now  expcift  reward 

For  thy  true  fervice. 

Bob.  Shall  I?  you  hear  fellow  learn  to  know  me 

more  refpedtively  •,  how  doft  thou  think  I fhall  become  the 
Stewards  chair,  ha  ? will  nor  thefe  Ilender  hanches  fhow 
well  with  a chain,  and  a gold  night-  Cap  after  fupper,whcn 
I take  the  accompts  ? 

Eug.  Hafte,  and  takedown  thofe  Blacks  with  which  my 
Hath  like  the  widow,  her  fad  Miftrifs,  mourn’d,  (chamber 

And  hang  up  for  it,  the  rich  Perjlan  Arras, 

Us’d  on  my  wedding  night , for  this  to  me 
Shall  beafecond  marriage:  lend  for  Mufique, 

And  will  the  Cooks  to  ufe  their  beft  of  cunning 
To  plcafe  the  palat. 

Bob.  Will  your  Ladyfliip  have  a Potato-pie,  ’tis  a good 
ftirring  diflifor  an  old  Lady,  after  a long 

Eug.  Begone  I fay:  whySir, youcangoe  fafter 

Bob.  I could  Madam : but  I am  now  to  pradife  the  Stew- 
ards pace,  that’s  the  reward  I look  for : every  man  muft  fa- 
fhion  his  gate,  according  to  his  calling : you  fellow  Stephana., 
may  walk  fafter,  to  overtake  preferment:  fo,  ufherme. 

Luc.  Pray  Madam,  let  the  waftcoat  I laft  wrought 
Be  made  up  for  my  Father : I will  have 
A Cap,  and  Boot-hofe  futable  to  it. 

Eug.  Of  that 

We’ll  think  hereafter  Lucio : our  thoughts  now 
Muft  have  no  objed  but  thy  Fathers  welcome. 

To  which  thy  help 

Luc.  With  humble  gladnefs.  Madam.  Exeunt. 

Scana  Tertia. 

Enter  Alvarez,  Clara. 

Alv.  Where  loft  we  ? 

Cla.  Hewasmet 

Ent’ring  the  City  by  fome  Gentlemen 
Kinfmen,  as  he  faidof  hisown,  with  whom 
For  compliment  fake  ( for  fo  I think  he  term’d  it ) 

He  was  compell’d  to  ftay : though  I much  wonder 

A man  that  knows  to  do,  and  has  done  well 

In  the  head  of  his  troop,  when  the  bold  foe  charg’d  home, 

Can  learn  fo  fodainly  to  abufe  his  time 

In  apifh  entertainment ; for  my  part 

(By  all  the  glorious  rewards  of  war) 

I had  rather  meet  ten  enemies  in  the  field 
All  fworn  to  fetch  my  head,  than  be  brought  on 
To  change  an  hours  difeourfe  with  one  of  thefe 
Smooth  City-fools,  or  Tifl'ue-Cavaliers, 

The  only  Gallants,  as  they  wifely  think. 

To  get  a Jewel,  or  a wanton  Kifs 
From  a Court-lip,  though  painted. 

Alv.  My  UOVQ  Clara, 

( For  Lucio  is  a name  thou  muft  forget 
WithL»rw’s  bold  behaviour)  though  thy  breeding 
I’  th’  Camp,  may  plead  fomething  in  the  excufe 
Of  thy  rough  manners,  cuftom  having  chang’d. 

Though  not  thy  Sex,  the  fbftnefs  of  thy  nature. 

And  fortune  ( then  a cruel  ftepdame  to  thee  ) 

Impos’d  upon  thy  tender  fweetnefs,  burthens 
Of  hunger,  cold,  wounds,  want,  fuch  as  would  crack 
The  finews  of  a man,  not  born  a Soldier ; 

Yetnowfhe  fmiles,  and  like  a natural  mother 
Looks  gently  on  thee,  Clara,  entertain 
Her  proffer’d  bounties  with  a willing  bofom 
Thou  fhalt  no  more  have  need  to  ufe  thy  fword? 

Thy 
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Th-^  beauty  (which  even  BeJ^U  hath  not  alter’d) 

Shall  be  a ftronger  guard,  to  keep  my  C/jm, 

Than  that  has  been,  (though  never  us’d  but  nobly) 

And  know  thus  much. 

Ch.  Sir,  I know  only  that 
It  hands  not  with  my  duty  to  gain-fay  you, 

In  any  thing:  I muit,  and  will  put  on 
W hatfolhionyou  tliinkbefl;  though  I could  vvilh 
I were  what  I appear. 

Alv.  Endeavour  rather  Mnfic}{. 

To  bevNhat  you  are,  Chra  entringhere. 

As  you  were  born,  a woman. 

Ewter  Eugenia,  Lucio,  Servants. 

Eu^.  Let  choice  Mufick 

In  the  belt  voice  that  e’er  touch’d  humane  ear. 

For  joy  hathti’d  my  tongue  up,  Ipeak  your  welcome. 

A/v.  My  Ibul  ( for  thou  giv’lt  new  life  to  my  fpirit ) 
Myriads  of  joyes,  though  fhort  in  number  of 
Thy  virtues,  fall  on  thee  •,  Oh  my  Eugenia., 
Th’alTurancethat  I do  embrace  thee,  makes 
My  tw  enty  years  of  lorrow  but  a dream. 

And  by  the  Nectar,  which  I taketrom  thefe, 
i teel  my  age  reltor’d,  and  like  old  JE,fon 
Grow  y'oung  again. 

Eug.  My  Lord,  long  wifh’d  for  welcome, 

’Tisafwect  briefnefs,  yet  in  that  fhort  word 
All  pleafurcs  which  I may  call  mine,  begin. 

And  may  they  long  increafe,  before  they  find 
A fecond  period : let  mine  eies  now  furfeit 
On  this  io  wifh’d  for  objeft,  and  my  lips 
Yet  modeftly  pay  back  the  parting  kifs 
You  trufted  with  them,  w^hen  you  fled  from  Sevil., 

With  little  Claraxm  fweet  daughter:  lives  fhe? 

Yet  I could  chide  my  felf,  having  you  here 
For  being  fo  covetous  of  all  joyes  at  once", 

T’  enquire  for  her,  you  being  alone,  to  mS 
My  ciara^  Lucio^  my  Lord,  my  felf. 

Nay  more  than  all  the  world. 

AiV.  As  you,  to  me  are 
E.ug.  Sit  down,  and  let  me  feed  upon  the  flory 
Of  ^oarpaft  dangers,  now  you  are  here  in  fafety 
It  will  give  rellilh,  and  frelh  appetite 
To  my  delights,  if  fuch  delights  can  cloy  me. 

Yet  do  not  Alvarez^  let  me  firft  yield  you 
Account  of  my  life  in  your  abfence,  and 
Make  you  acquainted  how  I havepieferv’d 
The  Jewel  left  lock’d  up  in  my  womb. 

When  vou,  in  being  forc’d  to  leave  your  Countrey, 

Suffer’d  a civil  death.  Within  clajhingfrvorcls 

Aiv.  Doe  my  Euzenia., 

’Tis  that  I mofr  defire  to  hear, 

£ug.  Then  know.  Sayavedia  within^ 

Alv.  \\  hat  noife  is  that? 

Sayi.  If  you  are  noble  enemies,  Vitelli  mthin. 

Opprefsme  not  with  odds,  but  kill  me  fairly, 

Vit.  Stand  off,  I am  too  many  of  my  felf. 

Enter  Bobadilla. 

Bob.  Murthcr,murther,  murther,  your  friend  my  Lord, 
Von  Sayavedra  is  fet  upon  in  the  ftreets,  by  your  enemies 
F/^f///,  and  hisFadion:  lamalmoft  kill’d  with  looking  on 
them. 

Alv.  I’ll  free  him,  or  fall  with  him:  draw  thyfword 
I And  follow  me. 

’ Clar.  Fortune,  1 give  thee  thanks 
i For  this  occafion  once  more  to  ufe  it.  (hang  me  Exit. 
Boh.  Nay,  hold  not  me  Madam-,  if  I do  any  hurt, 

Luc.  Oh  I am  dead  with  fear!  let’s  flieinto 
Your  Clofct,  Mother. 

Eug.  No  hour  of  my -life 
Secure  of  danger?  hcav’n  be  merciful. 


Or  now  at  once  difpach  me. 

Enter  ViteWiypurfued  Alvarez,  <<«^Sayavedra,  Clara 
beating  of  Anaftro. 

Cla.  Follow  him 
Leave  me  to  keep  thefe  of. 

Alv.  Allault  my  friend 
So  near  my  houfe  ? 

Vit.  Nor  in  it  will  fparethee. 

Though  ’twere  a Temple:  and  i’ll  make  it  one, 
being  the  Prieft,  and  thou  the  facrifice. 

I’ll  offer  to  my  Uncle. 

Alv.  Fialte  thou  to  him. 

And  fay  I fent  thee : 

Cla.  ’Tw-as  put  bravely  by. 

And  that : and  yet  comes  on,  and  boldly  rare. 

In  the  wars,  where  emulation  and  e.xample 
Joyn  to  increafe  the  courage,  and  make  lefs 
The  danger-,  valour,  and  true  refolution 
Never  appear’d  fo  lovely,  brave  again: 

Sure  he  is  more  than  man,  and  if  he  fall  y 

The  befl:  of  virtue,  fortitude  would  dye  with  him : 

A nd  can  1 lufter  it  ? forgive  me  duty, 

So  I love  valour,  as  I will  proted  it 
Againfl:  my  Father,  and  redeem  it,  though 
’Tis  forfeited  by  one  I hate. 

Vit.  Come  on, 

AH  isnotlod  yet:  Youfhall  buy  me  dearer 
Before  you  have  me : keep  off 
Cla.  Fear  me  not. 

Thy  worth  has  took  meprifoner,  andmyfword 
For  this  time  knows  thee  only  for  a friend, 

And  to  all  elJfe  I turn  the  point  of  it. 

Say.  Defend  your  Fathers  enemy  ? 

Alv.  Art  thou  mad? 

Cla.  Are  you  men  rather  > fnall  that  valour,  which 
Begot  you  lawful  honor  in  the  wars. 

Prove  now  the  Parent  of  an  infamous  Ballard 
So  foul,  yet  fo  long  liv’d,  as  murther  will 
Be  to  your  lhames  ? have  each  of  you,  alone 
With  your  own  dangers  only,  purchas’d  glory 
From  multitudes  of  enemies,  not  allowing 
T hofe  neareft  to  you,  to  have  part  in  it. 

And  do  you  now  joyn,  and  lend  mutual  help 
Againft  a fingle  oppolite?  hath  the  mercy 
Of  the  great  King,  but  newly  walk’d  away 
The  blood,  that  with  the  forfeit  of  your  life 
Cleay’d  to  your  name,  and  family  like  an  ulcer. 

In  this  again  to  let  a deeper  dye 

Upon  your  infamy:  you’ll  fay  he  is  your  foe. 

And  by  his  ralhnefs  call’d  on  his  own  ruLn^ 

Remember  yet,  he  was  firft  wrong’d,  and  honor 
Spurt’d  him  to  what  he  did,  and  next  the  place 
Where  now  he  is:  your  houfe,  which  by  the  laws 
Of  hofpitable  duty  fhould  proteflfoim^ 

Have  you  been  twenty  years  a ftranger  to  it, 

To  make  your  entrance  now  in  blood?  or  think  you 
Your  countrey-man,  a true  horn  Spaniard.,  will  be 
An  offering  fit,  to  pleafc  the  genius  of  it  ? 

No,  in  this  I’ll  prefume  to  teach  my  Father, 

And  this  firft  Ad  of  difobedience  fhall 
Confirm  I am  moft  dutiful. 

Alv.  I am  pleas’d 

With  what  I dare  not  give  allowance  toj 
Unnatural  wretch,  what  wilt  thou  do? 

Cla.  Set  free 

A noble  enemy:  come  not  on,  by 

You  pafs  to  him,  through  me:  the  way  is  open: 

Farewel:  when  next  I meet  you,  do  not  look  for 
A friend,  but  a vow’d  foe  I fee  you  worthy. 

And  therefore  now  preferve  you,  for  the  honor 
Of  my^  fword  only : 

Vit.  Were  this  man  a friend. 

How  would  he  win  me,  that  being  my  vow’d  foe 

Deferves 


The  Martial  Maid, 


* Dcferves  fowell?  I thank  you  for  my  lifc^ 

^ J But  how  I fhall  dcfcrvc  it,  give  me  leave 

Hereafter  to  conficler.  Uxit. 

Alv.  Quit  thy  fear. 

All  danger  is  blown  over : I have  Letters 
To  the  Governor,  in  the  Kings  name,  tofeciircns^ 

From  filch  attempts  hereafter : yet  we  need  not, 

' That  have  fuch  ftrong  Guards  of  our  own,  dread  others  ^ 
And  to  increafe  thy  comfort,  know,  this  young  man 
Whom  with  fuch  fervent  earneftnefs  you  eye. 

Is  not  what  he  appears,  but  fuch  a one 

As  thou  with  joy  wilt  blefs,  thy  Daughter  Clara. 

Eug.  Athoufand  blelTings  in  that  word. 

Alv.  The  reafon 

Why  I have  bred  her  up  thus,  at  more  leafure 
I will  impart  unto  you,  wonder  not 
At  whatyouhave  feenher  do,  it  being  the  leaft 
Of  many  great  and  valiant  undertakings 
She  hath  made  good  with  honor. 

Eug.  ril  return 

The  joy  I have^her,  with  one  as  great  ' 

To  you  my  Alvarez : you,  in  a man, 

Have  given  to  me  a Daughter : in  a Woman, 

I give  to  you  a Son,  this  was  the  pledge 

You  left  here  with  me,  whom  1 have  brought  up 

Different  from  what  he  was,  as  you  die!  CUra.^ 

And  with  the  like  fiicceis-,  asfhe  appears 
Alter’d  by  cuftom,  more  than  Woman,  he 
I Transform’d  by  his  foft  life,  is  lefs  than  man. 

Ah.  Fortune,  in  this  gives  ample  fatisfaftioii 
For  all  our  Ibrrows  pall. 

Luc.  Mydearefl:  Sifter. 

Cla.  Kind  Brother.  ' 

Alv.  Now  our  mutual  care  muft  be 
Imploy’d  to  help  wrong’d  nature,  to  recover 
Her  right  in  either  of  them,  loft  by  cuftom : 

To  you  1 give  my  and  receive 

My  Lucio  to  my  charge : and  we 'll  contend 
With  loving  induftry,  who  fooneft  can  • ' 

Turn  this  man  woman,  or  this  woman  man.  Exemt. 


ABus  Seemdus, 


Scccna  Frima. 

Enter  Pachieco,  and  Lazarillo. 


Prfc.130y:  and  Cloak , and  Rapier  ^ it  fits  not  a Gentle- 
fj  man  of  my  rank,  to  walk  the  ftreets  in  ^erpo. 

Laz.  Nay,  you  are  a very  rank  Gent.  Signior,  1 am  very 
hungry,  they  tell  me  in  5m/ here,  I look  like  an  Eel,  with 
a mans  head:  and  your  neighbor  the  Smith  here  hard  by, 
would  have  borrowed  me  th’  other  day,  to  have  filh’d  with 
me,  becaufe  he  had  loft  his  Angle-rod.  • 

Fae. Oh.  happy  thou  Lazarillo  (being  the  caufe  of  other  , 
mens  wits)  as  in  thine  own : live  lean,  and  witty  ftill:  op- 
prefs  not  thy  ftomachtoo  much:  grofs  feeders,  great  fleep- 
ers,  fat  bodies  ^ fat  bodies,  lean  brains:  No  Lazarillo^  I will 
make  thee  immortal,  change  thy  Humanity  into  Deity,  for 
I will  teach  thee  to  live  upon  nothing. 

Laz.  Faith  Signior,  I am  immortal  then  already,  or  ve- 
ry near  it,  fori  do  live  upon  little  or  nothing:  belike  that’s 
the  reafon  the  Poets  are  faid  to  be  immortal,  for  feme  of 
them  live  upon  their  wits,  which  is  indeed  as  good  as  little 
or  nothing : But  good  Maftcr,  let  me  be  mortal  ftill,  and 
let’s  goe  to  fupper. 

Fac.  Beabftinent-,  fhew  not  the  corruption  of  thy  gene- 
ration : he  that  feeds,  fhall  die,  therefore,  he  that  feeds  not 
fhall  live, 

Laz.  h,  but  how  long  fhall  he  live.?  there’s  the  queftion. 

Pac.  As  long  as  he  can  without  feeding : did’ft  thou  read 
of  the  miraculous  Maid  in  Flanders .? 
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Laz.  No,  nor  of  any  Maid  cllc-,  for  thcmiraclc  of  Vir- 
gieity  now-a-days  ccafcs,  c’r  the  Virgin  can  read  Virgi- 
nity? 

Fac.  She  that  liv’d  three  years  without  any  other  fufte- 
nance,  than  the  fmcll  of  a Role. 

Laz.  I heard  of  her  Signior , but  they  fay  her  guts  Ihrlink 
all  into  Lute-ftrings,  ancl  her  ncather-parts  ding’d  toge- 
ther like  a Serpents  Tail,  lb  that  though  Hie  continued  a 
woman  ftill  above  the  girdle,  beneath  yet  Ihc  was  mon- 
fter. 

Fac.  So  aremoft  women,  believe  it. 

Laz.  Nay  all  women  Signior.,  that  can  live  only  upon 
the  Imell  o(  a Role. 

Fac.  No  part  of  the  Hiftory  is  fabulous. 

Laz.  I think  rather  no  part  of  the  Fable  is  Hiftorical : 
but  for  all  this.  Sir,  my  rebellious  ftomach  will  not  let  me 
he  immortal:  1 will  be  as  immortal,  as  mortal  hunger  will 
fuller : put  me  to  a certain  ftint  Sir,  allow  me  but  a red  her- 
ring a day. 

Fac.  O’  wouldft  thou  be  gluttonous  in  thy  deli- 

cacies ? 

Laz.  He  that  eats  nothing  but  a red  herring  a day,  fhall 
ne’r  be  broil’d  for  the  devil’s  ralher : a Pilchard,  5/^.w,  a 
Surdiny,  an  Olive,  that  I may  be  a Philofopher  firft,  and 
immortal  after. 

Fac.  Patience  Lazarillo-.,  let  contemplation  be  thy  food 
awhile : 1 fay  unto  thee,  one  Pcale  was  a Soldiers  Provant  a 
w'holeday, 

At  the  deftrudion  of  Jerufalem. 

Enter  Metaldi,  and  Mendozt. 

Laz.  l -j  and  it  were  any  w'here  but  at  the  deftrudion 
of  a place,  I’ll  be  hang’d. 

Met.  Signior  Fachieco  Alaflo,  my  moft  ingenious 
Cobicrot  Sevil,  the  honor  noxios  to  your  Signioric. 

Fac.  Signior  Metaldi  de  For gio.,  my  moft  famous  Smith, 
and  man  of  Mettle,  I return  your  courtefie  tenfold,  and  do 
humble  my  Bonnet  beneath  the  Shooe-fole  of  your  congie : 
the  like  to  you  Signior  Mendoza  Fediculo  de  Vermim.,  my  moft 
exquifite  Hofe-heeler. 

Laz.  Here’s  a greeting  betwixt  aCobler,  a Smith,  and  a 
Botcher : they  all  belong  to  the  foot,  which  makes  them- 
Hand  lb  much  upon  their  Gentrie. 

Mend.  Signior  Lazarillo. 

Laz.  Ah  Signior  lee : nay,  we  are  all  Signiors  here  in 
Spain,  from  the  Jakes-farmer  to  the  Grandee,  or  Adelantado : 
this  Botcher  looks  as  if  he  were  Dough-bak’d,  a little  But- 
ter now,  and  I could  eat  him  like  an  Oaten-cake:  his  fathers 
diet  was  new  Cheefe  and  Onions  when  he  got  him : what 
a fcallion-fac’d  rafcal  ’tis .? 

Butwhy  Signior  Fachieco,  do  you  Hand  lb  much  on 
the  priority,  and  antiquity  of  your  quality  (as  you  call  it) 
in  comparifon  of  ours  > 

Mend.  I -,  your  reafon  for  that. 

Fac.  Why  thou  Iron-pated  Smith : and  thou  Woollen- 
witted  Hofe-heeler : hear  what  I will  fpeak  indifferently 
fand  according  to  antient  Writers)  of  our  three  profefli- 
ons:  and  let  the  upright  Lazarillo  be  both  judge  and  mode, 
rator. 

Laz.  Still  am  I the  moft  immortally  hungry,  that  may  be. 

Fac.  Suppofe  thou  wilt  derive  thy  Pedigree,  like  lome 
of  the  old  Heroes,  (as  Hercules,  JEneas,  Achilles')  lineally 
from  the  gods,  making  Saturnthy  great  Grandfather,  and 
Vulcan  thy  Father:  Vulcan  \v2.%u%o&. 

Laz.  He’ll  make  Vulcan  your  godfather  by  and  by; 

Fac.  Yet  I fay , Saturn  was  a crabbed  block-head,  and 
a limping  Horn-head,  for  Eewaj- his  wife  vvasaftrum- 
pet,  and  Mars  begot  all  her  Children  •,  therefore  however, 
thy  original  muft  of  neceffity  fpring  from  Baftardie : fur- 
ther, what  can  be  a more  dejed  fpirit  in  man,  than  to  lay 
his  hands  under  every  ones  horfes  feet,  to  do  him  fervice, 
as  thou  doft?  for  thee,  1 will  be  brief,  thou  doft  botch, 
and  not  mend,  thou  art  a hider  of  enormities,  viz.  Scabs, 

Y Chilblains, 
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Loves  Cure,  or 


chilblains,  and  kib’d  heels:  much  prone  thou  art  to  Scds, 
and  Hcrelics,  difhirbing  State,  and  Government  •,  for  how 
canlt  thou  be  a found  member  in  the  common-weath,  that 
art  fo  fubjevfl  to  Hitches  in  the  ankles?  blulh,  andbeljlent 
then,  oh  ye  Mechanicks,  compare  no  more  with  the  politick 
Cohler;  ForCoblers  (in  old  time)  have  prophefied,  what 
may  they  do  now  then,  that  have  every  day  waxed  better, 
andbener?  have  we  not  the  length  of  every  mans  foot? 
arc  we  not  daily  menders?  yea,  and  what  menders/’  not 
horfe-menders. 

Ljz.  Nor  manners-menders. 

Fjcb.  But  foul-menders:  Oh  divine  CobIers>  do  we  not, 
like  the  wife  man,  fpin  out  our  own  threds,  (or  our  wives 
for  us?)  dowenotby  our  lb  wing  the  Hide,  reap  the  Beef? 
arc  not  we  of  the  Gentle-craft,  whilfl:  both  you  are  but 
Crafts-men-,  You  will  fay,  you  fear  neither  Iron  nor  Steel, 
and  what  you  get  is  wrought  out  of  the  fire-,  I mufcanfwer 
you  again,  though,  all  this  is  but  forgery : You  may  like- 
wife  lav,  a man’s  a man,  that  has  but  a hofe  on  his  head ; 
I muft  iikewife  anfwcr,  that  man  is  a botcher,  that  has  a 
heel’d  hofe  on  his  head:  to  conclude,  there  can  be  no  com- 
parifonwith  the  Coblcr,  who  is  all  in  all  in  the  Common- 
wealth, has  his  politique  eye  and  ends  on  every  mans  Heps 
that  walks,  rni  whofecourfe  fhall  belafting  to  the  worlds 
end. 

Afet.  I give  place : the  wit  of  man  is  wonderful : thou 
haft  hit  the  nail  on  the  head,  and  I will  give  thee  lix  pots 
for’t,  though  I ne’r  clinch  Ihooc  again. 

Ewfe-r  Vitelli  and  Alguazier. 

Far.  Who’s  this?  oh  our  Alptazier:  as  arrant  a knave 
as  e’er  wore  one  head  under  two  offices:  he  is  one  fide.^/- 

^ujzier. 

Met.  The  other  fide  Serjeant, 

Mend.  That’s  both  lides  carrion  I anifurc. 

Fac.  This  is  he  apprehends  whores  in  the  way  of  juftice, 
and  lodges  ’em  in  his  own  houfe,  in  the  way  of  profit : he 
with  him,  is  the  Grand  Don  Vitelli.,  ’twixt  whom  and  Fer- 
nando Alvarez-^the  mortal  hatred  is  ^ he  is  indeed  my  Don’s 
Bawd,  and  does  at  this  prefent,  lodge  a famous  Cuiti'zan 
of  his,  lately  come  from  Madrid. 

Vit.  Let  her  want  nothing  fliecan  aske; 

What  lofs  or  injury  you  may  fuftain 
J will  repair,  and recompence your  love: 

*9nly  that  fellows  coming  I miflike, 

^nd  did  fore-warn  her  of  him : bear  her  this 
With  my  beft  love,  at  night  I’ll  vifit  her. 

Alg.  I reft  your  Lordfhips  Servant. 

Vit.  Goodev’n,  Signiors: 

Oh  Alvarez.^  thou  haft  brought  a Son  with  thee 
Both  brightens,  and  obfeures  our  Nation, 

Whofe  pure  ftrong  beams  on  us,  fhoot  like  the  Suns 
On  bafer  fires:  I would  to  heaven  my  bloud 
Had  never  ftain’d  thy  bold  unfortunate  hand, 

That  with  mine  honor  I might  emulate. 

Not  pcrfecute  fuch  virtue:  1 will  fee  him, 

Though  with  the  hazard  of  my  life:  no  reft 
In  my  contentious  fpirits,can  I find 
Till  I have  gratify’dhim  in  like  kind.  Exit. 

know  you  not:  what  are  ye.?  hence  ye  bafe  Be- 
fegntoi. 

Fac.  Mary  Catzo  Signior  Alguazier.,  d’ye  not  know  US  ? 
w hy,  we  are  your  honeft  neighbors,  the  Cobler,  Smith, 
and  Botcher,  that  have  fo  often  fate  fnoariog  cheek  by  joll 
with  your  Signiorie,  in  rug  at  midnight. 

Laz.  Nay,  good  Signior,  be  not  angry:  you  muft  under- 
ftand,  a Cat,  and  fuch  an  Officer  fee  beft  in  the  dark. 

Met.  By  this  hand,  I could  find  in  my  heart  to  fhooe 
his  head, 

Pac.  W hy  then  know  you,  Signior  *,  thou  mongril,  begot 
at  midnight,  at  the  Goal  gate,  by  a Beadle,  on  a Catch- 
poles  wift*,  are  not  you  he  that  was  whiptout  of  7oledo  for 
perjury. 


Men.  Nextj  condemn’d  to  the  Gallies  forpUfery,  tothe 
Buis  pizel. 

Met.  And  after  call’d  tothe  Inquifition,  for  Apoftacie. 

Pac.  Are  not  you  he  that  rather  than  you  durft  gqe  an 
induftrious  voyage  being  prefs’d  to  the  Iflands.,  skulk’d 
till  the  Fleet  was  gone,  and  then  earn’d  your  Royal  a 
by  fquiring  puncks,  andpunckJings  upanddownthe  City? 

Laz.  Are  not  you  a Fortuguize  born,  defeended  o’t^ 
Moors.,  and  came  hither  into  ^ew/with  your  Mailer,  an  ar- 
rant Tailor,  in  your  red  Bonnet,  and  your  blue  Jacket, 
loufie,  though  now  your  block-head  be  cover’d  with  the 
Spanijh  block,  and  your  laffied  Shoulders  with  a Velvet  Pee. 

Pac.  Are  not  you  he  that  have  been  of  thirty  callings, yet 
nc’r  a one  lawful?  that  being  a Chandler  firft,  profefs’d  fin- 
cerity,  and  would  fell  no  man  Muftard  to  his  Beef  on  the 
Sabbath,  and  yet  Ibid  Hypocrifie  all  your  life  time  ? 

Met.  Are  not  you  he,  that  were  fince  a Surgeon  to  ^ic 
Stews,  and  undertook  to  cure  what  the  Church  it  fcif 
could  not.  Strumpets  that  rife  to  your  office  by  being  a 
great  Don’s  Bawd? 

Laz.  That  commit  men  nightly,  offencelefs,  for  the 
gain  of  a groat  a prifoner,  which  your  Beadle  feems  to  put 
up,  when  you  fhare  three  pence  ? 

Mend.  Are  not  yoii  he  that  is  a killer  of  men,  in  drunk- 
ennefs,  and  a berayer  in  fbbriety  ? 

Alg.  Diabolo : they’ll  rail  me  into  the  Gallies  again. 

Fac.  Yes  Signior,  thou  art  even  he  we  fpeak  of  all  this 
while:  thou  mayftby  thy  place  now,  lay  us  by  the  heels  : 
’tis  true : but  take  heed,  be  wifer,  pluck  not  ruin  on  thine 
own  head : for  never  was  there  fuch  an  Anatomic,  as  we 
fliall  make  thee  then : be  wife  therefore , thou  child  of 
the  night ! be  friends,  and  fliake  hands,  thou  art  a proper 
man,  if  thy  beard  were  redder:  remember  thy  worfhipful 
funffion , a-  Conftable  ^ though  thou  turn’ll  day  into 
night,  and  night  into  day,  what  of  that  ? watch  lefs  and 
pray  more:  Let  not  thy  mittens  abate  the  talons  of  thy  au- 
thority, but  gripe  theft  and  whoredom,  wherefoever  thou 
meet’ft  ’em : bear  ’em  away  like  a tempeft,  and  lodge  ’em 
fafely  in  thine  own  houfe : 

Laz.  Would  you  have  whores  and  thieves  lodgd  in  fuch  a 
houfe .? 

Fac.  They  ever  do  fb  : I have  found  a thief,  ora  whore 
there,  when  the  whole  Suburbs  could  not  furniflime. 

Laz.  But  why  do  they  lodge  there? 

Fac’  Thatthey  maybefafe  and  forth-coming:  for  in  the 
morning  ufually,  the  thief  is  fent  to  the  Goal,  and  the 
whore  proftrates  her  felf  to  the  Juftice. 

Men.  Admirable  Fachiecho. 

Met.  Thou  Cobler  of  Chrijlendom. 

Alg.  There  is  no  railing  with  thefe  rogues:  I will  dole 
with  ’em,  till  I can  cry  quittance : why  Signiors,  and  my 
honeft  neighbors,  will  you  impute  that  as  a negled  of  my 
friends,  which  is  an  imperfection  in  me?  I have  been  Sand- 
blind  from  my  infancy : to  make  you  amends  you  fliall  flip 
with  me. 

Laz.  Shall  we  fup  with  ye.  Sir?  O’ my  confciencc,  they 
have  wrong’d  the  Gentleman  extreamly. 

Alg.  And  after  fupper,  I have  a projeCt  to  employ  you 
in,  fhall  make  you  drink  and  eat  merrily  this  month : I am 
a little  knavifh : why,  and  doe  not  I know  all  you  to  be 
knaves  ? 

Fac.  I grant  you,  we  are  all  knaves,  and  vyill  be  your 
knaves : But  oh,  while  you  live,  take  heed  of  being  a proud 
knave. 

Alg.  On  then  pafs:  I will  bear  out  my  ftaffe,  and  my 
ftaffe  fhall  bear  out  me. 

Laz.  Oh  LazariUo.,  thou  art  going  to  fupper . 

Exeunt. 


Scxna  Secunda. 


Enter  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 


fliould  you  do  in  the  Kitchin,  cannot  the  Cooks  lick  their 
fingers  without  your  overfecing nor  the  maids  make  pot- 
tage, exceptyour  dogs-hcadbc  in  the  pot?  Von  Ludo,  Don 
^ot-^ean^  Don  Spinfier^  wear  a Petticoat  ftill,  and  put 
on  your  Smock  a’ Monday : 1 will  have  a baby  o’ clouts 
made  for  it,  like  a great  girl ; nay,  if  you  will  needs  be 
liarching  of  Ruf&,  and  fowing  of  Black-work,  I will  of  a 
mild,  and  loving  Tutor,  become  a Tyrant,  your  Father 
has  committed  you  to  my  charge,  and  I will  make  a man 
or  a moufe  on  you. 

Luc.  What  would  you  have  me  do?  thisfeurvy  fword 
So  galls  my  thigh : I would ’t  were  burnt : pifh,  look. 

This  Cloak  will  ne’r  keep  on ; thefe  Boots  too  hide-bound, 
Make  me  walk  friff,  as  if  my  legs  were  frozen. 

And  my  Spurs  gingle  like  a xMorris-dancer : 

Lord,  how  my  hcadakes  with  this  roguilhHat  ^ 

This  malculine  attire  is  moll  unealie, 

I am  bound’  up  in  it : 1 had  rather  walk 
in  folio , again,  loofe  like  a woman. 

Sob.  In  Foolio^  had  you  not  ? 

Thou  mocktoheav’n,  and  nature,  and  thy  Parents, 

Thou  tender  Leg  of  Lamb  ^ oh,  how  he  walks 
As  if  he  had  bepifs’d  himfelf,  and  fleers ! 

Is  this  a gate  for  the  young  Cavalier, 

Don  Lucio,  Son  and  Heir  to  Alvarez?  _ 

Has  it  a corn?  or  do’s  it  walk  on  confcience. 

It  treads  fo  gingerly  ? Come  on  your  ways, 

Suppofe  me  now  your  Fathers  foe,  ViteUi., 

And  fpying  youi’th’  ftreet,thus  I advance 
1 tvviltmy  Beard,  and  then  1 drawmyLvord. 

Lhc.  Alas. 

Bob.  And  thus  accofl:  thee : traiterous  brat,  _ 

How  durfl;  thou  thus  confront  me  ? impious  twig 
Of  thatoldftock,  dew’d  with  my  kinfmans  gore. 

Draw,  for  I’ll  quarter  thee  in  pieces  four. 

Luc.  Nay,  prethee  Bobadilla.,  leave  thy  fooling. 

Put  up  thy  fword,  I will  not  meddle  with  ye  j 
I,  juftle  me,  I care  not : I’ll  not  draw. 

Pray  be  a quiet  man. 

Bob.  D’  ye  hear : anfwer  me,  as  you  would  do  Don  Fi- 
teJliy  or  rilbefobold  as  to  lay  the  pomel  of  my  fword  over 
the  hilts  of  your  head:  my  name's  Fi>e//i,  and  I’ll  have  the 
wall. 

Luc.  Why  then  I’ll  have  the  kennel:  what  a coil  you  keep? 
Signior,  what  happen’d  ’tvvixt  my  Sire  and  your 
Kinfman,  was  long  before  I faw  the  world. 

No  fault  of  mine,  nor  will  I juftifie 
My  Fathers  crimes : forget  Sir,  and  forgive. 

’Tis  Chriftianity : I pray  put  up  your  fword, 

i’ll  give  you  any  latisfa<^ion 

That  may  become  a Gentleman : however 

I hope  you  are  bred  to  more  humanity 

Than  to  revenge  my  Fathers  wrong  on  me 

That  crave  your  love,  and  peace : law-you-now  Zancha 

Would  not  this  quiet  him,  were  he  ten  Vitellies. 

Bob.  Oh  craven-chicken  of  a Cock  o’  th’  game : well, 
what  remedy?  did  thy  Father  fee  this.  O’ my  confcience, 
he  would  cut  off  thy  Mafeuline  gender,  crop  thine  ears,  beat 
out  thine  eyes,  and  fet  thee  in  one  of  the  Pear  trees  for  a 
fcare-crow : As  I am  Vitelli.^  I am  fatisfied  •,  but  as  I am  Boba~ 
dilla.,  Spindola , Zancho , Steward  of  the  houfe,  and  thy  Fa- 
thers Servant,  I could  find  in  my  heart  to  lop  off  the  hin- 
der part  of  thy  face,  or  to  beat  all  thy  teeth  into  thy  mouth; 
Oh  thou  whay-bloodcd  milk-fop.  I’ll  wait  upon  thee  no 
longer,  thou  fhalt  ev’n  wait  upon  me : 
come  your  ways  Sir,  Ifhalltakea  little  pains  with  ye  clfc. 

! "Enter  Clara. 

• Cla.  Where  art  thou  brother  Lucio  ? ran  tan  tan  ta  ran 
'■  tan  ran  tan  tan  ta,  ta  ran  tan  tan  tan.  Oh,  I (hall  no  more 
fee  thofe  golden  daies,thefe  clothes  will  never  fadge  with  me ; 

a O’ this  filthy  vardingale  , this  hip-hape:  brother, 

why  are  womens  hanches  only  limited,  confm’d,  hoop’d 


in,  as  it  were  wiihthclc  liunc  Icurvy  vardingalcs? 

Bob.  Bccaufe  womens  handies  only  arc  mplt  lubjcfttodiA 
play  and  tlie  out. 

Cla.  Bobadilla.,  roguc,  tcii  Duckcts,  I hit  the  prepuce  of 
thy  Codpiece. 

Luc.  Hold,  if  you  love  my  life.  Sifter:  I am  not  Zancho 
Bobadilla.,  I am  yolir  brother  Lucio:  what  a fright  you  have 
put  me  in? 

Cla.  Brother  i'  and  wherefore  thus  ? 

Luc.  Why,  Maftcr  Steward  here,  S/p^nior  Zancho,  made 
me  change : he  does  nothing  but  mif-ulc  me,  and  call  me 
Coward,  and  fwcars  Ifliallwait  upon  him. 

Bob.  Well ; I do  no  more  than  I have  authoriry  for : 
would  1 were  away  though ; for  file’s  as  much  too  manifh, 
as  be  too  womanifli;  I dare  not  meddle  w'ithher,  yetimufc 
let  a good  face  on’c  ( if  I had  it ) I have  like  charge  of  Ma- 
dam, 1 am  as  well  toinollifie  you,  astoquallifie  him:  what 
have  you  to  do  with  Armors,  and  Piflols,  and  Javelins, and 
fwords,  and  fuch  tools  ? remember  Milcrifs  •,  nature  hatli 
given  you  a fheath  only,to  fignifie  women  are  to  put  up  mens 
weapons,  not  todrawthem;  look  you  now,  is  this  a fit  trot 
‘or  a Gentlewoman?  You  fhallfeethe  Court-Ladies  move 
like  Goddefles  , as  if  they  trode  air-,  they  will  fwim 
you  their  meafures,  like  Whiting-mops,  as  if  their  feet  were 
Anns,  and  the  hinges  of  their  knees  cil’d:  doe  they  love  to 
ride  great  horfes,  as  you  do  ? no,  they  love  to  ride  great 
alleslboner;  faith,  I know  not  what  tofay  t’ yebothrCu- 
llom  hath  turn’d  nature  topfie-turvic  in  you. 

Cla.  Nay,  butMafter  Steward. 

Bob.  You  cannot  trot  fo  fall,  but  he  ambles  as  flowly. 

Cla.  Sie^ytior  Spindle,  will  yoli  hear  me. 

Bob.  Hethatlhall  come  to  beftride  your  Virginity,  had 
better  be  afoot  o’er  the  Dragon. 

Clo.  Very  well. 

Bob.  Did  ever  Lady  pace  fb? 

Cla.  Hold  thefe  a little. 

Luc.  I’ll  not  touch  ’em,  I. 

Cla.  Firfl  doe  1 break  your  Office  o’re  your  pate. 

You  Dog-skin-fac’d  rogue,  pilcher,  you  poor/(i«f. 

Which  I will  beat  to  Stock-fifh. 

Luc.  Sifter. 

Bob.  Madam. 

Cla.  You  Cittern-head,  who  have  you  talk’d  to,  ha? 
Younafty,  ftinking,  and  ill-counrenanc’d  Cur. 

Bob.  By  this  hand.  I’ll  bang  your  brother  for  this,  vylien 
I get  him  alone. 

Cla.  How?  kick  him  Lucio,  he  fhall  kick  you 
Spighto’the  nofe,  that’s  flat:  kick  him,  Ifay, 

Or  1 will  cut  thy  head  off. 

Bob.  Softly  y’  had  beft. 

Cla.  Now,  thou  lean,  dry’d,  and  ominous  vifag’d  knave, 
Thou  falfe  and  peremptory  Steward,  pray. 

For  I will  hang  thee  up  in  thine  owm  chain. 

Luc.  Good  Sifter  do  not  choak  him. 

Bob.  Murder,  murder.  Exit. 

Cla.  Well : I fliall  meet  with  ye : Lucio,  who  bought 
this  ? 

’Tis  a reafonable  good  one  but  there  hangs  one 
S paints  Champion  ne’er  us’d  truer : with  this  Staflb 
Old  Alvarez  has  led  up  men  fo  dole. 

They  could  almoftfpit  in  the  Cannons  mouth, 

Whilft  I with  that,  and  this  well  mounted,  fcour’d 
AHorfe-troop  through,  and  through,  like  fwift  defire. 
And  feen  poor  rogues  retire,  all  gore,  hndgalh’d 
Li  ke  bleeding  Shads. 

Luc.  Blefs  us,  Sifter  Clara. 

How  defperately  you  talk : what  d’  ye  call 
This  Gun  a dag? 

Cla.  I’ll  give’t  thee : a French  petronel  % 

You  never  faw  my  Barbary,  the  Infanta 
Beftow’duponme,  as  yet  Lucio? 

Walk  down,  and  fee  it 

Luc.  What  into  the  Stable  ? 

Not  I,  the  Jades  will  kick : the  poor  Groom  there 
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Was  almofl:  ipoil’d  the  other  da3\ 

Ch.  Ficontliee, 

Thou  wilt  Icarce  be  a man  before  thy  Mother, 

Luc.  When  will  you  be  a woman? 

Enter  Ah^arei  attd  Eobadilla. 

Clj.  Would  I were  none. 

But  natures  privy  Seal  alliircs  me  one. 

Alv.  Thou  anger’ll  me:  can  llrong  habitual cullome 
W’ork  with  fuch  Magick  on  the  mind  and  manners. 

In  fpightof  lex  and  nature  ? find  out  lirrah, 

Someskilhil  fighter. 

Bob.  Yes  Sir. 

Alv.  1 will  retlifis:. 

And  redeem  cithers  proper  inclination, 

Or  bray  ’em  in  a morter,  and  new  mold  ’em.  Exit. 

Bob.  Believe  your  eyes.  Sir,  I tell  you,  we  wadi  an  Et'hio^. 
Ch.  I ftrike  it  for  ten  Duckets. 

Alv.  How  now  C/jrj, 

Your  Breeches  on  ftill?  and  your  petticoat 
Not  yet  off  L«iTio  ? art  thou  not  guclt? 

Or  did  the  cold  Mufeovite  beget  thee. 

That  lay  hereLieger  in  the  lalt  great  froll? 

Art  not  thou  Clara.,  turn’d  a man  indeed 
Beneath  the  girdle  ? and  a woman  thou  ? 

I’ll  have  you  fearch’d  by, 1 llrongly  doubt ; 

We  mull  have  thefe  things  mendtd : come  goe  in.  Exit. 

Enter  Vitelli  and  Bobadilla. 

Bob.  With  Lucioi^Y  you?  there  is  for  yon. 

Vit,  And  there  is  for  thee. 

Bob.  I thank  you : you  have  now  bought  a little  advice 
Of  me-,  if  you  chance  to  have  conference  with  that 
Lady  there,  be  very  civil,  or  look  to  your  head:  fhehas 
Ten  nails,  and  you  have  but  two  eies:  If  any  foolilh 
Hot  motions  Ihould  chance  to  rife  in  the  Horizon 
Under  yodi  equinodlial  there,  qualifie  it  as  well  as 
You  can,  for  I fear  the  elevation  of  your  pole  will 
Not  agree  with  the  Horofeopeof  herconftitution*. 

She  is  Bell  the  Dragon  I alTure  you.  Exit. 

Vit.  Are  you  the  L«cio,  Sir,  that  fav’d  Vitelli} 

Luc.  Not  I indeed,  Sir,  I did  never  brable  j . 

There  walks  that  Ludo  Metamorphofed.  Exit. 

Vit.  Do  ye  mock  me  / 

Ch.  Ko,  he  does  not : I am  that 
Suppofed  Lwcwthat  was,  hnt  Clara., 

T hat  is , and  daughter  unto  Alvarez. 

Vit.  Amazement  daunts  me -,  would  my  life  were  riddles. 
So  you  were  frill  my  fair  Expofitor : 

Proteded  by  a Lady  from  my  death. 

Oh,  Ilhall  wear  an  everlafting  blulh 
Upon  ray  cheek  from  this  difeovery : 

Oh,  you  the  fairelt  Soldier,  I e’er  faw  -, 

Each  of  whole  eyes,  like  a bright  bea^  Shield, 

Conquers  without  blows,  the  contentious. 

Cla.  Sir,  guard  your  felf,  you  are  in  your  enemies  houfe, 
And  may  Ire  injur’d. 

Vit.  ’Tisimpolfible  ; 

Foe,  nor  opprclfing  odds  dares  prove  Vitelli, 

If  C//2rj  fide  him,  and  will  call  him  friend  j 
I would  the  diffi;rence  of  our  bloods  were  fuch 
As  might  with  any  Ihift  be  wip’d  away : 

Or  would  to  heaven  your  fell  were  all  your  name  ♦, 

That  having  loll  blood  by  you,  I might  hope 
To  raife  blood  from  you.  But  my  black-wing’d  fate 
Hovers  averfely  over  that  fond  hope: 

And  he,  whofe  tongue  thus  gratifies  the  daughter. 

And  Sifter  of  his  enemy,  wears  a fword 
Toripthe  Father  andthe  Brotherup. 

Thus  you  that  lav’d  this  wretched  life  of  mine^ 

Have  fav’d  it  to  the  ruin  of  your  friends. 

That  my  affecYions  fhould  promifcuoufly 


Dart  love  and  hate  at  once,  both  worthily  > > 

Pray  let  me  kifs  your  hand.  ' 

Cla.  You  are  treacherous, 

And  come  to  do  me  mifehief. 

Vit.  Speak  on  Hill; 

Your  words  are  falfer  ( fair)  than  my  intents. 

And  each  fweet  accent  far  more  treacherous  ■,  for 
Though  you  fpeak  ill  of  me,  you  fpeak  fb  well, 

I doe  defire  to  hear  you. 

Cla.  Pray  be  gone  : 

Or  kill  me  if  you  pleafe. 

Vit.  Oh,  neither  can  I, 

For  to  be  gone,  were  to  dellroy  my  life  • 

And  to  kill  you,  were  to  dellroy  my  foul: 

I am  in  love,  yet  mull  not  be  in  love : 

I’ll  get  away  apace : yet  valiant  Lady, 

Such  gratitude  to  honor  I do  owe,  ' 

And  fuch  obedience  to  your  memory. 

That  if  you  will  beflow  fomething,  that  I 
May  wear  about  me,  it  fhall  bind  all  wrath. 

My  mofl  inveterate  wrath,  from  all  attempts. 

Till  you  and  I meet  next. 

Cla.  A favour.  Sir  ? 

Why,  I will  give  ye  good  counfeli  , 

Vit.  That  already. 

You  have  bellowed^  a Ribbon,  or  a Glove. 

Ch.  Nay,  thofe  are  tokens  for  a waiting-maid 
To  trim  the  Butler  with, 

Vit.  Your  feather. 

Ch.  Fie  the  wenches  give  them  to  their  ferving-raen. 

Vit.  That  little  Ring. 

Ch.  ’Twill  hold  you  but  by  th’  finger  i 
And  I would  have  have  you  fafter.  \ 

Vit.  Any  thing  ^ 

That  I may  wear,  and  but  remember  you. 

Ch.  This  finile:  my  good  opinion,  or  my  felL 
But  that  it  feems  you  like  not 
Vit.  Yes,  fo  well : 

When  anyfmiles,  I will  remember  yours  ^ 

Your  good  opinion  fhall  in  weight  poize  me 
Againft  athoufand  ill.-  Laflly,  your  felf, 

My  curious  eye  now  figures  in  my  heart. 

Where  I will  wear  you,  till  the  Table  break. 

So,  whitefl  Angels  guard  you. 

Ch.  Stay  Sir,  I 

Have  fitly  thoughtto  give,  what  you  as  fitly 
May  not  difdain  to  wear. 

Vit.  What’s  that  ? 

Ch,  This  Sword. 

I never  heard  a man  fpeak  till  this  hour. 

His  words  are  golden  chains,  and  now  I fear 
The  Lyonefle  hath  met  a tamer  here : 

Fie,  how  his  tongue  chimes : wh^  was  I faying  ? 

Oh  r this  favour  I bequeath  you,  which;  1 tie 
In  a Love-knot,  fall,  ne’er  to  hurt  my  friends 
Yet  be  it  fortunate  ’gainfl  all  your  foes 
( For  I have  neither  friend,  nor  foe,  but  yours  ) 

As  e’er  it  was  tome:  I’ve  kept  it  long. 

And  value  it,  next  my  Virginity: 

But  good,  return  it,  for  I now  remember 
1 vow’d,  who  purchas’d  it,  fhould  have  me  too. 

Vit.  Would  that  were  pofTible:  but  alas  it  isnot^ 

Yet  this  aflure  your  felf,  mofl  honour’d  Clara, 

I’ll  not  infringe  a particle  of  breath 
My  vow  hath  offered  to  ye:  nor  from  this  part 
Whilfl  it  hath  edge,  or  point,  or  I a heart.  Exit. 

Ch.  Oh,  leave  me  living ; what  new  exercife 
Is  crept  into  my  breaft,  that  blauncheth  clean 
My  former  nature  ? I begin  to  find 
I am  a woman,  and  mufl  learn  to  fight 
A foftef  fweeter  battel,  than  with  fwords. 

I am  fick  methinks,  but  the  difeafe  I feel 
Pleafeth,  and  punifheth : I warrant  love 
Is  very  like  this,  that  folks  talke  of  fb  y 

I skill 
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I skill  not  what  it  is,  yet  fiire  even  here. 

Even  in  my  heart,  I fenfibly  perceive 
It  clows,  and  rifeth  like  a glimmering  flame. 

But  know  not  yet  the  Efience  on’t,  nor  name.  Exit. 

Which  I will  offer,  like  an  Queen. 

Alg.  And  1 will  be  thy  devil,  thou  my  fleffi. 

With  which  I’ll  catch  the  world. 

Mai.  Fill  fbme  Tobacco, 

And  bring  it  in  : if  Piorato  come 

Before  my  Dow,  admit  him  -,  if  my  Don 

Before  my  Love,  condlid  him,  my  dear  Devil.  Exit. 

Alg.  I will  my  dear  Flefli : firfl  come,firfl  ferv’d.Wcll  laid 
Oh  equal  Heaven,  how  wifely  thou  difpofeft 
Thy  leveral  gifts  ? one’s  born  a great  rich  fool. 

For  the  fubordinate  knave  to  work  upon ; 

Anothers  poor,  with  wits  addition. 

Which  well  or  ill-us’d,  builds  a living  up- 
And  that  too  from  the  Sire  oft  defeends: 

Only  fair  virtue,  by  traduftion 

Never  fucceeds,  and  feldom  meets  fuccefs,  ' 

What  have  1 then  to  do  with’t?  My  free  will 
Left  me  by  heaven,  makes  me  or  good,  or  ill : 

Now  fincevice  gets  more  in  this  vicious  world 
Than  Piety,  and  my  Stars  confluence 
Enforce  my  difpofition  to  affeft: 

Gain,  and  the  name  of  rich,  let  who  willpradlife 
War,  and  grow  that  way  great : religious. 

And  that  way  good;  my  chief  felicity 
Is  wealth  the  nurfe  of  fenfuality : 

And  he  that  mainly  labours  to  be  rich, 

Muft  fcratch  great  fcabs,  and  claw  a Strumpets  itch.  Exit. 

Sc£na  Seemda. 

Enter  Piorato,  and  Babadilla,  rrith  Letterti 

Pio.  Tofaay,  Sir,  I will  wait  upon  your  Lord, 

Were  not  to  underfland  my  felf. 

Bob.  To  fay  Sir, 

You  will  do  any  thing  but  wait  upon  him, 

Were  not  to  underfland  my  Lord . 

Pio.  I’ll  meet  him 

Some  half  hour  hence,  and  doubt  not  but  to  render 
His  Son  a man  again : the  cure  is  eafie, 

I have  done  divers. 

Bob.  Women  do  ye  mean.  Sir  ? 

Pio,  Cures  Ido  mean.  Sir:  be  there  butonefpark 
Of  fire  remaining  in  him  unextinft. 

With  my  difeourfe  I’ll  blow  it  to  a flame  9 
And  with  my  practice  into  aiftion : 

I have  had  one  fo  full  of  childifh  fear. 

And  womanifli-hearted  fent  to  my  advice. 

He  durflnot  draw  a knife  to  cut  his  meat. 

Bob.  And  how  Sir,  did  you  help  him  ? 

Pio.  Sir,  I kept  him 

Seven  daies  in  a dark  room  by  a Candle-light, 

A plenteous  Table  fpreadwith  all  good  meats, 

Before  his  eyes,  a Cafe  of  keen  broad  Knives, 

Upon  the  board,  and  he  fo  watch’d  he  might  not 
Touch  the leafl modicum,  unlefs  he  cut  it:  ^ 

And  thus  f brought  him  firfl  to  draw  a knife. 

Bob.  Good. 

Pio.  Then  for  ten  daies  did  I diet  him 
Only  with  burnt  Pork,  Sir,  and  gammons  of  Bacofl  ^ 

A pill  of  Caveary  now  and  then, 

Which  breeds  choler  adufl  you  know, 

Bob.  ’Tistrue.  ^ ^ 

Pio.  And  to  purge  phlegmatick  humor, and  coldcruditieSj 
In  all  that  time  he  drank  me  Aqna-fortisy 

And  nothing  elfe  but 

Boh.  Aqita^vit£  Signior, 

For  Aqua-fortis  poifons. 

Pio.  Aqua~fortis  _ . ^ . 

I fay  again : what’s  one  man’s  poifein,  Sighibf, 

Is  anothers  meat  or  drink. 

Your  patience, Sir-, 

By  your  good  patience,  h’  had  ahugecoldftbmacH, 

Pio.  I fir’d  it : and  gave  him  then  three  fweats 

In 

JHus  Tertius, 

Sexna.  ?rima» 

Enter  and  Algua7.ier, 

Mal.T miifcnot?  nor  he  (hall  not,  who  fliall  lett  him? 

JH  You  politique  with  your  face  of  wifdom  j 

Don-hlirt.,  the on  your  Aphorifmes, 

Your  grave,  and  Sage-Ale  Phyfiognoiny  : 

Do  not  I know  thee  for  the  Alguazier, 

Whofe  dimghil  all  the  Parifh  Scavengers 
Could  never  rid  ? thou  Comedy  to  men, 

Whofe  ferious  folly  is  a Butt  for  all 

To  fhoot  their  wits  at  ^ whilft:  thou  haft  not  wit, 

Nor  heart,  to  anfwer,  or  be  angry. 

ufl.  p2e,  peace,  you  rotten  Rogue,  fupported  by 
A ftaffe  of  rottener  office  ; dare  you  check 
Any  acceffes,  that  I will  allow  ? 
piorato  is  my  friend,  andvifits  me 
In  lawful  fort  to  efpoufe  me  as  his  wife  i 
And  who  willcrofs,  or  fhall  our  enter-views.? 

You  knowme  firrah,for  no  Chambermaid, 

That  call:  her  belly,  and  her  waftecoat  lately ; 

Thou  think’fl:  thy  Conftablefhip  is  much:  notlo, 

I am  ten  offices  to  thee : I,  thy  houfe, 

Thv  houfe,  and  office  is  maintain  d by  me. 

Ala  My  houfe-of-office  is  maintain  d i th  garden . 

Go  too,  1 know  you,  and  I have  contriv’d  j 
Y’are  a delinquent,  but  lhavecontriv  d 
A poifon,  though  not  in  the  third  degree: 

I can  fay,  black’s  your  eye,  though  it  be  grey, 

I have  conniv’d  at  this,  your  friend,  and  you: 

But  what  is  got  by  this  connivency  ? 

I like  his  feather  well : a proper  man. 

Of  good  difeourfe,  fine  converfation. 

Valiant,  and  a great  carrier  of  the  bufinefs, 

Sweet  breafted,  as  the  Nightingale,  or  Thruln: 

Yet  Imufl:  tell  you-,  you  forget  your  felf. 

My  Lord  Vitellies  love,  and  maintenance 
Deferves  no  other  Jack  i’th’box,  but  he : ^ 

What  though  he  gather’d  firfl:  the  gol^n  fruit. 

And  blew  your  pigs-coat  up  into  a blifter. 

When  you  did  wait  at  Court  upon  his  mother  *, 

Has  he  not  well  provided  for  the  barn.? 

Befide,  what  profit  reap  I by  the  o^er  • 

If  you  will  have  me  ferve  your  pleafure.  Lady, 

Your  pleafure  muft  accommodate  my  fervice^ 

As  good  be  virtuous  and  poor,  as  not 
Thrive  by  my  knavery,  all  the  world  would  be 
Good,  profper’d  goodnefs  like  to  -villany. 

I am  the  Kings  Vice-gerent  by  my  place 
His  right  Lieutenant  in  mine  own  preemd.  _ 

Mai.  Thou  art  a right  rafcalinallmens  preemds  ^ 

Yet  now  my  pair  of  twins,  of  fool,  and  knave,  ^ 

Look  we  are  friends  s there’s  Gold  for  thee,  admit 
Whom  I will  have,  and  keep  it  from  my 
And  I will  make  thee  richer  than  thou  rt  wife ; 

Thou  fhalt  be  my  Bawd,  and  my  Officer : 

Thy  children  fhall  eat  ftill,  my  good  night  Owl, 

And  thy  old  wife  fell  Andirons  to  the  Court, 

Be  countenanced  by  the  Po«x,  and  wear  a hood. 

Nay,  keep  my  Garden-houfe  ^ I’ll  call  her  Mother, 

Thee  Father,  my  good  poyfonous  Red-hair’d  Dill, 

And  Gold  fhall  daily  be  thy  Sacrifice, 

Wrought  from  a fertile  Ifland  of  mine  own. 

Loves  Cure,  or 
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la  die  Artill  ry-yard  three  drilling  daics: 

And  now  he’ll  fhoot  a Gun,  and  draw  a Sword, 

And  fight  with  any  man  in  Cbri\ieHdom. 

E.>b.  A receipt  tor  a coward;  I’ll  be  bold,  Sir, 

To  write  your  good  prelcription, 

Fio.  Sir,  hereafter 

You  lhall,  and  underneadi  it  put  probjtnm: 
s your  chain  right  ? 

Bjb^  ’Tisbodi right  and  jufl;  Sir*, 

For  though  I am  a Steward,  I did  get  it 
With  no  mans  wrong. 

Fio.  You  are  witty. 

Bob.  So,  fo. 

Could  you  not  cure  one  Sir,  of  being  too  rafli 
And  over-daring'?  there  now’s  my  dife^e; 

Fool-hardy  as  they  fay,  for  that  in  footh, 

I am. 

Fio.  Moll:  eafily. 

Bob.  How? 

Fio.  To  make  you  drunk.  Sir, 

W'ith  fmall  Eeer  once  a day,  and  beat  you  twice. 

Till  you  be  bruis’d  all  over:  if  that  help  not. 

Knock  out  your  brains. 

Bob.  This  is  ftrong  Phyfick  Signior, 

And  never  will  agree  with  my  weak  body: 

I find  the  medicine  vvorle  than  the  malady. 

And  therefore  will  remain  fool-hardy  ftill; 

You’ll  come.  Sir? 

Fio.  As  1 am  a Gentleman. 

Bob.  A man  o’ th’ Sword  Ihould  never  break  his  word. 
Fio.  I’ll  overtake  you  : I have  only,  Sir 
A complimental  viiitation 
To  offer  to  a Mifhrifs  lodg’d  here  by. 

Bob.  A Gentlewoman? 

Pio.  Yes  Sir.  • 

Bob.  Fair,  and  comely  ? 

Fio.  Oh  Sir,  the  Paragon,  theNon-paril 
Of  Sew7,  the  mofl:  wealthy  Mine  of  Spain, 

For  beauty,  and  perfedion. 

Bob.  Say  you  fo? 

Might  not  a man  entreat  a crurtefle. 

To  walk  along  with  you  Signior,  to  perufe 
Tliis  dainty  Mine,  though  not  todigin’t  Signior? 

Hauh 1 hope  you’ll  not  denie  me,  being  a ftrangcr  *, 

Though  I am  a Steward,  1 am  fiefn  and  blood. 

And  frail  as  other  men,  ^ 

P/o.  Sir,  blow  your  nofe: 

I dare  not  for  the  w'orld : no,  fhe  is  kept 
By  a great  Don,  Vitelii. 

Bob.  How.? 

Pio.  ’Tistrue, 

Bob.  See,  things  will  veer  about : this  Don  ViteVi 
Am  I to  feek  now,  to  deliver  Letters 
From  my  young  Miftrifs  Clara : and  I tell  you. 

Under  the  Rofe,  becaufe  you  are  a ftranger. 

And  my  fpecial  friend,  1 doubt  there  is 
A little  foolifh  love  betwixt  the  parties,  * 

Unknowm  unto  mv  Lord. 

Pio.  Happy  clifco very : 

My  fruit  begins  to  ripen : hark  you  Sir, 

I would  notwilh  you  now,  to  give  thofe  Letters: 

But  home,  and  ope  this  to  Madona  Clara, 

Which  when  I come  I’ll  juffifie,  and  relate 
More  amply,  and  particularly. 

Bob.  I approve 

Your  counfeJ,  and  will  pradife  it : bazilos  mams : 

Here’s  twochewres  chewr’d;  when  wifdomisimploy’d 
’Tis  ever  thus:  your  more  acquaintance,  Signior; 

I fay  not  better,  Icaft:  you  think,  I thought  not 
Yours  good  enough. 

Enter  Alguazier. 

Pm.  Your  fervant  excellent  Steward. 


Would  all  the  Dons  in  Spain  had  no  more  brains. 

Here  comes  the  Algnaziet ; dieu  vous  guard  Monjiewr. 

Is  my  Cuz  ftirring  yet.? 

Alg.  Your  Cuz  (good  cofin?) 

A whore  is  like  a fool,  a kin  to  all 

The  gallants  in  the  Town : Your  Guz,  good  Signior, 

Is  gone  abroad^  Sir,  with  her  other  Cofin, 

My  Lord  Vhelli : fince  when  there  hath  been 
Some  dozen  Cofins  here  to  enquire  for  her. 

Pio.  She’s  greatly  ally’d  Sir. 

Alg.  Marry  is  fhe.  Sir,  ' ^ 

Come  of  a lufly  kindred : the  truth  is, 

I mull  connive  no  more : no  more  admittance 
Mull  Iconfent  to^  my  good  Lord  hasthreatned  me,  . 

And  you  muff:  pardon. 

Fio.  Out  upon  thee  man. 

Turn  honeft  in  thine  age  ? one  foot  i’th’  grave? 

Thou  fhalt  not  wrong  thy  lelf  fo,  for  a million : 

Look,  thou  three-headed  Cerberus  (for  wit  • 

I mean)  here  is  one  fop,  and  two,  and  three. 

For  every  chop  a bit.  > 

Alg.  I marry  Sir;  [ 

Well,  the  poor  heart  loves  you  but  too  well. 

We  have  been  talking  on  you  ’faith  this  hour ; 

Where,  what  I faid,  goetoo;  llie  loves  your  valour  i 
Oh,  and  your  Mufick  moft  abominably ; 

She  is  within  Sir,  and  alone;  /what  mean  you? 

Fio.  That  is  your  Sergeants  fide,  I take  it  Sir  i 
Now  I endure  your  Conftables  much  better*. 

There  is  lefs  danger  in’t : for  one  you  know  ! 

Is  a tame  harmlefs  monfler  in  the  light,  , 

The  Sergeant falvage  both  by  day, and  pight 
Alg.  I’ll  call  her  to  you  for  that.  | 

Fio.  No,  I will  charm  her.  | 

1 

Enter  Malroda.  * 

Alg.  She’s  come.  .•  1 

Pio.  My  Spirit. 

Mai.  Oh  my  Sweet, 

Leap  hearts  to  lips,  and  in  our  kifles  meet* 

SONG. 

Pio.  ‘lurn,  turn  thy  beauteous  face  away. 

How  pah  andfickjy  lookjtbe  day. 

In  emulation  of  thy  brighter  beams  ! 

Oh  envious  light,  fli,flie,  begone. 

Come  night,  and  piece  two  breads  as  one  ", 

fVhenyvhat  love  does,  we  will  repeat  in  dreams, 

Tet  (^thy  eyes  open')  who  can  day  hence  fright,  j 

Let  but  their  Lids  fall,  and  it  will  benight. 

Alg.  Well,  I will  leave  you  to  your  fortitude^ 

And  you  to  temperance;  ah,  ye  pretty  pair, 

’Twere  fin  to  funder  you.  Lovers  being  alone 
Make  one  of  two,  and  day  and  might  all  one. 

But  fall  not  out,  I charge  you,  keep  the  peace  *, 

You  know  my  place  elfo.  Exit. 

Mai.  No,  you  will  not  marry ; j 

You  are  a Courtier,  andcanfmg  (my  Love  ) 

And  want  no  Miflrifles : but  yet  1 care  not. 

I’ll  love  you  ftill  i and  when  I am  dead  for  you. 

Then  you’ll  believe  my  truth. 

Pm.  You  kill  me  (fair) 

It  is  my  lefibn  that  you  fpeak : have  I 
In  any  circumftance  deferv’d  this  doubt  ? 

I am  not  like  your  falfo  and  perjur’d  Don 
That  here  maintains  you,  and  has  vow’d  his  faith. 

And  yet  attempts  in  way  of  marriage 
A Lady  not  far  off 
Mai.  How’s  that? 

Fio.  ’Tisfo: 

And  therefore  Miftrifs,  now  the  time  is  come 

You 
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You  may  demand  his  promife  ^ and  I fwcar 
To  marry  you  withfpccd. 

A/j/.  And  with  that  Gold 

Which  Don  ViteUi  gives,  you’ll  walk  fome  voyage 
And  leave  me  to  my  Trade  *,  and  laugh,  and  brag. 

How  you  o’er-reach’d  a whore,  and  gull’d  a Lord, 

Yio.  You  anger  me  extreamly : fare  yon  well. 

What  Ihould  I fay  to  be  believ’d  ? expole  me 
To  any  hazard  or  like  jealous  Jnno 
( Th’  incenfed  ftep-mother  of  Hercules  ) 

Defign  me  labours  mofl:  impolTible, 

I’ll  doe ’em,  or  die  in  ’em^  lb  at  laft 
You  will  believe  me. 

Mai.  Come,  we  are  friends : I do, 

I am  thine,  walk  in;  my  Lord  has  lent  me  outfides. 

But  thou  flialt  have  ’em,  the  colours  are  too  fad ; 

Tio.  ’Faith  Miftrifs,  I want  clothes  indeed. 

Mai.  I have 

Some  Gold  too,  for  my  fervant. 

Tio.  And  1 have 

A better  mettal  fpr  my  Miftrifs.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Tertia. 

Enter  Vitelli  and  Alguazier,  at  feveral  doors. 

Alg.  Undone — wit  now  or  never  help  me:  my  Mafter 
He  will  cut  my  throat,  I am  a deadConftable*, 

And  he’ll  not  be  hang’d  neither,  there’s  the  grief: 

The  party.  Sir,  is  here. 

Vit.  What? 

Alg.  He  was  here 

I cry  yoiir  Lordlhip  mercy : but  I ratled  him  ^ 

I told  him  here  was  no  companions 

Forfuch  debauch’d,  and  poor  condition’d  fellows*, 

I bid  him  venture  not  lb  defperately  '*■ 

The  cropping  of  his  cars,  flitting  his  nofe, 

Or  being  gelt. 

Vit.  ’Twas  well  done. 

Alg.  Pleafe  your  honor,  - 
I told  him  there  were  Stews,  and  then  at  laft 
Swore  three  or  four  great  oaths  Ihe  was  remov’d, 

Which  I did  think  I might,  in  confcience. 

Being  for  your  Lordlhip.  _ i 

Vit.  What  became  of  him? 

Alg.  Faith  Sir,  he  went  away  with  a flea  in’s  ear, 

Like  a poor  cur,  clapping  his  trundle  tail  ^ 

Betwixt  his  legs.— chi  ha.,  a chi  ha^  a chi  ha — now  luck. 

Enter  Malroda  and  Piorato. 

Mai.  ’Tishe,  do  as  I told  thee:  Blefsthee  Signior. 

Oh,  my  dear  Lord. 

Vit.  Malroda^  what  alone  ? 

Mai.  She  never  is  alone,  that  is  accompanied 
With  noble  thoughts,  my  Lord  i and  mine  are  fuch. 

Being  only  of  your  Lordfliip. 

Vit.  Pretty  Lafs. 

Mai.  Ohmy  goodLord,myPi(fture’sdone:  but ’faith 
It  is  not  like  ^ nay,  this  way  Sir,  the  light 
Strikes  belt  upon  it  here. 

Tio.  Excellent  wench.  Exit. 

I am  glad  the  danger’s  over.  Exit. 

Vit.  ’Tis  wondrous  like. 

But  that  Art  cannot  counterfeit  what  Nature 
Could  make  but  once, 

Mai.  All’s  clear  *,  another  tune 
You  muft  hear  from  me  now;  Vitelli^  thou’rt 
A moft  perfidious  and  a perjur’d  man. 

As  ever  did  ufiirp  Nobility: 

Vit.  What  meanftthou  Mai} 

Mai.  Leave  your,  betraying  finiles, 

And  changethe  tunes  of  yourinticing  tongues 
To  penitential  prayers  j for  I am.  great 
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In  labour,  even  with  anger,  big  with  child 
Of  womans  rage,  bigger  than  when  my  womb 
W'as  pregnant  by  thee ; go  Icdiiccr,  llie 
Out  of  the  world,  let  me  the  laft  wretch  be 
Dilhonored  by  thee:  touch  me  not,  I loath 
My  very  heart,  bccaufe  thou  lay’ft  there  long*, 

A woman’s  well  help’d  up,  that’s  confident 
In  e’er  a glittering  outfide  on  you  all : 

W'ould  I had  honeftly  been  match’d  to  fbmc 
PoorCountrey-fwain,  e’er  known  the  vanity 
Of  Court : peace  then  had  been  my  portion, 

Nor  had  been  cozen’d  by  an  hours  pomp' 

To  be  a whore  unto  my  dying  day. 

Vit.  Oh  the  uncomfortable  waies  fuch  women  have. 

Their  different  fpeech  and  meaning,  noafliirance 
In  what  they  lay  or  do ; Diflcmblers 
Even  in  their  prayers,  as  if  the  weeping 
That  flatter’d  a-fire,  had  been  their  Adam*, 

Lyers,  as  if  their  mother  had  been  made 
Only  of  all  the  falfliood  of  the  man, 

Difpos’d  into  that  rib  *.  Do  I know  this. 

And  more ; nay,  all  that  can  concern  this  Sex, 

With  the  true  end  of  my  creation  ? 

Can  I with  rational  difeourfe  fometimes 
Advance  my  fpirit  into  Heaven,  before 
’T  has  fliook  hands  with  my  body,  and  yet  blindly 
Suffer  my  filthy  flefli  to  mafter  it. 

With  fight  of  liich  fair  frail  beguiling  objeds  ? 

When  lam  abfent,  eafily  1 refolve 
Ne’er  more  to  entertain  thofe  ftrong  defires 
That  triumph  o’er  me,  even  to  adual  fin  ^ 

Yet  when  I meet  again  thofe  forcerers  eies, 

Their  beams  my  hardeft  refolutionsthaw. 

As  if  that  cakes  of  Ice  and  July  met., 

And  her  fighs  powerful  as  the  violent  North, 

Like  a light  feather  twirl  me  round  about 
And  leave  me  in  mine  own  low  ftate  again. 

What  ayl’ft  thou?  pretheeweep  not : Oh, thofe  tears 
If  they  were  true,  and  rightly  fpent,  would  raife 
Aflow’ry  fpring  i’th’  midft  of  January: 

Celeftial  Minifters  with  Chryftal  cups 
Would  ftoop  to  lave  ’em  for  immortal  drink: 

Bat  from  this  paflion  ^ why  all  this  ? 

Mai.  Do  ye  ask  ? 

You  are  marrying : having  made  me  unfit 
For  any  man,  you  leave  me  fit  for  all  : 

Porters  muft  be  my  burthens  now,  to  live. 

And  fitting  me  your  felf  for  Carts,  and  Beadles, 

You  leave  me  to  ’em ; And  who  of  all  the  world 
I But  the  virago.,  your  great  Arch-foes  daughter  ? 

But  on ; I care  not,  this  poor  rufh : ’twill  breed 
An  excellent  Comedy ; ha,  ha : ’t  makes  me  laugh : 

I cannot  choofe ; the  beft  is,  fome  report 
It  is  a match  for  fear,  not  love  o’  your  fide. 

Vit.  Why  how  the  devil  knows  flie,  that  I law 
This  Lady?  are  all  whores,  piec’d  with  fome  witch? 

I will  be  merry,  ’faith  ’tis  true,  fweet  heart, 

I am  to  marry  ? 

Mai.  Are  you  ? you  bafe  Lord, 

By — I’ll  piftol  thee. 

Vit.  A roaring  whore  ? 

Take  heed,  there’s  a Corredion-houfe  hard  by : ( you  of,  ■ 
You  ha’ 1 earn’d  this  o’  your  Iwordman,  that  I warn’d 
Your  Fencers,  and  your  drunkards ; but  whereas 
You  upbraid  me  with  oaths,  why  I muft  tell  you 
I ne’er  promis’d  you  marriage,  nor  have  vow’d. 

But  faid  1 lov’d  you,  long  as  you  remain’d 
The  woman  I expefted,  or  you  fwore. 

And  how  you  have  fail’d  of  that  ( fweet-heart ) you  Icndw. 
You  fain  would  flievv  your  power,  but  fare  you  \vdl. 

I’ll  keep  no  more  faith  with  an  infidel, 

Mai.  Nor  Imybofome  fora  Turk^:  d’ye  hear? 

Goe,  and  the  devil  take  me,  if  ever 
I fee  you  more:  I was  too  true. 

Vif. 

n,r  ^ 
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Vit.  Come,  pilh: 

That  devil  take  the  falfelt  of  us  two. 

MjI.  Amen. 

Vit.  You  are  an  ill  Clark*,  and  curie  your  felf: 

Madnefs  tranljx)rts  you:  iconfels,  I drew  you 
Unto  my  \\'ill : but  you  mull  know  that  muft  not 
Make  me  doat  on  the  habit  of  my  fin. 

I willj  to  I'ettle  you  to  your  content. 

Be  malfcr  of  my  word : and  yet  he  ly’d 
That  told  you  I was  marrying,  but  in  thought : 

But  will  you  Have  me  to  your  tyranny 
So  cruelly  1 lhall  not  dare  to  look 
Or  fpeak  to  other  women  ? make  me  not 
Your  Cnock’s  YlonopoUc : come,  let’s  be  friends ; 

Look,  here’s  a Jewel  for  thee ; 1 will  come 

At  night,  and 

MjI.  What  ’yfaith : you  lhall  not.  Sir. 

Vit.  ’Faith,  and  troth,  and  verily,  but  1 will 
• MjI.  Half  drunk,  to  make  a noife,  and  rail  ? 

J’it.  No,  no. 

Sober,  and  dieted  for  the  nonce : I am  thine, 

I have  won  the  day. 

MjI.  The  night  (though)  fliall  be  mine.  'Epcemit. 
Sc£na  §ujrta. 

Enter  Clara,  and  Eobadilla  with  Letters, 

CIj.  WTat  laid  he,  firrah  ? 

Bob.  Little,  or  nothing : faith  I faw  him  not. 

Nor  w’illnot:  he  doth  love  a ftrumpet,  Millrils, 

Nay,  keeps  her  fpitefully,  under  the  Conftables  nofe. 

It  lhall  bejultified  by  the  Gentleman 
Your  brothers  Mailer  that  is  now  within 
A pradiling : there  are  your  Letters : come 
You  fiiall  not  call  your  felf  away,  while  1 live. 

Nor  will  I venture  my  Right  worfliipful  place 
In  fuch  a bufinefs — here’s  your  Mother,  down ; 

And  he  that  loves  you ; another  ’gates  fellow,  I willi. 

If  you  had  any  grace. 

E«^rr  Eugenia  Sayavedra. 

Ch.  Well  rogue. 

Bob.  I’ll  in,  to  fee  Don  Lucio  manage , he’ll  make 
A pretty  piece  offlelli,  I promife  you. 

He  docs  already  handle  his  weapon  finely.  Exit. 

Eh^.  She  knows  your  love.  Sir,  and  the  full  allowance 
Her  Father  and  my  felf  approve  it  with, 

And  I mult  tell  you,  I much  hope  it  hath 
U’rought  Ibme  imprclTion  by  her  alteration  *, 

Shelias,  andlaies,  forfooth,  and  cries  heigh-ho. 

She’ll  take  ill  words  o’ th’  Steward,  and  the  Servants, 

Yet  anfwer  affably,  and  modellly; 

Things  Sir,  not  ufual  with  her : there  llic  is. 

Change  fome  few  words . 

Say.  Madam,  lam  bound  t’ye*. 

How  now,  fair Miltrifs,  working? 

Cl  a.  Yes  forfooth, 

Learning  to  live  another  day. 

Say.  That  needsnot. 

Cla,  Noforfooth : by  my  truly  but  it  docs. 

We  knew  not  w hat  we  may  come  to. 

F.Hg.  ^Tis  Itrangc. 

Say.  Come,  I ha  begg’d  leave  for  you  to  play. 

Cla.  Forfooth 

’Fis  ill  for  a fair  Lady  to  be  idle. 

Say.  She  had  better  be  well-buficd,  I know  that, 

Tnrtle:  me  thinks  you  mourn,  lliall  I fit  by  you? 

Cla.  If  you  te  weary.  Sir,  you  hadbcllbegone 
( I work  not  a true  Hitch  ) now  you’re  my  mate. 

Say.  If  1 he  fo,  I mull  do  more  than  fide  you. 

Cla.  Ev’n  what  you  will,  but  tread  me. 

Say.  Shall  we  bill  ? 


Cla.  Oh  no,  forfooth. 

Say.  Being  lo  fair,  my  Clara., 

Why  d’ye  delight  in  Black-work  ? 

Cla.  Oh  White,  Sir, 

The  fairelt  Ladies  like  theblackellmen: 

I ever  lov’d  the  colour;  all  black  things 
Are  leaft  fubjed  to  change. 

Say.  Why,  I do  love 

A black  thing  too  *.  and  the  moll  beauteous  faces 
Have  oftneltof  them:  as  the  blackell  eyes, 

Jet-arched  brows,  fuch  hair  *.  I’ll  kifs  your  hand. 

Cla.  ’Twill  hinder  me  my  work  Sir:  and  my  Mother 
Will  chide  me,  if  I do  not  do  my  taske. 

Say.  Your  Mother,  nor  your  Father  lhall  chide:  you 
Might  have  a prettier  taske,  would  you  be  rul’d. 

And  look  with  open  eyes. 

Cla.  I Hare  upon  you : 

And  broadly  fee  you,  a wondrous  proper  man. 

Yet  ’twere  a greater  taske  for  me  to  love  you 
Than  I Hall  ever  work  Sir,  in  feven  year,  ' 

O’ this  Hitching,  I had  rather  feel 

Two,  than  fowone:  — this  rogue  h’ as  given  me  a Hitch 
Clean  crofs  my  heart: 

N ow  you  grow  troublelbme : pilli,  the  man  is  foolifii. 

Say.  Pray  wear  thefe  trifles. 

Cla.  Neither  you,  nor  trifles. 

You  are  a trifle,  wear  your  felf.  Sir,  out. 

And  here  no  more  trifle  the  time  away. 

Say.  Come^  you’re  deceiv’d  in  me,  I will  not  wake. 
Nor  faH,  nor  dye  for  you. 

Cla.  Goofe,  be  not  you  deceiv’d, 

I cannot  like,  nor  love,  nor  live  with  you, 

Nor  faH,  nor  watch,  nor  pray  for  you. 

Eug.  Her  old  fit. 

Say.  Sure  this  is  not  the  way,  nay, 'I  will  break 
Your  melancholly. 

Cla.  I lliall  break  your  pate  then. 

Away,  you  fanguine  fcabbard. 

Eug.  Out  upon  thee 
Thou’lt  break  my  heart,  I am  Hire, 

Enter  Alvarez,  Piorato,  Lucio,  and  Bobadilla. 

Say.  She’s  not  yet  tame. 

Ah.  On  Sir  ^ put  home : or  I Hall  goad  you  here 
With  this  old  Fox  of  mine,  that  will  bite  better : 

Oh,  the  brave  age  is  gone  ^ in  my  young  daies 
A Chevalier  would  Hock  a needlefs  point 
Three  times  together:  Hrait  i’th’hams? 

Or  Hall  I give  ye  new  Garters? 

Bob.  Faith  old  MaHer. 

There’s  little  hope;  the  linnen  Hire  wasdanck 
He  was  begot  in,  he’s  fo  faint,  and  cold ; 

Ev’n  fend  him  to  Eoledo.,  there  to  Hudy, 

For  he  will  never  fadge  with  thefe  Eoledos, 

Bear  ye  up  your  point  there  i pick  his  teeth : Oh  bale.  > 
Tio.  Fie:  you  are  the  moH  untoward  Scholar:  bear 
Your  body  gracefully : what  a poHure’s  there  ? 

You  lie  too  open-breaHed, 

Luc.  Oh ! 

Pia.  You’ld  never 
Make  a good  Statef-man ; 

Luc.  Pray  no  more. 

I hope  to  breathe  in  peace,  and  therefore  need  not 
The  pradife  of  thefe  dangerous  qualities, 

I do  not  mean  to  live  by’t  ^ for  I truH 
You’ll  leave  me  better  able. 

Ah.  Not  a Button  : 

Let’s  goc  get  us  a new  heir. 

Eug.  I by  my  troth ; your  daughter’s  as  untoward. 
Ah.  I will  break  thee  bone  by  bone,  and  bake  thee, 
E’r  I’llKa’  fuch  a wooden  Son  to  inherit: 

Take  hima  good  knock*,  fee  how  that  will  work. 

Pio.  Now,  for  your  life  Signior : 


Luc. 
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Luc.  Oh;  alas,  I am  kill’d 
i'  My  eye  is  out : look  Father  Zancho : 
f I’ll  play  the  fool  no  more  thus,  that  I will  not. 

I Cl*.  ’Heart:  ne’r  a rogue  in  fliall  wrong  my  brother 

W'hilll  I can  hold  a fword. 

^ P/o.  Hold  Madam,  Madam. 

^ Alv.  Clara. 

, Lug.  Daughter. 

' Boh.  Miftrels : 

¥io.  Bradamante. 


Hold,  hold  I pray, 

Alv.  The  devil’s  in  her,  o’thc  other  fide  fure. 

There’s  Gold  for  you:  they  have  chang’d  whatyecalt’s: 
Will  no  cure  help  ? well  I have  one  experiment. 

And  if  that  fail,  I’ll  hang  him,  then  herefs  an  end  on’t. 
Come  you  along  with  me : and  you  Sir : Exeunt. 

Boh.  Now  are  you  going  to  drowning.  Alv.  Eu^.  Luc. 

Say.  I’ll  ev’n  along  with  ye:  file’s  too  great  a Lady  Boh. 
For  me,  and  would  prove  more  then  my  match.  Exit 

Cla.  You’r  he  fpoke  of  yitelli  to  the  Stewerd: 

Pio.  Yes,  and  I thank  you,  you  have  beat  me  for’t. 

C'a.  But  are  you  fure  you  do  not  wrong  him? 

Pio.  Sure  ? 

So  fure,  that  if  you  pleafe  venture  your  felf 
I’ll  (hew  you  him,  and  his  Cokatrice  together. 

And  you  (hall  hear  ’em  talk. 

Cla.  Will  you?  by Sir 

You  (hall  endear  me  ever  : and  I ask 
You  mercy 

Pio.  You  were  fomewhat  boyltrous.  (pains, 

Cla.  There’s  Gold  to  make  you  amends:  and  for  this 
I’ll  gratilie  you  farther : I’ll  but  mafque  me 
And  walk  along  with  ye : faith  let’s  make  a night  on’t.  Exit. 

Sc£na  Quinta. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Pachieco,  Mendoza, Metaldi, 
Lazarillo. 

Al^.  Come  on  my  brave  water-Spaniels , you  that  hunt 
Ducks  in  the  night : and  hide  more  knavery  under  your 
gownes  than  your  betters : obferve  n^  precepts,  and  edi- 
ne  by  my  dodtrine:  atyond  corner  will  I fet  you-,  if  drun- 
kards moleft  the  ftreet , and  fall  to  brabling , knock  you 
down  the  malefadlors , and  take  you  up  their  cloaks  and 
hats,  and  bring  them  to  me  : they  are  lawful  prifoners , 
and  mult  be  ranlbm’d  ere  they  receive  liberty : w'hat  elfe: 
you  are  to  execute  upon  occafion,  you  fufficiently  know, 
and  therefore  I abbreviate  my  Ledlure. 

Me/.  We  are  wife  enough , and  warm  enough. 

Men.  Vice  this  night  (hall  be  apprehended. 

Vacb.  The  terror  of  rug-gownes  (hall  be  known : and 
Difcharge  us  of  after  recknings.  (our  bilfs 

Laz.  I will  do  any  thing,  fo  I may  eat. 

Pack  Lazarillo.,  We  will  fpend  no  more  •,  now  we  are 
; grown  worle , we  will  live  better : let  us  follow  our  calling 
faithfully.  (and  who 

^ Alg.  Away , then  the  Common- wealth  is  our  Miltrefs : 
Would  ferve  a common  Miftrels , but  to  gain  by  her  ? 

Exeunt. 


Gen.  O if  it  be  Co  (ate,  take  me  along: 

I would  not  give  advantage  to  ill  tongues 
To  rax  my  being  here,  without  your  prcfencc 
To  be  my  warrant. 

Vit.  You  might  (pare  this.  Sifter, 
knowing  with  whom  1 leave  you  -,  one  that  is 
3y  your  allowance , and  his  choice,  your  Servant, 

And  may  my  councel  and perfwafion  work  it. 

Your  husband  fp^edily  : For  your  entertainment 
My  thanks-,  I will  not  rob  you  of  the  means 
To  do  your  Miftril's  (bme  acceptable  fervice 
n waiting  on  her  to  my  houle. 

Gen.  My  Lord, 

Vit.  As  you  relpcft  me,  without  farther  trouble 
Retire,  and  tail:  thofe  picafurcs  prepar’d  for  you, 

And  leave  me  to  my  own  ways. 

Lam.  When  you  pleafe  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secitnda.‘ 

Enter  Malroda,  and  Alguazier. 

Mz/.  You’ll  leave  my  Chamber.** 

Alg.  Let  us  but  bill  once. 

My  Dove,  my  Sparrow,  and  I,  with  my  office 
Will  be  thy  flaves  for  ever. 

Mai.  Are  you  (b  hot  ? 

Alg.  But  tail;  the  difference  of  a man  in  place, 

You’l  find  that  when  authority  pricks  him  forward^. 

Your  Von,  nor  yet  your  Viego  comes  not  near  him 

To  do  a Lady  right:  no  men  pay  dearer 

For  their  ftoln  fweets , than  we:  three  minutes  trading 

Affords  to  any  finnera  proteftion 

For  three  years  after : think  on  that,  I burn  j 

But  one  drop  of  your  bounty. 

Mai.  Hence  you  Rogue, 

Am  I fit  for  you  ? is’t  not  grace  fufficient 
To  have  your  ftalf^  a bolt  to  bar  the  door 
Where  a Von  enters , but  that  you’l  prefume 
To  be  his  tafter? 

Alg.  Is  no  morerefpeft 
Due  to  his  rod  of  juftice  ? 

Mai.  Do  you  dilpiite  ? 

Good  Doftor  of  the  Dungeon , not  a word  more  , 

If  you  do  , my  Loid  Vitelli  knows  it. 

Alg.  Why  I -am  big  enough  to  anfwer  him. 

Or  any  man. 

Mai.  ’Tis  well.  Vitelli  ivithin. 

Vit.  Malroda. 

Alg.  How.? 

Mai.  You  know  the  voice , and  nowcrowch  like  a Cur, 
T ane  worrying  Iheep : I now  could  have  you  guelded 
For  a Bawd  rampant : but  on  this  fubmiflion 
For  once  I (pare  you 

Alg.  I will  be  reveng’d 

My  honorable  Lord. 

Enter  Vitel. 

Vit.  There’s  for  thy  care 

Alg.  I am  mad,  ftarkraad:  proud  Pagan  (corn  her  hoft? 
I would  I were  but  valiant  enough  to  kick  her, 
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i Lam.  I pray  you  fee  the  Malque,  my  Lord. 

V J Ana.  ’Tis  early  night  yet. 


Enter  Piorato,  and  Clara  above. 

I’ll  wifh  no  manhood  elfe. 

Mai.  What’s  that? 

Alg.  I am  gone.  Xuit. 

Pio.  You  lee  I have  kept  ray  word. 

Cla.  But  in  this  objed 
Hardly  delerv’d  my  thanks. 

Pio.  Is  there  ought  elfe 
You  will  command  me  ? 

Cla.  Only  your  fword 

Which  I muft  have : nay  willingly  I yet  kfiOW 
To  force  it , and  to  ufe  it. 

I Z Pio. 


i;8  Loves  CurCy  or 

Ph.  ’ ris  yours  Lady. 

That  make  their  maintenance  out  of  their  own  JWw 

r/f.  I ask  no  ocher  guard. 

As  1 do  now  •,  my  good  old  mother  taught  me. 

Ph.  It  lb  1 leave  you : 

Daughter,  quoth  Ihe,  conteft  not  with  your  lover 

And  now,  it  that  the  ConHable  keep  his  word , 

His  ftomach  being  empty  ^ let  wine  heat  him. 

A poorer  man  may  chance  to  gull  a Lord. 

And  then  you  may  command  him:  ’tis  afure  one: 

Exii. 

His  looks  Ihew  he  is  coming. 

MjI.  By  this  good you  tliall  not. 

Vit.  Come  this  needs  not. 

fit.  By  this 

Efpecially  to  me : you  know  how  dear 

I miift,  and  will,  Malrodas  What  do  you  make 

I ever  have  efteemed  you. 

A Granger  of  me  ? 

Cla.  Loft  again. 

MjI.  i’ll  be  lb  to  you, 

Vit.  That  any  fight  of  yours , hath  power  to  change 

And  you  lhall  find  it. 

My  ftrongeft  refolution,  and  one  tear 

Vit.  Thele  are  your  old  arts 

Sufficient  to  command  a pardon  from  me. 

T’endear  the  game  you  know  I come  to  hunt  for, 

For  any  wrong  from  you , which  all  mankind 

\\  hich  I have  born  too  coldly. 

Should  kneel  in  vain  for. 

MjI.  Do  lb  ft  ill. 

Mai.  Pray  you  pardon  thole 

For  if  I heat  you,  hang  me. 

That  need  your  favor,  or  delire  it. 

Vit.  If  you  do  not 

Vit.  Prethee. 

I know  who’ll  ftarve  for’t : why,  thou  lhame  of  women , 

Be  better  temper’d : I’ll  pay  as  a forfeit 

W'hofe  folly,  or  whofe  impudence  is  greater 

For  my  ralh  anger,  this  purfe  fil’d  with  Gold. 

Is  doubtful  to  determine^  this  to  me 

Thou  Ihalt  have  fervants , gowns,  attires,  whatnot? 

That  know  thee  for  a whore. 

Only  continue  mine. 

MjI.  And  made  me  one. 

Mai.  ’Tvvas  this  I fifti’d  for 

Remember  that. 

Vit.  Look  on  me,  and  receive  it. 

Vit.  Why  Ihould  I but  grow  wile 

Mai.  Well,  you  know 

And  tye  that  bounty  up,  which  nor  dilcretion 

My  gentle  nature , and  take  pride  t’abufe  it : 

Nor  honor  can  give  way  to  •,  thou  vvouldft  be 

You  fee  a trifle  pleafes  me,  we  arc  friends^  I 

A Bawd  e’re  twenty , and  within  a Month 

This  kils , and  this  confirms  it.  I 

A barefoot,  lowzie,  and  difeafed  whore. 

Cla.  With  my  mine.  I 

And  Ihift  thy  lodgings  oftner  than  a rogue 

Mai.  I’ll  have  this  diamond , and  this  pearl.  I 

That’s  whipt  from  poll:  to  poll:. 

Vit.  They  are  yours.  I 

Mil.  Pilh ; all  our  Colledge 

Mai.  But  will  you  not,  when  you  have  what  you  came  for,  I 

Know  you  can  rail  well  in  this  kind. 

Take  them  from  me  to  morrow?  ’tis  a fafliion  I 

CIj.  For  me 

Your  Lords  of  late  have  us’d.  . I 

He  never  fpake  fo  well. 

Vit.  But  I’ll  not  follow.  I 

Vit.  I have  maintain’d  thee 

Cla.  That  any  man  at  fuch  a rate  as  this  , I 

The  envy  of  great  fortunes,  made  thee  Ihine 

Should  pay  for  his  repentance.  I 

As  if  thy  name  were  glorious : ftuck  thee  full 

Vit.  Shall  v/e  to  bed  now?  I 

Of  jewels,  as  the  firmament  of  Stars, 

Mai.  Inftantly,  Sweet  ^ yet  now  I think  on’t  better  I 

And  in  it  made  thee  fo  remarkable 

There’s  Ibmething  firft  that  in  a word  or  two  I 

That  it  grew  queftionable , whether  virtue  poor, 

I^  muft  acquaint  you  with.  I 

Or  vice  fo  fet  forth  as  it  is  in  thee. 

Cla.  Can  I cry  ay  me , 1 

Were  even  by  modefties  felf  to  be  preferr’d, 

To  this  againfl:  my  felf?  I’ll  break  this  match,  j 

And  am  I thus  repaid  ? 

Or  make  it  ftronger  with  my  blood.  Vefeends.  | 

MjL  You  are  ftill  my  debtor^ 

Can  this  (though  true)  be  weigh’d  with  my  loft  honor. 

Algua^ier,  Piorato,  Pacchieco,  Metaldi,  Mendoza,! 

Much  lefs  my  faith  ? I have  liv’d  private  to  you. 

Lazarillo,  &c.  I 

And  but  for  you,  had  ne’r  known  what  lull  was. 

Alg.  I am  yours.  j 

Nor  what  the  forrow  for’t. 

A Do«’s  not  priviledg’d  here  more  than  your  felf,  I 

Vit.  ’Tis  falle. 

Win  her,  and  wear  her.  I 

Mai.  ’Tis  true. 

Vio.  Have  you  a Prieft  ready  ? j 

But  how  return’d  by  you,  thy  whole  life  being 

Alg.  I have  him  for  thee.  Lad  j and  when  I have  I 

But  one  continued  aft;  of  lull:,  and  Ship  wrack 

Married  this  fcornful  whore  to  this  poor  gallant,  I 

Of  womens  chaftities. 

She  will  make  fuit  to  me  ^ there  is  a trick  1 

Vit.  But  that  I know 

To  bring  a high-pris’d  wench  upon  her  knees : I 

That  Ihe  that  dares  be  damn’d,  dares  any  thing. 

For  you  my  fine  neat  Ha^pyes  ftretch  your  tallons-  I 

I Ihould  admire  thy  tempting  me  : but  prefume  not 

And  prove  your  felves  true  night-Birds.  I 

On  the  power  you  think  you  hold  o’re  my  affeftions. 

Pach.  Take  my  word  | 

It  will  deceive  you : yield,  and  ptefently 

For  me  and  all  the  reft.  I 

Or  by  the  inflamc-d  blood , which  thou  mull  quench 

Laz.  If  there  be  meat  I 

I’ll  make  a forcible  entry. 

Or  any  banquet  ftirring,  you  lhall  fee  I 

Mat.  Touch  me  not: 

How  I’ll  beftovv  my  felf.  I 

You  know  I have  a throat, if  you  do 

Alg.  When  they  are  drawn,  I 

Rufh  in  upon  ’em : all’s  fair  prize  you  light  on : . I 

I will  cry  out  a rape,  or  Ihcath  this  here , 
Ere  I’ll  ^ kept , and  us’d  for  Julip-water 

I muft  away : your  officer  may  give  way  j 

T’allay  the  heat  which  lulhious  meats  and  wine 

To  the  Knavery  of  his  watch,  but  mull  not  lee  it.  I 

And  not  delire  hath  rais’d. 

You  all  know  where  to  find  me.  Exit.l 

I Vit.  A defperate  devil , 

Met.  There  lookforus.  I 

My  blood  commands  my  reafon  ^ I mull:  take 

Vit.  Who’s  that?  I 

Some  milder  way. 

Mai.  My  Viorato.,  welcome,  welcome : I 

Mai.  I hope  (dear  Von)  I fit  you. 

Faith  had  you  not  come  when  you  did  my  Lord  I 

The  night  is  mine,  although  the  day  was  yours 

Had  done  I know  not  what  to  me.  I 

You  are  not  falling  now : this  fpeeding  trick 

Vit.  1 am  gul’d , I 

Which  I would  as  a principle  leave  to  all , 

Firft  cheated  of  my  Jewels,  and  then  laug’d  at : 1 

Sirha,  | 1 
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Sirha,  what  makes  you  here  ? 

Th.  A bufinefs  brings  me. 

More  lawful  than  your  own , 

Vit.  How’s  that,  you  Have? 

Mai.  He’s  fuch,  that  would  continue  her  a whore 
Whom  he  would  make  a wife  of. 

F/V.  I’ll  tread  upon 
The  face  you  doat  on,  (trumpet. 

Clara. 


Pacb.  Keep  the  peace  there. 

Vit.  A plot  upon  mv  life  too  ? 

Met.  Down  with  him. 

Cla.  Show  your  old  valor,  and  learn  from  a woman’, 
One  Eagle  has  a world  of  odds  againll 
A flight  of  Dawes,  as  thefe  are. 

Ph.  Get  you  off. 

I’ll  follow  inftantly. 

Pach.  Run  for  more  help  there.  Exeunt  all  hut  Vit..  and 

Vit. LoCs  of  my  gold, and  jewels, and  the  wench  too  (Clara. 
Afflids  me  not  fo  much , as  th’having  Clara 
The  witnefs  of  my  weaknefs. 

Cla.  He  turns  from  me. 

And  yet  I may  urge  merit , iince  his  life 
Is  made  my  lecond  gift. 

Va.  May  I ne’r  profper 
If  I know  how  to  thank  her. 

Cla.  Sir,  your  pardon 
For  prefling  thus  beyond  a Virgins  bounds 
Upon  your  privacies:  and  let  my  being 
Like  to  a man , as  you  are , be  th’excufc 
Of  my  folliciting  that  from  you , which  lhall  not 
Be  granted  on  my  part,  although  defir’d 
By  any  other : Sir,  you  underltand  me. 

And  ’twould  fliew  nobly  in  you , to  prevent 
From  me  a farther  boldnefs , which  1 mud 
Proceed  in,  if  you  prove  not  merciful, 
l^ou^  with  my  lofs  of  blulhes  and  good  name. 

Vit.  Madam,  I know  your  will,  and  would  be  thankful 
If  it  were  poiTible  i could  affed 
The  daughter  of  an  enemy. 

Cla.  That  fair  falfe  one 
Whom  with  fond  dotage  you  have  long  purfu’d 
Had  fuch  a father ; (he  to  whom  you  pay 
Dearer  for  your  dilhonor , than  all  titles 
Ambitious  men  hunt  for,  are  worth. 

Vit.  ’Tis  truth. 

Cla.  Yet,  with  her,_as  a friend  you  dill  exchange 
Health  for  difeafes,  and,  to  your  dilgrace, 

Nourifh  the  rivals  to  your  prefent  pleafures. 

At  your  own  charge,  us’d  as  a property 
To  give  a fafe  protedion  to  her  lult. 

Yet  lhare  in  nothing  but  the  lhame  of  it. 

Vit.  Grant  all  this  fb , to  take  you  for  a wife 
Were  greater  hazard  > for  Ihould  I oflend  you 
(As  ’tis  not  eafy  dill  to  pleale  a woman) 

You  are  of  lb  great  a fpirit , that  I mud  learn 
To  wear  your  petticoat , for  you  will  have 
My  breeches  from  me. 

Cla.  Rather  from  this  hour  . 

I here  abjure  all  adionsof  a man. 

And  will  edeem  it  happinefs  from  you 
To  fuller  like  a woman : love,  true  love 
Hath  made  a fearch  within  me,  and  expell’d 
All  but  my  natural  foftnefs , and  made  perfed 
That  which  my  parents  care  could  not  begin. 

1 will  Ihow  drength  in  nothing , but  my  duty. 

And  glad  defire  to  pleale  you , and  in  that 
Grow  every  day  more  able. 

Vit.  Could  this  be , 

What  a brave  race  might  I beget  ? I find 
A kind  of  yielding  ■ and  no  reafon  why 
I Ihould  hold  longer  out : Ihe’s  young,  and  fair  , 


And  chadi  for  lure,  but  with  her  icavc,tlic Devil 
Durd  not  attempt  her:  Madam,  though  you  have 
A Soldiers  arm , your  lips  appear  as  if 
They  were  a Ladies, 

Cla.  They  dare  Sir, from  you 
Endure  the  tryal. 

Vit.  Ha : once  more  I pray  you : 

The  bed  1 ever  taded  ^ and  ’tis  laid 
1 have  prov’d  many,  ’tis  not  fafe  I fear 
To  ask  the  red  now:  well,  1 will  leave  whoring 
And  luck  herein  fend  me  with  her:  worthied  Lady, 

I’ll  wait  upon  you  home,  and  by  the  way 
(If  ere  1 marry  , as  I’ll  not  forfwear  it) 

Tell  you,  you  are  my  wife. 

Cla.  Which  if  you  do, 

From  me  all  man-kind  women,  learn  to  woe.  Exeunt. 


— 


Sc£na  Tertia.  . 

Enter  Alguazier , Pachieco  , Metaldi,  Mendoza, 
Lazarillo, 

y^/g.  A cloak?  good  purchafe,  and  rich  hangers?  Vi^ell, 
We’ll  lhare  ten  Pidolets  a man. 

Laz.  Yet  dill 

I am  mondrous  hungry : could  you  not  dedud 
So  much  out  of  the  grols  fum , as  would  purchafe 
Eight  loynes  of  Veal , and  fome  two  dozen  of  Capons? 
Fach.  O drange  proportion  for  five. 

Laz.  For  five  ? I have 
A legion  in  my  domach  that  have  kept 
Perpetual  fad  thele  ten  years:  for  the  Capons,' 

They  are  to  me  but  as  fo  many  black  Birds : 

May  I but  eat  once,  and  be  latisfied, 

Let  the  fates  call  me , when  my  Ihip  is  fraught. 

And  I lhall  hang  in  peace. 

.t4lg.  Steal  well  to  night, 

And  thou  lhalt  feed  to  morrow fo  now  you  arc 
Your  lelves  again , I’ll  raife  another  watch 
To  free  you  from  fufpition : fet  on  any 
You  meet  with  boldly:  I’ll  not  be  far  off, 
r’aflid  you , and  proted  you.  ^ Exit. 

Met.  O brave  officer. 

Enter  Alvarez,  Lucio , Bobadilla. 

Pach.  Would  every  ward  had  one  but  lb  well  given. 
And  we  would  watch,  for  rug,  in  gowns  of  velvet. 

Mend.  Stand  dole,  a prize. 

Met.  Satten , and  gold  Lace,  Lads. 

Alv.  Why  do’d  thou  hang  upon  me  ? 

Luc.  ’Tis  fo  dark 

I dare  not  lee  my  way : for  heaven  fake  father 
Let  us  go  home. 

Bob.  No,  ev’n  here  we’ll  leave  you  : 

Let’s  run  away  from  him,  my  Lord. 

Luc.  Oh  ’las. 

Alv.  Thou  had  made  me  mad:  and  I will  beat  thee  dead. 
Then  bray  thee  in  a morter,  and  new  mold  thee. 

But  I will  alter  thee. 

Bob.  ’Twil never  be: 

He  has  been  three  days  praftifing  to  drink , 

Yet  dill  he  fips  like  to  a waiting  woman, 

And  looks  as  he  were  murdering  of  a fare 
Among  wild  Irifli  fwaggerers. 

Luc.  I have  dill 

Your  good  word,  Zancho^  father. 

Alv.  Milk-fop,  coward^ 

No  houle  of  mine  receives  thee : I dilclaim  thee. 

Thy  mother  on  her  knees  lhall  not  entreat  me 
Hereafter  to  acknowledge  thee. 

Luc.  Pray  you  fpeak  for  me. 

Boh.  I would  ^ but  now  I cannot  with  mine  honbn 
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Ah.  There’s  only  one  courfe  left,  that  may  redeem  thee, 
W'hichjs,  to  rtrike  the  next  man  that  you  meet. 

And  if  we  chance  to  light  upon  a woman , 

Take  her  away,  and  life  her  like  a man. 

Or  1 will  cut  thy  hamftrings. 

Pjcb.  This  makes  for  us. 

Ah.  W hat  do’lt  thou  do  now? 

Lmc.  Sir,  I am  laying  my  prayers  ^ 

For  being  to  undertake  what  you  would  have  me, 

I know  1 cannot  live. 

Enter  Lamorall,  Genevora,  Anaftro,  and  Pages 
n'itb  Lights. 

Lam.  Madam,  1 fear 

You’ll  wifh  you  had  us’d  your  coach:  your  brothers houfe 
Is  yet  far  ofl! 

Gen.  The  better  fir : this  walk 
W- ill  help  digeftion  after  your  great  {upper , 

Of  which  1 have  fed  largely. 

Ah.  To  your  task, 

Or  elfe  you  know  what  follows : 

Luc.  I am  dying: 

Now  Lord  have  mercy  on  me : by  your  favor , 

Sir  I muft  ftrike  you. 

Lam.  For  what  caufe? 

Lhc.  I know  not : 

And  I muft  likewife  talk  with  that  young  Lady, 

.An  hour  in  private. 

Lam.  W hat  you  muft,  is  doubtful. 

But  I am  certain  Sir,  I mull  beat  you. 

Luc.  Help,  help. 

Ah.  Not  ftrike  again? 

Lam.  How,  Alvarez,} 

An.  This  for  ray  Lord  f'itellis  love. 

Vach.  Break  out. 

And  like  true  theeves,  make  prey  on  either  fide , 

But  feem  to  help  the  ftrangcr. 

Bob.  Oh  my  Lord, 

They  have  beat  him  on  his  knees. 

Lhc.  Though  I want  conrage: 

1 yet  have  a Ions  duty  in  me,  and 
CompalTion  of  a fathers  danger-,  that. 

That  wholly  now  poflefies  me. 

Ah.  Lucia. 

This  is  beyond  my  hope. 

Met.  So  Lazarillo^ 

Take  up  all  boy:  well  done. 

Pach.  And  now  fteal  off 
Ciolely  and  cunningly. 

An.  How  ? have  I found  you  ? 

Why  Gentlemen , are  you  mad,  to  make  your  felves 
A prey  to  Rogues? 

Lam.  Would  we  were  off 
hob.  Theeves,  theeves. 

Lam.  Defer  our  own  contention:  and  down  with  them. 
Luc.  I’ll  make  you  fure. 

Bob.  Now  he  plays  the  Devil. 

Gen.  This  place  is  not  for  me.  Exit. 

Luc.  I’ll  follow  her 

Flalf  of  my  pennance  ij  paft  oe’r.  Exit. 

Enter  Alguazier,  Affiftant , and  other  W atches. 

Alg.  What  noyfc  ? 

What  tumult’s  there?  keep  the  Kings  peace  I charge  you. 
Pach.  I am  glad  he’s  come  yet. 

Alv.  O,  you  keep  good  Guard 
Upon  the  City , when  men  of  our  ranck 
Arc  fet  upon  in  the  ftreets. 

Lam.  The  afiiftants 
Shall  hear  on’t  be  affur’d. 

An.  And  if  he  be 

That  careful  Governor  he  is  reported , , 


You  will  fmart  for  it. 

Alg.  Patience,  good  Signiors: 

Let  me  furvey  the  Rafcals : O,  I know  them. 

And  tliank  you  for  them : they  are  piif’ring  rogues 

Of  Andaluza  that  have  perus’d 

All  Prifbns  in  Callile : I dare  not  truft 

The  dungeon  with  them  : no.  I’ll  have  them  home 

To  my  own  houfe. 

Pach.  We  had  rather  go  to  prifon. 

Alg.  Had  you  fo  dog-bolts?  yes,  I know  you  had; 

You  there  would  ufe  your  cunning  fingers  on 
The  fimple  locks-,  you  would:  but  I’ll  prevent  you. 

Lam.  My  Miftrifs  loft,  good  night.  Exit. 

Bob.  Your  Son’s  gone  too, 

W-^hat  fliould  become  of  him? 

Ah.  Come  of  him,  what  will : 

Now  he  dares  fight , I care  not : I’ll  to  bed , 

Look  to  your  prifoners  Alguazier.  Exit  rvitb  Boba. 

Alg.  All’s  clear’d : 

Droop  not  for  one  difafter ; let  us  hug , 

And  triumph  in  our  knaveries. 

Afj(i.  This  confirms 
What  was  reported  of  him. 

Met.  ’Twas  done  bravely. 

Alg.  I muft  a little  glory  in  the  means 
We  Officers  have,  to  play  the  Knaves,  and  fafely : 

How  we  break  through  the  toyles,  pitch’d  by  the  Law, 
Yet  hang  up  them  that  are  far  lefs  delinquents : 

A fimple  fliopkeeper’s  carted  for  a bawd 
For  lodging  (though  unwittingly)  a fmock-Gamfter: 
Where,  with  rewards,  and  credit  I have  kept 
Malroda  in  my  houfe , as  in  a cioyfter. 

Without  taint , or  ftifpition. 

Pach.  But  luppole 
The  Governor  fhould  know’t  ? 

Alg.  He?  good  Gentleman , 

Let  him  perplex  himfelf  with  prying  into 

The  meafures  in  the  market,  and  th’abufcs 

The  day  ftands  guilty  of;  the  pillage  of  the  night 

Is  only  mine,  mine  own  fee  fimple 

Which  you  fhall  hold  from  me  , tenants  at  will , 

And  pay  no  rent  for’t. 

Pach.  Admirable  Landlord. 

Alg.  Now  we’ll  go  fearch  the  Taverns,  commit  fiich 
As  we  find  drinking : and  be  drunk  our  felves 
With  what  we  take  from  them : thefe  filly  wretches 
Whom  I for  form  fake  only  have  brought  hither 
Shall  watch  without,  and  guard  us. 

Ajfijl.  And  we  will 

See  you  fafe  lodg’d , moft  worthy  Alguazier, 

With  all  of,  you  his  comrads. 

Met.  ’Tis  the  Governor. 

Alg.  We  are  betray’d  .<* 

AJjiji.  My  guard  there-,  bind  them  faft: 

How  men  in  high  place  and  authority 

Are  in  their  lives  and  eftimations  wrong’d 

By  their  fubordinate  Minifters  ? yet  fuch 

They  cannot  but  imploy  ; wrong’d  juftice  finding 

Scarce  one  true  fervant  in  ten  officers. 

’T’cxpoftulate  with  you,  were  but  to  delay 

Your  crimes  due  punifhment,  which  fhall  fall  upon  you 

So  fpeedily,  and  feverely , that  it  fhall 

Fright  others  by  th’exaraple : and  confirm 

How  ever  corrupt  Officers  may  difgrace 

Themfelves,  ’tis  not  in  them  to  wrong  their  place. 

Bring  them  away. 

Alg.  We’ll  fu^r  nobly  yet. 

And  like  to  Spanijh  Gallants. 

Pach.  And  we’ll  hang  fo. 

Laz.  I have  no  ftomach  to  it : but  I’ll  endeavor. 

Exeunt.' 
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Sc£na  ^artj. 

Enter  Lucio,  and  Gciicvora. 

Gen.  Nay  you  arc  rude  •,  pray  you  forbear, you  ofier  now 
More  than  the  breeding  of  a Gentleman 
Can  give  you  warrant  for. 

Lhc.  ’Tis  but  to  kils  you , 

And  think  not  I’ll  receive  that  for  a favour 
Which  was  enjoyn’d  me  for  a pennance.  Lady. 

Gen.  You  have  met  a gentle  confellor,  and  for  once 
(So  then  you  will  reft  latisficd)  I vouchfafe  it. 

Lhc.  Reft  fatisfied  with  a kifs?  why  can  a man 
Defire  more  from  a woman?  is  there  any 
Picafure  beyond  it  ? may  I never  live 
If  I know  what  it  is. 

Gen.  Sweet  Innocence. 

Luc.  What  ftrange  new  motions  do  I feel  ? my  veins 
Burn  with  an  unknown  fire  : in  every  part 
I fuller  alteration : I am  poyfon’d , 

Yet  languifli  with  defire  again  to  taft  it. 

So  fvveetly  it  works  on  me. 

Gen.  I ne’r  faw 
A lovely  man,  till  now. 

Lhc.  How  can  this  be.? 

She  is  a woman,  as  my  mother  is. 

And  her  I have  kifs’d  often  , and  brought  off 
My  lips  imfcortch’d  ^ yours  are  more  lovely.  Lady, 

And  fo  fhould  be  lefs  hurtful : pray  you  vouchfafe 
Your  hand  to  quench  the  heat  tane  from  your  Lip., 
Perhaps  that  may  reftore  me. 

Gen.  Willingly. 

Luc.  The  flame  increafes:  if  to  touch  you,  burn  thus, 
What  would  more  ftrift  embraces  do  ? I know  not. 

And  yet  methinks  to  die  fo , were  to  aftend 
To  heaven,  through  Paradife. 

Gen.  I am  wounded  too. 

Though  modefty  forbids  that  I fiiould  fpcak 
What  ignorance  makes  him  bold  in  : why  do  you  fix 
Your  eyes  fo  ftrongly  on  me.? 

Lh9.  Pray  yoiuftand  ftill. 

There  is  nothing  elfe,  that  is  worth  the  looking  on : 

I could  adore  you.  Lady. 

Gen,  Can  you  love  me.? 

Lhc.  To  wait  on  you,  in  your  chamber,  and  but  touch 
What  you,  by  wearing  it,  have  made  divine. 

Were  fuch  a happinels.  I am  refolved, 

I’ll  fell  my  liberty  to  you  for  this  glove. 

And  write  my  felf.your  flave. 

Enter  LamoralL 

Gen.  On  eafier  terms. 

Receive  it  as  a friend. 

Lam.  How  ! giving  favor ! 

I’ll  have  it  with  his  heart. 

Gen.  What  will  you  do  ? ' 

Luc.  As  you  are  merciful,  take  my  life 'rather. 

Gen.  WiU  you  depart  with’t  fo  ? 

Lam.  Do’s  that  grieve  you  .? 

Gen.  I know  not:  but  even  now  you  appear  valiant.’ 

Lhc.  ’Twas  to  preferve  my  father;  in  his  caufe 
I could  be  fo  again.  ' _ (enemy  ? 

Gen.  Not  in  your  own  ? Kneel  to  thy  Rival  and  thine 
Away  unworthy  creature,  I begin 
To  hate  my  felf,.  for  giving  entrance  to 
A good  opinion  of  thee:  for  thy  torment. 

If  my  poor  beauty  be  of  any  power, 

Mayft  thou  doat  on  it  delperately ; but  never 
Prefume  to  hope  for  grace,  till  thou  recover 
And  wear  the  favor  that  was  ravilh’d  from  thee, 

Lam.  He  wears  my  head  too  then. 

Ceu.  Poor  fool,  farewell.  ExH. 


Lhc.  My  womanilh  foul , which  hitherto  hath  govern’d - 
This  coward  flefh,  I feel  departing  from  me  •, 

And  in  me  by  her  beauty  is  infpir’d 
A new,  and  mafeuline  one : inllrufting  me 
What’s  fit  to  do  or  fuffer  ^ powerful  love 
That  haft  with  loud , and  yet  a plcafing  thunder 
Rous’d  fleeping  manhood  in  me,  thy  new  creature, 

Perfeft  thy  work  fo  that  I may  make  known 
Nature  (though  long  kept  back)  will  have  her  own. 

Exeunt 


Adtus  V. 

Sexna  frimd. 

Enter  Laraorall  and  Lucio. 

Lam.  Can  it  be  poffible,  that  in  fix  Ihort  hour$ 
The  fubjecl  ftill  the  fame , fo  many  habits 
Should  be  remov’d  ? or  this  new  Lucio,  he 
That  yefternight  was  baffeld  and’difgrac’d. 

And  thank’d  the  man  that  did  it,  that  then  kneeld 
And  blubber’d  like  a woman,  fhould  now  dare 
On  terms  of  honor  leek  reparation 
For  what  he  then  appear’d  not  capable  of.? 

Luc.  Such  miracles , men  that  dare  do  injuries 
Live  to  their  fhanies  to  fee,  and  for punifhment 
And  fcourge  to  their  proud  follies. 

Lam.  Prethee  leave  me : 

Had  I my  Page , or  foot-man  here  to  flefh  thee , 

I durft  the  bettfer  hear  thee. 

Luc.  This  fcorn  needs  not : 

And  offer  fuch  no  more. 

Why  fay  I fhould. 

You’ll  not  be  angry? 

Luc.  Indeed  I think  I ffiall , 

V/ould  you  vouchfafe  to  fhew  your  felf  a Captain  , 
And  lead  a little  farther,  to  fbme  place 
That’s  lefs  frequented. 

Lam.  He  looks  pale. 

Luc.  If  not. 

Make  ufe  of  this. 

Lam.  There’s  anger  in  his  eyes  too: 

His  gefture,  voyce,  behaviour,  all  new  fafhion’d  j 
Well,  if  it  does  endure  in  aft  the  triall 
Of  what  in  ffiow  it  promifes  to  make  good, 

Vlyff'es  Cyclops,  Jo’/ transformation , 

Eurydice  fetch  from  Hell  , with  all  the  reft 
Of  Ovids  Fables , I’ll  put  in  your  Creed 
And  for  proof,  all  incredible  things  may  be. 

Write  down  that  Lucio,  the  coward  Lucio, 

The  womanifh  Lucio  fought. 

Luc.  And  Lamcrall, 

The  ftill  imploy’d  great  dincMt-LamoraV , 

Took  his  life  from  him. 

Lam.  ’Twill  not  come  to  that  fure: 

Methinks  the  only  drawing  of  my  Sword 
Should  fright  that  confidence. 

Luc.  It  confirms  it  rather. 

To  make  which  good , know  you  ftand  now  oppos’d 
By  one  that  is  your  Rival , one  that  wifhes 
Your  name  and  title  greater,  to  raife  his  ^ 

The  wrong  you  did,  lefs  pardonable  than  it  is. 

But  your  ftrength  to  defend  it,  more  than  ever 
It  was  when  juftice  friended  it.  The  Lady 
For  whom  we  now  contend , Gensvora 
Of  more  defect,  (if  fuch  incompaiable  beauty 
Could  fuffer  an  addition)  your  love 
To  Don  Vitelli  multipli’d,  and  your  hate 
Againft  my  father  and  his  houfe  increas’d  j 
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And  lalrly,  that  the  Glove  which  you  there  wear. 

To  my  dilnoiiour , (which  1 miifl:  force  from  you) 

‘\\'ere  dearer  to  you  tlian  your  life. 

Ljm.  You’l  find 
It  is , and  To  I’ll  guard  it ; 

Ltt:.  All  thcle  mnft  meet  then 
Wfith  tlie  black  infamy , to  be  toyl’d  by  one 
That’s  not  allowd  a man : to  help  your  valor , 

That  falling  by  your  hand,  I may,  or  dye. 

Or  win  in  this  one  fingle  oppofition 
My  Miftrifs,  and  fuch  honor  as  I may 
Inrich  my  fathers  Arms  with. 

Ljm.  ’Tis  faid  Nobly 
My  life  witlt  them  are  at  the  hake. 

Lhc.  At  all  then.  Fight. 

L jni.,  She’s  yours, this  and  my  life  too  follow  your  fortune, 
And  give  not  only  back  that  part,  the  loofcr 
Scorns  to  accept  of 

Lite.  What’s  that  ? 

Lj»t.  My  poor  life, 

\\  hich  do  not  leave  me  as  a farther  torment. 

Having  difpoird  me  of  my  Sword,  mine  honor, 

Hope  of  my  Ladies  grace,  fame,  and  all  elfe 
That  made  it  worth  the  keeping. 

Luc.  I take  back 

No  more  from  vou,  than  what  you  forc’d  from  me  ^ 
And  with  a worfer  title:  yet  think  not 
That  i’ll  difpute  this,  as  made  infolent 
By  my  fuccefs,  but  as  one  equal  with  you , 

If  fo  you  will  accept  me  ^ that  new  courage , 

Or  call  it  fortune  if  you  pleafe,  that  is 
Conferr’d  upon  me  by  the  only  fi^ht 
Of  fair  Geuevora  , was  not  behow’d  on  me 
To  bloody  purpofes:  nor  did  her  command 
Deprive  fne  of  the  happinefs  to  fee  her  • 

But  till  I did  redeem  her  favor  from  you  •, 

Which  only  I rejoyce  in,  and  lhare  with  you 
In  all  you  luffer  clfe. 

Lam.  This  curtefie 

W ounds  deeper  than  your  Sword  can,  ermine  own*, 

Pray  you  make  ufe  of  either  , and  difpatch  me. 

Ltti  The  barbarous  Turk  is  latisficJ  with  fpoil  j 
And  lhall  I,  being  polfelt  of  what  I came  for, 

Prove  the  more  Infidel  ? 

Lam.  You  were  better  be  fo, 

Than  publifh  my  difgrace,  as  ’tis  rhe  cufom. 

And  which  I mull  expc.fl:. 

Lu:.  Judge  better  o.u  me: 

I have  no  tongue  to  trumpet  mine  own  praile 
1 To  your  difi;onor : ’tis  a bafiard  courage 
That  feeks  a name  out  that  way,  no  true  born  one  i 
Pray  you  be  comforted , for  by  all  goodnefs 
But  to  her  virtuous  fclf,  the  belt  part  of  it, 

I never  will  difeover  on  what  terms 
I came  by  thefe:  which  yet  I take  not  from  you , 

But  leave  you  in  exchange  of  them,  mine  own , 

With  the  defire  of  being  a friend  •,  which  if 
You  will  not  grant  me,  but  on  farther  trial 
Of  manhood  in  me,  feck  me  when  you  pleafe, 

(And  though  I might  refufe  it  with  mine  honor; 

Win  them  again , and  wear  them:  fo  good  morrow.  Exit. 

Lam.  I ne’r  knew  what  true  valor  was  till  now  j 
And  have  gain’d  more  by  this  difgrace,  than  all 
The  honors  I have  won  : they  made  me  proud, 
Prefiimptnous  of  my  fortune^  a mere  bcaft, 

Fafhion  d by  them,  only  to  dare  and  do : 

Yielding  no  rcafons  for  my  wilful  adions 
But  what  1 ftuck  on  my  Swords  point,  prefuming 
It  was  the  befl;  Revenew.  How  unequal 
Wrongs  well  maintain’d  makes  us  to  others,  which 
Ending  with  fhamc  teach  us  to  know  our  felves, 

I will  think  more  on’t. 


Enter  Vitelli. 

Vit.  LamoraV. 

Lam.  My  Lord  ? 

Vit.  I came  to  feek  you. 

Lam.  And  unwillingly^ 

You  ne’r  found  me  tell  now:  your  pleafure  Sir.^ 

F/>.That  which  will  pleafe  thee  friend:thy  vowd  love  to  me 
Shall  now  be  put  in  adtion : means  is  offer’d 
To  ufe  thy  good  Sword  for  me-,  that  which  ftill 
Thou  wear  ft,  as  if  it  were  a part  of  thee. 

Where  is  it? 

Lam.  ’Tis  chang’d  for  one  more  fortunate; 

Pray  you  enquire  not  how. 

Vii.  Why,  I ne’r  thought 
That  there  was  muflck  in’t,  but  aferibe 
The  fortune  of  it  to  the  arm. 

Lam.  Which  is  grown  weaker  too.  I am  not  (in  a word) 
Worthy  your  friendflhp:  I am  one  new  vanquifh’d. 

Yet  fhame  to  tell  by  whom. 

Vit.  But  I’ll  tell  thee 

’Gainft  whom  thou  art  to  fight,  and  there  redeem 
Thy  honor  lofl,  if  there  be  any  fiich: 

The  King  , by  my  long  fuit,  at  length  is  pleas’d 
That  Alvarez  and  my  felf,  with  eithers  Second, 

Shall  end  the  difference  between  our  houfes , 

Which  he  accepts  of , I make  choice  of  thee^ 

And  where  you  fpeak  of  a difgrace,  the  means 
To  blot  it  out,  by  fuch  a publick  trial 
Of  thy  approved  valor,  will  revive 
Thy  antient  courage.  If  you  imbrace  it  do  j 
If  not.  I’ll  feek  Lome  other. 

Lam.  As  I am 
You  may  command  me. 

Vit.  Spoke  like  that  true  friend 
That  loves  not  only  for  his  private  end.  Exeunt. 

S Ciena  Secunda, 

Enter  Genevora , veith  a Letter  and  Eobadilla. 

Gen.  This  from  Madona  Clara  ? 

Bob.  Yes,  an’t  pleafe  you. 

Gen.  Alvarez  daughter? 

Bob.  The  fame.  Lady. 

Gen.  She, 

That  fav’d  my  brothers  life? 

Bob.  You  are  ftill  in  the  right. 

She  wil’d  me  wait  your  walking  forth : and  knowing 

How  necellary  a difereet  wife  man 

Was  in  a bufinefs  of  fuch  weight,  fhe  pleas’d 

To  think  on  me;  it  may  be  in  my  face 

Your  LadyIhip,not  acquainted  withmy  wifdonn. 

Finds  no  fuch  matter ; what  I am,  I amj 
Thought’s  free,  and  think  you  what  you  pleafe. 

Gen.  ’Tis  flrange. 

Bob.  That  I fhould  be  wile.  Madam  ? 

Gen.  No,  thou  art  fb  ^ 

There’s  for  thy  pains : and  prethee  tell  thy  Lady 
I will  not  fail  to  meet  her;  I’ll  receive 
Thy  thanks  and  duty  in  thy  prefent  abfence ; 

Farewell,  farewell,  I fay,  now  thou  art  wife.  Exit  Bob. 

She  writes  here,  fhe  hath  fomething  to  impart  , 

That  may  concern  my  brothers  life I know  not. 

But  general  fame  does  give  her  out  fo  worthy. 

That  1 dare  not  fufped  her ; yet  wifh  Lucio , 

Enter  Lucio. 

Were  Mailer  of  her  mind ; but  fie  upon’t  -,  i 1 

Why  do. I think  on  him?  fee,  I am  punifh’d  for  it,  | 

In  his  unlook’d  for  prefence : Now  f muft  i 1 

Endure  another  tedious  piece  of  Courtfhip,  | 

Would  I i 
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W’ould  make  one  forCwcar  curtcfic. 

Luc.  Gracious  Madam, 

The  forrow  paid  for  yonr  jufb  anger  towards  me 
Arifing  frOm  my  wcaknefs,  I prclhine 
To  prefs  into  your  prefence , and  delpair  not  ' 

An  eafie  pardon. 

Gen.  He  fpeaks  fence : oh  llrangc. 

Lhc.  And  yet  believe,  that  no  ddire  of  mine. 

Though  all  are  too  ftrong  in  me,  had  the  power 
For  their  delight,  to  force  me  to  infringe 
What  yon  commanded , it  being  in  your  part 
To  lerfen  your  great  rigor  when  you  plcafe. 

And  mine  to  funer  with  an  humble  patience 
What  you’l  impofe  upon  it. 

Gen.  Courtly  too. 

Luc.  Yet  hath  the  poor,  and  contemn’d  L«c/V,  Madam, 
(Made  able  only  by  his  hope  to  ferve  you) 

Recover’d  what  with  violence,  not  jufbice, 

Was  taken  from  him : and  here  at  your  feet 
With  thele , he  coiild  have  laid  the  conquer’d  head 
Of  Lamorall  (’tis  all  I fay  of  him) 

For  rudely  touching  that , which  as  a relique 
I ever  would  have  worfnip’d , fince  ’twas  yours.  . 

Gen.  Valiant,  and  every  thing  a Lady  could 
Willi  in  her  fervant. 

Luc.  All  that’s  good  in  me , 

That  havenly  love,  the  oppofite  to  bafe  lull: , 

Which  would  have  all  men  worthy,  hath  created  ^ 

Which  being  by  your  beams  of  beauty  form’d , 

Cherilh  as  your  own  creature. 

Gf«.  I am  gone 

Too  far  now  to  diflemble ; rife,  or  lure 
I mult  kneel  with  you  too ; let  this  one  kils 
Speak  the  reft  for  me : ’tis  too  much  I do. 

And  yet,  if  chaftity  would,  I could  wifli  more. 

Luc.  In  overjoying  me,  you  are  grown  lad  ^ 

What  is  it  Madam?  by 

There’s  nothing  that’s  within  my  nerves  (and  yet 
Favour’d  by  you , I Ihould  as  much  as  man) 

But  when  you  pleafe , now  or  on  all  occafions 
You  can  think  of  hereafter,  but  you  may 
Difpofe  of  at  your  pleafure. 

Gen.  If  you  break. 

That  oath  again,  you  loofe  me.  Yet  lb  well 
1 love  you , 1 lhall  never  put  you  to’t  *, 

And  yet  forget  it  not : reft  fatisfied 

With  that  you  have  receiv’d  now : there  are  eyes 

May  be  upon  us , till  the  difference 

Between  our  friends  are  ended : 1 would  not 

Be  feen  fo  private  with  you. 

Luc.  I obey  you. 

Gen.  But  let  me  hear  oft  from  you , and  remember 
I am  ViteHies  Sifter. 

Luc.  What’s  that  Madam  ? 

Gen.  Nay  nothing,  fare  you  well:  who  feels  loves  fire. 
Would  ever  ask  to  have  means  to  defire.  Exeunt. 

' Sc£na  'Tertia. 

E«/o-Ainftente,Sayavedra,  Anaftro,  Herald, 
Attendants. 

yijjif.  Are  they  come  in  ? 

Har.  Yes. 

^jjtf.  Read  the  Proclamation, 

That  all  the  people  here  aHembled  may 
Have  fatisfadion,  what  the  Kings  dear  love. 

In  care  of  the  Republick , hath  ordained  ^ 

Attend  with  filencc : read  aloud. 
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Herald  Reads. 

FOrasntuch  as  our  high  and  mighty  Mafrer^  Philip  , the 
potent  and  moji  Catholicl^  Spain,  hath  not  only 

in  his  on>n  lioyul  perj'un , been  lung  , and  often  foUicited,  and 
grieved  , nith  the  deadly  and  honorable  hatred^  fpf^ttg  up  be- 
trvixt  the  two  antient  and  moji  unctirahle  dejeended  Houjes  of 
thefe  his  two  dearly  and  equaly  beloved  Subjecls^  Don  Fcrdi- 
nando  de  Alvarez,  Don  Pedro  dc  Vitelli;  (all  which 
in  vain  hit  A'lajeJiy  hath  often  endeavored  to  reconcile  and  qua- 
life: ) But  that  alfo  through  the  debates , quarrels.,  and  outra- 
ges daily  arifing,  falling,  and  flowing  from  thefe  great  heads , 
bis  publick^  civil  Government  is  feditionfly  and  barbaroufly  mo. 
lejied  and  wounded,  and  many  of  his  chief  Gentry  (no  lejs  ten- 
der to  his  Royal  Majejiy  then  the  very  branches  of  his  own  fa 
cred  blood)  jpoyld,  loji,  and  fubmerged,  in  the  impious  inunda- 
tion and  torrent  of  their  jiill-groiving  malice:  It  hath  therefore 
pleafed  His  facred  Majejiy  , out  of  his  infinite  affeUion  topre- 
jerve  his  Common-wealth  , and  gemral  peace  from  farther  vio- 
lation, (as  a fweet  and  heartily  loving  father  of  his  people) 
and  on  the  earned  petitions  of  thefe  arch-enemies,  to  Order 
and  ordain , that  they  by  ready  , each  with  his  well-chofen  and 
beloved  friend  , armed  at  all  points  like  Gentlemen  , in  the 
Cajile  of  St.  Jago  , on  this  prefent  Alonday  morning  betwixt 
eight  and  nine  of  the  clocks,  where  (before  the  combattants  be  al- 
lowed to  commence  this  granted  Duel)  'I  his  to  be  read  aloud  for 
the  publick^  fatisfaCiion  of  his  Majejiies  well  heleved  Sub- 
jedf. 

’Save  the  King.  _ Drums  within. 

Say.  Hark  their  Drums  fpeak  their  In fatiatethirft 
Of  blood,  and  ftop  their  cars  ’gainft pious  peace, 

Who  gently  whifpering,  implores  their  friendfhip? 

Jfiij.  Kings  nor  authority  can  mafter  fate  j 
Admit  ’em  then,  and  blood  extinguifli  hate. 

Enter  feverally,  Alvarez,  and  Lucio,  Vitelli  and 
Lamora. 

Say.  Stay,  yet  be  pleas’d  to  think , and  let  not  daring 
Wherein  men  now  adaies  exceed  even  beafts, 

And  think  themfelves  not  men  elfe,  fo  tranlport  you 
Beyond  the  bounds  of  Chri\\ianity : 

Lord  Alvarez,  Vitelli,  Gentlemen, 

No  Town  in-Spain,  from  our  Metropolis 
Unto  the  rudeft  hovel , but  is  great 
With  yourafliired  valors  daily  proofs: 

Oh  will  you  then , for  a fuperfluous  fame , 

A found  of  honor,  which  in  thefe  times,  all 
Like  hereticks  profefs  (with  obftinacy ) 

But  moft  erroneoufly  venture  your  fouls, 

’Tis  a hard  task,  through  a Sea  of  blood 
To  fail,  and  land  at  Heaven .? 

Vit.  I hope  not 

If  juftice  be  my  Pilot : but  my  Lord , 

You  know,  if  argument,  or  time,  or  love. 

Could  reconcile,  long  lince  we  had  ffiook  hands j 
1 dare  proteft , your  breath  cools  not  a vein 
In  any  one  of  us , but  blows  the  fire 
Which  nought  but  blood  reciprocal  can  quench. 

Alv.  Vitelli,  thou  fayft  bravely,  and  faylb  right , 

And  I will  kill  thee  for’t,  I love  thee  fo. 

Vit.  Ha,  ha,  old  man : upon  thy  death  I’il  build 
A ftory  (with  this  arm)  for  thy  old  wife 
To  tell  thy  daughter  Clara  feven  years  hence 
As  fhe  fits  weeping  by  a winters  fire. 

How  fuch  a time  Vitelli  flew  her  husband 
With  the  fame  Sword  his  daughter  favor’d  him,. 

And  lives,  and  wears  it  yet : Come  Lamorall, 

Redeem  thy  felf. 

Lam.  Lucio,  Genevora 

Shall  on  this  Sword  receive  thy  bleeding  heart, 

For  my  prefented  hat,  laid  at  her  feet. 

Luc 
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Lttc.  Thou  tulk.'*ll:  well  Lamorjll,  bat  ’tis  thy  head 
That  I will  carry  to  her  to  thy  hat: 

Fie  Father,  1 do  cool  too  much. 

^h.  Oh  hoy : 

Thy  lathers  true  Son : 

Beat  Drums, and  fb  good  morrow  to  your  Lordihip. 

Enter  above  Eugenia,  Clara,  Genevora. 

Say.  Brave  relblutions. 

Anaji.  Brave,  and  Spanifli  right. 

Gen.  Lach. 

CIj.  Vitelli. 

Eit^.  Alvarez.. 

Alt'.  How  the  devil 

Got  thefe  Cats  into  tlt’gutter  ? my  pulTc  too  ? 

Eng.  Hear  ns. 

Gen.  We  mult  be  heard. 

Cla.  We  w’i!l  be  heard 
Vitelii.^  look,  lee  Clara  on  her  knees 
Imploring  thy  compaffion : Heaven,  how  frernly 
They  dart  their  emulous  eyes , as  if  each  fcorn’d 
To  be  behind  the  othe:  in  a look ! 

Mother,  death  needs  no  Sword  here : oh  my  Sifter 
(Fate  fain  would  have  it  fo)  perfuade , entreat, 

A Ladies  tears  are  filent  Orators 

'Or  fliould  be  lb  at  Icaft)  to  move  beyond 

The  honeft  tongu’d-Rhetorician: 

W'hv  will  you  fight?  why  do’s  an  uncles  death 
Twenty  year  old,  exceed  your  love  to  me 
Tut  twenty  days?  whofe  forc’d  caiife,  and  fair  manner 
You  could  not  underftand,  only  have  heard. 

Cuftom,  that  wrought  lb  cunningly  on  nature 
V.  me,  that  I forgot  my  lex,  and  knew  not 
Whether  my  body  fema’e  were, or  male  , 

You  did  unweave,  and  had  the  power  to  charm 
A new  creation  in  me,  made  me  fear 
To  dtink  on  thofe  deeds  1 did  perpetrate , 

Ho.v  little  power  though  you  allow  to  me 
That  cannot  with  my  lighs,  my  tears,  my  prayers 
Move  you  from  your  own  lols,  if  you  fhould  gain. 

Vit.  I muft  for  Tet  you  Clara , ’till  I have 
Fedcem’d  mv  undes blood,  that  brands  my  face 
Li  .e  a peftiferous  Carbuncle:  I am  blind 
,To  what  you  do  : deaf  to  your  cries:  and  Marble 
To  all  impullive  exorations. 

M.'hen  in  this  point,  I have  perch’d  thy  fathers  foul, 

.’il  tender  thee  this  bloody  reeking  hand 
Dra-vn  forth  the  bowels  of  that  murtherer : 

.r'  tl.oj  cinft  lo/c  me  then.  I’ll  marry  thee, 

\nd  for  thy  father  lol^,  get  thee  a Son  j 
On  no  condition  elle. 

Moft  barbarous. 

Say.  Savage. 

A nail.  Irrciigious. 

Gen.  Oh  Ludo ! 

He  thou  merciful : thou  bcar’ft  fewer  years 
Arr  lately  wean’d  from  foft  elfimmacy , 

A maidens  manners , and  a maidens  heart 
Arc  neighbors  ftill  to  thee  : be  then  more  mild. 

Proceed  not  to  this  combat  • be’ft  thou  defperate 
Of  thine  own  lifc.^  yet  (dcareft)  pittymine 
Thy  valour’s  not  thine  own,  1 gave  it  thee, 

Thefe  c\'cs  begot  it,  this  tongue  bred  it  up, 

This  breaft  would  lodge  it : do  not  ufe  rny  gifts 
To  mine  own  ruinc  : I have  made  thee  rich. 

Be  not  fb  thanklefs , to  undo  me  for’t 
Lnc.  Miftrifs,  you  know  I do  not  wear  a vein. 

I would  not  rip  for  you , to  do  you  fervice  : 

Life’s  but  a word,  a fhadow,  a melting  dream, 

Compar’d  to  cficntial,  and  eternal  honor. 

Why,  would  you  have  me  value  it  beyond 
Your  btothcr:  if  I firft  caft  down  my  fword 
May  all  my  body  here,  be  made  one  wound, 


And  yet  my  foul  not  find  heaven  thorough  it. 

Alv.  You  would  be  catter-walling  too,  but  peace. 

Go,  get  you  home , and  provide  dinner  for 
Your  Son,  and  me:  wee’ll  be  exceeding  merry  : 

Oh  LttczY,  I will  have  thee  cock  of  all 
The  proud  ViteVies  that  do  live  in  Spain: 

Fie,  we  Ihall  take  cold:  hunch: lam  hoarfe 

Already. 

Lam.  How  your  Sifter  whets  my  Ipleen! 

I could  eat  Lttcio  now : 

Gen.  ViteVi.^  Brother, 

Ev’n  for  your  Fathers  fbul,  your  uncles  blood, 

As  you  do  love  my  life : bur  laft,  and  moft 
As  you  refpeft  your  own  Honor,  and  Fame, 

Throw  down  your  fword  ^ he  is  moft  valiant 
That  herein  yields  firft. 

Vit.  Peace,  you  fool. 

Cla.  Why  Lucioy 

Do  thou  begin  •,  ’tis  no  difparagcment : 

He’s  elder,  and  thy  better,  and  thy  valor 
Is  in  his  infancy. 

Gen.  Or  pay  it  me. 

To  whom  thou  ow’ft  it:  Oh,  that  conftant  time 
Would  but  go  back  a week , then  Luch 
Thou  vvould’ft  not  dare  to  fight. 

Eug.  Lneiof  thy  Mother, 

Thy  Mother  begs  it:  throw  thy  fword  down  firft. 

Alv.  I’ll  throw  his  head  down  after  then. 

Gen.  Lamnrall. 

You  have  often  fwore  you’ld  be  commanded  by  me. 

Lam.  Never  to  this:  your  fpight,  and  fcorn  Genevora, 
Has  loft  all  power  in  me : 

Gen.  Your  hearing  for  fix  words. 

Ajf.  Say.  An.  Strange  obftinacyl 
Al.  Vit.  Lu.  Lam.  We’ll  ftay  no  longer. 

Cla.  Then  by  thy  oath  Viteti, 

Thy  dreadful  oath,  thou  wouldft  return  that  Sword 
When  1 fhould  ask  it,  give  it  to  me,  now. 

This  infrant  1 require  it. 

Gen.  By  thy  vow. 

As  dreadful  Ludo,  to  obey  my  will 

In  any  one  thing  I would  watch  to  challenge, 

1 charge  thee  not  to  ftrike  a ftroak  : now  he 

Of  our  two  brothers  that  loves  perjury 

Beft,  and  dares  firft  be  damn’d , infringe  his  vow. 

Say.  Excellent  Ladies. 

Vit.  Pifh,  you  tyrannize. 

Lhc.  We  did  equivocate. 

Alv.  On. 

Cla.  Then  Lucio, 

So  well  1 love  my  husband,  for  he  is  lb, 

(Wanting  but  ceremony)  that  I pray 
His  vengeful  f vvord  may  fall  upon  thy  head 
Succesfully  tor  falfe-hood  to  his  Sifter. 

Gen.  1 likewife  pray  (Vitellt)  Lucid's  Iword 
(Who  equally  is  my  husband  as  thou  hers) 

May  find  thy  falfe  heart,  that  darft  gage  thy  faith. 

And  durft  not  keep  it. 

Ajfiii.  Are  you  men,  or  ftone. 

Alv.  Men,  and  we’Ii  prove  it  with  our  (words : 

Eng.  V'our  hearing  for  fix  words,  and  we  have  done, 
Zancho  come  forth — we’ll  fight  our  challenge  too : 

Now  fpeakyour  relblutions.  Enter  BobidlW^.  with  tm 
Gen.  Thefe  they  are,  fxpords  and  a Fijiol. 

The  firft  blow  given  betwixt  you  , (heathen  thefe  fwords 
In  one  anothers  bofomes. 

Lug.  And  rogue,  look 
You  at  that  inftant  do  difeharge  that  Piftol 
Into  my  breaft : if  you  ftart  back,  or  quake  , 

Pll  (tick  you  like  a Pig. 

Ah.  Hold,  you  are  mad. 

Gen.  This  we  laid:  and  by  our  hopeof  blifs 
This  we' will  do*,  (peak  your  intents. 

Cla.  Gen.  Strike. 

Eug. 
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Eug.  Shoot. 

All.  Vit.Ljt.  L j.Hold,  hold : all  friends. 

AJftji.  Comedown. 

Alv.  Thclbdcvilifli  women 
Can  make  men  friendsaiid  enemies  when  thcyliO:. 

Say.  A gallant  undertaking  and  a happy  •, 

Why  this  is  noble  in  you:  and  will  be 
A welcome r prefent  to  our  Mafi-cr  Philip 
I'han  the  return  from  his  Indies. 

Enter  Clara,  Genevora,  Eugenia,  and  Bobadilla. 

CIj.  Father,  your  blelling. 

Alv.  T ake  her : if  ye  bring  not 
Betwixt  you,  boys  that  will  find  out  new  worlds, 

And  win  ’em  too,  I’mafalfe  Prophet. 

Vh.  Brother, 

There  is  a Sifter,  long  divided  ftryams 
Mix  now  at  length,  by  fate. 

Bob.  I am  not  regarded : 1 was  the  bareful  Steward  that 
provided  thele  Inftruments  of  peace,  I put  the  longeft  wea- 
pon in  your  Sifters  hand,  ( my  Lord)  becaufe  Ihe  was  the 
Ihorteft  Lady  : For  likely  the  Ihorreft  Ladies  love  the  long- 
eft — men:  And  for  mine  owapart,  I could  have  dilcharged 
it:  my  Piftol  is  no  ordinary  Pilrol,  it  has  two  ramming  bul- 
lets ^ but  thought  1,  why  fhouldl  flioot  my  two  bullets  in- 
to my  old  Lady?  if  they  had  gone,  1 would  not  have  ftaid 
long  after:  I would  ev’n  have  died  too,  bravely  y’laith,  like 
a Roman  Steward:' hung  my  felf  in  mine  own  chain,  and 
there  had  beenaftoryof  Bobadilla.,  Spindola,  Zancho.,  for  af- 
ter ages  to  lament:  hum : I perceive,  I am  not  only  not  re- 
garded, but  alio  not  rewarded. 

Alv.  Prethee  peace : ’Ihalt  have  a new  chain,  next  Saint 
day,  or  this  new  gilt : 

f^ob.  I amfatisfied:  let  virtue  have  her  due:  And  yet  I 
am  melancholy  upon  this  atonement:  pray  heaven  the  State 
rue  it  not : I would  my  Lord  Vitellie'*s  Steward,  and  1 could 
meet : they  fhould  find  it  Ihould  coft  ’em  a little  more  to 
make  us  friends : well,  I will  forlvvear  wine,  and  women 
for  a year : and  then  I will  be  drunk  to  morrow,  and  run  a 
whoring  like  a dog  witlra  broken  bottle  at’stail^  then  will 
I repent  next  day,  and  forfwear  ’em  again  more  vehement- 
ly : be  forfwoni  next  day  again,  and  repent  my  repentance : 
for  thus  a melancholy  Gentleman  doth,  and  ought  to  live. 

A0.  Nay,  you  ftall  dine  with  me:  and  afterward 
I’ll  with  ye  to  the  King ; But  firft,  I will 
Difpatch  the  Caftles  bufinefs,  that  this  day 
May  be  compleat.  Bring  forth  the  malefadtors. 
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I Enter  Alguazicr,  Pachicco,Mctalcli,  Mendoza,  Lazaril, 
j Piorato,  Malroda,  and  Guard. 

You  Algnazier.,  the  Ringleader  of  ilicfe 
Poor  lellovvs,  are  degraded  from  your  office. 

You  mull  return  all  llolcn  goods  \ou  lecciv’d. 

And  watch  a twelvemonth  without  any  ])ay: 

This,  if  you  fail  of,  ( all  your  goods  ^onfillatc) 

You  arc  tobewhipr,  and  fenc  into  the  Gallies, 

Alg.  1 like  all,  but  relloring  that  Catholiquc 
Dodriiie. 

I dodillikc:  Learn  all  ye  officers 

By  this  to  live  uprightly  ( if  you  can.)  Exit. 

AJJijt  You  Cobler,  to  tanflate  your  manners  new. 

Arc  doom’d  to  th’Cloifters  of  the  Mendicants, 

W'ith this  your  brother,  botcher, there  for  nothing 
To  cobble,  and  heel  hole  for  the  ])Oor  Friers, 

Till  they  allow  you  pennance  for  fulficient. 

And  your  amendment  s then  you  fliall  be  freed. 

And  may  fet  up  again, 

Pach.  MendnZa.,  comc. 

Our  fouls  have  trodc  a\vry  in  all  mens  fight,  , 

j We’ll  underlay  ’em,  till  they  go  upright, 

Exe.  Pach.  ^7«^Mend. 

Affiji.  Smith.,  in  thofe  fhackles  you  for  your  hard  heart 
Muft  lie  by  th’  heels  a year. 

Met.  I have  fliod  your  horfe,  my  Lord.  Exit. 

Aftji.  Away : for  you,  my  hungry  \vhite-Ioaf ’d  face. 
You  muft  toth’  Gallies,  where  you  lhall  befiire 
To  have  no  more  bits,  than  you  fhall  have  blows. 

Laz.  Well,  though  herrings  want,  1 lhall  have  rowes. 
Aftji.  Signior,  you  have  prevented  us,  and  punilh’d 
Yourfelfe  feverelier  than  we  would  have  done. 

You  have  married  a whore;  may  flie  prove  honeft. 

Fio.  ’ Tis  better, my  Lord,thari  to  marry  an  honeft  woman. 
That  may  prove  a whore, 

Vit.  ’Tis  a hanfome  wench ; and  thou  canft  keep  her  tame 
I’ll  fend  you  what  I promis’d. 

Pio.  Joy  to  your  Lordfliips. 

Alv.  Hear  may  all  Ladies  learn,  to  make  of  foes 
The  perfed’ft  friends : and  not  the  perfeft’ft  foes 
Of  deareft  friends,  as  fome  do  now  a daies. 

Vit.  Behold  the  power  of  love,  to  nature  loft 
By  cuftome  irrecoverably,  paft  the  hope 
Of  friends  reftoring.  Love  hath  here  retriv’d 
To  her  own  habit,  made  her  blulhto  fee 
Her  lb  long  monftrous  IVIetamorphofes, 

1 May  ftrange  affair^  never  have  worfe  fuccels.  Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


OZJr  Author  fears  there  are  fome  Rebel  hearts., 
Whofe  dulnefs  doth  oppofe  loves  piercing  darts  , 
Such  vptU  be  apt  to  fay  there  wanted  wit^ 

The  language  low^  very  few  scenes  are  yorit 


With  fpirit  and  life  5 fitch  odd  things  as  thefe 
He  cares  not  for,  nor  ever  means  to  pleafe  3 
For  if  your  Jelves  a Mijirifs  or  loves  friends^ 
Are  UHjd  with  this  fmooth  Play  he  hath  his  ends* 
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T R A G Y C O M E D Y. 


.The  Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Play. 

Duke  of  Sk»a,  Suitor  to  Belvidere. 

Silvio,  A Gc»tlem.m  of  qualitj/^  fervant  to  Belvidere. 
Claudio,  Silvio  's friend^  brother  to  Ifabella. 

Bartello,  Captain  of  the  Citadel^  Uncle  to  Silvio. 
Lopez,  A fordid  Ufursr^  the  jealous  Husband  <?/lfabella 
Lords  of  Florence. 

Lords  of  S\en2. 

Councellors. 

Courtiers, 

Penurio,  A hungry  fervant  to  Lopez. 

Soto,  A merry  fervant  to  Claudio. 

A Farmer,  Father  to  Soto. 

Captain. 

Soldiers  of  the  Guard. 

A Clarke. 

Eomby, An  enemy  to  Watches  and  May-poles. 
Morrice-dancers. 

Malquers. 

WOMEN. 

Dutchefs  of  Florence.  ^ 

Belvidere,  A virtuous  Princefs  ^daughter  to  the  Dntchef 
in  love  with  Silvio. 

Rodope,  wife  to  Bartello. 

Ifabella,  Wife  to  Lopez,  andSificr  to  Claudio. 
Jaquenett , ferajant  to  Ifibella. 

T wo  Gentlewomen. 

T he  Scene  Florence. 

The  principa 

1 AcSors  were 

Jofeph  Tayloi\ 
John  Underwood^ 
Rob.  Benjield, 
Rich.  Sharpe, 

John  Lowin, 

"Will.  Eglejione, 
Nicholas  Toolie, 
'Thomas  Holcombe. 

AHus  Trimtis. 

Sc  ana  T^rima. 

Titter  Bartell  oand  Silvio. 

Sil.  true  llic  is  a right  good  Princefs,  and  a jqft  one, 

1.  And  li lirrettce  when  Ihc  fcts,  has  loft  a Planet. 

Bar.  My  Miftrifs?  I tell  thee  gentle  Nephew, 

There  is  not  hich  another  friend  to  goodnefs. 

To  down-right  dealing,  to  faith  and  true  heart 
Within  the  Chriftian  confines : lielbrc  flic  blcft'  us, 
Juftice  was  a Cheefe-monger,  a niecr  Cheelc-monger, 
Weigh’d  nothing  to  the  world  but  Mites  and  Maggots, 
And  a main  ftink:  LawlikeaHorfe-courfer, 

Her  rules,  and  precepts  hung  with  gawdesand  ribborids 
And  pamper’d  up  tt>  coiifen  him  that  bought  her. 
When  fhe  her  fclf  was  hackney,  lame,  and  founder’d. 
5j/.  But  the  fvveet  Lady, 

Belvidere  the  bright  one 

Bar.  Lthere’s  a face  indeed  ; Oh  mydearNepliew 
Could  a young  fellow  of  thy  fierymeerte  * 

Freeze,  and  that  Lady  in  his  Arms  ? 

Sil.  I think  not. 

Bar.  Thou  haft  a parlous  judgement  • but  let  that  pafs, 
Nie  IS  as  truly  virtuous,  fair,  and  noble. 

As  her  great  Mother’s  good : and  that’s  not  ordinary. 

Sil.  But  why  ( lb  many  Princes,  and  fo  great  ones 
Being  Suitors)  Ihonldthe  Dutchcls  deny  to  match  her? 

Bar.  She  is  a Jewel  man,  hangs  in  herbofom. 

Her  only  Child  : with  her  eies  fhe  fees  all  things, 
Difcourfeswithher  tongue,  and  pluck  her  from  her 
( So  dotingly  the  old  one  loves  her  young  one  ) 

Lou  pluck  her  heart  out  too:  Belides,  oflatedaies, 

Thc 

IVomen  pleas'd. 
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The  Duke  ol'A/z/jw,  who  could  never  win  her 
By  Love,  nor  Treaty,  laid  a clofe  train  for  her 
In  her  own  private  Walks : fonic  forty  Horfe-men, 

So  to  llirprize  her  •,  which  we  found,  and  dealt  with. 

And  fent  ’em  running  home  to  the  Duke  their  Maltcr, 

Like  Dogs  with  bottles  at  their  tails. 

5/7.  Since  that,  1 heard  Sir, 

She  has  fent  her  to  your  Cittadelto  fecure  her, 

My  colin  Kodop!^  your  wife  attending  her. 

Bar.  You  hear  a truth,  and  all  convenient  plcafures 
Are  there  proportion’d  for  her. 

5/7.  1 would  fain,  Sir, 

Like  one  that  owes  a diitioiis  fcrvicc  to  her 
Sometimes  lb  plcalc  you 

Bar.  Gentle  Colin  pardon  me, 

I mull  not,  nor  you  mufi:  not  dare  to  offer, 

Thelalt  Edid  lies  on  his  life  purfues  it;, 

Your  friend.  Sir,  to  command,  abroad  to  love  you 
To  lend  ye  any  thing  1 have,  to  wait  upon  ye, 

But  in  the  Cittadel  where  I ftand  charg’d. 

Not  a bit  upon  a march : no  fervice,  Sir, 

No,  good  Sir  by  no  means ; 1 kifs  your  hands,  Sir.  "Exit. 

Sit.  To  your  keeping  only  ? none  elfe  to  look  upon  her? 
None  but  BartsUo  worthy  her  attendance? 

No  faith  but'his  to  ferve  her  ? Oh  Belvidtrey 
Thou  Saint  to  whom  my  youth  is  lacrific’d, 

Thou  point  to  which  my  life  turns,  and  my  fortune. 

Art  thou  lock’d  from  me  now  ? from  all  my  comforts, 

Art  fhoufnatch’d  violently  ? thou  hear’lt  me  not. 

Nor canfc thou  fee  (fair foul)  thy  lervants  mournings, 

Yet  let  thy  gentle  heart  feel  what  his  abfence. 

The  great  ^vorfe  of  minds  fo  truly  loving. 

So  long,  and  nurs’d  in  one  affedion 

Even  from  our  infant  eyes,  fuck’d  in  and  iiourifh’d ; 

Oh  let  it  feel  but  that,  and  there  Hand  conftant 
And  I ambleft.  My  dear  Aunt  Bodope.^ 

That  is  her  Governefs,  did  love  me  dearly. 

There’s  one  hope  yet  to  fee  her : when  he  is  abfent 
It  may  be  ventur’d,  and  fhe  may  work  it  clofely : 

1 know  the  Ladies  will  goe  equal  with  me, 

And  fo  the  danger  of  the  Edid  avoided  ^ 

Let  me  think  more,  for  I mufl  try  all  hazards. 

Enter  Claudio  and  Soto. 

Soto.  Will  ye  go  yonder,  Sir  ? 

Cla.  Yes  marry  will  I Sir. 

Soto.  And  by  this  Ladder  ? 

Cla.  By  that  Ladder,  coxcombe. 

Soto.  Have  ye  any  more  necks  at  home  when  this  is  broken, 
For  this  will  crack  with  the  bed  friend  he  has  Sir/* 

Or  can  you  pitch  of  all  four,  like  an  Ape  now? 

Let  me  fee  you  tumble. 

Cla.  You  are  very  pleafant  Sir, 

Soto.  No  truly  Sir,  I fhould  be  loath  to  fee  ye 
Come  fluttering  down  like  a young  Rook,  cry  fquab, 

And  take  ye  up  with  your  brains  beaten  into  your  buttocks. 

Cla.  Hold  your  peace  Afle : who’s  this  ftands  muQng  here  ? 
Sylvia  ? 

Sil.  Who  calls  me? 

Cla.  One  mod  glad  to  fee  you  Sir. 

Sil.  My  dearefbe/Wio.'?  what  make  you  thus  private, 
And  with  a preparation  of  this  nature  ? . (nefts. 

Soto.  We  have  leave  to  play, and  are  going  to  climb  Birds 

Sil.  Prethee  what  is  it  friend?  why  dart  ye  from  me  ? 

Is  your  old  Midrifs  grown  fo  coy  and  cruel. 

She  mud  be  fcal’d?  it  feems  you  are  loath  to  tell  me. 
Since  twenty  years  continuance  of  our  friendfliip 
May  not  be  worth  the  weight  of  fuch  a ftcret, 

’Twill  be  but  rude  to  aske  again : fave  ye. 

Cla.  Nay  day,  dear  Silvio,  if  you  love  me  take  it : 

For  till  you  know  it,  never  woman  labour’d 
As  I do  now. 

S/7.  I’ll  doe  my  bed  to  eafe  it. 


Cla.  You  have  heard  the  Lady  Belvidsrc 

S/7.  What  heard  Sir  ? 

Cla.  Heard  to  the  Cittadel,  upon  fome  fears 
She  is  confin’d. 

Stl.  Why  dreams  lie  on  this  beauty  ? 

’Tistruc,  1 have  heard  it. 

Cla.  And  that  no  accefs. 

No  blefling  from  thole  eyes,  but  with  much  hazard. 

Even  hazard  of  a life. 

S/7.  1 le  dares  not  love  her 

I have  heard  that  too ; but  whither  points  your  purpolc  ? 

eta'.  OhS/7t-/o,  let  me  fpeak  that  none  may  hear  me. 
None  but  thy  truth  : I have  lov’d  this  Lady  Jong, 

Long  given  away  my  life  to  her  devotion. 

Long  dwelt  upon  that  beauty  to  my  ruinci 
S/7.  Do’s  Ihe  know  this  ? 

Cla.  No,  there  begins  my  mifery, 

Jjc/o«-likc,  I have  only  yet  clasp’d  clouds. 

And  fed  upon  poor  empty  dreams  rhatdarveme. 

S77.  And  what  do  you  mean  to  do  now? 

Cla.  Though  I dyefor’t. 

Though  ail  the  tortures  in  the  world  hung  on  me, 

Arm’d  with  imperious  Love,  I fraud  prepar’d  now. 

With  this  to  reach  her  Chamber : there  to  fee  her, 

And  tell  her  boldly  with  what  truth  I love  her. 

Sil.  ’Twill  not  be  cafily  done  Sir. 

Cla.  Oh  my  Silvio, 

The  hardeft  things  are  fweetefi:  in  pofleffion. 

Sil.  Nor  will  fliew  much  diferetion. 

Cla.  Love  is  blind  man, 

And  he  that  looks  for  reafon  there  far  blinder* 

Sil.  Have  ye  confider’d  ripely? 

Cla.  All  that  may  fall. 

And  arm’d  againlt  that  all. 

Sil.  Her  honor  too 

What  Ihe  may  fuller  in  this  rafli  adventure 
The  beauty  of  her  name  ? 

Cla.  I’ll  doe  it  clolely. 

And  only  at  her  window,  with  that  caution 

5/7.  Are  there  no  Guards? 

Cla.  Corruption  chokes  their  fervice. 

Sil.  Or  do  you  hold  her  bred  fo  light  a woman 
To  hold  commerce  with  llrange tongues? 

Cla.  Why  this  fervice. 

This  only  hazard  of  my  life  mult  tell  her. 

Though  fhe  were  Cejiasfdf,  I mufl  deferve  her. 

5/7.  I would  not  have  ye  go:  pray  let  it  fink  here. 

And  think  a nobler  way  to  raife  your  fervice, 

A fafer  and  a wifer^ 

Cla.  ’Tis  too  late.  Sir. 

S/7.  Then  I mufl  lay.  You  fhall  not  goe. 

Cla.  I fliall  not? 

Sil.  You  lhall  not  go  : that  part  bred  with  ye,  friendfliip 
Bids  me  fay  boldly  fo,  and  you  obferve  me. 

Cla.  You  flretch  that  tye  too  far. 

Sil.  I’ll  flretch  it  farther : 

The  honor  that  I bear  that  fpotlefs  virtue 
You  fouly  feek  to  taint,  unnobly  covet. 

Bids  me  command  ye  flay : if  not,  thus  force  ye, 

Soto.  This  will  be  worfethan  climbing. 

Cla.  Why  do  ye  draw  Sir  ? 

Sil.  To  kill  thee,  if  thy  bafe  will  be  thy  Mafter* 

Cla.  I ever  was  your  friend. 

Sil.  Whilft  thou  wert  honefl, 

And  not  a Night-thief  of  anothers  honor  ^ 

I never  call’d  a fool  my  frien4,  a mad  man. 

That  durft  ex'pofe  his  fame  to  all  opinions. 

His  life  to  unhoneft  dangers:  I never  lov’d  him, 

Durft  know  his  name,  that  fought  a Virgins  ruine. 

Nor  ever  took  I pleafure  in  acquaintance 
With  men,  that  give  as  loofe  rains  to  their  fancies 
As  the  wild  Ocean  to  his  raging  fluxes ; 

A noble  foul  I twin  with,  and  my  love 
Followes  his  life,  dares  mafter  his  aftediems. 

A 2 Will 
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Women  fleas* 


Will  ye  give  oil,  or  fight? 

C/j  I will  not  fight  with  yc : 

The  facrcd  name  of  friend  tics  up  that  anger. 
Rather  I’ll  fhidy. 

Sil.  Do,  to  bo  a friend  ftill. 

Ch.  If  this  \N-ay,  I fiiall  never  hold. 

5i7.  I’ll  watch  yc: 

And  if  I catch  yc  falfe : by  heaven  ye  dye  for’t. 
All  love  forgot. 

CIj.  \\  hcii  I fear  that,  I am  fit  for’t. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 


Exeunt. 


Enter  Lopet.  at  s ‘Table  with  Jewels  and  Money  upon 
itf  an  Egg  roajiing  by  a Candle. 


Will  fuller  wilftil  blindnefs  to  abule  me. 

My  patience  lhall  be  no  Bawd  to  mine  own  mine. 

Fen.  Tickle  him  Miftris : to  him. 

Ifab.  Had  ye  love  in  ye. 

Or  any  part  of  man 

Fen.  Follow  that  Miftrifs. 

Jfab.  Or  had  humanity  but  ever  known  yc. 

You  would  fliame  to  ufeawoman  of  my  way  thus. 

So  poor,  and  bafcly  ; you  are  ftrangely  jealous  of  me 
If  1 fliould  give  ye  caufe. 
hop.  How  Ifabella  ? 

IJab.  As  do  not  venture  this  way  to  provoke  me. 
Fen.  Excellent  well  Miftrifs, 

Lop.  How’s  this  Jfabella  ? 

Jfab.  ’Twill  ftir  a Saint,  and  I am  but  a woman. 
And  by  that  tenure  may-rr 


Lop.  V\’hilft  prodigal  young  gaudy  fools  are  banqueting. 
And  launching  out  their  ftates  to  catch  the  giddy. 

Thus  do  1 ftudy  to  preferve  my  fortune. 

And  hatch  with  care  at  home  the  wealth  that  Saints  me. 
Here’s  Rubies  of  Bengala,  rich,  rich,  glorious-, 

Thefe  Diamonds  of  bought  for  little. 

Here  vented  at  the  price  of  Princes  Ranfomesj 
How-  bright  they  fliine  like  confteliations. 

The  South  Seas  treafure  here,  Pearl,  fair  and  orient 
Able  to  equal  Cleopatra’’^  Banquet : 

Here  chains  of  lelTer  ftones  for  Ladies  lufters, 

Ingotts  of  Gold,  Rings,  Brooches,  bars  of  Silver, 

Thefe  arc  my  ftudies  to  fet  off  in  fale  well, 

And  not  in  fenfual  furfeits  to  confume  ’em  ^ 

How  rofts  mine  egg  he  heats  apace,  I’ll  turn  him: 

Penurio^  where  you  knave  do  you  wait?  Fenuno^ 

You  lazie  knave. 

Fen.  Did  you  call  Sir  ? 

Lop.  Where’s  your  Miftrifs  ? 

What  vanity  holds  her  from  her  attendance  ? 

Ven.  The  very  fight  of  this  egg  has  made  him  cqckifh. 
What  would  a dozen  butter’d  do?  She  is  within  Sir. 

Lop.  WftthinSir,  at  what  thrif  ye  knave?  what  getting 
^ (get  meat  to  it. 

Fen.  Getting  a good  ftomach  Sir,and  llie  knew  where  to 
She  is  prayiiig^heartily  upon  her  knees  Sir, 

That  Heaven  would  lend  her  a good  bearing  dinner. 

Lop.  Nothing  but  gluttony  and  lurfeit  thought  on. 
Health  flung  behind;  had  Ihenot  yefternight  firrah 
Two  Sprats  to  flipper,  and  the  oil  allowable? 

Was  fhe  not  fick  with  eating  ? Hadft  not  tliQu, 

( 1 hou  moft  ungrateful  knave,  that  nothing  fatisfies) 

The  water  that  I boil’d  my  other  eg^in 
To  make  thee  hearty  broth? 

Pe«,  ’Tis  true,  i ha  1 Siri 

But  I might  as  loon  make  the  Philofophers  Stone  on’t, 

Y ou  gave  it  me  in  vvat.r,  and  but  for  manners  fake, 

I could  give  it  you  aeain,  in  wind,it  was  fo  hearty 
Ifhail  turn  pifting-Conduit  Ihortly;  my  Miftrifs  comes, Sir. 

Enter  Ifabella. 


Lop.  W’cleome  my  Dove. 

Ifsb.  Pray  ye  keep  your  welcome  to  ye, 

Unlefs'it  carries  more  than  words  to  plea fe  me, 

Is  this  the  joy  to  be  a Wife?  to  bring  with  me, 
Bcfides  the  noblenefs  of  blood  I fpring  from, 

A full  and  able  portion  to  maintain  me? 

Is  this  the  happinefs  of  youth  and  beauty. 

The  great  content  of  being  made  a Miftrifs, 

To  live  a Slave  fubjeift  to  wants  and  hungers. 

To  jcaloufies  for  every  eye  that  wanders  ? 

Unmanly  jcaloufic. 

Lop.  Good  Ifabella. 

Jfab.  Too  good  for  you ; do  you  think  to  familh  me. 
Or  keepmelike  an  Alms-woman  in  fuch  rayment. 
Such  poor  unhandfome  weeds?  am  I old,  or  ugly  ? 

I never  was  bred  thus:  and  if  your  raifery 


Lop.  By  no  means  chicken. 

You  know  I love  ye:  fie,  take  no  example 
By  thofe  yoimg  gadding  Dames : ( you  are  noted  virtuous) 
That  ftick  their  Husbands  wealth  in  trifles  on  ’em 
And  point  ’em  but  the  way  to  their  own  miferies : 

I am  not  jealous,  kifs  me, 1 am  not: 

And  for  your  Diet,  ’ds  to  keep  you  healthful. 

Surfeits  deftroy  more  than  the  Iword : that  I am  careful 
Your  meat  fhould  be  both  neat,  and  cleanly  handled 
See,  Sweet,  I am  Cook  myfelf,  and  mine  own  Cater. 

Fen.  A — of  that  Cook  cannot  lick  his  fingers. 

Lop.  I’ll  add  another  difli:  you  lhall  have  Milk  to  it, 
’Tisnourifhingand  good. 

Fen.  With  Butter  in’t  Sir? 

Lop.  This  knave  would  breed  a famine  in  a Kingdom* 
And  cloths  that  lhall  content  ye : you  muft  be  wile  then, 
And  live  fequeftred  to  your  felf  and  me. 

Not  wandring  after  every  toy  comes  crofs  yc,  (^Penurio. 
Nor  ftruck  with  every  fpleen : what’s  the  knave  doing  ? 

Fen.  Hunting  Sir,  for  a fecond  courfe  of  Flies  here. 

They  are  rare  new  Sallads. 

Lop.  For  CQrtzm  Ifabella 
This  ravening  fellow  has  a Wolf  in’s  fellow : 

Untemperate  knave,  will  nothing  quench  thy  appetite? 

I faw  him  eat  two  Apples,  which  is  monftrous. 

Pe«.  If  you  had  given  me  thofe ’t  had  been  more  monftrous. 
Lop.  ’Tis  a main  miracle  to  feed  this  villain. 

Come  Ifabella.^  let  us  in  to  flipper. 

And  think  the  dainties  at  our  Table, 

’Tis  all  but  thought.  Exeunt. 

Fen.  Would  all  my  thoughts  would  do  it: 

The  Devil  fhould  think  of  purchafing  that  Egg-fhell, 

To  victual  out  a Witch  for  the  Bnrmoothes  : 

’Tis  Treafon  to  any  good  ftomach  living  now 
To  hear  , a tedious  Grace  faid,  and  no  meat  to’t, 

I have  a Radifh  yet,  but  that’s  but  tranfitory.  Exit.  \ 


Sc£na  Tertia. 

Enter  Soto. 

Soto.  Can  any  living  man,  unlefs  a Rafcal 
That  neither  knows  himfelf,  nor  a fafhion’d  Gentleman 
Take  me  for  a worfe  man  than  my  Mafter  now  ? 

I am  naturally  proud  in  thefe  clothes : but  if  pride  now 
Should  catch  a fall  in  what  I am  attempting, 

’Tis  but  a Proverb  found,  and  a neck  broken. 

That’s  the  worft  can  come  on’t,  a Gentleman’s  gone  then, 
A Gentleman  o’th’  firfthoufe,  there’s  the  end  on’t: 

My  Mafter  lies  moft  pittifully  complaining. 

Wringing  and  kicking  up  toth’  ears  in  love  yonder. 

And  fuch  a lamentable  noife  he  keeps,  it  kills  me: 

I have  got  his  cloaths,  and  if  I can  get  to  her 

By  hook  or  crook  here,  fuch  a fong  I’llfing  her 

I think  1 fhall  be  hang’d,  but  that’s  no  matter,  (Elephant,  | 

What’s'  a hanging  among  friends;  I am  valiant  now  as  an 
I have  confider’d  what  to  fav  too:  let  me  fee  now. 

This  is  the  place,  ’tis  plaguy  high : ftay  at  that  lower  window  I 

Let 
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Let  me  aim  finely  now,  like  a good  Gunner, 
i It  may  prove  but  a whipping. 

Enter  Silvio. 

1 S/7.  I faw  Lome  body  ^ 

Pafs  by  me  now,  and  though  it  were  dark,  mc-thouglit  yet 
I knew  the  clothes ; ha,  let  me  not  be  cozen’d. 

The  Ladder  too,  ready  to  fling  it  ? monflrous, 

’Tis  lie,  Claudio:  molt  voluptuous  villain. 

Scandal  to  womans  credit : Love,  I forget  thee,  (there  ? 
Soto.  What  will  he  do  i’th’  name  of  Heaven, what’s  that 
Sil.  And  all  the  friendfliipthat  I bore  thee,  bury  here. 
Soto.  What  has  he  in’s  hand?  Ihope  but  a Cudgel. 

Sti.  Thy  faul’ts  forgive  O Heaven : tarewel  thou  traitor. 
S(7/(?.  1 am  llain:  1 am  flain. 

S/7.  He’s  down,  and  dead : dead  certain, 

’T was  too  rafli,  too  full  of  fpleen,  ftark  dead : 

This  is  no  place  now  to  repent  in,  only 

Would  I had  given  this  hand  thatfliot  thePiflol 

I had  mifs’d  thee,  and  thou  wer’t  once  more  Claudio.  Exit 


f It  gave  a monftroiis  bounce? 

Cla.  You  role  o’  your  right  fide, 

I And  faid  your  prayers  too,  you  had  been  payed  clfc  *. 

' But  what  nced’fl:  thou  a Bullet,  when  thy  fear  killsthec? 
Sirrah,kecp  your  own  counlel  for  all  this,  you’ll  be  hang’d 
f it  be  known.  (cUe, 

Soto.  If  it  be  by  my  means,  let  me  •, 
am  glad  1 an  not  kill’d,  and  far  more  gladder 
\1y  Gentleman-like  humor’sout:  I feel ’tis  dangerous, 
And  to  be  a gentleman,  is  to  be  kill’d  twice  a week. 

Cla.  Keep  your  fclfclofei’th’Countrcy  fora  while  firrah. 
There’s  Money,  walk  to  your  friends. 

Soto.  They  have  no  Piltols, 

Nor  are  no  Gentlemen,  that’s  my  comfort.  _ Exit. 

Cla.  I will  retire  too,  and  live  private-,  tortliis  Silvio, 
nflam’d  with  noblenefs,  will  be  my  death  elfe  j 
And  if  1 can  forget  this  love  that  loads  me. 

At  leaft  the  danger : and  now  1 think  on’t  better, 
havefome  couclufions  elle  invites  me  to  it.  Exit. 


Enter  Claudio. 


Cla.  Why  fliould  I love  thus  foolilhly  ? thus  delperately 
And  give  away  my  heart  where  no  hope’s  left  me  ? 

Why  Ihould  not  the  true  counfel  of  a friend  reftrain  me  ? 
The  Devils  mouth  I run  into  affright  me, 

The  honor  of  the  Lady,  charm  my  wildnels  j 
I have  no  power,  no  Being  of  my  felf, 

Noreafon  ftrong  enough  now  left  within  me 
To  bind  my  Will:  Oh  Love,  thou  god,  or  devil. 

Or  what  thou  art,  that  playes  the  tyrant  in  me. 

Soto.  Oh. 

Cla.  What’s  that  cry? 

Soto.  A Surgeon,  a Surgeon, 

Twenty  good  Surgeons. 

Cla.  ’Tis  not  far  from  me, 

Somemurther  o’  my  life, 

Seto.  Will  you  let  me  dye  here  ? 

No  drink  come,  nor  no  Surgeon? 

C/^.  ’Tismymanfure, 

’ His  voice,  and  here  he  lies:  how  is  it  with  thee? 

Soto.  I am  flain.  Sir,  lam  flain. 

Cla.  Slain?  Who  has  flain  thee? 

Soto.  Kill’d,  kill’d,  out-right  kill’d. 

Cla.  Where’s  thy  hurt? 

Soto.  I know  not. 

But  I am  fure  I am  kill’d. 

Cla.  Canfl;  thou  fit  up,  , ^ 

That  I may  find  the  hurt  out  .<? 

Soto.  I can  fit  up. 

But  ne’er  the  lefs  I am  flain. 

Cla.  ’Tis  not  o’ this  fide? 

, Soto.  No  Sir,  I think  it  be  not. 

' Cla.  Nor  o’  this  fide,  ' 

; Was  it  done  with  a fword? 

Soto.  A Gun,  a Gun,  fweet  Mailer. 

: Cla.  The  devil  a bullet  has  been  here:  thou  art  well  man. 

i S oto.  No  fure  I am  kill’d. 

Cla.  Let  me  fee  thy  thighs,  and  belly. 

As  whole  as  a fifh  for  any  thing  I fee  yet : 

; Thou  bleed’ll  no  where. 

Soto.  I think  I do  not  bleed.  Sir, 

' But  yet  I am  afraid  I am  flain. 

Cla.  Stand  up  fool. 

Thou  halt  as  much  hurt  as  my  nail  ^ who  fliot  thee, 
i A Pottle,  or  a Pint  ? 
i Soto.  Signior  Silvio  Ihot  me 
In  theft  clothes-,  taking  me  for  you,  and  feeing 
J The  Ladder  in  my  hand  here,which  I Hole  from  ye,  (for  ye 
Thinking  to  have  gone  to  the  Lady  my  felf,  and  have  fpoke 
f Cla.  If  he  had  hit  ye  home, he  had  ftrv’d  ye  right  firrah, 
f You  faucy  rogue,  how  poor  my  intent  Ihews  to  me, 

' How  naked  now,  and  foolilh  ? 
j Are  ye  lure  he  has  not  hit  me, 


ABus  Secundus, 

Scdcna  Trima. 

Enter  Rodope,  and  Silvio  at  fexeral doors. 

Rod.  TV  TEphew. 

S/7.  My  dear  Aunt. 

Rod.  Would  you  go  by  thus  flily, 

And  never  fee  me,  not  once  fend  in  to  me 
Your  loving  Aunt?  fhe  that  above  all  thole 
I call  my  kindred,  honour’d  you,  and  placed  you 
Nearefl;  my  heart  ? 

S/7.  I thank  you  worthy  Aunt 

Butfuch  at  this  time  are  my  occafions 

Rod.  Youlhall  not  goe  yet,  by  my  faith  you  Ihall  not, 

I will  not  be  deny ’d : why  look  ye  fad  Nephew? 

S/7.  I am  ftldom  other : Oh,  this  blood  fits  heavy; 

As  I walk’d  this  way  late  laft  night. 

In  meditation  of  fome  things  concern’d  me ; 

Rod.  What  Nephew  ? 

S/7.  Why  methought  I heard  a Piece,  Lady, 

A Piece  Ihot  off,  much  about  this  place  too. 

But  could  not  judge  thecauft,  nor  what  it  boaded. 

Under  the  Caftle-w'all. 

Rod.  We  heard  it  too. 

And  the  Watch  purfii’d  it  prefently,  but  found  nothing. 
Not  any  tra^ft. 

Sil.  I am  right  glad  to  hear  it : 

The  Ruffians  ftrely  that  command  the  night 
Have  found  him,  ftript  him:  and  into  the  River 
Convey’d  the  body. 

Rod.  You  look  ftill  fadder.  Nephew, 

Is  any  thing  within  theft  walls  to  comfort  ye  ? 

Speak,  and  be  Mailer  of  it. 

Sil.  Ye  are  a right  Courtier, 

A great  Profellbr,  but  a poor  performer. 

Rod.  Do  you  doubt  my  faith:  you  never  found  me  that 
I dare  well  fpeak  it  boldly,  but  a true  friend,  (way. 
S/7.  Continue  then. 

Rod.  Try  me,  and  fee  who  falters. 

Sil.  I will,  and  prefently : ’tis  in  your  power 
To  make  me  the  moft  bound  man  to  your  courtclie. 

Rod.  Let  me  know  how,  and  if  I fail — • 

Sil"  ’ Tisthusthen, 

Get  me  accefs  to  the  Lady  Belvidere^ 

But  for  a minute,  but  to  lee  her : your  Husband  now 
Is  fafe  at  Court,  I left  him  full  employ’d  there. 

Rod.  You  have  ask’d  the  thing  without  njy  power  to 
The  Law  lies  on  the  danger : if  I lov’d  ye  not  (grant  ye, 

I would 
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l woald  bid  yc  goo,  and  there  be  found,  and  dye  for’t. 

Sil.  1 knew  yonr  love,  and  where  there  Ihevv’d  a danger 
Hew  far  you  dnrfi:  ffep  for  me ; give  me  a true  friendj 
That  where  occafion  is  to  do  a beneft 
Aims  at  the  end,  and  not  the  rubs  before  it 
I was  a fool  to  ask  ye  this,  a more  fool 
To  think  a woman  hadfo  much  noble  nature 
To  entertain  a fecret  of  this  burthen  •, 

Ye  had  bell  to  tell  the  Dutchels  I perfwaded  ye. 

That’s  a finecourlo,  and  one  will  win  ye  credit  ^ 

Forget  the  name  of  Colin,  blot  my  blood  out. 

And  lb  you  raife  yoitr  fcif,  let  me  grow  Ihorter. 

A woman  friend?  he  that  believes  that  weaknefs 
Steers  in  a frormy  night  without  a Compals. 

Rod.  What  is’t  I durlt  not  do  might  not  impeach  ye? 
5/7.  W'hy  this  ye  dare  not  do,  ye  dare  not  think  of. 
Rod.  ’Tisa  main  hazard. 

Sil.  If  it  were  not  lb 

I would  not  come  to  you  to  feek  a favour. 

Rod.  You  will  lofe  your  felf. 

Sil.  The  lofs  ends  with  my  felf  then. 

Rod.  You  will  but  fee  her .? 

Sil.  Only  look  upon  her. 

Rod.  Not  ftay  : 

Sil.  Preferibe  your  time. 

Rod.  Not  traffique  with  her 
In  any  dole  dilhonourable  aAion  ? 

Sil.  Stand  you  your  felf  by. 

Rod.  I will  venture  for  ye, 

Becaufe  ye  fhall  be  fure  I am  a touch’d  friend, 

I’ll  bring  her  to  ye:  come  walk,  you  know  the  Garden, 
And  take  this  key  to  open  the  little  Poftern, 

There  ffand  no  guards. 

Sil.  I fhall  foon  find  it  Aunt.  Exeunt. 

Sc£H2  Secunda, 

Enter  trvo  Soldiers. 

1 Sol.  Is  the  Captain  come  home? 

2 Sol.  No,  who  commands  the  Guard  to  night  ? 

1 Sold.  I think  Pctruchio. 

2 Sold.  What’s  the  Word  ? 

1 Sold.  None  knows  yet, 

2 Sol.  I would  this  Lady  were  married  out  o’th’  way  once, 
'Or  out  of  our  cuftodies  j I wifh  they  would  take  in  more 

(companies, 

For  I am  fure  we  feel  her  in  our  duties  fn re wdly. 

1 Sol.  ’Tis  not  her  fault  I warrant  ye,  fhe  is  ready  for’t. 
And  that’s  the  plague,  when  they  grow  ripe  for  marriage 
They  muft  be  flipt  likeHawkes, 

2 Sol.  Give  me  a mean  wench, 

No  State  doubt  lies  on  her,  fhe  is  alwayes  ready. 

1 Sol.  Come  to  the  Guard,  ’tis  late,  and  fure  the  Captain 
Can  not  be  long  away. 

2 Sol.  I have  watch’d  thefe  three  nights, 

To  morrow  they  may  keep  me  tame  for  nothing.  Exeunt. 

Sc£nj  T'ertia. 

Silvio,  Belvidere,  and  Rodopc  mth  a Light. 

Sil.  This  is  the  place  I think  i what  Light  is  that  there  ? 
The  Lady  and  my  Cofin  ? 

Bel.  Is  this  the  Garden  ? 

Rod.  Yes  Madam. 

Sil.  Oh  my  blefTed  Miferifs, 

Saint  of  my  fbul. 

Bel.  Speak  foftly:  take  me  to  ye. 

Oh  5//w(7,  I am  thine,  thine  ever  Silvio. 

Rod.  Is  this  your  promife.  Sir?  Lady  your  honor  .> 

I am  undone  if  this  be  feen,  difgrac’d. 

Fallen  under  all  diferedit. 

BtU.  Do  you  love  flill  ? 


Dear,  do  you  keep  your  old  faith  ? 

Sil.  Ever  Lady^ 

And  when  that  fails  me,  all  that’s  good  forfake  me. 

R.od.  Do  not  you  fliame Madam,  Imuftnot  fuffer  this, 

1 will  not  fuller  it  ^ men  call  you  virtuous. 

What  do  you  mean  to  lofe  your  felf  thus^  Silvio  ? 

I charge  thee  get  away,  I charge  you  retire  ye. 

I’ll  call  the  Watch  elfe, 

Sil.  Call  all  the  world  to  fee  us. 

We  live  in  one  anotliers  happinefs. 

And  lb  will  die. 

Bet.  Here  will  I hang  for  ever. 

Rod.  As  ye  relped  me,  as  hereafter  Madam  • 

You  would  enjoy  his  love — nothing  prevail  with  ye? 

I’ll  try  my  flrength  then  ^ get  thee  gone  thou  villain, 

Thou  Promife-breaker. 

Sil.  I am  tide,  1 cannot. 

Rod.  I’ll  ring  the  Bell  then. 

Sil.  Ring  it  to  death,  I am  fixt  here. 

Enter  Bartello,  trvo  Soldiers  with  lights. 

Bart.  I faw  a Light  over  the  Garden  walk. 

Hard  by  the  Ladies  Chamber,  here’s  fome  knavery 
As  I live,  I faw  it  twice. 

Rod.  The  Guard,  the  Guard  there  ^ 

I muft  not  fuffer  this,  it  is  too  mifehievous. 

Bart  Light  up  the  T orch,  1 fear’d  this,  ha  ? young  Silvio  ? 
How  got  he  in  /’ 

I Sold.  The  Devil  brought  him  in  fure 
He  came  not  by  us. 

Bart.  My  wife  between  ’em  bulling? 

Guard,  pull  him  off. 

Rod.  Now,  now,  ye  feel  the  mifery. 

Bart.  Y'ou,  Madam,  at  an  hour  fb  far  undecent? 

Death,  O my  fbul!  this  is  a fouLfauIt  in  ye. 

Your  mothers  care  abus’d  too,  Light’s  to  her  Chamber, 

1 am  fbrryto  fee  this, 

Bell.  Farewel  my  Silvio^ 

.<\nd  let  no  danger  fink  thee. 

Sil.  Nor  death  Lady. ' Exeunt  Bell.  Rod. 

Birt^  Are  ye  fo  hot  ? I fhall  prepare  ye  Phyfick 
Mhll  purge  ye  finely,  neatly : you  are  too  fiery. 

Think  of  your  prayers.  Sir,  an  you  have  not  forgot ’em  j 
Can  ye  flie  i’  th’  air,  or  creep  ye  in  at  key-holes  ? 

I have  a Gin  will  catch  ye  though  you  conjur’d  : 

Take  him  to  Guard  to  night,  toflrong  and  fure  Guard-, 

I’ll  back  toth’  Dutchefs  prefently : no  lefs  fport  ferve  ye, 
Than  the  Heir  to  a Dukedom  ? play  at  pufh-pin  there  Sir?  • 
It  was  well  aim’d,  but  plague  upon’t,  you  fhot  fhort. 

And  that  will  lole  your  game. 

Sil.  I know  the  lofs  then.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  ^uarta. 

Enter  Claudio  U^e  a Merchant. 

Clau.  Now,  in  this  habit  may  Ifafely  fee 
How  my  incenfed  friend  carries  my  murther, 

Who  little  I imagin’d  had  been  wrought 
To  fuch  a height  of  rage  , and  much  I grieve  now 
Mine  own  blind  paffion  had  fo  mafter’d  me, 

I could  not  fee  his  love,  for  flirehe  loves  her. 

And  on  a nobler  ground  than  I pretended. 

Enter  Penurio. 

It  mufl:  be  fo,  it  isfo  • what  Penurio., 

My  fhotten  friend,  what  wind  blew  you  ? 

Pen.  Faith  ’tis  true. 

Any  ftrong  wind  will  blow  me  like  a Feather, 

I am  all  Air,  nothing  of  earth  within  me. 

Nor  have  not  had  this  month,  but  that  good  Dinner 
Your  Worfhip  gave  me  yefterday,  that  ftaics  by  me. 

And 
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And  gives  me  ballalt,  ellc  the  Sun  would  draw  me? 

Cb.  But  does  my  Mrftrils  Ijpeak  ftiil  of  me  ? 

PetK  Yes,  Sir, 

And  in  her  lleep,  that  makes  my  Mailer  mad  too, 

And  turn  and  fart  for  anger. 

Cb,  A It  fiire  flic  law  me  ? 

Pen.  She  law  ye  at  a window. 

Cb.  ’Tis  m.ofi:  true, 

Infuch  a place  I law  a Gentlewoman, 

A young,  fweet,  hand'ome  woman. 

Pf«Thnt’s  flie,  that’s  Ihc  Sir. 

Cb.  And  well  (he  view’d  me,  I view’d  her. 

Fen.  Still  Ihe  Sir.  . 

Cb.  At  lalt  file  blulh’d,  and  then  look’d  off! 

Pen.  That  blulh.  Sir, 

If  you  can  read  it  truly 

Cla.  But  didfl:  thou  tell  her, 

Ordidft  thou  fool  me,  thou  knew’ftfuch  a one.? 

Pen.  I told  her,  and  1 told  her  fuch  a fweet  talc 

eta.  But  did  file  hear  thee  ? 

Pen.  With  a thoufand  ears.  Sir, 

And  fwallow’d  what  1 faid  as  greedily. 

As  great-belly’d  women  do  Cherries,  Hones  and  all  Sir. 

Cla.  Methinks  file  Ihould  not  love  thy  Mailer  ? 

Pen.  Hang  him  Pilcher, 

There’s  nothing  loves  him : his  own  Cat  cannot  endure  him. 
She  had  better  lye  with  a Bear,  for  he  is  fo  hairy. 

That  a tame  W'arren  of  Fleas  frisk  round  about  him. 

Cb.  And  wilt  thou  work  fcill  ? 

Fen.  Like  a Miner  for  ye. 

Cla.  And  get  accefs, 

Pen.  Or  conjure  you  together, 

’Tis  her  defire  to  meet:  Ihe  is  poyfon’d  wlthhlnl. 

And  till  file  take  a fweet  frelh  air,  that’s  you  Sir. 

Cla.  There’s  money  for  thee : thou  art  a precious  Varlet 
Be  fat,  be  fat,  and  blow  thy  Mailer  backward. 

Pen.  Blow  you  my  Millrifs,  Sir,  as  flat  as  a Flounder, 
Then  blow  her  up  again,  as  Butchers  blow  their  Veals  ^ 

If  Ihe  dye  upon  the  lame 
Bury  her,  bury  her  in  Gods  name. 

Cb.  Thou  art  a merry  knave : by  this  hand  I’ll  feed  thee, 
Till  thou  crack’ll  at  both  ends,  if  thoudar’lldo  this 
Thou  lhalt  cat  no  fantallical  Porridge, 

Nor  lick  thedilh  where  oil  wasyellerday, 

DuH,  and  dead  flies  todays  Capons,  fat  Capons 

Pen.  Oh  hearty  Ibund. 

Cla.  Cramb’d  full  of  itching  Oyllers. 

Pen.  Will  ye  have  the  Dutchefs? 

Cla.  And  Lobllers  big  as  Gauntlets, 

Thou  Ihaltdefpife  bafe  Beef. 

Pen.  I do  defpife  it. 

And  now  methinks  I feel  a Tart  come  Hiding.  ' 

Cla.  Leaping  into  thy  mouth:  but  firft  deal  faithfully. 
Pen.  When  will  ye  come  ? 

Cla.  Tomorrow. 

Pen.  I’ll  attend  ye. 

For  then  my  Mailer  will  be  out  in  bufinefs. 

Cla.  What  news  abroad  ? 

Pen.  ’xMas,  as  I was  coming  to  you, 

I heard  that  SigniorS/7w<?,  a good  Gentleman, 

Many  a good  meal  I have  eaten  wit  him 

Cla.  W’hat  of  him  ? 

Pen.  Was  this  day  to  be  arraigned  before  the  Dutchels, 
But  why,  I could  not  hear. 

Cla.  Silvio  arraign’d  ? ' 

Go,  get  ye  gone,  and  think  of  me. 

Pen.  I flie  Sir.  £;crfPen. 

Cla.  Arraign’d.?  for  what?  for  my  fuppofeddeath  ? no, 
That  cannot  be  fure,  there’s  no- rumor  of  it. 

Be  it  what  it  will,  ! will  be  there  and  fee  it. 

And  if  my  help  will  bring  him  off,  he  has  it.  "Exit. 
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E}:ttr  T>ntchefs,  Lonls^  Silvio  prifnner.,  Bclvidcre,  Ear- 
tello,  Rodopc,  Clarl\^  LotoijellorSy  Attendants. 

Du.  Read  the  Edi(ftlall  made. 

Keep  filcncc  there. 

Clerk,  If  any  man  of  what  condition  fever.,  and  a fithje^., 
after  the  pubhjhine,  of  tbir  Edict.,  (hall  mtbout  fpecta  I Li- 
cence from  the  great  Dutcbefs.,attempt  or  buy.,offer.,ormjke 
an  attempt.,  tofolicite  the  love  of  the  Pnneejs  Beividere, 
the  perfon  fo  offending.,  fall  forfeit  his  life. 

Counf.  The  rcalbn  why  my  Royal  Millrifs  here 
In  her  lalt  Treaty  with  j'lVw  j/ Duke, 

Promis’d  her  beauteous  daughter  there  in  marriage, 

The  Duke  of  Milan,  rival  in  this  fortune, 
lln-nobly  fought  by  pradicc  to  betray  her 
Which  found,  and  crofs’d,  the  Cittadei  receiv’d  her 
There  tofecure  her  Mothers  word,  the  lafl:  caule 
so  many  Gentlemen  of  late  enamour’d 
On  this  moH  beauteous  Princels,  and  not  brooking 
One  mor  e than  other,  to  delerve  a favour, 

Moud  has  been  fpilt,  many  brave  Ipirits  loll. 

And  more, unlefs  Ihe  had  been  kept,cIole  from  their  violence, 
Had  like  to  have  followed : therefore  for  due  prevention 
Of  all  fuch  hazards  and  unnoble  aflions. 

This  lall  Edifl  was  publilh’d,  which  thou  Silvio 
Idke  a falfe  main,  a bad  man,  and  a T raitor 
Hall  rent  a-peeces,  and  contemn’d , for  which  caule 
Thou  ftandell  a guilty  man  here  now. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Cbr\.  Speak  Silvio, 

What  canft  thou  fay  to  avoid  the  hand  o?"  Tullice? 

S il.  Nothing,  but  I confefs,  fubmit  and  lay  my  head  to  it. 

Pel.  Have  ye  no  eyes  my  Lords,  no  underftandings  ? ' 

The  Gentleman  will  call  himfel  away, 

Callhimfelf  wilfully:  are  you,  or  you  guilty? 

No  more  is  he,  no  more  taint  Hicks  upon  him  : 

I drew  him  thither^  ’twasmy  way  betrai’d  him, 

I got  the  entrance  kept,  I entertain’d  him, 

I hid  the  danger  from  him,  forced  him  to  me. 

Poor  gentle  foul,  he’s  in  no  part  tranlgrelTing, 

I wrote  unto  him. 

Sil.  Do  not  wrong  that  honor, 

CaH  not  upon  that  purenefs  thefe  alperfions. 

It  was  my  love, my  violence. 

My  life  muH  anfwer  it : I broke  in  to  her. 

Tempted  the  Law,  folicited  unjuHly. 

Pel.  As  there  is  truth  in  Heaven,  I was  thefirHcaufe  : 
How  could  this  man  have  come  to  me,  left  naked 
Without  my  connfel  and  provllion? 

What  hour  could  he  find  out  to  pals  the  Watches, 

But  ImuHmake  it  fure  lirH?  Reverend  Judges, 

Be  not  abus’d,  nor  let  an  innocent  life  lie 
Upon  your  lhaking  Confcience  ;,  I did  it. 

My  love  the  main  wheel  that  let  him  a going : 

His  motion  but  compell’d. 

Sil.  Can  ye  believe  this.? 

And  know  with  what  a modeHyand  whitenels 
Her  life  was  ever  ranck’d  ? Can  you  believe  this 
And  fee  me  here  before  ye,  young  and  wilful? 

Apt  to  what  danger  Love  dares  thruH  me  on, 

And  where  Law  Hops  my  way,  apt  to  contemn  it? 

If  I werebalhfiil,  old,  or  dull,  and  lleepy 
In  Loves  allarm.5,  a woman  might  awake  me, 

Direfl,  and  tlew  me  out  the  way  to  happinefs ; 

But  I,  like  fire,  kindled  with  that  bright  beauty. 

Catch  hold  of  all  occafions,  and  run  through  ’em. 

Pel.  I charge  ye,  as  your  honeH  fouls  will  anfw'er  it. 

Sil.  I charge  yc,  as  you  are  the  friends  to  virtue, 

That 
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That  1ms  no  pattern  living  but  this  Lady. 

Bfl.  Let  not  his  blood 

5/7.  Let  not  her  wilfulnels- — 

For  tlKn  you  aJt  a Scene  Hell  will  rcjoyce  at, 

Ed.  He  is  clear. 

5/7.  She  is  as  white  in  this  as  Infants. 

Ch.  The  god  of  Love  protect  your  caufe,  and  help  ye, 
Two  nobler  pieces  of  affection 
Thefe  eyes  ne’er  look’d  on,  if  fiich  goodnefs  pcrifli, 

Let  never  true  hearts  meet  again,  but  break.  Exit. 

1 Lord.  A Itrange  exemple  of  Itrong  love,  a rare  one. 

2 Lard.  Madam,  we  know  not  what  to  fay,  to  think  on. 
Vu:h.  I mult  confefs  it  Itrikes  me  tender  too. 

Searches  my  Mothers  heart ; you  found  ’em  there  ? 

Bar.  Yes  certain  Madam. 

Dutch.  And  fo  linked  together  ? 

B./riAsthey  had  been  one  piece  of  Alablafter. 

Dutch.  Nothing  diflionourable? 

Sil.  So  let  my  foul  have  happinefs. 

As  that  thought  vet  durlt  never  feek  this  bofom. 

Dutch.  What  lliall  I do ’lias  broke  my  Law,  abus’d  me, 
Fam  Nvould  I know  the  truth,  cither  confefs  it, 
Andletmeunderftandthe  main  offender, 

Or  both  fliall  feel  the  torture. 

5/7.  Are  yea  Mother  •, 

The  Mother  of  fo  fweet  a Rofe  as  this  is  ? 

So  pure  a Flower?  and  dare  ye  lofeihat  nature? 

Dare  ye  take  to  yourfelf  fo  greata  wickednefs, 

(Oh  holy  Heaven)  of  thinking  what  may  ruine 

This  goodly  building?  this  Temple  where  the  gods  dwell? 

Give  me  a thoufand  tortures,  I deferve’em, 

And  lliew  me  death  in  all  the  fliapes  imagin’d. 

Bel.  No  deathbut  Iwillanfwer  it,  meet  it,  feek  it  j 
No  torture  but  I’ll  laugh  upon’t,  aixl  kifsic. 

1 Lord.  This  is  no  way. 

2 Lord.  They  fay  no  more  for  certain 
Than  their  ftrong  hearts  vvillfuffer. 

Dutch.  I have  bethought  me  •,  ' 

No  Lords,  although  I h^avc  a Child  offending. 

Nature  dares  not  forget  fheis  a Child  ftill  •, 

Till  now,  I never  look’d  on  love  imperious  : 

I have  bethought  me  of  a way  to  break  ye. 

To  feparate,  though  not  your  loves,  your  bodies  : 

Silvio  attend.  I’ll  be  your  Judge  my  feif  now. 

The  fentence  of  your  death  (becaufe  my  Daughter 
Will  bear  an  equal  part  in  your  afBiaions) 

I take  away  and  pardon;  this  remains  then 
Ancaficand  a gentle  punifhmcnt, 

And  this  fhall  be  fulfill’d : becaufe  iinnobly 

You  havefoughtthe  love,  and  marriage  of  a Princefs, 

The  abfblute  and  foie  Heir  of  this  Dukedom, 

By  that  means,  as  we  muft  imagine  ftrongly. 

To  plant  your  felf  into  this  rule  hereafter, 

W’chcrc  pronounce  yea  man  banifh’d  from  us 
5/7.  For  ever  banifh’d  Lady  ? 

Dutch.  Yet  more  mercy. 

But  for  a ydar : and  then  again  in  this  place 
To  make  your  full  appearance;  yet  more  pitty. 

If  in  that  time  you  can  abfolve  a queflion, 

Writ  down  within  this  fcrowl,  abfolve  it  rightly. 

This  Lady  is  your  wife,  and  fhall  live  with  ye  j 
If  not,  youloofe  your  head. 

SjI.  I take  this  honor. 

And  humbly  kifs  thofc  Royal  hands.  (Princefs, 

Dutch.  Receive  it;  Bartello^  to  your  old  guard  take  the 
And  fo  the  Court  break  up. 

5/7.  Farew'cl  to  all. 

And  to  that  fpotlefs  heart  my  cndlcfs  fervicc.  Exit. 

1 Lord.  What  will  this  prove? 

2 Lord.  I’ll  tell  you  a year  hence.  Sir.  Exeunt. 
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Fen.  Are  you  pleas’d  now .?  have  not  I wrought  this  vvon- 
Non  ehsn  fatto  Signieur. 

Cla.  Rarely  Fenurio 

Fen.  Clofe,  clofethcn,  and  work  wax. 

Cla.  lam  ftudying  for  thee 
A dinner,  that  fliall  viCfual  thee  for  ten  year. 

Fen.  Do  you  hear  Miftrifs? 

You  know  what  a dundir  whelp  my  Mafter  is, 

I need  not  preach  to  ye,  how  unfit  and  wanting 
To  give  awomanfatisfadion': 

Howheftinks,  and  fnores,  a Bull’s  a better  bed-fellow  j 
And  for  his  love,  never  let  that  deceive  ye. 

Ifab.  Nay  fure  he  loves  me  not. 

Fen.  If  he  could  coyn  ye. 

Or  turn  ye  into  mettal,  much  might  be  then  ^ 

He  loves  not  any  thing  but  what  is  traffique ; 

I have  heard  him  fwear,he  would  fell  ye  to  the  Grand  Signior. 

Ifab.  ThQEurkJ  ; 

Fen.  The  very  ‘Turkf-^  and  how  they  would  ufeye. 

Ifab.  I’ll  fit  him  for’t  : the  TurkJ 

Pen.  I know  the  price  too ; 

Now  ye  have  time  to  pay  him,  pay  him  home  Miftrifs  j 
Pay  him  o’  th’  pate,  clout  him  for  all  his  courtefies  j 
Here’s  one  that  dances'in  your  eyes,  young  delicate  • 

To  work  this  vengeance if  ye  let  it  flip  now. 

There  is  no  pittying  of  ye,  od’s  precious,  Miftrifs, 

Were  I his  wife,  I would  fo  mall  his  Mazard, 

’Tis  charity,  meer  charity,  pure  charity,  . . 

Are  you  the  fijrft  ? has  it  not  been  from  Eves  time. 

Women  would  have  their  fafe  revenges  this  way  ? | 

And  good  and  gracious  women,  excellent  women  j j 

Is’t  not  a handfome  Gentleman  ? a fweet  Gentleman  j 

View  him  from  head  to  foot,  a compleat  Gentleman  ^ - 

When  can  ye  hope  the  like  again .?  I leave  ye,  f 

And  my  revenge  too,  with  ye  ^ I know  my  office. 

I’ll  not  be  far  off,  be  not  long  a fumbling, 

When  danger  fhall  appear.  I’ll  give  the’larme.  Exit.  ? 

Ifib.  You  are  welcome,  Sir,and  would  it  were  my  fortune 
To  afford  a Gentleman  of  your  fair  feeming, 

A freer  entertainment  than  this  houfe  has. 

You  partly  know.  Sir. 

Cla.  Know,  and  pity  Lady, 

Such  fweetnels  in  the  bud,  fhould  be  fo  blafted  •, 

Dare  you  make  me  your  Servant  .■? 

Ifab.  Dare  you  make  Sir, 

That  fervice  worthy  of  a womans  favour 
By  conftancy  and  goodnefs? 

Cla.  Here  I fwear  to  ye. 

By  the  unvalued  love  I bear  this  beauty, 

( And  kifs  the  Book  too  ) never  to  be  recreant. 

To  honour  ye,  to  truly  love,  andferve  ye, 

My  youth  to  wait  upon  ye,  what  my  wealth  has. 

Ifab.  Oh  make  me  not  fo  poor  to  fell  affedion, 

Thofe  bought  loves  Sir,  wear  falter  than  the  moneys^  , 

A handfome  Gentleman. 

Cla.  A moft  delicate  fweet  one. 

Let  my  truth  purchafe  then. 

Ifib.  I fliould  firft  try  it, 

But  you  may  happily. 

Cla.  You  fhall  not  doubt  me, 

I hope  fhe  loves  me-,  when  I prove  falfe,  fliametakeme^ 

Will  ye  believe  a little  ? 

Ifab.  I fear,  too  much.  Sir. 

Cla.  And  will  ye  love  a little? 

Ijab.  That  fhould  be  your  part: 

Cla.  Thus  I begin  then,  thus  andthus. 

Ifab.  A good  beginning. 

We  have  a proverb  faies,  makes  a good  ending. 

Cla.  Say  ye  fo  ? ’tis  well  inferr’d.  . 

Ifab.  Good  Sir,  your  patience : 
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Methinks  1 have  ventur’d  now,  like  a weak  Bark 
Upon  a broken  billow,  that  willfwallowmc. 

Upon  a rough  Sea  of  (iilpitions. 

Stuck  round  with  jealous  rocks. 

Ten.  within.  A nem,  a hem  there. 

Iftb.  This  is  my  ipan  *,  my  fears  too  foon  have  found  me, 

Enter  Penurio. 

Now  what’s  the  news  ? 

Pen.  A pox  of  yonder  old  Rigcl, 

The  Captain,  the  old  Captain.  ^ 

Ifab}  What  old  Captain.? 

Pen.  Captain  courageous  yonder  of  the  Caftle, 

Captain,  Don  Viego,  old  BarteUo. 

JJub.  Where  is  he  ? 

Pen.  He’s  coming  in : 

’Twouldvex  the  Devil,  thatfuchanoIdPotgunasthls, 

That  can  make  no  fpoitjOiould  hinder  them  that  can  do  it. 

Ifab.  I would  not  have  him  fee  the  Gentleman, 

For  all  the  world,  my  credit  were  undone  then. 

Pen.  Shall  I fling  a pifs-pot  on’s  head  as  he  comes  in, 
And  take  him  into  th’  kitchin,  thereto  driehim. 

Ifab.  That  will  not  do  ^ and  he  is  fo  humorous  too 
He  will  come  in. 

Cla.  What  is  he  ? 

Ifab.  One  much  troubles  me. 

Pen.  And  can  do  nothing,  cannot  eat. 

Ifab.  Your  fight  now, 

Outo:'  a driveling  dotage  he  bears  to  me, 

May  make  him  tell  my  husband,  and  undo  me. 

C/<a.  What  would  ye  have  me  do.? 

Ifab.  But  fora  while  Sir, 

Stepherebehind  this  hanging,  prefently  ^ 

I’ll  anfwer  him,  and  tjjen 

C/dT.  I will  obey  ye. 

Enter  BarteUo.  ' 

* f ' 
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Bar.  Where’s  my  rich  Jeweller?  I I^ye  ftones  to  lett. 
Pen.  He  is  abroad,  and  Jfiire  Sir. 

Bart.  There’s  for  your  fervice: 

VVhere’s  the  fair  Lady.?  all  alone  fveet beauty?  ' ^ 

Ifab.  She’s  never  mudi  alone  Sir,  that’s  acquainted 
With  fuch  companions  as  good  honeft  thoughts  are. 

Bar.  I’ll  fitdown  by  thee,  and  I’ll  kifs  thy  hand  too,  | 
And  in  thine  ear  fwearby  my  life  I love  thee. 

Ifab.  Ye  are  a merry  Captain. 

And  a mad  one.  Lady  ^ 

By  th’  mas  thou  haft  goodly  eies,  .excdlent  ^ies,,  wench,  ‘ 1 
Ye  twinkling  rogues,  look  what  thy  Captain  byingsfth^i 
Thou  muft  needs  love  me,  love  heartily,  t \ I 
Hug  me,  and  love  me,  hug  me  clofe.  " t- 

Ifab.  Fie  Captain. 

iNay,  I-hayet^lrength,  and  I jcah  ftrain  ye.firf^. 
Ana  vault  into  my-ftat  as  nimbly^  little  one.' 

As  any  of  you  fmboth-diinn’d  boya,m  Ftorenc^, 

I muft  needs  commit  a little  follyyvith  ye, 

I’moe  b6  longi  ^ihrid^ipg  caft,  and^away. wench  *, 
Thehpb-nail  thy-hu§j)and’s  as  htly  out  o’th’  waypow.^ 
Do  you  thlhl^>he  keeps  a baw^yrhoufe  ? 

B<jr.  That’s  all, one.;,  V ’ ‘ . ' , 

Ifab.  Or  did  you  eyer-Iee  that  ligjitnofs  in  my  carriage, 

Th^:jrou  might  promife  to.  your  iflf-—^ 

Bar.  Away  fool,  y.  , ^ 

A goodturn’s  a good  turn;,  I ani.anhcmeft  feHpwV 
Ifab.  You  have  a handfome  vyife,  ayirtuous  Geptje;^qm?n, 
Bar.  They  arb  not  ?for  this  time  q’th’  ^ear.‘  ‘ 

Ifab.  ALz^Yy  / 

That  ever  bore  that  ^great  relpeA^to  you,  ' o 1 
That  noble  conftancy.  • • ■ - ^ pj  ■ ■ ' 

Bar.  That’s  more  than  I know,  V 

/Wi  i . -y  . ..  ■ ■ " 
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Enter  Maidy  and  PciiuriO. 

Maid.  Oh  Miftrifs,  yc  arc  undone,  my  Maftcr’s^oming 

Pen.  Coming  hard  by  here. 

Bar.  Plague  confumethe  Raftal, 

Shall  I make  pctty-pattics  of  him  ? 

Ifab.  Now  what  love  Sir? 

Fear  of  your  coming  made  him  j alous  firft  •, 

Your  linding here,  willmakc  him  mad  and  dclpcrate. 

And  what  in  that  wild  mood  he  will  execute  - 

Bar.  1 can  think  of  nothing,  I have  no  wit  left  me. 
Certain  ray  head’s  a Muftard-pot. 

Ifab.  1 have  thought  Sir, 

And  if  you’ll  plcale  to  put  in  execution 
What  I conceive— 

Bar.  I’ll  do  it,  tell  it  quickly. 

Ifab  Draw  your  fvvord  quickly,  andgodowninrag’d. 

As  if  you  had  perfii’d  fomc  foe  up  hither. 

And  grumble  to  your  fclfextreamiy,  terribly. 

But  not  a word  to  him,  andfo  pals  by  him. 

Bar.  I’ll  do  it  pcrfeftly. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Ifah.  Stand  you  ftill  good  Sir. 

Rafcal,  Have,  villain,  take  a houfe  lb  poorly. 

After  thou  haft  wrong’d  a Gentleman,  a Soldier, 

Bale  Poultroon  boy,  you  will  forfake  your  neaft  lirrah.  ; 

Lop.  The  matter,  good  fweet  Captain.? 

Bart  Run-away rogue. 

And  take  a houfeto  cover  thy  bafe  cowardize, 

I’ll  whip  ye,  I’ll  lb  fcourge  ye.  Exit. 

Lop.  Mercy  upon  me, 

What’s  all  this  matter  wife  ? 

Ifib.  Did  yon  meet  the  mad  man? 

Lop.  I never  faw  the  Captain  fo  provok’d  yet. 

IJab.  Oh  he’s  a Devil  fure’  a moft  bloody  devil. 

He  follow’d  a young  Gentleman,  his  fvvord  drawn. 

With  fuch  a fury,  how  I fhake  to  think  on’t,  i 

And  foyn’d,  and  flafh’d  at  him,  and  fwore  he’d  kill  him,  j 
Drove  him  up  hither,  follow’d  him  ftill  bloodily,  \ 

And  if  I had  not  hid  him,  fure  had  flain  him  j j 

A mercilefs  old  man. 

B/a.  Moft  virtuous  Lady, 

Even  as  the  giver  of  my  life,  I thank  ye. 

Lop.  This  fellow  muft  notftay  here,  he  is  too  handfome^ 
He  is  gone  Sir,  and  you  may  pal's  now  with  all  fecurity. 

I’ll  be  your  guide  my  felf,  a nd  fiich  a way  t 

I’ll  lead  ye,  none  ijiall  crofs,  nor  none  fliall  know  ye. 

The  door’s  left  open  Sirrah,  I’ll  ftarve  you  for  this  trick,- 
I’ll  make  thee  faft  o’  Sundaies  •,  and  for  you  Lady,  ; 

HTha'Ve  your  Lodgings  farther  off,  and  clofer, 

I’ll  have  no ftreet-lights  to  you^  will  you  go  Sir?  i 

Cla.  I thank  ye  Sir : the  devil  take  this  fortune  ^ ! 

And  once  more  all  my- fervice  to  yonr  goodnefs.  Exiti 

Pen.  Now  could  I eat  my  very  arms  for  madnefs,  | 

Crofs’d  in  the  nick  o’  th’  matter  ? vengeance  take  it,  j 

And  that  old  Cavalier  that  Ipoil’d  our  Cock-fight  ^ 

I’ll  lay  the  next  plot  'ftirer. 

Ifab.  I am  glad  andforry,  ' 

Glad,  that  I got  fo  fairlv  off  fufpitlon  ■,  j 

Sorry,  I loft  my  new  k v’d  friend.  t 

Pen.  Not  loft  Miftrifs  ^ 

I’ll  conjure  once  again  to  raife  that  fpirit  j 
In,  and  Ipok  foberly,  upon  the  matter. 

We’ll  ring  him  one  peaf 'fepre,  and  i^  that  fall. 

The  devil  tak  the  Clappers,  Bells,  and  all.  Exeunt. 
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Women  fleas  d. 


JBus  Tertius. 

Scxna  frimj. 

Enter  Vutcbejs,  Lords ^ and  Rhodope.  ^ 

Vutcb.'^JOw  Kodope^  How  do  you  find  my  daughter/* 
i\|  Jibo.  hladam,  I find  her  now  what  you  would 
have  her. 

What  the  State  wifhesher  ^ I urg’d  her  fault  to  her, 
Open’d  her  eyes,  and  made  her  lee  themifchief 
She  was  running  with  a headlong  will  into, 

Made  her  Hart  at  her  folly,  lhake  and  tremble, 

At  tire  mcer  memory  of  fuch  an  ignorance. 

She  now  contemns  his  love,  hates  his  remembrance. 
Cannot  endure  to  hear  the  name  of  Silvio  i 
His  perfon  fpits  at. 

Dutch . 1 am  glad  to  hear  this. 

Kho.  And  humbly  now  to  your  Will,  your  care.  Madam, 
Bends  her  affedions,  bows  her  obedience ; 

Sjf««j’j-Duke,  with  new  eyes  now  (he  looks  on. 

And  with  a Princely  love,  fit  for  his  perlbn. 

Returns  that  happi  nefs  and  joy  he  look’d  for  ^ 

The  general  good  of  both  the  neighbor  Dukedoms, 

Not  any  private  end,  or  rafh  affedion 

She  aims  at  now  : hearing  the  Duke  arriv’d  too, 

(To  whom  fhe  owes  all  honor,  and  all  fervice, ) 

She  charg’d  me  kneel  thus  at  your  Graces  feet, 

And  not  to  rife  without  a general  pardon. 

Dutch.  She  has  it,  and  my  love  again,  my  old  love, 

And  with  more  tendernefs  I meet  this  penitence. 

Than  if  fhe  ne’er  had  ftarted  from  her  honor  j 
I thank  ye  Rhodope,  am  bound  to  thank  ye. 

And  daily  to  remember  this  great  fervice, 

Thishonell:  faithful  fervice  go  in  peace. 

And  by  this  Ring,  delivered  to  Bartelio, 

Let  her  enjoy  our  favour,  and  her  liberty. 

And  prefently  to  this  place,  with  all  honor. 

See  her  conduded. 

Rho.  Your  Grace  has  made  me  happy.  Exit 

Enter  i Lord. 

1 Lord.  Syennd*s  noble  Duke,  craves  his  admittacne. 


Enter  Dukp  of  Syenna  with  Attendants. 


I 


Dutch.  Go:,  wait  upon  his  Grace^  fair  Sir,you  are  welcome. 
Welcome  to  her  ever  admir’d  your  virtues : 

And  no.v  methinks,  my  Court  looks  truly  noble*, 

You  have  taken  too  much  pains  Sir. 

Sytn.  Royal  Lady, 

To  wait  upon  your  Grace  is  but  my  fervice. 

Dutch.  Keep  that  Sir,  for  the  Saint  ye  have  vow’d  it  to. 
Syen.  I keep  a life  for  her:  fince  your  Grace  pleafes 
To  jump  fo  happily  into  the  matter. 

Iconic  indeed  to  claim  your  Royal  promife. 

The  beauteous  Belvidere  in  marriage, 
come  to  tender  her  my  youth,  my  fortune, 

My  everlafting  love. 

Enter  Belvidere,  Bartello,  Rhodope,  Attendants* 

Dutch.  You  are  like  to  win.  Sir: 

All  is  forgot,  forgiven  too  *,  no  fadnefs 

,My  good  Child,  you  have  the  fame  heart  dill  here. 

The  Duke  Syenna,  Child,  prayufe  him  nobly. 

Sy.  An  Angel  beauty. 
bet.  Your  Grace  is  fairly  welcome. 

And  what  in  modefty  a blufiiing  maid  may 
Wifh  to  a Gentleman  of  your  great  goodnefs  ^ 


But  wifhes  are  too  poor  a pay  for  Princes. 

Sy.  You  have  made  me  richer  than  all  States  and  Titles 
One  kifs  of  this  white  hand’s  above  all  honors  * 

My  faith  dear  Lady,  and  my  fruitful  fervice. 

My  duteous  zeal — 
bet.  Your  Grace  is  a great  Mailer, 

And  fpeaks  too  powerfully  to  be  refilled : 

Once  more  you  are  welcome.  Sir,  to  me  you  are  welcome, 
loner  that  honors  yey  I could  ^y  more  Sir, 

But  in  anothers  tongue  ’twere  better  fpoken, 

Sy.  As  wife  as  fair,  you  have  made  your  fe’rvant  happy 
I never  law  lb  rich  a Mine  of  fweetnels.  ^ 

Dutch.  Will  your  Grace  pleafe, after  your  painful  journey 
To  take  fomerell  ? Are  the  Dukes  Lodgings  ready.? 

Lord.  All  Madam. 

, T P.Tn'  Grace,all,and  to  morrow,Sir, 

We’ll  Ihew  ye  in  what  high  elleem  we  hold  ye 
Till  then  a fair  repole.  ’ 

My  fairell  fervice.  Exit  Duke,  &c, 

Dutch.  You  have  fo  houour’d  me,  my  deareft  daughter 
So  truly  pleas’d  me  in  this  entertainment,  ’ 

I mean  your  loving  carriage  to  Syenna,  ’ 

That  both  for  ever  I forget  all  trefpalles. 

And  to  lecure  you  next  of  my  full  favour. 

Ask  what  you  will  within  my  power  to  grant  ye, 

Ask  freely  : and  if  I forget  my  promife- — . ^ 

Ask  confidently. 

Bel.  You  are  too  Royal  to  me  j 
To  me  that  have  fofoolilhly  tranlgrefs’d  you, 

So  like  a Girl,  fo  far  forgot  my  virtue. 

Which  now  appears  as  bafe  and  ugly  tome. 

As  did  his  Dream,  that  thought  he  was  in  Paradile, 

Awak’d  and  fawthe  Devil  ^ how  was  I wander’d? 

W ith  what  eies  could  I look  upon  that  poor,that  courfthing. 
That  wretched  thing  call’d  Sj»/wo?that  ( now)  delpis’d  thing, 
And  lolean  objedt  of  that  graceful  Iweetneis, 

That  god-like- prefence  as  Syenna  is  s' 

Darknefs,  aud  checrfiil  day,  had  not  fuch  difference: 

But  I mull  ever  blels  your  care,  your  wildom. 

That  led  me  from  this  labyrinth  of  folly. 

How  had  I funk  die  ? what  example  given  ? 

Dutch.  Pretheenomore,  and  as  thou  art  my  bell  one. 

Ask  fomething  that  may  equal  fuch  a goodnels. 

Bel.  Why  did  ye  let  him  go  fo  llightlyfromye. 

More  like  a man  in  triumph,  than  condemn’d : 

Why  did  ye  make  his  pennance  but  a quellion, 

A Riddle,  every  idle  wit  unlocks. 

Dutch.  ’Tis  not  fo, 

Nof  do  not  fear  it  fo:  he  will  not  find  it, 

I have  given  that  (unlefsmy  folfdilcoverit) 

Will  coll'his  head. 

Bel.  ’Tisfubjedtoconftrudlion? 

Dutch.  That  it  is  too. 

Bel.  It  may  be  then  abfolv’d,  - ' i. 

And  then  are  we  both  foorn’d  and  laugh’d  at,  Madam  ^ 

Befide  the  promife  you  have  ty’d  upon  it. 

Which  you  mull  never  keep. 

Dutch.  I never  meant  it.  i 

Bel.  For  heaven  fake  let  me  know  it, ’tis  my  Suit  to  ye. 
The  Boon  you  would  have  me  ask  i let  me  but  fee  it,  ’ " 

That  if  there  be  a way  to  make’t  lb  llrong,  . ■- 

No  wit  nor  powerful  reafon  can  run  through  it,  ' • 

For  my  dilgrace,  I may  beg  of  heaven  to  grant  it. 

Dutch.  Fear  not,  it  has  been  put  to /harper  judgements 
Than  e’er  he  lhall  arrive  at : my  dear  Father, 

That  was  asfie^  in  hisunderllandin^,  ■ ' 

And  ready  in  his  wit  as  any  living,  ' . ' ' • 

dad  it  two  years,  and  lludied  it,  yet  loft  it:  _ . - I 

This  night  ye  are  my  Bed-fellow,  there  Daughter  . ' 
nto  your  bofom  I’ll  commit  this  fecret,  . ...:l 

And  there  we’ll  both  take  counfel.  3j 

Bel.  I lhall  find 

Some  trick  I hope  too  llrong  yet  for  his  mind,  Exewst, 

Scsena 


iVomen  pleas  d. 


Sc£HJ  Secunda. 

Enter  Penurio. 

Pen.  Methinks  I am  battenM  well  of  late,  grown  Infly, 
Fat,  highland  kicking,  thanks  to  the  bounteous  Kngio\ 

And  now,  methinks  1 (corn  thefe  poor  repafts, 
Chcelc-parings,  and  the  ftinking  tongues  of  Pilchers  i 
But  whydiould  I remember  thefe?  they  are  odious. 

They  are  odious  in  mine  eyes  ^ the  full  fat  di(h  now. 

The  bearing  di(h  is  that  I reverence, 

Thedilhan  able  Serving-man  fweats  under, 

And  bends  i’th’  hams,  as  if  the  hoiife  hung  on  him, 

That  difh  is  the  difh : hang  your  bladder  Bankets, 

Or  halfe  a dozen  of  Turnops  and  two  Miilhrumps, 

Thefe  when  they  breed  their  beft,  hatch  but  two  belches-, 
The  ftatc  of  a fat  Turkey,  tlie  decorum 
He  marches  in  with,  all  the  train  and  circumftance  -, 

’Tis  filch  a matter,  liich  a glorious  matter, 

And  then  his  fauce  with  Oranges  and  Onions, 

And  hcdifplaidin  all  parts,  for  fiicha  didinow. 

And  at  my  need  I would  betray  my  Father,  ’ 
x^nd  for  a rolted  Conger,  all  my  Countrey. 

Enter  Bartel/o. 

(Miftrifs? 

Bjr.What  my  friend  how  does  thy  beauteous 

And  where’s  your  Mafter  Sirrah  ? where’s  that  horn-pipe  ? 

Pen.  My  Millrifs,Sir,  does  as  a poor  wrong’d  Gentlewo- 
T 00  much,  heaven  knows,  oppreft  with  injuries  j*  ( man. 

May  do  and  live. 

Bar.  Is  the  old  fool  Hill  jealous  ? 

Pen.  As  old  fools  are,  and  will  be  IHll  the  fame,  Sir. 

Bar.  He  muff  have  caufe : he  muflhave  caufe. 

Pen.  ’Tis  true.  Sir, 

And  would  he  had  with  all  my  heart. 

Bar.  He  fhall  have. 

Pen.  For  then  he  had  Salt  to  his  Saffron  porridge. 

Bar.  Why  do  not  1 fee  thee  fometime  ? why  thou  flarv’d 
W’hy  do  not  ye  come  to  me,  you  precious  bow-cafe  ? ( rafeal  ? 
I keep  good  meat  at  home,  good  ftore. 

Pen.  Yes  Sir,  1 will  not  fail  ye  all  next  week. 

Bar.  Thou  art  welcome, 

I  have  a fecret  I would  fain  impart  to  thee. 

But  thou  art  fothin,  the  wind  will  blow  it  from  thee, 

Or  men  will  read  it  through  thee. 

Pen.  Wrap’t  up  in  beef  Sir, 

In  good  grofs  beef,  let  all  the  world  look  on  me. 

The  Englifh  have  that  trick  to  keep  intelligence. 

Bar.  A wittty  knave,  firfi:  there’s  to  tie  your  tongue  up. 
Pen.  Dumb  as  a Dog,  Sir. 

Bar.  Next,  hark  in  your  ear.  Sirrah. 

Pen.  Well,  very  well,  excellent  well : ’tis  done.  Sir, 

Say  no  more  to  me. 

Bar.  Say  and  hold. 

Pen.  ’Tis  done.  Sir. 

Bar.  Asthoulov’ft  butter’d  eggs,  frvear. 

Pen.  Let  me  kifs  the  Book  firft. 

But  here’s  my  hand,  brave  Captain. 

Look  ye  hold,  firrah.  ^xlt. 

Pen.  Ohthemoft  precious  vanity  of  this  worlds 
When  fuch  dry’d  Neats-tongues  mufb  be  foak’d  and  larded 
With  young  fat  fupple  wenches  ? Oh  the  Devil. 

What  can  he  do,  he  cannot  fuck  an  egg  off 

But  his  back’s  loofe  i’th’  hilts : go  thy  wayes  Captain, 

Well  may  thy  warlike  name  work  Miracles, 

But  if  e’er  thy  founder’d  courfer  win  much  more, 

Or  Hand  right  but  one  train 

Enter  three  Gentlemen* 

iGen.  NowSignior  SWojT, 

What  art  thou  thinking  of,  how  to  rob  thy  Mailer? 


Pen.  Of  his  good  deeds?  The  Thief  that  undertakes  tliat 
Mull  have  a hook  will  pozc  all  Hell  to  hammer; 

Have  yc  dined  Gentlemen,  or  do  you  purpofe? 

2 Gent.  Dined,  two  long  hours  ago. 

Pen.  Pray  yc  take  me  with  yc. 

3 Gent.  To  (upper  doll  thou  mean? 

Ped.  To  any  thing 

That  has  the  (mell  of  meatin’t:  tell  me  true,  Gentlemen, 
Arc  not  you  three  going  to  be  finful  ? 

To  iroparda  joynt,  or  lo?  lhave  found  your  faces. 

And  fee  whore  written  in  your  eyes. 

iGenf.  A parlous  rafcal, 

Thou  art  much  upon  the  matter* 

Pen.  Have  a care  Gentlemen, 

’Tis  a (ore  age,  very  fore  age,  lewd  age. 

And  women  now  are  like  old  Kniglits  adventures. 

Full  of  inchunted  flames,  and  dangerous. 

2 Gfwr.Where  the  mofl  danger  is,  there’s  the  molt  honor. 
Pen.  I grant  ye,  honor  molt  conli (Is  in  fufferance. 

And  by  that  rule  you  three  (liould  be  molt  honorable. 

3 Gent,  h fubtle  Rogue ; but  canft  thou  tell  Penurh 

Where  we  may  light  upon 

Pf;/.  A learned  Surgeon?  (wenches. 

3 Gent.  Pox  take  ye  fool  ^ I mean  good  wholfome 
Pen.  ’Faith  whollomew'omen  will  but  fpoil  ye  too. 

For  you  are  fo  us’d  to  fnap-haunces : But  take  my  counfel. 
Take  fat  old  women,  fat,  and  five  and  fifty. 

The  Dog-dayes  are  come  in. 

2 Gent.  Take  fat  old  women? 

Pen.  The  fatter  and  the  older,  Itill  the  better. 

You  do  not  know  the  pleafure  of  an  old  Dame, 

A fat  old  Dame,  you  do  not  know  the  knack  on’t : 

They  are  like  our  countrey  Grotts,  as  CQ0l2.sChrijimar, 
And  fure  i’  th’  keels. 

iGent.  Hang  him  Ibarv’d  fool:  hemocks  us. 

3 Gent.  Pennrio.,  thou  know’ll  all  the  handfome  wenches  ? 
Whatlhall  I give  thee  for  a Merchants  wife  now.? 

Pen.  1 take  no  money  Gentlemen,  that’s  bafe, 

I trade  in  meat,  a Merchants  wife  will  coll  ye 
A glorious  Capon;,  a great  fhoulder  of  Mutton  j 
And  a Tart  as  big  as  a Conjurers  Circle 
3 Gent.  That’s  cheap  enough. 

1 Gent.  And  what  a Haberdalhers  ? 

Pen.  Worfemeat  will  ferve  for  her,  a great  Goole-Pie, 
But  you  mull  fend  it  out  o’th’  Coiintrey  to  me. 

It  will  not  do  eife;  with  a piece  of  Bacon, 

And  if  you  can,  a pot  of  Butter  with  it. 

2 Gent.  Now  do  I aim  at  horfe-flelli : what  a Parfons  ? 
Pen.  A Tithe-Pig  has  no  fellow,  if  1 fetch  her. 

If  (lie  be  Puritane,  Plumb-porridge  does  it. 

And  a fat  loin  of  Veal,  well  fauc’d  and  roalled, 

2 Gent.  We’ll  meet  one  night, and  thou  fhalt  have  all  thele  j 
O’  that  condition  we  may  have  the  wenches 
A dainty  rafcal. 

Pen.  When  your  llomachs  ferve  ye, 

( For  mine  is  ever  ready  ) I’ll  fupply  ye. 

1 Gent.  Farewel,  and  there’s  to  fill  thypaund1| 

Pen.  Brave  Gentleman. 

2 Gent.  Hold  firrah,  there. 

Pen.  Any  young  wench  i’th’  Town,  Sir. 

3 Gent.  It  fhall  go  round.  Exit  Gent. 

Pen  Moll  honorable  Gentlemen, 

All  thefe  are  Courtiers,  but  they  are  meet  Coxcombs, 

And  only  for  a wench,  their  purfes  open. 

Nor  have  they  fo  much  judgement  left  to  chiife  her  j 
If  e’r  they  call  upon  me.  I’ll  fo  fit  ’em, 

I have  a pack  of  vvry-mouth’d  mackrel  Ladies, 

Stink  like  a Handing  ditch,  and  thofe  dear  Damfels  ^ 

But  I forget  my  bufinels,  I thank  ye  Monfieurs, 

I have  a thoufand  whimleys  in  my  brain  now.  Exit. 


B b i 


Sc  etna 


ic6  Women  pleased. 


Serna  Tertij. 

Enter  (jo  a Banquet)  Dutchefs^  Syenna,  Lords ^ Attendants. 

Dutch.  Your  Grace  fhall  now  perceive  how  much  wc  honor 
And  in  what  dear  regard  we  hold  your  frieiidniip  ; (ye 
Will  you  fit  Sir,  and  grace  di is  homely  Banquet  ? 

5y.  Madam,  to  your  poor  friend,  you  are  too  magnificent. 
Dutch.  To  die  Dukes  health,  and  allthejoyes  Iwifnhim, 
Let  no  man  mifs  this  cup : have  we  no  Mulick  ? 

S\.  Your  noble  favours  ftill  you  heap  upon  me, 
But'where’s  my  virtuous  Miftrifs,  fuch  a Feaft, 

And  not  her  fparkliiig  beauty  here  to  blefs  it  ? 

Methinksit  fliouldiiot  be,  it  fliews  not  flilly. 

Dutch.  Young  Ladies  Sir^  are  long,  and  curious 
In  putting  on  dieir  trims,  forget  how  day  goes, 

-\nd  then  ’tis  their  good  morrow  when  they  are  ready: 

Go  fome  and  call  her,  and  wait  upon  her  hither. 

Tell  her  the  Duke  and  I defire  her  company  : 

I warrant  ye,  a hundred  drefiings  now 

She  has  furvey’d,this,  and  that  fafnion  look’d  on. 

For  Ruffs  and  Gowns  ^ caff:  this  away,  thefe  Jewels 
Suited  tothefq  and  thefe  knots : o’  my  life  Sir, 

She  fears  vour  curious  eye  will  foon  difeover  elfe : 

Why  Itandye  ftill,  why  gape  ye  on  one  another  ? 

Did  I not  bid  ye  go,  and  tell  my  Daughter? 

Are  ye  nailed  here  ? nor  ftir  ? nor  fpeak  ? who  am  I, 

And  who  are  you  ? 

1 Lord.  Pardon  me,  gracious  Lady, 

The  fear  to  tell  you  that  you  would  not  hear  of 
Makes  us  all  dumb,  the  Princefs  is  gone,  Madam. 

Dutch.  Gone  ? whither  gone  ? fome  vvifer  fellow  anfwer  me 

2 Lord.  We  fought  the  Court  all  over,  and  believe  Lady 
Nonewsof  where  Ihe  is,  nor  how  convey’d  hence. 

Dutch.  It  cannot  be,  it  muff:  not  be. 
iLord.  ’Tis  true,  Madam, 

No  room  in  all  the  Court,  but  we  ftarch’d  through  if, 

Ker  women  found  her  want  firft,  and  they  cry’dtous. 
Dutch.  Gone  ? ftol’n  away  ? I am  abus’d,  diflionour’d, 

Sy.  ’Tis  I that  am  abus’d,  ’tis  I dilhonour’d. 

Is  this  your  welcome,  this  your  favour  to  me? 

Tofoift  atrick  upon  me,  this  trick  too. 

To  cheatmeof  my  love/  Am  I not  worthy? 

Orfince  Iwasyourgueft,  am  I grown  odious  ? 

Dutch.  Your  Grace  miftakes  me,  as  I have  a life.  Sir. 

Sy.  And  I another,  I will  never  bear  this. 

Never  endure  this  dor. 

Djttch.  But  hear  me  patiently. 

Sy.  Give  me  my  Love. 

Dutch.  As  foon  as  care  can  find  her. 

And  all  care  fhallbe  ufcd. 

5y.  And  all  my  care  too. 

To  be  reveng’d  •,  I fmell  the  trick,  ’tis  too  rank. 

Fie,  how  it  fmells  o’  th’  Mother. 

Dutch.  You  wrong  me,  Duke. 

Sy.  For  this  difgrace  ten  thoufand  Florentines 
Shall’ pay  their  deareft  bloods,  and  dying  curfe  ye. 

And  fo  I turn  away  your  mortal  enemy.  Exit. 

P«c.Sincc  ye  arc  fo  high  and  hot  Sir,  ye  have  half  arm’d  us. 
Be  careful  of  the  T own,  of  all  the  Caftles, 
Andfecfuppliesol  Soldiers  every  where. 

And  Muftersfor  the  Field  when  he  invites  us. 

For  he  fhall  know  ’tis  not  high  words  can  fright  us. 

My  Daughter  gone  ? has  flic  fo  finely  cozen’d  me  / 

This  is  for  Siliio'^s  fakefurc.  Oh  cunning  falfe  one  j 
Publifn  a Proclamation  thorough  the  Dukedom. 

That  whofoe’er  can  bring  to  th’ Court  youngSi/wV, 

Alive  or  dead,  befide  our  thanks  and  favour. 

Shall  have  two  thoufand  Duckets  for  his  labour  j 
Seeitdifpatch’d,  and  fentin  haftc:  Oh  bafe  one.  Exeunt. 

Serna 


Serna  ^uarta. 

Enter  Ifabella,  and  Penurio  with  a Light. 

Jfab.  Was’t  thou  with  Rupo? 

Fen.  Yes  marry  was  Iclofely.  ' ' ‘ 

Jfah.  And  docs  he  ftill  remember  his  poor  Miftrifs  ? 

Does  he  delire  to  fee  me  ? 

Pen.  Yes,  and  prefently : 

Puts  off  all  bufinefs  elfe,  lives  intliat  memory. 

And  will  be  here  according  to  diredions, 

Ifah.  But  where’s  thy  Mafter  ? 

Pen.  Where  a coxcomb  fhould  be. 

Waiting  at  Court  with  his  Jewels, 

Safe  for  this  night  I warrant  ye. 

Ifah,  I am  bound  to  thee. 

Pen.  I would  ye  were,  as  clofe  as  I could  tyc  ye, 

Ifah.  Thou  art  my  belt,  my  trueft  friend.  ’ 

Pen.  I labour  . 

I moil  and  toil  for  ye : lam  your  hackney. 

Ifah.  If  ever  I be  able 

Pen.  Steal  the  great  Cheefe  Miftrifs, 

Was  lent  him  out  o’th’  Countrey. 

Ifah.  Anything. 

Fen.  That’s  meat, ’tis  lawful  Miftrifs:  where’s  the  Caftle 
He  got  at  Court  ? (Cuftard. 

Ifah.  He  has  lock’d  it  in’s  ftudy. 

Fen.  Get  a warrant  to  fearch  for  counterfeit  Gold. 

Ifah.  Give  me  thy  Candle, 

I’ll  find  a time  to  be  thy  careful  Cater. 

Fen.  And  many  a time  I’ll  find  to  be  his  Cook, 

And  drefs  his  Calves  head  to  the  fweeteft  fauce  Miftrifs. 

Ifah.  To  bed  Penurio^  go,  the  reft  is  my  charge. 

I’ll  keep.the  Watch  out. 

Pen.  Now  ifyoufpare  him Exit. 

Ifah.  Peace  fool, 

I hope  my  Kugio  will  not  fail,  ’twould  vex  me : 

Now  to  my  ftring^  lb,  furehe  cannot  mils  now, 

And  this  end  to  my  finger  I’ll  lie  down. 

For  on  a fuddain  I am  wondrous  heavy, 

’Tis  very  late  too-,  if  he  come  and  find  this. 

And  pull  it,  though  it  be  with  eafie  motion 
I fhall  foon  waken,  and  as  loon  be  with  him. 

Enter  LopeZ. 

Lop.  Thou  fecret  friend,  how  am  I bound  to  love  thee? 
And  how  to  hug  thee  for  thy  private  fervice  ? 

Thou  art  the  Star  all  my  fufpitions  fail  by. 

The  fixed  point  my  wronged  honor  turns  to. 

By  thee  I fhall  know  all,  find  all  the  fubtilties 
Of  devilifh  women,  that  tormentme  daily: 

Thou  art  my  Conjurer,  my  Spell,  my  Spirit, 

All’s  hulh’d  and  ftill,  no  found  of  any  ftirring. 

No  tread  of  living  thing:  the  Light  is  in  ftill. 

And  there’s  my  Wife,  how  prettily  the  fool  lies, 

How  fvveet,  and  handfomely,  and  in  her  clothes  too, 
Waiting  for  me  upon  my  life  ^ her  fondnefs 
Would  not  admit  her  reft  till  I came  to  her  : 

0 careful  fool,  why  am  I angry  with  thee/ 

Why  do  I think  thou  hat’ft  thy  loving  Husband  ? . 

1 am  an  Afs,  an  over-doting  Coxcomb,  j 

And  this  fweet  foul,  the  mirror  of  perfection ; 

How  admirable  fair  and  delicate. 

And  how  it  ftirsme.  I’ll  fing  thy  fweetsa  Requiem, 

But  will  not  waken  thee. 

SONG. 

OH  fair  fweet  face,  oh  eyes  celeftial  bright. 

Twin  Stars  in  Heaven,  that  now  adorn  the  night  j 
Oh  fruitful  Lips,  ^here  Cherries  ever  grow. 

And  Damask^  cheek/,  where  all  fweet  beauties  blow 
Oh  thou  from  head  to  foot  divinely  fair, 

Cupid’/ cunning  Nets  made  of  that  hair. 

And 
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And  as  herveaves  himftlffor  curious  eyes\ 

Ob  me,  Ob  me,  I am  caught  my  felf,  be  cries  : 

Stveti  Ktji  about  thee fhoeet  atxd golden  jleep. 

Soft  peaceful  thoughts,  your  hourly  watches  k?ep^ 

IVhild  I in  wonder  fwg  this facrJfice, 

To  beauty  facred , and  tbofe  Angel-e\es, 

Now  willlflcal  a kifs,  a dear  kifs' from  her, 

And  fuck  the  Rofie  breath  of  this  bright  beauty. 

What  a Devil  is  this?  tyM  to  her  finger  too? 

A firing,  a damned  firing  to  give  intelligence 
Oh  my  lov’d  key,  how  truly  hart  thou  lerv’d  me  y 
I’ll  follow  this : loft,  foft,  to  th’  door  it  goes. 

And  through  to  th’  o±cr  fide  •,  a damned  firing  ’tis,^v 
I am  abus’d,  topt,  cuckolded,  fool’d,  jaded. 

Ridden  to  death,  to  madnefs^  fiay,  this  helps  not: 

Stay,  fiay,  and  now  invention  help  me, 

I’ll  fit  down  by  her,  take  this  from  her  eafily. 

And  thus  upon  mine  own : Dog,  I fliall  catch  ye, 

With  all  your  cunning.  Sir:  I (hall  light  on  ye, 

I felt  it  pull  lure : yes,  but  wondrous  foftly, 

’Tis  there  again,  and  harder  now,  have  at  ye , 

Now  and  thou  fcap’fi,the  Devil’s  thy  ghofily  father.  'Exit. 

Ifab.  Sure  ’twas  my  husband’s  voice,the  firing  is  gone  too, 
He  has  found  the  trick  on’t : I am  undone,  betray’d, 

And  if  he  meet  my  friend  he  perifhes. 

What  fortune  follows  me,  what  fpightful  fortune? 

Hoa  Jaquenet. 

Enter  Jaquenet, 

Jaci.  Here  Mifirifs,  do  you  call  me  ? 

Ifab,  Didfi  thou  hear  no  noile  ? 

Jaq.  I hear  my  Mafier  mad  yonder. 

And  fwears,  and  chafes 

Ifab.  Dai’ftthou  do  one  thing  for  me? 

One  thing  concerns  mine  honor,  all  is  lofi  elle  ? 

Jaq.  Name  what  you  will. 

Ifab.  It  can  bring  but  a beating. 

Which  I will  recompence  fo  largely 

Jaq.  Name  it. 

Ifab.  Sit  here,  as  if  thou  wertafleep. 

Jaq.  Is  that  all? 

Ifab.  When  he  cosies  in,  whate’er  he  do  unto  thee 
(The  worfi  will  be  but  beating)  fpeaknotaword. 

Not  one  word  as  thou  loveft  me. 

Josj.  I’ll  run  through  it. 

Ifab.  I’ll  carry  away  the  Candle.  Exit. 

Jaq.  And  I the  blows  Mifirifs. 

Enter  Lopez. 

Lop.  Have  you  put  your  light  out  ? 1 fiiall  ftumbic  to  ye. 
You  whore,  you  cunning  whore,  1 lhall  catch  your  rogue  too, 
H’as  light  legselfe,  I had  fo  Ferret-claw’d  him : 

Oh  have  1 found  ye?  do  yeplay  atdog-fleepfiill  whore? 
Do  you  think  that  can  protefi  ye  ? yes,  1 will  kill  thee, 
Butfirfi  I’ll  bring  thy  friends  to  view  thy  villanies. 

Thy  whorifli  villanies : and  firft  I’ll  beat  thee, 

Beat  thee  to  pin-dufi,  thou  fait  whore,  thou  varlet. 

Scratch  out  thine  eyes  •,  I’ll  fpoil  your  tempting  vifage 
Areyefo  patient?  I’ll  put  my  nails  in  deeper, 
j Is  it  good  whoring  ? whoring  ye  bafe  rafial  ? 

Is  it  good  tempting  men  with  firings  to  ride  ye? 

So,  I’ll  fetch  your  kindred,  and  your  friend's,  whore. 

And  fiicha  Juftice  I will  afi  upon  thee.  Exit. 

Enter  Ifabella. 

Ifab.  What  is  he  gone  ? 

Jaq.  The  Devil  go  with  him  Miftrils, 

Has  harrowed  me,  plough’d  Land  was  ne’r  Ib  harrow’d; 

I had  the  moft  adoe  to  lave  mine  eyes. 

Ifab.  Has  paid  thee, 

put  I’ll  heal  dl  again  with  good  Gold.  Jaquenet  ^ 


H’as  damned  nails. 

Jaq.  They  are  ten-penny  nails  I think  Mifirifs; 

I’ll  undertake  he  fnall  ILrikc  ’em  through  an  inch  board. 

Ifab.  Go  up,  and  wadi  thy  fcif:  mq  Vomatum.^ 

And  now  let  me  alone  to  end  the  Tragedy. 

Jaq.  Youhad  belt  beware. 

Ifab.  I fiiall  deal  fioutly  with  him. 

Reach  me  my  Book,  aud  fie  the  door  made  fart  wench. 

And  fo  good  night ; now  to  the  matter  politick. 

Lopez  l{nockj  within. 
Lop.  JFithin.  Youfiall  fee  what  Ihe  is, what  a fwcet  jewel. 
Ifab.  Who’s  therc,what  raad-man  knocks  ? is  this  an  hour 
And  in  mine  Husband’s  abfince  ? 

Lop.  Witbin.  Will  ye  open? 

You  know  my  voice  ye  whore,  I am  that  Husband ; 

Do  you  mark  her  fubtilty  ? but  I have  paid  her, 

I have  fo  ferk’d  her  face : here’s  the  blood  Gentlemen, 

Eccf  fignum : 1 have  fpoil’d  her  Goatilh  beauty, 

Obferve  her  how  file  looks  now,  how  file  is  painted. 

Oh  ’tis  the  mofi  wicked’ft  whore, and  the  mofi  treacherous— 

Enter  Lopez,  Bartello,  Gent,  and  two  Gentlewomen. 

Gent.JUciQ  walks  my  cofin  full  of  meditation. 

Arm’d  with  religious  thoughts. 

Bar.  Is  this  the  monfter  ? 

I Gentlew.  Is  this  the  fubjeeft  of  that  rage  you  talk’d  of 
That  naughty  woman  you  had  pull’d  a-preces  ? ’ 

£ar.  Here’s  no  fuch  thing. 

I Gentlew.  How  have  ye  wrong’d  this  beauty  ? 

Are  not  you  mad  my  friend?  what  time  o’ th’  moon  is ’t.^ 
Have  not  you  Maggots  in  your  brains? 

Lop.  ’Tis  fiefure. 

Gent.  Where’s  the  firatch’d  face  ye  fpojce  of,  the  torn  gar- 
And  all  the  hair  pluck’d  off  her  head  ? (ments. 

Bar.  Believe  me. 

’Twere  better  far  you  had  loft  your  pair  of  pibbles, 

Than  fie  the  leaft  adornment  of  that  fweetnels. 

Lop.  Is  not  this  blood  ? 

1 Gentlew.  This  is  a monfirous  folly, 

A bafeabiife. 

Ifab.  Thus  he  does  ever  ufe  me, 

And  fticksme  up  a wonder,  not  a woman, 

Nothing  I doe,  but’sfubjed  tofufpitionj 
Nothing  lean  do,  able  to  content  him. 

Bar.  Lopez,  you  mufi  not  use  this. 

2 Gentlew.  ’Twere  not  amils.  Sir. 

To  giveyefauce  to  your  meat,  and  fijddainly. 

I Gentlew.  You  that  dare  wrong  a woman  of  her  goodnels 
Thou  have  a Wife,  thou  have  a Bear  ty’d  to  thee. 

To  fcratch  thy  jealous  itch,  were  all  o’  my  mind, 

I mean  all  women,  we  would  disburthen  ye 

Of  that  that  breeds  thefe  fits,  thefe  dog-flaws  in  ye, 

A Sow-guelder  fiould  trim  ye. 

Bar.  A rare  cure  Lady, 

And  one  as  fit  for  him  as  a Thief  for  a halter. 

You  fee  this  youth:  will  you  not  cry  him  quittance, 

Body  ’me,  I would  pine,  but  I would  pepper  him. 

I’ll  come  anon,  he,  hang  him,  poor  pompillion : 

How  like  awenchbepift  he  looks.  I’ll  come  Lady  j ; 
Lopez..  The  Law  mufi  teach  ye  what  a wife  is, 

A good,  a virtuous  wife. 

Ifab.  I’ll  ne’r  live  with  him,  i 

I crave  your  loves  all  to  make  known  mycaufe. 

That  fo  a fair  Divorce  may  pafs  between  us, 

I am  weary  of  my  life:  in  danger  hourly. 

Bar.  You  fee  how  rude  you  are,  I will  not  mifs  ytf, 
Unfufier  able  rude:  I’ll  pay  him  foundly. 

You  fiould  be  whipt  in  Bedlam : I’ll  reward  hirm 
2 Gentlew.  Whipping’s  too  good. 

Lop.  I think  I am  alive  ftill. 

And  in  my  wits. 

I’ll  put  a trick  upon  fiim. 

And  get  his  goods  confifeate : you4?Il^ye’em  j , . 

I will 
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1 will  noc  fnil  at  nine. 

Lop.  1 thinit  1 am  hero  too. 

And  once  1 would  have  iworn  I had  taken  her  napping, 

I think  my  name  is  Lopez. 

Gent . Fie  tor  fhamc.  Sir, 

You  fee  you  have  abus’d  her,  fouly  wrong’d  her. 

Hung  fcandalous  and  courfe  opinions  on  her, 

W hich  now  you  find  but  children  of  fufpition : 

Ask  her  forgivenefs,  (hew  a penitence. 

She  is  my  kinfwoman,  and  what  (lie  fufiers 
Under  fobafe  and  bcalUy  jealoulks, 

I will  rcdrels  die.  I’ll  leek  fatisfaUion. 

Bar.  Why,  every  boy  i’  th’  Town  will  pifs  upon  thee. 

Lop.  lam  lorry  for’t. 

1 G:ntl(n\  Down  o’ your  marrow-bones. 

Lop.  Even  forry  from  my  heart:  forgive  me  fweet  wife, 
Herel  confefs  moll  freely  Ihave  wrong’d  ye. 

As  freely  here  1 bega  pardon  of  ye, 

From  this  hour  no  debate,  nocrofs  fufpition 
~ ifjb.  To  (hew  ye  Sir  I.underftand  a wives  part. 

Thus  I alTure  my  love,  and  leal  your  pardon. 

±Gentlere:  ’l'isivelldone,nowto  bed,  and  there  contirm 

Gent.  And  fogood  night.  it- 

Bar.  Aware  relapfcs,,  Lopez.  . Exam. 

Lop.  Now  Jfabella  tell  me  truth,  and  fuddainly. 

And  do  not  juggle  with  me,  nor  dillemble. 

For  as  1 have  a life  ye  dye  then  ; I am  not  mad, 

Nor  does  the  Devil  work  upon  my  weaknefs, 

Tell  me  thetrickof  this,  and  tell  me  freely. 

IJjb.  Will  then  thht  fatisfie  ye? 

Lop.  If  yedealingenioully. 

I fab.  I’ll  tellyc  alb,  and  tell  yc  true  and  freely. 
Kjrfflowasthe  end  of  all  this  jealoufie, 

H soften  vilitations brought  by  you,  firfc 
Bred  allthefe  fits,  and thefc  fufpitioris : 

I knewyour  falfc  key,  and  accordingly 
I fram’d  my  plot,  to  have  you  take  him  finely. 

Too  poor  apennance  for  the  wrong  his  wife  bears. 

His  worthy  virtuous  wife  r 1 felt  it  fenfibly  ^ j • 

When  yctook  off  theftring,  and  was  much  pleas  dm  t, 
Becaufe  I wifh’d  his  importunate  dotage  paid  well, 
Andhadvou  ftaid  two  minutes  more,  ye  had  had  him. 

Lop.  This  founds  like  truth. 

Jfab.  Becaufe  this  lliall  be  certain, 

Ne.xt  time  he  comes,  as  long  he  cannot  tarry. 

Your  felf  (hall  fee,  and  hear,  his  lewd  temptations. 

Lop.  Till  then  1 arc  fatisfied,  and  if  this  prove  true, 
Hen.e-forward  Miftrifs  of  your  felf  1 give  ye. 

And  Ito  ferve  yc:  For  my  lufty  Captain, 

I’ll  make  him  dance,  and  make  him  think  the  Devil 
Claws  athis  breech,  andyet  (will  not  hurt  him : 

Come  now  to  bed,  and  prove  but  conftant  this  way, 

I’ll  prove  the  man  you  ever  wilhed. 

Jfab.  Youhaveblcft  me.  Exetm. 

And  crown  their  joyful  harvefts  with  new  voices^ 

By  a rich  Farmer  here  I am  entertain’d. 

And  rank’d  among  the  number  of  his  fervants. 

Not  gliefling  what  I am,  but  what  he  would  have  me. 

Here  may  be  fo  much  wit  ( though  much  I fear  it ) 

To  undo  this  knotty  queftion  ^ and  would  to  Heaven. 

Etster  Soto  woitb  a Troclamation. 

My  fortunes  had  been  hatch’d  with  theirs,  as  innocent. 

And  never  known  a pitch  above  their  plainnefs. 

Soto.  That  it  is,  that  it  is,  what’s  this  word  now?  this 
Is  a plaguy  word,  that  it  is  r.e.a.  that  itis,reafon. 

By  your  leave,  Mr.  by  your  leave,  you  are  too  quick. 

There’s  a ftrange  parlous  T.  before  the  realbn,  (Sir, 

A very  tall  7.  which  makes  the  word  High  Treafon. 

Sil.  What  Treafon’s  that  ? does  this  fellow  underftand 
Himfclf? 

Soto.  Pitch  will  infedt.  I’ll  meddle  no  more  with  this  geerj 
What  a devil  ails  this  fellow  ? this  foolilh  fellow  ? 

Being  admitted  to  be  one  of  us  too. 

That  are  the  mailers  of  the  fports  proceeding. 

Thus  to  appear  before  me  too,  unmorris’d  ? 

Do  you  know  me  friend  ? 

Sil.  You  are  my  Mafters  Son,  Sir,. 

Soto.  And  do  you  know  what  fports  are  nowinfealbn? 
5/7.  I hear  there  are  fome  a-foot. 

Soto.  Where  are  your  Bells  then  ? 

Your  Rings,  yourRibons,  friend  ? your  clean  Napkins  ? 
Your  Nolcgay  in  your  hat,  pinn’d  up,  am  not  I here? 

My  fathers  elded  Son,  and  at  this  time,  Sir,  (vant 

I would  have  ye  know  it,  though  ye  be  ten  times  his  (er- 
A better  man  than  my  father  far.  Lord  of  this  Harveft,  Sir, 
And  (hall  a man  of  my  place  want  attendance.? 

Sil.  ’Twas  want  of  knowledge.  Sir,  not  duty,  bred  this, 
I would  have  made  Suit  el(e  for  your  Lordihips  fervice. 

Soto.  In  (bme  fort  I am  fatisfied  now, mend  your  manners. 
But  thou  art  a melancholy  fellow,  vengeance  melancholy. 
And  that  may  breed  an  infiirredionamongftus  •, 

Go  too,  I’ll  lay  the  bed  part  of  two  pots  now 
Thou  art  in  love,  and  I can  guefs  with  whom  too, 
Ifawthe  wench  that  twir’dand  twinkled  at  thee. 

The  other  day  ^ the  wench  that’s  new  come  hither, 

T he  young  (mug  wench. 

Sil.  You  know  more  than  I feel  Sir.  ((brthce, 

- Soto.  Go  too.  I’ll  be  thy  friend,  I’ll  fpeak  a good  word 
And  thou  (halt  have  my  Lordihips  countenance  to  her  ^ 
May  be  I have  hadafnap  my  felf,  may  be  I,  maybe  no. 

We  Lords  are  allow’d  a little  more. 

Sil.  ’Tisfit,  Siri 

I humbly  thank  ye,  you  are  too  too  tender  of  ma. 

But  what  Sir,  I befeechye,  was  that  paper, 

Your  Lordihip  wasfoftudioufly  imployed  in. 

When  ye  came  out  a-doors? 

Soto.  Thou  meaneft  this  paper. 

Sil.  That  Sir,  I think. 

5(?/i?.  Why, ’tis  a Proclamation, 

A notable  piece  of  villany,  as  ever  thou  heard’ft  in  thy  life. 
By  mine  honor  it  is, 

Sil.  How  Sir?  or  what  concerns  it  ? 

Soto.  It  comes  ye  from  the  Dutchefs,a  plaguy  wife  womM, 
T o apprehend  the  body  of  one  Silvio., 

As  arrant  a Raftalas  everpift  againftapoft. 

And  this  fame  sHvio.,  or  this  forelaid  raftal. 

To  bring  before  her,  live  or  dead  •,  for  which  good  fervice 
The  man  that  brings  him,  has  two  thoufand  Duckets  j 
Is  not  this  notable  matter  now  ? 

Sil.  ’Tis  fo  indeed. 

This  Proclamation  bears  my  bane  about  it^ 

Can  no  reft  find  me  ? no  private  place  fecure  me  ? 

But  ftill  mymiferies  like  blood-hounds  haunt  me/ 
Unfortunate  young  man,  which  way  now  guides  thee, 
Guides  thee  from  death  ? the  Countrey’s  laid  round  for 

Oh 

Aclus  Quartus. 

Scdcna  Trima. 

Enter  Silvio. 

Silv.'X  7T  7Hat  labour  and  what  travel  have  I run  through 

V V And  through  what  Cities  to  abfolvc  this  Riddle 
Diviners,  Dreamers,  School-men,  deep  Magicians, 

All  have  I try’d,  and  all  give  fevcral  meaning. 

And  from  all  hope  of  any  future  happinefs. 

To  this  place  am  I come  at  length,  the  Countrey, 

The  people  fimplc,  plain,  and  harmlefs  witty. 

Whole  honeft  labours  Heaven  rewards  with  plenty 

Of  Com,  Wine,Oyl,  which  they  again  as  thankrul, 

To  theif  new  Crops,  new  paftimes  celebrate. 

( 

I 
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oh  Claudia,  now  1 feel  thy  blood  upon  me. 

Now  it  fpeaks  loudly  here,  I am  lure  againfl:  me. 

Time  now  has  found  it  out,  and  truth  proclaim  die, 

And  Juftice  now  cries  out,  1 mult  die  for  it. 

Soto  Haft  thou  read  it/ 

Sil.  Yes. 

Soto.  And  doft  thou  know  that  Silvio. 

Sil.  I never  law  him.  Sir. 

Soto.  1 have,  and  know  him  too, 

I know  him  as  well  as  1 know  thee,  and  better, 

Andif  I light  upon  him,  fora  trick  he  plaid  me  once, 

A certain  kind  of  dog-trick,  IM  lb  fiddle  him, 
Twothouland  Duckets,  I’ll  lb  pepper  him. 

And  with  that  money  I’ll  turn  Gentleman, 

Worth  a brown  Baker’s  dozen  of  hich  Silvios. 

Sil.  There  is  no  fraying  here,  this  rogue  will  know  me, 
And  for  the  money  lake  betray  me  too 
Imufl:  bethink  me  fuddenly  andfafely. 

Enter  Morris-dancers. 

Soto.  Mine  own  dear  Lady,  have-at-thy  honey-comb, 
Now,  for  the  honor  of  our  Town,  Boyes,  trace  fweetly. 

Cry  vpitbin  of.  Arm,  Arm. 

VVho  a vengeance  ails  this  whobiib : pox  refufe  ’em. 

Cannot  they  let  us  dance  in  our  own  defence  here? 

Enter  Farmer  and  Captain. 

Capt.  Arm,honefl:  friends,  arm  fuddenly  and  bravely, 

And  with  your  antient  relblutions  follow  me , (bors 

Look  how  the  Beacons  Ihow  like  Comets, your  poor  neigh- 
Run  maddingly  attf  ighted  through  the  Villages  j 
Duke  is  up,  burns  all  before  him. 

And  with  his  fword,  makes  thoufand  mothers  childlefs. 

Soto.  What’s  this  to  our  Morris-dancers? 

Sil.  This  may  ferve  my  turn.  (game. 

Soto.  There’s  ne’r  a Duke  in  Chrifiendom  but  loves  a May- 
Capt.  Atahorfe  you  were  always  ceaz’d,  put  your  Son 
on  him. 

And  arm  him  well  i’  th’  States  name,  I command  ye 
And  they  that  dare  go  voluntary,  fliall  receive  reward. 

Soto.  I dare  go  no  way.  Sir,  this  is  ftrange,  Mafter  Cap- 
tain. 

You  cannot  be  content  to  fpoilour  fport  here, 

Whicn  I do  not  think  your  Worlhip’s  able  toanlwer. 

But  you  muff  la  us  together  by  the  ears  with  1 know  not 
We  arefor  the  bodily  part  o’  th’  dance.  who  too  ? 

Cap.  Armhimfuddainly, 

This  is  no  time  to  fool,  I fliall  return  yeelle, 

A rebel  to  the  General,  State,  and  Duchefs, 

And  how  vou’ll  anfwer  then  — — ■ 
far.  I have  no  more  Sons,  Sir, 

This  is  my  only  boy',  I befeech  ye  Mafter  Captain. 

Soto.  I am  a rank  coward  too,  to  fay  the  truth,  Sir, 

I never  had  good  luck  at  buffets  neither. 

Far.  Here’s  vorty  (hillings,  fpare  the  child 
Cap.  I cannot. 

Soto.  Are  yea  man/  will  ye  caft  awayaM^y-Lord? 
Shall  all  the  wenches  in  the  Countrey  curie  ye  ? 

5i/..  An’t  pleafe  you  Captain,  I’ll  fupply  his  perlbn, 
*Tis  pity  their  old  cuftom  Ihould  be  frighted. 

Let  me  have  Horfe,  and' good  Arms,  ftllferve  willingly, 

And  if  l^rink  a foot  of  ground.  Hell  take  me. 

Cap.  A promifing  Afpeft,  face  full  of  courage,  - - 

I’ll  take  this  man,  and  thank  ye  too.'  i 

There’s  for  thee,  ; -ii.j  v.;£  i . '• 

’Tis  in  a clout,  but  good  old  Gold,’  ’ ’ , 

S//.  I thank  ye  Sir’!“'  c 

Far.'  Goe  faddle  my  fore-horfe,  put  his  feather  on,  too,  _ 
He’ll  praunce  it  bravely,  friend,  he  fe^s  no  Colours, 

And  take  the  Armor  down,  and  fee  him  dizin’d,  (matter, 
Soto.  Farewel,  and  if  thour  cary’ft  thy  felf  well  in  this 
I fay  no  more,  but  this,  there  rnuft be  more  M^j-Lords, 
And  1 know  who  are  fit.  ' 
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Stl.  Dance  you,  I ’ii  light.  Sir, 

Cap.  A way,  away. 

Sil.  Farewei,  1 am  for  the  Captain.  Exit. 

Far.  Now  to  this  matter  again  my  honeft  fellows, 

For  if  this  goc  not  forward,  I orclec  friends. 

This  war  win  fright  our  neighbors  out  o’ th’ villages*, 
Cheer  up  your  hearts,  wcflia  hear  bat  . r news,  boys. 

Slob  Surely  i will  dance  no  more,  ’tis  moft  ridiculous, 

I find  my  wives  inferuftions  now  mere  verities. 

My  learned  wives,  Ihe  often  hath  pronounc’d  tome 
Mylalety  Soml>y,d:f}Q  thefe  Iports,  thou  art  damn’d  elfe, 

T his  f caft  of  habylan,  1 will  never  back  again. 

His  pace  isfure  prophanc,  and  hislcwd  \A  i-hccs. 

The  Sons  of  tiymyn  and  Cymyn,  in  the  wildernefi. 

Fur.  fie  neighbor  Romb\,  in  your  fitsagain, 

Vour  zeal  fw(  ats,  this  ikhot  careful,  neighbor. 

The  Hobby-horfe,  is  a feemly  Kobbv-horfe. 

Soto.  And  as  pretty  a beaft  on’s  inches,  though  I fay  it. 

Hob.  The  Beaft  is  an  unleemly,  and  a lewd  Beaft, 

'^nd  got  at  Row.-  by  the  Popes  Coach-Horfes^ 

His  mother  was  the  Mare  of  ignorance. 

Soto.  Cobler  thou  ly’ft,an(Tthou  wert  a thoufand  Coblers 
His  mother  was  an  honeft  Mare,  and  a Mare  o.  good  credit, 

1 ki  ow  the  Mare,  andif  need  b.', can  bring  ..itnelsy 
And  i i the  way  ofhonefty  itell  thee, 

Scorn’d  any  Coach-Horfe  the  Pope  had  : thou  art  foolifh, 
-And  thy  blind  zeafmakes  thee  abufe  the  beaft. 

Hob.  1 do  defie  thee,  and  thy  foot-cloth  too. 

And  cell  thee  to  thy  face,  this  prophane  riding 
1 feel  it  in  my  confcience,  and  1 dare  fpeak  it. 

This  un-edified  ambling,  hath  brought  a fcourge  Upon  us, 

This  Hobby-horfe  fincerity  weliv’d  in 

War,  and  the  fword  of  flaughter:  1 renounce  it, 

And  put  the  beaft  off-,  thus,  the  beaft  po'iuted. 

And  now  no  more  fnaii  hop  on  high  Bomby, 

Fbllow  the  painted  pipes  of  high  plcaliires, 

And  with  the  wicked,  dance  the  devils  meafures  y 
Away  thou  pamper’d  jade  of  vanity, 

Stand  at  the  Livery  of  lewd  delights  now. 

And  eat  the  provinder  of  prick-ear’d  fol’y. 

My  dance  fhall  be  to  the  pipe  of  perfecution. 

Far.  Will  you  dannee  no  more  neighbor  ? 

Hob.  Surely  no. 

Carry  the  Beaft  to  his  Crib : 1 have  renounc’d  him 
And  all  his  works. 

Soto.  Shall  the  Hobby-horfe  be  forgot  then  ? ’ 

The  hopeful  Hobby-horfe,  (hall  he  lye  founder’d/ 

If  thou  do’ft  this,  thou  art  but  a caft-away  Cobler  i 
My  anger’s  up,  think  wifely,  and  think  quickly. 

And  look  upon  the  quondam  beaft  of  pleafure, 

If  thou  doftthis  ( mark  me,  thou  feriousSowter  ) 

Thou  Bench-whiftleroftheold  tribe  of  toe-pieces. 

If  thou  doftthis,  there  (hall  be  no  more  (hooe-mending. 
Every  man  fhall  have  afpecial  care  of  his  own  (oul : 

And  in  his  pocket  carry  his  two  Confeflors, 

His  Yugel,  and  his  Ndwl*  if  thou  doftthis — — > 

Far.  He  will  dance  again  for  certain. 

Hob.  I cry  out  on’t, 

’Twas  the  fore-running  (in  brought  in  thofe  Tilt-ftaves, 
They  brand ifli’gainft  the  Church,  the  devil  calls  A/<*ji-poles, 

Soto.  Take  up  your  Horfe  again,  and  girth  him  to  ye. 
And  girth  him  handfomely,  good  neighbor  Bomby^ 

Hob.  Ifpitathim. 

Soto.  Spit  in  the  Horfe  face,  Cobler  ? 

Thou  out  of  tune,  P/a/w-finging  (lave:,  fpitin  hisvifoomy? 

Hob.  I fpit  auain;and  thus  I rife againft him: 

Againfl:  this  Braft:  that  fignify’ddeftru(ft ion. 

Fore-(hew’d  i’  th’  fells  of  Monarchies: 

Soto.  I’th’  faceof  him? 

Spit  fuch  another  fpit.  by  this  hand  Cobler 
I’ll  make  ye  fet  a new  piece  o’  your  nofe  th6re^ 

Tak’t  up  I fay,  and  dance  without  more  biddings 
And  dance  as  you  weJre  wont : you  have  been  excelleot 
Andartftill,  but  for  this  new  nicity^ 
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AndN-our  wives  learned  Ledures:  take  up  the  Hobby-horfe 
Come,  ’tis  a thing  thou  haft  lov’d  with  all  thy  heart  Bombyy 
And  would’ft  doftill  but  for  the  round-brecch’d  brothers : 
You  were  not  thus  in  tlie  morning-,  tak’t  up  I fay. 

Do  not  delay  but  do  it ; you  know  I am  officer^ 

And  I know  ’tis  un6t  all  thefe  good  fellows 
Should  wait  the  cooling  of  your  zealous  porridge ; 

Chufe  whether  you  will  dance,  or  have  me  execute  : 

I’ll  clap  your  neck  i’  tli’  ftocks,  and  thrre  I’ll  make  ye 
Dance  a whole  day,  and  dance  with  thefe  at  night  too. 

You  mend  old  ftooes  well,  mend  your  old  manners  better. 
And  fuddenly  fee  you  leave  off  this  fmeerenefs. 

This  new  hot  Batch,  borrowed  from  fome  brown  Baker, 
Some  learned  brotlier,  or  I’ll  lb  bait  ye  for’t, 

Take  it  quickly  up. 

Hjh.  1 take  my  perfecution. 

And  thus  1 am  forc’d  a by-word  to  my  brethren. 

Sotp.  Strike  up,  ftrike  up:  ftrike  merrily.  • 

Far.  To  it  roundly. 

Now  to  the  harveft  feaft ; tlien  fport  again  boyes.  Exeunt. 
Scitna  Secunda. 

Enter  Silvio,  arm^d 

Sil.  What  (hall  I do?  live  thus  unknown,  and  baft  ftill? 
Or  thruft  my  felf  into  the  head  o’  th’  Battel } 

And  there  ^e  that  I am,  a Gentleman, 

And  one  that  never  fear’d  the  face  of  danger, 

(So  in  her  angry  eyes  fte  carried  honor  ) 

Fight  nobly,  and  (to  end  my  cares)  die  nobly.? 

Song  within. 

O Ilvio  go  on.^  and  ralfe  thy  noble  wind 

0 To  noble  ends  j fling  courfe  bafe  thoughts  behind*. 

Silvio,  thou  Son  of  ever  living  fame 

Non>  aim  at  virtue.,  and  a Noble  Name. 

Silvio  conflder.,  Honor  is  not  won., 

Nor  virtue  reach'd,  till  fome  brave  thing  be  done*. 

Tlsy  Countrey  calls  tbee  now » jhe  burns,  and  bleeds. 

Now  raife  shy  felf  young  man,  to  noble  deeds. 

Into  the  battel  Silvio,  there  feek^  forth 

Danger,  and  blood,  by  them  flands  facred  worth. 

What  heavenly  voice  is  this  that  follows  me  ? 

This  is  the  fecond  tim.e’thas  waited  on  me. 

Since  1 was  arm’d,  and  ready  for  the  battel 
It  names  me  often,  fteels  my  heart  with  courage. 

Enter  BtlvidQrQ  deformed.  ’ . 

And  in  a thoufand  fweet  notes  comforts  me 
What  Beldam’s  this  r how  old  Ihe  is,  and  ugly. 

Why  does  Ihe  follow  me  ? 

Bel.  Be  not  difmaid  Son, 

1 v/ait  upon  thee  for  thy  good,  and  honor, 

’Twas  1 that  now  fung  to  thee,  ftirr’d  thy  mind  up, 

And  rais’d  thy  fpirits  to  the  pitch  of  noblenefs. 

Sil.  Though  Ihe  be  old,  and  of  a crooked  carkals. 

Her  vcic^islike  the  harmony  of  Angels. 

.B(l.  Thou  art  my  darling,  allmy  love  dwels  on  thee 
The  Son  of  virtue,  therefore  I attend  thee  ^ 

Enquire  not  what  I am,  I cometoferve  thee. 

For  if  thou  be’ft  inquifitive,  thou-haft  loft  me : 

A thoufand  long  miles  hence  my-d welling  is. 

Deep  in  a Cave,  where  but  mine  own,  no  foot  treads. 
Thereby  mine  Art,  I found  what  danger  {Silvio') 

And  deep  diftrefs  of  heart,  thou  wert  grown  into, 

A thoufand  Leagues  I have  cut  through  empty  air,  1 

Far  fwiftcr  than  the'fayling  rack  that  gallops  ' 

Upon  the  v/ings  of  anery  winds,  to  leek  thee. 

Sometimes  o’er  a fwelling  tide, on  a Dolphins  back!  ride. 
Sometimes  pafs  the  earth  below,  and  through  the  unnlovedi 
Center  go  ' ' 

Sometimesinaflameof  fire,  like  a Meteor  I afpire,  \ 

Sometimes  in  mine  own  ftiape,  thus,  when  I help  the  vir-  '! 

tUOUS,  'f 

Men  of  honourable  minds,  command  my  Art  in  all  his 

kinds  ^ ' 

Purfue  the  noble  thought  of  War,  from  thy  Guard  I’ll  not  ' 
be  far. 

Get  thee  worfliip  on  thy  foe,  lafting  Fame  is  gotten  lb. 
Single  Syennas  Duke  alone,  hear  thy  friends,  thy  Countrev 
groan. 

And  with  thy  manly  arm  fti  ike  fure,  then  thou  haft  wrought 
thine  own  free  cure. 

Sil.  Some  fure,  fome  foul  heaven  Ioves,and  favours. 

And  lends  her  their  free  powers,  to  work  their  wonders.? 
How  fhe  incites  my  courage  ? 

Bel.  Sylvio, 

I knew  thee  many  daies  ago, 

Forclawthy  love  to  Belvidere,th^  Dutchels  daughter,  and 
her  Heir  -, 

Knew  Ihe  lov’d  thee,  and  know  what  paft:  when  you  were 
found  i’  th’  Caftle  faft 

In  one  anothers  arms  j forlawthe  taking  of  ye,  and  the  Law 
And  fo  thy  innocence  I loved,  the  deepeftofmyskil!  I 
proved  •, 

jBe  rul’d  by  me,  for  to  this  hour,  I have  dwelt  about  thee 
with  my  power. 

Sil.  I will,  and  in  the  courfe  of  all  obftrvethee. 

For  thou  art  liire  an  Angel  fent  to  me. 

Bel.  ■ Get  thee  gone  then  to  the  fight,  longer  ftay  but  robs 
thy  right  i 

When  thou  grow’ft- weary  I’ll  be  near,  then  think  on  beau- 
teous Belvidere, 

For  every  precious  thought  of  her.  I’ll  lend  thine  honor  a 
new’lpurre  ^ 

When  all  is  done,  meet  here  at  night  •,  Go  and  be  happy  in 
' the  fight.  ; :Exit. 

Sil.  I certainly  believe  I lhall  do  nobly,  . 

And  that  I’ll  bravely  reach  at  too,  i or  ie.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Tertia, ' ■ ' 

Enter  Claudio,  and  Penurio. 

C/<?.  Is  Ihe  fo  loving  ftill>  ,f  i c 

She  is  mad  with  Love,  < . , 

As  mad  as  ever  unworm’d  dog  was,  Signior, 

And  doesfo  weep,  and  curie,  for  your  prevention,. 

Your  crofles  in  your  love  ^ it  frets  me  too, 

I am  fall’n  away  to  nothing,  to  a Ipindfo, 

Grownameer  man  of  mat,  no  foul  within  me,  ' ■ 

Pox  o’ my  Mafter,  Sir,  will  that  content  ye  ? ' ■ 

Cla.  This  rogue  but  cozens  me,  and  fhe  neglediiiie, 
Upon  ray-life  there  are  fome  other  gamefters,  d 

N earer  the  wind  than  I,  and  tliat  prevents  me. 

Is  there  no  other  holds  acquaintance  with  her?  ' 1 

Pretheebetrue,  be  hOneft,  do  notmockme, 

Thouknoweft  her  heart,  no  former  intereft  . > 

She^has  vow’d  a favour  too?  and  cannot  handfomely  , 

Go  ofl^  but  by  regaining  fuch  a friendflbip  ? ' ? ■'  . 

There  are  a thouland  handfome  men,  young,  wealthy,  ''’ 

That  will  not  ftidt  at  any  rate,  nor  danger,  , . . ' 

To^gain ;fo, fweet af prizes  norean^FWameher,.  ; .i:  I , 
If  where  Ihe  finds  a'  cWnfort,  Ihbdeal  cunningly,!  , h: ' 

1 am  a ftrangeryet.'  . ' \ . - ! 

Pen.  Ye  areall  Ihe  looks  for,cr''L...;  ; . oi'sr  '.'i  [ 

And  if  there  beany  other,  fhe  negleda all,  . ; : . . \ 

And  all  for  you:  I would  ydu  law  how  grievoufly':  '•*  .,\^  f 
And  with  what  hourly  lamentations.j  ■ | , 

^Cla.t  1 iknow  thdn  flatter’ftr'rac  ^ tell  me'  but  truth*  \ | ' 

Look  here,  look  well,  thebeftmeat  in  the  Dukedom, ' f / ’ ; 
Therareft,  and  the  choiceft  of  all  Diets,  L / ; 

The  will  I givethee,  bucto  fatisfieime^  ,i  . > j 

That  is^-not'to  drffemble this  rareLobfter,  J . 

This  Pheafantof  the  Sea,  thisdilh  for  Princes,  v 

And 
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And  all  this  thou  flialt  enjoy,  cat  all  thyfclf. 

Have  good  Greek^Winc,  or  any  thing  belongs  to  it, 

A wench,  if  it  delirc  one. 

Sen.  All  this,  Signior? 

CIj.  All,  and  a greater  far  than  this. 

Feu.  ^ greater 

CIS.  If  thou  deferve  by  telling  truth. 

Fen.  A wench  too/’ 

CIj.  Or  any  thing,  but  if  you  play  the  knave  now, 

The  cozening  knave,  bclidcs  the  lofs  of  this, 

In  which  thou  hall:  parted  with  a parr-di  I'e, 

I ne’er  will  give  thee  meat  more,  notamorfcl, 

Nolmell  ol  meat  by  my  means  lhall  come  near  thee, 

Nor  name  of  anything  that’s  nourilhing. 

But  to  thy  old  part  again, 

Thou  flialt  return,  and  there  Ihap  at  a Hiadow. 

Fen.  Upon  this. point,  had  I intended  Trealbn, 

Or  anything  might  call  my  life  inqueftion, 

Follow’d  with  all  the  tortures  time  couId,think 'bn. 

Give  me  but  time  to  eat  this  lovely  Lobller, 

This  Aldcrmano’th’  Sea,  and  give  me  Wine  to  him, 

I would  reveal  all,  andifthat  all  were  too  little, 
hlorc  than  1 knew BartiUo  holds  in  with  her, 

The  Captain  of  theCittadel,  but  you  need  not  fear  him, 
His  tongue’s  the  ftifieft  weapon  that  he  carries. 

He  is  old,  andoutof  ufe;,  there  are  fome  other, 

Men,  young  enough,  handfome,  and  bold  enough. 

Could  they  come  but  to  make  their  game  once,  but  they  want 
They  want  the  nnde  qnare^  they  are  laid  by  then.  (Sir, 

Unter  Bartello. 


You  only  arc  the  man  lhall  knock  the  nail  in 

Bar.  How  now  Fennrh? 

Fen.  Your  worlliip’s  fairly  met.  Sir. 

You  (ball  hear  further  from  me,  ftcal  afidc,Sir. 

Cla.  Remember  your  Mailer  for  thofe  Chains. 

Fen.  They  areready,  Sir.  (Merchant^ 

What  young  thing’s  this?  by  his  habit  he’s  a 
I fear  he  trades  my  way  too,  you  dryed  dog-nlh, 

What  bait  was  that  ? 

Fen.  Who  Sir,  the  thing  went  hence  now? 

A notable  young  whelp. 

Bart.  To  what  end  lirrah? 

Fen.  Cametobuy  Chains  and  Rings,  is  to  be  married, 
AnAlle,  a Coxcomb,  h’as  nothing  in’s  houfe  Sir^ 

I warrant  you  think  he  came  to  fee  my  Miltrifs? 

Bart.  I doubt  it  Ihrewdly. 

Fen.  away  ’tis  foolifli  •, 

He  has  not  the  face  to  look  upon  a Gentlewoman, 

A poor  skim’d  thing,  his  Mothers  maids  are  fain,  Sir 
To  teach  him  howto  kifs,  and  againll  he  is  married. 

To  Ihew  him  on  which  fide  the  flirrop  Rands. 

Bart.  That’s  a fine  youth. 

Fen.  Thou  wouldR  hang  thy  felf,  that  thou  hadR  half 
Thou  empty  Potgun.  (his  power, 

Bart.  Am  I come  fit  Femtrio  ? 

Fen.  As  fit  as  a fiddle. 

My  MaRer’s  now  abroad  about  his  bufinefs.  ( peded 

Bart.  When  thou  cam’R  to  me  home  to  day,  I halffuf- 
My  wife  was  jealous,  that  Ihe  whispered  to  thee. 

Fen.  You  deferve  well  the  w hi IR,  there’s  no  Rich  matter. 
She  talk’d  about  feme  toyes  my  MaRer  muR  bring  to  her. 
You  muR  not  know  of. 

Bart.  I’ll  take  no  no2it  Penurio. 

Pen.  No,  nor  youfnallnot,  till  yon  have  it  foundly. 
Thisis  the  braveR  Capitano  Fompo. 

'Enter  Ifabella. 

But  I fliall  pump  ye  anon.  Sir. 

Jfab.  Ohmy BarteVe  (Rogue, 

Bart.  Ye  pretty  Rogues  you  little  Rogue,  you  fweet 
Away  Penurio^  go  and  walk  i’  th’  Horfe-Fair. 


Ifab.  You  do  not  love  me/ 

Bart.  ThoulicR,  thou  little  rafcalj 
There  lirrah,  to  your  Gentry. 

Pen.  How  the  Colt  itches.^ 

I’ll  help  ye  to  a Curry-comb  fliall  claw  ye.  Exit. 

IJab.  And  how  much  doR  thou  love  me? 

Bart.  Let’s  go  in  quickly. 

I’ll  tell  thee  prefcntly,  rilmeafurcit  to  thee. 

Ifib.  No  billies  firll?  fit  o’ my  knee,  my  brave  boy, 

My  valiant  boy  ^ do  not  look  lb  fiercely  on  me. 

Thou  wilt  friglii  me  with  thy  face  j come  bufs  again  Chick, 
Smile  in  my  face  you  mad  thing. 

Bart.  lam  mad  indeed  wench. 

Precious,  1 am  alio’  lire. 

IJab.  I’ll  warm  thee  better. 

Bar.  I’ll  warm  thee  too,  or  I’ll  blow  out  my  bellows*, 

Ha,  yc  fweet  rogue,  you  loving  rogue,  a boy  now, 

A Soldier  1 will  get  lhall  prove  a fellow. 


Enter  jnqucnct  and  Penurio. 

Jaq.  MiRrifs,  look  to  your  felf,  my  MaRer’s  coming. 

Bar.  The  devil  come,  and  go  with  him. 

Pen.  The  devil’s  come  indeed,  he  brings  your  wife.  Sir-. 
Ifab.  We  are  undone,  undone  then. 

Bar.  My  wife  with  him  ? 

Why  this  is  a difraal  day. 

Pen.  They  are  hard  by  too,  Sir. 

Bar.  Imuft  not,  dare  not  fee  her. 

Ifab.  Nor  my  Husband, 

For  twenty  thoufand  pound. 

Bar.  That  I were  a Cat  now, 

Or  any  thing  could  run  into  a Bench-hole, 

Saint  Anthonies  Fire  upon  the  rogue  has  brought  her  J 
Where  lhall  I be?  juR  Pth’ nick  o’th’ matter  ? 

When  I had  her  at  my  mercy  ? think  for  heaven  fake, 

My  wife,  all  the  wild  furies  hell  has. 

Pen.  Up  the  Chimney. 

Bar.  They’ll  fmoke  me  out  there  prefently. 

Ifab.  There,  there,  it  muR  be  there. 

We  are  all  undone  elfe : it  muR  be  up  the  Chimney, 

Bar.  Give  me  a Ladder. 

Ifab.  You  muR  life  your  Art,  Sir, 

Alas,  we  have  no  Ladders. 

Bar.  Pox  o’thy  Husband, 

Does  he  never  mend  his  houfe? 

Pen.  No,  nor  hirafelf  neither : 

Up  nimbly,  Sir,  up  nimbly. 

Bar.  Thou  knovv’R  I am  fat, 

Thoumercilefs  lean  rogue. 

Pen.  Will  ye  be  kill’d  ? 

For  if  he  take  ye 

Bar.  Lend  me  thy  llioulder. 

Pen.  Soft,  Sir,  ' 

You’ll  tread  my  Ihoulder-boues  into  my  fideselle^ 

Have  yefafthold  o’th’barrs? 

Bar.  A vengeance  barr  ’em. 

Ifab.  Patience  good  Captain,  Patience : quickly,quickly. 
Bar.  Do  you  think  I am  made  of  fmoke  ? 

Pen.  Now  he  talks  of  fmoke. 

What  if  my  MaRer  Riouldcall  for  fire?  " 

Bar.  Will  ye  Martyr  me.? 

Ifab.  He  muR  needs  have  it. 

Bar.  Will  ye  make  me  Bacon? 

Ifab.  W'e’ll  do  the  beR  vve  can,  arc  all  things  ready  ? 

Pen.  All,  all,  I have  ’em  all. 

Bar.  Go  let  ’em  in  then. 

Not  a word  now  on  your  life. 

Bar.  I hang  like  a Meteor. 

Lopez  Rhodope. 


Lop.  You  are  welcome  Lady. 
Kho.  You  are  too  too  courteous, 
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But  I fiinll  make  amends,  ioir  Ifjhellj, 

Ifjb.  \\  elcome  my  worthy  friend,  mofl:  kindly  welcome. 
h bo.  1 hear  on’t,  and  I’ll  lit  him  for  his  foolery. 

1 ot.  Some  Sweet  meats  wife : Ibme  Sweet  meats  prefently. 
Fj't.  Oh  my  ibwrc  faucc. 

I Away  quick  A’./.  £x/fllab. 

Did  V oil  hear  him? 

Rbj.  Yes,  yes,  pcrfcLtly,  proceed,  Sir. 

Lop.  Speak,  loud  enough:  Dare  yc  at  length  but  pity 
me  .<* 

F/.'tf.  ’Faith  Sir,  you  have  us’d  fomany  realbnstome. 

And  thole  .b  powcrfrilly 

L 'p.  Keep  this  kifs  for  me. 

£jr.  And  do  1 Hand  and  hear  this  ? 

Jib.).  I'his  for  me.  Sir, 

This  isfbme  comfort  now;  Alas  myFlusband— — 

But  whvdo  I think  of  lb  poor  a fellow. 

So  wretched,  fo  debauch’d  ? 

Bar.  That’s  I,  I am  bound  to  hear  it. 

TJoj.  Idare  not  lye  with  him,  he  is  lb  rank  a Whore- 
maller. 

Lop.  And  that’s  a dangerous  point. 

K hj.  Upon  my  confcience.  Sir, 

He  would  flick  athoufand  bafe  difeafes  on  me, 

Bj)\  And  now  mufti  fay  nothing. 

Lop.  I am  found  Lady. 

Khs.  That’s  it  that  makes  me  love  ye. 

Lop.  Let’s  kils  again  then. 

Kho.  Do,  do. 

Bar.  Do,  the  Devil 
And  the  grand  Pox  do  with  ye. 

Lop.  Do  ye  hear  him  ? well 

Enter  Penurio  and  Ifabella. 

Now,  what’s  the  news  with  you  ? 

Ben.  The  found  of  War,  Sir, 

Comes  frill  along:  The  Duke  will  charge  theCity^ 

We  have  loft  they  fay. 

Lop.  Whatfhall  become  of  me  then. 

And  my  poor  w'ealth  •, 

Bar.  Evenhang’d,  I hope. 

IJjo.  Remove  your  Jewels  prefently. 

And  what  vou  have  of  wealth  into  thcCittadel, 

There  all’s  fecure. 

Lop.  I humbly  thank  ye  Lady; 

Fenurio,  get  me  Ibme  can  climb  the  Chimney, 

For  there  my  Jewels  are,  my  beft,  my  richeft, 

1 hid  ’em,  fearing  fuch  a blow. 

Ftn.  Moft  happily; 

I have  two  boys  that  life  to  fweep  foul  Chimneys,^ 

Truly  I brought  ’em.  Sir,  to  mock  your  worfhip. 

For  the  great  Fires  ye  keep,  and  the  full  Diet. 

Lop.  i forgive  thee  knave,  where  are  they  ? 

Fen.  Here  Sir,  here : 

Monfienr  Blacb^  will  your  fmall  wmrfliip mount : 

Enter  tvpo  Boys. 

1 Boy.  Madam  e be  com  to  creep  up  into  your 

Chimney,  and  make  you  Boyfmgs. 

Clcanc,  as  any  Lady  in  de  world ; Malitla,  litia  frera, 
and  e, 

Chsnta,  frere,  chanta. 

Fen.  Come  Monficur,  mounte,  mounte,  mount  Monfieur 
Muftard-por.  Boyfmgj. 

I Boy.  Monfieur  e have  dis  for  votrabarba,  pic  ta  vou 
Monfiair. 

Fen.  Mounte  Monficur,  mounte  dcrebe  fomefinc 
tings. 

I Boy.  He  will  creep  like  de  Ferret  Monficur. 

Ten,  Dcrcinthe  CJhimney.  1 he  Boy  above  fmging. 

1 Boy.  He  l>e  de  Ihcildc  due  fhaufon.  Madam. 


pleas  d. 


F en.  There’s  a Birds-neft,  I wou’d  have  ye  climb  it 
Monfieur, 

Up  my  fine  finging  Monficur;  that’s  a fine  Monfieur. 

Lop.  W^atch  him,  he  do  not  fteal. 

Fen.  I warrant  ye  Sir. 
fLop.  Thefc  Boys  are  knavifli. 

Fen.  I’ll  look  to  him  tightly" 

Lop.  Lord,  what  comes  her.e, 

A walking  apparition? 

Jfab.  S2.h\tChriliopher. 

Kho.  Mercy  o’  me,  what  is  it  ? 

How  like  my  Husband  it  looks  ? 

Bar.  Get  ye  down  devil, 

I’ll  break  your  neck  elfe : was  ever  man  thus  chimnied  ? 

Lop.  Go  pay  the  boys  wellj  fee  them  fatisfied. 

Fen.  Come  Monfieur  Devils,  come  my  Black-berries 
I’ll  butter  ye  o’  both  fides. 

Boy  Exit, 

Jfab.  Nay,  ev’n  look  Sir,  are  you  cooled  now.  Captain? 
Bar.  I am  cuckolled,  and  fool’d  to  boot  too: 

Fool’d  fearfully,  fool’d  fhamefuUy. 

Lop.  You  are  welcome  Sir, 

I am  glad  I have  any  thing  within  thefe  doors  Sir 
To  make  ye  merry ; you  love  my  wife,  I thank  ye. 

You  have  Ihew’d  your  love. 

Bar.  Wife,  ami  this?  this  odd  matter. 

This  monftrous  thing? 

Kho.  You  ought,  but  yet  you  are  not; 

I have  been  bold  with  you  Sir,  but  yet  not  bafely. 

As  I have  faith  I have  not. 

Lop.  Sir,  believe  it, 

’Twas  all  meant  but  to  make  you  feel  your  trelpafs^ 

We  knew  your  hour,  and  all  this  fafluon’d  for  it. 

Bar.  Were  you  o’th’  plot  too? 

Jfab.  Yes  by  my  troth,  fweet  Captain. 

Bar.  You  will  forgive  me  wife? 

Kho.  You  will  deferveit  ? 

Bar.  Put  that  toth’  venture. 

Kho.  Thus  am  I friends  again  then, 

And  as  you  ne’er  had  goneaftray,  thus  kifs  ye. 

Bar.  And  I’ll  kifs  you,  and  you  too  ask  forgivenefs, 

Kifs  my  wife  Lope^,,  ’tis  but  in  jeft  remember  > 

And  now  all  friends  together  to  my  Caftle, 

Where  we’ll  all  dine,  and  there  difeourfe  thefe  ftories. 

And  let  him  be  Chimney-fvvept  in’s  luft  that  glories.  Ex. 

Sc  ana  ^narta. 

Enter  Silvio  and  Belvidere  feverally. 

Sil.  Hail  reverend  Dame,  heaven  wait  upon  thy  ftudies. 
Bel.  You  are  all  well  met  Son : wliatis  the  Battel  ended 
Sil.  Mother,  ’tis  done. 

Bel.  How  has  thy  honour  profper’d  ? 

Sil.  TheDutchefshasthe  day,  Syenna^s  prifbner: 

Arm’d  with  thy  powerful  Art,  this  arm  difmountedhim. 
Receiv’d  him  then  on  foot,  and  in  fair  valour. 

Forc’d  him  mine  own,  this  Jewel  I took  from  him, 

It  hung  upon  his  cask,  the  Vidors  triumph  : 

And  to  the  Dutchefsnowa  Prifbner 
I have  render’d  him : Come  off  again  unknown,  Mother. 

Bel.  ’Tis  well  done,  let  me  fee  the  Jewel  Son  *, 

’Tis  a rich  one,  curious  fet,  fit  foraPrincefsBurgopet: 
This  rich  T oken  late  was  fent,  by  the  Dutchefs  with  intent, 
The  Marriage  next  day  to  begin:  Doft  thou  know  what’s 
hid  within  ? 

Wipe  thine  eyes,  and  then  come  near,  lee  the  beauteous 
Belvidere : 

Now  behold  it. 

Sil.  Oh  my  Saint. 

Bel.  Wear  it  nobly,  do  not  faint. 

Sil.  How  bleft  am  I in  this  rich  fpoil,  thisPidure, 

For  ever  will  I keep  it  here,  here  Mother, 

Forever  honor  it : how  oft,  howchaftly 
Have  I embrac’d  the  life  of  this,  and  kift  it  ? 

Bel. 


Boy  Tpithin^  Madam 
here  be  de  Kat.,  ae  Kat, 
Madam. 

Boy  ftngs  upon  Bar- 
telIo’s5^fl«/;/fr. 
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Bel.  Tlic  day  draws  on  that  thou  miift  home  return, 
And  make  thy  anl'wer  to  the  Dutchels  queftion 
I know  it  troubles  thee,  tor  if  thou  fail  in’t. 

SiL  Oh,  I mult  dye. 

Bel.  Fear  not,  fear  not,  ’111  be  nigh. 

Calf  thy  trouble  on  my  bac|i;,Art  nor  cunning  fliall  hot  lack. 
To  prclervcthce,  (fill  to  keep,  what  thy  envious  foemcn 
feek  ^ 

Go  boldly  home, and  let  thy  mind,no  dillrurrful  croflcs  find : 
All  lhall  happen  for  the  beft^  fouls  walk  through  forrows 
that  are  bletf. 

Sil.  Then  I go  confident. 

Bel.  But  firttmy  Son,  a thankful  fervice  mufl;  be  done. 
The  good  old  woman  for  her  pain,  when  every  thing  if  ands 
fair  again, 

Muff  ask  a poor  Boon,  and  that  granting,  there’s  nothing  to 
thy  journey  wanting. 

Sil.  Except  the  trial  of  my  foul  to  raifehief. 

And  as  I am  a Knight,  and  love  mine  honor, 

I giant  it  whatfoever. 

Bel.  Thy  pure  foul 
Shall  never  link  for  me,  nor  howl. 

Sil.  Then  any  thing. 

Bel.  when  I lhall  ask,  remember. 

Sil.  If  I forget,  heavens  goodnefs  forget  me. 

Bel.  On  thy  journey  then  awhile,  tothenexterofsway 
and  Ifilc, 

I’ll  conduT  thee,  keep  thee  true,  to  thy  Miltrifs  and  thy 
vow. 

And  let  all  their  envies  fall.  I’ll  be  with  thee,  and  quench 
all.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Quintus^ 

Sc'kna  Trima, 

Enter  Dutchefs.^  Syenna,  and  Lords. 

5)'.T  Ady,  the  Ifubborn  war’s  more  mild  than  you  are, 

.L/  That  allows  Ranlbm,  and  the  Prifoner  taken — i 
Dutch.  We  mult  not  be  too  hally : Remember  Sir,  • 

The  wrong  and  violence  you  have  offer’d  us. 

Burnt  up  our  frontier  Towns,  made  prey  before  ye 
Both  of  our  Bealts,  and  Corn  \ llain  our  dear  fubje(fts. 
Open’d  the  fountain  eyes  of  thoufand  widows. 

That  daily  fling  their  curies  on  your  fury^ 

What  ordinary  fatisfaTion  can  falvethis/ 

What  hafry  thought-on  Ranfome  give  a remedy.? 

You  mull  excufe  us  yet,  yve’ll  take  more  counfel : 

In  tha  mean  time,  not  as  a prifoner. 

But  as  a noble  Prince  we  entertain  ye. 

^'y.  I am  at  your  mercy  Lady,  ’tis  my  fortune. 

My  Ifubborn  fate  •,  the  day  is  yours,  you  have  me. 

The  valour  of  one  Angle  man  hascrofs’d  me, 

Crolt  me  and  all  my  hope  *,  for  when  the-  Battel’s 
Were  at  the  hottell  game  ofall  their  furies, 

And  conqueft  ready  then  to  crown  me  Vi<ffor. 

One  Angle  man  broke  in,  one  fword,  one  vertue,  ..  . 
And  by  his  great  example  thoufands  followed. 

Oh  how  I lhame  to  think  on’t,  how  it  fliakes  me  1 
Nor  could  our  Itrongefl  head  then  Hop  his  fury. 

But  like  a tempeft  bore  the  field  before  him. 

Till  he  arriv’d  at  me,  with  me  he  buck’lled, 

A while  I held  him  play-,  at  length  ibis,  violence  T 

Beat  me  from  my  faddle,  then  on  foot  purfu’d  me,- 
There  triumph’d  once  again,  then  took  me  prifoner: 

When  I was  gone,  a fearpofleft  my  people.  ^ ' f'i.  j 

Dutch.  One  fingle  arm,in  a julf  caufe,  heaven  profpers.  ! 
Is  not  this  Ifranger  Knight  as  yet  difeover’d. 

That  we  may  give  his  virtue  a due  honor  ? .1 

Lord.  Not  yet  that  we  hear  Madam,  but  to  that  purpofe, . 
Ewodaies  ago  wepublilh’d  Proclamations.  -h  o f i 


■ Enter  Soto  tvith  a Trumpet^  andS\W\0. 

Soto.  Oh  dainty  Dutchefs,  here  I bring  that  Kniglit 
Before  thy  fragrant  face,  that  warlike  wight, 

He  that  Syenna* s Duke,  and  all  his  Louts 
Beat  ( astheProverb  Iccmly  laics)  to  clouts: 

He  that  unhors’d  the  man  o’  fame  to  boor. 

And  bootlefs  taught  his  Grace  to  walk  afoot : 

He  that  your  writings  ( pack’d  to  every  pillar  J 
Promis’d  promotion  to , and  Itorc  of  filler. 

That  very  man  1 let  before  thy  Grace, 

And  once  again  pronounce,  this  man  it  was. 

Dutch.  A pretty  foolilh  Squire,  what  mult  the  Knight  be  ? 
Sy.  Some  Juglcr  or  fome  Mad  man, 

Sil.  I was  not  lb. 

When  thy  faint  Troops  in  flocks  1 beat  before  me, 

When,  through  the  thickeft  of  thy  warlike  horfe, 

I lliot  my  felf  even  to  thy  Standard  Dukc, 

And  there  found  thee,  there  fingled  thee,  there  Ihevv  ’ dhee 
The  temper  of  my  Sword.  ’Tis  true,  thou  Itoodltme, 

And  like  a noble  foldier  bidlf  me  welcome  j 
And  this  I’ll  fay.  More  honor  in  that  arme, 

1 found  and  tryed,  than  all  thy  Army  carried; 

What  follows  thy  imprifonmentcan  tell  thee. 

5y.  His  fair  relation  carries  truth  and  virtue. 

And  by  thole  Arms  I fee,  (for  fuch  were  his. 

So  old,  fo  rulty ) this  may  be  he  that  forc’d  me. 

Sil.  Do  you  know  this  Jewel,  from  your  Cask  I rent  it, 
Even  as  I clos’d,  and  forced  ye  from  your  laddie  j 
Do  you  now  remember  me- 
Sy.  This  is  the  valour 
Madam,  for  certain  he,  it  mult  be  he, 

That  day  I wore  this  Jewel,  you  remember  it. 

Dutch.  Yes,  very  well  j not  long  before  I fent  it* 

Sy.  That  day  I loll  this  Jewel,  in  fight  I loll  it, 

I felt  his  llrokes,  and  felt  him  take  it  from  me, 

I wore  it  in  my  Cask  •,  take  it  again  Sir, 

You  won  it  nobly,  ’tisthe  prize  of  honor 

Soto.  My  Father  and  my  felf  are  made  for  ever. 
D«/c^.Kneel  down  brave  Sir, thus  my  Knight  firll  I raile  ye. 
Gird  on  a Sword  ^ next  General  of  my  Army , Difeovers 

Give  him  a llafl'-,  lall,  one  in  Counfel  near  me.  himfclf. 
Now,  make  us  happy  with  your  light:  how?  Silvio'i 
Have  Ion  thee  bellow’d  this  love,  this  honor? 

The  Treafons  thou  hall  wrought  let  off  with  favours? 
Unarm  him  prefently  : Oh  thou  foul  Traitor, 

Traitor  to  me,  mine  honor,  and  my  Countrey, 

Thou  kindlerof  thefe  Wars. 

Sil.  MiRakenot  Madam. 

Dutch.  Away  with  him  to  prilbn. 

See  him  fafe  kept,  the  Law  fliall  lliortly  lirrah. 

Find  fitter  Titles  for  ye,  than  I gave  ye. 

Soto.  This  is  the  youth  that  kill’d  me,  I’ll  be  quit  with  him, 
What  a blind  rogue  was  I,  I could  never  know  him .? 

And’t  pleafeyour  Grace,  I claim  the  benefit 
Of  the  Proclamation  that  proclaim’d  him  Traitor, 

I brought  him  in. 

Dutch.  Thoulhalt  have  thy  reward  for’t. 

Soto.  Let  him  be  bang’d,  or  drown’d  then, 

Dutch.  Away  with  him. 

S il.  Madam,!  crave  your  promife  firll  jybu  arc  tyed  to  it. 
You  have  pall  your  Princely  word. 

Dutch.  Prove  it,  and  take  it. 

Stl.  This  is  the  day  appointed, 

Appointed  by  your  Grace  for  my  appearance. 

To  anfwertotheQuellion.  ^ 

Dutch.  I rejnember  iti  : ' f-.  , \ 

Sil.  I claim  it  then,  ' 

If  you  perform  it  not,  . ■ ■ ; ■ 

The  penalty  you  claim  too.  : 'i  , . , ' 

Sil.  I not  repent  it  ^ > , 

If  Fablblve the  words?  ..  .j -i 
Your  life  is  free  then, 

You  have  drawn  a fpeedy  courfe  above  my  willies, 
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To  my  icvengc,  be  lure  yc  hit  it  right. 

Or  I’ll  he  lure  you  lhall  not  Icape  tlie  danger. 

Sil.  My  rcH  is  up  now  INladam. 

Putch.  Then  play  it  cunningly.  mifes, 

5/7.  Now,  where's  the  Hag.'?  where  now  arc  all  her  pro- 
She  would  be  with  me,  Ihengtheiime,  inform  me 
My  death  will  now  be  double  death,  ridiculous? 

She  was  wont  ftill  to  be  near,  to  feel  my  miferies. 

And  with  her  .^rt,  1 lee  her  no  where  now, 

W’hat  have  1 undertaken?  nowflie  fails  me, 

No  comfort  now  1 find,  how  my  foul  flaggers? 

Till  this  hour  never  fear  nor  doubt  pofiefl:  me. 

She  cannot  come,  file  wfill  not  come,  flic  has  fool’d  me  *, 
Sure,  file  is  the  Devil,  has  drawn  me  on  to  mine. 

And  now  to  death  bequeaths  me  in  my  danger. 

S\.  He  Hands  dillrafted,  and  his  colour  changes. 
Vuteb.  1 have  given  him  that  will  make  his  blood  forfake 
Shortly  his  life.  hinij 

Sj',  His  hands  and  contemplation 
Have  motion  ftill,  the  refl  is  earth  already.  (out  Sir;, 

Phc.  Come,  will  ye  IpeaK  or  pray  ? your  time  grows 
How  every  where  he  looks  ? he’s  at  lafl  cafl. 

E}jter  BdvidcJiQf  and  fecretly gives  him  apaper^  andBxit. 

Sy.  His  colour  comes  again  frefn. 
t>t{c  ’Tis  a flafli.  Sir, 

Before  tlie  flame  burns  out  ^ can  ye  yet  anfwer  ? 

5/7.  Yes  Madam,  now  lean. 

Pnc.  1 fear  you’ll  fail  in’t. 

5/7.  And  do  not  thinkmy  filence  a prefage. 

Or  Omen  to  my  end,  you  fliall  not  find  it  ^ 

I am  bred  a Soldier,  not  an  Orator  : 

Madam,  perufe  this  fcrovvl,  let  that  fpeak  for  me^ 

And  as  you  are  Royal,  wrong  not  the  conflrudion. 

Putch.  By  heaven  you  lhall  have  fair  play. 

5/7.  1 fhall  look  for’r. 

Queflion. 

TEV  metvhat  is  that  only  thing.^ 

For  Tvhich  all  ipomen  long  ^ 

Pet  having  what  they  moft  defire^y 
To  have  it  do* s them  wrong. 

Anfwer. 

TJs  not  to  be  chajle.^  nor  fair., 

Such  gifts  malice  may  impair^ 

Tikhly  trimmed  to  walk^or  ride., 

Or  to  wanton  unefpy*d  \ 

To  prefervean  honef  name., 

And  fa  to  give  it  up  to  fame  j 
Phefe  are  toys.  Jn  good  or  ill 

They  defire  to  have  their  JFilJ', 

Pet  when  they  have  it,  they  abufe  it. 

For  they  !{now  not  how  to  ufe  it. 

Putch.  You  have  anfwer’d  right,  and  gain’d  your  life, 

I give  it. 

5/7.  Oh  happy  Hag ! But  my  moft  gracious  Madam, 
Your.promife  ty’d  a nobler  favour  to  me. 

Puch.  ’Tis  true,  my  Daughter  too. 

5/7.  I hope  you  will  keep  it. 

Putch.'*T\s  not  in  my  power  now,fhe  is  long  fince  wander’d, 
Stol’n  from  Court,  and  me  i and  what  I have  not 
I cannot  give  : no  man  can  tell  me  of  her. 

Nor  no  fearch  find  her  out : andifot  5i/i/i  o. 

Which  ftrongly  1 believe 

Si/.  Mock  me  not  Lady, 

For  as  I am  a fervant  to  her  virtue. 

Since  my  firft  hour  of  exile,  I ne’er  faw  her. 

Lord.  Thatfhe  is  gone, ’tis  too  too  true, and  lamentable, 
Ourlaft  hope  was  in  you, 

Sil.  What  do  I hear  then. 


And  wherefore  have  1 life  bellow’d  and  honor.'? 

To  what  end  do  I walk  ? for  men  to  wonder  at. 

And  fight,  and  fool?  pray  ye  take  your  honors  from  me, 

( My  Ibrrowsarenot  fit  companions  for  ’em) 

And  when  ye  pleafe  my  life : Art  thou  gone  Miflrifs, 

And  wander’ll  heaven  knows  where  ? this  vow  I make  thee, 
That  till  1 find  thee  out,  and  lee  thole  fair  eyes- 
Thofe  eyes  that  Hied  their  lights,  and  life  into  me. 

Never  to  know  a friend,  to  leek  a kindred. 

To  rell  where  pleafure  dwels,  and  painted  glory. 

But  tliroughthe  worlds  the  wide  world,  thus  to  wander, 
The  wretched  world  alone,  no  comfort  with  me. 

But  the  mecr  meditations  of  thy  goodnefs ; 

Honor  and  greatnefs,  thus  adieu. 

Enter  Belvidere. 

Bel.  Stay  Silvio, 

And  Lady  fit  again,  I come  for  Jullice. 

Sil.  What  would  Ihenow? 

Bel.  To  claim  thy  promife  Silvio, 

The  boon  thou  fwor’lt  to  give  me^ 

Sy.  What  may  this  be, 

A Woman  or  a Devil  ? 

Puch.  ’Tis  a Witch  fure, 

And  by  her  means  he  came  to  untwill  this  Riddle. 

5/7.  That  I am  bound  to  her  for  my  life,  mine  honor  j 
And  many  other  thouland  ways  for  comfort 
I here  confefs : confels  a promife  too, 

That  what  Ihe  would  aske  me  to  requite  thefe  favours. 
Within  the  endeavour  of  my  life  to  grant, 

I Would  -,  and  here  I Hand  my  words  lull  mailer. 

Bel.  I wifli  no  more:  great  Lady,  witnefswith  me, 

The  boon  1 crave  for  all  my  lerviceto  thee. 

Is  now  to  be  thy  wife,  to  grant  me  marriage. 

Sil.  How  ? for  to  marry  thee  ? ask  again  woman. 

Thou  wilful  woman,  ask  again. 

Bel.  No  more  Sir. 

5/7.  Ask  Land,  and  Life. 

Bel.  I aske  thee  for  a Husband, 

Soto.  Marry  her,  and  beat  her  into  Gun-powder, 

She  would  make  rare  Crackers, 

5/7.  Ask  a better  fortune. 

Thou  art  too  old  to  marry:  I a Soldier, 

And  always  married  to  my  fword. 

Bel.  Thy  word  Fool, 

Break  that,  and  I’ll  break  all  thy  fortunes  yet. 

Putch.  He  lhall  not, 

I am  witnefs  to  his  faith  ? and  I’ll  compel  it. 

Sy.  ’Tis  fit  ye  hold  your  word.  Sir. 

5/7.  Oh  molt  wretched. 

Putch.  This  was  a fortune  now  beyond  my  wilhes, 

For  now  my  Daughter’s  free,  if  e’er  I find  her. 

Sy.  But  not  from  me. 

Putch.  You  are  lharer  in  this  happinels. 

My  fclfwill  wait  upon  this  marriage. 

And  do  the  old  woman  all  the  honor  polTible.  (ance, 
Sy.  I’ll  lead  the  Knight,  and  what  there  wants  in  dalli- 
We’ll  take  it  out  in  drink. 

5/7.  Oh  wretched  Silvio.  Ex£unt. 

Scdtna  Secunda. 

Enter  Lopez  and  Ilabella, 

Lop.  Hall  thou fent for  him, 

Ifab.  Yes. 

Lop.  A young  man,  faill  thou .'? 

Ifab.  Yes,  very  young,  and  very  amorous. 

Lop.  And  handlbme  ? 

Ifab.  As  the  Town  affords. 

Lop.  And  dar’ll  thou 

Be  lb  far  good,  and  Miltrils  of  thine  honor. 

To  flight  thele? 

Ifab. 
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Ifab.  For  my  Husband^  lake  to  cnrlc  ’em,  1 

And  fince  you  have  made  me  Mirtrils  of  my  fortihie,  | 
Never  to  point  at  any  joy,  but  Husband, 

I could  have  cozen’d  ye,  but  lb  much  I love  ye, 

And  now  fo  much  I weigh  the  eltimatioa 

Of  an  unlpotted  wife 

Lop.  I dare  believe  thee. 

And  never  more  fliall  doubt  torment  my  fpirit. 

Enter  Penurio. 

Ifih.  How  now  Vemtrio  ? 

Ten.  The  thing  is  commingjMiltrifs. 

Lop.  I’ll  take  my  ftanding. 

Ten.  Do,  and  I’ll  take  mine.  Exh  Lopez. 

Jfab.  Where  didllthou  leave  him? 

Pf;/.  I left  him  in  a Cellar, 

Where  he  has  paidmetitely,  paid  me  home  Miflrifs,  _ 

W^e  had  an  hundred  and  fifty  healths  to  you,  Iweet  Miftrils, 
And  threelcore  and  ten  damnations  to  my  Malter  j 
Milfrifs,  fliall  I fpeakafoolifliwordto  ye? 

Jfab.  What’s  that  Tenurio  ? 

The  fellow’s  drunk. 

Ten.  I would  fain  know  your  body. 

Jfab.  How’s  that?  how’s  that  prethee? 

Ten.  I would  know  it  carnally, 

I would  conglutinate. 

Jfab.  The  reafon  firrah? 

Ten.  Lobfter,  LveetMiftrifs,  Lobfter. 

Ifab.  Thy  Malfer  hears. 

Pen.  Lobfter,  fweet  Malter,  Loblter. 

Ifab.  Thou  art  the  molt  pretious  rogue. 

Enter  Claudio. 

Ten.  Molt  pretious  Lobfter. 

Ifab.  Do  you  fee  who’s  here  ? go  lleep  ye  drunken  rafcal. 
Ten.  Remember  yon  refiife  me  arm’d  in  Loblter.  Exit. 
Ifab.  Ohmylolt  welcome,  welcome,  welcome, 
Athoufand  welcomes  here  I’llfcal. 

Cla.  Pray  ye  ftay.  Lady, 

Do  you  love  me  ever  at  this  rate?  or  is  the  fit  now, 

By  reafon  of  fome  wrong  done  by  your  Husband,  ^ 
More  fervent  on  ye  ^ 

Ifab.  Can  I chufe  but  love  thee  ? 

Thou  art  my  Martyr,  thou  halt  fuffered  for  me. 

My  fweet,  fweet  Kugio. 

Cla.  Do  you  do  this  ferioully? 

’Tis  true,  I would  be  entertained  thus. 

Ifab.  Thefe  are  nothing. 

No  kifles,  no  embraces,  no  endearments,  • ’ 

To  thofe 

C/^*.  Do  what  you  will,  • 1 

Ifab.  Thofe  that  lliall  follow,  ^ - '■  , 

Thofe  I will  crown  our  love  withal  j why  figh  ye  ? 

Why  look  ye  fad  my  dear  one  ? 

Cla.  Nay,  faith  nothing. 

But  methinks  fo  fweet  a beauty,  as  yours  fhews  to  me. 

And  fuch  an  innocence  as  you  may  m^e  it. 

Should  hold  a longer  Siege. 

Ifab.  Ha,  you  tpcak  truth,  Sir, 

C/iZ.  I would  not  have  it  fo. 

'Ifab.  And  now  methinks,  • • 

Novv  I confider  truly  what  becomes  me^^.  / • * 

I have,  been  cozen’d,  fearfully  abus'd,  ' ' • 

My  realbn  blinded.  , 

Cla.  Nay,  I did  but  jell  with  ye.  ‘ ‘ ^ 

Ifab.  I’ll  take  ye  at  your  word,  and  thank  ye  for’tSir-, 
And  now  I fee  no  fweetnefs  in  that  perfon, 

Nothing  to  ftir  me  to  abufea  Husband, 

To  mine  my  fair  fame. 

Cla.  Good  Ifabella. 

Jfab.  No  handfome  man,  nor  any  thing  todoaton. 

No  face,  no  tongue  to  catch  me,  poor  at  all  points. 


And  I anafs. 

Cla.  Why  do  yc  wrong  me  Lady? 

If  1 were  thus,  and  had  no  youth  upon  me, 

Mylcrvicc  of  lb  mean  a way  towinyc, 

(Which  you  your  fclfarc  conlcious  mufe  deferve  yc. 

If  you  had  thrice  the  beauty  you  poflefs,  muft  reach  ye  ) 

If  in  my  tongue  your  fame  lay  wrack’d,  and  ruin’d 
\A'ith  every  cup  I drink : if  in  opinion 
1 were  a loft,  defam’d  man;  but  this  is  common 
Where  we  love  moll,  where  moll  wc  Hake  our  fortunes, 
fhere  lead  and  baled  wc  are  rewarded;  fare  ycwell. 

Know  now  I hate  you  too  as  much,  contemn  yc, 

And  weigh  my  credit  at  as  itigh  a value. 

Ifab.  May  be  I did  but  jed. 

Cla.  Ye  are  a woman, 

And  now  I fee  your  wants,  and  mine  own  follies. 

And  task  my  felf  with  indiferetion, 

Fordoating  on  a face  fo  poor. 

Ifab.  Say  ye  fo  Sir, 

( I mud  not  lofe  my  end  ) I did  but  jed  with  you^ 

Only  fool’d  thus  to  try  your  faith ; my  Kugh., 

Do  you  think  I could  forget  ? 

Cla.  Nay,  ’tis  no  matter. 

Ifab.  Is’t  polfiblc  I fhould  forlake  a condancy^ 

So  drong,  logood,  fb  fweet.? 

Cla.  A fubtle  woman. 

Ifab.  You  fliall  forgive  me,  ’tv^as  a trick  to  try  ye, 

And  were  I furehelov’d  me L 

Cla.  Do  you  doubt  now  ? ) 

Ifab.  I do  not  doubt,  but  he  thaf  would  profefs  this, 

And  bear  that  full  affedion  you  make  fhcwof. 

Should  do 

Cla.  What  fhould  I do  ? 

Ifab.  I cannot  fliew  ye. 

Cla.  I’ll  try  thee  damnedd  Devil;  hark  ye  Lady, 

No  man  fliall  dare  do  more,  no  fervice  top  me, 
rll  marry  ye. 

Ifab.  How  Sir  ? 

Cla.  Your  Husband’s  fentenc’d, 

And  he  fliall  dye. 

Ifab.  Dye? 

Cla.  Dye  for  ever  to  ye. 

The  danger!^  mine  own. 

Ifab.  Dye  did  ye  tell  me  ? 

Cla.  He  fliall  dye,  I have  cad  the  wayi 

Ifab.  Oh  foul  man. 

Malicious  bloody  man. 

Enter  LopeZ. 

Lop.  When  fhall  he  dye,  Sir, 

By  whom,  and  how  ? 

Cla.  Had  thou  betraid  me,  woman .? 

J/i^.Bafeman,  thou  would’deave  ruin’d  me,my  name  too 
And  like  a Toad,  poifbn’d  my  virtuous  memory : 

Further  than  all  this,  dodthou  fee  this  friend  here. 

This  only  friend,  fhame  take  thy  Luftarid  thee. 

And  fliake  thy  foul,  his  life,  the  life  I love  thus. 

My  life  in  him,  my  only  life  thou  aim’d  at. 

Cla.  Am  I catcht  thus  ? 

Lop.  The  Law  {ball  catch  ye  better. 

Ifab.  Y ou  make  a trade  of  betraying  Womens  honors, 

And  think  it  noble  in  ye  to  be  ludful. 

Report  of  me  hereafter — • 

Cla.  Fool’d  thus  finely  ? 

Lop.  I mud  intreat  ye  walk.  Sir,  to  the  Judice, 

Where  if  he’ll  bid  ye  kill  me — ■ 

Cla.  Pray  day  awhile.  Sir, 

I mud  ufe  a Players  diift,  do  you  know  me  now  Lady  ? 

Lop.  Your  brother  Clandiolurc. 

Ifab.  Oh  me,  ’tis  he  Sir, 

Oh  my  bed  brother.  ; 

Cla.  My  bed  fidernowtoo, 

I have  tryed  ye,  found  ye  fb,  and  novv  I love  ye. 
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Love  ye  lb  truly  nobly. 

L p.  Sir,  1 thunk  ye, 

You  have  made  me  a moft  happy  man. 

CIj.  I'hank  herSir, 

And  from  tills  hour  preferve  that  happinefs, 

Be  no  more  fool’d  with  jealoulic. 

!.'/>.  1 have  loft  it. 

And  take  me  now  new  born  again,  new  natur’d. 

Iftb.  1 do,  and  to  that  promife  tye  this  faith, 
Ncvertoha\eafalle  thought  tempt  my  virtue. 

Lop.  Enough,  enough,  1 mud:  delire  your  prefence, 

My  Colin  Lbodope  has  lent  inall  hafte  for  us, 

I am  fure  you  will  be  welcome. 

Ch.  ril  wait  on  ye. 

L ’/>.  What  the  Projed  is 

Ifab.  W'Q  fhall  know  when  we  are  there,  Sir,  Exemt- 

Sc£HJ  Tertia. 

Enter  Vntchefs.^  Syciina,  Lords^  Sylvio. 

Viitch.  loy  to  you  and  your  young  fair  Bride, 

You  have  flolcn  a day  upon  us you  cannot  wooe,  Sir. 

5/7.  The  joyes  of  Hell  hang  over  me,  ohmifehief, 

To  what  a fortune  has  the  Devil  driven  me? 

Am  I referv’d  for  this? 

Sy.  Bcflirew  me.  Sir, 

But  you  have  gotten  you  a right  fair  bedfellow, 

Let  you  alone  to  chufe. 

Sif.  I beleech  your  Grace, 

’rismifery  enough  to  have^met  the  Devil, 

Not  mens  reproaches  too. 

Sy.  How  old  is  file  ? 

Dutch.  A very  Girl,  her  eye  delivers  it. 

Sy.  Her  teeth  are  fcarce  come  yet. 

Lord.  W hat  goodly  children 
W ill  they  two  liave  now  ? flie  is  rarely  made  to  breed  on, 
What  a fweet timber’d  body? 

Vtttcb.  Knotty  i’th’ back. 

But  will  hold  out  the  flronger  •,  What  a nofe  ? 

Sy.  I marry,  fucha  nofe,  fo  rarely  mounted, 
llponmyconfcience,  ’twas  the  part  he  doted  on. 

Dutch.  And  that  fine  little  eye  to  it,  like  an  Elephant’s. 
l ord.  Yes,  if  her  feet  were  round,  and  her  ears  fachels. 
Sj'.  For  any  thing  we  know. 

5/7.  Haveyeno  mercy? 

No  pityinvour  bloods  toufe  a wretch  tlius? 

You  Princes  in  whofe  hearts  the  belt  companions. 

Neared:  to  thofe  in  Heaven,  Ihould  find  fit  places. 

Why  do  you  mock  at  mifery  ? fling  fcorns  and  bafenefs 
Upon  his  broken  back,  that  finks  with  forrows? 

Heaven  may  reward  you  too,  and  an  hour  come, 

W hen  all  her  great  defignes  fhall  flhew  ridiculous. 

And  your  hearts  pinch’d  like  mine. 

Mnfich^in  divers  places. 

Dutch.  Fie  Sir,  fo  angry 
Upon  your  wedding  day?  gofiuug  your  felf, 

Tiie  Maid  will  come  anon  ; what  Mu  lick’s  this? 

5y.  I warrant  you  lomc  noble  preparation. 

Dutch.  Let’s  take  our  places  then. 

S//.  More  of  thclc  Devils  dumps? 

Muft  I be  ever  haunted  with  thefe  witchcrafts  ? 

Ent^r  a Mssejnerado  of  fever al  (Ij apes  and  Dances.)  after 
Tvhich)  enter  Belvidcre^/W  difperfs  them-.)  before  the  Mask;^ 
ers  enter  txro  Prefenters.,  amonp^  which  are  Bartello,  Lopez 
Claudio,  Ifabclla,Rhodppc, Soto,  Penurio,  Jaqucnct. 

1 Pre.  Room,  room  for  merry  fpirits,  room, 

1 fithcr  on  command  wc  come, 
from  the  good  old  fkldamfent. 

Cares  and  forrows  to  prevent. 

2.  Look  up.5/7wo,  fmilc, and  fing. 

After  winter  comes  a Spring. 


1.  Fear  not  faint  fool  what  may  follow, 

Eyes  that  now  are  fimk  and  hollow, 

By  her  Art  may  quick  return 
To  their  flames  again,  and  burn. 

2.  Art  commands  all  youth,  and  blood. 

Strength  and  beauty  it  makes  good. 

I . Fear  not  then,  defpair  not,  fing 
Round  about  as  we  do  fpring  : 

Cares  and  forrows  call:  away. 

This  is  the  old  wives  Holy-day. 

Dance  here.)  then  enter  Belvidere. 

Dutch.  WTo  is  this  ? 

5^.  The  fliapeof 

Pel.  Now  Silvio.) 

How  dofl:  thou  like  me  now  ? 

5/7.  Thus  1 kneel  to  thee. 

BeL  Stand  up,  and  come  no  nearer,  mark  me  well  too. 
For  if  thou  troublell:  me,  I vanifh  inftantly : 

Now  chufe  wifely,  or  chufe  never. 

One  thou  muft  enjoy  for  ever. 

Dolt  thou  love  me  thus  ? 

S/7.  Moft  dearly. 

Bel.  Take  heed  fool,  it  concerns  thee  nearly. 

If  thou  v/ilt  have  me  young  and  bright, 

Plcafingto  thine  eye  and  light. 

Courtly,  and  admir’d  of  all, 

Take  heed  left  thy  fame  do  fall, 

I fhall  then  be  full  of  ftorn, 

Wanton,  proud,  beware  the  horn. 

Hating  what  I lov’d  before. 

Flattery  apt  to  fall  before, 

Allconfuming,  nothing  getting, 

Thus  thy  fair  name  comes  to  fetting. 

But  if  old,  and  freefromthele 
Thou  fhalt  chufe  me,  I fhall  pleafe: 

I fhall  then  maintain  theeftill, 

\Adth  my  virtue  and  my  skill 
Still  increafe  and  build  thy  name, 

Chufe  now  Silvio^  here  I am. 

S/7,  I know  not  what  to  fay,  which  way  to  turn  me. 

Into  thy  Soveraign  will  I put  myanfwer. 

Bel.  I thank  ye  Sir,  and  my  Will  thus  rewards  ye. 

Take  your  old  Love,  your  belt,  your  deareft  Silvio: 

No  more  Spells  now,  nor  further  fhapes  to  alter  me, 

I am  thy  Bc/z/iicre indeed.  Dear  Mother, 

There  is  no  altering  this heavens  hand  is  with  it: 

And  now  you  ought  to  give  me,  he  has  fairly  won  me. 

S/7.  But  why  that  Hag? 

Bel.  In  that  fhape  moft  fecure  ftill, 

I followed  all  your  fortunes,  ferv’d,  and  counfell’d  ye, 

I met  ye  at  the  Farmers  firft,  a Countrey  wench. 

Where  fearing  to  be  known,  I took  that  habit, 

Afld  to  make  ye  laughing  fport  at  this  mad  marriage. 

By  fecret  aid  of  my  friend  Rhodope 
W'c  got  this  Maske. 

Sil,  And  I am  furc  I have  ye. 

Bel.  For  ever  now,  for, ever. 

Dutch.  You  fee  it  muft  be, 

The  wheel  of  deftiny  hath  turn’d  it  round  fb. 

Sj/.  It  muft,  it  is,  and  curs’d  be  he  that  breaks  it. 

Dutch.  I’ll  put  a choice  to  you,  Sir  :yearemyprifbner. 

Sy.  lamfo,  and  I muft  befo,  till  it  pleafe  you — 

Dutch.  Chufe  one  of  thefe,  either  to  pay  a Ranfom, 

At  what  a rate  I fliall  fetit,  which  fliall  be  high  enough, 

And  fo  return  a Frce.m.an,  and  a Batchelor, 

Or  give  me  leave  to  give  you  a fit  wife. 

In  honor  every  way  yours  Graces  equal. 

And  fo  your  Ranfbm’s  paid. 

Sy.  You  fay  moft  nobly, 

Silvio^s  example ’s  mine,  pray  chufe  you  for  me. 

Dutch,  f thank  yc  Sir,  I have  got  the  maftry  too. 

And  here  I give  your  Grace  a Husbands  freedom : 

Give 
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Give  me  your  hand,  my  Husband. 

Sy.  you  much  honor  me, 

And  I fnall  ever  ferve  ye  for  this  favour. 

Bart.  Come  let  us  give  our  wives  the  breeches  too, 

For  they  will  have  ’em. 

Lop.  Whilltthey  rule  with  virtue 
I’ll  ^ve  ’em,  skin  and  all. 

JJ'a  t We’ll  fcrach  it  off  clfc. 


SU.  I am  glad  ye  live,  more  glad  ye  live  to  honor. 

And  from  this  hour  a ftronger  love  dwell  with  us  *, 

Pray  you  take  your  man  again. 

Clj,  He  knows  my  houfe,  Sir. 

Dutch.  ’Tisfinto  keep  you  longer  from  your  loves. 
We’ll  lead  the  way;,  and  you  young  men  that  know  not 
How  to  preferve  a wife,  and  keep  her  fair. 

Give ’em  their  foveraign  Wills,  and  pleas’d  they  are. 

Exeunr 


Here  endeth  Womeri  pleas’d. 
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THE 


NIGH  T-W  A L K E R 


OR  THE 


I.  I T T L E THIEF. 

A Comedy. 


The  Acl:ors  Names, 


Tofff  Lurcher^ 
\Vild-brajj2 
Get7tleKic?i. 
JiiJi/ce  Algripe. 
Frank,  Hart  love. 
Toby. 

Servants. 

Sexton. 


Bell-Ringers. 

Boy. 

A Lady.,  Mother  to  Maria* 
Maria. 

Nurfc:  y 

Mifirifs  Nevv-love. 
Women. 

Mijirifs, 


MUis  Trinm. 


Scii’na  Prima. 


Enter  Tom  Lurcher,  and  Jack  Wild-brain. 
Lnr.'fAck,. 

I Jf'ild.  What  wind  bro  ;glitt!icc  hiiher  ? 

In  what  hollow  tree,  or  rotten  wall 

HaH:  thou  been  like  a Swallow  al!  this  winter, 

W here  haft  thou  been  man  ? ^ 

],ur.  Following  the  Plow. 

What  Plow?  Thou  haft  no  Land, 

Stealing  is  thy  own  purchafe. 

L«r.  The  beft  inheritance. 
ft^ad.  Not  in  my  opinion, 

Thou  hadft  five  hundred  pound  a year. 

J.ur.  ’Tisgone, 

Prethee  no  more  on’t,  have  I not  told  tlice, 

And  oftentimes,  Mature  made  all  men  equal, 

Her  diftribution  to  each  child  alike-, 
yill  labour  came  andthrufta  new  W'ill  in, 

Whith  I allow  not : till  men  won  a priviledge 


By  that  they  call  endeavour,  which  indeed 
Is  nothing  but  a lawful  Cofenage, 

An  allowed  way  to  cheat,  whyfhouJd  my  neighbor 
That  hath  no  more  foul  than  his  Horfe-keeper, 

Nor  bounteous  faculties  above  a Broom-man, 

Have  forty  thou  fand  pounds,  and  I four  eroats; 

Whj.  fhpiild  he  keep  it?  

JLill.  Thy  old  opinion  ftill. 

I Why  fliould  that  Scrivener, 
i ^ hat  ne’er  writ  reafonin  his  life,  nor  anything 
I hat  time  e’ver  gloried  in,  that  never  knew 
How  to  keep  any  courtefie  conceal’d, 

But  Noverint  Vniverfi  muft  proclaim  it, 

Purchafe  perpetually,  and  I a rafcal: 

Confider  this,  why  fhould  that  mouldy  Cobler 
Marry  his  Daughter  to  a wealthy  Merchant, 

And  give  five  thoufand  pounds,  is  this  good  juftice? 
Becauft  he  has  a tougher  conftitution  ^ 

Can  feed  upon  old  Songs,  and  lave  his  money. 
Therefore  muft  I go  beg  i* 
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7 he  little  Thief. 


Wil.  W''hat’s  this  to  thcc  ? 

Thou  canft  not  mend  , if  thou  bcefl;  determin’d 
To  rob  all  like  a Tyrant,  yet  take  heed 
A keener  jufticc  do  not  overtake  thee, 

And  catch  you  in  a Noozc. 

Lur.  I am  no  W’ood-cock, 

He  that  Hiall  fit  down  I'rightcd  with  that  foolery 
I s not  worth  pity,  let  me  alone  to  flmtilc, 

1 hou  art  for  wenching. 

im.  For  beauty  I,  a fafe  courfe. 

No  halter  hangs  in  the  way,  I defic  it. 

Lur.  But  aworfe  fate,  a wilful  poverty. 

For  where  thou  gain’ll  by  one  that  indeed  loves  thee , 

A thoufand  will  draw  from  thee , ’tis  thy  ddliny  ^ 

One  is  a kind  of  weeping  crols  Jack^., 

A gentle  Purgatory,  do  not  lling  at  all  , 

You’ll  pay  the  Box  lb  often,  till  you  perilli. 

JFiL  Take  you  no  care  for  that  fir,  ’tis  my  pleafure, 

I will  imploy  my.  wits  a great  deal  falter 
Than  you  (hall  do  your  lingers,  and  my  loves, 

If  I miltake  not,  fliall  prove  ripei  harveft 
And  handfomer,  and  come  within  Icfs  danger. 

Where’s  thy  young  Sifter  ? 

Lur.  I know  not  where  Ihe  is,  Ihe  is  not  worth  caring  for, 
She  has  no  wit. 

Oh  you’d  be  nibling  with  her. 

She’s  far  enough  I hope,  I know  not  where. 

She’s  not  worth  caring  for , a fiillen  thing , 

She  wou’d  not  take  my  coanfel  Jackj, 

And  fo  I parted  from  her. 

fVil.  Leave  her  to  her  wants 

Lur,  I gave  her  a little  money, what  I could  {pare , 

She  had  a mind  to  th’Countrey , fhe  is  turn’d. 

By  this,{bme  Farriers  dairy  maid , I may  meet  her 
Riding  from  Market  one  day,  ’twixt  her  Dorfers, 

If  I do,  by  this  hand  I wo’not  (pare 
Her  butter  pence. 

JFiL  Thou  wilt  not  rob  thy  Siller. 

Lur.  She  Iball  account  me  for  herEgs  andCheefes. 

A pretty  Girl,  did  not  old  Algri^e  love  her  ? 

A very  pretty  Girl  Ihe  was. 

Lur.  Some  fuch  thing. 

But  he  was  too  Wile  to  faften  \ let  her  pals. 

IVil.  Then  w'here’s  thy  Miltrifs? 

Lur.  Where  you  lha’not  find  her. 

Nor  know  what  Iluft'  Ihe  is  made  on^  no  indeed  Sir  , 

I choofe  her  not  for  your  ufe. 

Wil.  Sure  Ihe  is  handlbme. 

Lur.  Yes  indeed  is  Ihe  , Ihe  is  very  handfome,  but  that’s 
all  one. 

Wtl.  You’ll  come  to  th’ Marriage? 

Lur.  Is  it  to  day. 

Wil.  Now,  now,  they  are  come  from  Church  now. 

Lur,  Any  great  preparation  , 

Does  Jultice  Algripe  Ihew  his  power? 

Wil.  Very  glorious,  and  glorious  people  there. 

Lur.  I may  meet  with  him  yet  e’re  I dye  as  cunning  as 
he  is. 

Wil.  You  may  do  good  T om,  at  the  carriage , 

We  have  plate  and  dainty  things. 

Lur.  Do  you  no  harm  Sir  •, 

For  yet  methinks  the  Marriage  Ihould  be  mat’d 

If  thou  mailt  have  thy  will,  farewell,  fay  nothing.  Exit. 

Enter  Gentlemen. 

Wil.  You  are  welcome  noble  friends,  i.  I thank  you  Sir, 
Nephew  to  the  old  Lady,  his  name  is  Wildbrain, 

And  wild  his  bell  condition.  2.  1 have  heard  of  him, 

I pray  ye  tell  me  Sir,  is  young  Maria  merry  - 
After  her  Marriage  rites  ? does  fhe  look  lively  ? 

How  does  Ihe  like  her  man  ? Wil.  Very  fcurvily. 

And  as  untowardly  Ihe  prepares  her  felf , 

But  ’tis  mine  Aunts  will,  that  this  dull  raettal 
Mull  be  mixt  with  her  to  allay  her  handfomenels. 

i.  Had  Heart  love  no  fall  friends 


j Wil.  His  means  are  little, 

And  where  thole  littlcs  arc,  as  little  comforts 
Ever  keep  company : I know  Ihc  loves  him  , 

His  memory  beyond  the  hopes  of 

Beyond  the  Indies  in  his  mouldy  Cabinets, 

But  ’tis  her  unhandlbme  fate. 

E.nter  Heardove, 

I.  I am  lorry  for’t. 

Here  comes  poor  fr.i«l;^,nay  weare  friends.  Hart  not  Sir, 
We  fee  you’r  willow  and  arc  forry  for’t. 

And  though  it  be  a wedding  we  are  half  mourners. 

Fr.  Good  Gentlemen  remember  not  my  fortunes. 
They  are  not  to  be  help’d  by  words. 

Wil.  Look  up  man , 

A proper  fenfible  fellow  andllirink  fora  wench  ? 

Are  there  no  more?  or  is  Ihe  all  the  handfomnels? 

Fr.  Prethee  leave  fooling. 

Wil.  Prethee  leave  thou  whining. 

Have  maids  forgot  to  love  ? 

Fr.  You  are  injurious. 

Wil.  Let  ’em  alone  a while  , they’ll  follow  thee. 

1 . Come  good  Franks 

Forget  now , lince  there  is  no  remedy , . 

And  Ihew  a merry  face , as  wif;  men  would  do. 

2.  Be  a free  guell,  and  think  not  of  thofe  paflages. 

Wil.  Think  how  to  nick  him  home,  thou  knowlb  Ihe 

Gralfmea  dainty  medler  on  his  crabllocke  •,  (dotes  on  thee 
Pay  me  the  dreaming  puppy. 

Fr.  Well,  make  your  mirth,  the  whilll  I bearmymilery ; 
Honell  minds  would  have  better  thoughts. 

Wil.  I am  her  Kinfman , 

Aud  love  her  well , am  tender  of  her  youth , 

Yet  honell  Franks,  before  I would  have  that  llinkard. 
That  walking  rotten  tombe,  enjoy  her  maidenhead. 

■ Fr.  Prethee  leave  mocking. 

Wil.  Prethee  Frank  believe  me. 

Go  toconlider,  hark,  they  knock  to  dinner.  Knockjvithin. 
Come  wo’t  thou  go  ? 

2.  I prethee  Frank^go  with  us, 

And  laugh  and  dance  as  we  do. 

Fr.  Y ou  arc  light  Gentlemen, 

Nothing  to  weigh  your  hearts,  pray  give  me  leave, 

I’ll  come  and  fee,  and  take  my  leave. 

Wil.  We’ll  look  for  you. 

Do  not  defpair,  I have  a trick  yet.  ^ Exit. 

Fr.  When  I am  mifehievous  I will  believe  your  projeds: 
She  is  gone , for  ever  gone,  I cannot  help  it. 

My  hopes  and  all  my  happinefs  gone  with  her. 

Gone  like  a pleafmg  dream  : what  mirth  and  joillity 
Raigns  round  about  this  houfe  ? how  every  office 
Sweats  with  new  joyes , can  Ihe  be  merry  too  ? 

Is  all  this  pleafure  fet  by  her  appointment  ? 

Sure  Ihe  hath  a falfe  heart  then  •,  Hill  they  grow  lowder , 
The  Oldmans  God,  his  gold,  has  won  upon  her, 

(Light  hearted  Cordial  Gold)  and  all  my  fervices 
That  oflered  naked  truth,  are  clean  forgotten; 

Yet  if  Ihe  were  compell’d,  but  it  cannot  be. 

If  I could  but  imagine  her  will  mine, 

Although  he  had  her  body. 

Enter  Lady  and  Wildbrain. 

La.  He  ffiall  come  in. 

Walk  without  doors  o’this  day,  though  an  enemy. 

It  mull  not  be. 

Wil.  You  mull  compel  him  Madam. 

La.  No  Ihe  ffiall  fetch  him  in,  Nephew  it  fnall  be  lb. 
Wil.  It  will  be  fittell.  Exit. 

Fr.  Can  fair  Mjrw  look  again  upon  me? 

Can  there  be  fo  much  impudence  in  fweetnefs  ? 

Enter  Maria. 

Or  has  ffie  got  a llrong  heart  to  defie  me .? 

She  comes  her  felf:  how  rich  Ihe  is  in  Jewels! 

D d 


Methinks 
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Jhe  ^ight-ivall^r,  or 


Methinks  they  ihow  like  frozen  Hides , 

Cold  winter  bad  hun^  on  her,  how  the  Rofes 
That  kept  continual  Ipring  within  her  cheeks 
Are  withered  with  old  mans  dull  embraces? 

She  would  f^XTakto  me.  lean  figh  too  Lady 
But  from  a founder  heart : yes,  and  can  weep  too 
But  ’tis  for  you,  that  ever  1 believ’d  you. 

Tears  of  more  pious  value  than  your  marriage  ^ 

You  would  encafe  your  i'clf,  and  I mult  credit  you , 

So  modi  my  old  obedience  compels  from  me  *, 

G o,  and  forget  me,  and  my  poverty , 

I need  not  bid  ],ou,  you  are  too perfed that  way: 

But  itill  remember  that  1 lov’d  Mar'u^ 

Lov’d  with  a loyal  love,  nay  turn  not  from  me, 

I will  notask  a tear  more,  you  are  bountiful, 

Go  and  rejoyce  , and  1 will  wait  upon  you 
That  little  of  my  life  left. 

M.ir.  Good  Sir  hear  me , 

W hat  has  been  done,  was  the  ad  of  my  obedience 
And  not  my  will : forc’d  from  me  by  my  parents , 

Now  ’tis  done,  do  as  I do,  bear  it  handfomly 
And  if  there  can  be  more  fociety 
\\  ithout  difl.onor  to  my  tye  of  marriage 
Or  place  for  noble  love  , 1 fliall  love  you  (fill. 

You  had  the  firfl:,  the  lalf,  had  my  will  profper’d  j 
You  talk  of  little  time  of  life  ; dear  Franks-, 

Certain  1 am  not  married  for  eternity , 

The  joy  my  marriage  brings  tells  me  I am  mortal. 

And  Ihorter  liv’d  than  you , elfe  1 were  miferable  ^ 

Nor -can  the  gold  and  eafe  his  age  hath  brought  me 
Add  what  I coveted,  conterrt  go  with  me. 

They  feck  a day  of  joy,  prethee  let’s  fnow  it , 

Though  it  be  forc’d , and  by  this  kils  believe  me 
However,  I mull  live  at  his  command  now, 

I’ll  dye  at  yours. 

Fr.  I have  enough,  I’ll  honor  ye.  Fxeunt. 

Enter  Lurcher. 

l.ur.  Here  are  my  trinkets,  and  this  lully  marriage 
I mean  to  vifit , I have  Ihifts  of  all  forts, 

And  here  are  a thoufand  wheels  to  fet  ’em  working, 

1 am  very  merry,  for  I know  this  wedding 
Will  yield  me  lully  pillage : if  mad  IFildgonfe 
That  deboil^.’d  rogue  keep  but  his  antient  revels. 

And  breed  a hubbub  in  the  houle  I am  happy. 

Enter  Boy. 

Now  w hat  are  you  ? 

Boy.  A poor  diftrcHed  Boy,  Sir, 

Friendlefsand  comfortlefs,  that  would  intreat 
Some  charity  and  kindncls  from  your  worlliip, 

1 would  fain  ferve.  Sir,  and  as  fain  endeavour 
With  dutious labour  to  deferve  the  love 
Of  that  good  Gentleman  Ihould  entertain  me. 

Lttr.  A pretty  Boy,  but  of  too  mild  a breeding. 

Too  tender,  and  too  bafhful  a behaviour, 

V\  hat  canftthou  do? 

Boy.  I can  learn  anything. 

That’s  good  and  honell,  andfhall  pleafe  a Mailer. 

Lur.  Hcbluftics  as  hefpeaks,  and  that  I like  not, 

I love  a bold  and  fecure  confidence. 

An  impudence  that  one  may  trull,  this  boy  now; 

Had  1 inflru(flcd  him,  had  been  a Jewel, 

A treafure  for  my  ule,  thou  canllnot  lye  ? 

Boy.  1 would  not  willingly. 

Lur.  Nor  thou  hall  not  wit 
T 0 diflemble  neatly  ? 

Boy.  Do  you  love  fiich  boys.  Sir? 

Lur.  Oh  mainly,  mainly,  I would  have  my  Boy  impudent. 
Out-face  all  truth,  yetdoitpioufly  ; 

Like  Proteui.,  call  himfclf  into  all  forms. 

As  faddainand  as  nimble  as  his  thoughts, 


Blanch  at  no  danger,  though  it  be  the  Gallows, 

Nor  make  no  confcienceof  a colenage. 

Though  it  be  i’th’  Church.  Your  Ibft,demure,ftill  children ■ 

Are  good  for  nothing, but  to  get  long  Graces 

And  ling  Songs  to  dull  tunes  *,  I would  keep  thee 
And  cherifh  thee,  hadllthou  any  aftive  quality. 

And  be  a tender  Mailer  to  thy  knavery. 

But  thou  art  not  for  my  ule. 

Bor.  Do  you  Ipeak  this  ferioufly  ? 

Lur.  Yes  indeed  do  1. 

Bov.  Would  you  have  your  boy  Sir 
Read  in  thefe  moral  mifehiefs? 

Lur.  Now  thou  mov’Il  me. 

Boy.  And  be  a v/ell-train’d  youth  in  all  aftivitics  > 

Lur.  By  any  means.  ' 

Boy.  Or  do  you  this  to  try  me,  j 

Fearing  a pronels. 

Lur.  I fpeak  this  to  make  thee. 

B oy.  Then  take  me  Sir,  and  cherilh  me,  and  love  me. 

You  have  me  what  you  would : believe  me.  Sir 
I can  do  anything  for  your  advantage, 

I guefs  at  what  you  mean  ^ I can  lie  naturaUy, 

As  eafily,  as  I can  fleep  Sir,  and  lecurely ; 

As  naturally  I can  Ileal  too. 

Lur.  That  I am  glad  on. 

Right  heartily  glad  on,  hold  thee  there,  thou  art  excellent. 
Boy.  Steal  any  thing  from  any  body  living. 

Lur.  Not  from  thy  Mailer. 

Boy.  That’s  mine  own  body : ■ 

And  mull  not  be. 

Lur.  The  boy  mends  mightily. 

Boy.  A rich  man,  that  like  fnow  heaps  up  his  moneys,  ' 
I have  a kind  of  pious  zeal  to  meet  Hill  j 
A fool  that  not  deferves  ’em,  I take  pitty  on. 

For  fear  he  Ihould  run  mad,  and  fo  I eafe  him. 

L«r.  Excellent  boy,  and  able  to  inllrud  me. 

Of  mine  own  nature  juH. 

Boy.  ifeorn  all  hazard, 

And  on  the  edge  of  danger  I do  bell.  Sir, 

I have  a thoufand  faces  to  deceive. 

And  to  thofe,  twice  fo  many  tongues  to  flatter. 

An  impudence,  no  brals  was  ever  tougher. 

And  for  my  confcience. 

Lun  Peace,  I have  found  a Jewel,  | 

A Jewel  all  the  Indies  cannot  match. 

And  thou  fha’t  feel  - 
Boy.  This  title,  and  I ha’ done.  Sir  ^ 

1 never  can  confefs,  I ha’  that  Ipell  on  me ; 

And  fuch  rare  modellies  before  a Magillrate, 

Such  innocence  to  catch  a Judge,  fuch  ignorance, 

Lur.  I’ll  learn  of  thee,  thou  art  mine  own,  come  boy, 

I’ll  give  thee  adlion  prelently. 

Boy.  Have  at  you. 

Lur.  What  mull  I call  thee  ? 

Boy.  Snap^Sir. 

Lur.  ’Tis  moll  natural, 

A name  born  to  thee,  lure  thou  art  a Fairy, 

Shew  but  thy  skill,  and  I Ihall  make  thee  happy. 

Enter  Lady.,'Nurfe.f  M^r^x, Newlove,Tobie. 

La.  Where  be  thefe  knaves  ? who  Ilrues  up  all  the  liveries. 
Is  the  Bride’s  bed  made? 

Tob.  Yes  Madam  and  a Bell 
Hung  under  it  artificially. 

La.  Out  knave,  out, 

MuHwe  have’larms  now? 

Toh.  A little  warning 

That  we  may  know  to  begin  our  healths  Madam  j 
The  Julliceisa  kind  of  old  Jade,  Madam, 

That  will  goemerriell  with,  a BeU. 

La.  All  the  houfe  drunk. 

'lob.  This  isahoufeof  Jubile. 

La.  Are  the  bell  hangings  up?  and  the  Plate  fet  out? 
Who  makes  the  PoIIet,  Nurle  ? 

Nur. 
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Nhy.  The  dayric  mayd, 

And  flicc'll  put  that  in,  will  make  him  taper: 

U'dl  Madam,  well,  you  might  ha’chofe  another, 

A handlbmer  for  your  years. 

La.  Peace,  he  is  rich  Nurfe , 

He  is  rich,  and  that’s  beauty. 

Nttr.  I am  fure  he  is  rotten,  ** 

Would  he  had  been  hang’d  when  he  firlffawher.TenMj’^jM/! 

Ld.  What  an  angry  Quean  is  this,  where. 

Who  looks  to  him  ? 

Lob.  He  is  very  merry  Madam, 

M.  lyildbrain , has  him  in  hand,  ith’bottom  o’th’Sellar 
He  lighs  and  tipples. 

Nttr.  Alafs  good  Gentleman , 

My  heart’s  lore  for  tliee. 

La.  Sorrow  mull  have  his  courfe , firra. 

Give  him  fome  Sack  to  d»:v  up  his  remembrance. 

How  docs  the  Bridegroom,  I was  afraid  of  him. 

Nhv.  He  is  a trim  youth  to  be  tender  of, hemp  take  him. 
Muft  my  fvveet  new  blown  Role  Hnd  fuch  a winter 
Before  her  fpring  be  near. 

La.  Peace,  peace,  thou  art  foolifh. 

Nur.And.  dances  like  a Town-top:and  reels, and  hobbles. 
La,  Alafs,  good  Gentleman , give  him  not  much  wine. 
Lob.  He  lhall  ha’none  by  my  confent. 

La.  Are  the  women  comforting  my  daughter? 

’Men’.  Yes,  yes,  Madam, 

And.  reading  to  her  a pattern  of  true  patience , 

They  read  and  pray  for  her  too. 

Nur.  Tl;py  had  need , 

Ye  had  better  marry  her  to  her  grave  a great  deal : 
There  will  be  peace  and  reft , alafs  poor  Gentlewoman , 
Muft  ftie  become  a Nurfe  now  in  her  tendernefs  ? 

Wfoll  Madam,  well  my  heart  bleeds. 

La.  Thou  art  a fool  ftill. 

Nitr.  Pray  heaven  1 be. 

La.  And  an  old  fool  to  be  vext  thus. 

’Tis  late  flie  muft  to  bed,  go  knave  be  merry, 

Drink  for  a boy , away  to  all  your  charges.  Exit. 

Enter  Wildbrain,  and  Franck  Heartlove. 


Speak  difcrcetly,  fpeak  home  and  liandfomly, 

Is’t  not  pitty,  nay  milcry,  nay  iidamy  to  leave 
So  rare  a pic  to  be  cut  up  by  a raskal. 

Fr.  1 will  go  prefently,  now,  now,  I flay  thee. 

JFH.  Such  a dainty  Doe,  to  be  taken 
By  one  that  knows  not  neck-beef  from  a Pheliint, 

Nor  cannot  rcllilh  Braggat  from  Ambrolia. 

Is  it  not  conlcience  ? 

Fr.  Yes,  yes,  now  1 feel  it. 

Wil.  A meritorious  thing. 

Fr.  Good  Father  JFildgoojh  , 

I do  confefs  it. 

JFtl.  Come  then  follow  me. 

And  pluck  a mans  heart  up , I’D  lock  thee  privately. 
Where  file  alone  lhall  prelently  pafs  by  , 

None  near  to  interupt  thee  but  be  fure  ^ 

Fr.  I fhall  be  fure  enough,  lead  on,  and  crown  me. 
IVil.  No  wringings  in  your  mind  now  as  you  love  me.  Ex. 

Enter  Lady.,  Maria,  Jaftice.,  Gem.  Nnrfe.y  Neivlove. 

La.  ’Tis  time  you  were  a bed. 

/ Jie.  1 prethee  fweet-heart  » 

Conlider  my  neceHity,  why  art  lad  ? 

1 muft  tell  you  a tale  in  your  ear  anon. 

Nnr.  Of  Tom  Thumb. 

I believe  that  will  prove  y vur  ftiffeft  ftory. 

Nerp.  1 pitty  the  young  wench. 

1.  And  fo  do  I too. 

2.  Come,  old  fticks  take  fire. 

1.  But  the  plague  is,  he’ll  burn  out  inftantly^ 

Give  him  another  cup. 

2.  Thofe  are  but  flalhcs, 

A tun  of  fack  wonot  fet  him  high  enough.  / ' 

W'ill  ye  to  bed  ? Af.  1 muft. 

I . Come,  have  a good  heart. 

And  win  him  like  a bowle  to  lye  dole  to  you. 

Make  your  bell  ufe. 

Ju.  Nay  prethee  Duck  go  inftantly. 

I’ll  dance  a Jig  or  two  to  warm  my  body. 

Enter  Wildbrain. 


Wil.  Do  as  thou  wo’t , but  if  thou  doll  refufe  it 
Thou  art  the  ftupid’ft  afs,  there’s  no  long  arguing. 

Time  is  too  precious  Franke. 

Fr.  I am  hot  with  wine. 

And  apt  now  to  believe , but  if  thou  doft  this 
Out  of  a villany,  to  make  me  wrong  her. 

As  thou  art  prone  enough. 

IF'tl.  Does  Ihe  not  love  thee? 

Did  Ihe  not  cry  down-right  e’n  now  to  part  with  thee? 
Had  Ihe  not  fwounded  if  I had  not  caught  her? 

Canft  thou  have  more .? 

Fr.  I muft  confefs  all  this. 

IFtl.  Do  not  ftand  prating,  and  mifdoubting , calling. 
If  Ihe  go  from  thee  now , Ihe’s  loft  for  ever  y ^ 

Now,  now  Ihe’s  going,  ftie  that  loves  thee  going , 

She  whom  thou  lov’ft. 

Fr.  Pray  let  me  think  a little. 

Wil.  There  is  no  leifurci  think  when  thou  haft  imbrac’d 
her 

Can  fhe  imagine  thou  dift  ever  honor  her  ? 

Ever  believe  thy  oaths,  that  tamely  ftiffer’ft 
An  old  dry  ham  of  horfe-flelli  to  enjoy  her 
^joy  her  maiden-head  y take  but  that  from  her 
That  we  may  tell  pofterity  a man  had  it  , 

A handlbme  man,  a Gentleman,  a young  man , 

To  lave  the  honor  of  our  houfe,  the  credit, 

’Tis  no  great  matter  1 defire.  Fr.  I hear  you. 

■ Wtl.  Free  us  both  from  the  fear  of  breeding  fools 
\ Amd  ophs,  got  by  this  lhadow : we  talk  too  long. 

Fr.  She  is  going  to  bed,  among  the  women, 

What  opportunity  can  I have  to  meet  her  ? 

Wil.  Let  me  alone , haft  thou  a will  ? Ipeak  fbundly , 


TFil.  ’Tis  almoft  midnight. 

La.  Prethee  to  bed  Maria. 

Wil.  Go  you  afore,  and  let  the  Ladies  follow. 

And  leave  her  to  her  thoughts  a while,  there  mull  be 
A time  of  taking  leave  of  thefe  fame  fooleries 
Eewailling  others  maiden-heads. 

La.  Come  then. 

We’ll  wait  in  the  next  room. 

Ju.  Do  not  tarry. 

For  if  thou  doft,  by  my  troth  1 lhall  fall  adeepA/jl?.  Ex. 
Wit.  Do,  do,  and  dream  of  Doterels , get  you  to  bed 
quickly. 

And  let  us  ha’no  more  ftir,  come  now , no  crying, 

’Tis  too  late  now , carry  your  lelves  difcreetly. 

The  old  thief  loves  thee  dearly,  that’s  the  benefit. 

For  the  reft  you  muft  make  your  own  play,N ay  not  that  way. 
They’ll  pull  ye  all  to  pieces , for  your  whim-whams, 

Your  garters  and  your  gloves,  go  modeftly. 

And  privately  fteal  to  bed,  ’tis  very  late  Ma]l.^ 

For  if  you  go  by  them  fuch  a new  larum. 

Ma.  I know  not  which  way  to  avoid’em. 

Wi.  This  way. 

This  through  the  Cloyfters:  andfo  fteal  to  bed. 

When  you  are  there  once,  all  will  feparate 
And  give  ye  reft,  I came  out  of  my  pitty 
To  lliew  you  this. 

Ma.  1 thank  you.  Wi.  Here’s  the  keyes. 

Go  prefently  and  lock  the  doors  fall  after  ye. 

That  none  lhall  follow. 

Ma.  Good  night. 

Wi.  Good  night  fweet  Cofen. 

A good,  and  fweet  night,  or  I’ll  curfetheeFri7«)^.  Exit 
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Enter  Frank  Hartlove 

Frj.  She  fhiys  long,  fare  young  has  abus’d  me, 

}lc  has  made  I'port  wi’me,  I may  yet  get  out  again  > 

Anvl  1 may  ice  his  face  once  more,  I ha’foul  intentions  , 
But  tliey  are  drawn  on  by  a fouler  dealing 

Enter  Maria. 

Hark,  lurk,  it  was  the  door , 

Something  comes  this  way , wondrous  ftill  and  ftealing 
May  be  Tome  walking  fpirit  to  aflfight  me. 

Mj.  Oh  heaven  my  fortune. 

Fr.  ’Tis  her  voice,  ftay. 

Mj.  Save  me, 

Blefs  me  you  better  powers. 

Fr.  I am  no  devil. 

Mj.  Y’are  little  better  to  diflurb  me  n(W?^ 

Fr.  My  name  is  Hartlove. 

Mj.  Fye,  fy*e,  worthy  friend. 

Fye  noble  Sir. 

Fr.  1 rauft  tabt  farther  with  ye. 

You  know  my  fair  affedion. 

Mj.  So  preferve  it. 

You  know  I am  married  now,  for  fljamebeciviller*. 

Not  all  the  earth  fliall  make  me. 

Fr.  Pray  walk  this  way. 

And  if  you  ever  lovM  me. 

Mj.  Take  heed  Franks 

How  you  divert  that  love  to  hate,  go  home prethee. 

Fr.'  Shall  he  enjoy  that  fvveet  ? 

Mar.  Nay  pray  unhand  me. 

Fr.  He  that  never  felt  what  love  was. 

Mj.  Then  1 charge  you  Hand  farther  off^ 

Fr.  I am  tame , but  let  me  walk  w i’ye  , 

. Talk  but  a minute. 

Mar.  So  your  talk  be  honeft , 

And  my  untainted  honor  fuffer  not , 

I’ll  walk  a turn  or  two. 

Fr.  Give  me  your  hand  then.  i 

Enter  Wildbrain,  Juftice,  Lady,  Nurfe,  Gent, 
Women,  Newlove. 

Shee’s  not  in  her  Chamber 
La.  She  is  not  here. 

IFtl.  And  I’ll  tell  you  what  I dream’d 
Jh.  Give  me  a Torch. 

I.  G.  Be  not  too  hafty  Sir. 

IFil.  Nay  let  him  go. 

For  if  my  dream  be  true  he  mull  be  Ipeedy, 

He  will  be  trickt,  and  blaz’d  elfe. 

Nur.  As  I am  a woman 
I cannot  blame  her  if  Ihe  take  her  liberty. 

Would  Ihe  would  make  thee  Cuckold,  thou  old  bully, 

A notorious  cuckold  for  tormenting  her. 

Lj.  ril  hang  her  then. 

Nur.  I’ll  blefs  her  then,  (he  does  juftice. 

Is  this  old  ftinking  dogs-flclh  for  her  dyet? 

IFil.  Prethee  honeft  Nurfe  do  not  fret  too  much, 

For  fear  I dream  you’ll  hang  your  felf  too. 

Juji.  The  Cloifter  ? 

IFU.  Such  was  my  fancy , I do  not  fay  ’tis  true , 

Nor  do  I bid  you  be  too  confident. 

7».  Where  are  the  keves,  the  keyes  I fay. 
iFil.  I dre^’d  Ihc  had  ’em  to  lock  her  felf  in. 

Nur.  What  a devil  do  you  mean  ? 

Enter  reS  vant. 


Ju.  I am  mad. 

IFil.  I hope  ftx, 

If  you  be  not  mad , Pll  do  my  belt  to  meyake. 

1.  Tills  is  fome  trick. ' 

2.  I finell  the  Wildgoole. 

Jh.  Come  Gentlemen,  come  quickly  I bdeechyou. 
Quick  as  you  can,  this  may  be  your  cafe  Gentlemen. 
And  bring  fome  tight , fome  lights.  Exit. 

IFil.  Move  fafter,  fafter,  you’ll  come  too  late  elle. 
I’ll  ftay  behind  and  pray  for  ye,l  had  rather  flie  were  dilhoneft 
Than  thou  fliouldft  have  her. 

Enter  Maria,  and  Frankc. 

Mar.  Y’are  moft  unmanly,  yet  I have  Ibme  breath  leftj 
And  this  fteel  to  defend  me,  come  near  me. 

For  if  you  offer  but  another  violence. 

As  I have  life  I’ll  kill  you , if  I mifs  that. 

Upon  my  own  heart  will  I execute. 

And  let  that  fair  belief  out , I had  of  you. 

Fr.  Moft  vertuous  Maid,  I have  done,forgive my  follies: 
Pardon,  O pardon,  I now  fee  my  wickednels. 

And  what  a monftrous  ftiape  it  puts  upon  me, 

On  your  fair  hand  I leal. 

Enter  Ju. 


Ju.  Down  with  the  door. 

Ma.  We  are  betraid,  oh  Franks.,  Franks-, 

Fr.  I’il  dye  for  ye 

Rather  than  you  lhall  luffer.  I’ll Enter  all. 

Ju.  Now  enter. 

Enter  fweet  Gentlemen,  mine  eyes,  mine  eyes. 

Oh  how  my  head  askes. 

I.  Is  it  pofTible  2.  Hold  her,  Ihe  links. 

Ma.  A plot  upon  my  honor 
Tjo  poyfon  my  fair  name,  a ftudied  villany. 

Farewell,  as  I have  hope  of  pc'ace,  I am  honeft, 

Ju.  My  brains,  my  brains,  my  monftrous  brains,  they 
bud  fure. 

Nu.  She  is  gone,  Ihe  is  gone. 

Ju.  A handfome  riddance  of  her. 
j Would  I could  as  cafily  lofe  her  memory.  A 

Nur.  Is  this  the  fweet  of  Marriage,  have  I bred  thee 
I For  this  reward  ? 

I 1.  Hold,  hold,  he’s  defperate  too. 
t Ju.  Be  Cire  ye  hold  him  fall:,  we’ll  bind  him  over 
j To  the  next  SelTions,  and  if  I can.  I’ll  hang  him. 

1 Fr.  Nay  then  I’ll  live  to  be  a ’terror  to  thee, 

I Sweet  Virgin  Rofe  farewell:  heaven  has  thy  beauty, 

I That’s  only  fit  for  heaven.  I’ll  live  a little 
j To  find  the  Villain  out  that  wrought  this  injury, 

I And  then  moft  blefled  Ibul , I’ll  climb  up  to  thee. 
Farewell,  I feel  my  felf  another  creature.  Ex'a. 

I La.  Oh  mifery  of  miferies. 
j Nu.  I told  ye  Madam. 

I La.  Carry  her  in,  yoifwill  pay  back  her  portion? 

I Ju.  No  not  a penny,  pay  me  back  my  credit, 
j And  I’ll  condition  wi’ye. 

La.  A fad  wedding, 

Her  grave  mull  be  her  Bridal  bed : oh  Mall, 

Would  I had  wed  thee  to  thy  own  content. 

Then  1 had  had  thee  ft  ill. 

Ju.  1 am  mad,  farewell. 

Another  wanton  wife  will  prove  a hell.  Exeunt. 
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fVil.  No  harm,  good  Nurfe  be  patient. 

Ser.  They  arc  not  in  the  window,  where  they  ule  to  be. 
IFil,  What  foolilh  dreams  arc  thefe  ? 


Jilus  Secmdus 
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Enter  Tom.  Lurch,  and  his  Boy. 

Lur.  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Boy.  I have  walked  through  all  the  lodgings. 

A lllencc  as  if  death  dwelt  there  inhabits. 

Lnr.  What  haft  thou  feen  ? 

Boy.  Nought  but  a fad  confufion 
Every  thing  left  in  liich  a loofe  diforder 
That  were  there  twenty  theeves  , they  would  be  laden. 

Lu.  ’Tis  very  well,  I like  thy  care,  but  ’tisftrailge 
A wedding  night  Ihould  be  fo  folitary. 

Boy.  Certainly  there  is  fome  caufe , Ibme  death  or 
ficknefs 

Is  fain  fuddenly  upon  Lome  friend , 

Or  fome  ftrange  news  is  come. 

Ltt.  Are  they  all  a bed } 

Boy.  I think  fo,  and  found  aOeep,  unlcfs  it  be 
Some  women  that  keep  watch  in  a low  parlor. 

And  drink,  and  weep , I know  not  to  what  endi 
Lur.  Where’s  all  the  plate  ? 

Boy.  Why  lockt  up  in  that  room. 

I faw  the  old  Lady , ere  fne  went  to  bed 

Put  up  her  plate  , and  Ibme  of  the  rich  hangings 

In  a fmall  long  cheft,and  chains  and  rings  are  there  too , 

It  ftands  clofe  by  the  Table  on  a form. 

Lur.  ’Twas  a good  notice,  didftthou  fee  the  men. 

Boy.  I faw  them  fad  too , and  all  take  their  leaves. 

But  what  they  laid  I was  too  far  to  hear  Sir. 

Lur.  ’Tis  daintily  difeover’d,  we  Ihall  certainly 
Have  a moft  profperous  night,  which  way.^ 

Boy.  A clofe  one, 

A back  door,  that  the  women  have  left  open , 

To  go  in  and  out  to  fetch  necelTaries , 

Clofe  on  the  Garden  fide. 

Lur.  I love  diligence , 

Wert  thou  not  fearful? 

Boy.  Fearful?  I’ll  be  hang’d  firft. 

Lur.  Say  they  had  fpied  thee. 

Boy.  I was  then  determin’d 

T o have  cry’d  down  right  too, and  have  kept  ’em  company, 
As  one  that  had  an  intereft  in  their  fadnels , 

Or  made  an  errand  to  I know  not  whom  Sir. 

Lur.  My  dainty  Boy,  let  us  difeharge,  that  plate 
Makes  a perpetual  motion  in  my  fingers , 

Till  I have  fall  hold  of  it. 

Boy.  Pray  be  wife  Sir,  do’t  handlbmly,  be  not  greedy, 
Lets  handle  it  with  fuch  an  excellence 
As  if  we  would  bring  thieving  into  honor  : 

We  muft  difguife,  to  fright  thefe  reverend  wathces. 

Lur.  Still  my  bleft  Boy. 

Boy.  And  clear  the  room  of  dnifiken  jealoufies. 

The  cheft  is  of  Ibme  weight , and  we  may  make 
Such  noife  ith’the  carriage  we  may  be  fnap’d. 

Lur.  Come  open,  here’s  a devils  face. 

Boy.  No,  no.  Sir,  wee’l  have  no  Ihape  lb  terrible , 

We  will  not  do  the  devil  fb  much  pleafure , 

To  have  him  face  our  plot. 

Lur.  A winding  Iheet  then. 

Boy.  That’s  too  cold  a Ihift , 

I would  not  wear  the  reward  of  my  wickednels, 

I wonder  you  are  an  old  thief,  and  no  cunninger^ 
Where’s  the  long  Cloak  ? 

Lur.  Here,  here. 

Boy.  Give  me  the  Turbant 
And  the  falle  beard , 1 hear  fome  comidg  this  way , 
Stoop,  ftoop,  and  let  me  fit  upon  your  ftioulders. 

And  now  as  I direft,  ftay,  let  them  enter. 

And  when  1 touch  move  forward , make  no  noife. 


Enter  Nurfe  and  Tobic. 

Nur.  Oh  ’tis  a fad  time,  all  the  burnt  wine  is  burnt 
Nic. 

Lob.  We  may  thank  your  dry  chaps  for’t,  thcCanaric’s 
gone  too 

No  lubftance  for  a forrowfiil  mind  to  work  upon  , 

1 cannot  mourn  in  beer , if  Ihc  fiiould  walk  now 
As  difeontented  fpirits  arc  wont  to  do. 

Nur.  And  meet  us  in  the  Cellar. 

Lob.  What  fence  have  we  with  fingle  beer  agalnft  her? 
What  heart  can  we  defie  the  Devil  with  ? 

Nur.  The  March'  beer’s  open. 

Lob.  A fortification  of  March  beer  will  do  well^ 

I muft  confefs  ’tis  a moft  mighty  Armor, 

For  I prcl'ume  I cannot  pray. 

Nur,  Vvdiy  Nicolas} 

Lob.  We  Coachmen  have  fuch  tumbling  faiths,  noprayrs 
Can  go  an  even  pace. 

Nur.  Hold  up  your  candle 
Lob.  Verily  Nurfe,  1 have  cry’d  fo  much 
For  my  young  Miftrifs,  that  is  mortified, 

That  if  I have  not  more  fack  to  liipport  me, 

I ftiall  even  fieep ; heiho , for  another  fiagon  •, 

Theft  Burials,  and  Chriftnings  arc  the  mournful  matters, 
And  they  ask  more  drink. 

. Nur.  Drink  to  a fad  heart’s  needful. 

Lo.  Mine’s  ever  fad  , for  I am  ever  dry  Nurft. 

Nur.  Methinksthe  light  burns  blew,  1 prethec  Ihuffit, 
There’s  a thief  in’t  I think. 

Lo.  There  may  be  one  near  it. 

Nur.  What’s  that  that  moves  there , ith’  name  of — 
Nicholas  ? 

That  thing  that  walks. 

la.  Would  I had  a Ladderto  behold  it, 

Mercy  upon  me , the  Ghoft  of  one  oth’Guard  fore, 

’Tis  the  devil  by  his  clawes  , he  fmels  of  Brimftone, 

Sure  he  farts  fire,  what  an  Earth-quake  I have  in  me  ^ 

Out  with  thy  Prayer-book  Nurfe. 

Nur.  It  fell  ith’  the  frying  pan , and  the  Cat’s  eat  it. 
lob.  I have  no  power  to  pray,  it  grows  frill  onger, 
’Tis  Steeple  high  now,  and  it  fayls  away  Nurft. 

Lets  call  the  butler  up,  for  he  Ipeaks  Latine , 

And  that  will  daunt  the  devil : I am  blafted, 

My  belly’s  grown  to  nothing. 

Nu.  Fye,  fye,  Lobie.  Exit. 

Boy.  So  let  them  go,  and  whilft  they  are  aftonilh’d 
Let  us  prefently  upon  the  reft  now  fuddenly. 

Lur.  off,  and  up  agen,  when  we  are  near  the  parlor. 
Art  fure  thou  knowft  the  Cheft  ? 

Boy.  Though  it  wereith’dark  Sir, 

I can  go  to’t. 

Lur.  On  then  and  be  happy.  Exit. 

Enter  Tobie. 

Lob.  How  my  haunches  quake,  is  the  thing  here  ftill  ? 
Now  can  I oUt-do  any  Button-maker,  at  his  own  (trade, 

I have  fiftee  n fits  of  an  Ague,  Nurft,  ’tis  gone  1 hope. 
The  hard-hearted  woman  has  left  me  alone.  Nurfe — 
And  file  knows  too  I ha  but  a lean  confcienceto- keep  me 
company.  Noife  within. 

The  devil’s  among  ’em  in  the  Parlour  fure. 

The  Ghoft  three  Itories  high,  he  has  the  Nurfe  fure. 

He  is  boyling  of  her  bones  now,  hark  how  Ihewhiftles : 
There’s  Gentlewomen  within  too,  how  will  they  do? 

I’ll  to  the  Cook,  for  he  was  drunk  laft night, 

And  now  he  is  valiant,  he  is  a kin  toth’devil  too. 

And  fears  no  fire. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Boy. 


Lur.  No  light  ? 

Boy.  None  left  Sir, 
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jThcy  tire  gone,  nnd  carried  all  the  candles  with  ’em, 

! I'heir  fright  is  infinite , let’s  itoke  good  ufe  on’t , 

We  muftbc  quick  lir,  quick,  or  the  hoiife  will  rife  elfe. 

; Lu.  Was  this  the  Cheli-? 

Boy.  Yes,  yes. 

Lht.  There  was  t\vo  of ’em'. 

-Or  1 mirtake. 

B:\.  1 know  the  right,  no  flay  Sir, 

:Xor  no  difirourle,  bilt  to  our  labor  Uiltily, 
jPut  to  your  ftrengrhand  make  as  little  noife, 

1 Then  prcfently  out  at  the  backdoor. 

I Luf.  Come  Boy, 

jCome  happy  child  and  let  me  hug  [thy  excellence.  'Exit. 
Eijtcr  Wildbrain. 

I 

JF'il.  W'hat  thoufand  noifes  pafs  through  all  the  rooms  ? 
jWhat  cryes  and  hurries .?  lure  the  devil’s  drunk. 

'And  mnibles  through  the  houfe,  my  villanies 
: That  never  made  me  apprehend  before 
Danger  or  fear,  a little  now  molefb  me^ 

My  Cofens  death  lits  heavy  o’my  confciencc , 

W'ould  1 had  been  half  hang’d  when  I hammer’d  it. 

I aim’d  at  a living  divorce,  not  a burial 
That  Frjj:!;, might  have  had  fome  hope;  hark  flill 
: In  every  room  confulion , they  are  all  mad , 

Moll:  certain  all  Itark  mad  within  the  houfe, 

A punilhment  intliifted  for  my  lewdnefs. 

That  I might  have  the  more  fenfe  of  my  mifehief. 

And  run  the  more  mad  too,  my  Aunt  is  hang’d  fure, 

Sure  hang’d  her  felf , or  elfe'  the  fiend  has  fetch’d  her. 
I heard  a hundred  cryes,  the  Devil,  the  Devil, 

Than  roar'mg,  and  then  tumbling,  all  the  chambers 
Are  a meer  Babel,  or  another  Bedlam. 

What  fhould  I think?  I fhake  my  felf  too: 

Can  the  Devil  find  no  time,  but  when  we  are  merry^ 
Here’S  fomething  comes. 

Enter  Newlove. 

Kerr.  Oh  that  I had  fome  company , 
i I care  not  v;hat  they  were,  to  ealc  my  mifery. 

To  eomfort  nic. 

U'l!.  Whole  that  ? 

N iv.  Again  ? nay  then  receive — 

U'’il.  Hold,  hold  I am  no  fury. 

The  Merchants  wife. 

Netv.  Are  ye  a man  ? pray  heaven  you  be. 
lam. 

Kerr.  Alafs  1 have  met  Sir 
The  ftrangeft  things  to  night. 

JKH.  Why  do  you  ftare. 

Kerr.  Pray  comfort  me,  and  put  your  candle  out, 

For  if  I fee  the  fpirit  again  I dye  for’t. 

And  hold  me  fail:,  for  1 fhall  lhake  to  pieces  elfe. 

JP'il.  I’ll  warrant  you , I’ll  hold  ye , 

Hold  ye  as  tenderly:,  I have  put  the  light  out. 

Retire  into  my  Chamber,  there  I’ll  watch  wi’ye, 

I’ll  keep  you  from  all  frights. 

Nerv.  And  w'ill  ye  keep  me. 
jyn.  Keep  you  as  feciire  Lady. 

New.  Youmuflnot  wrong  me  then, the  devil  will  have  us. 
fp'il.  Kb,  no.  I’ll  love  you,  then  the  devil  will  fear  us. 
For  he  fears  all  that  love,  pray  come  in  quickly. 

For  this  is  the  malicious  houfe  he  walks  in, 

The  hour  he  blaftsfw'ect  faces,  lames  the  limbs  in. 
Depraves  the  fenfes,  now  within  this  half  hour 
He  will  have  power  to  turn  all  Citizens  wives 
j Into  ftrangc  Creatures,  Owles,  and  long-tail’d  Monkeys, 
i Jayes,  Pies,  and  Parrots,  quickly,  I fmell  his  brimftone. 
f Nerr.  It  comcsagen  lam  gone  fhift  for  your  felf  Sir.  £;<•//. 
i IVil.  Surcthis  whole  night  is  nothing butillufion, 

Here’s  nothing  comes,  all  they  are  marl,  damn’d  devil 
To  drive  her  back  again,  ’t  had  been  thy  policy 


To  have  let  us  alone,  we  might  Irave  done  fome  fine  thing 
To  have  made  thy  hel-hood  laugh , ’tis  a dainty  wench , 

If  I had  her  again,  not  all  your  fellow  goblins. 

Nor  all  their  clawes  fhould  fcratch  her  hence,l’ll  flay  ftill. 
May  be  her  fright  will  bring  her  back  again. 

Yet  I will  hope. 

Enter  Toby. 

ToB.  lean  find  no  bed,  nobody,nor  nochamber^ 

Sure  they  are  all  ith’Cellar,  and  I cannot  find  that  neither, 

I am  led  up  and  down  like  a tame  afs , my  light’s  out 
And  I grope  up  and  down  like  blind-man-buffe,. 

.^nd  break  my  face,  and  break  my  pate. 

JFil.  It  comes  again  fure 
I fee  the  fhadow.  I’ll  have  falter  hold  now. 

Sure  file  is  mad,  I long  to  lye  with  a mad- woman. 

She  muft  needs  have  rare  new  tricks. 

ToB.  I hear  one  whifper 

If  it  be  the  devil  now  to  allure  me  into  his  clutches, 

For  devils  have  a kind  of  tone  like  crickets, 

I hare  a glimpfe  of  her  guife , ’tis  Ihe  would  Real  me,  j 
But  I’ll  ftand  fure. 

7oB.  I have  but  a dram  of  wit  left , 

And  that’s  even  ready  to  run,  oh  for  my  bed  now. 

TFil.  She  nam’d  a bed , I like  that,  fhe  repents  fure. 
Where  is  flie  now? 

7oB.  Who’s  that  .■? 

Wil.  Are  you  there.  In,  In,  In  prefently. 

"ToB.  1 feel  his  talents  through  me , 

’Tis  an  old  haggard  devil , what  will  he  do  with  me  ? 
JFil.  Let  me  kifs  thee  firft,  quick,  quick. 

ToB.  A leacherous  Devil. 

Jni.  What  a hairy  whore  ’tis , fure  fhe  has  a muffler. 
7oB.  If  I fhould  have  a young  Satan  by  him,  for  I dare 
not  deny  him. 

In  what  cafe  were  I who  durft  deliver  me  ? 

Wil.  ’Tis  but  my  fancy,  fhe  is  the  fame,  in  quickly, 
gently  my  Sweet  girl. 

Sweet  devil  be  good  to  me.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Lurch,  and  Boy. 

Lur.  Where’s  my  love.  Boy. 

Boy.  She’s  coming  with  a Candle 
To  fee  our  happy  prize. 

Lur.  I am  cruel  weary. 

Boy.  I cannot  blame  ye , plate  is  very  heavy 
To  carry  without  light  or  help. 

Lur.  The  fear  too 

At  every  Ihimble  to  be  difeover’d  boy , 

At  every  cough  to  raife  a Conftable, 

Well,  we’ll  be  merry  now. 

Boy.  We  have  fome  reafbn  ^ 

Things  compafs’d  without  fear  or  eminent  danger, 

Are  too  luxurious  fir  to  live  upon. 

Money  and  wealth  got  thus  are  as  full  venture. 

And  carry  in  their  nature  as  much  merit 
As  his,  that  digs  ’em  out  ’oth’  mine,  they  lalt:  too 
Seafon’d  with  doubts  and  dangers  moft  delitioufly. 

Riches  that  fall  upon  us  are  too  ripe, 

And  dull  our  appetites. 

Lu.  Moft  learned  child. 

Enter  Mijirifs. 

Mi.  Y’are  welcome,  where  have  you  left  it. 

Lu.  In  the  next  room,  hard  by. 

Mi.  Is  it  plate  all. 

Lu.  All,  all,  and  Jewels,  I am  monltrous  weary^ 
Prethee  let’s  go  to  bed. 

Mi.  Pfethce  let’s  fee  it  firft. 

Lu.  To  morrow’^  anew  day  fweet. 

Mi.  Yes  to  melt  it,  , 

But; 
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But  let’s  agree  to  night , how  it  (ball  be  handled, 

I’ll  have  a new  gown. 

Lur . ’Shat  have  any  thing. 

Mi.  And  fuch  a riding  fuit  as  Miftrefs  Nervlove/t 
What  though  1 be  no  Gentlewoman  born , 

I hope  I may  atchieve  it  by  my  carriage. 

Lu.  Thou  fayft  right. 

Mi.  You  promis’d  me  ahorfetoo,  and  aiackquay. 

Lur.  Thou  fhalthave  horfes  li.v,  and  a poftilion. 

Mi.  That  will  be  (lately  fweet  heart. a pofti  lion. 

Lu.  Nay,  we’ll  be  in  fafhion,  he  (hall  ride  before  us 
In  winter,  with  as  much  dirt  would  dampen  musket  i 
The  infide  of  our  coach  fliall  be  of  fcarlet. 

Mi.  That  will  be  dear. 

Lu.  There  is  a dye  projeding 
Will  make  it  cheap,  wench,  come  thou  flialt  have  any  thing. 

Mi.  Where  is  this  cheft,  I long,  fiveet,  to  behold 
Gur  Indies. 

Boy.  Miftrefs  lets  melt  it  firfr,  and  then  ’tis  fit 
You  fhould  difpofe  it,  then ’tis  fafe  from  danger. 

Mi.  I’ll  be  a loving  Miftrefs  to  my  boy  too. 

Now  fetch  it  in  and  lets  rejoyce  upon’t. 

Boy.  Hold  your  light  Miftrefs,  we  may  fee  to  enter. 
Mi.  Ha  what’s  here  ? call  you  this  a cheft  ? 

Boy.  We  ha  mift  Sir. 

Ourhallc  and  want  of  light  made  us  millake. 

Mi.  A very  Coffin. 

Lu.  How!  a Coffin?  Boy,  ’tis very  like  one. 

Boy.  The  devil  ow’d  us  a lhame,  and  now  he  has  paid 
us. 

Mi.  Is  this  your  Treafure? 

Boy.  Bury  me  alive  in’t.  ' > 

Lu.  It  may  be  there  is  no  room. 

Mii  Nay,  I will  fearch  it : 

I’ll  fee  what  wealth’s  within, a womans  face. 

And  a fair  womans. 

Boy.  1 cannot  tell  fir , 

Belike  this  was  the  fadnefs  that  pofibfl  ’em  ^ 

The  plate  flood  next , I’m  fure. 

Lur.  I fhake,I  fhake  Boy,  what  a cold  fweat  ? — 

Boy.  This  may  work , what  will  become  on’s  Sir  ? 

Mi.  She  is  cold,  dead  cold : de’e  find’  your  confcience , 
De’e  bring  your  Gillians  hither — nay,  fhe’s  punifh’d, 

Yon  conceal’d  love’s  cas’d  up? 

Lur.  ’Tis  Maria,  the  very  fame,  the  Bride,  new  horror! 
Mi.  Thefe  are  fine  tricks,  you  hope  fhe’s  in  a found 
But  I’ll  take  order  fhe  fhall  ne’r  recover 
To  bore  my  Nofe,  come,  take  her  up  and  bury  her 
Quickly,  or  I’ll  cry  outi  take  her  up  inflantly. 

Lu.  Be  not  fo  hafly  fool,  that  may  undo  us  j 
We  may  be  in  for  murther  fo  •,  be  patient , 

Thou  feefl  fhe’s  dead , and  cannot  injure  thee. 

Mi.  I am  fure  fhe  fhall  not. 

Boy.  Be  not.  Sir,  dejefted , 

Too  much  a flrange  miftake ! this  had  not  been  elfe. 

It  makes  me  almofh  weep  to  think  upon’t. 

Lu.  What  an  unlucky  thief  am  I ? 

Mi.  I’ll  no  cbnfidering , either  beftir  your  felf,  or  — 
Lu.  Hold. 

Mi.  Let  it  not  flay,  to  Ihfiell  then,  I will  not 
Indure  the  (link  of  a Rival. 

Lu.  Would  ’twere  there  again. 

Boy.  We  mufb  bury  her. 

Lur.  But  wereo’th  fudden,  or  with  what  providence, 
That  no  eyes  watch  us. 

Mi.  Take  a Spade  and  foHow  me , 

The  next  fair  ground  we  meet , make  the  Church-yard  ^ 
As  I live.  I’ll  fee  her  lodg’d.  Exit. 

Lu.  It  mull  be  fo , 

J How  heavy  my  heart  is  ^ I ha  no  life  left, 
j Boy.  I am  pafl  thinking  too,  no  underflaiiding , 

That  I fhould  mifs  the  right  Cheft. 

Lu.  The  happy  Cheft. 

Boy.  That,  which  I faw  and  niarkt  too. 

' Lu.  Well  pallion  wo’not  help  us, 

Had  I twenty  falls  for  this  ? 

Boy.  ’Twas  my  fault  iir. 

And  twenty  thoufand  fears  for  this,  oth’dcvil  , 

Now  coulcl  I curfc , well,  we  have  her  now. 

And  muft  difpofe  her. 

Enter  Miflrefi.  . 

j 

Mi.  Hang  both  for  two  blind  buzzards,  here’s  a Spade 
Quickly  or  I’ll  call  the  neighbors. 

1 here’s  no  remedy, 

Would  the  poor  hungry  prilbners  had  this  paflie*  Exeunt. 

Enter  Jufiice,  and  a Servant  with  a light, 

Ser.  ’Twas  a flrange  mifchance  Sir. 

Ju  Mifchance,  fayft?  No  ’twas  happinefs  to  me. 
There’s  fo  much  charge  fav’d,  1 have  her  portion. 

I’ll  marry  twenty  more  on  fuch  conditions. 

Ser.  Did  it  not  trouble  you  Sir, 

To  fee  her  dead.^* 

Ju.  Not  much,  I thank  my  confcience*, 

I was  tormented  till  that  happen’d,  furies 
Were  in  my  brain  to  think  my  felf  a Cuckold 
At  that  time  of  the  night : 

When  I come  home , I charge  you  fhut  my  doors , 

Locks,  bolts, and  bars,  are  little  enough  to  fecure  me. 

Ser.  Why,  and  please  you? 

Ju.  Fool  to  ask  that  queftion  •, 

To  keep  out  women,  I expeT  her  Mother 
Will  vifit  me  with  her  clamors,  oh’ I hate 
Their  noife,  and  do  abhor  the  whole  fex  heartily; 

They  are  all  walking  Devils,  Harpyes : I will  ftudy 
A week  together  how  to  rail  fufficiently. 

Upon  ’em  all , and  that  I may  be  furnifh’d, 

Thou  fhalt  buy  all  the  railing  Books  and  Ballads, 

That  Malice  hath  invented  againft  v/omen, 

I will  read  nothing  dfe,  and  pradlife  ’em , 

Till  I grow  fat  with  curfes. 

Ser.  If  you’ll  go 

To  th’charge , let  me  alone  to  find  you  Books. 

Ju.  They  come  neer  us 
Ser.  Whats  that 

Ju.  Where?  hold  up  the  Torch  Knave. 

Ser.  Did  you  hear  nothing,  ’tis  a 

Jh.  Why  doftmake  a fland/' 

Ser.  Whats  that? 

Ju.  Where,  where,  doft  fee  any  thing? 

We  are  hard  by  the  Church-yard , and  1 was  never 
Valiant  at  midnight  in  fuch  irkfome  places ; 

They  fay  Ghofls  walk  fometimes,  hark,  de’e  hear  nothing  ? 

Enter  Lurchstj,  Boy,  and  MijheJ}, 

Mi.  No  farther,  dig  here,  and  lay  her  in  quickly. 

L«r.  What  light  istharBoy,  we  fhall  be  difeover’d; 
Set  the  Coffin  up  an  end,  and  get  behind  me. 

There’s  no  avoiding. 

Boy.  Oh ! # 

Ju.  Where’s  that  groan  ? I begin  to  be  afraid 
Ser.  What  fhall  we  do  Sir  ? 

Ju.  We  arealmoftat  home  now,  thou  mufl  gofonvard, 
Perhaps  ’twas  my  imagination. 

Lur.  ’Tis  he  ? 

Boy.  I know  him  too,  let  me  alone. 

Ser.  Oh  Sir,  aGhoft,  the  very  Gholl  of  Miftrefs  Bride, 

I have  no  power  to  run  away. 

Ju.  Corfed  Ghoft , blefs  me , preferve  me, 

I do  command  thee  what  fo  ere  thou  art , 

I do  conjure  thee  leave  me ; do  not  fright  me ; 

If  thou  beefl  a devil  vex  me  not  fo  fbon , 

If  thou  beefl. 

The  fpirit  of  ifiy  wife; 

Boy. 
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fhall  be  tormented. 

Thy  abus’d  wife,  that  cannot  peaceably 
Enjoy  her  death,  thou  liait  an  evil  confcience. 

Jh.  I know  it 

B.\\.  Among  thy  other  fins  which  black  tliy  foul. 

Call  to  thy  mind  thy  vow  made  to  another  , 

Whom  thou  haft  wrong’d , and  make  her  fatisfadion 
Now  1 am  dead,  thou  perjur’d  man : orelfe 
A thoufand  black  tormentors  fiiall  purlue  thee, 
llntill  thou  leap  into  eternal  flames  ^ 

Where  gold  which  thou  ador’ft  here  on  earth 
Melted,  the  fiends  ftiall  pow're  into  tliy  throat*, 

For  this  time  pals,  go  home  and  think  upon  me, 

Lttr.  Avvay. 

5ct.  There  are  more  f^^irits. 

Ju.  Thank  you  dear  wife. 

I’ll  beftow  twenty  nobles  of  a Tomb  for  thee, 

Thou  lhalt  not  walk  and  catch  cold  after  death. 

‘They  go  ift, 

Lh.  So,fo,  they’r  gone,  ’twas  my  ingenious  rafeal: 
But  how  doft  thou  know  he  made  vows  to  another  ? 

Boy.  I over-heard  the  woman  talk  to  night  on’t  j 
But  now  let’s  lofe  no  time  Sir,  pray  lets  bury 
This  Gentlewoman,  where’s  my  Miftrefs? 

Enter  Mijirefs^ 

Mi.  Here  I durft  not  tarry. 

L«.  We  ha fo cofen’d  the  old  forty i’th  hundred , 

And  the  devil  hinder  him  not,  he’ll  go  a pilgrimage  ^ 

But  come,  about  our  bufinels,  let  her  down  again. 

Mar.  Oh! 

She  groans,  ha. 

Mur.  Oh! 

I«r.  Again,  Ihe  ftirs. 

Mt.  Lets  fly,  or  elfe  we  Ihall  be  torn  in  pieces. 

Lur.  And  you  be  good  at  that,  bury  your  felf. 

Or  let  the  Se.xton  take  ye  for  his  fee, 

.Away  boy.  Exit. 

Mar.  I am  very  cold,  dead  cold  ^ 

Where  am  1 ? What’s  this  1 a Coffin  > W'here  have  I been  ? 
Mercy  defend  me : Ha  ? I do  remember 
I was  betray’d,  and  fw’ounded,  my  heart  akes, 

I am  wondrous  hungry  too , dead  bodies  eat  not  •, 

Sure  I was  meant  for  burial,  I am  frozen  ^ 

Death,  ’like  a cake  of  Ice  dwells  round  about  me  • 
Darknefs  fpreads  o’re  the  world  too,  W'here  ? what  path.? 
Beft  providence  dired  me.  Exit. 


JUus  Tertm. 

Enter  Lady.,  Wildbraine,  W’omcn,  Toby. 

La.  Thou  art  the  moft  unfortunate  fellow  j 
JTil.  Why  AiUnt  what  have  I done? 

La.  The  moft  malicious  varlet. 

Thy  wicked  head  never  at  reft,  but  hammering. 

And  haching  hellilh  things,  and  to  no  purpofe^ 

So  thou  mayft  have  thy  bale  will. 

in.  Why  do  you  rail  thus 
Cannot  a fcurv7  accident  fall  out. 

But  I rauft  be  at  one  end  on’t  ? 

La.  Thou  art  at  both  ends. 
fTi.  Cannot  young  fullcn  wenches  play  the  fools 
And  marry,  and  dye , but  I muft  be  the  agent  ? 

All  that  1 did  (and  if  that  be  an  injury. 

Let  the  world  judge  it)  was  but  to  perlwade  her. 

And  (as  I take  it)  1 was  bound  to  it  too , 

To  make  the  reverend  coxcombe  her  husband  Cuckold  : 


What  elfe  could  I advile  her?  was  there  harm  i’this .? 

You  are  of  years,  and  have  run  through  experience 
Would  you  be  content  if  you  were  young  again , ' 

To  have  a continual  cough  grow  to  your  pillow? 

A rottemiels,  that  vaults  are  perfumes  to  ^ 

Hang  in  your  roof,  and  like  a fog  infert  you.? 

Anointed  hammes,to  keep  his  hinges  turning. 

Reek  ever  in  your  nofe,  and  twenty  night  caps, 

W’ith  twenty  fcveral  fweats  ? 

lo.  Some  Jew,  fome  Juftice, 

A thoufand  heathen  fmels  to  fay  truth  Madam, 

And  would  you  mellow  my  young  pretty  Miftrili 
In  fuch  a mif-ken? 

La.  Sirra, 

Where’s  the  body  of  my  Girl  ? 
in.  I know  not, 

I am  no  Conjurer,  you  may  look  the  body , 

I was  like  to  be  ftol’n  away  my  fcif,  the  Spirit 

Had  like  to  ha  llirpris’dme  in  the  lhapeof  a woman, 

Ofa  young  woman,  and  you  know  thofe  are  dangerous. 

To.  So  had  I Madam , Amply  though  1 Hand  here, 

I had  been  ravilh’d  too : I had  twenty  Spirits, 

In  every  corner  of  the  houfe  a Fiend  met  me. 

La.  You  lye  like  Raskals, 

Was  Miftrils  Newlove  fuch  a fpiricSir  ? 

To  fright  your  worlhip;^ 

Well,  I difeharge  you  Sir,  y’are  now  at  liberty. 

Live  where  you  pleafe  , and  do  what  pranks  you  fancy. 
You  know  your  fubftance:  though  you  are  my  Nephew, 
I am  no  way  bound  Sir  to  proted  your  mifehiefi 
So  fare  you  well. 

IVi.  Farewell  good  Aunt,  I thank  you, 

Adiew  honeft  the  devil  if  he  have  power. 

Will  perfecute  your  old  bones,  for  this  Marriage, 
Farewell  Miftrefs  Win. 

To.  And  Ihall  we  part  with  dry  lips  ? 

Shall  we  that  have  been  fellow  devils  together 
Flinch  for  an  old  womans  fart  ? 

JVi.  ’Tis  a fine  time  anight  too,  but  we  muft  partN/cl;. 
T 0.  Shall  we  never  ring  again  ? ne’re  tofs  the  tenor  , 
And  roul  the  changes  into  a Cup  of  Clarret  ? 

You  fliali  not  want  what  ere  I lay  ray  hands  on, 

As  I am  fure  Automedon  the  Coachman , 

Shall  be  diftributed  ^ bear  up,  I lay,  hang  fbrrow , 

Give  me  that  bird  abroad  that  lives  at  pleafure, 

Sam  the  Butler’s  true,  the  Cook  a reverend  Trojan, 

The  Faulkner  Ihall  fell  his  Hawks,  and  fwearthey  were 
rotten , 

There  be  fome  wandring  fjpoons,  that  may  be  met  with. 
I’ll  pawn  a Coach  horfe,  peace,  utter  no  fentences. 
Theharfhnefs  fhall  be  us’d  in  our  wars  alfb  ^ 

Or  lliall  I drive  her  (tell  me  but  your  will  now , 

Say  but  the  word)  over  fome  rotten  bridg , 

Or  by  a Marl-pit  fide , fne  may  flip  in  daintily. 

Let  me  alone  for  my  felf. 

Wi.  No,  no,  farewell  Toby, 

Farewell  Nicholas , no  fuch  thing. 

There  be  waysi’the  world,  if  you  fee  me 
A day  or  two  hence,  may  be  wce’l  crack  a quart  yet, 
And  pull  a bell , commend  to  the  houfhold  ^ 

Nay,  cry  not  Toby,  ’twill  make  thy  head  giddy. 

To.  Sweet  Mailer  Wildbraine. 

Wi.  No  more  Tohy , go  the  times  may  alter 

But  where’s  the  coarfc  of  my  dead  cofen , 

(If  fhe  be  dead)  I hop’d  ’thad  but  diflcmbled 
That  fits  heavy  here:  Toby,  honeft  Toby, 

Lend  me  thy  Lanthorn,  I forgot  ’twas  dark, 

I had  need  look  to  my  ways  now. 

To.  Take  a lodging  with  me  to  night  in  the  Stable, 
And  ride  away  to  morrow  with  one  of  the  horfes. 

Next  your  heart,  pray  do. 

JTi.  .No,  good  night  good  neighbor  Toby,  I will  wander, 

I fcorn  to  fubmit  my  felf,  ere  I have  rambled. 

But  whither,  or  with  what , that’s  more  material  *, 

No 
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No  matter,  and  the  worllcomc,  it  is  but  dealing, 

And  my  Aunt  wo’not  fee  mchangM  for  her  own  credit. 
And  farewel  in  a Halter  cofts  me  notliing.  Exit 

Enter  Kartlove. 

Fran.  The  night,  and  all  the  evil  the  night  covers. 

The  Goblins,  Haggs,  and  the  black  I'pawn  of  darknels. 
Cannot  fright  me : no  death,  I dare  thy  cruelty. 

For  I am  weary  both  of  life  and  light  too  ^ 

Keep  my  wits  heaven,  they  fay  fpirits  appear 
To  melancholy  minds,  and  the  graves  open, 

I would  fain  fee  the  fair  Marians  lhadovv. 

But  fpeak  unto  her  fpirit  e’er  I dyed, 

But  ask  upon  my  knees  a mercy  from  her  •, 

I was  a villain,  but  her  wretched  kinfman, 

Thatfet  his  plot,  fliall  with  his  heart-blood  fatisfie 
Her  injur’d  life  and  honor,  what  light’s  this? 

Enter  Wildbrain  mth  a Lanthorn. 

IFiId.  It  is  but  melancholy  walking  thus  j 
The  Tavern  doors  are  baracado’d  too. 

Where  I might  drink  till  morn  in  expeftation*, 

1 cannot  meet  the  Watch  neither  ^ nothing  in 
The  likenefs  of  a Conftable,  whom  I might. 

In  my  difl:refs,abure,  and  lb  be  carried. 

For  want  of  other  lodging,  to  the  Counter. 

Fra.  ’Tis  his  voice.  Fate,  I thank  thee. 

WiTd:  Ha,  who’s  that,  and  thoube’ft  a man  fpeak? 

Franks  Hart  love.,  then  1 bear  my  deftinies. 

Thou  art  the  man  of  all  the  world  I wifh’d  for-, 

My  Aunt  has  turn’d  me  out  a doors,  Ihe  has. 

At  this  unchriffian  hour,  and  I do  walk, 

Methinks  like  Gnido  Faux  with  my  dark  l.anthorn. 

Stealing  to  fet  the  Town  a fire  i’  th’  Countrey 
1 Ihouldbetane  for  JFiUiam  o’ the  Wifpe, 

Or : Jiobin  Good-feUorp.,  and  how  doft  Franks  ? 

H2.  The  worleforyou. 

IFild.  Come,  tha’rt  a fool,  art  going  to  thy  lodging  ? 

I’ll  lie  w-ith  thee  to  night,  and  tell  thee  ftories. 

How  many  devils  we  ha  met  withal  ^ 

Our  houfe  is  haunted  whole  legions, 

I faw  fifty  for  my  lhare. 

Fr.  Didft  not  fright  ’em  ? 

' IFild.  How:,  fright  ’em  ? no,  they  frighted  me  fufficiently. 

Fr.  Thouhadft  wickednefs  enough  to  make  them  flare, 

, And  be  afraid  o’thee,  malicious  devil  ^ 

And  draw  thy  fword,  for  by  Maria’s  foul  • 

I will  not  let  thee  ftape  to  do  more  mifehief. 

IFild.  Thou  art  mad,  what  doft  mean? 

Fr.  To  kill  thee,  nothing  eUe  will  eafe  my  anger. 

The  injury  is  frelh,  I bleed  withal. 

Nor  can  that  word  exprefs  it,  theres  no  peace  in’t. 

Nor  mufl  it  be  forgiven,  but  in  death  ^ 

Therefore  call  up  thy  valour,  if  thou’ ft  any. 

And  fummon  up  thy  fpirits  to  defend  thee  ^ 

Thy  heart  muft  fuffer  for  thy  damn’d  pradlifes, 
Againftthy  noble  cofin,  and  my  innocence. 

JFild.  Hold,  hear  a word  did  I (Jo  any  thing 
But  for  your  g(X)d,  that  you  might  have  her. 

That  in  that  defperate  time  I might  redeem  her. 
Although  with  fliew  of  lols. 

Fr.  Out  ugly  villain. 

Fling  on  her  the  moft  hated  name  of  whore 
To  the  worlds  eye,  and  face  it  out  in  courtefie. 

Bring  him  to  fee’t,  and  make  me  drunk  to  attempt  it. 

Enter  Maria, 

Ma.  I hear  fome  voices  this  way. 

’ Fr.  No  more,  if  you  can  pray,  do  it  as  you  fight, 
i Ma.  What  new  frights  oppofeme?!  have  heard  that  toi^e 

fFtU.  ’Tis  my  fortune.  ‘ 

You  could  not  take  me  in  a better  time.  Sir, 

I ha  nothing  to  lol'c  but  the  love  1 lent  thee, 

My  litc  my  Ivvord  proteft. 

Ma.  I know  ’em  both,  but  to  prevent  their  ruinci, 

lull  not  difeover ftay  men  moft  defperate  y 

1 he  mifehief  you  arc  forward  to  commit 
ill  keep  me  from  my  grave,  and  tie  my  IpiriC 
fo  endlefs  troubles  ellc. 
fFild.  Ha,  ’tis  her  Ghoft. 

Fr.  Maria  ? 

Ma.  Hear  me  both,  each  wound  you  make 
Runs  through  my  foul,  and  is  a new  death  to  me. 

Each  threatening  danger  will  affright  my  reftj 

Look  on  me  Hartlove.,  and  my  kinfman  view  me  j ' 

Was  1 not  late  in  my  unhappy  marriage. 

Sufficient  miferable?  full  ot'all  misfortunes? 

But  you  muft  add,  with  your  moft  impious  angers, 

Unto  my  fleeping  dull  this  infolcnce  f 
''  ouldyou  teach  time  to  fpeak  etcrna’ly 
Of  my  difgraces;,  make  Records  to  Keep ’em, 

Keep  them  in  brafs  ? fight  then,  and  kill  my  honor  j 
Fight  deadly  both,  and  let  your  bloody  fwords, 

Through  my  reviv’d,  and  reeking  infamy 
'That  never  ffiall  be  purg’d  ) find  your  own  mines  : 

Hartlove.,  I lov’d  thee  once,  and  hop’d  again 
In  a more  blefledlove  to  meet  thy  fpirit, 
f thou  kill’ll  him,  thou  art  a murtherer, 

'^ndmurther  lhall  never  inherit  heaven: 

My  time  is  come,  my  concealed  grave  expefts  me, 

Farewel,  and  follow  not,  your  feet  are  bloody. 

And  will  pollute  my  peace  : I hope  they  arc  melted. 

This  is  my  way  fore  T^it. 

Fr.  Stay  bleffed  foul. 

JFi.  Would  foe  had  come  fooner,and  ha  lav’d  fome  blood. 

Fr.  Doft  bleed? 

IFild.  Yes  certainly,  I can  both  foe  and  feel  it. 

Fr.  Now  I well  hope  it  is  not  dangerous  ^ 

Give  me  thy  hand,  as  honor  guides  me, 
i’ll  know  thee  again. 

IFild.  I thank  thee  heartily-, 

I know  not  where  to  get  a Surgeon ; 

This  vifion  troubles  me,  fore  foe  is  living. 

And  I wasfoolifo  blind,  I could  not  find  itj 
I bleed  apace  ftill,  and  my  heart  grows  heavy. 

If  I go  far  I faint,  I’ll  knock  at  this  iioufe, 

They  may  be  chari^ble,  w'ould  ’twere  perfedl  day. 

Enter  Milirijs. 

M/}?.  ’Tis  not  he : What  would  yon,  Sir? 

IFild.  I would  crave  a little  reft  Lady, 

And  for  my  hurts  fome Surgerie,  lama  Gentleman 
That  fortune  of  a fight  — 

Miji.  A handfbme  Gentleman, 

Alas  he  bleeds,  a very  handlbme  Gentleman, 

IFild.  A fweet  young  wench,  beforew  my  heart  a fair  one, 
Fortune  has  made  me  Ibmc  recompence, 

Mijl.  Pray  come  in,  the  air  is  hurtful  for  you. 

Pray  let  me  lead  you,  , i’ll  have  a bed  for  you  prefontly. 

I’ll  be  your  Surgeon  too,  alas  fweet  Gentleman, 

IFild.  I feel  no  hurts,  the  morning  comes  too  fall  now. 

MiJl.  Softly,  I bcfcech  you.  Exit. 

/ 

Enter  Lady  and  Toby. 

Lob.  He  is  not  up  yet  Madam,  what  meant  you 
To  come  forth  fo  early  ? 

La.  You  blockhead  i 

Your  eyes  are  low’d  up  Ilill,  they  cannot  fee 
When  it  is  day : oh  my  poor  Maria  j 
Where  be  the  women.? 

Tob.  They  faid  they  would  follow  us. 

La.  He  foall  not  laugh  thus  at  my  mifory. 

And  kill  my  child,  and  ftcal  away  her  body, 

E e And 
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And  k.c;p  her  portion  too. 

T.  ob.  Let  him  be  lian^’d  tor’t^ 

Voa  have  my  voice. 

Lj.  Thele  women  not  come  yet.'? 

A Son-in-law,  I’ilkeep  a Conjurer, 

Btt  i’ll  find  out  his  knavery. 

T'b  Do,  and  I’ll  help  him. 

' And  if  he  were  here,  this  whip  fiionld  conjure  him, 

' Here's  a Cjpi.is^  and  it  catch  hold  on’s  breech, 
l’>.e  make  him  loon  believe  the  Devil  were  there. 

Lj.  Anoldlllurer. 

'Job.  He  married  the  money,  that’s  all  he  lookt  for  i 
For  your  daughter,  let  her  fink  or  fwim. 

L t,  I’ll  Ivvim  him  ^ 

This  is  his  houle,  I wonder  they  ftay  thus, 

That  we  might  rail  him  out  on’s  wits. 

Job.  They’ll  come, 

I Fear  not  TMadam,  and  bring  clappers  with  ’em. 

Or  Ibme  Jiaveloit  their  old  wont,  I have  heard. 

No  difparagement  to  your^adyfinp,  fomeo’  their  tongues 
Like  J oin-  j-Linceh}^  three  miles  ofii 
Lj.  Oh  fie. 

How  tedious  are  they  ? 

7 ob.  What  and  v,  e loft  no  time, 

' You  and  I Ihall  make  a Ihift  to  begin  with  him. 

And  tune  our  Inftruments  till  the  Conlbrt  come 
To  make  up  the  fullnoile.  I’ll  knock. 

Who’s  that  rapt  fo  Fauci ly  ? 

Jib.  ’ ris  I,  Toiy, come down,or  elle  we’ll  fetch  you  down, 
Alas,  this  is  but  the  Saints-bell,  here’s  a Gentlewoman 
Will  ring  you  another  peal,  come  down,  I fay. 

Jx.  Some  new  fortifications,  look  to  my  doors, 

Put  double  barrs,  I will  not  have  her  enter. 

Nor  any  of  her  Tribe,  they  come  to  terrifie  me: 

Keep  out  her  tongue  too,  if  you  can. 

Lj.  I hear  you. 

And  I will  fend  my  tongue  up  to  your  worfliip. 

The  cccho  of  it  lhall  flye  o’er  the  ftreet  •, 

My  Daughter  that  thou  killed!!;  withkindneft  (Jew  ) 

T hat  thou  betrayedft  to  death,  thou  double  Jew, 

And  after  fLol’ft  her  body. 

7ib.  Jew  ’s  too  good  for  him, 

Jit.  I defieyou  both:, 

Thy  daughter  plaid  the  villain  and  betraid  me. 

Bcrrai’d  inv  honor. 

Lj.  Honor,  Ralcal, 

And  let  that  bear  an  aeftion,  I’ll  try  it  With  thee, 

Honor  ? 

Tob.  Oh  Reprobate ! 

La.  Thoumufty  Juftice, 

Buy  an  honourable  halter  and  hang  thyfelf. 

Job.  A worfnipful  ropes  end  is  too  good  for  him. 
l a.  Get  honor  that  way,  thou  wot  die  a dog  elfe. 

Jcb.  Come  and  be  whipt  firft. 

La.  Where  is  her  Portion. 

Lntir  Nurfe  and  Women. 

VV  here  I’ll  keep  it  fafcly. 

Jitir.  Traitor,  ihouflialtnot  keep  it. 

Jh.  More  of  ^hekcnnclrput  more  boltsto  th’ doors  there, 
And  arm  your  fcl  ves,  hell  is  broke  loofe  upon  us. 

loh.  I am  glad  y’arecome,  we’ll  blow  the  houfe  down. 

l.j.  Oh  Kurfe,  Ihavefuchcaufe 

Villain,  viper, although  you  had  no  caule,we  are  bound 
To  help. 

Yes,  and  believe,  v/e  come  not  here  to  examine. 
And  if  you  plcaft  we’ll  fire  the  houle 
J'j.  Call  the  Con ftabic. 

J '.b.  A charitable  motion,  fire  is  comfortable. 

La.  No,no,  we’ll  ohiy  kthim  know  our  minds, 

\Ae  will  commit  no  outrage,  he’s  a Lawyer, 

Ju.  Give  me  my  Musket. 

La.  Where’s  my  daughters  body, 


That  I may  bury  it 
W 7.  Speak,  or  we’ll  bury  thee, 

Nur.  Alive,  we’ll  bufy  thee,  fpeak  old  Iniquity. 

‘lob.  Bury  him  alive  by  all  means  for  a teftimony. 

Jn.  Their  voices  make  my  houfe  reel,  oh  for  Officers, 

I am  in  a dream,  thy  daughters  fpirit 
Wa’ks  a nights,  and  troubles  all  the  neighbors : 

Go  hire  a Conjurer,  I’ll  fay  no  more. 

La.  The  Law  (hall  lay  more, 

W 7.  Nttr.  We  are  witnelles, 

And  if  thou  be’ft  not  bang’d 

I.Ttter  Lurcher  and  Boy. 

Lur.  Buy  a Book  of  good  manners, 

Alliort  Book  of  good  manners. 

^oy.  Buy  a ballad,  a ballad  of  the  maid  was  got  with  child 
Job.  That  might  ha  been  mycale  laftniaht, 
i’ll  ha’t,  what  e’er  itcoft  me. 

Boy.  A ballad  of  the  Witches  hang’d  at  Lndloir. 

'Lob.  I will  have  that  too  ^ 

There  was  an  Aunt  of  mine,  I think  araongft  ’em, 

I would  be  glad  to  hear  her  Teftament. 

Lur.  A new  Book  of  Women, 

Ju.  The  thunder’s  laid,  how  they  flare  at  him 
Lur.  A new  Book  of  Fools,  a ftrange  Book, 
Veryftrange  fools. 

Ju.  I’ll  owe  thee  a good  turn,  whate’er  thou  art. 

Lur.  A Book  of  Walking  Spirits. 

Ju.  That  I like  not. 

'Lob.  Nor  I,  they  walk’d  me  the  Fools  Morris. 

Lur.  A Book  of  Wicked  Women. 

Ju.  That’s  well  thought  on. 

, Vur.  Of  rude,  malicious  Women,  of  proud  Women, 

Of  fcolding  Women,  we  lhall  ne’er  get  in. 

Boy.  A ballad  of  wrong’d  Maids. 

La.  I’il  buy  that. 

Lur.  A little,  very  little  Book, 

Of  good  and  godly  Women,  a very  little  one. 

So  little  you  may  put  it  in  a Nutffiel. 

Job.  With  a firiall  print  that  no  body  can  read  it. 

Nur.  Peace  firrah,  or  I’ll  tear  your  Books. 

Ju.  Open  the  door  and  let  him  in,  I love  him. 

Lur.  A Book  of  evil  Magiftrates. 

La.  I marry  d’ye  hear  that  Juftice. 

Lur.  And  their  eviller  wives. 

That  wear  their  Places  in  their  Petticoats. 

Ju.  D’ye  hear  that  Lady. 

Boy.  A Book  new  printed  againft  Playing, 

Dancing,  Masking,  May-poJes  ^ a zealous  Brothers  Book, 
And  full  of  Fables. 

Lur.  Another  Book  of  Women,  of  mad  women, 
W'omen  that  were  born  in'  March.  Exit. 

La.  Are  you  got  in.? 

We  would  ha  pull’d  your  knaves  hide  elle  - this  fellow 
W’as  lent  to  abufe  us,  but  we  lhall  have  time 
To  talk  more  with  this  Juftice. 

Ju.  Farcwel  Madam,  as  you  like  this,  come  vifit  me  agen, 

You  and  your  treble  ftrings, no wfcold  your  hearts  out 

Wo.  Shall  he  carry  it  thus  away.? 

Nur.  Go  to  the  Judge,  and  what  you’ll  have  us  fwear-r. 

I thank  ye  heartily. 

I’ll  keep  that  for  the  laft,  I will  go  home. 

And  leave  him  to  his  Confcience  for  a while, 

If  it  llccp  long.  I’ll  wake  it  with  a vengeance.  Exit. 

Enter  Servants. 

1.  What  book  has  he  given  thee  .? 

2.  A dainty  book,  a book  of  the  great  Navy, 

Of  fifteen  hundred  ffiipsof  Cannon-proof, 

Built  upon  W hales  to  keep  their  keels  from  finking : 

And  Dragons  in  ’em,  that  fpit  fire  ten  mile  y 
And  Elephants  that  carry  goodly  Caftles. 

I.  Doft 
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I.  Dofl:  thou  believe  it? 

2.  Shall  wc  not  believe  Books  in  print? 

1.  I have  book  of  Hempfeed  too. 

Which  for  two  lines  1 hapned  on  by  chance, 

I reverence, 

•2.  I prethee  what  are  they  ? 

K They  are  fo  pat  upon  the  time,  as  if 
He  liudied  toanfwer  the  late  Hiflrioinaltix, 

Talking  of  change  and  transformations, 

That  wittily,  and  learnedly  he  bangs  him, 

So  many  a Puritans  ruff,  though  ftardiM  in  print. 

Be  turn’d  to  Paper,  and  a Play  writ  in’t 
And  confiite  Horace  with  a Water  Poet : 

A Play  in  the  Puritans  ruftV  I’ll  buy  his  Works  for ’t, 

\Vhat  haft  there  a Ballad  too  ? 

2.  This  is  a piece  of  Poetry  indeed  •, 

He Jiftgs  y JitJiice  cries  rvithin. 

What  noife  is  that  Z . 

1,  Some  cry  i th’  ftreets-,  prethee fing  on.  Sing  again. 

2.  Agen,  doft  not  hear  ? ’tis  i’th’  houfe  certainly 

1 . ’Tis  a ftrange  rioife  ?'  and  has  a tang  o’th’  Juftice. 

2.  Let’s  fee  JExif. 

Enter  the  Servants  bringing  in  their  Majier 
bound  and  g<^g£d. 

. 1,  Untie  his  feet,  pull  out  his  gagg,hewill  choak  elfe-, 
What  delperate  rogues  were  thefe. 

2,  Givehimfrelh  air. 

Jit.  I will  never  ftudy  books  more: 

I am  undone,  thelc  villains  have  undone  me. 

R,ifled  my  Desk,  they  have  undone  me  learnedly: 

A fire  take  all  their  Books,  I’ll  burn  my  Study : 

Where  were  you  raftals  when  the  villains  bound  me. 

You  could  not  hear.  ? 

1.  He  gave  us  Books,  Sir,  dainty  Books  to  bufieus*. 

And  we  were  reading,  in  that  which  was  the  Brew-houfe  •, 

A great  way  offi  we  were  fmging  Ballads  too  j 

And  could  not  hear 

Jie.  This  was  a precious  thief, 

Ambtletrickto  keep  my  fervants  fafe. 

2.  What  ha  you  loft  Sir  ? 

Jti.  Theyranfack’d  all  before  my  face,  andthreatned 
To  kill  me  if  I cough’d,  they  have  a chain. 

My  rings,  my  box  of  calling  gold,  my  purfe  too. 

They  robb’d  me  miferably  ^ but  that  which  moft  grieves  me, 
They  took  away  fome  Writings  ^ ’twas  a rogue 
That  knew  me,  and  fet  on  by  the  old  Lady, 

I will  indite  her  for’t. 

1 . Shall  we  purfue  ’em  ? 

Jit.  Run,  run,  curfed  raskals, 

I am  out  of  my  wits,  let  not  a creature  in, 

No  not  with  neceflaries. 

2.  Wefhall  be  ftarv’d. 

Jtt.  I’ll  buy  my  meat  at  window  as  they  pafs  by  j 
I wo’nt  trull  my  Scrivenor,  he  has  books  too  ^ 

And  bread  I’ll  ha  flung  up  y I charge  ye  all 
Burn  all  the  books  i’th’  houfe. 

1.  Your  little  Prayer  Book  ? 

ju.  I’ll  never  pray  agen.  I’ll  have  my  doors 
Made  up,  nothing  but  walls,  and  thick  ones  too  j 
No  found  fliall  tempt  me  agen,  remember  I 
Have  forfwore  books, 

2.  If  you  Ihould  be  call’d  to  take  your  oath? 

Ju.‘  I will  forfwear  all  oaths,  rather  than  fee 

A thing  but  in  the  likenels  of  a book : 

And  I were  condemn’d.  I’ll  rather  chufe  to  hang. 

Than  read  agen  •,  come  in,  andlearch  all  places. 

They  may  be  about  the  houle,  were  the  doors  lock’d? 

I.  But  the  keys  in ’em,  and  if  they  be  gone. 

They  could  not  want  wit  to  lock  us  in.  Sir, 

Ju.  Never  was  a man  fo  miierably  undone, 

I would  lofe  a limb,  to  fee  their  roguefhips  totter. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Lady  and  Nurfe. 

Lj.  Thy  brothers  daughter, faift,and  l)orn  in  JFales  ? 

Nitr.  1 have  long  time  defired  to  lee  her,  and  1 hope 
Your  Ladylhip  will  notbeofiended. 

La.  No,  no. 

Nur.  1 fbould  be  happy,  if  flie  might  be  fcrviceable 
To  you  Madam. 

La.  Befhrewme,  but  at  firft,  flietookme  much, 

Is  Ihe not  like  Maria}  fetting  afide 

Her  language  very  like  her,  and  I love  her 

The  better  for’t,  I prethee  call  her  hither. 

She  fpeaks  feat  Englilh. 

Nur.  Why  Gnennith^  Guennith.^  du  hummah  Guennitht 
She  is  courle  Madam,  after  her  countrey  guife. 

And  were  Ihe  in  fine  cloths 

La.  I’ll  hdve  her  handfome : 

Etiter  Maria. 

What  part  of  Wales  were  you  born  in  ? 

Ma.  In  Abehundts  Madam. 

Nur.  She  ipeaks  that  name  in  which  we  call  Sreck;; 

La.  What  can  you  do?  (jtock^ 

Ma.  Her  was  toe  many  rings  in  Wah yknovf  not  the  falhi- 
on 'm.  Londons}  her  was  milk  the  Cows,  make  feeze  and  but- 
ters, and  fpin  very  well  the  Welfli  freeze,  her  was  Cooke  to 
te  Mountain  Cots,  and  fingvery  line  prittifh  tunes, was  mage 
good  ales  and  breds,  and  her  know  to  dance  on  Sundays, 
marge  you  now  Madams. 

La.  A pretty  innocence,!  do  like  her  infinitely, 

And  if  I live — ■ 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Here  is  Mr.  Hartlnvey  Madam,  come  to  fee  you. 

La.  Alas  poor  Gentleman,  prethee  admit  him. 

Enter  Hartlove  and  Gent. 

Ha.  Madam,  lam  come  to  take  my  laft  leave. 

Lay  How  Sir? 

Ha.  Of  all  my  home  affedions,  and  my  friends, 

For  the  intereft  you  had  once  in  Marijy 
1 would  acquaint  you  when  I leave  the  kingdom. 

La.  Would  there  w'ereany  thing  in  my  poor  power 
That  might  divert  your  Will,  and  make  you  happy  ^ 

1 am  fure  1 have  wrong’d  her  too,  but  let  your  pardon 

Allure  me  you  are  charitable  •,  fhe’s  dead 

Which  makes  us  both  fad : What  do  you  look  on  ? 

The  likeft  face 

Ma.  Plefteus  awle,  why  does  that  fentilman  make  fuch 
unders  and  mazements  at  her,  I know  her  not. 

Ha.  Be  not  offended  maid.  (to  him. 

La.  How  the  wench  blulhes,  flie  reprefents  j-lofs 

Ma.  Will  the  fentilman  hurt  her  ? pray  you  be  her  de- 
fences, was  have  mad  phifnomies,  is  her  troubled  with  Lu- 
naticksin  her  prainpans,  blefsusawle.  ■ 

Ha.  Where  had  you  this  face  ? 

Ma.  Her  faces  be  our  none,  I warrant  her. 

Ha.  I wonothurt  you,  all  the  lineaments 
That  built  up:,  all  thofe  fpringing  beauties 

Dwell  on  this  thing,change  but  her  tongue  I know  her; 

Let  me  fee  your  hand. 

Ma.  Du  Guin.  was  never  thieves,  and  robberies  j here  is 
no  findge  in  her  hands  warrant  her. 

Ha.  Truftme,  the  felf- fame  w'hite, 

And  fbftnefs,  prethee  fpeak  our  Englilh  Dialed. 

Ma.  Ha  leggs  ? what  does  her  fpeage  hard  urds  fo  her, 
to  make  poor  Guennith  ridicles,was  no  mannerly  fentilman 
to  abufe  her. 

Ha.  By  the  love, 

Thateverlafting  love  I bear  Maria 

Ma.  Mariayher  name  was  Guenitby^nd  good  names,Was  poor 
elfe, Oman  maid, her  have  no  fine  kanags  to  madge  her  tricklie 
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ill  her  own  cimtxies  was  held  a fine  cnfeher  can  telsher,and 
hoiieft  enle  too,  marg  yon  dat  now,  her  can  keep  her  little 
legs  dole  enough,  warrant  her. 

L.t.  How  prettily  this  anger  fliews. 

j.  She  gabbles  innocently. 

Hj.  Madam  t'arewel,  and  all  good  fortune  dwell  vve’e, 
W'ith  me  my  own  affedions  j farewcl  I\laid, 

Fair  gentle  Maid. 

2.  She  lighs. 

Mj.  Du  cat  a whee, 

Hj.  I cannot  goe,tlterc’s  fbmewhat  calls  me  back. 

Poor  Frix^e, 

How  gladly  would  1 entertain  thy  love, 

And  meet  thv  worthy  flame,  but  fliame  forbids,  me : 

If  pleale  her  Ladyfhip  dwell  here  widi  Guenneth.,  and  learn  to 
fpinn  and  card  nil,  to  mage  flannells,  and  linfeyes  ulfeis,fall 
tawgco’durds  to  her  Ladylhipsurlhips  for  her. 

The  tears  Jlow  front  him. 
The  tears  of  trueaficftion,  woe  is  me. 

Oh  curfed  love  that  glories  in  maids  miferies. 

And  true  mens  broken  hearts.  ( forgive  her. 

La.  Alas  I pity  him,the  wench  is  rude,  and  knows  you  not, 

Mj.  \\  ype  your  nyes  yray  you,  though  was  porn  in  Walls 
’rcong  craggy  rocks,  and  mountains, yet  heart  is  foft  Jlook  you 
hur  can  weep  too,  when  hur  fee  men  mage  prinie  tears  and 
lamentations. 

H. i.  Idow  hard  flie  holds  me  .<• 

Jufl  as  Mjrij  did,  weeps  the  fame  drops. 

Now  as  1 have  a living  foul,  her  fight  too^ 

What  fnalll  think,  is  not  your  name  Maria., 

If  it  be  not,  delude  me  with  fo  much  charity 
To  fay  iris. 

Mj.  Upon  her  life,  you  was  mighty  deal  in  love  with  fbme 
podies,  your  pale  feekes  and  hollow  nyes,  and  pantings  upon 
her  pofom,  know  very  well,  becaufe  look  you,  her  tliink  her 
honeft  fentilman,  you  fall  call  her  Maria. 

Hi.  Good  Madam,  think  not  ill  I am  thus  fancy, 

Lj.  Ob  no  Sir,  be  you  not  angry  with  the  wench. 

Ha.  lam  moll  pleas’d. 

I.  Lets  interrupt  him,  he’ll  be  mad  outright  elfe. 

2 . Obferve  a little  more. 

Hj.  Would  I could  in  your  language  beg  a kils, 

Mj.  If  her  have  neceflitiesof  a kifs,  look  you,  dereisone 
in  Parities. 

Hj.  Letmefu^r  death. 

If  in  my  apprehenfiontwotwinn’d  cherries 
Bemoreakinn,  than  her  lips  to  Maria’s: 

And  if  thisharfli  illufion  would  but  leave  her. 

She  were  the  fame,  good  Madam,  fhall  I have 
Your  confent  now  ? 

La.  To  what? 

Hj.  To  give  this  Virgin  to  me. 

Lj.  She’s  not  mine,  this  is  her  kinfwoman, 

.And  has  more  power  todifpofe;  alas,  1 pity  him. 

Pray  gentleman  prevail  with  him  togoc^ 

More  that  I wilh  his  comfort  than  his  abfence. 

Ha.  You  have  been  always  kind  to  me,  will  you 
Deny  me  your  fair  Cofin? 

Nn.  ’Twere  fit  you  firfi:  obtain’d  her  own  confent. 

Hj.  She  is  no  friend  that  wilhes  my  departure, 

1 doe  not  trouble  you. 

1 . ’Tis  not  Mjria. 

Hj.  Her  lhadow  is  enough,  I’ll  dwell  with  that, 

Purlue  your  own  ways,  (hall  we  live  together? 

Ma.  If  her  will  come  to  morrow  and  tauge  to  her,  her 
will  tell  her  more  of  her  meanings,  and  then  if  her  be  me- 
lancholy, her  will  fing  her  a Welch  Song  too,  to  make  her 
merries,  but  Guenith  was  very  honeft  •,  her  was  never  love 
but  oncfentlcman,andhewas  bear  her  great  teal  of  good- 
ills  too,  was  marry  one  day  S.  Davy,  her  give  her  five  pair 
of  white  gloves,  if  her  will  dance  at  her  weddings. 

Ha.  All  I am  worth. 

And  all  my  hopes  this  ftrangc  voice  would  forfake  her. 

For  then  Ihc  fnud  be prethee  ftaya  little, 


Hark  in  thine  ear,  dillemble  not,  but  tell  me, 

And  fave  my  life  *,  I know  you  are  Maria : 

Speak  but  as  I doe,  ten  words  to  confirm  me  ^ 

You  have  an  Ettfilifh  Ibul,  do  not  dilguife  it 
From  me  with  thefe  ftrange  accents — She  pinch’d  hard 
Again,  and  figh’d. 

La.  What  ails  the  Wench?  Exit. 

Hur.  Why,G«e»//if^. 

Ha.  She’s  gone  too. 

2.  Come  leave  this  dream. 

Ha.  A dream  ? I think  lb  ^ 

But  ’twas  a plealing  one,  now  I’ll  obey. 

And  forget  all  thefe  wonders,  lead  the  way.  Exeunt. 


A3us  Qmrtus, 

Sc£na  Trim  a. 

Enter  Wildbrain  and  Toh^. 
\Wil.’^Ont^^roby^> 

X jL  ‘To.  Sweet  Mr.  — I ajngladi  ha  met 

JF/W.  Why,  did  my  Aunt  fend  for  me?  (w’ye 

Toh.  Your  Aunt’s  a mortal,  and  thinks  not  on  yon 
For  ought  I can  perceive. 

Wild.  Is  my  cofin  alive  agen? 

Tob.  Neither,  and  yet  we  do  not  hear 
That  fine’s  buried. 

Wild.  What  Ihould  make  thee  glad  then  ? 

Tob.  What  Ihould  make  me  glad?  have  I nc4  caule. 

To  fee  your  Princely  body  well,  and  walk  thus. 

Look  blithe  and  bonny,  and  your  Wardrobe  whole  ftill  ? 

Wild.  The  cafe  is  clear,  and  I ha  found  a Mine, 

A perfed  fince  my  Aunt.caftiier’d  rae^ 

What  think’ft  of  this  ? 

Tob.  Oh  delicate  bells. 

Wild.  Thou  putteftme  in  mind. 

We  are  to  ring  anon,  I mean  to  fend  for  thee  ^ 

Meet  me  at  the  old  Parilh  Church. 

Tob.  Say  no  more. 

Wild.  When  thy  Lady  is  a bed,  we  ha  ccMifpir’d 
A midnight  peal  for  joy. 

Tob.  If  \ fail,  hang  mei’th’  bell-ropes. 

Wild.  And  how  ? and  how  does  my  Aunt  ? 

Tob.  She’s  up  to  th’ ears  in  Lawj 
1 do  lb  whirl  her  to  the  Counfellors  chambers, 

And  back  again,  and  bounce  her  for  more  money. 

And  too  again,  I know  not  what  they  do  with  her ; 

But  file’s  the  merrieft  thing  among  thefe  Law-drivers  j 
And  in  their  Ihidles  half  a day  together^ 

If  they  do  get  her  with  Magna  Charta.,ihQ  livears. 

By  all  the  ability  of  her  old  body. 

She  will  fo  claw  the  Juftice,  Ihe  will  fell 

The  tiles  of  the  houfe  Ihe  vows,  and  Sack  out  o’th’  Cellar, 

(Thatflie  worfhips  to  Idolatry)  but  file’ll  hang  him. 

Wild.  I would  Ihe  could : buk  hark  thee  honelfc  Toby. 

If  a man  have  a Miftrifs,  may  we  not, 

Without  my  Aunts  leave,  borrow  now  and  then 
A Coach  to  tumble  in,  towards  the  Exchange, 

And  lb  forth/* 

A Miftrils  ? 

Wil.  She  may  be  thine  when  we  are  married. 

Tob.  Command,  I’ll  carry  you  both  in  pomp  ^ 

And  let  my  Lady  go  a foot  a Law-catching, 

And  exercile  her  corns : where  is  (he  Matter  John  ? 

Wild.  ’Shat  fee  her. 

‘Tob.  Shall  we  ring  for  her  ? 

Wild,  And  drink  her  health  ? 

Tob.  Drink  ftifly  for  five  hours. 

Wild.  We’ll  drink  fifteen. 

Tob^ 
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7ob.  To  night  ? wc  will  ha  twenty  Torches  then, 

And  through  the  ftreets  drive  on  triumphantly  •, 
Triumphantly  we’ll  drive,  by  my  Ladies  door. 

As  lama  Chriftian,  Coachman,  I will  rattle  you 
And  Urine  in  her  porch,  and  Ihc  Hiall  fear  me : 
f you  fay  more,  I lhall  run  mad  outright, 
will  drink  Sack,  and  furfeit  inftantly, 
know  not  where  I am  now. 

'Enter  Lurcher. 

in.  Hold  for  thy  buttons  fake,  the  knave’s  tranfported. 
L«r.  IVildbrain  } ( thee  now  ? 

IFtld.  Honeft  Tow,  how  thrives  the  fellonious  world  with 
Lur.  You  lookaud  talk  as  you  were  much  exalted. 
mid.  Th’arti’th’ right  Tow.  I’ll  tell  thee  firft, 
ha  IhookofF  my  Aunt,  and  yet  I live  ftill. 

And  drink,  and  ling  j herhoufe  had  like  to  ha  Ipoil’d  me  j 
keep  no  hours  now  ^ 

^or  need  any  falfe  key 

To  the  old  womans  Cabinets,  I ha  money 

Upon  my  word,  and  pawn  no  oaths  to  th’  Butler. 

'Jo  matrimonial  proteftations 

'or  Sack-polfets  to  the  Chambermaid, 

praife  my  Fate,  there  be  more  ways  to  th’  wood  'Tom. 

Lur.  Prethee  releafe  my  wonder. 

Wild.  I’ll  increafe  it,  wipe  thine  eyes, 

Here  is  a chain  worth  money,  and  fome  man  had  it, 

A foolilt  Diamond,  and  other  trifles 

Lur.  The  very  fame.  Oh  Gipfey ! Infidel ! 

All  that  1 fweat,  and  ventur’d  my  neck  for, 

He  has  got  already  ^ who  would  truft  a ftrui^et : 

Wild.  This.^  This  is  nothing  to  what  I poflefs 
At  home. 

Lur.  What  home? 

Wild.  A houfe  that  lhall  be  namelels ; 

The  Miftrifs  of  it  mine  too,  fuch  a piece 
For  flelh  and  blood,  added  to  that  lb  loving— 

Lur.  Is  fne  married  ? 

Wild.  I know  not,  nor  I care  not  ^ 

But  fuch  a prize,  lb  mounting,  fo  delicious, 

Thou  wilt  run  mad.  I’ll  tell  thee  more  hereafter, 

Lur.  Nay,  prethee  a word  more. 

Wild.  I took  no  pains  to  find  out  all  this  Paradife, 

My  deftiny  threw  me  upon’t  i’thdark,  1 found  it 
Wanting  a Lodging  too. 

Lur.  No  old  acquaintance? 

Wild.  Never,  never  faw  her^ 

But  thefe  things  happen  not  in  every  age: 

I cannot  ftay,  if  thou  wilt  meet  anon 

At  my  own  randevovv,  thouknowelb  the  Tavern, 

We’ll  fup  together,  after  that  a company 
Of  merry  lads  have  made  a match  to  ring. 

Lur.  You  keep  your  exercife,  i’th’  old  Church? 

Wild.  No  other. 

There  is  no  Mufick  to  the  Bells,  we  vvo’d 
Have  Bonfires  if  we  durll,  and  thou  wo’dcomc 
It  (hall  coft  thee  nothing  Tow,  hang  pilfering, 

And  keep  me  company,  in  time  I may 
Shew  thee  my  wench  too. 

Lur.  1 cannot  promife  ^ but  you  will  be  there  ? 

Wild.  We’ll  tofs  the  Bells,  and  make  the  Steeple 
Roar  boy,  but  come  to  lupper  then. 

L«r,  My  hand,  and  expert  me  : 

Yes,  I will  come  or  fend,  andtolbme  purpoft  j 
Art  come  boy 

Enter  Boy  mtbGonn-,  Beard.,  andCon^ables flaf. 

Excellent,  Knave,  how didft thou  purchafe  thefe? 

Boy.  The  ftafFiftole  laft  night  from  a fleepingCon- 
The  reft  I borrowed  by  my  acquaintance  with  (ftable  ^ 
The  Players  boyes-,  you  were  belt  to  lofe  no  time.  Sir. 

Lur.  So,  lb,  help  boy, ’tis  very  well,  do  I not  look 


Like  one  that  breaks  the  Kings  peace  with  authority? 
Youlmow  your  charge,  prepare  things  handlomcly. 

My  diligent  boy,  and  leave  me  to  my  office,  , 

Boy.  There  wants  nothing  already  j but  I fly  Sir.  Exit. 

Lur.  Now  Fortune  prove  no  flut,  and  I’ll  adore  thee. 
Within.  Ser.  Whofe there?  Kntxkj. 

Lur.  A friend  wo’d  fpcak  with  Mafter  Juftice, 

Ser.  Who  are  you? 

Lur.  I am  the  Conftable. 

Ser.  My  Mailer  is  not  at  leafure  tohearbufinefil. 

Lur.  How?  Not  at  leafure  to  do  the  King  fervicc) 

Taxe  heed  what  you  fay,  Sir  ^ 1 know  his  worfhip,  ’ 
if  he  know  my  bufinefs,  would  no  excufe. 

Sfr.  Youmuft  goto  another  Juftice,  I’ll  afltire 
My  Mafter  is  not  well  inhealth. 

Lur.  I know  not. 

But  if  yourworlhipful  be  not  at  leafure 
To  do  himfelf  a benefit,  1 am  gone  Sir, 

An  infinite  benefit,  and  the  State  lhall  thank  him  for’tj  . 
Thank  him,  and  think  on  him  too  ^ I am  an  Officer. 

And  know  my  place,  but  I do  love  the  Juftice  j 
I honor  any  authority  above  me : 

Befide,  he  is  my  neighbor,  and  I worfhip  him. 

Ser.  You  have  no  Books,  nor  Ballads,  Mr  Conftable, 
About  you  ? 

Lur.  What  fhould  I doe  with  Books  ? does  it  become 
A man  of  my  place  to  underftand  fuch  matters  ? 

Pray  call  your  Mafter,  if  he  pleafe  to  follow  me, 

1 fhall  difeoverto  him  fuch  a plot. 

Shall  gethimeverlafting  fame.  I’ll  be  hang’d  for’t. 

And  he  be  not  knighted  inftajitly,  and  for  reward 
Have  fbmeof  the  malefartors  Lands,  I’ll  bring  him  too  ^ 

But  I cannot  delay  time.  Within, 

Ju.  Who’s  that? 

Ser.  A Conftable  Sir,  would  Ipeak  about  fbme  bufinefs. 
He  fays  will  bring  you  Fame,  and  mighty  profit. 

Lur.  Pleafe  your  worfhip  come  down, I’ll  make  you  happy^ 
The  notabl’ft  piece  ofvillanv  I have  in  hand  Sir, 

And  you  fhall  find  it  outs  I ha  made  choice 
To  bring  your  worlhip  to  the  firft  knowledge,  and 
Thank  me,  as  you  find  the  good  on’t  afterwards. 

Ju.  What  is  it  ? Treafon  ? 

Lur.  ’Tis  1 ittle  better,  I can  tell  you  I have  lodg’d 
A crew  of  the  moft  rank  and  defperate  villains ; 

They  talk  of  robberies  and  waies  they  did ’em  s 
And  how  they  left  men  bound  iu  their  ftudies. 

Ju.  With  Books  and  Ballads  ? 

Lur.  That  Sir,  that,  and  murders. 

And  thoufand  knaveries  more,  they’re  very  rich  Sir, 

In  Money,  Jewels,  Chains,  and  a hundred  more 
Devices. 

Ju.  Happy,  happy  Conftable,  I meet  ye 
At  the  back  door,  get  ready  knaves. 

Lur.  Not  a man  I befeech  you, 

I have  privately  appointed  ftrength  about  me, 

They  cannot  Hart,  your  men  would  breed  fufpition^ 

All  my  defire  is,  you  would  come  alone  ^ 

That  you  might  have  the  hope  of  the  enterprife. 

That  you  might  hear  ’em  firft,  and  then  proceed.  Sir, 

Ju.  Icome,  Icome. 

Lur.  ’Tis  very  well.  Exit. 

Ju.  Keep  all  my  doors  fall,  ’tis  fbmething  late. 

Lur.  So,fo,  and  pleafe  your  worfhip  I dirert  you. 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  My  Mafter  ftaies,  1 doubt  his  lime-twigs  catch  not, 
If  they  doe,  all’s  provided  •,  but  I all 
This  while  forget  my  own  ftate,  fair  Maria 
Is  certainly  alive,  1 met  her  in 
Another  habit,  with  her  Nurfe,  'twasfhe; 

There  is  fbme  trick  in’t,  but  wherifrhis  is  over. 

I’ll  find  it  out,  this  projert  for  the  Ufurer 
May  have  good  effert  ^ however,  ’twill  be  fport 
To  mortifie  him  a little  ^ 

Enter 
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Enter  Uircher. 
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Exit. 


rie’s  come  without  him  : 
riavc  yon  fairtl,  Sir.^ 

Ltxr.  Prol'pcr’d?  my  little Ingincer-,  away. 

He  is  i’th’ next  room,  be  not  yon  leeii,  firrah. 

Bov.  The  pitfall’s  ready,  never  Juftice 
W’as" catcht  in  inch  a nooze : e’er  he  get  out, 

He  (hall  run  through  a Icoiiring  purgatory. 

Shall  purge  him  to  the  quick,  ’tis  night  already. 

Enter  Algripe  and  Lurcher. 


Lur.  Comefoftly,  yet  Sir,  foftly,  are  you  not  weary? 

Ju.  Th’afl:  brought  me  into  a melancholy  place, 

I fee  no  creature. 

Lur.  This  is.  Sir,  their  Den 
Where  they  fuppofe  thcmfelves  fecure,  I am  faint. 

With  making  hafte^  but  I mull:  be  thus  troubled. 

And  therefore  never  go  without  a Cordial  ^ J S eems  to 

Without  this  I Ihould  dye  ^ \ drink- 

How  it  refrefhes  me 

Already  ? will’t  pleafe  your  worfnip  ? I might  have  had 
The  manners  to  ha’  let  you  drink  before  mej 
Now  am  I lu fly. 

7«.  ’Tvvas  agoodtalte. 

Lur.  Tafte  ? how  d’ye  find  the  virtue,nay  Sir,fpare  it  not : 
My  wife  has  the  Receipt,  does  it  not  ftir 
Your  Worlhips  body  when  you  come  to  examine, 

’Twill  make  you  fpeak  like  thunder. 

Jit.  Hoy  he. 

Lur.  It  works  already.  . , , u 

Ju.  Is  there  never  a chair,  I was  wearier  than  I thougnt, 
But  who  fhall  we  have  to  take  ’em.  Mr.  Conftable  ? 

Lut.  Let  me  alone,  when  I but  give  the  watch-word 
We  will  have  men  enough  to  furprize  an  Army. 

Ju.  1 begin  to  be  fleepy  \ what,  haft  a chair  ? 

Enter  another  rvithachair. 


Lur.  They  do  not  dream  of  us,  ’tis  early  rifing  y 
Care,  care,  and  early  rifing.  Common- wealths  men 
Are  ever  lubje(R  to  the  nods  y fit  down.  Sir, 

Afhort  nap  is  not  much  amifsy  fb,  fo,he’s  fall;  y 
Fait  as  a fifh  i’th’  net,  he  has  winking  powder 
Shall  work  upon  him  to  our  wHh,  remove  him. 

Nay,  we  may  cut  him  into  collops  now 

And  hene’rfcely  have  you  prepar’d  the  vault,  firrah 

Boy.  Yes,  yes.  Sir,  every  thingin’splace. 

Lur.  When  you  have  plac’d  him,  you  and  I boy 
Mufl:  about  another  projed  hard  by,  his  potion 
Will  bind  him  fure  enough  till  we  return, 

Thisvillany  weighs  mainly,  But  we’ll  purge  ye.  Exit. 

•'  Bells  ring. 

Enter  Sexton. 

Sex.  Now  for  mine  ears,  mine  cars  be  conftant  to  me , 
They  ring  a wager,  and  I muft  dcaljuftly,  ha  boys. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  Boy. 

Lur.  Dofl;  hear ’em,  hark,thcfc  be  the  Ringers  ? 

Boy.  Arc  you  fure  the  fame  > 

Lur.  Or  my  diredions  fail  y 
Thecoaftis  clear: 

How  the  bells  go?  how  daintily  thcytumble? 

And  methinks  they  feem  to  fay.  Fine  fools  1 11  fit  you. 

Sex.  Excellent  agen,  good  boys — oh  that  was  nought. 

L«r.  Who’s  that?  ‘ v,  i 

Bov.  Be  you  conceal’d  by  any  means  yet,  hark. 

They  hop,  I hope  they’ll  to’t  agen,  clofc  Sir. 


Enter  Wildbrain,  Toby,  Kingers^ 

Wild.  A palpable  knock. 

King.  ’Twasnone. 

7o.  Be  judg’d  by  the  Sexton  then. 

If  I have  ears. 

Sex.  A knock,  a knock,  a grofs  one. 

7o.  Carman,your  gallon  of  wine,you  ring  molt  impioufly, 
Art  thou  o’th’  worfhipfiil  company  of  the  Knights  o’thWell, 
And  handle  a bell  with  no  more  dexterity  ? 

Y ou  think  you  are  in  Jhames-ftreet 
Juftling  the  Carts:  oh  a clean  hand’s  a Jewel. 

Boy.  Good  fpeed  to  your  good  exercife. 

7o.  Y’  are  welcome 
Boy.  I come,  srr,lxom  a Gentleman,and  neighbor  hard  by, 
One  that  loves  your  Mufickwell. 

7o./He  may  have  more  on’t. 

Handle  a bell,  as  you  were  haling  timber  ? 

Grofs,  grofs,  and  bafe,  abfurd. 

' I’ll  mend  it  next  peal. 

Boy.  To  intreat  a knowledge  of  you,  whether  it  be 
By  the  Ear  you  ring  thus  cunningly,  or  by  the  Eye  ^ 

For  to  be  plain,  he  has  laid  ten  pounds  upon’t. 

Wild.  But  which  way  has  he  laid.'? 

Boy.  That  your  Ear  guides  you. 

And  not  your  Eye. 

7o.  Has  won,  has  won,  the  Ear’s  our  only  inftrument : 

Boy.  But  how  lhallwe  be  fure  on’t. 

7o.  Put  all  the  lights  out,  to  what  end  lerve  our  eyes  then.? 
Wild.  A plain  Cafe, 

Boy.  You  fay  true, ’tis  a fine  cunning  thing  to  ring  by  th’ 
And  can  you  ring  i’  th’  dark  fb  ? (Ear  fure ; 

Wild.  All  night  long, boy. 

Boy.  ’Tis  wonderful,  let  this  be  certain  Gentlemen, 

And  half  his  wager  he  allows  among  ye  j 
Is’t  pofTible  you  fhould  ring  lb  j? 

7 0.  Poffible,thou  art  a child,I’ll  ring  when  I am  dead  drunk 
Out  with  the  lights,  no  twinkling  of  a candle, 

1 know  my  rope  too,  as  I know  my  nofe  , 

A nd  can  bang  it  foundly  i’th’  dark,  I warrant  you.. 
fr7.Come,let’s  confirm  him  ftraight,and  win  the  wager.  Ex. 
Boy.  Let  me  hear  to  flrengthen  me  ^ 

And  when  y’averung.  I’ll  bring  the  money  to  you. 

Lur.  So,  fo,  follow  ’em  ^ 

They  fliall  have  a cool  reward,  one  hath  gold  of  mine. 
Good  ftore  in’s  pocket.  King. 

But  this  will  be  reveng’d  in  a fhort  warning. 

They  are  at  it  luftily  j hey,  how  wantonly 
They  ring  away  their  cloaths,  how  it  delights  me  •, 

Boy.  Here,  here.  Sir, 


Enter  Boy  n>itb  cloaths. 

Lur.  Haft  Wildbrain"* s .? 

Boy.  His  whole  cafe,  Sir^  I felt  itout,  and  by  the  guards 
This  fhould  be  the  Coachmans,  another  liiit  too. 

Lur.  Away  boy,  quickly  now  to  the  Ufurer, 

Flishour  to  wake  approaches. 

Boy.  That  once  finilhed. 

You’ll  give  me  leave  to  play.  Sir:  here  they  come.  Ex. 

Enter  Wildbrain,  Toby,  and  Kingers. 

Wild.  I am  monftrous  weary. 

7o.  Fie,  how  I fweat  ? Reach  me  my  cloak  to  cover  me, 

I run  tooyl  like  a Porpile^  ’twas  a brave  peal. 

Sex.  Let  me  light  the  candle  firft,then  I’ll  wait  on  you. 
Wild.  A very  brave  peal. 

7o.  Carman,  youcameinclofenow. 

Wild.  Sure  ’tis  paft  midnight. 

King.  No  ftirring  in  the  ftreets  I hear.  (nole^ 

1 To.  Walk  further,  was  that  a pillar?  ’tis  harder  than  my 
Where’s  the  boy  promis’d  us  five  pounds  ? 

‘ mid 


The  little  Thief. 


229 


Jl'ild.  Room,  I fwcat  lUII  \ come,  come,  my  cloak, 

1 lhall  take  cold.  * 

Enter  Sexton. 

Sex.  Where  lies  it? 

Here,  here,  and  all  ourcloaths. 

Sex.  Where,  where.*’ 

Kin^.  I’th’ corner. 

To.  ^Is  thy  candle  blind  too,  give  me  the  bottle, 
lean  drink  like  a Filli  now,  like  an  Elephant. 

Sex.  Here  are  the  corners,  but  here  are  no  cloaths  •, 

Yes,  here  is  a cuff. 

Wild.  A cuff?  give  me  the  candle, 

Cuffeswonot  cover  me — Ifmell  the  knavery. 

T ob.  Is’t  come  to  a cuff?  my  whole  fiiit  turned  to  a button? 
Wild.  N ow  am  I as  cold  again  as  though  ’twcrc  Chriftmasj 
Cold  with  my  fear,  I’U  never  ring  by  the  ear  more. 

To.  My  new  cloaths  vani fil’d? 

Wild.  All  my  cloaths 
King.  Here’s  none. 

Tob.  Not  one  of  my  dragons  wings  left  to  adorn  me. 
Have  I muted  all  my  feathers 

Wild.  Cheate^I  by  the  car-,  a plot  to  put  out  the  candle^ 

1 could  be  mad  -,  my  chain,  my  rings,  the  gold,  the  gold. 

Tab.  The  cold,  the  cold  I cry,  and  I cry  truly. 

Notone  fleeve,  nor  a cape  of  a cloak  to  warim  me. 

Wild.  What  miferable  fools  were  Vvre  ? 

Tob.  We  had  e’en  befl',  gentlemen. 

Every  man  chufehis  rope  again,  andfaflenit. 

And  take  afl'ort  J.urn  to  a better  fortune. 

To  be  bawds  to  our  mileries,  and  put  our  own  lights  out  ? 

Wild.  Prethee  Sexton  lets  have  a fire  at  thy  houfe. 

A good  fire,  we’ll  pay  thee  fome  way  for’t,  I am  {tone  cold. 
Sex.  Alas  I pity  you,  come  quickly  Gentlemen. 

Wild.  Sure  I ha  been  in  a dream,  I had  no  Miftrifs, 

Nor  gold,  nor  cloaths,  but  am  a ringing  rafcal. 

Tob.  Fellows  in  afflidion,  let’s  take  hands  all, 

Now  are  we  fit  for  tumblers. 

Enter  Lurcher  and  bringing  in  Algripe. 

Lttr.  So,  fo,  prefently  his  fleep  will  leavehim. 

And  wonder  feizeupon  him. 

Bid ’em  within  be  ready. 

Ju.  What  found’s  this  ? 

What  horrid  dinne.?  what difmal  place  is  this? 

I never  faw  before,  and  now  behold  it  ^ 

But  by  the  half  light  of  a Lamp,  that  burns  here : 

My  fpirits  fhake,  tremble  through  my  body 
Help,  help. 

Enter  tvpo  Furies.,  rvith  blackjTapers, 

Mercy  proted  me,  my  foul  quakes. 

What  dreadful  apparitions ! how  1 Ihudder ! 

1.2.  Fk.  Algripe. 

Ju.  What  are  you  ? 

I.  We  are  hellhounds,  hellhounds,  that  have  commifFion 
From  the  Prince  of  darknefs. 

To  fetch  thy  black  foul  to  him. 

Jh.  Ami  not  alive  ft  ill  ? 

1.  Thou  art,  but  we  have  brought  thee  ipftruments  x 
Will  quickly  rid  thy  miferable  life,  Stabb, 

2.  Poyfon. 

1.  Hang  thy  felf,  this  choice  is  offer’d, 

2.  Thou  canft  not  hope  for  heavens  thy  bale  foul  is  r ’ 

Loft  to  all  hope  of  mercy.  ; 

2.  Quickly,  quickly, 

The  torments  cool.  > 

I . And  all  thy  friends  exped  thee. 

Come  with  us  to  that  pit  of  endlefs  horror, 

Or  we  will  force  thee.  ' 

. Jh.  Oh,  oh,  oh.  . . ■ 


1.  Groans  arc  too  late,  Iboncr  tlicravifhcr, 

W hole  foul  is  hurl’d  into  eternal  frolf. 

Stung  with  the  forccof  twenty  thouland  winters, 
d'o  punilh  thediftempers  of  his  blood. 

Shall  hope  to  get  from  thence,  than  thou  avoid 
The  certainty  of  meeting  hell  w here  he  is. 

Shall  murderers  be  there  for  ever  dying. 

Their  fouls  fliot  through  with  Adders,  torn  on  Engines, 
Dying  as  many  deaths  for  killing  one, 

Could  any  imagination  number  them, 

As  there  be  moments  in  eternity : 

And  fhallthat  Juftice  fparcthcc,  that  haft  (lain. 

Murdered  by  thy  extortion  fo  many  .e 
Ju.  Oh,  oh. 

2.  Do  execution  quickly,  or  ve’ll  carry  thee  alive  to  hell 
Ju.  Gently,  gentle  devils,  do  not  force  me 

To  kill  my  felf,  nor  do  not  you  do’t  for  me  ^ 

Oh  let  me  live.  I’ll  make  amends  for  all. 

1.  Tell  LIS  of  thy  repentance?  perjur’d  villain. 

Pinch  off'  his  flefh,  he  muft  be  whipt,  lalted  and  whipt. 

Ju.  Ohmifery  of  miferics! 

Recorders  1 .2  .Tear  his  accurfcdlymbs,  to  hell  with  him, ha ! 
A mifehief  on  that  innocent  face,  away.  Creeps  in. 

Enter  Toy  like  an  Angel. 

Boy.  Malicious  furies  hence,  choak  not  the  feeds 
Of  holy  penitence. 

Ju.  This  muft  be  an  Angel,  ( 

How  at  his  prefence  the  fiends  crawl  away  ? ' 

Here  is  fbme  light  of  mercy.  ' x 
Boy.  Be  thou  wife. 

And  entertain  it,  wretched,  wretched  man 
What  poor  defence  hath  ail  thy  v/ealth  been  to  thee? 
WTat  fays  thy  confcience  now  ? 

Ju.  Be  my  good  Angel,  here  I promifethee. 

To  become  honeft,  and  renounce  all  villany 
Enjoyn  me  any  pcnnance.  I’ll  build  Churches  i 
A whole  City  of  Hofpitals.  * 

Boy.  Take  heed, 

There  is  no  dallying,  nor  are  thefe  impos’d. 

Ju.  Name  any  thing  within  my  power,  fweet  Angela 
And  if  I do  not  faithfully  perform  it. 

Then  whip  me  every  day,  burn  me  each  minute. 

Whole  years  together  let  me  freeze  to  Hides. 

Boy.  I’th’ number  of  thy  foul  oppreftions  ^ 

Thou  haft  undone  a faithful  Gentleman, 

By  taking  forfeit  of  his  Land. 

Ju.  Young  L«rc/2^r, 

I do  confefs. 

Boy.  He  lives  moft  miferable. 

And  in  defpairmay  hang  or  drown  himfelf; 

Prevent  his  ruine,  or  his  blood  will  be 
More  fin  in  thy  account ; haft  thou  forgotten 
He  had  afifter? 

Ju.  I do  well  remember  it. 

Boy.  Couldft  thou  for  Mammon  break  thy  folemnvow. 
Made  once  to  that  unhappy  maid,  that  weeps 
A thoufandtearsa  day  for  thyunkindnefs. 

Was  not  thy  faith  contraded,  and  thy  heart  ? 

And  couldft  thou  marry  another  ? 

Ju.  But  fhe  is  dead. 

And  I will  make  true  fatisfadion. 

Boy  What  do  I inftance  thefe  that  haft  been  falfe 
To  all  the  world. 

Ju.  I know  it,  and  will  henceforth 
Pradice  repentance,  do  not  frown  Iweet  Angel  •, 

I will  reftore  all  Mortgages,  forfvvear 
Abominable  Ufury,  livechaftei  - 

For  I have  been  wanton  in  myfliroud,  my  age  y 
And  if  that  poor  innocent  maid,  I fo  abus’d, 

Be  living,  I will  marry  her,  and  fpend 
My  days  to  come  religioufly. 

Boy.  I was  commanded  but  a Meftenger 
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To  tell  thee  this,  and  rcfcuc  thee  from  thofe. 

Whole  tralicc  would  have  dragged  thee  quick  to  hell. 

If  thou  ab'jfe  this  mercy  and  repent  not. 

Double  damnation  will  expetflthce  for  it  ^ 

But  if  thy  iih:  be  virtuous  hereafter, 

A blellediiels  fliall  reward  thy  good  example. 

Thy  fright  hath  much  dilh-aLf  ed  thy  weak  fences, 

Drink  of  this  viol,  and  renew  thy  Ipirits 
1 ha  done  my  office,  think  on’t  and  be  happy. 

Lur.  fo,  lb,  he  gapes  already,  now  he’s  tall  •, 

Thou  haft  aft ed  rarely,  but  this  is  not  alh 
Firft,  help  to  convey  him  out  o’ th’ vault. 

Bov,  You  will  difpenfe  with  me  now, as  you  promis’d.  Sir, 

Lur.  We  will  make  Ihift  without  thee,  th’afl  done  well. 
By  our  device  this  bondage  mayfeape  hell.  Exit. 

Enter  Lady^NurJ}^  Maria. 

La.  Didfl  think  ^laria.^  this  poor  outfide,  and 
Dillembling  of  thy  voice  could  hide  theelrom 
A mothers  fearching  eye,  though  too  much  fear. 

Left  thou  wert  not  the  lame,  might  blind  a Lover 
That  thought  thee  dead  too  ^ oh  my  dear  Maria., 

L hardly  kept  rayjoyes  in  from  betraying  thee: 

W’elcome  again  to  life,  we  fliall  find  out 

The  myfrery  of  thy  abfence conceal 

Thy  perlon  flill,  tor  A Igr ip;  mull  not  know  thee : 

And  cxercile  this  pretty" Dialefl  ^ 

If  there  be  any  courle  in  Law  to  free  thee. 

Thou  (halt  not  be  fomiferable  •,  befilent 
Good  Niirlc. 

Nur.  You  Ihonid  not  need  to  fear  me.  Madam, 

I do  not  love  the  uliiring  Tew  fo  well  ^ 

Befide,  ’twas  my  trick  to  difguile  her  fo. 

La.  Be  not  dejeded  Mall. 

Ma.  Your  care  may  comfort  me  j 
But  I delpairof  happinefs; 

Hartlov;.,  I dare  not  fee  him. 

Nur.  Wc’ll  withdraw. 

Lnr.  I ffiallbut  grieve  to  fee  his  paffions  too, 

Since  there’s  no  poffibility  to  relieve  him. 

Enter  Hartlove. 

Ha.  The  world’s  a Labyrinth,  where  unguided  men 
Walk  up  and  down  to  find  their  wearinefs  ^ 

Vo  looner  have  we  meaffired  with  much  toil 
-ne  crooked  path  with  hope  to  gain  our  freedom, 

■'.:t  it  betrays  ii;  to  a new  affi.idion  ^ 

V\'hat  a ftrangc  mockery  Will  man  become 
Shortly  to  all  the  creatures? 

Oh  Mariahl 

if  thou  bc-’fl  dead,  why  does  thy  (hadow  fright  me? 

Sure  ’tis  becaufe  I live  j were  I Ixit  certain 
To  meet  ihee  in  one  grave,  and  that  our  dull 
Might  have  the  priviledgcto  mix  in  filence. 

How  quickly  fhould  my  foul  /hake  off  this  burthen! 

Enter  Boy. 

Thus  far  my  wiffies  have  fuccefs.  I’ll  lofe 
.No  time : Sir,  arc  not  you  call’d  Mr.  Hartlove} 

Pardon  ray  rudtnels. 

Ha.  What  docs  that  concern 
I'hec  Boy,  ’tis  a name  cannot  advantage  thecj 
And  I am  weary  on’t. 

By.  Had  you  conceal’d. 

Or  1 forgot  it.  Sir,  fo  large  v/ere  my 
Directions,  that  you  could  not  fpeak  this  language, 

But  I fhould  know  you  by  your  forrow. 

Ha.  Thou 

W’ert  well  inform’d,  it  feems',  well,  what’s  your  bufinefs  > 

Boy.  1 come  to  bring  you  comfort. 

Ha.  Is  Maria 


Alive  agen  ? that’s  fomewhat,  and  yet  not 
Enough  to  make  my  e.xpedtation  rife,  to 
Pad  halt  a blefling^  lince  we  cannot  meet 
To  make  it  up  a full  one  ^ th’art  miftaken. 

Boy.  When  you  have  heard  me,  you’ll  think  otherwifo  : 
In  vain  I fhould  report  Maria  living: 

The  comfort  that  I bring  you,  muff  depend 
Upon  her  death. 

Ha.  Th’art  a diflcmbling  boy. 

Some  one  has  lent  thee  to  mock  me^  though  my  anger 
Stoop  not  to  punifh  thy  green  years  unripe 
For  malice  j did  I know  what  perfonfent  thee 
To  tempt  my  forrow  thus,  I fhould  reveng  it. 

Boy.  Indeeu  1 have  no  thought  fo  uncharitable. 

Nor  am  I lent  to  grieve  you,  let  mefuffer 
More  punifhment  than  ever  boy  deserv’d. 

If  you  do  find  me  falfe  ^ I ferve  a Miftrifs 
Would  rather  dye  than  play  with  your  misfortunes  ^ 

Then  good  Sir  hear  me  out, 

Ha.  Who  is  your  Miffrifs  ? 

Boy.  Before  I name  her,  givemefome  encouragement, 
That  you  receive  her  meflage  : fhe  is  one 
That  is  full  acquainted  with  your  mifery. 

And  can  bring  fiich  a portion  of  her  forrpw 
In  every  circumffance  fo  like  your  own, 

You’ll  love  and  pity  her,  and  wifli  your  griefs 
Might  marry  one  anothers. 

Ha.  Thou  art  wild  ? 

Canft  thou  bring  comfort  from  fo  fad  a creature  ? 
Hermiferable  iTory  can  at  beff. 

But  fvvell  my  Volame,  large  enough  already. 

Boy.  She  was  late  belov’d,  as  you  were,  promis’d  faith. 
And  marriage;,  and  was  worthy  of  a better 
Than  he,  that  ftole  Maria'^s  heart. 

Ha.  How’s  that  ? 

Boy.  Juft  as  Maria  dealt  with  your  affeflion. 

Did  he  that  married  her  deal  with  my  Miftrifs, 

When  carelefs both  of  Honor  and  Religion^ 

They  cruelly  gave  away  their  hearts  to  ftrangers. 

Ha.  Part  of  this  truth  I know,  but  prethee  boy 
Proceed  to  that  thou  cam’ft  for thou  didft  Proraifo 
Something,  thy  language  cannot  hitherto 
Encourage  me  to  hope  for. 

Boy.  That  I come  to  : 

My  Miftrifs  thus  unkindly  dealt  withal. 

You  may  imagine,  wanted  no  affliction^ 

And  had  e’r  this,  wept  her  felf  dry  as  Marble, 

Had  not  your  fortune  come  to  her  relief, 

Andtwinnto  her  own  forrow  brought  her  comfort. 

Ha.  Could  the  condition  of  my  fate  fo  equal, 

Leflen  her  fufterings? 

Boy.  I know  not  how 
Companions  in  grief  fometimes  diminifh 
.4ind  make  the  preflure  eafie  by  degrees : 

She  threw  her  troubles  off,  remembring  yours, 

And  from  her  pity  of  your  wrongs,  there  grew 
Affection  to  your  perfon  thus  increas’d. 

And  with  it,  confidence,  that  thofe  whom  Nature 
Had  made  fo  even  in  their  weight  of  forrow. 

Could  not  but  love  as  equally  one  another. 

Were  things  but  well  prepar’d,  this  gave  her  boldnefs 
To  employ  me  thus  far. 

Ha.  A ftrange  meflage,  boy. 

Boy.  If  you  incline  to  meet  my  Miftrifs  love, 

It  may  beget  your  comforts  ^ befides  that, 

'Tis  feme  revenge,  that  you  above  their  f corn 
And  pride  can  laugh  at  them,  whole  perjury 
Hath  made  you  happy,  and  undone  thcmfelves. 

Ha.  Have  you  done  boy  ? 

Boy.  Only  this  little  more  ^ 

When  you  but  fee,  and  know  my  Miftrifs  well, 

You  will  forgive  my  tedioufhefs,  (he’s  fair. 

Fair  as  Maria  was. 

Ha.  I’ll  hear  no  more. 

Go 


The  little  Thief. 


Go  foolidi  boy,  and  tell  thy  fonder  Miltrifs 
She  has  no  fccond  Faith  to  give  away  ^ 

And  mine  was  given  to  Maria^  though  her  death 
Allow  me  freedom,  fee  the  Picture  of  her. 

Enter  Maria,  Nurfe. 

1 would  give  ten  thoiiland  Empires  for  the  fubitancej 
Yet  for  Mi/rw’slakc,  whofe  divine  Figure 
That  rude  frame  carries,  I will  love  this  counterfeit 
Above  all  the  world,  and  had  thy  Miltrifs  had  all 
The  grace  and  bloflom  of  her  fex  ^ now  Ihe 
Is  gone,  that  was,  walking,  a Spring  of  beauty, 

I would  not  look  upon  her. 

Boy.  Sir,  your  pardon, 

1 have  but  done  a meHage,  as  becomes 
A lervant,  nor  did  flie  on  whole  commands 
I gladly  waited,  bid  me  urge  her  love 
To  your  difquiet,  fne  would  chide  my  diligence 
If  I Ihould  make  you  angry. 

Ha.  Pretty  boy. 

Boy.  Indeed  I fear  I have  offended  you  : 

Pray  if  I have,  enjoyn  meanypennanceforit : 

I have  perform’d  one  duty,  and  could  as  willingly 
To  purge  my  fault,  andthew  I fuller  with  you. 

Plead  your  caufe  to  another. 

Ha.  And  I’ll  take  thee 

At  thy  word  boy,  thou  halt  a moving  language. 

That  pretty  innocent.  Copy  of  Maria  . 

Is  all  I love,  I know  not  howto  fpeak,  ( • 

Winn  her  to  think  well  of  me,  and  I wi  l c \ . 

Reward  thee  to  thy  wilhes. 

Boy.  I undertake  - u 

Nothing  for  gain,  but  lince  you  have  refolv’d, 

To  love  no  other.  I’ll  be  faithful  to  you. 

And  my  prophetick  thoughts  bid  me  already 

Say  I fhall  profper.  ' ' 

Ha.  Thou  wert  feiit  to  blefs  me. 

Boy.  Pray  give  us  opportunity.  ' ‘ 

Ha.  Be  happy.  a t^xit. 

Nur.  He’s  gone,  , ' o * 

Boy.  With  your  fair  leave  Miftrils.  n.  a! 

Ma.  Have  you  bufinefs  with  her  pray  you  ? 

Boy.  I have  a meflage  from  a Gentleman, 

PIcafe  you  vouchfafe  your  ear  more  private. 

N«r.  You  lhallhavemy  abfenceNeece.  ^ Exit. 

Ma.  Was  the  fentleman  afear’d  to  declare  his  matters 
openly,  here  was  no  bodies  was  not  very  honell,  if  her  like 
not  her  errands  the  petter,  was  wilt  to  keep  her  preaths 
to  cool  her  porridges,  can  tell  her,  that  now  for  aule  her 
private  hearings  and  tawgings. 

Boy.  You  may,  ifpleafe  you,  find  another  language.. 
And  with  left  pains  be  underftood.  il  ■/  . 

Ma.  What  is  her. meaning.**  ' J37  ( . 

Boy.  Come,  pray  Ipeak  your  own  Englilh. 

Ma.  Have  boyes  loft  her  itts  and  memories  ? blefs  us  aule. 

Boy.  Imuft  be  plrnn  then,  come,  I'knowyou  are.:  - . 
Maria.^  this  thin  vail  cannot  obfeure  you:  r;  /n'- 

I’ll  tell  the  world  you  live,  I have  not  loft  ye. 

Since  firft  with  grief  and  fhame  to  be  furpriz’d, 

A violent  trance^  took  away  fhew  of  life  j . ' ' 

I could  difeover  by  what  accident 

You  were  convey’d  away  at  midnight,  in 

Your  coffin,  could  declare  the  place,  and  minute,  ■’ 

When  you  rever’d  ’ what  you  have  done  fince  as  perfectly — 

Ma.  Alas,Iambetraid  to  new  misfortunes. 

Boy.  You  are  not, Tor  my  knowledge,  I’ll  be  dumb  . 

• Forever,  rather  than  beluch  a traitor 
Indeed  I pity  you,  and  bring  no  thoughts. 

But  full  of  peace,  call  home  your  mOdeft  blood,  : . 

•Pale  hath  tooTongufurp’d  upon' your  face  ^ > 

Think  upon  loveagen,  and  the  poffelTion  . i . 

Of  full  blown  joyes,  now  ready  to  lalute  you. 

Ma.  Thefe  words  undo  me  more  than  my.  owu  griefs. 


Boy.  I fee  how  fear  would  play  the  tyrant  with  you, 

But  f II  remove  fufpition  *,  have  you  in 

Your  heart,  an  entertainment  for  his  love 

To  whom  your  Virgin  faith  made  the  firft  promife? 

Ma.  If  thou  mean’ll:  Hartlove doft  wound  me  ftill, 
I have  no  life  without  his  memory. 

Nor  with  it  any  hope  to  keep  it  long  : . 

Thou  feelll  walkindarknefs  like  athief. 

That  fears  to  fee  the  world  in  his  own  ffiapc, 

My  very  lliadow  frights  me,  ’tis  a death 
To  live  thus,  and  not  look  day  in  the  face. 

Away,  I know  thee  not. 

Boy  You  ffiall  hereafter  know,  and  thank  me  Lady, 

I’ll  bring  you  adifeharge  at  my  next  vifit. 

Of  all  your  fears,  be  content,  fair  Maria-, 

’Tis  worth  your  wonder. 

Ma.,  Impoffiblc. 

Boy.  Ee  wife  and  lilent, 

Drels  your  fclf,  youdiall  be  what  you  W'ilh. 

Ma.  Do  this,  and  be 
My  better  Angel. 

Boy.  All  your  care’s  on  me.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Quintus, 

Scjcna  Friffiif. 

Enter  Lurch,  and  Boy, 

Lur.T  Muft  applaud  thy  diligence. 

1 Boy.  It  had  been  nothing 
To  have  left  him  in  the  Porch  I call’d  hisfervants. 

With  wonders  they  acknowledg’d  him,  I pretended 
It  was  fomelpice,  fure  of  the  falling  ficknefs, 

And  that,  ’twas  charity  to  bring  him  home  ^ 

They  rubb’d  and  chaf’d  him,  ply’d  him  with  Strong  water. 
Still  he  was  fenfelefs,  clamors  could  not  wake  him  j 
I wifli’d  ’em  then  get  him  to  bed,  they  did  fo. 

And  almoft  fmother’d  him  with  ruggs  and  pillows ; 

And ’caufe  they  Ihould  have  no  caufe  to  fufpeft  me, 

I watch’d  them  till  he  wak’d. 

Lur.  ’Twas  excellent. 

Boy.  When  his  time  came  to  yawn,  and  ftretchhimfelf, 

I bid  ’em  not  be  hafty  to  difeover 

How  he  was  brought  home  •,  his  eyes  fully  open 

With  trembling  he  began  to  call  his  ftrvants. 

And  told  ’em  he  had  feenftrangevi lions. 

That  Ihould  convert  him  from  his  heathen  courfes  ; 

They  wondred,  and  were  filent,  there  he  preach’d 
How  fweettheair  of  a contented  confcience 
Smelt  in  his  nofe  now,  ask’d  ’em  all  forgiveneft 
For  their  hard  pafture  lince  they  liv’d  with  him*. 

Bid ’em  believe,  and  fetch  out  the  coldSur-Ioin  : 

Pierce  the  ftrong  beer,  and  let  the  neighbors  joy  in’t : 
Theconceal’d  Muskadine  Ihould  now  lie  open 
To  every  mouthy  that  he  would  give  to  th’ poor. 

And  mend  their  wages-,  that  his  doors  Ihould  be 
Open  to  every  milerable  futor. 

Lur.  What faid his  fervants  then.'? 

Boy.  They  durft  not  fpeak. 

But  bleft  themfelves,  and  theftrange  means  that  had 
Made  him  a Chriftian  in  this  over-joy, 

I took  my  leave,  apd  bad  ’em  fay  their  prayers. 

And  humor  him,  left  he  turn’d  Jew  agen. 

Lur.  Enough,  enough.  Who’s  this.?}  ' ■ ' 

Enter  Toby. 

’Tis  one, of  my  ringers  -,  ftand  dole,  my  Ladies  Coachman. 

To.  Buy  a mat  for  a bCd,  buy  a mat^ 

Would  I were  at  rack  and  manger  among  my  horfes  -, 

■ We  have  divided  the  Sextons 

I F f Houllrold. 


2 26  The  Dwight AXalk^r,  or 

HoufjtoKl-rturt'amongus,  one  has  the  rugg,  and  he’s 
Turn'd  lrifh,and  another  has  a blanket,  and  he  muft  beg  in’t 
The  flieets  I'erve  another  for  a frock,  and  with  the  bed-cord, 
He  may  pa  fs  for  a Porter,  nothing  but  the  mat  would  fall 
To  my  ihare, which  with  the  help  of  a tune  and  a haflbek 
Out  o’th’  Church,  may  difgiiife  me  till  I get  home  •, 

A pox  o’ bell-ringing  by  the  car,  if  any  man  take  me 
At  itagen,  let  him  pull  mine  to  the  Pillory;  Icould  willi 
1 had  lolb  mine  cars,  ib  I had  my  cloaths  again : 

The  weather  wo’not  allow  this  fafiiion, 

I do  look  for  an  Agucbefidcs. 

L«r.  How  the  raskal  fliakes  ? 

To.  Here  are  company  ; 

Buy  a Mat  for  a Bed,  buy  a Mat, 

A hallbck  for  your  feet,  or  a Pifs  clean  and  fweet  •, 

Buy  a Mat  fora  Bed,  buy  a Mat; 

Ringing  I renounce  thee,  I’ll  never  come  to  church  more. 

Lur.  You  with  a Mat. 

Tob.  I am  call’d. 

If  any  one  Ihould  offer  to  buy  my  Mat,what  a cafe  were  I in.? 
Oh  that  I were  in  my  Oat-tub  with  a horfe-loaf. 

Something  to  hearten  me : 

I dare  not  hear ’em  ^ 

Buy  a mat  for  a bed,  buy  a mat. 

Lur.  He’s  deaf. 

Tob.  1 am  glad,  I am : buy  a mat  for  a bed. 

Lur.  How  the  raskal  fweats  ? What  a pickle  he’s  in  ? 
Every  ftreet  he  goes  through  will  be  a new  torment. 

Tob.  If  ever  I meet  at  midnight  more  a jangling  .• 

I am  cold,  and  yet  1 drop  ^ buy  a mat  for  abed,buy  amat. 

Lur.  He  has  puniffiment  enough.  Lxit. 

Enter  Wildbrain. 

Who’s  this,  my  tother  youth  ? he  is  turn’d  Bear. 

IKild.  I am  halfe  afraid  of  my  felf : this  poor  Ihift 
I got  o’  th’  Sexton  to  convey  me  handfomly 
T o fome  harbor,  the  wench  will  hardly  know  me  ^ 

They’ll  take  me  for  fome  Watchman  o’th’parifh  ^ 

Ihane’r  a penny  left  me,  that’s  one  comfort  j 
And  ringing  has  begot  a monftrous  ftomach. 

And  that’s  another  mifehief;  I werebeftgo  home. 

For  every  thing  will  fcorn  me  in  this  habit. 

Befides,  I am  fo  full  of  thefe  young  bell-ringers  *, 

If  I get  in  adoors,  not  the  power  o’th’ countrey. 

Nor  all  my  Aunts  curfesfhali  difembogue  me. 

Lur.  Bid  her  come  hither  prefently, — hum,’tis  he. 

Exit.  Serv. 

Wild.  I am  betraid  to  one  that  will  eternally  laugh  at  me, 
Three  of  thefe  rogues  will  jeer  a horfe  to  death. 

L«r.  ’TisMr.?f7Wirai«fure,  and  yet  me  thinks 
Hisfafbion’sftrangely  alt’red,  firrah  Watchman, 

ou  rugamuffin,  turn  you  lou  i . ears  skin  : 

ou  with  the  Bed-rid  Bill. 

Wild.  H’as  found  me  out 
There’s  no  avoiding  him,  I had  rather  now 
Be  arraign’d  at  Nervgafv  foi  a robbery. 

Than  anfwertohis  Articles:  your  Will  Sir, 

I am  in  hafle. 

Lur.  Nay,  then  1 will  make  bold  wi’ye*, 

A W atchman,  and  afham’d  to  fhew  his  countenance, 

His  face  of  authority?  i have  feen  that  phyfiognomy  j 
. VV’crejO'j  never  in  prifbn  for  pilfering.? 

Wild.  How  the  rogue  worries  me. 

Lur.  Why  may  not  this 
Be  the  villain  robb’d  my  houfe  lafb  night. 

And  walks  difguis’d  in  this  malignant  rugg. 

Arm’d  with  a tun  of  Iron?  I will  have  you 
Before  a MagiRrate. 

Wild.  What  will  become  of  me  ? 

Lur.  What  art  thou  ? fpcak. 

Wild,  I amthe  wandring  Jew,  and  pleafe  yourworlhip. 

Lur.  By  your  leave  I wilHhew  you  then 

A Synagogue,  ielip’t  Bridetpel.,  where  you. 

Under  correction,  may  relt  your  felf : 

You  have  brought  a bill  to  guard  you,therebedog-whpis 
To  firk  fuch  rugg’d  currs,  whips  without  bells 
Indeed. 

Wild,  Bells. 

Lur.  How  he  fweats? 

Wild.  I mull  be  known,  as  good  at  firll-,  now  jeer  on, 
But  do  not  anger  me  too  impudently. 

The  Rabbi  will  be  mov’d  then. 

Lur.  How  ? Jac^  Wildbrain^ 

What  time  o’  th’  Moon  man,  ha .?  what  llrange  bells 
Haft  in  thy  brains.? 

Wild.  No  more  bells. 

No  more  bells,  they  ring  backwards. 

Lur.  Why , where’s  the  wench,  the  blefllng  that  befel  thee? 
The  unexpected  happinefs  ? where’s  that  JackJ 
Where  are  thy  golden  days  ? 

Wild.  It  was  his  trick,  as  fure  as  I am  louzic. 

But  how  to  be  reveng’d  — — 

Lur.  Fie,  fie, 

Marry  a Watchmans  widow  in  thy  young  daies. 

With  a revenue  of  old  Iron  and  a Rugg  ? 

Is  this  the  Paragon,  the  dainty  piece. 

The  delicate  divine  rogue  ? 

Wild.  ’Tis  enough,  I am  undone. 

Mark’d  for  a milery,  and  lb  leave  prating 
Give  me  my  Bill. 

Lur.  You  need  not  ask  your  Taylors, 

Unlefs  you  had  better  Linings  j it  may  be, 

To  avoid  fufpition,  you  are  going  thus 
Dilguis’d  to  your  fair  Miftrifs, 

Wild.  Mock  no  further. 

Or  as  I live.  I’ll  lay  my  Bill  o’ thy  pate. 

I’ll  take  a Watchmans  fury  into  my  fingers. 

To  ha  no  judgement  to  diftinguilh  perfbns. 

And  knock  thee  down. 

Lur.  Come,  I ha  done,  and  now 
Will  ^eakfbme  comfort  to  thee,  I will  lead  thee 
Now  to  my  Miftrifs  hitherto  conceal’d  ^ 

She  fhall  take  pity  on  thee  too,  ftie  loves 
A handlbme  man^  thy  mifery  invites  me 
To  do  thee  good.  I’ll  not  be  jealous, 

Her  beauty  fhall  commend  it  felf  ^ but  do  not, 
when  I have  brought  you  into  grace,  fiipplant  me. 

Wild.  Art  thou  in  earneft .?  by  this  cold  iron 

Lur.  No  oaths,  I am  not  coftive  j here  fhe  comes. 

Enter  Mii}rifs.  i 

Sweet-heart,  I have  brought  a Gentleman, 

A friend  of  mine  to  be  acquainted  with  you. 

He’s  other  than  he  feems  ^ why  d’ye  flare  thus? 

Mijij  Oh  Sir,  forgive  me,  I have  done  ye  wrong. 

Lur.  What’s  the  matter  ? didftever  fee  her  afore 
Wild.  Prethee  do  what  thou  wot  wi’me,  if  thou  haft 
A mind,  hang  me  up  quickly. 

Lur.  Never  defpair.  I’ll  give  thee  my  fhare  rather. 

Take  her,  I hope  fte  loves  thee  at  firft  light. 

She  has  petticoats  will  patch  thee  up  a fuit  j 
I refign  all,  only  I’ll  keep  thefe  trifles. 

I took  fome  pains  for  'em,  ItakeitJjc^*, 

What  think  you  pink  of  beauty,  come  Let  me 
Counfel  you  both  to  marry,  Ihc  has  a trade. 

If  you  have  audacity  to  hook  in  Gamellers : 

Let’s  ha  a wedding,  you  will  be  wondrous  richj  i 

For  fhe  is  impudent,  and  thou  art  miferable  •, 

’Twill  be  a rare  match. 

Mijl.  As  you  are  a man,  forgive  me.  I’ll  redeem  all. 

Lur.  You  wo’not  to  this  geer  of  marriage  then? 

Wild.  No,  no,  I thank  you  Tom.,  I can  watch  for 
A groat  a night,  and  be  every  genderaans  fellow.  Ext  tMi . \ 
Lur.  Rife  and  be  good,  keep  home  and  tend  your  bufinefs. , 
Wildi  Thou  haft  don’t  to  purpofe,give  me  thy  hand  2w» j 
Shall  we  befriends  ? thou  leeftwhatftatelam  in,  ■ 

I’ll  undertake  this  pennance  to  my  Aunt, 

Juft 

— — — 
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Juft  as  I am,  and  openly  I’ll  goc  \ 

Where,  if  1 be  received  again  for  currant. 

And  fortune  I'mile  once  more 

I«r.  Nay, nay,  I’m  latisfied,ro  farewol  honeft  louzie  JacK 

irild.  I cannot  help  it,  Ibme  men  meet  with  ftrange  defti- 
If  things  go  right  thou  mayft  be  bang’d,  and  1 nics. 

May  live  to  fee’t,  and  purchafe  thy  apparel : 

So  farcwel  Tom . commend  me  to  thy  Polcat.  Exit. 

Enter  Lady.,  Niirfe,  Servattt. 

(ripe  ^ 

La.  Now  that  1 have  my  counfel  ready,  andmycaule 
The  Judges  all  inform’d  of  theabufes  j 
‘ Now  that  he  fhould  be  gone, 

Nur.  No  man  knows  whether. 

And  yet  they  talk  he  went  forth  with  a Conftable 
That  told  him  of  ftrange  bufinefs  that  would  bring  him 
Money  and  Lands,  and  Heaven  knows  what  •,  but  they 
Have  fearch’d,  and  cannot  find  out  fuchan  Officer; 

And  as  a lecret,  Madam,  they  told  your  man 
Nicholas^  whom  you  lent  thither  as  a fpie, 

, They  had  a fhrewd  liifpition  ’twasthe  devil 
. I’th’  likenefsof  a Conftable,  that  has  tempted  him ; 

■ By  this  time  to  ftrange  things  ^ there  have  been  men 
; As  rich  as  he,  have  met  convenient  rivers, 

’ And  fo  forth  ^ many  trees  have  born  ftrange  fruits : 

D’ye  think  he  has  not  hang’d  himlelf 

La.  If  he  be  hang’d,  who  has  his  goods? 

Nur.  They  are  forfeited,  they  fay. 

La.  He  has  hang’d  himfelf  for  certain  then, 

Only  to  cofin  me  of  my  Girls  portion. 

Nur.  Very  likely. 

La.  Or  did  not  the  Conftable  carry  him  to  Lome  prilbn  ? 

Nu.  T hey  thought  on  that  too, and  fearch’d  every  where. 

La.  He  may  be  clofe  for  treafon,  perhaps  executed. 

Nu.  Nay,  they  did  look  among  the  quarters  too, 

And  muftered  all  the  bridge-houfe  for  his  night-cap. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Madam,  here  is  the  gentleman  agen* 

La.  What  Gentleman? 

Ser.  He  that  lov’d  my  young  Miftrils. 

La.  Alas,  ’tis  Hartlove.,  ’twill  but  feed  his  melancholy. 

To  let  him  fee  Maria.,  fincewedarenot 
Yet  tell  the  world  flie  lives  •,  and  certainly. 

Did  not  the  violence  of  his  paffion  blind  him. 

He  would  fee  paft  her  borrowed  tongue  and  habit. 

Nh.  Pleafe  you  entertain  him  awhile.  Madam, 

I’ll  caft  about  for  fomething  with  your  daughter. 

La.  Do  what  thou  wot,  pray  Mr.  Hartlove  enter. 

Exit  Ser,  and  Nur.  Jevirally. 


Hj.  I did  live. 

But  lince  (he  died,  I ha  been  a villain  to  her. 

La.  I do  befeechyou  fay  not  foi  all  this 
Is  but  to  make  me  know  how  much  I finn’d 
In  forcing  her  to  marry. 

Ha.  Do  not  mock  me, 

I charge  you  by  the  Virgin  you  have  wept  for  j 
For  I have  done  an  impious  act  againft  her, 

A deed  able  to  fright  her  from  her  lleep. 

And  through  her  marble,  ought  to  be  reveng’d  •, 

A wickednefs,  that  if  1 ffiould  be  Clent, 

You  as  a witnefs  mult  accufeme  for’t. 

La.  Was  I a witnels/' 

Ha.  Yes,  you  knew  I lov’d 
Maria  oncc or  grant,  you  did  but  think  Id, 

By  what  I ha  profell,  or  Ihe  has  told  you, 

Was’ciiot  a fault  unpardonable  in  me. 

When  I fhould  drop  my  tears  iqx>n  her  grave, 

Yes,  and  proof  fiifficient. 

La.  To  what? 

Ha.  That  I,  forgetful  of  my  fame  and  vows 
To  fair  Maria.,  e’rthe  worm  could  pierce 
Her  tender  fhroud,  had  chang’d  her  for  another  j 
Did  you  notblufn  to  lee  me  turn  a rebel  ? 

So  loon  to  court  afhadow,  a ftrange  thing. 

Without  a name?  Did  you  not  curie  my  levity. 

Or  think  upon  her  death  w'ith  the  Icfsforrow 
That  Ihe  had  fcap’d  a punifliment  more  killing. 

Oh  how  I lhame  to  think  on’t. 

La.  Sir,  in  my 

Opinion,  ’twas  an  argument  of  love 
To  your  Maria.,  for  whole  lake  you  could 
Affed  one  that  but  carried  her  fmall  likenefs. 

Ha.  No'  more,  you  are  too  charitable,  but 
I know  my  guilt,  and  will  from  henceforth  never 
Change  words  with  that  ftrange  maid,whofe  innocent  face 
Like  your  Marians  won  lb  late  upon  me  : 

My  pallions  are  correded,  and  I can 
Look  on  her  now,  and  woman-kind,  without 
Love  in  a thought:,  ’tis  thus,  1 came  to  tell  you, 

If  after  this  acknowledgement,  you’ll  be 
So  kind  to  fnew  me  in  what  filent  grave 
You  have  difpos’d  your  daughter,  I will  ask 
Forgivenefs  of  all  her  duft,  and  never  leave. 

Till  with  a loud  confeffion  of  my  lliame, 

I wake  her  ghoft,  and  that  pronounce  my  pardon : 

Will  you  deny  this  favour?  thenfarewel. 

I’ll  never  fee  you  more : ha ! 

Enter  Nurfe.,  Maria  in  her  oven  apparel.,  after  fame 
jhepT  of  wonder.,  he  goes  toVoards  her. 


Enter  Hartlove. 

Ha.  Madam,  I come  to  ask  your  gentle  pardon. 
La.  Pardon,  for  what  ? you  ne’r  offended  me. 
Ha.  Yes,  if  ye  be  the  mother  of 
La.  I was  her  mother,  but  that  word  is  cancell’d. 
And  buried  with  her  in  that  very  minute 
Her  foul  fled  from  her^  we  loft  both  our  names 
Of  mother  and  of  daughter. 

Ha.  Alas,  Madam, 

If  your  relation  did  confift  but  in 
Thole  naked  terms,  I had  a title  nearer, 

Siflee  loye  unites  more  than  the  tie  of  blood  i 
'No  matter  for  the  empty  voice  of  mother  ^ 
lYour  nature  ftill  is  left,  which  in  her  abfence 
1 Mull  love  Maria.,  and  not  fee  her  alhes 
1 And  memory  polluted. 

, L<*.  You  amaze  me,  by  whom? 

j '*  Ha.  By  me,  I am  the  vile  profaner. 
i .■  La.  Why  do  you  fpeak  thus  indilcreetly.  Sir? 
You  ever  honour’d  her. 


L a.  Be  not  d-elUded,  Sir,  upon  my  life 
This  is  the  foul  whom  you  but  thought  Maria 
In  my  daughters  habit  ^ what  did  you  mean  Nurle? 

I knew  file  would  but  cozen  you,  is  Ihe  not  like  now  ? 

One  dew  unto  another  is  not  nearer. 

Nu.  She  thinks  flie  is  a gentlewoman 
And  that  imagination  has  fo  taken  her. 

See  fcorns  to  Ipeak,  how  handlbmly  llie  carries  it. 

As  if  Ihe  were  a well  bred  thing,  her  body? 

'And I warrant  you,  what  looks? 

La.  Pray  be  not  foolilh. 

Ha.  I difturb  no  body,  Ipeak  but  half  a word 
And  1 am  fatisfied,  but  what  needs  that  ? 

I’ll  fwear  ’tis  flie. 

La.  But  do  not,  I belecch  you. 

For  trull  me.  Sir,  you  know  not  what  I know. 

Ha.  Peace  then. 

And  let  me  pray,  Ihe  holds  up  her  hands  with  me'. 

La.  This  will  betray  all. 

Ha.  Love  ever  honor’d. 

And  ever  young,  thou  Soveraign  of  all  hearts. 

Of  all  our  Ibrrows,  the  fvveet  eafe.  She  weeps  now. 

F f 2 Does 
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The  Height AValkfVy  &c. 


Does  ilie  Hill  ^ofin  mo? 

X^r,  Voiv  \Yill  li'c -.mon, 

’Twashor  delire,  cxpc»:l;  the  ifliic,  Madam. 

Hi.  My  IbuPs  lb  bit;,  Uannoc  pray;,  ’tis  flie, 

I will  go  nearer. 

I'.Ktcr  Algripc,  Lurcher,  Boy. 

2t>r.  Here’s  Mr.  Algr  't^e.,  and  other  ftrangers.  Madam. 
Al.  Here  good  Lady, 

Upon  my  knees  I ask  thy  worfliips  pardon-, 

Here’s  the  whole  Ihinm  1 had  with  thy  lair  Dauglitcr-, 

Would  Ihc  were  living,  1 might  have  her  peace  too, 

And  yield  her  up  again  to  her  old  liberty: 

I had  a wife  berbre,  and  could  not  marry  ^ 

My  pcnnance  Ihallbe  on  that  man  that  honor’d  her, 

Lo  conferr  ibmc  Land. 

I j.  This  is  incredible. 

A'.  ’Tis  truth 

Ln.  Do  you  know  me.  Sir  ? 

Al.  Ha.  the  Gentleman  I deceiv’d. 

Lur.  A!y  name  is  Lurcher. 

HI.  ’Sltat  have  thy  Mortgage. 

Lu.  1 ha  that  already,  no  matter  for  the  Deed 
if  you  relcal'e  it. 

Hi.  I’ll  do’t  before  thy  witnefs  -, ' 

But  where’s  thy  Sifter?  if  flielivc  I am  happy,  though 

I conceal  our  contraft,  which  was 

Stolen  from  me  with  the  Evidence  of  this  Land. 

Ihe  Buy  g.0-t  /o  Maria,  and  gives  her  a paper-.,  fie  wonders, 
and  fmile-s  upon  Hartlove,  he  amaz'd,  approaches  her  : 
afterward  jhe  Jhetvs  it  her  mother,  and  then  gives  it  to 
Hartlove. 

AMr.  Your  daughter  fmiles. 

Lur.  I hope  fhc  lives,  but  where,  I cannot  tell,  Sir. 

Hoy.  Even  here,  and  pleafe  you.  Sir. 

Al.  How  ? 

Boy.  Nay,  ’thflie  ^ 

To  work  thy  fair  way,  I preferved  you  brother, 

That  would  have  loft  me  willingly,  and  lerv’d  ye 
Thus  like  a boy^  1 fervedyou  faithfully. 

And  caft  your  plots  to  preferve  your  credit  •, 

Your  foul  ones  I diverted  to  fair  ufes;, 

So  far  as^you  would  hearken  to  my  counfef  ■, 

That  all  the  world  may  know  how  much  you  owe  me. 

Al.  Welcome  entirely,  welcome  my  dear  Alathe, 

And  when  I lofe  theeagen,  bleffing  forfake  me : 

Nay,  let  me  kifs  thee  in  thefecloaths. 

Lur,  And  I too,  (thief? 

And  blefs  the  time  I It^d  fo  wife  a fifter,wer’t  thou  the  little 
Boy.  1 Hole  the ;:ontraft,  Imuft  confefs. 

And  kept  it  to  my  felf,  it  moft  concern’d  me. 

Ha.  Cotraifted  ? this  deftroys  his  after  marriage. 
A/?..Darcyoii  give  thishand 
To  this  young  Gentleman?  my  heart  goes  with  it. 

Al.  hUria  alive!  how  my  heart’s  exalted,  ’tis  my  duty  ^ 


Take  her  Hartlove,  take  her  j and  all  jOyes 

With  her  -,  bclides  Ibme  Lands  to  advance  her  Joynture : 

La.  What  I have  is  your  own,  and  bleftings  crown  ye. 

Ha.  Give  me  room, 

And  frelli  air  to  conlider.  Gentlemen, 

My  hopes  are  too  high. 

Ma.  Be  more  temperate. 

Or  I’ll  be  Wellli  again. 

Al.  A day  of  wonder. 

Lur.  Lady,  your  love,  I ha  kept  my  word  i there  was 
A time,  when  my  much  fuffering  made  me  hate  you, 

And  to  that  end  I did  my  beft  to  crofs  you : 

And  fearing  you  were  dead,  I Hole  your  Coffin, 

That  you  might  never  more  ufurp  my  Office: 

Many  more  knacks  I did,  which  at  the  Weddings 
Shall  be  told  of  as  harmlefs  tales. 

Shout  within. 

Enter  Wildbrain. 

JFild.  Hollow  your  throats  apieces,  I am  at  home  j 
If  you  can  roar  me  out  again 

La.  What  thing  is  this  ? 

Lur.  A continent  of  Fleas : room  for  the  Pageant-, 
Make  room  afore  there  j yourkinfman  Madam. 

La.  My  kinfman?  let  me  wonder  I 

Wild.  Do,  and  I’ll  wonder  too  to  lee  this  company 
At  peace  one  with  another  -,  ’tis  not  worth 
Your  admiration,  I was  never  dead  yet^ 

Y’ re  merry  Aunt,  I fee,  and  all  your  company: 

If  ye  be  not,  I’ll  fool  up,  and  provoke  ye: 

I will  do  any  thing  to  get  your  love  again : 

I’ll  forfwear  Midnight,  Taverns  and  Temptations  j 
Give  good  example  to  your  Grooms,  the  Maids 
Shall  go  to  bed,  and  take  their  reft  this  year 
None  lhall  appear  with  blifters  in  their  bellies. 

Lur.  And  when  you  will  fool  again,  you  may  go  ring. 

Wild.  Madam,  have  mercy. 

La.  Your  fubmiffion.  Sir, 

I gladly  take  ; we  will 

Enquire  the  realbn  of  this  habit  afterwards 

Now  you  are  Ibundly  lham’d,  well,  we  reftoreyou 

Where’s  Loby  ? 

Where’s  the  Coachman  ? 

Nur.  He’s  a bed.  Madam. 

And  has  an  ague,  he  fays. 

Lur.  I’ll  be  his  Phyfitian. 

La.  We  muft  afoot  then. 

Lur.  E’er  the  Prieftha  done 
Toby  ftiall  wait  upon  you  with  his  Coach, 

And  make  your  Flanders  Mares  dance  back  agen  we’ye, 

I warrant  you  Madam  you  are  mortified. 

Your  fute  lhall  be  granted  too. 

Wild.  Make,  make  room  afore  thee. 

La.  Home  forward  with  glad  hearts,  home  child. 

Ma.  I wait  you. 

Ha.  On  joyfully,  the  cure  of  all  our  grief. 

Is  owing  to  this  pretty  little  Thief.  (^Exeunt  omnes. 
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THE  TAMER  TAMD. 

A Comedy_ 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play', 

Morofo,  an  old  rich  doating  Citizen ^fuitor  to  Livia.  Jaqiics,'*’ 

Sophocles,  Petruchio. 

Twnio,  S ^ Dodtor, 

P^ruchio,  An  Italian  Gent,  Husband  to  Maria.  Apothecarie, 

^ow\2ind^  A jfoungGent.  in  love  1vith]J\vl2^t  Watchmen, 

Pctxomus^F ather  to  Maria  and  Livia.  Porters,  , 

Women. 

* 

Maria,  A chafle  witty  Lady^']The  two  mafculine  daugh-  I City  Wives,  ITo  the  relief  of  the  LadieSy  of  which 

\AV\2i^  Miftrjfs  toKowhnd.  \ ters  of  Ftxxomns.  Countrey  Wives,  J ’ 

^\mc\i3^TheirC6ftn^  and  Commander  in  chief.  • Maids. 

The  Scene  London. 


P R O L O G U E. 


tAdies  toyou^  in  whofe  defence  and  rights 

^ Fletchers Mufe  prepar’d  her  felf to  fight 
A battel  without  bloody  ’twas  well  fought  too^ 

( The  viHory  s yours^  though  got  with  much  ado. ) 
We  doprefent  this  Comedy,  in  which 
A rivulet  of  pure  wit  fows,Jirong  and  rich 
In  Fancy ^ Language,  and  all parts  that  may 
Add  Grace  and  Ornament  to  a merry  Play. 

Which  this  may  prove.  Tet  not  to  go  too  far 
In  promifes  from  this  our  Female  War. 


We  do  intreat  the  angry  men  would  not 
ExpeH  the  mazes  of  a fubtle  plot. 

Set  Speeches,  high  Exprefpons,  and  what'  sworfe. 
In  a true  Comedy,  politickfdifcourfe. 

The  end  we  aim  at,  is  to  makgyou  (port  5 
Tet  neither  gall  the  City,  nor  the  Court. 

Hear,  and  obferve  his  Cotnique ftrain,  and  when 
T are  fcl^  of  melancholy,  fee't  agen. 

’Tk  no  dear  Phyjick^  (ince  'twill quit  the  coji  : 

Or  his  intentions  with  our  pains,  are  loft. 


AEdks  Primus.  Sccena  Prima. 


Enter  Morofo,  Sophocles,  and  Trsiulo,  with  Ri>p- 
maty,  as  from  a wedding. 

give  ’em  joy. 

Ira.  Amen. 

So/)h.  Amen,  fay  I too : (wench. 

sThe  pudding’s  now  i’th’  proof, alas  poor 
Through  what  a mine  of  patience  muft  thou 
work, 

E’r  thou  know’ll  good  hour  more  ? 


Tra.  ’Tis  too  true;  Certain, 

Methinks  her  father  has  dealt  harlhly  with  her, 
Exceeding  harlhly,  and  not  like  a Father, 

To  match  her  to  this  Dragon;,  I protell 
I pity  the  poor  Gentlewoman. 

Mor.  Methinks  now. 

He’s  not  lb  terrible  as  people  think  him. 

Soph.  This  old  thief  flatters,  out  of  meet  devotion. 
To  pleafe  the  Father  for  hislecond  daughter. 
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Ttj.  But  lliall  hehuNThcr  ? 

Sofo.  Yes,  when  1 have  Kome. 

And  yet  the  father'*s  for  him. 

A/i'r.  ril  alliirc  ye, 

I ifioIJhim  a good  man. 

iofh.  Yes  hire  a wealthy. 

Pm  whctJidr  a good  ^vomansfnan,  is  doubtful. 

Trj.  Would ’tw ere  no  worle. 

M.ir.  W hat  though  his  otlierwife, 

Out  of  her  mofl:  abundant  fobernefs, 

Out  of  her  daily  hue  and  cries  upon  him, 

( For  lure  fhe  was  a rebel ) turn’d  his  temper. 

And  forc’d  him  blow  as  high  as  fne  ? dos’t  follow 
He  mull:  retain  that  longfince  buried  Tcmpelt, 

To  this  foft  Maid.*’ 

Sofb.  I fear  it, 

Trj.  So  do  1 too : 

And  fo  far,  that  if  God  had  made  me  woman. 

And  his  wife  that  muft  be 

Mor.  What  would  you  do.  Sir  ? 

Trj.  I would  learn  to  eat  coals  with  an  angry  Cat, 

And  fpit  fire  at  him : I would  ( to  prevent  him  ) 

Do  all  the  ramping,  roaring  tricks,  a whore 
Being  drunk,  and  tumbling  ripe,  would  tremble  at; 

There  is  no  fafety  clfe,  nor  moral  wifdom. 

To  be  a wife,  and  his, 

Sdpb.  So  1 lliould  think  too. 

7rj.  For  yet  the  bare  remembrance  of  his  firfl;  wife 
( 1 tell  ye  on  my  knowledge,  and  a truth  too  ) 

Will  make  him  ftart  in’slkep,  and  very  often 
Cry  out  for  Cudgels,  Colcftaves,  any  thing*. 

Hiding  his  breeches  out  of  fear,  her  Ghoft: 

Should  walk,  and  wear ’em  yet.  Since  his  firfc  marriage, 
He  isno  more  the  ItilJ  Peirnebio^ 

Than  1 am  Babylon. 

Soph.  He’s  a good  fellow, 

And  on  my  w*ord  1 love  him : but  to  think 

A fit  match  for  this  tender  foul 

Trj.  His  very  frown,  if  file  but  fay  her  prayers 
Louder  than  men  talk  treafon,  makes  him  tindery 
The  motion  of  a Dial,  when  he’s  tefty. 

Is  rhe  lame  trouble  to  him  as  a Water-work  ^ 

She  muft  do  nothing  of  her  ielf  i not  cat. 

Drink,  fay  Sir,  how  do  ye  ? make  her  ready,  unready, 
linleis  he  bid  her. 

Soph.  He  will  bury  herT^ 

Ten  pound  to  twenty  ftiillings, within  thefe  three  weeks 
Tr<j.  I’ll  be  your  half. 

Enter  Jaques  mth  a pot  of  Wine. 

Mor.  He  loves  her  moft  extreamly. 

And  fo  long  ’twill  be  Honey-moon.  ^o^Jaqitef, 

You  are  abufie  man  I am  lure. 

Jaq.  Yes  certain. 

This  old  fport  muft  have  eggs. 

Sip.  Not  yet  this  ten  daies. 

Jaq.  Sweet  Gentlemen  with  Muskadel. 

’^I'ra.  That’s  right.  Sir. 

Mor.  This  fellow  broods  hisMafter:  fpeed  ytjaqnes. 
Soph.  We  fiiall  be  for  you  prcfently. 

Jaq.  Your  worfhips 

Shall  have  it  rich  and  neat : and  o’  my  confciencc 
As  welcome  as  our  Lady-day:  Oh  my  old  Sir, 

When  fhall  we  lee  your  worfnip  run  at  Ring  ? 
Jhathour,  a ftandingwere  worth  money. 

Mor.  So  Sir. 

Jaq.  Uponmy  little  honefty,  your  Miftnfs, 

If  1 have  any  fpcculation,  muft  think 
This  fingle  thrumming  of  a Fiddle, 

Without  a Bow,  but  even  poor  fport. 

- Mor.  Y’arc  merry. 

Ja.  Would  1 were  wife  too : fo  Godblefs  your  worfhip. 
Tra.  The  fellow  tells  you  true.  Exit  Jaq. 


Exeunt. 


Soph.  When  is  the  day  man  ? 

Come,  come,  you’ll  fteal  a marriage. 

Mor.  Nay,  believe  me : 

But  when  her  Father  pleafes,  I am  ready. 
And  all  my  friends  fliall  know  it. 

Trj.  Why  not  now.? 

One  charge  had  ferv’d  for  both. 

Mor.  There’s  reafon  in’t. 

Soph.  Call’d  Rowland 

Mor.  Will  ye  walk? 

They’ll  think  we  are  loft ; Come  Gentlemen. 
Lra.  You  have  wip’d  him  now. 

Soph.  So  will  he  never  the  wench,  I hope. 
Lra.  Iwiftit. 

* Scdna  Secmtda, 

Enter  Rowland  Livia. 


Row.  Now  Livia^  if  you’ll  go  away  to  night, 

If  your  affedions  be  not  made  of  words. 

Liv.  I love  you,  and  you  know  how  dearly  Rowland, 

Is  there  none  near  us  ? my  affedions  ever 
Have  been  your  fervants  ^ with  what  fuperftition 

I have  evet  Sainted  you 

Row.  Why  then  take  this  way. 

Liv.  ’Twill  be  a childifli,  and  a left  prolperous  courie, 
Than  his  that  knows  not  care:  why  fliould  we  do 
Our  honeft  and  our  hearty  love  Itich  wrong. 

To  over-run  our  fortunes? 

Row.  Then  you  flatter. 

Liv.  Alas,  you  know  I cannot. 

Rom.  What  hope’s  left  elfe 
But  flying  to  enjoy  ye.? 

Liv.  None  fo  far, 

For  let  it  be  admitted,  we  have  time. 

And  all  things  now  in  other  expedation, 

My  father’s  bent  againft  us^  what  but  ruine. 

Can  filch  a by-way  bring  us .?  if  your  fears 

Would  let  you  look  with  my  eyes,  I would  Ihew  you. 

And  certain,  how  our  ftaying  here  would  win  us 
A courfe,  though  fomewhat  longer,  yet  far  furcr. 

Row.  And  then  Morojo  h’as  ye. 

Liv.  No  fuch  matter 

For  hold  this  certain,  begging,  dealing,  whorrng, 

Selling  (which  is  a fin  unpardonable  ) 

Of  counterfeit  Cods,  ormufty  Englifh  Croacus-, 

Switches,  or  Stones  for  th’  tooth-ache  fooner  finds  me. 

Than  that  drawn  Fox  Morofo. 

Row.  But  his  money. 

If  wealth  may  win  you 

Liv.  If  a Hog  may  be 

HighPrieft  among  the  ? his  money  R<m»W? 

Oh  Love  forgive  me,  what  faith  haft  thou  > 

Why,  can  his  money  kift  me  ? 

Row.  Yes. 

Liv.  Behind, 

Laid  out  upon  a Petticoat : or  graspe  me 
While  I cry,  Oh  good  thank  you  ? o’ my  troth 
Thou  mak’ft  me  merry  with  thy  fear:  or  lie  with  me. 

As  you  may  do  ? alas,  what  fools  you  men  are  > 

His  mouldy  money  ? half  a dozen  Riders, 

That  cannot  fit,  but  ftamptfaft  to  their  Saddles? 

No  Rowland,  no  man  fhall  make  ufe  of  me  •, 

My  beauty  was  born  free,  and  free  I’ll  give  it 
To  him  that  loves,  not  buys  me.  You  yet  doubt  me. 

Row.  I cannot  fay  I doubt  ye. 

Liv.  Goc  thy  ways. 

Thou  art  the  prettied  puling  piece  of  pafTion : 

Y’faith  I will  not  fail  thee. 

Row.  I had  rather 

Liv.'  Prethec  believe  me,  if  I do  not  carry  it. 

For  both  our  goods——— 

Row.  But- 

Liv. 
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Liv.  What  but  ? 

Kow.  I would  tell  you. 

Liv.  I know  all  you  can  tell  mc^  all’s  but  this, 

I You  would  have  me,  and  lie  with  me  ^ is’c  not  fo? 

B.on>.  Yes. 

Liv.  Why  you  (hall  i will  that  content  you  ? Goc. 

JloTP.  I am  very  loth  to  goc. 

Emer  Byancha  and  Maria. 

Liv.  Now  o’  my  conlciencc 
I Thou  art  an  honeft  fellow : here’s  my  Sifter  •, 

Go,  prethee  go  •,  this  kifs,  and  credit  me, 

[E’r  I am  three  nights  older,  I am  for  tliee : 

You  ftiall  hear  what  I do. 

[Farewel. 

Kotv.  Farewel.  Exit  Rowland. 

Liv.  Alas  poor  fool,  how  it  looks? 

[ It  would  ev’n  hang  it  felf,  Ihould  I but  crols  it. 

For  pure  love  to  the  matter  I mull  hatch  it. 

Byj.  Nay,  never  look  for  merry  hour,  Maria^ 

I If  now  you  make  it  not-  let  not  yourblulhcs. 

Your  modefty,  and  tendernefs  of  fpirit. 

Make  you  continual  Anvile  to  his  anger: 

Believe  me,  lince  his  firft  wife  fet  him  going, 

Nothing  can  bind  his  rage  : Take  your  own  council. 

You  lhall  not  fay  that  I perfwaded  you. 

But  if  you  fuffer  him — 

M^r. *Stay,  fnall  I doit? 

Bya.  Have  you  a ftomach  to’t? 

Mar.  I never  Ihew’d  it. 

Bya.  ’Twill  Ihew  the  rarer  and  the  ftronger  in  you. 

I But  do  not  fay  I urg’d  you. 

Mar.  I am  perfed, 

I Like  Curtins^  to  redeem  my  Countrey,  I have 
Leap’d  into  this  gulph  of  marriage,  and  I’ll  do  it. 
Farewel  all  poorer  thoughts,  but  fpight  and  anger. 

Till  I have  wrought  a miracle.  Now  cofm, 

I am  no  more  the  gentle,  tame  Maria 
Miftake  me  not-,  I have  a newlbulinme 
Made  of  a North  wind,  nothing  but  tempeft:  j 
And  like  a tempeft  Ihajl  it  make  all  ruin. 

Till  I have  run  my  Will  out. 

Bya.  This  is  brave  now. 

If  you  continue  it-,  but  your  own  Will  lead  you. 

Mar.  Adieu  all  tendernefs,  I dare  continue  -, 

Maids  that  are  made  of  fears,  and  modeft  bluftics. 

View  me,  and  love  example. 

Bya.  Here  is  your  Sifter. 

Mar.  Here  is  the  brave  old  mans  love. 

Bya.  That  loves  the  young  man.  (is’t 

Mar.  I and  hold  thee  there  wench : what  a grief  of  heart 
When  Taphos  Revels  Ihould rowze  up  old  night. 

To  fweat  againft  a Cork  j to  lie  and  tell 
The  clock  o’th  lungs,  to  rife  Iport  ftarv’d  ? 

Liv.  Dear  Sifter, 

I Where  have  you  been,  you  talk  thus  ? 

Mar.  Why  at  Church,  wench  -, 

Where  I amti’d  totalke  thus:  I am  a wife  now. 

Liv.  It  feems  lb,  and  a modeft. 

Mar.  You  are  an  als  ^ 

; When  thon  art  married  once,  thy  modefty 
I Win  never  buy  thee  pins. 

Liv.  ’Blefsme.  / 

Afar.  From  what  ? 

Bya.  From  fuch  a tame  fool  as  our  cofin  Lhia  ? 

Liv.  You  are  not  mad. 

Mar.  Yes  wench,  andiomuft  you  be. 

Or  none  of  our  acquaintance : markmeLiw^j 
Or  indeed  fit  for  ourfex:  ’Tisbed  time. 

Pardonme  yellow  Hymen^  that  I mean 
Thine  o^mgs  to  piotraft,  or  to  keep  falling 
My  vahant  Bridegroom. 

Liv.  Whither  will  this  woman  ? 


Bya.  You  may  perceive  her  end. 

Liv.  Or  rather  fear  it. 

Mar.  Dare  you  be  partner  in’t  ? 

Liv.  Leave  it  Maria, 

I fear  lhavc  mark’d  too  much,  for.goodncfs  leave  it  j 
Divell  you  with  obedient  hands,  to  bed. 

Mar.  To  bed?  no  Livia,  there  arc  Comets  hang 
Prodigious  over  that  yet  there’s  a fellow 
Muft  yet  before  I know  that  heat  ( ne’r  ftart  wench  ) 

Be  made  a man,  for  yet  he  is  a monfter  j 
Here  muft  his  head  be  Lhia. 

Liv.  Never  hope  it. 

’Tis'aseafiewith  a Siveto  (coop  the  Ocean,  is 
To  tame  Petrnebio. 

Mar.  Stay:  Lucirta  hear  me. 

Never  unlock  the  treafdre  of  my  womb 
For  humane  fruit,  to  make  it  capable  • 

Nor  never  with  thy  fecret  hand  make  brief 

A mothers  labor  to  me  ^ if  I do 

Give  way  unto  my  married  Husband’s  Will, 

Or  be  a Wife  in  any  thing  but  hopes. 

Till  I have  made  him  eafie  as  a child. 

And  tame  as  fear,  he  (hall  not  win  a fmile. 

Or  a pleas’d  look,  from  thisaufterity. 

Though  it  would  pull  another  Joynture  from  him. 

And  make  him  ev’ry  day  another  man 
And  when  I kifs  him,  till  1 have  my  Will, 

May  I be  barren  of  delights,  and  know 
Only  what  pleafures  are  in  dreams,  andgueftes. 

Liv.  A ftrange  Exordium. 

Bya.  All  the  (everal  wrongs 
Done  by  Imperious  Husbands  to  their  Wives 
Thefe  thouland  years  and  upwards,  ftrengthen  thee  i 
Thou  haft  a brave  caufe. 

Mar.  And  I’ll  do  it  bravely. 

Or  may  I knit  my  life  out  ever  after. 

Liv.  In  what  part  of  the  world  got  (he  this  fpirit  ? 

Yet  pray  Maria,  look  before  you  tr^y, 

Befides  the  obedience  of  a wife^ 

Which  you  will  find  a heavy  imputation. 

Which  yet  I cannot  think  your  own,  it  Ihews 
Sodiftant  from  your  fweetnefs. 

Mar.  ’Tis  I fwear. 

Liv.  Weigh  but  the  perfbn,  and  the  hopes  you  have, 
To  work  this  defperate  cure. 

Mar.  A weaker  fubjeft 
Would  fhame  the  end  I aim  at,  difobedience. 

You  talk  too  tamely  : By  the  faith  I have 
In  mine  own  noble  Will,  that  childifti  woman 
That  lives  a prifoner  to  her  Husbands  pleafure,’ 

? Has  loft  her  making,  and  becomes  a beaft. 

Created  for  his  ufe,  not  fellowfhip. 

Liv.  His  firft  wifefaidas  much. 

Mar.  She  was  a fool. 

And  took  a fcurvycourfe  -,  let  her  be  nam’d 
’Mongfi;  thofe  that  wifh  for  things,  but  dare  not  do  ’em  i 
I have  a new  dance  for  him. 

Li».  Are  you  of  this  faith  ? 

Bya.  Yes  truly,  and  will  die  in^t. 

Liv.  Why  then  let’s  all  wear  breeches. 

Mar.  Now  thou  com’ft  near  the  nature  of  a womans 
Hang  theft  tame  hearted  Eyafles,  that  no  fboner 
See  the  Lure  out,  and  hear  their  Husbands  holloWj 
But  cry  like  Kites  upon  ’em : The  free  Haggard 
( Which  is  that  woman,  that  hath  wing,  and  knows  it, 
Spirit  and  plume  ) will  make  an  hundred  checks. 

To  fhew  her  freedom,  fail  in  ev’ry  air. 

And  look  out  ev’ry  pleafure  ■,  not  regarding 
Lure,  nor  quarry,  till  her  pitch  command 
What  file  defires,  making  her  foundred  keeper' 

Be  glad  to  fling  out  trains,  and  golden  ones, 


To  take  her  down  again. 

Liv.  You  are  learned.  Sifter  i 
Yet  1 fay  ftill  take  heed. 


Mar. 
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Mar.  A witty  fiiying  \ 
rU  tell  thee  L/r/j,  had  this  fellow  tired 
As  many  wives  as  horfes  under  him, 

U’ith  fpurring  of  tlieir  patience  ; had  he  got 
A Patent,  with  an  Office  to  reclaim  us. 

Confirm’d  by  Parliament^  had  he  all  the  malice 
And  fiibtilty  of  Devils,  or  of  us. 

Or  any  thing  that’s  worfe  than  both. 

Liv.  Hey,  hey  boys,  this  is  excellent. 

Mjr.  Or  could  he 

Cafr  his  wives  new  again,  like  Bels,  to  make  ’em 
Sound  to  his  W’ill  ^ or  had  the  fearful  name 
Of  thefirft  breaker  of  wild  women : yet. 

Yet  would  I undertake  this  man,  thus  fingle, 

And,  Ipight  of  all  the  freedom  he  has  reach’d  to. 

Turn  him  and  bend  him  as  I lift,  and  mold  him 
Into  a babe  again  ^ that  aged  women, 

\\  onting  both  teeth  and  fpleen,  may  Mafter  him. 

Byj.  Thou  wilt  be  chronicl’d. 

A/jr.  That’s  all  1 aim  at. 

Liv.  1 muft  confefs,  I do  with  all  my  heart 
Hate  an  imperious  Husband,  and  in  time 
Might  be  fo  wrought  upon. 

£yj.  To  make  him  cuckold  .> 

Mjr.  If  he  deferve  it. 

Liv.  Then  I’ll  leave  ye  Ladies. 

By  a.  1 hou  hall  not  fo  much  noble  anger  in  thee. 

Mar.  Go  lleep,go  fleep,  what  we  intend  to  do. 

Lies  not  for  fuch  ftarv’d  fouls,  as  thou  haft  Livia. 

Liv.  Good  night:  the  Bridegroom  will  be  with  you  pre- 
Mar.  That’s  more  than  you  know,  (fently. 

Liv.  If  ye  work  upon  Iiim, 

As  you  have  promifed,  yc  may  give  example. 

Which  no  doubt  will  be  followed. 

Mar.  So. 

Byj.  Good  night : we’ll  trouble  you  no  further. 

Mar.  If  you  intend  no  good,  pray  do  no  harm. 

Liv.  None,  but  pray  for  you.  Exit  Livia. 

, Byj.  Cheer  wench. 

Mar.  Now  Byancha^ 

Thofe  wits  we  have,  let’s  wind  ’em  to  the  height. 

My  reft  is  up  wench,  and  I pull  for  that 
Will  make  me  ever  famous.  They  that  lay 
Foundations,  are  half-builders,  all  men  fay. 


That  are  fuch  Mafters  this  way  ? Well,  my  Sir 
Has  been  as  good  at  finding  out  thefe  toys. 

As  any  living  ^ if  helofe  know. 

At  his  own  peril  be  it.  I muft  follow. 

Scana  ’Tertia, 


Exit. 


Enter  Servants  with  Lights^  Petruchio,  Petronius 
Morofo,  Tranio,  aud  Sophocles.  ” 

Pet.  You  that  are  married.  Gentlemen  j have  at  ye 
For  a round  wager  now. 

Sofh.  Of  this  nights  Stage  ? 

Yes.  (fiiillings. 

Soph.  I am  your  firft  man,  a pair  of  Gloves  of  twenty 
Petru.  Done:  who  takes  me  up  next  > 1 am  for  all  bets. 
Mar.  Well  lufty  Lawrence^  were  but  my  night  now 
Old  as  1 am,  I would  make  you  clap  on  Spurs, 

But  I would  reach  you,  and  bring  you  to  your  trot  too- 
I would  Gallants.  ' '(-ha  p 

good  Will^  but  where’s  the  ftaffbw,' 
Old  father  Time,  your  hour-glals  is  empty. 

Ira.  A good  tough  train  would  break  thee  all  to  pieces  • 
Thou  haft  not  breath  enough  to  lay  thy  prayers. 

Petr  on.  See  how  thefe  boys  delpife  us.  Will  you  to  bed  fon  ? 
This  pride  will  have  a fall. 

Petm.  Upon  your  daughter 
5ut  1 ftiall  rile  again,  if  there  be  truth 
In  Eggs,  and  butter’d  Parfnips. 

Petro.  Will  you  to  bed  fon,  and  leave  talking? 
Tomorrow  morning  weftiallhave  you  look. 

For  all  your  great  words,  like  St.  George  ac  Kingfton., 

Running  a foot-back  from  the  furious  Dragon, 

That  with  her  angry  tail  belabours  him 
For  being  lazie. 

Era.  His  courage  quench’d,  and  lb  far  quench’d — . 

Petm.  ’Tis  w^ell  Sir. 

What  then  ? 

Soph.  Fly,  fly,  quoth  then  the  fearful  dwarfej 
Here  is  no  place  for  living  man. 

Petru.  Well  my  mafters,  if  I do  fink  under  mybufinefs, 
as  I find  ’tis  very  poffible,  I am  not  the  firft  that  has  mif- 
carried  ^ So  that’s  my  comfort , what  may  be  done  with- 
out impeach  or  wafte,  I can  and  will  do. 


Enter  Jaques. 

Jjq.  My  Mafter  forfooth. 

Mar.  Oh  how  does  thy  Mafter  ? prethee  commend  me 
Jaq.  How’s  this  / my  Mafter  ftays  forfooth.  ( to  him. 

Mar.  Why  lethimftay,  who  hinders  him  forfooth/ 

Jaq.  The  Revel’s  ended  no\v. 

To  vifit  you. 

Mar.  I am  not  fick. 

Jaq.  I mean  to  fee  his  chamber  forfooth. 

Mar.  Am  I his  Groom/  where  lay  he  laft  night  forlboth? 
Jap.  In  the  low  matted  Parlour. 

Mar.  There  lies  his  way  by  the  long  Gallery. 

Jaq.  I mean  your  chamber : y’are  very  merry  Miftrils. 

■ Mar.  ’Tis  a good  fign  I am  found  hearted  Jaques-. 

But  if  you’ll  know  where  I lie,  follow  me  ^ 

And  what  thou  feeft,  deliver  to  thy  Mafter. 

Bya.  Do  gentle  Jaques.  Exeunt. 

Ja.  Ha,  is  the  wind  in  that  door/ 

Byfr  Lady  wc  ffiall  have  foul  weather  then  : 

I do  not  like  the  ffiuffling  of  thefe  women. 

They  are  mad  beafts,whcn  they  knock  their  heads  together  : 

1 have  obferv’d  them  all  this  day^  their  whispers, 

One  in  anothers  ear,  their  figns  and  pinches. 

And  breaking  often  into  violent  laughters ; 

As  if  the  end  they  purpos’d  were  their  own. 

Call  you  this  wedding?  / Sure  this  is  a knavery, 

A very  trick,  and  dainty  knavery. 

Marvellous  finely  carried,  that’s  the  comfort : 

W hat  would  thefe  women  do  in  ways  of  honor  ? 


Enter  Jaques. 

How  now,  is  my  fair  Bride  a bed  ? 

Jaq.  No  truly.  Sir. 

Petron.  Not  a bed  yet?  body  o’ me:  we’ll  up  and  rifle  ' i 
her : here’s  a coil  with  a Maiden-head,  ’tis  not  intail’d,  is' 
it? 

If  it  be.  I’ll  try  all  the  Law  i’th’ Land,  but  I’ll  cut  I 
it  off:  let’s  up,  let’s  up,  come. 

Jaq.  That  you  cannot  neither. 

Petm.  Why? 

Jaq.  Unleft  you’ll  drop  through  the  Chimney  like  a Daw,'  . i 
or  force  a breach  i’th’ windows : you  may  untile  thehoule,;  ■ i 
’tis  poffible. 

Petm.  What  doft  thou  mean  ? 

7^^.  A moral,  Sir,  the  Ballad  will  exprefs  it : 

7 he  wind  and  the  rain.^  has  turned  you  bac\  again 
And  you  cannot  be  lodged  there.  The  truth  is,  all  the  doors 
Are  baracadoed^  not  aCathole,  but  holds  a murd’rer  in’t. 
She’s  viduall’d  for  this  month.  * ^ ; 

Petru.  Art  not  thou  drunk/  ' • 

Soph.  He’s  drunk,  he’s  drunk  ^ come,  come,  let’s  up. 

Jaq.  Yes,  yes,  I am  drunk : yc  may  go  up,  ye  may  Gen- 
tlemen, but  take  heed  to  your  heads : 1 fay  no  more. 

Soph.  I’ll  try  that.  Exit  Soph. 

Petron.  How  doft  thou  fay  ? the  door  fall:  lock’d  fellow  / 

Jaq..  Yes  truly  Sir,  ’tis  lock’d,  and  guarded  too  - and 
two  as  defperate  tongues  planted  behind  it,  as  e’er  yet  bat-  i 
ter’d ; they  ftand  upon  their  honors,  and  will  not  give  up 

without 
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without ftrange  compofition.  I’ll  adurc  you-,  marching  a • 
way  with  their  Pieces  cockt,  and  Bullets  in  their  mouths, 
will  not  fatisfie  them. 

Petru.  How’s  this?  how’s  this?  they  arc 

Is  there  another  with  her/ 

Jaq.  Yes  marry  is  there,  and  an  Enginier. 

Mor.  Who’s  that  for  Heavens  fake  / 

Jaq.  Colonel  Byancba^  flie  commands  the  works : Spi- 
noia^s  but  a Ditcher  to  her,  there’s  a half-moon : I am  but 
a poor  man,  but  if  you’ll  give  me  leave , I’ll  venture  a 
years  wages,  draw  all  your  force  before  it,  and  mount  your 
ableft  Piece  of  battery,  you  lhall  not  enter  it  thefe  three 
nights  yet. 

Enter  Sophocles. 

Petrn.  1 fhould  laugh  at  thr  t good  Jaqnes. 

Soph.  Beat  back  again,  Ihe’s  fortified  for  ever. 

Jaq.  Am  I drunk  now.  Sir  ? 

Soph.  He  that  dares  molt,  go  up  now,  and  be  cool’d. 

I have  fcap’d  a pretty  fcowring. 

Petru.  What  are  they  mad  ? have  we  another  Bedlam  ? 
They  donot  talke  I hope? 

Soph.  Oh  terribly,  cxtreamly  fearful,  thenoile  at  Lon- 
don-bridge  is  nothing  near  her. 

Petru.  How  got  ihe  tongue  ? 

Soph.  As  you  got  tail,  fhewasborn  to’t. 

Petru.  Lock’d  out  a doors,  and  on  my  wedding. night? 
Nay,  and  I fuffer  this,  I may  goe graze: 

Come  Gentlemen,  I’ll  battery  are  thefe  virtues? 

Soph.  Do,  and  be  beaten  off  with  lhame,  as  I was ; I went 
up,  came  to  th’ door,  knock’d,  no  body  anfwer’d>  knock’d 
louder,  yet  heard  nothing:  would  have  broke  in  by  force-, 
when  fuddainly  a Water-work  flew  from  the  window  with 
fuch  violence,  that  had  I not  duck’d  quickly  like  a Fryer, 
catera  quis  nefiit  ? The  chamber’s  nothing  but  a meer  Ojiend, 
in  every  window  Pewter  Cannons  mounted,  you’ll  quickly 
find  with  what  they  are  charg’d,  Sir. 

Petru.  Why  then for  us. 

Soph.  And  all  the  lower  Works  lin’d  Pure  with  Imallfliot, 
long  tongues  with  Fire-locks,  that  at  twelve  fcore  blank  hit 
to  the  heart : now  and  ye  dare  go  up. 

Enter  Maria  and  Byanca  above. 

Mor.  The  window  opens,  beat  a parley  firftj 
I am  fb  much  amaz’d,  my  very  hair  ftands. 

Petron.  Why  how  now  Daughter : what  intrench’d  ? 

Mar.  A little  guarded  for  my  fafety.  Sir. 

Petru.  For  your  fafety  Sweet-heart  .<*  why  who  offends 
T come  not  to  ufe  violence.  • (you  ? 

Mar.  I think  you  cannot,  Sir,  I am  better  fortified. 

Petru,  I know  your  end. 

You  would  fain  reprieve  your  Maiden-head 
Anight,  or  two. 

Mar.  Yes,  or  ten,  or  twenty,  or  fay  an  hundred  *, 

Or  indeed,  till  I lift  lie  with  you. 

Soph.  That’s  a Ihrewd  laying  from  this  prelent  hour, 

I never  will  believe  a filent  woman. 

When  they  break  out  they  are  bonfires. 

Petro.  Till  you  lift,lie  with  him  / why  who  are  you  Madam? 

Bya.  That  trim  Gentlemans  wife,  Sir. 

Petru.  Cry  you  mercy,  do  you  command  too 

Mar,  Yes  marry  does  Ihe,  and  in  chief. 

Bya.  I do  command,  and  you  lhall  go  without: 

( I mean  your  wife,  for  this  night) 

M<ir.  And  for  the  next  too  wench,  andlbas’t  follows 

Pf /ro.Thou  wilt  not,  wilt  ’a  ? 

Mar.  Yes  indeed  dear  father. 

And  till  he  feal  to  what  I lhall  fet  down. 

For  anything  I know  for  ever. 

SopL  Indeed  thele  are  Bug-words. 

' 7ra.  You  hear  Sir,  Ihe  can  talk,  God  be  thanked. 


Petru.  I would  I heard  it  not.  Sir. 

Soph.  I find  that  all  the  pity  bellow’d  uix)n  this  woman, 
Makes  but  an  Anagram  of  an  ill  wife. 

For  Ihe  was  never  virtuous. 

Petru.  You’ll  let  me  in  I hope,  for  all  this  jefting; 

Mar.  Hope  ftill,  Sir. 

Petron.  You  will  comedown  I amfure. 

Mar.  I amfure  I will  not. 

Petron.  I’ll  fetch  you  then. 

Bya.  The  power  of  the  whole  County  cannot,  Sif^ 

Unlcfs  we  pleafe  to  yield,  which  yet  I think 
We  lhall  not  ^ charge  when  you  plcale,  you  fliall 
Hear  quickly  from  us. 

Mor.  Bids  me  from  a chicken  of  thy  hatching. 

Is  this  wiving? 

Petru.  Prethee  Maria  tell  me  what’s  the  rcalbn. 

And  doe  it  freely,  you  deal  thusftrangely  with  me? 

You  were  not  forc’d  to  marry,  your  con  lent 
Went  equally  with  mine,  if  not  before  it: 

I hope  you  do  not  doubt  I want  that  mettle 
A man  Ihould  have  to  keep  a woman  waking-, 

I would  be  lorry  to  be  fuch  a Saint  yet ; 

My  perfon,  as  it  is  not  excellent. 

So  ’tis  not  old,  nor  lame,  nor  weak  with  Ph/fick, 

But  well  enough  to  picafe  an  honeft  woman. 

That  keeps  her  houle,  and  loves  her  Husband. 

Mar.  ’Tis  lb. 

Petru.  My  means  and  my  conditions  are  no  lhamers 
Of  him  that  owes  ’em,  all  the  world  knows  that. 

And  my  friends  no  reliers  on  my  fortunes. 

Mar.  All  this  I believe,  and  none  of  all  thele  parcels 
I dare  accept  againft  ^ nay  more,  lb  far 
I am  from  making  thefe  the  ends  I aim  at, 

Thefe  idle  outward  things,  thefe  womens  fears, 

That  were  I yet  unmarried,  free  to  choofe 
Through  all  the  Tribes  of  man,  I’ll  take  Petruchio 
In’s  fhirt,  with  one  ten  Groats  to  pay  the  Prieft, 

Before  the  belt  man  living,  or  the  ableft 

That  e’er  leap’d  out  of  Lancajhire.^  and  they  are  right  ones. 

Petron.  Why  do  you  play  the  fool  then,andftand  prating 
Out  ofthe  window  like  a broken  Miller ! 

Petru.  If  you  will  have  me  credit  you  Maria., 
Comedown,  and  Jet  your  love  confirm  it. 

Mar.  Staythere,  Sir,  that  bargain’s  yet  to  make. 

Bya.  Play  fure  wench,  the  Pack  sin  thine  own  hand. 

Soph.  Let  me  die  lowfie,  if  thefe  two  wenches 
Be  not  brewing  knavery  to  ftock  a Kingdom. 

Petru.  Why  this  is  a Riddle  j 
I love  you,  and  I love  you  not. 

Mar.  It  is  lb: 

And  till  your  own  experience  do  untie  it. 

This  diftance  I mull  keep, 

Petru.  If  you  talk  more, 

I am  angry,  very  angry. 

Mar.  I amgladon’t,  and  I will  talk. 

Petru.  Prethee  peace. 

Let  me  not  think  thou  art  mad.  I tell  thee  woman, 

If  thou  goeft  forward,  I am  ftill  Petruchio. 

Mar.  And  I am  worfe,  a woman  that  can  fear 
Neither  Petruchio  Furiui.,  nor  his  fame. 

Nor  any  thing  that  tends  to  our  allegeance  ^ 

There’s  a Ihort  method  for  you,  now  you  know  me. 

Petru.  If  you  can  carry’t  fo,  ’tis  very  well. 

Bya.  No,  you  lhall  carry  it,  Sir. 

Petru.  Peace  gentle  Lovv-bel. 

Petron.  life  no  more  words,  but  come  down  inftantly, 

I charge  thee  by  tie  duty  of  a child. 

Petru.  Prethee  come  Maria.,  I forgive  all. 

Mar.  Stay  there  -,  That  duty,  that  you  charge  me  by 
( If  you  confider  truly  what  you  fay  ) 

Is  now  another  man’s,  you  gave’t  away 
I’ th’ Church,  if  you  remember,  to  my  Husband: 

So  all  you  can  exad  now,  is  no  more 
But  only  a due  reverence  to  your  perlbn, 

G g 


Which 
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W hichthus  I pay  ; Your  bldling,  and  I am  gone 
I'o  Uxl  Tor  this  nighc. 

PerroK.  I'his  IS  moiiilrous ! 

Tliat  bldling  tliat  St.  Vunjim  gave  the  Devil, 

If  1 were  necrthcc,  I would  give  thee 

Pull  thee  down  by  rh’  nolc, 

Fy.  Saints  ihoiild  not  rave,  Sir^ 

A little  Rubarbnow  were  excellent. 

Pcuu.  Then  by  that  duty  ^ou  owe  to  me  Maria-, 

Open  the  door,  and  be  obedient : I am  quiet  yet. 

Mar.  1 doeonfelsthat  duty,  make  your  bell  on’t. 

Fftru.  \\  hy  give  me  leave,  1 will. 

B\a.  Sir,  there’s  no  learning 
An  oldftift' liide  to  trot,  vou  know  the  moral. 

blar.  Yet  as  1 take  it.  Sir,  I owe  no  more 
Than  vou  owe  back  again. 

Pitru.  You  will  not  Article? 

All  I owe,  prefently,  let  me  but  up,  I’ll  pay. 

Mar.  Y’ arc  too  hot,  and  inch  prove  Jades  at  length  •, 

You  doconfel's  a duty,  or  rclpcd  to  me  from  you  again: 
That’s  very  near,  or  full  the  lame  with  mine.? 

Pftrii.  Yes. 

Mar.  Then  by  that  duty,  or  refpecT,  or  what 
You  pleafe  to  have  it,  go  to  bed  and  leave  me. 

And  trouble  me  no  longer  with  your  fooling-, 

For  know,  I am  not  for  you. 

Petru.  Well,  what  remedy? 

Peiron.  A fine  fmart  Cudgel.  Oh  that  I were  near  thee. 

B\a.  If  you  had  teeth  now,  what  a cafe  were  we  in  ? 

Mor.  Thefc  are  the  moll  authentique  Rebels,  next 
Tyotie,  I ever  read  of. 

Aifar.  A week  hence,  or  a fortnight,  as  you  bear  you. 

And  as  I find  my  Will  obferv’d,  I may, 

With  intcrcelTion  of  fome  friends,  be  brought 
May  be  to  kifsyou  •,  and  fo  quarterly 
To  pay  a little  Rent  by  compofition, 

You  underfland  me? 

Soph.  Thou  Toy  thou. 

Petru.  Well  there  are  more  Maids  than  Maudlin.,  that  s 
my  comfort. 

Mar.  Ycs,and  more  men  than  Michael-  ( Lady. 

Petru.  1 mulb  not  to  bed  with  this  ftomach,  and  no  meat 

Mar.  Feed  where  you  will,  fo  it  belbund  and  wholfome, 
Fife  live  at  Livery,  for  I’ll  none  with  you. 

By,  You  had  belt  back  one  of  the  Dairy  Maids,  they’ll 
carry. 

But  take  heed  to  your  girths,  you’ll  get  a bnnfe  elfe. 

Petru.  Now  if  thou  wouldit  come  down  and  tender  me : 
All  the  delights  due  to  a marriage-bed. 

Study  fuch  kifib  as  would  melt  a man. 

And  turn  thy  fclf  into  a thou  land  Figures, 

To  add  new  flames  unto  me,  1 would  ftand 
Thus  heavy,  thus  regardlefs,  thus  defpifing 
Thee,  and  thy  belt  allurings : all  the  beauty 
That’s  laid  upon  your  bodies,  mark  me  well. 

For  without  doubt  your  mind’s  are  miferable. 

You  have  no  Masques  for  them;  all  this  rare  beauty. 

Lay  but  the  Painter  and  the  Silk-worm  by, 

TheDoftor  w-ithhis  Dyets,  and  the  Tailor, 

And  you  appear  like  flea’d  Cats,  notfo  handfome. 

Mar.  And  we  appear  like  her  that  fent  us  hither. 

That  only  excellent  and  beauteous  nature  y 
Truly  our  felves  for  men  to  wonder  at, 

But  too  divine  to  handle-,  we  are  Gold, 

In  our  own  natures  pure  •,  but  when  we  fufTcr 
The  husbands  Ftamp  upon  us,  then  allays. 

And  bafe  ones  of  you  men  are  mingled  with  us, 

' And  make  us  blulh  like  Copper. 

Petru.  T hen,  and  never 
Till  then  arc  women  to  be  fpoken  of. 

For  till  that  time  you  have  no  fouls  I take  it : 

Gc^  night ; come  Gentlemen  •,  I’ll  faft  for  thisnight, 

But  by  this  hand,wcll  y Ilhallcomc  up  yet? 

Mar.  No. 


Petru.  There  will  I watch  thee  like  a wither’d  Jury, 

T hou  lhalt  neither  have  meat,  Fire,  nor  Candle, 
slor  any  thing  that’s  eafie : do  you  rebel  lb  Ibon? 

Yet  take  mercy. 

By.  Put  up  your  Pipes : to  bed  Sir,  I’ll  allure  you 
A months  fiege  will  not  fliake  us. 

Moro.  WeLlfaid  Colonel. 

Mar.  To  bed, to  bed  Petruchio:  goodnight  Gentlemen. 
You’ll  make  my  Father  fick  with  fittingup: 

Tere  you  fliall  find  us  any  time  thefe  ten  days, 

Jnlefs  we  may  march  off  with  our  contentment. 

Petru.  I’ll  hang  firlf. 

Mar.  And  I’ll  quarter  if  I do  not. 

I’ll  make  you  know,  and  fear  a wife  Petruchio., 

There  my  caule  lies. 

You  have  been  famous  for  a woman-tamer. 

And  bear  the  fear’d-name  of  a brave  Wife-breaker ; 

A woman  now  fliall  take  thofe  honors  ofl^  (me, 

And  tame  you-,  nay,  never  look  fo  bigg,  Ilie  Ihall  believe 
And  I am  Ihe  : what  think  ye : goodnight  to  all. 

Ye  fliall  find  Centinels. 

By.  If  yedarefally.  Exeunt  above. 

Petro.  The  devil’s  in ’em,  ev’n  the  very  devil,  the  down- 
right devil. 

Petru.  I’ll  devil ’em;  by  thefe  ten  bones  I will:  I’ll  bring 

it  re  the  old  Proverb,  no  fport  no  pie: -taken  down 

i’th’top  of  all  my  fpecd.?  this  is  fine  dancing;  Gentlemen, 
ftickto  me.  You  fee  our  Freehold’s  touch’d,  and  by  this 
light,  we  will  beleagure  ’em,  and  either  ftarve  ’em  out, 
or  make  ’em  recreant. 

Petro.  I’ll  fee  all  paflages  ftopt,  but  thofe  about  ’em : 

If  the  good  women  of  the  Town  dare  fuccor  ’em, 

We  fliall  have  wars  indeed. 

Soph,  I’ll  Hand  perdue  upon ’em. 

Mor.  My  Regiment  fliall  lie  before. 

Jaq.  I think  lb.  ’tis  grown  too  old  to  Hand. 

Petru.  Let’s  in,  and  each  provide  his  tackle. 

We’ll  fire ’em  out,  or  make  ’em  take  their  pardons  : 

Hear  what  I fay  on  their  bare  knees — . 

Ami  Petruchio,  fear’d,  and  fpoken  of. 

And  on  my  wedding  night  am  I thus  jaded  ? Exeunt  omn. 

Serena  ^uarta. 

Rowlanci  andPedro  at  fever al  doors. 

Kon>.  Nov!  Pedro} 

Ped.  Very  bufie  Mafter  Rowland. 

Row.  What hafte  man .? 

Ped.  I befeech  you  pardon  me, 

I am  not  mine  own  man. 

Row.  Thou  art  not  mad.? 

Ped.  No  -,  but  believe  me,  as  hafty i 

Row.  The  caufe  good  Pedro  ? 

Ped.  There  be  a thoufand  Sir  j you  are  not  married  ? 
Row.  Not  yet. 

Ped.  Keep  your  felf  quiet  then. 

Row.  Why .? 

Ped.  You’ll  find  a Fiddle 

That  never  will  be  tun’d  elfe;  from  all  women — Exit. 
Row.  What  ails  the  fellow  tro?  JaquesP 

Enter  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Your  friend  Sir. 

But  very  full  of  bulinels. 

Row.  Nothing  but  bufinefs .? 

Prethee  the  reafon,  is  there  any  dying  ? 

Jaq.  1 would  there  were  Sir. 

Row.  But  thy  bufinefs.? 

Jaq.  I’ll  tell  you  in  a word,  I am  fent  to  lay 
Animpofitionupon  Soufe  and  Puddings, 

Pafties,  and  penny  Cuftards,  that  the  women 
May  not  relieve  you  Rebels : Fare  ye  well,  Sir, 

Row.  How  does  my  Miltrifs  ? 

I Jaq.  Like  a refty  jade. 


She’s 
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she’s  i'poil’d  for  riding.  Exit  Jaques. 

Kow.  What  a devil  ail  they? 

Enter  Sophocles. 

CuHards^  and  penny  Parties,  Fools  and  Fiddles, 

What’s  this  to  th’purpole?  Oh  well  met. 

Soph.  Now  Eowland. 

I cannot  rtay  to  talk  long. 

Kaxp.  What’s  the  matter? 

Here’s  rtirring,  but  to  what  end  ? whither  goeyou? 

Soph.  To  view  the  Works. 

Koip.  What  Works? 

Soph.  The  womens  Trenches. 

Kon\  Trenches?  are  fuch  to  fee? 

Soph.  I do  not  jert,  Sir. 

Eojv.  1 cannot  underrtand  you. 

Soph.  Do  not  you  hear 
In  whataftate  of  quarrel  the  new  Bride 
Stands  with  her  Husband  ? 

K orv.  Let  him  rtand  with  her,  and  there’s  an  end. 

Soph.  Itrtiouldbe,  but  by ’r  Lady 
She  lioldshimoutat  Pikes  end,  and  defies  him, 

And  now  is  fortifi’d,  fuch  a Regiment  of  Rutters 
Never  defied  men  braver : I am  fent 
To  view  their  preparation. 

Rotr.  This  is  news 

Stranger,  than  Arms  in  the  air:  youfawnot 
My  gentle  Mirtrifs? 

Soph.  Yes,  and  meditating 
Upon  fome  fecret  bufinel's,  when  flie  had  found  it 
She  leap’d  for  joy,  and  laugh’d,  and  ftraight  retir’d 
To  ihnn  Morofo. 

Row.  This  may  be  for  me. 

Soph.  Will  you  along? 

Row.  No. 

Soph.  Farewel.  Exit  Sophocles. 

Row.  Farewel,  Sir. 

What  fhould  her  mufing  mean,  and  what  her  joy  in’t, 

If  not  for  my  advantage?  rtay  ye^  may  not 

Livia  at  one  door.,  and  Morolbat  another.fhearh.ning. 

That  bob-tail  jade  Morofoy  with  his  Gold, 

Hisgew-gaudes,  and  the  hope  (he  has  to  fend  him 
Quickly  to  durt,  excite  this?  here  rtie  comes. 

And  yonder  walks  the  Stallion  to  difeover: 

Yet  I’ll  falute  her:  fave  you  beauteous  Mirtrifs.  ' 

Liv.  TheFoxiskennell’d  for  me:  fave  you  Sir. 

Row.  Why  do  you  look  fbftrange.-? 

Liv.  I ufe  to  look  Sir 
Without  examination. 

Mor.  Twenty  Spur-Royals  for  that  word. 

Row.  Belike  then 
The  objed  difeontentsyou? 

Liv.  Yes  it  does. 

Row.  Is’t  come  to  this?  you  know  me,  do  you  not  > 

Liv.  Yes,  as  I may  know  many  by  repentance. 

Row.  Why  do  you  break  your  faith  ? 

L/'i;.  I’ll  tell  you  that  too. 

You  are  under  age,  and  no  band  holds  upon  you. 

Mor,  Excellent  wench, 
i Liv.  Sue  out  your  underftanding. 

And  get  more  hairto  cover  your  bare  knuckle  *, 

( For  boys  were  made  for  nothing,  but  dry  kiffes) 

And  if  you  can,  more  manners. 

Mor.  Better  rtill. 

Liv.  And  then  if  I want  Spanijh  Gloves,  or  Stockings, 

A ten  pound  Waftecoat,  or  a Nag  to  hunt  on, 
lit  may  be  I fhall  'grace  you  to  accept ’em. 

‘ Row.  Farewel,  and  when  I credit  women  more. 

May  I to  Smithfield.,  and  there  buy  a Jade, 

(And  know  him  to  be  fo)  that  breaks  my  neck. 

Liv.  Becaufe  I have  known  you.  I’ll  be  thus  kind  to  you  ^ 
Farewel,  and  be  a man,  and  I’ll  provide  you,  * 
Becaufe  I feey’are  defperate,  fome  ftaid  Chamber-maid 


That  may  relieve  your  youth  with  wholfomc  dodlrine. 
Mor.  She’s  mine  from  all  the  world:  ha  wench/ 

Liv.  Ha  Chicken  ? give/  him  a box  o*thi*  ear.^  and  Ex. 

Mor.  How’s  this  ? I do  not  love  thefe  favors : fave  you. 

Row.  The  devil  take  thee wrings  himbyth^mfe. 

Mor.  Oh ! 

Row.  There’s  a Love-token  for  you:  tliankme  now. 
Mor.  I’ll  think  on  fome  of  ye,  and  if  I live. 

My  nofe  alone  fliallnot  be  plaid  withal.  Exit. 


JBus  Secundus. 

* 

Sc^na  Trim  a. 

Enter  Petronius,  and  Morolb. 

Petro.  A Box  o’  th’  ear  do  you  fay  ? 

ZV  Mor.  Yesfure,  a found  one, 

Befide  my  nofe  blown  to  my  hand  •,  if  Cupid 
Shoot  Arrows  of  that  weight,  I’ll  fvvear  devoutly, 

H’as  fued  his  Livery,  and  is  no  more  a boy^ 

Petro.  You  gave  her  fome  ill  language? 

Mor.  Not  a word, 

Petro.  Or  might  be  you  were  fumbling  ? 

Mor.  Would  I had  Sir. 

I had  been  a forehand  then  ^ but  to  be  baffl’d. 

And  have  no  feeling  of  the  caufe  — 

Petro.  Be  patient, 

I have  a medicine  clapt  to  her  back  will  cure  hec. 

Mor.  No  fure  it  murt  be  afore.  Sir. 

Petro.  O’  my  confcience. 

When  I got  thefe  two  wenches  (who  till  now 
Ne’r  fhew’d  their  riding  ) I was  drunk  with  Bartard, 
Whofe  nature  is  to  form  things  like  it  felf 
Heady,  and  monrtrous : did  fhe  flight  him  too  ? 

Mor.  That’s  all  my  comfort : a meer  Hobbv-horle 
She  made  dnildRowland : s’footfhe  would  not  ;mow him. 
Not  give  him  a free  look,  not  reckon  him 
Among  her  thoughts,  which  I held  more  than  wonder, 

I having  feen  her  within’s  three  days  kifs  him. 

With  fuch  an  appetite  as  though  Ihe  would  eat  him. 
Petro.  There  is  fome  trick  in  this : how  did  he  take  it  *, 
Mor.  Ready  to  cry  *,  he  ran  avyay. 

Petro.  I fear  her. 

And  yet  I tell  you,  evea*to  my  anger, 

She  is  as  tame  as  innocency  •,  it  may  be 
This  blow  was  but  a favour. 

Mor.  I’ll  be  fworn ’twas  well  tied  on  then. 

Petro.  Goe  too,  pray  forget  it, 

I have  befpoke  a Prieft;  and  within’s  two  hours 
I’ll  have  ye  married  •,  will  thatpleafeyou? 

Mor.  Yes. 

Petro.  I’ll  fee  it  done  my  felf,  and  give  the  Lady 
Such  a found  exhortation  for  this  knavery 
I’ll  warrant  you,  fhall  make  her  fmell  this  month  on’t. 

Mor.  Nay  good  Sir  be  not  violent. 

Petro.  Neither Mor.  It  may  be 

Out  of  her  earneft  love  there  grew  a longing 
( As  you  know  women  have  fuch  toys)  inkindnefs. 

To  give  me  a box  o’  th’  ear,  or  fo. 

Petro.  It  may  be. 

Mor.  I reckon  for  the  bert  rtill : this  night  then 
I rtiall  enjoy  her. 

Petro.  Youfliall  handfel  her. 

Mor.  Old  as  I am,  I’ll  give  her  one  blow  for’t 
Shall  make  her  groan  this  twelve-month, 

Petro.  Where’s  your  Joynture  ? 

Mor.  I have  a Joynture  for  her. 

Petro.  Have  your  Council  perus’d  it  yet  ? (ter, 

Mor.  No  Council  but  the  night,  and  your  fweet  daugh- 
I G g 2 Shall 
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Shall  c’r  penile  that  joynture. 

Petro.  \’cry  well , Sir. 

IM  uo  dcimiiTers  on’t,  nor  no  rejoyndcri.. 

The  other's  ready  .eal’d. 

?c  fro.  Come  then  lei’s  comfort 
MvSon  FftrK:bio.y  hc’s  like  little  Children 
That  icofe  their  baubles,  crying  ripe.. 

Fray  tell  me. 

Is  tliis  ifern woman itill  upon  the  flaunt 
Of  bold  defiance  ? 

Petro.  Still,  and  (till  flie  fhall  be, 
rill  flic  be  llarvM  out,  you  Ihallfee  fuchjullice. 

That  women  fhall  be  glad  after  this  tempelt. 

To  tie  their  husbands  fl.ooes,  and  walk  their  horfes. 

A for.  That  were  a merry  world : do  you  hear  the  rumor.? 
They  lay  the  women  are  in  inl'urredbion , 

And  mean  to  make  a — • 

Petro.  They’ll  iboner 

Draw  upon  walls  as  we  do:  Let’em,  let’em, 

U'e’ll  flhp  'em  out  in  Cuck-flools,  there  they’ll  fail 
.As  brave  Colunjbusdid.,  till  they  difeover 
The  happy  Iflands  of  obedicnce. 

We  flay  too  long,  Come. 

Mor.  Noiv  St.  George  be  with  us.  Exeunt. 

Sceenat  Secunda. 

Enter  Livia  ahne. 

L iv.  Now  if  I can  but  get  in  l andfomely. 

Father  I fhall  dciceivc  youj  and  this  night 
For  all  your  private  plotting,  I’ll  no  wedlock  j 
I have  fhiftftd  faili,  and  find  my  Sifters  fafety 
Afure  retirement-,  pray  to  heaven  t\\2X.Korvland 
Do  not  believe  too  far,  what  1 faid  to  him. 

For  yon  old  Foxcafe  forc’d  me,  that’s  my  fear. 

Stay,  let  me  fee,  this  quarter  fierce  Petruchio 
Keeps  with  his  Myrmidons,  I muft  be  fuddain. 

If  he  feize  on  me,  I can  look  for  nothing 

Lut  Marfhal-Law^  to  this  place  have  Iftap’dhimi 

Above  there. 

Enter  Maria  ani  Byancha*  above..- 

M-ir.  ChevjPa. 

Ltv.  A friend. 

By.  Vv'hoareyou? 

Liv.  Look  out  and  know. 

Mar.  Alas  poor  wench,  who  fent  thee .? 

What  weak  fool  made  thy  tongue  his  Orator  ^ 

1 know  you  come  to  parly. 

Liv.  Y’are  deceiv’d. 

Urg’d  by  the  goodnefsof  your  caufe,  I come 
Todoasyoudo. 

Mar.  Y’aretoo  weak,  too  foolifh, 

To  cheat  us  with  your  f'moothncls ; do  not  we  know 
Thou  haft  been  kept  up  tame? 

Liv.  Eeliev’eme. 

A/jr.  No,  pretheegood  Livia 
Utter  thy  Eloquence  fomewhere  elfe. 

By.  GoodCofIn 

Put  up  your  Pipes  •,  we  are  not  for  your  palate 
Alas  we  know  who  fent  you. 

Liv.  O’  my  word 

By.  Stay  there-,  you  muft  not  think  your  word. 

Or  by  your  Maidenhead,  or  fuch  Sunday  oaths. 

Sworn  after  Even-Song,  can  inveigle  us 
To  lofc  our  hand-faft ; did  their  wifdomsthink 
That  lent  you  hither,  we  would  be  fo  foolifh, 

T o entertain  our  gentle  Sifter  Sinony 
And  give  her  credit,  while  the  wooden  Jade 
Peirurioio  ftole  upon  us : no  good  Sifter, 

Go  home,  and  tell  the  mcn^Greeky  that  fent  you. 

Ilium  ftiall  burn,  and  I,  as  did  JLneasy 


Will  on  my  back,  Ipite  of  the  Myrmidons, 

Carry  this  warlike  Lady,  andtlvrough  Seas 

Unknown,  and  unbeliev  d,  feekoutaLand,  i 

Where  like  a race  of  noble  Amazons  ' 

We’ll  root  onr  felvcs,  and  to  our  endlefs  glory 

Live,  and  delpifebafe  men. 

Liv.  I’ll  fecoiid  ye.  1 

By.  Hoiv  long  have  you  been  thus  ? 

Liv.  That’s  all  one,  Cofin, 

I ftand  for  freedom  now.  i 

5)'.  Take  heed  of  lying-. 

For  by  this  light,  if  we  do  credit  you,  ; 

And  find  you  tripping,  hisinflirtion  | 

That  kill’d  the  Prince  of  Orange,  will  be  fport 
To  what  we  purpofe, 

Liv.  Let  me  feel  the  hcavieft.  (maiden-head,  > 

Mar.  Swear  by  thy  Sweet-heart  (for  by  your  ^ 

I fear  ’twill  be  too  late  to  fwear  ) you  mean 
Kothing  but  fair  andfafe,  and  honourable 
To  us,  and  to  your  felft 
Liv.  I fwear. 

By.  Stay  yet. 

Swear  as  you  hate  Morofo.^  that’s  the  fureft. 

And  as  you  have  a certain  fear  to  find  him 
Worfe  than  a poor  dry’d  JaeV^  full  of  more  aches 
T\\2in.  Autumn  has  -,  more  knavery,  and  ufury,  | 

And  foolery,  and  brokery,  than  dogs-ditch : | 

As  you  do  conftantly  believe  he’s  nothing  • j 

But  an  old  empty  bag  wi  th  a grey  beard,  ; 

And  that  Beard  fuch  a bob-tail,  that  it  looks 
Worfe  than  a Mares  tail  eaten  off  with  Fillies ; 

As  you  acknowledge  that  young  handfome  wench 

That  lies  by  fuch  a Biiboa  blade  that  bends 

With  ev’ry  pafs  he  makes,  to  tli’  hilts,  miferabfe,  ; 

A dry  Nurfe  to  his  Coughs,  a fewterer 

To  fuch  a nafty  fellow,  a robb’d  thing 

Of  all  delights  youth  looks  for : and  to  end. 

One  caft  away  on  courfe  beef,  born  to  brulh 
That  everlaftingCafIbckthat  has  worn 
As  many  Servants  out,  astheNortheaft  paflage 
Has  conl'um’d  Sailor  s : if  you  fwear  this,  and  truly 
Without  the  refervation  of  a gown 
Or  any  meritorious  Petticoat, 

’Tis  like  we  fliall  believe  you. 

Liv.  I do  fwear  it. 

Mar.  Stay  yet  a little  came  this  wholfbme  motion 
( Deal  truly  Sifter  ) from  your  own  opinion. 

Or  fbme  fuggeftion  of  the  Foe  ? 

Liv.  Nev’rfearme, 

For  by  that  little  faith  I have  in  Husbands, 

And  the  great  zeal  I bear  your  caufe,  I come 
Full  ofthat  liberty  you  ftand  for.  Sifter. 

Mar.  If  we  believe,  and  you  prove  recreant,  Livia, 
Think  what  a maim  you  give  the  noble  Caufe 
We  now  ftand  up  for : Think  what  women  fhall,  ' 

An  hundred  years  hence, Ipeak  thee,  when  examples 

Are  look’d  for,  and  fb  great  ones,  whofe  relations,  ‘ 

Spoke  as  we  do  ’em  wench,  fhall  make  new  cuftoms. 

By*.  If  you  bcfalfe,  repent,  go  home,  and  pray. 

And  to  the  ferious  women  of  the  City 
Confcfsyour  felf^  bring  not  a fin  fo  hainous 
To  load  thy  Ibul  to  this  place:  mark  me  Livia, 

If  thou  be’ft  double,  and  betray’d  our  honors. 

And  we  fail  in  our  purpofe:  get  thee  where 
There  is  no  women  living,  nor  no  hope 
There  ever  fhall  be. 

Mar.  If  a Mothers  daughter. 

That  ever  heard  the  name  of  ftubbom  husband 
Find  thee,  and  kno  w thy  fin. 

By.  Nay,  if  old  age. 

One  that  has  worn  away  the  name  of  woman. 

And  no  more  left  to  know  her  by,  but  railing, 

No  teeth,  nor  eyes,nor  legs,  but  wooden  ones 

Come  but  i’th’  wind-ward  of  thee,  for  fiire  fhe’ll  fmell  thee  -, 

Thou’lt 
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Thou’ltbe  forank,  flic’ll  ride  thcc  like  a night-Marc, 

And  fay  her  Prayers  back-ward  to  undo  thcc : 

She’ll  cnrle  thy  meat  and  drink,and  when  thou  marricfl, 
Clap  a loimd  ipell  for  ever  on  thy  plcafures. 

Mar.  Children  of  live  year  bid,  like  little  Fairies, 

Will  pinch  thee  into  motley:  all  that  ever 
Shall  live,  ana  hear  of  thee,  I mean  all  women. 

Will  ( like  fo  many  furies)  lhake  their  keys-, 

And  tofs  their  flaming dillaffs  o’r  their  heads. 

Crying  revenge  ; take  heed,  ’tis  hideous : 

Oh  ’tis  a fearful  office,  if  thou  liadlt 
( Though  thou  be’fl:  perfeeT  now)  when  thou  cam’fl  hither, 
A falle  imagination,  get  thee  gone. 

And  as  my  learned  Colin  laid,  repent. 

This  place  is  fought  by  foundnels. 

Liv.  So  I feek  it. 

Or  let  me  be  a moft  defpis’d  example. 

Mar.  1 do  believe  thee,  be  thou  worthy  of  it. 

You  come  not  empty  ? 

Liv.  No,  here’s  Cakes,  and  cold  meat. 

And  Tripe  of  proof:  behold,  here’s  WineandBeer, 
Befuddain,  I ffiall  befurpriz’d  ehe. 

Mar.  Meet  at  the  low  parlour  door,  there  lies  a dole  way : 
What  fond  obedience  you  have  living  in  you. 

Or  duty  to  a man  before  you  enter. 

Fling  it  away,  ’twill  but  defile  our  Off ’rings. 

By.  Be  wary  as  you  come, 

Liv.  I warrant  ye.  ^ Exeunt. 

Sc£Ha  Tertia. 

Enter  three  Maids. 

1 Mai.  How  goes  your  bulinefs  Girls  / 

2.  A foot,  and  fair. 

3.  If  fortune  favour  us : away  to  your  ftrengtlt. 

The  Countrey  Forces  are  arriv’d,  begone. 

We  are  difeover’d  elfe# 

1.  Arm,  and  be  valiant. 

2.  Think  of  out  caufe. 

3.  Our  JufUce.  ’ 

I.  ’Tis  fufficient.  Exeunt. 

\ 

Sc£na  ^tartJ. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Tranio  at  fever  at  doors. 

Lra.  ,Now  Rorrland  ? 

Row.  How  doe  you? 
tra.  How  doft  thou  man? 

-Thou  look’ll  ill : 

Bow.  Yes,  pray  can  yoU  tell  me  Lranio^ 

Who  knew  the  devil  firft  ? j 

Tra.  A woman.  . . / 

Row.  So.  Were  they  not  well  acquainted  ? 

Tra.  Maybe  fo, 

For  they  had  certain  Dialogues  together. 

Row.  He  fold  her  fruit,  I take  it  ? 

Tra.  Yes,  and  Cheefe 
That  choak’dali  mankind  after. 

Row.  Canfl  thou  tell  me 
Whether  that  woman  ever  had  a faith 
After  fhe  had  eaten  ? 

Tra.  That’s  a School-queftion 
Row.  No,.  » 

’Tis  no  quefiion,  for  believe  me  Tranio,- 
That  cold  fruit  after  eating  bread  naught  in  her 
But  windy  promifes,  and  chollick  vows 
That  “broke  out  both  ways. 

Row.  Thou  haft  heard  I am  fure 
Of  Efculapius,  a far  famed  Surgeon, 

One  that  could  fet  together  quarter’d  [Traitors 
And  make  ’em  honeft  men. 

Tra.  How  doft  thb'U  Rowland  i 
Row.  Let  him  but  take,  ( if  be  dare  do  a cure 
Shall  get  him  fame  indeed  ) a faithlefs  woman. 

There  will  be  credit  for  him,  tliat  wiU*fpeak  him. 


ill 

A broken  woman  Tranio^  abafe  wom^n, 

And  if  he  can  cure  luch  a rack  ofhonbr 
Let  him  come  here,  and  prafticc. 

Tra.  Now  for  honors  lake. 

Why  what  ail'll  thou  Rowland} 

Row.  I am  ridden  T ramo.  • 

And  fpur-gall’d  to  the  life  of  patience 
(Heaven  keep  my  wits  together)  by  a thing 
Our  vvorft  thoughts  are  too  noble  for,  a woman. 

Tra.  Your  Milfrifs  has  a little  frown’d  it  may  be  ? 

Row.  She  was  my  Miftrifs. 

Ira.  is  ftenot? 

R 'w.  No  Irauio. 

She  has  done  me  fuch  difgrace,  fb  fpitefully 
So  like  a woman  bent  to  my  undoing. 

That  henceforth, a good  horfc  fhall  be  my  Miftrifs, 

A good  Sv/ord,  or  a Book : and  if  you  fee  her. 

Tell  her  1 befeech  you,  even  for  love  fake^— ^ 

Tra.  I will  Rowland. 

Row.  She  may  fconer 
Count  the  good  I have  thought  her. 

Our  old  love  and  our  friendfhip. 

Shed  one  true  tear,  mean  one  hour  conftantly, 

Ee  old  and  honeft,  married,  and  a maid. 

Than  make  me  fee  her  more,  or  more  believe  heft 
And  now  I have  met  a meflenger,  farewelSir.  Exit. 

Tra:  Alas  poor  Rowland,  I will  do  it  for  thee: 

This  is  that  dog  Morofo,  but  I hope 
To  fee  him  cold i’th’ mouth  firft,  e’r  he  enjoy  her: 
i’il  watch  this  young  man,defperate  thoughts  may  feizehim. 
And  if  rhy  purfe  or  council  can,  I’ll  eale  him.  Exit. 

Sedna  ^inta. 

Petruchio,  Petronius,  Morofo,  and  Sophocles. 

Petru.  For  look  you  Gentlemen,  fay  that  I grant  her, 
Out  of  my  free  and  liberal  love,  a pardon, 

Which  you,  and  all  en  elfe  know,  fhe  delerves  not, 

( Teneatis  amici')  can  all  the  world  leave  laughing^ 

Petro.  I think  not. 

Petru.  No  by they  cannot- 

For  pray  confidcr,  have  you  ever  read. 

Or  heard  of,  or  can  any  man  imagine. 

So  ftiff  a Tom- boy,  of  fo  fet  a malice. 

And  fuch  a brazen  refolution, 

As  this  young  Crab-tree?  and  then  anfwer  me. 

And  mark  but  this  too  friends,  without  a caufe. 

Not  a foul  word  come  crofs  her,  not  a fear. 

She  juftly  can  take  hold  on,  and  do  you  think 
I muft  fleep  out  my  anger,  and  endure  it, 

Sow  pillows  to  her  eafe,  and  lull  her  mifehief? 

Give  me  a Spindle  firft : no,  no  my  Mafters, 

Were  fhe  as  fair  as  NelJ-a-Greece.^  and  houfewife. 

As  good  as  the  wife  Sailors  wife,  and  young  frill. 

Never  above  fifteen,  and  thefe  tricks  to  it. 

She  Ihouldride  the  wild  Mare  once  a week,  fne  fhould, 

( Believe  me  friends  fhe  fhould  ) I would  tabor  her. 

Till  all  the  Legions  that  are  crept  into  her. 

Flew  out  with  fire  i’th’  tails. 

Soph.  Methinks  you  err  now, 

For  to  me  feems,  a little  fufierance 
Were  a far  furer  cure. 

Petru.  Yes,  I can  fuffer. 

Where  I fee  promiles  of  peace  and  amendment. 

Mor.  Give  her  a few  conditions. 

Petru.  I’ll  be  hanged  firft. 

Petron.  Give  her  a Crab-tree  Ciidgel* 

Petru.  So  I will 

And  after  it  a flock-bed  f6r  her  bones. 

And  hard  eggs,  till  they  brace  her  like  a Drum, 

She  fhall  be  pamper’d  with 

She  fhall  not  know  a ftool  in  ten  months,  Gentlemen. 

Soph.  This  muft  not  be< 
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Jjq.  Arm,  arm,  out  with  your  weapons. 
For  all  the  women  in  the  Kingdom’s  on  ye^ 
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They  Kvarm  like  wafps,  and  nothing  can  deftroy ’em, 

But  ilopping  of  their  hive,  and  fmothcringof’eni. 

Ffd.  Stand  to  your  guard.  Sir,  all  the  devils  extant 
Are  broke  upon  us  like  a cloud  of  thunder  ^ 

There  are  more  women  marching  hithetward. 

In  rclcucof  myMidrifs,  than  e’er  turn’d  tail 
At  Stnrbridge  Fair,  and  1 believe,  as  fiery. 

Jsq.  The  forlorn-hope’s  led  by  a Tanner’s  wife, 

1 know  her  by  her  Hide,  a defperate  woman : 

She  flead  her  Husband  in  her  youth,  and  made 

R ayncs  of  his  Hide  to  ride  the  parilli.T ake  ’em  all  together, 

They  are  a genealogy  of  ]ennets,  gotten 

And  born  thus  by  the  boifterous  breath  of  Husbands  ^ 

Theyferve  fure,  aadarefwiftto  catch  occafion, 

( I mean  their  foes  or  Husbands)  by  the  forelocks. 

And  there  they  hang  like  favours  ^ cry  they  can 
Butmorefor  Noble  fpight,  than  fear  : and  crying 
Likqthe  old  Giants  that  were  foes  to  heaven, 
rhey  heave  ye  Ifoolon  (tool,  and  fling  main  Pot-lids 
Like  mallie  Rocks,  dart  Ladles,  tofling  Irons, 

And  Tongs  like  Thunderbolts,  till  overlaid. 

They  fall"  beneath  the  weight  •,  yet  ftiU  afpiring 
At  thole  Emperious  Godheads  that  would  tame  ’em. 
There’s  ne’r  a one  of  theie,  the  worft  and  weakefl:, 

(Chufc  where  you  will,)  but  dare  attempt  the  raifing, 
Againfl;  the  foveraign  peace  of  Puritans, 

A Wj;-pole  and  a Morris,  maugre  mainly 
Theii  zeal,  and  Dudgeon-daggers:  and  yet  more. 

Dares  plant  a Hand  of  batt’ring  Ale  againfl  ’em,  . 

And  drink  ’em  out  o’th’  parilli.  (tience. 

Sopl).  1.0  you  fierce  Vetruebio^  this  comes  of  your  impa- 
Fed.  There’s  one  brought  in  the  Bears  againfl  the  Canons 
Of  the  Town,  made  it  good,  and  fought  ’em. 

Jar.  Another  to  her  everlafting  fame,  ereded 
Two  Ale-houfcs  of  eafe : the  Qnarter-SefTions 
Running  againfl  her  roundly:,  in  which bufinefs 
Two  of  the  dilanullcrs  lofl  their  night-caps : . 

.A  third  flood  excommunicate  by  the  cudgel  •, 

The  Conflable,  to  her  eternal  glory. 

Drunk  hard,  and  was  converted,  and  fhe  vidor. 

Fed.  Then  are  they  vidualcd  with  Pies  and  Puddings, 
(The  trappings  of  good  .Stomiachs ) noble  Ale 
The  true  defender,  Saufages,  and  fmoak’d  ones. 

If  need  be,  fuch  as  ferve  (or  Pikes  •,  and  Pork, 

( Better  the  Jews  ne’r  hated : ) here  and  there 
A bottle  of  Metbeglin^  a flout  Britain 
That  will  Hand  to  ’em  •,  what  elfethey  want,  they  war  for. 
Fetrn.  Come  to  council.  . 

Srrph.  Now  you  mufl  grant  conditions,  or  the  Kingdom 
Will  nave  no  other  talke  but  this. 

Fetron.  Away  then,  and  let’s  advife  the  befl. 

Soph.  Why  do  you  tremble  ? , , , , 

hl(tr  Havel  liv’d  thus  long  to  be  knockt  o th  head. 
With  half  a W'afhing-lx:etle  : pray  be  wife.  Sir. 

’ Fetru  Come,fometh ing  I’ll  do,  but  what  It  is,I  know  not 
Soph  To  Council  then,  and  let’s  avoid  their  follies. 
Cuard  all  the  doors,  or  wefhallnot  have  a Cloak  left. 

Exeunt 

Scsena  Tertia: 

Enter  Petronius,  Petruchio,  Morofb,  Sophocles, 
and  Tranio. 

Fetro.  1 am  indifferent,  though  I mufl  confefs, 

I had  rather  fee  her  carted. 


Trj.  No  more  of  that,  Sir. 

Sofh.  Are  yerefolv’dto  give  her  fair  conditions? 

’Twill  be  the  fafefl  way. 

Fetru.  lam  diflrafted, 

Would  I had  run  my  head  into  a halter 
When  I firfl  woo’d  her : if  I offer  peace. 

She’ll  urge  her  own  conditions,  that’s  the  devil. 

Soph.  Why,  fay  fne  do  ? 

Fetru.  Say,  I am  made  an  Afs,  then  •, 

I know  her  aim : may  I,  with  reputation 
(Anfwerme  this)  with  fafety  of  mine  honor, 

(After  the  mighty  manage  of  my  firfl  wife. 

Which  was  indeed  a fury  to  this  Filly, 

After  my  twelve  flrong  labours  to  reclaim  her. 

Which  would  have  made  Don  Hercules  horn  mad. 

And  hid  him  in  his  Hide)  fuffer  this  C/cf /y  ? 

E’re  file  have  warm’d  my  fheets,  e’re  grappell’d  with  me, 
ThisPinck,  this  painted  Foifl,  this  Cockle-boat, 

To  hang  her  Fights  out,  anddefieme  friends, 

A well  known  man  of  war?  if  this  be  equal. 

And  I may  fuffer,  fay,  and  I have  done  ? 

Fetron.  I do  not  think  you  may. 

7ra.  You’ll  make  itworfe.  Sir. 

Soph.  Pray  hear  me  good  butev’nnow. 

You  were  contented  to  give  all  conditions, 

To  try  how  farfhe  would  carry:  ’Tis  a folly, 

( And  you  Will  find  it  fo  ) to  clap  the  curb  on, 

E’re  you  be  fure  it  proves  a natural  wildnefs, 

And  not  a forc’d.  Give  her  conditions. 

For  on  my  life  this  trick  is  put  into  her, 

Fetron.  I fhould  believe  fo  too. 

Soph.  And  not  her  own. 

7ra.  You’ll  find  it  fb. 

Soph.  Then  if  fhe  flownder  with  you. 

Clap  fpurs  on,  and  in  this  you’ll  deal  with  temperance. 
Avoid  the  hurry  of  the  world. 

Tra.  And  loofe.  Muftek^  above 

Mar.  No  honor  on  my  life,  Sir.** 

Fetru.  I will  do  it. 

Fetron.  It  feems  they  are  very  merry. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Fetru.  Why  Heaven  hold  it. 

Mor.  Now  Jaques  ? 

Jaq.  They  are  i’th’  flaunt,  Sir. . 

Soph.  Yes  we  hear ’em. 

Jaq.  They  have  got  a flick  of  Fiddles,  and  they  firk  it, 
In  wondrous  ways,  the  two  grand  Capitano^Sj 
( They  brought  the  Auxiliary  Regiments  ) 

Dance  with  their  coats  tucktupto  their  bare  breeches. 
And  bid  the  Kingdom  kifs  ’em,  that’s  the  burden  i 
They  have  got  Metheglin.,  and  audacious  Ale  ^ 

And  talk  like  Tyrants. 

Fetron.  How  knowefl  thou  ? 


Jaq.  I pcept  in 
At  a loofe  Lansket. 


A 


SONG. 

Health  for  all  this  day 

To  the  woman  that  hears  the  /way 

And  wears  the  breeches  \ 

Let  it  come.^  let  it  come. 


Let  this  health  be  a Seaf 
For  thegoodofthe  CommoK'weal 

the  woman  Jhall  wear  the  hreeohes, 

LeFs  drinkjhen  and  laugh  it 
And  merrily  mernly  quaff  it 
And  tipple.^  and  tipple  a round 

here^s  to  thyfooly 
and  to  my  fool. 

Come.^  to  all  fools 
though  H eojl  us  wench.^  many  a pound. 

Tra. 


The  Tamer  tam'd. 
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Tra.  Hark. 

Tetro.  A Song,  pray  filence.  A\i  the  JFomen  above. 

Mor.  They  lookout.  Citizens  and  Countrey 

Petru.  Goodev’n  Ladies,  women. 

Mar.  Good  you  good  ev’nSir. 

Petru.  How  have  you  llept  to  night? 

Mur.  Exceeding  well  Sir. 

Petru.  Did  you  not  wilh  me  with  you  ? 

Mar.  No,  believe  me, 

I never  thought  upon  you. 

Cun.  Is  that  he } 

By  a.  Yes. 

Cun.  Sir? 

Soph.  She  has  drank  hard,  mark  her  Hood. 

Cun.  You  are— 

Soph.  Learnedly  drunk.  I’ll  hang  elfe;  let  her  utter. 

Cun.  And  I mull  tell  you,  viva  voce  friend, 

A w'QTY  foolilh  fellow. 

Tra.  There’s  an  Ale  figure. 

Petru.  1 thank  you  Sufan  £ rotes, 

Cit.  Forward  Siller. 

Cun.  You  have  elpoufcd  here  a hearty  woman, 

A comly,  and  courageous. 

Petru.  Well,  I have  lb. 

Cun.  Andtothe  comfort  of  diflrefled  damfels. 

Women  out-worn  in  wedlock-,  and  fuch  veflels. 

This  woman  has  defied  you. 

Petru.  It  Ihould  feem  lb* 

Cun.  And  why  ? 

Petru.  Yes,  canyon  tell? 

Cun.  For  thirteen  caufes. 

Petru.  Pray  by  your  patience  Miftrifs. 

Cit.  Forward  Sifter. 

Petru.  Do  you  mean  to  treat  of  all  thefe  ? 

Cit.  Who  lhall  let  her? 

Petro.  Do  you  hear.  Velvet  hood,  we  come  notiiow 
To  hear  your  dojftrine 

Cun.  For  the  firft,  Itakc  it. 

It  doth  divide  it  felf  into  feven  branches. 

Petru.  Hark  you  good  Maria., 

Have  you  got  a Catechifer  here  ? 

Tra.  Good  zeal. 

Soph.  Good  three  pil’d  predication,  will  you  peace. 

And  hear  the  caufe  we  come  for  ? 

Cun.  Yes  bob-tails 

We  know  the  caufe  you  come  for,  here’s  the  caufe. 

But  never  hope  to  carry  her,  never  dream 
Or  flatter  your  op'mions  with  a thought 
Of  bafe'repentance  in  her. 

Cit.  Give  me  Sack, 

By  this,  and  next  ftrong  Ale. 

Cun.  Swear  forward  Sifter. 

Cit.  By  all  that’s  cordial,  in  this  place  we’ll  bury 
Our  bones,  fames,  tongues,  our  triumphs  and  all 
That  ever  yet  was  chronicl’d  of  woman-, 

But  this  brave  wench,  this  excellent  defpifer, 

This  bane  of  dull  obedience,  fhall  inherit 
His  liberal  Will,  and  march  off  with  conditions 
Noble,  andwor^’her  felF. 

Cum  She  lhall  Tow  4 

And  brave  ones  too,  my  Hood  fnall  make  a Hearfe-cloth, 
And  I’ll  lie  under  it  like  Jone  0’  Gaunt.,  . ... 

E’r  I go  lefs,  my  Diftaff  ftuck  up  by  me,' 

For  the  eternal  Trophy  of  my  conquefts  -, 

And  loud  fame  at  my  head  with  two  main  bottles. 

Shall  fill  to  all  the  world  the  glorious  fall 


! 

i 

I 


Of  old  T>on  Gillian.  ■ 

i Cif.  Yet  a little' further. 

We  have  taken  Arms  in  reicue  of  this  Ladyj 
Moft  juft  and  Noble  : if  ye  beat  us  off 
Without  conditions,  and  we  recant, 

, life  us  as  we  deferve  3 and  firft  degrade  us 
Of  all  oar  antient  chambring:  next  i that 
p ‘l^he  Symbols  of  our  feerefie,  filk  Stockings, 


Hew  of  our  heels  -,  our  petticoats  of  Arms 
Tearolf  our  bodies,  and  our  Bodkins  break 
Over  our  coward  heads. 

Cun.  And  ever  after 
I'o  make  the  tainture  moft  notorious. 

At  all  our  Crefts,  videlicet  our  Plackets. 

Let  Laces  hang,  and  we  return  again 
Into  our  former  titles,  Dary-maids. 

Petru.  No  more  wars : puiftant  Ladies,  ftiew  conditions 
And  freely  I accept  ’em. 

Mar.  Call  in  Livia  y 
She’s  in  the  Treaty  too. 

Enter  Livia  above. 

Mor.  How,  Livia? 

Mar.  Hearyou that  Sir? 

There’s  the  conditions  for  ye,  prayperufe  ’em. 

Petron.  Yes,  there  Iheis : ’thad  been  no  right  rebellion. 
Had  fheheld  ofl\  what  think  you  man.? 

Mor.  Nay  nothing. 

I have  enough  o’th’  prolpeeft : o’ my  confdence. 

The  worlds  end,  and  the  goodnefs  of  a woman 
Will  come  together. 

Petron.  Are  you  there  fweet  Lady  ? 

Liv.  Cry  you  mercy  Sir,  I faw  you  not ; your  blelling. 
Petron.  Yes,w'hen  Iblels  a jade,  thatftumbles  with  me. 
How  are  the  Articles  ? 

Liv.  This  is  for  you  Sb:^ 

And  I lhall  think  upon’t. 

Mor.  You  have  us’d  me  finely. 

Liv.  There’s  no  other  ufe  of  thee  now  extant. 

But  to  be  hung  up,  Calibck,  Cap,  and  all. 

For  fome  ftrange  monfter  at  Apothecariesi 
Petron.  I hear  you  whore. 

Liv.  Itmuft  be  his  then  Sir, 

For  need  will  then  compel  me. 

Cit.  Blefling  on  thee. 

Pe/ro«.  There’s  no  talking  to ’em  ^ 

How  are  they  Sir  ? 

Petru.  Aslexpecfled:  Liberty  and  clothes.  Pie  ads. 

When,  and  in  what  way  ftie  will : continual  moneys. 
Company,  and  all  the  houfe  at  her  difpofe^ 

No  tongue  to  fay,  why  is  this?  or  whether  will  iti 
New  Coaches,  and  feme  buildings,  Ihe  appoints  here  ^ 
■Hangings,  and  Hunting-horfes ; and  for  Plate 
And  Jewels  for  her  private  ufe,  I take  it. 

Two  thoufand  pound  in  prefent : then  for  Mufick, 

And  women  to  read  French  3 
Petron.  This  muft  not  be. 

Petru.  And  at  the  latter  end  a claufe  put  in. 

That  Livia  fnall  by  no  man  be  importun’d. 

This  whole  month  yet,  to  marry. 

Petron.  This  is  monftrous. 

Petru.  This  lhall  be  done,  I’ll  humor  her  awhile : 

If  nothing  but  repentance  and  undoing 
Can  win  her  love.  I’ll  make  a Ihift  for  one. 

Soph.  When  ye  are  once  a bed,  all  thefe  conditions 
Lie  under  your  own  feal. 

Mar.  Do  you  like  ’em  ? 

Petru.  Yes. 

And  by  that  faith  I gave  you  ’fore  the  Prieft 
I’ll  ratifie  ’em. 

Cun.  Stay,  what  pledges? 

Mar.  No,  I’ll  take  that  oath ; 

But  have  a care  you  keep  it. 

Cit.  ’Tisnotnow 
As  when  Andrea  liv’d. 

Cun.  If  you  do  juggle, 

Or  alter  but  a Lettjer  of  thefe  Articles 
We  have  fet  down  the  felf-fame  perfecutioo. 

Mar.  Miftrufthim  not. 

Petru.  >By  all  my  honefty - 

Mar.  Enough,  I yield.. 


Petron. 


•4i 


The  Womans  Tri^e,  or 
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Tctron.  What’s  this  Infcrtcd  here  ? 

Sof'b.  I'hat  the  tw  o valiant  w^omen  that  commanded  here 
Shall  have  a Supper  made  ’em,  and  a large  one, 

And  liberal  entertainment  without  grudging. 

And  pay  for  all  their  foldiers. 

Petru.  That  lliall  be  too  •, 

And  ifa  Tun  of'  W'inewill  (erve  to  pay  ’em. 

They  (hall  have  juftice;  I ordain  ye  all 
Pay-mafrers,  Gentlemen, 

Trj.  Thcnwefliall  have  fport boys. 

Mar.  We’ll  meet  you  in  the  Parlor. 

Petrst.  Ne'r  look  lad.  Sir,  for  1 will  do  it, 

Sopb.  There’s  no  danger  iii’t. 

Petro.  For  Lh  /j’s  Article  you  fliall  obfer\^e  it, 

I have  ti’d  my  ielf. 

Fetron.  I will. 

Tetrst.  Along  then:  now 

Either  I break,  or  this  ItifFplant  mull  bow.  Exeunt. 


JHus  T'ertius. 

ScxtiiX  Fritva, 

* 

Enter  Tranio  and  Rowland. 

Trj.  i^Omeyou  lhall  take  my  counfel. 

V_>  Eoip.  I fliall  hang  firft. 

I’ll  no  more  love,  that’s  certain,  ’tisabane, 

( Next  that  they  poifon  Rats  with)  the  moft  mortal: 

No,  1 thank  Heaven,  I have  got  my  fleep  again. 

And  now  begin  to  wTite  fences  I can  walk  ye 
A long  hour  in  my  chamber  like  a man. 

And  think  of  fome  thing  that  may  better  me-, 

Some  ferious  point  of  Learning,  or  my  Rate  j 
N o more  ay-mees,  and  Miftrifles,  ‘Tranio^ 

Come  near  my  brain.  I’ll  tell  thee,  had  the  devil 
But  any  eflencein  him  of  a man, 

And  could  be  brought  to  love,  and  love  a woman, 
’Twould  make  his  head  akeworfer  than  his  horns  do  ^ 

And  firk  him  with  a fire  he  never  felt  yet, 

W'ould  make  him  dance.  I tell  thee  thereas  nothing 
( It  may  be  thy  cafe  Tranio^  therefore  hear  me :) 

Under  the  Sun  ( reckon  the  mafs  of  follies  , 

Crept  into  th’ world  with  man  ) fodefperate, 

So  mad,  fo  lencelefs,  poor  and  bafe,  fo  wretched, 
Roguy,  and  fcurvy, 

‘Ira.  Whether  wilt  thou  Kowlandl 
K orv.  As  ’tis  to  be  in  love. 

Trj.  And  w hy  for  virtue  fake  > 

Eorv.  And  why  for  virtue’s  lake?  dolt  thou  not  conceive 
T rj.  No  by  my  troth.  • me  ? 

Kotp.  Pray  then  and  heartily, 

For  fear  thou  fall  into’t;  I’ll  tell  thee  why  too, 

(For  I have  hope  to  favethee)  when  thouloveft, 
AndfirR  bcginR  to  worfhipthe  gilt  calf: 

Imprimir.,  thou  haR  loR  thy  gentry. 

And  like  a Prentice,  flung  away  thy  Freedom, 

Forthwith  thou  art  a flave. 

‘Pro.  That’s  a new  Dodrine. 

KoiP.  Next  thou  art  no  more  man. 

7ra.  What  then? 

Koif>.  A Fryppery^ 

Nothing  but  braided  hair  and  penny  ribbond, 

Glove,  Garter,  Ring,  Rofe,  or  at  beR  a Swabber, 

If  thou  canR  love  fo  near  to  keep  thy  making. 

Yet  thou  wilt  lofe  thy  language. 

Tra.  Why? 

Kcm.  Oh  Tranio., 

Tholethings  in  love,  ne’er  talk  as  we  do, 

Tra.  No> 

Korp.  No,without  doubt,  they  figh,  and  lhake  the  head, 
A.nd  fometimes  whiRle  dolefully. 


Tra.  No  tongue  ? 

Rons.  Yes  Tranio.,  but  no  truth  in’t,  nor  no  realbn. 

And  when  they  cant  ( for  ’tis  a kind  of  canting  ) 

Ye  lhall  hear,  if  you  reach  to  underRand ’em 
( Which  you  muR  be  a fool  firR,  or  you  cannot ) 

Such  gibb’rifh  -,  fuch  believe  me,  I proteR  Sweet, 

And  oh  dear  Heavens,  in  which  fuch  conRellations 
Reign  at  the  births  of  Lovers,  this  is  too  well. 

And  daignemeLady,  daigne  me  I befeechye 
You  poor  unworthy  lump,  and  then  flie  licks  him. 

Tra.  A — on’t,  this  is  nothing. 

Repp.  Thou  haR  hit  it : 

Then  talks  Ihe  ten  times  worle,  andwryes,  and  wriggles, 
As  though  Ihe  had  the  Itch  ( and  fo  it  may  be. ) 

Tra.  Why  thou  art  grown  aRrange  difeoverer. 

Rons.  Of  mine  own  follies  Tranio. 

Tra.  Wilt  thou 
Certain  ne’er  love  again  ? 

Rons.  I think  fo,  certain. 

And  if  I be  not  dead  drunk  I lhall  keep  it. 

Tra.  Tell  me  but  this  ^ what  doR  thou  think  of  women? 
Rons.  Why,  as  I think  of  Fiddles,  they  delight  me. 

Till  their  Rrings  break. 

Tra.  What  Rrings? 

Rons.  Their  modeRies, 

Faiths,  V ovvs,  and  Maidenheads,  for  they  are  like  Kits 
They  have  but  four  Rrings  to ’em. 

Tra.  Whatwiltthou 

Give  me  for  ten  pound  now,  when  thou  next  loveR, 

And  the  fame  woman  Rill  j? 

Ron?.  Give  me  the  money  i 
A hundred,  and  my  Bond  for’t. 

Tra.  But  pray  hear  me. 

I’ll  work  all  means  I can  to  reconcile  ye : 

Rons.  Do,  do,  Give  me  the  moneys 
Tra.  There. 

Rons.  Work  Tranio. 

Tra.  You  lhall  golbmetimes  where  fne  is. 

Rons.  Yes  Rraight. 

This  is  the  firR  good  I e’er  got  by  woman. 

Tra.  You  would  think  it  Rrange  now,  if  another  beauty 
As  good  as  hers,  fay  better. 

Rons.  Well._ 

Tra.  Conceive  me. 

This  is  no  point  o’ th’ wager. 

Rons.  That’s  all  one, 

Tra.  Love  you  as  much,or  more,than  now  Ric  hates  you. 
Rons,  ’tis  a good  hearing,  let’em  love  : ten  pound  more, 
I never  love  that  woman.  • 

Tra.  There  it  isj 
And  lb  an  hundred,  if  you  lofe. 

Row-  ’Tis  done^> 

Have  you  another  to  put  in/ 

Tra.  No,  no  Sir. 

Rons.  I am  very  lorry : now  will  I ereft 
A new  game,  and  go  hate  for  th’bell  j I am  lure 
I am  in  excellent  cale  to  win. 

Tra.  I muR  have  leave. 

To  tell  you,  and  tell  truth  too,  what  fne  is, 

And  how  Ihe  fullers  for  you. 

Rons.  Ten  pound  more, 

I never  believe  you. 

Tra.  No  sir,  I amRinted. 

Rons.  Well,  take  your  beR  way  then. 

Tra.  Let’s  walk,  I am  glad 
Your  liillen  Feavor’s  off 
Rons.  Shd\t  fee  me  Tranio 

A monRrous  merry  man  now : let’s  to  the  Wedding, 

And  as  we  go,  tell  me  the  general  hurry 
Of  thefe  mad  wenches  and  their  works. 

Tra.  I will. 

Rons.  And  do  thy  worR. 

Tra.  Something  I’ll  do. 

Row.  Do  Tranio.  Exeunt. 

Sc  an  a 


1 be  f amer  Tam'd, 


Sc£HJ  Secnndj. 

Enttr  Pedro,  amd  Jaques. 

Fed.  A pair  of  Stocks  bcftride  ’em,  Are  they  goae  ? 

Jjc.  Yes  they  are  gone-,  and  all  the  pans  i’th  Iowa 
Beating licfore  ’em : What  llrange  admonitions 
They  gave  my  Maltcr  and  how  fearfully 
They  threaten’d,  if  he  broke  ’em? 

Fid.  O’  my  Confcicnce 
H’as  found  his  full  match  now. 

Jjq.  l-hat  I believe  too. 

Fed.  How  did  fne  entertain  him  ? 

Jjq.  She  lookt  on  him. 

Fed.  But  icurvely. 

Jjq.  With  no  great  aReflion 
That  i faw:  and  I heard  feme  lay  hekifs’dher, 

But  ’tvvas  upon  a treaty,  and  fome  copies 
Say,  but  her  Check. 

Fed.  Jjqnes,  W'hat  wouldft  thou  give 
For  Inch  a Wife  now  ? 

Jaq.  Full  as  many  Payers 
As  the  mod;  zealous  Puritane  conceives 
Out  of  the  meditation  ot  fat  Veal, 

Or  Birds  of  prey,  cram’d  Capons,  againft  Players, 

And  t ? as  good  a tune  too,  but  againlt  her : 

That  heaven  would  bid's  me  from  her : mark  it  Pedro., 

If  this  houle  be  not  turn’d  within  this  fortnight 
With  the  fouiKlation  upward.  I’ll  be  carted. 

My  comfort  is  yet,  that  thofe  Armrites., 

That  came  to  back  her  caufe,  thofe  Heathen  Whores, 

Had  their  Hoods  hallowed  with  Sack. 

Fed.  How  Div  lilh  drunk  they  were? 

Jac.  And  how  they  tumbled,  Fedro,  Didft  thou  marke 
TheCoiintrey  CiiT/vi/iVrtf  ^ 

Fed.  Out  upon  her, 

Howlhe  turn’d  down  the  Bragget  ? 

Jaq.  1 that  hink  her. 

Fed.  That  Drink  was  well  put  to  her  -,  W’hat  a Sonaer  fait 
When  the  chair  fel,  foe  fetch’d,  with  her  heels  upward  ? 

Jaa.  And  what  a piece  of  Landskip  foedifeover’d? 

Fed  Didft  mark  her,  when  her  hood  fell  in  the  Pofiet? 

Jaq.  Yes,  and  there  rid,  like  a P«tc^-Hoy -,  the  Tumbrel, 
When  foe  had  got  her  ballalfe. 

Pfi/.  That  1 faw  too. 

Jaq.  How  fain  fhe  would  have  drawn  on  Sophocles 
To  come  aboard,  and  how  foe  fimper’d  it— 

Fed.  I warrant  her,  foe  has  been  a worthy  ftriker. 

Jaq.  I’th  heat  of  Summer  there  had  been  fome  hope 

Fed.  Hang  her.  , , , . 

Jac.  She  offer’d  him  aHarry-groat,and  belchtout. 

Her  ftomach  being  blown  with  Ale,  fuch  Courtfoip, 

Upon  my  life  hasgiv’n  him  twenty  ftools  fmee : 

Believe  my  Calculation,  thefe  old  Women, 

When  they  are  tippled,  and  a little  heated. 

Are  like  new  wheels,  they’I  roare  you  all  the  Town  ore 
Till  they  be  greas’d. 

Fed.  The  City  CinqHe-a-paee 
Dame  Toft  and  Butter,  had  the  Bob  too? 

Jaq,  Yes, 

But  foe  was  ftillen  drunk,  and  given  to  filching, 

I fee  her  offer  at  a Spoon  ■ m y Mafter 


X xw  ^ Jr  * J 

I do  not  like  his  look,  I fear  h’as  fafted 
For  all  this  preparation  ^ lets  ftealbyhim. 

c 

Sc£fta  'Tenia. 

Enter  Petruchie,  and  Sophocles. 

Soph.  Not  let  you  touch  her  all  this  night 
..  Feiru.  Nottouchher. 


Exeunt. 
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Soph.  W’here  was  your  courage  ? 

Ft  ten.  Whore  was  her  obedience  ? 

Never  poor  Man  was  foam’d  Ib^  never  Rafcal 
That  keeps  a Itudof  Whores  was  us’d  lo  balcly. 

Soph.  1 ray  you  tell  me  one  thing  truly  ^ 

Do  you  love  her  ? 

Fetru.  1 would  I did  not,  upon  that  condition 
I palt  thee  half  my  Land. 

Soph.  It  maybe  then, 

Her  raodefty  requir  d a little  violence  ? 

'-oinc  Women  iOve  to  ftrugglc. 

Fetnu  She  had  it, 

Andibmuchthatl  fweat  for’t,  fo  I did. 

But  CO  no  end : 1 wafot  an  i<  thiope 
She  fvvorc  my  force  might  weary  her,  but  win  her 
1 never  could,  nor  foould,  tul  Ihe  toal'entcd  j 
And  i might  take  her  body  prifoiier. 

But  for  her  mind  or  appetite — 

Soph.  ’ I'is  ft  range 

This  woman  is  the  lirlt  I ever  read  of, 

Refus’d  a warranted  occalion. 

And  ftandingon  lorair  termes. 

Fetru.  I fijall  quit  her. 

Soph.  Us’d  you  no  more  art  ? 

Fetru.  Yes,  i fw  ore  to  her. 

And  by  no  little  ones,  if  preftntly 
W ithoLit  more  diiputation  on  the  matter. 

She  grew  not  nearer  to  me,  and  difpatcht  me 
Out  of  the  pains  1 was,  for  I was  nettl’d. 

And  willingly,  and  eagerly,  and  fweetly, 

I would  to  her  ChamWr-maid,  and  in  her  hearing 
Begin  her  Inch  a himtef-up. 

Soph.  Then  foe  ftarted  ? 

Fetru.  No  more  than  I do  now  marry  foe  anfwered 
If  I were  fo  diipo»’d,  foe  could  not  help  it^ 

But  there  was  one  caa’d  a poor  Liutler 

One  that  might  w^eli  content  a fingie  woman. 

Soph.  And  he  fhould  tilt  her. 

Fetru.  To  that  fence,  and  laft 
She  bad  me  yet  thefe  fix  nights  look  for  nothing, 

Nor  lirive  to  purchafe  it,  but  fair  good  night, 

And  10  good  morrow,  and  a kifsortwo 
To  dole  my  ftomach,  Tor  her  vow  had  feal’d  it, 

And  Ihe  would  keep  it  conftant. 

Soph.  Stay  ye,  ftay  ye, 

Was  foe  thus  when  you  woo’d  her  ? 

Fetru,  Nothing  Sophocles, 

More  keenely  eager,  I was  oft  afraid 

She  had  been  light,  and  eafie,  foe  would  fooWre 

Her  kiffes  fofopon  me. 

Soph.  Then  I fear 
An  other  fpoke’s  i’th  wheele. 

Fetru.  Now  thou  haft  found  me. 

There  gnawes  my  Devil,  O patience 

Preferve  me  ■,  that  I make  her  not  example 
By  fome  unworthy  way  as  fleaing  her, 

Boyling,  or  making  verjuice,  drying  her. 

Soph.  I hear  her. 

Fetru.  Mark  her  then,  and  fee  the  heir 
Of  fpight  and  prodigality,  foe  has  ftudied 
A way  to  begger’s  both,  and  by  this  hand 

Maria  at  the  dore,  and  Servant  and  Woman. 
She  foall  be,  if  I live,  a Doxy. 

Soph.  Fy  Sir. 

Mar.  I do  not  like  that  dreffing,  tis  too  poor. 

Let  me  have  lix  gold  laces,  broad  andmady. 

And  betwixt  ev’ry  lace  a rich  Embroydry, 

Line  the  f^ovvn  through  with  Plufo  perfum’d,  and  purffle, 
All  the  fleeves  down  with  Pearl. 

Fetru..  What  think  you  Sophocles. 

In  what  point  ftands  my  ftate  now  ? 

Mar.  For  thofe  hangings. 


Hh 


Let’em 


-4-  "1  he  Womans  "Pri^e^  or 

Let’em  be  carried  where  I gave  appointment, 

They  arc  too  bafe  for  my  ufe,  and  belpeak 
iVew  Pieces  of  tltc  Civil  \\\ars  o^'  France^ 

Let  ’em  be  large  and  lively,  and  all  lilk  work, 

I'he  borders  Gold. 


Soph.  1 marry  lir,  this  cuts  it. 

M.:r.  That  fourteen  yards  of  Satten  give  my  Woman, 

I do  not  like  the  colour,  ’tis  too  civil: 

Ther’s  too  much  Silk  i’th  lace  too  ^ tell  the  Dutchman 
”1  h a brought  the  Mares,  he  mult  with  all  Ipecd  lend  me 
Another  f.iit  of  Holies, and  by  all  means 
Tencaltof  Hawkes  for  th’ River,  I much  care  not 
\\  hat  price  they  bear,  lb  they  be  found,  and  flying. 

For  the  next  Winter,  I am  for  the  Country, 

.And  me^n  to  take  my  plcafure  ^ where’s  the  Horleman  ? 
Petru.  She  means  to  ride  a great  Horle. 

Soph.  With  a fide  ladle  > (month 

Petru.  Yes,  and  fliee’I  run  a tilt  within  this  twelve- 
Mar,  To  morrow  I’ll  begin  to  learn,  but  pray  fir 
Have  a grtat  care  he  be  an  ealie  doer, 

’Twill  fpoil  a Scholar  elfe. 

Soph.  An  eafie  doer. 

Did  you  hear  that  ? 

Petru.  Yes,  I fliall  meet  her  morals 
Ere  it  be  long  I fear  not. 

Mar.  O good  morrow. 

Soph.  Good  mcFiOw  Lady,  how  isT  now* 

Mar,  Faith  fickly. 

This  houfe  Hands  in  anillayr. 

Petru.  Yet  more  charges  } 

Mar.  Subjed  to  rots,  and  rheums  •,  out  on’t,  ’tis  nothing 
But  a tild  fog. 

Petru.  W’hat  think  you  of  the  Lodge  then  ? 

Mar.  I like  the  feat,  but  ’tis  too  little, 

Let  me  have  thy  opinion,  thou  halt  judgment. 

Petru.  ’Tis  very  well. 

Mar.  What  if  I. pluck  it  down. 

And  build  a fquare  upon  it,  with  two  courts: 

Still  riling  from  the  entrance  ? 

Petru.  And  i’th  midfl: 

A Col’ed-e  for  young  Scolds. 

Mar.  And  to  the  Southward 
Ta':e  in  a Garden  of  fome  twenf/  Acres, 

And  caftit  of  the  Italian  fafliion,  hanging. 

Petru.  And  you  could  calt  yourlelf  fotooj  pray  Lady 
Will  not  this  coll  much  Money? 

Mar.  Some  five  thouland, 

Ss-Y  fi.x ; ril  have  it  BattcFd  too. 

Petru.  And  gilt  ^ Maria., 

This  is  a fearful  courfe  you  take,  pray  think  em’t. 

You  are  a Woman  now,  a Wife,  and  his 
That  mult  in  honelly,and  juftice  look  for 
Some  due  obedience  from  you. 

Mar.  That  bare  word 

Shall  colt  you  many  a pound  more,  build  upon’t  *. 

Tell meor  due  obedience?  What’s  a Husband? 

What  arc  v/e  marii.'d  for,  to  carry  Sumpters? 

Are  we  notone  pecce  with  you,  and  as  worthy 
Our  own  intentions, as  you  yours? 

Petru.  Fray  hear  me. 

Mar.  Take  t.vo  fmall  drops  of  water,  equal  weigh’d, 

' Tell  me  which  is  the  hcaviell,  and  which  ought 
I Firll  to  dclccnd  in  duty  ? 

Petru.  You  miltake  mey 
I urge  not  fcrvice  from  you,  nor  obedience 
In  way  of  dutv,  but  of  love,  and  Credit  y 
All  I cxpcdl  is  but  a noble  care 
Of  what  I have  brought  you,  and  of  what  I am, 

And  what  our  name  may  be. 

Mar.  That’s  in  my  making. 

Petru.  ’Tis  true  it  is  fo. 

Mar.  Yes,  it  is  Petruchio, 

For  there  was  never  Man  without  ourmolding. 

Without  our  ftamp  upon  him,  and  our  juftice. 


1 Left  any  thing  three  ages  after  him 
Good,  and  his  own. 

Soph.  Good  Lady  underftand  him. 

Mar.  I do  too  much,  Ivveet  Sophocles.,  he’s  one 
Of  a molt  Ipightful  felf  condition, 

Never  at  peace  with  any  thing  but  Age, 

That  1 as  no  teeth  left  to  return  his  anger : 

A Bravery  dwells  in  his  blood  yet,  of  abufing 
Hisfirft  good  wiley  he’s  fooner  lire  than  powder. 

And  fooner  milchief. 

Petru.  If  I be  lo  fodain 
Do  not  you  fear  me  ? 

Mar.  No  nor  yet  care  for  you, 

And  if  it  may  be  lawful,  I defie  you  : 

Petru.  Do’s  this  become  you  now  ? 

Mar.  It  lhall  become  me. 

Petru.  Thou  dilbbedient.  weak,  vain-glorious  woman. 
Were  I but  half  lb  wilful,  as  thou  fpightful, 

I lliould  now  drag  thee  to  tliy  duty. 

Mar.  Drag  me  ? 

Petru.  But  I am  friends  again : take  all  your  pleafure. 

Mar.  Now  you  perceive  him  Sophocles. 

Petru.  I love  thee 

Above  thy  vanity,  thou  faithlels  creature. 

Mar.  Would  I had  been  fo  happy  when!  Married, 

But  to  have  met  an  honelt  Man  like  thee. 

For  I am  furethou  art  good,  1 know  thou  art  honelt, 

A hanfome  hurtlefs  man,  a loving  man. 

Though  never  a penny  with  him  y and  thofe  eyes. 

That  face,  and  that  true  hearty  weare  this  for  my  lake. 
And  when  thou  think’ll  upon  me  pity  me : 

I am  call  away.  Exit  Mar 

Soph.  Why  how  now  man? 

Petru.  Pray  leave  me. 

And  follow  your  advices. 

Soph.  The  Man’s  jealous: 

Petru.  I lhall  find  a time  ere  it  be  long,  to  ask  you 
Oneortwo  foolifh  quellions. 

Soph.  I lhall  anfwer 

As  well  as  I am  able,  when  you  call  me: 

If  Ihe  mean  true,  tis  but  a little  killing. 

And  if  I do  not  venture  it’s  — - 

Farewel  fir.  Exit  Soph 

Petru.  Pray  farewel.  Is  there  no  keeping 
A Wife  to  one  mans  ufe  ? no  wintering 
Thefe  cartel  without  Itraying  ? ’Tis  hard  dealing. 

Very  hard  dealing.  Gentlemen,  ftrange  dealing: 

Now  in  the  name  of  madnels,  what  Star  raign’d. 

What  dog-ftar,  bull,  or  bear-lhar,  when  I married 
rhisfecond  wife,  this  whirlwind,  that  takes  all 
Within  hcrcompafs  ? was  I not  well  warn’d, 

(I  thought  1 had, and  I believe  I know  it,) 

And  beaten  to  repentance  in  the  dayes 
Of  my  firlt  doting  ? had  I not  wife  enough 
T 0 turn  my  love  to  ? did  I want  vexation. 

Or  any  f]jecial  care  to  kill  my  heart  ? 

Had  I not  ev’ry  morning  a rare  breakfaftr, 

?dixt  witii  a learned  Leflure  of  ill  language. 

Louder  than  Tom  o’ Lincoln  y and  at  dinner, 

A dyet  of  the  fame  dilh  ? was  there  evening 
That  ere  paft  over  us,  without  thou  Knave, 

Or  thou  Whore  for  digeftion  ? had  1 ever 
\ pull  at  this  fame  poor  fport  men  run  mad  for 
But  like  a Cur  I was  fain  to  fliew  my  teeth  firlt. 

And  almoft:  worry  her  ? and  did  Heaven  forgive  me. 

And  take  this  Serpent  from  me?  and  am  I 
Keeping  tame  Devils  now  again?  my  heart  akesj  , 

Something  I mult  do  fpeedily : I’ll  die. 

If  I can  hanfomely,  for  that’s  the  way 
To  make  a Ralcal  of  her  y I am  fick. 

And  I’ll  goe  very  near  it,  but  I’ll  perilh. 


Exit. 

Scana 


The  Tamer  Tam'd 
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Scdcttd  ^jrta. 

Enter  Livia,Byancha,  Tranio,  Rowland. 

I.iv.  Then  I miift  be  content.  Sir,  with  my  fortune. 

Kotv.  And  I with  mine. 

Liv.  I did  not  tliink,  a look. 

Or  a poor  word  or  two,  could  have  difplanted 
Such  a fix’d  conftancy,  and  for  your  end  too.  (guws, 
Kotv.  Come,  come,  1 know  your  courfes : there’s  your  gevv- 
Your  Rings,  and  Bracelets,  and  the  Purfe  you  gave  me, 

The  .Money’s  Ipent  in  entertaining  you 
At  Plays,  and  Cherry-gardens. 

Liv.  There’s  your  Chain  too. 

But  if  you’ll  give  me  leave,  I’ll  wear  the  hair  Rill  y 
I would  yet  remember  you. 

Byj.  Give  him  his  love  wench  •, 

The  young  Man  has  imployment  for’t: 

Trj.  Fie  Koxpland. 

Rorv.  You  cannot  fie  me  out  a hundred  pound 
With  this  poor  plot:  yet,  let  me  ne’r  fee  day  more, 

If  Ibmething  do  not  ftruggle  fbrangely  in  me. 

Byj.  Young  Man,  let  me  talk  with  you. 

Roiv.  Well,  young  Woman. 

Byj.  This  was  your  Miftrifs  once. 

Row.  Yes.. 

Bya,  Are  ye  honefl:  ? 

I fee  you  are  young,  and  hanibme. 

Row.  I am  honefl-.  (judgement 

Bya.  Why  that’s  well  faid : and  there’s  no  doubt  your 
Is  good  enough,  and  Rrong  enough  to  tell  you 
Who  are  your  foes, and  friends : Why  did  you  leave  her? 
Row.  She  made  a puppy  of  me. 

Bya.  Be  that  granted : 

She  mufl:  do  fo  fometimes,  and  oftentimes  y 
Love  were  too  ferious  elfe. 

Row.  A witty  Woman. 

Bya.  Had  you  lov’d  me — . 

Row.  I would  I had. 

Bya.  And  dearly  y 

And  I had  lov’d  you  fo  ; you  may  love  worfe  Sir, 

But  that  is  not  material. 

Row.  1 fhall  loofe. 

Bya.  Some  time  or  other  for  variety 
I fliould  have  call’d  you  Fool,  or  Boy,  or  bid  you 
Play  with  the  Pages : but  have  lov’d  you  Rill, 

Out  of  all  queRion,  and  extreamly  too  *, 

You  are  a Man  made  to  be  loved  : 

Row.  This  Woman. 

Either  abufes  me,  or  loves  me  deadly. 

Bya.  I’ll  tell  you  one  thing,  if  I were  to  choofe 
A Husband  to  mine  own  mind,  I Ihould  think 
One  of  your  Mothers  making  would  content  me. 

For  o’  my  Confcience  flie  makes  good  ones. 

Row.  Lady, 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  commendations : 

I am  in  again,  TheDivel  take  their  tongues. 

Bya.  You  fliall  not goe. 

Row.  I will : yet  thus  far  LjW, 

YourSorfow  may  induce  me  to  forgive  you. 

But  never  love  again  •,  if  I Ray  longer, 

I have  loR  two  hundred  pound. 

Liv.  Good  Sif,  but  thus  much — 

Ira.  Turn  if  thou  beeR  a Man. 

Liv.  But  one  kifs  of  you  ^ 

One  parting  kifs,  and  I am  gone  too. 

Row.  Come, 

I fliall  kifs  fifty  pound  away  at  this  clap  i 
: We’ll  have  one  more,  and  then  farewel. 
i Liv.  Farewel. 

i Bya.  Well , go  thy  wayes  , thou  bear’It  d kind  heart 
Tra.  H’as  made  a Rand.  (with  thee, 

i Bya.  A noble,  brave  young  fellow 


W^orthy  a Wench  indeed. 

Row.  1 will : I will  not.  Exit  Rowland. 

7ra.  He’s  gone;  but  fliocagen  ^ play  you  but  your  part. 
And  I will  keep  my  promife : lorty  Angels 
In  fair  gold.  Lady  ; wipe  your  eyes : he’s  ypurs 
If  I have  any  wit. 

Liv.  I’ll  pay  the  forfeit. 

Bya.  Come  then,  let’s  lee  your  fifler,  how  fhc  fares  now. 
After  herskirmifh  : and  be  furc,  Morofo 
Be  kept  in  good  handj  then  all’s  perfeR,  Livia. 

Exeunt. 

Scana  §luintj.  ^ ^ 

Enter  jaques  and  Pedro. 

Fed.  Oy agues.,  What  becomes of  US? 

Oh  my  fweet  MaRer. 

Jag.  Run  for  a Phyfitian, 

And  a whole  peck  of  Pothecaries,  Pedro. 

He  will  die,  didle,  didle  die  : if  they  come  not  quickly. 
And  bring  all  People  that  are  skilful 
In  Lungs  and  Livers : raife  the  neighbours, 

And  all  the  /Iguavite-hottits  extant  ■, 

And,  O the  Parlbn,  Pedro  ^ O the  Parlbn, 

A little  of  his  comfort,  never  fo  little  ^ 

Twenty  to  one  you  find  him  at  the  Bufh,  '• 

There’s  the  beR  Ale. 

Red.  I fly.  Pedro. 

E.»ter  Maria,  and  Servants. 

Mar.  Out  with  the  Trunks , ho : 

Why  are  you  idle  ? Sirha,  up  to  th’  Chamber, 

And  take  the  Hangings  down,  and  fee  the  Linnen 
Packt  up,  andfent  away  within  this  half  hour. 

What,  Are  the  Carts  come  yet  ? fbme  honeR  body 
Help  down  the  CheRs  of  Plate,  and  fome  the  Wardrobe, 
Alafs,  we  are  undone  elfe. 

Jag.  Pray  forfooth  *, 

And  I befeech  ye,  tell  me,  is  he  dead  yet  ? 

Mar.  No,  but  is  drawing  on : out  with  the  Armour. 

Jag.  Then  I’ll  go  fee  hiin. 

Mar.  Thou  art  undone  then  Fellow : no  Man  that  has 
Been  neer  him  come  near  me. 


Enter  Sophocles, Petronius. 

Soph.  Why  how  now  Lady,  What  means  this? 
Petron.  Now  daughter.  How  docs  my  Son  ? 
Mar.  Save  all  you  can  for  Heavens  fake. 


Enter  Livia,  Byancha,  and  Tranio, 

I 

Liv.  Be  of  good  comfort,  SiRer. 

Mar.  O my  Casket. 

Petron.  How  do’s  thy  Husband  Woman  ? 

Mar.  Get  yougon,  if  you  mean  to  lave  your  lives;  the 

Petron.  Stand  forther  off,  I prethee.  (Sicknefs. 

Mar.  Is  i’th  houfe  Sir, 

My  Husband  has  it  now  ^ 

Alas  he  is  infefted,  and  raves  extreamly : 

Give  me  fome  Counfel  friends. 

Bya.  Why  lock  the  doors  up. 

And  fend  him  in  a Woman  to  attend  him. 

Mar.  I have  befpoke  two  Women  ^ and  the  City 
Hath  fent  a Watch  by  this  time:  Meat  nor  Money 
He  fhall  not  want,  nor  Prayers. 

Petron.  How  long  is’t 


Since  It  firR  took  him  ? 


Hh  2 


Alar. 
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7 he  W^omam  Trize,  or 


Mar.  But  within  this  three  hours. 

Enur  lEatcb. 

I am  frighted  from  my  wits;  O here’s  the  Watch  •, 

Pray  doe  your  Office,  lock  the  doors  up  Friends, 

And  patience  be  his  Angel. 

Irj.  This  comes  unlook’d  for; 

Mjf.  I’ll  to  the  lodge  j fome  that  are  kind  and  love  me, 
I know  will  vilit  me,  (Petruchio  rvithin. 

Petrn.  Doc  you  hear  my  hlafters ; ho,  you  that  lock  the 
Petron.  ’Tis  his  voice,  fdoors  up. 

Trj,  Hold,  and  let’s  hear  him. 

Tetru.  Will  ye  ftarve  me  here;  am  I a Traytor,  or  an 
Or  am  I grown  infectious  ? (Heretick. 

Petron.  Pray  fir.,  pray. 

Pt'tnt.  I am  as  well  as  you  are,  goodman  puppy. 

A/jr.  Pray  have  patience.  ' 

Vou  ffiall  wantnotliing  Sir. 

Pc'tru,  I want  a cudgel. 

And  thee,  tliou  vvickednefs. 

Petron.  He  i'peaks  well  enough. 

A/-r.  ’Had  ever  a ftrong  heart  Sir. 

Petru.  Will  ye  hear  me.? 

Firft  l.e  pleas’d 

To  think  I know  ye  all,  and  can  dillinguilh 
Ev’ryMans  feveral  voice;  you  that  fpoke  firll, 

I know  my  father  in  law  ^ the  other  Tranio^ 

And  I heard  Sophocles-^  the  laiH,  pray  mark  me, 
my  dabi’-d  Wife  Mjria : 

If  any  Man  raifdoubt  me  for  infected. 

There  is  mine  Armc,  let  any  Man  look  on’t. 


Or  lhall  I charge  a Fowling-Piece,  and  make 
Mine  own  way  s two  of  ye  I cannot  mifs. 

If  I mils  three  ^ ye  come  here  to  aflault  me. 

I am  as  excellent  well,  I thank  Heaven  for’t. 

And  have  as  good  a ftomach  at  this  inllantl- 
2 Watch.  That’s  an  ill  fign. 

I W <ztch.  He  draws  on  •,  he’s  a dead  Man. 

Petrn.  And  fleep  as  Ibundly  •,  Will  ye  look  upon  me  ? 
Watch.  Do  you  want  Pen  and  Ink?  while  you  have 


(lenfe  fir, 


Enter  Doctor  and  Pothecary, 

Doit.  Save  yc  Gentlemen. 

Petroa.  O welcome  DoTor, 

Ye  come  in  happy  time-,  pray  your  opinion. 

What  think  you  of  his  pulfe? 

Doa.  It  beats  with  buficlt. 

And  fhews  a general  inflammation. 

Which  is  the  lymptome  of  a pellilent  Feaver, 

Take  twenty  ounces  from  him. 

- Petm.  Take  a Fool  ^ 

T ake  an  ounce  from  mine  arme,  and  DoTor  Deuz-ace., 

I’ll  make  a clofc-lloole  of  your  Velvet  Collard. 

Gentlemen,  doe  ye  make  a may-game  on  me? 

1 tell  ye  once  again , I am  as  found. 

As  well,  as  whollbme,  and  as  fenfible. 

As  any  of  ye  all ; Let  me  out  quickly. 

Or  as  I am  a Man,  I’ll  beat  the  walls  down, 

And  the  firfl:  thing  I light  upon  lhall  pay  for’t. 

Exit  DoPlor  and  Pothecary. 
Petro.  Nay,  we’ll  go  with  you  Do(flor. 

Mar.  ’Tis  the  lafefl:  ^ 

I faw  the  Tokens  Sir. 

Petro.  Then  there  is  but  one  way. 

Petru.  Will  it  plcafe  you  open? 

7ra.  His  fit  grows  ftronger  ftill. 

Mar.  Let’s  fave  our  felves  Sir, 

He’s  palt  all  worldly  cure. 

Petro.  Friends  do  your  office. 

And  what  he  wants,  if  Money,  Love,  or  Labor, 

Or  any  way  may  win  it,  let  him  have  it. 

Farewell,  and  pray  my  honclt  Friends — Exeunt. 

Petru.  Why  Rafcals, 

Friends,  Gentlemen,  thou  bcaftly  Wife,  Jaques  •, 

None  hear  me  ? Who  at  the  door  there  ? 

1 Watch.  Think  I pray  Sir, 

W’hether  you  arc  going,  and  prepare  your  fclf. 

2 Watch.  Thcfc  idle  thoughts  difturb  you , the  good 
Gentlewoman 

Your  Wife  has  taken  care  you  lhall  want  nothing. 

Petru.  Shall  I come  out  in  quiet  ? anlwer  me, 


Settle  your  Hate 

Petru.  Sirs,  I am  well,  as  you  are  ^ 

Or  any  Rafcal  living. 

2 W atch.  Would  you  were  Sir. 

Petru.  Look  to  your  felves,  and  if  you  love  your  lives 
Open  the  door,  and  fly  me,  for  I Ihoot  elfej  * 

—I’ll  Ihoot,  and  prefently,  chain-bullets  ^ 

And  under  four  1 will  not  kill. 

1 Watch.  Let’s  quit  him. 

It  may  be  it  is  a trick ; he’s  dangerous. 

2 Watch.  The  Devil  take  the  hinmoll,  I cry. 

Exit  Watch  running. 

Ent  r Petruchio  mth  a Piece. 

Petru.  Have  among  ye ; 

The  door  fiiall  open  too,  I’ll  have  a fair  Ihoot; 

Are  ye  all  gone?  tricks  in  my  old  dayes,  crackers 
Put  now  upon  me  ? and,  by  Lady  Green-jleeves  ? 

Am  I grown  lb  tame  after  all  my  triumphs  > 

But  that  I Ihould  be  thought  mad,  if  I rail’d. 

As  much  as  they  deferve,againll  theft  Women, 

I would  now  rip  up,  from  the  primitive  Cuckold, 

All  their  arch-villanies,  and  all  their  doubles. 

Which  are  more  than  a hunted  Hare  ere  thought  on  .* 

When  a Man  has  the  faireft,  and  the  Iweetell 
Of  all  their  Sex,  and  as  he  thinks  the  nobleft. 

What  has  he  then  ? and  I’ll  Ipeak  modeltly, 

He  has  a Quartern-ague,  that  lhall  lhake 
All  his  eftate  to  nothing ; never  cur’d, 

Nor  never  dying ; He’as  a Ihip  to  venture 
His  fame,  and  credit  in,  which  if  he  Man  not 
With  more  continual  labour  than  a Gaily 
To  make  her  tith,  either  file  grows  a Tumbrel, 

Not  worth  the  Cloth  Ihe  wears ; or  fprings  more  leakes 
Than  all  the  fame  of  his  polterity 
Can  ever  Hop  again ; I could  raile  twenty  dayes  i 
Out  on  ’em.  Hedge-hogs, 

He  that  lhall  touch  ’em,  has  a thoufand  thorns 
Runs  through  his  lingers ; If  I were  unmarried, 

I would  do  any  thing  below  repentance. 

Any  baft  dunghill  flavery  -,  be  a Hang-man, 

Ere  I would  be  a Husband ; O the  thoufand, 

Thoufand,  ten  thoufand  wayes  they  have  to  kill  us! 

Some  fall  with  two  much  Itringing  of  the  Fiddles, 

And  thoft  are  fools ; Ibme,  that  they  are  not  fiifftr’d. 

And  thoft  are  Maudlin-lovers : Ibme,  like  Scorpions, 

They  poyfon  with  their  tails , and  thoft  are  Martyrs ; 

Some  dye  with  doing  good,  thoft  Benefadors, 

And  leave  ’em  land  to  leap  away  ; Ibme  few. 

For  thoft  are  rarelb,  they  are  faid  to  kill 
With  kindnels,  and  fair  ufage-,  but  what  they  are. 

My  Catalogue  difeovers  not ; only  ’tis  thought 
They  are  buried  in  old  Walls,  with  their  heels  upward. 

I could  raile  twenty  dayes  together  now. 

I’ll  feek  ’em  out,  and  if  I have  not  realbn. 

And  very  fenfible,  why  this  was  done. 

I’ll  go  a birding  yet,  and  fome  lhall  finart  for’t.  Exit. 
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ABus  Qmrtus, 


Scdcna  Frima. 

Enter  Morofb  and  Petronius. 

Mor.  That  I do  love  her,  is  without  all  queftion, 

And  molt  extremely,  dearly,  moft  exactly  ^ 

And  that  I would  ev’n  now,  this  prelent  Monday, 

Before  all  others,  Maids,  Wives,  Women,  Widows, 

Of  what  degree,  or  calling.  Marry  her. 

As  certain  too  ^ but  to  be  made  a Whim-wham, 

A Jib-crack,  and  a Gentleman  o’th  firft  houfe 
or  all  my  kindnels  to  her. 

Petron.  How  you  take  it } 

Thou  get  a Wench,  thou  get  a dozen  night-caps  > 

Wouldil  have  her  come,  and  lick  thee  like  a Calfe, 

And  blow  thy  nole,  and  bufs  thee  ? 

Mor.  Not  lb  neither. 

Petron.  What  w'ouldlt  thou  have  her  do? 

Mi  r.  Do  as  hie  would  do  • 

Put  on  a clean  Smock,  and  to  Church,  and  Marry, 

And  then  to  Bed  a Gods  name,  this  is  fair  play. 

And  keeps  the  Kings  peace  ^ let  her  leave  her  bobs, 

' have  had  too  many  of  them,  and  her  quillets. 

She  is  as  nimble  that  way  as  an  Eeel  ^ 

But  in  the  way  Ihe  ought  to  me  efpecially, 

A fow  of  Lead  is  fwifter. 

Petrm.  Quoat  your  griefs  down. 

Mor.  Give  fair  quarter,  lam  oldandcrafie, 

And  fubjed  to  much  fumbling,  I confels  it  *, 

Yet  Ibmething  1 would  have  that’s  warme,  to  hatch  me  : 

3 lit  underftand  me  I would  have  it  lb, 
buy  not  more  repentance  in  the  bargain 
'Than  the  ware’s  worth  I have if  you  allow  me 
Worthy  your  Son-in-Law,  and  your  allowance. 

Do  it  a way  of  credit-,  let  me  lliovv  lb. 

And  not  be  troubled  in  my  vifitations. 

With  blows,  and  bitternefs,  and  down-right  railings. 

As  if  we  were  to  couple  like  two  Cats,  > 

With  clawing,  and  loud  clamour : 

Petron.  Thou  fond  Man. 

Hall  thou  forgot  the  Ballad,  crabbed  age. 

Can  May  and  January  match  together. 

And  nev’r  a ftorm  between  ’em  ? lay  Ihc  abule  thee, 

Put  cafe  Ihc  doe. 

Mor.  Well. 

Petron.  Nay,  believe  file  do’s. 

Mor.  I do  believe  fhe  do’s. 

Petron.  And  div’lifhly: 

Art  thou  a whit  the  worfe? 

Mor.  That’s  not  the  matter, 

I know,  being  old,  tis  fit  I am  abus’d^ 

I know  ’tis  hanfome,  and  I know  moreover 
1 am  to  love  her  for’t. 

Petron.  Now  you  come  to  me. 

Mor.  Nay  more  than  this  -,  I find  too,  and  find  certain. 
What  Gold  I have,  Pearle,  Bracelets,  Rings,  or  Owches, 
Or  what  fne  can  defire.  Gowns,  Petticotes, 

Waltcotes,  Enbroydered-ltockings,  Scarffs,  Cals,  Feathers, 
Hats,  five  pound  Garters,  Muffs,  Masks,  Ruffs,  and  Ribands, 
I am  to  give  her  for’t. 

Petron.  ’Tis  right,  you  are  lb. 

Mor.  But  when  I have  done  all  this,  and  think  it  duty, 
Is’t  requifit  an  other  bore  my  nollrils  ? 

Riddle  me  that. 

Petron.  Go  get  you  gone,  and  dreame 
She’s  thine  within  thele  two  dayes,  for  Ihe  is  lb  v 
The  Boy’s  befide  the  laddie  : get  warm  broths. 

And  feed  apace  -,  think  not  of  worldly  bufinefs, 
j dt  cools  the  blood  ^ leave  off  your  tricks , they  are  hateful, 


And  mecrc  fore-runners  of  the  ancient  mcafurcs  ^ 
Contrive  your  beard  o’th  top  cut  like  Verdugoes  • 

It  ffiowsyou  would  be  wife,  and  burn  your  nightcap, 
It  looks  like  half  a winding-fhect,  and  urges 
From  a young  Wench  nothing  but  cold  repentance: 
You  may  eateOnyons,  fo  you’l  not  be  lavilh. 

Mor.  1 am  glad  of  that. 

Petron.  They  purge  the  blood,  and  quicken. 

But  after  ’em,  conceive  me,  fweep  your  mouth. 

And  where  there  wants  a tooth , Hick  in  a clove.' 

Mor.  Shall  1 hope  once  again,  lay’t. 

Petro.  You  (hall  Sir: 

And  you  fhall  have  your  hope. 

Miiro.  Why  there’s  a match  then. 

Enter  Byancha  and  Tranio. 

Byan.  You  lhall  not  find  me  wanting,  get  you  gone. 
Here’s  the  old  Man,  he’l  think  you  are  plotting  elfe 


Something  againft  his  new  Son. 
Moro.  Fare  ye  well  Sir. 


Exit  Tranio. 
Exit  Morofo. 


Byan.  And  ev'ry  Buck^  had  his  Doe, 

And  ev*ry  Cuckold  a Bell  at  his  1 oe : 

Oh  whatfport  jhouldrpe  havethen^  then  Boyes  therty 
Oh  what  /port  Jhould  we  have  then  ^ 

Petro.  This  is  the  Ipirit,  that  infpires  ’em  dl. 

By.  Give  you  good  ev’n. 

Petro.  A word  with  you  Sweet  Lady. 

By.  I am  very  hafty.  Sir. 

Petro.  So  you  were  ever. 

By.  Well,  What’s  your  will  ? 

Petro.  Was  not  your  skilful  hand 
In  this  lafl:  ftratagem  ? Were  not  your  mifehiefc 
Eeking  the  matter  on  ? 

By.  In’s  (hutting  up  ? 

Is  that  it  ? 

Petro.  Yes. 

By.  I’ll  tell  you. 

Petro.  Doe. 

By.  And  truly. 

Go^  old  Man,  I do  grieve  exceeding  much,’ 

I fear  too  much. 

Petro.  I am  fbrry  for  your  heavincls. 

Belike  you  can  repent  then  ? 

By.  There  you  are  wide  too. 

Not  that  the  thing  was  done  (conceive  me  rightly) 
Do’s  any  way  moleft  me. 

Petro.  What  then  Lady? 

By.  But  that  I was  not  in’t,  there’s  my  fbrrow, 
Now  you  underftand  me,  for  I’ll  tell  you. 

It  was  fo  found  a piece,  and  fo  well  carried. 

And  if  you  mark  the  way,  fo  hanfomely. 

Of  fuch  a heighth,  and  excellence,  and  art 
I have  not  known  a bravery  for  conceive  me, 

When  the  grofs  fool  her  Husband  would  be  lick— 
Petro.  Pray  ftay. 

By.  Nay,  good,  your  patience : and  no  fence  for’t, 
Then  ftept  your  daughter  in. 

Petro.  By  your  appointment. 

By.  I would  it  had,  on  that  condition 
I had  but  one  half  finock,  I like  it  fo  well ; 

And  like  an  excellent  cunning  Woman,  cur’d  me 
One  madnefs  with  another,  which  was  rare. 

And  to  our  weak  beliefs,  a wonder. 

Petro.  Hang  ye. 

For  furely,  if  your  husband  look  not  to  ye, 

I know  what  will. 

By.  I humbly  thank  your  worlhip. 

And  fo  I take  my  leave. 

Petro.  You  have  a hand  I hear  too. 

By.  I have  two  Sir. 

Petro.  In  my  young  daughters  bufinefs. 

By.  You  will  find  there 
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A fitter  hand  than  mine,  to  reach  her  frets, 

.\nd  play  «.k>\vn  diddle  to  her. 

Prtro.  1 lhall  watch  ye. 

Ky.  Do. 

?ttro.  And  I (liall  have  Jufticc. 

By.  W'herc  ? 

Petr 3.  That’s  all  one  • 

I fhall  be  with  you  at  a turne  henee  forward. 

By.  Get  you  a Follh  too  ^ and  lb  good  ev’n  Sir. 

Enter  Petruchio,  Jaques,a«<s^ Pedro. 


Exeunt. 


Jjq.  And  as  I told  your  worfliip,  all  the  hangings, 

Bra  Is,  Pewter,  Plate,  cv’n  to  the  very  looking-glallb. 

PeJ.  And  that  that  hung  for  our  defence,  the  Armor, 
And  the  March  Beere  was  going  too : Oh  Jaques 
What  a lad  fight  was  that  ? 

Jjq.  Even  the  tvvo.Rundlets, 

The  two  that  was  our  hope,  of  Muskadel, 

( Better  nev’r  tongue  triptover)  thofe  two  Cannons, 

To  batter  brawn  witlial  at  Chri^mafs.,  Sir, 

Ev’n  thofe  two  lovely  Twyns,  the  Enemy 
Had  almoft  cut  off  clean. 

Petru.  Goe  trim  the  Houle  up. 

And  put  the  things  in  order  as  they  were. 

E.v.  Ped.  and  Jaq, 

I fhall  find  time  for  all  this : could  I find  her 
But  conltant  any  way,  I had  done  my  bufmefs  *, 

W'ere  Ihe  a Whore  diredly,ora  Scold, 

An  unthrifc,or  a Woman  made  to  hate  me, 

1 had  my  wifn,and  knew  which  way  torayneher; 

But  while  Ihe  Ihews  all  thefe,  and  all  their  Ioffes, 

A kind  of  linfey  woolley,  mingled  mifehief 
Not  to  be  ghelt  at,  and  whether  true,  or  borrowed, 

Enter  Maria. 


Not  certain  neither,  What  a hap  had  I, 

And  what  a tydie  fortune,  when  my  fate 
Flung  me  upon  this  Bear-whelp  ? here  fne  comes, 

Now,  if  Ihe  have  a colour,  for  the  fault  is 
A cleanly  one,  upon  ray  Confidence 
I lhall  forgive  her  yet,  and  find  a (bmething 
Certain,  1 Married  for : her  wit : I’ll  marke  her. 

Mar.  Not  let  his  Wife  come  near  him  in  his  ficknefs/* 
Not  come  to  comfort  him  ? Ihe  that  all  Laws 
Of  heaven,  and  Nations  have  ordain’d  his  fecond. 

Is  Ihe  refus’d  ? and  two  old  Paradoxes, 

Pieces  of  five  and  fifty,  without  faith 
Clapt  in  upon  him  ? h’as  a little  pet. 

That  all  young  Wives  mult  follow  necellary. 

Having  their  Maiden-heads-—. 

Petru.  This  is  an  Axiome 
I never  heard  before. 

Mar  Or  lay  Rebellion,' 

If  w e durlt  be  fo  foul , which  two  fair  words 
Alas  win  us  from,  in  an  hour,  aninflant. 

We  are  foeafie,  make  him  fo  forgetful 
Both  of  his  reafon,  honelty,  and  credit. 

As  to  deny  his  Wife  a vifitation  ? 

His  Wife,  that  (though  Ihe  was  a little  foolilh,) 

Lov’d  him.  Oh  Heaven  forgive  her  for’t!  nay  doted. 
Nay  had  run  mad,  had  Ihc  not  married  him. 

Petru.  Though!  do  know  this  falfer  than  the  Devil, 

! cannot  choofe  but  love  it. 

Mar.  What  do  I know 
But  thofe  that  came  to  keep  him,  might  have  kill’d  him. 
In  what  a cafe  had  1 been  then?  I dare  not 
Believe  him  fuch  a bafe,  debolh’d  companion. 

That  one  rcfulal  of  a tender  Maid. 

Would  make  him  faign  this  Sicknefs  out  of  need, 

And  take  a Keeper  to  him  of  Fourlcore 
Toplayat  B/Etardsj  one  that  mew’d  content 


And  all  her  teeth  together-  not  come  near  him? 

Petru.  This  Woman  would  have  made  a molt  rare  Je- 
She  can  prevaricate  on  any  thing : (fuitc 

There  was  not  to  be  thought  a w'ay  to  fave  her  ^ 

In  all  imagination,  belide  this. 

Mar.  His  unkind  dealing,  w'hich  was  worlt  of  all. 

In  fending,  who  knowes  whether,  all  the  plate,  ’ 

And  all  the  houlliold-ltuffe,  had  1 not  croft  it, 

By  a great  providence,  and  my  friends  alfiltance 
Which  he  will  thank  me  one  day  for -.  alas, 

I could  have  watch’d  as  well  as  they,  have  ferv’d  him 
In  any  lift,  better,  and  willinger. 

The  Law  commands  me  to  do  it,  love  commands  me. 

And  my  own  duty  charges  me. 

Petru.  Heav’n  blefs  me. 

And  now  I have  faid  my  Prayers,  I’ll  go  to  her : 

Are  you  a Wife  for  any  Man? 

Mar.  For  you  Sir. 

If  I were  worfe,  I were  better  ^ That  you  are  well. 

At  leaft,that  you  appear  fo,  I thank  Heaven, 

Long  may  it  hold,  and  that  you  are  here,  I am  glad  too  ^ 

But  that  you  have  abus’d  me  wretchedly. 

And  fuch  a way  that  lhames  the  name  of  Husband, 

Such  a malicious  mangy  way,  fo  mingled, 

( Never  look  ftrangely  on  me,  I dare  tell  you) 

With  breach  of  honefty,  care,  kindnefs,  manners. 

Petru.  Holla,  you  kick  too  faft. 

Mar.  Was  I a ftranger  ? 

Or  had  I vow’d  perdition  to  your  perfon  ? 

Am  I not  Married  to  you,  tell  me  that  ? 

Petru.  I would  I could  not  tell  you. 

Mar.  Is  my  prefence. 

The  ftock  1 come  of,  which  is  worfhipful. 

If  I Ihould  lay  Right  worfhipful,  I ly’d  not. 

My  Grandfire  was  a Knight. 

Petru.  O’the  Shire  ? 

Mar.  A Soldier, 

Which  none  of  all  thy  Family  e’re  heard  of. 

But  one  condiuftor  of  thy  name,  a Grafier 
That  ran  away  with  pay : or  am  I grown 
Becauft  I have  been  a little  peevifh  to  you, 

Onely  to  try  your  temper)  fuch  a dogge-leecb 
I could  not  be  admitted  to  your  prelence? 

Petru.  If  I endure  this,  hang  me. 

Mar.  And  two  deaths  heads, 

T wo  Harry  Groats,  that  had  their  faces  worn, 

Almoft  their  names  away  too. 

Petru.  Now  hear  me. 

For  I will  ftay  no  longer. 

Mar.  This  you  lhall : 

How  ever  you  lhall  think  to  flatter  me. 

For  this  offence,  which  no  fubmiffion 
Can  ever  mediate  for,  you’l  find  it  fb. 

What  ever  you  lhall  do  by  intercelfion. 

What  you  can  offer,  what  your  Land  can  purchaft. 

What  all  your  friends,  or  families  can  win. 

Shall  be  but  this,  not  to  forfwear  your  knowledge. 

But  ever  to  forbear  it : now  your  will  Sir. 

Petru.  Thou  art  the  fiibtleft  Woman  1 think  living, 

I am  fure  the  lewdeft  j now  be  ftill,  and  mark  me  j 
Were  I but  any  way  addided  to  the  Devil, 

I Ihould  now  think  I had  met  a play-fellow 
To  profit  by,  and  that  way  the  moft  learned 
That  ever  taught  to  murmur.  Tell  me  thou. 

Thou  moft  poor,  paltry  fpiteful  Whore;  Do  you  cry? 

I’ll  make  you  roare,  before  I leave. 

Mar.  Your  pleafure. 

Petru.  Was  it  not  fin  enough,  thou  Fruiterer, 

Full  of  the  fall  thou  eat’ft : thou  Devils  Broker, 

Thou  Seminary  of  all  fedition. 

Thou  Sword  of  veng’ance,  with  a thred  hung  o’re  us, 

Was  it  hot  fin  enough,  and  wickednefs 
In  full  abundance?  Was  it  not  vexation 
At  all  points,  cap  a pe  ? nay,  1 lhall  pinch  you. 

Thus, 


The  Tamer  Tam'd. 


247 


Thus  like  a rotten  Rafcal  toabufe 
The  name  of  Heaven,  the  tycof  Marriage, 

The  honour  of  thy  Friends  •,  tlie  expectation 
Of  all  that  thought  thee  virtuous,  with  Rebellion, 
ChildiHi  and  bafe  Rebellion,  but  continuing 
After  forgivencls  too,  and  worle,  your  milchief. 

And  againft  him,fctting  the  hope  of  Heaven  by. 

And  the  dear  refervation  of  his  honor 

Nothing  above  ground  could  have  won  to  hate  thcc : 

Well,  goc  thy  wayes. 

Mur.  Yes.  . 

Petru.  You  (hall  hear  me  out  hrlc : 

What  punilhment  may’ll  thou  deferve,  thou  thing. 

Thou  Idle  tiling  of  nothing,  thou  pull’d  Primrole, 

That  two  hours  after,  art  a Weed,  and  wither’d. 

For  this  lall  flourilh  on  me?  am  I one 
Selected  out  of  all  the  Husbands  living, 

1 o be  fo  ridden  by  a Tit  ot  ten  pence. 

Am  I lb  blind  and  Bed-rid  ? 1 was  mad. 

And  had  the  Plague,and  no  Manmull  come  near  me, 

I mull  be  fhut  up,  and  my  fubllance  bezel  d,  . 

And  an  old  Woman  watch  me. 

Mar.  Well  Sir,  well. 

You  may  well  glory  in’t.  * 

Petru.  And  when  it  comes  to  opening,  ’tis  my  plot, 

I muft  undoe  my  fclf  forlboth ; do’ll  hear  me  ? 

If  I fhovild  beat  thee  now,  as  much  may  be. 

Do’ll  thou  not  well  deferve  it,  o’  thy  Confcience, 

Do’ll  thou  not  cry,  come  beat  me  ? 

Mur.  I defie  you.  r n n ^ 

And  my  laH  loving  tears  farewell : the  hrlt  Itroke, 

The  very  firll  you  give  me,  if  you  dare  ftrike. 

Try  me,  and  you  lhall  find  it  fo,  for  ever. 

Never  to  be  recall’d:  I know  you  love  me. 

Mad  till  you  have  enjoy’d  me Ido  turne 
Utterly  from  you,  and  what  Man  I meet  lirlt 
That  has  but  fpirit  to  deferve  a favour. 

Let  him  bear  any  lhape,  the  worle  the  better. 

Shall  kill  you,  and  enjoy  me  ^ what  I havefaid 
About  your  foolilh  fickneft,  e re  you  have  me  ^ 

As  you  would  have  me,  you  lhall  fwear,  is  certain, 

And  challenge  any  Man,  that  dares  deny  it  •, 

And  in  all  companies  approve  myaflions. 

And  fo  farewell  for  this  time. 

Petru.  Grief  goe  with  thee. 

If  there  be  any  witchcrafts,  herbes,  or  potions, 

Saying  my  Prayers  backward,  Fiends,  or  Fayrics 
That  can  again  unlove  me,  I am  ihade.  '^xtt. 
\ 

Sc£HU  Secunda, 

Enter  Byancha,  and  Tranib. 

Tra.  Miltrefs,  you  mull  do  it. 

Py.  Arethe  Writings  ready  I told  you  of  ? 

7ra.  Yes  they  are  ready,  but  to  what  ufe  I know  not. 

By.  Y’are  an  Afi,  you  mull  have  all  things  conllru’d, 

Tra.  Yes,  and  pierc’d  too, 

Or  I find  little  pleafure. 

By.  Now  you  are  knavilh, 

Goe  too,  fetch  hither  prefently,  _ ^ 

Your  Twenty  pounds  lies  bleeding  elfe : Ihe  is  married 
Within  thefe  twelve  hours,  if  weerofs  it  not, 

And  fee  the  Papers  of  one  fize. 

Tra.  I have  ye. 

By.  And  for  difpofmgof ’em. 

Tr<*.  If  I fail  you 

Now  I have  found  the  way,  ule  Marlhal  Law 
And  cut  my  head  off  with  a hand  Saw : 

By.  Well  Sir. 

Petroitius  and  Morofo  I’ll  lee  lent  for, 

.About  your  bufinefs  j goe. 

Tra.  I arti  gone.  Ea;.  1 ra. 


Tnter  Livia. 

^y-  Livia. 

Liv.  V\  ho’s  that  ? 

By.  A friend  of  yours.  Lord  how  yon  look  now, 

As  if  you  had  loll  a Carrack. 

Liv.  O Byancha. 

I am  the  moll  undone,  unhappy  Woman. 

B\.  Be  quiet  Wench,  thou  lhaltbc  done,  and  done, 
Ancldonc,  and  double  done,  or  all  lliall  fplit  for’t, 

No  more  of  thefe  minc’d  panions,they  arc  mangy. 

And  eale  thee  of  nothing,  but  a little  Wind, 

An  Apple  will  do  more:  thou  fear’ll 
Liv.  Even  as  I fear  the  Gallowes. 

By.  Keep  thee  there  Hill. 

And  you  love  Koivland  ? fay. 

Liv.  If  I lay  not, 

I am  fure  I lye. 

By.  What  wouldll  thou  give  that  Woman^ 

In  fpight  of  all  his  anger,  and  thy  fear. 

And  all  thy  Fathers  policy,  that  could 
Clap  ye  within  thele  two  ^nights  quietly 
Into  a Bed  together  ? 

Liv.  How? 

By.  Why  fairly. 

At  half  Iword  man  and  wife : now  the  red  blood  conies, 

I marry  now  the  matters  chang’d. 

Liv.  Byancha., 

Methinks  you  Ihould  not  mock  me. 

By.  Mock  a pudding. 

I fpeak  good  honelt  EngUjh.,  and  good  meaning. 

Liv.  1 Ihould  not  be  ungrateful  to  that  Woman. 

By.  I know  thou  would’ll  not,  follow  but  my  Councel, 
And  if  thou  hall  him  not,  delpite  of  fortune 
Let  me  nev’r  know  a good  night  more  j you  mult 
Be  very  fick  o’th  inllant. 

Liv.  W’ell,  what  follows  ? 

By.  And  in  that  licknefs  fend  for  all  your  friends. 

Your  Father,  and  your  feaver  old  Morofo., 

And  Rowland  fnall  be  there  too. 

Liv.  What  of  thefe? 

By.  Do  you  not  twitter  yet  ? of  this  lhall  follow  ’ 

That  which  fnall  make  thy  heart  leap,  and  thy  lips 

Venture  as  many  killes,  as  the  Merchants 

Doe  Dollars  to  the  Eaji-Indies  : you  lliall  know  all. 

But  firll  walke  in,  and  praftife,  pray  be  lick. 

Liv.  Ido  believe  you:  and  I am  fick. 

By.  Doe, 

To  bed  then,  come.  I’ll  fend  away  your  .Sen^ants 
Poll  for  your  Fool,  and  Father  ^ and  good  fortune, 

As  we  meane  honelly,  now  llrike  an  up-lhot.  Eximt 

Sc  ana  Tertia. 

Tranio,  Rowland. 

Tra.  Nay,  on  my  .confidence,  I have  loll  my  Money, 

But  that’s  all  one : I’ll  never  more  perfwade  you, 

I fee  you  are  relblute,  and  I commend  you. 

Bow.  But  did  Die  fend  for  me  ? , 

Tra.  You  dare  believe  me. 

Row.  I cannot  tell,  you  have  your  Wayes  for  profit 
Allow’d  you  Tranio,  as  well  as  I 
Have  to  avoid  ’em. 

T ra.  No,  on  my  word.  Sir, 

I deale  dircdllywith  you. 

Enter  Servant. 

Row.  How  now  fellow. 

Whither  Poll  you  fo  fall  ? 

Ser.  O fir  my  Mailer, 

Pray  did  you  fee  my  Mailer  ? 

Row.  Why  your  Mailer  ? 


Ser.  Sir.  I 


The  JVomans  Trii^e^  or 


Set.  Sir  hi^  K'wcl. 

With  the  gililod  Button  > 

S.t:-,  Mv  prettv  Milh'ds  Liiij. 

K.ia*.  Whet  of  her  ? 

>Vr:-,  Is  lelen  lick  o’th  fnddain. 

}\on\  HfOw  o'lh  fnilcns? 

5.r.  O'th  Uiddaiii  Sir,  I lay,  very  fick : 

Row.  It  Icenis  fne  hath  got  the  toothach  with  raw  Apples. 
5.r.  It  lectnes  you  have  got  the  hcadach,  fare  you  well 
You  did  nor  lee  my  Mall’cr  Z (Sir. 

Kon\  Who  told  you  lo. 

Irj.  No,  no,  he  did  not  lee  l\lm. 

K.’jr.  farewe'!  Blcw-bottle.  Hx.  Servant. 

W hat  froiild  her  lieknefs  be  / 

7n.  For  you  it  may  be. 

Yes,  when  my  braines  arc  out,  T may  believe  it, 
Never  before  I am  fure;  Yet  I may  fee  her^ 

^ fwill  be  a point  of  honedy  : 

"Ira.  It  will  fo. 

Ko'.r.  It  may’  be  not  too : you  would  fain  be  fing’rlng 
This  old  fin-ofFi  ing^of  two  hundred,  Trjir/o, 

How  daintily,  and  cunningly  you  drive  me 
‘ Up  Ii<e  a Dcor  to’th  toyle,  yet  1 may  leap  it, 

. And  what’s  the  W’oodmaii  then  ? 

' Ira.  A lofer  by  you. 

I Speak,  Whll.you  go  or  not  ? to  me  ’tis  equal. 
liotv.  Come,  W' hat  goes  Ids? 

Tr.r.  Nay,  not  a penny  KowianJ. 

Ton'.  Shall  I have  libeny  of  confticnce, 

W Inch,  by  interpretation's  ten  killes? 

Hang  me  if  I nWeet  her  ; yet  it  maybe,  . 

This  whorfon  manners  will  require  a ftrugling. 

Of  t^^oand  twenty,  or  by’r-Lady  thirty. 

7rt.  By ’f-Lady  I’ll  require  my  wager  then. 

For  ifvou  kifs  lo  often,  and  no  kindnefs, 

1 have  lod  hly  fpcculation,  PI!  allow' you — 

Korv.  Speak  like  a Gamdernovv. 

7rj.  .It  mav  be  two. 

Ix,TV.  Under  a dozen  there’s  no  fetting, 

Youfhall  have  forty  Ihil!ings,winck  at  fmall  faults. 

Sav  I take  twenty,  come,  by  all  that’s  honed 
I do  it  but  to  vex  her. 

7rj.  Til  no  by-bJovves. 

;f  you  can  lovC  her,  doc,  if  you  can,  hate  her, 

Oranvehe  tha:  loves  you — 

Kn;v.  PtetlfCC  7rani0. 

Irj.  W hy  fhrew'cll  twenty  pound,  ’twill  not  undoe  me  •, 
Yon  have  my  rdolution.  . ' 

Knrr.  And  your  Money, 

W hich  linceyouare  fodubborn,  if  I forfeit, 

Make  me  a Jack,  o Ler.t.,  and  break  my  iTiins 
Fornntag’d  Points  and  Compters:  I’ll  goewith  you. 

But  if  thou  gctt’fr  a penny  by  the  bargain  ^ 

A parting  kifs  is  lawiul  ? 

"jra.  1 allow  it. 

Korr.Kiiockout  my  brains  with  Apples  • ycta  bargam : 
7'ra.  I tell  vou  Til  nobargti  is^  win,  and  w’car  it. 

T irv.  Thou  art  the  drangelt  fellow. 

ThaTsallonc. 

Koip.  Along  then,  twenty  pound  more  if  thou  dat’d, 

I give  her  not  a good  word. 

Ira.  Not  a Penny.  Exeunt. 

Scana  §^arta. 

Enter  Pctruchio,  laqucs,  Pedro. 

Tetne.  Prcthcc,  entreat  her  come,  I will  not  trouble  her 
Alcove  a word  or  two ere  I endure  {Exit  Pedro. 

1 his  life,  and  with  a Woman,  and  a vow’d  one 
To  all  the  mifehiefs  die  can  lay  upon  rue, 

Pll  go  to  Plough, and  cate  Leekc  Porridge^ 

Begging’s  a pleafurc  to’t,  not  to  be  number’d  : 

No  there  be  other  Countries  for  me,  and  other  peo- 

ple, yea,  and  other  women. 


If  1 have  need,  here’s  Money,  there’s  your  ware. 

Which  isfaire  dealing,  and  the  Sun,  they  fay, 

Shines  as  vvarme  there,  as  here,  and  till  I have  lod 
, Either  my  fed, or  her,  I care  not  whether 
. Nor  which  lird. 

Jaq.  Will  your  worfliip  hear  me  ? 

Petru.  And  utterly  outvvorne  the  memory 
Of  fuch  a curie  as  this,  none  of  my  Nation 
Shall  ever  know  me  more. 

Jaq.  Out  alas  Sir. 

What  a frrange  way  doe  you  run  ? 

Petru.  Any  way. 

So  1 out-run  this  K afcal. 

Jaq.  Me  thinks  now. 

If  your  good  wordip  could  but  have  the  patience. 

Petru.  The  patience,  why  the  patience  ? 

Jaq.  W^hy  I’ll  tell  you. 

Could  you  but  have  tiic  patience. 

Petru.  Well  the  patience. 

Jaq.  T o laugh  at  all  Ihe  do’s,  or  when  (lie  railes. 

To  have  a Drum  beaten  o’th  top  o’th  houfe. 

To  give  the  neighbors  warning  of  her  Larme, 

As  I do  whenmyWdfe  rebels. 

Petru.  Thy  Wifd^? 

Thy  Wife’s  a Pigeon  to  her,  a meereflumber, 

The  dead  of  night’s  not  ftiller. 

Jaq.  Nor  an  iron  Mill. 

Petru.  But  thy  Wife  is  certain. 

Jaq.  That’s  falfe  Doctrine, 

You  never  read  of  a certain  Woman. 

Petru.  Thou  knovv’ft  her  way. 

Jaq.  I dould  doe,  I am  fure. 

I have  ridden  it  night,  and  day,  this  twenty  year. 

Petru.  But  mine  is  fuch  a drench  of  Balderdafh, 

Such  a drange  carded  cunningnels,  the  Rayne-bow 
When  fhe  hangs  bent  in  Heaven,  Iheds  not  her  colours 
Quicker,  and  more,  than  this  deceitful  Woman. 

Enter  Ped, 

Weaves  in  her  dye’s  of  wickednds : what  fayes  Ihe  ? 

Ped.  Nay  not  a word  hr,  but  Ihe  pointed  to  me, 

As  though  fhe  meant  to  follow  ^ pray  hr  bear  it 
Ev’n  as,  you  may,  I need  not  teach  your  worlhip. 

File  belt  men  have  their  erodes,  we  are  all  mortal. 

Petru.  What  ailes  the  fellow  ? 

Ped.  And  no  doubt  die  may  Sir. 

Petru.  What  may  flie,  or  what  do’s  die,  or  what  is  fhe  ? 
Speak  and  be  bang’d. 

Ped.  She’s  mad  Sir. 

Petru.  Heaven  continue  it. 

Ped.  Amen  iTt  be  his  pleadire. 

Petru.  How  mad  is  file  ? 

Ped.  As  mad  as  heart  can  wifn  Sir : fhe  has  dred  her  fell 
(Saving  your  worfhips  reverence)  jud  i’th  ’cut 
Of  one  of  thofe  that  multiply  i’th  Suburbs 
For  hngle  Money,  and  as  clurtily : 

If  any  fpeak  to  her,  hrd  fhe  whidles. 

And  then  begins  her  compafs  with  her  fingers, 

And  points  to  what  fhe  would  have. 

Petru.  What  new  way’s  this  ? 

Ped.  There  came  in  Mader  Sophocles^ 

Petru.  And  what 

Did  Mader  Sophocles  when  he  came  in  ? 

Get  my  Truncks  ready,  firha,  I’ll  be  gone  draight 
Ped.  FIc’s  here  to  tell  you 
She’s  home  mstd  Jaques. 

Enter  Sophocles. 

Soph.  Call  ye  this  a Woman  ? 

Petru.  Yes  fir,  fhe  is  a Woman, 

Soph:  Sir,  I doubt  it. 

Petru.  I had  thought  you  had  made  experience,  , 

Soph.  Yes,  I did  fo.  | 
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And  almoft  with  my  life. 

Petru.  You  rid  too  fait.  Sir. 

Sopb.  Pray  be  not  miftakeh  : by  this  hand 
Your  wife’s  as  clialte,  and  honefb  as  a Virgin, 

For  anything  I know:  ’tis true flie gave  me 
A Ring. 

PttrH.  For  rutting. 

Sopb.  You  are  much  deceiv’d  Hill, 

Believe  me,  1 never  kilt  her  lince,  and  now 
Co.j'ing  in  vilitation,  like  a friend, 

1 think  Ihe  is  mad,  Sir,  luddainly  fne  ftarted, 

And  liiatch’d  the  Ring  away,  and  drew  her  knife  out, 

To  what  intent  1 know  not. 

Petru.  Is  this  certain  ? 

Soph,  As  I am  here,  Sir. 

Petru.  1 believe  you  honell. 

And  pray  continue  lb. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sopb.  She  comes. 

Petra.  NovvDamfel, 

What  will  your  beauty  do  if  I forfake  you  ? 

Do  you  deal  by  llgns.  and  tokens  as  I ghefs  then. 

You’ll  walk  abroad,  this  Summer,  and  catch  Captains, 

Or  hire  a piece  of  holy  ground  i’  th’  Suburbs, 

And  keep  a Nell  of  Nuns.? 

Sopb.  Oh  do  not  ftir  her ! 

You  fee  in  what  a cafe  Ihe  is? 

Petru.  She  is  dogged. 

And  in  a beallly  cafe  1 am  fure  : I’ll  make  her. 

If  Ihe  have  any  tongue,  yet  tattle.  Sophocles., 
Pretheeobfervethis  woman  ferioufly. 

And  eye  her  well,  and  when  thou  haft  done,  but  tell  me 
( For  thou  haft  underftanding  ) in  what  cale 
My  fenfe  was,  when  I chofe  this  thing, 

Soph.  I’ll  tell  you 
I have  feen  a Tweeter — . 

Petru,  An  hundred  times  cry  Oifters. 

There’s  a poor  Begger-wench  about  Blacl{;Fryerf 
Runs  on  her  breech,  may  be  an  Emprefs  to  her. 

Soph.  Nay,  now  you  are  too  bitter. 

Pesrn.  Nev^r  a whit  Sir: 

I’ll  tell  thee  woman  •,  for  now  I have  day  to  fee  thee. 

And  all  my  wits  about  me,  and  I Ipcak 

Not  out  of  palTion  neither  ( leave  your  mumping  ) 

I know  you’re  well  enough:  Now  would  I give 
A million  but  to  vex  her:  when  I chofe  thee 
To  make  a Bedfellow,  I took  more  trouble. 

Than  twenty  Terms  can  come  to,  ftichacaule. 

Of  fuch  a title,  and  fo  everlafting 
That  Genealogie  may  be  ended 
E’r  any  Law  find  thee : I took  a Leprofie, 

Nayworfe,  the  plague,  nay  worfeyet,  a pollellion 
And  had  the  devil  with  thee,  if  not  more : 

And  yet  worle,  was  a beaft,  and  like  a beaft 
Had  my  reward,  a Jade  to  fling  my  fortunes  j 
For  who  that  had  but  reafon  to  diftinguilh 
The  light  from  darknefs,  wine  from  water,  hunger 
From  full  fatiety,  and  Fox  from  Fern-bufh 
That  would  have  married  thee  ? 

Soph.  She  is  not  fo  ill. 

Petru,  She’s  worfe  than  I dare  think  of:  file’s  lb  lewd*, 
No  Court  is  ftrong  enough  to  bear  her  caufe. 

She  hath  neither  manners,  honefty,  behaviour. 
Wife-hood,  nor  woman-hood,  nor  any  mortal 
Can  force  me  think  file  had  a mother : no 
I do  believe  her  ftedfaftly,  and  know  her 
To  be  aWoman.wolfe  by  tranfmigration. 

Her  firft  forme  was  a Ferrets  under-ground. 

She  kils  the  memories  of  men : not  yet  ? 

Do  you  think  filers  fenfible  of  this? 

Petru.  I care  not. 

Be  what  Ihe  will : the  pleafure  I takeinher. 


Thus  I blow  off^  the  care  I took  to  lovelier. 

Like  this  point,  I untie,  and  thus  I loofe  it  j 
The  husband  I am  to  her,  thus  I fever  *, 

My  vanity  farcwel  : yet,  for  you  have  been 
So  near  me,  as  to  bear  the  name  of  wife, 

My  unquench’d  charity  fiiall  tell  you  thus  much, 

( Though  you  deferve  it  well)  you  fiiall  not  beg. 

What  I ordain’d  your  Joynturc,  honcftly 
You  fiiall  have  fctled  on  you : and  half  my  houfc, 

The  other  half  fiiall  be  iniploy’d  in  prayers, 

(That  meritorious  charge  I’ll  beat  alfo 
Yet  to  confirm  you  Chrijiian)  your  apparel. 

And  what  belongs  to  buildup  fuch  a folly. 

Keep  I befeech  you,  it  infeds  our  ufes, 

And  now  lam  for  travel. 

A)ar.  Now  1 love  you, 

And  now  I fee  you  area  man,  I’lltalketo  you. 

And  I forget  your  bitternels. 

Soph,  How  now  man  ? 

Petru.  Oh  Pliny,  if  thou  wilt  be  ever  famous 
Make  but  this  woman  all  thy  wonders. 

Mar.  Sure  Sir 

You  have  hit  upon  a happy  courfe,  a blefied. 

And  what  will  make  you  virtuous? 

Petru.  She’ll  fiiip  me. 

Mar.  A way  of  underftanding  I long  wifii’d  for. 

And  now  ’tis  come,  take  heed  you  fly  not  back  Sir, 
Methinks  you  look  a new  man  to  me  now, 

A man  of  excellence,  and  now  I fee 
Some  great  defign  fet  in  you  : you  may  think  now 
(And  fo  may  moft  that  know  me)  ’twere  my  part 
Weakly  to  weep  your  lofs,  and  to  refift  you. 

Nay,  hang  about  your  neck,  and  like  a dotard 
Urge  my  ftrong  tie  upon  you:  but  Hove  you. 

And  all  the  world  fiiall  know  it,  beyOnd  woman  j 
And  more  prefer  the  honor  of  your  Countrey, 

Which  chiefly  you  are  born  for,  and  may  perfed. 

The  ufes  you  may  make  of  other  Nations, 

The  ripening  of  your  knowledge,  converlation. 

The  full  ability,  and  ferength  of  judgement; 

Than  any  private  love,  or  wanton  kifles, 

Go  worthy  man,  and  bring  home  underftanding. 

Soph.  This  were  an  excellent  woman  to  breed  School-men. 

Mar.  For  if  the  Merchant  through  unknown  Seas  plough 
To  get  his  wealth,  then  dear  Sir,  what  muft  you 
To  gather  wifdom  ? go,  and  go  alone. 

Only  your  noble  mind  for  your  companion. 

And  if  a woman  may  win  credit  with  you, 

Go  far,  too  far  you  cannot : ftill  the  farther 
The  more  experience  finds  you : and  go  fparing. 

One  meal  a week  will  ferve  you,  and  one  fute. 

Through  all  your  travels:  for  you’d  find  it  certain. 

The  poorer  and  the  bafer  you  appear. 

The  more  you  look  through  ftill. 

Petru.  Doft  hear  her  ? 

Soph.  Yes. 

Petru.  What  would  this  woman  do  if  file  v/ere  fuller ’d. 
Upon  a new  Religion .? 

Soph.  Make  us  Pagans, 

I wonder  that  (he  writes  not. 

Mar,  Then  when  time, 

Andfulnelsof  occafion  have  new  made  you. 

And  fquar’dyou  from  a Sot  intoaSignior, 

Or  nearer,  from  a Jadeinto  a Conifer  y 
Come  home  an  aged  man,  as  did  Vlyjfh, 

And  I your  glad  Penelope. 

Petru.  That  muft  have 
As  many  Lovers  as  \ Languages. 

And  what  (he  does  with  one  i’th’  day,  i’th’  night 
I Undoe  it  with  another. 

Mar.  Much  that  way.  Sir  *, 

For  in  your  abfonce  it  muft  be  my  honor, 

' That,  that  muft  make  me  fpoken  of  hereafter. 

To  have  temptations,  and  not  little  ones 
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Dilly  and  hourly  otiored  me,  and  ftrongly, 

Aliriofr  believed  againlt  me,  to  let  ofl' 

The  faith,  and  loyalty  of  her  that  loves  you. 

Fftrit.  \\  hat  ll'.oiild  I do  ? 

Why  by  my 1 would  travel, 

Did  not  you  mean  ib? 

Petr.  Alas  no,  nothing  leTs  man ; 

1 did  it  but  to  try.  Sir,  ibe’s  the  Devil, 

And  now  1 iind  it,  for  Ihc  drives  me:,  Imuft  go: 

Are  my  minks  down  there,  and  myhorles  ready? 

Mjr.  Sir,  foi  your  houle,  and  if  you  pleafe  totruft  me 
With  that  YOU  leave  behind. 

Pi  tru.  Bring  do  , vn  the  money. 

M.ir.  As  1 am  able,  and  to  my  poor  fortunes, 

Til  govern  as  a widow:  I ihall  long 
do  hear  of  your  well-doing,  and  your  profit: 

And  when  1 hear  not  from  you  once  a quarter, 

I’ll  wilhyou  in  the  Indies^  or  Catiyua^ 
rhoie  are  the  climes  muil  make  you. 

P:tr:t.  Ho'.v’s  the  wind? 

Slie’ll  wilh  me  out  o’  th’  world  anon. 

A/  tr.  For  Frj}tce, 

’ ris  very  fair  •,  get  you  aboard  to  night.  Sir, 

And  loolc  no  time,  you  know  the  tide  ftaiesno  man, 

I have  cold  meats  ready  for  you. 

Petr.'f,  Farethce  well. 

Thou  haft  fool’d  me  out  o’ th’ Kingdom  with  a vengeance, 
And  thou  canft  fool  me  in  again, 


^3 ns  OmntHs, 

Sc(Xna  trim  a. 

Enter  Petronius,  and  Byancha,  with  four  papirt. 

whether  I defervethat  blame  you  gave  me, 
L N Let  all  the  world  diftern,  Sir. 

Peiro.  If  this  motion, 

(I  mean  this  fair  repentance  of  ray  Daughter) 

Spring  from  your  good  perfwafion,  as  it  feems  fo, 

1 mult  confefs  I have  fpoke  too  boldly  of  you 
And  I repent,  ^ ’ 

The  firft  touch  was  her  own. 

Taken  no  doubt  from  difbbeying  you. 

The  fecond  I put  to  her,  when  I told  her 
How  good,  and  gentle  yet,  with  free  contrition 
Again  you  might  be  purchas’d  : loving  woman, 

Sne  heard  me,  and  I thank  her,  thought  me  worthy 
Obferving  in  this  point : yet  all  my  counfel. 

And  comfort  in  this  cafe,  could  not  fo  heal  her 
But  tliat  grief  got  his  lhare  too, and  file  fick’ned. 

Petro.  I amforry  file’s  fb  ill,  yet  glad  her  licknefs 
Has  got  lo  good  a ground. 


; Mtr.  Not  I Sir, 

I love  you  better,  take  your  time,  and  pleafure. 
i’ll  fee  you  hors’d. 

■ P.u  n.  I.  think  thou  wouldft  fee  me  hanged  too, 

W’ere  1 but  half  as  willing. 

Mar.  Any  thing 

That  you  think  well  of,  I dare  look  upon. 

Pitru.  \ou’ll  bear  me  to  the  Lands  end,  Sophocles, 

And  other  of  my  friends  I hope. 

Mar.  Nev’r  doubt,  Sir, 

You  cannot  want  companions  for  your  good: 

1 am  ftre  you’ll  kifs  me  e’r  I go  •,  I have  bufinefs. 

And  If  ay  long  here  I muftnot. 

Pitru.  Get  thee  going. 

For  if  thou  tarrieft  but  another  Dialogue 
I’ll  kick  thee  to  thy  Chamber. 

Mur.  Fare  you  well.  Sir, 

And  bear  your  fclf,  I dobefeech  you,  once  more. 

Since  you  have  undertaken  doing  wifely. 

Manly,  and  worthily,  ’tis  for  my  credit. 

And  for  thofc  flying  fames  here  of  your  follies, 

Your  gambols,  and  ill  breeding  of  your  youth. 

For  which  1 underlland  you  take  this  travel. 

Nothing  fkould  make  me  leave  you  elle.  I’ll  deal 
So  lh;e  a wife  that  loves  your  reputation. 

And  themoft  large  addition  of  your  credit. 

That  thole  fl.all  die:  if  you  want  Limon-waters, 

Or  any  thing  to  take  the  edge  o’th’  SeaofT, 

Pray  fpeak,  and  be  provided. 

Petrn.  NOW  the  Devil, 

That  was  your  firft  good  Mafter,  fnowrc  his  blefTing 
Upon  ye  all : Into  whole  cuftody — ^ — 

Mur.  1 do  comrnit  your  Reformation,  ■ 

And  fo  I leave  you  toyouv  Stih  novo.  Ew/ Maria. 

PetrM.  I will  go;  yet  1 will  not:  once  more  Sophocles 
I’ll  put  her  to  the  teft.  < 

Soph.  You  had  better  go. 

petru  I will  go  then : let’s  feck  my  Father  out. 

And  all  my  friends,  to  fee  me  fair  aboard: 

Then  women,  if  there  be  a ftorm  at  Sea, 

Worfc  than  your  tongues  can  make,and  waves  more  broken, 
Than  your  diftembling  faiths  arc,  Ictmefeel 
Nothing  but  tempefts,  till  they  crack  my  Keel. 

Exeunt. 


Enter  Morofb, 

By.  Here  comes  Morof. 

Petro.  Oh,  you  are  very  welcome. 

Now  you  fliall  know  your  happinefs. 

Mor.  lam  glad  on’t. 

What  makes  this  Lady  here  ? 

By.  A difh  for  you.  Sir 
You’ll  thank  raefbr  hereafter. 

Petro.  True  Morofo, 

Go  get  you  in,  and  fee  your  Miftrifs. 

By.  She  is  lick.  Sir, 

But  you  may  kifs  her  whole. 

Mor.  How. 

By.  Comfort  her. 

Mor.  Why  am  I lent  for.  Sir  ? 

Petro.  Will  you  in,  and  fee  ? 

By.  May  be  Ihe  needs  confeflion. 

Mor.  BySt.Mjrji, 

She  fhall  have  abfolution  then,  and  pennance. 

But  not  above  her  carriage. 

Petro.  Get  you  in  fool.  "gxit  Mor 
Bya.  Here  comes  the  other  too. 

Enter  Rowland  and  Tranio, 

Petro.  Now  Tranio. 

Goodev’n  to  you  too,  and  you  are  welcome. 

Bono.  Thank  you. 

Petro.  I have  a certain  Daughter. 

Bow.  Would  you  had.  Sir. 

Petro.  No  doubt  you  know  her  well. 

Bow.  Nor  never  fhall.  Sir. 

She  is  a woman,  and  the  waies  unto  her 
Are  like  the  finding  of  a certain  path 
After  a deep  fall’n  Snow. 

Petro.  Well,  that’s  by  th’  by  ftill. 

This  Daughter  that  I tell  you  of,  is  fall’n 
A little  crop  lick,  with  the  dangerous  furfeif 
She  took  of  your  affedlion. 

Bow.  Mine  Sir? 

Petro.  Yes  Sir. 

Or  rather,  as  it  feems,  repenting. 

And  there  fhelies  within,  debating  on’t. 

Bow.  Well  Sir. 


Petro.  I think  ’twere  well  you  would  fee  her. 

Row. 
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Kon>.  If  you  plcafe,  Sir^ 

I am  not  fqiieamilh  of  my  vifitation. 

Petron.  But,  this  I’ll  tell  you,  Ihe  is  alter’d  much, 
You’ll  find  her  now  another  Livia. 

Kow.  1 have  enough  o’ th’  old,  Sir. 

Pctro.  No  more  fool. 

To  look  gay  babies  in  your  eyes  young  Rowland^ 

And  hang  about  your  pretty  neck. 

Rorv.  1 am  glad  on’t. 

And  thank  my  Fates  I have  fcap’d  fuch  execution.  ' 
Petmt.  And  bn fs  you  till  you  blufh  again. 

Roiv.  That’s  hard.  Sir  •, 

She  mufl:  kils  fliamefully  e’re  I blulh  at  it, 

1 never  was  fo  boyilli  ^ well,  what  follows  ? 

Petro.  She’s  mine  now,  as  I pleafe  to  fettle  her 
At  my  command,  and  where  I pleafe  to  plant  her: 

Only  fhe  would  take  a kind  of  farewel  of  you. 

And  give  you  back  a wandring  vow  or  two. 

You  left  in  pawn;  and  two  or  three  flight  oaths 
She  lent  you  too,  fhe  looks  for. 

Ron\  She  (hall  have  ’em 

With  all  my  heart.  Sir ;,  and  if  you  like  it  better, 
Afreereleafe  in  writing. 

Petro.  That’s  the  matter. 

And  you  from  her,  fliaU  have  another  Rowland.,  , 

And  then  turn  tail  to  tail,  and  peace  be  with  you. 

Row.  So  be  it : Your  twenty  pound  fweats  ‘Iranio. 
Ira.  ’Twill not  undoe  me  Rowland.,  do  your  worfl. 
Row.  Come,  (hall  we  fee  her.  Sir? 

By  a.  What  e’er  (he  faies 
You  muft  bear  manly  Rowland,  for  her  ficknefs 
Has  made  her  fomewhat  petti  fh 
Row.  Let  her  talk 

Till  her  tongue  ake,  I care  not : by  this  hand 
Thou  haft  a handfome  face  wench,  and  a body 
Daintily  mounted ; now  do  I feel  an  hundred 
Running  diredly  from  me,  as  I pifr  it. 

Enter  Liviz  difeovered  abed,  Morofb  by  her. 

By  a.  Pray  draw  ’em  foftly,  the  lead  hurry,  Sir, 

Puts  her  to  much  impatience. 

Petro.  How  is’t  daughter  ? 

Liv.  Oh  veryfick,  very  lick,  yet  Ibmewhat 
Better  I hope;  a little  lightfomer, 

Becaufethis  good  man  has  forgiven  me  ; 

Pray  fet  me  higher ; oh  my  head : 

Bya^  Well  done  wench. 

Lh.  Father,  and  all  good  people  that  fliall  hear  me, 

I have  abus’d  this  man  pernicioufly  ; was  never  old  man 
humbled  fo ; 

I have  dom’d  him,  and  call’d  him  nafly  names, 

Ihave  fpitat  him. 

Flung  Candles  ends  in’s  beard,  and  call’d  him  harrow. 
That  mufl:  be  drawn  to  all  he  does : contemn’d  him. 

For  methought  then,  he  was  a beaftly  fellow. 

(Oh  my  fide)  a very  beadly  fellow, 

-And  gave  it  out,  hisCaflbek  was  a Barge-cloth, 

Paivn’d  to  his  predeceflbr  by  a Sculler, 

The  fnan  yet  living;  I gave  him  purging  comfits 
At  a great  Chriftning  once. 

That  fpoil’d  his  Chamblet  breeches ; and  one  night 
1 ftrew’d  the  flairs  with  peafe,  as  he  pad  down ; 

And  the  gqpd  Gentleman  ( woe  worth  me  for’t ) 

Ev’n  with  this  reverend  head,  this  head  of  wifdom. 
Told  two  and  twenty  flairs,  good  and  true; 

Mid  not  a dep,  and  as  we  fay,  verbatim 
Fell  to  the  bottom,  broke  his  cading  Bottle, 
l.od  a fair  Toad-done,  of  fome  eighteen  (hillings. 
Jumbled  his  Joynts  together,  had  two  dools. 

And  was  tranflated.  All  this  villany 
Did  I : I Livia,  I alone,  untaught. 

Mor.  .And  I unask’d,  forgive  it. 

Liv.  Where’s  Byancha  ? 


Bya.  Here  Cofin. 

Liv.  Give  me  drink, 

Bya.  There. 

Liv.  Who’s  that? 

Mor.  Rowland. 

Liv.  Oh  my  diflcmbler,  you  and  I mud  part. 

Come  nearer.  Sir. 

Row.  lam  lorry  for  your  ficknefs. 

Liv.  Be  forty  for  your  fclf,Sir,  you  have  wrong’d  me. 
But  I forgive  you;  are  the  Papers  ready 

Bya.  1 have ’em  here  : wilt  pleafe  you  view ’em? 

Petro.  Yes. 

Liv.  Shew  ’cni  the  young  man  too,  I know  he’s  willing 
To  fhift  his  fails  too : ’tis  for  his  more  advancement ; 

Alas,  we  might  havebegger’d  one  another; 

We  are  young  both,  and  a world  of  children 
Might  have  been  left  behind  to  curfe  our  follies; 

We  had  been  undone  Byancha,  had  we  married, 

Undone  for  ever,  I confefs  I lov’d  him, 

I care  not  who  fhall  know  it,  mod  intirely ; 

And  once,  upon  my  conlciencc,  he  lov’d  me ; 

But  farewel  that,  we  mud  be  wifer,cofin. 

Love  mud  not  leave  us  to  the  world ; have  you  done  ? 

Row.  Yes,  and  am  ready  to  fubferibe. 

Liv.  Pray  day  then : 

Give  me  the  papers,  and  let  me  perufc  ’em, 

Andlb  much  time,  as  may  afford  a tear 
At  our  lad  parting. 

Bya.  Pray  retire,  and  leave  her, 

I’ll  call  ye  presently. 

Petro.  Come  Gentlemen,  the  (howre  mud  fall. 

Row.  Would  I had  never  feen  her.  Exeunt. 

Bya.  Thou  had  done  bravely  wench. 

Liv.  Pray  Heaven  it  prove  lb. 

Bya.  There  are  the  other  papers:  when  they  come 
Begin  you  fird,  and  let  the  red  fubferibe 
Hard  by  your  fide  ; give  ’em  as  little  light 
As  Drapers  do  their  Wares. 

Liv.  Didd  mark  Morofo, 

In  what  an  agony  he  was,  and  how  he  cry’d  mod 
When  I abus’d  him  mod  ? 

Bya.  That  was  but  reafbn. 

Liv.  Oh  what  a dinking  thief  is  this  ? 

Though  I was  but  to  counterfeit,  he  made  me 
Diredly  fick  indeed.  Jhames-jireet  to  him. 

Is  a meer  Pomander. 

Bya.  Let  him  be  bang’d. 

Liv.  Amen. 

Bya.  And  lie  you  dill; 

And  once  more  to  your  bufinefs. 

Liv.  Call  ’em  in. 

Now  if  there  be  a power  that  pities  Lovers, 

Help  now,  and  hear  my  prayers. 

Enter  Petronius,  Rowland,  Tranio,  Morofo.. 

Petro.  Is  fhe  ready  ? 

Bya.  She  has  done  her  lamentations ; pray  go  to  her. 
Liv.  Rowland,  come  ne2ir  me,  and  before  you  feal. 

Give  me  your  hand : take  it  again ; now  kifs  me. 

This  is  the  lad  acquaintance  we  mud  have; 

I wifli  you  ever  happy : there’s  the  paper. 

Row.  Pray  day  a little 
Petro.  Let  me  never  live  more 
But  I do  begin  to  pity  this  young  fellow ; 

How  heartily  he  weeps ! 

Bya.  There’s  Pen  and  Ink,  Sir. 

Liv.  Ev’n  here  I pray  you.  ’Tis  a little  Emblem 
How  near  you  have  been  to  me. 

Row.  There. 

Bya.  Your  hands  too,' 

As  witneflb. 

Petro.  By  any  means 
Toth’ Book  fon. 
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1 Mjr.  W'ith  all  my  heart. 

1 ^yj.  You  miiil:  deliver  it. 

Kotf.  There  and  a better  love  light  on  thec^ 

1 can  no  more. 

/>jj.  To  this  youmultbc  witnefs  too. 
rftro.  We  will. 

Byj.  Do  you  deliver  it  now. 

I /z;.  Pray  let  me  up  ^ 

There  Kon7jM^,  all  thy  old  love  back:  and  may  ^ 

A new  to  come,  exceed  mine,  and  be  happy. 

1 mnft  no  more. 

I Koxr.  Farewcl : 

Liv.  Alongfarewel.  Exrf  Row. 

1 B\.t.  Leave  her  by  any  means,  till  this  wild  paflion 

1 Be  off  her  head ; draw  all  the  Curtains  clofe, 

1 A day  hence  you  may  fee  her,  ’twill  be  better, 

She  is  now  for  little  company. 

Fetro.  Pray  tend  her. 

I muff  to  horfeftraight,  you  muff  needs  along  too, 

1 To  fee  my  Ion  aboard : were  but  his  wife 
As  fit  for  pity,  as  this  wench,  I were  happy. 

1 Bya.  Time  muff  do  that  too : fare  ye  well:  tomorrow 
1 You  lhall  receive  a wife  to  quit  your  forrow.  Exeunt. 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  ]aques,  Pedro,  and  Farters.^  n>uh  Cheji 
I and  HamFers. 

Jjq.  Bring ’em  away  Sirs. 

1 Pfi/.  Muff  the  great  Trunks  go  too? 

Jaq.  Yes,  and  the  Hampers  •,  nay,  be  fpeedy  Malters  \ 
Hem  be  at  Sea  before  us  elfe. 

1 Fed.  0\ijnques.^ 

What  amoftbleffedturn  haft  thou? 

'Jaq.  I hope  fo  , j . 

Fed.  To  have  the  Sea  between  thee  and  this  woman. 
Nothing  can  drown  her  tongue  but  a ftorm. 

Jaq.  By  your  leave, 

1 We’ll  get  us  up  to Pjm with  all  fpeedy 
For  on  my  foul,  as  far  as  Amiens 
She’ll  carry  blank,  away  to  Lyon-key 
And  Ihip’em  prefently,  we’ll  follow  ye. 

Fed.  Now  could  I wifn  her  in  that  Trunk; 

Jaq.  God  Ihield  man,  ^ 

I had  rather  have  a Bearin’t. 

Yes,  I’ll  tell  ye: 

For  inthepaffage,  if  a Tempeft  take  ye, 

As  many  doe,  and  you  lie  beating  for  it,  , n. 

Then,  if  it  pleas’d  the  fates,  I would  have  the  Mafter, 

Out  of  a powerful  providence,  to  cry, 

Liahten  the  fhip  of  all  hands,  or  we  perifh  ^ 

'X'hen  this  for  one,  as  beft  fpar  d,  fhould  by  all  means. 
Over-board  prefently. 

jaq.  O’  that  condition, 

So  we  were  certain  to  be  rid  of  her, 

I would  wifh  her  with  us,  but  believe  me  Tedro., 

She  would  fpoil  the  filhing  on  this  coaltfor  ever. 

For  none  would  keep  her  company  butDog-liIh, 

As  currilh  as  her  lelf ; or  Porpifces 

Made  to  all  fatal  ufes  : The  two  Fi(h-llrcets 

Were  fhc  but  once  arriv’d  amongft  the  Whitings, 

Would  fing  a woful  mtfereri  Pedro., 

And  mourn  in  Poor  John,  till  her  memory 
Werecaft  0’  fhore  agen,  witha  ftrong  Sea-breach : 

She  would  make  god  and  his  Fire-fork, 

Andallhisdcmi-gods,  and  goddelTcs, 

' As  weary  of  the  Flemmifh  Channel,  Pedro, 

As  ever  boy  was  of  the  School,  tis  certain. 

If  fhebut  meet  him  fair,  and  were  well  angred, 

< She  v.’ould  break  his  god-head. 

Fed.  Oh  her  tongue,  her  tongue. 

Jaq.  Rather  her  many  tongues. 

Ped  Or  rather  ftrangc  tongues. 

Jaq.  Her  lying  tongue.  ' ■ 

Fed.  Her  lifpiug  tongue.  ' ; 

Jaq.  Her  long  tongue.  ! 

Fed.  Her  lawlefs  tongue.  j 

Jaq.  Her  loud  tongue.  1 

Fed.  And  her  liquorifh I 

Jaq.  Many  other  tongues,  and  manyftranger  tongues  ^ 

rhanever  had  to  tell  his  ruines, 

^ ere  Women  rais’d  withal  but  never  a true  one. 

Enter  Sophocles. 

Soph.  Home  with  your  ftuffagen,  the  journey’s  ended. 

7^^.  What  does  your  worlhip  mean? 

Soph.  Your  Mafter,  Oh  Pc/r«c/w,  oh  poor  fellows. 

Ped.  Oh  Jaques,  Jaques,  i 

Soph.  Oh  your  Mailer’s  dead, 

His  body  coming  back,  his  wife,  his  devil  j 

The  grief  of her 

Jaq.  Has  kill’d  him  ? 

Soph.  Kill’d  him,  kill’d  him. 

Fed.  I s there  no  Law  to  hang  her. 

Soph.  Get  ye  in. 

And  Jet  her  know  her  mifery,  I dare  not  ; 

For  fear  impatience  feizeme,  fee  her  more, 

I muft  away  agen : Bid  her  for  wife-hood, 

For  honefty,  if  fliehave  any  in  her. 

Even  to  avoid  the  lhame  that  follows  her. 

Cry  if  fhe  can,  your  weeping  cannot  mend  it.  ] 

The  body  will  be  here  within  this  hour,  fb  tell  herj  ;! 

And  all  his  friends  to  curfe  her.  Farewel  fellows.  ■ 

EwVSoph.  > 

Ped.  Oh  Jaques,  Jaques. 

Jaq.  Oh  my  worthy  Mafter. 

Fed.  Oh  my  moft  beaftly  Miftrifs,  hang  her, 

Jaq.  Split  her. 

Fed.  Drown  her  direftly. 

Jaq.  Starve  her. 

Fed.  Stink  upon  her. 

Jaq.  Stone  her  to  death : may  all  fhe  eat  be  Eggs. 

Till  fhe  run  kicking  mad  for  men. 

Fed.  And  he. 

That  man,  that  gives  her  remedy,  pray  Heav’n  i 

He  may  ev’n  ipfo  faBo,  lofe  his  Fadding 
Jaq.  Let’s  go  difeharge  our  felves,  and  he  that  ferves  her  j p 

Orfpeaksa  good  word  of  her  from  this  hour, 

A Sedgly  curfe  light  on  him,  which  is,  Pedro  -,  | 

The  Fiend  ride  through  him  booted,  and  fpurr’d,  with  a ' g 
Sythe  at’s  back.  Exeunt.  ; 

1 

Scana  Tertia,  | 

Enter  Kovfhnd,  and  Trmiojiealhtg  hehindhim.  ' 

Eoxp.  What  a dull  afs  was  I to  let  her  go  thus  ? 

Upon  my  life  flie  loves  me  ftill : well  Paper,  | 

Thou  only  monument  of  what  I have  had. 

Thou  all  the  love  now  left  me,  and  now  loft. 

Let  me  yet  kifs  her  hand,  yet  take  my  leave 

Of  what  1 muft  leave  ever : Farewel  Livia,  > 

Oh  bitter  words.  I’ll  read  ye  once  again. 

And  then  for  ever  ftudy  to  forget  ye. 

How’s  this?  let  me  look  better  on’t:  AContrad  f; 

AContra(ft,feal’d,  andratified. 

Her  Fathers  hand  let  to  it,  and  lAorop%  ; 1 

I do  not  dream  fure,  let  me  read  again, 

The  fame  ftill,  ’tis  a Contraft 
'Fra.  ’Tis  fb  j 

And  by  the  virtue  of  the  fame,  you  pay  me  , 

An  hundred  pound  to  morrow.  | 

Kow.'  Art  fure  Franio, 

We  are  both  alive  now  ? 

Tra.  Wonder  not,  ye  have  loft. 
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Kow.  Ifthisbetruc,  I grant  it. 

While  he  was  living  here  he  walk’d  amongft  us. 

Tra.  ’Tismoft  certain. 

He  had  a happy  turn  he  dyed  I’ll  tell  ye. 

There’s  a Ring  for  you  too,  you  know  it. 

Thefe  arc  the  wants  I weep  for,  not  his  perfon  : 

Kotr.  Yes. 

The  memory  of  this  man,  had  he  liv’d 

Tra.  V^^hen  ihall  I have  my  money? 

But  two  years  longer,  had  begot  more  follies. 

Roxv.  Stay  ye,  ftay  ye. 

Than  wealthy  Autumn  Flies.  Bnt  let  him  reft. 

When  lhall  1 marry  her  ? 

He  was  a fool,  and  farewel  he  i not  pitied. 

Tra.  To  night. 

1 mean  in  way  of  life,  or  *a<n:ion 
By  any  underftanding  man  that’s  honeft  j 
But  only  in’s  poftcrity,  which  I, 

Out  or  the  fear  his  mines  might  out-live  him. 

Kotv.  Take  heed  now 

You  do  not  trifle  me  ^ if  you  do. 

You’ll  find  more  payment,  than  your  money  comes  to  : 

Come  fwear  1 know  I am  a man,  and  find 

In  fome  bad  ifliic,  like  a carefiil  woman. 

1 may  deceive  my  felf : fvvear  faithfully, 

Like  one  indeed,  born  only  to  preferve  him. 

Swear  me  diredly,  am  I Rowlaxtd} 

Deny’d  him  means  to  raife. 

Tra.  Yes. 

Petru.  Unbutton  me. 

Rorv.  Am  I awake  ? 

I die  indeed  elfe  ? Oh  Maria.^ 

Tra.  Ye  arc. 

Oh  my  unhappinefs,  my  mifery. 

Raw.  Am  I in  health  ? 

Retro.  Goe  to  him  whore  ^ — if  he  perifh. 

Tra,  As  far  as  1 conceive. 

I’ll  fee  thee  hang’d  my  felf. 

Rora.  Was  I with  Livia  ? 

Petrxt.  Why,  why  Maria  ? 

Tra.  You  were,  and  had  this  Contraiff. 

Alar.  I have  done  my  worft,and  have  my  end,  forgive  me j 

Row.  And  fhall  I enjoy  her.? 

From  this  hour  make  me  what  you  pleafe:  1 have  tam’d  ye. 

Ira.  Yes,  if  ye  dare. 

And  now  am  vow’d  your  fervant : Look  not  ftrangely, 

Rorf.  Swear  to  all  thefe. 

Nor  fear  what  I fay  to  you.  Dare  youkifsme? 

Tra.  I will. 

Thus  I begin  my  new  love. 

Row.  As  thou  art  honeft,  as  thou  haft  a conftience. 

Petru.  Once  again  ? 

As  that  rray  wring  thee  if  thou  lieft-,  all  thefe 

Mar.  With  all  my  heart. 

To  be  no  vifion,  but  a truth,  and  ferious. 

Petru.  Once  again  Maria , ' 

Ira.  Then  by  my  honefty,  and  faith,  and  confcience^ 

Oh  Gentlemen,  I know  not  where  I am. 

All  this  is  certain. 

Soph.  Getye  tobed  then  : there  you’ll  quickly  know  Sir. 

Row.  Let’s  remove  our  places. 

Petru.  Never  no  more  your  old  tricks.? 

Swear  it  again. 

M^r,  Never  Sir. 

Petru.  You  lhall  not  need,  for  as  I have  a faith 

Tra.  By ’tistrue. 

Row.  I have  loft  then,  and  Heaven  knows  I am  glad  on’t. 

No  caule  lhall  give  occalion. 

Let's  goe,  and  tel  1 me  all,  and  tell  me  how. 

Mar.  As  I am  honeft. 

For  yet  I am  a Pagan  in  it. 

And  as  I am  a maid  yet,  all  my  life 

Tra.  I have  a Prieft  too. 

From  this  hour,  lincc  ye  make  fo  free  profelllon. 

And  all  fhall  come  as  even  as  two  Tellers.  Exeunt. 

I dedicate  infervice  to  your plealure. 

* 

Soph.  I marry,  this  goes  roundly  off 

Sc£na  §luarta. 

Petru.  Goe  Jaques., 

Petronius,  Sophocles,  Morofb,a«^iPetruchio 

Get  all  the  bell  meat  may  be  bought  for  money. 
And  let  thehogllieads  blood,- 1 am  bom  again; 

born  in  a Coffin. 

Well  little  England.,  when  I lee  a Husband 

- 

Of  any  other  Nation,  Item  or  jealous. 

Retro.  Set  down  the  body,  and  one  call  her  out. 

I’llwilh  him  but  a woman  of  thy  breeding  j 

\ 

And  if  he  have  not  butter  to  his  bread. 

Enter  Maria  in  hlach.^^  and  Jaques. 

Till  his  teeth  bleed.  I’ll  never  truft  my  travel. 

You  are  welcome  to  the  laftcaft  of  your  fortunes*. 
There  lies  vour  Husband*,  there,  your  loving  Husband, 

Enter  Rowland,  Livia,  Byancha,  and  Tranio. 

There  he  that  was  Petruchio^  too  good  for  ye  :^ 

: Your  ftubborn  and  unworthy  way  has  kill’d  him 

Retro.  What  have  we  here.? 

E’er  he  could  reach  the  Sea  ^ if  ye  can  weep. 

Row.  Another  Morris,  Sir. 

Now  ye  have  caufe  begin,  and  after  death 

That  you  mull  pipe  too. 

Doe  fomethingyet  to  th’  world,  to  think  ye  honeft. 

Tra.  A poor  married  couple 

So  many  tears  had  lav’d  him,  fhed  in  time*, 
And  as  they  are  ( fo  a good  mind  go  with  ’em) 

Defire  an  offering,  Sir. 

By  a.  Never  frown  at  it. 

Tet  they  may  move  compaffion. 

You  cannot  mend  it  now : there’s  your  own  hand  j 

Mar.  Pray  ye  all  hear  me. 

And  yours  Mcrofo.,  to  confirm  the  bargain. 

And  judge  me  as  I am,  not  as  you  covet. 

For  that  would  make  me  yet  more  miferable : 

Petron.  My  hand  ? 

Mor.  Or  mine*. 

’Tistrue,  I have  caufe  to  grieve,  and  mighty  caufe*, 

By  a.  You’ll  find  it  fo. 

And  truly  and  unfeinedly  1 weep  it. 

Retro.  A trick. 

' Soph.  I fee  there’s  fomegood  nature  yet  left  in  her. 

By a trick. 

1 Mar.  But  what’s  the  caufe  .?miftake  me  not,  not  this  man, 

Bya.  Yes  Sir,  we  trickt  ye. 

As  he  is  dead,  I weep  for  ^ Heaven  defend  it. 

Liv.  Father. 

^ never  was  fo  childifh : but  his  life. 

Petro.  Haft  thou  lain  with  him  ? Ipeak  ? 

His  poor  unmanly,  wretched,  foolifh  life. 

Liv.  Yes  truly  Sir. 

Is  that  my  full  eyes  pity,  there’s  my  mourning. 

Retro.  And  haft  thou  done  the  deed,  boy  ? 

Doft  thou  not  fhame.? 

Row.  I have,  Sir, 

Mar.  I doe,  and  even  to  water. 

That,  that  will  ferve  the  turn,  I think. 

To  think  what  this  man  was,  to  think  howflmple. 

Petru.  A match  then. 

How  far  below  a man,  how  far  from  reafon. 
From  common  underftanding,  and  all  Gentry, 

I’ll  be  the  maker  up  of  this : Morofo., 

There’s  now  no  remedy  you  fee,  be  willing ; 

Mor. 
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M.ir  be,  or  be  nor,  he  miiit  have  the  wench. 

A/jr.  Since  I am over-rcach’d,  let’s  into  dinner. 

And  if  Lean,  I’ll  drink’t  away. 

Jrj.  I'hat’s  well  laid. 

Fftro.  Well  firrah,  you  have  plaid  a trick,  lookto’t. 

And  let  me  be  a Grandlirc  within’s  twelve-month. 

Or  by  this  hand.  I’ll  curtail  half  your  fortunes. 

Kon\  There  fhall  not  want  my  labour,  Sir : your  moneys 


Here’s  one  has  undertaken, 

Tra.  Well,  I’ll  trufl:  her. 

And  glad  I have  lb  good  a pawn. 

Ron>.  I’ll  watch  ye. 

Petru.  Let’s  in,and  drink  of  all  hands, and  be  jovial  .* 

I have  my  Colt  again,  and  now  Ihe  carries  j 
And  Gentlemen,  whoever  marries  next. 

Let  him  be  fure  he  keep  him  to  his  T ext.  Exsunt. 


EPILOGUE- 


THe  Tamei  ’j- tam’d,  as  nor  the  men 

Can  find  one  jujicaufeto  complain  of,  when 
T/jeji  fitly  do  confidcr  m their  lives. 

They  Jl}Okld  not  reign  as  Tyrants  o'er  their  wives, 
Kor  can  the  M omen  from  this  prefident 
In  flit,  or  triumph  ^ Jt  being  aptly  meant ^ 


To  teach  both  Sexes  due  equality  5 

And  as  they  fland  bound,  to  love  mutually. 

If  this  ejfeU  arifing  from  a caufe 

Well  laid,  and  grounded,  may  deferve  applauje. 

We  fomething  more  than  hope,  our  honeji  ends 

Will  kp^p  the  Men,  and  Women  too,  our  friends. 
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THE 


ISLAND  PRINCESSs 

I 

A Tragi-Comedy. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Plajr, 


King  of  SidorCy  an  Jjland, 

King  of  BakaWy  7 o • » ^ 

King  of  Sum,  ) 

Governor  of  Ternuy  an  Ij^and,  An  ill  man^ 

Ruy  Dias, 4 Captain  of  PonugdXyalfofMitor  tothePrin. 
Piniero,  Nephew  to  Ruy  Dias,  a merry  Captain. ' 

to  Piniero. 

Armulia,  a noble  daring  Portugueze, /«  love  with  the 
Princefs. 


Soza,  . ncompanions  to  Armufia , and  his  valiant 
Emanuel,  j followers^ 

Keeper, 

Moors, 

Guard, 

Captain, 

Citizens, 

Townfroen. 


Women. 

Qn^diXdiythe  IJIand  PrincefsySi^erto  theKingofS'vdoxe.  j Panura,  Waiting-woman  to  thePrincefs  Quilara. 
Quilara,  Aunt  to  the  Princejr.  . | Citizens  wives. 

The  Scene  India. 

The  Principal  A(5lors  were 


John  Lowhiy 
John  Underwoody  - 
W illiam  Eglejioney " 
Rich.SharpCy 


Jofeph  TailoKy 
Robert  Benfieldy 
George  Birchy 
Tho.  Polard. 


ABus  Primus.  Scama  Prima. 


^ Bell  Kings. 

Enter  Pymero,  Cheiftophero,  and  Pedro. 


Pymero. 


^Pen  the  Ports,  and  fee  the  Watch  reliev’d. 
And  let  the  guards  be  careful  of  their  bufi- 
nefs, 

Their  vigilant  eyes  fixt  on  thefe  Iflandcrs, 
They  are  falfeand  dcfperate  people,  when 
they  find. 

Theleafi:  occafion  open  to  encouragement. 

Cruel,  and  crafty  fouls,  believe  me  Gentlemen, 


Their  late  attempt,  which  is  too  frefh  amonglt  us. 

In  which,  againft  all  arms  and  honefty. 

The  Governor  of  Ternata  made  furprize.  ^ 

Of  our  Confederate,  the  King  of  lidorey 
As  for  his  recreation  he  was  rowing 
Between  both  Lands,  bids  us  be  wile  and  circumfpe<fl. 

Chr.  It  vvasamifchief  fuddenly  imagin’d, 

And  as  foon  done  y that  Governor’s  a fierce  knave. 

Unfaithful  as  he  is  fierce  too,  there’s  no  trufting 

But  I wonder  much,  how  fuch  poor  and  bafe  pleafures. 

As  tugging  at  an  Oar,  or  skill  in  Steerage, 

Should  become  Princes. 

Py.  Bafe  breedings,  love  bafe  pleafure  \ 

They 
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They  take  as  much  delight  in  a Bjrjtto, 

A little  Icurvy  bcxittorow  her  tightly. 

And  have  the  Art  to  turn  and  wind  her  nimbly. 

Think  it  as  noble  too,  though  it  be  flavilli. 

And  a dull  labour  that  dccfines  a Gentleman : 

As  we  PcrtHgjIs,  or  the  Spaniards  do  in  riding,. 

In  managing  a great  horle,  which  is  princely : 

Thefr<-«f/.>  in  Courtfhip,  or  the  dancing  Englijf^y 
In  carrying  a fair  prefence. 

Fed.  He  was  llrangely  taken  y 
But  w here  no  faith  is,  there’s  no  tru  ft : he  has  paid  for’t 
His  Sifter  yet  the  fair  and  great  ^ifarjy 
Has  fliew’d  a noble  mind,  and  much  love  in’t 
To  her  afficted  brother,  and  the  nobler  ftill  it  appears. 
And  feafons  of  more  tendernefs,  becaufe  his  ruin  ftiles  her 
And  his  impriibnment  adds  to  her  profit.  (abfolute 

Feeling  all  this,  which  makes  all  men  admire  her, 

The  warm  beams  of  this  fortune  that  fall  on  her. 

Yet  hasfne  made  divers  and  noble  Treaties, 

And  propoGtions  for  her  brothers  freedom, 

If  wealth  or  honor 

Py.  Peace,  peace,  you  are  fool’d,  Sir  ^ 

Thingsof  thefe  natures  have  ftrange  outfides  Pedrsy 
And  cunning  fhadows,  fet  ’em  far  from  us. 

Draw  ’em  but  near,  they  are  grofs,  and  they  abufr  us  *, 
They  that  obfen'e  her  clofe,  ftiall  find  her  nature. 

Which  I doubt  mainly  v/ill  not  prove  fo  e.xcellent  j 
She  is  a Princefs,  and  flic  mull  be  fair, 

That’s  the  prerogative  of  being  Royal  r 

Let  her  want  eyes  and  nofe,  fhe  mull  be  beauteous. 

And  Ihe  mull  know  it  too,  and  the  ufe  of  it. 

And  people  mull  believe  it,  they  are  damn’d  elle: 

Why,  all  our  neighbor  Princes  are  mad  for  her, 

Cbr.  Is  fhe  not  fair  then  ? 

Py.  But  her  hopes  are  fairer, 

And  there’s  a haughty  Mafter,  the  King  of  Bak^ny 
That  lofty  Sir,  that  fpeaks  far  more,  and  louder 
In  his  own  commendations,  than  a Cannon  : 

He  is  ftrueken  dumb  with  her. 

Ped.  Befhrewme  Ihe  isafweetone. 

Py.  And  there’s  that  hopeful  man  of  Syanay 
That  Iprightly  fellow,  he  that’s  wile  and  temperate. 

He  is  a Lover  too. 

Cbr.  W^ou’d  I were  worth  her  looking 
For  i by  my  life  1 hold  her  a compleat  one. 

The  very  Sun,  1 think  affeds  her  fweetnels. 

And  dares  not,  as  he  does  to  all  elfe,  dye  it 
Into  his  tauny  Livery. 

Py.  She  dares  not  fee  him. 

But  keeps  her  felf  at  diftance  from  his  kilTes, 

And  her  complexion  in  a Cafe  y let  him  but  like  it 
A week,  or  two,  or  three,  Ihe  would  look  like  a Lion  j 
But  the  main  fport  on’t  is,  or  rather  wonder 
The  Governor  of  her  mortal  enemy, 

He  that  has  catcht  her  brother  King,  is  ftruck  too, 

And  is  arriv’d  under  fafe  condudalfo. 

And  hoftages  of  worth  delivered  for  him  ^ 

And  he  brought  a Letter  from  his  prifoner. 

Whether  compell’d,  or  willingly  delivered 
From  the  poor  King,  or  whatelfc  dare  be  in’t, 

Cbr.  So  it  be  honourable,  any  thing,  ’tisall  one 
For  I dare  think  fhe’ll  do  the  ikft. 

Py.  ’Pis certain 

He  has  admittance,  and  follicitcs  hourly. 

Now  if  he  have  the  trick 

Ped.  What  trick? 

Py.  The  true  one. 

To  take  her  too,  if  he  be  but  skill’d  in Bat-fowlihg, 

And  lime  his  bufh  right. 

Cbr.  I’ll  be  hang’d  when  that  hits, 

For’tis  not  a compclPd,  or  forc’d  a^dion 
That  muft  take  her,  1 guefsher  flout  and  virtuous. 

But  where’s  your  Uncle,  Sir,  our  valiant  Captain, 

The  brave  Dias  all  this  while  ? 


Py.  I marry. 

He  IS  amongft  ’em  too. 

Ped.  A Lover. 

Py.  Nay, 

I know  not  that,  but  fince  he  ftands  in  favour,' 

Or  would  Hand  ftifly,  he  is  no  Portugal  elfe. 

Cbr.  The  voice  fays  in  good  favour,  in  the  lift  too 
' Of  the  privy  wooers,  how  cunningly  of  late 
I have  obferv’d  him,  and  how  privately 
He  hasftolenat  all  hours  from  us,  and  how  readily 
He  has  feign’d  abulinefs  to  bid  the  Fort  farewel 
For  five  or  fix  days,  or  a month,  together. 

Sure  there  fs  Ibmcthing 

Py.  Yes,  yes,  there  is  a thing  m’t,' 

A thing  would  make  the  bell  on’s  all  dance  after  it- 
A dainty  thing-  Lord  how  this  Uncle  of  mine  ’ 

Has  read  to  me,  and  rated  me  for  wenching. 

And  told  me  in  what  defperate  cafe  ’twould  leave  me 
And  how  ’twould  Hew  my  bones.  ’ 

Fed.  You  car’d  not  for  it. 

Py.  I’faith  not  much,  I ventur’d  on  ftill  cafily. 

And  took  my  chance,  danger  is  a Soldiers  honor  • 

But  that  this  man,  this  herb  of  Grace,  Kuy  Dias  ^ 

This  father  of  our  faculties  fhould  flip  thus  * 

For  fure  he  is  a ferriting,  that  he  ’ 

That  would  drink  nothing,  to  deprefs  the  Ipirit, 

But  milk  and  water,  eat  nothing  but  thin  air 
To  make  his  bloud  obedient,  that  his  youth. 

In  fpight  of  all  his  temperance,  Ihould  tickle. 

And  have  a love  mange  on  him. 

Cbr.  ’Tis  in  him,  Sir, 

But  honourable  courtihip,  and  becomes  his  rank  too. 

Py.  In  me  ’twere  abominable  Leachery,  or  would  be, 
.For  when  our  thoughts  are  on’t,  and  mifs  their  level. 

We  muft  hit  fomething.  * 

Ped.  WeH,  he’s  a noble  Gentleman, 

And  if  he  be  a fuitor,  may  he  fpeed  in’t. 

Py.  Let  him  alone,  our  family  ne’r  fail’d  yet. 

Cbr.  Our  mad  Lieutenant  ftill,  merry  Pynkrvy 
Thus  wou’d  he  do,  if  the  Surgeon  were  learching  ofhim. 
Ped.  EfpeciaUy  if  a warm  wench  had  Ihot  him. 

Py.  But  hark  Chrijhphero  y come  hither  Pedro  -y 
When  law  you  our  brave  Countrey-man  Armufia? 

Ijje  that’s  arriv’d  here  lately,  and  his  gallants  ? 

A goodly  fellow,  and  a brave  companion  f 

Methinks  he  is,  and  no  doubt,  truly  valiant. 

For  he  that  dares  come  hither,  dares  fight  any  wherq, 

Cbr.  Ifawhim  not  of  late,  a fober  Gentleman 
I am  lure  he  is,  and  no  doubt  bravely  fprung. 

And  promifes  much  noblenels. 

Py.  I love  him. 

And  by  my  troth  wou’d  fain  be  inward  with  him^ 

Pray  let’s  go  leek  him. 

Ped.  We’ll  attend  you  Sir. 

Py.  By  that  time  we  Ihall  hear  the  burft  of  bufinel^ 

Exeunt. 

E«#frRuyDias,  Quilara,  Quilanaj  WPanura. 

§luifar.  Aunt,  I much  thank  you  for  your  courtefie, 

And  the  fair  liberty  you  ftill  allow  me. 

Both  of  ybur  houfe  and  fcrvice,  though  I be 
A Princefs,  and  by  that  Prerogative  ftand  free 
From  the  poor  malice  of  opinion, 

And  no  ways  bound  to  render  up  my  aftions, 

Becaule  no  power  above  me  can  examine  me  j 
Yet  my  dear  brother  being  ftill  a prifoner. 

And  many  waridring  eyes  upon  my  ways. 

Being  left  alone  a Sea-mark,  it  behoves  me 
To  ufe  a little  caution,  andbecircumfpedt. 

$luifan.  You’re  wife  and  noble  Lady. 

Hutpir.  Often  Aunt 

I refort  hither,  and  privately  tofee  you. 

It  may  be  to  converfe  with  fome  I favour  j 

I wou’d 
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IwouM  not  have  it  known  as  oft,  nor  conltru’d, 

It  ftands  not  with  niy  care. 

Yon  ipcak  molt  fairly 
For  evenonr  pure  devotions  are  examin’d. 

So  mad  are  mens  minds  now. 

Kuy.  Or  rather  monllroiis  ^ (nefs. 

They  are  thick  dreams , bred  in  fogs  that  know  no  fair- 
Madam,  the  Houfe  is  yours,  I am  yours , pray 
And  at  your  fcrvice  all  I have  lies  proftrate  j (u(c  me. 
My  care  lhall  ever  be  to  yield  ye  honor, 

And  when  your  fame  falls  here,  ’tis  my  fault  Lady  ^ 

A poor  and  fimple  banquet  I have  provided. 

Which  if  you  plcafe  to  honor  with  your  prefence 

^ifar.  I thank  ye  Aunt,  I fliall  be  with  you  inflantly, 

A few  words  with  this  Gentleman. 

^ifan.  I’ll  leave  yC,  Exeunt  ^if. 

And  when  you  pleafe  retire,  I’ll  wait  upon  you.  (&  Tan. 

^ijar.  Why,  how  now  Captain,  what  afraid  to  fpeak  to 
A man  of  Armes,  and  danted  with  a Lady  ? (me  ? 

Commanders  have  the  power  to  parle  with  Princes. 

Kiiy.  Madam,  the  fovors  you  have  ftill  fliowr’d  on  me. 
Which  are  fo  high  above  my  means  of  merit, 

So  infinite,  that  nought  can  value  ’em 

But  their  own  goodnefs,  no  eyes  look  up  to  ’em 

But  tliofe  that  are  of  equal  light,  ahdlullre, 

Strike  me  thus  mute,  you  are  my  royal  Miftrils, 

And  all  my  fervices  that  aime  at  honor, 

Take  life  from  you.  the  Saint  of  my  devotions  ^ 

Pardon  my  wilh,  it  is  a fair  ambition. 

And  well  becomes  the  Man  that  honors  you 
I wou’d  I were  of  worth,  of  fornething  near  you, 

Of  fuch  a royal  piece,  a King  I wou’d  be, 

A mighty  King  that  might  command  affertion, 

And  bring  a youth  upon  me  might  bewitch  ye , 

And  you  a fweet  fould  Chriftian. 

^ifar.  Now  you  talk  Sir  ^ 

You  Fortugals^  though  you  be  rugged  Soldiers, 

Yet  when  you  lift  to  flatter,  you  are  plain  Courtiers  j 
And  could  you  wifh  me  Chrifiian.,hraLVQRuy  Bits 
Kuy.  At  all  the  danger  Of  my  life  great  Lady, 

At  all  my  hopes,  at  all — 

Huifar.  Pray  ye  ftay  a little. 

To  what  end  runs  your  wilh  ? 

Ruy.  O glorious  Lady, 

That  I might but  1 dare  not  Ipeak. 

Unifir.  I dare  then, 

That  you  might  hope  to  marry  me  j nay  blulli  not. 

An  honorable  end  needs  no  excufe  •, 

And  would  you  love  me  then 
Kuy.  My  foul  not  dearer. 

^ifar.  Do  fome  brave  thing  that  may  entice  me  that 
Some  thing  of  fuch  a meritorious  goodnefs,  (way. 

Of  ftich  an  umnatcht  noblenefs,  that  I may  know 
You  have  a power  beyond  ours  that  preferves  you : 

’Tis  not  the  perfon,  nor  the  royal  title. 

Nor  wealth,  nor  glory,  that  I look  upon. 

That  inward  man  I love  that’s  lin’d  with  virtue. 

That  well  defervingfoul  works  out  a favor  j 
I have  many  Princes  fuiters,  many  great  ones. 

Yet  above  thefe  I love  you,  you  are  valiant. 

An  aftive  man,  able  to  build  a fortune  •, 

I do  not  fay  I dote,  nor  meane  to  marry. 

Only  the  hope  is, fornething  maybe  done. 

That  may  compel  my  faith , and  ask  my  freedome. 

And  leave  opinion  fair. 

Kuy.  Command  dear  Lady, 

And  let  the  danger  be  as  deep  as  Hell, 

As  direful  to  attempt  — 

' Huifar.  Y’are  too  hidden, 

1 muft  be  rulM  by  you,  find  out  a fortune 
Wifely,  and  hanfomely,  examine  time. 

And  court  occafion  that  fhe  may  be  ready  i 
A thouland  u(es  for  your  forward  fpirit 
Ye  may  find  daily,  befure  ye  take  a good  one. 


A brave  and  worthy  one  that  may  advance  yc. 

Forc’d  (iniles  reward  poor  dangers  ^ you  arc  a Soldier, 

I wou’d  nottalkc  lb  el  (c,  and  I love  a Soldier, 

And  that  that  fpeaks  him  true,  and  great,  hisvalorj 
Yet  for  all  thele  which  arc  but  Womens  follies, 

You  may  do  what  you  pleafe,  1 lhall  ftill  know  yc. 

And  though  ye  vvearc  no  Sword. 

Ku.  Excellent  l.ady. 

When  I grow  fo  cold,  and  difgracc  my  Nation, 

That  from  their  hardy  nurfes  fuck  adventures, 

’Tvvere  fit  I wore  a Tombftonc you  have  read  to  me 
I'he  iLory  of  your  favor,  if  I milfakc  it. 

Or  grow  a truant  in  the  ftudy  of  it, 

A great  corrc(ftion  Lady — 

§>nifar.  Let’s  totli’  banquet, 

And  have  fome  merrier  talk  , and  then  to  Court, 

Where  I give  audience  to  my  general  Suiters 

Pray  heaven  my  womans  wit  hold  •,  there  brave  Captain, 

You  may  perchance  meet  fornething  that  may  fiartlc  yc-, 

I’ll  fay  no  more,  come  be  not  lad 

I love  yc.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Pyniero,  Armufia,  Soza,  Chriflophero, 
and  Emanuel. 

Py.  You  are  Wellcome  Gentlemen,  moft  worthy  welcom. 
And  know  there’s  nothing  in  our  power  mayferve  ye, 

But  you  may  freely  challenge. 

Wrw.  Sir  we  thank  ye. 

And  reft  your  fervants  too. 

Py.  Ye  zre  worthy  Portugal f., 

You  Ihew  the  bravery  of  your  minds  and  fpirits  ^ 

The  nature  of  our  Country  too,  that  brings  forth 
Stirring,  unwearied  foules  to  feek  adventures , 

Minds  never  latisfied  with  fearch  of  honor 

Where  time  is,  and  the  Sun  gives  light,brave  Countrymen, 

Our  names  are  known,  new  worlds  difclofe  their  riches, 

Their  beauties,  and  their  prides  to  our  embraces  j 

And  we  the  firft  of  Nations  find  thele  wonders. 

ylrm.  Thefe  noble  thoughts,  Sir,  have  intic’d  us  forward, 
And  minds  unapt  for  eale  to  foe  thefe  miracles, 

In  which  we  find  report  a poor  relater  ^ 

We  are  arriv’d  among  the  blefled  Iflands, 

Where  every  wind  thatrifes  blows  perfumes, 

And  every  breath  of  air  is  like  an  Incence : 

The  treafure  of  the  Sun  dwells  here,  each  Tree 
As  if  it  envied  the  old  Faradice., 

Strives  to  bring  forth  immortal  fruit  the  Spices 
Renewing  nature,  though  not  deifying. 

And  when  that  falls  by  time,fcorning  the  earth. 

The  fullen  earth  Ihould  taint  or  fuck  their  beauties. 

But  as  we  dreamt,  for  ever  fo  preferve  us : 

Nothing  we  fee,  but  breeds  an  admiration  ^ 

The  very  rivers  as  we  float  along, 

Throw  up  their  pearls,  and  curie  rheir  heads  to  court  us-, 
The  bowels  of  the  earth  fwell  with  the  births 
Of  thoufand  unknown  gemms,  and  thoufand  riches 
Nothing  that  bears  a life,  but  brings  a treafure  ^ 

The  people  they  fhew  brave  too,  civil  manner’d, 
Proportioned  like  the  Mafters  of  great  minds, 

The  Women  which  I wonder  at — ■- 
Fy.  Yc  fpeak  well. 

Ar.  Of  delicate  afpefts,  fair,  clearly  beauteous, 

And  to  that  admiration,  fweet  and  courteous. 

Py.  And  is  not  that  a good  thing  > brave  Armufia 
You  never  law  the  Court  before? 

Ar.  No  certain, 

But  that  I fee  a wonder  too,  all  excellent. 

The  Government  exadt. 

Chr.  Ye  fhall  foe  anon, 

That  that  will  make  ye  ftart  indeed,  fuch  beauties. 

Such  riches,  and  Inch  form. 
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Enter  Bakam,  Syanii,  Governor. 

i Sez.  We  are  fire  already-. 

The  wealthv  ^^agazinc  of  nature  lure 
Inhabits  here. 

^Irm.  Tilde  fare  are  all  lirnders. 

F\  . Vcs.  and  great  Princes  too,  and  Iiifly  lovers. 

Ar.  They  are  goodly  peiibns^  What  might  he  be  Signior 
That  bears  fo  proud  a ilatc.? 

Py.  King  of 

A fellow  that  farts  terror, 

Em.  He  looks  highly. 

Sure  he  was  begot  o’th’ top  of  a Steeple, 

Cbr.  It  may  well  be, 

For  you  fliall  hear  him  ring  anon, 
fv.  That  is 

And  a brave  temper’d  fellow^,  and  more  valiant. 

Fez.  Vx  hat  ragged  face  is  chat  ? 

Py.  rhat’s  the  great  Governor, 

The  man  fiirpriz’d  our  Friend,  I told  ye  of  him. 

.4r.  ’Has  dangerous  eyes. 

Pv.  A perilous  Thief,  and  fubtile. 

( hr.  And  to  that  fubtilcy  a heart  of  Iron. 

Py.  Yet  the  young  Lady  makes  it  melt. 

Ar.  Theyfrart  all, 

.And  thunder  in  the  eyes. 

Bj.  jAvvay  yc  poor  ones. 

Am  I in  competition  with  fuch  bubbles? 

Mv  virtue,  and  my  name  rank’d  with  fuch  trifles  ? 

5y.  Ye  I'peak  loud. 

Bi.  Young-man,  1 w-ill  fpeak  louder*, 

Can  any  man  but  1 deferve  her  favor. 

You  petty  Princes. 

Py.  Hewi'l  put  ’email  in’s  pocket. 

5y.  Thou  proud  mad  thing  be  not  fo  full  of  glory. 

So  full  of  vanity. 

Ba.  How?  I contemn  thee. 

And  that  fort-keeping  fellow. 

Py.  How' the  Dog  looks. 

The  bandog  Governor? 

Gav.  Ha,\A"hy? 

Bj.  Aw-ay thing. 

And  keep  your  rank  with  thofc  that  fit  your  royalty  *, 

Call  out  the  Princefs. 

Gov.  Dolt  thou  know  me  bladder. 

Thou  infolent  impoftume  ? 

Bj.  I defpife  thee^ 

Gov.  Art  thou  acquainted  with  my  nature  baby  ? 

W ith  my  revenge  for  Injuries  ? darfl  thou  hold  me 
<Jo  far  behind  thy  file,  I cannot  reach  thee  > 

Whatcanfl  thou  merit? 

Bj.  Merit?  I am  above  it*, 

I am  equal  with  all  honors,  all  atchievements. 

And  what  is  great  and  worthy,  the  belt  doer 
I keep  at  my  command,  fortune’s  myfervant, 

’Tis  in  my  power  now  to  defpife  fuch  wretches. 

To  look  upon  yc  flightly,and  ncglcaye, 

.And  but  flic  daincs  at  fomc  hours  to  remember  yc. 

And  people  have  befcowed  fome  Titles  on  ye, 

1 fho'ild  forget  your  names 

5y.  Mercy  of  me*, 

W hat  a blow'ii  fool  has  felf  afleflion 
A'ad?  of  this  fellow  ? did  not  the  Queen  your  Mother 
Long  for  bellows,  and  bagpipes,  when  fhe  was  great  with  yc, 
She  brought  forth  fuch  a windy  birth  ? 

Gov.  ’Tis  ten  to  one 

She  cat  a Drum,  and  was  deliver’d  of  alarum, 

dfehewas  fxvadled  in  anold  failcwhen  he  was  young. 
Sy.  He  f.vclls  too  mainly  with  his  meditations  *, 

Faith,  talk  a little  handfomcr,ridc  foftly 

That  vvemay  be  able  tohold  way  with  ye,  we  arc  Princes, 

Hut  thofe  are  but  poor  things  to  you:,  talk  wifer, 

’1  w ill  well  become  yourmightinefs  j talklefs, 


That  men  may  think  ye  can  do  more. 

Gov.  Talk  truth. 

That  men  may  think  ye  are  honcll,  and  believe  ye, 

Or  talk  your  felf  aflcep,  for  I am  weary  of  you. 

Bj.  Why  ? I can  talk  and  do. 

Gov.  That  wou’d  do  excellent. 

Bj.  And  tell  you,  only  I deferve  the  Princefs, 

And  make  good  only  I,  if  you  dare,  you  fir, 

Or  you  Syanas  Prince. 

Pj.Hcrcs  a ftorm  toward, 

Methinks  it  lings  already,  to  him  Governor. 

Gov.  Here  lies  my  proof.  {Drarp- 

Sy.  And  mine. 

Gov.  I’ll  be  fliort  with  ye,  1 

For  thefe  long  arguments  I was  never  good  at. 

Py.  How  white  the  boafter  looks?  i 

i 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  Quifara,  Quifana,  Panura. 

Ar.  I fee  he  lacks  faith. 

K«.  For  fliame  forbear  great'Princes,  rule  your  angers. 
You  violate  the  freedom  of  this  place,  , 

The  Hate  and  Royalty — || 

Gov.  He’s  well  contented  . 

It  feems,  and  fb  I have  done.  i 

Ar.  Is  this  fhe  Signior  ? 

Py.  This  is  the  Princefs  Sir.  t 

Ar.  She  is  fweet  and  goodly. 

An  admirable  form,  they  have  caufe  to  jultle. 

^ifar.  Ye  wrong  me  and  my  court,  ye  forward  Princes-,; 
Comes  your  Love  wrapt  in  Violence  to  feek  us? 

Is’t  fit  though  you  be  great,  my  prefence  fhould  be 
Stain’d,  and  polluted  with  your  bloody  rages  ? 

My  privacies  affrighted  with  your  Swords  ? 

He  that  loves  me,  loves  my  command  *,  be  temper’d. 

Or  be  no  more  what  ye  profefs,  my  Servants.  ' ‘ 

Wearecalmeas  peace.  1 

Ar.  What  command  fhe  carries  ? j 

And  what  a fparkling  Majesty  flies  from  her  ? ^ I 

^ifar.  Is  it  ye  love  tp  do  ? ye  fhall  find  danger, 

And  danger  that  fhall  Ifart  your  refblutions, 

But  not  this  way  *,  ’tis  not  contention, 

Who  loves  me  to  my  face  befl,  or  who  can  flatter  moft 
Can  carry  me,  he  that  deferves  my  favor. 

And  will  enjoy  what  I bring,  love  and  Majefty, 

Mufr  win  me  with  his  worth  ^ mull  travel  for  me  j 
Mull  put  his  hally  rage  off,  and  put  on  j 

A well  confirmed,  a temperate,  and  true  valor.  ■ j 

0 nines.  But  fhew  the  way.  > '• 

And  will,  and  then  fhew  you  ' I 

A will  to  tread  the  way,  I’ll  fay  ye  are  worthy. 

Py.  What  task  now 

Will  file  turn  ’em  to?  thefe  hot  youths, 

I fear  will  find  a cooling  card,  I read  in  her  eyes 
Something  that  has  Ibmy  fwingemufl:  flye  amongft  ’em  j 
By  this  hand  I love  her  a little  now. 

^ifir.  ’Tis  not  uhltnown  to  you 
I had  a royal  Brother,  now  mi  ferable,  _ , 

And  Prifoner  to  that  Man:^  if  I were  amtntious,  . 3 
Gap’d  for  that  glory  was  n’re  born  with  me. 

There  he  Ihould  lie  his  miferies  upon  him : 

If  I were  covetous,  and  my  heart  fet  , • 

On  riches,  and  thofe  bafe  cffe<fl;s  that  follow 
On  pleafures  uncontrol’d,  or  fafe  revenges. 

There  he  fhould  die,  his  death  will  give  me  all  thele*, 

For  then  Rood  I up  abfolutc  to  do  all  *, 

Yet  all  thefe  flattering  fhews  of  dignity, 

Thefe  golden  dreams  of  greatnefs  cannot  force 
To  forget  nature  and  my  fair  affedion. 

Therefore  that  Man  that  would  be  known  my  lover. 

Mull  be  known  his  redeemer,  and  mull  bring  him  ) 

Either  alive  or  dead  to  my  embraces. 

For  cvetf  his  bones  I fcorn  fliall  feel  fuch  flavery, 

Or  feck  another  Miflrifs, ’twill  be  hard 

To 
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To  do  this,  wondrous  hard,  a great  adventure. 

Fit  for  a fpirit  of  an  equal  grcatucls  ^ 

But  being  done,  the  reward  is  worthy  of  it. 

Cbr.  How  they  fland  gaping  all  ? 

^ifur.  K«y  cold  ? 

Not  flyc  like  lire  into  it  ? may  be  you  doubt  me. 

He  that  lhall  do  this  is  my  husband  Prince ; 

By  the  bright  heavens  he  is,by  whole  julhce 
I openly  proclaim  it  ^ it  I lye. 

Or  feek  to  fet  you  on  with  fubtilty, 

i.et  that  meet  with  me,  and  reward  my  fallhood. 

No  flirting  yct,noflart  into  a bravery  ? 

K«v.  Madam,  it  may  be,  but  being  a main  danger. 
Your" Grace  muft  give  me  leave  to  look  about  me. 
And  take  a little  time,  the  cjufewill  ask  it. 

Great  Ads  require  great  counfels. 

^ifar.  Take  your  pleafurc, 

I fear  the  Portugal. 

Ba.  I’ll  raife  an  Army 

That  lhall  bring  back  this  Ifland,  Fort  and  all. 

And  fix  it  here. 

Gov.  How  long  will  this  be  doing? 

You  fhouldhave  begun  in  your  Grandfather’s  days. 
5j'.  'What  may  be. 

And  whatmy^wer  can  promife  noblelt  Lady, 

Mv  will  I am  lure  Hands  fair. 

Faire  be  your  fortune. 

Few  promifes  are  bell,  and  fair  performance. 

Gov.  Thefe  cannot  doe. 

Their  power  and  arts  are  weak  ones. 

’Tis  in  my  will,l  have  this  King  your  brother. 

He  IS  my  prifoner,  I accept  your  proffer. 

And  blefs  the  fair  occalionthat  atchiev’d  him: 

I love  ye,  and  I honor  ye,  but  fpeak^ 

Whether  alive  or  dead  he  fhall  be  rendred. 

And  fee  how  readily,  how  in  an  inftant. 

Quick  as  your  wifhes  Lady— — 

^ifar.  No,  I fcorn  ye, 

You  and  your  courtefie-,  I hate  your  love  Sir^ 

And  ere  I would  fb  bafely  win  his  liberty, 

I would  fludy  to  forget  he  was  my  brother*. 

By  force  he  was  taken  j he  that  lhall  enjoy  me. 

Shall  fetch  him  back  by  force,  or  never  know  me. 

Py.  As  I live,  a rare  Wench. 

Ar.  She  has  a noble  fpirit. 

Gov.  By  force? 

^}far.  Yes  Sir,  by  force,  and  make  you  glad  too 
To  let  him  goe. 

Gov.  How  ? you  may  look  nobler  on  me. 

And  think  me  no  fuch  Boy^  by  force  he  mull  not, 
For  your  love  much  maybe. 

Put  up  your  pafTion, 

And  pack  ye  home,  I fay,  by  force,  and  fuddenly. 

He  lies  there  till  he  rots  elfe,  although  I love  him 
Mofl  tenderly  and  dearly,  as  a brother, 

' A nd  out  of  thefe  refpefts  would  joy  to  fee  him  *, 

Yet  to  receive  him  as  thy  courtefie. 

With  all  the  honor  thou  couldft  add  unto  him 
Froifl  his  hands  that  mofl  hate  him,  I had  rather. 
Though  ho  condition  were  propounded  for  him. 

See  him  far  funke  i’th  earth,  and  there  forget  him. 
Ty.  Your  hopes  are  gelt  good  Governor. 

Arm.  A rare  Woman. 

Gov.  Lady,  . . 

I’ll  pull  this  pride.  I’ll  quench  this  bravery. 

And  turne  your  glorious  fcorn  to  tears  and  bowlings  ^ 

I will  proud  Princefs  y this  negled  of  me 
Shall  make  thy  brother  King  mofl  miferable*. 

Shall  turn  him  into  curfes  ^ainfl  thy  cruelty  : 

For  where  before  I us’d  him  like  a King, 

And  did  thofe  Royal  Offices  Uht6  him : 

Now  he  fhall  lie  a fad  lump  in  a dungeon, 

Loden  with  chains  and  fetters,  colds  and  hunger, 
Darknefs,  and  lingring  death  for  his  companions  ^ 
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And  let  me  fee  who  dare  attempt  his  refeue. 

What  delpcrate  fool?  look  toward  it  -,  farcwcl. 

And  when  thou  know’ll  him  thus,  lament  tliy  follies, 

Nay  I will  make  thee  kneel  to  take  my  offer  *. 

Once  more  farewel,  and  put  thy  trufl  in  puppits.  Exit. 
If  none  dare  undertake  it.  I’ll  live  a mourner. 
Ba.  You  cannot  want. 

Sy.  You  mull  not. 
hit.  ’Tis mofl  dangerous. 

And  wife  men  wou’d  proceed  with  care  and  counfel. 

Yet  fbme  way  would  1 knew — . 

Walke  with  me  Gentlemen — Exeunt. 

Ar.  How  do  you  like  her  fpirit  ? Manent,  Arm. 

So^.  ’Tis  a clear  one,  andhisComp. 

Clog’d  with  no  dirty  Iluffi  flie  is  all  pure  honor. 

Em.  The  bravefl  Wench  1 ever  look’d  upon, 

And  of  the  flrongefl  parts,  fhe  is  mofl  fair. 

Yet  her  mind  fuch  a mirrour— 

Arm.  What  an  adlion 

Wou’d  this  be  to  put  forward  on,  what  a glory^ 

And  what  an  everlafling  wealth  to  end  it  ? 

Methinks  my  foul  is  flrangely  rais’d. 

Soz,  Toflepinto  it,  . 

Till  while  they  think,  and  ere  they  have  determin’d 
To  bring  the  King  off. 

Ar.  Things  have  been  done  as  dangerous. 

Em.  And  profper’d  bell  when  they  were  leafl  confidfer’d. 
Ar.  Blefs  me  my  hopes. 

And  you  my  friends  affiflme. 

None  but  our  companions. 

Soz.  You  deale  wifely. 

And  if  we  fhrink  the  name  of  flaves  dye  with  us. 

Em.  Stay  not  for  fecond  thoughts. 

Ar.  I am  determin’d  ^ 

And  though  I lole,  it  fhall  be  fung,  I was  valiant, 

And  my  brave  offer  lhall  be  turn’d  to  flory. 

Worthy  the  Princefs  tongue.  A Boat,  that’s  all 
That’s  unprovided,  and  habits  like  to  Merchants, 

Therefl  wee’lcOunccI  as  we  goe. 

Soz.  A way  then. 

Fortune  looks  fair  on  thole,  make  hafle  to  win  her. 

Exeunt. 


ABus  Seemdus. 

Sc<xna  Primai 

Enter  Keeper y and  lor  % Moores i 

Kee.  T Have  kept  many  a Man,  and  many  a great  one, 

1 Yet  I confefs,  I nere  favv  before 
A Man  of  fuch  a fufferance  -,  he  lies  now 
Where  1 would  not  lay  my  dog,  for  fure  ’t*vouId  kill  him. 
Where  neither  light  or  comfort  can  come  near  him  j 
Nor  air,  nor  earth  that’s  wholfome  ^ it  grieves  me 
To  fee  a mighty  King  with  all  his  glory. 

Sunk  o’th’  fudden  to  the  bottomc  of  a dungeon. 
Whether  fhouldwedefcendthat  are  poor  Rafcals 
If  we  had  our  deferts  ? 

1.  Mo.  ’Tis  a flrange  wonder. 

Load  him  with  Irons,  opprefs  him  with  contempts. 

Which  are  the  Governors  commands,  give  him  nothing. 

Or  fo  little,  to  fuflain  life,  ’tis  next  nothing  j 
Theyflir  not  him,  he  frailes upon  his  miferies. 

And  beares  ’em  with  fuch  flrength,  as  if  his  nature 
Had  been  nurs’d  up,  and  fofter’d  with  calamities. 

2.  He  gives  no  ill  words,  curies,  nor  repines  not. 

Blames  nothing,  hopes  in  nothing,  we  can  hear  of  i 
And  in  the  midflof  all  thefe  frights,  fears  nothing, 

Kk  2 Kee, 
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A'c'c.  ni  be  fworne 

Ho  fears  not,  for  even  when  I fliatke  ft>r  him. 

As  mam- times  mv  pitty  will  compell  me, 

W hen  ocher  lbiils\  that  bear  notlwlf  his  burthen. 

Shrink  in  their  powers,  and  burlb  with  their  opprcITions-, 
Then  will  he  Sing,  wooe  his  afflieftions. 

And  court  ’em  in  fad  airs,  as  if  he  wou’d  wed  ’em. 

1 . That’s  more  than  we  have  heard  yet,  we  are  only 
.Appointed  for  his  Guard,  but  not  Ibncariiim, 

If  wc  ccmld  hear  tliat  wonder — 

Kef.  Many  times 

I fear  the  Governor  (hould  come  to  know  it  j 
For  his  voice  fo  affeds  me,ib  delights  me. 

That  when  1 find  his  hour,  I have  IMufick  ready, 

And  it  ftirs  me  infinitely, be  but  ftill and  private, 
ni  you  nray  chance  to  hear. 

Ki/:g  appears  todfK  rvith  chains^  bis  head^  and  arn.es  only  above. 

2.  We  will  not  ftir,  Sir  ^ 

This  is  a fudden  change,  but  who  dares  blame  it.  • 

Kee.  Now  hark  and  melt,  for  I am  fure  1 flia’.l  j 
Stand  lilent,  wdrat  fiubborn  weight  of  chains — i 

1.  Yet  he  looks  temperately. 

2.  His  eyes  not  funk,  and  his  complexion  firm  ftill, 

Vo  wiklnefs,  no  dillemper’d  touch  upon  him. 

How  conftantly  he  fmiles,  and  how  iinQanted? 

\A  ith  what  a Majefty  he  heaves  his  head  up?  Mnftck.; 

Kee.  Now  rnarke,!  know  he  will  fing  •,  do  not  difturb  him. 
"^our  allowance  from  the  Governor,  wou’d  it  were  more 
Or  in  my  power  to  make  it  hanlbmer.  (iir, 

Kj>>.  Dnnot  tranfgrefs  thy  charge,  I take  his  bounty. 

And  fi:.rtune,  whilft  I bear  a mind  contented 
Net  icaven’d  w ith  the  glory  I amfalenfrom. 

Nor  hang  upon  vain  hopes,  that  may  corrupt  me. 


Enter  Governor, 

Gov.  Tho\i  art  my  (lave,  and  I appear  above  thee. 

Kee.  The  Governor  himfelf. 

Gov.  What,  at  your  banquet  ? 

And  in  fuch  flate,  and  with  luch  change  of  fervice  ? ' 

• Kin.  Nature  s no  glutton.  Sir,  a little  ferves  her. 

Gov.  This  diet’s  holfome  then. 

Kin.  1 beg  no  better. 

; Gov.  A calm  contented  mind,  give  him  lefs  next  j 
Thefe  full  meals  will  opprefs  his  health,  his  Grace 
Is  of  a tender,  and  pure  conftitution, 

•And  fuch  repletions — 

Kin.  Mock,  mock,  it  moves  not  me  fir. 

Thy  mirths,  as  do  thy  milchiefs,  flie behind  me. 

Gov.  Y e carry  it  handiomely,  but  tell  me  patience. 

Do  not  you  curfe  the  brave  and  royal  Lady 
our  gracious  fifter  ? do  not  you  damn  herpitty. 

Damn  twenty  times  a day,and  damn  it  ferioufiy  ? 

Do  not  you  fwear  aloua  too,  cry  and  kick  ? 

! he  very  foul  fiveat  in  thee  with  the  agony 
Of  her  contempt  of  me  ? Couldft  not  thou  eat  her 
for  being  fb  injurious  tothy  fortune. 

Thy  fair  and  happy  fortune  ? Couldft  not  thou  wifli  her 
\ Ba.ftafd,  or  a VA'horc,  fame  might  proclame  her  i 
Black  ugly  fame,  or  that  thou  hadft  had  no  fifter  ? 
Spitting  the  general  nameout,and  the  nature  ^ 
lilafpheming  heaven  for  making  fuch  a mifebief^ 

For  giving  power  to  pride,  and  will  to  Woman  .<• 

Kin.  No  Tyrant,  no,  1 blefsand  love  her  for  it 
And  though  her  ftorn  of  thee,  had  laid  up  for  me 
As  many  plagues  as  the  corrupted  air  breeds. 

As  many  mifehiefs  as  the  hours  have  minutes. 

As  many  formes  of  Death,  as  doubt  can  figure* 

Yet  1 Ihcnild  love  more  ftill,  and  more  honor  her^ 

All  thou  canft  lay  upon  me,  cannot  bend  me, 
jVonot  the  ftroke of  death, that  I defpife  too: 

For  if  fear  could  pofiefs  me,  thou  hadft  won  me  *, 

I As  little  from  this  hour  I prize  thy  flatteries,  i 


And  left  than  thoft  thy  prayers,  though  thou  wouidft 
And  it  ihebenot  Miftrilsol  thisnature,-,  ^kneel  to  me  ■ 
She  is  none  of  mine,  no  kin,  and  I contemne  her.  ’ 

Gov.  Are  you  lb  valiant  fir  ? 

Kin.  Yes,  and  lb  fortunate^ 

For  he  thatholds  his  conftancy  ftill  conquers  j 
Hadft  thou  prelerv’d  me  as  a noble  enemy, 

And  as  at  hrft,  made  my  reftrainc  feem  to  me 
But  only  as  the  fiiadow  of  captivitv 
1 had  ftill  fpoke  thee  noble,  ftill  declar’d  thee 
A valiant,  great,  and  worthy  man,  ftill  lov’d  thee 
And  ftill  prefer’d  thy  fair  love  to  my  fifter  j ' 

But  to  compell  this  from  me  with  a mifery, 

A moft  inhumane,  and  unhandlomefiavery  ^ 

Gov.  You  will  relent  for  all  this  talk  I fear  not, 

And  put  your  wits  a work  agen. 

Kin.  You  are  cozen’d  j 
Or  if  I were  fo  weak  to  be  wrought  to  it. 

So  fearful  to  give  way  to  fo  much  poverty, 

How  1 fliould  curfe  her  heart  if  iheconlented? 

Gov.  You  fliall  write,  and  entreat,  or- — . 

Kin.  Dothyutmoft, 

And  e’en  in  all  thy  tortures  I’ll  laugh  at  thee, 
ril  think  thee  no  more  valiant,  but  a villain  ^ 

Nothing  thou  haft  done  brave,  but  like  a thief, 

Atchiev’d  by  craft,  and  kept  by  cruelty  ^ 

Nothing  thou  canft  defeiwe,  thou  arc  unhoneft  ^ 

Nor  no  way  live  to  build  a Name,  thou  art  barbarous. 

Gov.  Down  with  him  low  enough,  there  let  him  murmur 
And  iee  his  diet  be  lb  light  and  little,  ’ 

He  grow  not  thus  high  hearted  on’t,  I wi  1 coole  ye. 

And  make  ye  cry  for  mercy,  and  be  ready  ’ 

To  work  my  ends,  and  willingly  • and  your  fifter  taken 
Y our  fcornlul,  cruel  fiftoc  fliall  repent  too,  (down, 

And  fue  to  me  for  grace. 

Give  him  no  liberty. 

But  let  his  bands  be  doubled,  his  eale  leflened 
Nothing  his  heart  defires,  but  vex  and  torture  him : 

Let  him  not  fleep,  nothing  that’s  dear  to  nature 
Let  him  enjoy  *,  yet  take  heed  that  he  dye  not  ^ 

Keep  him  as  near  death,  and  as  willing  to  embrace  it 
But  fee  he  arrive  not  at  it  j I will  humble  him.  ’ 

And  her  flout  heart  that  Hands  on  fuch  defiance  • 

And  let  me  fee  her  champions  that  dare  venture 
Her  high  and  mighty  wooers,  keep  your  guards  clofe. 

And  as  you  love  your  lives  be  diligent. 

And  what  I charge,  obferve. 

Omnes.  We  lhall  be  dutiful.  (Exit.Gov. 

Gov.  I’ll  pull  your  courage  King,  and  all  your  bravery. 

I . Moft  certain  he  is  refolved  nothing  can  ftir  him  j 
For  if  he  had  but  any  part  ^bout  him 
Gave  way  to  fear  or  hope,  he  durft  not  talk  thus. 

And  do  thus  ftoutly  too,  as  willingly, 

And  quietly  he  funk  down  to  his  forrows. 

As  fome  men  do  to  their  fleeps. 

Keep.  Yes,  and  fleeps  with  e’m  ^ 

So  littlehe  regards  them,there’s  the  wonder. 

And  often  foundly  fleeps,  wou’d  I durft  pity  him, 

Or  wou’d  it  were  in  my  will,  but  we  are  fervants, 

And  tied  unto  command. 

2.  I wifn  him  better, 

But  much  I fear  h’as  found  his  tombe  already. 

We  muft  obferve  our  guards. 

1 . He  cannot  laft  long, 

And  when  he  is  dead,  he  is  free. 

Kee.  That’s  the  moft  cruelty. 

That  wc  muft  keep  him  living. 

2.  That’s  as  he  pleafe^ 

For  that  Man  that  relblves,  needs  no  Phifitian.  Exeunt. 
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Enter  Armufia , Soza,  Emanuel  like  Merchami-, 
arm’d  underneath. 

Arm.  Our  profperous  paflage  was  an  omen  to  us, 

A lucky  and  a fair  omen. 

Omnes.  We  believe  it. 

Ar  The  Sea  and  Wind  ftrovcvvho  fliould  moft  befriend 
And  as  they  favour’d  our  defign,  and  lov’d  us,  (us, 

So  lead  us  forth  — W here  lies  the  Boat  that  brought  us  ? 

Soz.  Safe  lodg’d  within  the  Reeds,  dole  by  the  Caltle, 
That  no  eye  can  fufpc>ft,  nor  thought  come  near  it. 

Em.  But  where  have  you  been,  brave  lir.'* 

Ar.  I have  broke  the  Ice  Boyes : 
have  begun  the  game,  fair  fortune  guide  it, 

Sufpedlels  have  I travellM  all  the  Town  through. 

And  in  this  Merchants  fnape  won  much  acquaintance. 
Survey’d  each  ftrength  and  place  that  may  befriend  us, 
View’d  all  his  Magazines,  got  perfeft  knowledge 
Of  where  the  Prifon  is,  and  what  power  guards  it. 

Soz.  Thele  will  be  Itrong  attempts. 

Ar.  Courage  is'ftrong: 

What  we  begun  with  policy,  my  dear  friends, 

^et’s  end  with  manly  force  j there’s  no  retiring, 

Unlefs  it  be  with  fhame.  f 

h.m.  Shame  his  that  hopes  it. 

Ar.  Better  a few,  and  clearer  fame  will  follow  us, 
However,  lofe  or  win,  and  fpeak  our  memories. 

Than  if  led  our  Armies  \ things  done  thus, 

And  of  this  noble  weight,  will  ftile  us  worthies. 

Soz.  Dired,  and  we  have  done,  bring  us  toe.xecute, 

And  if  we  flinch,  or  fail — 

Ar.  I am  fure  ye  dare  not. 

Then  farther  know,  and  let  no  ear  be  near  us, 

That  maybe  falfe. 

F,m.  Speak  boldly  on,  we  are  honeft  •, 

Our  lives  and  fortunes  yours. 

Ar.  Hard  by  the  place  then 
Where  all  his  Treafnre  lies,  his  Armes,his  Women, 
dole  b / the  Prilbn  too  where  he  keeps  t^e  King, 

I have  hir’d  a lodging,  as  a Trading  Merchant, 

A Celler  to  that  too,  to  flow  my  Wares  in. 

The  very  Wall  of  which,  joynes  to  his  llore-houfe. 

Soz.  What  of  all  this  ? 

Ar.  Ye  are  dull,  if  ye  apprehend  not ; 

Into  that  Cellar,  eleded  friends,  I have  convey’d, 

And  unfufpedted  too,  that  that  will  do  it  ^ 

That  that  will  make  all  Ihake,  and  fmoak  too. 

Em.  Ha  ? 

Ar.  My  thoughts  have  not  been  idle,  nor  my  pradice : 
The  fire  1 brought  here  with  me  lhall  do  fomething. 

Shall  burft  into  material  flames,  and  bright  ones. 

That  all  the  Ifland  fhall  Hand  wondring  at  it, 

As  if  they  had  been  llricken  with  a Comet : 

Powder  is  ready,  and  enough  to  work  it. 

The  Match  is  left  a-fire,  all,  all  huflit,  and  lockt  dole. 
No  man  fufpeding  what  1 am  but  Merchant: 

An  hour  hence,  my  brave  friends,  look  for  the  fury. 

The  fire  to  light  us  to  our  honour’d  purpofe. 

For  by  that  time  ’twill  take. 

Soz.  What  are  our  duties  ? 

Ar.  When  all  are  full  of  fear  and  fright,  the  Governor 
Out  of  his  wits,  to  lee  the  flames  fo  imperious. 

Ready  to  turn  to  alhes  all  he  worlhips. 

And  all  the  people  there  to  Hop  thefe  ruins, 

No  man  regarding  any  private  office  ^ 

Then  flie  we  to  the  prifon  fuddenly, 

Here’s  one  has  found  the  way,  and  dares  dired  us. 

Em.  Then  to  our  fwords  and  good  hearts, 

I long  for  it. 

Ar.  Certain  we  (hall  not  find  much  oppofition. 

But  what  is  mult  be  forced. 

Soz.  ’Tis  bravely  call  Sir, 

And  liirely  too  I hope* 

Ar.  If  the  lire  fail  not, 

And  powder  hold  his  nature,  fomc  mull  prcfently 
Upon  the  firll  cry  of  rh’  amazed  people, 

(For  nothing  will  be  markt  then,  but  the  inifery) 

Be  ready  with  the  boat  upon  aninltant, 

And  then  all’s  right  and  fair. 

Em.  Bids  us  dear  fortune. 

Ar.  Let  us  be  worthy  of  it  in  our  courage. 

And  fortune  muft  befriend  us,  come  all  lever. 

But  keep  Itill  w ithin  fight,  when  the  (lame  rifes 
Let’s  rheet,  or  either  doc,  or  dye. 

Soz.  So  be  it.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Governor,  and  Captain. 

Gov.  No  Captain,  for  thofe  Troops  we  need  ’em  not. 
The  Town  is  llrong  enough  to  ftancl  their  furies  \ 

I wou’d  lee  ’em  come,  and  offer  to  do  Ibmething. 

They  are  high  in  words. 

Cap.  ’Tisfafer  Sir  then  doing. 

Gov.  Doll  think  they  dare  attempt  ? 

Cap.  Maybe  by  Treaty, 

But  lure  by  force  they  will  pot  prove  fo  froward. 

Gov.  No  faith,  I w'arrant  thee,  they  know  me  well 
And  know  they  have  no  Child  in  hand  to  play  with  : (enough 
They  know  my  nature  too,  1 have  bit  fome  of  ’em. 

And  to  the  bones,  they  have  realbn  to  remember  me. 

It  makes  me  laugh  to  think  how  glorious 

The  fools  are  in  their  promifes,  and  how  pregnant  • 

Their  wits  and  powers  are  to  bring  things  to  pafs  j 
Am  I not  grown  lean  with  lofs  of  fleep  and  care 
To  prevent  thefe  threatnings.  Captain? 

Cap.  You  look  well  Sir : 

Uponmyconfcience  you  are  not  liketoficken 
Upon  any  fuch  conceit. 

Gov.  I hope  I fliall  not: 

Well,  wou’d  I had  this  Wench,  for  I mull  have  her. 

She  mull  be  mine  ^ and  there’s  another  charge  Captain  j 
What  betwixt  love  and  brawling  I got  nothing. 

All  goes  in  maintenance 

Heark,  What  was  that,  7he  7rain  ttkps. 

That  noile  there  ? it  went  with  a violence. 

Cap.  Some  old  wall  belike  Sir, 

That  had  no  neighbor  help  to  hold  it  up, 

Is  fallen  fuddenly. 

Gov.  I muff:  difeard  thefe  Ralcals, 

That  are  not  able  to  maintain  their  buildings, 

They  blur  the  beauty  of  the  Town. 

Within.  Fire,  Fire. 

Gov.  I hear  another  tune,  good  Captain, 

It  comes  on  freffter  ftill,  ’tis  loud  and  fearfiil. 

Look  up  into  the  Town,  how  bright  the  ayrfliewes  ; 

Upon  my  life  Ibme  ludden  fire.  Ex.  Cap. 

The  bell  too?  BellRings. 

I hear  the  noife  more  clear. 

Enter  Citizen, 

Cit.  Fire,  fire. 

Gov.  Where  ? where  ? 

Cit.  Suddenly  taken  in  a Merchans  houle  fir. 

Fearful  and  high  it  blazes  •,  help  good  people. 

Gov.  Poxo’their  paper-houfes,  how  they  fmother. 

They  light  like  Candles,  how  the  tore  flill  rifes  1 

Enter  Captain. 

Cdp.  Your  Magazine’s  a fire  Sir,  help,  help  fuddenly. 
The  Callle  too  is  in  danger,  in  much  danger, 

All  will  beloft,getthe  people  prefently. 

And  all  that  are  your  Guard,  and  all  help,  all  hands  Sir, 
Your  wealth,  your  ftrength,  is  burnt  elfe,  the  Town  perilht 
The  Caftle  now  begins  to  flame. 

Gov.  My  foul  (hakes. 

Cap.  A 

The  JJIand  Trincefs, 


Enter  or  /^Citiz.ens  fever  ally , 


202 


Cap. A Merclvonts  houfe  next  jo^iiing?  lhame  light  on  him, 

That  ever  fach  a neighbour,  liich  a villain 

Gov.  Raife  all  die  Garrifon,  and  bring  ’em  up. 

Enter  ether  Citizens, 

And  beat  the  people  forw-ard  — Oh  I have  lofVall 
In  one  hoiile,  all  my  hopes : good  worthy  Citizens 
Follow  me  all,  and  all  your  powers  give  to  me, 

1  will  reward  you  all.  Oh  curfed  fortune — 

The  flame’s  more  violent : arife  ftill,  help,  help,  Citizens, 
Freedom  and  wealth  to  him  that  helps : follow,  oh  follow. 
Fling  wine,  or  any  thing.  I’ll  fee’t  rccompenc’d. 

Buckets,  more  Buckets  ^ 6re,  fire,  fire.  Ex.omnes. 

Enter  Annufia,  anJ  his  company. 

Arm.  Let  it  flame  on,  a comely  light  it  gives  up 
To  our  difeovery. 

Soz.  Heark,  what  a merry  cry 
Thefe  hounds  make ! forward  fairly. 

We  are  not  feen  in  the  mift,  we  are  not  noted.  Away, 
Away.  Now  if  we  lofe  our  fortune » Exit- 

Enter  Captain  and  Citize/KS. 

Cap.  Up  Soldiers,  up,  and  deal  like  men. 

Cit.  More  water,  more  w'ater,  all  is  conliim’d  elfe. 

Cap.  All’s  gone,  unlefs  you  undertake  it  ftraight,your 
Wealth  too,  that  muft  preferve,  and  pay  your  labor 
Up,  up,  away.  (bravely. 

Ex.  Cap.  and  Cit.  Tlhen-i 

Enter  Armufia  and  his  company  breaking  open  v.. 
a Voore. 

Ar.  So^thou  art  open,  keep  the  way  clear 
Behind  ftill.  Now  for  the  place. 

Sold.  ’Tis  here  Sir. 

Ar.  Sure  this  is  it. 

Force  ope  the  doore A miferable  creature ! 

Yet  by  his  manly  face the  King  difeover'^d. 

Kin.  Why  ftare  ye  on  me?  _ 

You  cannot  put  on  faces  to  afright  me : 

In  death  I am  a King  ftill,  and  contemne  ye : 

Where  is  that  Governor?  Methinks  his  Man. hood 
Should  be  well  pleas’d  to  fee  my  Tragedy, 

And  come  to  bath  his  ftern  eyes  in  my  forrows-, 

I dare  him  to  the  fight,  bring  his  fcorns  with  him, 

And  all  his  rugged  threats:  here’s  a throat, foldiersi 
Come,  fee  who  can  ftrike  deepeft. 

Em.  Break  the  Chain  there. 

Kin.  What  does  this  mean  ? 

Ar.  Come,  talke  of  no  more  Governors, 

He  has  other  bufmefs.  Sir,  put  your  Legs  fonvard. 

And  gather  up  your  courage  like  a Man, 

Wee’ll  carry  off  your  head  elfe : we  are  friends. 

And  come  to  give  your  forrows  cafe. 

Soz.  On  bravely-, 

Delayes  may  lofe  agen. 

Enter  Guard. 

Ar.  The  Guard. 

Soz.  Upon  ’em. 

At.  Make  fpcedy,  and  fiire  work. 

£w*.  They  flie. 

Ar.  Up  with  him,  and  to  the  Boat  ^ ftand  fall,  now  be^ 
When  this  heat’s  paft,  wee’ll  fing  our  Hiftory.  (fpcedy 

Away,  like  thoughts,  fudden  as  dcfircs,  friends  ^ 

Now  facred  chance  be  ours. 

Soz.  Pray  when  we  have  done,  Sir.  Exeunt. 


1 . What  is  the  fire  allaid  ? 

2.  ’Tis  out, ’tis  out. 

Or  paft  theworft,  I never  did  fo  ftoutly 
I’ll  affure  you  neighbours  lince  I was  a Man : 

I have  been  burnt  at  both  ends  like  a fquib ; 

I liv’d  two  hours  in  the  fire,  ’twas  a hideous  matter^ 

But  when  men  of  underftanding come  about  it, 

Men  that  judge  of  things,  my  Wife  gave  me  over. 

And  took  her  leave  a hundred  times,  1 bore  up  ftill, 

And  toft  the  Buckets  Boys. 

3.  We  are  all  meere  Martins. 

1 . I heard  a voice  at  latter  end  o’th  hurry. 

Or  elfe  I dreamt  I heard  it,  that  faid  Treafon. 

2.  ’Tis  like  enough, it  might  cry  Murder  too,for  there  was 
Many  without  a joint,but  what’s  that  to  us : Let’s  home 
And  fright  our  Wives,  for  we  look  like  Devils. 

Enter  3 Women. 

3.  Here  come  fome  of ’em  to  fright  us. 

1 ^^.Mine’s  alive  neighbor — oh  fweet  hony  husband. 

2.  Thou  lieft,  I think  abominably,  and  thou  hadft  been 
In  my  place,  thou  wouldft  have  ftunk  at  both  ends. 

Get  me  fome  drink,  give  me  whole  Tuns  of  drink, 

Whole  cifterns  j for  1 have  four  dozen  of  fine  firebrands 
In  my  belly,  1 have  more  fmoke  in  my  mouth,  than  would 
Blote  a hundred  Herrings. 

2 Wo.  Art  thou  come  fafe  agen  > 

•^Wa.l  pray  you  what  becaraeof  myman,isheina  Well 
2.  At  hearts  eafe  in  a Well,  is  very  well  neighbor  ^ 

We  left  him  drinking  of  a new  dozen  of  Buckets  \ 

Thy  husbands  happy,  he  was  through  roafted. 

And  now  he’s  bafting  of  himfelf  at  all  points : 

The  Clark  and  he  are  cooling  their  pericraniums ; 

Body,  oh  me  neighbors  there’s  fire  in  my  Codpiece. 

I Wo.  Blefs  my  Husband. 

2.  Blow  it  out  Wife blo  w,  blow,  the  gable  end  a’th’ 

Women.  Some  water,  water,  water.  ftore-houle 

3.  Peace,  ’tis  but  a fparkle-, 

Raife  not  the  Town  again,  ’twill  be  a great  hindrance, 

I’m  glad  ’tis  out,  and’t  hadta’en  in  my  Hay-loft? 

What  frig  jits  arerheft,  marry  heaven  blefs  thy  modicum, 

3 Wo.  But  is  a drown’d  outright,  pray  put  me  out  of 
Fear  neighbor. 

2.  Thou  wouldft  have  it  fo,  but  after  a hundred  fires 
More,  he’ll  live  to  fee  thee  burnt  for  brewing  mufty 
Liquor. 

1 . Come,  let’s  go  neighbor. 

2.  for  I would  very  fain  turn  down  this  liquor-, 

(Come,  come,  I fry  like  a burnt  mary-bone: 

Women  get  you  afore,  and  draw  upon  us  ^ 

Run  wenches,  run  , and  let  your  Taps  run  with  ye  j 
Run  as  the  fire  were  in  your  tails,  cry  Ale,  Ale. 

Worn.  Away,  let’s  nourilh  the  poor  wretches. 

2.  We’ll  rallie  up  the  reft  of  the  burnt  Regiment. 

Enter  Cover  nor  ^ Captain.,  Soldier.,  and  Guard. 

Got/.The  fire’s  quencht  Captain, but  the  mifehief  hangs  ftil4 
The  King’s  redeem’d,  and  gone  too-,  a trick,  a darn’d  one  : 
Oh  1 am  overtaken  poorly,  tamely. 

Cap.  Where  were  the  guard  that  waited  upon  the  prifon  ? 
Sol.  Molt  of ’em  flain,  yet  fome  fcap’d,  Sir,and  they  deliver. 
They  faw  a little  boat  ready  to  receive  him, 

And  thole  redeem’d  him,  making  fuch  hafte  and  fighting  j 
Fighting  beyond  the  force  of  men. 

Gov.  I am  loft  Captain, 

And  all  the  world  will  laugh  at  this,  and  ftorn  me : 

Count  me  a heavy  lleepy  fool,  a coward, 

A coward  paft  recovery,  a confirm’d  coward. 

One 
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One  without  carriage,  or  common  fciife. 

Sol.  Hee’s  gon  Sir, 

And  put  to  Sea  amainc,pan:  our  recovery. 

Not  a Boat  ready  to  purllie  •,  if  there  were  any. 

The  people  {land  amazed  lb  at  their  valor, 

Andtheliidden  fright  of  fire, none  knows  to  execute. 

Gov.  Oh , I could  tear  my  limbs,  and  knock  my  boys 
’Gainft  every  poll  1 meet  ^ fool’d  with  a fire  ? (brains 
Cap.  It  was  a crafty  trick. 

Gov.  No,  I was  lazy, 

Confident  fluggifli  lazie,had  I but  met ’em 
And  chang’d  a dozen  blowes,  I had  forgiv’n  ’em. 

By  boththefe  hands  held  up,  and  by  that  brightnefs 
That  glides  the  world  with  light,  by  all  our  worfiiips, 

.The  hidden  ebbes  and  flowes  of  the  blew  Ocean, 

1 1 will  not  reft  \ no  mirth  fliall  dwell  upon  me. 

Wine  touch  my  mouth,  nor  any  thing  refrcfii  me. 

Till  I be  wholly  quit  of  this  diftionor : 

Make  ready  my  Barrators  inftantly, 

And  what  I Ihall  intend — 

Cap.  We  are  your  fervants.  EMunt 

Enter  Quifara,  Ruy  Dyas. 

Sluifar.  Never  tell  me,  you  never  car’d  to  win  me. 

Never  for  my  lake  to  attempt  a deed,  _ I 

Might  draw  me  to  a thought,  you  fought  my  favor* 

If  not  for  love  of  me,  for  love  ofarmes  Sir, 

For  that  caufe  you  profefs,  for  love  of  honor. 

Of  which  you  ftile  your  lelf  the  mighty  Mafter,  j 
You  might  have  fteptout  nobly,  and  made  an  offer, 

As  if  you  had  intended  fomething  excellent. 

Put  on  a forward  face. 

R«.  Dear  Lady  hold  me — . 

^ifar,  I hold  ye,  as  I find  yc,  a faint  fervant* 

Bh.  By — I dare  doe— — 

^ifar.  In  a Ladies  chamber 
I dare  believe  ye,  there’s  no  mortal  danger : 

Give  me  the  man  that  dares  do,  to  defervethat : 

I thought  you  Vortugals  had  been  rare  wonders. 

Men  of  thofe  haughty  courages  and  credits. 

That  all  things  were  confin’d  within  your  promifes, 

The  Lords  of  fate  and  fortune  I believ’d  ye, 

3ut  well  1 fee  I am  deceiv’d  Ktty  Dias^ 

And  blame,  too  late,  my  much  beliefe. 

Ku.  I amafham’d,Lady, 
was  fo  dull,  lb  ftupid  to  your  offer  r 
Now  you  have  once  more  fchool’d  me,  I am  right, 

And  fomething  Ihall  be  thought  on  luddenly. 

And  put  in  Ad  as  Ibon,  Ibme  preparation  ? 

§^ifar.  And  give  it  out  ? 

Ku.  Yes,  Lady, and  fo  great  too-. 

In  which,  the  noife  of  all  my  Countrey-men — • (ones, 

^ifar.  Thofe  will  do  well  , for  they  are  all  approv’d 
And  though  he  be  reftor’d  alive. 

Ku.  I have  ye. 

^ifar.  For  then  we  are  both  fervants. 

Ku.  I conceive  ye, 

Good  Madam  give  me  leave  to  turn  my  fancies. 

^/yiDo,  and  make  all  things  fit,  and  then  I’ll  vifit  you,  Ex. 
Ku.  My  felf,the  Cozen,  and  the  Garrilbn, 

The  neighbors  of  the  out-Ifles  of  our  Nation, 

Syana\  ftrength,  for  I can  humor  him ; ■ 

And  proud  Bek^amus.,  I Ihall  deceive  his  glory.  AJhout. 
What  ringing  foundof  joy  isthis?  whence  comes  it? 

May  be  the  Princes  are  in  fport. 


Enter  Pyniero,  Chriftoph. 

By.  Where  are  ye? 

Ku.  Now  Pyniero.^  What’s  the  haftc  you  feek  me  ? 
Py.  Doe  you  know  this  fign  Sir } 

R«.  Ha! 


Py.  Do  you  know  this  cmbicinc ; 

Your  nofc  is  boar’d. 

Ku.  Boar’d?  Wliat’s  that? 

Py.  Y’arc  topt  Sir  : 

The  King’s  conic  home  again,  the  King. 

Ku.  ThcDcvil? 

Py.  Nay  fure  he  came  a Gods  name  home : 

He’s  return’d  Sir. 

Chriif.  And  all  this  joy  yc  bear 

Ku.  Who durft  attempt  him  g 
The  Princes  arc  all  here. 

Chry.  They  arc  worthy  Princes, 

They  arc  fpecial  Princes,  all  they  love  by  ounces. 

Believe  it  Sir,  ’tis  done,  and  done  molt  bravely  and  eafily. 
What  fortune  haveyc  loft  Sir/ 

What  jufticc  have  ycnow  unto  this  Lady  ? 

Py.  How  Hands  your  claim? 

That  ever  Man  Iliould  be  fool’d  ib. 

When  he  Iliould  do  and  proljier^  Hand  protefting, 

Killing  the  hand,  and  farting  Ibr  a favor, 

When  he  Iliould  be  about  his  bulinefs  fvveating  ^ 

She  bid  you  go,  and  pickt  3^011  out  a purpole,  (one, 

To  make  your  felf  a fortune  by,  a Lady,  a Lady,and  a lufty 
A lovely,  that  now  you  may  go  look,  fhc  pointed  yc. 
Knowing  you  were  a man  of  worth'and  merit. 

And  bid  you  fly,  you  have  made  a fair  flight  on’c, 

You  have  caught  a Goofe. 

Ku.  How  dare  you  thus  molcft  me  ? Ajljout  • 

It  cannot  be.  • 

Chr,  Heark  how  the  general  joy  rings  I 
Py.  Have  you  your  hearing  left  ? Is  not  that  drunk  too  ? 
For  if  you  had  been  fober,  you  had  been  wife  fare. 

Ku.  Done  ? Who  dares  do.'* 

Py.  It  feems  an  honeft  fellow,  * 

That  has  ended  his  Market  before  you  be  Up. 

Chr.  The  Ihame  on’t ’s  a ftranger  too, 

Py.  ’Tis  no  Ihame, 

He  took  her  at  her  word,  and  tied  the  bargain. 

Dealt  like  a man  indeed,  ftood  not  demurring, 

But  clapt  clofe  to  the  caufe,  as  he 'will  do  to  the  Lady : 

’Is  a fellow  of  that  fpeed  and  handfomnefs. 

He  will  get  her  with  child  too,  ere  you  Ihall  come  toknov^ 
Is  it  not  brave,  a gentleman  fcarce  landed,  (him, 

Scarce  eating  of  the  air  here,  not  acquainted, 

No  circumftance  of  love  depending  on  him. 

Nor  no  conunandto  Ihew  him,  muftftart  forth. 

At  thefirft  fight  to 

Ku.  I am  undone. 

Py.  Like  an  Oyfter  : 

She  neither  taking  view,  nor  value  of  him. 

Unto  fuch  deeds  as  thefe Pox  o’  thefe, 

Thele  wife  delayings 

They  make  men  cowards. 

You  are  undone  as  a man  would  undoe  an  egge, 

A hundred  Ihames  about  ye. 

E«ter  Quifara,  Panura,  and  Eraine. 

^ifar.  Can  it  be  poflible, 

A ftranger  that  I have  not  known,  not  feen  yet, 

A man  I never  grac’d  3 O Captain,  Captain, 

What  Ihall  I do  ? lam  betray’d  by  fortune. 

It  cannot  be,  it  muft  not  be. 

Py.  It  is  Lady, 

And  by  my  faith  a hanfome  Gentleman  •, 

’Tis  his  poor  Schol'lers  prize. 

^ifar.  Muft  I be  given 
Unto  a Man  I never  Iaw,ne’re  fpokewith, 

I know  not  of  what  Nation 
Py.  Is  a Portugal, 

And  of  as  good  a pitch  he  w”!!!  be  giv’n  to  j’^ou  Lady, 

For  he’s  given  much  to  hanibme  flelh. 

^jiifar.  Oh  Kuy  T)ias^ 

This  was  your  floth,  your  floth,<your  floth  T^iaf. 

Py.  Your 
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Fy.  Your  love  lloch,  Uncklc  do  you  find  it  now  ? 

You  flioiild  have  done  at  hi  ll:,  and  faithfully  : //  Jho»t. 

And  then  th'othcr  had  lyed  ready  for  yc^ 

Madam,  the  general  joy  comes. 

^ihr.  We  mult  meet  it  — but  with  what  comfort 

E>:tfr  Citizens  carrying  bnughs  ^ boyes  fvtgins  after 
Iben  King,  Armulia," So/.a,  Emanuel j Ihe 
Princes  and  train  foUon'ing. 

^iftr.  Oh  my  dear  brother,  what  a joy  runs  through  me, 
To  Ice  you  fate  again,  your  felf,  and  mighty. 

What  a blcft  day  is  this  ? 

Kin.  Rife  up  Kiir  Siller, 

I am  not  welcome  till  you  have  embraced  me. 

Km.  A general  gladnefs  lir  flies  through  the  City, 

And  mirth  polfelles  all  to  fee  your  Grace  arrive. 

Thus  happily  arriv’d  again,  and  fairly  ^ 

’ r was  a brave  venture  v\  ho  fo  e’er  put  for  it, 

A high  and  noble  one,  worthy  much  honor  •, 

And  had  it  fail’d,  we  had  not  fail’d  great  Sir,  * 

And  in  fliort  time  too,  to  have  forc’d  the  Governor, 

In  fpight  of  all  his  threats. 

Km.  I thank  ye  Gentleman. 

Km.  And  all  his  fubtilties  to  fet  you  free, 

W'ith  all  Iris  heart  and  will  too. 

Kin.  I know  ye  love  me. 

Py.  This  had  been  good  with  fbmething  done  before  it. 
Something  fet  off  to  bcautifie  it,now  it  founds  empty,Uke 
A Barbers  bafon,  pox  there’s  no  metall  in’t,  no  noble  mar- 
Ba.  1 have  an  Army  Sir,  but  that  the  Governor,  (row. 
The  foolifh  fellow  was  a little  provident. 

And  wife  in  letting  flip  no  time,  became  him  too. 

That  would  havefcour’d  him  elfe,  and  all  his  confines  •, 

That  would  have  rung  him  luch  a peal 

Py.  Yes  backward, 

T o make  dogs  houl,  I know  thee  to  a farthing, 

Thy  Army’s  good  for  Hawks , there’s 
Nothing  but  fliceps  hearts  in  it. 

5y.  I have  done  nothing  Sir,  therefore 
I think  it  convenient  1 fay  little  what  I purpofed,  ■ 

And  what  my  love  intended. 

Kin.  I like  your  modelty. 

And  thank  ye  royal  friends,  I know  it  griev’d  ye 
To  know  my  mifery but  this  man,  Princels, 

1 mufl  thank  heartily,  indeed,  and  treuly. 

For  this  Man  faw  me  in’t,  and  redeemed  me : 

Hclookt  upon  me  finking,  and  then  caught  me. 

This  Sifter  this,  this  all  Man,  this  all  valor. 

This  pious  Man. 

K u.  My  countenance,  it  fhames  me. 

One  fcarce  arriv’d,  not  harden’d  yet,  not 

Read  in  dangers  and  great  deeds,  fea-fick,  not  fcafon’d — 

Oh  I have  boy’d  my  felf. 

Kin.  This  noble  bulwark. 

This  launce  and  honor  of  ourageandKingdome^ 

This  that  I never  can  reward,  nor  hope 
To  be  once  worthy  of  the  name  of  friend  to. 

This,  this  Man  from  the  bowels  of  my  forrows 
Has  new  begot  my  name,  and  once  more  made  me  1 
Oh  lifter,  if  there  may  be  thanks  tor  this. 

Or  any  thing  near  recompence  invented. 

Ar.  You  are  too  noble  Sir,  there  is  reward 
Alx)vc  my  aflion  too  by  millions ; 

A recompence  fb  rich  and  glorious, 

I durft  not  dreame  it  mine,  but  that  ’tw'as  promifed  ^ 

But  that  it  was  propounded,  fworn  and  fc^ed 
Before  the  face  of  Heaven,  1 durft  not  hope  it, 
for  nothing  in  the  life  of  man,  or  merit, 
it  is  fo  truly  great, can  elfc  embrace  it. 

Kin.  O fpeakit,fpeakit,blefs  mine  oars  to  hear  it. 

Make  me  a happy  man,  to  know  it  may  be, 

Forftill  methinks  I am  a prifoner, 

^nd  feel  no  liberty  before  I find  it. 


Ar.  Then  know  it  is  your  filler,  fhc  is  mine  Sir, 

I claimc  her  by  her  own  word,  and  her  honor  j 
It  was  her  open  promife  to  that  Man 
That  durft  redeeme  ye  ^ Beauty  fet  me  on. 

And  fortune  crowns  me  fair,  if  fire  receive  me. 

Kin.  Receive  ye.  Sir — why  Sifter — ha — fo  backward. 
Stand  as  you  knew  me  not  ? nor  what  he  has  ventured  ? 

My  deareft  Sifter. 

Ar.  Good  Sir  pardon  me. 

There  is  a bluflnng  modefty  becomes  her. 

That  holds  her  back;,  Women  are  nice  to  wooe  Sir-, 

I would  not  have  her  forc’d^  give  her  fair  liberty ; 

For  things  compell’d  and  frighted,  offoft  natures. 

Turn  into  fears,  and  flie  from  their  own  wilhes. 

Kin.  Look  on  him  my  ^/yir4,fuch  another,  . 

Oh  all  ye  powers,  fo  exeunt  in  nature  I 

In  honor  fo  abundant ! 

0Mifar.  f confcls  Sir, 

Confefs  my  word  is  pall  too,  he  has  purchafed  ^ 

Yet  good  Sir  give  me  leave  to  think;,  but  time 
I'o  be  acquainted  with  his  worth  and  perfon  ^ 

To  make  me  fit  to  know  it-  we  are  both  ftrangers, 

And  how  we  Ihould  believe  fo  fuddenly. 

Or  come  to  fallen  our  affedior  s — ■ — 

Alafs,  love  has  his  complements. 

Kin.  Be  hidden 

And  certain  in  your  way , no  woman  doubles. 

Nor  coy  delayes,  you  are  his,  and  fo  affure  it. 

Or  call  from  me  and  my  remembrance  ever  -, 

Refped  your  word,  1 know  you  will,  come  Sifter, 

Lets  fee  what  welcome  you  can  give  a prifoner. 

And  what  fair  looks  a friend — .Oh  my  moll  noble 
Princes,  no  difeontents,  but  all  be  lufty. 

He  that  frowns  this  day  is  an  open  enemy ; 

Thus  in  my  armes  my  dear. 

Ar.  You  make  me  blulh  Sir. 

Kin.  And  now  lead  on — 

Our  whole  Court  crown’d  with  pleafure. 

Ru.  Madam,  defpair  not,  Ibmething  lhall  be  done  yet. 
And  fuddenly,  and  wifely. 

^nifar.  O Kuy  Dias.  Kx. 

Py.  Well,  he’s  a brave  fellow,  and  he  has  deferv’d  her 

(richly  j 

And  you  have  had  your  hands  full  I dare  fwear  Gentlemen. 
Soz.  We  have  done  fomething.  Sir,  if  it  hit  right. 

Ch.  The  woman  has  no  eyes  elfe,  nor  no  honefty. 

So  much  I think. 

Py.  Come,  let’s  goe  bounce  amongft  ’em, 

To  the  Kings  health,  and  my  brave  Country-mans. 

My  Unckle  looks  as  though  he  were  fick  oth’ 

Worms  friends.  Exeunt 


JQus  Tertius. 


Sccefia  Prim  a. 


Enter  Pyniero. 

Mine  Unckle  haunts  me  up  and  down,  looks  melancholy, 
Wondrous  proof  melancholy,  fometimes  fvvears 
Then  whiffles,  ftarts,  cries,  and  groans,  as  if  he  had  the  Bots, 
As  to  fay  truth,  1 think  h’as  little  better, 

Aud  wo’d  fain  fpeak  -,  bids  me  good  morrov/  at  midnight, 
And  good  night  when  ’tis  noon,  has  fomething  hovers 
About  his  brains,  that  would  fain  find  an  iffue. 

But  cannot  out, or  dares  not:  ftill  he  follows. 


Enter 
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Enter  Ruy  Dyas. 

r^ow  he  looks  ftill,  and  hoiv  he  beats  about. 

Like  an  old  dog  at  a dead  Icent  ? 1 marry. 

There  was  a ligh  wou’d  a let  a‘  fliipa  Tailing: 

Thefe  winds  of  love  and  honor,  blow  at  all  ends. 

Now  Tpeak  and’t  bethy  Will  : good  morrow  lincICi 
Km.  Good  morrow  Sir. 

Py.  This  is  a new  falute: 

Sure  h’as  forgot  me : this  is  pur-blind  Cupid* 

Km.  iMy  Nephew? 

?y.  Yes  sir,  ifl  be  not  chang’d. 

Ku.  I wou’d  fain  fpeak  with  you.  c 
Py.  I wou’d  fain  haveyc,  Sir, 

For  to  that  end  I ftay. 

Km.  You  know  1 love  ye. 

And  I have  lov’d  ye  long,  my  dear  Pynieroj 
Bred  and  fupply’d  you. 

Py.  Whither  walks  this  Preamble  ? 

Km.  You  may  remember,  though  I am  but  your  Uncle, 

I fure  had  a fathei ’s  care,  a father’s  tendernefs. 

Py.  Sure  he  would  wrap  me  into  Ibmething  now  fuddenly, 
He  doubts  my  nature  in,  formineis  honeft. 

He  winds  about  me  fo. 

Km.  A fathers  diligence. 

My  private  benef  ts  1 have  forgot.  Sir, 

But  thofe  you  might  lay  claim  to  as  my  follower^ 

Yetlome  men  wou’d  remember 

Py.  I CO  daily.  fone. 

Km.  The  place  which  I have  put  ye  in,  which  is  no  weak 
Next  to  my  lelf  you  hand  in  all  employments, 

Yo.ir  counlels,  cares,  alignments  with  me  equal. 

So  is  my  ftudy  hill  to  plant  your  perfon  ^ 

Thefe  are  Imail  teftimonies  I have  not  forgot  ye. 

Nor  wou’d  not  be  forgotten. 

Pyn.  Sure  you  cannot. 

Kn.  Oh  Pyniero 

Pyn.  Sir,  what  hangs  upon  you. 

What  heavy  weight  opprelfes  ye,  ye  have  loft, 

(I  mult confefs,  in  thole  that  underhand  ye ) *■' 

Some  little  of  your  credit,  but  time  will  cure  that  ^ 

The  beh  may  flip  fometimes. 

Km.  Oh  my  beh  Nephew 

Pyn.  It  may  be  ye  fear  her  too,  that  dihurbs  ye. 

That  hie  may  fall  her  felf,  or  be  forc’d  from  ye;  *- 
Km.  She  is  ever  true,  but  I undone  for  ever. 

Oh  that  jirmufia^  that  new  thing,  that  hranger, 

T hat  flag  huck  up  to  rob  me  of  mine  honor  ^ 

That  murdTing  chain  fhot  at  me  from  my  Countrey: 

That  goodly  plague  that  1 muh  court  to  kill  me. 

Py^.  Now  it  comes  flowing  from  him,  I fear’d  this. 
Knew,  hethatdurh  be  idle,  durhbe  ill  too. 

Has  he  not  done  a brave  thing  ? 

Ku.  I muh  confefs  it  Nephew,  muh  allow  it. 

But  that  brave  thing  has  undone  me,  has  funk  me, 

■Has  trod  me  like  a name  in  fand,  to  nothing. 

Hangs  betwixt  hope  and  me,  and  threatens  my  ruin^ 

And  if  he  rife  and  blaze,  farewel  my  fortune  ^ 

And  when  that’s  let,  where’s  thy  advancement,  Colin  ? 
That  werea  friend,  that  were  a noble  kinfman. 

That  would  conflder  thefe  i that  man  were. grateful^ 

And  he  that  durhdo  fomething  here,  durh  love  me. 

Pyn.  You  fay  true,  ’tis  worth  conlideration. 

Your  realons  are  of  weight,  and  mark  me  Uncle, 

For  I’ll  be  hidden,  and  to  th’  purpole  with  you. 

Say  this  Armufia^  then  were  taken  off^ 

As  it  may  be  eafilydone. 

How  hands  the  woman  ? 

Ku.  She  is  mine  for  ever-, 

Forlhe  contemns  his  deed  and  him. 
i Pyn.  Pox  on  him. 

Or  if  the  fingle  pox  be  not  hifficient, 


I rhe  hogs,  the  dogs,  the  devils  pox  pollcfs  him; 

’Faith  this  Armufu  humbles  me,  ’tis  a brave  fellow  j 
And  if  he  could  be  Iparcd  Uncle — 

Ku.  1 mult  pcrilli : 

Had  he  let  up  at  any  rch  but  this. 

Done  any  thing  but  what  concern’d  my  credit. 

The  everlahing  loling  of  my  worth — 

Pyn.  I undci  hand  you  now,  who  fet  you  on  tod 
1 had  arcaibnablegood  opinion  of  the  devil 
Till  this  hour  I,  and  1 fee  he  isa  knave  indeed, 

An  arrant,  hinking  knave,  for  now  I fmell  himj 
i’ll  fee  what  may  be  done  then,  you  lhallknovv 
You  have  a kinlhian,  but  no  villain  Uncle, 

Nor  no  betrayer  of  fair  fame,  1 fcorn  it  i 
1 love  and  honor  virtue  •,  I muh  have 
Accels  unto  the  LadyYu  know  her  mind  too, 

A good  word  from  her  mouth  you  know  may  hlr  me  9 

A Ladies  look  at  letting  on 

Ku.  You  fay  well. 

Here  Colin,  here’s  a Letter  ready  for  you. 

And  you  fliall  fee  how  nobly  Ihe’ll  receive  you. 

And  with  what  daredireh. 

Pyn.  Farewel  then  Uncle, 

After  I have  talk’d  with  her,  I am  your  fervant, 

To  make  you  honeh  if  I can— elfe  hate  you. 

Pray  ye  no  more  compliments,  my  head  is  bufie,  heaven 
hat  a malicious  foul  does  this  man  carry  ? (blefsme-, 
And  to  whatfeurvy  things  this  love  converts  us? 

\\'hat  hinking  things, and  how  fweetly  they  become  us } 
Murther’sa  moral  virtue  with  thefe  Lovers, 

A fpecial  piece  of  Divinity,  I take  it  .- 
i may  bemad,  or  violently  drunk. 

Which  is  a whelp  of  that  litter  9 or  I may  be  covetous. 

And  learn  to  murther  mens  ehates,  that’s  bafetoo^ 

Or  proud,  butthat’saParadifetothis^ 

Or  envious,  and  lit  eating  of  my  felf 
At  others  fortunes  9 I may  lye,  and  damnably. 

Beyond  the  patience  of  an  honeh  hearer  \ 

CoQn,  Cutpurles,  lit  i’th’  Stocks  for  apples. 

But  when  1 am  a L over,  Lord  have  mercy, 

Thefe  are  poor  pelting  lins,  or  rather  plagues. 

Love  and  Ambition  draw  the  devils  Coach. 

Enter  Quilana,  and  Panura. 

How  now  ! who  are  thele  ? Oh  my  great  Ladies  followers- 
Her  Riddle- founders,  and  her  Fortune-tellers. 

Her  readers  of  her  Love-Lechures,  her  Inflamers  : 

Thefe  doors  I mufepafs  through,  I hope  they  are  wide. 
Good  day  to  your  beauties,  how  they  take  it  to  ’em? 

As  if  they  were  fair  indeed. 

^ifan.  Good  morrow  to  you,  Sir,. 

That’s  the  old  Hen,  the  brood,  bird?  how  fnebufles? 
How  like  an  Inventory  of  Lechery  flie  looks  .■? 

Many  a good  piece  of  iniquity 

Has  pah  her  hands,  I warrant  her 1 befeech  you. 

Is  the  fair  Princefs  hirring  ? 

Pan.  Yes  marry  is  flie.  Sir. 

But  fomewhat  private:  you  haveabufinefswith  her? 

Py.  Yesforlooth  have  I,  and  a ferious  bufinefs. 

P<*«,  May  not  we  know  ? 

Py.  Yes,  when  you  can  keepcounfel. 

Pan.  How  prettily  he  looks?  he’s  a Ibldier  fare. 

His  rudenefs  fits  fo  handfomly  upon  him. 

B^ifan.  A good  blunt  Gentleman, 

Py.  Yes  marry  am  I: 

Yet  for  a pufh  or  tw'oat  fharp,  and’t  pleafeyoii • 

Pan.  My  honeh  friend,  you  know  not  who  you  fpeak  to : 
This  is  the  Princefles  Aunt, 

Py.  I like  her  the  better 

Andflie  were  her  Mother  (Lady)  or  her  Grandmother, 
lam  not  fobafliful,  but  I can  buckle  wnth  her. 

Pan.  Of  what  fize  is  your  bufinefs  ? 

L I Py>i. 
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Fxu.  Of  the  long  lixtccns,  j 

And  will  make  way  1 warrant  yc.  I 

Fan.  How  line  he  talks? 

Nay  in  troth  Italk  but  couiTcly,  Lady, 

But'l  hold  it  comfortable  for  the  undcridanding : 

Ho.v  fain  thev  wou'd  draw  me  into  ribaldry  ? 

Thvfe  wenches  that  li\e  eafily,  live  high, 

1 ove  thcle  broad  diftourfes,  as  they  love  poficts  •, 

Thcfedry  delights  ferve  for  preparatives. 

F.ii:.  Whv  do  you  look  fo  on  me? 

F\ 1 am  guefhng  flioiild  be, 

By  the  call:  of  your  face,  what  the  property  of  your  place. 
For  I prelume  you  turn  a key,  fweet  beauty. 

And  you  another,  gravity,  under  the  Piincefs, 

And  by  my 1 warrant  ye  good  places, 

Comly  commodious  Seats 

Prethec  let  him  talk  flill. 

For  me  thinks  he  talks  handfomeijr. 

Fv.  And  truly 

As  hear  as  my  underfranding  fliall  enable  me 
Von  look  as  if  you  kept  my  Ladies  fccrets : 

Nay,  do  not  laugh,  for  I mean  honeftly,  (end  ? 

How  thcle  young  things  tattle,  when  they  get  a toy  by  th’ 
And  how  their  hearts  go  pit-a-pat,  and  look  for  it<* 

Wou’d  it  not  dance  too,  if  it  had  a Fiddle? 

Your  gravity  I guefs,  to  take  the  Petitions, 

And  hear  the  lingringfuits  in  love  dilpos’d. 

Their  fighs  and  Ibrrows  in  their  proper  place. 

You  keep  the  Ay-mc  Office. 

Prethee  fiiffer  him, 

For^s  I live  he’s  a pretty  fellow  •, 

I love  to  hear  Ibmetimes  what  men  think  ofus; 

And  thus  deliver’d  freely,  ’tis  no  malice: 

Proceed  goodhoneft  man. 

Pin.  Twill,  good  Madam.  _ - ' 

According  to  mens  Hates  and  dignities. 

Moneys  and  moveables,  you  rate  their  dreams, 

And  call:  the  Nativity  of  their  dcfircs, 

if  he  reward  well,  all  he  thinks  is  profperous: 

And  if  he  promife  place,  his  dreams  are  Oracles  y 
Your  antient  pradiqut'  Art  too  in  thefe difeoveries^ 

Who  loves  atfucha  length,  who  a fpan  farther. 

And  who  draws  home,  yield  you  no  little  profit, 
Forthefeyemilk  by  circumltance. 

^/i.  Ye  are  cunning. 

And  as  they  oil  ye,  and  advance  your  Spindle, 

So  you  draw  out  the  lines  of  love,  your  doors  too. 

The  doors  of  deftiny,  that  men  mufl  pafs  through  y 
Thcfe  are  fair  places. 

Pan.  He  knows  all. 

Fin.  Your  trap-doors. 

To  pop  fools  in  it,  that  have  no  providence. 

Your  little  wickets,  to  work  wife  men,like  wires,  through  at. 
And  draw  their  Hates  and  bodies  into  Cobwebs, 

Your  PoHern  doors,  to  catch  thofc  that  are  cautelous. 

And  would  not  have  the  v/orlds  eye  find  their  knaveries : 
Your  doors  of  danger,  fome  men  hate  a pleafure, 

Unkfs  that  may  be  full  of  fears your  hope  doors. 

And  thofe  are  fine  commodities,  where  fools  pay 
i'or  every  new  encouragement,  anew  cuHomy 
^ ou  have  your  doors  of  honor,  and  of  pleafure  y 
^ but  thofc  arc  for  great  Princes,  glorious  vanities. 

That  travel  to  be  famous  through  difeafes  y 
There  be  the  doors  of  poverty  and  death  too: 

But  thcfe  you  do  the  beH  you  can  to  damm  up, 

I For  then  your  gain  goes  out. 

^i.  This  is  a rare  Ledure. 

Put.  Py.cadto  them  that  underHand. 

Pan.  Befnrew  me, 

I dare  not  venture  on  yc,  ye  cut  too  keen,  Sir. 


Enter  Quifara. 

^ We  thank  you  Sir  for  your  good  mirth. 

You  are  a good  companion. 

Here  comes  the  Princefs  now,  attend  yourbulinefs. 

^ifar.  Is  there  no  remedy,  no  hopes  can  help  me? 

No  wit  to  fetme  free?  whole  there  hoe? 

^ifan.  Troubled  ? her  looks  are  almofl:  wild: 

What  ails  the  Princefs  ? 
know  nothing  (lie  wants. 

^ifar.  Who’s  that  there  with  you  ? 

Oh  Signior  Fyniero  ? you  are  moH  welcome : 

How  does  your  noble  Uncle  ? 

Pin,  Sad  as  you  are  Madam : 

But  he  commends  his  fervice,  and  this  Letter. 

^ifar.  Go  off^  attend  within — Fair  Sir,  I thank  yc, 
Pray  be  no  Hranger,  for  indeed  you  are  welcome  y 
For  your  own  virtues  welcome. 

^ifan,  Wq  are  miHaken, 

This  is  fome  brave  fellow  Hire. 

Fan.  I’m  Hire  he’s  a bold  fellow: 

But  if  Hie  hold  him  fo,  we  muH  believe  it.  Exit 

^ifar.  Do  you  know  of  this,  fair  Sir  ? 

Ftn.  I ghefs  it  Madam, 

And  whether  it  intends : I had  not  brought  it  elle. 

^if.  It  is  a bufinefs  of  no  common  reckoning. 

Pin.  Thehandfomer  for  him  that  goes  about  ity 
Slight  adionsare  rewarded  with  flight  thanks: 

Give  me  a matter  of  fome  weight  to  wade  in. 

^ifar.  And  canyon  love  your  Uncle  fo  direTIy, 
Soferiouflyy  and  fo  full,  to  undertake  this? 

Can  there  be  fuch  a faith  ? 

Fin.  Dare  you  fay  I to  it. 

And  let  me  on  ? ’tis  no  matter  for  my  Uncle, 

Or  what  I owe  to  him,  dare  you  but  wilh  it. 

^ifar.  1 wou’d  fain 

Fyn.  Have  it  done  y fay  but  lb  Lady. 

^ifan.  Conceive  it  lb. 

Pyn.  I willy  ’tis  that  I am  bound  to: 

Your  Will  that  muH  command  me,  and  your  Pleafure, 
The  fairafpedts  of  thofe  eyes  that  muH  dired  me : 

I am  no  Uncles  Agent,  I am  mine  own.  Lady  y 
I Horn  my  able  youth  Ihould  plough  for  others. 

Or  my  ambition  ferve  for  pay,  I aim, 

Although  I never  hit,  as  high  as  any  man. 

And  the  reward  I reach  at,  fliall  be  equal. 

And  what  love  fpurs  me  on  to,  this  delire. 

Makes  me  forget  an  honeH  man,  a brave  man,  ; 

A valiant,  and  a virtuous  man,  my  countrey-man,  Armufia 
The  delight  of  all  the  Minions.,  ( your  excellence 

This  love  of  you,doting  upon  your  beauty,the  admiration  ol 
Make  me  but  fervant  to  the  pooreH  finile. 

Or  thelcaH  grace  you  have  beHow’d  on  others. 

And  fee  how  fuddenly  I’ll  work  your  fafety, 

And  fet  your  thoughts  at  peace  y I am  no  flatterer, 

To  promile  infinitely,  and  out-dream  dangers  y 
To  lye  a bed,  and  fwcar  men  into  Feavers, 

Like  fome  of  your  trim  fiiitersy  when  I promilc. 

The  light  is  not  more  conHant  to  the  world. 

Than  I am  to  my  word She  turns  for  millions. 

^uifar.  1 have  not  feen  a braver  confirm’d  courage. 

Pyn.  Fora  Tun  of  Crowns  Ihe turns:  Iheisa  woman. 
And  much  1 fear,  a worfe  than  1 expeded. 

You  are  the  objed.  Lady,  you  are  the  eye 
In  which  all  excellence  appears,  all  wonder. 

From  which  all  hearts  take  fire,  all  hands  their  valour : 
And  when  he  Hands  difputing,  when  you  bid  him. 

Or  but  thinks  of  his  Eltate,  Father,  Mother, 

Friends,  Wife,  and  Children, 

H’ is  a fool,  and  I Horn  him. 

And ’t  be  but  to  make  dean  his  fword,  acowardy 
Men  have  forgot  their  fealty  to  beauty. 

Had  I the  place  in  your  affedions. 

My  moH  unworthy  Uncle  is  fit  to  fall  from. 


Liv’d 


267 


The  Jfland  Trincefs, 


Liv’d  in  thole  blclled  eyes,  and  read  the  rtorics 
Of  everlalfing  plcafnres  figur’d  there, 

I vvou’d  find  out  your  commands  before  you  thought  ’em, 
And  bring  ’em  to  you  done,  c’r  you  dream’t  of  ’cm. 

1 admire  his  boldncfs. 

Fyn.  This,  or  any  things 
Your  brothers  death,  mine  Uncles,  any  mans. 

No  flate  that  ftands  fccure,  if  you  frown  on  it. 

Look  on  m^youth,  I bring  no  blaftings  to  you, 

The  firft  llovver  of  my  ftrength,  my  faith. 

J^if.  No  more  Sir  i 

I am  too  willing  to  believe,  reft  fatisfi’d  •, 

If  you  dare  do  for  me,  I (hall  be  thankful: 

You  area  handlbme  Gentleman,  a fair  one. 

My  fervant  if  youpleafe  •,  1 feal  it  thus,  Sir. 

No  more,  till  you  deferve  more.  Exit. 

Pyn.  I am  rewarded : 

This  woman’s  cunning,  but  ftie’s  bloody  tooy 
Although  fne  pulls  her  Tallons  in,  ftie’s  mifehievous  i 
Form’d  like  the  face  of  Heaven,  clear  and  tranlparent  •, 

I muft  pretend  ftill,  bear ’em  both  in  hopes. 

For  fear  Ibme  bloudy  (lave  thruft  in  indeed, 

Falbion’d  andflelli’d,  to  what  they  wilh  : well  Uncle, 

What  will  become  of  this,  and  what  difhonor 
Follow  this  fatal  lliaft,  if  Ibot,  let  time  tell, 

I can  but  only  fear,  and  ftrive  to  crofs  it.  Exit. 

Enter  Armufia,  Emanuel, Soza. 

Ent.  Why  are  you  thus  fad  > what  can  grieve  or  vex  you 
That  have  the  pleafures  of  the  world,  the  profits, 

The  honor,  and  the  loves  at  your  difpofes  ? 

Why  fhould  a man  that  wants  nothing,  want  his  quiet 
I want  what  beggars  are  above  me  in,  content  y 
want  the  grace  I have  merited. 

The  favor,  the  due  refpeeft. 

Soz.  Does  not  the  King  allow  it  ? 

^r.  YTs,  and  all  honors  elle,  alllcanask. 

That  he  has  power  to  give  y but  from  his  Sifter, 

The  fcornful  cruelty,  forgive  me  beauty. 

That  I tranlgrefs  from  her  thatlhouldlookonme. 

That  ftiould  a little  fmile  upon  my  fervice. 

And  fofter  mydeferts  for  her  own  faiths  fake; 

That  fhould  at  leaft  acknowleage  me,  fpeak  tome. 

Soz.  And  you  goe  whining  up  and  down  for  this.  Sir.'? 
Lamenting  and  difputing  of  your  grievances  ? 

Sighing  and  fobbing  like  a fullen  School-boy, 

Andcurfing  good-wife  fortune  for  this  favour  ? 

What  would  you  have  me  doe .? 

Soz.  Doe  what  you  fhould  do. 

What  a man  would  doe  in  this  cafe,  a wife  man. 

An  underftanding  man  that  knows  a woman ; 

Knows  her  and  all  her  tricks,  her  fcorns,and  all  her  trifles : 
Goe  to  her,  and  take  her  in  your  arms,  and  fhake  her. 

Take  her  and  tofs  her  like  a barr. 

Em.  But  befure  you  pitch  her  upon  a Feather-bed, 

Shake  her  between  a pair  of  Sheets,  Sir, 

There  fnakethefe  fullen  fits  out  of  her,fpareher  not  there  ; 
There  you  may  break  herWill,and  bruife  no  bone.  Sir. 

Soz.  Goe  to  her. 

Em.  That’s  the  way. 

Soi,.  And  tell  her,  and  boldly. 

And  do  not  mince  the  matter,  nor  mock  your  felf. 

With  being  too  indulgent  to  her  pride : 

Let  her  hear  roundly  from  ye,  what  ye  are. 

And  what  ye  have  deferved.  and  what  fhe  muft  be. 

Em.  And  be  not  put  off  like  a common  fellow. 

With  the  Princefs  would  be  private. 

Or  that  fhe  has  taken  phyfick,  and  admits  none; 

I would  talk  to  her  any  where. 

^r.  It  makes  me  fmile. 

Ew.  Now  you  look  handlbmly : 

Had  I a wench  to  win,  I would  fo  flutter  her ; 

They  love  a man  thatcrufhes  ’em  toverjuce  ; 


' A woman  held  at  hard  mcjr,is  your  Spaniel. 

Soz.  Pray  take  our  council.  Sir. 

/4r.  1 fliall  do  Ibmething, 

But  not  your  way,  iefhews  too  boiftcrous. 

For  myafleftions  areas  fair  and*gentle. 

As  her  they  ferve. 

Enter  King. 

Soz.  The  King. 

King.  Why  how  now  friend? 

Why  do  you  rob  me  of  the  company 
I love  fo  dearly,  Sir,  1 have  beenfeekiog  youj 
For  when  I want  you,  1 want  all  myplcafurc: 

Why  fad.?  thus  fad  ftil)  man?  I will  not  have  it; 

1 muft  not  fee  the  face  I love  thus  fliadowed.  (him : 
Em.  And’t  plcafe  your  Grace,  methinks  it  ill  becomes 
A foldicr  fhould  be  jovial,  high  andlufty. 

iC/w,  He  fliall  be  16,  come,  come,  1 know  your  reafbn. 
It  fhall  be  none  to  crofs  you,  ye  fliall  have  her. 

Take  myword,  (*tis  a Kings  word)  ye  fhall  have  her. 

She  fhall  be  yours  or  nothing,  pray  be  merry. 

Arm.  Your  Grace  has  given  me  caufe,  I fhall  be  Sir, 

And  ever  your  poor  fervant. 

King.  Me  my  felf,  Sir, 

My  better  felf,  I fhall  find  time,  and  fuddainly. 

To  gratifie  your  loves  too,  Gentlemen, 

And  make  you  know  how  much  I Hand  bound  to  you  : 
Nay,  ’tisnot  worth  your  thanks,  no  further  complement; 
Will  you  go  with  me  friend? 

Arm.  I befeech  your  Grace, 

Spare  me  an  hour  or  two,  I fhall  wait  on  you, 

Some  little  private  bufinefs  with  my  felf.  Sir, 

For  fuch  a time. 

King.  I’ll  hinder  no  devotion. 

For  I know  you  are  regular.  I’ll  take  you  Gentlemen, 
Becaufe  hefnall  have  nothing  to  difhirbhim, 

I fhall  look  for  your  friend. 

Exeunt.  Armufia. 

Enter  Paniira. 

Arm.  I dare  not  fall.  Sir: 

What  fhall  I do  to  make  her  know  my  mifery, 

To  make  her  fenlible.?  This  is  her  wo  Tan, 

I have  a toy  come  to  me  fuddenly. 

It  may  work  for  the  beft,  Ihe  can  but  fcorn  me, 

And  lower  than  I am,  I cannot  tumble. 

I’ll  try,  what  e’er  my  fate  be— Good  even  fair  one. 

Fan.  ’Tis  the  brave  ftranger — Agoodnighttoyou,Sir. 
Now  by  my  Ladies  hand,  a goodly  Gentleman  ! 

How  happy  fhall  fhe  be  in  fuch  a Husband? 

Wou’d  I were  fo  provided  too. 

Arm.  Good  pretty  one. 

Shall  I keep  you  company  for  an  hour  or  two  ? 

I want  employment  for  this  evening. 

I am  an  honeft  man. 

Pan.  I dare  believe  ye : 

Or  if  ye  were  not.  Sir,  that’s  no  great  matter, 

We  take  mens  promifes,  wou’d  ye  ftay  with  me,  Sir  ? 

Arm.  Soitpleafe  you,  pray  let’s  be  better  acquainted, 

I know  you  are  the  Princefles  Gentlewoman, 

And  wait  upon  her  near. 

Pan.  ’Tis  like  I do  fo. 

Arm.  And  may  befriend  a man,  do  him  fair  courtefies. 

If  he  have  bufinefs  your  way. 

Pan.  I underftand  ye. 

Arm.  So  kind  an  office,  that  you  may  bind  a gentleman, 
Hereafter  to  be  yours;  and  your  way  too. 

And  ye  may  blefs  the  hour  you  did  this  benefit : 

Sweet  handfbme  faces  fnould  have  courteous  minds. 

And  ready  faculties. 

Pan.  Tell  me  your  bufinefs, 

Yet  if  1 think  it  be  to  her,  your  felf,  Sir, 

L 1 2 


For 


:>68  The  fjland  Trincejs. 

For  1 kr.ow  whar  you  are,  and  what  we  hold  yc, 

Ap.diii  what  grace  yc  Idand,  without  alccond, 

1 or  that  biit  darkens,  you  won’d  do'it  better, 

1 he  rrirAcfs  mull  be  pleas’d  with  your  accellesi 
Tin  lure  1 Iboiild. 

1 wanL  a Courtiers  boldnefs. 

Alldam  yet  but  a li ranger,  IwouM  fain fpeak  with  her : 
fj'i.  ’Tisvery  late,  and  upon  her  hour  of  llccp,Sir. 

• ,'{r.  Pray  ye  wear  this,  aixl  believe  my  meaning  civil, 

My  bnniieis  of  that  fair  relpeCf  and  carriage  : 

I'ins  I'or  our  more  accpiaintance.  Jewel. 

r.:n.  How  dole  l>e  kilics  ? 

And  how  I'enliblc  the  pallings  of  his  lips  arc? 

I mail  do  it,  and  I were  to  be  bang’d  now,  and  I will  doit : 
He  ri'uy  do  as  much  for  me,  that’s  all  1 aim  at, 

And  come  what  will  cn’t,  life  or  death,  I’ll  dolt. 

For  ten  Inch  kilics  more,  and  ’twere  hightrcalbn. 

Artn.  1 wou’dbc  private  with  her. 

P i>}.  So  you  Ihall, 

’Tis  not  worth  thatiksclfe,  you  mnft  dilpatch quick. 

Wrw.  Suddenly. 

Pan.  And  I muft  leave  you  in  my  chamber,  Siry 
W here  you  miifl;  lock  your  felf  that  none  may  fee  yoiv, 
’Tis  dole  to  her,  you  cannot  mifsthccnfrancc, 

W'hcn  Ihe  comes  do wiuo  bed. 

Arm.  1 nndcrlland  ye,  and  once  more  thank  ye  Lady. 

Pin  Thank  me  but  thus. 

Arm.  If  I fail  thee 

Come  clofc  then.  'Ex. 

Enter  Qglfara,  an<i  Quifana. 

ilit  'ifjr.  ’Tis  late  good  Aunt,  to  bed,  I am  ev’n  unready, 
My  woman  will  not  be  long  away. 

Hjijait;  1 wou’d  have  you  a little  merrier  firft, 

1 et  me  lit  byy’^e,  and  read  or  difeourfe 
-omethingthat  ye  fancy,  or  take  my  inllrument. 

No,  no  I thank  you, 

H'-all  llccp  without  rhefc,  I wrong yoiir  age  Aunt 
”b  make  ye  wait  thus,  pray  let  me  intreat  ye, 
omerrow  i’ll  fee  ye,  1 knew  y’arellcepy, 

And  reft  will  be  a welcome  giielf,  you  fliall  not, 
mdeedyou  fnalinot  llayy  oh  here’s  my  woman,. 

Enter  Panura. 

Cood  night,  good  night,  and  good  reft  Aunt  attend  you. 

Sleep  dwell  upon  your  eyes, and  fair  dreams  court  ye. 
^{ij'ir.  Come, vvltcrc have  you  been  wench?  make  me  unrea- 
llept  but  id  lalf  night.  (dy, 

Pan.  You’il  deep  the  better 
1 hope  no  night, -Viadam. 

^ifar.  A little  rdt  contents  me  y 
rhou  loved:  thy  bed  Panura. 

Pan.  I am  nek  in  love  Lady, 

Nor  feldom  dream  of  devils,  I deep  loundly. 

0uifar.  I’ll  fwear  thou  dod,  thy  Husband  wou’d  hot  take 
If  thouwert  niarricd  wench.  (it  lb  well 

Pa/T.  Let  him  take, Madam, 

The  way  to  waken  me,  I am  no  Dormoufe, 
flusl:)andshavc  larumbels,  if  they  but 
Ring  once. 

§uifar.  Thou  art  a merry  wench. 

Pin.  I Ihall  live  the  longer. 
i>uifar.  Prcthcc  fetch  my  Book. 

Pan.  I am  glad  of  that. 

^TtiJ'ar.  I’ll  read  awhile  before  I deep. 

Pan.  1 will  xMadam. 

^uifar.  And  if  IK Dial  meet  you,  and  be  importunate, 

He  may  come  in. 

Pan.  1 have  a better  fare  for  you. 

Now  kail  in  light  play  L 

Exit, 

Enter  Armulia,  locks  the  door. 

^tifar.  Why  fhould  I love  him  ? 

Why  ihould  1 doar  upon  a man  deferves  not, 

Noi  has  no  will  to  work  it  ? who’s  there  wench  ? 
What  are  you  ? or  whence  come  you  .<* 

Arm.  Ye  may  know  me, 

I bring  not  fuch  amazement,  noble  Lady. 

^ifar.  Who  let  you  in? 

Arm.  My  rcdlefs  love  that  ferves  ye. 

^ijar.  This  is  an  impudence  I have  not  heard  of, 

A riidenefs  that  becomes  a thief  or  ruffian- 
Norniallmy  brothers  love  protect  this  boldnefs, 

You  build  fo  ftronglyon,  my  rooms  arc  landuaries, 

And  with  that  reverence,  they  that  leek  my  favours. 
And  humble  tears,  Ihall  render  their  approaches, 

Arm.  Mine  a'rcno  Icfs, 

^uifar.  I am  Midrils  of  my  felf,  ^ir. 

And  will  be  lb,  I wiilnotbethns  vilited: 

Thcle  fears  and  dangers  thrud  into  my  privacy. 

Stand  further  oft’  I’ll  cry  out  elfe. 

Arm.  Oil  dear  Lady! 

^uifar.  I lee  dilhonor  in  your  eyes. 

Arm.  There  is  none: 

By  all  that  beauty  they  are  innocent ; 

Pray  ye  tremble  not,  you  have  no  caule. 

^ifar.  I’ll  dye  firlt^  . 

Befoieyou  have  your  Will,  be  torn  in  pieces  *, 

The  li  tleftrength  I have  left  me  to  refill  you, 

Ti  e gods  will  give  me  more,  before  I am  forc’d 

To  taat  I hate,  or  fuffer 

Arm.  You  wrong  my  duty. 

^ifar.  So  bafe  a violation  of  my  liberty? 

I know  you  are  bent  unnobly  ^ I’ll  take  to  ni- 
The  fpirit  of  a man^  borrow  his  boldnefs, 

And  force  my  womans  fears  into  a madnefs. 

And  e’r  you  arrive  at  what  you  aim  at  — • 

Arm.  Lady, 

If  there  be  in  you  any  womans  pity  *, 

And  if  your  fears  have  not  proclaim’d  me  monffirous^ 
Look  on  me,  and  believe  me;,  is  this  violence? 

Is  it  to  fall  thus  proftrateto  your  beauty 
A ruffians  boldnefs  is  humility  a rudenels  ? 

The  griefs  and  forrows  that  grow  here  an  impudence? 

Thefe  forcings,  and  theft  fears  I bring  along  with  me  j 

Theft  impudent  abiifts  offered  ye  i 

And  thus  high  has  your  brothers  favour  blown  me  t 

Alas  dear  Lady  of  my  life,  I came  not 

With  any  purpoft,  rough  or  defperatc, 

With  any  thought  that  was  not  linooth  and  gentk. 

As  your  fair  hand,  with  any  doubt  or  danger 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart  to  fright  your  quiet  ^ 

A heavy  curie  light  on  it,  when  1 intend  it, 

^uifar.  Now  1 dare  hear  you. 

Arm.  If  I had  been  mifchicvoiis, 

As  then  I muft:  be  mad or  were  a monller. 

If  any  fuch  bafe  thought  had  harbour’d  here. 

Or  violence  that  became  not  man, 

You  have  a thoufand  bulwarks  to  aftiire  you. 

The  holy  powers  bear  fhields  to  defend  chaftity. 

Your  honor,  and  your  virtues  arc  fuch  armours ; 

Your  clear  thoughts  fuch  defences-,  ifyoumif-doubt  Hill 
And  yet  retain  a fear,  I am  nothoneft, 

Come  with  impure  thoughts  to  this  place  ^ 

Take  this,  and  fticath  it  here-,  be  your  own  fafety}. 

Be  wift,  and  rid  your  fears,  and  let  mcperilli  • 

How  willing  ftiall  I ficep  to  fatisfie  you. 

^uifar.  No,  I bclicvc now,  you  Ipeak  worthily^ 

What  came  you  then  for  ? 

Arm.  I'o  complain  me,  beauty^ 

But  modcftly. 

^ifar.  Of  what? 

Arm.  Of  ^^r  fierce  ctuelty, 

'or  though  I dye,  I will  not  blamethc  doer: 

Humbly 
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Humbly  to  tell  your  grace,  ye  had  forgot  me; 

A little  to  have  touch’d  at,  not  accufed. 

For  that  1 dare  not  do,  your  (corns,  pray  pardon  me 
\nd  be  not  angry  that  1 ulc  the  liberty 
To  urge  that  word,  a little  to  have  flicw’d  you 
'What  1 have  been,  and  what  done  to  deferveyc. 

If  any  thing  that  love  commands  may  reach  ye  : 

Tohavc  remembred  ye,  but  1 am  unv.'orthy, 
Andtothatmifery  falls  all  my  fortunes' 

To  have  told  ye,  andbymy  life  yemay  believe  me, 

That  lam  hoiieil:,  and  will  only  marry 
You,  or  your  memory  ^ pray  be  not  angry. 

I thank  you  Sir,  and  let  me  tell  you  rerioudy. 

Ye  have  taken  now  the  right  way  to  befriend  ye, 

And  to  beget  a fair  and  clear  opinion. 

Yet  to  try  your  obedience  - 
ylrm.  I ftand  ready  I ady. 

W ithout  prefuming  to  askany  thing. 

^ipr.  Or  at  this  time  to  hope  for  further  favour*, 

Or  to  remember  fcrviccs  or  fmiles;, 

Dangers  you  have  palt  through,  and  rewards  due  to  ’em  •, 
Loves  cr  dcfpairs,  but  leaving  all  to  me; 

Quit  this  place  prefently. 

Jrm.  I lliall  obey  yc. 


Yet  Hill,  ft  ill,  ftill  a Coward,  ever  Coward^ 

And  with  thole  taints,  dolt  thou  upbraid  my  virtues? 

I was  too  blame 

Lady. 

So  blindly  bold  to  touch  at  my  behaviour? 
Durlt  thou  but  look  amifs  at  my  allowance 
If  thou  hadft;  been  a brave  fellow,thou  hadft  had  fomc  licence 
Some  liberty  1 might  have  then  allowed  thee 
For  thy  good  face,  Ibmefcopc  to  have  argued  with  me  • 

But  being  nothing  but  a Ibund,  a diape,  ’ 

The  meet  ligu  of  a Soldier — of  a Lover. 

The  dregs  and  drafty  part,  difgrace  and  jealoulle, 

' Icorii  thee and  contemn  thee. 

Kn.  Deal  cl  L I, ady, 

f I have  bceiuoo  freC' 

'I'hou  haft:  been  too  fooli/li, 

\nd  go  on  ftill,  I’llftudyto  forget thce> 
would  1 could,  and  yet  1 pity  thee. 

Kh.  I am  not  worth  it,  if  I were,  that’s  mifery. 

The  next  door  is  but  death,  I mult  aim  at  it.  Exit 
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iv  tf . Ha  ? 

Arm.  WTo’s  this  ? 

W hat  art  thou  ? 

R«.  A Gentleman. 

Arm.  Thon  art  no  more  I’m  fure:  oh  ’tisR»^  T)iaf\ 
^low  high  he  looks,  and  harlh  > 

Ku.  Is  there  not  door  enough. 

You  take  fuch  elbow  room? 

Arm.  If  I take  it.  I’ll  carry  it. 

R H.  Does  this  become  you  Princefi  ? 
j4rm.  The  Captain's  jealous. 

Jealous  of  that  he  never  durftdeferve  yet^ 

Goe  freely,  goe.  I’ll  give  thee  leave. 

R«.  Y^our  leave, Sir/ 

Arm.  Yes  my  leave  Sir,  I’ll  not  be  troubled  neither^ 
Norlhall  my  heart  ake,  or  my  head  be  jealous. 

Nor  ftrange  fufpitious  thoughts  reign  in  my  memory  j 
Go  on.  and  dothyworft.  I’ll  fmile  at  thee  ^ 

I kifs  your  fair  hand  hrlt,  then  farewel  Captain.  Exit. 

£hfifar.  What  a pure  ibul  inherits  here  ? what  innocence/ 
Sure  I was  blind  when  I firft;  lov’d  this  fellow, 

And  long  to  live  in  that  fogg  ftill  *.  how  he  bluffers  ! 

Ku.  Ami  your  property  ? or  thofe  your  flatteries. 

The  banquets  that  ye  bid  me  to,  the  truft: 

I build  my  goodly  hopes  on  ? 

J^'tfar.  Be  more  temperate. 

Ru.  Arethele  the  Ihews  of  your refpeft and  favour? 
W'hat  did  he  here,  what  language  had  he  with  ye  ? 

Did  ye  invite  ? could  ye  ftay  no  longer  ? 

Is  he  fo  gracious  in  your"  eye  ? 

J^ifar.  You  are  too  forward. 

Ku.  Why  at  thefc  private  hours.? 

J^uifar.  "You  are  too  laucy. 

Too  impudent  to  task  me  with  thofe  errors. 

Do  ye  know  what  I am  Sir,  and  my  prerogative.? 

Though  you  be  a thing  I have  call’d  by  th’  name  of  friend, 
1 never  taught  you  to  dilpofo  my  liberty  ^ 

How  durlt  you  touch  mine  honor  > blot  my  meanings  ? 
And  name  an  adioo,  and  of  mine  but  noble? 

Thou  poor  unworthy  thing,  how  have  I grac’d  thee  ? 
How  have  I nouriftit  thee  and  railed  thee  hourly? 
Arethefe  the  gratitudes  you  bring  KuyVinsl 
I The  thanks  ? thelervices?  I am  fairly  paid  j 
j Was’t  not  enough  I faw  thon  wert  a Coward, 

1 And  ftiaddowed  thee?  no  noble  fparkle  in  thee  ? 

1 Daily  provok'd  thee,  and  ftill  found  thee  coward? 

' Rais’d  noble caufes  for  thee,  ftra'ngers  ftarted  at*. 


Sexna  Trim  a. 

Enter  King  and  Cover nm'.,  li\e  a Moor-Priefi. 

Kin.  OD  far  and  truly  you  have  dilcoveredtonie 
O The  former  currents  of  my  life  and  fortune, 
That  lam  bound  to  acknowledge  ye  moll  holy, 

And  certainly  to  credit  your  prediftions. 

Of  what  are  yet  to  come. 

Gov.  I am  no  Iyer, 

’Tis  ftrange  Ifl;ould,  and  live  fo  near  a neighbor: 

But  thefe  are  not  my  ends. 

Kiu.  Pray  ye  fit  good  father. 

Certain  a reverend  man,  and  moll  religious. 

Gov.  I,  that  belief’s  well  now,  and  let  me  work  then, 
i’ll  make  ye  curfe  Religion  e’r  I leave  ye. 

1 have  liv’d  a longtime  Son,  a mew’d  up  man, 

Sequefter’d  by  the  fpecial  hand  of  Heaven 
From  the  worlds  vanities,  bid  farewel  to  follies, 

Andlhook  hands  with  all  heats  of  youth  and  plealures. 

As  in  a dream  thefe  twenty  years  1 have  flumber’d. 

Many  a cold  Moon  have  I,  in  meditation 
And  fearching  out  the  hidden  Wils  of  heaven. 

Lain  fliaking  under^  many  a burning  Sun 
Has  fear’d  my  body,  and  boil’d  up  my  blood, 

Feebl’d  my  knees,  and  ftampt  a Mcagernefs 
Upon  my  figure,  all  to  find  out  knowledge, 

Which  I have  now  attained  to,  thanks  to  heaven, 

All  for  my  coiintreys  good  too : and  many  a vifion. 

Many  a millick  vifion  have  I feen  Son. 

And  many  alight  from  heaven  which  has  been  terrible, 
W'hercin  the  Goods  and  Evils  of  thefe  lOands 
Were  lively  lhadowed  ^ many  a charge  I have  had  too. 

Still  as  the  time  grew  ripe  to  reveal  thefe, 

To  travel  and  difeover,  now  I am  come  Son, 

The  hour  is  now  appointed. 

My  tongue  is  touch’d,  and  now  I fpcak. 

Kin.  Do  Holy  man.  I’ll  hear  ye. 

Gov.  Beware  thefe  Portugals.,  I fay  beware ’em’, 

Thefe  Imooth-fac’d  ftrangers^  ha\*e  an  eye  upon  ’em. 
Thecaufe  is  now  the  God’s,  hear,  and  believe  King, 

King.  I do  hear,  but  before  1 give  ralh  credit. 

Or  hang  too  light  on  belief,  which  is  a fin,  father  ^ 

Know  I have  found  ’em  gentle,  faithful,  valiant, 

And  am  in  my  particular,  bound  to  ’em, 

I mean  to  fome  for  my  moft  ftrange  deliverance. 

Gov.  Oh  Son,  the  future  aims  of  men,  obferverae, 
Above  their  prefent  a<ftions,  and  their  glory, 
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-ArctobclookM  nt,  the  Stars  (liew  many  turnings, 
if  you  couliilcc,  mark  but  with  my  eyes,  pupil  •, 
i hole  men  came  hither,  asmy  viliontells  me,. 

Poor  weather-beaten,  almoll  lofi:,  flarv’d,  feebicd. 

Their  vellcls  like  thcmlelvcs,  molh  mifcrablev. 

Made  a Fong  <utc  for  trafl'ique,  and  for  comfort. 

To  vent  their  childrens  top,  cure  their  d’lfeafes-. 

I'fccyhaa  their  lute,  they  landed,  andtoth’  rate 
Grow  rich  and  powerful,  liickt  the  fat,  and  freedom. 

Of  this  moft  blcflcd  llle,  taught  her  to  tremble, 
Witnefsthc  Cahleherc,  the  Citadel, 

1 hey  haveclapt  upon  the  neck  of  your  7'iJore, 

This  happy  Town,  till  that  flic  knew  thefc  llrangers. 

To  cheek  Her  when  file’s  jolly. 

King.  They  have  fo  indeed  Father. 

Gov.  Take  heed,  take  heed,  I find  your  fair  delivery. 
Though  you  be  pleas’d  to  glorilie  that  fortune. 

And  think  thefc  ftrangers  gods,  take  heed  I fay, 

I find  it  but.  a haiidfome  preparation, 

Afair-fac’d  ProFoguc  to  a further  mifehief: 

Mark  but  the  end  good  King,  the  pin  he  flicots  at 
That  was  the  man  deliver’d  ye  ^ the  mirror. 

Your  Sifter  is  his  due  •,  what’s  Ihc,  your  heir.  Sir? 

And  what’s  he  a kin  then. to  the  kingdom  ? 

But  heirs  arc  not  ambitious,  who  thenfuffers? 

W hat  reverence  fliall  the  gods  have?  and  what  juftice 
The  mifcrable  people  ? what  Ihall  they  do  ? 

King.  Fie  points  at  truth  directly. 

Gov.  Think  of  thefc  Son : 

The  perfon,  nor  the  manner  I miflike  not 
Of  your  preferver,  nor  the  whole  man  together. 

Were  he  but  feafon’din  the  Faith  we  are. 

In  our  Devotions  learn’d. 

King.  You  fay  right  Father. 

Gov.  To  change  our  Worfliips  now,  and  our  Religion? 
To  be  tray  tor  to  our  God? 

King.  Ygm  have  well  ad vi fed  me. 

And  I will  ferioully  confidcr  Father, 

In  the  mean  time  you  fnall  have  your  fair  accefs 
Unto  my  Siller,  adviCc  her  to  your  purpofe, 
iAndietme  Rill  knowhow  the  gods  determine. 

Cro.  I will,  but  niy  main  end  is  to  advile 
ThedefrrucRion  of  you  all,  a general  mine, 

And  when  I am  reveng’d,  let  the  gods  whillle.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias,  and  Pynicra 

T.ny.  Indeed,  I am  right  glad  ye  were  not  greedy, 

And  fndden  in  performing  what  I will’d  you, 

Upon  the  perfon  of  Armufij, 

I was  afraid,  fo.- 1 well  knew  your  valour. 

And  love  to  rac. 

Pv.  ’Twas  not  a fair  thing.  Uncle, 

It  fnew’d  not  liandfome,  carried  no  man  inlr.^ 

Euy.  1 mult  confefs  ’twasiliv  and  I abhor  it. 

Only  this  good  has  rifen  from  this  evil  s 
I have  tried  your  honefly^  and  find  proof, 

A conflancy  that  will  not  be  corrupted, 

And  I much  honor  it. 

Py.  This  Fell  founds  better. 

Kuy.  .My  anger  now,  andthardilgraccIhavcfufTcr’d, 
Shall  be  more  manly  vented,  and  wip’d  off, 

And  my  fick  honor  cur’d  the  right  and  flraight  way  ^ 

My  Sword’s  in  my  hand  now  Nephew,  mycaufe  upon  it. 
And  man  to  man,  one  valour  to  another. 

My  hope  to  his. 

Py.  Why?  this  is  likcK^  Viasl 
This  carries  fomethingof  fome  fubftance  in  it  ^ 

.yome  mettle  and  feme  man,  this  founds  a Gentleman  \ 
Andrew  methinks  yeutter  what  becomes  ye-, 

To  kill  men  feurvily,  ’tis  fuch  a dog-trick, 

Such  aRat-catchers  occupation 

Ku.  It  is  no  better, 

PiUt  Pyniero.,  now 

Pj).  Now  you  do  bravely. 


Kk.  The  diflcrencc  of  our  States  flung  by,  forgotten, 
The  full  opinion  I have  won  in  fervice. 

And  fuch  relpefls  that  may  not  fliew  iks  equal,, 

Laid  handfonily  alide,  only  our  foitunes,. 

And  lingle  manhoods 

Py.  In  a fervice,  Sir, 

Of  thismofl  noble  nature,  all  I am, 
in  had  ten  lives  more,  thofeandmy  fortunes 
Are  ready  for  ye,  I had  thought  ye  hadforfworn  fighting, 
Or  banifh’d  thole  brave  thoughts  were  wont  to  wait  upon 
I am  glad  to  lee  ’em  call’d  home  agen.  you^ 

Kuy.  They  are  Nephew, 

And  thou  llialt  fee  what  fire  they  carry  in  them. 

Here,  you  guefs  what  this  means.  shews  a challenge. 

Py.  Yes  very  well,  Sir, 

A portion  of  Scripture  that  puzles  many  an  interpreter. 

Kuy.  As  loon  as  you  can  find  him 

Py.  That  will  not  be  long  Uncle, 

And  o’ my  confcience  he’ll  be  ready  as  quickly. 

Kuy.  1 make  no  doubt  good  Nephew,  carry  it  Co 
If  you  can  polTible,  that  we  may  fight. 

Py.  Nay  you  fliall  fight,  afliire  your  felf. 

Ku.  Pray  ye  hear  me 

In  fome  fuch  place  where  it  may  be  poITible 
The  Princefs  may  behold  us. 

Py.  1 conceive  ye. 

Upon  the  fand  behind  the  Callle,  Sir, 

A place  remote  enough,  and  there  be  windows 
Out  of  her  Lodgings  too,  or  I am  miRaken. 

Kuy.  Y’are  i’  th’  right,  if  ye  can  work  that  handlbmly— 
Py.  Let  me  alone,  and  pray  be  you  prepar’d 
Some  three  hours  hence. 

Kuy.  I will  not  fail. 

Py.  Get  you  home. 

And  if  you  have  any  things  to  difpole  of. 

Or  a few  light  prayers 

That  may  befriend  you,  run  ’em  over  quickly, 

I warrant.  I’ll  bring  hinr  on, 

Kuy.  Farewel  Nephew, 

And  when  we  meet  again 

Py.  I,  I,  fight  handlbmly  j 
Take  a good  draught  or  two  of  Wine  to  fettle  ye, 

’I  'is  an  excellent  armour  for  an  ill  confcience.  Uncle » 

I am  glad  to  fee  this  mans  converllon, 

I was  afraid  fair  honor  had  been  bed-rid, 

Or  beaten  out  o’  th’  Ifland,  foldiers,  and  good  ones, 
Intended  fuch  bafe  courfes?  ? he  will  fight  now, 

And  I believe  too  bravely  •,  I have  fecn  him 
Curry  a fellows  carkallehandlbmely  r 
And  intheheadofatroop,  Rand  as  ifhe  had  been  rooted 
Dealing  large  doles  of  death  ^ vvhatarafcal  was  I (there,' 
I did  not  fee  his  will  drawn? 

What  does  Ihehere? 

Enter  Quilara. 

If  there  be  any  miRhief  towards,  a woman  makes  one  Rill^ 
Now  what  new  bufinels  is  for  me? 

^ijar.  I was  fending  for  ye, 

But  itnce  we  have  met  Ib  fair. 

You  have  fav’d  that  labour  ^ I muR  intreat  you,  Sir — . 

Py.  Anything  Madam, 

Your  Wils  are  my  Commands, 

Sluifar.  Y’are  nobly  courteous*. 

Upon  my  better  thoughts  Signior  Pyniero, 

And  my  more  peaceable  confiderations. 

Which  now  I find  the  richer  ornaments  *, 

I wou’d  defire  you  to  attempt  no  farther 
AgainR  the  perlbn  of  the  noble  ftranger. 

In  truth  I am  afliam’d  of  my  Riare  in’t  i 
Nor.be  incited  farther  by  your  Uncle, 

I fecit  will  fit  ill  upon  your  perfon  *, 

1 have  conficlcred,  and  it  will  flievv  ugly. 

Carried  at  bcR,  amoR  unheard  of  cruelty, 

Py. 
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Good  Sir  delill— — - 

Py.  You  Ipcak  now  liken  woman. 

And  wondrtHis  well  this  tendernefs  becomes  ye  ^ 

But  this  you  muft  remember— your  command 
Was  laid  on  vvithakifs,  and  ferioiilly 
It  mull:  be  taken  off  the  fame  way,  Madam, 

Or  I (land  bound  IHll. 

^lifar.  That  lhall  not  endanger  ye, 

Look  ye  fair  Sir,  thus  I take  ott  that  duty. 

Py.  Byth’mafs  ’twas  loft  aiidfweet. 

Some  bloods  would  bound  now. 

And  run  a tilt  ^ do  not  you  think  bright  beauty; 

You  have  done  me  in  this  kifs,  a mighty  favour. 

And  that  Illaiid  bound  by  virtue  of  this  honor. 

To  do  what  ever  you  command  me  ? 

^ifir.  I think  Sir, 

From  me  thefe  are  unufual  courtefics. 

And  ought  to  berefpeTedfo  •,  there  arefbme. 

And  men  of  no  mean  rank,  would  hold  themfclves 
Not  poorly  bleft  to  tafte  of  Inch  a bounty. 

Py.  I know  there  are,  that  wou’d  do  many  unjuft  things 
For  filch  a kifs,  and  yet  I hold  this  mc^efl: ; 

All  villanies,  body  and  foul  difpenfe  with. 

For  filch  a provocation,  kill  their  kindred, 

Demolifh  the  fair  credits  of  their  Parents; 

Thole  killes  1 am  not  acquainted  with,  moft  certain  Madam, 
The  appurtenance  of  this  kifs  wou’d  not  provoke  me 
To  do  a mifehief,  ’tis  the  devils  own  dance. 

To  bekifs’d  into  cruelty. 

I am  glad  you  make  that  ufe  Sir. 

Py.  I am  gladder 

That  you  made  me  believe  you  were  cruel. 

For  by  thi5hand,  I know  I am  fo  honefl:. 

However  I deceiv’d  ye,  ’twas  high  time  too, 

\Some  common  Have  might  have  been  fet  upon  it  elfey 
That  willingly  1 wou’d  not  kill  a dog 
That  could  biit  fetch  and  carry  for  a woman. 

She  mull:  be  a good  woman  made  me  kick  him. 

And  that  will  be  hard  to  find,  to  kill  a man. 

If  you  will  give  me  leave  to  get  another. 

Or  any  file  that  plaid  the  belt  game  at  it. 

And  ’fore  a womans  anger,  prefer  her  fancy< 

I take  it  in  you  well. 

Py.  I thank  ye  Lady, 

And  I fhall  ftudyto  confirm  it. 

Do  Sir, 

For  this  time,  and  this  prefent  caufe,  I allow  it,i 
Moft  holy  Sir. 

Enter  Governor.^  Quifana,  and  Panura.i 

Gov.  Blels  ye  my  Royal  Daughter, 

And  in  you,  blefs  this  Ifland  Heaven, 

- Qmi^ar.  Good  Aunt, 

What  think  ye  of  this  man  ? 

^ifan.  Sure  h’ is  a wife  man. 

And  a Religious,  he  tells  us  things  have  hapened 
So  many  years  ago,  almoft  forgotten. 

As  readily  as  if  they  were  done  this  hour.  , 

^ifar.  Does  he  not  meet  with  your  fharp  tongue? 

Pan.  He  tells  me  Madam, 

Marriage,  andmouldyCheefe  will  make  me  tamer. 

Gov.  A ftubborn  keeper,  and  worfe  fare,  • 

An  open  ftable,  and  cold  care. 

Will  tame  a Jade,  may  be  your  fnare. 

Pan.  BirLady,  a fharp  prophet,  when  this  proves  good. 
I’ll  bequeath  you  a skin  to  make  ye  a Hood. 

Gov.  Lady,  I would  talk  with  you. 

^ifar.  Do  reverend  Sir. 

Gov.  And  for  your  good,  for  that  that  muft  concern  ye, 
And  give  ear  wifely  to  me. 

Sluifar.  I fhall  father. 

i Gov.  You  are  a Princefs  of  that  excellence, 

.Sweetnefs,  and  grace,  that  Angel-like  fair  feature. 


Nay,  do  not  bhifl),  I do  not  flattcryou. 

Nor  do  I dote  in  telling  this,  I am  amazed  Lady, 

And  as  I think  the  gods  bellow’d  thclc  on  ye. 

The  gods  that  love  ye. 

I confefs  their  bounty. 

Gov.  Apply  it  then  to  their  ufe,  to  their  honor. 

To  them,  and  to  their  fcrvicc  give  this  fweetnefs  } 

They  have  an  inliant  great  ufe  of  your  goodnefs; 

You  are  a Saint  cltccm’dhere  for  your  beauty, 

And  many  a longing  heart 

.Qnifar.  I feck  no  fealty. 

Nor  will  I blcmifnthat,  heaven  has  feal’d  on  me, 

I know  my  worth,  indeed  the  Porut^als 
1 have  at  thole  commands,  and  their  laft  fervices. 

Nay,  even  their  lives,  fomuch  I think  my  handlbmnefs, 

That  what  Iftall  enjoyn 

Gov.  life  it  difcreetly. 

For  I perceive  ye  underftand  me  rightly. 

For  here  the  gods  regard  your  help,  and  fuddainly*, 

T\\t  Portugah,  likcfliarp  thorns  (mark  me  Lady) 

Stick  in  our  fides,  like  Razors,  wound  Religion, 

Draw  deep,  they  wound,  till  the  Lifc-bloud  follows, 

Our  gods  they  fpurn  at,  and  their  worfliips  (corn, 

A mighty  hand  they  bear  upon  our  government, 

Thefe  arc  the  men  your  miracle  muft  work  on. 

Your  heavenly  form,  either  to  root  them  out. 

Which  as  you  may  endeavour;  will  beeafie. 

Remember  whole  great  caufe  you  have  to  execute, 

T o nip  their  memory,  that  may  not  fpring  more 
Or  fairly  bring  ’em  home  to  our  devotions. 

Which  will  & blefled,  and  for  which  you  fainted. 

But  cannot  be,  and  they  go  ; let  me  buzle. 

^ifar.  Go  up  with  me, 

Wheie  we’ll  converfemore  privately; 

I’ll  fliew  ye  fhortly  how  I hold  their  temper ; 

And  in  what  chain  thir  fouls. 

Gov.  Keep  faff  that  hold  ftill. 

And  either  bring  that  chain,  and  thofe  bound  in  it,  • 

And  link  it  to  our  gods,  and  their  fair  worfhips. 

Or  Daughter,  pinch  their  hearts  apieces  with  it. 

I’ll  wait  upon  your  grace. 

^ifar.  Come  reverend  father. 

Vf ’ ait  you  below.  Ex.  Quifar.  and  Gov. 

Pan.  If  this  Prophet  were  a young  thing, 

I fhould  fufpedhim  now,  he  cleaves  fo  dole  to  her; 
Thefe  holy  Coats  are  long,  and  hide  iniquities, 

^ifatt.  Away,  away  fool,  a poor  wretch. 

Pan.  Thefe  poor  ones 

Warm  but  their  ftomachs  once 

^ifan.  Come  in,  thou  artfoolifii. 

Ex.  Quifania  and  Panura. 

Enter  Armufia,  Emanuel,  and  Pyniero. 

Arm.  I am  lorry.  Sir,  my  fortune  is  fo  ftubborn. 

To  court  my  fword  againft  my  Countreyman, 

I love  my  Nation  well,  and  where  I find 
A Portugal  of  noble  Name  and  Virtue, 

I am  his  humble  fervant,  Signior  Pyniero., 

Your  perfon,  nor  your  Uncles  am  I angry  with. 

You  are  both  fair  Gentlemen  in  my  opinion. 

And  I proteft,  I had  rather  ufe  my  fword 
In  your  defences,  than  againft  your  lafeties ; 

’Tis  methinks  a ftrange  dearth  of  enemies. 

When  we  feek  foes  among  our  felves. 

Em.  You  are  injured. 

And  you  muft  make  the  befton’t  now,  and  readieft: 

Arm.  You  fee  I am  ready  in  the  place,  and  arm’d 
To  his  defire  that  call’d  me. 

Py.  Ye  fpeak honeftly. 

And  I could  wifli  ye  had  met  on  terms  more  friendly, 

But  it  cannot  now  be  fo. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

Em,  Turn  Sir,  and  fee. 

Fy.  I have  kept  my  word  with  yc  Uncle, 

The  Gentleman  is  ready. 

Enter  Governor^  and  Quifara  above. 

Arm.  Ye  are  welcome. 

K«.  Bidthofe  fools  welcome,  that  affed  your  courtefie, 

I come  not  to  ufe  compliment,  ye  have  wrong’d  me, 

And  ye  fliall  feel,  proud  man,  e’r  I part  from  ye, 

The  effeds  of  that,  if  fortune  do  not  fool  me  ^ 

Thy  life  is  mine,  and  no  hope  fliall  redeem  thee. 

Arm . T hat’s  a proud  word , 

More  than  your  faith  can  juflifie. 

£hfifir.  Sure  they  will  fight. 

Kuy.  She’s  there,  I am  happy. 

Gov.  Let ’em  alone,  let ’em  kill  one  another, 

Thefe  arc  the  main  pods,  if  they  fall,  the  buildings 
Will  tumble  quickly. 

^nifjr.  How  temperate  Arnwfu} 

No  more,  be  quiet  yet. 

Arm.  1 am  not  bloody, 

N'or  do  not  feel  fuch  mortal  malice  in  me. 

But  fince  we  cannot  both  enjoy  the  Princely 
1 amrelolv’dto  fight. 

Euy.  Fight  home  Armufia.^ 

For  if  thou  faint’fl',or  fail’d 

Arm.  Do  ye  make  all  vantages  ? 

Kny  •,  Always unto  thy  life  I will  not  fpare  thee, 

Nor  look  not  for  thy  mercy. 

Arm.  1 am  arm’d  then. 

Kuy.  Stand  dill  I charge  ye  Nephew,  as  ye  honor  me. 
Arm.  And  good  Emanuel  dir  not — ^ 

Py.  Ye  fpeak  fitly. 

For  we  had  not  dood  idle  elfe. 

Gov.  I am  forty  for’t. 

Em.  But  fince  you  will  have  it  lb  — 

Eiiy.  Come  Sir. 

Arm.  I wait  ye. 

Py.  1 marry,  this  looks  handfomely. 

This  is  warm  work. 

Gov,  Both  fall  and’t  be  thy  Will.  Rwy.  falls. 

Py.  My  Uncle  dead  > 

Em.  Stand  dill,  ormyfwords  in 

Arm.  Now  brave 

Now  where’s  your  confidence,  your  prayers  ? quickly 
Your  ownfpitc  has  condemn'd  ye. 

^ifar.  Hold  Armufu. 

Ar.  Mod  happy  Lady. 

^ifar.  Hold,  and  let  him  rife, 

Sparc  him  for  me. 

Along  life  may  he  enjoy,  Lady. 

Gov,  W hat  ha  you  done  ? ’tis  better  they  had  all  penlht. 
^lifar.  Peace  father,  I work  for  the  bed-,  Armufxa. 

Be  in  the  Garden  an  hour  hence.  Ex.  Qu.  and  Gov. 

I fliall  Madam. 

Py,  Now  as  1 live,  a Gentleman  at  all  inches. 

So  brave  a mingled  temper  law  I never. 

Ar.  Why  arc  ye  fad  Sir  ? how  would  this  have  griev’d  you, 
If  ye  had  fall’n  under  a profed  enemy  ? 

Under  one  had  taken  vantage  of  your  lhame  too  ? 

Pray  ye  be  at  peace,  I am  fo  far  from  wronging  ye. 

Or  glorying  in  the  pride  of  fiich  a vidlory, 

That  I ddire  to  ferve  ye,pray  look  chcarfully.  f Gentleman 
Py.  Do  you  hear  this  Sir  ? this  love  Sir  ? do  you  fee  this 
How  he  courts  ye  ? why  do  you  hold  your  head  down  ? 

’Tis  no  high  T rcafon,  I take  it,  to  be  equall’d; 

To  have  a flipi’  th  field,  no  fin,  that’s  mortal  j 
Come,  come,  thank  fortune  and  your  friend. 

Ar.  It  may  be 

You  think  my  tongue  may  prove  your  enemy  •, 


And  though  redrain’d  fometimes,  out  of  a bravery, 

May  take  a L icenfe  to  difable  ye : 

Believe  me  Sir,  fo  much  1 hate  that  liberty. 

That  in  a drangers  tongue,  ’twill  prove  an  injury. 

And  I fliall  right  you  in’t. 

Py.  Can  you  have  more.  Uncle? 

Ku.  Sir,  you  have  beat  me  both  ways,  yet  lb  nobly. 
That  I fliall  ever  love  the  hand  that  did  it : 

Fortune  may  make  me  worthy  of  Ibme  title 
That  may  be  near  your  friend. 

Ar.  Sir,  I mud  leave  ye. 

But  with  fo  hearty  love  ^ and  pray  be  confident, 

I carry  nothing  from  this  place  fliall  wrong  ye. 

Exit  andEyn. 

Py.  Come,  come,  you  are  right  agen,Sir,  love  your  honor. 
And  love  your  friend,  take  heed  of  bloody  purpofes. 

And  unjud  ends,  good  heaven  is  angry  with  ye  % 

Make  your  fair  virtues,  and  your  fame  your  Midrifs, 

And  let  thefe  trinkets  go. 

K«.  You  teach  well  Nephew, 

Now  to  be  honourably  even  with  this  Gentleman, 

Shall  be  my  bufinefs,  and  my  ends  his. 


Enter  Governor  and  Ring* 

Gov.  Sir,  Sir,  you  mud  do  Ibmething  fuddainly. 

To  dop  his  pride  lo  great  and  high,  he  isfliotup. 

Upon  his  perfontoo,  your  date  is  funk  elfe  : 

You  mud  not  dandnow  upon  terms  of  gratitude. 

And  let  a Ample  tendernefs  belbt  ye : 

I’ll  bring  ye  fuddenly  where  you  fliall  fee  him. 

Attempting  your  brave  Sider,  privately, 

Mark  but  his  high  behaviour  then. 

King.  I will  Father. 

Gov.  And  with  fcorn,  I fear  contempt  too. 

King.  1 hope  not. 

Gov.  I will  not  name  a lud  ^ 

It  may  be  that  alio  ^ 

A little  force  mud  be  applyed  upon  him, 

Now,  now  applyed,  a little  force  to  humble  him* 

Thele  fweet  intreaties  do  but  make  him  wanton. 

King.  Takelieed  ye  wrong  him  not. 

Gov.  T ake  heed  to  your  fafety, 

I but  forewarn  ye  King  if  you  midrud  me. 

Or  think  I come  un-fent  

King.  No,  I’ll  go  with  you.  Exeunt^ 

Enter  Armufia,  Quifara. 

Arm.  Madam,  you  fee  there’s  nothing  I can  reach  at. 
Either  in  my  obedience,  or  my  fervice. 

That  may  deferve  your  love,  or  win  a liking, 

But  a poor  thought,  but  I purfueit  ferioufly. 

Take  pleafure  in  your  Will,  even  in  your  anger. 

Which  other  men  would  grudge  at,  and  growdormy  j 
I dudy  new  humility  to  pleafe  ye. 

And  take  a kind  of  joy  in  my  afflidions, 

Becaufe  they  come  from  ye,  I love  my  fbrrows: 

Pray  Madam  but  confider — 

^uifar.  Yes,  I do  Sir, 

And  to  that  honed  end  I drew  ye  hither  j 
I know  ye  have  deferv’d  as  much  as  man  can, 

And  know  it  is  a judice  to  requite  you : 

I know  yc  love. 

Arm.  If  ever  love  was  mortal. 

And  dwelt  in  man,  and  for  that  love  command  me. 

So  drong  I find  it,  and  fotrue,  here  Lady, 

Something  of  fuch  a greatnefs  to  allow  me, 

Thofe  things  I have  done  already,  mayfeemfoyls  too; 

’Tis  equity  that  man  afpires  to  heaven, 

ShouMwin  it  by  his  worth,  andnot  fleep  to  it. 

Enter 


4 


1 he  IJland  Trinccfs, 


27? 


i' 

.1 


i 


E«/cr  Governor^  and  King. 

Gov.  Now  Hand  clofc  King  and  hear,  and  as  you  find  him, 
Believe  me  right,  or  let  Religion  liiller. 

I dare  believe  your  worth  without  additions  ^ 
But  hnce  you  are  fb  liberal  of  your  love  Sir, 

And  vvou’dbe  farther  tried,  I do  intend  it, 

Becaufc  yon  Ihall  not,  or  you  wou’d  not  win  me 
At  fuch  an  ealic  rate. 

/frm.  I am  prepared  fli!l. 

And  if  I llirink 

^ifar.  1 know  ye  are  no  coward. 

This  is  the  utmoft  trial  of  your  conHancy, 

And  if  you  Hand  fait  now,  1 am  yours,  your  wife  Sir  j 
You  hold  there’s  nothing  dear  that  mayatchieve  me. 
Doubted  or  dangerous. 

There’s notliing,  nothing: 

Let  me  but  know,  that  1 may  ftraight  flie  to  it. 

I’ll  tell  you  then,  change  your  Religion. 

And  be  of  one  belief  with  me. 
jdrm.  How? 

Mark, 

Worlhip  our  Gods,  renounce  that  faith  ye  are  bred  in  j 
’Tis  ealily  done.  I’ll  teach  ye  fuddenly  j 

And  humbly  on  your  knees 

Arm.  Ha  > I’ll  be  bang’d  firic, 

^ifar.  Offer  as  we  do. 

Arm.  To  the  devil  Lady  ? 

Offer  to  him  I hate?  I know  the  devil. 

To  dogs  and  cats?  you  make  offer  to  them  y 
To  every  bird  that  flies,  and  every  worm. 

How  terribly  I lhake.?  Is  this  the  venture  ? 

The  trial  that  you  talk’d  of?  where  have  I been? 

And  how  forgot  my  felf?  how  loft  my  memory? 

When  did  I pray,  or  look  up  Itedfaftly  ? 

Had  anygoodnefs  in  my  heart  to  guide  me  ? 

That  I fhould  give  this  vantage  to  mine  enemy  y 
The  enemy  to  my  peace,  forfake  my  faith  ? 

^iifar.  Come,  come,  I know  ye  love  me. 

Arm.  Love  ye  this  way  ? 

This  moft  deftroying  v/ay  ? furcyou  but  jell,  Lady. 
^ifar.  My  Love  and  Life  are  one  way. 

Arm.  Love  alone  then,  and  mine  another  way. 

I’ll  love  difeafes  firft, 

Doat  on  a villain  that  would  cut  my  throat, 

Wooe  all  affli(ftions  of  all  forts,  kifs  cruelty. 

Have  mercy  heaven,  how  have  I been  wand’ring  ? 
Wand’ring  the  way  of  Luft,  and  left  my  Maker  ? 

How  have  Iflept.Jike  Cork  upon  a water. 

And  had  no  feeling  of  the  ftorm  that  toft  me.? 

Trode  the  blind  paths  of  death?  forfook  affurance. 
Eternity  of  bleffednefs  for  a woman.? 

For  a young  handfome  face,  hazard  my  Being .? 

^ifar.  Are  not  our  powers  eternal,  fo  their  comforts  ? 
As  great  and  full  of  hopes  as  yours  ? 

Arm.  They  are  puppets. 

Gov.  Now  mark  him  Sir,  and  butobferve  him  nearly, 

Ar.  Their  comforts  like  themfelves,cold,fenffefs  outfides  y 
You  make  ’em  fick,  as  we  are,  peeviih,  mad. 

Subject  to  age  y and  how  can  they  cure  us , 

That  are  nor  able  to  refine  themfelves? 

^uif.  The  Sun  and  Moon  we  worfhip,  thofe  are  heavenly, 
And  their  bright  influences  we  believe. 

Arm.  Away  fool, 

I adore  the  Maker  of  that  Sun  and  Moon, 

That  gives  thofe-bodies  light  and  influencey 

That  pointed  out  their  paths,  and  taught  their  motions  y 

They  are  not  fo  great  as  we,  they  arc  our  fervants. 

Plac’d  there  to  teach  us  time,  to  give  us  knowledgey 
Of  when  and  how  the  fwellings,  of  the  main  are. 

And  their  returns  agen  they  are  but  our  Stewards 
To  make  the  earth  fat,  with  their  influence. 

That  fhemay  bring  forth  her  increafe,  and  feed  us. 

Shall  I fall  from  this  faith  to  pleafe  a woman? 


For  her  embraces  bring  my  Ibul  to  ruin  ? 

I look’d  you  lliould  have  laid,  make  me  a Chrijliaa 
Work  that  great  cure,  lor  ’tis  a great  one  woman-, 
That  labor  truly  to  perform,  that  venture, 

'1  he  crown  of  all  great  trial,  and  the  fairelt: 

1 look’d  ye  liiould  have  wept  and  kneel’d  to  beg  it, 
W'aiht  off' your  miff;  of  ignorance,  with  waters 
Pure  and  fepentant,  from  thofe  eyesy  1 look’d 
You  lliould  have  brought  me  your  chief  god  ye  worffiip, 
He  that  you  offer  humane  blond  and  life  to, 

-And  make  a lacrificc  of  him  to  memory, 

Beat  down  his  Altars,  ruin’d  his  falfe  remples* 

Gov.  Now  you  may  fee, 

J^tiftr.  Take  heed,  yougoctoo  far.  Sir, 

And  yet  I love  to  hear  him,  I muff: have  ye, 

And  to  that  end  I let  you  fform  a little  y 
I know  there  muff:  be  Ibme  ffrife  in  your  bo/bm 
I'o  cool  and  quiet  ye,  e’r  you  can  come  back : 

I know  old  friends  cannot  part  fuddainly, 

There  will  be  fomc  lett  ftill,  yet  I muff:  have  ye. 

Have  ye  of  my  faith  too,  and  fo  enjoy  ye. 

Arm.  Now  I contemn  ye,  and  I hate  my  lelf 
For  looking  on  that  face  lafcivioufly, 

And  it  looks  ugly  now  me  thinks. 

Slttifar.  How  Furtugil? 

Arm.  It  looks  likeoeathit  felf,  to  which ’twou’d  lead  me-, 
Your  eyes  relemble  pale  difpair, -they  fright  me. 

And  in.their  rounds,  a thoufand  horrid  ruins, 

Methinks  I feey  and  in  your  tongue  near  fearfully 
The  hideous  murmurs  of  weak  fouls  have  fuffer’cl  y 
Get  from  me,  1 defpife  ye-,  and  know  woman. 

That  for  all  this  trap  you  have  laid  to  catch  my  life  in, 
To  catch  my  immortal  life,  I hate  and  curie  ye, 

Contemn  your  Deities,  fpurn  at  their  powers. 

And  where  I meet  your  Mabnmet  gods.  I’ll  living  ’em 
Thus  o’r  my  head,  and  kick  ’em  into  puddles. 

Nay,  I will  out  of  vengeance  fearch  your  Temples. 

And  with  thofe  hearts  that  ferve  my  God,  demolifli 
Your  Ihambles  of  wild  worffiips. 

Gov.  Now,  now  you  hear  Sir. 

Arm.  I will  have  my  faith,  fince  you  are  lb  crafty. 

The  glorious  crofs,  although  I love  your  brother  y 
Let  him  frown  too,  I will  have  ray  devotion. 

And  let  your  whole  State  fform. 

Khg.  Enter  and  take  himy 
I am  lorry  friend  that  I am  forcM  tb  do  this. 

Gov.  Be  fure  you  bind  him  faff. 

. ^iifar.  But  ule  him  nobly. 

iiC/w.  Had  it  to  me  been  done,  I had  forgiven  it, 

And  Kill  prelerv’dyou  fair,  but  to  our  gods  Sir — . 

^ifar.  Methinks  I hate  ’em  now. 

King.  To  our  Religion, 

To  thefe  to  be  thus  ftubborn,  thus  rebellious 
To  threaten  them. 

Arm.  Life  all  your  violence, 

I ask  no  mercy,  nor  repent  my  words : 

I fpit  at  your  beft  powers-,  I ferve  one. 

Will  give  me  ftrengthto  Icourge  your  gods. 

Gov.  Away  with  him. 

Arm.  To  grind  ’em  into  bafe  duff,  and  difperle  ’em. 

That  never  more  their  bloudy  memories 

Gov.  Clap  him  clofe  up. 

King.  Good  friend  be  cooler. 

Arm.  Never  y 

Your  painted  Sifter  I defpife  too. 

King.  Softly. 

Arm.  And  all  her  deviliffi  Arts  laugh  arid  fcorn  at. 

Mock  her  blind  purpofes. 

King.  You  muff  be  temperate-, 

Offer  him  no  violence,  I command  you  ffriffly. 

Gov.  Now  thou  art  up,  I Ihall  have  time  to  fpeaktoo. 
^tifar.  Oh  how  I love  this  man,  how  truly  honor  him. 

Exsu-it. 
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Scxria  Vnma. 

Unt-.r  Chril!ophcro, Pe Jro  {at on: door')  Eina- 
luiel,  and  Soza,  (jt  another) 

C/’.-.  T~^0  you  knew  the  news  Gentlemen? 

1 yW'oiiM  we  knew  as  well.  Sir, 

How  to  prevent  it. 

S’.'C.  Is  this  the  lovc.thcy  bear  us, 

For  our  late  benefit  ? taken  fo  malicioufly. 

And  dapt  up  dole  ? is  that  the  thanks  they  render  ? 

Ch.  It  niuftnot  be  put  up  thus,  linotherM  (lightly, 

’Tis  fuch  a bale  umiatural  wrong. 

Fed.  I know. 

They  may  think  to  doe  wonders,  aim  at  all. 

And  to  blow  us  with  a vengeance,  out  o’  th’  Illands : 

But  if  we  be  our  (elves,  honed  and  re(bhite, 

And  continue  but  Maders  of  our  antient  courages. 

Stick  clofe,  and  give  no  vantage  to  their  viUanies — . 

Soz.  Nay,  if  we  faint  or  fall  apieces  now, 

W’e  are  fools,  and  worthy  to  be  markt  for  mifery  *, 

Begin  todrike  at  him,  they  are  all  bound  too? 

To  cancel  his  defects  ? what  mud  we  look  for 
If  they  can  carry  this? 

Em.  I’ll  carry  coals  then  ^ 

I have  but  one  life,  and  one  (brtune.  Gentlemen, 

But  I’ll  (b  husband  it  to  vex  thefe  ralcals, 

Thefe  barbarous  (laves. 

Ch.  Shall  we  go  charge  ’em  prefently.? 

S z.  No,  that  will  be  too  weak,  and  too  fool -hardy. 

We  mud  have  grounds,  that  promife  fafety,  friends, 
Andfure  olTcnce,  we  lofe  our  angers  elfe. 

And  worle  than  that,  venture  our  lives  too  lightly. 

Enter  Pyniero. 

Py  Did  you  (ee  mine  Uncle  ? plague  o’  thefe  Barharlans^ 
How  the  rogues  dick  in  my  teeth,  1 know  ye  are  angry. 

So  1 am  too,  mondroiis  angry,  Gentlemen, 

I am  angry,  that  I choak  agen. 

You  hear  Jlnnnfia^s  up,  honelt  ylrm: 

Clapt  up  in  pri(bn,  friends,  the  brave  Arm: 

Here  are  fine  boys. 

Em.  Vv'e  hope  he  (hall  not  day  there. 

Py.  Stay,  no,  he  mud  not  day,  no  talk  ofdaying, 
Thefe  are  no  times  to  day  are  not  thefe  rafcals  ? 

Speak,  1 bcfeech  yefpeak,  are  they  not  Roeues? 

Think  fome  abominable  names  arc  they  not  devils  ? 

But  the  devil’s  a great  deal  too  good  for  ’em— fudy  villains. 
Ch.  They  are  a kind  of  hounds. 

Py.  Hounds  were  their  fathers^ 

Old  bltar-ey’d  bob. tail’d  hounds— Lord, where’s  my  Uncle? 
Soz.  But  what  (hall  be  done,  Sir  ? 

Py.  Done? 

Soz.  Yes,  to  relieve  him  •, 

Ifitbenot  ludden  they  may  take  his  life  too. 

Py.  They  dare  as  foon  take  fire  andfwallow  it, 

Take  dakes  and  thrud  into  their  tails  for  gliders: 

His  life,  why  ’tis  a thing  worth  all  the  Klands, 

And  they  know  will  be  rated  at  that  value  ^ 

His  very  imprifonment  will  make  the  Town  dink, 

And  dake  and  dink,  1 have  phyfick  in  my  hand  for  ’em 
Shall  give  the  goblins  (iich  a purge 

Enter  Ruy  Dias. 

Ped.  Your  Uncle, 

K«.  I hear  drangenews,  and  have  been  Peeking  ye^ 
Thtr/fay  Armufta’^i  prilbner. 
l>y,  ’Tis  mofb  certain. 


Upon  what  caufe? 

Py.  He  has  deferv’d  too  much.  Sir  ^ 

The  olcl  heathen  policie  has  light  upon  him. 

And  paid  him  home. 
pH.  A mod  unnoble  dealing. 

Py.  You  are  the  next,  if  you  can  carry  it  tamely 
He  has  defervedof  all.  ’ 

Kk.  I mud  confefs  it. 

Of  me  fo  nobly  too. 

Py.  I am  glad  to  hear  it, 

Y ou  have  a time  now  to  make  good  your  confeflion. 

Your  faith  will  fltew  but  cold  elfe,  and  for  falhion 
Now  to  redeem  all,  now  to  thank  his  courtefie  ’ 

Now  tomakethofe  believe  that  held  you  backward 
And  an  ill  indrument,  you  are  a Gentleman,  ’ 

An  honed  man,  and  you  dare  love  your  Nations 

Dare  dick  to  virtue,  though  (lie  be  oppred,  ’ 

And  for  her  own  fair  fake,  dep  to  her  refeue : 

If  you  live  ages,  Sir,  and  lofe  this  hour. 

Not  now  redeem,  and  vindicate  your  honor 
Your  life  will  be  a murmure,  and  no  man  in’t. 

Rh.  I thank  ye  nephew,  comealong  with  me  Gentlemen 
We’ll  make  ’em  dancing  (port  immediately : ’ 

We  are  Maders  of  the  Fort  yet,  we  (hall  (ee 
What  that  can  do. 

Py.  Let  it  but  fpitfire  finely, 

And  play  their  turrets,  and  their  painted  Palaces, 

A frisking  round  or  two,  that  they  may  tripit, 

And  caper  in  the  air. 

Ru.  Come,  we’ll  do  fomething 
Shall  make  ’em  look  about,  we’ll  fend  ’em  plums. 

If  they  be  not  too  hard  for  their  teeth. 

Py.  And  fine  Potatoes 

Roftedin  Gunpowder,  fuch  a Banquet,  Sir 
Will  prepare  their  unmannerly  domachs. 

Rh.  They  (hall  fee 
There  is  no  (afe  retreat  in  villany^ 

Come,  be  high-hearted  all. 

Omnes.  We  are  all  on  fire.  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Enter  King  and  Governor. 

King.  I am  ungrateful,  and  a wretch,  perfwade  me  notv 
Forgetful  of  the  mercy  he  Ihew’d  me. 

The  timely  noble  pity whylhould  I ' 

See  him  fad  bound  and  fetter’d,  whofe  true  courtefie. 
Whole  manhood, and whofe mighty  hand  (ct me  free?  j 
Why  (hould  it  come  from  me  ? why  I command  this?  , 

Shall  not  all  tongues  and  truths  call  me  unthankful  ? , 

Coy.  Had  the  offence  been  thrown  on  you,  ’tis  certain 
It  had  been  in  your  power,  and  your  diferetion  1 

To  have  turn’d  it  into  mercy,  and  forgiven  it. 

And  then  it  had  (hew’d  a virtuous  point  of  gratitude. 
Timely,  and  nobly  taken  ^ but  fincethe  caufe 
Concerns  the  honor  of  our  gods,  and  their  Title, 

And  fotranlcends  your  power,  and  yourcompaflion, 

A little  your  own  fafety,  if  you  faw  it  too. 

If  your  too  fond  indulgence  did  not  dazle  you. 

It  cannot  now  admit  a private  pitty  ^ 

’Tis  in  their  Wills,  their  Mercies,  or  Revenges, 

And  thc(e  revolts  in  you,  (hew  mere  rebellions. 

King.  They  arc  mild  and  pittiful. 

Gov.  To  thofe  repent. 

King.  Their  nature’s  (oft  and  tender. 

Gov.  To  true  hearts. 

That  feel  compundtion  for  their  trefpadcs: 

This  man  defies  ’em  (till,  threatens  deftnidlion  ; 

And  demolition  of  their  Arms  and  Worfiiip,  | 

Spits  at  their  powers take  heed  ye  be  not  found.  Sir, 

And  mark’d  a favourer  of  their  dilhonor^ 

They  ufe  no  common  juftice. 

King,  What  (hall  I do 

Todeferve  of  this  man , 

Gov.  If  ye  more  bemoan  him,  j 

Or 


I 

I 

Or  mitigate  your  power  to  preferve  him. 

I’ll  airlc  ye  from  the  gods,  callup  their  vengeance. 

Enter  QmCarn  rrif/?  ber  hjndi  bound.,  Q^ilhna,  Panura. 

^And  fling  it  on  your  Land  and  you,  I have  charge 
I hope  to  wrack  you  all. 

King.  What  ails  my  Sifter? 

\\'hy.  Is  Ihe  bound  ? why  looks  flicfb  diftratftcdly  ? 

Who  docs  do  this? 

We  did  it,  pardon  Sir, 

And  for  herprefervatrOn — She  is  grown  wild. 

And  raving  on  the  frrangcrslove  and  honor. 

Sometimes  crying  out  hdp,  help,  they  will  torture  him, 
They  will  take  his  life,  they  will  murder  him  prcfcntly. 

If  we  haJ  not  prevented  violently 
Have  laid  hands  on  her  own  life. 

Gov.  Tliefe  are  tokens, 

The  gods  di  fplcafure  is  gone  out,  be  quick. 

And  e’r  it  fall,  doc  fomething  to  appeafe  ’em. 

You  know  the  faenhee^^^ 1 am  glad  it  works  thus. 

^lifj.Uow  low  and  bafe  thou  lookll  now,  that  wert  nobl  e? 
No  figure  of  a King,  methinks  flievvs  on  you. 

No  face  ofMajelly,  foul,  fwarth  ingratitude 
flas  taken  off  thy  fweetnefs,  bafe  forgetfulnefs 
Of  mighty  benefits,  has  turned  thee  Devil: 

Thou  haft  perfecuted  goodnefs,  innocence^ 

And  laid  a hard  and  violent  hand  on  virtue. 

On  that  fair  virtue  that  fliould  teach  and  guide  us  ^ 

Thou  haft  wrong’d  thine  own  prelerver,whofc  lealt  merit. 
Pois’d  with  thy  main  Eftate,  thou  canft  not  fatisfie. 

Nay,  put  thy  life  in  too,  ’twill  be  too  light  ftill : 

Wdiat  haft  thou  done  ? 

GoV.  Goe  for  him  prefently. 

And  once  more  we’ll  try  if  we  can  win  him  fairly: 

If  not,  let  nothing  fhe  fays  hinder  ye,  or  flir  ye  j 
She  fpeaks  diftradedly — Do  that  the  gods  command  ye. 
Do  you  know  what  ye  fay  Lady  ? 

^ifar.  I could  curfe  thee  too. 

Religion  and  feverity  has  fteel’d  thee. 

Has  turn’d  thy  heart  to  ftone thou  haft  made  the  gods  hard 
Againft  their  fweet  and  patient  natures,  cruel:  (too. 

None  of  ye  feel  what  bravery  ye  tread  on  ? 

What  innocence  ? what  beauty  ? 

King,  Pray  be  patient. 

^ifar.  What  honourable  things  ye  caft  behind? 

What  monuments  of  man  ? 

Enter  kxvcmXvzand  Guard., 

King.  Once  more  Armtifia^ 

Becaufe  I love  ye  tenderly  and  dearly, 

And  would  be  glad  to  win  ye  mine,  Iwilh  ye. 

Even  from  my  heart  I wifh  and  wooeye — 

Ar.  What  Sir, 

Take  heed  how  ye  perfwade  me  falfly,  then  ye  hate  me ; 
Take  heed  how  ye  intrap  me. 

King.  1 advife  ye, 

And  tenderly  and  truly  I advife  ye. 

Both  for  your  fouls  health,  and  your  fafety. 

Ar.  Stay, 

And  name  my  foul  no  more,  flie  is  too  precious. 

Too  glorious  for  you  flatteries,  toofecure  toO. 

Gov.  Confider  the  reward,  Sir,  and  the  honor 
That  is  prepared,  the  glory  you  lhall  grow  to. 

Arm.  They  are  not  to  be  confider’d  in  thefe  cafes, 

Not  to  be  nam’d  when  fouls'  arequeftion’d  •, 

They  are  vain  and  flying  vapors----"  touch  my  life, 

’Tis  ready  for  ye,  put  it  to  what  teft 

It  (hall  pleale  ye,  I ,am  patient  •,  but  for  the  reft 

You  may  remove  Rocks  With  your  little  fingers. 

Or  blow  a Mountain  out  o’  th’  way,  with  bellows. 

As  foonasftir  my  faith  ^ uftno  more  arguments. 

Gov.  We  muft  ufe  tortures  th^. 
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Arm.  Your  worft  and  painfiill’ft 
1 am  joyful  to  accept. 

Gov.  You  mult  the  ftiarpcft. 

For  fiicli  has  been  your  hare  againft  oiir  Deities 
Delivered  openly,  your  threats  and  fcornings. 

And  cither  your  repentance  muft  be  mighty. 

Which  is  your  free  convcrlion  to  our  cufloms. 

Or  equal  punifhmcnt  which  is  your  life.  Sir. 

Arm.  I am  glad  I have  it  for  ye,  takeitPrieft, 

And  all  the  milcries  that  (hall  attend  it: 

Let  the  gods  glut  theml'elves  with  Chriftian  bloud. 

It  will  be  ask’d  again,  and  fofar  followed, 

So  far  reveng’d,  and  with  fuch  holy  juftice. 

Your  gods  of  gold  lhall  melt  and  fink  before  it- 
Your  Altars  and  your  Temples  fliakc  to  nothing  • 

And  you  falfc  worflupers,  blind  fools  of  ceremony. 

Shall  feck  for  holes  to  hide  your  heads,  and  fears  in, 

For  Teas  to  fwallovv  you  from  this  deftriuftion, 

Darknels  to  dwell  about  ye,  and  conceal  ycj 
Your  mothers  womb  ag'en- 

Gov.  Make  the  fires  ready, 

And  bring  thefevcral  tortures  out. 

^tifar.  Stand  faft.  Sir, 

And  fear  ’em  not,  you  that  have  ftept  fo  nobly 
Into  this  pious  Trial,  ftart  not  now, 

Keep  on  your  way,  a Virgin  will  affift  ye, 

A Virgin  won  by  your  fair  conftancy. 

And  glorying  that  fire  is  won  fo,  will  dye  by  ye : 

I have  touch’d  ye  every  way,  tried  ye  moft  honeft, 
PerfeT,  and  good,  chafte,  blulhing  chafte,  and  temperate. 
Valiant,  without  vain-glory,  mod.cft,  flayed. 

No  rage,  or  light  affeTion  ruling  in  you: 

Indeed,  the  perfefl  fchool  of  worth  I find  ye, 

The  temple  of  true  honor. 

Arm.  Whether  will  flie  ? 
what  do  you  infer  by  this  fair  argument.  Lady  ? 

^ifar.  Your  Faith,  and  your  Religion  muft  beiikeye. 
They  that  can  fhew  you  thefe,  muft  be  pure  mirrors. 
When  the  ftreams  flow  clear  and  fair,  what  are  the  foun- 
I do  embrace  your  faith.  Sir,  and  your  fortune  j tains? 
Go  on,  I will  alTift  ye,  I feel  a fparkle  here, 

A lively  fpark  that  kindles  my  affeftion. 

And  tells  me  it  will  rife  to  flames  of  glory: 

Let  ’em  put  on  their  angers,  fuller  nobly, 

Shevvme  the  way,  and  when  I faint,  inftruftmej 
And  if  I follow  not 

Arm.  Oh  blelJedLady, 

Since  thou  art  won,  let  me  begin  my  triumph. 

Come  clap  your  terrors  on. 

J^uifar.  All  your  fell  tortures. 

For  there  is  nothing  he  fliall  fuffer,  brother, 

I fwear  by  a new  faith,  which  is  moft  facred. 

And  I will  keep  it  fo,  but  I will  follow  in. 

And  follow  toafcruple  of  affiiiftion. 

In  fpight  of  all  your  gods  without  prevention. 

Gov.  Death  ! flie  amazes  me. 

King.  What  fhall  be  done  now  ? 

Gov.  They  muft  dye  both. 

And  fiiddenly,  they  will  corrupt  all  clfe  ^ 

This  woman  makes  miC  weary  of  my  milchicf. 

She  fnakes  me,  and  fhe  ftaggers  me,  go  in  Sir, 

I’ll  fee  the  execution. 

Kin.  Not  fo  fuddain : 

If  they  go,  all  my  Friends  and  Sifters  perifh. 

Gov.  Woli’d  I were  fafe  at  home  agen. 

Enter  Mejjenger. 

Mef.  Arm,  arm.  Sir, 

Seelc  for  defence,  the  Caftle  plays  and  thunders. 

The  Town  Rocks,  and  the  houfes  fl.yi’th’  air. 

The  people  dye  for  fear— Captain  Kuy  Dias., 

Has  made  an  oath  he  will  not  leave  a ftone  here; 

No,  not  the  memory,  here  has  flood  a City, 

M m 2 llnlefs 


^!ye  Ifland  ^rincefs. 


T^he  IJland  Trincefs. 


llnlcis  yfi  mitl'u  Ik  dclivcrM  fairly. 

I have  my  fears : wluir  can  our  gods  do  now  for  us 
. Be  patienr,  but  keep  him  It  il! : he  is  a cure,  Sir, 
Againlt  l)otli  Rage  and  Camion  ; goe  and  forcifie. 

Call  in  the  Princcls,  make  the  Palace  fure, 

And  let  ’em  know  \oii  are  a King  ; look  nobly  i 
I And  take  )OU  (.ourage  to  ye*,  keep  clo^'e  the  prifoner, 

I And  under  command,  wearebetraid  elfe. 

yir.  How  joyfully  1 goc? 

I'ake  my  heart  with  thee. 

1 hold  a Wolt  by  the  ear  now: 

Fortune  free  me.  Exeiott. 

Enter  four  Tomts-men, 

1.  Heaven  blefsus, 

\^'hat  a thund’ring’s  here  ? what  fire-fpitting  ? 

We  cannot  drink,  but  our  Cans  aremauldamongfl:  us. 

2.  1 wou’d  they  would  mall  our  fcores  too : 

Shame  o’ their  Guns,  I thought  they  had  been  bird-pots. 

Or  great  Candle-cafes,  how  deviJiflily  they  bounce. 

And  how  the  Bullets  borrow  apiece  of  a houfe  here, 
There  another,  and  mend  thole  up  agen 
With  another  Parilh  ^ here  flics  a poudring-tub. 

The  meat  ready  rofl;ed,and  there  a barrel  pifling  vinegar, 
And  they  two  over-taking  the  top  of  a high  Steeple, 
Newly  dic’d  oft'  for  a Sallet. 

3.  A vengeance  fire ’em. 

2.  Nay,  they  fire  fall  enough  i 
You  need  not  help ’em. 

4.  Arethefethe  Portugal  Bulls 

How  loud  they  bellow 

2.  Their  horns  are  plaguy  ftrong,  they  pufh  down  Palaces 
They  tofs  our  little  habitations  like  whelps, 
Likegrindle-tails,  with  their  heels  upward  ^ 

All  the  windows  i’th  Town  dance  a new  Trenchmore, 

’Tis  like  toprove  ablefled  age  for  Glafiers, 

I met  a hand,  and  a Letter  in’t,  in  great  hafte. 

And  by  and  by,  afinglc  leg  running  after  it. 

As  if  the  arm  had  forgot  part  of  his  errand, 

: Heads  flielike  Foot. balls  every  where. 

1.  VV'hat  (hall  we  do  ? 

2.  I care  not,  my  fhop’s  cancell’d, 

! And  all  the  Pots,  and  earthen  Pans  in’t  vanifti’t : 

' There  was  a Angle  Bullet, and  they  together  by  the  ears  •, 

You  would  have  thought  Tom  Tumbler  had  been  there. 

And  all  his  troop  of  devils. 

3.  Let’s  to  the  King, 

And  get  this  Gentleman  deliver’d  handfcmiy: 

By  this  hand,  there’s  no  walking  above  ground  elfe. 

2.  By  this  leg -let  me  fwear  nimbly  by  it. 

For  I know  not  how  long  I lhall  owe  it, 

; T I were  out  o’th’ Town  once,  if  I came  in  agen  to 
f etch  mybreakfaft;,  I will  give ’em  leave  to  crammme 
U ith  a Portugal  Pudding;  Come-,  let’s  doe  any  thing 
To  appeafe  this  thunder.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Pynicro  and  Panura. 

Py.  Art  fure  it  was  that  blind  Prieft;  1 

Pan.  Yes  moll:  certain. 

He  has  provok’d  all  this  j the  King  is  merciful. 

And  wond’fous  loving^  but  he  fires  him  on  ftill. 

And  when  he  cools,  enrages  him,  I know  it: 

I'hrc^tensncw  vengeance,  and  the  gods  fierce  jufiiice 
When  he  but  looks  w’ith  fair  eyes  on  Armufa^ 

Will  lend  him  no  time  to  relent  ^ my  royal  Miftrifs, 

She  has  entertain’d  a hope, 

Py.  Speak  truly. 

Pan.  Nay, ’tis  moll  true,  but  Lord!  how  he  lies  at  her. 

And  threatens  her,  and  flatters  her,  and  damns  her. 

And  I fear,  if  not  fpeedily  prevented. 

If  Ihc  continue  ftont,  both  ftiall  be  executed, 

Py,  I’ll  kifstheefor  this  news,  nay  more  Panura^ 


If  thou  wilt  give  me  leave  I’ll  get  thee  with  Chrijhan^ 

The  bell  way  to  convert  thee. 

Pan.  Make  me  believe  fo  ? 

Py.  I will  y’faith.But  which  w'aycam’ft  thou  hither? 
The  Pallace  is  clofc  guarded,  and  barricado’d. 

Pan.  I came  through  a private  vault,  which  few  there 
Itrifes  in  a Temple  not  far  hence,  (know  of: 

Clofe  by  the  Caftle  here. 

Py.  How — To  what  end? 

Pan.  A good  one : 

To  give  ye  knowledge  of  my  new-born  Millrils^ 

And  in  what  doubt  Armufia  Itands, 

Think  any  prefent  means,  or  hope  to  Hop  ’em 
From  their  lell  ends : the  Princes  are  come  in  too, 

And  they  arc  harden’d  allb. 

Py.  The  damn’d  Prieft; 

Pan.  Sure  he’s  a cruel  man,  methinks  Religion 
Should  teach  more  temperate  Leflons. 

He  the  fire-brand  ? 

He  dare  to  touch  at  fuch  fair  lives  as  theirs  are  ? 

Well  Prophet,  I ftiall  prophefie,  I fnall  catch  ye. 

When  all  your  Prophecies  will  not  redeem  ye? 

Wilt  thou  do  one  thing  bravely  ? 

Pa.  Any  good  I am  able.  (virtuous, 

Py.  And  by  thine  own  white  hand.  I’ll  fwear  thou  art 
And  a brave  wench,  durlt  thou  but  guide  me  prefently. 
Through  the  fame  vault  thou  cam’ft:,  into  the  Pallace 
Andthofe  I lhall  appoint,  fuch  as  I think  fit. 

Pa,  Yes  I will  doit,  and  fuddainly,  and  truly. 

Py.  I wou’d  fain  behold  this  Prophet, 

Pa.  Now  I have  ye ; 

And  ftiall  bring  ye  where  ye  ftiall  behold  him, 

Alone  too,  and  unfurnifli’d  of  defences : 

That  lhall  be  my  care^  but  you  mull:  not  betray  me. 

Py.  Doll;  thou  think  we  are  fo  bafe,  fuch  Haves,  rogues? 
Pa.  I do  not : 

And  you  ftiall  fee  how  fairly  I’ll  work  for  ye. 

Py.  1 mull  needs  ftreal  that  Prieft:, 

Steal  him,  and  hang  him. 

Pa.  Do  any  thing  to  remove  his  mifchief,fl:rangIehim-7~ 
Py.  Come  prethee  love. 

Pa.  You’ll  offer  me  no  foul  play  ? 

The  Vault  is  dark. 

Py.  ’Twas  well  remember’d. 

Pa.  And  ye  may— ^ 

But  I hold  ye  honeft, 

Py.  Honeft:  enough  I warrant  thee.  (place, 

Pa.  I am  but  a poor  weak  wench , and  what  with  the 

And  your  perfwafionsSir -but  I hope  you  will  not-, 

You  know  we  are  often  cozen’d. 

Py.  If  thou  doll;  fear  me. 

Why  doft:  thou  put  me  in  mind  ? 

Pa.  To  let  you  know  Sir, 

Though  it  be  in  your  power,  and  things  fitting  to  it, 

Yet  a true  Gent 

Py.  I know  what  he’ll  do : 

Come  and  remember  me,  and  I’ll  anfwer  thee. 

I’ll  anfwer  thee  to  the  full  *,  we’ll  call  at  th’  Caftle, 

And  then  my  good  guide,  do  thy  Will-,  flia’tfind  me 
A very  tra(flable  man. 

Pa.  I hope  I ftiall  Sir.  Exeunt. 

E«/fr’Bakam,  Syana,  and  Soldiers. 

Bak.  Let  my  men  guard  the  Gates. 

Syan.  And  mine  the  Temple, 

For  fear  the  honor  of  our  gods  ftiould  fuffer, 

And  on  your  lives  be  watchful. 

Ba.  And  be  valiant  j 

And  let’s  fee,  if  thefe  Portugal! enter-. 

What  their  high  hearts  dare  do : Let’s  fee  how  readily, 

The  great  Puy  Dias  will  redeem  his  Gountrey-men  ^ 

He  fpeaks  proud  words,  and  threatens. 

Sy.  He  is  approv’d,  Sir, 

And  I 
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;And  will  put  fair  for  whaf  hcpromifes^ 

I could  will)  friendlier  terms, 

Yet  for  our  liberties  and  for  our  gods, 

We  are  bound  in  our  belt  fervicc 
Even  iii.thc  hazard  of  our  lives, 

E ntn  the  K ing  above. 

King.  Come  up  Princes, 

And  give  your  counfels,  and  your  helps:  the  Fort  Hill 
Plays  fearfully  upon  us,  beats  our  buildings. 

And  turns  our  people  wild  with  fears. 

Bj.  Send  for  the  prilbner, 

And  give  us  leave  to  argue.  Exit  Ea.  and  Sy.  then. 

Enter  Ruy  Dias, Emanuel,  Chrifl:oph.Pedro,iri//; 

Em.  Come  on  nobly. 

And  let  the  Fort  play  IHII,  we  are 
Strong  enough  to  look  upon  ’em. 

And  return  at  pleafure  ^ it  may 

Be  on  our  view  they  will  return  him.  . . 

C/;r.  We  will  return ’em  luch  thanks  elfe, 

Shall  make  ’em  fcratch  where  it  itches  not. 

Em.  How  the  people  Hare, 

Andfome  cry,  fomepray,  and  Ibme  curfe  heartily : 

But  it  is  the  King 

Enter  ?yana,Eakam,  Quifara,  Armufia,  rvitb 
Soldiers  above, 

Kuy.  I cannot  blame  their  wifdoms. 

They  are  all  above,  Armufta  chain’d  and  bound  too  ? 

Oh,  thefe  are  thakful  Squires. 

Bj.  Hear  us  Buy  Dios., 

Be  wife  and  hear  us,  and  give  Ipeedy  anfwer. 

Command  thy  Cannon  prdently  to  ceafe. 

No  more  to  trouble  the  afflided  people, 

Or  fuddainly  Armufiah  head  goes  of^ 

As  fuddainly  as  faid. 

Em.  Stay  Sir,  be  moderate. 

Arm.  Do  nothing  that’s  dilhonourabIeR«3/  Vyas 
Let  not  the  fear  of  me,  mailer  thy  valour  •, 

Purfue  ’em  Hill,  they  are  bafe  malicious  people. 

King.  Friend,  be  not  defperate. 

Ar.  Ifcornyour  courtefiesi 
Strike  when  you  dare,  a fair  arm  guide  the  Gunner, 

And  may  he  let  flic  Hill  with  fortune : friend, 

Do  me  the  honor  of  a Soldiers  funerals, 

ThelaH  fair  right,  fee  me  i’th’ ground. 

And  let  the  Palace  burn  firll,  then  the  Temples, 

And  on  their  fcorn’d  gods,  eredl  my  monument : 

Touch  not  the  Princefs,  as  you  are  a Soldier. 

§Mifar.  Which  way  you  goe,  Sir, 

1 mull  follow  neceflary. 

One  life,  ^and  one  death. 

King.  Will  you  take  a truce  yet? 

Enter  Pyniero,  SoZ2.,  aud  Soldiers.,  with  ti>e  Governor. 

Py.  No,  no,  go  on ; 

Look  here,  your  god,  your  prophet. 

King.  How  came  he  taken  ? 

Py.  I conjur’d  for  him.  King. 

I am  a lure  Curr  at  an  old  blind  Prophet. 

I’ll  haunt  ye  fuch  a falfe  knave-^dmirably. 


A terrier  I •,  1 cartht  him,  and  then  fnapt  him  •, 

Soz.  Saving  the  reverence  of  your  grace,  wc  Hole  him. 
E’en  out  of  the  next  chamber  to  ye. 

Py.  Come,  come,  begin  King, 

Begin  this  bloudy  matter  when  you  dare  ^ 

And  yet  1 fcorn  my  fword  fliould  touch  the  rafcal, 

I’ll  tear  him  thus  before  yc.  Ha? 

What  art  thou  ? p PuUs  bis  Beard  and 

King.  How’s  this  • \ off- 

Art  thou  a Prophet  ? 

Rh.  Come  down  Princes. 

King.  WcarcabiisM 

Oh  my  molt  dear  Armufia 

Off  with  his  chains.  And  now  my  noble  Sifter,  ' 

Rejoyce  with  me,  I know  yc  are  pleas’d  as  I am. 

Py.  This  is  a precious  Prophet.  Why  Don  Governor, 
What  make  you  here,  how  long  have  you  taken  Orders 
Rny.  Why  what  a wretch 
Art  thou  to  work  this  mifehief? 

ToalTume  this  holy  lhape  to  ruine  honor. 

Honor  and  chaftity  ^ 

Enter  King,  and  aV  from  above^ 

1 

Gov.  I had  paid  you  all. 

But  fortune  plaid  the  flut.  Come, 

Give  me  my  doom. 

King.  I cannot  Ipeak  for  wonder. 

Gov.  Nay,  ’tis  I Sir, 

And  here  I ftay  your  fentence. 

King.  Take  her  friend, 

You  have  half  perfwaded  me  to  be  a Chridian,^ 

And  with  her  all  the  joyes,  and  all  the  bleflings. 

Why  what  dream  have  we  dwelt  in  ? 

Ru.  All  peace  to  ye, 

And  all  the  happinefs  of  heart  dwell  with  ye. 

Children  as  fweet  and  noble  as  their  Parents. 

Py.  And  Kings  at  leaft. 

Ar.  Good  Sir,  forget  my  rafhnels. 

And  noble  Princefles,  for  1 was  once  angry. 

And  out  of  that,  might  utter  fome  diftemper. 

Think  not  ’tis  my  nature. 

Sya.  Your  joy  is  ours.  Sir. 

And  nothing  we  find  mye,  but  moft  noble. 

King.  To  prilbn  with  this  dog,  there  lethimhoul, 

And  if  he  can  repent,  figh  out  his  villanies  : 

His  Ifland  we  lhall  feize  into  our  hands. 

His  Father  and  hirafelf  have  both  ufurp’d  it, 

And  kept  it  by  opprelEon  •,  the  Town  and  Caftle, 

In  which  I lay  my  felf  moft  miferable, 

T'ill  my  moft  honourable  friend  redeem’d  me, 

Signior  Pyniero,  I bellow  on  you. 

The  reft  of  next  command  upon  thefe  Gentlemen, 

Upon  ye,  all  my  love. 

Arm.  Oh  brave  Ruy  Dias, 

You  have  ftarted  now  beyond  me.  I muft  thank  ye, 

And  thank  ye  for  my  life,  my  wile  and  honor. 

Ruy.  I am  glad  1 had  her  for  you,  Sir. 

King.  Come  Princes, 

Come  Friends  and  Lovers  all,  come  noble  Gentlemen, 

No  more  Guns  now,  nor  hates,  but  joyes  and  triumphs. 

An  univerfal  gladnefs  fly  about  us : 

And  know  however  fubtle  men  dare  call. 

And  promife  wrack,  the  gods  give  peace  at  laft, 

Exeunt.  I 
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NOBLE  GENTLEMAN. 

A Comedy. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play. 

Monfieur  Noble  Gcfit.  but  none  oftheroifefi.  j 

Jaques,  an  old  fcrvant  toyizxxnt  s family^ 

Cleiimont,  a GuU^  Co(ln  to  Monfteur  Marine,’ 

A Gentleman,  Servant toVidiXmels  wife. 
Louguevilleji/rr^?  Courtiers  that  plot  to  abufe 
Beaufort,  i Marine. 

Shattillion,  a Lord,  mad  for  Love: 
Dodtor, 

Page, 

Gentlemen, 

Servants, 

Duke. 

Women. 

Maxines  JVife,  a witty  wanton^  i 

Clerimont’s  Wife,  a ^fmple  countrey  Gentlewoman,  • 

ShattillionV  Mijirifs,  a virtuous  Virgin. 
Mari^  Servant  to  Marine^ 

The  Scene  France. 

V 

P RD  L 

O G U E- 

WJ  IT  is  become  an  Anticl{_,  and  puts  on 
\J\  As  many  fapcsof  variation. 

To  court  the  times  applaufe,  as  the  times  dare. 
Change  feveral  fafnons,  nothing  is  thought  rare 
Which  is  not  new,  and  follow' d,  yet  we  know 
That  what  was  worn  Jome  twenty  years  agoe. 

Comes  into  grace  again,  and  we  purfue 
That  cuflom , by  prejenting  t^^our  view 
A Play  in  fajhion  then,  not  doubting  now 
But  'twill  appear  the  fame,  if  you  allow 
Worth  to  their  noble  memory,  whofe  name. 
Beyond  all  power  of  death,  live  in  their  fame. 

AEltts  Primus. 

Serena  Prim  a. 

Enter  Gentleman  aud  Jaques. 

happinefs  waits  on  the  life  at  Court, 
hat  dear  content, greatneft,  delight  and  eafe? 
^^<^V\hat  cver-fpringing  hopes,  what  tides  of  ho- 
That  raiie  their  fortunes  to  the  height  of  wilhes } nor? 
Whatca.>  be  more  in  man,  what  more  in  nature, 

Than  to  be  great  and  f ear’d  ? A Courtier, 

1 

1 
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A noble  Courtier,  ’Tis  a name  that  draws 
Wonder  and  duty  from  all  eyes  and  knees.  • 

Jaq.  And  fo  your  Worlhips  Land  within  the  Walls, 
Where  youfhall  have  it  all  inclos’d,  and  fure. 

Gent.  Peace  knave dull  creature,brcd  of  fweat  and  fmoke, 
Thele  myfteries  are  far  above  thy  faith  : 

But  thou  lhalt  fee 

Jaq.  And  then  Ifliall believe- 
Your  fair  revenues,  turn’d  into  fair  liiitsi 

‘‘  I will 

7~ he  U^ohle^  Cjmtlman. 


I fliall  believe  your  Tenant’s  bruis’d  and  rent 
Under  the  weight  ot'  Coaches,  all  your  (tare 
Drawn  tliio'.tgh  the  llreets  in  triumph,  liiits  I'or  places 
Plied  with  a Mine  oi'  Gold,  and  being  got 
Fed  with  a great  llream  1 ihall  believe  all  this. 

Gent.  You  Ihall  believe,  and  know  me  glorious, 

Colin,  good  day  and  health. 

linter  Cofnt. 

Cofin.  The  fame  to  yon,  Sir, 

And  more,  without  my  widies,  could  yon  know 
What  calm  concent  dwcls  in  a private  houle : 

Yet  look  into  your  felf,  retire:  this  place 

Of  promifes,  and  protcllations,  hts 

Minds  only  bent  lO  ruin,  you  fliould  know  this. 

You  have  their  language  perfect,  you  have  tutors 
I do  not  doubt,  fufficicnr : but  beware. 

Gent.  You  are  merry  Colin; 

Cofin.  Yet  your  patience, 

You  lliall  learn  that  too,  but  not  like  it  lelf. 

Where  it  is  held  a virtue tell  me  Sir,  ^ 

Have  you  call  up  your  State,  rated  your  Land, 

And  find  it  able  to  endure  the  change 
Of  time  and  fafliion  ? is  it  always  harveft  ? 

Always  vintage  ? have  you  Ships  at  Sea, 

To  bring  you  Ciold  and  Stone  from  rich  Peru^ 

Monthly  returning  Treafure?  doth  the  King 
Open  his  large  Exchequer  to  your  hands 
And  bid  ye  be  a great  man?  can  your  wife 
Coin  off  her  beauty?  or  the  week  allow 
Suits  to  each  day?  and  know  no  ebb  in  honor? 

If  thefe  be  pollible,  and  can  hold  out, 

Then  be  a Courtier  ftill,  and  iHil  be  wafting, 

Gent.  Cofill,  pray  give  me  leave; 

CoJ'.  I have  done. 

Gent.  I could  requite  your  gall,  and  in  aftrain 
As  bitter,  and  as  full  of  Rubarb,  preach 
Againft  your  Coiintrey  life,  but  ’tis  below  me 
And  only  fubjed  to  my  pitty,  know 
The  eminent  Court,  to  them  that  can  be  wife. 

And  faften  on  her  blefiiiigs,  is  a Sun 

That  draws  men  up  from  courfc  and  earthly  Being, 

I mean  thefe  men  of  merit  that  have  power 
And  rcafoti  to  make  good  her  benefits, 

Learns'them  a manly  boldnefs,  gives  their  tongues 
Sweetnefs  of  Language,  makes  them  apt  to  pleafe  j 
Files  of  all  rudenefs,  and  uncivil  haviour, 

Shews  them  as  neat  in  carriage,  as  in  deaths  s 
Cofin,  have  you  ever  feen  the  Court  ? 

Cof.  Mo  Sir, 

Nor  am  I yet  in  travel  with  that  longing. 

Gent.  Oh  the  ftate  and  greatnefs  of  that  place 
Where  men  are  found 
Only  to  give  the  firft  creation  glory ! 

, Thofe  arc  the  models  of  the  antient  world 
Left  like  the  Roman  Statues  to  ftir  up 
Our  following  hopes,  the  place  it  fclf  puts  on 
The  brow  of  Majefty,  and  flings  her  luftre 
Like  the  air  newly  light’ned^  Form,  and  Order-, 

Are  only  there  themfelves,  unforc’d,  and  found. 

As  they  were  firft  created  to  this  place. 

Cof.  You  nobly  came,  but  willgoe  from  thence  bafe. 

Gent.  ’Twasvety  pretty,  and  a good  conceit  j 
You  have  a wit  good  Cofin,  I do  )oy  in’t. 

Keep  it  for  Court : but  to  my  felf  again. 

When  I have  view’d  thefe  pieces,  turn’d  theft;  eyes. 

And  with  fome  tafte  of  fuperftitton. 

Look’d  on  the  wealth  of  Nature,  the  fair  dames. 
Beauties,  that  light  the  Court,  and  make  it  ftievV 
Like  a fair  heaven,  in  a frofty  night; 

And ’mongft  thefe  mine,  not  pooreft,  ’tisfbrtongues 
Of  blefled  Poets,  fuch  as  Grpheus  was, 

T 0 give  their  worth  and  praifes  ^ Oh  dear  OoCn ; 
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You  have  a wife,  and  fair  bring  her  hither. 

Let  her  not  live  to  be  the  Milfrils  of  a Farmers  heir 
And  be  confin’d  ever  to  a ftarge, 

Far  courier  than  my  liorfe-cloth. 

Let  her  have  Velvets,  Tiflinics,  Jewels,  Pearls, 

A Coach,  an  Uliicr,  and  her  two  Lacquics, 

Andl  will  lend  my  wife  to  give  her  rules. 

And  read  the  rudiments  of  Court  to  her. 

Cof.  Sir,  1 liad  rather  lend  her  to  Virginia 
To  help  to  propagate  the  Englifi)  Nation. 

Enter  Servant. 

Gent.  Sirrah,  how  flept  your  Miftrifs,  and  what  vifitants 
Arc  to  pay  Icrvice  .? 

Serv.  As  I came  out. 

Two  Counts  were  newly  entered. 

Gent.  This  is  greatnefs. 

But  few  filch  fervants  wait  a Countrey  beauty. 

Cof.  They  are  the  more  to  thank  their  modefty, 

God  keep  my  Wife,  and  all  my  Iflue  Female 
Fromliich  uprifings. 

Enter  a Do^or. 

Gent.  What  ? niy  learned  Dodor  ? 

You  will  be  welcome,  give  her  health  and  youth 

And  I will  give  you  gold.  _ VoCtor. 

Cofin,  how  favors  this?  is  it  notfwcet 

And  very  great,  tafts  it  not  of  Noblenels  ? 

Cof  Faith  Sir,  my  pallatis  too  dull  and  lazie 
I cannot  tafte  it,  ’tis  not  for  my  relilh. 

But  be  fo  ftill. 

Since  your  own  mifery  muft  firft  reclaim  ye 
To  which  1 leave  you.  Sir, 

If  you  will,  yet  be  happy,  leave  the  humor 
And  bafe  fubjedlion  to  your  Wife,  be  wife 
And  let  her  know  with  fpeed,  you  are  her  Husband 
I fliall  be  glad  to  hear  it.  * 

My  horfe  is  fent  for, 

Gent.  Even  fuch  another  countrey  thing  as  this 
W’as  I,  fuch  a piece  of  dirt,  fo  heavy. 

So  provident  to  heap  up  ignorance. 

And  be  an  afs : fuch  mufty  cloaths  wore  I, 

So  old  and  thred-bare,  I do  yet  remember 
Divers  young  Gallants  lighting  at  my  Gate, 

To  fee  my  honoured  Wife,  have  offered  pence. 

And  bid  me  walk  their  horfes,  fuch  a flave  * 

Was  1 in  fliewthen;  bur  my  eyes  are  open’d. 

Enter  Gent.  JJ^fe. 

Many  fweet morrows  to  my  worthy  Wife. 

IVfe.  ’Tis  well,  and  aptly  given,  as  muchfor  you. 

But  tomyprefent  bufinefs,  which  is  money 

Gent.  Lady,  Lhave  none  left.  - (low, 

IVife.  I hope  you  dare  not  fay  fo, nor  imagine  fo  bafe  and 
A thought ; I have  none  left  ? 

Are  thefe  words  fitting  for  a man  of  worth. 

And  one  of  your  full  credit?  Do  you  know 
The  place  you  live  in?  me  ? and  what  I labour 
For,  you  ? and  your  advancement  ? 

Gent.  Yes  my  deareft, 

JVife.  And  do  you  pop  me  off  with  this  flight  anfvver. 

In  troth  I have  none  left?  in  troth  you  muft  have- 
Nay  ftare  not,  ’tis  molt  true,  fend  fpeedily  ’ 

To  all  that  love  you,  let  your  people  flye 
Like  thunder,  through  the  City, 

And  not  return  under  five  thoufand  Crowms- 
T ry  all,  takt  all,  let  not  a worthy  Merchant  be  untempted 
Or  anyone  that  hath  the  name  of  Money, 

Take  up  at  any  life,  give  Band,  or  Land, 

Or  mighty  Statutes,  able  by  their  ftrength, 

To  tye  up  Sampfin,  vvere  he  now  alive. 
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There  muflbc  money  gotten^  for  be  peiTwadcd, 

If  \vc  bill  now,  or  be  but  feen  to  Inriiik, 

Under  our  fair  beginnings,  ’tis  our  ruin. 

And  then  good  night  to  nil,  (but  our  difgrace) 

Farcwel  the  hope  of  coming  hnppinefs, 

And  all  the  aims  we  levied  at  lb  long. 

Are  ye  not  mov’d  at  this?  no  lenfe  of  want. 

Towards  \our  felf  yet  breeding?  be  old, 

And  common  •,  jaded  to  the  eyes 
Of  Giooms,aud  Pages,  Chamber-maids,  and  Guarders, 

And  when  you  have  done, put  your  poor  houfe  in  order 
And  hang  your  felf,  forfuch  mull;  be  the  end 
Of  him  that  willingly  forfakes  his  hopes 
And  hath  a joy  to  tumble  to  his  ruin. 

All  that  1 fay  is  certain,  if  ye  fail 
Do  not  upbraid  me  with  it,  I am  clear. 

Gent.  Now  heaven  forbid  I Ihould  do  wrong  to  you 
My  deareft  Wife,  and  Madam  yet  give  leave 
To  your  poor  creature  to  unfold  himfelf. 

You  know  nry  debts  are  many  more  than  means, 

My  bands  not  taken  in,  my  friends  at  home 
Drawn  dry  with  ihefe  expences,my  poor  Tenants 
More  full  of  want  than  we,  then  what  new  courle 
Can  I beget,  to  raife  thofe  crowns  by  ? fpeak, 

And  I {ball  execute. 

IFife.  Pray  tell  me  true. 

Have  yon  not  Land  in  the  Countrey  ? 

Gent.  Pardon  me,  I had  forgot  it. 

Wife.  Sir,  you  muft  remember  it. 

There  is  no  remedy,  this  Land  muft  be, 

In  Paris  e’r  to  morrow  night. 

Gem.  It  ftall,  let  me  confider,  fome300  acres 
Willfervc  the  turn. 

Wife.  ’Twill  furnifli  at  all  points. 

Now  you  fpeak  like  your  felf,  and  know  like  him. 

That  means  to  beaman,  fufpedl  no  left 
For  the  return  will  give  ye  five  for  one. 

You  Ihall  be  great  to  morrow,  I have  faid  it, 

Farewcl,  and  fee  this  bufinels  be  a-foot. 

With  expedition,  Wife. 

Gent.  Health,  all  joy,  and  honor 
W’ait  on  my  lovely  Wife.  W'hat  ? Jaqnesy  faqnes. 

Enter  Jaejnes. 

Jaq.  Sir,  did  you  call  > 

Gent.  I didfo,  hie  thee  Jaqnes, 

Down  to  the  Bank,  and  there  to  fomc  good  Merchant 
( Conceive  me  well,  good  Jaques.,  and  be  private  J 
Offer  300 acres  of  my  Land: 

Say  it  is  choice  and  fertile,  ask  upon  it 
Fivethoufand  Crowms,  this  is  thebufinefs 
I muft  employ  thee  in,  be  wife  and  fpeedy. 

Jaq.  Sir,  do  not  do  this. 

Gent.  Knave,  I muft  have  money, 

Jaq.  If  you  have  money  thus,  your  knave  muft  tell  ye 
You  will  not  have  a foot  of  Land  left,  be  more  wary. 

And  more  friend  to  your  felf,  this  honeft  l and 
Your  Worlhip  has  difearded,  has  been  true. 

And  done  yon  loyal  fervicc. 

1 Gent.  Gentle  Jaqttes., 

' You  have  a merry  wit,  employ  it  well 
About  thebufinefs  you  have  now  in  hand. 

When  ye  come  back,  enquire  me  in  the  Prefence, 

If  not  in  the  Tennis-Court,  or  at  my  houfe.  ^ Exit. 

Jaq.  If  this  vain  hold,  I know  where  to  enquire  ye. 
Five  thoufand  Crowns ! this,  with  good  husbandry, 

May  hold  a month  out,  then  50comorc, 

And  more  Land  a bleeding  for’t,  as  many  more. 

And  more  Land  laid  afide.  God  and  St.  Dennis 
Keep  honeft  minded  young  men  batchclors. 

’Tis  ftrangc,  my  Mafter  Iliould  be  yet  fo  young 
A puppy,  that  he  cannot  fee  his  fall 
And  got  fo  near  the  Sun.  I’ll  to  his  Cofin. 


And  once  more  tell  him  on’t,  if  he  fail. 

Then  to  my  Mortgage,  next  unto  my  fale. 

Enter  Longovile,  Bewford,  and  tJye  Servant. 

Serv.  Gentlemen,  hold  on  diftourle  a while, 

I fiiall  return  with  knowledge  how  and  where 

We  fliall  have  belt  accels  unto  my  Miftrifs 

To  tender  your  devotions.  Exit. 

Long.  Be  it  lb : 

Now  to  our  firft  difeourfe. 

Beiv.  I prethee  peace 

Thou  canlt  not  be  fo  bad,  or  make  me  know 
Such  things  are  living,  do  not  give  thy  felf 
So  common  and  fo  idle,  fo  open  vile. 

So  great  a wronger  of  thy  worth,  fo  low, 

I cannot,  nor  I muft  not  credit  thee. 

Low.  Now  by  this  light  I am  a whoremafter. 

An  open,  and  an  excellent  whormaftcr. 

And  take  alpecial  glory  that  lam  fo: 

I thank  my  Stars  I am  a whoremafter. 

And  fuch  a One  as  dare  be  known  and  feen. 

And  pointed  at  to  be  a noble  wencher. 

P etv.  Do  not  let  all  ears  hear  this,  hark  he  Sir, 

I am  my  lelf  a whoremafter,  I am 
Believe  it  Sir  (in  private  be  it  fpoken) 

I love  a whore  direftly,  moft  men  are  wenchers. 

And  have  profeft  the  Science,  few  men 
That  look  upon  ye  now,  but  whoremafters. 

Or  have  a full  defire  to  be  Ib. 

Lon.  This  is  noble. 

Berv.  It  is  without  all  queftion,  being  private, 

And  held  as  needfid  as  intelligence. 

But  being  once  dilcover’d,  blown  abroad. 

And  known  to  common  fenles,  ’tis  no  more 
Than  geometrical  rules  in  Carpenters, 

That  only  know  Ibme  meafure  of  an  Art,, 

But  are  not  grounded : be  no  more  deceived, 

I have  a confcience  to  reclaim  you,  Sir. 

Miftake  me  not:  I do  not  bid  you  leave  your  whore 
Or  lefs  to  Jove  her  i forbid  it, 

I fhould  be  fuch  a villain  to  my  friend. 

Or  fo  unnatural : ’twas  never  harbor’d  here, 

Learn  to  be  lecret  firft,  then  ftrike  your  Deer. 

Lon.  Your  fairinftruftions,  I Ihall  learn. 

Berp.  And  you  Ihall  have  them  j I defire  your  care. 

Lon.  They  are  your  fervants. 

Berp.  You  muft  not  love. 

Lon.  How  Sir  ? 

Berp.  I mean  a Lady,  there’s  danger. 

She  hath  anUIher  and  a Waiting  Gentlewoman, 

A Page,  a Coach-man,  thefe  are  fee’d  and  fee’d 
And  yet  for  all  that  will  be  prating. 

Lon.  So. 

Berp.  You  underftand  me  Sir,  they  will  diftover’t, 

And  there  is  a lofsof  credit.  Table-talk 
Will  be  the  end  of  this,  or  worfe,  than  that  ^ 

Will  this  be  worthy  of  a Gentleman  ? 

Long.  Proceed  good  Sir. 

Berp.  Next  leave  your  City  Dame^ 

Thebeftof  that  Tribe,  are  moft  meetly  coy. 

Or  moftextrcamly  foolilh,  both  which  vices 
Arc  no  great  ftirrers  up,  unlefs  in  Husbands 
That  owe  this  Cattle,  fearing  her  that’s  coy 
To  be  but  feeming,  her  that’s  fool  too  forward. 

Lon.  This  is  the  rareft  fellow,  and  the  Ibundeft, 

I mean  in  knowledge,  that  e’r  wore  a Codpiece, 

H’as  found  out  that  will  pals  all  Italy., 

All  France  ^nd  England-,  to  their  Ihamcs  I fpeak, 

And  to  the  griefs  of  all  their  Gentlemen, 

The  noble  Theory  of  Luxury. 

Berp.  Your  patience. 

And  r will  lay  before  your  eyes  a courfc 
That  I my  felf  found  out,  ’tis  excellent, 

Eafie, 
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Eafic,  and  full  of  frecdoine. 

Lott'r.  O good  Sir, 

You  rack  me  till  I know  it. 

Bea>.  This  it  is, 

When  your  delire  is  up,  your  blood  well  heated 
And  apt  for  fweet  encounter, chule  the  night. 

And  with  the  night  your  Wench,  the  ftrects  have  ftore, 
There  feize  upon  her,  get  her  to  your  chamber. 

Give  her  a cardecew,  ’tis  royal  payment  j 
When  ye  are  dull,  difmifs  her,  no  man  knows. 

Nor  file  her  felf,  who  hath  encountred  her. 

Lon.  O but  their  faces. 

Ben>.  Nere  talke  of  faces  : 

The  night  allows  her  equal  with  a Diitchefs, 

Imagination  doth  all  think  her  fair. 

And  great,  clapt  in  Velvet,  Ihe  is  fo, 

Sir,  I have  tryed  thofe,  and  do  find  it  certain 
It  never  failes  me,  ’tis  but  twelve  nights  lince 
My  lafb  experience. 

Lon.  O my  meiching  Varlet,  I’ll  fit  ye  as  I live. 

’Tis  excellent.  I’ll  be  your  Scholar  Sir. 

Litter  Lady  and  Servant. 

Tf^ife.  You  are  fairly  welcome  both:  troth  Gentlemen 
You  have  been  Grangers,  I could  chide  you  for’t. 

And  taxeye  with  unkindnefs,  What’s  the  news? 

The  Town  was  never  empty  of  fome  novelty, 

Servant,  W' hat’s  your  intelligence  ? 

Ser.  Faith  nothing. 

I have  not  heard  of  any  worth  relating. 

Bexv.  Nor  I fweet  Lady. 

Lon.  Then  give  me  attention, 

Monfienr  Shaitillion^s  mad. 
mfe.  Mad? 

Lon.  Mad  as  May-butter, 

And  which  is  more,  mad  for  a Wench. 

Lady.  ’Tis  ftrange,  and  full  of  pity. 

Lon.  All  that  comes  near  him 
He  thinks  are  come  of  purpofe  to  betray  him, 

Being  full  of  ftrange  conceit : the  wench  he  loved 
Stood  very  near  the  Crown. 

Lady.  Alafs  good  Monfieur  y 
A’  was  a proper  m.an,  and  fair  demean’d, 

A Perfon  worthy  of  a better  temper. 

Lon.  He  is  ftrong  opinioii’d  that  the  Wench  he  lov’d 
Remains  clofeprifonerbythe  Kings  com.mand  : 

Fearing  her  title,  when  the  poor  grieved  Gentlewoman 
Follows  him  much  lamenting,  and  much  loving 
In  hope  to  make  him  well,  he  knows  her  not. 

Nor  any  elfe  that  comes  to  vifit  him.  - '■ 

Lady.  Let’s  walk  in  Gentlemen,  and  there  dilcourfe 
His  further  mileries,  you  fhall  flay  dinner,  ^ 

In  truth  you  mull  obey. 

Om.  We  are  your  fervants.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Couzen. 

Couf.  There’s  no  good  to  be  done,  no  cure  to  be  wrought 
Upon  my  defp'erate  Kinfman:  I’ll  to  horfe 
And  leave  him  to  the  fools  whip,milery. 

;I  fhall  recover  twenty  miles  this  night, 
j My  horfe  Hands  ready,  Pll  away  with  fpeed. 

I Enter  Shattillion. 

I Shat.  Sir,  may  I crave  your  name  f 
I Couf.  Yes  Sir  you  may : 

|My  name  is  Cleremont. 
t Shat.  ’Tis  well,  your  fadion  ? ‘ 
iWhat  party  knit  you  with  ? 
i Couf.  I know  no  parties, 

[Nor  no  Faftions,  Sir. 

I . Shat.  Then  weare  this  Croft  of  white : 

U'J 


Qeritleman. 

And  where  you  Icc  the  like  they  aremv  iriends, 

Obicrve  them  well,  the  time  is  dangerous,  (fellow 

Couf.  Sir  keep  your  croft.  I’ll  weare  nOne,  furc  this 
Is  much  belidehimlHf,  grown  mad. 

Shat.  A word  Sir  j 

You  can  pick  nothing  out  of  this,  this  croft 
Is  nothing  but  a crofs,avcry  croft. 

Plain,  without  fpell,or  witchcraY,  fearch  it. 

You  may  fufped,  and  well,  there’s  poyfon  in’t, 

Powder,  or  wild-lire,  but  ’tis  nothing  fo. 

Couf.  I do  believe  you.  Sir,  ’tis  a plain  croft. 

Shat.  Then  do  your  worft,  1 care  not,  tell  the  King, 
Let  him  know  all  this,  as  I am  fure  he  fliall  •- 
When  you  have  fpit  your  venome,  then  will  I 
Stand  up  a faithful,  and  a loyal  Subjed, 

And  foGod  lave  His  Grace,  this  is  no  Treafbn. 

Couf.  He  is  March  mad,  fsn'cwcli  Monfieur.  Exit  Couzen. 
Shat  Farewel  ^ 

I fliall  be  here  attending,  ’tis  my  life 

They  aime  at,  there’s  no  way  tofavei:,well 

Let  ’em  fpread  all  their  nets : they  fhall  not  draw  me 

Into  anyxopen  Trealbn,  I can  lee. 

And  can  beware,  I have  my  wits  about  me^ 

I thank  heaven  for’t. 

Enter  Love. 

Love.  There  he  goes. 

That  was  the  fail  efl  hope  the  French  Court  bred. 

The  worth  ieft  and  the  fweeteit  temper’d  Ipirit, 

The  trueft,  and  the  valianteft,  the  beflof  judgment. 

Till  mofl  unhappy  I;  fever’d  thole  virtues. 

And  turn’d  his  wit  wild  with  a coy  denial. 

Which  heaven  forgive  me,  and  be  pleas’d,  O heaven 
To  give  again  his  fenfes:  that  my  love 
May  ftrike  ofFall  my  follies. 

Shat.  Lady. 

Love.  I Sir. 

Shat.  Your  will  with  me  fweet  Lady. 

Love.  Sir,  I come. 

Shat.  From  the  dread  fbvereign  King,  I know  it  Lady, 
He  is  a gracious  Prince,  long  may  he  live. 

Pertain  you  to  his  chamber  ? 

Lov.  No  indeed  Sir, 

That  place  is  not  for  women.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Shat.  Yes,  I do  know  you. 

Lov  What’s  my  name  ? pray  you  fpeak. 

Shat.  That’s  all  one,  I do  know  you  and  your  bullneft. 
You  are  difeover’d  Lady,  I am  wary. 

It  Hands  upon  my  life  •,  pray  excufe  me, 

ThebeH  man  of  this  Kingdom  lent  you  hither. 

To  dive  intome,  have  I toucht  you?  ha? 

Lov.  You  are  deceiv’d  Sir,  I come  from  your  love. 

That  fends  you  fair  commends,  and  many  kifles. 

Shat.  Alafs,  poor  foul.  How  does  Ihe  ? Is  fhe  living  ? 
Keeps  fne  her  bed  Hill  ? 

Lov.  Still  Sir,  She  is  living. 

And  well,  and  lhall  do  fo, 

Shat.  Are  ye  in  counfel? 

Lov.  No  Sir,  nor  any  of  my  fex. 

Shat.  Why  fb. 

If  you  had  been  in  counfel,  you  would  know. 

Her  time  to  be  but  Ilender  ^ fhe  muH  die, 

Lov.  I do  believe  it,  Sir. 

Shat.  And  fuddenly. 

She  Hands  too  near  a fortune. 

Lov.  Sir  ? 

Skat.  ’Tis  fb. 

There  is  no  jeHing  with  a Princes  Title, 

Would  we  had  both  been  born  of  common  parents, 

And  liv’d  a private  and  retir’d  life. 

In  homely  cottage,  we  had  then  enjoyed. 

Our  loves,  and  our  embraces,  thefe  are  things. 

That  cannot  tend  to  Treafbn 

N n 
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I If  he  yield  not,  lb, 

The  next  that  tryes  him  fliall  be  want  and  woe.  Exeunt. 


L 'T.  1 am  wretched. 

Shji.  O I pray  as  often  for  the  King  as  any. 

And  with  as  true  a heart,  for’s  continuance, 

And  do  moreover  pray  his  heirs  may  live  ^ 

And  their  fairiilucs,thcnasl  am  bound 
For  all  the  ftates  and  commons;  if  thefe  prayers 
Be  any  wayes  ambitious,  1 fubmit. 

And  lay  niy  head  down,  let  ’em  take  it  ofF^ 

You  may  inforrac  againft  me,  butwithall 
Rcmcmlxr  my  obedience  to  the  Crown, 

And  fcrvice  to  the  State. 

Lot.  Good  Sir,  1 loveye, 

Sbjt.  Then  love  the  gracious  King,  and  fay  with  me 

Loz'.  Flcaven  lave  his  Grace. 

Sb.jt.  This  is  ftrange 

A woman  lliould  be  font  to  undermine  me. 

And  buz  love  into  me  to  try  my  fpirit  ^ 

Offer  me  killes,  and  enticing  follies. 

To  make  me  open,  and  betray  my  felf  j 
It  was  a iubtilcanda  dangerous  plot, 

And  very  loundly  followed,  farewelLady, 

Let  me  have  equal  hearing,  and  relate 
I am  an  honeft  Man.  Heaven  fave  the  King.  Exit. 

Love.  I’ll  never  leave  him, till, by  art  or  prayer, 

I have  reftor’d  his  feiilcs.  If  1 make 
HimperteT  Man  again,  he’s  mine,  till  when, 

I here  abjure  all  loves  of  other  men.  Exit. 


JBus  Secundus, 

Scd^na,  Trim  a. 

Enter  Gentleman^  Solus. 

Gent.  Jaques, 

Jaq.  Sir.  U'lthin. 

Gent.  Jaques  ’tis  grown  day. 

The  Country  life  is  belt,  where  quietly. 

Free  from  the  clamor  of  the  troubled  Court, 

We  may  enjoy  our  own  green  lhadowed  walks. 

And  keep  a moderate  diet  without  art. 

Why  did  I leave  my  houle,  and  bring  my  Wife, 

To  know  the  manner  of  this  fiibtile  place  ? 

I would,  when  firfl:  the  luff:  to  fame  and  honor, 

Poffeff:  me,  I had  met  with  any  evil. 

But  that^  had  I been  tied  to  ftay  at  home. 

And  earn  the  bread  for  the  whole  family. 

With  my  own  hand,  happy  had  I been. 


Enter  Cozen,  and  Jaques. 


Enter  Jaques. 


Jjqnes.  Nay,  good  Sir  be  perfwaded,  go  but  back. 
And  tell  him  bee’s  undone,  fay  nothing  elle 
And  you  lhall  fee  how  things  will  work  upon’t. 

Cozen.  Not  fo  good  Jaques.^  1 am  held  anafle, 

A Countrey  Fool,  good  to  coiiverfe  with  dirt. 

And  eate  courfe  bread,  weare  the  worftWooll, 

Know  nothing  but  the  high-way  to  Paris., 

And  wouldlt  thou  have  me  bring  thefe  ftains, 

And  imperfections  to  the  riling  view 
Of  the  right  worlhipful  thy  worthy  Mafter? 

They  muff:  be  bright,  and  (bine,  their  cloaths 

Soft  Velvet,  and  the  7jr/.2«  Purple 

Like  the  gums,  hung  like  the  Sun, 

Their  golden  bcames  on  all  fides  ^ 

Such  as  thefe  may  come  and  know 

Thy  Mafter,  1 am  bafe,and  dare  notfpeak  unto  him, 

Hee’s  above  me. 

Ja-.  If  ever  you  did  love  him,  or  hisftate. 

His  name,  his  iffue,or  your  felf,  go  back 
’Twill  be  an  honeft  and  a noble  part 
Worthy  a Kinfman-, fave  300  Acres 
From  prefent  execution  ^ they  have  had  fentence, 

And  cannot  be  repriev’d,  be  merciful. 

Co.  Have  1 not  urg’d  already  all  the  reafons, 

I had  to  draw  him  from  his  will  ? his  ruin  ? 

But  all  in  vain,  no  counfcl  will  prevail  j 
H’as  fixthimlelf, there’s  no  removing, 

’T  v, ill  prove  but  breath  and  labor  lj;)ent  in  vain. 

I’ll  to  my  horfe,  farewell, 
l or  Gods  fake,  Sir", 

As  ever  you  have  hope  of  joy,turn  back  j 
ri!  be  your  Have  for  ever, do  but  go. 

And  f will  lay  fuch  fair  diredions  to  you 
That  if  he  be  not  doting  on  his  fall, 

He  lhall  recover  ligjit,  and  fee  his  danger. 

And  ye  lhall  tell  him  of  his  Wives  abales, 

I fear, too  foul  againft  him^  how  Ihe  plots. 

With ’our  young  Mounfiers,  to  milk-dry  her  husband. 
And  lay  it  on  their  backs-,  the  next  her  pride 
Then  what  his  debts  are,  and  how  infinite 
The  curies  of  his  Tenants,  this  will  work 
I’n  pawn  my  life  and  head,  he  cries  away. 

I’ll  to  my  houfe  in  the  Countrey. 

Co.  Come,  I’ll  go,  and  once  more  try  him, 


Jaq.  Sir,  this  is  from  your  wonted  courfe  at  home, 
When  did  ye  there  keep  fuch  inordinate  hours? 

Goe  to  bed  late  ? ftart  thrice  ? and  call  on  me  ? 

Would  you  were  fromi  this  place  z,  our  Councrey  lleeps. 
Although  they  were  but  of  that  moderate  length 
That  might  maintain  us  in  our  daily  work. 

Yet  were  they  found  andfweet.  f together-, 

Gent.  I Jaques.,  there  we  dreamt  not  of  our  Wives,  we  lay 
And  needed  not  z,  now  at  length  my  Cozens  words. 

So  truly  meant,  mixt  with  thy  timely  prayers 
So  often  urged,  to  keep  me  at  my  home. 

Condemn  me  quite. 

Ja.  ’Twas  not  your  fathers  courle : 

He  liv’d  and  dy’d  in  Orleance.,  where  he  had 

His  Vines  as  fruitful  as  experience 

(Which  is  the  art  of  Husbandry)  could  make  ^ 

He  had  his  prellb  for  ’em,  and  his  wines 
Were  held  the  belt,  and  out-lbld  other  Mens, 

His  corn  and  cartel  ferv’d  the  neighbor  Towns 
With  plentiful  provifion,  yet  his  thrift 
Could  mils  one  Beaft  amongft  the  heard  z, 

He  rul’d  more  where  he  liv’d,  than  ever  you  will  here. 

Gent.  ’Tis  true,,  why  Ihould  my  Wife  then,  ’gainft  my 
Perfwade  me  to  continue  in  this  courfe  ? (good, 

Ja.  Whydidyou  bring  her  hither  at  the  firft. 

Before  you  warm’d  her  blood  with  new  delights  ? 

Our  Countrey  Iports  could  have  contented  her; 

When  you  firft  married  her  a puppet-play 
Pleas’d  her  as  well  as  now  the  tilting  doth. 

She  thought  her  felf  brave  in  a bugle  chain. 

Where  Orient  pearl  will  fcarce  content  her  now. 

Gent.  Sure  Jaques.,  Ihc  fees  ibmething  for  my  good 
More  than  I do*,  Ihe  oft  will  talk  to  me 
Of  Offices,  and  that  Ihe  Ihortly  hopes, 

By  her  acquaintance  vvith  the  friends  Ihe  hath, 

To  get  a place  lhall  many  times  outweigh 

Our  great  expences,  and  if  this  befo- 

Ja.  Think  better  of  her  words,  Ihe  doth  deceive  you. 
And  only  for  her  vain  and  fenfual  ends 
Perfwade  ye  thus.  Let  me  be  fet  to  dwell 
For  ever  naked  in  the  bareft  foil,  , 

So  you  will  dwell  from  hence.  , 

Gent.  I fee  my  folly. 

Pack 
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Pack  iipinyftufte,  1 will  away  this  mornc. 

Halle— halle. 

Jj.  I,  now  I fee  your  Father’s  honors 
Trebling  upon  you,  and  the  many  prayers 
The  Countrey  Ipent  tor  him,  which  alinolt  now 
Begun  to  turn  to  curies,  turning  back, 
yA  n .1  falling  like  a mighty  Ihower 
Upon  ye. 

Gent.  Goe,caIl  my  W ife. 

Ja.  But  lliall  Ihe  not  prevail. 

And  Iway  you,  as  llie  oft  hath  done  before  ? 

Gent.  I will  not  hear  her,  butraileon  her. 

Till  1 be  ten  miles  off 

Ja.  If  you  be  forty, 

’Twill  not  be  worfe  Sir : 

Gent.  Call  her  up, 

Ja.  I will  Sir.  . 

Gent.  Why  what  an  Afs  was  I that  fuch  a thing 
As  a Wife  is  could  rule  me  ? 

Know  not  I that  woman  was  created  for  the  man. 

That  her  deCres,  nay  all  her  thoughts  Ihould  be 
As  his  are?  is  my  fenfe  reftor’d  at  length? 

Now  Ihe  Ihall  know,  that  which  Ihe  Ihould  defire, 

She  hath  a husband  that  can  govern  her. 

Enter  Wife.  ■ 

If  her  defires  leads  me  againlt  my  will  *, 

Are  you  come  ? 

Wife.  What  fad  unwonted  courfe 
Makes  you  raife  me  fo  foon,  that  went  to  bed 
So  late  lafl-night. 

Gent.  0 you  Ihall  goe  to  bed  fooner  hereafter. 

And  be  rais’d  again  at  thrifty  hours : 

In  Summer  time  wee’l  walk 

An  hour  after  our  Supper,  and  to  bed, 

in  Winter  you  Ihall  have  a let  at  Cards, 

And  fet  your  Maids  to  work. 

What  do  you  mean? 

Gent.  I will  no  more  of  your  new  tricks,  your  honors. 
Your  Offices,  and  all  your  large  preferments,  - 
Which  ftill  you  beat  into  my  ears,  hang  o’er  me,  . 

I’ll  leave  behind  for  others,  the  great  fway 
Which  I fiiall  bear  at  Court;  my  living  here 
1 With  countenance  of  your  honoured  friends, 

1 I’ll  be  content  to  lofe : for  you  fpeak  this 
lonly  that  you  may  ftill  continue  here 
I In  wanton  eafe : and  draw  me  to  confume, 

1 In  cloaths  and  other  things  idle  for  fhew, 

1 That  which  my  Father  got  with  honeft  thrift. 

1 Why,  who  hath  been  with  you  Sir,  . , 

That  you  talk  thus  out  of  Frame.  ^ v 

1 Gent.  You  make  a fool  of  me  : 

1 You  provide  one  to  bid  me  forth  to  fupper, 

1 And  make  me  promife^  thenmuft  fomeoneor  other 
I Invite  you  forth,  if  you  have  born  your  felf 
1 Loofely  to  any  Gentleman  in  my  fight 
I At  home,  you  ask  me  howl  like  the  carriage, 

1 Whether  it  were  not  rarely  for  my  good, 

1 And  open’d  not  a way  to  my  preferment  ? t ' . 

1 Come, I perc(i;e  all:  talk  not,  we’ll  away. 

1 Wife.  Why  Sir,  you’ll  ftay  till  the  next  triumph 
1 Day  be  paft  ? ' i 

1 Gent.  I,  you  have  kept  me  here  triumphing 
iThisfeven  years,  and  I have  ridden  through  the  ftreets, 
1 And  bought  embroyder’d  hofe  and  foot-cloths  too, 

ITo  Ihew  a fubjefts  zeal,  I rode  before 
1 In  this  moft  gorgeous  habit,  and  faluted 
1 All  the  acquaintance  I could  efpie 
1 From  any  Window,  i theft  are  wayes  ye  told  me 
iTo  raife  rile:,  I iftc  all:  make  you  ready  ftraight,  . 

: 1 And  in  that  Gown  which  yoii  came  firft  to  Town  in, 

1 Your  fafe-guard,  cloak,  and  your  hood  fiitable : 

IThus  on  a double  gelding  Ihall 'you  amble. 

And  my  man  Jaqnes  fliall  be  let  before  you. 

Wife.  But  will  you  goe  ? 

Gent.  1 will. 

Wife.  And  Ihall  I too? 

Gent.  And  you  fliall  too. 

Wife.  But  Ihall  I by  this  light  ? 

Gent.  Why  by  this  light  you  fliall. 

Wife.  Then  by  this  light 
You  have  no  care  of  your  Eftate,  and  mine, 
davc  we  been  feven  years  venturing  in  a Ship, 

And  now  upon  return,  with  a fair  wind. 

And  a calm  Sea,  full  fraught  with  ourown  wiflies, 

^aden  with  wealth  and  hoaor  to  the  brim. 

And  Ihall  we  flye  away  and  not  receive  it? 

Have  we  been  tilling,  fowing,  labouring, 

With  pain  and  charge  a long  and  tedious  winter. 

And  when  we  fee  the  corn  above  the  ground. 

Youthful  as  is  the  Morn  and  the  ftill  care. 

That  promifes  to  ftuffeour  fpacious  gamers. 

Shall  we  then  let  it  rot,  and  never  reap  it  ? 

Gent.  Wifetalke  no  more,  your  Rhetorick  comes  too  late, 
lam  inflixiblc^  and  how  dare  you 
Adventure  to  dired  my  courfe  of  life  ? 

Was  not  the  husband  made  to  rule  the  Wife  ? 

Wife.  ’Tis  true : but  where  the  man  doth  mifs  his  way. 

It  is  the  Womans  part  to  let  him  right-, 

So  Fathers  have  a power  to  guide  their  Sons 
In  all  their  courfes,  yet  you  oft  have  ften 
Poor  little  children,  that  have  both  their  eyes, 

Lead  their  blind  Fathers. 

Gen.  She  has  a plaguy  wit, 

I fayyou’r  but  a little  piece  of  man. 

Wife.  But  fuch  a piece,  as  being  tane  away, 

Man  cannot  laft ; the  faireft  and  talleft  fliip. 

That  ever  fail’d,  is  by  a little  piece  of  the  fame 
Wood,  fteer’d  right,  and  turn’d  about. 

Gen.  ’Tis  true  flie  fayes,  her  anfwersftand  with  reafbn. 
Wife.  But  Sir,  your  Cozin  put  this  in  your  head. 

Who  is  an  enemy  to  yourprefeimmt, 

Becaufe  1 fliould  not  take  place  of  his  wife  ^ 

Come,  by  this  kifs , thou  flialt  not  go  fweet  heart. 

•Gen.  Come,  by  this  kifsl  will  go  Sweet-heart, 

On  with  your  riding  ftufle ; 1 know  your  tricks, 

And  if  preferment  fall  ere  you  be  ready, 

’Tis  welcome,  elft  adieu  the  City  life. 

W/fe.  Well,  Sir,  I will  obey. 

Gent.  About  it  then, 

Wife.  To  pleaft  your  humor  I would  drefs  my  ftlf. 

In  the  moft  loathfome  habit  you  could  name. 

Or  travel  any  whether  o’re  the  World, 

If  you  command  me,  it  fliall  ne’r  be  laid. 

The  frailty  of  a woman,  whoft  weak  mind. 

Is  often  fet  on  loofe  delights,  and  Ihews, 

Hath  drawn  her  husband  to  confume  his  ftate. 

In  the  vain  hope  of  that  which  never  fell. 

Gen.  About  it  then,  women  are  pleafant  creatures. 
When  once  a man  begins  to  know  himfelf. 

Wfe.  But  hark  you  Sir,  becaufe  I will  be  fure. 

You  Ihall  have  no  excuft,  no  word  to  fay 
In  your  defence  hereafter  -,  when  you  fte 
What  honors  were  prepar’d  for  you  and  me. 

Which  you  thus  willingly  have  thrown  away, 

I tell  you  I did  look  for  prefent  honor. 

This  morning  for  you,  which  I know  had  come : 

But  if  they  do  not  come  ere  I am  ready 
( Which  I will  be  the  Iboner  leaft  they  Ihould) 

When  lam  once  fet  in  a countrey  life. 

Not  all  the  power  of  earth  fliall  alter  me. 

Not  all  your  prayers  or  threats  fliall  make  me  fpeak 
The  leaft  words  to  my  honorable  friends, 

To  do  you  any  grace. 

Gent.  I will  not  wifli  it. 

Wife.  And  never  more  hope  to  be  honorable, 

Gent.  My  hopes  are  lower. 

N n 2 Wife.  As 

i ^ ’ --  — r- 
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Jfifr.  As  1 live  you  lhall  not. 

You  lhall  be  lb  tar  from  the  name  of  nobic 
That  you  lhall  never  fee  a Lord  again  ^ 

You  lhall  not  fee  a Maskc,or  Barriers, 

Or  Tilting,  or  a folenm  Chriftning, 

Or  a great  Marriage,  or  new  Fire-works, 

Or  any  bravery  •,  b it  you  fliall  live 

At  home,  bcfjx)ttcd  with  your  own  lov’d  durt. 

In  Icurvy  cloaths,  as  you  were  wont  to  doe, 

And  to  content  you,  1 will  live  lo  too. 

C'fn.  Tis  all  1 wifh,  make  hafte,  the  day  draws  on. 

It  lhall  he  my  care  to  lee  your  Stuftepacktup. 

U'ifeAi  lliallbemy  caretogullyou : you  lhall  ftay.(Ex.(je«. 
And  more  than  lb,  intreat  me  humbly  too. 

You  lhall  have  honors  prefeiitlyj  Maria, 

h liter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam. 

Jf-'ife.  Bring  hither,  pen,  ink,  and  paper. 

M:.  ’Tis  here, 

jy,fe.  Your  Mailer  will  not  Hay, 

Llnlcfs  preferment  come  within  an  hour. 

Mar.  Let  him  command  one  of  the  City  gates. 

In  rime  of  mutiny,  or  you  may  provide  him, 

To  be  one  of  the  counlel  for  invading. 

Some  lavage  Countrey  to  plant  Chriilian  faith. 

IV  fe.  No,  no,  I have  it  for  him,  call  my  page-, 

Now,  my  dear  husband,  there  it  is  will  fit  you.  Ex.  Maria. 
And  uhen  the  world  fliall  fee  what  I have  done. 

Let  it  not  move  the  fpleen  of  any  W’ ife. 

To  make  an  Afsof  her  beloved  husband, 

V.  ithout  good  ground,  but  if  they  will  be  drawn 
To  any  reafon  by  you,  do  not  gull  them^ 

But  if  they  grow  conceited  of  therafelves. 

And  be  fine  Gentlemen,  have  no  mercy, 

Publilhthem  to  the  World,  ’twill  do  them  good 
\\'hen  they  fliall  feetheir  follies  underflood. 

Go  bear  thefe  Letters  to  my  fervant. 

And  bid  him  make  hafle,  I willdrefs  myfelf. 

In  all  the  Journey-CIoatlis  I us’d  before. 

Not  to  ride,  but  to  make  the  Laughter  more.  Exit. 

Enter  Gentleman,  Jaq^ues.- 

Cent.  Is  all  packt  up  ? 

Jj.  All,  all  Sir,  there  is  no  tumbler 
Runs  through  his  hoop  with  more  dexter ity,- 
Then  I about  this  bulinefs;  ’Tis  a day,  u 
That  I have  long  long’d  to  fee. 

Gent.  Come,  Where’s  my  Spurs  ? 

Ja.  Here,  Sir,  and  now  ’tis  come. 

Gent,  I,  Jaques.^  now, 

I thank  my  fatc-s,  I can  command  ray  Wife.. 

Ja.  I am  glad  to  fee  it,  Sir, 

Cent.  I do  not  love  alwayes. 

To  be  made  a puppie, 

Ja.  But,  yet  me  thinks  your  Worfliip  does  not  look. 
Right  like  a Countrey  Gentleman. 

Gent.  I will,  give  me  my  t’other  hat. 

Ja.  Here. 

Gem.  So,  my  Jerkin. 

Ja.  Yes,  sir. 

Gem.  On  with  it  Jaques.,  thou  and  I 
Will  live  fo  finely  in  the  Countrey, 

And  have  fuch  plealhnt  walks  into  the  Woods 
A mornings,  and  then  bring  home  riding-rods. 

And  walking  flaves 

Ji.  And  1 will  licar  them.  Sir, 

And  Skurdgc-flicks  for  the  children. 

Gem.  .So  thou  fhait. 

And  tho'i  /halt  do  all,  over-fee  my  Work-folkes, 

And  at  the  weeks  end  pay  them  all  their  wages, 

Ja.  I will.  Sir,  lb  your  Worfliip  give  me  Money, 

Gent.  Thou  fhait  receive  all  too:  give  me  my  Drawers. 
Ja.  They  are  ready.  Sir. 

Gent.  And  1 will  make  thy  Miftrifs, 

My  wife,  look  to  her  landrie,  and  her  dairy. 

That  we  may  have  our  linnen  clean  onSundayeS. 

Ja.  And  Holy-dayes. 

Gent.  I,  and  ere  we  walk  about  the  Grounds 
Provide  our  break-faff. 

Or  fhe  fliall  iinoke,  I’ll  have  her  a good  hufwife  y 
She  fhall  not  make  a voyage  to  her  Sifters, 

But  fhe  fhall  live  at  home, 

And  feed  her  pullen  fat,  and  fee  her  Maides 
In  bed  before  her,  and  lock  all  the  doors. 

Ja.  Why  that  will  be  a life  for  Kings  and  Queens. 

Gen.  Give  me  my  Scarfe  with  the  great  Button  quickly. 
Ja,  ’Tis  done.  Sir. 

Gen.  Now  my  Mittens, 

Ja.  Here  they  are.  Sir, 

Gen,  ’Tis  well : now  my  great  dagger. 

Ja.  There. 

Gen.  Vi-^hy  fb  j thus  it  ftiould  be,  now  my  riding  rod, 
Ja.  There’s  nothing  wanting.  Sir. 

Gen.  Another,  man,  to  ftick  under  my  girdle. 

Ja.  There  it  is. 

Gent.  All  is  well. 

Ja.  Why  now  methinks  your  Worfliip  looks 
Like  to  your  fel.f,  a Man  of  means  and  credit. 

So  did  your  grave  and  famous  Anceftors, 

Ride  up  and  down  to  Fairs,  and  cheapen  cartel. 

Gent.  Goe,  haflen  your  Miftrifs,  Sirra. 

Ja.  It  fliall  be  dorx.  Ex.  Jaques. 

Enter  Servant  and  Page. 

Ser.  Who’s  that?  who’s  that  Boy  ? 

Page.  I think  it  be  my  Mafter.  (rod? 

Ser.  Who,  he  that  walkes  in  gray,  whisking  his  riding 
Pag.  Yes,  Sir,  ’tis  he, 

Ser.  ’Tis  he  indeed  j he  is  prepar’d 
For  his  new  journey  when  I wink  upon  you. 

Run  out  and  tell  the  Gentleman  ’tis  time 

Monfieur  good  day.  (dy. 

Gen.  Monfieur^  your  Miftrifs  is  within,  but  yet  not  rea- 
der. My  bufinefs  is  with  you,  Sir  ^ ’tis  reported, 

I know  not  whether  by  fome  enemy 
Malicioufly,  that  envies  your  great  hopes. 

And  would  be  ready  to  low  difeontents 
Betwixt  his  Majefty,  and  you,  or  truely. 

Which  on  my  faith  I would  be  fbrry  for. 

That  you  intend  to  leave  the  Court  in  hafte. 

Gen.  Faith,  Sir,  within  this  half  hour.  Jaques 
Jaques  vpithin : Sir  ? ' “ 

Gem.  Is  my  Wife  ready? 

Ja.  Prefently, 

Ser.  But  Sir, 

I needs  thuft  tell  you,  as  lam  your  friend. 

You  fhould  have  ta’cn  your  journey  privater,' 

For  ^tis  already  blaz’d  about  the  Court. 

Gen.  Why  Sir,  1 hope  it  is  no  Treafbn,is  it? 

Ser.  .’Tis  true.  Sir,  but  ’tis  grown  the  common  talk^ 
There’s  no  difeovery  elfe  held,  and  in  the  prefence 
All  the  Nobility  and  Gentry, 

Have  nothing  in  their  mouths  but  only  this, 

Monfieur  Marine.^  that  noble  Gentleman, 

Is  now  departing  hence : every  Mans  face 
Looks  ghaftly  on  his  fellows  fuch  a fadnefs 
(Before  this  day)  1 ne’er  beheld  in  Court, 

Mens  hearts  begin  to  fail  them  when  they  hear  it. 

In  expedationofthegreatevent 

That  needs  muft  follow  it,  pray  Heaven  it  be  good ! 

Gen.  Why,  I had  rather  all  their  hearts  fhould  fail. 

Than  1 flay  here  until  my  purfe  fail  me. 

Ser.  But  yet  you  arc  a Subjeft,  and  beware, 

1 charge  you  by  the  love  I bear  to  you, 

How 
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How  you  do  venture  radily  on  a coiirfc. 

To  make  your  Sovereign  jealous  of  your  deeds, 

For  Princes  jealoufies,  where  they  love  molt, 

Areealily  found,  but  tliey  be  hardly  loft. 

Gen.  Come,  thclc  are  tricks,  I linell  ’em,  I will  goc- 

Ser.  Have  1 not  ftill  profelt  my  fclf  your  friend  ? 

Gen.  Yes,  but  you  never  fliewd  it  to  me  yet. 

Ser.  But  now  I will,  becaufe  I fee  yon  wife. 

And  give  ye  thus  much  light  into  a bulinefs, 

That  came  to  me  but  now,  be  refolute. 

Stand  Itiflyto  it  that  you  will  depart. 

And  prefently. 

Gen.  Why  fo  I mean  to  doe. 

Ser.  And  by  this  light  you  maybe  what  you  will  ^ 

Will  you  be  fecret,Sir? 

Gen.  Why?  What’s  the  matter  ? 

Ser.  The  King  does  fear  you. 

Gent.  How  ? 

S'r.  And  is  now  in  Counfel  j 

Gent.  About  me  ? 

Ser.  About  you,  and  you  be  wile. 

You’ll  find  he’s  in  Counfel  about  you  : 

His  Counfellors  have  told  him  all  the  truth. 

Gent.  What  truth? 

Ser.  Why  , that  which  now  he  knows  too  well. 

Gent.  What  is’t  ? 

Ser.  I'hat  you  have  followed  him  leven  years, 

With  a great  train : and  though  he  have  notgrac’t  you, 
Yet  you  have  div’d  into  the  hearts  of  thoulands, 

V\'ith  liberality  and  noble  carriage  ^ 

And  if  you  Ihould  depart  home  unprefer’d. 

All  difcontented,  and  feditious  fpirits 
W’ould  flock  to  you,  and  thruft  you  into  aftion : 

With  vvhofe  help,  and  your  Tenants,  who  doth  not  know 
f if  you  were  fo  difjjos’d  :) 

How  great  a part  of  this  yet  fertile  peaceful  Realm  of 
You  might  make  delblate  ? but  when  the  King 
Heard  this 

Gent.  What  faid  he  ? 

Ser.  Nothing,  but  fnook. 

As  never  Chriltian  Prince  did  lliake  before. 

And  to  be  Ihort,  you  may  be  what  you  will  ? 

But  be  not  ambitious  Sir,  fit  down 

With  moderate  honors,  kail  you  make  your  lelf 

More  fear’d. 

Gent.  I know.  Sir,  what  I have  to  doe 
In  mine  own  bufmefs. 

Enter  Longavile. 

Long.  Where’s  Monfieur  Mount  Marine. 

Ser.  Why  there  he  Hands,  will  you  ought  with  him  ? 

Long.  Yes:  Good  day  Marine. 

Gent.  Good  day  to  you. 

Long.  His  MajeHy  doth  commend  himfelf. 

Molt  kindly  to  you  Sir,  and  hath, by  me. 

Sent  you  this  favor : kneel  down,  rife  a Knight. 

Gent.  I thank  his  Majelly. 

Long.knA  he  doth  further  requefl:  you,  * 

Not  to  leave  the  Court  fo  foon, 

For  though  your  former  merits  have  been  flighted. 

After  this  time  there  fliall  no  Office  fall  •, 

Worthy  your  fpirit,  as  he  doth  confefs 
There’s  none  fo  great,  but  you  ffiall  furely  have  it. 

Ser.  Do  you  hear  ? if  you  yield  yet  you  are  an  als. 

Gent,  rll  Ihew  my  fervice  to  his  Majefly 
In  greater  things  than  thefe,  but  for  this  fmall  one 
I mu  ft  intreat  his  Highnefs  to  excufe  me. 

Long.  I’ll  bear  your  Knightly  words  unto  the  King, 

And  bring  his  Princely  anfwer  back  again.  Exit  Long. 

Ser.  Well  faid,  be  refolute  a while,  I know 
There  is  a tide  of  honors  coming  on.  , . 

I warrant  you. 

I— 
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Enter  Bewford. 

Bw.  Where  is  this  new  made  Knight? 

Gent.  Here,  Sir. 

hew.  Let  me  enfold  you  in  my  arms. 

Then  call  you  I.ord,thc  King  will  have  it  fo. 

Who  doth  entreat  your  Lordlhip  to  remember 
His  Mcllagc  fent  to  yon  by  Longavile. 

Ser.  If  ye  be  durty,and  dare  not  mount  aloft; 

You  may  yield  now,  1 know  what  I would  do. 

Cent.  Peace,  I will  fit  him;  tell  his  IVIajelly 
I am  a SubjecH,  and  I do  confefs 
I ferve  a gracious  Prince,  that  thus  hath  heapt 
Honors  on  me  without  defert,  but  yet 
As  for  the  Mellage,  bulinefs  urgtth  me, 

1 muH  be  gone,  and  he  mult  pardon  me. 

Were  he  ten  thouland  Kings  and  Emperors. 

JBew.  I’ll  tell  him  fo. 

Ser.  Why,  this  was  like  your  felf. 

Bew.  As  he  hath  wrought  him,  ’cis  the  finell  fellow 
That  e’re  was  Chriflmafs  Lord,  he  carries  it 
So  truely  to  the  life,  as  though  he  were 
One  of  the  plot  to  gull  himfelf.  px/tBewf. 

Ser.  V hy  fo,  you  lent  the  wiled  and  the  Ihrewdeft  anfwer 
Unto  the  King,  I fwear,  my  honored  friend, 

That  ever  any  Subject  fent  his  Liege. 

Gent.  Nay  now  I know  I have  him  on  the  hip. 

I’ll  follow  it. 

Enter  Longavile. 

Long.  My  honorable  Lord, 

Give  me  your  noble  hand  right  courteous  Peer, 

And  from  henceforth  be  a courtly  EarT, 

The  King  fo  wills,  and  Subjeds  muHobey : 

Only  he  doth  delire  you  to  confider 
Of  his  requefl:. 

Ser.  Why  faith  you’r  well  my  Lord,  yield  to  him, 

Gent.  Yield?  why  *twas  my  plot. 

Ser.  Nay,  ’twas  your  Wives  plot. 

Gent.  To  get  preferment  by  it. 

And  thinks  he  now  to  pop  me  i’th’  mouth 
But  with  an  Earldome  ? I’ll  be  one  Hep  higher. 

Ser.  ’Tis  the  fiineH  Lord,  I am  afraid  anon 
He  will  Hand  upon’t  tolhare  the  Kingdom  with  him. 

Enter  Bewford. 

Bew.  Where’s  this  Courtly  Earl  ? 

His  MajeHy  commends  his  love  unto  you ; 

And  will  you  but  now  grant  to  his  requelt. 

He  bids  you  be  a Duke,  and  chufe  of  whence. 

Ser.  Why  if  you  yield  not  now,  you  are  undone. 

What  can  you  wiffi  to  have  more,  but  the  Kingdom  ? 

Gent.  Sopleafe  his  MajeHy,!  would  hzD.o^ Burgundy, 
Becaufc  I like  the  place. 

Bew.  I know  the  King  is  pleas’d. 

Gent.  Then  will  I Hay  and  kils  his  Highnels  hand. 

Bew.  His  MajeHy  will  be  a glad  man  when  he  hears  it. 

Lon.  But  how  ffiall  we  keep  this  from  the  world’s  ear. 
That  fome  one  tell  him  not,  he  is  no  Duke? 

Ser.  VVee’I  think  of  that  anon. 

Why  Gentlemen,  Is  this  a gracious  habit  for  a Duke? 

Each  gentle  body  fet  a finger  to 

To  pluck  the  clouds  of  this  his  riding  weeds 

From  oft' the  orient  Sun  of  his  beH  deaths ; 

I’ll  pluck  one  Boot  and  fpur  offi 

Long.  I another. 

Bew.  I’ll  pluck  his  Jerkin  offi 

Ser.  Sit  down  my  Lord ; 

. Both  his  Ipurs  off  at  once  good  Longavile, 

And take  thatScarfe  offhand  that  Hat, 

Doth  not  become  his  largely  fprouting  fore-head, 
i Now 
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Nowfot  your  gracious  foot  to  this  of  mine,  I 

One  pluck  will  do  it,  lo,  off  witli  die  otlier. 

Loh.  Loe,  thus  your  fcrvantLo«^jz/z/e  doth  pluck 
The  trophy  of  your  former  gentry  off. 

Olf  with  his  jerkin  Ben'ford. 

Sc'r.  Didlt  thou  never  fee 
A nimble  footed  Taylor  fi-and  lb  in  his  ftockings, 

Wdiilft:  lome  friend  help’d  to  pluck  his  Jerkin  off^ 

To  dance  a Jigg  ? 


n. 
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Sc<^na  Fritfia, 

Enter  Cozen,  and  Jaques. 


Enter  Jaques» 

Lon.  Here’s  his  man  Jaques  come. 

Booted  and  ready  Hill. 

Jjq.  i\Iy Miftrifs Hayes; 

Why  how  now  Sir?  What  do’s  your  Worlhip  mean^ 

T o pluck  your  grave  and  thrifty  habit  olH 
Gent.  My  flippers,  Jaques. 

Lon.  O thou  mighty  Duke, 

Pardon  this  Man, 

That  thus  hath  trefpalTcd  in  ignorance. 

Cent.  1 pardon  him. 

Lon.  His  Graces  flippers, 

Jj.  Why  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Lon.  Foot-man,  he’s  a Duke : 

The  King  hath  rais’d  him  above  all  his  Land. 

Jj.  I’ll  to  his  Cozen  prefently,  and  tell  him  lb  ; 

0 what  a dung-hill  Countrey  rogue  was  I.  Exit  Jaques. 

Enter  JVife. 

Ser.  See,  fee,  my  Miftrifs. 

Lon.  Let’^  obferve  their  greeting. 

Wife.  Unto  your  will,  as  every  good  Wife  ought, 

1 have  turn’d  all  my  thoughts,  and  now  am  ready. 

Gent.  O Wife,  I am  not  worthy  to  kils  the  leaft 
Of  all  thy  toes,  much  left  thy  Thumb, 

W'hich  yet  I would  be  bold  with ; all  thy  counlel 
Hath  been  tome  Angelical,  but  mine  to  thee 
Hath  been  moft  dirty,  like  my  mind: 

Dear  Duchefs  I muft  Hay. 

Wife.  What  are  you  mad,  to  make  me 
Drefs,  and  undrefs,  turn  and  wind  me, 

Becaule  you  find  me  plyant  > faid  I not  _ 

The  whole  world  Ihould  not  alter  me,  if  once 
were  relblv’d  ? and  now  you  call  me  Duchels : 

Why  what’s  the  matter  ^ 

Gent.  Loe  a Knight  doth  kneel. 

(Wife.  A Knight  ? 

Gent.  A Lord. 
fFife.  A Fool. 

Gent.  1 fay  doth  kneel  an  Earl,  a Duke* 

Long.  In  Drawers. 

Berp.  Without  fhoes. 

Wife.  Sure  you  lunatick. 

Ser.  No,  honoured  Duchels, 

If  you  dare  but  believe  your  lervants  trutn, 

I know  he  is  a Duke. 

Long.  God  fave  his  Grace. 

Wife.  1 ask  your  Graces  pardon. 

Gent.  Then  I rife. 

And  here,  in  token  that  all  ftrife  fnall  end, 

’Twixt  thee  and  me,  I let  my  drawers  fall. 

And  to  thy  hands  I do  deliver  them; 

Which  fignifics,that  in  all  adbs  and  fpeeches. 

From  this  time  forth,  my  Wife  lhall  wear  the  bre«ches. 

Ser.  An  honorable  conipofition.  Exeunt  omnes. 


Coz.  QHall  I believe  thee,  Jaqites? 

Ja.  O Sir  you  may. 

C oz.  Didfl:  thou  not  dreame  ? 

Ja.  I did  not. 

Coz.  Nor  imagine  ? 

Ja.  Neither  of  both : I law  him  great  and  mighty, 

I law  the  Monfieurs  bow,  and  heard  them  cry. 

Good  health  and  fortune  to  my  Lord  the  Duke. 

Coz.  A Duke  art  fure?  a Duke  ? 

Ja.  I am  fure  a Duke, 

And  fofure,  as  I know  my  lelf  for  Jaques. 

Coz.  Yet  the  Sun  may  dazeU  Jaques.,  Was  it  not 
I Some  leane  Commander  of  an  angry  Block-houfe 
To  keep  the  FlcemilhEele-boatsfrom  invafion. 

Or  Ibme  bold  Baron  able  to  dilpend 
His  fifty  pounds  a year,  and  meet  the  foe 
Upon  the  Kings  command,  in  gilded  canvas. 

And  do  his  deeds  of  worth  ? or  was  it  not 
Some  place  of  gain,  as  Clerk  to  the  great  Band 
Of  maribones,  that  people  call  the  Switzers  ? 

Men  made  of  Beufe.and  Sarcenet  ? (prefence  ? 

Ja.  Isa  Duke  his  chamber  hung  with  Nobles  like  a 
Coz.  I am  Ibmething  wavering  in  my  faith  ; 

Would  you  would  fettle  me,  and  fwear  ’tis  lb. 

Is  he  a Duke  indeed  ? 

Ja.  1 fwear  he  is. 

Coz.  I am  fatisfied,  he  is  my  Kinlman.  Jaques., 

And  1 his  poor  unworthy  Cozen. 

Ja.  True,  Sir. 

Coz.  I might  have  been  a Duke  too,  I had  means, 

A wife  as  fair  as  his,  and  as  wife  as  his ; 

And  could  have  brookt  the  Court  as  well  as  his, 

And  laid  about  her  for  her  husbands  honor : 

0 Jaques.,  had  I ever  dreamt  of  this, 

1 hgd  prevented  him. 

Ja.  Faith  Sir.it  came 
Above  our  expedation,  we  were  wile 
Only  in  Peeking  to  undoe  this  honor. 

Which  Ihewed  our  dung-hill  breeding  and  our  durt. 

Coz.  But  tell  me  Jaques., 

Why  could  we  not  perceive  ? what  dull  Divel 
Wrought  us  to  crofs  this  noble  courfe,  perfwading 
’Twould  be  his  overthrow  ? ’fore  me  a Courtier 
Is  he  that  knows  all,  Jaques.,  and  does  all, 

’Tis  as  his  noble  Grace  hath  often  faid. 

And  very  wilely,  Jaques,  we  are  fools. 

And  underlland  juft  nothing. 

Ja.  I,  as  we  were,  I confels  it. 

But  riling  with  our  great  Mafter, 

We  lhall  be  call’d  to  knowledge  with  our  places, 

’Tis  nothing  to  be  wife,  not  thus  much  there. 

There’s  not  the  leaft  of  the  billet  dealers. 

Nor  any  of  the  Paltry,  or  the  Kitchin, 

But  have  it  in  meafure  delicate. 

Coz.  Methinksthis  greatnefsof  the  Dukes  my  Cozens, 

(I  ask  you  mercy,  Jaques,  that  near  name 
Is  too  familiar  for  me)  Ihould  give  promife 
Of  feme  great  benefits  to  his  attendants. 

Ja.  I have  a fuit  my  felf,  and  it  is  fure. 

Or  I miftake  my  ends  much. 

Coz..  What  is’t  Jaques, 

May  I not  crave  the  place  > 

Ja.  Yes 
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Ja.  Yes, Sir,  yon  lliall, 

’T IS  to  be  but  his  Graces  Secretary, 

W hich  is  my  little  all,  anti  my  ambition, 
lYl)  my  known  worth  lhall  take  me  by  tlic  hand. 

And  let  me  higher-,  how  the  fates  may  tlo 
In  this  poor  tliread  of  life,  is  yet  iinccrtaia  ^ 

1 was  not  born  1 take  it  for  a T rcncher. 

Nor  to  elpoiile  my  Miftrifs  Dairy-maid. 

Couz.  1 am  rcfolv’d  my  Wife  fl  all  up  t a Court  j 
ril  furnini  her,  that  is  a fpeeding  coiir.c. 

And  cannot  chufe  but  breed  a mighty  fortune  ■, 

W hat  a line  youth  was  I,  to  let  him  ftart. 

And  get  the  rife  before  me?  I’ll  dilpatch, 

And  put  my  felf  in  Moneys. 

Ja.  Mals  ’tis  true. 

And  now  5011  talke  of  Money  Sir,  my  bufinefs 
For  taking  thole  Crowns  mull  be  difpatcht ; 

This  little  plot  in  the  Countrey  lies  moft  fit 
To  do  his  Grace  fuch  ferviceable  ufes, 

1 mu  ft  about  it. 

Yet,  before  ymigoe, 

Give  me  your  hand,  arid  b.ear  my  humble  fervice 
To  the  great  Duke  your  Mafter,and  his  Ducheft, 

And  live  your  felf  in  favor  : fay  ray  Wife 
Shall  there  attend  them  fhortly,  fo  farewell. 

Ja.  I’ll  fee  you  mounted.  Sir, 

Cowz.  It  may  not  be, 

Your  place  is  tar  above  it,  Ipare  your  felf. 

And  know  I am  your  fervant,  fare  ye  well.  Exit  Ceuzen. 

Ja.  Sir  I lhall  reft  to  be  commanded  by  you  , 

This  place  of  Secretary  will  not  content  me, 

I muft  be  more  and  greater ; let  me  lee-. 

To  be  a Baron  is  no  fnch  great  matter 
As  people  take  it : for  fay  I were  a Count, 

I am  ftill  an  iinder-perfon  to  this  Duke, 

Which  methinks  founds  but  harfiily  -.  but  a Duke  ? 

O I am  ftrangely  taken,’tis  a Duke 

Or  nothing.  I’ll  advife  upon’t,  and  foe 

W'hat  may  be  done  by  wit  and  induftry.  Exit. 

Enter  W’ife,  Longoveil,  Bewford,  Servants. 

Wife.  It  muft  be  carried  clofely  with  a care 
That  no  man  fpeak  unto  him,  or  come  near  him, 

Without  our  private  knowledge,  or  be  made 
Afore-hand  to  our  praTice  : 

My  good  husband, 

I fliall  entreat  you  now  to  ftay  a while. 

And  prove  a noble  coxcomb. 

Gentlemen, 

Your  counfel  and  advice  about  this  carriage. 

Sex-  Alas  good  man,  I do  begin  to  mourn 
His  dire  Mallacre : what  a perfecution 
Is  pouring  down  upon  him  ? fure  he  is  linful. 

Long.  Let  him  be  kept  in’s  chamber  under  Ihew 
Of  ftate  and  dignity,  and  no  man  fuffer’d 
To  fee  his  noble  face,  or  have  accefs. 

But  we  that  are  Confpirators.  ( his  Tenants, 

Berv.  Orelfe  down  with  him  into  the  Countrey  amongft 
There  he  may  live  far  longer  in  his  greatnels. 

And  play  the  fool  in  pomp  amongft  his  fellows. 

Wfe.  No,  he  fliall  play  the  fool  in  the  City,  and  ftay, 

I will  not  lofe  the  greatnefs  of  this  jeft. 

That  lhall  be  given  to  my  wit,for  the  whole  Revenues. 

Ser.  Then  thus  wee’ll  have  a guard  about  hisperfon. 
That  no  man  come  too  near  him,  and  our  felves  • ^ 

Alwayes  in  company  ^ have  him  into  the  City 
To  fee  his  face  fwel4  whilft,in  divers  corners. 

Some  of  our  own  appointing  fhall  be  ready 

To  cry  heaven  blels  your  Grace,  long  live  your  Grace. 

Wife.  Servant,your  counfol’s  excellent  good. 

And  fliall  be  follow’d, ’twill  be  rarely  ftrange 
To  foe  him  ftated  thus,,  as  though  he  went 
A fhroving  through  the  City,  or  intended 


I'o  fetup  Ibmc  new  Wake  : 

I lhall  not  hold 

From  open  laughter,  when  I hear  him  cry. 

Come  hither  my  I wcct  Duchefs:  let  me  kils 
'I'hy gracious  lips;  for  this  will  behisphrales? 

1 fear  me  nothing  but  his  legs  will  break 
Under  his  mighty  weight  of  fuch  a greatnefo. 

Bew.  Now  me  thinks  deareft  Lady  you  are  too  cruel  j 
His  very  heart  will  freeze  in  knowing  this. 

Wife.  No,  no,  the  man  w as  never  of  liich  deepnefs, 

To  make  conceit  his  Mafter : Sir,  I’ll  afliirc  yc 
He  will  out-live  twenty  fuch  pageants. 

Were  he  but  my  Cozen,  or  my  Brother, 

And  fuchadefperate  killer  of  his  fortune. 

In  this  belief  he  fliould  dye,  though  it  coft:  me 
A thoufand  Crowns  a day  to  hold  it  up  ^ 

Or  were  I not  known  his  wife,  and  fo  to  have 
An  equal  feeling  of  this  ill  he  I'uflers, 

He  Ihould  be  thus  till  all  the  Boyes  i’th’Town 
Made  fute  to  weare  his  badges  in  their  hats. 

And  walk  before  his  Grace  with  fticks  and  nofo-gayes. 

We  Married  Women  hold 

Ser.  ’Tis  well,  no  more. 

The  Duke  is  entring,  fetyou  faces  right. 

And  bow  like  Coimtrey  Prologues:  here  becomes. 

Make  room  afore,  the  Duke  is  entring. 

Enter  D»ke. 

Long.  The  choifeft  fortunes  wait  upon  our  Duke, 

Ser.  And  give  him  all  content  and  happinefs. 

Beiv.  Let  his  great  name  live  to  the  end  of  time. 

Dt(l{e.  \A  e thank  you,  and  are  pleas’d  to  give  you  notice 
Wfo  fliall  at  finter  times  wait  on  your  Loves, 

Till  when,  be  near  Us. 

Longv.  ’Tis  a valiant  purge,  and  works  extreamly  j 
’Thas  delivered  him 

Of  all  Right  worfhipful  and  gentle  humors. 

And  left  his  belly  full  of  noblenels: 

Vh.  It  pleafed  the  King  my  Mafter, 

For  fundry  vertues  not  unknown  to  him. 

And  the  all-feeing  ftate,  to  lend  his  hand. 

And  raife  me  to  this  Eminence,  how  this 
May  feem  to  other  Men,  or  ftir  the  minds 
Of  foch  as  are  my  fellow  Peers, I know  not, 

I would  defire  their  loves  injuftdefigns. 

■ Wfe.  Now  by  my  faith  he  does  well,  very  well : 

Befhrew  my  heart  I have  not  fecn  a better. 

Of  a raw  fellow,  that  before  this  day 
Never  rehcarft  his  ftate  : ’tis  marvellous  well. 

Ser.  Is  he  not  Duke  indeed,  fee  how  he  looks 
As  if  his  fpiritwere  alaft,ortwo 
Above  his  veins,  and  ftretcht  his  noble  hide.  (not 

Long.  Hee’s  high-brac’t  like  a Drum,  pray  God  he  break 
Ben>.  Why  let  him  break,  there’s  but  a Calves-skin  loft. 
Long.  May  it  pleafe  your  Grace  to  foe  the  City, 

’Twill  be  to  the  minds  and  much  contentment 
Of  the  doubtful  people, 

Vu.  I am  determin’d  fo,  till  my  return 
I leave  my  honour’d  Dutchefs  to  her  chamber. 

Be  careful  of  your  health,  1 pray  you  be  fo. 

Ser.  Your  Grace  fliall  fuffer  us  your  humble  fervants 
To  give  attendance,  fit  fo  great  a perfon 
Upon  your  body. 

Vu.  I am  pleafed  fo. 

Long.  Away  good  Bedford.,  raife  a guard  fufficient 
To  keep  him  from  the  reach  of  Tongues,  be  quick  j 
And  do  you  hear,  remember  how  the  ftrects 
^luft  be  difpos’d  with,  for  cries,  and  falutations. 

|Your  Grace  determines  not  to  fee  the  King  — 

Du.  Not  yet,  I fnall  be  ready  ten  dayes  hence 
TokifshisHighnefshand,andgive  him  thanks, 

■As  it  is  fit  I fliould  for  his  great  bounty. 

Set  forward  Gentlemen. 


Groom. 
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Gr>,'o/n  Room  tor  the  Duke  there.  Exeunt  Dul^e  and’Train. 
If 'if:.  ’Tis  fit  he  Ihould  have  room  to  fliew  his  mightinels, 
He  r veils  lo  with  his  poylbn, 

’ Tis  better  to  reclaim  ye  thus,  than  make 
A fheeps-hcad  of  you,  It  had  been  but  your  due  *, 

Flit  I have  mercy  Sir,  and  mean  to  reclaim  you 
By  a direder  courfe. 

That  Woman  is  not  worthy  of  a Soul 

That  has  the  fovereign  power  to  rule  her  husband. 

And  gives  her  title  up,  lb  long  provided 
As  there  be  fair  play,  and  his  date  not  wrong’d. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shjt  1 would  be  glad  to  know  whence  this  new  Duke 
The  people  buz  abroad  ^or  by  what  title  (fprings, 

He  receiv’d  his  dignity, ’tis  very  ftrange 
There  Ihould  be  liich  clofe  jugling  in  the  State, 

But  I am  ty’dto  filence,yet  a day 

May  come,  and  foon  to  perfcd  all  thele  doubts. 

jyife.  It  ist\\Gn\a.d Shattillion  bymySouI, 

I fuffer  much  for  this  poor  Gentleman  ^ 

I’ll  fpeak  to  him,  maybe  he  yet  knows  me^ 

Sion /if  nr  Shattilion. 

Shat.  Can  you  give  me  reafon  from  whence 
This  great  Dukelprang  that  walks  abroad  ? 

JP'ife.  Even  from  the  Kinghimfelf. 

Shat.  As  you  are  a Woman,  I think  you  may  be  cover’d? 
Yet  your  prayer  would  do  no  harm  good  Woman. 

Wife.  God  prefervehim. 

Shattillions  Love. 


Shat.  I fay  Amen,  and  lb  fay  all  good  Subjeds. 

Love.  Ladv,aseveryou  have  lov’d,  or  lhall. 

As  you  have  hope  of  heaven  lend  your  hand. 

And  wit,  to  draw  this  poor  didraded  man 
Under  your  roofe,  from  the  broad  eyes  of  people. 

And  wonder  of  the  ftreets. 

Wife.  With  all  my  heart-, 

My  feeling  of  his  grief  and  lofs  is  much. 

Love.  Sir,  now  you  are  come  fo  near  the  prifon,  will  ye 
Goe  in,andvifit  your  fair  Love;  poor  loul 
She  would  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

Shat.  This  fame  Duke  is  but 
Apocryphal,  there’s  no  creation 
That  can  dand  where  titles  are  not  right. 

Lov.  ’Tis  true,  Sir. 

Shat.  This  is  another  draught  upon  my  life-, 

I^t  me  examine  well  the  words  I fpake. 

The  words  I fpake  were,  that  this  novel  Duke_ 

Is  not  o’th’  true  making,  ’tis  to  me  mod  certain. 

Wife.  Youare  as  right.  Sir,  as  you  went  by  line. 

Shat.  And  to  the  grief  of  many  thoulands  more. 

Wife.  If  there  be  any  fuch,  God  comfort  thein.  (pleafc  ^ 

Shat.  Whofe  mouths  may  open  when  the  time  lhall 
I’m  betray’d , comnend  me  to  the  King, 

And  tell  him  1 am  found,  and  crave  but  judice-, 

You  lhall  nor  need  to  have  your  guard  upon  me. 

Which  I am  firre  are  plac’d  for  my  attachment  ^ 

Lead  on:,  I’m  obedient  to  my  bonds. 

Lov.  Good  Sir  be  not  difpleafed  with  us-, 

We  are  but  fervants  to  his  Highnefs  will. 

To  make  that  good. 

Shat.  I do  forgive  you  even  with  my  heart 
Shall  I entreat  a favor? 

Wife.  Any  thing. 

Shat.  T 0 fee  my  love  before  that  fatal  droak. 

And  publilh  to  the  world  my  chridian  death. 

And  true  obedience  to  the  Crown  of  France. 

Lov.  I hope  itdiall  not  need  Sir,  for  there  is  mercy 
As  w'ell  as  Judice  in  his  Royal  heart.  Exemt. 


Enter  three  Gentlemen, 

1 Gent.  Every  man  take  his  corner,  here  am  I, 

You  there,  and  you  in  that  place,  fo  be  perfedf, 

-lave  a great  care  your  cries  be  loud  ^ and  faces 
Full  of  dejeded  fear  and  humblenefs. 

He  comes. 

Enter  Jaques. 

Ja.  Fye,  how  thefe  dreets  are  charg’d  and  fivell’d 
With  thefe  fame  rafcally  people  ? give  more  room. 

Or  I lhall  have  occafion  to  didributc 
A martial  almes  amongd  you  j as  I am  a Gentleman 
I have  notlecn  dich  rudedilbrder. 

They  follow  him  like  a prize,  there’s  no  true  gaper 
Like  to  your  Citizen,  he  will  be  lure 
The  Beares  lhall  notpafs  by  his  door  in  peace. 

But  he  and  all  his  family  will  follow. 

Room  there  afore ; Sound : 

Enter  Vuk^  and  his  company. 

Ja.  Give  room,  and  keep  your  places, 

And  you  may  fee  enough  ^ keep  your  places. 

Long.  Thefe  people  are  too  far  unmanner’d,  thus 
T o dop  your  Graces  way  with  multitudes. 

Vu.  Rebuke  them  not,  good  ’tis  their  loves 

Which  I will  anfwer,  if  it  plealemy  dars 
To  Ipare  me  life  and  health. 

2 Gen.  Blefs  your  Grace. 

T)h.  And  you  with  all  my  heart. 

I Gen.  Now  heaven  prelerve  your  happy  dayes: 

T>h.  I thank  you  too. 

3.  Gen.  Now  Heaven  lave  your  Grace  i 

• T>u.  I thank  you  all. 

Ben>.  On  there  before. 

Vh.  Stand  Gentlemen,  day  yet  a while. 

For  I am  minded  to  impart  my  love 
To  thefe  good  people,  and  my  friends, 

Whofe  love  and  prayers  for  my  greatnels, 

Are  eq'ial  in  abundance,  note  me  well. 

And  with  my  words  ^ my  heart?  for  as  the  Tree— — 
Long.  Your  Grace  had  bed  beware,  ’twill  be  inform’d 
Your  greatnels  with  the  people. 

D«k.e.  I had  more. 

My  honed, and  ingenious  people.' But 

The  weight  of  bulinefs  hath  prevented  me. 

I am  call’d  from  you : but  this  tree  I fpake  of 
Shall  bring  forth  fruit,  I hope,  to  your  content, 

And  fo  I dare  my  bowels  amongd  you  all. 

Omnes,  A noble  Duke,  a very  noble  Duke. 

Enter  a Gentleman. 

Ser.  Afore  there  Gentlemen. 

Gen.  You’r  faithfully  met  good  Mount  Marine. 

Ser.  Be  advis’d,  the  time  is  alter’d. 

Gen.  Is  he  not  the  fame  man  he  was  afore  ? 

Duke.  Still  the  fame  man  to  yon.  Sir. 

Long.  You  have  received  mighty  Grace,  be  thankful. 

Gen.  Let  me  not  dye  in  ignorance  y 
Long.  You  lhall  not. 

Then  know,  the  King  out  of  his  love,  hath  pleal’d 
To  dile  him  Duke  of  Burgundy. 

Gen.  O great  Duke, 

Thus  low,  I plead  for  pardon,  and  defire 
To  be  enrol’d  amongd  your  poored  Haves. 

Vu.  Sir,  you  have  mercy, and  withal  my  hand. 

From  henceforth  let  me  call  you  one  of  mine. 

Ser.  Make  room  afore  there,  and  difmifs  the  people. 

Vu.  Every  Man  to  his  houfe  in  peace  and  quiet.  (Duke. 
?eop.  Now  heaven  preferve  the  Duke,  heaven  blefs  the 

Exeunt  Omnes. 

Enter 
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Enuy  Wife. 

Wife.  This  Letter  came  this  morn  from  my  Cofin 
' To  the  great  Lady,  high  and  mighty  Duchel's 
Of  Bur^unJy^  be  thefc  delivered.  Oh, 

For  a fironger  lace  to  keep  my  breath 
That  1 may  laugh  the  nine  days  till  the  wonder 
Kali  to  an  ebb : the  high  and  mighty  Duchefs  ? 

The  high  and  mighty  God?  what  a ftile  is  this? 
yechinks  it  goes  like  a Duchy  lope-man, 

A lad  er  of  loo  rounds  will  fail 
To  reach  the  op  on’t ; well  my  gentle  Cofin 
I knoA  by  thele  contents,  your  itch  of  honor  ^ 

You  mufr  to  the  Court  you  lay,  and  verylhortly: 

You  Ihal.  be  welcome , and  if  your  wi.e  have  wit 
I’il  put  her  in  a thriving  courfc,  if  not 
Her  own  li non  her  own  head  not  a blot 
Shall  fiain  my  reputation,  only  this 
I mull  for  healths  lake  Sometimes  make  an  afs 
Of  the  tame  moil  my  Husband^  ’twill  do  him  good, 

And  give  him  frelher  brains,  Mefreflier  bloud. 

Now  for  tnc  noble  Duke,  1 hear  him  coming. 

Enter  Vake,  his  train. 

Your  Grace  is  well  return’d. 

T>ul{e.  As  well  as  may  be  : 

Never  in  younger  health,  never  more  able; 

I mean  tobeyourbed-feitowthisnight, 

Lee  me  have  good  encounter, 

Bf?p.  Blefs  me  heaven 
What  a hot  meat  this  greatneft  is  ? 

Long.  It  may  be  fo, 

'or  I’ll  be  fworn  he  hath  not  got  a fiiap 
This  two  months  on  my  knowledge,  or  her  woman 
s damn’d  for  1 wearing  it 

I thank  you  Gentlemen  for  your  attendance 
'And  allb  your  great  pains,  pray  know  my  Lodgings 
Better  and  oftner,  do  fo  Gentlemen. 

»Jow  by  my  honor,  as  I am  a Prince, 
fpeak  fincerely,  know  my  lodgings  better, 

And  be  not  ftrangers,  1 lhall  fee  your  lervice 
And  your  defervings,  when  you  leafl:  expedt. 

Om.  We  humbly  thank  your  grace  for  this  great  favor. 
Du.  Jaques} 

Jaq.  Your  Grace. 

Du.  Be  ready  for  the  Countrey, 

And  let  my  Tenants  know  the  Kings  great  love : 

Say  I would  fee  them,  but  the  weight  at  Court 
Lies  heavy  on  my  Ihoulders:  let  them  know 
1 do  exped  their  duties  in  attendance 
Againft  the  next  feaft,  wait  for  my  coming 
To  take  up  Poft-horfe,  and  be  full  of  fpeed.  Exit  Jaq. 
Wife.  1 would  defire  your  Grace — = — 

Du.  You  lhall  defire,  and  have  your 
FuUdefire:  fweet  Duchefs  fpeak. 

Wife.  Tohavefome  conference  with  a Gentleman 
That  feems  not  altogether  void  of  reafon. 

He  talks  of  Titles,  and  things  near  the  Crown, 

And  knowing  none  lb  fit  as  your  Grace, 

To  give  the  difference  infuch  points  of  State — » 

Du.  What  is  he  ? if  he  be  noble,  or  have  any  part 
j That’s  worthy  our  converfe,  we  do  accept  him. 

Wife.  I can  alTure  your  Grace,  his  ftrain  i?  noble. 

But  he’s  very  fubtle, 

Duke.  Let  him  be  fo. 

Let  him  have  all  the  brains,  I lhall  demonftrate 
^ ' How  this  mod  Chridian  Crown  of  France  can  hear 
No  other  fnew  of  Title  than  the  Kings. 

1 will  go  in  and  meditate  for  half  an  hour, 
i And  then  be  ready  for  him  prefently, 

1 will  convert  him  quickly,  or  confound  him. 

I Serv.  Is  mad  ShattilUon  here  ? 

Wife.  Is  here,  and’s  Lady, 
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1 prcthcc  fervant  fetch  him  hither. 

Serv.  W hy,  what  do  you  mean  to  put  him  to? 

yj'^’ife.  To  that  with  the  mad  lad  my  Husband  j 
’Twill  be  brave  to  hear  them  fpeak,  babble. 

Stare,  and  prate. 

Beiv.  But  what  Iliall  be  the  end  of  all  this,  Lady  ? 

Enter  Shattillion  and  Lady. 

Jf'ife.  Leave  that  tome,  now  for  the  grand  difputc 
^oi  lec,  dtre  comes  : as  I live,  methinks  ’ 

Ail  h'rance  lliould  bear  part  of  his  grids. 

Long,  i’ll  fetch  my  Lord  the  Duke. 

Shjt.  Where  am  I now,  or  whether  will  you  lead  me  ? 
To  my  death?  1 crave  my  priviledge, 

1 mud  not  dye,  but  by  judeourfe  or  Law. 

Serv.f  His  Majcdy  hath  fent  by  me  your  pardon. 

He  meant  not  you  fhowld  dye;,  but  would  intreat  you 
To  lay  the  full  date  of  your  Title  open. 

Unto  a grave  and  Noble  Gentleman. 

Enter  Duke  and  Longovile. 

The  Duke  of  Burgundy  who  here  doth  come, 
Whb,eitherby  his  wildom  will  confute  you. 

Or  die  inform  and  fatisfie  the  King. 

Bew.  May’t  pleafe  your  grace,  this  is  the  Genrleman, 

Duke.  Is  this  he  that  chops  Logick  with  my  Liege  ? 
Shat.  D’ye  mock  me?  you  are  great,  the  time  will  come, 
When  you  lhall  be  as  much  contemn’d  as  I, 

Where  are  the  ancient  compliments  of  France.^ 

The  updarts  brave  the  Princes  of  the  bloud  ? 

Dk%.  Your  Title  Sir^  in  Ihort. 

Shat.  He  mud  Sir, 

Be  abetter  Statef-man than  your.felf,  that  can 
Trip  me  in  any  thing,  I will  not  fpeak 
Before  thefe  witneffes. 

Duke.  Depart  the  room,  for  none  fnall  day, 

No,  not  my  deared  Duchefs. 

Wife.  We’ll  dand  behind  the  Arras  and  hear  all.  Exeunt. 

Duke.  In  that  chair  take  your  place,  I in  this, 

Difeourfe  your  Title  now. 

Shat.  Sir,  you  fhall  know. 

My  Loves  true  Title,  m.ine  by  Marriage!, 

Setting  afide  the  fird  race  of  French  Kings,  ^ 

Which  will  not  here  concern  us,  as  Pharaniond., 

With  Clodian.,  and  Chilperick;^ 

And  to  come  down  Unto  the  fecond  Race, 

Which  we  will  likewife  flip 

Duk^.  But  rake  me  with  you; 

Shat.  I pray  ypu  give  me  leave,  of  Martel  Charles^ 

The  Father  of  King  Pippin.,  who  was.  Sire 
To  Charles  the  Great,  and  famous  Charlemain. 

And  to  come  to  the  third  Race  of  French  Kings, 

Which  will  not  be  greatly  pertinent  in  this  caufe, 

Betwixt  the  King  and  me,  of  which  you  know 
HVGH  CAPEl  was  the  fird, 

Next  his  Son  Robert.,  Henry  then,  and  Philip 
With  Lewis,  and  his  Son  a Lewis  too, 

And  of  that  name  the  Seventh,  but  all  this 
Springs  from  a Female,  as  it  lhall  appear. 

Duke.  Now  give  me  leave,  I grant  you  this  your  Title 
At  the  fird  fight,  carries  Ibme  fhew  of  truthy 
But  if  ye  weigh  it  well,  ye  fhall  find  light. 

Is  not  his  Majedy  polled  in  peace. 

And  judice  executed  in  his  name. 

And  can  you  think  the  mod  Chridian  King 
Would  do  this  if  he  law  not  reafon  for  it  ? 

Shat.  But  had  not  the  Tenth  Lewis  a foie  Daughter? 

Duke.  I cannot  tell. 

Shat.  But  anfwer  me  diredly. 

Duke.  It  is  a mod  feditious  quedion. 

O O Shat. 
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S 't'i:.  is  this  your  julricc? 

V:tkf.  I rtandfor  my  King. 

W as  ever Hcir-apparant  thus  abus’d.'? 

I’ll  have  your  head  for  this. 

Duk^.  \\  hy,  do  your  worll. 

Sb.it.  Will  no  onelhirto  apprehend  this  Traitor? 

‘\  guard  about  my  pcrlbn,  will  none  come  ? 

Mrfl:  my  own  royal  hands  perform  the  deed? 

I'hen  tiius  I do  arreft  you. 

Trealon,  help. 

Enter  Ulfe.,  Long.  Bcw.  and  Serv.  • 

Ulfe.  Help,  help,  my  Lord  and  Husband. 

I')//!;;.  Help  the  Duke. 

1 oitir.  Forbear  his  grace’s  perfon. 

Sbjt.  Forbear  you  to  touch  him  that 
Your  Heir-apparent  weds. 

But  by  this  hand,  I will  have  all  your  heads.  Exit. 

Serv.  How  doth  your  Grace  ? 

Vitks-  W'hy?  well. 

Serv.  How  do  you  find  his  Title? 

T'ul{e.  ’ Tis  a dangerous  one. 

As  can  come  by  a female. 

Serv.  I,  ’tis  true. 

But  the  Law  Salique  cuts  him  off  from  all. 

Long;.  1 do  befeech  your  G race, how  ftands his  Title? 
Duke.  Pew, nothing:,  the  Law  Sa Uque  cuts  him  ofFfrom  all. 
jyife.  My  gracious  Husband,  you  mufl;  now  prepare, 

In  all  your  Graces  pomp  to  entertain 
Your  Cofin,  who  is  now  a convertite, 

.And  follows  here,  this  night  he  will  be  here. 

Duke.  Be  ready  all  in  hafte,  I do  intend. 

To  fliew  before  my  Cofin’s  wondring  face. 

The  greatnefs  of  my  pomp,  and  of  my  place. 

Exeunt  omnes. 


JSlus  Qmrtus. 

Sc  An  a Prifjja, 

Enter  Cofm  and  his  Wife. 

Irrah,  is  all  things  carried  to  the  Tailor  ? 

1 he  meafure,  and  tlie  falhion  of  the  Gown, 

With  the  belt  trim  ? 

Man.  Yes  Sir,  and ’twill  be  ready  within  this  two  days. 
Cnf  For  my  felf  I care  not, 

1 have  a fuit  or  two  of  anrient  Velvet-, 

W'hich  withfomc  Imall  corredingand  addition, 

May  fical  into  the  prefence.  (life, 

Wife.  \A’ould  my  Gown  were  ready,  Husband,l’ll  lay  my 
To  make  you  fomethinge’r  tomorrow  night. 

Cof.  It  mufi  not  be 

Before  we  fee  the  Duke,  and  have  advice. 

How  to  behave  our  felves;  lets  in  the  while. 

And  keep  our  felves  from  knowledge,  till  timelhall  callus. 

Enter  Long  and  Bew. 

Long.  I much  admire  the  fierce  mafeuline  fpirit. 

Of  this  dread  Amaz.on. 

Bexp.  This  following  night  I’ll  have  a wench  in  folace. 
Long.  Sir,  I hc-ar  you. 

And  will  be  with  you  if  I live,  no  more. 

Enter  Maria. 

Ma.  My  Lady  would  intreatyour  prefence.  Gentlemen. 
Beat.  We  will  obey  your  Lady,  (he  is  worthy. 

Lon/.  You,  light  alone,  a word,  or  two. 

\t  a.  Your  Will,  Sir.  , fthou  marry? 

Long.  Hark  in  your  car  jwilt  thou  be  married  ? fpcak,wilt 


Ma.  Married  ? to  whom  Sir  ? 

Long.  To  a proper  fellow,  landed,  and  able  bodied, 

Ma.  Why  do  yen  flout  me.  Sir  ? (free? 

Long.  I fwcar  i do  not^  1 love  thee  for  thy  Ladies  fake,be 
Ma.  If  I could  meet  filch  matches  as  youfpea.’C  of, 

I were  a very  child  to  lofe  my  lime.  Sir. 

Long.  Whac  faift  thou  to  Monfieiir  Bervfordl 
Ma.  Sir,  I fay  he’s  a proix-r  Gentleman,  and  far 
Above  my  means  to  look  at. 

Long.  Dofl:  thou  like  him? 

Ma.  Yes  sir,  and  ever  did. 

Long.  He  is  thine  own. 

Ma.  You  are  too  great  in  promifes 

Long.  Be  rul’d,  and  ibllovv  my  advke,  he  lliall  be  thine 

A'fa.  W'ould  you  would  maite  it  good,  Sir. 

Long.  Do  but  thus. 

Get  thee  a culhion  ui:dern5ath  thy  cloaths, 

And  leave  the  refi;  to  me. 

M l.  i’ll  be  your  fcholar, 

1 cannot  lofe  much  by  theventnre  fure. 

Long.  1 hou  wilt  lofe  a pretty  maidenhead,  my  rogue. 
Or  I am  much  o’th’  bow  hand,  you’ll  remember 
if  ad  this  take  effeft,  who  did  it  for  you? 

And  what  i may  deferve  for  filch  a kindnefs. 

Ma.  Yours  Sir.  Exeunt. 

Enter  y^quQS  and  Shattiliion  fever  ally. 

Jaq.  Save  ye  Sir. 

Shat.  Save  the  King. 

Jaq.  I pray  you  Sir,  which  is  the  nenreft  way. 

Shat.  Save  the  King,  this  is  the  neareft  way. 

Jaq.  V\  hich  is  the  neareft  way  to  the  Poft-houfe? 

Shat.  God  fave  theKingandhis  Pofi-iio'jie. 

J iq.  I pray  Sir  direct  me  to  the  houle  ^ 

Sh)t.  Heaven  fave  the  King,  you  cannot  catch  me.  Sir. 
Jaq.  I do  not  underhand  you.  Sir. 

Shat.  You  do  not,  I lay  you  cannot  catch  me,  Sir. 

Jaq.  Not  catch  you.  Sir  ? 

Shat.  No  Sir,  nor  can  the  King, 

With  all  his  ftratagems,  and  his  forced  tricks. 

Although  he  put  his  Nobles  indilguife^ 

Never  fo  oft  to  lift  into  ray  words. 

By  courfeof  Law,  lay  hold  upon  my  life. 

Jaq.  It  is  bufinefsthat  my  Lord  the  Duke 
Is  by  the  King  imployed  in,  and  he  thinks 
1 am  acquainted  with  it. 

Shat.  I fhall  not  need  to  rip  the  caufe  up. 

From  the  firft,  to  you. 

But  if  his  Majefty  had  fuller’d  me 
To  marry  her,  though  fhe  be  after  him. 

The  right  heir  general  to  the  Crown  of  France. 

I would  not  have  convey’d  her  into  Spain.^ 

As  it  was  thought,  nor  would  I e’er  have  joyn’d. 

With  the  reformed  Churches,  to  make  them. 

Stand  for  my  caufe. 

Jaq.  I do  not  think  you  would. 

Shat.  I thank  you  Sir, 

And  fince  I lee  you  are  a favourer 
Of  virtues,  kept  in  bondage  j 
Telldiredlyto  my  foveraign  King, 

For  fo  I will  acknowledge  him  for  ever, 

How  you  have  found  my  ftaid  afiedions 
Setled  for  peace,  and  for  the  prclent  ftate. 

Jaq.  Why  Sir  ? 

Shat.  And  good  Sir,  tell  him  further  this. 

That  notwithftanding  all  fuggeftions 
Brought  to  him  againft  me,  and  all  his  fufpitions. 

Which  are  innumerable  to  my  trcalbns, 

If  he  will  warrant  me  but  publique  trial. 

I’ll  freely  ycild  my  felf  into  his  hands  j 
Can  he  have  more  than  this  ? 

Jaq.  No  by  my  troth. 

Shat.  I would  his  Majefiy  would  hear  but  reafon. 

As 
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As  well  as  you. 

Jaq.  But  Sir,  youdo  niiftake  me. 

For  1 never  law  the  King. 

In  all  my  lite  but  once,  therefore  good  Sir, 

May  itplcafc  youtoflicw  me  which  is  the  Pofl-houfe. 

Sbj.  1 cry  you  mercy,  Sir,  then  you  arc  my  friend. 

Jjq.  Yes  Sir. 

Sha.  And  fuchmen  arc  very  rare  with  me, 
ThePoft-houfe  is  hard  by,  farcwcU 

Jaq.  I thank  you.  Sir,  I muft  ride  hard  to  night, 

And  it  is  dark  already. 

Sha.  lam  cruel,  to  fend  this  man  dirc(n:ly  to  his  death 
That  is  my  friend,  and  I might  ealily  fave  him. 

He  (hall  not  dye,  come  back,  my  friend,  come  back. 

Jaq.  What  is  your  Will.** 

Sha.  Do  you  not  know  ^ 

Jaq.  Not  I. 

Sha.  'And  do  you  gather  nothing  by  my  face  ? 

Jaq.  No  Sir. 

Sha.  Virtue  is  ever  innocent. 

Lay  not  the  fault  on  me,  I grieve  for  you. 

And  wilh  that  all  my  tears  might  win  your  fafety. 

Jaq.  Why  Sir? 

Sha.  Alas  good  friend  you  are  undone. 

The  more  ill  fortune,  mine  to  be  the  means 
Of  your  fad  overthrow,  you  know  not  me. 

Jaq.  No  truly  Sir. 

Sha.  Would  you  had  never  leen  me, 

I am  a man  purfu’d  by  the  whole  ftate 

And  Pure  fome  one  hath  feen  me  talk  with  you. 

Jaq.  Yes,  divers  Sir. 

Sha.  Why  then  your  head  is  gone. 

Jaq.  I’ll  out  of  town. 

Sha.  Would  it  were  loon  enough. 

Stay  if  you  love  your  life,  or  elfe  you  aretaken^ 

Jaq.  Whatfhall  I do  ? 

Sha.  I’ll  venture  deeply  for  him. 

Rather  than  to  call:  away  an  innocent,  , 

Take  courage  friend,  I will  preferve  thy  life^ 

With  hazard  of  mine  own. 

Jaq.  I thank  you.  Sir. 

Sha.  This  night  thou  (halt  be  lodg’d  within  my  doors, 
Which  fhallbe  all  lock’d  faft,  and  in  the  morn 
I’ll  lb  provide,  youlhall  have  free  accefs. 

To  the  Sea-fide,  and  fo  be  Ihipt  away, 

I’r  any  know  it. 

Jaq.  Good  Sir,  fuddainly,  I am  afraid  to  dye; 

Sha.  Then  follow  me.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Shatillibn’/  Love. 

Love.  This  way  he  went,  and  there’s  the  houle,  I hope, 
dis  better  Angel  hathdireded  him. 

To  leave  the  wandring  ftreets,  poor  Gentleman* 

Would  I were  able  with  as  free  a heart. 

To  fet  his  foul  right,  as  lam  to  grieve. 

The  ruine  of  his  fame,  which  God  forgive  me  *, 

Sir,  if  you  be  within,  I pray  Sirlpeak  to  me. 

Sha.  I am  within,  and  will  bej  what  are  you  ? 

Love.  A friend. 

Sha.  No  Sir^  you  muft  pardon  me, 

I am  acquainted  with  none  fuch ; be  fpeedy^ 

Friend,  there  is  no  other  remedy. 

Love.  A word  Sir,  I fay,  1 am  your  friend. 

Sha.  You  cannot  Icape  by  any  other  means. 

Be  not  fearful,  God  lave  the  King, 

What’s  your  bufinels.  Sir  ? 

Lov.  To  fpeakwithyou. 

Sha.  Speak  out  then? 

Lov.  Shall  I not  come  up? 

Sha.  Thou  lhalt  not : flie  if  thou  be’ft  thine  own  friend. 
There  liesthefuitandallthe  furniture 
Belonging  to  the  head,  on  with  it  friend.  ! 

Lov.  Sir  do  you  hear  ? 
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Sha.  I do,  God  bids  the  King, 

It  was  a habit  I had  laid  alidc. 

For  myovvnpcrfon,  if  the  hate  had  forced  nic. 

Love.  Good  Sir,  unlock  ^ our  door. 

SSa.  Be  fullofl'pccd,  I (cc  Ibmc  20  Mulquetiers  in  ambufli 
Whate’r  thou  art,  know  I am  here  and  will  be, 

Secltthoii  this  bloody  fword  that  cries  revenge  ? 

Shake  not  my  friend,  through  millionsof  thefe  foes 
I’ll  be  thy  guard,  and  let  thee  fife  aboard. 

Lov.  Dare  you  not  triift  me,  Sir  ? 

Sha.  My  good  fword  before  me. 

And  my  allegcance  to  the  King  I tell  thee 
Captain  ( for  fo  1 ghels  thee  by  thy  Arms) 

And  the  loole  flanks  of  Halberdiers  about  thee. 

Thou  art  too  weak,  and  foolifli  to  attempt  me. 

If  you  be  ready,  follow  me,  and  hark  you 
Upon  your  life  fpeak  to  no  living  wight. 

Except  my  felf. 

Love  Monlicur  Shattillion? 

Sha.  Thou  lhalt  not  call  agen-,  thus  with  my  fword. 

And  the  ftrorig  faith  I bear  unto  the  King-, 

Whom  God  preferve,  I will  defend  my  chamber. 

And  cut  thy  throat,  I fwear  I’ll  cut  thy  throat. 

Steal  after  me  and  live. 

Love.  I will  not  Hay. 

The  fury  of  a man  fo  far  diftraded.  Exit  Love. 

Enter  Shaft illion. 

Where’s  the  Officer  that  dares  not  enter. 

To  intrap  the  life  of  my  diftrefled  friend  ? 

I,  have  you  hid  your  felf/  you  muft  be  foiinl, 

What  do  you  fear  ? is  not  authority  on  your  lide 
Nay,  I know  the  Kings  command 
Will  be  your  warrant,  why  then  fear  you  ? Ipeak 
What  ftrange  deligns  arc  theft  ? Shattillionj 
Be  refolute  and  bear  thy  felf  upright, 

Though  the  whole  world  defpile  thee : foft,  methinks. 

I heard  a rufliing  which  was  like  thelhake 

Of  a difeovered  Officer,  Pll  fearch 

The  whole  ftreetover,  but  I’ll  find  thee  out.  Exit. 

Enter  JaqueS  in  vpomans  apparel. 

Jaq.  How  my  joynts  do  lhake,  where  had  I been 
But  for  this  worthy  Gentleman,  that 
Hath  fome  touch  of  my  infortunes  ^ would  1 were 
Safe  under  hatches  once,  for  Callkut^ 

Farewel  the  pomp  of  Court,  I never  more 
Can  hope  to  be  a Duke  or  any  thing, 

I never  more  lhall  fee  the  glorious  face 
Of  my  fair  fpreading  Lord  that  lov’d  me  well. 

Enter  Shattillion. 

Shat.  Fly  you  fo  faft  ? I had  a fight  of  you. 

But  would  not  follow  you  I was  too  wife. 

You  fhall  not  lead  me  with  a cunning  trick j 
Where  you  may  catch  me  ^ Tpoot Shattillion', 

Hath  the  Kings  anger  left  thee  never  a friend  / 

No,  all  mens  loves  move  by  the  breath  of  Kings. 

Jaq.  It  is  the  Gentleman  that  lav’d  my  life,  Sir. 

Shat.  Blels  Shattillion,  another  plot. 

Jaq.  No  Sir,  ’tis  I. 

Shat.  Why,  who  are  you  ? 

Jaq.  Your  friend  whom  you  preftrvM.* 

Shatf  Whom  I prefer v’d  ? 

My  friend  ? I have  no  woman  friend  but  oae, 

Who  is  too  clofe  in  prifon  to  be  here  j 
Come  near,  let  me  look  on  you. 

Jaq.  ’Tis  I. 

Shat.  You  Ihould  not  be  a woman  by  your  ftature. 

Jaq.  I am  none.  Sir. 

Shat.  I know  it,  then  keep  off^ 
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stiM’igc  men  and  times!  how  I amlrill  prelcrv’d  ? 

Hero  they  have  lent  a yeoman  of  the  guard, 

Difguis'd  in  womans  clothes,  to  work  on  me, 

To  make  love  to  me,  and  to  trap  my  words. 

And  lo  inlhare  my  lil'c,  I know  yon.  Sir, 

Stand  back,  upon  your  peril,  can  this  be 
In  Chniivt  Common-w  eals,  from  this  time  forth 
I’ll  cat  ofFallthc  means  to  work  on  me, 

IM  ne’er  Ihir  from  myhoulc;  and  keep  my  doors 
Locktday  and  night,  and  cheapen  meat  and  drink 
At  the  next  fliops  by  Signs,  out  of  my  window. 

And  having  bought  it,  draw  it  up  in  my  garters. 

Jjr.  Sir,  will  you  help  me  ^ 

Sb.!t.  Do  not  follow  me, 

I’ll  take  a courfe  to  live,  defpight  of  men.  Exit  Shat. 

Jaq.  He  dares  not  venture  for  me,  wretched  Jaques  ! 
Thou  art  iindone  for  ever  and  for  ever, 

Never  to  rife  attain?  what  Inall  Ido? 

Enter  Bevvfort. 

V.'here  firall  I hide  me .?  here’s  one  to  take  me, 
r I mulh  (hand  dole,  and  not  I'pcak  for  my  life. 

Een.\  This  is  thetime  of  night,  and  this  the  haunt. 

In  which  I ufeto  catch  my  W’aftcoatiers, 

It  is  not  very  dark,  no,  I fnall  Ipie  ’em, 

I have  walk’t  out  in  liich  a pitchy  night. 

I could  not  fee  my  fingers  this  far  off. 

And  yet  have  brought  home  verifon  by  the  fmell, 

I hope  they  have  not  left  their  old  walk,  ah  ? 

Have  I fpied  you  fitting  by  this  light  ? 

To  me  there’s  no  fiich  fine  fight  in  the  world. 

As  a w’hite  apron ’twixt  twelve  undone 
See  how  it  glifters  ? do  you  think  to  fcape 
So  now  I have  you  fafl:^  come,  anddonotftrive. 

It  takes  away  the  edge  of  appetite  i 

Come,  I’ll  be  liberal  every  way.  Exeunt. 

Take  heed  you  make  nonoife,  for  waking  of  the  Watch, 

Enter  Coftn  and  his  IVife. 

Cof.  Now  the  bleffmg  of  fome  happy  guide. 

To  bring  us  to  the  Duke,  and  we  are  ready. 

Enter  Long,  and  Servant^ 

Come  forw'ard,  fee  the  door  is  open’d. 

And  two  of  his  Gent.  I’H  fpeak  to  them. 

And  mark  how  I behave  myfelf,  God  faveye-. 

For  lefsicannotwifhto  men  of  fort,  and  of  your  feeming  : 
Are  you  of  the  Dukes  ? 

Lon<i.  Wc  are.  Sir,  andyourfervants,  your  falutes. 

We  give  you  back  again  with  many  thanks. 

Co/.  When  did  you  hear  fuch  words  before  Wfife  ? peace, 
Do  you  not  dare  to  anfweryet^  is’tfit 
•^omean  a Gentlemanasmy  felf  fnould  crave. 

The  prefence  of  the  great  Duke  yourMaftcr? 

Serv.  Sir  you  may. 

Long.  Shall  we  deiire  your  name,  and  bufinefs,  Sir  ? 

And  we  will  prefently  inform  him  of  you, 

Cof.  My  name  is  Cleremont. 

. Serv.  You  are  his  Graces  kinfinan, 

Or  I an  much  miffaken  ? 

Cof  You  are  right, 

Some  of  his  noble  bloud  runs  through  thefe  veins. 

Though  far  unworthy  of  his  graces  knowledge. 

Long.  Sir,  wc  muff  all  be  yours  his  graces  kinfinan, 
Andwc  fomuch  forgetful  ? ’twas a rudenefs. 

And  muff  attend  your  pardon,  thus  I crave  it : 

Firffto  this  beauteous  Lady,  whom  I take 
To  be-  your  Wife,  Sir,  next  your  mercy. 

Cof  You  have  it.  Sir,  I do  not  like  this  killing. 

It  liesfo  open  to  a w'orld  of  wiffies. 

Serv.  This  is  the  merry  fcllowj  this  is  he 


That  muff  be  noble  too. 

Lon^.  And  lb  he  fliall.  | 

If  all  the  Art  I have  can  make  him  noble,  I 

I’ll  dub  him  with  a Knight-hood  •,  if  his  ’wife  I 

Will  be  but  forward,  and  joynill'ue,  I 

I like  her  above  excellent.  I 

. Serv.  Wil’t  pleafe  you  I 

To  walk  a turn  or  two,  wdiilft  to  the  Duke  I 

We  make  your  comming  known?  Exit  Serv.  and 
Cof.  I fliall  attend,  Sir.  I 

Wife.^  Thefe  Gentlemen  are  verv  proper  men,  | 

And  kifs  the  beft  that  e’er  I tafted.  I 

' or  goodnefs-fake  husband,  let  us  never  more  I 

Come  near  the  Countrey,  whatfoe’er  betide  us-,  I 

am  in  malice  with  the  memory  I 

Of  that  fame  ftinking  dung-hil,  | 

Cfl/i  Why  now  you  are  my  chicken  and  my  dear,  I 
Love  where  I love,  hate  where  1 hate ; now  j 

You  lhall  have  twenty  Gowns,  and  twenty  Chains, 

Sec,  the  door  is  opening. 

Groom.  Room  afore  there,  the  Duke  is  entring.  | 

Enter  Long.  , Maria. 

C f.  ’Tis  the  Duke,  even  he  himfelf,  be  merry. 

This  is  the  golden  age  the  Poet  fpeaks  on. 

Wife.  I pray  it  be  not  brazen’d  by  their  faces. 

And  yet  methinks  they  are  the  neateft  Pieces 
For  lhape,  and  cutting  that  e’er  I beheld. 

Cof  Moft  gracious  Duke,  my  poor  Spoufe  and  my  felf. 
Do  kilsyour  mighty  foot,  and  next  to  that 
The  great  hand  of  your  Dutchels,  ever  wiftiing 
Your  honors  ever  fpringing,  and  your  years. 

T>uks.  Cofin? 

Cof.  Your  Graces  vaflal,  far  unworthy 
The  nearnels  of  your  blood. 

Corredb  me  not,  I know  the  word  I fpeak. 

And  know  the  perlbn. 

'Though  I befomething  higher  than  the  place 
Where  common  men  have  motion,  and  defeending 
Down  with  my  eye,  their  forms  are  leflened  to  mcj 
Yet  from  this  pitch  can  I behold  my  own, 

From  millions  of  thofe  men  that  have  no  mark. 

And  in  my  fearful  Ifoop,  can  make  them  ftand, 

When  others  feel  my  feet,  and  perilh  : Cofin, 

Be  comforted,  you  are  very  welcome,  fo 
Is  your  fair  Wife:  the  charge  ofwhom  I give 
To  my  own  deareft,  and  belt  beloved. 

Tell  me,  you  have  refolv’d  your  felf  for  Court, 

And  utterly  renounc’d  the  flavilh  Countrey, 

With  all  the  cares  thereof? 

Cof.  I have.  Sir. 

Duke.  Have  you  difmift  your  eating  houfhold, 

Sold  your  hangings  of  Nebuchadnezar,  for  fiich  they  were, 
As  I remember,  with  the  Furnitures 
Belonging  to  your  Beds  and  Chambers  ? 

Cof  I Sir. 

Vukf.  Have  you  moft  carefully  ta’en  off  the  Lead, 

From  you  roof,  weak  with  age,  and  fb  prevented 
The  ruin  of  your  houfe,  and  clapt  him 
In  a fummer  fuit  of  thatch  to  keep  him  cool 
Cof.  All  this  I have  perform’d. 

D«k?.Then  lend  me  all  your  hands, I will  embrace  my  Cofin 
Who  is  an  underftanding  Gentleman, 

And  with  a zeal  mighty,  as  is  my  name. 

Once  more  1 bid  you  welcome  to  the  Court  j 
My  ftate  again. 

T>uch.  As  1 was  telling  you,  your  Husband 
Muft  be  no  more  Commander,  look  to  that. 

Be  feveral  at  meat,  and  lodging , let  him  have 
Board-wages,  and  Diet,  ’mongft  his  men  i’th’  Town 
Forplcafurc,  if  he  be  given  to’t,  let  him  have  it, 

Elfe  as  your  own  fancy  fhall  dired  you. 

Cofin,  you  fee  this  mighty  man  here : he  was  an  aft 
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When  he  came  f'ulV  to  Town : indeed  he  was 
Julliuch  another  coxxomb  as  your  Husband, 

God  blefs  the  mark,  and  every  good  mans  child! 

This  mufmotiHryou  Colin. 

Wif.  Heaven  torbid? 

Long.  Sweet  Mtria^  provide  the  cufliion  ready  for  it. 

M n\  It  ihall  be  done. 

Duke.  Receive  all  your  advices  from  our  felf, 

Be  once  a day  with  us,  and  fo  farewel 
For  this  time,  my  fair  Colin,  Gentlemen 
Conduct  him  to  his  Lodging. 

Thtcb.  Farewel,  and  think  upon  my  words. 

I Iliall obferve  them.  Exit  VitJ^e  andDtuhefs. 
Cof.  Health,  and  the  Kings  continual  love,  attend  you. 
Serv.  Oh  for  a private  place  to  cafe  my  Lungs ! 

Heaven  give  me  patience,  fuch  a pair  ot  jades 
Were  never  better  ridden  to  this  hour. 

Pray  heaven  they  hold  out  to  the  journeys  end. 

Long.  Twitch  him  afide  good  Monfieur.,  whilft  I break 
Upon  the  body  of  his  ftrength,  his  wife, 

I have  a conftant  promife : Ihe  is  my  own. 

Serv.  Ply  her  to  wind-ward  you  have  taken 

The moft  compendious  way  to  raife  your  lelf. 

That  could  have  been  delivered  by  a Counfel. 

Cof.  I have  fome  certain  aims.  Sir ; but  my  wife 

Serv.  Your  wife,  you  miift  not  let  that  trouble  you. 

Cof  It  will  Sir,  to  fee  her  in  a ftrangers  arms. 

5m-. What  mean  you  ? let  her  alone,be  wife,  ftir  not  a foot 
"or  if  you  do,  all  your  hopes  are  buried; 

I fwear  you  are  a loft  man  if  you  ftir. 

Cof.  1 thank  you  Sir,  I will  be  more  advis’d. 

Serv.  But  what  great  Office  do  you  level  at? 

, Cof.  Sir,  they  are  kiffing 
Serv.  Let  them  kifs. 

And  much  may  do  their  good  hearts  *,  they  muft  kifs 
And  kifs,  and  double  kifs,  and  kifs  again. 

Or  you  may  kifs  the  poft  for  any  rifing : 

Had  your  noble  kinfman  ever  mounted 
To  theie  high  Spheres  of  honor,  now  he  moves  in. 

But  for  the  kiftes  of  his  wife? 

Cof.  I know  not 

Serv.  Then  I do;,  credit  me,  he  had  been  loft, 

A fellow  of  no  mark,  and  no  repute. 

Had  not  his  wife  kift  foon,  and  very  fvveetly 

She  was  an  excellent  woman,  and  difpatcht  him  > v 

To  his  full  being,  in  a moment.  Sir — Exit  Long,  and  Wife. 

Cof.  But  yet  methinks  he  would  not  take  her,  Sir, 

Into  a private  room. 

Serv  Now  ftand  and  flourilh, 

You  are  a mads  man  for  ever. 

I do  envy  you  if  you  ftand  your  fortunes  up. 

You  are  thehappieft  man,  but  your  great  Cofin, 

This  day  in  Court ; well,  I will  marry  furely. 

And  not  let  every  man  out-run  me  thus. 

’Tistimeto  be  mine  own  friend,  I live  >' 

In  town  here,  and  dire<ft  the  readieft  way. 

To  other  men,  and  be  a flave  my  felf. 

Cef  Nay,  good  Sir  be  not  mov’d,  I am  your  fervant. 

And  will  not  be  ungrateful  for  this  knowledge. 

Serv.  Will  you  be  walking  home  ? 

Cof.  I would  defire  to  have  my  wife  along. 

Serv.  You  are  too  raw. 

Begone,  and  take  no  notice  where  you  left  her. 

Let  her  return  at  leafure.  if  ffie  ftay 
A month,  ’twill  be  the  better,  underftand’  me 
This  Gentleman  can  do’t.  Exit  Cofin. 

CnC.l  will  Sir,  and  wife  remember  me,aDuke,a  Duke  wife. 

' Serv.  Aboard  her  fhe’s  thine  own. 

To  me  the  fooling  of  this  fool  is  venery.  Exit  Servant. 

Enter  Bewford  and  Jaques. 

Betp.  Come,  prethee  come,  have  I not  crowns  ? behold 
And  follow  me,  here  not  a word,  go  in 
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I Giope  by  the  walls,  andyoufiiall  find  abed, 

Lie  down  there,  fee,  ice,  a turn  or  two,  togivc 

Aly  blood  Ibme heats,  and  lam  pivlcruly 

For  a:liou  .-darkiiefs,  by  thy  leave,  1 come.  Exit  Bow. 

Enter  Maria. 

AYa.  1 am  perfed  in  my  lellon,  be  my  fpeed. 

Thou  god  of  marriage, this  is  the  door.  I’ll  knock. 

Bevv.  rvtthin.  Whole  there,  1 cannot  come  yet, 

Ma.  Moi\[]cm  Betvfnrd^ 

Bew.  Stay  till  1 light  a candle,  who  arc  ye? 

Ma.  Sir?  a poor  Gentlewoman. 

Enter  Bewford. 

Bew.  Oh  come  in,l’ll  find  a time  for  you  too, be  not  loud. 

Ma,  Sir,  you  have  found  that  time  already,  fliame 
On  my  foul  therefore. 

Bew  W hy  ? what’s  the  matter  ? 

Ma.  Do  you  not  fee.  Sir,  is  your  light  fb  dim  ? 

Bew.  Do  you  not  wait  on  the  I.,ady  Mount  Marine  > 

Ma.  I do  Sir,  but  my  love  on  you. 

Bew.  Poor  foul!  how  cam’ll  thou  by  this  big  belly? 

Ma.  By  your  felf. 

Bew.  By  heaven  I ne’er  touch’d  your  body. 

Ma.  Yes,  unfwear  that  oath  again,  I’ll  tell  you  ad  j 
ThefetwoyearsI  have  lov’d  you,  but  the  means 
How  to  enjoy  you,  I did  never  know 
Till  Twelf-night  laft,  when  hearing  of  your  game 
To  take  up  wenches  private  in  the  night, 

I apprehended  ftraight  this  courfe  to  make 
My  felf  as  one  of  them,  and  wait  your  coming  • 

I did  fo.  and  enjoyed  you,  and  now  this  child 
That  now  is  quick  within  me,  hide  my  fhame, 

And  marry  me,  or  elfe  I muft  be  forc’d 

Long,  within.  Monfieur  Bewford^  Monfieur  Bewford. 

Bew.  Whofe  that  calls  ? 

Long.  Are  you  a bed.? 

Bew.  No  Sir,  the  hangings. 

Enter  Longaveil. 

Long.  Nay  I’ll  forbid  that,  we’ll  have  fair  play. 

Lend  me  your  candle,  are  you  taken  Bewford  ? 

A lecher  of  your  pradice,  and  clofe  carriage 
Tobe  difeoveredthus?  I amafham’d 
So  great  a mailer  in  his  art  fhouldfail. 

And  flagger  in  his  grounds. 

Bew.  You’re  wide. 

This  womanandmy  felf  are  man  and  wife. 

And  have  been  fo  this  half  year. 

Where  are  you  how  ? have  1 been  diftover’d  ? 

You  cannot  break  fo  eafily  on  me.  Sir, 

I am  too  wary  to  be  open’d  by  you. 

Long.  But  thefearebut  illufions.  to  give  colour 
.Toyourmoft  myftick  leachery,  but  Sir, 

The  belly  hath  betraid  you  all,  it  muft  out. 

Bew.  Good  Longaveil  believe  me  on  my  faith, 

I am  her  husband. 

Long.  On  my  faith  I cannot,  iinlefs  I faw 
Your  hands  fall,  and  your  hearts. 

Be'de.  Why  Longavile.,\NhQn  did  I give  that  to  your  ears, 
That  was  not  truth .?  by  all  the  world  fhe’s  mine. 

She  is  my  wife,  and  to  confirm  you  better 
I give  my  felf  again,  here  take  my  hand 
And  I yours,  we  are  once  more  married. 

Will  this  content  you.? 

Long.  Yes  I am  believing,  and  God  give  you  joy. 

Bew.  My  loving  wife,  I will  not  wrong  thee, 

Since  I am  thine  and  only  loved  of  thee 
From  this  hour  I vow  my  felf  a new  man. 

Be  not  jealous : for  though  I had  a purpofe, 
Tohavefpentanhour  or  two  infolace  otherwife. 

And 
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And  w.i-J  provided  for  it',  yet  my  love 
Shall  put  a better  tem\vr  to  my  blood. 

Come  out  thou  woman  of  iinwhollbmc  life, 

Bclbrrv  lor  thy  liu^,  and  learn  to  mend, 

Nav,  never  hide  your  face,  you  niallbefecn. 

Lf»w£j.  J.j.7K:\r,  why  art  thou  that  Jjqnes^ 

The  very  Halle,  and  right  hand  of  our  Duke? 
Spe;ik,thou  bearded  ]'enuu 

Jjr.  1 am  he,  by  miracle  prefervM  tobethat  J./ij.ve/, 

W ithin  this  two  hours  Gentlemen,  poor  Jjqnes 
Was  but  as  coaiTe  in  grave  : a man  of  wifdom, 

That  of  my  confcicnce,  if  he  had  his  right 
Should  have  a pretty  State,  but  that’s  all  one 
rhat  Noble  Gentleman  didlavethis  life, 

I keep  it  for  him,  ’tis  his  own.  (the  Duke 

Lo»^.  Oh  Bacchui ! is  all  the  world  drunk  ? come  we’ll  to 
I And  give  thanks  for  this  delivery. 


JBiis  Quintus. 

Scji>ia  Frima. 

Enter  Duke  and  Jaques. 

D«(r.TVTOt  gone  unto  my  Tenants  to  relate 
l\My  Grace  and  Honor  y the  mightineis 
Of  my  new  name,  which  would  have  ftruck  a terror 
Through  their  courfe  doublets,  to  their  very  hearts  I 
Jjq.  Alas,  great  Lord  and  Mafter,  I could  fcarce 
With  lafety  of  my  life  return  again 
Unto  your  graces  houfe,  and  but  for  one 
That  had  fome  mercy,  I had  lure  been  hang’d, 

Duke.  Aly  houfe  ? 

Jrq.  Yes  Sir,  this  houfe,  ypur  houfe  i’th’  Town, 

. Jaques  we  are  difpleas’d,  hath  it  no  name  ? 

Jaq.  What  name? 

Duke.  Dull  rogue  •,  what  hath  the  King  bellow’d 
So  many  honors,  open’d  all  his  fpriiigs, 

Andfhow’rcd  his  graces  down  upon  my  head, 

And  has  my  houfe  no  name  ? no  title  yet  ? 

Burgundy  houfe  you  afs. 

Jaq.  Your  graces  mercy. 

And  when  I was  come  off,  and  had  recover’d 
Burgundy  houfe.,  I durft  notyetbe  feen. 

But  lay  all  night  for  fear  of  purfevants 
In  Burgundy  privie  houfe. 

Duke.  Oh  Sir,  ’tis  well. 

Can  you  remember  now  ? but  Jaques  know 
Since  thy  intended  journey  isfo  croH, 

1 willgo  down  myfelf  this  morning. 

Jaq.  Sir?  ■ fj 

Dukf.  Havel  not  faid  this  morning  z* 

Jaq.  Butconiider, 

I Tha^  nothingis  prepared  yet  for  your  journey, 

'our  graces  teams  not  here  to  draw  your  cloaths  •, 

'*  nd  not  a Carrier  yet  in  town  to  lend  by. 

Duke.  I fay  once  more  go  about  it, 

Vou’re  a wile  man,  you’d  have  me  linger  time. 

Till  I have  worn  thefe  cloaths  out:  will  ye  go?  £;v.Jaq. 

Make  ye  ready  Wife 

Enter  Wife. 

Du-.  I am  fo,  mighty  Duke. 

Duke.,  Nay,  for  the  Countrey. 

Due.  How  / for  the  Countrey  ? 

Duks.  Yes  I am  refolv’d  to  fee  my  Tenants  in  this  bravery, 
.Make  them  a fumptuous  fealt,  with  a flight  jlicw. 

Of  Dives  Lazarus,  and  a fquibortwo, 

.And  lo  return. 

Due.  Why  Sir  ? you  arc  not  mad  ? (fpcak. 

Dnkf-  How  many  Dukes  have  ye  known  mad  ? I pray 


Due.  You  are  the  firfl::,Sir,  and  I hope  thelall, 

But  you  arc  Hark  horn-m^. 

Duke.  Forbear  good  wife. 

Due.  As  I have  faith  you’re  mad  : your  horns 
Have  been  too  heavy  for  you,  and  have  broke 
Your  skull  in  pieces:  If  you  be  in  earneft. 

Duk^.  Well,  you  lliall  know  my  skull  and  wits  are  whole 
E’r  I have  done,  and  yet  I arh  in  earncll. 

Due.  Why,  do  you  think  I’ll  go? 

Dul{e.  I know  you  fliall. 

Due.  1 lhall?  by  what  authority  fliall  I? 

Duk^.  I am  your  Husband. 

Due.  True,  1 confefs  it, 

And  by  that  name,  the  world  hath  given  you 
A power  to  fway  me  \ but  Sir,  you  lhall  know 
There  is  a greater  bond  that  ties  me  here, 

Allegeance  to  the  King,  has  he  not  heapt 
Thole  honors  on  you  to  no  other  end. 

But  to  Hay  you  here,  and  lhall  I have  a hand 
In  the  offending  fuch  a gracious  Prince  ? 

Befides,  our  own  undoings  lies  upon’t. 

Were  there  no  other  caufe,  I do  not  lee, 

Why  you  fliould  go  : If  I Ihould  lay  you  Ihould  not. 

Duk^.  Do  you  think  fo? 

fZ)«c.  Yes  faith. 

Luke.  Now  good  wife  make  me  underlland  that  point. 

Due.  Why  that  you  lhall,  did  I not  bring  you  hither.? 

Duke.  Yes.  (fire  by  me.? 

Due.  And  were  not  all  thefe  honors  wrought  out  of  the 

Duke.  By  you? 

Due.  Byrne?  howHrangeyou  make  it  ? 

When  you  came  firll,  did  you  not  walk  the  Town, 

In  a long  Cloak  half  compafs?  an  old  Hat, 

Lin’d  with  Vellure,  and  on  it  for  a band, 

A skein  of  crimfon  Cruil?' 

Duks^  I confefs  it. 

Due.  And  took  bafe  courles  ? 

Duke.  Bafs?  (Hrousbafe. 

Due.  Bafe,  by  this  light,extream  bale,  and  feurvie,  mon- 

Dujie.  What  were  thefe  courfes,  wife  ? 

Due.  Why,  you  fliall  know. 

Did  you  not  thus  attir’d,  trot  up  and  down, 

Plotting  for  vild  and  lowfie  Offices, 

And  agreed  with  the  Sergeant  of  the  Bears, 

To  buy  his  place?  deny  this,  if  you  can. 

Du^.  Why  it  is  true. 

Due.  And  was  not  that  monHrous  ba/e  ? 

Duke.,  Be  advis’d  wife,  a Bear’s  a Princely  beall. 

Due.  A Bear? 

Duke.  Yes  wife,  and  one  fide  veniforu 

Due.  You’re  more  than  one  fide  fool,  I amfureofthat. 

Duke.  But  fince  you  have  vextniewife,knowyoulhallgOj 
Or  you  fnall  never  have  penny  from  me. 

Due.  Nay,  I have  done,  and  though  I know ’twill  be 
Your  overthrow.  I’ll  not  forfake  you  now. 

Duke.  Be  ready  then.  Exit  Dukf. 

Due.  I will. 

Enter  Bewf.  Long,  5cm  Maria. 

Long.  What  are  you  married  Bewford  ? 'can  make  us. 

Bepp.  I,  as  faff  as  words,  and  hearts,  and  hands,  and  Prielt 

Due.  Oh  Gentlemen,  we  arc  undone. 

Long.  For  what  ? 

Due.  This  Gentleman,  the  Lord  of  my  Husband, 

Will  be  gone  down  to  flicwhis  play-fellows 
Where  he  is  gay. 

Berp.  What,  down  into  Countrey .? 

Due.  Yes  faith,  was  ever  fool  but  he  fb  crols  ? 

I would  as  fain  be  gracious  to  him. 

As  he  could  wifli  me,  but  he  will  not  let  me  ^ 

Speak  faithfully,  will  he  deferve  my  mercy? 

Long,  According  to  his  merits  he  Ihould  wear, 

A guarded  coat,  and  a great  wooden  dagger. 

Duch. 
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Dhc.  If  there  be  any  woman  that  cloth  know, 

The  duties  ’twixt  a Husband  and  his  wife, 

W ill  (peak  but  one  word  for  him,  he fliall  Icapc  •, 

Is  not  that  rcatbnable?  but  there’s  none. 

Be  ready  therefore,  to  purluc  the  plot 
We  had  againlf  a pinch,  for  he  mult  ftay. 

Lonj^.  Wait  you  here  for  him,  whillt  I goc 
And  make  the  King  acquainted  with  your  (port. 

For  fear  he  be  incens’d  for  our  attempting 

Places  of  lb  great  honor.  Exit  Long. 

Vue.  Go,  be  Ipeedy. 

Enter  Dul^e^  Cojin-,  fVife,  Jaqiies, 

Vu\e.  Come  let  me  fee  how  all  things aredifpos’d  of. 

Jaq,  One  Cart  will  lerve  for  all  your  furniture, 

With  room  enough  behind  to  cafe  the  Footman, 

A capeafe  for  you  linnen,  and  your  plate. 

With  a ftrange  lock  that  opens  with  Amen , 

For  my  young  Lord,  becaule  of  eafie  portage, 

A quiver  of  your  graces  lin’d  with  Cunney, 

Made  to  be  bang’d  about  the  Nurfes  neck, 

Thus,  with  a Scarte  or  Towel. 

Dul^e.  Very  good. 

Jaq.  Nay,  ’tis  well,  but  had  you  flaid  another  week, 

I would  have  had  you  furniflit,inluch  pomp. 

As  never  Duke  of  Burgundy  furnifht. 

You  Ihouldhavehada  Sumpter,  though ’t  had  coll  me 
The  laying  on  my  felf,  where  now  you  are  fain. 

To  hire  a Rippers  mare,  and  buy  new  doficrs. 

But  I have  got  them  painted  with  your  Arms, 

With  a fair  darnex  Carpet  of  my  own 
Laid  crofs  for  the  more  date. 

Duke.  Jaques  I thank  you : your  Carpet  (hall  be  bruflit 
And  lent  you  home  ^ what,  are  you  ready  wife  ? 

Due.  An  hour  ago. 

D«kf.  I cannot  chufebutkifsthy  royal  lips. 

Dear  Duchefs  mine,  thou  art  fo  good  a woman. 

Ben>.  Youl’d  fayfo  if  you  knew  all,  goodman  Duckling. 

Cof.  This  was  the  happieft  fortune  could  befal  me 
Now  in  his  abfencewiil  1 follow  clofe 
' Mine  own  preferment,  and  I hope  e’rlong. 

To  make  my  mean  and  humble  name  fo  ftrong. 

As  my  great  Cofms,  when  the  world  lhall  know, 

I bear  too  hot  a fpirit  to  live  low. 

The  next  Spring  will  I down,  my  wife  and  houfnold, 
i I’ll  have  my  Ulhers,  and  my  four  Lacquies, 

Six  fpare  Caroches  too , but  mum,  no  more, 

' W'hat  I intend  to  do,  I’ll  keep  inftore. 

I Duke.  Mountey,mountey,  beourQuerry. 

Groom.  To  horfe  there  Gentlemen,  and  fall  in  couples. 

» DukS‘  Come  honoured  Duchefs. 

Enter  Longavile. 

Long.  Stand  thou  proud  man. 

Duke.  Thieves,  Jaques raile  the  people. 

Long.  No,raife  no  people,  ’tis  the  Kings  command. 
Which  bids  thee  once  more  ftand,  thou  haughty  man. 
Thou  art  a monfter,  for  thou  art  imgrateful, 

And  like  a fellow  of  a rebel  nature, 

, Haft  flung  from  his  embraces : and  for 

\ His  honors  given  thee,  haft  not  return’d 
j So  much  as  thanks,  ancl  to  oppoft  his  Will, 

Relblv’d  to  leave  the  Court,  and  fet  the  Re^lm 
A fire,  in  difeontent,  and  open  adtion : 

Therefore  he  bids  thee  ftand,  thou  proud  man, 

I Whilft  with  the  whisking  of  my  fword  about, 

I take  thy  honors  off:  this  firft  fad  whisk 
Takes  oft  thy  Dukedom,  thou  art  butan  Earl. 

Duke.  You  are  mifraken,  Longavile. 

Long.  Oh  would  I were  : this  fecond  whisk  divides 
Thy  Earldom  ft  om  thee,  thouartyeta  Baron. 

No  more  whisks  if  you  love  me  Longavile. 


Qentleman. 

Long.  Two  whisks  are  jiaft,  and  ti\o  are  yet  behind, 
Yetall  muft  come,  butiiotfolingeriime. 

VViththelc  two  whisks  1 end,  no.v  mount  Marine., 

For  thou  art  now  no  more,  lo  lays  the  King, 

And  I have  done  his  Highnefs  W ill  with  grief. 

Duke.  Degraded  from  my  honors  ? 

Long.  ’ Fistoo  certain, 

Duke.  I am  no '1  raitor  fure,  that  I know  of^ 

Speak  jaques.,  hall  thou  ever  heard  meuttcr  word 
Fending  to  Frcalbn,  or  to  bring  in  the  enemy.? 

Jaq.  Alas  Sir,  I know  nothing, 

Why  fbojlil  your  Wbrfliip  bring  me  in  to  hang  me? 

1 never  incdlcd 

But  with  •.he  bruflnng  of  his  cloaths,  or  fetching 
In  water  in  a morning  for  his  hands. 

Cof.  Are  JiLiC  tlic  honors  of  this  place  ? Anthony 
Help  me  to  take  her  Gown  off  quickly. 

Or  I’ll  lo  fwinge  ye  for’t  

fyife.  \\  hy  Husband  ? Sir  ? 

Cof.  I’ll  not  loofe  a penny  by  this  town. 

Long.  Why  what  do  you  mcan,Sir,have  her  to  her  lodging, 
And  there  undrels  her,  1 will  wait  upon  her, 

Cof  Indeed  you  fhall  not, your  month  is  out  I take  it,  . 

Get  you  out  before  me  wife  r 
Cofin  farewel,  I told  you  long  agoe. 

That  pride  begins  with  pleafure,  ends  wnth  woe. 

Lx/t  withes  Wife. 

Berv.  Goe  thy  wayfentcnces,  ’twill  be  thy  fortune. 

To  live  and  dye  a Cuckold,  and  Churchwarden. 

Due.  Oh  my  poor  Husband ! what  a heavy  rorcune 
s falleii  upon  him  ? 

Bern.  Methinks  ’tis  ftrange, 

That  heaven  fore-warning  great  men  of  their  falls, 

''  ithliich  plain  tokens,  they,  fliould  not  avoid  ’em? 
Forthelaft  night  betwixt  eleven  and  twelve, 

T wo  great  and  hideous  blazing  ftars  were  feen 
To  fight  a long  hour  by  the  clock,  the  one 
Dreft  li  ,ea  Duke,  the  other  like  a King^ 

Till  at  the  laft  the  crowned  Star  o’er-came. 

Serv.  Why  do  ye  ftand  fo  dead,  Monfieur  Marine  ? 

Duke.  So  C<e/ar  felf  when  in  the  Capitol 
They  gave  his  body  two  and  thirty  wounds. 

Be  warned  all  ye  Peers,  and  by  my  fall. 

Hereafter  learn  to  let  your  wives  rule  all. 

Serv.  Monfieur  Marine.,  pray  let  me  (peak  with  you  j 
Sir,  I muft  wave  you  to  conceal  this  party, 

It  ftands  upon  my  utter  overthrow  ^ 

Seem  not  difeontented,  nor  do  not  ftir  afoot. 

For  if  you  do,  you  and  your  hope 

1 fwear  you  are  a loft  man  if  you  ftir. 

And  have  an  eye  to  Benford.,  he’ll  tempt  you. 

Berv.  Come,  come,  for  Ihame  go  down  ^ 

Were  I Marine.,  I would  go  down  : 

And  being  there,  I would  rattle  him  fuch  an  anfvver 
Should  make  himfmoke. 

Duke.  Good  Monfieur  Betvford,  peace 
Leave  thefe  rebellious  words. 

Or  by  the  honors  which  I once  enjoyed, 

And  yet  may  fwear  by, 

I’ll  tell  the  King  of  your  proceedings  •, 

I am  fatisfied. 

Wife.  You  talkt  of  going  down  when  'twas  not  fit. 

But  now  let’s  fee  yourlpirit, 

A thoufand  and  a thoufand  will  exped  it. 

Duke.  Why  wife,  are  ye  mad  ? (ftrengthw 

Wife.  No,  nor  drunk,  but  I’d  have  you  know  your  own 
Duke.  You  talkelikea  moft  foolifh  woman,  wifcj 
I tell  you  I willftay,  yet  I have  a 
Crotchet  troubles  me, 

Long.  More  crotchets  yet  ? 

Duke,  follow  me  Jaques,  I muft  have  thy  counfel, 

I will  return  again,  ffay  you  there  wife.  cftools. 

Long.  I fear  this  lofs  of  honor  will  give  him  fome  few 
Wif.  No,  no,  he  is  refolv’d,  he  will  not 

StT 


296  The  3^ohle  (gentleman. 

Stir  a foot.  I’ll  lay  my  lifo. 

B:n\  U but  he’s  dilcontcntcd,  how  lhall  wcrcfolvethat, 
-\nd  make  him  fray  with  comfort? 

jriff.  Faith  Bzirford  we  muit  even  let  nature  work, 

For  lie’s  the  f \ ecteft  temper’d  man  for  that 

As  one  canwifn,  for  let  men  but  go  about  to  fool  him. 

And  he’ll  have  his  finger  as  deep  iii’t  as  the  belt  j 
But  fee  where  he  comes  frowning,  bid's  us  all ! 

lE.»ter  DkI;;?. 

Off  with  your  hats,  for  here  doth  come 
The  high  and  mighty  Duke  of  Bm'gundy. 

\\  hat  ever  you  may  think,  1 have  thought 

And  thought,  and  thought  upon’t,  and  1 find  it  plain, 

The  King  cannot  take  back  what  he  has  given, 

Unlels  1 forfeit  it  by  courfe  of  Law. 

Xot  all  the  water  in  the  River 

Can  wa(h  the  blood  out  of  thefe  Princely  veins. 

God-a-mercy  Husband,  thou  art  the  bell 
To  work  out  a thing  at  a pinch  in  France. 

I will  alcendmy  State  again^ 

Duchels,  take  your  place, 

And  let  oiir  Champion  enter. 

Lon^.  Has  he  his  Champion?  that’s  excellent. 

D:<i{e.  And  let  loud  Mufick  found  before  his  entrance. 
Sound  Trumpet. 

Enter  Jaejues  in  Armor ^ one  carrying  a Scutcheon  before 
him.,  and  a two-handed  Sword. 

Wife.  How  well  our  Champion  doth  demean  himfelf. 

As  if  he  had  been  made  for  fuch  an  action? 

Methinkshis  fturdy  truncheon  he  doth  weild. 

Like  A/jrj- approaching  to  a bloody  field. 

'Du]{s.  I think  there’s  no  man  fo  defperate 
To  dare  encounter  with  oar  Champion, 

But  trull:  me,  Jaques.,  thou  haft  pleas’d  us  well  ^ 

Once  more  our  warlike  Mufick,  then  proceed. 

Enter  Shattillion, 

Shat.  What  wondrous  age  is  this  ? what  clofe  proceedings? 
I hear  the  clang  of  Trumpets  in  this  houfe. 

To  w hat  intent  do  not  our  Statel-men  fearch? 

Oh  no,  they  look  not  into  fimple  truth  •, 

For  1 am  true,  and  they  regard  not  me, 

A man  in  Armor  too;  God  fave  the  King, 

The  world  will  end,  there’s  iwught  but  treachery, 

Jaq.  I Jaques^  fervantto  the  high  and  mighty  Godfrey^ 
Duke  of  Burgundy.,  do  come  hither  to  prove  by  natura 
Ilrength,  and  adivity  of  my  body,  without  the  help  of  Ibr- 
ccry,  inchantment,  or  ncgromancy,  that  the  faid  Godfrey., 
late  of  Mount  Marine.,  and  now  of  Burgundy.,  hath  perfe(ft 
right  thereto,  notwithftanding  the  Kings  command  to  the 
contrary,  and  no  other  perfon  whatfoever : and  in  token 
that  I will  be  ready  to  make  good  the  fame  : I throw  down 
mvgage,  which  is  my  honor,  pronounced  the  37 of  Feb. 
Stih  novo.,  God  five  the  Duke. 

Shu.  Of  all  the  plots  the  King  hath  laid  for  me 
This  was  the  Ihrevvdeft,  ’tis  my  life  they  feek 
1 And  they  lhall  have  it : if  I Ihould  refufe 
To  accept  the  challenge  in  the  Kings  behalf. 

They  have  fome  caufeto  take  away  my  life. 

And  if  1 do  accept  it,  who  can  tell. 

But  1 may  fall  by  doubtful  chance  of  War  ? 

’Twas  (brew’d,  but  I muft  take  the  lead  of  evils, 

I taKe  thy  gauntlet  up,  thou  treacherous  man. 

That  Hands  in  armed  Coat  againftthe  King. 

Whom  God  preferve,  and  with  my  lingle  (word, 

Will  juftifie  whatever  he  commands  ^ 

I’il  watch  him  for  catching  of  my  words. 

Uiks-  Jtqitts  goon,  defend  our  Princely  Title. 

Skat.  U hy  Ihiink’ft  thou  back?  thou  haft  an  evilcaufe  j 

Come  forward  man,  I have  a rock  about  me, 

[ fight  for  my  true  Liege. 

Du!{e.  Go  forw  ard  Jaques. 

Jaq.  1 do  befeech  your  Grace  to  pardon  me, 

[ will  not  fight  with  him,  with  any  elle 
I’ll  Ihewmyrefolution  fpeedily. 

Shat.  Come,  do  thy  worft,  for  the  King  lhall  fee 
All  is  not  true,  that  is  reported  of  me.  ' 

Jaq.  I may  not  fight  with  him  by  Law  of  Arms. 

£>uks.  What?  lhall  my  Title  fall.?  wilt  thou  not  fight? 
Jaq.  Never  with  him  that  once  hath  fav’d  my  life 
Shat.  Par’d  thou  not  fight  ? behold  then,  I do  go 
Strong  with  the  zeal  1 bear  my  Sovereigrt, 

And  leize  upon  that  haughty  man  himfelf’ 

Dcfcendthe  fteps  (that  thou  haft  thus  ufurp’d' 

Againft  the  King  and  State,)  down  to  the  ground. 

And  if  thou  do  utter  but  a fyllable 

Tocrois  the  Kings  intent,  thou  art  but  dead^  | 

There,  lye  upon  the  earth,  and  pine,  and  dye. 

Did  ever  any  man  wade  through  fuch  ftorras 
To  fave  his  life,  as  poor  Shattillion} 

Long.  1 fear  this  challenge  hath  fpoil’d  all. 

Due.  Ne’er  fear  it,  he’ll  work  it  out  again,  fervant. 

See  where  Shattiltion^s  Love,  poor  Lady,  comes. 

Enter  Love. 

Duke.  Jaques.  (he’s  gone, 

s Jaq.  Lie  dill.  Sir,  if  you  love  your  life.  I’ll  whiftle  when 
Love.  Oh  Gentlemen,  I charge  you  by  the  Love 
W'Tich  you  bear  to  women,  take  fome  pitty 
On  this  diftrelled  man,  help  to  reftenre 
That  precious  Jewel  to  him  he  hath  loft. 

Bew.  Lady,  what  ever  power  doth  lie  in  us 
By  Art,  or  Prayer,  or  danger,  we  are  yours, 

Lov.  Aftrange  conceit  hath  wrought  this  malady. 
Conceits  again  muft  bring  him  to  himfelf. 

My  ftrid  denial  to  his  Will  wrought  this: 

And  if  you  could  but  draw  his  wilder  thoughts 
To  know  me,  he  would  fure  recover  fenfe. 

Long.  That  charge  I’ll  undertake. 

Dul^.  Look  look,  for  Gods  fake  let  me  rife, 

Thisgreatnefs  is  a jade,  I cannot  fit  it. 

Jaq.  His  fword  is  up,  and  yet  he  watcheth  you. 

Du.  I’ll  down  again,  pray  for  thy  Mafter,  Jaques.  (true, 
Shat.  Now  the  King  may  fee  all  the  fuggeftions  are  not 
He  hath  receiv’d  againft  my  loyalty  ^ 

W'^henallmen  elfe  refufe,  I fight  his  batl^els. 

And  thruft  my  body  into  dangers  mouth  ^ 

I am  become  his  Champion,  and  this  fword 
Has  taught  his  enemies  to  know  themfelves  ^ 

Oh  that  he  would  no  more  be  jealous  of  me  1 
Long.  Monfiem  Shattillion.,  the  King  affures  you. 

That  for  this  valiantloyal  ad  of  yours. 

He  hath  forgot  all  jealoufies  and  fears. 

And  never  more  will  tempt  you  into  danger. 

Shat.  But  how  fhali  I believe  this,  what  new  token 
Of  reconcilement  will  he  fhew  me .? 

Let  him  releafe  my  poor  Love  from  her  torment. 

From  her  hard  fare,  and  ftrid  imprifbnment. 

Low.  He  hath  done  this  to  win  your  after-love. 

And  fee  your  Lady  fentyou  from  the  King 
By  thefe  two  Gentlemen : be  thankful  for  her. 

Shat.  She  lives,  fhe  lives,  1 know  her  by  the  power 
Shoots  from  her  eyes. 

Love.  Rife  dear  Shattillion. 

Shat.  I know  my  duty. 

Next  unto  my  King,  I am  to  kneel  to  you. 

Love.  I’ll  have  you  rife,fetch  me  a chair,  fit  down  Shat. 
Shat.  I am  commanded,  and  faith  tell  me  Miftrifs, 

What  ufage  have  you  had?  pray  be  plain? 

Love.  Oh  my  mod  lov’d  pain  enough,  . 

But  now  I am  free,  thanks  to  my  God  and  King. 

Long.  His  eyes  grow  very  heavy,  not  a word, 

That 
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That  his  weak  ienfes  may  come  fvvcctly  liomc. 

Shat.  The  King  is  honourable. 

T>uk^.  When  do  you  whiftle  Jaqnes  ? 

Jaq.  By  and  by. 

Long.  Come  hither  Monficur,  canftthou  laugh  a little? 

Serv.  Yes  Sir. 

Long.  So  thou  fhalt  then.  Bewford^  how  doft  thou  ? 

Bevp.  Why  well. 

Long.  I’m  glad  on’t,  and  how  does  thy  wife  ? 

Ben>^  Why,  you  may  fee  her,  Sir,  fhe  Itands  behind  you. 

Long.  By  the,mafs  fne’s  there  indeed, but  where’s  her  belly? 

Belly? 

Long.  Her  great  belly, man-,  what  haft  thou fent thee? 

Serv.  A Boy,  I’ll  lay  my  life,  it  tumbled  16. 

Ben>.  Catcht  by  this  light. 

Long.  I’ll  be  a Goflip  Ben>ford. 

Serv.  And  I. 

Long.  1 have  an  odd  Apollle  Ipoon. 

Bexp.  S’foot,  catcht. 

Due.  Why,  what’s  the  matter, -Gentlemen? 

Long.  He’s  married  to  your  woman. 

Due.  And  I not  know  it  ? 

Serv.  ’Twas  a venial  fin. 

Berp.  Gall,  gall,  gall. 

Due.  Forgive  her,  Monfieur  Bea>/ord,  ’twas  her  love. 

Bexp.  You  may  rile  if  youpleafe,  I muft  endure  it. 

Long.  See  how  my  great  Lord  lies  upon  the  ground 
And  dare  not  ftir  yet 
Jaques  whiftles  ? 

Duks-  Jaquesy  jT^Tw^/jistheKiiigs  Champion  gon  yet  ? 

Jaq.  No,  but  he’s  alleep. 

' Duke.  Is  he  alleep  art  fure  ? 

Jaq,  I am  fure  he  is,  I hear  him  Ihpre. 

Duks.  Then  by  your  favours  Gentlemen  I rife, 

And  know  I am  a Duke  Hill. 

Jaq.  And  I am  his  Champion. 

Vue.  Hold  thee  there,  and  all  Frj»ce  cannot  mend  thec; 

Duks  I ania  Prince  as  great  within  my  thoughts 
As  when  the  whole  ftate  did  adorn  my  perfon; 

What  trial  can  be  made  to  try  a Prince? 

! will  appofe  this  noble  corps  of  mine 
To  any  danger  that  may  end  the  doubt. 

Due.  Great  Duke,  and  Husband,  there  is  but  one  way 
Tolatisfie  the  world  of  our  true  right. 

And  it  is  dangerous. 

Duke.  What  may  it  be .? 

Were  it  to  bring  the  great  Turk  bound  in  chains 
Through  in  triumph : or  to  couple  up 

Tht  Sophie.,  and  great  Prefior  John  together, 

I would  attempt  it  Duchefs,  tell  the  courfe. 

Due.  There  is  a ftrong  opinion  through  the  world. 

And  no  doubt,  grounded  on  experience. 

That  Lions  will  not  touch  a lawful  Prince, 

If  you  be  confident  then  of  your  right, 

Amongft  the  Lions  bear  your  naked  body. 

And  if  you  come  off  clear,  and  never  winch. 

The  world  will  lay  you  are  a perfect  Prince. 


Duke.  I thank  you  Diichds,  for  your  kind  advice, 

But  now  wc  do  not  affect  tliolc  ravenous  bcalts. 

Long.  A Lion  is  a bcall  to  try  a King- 
But  for  the  trial  of  Inch  a Hate  like  this 
Pliny  reports  a mallivedog  will  ferve. 

Duke.  W e will  not  deal  with  dogs  at  all,  but  men. 

Serv.  You  fiiall  not  need  todeal  with  them  at  all. 

Hark  you  Sir,  the  King  doth  know  you  arc  a Duke ; 

DwJ^f,  No,  does  he  ? 

Yes,  and  is  content  you  niallbc,butwith  this  caution, 
That  none  know  it  but  your  Iclf  .- 
For  if  ye  do,  he’ll  take  it  away  by  Aft  of  Parliament. 

Dukg.  Here’s  my  hand,  and  whilfl  I live  or  breath. 

No  living  wight  fliall  know  I am  a Duke. 

Serv.  Mark  me  diredly.  Sir,  your  wife  may  know  it. 

DkJ^p.  May  not  Jaques. 

Serv.  Yes,  he  may. 

Duks.  ^3y  not  my  Coiintrey  Cofin  ? 

Serv.  By  no  means.  Sir,  if  you  loveyoiir  life  and  Hate. 

Duke.  Well  then,  know  all,  I am  no  Duke. 

Serv.  No,  I’ll  fwear  it. 

Long.  See,  he  wakes. 

Shat.  Where  am  I,  or  where  have  I been  all  this  while? 
Sleep  hath  not  fate  lb  found  upon  mine  eyes 
But  I remember  well  that  face  ^ 

Oh  thou  too  cruel,  leave  at  length  to  Icorn 
Him  that  but  looking  on  thy  beauty,  dies. 

Either  receive  me,  or  put  out  my  eyes. 

Love.  DczieU  Shattillion.,  fee  upon  my  knees, 

I offer  up  my  love,  forget  my  wrongs. 

Shap.  Art  thou  mine  own  ? 

Love.  By  heaven  I am. 

Shat.  Then  all  the  world  is  mine. 

Love,  I have  Itranger  things  to  tell  thee,  my  dearell  love. 

Shat.  Tell  nothing,  but  that  thou  art  mine  own; 

I do  not  care  to  know  where  I have  been. 

Or  how  I have  liv’d,  or  any  thing. 

But  that  thou  art  my  own. 

Bexp.  Well  wife,  though  ’twere  a trick  that  made  us  wed, 
We^ll  make  our  felves  merry  foon  in  bed; 

Diike.  Know  all,  I am  no  Duke; 

IVife.  Whatfay’e.** 

Duke.  Jaques  ? 

Jaq.  Sir. 

Duke,  I ani  a Duke* 

Boih.  Are  ye? 

Duke.  Yes  faith,  yes  faith. 

But  it  muft  only  run  among  our  lelves. 

And  Jaques.,  thou  (halt  be  my  Secretary  ftill. 

Wife.  Kind  Gentlemen,  lead  in  Shattillion, 

For  he  muft  needs  be  weak  and  fickly  yet. 

Now  all  my  labours  have  a perfed  end,  as  I could  wilh. 
Let  all  young  fprightly  wives  that  have 
Dull  foolilh  coxcombs  to  their  Husbands, 

Learn  by  me  their  duties,  what  to  do. 

Which  is,  tP  rtiake  ’em  fools,  and  plcafe  ’em  too. 

Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


MouumenU  of  virtue.,  and  defert, 

J /ppear  more  goodly,  when  the  glofs  of  Art 
Is  eaten  off  by  time,  than  when  at  firjh 


They  were  fet  up,  not  cenfurd  at  the  worfi. 
We  *ave  done  our  beji,  for  your  contents  to  fit. 
With  new  pains,  this  old  monument  of  wit. 
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A Comedy. 

■ 

The  Perfons  repref 

Philoclet, 

Lifoftder, 

Cajfwder, 

Lifimachus^ 

AntigonuSy 

Arcadtufy 

MacariuSy 

Seleucusy 

Charillay 

l| 

ented  in  the  Play* 

Polidora, 

Neflorius. 

Eubulus, 

A Bijhop, 

Polianus, 

Sophia,  ' ■ < 

Demetrius, 

Gentlemen  and  Gentlewomen. 

Servants  and  Attendants. 

P R 0 L 

^L/ce  ’tis  become  the  Title  of  our  Play^ 

A woman  once  in  a Corporation  day 
With  par  don^  fpeak^theViologwQy  give  as  free 
A welcome  to  the  Theatre^  as  he 
That  with  a little  Beard,  a long  blacky  Cloaks, 

With  a jiarch' d face,  and fupple  leg  hath  fpoke 
Before  the  Plays  the  twelvemonth,  let  me  then 
Prefcnt  a welcome  to  thefe  Gentlemen, 

If  you  be  hind,  and  noble,  you  will  not 
Thmkjhe  worfe  of  me  for  my  Petticote 
But  to  the  Play,  the  Poet  bad  me  tell 
His  fears  firji  in  the  Title,  leji  in  fwell 
Some  thoughts  with  expe&ation  of  a Jirain, 

That  but  once  could  be  feen  in  a Kings  Reign, 
This  Coronation,  he  hopes  you  may 
See  often,  while  the  genius  of  his  Play, 

Doth  prophefie,  the  Conduits  may  run  Wine, 

When  the  days  triumph's  ended,  and  divine 
Brisks  Ne&ar  fwell  his  Temple  to  a rage. 

With  fomething  of  more  price  t'  inveji  the  Stage, 
There  refs  but  to  prepare  you,  that  although 
It  be  a Coronation,  there  doth  fow 

0 G U E. 

No  undermirth,  fuch  as  doth  lard  the  Scene 
For  courfe  delight  the  language  here  is  clean* 

And  confident,  our  Poet  bade  me  fay,  ::7  I 

He'  U bate  you  but  the  folly  of  a Play.  . iiiv. 

b or  which,  although  dull  fouls  his  Pen  defpife,  ; ’ o : 

Who  thinks  it  yet  too  early  to  be  wife* 

The  nobler  will  thanks  his  Mufe,  at  leaf 
Excufe  him,  caufe  his  thought  aim'd  at  the  beft,  ‘ 

But  we  conclude  not,  it  does  reji  in  you* 

Tocenfure  Poet,  Play,  and  Prologue  too^  <■ 

But  what  have  I omitteH  .<?  is  there  not 
A blufij  upon  my  cheeky  that  1 forgot 
The  Ladies,  and  a Femal  Prologue  too  ^ 

Tour  pardon  noble  Gentlewomen,  you 
. Were  firji  within  my  thoughts,  I know  you  fit 
As  free,  and  high  Commijfioners  of  wit. 

Have  clear,  anda&ive  fouls,  nay,  though  the  men 
Were  loji  in  your  eyes,  they'll  be  found  agen, 

Tou  are  the  bright  intelligences  move. 

And  make  a harmony  this  fphere  of  Love, 

Be  you  propitious  then,  our  Poet  jays. 

Our  wreath  from  you,is  worth  their  grove  of  Bayes : 

Acim  Primtf. 

Enter  Philocles  and  Lifandcr. 

Phi/^T?<'7$D  Ake  way  for  my  I.ord  Protcflor. 

Your  graces  fervants. 

Ewffr  CaHandcr,  and  Lifimachui 
CaJ.  1 like  your  diligent  Waiting, whcrc’s 

Lifmachus  ? 

IJfu  I wait  upon  you,  Sir. 

; - - < . „ 

Secena  Prim  a* 

Caf.  The  Queen  looks  pleafant 
This  morning,  docs  fhe  not.? 

Lif.  I ever  found 
Her  gracious  fmiles  on  me. 

Caf.  She  does  confult 
Herfafety  in’t,  for  I muft  tell  thee  boy. 

But  in  the  alTiirance  of  her  love  tothee, 

I fliould  advance  thy  hopes  another  way. 

And  ufc  the  power  1 have  in  Epire,  to 

Settle 
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I Settle  our  own,  and  imcontroiilcd  greatnefs^ 

But  fince  fliccarrics  her  fclf  lb  fairly, 

I am  content  to  expert,  and  by  her  marriage 
Secure  thy  fortune,  that’s  alliny  ambition 
Now,  be  Hill  careful  in  thy  applications 
, To  her,  1 mun;  attend  other  affairs, 

Return,  andufc  what  Art  thou  canfl:  to  lay 
More  charms  of  love  upon  her. 

Lif.  I prefume 

She  always  fpeaks  the  language  of  her  heart, 

. And  I can  be  ambitious  for  no  more 
Happinefs  on  earth,  than  Ihe  encourages 
; Me  to  expert. 

Caf.  It  was  an  art  becoming 
The  wifdomofher  Father  to  engage" 

A tye  between  our  Families,  andlhe^ 

Hath  play’d  her  bell  dilcretion  to  allow  it ; 

But  we  lofe  time  in  conference,  wait  on  her. 

And  be  what  thou  vvert  born  for,  King  of  Epirey 
I muft  away. 

Lif.  Succefs  ever  attend  you. 

Is  not  the  Queen  yet  coming  forth  ? 

Lifa.  Your  fervant. 

You  may  command  our  duties, 

This  is  the  Court  Star,  Thilocles. 

Phi.  The  Star  that  we  muft  fail  by. 

Lifa.  All  muft  borrow 

A light  from  him,  the  young  Queen  direrts  all 
Her  favours  that  way. 

Phi.  He’s  a noble  Gentleman, 

And  worthy  of  his  expertations : 

Too  good  to  be  the  fon  of  fuch  a Father. 

Lift.  Peace,  remember  he  is  Lord  Protertor. 

Phil.  We  have  more  need  of  Heavens  Protertion 
I’ th’ mean  time,  I wonder  the  old  King 
Didin  his  life,  defign  him  for  the  office. 

Lifa.  He  might  expert  his  faith,  I have  heard  when 
The  King,  who  was  no  Epirote.,  advanc’d 
His  claim,  Cajfander.,  our  Protertor  now, 

Young  then,  oppos’d  himtoughly  with  hisfartion,' 
But  forc’d  to  yield,  had  fair  conditions. 

And  was  declar’d  by  the  whole  State,  neJt  heir  j 
If  the  King  wanted  ifliie,  our  hopes  only 
Thriv’d  in  this  daughter. 

Phi.  Whom  but  for  her  fmiles  ^ 

And  hope  of  marriage  with  Lifimachus, 

His  Father,  by  fbme  cunning,  had  remov’d 
E’r  this. 

Lift.  Take  heed,  the  Arras  may  have  ears 
I Ihouldnot  weep  much  if  his  grace  would  hence 
Remove  to  Heaven. 

Phi.  I pretheewhat  fhould  hedo  there  .? 

Lift.  Some  Offices  will  fall.  ' 

Phi.  And  the  Skie  too,  e’r  I get  one  ftairhigheif 
While  he’s  in  pFace. 


£xit. 


Enter  Antigonus., 


Ant.  Lifander^  Philocles^  ' ' 

How  looks  the  day  upon  usj?  where’s  the  Queen  ? 
Phi.  In  her  bed-chamber. 
yint.  Who  was  with  her  ? , 

Lift.  None  but  the  young  Lord  LifimafhifLf 
Ant.  ’Tis  no  treafbn 

If  a man  wifh  himfelf  a Courtier  ' ' 

Of  fuch  a poffibility ; he  has  ' ’ . 

The  mounting  fate. 

Phi.  I would  his  Father  were 
Mounted  to  th’  gallows. 

Ant.  He  has  a path  fair  enough. 

If  he  furvive  by  title  of  his  Father. 

Lifa.  The  ^leen  will  haften  his  aftent. 

Phi.  Would  I were  Queen, ' 

^Ant.  Thou  wou’dft  become  rarely  the  petticoat, 


\\  lint  wou’dft  thou  do/ 

I Phi.  Why,  I wou’d  marry 
iMy  Gentleman  udicr,  and  truftall  theftrength 
And  burden  of  my  State  upon  his  legs, 

Rathcrthan  be  call’d  wife  by  any  Ion 
Of  filch  a Father. 

Lifa.  Come,  let’s  leave  thisfubjert. 

We  may  find  more  fccurc  dilcoiirlc  •,  when  faw 
You  young  Arcadiur^  Lord  A/ijcjrmj-’s  Nephew  ? 

Ant.  There’s  a Ipark,  a youth  moulded  for  a Favourite, 
The  Q^een  might  do  him  honor. 

Phi.  1 avourite, ’tistoo  (heap  a name,  there  were  a match 
Now  for  her  Virgin  blood. 

Lift.  Muft  every  man 

That  has  a handlbme  face  or  leg,  feed  fuch 
Ambition ; 1 confefs  I honor  him, 

He  has  a nimble  foul,  and  gives  great  hope 
To  be  no  woman-hater,  dances  iiandfbmly. 

Can  court  a Lady  powerfully,  but  more  goes 
To  th’  making  of  a Prince  ? he’s  here 
And’s  Unde. 

Enter  Arcadius,  Macarius,  Selcucus. 

Sel.  Save  you  Gentlemen,  who  can  dirert  me 
To  find  my  Lord  Protertor? 

Lift.  He  was  here 

Within  this  half  hour,  young  Lifimachus 
His  Son  is  with  the  Queen. 

Sel.  There  let  him  compliment, 

I have  other  bufmefs,  ha , Arcadius ! Exit. 

Phi.  Obferv’d  you,  with  what  eyes  Arcadius 
And  he  faluted,  their  two  families 
Will  hardly  reconcile. 

Ant.  Seleucus  carries 

Himfelf  too  roughly  ^ with  what  pride  and  ftorn 
He  paft  by  ’em  ? 

Lifa.  Th’other  with  lels  fhew 
Of  anger,  carries  pride  enough  in’s  foul, 

I vvifn  ’em  all  at  peace,  Macarius  looks 
Are  without  civil  war,  a good  old  man. 

The  old  King  lov’d  him  well,  Father 

Was  as  dear  to  him,  and  maintain’d  thechararter 
Of  an  honeft  Lord  through  Epire : that  two  men 
So  lov’d  of  others,  fhould  be  fo  unwelcome 
To  one  another. 

Arc.  The  Queen  was  not  wont  to  fend  for  me. 

Mac.  Thereafbn’stoher  felf. 

It  will  become  your  duty  to  attend  her. 

Arc.  Save  you  Gentlemen,  what  novelty 
Does  the  Court  breathe  to  <Jay  ? 

Lift.  None  Sir,  the  news 
Thgttook  the  laft  impreffionis,  that  you 
Purpofe  to  leave  the  Kingdom,  and  thofe  men. 

That  honor  you,  take  no  delight  to  hear  it. 

Arc.  I have  ambition  to  fee  the  difference 
Of  Courts,  and  this  may  fpare the  delights 
At  home  do  flirfet,  and  the  Miftrifs,  whom 
We  all  do  ferve,  is  fixt  upon  one  objert. 

Her  beams  are  too  much  pointed,  but  no  Countrey 
Shall  make  me  lofe  your  memories. 

Enter  ilueen.,  Lifimachiis,  Macarius,  Charilla. 

Arcadius. 

Mac.  Your  Lordfhip  honor’d  me, 

I have  noblefling  in  his  abfence. 

Lif  ’Tis  done  like  a pious  Unde.. 

We  muft  not 
Give  any  licence. 

Arc.  If  your  Majefty 
Would  pleafe. 

£>u.  We  are  not  pleas’d,  it  had  become  your  duty. 

To  havefirft  acquainted  us,  c’r  you  declar’d 
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; \ onr  rdolurion  publick,  is  our  Court 
Nor  worth  your  irav? 

A"\  1 iiiimbly  beg  your  pardon. 

\\  here's  Z ? 

i iC  Your  humble  leiTunt,  Madam, 

W ciVallhnd 

Ein^oymenr  at  home  lor  you,  do  not  lole  us. 

Arc.  Madam,  I then  write  my  fcif  blcft  on  earth 
W'iicn  I may  do  you  fervice. 

Wc  would  be  private,  Macarius. 

AZ  t:.  Madam,  you  havebleh  me, 

I Nothing  but  your  command  could  interpofc  to 
Stay  him. 

Liftmachus., 

You  mult  not  leave  us. 

Ufa.  Kotliing  but  Lifim.ich:ts  ? has  flie  not 
Ta’cna  philter 

N ay,  pray  be  cerv'-er’d,  Ceremony  from  you, 

Muft  be  excus’d. 

Lifi.  It  will  become  my  duty. 

Not  your  love? 

I know  you  would  not  have  me  look  upon 
Your  perfon  as ’a  Courtier,  not  as  Favorite  j 
That  Title  were  too  narrow  to  exprels 
How  we  clteem  you. 

Lif.  Thelcaft  of  all 

1 hefe  names  from  you,  Madam,  is  grace  enough, 

§lu.  Y et  here  you  vvou’d  not  reft  ? 

Lij]  Not  if  yon  pleafe : 

To  lay  there  is  a happinefs  beyond, 

And  teach  ray  ambition  henv  to  make  it  mine, 

.AJthough  the  honors  you  already  have 
Let  fall  upon  your  fervant,  exceed  all 
Mymerit-,  Ihaveaheart  isftudious 
To  reach  it  with  defert,  and  make  it  polTible 
Your  favor’s  mine  by  juftice,  with  your  pardon. 

^f.  We  arc  confident  this  needs  no  pardon.  Sir, 

Rut  a reward  to  cherilh  your  opinion, 

A nd  that  you  may  keep  warm  your  paffion. 

Know  wc  relblvefor  marriage,  and  if 
I had  another  gift,  befide  myfelf. 

Greater,  in  that  you  fliould  difeern,  how  much 
My  heart  is  filet. 

Lif.  Let  me  digeft  my  bleffing. 

^tt.  But  1 cannot  refolve  when  this  Ihall  be, 

Lif.  How  Madam?  do  not  make  me  dream  of  Heaven, 
And  wake  me  intomifery,  if  your  purpole 
Be,  to  immortalize  your  humble  fervant. 

Your  pow'cr  on  earth’s  divine,  Princes  are  here 
The  copies  of  Eternity,  and  create, 

When  they  but  will  our  happinefs. 

1 fiiall 

Believe  yon  mock  me  in  this  argument, 

I have  no  power., 

l.if.  How,  no  power? 

^ij.  N ot  as  a C^ccn. 

L//.'  luiKlerftandyoiinot. 

I muftobey',  your  Father’s  my  Proteiftor. 

Lf.  How? 

When  I amabfolutc,  Lifimaebus.,  . 

Our  pow’cr  and  Titles  meet,  before,  we  are  but 
Aftiadow,  and  to  give  you  tHatw'erc  nothing. 

Lif.  Excellent  C^ecn, 

My  love  took  no  original  from  State, 

Or  the  defire  of  other  greatnefs. 

Above  what  my  birth  may  challenge  modeftly, 

I love  your  virtues,  mercenary  fouls 
Arc  taken  with  advancement,  you’ve  an  Empire 
W ithin  you,  better  than  the  worlds,  to  that 
Lfyoks  my  ambition. 

T’other  is  not.  Sir, 

To  bedefpis’d,  Cofmography  allows 

a place  i’th’  Map,  and  know  till  J 
, Pofi'cls  what  I v;as  born  to,  and  alone 


Do  grasp  the  Kingdoms  Scepter,  I account 
My  left  divided,  he  that  marries  me 
Shall  take  an  obfolute  Queen  to  his  warm  bolom 
My  temples  yet  are  naked,  until  then  ’ 

Our  Loves  can  be  but  compliments,  and  willies 
Yet  very  hearty  ones.  ’ 

Lif  I apprehend. 

Y*our  Father. 


Enter  Callander  and  Seleucus. 


5-r-„  • lUIt, 

T srant,  you  are  Protedor, 

1 am  not  yet  a Queen. 

Caf  How’s  this? 

Lif.  1 Ihall  expound  her  meaning.  ^ 

Why  kneel  you.  Sir  ? 

Sc/.  Madam,  to  reconcile  two  families 
That  may  unite,  both  Counfels  and  their  blood 
To  ferveyour  Crown. 

Macarius,  and  Euhulus 

That  beare  inveterate  malice  to  each  other. 

heard,  upon  the  queftion 
W hich  fome  of  either  family  had  made 
Which  of  their  Fathers  was  the  belt  Commander : 

If  we  believe  our  ftories,  they  have  both 
Deferved  well  of  ourftate,  and  yet  this  quarrel 
Has  colt  too  many  lives,  afevere  fadtion. 

Set  But  I’ll  propound  a way  to  plant  a quiet 
And  peace  in  both  our  houles,  which  are  torn 
W ith  their  dillaitions,  and  lofe  the  glory 
Of  their  peat  names,  my  blood  Ipeaks  my  relation' 
io  t ubulus,  and  I wilh  my  veins  were  emptied 
To  appeafe  their'war.  < 

Thou  haft  dhoble  foul. 

Tins  is  a charity  above  thy  youth,. 

And  it  flows  bravely  from  thee,  name  the  Way 

Sel  In  fuch  adelperate  caufe,  a little  ftream 
Of  blood  might  purge  the  foulnefs  of  their  hearts 
It  you’ll  prevent  a deluge. 

Beparticq^r. 

Sf/.  Let  but  yourMajeftyconfent  that  two 
Mp  with  their  perfonal  valour,  undertake 
The  honor  of  their  family,  and  determine 
1 heir  difference. 


This  rather  will  inlargc 

Their  hate,  and  be  a means  to  call  more  blood 
Into  the  ftream. 

Sc/.  Not  if  both  families 

Agree,  and  fvvear ' 

§lu.  And  who  Ihall  be  the  Champions  ? 

SeL  I beg  the  honor,  for  Eubulus  C2ixS& 

To  be  ingag’d,  if  any  for  Macarius, 

Worthy  to  wager  heart  with  mine,  accept  it, 

I am  confident, 

For  honor  would  diredl  me  to  his  fword. 

Will  not  deny,  to  flake  againft  my  life 
His  own,  if  you  vouchfafe  us  priviledge. 

%.  Youaretheexpcdlation,  and  top  boughs 
Of  both  your  houfes,  it  would  feem  injuftice. 

To  allow  a civil  war  to  cut  you  off^ 

And  your  felves  the  inftruments,  befides 

You  appear  a foldier^  Arcadius 

Hath  no  acquaintance  yet  with  rugged  war. 

More  fit  to  drill  a Lady,  than  expofe 
His  body  to  fuch  dangers : a fmall  wound 
I’th’  head,  may  fpoil  the  method  of  his  hair, 
Whofe  curiofity  exads  more  time , 

Than  his  devotion,  and  who  knows  but  he 
May  lofchis  ribondby  it  in  his  lock. 

Dear  as-  his  Saint,  with  whom  he  would  exchange 
His  head,  for  her  gay  colours  *,  then  he  band 
May  he  cliforder’d,  and  transform’d  from  Lace 
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ToCncvvork,  his  rich  deaths  be  difcomplcxioncd 
W ith  blond,  bclide  the  infaniionabic  ilalhes : 

And  at  the  nextFdlival  take  Phylick, 

Or  put  on  black,  and  mourn  for  his  Ilain  breeches  i 
•His  hands  cas’d  up  in  gloves  all  night,  and  fvveet 
romjtum:  the  next  day  may  be  endanger’d 
To  bhlters  witha  fvvord,  how  canheftand 
Upon  his  guard,  who  hath  Fidlers  in  his  head. 

To  which,  his  feet  mud:  ever  be  a dancing? 

Belide  a falfify  may  Ipoil  his  cringe. 

Or  making  of  a leg,  in  which  confifts 
Much  of  his  Court-perfeclion. 

Sel.  Is  this  Charafter 
Beftovv’d  on  him  ? 

It  fomething  may  concern  the  Gentleman, 

Whom  if  you  pleale  to  challenge 
To  Dance,  play  on  the  Lute,  or  Sing. 

Sel.  Some  Ketch  > 

Hefhall  not  want  thofe  will  maintain  him 
For  any  fum. 

Sel.  You  are  my  Sovereign, 

I dare  not  think,  yet  I muft  fpeak  fbniewhat, 

I lhall  burfl:  elfe,  1 have  no  skill  injiggs. 

Nor  Tumbling. 

How  Sir? 

Sel.  Nor  was  I born  aMinftrel,  and  in^his  you  have 
So  infinitely  difgrac’d  Arcad'ms. 

But  that  I have  heard  another  Charader, 

And  with  your  royal  Licence  do  believe  it, 

I Ihould  not  think  him  worth  my  killing, 

Hj*.  Your  killing? 

Sel.  Docs  file  not  jeer  me  ^ ^ 

I fhall  talk  treafon  prefently,  I find  it 
At  my  tongues  end  already,  this  is  an 
Affront,  I’ll  leave  her. 

Come  back,  do  you  know _ 

Sel.  I ha’ chang’d  but  little  breath  with  himiOurpetfons 
Admit  no  familiarity,  we  were 
Born  to  live  both  at  diftance,  yet  I ha’  feen  him 
Fight,  and  fight  bravely. 

W hen  the  fpirit  of  Wine 
Made  his  brain  valiant,  he  fought  bravely. 

Sel.  Although  he  be  my  enemy,  fhouldany 
Of  the  gay  flies  that  buzzc  about  the  Court,- 
Sit  to  catch  trouts  i’th’ fummer,  tell  me  fo, 

I durfl:  in  any  prefence  but  your  own. 

What? 

5e/.  Tell  him  he  werenothonelt,  , 

I fee  Selecui^  thou  art  refolute, 

And  I but  wrong’d  Arcadius.,  your  firlty 
Requeft  is  granted,  you  fhall  fight,  and  he 

That  conquers  be  re\Varded,  to  confirm 

Firft  place  and  honor  to  his  Family:  , ■ 

-Is  it  not  this  you  plead  for  ? t 

Sel.  You  are  gracious. 

Lifimachtts.  ‘ ' 

Lif.  Madam.  t ! . 

Caf.  She  has  granted  then  r . . / 

5 f/.  With  much  ado.  i- 

Ctf/:  I wifhthy  fword  may  open 
His  wanton  veins,  Macarius  is  too  popular,  n 

And  has  taught  him  to  infinuate.  . • . 

It  lhall 

But  haftethe  confirmation  of  our  loves. 

And  ripen  the  delights  of  marriage,  Seleucus.  Exit  cum  Sel. 
L}f.  As  I gueft. 

It  cannot  be  toofbon.  : ^ ^ 

Caf.  To  morrow  then  we  crown  her,  and  invcll 
My  Son  with  Majefty,  ’tistomy  wifhes. 

Beget  a race  of  Princes,  my  Lifmachus. 

L f Firlt,  let  us  marry.  Sir. 

Caf.  Thy  brow  was  made 
To  wear  a golden  circle.  I’m  tranfported. 

Thou  fhalt  rule  her,  and  I will  govern  thee,- 
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Lif  Although  you  be  my  Father,  that  will  not 
Concern  my  obedience,  as  I take  it. 

Enter  Philoclcs,  Lifandcr,  and  Antigonus, 
Gentlemen, 

Prepare  your  fclves  for  a folcmnity 
Will  turn  the  Kingdom  into  triumph,  Epire 
Lookfrcfhto  morrow,  ’twill  become  your  duties 
In  all  your  glory,  to  attend  the  Queeji 
At  her  Coronation,  flic  is  plcafcd  to  make 
The  next  day  happy  in  our  Calendar, 

My  office  doth  expire,  and  my  old  blood 
Renews  with  thought  on’t. 

Pbi.  How’s  this  ? 

Ant.  Crown’d  to  morrow. 

Lifa.  And  he  fo  joyful  to  reflgn  his  Regency, 

There’s  fbmc  trick  in’t,  I do  not  likethefe  hafly  . 
Proceedings,  and  whirls  of  Rate,  they  have  commonl 
As  ftrange  and  violent  effedls  ^ well, heaven  fave  the  Queen. 

Phi.  Heaven  fave  the  Queen,  fay  I,  and  fend  her  a fprightly 
Bed-fellow,  for  the  Protedor,  let  him  pray  for 
Himfelf,  he  is  like  to  have  no  benefit  of  my  devotion. 

Caf  But  this  doth  quicken  my  old  heart,  Liftmachuti 
There  is  not  any  ftep  into  her  throne. 

But  is  the  fame  degree  of  thy  own  Rate  ^ 

Come  Gentlemen. 

Lift.  We  attend  your  grace. 

Caf  Lifmachus, 

Lift.  What  heretofore  could  happen  to  mankind 
Was  with  much  pain  to  climb  to  heaven,  but  in 
Sophias  marriage  of  all  Queens  the  belt. 

Heaven  will  come  down  to  earth,  to  make  meblefl.  Exe. 


JBus  Secundus^ 

Sc£n4  frima. 

Enter  Arcadius  and  Polydora, 

...  A - • X 

Pol.  TNdeedyou  fhall  not  go. 

Jl  Arc.  Whither? 

Pol.  To  travel, 

I know  you  fee  me,  but  to  take  your  leave, 

But  I muft  never  yield  to  fiich  an  abfence.  1 
Arc.  I prethee  leave  thy  fears,  I am  commanded 
To  th’  contrary,  I wonot  leave  thee  now. 

Pol.  Commanded?  by  whom? 

Arc,  The  Queen.' 

Pol.  I am  very  glad,  for  truft  me,  I could  think 
Of  thy  departure  with  no  comfort,  thou 
Art  all  the  joy  I have,  half  of  my  foul , 

But  I muft  thank  the  Queen  now  for  thy  companyj 
1 prethee,  what  could  make  thee  fbdefirous 
To  be  abroad? 

Arc.  Only  to  get  an  appetite 
T o thee  Polidora. 

Pol.  Then  you  muft  provoke  it. 

Arc.  Nay,  prethee  do  not  fo  miftakethy  fervant. 

Pol.  Perhaps  you  furfeit  with  my  Love. 

Arc.  Thy  Ibvtf? 

Pol.  Although  I have  no  beauty  to  compare 
With  the  beft  faces,  I have  a heart  above 
All  competition. 

Arc.  Thou  art  jealous  now,- 
Come  let  me  take  thekifs  I gave  thee  laft^ 

I am  fo  confident  of  thee,  ho  Lip 
Has  ravifht  it  from  thine  ^ I prethee  come 
To  Court. 
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P.'L  For  what  ? 

Arc.  Tlicre  is  rtic  throne  for  beauty. 

PA.  ’Tis  fafer  cbvelling  here. 

Arc.  There’s  none  will  hurt, 

Or  dare  but  think  an  ill  to  Polydorj^ 

The  grcateftwill  be  proud  to  honor  thee. 

Thy  luftcr  wants  the  admiration  here; 

There  thou  wot  Ihine  indeed,  and  ftrike  a reverence 
Into  the  gazer. 

Pol.  You  can  fiattertoo. 

Arc.  No  praifeoftheecan  be  thought  To,  thy  virtue 
W'ill  delcrve  all,  Imuftconfers,  we  Courtiers 
Do  oftentimes  commend  to  flievv  our  Art, 

There  is  neceflity  fometimes  to  fay, 

This  Wadam  breaths  Arabian  Gumms, 

Amber  and  Caflia  •,  though  while  we  are  praifmg, 

\\  e wifli  we  had  no  noftrils  to  take  in 
Th’  offenfive  fleam  of  her  corrupted  Lungs. 

Kay,  Ibme  will  fwearthey  love  their  Miftrifs, 

W’ould  hazard  lives  and  fortunes,  to  preferve 
One  of  her  hairs  brighter  than  Berhucei-, 

Or  young  Apoto'^s.,  and  yet  after  this, 

A favour  from  anotlier  toy  would  tempt  him 
T o laugh,  while  the  officious  hangman  whips 
Her  head  off. 

Pol.  Fine  men. 

yirc.  I amnoneofthefe. 

Nay,  there  are  women  Polidora^  too 
That  can  do  pretty  well  at  flatteries  •, 

Make  men  believe  they  dote,  will  languifli  for ’em. 

Can  kifs  a Jewel  out  of  one,  and  dally 
A carcanet  of  Diamonds  from  another. 

Weep  into  th’bofome,  of  a third,  and  make  . 

Him  drop  as  many  Pearls-,  they  count  it  nothing 
To  talk  a rcafbnable  heir  within  ten  days 
Out  of  his  w’holeEflate,  and  make  him  mad 
He  has  no  more  wealth  to  confume. 

Pol.  You’ll  teach  me 

To  think  I may  be  flattered  in  your  promifes, 
Sinceyoulive  v/here  this  Artis  moflprofefl. 

Arc.  1 dare  not  be  fb  wicked  Pedidora., 

The  Infant  errors  of  the  Court  I may 
Be  guilty  of,  but  never  toabufe 
So  rareagoodnefs,‘nor  indeed  did  ever 
Converfe  with  any  of  thofe  fiiames  of  Court, 

To  praeflife  for  bafe  ends  -,  be  confident 
My  heart  is  full  of  thine,  and  I lb  deeply 
Carry  the  figure  of  my  Polydora, 

It  is  not  in  the  power  of  time  or  diflance 
To  cancel  it,  by  all  that’s  bleft  I love  thee  : 

Love  thee  above  all  women,  dare  invoke 
Acurfe  when  1 forfakethee. 

Pol.  Let  it  be  fome 
Gentle  one. 

Arc.  Teach  me  an  oath  I pethee. 

One  flrong  enough  to  bind,  if  thou  doff:  find 
Any  fufpition  of  my  faith,  or  die 
Direct  me  in  fome  horrid  imprecation  ; 

W hen  1 forfake  thee  for  tlie  love  of  other 
Women,  may  heaven  reward  my  apoftacy 
To  blafl  my  greatefl  happinefs  on  earth. 

And  make  all  joys  abortive. 

Pol.  Revoke  thefc  hafly  fyllables,  they  carry 
Too  great  a penalty  for  breach  oH^ovc 
Tome,  I am  not  worth  thy  fuffering. 

You  do  not  know,  what  beauty  may  invite - 
Your  change,  what  happinefs  may  tempt  your  eye 
And  heart  together. 

Arc.  Should  all  the  graces  of  your  fex  confpirc 
In  one,  and  fhe  fhould  court,  with  a Dowry, 

Able  to  buy  a Kingdom,  when  I give 
M y heart  from  PoZ/dforj. 

Pol.  I fufpcctnot, 

And  to  requite  thy  tonftancy,  I fwear. 


Arc.  ’Twere  fin  to  let  thee  wafte  thy  breath 
I have  aflurance  of  thy  noble  thoughts. 

a Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord,your  Uncle  hath  been  every  where 
I’  th’  Court  inquiring  for  you,  his  looks  fpeak 
Some  earnefl  caufe. 

Arc.  I am  more  acquainted  with 
Thy  virtue,  than  to  imagine  thou  wilt  not 
Excufe  me  now,  one  kifs  difmifles  him 
Whole  heart  fhall  wait  on  Polidora.,  prethee  « 

Let  me  not  wifh  for  thy  return  too  often. 

My  Father. 

twitter  Neflorius,  and  a fervant, 

Nef.  I met  Arcadiut  inftrange  hafte,  he  told  me 
He  had  been  with  thee. 

Pol.  Some  affair  too  fbon 
Ravifh’d  him  hence,  his  Uncle  lent  for  him 
You  came  now  from  Court:  how  looks  the  Queen 
This  golden  morning? 

Nef.  Like  a Bride,  her  foul 
Is  all  on  mirth,  her  eyes  have  quick’ning  fires, 

Able^  to  ftrike  a fpring  into  the  earth, 

In  winter. 

Pol.  Then  Lifimachus  can  have 
No  froft  in’s  blood,  that  lives  lb  near  her  beams. 

Nef.  His  politick  father  the  Protedor  fmilestoo, 
Refblvetofeethe  ceremony  of  the  Queen 
’Twill  be  a dayof  ftate. 

Pol.  I am  not  well. 

Nef.  How!  not  well?  retire  then,  I muft  return 
My  attendance  is  expeded,  Polidora., 

Be  careful  of  thy  health. 

Pol.  It  will  concern  me.  Exit. 

Enter  Arcadius,  and  Macarius. 

Arc.  You  amaze  me.  Sir. 

Mac.  Dear  Nephew,  if  thou  refped  thy  fafety 
My  honor,  or  my  age,  remove  thy  felf. 

Thy  life’s  in  danger. 

Arc,  Mine  ? who’s  my  enemy  ? 

Mac.  Take  horfe,  and  inftantly  forfake  the  City, 

Or  elfe  within  fome  unfufpeded  dwelling, 

Obfeure  thy  felf,  ftay  not  to  know  the  reafbn. 

Arc.  Sir,  I befeech  your  pardon,  which  i’  th’  number] 

Of  my  offences  unto  any,  fliould 
Provoke  this  diffionourable  flight  ? 

Mac.  I would,  when  I petition’d  for  thy  ftay, 

I had  pleaded  for  thy  banifhment,  thou  knowft  not 
What  threatens  thee. 

Arc.  I would  defIre  to  know  it, 

I am  in  no  confpiracy  of  treafbn, 

;Have  ravifh’d  no  mans  Miftrifs,  not  lb  much 
; As  given  the  lye  to  any,  what  fliould  mean 
jYoiirftrangc  and  violent  fears,  I will  hot  ftir 
Until  you  make  me  fenfible  I have  loft 
My  innocence, 

Mac.  I muft  not  live  to  lee 
IThy  body  full  of  wounds,  it  were  lefslin 
To  rip  thy  Fathers  Marble,  and  fetch  from 
i The  reverend  vault,  hisafnes,  and  difperfe  them 
jBy  fome  rude  winds,  where  none  Ihould  ever  find 
The  facred  dull  : it  was  his  Legacy, 

The  breath  he  mingled  with  his  prayers  to  Heaven 

|I  would  preferve  ArcadiuT.^  whofc  fate 

jHe  prophefied  in  death,  would  need  proteflion. 

Thou  wot  difturb  his  ghoft,  and  call  it  to 
Affright  my  dreams,  if  thou  refufe  to  obey  me. 

Arc.  You  more  inflame  me,  to  enquire  the  caufc 
Of  your  diftraflion,  and  you’ll  arm  me  better 

Than 
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Than  any  coward  flight  by  acquainting  me 
Whole  malice  aims  to  kill  me,  good  Sir  tell  me, 

Mac.  Then  prayers  and  tears  aflifl:  me. 

Arc.  Sir.  . . 

Mac.  Arcadins., 

Thou  art  a ralh  young  man,  witnefs  the  fpirit 
Of  him  that  triifted  me  lb  much,  1 bleed. 

Till  I prevent  this  mifehief.  Exit. 

Enter  Philocles,  Lifander. 

Arc.  Ha.  keep  off 
Fhi.  What  mean  you,  Sir? 

Lif.  We  are  your  friends. 

Arc.  I know  your  faces,  but 
Am  not  fecure,  I would  not  be  betraid. 

Lif.  You  wrong  our  hearts,  who  truly  honor  you. 

Arc.  They  fay  I mull  be  kill’d.) 

Phi.  By  whom  ? 

Arc.  I know  not,  nor  wou’d  I part  with  life  fo  tamely. 
Phi.  We  dare  engage  ours  in  your  quarrel,  hide 
Yourfword,  it  may  beget  fufpition, 

It’s  enough  to  queftion'you.  ’ ‘ r ’ 

Arc.  lam  confident^  ^ 

Pray  pardon  me,  come,  I defpife  all  ganger ; 

Yet  a dear  friend  of  mine,  my  Uncle  told  me 
He  would  not  fee  my  body  full  of  wounds. 

L?y^  Your  Uncle,  this  is  ftrange. 

Arc.  Yes,  my  honeft  Uncle, 

If  my  unlucky  Stars  have  pointed  me 
So  dire  a fate. 

Phi.  There  is  feme  ftrange  miftakein’t, 

-Entet  Antigonus. 

Ant.  Arcadiui  .fthQ  Queen  would /peak  with  you. 

You  muft  make  hafte. 

Are.  Though  to  my  death.  I flie  . 

Upon  her  fummons  I give  up  my  breath 
Then  willingly,  if  Ihe  command  it  from  me; 

Phi.  This  does  a little  trouble  me. 

Lif.  I know  not 

What  to  imagine,  fbmething  is  the  ground 
Of  this  perplexity,  but  1 hope  there  is  not 
Any  fuch  danger  as  he  apprehends. 

Enter  Queen,  Lifimachus,  Macarius,  Eubulus,  Seleucus 
Arcadius,  Ladies^  Attendants  and  Gent. 

I I' 

We  have  already  granted  to  Seleucus 
And  they  fhall  try  their  valour,  if  Arcadius 
Have  fpirit  in  him  to  accept  the  challenge. 

Our  Royal  word  is  pall. 

Phi.  This  is  ftrange. 

Eub.  Madam,  myfon  knew  not  what  he  ask’d. 

And  you  were  cruel  to  confent  fo  foon. 

Mac.  Wherein  have  I offended,  to  be  rob’d 
At  once,  of  all  the  wealth  I have,  Arcadius 
Is  part  of  me. 

Eub.  Seleucus’’s  life  and  mine 
Aretwiftedon  one  thred,  both  ftandor  fall 
Together,  hath  the  fervice  for  my  Countrey 
Delerved  but  this  reward,  to  be  fent  weeping 
To  my  eternal  home  > Was’t  not  enough 
W'hen  1 was  young,  to  lofe  my  bloud  in  wars. 

But  the  poor  remnant  that  isfcarcely  warm 
And  faintly  creeping  through  my  wither’d  veins 
Muff  be  let  out  to  make  you  fport. 

Mac.  How  can 

We,  that  fhall  this  morn  lee  the  facred  oyl. 

Fall  on  your  Virgin  treffes,  hope  for  any 
Protedion  hereafter,  when  this  day 
I Y ou  facrifice  the  blood  of  them  that  pray  for  yon. 

Arcadius.^  I prethee  fpeak  thy  felf. 
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It  is  for  thee  1 plead. 

Eub.  Seleucus.  kneel 

A.nd  fay  thou  halt  repented  thy  rafli  ffiit^ 

If  e’er  1 lee  thee  figlit,  1 be  thus  wounded, 

How  will  the  Icaff  drop  forc’d  from  thy  veins, 

Afflieff  my  heart. 

Mac.  Why,  that’s  good-, 

Arcadius.,  fpeak  to  h r ^ hear  him  Madam. 

Arc.,  If  you  call  back  this  honor  you  have  done  me 
1 fhall  repent  I live,  doc  not  perfwade  me: 

Seleucus.,  thou  art  a noble  enemy. 

And  I will  love  thy  foul,  though  I defpair 
Our  bodies  friendly  ccnverlation : 

1 would  we  were  to  tugg  upon  fomc  cliffc. 

Or  like  two  prodigies  i’ch’  air,  our  conlliT 
Might  generally  be  gaz’d  at,  and  our  bloud 
Appeafe  our  grandfires  allies. 

Mac.  I am  undone. 

Sel.  Madam,  my  father  fays  I have  offended. 

If  fo,  I beg  your  pardon,  but  bcfeechyou 
For  your  own  glory,  call  not  back  your  word. 

Eub.  They  are  both  mad. 

No  more,  we  have  refolv’d. 

And  lince  their  courage  is  fo  nobly  flam’d. 

This  morning  we’ll  behold  the  Champions 

Within  the  Lift,  be  not  afraid,  their  ftrife 

Will  ffretch  fo  far  as  death,  fo  foon  as  we 

Are  Crown’d, prepare  your  felves,  Seleucus.  Kijfes  her  hand. 

Sel.  I have  receiv’d  another  life  in  this  high  favour, 

And  may  lofe  what  nature  gave  me. 

Arcadius.,  to  encourage  thy  young  valour. 

We  give  thee  our  Fathers  fvvord. 

Command  it  from  ouf  Armory^  Lifimachus., 

To  our  Coronation,  Exeunt. 

Sel.  I’ll  forfeit 

My  head  fora  rebellion,  than  fuffer  it.  Exit. 

Arc.  I am  circled  with  confufions.  I’ll  do  fbmewhat 
My  brains  and  friends  affiff  me.  Exit. 

Phi.  But  do  you  think  they’ll  fight  indeed? 

Lif.  Perhaps 

Her  Majefty  will  fee  a bout  or  two. 

And  yet  ’tis  wondrous  ffrange,  fiich  fpcrtacles 

Are  rare  i’th’  Court,  and  they  were  toskirmifh  naked 

Before  her,  then  there  might  be  fome  excufe. 

There  is  gimcracks  in’t,  the  Queen  is  wife 
Above  her  years. 

Phi.  Macarius  is  perplex’d. 

Enter  Eubulus. 

tif.  I cannot  blame  him,  but  my  Lord  Eubulus 
Returns,  they  are  both  troubled,  ’las  good  men. 

But  our  duties  are  expefted,  we  forget.  Ex  Phil.  Lif 
Eub.  I muft  refblve,  and  yet  things  are  not  ripe. 

My  brains  upon  the  torture. 

Mac.  This  may  quit 

The  hazard  of  his  perfbn,  whofe  leaff  drop 
Of  blood,  is  worth  more  than  our  families. 

My  Lord  Eubulus.,  I have  thought  a way 
Toftay  the  young  mens  defperate  proceedings. 

It  is  our  caufe  they  fight,  Ictus  befeech  , ' 

The  Queen,  to  grant  us  two  the  priviledge 
Of  Duel,  rather  than  expofe  their  lives 
To  eithers  fury^  it  were  pity  they 
Should  run  upon  fo  black  a deftiny. 

We  are  both  old,  and  may  befpar’d,  a pair 
Of  fruitlefs  trees,  moffie,  and  wither’d  trunks. 

That  fill  up  too  much  room. 

Eub.  Moft  willingly. 

And  I will  praife  her  charity  to  allow  it  ^ 

I have  not  yet  forget  to  ufe  a fword, 

Let’s  lofe  no  time,  by  this  adt,  fhe  will  licence 
Our  fouls  to  leave  our  bodies  but  a day. 

Perhaps  an  hour  the  fooner  j they  may  live 

To 
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! To  do  her  better  fervicc,  and  be  friends  l 

i \\  i'.en  we  are  dead,  and  yet  I have  no  hope  I 

, This  will  be  granted,  curie  u]X)ii  our  favflion, 

1 hhc.  If  liie  deny  us 

hub.  W hnt? 

Mjc.  1 wou’d  do  fohicwhat  — 

Ktib.  I'liere’s  I'omething  o’th’  fuddain  llruek  upon 
My  imagination  that  may  fecure  us. 

Mac.  Name  it,  if  nodilhonor  wait  U]X)n’t 
• To  prelerve  them.  Til  accept  any  Ganger, 

Kub.  There  is  no  other  way,  and  yet  myliairt 
Would  be  excus’d,  but’tisto  lave  his  life. 

5peak  it  Enhuht.f. 
h ub.  In  your  car  I lhall. 

It  Hia’not  make  a noife  if  you  refule  it. 

M.IC.  Hum  ? though  it  ftir  my  bloud,  Til  meet  Arcadiuj^ 
If  this  preferve  thee  not,  I mult  unfeal 
Another  miltery.  Exit. 

\ 

Enter  Lifimachus,  Callander,  Charilla, 

Lilander,  Philocles,  Antigonus. 


£>n.  But  we  mils  fome,  that  ulc  not  to  abfent 

Their  duties  from  us,  where’s 
Caf.  Retir’d  to  grieve,  your  Majefty  hath  given 
Confent,  Arcadius  fliould  enter  the  Lift 
To  day  with  young  Seleucus. 

We  purpofe< 

Eater  Gentleman, 

They  lhall  proceed,  what’s  he  ? (tke 

Phil.  A Gentleman  belonging  to  5f/^«c»x,  that  gives  no- 
He  is  prepar’d,  and  waits  your  royal  pleafure. 

He  was  compos’d  for  atftion,  give  notice 
To  udrtadius^  and  admit  the  challenger : 

Let  other  Princes  boaft  their  gaudy  tilting. 

And  mockery  of  battles,  but  our  , triumph 
Is  celebrated  with  true  noble  valour. 

Enter  Seleucus,  Arcadius,  at  fever  al  door  thek  Pages 
before  them.,  bearing  their  targets. 


gVy.  W’eowe  to  all  your  loves,  and  will  deferve 
At  leaft  by  our  endeavours,  that  none  may 
Tills  day  repent  their  prayers,  my  Lord  Protedor. 

Caf.  Madam,  I have  no 
Such  Title  now,  and  ambleft  tolole 
That  name  lo  happily  : I was  but  trufted 
with  a glorious  burden. 

You  haveprov’d 

Your  felf  our  faithful  Counfellor,  andmuftftill 
Proted  our  growing  ftate:  a Kingdoms  Scepter 
W’eighsdown  a womans  arm,  this  Crown  fits  heavy 
Upon  my  brow  already,  and  we  know 
I'here’s  fomethingmoretlian  mettal  in  this  wreath. 
Of  Alining  glory,  but  your  faith,  and  counfel. 

That  are  familiar  with  myfteries. 

And  depths  of  ftate,  have  power  to  make  us  fit 
For  fuch  a bearing,  in  which  both  you  fliall 
Doe  loyal  fervicc,  and  reward  your  Duties. 

Caf  Heaven  preferve  your  Highnefs. 
flu.  But  yet  my  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  let  none 
Miftakeme,  that  bccaufe  I urge  your  wiidoms, 

I ftiall  grow  carelefs,  and  impofe  on  you 
The  managing  of  this  great  Province,  no, 

W’e  will  be  adrve  too,  and  as  we  are 
Indignity  above  you’*  pcrfbns,  fo. 

The  greateft  portion  of  the  difficulties 
V\’e  call  to  us,  >ou  in  your  feveral  places 
Relieving  us  with  your  experience, 

Obferving  in  your  beft  diredions 
All  modefty,  and  diftancei  for  although 
We  are  but  young,  no  adion  Aiall  forfeit 
Our  royal  priviledge,  or  encourage  any 
Too  unreverent  boldnefs  ^ as  it  will  become 
Our  honor  to  confult,  e’r  we  determme 
Of  the  moft  ncccAary  things  of  ftate, 

So  we  are  lenfible  of  a check. 

But  in  a brow,  that  faucily  controul's 
Our  adion,  prefuming  on  our  years 
As  few,  or  frailty  of  our  fex  -,  that  head 
Is  not  fccure,  that  dares  our  power  or  juftice. 

Phi.  Shehasabravefpirit,  look  how  theProtedpr 
Grows  pale  already. 

fu.  But  I fpeak  to  you 
Arc  perfed  in  obedience,  and  may  fpare 
This  Theme,  yet  ’twas  no  immatrial 
Part  of  our  charadcr,  fince  1 defirc 
All  ftiould  take  notice,  I haveftudied 
The  knowledge  of  my  Iclf,  by  which  1 fhall 
Ficttcr  diftinguifh  of  your  worth  and  pcrfbns 
In  your  relations  to  us. 

Ijf.  This  language 
b but  a threatening  to  .fijmc  body. 


Two  young  men  fpirited' enough  to  have 
T wo  kingdoms  ftaKed  upon  their  fwords,  Lifimachus 
Do  not  they  excellently  become  their  arms  1 
’T were  pity  but  thev  fhould  do  Ibmething  more 
Then  wave  their  plumes.  A pout  rrithin. 

What  noife  is  that } 

Enter  Macarius,  and  Eubulus. 

Mac.  The  peoples  ]ov  to  know  us  reconcil’d^ 

Is  added  to  the  jubile  of  the  day. 

We  have  no  more  a fadion  but  one  heart. 

Peace  fiow  in  every  bofbm. 

Eub.  Throw  away 

Thefeinftruments  of  death,  and  like  two  friends 
Embrace  by  our  example. 

This  unfein’d  ? 

Mac.  By  our  duties  to  your  felf,  dear  Madam 
Command  them  not  advance,  our  houfes  from 
This  minute  are  incorporated^  happy  day 
Our  eyes  at  which  before  revenge  look’d  forth, 

May  clear  fufpition,  oh  my  Arcadius ! 

Eub.  We  have  found  a nearer  way  to  friendfhip,Madam, 
I Than  by  expofing  them  to  fight  for  us. 

1 If  this  be  faithful,  our  defires  are  bleft. 

We  had  no  thought  to  wafte,  but  reconcile 
Your  bloud  this  way,  and  we  did  prophefie 
This  happy  chance,  Ipring  into  cithers  bofbm, 

Arcadius  2nd  Seleucus,  what  can  now 
Be  added  to  this  days  felicity  ? 

Yes,  there  is  fbmething,  is  there  not  my  Lord? 

While  we  are  Virgin  Queen. 

Caf.  Ha,  that  ftring 
Doth  promife  Mufick. 

I am  yet  my  Lords 

Your  Angle  joy,  and  when  I look  upon. 

What  I have  took,  to  manage  the  great  care 
Of  this  moft  fiourifning  kingdom,  I incline 
To  think  I lhall  do  juftice  to  my  felf. 

If  1 choofe  one,  whofe  ftrength  and  virtue  may 
AfTift  my  undertaking,  think  you  Lords, 

A Husband  would  not  help  ? 

Lif.  Noqueftion,  Madam, 

And  he  that  purpofe  to  make  you  fb  bleft 
Muft  needs  be  worthy  of  our  humblcft  duty. 

It  is  the  general  vote. 

We  will  not  then 

Trouble  Ambafladors  to  treat  with  any 
Princes  abroad,  within  our  own  dominion. 

Fruitful  in  honor,  we  fhall  make  our  choice ; 

And  that  we  may  not  keep  you  over  long 
In  tho  imagination,  from  this  circle,  we 
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Have  piirpolc  to  cIclI  otic,  whom  I (hall 
Salute  a King  and  Husband. 

Lifj.  Now  my  Lord  L ifimjchns, 

Norfliall  we  in  this  action  be  accus’d 
Of  ralhncfs,  hnee  the  man  we  fhall  declare 
Dclcrving  our  affection,  hath  been  early 
In  our  opinion,  which  had  rcafbn  hrlt 
To  guide  it,  and  his  known  nobility 
Longmarry’d  to  our  thoughts,  will  jullific 
Our  fairelcdion. 

Phi.  Lifimachus  blufhes. 

C.if,  Dired  our  duties.  Madam,  to  pray  for  him. 

^e.  Arcadius^  you  fee  from  whence  we  come. 

Pray  lead  us  back,  you  may  afeend. 

She  comes  from  the  State. 

Caf.  How’s  this?  o’re-rcach’d  ? 

Arc.  Madam,  be  charitable  to  your  humblell  creature, 
Doe  not  reward  the  heart,  that  falls  in  duty 
Beneath  your  feet,  with  making  me  the  burden 
Of  the  Court-mirth,  a mockery  for  Pages, 

’T were  Treafon  in  me  but  to  think  you  meane  thus. 

^e.  Arcadms.^  you  muft  reiule  my  love, 

Or  lhame  this  Kingdom. 

Phi.  Is  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 

Caf.  I fliall  run  mad  Lifimachus. 

Lift.  Sir,  contain  your  felf. 

Sel.  Is  this  to  be  believ’d  ? 

'Mac.  What  dream  is  this? 

Phi.  He  kihes  her,  now  by  this  day  I am  glad  on’t. 

Lift.  Mark  the  Protedor. 

A»t.  Let  him  fret  his  heart-ftrings. 

^e.  Is  the  day  cloudy  on  the  fudden? 

Arc.  Gentlemen, 

It  was  not  my  ambition,  I durd  never 
Alpire  16  high  in  thought,  but  fince  herMajefty 
Hath  pleas’d  to  call  me  to  this  honor,  I 
Will  ftudy  to  be  worthy  of  her  grace, 

By  whom  1 live. 

^e.  The  Church  to  morrow  lhall 
Co^rme  our  marriage,  noble  Lifimachus  ^ 

We’ll  find  out  other  wayes  torecompence 
Your  love  to  us,  fet  forward,  come  Arcadius. 

Mac.  It  muft  be  fo,  and  yet  let  me  confider, 

Caf  He  infults  already,  policy  affift  me. 

To  break  his  neck. 

Lift.  Who  would  truft  Woman? 

Loft  in  a pair  of  minutes,  loft,  how  bright 
A morning  rofe,-but  now,  ’tis  night  ? Exeunt 


ABus  Tertius. 


Scrxnct  Prima. 


Enter  Polidora,  and  a Servant.  . . 

.0  . 

Pol.  where  (hall  Virgins  look  for  faith  hereafter? 

If  he  prove  falfe,  after  fo  many  vowes  ? 

And  yet  if  I confider,  he  was  tempted 
Above  the  ftrength  of  a young  Lover,  two ' 

Such  glorious  courting  his  acceptance,  were 
Able  to  make  difloyalty  no  fin , 

At  leaft  not  feem  a fault,  a Ladyfirft,  i ' .Y 

Whofe  very  looks  would  thaw  a man  more  frozen 
Than  the  if quicken  a foul  more  dead  thanWinter,T 
Add  to  her  beauty  and  perfcdion,  , ‘ 

That  Ihe’s  a Queen,  and  brings  with  her  a Kingdom  i- 
Able  to  make  a great  mind  forfeit  Heaven, 

What  could  the  frailty  of  Arcadius  ''O  ' : ■ > 

Suggeft,  to  unfpirit  him  fo  much,  as  not 


I'o  riytoher  embraces,  you  were  picfent 
When  Ihc  declar’d  her  Icif. 

Ser.  Yes  Madam. 

Pol.  Tell  me. 

Did  not  he  make  a pan fc,  when  the  fair  Qiiccn 
A full  temptation  Hood  him  ? 

Ser.  Very  little 

My  judgment  could  diltinguilh,  flic  did  no  fooncr 
Propound,  but  he  accepted. 

Pol.  That  was  ill, 

He  might  with  honor  Hand  one  or  two  minutes. 
Me  thinks  it  fliould  have  ftartlcd  him  a little. 
To  haverememberd  me,  1 have  deferv’d 
At  leaft  a cold  thought,  well,  pray  give  it  him. 
Ser.  I fiiall. 

Pol.  When? 

Ser.  Inftantly. 

Pol.  Not  16, 

But  take  a time  when  his  joy  fwels  him  moft, 

W hen  his  delights  arc  high  andravifhing. 

When  you  perceive  his  Soul  dance  in  his  eyes, 
When  fhethat  muft  be  his  hathdrert  her  beauty, 
Whth  all  her  pride,  and  fends  a thouland  Cupids 
To  call  him  to  the  tailing  of  her  lip; 

Then  give  him  this,  and  tell  him,  while  I live. 
I’ll  pray  for  him. 

Ser.  1 fliall. 

Enter  Caflander,  and  Lifimachus. 


Exeunt,  i 


Caf.  There  is  no  way  but  death. 

Lift.  That’s  black,  and  horrid, 

Confider,  Sir,  it  was  her  fin,  not  hiss 
1 cannot  accufe  him,  what  man  could  carry 
A heart  16  frozen,  not  to  melt  at  fach 
A glorious  flame  ? W’ho  could  not  fly  to  fuch 
A happinefs? 

Caf  Have  you  ambition 
To  be  a tame  fool  ? fee  fo  vaft  an  injury 
And  not  revenge  it  ? make  me  not  fufpeft 
Thy  Mother  for  this  fufferance,mySon. 

Lif  Pray  hear  me.  Sir. 

Caf  Hear  a patient  gull; 

A property,  thou  haft  no  blood  of  mine, 

If  this  affront  provoke  thee  not,  how  canft 
Be  charitable  to  thy  felf,  and  let  him  live 
To  glory  in  thy  lhame?  Nor  is  he  innocent  ^ 

He  had  before  crept  (lily  into  her  bofome,  , ^ 

And  pradifed  thy  difhonor. 

Lifi.  You  begin  to  ftir  me.  Sir. 

Caf.  How  elfe  could  Ihe be  guilty  , 

Of  fuch  contempt  of  thee  ?]and  in  the  eye 
Of  all  the  Kingdom,  they  confpir’d  this  rtain. 

When  they  had  cunning  meetings,  lhall  thy’loye 
And  blooming  hopes  be  Icatter’d  thus,  and  Lifimachus 
Stand  idle  gazer  ? 

Lifi.  What,  Sir,  will  his  death 
Advantage  us,  if  Ihe  be  falle  to  me  ? 

So  irreligious,  and  to  touch  her  perfon  — . 

Paufe,  we  may  be  obferved. 

Enter  Philodes,  Lilander. ; 

Lift.  ’Tis  the  Protedor 
And  his  16n. 

Phi.  Alas,  poor  Gentleman,  I pitty 
His  negled,  but  am  not  forry  for  his  father. 

Phi.  ’Tis  a ftrange  turne. 

Lifa.  The  whirligigs  of  Women. 

Phi.  Your  Graces  fervant.  , . . 

C^z/1 1 am  yours  Gentlemen,  - 

And  Ihould  be  happy  to  deferve  your  loves. 

Phi.  Now.  he  can  flatter. 

Lift,  In’t  Sir,  to  inlarge  your  fufferings,  I have 

Qjl 
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A l'>cnr:  d.'ch  wifii 

riic  Qci'cn  had  knv''\vn  better  to  reward 
k oiir  love  red  merit. 

J H'j.  If  you  would  exprels 
Vour  love  to  rue,  pray  do  not  mention  it, 

( nuiR  obey  my  fate. 

//’/.  ,Sh:wi!l  be  married 
d'o  t'other  Gentleman  for  certain  then  ? 

C i('  I hope  you’ll  wiHi  ’em  joy. 

FN.  Indeed  I will,  Sir. 

Itl'j.  Your  Graces  fervant.  Exit. 

C.rl  W’e  are  grown 
Ridiculous,  the  paltimeof  the  Court: 

Here  conies  another. 

Efttfr  Selcucu?, 

5.-7.  Where’s  your  Son,  my  Lord  ? 

C-iC  Like  a ncglefted.  fervant  of  his  Miftrels. 

Fel  I would  ask  him  a queflion. 

C jJ:  \\  hat  ? 

5.*/.  V.  licther  the  Queen, 

As  ’cis  reported,  lov’d  hi.m,  he  can  tell 

AA  hech^r  flie  premis’d  wbat  they  talke  of,  marriage, 

C.jf  I can  relblve  you  that,  Sir. 

Sel.  She  didpromife.^ 

CaC  Yes. 

Sel.  Then  fhee’s  a Woman,  and  your  Son: 

Cjf.  \Vhzt> 

Sel  Not  worthy  his  blood,  and  expetflation. 

If  1 e be  calme. 

C a ■.  There’s  no  oppofing  deftiny. 

Se'.  I would  cut  the  Throat. 

CaC  W hole  throat.^ 

Sel.  The  deftinies,  that’s  all,  your  pardon,  Sir, 

■ TmSelcitcMs  ftill,  a poor  lhadow 

0th’  W'orld,  a walking  pifturc,  it  concerns 

.Not  me,  I am  forgotten  by  my  ftars. 

Caf.  The  Queen,  with  more  diferetion,  might  ha  chofen 
Th  e. 

Se'.  Whom  ? 

CjJ.  Thee,  Seleucur. 

Sel.  Me  ? I cannot  dance,  and  frisk  with  due  aflivlty. 

My  body  is  lead,  I have  too  much  phlegme,  what  Ihould 
1 do  with  a Kingdome  ? no,  Arcadins 
Becemes  the  cuHiion,  and  can  pleafe,  yet  letting 
Allde  the  trick  that  Ladies  of  Blood  look  at. 

Another  Man  might  make  a Ihift  to  wcare 
Rich  Clothes,  lit  in  the  chair  of  Rate,  and  nod. 

Dare  venture  on  difeourfe,  that  does  not  trench 
On  compliment,  and  think  the  ftudy  of  Armes 
And  Arts,  more  corrunendable  in  a Gentleman, 

Than  any  Galliard. 

Caf.  At  aiiuSy 
And  you,  were  reconcil’d. 

Sel.  W'e  ? yes,  oh  yes, 

But  ’tis  not  manners  now  to  fay  we  are  friends. 

At  our  equality  there  had  beenreafon. 

But  now.  fubjedion  is  the  word. 

Cjf.  They  arc  not 
Yet  married. 

Sel.  i’ll  make  no  Oath  upon’t, 

.Aly  Lord  Lifimachus, 

A word,  you’ll  not  be  angry  if  I love  you. 

May  not  a Batchcllor  be  made  a Cuckold  ? 

Ltfi.  How,  Sir  } 

Cjf  l.tfmathx/,  this  Gentleman 
Is  worth  our  embrace,  hee’s  Ipirited, 

And  may  be  ufeful. 

Sel.  Hark  )ou,  can  you  tell 
Where’s  the  bell  Dancing-mailer?  and  you  mean 
d o rife  at  Court,  pradife  to  caper,  farewcl 
; 7'hc  noble  fcicncc,  that  makes  work  for  cutlers, 

: It  will  be  out  of  fafliionto  wearc  fw'ords, 


Mafqucs,  and  devices  welcome,  I falute  you, 

Is  it  not  pittyany  divifion  ’ 

Should  be  heard  out  of  Mufick  ? Oh  ’twill  be 
All  excellent  age  of  crotchets  ^ and  of  Canters. 

Buy  Captains,  that  like  fools  will  fpend  your  blood 
Out  of  your  Country,  you  will  be  of  lefs 
Ufe  than  your  feathers,  if  you  return  unman’d 
You  fliall  be  beaten  foon  to  a new  march 
When  you  lhall  think  it  a diferetion 
To  Icll  your  glorious  buffes  to  buy  fine  pumps. 

And  pantablcs,  this  is  I hope  no  treafon. 

Enter  Arcadius  leading  the  Queen,  Charia,  Eubulus, 
Lifander,  Philbdes,  Polidora, 

Caf.  W’ot  flay  Lifimachus  ? 
lift.  Yes,  Sir, 

And  Ihew  a patience  above  her  injury. 

Arc.  This  honor  is  too  much,  Madam,  aflume 

Vour  place,  and  let  Arcadius  waitc  Rill : 

’ ris  happinefs  enough  tobe  your  fervanL 
Cjf  Now  he  dilfcmbles. 

^e.  Sir,  you  muR  lit. 

^rc.  I am  obedient. 

^ee.  This  is  not  Mufick 

Sprightly  enough,  it  feeds  the  Ibul  with  melancholy. 

How  fayes  Arcadius.^ 

Arc.  Give  me  leave  to  think 
There  is.no  harmony  but  in  your  voice. 

And  not  an  accent  of  your  heavenly  tongue. 

But  Rrikes  me  into  rapture,  I incline 
To  think,  the  tale  of  Orpheus  no  fable, 

’Tis  poflible  he  might  inchant  the  Rocks, 

■'And  charme  the  ForreR,  foften  hell,  hell  it  felf, 

With  his  commanding  Lute,  it  is  no  miracle 
To  what  you  work,  whole  very  breath  conveyes 
The  hearer  into  Heaven,  how  at  your  lips. 

Day-winds  gather  Perfumes,  proudly  gJicle  away. 

To  dilperle  Iweetnefs  round  about  the  world. 

Sel.  Fine  RuR'. 

^e.  You  cannot  flatter. 

Arc.  Not,  if  1 fliould  fay, 

Nature  had  plac’d  you  here  the  creatures  wonder. 

And  her  own  fpring,  from  which  all  excellence 
On  Earth’s  deriv’d,  and  copyed  forth  and  when 
The  charader  of  fair,  and  good  in  others 
Is  qui  te  woriie  out,  and  loR,  looking  on  you 
It  is  fupply’d,and  you  alone  mademortal  •• 

To  feed,  and  keep  alive  all  beauty. 

Ha,  lia.  Can  youindureit  Gentlemen.'? 

Lift.  V 'hat  do  you  meane  ? 

Sel.  Nay,  ask  him  what  he  meancs,  mine  is  a down 
Right  laugh. 

^e.  Well,  Sir,  proceed. 

Arc.  At  Rich  bright  eyes  the  Rars  do  light  themfelves. 

At  Rich  a forehead  Swans  renew  their  white. 

From  Rich  a lip  the  morning  gathers  blulhes. 

Sel.  The  morning  is  more  modeR  than  thy  praifes, 

What  a thing  does  he  make  her? 

Arc.  And  when  you  flie  to  Hedven  and  leave  this  world 
No  longer  maintenance  of  goodnefs  from  you : 

Then  Poetry  fliall  lofe  all  nle  with  us. 

And  be  no  more,  fince  nothing  in  your  abfence 
Is  lefr,  that  can  be  worthy  of  a Verle. 

Sel.  Ha,  ha. 

^e.  VVholethat? 

Sel.  ’Fwas  I,Madam. 

Arc.  Seleucus .?  ' 

C4.  Ha? 

Sel.  Ycs,Sir,’twas  I that  laugh’d. 

Arc.  At  what? 

Sel.  At  nothing.  I 

Li  fa.  Contain  your  felf,  Seleucus.  | 

Eub.  Are  you  mad  ? 1 

J^ue.  Have  j 
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i>^e.  Have  you  ambition  to  be  punifli’d.  Sir  ? 

Set.  1 need  not,  ’twas  punilhment 
Enougli  to  hear  him  make  an  Idol  of  you,  he  left 
Out  the  commendation  of  your  patience,  1 was  a little 
Mov’d  in  my  nature,  to  hear  his  Rodomontades,  and 
Make  a monfter  of  his  Miflrefs,  which  I pitty’d 
But  feeing  him  proceed,  1 gueft  he  brought  you 
Mirth  with  his  inventions,  and  lb  made  bold  to  laugh  at  it. 

You  are  fawey, 

We’ll  place  you  where  you  lha’not  be  fo  merry. 

Take  him  away. 

L»yj.  Submit  your  felf. 

Arc.  Let  me  plead  for  his  pardon. 

Sei  1 vvo’d  not  owe  my  life  lb  poorly,  beg  thy  own, 

V\  hen  you  are  King  yon  cannot  bribe  your  deftiny. 

hub.  Good  Madam  hear  me,  I fear  he  is  diitra<fted. 
Brave  boy,  thou  lliould’ftbe  Mailer  of  a Ibul 
Like  his ; thy  honors  more  concern’d. 

Sel.  ’Tis  charity. 

Away  wo’  mee,  ’boy  Madam  ? 

Caf.  He  has  a daring  Ipirit.  Ex  Sel.Eub.  Cai. 

Arc.  Thcle,  and  a thouland  more  affronts  I mull 
Expe-T  : your  favors  draw  them  all  upon  me  9 
In  my  firft  Hate  1 had  no  enemies, 

1 was  fecure,  while  1 did  grow  beneath 
This  expciffation,  humble  valleys  thrive  with 
Their  boiomcs  full  of  flowers,  when  the  Hills  melt 
With  lightning,  and  rough  anger  of  the  clouds. 

Let  me  retire. 

^e.  Andean  Arcad'mf 
At  luch  a breath  be  mov’d,  I had  opinion 
• Your  courage  durlt  have  Rood  a tempell  for 
Our  love,  can  you  for  this  iocline  to  leave 
What  other  Princes  Ihould  in  vain  have  fued  for? 

. How  many  Lovers  are  in  t pire  now 
, W’ould  throw  themfeJves  on  danger,  not  expeifl 
; One  enemy,  but  empty  their  own  veins, 

, I And  think  the  lofs  of  all  their  blood  rewarded, 

■ To  have  one  fmile  of  us  when  they  are  dying  ? 

And  lhall  this  murmur  fhake  you  ? 

Arc.  Not  dear  Madam, 

My  life  is  fuch  a poor  delpifed  thing. 

In  value  your  leaft  graces,  that 

To  lofe  it  were  to  make  my  felf  aviTory, 

It  is  not  for  my  felf,  I fear : the  envy 
, Of  others  cannot  fallen  wound  in  me 
Greater,  than  that  your  goodnefs  Ihould  be  check’d 
j So  daringly. 

^e.  Let  not  thofe  thoughts  afflid  .thee, 

While  we  have  power  to  corred  the  offences, 

Arcadius  be  mine,  this  fhall  confirm  it. 

' Arc.  I lhall  forget, 

And  lofe  my  way  to  heaven,  that  touch  had  been 
Enough  to  have  reftor’d  me,  and  infus’d 
"A  fpirit  of  a more  celellial  nature. 

After  the  tedious  abfence  of  mylbul, 

Oh  blefs  me  not  too  much,  one  fmile  a day 
M'ould  flretch  my  life  to  mortality^ 

Poets  that  wrap  divinity  in  tales. 

Look  here,  and  give  yourcoppies  forth  of  angels. 

What  blefling  can  remain? 

^te.  Our  Marriage. 

/ir  . Place  then  fome  horrors  in  the  way 
For  me,  not  you,to  pafs , the  journeys  end 
Holds  out  fuch  glories  tome,  I fhould  think 
Hell  but  a poor  degree  of  fuffering  for  it. 

What’s  that,  fome  petition?  a Letter  to  me.  ^ 

Toit  had  a Polidora.,  ha^  thaPj  all. 

Ith’  minure  when  myvefTels  new  lanch’d  forth. 

With  all  my  pride,  and  filken  wings  about  me 
1 Rrike  upon  a Rock : What  power  can  fave  me  ? 

You  had  a Polidora  9 there’s  a name 
Kill’d  with  grief,  I can  fo  foon  forget  her. 

Ser.  She  did  impofe  on  me  this  fervice,Sir, 


And  while  Ihc  lives  Ihc  fayes,  lliec’ll  pray  lor  you. 

Arc.  She  lives. 

That’s  well,  and  yet  ’twerc  better,  for  my  fame. 

And  honor,  Ihe  were  dead  *,  What  fate  hath  plac’d  me 
Upon  this  fearful  precipice  ? 

Ser.  He’s  troubled. 

Arc.  I mull  rclolve,  my  faith  is  violated 
Already,  yet  poor  loving  Polidora 
Will  pray  for  me,  flie  fayes,  to  think  flic  carl 
Render  me  hated  to  my  lelf,  and  every 
Thought’s  a tormentor,  let  me  then  be  juft. 

^ue.  Arcadius. 

jirc.  That  voice  prevailcs  agen,  oh  Polidora.^ 

Thou  muft  forgive  Arcadius.^  I dare  not 
Turn  rebel  to  a Princefs,  I flial!  love 
Thy  vertue,but  a Kingdom  has  a charmc 
Tocxciifeour  failty,  d:areft  Madam. 

^e.  Now  let  forward. 

Arc.  TO  perfect  all  our  joyes. 

Enter  Macarius,  ayid  a Bilhop,  Caftinder* 

Mac.  I’ll  fright  their  glories. 

Caf.  By  what  means  ? 

Mac.  Obierve. 

Arc.  Our  good  Unckle,  welcome. 

§lue.  My  Lord  4/jc^?ri«/,vvedid  want  your  perfon, 
j There’s  fomething  in  our  joyes  wherein  you  lliare. 

Mac.  This  you  intend  your  highnefs  wedding  day. 

^e.  We  are  going. 

Mac.  Save  you  labor 
I have  brought  a Prieli:  to  meet  you. 

Arc.  Reverend  father. 

, ^e.  Meet  us, Why? 

Mac.  To  tell  you,  that  you  muft  not  Marry, 
j Caf.  Didft  thou  hear  that,  Lijlmachus 
Lijr.  And  wonder  what  will  follow. 

^e.  We  muft  not  marry. 

Bifh.  Madam,  ’tis  a rule 
i Firft  made  in  heaven,  and  I muft  needs  declare 
You  and  Arcadius  muft  tie  no  knot 
Of  Man  and  Wife. 

Arci  Is  my  Unckle  mad  ? 

^e.  Joy  has  tranfported  him, 

, Or  age  has  made  him  dote, 

Provoke  us  noc  too  much,  you  will  prefume 
Above  our  mercy. 

Mac.  I’ll  difeharge  my  duty, 

I Could  your  frown  ftrike  me  dead,  my  Lord,  you  know 
iWhofe  charafler  this  is. 

I Caf.  It  is  Phsodofius, 

Your  graces  Father. 

1 Bif  I am  fubferib’d  a witnefs. 
i Phi.  Upon  my  life  ’tis  his. 

Mac.  Fear  not,  I’ll  crofs  this  Match. 

Caf  I’ll  blels  thee  for’t. 

Arc.  Unckle,  d’ee  know  what  you  do,  or  what  we  are 
Going  to  finifh?  you  will  not  break  the  neck  of  my  glorious 
Fortune,  now  my  foots  ith’  ftirrup,  and  mounting. 

Throw  me  over  the  faddle?!  hope  you’ll  let  one 
Be  a King,  Madam,  ’tis  as  you  lay. 

My  Unckle  is  fomething  craz’d,  there’s  a worm 
In’s  brain,  but  I befeech  yon  pardon  him,  he  is 
Not  the  firft  of  your  counfel,  that  has  talk’d 
Idly,  d’ee  hear  my  Lord  Bilhop,!  hope 
You  have  more  Religion  than  to  joyn  with  him 
To  undoe  me. 

Bif.  Not  I Sir,  but  I am  commanded  by  oath. 

And  conftience  to  fpeak  truth. 

Arc.  If  your  truth  Ihould  do  me  any  harm,  I lhall  never 
Be  in  charity  with  a Croziers  ftaffe,  look  too’t. 

^ue.  My  youngeft  Brother, 

■ Caf.  Worfe  and  worfe,  my  brains.  Exit.  « 

M<ic.  Deliver  to  me  an  Infant  with  this  writing, 

Q^q  2 To 
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i To  which  this  reverend  Fnther  is  a witnefs. 

I rj  i.  This  he  whom  we  lb  long  tlx)ught  dead,  achilde? 
Butwhar  niouldinakemy  hather  to  triift  him 
To  \ our  concealment  ? give  abroad  his  death,  and  bury 
.An  empr\-  cofhn  > 

A/  jc.  > jealoufie  he  had 
Upon  whole  ambitious  braiii 

He  f.  ar'’d  would  make  no  conlcience  to  depole 
Hi'j  lou,  to  make  Kingof  tp/ce. 

^ Ho  made  no  Icruplc  to  c-xpole  me  tlicil 
Toanv  danger? 

M 1'.  He  lecur’d  you,  Madam, 

Bv  anoarh  Eugagementof  yourafleiftion 
To  L lihru.bfis^  e.xempt  this  teftimony, 
li^d  he  been  Wr-.:.-?/;//,  and  my  Nephew, 

1 needed  not  obtrude  him  on  the  Hate, 

^ our  love  and  marriage  had  made  him  King 
Without  my  trouble,  and  lav’d  that  afnbition, 

1 lu  re  was  neceflity  toopen  now 
His  birth,  and  title. 
rhi.  I'tmetriMJ  alive. 

yiVf.  M hat  riddles  are  thefe.  Whom  do  they  talk  of? 

Oatn.  Congratulate  your  return  to  life,  and  honor, 

And  as  becomes  us,  with  one  voice  falute  yon, 

Denetnus  King  of  Epire. 

Mir.  1 am  no  Uncle, Sir,  this  is  your  Sifter, 

1 fi  ould  have  luffcr’d  inceft  to  have  kept  you 
Longer  ith’  dark:  love,  and  be  happy  both. 

My  truft  is  now  dilcharg’d. 

Lifj.  And  we  rejoyce. 

Wrc.  But  *0  not  mock  me.  Gentlemen, 

'>’ay  1 be  bold  upon  your  words  to  fay 
i am  Vnnee  Ibeodofins  Son? 

Mj:.  The  King. 

/Jrc.  You’ll  juftihe  it? 

■iftcr,  1 am  very  glad  to  fee  you. 

Sp.lzm  to  find  a brother,  and  refign  my  glory, 

My  triumph  is  my  Ihame.  Exit. 

Enter  Callander. 

Caf.  Thine  car  Lif.machnf. 

Arc.  Gentlemen  1 owe 
Unto  your  loves,  as  large  acknowledgment 
As  to  my  birth,  for  this  great  honor,  and 
My  ftudy  lhali  be  equal  to  be  thouglit 
Worthy  of  both. 

C if.  Thoj  art  turn’d  Marble. 

Eifi.  There  will  be  the  lefs  charge  for  my  Monument. 
Caf.  This  muft  not  be,  fit  fall  young  King.  Exit. 

LiCj.  Your  lifter.  Sir,  is  gone. 

Arc.  My  lifter  Ihould  have  been  my  Bride,  that  name' 
Furs  me  in  mind  of  Pohdora.,h2} 

Lifand‘r.  Gentlemen, 

*f^'Ouwil!  have  me  think  yonr  hearts  Qilow  me 
IheoMinf  Ion,  oh  quickly  lhatch  fomc  wings, 

Lxprefs  it  in  '^our  hafte  to  Polidorj., 

Tel:  her  what  title  is  new  dropt  from  heaven 
To  make-  her  r.ch  ^ onely  created  for  me: 

^ live  her  the  ceremony  of  my  C^een, 

With  all  the  ftare  that  may  become  our  Bride, 

Attend  her  to  this  throne Arc  you  not  there  ? 

Vet  fiay,’tis  too  much  pride  to  lend  for  her, 

’ ^/ee’ll  go  our  felf,  no  honor  is  enough 
'For  poltdorj to  redeem  our  fault, 

•alutc  her  gently  from  me,  and, upon 
’ o .r  knee,  prefent  her  with  this  Diadem, 

Wic  our  firft  gift,  tell  her  Demetrius  follows 
To  be  her  gueft,  and  give  himfclf  a fervant 
\ o berchaft  Ixifomc,  bid  her  ftretch  her  heart 
T o meet  me,  I am  loft  in  joy  and  wonder.  Ejxeunt  Omnes. 


JHus  QmrtuU 

Scifna  Prim  a. 

Enter  Callander,  Eubulus,  Soldier. 

Caf.  1 TTHere’s  the  Captain  of  the  Caftle? 

y V Sol.  Hee’ll  attend  your  honors  prefently. 
Caf  Give  him  knowledge  we  expedl  him. 

Sol.  I ftiall,  my  Lord.  Exit. 

Cap.  He  is  my  creature,  fear  not. 

And  lhali  run  any  courfe  that  we  propound. 

Eub.  My  Lord,  I like  the  fubftance  of  your  plot, 

’Tis  promifing,  but  matters  of  this  confequence 
Are  not  fo  eafily  perfeeft,  and  it  does 
Concern  our  heads  to  build  upon  fecure 
Principles,  though  I confels, 

Carry  a high,  and  daring  fpirit  in  him, 

’Tis  hard  to  thruft  upon  the  ftate  new  fetlec! 

Any  impoftor,  and  we  know  not  yet 
Whether  hee’ll  undertake  to  play  the  Prince  j 
Or  if  he  fhould  accept  it,  with  what  cunning 
He  can  behave  himfelf. 

Caf.  My  Lord,  affairs 

Of  fuch  a glorious  nature,  are  half  finiflftd, 

When  they  begin  with  confidence. 

Eub.  Admit 

He  want  no  art,  or  courage,  it  muft  reft: 

Upon  the  people  to  receive  his  title, 

And  with  what  danger  their  uncertain  breath 
May  flatter  ours,  Demetrius  fcarcely  warm 
In  the  Kings  feat,  L may  fufpeift. 

Caf  That  reafon 

Makes  for  our  part,  for  if  it  be  lb  probable. 

That  young  Demetrius  fhould  be  living,  Why 
May  not  we  work  them  to  believe,  Leonatus, 

The  eldeft  (bn  was,  by  fome  trick,  preferv’d. 

And  now  would  claim  his  own : there  were  two  fbns, 
Who  in  their  Fathers  life  we  fuppofed  dead, 

May  not  we  find  a circumftance  to  make 
This  feem  as  clear  as  t’other,  let  the  vulgar 
Be  once  pofleft,  wee’ll  carry  Epire  from 
Demetrimi^tid  the  World. 

Eub.  I could  be  pleas’d 
To  fee  my  Son  a King. 

Enter  Poleanus. 

The  Captain’s  here. 

Pol.  I wake  your  Lordfliips  pleafure. 

Caf.  W’e  come  to  vifit  your  late  prilbner  : 

I will  not  doubt,  but  you  intreat  him  fairly. 

He  will  deferve  it  for  himfelf,  and  you 
Be  fortunate  inanyoccafion, 

To  have  expreft  your  fervice. 

Pol.  Sir,  the  knowledge 
Of  my  honorable  Lord  his  Father,  will 
Inftruft  me  to  behave  my  felf  with  all 
'Refpeds  becoming  me,  to  fuch  a fon. 

Caf  Thefe  things  will  leaft 
Oblige  you,  but  how  bears  he  his  reftraint? 

Pol.  As  one  whofe  foul’s  above  it. 

Eub.  Patiently  ? 

PoL  With  contempt  rather  of  the  great  command 
Which  made  him  prifoner,  he  will  talke  fometimes 
So  ftrangely  to  himfelf. 

Eub.  Hec’s  here. 


j 

j 


Enter 


The  (Coronation. 


Enter  Scleucus. 

Sel.  Why  was  I 1,'orn  to  be  a fub|c<fl  ? ’tig 
Soon  anfvver’d,  line  my  Father  was  no  Prince, 

That’s  all;  tlie  lame  ingredients  ufe  to  make 
A Man,  as  active,  tliough  not  royal  blood 
Went  to  my  compofition,  and  I 
Was  gotten  with  as  good  a will  perhaps. 

And  my  birth  cofl:  my  Mother  as  much  Ibrrow,' 

As  I had  been  born  an  Emperor. 

Caf.  While  I look 

Upon  him,  Ibmething  in  his  face  prefents 
A King  indeed. 

Enb.  Hedoesrcfcmblemuch 
'Theodofuts  too. 

Caf.  Whofe  Ibnwe  would  pretend  him. 

This  will  advance  our  plot, 

Sel.  ’Tis  but  a name, 

And  mere  opinion,  that  prefers  one  man 
Above  another.  I’ll  imagine  then 
I am  a Prince,  or  fome  brave  thing  on  Earth, 

And  lee  what  follows:  but  it  mult  not  be, 

Aly  lingle  voice  will  carry  it,  the  name 
Of  King  muft  be  attended  with  a troop 
Of  acclamations,  on  whole  ayrie  wings 
He  mounts,  and  once  exalted,  threatens  Heaven, 

And  all  the  liars : how  to  acquire  this  noife. 

And  be  the  thing  I talke  of,  men  have  rife 
From  a more  cheap  nobility  to  Empires, 

From  dark  originals,  and  fordid  blood. 

Nay  fome  that  had  no  fathers,  fons  of  the  earth, . 
And  flying  people,  have  afpir’d  to  Kingdoms, 

Made  nations  tremble,  and  have  pradis’d  frowns 
To  awe  the  world,  their  memoryis  glorious, 

'And  I would  hug  them  in  their  lhades,  but  what’s 
All  this  tome,  that  am  I know  not  what. 

And  lels  in  expedation  H 

Pol.  Are  youferious  ? 

Caf.  Will  you  alTifl:,  and  run  a fate  with  us. 

Pol.  Command  my  life,  Lowe  it  to  your  favor. 

Sel.  j4rcadius  was  once  as  far  from  being 
As  I,  and  had  we  not  lb  cunningly 
Been  reconcil’d,  or  one,  or  both  had  gone 
To  feek  our  fortunes  in  another  v/orld  i 
What’s  the  device  now  ? If  my  death  be  next. 

The  lummons  lhall  not  make  me  once  look  pale. 

Caf  Chide  your  too ' ain  fufpitions,  webring 
A life,  and  liberty,  with  what  elfe  can  make 
Thy  ambition  happy,  th’afl:  a glorious  flame,  . * 
We  come  to  advance  it.  t 

Sd.  How  ? 

Caf  Have  but  a will. 

And  be  what  thy  own  thoughts  dare  prompt  thee  to, 
A King. 

Sd.  You  do  not  mock  me  Gentlemen  ? 

You  are  my  Father,  Sir. 

Eub.  This  minute  fhall 
Declare  it,my  Seleucus.,  bur  hearts  fwell’d 
With  joy,  with  duty  rather,  oh  my  boy ! 

Sd.  What’s  themillery?  / 

Pol.  You  muft  be  a King. 

Caf.  Seleucus.,  flay,  thou  art  too  incredulous. 

Let  not  our  faith,  and  ftudy  to  exalt  thee,  ' 

Be  fo  rewarded. 

E»b.  I pronounce  thee  King, 
llnlefs  thy  fpirit  be  turn’d  coward,  and 
Thoufaiiittoaccept.it. 

Sel.  Kingofwliat  ? 

Caf  Of  Epire. 

Sd.  Although  the  Queen,  fince  Ihe  lent  me  hither. 
Were  gone  to  Heaven  1 know  not  how. 

That  title  could  devolve  to  me. 

I Caf.  We  have 
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NoQ^iccn,  fince  he  that  lliould  have  married  her^ 

Is  prov’d  her  youngeft  brother,  and  now  king 
In  his  own  title. 

Sel.  Thank  you  Gentlemen, 

There’s  hope  for  me. 

Caf.  Why,  you  dare  fghtwith  him 
And  need  be,  for  the  Kingdom. 

Sd.  With  dreadins  ? 

If  you’ll  make  feakes,  my  life  againft  his  crown,' 

I’ll  fight  with  him,  and  you,  and  your  fine  Son, 

And  all  the  Courtiers  one  after  another. 

Caf  ’Tvvo’not  come  to  that. 

Sel.  I am  of  your  Lordfhips  mind,  fo  fare  you  well: 

Caf.  Yet  flay  and  hear  — 

Sel.  Wdiat?  that  you  have  betray’d  me  : 

Do,  tdl  your  King,  my  life  is  grown  a burden. 

And  I’ll  confefs,and  make  your  fouls  look  pale, 

To  fee  how  nimble  mine  fliall  leap  this  battlement 
Offlefh,  anddting,  laugh  at  your  poor  malice. 

Omnes.  No  more,  long  live  King  of  Epire. 

Sel.  LeonatHS.,  Who’s  that  ? 

Caf  Be  bold,  and  be  a Kmg,our  brains  have  bced 
Working  to  raifeyou  to  this  height,  here  are 
None  but  friends,  dare  vou  but  call  your  Iclf 
Lfonatus^  and  but  juftifie  with  confidence 
What  we’ll  prodaime  you,  if  we  do  not  bring 
The  Crown  to  your  Head,  we  ’ill  forfeit  ours. 

Eub.  Theflateisindiflradion,  Arcadius 
Is  prov’d  a King,  there  was  an  elder  brother. 

If  you  dare  but  pronounce,  you  are  the  fame. 

Forget  you  are  my  Ion* 

Pol.  Thefe  are  no  trifles,  Sir,  all  is  plotted. 

To  affurc  your  greatnefs  if  you  will  be  wife. 

And  take  the  faire  occafion  that’s  prelented. 

Sel.  Arcadiuf.,yoa.  fay,  is  lawful  King, 

And  now  to  depole  him,  you  would  make  me 
An  elder  brother,  is’t  nor  fo.^* 

Caf  Mofb  right. 

Sel.  Nay,  right  or  wrong,  if  this  be  your  true  meaning. 
Omnes.  Upon  our  lives. 

Sel.  I’ll  venture  mine,,  but  with  your  pardon, 

Whofe  brain  was  this?  from  whom  took  this  plot  life? 

Eub.  lAyEO'^diCafander. 

Sel.  And  you  are  of  his  mind?  and  you?  and  think 
This  may  be  done  ? 

Eub.  Thedeftinies  fnallnot  crSfsus,  if  youhave 
Spirit  to  undertake  it. 

Sd.  Undertake  it  ? 

I am  not  us’d  to  co  mpliment,  I’ll  owe  _ ! 

My  life  to  you,  my  fortunes  to  your  Lordfrip, 

Compofe  me  as  you  pleafe,and  when  y’ave  made 
Me  what  you  promife,  you  lhall  both  divide 
Me  equally:  one  word,  my  Lord,  I had  rather 
Live  in  the  prifon  frill,  than  be  a propency 
To  advance  his  politick  ends. 

Eub.  Have  no  fufpition. 

Caf  So,  lb,  I fee  Demetrius  heels  already 
Trip’d  up,  and  I’ll  difpatch  him  out  oth’  way. 

Which  gone,  I can  depofe  this  at  my  lealure. 

Being  an  Impoftor,  then  my  Sonfrands  fair. 

And  may  piece  with  the  Princefs,  we  lofe  time. 

What  think  yon,  if  we  firfr  furprizethe  Court? 

While  you  command  the  Caftle,  we  fhall  curbs 
All  oppofition. 

Eub.  Let’s  proclaim  him  firfr. 

I have  fome  fadtion,  the  people  love  me. 

They  gain’d  to  us,  wee’ll  fall  upon  the  Cjjurfr 
Caf.  Unlefs  Demetrius  yield  himfelf,  he  bleeds; 

Sel.  Who  dares  call  treafbnfin,  when  it  fuccecds  > 

Exeunt  Omtlti. 
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Enttr  Sophia,  and  Charilla. 

Cba.  Madam,  you  are  too  pafTionate,  and  lofe 
The  greatncfs  of  your  foul,  with  the  expence 
Of  too  much  grief,  for  that  which  providence 
Hath  cas’d  you  of,  the  burden  of  a ftatc 
Above  your  tender  bearing. 

Sop.  Thour’t  a fool, 

And  canft  not  reach  tac  fpirit  of  a Lady, 

F-o.n  great  as  1 was,  and  made  onely  lefs 
By  a too  cruel  deftiny,  above 
Our  tender  bearing  : What  goes  richer  to 
The  cempofition  of  Man,  than  ours  ? 

Our  foul  as  free,  and  fpatious:,  our  heart’s 
As  great,  our  will  as  large,  each  thought  as  adivc. 

And  in  this  onely  Man  more  proud  than  we. 

That  would  have  us  lefs  capable  of  Empire, 

'^ut  fcarch  the  flories,and  the  name  of  Queen 
^hines  bright  with  glory,  and  fome  precedents 
bove  Mans  imitation. 

Cbu  i grant  it. 

For  the  honor  of  our  fex,nor  have  yon.  Madam, 
-^vany  weaknefs,  forfeited  command, 

H.  that  fuccecds,in  juflice,was  before  you. 

And  you  have  gain’d  more,  in  a royal  brother. 

Than  you  could  lofe  by  your  refign  of  Epire. 

Sop.' Thi^  1 alio  A'  charilla.,  1 ha  done^ 

’Tis  not  the  thought  I am  depos’d  afPiTs  me. 

At  the  lam.e  time  I feel  a joytoknow 
MyFrother  living:  no, there  is  another 
Wound  in  me  above  cure. 

Cba.  \ irt  Je  forbid. 

Sop.  Canfl  find  me  out  a Surgeon  for  that  ? 

Cha.  For  what  ? 

Sop.  My  bleeding  fame. 

Ch  t.  Oh  do  not  injure 
Your  o vn  clear  innocence. 

Sop.  Do  not  flatter  me, 

I ha  e been  guilty  of  an  aft,  vvill  make 
Ail  love  in  women  queftion’d,  is  not  that 
A bictupon  a Virgins  name  ? my  birth 
Tannot  extenuate  my  fhame,  1 am 
::ccome  the  ftain  of  Epire. 

Cha.  ’Tis  but  , . ^ r 

Your  own  opinion.  Mad  im,  whidi  prefents 
Something  to  fright  your  felf,  which  cannot 
.c  in  the  lamefhape  fo  horrid  to  our  Icnfe, 

Sop.  Thou  wod’fl:,but  canft:  not  appear  ignorant: 
Did  not  the  Co  irt,  nay,  the  whole  Kingdom,  take 
Notice,  I lov’d  Lifimachus ? 

Cha.  True,  Madam. 

Sop.  No,  I was  falfe, 

T hough  counlel’d  by  my  Father  to  arrect  him, 

' had  mv  politick  ends  upon  Ca^ander., 

To  hcabfolute  Queen,  flattering  his  Ion  with  hopes 
Of  lo  and  marriage,  when  that  very  day 
I blni^  o think  1 wrong’d  Lifunachur., 

Th  ■ obIeGentlemar',but  heaven  punifh’d me i 
fc  ■ ouyh  ‘o  know  Demetrins  was  a blefling, 

Y : vho'  .'1  r ot  impute  it  mydifhonor. 

Lha.  Madam,  you  yet  may  recompence  Lifimachns.^ 
if '.oua^  ft  h'm  now,  you  were  not  falfe 
Tohirri,  whom  then  you  lov’d  not,  if  you  can 
r ina  anv  gentle  paffion  in  your  foul  _ 

To  erfc^ain  h;s  thought,  no  doubt  his  heart, 

' hough  'ftd.  retains  a noble  will  to  meet  it. 

His  lo'  c was^rm  to  you,  and  cannot  be 
Unreoted  with  one  ftorme. 

S<7&.  He  will  ret  lure 

Trufl  am'lang;  - ^e  from  her  tongue  that  mock  dhim, 
Although  nr  loul  doth  weep  for’t,  ana  is  purulh’d 
To  love  himabo/c  the  world. 


Enter  Lifimachus. 

Cha.  Hee’s  here 

As  fate  would  have  him  reconcil’d,  be  free. 

And  Ipeak  your  thoughts. 

Lif,  If,  Madarn,  I appear 
Too  bold,  your  charity  will  fign  my  pardon: 

I heard  you  v^ere  not  well,  which  made  me  haftc 
To  pay  the  duty  of  an  humble  vifit. 

Sop.  Y ou  do  not  mock  me,  Sir. 

Lifi.  I am  confident 

You  think  me  not  lb  loft:  to  manners,  in 
The  knowledge  of  your  perfon,  to  bring  with  me 
Such  rudenels,  I have  nothing  to  prefent, 

'ut  a heart  full  of  wilhes  for  your  health, 

And  what  elfe  may  be  added  to  your  happinel^ 

Sop,  I thought  you  had  been  fenfible. 

Lift.  How  Madam? 

Sop.  A man  of  underftanding,  can  you  Ipend 
One  prayer  for  me,remembringthedilhonor 
I have  done  Lifimachus  ? 

Lift.  Nothing  can  deface  that  part  of  my 
Religion  in  me,  not  to  pray  for  you. 

Sop.  It  is  not  then  impolTible  you  may 
Forgive  me  too,  indeed  I have  a Ibul 
Is  'uii  of  penitence,  and  fomething  elfc, 
if  blulhing  would  afiow  to  give’t  a name. 

Lift.  What  Madam  ? 

Sop.  Love,  a love  that  Ihould  redeem 
My  paft  cff>nce,an  1 make  me  white  again. 

Lift.  I hope  no  ladnefs  can  poflefs  your  thoughts 
For  me,  I am  not  worthy  of  this  Ibrrow, 

But  if  you  mean  it  any  latisfaftion 
For  what  your  will  hath  made  me  fuffer,  ’tis 
But  a ftrange  overflow  of  Charity, 

To  keep  me  ftiil  alive,  be  your  lelf  Madam, 

And  let  njcaufe  of  mine,  be  guilty  of 
This  rape  upon  your  eyes,  my  name’s  not  worth 
The  leafl:  of  all  your  tears. 

Sop.  You  think  ’em  counterfeit. 

Lifi.  Although  I may 
Sufpeft  a Womans  fmile  hereafter,  yet 
I would  believe  their  wet  eyes,  and  if  this 
Re  what  you  promife,  for  my  fie,  I have 
But  one  reply. 

Sop  I waite  it. 

Lip.  I have  now 
Another  Mifbrefs. 

Soj,  Stay. 

Lif.  To  whom  I have  m«dc 
Since  your  revolt  from  me,  a new  chafte  vow. 

Which  not  the  lecond  malice  of  my  fate 
Shall  violate,  and  fhe  deferves  it.  Madam, 

Even  for  that  wherein  you  are  excellent. 

Beauty,  in  which  file  fiiines  equal  to  you 
Her  vertue,  if  file  but  maintain  what  now 
She  is  Miftrels  of,  beyond  all  competition. 

So  rich  it  cannot  know  to  be  improv’d. 

At  Icaft  in  my  efteem,  I may  offend. 

But  truth  fiiall  jultifie,  1 have  not  flatter’d  her, 

I beg  your  pardon,  and  to  leave  my  duty 
Upon  your  hand,  all  that  is  good  flow  in  you.  Exit. 

Sop.  Did  he  not  fay,  Charillay  that  he  had 
Another  Miftrefs  ? 

Cha.  Such  a found,  methought. 

Came  from  him. 

Sop.  Let’s  remove,  here’s  too  much  ayre. 

The  fad  note  multiplies. 

Cha.  Take  courage.  Madam, 

And  my  advice,  he  has  another  Miftrefs, 

If  he  havb  twenty,  be  you  wife,  and  crofs  him 
With  entertaining  twice  as  many  fervants, 

And  when  he  fees  your  humor  he’il  return. 

And 
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And  Inc  for  any  Livery,  grieve  for  this, 

Sop.  It  mull  be  flic,  ’tis  Palrlora  Iias 
Taken  his  heart,  Ihe  live  my  rival. 

Ho  w docs  the  rhojglit  inflame  me  ? 

Ch  i.  Polidor.t  / 

Sop.  And  yet  flic  docs  but  juflly,  and  he  too^ 

I would  have  rob’d  her  of  Arcadius  heart, 

Andthey  will  both  have  this  revengeon  me, 

But  fomething  will  rebel. 

Pnter  Demetrius,  Phi  lodes,  Lilandcr. 

J)e.  The  houfe  is  defolate,  none  comes  forth  to  meet  us, 
Shee’s  flow  to  entertain  us : Philocler, 

I prethee  tell  me,  did  flie  wearc  no  cloud 
U\x)n  her  brow,  was’e  freely  that  flie  faid 
We  fliould  be  welcome. 

Phi.  To  my  apprehenflon, 

Yet ’tis  my  wonder  flie  appears  not. 

Ufa.  She,  nor  any  other, 

Sure  there’s  fome  conceit 
To  excufe  it. 

Vem.  Stay,  Who’s  this?  obferve  what  follows? 

Phi.  Fortmic  ? fome  inaske  to  entertain  you.  Sir. 

Enter  fortune  crorvn'd.^  attended  mth  Touthjiealth., 
and  Pleafure. 

For.  Not  yet?  What  filence  doth  inhabit  here.? 

No  preparation  to  bid  Fortune  welcome ! 

Fortune,  the  genious  of  the  World,  have  we 
Defcended  from  our  pride,  and  ftate  to  come. 

So  far  attended  with  our  darlings.  Youth, 

Pleafure,  and  Health,  to  be  negleded  thus  ? 

Sure  this  is  not  the  place?  call  hither  Fame. 

Enter  Fame. 

Fa.  What  would  great  Fortune  ? 

For.  Know. 

Who  dwells  here. 

Fa.  Once  more  I report  great  Queen,  ' 

This  is  the  houfe  of  Love.  . ' 

For.  It  cannot  be. 

This  place  has  too  much  fliade,  and  looks  as  if 
t had  been  quite  forgotten  of  the  Spring, 

And  Sun-beames  Love,  affed  fociety. 

And  heat,  here  all  is  cold  as  the  hairs  of  Winter, 

No  harmony,  to  catch  the  bufieeare 
Of  paflengers,  no  objedof  delight. 

To  take  the  wandring  eyes,  no  long,  no  grone 
Of  Lovers,  no  complaint  of  Wiliow  garlands. 

Love  has  a Beacon  upon  his  palace  top. 

Of  flaming  hearts,  to  call  the  weary  pilgrime 
To  reft,  and  dwell  with  him,  I fee  no  fire 
To  threaten,  or  to  warme:  Can  Love  dwell  here  ? 

Fa.  If  there  be  noble  love  upon  the  World, 

‘ Truft  Fame,  and  find  it  here. 

For.  Make  good  yourboaft. 

And  bring  him  tons. 

Ve.  What  does  mean  all  this  ? 

Ufa.  I told  you,  Sir,  we  fliould  have  fome  device. 

Enter  Love. 

'There’s  Cupid  now,  that  little  Gentleman, 

HiS  troubled  every  Mafquc  at  Court  this  feven  year. 

J)em.  No  more* 

Love.  Welcome  to  Love,  how  much  you  honor  me ! 

It  had  become  me,  that,  upon  your  fummons, 

I fliould  have  waited  upon  mighty  Fortune, 

But  flnee  you  have  vouehfafed  to  vifit  me  ^ 

All  the  delights  Love  cari  invent,  ftiall  flow 
To  entertain  you,  Mulick  through  the  ay  rc 


Shoot  your  inticing  harmony. 

For.  We  came  to  dance  and  revel  with  you. 

Lov.  I am  poor 

In  my  ambition,  and  want  thought  to  reach 

How  much  you  honor  Love.  Dance. 

Enter  Honor. 

Hon.  What  intrufion’s  this  ? 

Whom  do  you  feck  here. 

Lov.  ’Tis  honor. 

For.  He  my  fervant. 

Lov  Fortune  is  come  to  vifit  us. 

Hon.  And  has  ; 

Corrupted  Love;  Is  this  thy  faith  to  her. 

On  whom  we  both  waite,  to  betray  her  thus 
To  Fortunes  triumph?  take  her  giddy  wheel, 

And  be  no  more  companion  to  honor  ^ 

I blufli  to  know  thee,  Wlid’ll  believe  there  can 
Be  truth  in  Love  hereafter  ? 

Lov.  I have  found 

Myeyes,  and  fee  my fliame, and  with  it, this 
Proud  fbfeetefs,  from  whom,  and  all  her  charmes, 

I flye  agen  to  Honor,  be  my  guard. 

Without  thee  I am  loft,  and  cannot  boaft. 

The  merit  of  a name- 
For.  Defpis’d?  I fhall 
Remember  this  afflont. 

Dem.  What  Moral’s  this  ? Exeunt. 

Enter  Honor  mth  the  Crown  upon  a mourning 
Cujhion. 

What  melancholly  objed  ftrikes  a fudden 
Chillnefs  through  all  my  veines  •,  and  turns  melee? 

It  is  the  fame  I fent,  the  very  fame. 

As  the  firft  pledge  of  her  infuing  greatnefs : 

Why  in  this  mourning  livery,  if  flie  live 
To  whom  I fent  it?  ha,  What  fliapeof  forrow? 

Enter  Polidora  in  mourning. 

It  is  not  Polidora.^  fne  was  faire 
Enough,  and  wanted  not  the  fetting  off 
With  fuch  a black;  if  thou  bee  ft  Polidora., 

Why  mournes  my  love  ? it  neither  does  become 
Thy  fortune,  nor  my  joyes. 

Pol.  But  it  becomes 
My  griefs,  this  habit  fits  a funeral. 

And  it  were  fin,  hiy  Lord,  not  to  lament 
A friend  new  dead. 

Dem.  And  I yet  living  ? can 
A forrow  enter  but  Upon  thy  Garment, 

Or  difcomplexion  thy  attire,  whilft  1 
Enjoy  a life  for  thee  ? Who  can  deferve. 

Weigh’d  with  thy  living  comforts,  but  a piece 
Of  all  this  Ceremony?  give  him  a name. 

Pol.  He  was  Arcadius. 

Dem.  Arcadius? 

Pol.  A Gentleman  that  lov’d  me  dearly  once. 

And  docs  compel  thefe  poor,  and  fruitlefs  drops, 

Which  willingly  would  fall  upon  his  hearfe. 

To  imbalme  him  twice. 

Dem.  And  dre  you  furc  hec’s  d(  a ' ? 

To\  As  fure  as  you’r  living.  Sir,  and  yet 
I did  not  clofe  his  eyes,  but  he  is  dead. 

And  I fhall  never  fee  the  fame  Arcadius : 

He  was  a Man  fo  rich  in  all  that’s  good. 

At  leaft  I thought  him  fo,  fo  perfect  in 
The  rules  of  honor,  whom  alone  to  imitate 
Were  glory  in  a Prince,  Nature  her  felf^ 

Till  his  creation,  wrought  imperfedly. 

As  flie  had  made  but  tryal  of  the  reft,- 
To  mould  him  excellent. 

Dem.  And 
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! Pfwi.  And  is  he  dead? 

■ Come,  lhame  him  not  with  praircs,rctollc^rt 
I'hv  i'eatterM  liopes,  and  let  me  tell  ni^-  bell. 

And  dcarclt  Y tliat  he  lives, 

5tili  lives  to  hoaor  thee, 
r,'/.  Lives,  Where  ? 

Vff».  l.ookhcre. 

A n net  1 worth  your  knowledge  ? 

Prl.  And  m\  duty. 

Von  are  i'>c  w.-7>v«x.  King  of  h'pire^  Sir.  . 

I could  r.otcalily  miftakehim  lb, 

I'o  whom  I gave  my  heart. 

Vfm.  Mine  is  not  chang’d, 

Bi;t  dill  hath  fed  upon  thy  memory, 

Thcie  honors,  and  additions  of  Hate 
Arc  lent  me  for  thy  fake,  be  not  lb  llrangc, 

Let  m: not  lolc  my  entertainment,  now 
1 am  improv’d,  and  rais’d  unto  the  height, 

Beneath  which,  1 did  blulh  to  ask  thy  love. 

P:>/.  Give  me  your  pardon.  Sir,  ArcadmSy 
At  our  lad  meeting,  without  argument, 

To  move  him  more  than  his  aHedion  to  me, 

.ow’d he  did  love  mey  love  me  above  all  Women, 
And  to  confirm  his  heart,  was  truelymine, 

He  wilh’d,  I tremble  to  remember  it, 

V.,iien  he  forfeok  his  Polidprj^s  love, 

Th:  t Heaven  might  kill  his  happinefs  on  Earth : 
as  not  this  nobly  faid  ? did  not  this  promile 
A truth  to  lhame  the  Turtles? 

Vem.  And  his  heart 

li  dill  the  fame,  and  I thycondant  Lover. 

Pol.  Give  me  your  leave,  I pray,  I would  not  fay, 
Arcadius  was  perjur’d,  but  the  fame  day 
Forgetting  all  his  proinifes,  and  oathes, 

While  yet  they  hung  upon  his  lips,  forlbok  me,  -r 
D’ee  not  remember  this  too,  gave  his  faith 
From  me,  tranfported  with  the  noifeof  greatnels, 

.And  would  be  married  to  a Kingdom. 

Vem.  But  Heaven  permitted  not  I Ihould  dilpofe 
\\  hat  was  ordain’d  for  thee. 

Pol.  It  was  not  virtue 
In  lim,  for  fure  he  found  no  check,  no  ding 
In  his  own  bofome,  but  gave  freely  all  , 

The  reines  to  blind  ambition, 

V m.  I am  wounded, 

Thetheught  of  thee  ith’  throng  of  all  my  joyes, 

Like  poyfonpowr’d  in  Ne(dar,turnes  me  frantick: 
Dear,  if  Arcadius  have  made  a fault. 

Let  not  Demetrius  be  punifh’d  for’t. 

He  pleads  that  ever  will  be  condant  to  thee. 

Pol.  Shall  I believe  Mans  flatteries  agen, 

Lole  my  fweet  red,  and  peace  of  thought  agen. 

Be  drawn  by  you,  from  the  dreight  paths  of  virtue, 

Into  the  maze  of  Love. 

Dem.  I fee  compaflTion  in  thy  eye,  that  chides  me. 

If  I have  either  foul,  but  what’s  contain’d 
Within  thele  words,  or  if  one  fyllable 
Of  their  full  force,  be  not  made  good  by  me, 

'fay  all  relenting  thoughts  in  you  take  end. 

And  thy  difdain  be  doubled,  from  thy  pardon. 

I’ll  count  my  Coronation and  that  hour 
Fi.v  with  arubrick  in  my  Calendar, 

As  an  aufpicious  time,  to  entertain 
Affairs  of  weight  with  Princes^  think  who  now 
Titrcats  thy  mercy,  come,  thou  flia’t  be  kind. 

And  divide  Titles  with  me. 

Pot.  Hear  me.  Sir, 

I lov’d  you  once  for  virtue,  and  have  not 
A thought  fo  much  unguarded^as  to  be  won 
From  my  truth,  and  innocence  with  any 
Motives  of  date  to  affe<ft  you. 

Your  bright  temptation  mourns  while  it  dayes  here  j 
Kf  r can  the  triumph  of  glory,  which  made  you 
Forget  me,  fo  court  my  opinion  back. 


Were  you  no  King,  I flioiild  be  fooner  drawn 
Again  to  love  you,  but  ’tis  now  too  late, 

A low  obedience  fliall  become  me  bed : 

May  all  the  joyes  I want 

Still  wait  on  you,  if  time  hereafter  tell  you. 

That  for  row  for  your  fault  hath  druck  me  dead. 

May  one  foft  tear  drop  from  your  eye,  in  pitty  ’ 

Bedew  my  hearle,and  I fhall  lleep  fecurcly; 

1 have  but  one  word  more  for  goodnefs  fie. 

For  your  own  honor,  Sir,  correeft  your  paffion, 

T o her  you  (liall  love  next,  and  I forgive  you.  Exit. 

Dem.  Her  heart  is  frozen  up,  nor  can  warm  prayers 
Thaw  it  to  any  Ibftnefs. 

Phi.  I’ll  fetch  her.  Sir,  again. 

Dem.  Perfwade  her  not. 

Phi.  You  give  your  paflion  too  much  leave  to  triumph 
Seek  m another  what  Ihe  denies. 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac.  Where’s  the  King  ? oh,  Sir,  you  are  undone, 

A dangerous  trealbn  is  a foot. 

Dem.  What  Treafon? 

Mac . Cajfander,  and  Esibulus  have  proclaim’d 
Another  King,  whom  they  pretend  to  be 
Leonatus  your  elder  Brother,  he  that  was. 

But  this  morning  prifoner  in  the  Cadle. 

Dem.  Ha  ? 

Mac.-  The  esLile  Epirotes 
Gather  in  multitudes  to  advance  his  Title, 

They  havefeifed  upon  the  Court,  lecure  your  perfbn, 
Whild  we  raife  power  to  curbe  this  Inlurredlion. 

Ant.  Lofe  no  time  then. 

Dem-  We  will  not  Arme  one  Man,  ' 

Speak  it  agen,  have  I a brother  living  ? 

And  mud  be  no  King. 

Mac.  What  means  your  Grace  ? 

Pern.  This  newes  doth  fpeakme  happy,  it  exalts 
My  heart,  and  makes  me  capable  of  more 
Than  twenty  Kingdoms. 

Phi.  Will  you  not, Sir,  dand 
Upon  your  guard  ? 

Dem.  i’ll  dand  upon  my  honor, 

Mercy  reheves  me. 

Ltja.  Will  you  lofe  the  Kingdom  ? 

Df>»z.The  World’s  too  poor  to  bribe  me  tleave 
Me  all,  left  you  extenuate  my  fame,  and  I 
Be  thought  to  have  redeem’d  it  by  your  counfel. 

You  lhall  not  lhare  one  foruple  in  the  honor  j 
Titles  may  fet  a glols  upon  our  Name, 

But  Virtue  onely  is  the  foul  of  Fame. 

Mac.  He’s  drangely  polled  Gentlemen.  Exeunt  Omnes. 


Phi. 


JBus  Qmntm. 

( 

Sccena  Prim  a. 

Enter  Philocles,  and  Lilander. 

HEres  a drangc  turne,  Lifander. 
Lifa.  ’Tis  a Kingdom 
Eafily  purchas’d,  who  will  trud  the  faith 
Of  multitudes  ? 

Phi.  It  was  his  fault,  that  would 
So  tamely  give  his  Title  to  their  Mercy, 

The  new  King  has  podedion. 

Lifa.  And  is  like 

TokcCp’t,  we  are  alone,  whatdod  think  of 
This  innovation  ? Is’t  not  a fine  Jigge  ? 
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A precious  cunning  in  tlie  late  Protector 
To  fliuffle  a new  Prince  into  the  fbte. 

Fhi.  1 know  not  how  they  have  Ihulficd,  but  my  head  on’t, 
A falle  card  is  turnM  up  trump,  but  fates  look  to’t. 

TLntcr  Callander  and,  Eubulus. 

iMh.  Docs  he  not  carry  it  bravely  ? 

I Caf.  Excellently. 

Phi  lodes,,  Liftnder. 

Phi.Lif.  YourLordlhips  fervants. 

Are  we  not  bound  to  heaven,  for  multiplying 
Thefe  bleflings  onthe  Kingdom. 

Phi.  Heaven  alone 
Works  miracles,  my  Lord. 

Ufa.  I think  your  Lordfiiip 
Had  as  little  hope  once  to  fee  thefe  Princes 
Revive. 

Phi.  Here  we  mull:  place  our  thanJes, 

Next  providence,  for  prefer ving 
So  dear  a pledge. 

* Enter  Leonatus  attended, 

Ettb.  The  King. 

Leo.  It  is  ourpleafuxe 

The  number  of  our  guard  be  doubled,  give 
A Largefs  to  the  Soldiers  \ but  difmils  not 
The  Troops  till  we  command. 

Caf.  May  it  pleale. 

Leo.  It  will  not  pleafe  us  otherwile,  my  Lord, 

We  have  tryM  your  faith. 

Eub.  Does  he  not  fpeak.  with  confidence? 

Leo.  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,to  whofe  faith  we  mult 
Owe  next  to  Heaven  our  fortune,  and  our  fafety, 

After  a tedious  eclipie,  the  day 
Is  bright,  and  we  invefted  in  thoie  honors. 

Our  bloud,  and  birth  did  challenge. 

Caf.  May  no  time 

Be  regiftred  in  our  annals,  that  lhall  mention 
One  that  had  life  to  oppole  your  facred  perlbn, 

Leo.  Let  them,  whole  Titles  forg’d  and  flaw’d,  fslpeft 
Their  Rates  fecurity,  our  right  to  Epire,, 

Heaven  is  oblig’d  to  profper,  treafon  has 
No  face  lb  black  to  fright  it,  all  my  cares 
Level  to  this,  that  I may  worthily 
Manage  the  province,  and  advance  the  honor 
Of  our  dear  Countrey,  and  be  confident. 

If  an  expence  of  bloud,  may  give  addition 
Of  any  happinefs  to  you,  I lhall 
Offer  my  heart  thefacrifice,  and  rejoyce 
To  make  my  felfa  ghoft,  to  have  inicrib’d 
Upon  my  marble,  but  whofe  caufe  I died  for. 

Eub.  May  Heaven  avert  fuch  danger. 

Caf.  Excellent  Prince, 

In  whom  we  fee  the  Copy  of  his  Father, 

None  but  the  Son  of  Lheodoftusy 
Could  have  fpokethus. 

Leo.  We  arc  pleas’d  to  interpret  wdl. 

Yet  give  me  leave  to  lay  in  my  own  juftice, 

I have  but  expreft  the  promptnefs  of  my  loul 
I To  ferveyou  all,  but  ’tis  not  empty  wilhes 
! Can  fatisfie  our  mighty  charge,  a weight 
‘ Would  make  an  Atlas  double,  a Kings  name- 
I Doth  found  harmonioufly  to  men  at  diftance  j 
And  thofe  who  cannot  penetrate  beyond 
The  bark,  and  out-skin  of  a Common-wealth, 
i Or  Rate,  have  eyes,  butravilh’d  with  the  Ceremony 
That  muR  attend  a Prince,  and  underRand  not 
j What  cares  allay  the  glories  of  a Crown, 

But  good  Kings  find  and  feel  the  contrary, 

I jYou  have  try’d,myLord,  the  burden,  and  can  tell 
[ I It  would  require  a Pilot  of  more  years 
f To  Reer  this  Kingdom,  now  impos’d  on  me. 


ill 

By  juRiccof  my  birth. 

Caf.  I wiflinot  life, 

But  to  partake  thole  happy  days,  which  muft 
Succeed  thefe  fair  proceedings,  wcarc  blcR, 

But  Sir,  befparingtoyour  lelf,  we  lhall 
Hazard  our  joyes  in  you  too  foon,  the  burden 
Of  Rate  affairs,  im\x)fe  upon  your  counlcl. 

’Tis  fitter  that  we  waRc  our  lives  than  you^ 

Call  age  too  loon  upon  you  with  the  trouble. 

And  cares  that  threaten  fuch  an  undertaking, 

Preferve  your  youth. 

Leo.  Andchooleyou  our  ProteRor, 

Is’tthat  you  would  conclude  my  Lord  ? Wewill 
Defer  VC  our  fubje<fts  faith  for  our  own  fake. 

Not  lit  an  idle  gazer  at  the  helm 

Enter  Meffenger. 

Phi.  How  oblerv’d  you  that, 

Mark  how  Cajfander's  Planet  Rruck. 

E«.  He  might  have  look’d  more  calmly  for  all  that, 

I begin  to  fear  •,  but  do  not  yet  feem  troubled. 

Leo.  With  what  news  travels  his  haRe?  I muR  fecure 
My  felf  betimes,  not  be  a King  in  jeR, 

And  wear  my  Crown  a Tenant  to  their  breath. 

Caf.  Demetrius,,  Sir,  your  brother. 

With  other  Traitors  that  oppofe  your  claims. 

Are  fled  to  the  CaRle  of  Nefiorius,, 

And  fortifie. 

Mef,  Ifaidnot  lb  my  Lord. 

Caf.  I’ll  have  it  thought  fo,  hence.  ExitMeJfen. 

Leo.  Plant  forces  to  batter 
The  walls,  and  in  their  ruin  bring  us  work 
They  live  not. 

Eub.  Good  Sir  hear  me. 

Caf.  Let  it  work. 

Were  Demetrius  dead,  we  eafily  might  uncrown 
This  fwoln  ImpoRor,  and  my  Son  be  fair 
To  piece  with  young  Scr/>l>w,  who  Ihear 
Repents  her  late  affiont. 

Eub.  Their  lives  may  do 
You  fervice,  let  not  blood  Rain  your  beginnings 
The  people  not  yet  warm  in  their  allegeance. 

May  think  it  worth  their  tumult  to  revenge  it 
With  hazard  of  your  felf* 

Leo.  Who  dares  but  think  it  ? 

Yet  offer  firR  our  mercy,  if  they  yield, 

Demetrius  muR  not  live,  my  Lord  your  counlel^ 

What  if  he  were  in  heaven  ? 

Caf.  You  have  my  conlent. 

You  Iha’notRay  long  after  him. 

Leo.  Sophia  is 
Not  my  SiRer, 

To  prevent  all  that  may  indangef  us,  we’ll  rriarry  her; 
That  done^  no  matter  though  we  Rand  difeover’d, 

For  in  her  Title  then  we  are  King  of  Epire, 

Without  difpute, 

Caf.  Humi  in  my  judgement,  Sir, 

That  wonot  do  lb  well. 

Leo.  What’s  your  opinibn? 

Caf.  He  countermines  my  plot:  areydufo  cunning 
Leo.  What’s  that  you  mutter;  Sir  ? 

Caf.  I mutter.  Sir? 

Leo.  BeR  fay  I am  nb  King,  but  fome  impoRbr 
Rais’d  up  to  gull  the  Rate. 

Caf.  Very  fine  to  have  laid  within 
Few  hours  yOu’d  been  no  King,  nor  like  to  be,^ 

Was  not  inthecompafsbf  High  Treafon 
I take  it.  „ ' , 

Eub.  ReRrein  your  anger,  the  Kings  mbvM,  fpeak  not' 
Caf.  I will  Ipeak  louder,  do  I not  know  him  ? 

That  felf-fame  hand  that  rais’d  him  to  the  throne 
Shall  pluck  him  from  it,  is  tliis  my  reward  ? 

Leo.  Our  guard,  toprifon  with' him, 

R r 
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Cjf.  Mcropriibn  ? 

Lto.  Oft' with  his  head. 

Cjf.  Mvhead? 

E;ih.  Vbuchfafeto  hear  me,  great  Sir. 

C.ii\  Howdares  he  be  lb  iiilblcnt? 

I ha’  wrought  my  I'clf  into  a fine  condition, 

Do'e  know  me  Gentlemen  ? 

rbi.  \’ery  well  my  Lord  •, 

How  are  we  bound  to  heaven  for  multiplying 
Thefc  blellings  on  the  Kingdom. 

\W  allow  it. 

Eub.  Counfol  did  iKver  blaft;  a Princes  ear. 

Leo.  Convey  him  to  the  lan(^uary  of  Rebels, 

XcjLrhts  houfe,  where  our  proud  brotlier  has 
Enfeons’d  himfclf,  they’ll  entertain  him  lovingly, 

He  will  be  a good  addition  to  the  Traitors, 

Obey  me,  or  you  dye  for’t,  what  arc  Kings 
W’hcn  fubjefls  dare  affront  ’em  ? 

Cjf.  1 ftiallvex' 

Thy  foul  lor  this. 

Leo.  Away  with  him : when  Kings 
Frowm,  let  offenders  tremble,  this  flows  not  • 

From  any  cruelty  in  my  nature,  but 
The  fate  of  an  Ufurper  ; he  that  will 
Be  confirm’d  great  vvithoutjuff;  title  to’t. 

Muff;  lofe  compaflion,  know  what’s  good,  not  do’t. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Polidora  and  her  fervant. 


Serv.  Madam,  the  Princefs  Sophia. 

Fol.  1 attend  her  Highnefs. 

Enter  Sophia. 

How  much  your  grace  honors  your  humble  fervant 
Sop.  1 hope  my  brother’s  well. 

Pol.  1 hope  fo  too.  Madam. 

Sop.  Do  you  but  hope?  became  tobeyour  guelt. 
Pol.  We  are  all  his,  whilfl  he  is  pleas’d  to  honor 
This  poor  roof  with  his  royal  prefence.  Madam. 
Sop.  1 came  to  ask  your  pardon  Polidora. 

Pol.  You  never.  Madam,  trclpafs’d  upon  me, 
\\’rongnot  your  goodnefs. 

Sop.  I can  be  but  penitent, 

Unlefs  you  point  me  out  fome  other  way 
Tofatisfie. 

Pol.  Dear  Madam,  do  not  mock  me. 

Sfp.  There’s  no  injury  like  that  to  love, 

1 find  it  nowin  my  owm  fufferings : 

But  though  1 would  have  rob’d  thee  of  Arcadius 
Heaven  knew  a way  to  reconcile  your  hearts. 

And  pn.nifn  me  inthofe  joys  you  have  found  : 

I read  the  ftory  of  my  lols  of  honor. 

Yet  can  reioyee,  and  heartily,  that.yon 
Have  met  your  own  agen. 

Pol.  Whom  do  you  mean  ? 

Sop.  My  brother, 

Pnl.  He  is  found  to  himfclf  and  honor. 

He  is  my  King,  and  though  1 muff;  acknowledge 
He  was  the  glory  of  my  tho  ights,  and  I 
Lov’d  him,  as  yo’j  did.  Madam,  with  defire 
To  be  made  his  realbn,  and  duty  lince. 

Form’d  me  to  other  knowledge,  and  I now 
Look  on  him  v/ithout  any  wilh  of  more 
Than  to  be  call’d  his  fubjc(ft. 

Sop.  Has  he  made 

Himlcli  lefs  capable  by  being  King? 

Pol.  of  what  ? 

Sop.  Ofyouraffc(n;ion. 

Pol.  With  your  pardon.  Madam. 

I/ivc  in  that  lenfc*>ou  mean,  left  Polidora 
When  he  forfook  Arcadius.,  1 difclaim 
AlMics  Ixrtwccnus,  more  than  what  a name 
Of  Kin^  mult  chaliengc  from  my  obedience. 


Sop.  Thisdocs  confirm  my  jealoufie,  my  heart. 

For  my  fake.  Madam,  has  he  loll  his  value? 

Pol.  Let  me  bcfcech  your  grace,  I may  have  leave 
To  anlwer  in  fbme  other  caule,  or  perlbn : 

This  argument  but  opens  a fad  wound 
To  make  it  bleed  afrclli  j we  may  change  this' 
Difeourfe:  1 w^ould  elecff:  fome  fubjed,  whole 
Praifes  may  more  delight  your  car  than  this 
Can  minc’,  let’s  talk  ot  young  Lifimachus,' 

Sop.  Ha;  my prelaging fears. 

Pol.  How  does  your  grace  ? 

Sop.  Well,  you  were  talking  of  Lifimachus., 

Pray  give  me  your  opinion  of  him. 

Pol.  Mine? 

It  will  be  much  lliort  of  his  worth : 1 think  him 
A gentleman  lb  perfed  in  all  goodnefs. 

That  if  there  be  one  in  the  world  delerves 
The  belt  of  women,  heaven  created  him, 

To  make  her  happy. 

Sop.  You  have, in  a little,  Madam, 

Exprefl  a volume  of  mankind,  a miracle^ 

But  all  have  not  the  lame  degree  of  faith, 

He  is  but  young. 

Pol.  What  Miffrils  would  delire 
Her  fervant  old  ? he  has  both  Spring  to  pleafe 
Her  eye,  and  Summer  to  return  a harvelt. 

Sop.  He  is  black. 

Pil.  He  fets  a beauty  off  more  rich. 

And  llie  that’s  fair  will  love  him^  faint  complexions 
Betray  effeminate  minds,  and  love  of  change: 

Two  beauties  in  a bed,  compound  few  men^ 

He’s  not  fo  fair  to  counterfeit  a woman, 

Nor  yet  lb  black,'  but  blulhes  may  betray 
His  modeffy. 

Sop.  His  proportion  exceeds  not. 

Pol.  That  praifes  hiin,and  a well  comparted  frame 
Speaks  temper,  and  fweet  flow  of  elements: 

Valt  buildings  are  more  oft  for  fliew  than  ufe: 

I would  not  have  my  eyes  put  to  the  travel 
Of  many  acres,  e’r  I could  examine 
A man  from  head  to  foot he  has  no  great. 

But  he  may  boaft,  an  elegant  compofition. 

Sup.  I’ll  hear  no  more,  you  havelo  far  out-done 
My  injuries  to  you,  that  1 call  back 
My  penitence,  and  mult  tell  Polidora., 

This  revenge  ill  becomes  her.  Am  I thought 
So  loft  in  foul  to  hear,  and  forgive  this  ? 

In  whatlliade  do  I Jive?  or  fliall  I think 
I have  not,  at  the  lovveft,  enough  merit, 

Setting  afidemy  birth,  to  poize  with  yours: 

Forgive  my  modeft:  thoughts,  if  1 rife  up 
In  my  own  defence,  and  tell  this  unjult  Lady 
So  great  a winter  hath  not  frozen  yet 
My  cheek,  but  there’s  fomething  nature  planted, 
That  carries  as  much  bloom,  andfpringupon’t. 

As  yours.  What  flame  is  in  your  eye,  but  may 
Find  competition  here.^(  forgive  agen 
My  Virgin  honor,  what  is  in  your  lip 
Toticethe  enamour’d  foul,  to  dwell  with  more 
Ambition,  than  the  yet  unwither’d  blufli 
That  fpcaks  the  innocence  of  mine  ? 

Enter  Demetrius. 

Oh  brother? 

T)em.  I’ll  talk  with  you  anon,  my  Polidora., 

Allow  thy  patience  till  my  breath  recover. 

Which  now  comes  laden  with  the  richeft  news 
Thy  car  was  ever  bleff;  with. 

Sop.  Both  your  looks,  ‘ 

And  voice  exprefs  Ibmc  welcome  accident. 

Vern.  Guefs  whatin  wifh  could  make  me  fortunate 
And  heaven  hath  dropt  that  on  Demetrius. 

Sop.  What  means  this  extafic? 
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Dem.  ’Twcrcfin  to  bufic 
‘Thy  thoughts  npon’t.  I’ll  tell  thcc  that  I could 
Rctcin  (bmc  part-,  ’tis  coo  wide  a joy 
To  be  expreft  fo  foon,  and  yet  it  hills 
In  a few  fyllables,  thou  wot  fcarcc  believe  me, 

I am  no  King. 

Sop.  How’s  that! 

Pol.  Good  Heaven  forbid. 

Vent.  Forbid?  Heaven  has  reliev’d  me  with  a mercy 
I knew  not  howto  ask, I have,  they  fay. 

An  elder  brother  living  crown’d  already, 

1 only  keep  my  name  Vemetrins., 

Without  defire  of  more  addition. 

Than  to  return  thy  fervant. 

Pol.  You  amaze  me. 

Can  you  rejoyce  to  be  depofed  : 

Vent.  It  but 

Tranflatesmetoafairer  and  better  Kingdom 
In  Poll  dor  a. 

Pol.  Me? 

Dent.  Did  you  not  fay. 

Were  I no  King,  you  could  be  drawn  to  love 
Me  agen,  that  was  confented  to  in  Heaven : 

A Kingdom  firft  betraid  my  ambitious  foul 
To  forget  thee,  that,  and  the  flattering  glories, 

How  willingly  Demetrius  does  refign. 

The  Angels  know  : thus  naked  without  Titles 

I throw  me  on  thy  charity,  and  lhall 

Boalt  greater  Empire  to  be  thine  agen,  than  • 

To  wear  the  triumphs  of  the  world  upon  me# 

Enter  Macarius. 

Mac,  Be  not  lb  carelels  of  your  lelf,  thepeoplt 
Gather  in  multitudes  to  your.protedion 
Offering  their  lives  and  fortunes,  if  they  may 
But  foe  you  Sir,  and  hear  yoa  Ipeak  to ’em. 

Accept  their  duties,  and  in  time  prevent 
Your  ruin. 

^op.  Be  not  delperate,  ’tiscounfol. 

Vem.  You  trouble  me  with  noife,  fpeak  Polidors 

Pol.  For  your  own  fake  preferve  your  folf. 

My  fears  diftraft  my  realbn. 

Enter  Antigonus* 

Ant,  Lord  Liftmachus.y 

With  fomething  that  concerns  yourlafety,  is 
Fled  hither,  and  defires  a prefent  hearing. 

Mac.  His  foul  is  honefl:,  be  not.  Sir,  a mad  man, 

And  for  a Lady,  give  up  all  our  freedoms.  EKit. 

Pol.  I’ll  fay  any  thing  here,  Lifimachuu  _ - 

Sop.  Dear  brother  hear  him.  ‘ 

Enter  Lifimachus. 

Lif.  Sir,  I come  to  yield 
My  folf  your  prifoner,  if  my  father  have 
Rais’d  an  Impoftor  to  fupplant  your  Title 
Which  I fufpeft,  and  inwardly  do  bleed  for, 

I fliall  not  only,  by  the  tender  of 

My  felf,  declare  my  innocence,  but  either. 

By  my  unworthy  life,  fecure  your  perfon,  . 

Or  by  what  death  yon  fnall  impofe,  reward 
The  unexpeflcd  Treafon. 

Sop.  Brave  young  man, 

Did  you  not  hear  him  Brother  ? 

Lif.  I am  not  minded. 

Pol.  Be  witnefs  Madam,  I refign  my  hear]t 
It  never  was  anothers,  you  declare 
Too  great  a fatisfadion,  I hope 
This  w'ill  deftroy  your  jealbufie, 

, Remember  now  your  danger. 

Vent.  I defpife  it, 


What  fate  dares  injure  me? 

Lif.  Yet  hear  me  Sir. 

Sop.  Forgive  me  PoUdora^  you  are  happy. 

My  hopcsarc  remov’d  farther,  I had  thought 
Lifimachus  bddnKunt  you  for  his  .Millrifs, 

’Tis  miferv  to  feed,  and  not  know  where 
To  place  my  jealoulic. 

Enter  M-acarius. 

Mac.  Now  ’tis  too  late. 

You  may  be  deafe,  until  the  Cannon  make. 

You  find  your  fenfe,  we  are  flint  up  now  by 
A troop  of  Horfe,  thank  your  IcIf. 

Pol.  They  will 
Admit  conditions. 

Sop.  And  allow  us  quarter.  A Jhont  mthin. 

Pol.  We  are  all  loft. 

Vem,  Be  comforted 

Enter  Antigonus. 

^nt.  News  my  Lord  font  by  the  new  King. 

To  bear  us  company. 

Vem.  Not  as  prifoner.-? 

Ant.  It  does  appear  no  otherwife,  the  foldiers 
Declare  how  much  they  love  him,  by  their  noife 
Of  Icorn,  and  joy  to  foe  him  fo  rewarded. 

Vem.  It  cannot  be. 

Ant.  You’ll  find  it  prefontly, 

He  curfes  the  new  King,  talks  treafon ’gainft  him 
As  nimble  as  he  were  in’s  Ihirt,  he’s  here. 

Enter  Callander. 

Caf.  Oh  let  me  beg  untill  my  knees  take  root 
I’ th’ earth.  Sir,  can  you  pardon  me.? 

Vem.  For  what  ? 

Caf.  For  Treafon,  delperate,  moft  malicious  Treafon  : 

I have  undone  you  Sir. 

Vem.  It  does  appear 
You  had  a Will. 

Caf  I’ll  make  you  all  the  recompence  I can, 

Bute’r  you  kill  me,  hear  me,  know  the  man. 

Whom  I to  fervemyunjuft  ends,  advanc’d 
To  your  throne,  is  an  impoftor,  a mere  counterfeit, 
Eubulus*  5on.  Etxi  Anti 

Vem.  It  is  not  then  our  brother  ? 

Caf  An  infolent  ufurper,  proud,  and  bloudyy 
SeleucMs.^  is  no  leprofie  upon  me  C 
There  is  not  punilhment  enough  in  nature 
To  quit  my  horrid  ad,  I have  not  in 
My  ftock  of  blood,  tofotisfie  with  weeping. 

Nor  could  my  foul,  though  melted  to  a flood 
Within  me,  gulh  out  tears  to  walh  my  ftain  off 

Vem.  How?  an  Impoftor,  what  will  become  on’s  now  ? 
We  are  at  his  mercy. 

Caf  Sir,  the  peoples  hearts 
Will  come  to  their  own  dwelling,  when  they  foe 
I dare  accufo  my  felf,  and  fuffer  for  it. 

Have  courage  then  young  King,  thy  fate  cannot 
Be  long  compell’d. 

Vem.  Rifo,  our  misfortune 
Carries  this  good,  although  it  lofe  our  hopes. 

It  makes  you  friend  with  virtue,  we’ll  exped 
What  providence  will  do. 

Caf.  You  are  too  merciful. 

Lif  Our  duties  lhall  beg  heaven  Hill  to  preforve  you. 

Enter  Antigonus, 

Ant.  Our  enemy  defires  fome  parley.  Sir, 

Lif  ’Tis  not  amils  to  hear  their  propofition. 

Pol.  I’ll  wait  upon  you. 
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Pfw.  Thou  art  my  Angel,  and  canftbeft  inllruT  me, 
Bokllv  prefent  our  Vclvcs,  you’il  with  Cafindtr. 

CjJ'.  And  in  death  be  bleft 

To  find  our  charity.  Exit. 

Sop.  Ltfim-ichus. 

Ltf.  Madam. 

Sop.  They  will  not  mils  your  prefence,  the  finall  time 
Is  fpent  in  asking  of  aqiieftion. 

\Jf.  I wait  your  plealure. 

Sop.  Sir,  1 have  a liiit  to  you. 

L -r.  To  me  ? it  muft  be  granted. 

Sop.  If  you  have 

Cancell’d  your  kind  opinion  of  me. 

Deny  me  not  to  know,  \vho  hath  fucceeded 
Sophu  in  your  heart,  I beg  the  name 
Of  your  new  Miilrils. 

Lif.  You  fliall  know  her.  Madam, 

If  but  thefe  tumults  ceafe,  and  fate  allow  us 
To  fee  the  Court  agen,  I hope  you’ll  bring 
No  mutiny  againfl:  her,  but  this  is 
Xo  time  to  talk  of  Love,  let  me  attend  you. 

Sop.  I muft  exped,  till  you  are  pleas’d  to  fatisfie 
My  poor  requeft,  condud  me  at  your  pleafure.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Leonatus,  Eubulus,  Billiop,  Lifander, 
and  Philocles. 

Leo.  They  are  too  flow,  di {patch  new  meflengers, 

To  intreat  ’em  fairly  hither,  I amextafi’d. 

Were  you  witnclsfor  me  too.?  isitpoffible 
I am  what  this  affirms,  true  Leonatus, 

And  were  you  not  my  Father,  was  I given 
In  truft  to  you  an  Infant.? 

Eub.  ’Tis  a truth. 

Our  foul’s  bound  to  acknowledge,  you  fupply’d 
The  ab fence  and  opinion  of  my  Son. 

W'ho  died,  but  to  make  you  my  greater  care 
1 know  not  of  Demetrius,  but  iuppos’d 
Him  dead  indeed,  as  Epire  thought  you  were. 

Your  Fathers  charader  doth  want  no  teftimony. 

Which  but  compar’d  with  what  concerns  Demetrius 
W’ill  prove  it  felf  King  Theodofius  zOi, 

Your  Royal  Father. 

Bijh.  I am  fubferib’d  to  both  his  Legacies 
By  oath  oblig’d  to  fccrefie,  until 
Thus  fairly  fummon’d  to  reveal  the  truft. 

Eub.  Cjfanderhzdno  thought  you  would  prove  thus,. 
To  whofe  policie  I gave  this  aim,  although 
He  wrought  you  up  to  ferve  but  as  his  Engine 
To  batter  young  Demetrius,  for  it  was 
Your  Fathers  prudent  jealoufie,  that  made  him 
Give  out  your  early  deaths,  as  if  his  foul 
Prophecy’dhis  own  firft,  and  fear’d  to  leave 
Either  of  you,  to  the  unfafe  protedion, 

Of  one,  whofe  ftudy  would  be  to  fupplant 
Your  right,  and  make  himfelf  the  King  of  Evire. 

Bi(h.  Your  Sifter,  fair  Sophia,  in  your  Fatners 
Life,'  was  defign’d  to  marry  with  Lifmachus 
That  guarded  her:,  although  ftic  us’d  fome  Art 
To  quit  her  pupillage,  and  being  abfolute. 

Declar’d  love  to  Demetrius,  which  enforc’d 
Macarius  to  difcover  firft  your  brother. 

( Leo.  No  more,  left  you  deftroy  agen 
W ith  wonder  of  his  fate,  arc  they  not  come  yet  ? 

! Something  it  w-as,  I felt  within  my  envy 
I Of  young  Demetrh(s'*s  fortune,  there  were  feeds 
I Scattered  upon  my  heart,  that  made  it  fwcll 
W’ith  thought  of  Empire,  Princes  1 fee  cannot 
Be  totally  eclips’d,  but  wherefore  flays 
ivmffriw/ and  Sophia,  at  whofc  names 
A gentle  fpirit  walk’d  upon  my  blood. 


Enter  Demetrius,  Polidora,  Sophia,  Macarius, 
Cajf under,  Lifma. 

Eub.  They  are  here, 

Leo.  Then  thus  1 flie  into  their  bofbms. 

Nature  has  redifi’d  in  rnQ,Demetrius, 

The  wandrings  of  ambition,  our  dear  Sifter 
You  arc  amaz’d,  1 did  exped  it,  read 
Afliirance  there,  the  day  is  big  with  wonder, 

Mac.  W'hat  means  all  this  ? 

Leo.  Lifimachus,  be  dear  to  us, 

Cajfander,  you  arc  welcome  too. 

Caf.  Not  I, 

I do  not  lookfor’t,  all  this  fha’not  bribe 
Myconfcienceto  your  fadion,  and  make 
Me  falfe  agen,  Seleucus  is  no  fbn 
Of  Jheodofms,  my  dear  Countrey-men 
Corred  your  erring  duties,  and  to  that, 

Your  lawful  King,  proftrate  your  felves,  Demetrius 
Doth  challenge  all  your  knees. 

Dem.  All  Love  and  Duty, 

Flow  from  me  to  my  Royal  King,  and  Brother 
I am  confirm’d. 

Ca[.  You  are  two  credulous. 

What  can  betray  your  faith  fo  much  ? 

Leo.  Sophia,  you  appear  fad,  as  if  your  Will 
Gave  no  conient  to  this  days  happinefs. 

Sop.  No  joy  exceeds  Sephiah  for  your  felf. 

Lif.  W^ith  your  pardon.  Sir,  I apprehend 
A caufethat  makes  her  troubled,  fhe  defires 
To  know,  what  other  Miftrifs , finceher  late 
Unkindnefs,  I have  chofen  to  dired 
My  faith  and  fervice. 

Leo.  Anotlier  Miftrifs? 

Lif  Yes,  Sir. 

Leo.  And  does  our  Sifter  love  Lifimachus.^ 

Sop.  Here’s  fbmething  would  confefs. 

, Leo.  He  muft  not  dare 
To  affront  Sophia. 

Caf  How  my  fliame  confounds  me, 

I beg  your  jufticc,  without  pity  on 
My  age. 

Leo.  Your  pcnnance  fliall  be,  to  be  faithful 
To  our  ftate  hereafter, 

Omnes.  May  you  live  long  and  happy, 

Leonatus,  King  of  Epire. 

Leo.  But  where’s  your  other  Miftrifs .? 

Lif  Even  here.  Sir. 

Leo,  Our  Sifter?  is  this  another  Miftrifs,  Sir? 

Sif  It  holds 

To  prove  my  thoughts  were  fo  when  fhe  began 
Her  fbrrow  for  negleding  me,  that  fweetnefs 
Deferv’d,  I fhould  efteem  her  another  Miftrifs, 

Then  when  fhe  cruelly  forfook  Lifimachus, 

Your  pardon  Madam,  and  receive  a heart 
Proud  with  my  firft  devotions  to  ferve  you. 

Sop.  In  this  I am  crown’d  ageii,  nowmi^e  forever. 

Leo.  You  have  deceiv’d  her  happily, 

Joy  to  you  both, 

Dem.  We  are  ripe  for  the  fame  wifhes, 

Polidora’s  part  of  me. 

Pol.  He  all  my  blcffing. 

Leo.  Heaven  pour  full  joys  upon  you. 

Mac.  We  arc  all  bleft. 

There  wants  but  one  to  fill  your  arms. 

Leo.  My  Miftrifs, 

And  Wife  fliall  be  my  Countrey,  to  which  I 
Was  in  my  birth  contraded,  your  love  fince 
Hath  plaid  the  Prieft  to  perfed  what  was  ceremony 

Though  Kingdomsby  juft  Titles  prove  our  own, 

'Fhe  fubjeds  hearts  do  beft  fecurc  a Crown. 


Exeunt  Omnes. 
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THE 

C O X C O M B. 

A Comedy. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play. 


K\C2ixdo^ayouftg  Gefitleman^in  love  with  Viola, 
Antonio,  the  Coxcomb  Gentleman, 

Mercuric,  fellow-traveller  with  Antonio, 
llberto, 

Pedro  %three  merry  Gentlemen^  friends  to  Ricardo, 
Silvio,  ^ 

Valerio,  ^ Conntrey  Gentleman* 

Curio,  Kinfman  to  Antonio. 

Juftice,  a JJjallow  one. 


Andrugio,  Father  to  Viola. 

Alexander,  fervant  to  Mercurie*s  Mother^ 
Marke,  the  Juftice' s Clerk* 

Rowland,  fervant  to  Andrugia 
Tinker, 

Gonftable, 

Watch, 

Drawer, 

Muficians, 


Women. 


Viola,  Daughter  to  Andrugio. 

Maria,  Antonio. 

A Countrey-woman,  Mother  to  Mercuric. 


Ndinandl 

Madge. 

Dorothie,rAe  Tinkers  Trull. 


The  Scene  England,  France. 


The  Principal  AcSors  were 


Nathan  Fields 
Giles  Gary^ 
Rich.  AUen^ 
Robert  Denfeild. 


Jofeph  Taylor^ 
Emanuel  Read^ 
Hugh  Atawell^ 
Will.  Barckjied. 


P R O L 

This  Comedy  long  forgot  ^ by  feme  thought  dead^ 
By  us  preferv  d^once  more  doth  ruife  her  head. 
And  to  your  noble  cenfures  does  prefent. 

Her  rut  ward  form^  and  inward  ornament. 

Nor  let  this  fmell  of  arrogance^  fence  *tis  known^ 

The  makers  that  confeji  it  for  their  own 
I Vere  this  way  skjlfulj  and  without  the  crime 
Of  flatteries  I may  fay  did  pleafe  the  timej 
The  work,  it  felf  too ^ when  it  feirfl  came  forthy 
In  the  opinion  of  men  of  worthy 
Was  well  receiv  d and  favour  dyt  hough  feme  rude 


O G U E. 

And  harjh  among  th*  ignorant  multitudey 
( That  relijhgrofs  foody  better  than  a dijhy 
That's  cooh(^d  with  carey  and  ferv’d  into  the  wijbj 
Of  curious pallats  y wanting  wit  and  ftrengthy 
Truly  to  judgey  condemn  d it  for  the  lengthy 
That  fault's  reform' dy  and  now  'tis  to  be  tryd 
Before  fuch  Judges  'twill  not  be  deny  d 
A free  and  noble  hearing',  nor  fear  f 
But  'twill  defer ve  tohavefree  liberty  y 
And  give  you  caufe  ( and  with  content)  to  fayy 
Their  care'Was goody  that  did  revive  this  Play. 


The  Coxcombe.  31^ 


ASius  PnwHS'i 

£;//fr  Richardo  and  Viola. 

Rich. 

Etusmakciilc  of  this  ftolcn  privacy. 

And  not  loofetime  inprotcftation,Min:rirs, 
For  ’twcrc  in  me  a kind  of  breach  of  faith, 
To  lay  again  I love  you. 

Vio.  Sweet,  fpeak  foftly 
For  though  the  venture  of  your  love  tome, 
Meets  with  a willing,  and  a full  return: 

Should  it  arrive  unto  my  Fathers  knowledge  ^ ’ 

This  were  our  laft  difcourle. 

Rich.  How  fliall  he  know  it? 

Vio.  His  watching  cares  are  fuch,  lor  my  advancement, 
That  every  where  his  eye  is  fix’d  upon  me  : 

This  night  that  does  aflbrd  us  fome  linall  freedom. 

At  the  requeil  and  much  intreaty  of  ‘ " 

The  Miflrifs  of  the  Houfe,  was  hardly  given  me  : 

For  I am  never  fuffer’d  to  ftir  out. 

But  he  hath  Ipies  upon  me:  yet  I know  not 
You  have  fo  won  upon  me,  that  could  I think 
You  would  love  faithfully  (though  to  entertain  ‘ ,, 

Another  thought  of  you,  would  be  my  death)  ",  ' 

I Ihould  adventure  on  his  utmoft  anger.  ' 

Ri:h.  Why  do  you  think  1 can  be  falfe?  j ' / ‘ 

'Via.  No  faith,  ' ^ . ' 

You’ave  an  honefl:  face,  but  if  you  Ihould , 

Rich.  Let  all  theftor’d  vengeance  of  heaven’s  jufbicel^ 
Vio.  No  more,  I do  believe  you,  the  dance  ended,  ’ 
Which  this  free  womans  ghefts  have  vow  d to  have  '' 

E’r  they  depart,  1 will  make  home,  andftore  me  " ' 
With  ail  the  Jewels,  Chains,  and  Gold  are  triifred 
Unto  my  cuftody,  and  at  the  next  corner, ' 

To  my  Fathers  houfe,  beforeone  at^the  fartheft. 

Be  ready  to  receive  me. 

Rich.  I defire  ‘ 

No  bond  beyond  your  promife,  let’s  go  in,-' 

To  talk  thus  much,  before  the  door,  may  breed 
Sufpition.  - ' ' • 

Enter  Mercury  and  Antonio  talking. 


Vio.  Here  are  company  too. 

Rich.  Away,  • ■ • ‘ 

Thofe  powers  that  prolper  true  and  honefl  loves 
Will  blefs  our  undertakings. 

Vio.  ’Tis  my  wifh.  Sir.  Exit  Rich.  andViol. 

Mer.  Nav,  Sir,  excufe  me,  I have  drawn  you  to 
Too  much  expence  already  in  my  travel : 

And  yon  have  been  too  forward  in  your  love 
To  make  my  wants  your  own,  allow  me  manners 
Which  you  mufl  grant  I want,  fliould  I increafe. 

The  bond  in  which  your  courtefies  have  ti’d  me: 

By  ftiilconfuming  you,  give  me  leave  ■ > • 

To  take  mine  own  ways  now,  and  I fhall  often, 

W’ith  willingnefs,cometovifit  you,and  then  thank  you. 

A»t.  By  this  hand  1 could  be  angry,  what  do  you  think  me? 
Muft  we  that  have  fo  long  time  been  as  one 
Seen  Cities,Countreys, Kingdoms, and  their  wonders  j 
Been  bedfellows,  and  in  our  various  journey 
Mixt  all  ourobfervations,  part  (as if 
We  were  two  Carriers  at  two  feveral  ways. 

And  as  the  fore-horfe  guides,  cry  God  be  with  you  ) ‘ 

Without  or  compliment,  or  ceremony? 

In  Travellers,  that  know  tranfalpine  garbs. 

Though  our  defigns  are  nee’r  fo  ferious,  ^nend. 

It  were  a capital  crime,  it  mufl  not  be  : 

Nay,  what  is  more,  you  fliall  not  •,  you  e’r  long, 

Shall  fee  my  houfe,  and  find  what  1 call  mine 


SccCfia  Vrimn. 

Is  wholly  at  your  fcrvicc. 

Mer.  ’Tis  this  tires  me, 

’Sir,  I were  ealily  woo’d,  if  nothing  clfe 
But  my  Will  lay  in  the  choice : but  ’tis  not  fb,' 

My  friends  and  kindred  that  have  part  of  me. 

And  fuch  on  whom  my  chiefeft  hopes  depend, 
juftly  e.xpeci:  the  tender  of  my  love 
After  my  travel : then  mine  own  honefty 
Tells  me  ’tis  poor,  having  indifferent  means 
Fo  keep  me  in  my  quality  and  rank. 

At  my  return,  to  tire  anothers  bounty, 

And  let  mine  own  grow  lufty,  pardon  me. 

Ant.  I will  not,  cannot,  to  conclude,  I dare  not : 

Can  any  thing  conf err’d  upon  my  friend 
Be  burthcnfbmeto  me?  for  this  excufc 
Had  I no  reafon  elfc,  you  Ihould  not  leave  me. 

By  a travellers  faith  you  flioulcl  not,  I have  faid. 

And  then  you  know  my  humor,  there’s  no  contending, 

Mer.  Is  there  no  way  to ’icape  this  Inundation? 

I fliall  be  drown’d  with  folly  if  f go 
And  after  nine  days,  men  may  take  me  up,  ^ 

i With  my  galL  broken, 
i Ant.  Are  you  yet  refblv’d? 

Affr.  Wou’d  you  would  fpare  me.  ' 

I Ant.  By  this  light  I cannot 
jBy  all  that  may  be  fworn  by. 

Mer^  Patience  help  me,  ' 

And  heaven  grant  his  folly  be  not  catching  i 
If  it  be,  the  Town’s  undone,  I now  would  give 
A reafpnable  fum  of  gold  to  any  Sheriff, 

That  would  but  lay  an  execution  on  me. 

And  free  me  from  his  company-,  while  he  was  abroad^ 

His  want  of  wit  and  language  kept  him  dumb  ? 

But  Balaam’^  Afle  will  fpeak  now,  withoijt  Ipurring. 

Ant.  Speak,  have  I won  you? 

Enter  Servant  and  Mitfician^ 

Mer.  You  are  not  to  be  refilled. 

Ser.  Be  ready  I intreat  you,  the  dance  done, 

(Befides  a liberal  reward  1 have, 

■ A bottle  of  Sherry  in  my  power  fhall  beget 
New  crotchets  in  your  heads. 

' Mufl.  T ufh,  fear  not  us,  v/e’il  do  our  parts. 

Serv.  Go  i n . 

, Ant.  I know  this  fellow. 

'Belong  you  to  the  houfe? 

Serv.  I ferve  the  Miflrift. 

Ant.  Pretty,  and  fhort,  pray  you  Sir  then  inform  her, 
Two  Gentlemen  are  covetous  to  be  honor’d, 

With  her  fair  prefence. 

Serv.  She  fliall  know  fb  much, 

'This  is  a merry  night  with  us,  and  forbid  not 
Welcome  to  any  that  looks  like  a man  : 

I’ll  guiae  you  the  way. 

Ant.  Nay,  follow,  I have  a trick  in’t.  Exit. 

Enter  Uberto,  Silvio, Richardo,  Maria,  Pedro. 

Portia,  Viola,  mith  others. 

Z/'Afr.  Come,  where’s  this  hTasque?  faireff,  for  our  chear,  | 

Our  thanks  and  fervice,  may  you  long  lurvive,  ! 

Tojoy  in  many  ofthefe  nights. 

Mar.  I thank  you, 

Uher.  We  muft  have  Mufick  too,  or  elfe  you  give  us. 

But  half  a welcome. 

Mar.  Pray  you  Sir,-  excufc  me. 

Silv.  By  no_  means,  Lady. 

Vber.  We’fl  crown  our  liberal  feafl. 

With  fome  delightful  ftrain  fitting  your  love ; 

^•nd 
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And  tliis  good  company. 

A/jr.  Since  you  enforce  it, 

1 will  not  plead  the  exciife  of  want  of  skill 
Or  be,  or  nice,  or  curious,  every  year  ^ 

1 celebrate  my  marriage  nighty  and  will 
Till  I fee  my  abfent  Husband. 

Vbc'T.  ’Tis  fit  freedom, 

Silv.  Kkbjrdothou  art  dull « 


Enter  Seri  Jttt. 


Ktcb.  1 (hall  be  lighter. 

When  1 have  had  a heat. 

Now  Sir,  the  news? 

ScTz'.  Miftrifs,  there  arc  two  Gentlemen. 

A/jr.  Where  ? 

Serv.  Complimenting  who  fliould  firlj:  enter. 

A/jr.  What  are  they? 

Serv.  Heaven  knows,  but  for  their  ftrangenefs,  have 
you  never  fecn  a Cat  walh  her  face 
Zbrr.  Yes. 

Serv.  Juft  fuch  a ftir  they  keep,  if  you  make  but  hafte, 
You  may  fee  ’em  yet  before  they  enter. 

Enter  Antonia  and  Mercurie. 


Mer.  Let  ’em  be  what  they  we’ll,  I’ll  keep  them  fair 
Entertain,  and  gentle  welcome. 

^nt.  It  fnall  be  fo. 

Mer.  Then  let  it  be  your  pleafure. 

Ant.  Lets  ftandafide,  and  youfliallfee  us  have 
Fine  fportanon. 

Mer.  A fair  fociety,  do  you  know  thefe  Gentlewomen? 
Ant.  Yes. 

A/fr.  What  are  they  ? {Viola. 

Ant.  The  fecond  is  a neighbors  Daughter,  her  name  is 
There  is  my  kinfmans  wife,  Portia  her  name,  and  a 

Friend  too.  _ . , , ^ 

Mer.  Let  her — what’s  fhc  that  leads  the  dance. 


1 Serv.  A Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  1 lee  that. 
jServ.  Indeed? 

Mer.  What? 

1 S‘rv.  A Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  ifdsfoot,  good  Sir,  what’s  llie  that  leads  the  dance? 

2 Serv.  My  Miftrifs. 

Mer.  W'hatelfe? 

2 Serv.  My  Miftrifs,  Sir. 

A/cr.  Your  Miftrifs?  a pox  on  you. 

What  a fry  of  fools  are  here?  I fee  ’tis  treafonto  under- 
ftand  in  thishoufe:  if  nature  were  not  better  to  them,than 
they  can  be  to  themfelves,they  would  fcant  hit  their  mouths 
my  Miftrifs  ? is  there  any  one  with  fo  much  wit  in’s  head, 
that  can  tell  me  at  the  firft  fight,  what  Gentlewoman  that 
is  that  leads  the  dance  ? 

’Tis  my  wife. 


Mer.  Hum. 

Ant.  Howdoft  thou  like  her? 

Mtr.  Well,  a pretty  Gentlewoman. 

Ant.  Pretheebe  quiet. 

Mer.  1 would  I could 
ct  never  any  hereafter  that’s  a man, 
hat  has  affccTionsin  him,  and  free  paffions,  ^ 
cfcivethelcaft  tyc  from  fuch  a fool  as  this  is,  (truly 
Tat  holds  fo  fwcet  awife.  ’tis  lamentable  to  confider 
V hat  right  he  robshimfelf  of,  and  what  wrong 
Icdoth  the  youth  of  fuch  a Gentlewoman  ? 
hat  knows  her  beauty,  is  no  longer  hers, 

'han  men  will  pleafe  to  make  it  fo,  andufeit 

icithcr  of  which  lies  freely  in  a Husband 

)h  what  have  I done,  what  have  I done.  Coxcomb? 

'I  had  never  feen,  or  never  tafted 

'he  goodnefs  of  this  kix,  1 had  been  a made  man, 

ut  now  to  make  a Cuckold  is  a fin 


Againft  all  forgivenefs,  w'orfe  than  a murther  ^ 

I have  a Wolf  by  the  ears,  and  am  bitten  both  ways. 

Am.  How  now  friend,  what  arc  you  thinking  6f? 

Mer.  Nothing  concerning  you,  l .muft  be  gone. 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  1*11  have  no  going.  Sir. 

Mer.  Then  good  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  go  to  bed, 

I am  very  weary,  and  ill-temper’d. 

Ant.  You  fhaJl  prefently,  the  dance  is  done. 

I Serv.  Miftrifs,  thele  are  the  Gentlemen. 

Mar.  My  Husband’s  welcome  home,  dear  Sir.  (one, 

Mer.  She’s  fairftill,  oh  that  I were  a knave,  ordurftbe 
For  thy  fake  coxcomb  ^ he  that  invented  honefty,  undid  me. 

Ant.  I thought  you  had  not  known  me,y’are  merry  ’tis  well- 
And  how  ift  with  thele  worthy  Gentlemen?  (though^ 

Vb.&Sil.  We  are  glad  to  fee  you  here  again.  (vels^ 

Ant.  Oh  Gent,  what  ha’  you  loft; but  get  you  into  tra- 
There  you  may  learn,  I cannot  fay  what  hidden  virtues. 

Mer.  Hidden  from  you  I am  fure, 

My  blood  boils  like  a furnace. 

She’s  a fair  one. 

Ant.  Prayentertain  this  Gent,  with  all  the  courtefie. 
Fitting  my  moft  efpecial  friend. 

Mar.  What  this  poor  houle  may  yield. 

To  make  you  welcome,  dear  Sir,  command 
Without  more  compliment. 

Mer.  I thank  you: 

She’s  wile,  and  (peaks  well  too,  oh  what  a bleffing 
Is  gone  by  me,  ne’er  to  be  recovered  ? 

W ell,  ’twas  an  old  fiiame  the  Devil  laid  up  for  me,  and 
now  has  hit  me  home^  iftherebeany  vvaysto  bedilhoneft, 

andfavemy  lelf  yet, No,  it  muft  not  be,  why  Ihould 

I be  a fool  too -Yet  thofe  eyes  would  tempt  another 

Adam,  how  they  call  to  me,  and  tell  me S’foot,  they 

lhall  not  tell  me  any  thing.  Sir,  will  you  walk  in? 

Ant.  How  is’t,  Signior  ? 

Mer.  Crazie  a little. 

Mar.  What  ail  you,  Sir? 

What’s  in  my  power,  pray  makeu  fe  of,Sir.  (fure  ? 

Mer.  ’Tis  that  muft:  do  me  good,  Ihe  does  not  mock  me 
And’t  pleafe  you  nothing,  my  difeale  is  only  wearinels. 

Vb.  Come  Gentlemen,  we,ll  not  keep  you  from  your  beds 
too  long. 

Rich.  I ha’ fome  bufinels,  and ’tis  late,  and  you  far  from 
your  lodging. 

Sil.  Well.  Exitmanent,  Ant.  M^v andMtv. 

Ant.  Come  my  dear  Mercury,  I’ll  bring  you  to  your  cham- 
ber, and  then  I am  for  you  Maria,  thou  art  a new  wife  to 
me  now,  and  thou  fnalt  find  it  e’r  I deep. 

Mtr.  And  I,  an  old  afsto  my  lelf,  mine  own  rod  whips 
me, — good  Sir,  no  more  of  this,  ’tis  tedious,  you  are  the 

belt  guide  in  your  own  houfe — go  Sir 

Exit  Ant  andMci. 

This  fool  and  his  fair  Wife  have  made  me  frantick 
From  two  fuch  Phyficks  for  the  foul,  deliver  me.  Exit. 

Enter  Richardo,  llberto,  Pedro,  and  Silvio. 

Vb.  Well  you  muft  have  this  wench  then. 

Kic.  I hope  lb,  I am  much  o’  th’  bow-hand  elle. 

Fed.  Wou’dI  werehang’d,  ’tis  a good  loving  little  fool, 
that  dares  venture  her  lelf  uponacoaft  Ihe  never  knew  yet, 
but  thele  women,  when  they  are  once  thirteen,  god  (peed 
the  plough. 

Sil.  Faith  they’ll  venture  further  for  their  lading,  than  a 
Merchant,  and  through  as  many  ftorms,  but  they’ll  be 
fraughted,  they  are  mad  like  Carreckj,  only  ftrength  and 
ftorage. 

K/c*  Come,  come,  you  talk,  you  talk.  (her  ? 

Sil.  We  do  fo,  but  tell  me  Kichardo,  wot  thou  marry  her  ? 

Ric.  Marry  her  ? why,  what  Ihould  I do  with  her? 

Ped.  Pox,  I thought  we  Ihould  have  all  (hares  in  her,  like 
lawful  prize. 

Ric.  No  by  my  faith,  Sir,  you  lhall  pardon  me,I  lanch’d 
her  at  my  own  charge,  without  partners.and  fo  I’ll  keep  her. 

Vb. 


L 


The  (^oxcmibe. 


vQ  \ 


Vb.  \\  hat’s  the  lioiir  ? 

'Ekb.  Twelve. 

Z'b.  W harfliall  we  do  the  while?  Vis  yet  fcurcc eleven. 
Sil.  There’s  no  ilanciing  here,  is  not  this  the  place  ? 
hi\  Yes. 

Ver!.  And  to  go  back  unto  her  fathers  hoafe,  may  breed 
f.ilpition, 

Let’s  (lip  into  a Tavern,  for  an  hour,  ’tis  very  cold. 

l b.  Content,  there  is  one  hard  by,  a quart  of  burnt 
fack  will  recover  us,  I am  as  cold  as  Chriftmas , this  deal- 
ing flefii  in  the  Trolby  weather,  may  be  fweet  i’th’  eating 
but  fare  the  Woodmen  have  no  great  catch  bn’tj  Shaii’s 
go  ? 

V.hb.  Thou  art  the  (^ranged:  lover  of  d Tavern,  Vi’har 
(hall  we  do  there  now?  lofc  the  hour  and  Ouf  IcIvcj 
too. 

Vb.  Lofe  a pudding  •,  What  do’ft  thou  talk  of  the 
hour^  Will  one  quart  mnzle  us?  have  we  not  ea-s  to 
hear, and  tongues  to  ask  the  Drawers,  but  we  muft  ftan. 
here  like  bawds  to  watch  the  minutes  ? 

Sil.  Prethee  content  thy  felf,  we  flia'l  fcout  here,  a 
though  we  went  a haying,  and  have  ibme  mangey  prentice, 
that  cannot  deep  for  fcratching,  over- hear  us  ^ Come,  Wi;, 
you  go  Sirs.^*  when  your  love  fury  is  a little  Iroien,  you’ll 
come  to  us. 

Kic.  Will  you  drink  but  one  quart  then? 

Fed.  Nomorei’faith. 

Sil.  Content. 

Fie.  W’hy  then,  have  with  you,  but  lets  be  very  watch- 
ful. 

Vb.  As  watchful  as  the  Bdman,  come,  I’ll  lead,  becaufc 
I hate  good  manners,  they  are  too  tedious.  Exemt. 

Enter  Viola  mtb  a Key^  and  a little  Casket. 

The  night  is  terrible,  end  I enclos’d 
With  that  my  vertuc  and  my  felf  hate  mod:, 

Darknelsj  yet  mult  I fear  that  which  I wilh. 

Some  company,  and  every  diep  I take 

Sounds  louder  in  my  fearful  ears  to  night 

Than  ever  did,  the  dirill  and  facred  bell 

That  rang  me  to  my  prayers  •,  the  hoiife  will  rile 

When  I unlock  the  dore,  were  it  by  day 

I am  bold  enough,  but  then  athoufand  eyes 

Warne  me  from  going,  might  not  heaven  have  made' 

A time  for  envious  prying  folk  to  deep, 

Wliild:  lovers  met,  and  yet  the  Sun  have  Ihone  ? 

Yet  I was  bold  enough,  to  fteal  this  key 
Out  of  my  fathers  Chamber,  and  dare  yet 
Venture  upon  mine  enemy,  the  night. 

Arm’d  only  with  my  love,  to  meet  my  friend  ' 

Alas  how  valiant,  and  how  fraidatonce 
Love  makes  a Virgin  ? I will  throw  this  key 
Back  through  a window,  I had  wealth  enough 
In  Jewels  with  me,  if  I hold  his  love 
►I  fteal  e’m  for  ^ farewell  my  place  of  birth, 

I never  make  account  to  look  on  thee  again  j 
And  if  there  be,  as  I have  heard  men  fay, 

Thele  houfnold  gods,  I do  beleech  them  look 
To  this  my  charge,  blefs  it  from  theeves  and  fire. 

And  keep,  till  happily  my  love  I win. 

Me  from  thy  door,  and  hold  my  Father  in.  Exit. 

Enter  Richardo,  Pedro,  Uberto,  Silvio,  Drawer 
rpith  a Candle. 

Fic.  No  more  for  Gods  fake,  how  is  the  night  boy  ? 

Vravp.  Faith  Sir,  ’tis  very  late. 

Vb.  Faith  Sir,  you  lie,  is  this  your  jack  i’th’  clock-houfe? 
will  you  ftrike,Sir?  gi’s  feme  more  fack,  you  varlet, 

Ric.  Nay,  if  youlove  me,  good  Z/'i>mogoe, 

I am  monftroiis  hotwith  Wine. 

Vb.  Quench  it  again  with  love.  Gentlemen,  I will  drink 
one  health  more,  and  then  ifmy  legs  fay  me  not  fham’efully 
nay,  I will  go  with  you,  give  me  a lingular  quart. 

Vravp.  Of  what  Wine  Sir.^ 


Vber.  Of  Sack,  you  iliac  Ijicak  con!ul6n  at  the  bar,  o. 
Sack,  1 fay,  and  everyone  his  quart,  what  a Devil  Lts  be 
men  y. 

Drjw.  You  fliall.  Sir.  I xlt. 

yvy;  Wc  will,  Sir,  and  a drved  tongue. 

Stl.  And  an  Olive,  boy,  and  a whole  bunch  of  fldlcrs,  my 
bead  iwimsplagiicly,’iid5  pretious  I (hall  be  clawd. 

Enter  Drawer  wiih  fonr  ejiurts  of  n ine, 
hi:.  Pray  go,  1 can  drink  nOmorC,  think  on  your  pro- 
mile,  ’tis  midnight  Gentlemen. 

Vb.  O that  it  were  diim  midnight  now , not  a word 
more,  every  man  on’s  knees,  and  betake  himfclf  to  his 
iaint,  here’s  tb'  your  wench,  fclgnior,  all  this, mid  then  a.vay. 
Ft  b.  I cannot  drink  it. 

Fed.  ’Tis  a toy,'  a toy,  away  v.  o’t. 

Vber.  Now  dare  1 fpeak  any  thing,  to  any  body  living, 
ome,  V here’s  the  fault  ? oTwith  it. 

hie.  I have  broke  my  wind,  Call  you  this  ‘^ack? I 

/Ouder  who  made  it?  he  was  a f.re  workman,  for  ’ti 
plaguy  ftrong  work.  Is  it  gone  round  ? 

Vb.  ’Tis  at  the  lafl,  out  of  my  way , good  boy,  Is  the 
Moon  up  yet  ? 

Erarv.  Yes^Sir. 

Vb.  Where  is  Hie  boy  ? 

Vranp.  There,  Sir. 

Vb.  We  fball  have  rain  and  thunder,  bo’y. 

Erawp.  When  Sir  ? 

Vb.  I cannot  tell,  but  fure  we  .fhaIl,boy. 

Eravp.  The  Gentleman  is  Wirie-wilc. 

Vber.  Drawer? 

Vravp.  Here,  Sir. 

Vb.  Can  you  procure  ? 

Erarp.  What  Sir  ? 

Vber.  A Whore,  or  two  or  three,  as  need  (ball  fcrvc,boy ' 
Sit.  I,  a good  Whore  were  worth  money,  boy. 

Erarp.  I protefi  Sir,  we  are  all  together  unprovided. 

F ie.  The  mOr’s  the  pitty,  boy,Can  you  not  ’vize  us  vvher' 
my  Child? 

Fed.  Why  where  were  you  brought  up,  boy  ? no  inckling 
of  a V’hore  / no  aym  my  boy  ? ^ 

Vber.  It  cannot  lin^  in  my  head  now,  that  thou  fhouldf 
marry,  Whylhouldic  thou  marry,  tell  me? 

Ficbi  I marry/*  i’ll  be  bang’d  firfl;  fome  more  wine  boy 
Sil.  I>  fhe  not  a Whore  tranilated?  and  flue  be,  lets  r- 
pairtohei. 

Fic.  I cannot  tell,  fhe  may  be  an  offender  ^ but  fignic 
Silvio,  I fball  Icratch  your  head,  indeed  I fball. 

Sih  Judge  me,  I do  but  jelc  with  thee,  what  an  fhe  wer*, 
inverted  with  her  heeles  upward,  like  a traitor’s  Coat 
what  care  f. 

Vb.  I,  hang  her.  Shall  vve  fall  out  for  her? 

Fich.  I am  a little  angry , but  thefe  wenches  5 Did  yo 
not  talke  of  wenches  ? 

Sil.  Boy,  lend  me  your  Candicf 

Erarp.  Why  Sir  ? ^ , 

Sil.  To  fet  fire  lo  your  rotten  leeling,  you’ll  keep  no 
Whores,  Rogue,  no  good  members. 

Erarp.  Whores,  Sir.  . ’ , 

Silv.  I,  Whores  Sir,  Do  you  think  we  come  to  lyc  wit’ 
your  hogsheads  ? 

Fich.  I muft  beat  the  watch  , I have  long’d  fdr’t  am 
time  this  three  weeks. 

Silv.  Wee’ll  beat  the  Town  too,  and  thou  wilt,  we  arc 
proof  boy^  Shall  fhe  kill  any  body? 

Fich.  No,  but  wee’ll  hurt  ’em  dangeroufly. 

Vber.  Silv.  Now  muft  I kill  one,  1 cannot  avoid  it,  boy, 
eafily  afore  there  with  your  candle , Where’s  your  fVIiftrils  ? 
Erarp.  A bed.  Sir. 

Sil.  With  whom  ? 

Erarp.  With  my  Mafter. 

Vber.  You  lye  Boy,  ftiee’s  better  brought  up  than  to  lye 
with  her  husband.  Has  he  not  caft  his  head  yet?  next  year  he 
will  be  a velvet-headed  Cuckold.  Ixenm 

Erarp.  You  are  a merry  Gentleman,  there  Sir,  take  hold. 

S f Enf^f 


X 


The  Coxcomhe. 


Er.ter  \’iola. 

1 hi j.  This  is  the  place,  1 have  oiit-told  the  Clock, 

For  hafte,  he  is  not  here.  Kicbsrdo?  noi 
Now  every  power  that  lov»s  and  is  belov’d  : 

Keep  me  from  lhame  to  night,  Ibr  all  you  know 
Each  thought  of  mine  is  innocent,  and  pure. 

As  flefli  and  blood  can  hold : I cannot  back  •, 

I threw  the  Kywithin,  anderel  railc 
Father  up,  to  fee  his  daughters  Ihanic, 

I 11  let  me  down,  and  tell  the  Northern  Wind, 

That  it  is  gentler  than  the  curling  Weft  •, 

If  it  will  blowme  dead, but  he  will  come  ^ 

I’faith  ’tis  cold  ^ if  he  deceive  me  thus, 

A w6man  will  not  eafilytrufta  Man.  Hark,  What’s  that? 

Sil.  vriihin.  Th’art  over  long  at  thy  pot,  tom,  tom,  thou 
art  over  long  at  the  pot  tom. 

Viol.  Blefs  me  ! \\'hofe  that? 

Pedro  Tvithin.  WToo ! 

Vhertvithin.  There  Boyes. 

Vtol.  Darknefs  be  thou  my  cover,  I muft  fly. 

To  thee  I hafte  for  help 

'Enter  Richardo,  Pedro,  Uberto,  Drawer  with  a 'torch. 

Viol.  They  have  a light, 

ind,  if  thou  lov’ft  a Virgin,  blow  it  out. 

And  I will  never  fhut  a window  more. 

To  keep  thee  from  me. 

Rich.  Boy  ? 

Dratr.  Sir. 

Rich.  Why  Boy? 

Drw.  What  fay  you.  Sir? 

Rich.  Why  Boy?  Art  thou  drunk  Boy? 

Draw.  What  would  you.  Sir  ? 

Rich.  Why  very  good.  Where  are  we? 

Vher.  I,  that’s  the  point. 

Draw.  Why  Sir,  you  will  be  at  your  Lodging  prefently. 

Rich.  I’ll  go  to  no  lodging  Boy. 

Vrao).  Whither  will  you  go  then.  Sir? 

Rich.  I’ll  go  no  farther. 

Dran>.  For  Gods  fake.  Sir,  do  not  Itay  here  all  night. 

Rich.  No  more  I will  not.  Boy,  lay  me  down,  and  rowle 
me  to  a Whore. 

Vber.  And  me. 

Fed.  There  fpoke  an 

Silvio.  Then  fet  your  foot  to  my  foot,  and  up  tailesall. 

Viola.  That  is  Richardo.,\v\\zt  a noife  they  make  ? 

’Tis  ill  done  on ’em:  here.  Sirs,  KieWt/o  ^ 

Rich.  What’s  that  Boy? 

Vratp.  ’Tis  a Wench,  Sir,  pray  Gentlemen  come  away. 

Viol.  O my  dear  love!  Howdoeft  thou? 

Rich.  Faith  fweet  heart ? even  as  thou  feell. 

Fed.  Where’s  thy  Wench  ? 

Vber.  Where’s  this  bed  worme  ? 

Viol.  Speak  foftly  for  the  love  of  heaven. 

VratP.  Miftrifs,  get  you  gone,  and  do  not  entice  the  Gen- 
tlemen, nowyou  fee  they’r  drunk,  or  I’ll  call  the  Watch, and 
lay  you  fall  enough. 

Vio.  Alas,  What  arc  you  ? or.  What  do  you  mean? 
Sweet  love.  Where’s  the  place? 

R ie.  Marry  fweet  love,  e’en  here,  lye  down.  I’ll  feefe  thee. 

Vio.  Good  God!  What  mean  you? 

Fed.  I’ll  have  the  Wench. 

Vber.  If  you  can  get  her. 

Sil.  No,  I’ll  lye  with  the  Wench  to  night, and  fhe  (hall  be 
yours  to  morrow. 

Let  go  the  Wench. 

Sil.  l.et  you  go  the  Wench. 

Viol.  O Gentlemen,  as  you  had  mothers ! 

Vber.  They  had  no  mothers-,  they  are  the  Sons  of  bitches. 

Ric.  Let  that  be  maintain’d. 

Sil.  Marry'’ then. 


Viol.  Oh  blefs  me  heaven ! 
Vber.  How  many  is  there  on’s  ? 
Ric.  About  five. 


wiiycneniets  ngnt  tliree  to  three. 

^7.  Content,  {Vra\^  and  fall  dotpn. 

Uratp.  The  Watch  ? the  watch  ? the  watclx  ? Where  are 

(£*». 

Rtc.  Where  are  thefe  Cowards?  £xit> 

Fed.  There’s  the  Wore. 


Viol.  I never  law  a drunken  man  before, 
'But  thefe  I think  are  fb. 

' Sil.  Oh  ! 


Fed.  I miff  you  narrowly  there. 

Viol.  My  Rate  is  fuch,  I know  not  howto  think 
A prayer  fit  for  me, only  I could  move,  * 

That  never  Maiden  more  might  be  in  love.  Exit. 


Enter  Drawer,  Conftable  and  Watch. 

Watch.  W'here  are  they.  Boy? 

Draw.  Make  no  fuch  hafte.  Sir,  they  are  no  runners. 

Vb.  I am  hurt,  but  that’s  all  one,  I fhall  light  upon 
fbme  of  ye. 

Fedro.,  thou  art  a tall  Gentleman,  let  me  kifs  thee. 

Watch.  My  friend. 

Vber.  Your  friend  ? you  lie. 

Ric.  Stand  further  off^the  watch,  you  are  full  of  fleas. 
Con.  Gentlemen , either  be  quiet,  or  we  muft  make  you 
quiet. 

Rich.  Nay,  good  Mr.  Conftable,  be  not  fb  Rigorous. 
Vber.  Mr.  Conftable,  lend  me  thy  hand  of  Juftice. 

That  I willSir.  (lb  blind 

Vber.  FyMr.  Conftable,  What  golls  you  have?  is  Juftice 
Y’  cannot  fee  to  wafh  your  hands  ? I cry  you  Mercy,  Sir  y 
Your  gloves  are  on. 

Vraxp.  Now  you  are  up.  Sir,  W-’iUyou  go  to  bed? 

Fed.  I’ll  truckle  here.  Boy,  give  me  another  pillow. 
Xtravp.  Will  you  ftand  up,  and  let  me  lay  it  on  then? 

Fed.  Yes.  (be  going  Mr.  Conftable. 

VratP,  There  hold  him  two  of  ye,  now  they  are  up, 
Rich.  And  this  way,  and  that  way,  tom. 

Vber.  And  here  away,  and  there  away,  tom. 

Silv.  This  is  the  right  way,  the  others  the  wrong. 

Fed.  Th’  others  the  wrong. 

All.  Thou  art  over-long  at  the  pot,  tom,  tom. 

Rich.  Lead  valiantly,  fweet  Conftable,  whoop!  ha  Boyes. 
Conji.  This  W ine  hunts  in  their  heads. 

Rich.  Give  me  the  bill,  for  I’ll  be  the  Sergeant. 

Conji.  Look  to  him.  Sirs. 

Rich.  Keep  your  Ranks,  youRafcalls,,  keep  your  Ranks. 

Exeunt. 


ABus  Seemdus. 

Scdena  Frima, 

Enter  Mercury. 

Mer.  T Cannot  fleep  for  thinking  of  this  Afles  Wife, 

1 I’ll  be  gon  prefently,  there’s  no  Haying  here, 
with  this  Devil  about  me  ? hoe,  this  is  the  houfe  of  fleep, 
hoe  ? again  there,  ’sfoot,  the  darknefs,  and  this  love  toge- 
ther, will  make  me  lunatick  ^ ho? 

Enter  a Servingman  above  unready. 

Ser.  Who  calls  there  ? 

Mer  Pray  take  the  pains  to  rife  and  light  a candle. 

Ser.  Prefently, 

Mer.  Was  ever  man  but  I in  fuch  a ftocks  ? well,  this  fliall 
be  a warning  to  me,  and  a fair  one  too,  how  I betray  my  felf 
to  fuch  a Dunce,  by  way  of  benefit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Servingniaii. 

Ser.  Did  you  call? 

Mer.  Yes,  pray  do  me  the  kindnefs,  Sir,  to  let  me  out,  and 
not  enquire  why,  for  Imuft  needs  be  gone. 

Ser.  Not  to  night,  I hope.  Sir. 

Mer.  Good  Sir  to  night,  I would  not  have  troubled  you 
elfe,  pray  let  it  be  fo. 

Ser.  Alas,  Sir,  my  Mailer  will  be  offended. 

Mer.  That  I have  bulinels  ? no  I warrant  ye. 

Ser.  Good  Sir  take  your  reft. 

Mer.  Pray  my  good  friend  let  me  appoint  my  own  reft* 

Ser.  Yes, Sir. 

Afer.  Then  flievv  methe  way  out,  I’ll  confidcr  you. 

Ser.  Good  Lord,  Sir, 

Mer.  If  1 had  not  an  excellent  temper’d  patience , now 
Ihould  1 break  this  fellows  head,  and  make  him  underftand 
’twere  necellary  ^ the  onely  plague  of  this  houfe  is  the  un- 
handfome  love  of  fervants,  that  ne’er  do  their  duty  in  the 
right  place,  but  when  they  mufter  before  dinner,  and  fweep 
‘the  Table  with  a wodden  dagger,  and  then  they  are  trou- 
blefome  too,  to  all  mens  Ihoulders,  the  Woodcocks  flefht 
agen,  now  1 fhall  have  a new  ftir. 

Enter  Antonio. 

y^nt.  Why  how  now  friend  ? What  do  you  up  fo  late  ? 
are  you  well  ? Do  you  want  any  thing  ? pray  fpcak. 

Mer.  Onely  the  caufe  I rile  for. 

^,.t.  What  knaves  are  thefe  ? What  do  you  want?  why 
Sirrah  ? 

Mer.  Nothing  i’th’  World,  but  the  keyes  to  let  me  out 
of  dores  ^ I rhulc  be  gon,  be  not  againft  it,  for  you  cannot 
ftay  me. 

y4nt.  Be  gon  at  this  time  ? that  were  a merry  jeft. 

Mer.  If  there  be  any  mirth  in’t,  make  you  ufeon’t,  but 
I mull  go. 

Ant.  Why  for  loves  fake  ? 

Mer.  ’Twill  benefit  your  underftanding  nothing  to 
know  the  caule , pray  go  to  bed.  I’ll  trouble  your  Man 
only. 

Ant.  Nay,  Sir,  you  have  rais’d  more,  that  has  reafon  to 
curfe  you,  and  you  knew  all,  my  Wifes  up , and  coming 
down  too. 

Mer.  Alas,  it  will  be  a trouble,  pray  go  up  to  her,  and 
let  me  difturfc^  no  more,  ’tis  unmannerly. 


Enter  Wife  as  out  of  her  bed. 

Ant.  Shee’s  here  already  •,  fweet  heart : How  fay  you  by 
this  Gentleman  ? he  would  away  at  midnight.  . ' , 

Wife,  That  I am  fure  he  will  not.  .• 

Mer.  Indeed  I mult. 

Mar.  Good  Sir  let  not  your  homely  entertainment  prefs 
you  to  leave  your  bed  at  midnight  ■.,  if  you  want,  what  my 
houfe  or  our  town  may  afford  you,  make  it  your  own  fault 
if  you  call  not  for  it  ^ pray  go  to  bed  again  ^ let  me  com- 
pel you,  I am  fure  you  have  no  power  to  deny  a Womans 
the  ayr  is  piercing,  and  to  a body  beaten  with  long  travel, 
’twill  prove  an  ill  Phyfitian.  , 

Mer.  If  Ihe  fpeak  longer  I lhall  be  a knave,  as  rank  as 
ever  fweat  for’t  •,  Sir,  if  you  will  fend  yoUr  Wife  uppre- 
fently,  I will  either  ftay  with  you,  d’ye  mark  me,  or  deliver 
you,  fo  juft  a caufe,  that  you  your  lelf,  fliall  thruft  me  out 
of  dores,  both  fuddenly,  and  willingly. 

I Ant.  I would  fain  hear  that  ’faith,  pray  thee  go  up  fweet 
I ' heart,  I have  half  perfwaded  him , belides,  he  hath  fome. 
I private  bufinefs  with  me. 

Mar.  Good  night.  Sir,  and  what  content  you  would  have, 
1 wifh  with  you.  Exit. 

Mer.  Could  any  man  that  had  a back  ask  more ! O me ! 
Ome! 
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yint.  Now  deal  dirciftly  with  me;  Whylhould  you  go  ? 

Mer.  If  you  be  wile  do  not  enquire  the  taulc, ’twill  trou- 
ble you 

Ant.  Why?  prithee  why? 

Mer.  ’Faith  I would  not  have  you  know  it,  let  me  go, 
’twill  be  far  better  for  you. 

Ant.  Who’s  that,  that  knocks  there?  i’ll  not  at  the 
ftrect  door  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir. 

Ant.  Who’s  there,  cannot  you  fpeak  ? 

Within  Vio.  A poor  diltrcffcd  Maid , for  gods  fake  let 
me  in. 

Mer.  Let  her  in  and  me  out  together,  ’tis  but  one  la- 
bor, ’tis  pity  Ihe  fhould  Hand  i’th’  ftreet,  it  feems  Ihc 
knows  you. 

Ant.  T here  ffie  fl’all  ftand  for  me,  you  are  ignorant  ^ this 
is  a common  cuftome  of  the  Rogues  that  lie  about  the 
loofe  parts  of  the  City. 

Mer.  As  how  ? 

Ant.  To  knock  at  doors  in  dead  time  of  night, and  ufe 
fbme  feigned  voice  to  raife  companion,  and  when  the  doors 
are  open,  in  they  rulh,  and  cut  the  throats  of  all,  and  take 
the  booty,  we  cannot  be  too  careful. 

Within  Vi.  As  ever  you  had  pity  let  me  in, I am  undone  elfe. 

Ant.  Who  are  you  ? 

Vio.  My  name  is  Vio/a.,  a Gentlewoman , that  ill  chance 
hath  diftreffed,  you  know  my  Father. 

Mer.  Alas  of  god  we’ll  let  her  in,  ’tis  one  of  the  Gen- 
tlewomen were  here  i’th’  evening,  I know  her  by  her  name, 
( poor  foul)  fhee’s  cold  I warrant  her , let  her  have  my 
warme  Bed,  and  I’ll  take  her  fortune  •,  come,  pray  come . 

Ant.  It  is  not  Vio/a,  that’s  certain,  foe  went  home  to  her 
Fathers,  I am  fure. 

Vio.  Will  not  you  be  fo  good  to  let  me  in  ? 

Ant.  I’ll  be  fo  good  to  have  you  whipt  away  if  you  ftay 
a little  longer  : Shee’s  gone  I warrant  her,now  let  me  know 
your  caufe , for  I will  hear  it,  and  not  repent  the  know- 
ing. _ • 

A<fer.  Since  you  are  fo  importunate,  I’ll  tell  you,  I love 
your  Wife  extreamly. 

Ant.  Very  well. 

Mer.  And  fo  well  that  I dare  not  ftay.  " 

Ant.  Why? 

Mer.  For  wronging  you,  I know  I am  flefo  and  blood, 
and  you  have  done  me  friendfoips  infinite  and  often,  that 
muff;  require  me  honeft,  and  a true  Man,  and  I will  be  fo,or 
I’il  break  my  heart. 

Ant.  V\foy,  you  may  ftay  for  all  this,  methinks. 

Mer.  No,  though  I wood  be  good,-  I am  no  iaint,  nor  i 
it  fafe  to  try  me,  I deal  plainly. 

Ant.  Come,  1 dare  try  you,  do  the  bell  you  can. 

Mer.  Yfou  foall  not,  when  l am  right  agen,  i’.l  com:  and 
fee  you,  till  when.  I’ll  ufeallCountryes,  and  all  means,  but  ^ 
will  lofe  this  folly, ’tis  a Divel. 

Is  there  no  way  to  ftay  you  ? 

Mer.  No,  unlefs  you  will  have  me  fuch  a villain  to  you, as 
all  men  foall  fpit  at  me.  . • t m 

Ant.  Do’s  foe  know  you  love  her  ? 

Mer.  No,  I hope  nor,  that  were  recompence  fit  for  a 
Rogue  to  render  her. 

Ant.  If  ever  any  had  a faithful  friend,  I am  that  Man, 
and  I may  glory  in’t,  this  is  he,  that  ipfe,  he  that  paffes  all 
Chriftendome  for  good'nefs,  he  .foall  not  over  goe  me  in 
his  friendfoip,  ’twere  recreant  and  bafe,  and  I’ll  be  hang’d 
firft,I  amrefolv’d,gothy  wayes,  a Wife  will  never  part  us : 

1 have  confider’d,  arid  I find  her  nothing  to  fuCh  a friend  as 
thou  art;,  I’ll  fpeak  a bold  world  , take  your  time  and 
woe  her,  you  have  overcome  me  clearly,  a fid  do  what’s  | 
fitting  with  her,  you  conceive  nie,  1 a.m  glad  at  heart  you 
love  her:  by  this  light,  ne’re  flare  upon  me,  for  1 will  not 
ffye  from  it,  if  you  had  fpoken  fooner,  fure  you  had  been 
ferv’d Sir,  you  are  not  every  Man,  now  to  your  taske,  I 
give  you'  free  leave,  and  the  fin  is  mine  if  there  be  any 
in  it.  ■ ' j , 
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A/.i*.  H.'  wil!  be  liaiigM  before  he  makes  this  good,  he 
coiinoc  be  lo  innocent  a Coxcombe,  he  can  tell  ten  lure,  if  I 
had  never  known  you  as  1 have  done,  I might  be  one,  as 
others  perhaps  Iboncr,  but  now  ’tis  impollible,  there’s  too 
nv.icri  goovi  between  ns. 

A>:t.  \\  ell,  thou  art  e’en  thebeffman lean  fay  no 

more,  1 am,  lb  over-joy’cl,  you  mult  Itay  this  night,  and  in 
the  mornii'g  go  as  early  as  you  pleale,  1 have  a toy  for  you. 

Mif.  1 thought  tins  pill  would  make  you  lick. 

A>:t.  But  where  you  mean  to  be  I mufi:  have  notice. 

And  it  mult  be  hard  by  too,  do  you  mark  me  ? 

\\  hy,  \\  hat’s  the  matter.^ 

A it.  There  is  a thing  in  hand. 

A/.-r.  Why  ? \V  hat  thing  ? 

Ayj,  A lound  one,  if  it  take  right,  and  you  be  not  pce- 

y.lu.  VVe  two  will  be you  would  little  think  it^  as 

famous  for  our  friendihip 

Aitr.  How  ? 

A -It.  If  Heaven  plcafe,  as  ever  'Damon  was,  and  Vythcas  ^ 
or  P\!jdes^  and  Orejles^  or  any  two  that  ever  were : clo  you 
conceive  me  yet/ 

A ter.  N o,  by  my  troth,  Sir  he  will  not  help  me  up  fure. 

A>:t.  You  ihall  anon,  and  for  our  names,  I think  they  fhall 
liv-c  alter  us,and  be  remember’d  while  there  is  a ftory  ^ or  I’ll 
lofc  my  aime. 

M r.  W’hat  a vengeance  ailes  he  1 How  do  you  ? 

Ant.  Yes  faith,  we  two  will  be  fuch  friends,  as  the  world 
fnaTI  ring  of. 

M r.  A nd  why  is  all  this  ? 

A 'U.  You  fhali  enjoy  my  wife. 

hler.  Away,  away. 

A :t.  The  wonder  mufc  begin,  fo  I have  call  it,  ’twill  be 
feurw  elfe,  you  fhall  not  ftira  foot  in’t,  pray  be  quiet  till 
I I have  made  it  perfeff. 

A/cr.  What  fhall  a Man  do  wuth  this  wretched  fellow 
; fae'.e  s - .o  mercy  to  be  iifed  towards  him,  he  is  not  capa- 
ble oi  any  p'irty,  he  will  in  fpight  of  conrle  be  a Cuckold, 

And  who  can  help  it?  mufl:  it  begin  fo  needs  Sir?  

think  ag'  n. 

Am.  Yes  marry  mull  it,  and  I my  felf  will  woe  this  wo- 
man 'or  vo’J-  Do  you  perceive  it  now?  ha  ? 

r.  Yes,  now  1 have  a littld fight  kh’  matter;,  O that 
th  head  ih(/uld  be  fo  monlfrous,that  all  thy  Servants  hats 
ray  hanc  ig-on’c ! but  do  you  meane  to  do  this  ? 

Ant.  Y<.s  cenain,  Iwiii  woe  her,  and  for  you,  flrivcnot 
asair.fl  it , ’tis  the  overthrow  of  the  belt  plot  that  ever 
was  the 

Mtr.  N'ay,  I’ll  affuieyou.  Sir,  I’ll  do  no  harm,  you  have 
too  much  about  you  of  your  own. 

Ant.  Have  you  thought  of  a place  yet? 

A/cr.  A place  ? 

A t.  ] 2l  place  where  you  will  bide,  prethee  no  more  of 
'his  modcfhy,’tis  foolilh,and  we  were  not  determin’d  to  be 
abfolnte  friends  indeed, ’twere  tolerable. 

hi  r.  ' have  thought,  and  you  fhall  hear  from  me. 

Ant.  Why,  this  wull  gain  me  everlafling  glory  ^ I have 
bettpr  o^  him,  that’s  my  comfort,  good  night.  Exit. 

hhr  Good  night,  well  go  thy  wayes,  thou  art  the  tydieft 
virrsl!  tbiK  day  1 think  above  ground,  and  yet  thy  end  for 
all  ihi  mult  be  mottly.  Exit. 

E,nter  a Tinker  tvith  a Cord.,  Dorothy. 

Tin\.  ’Tis  better  cold a plague  upon  thefc  Rogues, 
ho  V warv  they  are  grown?  not  a door  open  now,  but 
d'/  ;Ic  barr’d  not  a Window,  but'  up  with  a. cafe  of  wood 
f e a f:Te  box,  and  their  locks  unpickable,  the  very 
Smvh>  that  were  half  ventures,  drink  penitent, 
fin-le  Ah',  this  is  the  Iron  age,  the  Ballad  fingsof-,  well,  I 
fhr  ’l  meet  with  lomcof  our  loofc  Linncn  yet, good  fellows 
m n-  not  ftarve-,  here’s  he  fhall  fhew  Coda  mightics  dog 
lx)lts,  if  this  hold. 

Dorothy.  Faith  thou  art  but  too  merciful , that’s  thy 


iault,  thou  art  as  fweet  a Thief,  that  fin  excepted,  as  ever 
luftcr’d,  that’s  a proud  word,  and  I’ll  maintain  it. 

7inck^.  Come,  prethee  let’s  fliogg  off,  and  browze  an 
hour  or  tw'o , there’s  Ale  will  make  a Cat  Ipeak , at  the 
harrow,  we  fhall  get  nothing  now,  without  we  batter, ’tis 
grown  too  near  morning,  the  Rogues  lleep  fober,  and  are 
watchful. 

Dorit.  We  want  a Boy  extreamly  for  this  funftion,  kept 
under  for  a year,  with  milk,  and  knot-grafs  ^ in  my  time  1 
have  feen  a boy  do  wonders Kobbin  the  red  Tinker  had  a 
Boy,  Reft  his  Soul,  he  fiiffer’dthis  timcj4  years,  for  two 
Spoons,  and  a Pewter  Candleftick,  that  Iweet  Man  had  a 
Boy,  as  I am  Curftend  Whore,  would  have  run  through  a 
Cat  hole,  he  would  have  boulted  fuch  a piece  of  Linen  in 
an  evening 

Einck,  Well,  we  will  have  a Boy,  prethee  lets  go  I am 
vengeance  cold  I tell  thee,  ’ 

Dorothy.  I’ll  be  bang’d  before  I ftir  without  fome  pur- 
chafe  , by  thele  ten  bones,  I’ll  turn  Ihe-ape,  and  untile  a 
houfe , but  I’ll  have  it , it  may  be  I have  a humor  to  be 
bang’d,  I cannot  tell. 

Enter  Viola. 

7incf{.  Peace,  you  flead  Whore,  thou  haft  a mouth  like  a 
Bloodhound,  here  comes  a night-fhade. 

Dorit.  A Gentlewoman  Whore,  by  this  darknefs  I’ll  cafe 
her  to  the  skin. 

7inck.  Peace,  I fay. 

Viola.,  What  fear  have  I endur’d  this  difinal  night? 

And  what  difgrace,  iff  were  feen  and  known? 

In  which  this  darknefs  onely  is  my  friend. 

That  onely  has  undone  me  ^ a thoufand  curfes 
Light  on  my  eafie,fooIifh,chiIdifhlove, 

That  durft  fo  lightly  lay  a confidence 
Upon  a Man,  fo  many  being  falfe  ^ 

My  wearinefs , and  weeping,  makes  me  fleepy , I muft  lie 
down. 

7incl{.  What’s  this?  a Prayer,  or  a Homily,  or  a Ballad 
of  good  councel?  fhc  has  a Gown,  I am  fure. 

Dor.  Knock  out  her  brains,  and  then  fliee’ll  nee’r  bite. 

7inck.  Yes,  I will  knock  her,  but  not  yet,  you?  woman? 

Viol.  For  Gods  fake  what  are  you? 

Tinck.  One  of  the  groornes  of  your  wardrobe,  come,  un- 
cafe, uncafe  byr  Lady  a good  Kerfey. 

Vio.  Pray  do  not  hurt  me,  Sir. 

Dor.  Let’s  have  no  pitty,  for  if  you  do,  here’s  that  fhall 
cut  your  whiffle. 

Viol.  Alas,  what  would  you  have?  I am  as  miferable 
as  you  can  make  me  any  way. 

Dor.  That  Ihall  be  try’d. 

Vio.  Here,  take  my  Gown,  if  that  will  do  youpleafure. 

Yes  marry  will  it,  look  in  the  Pockets  Doll,  there 
may  be  birds. 

Dor.  They  are  flown,  a pox  go  with  them^  I’ll  have  this 
Hat,  and  this  Ruffe  too,  I like  it,  now  will  I flourifh  like  a 
Lady,  brave,  I faith  boy. 

Vi(t.  Y’are  fo  gentle  people  to  my  feeming, 

That  by  my  truth  I could  live  with  you. 

Tin.  Could  you  fo  ? a pretty  young  round  wench , well 
blouddcd,  I am  for  her,  Theeves. 

Dor.  But  by  this  I amnot,  coole  your  Codpiece,  Rogue, 
or  I’ll  clap  a fpcll  upon’t,  fhall  take  your  edge  off  with  a 
very  vengeance. 

Tin.  Peace,  horfe-flefh,  peace.  I’ll  caft  off  my  Amazon , 
fhe  has  walk’d  too  long,  and  is  indeed  notorious,  Ihee’ll 
fight  and  fcould,  and  drink  like  one  of  the  worthies. 

I)orf.Uds,pretious  yon  young  contagious  Whore,muft  you 
bcticing  ? and,  Is  your  flefh  fo  wranck,  Sir,  that  two  may 
live  upon’t  ? I am  glad  to  hear  your  CortaJIs  grown  fo 
lufty-,  he  was  dry  founder’d  t’other  day,  wehec  my  pam- 
per’d Jade  of  Afia. 

Vio.  Good  Woman  do  not  hurt  me , I am  lorry  that  I 
have  given  any  caufe  of  anger. 

Dor.  Either  bind  her  quickly,  and  come  away,  or  by  this 
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ftcel  I’ll  tell  thee,  though  1 trufs  for  company;  now  could 
d cate  her  broyl’d,  or  any  way,  without  Vinegar,  1 mult 
have  her  Nole. 

Vio,  By  any  thing  you  love  bell  , good  Sir,  good  Wo- 
man. 

7/ff.  Why  her  Nofe,  Derothy  ? 

Vor.  If  I have  it  not,  and  prefcntly  warm,  I lofc  that  I 
go  withal. 

Tin.  Wood  th’e  Devil  had  that  thou  gocft  vvithall , and 
thee  together,for  lure  he  got  thy  whelps  if  thou  half  any, 
Ihces  thy  dccre  dad,  Whore ! put  up  your  cutpurfc  •,  an  I 
take  my  fwitch  up,  ’twill  be  a black  time  with  you  elfc  , 
Iheth  your  bung  VVhorc. 

Vor.  Will  you  bind  her?  we  fliall  ftand  here  prating  , 
and  be  hang’d  both. 

Iht.  Come,  I mult  bind  you,  not  a word,  no  crying. 

Vio.  Do  what  you  Vvill,  indeed  I will  not  cry. 

7///.'  Hurt  her  not,  if  thou  dolt,  by  Ale  and  Beer,  I’ll 
cloL’t  thy  old  bald  brain  pan,  with  a piece  of  Brals , you 
Bitch  incarnate.  Exetm  Tinker  and  Dorothy. 

Plo’j.  O Heaven,  to  what  am  1 referv’d,  that  knew  not 
Through  all  mychildilli  hours  and  adions. 

More  fm,  than  poor  imagination. 

And  too  much  loving  of  a faithlefs  Man? 

For  which  I’m  paid,  and  fo,that  not  the  day 
That  now  is  riling  toproted  the  harmlefs. 

And  give  the  innocent  a landuary 
•From  theeves  andfpoiIers,can  deliver  me 
From  lhame,3.t  Ha  t liifpition — 

Enter  Valerio. 

Val.  Sirrah,  lead  down  the  horles  eafily.  Til  walke  a 
foot  till  I be  down  the  hill,  ’tis  very  early,  I lhall  reach 
home  betimes.  How  now,  whofe  there  ? 

Via,  Night,  that  was  ever  friend  to  Lovers,  yet 
Has  rais’d  fome  weary  Soul,  that  hates  his  bed. 

To  come  and  fee  me  blulh,  and  then  laugh  at  me. 

Val.  H’ad  a rude  heart  that  did  this. 

Vio.  Gentle  Sir, 

f you  have  that  v^ich  honeft:  men  call  pitty. 

And  be  as  far  from  evil  as  you  Ihew  ^ 

delp  a poor  Maid,  that  this  night  by  bad  fortune 

Has  been  thus  us’d  by  Robbers, 

Val.  A pox  upon  his  heart  that  would  not  help  thee,  this 
Thief  was  half  a Lawyer  by  his  bands , How  long  have 
you  been  tyed  here.f’ 

Viol.  Alas,  this  hour,  and  with  cold  and  fear  am  almolt 
5erilht. 

Vjf.  Where  were  the  watch  the  while  ? good  fober  Gent, 
they  were  like  careful  members  of  the  City , drawing  in 
dilig-^nt  Ale,  and  linging  catches,  while  Mr.  Conftable  con- 
triv’d the  Tofts ; thefe  fellows  would  be  more  feverelypu- 
nilht  than  wandring  Gipfies,  that  every  ftatute  whips’^  for 
if  they  had  every  one  two  eyes  a piece  more,  three  pots 
would  put  them  out. 

Viol.  I cannot  tell,  I found  no  Chriftian  to  give  me  fuc- 
cor. 

Val.  When  they  take  a Thief,  I’ll  tzke  Ofiend  agen-,the 
whorfons  drink  Opium  in  their  Ale,  and  then  they  lleep  like 
tops^  as  for  their  bills,  they  only  ferve  to  reach  down  Ba- 
con to  make  Ralhers  on  •,  now  let  me  know  whom  I have 
done  this  courtefie  too , that  I may  thank  my  early  riling 
lOr  it  ? 

Viol.  Sir,  All  I am,  you  fee. 

Val.  You  have  a name  I’m  fure,anda  kindred,  a Father, 
'riend,  or  fomething  that  mufc  own  you  ^ fhee’s  a handfome 
young  Wench  j *What  Rogues  were  thefe  to  Rob 
ler  ? 

Vio.  Sir,  you  fee  all  I dare  reveale. 

And  as  you  are  a Gentleman  prefs  me  no  further  j 
For  there  begins  a grief,  whofe  bitternefs 
Will  break  a ftronger  heart  than  I have  in  me. 

And  ’twill  but  make  you  heavy  with  the  hearing. 
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l or  your  own  goodnefs  fake  dclirc  it  not, 

Val.  If  you  would  not  have  me  enquire  that.  How  do 
you  live  then? 

Vi  )l.  How  1 have  liv’d,  is  ftill  one  queftion, 

Which  mull:  not  be  relolv’d 

How  1 defireto  live,  is  in  your  liking, 
j So  worthy  an  opinion  I have  of  you. 

I Val.  Is  in  my  liking?  Howl  pray  thee  ? tell  me,  i’faith 
, I’ll  do  you  any  good  lies  in  my  pow  er  •,  file  has  an  eye  would 
raifea  bedrid  man^  come,  leave  your  fear,  and  tell  me, 
that’s  a good  Wench. 

Viol.  Sir,  1 would  ferve — 

Val.  Who  would’ft  thou  ferve  ? do  not  weep  and  tell 
me. 

Viol.  Faith,  Sir,  even  fome  good  woman,  andfuch  a wife 
if  you  be  married,  I do  imagine  yours. 

Val.  Alas!  thou  art  young  and  tender,  let  me  fee  tfiy 
hand,  this  was  ne’er  made  to  wa(h,  orwind  up  water,  beat 
cloaths,  or  rub  a floor,  by  this  light,  for  one  ufe  that  fhall 
be  namelefs,  ’tis  the  beft  wanton  hand  that  e’re  1 lookt 
on. 

Vio.  Dare  you  accept  me,  Sir,  my  heart  is  honeft. 

Among  your  vertuous  charitable  deeds. 

This  will  not  be  the  leaft. 

Val.  Thou  canft  in  a Chamber? 

Vio.  In  a Chamber,  Sir  ? 

Val.  I mean  wait  there  upon  a Gentlewoman, 

How  quick  flie  is,  1 like  that  mainly  too  9 
I’ll  have  her,  though  I keep  her  with  main  ftrength  like  a 
befieged  Town,  for  I know  1 fhall  have  the  Enemy  afore  me 
within  a week,  h 

Viol.  Sir,  I can  low  too,  and  make  pretty  laces, 

Drefs  a head  handfome,  teach  young  Gentlewomen, 

For  in  all  thefe  I have  a little  knowledge, 

Val.  ’Tis  well,  no  doubt  I fhall  encreafe  that  knowledge-, 
I like  her  better  ftill,  how  flie  provokes  me  •,  pritty  young 
Maid,  you  fnall  ferve  a good  Gentlewoman,  though  I fay’t, 
that  will  not  be  unwilling  you  fhould  pleafe  me,  nor  i 
forgetful  if  you  do. 

Viol.  1 am  the  happier. 

Val.  My  man  fhall  make  fome  fnift  to  carry  you  behind 
him.  Can  you  ride  well  ? 

Plola.  But  ril  hold  faft  for  catching  of  a ^all. 

Val.  That’s  the  next  way  to  pull  another  on  you.  I’ll  work 
her  as  I go,  I know  fhee’s  wax,  now,  now,  at  this  time  could 
1 beget  a Worthy  on  this  Wench, 

Viol.  Sir,  for  this  Gentlenefs,  may  Heaven  requite  you 
tenfold. 

Val  ’Tis  a good  Wench,  however  others  ufe  thee,  be 
fure  I’ll  be  a loving  Mafter  to  thee,  come.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio  like  an  Irijh  Footman^  with  a Letter, 

Ant.  I hope  I am  wild  enough,  for  being  known,  I have ' 
writ  a Letter  here,  and  in  it  have  abus’d  my  felfmoft  bit- 
terly, yet  all  my  fear  is  not  enough,  for  that  muft  do  it,that 
muft  lay  it  on , I’ll  win  her  out  i’th’  flint,  ’twill  be  more 
fam.ous,  now  for  my  language. 

Enter  Servingman. 

Ser.  Now,  Sir,  Who  would  you  fpeak  with  ? ‘ 

Ant.  Where  be  thy  Maftres  Man?  1 would  fjeak  with 
her, 

I have  a Letter. 

Ser.  Cannot  I deliver  it  ? 

Ant.  No,  by  my  trot,  and  fait,  can’ft  thou  not  Man. 

Ser,  Well, Sir,  I’ll  call  her  to  you, pray  fliake your  ears 
without  a little.  Exit  Servingman. 

Ant.  Cran  a Cree  do  it  quickly,  this  rebbel  tonge  fticks 
in  my  teeth  worfe  than  a tough  Hen,  lure  it  was  ne’er  known 
at  Babel,  for  they  fould  no  Apples,  and  this  was  made 
for  certain  at  the  firft  planting  of  Orchards,  ’tis  fo  crab- 
bed. 

E^ntet 


The  Coxcombe, 


K/;t:r  Wife,  and  Scrvingman. 

M.jr.  W’hat's  he  wood  fpcak  with  me? 

S<rr.  A kill  kcnny  ring,  there  he  Hands  Madam. 

Mir.  What  would  you  have  with  me,  friend? 

^ nt.  He  has  a Letter  for  other  Women, W'ilt  thou  read  it. 

. From  whence? 

Dc  Crolle  creell:  from  my  MaHer.* 

Who  is  voiir  Mafter? 

I pray  do  you  look. 

M.ir.  L^o  yon  know  this  fellow? 

Srr.  J\o  Maddam,  not  I,  more  than  an  Trip  Footman, 
Hand  further  friend,  I do  not  like  your  ropcrunners,What 
Hallion  Rogues  rre  thde,to  wcare  fuch  dowfetts,  the  very 
Cotton  may  commit  adultery. 

M.ir.  1 cannot  find  whofe  hand  this  (liould  be , I’ll  read. 
To  the  beauteous  \\i  eof  Don  lure  this  is  Ibme  blind 

feribe  — well  novv,W’hat  follows? 

Am.  Pray  God  ic  teke,  1 have  given  her  that,  will  ftir 
her  confcience,  how  it  works  with  her  ^ hope,  if  it  be  thy 
will,  let  the  flelh  have  it. 

Mar.  This  is  the  molt  abhor’d,  intollerable  knavery, 
that  ever  Have  entertain’d.  Lure  there  is  more  than  thine 
Own  head  in  this  villany,  it  goes  like  praiftic’d  mifehiefe^ 
difabled  in  his  body  ? O good  God,  as  I live  he  lies  fear- 
fully, and  bafely,  ha?  I fliould  know  that  Jewel, ’tis  my  hus- 
band, come  hither  Ihat,  Are  you  an  Irifh  Man  ? 

Ant.  Sweete  W’oman  a Cree  I am  an  Irifn  man  ? 

Mur.  Now  I know  it perfciftly •,  is  this  your  trick,  Sir? 
I’il  trick  you  for  it  j How  long  have  you  ferv’d  this  Gen- 
tleman. 

Am.  Pleafe  thee  a little  day,  Omy  Mjc  dermottd put  me 
to  my  Maftree,  ’tis  don  I know. 

M.ir.  By  my  faith  he  fpeaks  as  well  as  if  he  had  been 
loufy  for  the  language  a year  or  two  well.  Sir,  you  had  been 
better  have  kept  your  own  (liape  as  I will  ule  you.  What 
have  T done  that  flio'dd  deferve  this  tryal?  I never  made 
him  CuToId,  to  my  knov^ledgc,  Sirrah  come  hither. 

Am.  Now  will  llie  fend  fomc  Icwel,  or  Lome  Letter,  I 
know  her  mind  as  well  •,  I (hall  be  famous. 

.\/  ir.  Take  this  Irifli  bawde  here. 

Am.  Ho'.'.’? 

Mjr.  And  k.ick  him  till  his -breeches  and  breech  be  of 
one  colour,  a bright  blew  both. 

Am.  I may  be  wcH  fwing’d  thus,  for  I dare  not  reveale 
my  fdl,  1 hope  flie  does  not  mean  it,  O hone,  Ohone,  O 
St.  O a Crce,0  Ivveet  Woman. 

M-ir.  No,  turn  him,  and  kick  him  o’  t’other  fide,  that’s 
well. 

Ant.  O good  waiting  Man,  I befecch  thee  good  waiting 
man,  a pov  fyre  your  Legs. 

M.ir.  Wj  Rogue,  you  enemy  to  all.  but  little  breeches, 
How  dar’H  thou  come  tome  with  (uch  a Letter? 

Ant.  Prethce  pitty  the  poor  Irilhman,  all  this  makes  for 
me,  if  1 win  her  yet,  I am  Hill  more  glorious. 

Mir.  Now  could  1 weep  at  what  I have  done,  but  I’ll 
harden  my  heart  agen,  go  (but  him  up,  ’till  my  husband 
comes  home,  yet  thus  much  ere  ye  go,  firrah  thach’d  head, 
Would’H  not  thou  be  whipt,  and  think  it  JuHice?  well 
Afjitnit£  Parrel,  I will  bounce  you. 

Am.  I pray  do,  I hefeech  vo  i be  not  angry. 

Mir.  O you  hobby  headed  Ralcal,  I’ll  have  you  Head , 
and  trofiers  made  of  thy  skin  to  tumble  in,  go  a way  with 
him,  let  him  fee  no  fiin,  till  my  husband  come  home,  Sir,  1 
(hall  meet  with  vou  for  your  knavery,  1 fear  it  not. 

Am.  Wilt  thoii  not  let  me  go?  I do  not  like  this. 

Mir.  Away  with  him. 

Striin^min.  Comc,  I’ll  lead  yon  in  by  yoiir  Jack  a lent 
hair,  go  quietly,  or  I’ll  make  your  crupper  crack. 

Mir.  And  do  vou  hear  me,  Sirrah?  and  when  you  have 
done,  make  mv  Coach  ready. 

Sen  in?.  Yci  foribotb.  f>/bServingman  jvfi/>  Antonio. 

Mir.  Lock  him  up  fafe  enough.  I’ll  to  this  Gentleman, 


I know  the  reafon  of  all  rliis  bufinefs,  for  I do  rufped  it, 
If  he  have  this  plot,  I’ll  ring  him  fuch  a peal,  fliall  make 
his  eares  deaf  for  a month  at  leaH.  £xit. 

Enter  Richardo. 


Kic.  Am  I not  mad  ? Can  this  weak  temper’d  head, 
That  will  be  mad  with  drink,  endure  the  wrong 
That  I have  done  a Virgin,  and  my  Love^ 

Be  mad,  for  fo  thou  ought’H,  or  I will  beate 
The  walls  and  trees,  down  with  thee,  and  will  let 
Either  thy  memory  out,  or  madneis  in  ^ 

But  Hire  I never  lov’d  fair  Viola^ 

I never  lov’d  my  Father,  nor  my  Mother, 

Or  any  thing  but  drink  ^ had  I had  love  ^ 

Nay,  had  1 known  fomnch  charity, 

As  would  have  fav’d  an  Infant  from  the  fire, 

I had  been  naked,  raving  in  the  Hreet^ 

With  haLe  a face,  gafhing  my  felf  with  knives. 

Two  houres  ere  this  time. 

Enter  Pedro,  Silvio,  llberto. 

Fed.  Good  morrow  Sir. 

Ekh.Good  morrow  Gentlemen,  fiiall  wegodrink  a^en  ? 
I have  my  wits.  ^ 

Fed.  So  have  I,  but  they  are  unfetied  ones,  would  I had 
Ibme  porrige. 

Eicb.  The  Tavern  boy  was  here  this  morning  with  me 
And  told  me,  that  there  was  a Gentlewoman, 

Which  he  took  lor  a MHiore,that  hung  on  me: 

For  whom  we  quarrel’d,  and  I know  not  what. 

Fed.  1 faith  nor  I. 

'I  be.  I have  a glimmering  of  fomefuch  thing. 

Kich.  Was  it  you,  5;/wo, 

That  made  me  drink  lb  much  ? ’twas  you  or  Fedn>. 

Fed.  I know  not  who. 

Sil.  We  are  all  apt  enough. 

Eich.  But  I will  Jay  the  lamt  on  none  but  me. 

That  I would  be  fo  entreated,  comc  Si  via., 

Shall  we  go  drink  agen,  come  Gentlemen, 

Why  do  you  Hay,  let’s  never  leave  off  now, 

W hil’Hwc  have  Wine,  and  Throats,  I’ll  pradife  it. 

Till  I have  made  it  my  beH  quality. 

For  what  is  beH  for  me  to  do  but  that? 

For  Heaven  fake  come  and  drink-,  when  I am  nam’d. 

Men  fnall  make  anfwer.  Which  Eicbardo  mean  you? 

The  excellent  drinker  ? I will  have  it  fo. 

Will  you  go  drink  ? 

Silv.  V Ve  drunk  too  much  too  lately. 

Etch.  Why  there  is  then  the lefs behind  todrink' 

Let’s  end  it  all,difpatch  that,wee’l  fend  abroad. 

And  purchafe  all  the  Wine  the  world  can  yield, 

And  then  drink  it  off,  then  take  the  fruits  o’th’  earth, 
DiHil  the  Juice  from  them,  and  drink  that  off  ^ 

Wee’l  catch  the  rain  before  it  fall  to  ground, 

And  drink  off  that  that  never  more  may  grow  ^ 

Wee’l  fetour  mouths  to  Springs,  and  drink  them  off. 

And  all  this  while  wee’l  never  think  of  thole 
That  love  us  beH,  more  than  we  did  laH  night. 

We  will  not  give  unto  the  poor  a drop 
Of  all  this  drink,  but  when  we  fee  them  weep, 

Wee’l  run  to  them,  and  drink  their  tears  off  too, 

Wee’l  never  leave  whilH  there  is  heat  ormoiHure, 

In  this  large  globe,  but  fuck  it  cold  and  dry, 

Till  we  have  made  it  Elemental  earth. 

Merely  by  drinking. 

Fed.  Is’t  flattery  to  tell  you,  you  are  mad? 

Ekh.  Ifitbcfalfe, 

There’s  no  fuch  way  to  bind  me  to  a Man  ^ 

He  that  will  have  me,  lay  my  goods  and  lands. 

My  life  down  far  him,  need  no  more,  but  fay, 

Richardo  thou  art  mad,  and  then  all  th-efe 
Are  at  his  fervice,  then  he  pleafes  me. 

And  makes  me  think  that  I had  vertue  in  me. 

That 
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That  I had  love,  and  tenderncls  of  heart, 

That  though  I have  committed  llich  a fault, 

As  never  creature  did,  yet  running  mad, 

As  honeft  men  flionld  do  for  Inch  a crime, 

I have  expreft  fome  worth,  though  it  be  late : 

But  I alas  have  none  of  thele  in  me. 

But  keep  my  wits  ftill  like  a frozen  Man, 

That  had  no  fire  within  him. 

Sil.  Nay,  good  Kichardo  leave  this  wild  talk,  and  fend  a 
letter  to  her.  I’ll  deliver  it. 

Kick.  ’Tis  to  no  purpofe  ^ perhaps  fhe’s  loft  laft  night, 
Or  Ihe  got  home  agen,  fhe’s  now  fo  ftricflly 
Look’d  to,  the  wind  can  ftarce  come  to  her,  or  admit 
She  were  herfelf*,  if  fhe  would  hear  from  me, 

From  me  unworthy,  that  have  us’d  her  thus. 

She  were  fb  foolifh,  that  fhe  were  no  more 
To  be  bclov’d. 

Enter  Andrugio  and  Servant  with  a Night-gorrn. 

Ser.  Sir,  we  have  found  this  night-gown  fhe  took  with  her. 
Rich.  Where  ? where  ? fpeak  quickly. 

Ser.  Searching  in  the  Suburbs , we  found  a Tinker  and 
his  Whore  that  had  it  in  a Tap-houfe , whom  we  appre- 
hended, and  they  confeft  they  ftole  it  from  her. 

Rich.  And  murthered  her  .•? 

Sil.  What  aile  you  man  ? 

Rich.  Why  all  this  doth  not  make  me  mad. 

Sil.  It  does,  you  would  not  offer  this  elfe,  good  Pedro 
look  to  his  fword. 

Ser.  They  do  deny  the  killing  of  her,  but  fwore  they  left 
her  tyed  to  a Tree,  in  the  fields,  next  thofe  Suburbs  that 
are  without  our  Ladies  gate,  near  day,  and  by  the  Rode,  fb 
thatfbme  paflinger  muff:  needs  unty  her  quickly. 

^nd.  The  will  of  Heaven  be  done  ? Sir,  I will  only  en- 
:reat  you  this,  that  as  you  were  the  greateft  occafion  of  her 
oft,  that  you  will  be  pleafed  to  urge  your  friends,  and  be 
your  felf  earneft  in  the  fearch  of  her  if  fhe  be  found,  fhe 
is  yours,  if  fhe  pleafe,!  my  felf  only,  fee  thefe  people  bet- 
ter examin’d,  and  after  follow  fome  way  in  learch,  God 
ccep  you  Gentlemen,  Exit, 

Sil.  Alas  good  man ! 

Rie.  What  think  you  now  of  me,  1 think  this  lump 
s nothing  but  a piece  of  fleagme  congeal’d 
Without  a fbul,  for  where  there’s  fo  much  fpirit 
As  would  but  warm  a flea,  thofe  faults  of  mine 
Would  make  it  glow,  and  flame  in  this  dull  heart. 

And  run  like  molten  gold  through  every  fin. 

Till  it  could  burft  thefe  walls,  and  fly  away. 

Shall  I intreat  you  all  to  take  your  horfes. 

And  fearch  this  innocent  > 

Fed.  With  all  our  hearts. 

Ric.  Do  not  divide  your  felves  till  you  come  there. 
Where  they  fay  fhe  was  ty’d.  I’ll  follow  too, 

But  never  to  return  till  fhe  be  found. 

Give  me  my  fword  good  Pedro.,  1 will  do 
No  harm,  believe  me,  with  it,  I am  now 
Farr  better  temper’d  ^ if  I were  not  fb, 

I have  enow  befides,  God  keep  you  all,  ... 

And  fend  us  good  fuccefs.  ‘ Exemt. 


Tmius. 

ScA’na  Frima-, 

Enter  Mercury,  and  Servant; 

Mer.  tXrHo  isit.^  can  you  tell? 

V V Ser.  By  my  troth,  Sir,  I know  not,  but 

’tis  a Gentlewoman. 

Mer.  A Gentleman,  I’ll  lay  my  life,  you  puppy,  h’asfcnt 
his  Wife  tome:  if  he  have,  fling  up  the  bed. 

Ser.  Here  fhe  is.  Sir. 

Enter  V\hfe  rpith  a Letter. 

Wife.  I am  glad  1 found  you  Sir,  there,  take  your  Letter, 
and  keep  it  till  you  have  another  friend  to  wrong,  ’tis  too 
malicious  falle  to  make  me  fin,  you  have  provoked  me  to 
be  that  I love  not,  a talker,  and  you  fnall  hear  me. 
vVhy  fnould  you  dare  to  imagine  me 
So  light  a hufwife,  that  from  four  hours  knowledge 
You  might  prefume  to  offer  to  my  credit 
This  rude  and  ruffian  tryal,  I am  fiire 
i never  courted  you,  nor  gave  you  tokens. 

That  mightconcernaffurance,  you  are  a fool. 

Mer.  I cannot  blame  you  now,  I fee  this  letter. 

Though  you  be  angry,  yet  with  me  you  muft  not, 

Unlefs  you’l  make  me  guilty  of  a wrong, 

My  worft  afieflions  hate - 

Wife.  Did  not  you  fend  it  ? 

Mer.  No,  upon  my  faith,  which  is  more , I underftand 
it  not  i the  hand  is  as  far  from  my  knowledge,  as  the  ma- 
lice. 

Wife.  This  is  ftrange. 

Mer.  It  is  fb,  and  had  been  ftranger,  and  indeed  more 
hateful. 

Had  I,  that  have  receiv’d  fuch  courtefies,  and  Owe  fomany 
Thanks,  done  this  bafe  office. 

Wife.  Your  name  is  at  it. 

Mer.  Yes,  but  not  my  nature,  and  I Ihall  hate  my  name 
worfe  than  the  manner,  for  this  bafe  broking  ; you  arc 
wife  and  vertuous,  remove  this  fault  from  me  ^ for  on  the 
love  I bear  to  truth  and  goodnefs , this  Letter  dare  not 
name  me  for  the  author. 

Wife.  Now  I perceive  my  husbands  knavery,  if  a(ny  man 
can  but  find  where  he  has  been,  I will  goe  with  this  Gen- 
tleman whatfbever  comes  on’t : and  as  I mean  to  carry  it, 
rboth  he  and  all  the  World  fhall  think  it  fit,  and  thank  me 
for  it. 

Mer.  I muft  confeft  I loved  you,  at  firft,  however  this 
made  me  leave  your  houfe  unmannerly , that  might  pro- 
voke me  to  do  fomething  ill,  both  to  your  honor  and  my 
faith,  and  not  to  write  this  Letter,  which  I hold  fb  truly 
wicked,  that  I will  not  think  on’t. 

Wife.  I do  believe  you,  and  fince  I fee  you  are  free,  my 
words  were  not  meant  to  you,  but  this  is  not  the  half  of 
my  afflidion. 

Mer.  ’Tis  pitty  you  fhould  know  more  vexation  i may  I 
enquire? 

Wife.  Faith,  Sir,  I fear  I have  loft  my  husband. 

Mer.  Your  husband  ? it  cannot  be;  I pitty  her,  hOw  fhe’s 
vext  ? 

Enter  Servant 

Wife.  How  now  ? What  news?  nay  fpeak,  for  wc  muft 
know. 

Ser.  Faith  I have  found  at  length,  by  chance,  where  he 
has  been. 

Wifet  Where.? 

Ser.  In  a blind  out-houfe  in  the  Suburbs,  pray  God  all  be 
well  with  him. 

Wife.  Why  ? Ser.  There 
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>.  1 here  are  his  deaths,  bur,  W hat’s  become  of  him, 

1 cr'ii.ot  ycr  enquire. 

1 am 'a'adof  this-,  furc  they  have  murthcr’d  him, 

' watlVanido? 

.>/;T.  de  not  to  grieved,  before  you  know  the  truth,  you 
h.no  lime  enough  to  weep,  this  is  the  Ibdain’if  milchicf;; 
i;-.d  \oa  not  briu.g  anOlHcer  to  learch  there,  where  you  lay 
oa  round  his  cloaths. 

.s'tr.  Yes,  and  we  ieardit  it,  and  charg’d  the  fellow 
wiai  him:  but  he,  like  a Rogue,  flubborn  Rogue,  made  an. 

1 he  knew  not  where  he  was  ^ he  had  been  there,  but 
where  he  was  now,  he  coaid  not  tell:  I tell  you  true,  1 fear 
him. 

r'-V/'e.  .Are  all  my  hopes  and  longings  to  enjoy  him, 

After  this  3 vears  ir  aveUcome  to  this  ? 

5.V.  Itisrh  e rankdf  houfe  in  all  the  City,  themoftcur-j 
led  loguy  bawdy-noufe.  Hell  fire  it. 

M:r.  This  is  tae  worlt  I heard  yet  -,  M'ill  you  go  home  ? 
ril  bear  you  company,  and  give  you  ihebelb  help  I may: 
this  being  here  will  wrong  you. 

// V/f-.  As  you  are  a Gendeman,  and  as  you  lov’d  your 
dead  friend,  let  me  not  go  home,  that  wifi  but  heap  ofie 
Icrrow  on  another. 

Af(r.  W hy  propofe  any  thing  and  I’Jl  perform’t  j I am 
at  my  wits  end  too. 

S;T.  So  am  I,  Omy  dear  Mafter ! 

Mer.  Peace  you  great  I'ooi. 

in/e.  Then  good  Sir  cari  y me  to  fome  retir’d  place,  far 
from  the  fight  of  this  unhappy  City,  whether  you  will  in- 
deed, 16  it  be  far  enough. 

Mer.  If  I might  CouiKel  yeru,  I think  ’tvvere  better  to  go 
home, 

And  try  what  may  be  done  yet,  he  may  be  at  home  afore 
you,  W ho  can  tell  ? 

infe.  O no,  I know  he’s  dead , I know  he’s  murder’d  j 
tell  me  not  of  going  home,  you  murder  me  too. 

Aler.  W’ell,  fince  it  pleafes  you  to  have  it  fb,  I will  no 
more  peiTwade  you  to  go  home.  I’ll  be  your  guide  in  the 
Countrey,  as  your  grief  doth  command  me,  I have  a Mother 
dwelling  from  this  place  Ibme  20 miles:  the  houle  though 
homely,  yet  able  to  llicw  fomething  like  a welcome  thither 
I’ll  fee  YOU  fafe  with  all  your  borrows. 

With  all  the  Ipecd  that  may  be  thought  upon  ^ I 
. have  a Coach  here  ready , good  Sir  quickly  i I’ll  fit  you 
my  fine  husband. 

Mer.  It  (hall  be  fo^  if  this  fellow  be  dead,  I fee  no  band 
ofanv  other  xMan,  to  tyc  me  from  my  will,  and  I will  fol- 
low her  with  fuch  careful  fcrvice,  that  Ihc  lhall  cither  be  my 
Love,  or  Wife-,  W'ill  you  walk  in? 

JFife.  I thank  yon,  Sir,  but  one  word  with  my  Man,  and 
I am  ready-,  keep  the  Irijl:>  fellow  fafe,  as  you  love  your 
life,  for  lie  1 fear  has  adeep  hand  in  this,  then  fearch  agen,i 
and  get  out  warrants  for  that  naughty  man,  that  keeps  the 
bad  honfe,  that  he  may  anfvver  it,  if  you  find  the  body, 
give  it  due  burial  farewcl.  You  lhall  hear  from  me,  keep 
all  fafe.  Exeunt. 

Ser.  O my  fweet  Maftcr ! 

. Antonio  l^nockin^ 

Ant.rvhh  'nt.  Man-a-crce,  the  Devil  take  thee.  Wilt  thou 
kill  me  here?  I prethee  now  let  me  goc  feek  my  Mafter,  I 
fnall  be  very  chccl  clfc. 

Enter  Servant. 

S't:  Do  voii  hear  man-a-crcc.  I’ll  cree  your  coxcombe , 
and  you  keep  not  fall,  down  you  rogue. 

yiHt.  Good  fvcct  faT  ferving-man,  let  me  out  I bcfeech 
dc,  a;,dby  my  trot  I will  give  dye  VVorlliip  2 fiiillings  in 
-cod  argort. to  buy  dy  Worfhip  pippines. 

.S:r.  Tins  rogue  thinks  all  the  worth  of  man  confifts  in 
Vepins-,  bvthis  light  I’ll  beat  rebellion  out  of  you  forever. 

Ant.  VVilt  thou  not  hear  me  Man  ? isfet^  I’ll  give  thee 
all  1 have  a'-ont  me. 

Sex.  I t’.ank  you,  Sir,fo  I may  have  picking  work. 


Ant,  Here  is  five  fiiillings  Man. 

Serv.  Here  is  a cudgel,  a very  good  one. 

Enter  two  Serving-men. 

2y  Ser.  How  now,  VV’hat’s  the  matter?  Where’s  the 
Irijhman. 

1.  Ser.  There,  a wyth  take  him,  he  makes  more  noife 
alone  there,  than  ten  Lawyers  can  do  with  double,  and  a 
feuivyCafe. 

2.  Ser.  Let  him  out,  I mufi:  talk  with  him. 

Enter  Antonio. 

Ant.  Wilt  thou  give  me  fome  drink,  Ohonc  ? lam  very 
dry  Man. 

2 S:r.  You  fiiall  have  that  fliall  quench  your  thirll,  my 
friend.* 

Ant.  Fate  doll  thou  mean  man. 

2 Ser.  Even  a good  tough  halter. 

Ant.  A halter?  O hone! 

2 Ser.  Sirrah , you  are  a mifchievoiis  Rogue,  that’s  the 
truths 

Ant.  No,  fet  I am  not. 

1 Ser.  Shall  I knock  out  his  brains  ? I have  kill’d  dogs 
have  been  worth  three  of  him  for  all  ufes. 

2 Ser.  Sirrah,  the  truth  on’t  is,  you  muft  with  me  to  a 
Juftice.  O Roger .yKoger. 

1 Ser.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  WiUiam.f 

2 Sfr.  Heavy  news  heavy  newes^  god  comfort  us. 

I Ser.  What  is’t  Man  ? 

Ant.  What’s  the  matter  now  ? I am  e’en  weary  of  this 
way,  would  1 were  out  on’t. 

I Ser.  My  Mafter  fure  is  murder’d,  and  this  curfed 
rogue 

I fear,  has  had  a hand  in’t.  f ) . ! .• 

j4nt.  No  fet  not.  • r . 

1 Ser.  Stand  away , I’ll  kickt  out  of  him : come,  firrha, 
mount,  I’ll  make  you i dance,  you  Rafcal,  kill  my  Maftcr? 
If  thy  breech  Were  cannon  proof,. having  this  good  caufe 
on  my  fide,  1 would  encounter  it  3 hold  f^lv.,Shamr(^cks^  “ 

Ant..  Why  how  noiv  Sirs?  you  will  not  murder  me  indeed. 

2 Scr.  Blefs  us  Roger ! ■ ' 

Ant.  Nay,  I am  no  fpirit. 

2 Sfr.  How  do  you  Sir,  this  is  my  very  Mafter. 

Ant.  Why  well  enough  yet,  but  you  have  a heavy  foot  of 
your  own  3 Where’s  my  Wife. 

I Ser.  Alas  poor  Ibrrowful  Gentlewoman,  flie  thinks  you 
are  dead,  and  has  given  o’re  houfe-keeping. 

Ant.  Whether  is  fhe  gone  then  ? 

1 Ser.  Into  the  Countrey  with  the  Gentleman  your 
Friend  Sir,  to  lee  if  file  can  wear  her  borrows  out  there  ^ Ihe 
weeps  and  takes  on  too  too ' i 

Ant.  This  falls  out  pat  3 I lhall  be  everlafting  for  a name ; 
Doe  you  hear?  upon  your  lives  and  faiths  to  me,  not  one 
, word  I am  living,  but  let  the  lame  report  pafs  along,  that 
I am  murther’d  fti]4  I am  made  for  lever. 

1 Sfr.  Why  Sir  ? ■ 

Ant.  I have  a Gaule  'Sir,  that’s  enough  for  you^  well,  if 
I be  not  famous,  I am  wrong’d  much  ^ for  any  thing  I know 
I will  not  trouble  him  this  week  at  leaft,  no,  let  them  take 
their  way  one  of  another. 

1 Ser.  Sir,  Will  you  be  ftillan  Jr!Jh~man?  r;j. 

, Ant.  Yes  a while.  ' 

2 Ser.  But  your  Worfiiipwill  be  beaten  no  more? 

Ant.  No,  1 thank  you  IVtlliam. 

I Ser.  Intruth,  Sir,if  itmuft  be  lb,  I’ll  doit  better  than  a 
•ftranger. 

Ant.  Goe,  you  are  Knaves  both,  but  I forgive  you,  I am 
almolt  mad  with  the  appreheiilion  of  what  I lhall  be , not 
a word  I charge  you.  Exeunt. 

Ewifr  Valerio,  W Viola. 

Val.  Come,  pretty  Ibul,  we  now  arc  near  onr  home, 

And  whilft  ourhorfesare  walkt  down  the  hill, 

Let  thou-and  I walke  here  ovcrthisClole ; 

The  foot-way  is  more  pleafant,  ’tis  a time 
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My  pretty  one,  not  to  be  wept  away. 

For  every  living  thing  is  full  of  love  > 

Art  not  thou  fo  too  > ha  ? 

Via.  Nay,  there  arc  living  things  empty  of  love^ 

Or  1 had  not  been  here,  but  for  my  felf, 

Alas,  1 have  too  much. 

Val.  It  cannot  be,  that  fo  milch  beauty , lb  much  youth 
andgracelhouldhave  too  much  of  love.  (know. 

Vh.  Pray  what  is  love?  for  I am  full  of  that  I do  not 

VJ.  Why,  love  fair  Maid  is  an  extream  defire, 

That’s  not  to  be  examin’d,  but  fulfill’d. 

To  ask  the  rcalbn  why  thou  art  in  love. 

Or  what  might  be  the  nobleft  end  in  love. 

Would  overthrow  that  kindly  rifing  warmth. 

That  many  times  Aides  gently  o’r  the  heart, 

’Twould  make  thee  grave  and  A:aid,thy  thoughts  would  be, 
Like  a thrice  married  Widow,  full  of  ends. 

And  void  of  all  companion,  and  to  fright  thee 
“From  fuch  enquiry,  whereas  thou  art  now 
Living  in  ignorance,  mild,  frefli , and  Aveet, 

And  but  fixteen^  the  knowing  what  love  is. 

Would  make  thee  fix  and  forty. 

Vio.  Would  it  would  make  me  nothing,  I have  heard 
Scholars  affirm,  the  world’s  upheld  by  Love, 

But  I believe,  women  maintain  all  this, 

For  there’s  no  love  in  men. 

Val.  Yes,  infbmemen, 

Vio.  I know  them  not. 

Val.  Why,  there  is  love  in  me. 

Vio.  There’s  charity  I am  fiire  towards  me,  (maid, 

Val.  And  love  •,  which  I will  now  exprefs,  my  pretty 
I dare  not  bring  thee  home,  my  wife  is  foul, 

And  therefore  envious,  fhe  is  very  old. 

And  therefore  jealous:  thou  art  fair  and  young* 

Afubjed  fit  for  her  unlucky  vices 
To  work  upon,  (he  never  will  endure  thee, 

Vio.  She  may  endure 

If  (he  be  ought,  but  Devil,  allthefriendfhip 
That  I will  hold  with  you;  can  Aie  endure 
I fhould  be  thankful  to  you  ? may  I pray 
For  you  and  her,  will  Ihe  be  brought  to  think. 

That  all  the  honeft  induftry  I have, 

Deferves  brown  bread?  if  this  may  be  endur’d 
She’ll  pick  a quarrel  with  a fleeping  child, 

E’r  fhe  fall  out  with  me. 

Val.  But  truff  me,  file  does  hate  allhandfbmnefs. 

Vio.  How  fell  you  in  love  with  fuch  a creature  ? 

Val.  I never  lov’d  her. 

Vio.  And  yet  married  her  ? 

Val.  She  was  a rich  one.  ( then  too. 

Vio.  And  you  fwore  I warrant  you,  fhe  was  a fair  one 

Val.  Or  believe  me,  I think  I had  not  had  her.  (place 

Vio.  Are  you  men  all  fuch  ?wou’d  you  wou’d  wall  us  in  a 
Where  all  we  women  that  are  innocent, 
xMight  live  together. 

Val.  Do  not  weep  at  this. 

Although  I dare  not  for  feme  weighty  reafbh 
Difpleafe  my  Wife,  yet  I forget  not  thee. 

Vio.  What  will  you  do  with  me  ? 

Val.  Thou  fhalt  be  plac’d 
At  my  mans  houfe,  and  have  fuch  food  and  raiment 
As  can  be  bought  with  money:  thele  white  hands 
Shall  never  learn  to  work,  but  they  fhall  play 
As  thou  fay’fl;  they  were  wont,  teaching  the- firings 
To  move  in  order,  or  what  elfe  thou.  wilt. 

Vio.  I thank  you.  Sir,  but  pray  you  cloath  me  poorly. 

And  let  my  labor  get  me  means  to  live. 

V'al.  But  fair  one,  you,  I know  do  fb  much  hate 
A foul  ingratitude,  you  w'ill  not  look 
I fhould  do  this  for  nothing. 

Vio.  I will  work  as  much  out  as  I can,  and  take  as  little. 
That  you  Aiall  have  as  duely  paid  to  you 
As  ever  fervant  did. 

Val.  But  give  me  now  a trial  on’t,  I may  believe 
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Wc  arc  alone,  fhew  me  how  thou  wilt  kifs 
And  hug  me  hard,  when  1 have  ftolcn  away 
From  my  too  clamorous  wife  that  watches  me, 

To  Ipcnd  a blefled  hour  or  too  v/ith  tlice. 

Vid.  Is  this  the  love  you  mean  i you  would  have  that 
Is  not  in  me  to  give,  you  would  have  lull. 

Val.  Not  rodillcmble,  or  to  mince  the  word,’ 

’Tis  Lufi;  I vvifh  indeed. 

Vio.  And  by  my  troth  I have  it  not:  for  heavens  fake  ufc 
me  kindly. 

Though  I be  good,  and  flicw  perhaps  a monfler, 

As  this  world  goes. 

Val.  I do 

But  fpeak  to  thee,  thy  anfwers  are  thy  own, 

1 compel  none,  but  if  refufethis  motion. 

Thou  art  not  then  for  me,  alasgoodfbul ; 

What  profit  can  thy  work  bring  me? 

Vio.  But  I fear,  I pray  goe,  for  lufl  they  fay,  will  grow 
Outragious,  being  deni’d,  1 give  you  thanks 
For  all  your  courtefies,  and  there’s  a Jewel 
That’s  worth  the  taking,  that  I didpreferve 
Safe  from  the  robbers,  pray  you  leave  me  here 
Juft  as  you  found  me,  a poor  innocent, 

And  Heaven  will  blefs  you  for  it. 

Val.  Pretty  maid,  I am  no  Robber,  nOrnoRavifiicr, 

I pray  thee  keep  thy  Jewel,  I have  done 
No  wrong  to  thee,  though  thou  beeft  virtuous 
And  in  extremity,  I do  not  know. 

That  lam  bound  to  keep  thee.. 

Vio.  No  Sir,  for  gods  fake,  if  you  know  an  honeft  man 
in  all  theft  Countreys,  givemefome  diredions  to  find  him 
out. 

Val.  More  honeft  than  my.  felf,  good  footh  I do  not 
know  ; I would  have  lain  with  thee,  with  thy  confenr,  and 
who  would  not  in  all  theft  parts,  is  paft  my  memory,  1 
am  lorry  for  thee  , farewel  gentle  maid,  God  keep  thee 
fafe.  Exit. 

Vio.  I thank  you  Sir,  and  you ; 

Woman  they  lay,  was  only  made  of  man, 

Methinks  ’tis  ftrange  they  fhould  be  fo  unlike. 

It  may  be  all  the  bell  was  cut  awmy 
To  make  the  woman,  and  the  naught  was  left 
Behind  with  him.  I’ll  fit  me  down  and  weep. 

All  things  have  caft  me  from  ’em  but  the  earth ; 

The  evening  comes,  and  every  little  flower 
Droops  now,  as  well  as  I. 


Enter  two  Milk^maids  tvith pails. 

Nan.  Good  Madge  lets  reft  a little,  by  my  troth  I am  wea- 
ry, this  new  pail  is  a plaguy  heavy  one,  would  Tom  were 
hang’d  for  choofing  it , ’tis  the  untowafd’ft  fool  in  a 
Countrey. 

Madg.  With  all  my  heart,  and  I thank  you  too, 

Vio.  What  true  contented  happinefs  dwels  here, 

More  than  in  Cities  ? wou’d  to  God  my  Father 

Had  liv’d  like  one  of  theft,  and  bred  me  up 

To  milk:  and  do  as  they  do;  methinks 

’Tis  a life  that  I wou’d  chooft,  if  I were  now 

To  tell  my  time  agerr,  above  a Princes-,  maids,  for  charity 

Give  a poor  wench  one  draught  of  Milk , 

That  wearinefs  and  hunger  have  nigh  famifh’d. 

Nan.  If  I had  but  one  Cows  Mifk  ih  all  theworlJ,  you 
fhould  have  fbme  on’t  •,  there,  drink  more,  the  Cheele  fhall 
pay  for  it,  alas  poor  heart,  fhe’sdrie. 

Madge.  Do  you  dwell  here  abouts  ? 

Vio.  No,  would  I did. 

Nan.  A/a«/^f,if  fhe  does  not  looke  like  hiy  cofiri  b^th’ 
Moor  lane.,  as  one  thing  can  look  like  another 

Madge.  Nay,  J’wfhas  ahazle  eye,  I know  Sue  wril,and 
by  your  leave,  hot  fo  trim  a body  neither,  this  is  a feat  bo- 
died thing  I tell  you. 

f t Uan. 
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K.i  t.  She  laccsclofe  by  the  inal's  I \varrant  you,  and  lb 
' does  >'«;  too. 

1 I’h.  1 thank  yon  for  your  gentlenefs,  fair  maids. 

^ . K tri.  I')nnk  'agon  pray  thee. 

i I 'l  '.  I am  fatisHcd,  and  heaven  reward  thee  for’t,  yet 
thus  tar  1 will  compell  you  to  accept  thefetri ties,  toys  onl\ 
that  cxprcls  mv  thanks^  for  greater  worth.  I’m  fine  they 
have  not  in  tlicm^  indeed  you  lhall,  1 found ’em  as  I 
came. 

N ju.  Mjdgt\  look  you  here  Madge. 

Madg  Nay,  I have  as  fine  a one  as  you,  mine’s  all  gold, 
and  painted,  and  a precious  ftone  in’t^  1 warrants  cofta 
crown  wench. 

Kan.  13ut  mine  is  the  moll:  fumptuous 
law. 

I'io.  One  favour  you  mult  do  me  more,  for  you  are  well 
acquainted  here. 

Nin.  Indeed  we’ll  do  you  any  kindnefs.  Sifter. 

J'lo.  Only  to  fend  me  tblomehoneft  place,  where  I may 
find  a fen'ice. 

Katt.  Udsme,  our  went  away  but  laft;  week,  and 

I know  my  Miftrifs  want’s  a maid,  and  why  may  llienotbc 
plac’d  there?  this  is  a likely  wench,  1 tell  you  truly,  and 
a good  wench  I warrant  her. 

Madg.  And  ’tisahard  cafe  if  we  that  have  ferv’d  four 
years  apiece,  cannot  bring  in  one  fervant,  we  will  prefer 
h?r , hark  you  lifter,  pray  what’s  your  name  ? 

'1"io.  Melvia. 

Nan.  A feat  name  i’faith  •,  and  can  you  milk  a Cow  : 
and  make  a merry-bufti  ? that’s  nothing. 

J'b.  1 lhall  learn  quickly. 

Nan.  Anddrefsa  houfewith  flowers?  and  fervea  pig? 
thisyoumuftdo,  for  we  deal  in  the  Dary,  and  make  abed 

* or  two  ? 

Vh.  I hope  I fhall. 

Nan.  But  be  fure  to  keep  the  men  out,  they  will  mar  al 
that  you  make  elfe,  I know  that  by  my  felf^  fori  have  been 
lotouz’d  among  ’em  in  my  days,  come  you  lhall  e^enhome 
with  us  and  be  our  fellow,  our  houfe  is  fo  honeft,  and  we 
ferve  a very  good  woman,  and  a Gentlewoman, and  we  live 
as  merrily,  and  dance  a good  daics  after  even-fong:  our 
Wake  lhall  be  on  Sunday,  do  you  know  what  a Wake  is  ? we 
have  mighty  cheer  then,  and  fuch  a coil,  ’twould  blefs  ye-, 

you  miift  not  be  fo  balhful,  you’ll  fpoil  all. 

Madg  Let’s  home  for  Gods  fake,  my  Miftrifs  thinks  by 
this  time  we  are  loft,  come,  we’ll  have  a care  of  you,  I 
warrant  you-,  but  you  muft  tell  my  Miftrifs  where  you  were 
born  and  every  thing  that  belongs  to  you,  and  the  ftrangelt 
things  you  candevife,  for  fhe  loves thofe  extreamly,  ’tis  no 
matter  whether  they  be  true  or  no,  Ihe’snotfo  fcrupulousi 
^’ou  muft  be  our  Sifter,  and  love  usbeft,  and  tell  us  every 
thing,  and  when  cold  weather  comes,  we’ll  lye  together, 
will  you  do  this? 

yio.  Yes.  . , , 

Nan.  Then  home  again  o gods  name,  can  you  go  apace 


Sil.  You  have  heard  of  a young  wench  that  was  fecn  laft 
Ped.  Yes. 

Sil.  Has  K/c/^ari  heard  of  this;* 

Ped.  Yes,  and  I tliink  he’s  ridden  after,  farewel,  I’ll  have 
another  round. 

Sil.  It  you  hear  any  thing,  pray  Iparcnohorfe-flefh, 

11  do  the  like. 

Ped.  Do.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Richardo  and  Valerio. 


Vio.  1 warrant  you. 


Exeunt. 


JBus  Quartui. 

Scdzna  Frima. 

Enter  Pedro  and  Uberto,  feveraVy. 

Ped  U Ow  now,  any  good  news  yet  ? 

' Jrl  Silvio.  Faith  not  any  yet.  ^ 

Ptd.  This  comes  o’ tipling-,  would  twere  treafon  ^*^d  t 
plcafe  God,  to  drink  more  than  three  draughts  at  a meal.  ( 

^ Sil.  When  did  you  fee  TUchardo} 

Ped.  I croft;  him  twice  to  day. 


Jxich.  Sir,  I did  think  ’twas  youby  all  deferiptions. 

Val.  ’Tisfo, 

1 took  her  up  indeed,  the  manner  how 
You  have  heard  already,  and  what  fhe  had  about  her, 

As  Jewels,  Gold,  and  other  trifling  things  : 

And  what  my  end  was,  which  bccaufefhe  flighted, 

I left  her  there  i’th’ fields. 

Rich.  Left  i’th’ fields  > could  any  but  a Rogue 
That  had  defpis’d  humanity  and  goodnefs,. 

Heavens  law  and  credit  ^ and  had  fethimfelf 
To  lofe  his  nobleft  part,  and  be  a beaft. 

Have  left  fb  innocent  unmatch’d  a virtue, 

T o the  rude  mercy  of  a wildernefs  ? 

Val.  Sir,  if  you  come  to  rail,  pray  quit  my  houfe, 

I do  not  life  to  have  fuch  language  given 
Within  my  doors  tome-,  for  your  wench, 

Y ou  may  go  feek  her  with  more  patience. 

She’s  tame  enough,  I warrant  you. 

, Rich.  Pray  forgive  me. 

I docohfefs  my  much  forgetfulnefs -, 

And  weigh  my  words  no  farther,  I befeech  you. 

Then  a mere  madnefs,  forflichagrief  hasfeiz’dmc 
So  ftrong  and  deadly,  as  a punifhment, 

And  a juft  one  too, 

That  ’tis  a greater  won^r  I am  living. 

Than  any  thing  I utter  ^ yet  let  me  tell  you  thus  much, 
’Twas  a fault  for  leaving  her 
So  in  the  fields. 

Vat.  Sir,  I will  think  fb  now,  and  credit  me. 

You  have  fo  wrought  me  with  yOur  grief,  that  I 
Do  both  forgive  and  pity  you  : 

And  if  you’ll  pleafe  to  take  a bed  this  night  here 
To  morrow  I’ll  bring  you  where  I left  her. 

Rich.  I thank  you,  now  flialll  be  fb  unworthy: 

T o think  upon  a bed,  or  eale,  or  comfort, 

And  have  my  heart  ftray  from  me,  God  knows  where, 

Cold  and  forfaken,  deftitute  of  friends. 

And  all  good  comforts  elfe,  unlefsfometrcc 
Whole  f|)eechlefs  charity  muft  better  ours. 

With  which  the  bitter  call:  winds  made  their  fport 
And  fung  through  hourly,  hath  invited  her 
To  keep  off  half  a day?  fhall  fhe  be  thus. 

And  I draw  in  foft  numbers?  God  forbid. 

No,  night  and  bitter  coldnefs,  I provoke  thee, 

And  all  the  dews  that  hang  upon  thy  locks,  (*  prime 

Showrs,  Hai'ls,Snows,Frofl:s,  and  two  edged  Winds  that 
The  maiden  bloflbms,  I provoke  you  all. 

And  dare  expofc  this  body  to  your  fharpnefs, 

Till  I be  made  a Land-mark. 

Val.  Will  you  then  flay  and  eat  with  me  ? 

Rich.  Y’are  angry  with  me,  1 know  y’are  angry. 

You  would  not  bid  me  eat  elfe-,  my  poor  Miftrifs, 

For  ought  I know  thou’rt  fami  fil’d,  for  what  elfe 
Can  the  fields  yield  thee,  and  the  ftubborn  feafon, 

That  yet  holds  in  the  fruit  ?^good  gentle  Sir, 

Think  not  ill  manners  in  me  for  denying 
Your  offer’d  meat,  for  fure  I cannot  eat 
While  I dothinkflie  wants ^ well  I’m  arafcal^ 

A villain,  flave,  that  only  was  begotten. 

To  itiurder  women,  and  ofthemthc  beft. 

Ka/i  Thisisaftrangeaffliftion. 

If  you’ll  accept  no  greater  courtefie,  yet  drink  Sir. 


Rtc. 
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Ric.  Now  I am  furc  you  hate  me,  and  you  knew 
What  kind  of  man  lam,  as  indeed ’tis  fit, 

That  every  man  (hould  know  me  to  avoid  me. 

If  you  have  iKacc  within  you.  Sir,  or  goodnefs 
Name  that  abhordword  Drink,  no  more  unto  me. 

You  had  fafer  ftrike  me; 

1 pray  you  do  not,  if  you  love  me  do  not. 

Val.  Sir,  I mean  no  ill  by  it. 

Ric.  It  may  be  fb. 

Nor  let  me  fee 

None  Sir,  if  you  love  heaven ; 

You  know  not  what  offence  it  is  unto  me, 

Nor  good  now  do  not  ask  me  why  : 

And  1 warn  you  once  again,  let  no  man  elfe  fpeak  of’t, 

I fear  your  fervants  will  be  prating  to  me. 

Val.  Why  Sir,  what  ail  you  ? 

Rich.  I hate  drink,  there’s  the  end  on’t. 

And  that  man  that  drinks  with  meat  is  damn’d 
Without  an  age  of  prayers  and  repentance. 

And  there’s  a hazard  too ; good  Sir,  no  more 
If  you  will  do  me  a free  courtefie ; 

That  I fhall  know  for  one : go  take  your  horfc. 

And  bring  me  to  the  place  where  you  left  her  : 

Val.  Since  you  are  fb  impotunate,  I will  ^ 

But  I will  wifh  Sir,  you  had  ftaid  to  night 
Upon  my  credit  youfliall  fee  no  drink. 

Rich.  Begone,  the  hearing  of  it  makes  me  giddy, 

.Sir,  will  you  be  intreated  to  forbear  it, 

I fhall  be  mad  elfe. 

Val.  I pray  no  more  of  that,  I am  quiet. 

I’ll  but  walk  in,  and  away  ftraight. 

Rich.  Now  I thank  you, 

ButTvhat  you  do,  do  irc^  twinkling,  Sir. 

Val.  As  foon  as  may  be.  Exit. 

Enter  Mother^  Viola,  and  two  Jl^ill^maidt, 

Moth.  Is  this  the  wench  you  have  brought  me  f fbme  catch 
I warrant. 

How  daringly  fhe  looks  upon  the  matter? 

Madge.  Yes  forfooth,  this  is  the  maiden. 

Moth.  Come  hither,  wou’d  you  ferve  ? 

Vio.  If  it  fhall  pleafe  you  to  accept  my  fervice,  I hope  I 
fhall  do  fbmething  that  fhall  like  you,  though  it  be  but 
truth,  and  often  praying  for  you. 

Moth.  You  are  very  curious  of  your  hand  methinks. 

You  preferve  it  fb  with  gloves,  let  me  fee  it ; 

I marry,  here’s  a hand  of  march-pane,wenches  , 

This  pretty  palme  never  knew  forrow  yet  ^ 

How  foftit  is  I warrant  you,  and  fupple  : 

O’ my  word,  this  is  fitter  for  a pocket  to  filch  withal 
Than  to  work  withal,  I fear  me  little  one. 

You  are  no  better  than  youfhouldbe;  goe  to. 

Vio.  My  Conference  yet  is  but  one  witnefstome. 

And  that  heaven  knows,  is  of  mine  innocence, 

’Tis  true,  I mull  confels  with  fhame  enough. 

The  time  that  I have  led,  yet  never  taught  me 
What  ’twas  to  break  a fleep,  or  to  be  weary. 

Moth.  You  can  fay  well : if  you  be  mine,  wench,  you  mull 
doe  well  too,  for  words  are  but  flow  workers,  yet  lb  much 
hope  I have  of  you,  that  I’ll  take  you,  lb  you’ll  be  dili- 
gent, and  do  your  duty:  how  now? 

Enter  Alexander. 

Mex,  There  is  a meflenger  come  from  your  fbri. 

That  brings  you  word  he  is  return’d  from  travel. 

And  will  be  liere  this  night. 

Moth.  Now  joy  upon  thee  for  it,  thou  art  ever 
A bringer  of  good  tidings,  there,  drink  that: 

In  troth  thou  hafl  much  contented  me,  my  Son?' 

Lord  how  thou  hafl  pleas’d  me,  fhall  I fee  my  Son 
Yete’r  I dye?  take  care  my.houfe  be  handfome, 
Andthenewftoolsfetout,  and  boughs  and  rufhes, 

— ■ , . ... .. , — - ' . 

And  Howers  for  the  window,  and  theT»/rl;^y  Carpet, 

And  the  great  parcel  Salt,  with  the  Cruets, 

knA\iVQt\\cc  Alexander  goc  to  the  Cook, 

And  bid  himfphrcfor  nothing,  my  Ion’s  tome  home, 
Who’seome  with  him? 

Alex.  I hear  of  none  yet,  but  a Gentlewoman. 

Moth.  A Gentlewoman ? what  Gentlewoman.^ 

Alex.  I know  not,  but  fuchaone  there  is,  he  fays. 

Moth.  Pray  Gdd  he  hhve  not  cafl;  away  himfcif 
Upon  fbme  fhout-fair  piece,  I do  not  like  it. 

Alex.  No  fin  e,  my  Mailer  lias  more  difcrction. 

Moth.  We’ll  be  it  how  it  will,  he  lhall  be  welcome. 

Sirs  to  your  tasks,  and  fliew  this  little  novice 
Howtobeflir  her  fclf.  I’ll  fort  out  things.  Exit. 

Madge.  We  will  forfooth,  lean  tell  you,  my  Miltrifs  is 
a flirting  womans 

Nan.  Lord  how  fhe’ll  talk  fometimes  ? ’tis  the  maddcfl 
cricket 

Vio.  Methinks  fhe  talks  well,  and  Ihews  a great  deal  of 
good  hufwivery,  pray  let  me  deck  the  chambers,  lhall  I? 

Nan.Yes.,  you  fhall,but  do  not  fcorn  to  be  advis’d,SiHer,foj 
there  belongs  more  to  that,  than  you  are  aware  oni^  why 
fhould  you  venture  fb  fondly  upon  the  flrowings  ? there’s 
mighty  matters  in  them  I’ll  afliireyou,andin  the  fpreading 
of  a bough-pot,  youmaymifs,  if  you  were  ten  years  elder, 
if  you  take  not  a fpecial  care  before  you. 

Vio.  I will  learn  willingly,  if  that  be  all. 

Nan.  Sirrah  where  is’t  they  fay  my  young  Mailer  hath 
bebn  ? 

Madg.  Faith  I know  not,  beyond  the  Sea,  where  they  are 
born  without  nofes. 

Nan.  Blefsus ! without  nofes  ? how  do  they  do  for  hand- 
kerchiefs ? 

Afadg.  So  Richard  fays,  and  firrah,  their  feet  fland  in 
their  foreheads. 

Nan.  That’s  fine  by  my  troth,  thefe  men  have  peflilent 
running  heads  then;  do  they  fpeak  as  we  do? 

Mag.  No,  they  never  fpeak. 

Nan.  Are  theycurlend? 

Mag.  No,  they  call  them  Infidels,  I know  not  what  they 
are. 

Nan.^  Sirrah,  we  fhall  have  fine  courting  now  my  yeung 
mailer  is  come  home,  were  you  never  courted  Sifter 

Vio.  Alas,  I know  it  not. 

Mag.  what  is  that  courting,  firrah  ? 

Nan.  I can  tell,  for  I was  once  courted  in  the  matted 
chamber,  you  know  the  party  Madge.^  faith  he  courted 
finely. 

Madg.  Pray  thee  what  is’t? 

Nay.  Faith,  nothing  but  he  was  fomewhat  figent  with 
me,  faith  ’tis  fine  fport,  this  courting. 

lex.  within.  Where  be  the  Maids  there  ? 

Madg.  We  fhall  be  hang’d  anon,  away  good  wenches, 
and  have  a care  you  dight  things  handlbmly,  I will  look 
over  you.  Exennt. 

Enter  Mercury  and  Maria'. 

Mer.  If  yOur  fbrrow  will  give yoii  fo  far  leave,  pray  think 
your  felf  moll  welcometothisplace,for  lb  uponmylifeyou 
are,  and  for  your  own  fair  fake,  take  truce  awhile  with  thefe 
immoderate  mournings. 

Wife.  I thank  you  Sir,  I fliall  doe  what  I may ; 

Pray  lead  me  to  a chamber. 

Eiitet  Mother  and  Alexander. 

Mer.  Prefently, 

Before  your  blefling  Mother,  I intreat  ye 
To  know  this  Gentlewoman,  and  bid  her  welcome. 

The  yirtuouswife  of  him  that  was  my  felf 
In  all  my  travels. 

Moth.  Indeed  fheismofi  wekomG,fbare  you  fbn  (kneel. 

T t 2 Now 
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Vow  all  my  blcning  on  thcc  •,  thou  haft  made  me 
Younger  by  ;o  years,  than  1 was  yefterday, 

W ill  yon  \valk  in  Z what  ails  this  Gcnrlcwomaii  > 

Mas,  I fear  ihc  is  not  well,  good  Gcnlcwonian. 

Mfr.  Yon  fear  right. 

She  has  failed  overlong, 

Yon  fliall  have  fupper  prefently  o’th’ board. 

Mer.  She  will  not  eat-,  I can  allure  yon  Mother, 

For  Gods  fake  let  your  Maid  condudl  her  up 
Into  fome  fair  becoming  Chamber 
Fit  for  a woman  of  her  Being,  and 
As  Icon  as  maybe, 

I know  (lie’s  very  ill,  andwou’d  have  reft. 

Motb.  There  is  one  ready  for  her,  the  blew  chamber. 

Mer.  ’Tis  well.  I’ll  lead  you  to  your  chamber  door 
And  there  I’ll  leave  you  to  your  quiet,  Miftrifs. 

mft.  1 thank  you,  Sir,  good  reft  to  every  one. 

You’ll  ll'c  me  once  again  to  night,  I hope.  Exit. 

Mir.  When  you  fliall  plcafe.  I’ll  wait  upon  you,  Lady. 
Mjth.  \\  here  arethefe  maids,  attend  upon  the  Gentle- 
woman, and  fee  flie  want  no  good  thing  in  the  houle  ? good- 
. night  with  all  my  heart  forlboth,  good  Lord  how  you  are 
I grown,  is  he  not  Alexander  ? 

Alex.  Yes  truly,  he’s  (hot  up  finely,  God  be  thanked. 

Mer.  An  ill  weed.  Mother,  will  dofo. 

Alex.  You  fay  true,  Sir,  an  ill  weed  grows  apace. 

Mer.  Alexander  the  (harp,  you  take  very  quickly. 

Moth.  Kay,  \ Alexander  will  do  it,  do  you 

read  madcap  ftill? 

Alex.  Sometimes  forfooth. 

Moth.  But  faith  Son,  what  Countreys  have  you  travell’d  ? 
Mer.  W'hy  many,  Mother,  as  they  lay  before  me,  France, 
Spam,  Italy  and  Germany , and  other  Provinces  that  I am 
liire,  you  are  not  better’d  by,  when  you  hear  of  them. 

Moth.  Andcanyonthefe  tongues  perfedly  ? 

Mer.  Of  Ibme  a little.  Mother. 

Moth.  Pray  fpout  ibme  French  Son. 

Mer.  You  underftand  it  not,  and  to  your  ears  ’twill  goc 
like  an  unfliod  cart  upon  the  ftones,  only  a rough  unhand- 
fome  found. 

Moth.  I would  fain  hear  fome  Frewe^. 

Alex.  Good  Sir,  fpeakfome  French  to  my  Miftril/s. 

Mer.  At  your  intreaty  Alexander.^  I will,  who  (hall  1 (peak 

Alex.  Ifyour  vvorfhip  will  do  me  the  favour  Sir,  to  me. 
Mer.  Moanfeir,  Poultron,  Coukew^CaBone,  Befay,  Man  cur. 

Alex.  Arve  Mounfeir.  , , , u 

Moth.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  this  fine  indeed,  gods  blefling  on  thy 
heart  Son,  by  my  troth  thou  art  grown  a proper  Gentleman, 
cullcnand  pulleii,  good  god  what  awkeward  words  they  ule 
bevond  the  Teas,  ha, ha, ha? 

Didnot  I anfwer  right. 

A fer.  Yes  good  Alexander,  if  you  had  done  (o  too, 
liut  good  Mother,  1 am  very  hungry,  and  have  rid  far  to 
day,  and  am  fading. 

Moth.  You  fliall  have  your  fupper  prcfcntly,  my  fweet 

^^Mer.  As  foon  as  you  plcafe,  which  once  ended. 

I’ll  go  andvifityou  fick  Gentlewoman. 

Moth.  Come  then.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Antonio  liks  a Pojl,  Veitha  Letter. 

Ant  I have  ridden  like  a fury,  to  make  up  this  work, 
and  I will  do  it  bravely,  e’r  I leave  it^  this  is  the  houfe  I 
am  Cure. 

I 

i Enter  Alexander. 


A lex.  Sir,  cannot  I deliver  ’em  ? for  the  truth  is,(he’s  ill, 
and  in  her  chamber. 


Ant.  Pray  pardon  me,  I muft  needs  (peak  with  her,  my 
jufinels  is  lb  weighty. 

Alex.  I’ll  tell  her  fo,  and  bring  you  prefent  word. 

Ant.  Pray  dofo,  and  I’ll  attend  her,  pray  god  the  grief  of 
my  imagined  death,  fpoil  not  what  I intend,  I hope  it  will 
not. 

Alex.  Though  (lie  be  very  ill,  and  defires  no  trouble. 
Yet  if  your  bulinefs  be  (b  urgent,  you  may  come  up  and 
peak  with  her. 

Ant.  I thank  you  Sir,  I follow  you.  Exit  Alex 


Alex  Who wou’d you fpeak with.  Sir? 

Ant.  Marry  Sir,  I would  (peak  with  a Gentlewoman, 
came  thisnijiht  late  here  from  the  City,  I have  fome  I.ct- 
ters  of  importance  to  her,  I am  a Poft  Sir,  and  would  be  dif- 
pach’d  inhaftc. 


Enter  Wife. 

Wife.  What  fliould  this  fellow  be  i’th’name  of  Heaven, 
that  comes  with  fuch  poft  bulinefs  ? liire  my  Husband  hath 
reveal’d  himfelf,  and  inthishafte  lent  after  me,  are  you  the 
Poft  my  friend  ? 

Enter  Antouio. 

Ant.  Yes  forlboth  Miftrifs. 

Wife.  What  good  news  haft  thou  brought  me  gentle  Poft? 
For  I have  woe  and  grief  too  much  already. 

Ant.  I would  you  had  lefs,  Miftrifs,  I could  wifh  it,  be 
(hrew  my  heart  (he  moves  me  cruelly. 

Wife.  Have  I found  you  once  more  ]ugler  ? well  Jewel, 
thou  haft  only  virtue  in  thee,  of  all  I read  of  yet  •,  what 
ears  has  this  a(s  to  betray  him  with  ? well,  what’s  your 
bufinefsthen? 

Ant.  I have  brought  a Letter  from  your  (ervant,Miftrifi;, 
in  hafte. 

Wife.  Pray  give  it  me,  I hope  thebeft  ftill. 

Ant.  This  is  the  uplhot,  and  1 know  1 have  hit  it. 

Well,  if  thefpiritsof  thedeaddo  walk,  Khali 
Hear  more  of  this  one  hundred  years  hence. 

Wife.  By  any  means  you  muft  have  fpecial  care,  for  now 
the  City  is  pofleft  for  certain,  my  Maftcr  is  made  away, 
which  for  ought  I know  is  truth  indeed  ■,  good  Miftrifs  leave 
your  grief,  and  fee  your  danger,  and  let  that  wife  and  no- 
ble Gentleman  with  whom  you  are,  be  your  right  hand  in 
all  things. 

Ant.  Now  do  I know  I have  the  better  on’t,  by  the  Ian. 
guilhing  ofher  jeye  at  this  near  inftant,  ’tis  (till  fimmingin 
her  blood,  in  coyning  fomewhat  to  turn  Mercury,  I know 
it. 

Wife.  He  is  my  Husband,  and  ’tis  reafonable  he  fliould 
command  in  all  things,  fince  he  will  be  an  afs  againftthe 
hair,  at  his  own  peril  be  it,  in  the  morn  you  (hall  have  a 
pacquet,  till  when,I  muft  intreat  you  (lay,  you  (hall  not  lofe 
by  it. 

Ant.  I do  not  doubt  it,  Miftrifs-,  I’ll  leave  you  to  your 
reft,  and  wait  your  pleafure. 

Wife.  Do,  and  feck  out  the  Gentleman  of  the  houfe,  bid 
him  come  to  me  prefently. 

Ant.  Who,  Mr.  Mercury  ? 

Wife.  Do  you  know  him,  Poft  ? 

Ant.  Only  by  fight  forfooth,  now  I remember  your  fer- 
vant  will’d  me  to  let  you  know  he  is  the  only  man,  you  and 
and  your  fortunes,  are  now  to  reft  upon. 

Wife.  Prethce  no  more,  1 know  all  this  already. 

Ant.  I’ll  take  my  leave  now,  lam  made  for  ever.  Fxit. 

Wife.  Good  night,  I am  provided  for  you,  my  fine  youth. 

Exit. 

Enter  Mother,  beating  Viola,  Alexander  rrith 
a broken  Glaft. 

Mother.  I’ll  make  thee  have  more  care. 

Viola.  Good  Miftrifs  pardon  me 

Metb.  Thou’Itne’r  be  good  I warrant  thee,  can  your  fine 
fingers  hold  no  falter? 

Viola.  Indeed  it  was  againftmy  will. 

^ ^ Moth 
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Moth.  Mexanderj  let’sfeethcglafs,  asl  arntruckirfome 
woman,  it  is  one  of  the  chryftal  glalles  my  Cofin  lent  me, 
and  the  baggage  hath  broke  it  where  it  cannot  be  mended, 
'^AUxander^  can  Humphrey  mend  this  think  you  ? 

A/ex.  No  truly,  this  will  ne’er  be  mended. 

Vio.  Truly  I meant  but  to  wa(h  it  for  the  Gentlewoman 
that  is  fick,  above,  and  lhaking  out  the  water,  knockt  it 
againft  the  pail  fide. 

Moth.  Didyoufo?  be  fure  I’ll  Hop  it,  ’twill  make  a good 
gap  in  your  quarters  wages,  I can  tell  you. 

yiola.  I pray  forgive  me,  and  let  me  have  no  wages  this 
firft  quarter. 

Moth.  Go  whimling,  and  fetch  two  or  three  grating 
loaves  out  of  the  Kitching,  to  make  Ginger-bread  of,  ’tis 
filch  an  untoward  thing.  Exit  Viola. 

Alex.  She’s  fomewhatfimple  indeed,  flie  knew  not  what  a 
kimnel  was,  Ihe  wants  good  nurture  mightily. 

Moth.  My  Son  tells  me,  that  this  young  widow 

^ means  to  Ibjourn  here,  Ihe  offers  largely  for  her  board,I  may 
offer  her  good  cheer , prethee  make  a ftep  i’th’  morning 
down  to  the  Parfonage  for  fbme  Pigeons  ? what  are  you 
mad  there what  noifeis  that  ? are  you  at  bowls  within  ? 
why  do  you  whine  ? 

Enter  Viola  meping. 

Vio.  I have  done  another  fault,  I befeech  youfweet  Mi- 
ftfifs  forgive  me. 

Moth.  What’s  the  matter. 

Via.  As  I was  reaching  for  the  bread  that  lay  upon  the 
flielf,  I have  thrown  down  the  minc’d  meat,  that  ffiould  have 
made  the  pies  to  morrow. 

Moth.  Get  thee  out  of  my  houfe,  thou  filthy  deftroying 
■far lot,  thou.  I’ll  not  keep  thee  an  hour  longer. 

Vio.  Good  Miftrifs,  beat  me  rather  for  my  fault,  as  much 
as  it  delerves,  I do  not  know  whither  to  go. 

Moth.  No  I warrant  thee,  out  of  my  doors. 

Vio.  Indeed  I’ll  mend,  I pray  Ipeak  you  for  me. 

Alex.  If  thou  hadft  hurl’d  down  any  thing  but  the  Pie- 
meat,  I would  have  fpoke  for  thee,  but  1 cannot  find  in  my 
leartnow. 

Moth.  Art  thou  here  yet?  I think  I muff:  have  an  Officer 
to  thruft  thee  out  of  my  doors,  muff:  I? 

Vio.  Why,  you  may  flop  this  in  my  wages  too. 

For  God’s  fake  do,  I’ll  find  my  felf  this  year  ^ 

And  let  me  flay. 

Mer.  Thou’t  fpoil  ten  times  as  much.  I’ll  'ctidgel  thee 
out  of  my  doors. 

Fio.  lam  aflur’d  you  are  more  merciful,  ; 

Than  thus  to  beat  me  and  difeharge  me  too. 

Moth.  Doff:  thou  difpute  with  me,  Alexander  carry  the 
prating  hilding  forth. 

Vio.  Good  Miftrifs  hear  me,  I have  here  a Jewel, 

My  Mother  left  me,  and  ’tis  fomething  worth : 

Receive  it,  and  when  all  my  faults  together 
Come  to  the  worth  of  that,  then  turn  me  forth, 

Till  then  I pray  you  keep  me. 

Moth.  Whatgiggombob  have  we  here?  pray  god  you 
have  not  pilfred  this  fomewhere,  th’art  fuch  a puling  thing, 
wipe  your  eyes,  and  rife,  go  your  ways,  A lexander  .,hid  the 
Cook  mince  forae  more  meat,  come,  and  get  you  to  bed 
quickly,  that  you  may  up  betime  i’th’  morning  a milking, 
or  you  and  1 fiiall  fall  out  worfe  yet.  E xit  Moth,  and  Alex. 

Vio.  She  has  hurt  my  arm  •,  I am  afraid  fhe  is  a very  angry 
woman,  butblefshim  heaven  that  did  me  the  moff:  wrong, 

I am  afraid wife  Ihould  fee  me,  fhe  will  know  me. 

Mother  within.  Melvia. 

Vio.  I am  coming,  fhe’s  not  angry  agen  fhope.  Exit. 

Enter  Mercury. 

Mer.  Now  what  ami  the  better  for  enjoying 
This  woman  that  1 lov’d  fo  ? all  I find. 

That  1 before  imagined  to  be  happy*. 
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Now  I have  done,  it  turns  to  nothing clfc 
But  a poor  pitied,  and  a bale  repentance, 

Lldsfoot,  I am  monltroiis  angry  with  my  felf : 

Why  fnouldamanthathas  dilcourfeand  rcalbn. 

And  knows  how  near  he  lofes  all  iu  theic  things^ 

Covet  to  have  his  vvilhes  latisfied^ 

Which  when  they  arc,  arc  nothing  but  the  fliamc 
I do  begin  to  loath  this  woman  Ifrangcly, 

And  I think  juftly  too,  that  durff  adventure. 

Flinging  away  her  modcfly  to  take 
A flrangcr  to  her  bed,  her  Husbands  body 
Being  fcarce  cold  in  the  earth  for  her  content. 

It  was  no  more  to  takemyfenles  with 

Than  if  I had  an  idle  dream  in  fleep 

Yet  I have  made  her  promifes:  w'hich  grieves  me, 

And  I muff:  keep  ’em  too,  I think  fhe  hunts  me: 

The  devil  cannot  keep  thefe  women  off^ 

When  they  are  fietchedoncc. 

Enter  Wife  in  night  attire. 

Wife.  To  bed  for  gods  fake  Sir,  why  do  you  flay  here? 
Some  are  up  i’th’  houfe,  I heard  the  wife. 

Good  dear  fweet-heart  to  bed. 

Mfr.  Why,  I am  going?  why  do  you  follow  me.<* 

You  would  not  have  it  known  I hope,  pray  get  you 
Back  to  your  chamber,  the  doors  hard  by  for  me. 

Let  me  alone,  1 warrant  you  this  it  is 
Tothrefhwell,  I have  got  a cultomcr. 

Will  you  go  to  bed  ? 

Wife.  Will  you? 

Mer.  Yes,  1 am  going. 

Wife.  Then  remember  your  promife  you  made  to  marry 
me. 

' Mer.  I will,  but  it  was  your  fault,  that  it  came 
To  this  pinch  now,  that  it  muff:  need  remembrance : 

For  out  of  honefby  I offer’d  you 

To  marry  you  firft,  why  did  you  flack  that  offer  ? 

Wife.  Alas  I told  you  the  inconvenience  of  it. 

And  what  wrong  it  would  appear  to  the  world 
If  I had  married  in  fuch  poft-hafte 
After  his  death : befide,  the  foolifh  people 
Would  have  been  bold  to  have  thought  we  had  Iain  toge- 
ther in  his  time,  and  like  enough  imagin’d 
We  two  had  murther’d  him. 

Mer.  I love  her  tongue  yet. 

If  I were  a Saint 

A gilded  Saint,  and  fuch  a thing  as  this 
Should  prate  thus  wittily  and  feelingly 
Unto  my  Holinefs,  I cannot  tell. 

But  I fear  fhrewdly  I fhould  do  fomething 
That  would  quite  ftratch  me  out  o’th’  Kalender, 

And  if  I flay  longer  talking  with  her. 

Though  I am  mad  at  what  I have  done  already. 

Yet  I fhall  forget  my  felf  again  j 
I feel  the  Devil 

Ready  to  hold  my  ftirrop-,  pray  to  bed,  goodnight. 

Wife.  This  kifs,  good  night  fvveetLove, 

And  peace  goe  with  thee  : thou  haft  prov’d  thy  felf 
Thehonefteftman  that  ever  was  entic’d 
To  thatfween  fin  as  people  pleafe  to  call  it. 

Of  lying  with  anothers  wife,  and  I, 

I think  the  honefteft  woman  without  blufhing. 

That  ever  lay  with  another  man,  I fent  my  Husband 
Into  a Cellar,  poll,  fearing,  andjuftly 
He  fhould  have  known  him,  which  1 did  not  purpofe 
Till  I had  had  my  end. 

W'ell,  now  this  plot  is  perfect,  let  him  brag  on’t. 

Exit. 
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JBus  Quintus, 

SciXna  Prim  a. 

Enter  JnjUce  and  Curio  with  a Paper. 

/Kf?.'Olrlady  Sir,  you  ha\"e  rid  hard  that  you  have. 

Ckt.  llTheythat  have  bulinefs,  muft  dolb,l  take  it. 

You  fay  true,  when  let  you  out  my  friend? 

Ckt.  About  ten  a clock,  and  1 have  rid  all  night. 

Juji.  By  the  mafsyou  are  tough  indeed,  1 have  fecn  the 
day,  I would  have  rid  too  with  the  proudeft  of  them,  and 
fling  dirt  in  their  faces,  and  I have  don’t  with  this  foolilh 
boy.  Sir,  many  a time-,  but  what  canlafl:  always?  ’tisdone, 
’ris  done  now.  Sir,  age,  care,  and  office,  brings  us  to  our 
footcloatlis,  the  more  the  pity. 

Curio.  I believe  that.  Sir,  but  will  it  pleafe  you  to  read 
the  bufiuefs  ? 

Jufl.  My  friend,  1 can  read,  and  I can  tell  you  when. 

Cur.  \\  ould  I could  too  Sir,  for  my  hafte  requires  it. 

Juji.  Whence  comes  it  do  you  fay  ? 

Cur.  Sir  from  the  City. 

Juji.  Oh  from  the  City,  Vis  a reverent  place. 

Curio.  And  his  juftice  be  as  ffiort  as  his  memory, 

A Dudgion  Dagger  will  fervehim  to  mow  down  fmwith- 

al,  . 

W hat  clod-pole  Commiffioner  is  this  > 

Juji.  And  by  my  faith,  govern’d  by  worthy  members, 
Diicreet  and  upright. 

Cur.  Sir,  they  are  beholding  to  you,  you  have  given  feme 
of  them  a commendations,  they  were  not  worthy  of  this 
nventy  years. 

Ju(i.  Go  to,  go  to,  you  have  a merry  meaning,  1 have 
found  you  Sir,  i’  faith,  you  are  a wag,  away,  fie  now  I’ll  read 
Your  Letter. 

Cur.  Pray  do  sir-,  whatamifery  ’tis 
To  have  an  urgent  bufinefs  wait  the  Juftice 
Of  fuchan  old  TuffitafFata  that  knows  not. 

Nor  can  be  brought  tounderftand  more  fence. 

Than  how  to  reflore  fuppreft  Alchoufes, 

And  have  his  man  compound  fmall  trefpalles. 

For  ten  groats. 

y«y?.Sir, it  Teems  here  your  bufinefs  is  of  a deeper  circum- 
ftance  than  I conceiv’d  it  for  ^ what  do  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Cur.  'Tis  for  mine  own  eafe  I’ll  afTure  your  Worfhip. 

Juji.  It  fhall  not  be  i’faith  friend,  here  I have  it. 

That  one  Antonio  a Gentleman,  I take  it  fo. 

Yes,  it  is  To,  a Gentleman  is  lately  thought  to 
Have  been  made  away,  and  by  my  faith,  upon  a 
Pearls  ground  too,  if  you  confider  -,  well,  there’s 
Knavery  in’t,  I fee  that  without  fpc<flacles. 

Cur.  Sure  this  fellow  deals  in  revelation,  he’s  fb  hidden, 
Goe  thy  ways,  thou  wiltftick  a bench  fpitas  formally. 

And  fliew  thy  Agot,  and  hatch’d  chain 
As  well  as  the  beft  of  them. 

Juji.  And  now  I have  confider’ d,  1 believe  it. 

Cur.  What  Sir  ? 

Juji.  That  he  was  murdered. 

Cur.  Did  you  know  him  ? 

Juji.  No. 

Cur.  Nor  how  it  is  fuppos’d. 

Jufi.  No,  nor  I care  not  two-pence,  thofc  are  toys  and 
yet  I verily  believe  he  was  murdered,  as  fure  as  I believe 
thou  art  a man,  1 never  fail’d  in  thefe  things  yet,  w’are 
a man  that’s  beaten  to  the  fe  matters,  expcFicncc  is  a certain 
conceal’d  thing  that  fails  not : pray  let  me  ask  you  one 
thing,  why  do  youcometomc? 

Cur.  Bccaufethe  Letter  is  addrcfl  to  you,  being  the  ncar- 
cfl  Juftice. 

Ju^.  Thenearcft  ? isthatall  ? 


Cur.  I think  it  be  Sir,  I would  be  loth  you  fliouldbethe 
wifeft. 

. Well  Sir,  as  it  is,  I will  endeavour  in  it  -,  yet  if  it 
had  come  to  me  by  name,  I know  not,  but  I think  it  had 
been  as  foon  difpatcht  as  by  another,  and  with  as  round  a 
wifdom,  I,  and  as  happily,  but  that’s  all  one;  I have  bom 
this  place  this  thirty  years,  and  upwards,  and  with  fufficient 
credit,  and  they  may  when  they  pleafe,  know  me  better-, 
to  the  neareft  ? well. 

Cur.  Sir,  it  is  not  my  fault,  for  had  I known . you 
Iboner 

Juji.  I thank  you  Sir,  I know  it. 

Cur,  I’ll  befworn  you  fhould  have  plaid  for  any  bufinefs 
now. 

And  further,  they  have  fpecified  unto  me,  his 
Wife  is  forely  fufpcdled  in  this  matter,  as  a main 
caufe. 

Cur.  I think  fhe  be  Sir,  for  no  other  caufe  can  be  yet 
found. 

Jufi.  hud  oviG  Mercury  a traveller,  with  whom  they  fay 
direcftly  fhe  is  runaway,  and  as  they  think  this  way. 

Cur.  1 knew  all  this  before. 

Juji.  Well  Sir,  this  Mercury  I know,,  and  his  breeding, 
a neighbors  child  hard  by,  you  have  been  happy.  Sir,  in 
coming  hither. 

Cur.  Then  you  know  where  to  have  him.  Sir  ? 

Juji.  I do  Sir,he  dwells  near  me. 

Cur.  I doubt  your  Worfhip  dwels  near  a knave  then* 

Ji^i.  I think  fo  ^ pray  put  on : but  ’tis  a wonder 
Tofeehow  gracelefs  people  are  now  given. 

And  how  bafe  virtue  is  accounted  with  them 
That  fhould  be  all  in  all,  as  fays  a wife  man. 

I tell  you  Sir,  and  it  is  true,  that  there  have  been  fuch 
murthers,  and  of  late  days,  as  ’twould  make  your  very 
heart  bleed  in  you,  andfome  of  them  as  I fhall  be  enabled, 
I will  tell  you,  it  fell  out  of  late  days,'  ‘ 

Cur.  It  may  be  fo,  but  will  it  pleafe  you  to  proceed  in 
this? 

Juji.  An  honeft  Weaver,  and  as  good  a workman,  as 
e’er  fhot  fhuttle,  and  as  clofe : but  every  man  muft  dye  this 
honeft  Weaver  being  a little  mellow  in  his  Ale,  that  was 
the  evidence  verbatim^  Sir,  God  blefs  the  mark,  fprung 
his  neck  juft  in  this  place:  well  Jarvis  thou  hadft 
wrongs,  and  if  I live*  fome  of  the  belt  fhall  fweat  for’t, 
then  a wench- 

Cur.  But  Sir,  you  have  forgot  my  bufinefs. 

Jufi.  Afober  pretty  maid  about  1 7.  they  lay,  certainly, 
howfoever  ’tis  fhuffled,  fne  burft  her  lelf,  and  fondly,  if  it 
be  fo,  with  Furmety  at  a Churching,  but  1 think  the  Devil 
had  another  agent  in’t ; either  of  which,  if  I can  catch, 
fhall  ftretch  for’t. 

Cur,  This  is  a mad  Juftice  that  will  hang  the  Devil  ^ 
but  1 would  you  would  be  fhort  in  this,  before  that  other 
notice  can  be  given. 

Juji.  Sir,  I will  doe  difereetly  what  is  fitting  -,  what,  An- 
tonio ? 

Ant,  within.  Your  Worfhip. 

Juji.  Put  on  your  beft  coat,  and  let  your  fellow  goe 
to  the  Conftable,  and  bid  him  aid  me  with  all  the  fpeed  he 
can,  and  all  the  power,  and  provide  Pen  and  Ink  to  take 
their  confeffions,  and  my  long  fword  : I cannot  tell  what 
danger  we  may  meet  with-,  you’ll  go  with  us? 

Cur.  Yes,  what  elfe  ? I came  to  that  end  to  accufe  both 
parties. 

JuJi.  May  I crave  what  you  are  ? 

Cur.  Faith  Sir,one  that  to  be  known  would  not  profit  you, 
more  than  a near  kinfmanof  the  dead  AntonitPs. 

Juji.  ’Tis  well,  I am  forry  for  my  neighbor,  truly,  that 
he  had  no  more  grace,  ’twill  kill  his  Mother^  fhe’sagood 
old  woman,  will  you  walk  in  ? I’ll  but  put  my  cloak  on,  and 
my  chain  off,  and  a clean  band,  and  have  my  fhooes  blackt 
over,  and  fhift  my  Jerkin,  and  we’ll  to  our  bufinefs,  and  you 
fnall  fee  how  I can  bolt  thefe  matters. 

C«r,  As  foon  as’t  pleafe  you.  Sir.  Exit. 

EniCj, 
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Enter  V^alcrio,  and  Richardo. 

Val.  This  is  the  place  here  did  I leave  the  Maid 
Alone  lafl:  night,  drying  her  tender  eyes, 

Uncertain  what  to  do,  and  yet  delirous 
To  have  me  gone. 

Rich.  How  rude  are  all  we  men. 

That  take  the  name  of  Civil  to  our  felves  ? 

If  Ihehad  fet  her  foot  upon  an  earth 
Where  people  live  that  we  call  barbarous  ^ 

Though  they  had  had  no  houfe  to  bring  her  to. 

They  would  have  fpoilM  the  glory,  that  thefpring 
Hasdeckt  the  trees  in,  and  with  willing  hands 
Have  torn  their  branches  down,  and  every  man 
Would  have  become  a builder  for  her  lake. 

What  time  left  you  herthere? 

Val.  I left  her,  when  the  Sun  had  fo  much  to  lett. 

As  he  is  now  got  from  his  place  of  rife. 

Rich.  So  near  the  night  Ihe  could  not  wander  far  •, 

Fair  Viola ! 

Val.  It  is  in  vain  to  call,  Ihc  fought  a houfe 
Without  all  queftion. 

Rich.  Peace,  hir  VinW? 

Fzit  Viola}  who  Ihould  have  left  her  here 
On  fuch  a ground  ? if  you  had  meant  to  lole  her. 

You  might  have  found  there  were  no  ecclios  here 
To  take  her  name,  and  carry  it  about, 

W^hen  her  true  Lover  came  to  mourn  for  her. 

Till  all  the  neighboring  valleys  and  the  hills. 

Refounded  Viola., 

And  fuch  a place. 

You  fhould  have  chole 

You  pity  U9  becaufe 

The  dew  a little  wets  our  feet,  , 

Unworthy  far  to  leek  her  in  the  wet  ^ 

And  what  becomes  of  her  ? where  wandred  Ihe, 

With  two  fhowers  raining  on  her,  from  her  eyes 
Continually,  abundantly,  from  which  i 

There’s  neither  tree  nor  houfe  to  Ihelter  her  j ' 

Will  you  go  with  me  to  travel? 

Val.  Whither  ? 

Rich.  Over  all  the  world.  i 

Val.  No  by  my  faith,  I’ll  make  a Ihorter  journey  ' • ' 

When  I do  travel.  ‘ ' 

Rich.  But  there’s  no  hope 

To  gain  my  end  in  any  Ihorter  way.  j 

Val.  Why,  what’s  your  end? 

Rich.  It  is  to  fearch  the  earth. 

Till  we  have  found  two  in  the  fhapes  of  men. 

As  wicked  as  our  lelves. 

Val.  ’Twere  not  fo  hard  to  find  'out  thofe. 

Why,  if  we  find  them  out. 

It  were  the  better,  for  what  brave  viHany, 

Might  we  four  do  ? we  wou’d  not  keep  together : 

For  every  one  has  treachery  enough  i 

For  twenty  countreys,  one  Ihould  trouble  /ifia. 

Another  fhould  fbw  ftrife  in  /'Ifrica 

But  you  Ihould  play  the  knave,  in  at  home  in  Europe^ 

And  for  America  let  me  alone. 

Val.  Sir,  I am  honefter. 

Than  you  know  how  to  be,  and  can  no  more 
Be  wrong’d,  but  I lhall  find  my  felf  aright. 

Rich.  If  you  had  any  fpark  of  honefty,  . 

You  would  not  think  that  honefter  than  J, 

Werea  praife  high  enough  to  ferve  your  turn: 

If  men  were  commonly  fo  bad  as  I, 

Thieves  would  be  put  in  Calendars  for  Saints^ 

And  b(Aes  of  murderers  would  work  miracles. 

I am  a kind  of  knave,  of  knave  fo  much 

There  is  betwixt  me,  and  the  vkleft  elfe- 

But  the  next  place  of  allto  mine  i5  yours. 

Enter  trro  Milk^maids  andWoii  with  faih.^ 

V at.  That  laft  is  llic,  ’tis  flic. 

Rich.  Let  us  away,  wc  lliall  iiifccl  her,  let  her  have  the 
wind, 

And  wc  will  kneel  down  here. 

Vio.  Wenches  away,  for  here  arc  men. 

Val.  Fair  maid,  1 pray  you  ftay. 

Vio,  Alas,  agen  ? (go. 

Rich.  Why  do  you  lay  hold  on  her  ? I pray  heartily  let  her 

Val.  With  all  my  heart,  I do  not  mean  to  hurt  her. 

Rich.  But  ft  and  away  then  for  the  pureft  bodies 
Will  foqnefttakeinfeftion,  ftand  away. 

But  for  infeftingher  myfelf,  by  heaven, 

I would  come  there,  and  beat  tnec  further  off 

Vio.  I know  that  voice  and  face. 

Val.  You  are  finely  mad,  goodbwy  Sir,  now  you  arc  here 
together,  I’ll  leave  oou  fo,  god  fend  you  good  luck,  bothj 
when  you  are  foberer,  you’ll  give  me  thanks.  Exit. 

Madg.  Wilt  thou  go  milk  ? come. 

Nan.  Why  doft  not  come  ? 

Madge.  She  nods,  fhe’s  allecp. 

Nan.  What  wert  up  fo  early  ? 

Madge.  1 think  yon  man’s  mad  to  kneel  there,  nay  come 
come  away,  uds  body,  Nan.^  help,  Ihe  looks  black  i’thface. 
She’s  in  a found. 

Nan.  And  you  be  a man,  come  hither,  and  help  a woman. 

Rich.  Come  thither  ? you  are  a fool. 

Nan.  And  you  a knave  and  a beaft  that  you  are. 

Rich.  Come  hither,  ’twas  my  being  now  fo  near. 

That  made  her  her  fwound,  and  you  are  wicked  people. 

Or  you  wou’d  do  fo  too^  my  venom  eyes 
Strikeinnocency  dead  at  fuch  a diftance. 

Here  I’ll  kneel,  for  this  is  out  of  diftance. 

Nan.  Th’art  a prating  afs,  there’s  no  goodnefs  in  thee, 

I warrant,  how  doft  thou? 

Vio.  Why?  well.  ’ . 

Madge.  Art  thou  able  to  go  ? 

Via.  No,  pray  go  you  and  milk,  if  I be  able  to  come 
I’ll  follow  you,  if  not,  I’ll  fit  here. 

Till  you  come  back. 

Nan.  I am  loth  to  leave  thee  here  with  yon  wild  fool. 

Vie.  I know  him  well,  I warrant  thee  he  will  not  hurt 
me. 

Madge.  Come  then  Nan.  Exeunt  Maids, 

R ich.  How  do  you  ? be  not  fearfull,  for  I hold  my  hands 
Before  my  mouth,  and  fpeak,  and  fo 
My  breath  can  never  blaft  you. 

Vio.  ’Twas  enough  to  ufe  me  ill,  though  you  had  never 
fought  me  to  mock  me,  why  kneel  you  fo  far  off,  were  not 
that  gefture  better  us’d  in  prayer,  hadl  dealt  fo  with  you, 
I fhould  not  fleep,  till  heaven  and  you  had  both  forgiven 
me. 

Rich.  I do  not  mode,  nor  lives  there  fuch  a villain 
That  can  do  any  thing  contemptible 
To  you,  but  I do  kneel,  'becaufe  it  is 
Anadbion  very  fit  and  revorent. 

In  prefence  of  fo  pure  a creature. 

And  fo  far  off^  as  fearful  to  offend. 

One  too  much  wrong’d  already. 

Vio.  You  confefs  you  did  the  fault,  yet  fcorn  to  come. 

So  far  as  hither,  to  ask  pardon  for’tj 
Which  I could  willingly  afford  to  come. 

To  you  to  grant,  go(^  Sir  if  you  have 
A better  love,  may  you  be  bleft  together. 

Shefhall  not  wifh  you  better  than  I will, 

I but  offend  you,  there  are  all  the  Jewels 
1 ftole,  and  all  the  love  I ever  had, 

I leave  behind  with  you.  I’ll  carry  none 
To  give  another  may  the  ne.xt  maid  you  try 
Love  younoworfe,  nor  be  no  worfethan  I. 

Rich.  ‘Do  not  leave  me  yet  ‘for  all  my  fault. 

Search  out  the  next  things  to  impoffible. 

And 
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And  pnrmcon  them  when  they  are  eftccted, 

\ may  with  better  motlefty  receive 
rore,i  vends  from  yon. 

I /<•.  1 will  let  no  pennance, 

I'o  gain  tlic  great  forgivends  you  dclire : 

But  to  come  hither  and  take  me  and  it, 

Orclle  ril  come  and  beg,  lb  you  will  grant, 

That  you  will  be  content  to  ik  forgiven. 

Kicb.  Nay,  I will  come  lince  you’ll  have  it  fo, 

And  lince  you  plealc  to  pardon  me  I hope 
Free  from  infe^f  ion,  here  I am  by  you  ^ 

A carelefs  man,  a breaker  of  my  faith, 

Alothfomc  drunkard^  and  in  that  wild  fury  : 

A hunter  after  whores  : 1 do  befeech  you. 

To  pardon  all  thefe  faults,  and  take  me  up 
An  honeft,  fober,  and  a faithful  man. 

Vio.  For  heavens  fake,  urge  your  faults  no  more,bi)t  mend, 
All  the  forgivenefs  I can  make  you,  is. 

To  love  you,  w hich  I will  do,  and  delire 
Notliingbut  love  again,  w^hich  if  1 have  not 
Yet  1 w ill  love  you  ftill. 

Ktcb.  Oh  \\’omen,  that  fome  one  of  yon  will  take, 

An  everlafling  pen  into  your  hands : 

And  grave  in  paper  which  the  writ  fliall  make, 

More  lafting  than  the  marble  Monuments, 

Your  matchlefs  virtues  to  pofterities  : 

Whicli  the  defective  race  of  envious  man. 

Strive  to  conceal. 

Ho.  lUethinks  I would  not  now  for  any  thing, 

But  you  had  milt  fne,  1 have  made  a ftory, 

W'ill  ferve  to  wafte  many  a winters  fire 
W' hen  we  are  old,  I’ll  ray  daughters  then,  ' - ■ ' 

The  mileries  their  Mother  had  in  love: 

And  fay,  ray  girls  be  wifer,  yet  I would  not 
Have  had  more  wit  my  felf,  take  up  thole  Jewels^ 

For  I think  I hear  my  fellows  coming.  . ’ 

Enter  the  Mtlk^maids  tvith  their  pails. 

Madge.  How  doft  thou  now  ? ( home  ? 

rto.  why,  very  well  I thank  you,  ’tis  late,  (hall  I halte 
Nan.  I prethee  we  fnall  be  Ihent  foundly.  - ' 

Madge.  Why  does  that  railing  man  goe  with  us  ? 

Vio.  1 prethee  fpeak  well  of  him,  on  my  word, 

He’s  an  honeft  man,  ^ ^ 

Nan.  There  was  never  any  fo  one’’s  complexion,  a Gen- 
tleman? 

I’de  be  afham’d  to  have  fuch  a foul  mouth.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Mother.,  Alexander,  Andrugio,  and  his 

man  Rowland.  i 

. . I ' 

Moth.  How  now  Alexander.,  what  Gentleman  is  this?  • 
AUx.  Indeed  forfooth  I know  not,  I found  him  at  the  mar- 
ket full  of  woe,  crying  a loft  daughter,  and  telling  all  her. 
tokens  to  the  people^  and  what  you  wot  ? by  all  fub/criptiort 
in  the  world,  it  Ihould  be  our  new  MaidMf/wi*,  one  would 
little  think  it,  therefore  I was  bold  to  tell  him  of  her  Mi- 
ftrifs. 

Moth.  Melvia  ? It  cannot  be,  fool,  alas  you  know  Ihe 
is  a poor  wench,  and  I took  her  in  upon  mere  charity. 

And.  So  feem’dmy  daughter  when  file  went  away,  as  Ihe 
had  made  her  felf.  ' 

Motb.  W hat  nature  was  your  child  of.  Sir  ? 

And.  Nothigh,  and  of  a brown  complexion. 

Her  Hair  aborn,  a round  face,  which  Ibme  friends  that 
flattered  me,  would  fay  ’twould  be  a good  one. 

Alex.  This  is  ftill  Miftrifs,  that’s  the  truth  on’t. 

Moth.  It  maybefo.  I’ll  promife  you. 

Alex.  Well,  goe  thy  ways,  the  flower  of  our  Town,  for 
a hand  and  a foot,  1 Ihall  never  fee  thy  fellow. 

Moth.  But  had  (he  not  fuch  toyes,  as  Bracelets,  Rings, and 
Jew'cls  ? 


And.  She  w’as  fomething  bold  indeed,  to  take  fuch  things 
that  night  flic  left  me. 

Moth.  Then  belike  Ihe  run  away? 

And.  Though  file  be  one  I love,  1 dare  not  lye,  flic  did 
indeed. 

Moth.  What  think  you  of  this  Jewel? 

And.  Yes,  this  was  one  of  them,  and  this  was  mine, 
you  have  made  me  a new  man,  1 thank  you  for  it. 

Moth.  Nay,  and  flie  be  given  to  filching,  there  is  your 
Jewel,  I am  clear  on’t;  but  by  your  leave, Sir,  you  ftiall 
anfwer  me  for  what  is  loft  fiiice  fliecame  hither,  I can  tell 
you,  there  lye  things  flattering  in  every  place  about  the 
houie. 

Alex.  As  I am  virtuous,  I have  the  Jyingft  old  Gentle- 
woman to  my  Miftrils,  and  the  moft  malicious,  the  devil  a 
good  word  wdl  fhegivea  fervant,  that’s  her  old  rule  y and 
(i'od  bo  tha.vkcd,  they’ll  give  her  as  few,  there  is  perfect 
lo  c ou  both  fides,  it  yearns  my  heart  to  fee  the  wench 
111)  ',  iilrued,  a careful  foul  flie  is.  I’ll  be  fworn  for  her, 
vvhen  file’s  gone,  let  them  fay  what  they  will,  they  may 
v ...:  their  caps  at  fuch  another. 

And,  What  you  have  loft  by  her,  with  all  my  heart 
I’ll  fee  you  double  paid  for,  you  have  fav’d 
With  your  kind  pity,  two  that  muft  not  live 
Unlefs  it  be  to  thank  you  •,  take  this  Jewel, 

Thisftrikes  off  none  of  her  offerees,  Miftrifs, 

Would  I might  fee  her. 

Moth.  Alexander.,  run  , and  bid  her  make  hafte  home, 
file’s  at  the  milking  Clofe  *,  but  tell  her  not  by  any  means 
who’s  here,  I know  file’ll  be  too  fearful. 

Alex.  Well,  we’ll  have  a poflet  yet  at  parting,  that’s  my 
colhfort,  and  one  round,  or  elle  I’ll  lole  my  Will. 

Exit. 

And. Yon  fhall  find  Silvio.,  Zlberto,  and  Pedro  enquiring 
for  the  Wench  at  the  next  Town,  tell  them  (he  is  found, 
and  where  I am,  and  with  the  favor  of  this  Gentlewoman, 
defire  them  to  come  hither. 

Moth.  I pray  do,  they  fhall  be  all  welcome,  Exis.  Serv 

Enter  JuJlice,  Curio,  and  Mark. 

Jujl.  By  your  leave  forfooth,  you  fhall  fee  me  find  the 
parties  by  a flight, 

Moth.  Who’s  that,  Mr.  Juftice  ?*  how  do  you.  Sir  ? 

Juft.  Why,  very  well,  andbufie,  where’s  your  Son? 

Moth,  He’s  within,  Sir. 

Juft.  Hum,  and  how  does  the  young  woman  my  Cofin, 
that  came  down  with  him. 

Moth.  She’s  above,  as  a woman  in  her  cafe  may  be. 

Juft.  You  have  confeft  it?  then  firrah  call  in  the  Offi- 
cers : file’s  no  Colin  of  mine  i a mere  trick  to  difeover 
all. 

Moth.  To  difeover?  what.^ 


Enter  Mark  and  Officers. 

Juft.  You  lliall  know  that  anon : I think  I have  over- 
reached you-,  oh  welcome,  enter  thchoiife,  and  by  virtue 
of  my  warrant  which  you  have  there,  feize  upon  the  bodi- 
yperfons  of  thofe  whofe  names  are  there  written,  to  wit, 
one  Mercury,  and  the  wife  of  one  Antonio. 

Moth.  For  what. 

Juft.  Away  I fay, 

This  Gentleman  fhall  certifie  you  for  what.  Ex.  Officer. 

Moth.  He  can  accufe  my  Son  of  nothing,  he  came  from  tra- 
vel but  within  thefe  two  days  ? 

Juft.  There  hangs  a tale. 

Moth.  I fiiould  beforry  thisfiiould  fall  out  at  asy  time ; 
but  efpecially  now  Sir^  will  you  favour  me  fo  much,  as 
to  let  me  know  of  v/hat  you  accufe  him  ? 

C«r.' Upon  fufpition  of  murthcr. 

Moth.  Murther  ? I dcfie  thee. 


Curio. 
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Cw.  1 pray  God  he  may  prove  hinifcU  innocent. 

Jufi.  Fie,  fay  not  lb,  yon  (hew  your  Iclf  robe  no  good 
Common-wealths  man  : for  the  more  arc  hang’d  the  better 
’tis  for  the  Common-wealth. 

Moth.  By  this  rule  you  were  bcfl  hang  your  fclf. 

Jufi.  I forgive  your  honelt  mirth,cver ; Oh  welcome, wel- 
come A/jr/;. 


Enter  U^ikand  Officers^  rvith  Mercury  and  the  Wife. 


Your  Pen , Ink,  and  Paper,  to  take  their  examinati- 
ons. 

Mer.  Why  do  you  pull  me  fo?  I’ll  go  alone. 

Jufi.  Let  them  Hand,  let  them  Hand  quietly,  whilfl:  they 
are  examin’d? 

mfe.  What  will  you  examine  us  of. 

Jufi.  Of  murther. 

Mer.  Why,  he  was  my  friend. 

Wife.  He  was  my  Husband. 

Jufi.  The  more  lhame  for  you  both  *,  your  Pen  and 
Ink. 

Moth.  Pray  God  all  be  well,  1 never  knew  any  of  thefe 
, travelleri  come  to  good  •,  I befeech  you,  Sir,  be  favourable 
to  my  Son. 

Jufi.  Gentlewoman,  hold  you  content,  1 would  it  were 
come  to  that  ? 

' Mer.  For  gods  fake  mother,  why  kneel  you  to  fuch  a pig- 
brib’d  fellow  ? he  has  forfeited  ofGeefe,  and  they  have  put 
■ him  into  a fitof  Jufticej  lethimdohisworft. 

Jufi.  Is  your  paper  ready? 

' Mark:  I am  ready.  Sir. 


Enter  Antonio. 


’ C'  ' ^ 

Jufi.  Accufe  them.  Sir,  I command'tliee  to  lay  down  ac- 
culations  againd:  thefe  perfons,  in  behalf  of  the  katc,  and 
firft  look  upon  the  parties  to  be  accus’d, ''and  deliver  your 
name. 

Cur.  My  name  is  C«rio,  my  murthered  kinfman 
If  he  were  living  now,  I foouldnot  know  him, 

’Tis  lb  long  fince  we  law  one  another. 

Ant.  My  Cofin  Curio  ? 

Cur.  But  thus  much  from  the  mouths  of  hisfervants,and 


others,  whofe  examinations  I have  in  writing  about  me,  I 
can  accufe  them  of-,  this  Aferc«rj/,  the  lafl:  night,but  this  laft, 
laj  in  Antonio'^shouCe,  and  in  the  night  he  rofe,  raifing  An- 
tonio., where  privately  they  were  in  talFan  hour,  to  what 
end  I know  not ; but  of  likelyhood,  finding  Antonioh  houfo 
not  a fit  place  to  murder  him  in,  he  fufferedhim  to  go  to 
bed  again,  but  in  the  morning  early,  he  train’d  him  I think 
forth,  after  which  time  he  never  Taw  his  home  •,  his  cloaths 
were  found  near  the  place  where  Mercury  was,  and  the  peo- 
ple at  firft  aenyed  theyfayv  him;  but  at  laft  he  madeafri- 
vilous  tale,  that  there  he  'fhifted  himfelf  into  a Footmans 
habit:  butinfhort,  the  next  hour  this  woman  went  to  Af?r- 
cury,  and  in  her  Coach  they  polled  hither  j,  true  accufations, 
lhave  no  more,  and  Iwill  make  none. 

Ju^.  No  more  ? we  need  no  more,  firrah,  be  drawing 
their  Mittimus  before  we  hear  their  anfvver.  What  fay  you 
Sir  ? you  guilty  of  this  murther  ? 

Aier.  No  Sir.  . ^ . 

Jufi.  Whether  you  are  or  no,  confefs,  it  will  be  the  bet- 
ter for  you. 

Mer.  If  I were  guilty,  your  Rhetorick  could  not  fetch  it 
forth ; but  though  I am  innocent,  I confefs,  that  if  I 
were  a ftander  by,  thefe  circmftances  urg’d,  which  are 
true,  would  make  me  doubtlefs  believe  theaccufed  parties, 
to  be  guilty, 

Ja/f , Write  dowm,  that  he  being  a ftander  by  ^ for  fo 
you  fee  he  is,  doth  doubtlefly  believe  the  accufed  parties, 
which  is  himfelf  to  be  guilty. 


Mer.  I faynoliich  thing. 

Jufi.  Write  it  down  1 lay,  wc’il  try  that. 

Mer.  1 care  not  what  you  write,  jiray  God  you  did  not 
kill  him  for  my  love,  though  1 am  free  from  tiiis,we  both 
dclcrvc 

Wi/e.  Govern  your  tongue  I pray  you,  all  is  w’cll,  my 
Husband  lives,  1 know  it,  and  1 Ice  him. 

Jufi.  'Fhcy  whifper,  fever  them  quickly  1 fay,  Ofllcers, 
why  do  you  let  them  prompt  one  another,  Gcntlewo.Tian, 
what  lay  you  to  this,  are  not  you  guilty  ? 

Wife.  No,  as  I hope  for  mercy. 

Jufi.  But  are  not  thole  circumllances  true,  that  this  Gen- 
tleman hath  fo  foortly  and  methodically  deliver’d? 

Wife.  They  are,'  and  what  you  do  with  me,  1 care  not. 
Since  he  is  dead,  in  whom  was  all  my  care : 

You  knew  him  not. 

Jufi.  No,  an’t  been  better  for  you  too,  and  you  had  ne- 
ver known  him. 

Wife.  Why  thenyou  did  not  know  the  worlds  chief  joy,  • 
His  face  fo  manly  as  it  had  been  made. 

To  fright  the  world,  yet  he  fo  fweetly  temper’d  •, 

That  he  would  make  himfelf  a natural  fool. 

To  do  a noble  kindefs  fora  friend. 

He  was  a man  whofe  name  I’ll  not  out-live. 

Longer  than  heaven,  whofe  Will  muft  be  obey’d-, 

Will  have  me  do. 

Ant.  And  1 will  quit  thy  kindnefs. 

Jufi.  Before  me,  Ihe  has  made  the  tears  Hand  in  mine 
eyes,  but  I muft  be  auftere.  Gentlewoman-,  you  muft  toi- 
fefs  this  murder. 

Wife.  I cannot.  Sir,  I did  it  not,  but  I defire  tofe:  thofc 
examinations  which  this  Gentleman  acknowledges  to  have 
about  him,  for  but  late  laft  night  I receiv’d  Letters  from 
the  City,  yet  I heard  of  no  confolfion,  then. 

Jufi,  Yoii  lhall  fee  them  time  enough!  warrant  you,  but 
Letters  you  fay  you  had,  where  are  thofe  Letters  ? 

Wife,  Sir,  they  are  gone.  ' ' 

Jufi.  Gone  ? whither  are  they  gone  ? 

How  have  you  dilpos’d  of  ’em  ? 

Wife.  Why  Sir,  they  are  for  womens  matters,  and  fd  I 
ufe  ’em. 

Jufi.  Who  writ ’em? 

Wife.  Amanofmine. 

Jufi.  Who  brought  ’efti  ? 

Wife.  A Poll. 

Jufi.  A Poll.'?  there  is  fome  great  hafte  fore,  aha,  where 
is  that  Poll  ? 

Wife.  Sir,  there  he  Hands. 

Jufi.  Does  he  lb  ? bring  hither  that  Poll,  I am  afraid  that 
Poll  will  prove  a knave  -,  come  hither  Poll,  what  ? what 
can  you  fay  concerning  the  murder  of  Antonio  > 

Ant.  What’s  that  to  you? 

Jufi.  Oh  Poll,  you  havenoanfwer  ready,  have  you  ? I’ll 
have  one  frornybu. 

Ant.  You  lhall  have  no  more  from  me  than  you  have:, 
ybu  examine  an  honeft  Gentleman  and  Gcntlcmoir.an 
here,  ’tis  pitty  fuch  fools  as  you  Ihould  be  i’th  Com- 
miflion. 

Jufi.  Say  you  lb  Poft,  take  away  that  Poll,  whip  him 
and  bring  him  again  quickly.  I’ll  hamper  you  Poll. 

Mer.  '‘Tts  Antonio,  I know  him  no'w  as  well-  what  an 
irregular  fool  is  this  ? 

Ant.  Whip  me?  hold  off 

Wife.  Oh  good  Sir  whip  him,  by  his  murmuring  he  fnould 
know  Ibmething  of  my  Husbands  death  ^ that  may  quit  me, 
for  gods  fake  fetch’t  out. 

Jttfi.  Whip  him  I fay. 

Ant.  Who  is’t  dares  whip  me  now? 

Wife.  Oh  my  lov’d  Husband. 

Mer.  My  moll  worthy  friend?  where  have  you  been  lb 
long  ? 

u4nt.  I cannot  fpeak  for  joy. 

Jufi.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  now,  and  Iha’l  not  Law 
then  have  her  courfc  ? 

' U u A 
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S E A-V  O Y A G E. 

A Comedy. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Albert,  French  in  love  rvith  kmmta. 

Tibalt  du  Pont,  a merry  Gentleman,friend  to  Albert. 
Mafter  ofthe  Ship,  an  honefi  merry  man. 

Lamure,  an  ufuring  Merchant. 

Franville,  a vain-glorious  gallant. 

Morillat,  a JJjallovp-braind  Gentleman. 

Bortlwain,  an  honefi  man. 


SebalHan,  a noble  Gentleman  ^/^Portugal,  Husband  to 
' Rofellia. 

Nicufa,  Nephew  to  Sebaftian,  both  cafi  upon  a defart 
Ijland. 

Raimond,  brother  to  Aminta, 

Surgeon, 

Sailors. 


Women. 

Ammtsi,  Mjflrifs  to  A\hett.anoble  French  Virgin.  , Hippolita,^^,  r j-  ns  r r t t-  , 
Rofellia,G<;i«ie/r  ofthe  Amazonian  Portugal!  Create,  i “f 

Clarinda,  Rofellia,i« /<?z^eir7VA  Albert,  ljuletta.  ^ mon-wea  , 

» 

The  Scene,  Firftat  Sea,  then 
in  the  defart  Elands. 

The  Principal  AcStors  were 


Jofeph  Taylor^ 
William  Eglefione, 
Nich.Toolie. 


Joh  Lowin. 

^ohn  Underwood. 


ABus  Primus. 

A Temped ^ Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Enter  Majier  and  two  Sailors. 

Majler. 

Ay  her  aloof,  the  Sea  grows  dangerous. 

How  it  fpits  againft  the  clouds,  how  it  ca- , 
pers. 

And  how  the  fiery  Element  frights  it  back 
There  be  Devils  dancing  in  the  airlthink 
I faw  a hang  i’th  horns  oW  moon 

shot  from  a wave,  heyday,  heyday, 

How  flic  kicks  and  yerks  ? 


Scecna  Prima. 

Down  with  the  Main  Mali:,,  lay  her  at  hull, 

Farle  up  all  her  Linnens,  and  let  her  ride  it  out. 

I Sailor.  She’ll  never  brook  it  Mailer. 

She’s  lb  deep  laden  that  Ihe’ll  bulge  ^ 

Majier.  Hang  her. 

Can  Ihenot  buffet  with  aftorm  a little } 

How  it  tollesher,  flie  reels  like  a Drunkard. 

2.  Sail.  We  have  difcover’d  the  Land,  Sir, 

Pray  let’s  make  in,  Ihe’s  lb  drunk  elfe, 

She  may  chance  to  calb  up  all  her  Lading.  (periffi’d 

1 Sail.  Sland  in,  Hand  in,  we  are  all  loft  elfe,  loft;  and 
Maji.  Steer  her  a Star-board  there. 

U u 2 2 Sail. 
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I 2 S.i:!.  Pc.ir  in  w irh  all  rlic  lail  we  can, lee  Mailer 
St.x\wh:it  a dap  of  rhnnder  there  is, 
j \\  iiat  a face  ot  heaven,  how  dreatlfiiliy  it  looks  ? fprayirtg^ 
i Mi  }.  I hou  raleal,  thou  fearful  rogue,  thou  hall  been 
I 1 lec't  in  thy  lace,  tiioaliall  been  mumbling, 

. When  wearel'plic  you  llave-,  is  this  a time, 
i To  diicourage  our  iriends  with  your  cold  orizons  ? 

! Callup  theHoatfwaiii how  it  frorms-,  holla. 

■ W'har  Hail  \vc  do  Mailer  ? 

Xail  over  all  her  lading  ? Ihewill  not  fwim 
I An  hour  die  •, 

T.ntcr  Albert,  Franvilc,  La-mure,  Tibalt 
I de  pout.  Morillat 

i Mj  x.  The  llorm  is  lofid, 
jW'e  cannot  hear  one  another, 

'What’s  the  coaft? 

B'jtC  W^cknow  noryc:,  Hall  wemakein? 

Albert.  W'hat  comfort  Sailors  > 

1 ne'  ciTaw,  (ince  1 have  known  the  Sea, 

■'  which  has  been  this  twenty  years ) lb  rude  a tempefl: ; 
n V hat  State  are  we  ? 

i Dangerous  enough  Captain, 

W c have  Iprung  five  leaks,  and  no  little  ones  •, 

Still  rage  •,  belides,  her  ribs  are  open  ^ 

Her  rudder  almoft  fpent  •,  prepare  your  felves  ^ 

And  have  good  courages,  death  comes  but  once. 

And  let  him  come  in  all  his  frights. 

Albirt.  Is’t  notpofiible. 

To  make  in  to  th’  Land  / *tis  here  before  us. 

MoriV.  Here  hard  by  Sir. 

Death  is  nearer.  Gentlemen, 

Vet  do  not  cry,  let’s  dye  like  men.  ^ 

lib.  Shall’s  hoife  the  Boat  out, 

Ard  goe  all  atone  call  ? the  more  the  merrier. 

Enter  Amint. 

Ai./l.  You  are  toohafly  Mounfieur, 

Do  ye  long  to  be  i’th’ Fifli-market  before  your  time? 

Hold  hcr’'p  there; 

Amnjt.  Oh  miferable  fortune. 

Nothing  but  horror  founding  in  mine  ears, 

No  minute  to  promife  to  my  frighted  foul, 
lib.  Peace  woman, 

W c ha  forms  enough  already  •,  no  more  howling. 

Amint.  Gentle  Mailer. 

Mali.  Clap  this  woman  under  hatches. 

Alb.  Prethefpeak  mildly  to  her. . 

Amint.  Can  no  help  ? 

Mjji.  None  that  I know. 

Amint.  No  promife  from  your  gooodnefs.'; 

Am  I a God  ? for  heavens  fake  flow  this 
lib  Go:  tal.e  your  gilt  Prayer-Book  woman-, 

And  to  your  bufinefs  -,  v/ink  and  die. 

There’s  an  old  Haddock  flaies  for  ye. 

Amint.  Mufl  I die  hereinallthe  frights  and  terrors, 

The  thou  land  feveral  fliapes  death  triumphs  in.^ 

No  friend  to  counfcl  me 

Alb.  Flave  peace  fwcet  Miflrifs. 

Amint.  Nokindredstears  upon  me?  oh  ! my  countrey? 

. >ogcntlc  hand  to  clofc  mine  eyes  ? 

Alb.  Be  comforted,  heaven  has  the  fame 
Power  flill,  and  the  fame  mercy. 

Amint.  Oh,  that  wave  will  devour  me. 

Maft.  r arry  her  down  Captain  ^ 

Or  by  the  fc  hands  I’ll  give  no  more  diredion. 

Let  the  Ship  fink  or  fwim,  we  ha  ne’er  better  luck, 

W hen  we  ha  fuch  flowagcas  thefe  trinkets  with  us-, 
rhele fwcet  fin-breeders : how  can  heaven finiie  onus, 

\\  hen  fuf  h a burthen  of  iniquity 

Lies  tumbling  like  a potion  in  our  fliip’s  belly?  Exit, 
lib.  Away  v\ith  her,  and  if  flichavea  Prayer, 
j That’->  fit  for  juch  an  hour,  let  her  fay’t  quickly. 


And  ferioufiy. 

Alb.  Come,  I fee  it  clear  Lady,  come  in. 

And  take  fome  comfort.  I’ll  flay  with  ye. 

Amint.  Where  lliould  I flay  ? to  what  end  fhould  I hope,  > 
Am  not  I circled  round  with  niifery  ? 

Confulions  in  their  full  heights  dwell  about  me:  i 

Oh  Mounfieur  Albert.,  How  am  I bound  to  curie  ye,  i 
If  curies  could  redeem  me  ? how  to  hate  ye  ? 

You  forc’d  me  from  my  quiet,  from  my  friends  • i‘ 

Even  from  their  Arms,  that  were  as  dear  to  me. 

As  day-light  is,  or  comfort  to  the  wretched-, 

Y oil  forc’d  my  friends  from  their  peaceful  reft. 

Some  your  relentlefs  fvvord  gave  their laft groans^ 

W ould  I had  there  been  numbred  ^ 

And  to  fortunes  never  fatisfied  afflidions, 

Ye  turn’d  my  Brother-,  and  thofe  few  friends  I’d  left 
Like  defperate  creatures,  to  their  own  fears 
And  the  world’s  ftubborn  pitties : Oh  mercilefs ! 

Alb.  Sweet  Miftrifs.  * ' 

Amint.  Ai  d whither  they  are  wandred  to  avoid  ye, 

Or  whither  e'ead,  and  no  kind  earth  to  cover  ’em^ 

\\  as  this  a Lovers  part?  but  heaven  has  found  ye, 

And  in  his  loiideft  voice,  his  voice  of  thunder, 

•^nd  in  the  mutiny  of  his  deep  wonders. 

He  tells  ye  now,  ye  weep  too  late ; 

Alb  Let  thefe  tears  tell  how  I honor  ye  y ' 

e know  dear  Lady,  fince  ye  are  mine. 

How  truly  1 have  lov’d  ye,  how  fandimonioufly 
Oblerv’d  your  honor  i not  one  lafeivious  word. 

Not  one  couch  Lady  -,no,nota  hopethatmight  not  render 
The  unpolluted  lervant  of  your  chaftity  y (me  . 

for  you  1 put  to  fea,  to  feek  your  Brother  • 

Your  Captain,  yet  your  flave,  that  his  redemption, 

If  he  be  living,  where  the  Sun  has  circuit. 

May  expiate  your  rigor,  and  my  rafhnefs.  » 

Amint.  The  ftorm  grows  greater,  wliatfhail  we  do? 

Alb.  Let’s  in : 

And  ask  heavens  mercy  j my  ftrong  mind  yet  prefages. 

Through  all  thefe  dangers,  we  fhall  fee  a day  yet 

Shall  crown  your  pious  hopes,  and  my  fair  wifhes.  Exit. 

Enter  Majier^  Sailors.,  Gentlemen-,  and  Boatfwain. 

Ma^ . It  muft  all  over-board. 

Boatf.  It  clears  to  Sea- ward  Maft. 

Fling  o’er  the  Lading  there,  and  let’s  lighten  her  ^ 

All  the  meat,  and  the  Cakes,  we  are  all  gone  elfe  j 
That  we  may  find  her  Leaks,  and  hold  her  up  j 
Yet  fave  fome  little  Bisket  for  the  Lady, 

Till  we  come  to  the  Land. 

La-m.  Muft  my  Goods  over  too  ? 

Why  honeft  Mailer  ? here  lies  all  my  money  -, 

The  Money  I ha  wrackt  by  ufury. 

To  buy  new  Lands  and  Lordfliipsin  new  Countreys, 

’Caufe  I was  banifh’d  from  mine  own 
I ha  been  this  twenty  years  a railing  it. 
l^ib.  Out  with  it : 

The  devils  are  got  together  by  the  ears,  who  fhall  havcit\ 

And  here  they  quarrel  in  the  clouds. 

La-m.  I am  undone  Sir: 
mb.  And  be  undone,  ’tis  better  than  we 
Oh  fave  one  Cheft  of  Plate. 
lib.  Away  with  it  luftily.  Sailors^ 

It  was  fome  pawn  that  he  has  got  unjuftly, 

Down  with  it  low  enough,  and  let  Crabs  breed  in’t^ 

Over  with  the  Trunks  too. 


Enter  Albert. 

Alb.  Take  mine  and  fpare  not . 

Mall.  We  muft  over  with  all. 

Fran.  Will  ye  throwaway  my  Lordfliip 
That  I fold,  put  itintocloathsandneceflaries. 

To  goe  to  fea  with? 

fib.  Over  with  it  j I love  to  fee  a Lordfliip  fink  j 


Sir, 
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Sir,  yon  left  no  wood  upon’t,  to  buoy  it  iip^ 

Yon  might  ha’  lav’d  it  cllc. 

Fran.  1 am  undone  fdr  cvcr  ^ 

yilb.  Why  we  arc  all  undone  \ would  yon  be  only  happy? 

La-m.  Sir,  yon  may  loolc  too. 

I'tb.  Thonlieft^  I ha’ nothing  but  my  skin. 

And  mycloaths^  my  (word here,  and  mylclfi 
Two  Crowns  in  my  pockety  two  pair  of  Cards  i 
And  three  falfe  Dice  : I can  fwim  likcafifli 
Rafcal,  nothing  to  hinder  me. 

Boatfw.  Inwith  her  of  all  hands, 

Mjji.  Come  Gcntlemen,comc  Captain,  ye  mull  help  all  ^ 
My  life  now  for  the  Land, 

’Tis  high,  and  rocky,  and  full  of  perils  ^ 

Alb  However  let’s  attempt  it. 

Majl.  Then  cheer  liiftily  my  hearts.  Exit. 

Fitter  Sebaftian  and  Nicula. 

Sebafi.  Yes,  ’tis  a Ship,  I fee  it  now,  a tall  Ship^ 

She  has  wrought  luftily  for  her  deliverance  ^ 

Heavens  mercy,  what  a wretched  day  has  here  been  ? 

Nicu.  To  ftill  and  quiet  minds  that  knew  no  mifery. 

It  may  feem  wretched,  but  with  us  ’tis  ordinary  ^ 

Heaven  has  no  ftorm  in  (tore,  nor  earth  no  terror, 

That  can  feem  new  to  us. 

Sebaft.  ’Tis  true  2V/f«yi,  if  fortune  were  determin’d 
To  be  wanton,  and  would  wipe  out  the  ftories 
Of  mens  mileries : yet  we  two  living, 

We  could  crofs  her  purpole^  for  ’tisimpoflible 
Shelhould  cureus,  we  are  lb  excellent  in  our  afflidions*, 

It  would  be  more  than  glory  to  her  blindnefs. 

And  ftile  her  power  beyond  her  pride,  to  quit  us. 

Nicu.  Do  they  live  ftill  ? 

Sebaji.  Yes,  and  make  to  harbor: 

Nicu.  Moftmiferablemcn-,  I grieve  their  fortunes. 

Sebafi.  How  happy  had  they  been,had  the  Sea  cover’d  em? 
They  leap  from  one  calamity  to  another  ^ 

Had  they  been  drown’d,  they  had  ended  all  their  Ibrrows. 
What  Ihouts  of  joy  they  make  ? 

Nicu.  Alas  poor  wretches,  had  they  but  once  experience 
Of  this  Ifland,  they’d  turn  their  tunes  to  wailings  i ^ 

Sebafi.  Nay,  to  curfes. 

That  ever  they  fet  foot  on  fuch  calamities , 

Here’s  nothing  but  Rocks  and  barrennefs. 

Hunger,  and  cold  to  eat  ^ here’s  no  Vineyards 
To  cheer  the  heart  of  man,  no  Chriftal  Rivers, 

After  his  labour,  to  refrelh  his  body. 

If  he  be  feeble^  nothing  to  reftore  him, 

But  heavenly  hopes,  nature  that  made  thofe  remedies. 

Dares  not  come  here,  nor  look  on  our  diftrelfes. 

For  fear  (he  turn  wild,  like  the  place,:  and  barren. 

Nicu.  Oh  Uncle,  yet  a little  memory  of  what  we  were, 
’Twill  be  a little  comfort  in  our  calamities  *, 

When  we  were  featedinour  blelled  homes. 

How  happy  in  our  kindreds,  in  our  families. 

In  all  our  fortunes  ? 

Sebafi.  Curfe  on  thofe  French  Pirats,that  dilplanted  us*, 
That  fungus  from  that  happinels  we  found  there  ^ 
Conftrain’d  us  to  Sea,  to  fave  our  lives,  honors,  and  our 
With  all  we  had,  our  kinfmen,  and  our  jewels,  (riches. 
In  hope  to  find  fome  place  free  from  fuch  robbers. 

Where  a mighty  ftorm  fever’d  our  Barks, 

That,  where  my  Wife,  my  Daughter 
And  my  noble  Ladies  that  went  with  her,’ 

Virgins  and  loving  fouls,  to  fcape  tliofe  Pirats. 

Nicuf.  They  are  yet  living  ^ fuch  goodnefs  cannot  perilh. 

Sebafi.  But  never  to  me  Cofin  • 

Never  to  me  again  i what  bears  their  Flag-ftaves  > 

Nicu.  The  Arms  of  France  lure ; 

Nay,  doenotftart,  we  cannot  be  more  miferable*. 

Death  is  a cordial,  now,  come  when  it  will. 

Sebafi.  They  get  to  Ihore  apace,  they’ll  Hie  as  faft  (there.? 
I When  once  they  find  the  place  ^ what’s  that  which  fwims 
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Ni.  A flrong  young  man.  Sir,  witli  a handibm  woman. 
Hanging  about  his  neck. 

Sebaji.  'That  llicws  Ibme  honor  ^ 

May  thy  bravecharity,  what  e’er  thou  art, 

Be  fpoken  in  a place  that  may  renown  tlicc, 

And  not  dye  here. 

Nicuf.  The  Boat  it  feems  turn’d  over. 

So  forced  to  their  Ihifts-,  yet  all  arc  landed : 

They’re  Pirates  on  my  life. 

Sebafi.  They  will  not  rob  us*. 

For  none  will  take  out  milcry  for  riches : 

Come  Cofin,  let^s  delcend,  and  try  their  pities  j 
If  we  get  oil;  a little  hope  walks  with  us^ 

It  not,  we  lliallbut  loadthis  wretched  Ifland 

With  the  famelhadovvs  ftill,  that  muft  grow  lliorter.  Ex. 

Enter  Albert,  Aminta,  Tibalf,  Morillat,  La-murc, 
Mafier,  Franvilc,  Surgeon.^  SaiLrt. 

7ib.  Wet  comeafliore  my  mates,we  are  fafe  arrived  yet. 

Mali.  Thanks  to  heavens  goodnels,  no  man  loft^ 

The  Ship  rides  fair  too,  and  her  leaks  in  good  plight. 

Alb.  The  weathers  turn’d  more  courteous  j 
How  docs  my  Dear .? 

Alas,  how  weak  llie  is,  and  wet  ? 

Amint.  I am  glad  yet,  Ifcap’dwitli  life^ 

Which  certain,  noble  Captain,  next  to  heavens  goodnefs, 

I muft  thank  you  for,  and  which  is  more. 

Acknowledge  your  dear  tendernels,  your  firm  love 
To  your  unworthy  Miftrifs,  and  recant  too 
( Indeed  I muft  ) thofe  harfli  opinions. 

Thole  cruel  unkind  thoughts,  I heaptuponyc; 

Farther  than  that,  I muft  forget  your  injuries. 

So  far  I am  ti’d,  and  fet’red  to  your  fervice. 

Believe  me,  I will  learn  to  love. 

Alb.  I thank  ye  Madam, 

And  it  (hall  be  my  pfadtileto  ferve. 

What  cheer  companions  ? 

Tib.  No  great  cheer  Sir,  a piece  of  foucM  Bisket 
And  halfe  a hard  egg  ^ for  the  Sea  has  taken  order 
Being  young  and  ftrong,  we  fiiall  not  furfet  Captain. 

For  mine  own  part,  I’ll  dance  till  I’m  dry  ^ 

Come  Surgeon,  out  with  your  Clifter-pips, 

Andftrike  a Galliard. 

Alb.  What  a brave  day  again.? 

And  what  fair  weather,  after  fo  foul  a ftorm? 

La  w«re.I,an’t  pleas’d  the  Mafter  he  might  ha  feeh 
This  weather,  and  ha’  fav’d  our  goods. 

Alb.  Never  think  on ’em,  we  nave  our  lives  and  healths. 

La-m.  I muft  think  on  ’em,  and  think 
’Twas  moft  malicioufly  done  to  undoe  me. 

Fran.  And  me  too,  I loft  all  *, 

I ha’n’t  another  Ihirt  to  put  upon  me,  nor  deaths 
But  thefe  poor  rags  *,  I had  fifteen  fair  fuits. 

The  worft  was  cut  upon  Taffaty. 

Fib.  I am  glad  you  ha’  loft,  give  me  thy  hand. 

Is  thy  skin  whole?  art  thou  not  purl’d  with  fcabs? 

No  antient  monuments  of  Madam  Venus  ? 

Thou  haft  afult  then  will  pofethe  cunning’ft  Tailor, 

That  will  never  turn  fafhion,  nor  forfake  thee, 

Till  thy  executors  the  Worms,  uncale  thee. 

They  take  off  glorious  Franvile  \ thou  art  happy. 

Thou  art  deliver’d  of ’em*,  here  are  no  Brokers^ 

No  Alchymifts  to  turn  ’em  intoMettal  ^ 

Nor  leather’d  Captains,  with  Ladies  to  adore  ’em^ 

Wilt  theufeea  Dog-filli  rife  in  one  of  thy  brave  doublets. 
And  tumble  like  a tub  to  make  thee  merry, 

Oran  old  Haddock  rife  with  thy  hatch’d  fword 
Thoupaid’ft  a hundred  Crowns  for  ? 

A Mermaid  in  a Mantle  of  your  Worlhips, 

Or  a Dolphin  in  your  double  Ruffe  ? 

Fran.  Ye  are  merry,  but  if  I take  it  thus. 

If  I be  foifted  and  jeer’d  out  of  my  goods. 

La  m.  Nor  I,  I vow  thee. 

Nor 
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Nor  Maftcr,  nor  Mate,  1 fee  your  cunning, 

I Alb.  Oh  he  not  angry  Gchtleiucn. 

I A7  *?•//.  Vos  Sir,  \\c  have  rcalbn. 

I \ik!  Ibure  friends  I can  make. 

I M.A.  Whatldid  Gentlemen,  was  for  the  general  fafety. 
i If  ye  aim  at  me,  1 am  not  lb  Mine. 

'hb.  Pray  take  niycounlel  Gallants. 

Fight  not  till  the  Surgeon  be  well. 

He’s  damnable  fca-lick,  and  may  fpoil  a’i, 

Belideshe  haslolt  his  1 iddleftick,  and  the  bcR; 

Bovof  Bores-greafe  •,  why  do  you  make  Inch  faces. 

And  hand  vour  fwords  ? 

Alb.  \\  ho  would yc fight  with  Gentlemen? 

Who  has  done  ye  wrong?  for  fiiame  be  better  temper’d. 
\o  Iboner  come  to  give  thanks  lor  ourfafeties, 

Put  we  mull:  raile  new  civil  broils  amongfl  us 

/nflamc  thole  angry  powers, to  fliovver  new  vengeance  onus  ? 

W’hat  can  we  expecT:  for  thefc  unmanly  murmurs, 

Thdc  ft rong  temptations  of  their  holypittics, 

But  plagues  "in  another  kind,  a fuller,  fo  dreadful. 

That  the  fmging  ftorms  are  fluinbcrs  to  it  ? 

lib.  Be  men,  and  rule  your  minds  ^ 

If  you  will  needs  fight,  Gentlemen, 

And  think  to  raife  new  riches  by  your  valours, 

I Have  at  yc,  I have  little  elfe  to  do  now 
1 have  faid  my  prayers  i you  fay  you  have  loft. 

And  make  your  lofs  your  quarrel. 

' And  grumble  at  my  Captain  here,  and  the  Mailer 
Two  worthy  perfons,  indeed  too  worthy  for  fuch  rafcals, 
ThouGj/.'jj«  gallant,  and  Mammon  you. 

That  build  on  golden  Mountains,  thou  Money-Maggot  j 
Come  all,  draw  your  fwords,  ye  fay  ye  are  miferable. 

Alb.  Nay,  hold  good  i:ibalt 
lib.  Captain  , let  me  correct ’em  ^ 

I’ll  make  ye  ten  times  worfe,  I will  not  leave ’em*,  _ 

For  look  ye,  fighting  is  as  nourilhing  to  me  as  eating, 

1 was  born  quarrelling. 

Mj(I.  Pray  Sir. 

hb.  I will  not  leave  ’em  skins  to  cover  ’em 
Do  ye  grumble,  when  yc  are  well,  ye  rogues? 

MalK  Noble  Vn-pont. 

hb.  Yehavecloaths  now  ; and  yc  prate. 

Amin.  Pray  Gentlemen,  for  my  fake  be  at  peace. 

Let  it  become  me  to  make  all  friends. 

Fran.  You  have  ftopt  our  angers  Lady. 

Alb.  This  Ihcws noble. 

Tib  ’Tis  well : ’tis  very  well : there’s  half  a Bisket, 
Break’t  amongfl  ye  all,  and  thank  my  bounty. 

This  is  Cloaths  and  Plate  too  •,  come  no  more  quarrelling. 

Amin.  But  ha!  what  things  are  thefc. 

Are  they  humane  creatures  ? 

Enter  Sebaftian  and  Nicufa. 

lib.  I have  heard  of  Sea-Calves. 

Alb.  1 hey  arc  no  fliadows  fin  e,  they  have  Legs  and  Arms. 
lib.  They  hang  but  lightly  on  though. 

Amint.  I low  they  look,  arc  they  mens  facts  ? 
hb.  They  have  horfe-tads  growing  to  'em. 

Goodly  long  manes. 

Arntnt.  Alas  what  funk  eyes  they  have  I . 

How  they  arc  crept  in,  as  if  they  had  been  frighted  ! 

Sure  they  arc  wTCtchcd  men. 

T/^.  Where  are  their  Wardrobes? 
i.ook  ye  Franvite.,  here  area  couple  of  Courtiers. 

Amint.  They  kneel,  alas  poor  fouls. 

Alb.  Whatarc  ye?  fpcaki  areyc  alive, 

^ Qj-  \sandring  fnadows,  that  find  no  peace  on  earth. 

Till  yc  reveal  fomc  hidden  fccrct? 

Sebji}.  We  arc  men  as  you  arc  ^ 

Only  our  miferies  make  us  feem  monfters. 

If  csxrpitty  dwelt  in  noble  hearts  i (n^cn 

I Alb.  W'eunderftand ’em  too ; pray  mark  cm  tGentle- 

I Sebad.  Or  that  heaven  is  pleas’d  wdth  human  ccharity  i 


If  ever  ye  have  heard  the  name  of  frien  dfhip? 

Orluffered  in  your  felves,  the  leaf!  afflidions, 

Have  gentle  Fathers  that  have  bred  ye  tenderly, 

And  Mothers  that  have  wept  for  your  misfortunes, 

Have  mercy  on  our  miferies. 

Alb.  Stand  up  wretches^ 

Speak  boldly,  and  have  releafe  j 
Niciif.  If  ye  be  Chriftians, 

And  by  that  biclled  name,  bound  to  relieve  us. 

Convey  us  from  this  Ifiand. 

Alb.  Speak-,  what  are  ye? 

Seb.  As  you  are.  Gentle  born  ^ to  tell  ye  more. 

Were  but  to  number  up  our  own  calamities. 

And  turn  your  eyes  wild  with  perpetual  weepings- 
Thelc  many  years  in  this  moft  wretched  Ifiand  ’ 

W'etwo  have  liv’d:  thefcornand  game  of  fortune  ^ 
Blcfsyour  felves  from  it  Noble  Gentlemen  j 
The  greateft  plagues  that  humane  nature  fuffers. 

Are  feated  here,  wildnefs,  and  wants  innumerable, 

Alb.  How  came  ye  hither  ? 

NicuJ . In  a fhip  as  you  do,  and  you  might  have  been. 

Had  not  Heaven  preferv’d  ye  for  fome  more  noble  ufej 
Wracktdefperately  j our  men,  and  allconfum’d. 

But  we  two^  that  ftill  live,  andlpinout 
The  thin  and  ragged  threds  of  our  misfortunes. 

Alb.  Is  there  no  meat  above  ? 

Sebj{i.  Nor  meat  nor  quiet  • 

No  fummerhere,  to  promife  any  thing 
Nor  Autumn,  to  make  full  the  reapers  hands  i 
The  earth  obdurate  to  the  tears  of  heaven. 

Lets  nothing  fhoot  but  poifon’d  weeds. 

No  Rivers,  nor  no  pleafant  Groves,  no  Beafts^ 

All  that  were  made  for  man’s  life,  flie  this  defart  ^ 

No  airy  Fowl  dares  make  his  flight  over  it. 

It  is  lb  ominous. 

Serpents,  and  ugly  things,  the  fbames  of  nature. 

Roots  of  malignant  tafts,  foul  Handing  waters  ^ 

Sometimes  we  find  a fulfbme  Sea-root, 

And  that’s  a delicate?  a Rat  fometimes. 

And  that  we  hunt  like  Princes  in  their  pleafure  ^ 

And  when  we  take  a Toad,  we  make  a Banquet. 

Amint.  For  heavens  fake  let’s  aboard. 

Alb.  D’ye  know  no  farther  ? ( inhabited  -, 

Nim.  Yes,  we  have  fometimes  feenthe  ftiadow  of  a place 
And  heard  the  noife  of  hunters  • 

And  have  attempted  ro  find  it,  to  far  as  a River, 

Deep,  flow,  and  dangerous,  fenced  with  high  Rocks, 

We  have  gone-,  but  not  able  to  atchieve  that  hazard. 
Return  to  our  old  miferies. 

If  this  fad  ftory  may  deferve  your  pities.  (ties; 

Alb.  Ye  fhall  aboard  with  us,  we  will  relieve  your  mife- 
Sebaji.  Nor  will  webeunthankfiil  for  this  benefit. 

No  Gentlemen,  we’ll  pay  for  our  deliverance  i 
Look  ye  that  plough  the  Seas  for  wealth  and  pleafures. 
That  out-run  day  and  night  with  your  ambitions. 

Look  onthofe  heaps,  they  feem  hard  ragged  quarries-, 
Remove  ’em,  and  view ’em  fully. 

Mafi.  Oh  heaven,  they  are  Gold  and  Jewels. 

Sebaji.  Be  not  toohafty,  here  lies  another  heap. 

Moril.  And  here  another. 

All  perfed  Gold.  ( vers-, 

Alb.  Stand  farther  off^  you  mull  not  be  your  own  car- 
La-m.  We  have  fhares,  and  deep  ones:, 

Fran.  Yes  Sir,  we’ll  maintain’t : ho  fellow  Sailors, 

La-m.  Stand  all  to  your  freedoms  j 
I’ll  have  all  this. 

Fran.  And  I this. 

Tib.  You  fhall  be  hang’d  firft, 

La-m.  My  lofics  fhall  be  made  good. 

Fran.  Sofnallmine,  or  withmyfword  I’ll  do’tj 
All  that  will  fharc  with  us,  allift  us. 

Tib.  Captain,  let’s  fet  in. 

Alb.  This  money  will  undo  us,  undousall: 

Sebaji.  This  Gold  was  the  overthrow  of  my  happinefs- 
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I had  command  too,  when  I landed  here, 

And  lead  young,  high,  and  noble  Ipirirs  under  me, 

This  curled  Gold  enticing ’cm,they  let  upon  their  Captain, 
On  me  that  own’d  this  wealth,  and  this  poor  Gentleman, 
Gave  us  no  few  wounds,  forc’d  us  from  our  own  •, 

And  then  their  civil  fvvords,  who  Ihould  be  owners. 

And  who  Lords  overall,  turn’d  againft  their  own  lives, 
Firlf  in  their  rage,  conlum’d  the  Ship, 

That  poor  part  of  the  Ship  that  Icap’dthe  flrfl-  wrack. 
Next  their  lives  by  heaps  •,  Oh  be  you  wife  and  careful : 
La-m.  We’ll  ha’ more:  firrah,  come  Ihewit. 

Fra>f.  Or  ten  times  worfe  afflidions  than  thou  fpeak’fl:  o( . 
Alb.  Nay,  and  ye  will  be  dogs.  Beats'* em out. 

lib.  Let  me  come.  Captain  : 

This  Golden  age  mufl:  have  an  Iron  ending. 

Have  at  the  bunch.  Hebfats  ’’em  off.  Exit. 

Amint.  Oh  Albert  y Oh  GentIemen,Oh  Friends.  Exit. 
Sebafl.  Come  noble  Nephew,  if  we  ftay  here,  we  dye. 
Here  rides  their  Ship,  yet  all  are  gone  toth’fpoiJ, 

Let’s  make  a quick  ule. 

Nictif.  Away  dear  Llncle. 

Sebaji.  This  Gold  was  our  overthrow.  Exit. 

Nictif.  It  may  now  be  our  happinefs. 

Enter  Tibalt  and  the  reft. 

lib.  You  fliall  have  Gold  : yes,  I’ll  cram  itint’ye  •, 

You  fhall  be  your  own  carvers  y yes.  I’ll  carve  ye, 

Morill.  I am  fore,  I pray  hear  reafon  ; 
lib.  I’ll  hear  none. 

Covetous  bale  minds  have  no  realbn  y 
1 amhurtmyftlf,  but  whillt  I have  a leg  left, 

I will  fo  haunt  your  gilded  fouls  •,  how  d’ye  Captain? 

Ye  bleed  apace,  curfeon  the  cauferson’ty 
Ye  do  not  faint  ? 

Alb.  No,  no  •,  I am  not  fo  happy. 
lib.  D’ye  howl,  nay,yedeferve  it: 

Bafe  greedy  rogues  •,  come,  lhall  we  make  an  end  of ’em  ? 

Alb  They  are  our  Countrey-men,for  heavens  fake  fpare  ’em. 
Alas,  they  are  hurt  enpugh,  and  they  relent  now. 

Aminta  above. 

Aminta.  Oh  Captain,  Captain. 

Alb.  Whofe  voice  is  that/* 

lib.  The  Ladies.  (tain, 

j4mmt.  Look  Captain,  look”,  ye  are  undone:  poorCap- 
We  are  all  undone,  all,  all : we  are  all  miferable. 

Mad  wilful  men  y ye  are  undone,  your  Ship,  your  Ship. 

Alb.  What  of  her  > 

Amint.  She’s  under  fail,  and  floating^ 

See  where  fhe  flies  : fee  to  your  lhames,  you  wretches : 

Thefe  poor  ftarv’d  things  that  Ihew’d  you  Gold. 

V.^-m.and  ErznvWe  goes  tip  to  fee  the  Ship., 

1 Sail.  They  have  cut  the  Cables, 

And  got  her  out  •,  the  Tide  too  has  befriended  ’em. 

Maft.  Where  are  the  Sailors  that  kept  her? 

Boatf.  Here,  here  in  in  the  mutiny,  to  take  up  money. 

And  left  no  creature,  left  the  Boat  alhore  too  •, 

This  Gold,  this  damn’d  enticing  Gold. 

2 Sail,  How  the  wind  drives  her. 

As  if  it  vied  to  force  her  from  our  furies  ? 

La-m.  Comeback  good  old  men: 

Fran,  Good  honeft  men,  come  back. 
lib.  The  wind’s  againft  ye,  fpeak  louder  j i 

La-m.  Ye  lhall  have  all  your  Gold  again:  they  fee  ts. 
lib.  Hold  up  your  hands,  and  kneel,  • 

And  howl  ye  block-heads  ^ they’ll  have  companion  on  ye  ^ 
Yes,  yes,  ’tis  very  likely , ye  have  deferv’d  it, 

D’ye  look  like  dogs  now  ? 

Are  your  mighty  courages  abated? 

I bleed  apace 

lib.  Retire  Sir:  andniakethebeft  uieofourmiferics. 
They  but  begin  now. 


Enter  Aminta. 

Amint.  Arc  yc  alive  ft  ill  ? 

A lb.  Ycslwcct. 
lib.  Help  him  off  Lady  i 

Aud  wrap  him  waiin  in  your  arms,  (fbmely, 

Ht^rc’s  fomcihing  that’s  com'ortablc^  off  with  him  hand- 
i’ll  come  to  yc  ftraight  i but  vex  thcle  rafcals  a little. 

Albert,  Aminta. 

Fran.  Ch,  I am  hungry,  and  hurt,  and  1 am  weary. 
hb.  Here’s  a Pcftlcof  a Sir^ 

’Tis  exceL'ent  meat,  with  lour  'aucc^ 

And  here’s  two  Chains,  llippolc’cm  Saufages-, 

Then  there  wants  Muftard 

but  the  fearful  Surgeon  willlupply  ye  prefently: 

La-nt.  Oh  lor  that  Surgeon,  I fhall  die  cife. 

Tib.  Faith  there  he  lies  in  the  fame  pickle  too, 

Surg.  My  Salves,  and  all  my  Inftruments  arc  loft  ^ 

\nd  1 am  hurt  and  ftarv’d 
Good  Sir.  leek  for  fome  herbs. 

Tib.  Here’s  Heru-gracclefs,  will  thatferve? 

Gentlemen  will  ye  go  to  liipper  ? 

All.  Where’s  the  meat? 

F lb.  V here’s  the  meat  ? what  a Veal  voice  is  there  ? 
Fran.  Would  we  had  it  Sir,  or  any  thing  elle  j 
lib.  I would  now  cut  your  throat  you  dog, 

Put  that  I wo’iiot  doe  you  fuch  a courtelie  ^ 

Fo  take  you  from  the  benefit  of  ftarving,  (hence> 

Oh ! what  a comfort  will  your  worftiip  have  fome  three  days 
e things  beneath  pitty.  Famine  fhall  be  your  harbinger, 
/oa  mull  notlook  for  Down-beds  here, 

Nor  Hangings;,  though  Icouldwifh  ye  ftrongonesj 
fet  there  be  many  lightlbme  cool  Star  chambers, 

Open  to  every  fweet  air,  I’i!  affure  ve. 

Ready  provided  for  ye,  and  fo  I’ll  leave  ye ; 
lour  firft: courfe  is  ferv’d,  expefr  the  fecond.  Exit. 

Fran.  A vengeance  on  thefe  Jewels. 

La~m.  Oh ! this  curfed  Gold.  Exeunt 


JBus  Secundus. 

Sceena  Prim  a. 

Enter  Albert,  Aminta. 

Alb.  A Las  dear  foul  ye  faint. 

l\  Amint.  You  fpeak  the  language 
Which  I Ihouldufetoyou,  heaven  knows,  my  weaknefs 
Is  not  for  what  I fufferin  myfelf,  ' 

But  to  imagine  what  you  endure,  and  to  what  fate 
Your  cruel  Stars  referve  ye. 

Alb.  Do  not  add  to  my  afflictions 
By  your  tender  pitties  \ fure  we  have  chang’d  Sexes  •, 
You  bear  calamity  with  a fortitude 
Would  become  a man*,  I like  a weak  girl,  fuffer. 

Amint.  Oh,  but  your  wounds. 

How  fearfully  they  gape  ? and  every  one 
To  me  is  a Sepulchre:  if  I lov’d  truly, 

(Wife  men  affirm,  that  true  love  can  do  no  wonders ,) 
Thefe  bath’d  in  my  warm  tears,  w'ould  foori  J>e  cur’d, 
And  leave  no  orifice  behind  ^ pray  give  me  leave. 

To  play  the  Surgeon,  and  bind  ’em  up  j 
The  raw  air  rankles  ’em. 

Alb.  Sweet,  we  want  means. 

Amint.  Love  can  fupply  all  wants. 

What  have  ye  done.  Sweet? 

Oh  facriledge  to  beauty : there’s  no  hair 
Of  thefe  pure  locks,  by  which  the  greateft  King 
Would  not  be  gladly  bound,  and  love  his  Fetters. 
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Am:  :t.  Oh  Alhtrt^  lohcrthis  Ihcrificc  of  fcrvicc 
I'o  the  Altnr  of  yom-  H-aki  temperance,  and  iHll  adore  it, 

‘ W lien  with  n violent  hand  yon  made  me  yours, 

' I enrsM  the  doer : but  now  1 conlider, 

^ Few  long  I was  in  your  ]X»wer;  and  with  what  honor  •, 

\ Von  cntertainMine,  it  being  reldomfcen, 
j riiat  youth,  and  heatof  blond,  could  e’r  prdcribc 
I aws  to  it  lelf:,  your  good nefs  is  the  Letbe^ 

In  which  1 drown  vour  injuries,  and  now  live 
I'mly  to  I'erve  ve ; how  do  yon  Sir  ? 

Receive  \ oil  the  Icall  cafe  from  my  lervice  ? 

If  you  do,  1 am  largely  rccompenc’d. 

A:b.  You  good  Angels, 

That  are  ingag’d,  when  mans  ability  fails, 
j To  reward  goodnefs : look  upon  this  Lady 
I Though  hunger  gripes  my  croaking  entrails, 
j Vet  when  I kifs  thefe  Rubies,  methinks 

IFmata  Lantjuet,  a refrefhing  Banquet  •, 

Spc-.ikmy  blefsMone,  art  not  hungry? 

An:ii:t.  Indeed  I could  cat,  to  bear  you  company, 

A:b.  Blulh  unkind  nature, 

^ If  thou  half  power;  or  being  to  hear 
Thy  lelf,  and  bv  fuch  innocence  accus’d 
I Mult  print  a thoufand  kinds  of  lhame,  upon 
' Thy  various  face  : canlf  thou  fupply  a drunkard, 

I And  with  a prodigal  hand  reach  choice  of  Wines, 

Till  he  caft  up  thy  bleflings  ? or  a glutton,. 

That  robs  the  Elements,  tolbothliis  palat, 

1 And  only  cats  to  beget  appetite, 

] Not  to  befatisfied?  and  fulfer  here 

; A V irgin  which  the  Saints  would  make  their  guelt, 

i T o pine  for  hunger  ? ha,  if  my  fence  Horns  vpithin. 

I Deceive  me  not,  thefe  Notes  take  Being 

j From  the  breath  of  men  confirm  me  my  Aminta  ^ 

I Again,  this  way  the  gentle  wind  conveys  it  to  us, 

> Hear  you  nothing  ? 

A mint.  Yes,  it  leems  free  hunters  Mufick  *, 

Alb.  Still  ’tis  louder^  and  I remember  the  Portugals 
Inform’d  us,  they  had  often  heard  fuch  founds. 

But  ne’r  could  touch  the  lliorc  from  whence  it  came  *, 

I follow  me,  my  Aminta:  my  good  genius, 

1 Shew  me  the  way  IfilL,  Hill  vve  are  direfted^ 
j When  we  gain  the  top  of  this  near  riling  hill, 

I We  lhall  know  further.  Exit.  And  Enter  above. 

! Alb.  Courteous  Zephyrus., 

On  his  dewyw'ings,  carries  perfumes  to  cheer  us*, 

The  air  clears  too  ^ 

Andiiow',  we  may  difeern  another  Ifland, 

And  queftionlefs,  the  feat  of  fortunate  men : 
j Oh  that  we  could  arrive  there, 
i Amint.  Ko  Albert.,  ’tisnotto  be  hop’d-, 

: This  envious  Torrent’s  cruelly  interpos’d  ^ 

^ W e havenovcflel  that  may  tranfport  us> 

. Nor  hath  nature  given  us  wings  to  fiie. 

. Alb.  Better  try  all  hazards, 

■ Than  perilh  here  remedilefs  ^ I feel 
j Newvigor  in  me,  and  a fpirit  that  dares 
More  than  a man,  to  ferve  my  fair  Aminta  -, 

Thefe  Arms  lliall  be  my  oars,  with  which  I’llfwim*, 

And  my  zeal  to  fave  thy  innocent  felf, 

I Like  w ings,  lhall  bear  me  up  above  the  brackilh  waves. 

I Amint.  Will  yc  then  leave  me? 

: Alb.  Till  now  I ne’er  was  wretched. 

I My  bell  Aminta,  I fwcar  by  goodnefs 
’Tis  nor  hope,  nor  fear,  of  my  felf  that  invites  me 
! To  this  extream  •,  ’tis  to  fupply  thy  wants-  and  believe  me 
I Though  pleafuremet  mcinmoll;  ravilhing  forms. 

And  happinefs  courted  me  to  entertain  her, 
j I would  nor  eat  nor  lleep,  till  I return’d 
I And  crown’d  thee  with  my  fortunes. 

1 Amtn.  Oh  but  your  abfence. 

' Alb.  Suppofc  it  bur  a dream,  and  as  you  may. 

Endeavour  to  take  reft and  when  that  lleep 
Deceives  your  hunger  with  imagin’d  food, 




Think  you  have  lent  me  fordifeovery 
Of  fome  moll;  fortunate  Continent,  yet  unknown 
W’hich  you  are  to  be  Queen  of.  ’ ^ 

And  now  ye  Powers,  that  e’er  heard  Lovers  Prayers,  d 

Orchcriflit  pure  affedion^  look  on  him 
That  is  your  Votary,  and  make  it  known 
Againft  allftops,  you  can  defend  your  own.  Exit. 

Enter  Hippolita,  Crocale,  Juletta. 

Hip.  How  did  we  lofe  Clarinda?  (take  foil 

Cro.  When  wc  believ’d  the  Stag  was  fpent,  and  would’ 

The  light  of  the  black  lake  which  wc  fuppos’d 
He  chole  for  his  laft  refuge,  frighted  him  more 
Than  wc  that  didpurfuehim. 

Jul.  That’s  ufual  ^ for,  death  it  felf  isnotfo  terrible 
T o any  beaft  of  chafe. 

Hip.  Since  we  liv’d  here,  we  ne’er  could  force  one  to  it. 

Cro.  ’Tis  fo  dreadful, 

Birds  that  with  their  pinions  cleave  the  air 
Dare  not  flie  over  it:  when  the  Stag  turn’d  head, 

And  we,  even  tir’d  with  labor,  Clarinda,  as  if 
She  were  made  of  Air  and  Fire, 

And  had  no  part  of  earth  in  her,  eagerly  purlii’d  him*. 

Nor  need  we  fear  her  fafety,  this  place  yields  not 
Fawns  nor  Satyrs,  or  more  luftful  men  i i 

Here  we  live  feenre,  'I 

And  have  among  our  felves  a Common-wealth,  || 

Which  in  our  felves  begun,  with  us  rauft  end. 

Jul.  I,  there’s  the  mifery. 

Cro.  But  being  alone,  *. 

Allow  me  freedom  but  to  Ipeak  my  thoughts  *, 

The  ftriftnels  of  our  Governefs,  that  forbids  us. 

On  pain  of  death,  the  light  and  ufe  of  men, 

Is  more  than  tyranny  : for  her  felf,  Ihe’s  paft 

Thofe  youthfiil  heats,  and  feels  not  the  want 

Of  that  which  young  maids  long  for : and  her  daughter  , ; 

The  fair  Clarinda,  though  in  few  years 

Improv’d  in  height  and  large  proportion. 

Came  here  lb  young. 

That  fcarce  remembring  that  Ihe  had  a father. 

She  never  dreams  of  man  ■,  and  fnould  Ihe  fee  one. 

In  my  opinion,  a would  appear  a ftrange  beaft  to  her. 

Jul.  ’Tis  not  fo  with  us. 

Hip.  For  my  part,  I confefs  it,  I was  not  made  ' 

For  this  fingle  life  ^ nor  do  I love  hunting  Ib, 

But  that  I had  rather  be  the  chace  my  lelf. 

Cro.  By  Venus  (out  upon  me)  Ilhouldhavefworn 
By  Diana,  I am  of  thy  mind  too  wench 
And  though  I have  ta’en  an  oath,  not  alone 
To  deteft,  but  never  to  think  of  man,  ' 

Every  hour  fomethingtels  me  I am  forfworn*. 

For  I confels,  imagination  helps  me  Ibmetimcs, 

And  that’s  all  is  left  for  us  to  feed  on. 

We  might  ftarveelle,  for  if  I have  any  pleafure 
In  this  life,  but  when  I fleep,  I am  a Pagan  -,  ■ 

Then  from  the  Courtier  to  the  Countrey-clown, 

I have  ftrange  vifions. 

Jul.  Vifions  Crocale'^. 

Cro.  Yes,  and  fine  vifions  too*, 

And  vifions  I hope  in  dreams  are  harmlefs. 

And  not  forbid  by  our  Canons^  the  laft  night 
( Troth  ’tis  a foolilh  one,  but  1 mult  tell  it ) 

As  I lay  in  my  Cabin,  betwixt  fleeping  and  waking. 

Flip.  Upon  your  back? 

Cro.  How  lliould  a young  Maid  lie,  fool. 

When  fhe  would  be  intranc’d  <' 

Hip.  We  arc  inftru(fted^  forward  I prethee. 

Cro.  Methought  a fweet  young  man  _ 

In  years  fome  twenty,  with  a downy  chin, 

Promifing  a future  beard,  and  yet  no  red  one. 

Stole  flylic  to  my  Cabin  all  unbrac’d. 

Took  me  in  his  arms,  and  kifs’d  me  twenty  times, 

Yet  ftill  Iflept. 
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Jul.  Fic  •,  thy  lips  rim  over  Crocale. 

But  to  the  rclh 

Cro,  Lord,  What  a man  is  this  thouglit  I, 

To  do  this  to  a Maid! 

Yet  then  for  my  litc  1 could  not  wake. 

The  youth,  a little  dantcd,  with  a trembling  hand 
Heav’d  up  clothes. 

Hip.  Yet  Itillyoa  flept.> 

Cro.  Y ’Faith  1 did  ^ and  when,  methoughts,  he  was  warm 
by  my  fide. 

Thinking  to  catch  him,  I llretcht  out  both  mine  armes  •, 

And  when  I felt  him  not,  Hhreekt  out. 

And  wak’d  for  anger. 

Hip.  ’Twas  a pretty  dream. 

Cro.  I,  if  it  Jhad  been  a true  one. 

.Enter  Albert.  ’ 

Jul.  But  flay.  What’s  here  call  o’th’  fliore? 

Hip.  ’Tisaman^ 

Shall  1 fhoot  him  ? 

Cro.  No,no, ’tisahandfome  beaft^ 

Would  we  had  more  o’th’  breed  j Hand  clofe  wenches. 

And  let’s  hear  if  he  can  fpeak. 

Alb.  Do  1 yet  live  } 

Sure  it  is  ayr  I breathe  s What’place  is  this  ? ' 

Sure  Ibmething  more  than  humane  keeps  rclidence  here. 
For  I havepaftthe5/)^<wf  gulph^'  ■ i.i. 

And  touch  upon  the blefled  fhore  ? ’tis  fb  • 

This  is  the  Eiizim  flia^k;  thefe  happy  fpirits. 

That  here  enjoy  all  pleafiires. 

Hip.  He  makes  towards  us. 

Jul.  Stand,  or  I’ll  fhoot.  ^ \ 

Cro.  Hold,  he  makes  no  refinance. 

Alb.  Be  not  offended  Goddeffes,  that  I fall 
Thus  prollrate  at  your  feet ; or  if  not  fuch. 

But  Nymphs  of  Dian*s  train,  that  range  thefe  groves, 

Which  you  forbid  totp^ ; ybuchfai^tO^now 

I am  a man,  a wicked  finful  man  •,  and  yet  not  fold 

So  far  to  impudence,  as  to  prefumc 

Toprefs  upon  your  privacies,  or  provoke 

Your  Heavenly  angers  •,  ’tis  not  for  my  felf 

I beg  thus  poorly,  fbr  I am  already  wounded. 

Wounded  to  death,  and  faint  ^ my  lafl  breath 
Is  for  a Virgin,  comes  as  near  your  feivbs 
In  all  perfedion,  as  What’s  mortal  may 
Refemble  things  divine.  O pitty  het. 

And  let  your  charity  free  her  from  that  defart,  ' 

If  Heavenly  charity  can  reach  to  Hell,  ^ . 

For  furethat  place  comes  near  it:  and  where  ere 
My  gho.t.  fhall  find  abode, 

Eternally  I fhall  powre  bleffings  on  ye. 

Hip.  By  my  life  I cannot  hurt  him. 

Cro.  ThoughIlofemyheadforit,nor4, 

I mufl  pitty  him,  and  will.  ' ' ' 

C 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Jul.  But  flay,  Clarinda  ? 

Cla.  What  new  game  have  ye  found  here,  ha ! 

What  beaft  is  this  lies  wallowing  in  his  gore  ? 

Cro.  Keep  off 

Cla.  Wherefore , I pray  ? 1 ne’er  turn’d 
From  a fell  Lioneft  rob’d  of  her  whelps. 

And,  ShaH  I Fear  dead  carrion  ? 

Jul.  O bift.  ' 

Cla.  But,  What'is^?^\ 

It  isinfeAious. ‘ ' 

Cla.  Has  it  not  a name?  • i 

Cro.  Yes,  but  fuch  a name  from  whr^ 

As  from  the  Devil  your  Mother  Commands  us 
Cla.  Is’t  a man  ? , , 

Cr<7.  It  is.  • ' • ' f ' h 

CJa.  -.What  a brave  fhape  it  has  in  de^  • | 

How  excellent  would  it  appear  had  it  life ! 

Why  fhould  it  be  infectious?  1 have  heard 
My  Mother  fay,  I had  a Father, 

And  was  not  he  a Man  ? 

Cro.  C^ieffionlefs  Madam. 

Cla.  Your  fathers  too  were  Men  ? 

Jul.  Without  doubt  Lady. 

Cla.  And  without  fuch  it  is  impoffiblc 
We  could  have  been. 

Hip.  A fin  againfl  nature  to  deny  it. 

Cla.  Nor  can  you  or  1 have  any  hope  to  be  a Mother, 
Without  the  help  of  Men. 

Cro.  Impofiible. 

Cla.  Which  of  you  then  mofl  barbarous,  that  knew 
You  from  a man  had  Being, and  owe  to  it 
The  name  of  parent,  durft  prelume  to  kill 
The  likenefs  of  that  thing  by  which  you  are  ? 

Whofe  Arrowes  made  thefe  wounds?  fpeak,  orbyDw» 
Without  diffinftion  I’ll  let  fly  at  ye  all. 

Jul.  Not  mine. 

Hip,  Nor  mine.  , 

Cro.  ’Tis  flrange  to  fee  her  mov’d  thus. 

Reftrain  your  fury  Madam  ^ had  we  kill’d  him. 

We  had  but  perform’d  your  Mothers  command. 

Cla.  But  if  fhe  command  unjuft  and  cruel  things. 

We  are  not  to  obey  it. 

Cro.  W,e  are  innocent  i fome  ftorra  did  caff: 

Him  fhipwrackt  on  the  fliore,  as  you  fee  wounded : 

Nor  durft  we  be  Surgeons  to  fuch 
Your  Mother  doth  appoint  for  death. 

Cla.  Weak  excufe^  Where’s  pity  > 

Where’s  fbft  conmaffion  ? cruel,  and  ungrateful 
Did  providence  offer  to  your  charity 
But  one  poor  Subjed  to  exprefs  it  on. 

And  in’t  to  fhew  our  wants  too  j and  could  you 
So  carelefly  negled  it  ? 

Hip.  For  ought  I know,  he’s  living  yet^ 

And  you  may  tempt  your  Mother,  by  giving  him  fuccor. 

Cla.  Ha,  come  near  I charge  ye. 

So,  bend  his  body  foftly,  rub  his  temples ; 

Nay,  that  fhall  be  my  office:  how  the  red 
Steales  into  his  pale  lips  1 run  and  fetch  the  fimples 
With  which  my  Mother  heal’d  my  arme 
When  lafl  I was  wounded  by  the  Bore. 

Cro.  Doe ; but  remember  her  to  come  after  ye. 

That  fhe  may  behold  her  daughters  chanty. 

Now  he  breathes^  Ex/t  Hippolita. 

The  ayr  paffing  through  the  Arabian  groves 
Yields  not  lo  fweet  an  odour ; prethee  rafte  it ; 

Tafte  it  good  yeti  envy  thee  fo  great  a bleffing^' 

’Tis  not  fin  to  touch  thefe  Rubies,  is  it  ? 

Jul.  Not,  I think. 

Cla.  Or  thus  to  live  Camelion  like  > 

I could  refign  myeflencetolive  ever  thus. 

0 welcome  ^ raife  him  up  Gently.  Some  fbft  hand 
Bound  up  thefe  wounds  ^ a womans  hair.  What  fury 
For  which  my  ignorance  does  not  know  a name, 

Is  crept  into  my  bolbme  ? But  1 forget 

Enter  Hippolita. 

My  pious  work.  Nov\i  if  this  juyee  hath  power. 

Let  it  appear  •,  his  eyelids  ope : Prodigious ! 

Two  Suns  break  from  thefe  Orbes. 

Alb.  Ha,  Where  am  I?  What  new  vifion’s  this? 

To  what  Goddefs  do  I owe  this  fecond  life  ? 

Sure  thou  art  more  than  mortal : 

And  any  Sacrifice  of  thanks  or  duty 

In  poor  and  wetched  man  to  pay,  comes  fliort 

Of  your  immortal  bounty : but  to  fhew 

1 am  not  unthankful,  this  in  humility  . ^ 

I kifs  the  happy  ground  you  have  made  facred, 

By  bearing  of  your  weight. 

C/<i.  No  Goddefs,  friend:  but  made 
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Of  that  fame  brittle  mould  as  you  are  ^ 

One  too  acquainted  with  calamities, 

And  from  that  apt  to  pity.  Charity  ever 
Finds  in  the  aCt  reward,  and  needs  no  Trumpet 
In  the  receiver.  O forbear  tliis  duty  ^ 

I have  a hand  to  meet  with  yours. 

And  lips  to  bid  yours  welcome. 

Cro.  1 fee,  that  by  inltind. 

Though  a young  Maid  hath  never  feen  a I\Ian, 
Touches  have  titillations,  and  inform  her. 

Enter  Rolella. 

But  here’s  our  Governels  •, 

Now  I expert  a ftorme. 

Kof.  Child  of  my  fielh. 

And  not  of  my  fair  unfpotted  mind, 

Un-hand  this  Monfter. 

Ch.  Moniter,  Mother  ? 

Kof.  Yes^  and  every  word  he  fpeaks,  a «/ note, 

T o drown  the  carelefs  hearer.  Have  I not  taught  thee 
The  fallhood  and  the  perjuries  of  Men  ? 

On  whom,  but  for  a woman  to  fhew  pity. 

Is  to  be  cruel  to  her  felf  j the  Soveraignty 
Proud  and  imperious  men  ufurp  upon  us. 

We  conferr  on  our  lelves,  and  love  thofe  fetters 
We  fallen  to  our  freedomes.  Have  we,  Clarinda^ 

Since  thy  fathers  wrack,  Ibught  liberty. 

To  lofe  it  un-compel’d  ? Did  fortune  guide. 

Or  rather  deftiny,  our  Barke,  to  which 
W e could  appoint  no  Port,  to  this  bleft  place. 
Inhabited  heretofore  by  warlike  women, 

I'hat  kept  men  in  fubjedlion  ? Did  we  then, 

By  their  example,  after  we  had  loft 

All  we  could  love  in  man,  here  plant  our  felves, 

With  execrable  oaths  never  to  look 
On  man,  but  as  a Monfter  ? and.  Wilt  thou 
Be  the  firft  prefident  to  infringe  thofe  vows 
W’e  made  to  Heaven  ? 

Cla.  Hear  me  •,  and  hear  me  with  juftice. 

And  as  ye  are  delighted  in  the  name 

Of  Mother,  hear  a daughter  that  would  be  like  you. 

Should  all  Women  ufe  this  obftinate  abftinence. 

You  would  force  upon  us^  in  a few  years 
The  whole  W orld  would  be  peopled 
Ondy  with  Beafts. 

Hip.  W'e  muft,  and  will  have  Men. 

Cro.  I,  or  wee’ll  fnake  off  all  obedience. 

Kof.  Are  ye  mad  ? 

Can  no  perfvvafion  alter  ye  ? fuppole 

You  had  my  fuffrage  to  your  fute  j 

Can  this  Shipvvrackt  wretch  fupplythem  all? 

Mb.  Hear  me  great  Lady  ? 

I have  fellowes  in  my  mifery,  not  far  hence, 

Divided  only  by  this  hellifh  River, 

There  live  a company  of  wretched  Men, 

Such  as  your  charity  may  make  your  flaves  *, 

Imagine  all  the  m.iferies  mankind 

May  fuller  under : and  they  groan  beneath  ’em. 

CU.  But  are  they  like  to  you  ? 

JhI.  Speak  they  your  Language  > 

Cro.  Are  they  able,  lufty  men  ? 

Alb.  They  were  good,  Ladies  ^ 

And  in  their  May  of  youth  of  gentle  blood. 

And  fuch  as  may  deferve  ye  ^ now  cold  and  hunger 
Hath  leflen’d  their  perfeftion : but  reftor’d 
To  what  they  were,  I doubt  not  they’ll  appear 
W'orthy  your  favors. 

Jul.  Thisisa  blehing 
Wedu'rft  not  hope  for. 

Cla.  Dear  Mother,  be  not  obdurate. 

?^.of,  Hear  then  my  refolution : and  labor  not 
To  add  to  what  I’ll  grant,  for ’twill  be  fruitlefs. 

You  lhall  appear  as  good  Angels  to  thefe  wretched  Manj 


In  a fmall  Boat  wee’ll  pals  o’er  to  ’em  ^ 

And  bring  ’em  comfort : if  you  like  their  perfons. 

And  they  approve  ot  yours ; for  wee’ll  force  nothing  •, 

And  lince  we  want  ceremonies, 

Each  one  lliall  choofe  a husband,  and  injoy 
His  company  a Month,  but  that  expir’d. 

You  lhall  no  more  come  near  ’em  ^ if  you  prove  fruitful. 
The  Males  ye  fliall  return  to  them,  the  Females 
We  will  referve  our  felves  : this  is  the  utraoft. 

Ye  lhall  e’er  obtain : as  ye  think  fit  j 
Y e may  difmils  this  ftranger. 

And  prepare  to  morrow  for  the  journey.  Exit. 

Cla.  Come,  Sir,  Will  ye  walk  ? 

We  will  Ihew  ye  our  pleafant  Bowers, 

And  Ibmething  ye  lhall  find  to  cheer  your  heart. 

Alb.  Excellent  Lady  ^ 

Though  ’twill  appear  a wonder  one  near  ftarv’d 
Should  refufe  reft  and  meat,  I muft  not  take 
Your  noble  offer ; ' I left  in  yonder  delart 
A Virgin  almoft  pin’d. 

Cla.  Shee’s  not  your  Wife  ? 

Alb.  No  Lady,  but  my  Sifter  (’tis  now  dangerous 
To  Ipeak  truth)  To  her  I deeply  vow’d 
Not  to  tail  food,  or  reft,  if  fortune  brought  it  me. 

Till  I blefs’d  her  with  my  return:  now  if  you  pleale 
To  afford  me  an  eafie  paflage  to  her. 

And  fbme  meat  for  her  recovery, 

I fhall  live  your  Have : and  thankfully 

She  fhall  ever  acknowledge  her  life  at  your  fervice. 

Cla.  You  plead  fb  well,  I can  deny  ye  nothing*, 

I my  felf  will  fee  you  furnilht  ^ 

And  with  the  next  Sun  vifit  and  relieve  thee. 

Alb.  Ye  all  goodnefs Exit. 


A 

JBus  Ter  tins. 

Scdena  frima. 

Enter  feveraHy.,  Lamure,  Franvile,  Morillat. 

Lam.  /^H!  What  atempeft  have  I in  my  ftomach? 

How  my  empty  guts  cry  out  ? my  wounds  ake. 
Would  they  would  bleed  again,  that  I might  get 
Something  to  quench  my  thirft. 

Fran.  O Lamure.,the  happinefs  my  dogs  had 
When  I kepthoufeat  home!  theyhadaftorehoufe, 

A ftorehoufeof  moft  blelled  bones  and  crufts. 

Happy  crufts : Oh  I how  lharp  hunger  pinches  me  ? 

Exit  Franvile. 

Mor.  O my  importunate  belly,  I have  nothing 
Tofatisfie  thee*,  I have  fought. 

As  far  as  my  weak  legs  would  carry  me. 

Yet  can  find  nothing  *.  neither  meat  nor  water  j 
Nor  anything  that’s  nourifhing. 

My  bellies  grown  together  like  an  empty  fachel. 

Enter  Franvile. 

Lam.  How  now.  What  news  > 

Mor.  Haft  any  meat  yet?  • 

Fran.  Not  a bit  that  1 can  fee  j 
Here  be  goodly  quarries,  but  they  be  cruel  hard 
To  gnaw:  I hagotfome  mud,  we’ll  eat  it  with  Ipoons, 
Very  good  thick  mud : but  it  ftinks  damnably  j 
There’s  old  rotten  trunks  of  Trees  too. 

But  not  a leafe  nor  bloffome  in  all  the  Ifland. 

Lam.  How  it  looks? 

Mor.  It  ftinks  too. 

Lam.  Itmaybepoyfon. 

Fran.  Let  it  be  any  thing  *, 

So  I can  get  it  down : Why  Mgn, 

Poyfon’s  a Princely  dilh.  ^ 
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A/or.  Hafi:  thou  no  Hiskct 

No  crumbs  left  in  thy  pocket : here’s  my  dublet. 

Give  me  but  three  Imall  crumbes. 

Fran.  Not  for  three  Kingdoms, 

If  Iweremafterof ’em:  Oh  Lamure^ 

But  one  poor  joynt  of  Mutton:  we  ha  fcorn’d  (Man) 
Ljm.  Thou  fpeak’ft:  of  Paradife 
Or  but  the  liiufics  of  thofc  healths, 

We  have  lewdly  at  midnight  Hang  away. 

A/or.  Ah!  but  to  lick  thcGlafles. 

Euler  Surgeon. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  Surgeon : What 
Haft  thou  dilcover’d  ? fmilc,  fmile,andcomfort  uS. 

5«r.  I am  expiring  ^ 

Smile  they  that  can  : I can  find  nothing  Gentlemen, 
Here’s  nothing  can  be  meat,  without  a miracle. 

Oh  that  1 had  my  boxes,  and  my  lints  now, 

My  fiupes,  my  tents,  and  thofe  fweet  helps  of  nature. 
What  dainty  diflies  could  I make  of  ’em. 

A/or.  Halt  ne’er  an  old  llippolitory? 

Snr.  Oh  would  I had  Sir. 

L >m  Or,  but  the  paper  where  fuch  a Cordial 
Potion,  or  Pills  hath  been  entomb’d. 

Fran,  Or  the  belt  bladder  where  a cooling-glifter. 
A/or.  Haft  thou  no  learcloths  left  ? 

Nor  any  old  piiltefles? 

Fran.  We  Care  not  to  what  it  hath  been  miniflred. 
Snr.  Sure  I have  noneof  thefe  dainties  Gentlemen. 
Fran.  Where’s  the  great  Wen 
Tho  i cut’ft  from  Hu^h  the  faylers  fhoulder? 

Thct  .vould  ferve  now  for  a moft  Princely  banquet. 

Sur.  I,  if  we  had  it  Gentlemen. 

I flung  it  over-board,  Have  that  I was.  ''' 

Lifn.  A moft  unprovident  villain. 

Sur.  If  1 had  any  thing  that  were  but  fupple  now! 

I could  make  Sa'lads  of  your  flioos  Gentlemen, 

And  rare  ones  : any  thing  unttious. 

1/ar.  I,  and  then  we  might  fry  the  Jfbals  i’th’  Sun. 
The  foals  would  make  a fecond  difn. 

Lam.  Or,  fouce  ’em  in  the  falt-water. 

An  inner  foal  well  fouc’d. 

En.  Aminta. 

Fran.  Here  comes  the  Woman  ^ 

It  may  be  fhe  has  meat,  and  may  relieve  us, 

Let’s  withdraw,  and  mark,  and  then  be  ready. 

She’ll  hide  her  ftore  elfe,  and  lb  cozen  us. 

Amin.  How  weary,  and  how  hungry  am  I, 

How  feeble,  and  how  faint  is  all  my  body  ? 

Mine  eyes  like  fpent  Lamps  glowing  out,  grow  heavy. 
My  fight  forfaking  me,  and  all  ray  fpirits. 

As  if  they  heard  my  paffingbell  go  forme. 

Pull  in  their  powers,  and  give  me  iip  todeftiny. 

Oh!  for  a little  water:  a little, little  meat, 

A little  to  relieve  me  ere  I perilh : 

I had  whole  floods  of  tears  awhile  that  nouriflit  me. 
But  they  are  all  confum’d  for  thee  dear  Albert  ^ 

JFor  thee  they  are  fpent,  for  thou  art  dead  j 
Mercilefs  fate  has  fwallow’d  thee. 

Oh 1 grow  heavy : fleep  is  a falve  for  mifery  y 

Heaven  look  on  me,  and  either  take  my  life. 

Or  make  me  once  more  happy. 

Lam.  Shee’s  fall  afleep  already. 

Why  Ihould  fhe  have  this  bleffing,  and  we  wake  ftill. 
Wake  to  our  wants  ? 

A/or.  This  thing  hath  been  our  overthrow. 

And  all  thefe  biting raifehiefs  that  fall  onus 
Are  come  through  her  means. 

Fran.  True,  we  were  bound  ye  all  know. 

For  happy  places,  and  moft  fertile  Iflands, 

'Where  we  hadconftant  promifesof  all  things, 

I She  turn’d  the  Captains  mind, 

I And  mull  have  him  go  in  fearch,  I know  not  of  who, 

\ Nor  to  what  end : of  fuch  a fool  her  brother. 


And  fuch  a coxcomb  her  kinlman,  and  wc  muft  put  in  every 
where. 

She  has  put  us  in  now  yfaith. 

Lam.  Why  fliould  we  confume  thus,  and  flarve^ 

Have  nothing  to  relieve  us  ^ 

And  Ihc  live  there  that  bred  all  our  miferies. 

Uurofled,  or  unfod  ? 

Mvr.  I have  read  in  florics. 

Lam.  Of  fuch  reftoring  meates. 

We  have  examples  i 

Thoufand  examples,  and  allow’d  for  excellent  j 
Women  that  have  eatc  their  Children, 

Men  their  Haves,  nay  their  brothers : but  thefe  arc  nothing  j 
Husbands  devoured  their  Wives: 

(thyc  arc  their  Chattels,) 

And  of  a Schoolmaller,that  in  a time  of  famine. 

Powdered  up  all  his  Scholars. 

Mor.  Shee’s  young  and  tydic. 

In  my  confcicnce  fhe’ll  eat  delicately  j 
Jufb  like  young  Pork  a little  lean, 

Your  opinion  Sur^^eon. 

Sur.  I think  flic  may  be  made  good  meat, 

But  look  we  fliall  want  Salt. 

Fran.  Tufli,  fhe  needs  no  powdering, 

Sur.  1 grant  yc^ 

But  to  fuck  out  the  humorous  parts : by  all  means, 

Lets  kill  her  in  a chafe,  fhe’ll  eat  the  fwceter. 

Lam.  Let’s  kill  her  any  way:  and  kill  her  quickly. 

That  we  might  be  at  our  meat. 

Sur.  How  if  the  Captain  ? 

Mnr.  Ta’  k not  of  him,  he’s  dead,  and  fhe  reft  faraifh’d. 
Wake  her  Surgeon.,  and  cut  her  throat. 

And  then  divide  her,  every  Manhisfhare. 

Fran.  She  wakes  her  felf. 

'Amin.  Holy  and  good  things  keep  me! 

What  cruel  dreams  have  I had ! Who  are  thefe? 

O they  are  my  friends  ^ for  heavens  fake  Gentlemen 
Give  e fome  food  to  fave  my  life : if  ye  have  ought  to 
fpare  ^ 

A little  to  relieve  me : I may  blefs  ye  *, 

For  weak  and  wretched,  ready  to  perifh. 

Even  now  1 die. 

Mor.  You’ll  fave  a labor  then. 

You  bred  thefe  miferies,  and  you  fliall  pay  for’t; 

We  have  no  meat,  nor  w'here  to  have  we  know  not^ 

Nor  how  to  pull  our  felves  from  thefe  affliTions, 

We  are  ftarv’d  too,  famifht,  all  our  hopes  deluded} 

Yet  ere  we  die  thus,  wee’ll  have  one  dainty  meal. 

Amin.  Shall  I be  with  ye  Gentlemen  > 

Lam.  Yes  mary  fhall  ye:  in  our  bellies  Lady. 

We  love  you  well 

Amin.  What  faid  you  Sir? 

Lam.  Mary  wree’ll  eat  your  Ladifhip. 

Fran.  You  that  have  buried  us  in  this  bale  Ifland, 
Wee’ll  bury  ye  in  a more  noble  Monument. 

Sur.  Will  ye  fay  your  prayers,  that  I may  perform  Lady? 
We  are  wondrous  fharp  fet^  come  Gentlemen, 

Who  are  for  the  hinder  parts  ? 

Mor.  I. 

Fran,  I. 

Lam.  And  I. 

Sur.  Be  patient^ 

They  v/ill  not  fall  to  every  Man’s  fiiare^ 

Amin.  O hear  me  j 
Hear  me  ye  barbarous  men; 

Mor.  Be  fhort  and  pithy, 

Our  ftomachs  cannot  flay  a long  difeourfe.- 
Sur.  And  be  not  fearful. 

For  I’ll  kill  ye  daintily. 

Amin.  Are  ye  not  Chriflians  ? 

Lam.  Why,  do  not  eat  Women/ 

Enter  Tibalt,  Mafter,  Saylors. 

Amin.  Eat  one  another  ? ^tis  moft  impious< 

Sur.  Come,  come. 
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Amin.  Oh,  help,  help,  help, 

7ib.  The  Ladies  voice ! lland  ofTflaves, 

What  do  you  intend  villains  ? 

1 have  ftrength  enough  kfc  me,  if  you  abufe  this  foul. 

To 

A/j.  They  would  have  ravifht  her  upon  my  life, 

Speak, ho. V was  it  Lady? 

Amin.  Forgive  ’em,  ’twas  their  hungers. 

lib.  Ha,  tlieir  hungers ! 

A/j.  They  would  have  eaten  her. 

hb.  O daniM  villains  V Ipeak,  is  it  true? 

Sw.  1 confefs  an  appetite.  • 

Tib.  An  appetite,  I’ll  fit  ye  for  an  appetite. 

.Are  ye  lo  fharp  fet,  that  her  fielli  mult  lerveyou  ? 

Murthei’s  a main  good  lervice  with  your  \\  orfliips"^ 

Since  ye  would  be  luch  Devils, 

V'  hy  did  you  not  begin  with  one  another  handfomly, 

/^nd  Ipare  the  W omaiito  beget  more  food  on  ? 

Amin.  Good  Sir. 

hb.  Youfliall  grow  mummy  rafcals  ^ 
i’ll  make  you  fall  to  your  brawns,  and  your  buttocks. 

And  worry  one  another  like  keen  bandogs. 

A mm.  Good  Sir  be  merciful. 

hb.  You  fl'rall  know  what  ’tis  to  be  damn’d  Canibals. 

Amin.  0 my  bell  friend ! 

Enter  Albert. 

Al.  Alas  poor  heart!  here. 

Here’s  fome  meat  and  fovereign  drink  to  eafe  you. 

Sit  down  gentle  Sweet. 

Amin.  1 am  bleft  to  fee  you. 

1 ib.  Stir  not  within  forty  loot  of  this  food. 

If  you  do  dogs  I 

All.  Oh,  Captain,  Captain,  Captain. 

Alb.  Ye  fhall  have  meat  all  of  you. 

Tib.  Captain,  hear  me  firlt;  hark, 

’Tis  fo  inhumane!  1 would  not  ha  the  air  corrupted  with  it. 

Alb.  O barbarous  men ! fit  down 
Good  Mailer,  and  honelf  Saylors. 

7 ib.  But  hand  you  off. 

And  waite  upon  our  charity.  I’ll  wait  on  you  elle  •, 

And  touch  nothing  but  what’s  flung  ye;  as  if  you  were 
dogs  • 

If  you  do.  I’ll  cut  your  fingers^  friends, 

I’ll  fpoil  your  carving. 

Amin.  There  wretches,  there. 

7 ib.  Eat  your  meat  handfomely  now. 

And  give  Heaven  thanks. 

Alb.  There’s  more  bread. 

Tib.  See,  they  fnarle  like  dogs  •, 

Eat  quietly  you  Rafcals,  eat  quietly. 

Alb.  There  is  drink  too. 

Tib.  Come,  come.  I’ll  fill  you  each  your  cups. 

Ye  lhall  not  furfet. 

Amin.  And  what  have  youdifeover’d? 

Alb.  Sweet,  a paradife, 

A paradife  inhabited  with  Angels, 

Such  as  you  are : their  pitties  make ’m  Angels, 

They  gave  me  thefe  viands,  and  fupply’dme 
With  thefe  pretious  drinks. 

Amin.  Shall  not  we  fee  ’em  ? 

Alb.  Yes,  they  will  fee  you 
^ >ut  of  their  charities,  having  heard  our  flory. 

They  will  come,  and  comfort  us,  corne  prelently  > 

We  lhall  no  more  know  wants  nor  miferics. 

Amin.  Arc  they  all  women? 

Alb.  All,  and  all  in  love  with  us. 

Amin.  How! 

Alb.  Do  not  miftake : in  love  with  our  misfortunes, 
They  will  cherilhand  relieve  our  men. 

hb.  Do  you  Ihrug  now, 

And  pull  up  your  nofes?  you  Imell  comfort, 

.Sec  they  llretch  out  their  Legs  like  Dottrels, 

Each  like  a new  Saint  Dennis. 

Alb.  Dear  Miftris, 

When  you  would  name  me,  and  the  women  hear, 

Call  me  your  brother,  you  I’ll  call  my  fiRer, 

And  prayobferve  this  all — ■ | 

Why  do  you  change  color  fweet. 

Amin.  Fating  too  much  meat. 

Alb.  Sawe’t  with  jealoufie^ 

Fie,  fie,  dear  faint,  yfaith  ye  are  too  blame, 

Are  ye  not  here  ? here  fixt  in  my  heart  ? 

All.  Hark,  hark  ^ 

Enter  Rofella,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Hipollitta,  Juletta. 

Alb.  1 hey  are  come,  Hand  r eady,  and  look  nobly. 

And  with  all  humble  reverence  receive  ’em. 

Our  lives  depend  upon  their  gentle  pitties. 

And  death  waits  on  their  anger. 

Mor.  Sure  they  are  Fairies. 

1 ib.  Be  they  Devils : Devils  of  flelh  and  blood  y 
After  fo  long  a Lent.,  and  tedious  voyage. 

To  me  they  are  Angels. 

Fran.  O for  fome  Eringoes ! 

Lam.  Fotatoes^  or  Cantharides. 

Tib.  Peace  you  Rogues,  that  buy  abilities  of  your  ’po- 
thecaries. 

Had  1 but  took  the  diet  of  green  Cheefe, 

And  Onions  for  a month,  I could  do  wonders. 

Rof.  Are  thefe  the  Jewels  you  run  mad  for  ? 

What  can  you  fee  in  one  of  thele, 

To  whom  you  would  vouchfafe  a gentle  touch? 

Can  nothing  perfA'ade  you 

To  love  your  felves,  and  place  your  happinels 

In  cold  and  chaft  embraces  of  each  other. 

Ju.  This  is  from  thepurpofe. 

Hip.  We  had  your  grant  to  have  them  as  they  were. 

Cb.  ’Tis  a beauteous  Creature, 

And  to  my  felf,  l do  appear  deform’d, 

When  I confider  her,  and  yet  Ihe  is 

The  ftrangers  filter^  Why  then  Ihould  I fear? 

She  cannot  prove  my  rival. 

KoJ.  When  you  repent, 

That  you  refus’d  my  counfel,  may  it  add 
To  your  afliidions,  that  you  were  forward^ 

Y et  leap’d  into  the  Gulfe  of  yoiif misfortunes. 

But  have  your  wilhes. 

Maji.  Now  fhe  makes  to  us. 

Amin.  I am  iii  iruded,  but  take  heed  Albert.^ 

You  prove  not  falfe  ^ 

Alb.  Ye  arc  your  own  afliirance, 

Andlo  acquainted  with  your  own  perfedions, 

That  weak  doubts  cannot  reach  you  •,  therefore  fear  not. 

Rof.  7 hat  you  are  poor  and  miferable  men. 

My  eyes  info  m me : that  without  our  fiiccors, 

Hope  cannot  flatter  you  to  dream  of  fafety  ^ 

The  prefent  plight  you  are  in,  can  relblve  you 

That  to  be  merciful,  is  to  draw  near 

The  Heavenly  efience : whether  you  will  be 

Thankful,!  do  notqueftion^  nor  demand 

What  country  bied  you,  what  names,  what  maners  y 

To  us  it  is  fufiicient  we  relieve 

Such  as  have  fhapes  of  men  : and  I command  you, 

As  w'e  are  not  ambitious  to  know 
Farther  of  you,  that  on  pain  of  death 
You  prefume  not  to  enquire  what  we  arc. 

Or  whence  deriv’d. 

Alb.  In  all  things  wc  obey  you, 

.And  thankfully  we  ever  lhall  confefs 
Our  felves  your  creatures. 

Rof.  You  fpeakas  becomes  you; 

Firlt  then,  and  willingly,  deliver  up 
Thofe  weapons  we  could  force  from  jou. 

Alb.  We  lay  ’em  down 
Molt  gladly  at  your  feet. 

Tib.  [have  had  many  a combat  with  a tall  wench  •, 

But  never  was  difarra’d  before. 

Rof.  And 
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V-of.  And  now  hear  comfort, 

Your  wants  fnall  be  fupply’d,  and  though  it  be 
A debt  women  may  challenge  to  be  Hied  to, 

Eipccially  from  fudi  they  may  command  ^ 

We  give  up  to  you  that  power,  and  therefore 
Freely  each  make  his  choice. 

I'ran.  Then  here  I fix. 

jiTor^  Nay, flic  is  mine:  I eyed  her  firll, 

Lam.  This  mine. 

Tib.  Stay  good  rafcals  •, 

You  are  too  forward,  fir  Gallant, 

You  are  not  giving  order  to  a Taylor 
For  thefafhionof  a newfuit^ 

Nor  are  you  in  your  warehoule,  mafler  Merchant, 

Stand  back,  and  give  your  betters  leave : your  betters  *, 
And  grumble  not : if  ye  do,  as  I love  meat 
I will  fo  fwinge  the  fait  itch  out  on  yoin 
Captain,  Mafter,  and  the  reft  of  us. 

That  are  brothers,  and  good  fellows : we  have  been 
Too  late  by  the  ears : and  yet  fmart  for  our  follies  ^ 
To  end  therefore  all  future  emulation : if  you  pleafe, 
Totruft  to  myele<ftion,you  flialUay, 

I am  not  partial  tomy  felf^  I doubt  not 
Give  content  to  all. 

All.  Agreed,  agreed.  ' ' 

Tib.  Then  but  obferve,  how  learned  and  difcreetly^ 

I will  proceed,  and  as  a skilful  Doftor 
In  all  the  quirks  belonging  tothegame  ^ 

Read  over  your  complexions  : for  you  Captain 
Being  firftin  place,  and  therefore  firft  to  be  ferv’d, 

1 give  my  judgment  thus,  for  your  afpeeft, 

Y’are  much  inclin’d  to  melancholy : and  that  tells  me. 
The  fullen  Saturtte  had  predominance 
At  your  nativity,  a malignant  Planet, 

And  if  not  qualified  by  a fweet  conjunction 

Of  a foft  and  ruddy  wench,  born  under  Venttfj  ; 

It  may  prove  fatal:  therefore  toyourarmes, 

1 give  this  rofe-checkt  Virgin. 

Cla.  To  my  wifli  ^ 

Till  now  I never  was  happy. 

Amht.  Nor  I accurs’d. 

Tib.  Mafter,  you  are  old  ^ 

Yet  love  the  game,  that  I perceive  too. 

And  if  not  well  fpurr’d  up,  you  may  prove  rufty  ^ 
'therefore  to  help  ye  here’s  a Br  adamant  a ^ 

Or  I am  cofen’d  in  my  calculation. 

Cto.  a poor  old  man  alloted  to  my  fliare. 

7V.  Thou  wouldft  have  two  j 
Nay,  I think  twenty  : but  fear  not  wench. 

Though  he  be  old  he’s  tough  : look  on’s  making, 
Hee’ll  not  fail  I warrant  thee. 

Kof,  A merry  fellow. 

And  were  not  man  a creature  I deteft," 

I could  indure  his  company. 

Ti.  Here’s  a fair  heard  of  Does  before  me. 

And  now  for  a barren  one : 

For,  though  I like  the  fport : I do  not  love 
To  Father  children:  like  the  Grand Si^nior., 

Thus  I walk  in  my  Seraglio., 

And  view  ’em  as  I pafs : then  draw  I forth 
My  handkercher,  and  having  made  my  choice, 

I thus  beftow  it. 

Kof.  On  me. 

Ti.  On  you  ; now  my  choice  is  made  ^ 

To  it  you  hungry  Ralcals. 

u4lh.  Excellent. 

Amin.  As  I love  goodnels. 

It  makes  me  finile  i’th’  height  of  all  my  fears. 

Cla.  What  a ftrong  contention  you  may  behold 
Between  my  Mothers  mirth  and  anger. 

Tib.  Nay,  nocoynels;  beMiftrifs  of  your  word, 

I muft,  and  will  enjoy  you. 

Kof.  Be  advis’d  fool : alas  I am  old  •, 

How  canft  thou  hope  content  from  one  that’s  fifty. 


li.  Never  talk  on’t , 

I have  known  good  ones  qt  thrccfcorcand  upwards-, 

Bclidcs  the  weathers  hot : and  men 
1 hat  have  experience,  fear  l evers: 

A temperate  diet  is  thconely  Phyfick, 

Vour  nor  Ctiajacnm 
Campbire  pills,  nor  Goord-rvatir., 

Come  not  near  your  old  Woman  •, 

Youthful  ftomachs  are  Hill  craving, 

1 hough  there  be  nothing  left  to  flop  their  mouths  with  ^ 

And  believe  me  I am  no  frequent  giver  of  thole  bounties : 
Laugh  on : laugh  on  : good  Gentlemen  do, 

1 lliall  make  holiday  and  fleep,  when  you 
Dig  in  the  mines  till  your  hearts  akc. 

Kof.  A mad  fe'Iow, 

Kof.  W ell,  Sir,  i’ll  give  you  hearing  : and  as  I like 
Your  wooing,  and  difcoiirfe : but  1 muft  tell  ye  Sir, 

That  nch  W idows  look  for  great  liims  in  prefent, 

Or  afliu-anccsof  ample  joynters. 

li.  1 hat  to  me  is  eafie. 

For  inftantly  i’ll  doit,  hear  me  comrades. 

Alb.  W hat  fay’ft  thou  hbalt!' 

Tib.  W hy,  that  to  woo  a Wench  with  empty  hands 
Is  no  good  Heraldry,  therefore  let’s  to  the  gold, 

And  lhare  it  equally:  ’twill  fpeak  for  us 
More  than  a thoufand  complements  or  cringes. 

Ditties  ftolen  from'  Fetrarch,  or  Dilcoiirle  from  Ovid., 
Befides,  ’twill  beget  us  refped, 

And  if  ever  fortune  friend  us  with  a Barque, 

Largely  fupply  us  with  all  provifion. 

Alb.  Well  advis’d,  defer  it  not, 

Ti.  Are  ye  all  contented. 

All.  We  are  > 

Ti.  Lets  away  then, 

I Strait  wee’ll  return,  Exit. 

And  you  fliall  fee  our  riches, 

Kof.  Since  I knew  what  wonder  and  amazement  was, 

I nee’r  was  fo  tranfported. 

Cla.  Why  weep  ye  gentle  Maid,  ? 

There  is  no  danger  here  to  fuch  as  you  ■, 

Banilh  fear : for  with  us  I dare  promile. 

You  lhali  meet  all  courteous  entertainment. 

Crc.  Weefteemour  felves  moft  happy  in  you. 

Hlf.  And  blefs  fortune  that  brought  you  hither. 

Cla.  Hark  in  your  ear 
I love  you  as  a friend  already. 

Ere  long  you  fliall  call  me  by  a nearer  name, 

I wilh  3^our  brother  well : I know  you  apprehend  me. 

Amin.  I , to.  my  grief  I do 
Alas  good  Ladies,  there  is  nothing  left  me. 

But  thanks,  to  pay  ye  with. 

Clar.  That’s  more. 

Than  yet  you  Hand  ingag’d  for. 

Enter  Albert,  Tibalt,  and  the  rc(?  rvith  treafnre. 

Kof.  So  foon  return’d ! 

Alb.  Here:  fee  the  Idol  of  the  Lapidary. 

Ti.  Thefe  Pearls,  for  which  the  flavifn  Neoro 
Dives  to  the  bottom  of  the  Sea.  * 

Lam.  To  get  which  the  induftrious  Merchant 
T ouches  at  either  pole. 

Fran.  The  never- fayling  purchafe 
Of  Lordlhips,  and  of  honors. 

Mor.  The  Worlds  Miftri Is, 

That  can  give  every  thing  to  the  po.fieflbr;. 

Ma.  For  which  the  Saylors  fcom  tempeftuous  Winds. 
And  fpit  defiance  in  the  Sea. 

Ti.  Speak  Lady:  Look  we  not  lovely  now  ? 

Kof.  Yes,  yes, O my  Stars, 

Benowforeverbleft,  that  have  brought 

To  my  revenge  thefe  Robbers;,  take  your  arrowes, 

And  nayl  thefe  Monfters  to  the  earth. 

Alb.  What  mean  ye  Lady .? 


In 


The  Sea^Voyage 


^5° 


In  what  have  we  offended? 

Kef.  O my  daughter! 

And  von  companions  with  mein  all  fortunes. 

Look  on  thele  Caskets,  and  thefe  Jewels, 

Thefe  were  our  own,  when  firll  we  put  to  Sea 
\\  ith  good5<’Z'.j'jf/.i«:  and  thefe  the  Pyrats 
That  not  alone  depriv’d  him  of  this  treafure, 

But  alfo  took  his  life. 

Civ.  Part  of  my  prefent 
I will  remember  was  mine  own. 

Hip.  And  thefe  were  mine. 

Ju.  Sure,  I have  worn  this  Jewel. 

Kf.  W'hercfore  do  ye  Itay  then, 

And  not  perform  my  command  ? 

AL  O Heaven  1 
What  cruel  fate  purfiies  us. 

7/.  I am  well  enough  ferv’d. 

That  muft  beofl’ring  Joynturcs,  Jewels, 

And  precious  Hones,  more  than  I brought  with  me. 

Koj'.  Whyfhoot  ye  not 
Cl.i.  Hear  me  dear  Mother  ^ 

And  when  the  greateft  cruelty,  is  Jiillice, 

Do  not  (liew  mercy  ; death  to  thefe  Harv’d  wretches 
Is  a reward,  not  punifliment : let  ’em  live 
To  undergoe  the  full  weight  of  your  difpleafure. 

And  that  they  may  have  fence  to  feel  the  torments 
They  have  deferv’d ; allow  ’em  fome  fmall  pittance, 

To  linger  out  their  tortures. 

Knf.  ’Tis  well  counfell’d. 

All.  And  wee’ll  follow  it^ 

Alb  Hear  us  fpeak. 

Kof.  Peace  dogs. 

Bind  ’em  faft ; when  fiiry  hath  given  way  to  reafon, 

I will  determine  of  their  lufferings, 

Which  lhall  be  horrid.  Vengeance,  though  flow  pac’d, 

.At  length  o’rrakes  the  guilty;,  and  the  wrath 

Of  the  incenfed  powers,  will  fall  molt  fure 

On  wicked  men,  when  they  are  molt  fecure.  Exeunt. 


JFIhs  Ouartus. 

Sccena  Prima. 

Enter  Raymond,  Sebaftian,  Nicufa,  Saylors. 

1.  Sayl.  fjEre’s  nothing.  Sir,  but  poverty  and  hunger^ 

IJ.  No  promife  of  inhabitance  j neither  track 
of  Beall, 

N*or  toot  of  Man  : we  have  fearcht 
A II  this  Rocky  defart,  yet  cannot  dilcover  any  allurance 
Here  is , or  hath  been  fuch  men. 

2.  Sayl.  Notareliqueof  any  thing  they  wore  j 
Nor  mark  left  by ’em,  cither  to  find  relief, 

Or  to  warn  others  from  the  like  misfortune. 

Believe  it, thefe  fellows  arc  both  falfc. 

And,  to  get  a little  fuccor  in  their  mifery. 

Have  fram’d  this  cunning  Tale. 

Kay.  The  Ship,  1 know,  is  frewcili,  and  own’d  by  Pirats, 

If  not  by  Albert  my  archenemy. 

You  told  me  too  there  was  a woman  with  ’em. 

A young  and  handfome  Woman. 

Sebajl.  'I  here  was  lb  Sir. 

Paym.  And  fuch,  and  fuch  young  gallants. 

N/c.  Wc  told  you  true.  Sir, 

Thrt  they  had  no  means  to  quit  this  Ifland. 

Kaym.  And  tliat  amidlt  their  mutiny  to  fave  your  lives, 
You  got  their  Ship. 

Sebjfi.  All  is  mofl  certain.  Sir. 

Kaym.  Where  arc  they  then  ? Where  are  thefe  Men 


Or  Woman?  we  are  landed  where  your  faiths 
Did  allure  us,  wc  could  not  mifs  their  lights. 

For  this  news  we  took  ye  to  our  mercy 
Reliev’d  ye,  when  the  furious  Sea,  and  Famine 
Strove,  which  Ihould  firll  devour  ye ; 

Cloath  d,  and  cherifht  ye  •,  us’d  ye  as  thole  ye  lay  ye  are. 

Fair  Gentlemen,  now  keep  your  words 

And  Ihew  us  this  company,  your  own  free  pitties  Ipokeof  • 
Thefe  men  ye  left  in  mifery  ^ the  Woman.  ’ 

Men  of  thofe  noble  breedings  you  pretend  to 
Should  fcorntolie,or  get  their  food  with  fallhoodi 
Come,  dired  us. 

Sebaji.  Alafs,  Sir,  they  are  gone. 

But  by  what  means,  or  providence,  we  know  not. 

2 . Sayl.  Was  not  the  Captain 
A fellow  of  a fiery,  yet  brave  nature, 

A middle  llature,  and  of  brown  complexion  ? 

Nic.  He  was.  Sir. 

Kaym.  ^Tvvas  Albert., 

And  my  poor  wretched  lifter. 

r.  Sayl.  ’Twas  he  certain, 

I ha  been  at  Sea  with  him  many  times  at  Sea. 

Kaym.  Come,  Hiew  us  thele  Men  ^ 

She  w us  prefently,  and  do  not  dally  with  us. 

Seb.  We  left  ’em  here  j What  fliould  we  fay, Sir? 

Here,  in  this  place. 

2.  Sayl.  The  earth  cannot fwallow ’em-. 

They  have  no  wings,  they  cannot  fly  fure. 

Kaym.  You  told  us  too 

Of  heaps  of  treafure,  and  of  fums  conceal’d. 

That  let  their  heart  a fire-,  we  lee  no  luch  thing. 

No  fuch  lign  -,  What  can  ye  fay  to  purge  ye  ? 

What  have  ye  done  with  thefe  men? 

Nic.  We, Sir? 

Kaym.  You  Sir^ 

For  certain  I believe  ye  faw  luch  people. 

Sebafi.  By  all  that’s  good. 

By  all  that’s  pure  and  honeft. 

By  all  that’s  holy. 

Kaym.  I dare  not  credit  ye. 

Ye  have  fo  abus’d  my  hope,  that  now!  hate  ye. 

1 . Sayl.  Let’s  put  ’em  in  their  ragged  clothes  again  Cap- 
tain, 

For  certain  they  are  knaves,  lets  e’en  deliver  ’em 
T o their  old  fruitful  Farm here  let  ’em  walk  the  Ifland. 
Sebaji.  If  ye  do  fo,  we  lhall  curfe  your  mercies. 

Nic.  Rather  put  us  to  Sea  again. 

Kaym.  Not  lb. 

Yet  this  I’ll  do,  becaiife  ye  fay  yQ2XtChriflians., 

Though  I hardly  credit  it : bring  in  the  boat. 

And  all  aboard  again,  but  thele  two  wretches  •, 

Yet  leave  ’em  four  dayes  meat.  If  in  that  time, 

(For  I will  fearch  all  nookes  of  this  ftrange  Ifland) 

I can  difeover  any  traft  of  thele  men. 

Alive  or  dead.  I’ll  bear  ye  off,  and  honor  ye  ^ 

If  not,  ye  have  found  your  Graves  -,  fo  farewell.  Exit. 

Nic.  Thatgoodnefs  dwells  above,  and  knows  us  innocent. 
Comfort  our  lives,  and  -at  his  pleafurc  quit  us. 

Sebaji.  Come  Coufin,  come  -,  old  time  will  end  our  ftory : 
But  no  time  (if  we  end  well)  ends  our  glory.  Exit- 

Enter  Rolclla,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Hippolita,  Juletta. 
Kof.  Ufe  ’em  with  all  thcaufterity  that  may  be. 

They  are  our  Haves  turn  all  thofe  pitties, 

Thofe  tender  reludations  that  Ihould  become  your  fex. 

To  Hern  anger:  and  when  ye  look  upon  ’em. 

Look  with  thofe  eyes  that  wept  thole  bitter  Ibrrows, 

Thofe  cruelties  ye  luffer’d  by  their  Rapines. 

Some  five  dayes  hence  that  blelled  hour  comes 

Moll  happy  to  me,  that  knit  this  hand  to  my  dear  husbands, 

And  both  our  hearts  in  mutual  bands. 

That  hour  Ladies. 

Cla.  What  of  that  hour  ? 

Kof  Why,  on  that  hour  daughter. 

And 
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And  in  the  height  of  all  our  celebrations. 

Our  dear  remembrances  of  that  dear  Man, 

And  thofe  that  fuffer’d  with  him,  our  fair  kinfmen, 

Their  lives  lhall  fall  a facrifice  to  vengeance. 

Their  lives  that  ruin’d  his  ^ ’tis  afulljufticc. 

I will  look  glorious  in  their  bloods^ 

And  the  moll  Noble  fpiritof  Sehajlian, 

That  perilht  by  the  pride  of  thefe  French  Pirates, 

Shall  Jmile  in  Heaven,  and  blefs  the  hand  that  kill’d  ’em. 
Look  llridly  all  unto  your  prifoners  ^ 

For  he  that  makes  a fcape  beyond  my  vengeance. 

Or  entertains  a hope  by  your  fair  ufage  •, 

Take  heed,  I fay,  flie  that  deceives  ray  trull. 

Again  take  heed : her  life,  and  that’s  but  light  neither  ■, 

Her  life  in  all  the  tortures  my  fpirit  can  put  on. 
j4l/.  We  lhall  be  careful. 

Ko/I  Do  lb.  Ex.  Rojfella. 

Clj.  You  are  angry  Mother,  and  ye  are  old  too. 
Forgetting  what  men  are : but  we  lhall  temper  ye. 

How  fare  your  prifoners.  Ladies  ? in  what  formes 
Do  they  appear  in  their  afflidions  ? . , . , 

Jul.  Mine  fare  but  poorly  ^ 

For  fo  I am  commanded  : ’tis  none  of  their  fault. 

Cla.  Of  what  fort  are  they  ? 

Jul.  They  fay  they  are  Gentlemen. 

But  they  Ihew  Mungrels. 

Cla.  How  do  they  fuffer  ? 

Jul.  Faith  like  boyes^ 

They  are  fearful  in  all  fortunes  •,  when  I finile 
They  kneel,  and  beg  to  have  that  face  continued  •, 

And  like  poor  Haves,  adore  the  ground  1 go  on. 

When  I frown,  they  hang  their  moll  dejefted  heads,  . 
Like  fearful  Iheephounds  j fhew  ’em  a cruft  of  bread  ' ’ 
They’ll  Saint  me  prefently,  and  skip  like  Apes 
For  a fup  of  Wine.  I’ll  whip  ’em  like  hackneys,  ’ 
Saddle  ’em,  ride  ’em,  do  what  I will  with  ’em. 

Cla  Tulh,  thefe  are  poor  things. 

Have  they  names  like  Chrijiians  ? 

Jul.  Very  fair  names : Franvile.^  Lamure^  and  MoriJlat  ^ 
And  brag  of  great  kindreds  too.  They  offer  very  hand- 
Ibmely, 

But  that  I am  a fool,  and  dare  not  venture. 

They  are  found  too  o’my  confcience. 

Or  very  near  upon’t. 

Cla.  Fy,  away  fool. 

Jul.  They  tell  me. 

If  they  might  be  brought  before  you. 

They  would  reveale  things  of  ftrange  conlequence. 

Cla.  Their  bafe  poor  fears. 

Jul.  I,  that  makes  me  hate  ’em  too  ^ 

For  if  they  were  but  manly  to  their  fufferance, 

Sure  I Ihould  ftrain  a point  or  two.  ’ 

Cla.  An  hour  hence  I’ll  take  a view  of  e’m. 

And  hear  their  bulinefs.  .Are  your  Men  thus  too  > 

Cro.  Mine  ? No,  gentle  Madam,  mine  were  not  call 
In  fuch  bafe  molds  ^ afflidions,  tortures. 

Are  names  and  natures  of  delight,  to  my  men  \ , 

All  forts  of  cruelties  they  meet  like  pleafures. 

I have  but  two  ^ the  one  they  call  Vu-ponty 
‘Uba/t  Du-poitt’.,  the  other  the  Ship-mafter. 

Cla.  Have  they  not  lives,  and  fears? 

Cro.  Lives  they  have  Madam  ^ 

But  thole  lives  never  linkt  to  fuch  companions 
As  fears  or  doubts. 

Cla.  life  ’em  Nobly  . ‘ 

And  where  you  find  fit  fubjeds  for  your  pitties 
Let  it  become  ye  to  be  courteous  ^ 

My  Mother  will  not  alwayes  be  thus  rigorous. 

Hip.  Mine  are  Saylors  Madam, 

But  they  fleep  foundly,  and  feldom  trouble  mCjUnlefs  it  be 
when 

They  dream  fometimes  of  fights  and  terapefts  ^ 

Then  they  rore  and  whiffle  for  Cans  of  Wine,  ' • 

1 And  down  they  fling  me  j and  in  that  rage, 

(For  they  arc  violent  fellows)  they  play  liich  rcaks. 

If  they  have  meat,  they  thank  mcj 

If  none,  they  heartily  delirc  to  be  hang’d  quickly. 

And  this  is  all  they  care. 

Cla.  Look  to  ’em  diligently,  and  where  your  pitties 
tells  ye 

They  may  deferve,give  comfort 

^ll.  We  will.  Exit. 

Cla.  Come  hitlicr,  be  not  frighted  •, 

Enter  Aminta, 

Think  notyefteal  this  liberty,  for  we  give  it. 

Your  tender  innocence  allures  me.  Virgin, 

Y e had  no  lharc  in  thole  wrongs  thefe  men  did  us  j 
I find  ye  arejiot  hardned  in  fuch  mifehiefs. 

Your  brother  was  mif-ied  hire, 

Foully  mif-led. 

.^min.  How  much  I fear  thefe  pities! 

Cla.  Certain  he  was,  fo  much  1 pity  him  ; 

And  for  your  fake,  whofe  eyes  plead  for  him  y 
Nay,  for  his  own  fake. 

/Imin.  Ha! 

Cla.  For  I lee  about  him 
Women  have  fubtill  eyes,  and  look  narrowly  ^ 

Or  I am  much  abus’d : many  fair  promiles  ^ 

Nay  beyond  thofe,  two  many  lhadowed  virtues. 

I think  he  is  good. 

Cla.  I alfure  my  felf  he  will  be  *, 

And  out  of  that  alTurance  take  this  comfort. 

For  I perceive  your  fear  hath  much  dejedled  ye* 

I love  your  brother. 
almin.  Madam. 

Cla.  Nay,  do  not  take  it  for  a dreamt  of  favor. 

That  comforts  in  the  fleep,  and  awake  vanilhes  j 
Indeed  I love  him. 
ylmin.  Do  ye  indeed  ^ 

Cla.  You  doubt  Hill,  becaule  ye  fear  his  lafety  5 
Indeed  he  is  the  Iweeteft  man  I ere  faw  ^ 

I think  the  bell.  Ye  may  hear  without  blulhes. 

And  give  me  thanks,  if  ye  pleafe,  for  my  curtelle. 

Amin.  Madam,  I ever  mull  j 
Yet  witnds  Heaven,  they  are  hard  pull’d  from  me. 

Believe  me.  Madam,  fo  many  imperfeeftions  I could  find, 
(Forgive  me  Grace  for  lying)  and  fuch  wants, 

(’Tis  to  an  honeftufe)  fuch  poverties, 

Both  in  his  main  proportion,  and  his  raind  too  ^ 

There  are  a hundred  handfomer  ^ (1  lie  leudly) 

Your  noble  ufage.  Madam,  hath  fo  bound  me  to  ye. 

That  I mull  tell  ye. 

Cla.  Come,  tell  yourworft. 

Amin.  He  is  no  husband  for  ye* 

I think  ye  mean  in  that  fair  way. 

Cla.  Ye  have  hit  it. 

Amin.  I am  fure  ye  have  hit  my  heart. 

You  will  find  him  dangerous.  Madam-, 

As  fickle  as  the  flying  ayr,  proud,  jealous. 

Soon  glutted  in  your  fweets,  ana  foon  forgetful^  ^ • i 

I could  lay  more,  and  tell  ye  I have  a brother,  j 

Another  brother,  that  ib  far  excells  this, 

Both  in  the  ornaments  of  Man,  and  making. 

Cla.  If  you  were  not  his  lifter,  I Ihould  doubt  ye  mainly  i 
Doubt  ye  for  his  love,  ye  deal  fo  cunningly. 

Do  not  abule  me,  I have  trufted  ye  with  more  than  life^ 
With  my  firft  lOve-,  be  careful  of  me. 

Amin.  In  what  ufe.  Madam  ? 

Cla.  In  this  Lady, 

Speak  to  him  for  me,  you  have  power  upon  hini  5 
Tell  him  I love  him,  tell  him  I dote  on  him  : 

It  will  become  your  tongue. 

Amin.  Become  my  grave. 

0 fortune,  O curfed  fortune  ! 

Cla.  Tell  him  his  liberty. 

And  all  thofe  with  him  ^ all  our  wealth  an(i  jewels,- 
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Good  li(l«r<  for  I’ll  call  yc  lb. 

Amin.  1 lliall  Lady, 

Even  die,  1 hope. 

CIj.  Here’s  Meat  and  Wine,  pmy  take  it. 

And  there  he  lies  ^ give  him  what  liberty  you  pleale  ^ 

But  lUll  conceal’d.  W hat  pleafure  you  lhall  plcafe.  Sifter. 
Helhall  ne’er  want  again.  Nay,  lee  an  you’l  take  it-, 
V\’hy  do  you  ftudy  thus  ? 

Amjn.  T 0 avoid  milchieFs,  if  they  fliould  happen. 

CIj.  Goe,  and  be  happy  for  me. 

Amin.  O blind  fortune  ^ 

Yet  happy  thus  far,  I fliall  live  to  fee  him, 

In  what  ftrange  delblation  lives  he  here  now  ? 

Sure  this  Curtain  will  reveale. 

Efttfr  Albert.  • 

Alb.  Who’s  that  ? ha! 

Some  gentle  hand,  I hope,  to  bring  me  comfort. 

Or  if  it  be  my  dbath,  ’tis  fweetly  lhadowed. 

Amin.  Have  ye  forgot  me,  Sir? 

A !b.  My  Aminta  ? 

Amin.  She  Sir, 

That  walks  here  up  and  down  an  empty  lhadow. 

One,  that  for  fome  few  hours 

But  wanders  here,  carrying  her  own  lad  Coffin, 

Seeking  fome  Defart  place  to  lodge  her  griefs  in. 

Alb.  Sweet  forrow  welcome,  welcome  noble  grief  j 
How  got  you  this  lair  liberty  to  fee  me  / 

For  forrows  in-your  lhape  are  ftrangers  to  me. 

Anttn.  I come  tocounlel  ye. 

Alb.  Ye  are  ftill  more  welcome ; 

For  good  friends  in  afflidions  give  goodCouiicels. 

Pray  then  proceed. 

Amin.  Pray  eat  firft,  ye  Ihew  faint  5 
Here’s  Wine  to  refrelh  ye  too. 

Alb.  I thank  ye  dear. 

Amin.  Drink  again. 

Alb.  Here’s  to  our  loves. 

How,  turn  and  weep ! 

Pray  pledge  it : this  happinels  we  have  yet  left, 

Our  hearts  are  free.  Not  pledge  it  ? Why  ? 

And  though  beneath  the  Axe  this  health  were  holy. 

Why  do  ye  wt^p  thus  ? 

Amin.  1 cometowoo  ye. 

Alb.  To  woo  me  Sweet?  I am  woo’d  and  won  already. 
You  know  I am  yours.  This  pretty  way  becomes  ye. 

But  you  would  deceive  my  Ibrrows  •,  that’s  your  intent. 

Amin.  I would  I could,  I Ihould  not  weep,  but  Imile. 

Do  ye  like  your  Meat  and  Wine? 

Alb.  Like  it  ? i 

Amin.  Do  you  like  your  liberty  ? 

Alb.  All  thefe  I well  may  like. 

Amin.  Then  pray  like  her  that  fent  ’em. 

Do  ye  like  wealth,  and  moft  unequal’d  beauty  ? 

Alb.  Peace,  indeed  you’l  make  me  angry. 

Amin.  W'ould  1 were  dead  that  ask  it. 

Then  ye  mig!  t freely  like, and  I forgive  ye. 

Alb.  Wffiat  like,  and  who?  add  not  moremilery 
To  a man  that’s  frnitful  in  afflidions. 

Who  is’t  you  would  have  me  like  ? 

Wffio  fent  thefe  comforts  ? 

Amin.  I muft  tell. 

Alb.  Be  bold. 

Amin.  But  be  you  temperate. 

If  you  be  bold  1 die.  The  young  fair  Virgin  • 

' (Sorrow  hath  made  me  old.)  0 hearken. 

And  wifely  hark,  th^  Govemefs  daughter : 

: That  Star  that  flrikes  this  Ifland  full  of  wonder, 

That  blooming  fweetnefs. 

Alb.  What  of  her? 

Amin.  She  fent  it : and  with  it. 

It  muft  be  out,  Ihe  dotes  on  ye, 
j And  muft  enjoy  ye:  elle  no  joy  muft  find  ye. 

Alb.  And  have  you  the  patience  to  deliver  this  ? i 

Amin.  A filter  may  lay  much,  and  modeftly.  1 

Alb.  Afifter? 

Amin.  Yes,  that  name  undid  ye  \ 

Undid  us  both:  had  ye  nam’d  Wife,  file  had  fear’d  ye- 
And  fear’d  the  fin  fne  follow’d  •,  She  hadlhun’d,  yea  ’ 

Her  Virgin  modefty  had  not  touch’d  at  ye.  ’ 

But  thinking  you  were  free,  hath  kindled  a fire, 

I fear  will  hardly  be  extinguilht.  ' 

Alb.  Indeed  1 played  the  .ool. 

Amin.  O my  belt  Sir,  tike  heed, 

Take  heed  of  lies.  T ruth,  though  it  trouble  fome  minds. 
Some  wicked  minds,  that  are  both  dark  and  dangerous : 

Y et  it  prelerves  it  fdf,  comes  off pur^,  innocent. 

And  like  the  Sun,  though  never  fo  eclips’d, 

Muft  break  in  glory.  O Sir,  lie  no  more. 

Alb.  Ye  have  read  me  a fair  Lefture, 

And  put  a fpell  upon  my  tongue  for  fayning. 

But  how  will  you  count'd  now  ? 

Amin  Ye  muft  ftudy  to  forget  me. 

Alb.  How? 

Amin.  Be  patient.  ‘ 

Be  wife  and  patient,  it  concens  ye  highly. 

Can  ye  lay  by  our  loves?  But  why  fhouldl  doubt  it  ? 

Ye  are  a man,  and  man  may  Ihift  afieftions, 

’Tis  held  no  fin.  To  come  to  the  point, 

Y e muft  lofe  me  j many  and  mighty  reafons. 

Alb.  Hear  me  Aminta., 

Have  you  a man  that  loves  you  too,  that  feeds  ye. 

That  fends  ye  liberty?  Has  this  great  Governefs 
A noble  fon  too,  young,  and  apt  to  catch  ye  ? 

Am  I,becaule  I am  in  bonds,  and  miferable, 

My  health  decay’d,  my  youth  and  ftrength  half  blafted, 

My  fortune  like  my  waining  fdf,  for  thisdelpis’d? 

Am  I for  this  forfaken  > a new  love  chofen, 

And  myaffe<ftions,Iike  my  fortunes, wanderers.? 

Take  heed  of  lying,  you  that  chid  me  for  it  ^ 

And  Ihew’d  how  deep  a fin  it  was,  and  dangerous. 

Take  heed,  your  feIf,youfwore  you  lov’d  me  dearly- 
No  few,  nor  little  oathes  you  fWore  Aminta., 

Thofe  feal’d  with  no  fmall  faith,  I then  allur’d  my  folf. 

0 feek  no  new  wayes  to  coien  truths 

Amin.  I do  not.  ! 

By  love  it  fdf  i love  thee,  » 

And  ever  muft,  nor  can  all  deaths  diflblve  it.  ! 

Alb.  W'hy  do  you  urge  me  thus  then  ? 

Amin.  For  your  lafety,  ; 

To  preferve  your  life. 

Alh.  My  life,  I do  confefs,  is  hers, 

She  gives  it. 

And  let  her  take  it  back,  I yield  it. 

My  loves  intirdy  thine,  none  lhall  touch  at  it  j 
Nolle,  my none. 

Amin.  Ye  have  made  me  happy, 

And  now  I know  ye  are  mine.  Fortune,!  fcom  thee. 

Goe  to  your  reft,  and  I’ll  fit  by  ye  ^ 

W^hilft  I have  time  I’ll  be  your  mate,  and  comfort  yc, 

For  only  I am  trufted : you  lhall  want  nothing, 

Not  a liberty  that  I can  fteal  ye. 

Alb.  May  we  not  celebrate  our  loves  Aminta .? 

And  where  our  willies  cannot  meet. 

Amin.  You  are  wanton. 

But  with  cold  kifies  I’ll  allay  that  fever 
Look  for  no  more,  and  that  in  private  too. 

Believe  me,  I fnall  blulh  dfe.  . 

But,  let’s  confider,  we  are  both  loft  dfe. 

Alb.  Let’s  in,  and  prevent  fate.  Ixemt. 

Enter  Crocale,  Juletta,  TibaTt,  Mafter. 

T[ib.  You  do  well  to  ayr  us.  Ladies,  we  lhall  be  mufty  elfe. 
What  are  your  wife  wills  now? 

Cro.  You  are  very  crank -ftill. 

Tib.  As  ’ 
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'itb.  As  ernnk  as  a holy  Fryer,  fed  with  hail-ltones. 

But  do  ye  bring  us  out  to  bait,  like  Bulls? 

A/.//f . Or  arc  you  weary  of  the  charge  ye  arc  at  ? 

Turn  us  abroad  again,  let’s  jog  Ladies 

Weare  grofs,  andconrle,  unfit  for  your  fwcet  plcafurcs, 

7 /A.  Knock  off  our  Ihoocs,  and  turn’s  to  grafs. 

Cro.  You  are  determined 
Still  to  be  flubbornthen : it  well  becomes  ye. 

'lih.  An  humour  Lady  thatcontents  a prifoncr. 

A fullcn  fit  lomctimcs  ferves  for  a fecond  courle. 

JhI.  Ye  may  as  well  be  kind. 

And  gain  our  favours-,  gairtmeat  and  drink, 

And  lodging  to  reft:  your  bones. 

T/A.  My  bones  have  bore  me  thus  long. 

And  had  their  (hare  ofpains  and  recreations; 

If  they  fail  now,  they  are  no  fair  companions. 

Cro.  Are  yethusharili  to  all  our  Sex  ? 

We  cannot  be  merry  without  a Fidler, 

Pray  ftrike  up  your  Tabors,  Ladies. 

. Cro.  The  fools  defpife  us. 

Jul.  We  know  ye  are  very  hungry  now. 

' Tib.  Yes ’tis very  wholfom.  Ladies; 

For  w'e  that  have  grdls  bodies,  muft  be  careful 
Have  ye  no  piercing  air  to  ftir  our  ftomachs  ? 

We  are  beholding  to  ye  for  our  Ordinary. 

Jnl.  Why  (laves,  ’tis  in  our  power  to  hang  ye. 

Ma{\.  Very  likely. 

’Tis  in  bur  powers  then  to  be  hang’d,  and  fcorn  ye. 
Hanging’s  as  fweet  to  us,  as  dreaming  to  you. 

Cro.  Come,  be  more  courteous.  (faries. 

JhI.  Do, and  then  ye  fnall  be  pleas’d,  and  have  kll  necef- 
Tib..  Give  me  fome  Ratsbane  then. 

Cro.  And  why  Ratsbane,  Mounfieur? 
l ib  We  live  like  vermine  here,  and  eat  up  yburcheefe, 
Your  mouldy  cheefe,  that  none  but  Rats  would  bite  at ; 
Therefore  ’tis  juft  that  Ratsbane  (hould  reward  us. 

We  are  unprofitable,  and  our  Ploughs  are  broken  ; 

There  is  no  hope  of  Harveftthis  year.  Ladies. 

Jul.  Ye  fliall  have  all  content 
Mail.  I,  and  we’ll  ferve  your  ufes.  ' 

I had  rather  ferve  hogs,  there’s  more  delight  in’t  *, 

Your  greedy  appetites  are  never  fatisfied;  ^ 

Juft  like  hungry  Camels,  fleeping  or  waking 
You  chew  the  cud  ftill. 

Cro.  By  this  hand  we’ll  ftarve  ye. 

Maji.  ’Tis  a noble  courtefie. 

I had  as  lief  ye  (hbuld  familh  me,  as  founder  me: 

To  be  jaded  to  death,  is  only  fit  for  a hackney. 

Here  be  certain  Tarts  of  Tarr  about  me. 

And  parcels  of  potargo  in  my  Jerkin, 

As  long  as  thefe  laft. 

Jul.  Which  will  not  laft  ever. 

Tib.  Then  we’ll  eat  one  another  like  good  fellows; 

A (boulder  of  his  for  a haunch  of  mine. 

Jul.  ’Tis  excellent. 

Tib.  ’Twill  be  as  we’ll  drefs  it  Ladies. 

' Cr<j.  Why  fure  ye  arc  not  men? 

MaJ.  Ye  had  belt  come  fearch  us, 

A Seaman  is  feldom  without  a fait  Eele. 

Tib.  I am  bad  enough, 

And  in  my  nature  a notorious  wencher; 

And  yet  ye  make  meblulhat  your  immodefty. 

Tell  me  good  Mafter,  didft  ever  feefuch  things? 

Maji.  I could  like  ’em,  though  they  were  lewdly  given, 
If  they  could  fay  no; 

Tib.  Well,  ye  may  hang,  or  ftarve  us ; 

But  your  commanding  impudence  (hall  never  fear  u§. 

Had  ye  by  blulhing  (Igns,  fo(t  cunings,  crept  into  us. 

And  (hew’dus  your  neceftities;  we  had  met  your  purpoles, 
Supply’d  your  wants.  We  are  no  Saints  Ladies ; 

I love  a good  wench,  as  I love  my  life. 

And  with  my  life  I will  maintain  my  love: 

But  fuch  a lordid  impudence  I’ll  fpit  at. 

Let’s  to  our  dens  again.  Come  noble  Mafter. 


You  know  our  minds.  Ladies : 

This  is  the  faith  in  wliich  we’ll  die.  Exit  Tib.  and  Mall. 
Cro.  I do  admire ’em 
Jul.  They  are  noble  fellows. 

And  they  (liallnot  want,  for  this. 

Cro.  Ihit  Ice,  Clariiid.i  COmCS. 

Farcwcl,  I’ll  to  my  charge. 

Enter  Clarinda. 

Cla.  Bring  out  thole  priibners  now. 

And  let  melee  ’em,  and  hear  their  bufinc/s. 

Jul.  I will.  Madam. 

Cla.  I hope  fne  hath  prevail’d  upon  her  brother. 

She  has  a fwcet  tongue,  and  can  dclcribe  the  happinefs 
My  love  is  ready  to  flingon  him. 

And  hire  he  muft  be  glad,  for  certain,  wonder, 

Andblels  the  hour  that  brought  him  to  this  Ifiand. 

I long  to  hear  the  full  joy  that  he  labours  with. 

Enter  Julctta,  Morillat,  Franvile,  Lamure. 

Mor.  Blelsthy  Divine  Beauty. 

Fran.  Mirror  of  fweetnefs. 

La-m.  Ever-(pringing  brightnels. 

Cla.  Nay,  Stand  up  Gentlemen,and leave  your  flatteries. 
Mor.  She  calls  us  Gentlemen,  (lire  we  IhaLI  have  (bme  meat 
Cla.  I am  a mortal  creature,  (now. 

Worfliip  Heaven,  and  give  thefe  attributes  • 

To  their  Divinities.  Methinks  ye  look  but  thin. 

Mor.  Oh  we  are  ftarv’d,  immortal  beauty. 

La-m.  We  are  all  poor  ftarv’d  knaves. 

Fran.  Neither  liberty  nor  meat.  Lady  (men, 

Mor.  Wewerehandlbme  men,  and  Gentlemen,  and  fweet 
And  were  once  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  beauties. 

But  now  we  look  like  Rogues; 

Like  poor  ftarv’d  rogues. 

Cla.  What  would  ye  do  if  ye  were  to  die  now? 

Fran.  Alas,  we  were  prepar’d.  If  you  will  hang  us ‘ 
Let’s  have  a good  meal  or  two  to  die  with,  ’ 

To  put’s  in  heart. 

Mor.  Or  if  you’ll  drown  us. 

Let’s  be  drunk  firft,  that  we  may  die  merrily, 

Andblefsthe  founders. 

Cla.  Ye  (hall  not  die  (bhaftily. 

What  dare  ye  do  to  delerve  my  favour  ? 

La-m.  Put  us  to  any  fervice, 

Fran.  Any  bondage. 

Let’s  but  live. 

Mar.  We’ll  geta  world  of  children. 

For  we  know  ye  are  hainoufty  unprovided  that  way  • 

And  ye  (hall  beat  us  when  we  offend  ye ; ’ 

Beat  us  abundantly,  and  take  our  meat  from  us. 

Cla.  Thefe  are  weak  abjecH:  things,that  (hew  ye  poor  ones. 
What’s  the  great  fervice  ye  fo  oft  have  threatned. 

If  ye  might  fee  me,  and  win  my  favour? 

Jul.  That  bufmefs  of  dilcovery, 

Mor.  Oh,  111  tell  ye  Lady. 

La-m.  And  fo  will  I. 

Fran.  And  t, 

Pray  let  me  fpeak  firft. 

Mor.  Good,  no  confufion. 

We  are  before  a Lady  that  knows  manners ; 

And  by  the  next  meat  I (liall  eat,  ’ascertain. 

This  little  Gentlewoman  that  was  taken  with  us. 

Cla.  Your  Captains  Sifter,  (he you  mean. 

Mar.  1,1,  (lie’s  the  bufineft  that  we  would  op&nto  ye. 
Youarecoulened  in  her. 

Lam  A How,  what  is’t  you  would  open  ? 

Fran.  I She  is  no  Sifter. 

Mor.  Good  Sirs  how  quick  you  are. 

She  is  no  Sifter,  Madam. 

Fran.  She  is  his. 

Mor.  Peace  I fay. 
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CIj.  What  is  Ihc.^ 

A/iT.  Faith,  fwcct  Lady, 

She  is,  as  a man  would  lay,  his. 

CIj.  What? 

I .:nt.  His  Miflrifs. 

jf:r.  Or,  asibmc  new  Tianllators  read,  his. 

C!.i.  Oh  me ! 

A/  >r.  And  why  he  lliould  delude  you  thus, 
llnlels  he  meant  Ibme  villany/  thele  ten  weeks 
He  has  had  her  at  Sea,  for  his  own  proper  appetite. 

Ljm.  His  Cabin-mate  I’ll  alliireye. 

Cb.  No  Siller,  lay  ye  ? 

Mor.  No  more  than  lam  brother  to  your  beauty. 

I know  not  why  he  Ibould  juggle  thus. 

Cb.  Do  not  lie  to  me. 

A/ir.  If  ye  find  me  lie,  Ladj',  hang  me  empty. 

Cb.  How  am  I fool'd  I 
Away  with  ^cm  and  feed  ’em 

Eut  hark  ye,  with  fuchfoodas  they  have  given  me. 

New  mifery! 

Frju.  Nor  meat  nor  thanks  for  all  this.  Exit. 

CIj.  Make  ’em  more  wretched. 

Oh  1 could  burll ! curie  and  kill  now, 

Kill  any  thing  1 meet,  Juletta,  follow  me. 

And  call  the  rcH  along. 

Jul.  W'e  follow,  Madam.  Exeunt 

Enter  Albert  and  Aminta. 

Amint.  I muft  be  gone  now,  elfe  llie  may  fulpcift  me  j 
Kow'  fnall  1 anfwer  her  ? 
jilb.  Tell  her  dirertly. 

Amint.  That  were  too  fuddain,  too  improvident  ^ 

Fires  of  this  nature  mull  be  put  out  cunningly, 
rhey’il  walteall  come  near  ’emelle. 

Farewel  once  more. 

Alb.  Farewel, 

And  keep  my  love  entire. 

Nay,  kifs  me  once  again,  me  thinks  we  Ihould  not  part. 
Amint.  Oh  be  wife,  Sir. 

Alb.  Nay,  one  kifs  more. 

Amin.  Indeed  you’re  wanton  j • ^ 

We  may  be  taken  too. 

Enter  Clarinda,  Juletta,  Crocale,  Hippolita. 

Cb.  Out  thou  bafe  woman. 

I’ll  Ihcot  ’em  both. 

Cro.  Nay  flay,  brave  Lady,  hold*, 

A fuddain  death  cuts  off  a Nobler  vengeance. 

Cb.  Am  I made  Bawd  toyourlafcivious  meetings.?' 
Are  ye  grown  fo  wife  in  fin  ? 

Shut  up  that  villany ; and  firrah, 

Now  expeft  my  utmoll  anger. 

Let  him  there  Itarve. 

Alb.  I mock  at  your  mifchlefs.  Exit 

Cb.  Tic  that  falfe  witch  unto  that  Tree, 

There  let  that  favage  bcalts 
Gnaw  off  her  fw'cetncfs,  and  Snakes 
Embrace  her  beauties  *,  tic  her,  and  watch 
That  none  relieve  her. 

1 Hip.  V’c could willi ye  better  fortune,  Lady, 

But  dare  not  help  ye. 

Am/n.  Be  your  own  friends,  I thank  ye. 

Now  only  my  lalt  audit,  and  my  grcatcfl. 

Oh  Heaven,  be  kind  unto  me, 

•And  if  it  be  thy  Will,  preferve. 

Enter  Raymond. 

Kay.  Who  is  this? 

Surc’tisa  woman,  I have  trode  this  place. 

And  found  much  footing*,  now  I know  ’tis  peopl’d. 

Ha,  let  me  fee!  ’tis  her  face. 

! Oh  Heaven!  turn  this  way  Maid. 

Amin.  OhKaymond.,  oh  Brother.  , , j 

Kaym.  Her  tongue  too  .*  ’tis  my  Sifter  *,  what  rude  hand 


Nay  kifs  me  firft,  Oh  joy ! 

Amin.  Fly,  fly  dear  brother. 

You  arc  loft  elfe. 

JmI.  a man,  a man,  a new  man. 

Kaym.  What  are  thele  ? 

Enter  Juletta,  Crocale,  Clarinda. 

Cro.  An  enemy,  an  enemy. 

Cb.  Difpatch  him. 

Take  him  off,  Ihoot  him  ftraight. 

Kaym.  I dare  not  life  my  fword.  Ladies, 

Againft  fuch  comely  foes. 

Amin.  Oh  brother,  brother  ! 

Cb.  Away  with ’em,  andindarkprilbns  bind ’em. 

One  word  reply’d,  ye  die  both. 

Now  brave  mother,  follow  thy  noble  anger. 

And  I’ll  help  thee.  Exeunt] 


ABus  Quintus* 

-»r 

’ Scecfia  Prima. 

Enter  Roffella,  Clarinda,  Crocale,  Juletta,  Hippolita. 

Kof.T  Am  deaf  to  all  your  intreaties : flie  that  moves  me 
JL  For  pity  or  companion  to  thele  Pirats, 

Digs  up  her  Fathers,  or  her  Brothers  Tomb, 

And  fpurns  about  their  alhes. 

Couldftthou  remember  what  a Father  thou  hadft  once 
’Twouldfteel  thy  heart  againft  all  foolilh  pity.  ’ 

By  his  memory’and  the  remembrance  of  his  dear  embraces 
I am  taught,  that  in  a A/bble  caule  revenge  is  Noble  j 
And  they  lhall  fall  the  facrifices  to  appeale 
His  wandring  Ghoft,  and  my  incenfed  fury. 

Cla.  The  new  come  prilbner  too ! 

Kof.  He  too  yet  that  we  may  learn 
Whether  they  are  the  fame,  or  near  ally’d 
To  thofe  that  forc’d  me  to  this  cruel  courle. 

Better  their  poor  allowance,  and  permit  ’em 
To  meet  together  and  confer,  , 

Within  the  diftance  of  your  ear^  perhaps 
They  may  difeoverfomethingthat  may  kill 
Defpair  in  me,  and  be  a means  to  fave  ’em 
From  certain  mine. 

Ceo.  That  lhall  be  my  charge. 

Kof.  Yet  to  prevent 

All  hope  of  reftue:  for  this  new-come  Captain 
Hath  both  a Ship  and  Men  not  far  from  us. 

Though  ignorant  to  find  the  only  Port, 

That  can  yield  entrance  to  oiir  happy  Ifland, 

Guard  the  place  ftrongly,  and  c’r  the  next  Sun 

Ends  his  diurnal  progrels,  I will  be 

Happy  in  my  revenge,  or  let  ’em  free.  Exeunt 

Enter  Crocale,  Juletta, Hippolita.  AEable  fnrnifh'’d, 

Cro.  So  ferve  it  plentifully, 

Andlofe  not  time  to  enquire  the  caufe*, 

There  is  a main  defign  that  hangs  upon  this  bounty. 
Seethe  Table  furnilht  with  Wine  too. 

That  difeovers  fecrets  which  tortures  cannot  open : 

Open  the  doors  too  of  the  feveral  prilbns. 

And  give  all  free  entrance  into  this  room. 

Undifeover’d  I can  here  mark  all. 

Enter  Tib.  Malt. 

Here’s  Captain  carelcfs,  and  the  tough  Ship- mailer. 

The  Haves  are  nos’d  like  Vultures 
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How  wild  they  look. 

7tb.  Ha,  thcmillcry  of  this. 

Some  good  Hobgoblin  rife  and  reveal; 

Mafi.  I ’m  amazed  at  it ; nor  can  I found  the  intent. 
lib.  Is  not  this  bread, 

Subftantial  bread,  not  painted  ? 

Maji.  But  take  heed. 

You  may  bepoifbned. 

I am  fure  I am  familh’d ; • • . 

And  famine,  as  the  wife  man  fays. 

Gripes  the  guts  as  much  as  any  Mineral. 

I This  may  be  Treacle  fentto  preferve  me 
After  a long  Faft : or  be  it  Vipers  fpittlc. 

I’ll  run  the  hazard. 

We  arc  paft  all  fear.  I’ll  take  part  with  ye. 

Tib.  Do:  and  now  i’faith,  how  d’ye  feel  your  felf? 

I find  great  eafe  in’t.  What’s  here  j 
[Wine,  and  it  be  thy  Will^ 

Strong  lufty  Wine.  Well,  fools  may  talk 
Of  Mythridate^  Cordials,  and  Elixirs. 

^ut  from  my  youth  this  was  my  only  Phyfick, 

Here’s  a colour,  what  Ladies  cheek. 

Though  cerus’dover,  comes  near'it?  >*> 

I It  fparkles  too : hangs  out  Diamonds. 

I Oh  my  fweet-heart,  how  I will  hug  th«e, 

I Again,  and  again ! They  are  poor  drunkards, 

I And  not  worth  thy  favors, 

1 That  number  thy  moift  kifles  in  thefe  Cryftals, 

I Ma{i.  But  Mounfieur, 

I Here  are  Sockets,  and  fweet  difhes. 

I Tib.  Tulh,  boys  meat, 

I I am  paft  it  •,  here’s  ftrong  food  fit  for  men: 

1 Neftar,oldlad.  Miftrifs  of  merry  hearts, 

I Once  more  I am  bold  with  you. 

I Mafl:.  Take  heed  (man) 

I Too  much  will  breed  diftemper. 
j Tib.  HaftthOu  liv’d  at  Sea 
I The  moft  part  of  thy  life,  whereto  be  fbber 
I While  we  have  Wine  aboard,  is  capital  Treafbnj 
I And  doft  thou  preach  fobriety  ? 

I Mafl.  Prethee  forbear, 

I We  may  offend  in  it  *,  we  know  not  for  whom 
I It  was  provided. 

I Tib.  I am  fure  for  me : therefore  footra, 

I When  I am  full,  let  ’em  hang  me,  1 care  not. 

I Enter  Albert,  Aminta,  Raymond,  Lamure,  Mor- 
I rillat,  Franvile,  feverally, 

I Mafl.  This  has  been  his  temper  ever. 

I See,  provoking  difhes  j candid  Eringoes, 

I And  Potatoes. 

I Tib.  ril  not  touch ’em,  I will  drink-, 

I But  not  a biton  a march,  I’ll  be  an  Eunuch  rather. 

I Mafl  Who  are  thefe  ? 

I Tib^  Marry,  who  you  will 
I I keep  my  Text  here. 

I Alb.  Kaymond ! 

I Pay.  Alberti 

I Away,  I’ll  be  drunk  alone; 

I Keep  off  Rogues,  or  I’ll  belch  ye  into  air  *, 

1 Not  a drop  here. 

I Amint.  Dear  brother,  put  not  in  your  eyes  fuch  anger ; 
1 Thofe  looks  poifon’d  with  fury,  fhot  at  him,  * 

I Reflea  on  me.  Oh  brother,  look  milder,  or 
I The  Cxyftal  of  his  temperance 
I Will  turn  ’em  on  your  felf. 

I Alb.  Sir,  I have  fought  ye  long 
I To  find  your  pardon;  you  have  plough’d  the  Ocean 
I To  wreak  your  vengeance  on  me,  for  the  rape 
I Of  this  fair  Virgin.  Now  our  fortune  guides  us 
I To  meet  on  fuch  hard  terms,  that  we  need  rather 
I 1 A mutual  pitty  of  our  prefent  ftate, 

\ Than  to  expoftulate  of  breaches  paft. 


Which  cannot  be  made  up.  And  though  it  be 
Far  from  you  power,  to  Ibrcc  me  to  confefs. 

That  1 have  done  yc  wrong,  or  fuch  fubmiflion 
Failing  to  make  my  peace,  to  vent  your  anger  *, 

You  being  your  felf  llav’d,  as  I to  others  ; 

Yet  for  you  Sifters  fake,  her  blcftcd  fake. 

In  part  of  recompenceof  what  flic  has  fuffer’d 
'or  my  rafli  folly ; the  contagion 
Of  my  black  adions,  catching  hold  upon 
der  purer  innocence , I crave  your  mercy; 

And  wifli  however  feveral  motives  kept  us 
From  being  friends,  while  wc  had  hope  to  live. 

Let  death  which  wc  exped,  and  cannot  fly  from, 

End  all  contention. 

Tib.  Drink upon’t,  ’tis  a good  motion; 

Ratifie  it  in  Wine,  and  ’tis  authentical. 

Kay.  When  I confidet 

The  ground  of  our  long  difference,  and  look  on 
Our  not  to  be  avoided  miferies, 

It  doth  beget  in  me  I know  not  how 
A loft  Religious  tendernefs ; which  tells  me. 

Though  we  have  many  faults  to  anfwer  for 
Upon  our  own  account,  our  Fathers  crimes 
Are  in  us  punifh’d.  Oh  Albert.,  the  courfe 
They  took  to  leave  us  rich,  was  not  honeft. 

Nor  can  that  friendlhip  laft,  which  virtue  joyns  not. 
Whenfirft  they  forc’d  the  induftrious  Portugals., 

From  their  Plantations  in  the  Happy  Ijlands. 

Cro.  This  is  that  I watch  for. 

'Kay.  And  did  omit  no  tyranny,  which  men. 

Inured  to  fpoil,  and  mifehief  could  inflid. 

On  the  griex’d  fufferers ; when  by  lawlefs  rapine 
They  reap’d  the  harveft,  which  their  Labourers  low’d ; 
And  not  content  to  force  ’em  from  their  dwelling. 

But  laid  for  ’em  at  J’ca,  to  ravifh  from  ’em 
The  laft  remainder  of  their  wealth : then,  then. 

After  along  purfuit,  each  doubting  other. 

As  guilty  of  the  Portugals  efcape. 

They  did  begin  to  quarrel,  like  in  men; 

( Forgive  me  piety,  that  I call  ’em  fo  ) 

No  longer  love,  or  correfpondence  holds, 

Than  it  is  cimented  with  prey  or  profit : 

Then  did  they  turn  thefe  fwords  they  oft  hadbloodi’d 
With  innocent  gore,  upon  their  wretched  felves, 

And  paid  the  forfeit  of  their  cruelty 
Shewn  to  5e^/?j?w«,andhis  Colonie, 

By  being  fatal  enemies  to  each  other. 

Thence  grew  ./^w/«/i^J‘rape,  and  my  defire 
To  be  reveng’d.  Andnow  obfervethe  iffue ; 

As  they  for  fpoil  ever  forgot  compaffion 
To  women,  (who  fhould  be  exempted 
From  the  extremities  of  a lawful  War) 

We  now,  young  able  men,  are  fall’n  into 
The  hands  of  Women ; that,  againft  the  fbft 
Tendernefs  familiar  to  their  Sex, 

Willftiewno  mercy. 

Enter  Crocale, 

Cro.  None,  unlefs  you  fhew  us 
Our  long  loft  Husbands. 

We  are  thofe  Portugals  you  talk’d  of, 

Kay.  Stay, 

I met  upon  the  Sea  in  a tall  Ship 
Two  Portugals.^  famifh’d  almoft  to  death, 

Tib.  Our  Ship  by  this  Wine. 

And  thofe  the  rogues  that  ftole  her. 

Left  us  to  famifh  in  the  barren  Iflands. 

Kay.  Some  fuch  tale  they  told  me. 

And  fomething  of  a Woman,  which  I find, 

To  be  my  Sifter. 

Cro.  Where  are  thefe  men? 

Kay.  I left  ’em, 
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ilicv  Ind  deluded  me  with  forg’d  talcs, 
ii land,  w here  t hey  laid 

•.y  i'ne;  llvMmanv  Ncars  the  wretched  owners 
a lu.ge  maf'  of  treallue. 

A!h.  Vhe  liiine  men  : .and  that  the  fatal  muck 
W'c  qrarrell'd  for. 

r • Th:v  were  rartn:_ji's  you  fay. 

l\j\.  So  they  profel's’d.  ' 

Crj.  They  may  prove  fuchmen  as  may  faveyour  livcSj 

\nd  lb  much  lam  taken  with  fair  hope,  ■ 

That  1 will  hazard  life  to  be  rcfolv’doii’t: 

How  came  you  luthcr  ? * 

K.:\.  My  lliip  lies  by  the  Rivers  mouth, 

That  can  convey  yetothcle  wretched  men,  - 

\\  hiHi  you  defirc  to  fee. 

Crj.  backto  yOLir  prifons,  t 

And  pray  for  thcfuccels ; it  they  bethofe  . . 

W hidi  I delheto  find,  you  arc  lafe  ■, 

If  nor,  prepare  to  die  to  morrow : ^ 

For  the  world  cannot  redeem  ye.  . ■ 


^!b.  However,  we  are  arm’d 


For  cither  fortune. 

‘T:b.  W hat  mini  become  of  me  now 
That  I am  not  difmiis’d  ? 

Cro.  Oh  Sir,  1 purpofe 
To  have  vour  company. 

l i.  Take  heed  wicked  woman, 

1 am  apt  to  mifehief  now. 

C,- . \ oil  cannot  be  lb  unkind. 

To  her  that  gives  you  iiocrty.  , , , 

y i.  No,  I fhallbe  too  Rind,  that’s  the  devil  on’t*, 

I have  hadftore  of  good  wine:  and  when  lam  drunk,.; 
Joan  is  a Lady  tome,  and  I fhall 
1 av  about  me  like  a Lord : 1 feel  ftrange  motions 
.-,.void  me  temptation. 

Cro.  Come  Sir,  I’ll  help  ye  in. 
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^>}ter  Sebaftian  a>id  Nkufa. 

Ki:».  What  may  that  be 
That  moves  upon  the  Lake  ? 

Sehait.  Still  it  draws  nearer. 

And  now  1 plainly  candifeernit. 

’Tisthc  French  Ship. 

Xicii.  In  it  a woman, 

\\  ho  feemsto  invite  us  to  her,_  _ 

Seb.iji.  Still  Ihe  calls  with  ligns  of  Love  to  haften  toher,i. 
So  lovely  hope  doth  ftill  appear : 

1 feel  norage,  nor  weaknefs. 

Ki  u-  Though  it  bring  death. 

To  us  ’tis  comfort;  and  deferves  a meeting. 

Orelfe  fortune  tyr’d  with  what  we  have  lutier  d. 

And  in  it  overcome,  as  it  may  be, 

N-owfctsapcnodtoourmircry..^  M«M 

Enter  feveral/y,  Raymond,  Albert,  Ammta. 

Fay.  What  dreadful  founds  are  thefe? 

/Imtnt.  Infernal  hlufick, 
pit  for  a bloody  Fcafl;. 

/Ub.  It  feems  prepar’d 
To  kill  our  courages  c’r  they  divorce 
Our  fouls  and  bodies. 

lay.  But  they  that  fearlefs  fall. 

Deprive  them  of  their  triumph. 

^ An  Altar  prepar  a. 

Enter  Rofiil’ia,  Clarinda,  ]ulctta,HippoIita,  &c. 


Kof.  ’Tis  thelaft 
ii)uty  that  I can  pay  to  my  dead  Lord, 

Set  out  the  Altar,  I my  felf  will  be 

The  Pricfl:,  and  boldly  do  thofe  horrid  Rites 

You  fhakctothiiikon,  lead  thefe  Captains  nearer, 

"or  they  lliall  have  the  honor  to  fall  firft 
To  my  SebjjHa}i’s  alhes  : and  now  wretches. 

As  I am  taught  already,  that  you  arc. 

And  lately  by  your  free  confelTion, 

French  Ph'2Zs^  and  thefons  of  thofe  I hate. 

Even  equal  with  the  devil  ^ hear  with  horror. 

What  ’tis  invites  me  to  this  cruel  coiirfe. 

And  what  you  are  to  fuffer,  no  Amazons  we. 

But  women  of  Portugal  that  muft  have  from  yon 
wearethey 

That  groan’d  beneath  your  fathers  wrongs: 

We  are  thofe  wretched  women. 

Their  injuries  purfu’d,  and  overtook ; 

And  from  the  fad  remembrance  of  our  loHes 
■We  are  taught  to  be  cruel  ^ when  we  were  forc’d 
From  thatfweet  air  we  breathed  in,  by  their  rapine,. 
And  fought  a place  of  being  •,  as  the  Seas 
And  Winds  confpir’d  with  their  ill  purpofes. 

To  load  us  with  affliflions  in  a ftorm 

That  fell  upon  us^  the  two  Ihips  that  brought  us, 

To  feek  new  fortunes  in  an  unknown  world 
Were  levered : the  one  bore  all  the  able  men, 
jOurTreafure  and  our  Jewels:  in  the  other, 

\\fo  Women  were  embarqu’d : and  fell  upon. 

After  long  tolTing  in  the  troubled  main. 

This  pleafant  Dland;  but  in  few  months. 

The  men  that  did  condudl  us  hither,  died. 

We  long  before  had  given  our  Husbands  loll: 
iRemembring  what  we  had  fuff ’red  by  the  Frenck 
We  took  a folemn  Oath,  never  to  admit 
The  curs’d  fociety  of  men : necelFity 
Taught  us  thofe  Arts,  not  ufual  to  our  Sex, 

And  the  fertile  Earth  yielding  abundance  to  us, 

We  did  relolve,  thus  lhap’d  like  Amazons 
To  end  our  lives  ^ but  when  you  arriv’d  here. 

And  brought  as  prefents  to  us,  our  own  Jewels  ^ 
Thole  which  were  bcxjrn  in  the  other  Ship, 

How  can  ye  hope  to  fcapeour  vengeance? 

, Amint.  It  boots  not  then  to  fwear  our  innocence  ? 

Alb.  Or  that  we  never  forc’d  it  from  the  owners? 

■ Fay.  Or  that  there  arc  a remnant  of  that  wrack, 
And  not  far  off? 

' Fof.  All  you  affirm,  I know. 

Is  but  to  win  time  i therefore  prepare  your  throats. 
The  world  lhall  not  redeem  ye : and  that  your  cries 
May  find  no  entraiice.to  onr  ears. 

To  move  pity  in  any : bid  loud  Mufick  found 
rheir  fatal  knells-,  if  ye  have  prayers  life  ’em  quickly. 
To  any  power  will  own  ye  ^ but  ha ! 
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Amin.  Seethe  furies, 
their  full  trym  of  cruelty, 


Enter  Crocale,  Sebafi;ian,Nicula,TibaIt. 

Who  are  thefe  ? what  fpcdlacles  of  misfortune  ? 

Why  are  their  looks 

So  full  of  Joy  and  Wonder  ? 

Cro.  Oh ! lay  by 

Thefe  inflruments  of  death,  and  welcome 

To  your  arms,  what  you  durfl  never  hope  to  imbracc : 

This  is  Sebajlian-,  this  Nicufa.,  Madam : 

Prclcrv’d  by  miracle  : look  up  dear  S/r, 

And  know  your  own  Ko[fella  ; be  not  lofb 
In  wonder  and  amazement  •,  or  if  nature 
Can  by  inffinft,  inffruTyou  what  it  is. 

To  be  bicfled  with  the  namje  of  Father, 

Freely  enjoy  it  in  this  fair  Virgin. 

SeL  Though  my  miferies. 

And  many  years  of  wants  1 have  endur’d, 

May  well  deprive  me  of  the  memory 

Of  all  joys  paft-,  yet  looking  on  this  building. 


t 


► 


This 


7 he  Voja^. 


'^<^7 


This  ruin’d  building  of  a heavenly  form 
fin  my  KofiHa  *,  1 mnlt  remember,  I am  Sebaffun. 

Rof  Oh  my  ioyes ! ^ ^ 

Seb.  And  here,  ' ' ^ 

I feea  perfeft  modcIoFtliy  fcif. 

As  thou  wert  when  thy  choice  firft  made  thee  mine : 

! The fe  cheeks  and  fronts,  though  wrinkled  now  with 
Which  Art  cannot  reftore : had  equal  purenels, 

Of  natural  white  and  reri^a-nd  as  much’TaTilhing : 
Which  by  fairorder  and  hict'ellion,  | 

I fee  delcend  on  her : and  may  thy  virtues- 
Wind  into  her  form,  and  make  her  a perfed  dower : 
No  part  of  thyfwcet  goodnels  wanting  to  her. 
il  will  not  now  KufiUa^  ask  thy  fortunes. 

Nor  trouble  thee  with  hearing  mine  ^ 

Thole  fliall  hereafter  lerve  to  make  glad  hours 
In  their  relation : All  pall  wrongs  forgot  ^ 

I ’m  glad  to  lee  you  Gentlemen  •,  but  molt. 

That  is  in  my  power  to  lave  your  lives-, 

You  favM  ours,  when  we  were  near  iftarvM  8t  Sea,  . 
And  I defpair  not,  for  if  Ihe  be  mine, 

K(?y///a  can  deny  SebajHan  nothing. 

Rif.  ‘She 'does  give  uplier  'felf. 
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Her  power  and  joys,  and  all,  to  you, 

'I'o  be  dillh?rged  of ’em  as  tooburUiei 
Welcome, in  any  lltape. 

Seb.  Sir^  in  your  looks, 
lYcad  yemr  fiite  of  .my  Ct,jr}»4a:  Ihc 
And  I.ady,  if  it  be  in  me  to  conlirm 
Your  hopes  in  this  brave  Gentleman, 

Prefume  1 am  your  fervant. 

Alb.  We  thank  you  Sir.- 
Amin.  Oh  happy  hour! 

Alb.  O my  dear  A mint  a \ 

Now  all  our  fears  are  ended. 

lib.  Here  I fix:  Ike’s  mettle, 

Steel  to  the  back : and  will  cut  my  leaden  dagger. 
If  not  us’d  with  difcrction. 

Cro.  You  are  ftill  no  changling. 

Seb.tfi.  Nay, 

All  look  chcarfully,  for  none  lhall  bo 
Deny’d  their  lawful  wiflies  y when  a while 
We  have  here  rcfrelh’djoiirrclvcs^  wc’ll  return 
To  our  Icveral homes  •,  and  v^Tell  that  voyage  ends. 
That  makes  of  deadly  enemies,  faithful  friends. 
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The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Playi 


Sir  Perfidious  Oldcraft,  an  old  Knight, agreat  admirer 

of  Wit. 

Wi  tty-pate  Oldcraft,  his  Fathers  own  Son. 

Sir  Gregory  Fopp,  a witlefs  Lord  of  Land. 
Cunningham,  a difcreet  Gen.  Sir  Gregories  comrade 

and  fapplanter. 


Sir  Ruinous  Gentry, decaid  Knight^fTwo  Jharkjttg 
Prifcian,  a poor  Scholar,  J companions. 

Pompey  Doodle,  4 Sir  Gregories  man,  a piece 

of  puff‘pajie,  like  his  Majier. 

Mr.  Credulous,  Nephew  to  Sir  Perfidions,  a Jhallow^ 
brain  d Scholar. 


Women. 


Neecc  Perfidious,  a rich  and  witty  Heir, 
Lady  Ruinous,  Sir  Ruinous. 


Guardianels,  to  Sir  Perfidious  his  Neeee,an  old  doting 
Croane. 

Mirabell,  the  Guardianejfes  Heece. 


The  Scene,  London. 


Primny.  Scamst  Prima. 


Enter  Sir  Perfidious  Old-craft  an  old  Knight,  and 
Witty-pate  his  Son. 

I Fm  no  boy.  I’m  deep  in  one 
and  twenty. 

The  fecond  years  approaching,  • 
Old  K.  A fine  time 
Fora  youth  to  live  by  his  wits  then 
I fliould  thiiik. 

If  e’er  he  mean  to  make  account  of  any. 
lyitty.  Wits, Sir? 

Old  K.  I Wits  Sir,  if  it  be  fo  flrangcto  thee, 

I’m  forty  I fpent  that  time  to  get  a Fool, 

I might  have  imploy’d  my  pains  a great  deal  better  ^ 
Thou  knowfl  allthat  I have,  1 ha’ got  by  my  wits. 

And  yet  to  fee  how  urgent  thou  art  too 
It  grie\'cs  me  thou  art  ib  degenerate 
To  trouble  me  for  means,  I never  offer’d  it 
My  Parents  from  a School-boy,  palt  nineteen  once, 

•See  whatthefe  times  are  grown  to,  before  twenty 
I ruffl’d  into  the  v\orld,  which  is  indeed 


Much  like  the  Art  of  fwiming,  he  that  will  attain  to\ 
Mult  fall  plump,  and  duck  himlelf  at  firlt. 

And  that  will  make  him  hardy  and  advent’rous. 

And  not  ftand  putting  in  one  foot,  and  Ihivcr, 

And  then  draw  t’other  after,  like  a quake-buttock  *, 
Well  he  may  make  a padler  i’th’ world, 

From  hand  to  mouth,  but  never  a brave  Swimmer, 

Born  up  by  th’ chin,  as  I bore  upmyrfelf. 

With  my  ftrong  induftry  that  never  fail’d  me  j 
For  he  that  lies  born  up  with  Patrimonies, 

Looks  likealonggreat  Afs  that  fwims  with  bladders. 
Come  but  one  prick  of  adverfe  fortune  to  him 
He  finks,  becaufe  he  never  try’dtofwim 
When  Wit  plaies  with  the  billows  that  choak’dhim. 

Jf^itty.  Why  is  it  not  a falhion  for  a Father,  Sir, 

Out  of  his  yearly  thoufands  to  allow 

His  only  Son,  a competent  brace  of  hundreds*, 

Or  fuchatoy 

OldK.  Yes,  ifihemeantofpoil  him. 

Or  mar  his  wits  he  may,  but  never  I, 

This  is  my  humor.  Sir,  which  you’ll  find  conffant  j 


I love 


at  federal  IVeapons. 


I love  Wit  lb  well,  bccaiil'c  I liv’d  by’t^ 

That  I’ll  give  no  man  power  out  of  my  means  to  hurt  it, 

! And  thars  a kind  of  gratitude  to  my  railcr. 

Which  greatones  oft  forget^  1 admire  much 
This  Ages  dulncfs,  when  1 Icarcc  writ  man. 

The  firlt  degree  that  e’er  1 took  in  thriving, 

I lay  intelligencer  dole  for  wenching, 

Could  give  this  Lord  or  Knight  a true  Certificate 
Of  all  the  Maiden,  heads  e.\tant„  how  many  lay 
’Monglt  Chamber-maids,  how  many  ’mongft  Exchange 
j Though  never  many  there  I muftconfels 
They  have  a trick  to  utter  W’are  fo  fail^ 

: I knew  which  Lady  had  a mind  to  fall,  (breaking, 

W hich  Gentlewoman  new  divorc’d,  which  Tradel'man 
The  price  of  every  finner  to  a hair. 

And  where  to  raiie  each  price  ^ which  were  the  Tcarmers, 
That  would  give  Velvet  Petticoats,  Tifiiie  Gowns, 

W’hich  Pieces,  Angels,  Suppers,  and  Half  Crowns  j 
I knew  how  to  match,  and  make  ray  market. 

Could  give  intelligence  where  the  Pox  lay  leidger. 

And  then  to  fee  the  Letchers  Ihift  a point, 

’Twas  iport  and  profit  too-,  how  they  would  fiiun 
Their  ador’d  Miftrifs  chambers,  and  run  fearfully. 

Like  Rats  from  burning  houfes,  fo  brought  I 
hly  Clyents  the  game  ftill  fafe  together. 

And  noble  gameftei  s lov’d  me,  and  I felt  it. 

Give  me  a man  that  lives  by  his  wits,  fay  I, 

And’s  never  left  a Groat,  there’s  the  true  Gallant. 

When  1 grew  fomewhat  purfie,  1 grew  then 
In  mens  opinions  too,  and  confidences, 

They  put  things  call’d  Executorlhips  upon  me. 

The  charge  of  Orphans,  little  fenflefs  creatures. 

Whom  in  their  Childhoods  I bound  forth  to  Felt- makers, 
To  make  ’em  lofe,  and  work  away  their  Gentry, 

Difguife  their  tender  natures  with  hardcuftom. 

So  wrought  ’em  out  in  time,  there  I rife  ungently, 

Nor  do  I fear  todilcourle  this  unto  thee, 

I’m  arm’d  at  all  points  againft  treachery, 

I hold’ my  humor  firm,  if  I can  fee  thee  thrive  by 
Thy  wits  while  1 live,  I lhall  have  the  more  courage 
To  trull:  thee  with  my  Lands  when  I dye  ^ if  not. 

The  next  belt  wit  I can  hear  of,  carries  ’em : 

For  fince  in  my  time  and  knowledge, fo  many  rich  children 
Of  the  City,  conclude  in  beggery,  I’de  rather 
' Make  a wile  ftranger  my  Executor,  thenafoolilh 
Son  my  Heir,  and  to  have  my  Lands  call’d  after  my 
Wit,  than  after  my  name^  and  that’s  my  nature, 

inttj.  ’Tis  a ftrangeharfh  one,  mult  I ftill  Ihift  then  ? 

I come  brave  Cheats,  once  to  my  trade  agen. 

And  I’ll  ply’t  harder  now  than  e’er  I did  for’t. 

You’ll  part  v;ith  nothing  then,  Sir  ? 

Old  K.  Not  a jot,  Sir. 

jntty.  If  I Ihould  ask  youblefling  e’r  I goe.  Sir, 

I think  you  would  not  give’t  me. 

Old  K.  Let  me  but  hear  thouliv’ft  by  thy  wits  once 
Thou  lhalthave  any  thing,  thou’rtnone  ofmineelfe. 
Then  why  Ihould  I take  care  for  thee? 

TFitty,  ’Thank  your  bounty.  Exit. 

OldK.  So  wealth  love  me,  and  long  life,  I befeechit, 
As  1^0  love  the  man  that  lives  by  his  wits, 

I'  He  comes  fo  near  my  nature-,  I’m  grown  old  now. 

And  even  arriv’d  atmylaft  cheat  I fear  me. 

But  ’twill  make  ftift  to  bury  me,  by  day-light  too, 

And  difchargeall  my  Legacies,  ’tis  fo  wealthy. 

And  never  trouble  any  Intereft  money  : 

I’ve  yet  a Neece  to  wed,  over  whofe  fteps 
I have  plac’d  a trufty  watchful  Gnardianefs, 

For  fear  fomepoor  Earl  fteal  her,’t  has  beenthreat’ned. 
To  redeem  mortgag’d  Land,  but  he  lhall  mils  on’t,^ 

To  prevent  which,  1 have  fought  out  a match  for  her, 
Eopoi  Fop-Hall^  he  writes  himfdf,  I take  it, 

The  antient’ft  Fop  in  England^  with  w'hom  I’ve  privately 
Compounded  for  the  third  part  of  her  portion. 
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Enter  Sir  Gregory  Fop,  and  Cuningham. 

And  file  Iccms  pleas’d,  fo  two  parts  reft  with  me, 

I Ic’s  come  -,  Sir  Gregor^-^  welcome,  what’s  heSir  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Young  Cuningham^  a NWo/^t^’Cntlcmanj 
Oncthat  has  liv’d  upon  the my  kindred, 

Evcrlincc  my  remembrance-,  he’s  a wit  indeed. 

And  wcallftrive  to  have  him,  nay,  ’tis  certain 
Some  of  our  name  has  gone  to  Law  for  himj 
Now ’tis  my  turn  to  keep  him,  and  indeed 
He’s  plaguy  chargeable,  as  all  your  wits  arc, 

But  1 will  give  him  over  when  1 lift, 

1 ha’ us’d  wits  fo  before. 

Old  K.  I hope  when  y’arc  married  Sir,  you’ll  fliakc  him  off 

Sir  Greg.  Why  what  do  you  take  me  to  be,  old  Fathcr- 
i’Law  that  lhall  be,  do  you  think  I’li  have  any  of  the  JFit 
hang  upon  me,  after  I am  married  once?  none  of  my  kind- 
red ever  had  before  me -,  but  where’s  this  Necceg  is’t  a fa- 
Ihion  in  London^  to  marry  a woman  and  never  fee  her? 

OldK,  Excufe  the  niccncfs,  Sir,  that  care’s  your  friend’s. 
Perhaps  had  Ihe  been  feen,  you  had  never  feen  her  ^ 

There’s  many  a fpent  thingC2i\Pd^  and^thke  your  honor., 

That  lies  in  wait  for  her,  at  firftfnap  Ihe’s  a Cbuntcls, 
Drawn  with  fix  Mares  through  Tleetiheet^  and  a Coachman, 
Sitting  bare-headed  to  their  Flanders  buttocks, 

This  whets  him  on. 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  let’s  clap  up  the  bufinefs,  Sir, 

I long  to  fee  her,  are  you  fureyou  have  her, 

Is  Ihe  not  there  already.  Hark?  Hark,  oh  hark. 

OldK.  How  now,  what’s  that  Sir? 

Sir  Greg.  Every  Caroach  goes  by, 

Goesev’nto  th’  heart  of  me- 

OldK.  I’ll  have  that  doubt  eas’d.  Sir, 

Inftantly  eas’d,  Sir  Gregory.,  and  now  Ithinkon’t 
A toy  comes  i’ my  mind,  feeing  your  friend  there, 

We’ll  have  a little  fport,  give  youbut  vvayto’t. 

And  put  a trick  upon  her,  I love  Wit  pretioully. 

You  lhall  not  be  leen  yet,  we'll  ftale  your  friend  firftj 
If ’t  pleafe  but  him  to  ftand  for  the  Anti- mask. 

Sir  Gr.  Puh,  he  lhall  ftand  for  any  thing,  whyhisfupper 
Lies  i’my  breeches  here.  I’ll  make  him  faft  elfe. 

OldK.  Then  come  you  forth  more  unexpededly 
The  Mask  it  felf,  athoufanda  year  joynture. 

The  cloud,  your  friends  will  be  then  drawn  away. 

And  only  you  the  beauty  of  the  Play. 

SirGr.  For  Red  and  Black,  I’ll  put  down  all  your  Fullers, 
LetbutyourNeecebring  White, and  we  have  three  colours. 

Exit  Sir 

Old  K.  I’m  given  to  underftandyou  are  a Jr/>,Sir. 

Cuning.  I’m  one  that  Fortune  fliews  fmall  favour  to.  Sir. 
OldK.  Why  there  you  conclude  it,  whether  yon  will  or 
no.  Sir- 

To  tell  you  truth,  I’m  taken  with  a Wit. 

Cm.  Fowlers  catch  Woodcocks  fo,  let  not  them  know 
lb  much. 

Old  K.  A peftilence  raav.ard,  a Duke  Humphrey  Ipark 
Had  rather  lofe  his  dinner  than  his  jeft, 

I lay  I love  a Wit  the  belt  of  all  things. 

Cun.  Always  except  your  felf. 

Old  K.  Has  giv’n’t  me  twice  now. 

Enter  Neece  and  Cuardianefs, 

All  with  a breath,  I thank  him^  but  that  I love  a Wit 
I fliould  be  heartily  angry  ^ cuds,  my  Neece, 

You  know  the  bufinefs  with  her. 

Cun.  With  a Woman  ? 

’Tis  ev’n  the  very  fame  it  was  I’m  rare 
Five  thoufand  years  ago,  no  fool  can  mils  it. 

‘Old  K.  This  is  the  Gentleman  I promis’d  Neece, 

To  prefent  to  your  affeftion. 

Cun.  Ware  that  Arrow. 

OldK,  Deliver  methe  truthnowof  your  liking. 

Cun'na, 
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Cu  t Tm  Tiwird  already,  that  luch  poor  lean  Game 
Should  be  found  out  as  I am. 

Oui  K.  Go  let  to  her  Sir — ha,  ha,  ha. 

Cu't.  How  noble  is  this  virtue  in  you,  Lady? 

Your  eve  may  feemto  commit  a thoufand  llaughters 
On  your  dull  fervants  which  truly  tailed 
Conclude  all  in  comforts. 

Old  K.  Puh. 

Kffce.  It  rather  ftiews  what  a true  worth  can  make. 

Such  as  yours  is. 

OldK.  And  that’s  not  worth  a groat, 

How  like  you  himNecce? 

Kefce.  It  fnall  appear  how  well,Sir, 

I humbly  thank  you  for  him. 

OldK.  Hah  ? ha,  gcodgullery,  he  does  it  well  Pfaith, 
Light,  as  if  he  meant  to  purchafe  Lip-land  there  : 

Hold,  hold,  bear  off  1 fay.  Hid  your  part  hangs  too  long. 

Cun.  My  joys  are  mockeries. 

Neece.  Y ’have  both  expreft  a worthy  care  and  love,  Sir, 
Had  mine  owm  eye  been  let  at  liberty. 

To  make  a publick  choice  (believe  my  truth.  Sir) 

It  could  not  ha’  done  better  for  my  heart 
Than  vour  good  providence  has. 

Old  K.  You  will  fay  fo  then, 

Alas  fweet  Neece,  all  this  is  but  the  fcabbard, 

N’ow'  I draw  forth  the  weapon. 

Kei’ce?  How? 

OldK.  Gregory., 

Approach  thou  lad  of  thoufands.. 

Enter  Sir  Gregor}". 

SlrGr.  Who  calls  me? 

Keece.  What  motion’s  this,  the  Model  of  .? 

Old  K.  -Accoll:  her  daintily  now,  let  me  advife  thee. 

Sir  Gr,  I was  advis’d  to  bellow  dainty  coll  on  you. 

Kecce’  You  were  ill  advis’d,  back,  and  take  better  coun- 
fel-, 

You  may  have  good  for  an  Angel,  the  Icall  coll 
You  can  befcow  upon  a woman.  Sir 
Trebles  ten  Counfellors  Fees  in  Lady-ware, 

Y’are  over  head  and  ears,  e’r  you  be  aware, 

Faith  keep  a batchelor  Hill,  and  goto  Bowls,  Sir, 

Follow  your  Miftrifs  there,  and  prick  and  faye.  Sir} 

For  other  MiltrelTes  will  make  you  a Have,  Sir. 

Srr  Gr.  So,fo,  1 have  mylerrepoop  already. 

Old  K.  Why  how  now  Neece.,  this  is  the  man  I tell  you. 
Neece  ’.  He,  hanghim,Sir,  Iknow  you  do  but  mock, 

This  is  the  man  you  would  lay. 

Old  K.  The  Devil  rides  1 think. 

Cun.  I mull  ufe  cunning  here. 

OldK.  Make  me  not  mad,  ufe  him  with  all  refped. 

This  is  the  man  I fwear. 

Neece.  Would  you  could  perfwade  me  to  that } 

Alafs,  you  cannot  go  beyond  me  Uncle, 

You  carry  a left  well,  1 mull  confels. 

For  a man  of  your  years,  but 

Old  K.  I’m  wrought  befide  my  felf. 

Cun.  I never  beheld  comlincls  till  this  minute. 

Guar.  Oh  good  fweet  Sir,  pray  offer  not  thefe  u-ords 
To  an  old  Gentlewoman. 

Neece.  Sir. 

Cun.  Away  fifteen, 

Here’s  Fifty  one  exceeds  thee. 

Neece.  What’s  the  bufinefs? 

Cun.  Give  me  thefe  motherly  creatures,  come,  ne’er  fino- 
ther  it, 

I know  you  are  a teeming  woman  yet. 

Guard.  Troth  a young  Gent,  might  do  much  I think,  Sir. 
Cun.  Go  too  then. 

Guard.  And  I Ihould  play  my  part,  or  I were  ingrateful. 
Neece.  Can  you  fo  Toon  neglefl  me ! 
r;«>7.  Hence  I’m  bufie. 

O/i  A^.This  crofs  point  came  in  luckily, impudent  baggage. 


Hang  from  the  Gentleman,  art  thou  not  alliam’d 
To  be  a Widows  hind’rance  ? 

Cun.  Are  you  angry.  Sir? 

Old  K.  You’re  welcome,  pray  court  on,  I Ihalldefire 
Yourhoneft  wife  acquaintance-,  vex  me  not 
After  my  care  and  pains  to  find  a match  for  thee. 

Left  I confine  thy  life  to  fome  out-chamber. 

Where  thou  flialt  wafte  the  fweetnefs  of  thy  youth, 

Like  a con  fuming  Light  in  her  own  locket. 

And  not  allow’d  a male  creature  about  thee } 

A very  Monky,  thy  neceffity 

Shall  prize  at  a thoufand  pound,  a Chimnejkfweeper 

At  Fifteen  hundred. 

Neece.  But  are  you  lerioiis.  Uncle  ? 

Old  K.  Serious. 

Neece.  Pray  let  me  look  upon  the  Gentleman 
With  more  heed-,  then  1 did  but  hum  him  over 
In  hafte,  good  faith,  as  Lawyers  Chancery  Iheets  y 
Befhrew  my  blood,  a tollerable  man. 

Now  Idiftindlly  read  him. 

SirGr.  Flum,  hum,  hum. 

Neece.  Say  he  be  black,  he’s  of  a very  good  pitch. 

Well  ankled,  two  good  confident  calves,  they  look 
As  if  they  would  not  Ihrink  at  the  ninth  child } 

The  rednefsi’th  lace,  v\?hy  that’s  infalhion, 

Moll  of  your  high  bloods  have  it,  lign  of  greatnefs  marry} 
’Tis  to  be  taken  down  too  with  Af^zjz-butter, 

I’ll  lend  to  my  Lady  Spend -tail  for  her  Medicine. 

SirGr.  Lumtedum,dura,dum  dedum. 

Neece.  He’s  jqualified  too,  believe  me. 

Sir  Gr.  Lum  te  dum,  de  dum,  de  dum. 

Neece.  Where  was  my  judgement? 

Sir  Gr.  Lum  tedum,  dum,  dum,  tedum,tedum. 

Neece.  Perfedlions  cover’d  mels. 

SirGr.  Lumte  dum,  te  dum,  te  dum. 

Neece.  It  Ihioaks  apparantly,  pardon  fweet  Sir, 

The  error  of  ray  Sex. 

OldK.  Why,  well  faid  Neece, 

Upon  fubmiffion  you  mull  pardon  her  now.  Sir. 

SirGr.  I’ll  do’t  by  courfe,do  you  think  I’m  an  als,  Knight? 
Here’s  firft  my  hand,  nenv’t  goes  to  the  Seal-Office. 

OldK.  Formally  finilht,  how  goes  this  5uitforward? 
Cun.  I’m  taking  meafure  of  the  Widows  mind,  Sff, 

I hope  to  fit  her  heart. 

Guard.  Who  would  have  dreamt 
Of  a yOung  morfel  now  ? things  come  in  minutes. 

SirGr.  Trull  him  not  Widow,  he’s  a younger  brother. 
He’ll  fwear  and  lie } believe  me  he’s  worth  nothing. 

Guard.  He  brings  more  content  to  a woman  with  that  no- 
thing. 

Than  he  that  brings  his  thoulands  without  any  thing. 

We  have  prefidents  for  that  amongft  great  Ladies. 

Old  K.  Come,  come,  no  language  now  Ihall  be  in  faffiion, 
But  your  Love-phrafe,  the  bell  to  procreation.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  Ruinous  Gentry,  Witty-pate,  and  Prifeian. 

Witty-  Pox,  there’s  nothing  puts  me  befides  my  wits, 
but  this  fourth. 

This  laft  illiterate  lliare,  there’s  no  confcience in’t. 

Kuin.  Sir,  it  has  ever  been  lb,  where  I have  praflis’d, 
and  mull  be. 

Still  where  1 am,  nor  has  it  been  undeferv’d  at  the  years 
End,  and  Ihufflle  the  Almanack  together,  vacations  and 
Term-times,  one  with  another,  though  I fay’t,  my  wife  is  a 
Woman  of  a good  fpirit,  then  it  is  no  lay-lliare. 

Trif.  Faith  for  this  five  year.  Ego  pojfum  probare.,  I have 
had 

A hungry  penurious  lhare  with  ’em,and  Ihe  has  had  as  much 
As  I always. 

Witty.  Prelcnt,  or  not  prefent} 

Prif.'Kefidens aut  non  reftdens,per  fidem. 

Witty.  And  what  prelident’s  this  for  me  ? becaule  your 
Hic&haCy  Turpi j and  ^ui  mihi  dijcipulus  brains  (that  ne- 
ver 
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ver  got  any  tiling  but  by  accidence  and  uncertainty  ) did  al- 
io, v it,  therefore  I mult,  that  have  grounded  conclufions  of 

wit,  hereditary  rules  I'roni  niyFatlierto  get  by 

Khw,  Sir,  be  compendious,  either  take  or  refufc,  I will 
’bate  no  token  of  my  wives  Ilia  re,  make  even  the  laft  reckon- 
ings, and  either  lb  unite,  or  here  divide  company. 

Frif.  A good  refolution,  profeSlo^  let  every  man  beg  his 
own  way,  and  happy  man  be  his  dole. 

JFitty.  W'ell,  here’s  your  double  lhare,  and  fiijgle  brains 
Pol-,  didipol.,  here’s  toward,  a Cafior  ecjjf  or  for  you.,  1 will  en- 
dure it  a fortnight  longer,  but  by  thefc  juft  five  ends. 

Pr/yr  Take  heed,  five’s  odd,  put  both  hands  together, 
or  feveraliy,  they  are  all  odd  unjuft  cndsi 

JFitfy.  Medius  filius^  hold  your  tongue,  I depofe  you 
from  half  a lhare  prefently  elfe  , I will  make  you  a parti- 
ciple, and  decline  you,  now  you  underftand  me,  be  you  a 
quiet  Conjundion  amongft  the  undeclined  ^ you  and  your 
Latine  ends  fnall  go  fhift,  Solur  cum  folo  together  elfe,  and 
then  if  ever  they  get  ends  of  Gold  and  Silver,  enough  to 
lerve  that  Gerundine  maw  of  yours,  that  without  Vo  will 
end  in  Vi  and  Vum  inftantly. 

Efiter  Old  Knight  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Kuin.  Enough,  enough,  here  comes  company,  we  lofe 
five  lhares  in  wrangling  about  one. 

Witty.  My  Father,  put  on  Prifeian  he  has  Latine  frag- 
ments too,  but  I fear  him  not,  I’ll  cafe  my  face  with  a lit- 
tle more  hair  and  relieve. 

Old  K.  Tulh  Nephew  ( I’ll  call  you  lb  ) for  if  there  be 
No  other  obftacles  than  thofe  you  fpeak  of 
They  are  but  Powder-charges  without  pellets. 

You  may  fafely  front  ’em*,  and  warrant  your  own  danger. 

SirGr.  No  Other  that  I can  perceive  i’faith,Sir,  for  I 
put  her  to’t,  and  felt  her  as  far  as  I could,  andtheftrong- 
eft  repulfe  was,  Ihe  faid,  Ihe  would,  have  a little  Soldier  in 
me  , that  ("if  need  were)  Ihould  defend  her  reputation. 

Old  K.  And  liirely.  Sir,  that  is  a principle 
Amongft  your  principal  Ladies,  they  require 
Valour,  either  in  a friend  or  a Husband. 

Sir  Gr.  And  1 allow  their  requefts  i’faith,  as  vvell  as  ahy 
womans  heart  can  defire,  if  I knew  where  to  get  va- 
lour,! would  as  willingly  entertain  it  as  any  man  that  blows. 
OldK.  Breaths,  breaths  Sir,  that’s  the  fweeter  phrafe. 
SirGr.  Blows  for  a Soldier,  i’faith  Sir,  and  I’m  in 
Pradife  that  way.  , 

OldK.  For  a Soldier,  I grant  it.  . 

Sir  Gr.  ’Slid,  I’ll  fwallow  fome  bullets,  and  good  round 
ones  too,  but  I’ll  have  a little  Soldier  in  me, 

Rttin.  Will  you  on  and  beg,  or  ftealandbe  hang’d. 

Sir  Gr.  And  fome  Scholar  ftie  would  have  me  befides, 
Tulh,  that  lhall  be  no  bar,  ’tis  a quality  in  a 
Gentleman,  but  of  the  leaft  queftion. 

Prif.  Salvete  Vomini  benigniffimi.,  munificentiUimi 
Old  K.  Salvete  dicit  ad  nos  ? mbeo  te  falvere.. 

Nay,  Sir,  we  have  Latine.,  and.  other  metall  in  us  too. 

Sir,  you  lhall  fee  me  talk  with  this  fellow  now. 

Sir  Gr.  I could  find  in  my  heart  to  talk  with  him  too, 

If  I could  underftand  him. 

Prif.  Charijjfimi,  Vodi{jhm(]ue,  Vomini,  ex  abmdantia; 
ebaritatis  velira  ejiote  propitii  in  me  jejunum 
JlLiferum.,  pauferem,  &omni  confulatione  exulem. 

Old  K.  A pretty  Scholar  by  my  faith,  Sir,  but  I’H  to  him 
agen.  . . • 

Sir  Gr.  Does  he  beg  or  fteal  in  this  Language,  can  you  tell 
Sir  ? 

He  may  take  away  my  good  name  from  me,  and  I ne’er 
Thewifer. 

Old.K.  He  begs,  he  begs,  Sir. 

Prif  Ecce,  ecce,  in  occulis  lachrymarum  flumen-,  in  ore 
Fames  fitifp,  ignis  in  vultu,  pudor  & impudentia. 

In  Omni  parte  necefitas  & indigentia. 

OldK.  Audi  tu  bonus  focius,  tu  es  Scholafiicus,fic  inteVigo, 
Ego  faciam  argiimentum-,  mark  now  Sir,  now  I fetch 


Him  up. 

SirGr.  I have  been  fctchtuiia  hundredtimes  for  tin's. 

Yet  1 could  never  learn  half  lo  much. 

OldK.  Audi,  ^reJponde-,hoc  til  Argumentum,  mmen  ejl 
Nomen,  ergo,  (juod  tjl  tibi  nomen  f Refponde  nunc, 

Refponde  argumentum  meum.  Have  1 not  put  him  to’t,  Sir? 

Sir  Gr.  Yes  Sir,  I think  lb. 

Witty.  Step  in,  ihcrafcalis  put  out  of  his  pen’d  Speech, 
And  he  can  go  no  farther. 

Old  K.  Cur  non  refpondes  ? 

PriJ.  Oh  Domine,  tantamea  efl  miferia. 

Witty.  So,  he’s  almoft  in  agen. 

PriJ.  VtnoCte  mecum  pernodat  egefias,luce  quotidie 
Paupertas  habitat. 

OldK.  Sed  quod  ejl  tibi  nomen:  & quis  dedit  ? Refponde 
Argumentum. 

Prif.  Hem,  hem, 

IVitty.  He’s  dry  he  hems,  on  quickly. 

Ruin.  Courteous  Gentlemen,  if  the  brow  of  a Military 
fuce  may  not  be  oflenfive  to  your  generous  eye-balls,  let  his 
wounds  fpeak  better  than  his  words,  for  fome  branch  or 
frnall  fprig  of  charity  to  be  planted  upon  this  poor  barren 
foil  of  a Soldier. 

Old  K.  How  now,  what  Arms  and  Arts  both  go  a beggi  ng? 

Ruin.  Such  is  the  Poft-progrefs  of  cold  charity  now  a- 
days,  who  ( for  heat  to  her  frigid  Limbs  )paflcs  infofwifc 
a motion,  that  two  at  the  leaft  had  need  be  to  ftayher. 

SirG.  Sir,  lets  reward  urn  I pray  you,  and  be  gone.  If 
any  quarrel  fhouldarife  amongft  us,  I am  able  to  anlb'er 
neither  of  them,  his  Iron  and  Steel  tongue  is  as  hard  as  the 
t’others  Latine  ont. 

OldK.  Stay,ftay  Sir  I will  talk  a little vvith him  firft, 

Let  me  alone  with  both,  I will  try  whether  they 
Live  by  their  wits  or  no  *,  for  fuch  a man  I love. 

And  what?  you  both  beg  together  then  j 

Prif  Conjun[lismanibus,prafeSo,  Vomine. 

Ruin.  With  equal  fortunes,  equal  diftribution,  there’s 
not  the  breadth  of  afwordspoint  uneven  in  our  divifion. 

SirGr.  What  two  qualities  are  here  caft  away  upon 
two  poor  fellows,  if  a man  had  urn  that  could  maintain 
urn.'?  what  a double  man  were  that,  if  thefe  two  fellows 
might  be  bought  and  fodden,  and  boil’d  to  a jelly,  and  eat- 
en faffing  every  morning,  I do  not  think  but  a manfliould 
find  ftrange  things  in  his  ftomach. 

OldK.  Come  Sir,  joyn  your  charity  with  mine,  and  we’ll 
make  up  a couple  of  pence  bewixtus. 

Sir  Gr.  If  a man  could  have  a pennyworth  for  his  penny, 

I would  beftow  more  money  with  ’em. 

Witty.  Save  you  Gentlemen,  how  now?  what  are  you  en. 
count’red  here  ? what  fellows  are  thefe  ? 

OldK.  Faith  Sir,  here’s  Mars  and  Mercury,  a pair  of  > 
poor  Planets  it  feems,  that  Jupiter  has  turn’d  out  to  live 
by  their  wits,  and  we  arc  e’en  about  a little  fpark  of  cha- 
rity to  kindle  urn  a new  fire. 

^ Witty.  Stay,  pray  youftaySir,  you  may  abufc  your  cha- 
rity, nay,  make  that  goodnefs  in  you  no  better  than  a vice^ 
fomany  deceivers  walk  in  thefe  fliadows  now  a days*,  that 
certainly  your  bounties  were  better  fpilt  than  referv’d  to  ■ 
fb  lewd  and  vicious  ufes  j which  is  he  that  profeffes  the  Sol- 
dier ? 

Ruin.  He  that  profefles  his  own  profeffion.  Sir,  and 
the  dangerous  life  he  hath  led  in  it^  this  pair  of  half  fcore 
years. 

Witty.  In  what  fervices  have  you  been.  Sir? 

Ruin.  The  firft  that  flefht  me  a Soldier,  Sir,  was  that 
great  battel  at  Alcazar  m Barbary,  where  the  noble  EngUJh 
Stukgly  fell,  and  where  that  royal  Portugal  Sebajlian  ended 
his  untimely  days. 

Witty.  Are  you  fure  died  there 

Ruin.  Faith  Sir,  there  was  fome  other  rumour  hop’t 
amongft  us,  that  he,  wounded,  efcap’d,  and  toucht  on  his 
Native  fhore  agen,  where  finding  his  Countrey  at  home 
morediftreft  by  the  invafion  of  the  Spaniard,  than  his  lofs 
abroad,  forfbok  it,  ftiU  fupporting  a miferable  and  un- 

Z z fortunate 
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foii”iuuclife , which  (where  he  ended)  is  yet  uncertain. 

// 7/n.  I^y  iny  faith  Sir,  he  Ipeaks  the  neareft  fame  of 
truth  in  this. 

J’.vM.  Since  Sir,  1 ferv’d  in  Fr.mce^  the  Lorv  Countreys^ 
I.nlfly,  at  that  memorable  skirmidiat  Nen'port^  where  the 
forvvaid  and  bold  Scot  there  Ipent  his  lite  fo  freely,  that 
fi  cm  every  lingle  heart  that  there  fell,  came  home  from 
his  refolution,  a double  honor  to  his  Countrey. 

J f itly.  This  Ihould  be  no  counterfeit,  Sir. 

OlcIK.  Ido  not  think  he  is,  Sir. 

} fitly.  But  Sir,  me  thinks  you  do  not  fliew  the  marks  of  a 
Soldier,  could  you  fo  freely  uape,  that  you  brought  home 
no  fcarrs  to  be  your  chronicle  ? 

K«/w.  Sir,  1 have  wounds,  and  many  , but  in  thofe 
parts  where  nature  and  humanity  bids  me  Iliame  to 
publifh. 

Jfltiyy  A good  Soldier  cannot  want  thofe  badges. 

Sir  GreQ.  Now  am  not  I of  your  mind  in  that,  for  I 
hold  hinfthe  belt  foldier  that  fcapes  bed,  alwaies  at  a 
Cock-fencing  I give  him  the  bed  that  has  the  fevved 
niocks. 

Jf  ltty.  Nay,  I’ll  b^ive  a bout  with  your  Scholar  too. 

To  ask  you  vvhy  you  fliould  be  poor  (yet richly  learn’d) 

W’ere  noquedion,  at  lead,  you  can  eafily 

Anfwer  it  •,  but  whether  you  have  learning  enough. 

To  deferve  to  be  poor  or  no  ( fince  poverty  is 
Commonly  the  meed  of  Learning)  is  yet  tobetryed^ 

You  have  the  Languages,  I mean  the  chief, 

AstheHcirw,  Syrijcko  Greek^y  LjfWf,&C. 

Prif.  Aliquantulnmy  non  totalitery  Vomine, 

Old  K.  The  Latine  1 have  fufficiently  tried  him  in. 

And  1 promife  you  Sir,  he  is  very  well  grounded. 

JVitty.  I will  prove  him  in  fome  of  the  red. 

To  'u  mtois  fatherois  ijh  C ockefcomboy  > 

prif.  Kayyonkeron  nigitton  oyfouleroi  Ajinifoy, 
f'/itty.  C he  at  cron  ton  biton  ? 

Prif.  ‘Tour  poVout  ftrikeroHTy  Angelo  io  peefo.  _ (Greeh 
Witty.  Certainly  Sir,  a very  excellent  Scholar  in  the 
OldK.  I do  note  a wondrous  readinefs  in  him. 

Sir  Creir.  1 do  wonder  hov/  the  Trojans  could  hold  out  ten 
years  fiepe  ( as  ’tis  reported  againd  the  Greek/-,  if  AckiUes 
fpoke  but  this  tongue?  I do  not  think  but  he  might  have 
(haken  down  the  Walls  in  a feven-night,  and  ne’er  trou- 
bled the  wooden  horfe. 

Winy.  I will  try  him  fo  far  as  I can  in  the  Syriack^ 

Kircom  bragmaiy  Jhag  a dou  ma  dell  mathou. 

Prif  Hajhagath  rabgabnjh  jhobos  onoriadk/. 
fFiity.  Colpack,  Kubafea^  gnarrerthem  Jhig^fhag. 
Kapfhamothem  Kibfe  bongonuf)  lajhemech  nagothi. 

Witty.  Gentlemen  I have  done,  any  man  that  can  go  far- 
I confels  my  felf  at  a Nonplus.  , « . ^her. 

Sir  Greg.  Faith  not  I,  Sir,  I was  at  my  farthed  in  my  na 
tural  language,  i was  never  double-tonguM,  I thank  my 

hard  fortune.  ....  , n r ....i,  a-  iv 

Witty  Well  Crentlemen,  Tis  pity,  (walk  farther  olf  a lit- 
tle mv  friends)  I lay,  ’tis pity  fuch fellows  fo  endow’d,  fo 
qualify  with  the  gifts  ofNature and  Arts,  yet  IhoiUd  have 
iuch  a darcity  of  fortune’s  benefits,  we  mud  blame  our  Iron- 

hearted  age  for  it.  n,  II  r 1 1V.-I 

Old  K.  ’Tis  pity  indeed,  and  our  pity  mail  fpeak  a little. 

Come  Sir,  here’s  my  groat.  ^ 

Wiry  A Groat  Sir?  oh  fie,  give  nothing  rather,  ’twere 
better  you  rail’d  on  ’em  for  begging,  and  foquit  your  felf, 
lam  a poor  Gentlcman,that have  but  little  but  my  wits  to 

live  on.  . , , ...  r- 

Old  K.  Troth  and  I love  you  the  lictter,  Sir. 

Wiry  Yet  I’ll  begin  a better  example  than  fo,  here  fcl 
lo  - ^ there’s  between  you,  take  Purfe  and  all,  and  1 would 
it  w ere  here  heavier  for  your  fakes,  there’s  a pair  of  An- 
" Is  to  guide  you  to  your  lodgings,  a poor  Gentleman  s good 

GratiaSy  maximas gratiaSy  benigniftmeVomine. 

Old  K This  is  an  ill  example  for  us.  Sir,  I would  this 
bountil  ui  Gentle-man  had  not  come  this  way  to  day. 


SirGr.  Pox,  we  mud  not  fhame  our  felves  now.  Sir,  I’ll 
give  as  much  as  that  Gentleman,  though  I never  be  Soldier 
or  Scholar  while  I live  j here  friends,  there’s  a piece  ,that 
if  he  were  divided,  would  make  a pair  of  Angels  for  me  too, 
in  the  love  I bear  to  the  Sword  and  the  Tongues. 

Old  K.  My  largefs  fliall  be  equal  too,  and  much  good  do 
you,  this  bounty  is  a little  abatement  of  my  wit,  though  I 
eel  that. 

Ptiin.  May  foldiers  ever  defend  fuch  charities. 

Prif.  And  Scholars  pray  for  their  increafe. 

OldK.  Fare  you  well.  Sir,  thefe  fellows  may  pray  for 
you,  you  have  made  the  Scholars  Commons  exceed  to 
day,  and  a word  with  you, Sir,  youfaidyou  liv’d  by  your' 
wits,  if  you  ufe  this  bounty,  you’ll  begger  your  wits,  be- 
lieve it. 

Witty.  Oh  Sir,  I hopetocncreafe  ’em  by  it,  this  feed  ne- 
ver wants  his  harved,  fare  you  well.  Sir.  Exh. 

SirGr.  I think  a man  were  as  good  meet  with  a reafbn- 
able  Thief,  as  an  unreafbnable  Begger  fometimes,  I could 
find  in  my  heart  to  beg  half  mine  back  agen,  can  you  change 
my  piece  my  friends? 

Prif.  femporamutantury  & nos  mutamuriniUis. 

SirGr,  My  Gold  is  turn’d  into  Latine. 

Enter  Witty-pate. 

Look  you  good  fellows,  here’s  one  round 
Shilling  more  that  lay  conceal’d. 

OldK.  Sir,  away,  wefhall  be  drawn  farther  into  damage 
elfe. 

SirGr.  A pox  of  the  Fool,  he  live  by  his  wits?  if  his  wits 
leave  him  any  money,  but  what  he  begs  or  deals  very  fhort- 
ly,  i’ll  be  bang’d  for  him. 

Exemtthetrpo  Knights. 

Kuin.  Thisbreakfad  parcel  was  well  fetcht  offi’faith. 

Witty.  Tufli,  a by-blow  for  mirth,  we  mud  have  better 
purchafe,  we  want  a fourth  for  another  projedt  that  I 
have  ripen’d. 

Kuin.  My  wife  die  dares,  and  can  deferve  it. 

Witty.  She  can  change  her  fhape,  and  be  mafculine. 

Kuiny  ’Tis  one  of  thefree’d  conditions,  fhe  fears  not  the 
crack  of  a Pidol,  fhe  dares  fay  Stand  to  a Grazier. 

Prif  Probatumfuity  profeBo  Domine. 

Witty.  Good,  then  you  Sir  Bacchus , Apollo  fhall  be  did 
patcht  with  her  fhare , and  fome  contents  to  meet  us 
to  morrow  ( at  a certain  place  and  time  appointed)  in 
the  Mafculine  Gender,  my  Father  has  a Nephew,  and  I 
an  own  Cofin  coming  up  from  the  Univerfity,  whom  he 
loves  mod  indulgently,  eafie  Mader  Credulous  Oldcrafty 
( for  you  know  what  your  meer  Academique  is ) your 
Carrier  never  mifles  his  hour,  he  mud  not  be  rob’d  ( be- 
caufe  he  has  but  little  to  lofe ) but  he  mud  joyn  with  us 
in  a devife  that  I have,  that  fhall  rob  my  Father  of  a 
hundred  pieces,  and  thank  me  to  be  rid  on’t,  for  there’s 
the  ambition  of  my  wit,  to  live  upon  hisprofed  wit,  that 
has  turn’d  me  out  to  live  by  my  wits. 

Prif.  Cum  hirundints  alts  tihi  regratulor.. 

Witty.  A male  habit, a bag  of  an  hunder’d  weight,  though 
it  be  Counters  (for my  Alchimy  fhall  turn  ’em  into  Gold 
of  my  Fathers  ) the  hour,  the  place,  the  adion  fhall  be  at 
large  fet  down,  and  Father,  you  fhall  know,  that  I put  my 
portion  to  ufe,  that  you  have  given  me  to  live  by  j 
And  to  confirm  your  felf  in  me  renatc, 

I hope  you’ll  find  my  wits  legitimate.  Exeunt. 
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JFlus  Secundiis, 

Sc.^na  Frinu, 


Enter  Lady  and  Servantr. 

Sm'-X  T Ay  Lady. 

Lady.  Put  me  not  in  mind  on’t,  prcthec. 

You  cannot  do  a greater  wrong  to  Women, 

For  in  our  wants,  ’tis  the  moil  chief  afflicftion 
i To  have  that  name  remembred ’tis  a Title 
That  miferymocksusby,  and  the  worlds  malice. 

Scorn  and  contempt  hhs  not  wherewith  to  work 
On  humble  Callings  ^ they  are  fafe,  and  lye 
Level  with  pitty  ftill,  and  pale  diftrels 
Is  no  great  ftranger  to  ’em  but  when  fortune 
Looks  with  a ftormy  face  on  our  conditions. 

We  find  afflicftionwork,  and  cnvypaltime. 

And  our  worfl;  enemy  than  that,  molt  abules  us. 

Is  thatwe  are  call’d  by.  Lady,  Oh  my  fpirit. 

Will  nothing  make  thee  humble?  I am  well  methinks, 

And  can  live  quiet  with  my  fate  Ibmetimes, 

Until  I look  into  the  world  agen. 

Then  I begin  to  rave  at  my  Stars  bitternefs, 

Tolee  how  many  muckhils  plac’d  above  me^ 

Pealants  and  Droyls,  Caroches  full  of  Dunghils, 

Whofe  very  birth'ftinks  in  a generous  noftril, 

Gliftringby  night  likeGlow- worms  through  the  Highllreets 
Hurried  by  Torch-light  in  the  Foot-mans  hands 
That  flievvlike  running  Fire-drakes  through  the  City, 

And  I put  to  my  Ihifts  and  wits  to  live. 

Nay  fometimes  danger  too  ^ on  Foot,  on  Horfeback, 

And  earn  myfupper  manfully  e’r  I get  it. 

Many  a meal  I have  purchas’d  at  that  rate. 

Enter  Prifcian. 

Fed  with  a wound  upon  me,  ftampt  at  midnight. 

Hah,  what  are  you  ? 

Prif.  Now  you  may  tell  your  felf.  Lady.  ^Pullsojf^s 

Lady.  Oh  Mr.  Prifcian^  what’s  the  project:,  I beard. 
For  you  ne’r  come  without  one. 

Prif.  Fii  fl:,your  Husband, 

SivKuinoHs  greets  you  with  belt  wiflies. 

And  here  has  fent  you  your  full  lhare  by  me 
In  five  Cheats  and  two  Robberies. 

Lady.  And  what  comes  it  too  } 

Prifc.  Near  upon  thirteen  pound. 

Lady.  A goodly  lhare, 

’Twill  put  a Lady  fcarce  in  Philip  and  Cheyney, 

With  three  fmall  Bugle  Laces,  like  a Chamber-maid, 

Here’s  precious  lifting, 

Prif  ’Las  you  mull  confider,  Lady, 

’Tis  but  young  Term,  Attornies  ha  fmall  doings  yet. 

Then  Highway  Lawyers,  they  muft  needs  ha  little, 

We’ave  had  no  great  good  luck  to  fpeak  troth.  Beauty, 

Since  your  flout  Ladyfhip  parted  from’s  at  Highgate^ 

But  there’s  a fair  hope  now  for  a prefent  hunder’d, 

Here’s  mans  Apparel,  your  Horfe  Hands  at  door. 

Lady.  And  what’s  the  virtuous  plot  now  ? 

Prifc.  Marry  Lady, 

You,  like  a brave  young  Gallant  mull  be  robb’d. 

Lady.  I robb’d? 

Prif.  Nay  then 

Lady.  Well,  well,  goon,  let’s  hear  Sir. 

Prif.  Here’s  a feal’dbagof  a Hunder’d,  which  indeed 
Are  Counters  all,  only  fbme  fixteen  Groats 
Of  white  money  i’th’ mouth  on’t. 

Lady.  So,  what  Saddle  have  I ? 

Prif.  Monfieur  L<*r(70»’s  the  Frenchmajts. 


Lady.  Thataj^n, 

You  know  fowcll  itisnot  formyllridc. 

How  oft  have  1 comj)!ain’d  on’t  ? 

Prif  You  may  have  jock^\  then,  the  little  Scotch  one. 

You  mult  difpatch.  £x//Prif 

Lady.  I’ll  loon  be  ready.  Sir, 

Before  you  ha  fhilted  Saddles,  many  Women 
Have  their  wealth  flow  to ’em,  1 was  made  1 fee 
To  help  my  fortune,  not  my  fortune  me. 

Enter  C uningam 

Cun.  My  ways  are  Goblin-Icd,and  the  night-Elf 
Still  draws  me  from  my  home,  yet  1 follow. 

Sure,  ’tis  not  altogether  fabulous. 

Such  Haggs  do  get  dominion  of  our  tongues 
So  foon  as  wefpeak,  the  inchantment  binds  j 
1 have  diffembled  fuch  a trouble  on  me. 

As  my  befl  wits  can  hardly  clear  agen  ^ 

Piping  through  this  old  reed,  the  Guardianefs^ 

Withpurpofe  that  my  harmony  ihall  reach 
And  plcafethe  Ladies  car,  flic  flops  below. 

And  ecchocs  back  my  Love  unto  my  Lips, 

Perfwaded  by  moft  violent  arguments 
Of  felflove  in  her  felf  ^ I am  fb  felf-fool. 

To  doat  upon  her  hunder’d  wrinkl’d  facej 
I could  beggar  her  to  accept  the  gifts 
She  would  throw  upon  me  ^ ’twere  charity. 

But  for  pities  fake  I will  be  a niggard 
And  undo  her,  refufing  to  take  from  her  j 
I’m  haunted  agen,  if  it  take  not  now 
I’ll  break  the  Spell. 

Enter  Guardianefs. 

Guard.  Sweet  Cuningam.^  welcome^ 

What  ? a whole  day  abftnt  ? Birds  that  build  Neils  f 

Have  care  to  keep  ’em. 

Cun.  That’s  granted. 

But  not  continually  to  fit  upon  ’em  •, 

Lefs  in  the  youngling  feafon,  elfe  they  defire 
To  fly  abroad,  and  recreate  their  labours. 

Then  they  return  with  frefher  appetite 
To  work  agen. 

Guard.  Well,  well,  you  have  built  a Neil 
That  will  Hand  all  ilorms,  you  need  not  miilruft 
A weather- wrack,  and  one  day  it  may  be 
The  youngling  fealbntoo,  then  I hope 
You’ll  ne’er  fly  out  of  fight. 

Cun.  There  will  be  pains, 

I fee  to  ihake  this  Burr  off,  and  fweeteil, 

Pretheehow  fares  thy  charge?  has  my  good  friend 
Sir  Gr<?gorj»,the  countenance  of  a Lover? 

Guard.  No  by  my  troth,  not  in  my  mind,  methinks 
( Setting  his  Worfhip  afide  ) he  looks  like  a fool. 

Cun.  Nayi’faith,  ne’r  divide  his  Worfliip  from  him  for 
Small  matter  j Fool  and  Worfhip  are  no  fuch  (that 

Strangers  now  adaies,  but  my  meaning  is. 

Has  he  thy  Ladies  countenance  of  Love? 

Looks  fhe  like  a welcome  on  him  ? plainly. 

Have  they  as  good  hope  of  one  another. 

As  Cupid  blefs  us,  we  have  ? 

Guard.  Troth  I know  not^ 

I can  perceive  no  forwardnefs  in  my  charge, 

But  I protefl  I wifn  the  Knight  better 
For  your  fake.  Bird. 

Cun.  Why  thanks  fweet  Bird,  and  with  my  heart  I tvifh, 
That  he  had  asftrong  and  likely  hope  of  her 
As  thou  hafl  of  me. 

Guard.  Well,  he’s  like  to  Ipeed 
Ne’er  the  worfe  for  that  good  wifh,  and  I’ll  tell  you 
Bird  ( for  fecrets  are  not  to  be  kept  betwixt  us  two  ) 

My  charge  thinks  well  of  you. 

Cun.  Of  me  ? for  what  ? 

Z Z 2 Guard. 
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Cnird.  For  n':V  lake’  I mean  Ib,  I have  heard  her 
I A hundred  timo,  tince  her  Uncle  gave  her 
; rhe  Hrlrbob  about  you,  that  Ihe’d  doe  Ibmewhat 
For  my  lake,  it' things  went  well  together, 

.W  e lurve  I'poke  of  doors  and  bolts,  and  things  and  things, 

Go  too,  ru  tell  you  all,  but  you’ll  find 

Some  advancement,  tor  my  lake,  I do  believe. 

Cun  Faith  be  not  fparing,  tell  me. 

Gttjrd.  By  my  Lady 

Yon  lhall  jxirdon  me  for  that,  ’twerc  a fiiame 
If  men  lliould  hear  all  that  women  I'pcak  behind 
Their  backs  Tometimes. 

Cun.  You  mult  give  me  leave  yet, 

At  leall:  to  give  her  thanks. 

Ci/.ird.  Nor  that  neither. 

She  rnulf  not  take  notice  of  my  blabbing. 

It  is  I'ulrcicnt  \ou  lhall  give  me  thanks. 

For  ’tis  for  my  fake  if  Ihebe  bountiful. 

She  loves  me,  and  loves  you  too  for  my  fake. 

’ Cun.  How  fhall  I,  knowing  this,  but  be  ingrate. 

Not  to  repay  herwithmy  deareft  duty. 

Gujrd.  1,  but  you  mull  not  know  it,  if  you  tell 
All  that  1 open  to  you-,  you’ll  fhame  us  both^ 

A far  off  you  may  kifs  your  hand,  blulli  or  lb, 

Ei)t  I’ll  alio. v no  nearer  conference. 

Cun.  W'hoop!  you’ll  be  jealous  I perceive  now. 

jealous?  why  there’s  no  true  love  without  it, Bird, 
I mult  be  jealous  of  thee,  but  for  her, 

( W’ere  it  within  my  duty  to  my  Mafter) 

1 durft  trull  her  with  the  flrongefl:  temper. 

And  1 dare  fwcar  her  now  as  pure  a Virgin 
As  e’er  was  w’elcom’d  to  a marriage  bed  ^ 

If  thoughts  may  be  untainted,  hers  are  fo. 

Cun.  And  where’s  the  caule  of  your  fear  then  ? 

Gujrd.  \\'ell,well  i 

W hen  things  are  pall,  and  the  wedding  Torches 
Lighted  at  Matches,  to  kindle  better  fire, 

1 hen  I’ll  tell  you  more. 

Cun.  Come,  come,  I fee  farther. 

That  if  we  were  married,  you’d  be  jealous. 

Guard.  I protefl  I fhould  a' little,  but  not  of  her 
It  is  the  married  woman  ( if  you  mark  it) 

And  not  the  Maid  that  longs,  the  appetite 
Follows  the  firil  tafte,  when  we  have  relifht 
We  w ilh  cloying,  the  talle  once  pleas’d  before. 

Then  our  dclire  is  whetted  onto  more, 


Clonp.  Nay,  Iknow  it  forfooth,  for  it  was  two  days  e’r 
he  compals’d  it,  to  find  a fitting  prelent  for  your  Lad y- 
Ihip,  he  was  lending  once  a very  fine  Puppy  to  you. 

Nee.  And  that  he  would  have  brought  himfclf. 

Clow.  So  he  vyould  indeed,  but  then  he  alter’d  his  de- 
vice, and  fent  this  Rufie^  requeuing  with  all,  that  whenfo- 
ever  it  is  loul,  you  ( with  your  own  hands  ) would  bellow 
the  flarching  of  it. 

Nee.  Ellelhe  wooes  him,  now  his  eyes  fnoots  this  way 
And  what  was  the  realbn  for  that.  Sir  ? rorvard  Cun 

Clow.  There  lies  his  main  conceit.  Lady,  for  fays  he  lii 
fo  doing  file  cannot  chufe  but  in  the  flarching  to  clap 
it  often  between  her  hands,  and  fb  Ihe  gives  a great  li- 
king and  applaufe  tomyPrefent,  whereas,  if  I fhould  fend 
a Puppy,  file  ever  calls  it  to  her  with  hill,  hifs,  hifs,  which 
is  a fearful  dilgrace,  he  drew  the  device  from  a Plav  at ' 
the  Bull  tother  day. 

Nee.  I marry  Sir,  this  was  a rich  conceit  indeed. 

C low.  And  far  fetch’d,  therefore  good  for  you.  Lady.  ' 

Guard.  Ho'vv  now?  which  way  look  you.  Bird? 

Cun.  At  the  Fool  Bird,  fnall  1 not  look  at  the  Fool  ? 

’Guard.  At  the  Fool  and  I here  ? what  need  that?  pray  look 

Nee.  I’ll  fit  him  aptly,  either  I’ll  awake  (this  way 

His  wits  ( if  he  have  any, ) or  force  him 
To  appear  (as  yet  I cannot  think  him) 

Without  any.  Sirrah,  tell  me  one  thing  true 
That  1 fiiall  aske  you  now.  Was  this  device 
Your  Mailers  own  ? I doubt  his  wit  in  it  ^ 

He’s  not  fo  ingenuous. 

Clow.  His  own  I afiiire  you,  Madam. 

Nee.  Nay,  you  mull  not  lye. 

Clow.  Not  with  a Lady,  I’d  rather  lye  with  you,  than  lie 
with  my  Mailer,  by  your  leaveinlucha  cafe  as  this. 

Guard.  Yet  agen  your  eye  ? 

Cun.  The  fool  makes  mirth  i’faith, 

I would  hear  Ibme. 

Guard.  Come,  you  fhall  hear' none  but  me. 

Nee.  Come  hither,  friend,  nay,  come  nearer  me-,  did 
Thy  Mailer  fend  thee  to  me?  he  may  be  wile. 

But  did  not  Ihew  it  much  in  that men  fometimes 
. May  wrong  themfelves  unawares,when  they  leafl  think  on’t- 
I Was  ever  lb  unwile  to  lend  Mars  ^ 

' To  be  his  fpokefman,  when  he  went  a wooing  ? 

Send  thee?  hey-ho,  a pretty  rowlingeye. 

Clow.  1 can  turn  vp  the  white  and  the  black  too,  and  need  i 
be  forlboth. 


But  I reveal  too  much  to  you,  i’faith  Bird. 

Cun.  Not  a whit  i’faith.  Bird,  betwixt  you  and  I, 

I am  beholding  for  bettering  of  my  knowjedg. 

Guard.  Nay,you  lhall  know  more  of  me,  if  you’ll  berul’d 
But  make  not  things  common. 

Cun.  Ud’fo,  your  Lady/ 

Guard.  1,  ’tis  no  matter,  Ihe’ll  like  well  of  this. 

Our  familiarity  is  her  content. 

'Enter  Neece  and  Clown. 

Nee.  This  prefent  from  Sir  Gregeryl 
Clow.  From  my  Mailer,  the  Worlhipful,  right  Sir  Gre~ 
gery  top. 

Nee  A Ruffe?  and  what  might  be  his  high  conceit 
In  Icnciing  of  a Ruff/  ( high  too 

Clow.  I think  he  had  two  conceits  in  it  forfooth,  too 
Low,  Ruff  high,  becaufe  as  the  Ruff  docs  embrace  your 
neck  all  day,  fo  does  he  defire  to  throw  his  Knightly 

•Arms.  . ,r-  • L 

Nee.  But  then  I leave  him  off  a-mghts. 

Clow.  Why  then  he  is  ruffe  low,  a niffian,  a bold  adven- 
turous errand  to  do  any  rough  fervice  for  his  Lady. 

Nee.  A witty  and  unhappy  conceit,  docs  he  mean 
As  he  feems  to  fay  unto  that  reverence  ? {Toward  Cuning. 
He  docs  w'ooe  her  lure. 

Clow.  To  tell  you  you  truth.  Lady,  his  conceit  was  far 
better  than  I have  blaz’d  it  yet. 

Nee.  Do  you  think  fo.  Sir? 


Neec.  Why,  here’s  an  amorus  nofe. 

You  lee  the  worfl  of  my  nofe,  forfooth 

Nee.  A cheek,  how  I could  put  it  now  in  dalliance, 

A pair  of  Lips,  oh  that  we  were  uney’d, 

I could  fuck  Sugar  from  ’em,  what  a beard’s  here .? 

When  will  the  Knight  thy  Mailer  have  fuch  a 
Stamp  of  man-hood  on  his  face  ? nay,  do  not  bluflu 

Clorv.  ’Tis  nothing  but  my  flefh  and  blood  that  riles  fo. 

Cun.  ’Death,  Ihe  courts  the  fool. 

Guard.  Away,  away,  ’tisfport,donot  mindit. 

Nee.  Give  me  thy  hand,  come,  be  familiar  ^ 

Here’s  a promifing  palm  ^ what  a foft 
Handful  of  pleafure’s  here,  here’s  Down  compar’d 
With  Flocks  and  quilted  Straw,  thy  Knights  fingers 
Are  lean  mattrice  rubbers  to  thelc  Feathers, 

I prethee  let  me  lean  my  cheek  upon’t. 
what  a Ibft  pillow’s  here? 

Clow.  Hum,  umh,  hu,  hum. 

Neece.  Why  there’s  a courage  in  that  lively  paflion, 
Meafure  thee  all  o’r,  there’s  not  a limb 
But  has  his  full  proportion,  it  is  my  voice. 

There’s  no  compare  betwixt  the  Knight  and  thee. 

The  goodlier  man  behalf,  at  once  now 
I fee  thee  all  over. 

Clow.  If  you  had  feen  mefwim  t’other  day  on  my  back, 
you  would  have  fed  you  had  feen,  there  was  two  Chamber- 
maids that  faw  me,  and  my  legs  by  chance  were  tang- 
led in  the  flags,  and  when  they  faw  how  1 was  hang’d, 
' they 


fFit  at  fever al  W'eapons, 
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they  cryed  out,  Oh  hclpthcnianrort'cnr  he  be  drown’d. 

Neec.  They  could  do  no  Ids  in  pity,  conic  thine  arm, 
we’ll  walk  together. 

Cun.  Blindncfs  of  I.ove  and  Women,  why  flic  dotes  up- 
on the  tool. 

Guard.  What’s  that  to  you,  mind  her  not. 

Cun.  Away  you  Burr. 

Guard.  Hovv’sthat? 

Cun.  Hangof  Flcfliook,  faften  thine  itchy  clafpc 
Onlbme  dry  Toad-lbool  that  will  kindle  with  thee. 

And  burn  together. 

Guard.  Oh  abominable, 

W^hy  do  you  not  love  me  ? 

Cun.  No,  never  did^ 

I took  thee  down  a little  way  to 

Enforce  a Vomit  from  my  offended  flomach. 

Now  thou’rt  upagen,  I loath  thee  filthily. 

Guard.  Oh  villain. 

Cun.  Why  dolt  thou  not  fee  a fight. 

W^ould  make  a man  abjure  the  fight  of  Women. 

'Neece.  Ha,  ha,  ha„  he’s  vext  j ha,  ha,  ha. 

Clow.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

N«c(?.  Why  doft  thou  laugh  ? 

Clow.  Becaufe  thou  laugh  ’ft,  nothing  elfe  i’faith. 

Cun.  She  has  but  mockt  my  folly,  elfe  flie  finds  not 
The  bofbme  of  my  purpofe,  fome  other  way, 

Mufl:  make  me  know  •,  1 11  try  her,  and  may  chance  quit 
The  fine  dexterity  of  her  Lady-wit.  Exit. 

Neec.  Yes  introth,  I laught  to  think  of  thy  Mailer, 
Now,  what  he  would  think  if  he  knew  this? 

Clow.  By  my  troth  I laugh  at  him  too,  faith  firrah,  he*s 
but  a fool  to  fay  the  truth,  though  I fay’t,  that  fliould  not 
lay’t. 

Neece.  Yes,  thoufliouldH  fay  truth,  and  I believe  thee  j 
Well,  for  this  time  we’ll  part,  you  perceive  fbmething, 

Our  tongues  betray  our  hearts,  there’s  our  weaknefs. 

But  pray  be  filent. 

Clow.  As  Moule  in  Cheefe,  or  Goofe  in  Hay  i’faith. 

Neece.  Look,  we  are  cut  off^  there’s  my  hand  where  miy 
Lips  would  be. 

Clow.  I’ll  wink,  and  think  ’em  thy  Lips,  farewel.  Exit. 

Now  Guardianefs,  I need  not  ask  where  you  have 

Guard.  Oh  Lady,  never  was  woman  fo  abus’d.  (been. 

Enter  Clown. 

Clow.  Dolt  thou  hear  Lady,  fweet-heart,  I had  forgot 
to  tell  thee,  if  you  will,  I will  come  back  in  the  evening. 

Neece.  By  no  means,  come  not  till  1 fend  for  you. 

Clow.  If  there  be  any  need,  you  may  think  of  things  when 
I am  gone,  I may  be  convey’d  into  your  chamber.  I’ll  lye  un- 
der the  bed  wliile  midnight,  or  fo,  or  you  fnall  put  me  up  in 
one  of  your  little  boxes,  lean  creep  in  at  a fmall  hole. 

Neece.  Thefe  are  things  I dare  not  venture,  1 charge  you 
on  my  love,  never  come  till  I fend  for  you. 

Clow.  Verhnm  infapienti.y  ’tis  enough  to  the  wife,  nor  I 
think  it  is  not  fit  the  Knight  fhould  Imow  any  thing  yet. 

Neece.  By  no  means,  pray  you  gonow,  wearefufpeded. 

Clow.  For  the  things  that  arepafl,  let  us  ufeourfecrcts. 

Neece.  Now  I’ll  make  a firm  trial  of  your  love. 

As  you  love  me,  not  a word  more  at  this  time. 

Not  a fyllable,  ’tis  thefealof  love,  take  heed. 

Clow.  Hum,  hum,  hum,  hum 

He  humhs  loath  to  depart.  Exit  Clown. 

Neece.  So,  this  pleafant  trouble’s  gone,  now  Guardianefs, 
What?  your  eyes  eafing  your  heart,  the caufe  woman? 

Guard.  The  caufe  is  falfeman.  Madam,  oh  Lady, 

I have  been  gull’d  in  a fhining  Carbuncle, 

A very  Glo-worm,  that  I thought  had  fire  in’t. 

And  ’tis  as  cold  as  Ice. 

Neece,  And  juftly  ferv’d, 

Wouldftthou  once  think  thatfuch  an  early  fpring 
Would  dote  upon,  thine  Autumn  ? 

Guard.  Oh,  had  you  heard  him  but  protefl. 

Neece.  I would  not  have  believ’d  him. 


fhou  might’ll  have  perceiv’d  how  I mock’d  thy  folly. 

In  wanton  imitation  with  the  Fool, 

Go  weep  the  fill  of  thy  credulity. 

Not  of  thy  lofs,  for  it  was  never  thine. 

Audit  isgaintomils  it-,  wert  thoufo  dull? 

Nay,  yet  thou’rt  Hupid  and  uncapable. 

Why,  thou  wert  but  the  bait  to  lifli  with,  ndt 
The  prey,  the  flaleto  catch  another  Bird  with. 

Guard.  Indeed  he  call’d  me  Bird. 

Neece.  Yet  thou  percciv’fl  not. 

It  is  your  Neece  he  loves,  wouldd  thou  be  made 
A flalking  Jade  ? ’tis  fhc  examine  it. 

I’ll  hurry  all  awry,  and  tread  my  path 
Over  unbeaten  grounds,  go  level  to  the  mark. 

Not  by  circular  bouts,  rare  things  arc  pleafing. 

And  rare’s  but  feldomin  the  fimplc  fence. 

But  hasher  Emphafts  with  eminence.  Exit. 

Guard.  My  Neece?  fhe  the  rival  of  my  abufc? 

My  flefli  and  blood  wrong  me  ? I’ll  Aunt  her  for’t  ^ 

Enter  Mirabel. 

Oh  opportunity,  thou  bleflefl  me 
Now  Gentlewoman  are  you  parted  fo  (bon? 

Where’s  your  friend  I pray  ? your  Cuningam  ? 

Mir.  What  fay  you  Aunt? 

Guard.  Come,  come,  your  Cuningame  ? 

1 am  not  blind  with  age  yet,  nor  deaf. 

Mir.  Dumb  I am  fure  you  are  not,  what  ail  you  Aunt  ? 
Are  you  not  well  ? 

Guard.  No,  norfick,  nor  mad,  nor  in  my  wits,  nor  deep 
ing,  nor  waking,  not  nothing,  nor  any  things  I know  not 
what  I am,  nor  what  I am  not, 

Mir.  Mercy  cover  us,  what  do  you  mean.  Aunt  ? 

Guard.  1 mean  to  be  reveng’d. 

Mir.  On  whom? 

Guard.  On  thee  Baggage. 

Mir.  Revenge  fhould  follow  injury. 

Which  never  reacht  fo  far  as  thought  in  me 
Towards  you  Aunt, 

Guard.  Your  cunning,  minion. 

Nor  your  Cuningame  \ can  either  blind  me. 

The  gentle  Beggar  loves  you. 

Mir.  Befeech  you. 

Let  me  flay  your  error,  I begin  to  hear. 

And  fhake  olF  my  amazement  ^ if  you  think 
That  ever  any  paflage  treating  love 
Hath  been  betwixt  us  yet  commenc’d,  any 
Silent  eye-glance  that  might  but  fparkle  fire, 

So  much  as  Brother  and  S^ifler  might  meet  with. 

The  Lip-falute,  fb  much  as  flrangers  might 
Take  a farewel  with,  the  commixed  hands. 

Nay,  but  the  lead  thought  of  the  lead  of  thefe  ^ 

In  troth  you  wrong  yourbofom,  by  that  truth 
(Which  I think  yet  youdurdbe  bail  for  in  me. 

If  it  were  offer’d  ye)  I am  as  free 
As  all  this  protedation. 

Guard.  May  I believe  this? 

Mir.  If  ever  you’ll  believe  truth:  why, I thought  he  had 
fpoke  love  to  you,  and  if  his  heart  prompted  his  tongue, 
fure  I did  hear  fo  much. 

Guard.  Ohfalfedman,  plague  fell  on  me, 

Never  by  woman  ( fuch  a mafeuUne  cloud  ) 

So  airy  and  fo  fubtle  was  embrac’d. 

Mir.  By  no  caufe  in  me,  bymv  life  dear  Aunt. 

Guard.  I believe  you,  then  help  in  my  revenge. 

And  you  fhalldo’t,  or  lofe  my  love  for  ever. 

I’ll  have  him  quitted  at  his  equal  weapon. 

Thou  art  young,  follow  him,  bait  his  defires 
With  all  the  Engines  of  a womans  wit. 

Stretch  modedy  even  to  the  highed  pitch  •, 

He  cannot  freeze  at  fuch  a flaming  beauty  ^ 

And  when  thou  had  him  by  th’  amorous  gills. 

Think  on  my  vengeance,  choak  up  hisdelires. 

Then  let  his  banquetings  heTantaliJme, 

I p 
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iVh  at  /evcral  H^eapofjs, 


Lcr  ti;  v diuiain  Ipurn  the  dillemblcr  out  ^ 

Oil  I itiouldelinib  my  Stars,  and  lit  above. 

To  Icc  him  burn  to  allies  in  his  love. 

Mtr.  This  will  be  a lhange  taftc,  Aunt,  and  an 
Unwilling  lalx)ur,yet  in  yourin)undion 
I am  a I'ervant  to’c. 

UHjrd.  Thou  It  undcrtak'’t  ? 

Mtr.  Yes,  let  the  lucccls  commend  it  felf  hereafter. 

Ciiur  J.  Htleel;  it  Girl,  my  fubllance  isthyftorc, 

N oihing  but  ivant  of  Will  makes  woman  poor.  Exeunt. 

E^tfr  Sir  Gregory,  and  Clotvn. 

Sir  Grez-  W'hy  Pompey^  thou  art  not  ftark  mad,  art  thou  ? 
V.  ilt  thou  not  tell  me  how  my  Lady  does 

C'  jr.  Your  I ady? 

Sir  O’lvg.  Did  Ihe  receive  the  thing  thatifent  her  kind- 
ly, or  no : 

Clorv.  The  thing  that  you  fenther,  Knight,  by  the  thing 
that  you  lent,  was  for  the  things  lake  that  was  fent  to  car- 
ry the  thing  that  you  lent,  very  kindly  receiv’d  •,  firft,  there 
is  your  Indentime,  now  go  feek  you  a fervant : fecoiidly, 
you  arc  a Knight:  thirdly  and  laftly,  I am  mine  own  man  : 
and  fourthly,  fare  you  well. 

5'/VG)v?.  \\  liy  Piimpey}  prethee  letmefpeak  with  thee, 
I’ll  lay  my"  life  fome  hare  has  croft  him. 

C/vir.  Knight,  if  you  be  a Knight,  fo  keep  you  ^ as  for 
the  Lady,  who  Hiall  fay  that  flic  is  not  a fair  Lady,  a fweet 
Lady,  anhonefl:  and  a virtuous  Lady,  I will  fay  he  is  a bale 
fellow,  a blab  of  his  tongue,  and  1 will  make  him  eat  thefe 
fingers  ends. 

Sir  GreZ’  \^’hy,  here’s  no  body  fays  lb  Pompey. 

Cion.'.  Whatfeever  things  have  paft  between  the  Lady  and 
the  other  party,  whom  I will  not  name  at  this  time,  I fay 
Ir.e  is  virtuous  and  honelt,  andl  will  maintain  it,  as  long  as 
I can  maintain  my  felf  with  bread  and  water. 

Sir  Grez-  Why  I kixiw  no  body  thinks  otherwile. 

Clnr.  Any  man  that  does  but  think  it  in  my  hearing,  I 
will  make  him  think  on’t  while  he  has  a thought  in  his  bo- 
fom  •,  fliall  we  fay  that  kindnefles  from  Ladies  are  common.? 
or  that  favours  and  proteftations  are  things  of  no  moment 
betwixt  parties  and  parties  ? I fay  Hill,  whatfoever  has  been 
betwixt  the  Lady  and  the  party,  which  I will  not  name,that 
flic  is  honefl:,  and  Ifiall  be  honelt,  whatfoever  Ihe  does  by 
day  or  by  night,  by  light  or  bydarknefs,  with  cut  and  long 

tail.  . , _ 

StrGrez.  Why  I fay  flie  is  honelt.  . 

C low.  Is  flie  honelt  ? in  what  fenfe  do  you  fay  Ihe  is  honelt, 
Knight? 

Si  Gre^r.  If  I could  not  find  m my  heart  to  throw  my 
dagger  at  thy  head,  hilts  and  all,  1 m anals,  andnoGen- 

tlcman.  , , , 

Clow.  Throw  your  Dagger  at  me!  do  not  Knight,  I 
•i  ve  \ou  fair  warning,  ’tis  but  caft  away  if  you  do,  for 
,ou  fhall  have  no  other  words  of  me,  the  Lady  is  an  ho- 
n'  It  Lady,  whatfoever  reports  may  go  of  fports  and  toys, 
and  thoughts,  and  words,  and  deeds,  betwixt  her  and 
the  party  which  I will  not  name-,  this  I give  you  to  under- 
fland.  That  another  man  may  have  as  good  an  eye,  as 
amorous  a nofe,  as  fair  a Hampt  beard,  and  be  as  proper 
a man  as  a Knight,  name  no  parties)  aServingmanmay 
be  as  good  as  a Sir,  a ta/ey  as  a Gregory,  a PW/t' as  a 
fo  Servingman  Pompey  Doodle.,  may  be  refpedted  as  well 
with  Ladies  ( though  I name  no  parties ) as  5/V  Gregory  Fop-, 

fo  farewell;  . 

SirGrez-  If  the  fcllowbe  not  out  of  his  wits,  then  will  I 
never  have  any  more  wit  while  I live  ^ cither  the  light  of 
th-'-  1 adv  has  galler’dhim,  or  clfchc’s  drunk,  or  elle  he 
walks  in' his  fleep,  or  clfe  ’sa  fool,  or  a knave,  or  both,  one 
of  the  three.  I’m  fure  ’tisi  yet  now  I think  on’t,  Ihc  has 
not  us’d  me  fo  kindly  as  her  Uncle  promis’d  me  fliclhould, 
but  that’s  all  one,  he  fcys  1 fhall  have  her,  and  I dare  take 
his  word  for  the  bell  v.orfc  I have,  and  that’s  a weightier 
riling  than  a Lady,  I’m  fure  on’t.  Exit. 


EmerLadyRmnom^asa  man)  Witty-Patc,  Sir  Ruinous, 
PriH:ian,a«^  Mafler  Credulous  (binding  and  robbing  her, 
and  in  Scarfs')  Credulous  finds  the  bag.  ’ 

Lady  Ruin.  Nay,  I am  your  own,  ’tis  in  your  picafure 
How  you’ll  deal  with  mc^  yet  I would  intreat. 

You  ivillnot  make  that  which  is  bad  enough, 

Worfc  than  it  need  be,  by  a fecondill, 

\Micn  it  can  render  you  no  fecond  profit ; 

If  it  be  coin  you  feek,  you  have  your  prey. 

All  my  flore  I vow,  (and  it  weighs  a hundred) 

My  life,  or  any  hurt  you  give  my  body. 

Can  inrich  you  no  more. 

IFuty.  You  may  purfue, 

L Ruin.  As  1 am  a Gentleman^  I never  will. 

Only  we’ll  bind  you  to  quiet  behaviour 
Till  you  call  out  for  Bail,  and  on  th’ other 
Side  of  the  hedge  leave  you  ^ but  keep  the  peace 
Till  we  be  out  of  hearing,  for  by  that 
Vi’e  fliall  be  out  of  danger,  if  we  come  back. 

We  come  with  a mifehief. 

Lady.  You  need  not  fear  me. 

Prife.  Come,  we’ll  bellow  you  then. 

Exit  Ruin.  Prife.  and  Lady. 

IFit.  Why  law  you  Sir,  is  not  this  a fwifter  Revenue 
than.  Sic  probas,ergo*s  & igitur'*s  Can  bring  in  ? why  is  not  this 
one  of  your  Syllogifmes  in  Barbara  > Omne  utile  efi  ho- 
nefium. 

Cred.  Well  Sir,  a little  more  of  this  acquaintance. 

Will  make  me  know  you  fully,  1 proteft. 

You  have  (at  firfl  fight)  mademeconfeious 
Of  fuch  a deed  my  dreams  ne’er  prompted,  yet 
I could  almoH  have  wifh’d  rather  ye’ad  rob’d  me 
Of  my  Cloak,  (formyPurfe  ’tis  a Scholars) 

Than  to  have  made  me  a robber. 

1 had  rather  have  anfwered  three  difficult  queftions. 

Than  this  one,  as  eafie,  as  yet  it  foeras. 

Witty.  Tufli , you  fhall  never  come  to  farther  anfwer 
for’t 

Can  you  confefs  your  penurious  Uncle, 

In  his  full  face  of  love,  to  be  fo  flrifl: 

A Nigard  to  your  Commons,  that  you  are  fain 
T o fize  your  belly  out  with  Shoulder  F ees  ? 

With  Rumps  and  Kidneys,  and  Cues  of  Angle  Beer, 

And  yet  make  Daymy  to  feed  more  daintily. 

At  this  eafier  rate  ? fie  MuRer  Credulous, 

I blufh  for  you. 

Cred.  This  is  a truth  undeniable. 

Wit.  Why  go  to  then,  I hope  I know  your  Uncle, 

How  does  he  ule  his  Son,  nearer  than  you  ? • 

Cred.  Faith,  like  his  Jade,  upon  the  bare  Commons, 
Turn’d  out  to  pick  his  living  as  he  can  get  it  j 
He  would  have  been  glad  to  have  fhar’d  in  fuch 
Apurchafe,  and  thank’d  his  good  fortune  too. 

Enter  Ruinous  and  Prifeian, 

Butmum  no  more is  all  fafe.  Bullies?  (hislofs, 

Ruin.  Secure,  the  Gentleman  thinks  him  molt  happy  in 
With  his  fafe  life  and  limbs,  and  redoubles 
His  firfl  vow,  as  he  is  a Gentleman, 

Never  to  purfue  us. 

Wit.  Well  away  then, 

Difperfe  you  with  Mailer  Credulous,  who  flill 
Shall  bear  the  purchafe,  Prifdan  and  I, 

Will  take  fome  other  courle  : You  know  our  meeting 
At  theLhree  Cups  in  St  Gilevs,  mththisprovifo, 

( For  ’tis  a Law  with  us  ) that  nothing  be  open’d 
Till  all  be  prefent,  theloofer  faiesa  hundred. 

And  it  can  weigh  no  lefs. 

Ruin.  Come,  Sir,  we’ll  be  your  guide. 

Cred.  My  honefly,  which  till  now  was  never  forfeited. 

All  fhall  be  clofe  till  our  meeting.  Exit  Cred.  and  Ruin. 

IVn 


Wit  at  fever al  FFeapons. 


■^67 


fFitty.  Tufh,  I bclicv’t. 

And  tlicn  all  (hall  out  •,  where’s  the  thief  that’s  robb’d  ? 

Enter  Lady  Ruinous. 

L.Kui.  Here  Mafter  0/i/crj/#,  all  follows  now. 

IVitty.  ’Twas  neatly  done,  wench,  now  to  turn  that  bag 
Of  counterfeits  to  current  pieces,  & aEium  eft. 

L.Kui.  You  are  the  Chymifi^  we’ll  blow  the  fire  ftill. 

If  you  can  mingle  the  ingredients. 

JVitty.  1 will  not  mifs  acaufe,  a quantity,  a dram, 

You  know  the  place. 

Prif.  I have  told  her  that.  Sir. 

IVttty.  Good,  turnR«woK/tobea  Conftable,  I’mfure 
We  want  not  beards  of  all  forts,  from  the 
W’orfiiipful  Magiftrate  to  the  under  Watchman  j 
Becaufe  we  muff  have  no  danger  of  life. 

But  a cleanly  cheat,  attach  Credulons^ 

The'eaufo  is  plain,  the  theft  found  about  him  5 
Then  fall  I in  his  own  Cpfins  fhape 
By  mere  accident,  where  finding  him  diftreft, 

I with  fome  difficulty  muft  fetch  him  off^ 

With  promife  that  his  Uncle  fhall  ftiut  up  all 
With  double  reftitution : Mafter  Conftable,  Kuinons 
His  mouth  fhall  be  ftopt-,  you,  Miftrifs  rob-thief. 

Shall  have  your  fhare  of  what  we  can  gull  my  Father  ofj 
Is’t plain  enough.? 

L.Kui.  As  plain  a cozenage  as  can  be,  faith. 

Witty.  Father,  I come  again,  and  again  when  this  is 
Paft  too.  Father,  one  will  beget  another  i 
I’d  be  loath  to  leave  your  pofterity  barren. 

You  were  belt  come  to  compofition  Father, 

Two  hundred  pieces  yearly  allow  me  yet. 

It  will  be  the  cheaper  ( Father ) than  my  wit. 

For  I will  cheat  none  but  you,  dear  Father. 

Exeunt. 


ABus  T'ertius. 

Sctxna  Trima. 

Enter  Old  Knight,  and  Sir  Gregory, 

Old.  K.  TT  7Hy  now  you  take  the  courfe  Sir  Gregory  Fop  : 
W I could  enforce  her,  and  I lift  but  love 
That’s  gently  won,  is  a man’s  own  for  ever, 

Have  you  prepar’d  good  Mufick  ? 

Sir  Or.  As  fine  anoife.  Uncle,  as  heart  can  willi. 

Old  K.  Why  that’s  done  like  a Suitor, 

They  muft  be  woo’d  a hundred  feveral  ways. 

Before  yOu  obtain  the  right  way  in  a woman, 

"^Tisanodd  creature,  full  of  creeks  and  windings. 

The  Serpent  has  not  more  v for  fh’asallhis. 

And  then  her  own  befide  came  in  by  her  mother. 

Sir  Gr.  A fearful  portion  for  a man  to  venture  on. 

OldK.  But  the  way  found  once  by  the  wits  of  men, 
There  is  no  creature  lies  fo  tame  agen; 

SirGr.  I promife  you,  not  a houfe-Rabbit,  Sir. 

Old  K.  No  fucker  on  ’em  all. 

Sir  Gr.  What  a thing’s  that? 

They’re  pretty  fools  I warrant,  when  they’rtamc 
Asa  man  can  lay  his  lips  too. 

Old  K.  How  were  you  bred.  Sir  ? 

Did  you  never  make  a fool  of  a Tenants  daughter  ? 

Sir  Gr.  Never  i’faith,  they  ha’  made  fbme  fools  for  me, 
And  brought  ’em  many  a time  under  their  aprons. 

Old  K.  They  could  not  fhew  you  the  way  plainlier,  I 
think. 

To  make  u fool  again. 

SirGr.  There’s  fools  enough,  Sir, 


’Lefs  they  were  wifor. 

Old  K.  This  is  wondrous  rare. 

Come  you  to  London  with  a Maiden-head,  Knight  ? 

A Gentleman  of  your  rank  ride  with  a Cloak-bag? 

Never  aiiHoflcfsby  the  way  to  leave  it  with? 

Nor  Tapfters  Sifter.^  nor head-Oftlcrs Wife? 

What  no  body? 

Sir  Gr.  Well  mock’d  old  Wit-monger, 

I keep  it  for  your  Neece, 

OldK.  Do  not  fay  fo  for  fhame,  flic’ll  laugh  at  thee, 

A wifene’erlooksfor’t, ’tisabatchelors  penny, 

He  may  giv’ttoabcgger-wench,  i’th’ progrcls  time.  Ex. 
And  ne’er  be  call’d  to  account  for’t. 

Sir  Gr.  Would  I had  known  fomuch, 

I could  ha’flopta  beggers  mouth  byth’  way. 

Enter  Page  and  F idlers  boy. 

That  rail’d  upon  me,  ’caufe  I’d  give  her  nothing 

What,  are  they  come  ? 

Pag.  And  plac’d  diredtly,  Sir, 

Under  her  window. 

5/r  Gr.What  may  I call  you,  Gentleman? 

Boy.  A poor  fervant  to  the  Viol,  I’m  the  Voice,  Sir. 
SirGr.  In  good  time  Mailer  Foice. 

Boy.  Indeed  good  time  does  get  the  maflery. 

SirGr.  What  Countreyman,  Maflcr  Voice  ? 

Boy.  Sir,  born  at  E/y,  we  all  fet  up  in  El  a 
Butourhoule  commonly  breaks  in  Kutland-flme. 

Sir  Gr.  A fhrewd  place  by  my  faith,  it  may  well  break 
your  voice. 

It  breaks  many  a mans  backy  come,  fet  to  your  bufmefs. 


SONG. 

FAi»  would  I waksyou.^  Sweety  but  fear 
IJhoulAinvite  you  to  worfe  chearj 
In  your  dreams  you  cannot  fare 
A/leaner  thdn  Mufek^j  no  compare  , 

^one  of  your  /lumbers  are  compil'd 
Under  the  pleafure  makes  a Child  , ' 

Tour  day-delights.^  fo  well  compaH, 

That  what  yon  think,-,  turns  all  to  aU  : * 

Id  wijh  my  life  no  better  play.^ 

Tour  dream  by  night.,  your  thought  by  day. 
Wake  gently,  wake. 

Part  foftly from  your  dreams'^ 

The  morning  flies 
To  your  fair  eyes. 

To  taks  her  /pedal  beams ^ 

SirGr.  I hear  her  up,  here  Mafler  Voice, 

Pay  you  the  Inflruments,  lave  what  you  can. 

Enter  Neece  above. 

To  keep  you  when  you’re  crackt.  Exit  Boy. 

Neece.  Who  fhould this  be? 

That  I’m  fo  much  beholding  to,  for  fo^ectnefs? 

Pray  Heaven  it  happens  right. 

SirGr.  Good  morrow,  Miftrifs. 

Neece.  An  ill  dayandathoufandcomeupon  thee, 

SirGr.  ’Light,  that’s  fix  hundred  more  than  any  Alma- 
nack has. 

Neece.  Comes  it  from  thee  ? it  is  the  mangieft  Mufick 
That  ever  woman  heard. 

Sir  Gr.  Nay,  fay  not  fo.  Lady, 

There’s  not  an  itch  about  ’em. 

Neece.  I could  curfe 

My  attentive  powers,  for  giving  entrance  to’t  j 
There  is  no  boldnefs  like  the  impudence 

That’o 

^ 
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1 hat's  IcK'kt  in?. fools  blond,  bowdurftyou  do  this? 

'n  confacncc  1 abus’d  you  as  fulhcicntly 
‘s  woman  could  a man  inlatiatc  Coxcomb, 
i he  mocks  and  I'pircful  language  1 have  given  thee, 

\‘  I'uld  o' my  life  ha’ferv’d  tenreafonable  men, 

1 .^nd  r 'e  contented  too,  and  left  enough  for  their  friends. 
Thouejutton  at  abules  never  fatisfiecl? 

\ am  perlwadcdthou  devour’ll  more  flouts 
1 liuaa  1 ihy  i.ody’suorth,  and  llillahungred ! 

* miichief  ofthat  ma'.v,  prethce  feck  cllewhere, 
h'.troth  1 am  weary  of  abuling  thee  •, 

•'  ^et  thee  a frefli  Miflrils,  thou’li;  make  work  enough-, 

1 do  not  think  there’s  fcorn  enough  in  Tow-n 
I'o  li'rverhy  turn,  take  the  Court-Ladies  in. 

And  a!!  their  Women  to ’em,  that  exceed  ’em. 

A/rC)r.  Is  this  in  carneft,  Lady? 

\efce.  Oh  unlatiable ! 

Doft  thou  count  all  this  but  ancarnefl;  yet? 

I’d  thought  I’d  paid  thee  all  the  whole  fum,  truft  me  j 

rhou’lt  beggermy  derifion  utterly 

If  thouflay’it  longer,  I fhall  wantalaugh: 

if  I knew  where  to  borrow  a contempt 

Would  hold  thee  tack,lf  ay  and  be  hang’d,thou  Ihouldfl:  then: 

But  rhouTtno  confcience  now  to  extort  hate  from  me, 

When  one  has  fpent  all  Ihe  can  make  upon  thee  ^ 

Mult  I begin  to  pay  thee  hire  again? 

After  1 have  rid  thee  twice?  faith ’tis  unreafonable. 

SirGr.  Say  you  lb  ? I’ll  know  that  prdently.  Exit. 

Kfece.  Now  he  runs 

To  fetch  my  Uncle  to  this  mufey  bargain, 

: But  I have  better  ware  always  at  hand. 

And  lay  by  this  ftill,  when  he  comes  to  cheapen. 

Enter  Cuningam. 

Ctfit.  I met  the  Mufick  now,  yet  cannot  learn_ 

Vv  hat  entertainment  he  receiv’d  from  her 

N?c.  Tflere’s  Tome  body  let  already,!  n'Hiftto’t,  Ifec, 
Wdl,  well,  Sir  Gregory  ? 

Ch  j.  Hah,  Sir  Gregory} 

Nee.  \\  here  e’er  you  come,  you  may  well  boafi;  your  con- 
quelb. 

Cun.  She’s  lolt  y’faith,  enough,  has  fortune  then 
Rcn'.cm.brcd  her  great  boy  ? Ihe  leldom  fails  ’em. 

Nee.  H’  was  theunlikelien:manatfirft,methought. 

To  have  my  love,  we  never  met  but  wrangled, 

CuK.  A pox  upon  that  wrangling,  fay  1 ItiH, 

' 1 never  knew  it  fail  yet,  where  e’er’t  came-,  » 

It  never  comes  but  like  a Itorm  of  hail, 

’Tisfurcto  bring  fine  weather  at  the  tail  on’t. 

There’s  not  one  match ’n^ongfl  twenty  made  without  it. 

It  fights  i’  th’  tongue,  but  furc  to  agree  i’  th’  haunches. 

Nee.  That  man  that  fhould  ha’  told  me  when  time  was. 

1 I fliould  ha’  had  him,  had  been  laught  atpiteoufly. 

But  fee  how  things  will  change  ? 

CuH.  Here’s  a heart  feels  it — Oh  the  deceitful  promifes 
of  love ! 

j V\  hat  trufl  lliould  a man  put  i’th’lipof  woman? 
i She  kill  me  with  that  flrength,  as  if  Ih’ad  meant 
j To  ha’  fet  the  fair  print  of  her  foul  upon  me. 

Nee.  1 would  ha’  fworn  ’tvvould  ne’er  ha  been  a match 
once. 

Cun.  I’d  hear  no  more,  I’m  mad  to  hear  fo  much, 

V.  by  fhould  I aim  my  thoughts  at  better  fortunes 
I han  voungcr  brothers  have  ? that’s  a Maid  with  nothing, 
f.-j  ic  cold  Soap-boilers  Widow,  without  Teeth, 

'I  nuc  waits  my  fortune  former  feek  no  farther.  Ex.  Cun. 

Enter  Old  Knight,  and  Sir  Gregory 
OldK.  Vo:i  tell  me  things.  Sir  Gregory.,  th^it  cannot  be. 

She  v, ill  not,  nor  fhedaresnot. 

Sir  Gr.  U ould  1 were  vvhipt  then. 

I\ee.  I’d  makcas  little  fhew  of  love.  Sir  Gregory. 

'se.cr  Woman  did,  you  fhall  not  know 

' 

You  have  my  heart  a good  while. 

OldK.  Hoard  you  that  ? 

Nee.  Man  will  infiilt  fo  fbon,  ’tis  liis  condition, 

’Tis  good  to  keep  him  off  as  long  as  we  can, 

I’ve  much  ado,  I fvvear  ^ and  love  i’th’  end 
Will  have  his  courfe,  let  Maids  do  what  they  can. 

They  are  but  frail  things  till  they  end  in  man. 

Old  K.  What  fay  you  to  this.  Sir? 

SirGr.  This  is  fbmewhat  handfbme. 

Nee.  And  by  that  little  wrangling  that  I fain’d, 

Now  I fhall  try  how  cOnftant  his  love  is, 

Although’t  went  fbre  againft  my  heart  to  chide  him. 

Sir  Gr.  Alas  poor  Gentlewoman. 

Old  K,  Now  y’are  fure  of  truth. 

You  hear  her  own  thoughts  fpeak. 

SirGr.  They  fpeak  indeed. 

OldK.  Go,you’reabrainlefsCoax^  aToy,  a Fop, 

I’ll  go  no  farther  than  your  name.  Sir  Gr. 

I’ll  right  my  felf  there  i were  you  from  this  place. 

You  fliould  perceive  I’m  heartily  angry  with  you. 

Offer  to  fow  ftrife  ’twi'xtmy  Neece  and  I ? 

Good  morrow  Neece,  good  morrow. 

Nee.  Many  fair  ones  to  you,  Sir.  (iiig? 

Old  K.  Go,  you’re  a Coxcomb.  How  dofl  Neccethis  morn- 
An  idle  fhallOw  fool : fleep’ft  thou  well.  Girl  ? 

Fortune  may  very  well  provide  thee  Lordfliips, 

Forhonefty  has  left  thee  little  mariners. 

SirGr.  How  ami  bang’d o’bothfides  ? 

Old  K.  Abuft  kindnefle  ? Will’t  take  the  air  to  day  Neece? 

Nee.  When  you  plcafe.  Sir, 

There  Hands  the  Heir  behind  you  I mnfl  take, 

( Which  I’d  as  lieve  take,  as  take  him  I fwear.)  now? 

OldK.  La’ you  ^ do  you  hear’t  continued  to  your  teeth 
A pox  of  all  fuch  Gregorys  -,  what  a hand  j Neece  lets  fall 

Have  I with  you  ? \ her  Scarfe. 

SirGr.  No  morey’feck,  I ha’ done.  Sir: 

Lady,  your  Scarf’s  fal’ndown. 

Nee.  ’Tis  but  your  luck.  Sir, 

And  doesprefage  theMiflrifs  muft  fallfhortly, 

You  may  wear  it,  and  you  pleafe, 

OldK.  There’s  a trick  for  you. 

You’re  parloufly  belov’d,  you  fnould  complain. 

Sir  Gr.  Yes,  when  I complain.  Sir, 

Then  do  your  worft,  there  I’ll  deceive  you.  Sir. 

OldK.  YouareaDoIt,  andfb  I leave  you.  Sir.  Exit. 

SirGr.  Ahfirrah,  Miftrifswere  you  caught,  i’faith ? 

We  overheard  you  all I mult  not  know 
I have  your  heart,  take  heed  o’  that,  I pray, 

I knew  foiiie  Scarf  would  come. 

Nee.  He’s  quite  gOrte,  fure : 

Ah  you  bafe  Coxcomb,  coutclft  thou  come  again 
And  fb  abus’d  as  thou  waft? 

Sir  Gr.  How  ? 

Nee.  ’Twould  ha’  kill’d 

A fenfible  man,  he  would  ha’ gone  to  his  chamber, 

And  broke  his  heart  by  this  time. 

Sir  Gr.  Thank  you  heartily. 

Nee.  Orfixt  a naked  Rapier  in  a Wall, 

Like  him  that  earn’d  his  Knighthood,  e’r  he  had  it, 

And  then  refus’d  upon’t,  ran  up  to  th’  hilts.  (to’ti 

SirGr.  Yes,  let  him  run  for  me, 1 was  never  brought  up 
I never  profeft  running  i’  my  life.  (vermin. 

Nee.  What  art  thou  made  on  ? thou  tough  villanous 
Will  nothing  deftroy  thee  ? 

SirGr.  Yes,  yes, afliire  your  fclf 
Unkind  words  may  do  much. 

Nee.  Why,  doft  thou  want ’em  ?■ 

I’ve  e’en  confum’d  my  fpleen  to  help  thee  to  ’em ; ’ 

Tell  me  what  fort  of  words  they  be  would  fpeed  thee? 

I’ll  fee  what  I can  do  yet. 

SirGr.  I’m  much  beholding  to  you. 

You’re  willing  to  beftow  huge  pains  upon  me. 

Nee.  I fhould  account  nothing  too  much  to  rid  tliee. 

Sir  Gr,  1 wonder  you’d  not  offer  to  deftroy  me, 
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All  the  while  your  Uncle  was  here. 

Neece.  Why  there  thou  bctray’fl:  thy  lioulc;,  wc  of  the 
Old-Crafts 

Were  born  to  more  wit  than  lb. 

Sir  Greg.  I wear  your  favor  here. 

Neece.  Would  it  might  rotthy  armeofl":  if  thou  knewfl: 
With  what  contempt  thou  hall  it,  what  hearts  bitternefs, 
How  many  cunning  curies  came  erfong  with  it, 

Thoud’lt  quake  to  handle  it. 

Sir  Greg.  A pox,  tak’t  again  then  ^ 

Who’d  be  thus  plagu’d  of  all  hands  ? 

Neece.  No,wear’t  Hill, 

But  long  Ihopc  thou  (halt  not,’tisbut  call 
Upon  thee,  purpofely  to  lerve  another 
That  has  more  right  to’t,  as  in  fome  Countries  they  con- 
vey 

Their  treafurc  upon  Afles  to  their  friends-. 

If  mine  be  but  lb  wife  , and  apprehenfive. 

As  my  opinion  gives  him  to  my  heart. 

It  ftayes  not  long  on  thy  defertlcfs  arme  ^ 

I’ll  mike  thee  e’er  I ha’  done,  not  dare  to  wear 
Any  thing  of  mine,  although  I give’t  thee  freely  ^ 

Kils  it  you  may,  and  make  what  Ihew  you  can. 

But  fure  you  carry’t  to  a worthier  Man, 

And  lo  good  morrow  to  you.  Exit. 

Sir  Greg.  Hu  hum,  ha  hum  -, 

I han’t  the  fpirit  now  to  dalh  my  brains  out. 

Nor  the  audacity  to  kill  my  felf. 

But  I could  cry  my  heart  out,  that’s  as  good. 

For  fo’c  be  out,  no  matter  which  way  it  comes. 

If  I can  dye  with  a fillip,  or  depart 
At  hot-cockles,  What’s  that  to  any  man  ? 

If  there  be  fo  much  death  that  ferves  ray  turn  there. 

Every  one  knows  the  flate  of  his  own  body. 

No  Carrion  kills  a Kite,  but  then  agen 

There’s  Cheefe  will  choak  a Daw tiine  I were  dead  I’faith, 

If  I knew  which  way  without  hurt  or  danger. 

I am  a Maiden-Knight,  and  cannot  look 
Upon  a naked  weapon  with  any  modefty, 

Elfe  ’twould  go  bard  with  me,  and  to  complain 
To  Sir  Perfidious  the  old  Knight  agen, 

\A' ere  to  be  more  abus’d  ^ perhaps  he  would  beat  me  well. 
But  ne’er  believe  me. 


Enter  Cuningame. 

And  few  Men  dye  o’  beating,  that  were  loft  too : 

Oh,  here’s  my  friend.  I’ll  make  my  moan  to  him. 

Cm.  I cannot  tear  her  memory  from  my  heart. 

That  treads  mine  down,  was  ever  man  fo  fool’d 
That  profeft  wit  ? 

Sir  Greg.  O Cuningame  ? 

Cun.‘  Gregory  ?■ 

The  choice,  the  Vidor,  the  Towns  happy  Man  ? 

Sir  Greg.  ’Snigs,  What  do’ft  mean  ? come  I to  thee  for 
comfort,  and  do’ft  abufe  me  too  ? 

Cun.  Abufe  you  ? How  Sir  ? 

With  iullifying  your  fortune,  and  your  joyes  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Pray  hold  your  hand,  Sir, I’ve  been  bob’d  enough, 
You  come  w'ith  a new  way  now  •,  ftri-ke  me  merrily. 

But  when  a man’s  fore  beaten  o’  loth  fides  already, 

Then  the  leaft  tap  in  jeft  goes  to  the  guts  on  him^ 

Wilt  ha  the  truth?  I’m  made  the  rankeft  afs 
That  e’er  was  born  to  Lordfhips. 

Cun.  What  ? No  Sir  ? 

Sir  Greg.  I had  not  thought  my  body  could  a yielded 
Allthofe  foul  feurvie  names  that  me  has  call’d  me, 

I wonder  whence  fhe  fetcht  ’em  ? 

Cun.  Is  this  credible  ? 

Sir  Greg.  She  pinM  this  Scarf  upon  me  afore  her  Unckle, 
But  his  back  turn’d,  ftie  curft  me  fb  for  wearing  on’t. 

The  very  brawn  of  mine  arrae  has  ak’d  ever  fince, 

Yet  in  a manner  fore’e  me  to  wear’t  ftill. 


569 


But  hop’c  I Ihoiild  not  long-,  if  good  luck  Icrvc 
I Hiould  meet  one  that  has  more  wit  and  worth 
Should  take  it  from  me,  ’cvvasbut  lent  tome, 

And  lent  to  him  for  a token. 

Cun.  I conceit  it,  I know  the  Man 
That  lies  in  wait  for’t,  ]>art  with’t  by  all  means, 

In  any  cafe,  you  arc  way-laid  about  it. 

Sir  Greg.  How  Sir?  way-laid? 

Cun.  Pox  of  a Scarf,  lay  I, 

I prize  my  friends  life  ’bove  a million  on  ’em. 

You  lhall  be  rul’d,  Sir,  I know  more  than  you. 

Sir  Greg.  If  you  know  more  than  I,  let  me  be  rid  on’t, 
’Lais,  ’tis  not  lor  my  wearing,  fo  Ihe  told  me. 

Cun.  No,  no,  give  me’t,  the  knave  lhall  mifs  his  j^rpofe, 
And  you  lhall  live.  ’ 

Sir  Greg.  I would,  as  long  as  I could,  Sir. 

Cun.  No  more  replyes,  you  lhall,  I’ll  prevent  this, 

Hiall  march  without  it. 

Sir  Greg.  What,  is't  he? 

My  Man  that  was? 

Cm.  Call  him  your  deadly  Enemy* 

You  give  him  too  fair  a name,  you  deal  too  nobly, 

He  bears  a bloody  mind,  a cruel  foe,  Sir, 

I care  not  if  he  heard  me. 

Sir  Greg.  But,  Doyouhcar,  Sir? 

Can’t  found  with  realbn  Ihe  fnould  aflert  him  ? 

Cun.  Do  you  talk  of  reafon  ? I never  thought  to  have 
heard 

Such  a word  come  from  you  ^ reafon  in  love  ? 

Would  yon  give  that,  no  Dodor  could  e’er  give  ? 

Has  not  a Deputy  married  his  Cook-maid  ? 

An  Aldermans  Widow,  one  that  was  her  turn-broach? 
Nay,  Has  not  a great  Lady  brought  her  Stable 
Into  her  Chamber : lay  with  her  Horfe-keeper  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Did  ever  love  play  fuch  Jades  tricks,  Sir  ? 

Cun.  Oh  thoufands,  thou  lands*.  Beware  a fturdy  Clown 
e’re  while  you  live.  Sir  ^ 

’Tis  like  a hnfwifery  in  moll  Shires  about  us*, 

You  lhall  ha’  Farmers  Widows  wed  thin  Gentlemen, 

Much  like  your  felf,  but  put’em  to  noftrefs^ 

What  work  can  they  do,  with  fmall  trap-ftick  legs  ? 

They  keep  Clowns  to  Hop  gaps,  and  drive  in  pegs, 

A drudgery  fit  for  Hindes,  e’en  back  agen.  Sir, 

Your’re  fafeft  at  returning. 

Sir  Greg.  Think  yon  fd,  Sir  ? 

Cun.  But,  How  came  this  Gown  to  be  call’d  Pompey  firft  ? 
Sir  Greg.  Pulh,  one  good-man  a Pump-maker  ker- 
fen’d  him  ^ 

Pompey  he  writes  himfelf,  but  his  right  name’s  Pumpey^ 
And  flunk  too  when  I had  him,  now  he’sCrank. 

Cun.  I’m  glad  I know  fo  much  to  quell  his  pride,  Sir, 
Walk  you  ftill  that  way.  I’ll  make  ufe  of  this. 

To  refolve  all  my  doubts,  and  place  this  favor 
On  fome  new  Miftrifs,  only  for  a try. 

And  if  it  meet  my  thoughts,  I’ll  fwear  ’tis  I.  Exit. 

Sir  Greg.  Is  Pompey  grown  fo  malepert  ? fo  frampel  ? 

The  onely  cutter  about  Ladies  honors? 


Enter  Old  Knight. 

And  his  blade  fooneft  out? 

0.  K.  Now,  What’s  the  news.  Sir  ? 

Sir  Gre.  I dare  not  fay  but  good  ^ oh  excellent  good,  Sir. 
O.K.  I hope  now  you’re  r^olv’d  Ihe  loves  you,  Knight  ? 
SirGr.  Cuds  me.  What  elfe  Sir  ? that’s  not  to  do  now. 
0.  K.  You  would  not  think  how  delperately  you  anger’d 
me. 

When  you  bely’d  her  goodneft^  oh  youvextme, 

Even  to  a Palfey. 

Sir  Greg.  What  a thing  was  that  Sir? 
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Enter  Neecc. 

Kee:t.  ’Tis,  that  '’tis-,  as  I have  hope  of  fweetnefs,  the 
Scarfe’s  gone  ^ 

\\'orthy  wife  friend,  Idoatupon  thy  cunning, 

W’c  two  fliall  be  well  inatcht,  our  Ulhe-male,  lure 
W’ill  be  bornCoiinlcllors  ^ is’t  poflibk? 

Thou  Ihalt  have  another  token  out  ofhand  for’t  •, 

Nay,  llnce  the  way’s  found,  pitty  thou  fliouldfl:  want, 
y’faith, 

0 my  belt  joy,  and  dearcfc. 

O.  K.  W ell  faid,  Necce, 

So  violent  ’fore  your  Uncle  ? What  will  you  do 
In  fecret  then  > 

Sir  Cree.  Marry  Call  mc  flavc,  and  rafcal. 

Keecc.  Your  S.arfe theScarfe  1 gave  you 

0.  K.  Mai's  that’s  true  Neece, 

1 ne’er  thought  upon  that^  the  Scarfe  Ihe  gave  you — Sir? 
What  dumb  ? No  anfwer  from  you  ? the  Scarfe  ? 

Sir  Cre^.  1 was  way-laid  about  it,  my  life  threatned  *, 
Life’s  life,  Scarfe’s  but  a Scarfe,  and  fo  I parted  from’t. 
Keece.  Unfortunate  woman!  myfirft:  favor  too? 

O.K.  Will  you  be  ftill  an  afs?  no  reconcilement 
’Twixt  you  and  wit?  Are  y^on  fo  far  fallen  out, 

You’I  never  come  togctlter  > I tell  you  true. 

I’m  very  lowfily  alham’d  on  you. 

That’s  the  worlt  fliame  that  can  be  ^ 

Thus  bay  ting  on  him:  now  his  heart’s  hook’t  in, 

I’ll  make  him,  e’er  1 ha’  done,  take  her  with  nothing, 

I love  a man  that  lives  by  his  wits  alife^ 

Nay  leave,  fwcet  Neece,  ’tis  but  a Scarfe,  let  it  go. 

Neece.  Thegoingof  it  never  grieves  me,  Sir. 

It  is  the  manner,  the  manner 

SirCret^.  O dill'embling  Marmafet ! If  I durft  fpeak. 

Or  could  be  believ’d  when  I fpeak, 

\Miat  a tale  could  1 tell,  to  make  hair  Hand  upright  now? 
Neece.  Nay  , Sir,  at  your  requeft  you  lhall  perceive. 
Uncle, 

With  what  renewing  love  I forgive  this? 

Here’s  a fair  Diamond,  Sir,  I’ll  try  how  long 
You  can  keep  t’nat  ? 

Sir  Grez.  Not  very  long,  you  know’t  too. 

Like  a cunning  witch  as  you  are. 

Neece.  Y’are  beft  let  him  ha’  that  too. 

Sir  Greg.  So  1 were,  I think,  there  were  no  living  elfe, 

I thank  you,  as  you  have  handled  the  matter. 

0.  K.  Why  this  is  mufical  now,  and  Tuefday  next 
Shall  tune  your  Inltruments,  that’s  the  day  fet. 

Neece.  A match,-good  Uncle. 

O.K.  Sir,  you  hear  me  too  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  very  well,  I’m  for  you. 

Neece.  What  e’er  you  hear,  you  know  my  mind. 

E.xeunt  Old  Knight  and  Neece. 
Sir  Gre.  I,  a — on’t,  too  well,  if  I do  not  wonder  how 
we  two  fhall  come  together,  I’m  a Bear  whelp?  he  talks 
of  Tuefday  next,  as  familiarly,  as  if  we  lov’d  one  another, 
but  ’tis  as  unlikely  to  me,  as  ’twas  feven  year  before  I faw 
her^  I lhall  try  his  cunning,  it  may  be  he  has  a way  was  ne- 
ver yet  thought  on,  and  it  had  need  to  be  fuch  a one,  for 
all  that  I can  think  on  will  never  do’t-,  1 look  to  have  this 
Diamond  taken  from  me  very  fpeedily,  therefore  I’ll  take 
it  off  o?  my  finger,  for  if  it  be  leen,  1 lhall  be  way-laid  for 
that  too. 

Exit. 


JHhs  Quartus, 

Scduna  Trim  a. 

Enter  Old  Knight^  and  Witty-pate. 

O.K.  /^H  torture ! torture ! thou carrieft  aftingi’thy 
v.y  tail. 

Thou  never  brought’]!  good  news  i’thy  life  yet. 

And  that’s  an  ill  quality,  leave  it  when  thou  wilt. 

IVitty.  Why  you  receive  a bleffingthe  wrong  way.  Sir, 
Call  you  not  this  good  newes  ? to  lave  at  once  Sir 
Your  credit  and  your  kinfmans  life  together  ^ 

Would  it  not  vex  your  peace,  and  gaule  your  worth  ? 
T’have  one  of  your  name  hang’d  ? 

0.  K.  Peace,  no  fuch  words,  boy. 

Wit.  Be  thankful  forthebleffmgof  prevention  then. 

0.  K.  Le’  me  lee,  there  was  none  hang’d  out  of  our  houfe 
lince  BrutCy 

I ha’  learch’t  both  Stow.^  and  Hollinjhead. 

Wit.  OSir. 

O K.  I’ll  fee  what  Volychronicon  layes  anon  too. 

Wit.  ’Twas  a miraculous  fortune  that  I heard  on’t, 

0.  K.  I would  thou’dll  never  heard  on’t, 

Wit.  That’s  true  too, 

So  it  had  ne’er  been  done  ^ to  fee  the  luck  on’t. 

He  v/as  ev’n  brought  to  Juftice  Aurums  threlhold, 

There  had  flew’n  forth  a Mittimus  ftraight  for  Newgate  j 
And  note  the  fortune  too,  Seffions  a Thurfday, 

Jury  cull’d  out  a Friday,  Judgment  a Saturday, 

Dungeon  a Sunday,  Tyburne  a Munday, 

Miferies  quotidian  ague,  when’t  begins  once. 

Every  day  pulls  him,  till  he  pull  his  lalt. 

O.K.  No  more,  I fay, ’tis  an  ill  theam:  where  left  you 
him  ? 

Wit.  He’s  i’th’  Conffables  hands  below  i’th’  Hall,  Sir, 
Poor  Gentleman,  and  his  accuferwith  him. 

0.  K.  What’s  he  ? 

Wit.  A Judges  Son  ’tis  thought,  lb  much  the  worfe  too, 
He’l  hang  his  enemy,  an’t  lhall  colt  him  nothing. 

That’s  a great  priviledge. 

0.  K.  Within  there  > 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Sir  ? 

0.  K.  Call  up  the  folks  i’th’  Hall.  I had  fuch  hope  on 
him. 

For  a Scholar  too,  a thing  thou  ne’er  waft  fit  for 
Therefore  ereded  all  my  joyesin  him, 

Got  a Welch  Benefice  in  reverfion  for  him. 

Dean  of  Cardigan.^  has  his  grace  already. 

He  can  marry  and  bury,  yet  ne’er  a hair  on’s  face  j 

Enter  Credulous,  Sir  Ruinous  (as  a Conftable,)  and 
Lady  Gentry  (as  a Man. ) 

Like  a French  Vicar,  and.  Does  he  bring  fuch  fruits  toTown 
with  him  ? 

A Thief  at  his  firft  lighting?  Oh  good  den  to  you. 

Wit.  Nay,  fweet  Sir,  you’r  fo  vext  now,  you’l  grieve 
him. 

And  hurt  your  felf. 

0.  K.  Away,  I’ll  hear  no  counfel  *, 

Come  you  but  once  in  feven  year  to  your  Uncle, 

And  at  that  time  muft  you  be  brought  home  too  ? 

And  by  a Conftable? 

Wd.  Oh  fpeak  low.  Sir, 

Remember  your  own  credit,  you  profefs 
You  love  a Man  o’wit, begin  at  home.  Sir, 

Exprefs  it  i’your  felf. 

Ladv.  Nay,  Mailer  Conftable, 

Shew 
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Shew  your  fc|f  a wife  man,  ’gdinll  your  nature  too. 

Kutn.  Sir,  no  Difn-porridgment,  wc  have  brought hdme 


As  good  men  as  ye.  > , 

O.K.  Out, a Nortb-Britijin  Conftablc,  that  tongue 
Will  publilh  dll.  It  l^eakslo  broad  already  •, 

Are  you  the  Gentleman. 

Lady.  The  unfortunate  one , Sir, 

That  fell  into  the  power  of  mcrcilefs  Thieves, 

Whereof  this  fellow,  whom  IM  call  yourkinfmah; 

As  little  as  1 could  (for  the  fair  reverence 
I owe  to  fame  and.years)  was  the  prime  villain. 

0.  K.  A wicked  prime. 

iru.  Nay,  not  fo  loud,  fweet  father. 

Lad,  The  reft  are  fled,  but  I (hall  meet  with  ’em. 

Hang  one  of  ’em  I will  certain,  1 ha’  fwore  it. 

And  ’twas  my  luck  to  light  upon  this  firft. 

O.K.  kCamkridge  man  for  this?  thefe  your  degrees, Sir  ? 
Nine  years  at  Univerlity  for  this  fellOwfliip  ? 

Wit.  Take  your  voice  lower,  dedr  Sir, 

0.  K,  What’s  your  lofs.  Sir  ? ^ 

Lady.  That  wliich  offends  me  to  repeat , the  Money  s 
whole.  Sir, 

’Tis  i’th’  Conftables  hands  there,  a ftal’d  hundred, 

But  I will  not  receive  it. 

O.K.  No?,  Not  the  Money,  Sir, 

Having  confefl  ’tis  all  ? 

. Lady.  ’Tis  all  the  Money,  Sir, 

But  ’tis  not  all  1 loft,  for  when  they  bound  me. 

They  took  a Diamond  hung  at  my  fliirt  ftfing. 

Which  fear  of  life  made  me  forget  to  hide  y 
It  being  the  fparkling  witnefsof  a Contraft, 

’Twixt  a great  Lawryers  daughter  and  my  felf. 

Wit.  I told  ybu  \yhat  he  was  j What  doe$  the  Diamond 
Concern  my  Cozen,  Sit  ? 

Lady.  No  more  did  the  Mbfieyj 
But  he  lhall  anlwer  all  now. 

Wit.  There’s  your  confciencc. 

It  fhewes  from  whence  you  fprung. 

Lady.  Sprung?  I had  leapt  a Thief, 

Had  I leapt  fome  6f  your  alliance. 

Wit.  Slave! 

Lady.  You  prevent  me  ftill;  , . 

0.  K.  ’Slid,  Son,  Arc  you  mad?  - 

Lady.  Come,  come.  I’ll  take  a legal  courfe.  , 

0.  K.  Will  you  undo  us  all?  What’s  your  demand, Sir? 
Now  we’re  in’s  danger  too. 

Lady.  A hundred  Mark,  Sir, 

I will  not  bate  a doit. 

Witty.  A hundred  Rafcals.  . • - . 

Lady.  Sir,  find  ’em  out  in  your  Own  blood,  and  take  ’em. 
Wit,  Go  take  your  courfe,  follow  the  Law , and  fpare 

not.  , 

0.  K.  Does  fury  make  you  drunk  ? know  you  what  you 

fay  ? 

Wit.  A hundred  dogs  dungs,  do  your  worft. 

0.  K.  You  do  I’m  fure  -,  Whofe  loud  now  ? 

Wit.  What  his  own  asking  ? 

O.K  Not  in  fuch  3 cafe ? 

Wit.  You  fhallhave  but  threefcote  pound  ^ fpite  a your 
teeth. 

I’ll  fee  you  hang’d  firft. 

O.  K.  And  what’s  feven  pound  more  man  ? 

That  all  this  coyle’s  about  ? ftay,  I fay,  he  lhall  ha’t. 

Wit.  It  is  your  own,  you  may  do  what  you  pleafe  with 
it-. 

Pardon  my  zeal,  I would  ha’  fav’d  you  money  j 
Give  him  all  his  own  asking? 

O.  K.  What’s  that  to  you , Sir  ? 

Be  fparingof  your  own,  teach  me  to  pinch 
In  fuch  a cafe  as  this?  go,  go,  live  by  your  wits,  go. 

Wit.  I praAiie  all  1 can. 

. K . Follow  you  me.  Sir, 

And,  Mafter  Conftable,  come  from  the  knave. 

And  be  a witnefs  of  a flill  recompeilce. 
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Wit.  Pray  flop  the  Conflabics  mouth,  what  cre  yon  do 
Sir. 

O.K.  Yet  agen?  as  if  1 meant  not  to  do  that  my  fclf. 
Without  your  coimlel?  As  for  >ou,  precious  kinfman. 

Your  firlt  years  fruits  in  Wales  Hiall  goto  rack  for  this. 

You  lie  not  in  my  houle.  I’ll  pack  you  out. 

And  pay  for  your  lodging  rather, 

' i xen»t  Knight,  Ruin,  and  I.ady. 

Witty.  Oh  fie  Co/ieii, 

Thefe  are  ill  courfes,  yon  a Si  holar  too  ? 

Cr(d.  I was  drawn  into’t  molt  uaiortunatcly. 

By  filthy  deboilfc  company. 

Wit.  I,  I,  I. 

’Tis  even  the  fpoil  of  all  our  youth  in  England. 

What  were  they  Gentlemen  ? 

Cred.  Faith  do  like  fome  on  ’em. 

They  were  ev’n  the  worfe  agen. 

Wit.  Hum. 

Cred.  Great  Tobacco  whiffers, 

They  would  go  near  to  rob  with  a pipe  in  their  months. 

Wit.  Wriat,no? 

Cred.  Faith  leave  it  Cozen,  Ifecaufe  my  Rafcals  ufe  it, ' 

Wit.  So  they  do  meat  and  drink,  muft  worthy  Gentle- 
men. 

Refrain  their  food  fbr  that  ? an  honeft  man 
May  eat  bf  the  lame  Pig  Ibme  Parlbn  dines  with, 

A Lawyer  and  a fool  feed  of  one  Woodcock, 

Yet  one  ne’er  the  fimpler,  t’other  ne’er  the  wlfer  y 
’Tis  not  meat,  drink,  or  Imoak,  difh,  cup,  or  pipe, 
Cd-bperates  to  the  making  of  a Knave, 

’Tis  the  condition  makes  a (lave,  a Ha  ve, 

There’s  London  Philofophy  for  you  I tell  you  Coz^n, 

You  cannot  be  top  cauteloiis,  nice,’ or  dainty. 

In  your  fbciety  here,  elpecially 
When  you  come  raw  from  the  Univerfity, 

Before  the  World  has  hard’ned  you  a little. 

For  as  a butter’d  loaf  is  a Scholars  breakfaft  there. 

So  g poach’t  Scholar  is  a cheaters  dinner  here, 

I ha*  known  feven  of ’em  fupt  up  at  a Meale. 

Cred,  Why  a poacht  Scholar  ? 

Wit.  ’Caiife  he  powres  himfelf  forth. 

And  all  his  fecrets,  at  the  firft  acquaint^ce. 

Never  fb  crafty  to  be  eaten  i’rh’  fhcil. 

But  is  outftriptofall  he  has  at  firft. 

And  goes  down  glib,  he’s  fvvallbvved  with  fharpwit^ 

Stead  of  Wine  Vinegar. 

Cred.  1 lhall  think,  Cozen, 

O*  your  poacK’t  Scholar,  while  I live. 

Servant. 

Serv.  Mafter  Credulous^ 

Your  Uncle  wills  you  to  forbear  the  Houfe, 

You  muft  with  me,  I’m  charg’d  to  fee  you  plac’d 
In  fome  new  lodging  about  Theeving  Lane, 

What  the  conceit ’s,  I know  not,  but  commands  you 
To  be  feenhereno  more,  till  you  hear  further. 

Cred.  Here’s  a ftrange  welcome,  Sir. 

Wit.  This  is  the  World,  Cozen  -, 

When  a Man’s  fame’s  once  poyfbn’d,  fare  thee  well  Lad. 

Exit  Cred.  and  Servant. 

This  is  the  happieft  cheat  I e’er  claim’d  Qiare  in, 

It  has  a two-fold  forturie,  gets  mecoyne. 

And  puts  him  but  of  grace,  that  flood  bet  ween  me. 

My  fathers  Jewel,  much  rufpe(fted 

To  be  his  Heir,  nefw  there’s  a bar  in’s  hopes. 

Enter  Ruinous,  and  Lady  Gentry.- 

Kuin.  It  chinks,  make  hafte. 

Lady.  The  Coat  at  Smitbjield  Fens. 
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Cimningamc. 

j f':f.  7o,  70,  ni'.H^icnr.  ^laftcr 
( I I vci  have  ill  likA  wlicn  I meet  uwit. 

c'-  A W It's  Iktcci'  to  meet,  than  to  follow  then, 

! r or  1 ’-..r  none  lb  gooJ  1 can  commend  ^-et, 

'U  L ^ o^vmon!y  men  unfortunate  to  ihemlelves, 

A 10  I 'ckicil  to  their  friends,  and  fo  may  I be. 

r',.1  ran  o’er  fomnch  worth, going  but  inhaftc  from  you, 
\li  mv  dclibei ate  fricndlliip  cannot  equal. 

( ’ ris  but  to  Ihc'v,  that  you  can  place  fometimes, 

L flier  Alirabcll. 

I Yv'ur  mcclefty  a top  of  all  your  virtues.  Exit  Wit. 

This  Gentleman  may  plcallire  me  yetagen^ 

; . a"’i  lb  haunted  \vith  this  broad-brim’d  hat, 

' v'-f  the  laid  progrefs  block,  with  the  young  hat-band, 

Alade  for  a lucking  Devil  of  two  years  old, 

I know  n.ot  where  to  turn  my  felf. 

Mir.  Sir? 

,,  C;/;;.  More  torture? 

Mir.  ’ ris  rumor’d  that  pu  love  me. 

Cttfi.  A my  troth  Gentlewoman, 
i V; mot’s  ns  falic  a knave  as  ever  pill:  then, 
j Pray:  oil  himib  from  me  ^ I cannot  fain 
! W'di  a fwcet  Gentlewoman,  1 mull: deal  downright, 
j M/r.  1 lieard,  though  you  diflembledvvith  my  Aunt,  Sir, 

I And;  tiut  makes  me  more  confident. 

I e'.-.';.'.  There’s  no  falfhood, 

Fr.t  payes  us  our  own  fome  w'ay,  I confefs 
I rain’d  with  her,  ’twas  for  a weightier  purpofe. 

But  not  with  thee,  I fwear. 

Mir.  Nor  I with  you  then. 

Although  my  Aunt  enjoyn’d  me  to  diflemble, 

T c rigi'.t  her  fpicne,  I love  you  faithfully, 

Citfi,  Light,  this  is  worfe  than  ’twas. 

Mir.  I find  Inch  worth  in  you, 

’ ; -mnot,  nay  I dare  not  dally  with  you, 

For  fear  the  uame  confume  me. 

Crot.  tlcre’s  frcfli  trouble, 

Ti  i.  drives  me  to  my  confciencc,  for  ’tis  foul 
To  injure  one  that  deals  direddly  with  me. 

Mir.  1 crave  but  fucli  a truth  from  your  love,  Sir,- 
.\s  mine  brings  you,  and  that’s  proportionable, 
j Ciifi.  A good  (3eomctrician,’lhrew  my  heart  •, 

I \\  hy  arc  you  out  o’your  wits,  pretty  plump  Geritlewo^ 
man. 

You  talk  fb  defpcrately?  ’tis  a great  happinefs, 

I -O'  c has  made  one  on’s  wifer  than  another, 

We  fl'iouldbc  both  caft  away  elfe^ 

Vet  I love  gratitude,  1 mult  requite  you, 

I fl'n'l  be  fick  elfe,butto  give  you  me, 

\ thing  you  mult  not  take,  if  you  mean  to live, 
f^or  a’mvti  oih  I hardly  can  my  felf  ^ 

,\o  wi'c  Pliylitian  will  preferibe  me  foryou. 

Mafs,  \our  Hate  is  weak,  you  had  need  of  Cordials, 

Som'’  ri'.I'  fl'..Tuary,madeof  a Son  an  Heir, 

■m  cld-.i  brother,  inaCuIlifrc,whoIe, 

’ I msdl  I lome  wealthy  boyl’dto  a Jelly, 

IT  V mrdl  rcfoic  you  to  the  Hate  of  new  Gowns, 
i ren-  Ruff,,  and  mutable  bead-tires, 

A7/V.  L !t , Where  is  he.  Sir  ? 

O'-  that’-  lo  rich  will  ne’er  wed  me  with  nothing. 

Cliff.  'I'hcn  fee  thy  Confcicncc,and  thy  wit  together, 

M •-  'd’L  thou  have  me  then,  that  has  nothing  neither? 

\'  ’'ar  fay  you  to  I'  of>  Gregory  the  firn:,yondir  / 

' ■ o acknowledge  your  time  amply  rccompenc’d? 

' b :tion  upon  kn'cs record? 

’ 0 t any  more  fuit,  if  I combine  you? 

Mrr.  yc.,b'^h;  honeft  kifs. 

( iC,u  You’re  awifcClycnt, 
o ■ our  fee  before-band,  but  all  do  fo, 

. r s the  v;oi  f'  already,  that’s  the  heft  too, 

*vib  ■,  i now  he’s  a fool. 


Cult.  You’r  llircwdly  hurt  then  •, 

: 1 his  is  your  comfort,  your  great  vvifclt  Women 
Pick  their  firl't  Husband  ftill  out  of  that  houfe. 

And  I'oine  will  have  ’em  to  chufe,  if  they  bury  twent^. 

A'fir.  I’m  of  their  minds,  that  like  him  for  a Husband, 
To  run  youths  race  with,  ’tis  very  pleafant , 

But  when  I’m  old,  I’d  alwayes  willi  for  a wifer.  ' . 

Cun.  You  may  have  me  by  that  time: 

For  this  firlt  buliners, 

Reft  upon  my  performance. 

Mir.  With  all  thankfulnels. 

C un.  1 have  a projed  you  muft  aid  me  in  too, 

Mir.  You  bincl  me  to  all  lawful  aeftion,  Sir,  ‘ ' 

Cun.  Pray  wear  this  Scarf  about  you  j . A 

Mir.  I conjetfture  now- 

Cun.  There’s  a Court  Principle  for’t,one  office  mult  help 
another  ^ 

As  for  example,  for  your  caft  o’  Manchits  out  o’th’ ‘Pantry, 
I’l]  allow  you  a Goofe  out  o’tli’  Kitehin. 

Mir.  ’Tis  very  fociably  done,  Sir, farewel  performance , 
I fliall  be  bold  to  call,  you  fo.  • , . . j 

Cun.  Do,  fweet  confidence, 

Enter  Sir  Gregory. 

If  I can  match  my  two  broad  brim’d  hats  *, 

’Tis  he,  I know  the  Maggot  by  his  head  ^ ' 

Now  Iball  I learn  newesof  him,  my  precious  chief. ' ' 

Sir  Greg.  I have  been  fecking  Tor  you  i’th’  bowling- 
_ Green, 

Enquir’d  at  Netiletons^  and  Anthonies  Ordinary, 

T’ha’s  vext  me  to  the  heart,  look,  I’ve  a Diamond  here. 
And  it  cannot  find  a Mafter. 

Cun.  No  ? That’s  hard  y’faith. 

Sir  Greg.  It  does  belong  to  fome  body,  a — ^on  him, 

I would  he  had  it,  do’s  but  trouble  me. 

And  file  that  fent  it,  is  fo  walpiffi  too, 

There’s  no  returning  to  her  till’t  be  gone. 

C un.  Oh,  ho,  ah  firrah,  are  you  come  ? 

Sir  Greg.  What’s  that  friend  ? 

Cun.  Do  you  note  that  corner  Iparkle  ? 

Sir  Greg.  Which?  which?  which  Sir? 

Cun.  At  the  Weft  end  o’th’  Coller. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  I fee’t  now. 

Cun.  ’Tis  an  apparent  mark  •,  this  is  the  ftone,  Sir,^ 
That  fomuch  blood  is  threatned  to  be  fned  for. 

Sir  Greg.  I pray . 

Cun.  A tun  at  leaft. 

Sir  Greg.  They  muft  not  find’t  i’me  then,  they  muft 
Goe  where  ’tis  to  be  had. 

Cun.  ’Tis  well  it  came  to  my  hands  firft,  Sir  Gregory, 

I know  where  this  muft  go. 

Sir  Greg.  Am  I difeharg’d  on’t  ? 

Cun.  My  life  for  yours  now.  'Dram. 
Sir  Greg.  What  now  ? 

Cun.  ’Tis  diftretion.  Sir, 

I’ll  ftand  upon  my  Guard  all  the  while  I ha’t. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Troth  thou  tak’ft  too  much  danger  on  thee 
ftill. 

To  prelervc  me  alive. 

Cun.  ’Tis  a friends  duty.  Sir, 

Nay,  by  a toy  that  I have  late  thought  upon. 

I’ll  unndertake  to  get  your  Miftrils  for  you. 

Sir  Greg.  Thou  wilt  not.'?  Wilt  ? 

Cun.  Contrad  her  by  a trick.  Sir, 

When  fhe  Jeaft  thinks  on’t. 

Sir  Greg.  There’s  the  right  wayto’t, 

For  if  fne  think  on’t  once,  fliec’l  never  do’t. 

Cun.  She  docs  ahiifc  you  ftill  then  ? 

Sir  Greg.  A damnably. 

Every  time  worfe  than  other  i yet  her  Unde 
'Fhinks  the  day  holds  a Tudday  ^ fay  igdid.  Sir, 

She’s  fb  familiarly  us’d  to  call  me  Rafcal, 

She’ll  quite  forget  to  wed  me  by  my  own  name. 

And  then  that  Marriage  cannot  hold  in  Law,  you  know. 
Cun.  Will  you  leave  all  tome  ? 

'Sir 
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Sir  Grfg.  Who  flioulcl  I leave  it  to  ? 

Chu.  ’Tis  our  lucK  to  love  Ncaes^  I love  aNcea'  too. 
Sir  Greg.  I would  you  did  y’laitli. 

Cun.  But  mine’s  a kind  wrct(,h. 

Sir  Greg.  I many  Sir,  I would  mine  were  fotoo. 

Cun.  No  ralcal  comes  in  her  mouth. 

Sir  Greg.  Troth,  and  mine  has  little  elfe  in  hers. 

Cun.  Mine  fends  me  tokens. 

All  the  World  knows  not  on. 

Sir  Greg.  Mine  gives  me  tokens  too,  very  fine  tokens,. 

But  I dare  not  wear  ’em. 

Cun.  Mine’s  kind  in  fecret. 

Sir  Greg.  And  tlicie  mine’s  a hell-cat* 

Cun.  We  have  a day  fet  too. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Slid,  lb  have  we  man, 

But  there’s  no  fign  of  ever  coming  together. 

Cun.  I’ll  tell  thee  who  ’tis,  the  old  womans  Neece. 

Sir  Greg.  Is’t  Ihe  ? ^ 

Cun.  I would  your  luck  had  been  no  worfe  for  mild- 
ncls  ^ 

But  mum,  no  more  words  on’t  to  your  Lady, 

Sir  Greg.  Foh ! 

Cun.  No  blabbing,  as  you  love  me,  i. 

Sir  Greg.  None  of  our  blood 
Were  ever  bablcrs 

Cun.  Prethee  convey  this  Letter  to  her. 

But  at  any  hand  let  not  your  Miftrifs  fee’t. 

S/rGr(f^.  YetagenSir  ? I 

Cun.  There’s  a Jewel  in’t. 

The  very  art  would  make  her  doat  upon’t. 

Sir  Greg.  Say  you  lb? 

And  Ihe  lhall  Ice’t  for  that  trick  only. 

Cun.  Remember  but  your  Miftrils,  and  all’s  well*  • > 

Sir  Greg  Nay,  if  I do  not,  hang  me.  Exit. 

Cun.  I believe  youj 

This  is  the  onely  way. to  return  a token,  ^ 

I know  he  will  do’t  now , ’caufe  he’s  charg’d  to’th’  con- 
trary. 

He’s  the  neareft  kin  to  a Woman,  of  a thing 
Made  without  fubftance,  that  a man  can  .find  agen. 

Some  Petticoat  begot  him.  I’ll  be  whipt  elle, 

Engendring  with  an  old  pair  of  paund  hofe. 

Lying  in  foine  hot  chamber  o’er  the  Kitchin  : . 

Very  fteame  bred  him,  ; - , . 

He  never  came  where  Rem  in  Re  e’er  grew-,  y 
The  generation  of  a hundred  fuch 
Cannot  make  a man  Hand  in  a white  fheet. 

For  ’tis  no  ad  in  Law,  nor  can  aConllable  * 

Pick  out  a bawdy  bufinefs  for  Bridewell  in’t^ 

Clown  (^as  a Gallant.') 

A lamentable  cafe,  he’s  got  with  a Mans  Urine,  like  a Man- 
drake. 

How  now  ? hah  ? What  prodigious  bravery’s  this  ? 

A moll  prepofterous  Gallant,  the  Doublet  fits 
As  if  it  mock’t  the  breeches. 

Clow.  Save  you,  Sir, 

Cun.  H’as  put  his  tongue  In  the  fine  fuit  of  words  too. 
Clow.  How  does  the  party 

Cun.  Takes  me  for  a Scrivener.  Which  of  the  parties  > 
Clow.  Hum,  fimplicity  betide  thee- — — 

I would  fain  hear  of  the  party  -,  I would  be  loath  to  go 
Farther  with  her\  honor  is  not  a thing  to.  be  dallied  with- 
all. 

No  more  is  reputation,  no  nor  fame,  I take  it,  I mufi;  not 
Have  her  wrong’d  when  I’m  abroad  -,  my  party  is  not 
To  be  compell’d  v^'ith  any  party  in  an  oblique  way  j 
’Tis  very  dangerous  to  deal  with  Women 
May  prove  a Lady  too,  but*  lhall  be  namclcfs. 

I’ll  bite  my  tongue  out,  e’er  it  prove  a Traitor. 

I Cun.  Upon  my  life  1 know  her. 

I Clow.  Not  by  me, 

\ Know  what  you  can,  talk  a whole  day  with  me, 


Y’arc  ne’er  the  wifer,  (he  comes  not  Irom  thclc  lips. 

Cun.  The  old  Knigjits  Neece. 

Clow.  ’Slid  he  has  got  her,  pox  of  his  heart  that  told 
him. 

Can  nothing  be  kept  feaet?  let  me  entreat  you 
Toulc  her  name  as  little  as  you  can,  thouyji. 

Cun.  ’Twill  be linall  plcafurc,  Sir,tourchernamc. 

Clow.  I had  intelligence  in  my  Iblcmuvvalks, 

’Twixt  Paddington  and  Pan  ridtre.,  of  a Staile, 

Sent  for  a token,  and  a Jewel  Ibllovv’d, 

But  I acknowledge  not  the  receipt  of  any. 

How  e’er  ’tis  carried,  believe  me,  Sir, 

Upon  my  reputation  1 receiv’d  none. 

C un.  What,  neither  Scarfc  nor  Jewel  ? 

Clow.  ’Twoiild  be  feen 

Some  where  about  me,  you  may  well  think  that, 

I have  an  arme  for  a Scarfe,  as  others  have. 

An  Ear,  to  hang  a Jewel  too,  and  that’s  more 
Then  fome  men  have,  my  betters  a great  deal, 

I mull  have  rdlitution,  where  e’er  it  lights. 

Cun.  And  reafon  good. 

Clow.  For  all  thele  tokens.  Sir, 

Pafs  i’  my  name. 

Cun.  It  cannot  otherwile  be. 

Clow.  Sent  to  a worthy  friend. 

Cun.  I,  that’s  to  thee. 

Clow.  I’m  wrong’d  under  that  title. 

Cun.  I dare  fware  thou  art, 

’Tis  nothing  but  circumvention. 

His  envious  fpite,  when  thou’rt  at  Paddington., 

He  meets  the  gifts  at  Pancridge. 

Clow.  Ah  falfe  Knight  ? 

Falleboth  to  honor,  and  the  Law  of  Arms  ? 

Cun.  What  wilt  thou  fay  if  I be  reveng’d  for  thee  ? 
Thou  fit  as  Witnefs.#* 

Clow.  I fhould  laugh  in  Rate  then. 

Cun.  I’ll  fob  him,  here’s  my  hand. 

Clow.  Ifliall  be  as  glad  as  any  Man  alive,  to  fee  him  well 
fob’d.  Sir  i but  now  you  talk  of  fobbing,  I wonder  the  La- 
dy fends  not  for  me  according  to  promife?  I ha’  kept  out 
o’  Town  thefe  two  dayes,  a purpole  to  be  fent  for  j I am 
almoft  ftarv’d  with  walking. 

Cun.  Walking  gets  men  a ftomach. 

Clow.  ’Tis  rnofl  true.  Sir,  I may  fpeak  it  by  experience, 
for  I ha’  got  a ftomach  fix  times,  and  loft  it  agen,  as  often 
as  a traveller  from  Chelfy  lhall  lofe  the  fight  of  Pauls,  and 
get  it  agen. 

Cun.  Go  to  her,  Man. 

Clow.  Not  for  a Million,  enfringe  my  oath?  there’s  a toy 
call’d  a Vow,  has  paft  between  us,  a poor  trifle.  Sir  Pray 
do  me  the  part  and  office  of  a Gentleman,  if  you  chance 
to  meet  a Footman  by  the  way,  in  Orange  tawny  ribbands, 
running  before  an  empty  Coach , with  a Buzard  i’th’  Poop 
on’t,  dired  him  and  his  horfes  toward  the  new  River  by 
Jflington,  there  they  lhall  have  me  looking  upon  the  Pipes , 
and  whiftling.  Exit.  Clow. 

Cun.  A very  good  note  ^ this  love  makes  us  all  Mon- 
keyes, 

But  to  my  work;  ’Scarfe  firft?  and  now  a Diamond  thefe 
Ihoiild  be  fure  figns  of  her  affedions  truth  Exit. 

Yet  I’ll  go  forward  with  my  furcr  proof.  Exit. 

Enter  Neece,  and  Sir  Gregory. 

Neece.  Is’t  poffible? 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  here’s  Ifis  Letter  too,  there’s  a fine  Jewel 
in’t. 

Therefore  I brought  it  to  you. 

Neece.  You  tedious  Mongril ! Is’t  not  enough 
To  grace  thee,  to  receive  this  from  thy  hand, 

A thing  which  makes  me  almoft  fick  to  do, 

But  you  muft-  talk  too  ? 

Sir  Greg.  I ha’  done. 

Neece.  Fallback, 

Yet  backer,  backer  yet,  you  unmannerly  puppy. 
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FFtt  at  fever  al  Weapons. 


Do  YOU  not  I’m  going al>ouc  to  read  it? 

Sn-  Grf^.  NaVi  golden  dayes,  now  I flay  by’t. 

She  N\onr  not  to  endure  me  in  her  light  at  all, 

J'hc  W orld  mends,  1 lee  that. 

A'.vcf .W'hat  an  ambiguous  Supericription’s  here  ? 

■2.  //>.'  beji  ofNefces.  \\  hy  tliat  title  may  be  mine. 

And  more  thxn  her’s : 

Sure  I much  wrong  the  ncatnels  of  his  art  j 
T'is  certain  lent  to  me,  and  to  requite 
Mvciuiningin  the  carriage  ot  my  Tokens, 

Us’d  the  lame  Fep  for  his. 

Sir  Greg.  She  nodded  now  to  me,  ’twill  come  in  time. 
Neece.  \\  hat’s  here  ? an  entire  Kttbje,  cut  into  a heart. 
And  this  the  word,  JjtHd  Amoris  oput  ? 

Sir  Grec.  Yes,  yes,  1 have  heard  him  lay,  that  love  is  the 
l)t%  flone-cutter. 

Keece.  Why  thou  I'awcy  ifl'ue  of  fome  travelling  Sow- 
gelder. 

What  makes  love  in  thy  mouth?  Is  it  a thing 
That  e\ei  will  concern  thee?  I do  wonder 
How  thou  dar’R  think  on’t?  haft  thou  ever  hope 
To  ceme  i’  the  lame  roome  where  loVers are • 

And  fcape  nnbrain’d  w-ith  one  of  their  velvet  nippers? 

Sir  Greg.  Love  tricks  break  out  I lee , and  you  talk  of 
flippers  once, 

’Tis  not  far  off  to  bed  time. 

Keece.  Js  it  pollible  thoucanft  laugh  yet? 

I would  ha’  undertook  to  ha’  kill’d  a fpider 
W'ith  lefs  venome  far, than  I havelpitat  thee, 
i Sir  Gref.  You  muft  conceive, 

A Knight’s  another  manner  a piece  of  fielh. 

Neece.  Back,  Owles-face. 

JFiihhi.O.K.  Do,  do. 

Nefcf. ’Tis  my  Unckles  voice,  that. 

W hy  keep  you  fo  far  off,  5ir  Gregory  ? 

Are  )Ou  afraid.  Sir,  to  come  near  your  Miftrifs  > 
j Sir  Greg.  Is  the proud heart  come  down?  I looktforthis 
ftill. 

Neece.  He  comes  not  this  way  yet : Away  , you  dog- 
whclp. 

Would  you  offer  to  come  near  me,  though  I laidfo?  » 

I’ll  make  you  underftand  my  mind  in  time  ^ 

You  run  in  greedily,  like  a hound  to  his  breakfaft. 

That  chops  in  head  and  all  to  beguile  his  fellows  •, 

I’m  to  be  eaten,  Sir,  with  Grace  and  leilure, 

Behaviour  and  difeourfe,  things  that  ne’er  trouble  you  ^ 
After  1 have  pelted  you  fufficiently, 

I tro  you  will  learn  more  manners. 

Sir  Greg.  Tm  wondring  ftill  when  we  two  Ihall  come  to- 
gether ? 

Tuefday’s  at  hand,  but  Tm  as  far  off,  as  I was  at  firlt,  I 
fwear. 

Enter  Gardianefs. 

Card.  NowCnningame,  I’ll  be  reveng’d  at  large  : 

I^dy,  what  was  but  all  this  while  fufpition. 

Is  truth,  full  blown  now,  my  Neece  wears  your  Scarfe. 

Neece.  Hah?  • « 

Card.  Do  but  follow  me.  I’ll  place  you  inftantly 
Where  you  Ihall  fee  her  courted  by 

Neece.  I go  with  greedinefs*,  we  long  for  things 
T hat  break  out  hearts  Ibmetimes,  there’s  plcafures  niifery, 

Neece  andGzid, 

Sir  Greg.  Where  arc  thofe  gad-flies  going  / to  fome 
T'lnket  now. 

That  Ibmc  old  bumble-bee  toles  the  young  one  forth 
• To  fveet  meats  after  kind,  let  ’em  look  to’t, 

I The  thing  you  wot  on  be  not  mi  ft  or  gone, 

I bring  a Maiden-head,  and  1 look  for  one. 

! irhich  if  only  a Puppet  fo  dreji.  Exif 


EkteirCuminpmcC^iMdJfcomfe  with  a MasiPt  Gen- 
tlewoman in  a broad  hat.,  and fcarfd.,)  Neece 
at  another  door. 

Cun.  Yes,  yes. 

Neece.  Toomanifeft  now,  the  Scarfe  and  all. 

Cun.  It  cannot  be,  you’re  fuch  a fearful  foul. 

Neece.  I’ll  give  her  caule  of  fear  e’er  I part  from  her. 
Cnn.  Will  you  %lb?  Is’t  not  your  Aunts  defIre  tooi? 
Neece.  Whatadiffembluigcroane’s  that?  Ihe’lforfwear’t 
now. 

Cun.  I fee  my  projeft  takes,  yonder’s  the  grace  on’t. 
Neece.  Who  would  put  confidence  in  wit  again, 
i’m  plagu’d  for  my  ambition,  to  defire 
h wiic  IMan  for  a husband,  and  I fee 
l ate  wifi  not  have  us  go  beyond  our  Hint, 

We  arc  allow’d  bntonedilh,and  that’s  Woodcock, 

It  keeps  up  wit  tc*  make  us  friends  and  fervants  of, 

-And  thinks  any  thing’s  good  enough  to  make  us  husbands  ^ 
Oh  that  Whores  hat  o’  thine,  o’  the  riding  block, 

A ftiade  for  lecherous  kifles. 

Cun.  Make  you  doubt  on’t? 

IS  not  my  love  offeree? 

Neece.  Yes  , me  it  forces 

To  tear  that  forcerous  ftrumpet  from  th*  imbraces. 

Cun.  Lady? 

Neece.  Oh  thou  haft  wrong’d  the  exqui  fit’ll  loVe — . 
Cun.  What  mean  you.  Lady  ? 

Neece.  Mine,you’I  anfwerfof’t. 

Cun.  Alas,  What  feek  you  ? 

Neece.  Sir,  mine  own  with  lols. 

Cun.  You  Ihall. 

Neece.  I never  made  lb  hard  a bargain. 

Cun.  Sweet  Lady  ? 

Neece.  Unjuft  man,  let  my  wrath  reach  her. 

As  you  owe  virtue  duty  i <Cun,  falls  on  purpofe. 

Your  caule  trips  you. 

Now  Minion.^  you  Ih^I  feci  what  loves  rage  is, 

Before  you  tafte  the  pfcalure*,  fmilc  you  felle,  sir? 

Chh.  How  can  I chufe  ? to  lee  what  pains  you  take. 
Upon  a thing  will  never  thank  you  for’t. 

Neece.  How? 

Cun.  See  what  things  you  women  be,  Lady, 

When  deaths  are  taken  for  the  bell  part  of  you? 

This  was  to  Ihow  you,  when  you  think  I love  you  not, 

How  y’are  deceivM  ftill,  there  the  Moral  lies, 

’Twas  a trap  let  to  catch  you,  and  the  only  bait 
To  take  aLadynibling,isfine  clothes^ 

Now  I dare  boldly  thank  you  for  your  love, 

I’m  pretty  well  relblv’d  in’t  by  this  fit. 

For  a jealous  ague  alwayes  ulhers  it. 

Neece.  NowblelTings  ftill  maintain  this  wit  of  thine. 

And  I have  an  excellent  fortune  coming  in  thee. 

Bring  nothing  die  I charge  thee. 

Cun.  Not  a groat  I warrant  ye. 

Neece.  Thou  fnalt  be  worthily  welcome,  take  my  ftith 
fbr’t. 

Next  opportunity  Ihall  make  us. 

Cuu.  The  old  Gentlewoman  has  fool’d  her  revenge 
fweetly. 

Neece.  ’Lais,  ’tis  her  part,  Ihe  knows  her  place  lb  wdl 
yonder  j 

Alwayes  when  Women  jumpe  upon  thrcelcorc. 

Love  fhoves  e’m  from  the  chamber  to  the  door. 

Cun.  Thou  art  a precious  Ihc-wit.  Exeunt. 
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ABus  Ouintus, 


Scdcna  Frima. 

Enter  Cunningame  ( at  one  door)  Witty-Patc, Ruinous, 

L.  Ruinous,  and  Prifdan  {at  the  other.) 

Cun.  T7Riend,  met  in  the  harveft  of  our  deligns, 

Jr  Not  a thought  hut’s  bulie. 
jrit.  I knew  it  Man, 

And  that  made  me  provide  thefe  needful  Reapers, 

Hooks,  Rakers,  Gleaners , we’ll  ling  it  home 
With  a melodious  Home-pipe^  this  is  the  Bond, 

That  as  we  further  in  your  great  affair, 

You’l  fuffer  us  to  glean,  pickup  for  cruras. 

And  if  we  lhatch  a handful  from  the  Iheaf, 

You  will  not  look  a churle  on’s. 

Ch  t.  Friend,  we’ll  fhare 
The  Iheaves  of  gold,  only  the  Love  Aker 
Shall  be  peculiar. 

JP'it.  Much  good  da  you,  Sir, 

Away,  you  know  your  way,  and  your  Ray  •,  get  you 
The  Muiick  ready,  while  we  prepare  the  dancers.  ' • 

huin.  We  areaconlbrtof  ourlelves.  " ^ 

Prif.  And  can  Rrike  up  luftily.  » 

JF>u  Ton  mull:  bring  Sir  Fop.  ' ^ ' < 

C««,  That’s  perfed  enough. 

Enin.  Bring  all  the  Fops  you  can,  the  more,  the  better 
fare 

So  the  proverb  runs  backwards.  £xf»«*‘Ruin.  and  Prif. 
L.Ruin.  I’ll  bring  the  Ladies.  Exit. 

IVit.  Do  fo  firlt,  and  then  the  Fops  will  follow  ^ 

I mult  to  ray  Father,  he  mult  make  one.  Exit. 

Enter  tnoo  Servants  a Banquet. 

Cun.  While  I dilpatch  a bufinels  with  the  Knight, 

And  I go  with  you.  Well  fed,  I thank  you,'  * - 
This  fmall  Banquet  will  flirnifn  our  few  Guefts  ^ 

With  tafte  and  Rate  enough^  one  reach  my  Gown. 
Thcadion  craves  it  rather  than  the  weather. 

I Serv.  There’s  oneRayes  to  fpeak  with  you.  Sir. 

Cun.  What  is  he  ? 

1 Serv.  Faith  I know  not  what,  Sir,  a Fool,  I think. 

That  fome  Brokers  (hop  has  made  half  a Gentleman  j 
Has  the  name  of  a Worthy  too.  ^ " ' 

Cun.  Pompey  ? Is’t  not  ? ■ . , t ) 

1 Ser.  That’s  he,  Sir. . ' i ; ..N.  'wi'.  v 

Cun.  Alas,  poor  fellow,  prethee  enter  him,  he  will  need 
too. 

■ t 

Enter  fecond  Servant  with  a Goran. 

He  fliall  lerve  for  a Witnels.  Oh  Gramercy  : 

If  my  friend  Sir  Gregory  comes,  you  know  him, 

Clown. 

■;  ...  _ i'-'T  : 

Entertain  him  kindly.  Oh  Mafter  Pompey^Fio'M  is’t  man  ? 
Clara.  ’Snails , Rm  almoR  Rarv’d  with  Love,  and  cold,’ 
and  one  thing  or. other  •,  ' j ' 

Has  not  my  Lady  fent  -for  rile  yet  ? ' i Li 

Cun.  Not  that  I hear,  te  fome  unfriendly  MelTenger 
Is  imploy’d  betwixt  ygu,  c ' ‘O'  {■ 

Clora,  I was  ne’er  fo  cold  jn  my.life,'’in  ray  Confcience  I 
have  been,  feven.jnik  in  length,  along  the  New  River  ^ I 
have  feea  a hundred-ftiekle  bags  • 1 do  notthink  but  there’s 
gudgeons  too  ^ ’twill  ne?er, be  a true  waters . 

Cm.  \Why  think  youlb  > 
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Clow.  I warrant  you,  1 told  a thoufand  Millers  thumbs 
in  it. 

I’ll  make  a little  bold  with  your  Sweet-meats. 

Cun.  And  welcome  Pompey. 

Clora.  ’Tis  a If  range  thing,  I have  no  taRe  in  any  thing. 

Cun.  Oh,  that’s  l.ovc,  that  dillaRs  any  thing  but  it 
felf. 

Clow.  ’Tis  worfe  than  Cheele  in  tlrat  point,  may  not  a 
Man  break  his  word  with  a Lady?  I could  find  in  my  heart 
and  my  hole  too. 

Cun.  By  no  means,  Sir,  that  breaks  all  the  Laws  of 
Love. 

Clow.  Well,  I’ll  ne’er  pafs  my  word  without  my  deed  to 
A Lady,  while  1 live  agen,  I would  fain  recover  my  taRe. 

Cun.  Well,  1 have  news  to  tell  you. 

Clow.  Good  news.  Sir  ? 

Cun.  Flappy  news,  1 help  you  away  with  a Rival  ydur 
MaRer  bellow’d. 

Clow.  Where,  for  this  Plumbs  Fake 

Cun.  Nay,liRcnmc. 

Clow.  1 warrant  you.  Sir,  I have  two  cars  to  one  mouth, 

I hear  more  than  I cat,  I’de  ne’er  row  byOiieenHive 
While  I liv’d  elfe. 

Cun.  I have  a Wife  for  him,  and  thou  fiialt  witnefs  the 
Contrail. 

Clow.  The  old  one  I hope,  ’tis  not  the  Lady  ? 

Cun.  Choak  him  firR, ’tis  one  which  thou  lhalt  lee. 

See  him,  fee  him  deceiv’d,  fee  the  deceit,  only 
The  injuiuRion  is,  you  Riall  imile  with  modeRy. 

Clow.  I’ll  fimper  I’faith,  as  cold  as  I am  yet,  the  old  one 
I hope. 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  here’s  S'w  Gregory. 

Cun.  U’d  lb,  (lieltcr,  Ihelter,  if  you  be  feen, 

All’s  ravell’d  out  again  ^ Rand  there  private. 

And  you’ll  find  the  very  opportunity 
'To  call  you  forth,  and  placeyou  at  the  Table. 

'I 

Enter  Sir  Gregory, 

You  are  welcome.  Sir,  this  Banquet  will  lerve. 

When  it  is  crown’d  with  fuch  a dainty  as  you 
|E,xpecn:,  and  muR  have. 

Sir  Greg.  ’TuRi,  thefe  fwcet-meats  are  but  faucc  to  that, 

I Well,  if  there  be  any  honefty,  or  true  word  in  a dream, 
'she’s  mine  own,  nay,  and  chang’d  cxtrcamly, 

,Not  the  fame  Woman, 

C««.  Who,  not  the  Lady? 

Sir  Greg.  No,  not  to  me,  the  edge  of  her  tongue  is  taken 
* oir. 

Gives  me  very  good  words,  turn’d  up-fide-down  to  me. 

And  we  live  as  quietly  as  two  Tor/o?yr/,  if  Ihe  hold  on. 

As  Rie  began  in  my  dream.  Soft  Mufiil{. 

Cun.  Nay,  if  Love  fend  forth  fuch  Prediflions, 

You  are  bound  to  believe ’em,  there’s  the  watch-word 
Of  her  coming  to  your  practis’d  part  now, 
df  you  hit  it,  JEquus  Cupido  nobis^ 

Both  go  into  the  Goran. 

Sir  Greg.  I will  warrant  you.  Sir,  I will  give  armes  to 
Your  Gentry,  look  you  forward  to  your  bulinefs, 

I am  an  eye  behind  you,  place  her  in  that  Chair, 

And  let  me  alone  to  grope  her  out. 

• • • Enter  Mirabell. 

Cun.  Silence,  Lady, your  fweet  prefence  illuRrates 
' This  homely  roof,  and,  as  courfe  entertainment  ^ 

But  where  afreftions  are  both  HoR  and  GueR, 

They  cannot  meet  unkindly:,  pleale  you  fit. 

Your  fomething  long  Ray  made  me  unmannerly. 

To  place  .before  you,  you  know  this  friend  here, 

He’s  my  GueR,  and  more  efpecially. 

That  this  bur  meeting  might  not  be  too  fmgle, 
i Without 
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Witliout  a witnefs  to’c. 

Mirjh.  I came  not  unrefblv’d.  Sir, 

And  when  our  hands  are  clalp’d  in  that  firm  faith 
Which  lexpecft  from  you  ^ famefliall  be  bold 
‘To  fpeak  the  loudefton’t : oh  you  grafp  me 
Somewhat  too  hard  friend. 

CuH.  That’s  Loves  eager  will. 

I’ll  touch  it  gentlier.  Ki[fei  her  baud. 

Mirjb.  That’s  too  low  in  you, 

Lefs  it  be  doubly  recompenc  d in  me.  She  kijfes  his  hand. 
CUw.  Pull,  I inufl:  Hop  my  mouth,  I lhall  be  choaktelfe. 
C»H.  Come,  we’il  not  play  and  triHe  with  delayes, 

We  met  to  joyn  thel'e  hands,  and  willingly 
1 cannot  leave  it  till  confirmation. 

Afirab.  One  word  firft,  how  does  your  friend,  kind  Sir 
Gregory 

Cttn.  Why  do  you  mention  him  ? you  love  him  not.^ 

Mir.  I fnall  love  you  the  lei's  if  you  fay  16,  Sir, 

In  troth  I love  him,  but  ’tis  you  deceive  him. 

This  flattering  hand  of  yours  does  rob  him  now, 

Now  you  Iteal  his  right  from  him,  and  I know 
I fnall  have  hate  for’t,  his  hate  extreamly. 

Cun.  Why  I thought  you  had  not  come  fo  weakly 
arm’d. 

Upon  my  life  the  Knight  will  love  you  for’t, 

Exceedingly  lore  you,  for  ever  love  you. 
hlir.  I,  you’ll  perfwade  me  fo. 

Cun.  Why  he’s  my  friend, 

And  wifhes  me  a fortune  equal  with  him, 

I know,  and  dare  fpeak  it  for  him. 

Mir.  Oh,  this  hand  betrayes  him,  you  might  remember 
him  in  fome  courtefic  yet  at  leafl. 

Cifn.  1 thank  your  help  in’t,  here’s  to  his  health 
Where  e’er  he  be. 

Mir.  Pll  pledge  it,  were  it  againft  my  health. 

Clorp.  Oh,  oh,  my  heart  hops  after  twelve  mile  a day, 
upon  a good  return,  now  could  1 walk  three  hundred  mile 
a foot,  and  laugh  forwards  and  backwards. 

Mir.  You’ll  take  the  Knights  health.  Sir, 

Cloiv.  Y es,  yes  forfooth,  oh  ray  lides ! fuch  a Banquet  once 
r we  ;k,  would  make  me  grow  fat  in  a fortnight. 

Cun.  Well,  now  to  clofe  our  meeting,  with  the  clofe 
Ofmutual  handsand  hearts, thus  1 begin. 

Here  in  Heavens  eye,  and  all  loves  facred  powers, 

W hich  in  my  Prayers  fraud  propitious) 
knit  this  holy  hand  fall,  and  with  this  hand 
The  heart  that  owes  this  hand,  ever  binding. 

By  force  of  this  initiating  Contraeft 
oth  heart  and  hanefin  love,  faith,  loyalty, 

Eflate,  or  what  to  them  belongs,  in  all  the  dues. 

Rights  and  honors  of  a faithful  husband. 

And  this  firm  vow,  henceforth  till  death,  to  ftand 
rre\ocable,  feal’d  both  with  heart  and  hand. 

Mir.  Which  thus  I fecond,  but  oh.  Sir  Gregory. 

Cun.  Agen?  this  intcrpofition’s  ill,  believe  me. 

Mir.  Here,  in  Heavens  eye,  and  all  Loves  facred  powers, 

I knit  this  holy  hand  faft,  and  with  this  hand 
The  heart  that  owes  this  hand,  ever  binding 
Both  heart  and  hand  in  love,  honor,  loyalty, 

Eflate,  or  what  to  them  belongs  in  all  the  dues, 

Rights,  and  duties  of  a true  faithful  Wife  ^ 

And  this  firm  Vow,  henceforth  till  death,  to  fcand. 
Irrevocable,  feal’d  both  with  heart  and  hand. 

Sir  Greg.  A full  agreement  on  both  parts. 

Cun.  I,  here’s  witnefs  of  that. 

Sir  Greg.  Nay,  I have  over-reacht  you  Lady,  and  that’s 
much. 

For  anyKnight  in  T.ngUnd  to  over-reach  a Lady. 

Mtr.  I rejoyce  in  my  deceit,  I am  a Lady 
Now,  I thank  you.  Sir. 

Clopa.  Good  morrow  Lady  Fo/>. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Snails,  I’m  gull’d,  made  a worfhipful  als,  this 
is  not  my  Lady. 

Cun.  But  it  is  Sir,  and  true  as  your  dream  told  you, 


That^ur  Lady  was  become  another  Woman. 

Lady,  sir,  if  there  were  no 
lawful  GaraV"  ’ 

™ 5'°“'' 

5ir  Greg.  A fire  of  my  ftars,  I may  thank  you,  I think. 

for  me,  and  honor  me. 

That  have  preferv  d you  from  alafling  torment 
For  a perpetual  comfort  • Did  you  call  me  friend’? 

wnfeft  ^ ^ 

fiuch  a thankful  name, 

D ^ ^ Should  I fee  my  friend 

oaned,  difgrac’d,  without  any  reverence 
l o your  title,  to  be  call’d  llave.rafcal  ? 

Nay  curft  to  your  face,  fool’d,  fcorn’d,  beaten  down 

y j r peevifli  hate,  yet  I fhould  Hand 

And  fuffer  you  to  be  loll,  caft  away? 

I would  have  feenyou  buried  quick  full, 

Kni^ghthood  to  have  wanted  rowels. 

And  to  be  kickt  from  your  heels  j Have,  rafcall? 

Hear  this  Tongue  ? ‘ ’ 

^nd  l-ove,  fweet  Knight,  my  Lord,  my  Hus 

flave,  and  rafcall  then. 

In  A - ^ command,  but  lhall  be  done, 

In  all  the  duties  of  a loyal  Wife  ? 

Cun.  Good,  good,  are  not  curfes  fitter  for^vou?  wer’t 
not  better 

Your  head  were  broke  with  the  handle  of  a fan. 

Or  your  nole  bor’d  with  a filver  bodkin .? 

Mir.  Why,  I will  be  a fervant  in  your  Lndy. 

C««.  Pox,  but  you  fhall  not,  Ihe’s  too  good  for  you. 
This  contract  fhall  be  a nullity.  I’ll  break’t  ofE 
And  fee  you  better  bellow’d. 

Sir  Greg.  ’Slid,  but  you  fhall  not,  Sir,  file’s  mine  own, and 
I am  hers,  and  we  are  one  anothers  lawfully  and  let  me 
fCe  him  that  will  take  her  away  by  the  Civil  Law:  if  you 
be  my  friend,  keep  you  fb,  if  you  have  done  me  a good 
turn,  do  not  hit  me  i’th’  teeth  with’t,  that’s  not  the  part  of 
a friend.  ‘ ^ 

Cun.  If  you  be  content 

Sir  Greg.  Content  ? I was  never  in  better  contention  in 
my  life. 

I’ll  not  change  her  for  both  the  Exchanges.NewortheOld; 
.Come,  kils  me  boldly. 

Clow,  Give  you  joy,  Sir. 

Sir  Greg.  Oh  Sir,  I thank  you  as  much  as  though  I did 
you  are  belov’d  of  Ladies,  you  lee  we  are  clad  of  under 
women. 

Clow.  Ladies?  let  not  Ladies  be  dilgrac’d,  you  are  as  it 
vyere  a Married  Man,  and  have  a family,  and  for  the  par- 
ties fake  that  was  unnam’d  before,  being  Pefe-cod  time,  I 
am  appeas  d , yet  I would  wilh  you  make  a Ruler  of  your 
Tongue.  ^ 

Cun.  Nay,  no  diflention  here,  I muflbar  that. 

And  this  (friend)  I entreat  you,  and  be  advis’d 
Let  this  privatekontrart  be  yet  conceal’d,  ’ 

And  Hill  fupport  a feeming  face  of  love 
Unto  the  Lady  ^ mark  how  it  availes  you. 

And  quits  all  her  fcorns,  her  Unckle  is  now  hot 
In  purfuit  of  the  match,  and  will  enforce  her, 

Benu  her  proud  Homach,that  Ihe  lhall  proffer 
Her  felf  to  you,  which  when  you  have  flouted, 

And  laught  your  fill  at,  you  lhall  fcorn  her  off. 

With  all  your  dilgraces  trebled  upon  her. 

For  there  the  pride  of  all  her  heart  will  bow, 

When  you  lhall  foot  her  from  you, not  Ihe  you. 

Sir  Greg,  Good  I’faith  j I’ll  continue  it.  I’d  fain  laugh  at 
the  old  fellow  too,  for  he  has  abus’d  me  as  Icurvily  as  his 
Ncece,  my  Knight-hoods  upon  the  Ipur,  we’ll  go  to 
Bed,  and  then  to  Church  as  fall  as  we  can. 

Exit  Sir  Greg,  and  Mirab 
Clow.  1 
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Clotp.  Ido  wonder  I do  not  hear  of  the  Lady  yet. 

Cun.  I'hc  good  minute  may  tome  looner  than  you  arc 
aware  of, 

I do  not  think  but  ’twill  e’r  night  yet,  as  near  as  Vis. 

Clotv.  Well,  1 will  go  walk  by  the  New  River,  in  that 
meditation,  1 am  o’er  Ihooes,  I’m  lure  upon  the  dric  bank, 
this  gallery  of  my  I\ falter  will  keep  me  company  this  two 
hours  too,  if  love  were  not  an  enemy  to  laughter,  1 fliould 
driveawaythe  time  well  enough;,  you  know  my  walk.  Sir, 
if  fl'.c  fends,  1 (hall  be  found  angling,  for  I will  try  what 
I can  catch  for  luck  fake,  Iwill  lilhfair  for’t. 

Oh  Knight,  that  thou  fhouldfl;  be  gull’d  Ib^  ha,  ha,  it  does 
me  good  at  heart. 

But  oh  Lady,  thou  tak’It  down  my  merry  part.  txit. 
Enter  Witty-pate. 

THtty.  Friend. 

Cun.  Here  friend. 

TFitty.  Alls  afoot,  and  will  goe  fmooth  away, 

The  woman  has  conquer’d  the  women,  they  arc  gone, 
Which  I have  already  complain’d  to  my  Father, 

Suggefting  that  sir  Gregory  is  fall’n  off 
From  his  charge,  for  neglecdis  and  ill  ufage, 

Andthat  heismolh  violently  bent 

On  Gentries  wife  ( whom  I have  call’d  a widow  ) 

And  that  wnthout  moft  fudden  prevention 
He  wi”  be  married  to  her. 

Cun.  All  rhisi.  ro.'.g, 

This  wings  his  pun.... , and  will  be  before  me  ^ I am  loft  for 
ever. 

IVitty.  No,  (lay,  yc  ■ '’’all  net  go 
But  wd’th  my  Father,  Ou  .ay  vvi:  let  it  lie. 

You  d a'- appeara  friendly  afF/’:ant,  ; 

To  help  in  ail  afiairs,  and  in  execution 
Help  your  lei  f only. 

Cun.  Would  my  belief 
Were  ftrong  in  this  aflurance. 
iVitty.  You  lhall  credit  it, 

And  my  wit  lhall  be  your  Have,  if  it  deceive  you. 

Enter  Old  Knight. 

My  Father 

Old  K.  Oh  Sir  ? you  are  well  met,  where’s  the  Knight 
your  friend? 

Cun.  Sir,  I think  your  Son  has  told  you. 

Wttty.  Shall  1 llandtotell’tagen?  1 tell  you  he  loves, 

But  not  my  Kinfwoman,  her  bale  ulage. 

And  your  flack  performance  which  he  accufes  moll 
Indeed,  has  turn’d  the  Knights  heart  uplide  down.  ..  * . 

OldK.  rilcurb  her  for’t,  can  he  be  but  recover’d, 

He  lhall  have  her,  and  fne  lhall  be  dutiful,  . j ■ . 

And  love  him  as  a Wife  too. 

IVitty.  With  that  condition.  Sir, 

I dare  recall  him  where  he  enter’d  the  Church,  . 

So  much  interelt  of  love  I allure  in  him. 

Old  K.  Sir,  it  lhall  be  no  lofs  to  you  if  you  do. 

IVitty.  I,  but  thele  are  words  ftill,  will  not  the  deeds 
Be  wanting  at  the  recovery,  if  it  fhould  be  agen  • 

0\dK.  Why  here  fool,  I am  provided,  live  hunder’d  in 
earnefl:. 

Of  the  thoufands  in  her  Dower,  but  were  they  married 
once,  • . 

I’d  cut  him  Ihort  enough,  that’s  ray  agreement.  ' 

Witty.  I,  now  I perceive  Ibme  purpofe  in  you.  Father.. 
Old  K.  But  wherefore  is  Ihe  then  llol’n  out  of  doors  to 
him  ?..  “ ^ 

Wiity.  To  him  ? oh  fie  upon  your  error,  Ihe  has  ano- 
ther objed,  believe  it.  Sir. 

OWK.  I never  could  perceive  it. 

Clin.  1 did  Sir,  andtoherlharaei  Ihould  Ipegk  it. 

To  my.  own  Ibrrow  1 faw  it,  dalliance, 

Nay,  dotage  with  a very  Clown,  a Fool,  i 


OldK.  Wit  and  vv.nntons.^  nothing  cll'c ? notiiing  clfc? 
She  love  a fool  ? flic’ll  Iboncr  make  a l ool 
Of  a wife  man. 

Cun.  I,  my  friend  complains  fo, 

Sir  Gregory  lays  flatly,  flic  make,  a fool  of  him, 

Andthefe  hold  circuml'aiiccs  arc  approv’d  : 

Favours  have  been  lent  by  him,  yet  he  igi  orin‘ 

Whither  to  carry ’em  ^ they  have  been  unde.llood. 

And  taken  from  him,  certain,  Sir,  there  is 
An  unflifpciTlcd  fellow  lies  conceal’d. 

What,  or  where  e’er  he  is,  thele  flight  ncgledls 
Could  not  be  of  a Knight  clle. 

Old  K.  Well  Sir,  you  have  promis’d  (if  we  recover  him 
Unmarried)  tolalve  allthefeold  bruiles? 

Cun.  I’ll  do  my  belt,  Sir. 

OldK.  Ifliallthank  you,  coltlySir,  andkindly too. 

Wstty.  Will  you  talk  away  the  time  here.  Sir,  and  come 
behind  all  your  purpofes  ? 

Old  K.  Away  good  Sir. 

Witty.  Thenltaya  little,  good  Sir,  for  my  advice. 

Why,  Father  are  you  broke  ? your  w'it  beggar’d, 

Or  are  you  at  your  wits  end  ? or  out  of 
Love  with  wit  ? no  trick  of  wit  to  furprize 
Thole  defigns,  but  with  open  Hue  and  Cry, 

For  all  the  world  to  talk  on,  this  is  Itrange, 

You  were  not  wont  to  llubber  a projeft  lb. 

Old K.  Can  you  help  at  a pinch  now  ? Ihew  your  lelf  ? 

My  Son,  go  too,  I leave  this  to  your  wit, 

Becaufe  I’il  make  a proof  on’t. 

Witty.  ’Tis  thus  then, 

I have  had  late  intelligence,  they  are  now 
Buckfom  as  Bacchus  Froes,  revelling,  dancing. 

Telling  the  Muficks  numbers  with  their  feet. 

Awaiting  the  meeting  of  permonilh’d  friends. 

That’s  queftionlefs,  little  dreading  you, 

Now  Sir,  with  a dexterous  trick.indeed,  fuddain 
Andliilhcient  were  v/ell,  to  enter  on  um 
As  fomething  like  theabftraift  of  a Masque-, 

What  though  few  perfons  ? if  belt  for  our  purpofe 
That  commends  the  projeift. 

OldK.  This  takes  up  time. 

Wttty.  Not  at  all,  1 can  prefently  furnilh 
With  loofe  dilguifes  that  lhall  fit  that  Scene. 

OldK.  Why  what  wants  then? 

Witty.  Nothing  but  charge  of  Mulick, 

That  mull  be  paid,  you  know. 

OldK.  That  lhall  be  my  charges,  I’ll  pay  the  Mulick. 

What  e’er  it  coif.  ‘ 

Witty.  And  that  fliallbe  all  )Our  charge. 

Nowon,  I like  it,  there  will  be  wit  in’t  Father. 

Exit  OldK.  Witty. 

Cun.  I will  neither  cliHrufl:  his  wit  nor  friendlhip. 

Yet  if  his  Mafrer  brain  Ihould  be  o’er-thrown 
My  refolution  now  lhall  feize  mine  own.  Exit. 

Enter  Necce,  Lady  Ruinous,  Guardianefs,  Ruinous, 
Prifeian,  ( with  injiruments  masqiPd. ) 

L.  Rui.  Nay,  let’s  have  Mulick,  let  that  fweet  breath  at 
lealt 

Give  us  her  airy  welcome,  ’twill  be  the  bell 
1 fear  this  ruin’d  receptacle  will  yield, 

But  that  mofl;  freely. 

Nee.  My  welcome  follows  me, 

Elfe  I am  ill,  come  hither,  you  allure  me 
Still  Mr.  Cunninffamevi'iW  be  here,  and  that  it  was 
Flis  kind  entreaty  that  wilh’d  me  meet  him. 

L.Rttin.  Elfe  let  me  be  that  lhameunto  iny  Sex, 

That  all  belief  may  flie  um. 

Nee.  Continue  fbill 

The  Knights  name  uqto  my  Guardianefs, 

She  expeds  no  other. 

He  will,  he  will,  afFure  you  ‘ ’ ! 

Lady,  5ir  Gregory  will  be  here,  andfuddainly  ^ 

B b b This! 


Wit  at  jeveral  Weapons. 


This  Mufick  forc-ran  him,  is’t  not  fo  conforts  ? 

Kuin.  Yes  Lady,  he  ftays  on  fome  device  to  bring  along 
Such  a labour  he  was  bulie  in,  fome  witty  device. 

Net.  ’Till  be  long  e’r  he  comes  then,  for  wits  a great 
Labour  to  him. 

Gsijrd.  Well,  well,  you’ll  agree  better  one  day. 

Ktf.  Scarce  two  I think. 

Guard,  Such  a mock-beggar  fuit  of  cloaths  as  led  me 
Into  the  fools  pair-of-Dice,  with  Dewzc  Acc, 

He  that  would  make  me  iMiltrifsC«;;,C«;/, 

He’s  quire  out  of  my  mind,  but  I fliall  ne’er 
Forget  him,  while  I have  a hole  in  my  head  j 
Such  a one  I think  would  picale  you  better, 

Though  he  did  abufeyou. 

Ruin.  Fyc,  fpeak  well  of  him  now, 

Your  Neece  has  quitted  him. 

Guard.  I hope  llie  has. 

Life  Ihelofes  me  for  ever-,  but  for5/>  Gregory. 

Would  he  were  come,  I fnall  i’ll  anfwerthis 
Unto  your  Uncle  elfe. 

Nee.  You  know  ’tis  his  plcafure 
I fhould  keep  him  company. 

Guard.  1,  and  ll::ould  be  your  own 
If  you  did  well  too  ; Lord,  I do  wonder 
At  the  niccnefs  of  you  Ladies  now  a days. 

They'' mull  have  Husbands  with  fo  much  wit  forfboth. 
Worlhip  and  wealth  were  both  wont  to  be 
In  better  rcquelt  I’mfure,  I cannot  tell. 

But  they  get  ne’erthe  wifer  children  that  I fee. 

La. Ruin.  La,  la,  la,  la,  Sol,  this  Mufick  breaths  in  vainj 
Methinks  ’tis  dull  to  let  it  move  alone, 

Let’s  have  a female  motion,  ’tis  in  private, 

Andwc’il  grace’tour  felves,  however  it  deferves. 

Nee.  What  fay  you  Guardianefs  ? 

Guard.  ’Las  I’m  weary  with  the  walk, 

My  jaunting  days  are  done. 

L.  Rn.  Come,  come,  we’ll  fetch  her  in  by  courfe,  or  elfe 
She  fhall  pay  the  Mufick. 

Guard.  Nay,  I’ll  have  a little  for  my  money  then. 

They  Dance.,  a Cornet  ii  winded. 
L.Ru.  Flark?  uponmylifethe  Knight^  ’tis  your  friend. 
This  was  the  warning-piece  of  his  approach. 

Enter  Old  Knight,  Witty-pate,  Cunningame, 
hlasqtt*d^  and  takj  them  to  Dance. 

L.Ru.  Ha?  no  words  bnt  mum  ? well  then, 

W’e  fhall  need  no  counfel-keeping 
Nee.  Cunningam} 

Cun.  Yes,  fear  nothing. 

Nee.  Fear  ? vchy  do  you  tell  me  of  it 
Cun.  Your  Uncles  here. 

Nee.  Aye  me.  ■' 

Cun.  Peace. 

OldK.  We  have  caught ’em. 

TVitty.  Thank  my  wit  Father. 

Guard.  Which  is  the  Knight  think  you? 

Nee.  1 know  not,  he  will  be  found  when  he  fpeaks. 

No  Masque  can  difguife  his  tongue. 

If^itty.  Are  you  charg’d? 

Areyouawake? 

IVitty.  I’m  anfwer’d  in  a queltion. 

Cun\  Next  change  we  meet, we  lofc  our  hands  no  more. 
Nee.  Are  you  prepar’d  to  tye  ’em  ? 

Cun,  Yes, 

You  muft  go  with  me. 

Guard.  Whither  Sir?  not  from  my  charge  believe  me. 
Cun.  She  goes  along. 

Nee.  Will  you  venture  and  my  Uncle  here? 

Cun.  His  ftay’s  prepar’d  for. 

Guard.  ’Tis the  Knight  fure.  I’ll  follow. 

Exit  Cun.  Nee.  G.uard. 
OldK.  How  now,  the  Mufick  tir’d  before  us? 

Ruin.  Yes  Sir,  we  muft  be  paid  now. 


Witty. ^ Oh  that’s  my  charge.  Father. 

Old.  K.  But  ftay,  where  are  our  wanton  Ladies  gone? 

Son,  where  are  they  ? 

Witty.  Only  chang’d  the  room  in  a change,  that’s  all 
fure. 

Old  K.  I’ll  make  ’em  all  fure  elfe,  and  then  return  to 
you. 

Ruin.  You  muft  pay  for  your  Mufick  firft.  Sir. 

OldK.  Muft  ? are  there  mufty  Fidlers  ? are  Beggars 
choofers  now  ? 

Ha  ? why  Witty-pate,  Son,  where  am  I ? 

Witty.  You  were  dancing  e’en  now,  in  good  meafure. 
Sir, 

Is  your  health  mifearried  fince?  what  ail  you.  Sir  ? 

OldK.  Death,  I may  be  gull’d  to  my  face,  where’s  my 
Neece? 

What  are  you? 

L.Ru.  None  ofyour  Neece, Sir? 

Old  K.  How  now?  have  you  loud  inftruments  too?  I’ll 
hear 

No  more,  I thank  you;,  what  have  I done  tro 
T.  o bring  thefe  fears  about  me  ? Son,  where  am  I ? 

Witty.  Not  where  you  fhould  be.  Sir,  you  fhall  be  pay- 
ing 

For  your  Mufick,  and  you  are  in  a maze. 

OldK.  Oh,  is’t  fo,  put  up,  put  up,  I pray  you, 

Here’s  a crown  for  you. 

L.Ruin.  Pifli,  a crown? 

Ruin.  Prif.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  a crown? 

OldK.  Which  way  do  you  laugh?  I have  feen  a crown 
Has  made  a Confbrt  laugh  heartily. 

Witty.  Father, 

T o tell  you  truth,  thefe  are  no  ordinary 
Muficians,  they  exped  a bounty 
Above  their  pundual  defert. 

OldK.  A — on  your  Punks,  and  their  deferts  too. 

Am  I not  cheated  all  this  while  think  you  ? 

Is  not  your  pate  in  this  ? 

Witty.  If  you  be  cheated. 

You  are  not  to  be  indided  for  your  own  goods. 

Here  you  trifle  time  to  market  your  bounty 
And  make  it  bafe,  when  it  muft  needs  be  free 
For  ought  I can  perceive. 

Old  K.  Will  you  know  the  loweft  price.  Sir  ? 

Witty.  That  I will  Sir,  with  all  my  heart. 

Old  K.  Unlefs  I was  difeover’d,  and  they  now  fled 
Homeagen  for  fear,.  I am  abfolutely  beguil’d, 

That’s  the  beftcanbe  hop’d  for. 

Witty.  Faith  ’tis  fbmewhat  too  dear  yet,  Gentlemen. 
Ruin.  There’s  not  a Denier  to  be  bated.  Sir, 

Old  K.  Now  Sir,  how  dear  is  it  ? 

Witty.  Bate  but  the  ’tother  ten  pound? 

Prif.  Not  a Bawbee,  Sir. 

Old  K.  How  ? bate  ten  pound  ? what’s  the  whole  film 
then  ? 

Witty.  Faith  Sir,  a hundred  pound,  with  much  adoe, 

I got  mty  bated,  and  faith  Father,  to  fay  truth, 

’Tis  realbnable  for  men  of  their  falhion. 

OldK.  La,  la,  la,  down,  a hunder’d  pound  ? la,  la,  la. 
You  are  a Confbrt  of  Thieves,  are  you  not  ? 

Witty.  No  Muficians,  Sir,  I told  you  before. 

Old  K.  Fiddle  faddle,isit  not  a robbery  ? a plain  robbery. 
Witty.  No,  no,  no,  by  no  means  Father,  you  have  receiv’d 
For  your  money,  nay  and  that  you  cannot  give  back, 

’Tis  fbmewhat  dear  I confefs,  but whocan  help  it? 

If  they  had  been  agreed  with  before-hand, 

’T was  ill  forgotten. 

Old  C.  And  how  many  fhares  have  you  in  this?  I fee  my 
force. 

Cafe  up  your  inftruments,  I yield,  here,  as  robb’d  and 
Taken  from  me,  I deliver  it. 

Witty.  No  Sir,  you  have  perform’d  yourpromife  now, 
Which  was,  to  pay  the  charge  of  Mufick,  that’s  all. 

OldK.  I have  heard  no  Mufick,  I have  receiv’d  none.  Sir, 

There’s  | 
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There’s  none  to  be  found  in  me,  nor  about  me. 

yyitty.  Why  vSir,  here’s  witncfs  againit  you,  yon  have 
danc’d, 

And  he  that  dances,  acknowledges  a receipt  of  Mufick. 

Old  K.  1 denie  that,  Sir,  look  you,  1 can  dance  without 
Mufick,  do  you  ice.  Sir?  and  1 can fing without  it  too  ^you 
are  a Conlbrt  of  Thieves,  do  you  hear  what  1 do  ? 

Jritty.  Pray  you  take  heed.  Sir,  if  you  do  move  the  Mu- 
fick ageu,  it  may  coft  you  as  much  more. 

Old  K.  Hold,  hold,  I’ll  depart  quietly,  I need  not  bid  you 
farewel,  I think  now,  fo  long  as  that  hundred  pound  lafts 
with  you. 

Enttr  Gttjrdiatiefs. 

Ha,  ha,  am  I Inapt  i’faith  ? 

Guar.  Oh,  Sii:^  Perfidious, 

OldK.  1,1,  fome  howling  another  while,  Mufick^s  too 
damnable  dear. 

Guard.  Oh  Sir,  my  heart-ftrings  are  broke,  if  I can  but 
live  to  tell  you  the  tale,  1 care  not,  your  Neece  my  charge 
is 

Old  K.  What,  is  Ihe  fick  > 

Guard.  No,  no  Sir,  file’s  luftily  well  married. 

OldK.  To  whom? 

Guard,  oh,  to  that  cunning  difiembler,  Cttmngam. 

OldK.  I’ll  hang  thePriefl:,  firft,  what  was  he? 

Guard.  Yourkinfman,  Sir,  that  has  the Benefice. 

OldK.  Ifav’d  him  from  the  Gallows  to  that  end,  good: 
is  there  any  more  ? 

Guard.  And  Sir  Gregory  is  married  too. 

OldK.  To  my  Neece  too,I  hope,  and  then  Imayhanghcr. 

Guard.  No  Sir,  to  my  Neece,  thank  Cufid  and  that’s  all 
that’s  likely  to  recover  me,  file’s  Lady  fop  now,  and  I am 
One  of  her  Aunts,  I thank  my  promotion. 

Enter  Credulous,  Cuningam,  ATeece,  Sir  Gregory, 
and  Mirabel. 

Gred.  I have  perform’d  your  beft.  Sir. 

Old  K.  What  have  you  perform’d.  Sir  ? 

Witty.  Faith  Sir  I mult  excufe  my  Cofin  in  this  ad,  , 

If  you  can  excufe  yourfelf  for  making  him 
A Prieft,  there’s  the  molb  difficult  anfwer. 

I put  this  pradife  on  him,  as  from  your  defire, 

A truth,  a truth,  Father. 

Cred.,  I protefl:.  Sir,  he  tells  you  truth,  he  mov’d  me 
to’t  in  yournamh. 

OldK.  I protefi;,Sir,  he  told  you  a lye  in  my  name,  and^ 
were  you  Ib  eafie,  Mv.  Credulous.,  to  believe  him  ? 

Cred.  If  a man  Ihould  not  believe  his  Cofin,  Sir,  whom 
fiiould  he  believe  ? 

OldK.  Good’entoyou,  good  MT.Cofm Cuningamy 
And  your  fair  Bride,  my  Co^m  Cuningam  too,  . - - 

And  how  do  you  Sir  Gregory,  with  your  fair  Lady  ? ■ . 

Sir  'A  little  better  than  you  would  have  had  me,  I 
thank  you  Sir,  the  days  of  Puppy,  and  Slave,  and  Rafcal, 
are  pretty  well  blown  over  now,  I know  Crabs  from  Ver- 
juyee,  I have  tryedboth,  and  thou’dfl;  give  me  thy  ‘Ncbce 
for  nothing,  I’d  not  have  her.  * ' 

Cun.  I think  lb  Sir  Gregory,  for  my  fake  you  would  not. 

Sir  Gr.  I wou’d  thou  hadfl:  fcap’d  her  too,  and  then 
file  had  died  of  the  Green  ficknefs : know  this,  that  I did 
marry  in  fpight,  and  I will  kifs  my  Lady  in  fpight,  and 
love  her  in  fpight,  and  beget  children  of  her  in  fpight,  and 
when  I dye,  they  fhall  have  my  Lands  in  Ipight  j this  was 
my  refolution,  and  now  ’tisout. 

Nee'.  Howfpightful  are  you  now.  Sir  Gregory} 

Why  look  you,  I can  love  my  dcarefi:  Husband, 

With  all  the  honors,  duties,  fweet  embraces. 

That  can  bethrown  upon  a loving  man. 

Sir  Gr. This  is  afore  your  Uncles  face,  but  behind 

his  back,  in  private,  you’ll  Ihew  him  another  tale 


Cun.  You  lee.  Sir,  now  the  irrecoverable  ftatc  of  all 
thcle  things  before  you : come  out  ol  your  mufc,  they 
have  been  but  Wit-weapons , you  were  wont  to  love  the 
Play. 

fjttcr  ClowH. 

OldK.  Let  me  alone  in  my  mufc  a little,  Sir,  I will  wake 
to  you  anon. 

Ctm.  U’dfo,  your  friend  how  will  you  anfwer  him? 

Nee.  Very  well,  if  you’ll  but  Iccond  it,  and  help  me. 

Cloiv.  1 do  hear  llrange  ftories,are  Ladies  things  obnoxi- 
ous ? 

Nee.  Oh,  the  dificmbling  falfeft  wretch  is  come. 

Cun.  How  now  Lady? 

Nee.  Let  me  come  to  him,  andinftead  of  love 
Let  me  have  revenge. 

Witty,  Pray  you  now,  will  you  firlt  examine,  whether  he 
be  guilty  or  no. 

Nee.  Fie  cannot  be  excus’d. 

How  many  Mefiengers  ( thou  perjur’d  man  ) 

Halt  thou  return’d  with  Vows  and  Oaths,  that  thou 
Wouldll'  follow,  and  never  till  this  unhappy  hour 
Could  I feteyeof  thee,  fince  thy  falfe  eye 
Drew  my  heart  to  it?  oh  I could  tear  thee  now, 

Inltead  offoft  embraces,  pray  give  me  leave 

Witty.  Faith  this  was  ill  done  of  you  Sir,  if  you  promis’d  | 
otherwilc. 

Clow.  By  this  hand,  never  any  Mefienger  came  at  me, 
fince  the  firft  time  I came  into  her  company  j that  a man 
Ihould  be  wrong’d  thus  ? 

Nee.  Did  not  I fend  thee  Scarfs  and  Diamonds.'? 

And  thou  return’dltme  Letters,  one  w'ith  a falfe  heart  in’t. 

Wttty.  Oh  fie,  to  receive  favours,  return  fallnoods,  and 
holda  Lady  in  hand — ■ — • 

Clow.  Will  you 'believe  me.  Sir?  if  ever  I receiv’d  Dia- 
monds, or  Scarf,  or  fent  any  Letter  to  her,  would  this 
fword  might  ne’er  go  through  me. 

Witty.  Some  bad  Mefiengers  have  gone  between  you  then. 

Nee.  Take  him  from  my  fight  if  1 lhafi  fee  to  morrow. 

Witty.  Pray  you  forbear  the  place,  this  difeontent  may 
impair  her  health  much. 

Clow.  ’Foot,  if  a man  had  been  in  any  fault,  ’twould  ne’er 
a griev’d  him.  Sir,  if  you’ll  believe. 

Witty.  Nay,  nay,  protefl:  no  more,  Ido  believe  you. 

But  you  fee  how  the  Lady  is  wrong’d  by’t  j 
She  has  call  away  her  felf,  it  is  to  be  fear’d, 

Againft  her  Uncles  Will,  nay,  any  confent, 

But  out  of  a mere  negleft,  and  fpight  to  her  felf. 

Married  fuddainly  without  any  advice. 

Clow.  Why,  who  can  help  it?  if  file  be  cafl  away,  fhe  may 
thank  her  felf,  file  might  have  gone  farther  and  far’d 
worfe  I could  do  no  more  than  I could  do : ’twas  her 
own  pleafure  to  command  me,  that  I fnould  not  come,  til 
1 was  fent  for,'  I had  been  with  her  every  minute  of  an 
hour  cl  fe. 

Witty.  Truly  I believe,  you. 

Clow.  Night  and  day  file  might  have  Commanded  me, 
and  that  fiie  knew  well  enough I faid  as  much  to  her 
between  her  and  I ^ yet  I protefl,  file’s  as  honefl  a Lady 
for  my  part,  that  I’d  fay,  ifilic  would  fee  meliang’d : iffiie 
becaft  away  I cannot  help  it,  fhe  might  have  flay’d  to  have 
fpoke  with  a man. 

Witty.  Well,  ’tv;as  a hard  mifs  on  both  parts. 

Clow.  So  ’twas,  1 was  within  one  of  her,  for  all  this 
crofs  luck , I was  fure  I was  between  the  Knight  and 
home. 

oh  my  heart ! none,  regard 


my 


Nee.  Not  gone  yet? 
health  ? 

Witty.  Good  Sir,  forbear  her  fight  avrhile,  you  hear  how 
ill  file  brooks  it. 

Clow.  Foolifii  woman,  to  overthrow  her  fortunes  fo  • I 
fhall  think  the  worfe  of  a Ladies  wit,  while  I live  for’t-~ 
I could  almofl  cry  for  anger,  if  fiie  fiiould  mifearry  now, 
’twould  touch  my  confidence  a little,  and  who  knows 

B.  b .b^2.  whut 


Wit  at  jeveral  Weapons, 


^So 


what  love  and  conceit  may  do  ? what  would  people  lay,  as 
1 go  along?  there  goes  he  that  tlic  Lady  died  for  love  on, 
1 am  lure  to  hear  on'c  i’th’  llrccts,  1 lhall  weep  before 
.hand-,  foolifh  woman,  I do  grieve  more  for  thee  novv,than 
I did  love  thee  before  well,  go  thy  ways,  woiildfl:  thou 
1 pare  thy  Husbands  head,  and  break  thine  own  heart.'’  if 
thouhadft  any  wit,  1 would  fome  other  had  been  the  caufe 
of  thy  undoing,  1 fliall  be  twitted  i’th’  teeth  with  it,  I’m 
fure  of  that,  toolilh  Lady.  Exit. 

Xfe.  So,  fo,  this  trouble’s  well  flrook  off,  Uncle,  how  d’ye 
there’s  aDowriedue,  Sir. 

Cum.  W ehave  agreed  it  fw’cetcft, 

.And  find  your  Uncle  fully  recover’d,  kind  to  both  of  us. 

inttv.  To  ail  the  rcll;  I hope-, 

OlfJ  K.  Never  to  thee,  nor  thee,  eafie  cofin  Credulous^ 
\\  a.^  your  wit  fo  raw 

Cred.  Faith  yours  Sir,  fo  longlcafbn’d 
Has  been  faulty  too,  and  very  much  to  blame, 

SpeaKing  it  with  reverence.  Uncle. 

5/rGr.  Yes  faith.  Sir,  you  have  paid  as  dear  for  your 
time,  as  any  man  here. 

Ultty.lStr,  and  I’ll  reckon  it  to  him.  Jmjjrimif,  Thefirft 
preface  cheat  of  a pair  of  pieces  to  the  Beggars,  you  re- 
member that  1 was  the  example  to  your  bounty  there,  1 
fpakc  Greeks  and  Syiack^  Sir,  you  underlland  me  now. 
Next,  the  Robbery  put  upon  your  indulgent  Cohn,  which 
indeed  was  no  Robbery,  no  Conlfable,  no  Juftice,  no 
Thief,  but  all  Cheaters  ^ there  was  a hunder’d  Mark,  mark 
you  that : Lafl:ly,this  memorable  loo  pounds  worth  of  Mu- 
flck,  this  was  both  cheats  and  wit  too,  and  for  the  affiftance 
■ of  this  Gentleman  to  my  Cofin  (for  which  I am  to  have  a 
Fee)  that  was  a little  practice  of  my  wit  too.  Father  j 
w ill  you  come  to  compofition  yet.  Father  ? 

C:m.  Yes  faith  Sir,  do,  two  hundr’d  ayear  willbeeafier 
than  fo  much  weekly,  I do  not  think  he’s  barren  if  he  Ihould 
be  put  to’t  agen. 

' Old  K.  Why  this  was  the  day  I look’d  for,  thoulhalt 
have’t, 

A nd  the  next  cheat  makes  itup  three  hundr’d  j 
Live  thou  upon  thy  ten  pound  Vicarage, 

T hou  get’ll  not  a penny  more,  here’s  thy  full 

Hire  now.  i 

Cred.  I thank  you,  Sir. 


JFitty.  Why  there  was  the  liim  of  all  my  Wit,  Father, 
Tolhuvehim  out  of  your  favour,  which  I fehr’d 
Would  have  dilinherited  me. 

OldK.  Moll  certain  it  had. 

Had  not  thy  wit  recover’d  it  j is  there  any  here 
Thathadahand  with  thee? 

Yes,  all  thele,  Sir. 

OldK.  Nephew,  part  a hundr’d  pound  amongfl. ’em. 

I’ll  repay  it  ^ w'calth,  love  me  as  I love  wit  -, 

When  I die. 

I’ll  build  an  Alms-houfe  for  decay’d  wits, 

SirGr.  I’ll  entertain  one  in  my  life  time:,  Scholar,  you 
fhall  be  my  Chaplain,  I have  the  gift  of  twenty  Benefices, 
fimple  as  I am  here. 

Prif.  Thanks  my  great  Patron: 

Ctm.  Sir  your  Gentry  and  yonr  name  fnall  both  be  rais’d 
as  high  as  Riy  fortunes  can  reach  ’em,  for  your  friends 
fake. 

JKitty.  Something  will  be  in  my  prefent  power,  the  fu- 
ture more, 

Youfliall  fnare  with  me. 

Kuinand  Wife.  Thanks  worthy  Gentlemen. 

Nee.  Sir,  I would  beg  one  thing  of  you? 

Sir  Gr.  You  can  beg  nothing  of  me. 

Witty.  Oh  Sir,  if  Ihe  begs,  there’s  your  power  over  her. 
Sir  Gr.  Shelias  begg’dmefor  a fool  already,  but  ’tisno 
matter.  ^ 

I have  begg’d  her  fora  Lady,  that  flie  might  have  been, 
That’s  one  for  another. 

Witty.  Nay,  but  if  fhe  beg 

SirGr.  Let  her  beg  agen  then. 

Nee.  That  your  man  Pompeys  Coat  may  com*  over  his 
ears  back  agen,  I would  not  he  Ihould  be  loft  for  my 
fake. 

Sir  Gr.  Well,  ’tis  granted,  for  mine  own  fake. 

Mirab.  I’ll  intreat  it  Sir. 

Sir  Gr.  Why  then  ’tis  granted  for  your  lake. 

Old  K,  Come,  come,  down  with  all  weapons  now,  ’tis 
Mufick  time. 

So  it  be  purchas’d  at  an  eafie  rate  -, 

Some  have  receiv’d  the  knocks,  Ibrae  giv’n  the  hits. 

And  aU  concludes  in  love,  there’s  happy  wits. 

Exeunt 


The  Epilogue  at  the 

7 E med  tell  yon  Gallants.^  that  this  night 
! The  Wits  have  juntpt,  or  that  the  Scenes  hit  right 
'Tvpould  be  bnt  labor  lofifor  to  exettfe 
What  Fletcher  had  to  do  in  : his  brisk^Mufe 
Was  fo  Mercurial^  that  if  he  but  writ 
An  or  two,  the  whole  Play  rofe  up  wit. 


reviving  of  this  Play. 

We‘U  not  appeal  unto  thofe  Gentlemen 
Judge  by  their  Cloaths,  if  they  ft  ^Ight,  nor  when 
The  Ladies  fmile,  and  with  tfeir  Fanhs  delight 
To  whisky  a clinch  afde,  then  all  goes  right : 

’Twas  well  receiv'd  before,  and  we  dare  fay, 

Tou  now  are  welcome  to  no  vulgar  Play. 
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A T R A G I-C  O M E D Y. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play*. 


Duke  Florence, 

CcTario,  a.  young  Gentleman  of  a finery  nature^  Son  to 
Alberto. 

Albertus,  Father  to  Cefario,  Admiral  of  Florence. 
Baptifta,  a brave  Sea-Commander,antient  friend  to  Al- 
bertus,vole  and  Biancha. 
Mentiuole,  5^?^? Baptifta,  Lover  of  ChriFFdi, 
Profpero,  a noble  friend  to  Baptifta. 

Two  Magiftrates  of  Florence. 


Hoft,  the  fuppofed  Father  to  Biancha; 

Forobofco,  a cheating  Mountebank. 

Clown,  the  Mountebanks  man^  and  fetter 
Three  Gentlemen, 

Secretary  Duke. 

Dancer, 

Four  fools  and  hyiaves^  who  pretend  love 
Biancha,  the  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn, 


Taylor, 

Mulitteer, 

Pedant, 

Sailofi. 


Women. 


Mariana,  Wife  to  Albertus,  a virtuous  Lady. 

Clarifta,  Mariana's  Daughter.^  in  love  with  Mentiuole. 
Juliana,  Neecetothe  Duke  of  Genoa,  Baptifta’s  f econd 
rvife. 


Biancha,  the  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn,  beloved  of  Ce- 
(ario,  and  Daughter  to  Baptifta  and  Juliana 
Hoftels,  the  fuppofed  Mother  of  Biancha. 


The  Scene,  Florence, 


L 


PLays  have  their  fates,  not  as  in  their  true  fence 
They're  underjiood,  but  as  the  influence 
Of  idle  cujiom,  madly  works  upon  1 . 

The  drofs  of  many  tongn'd  opinion,  d 

A worthy  Jiory,  howfoever  writ 
For  Language,  model}  Mirth,  Conceit  or  Wit, 
Meets  oftentimes  with  the  fweet  commendation 
Of  hang' t,  'tis  Jcurvy,  when  for  approbation 
A Jigg  fl)all  be  clapt  at,  and  every  rhime 


5 = u 


Prais'd  and  applauded  by  a clamorous  chime. 

Let  ignorance  and  laughter  dwed  together. 

They  are  beneath  the  Mufes pity.  Hither 
Come  nobler  Judgements,  and  to  thoCe  the  ftrain 
Of  our  invention  is  not  bent  in  vain. 

The  Fair  Maid  of  the  Inn  to  you  commends 
Her  hopes  and  welcomes,  and  withal  intends 
In  th'  Entertains  to  which  flje  doth  invite  ye. 

All  things  to  pleafe,  aud  fome  things  to  delight  ye. 


A^m  Primus.  Sc<e?ta  Prima. 


Enter  Cefario,  and  Clarifla.  . • ‘ 
Cefario.  - ! 

Nteipret  not  Clari fa,  my  true  7.eal  * - 

V^Tn  giving  you  counfel,  to  tranfeend  the 
bounds  , 

I ^^That  fliould  confine  a brother*,  ’tis  your 
V ‘ honor,' 

And  peace  of  mind  ( which  honor  lalt  will 
, , leave  you) 

I l^or  to  preferve,  and  though  you  yet  are 


Pure  and  untainted,  and  refolve  to  be  fo  * 

Having  a Fathers  eye,  and  Mothers  care 
In  all  your  ways  to  keep  you  fair,  and  upright. 
In  which  refpedls  mybeft  advices  muft 
Appear  fuperfluous  *,  yet  fince  love,  dear  Sifter 
Will  fometimes  tender  things  unneceflary, 
Mifeonftrue  not  my  pUrpofe. 

Clarrf  Sir,  I dare  not  t 
But  ftill  receive  it  as'  a large  additiem, 

To  the  much  that  I already  ftand  ingag’d  for, 


Yet 


I 
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Yet  parvlon  me,  though  1 profds  upon 
A true  examination  or  my  felf. 

Even  to  my  private  thoughts  I cannot  find 
^ Having  1'uch  llrong  fup]X)rtcrs  to  uphold  nie^ 

('Ju  what  ilight  giound  the  Icaft  doubt  can  be  rais’d 
I o render  me  liilpectal,  I can  I'all, 

Ar  from  my  fame  or  X’irtue. 

CxCtr.  Far  be  it  from  me. 

To  iiourifh  luch  a thought-,  and  yet  cxcufeme, 

As  you  would  do  a Lapidary,  whole  whole  fortunes 
Ocp-cnd  uix)n  the  iafcty  of  one  Jewel, 
f hediink  no  cafe  precious  enough 
‘ >'o  keep  it  in  fall  lullrc,  nor  no  locks, 

; 1 ough  lending  llrength  to  Iron  doors  fufiicient 
f o guard  it,  and  fecure  him  -,  you  to  me  are 
' A;  mm  of  moreefteem,  and  priz’d  higher  - ' 

; iian  Llnirers  do  their  Muck,  or  great  men  Title 
An.lany  flaw  (which  heaven  avert)  in  you, 
hole  reputation  like  a Diamond 
. ; newly  from  the  rock,  women  vvithenvie, 

•,d  men  with  covetous  defires  look  up  at) 

. prying  ciesdifeovered  in  a moment 
would  render  what  the  braveries  of  Florence 
I want  of  counterpoize,  forbear  to  cheapen, 

Ct  iitilv  or  no  value, 

1 fee  brother 

Th^'  mark  you  fhoot  at,  and  much  thank  your  love  j 
at  -ior  my  Virgin  Icwel  which  is  brought 

:'-pa!  iibn  with  your  Diamond,  reft  allur’d 
•t  f.  li  not  fall  iniuch  a workmans  hands 
i V iiofe  ignorance  or  malice  lhall  have  power 
: . 0 aft  one  cloud  upon  it,  but  ftill  keep 
. Aer  -miv?  fplenGor. 

Cefi  ’Tisvve!!,  I commend  you^ 

. . nd-itudy  your  advancement  with  that  care 
. s 1 would  do  a Sifters,  whom  I love 
I ith  more  than  common  order. 

C Ar/VT  That  from  me, 

. no  ■ return’d  to  you. 

£>  W ’ do  confefs  it, 

i I-.-c  me  re!'  yon,  (but  ftill  with  that  love, 

1 i to  ;n.:rca1e  between  us  ) that  you  arc 
I : ’d  againft  the  gravity  long  maintain’d  _ 

'r  Itjr  '' r.ftei : to  lee  a maid unmasqu’d  ^ 

I 'H  blemifn)  to  be  over-frequent 
i t 51  u - or  receiving  vifits. 

l.-.r;  How? 

eiar  W'liercasihe  cuftom  is  here  to  w^ooe  by  Picture, 
. -ever  fee  the  lubftance:  you  arc  fair, 

-n.  bcauwdraws  temptations  on  •,  Youjtnow  it, 
vmu’^  r ot  live  to  fee  a willing  grant 
> m.  ou,  to  one  unworthy  of  your  birth,  •>  * 

" 'u  ■ or  fca^tune-,  yet  there  have  been  Ladies  V 

. , proportion,  and  of  means  beyond  you, 

1 i ! at  have  prov’d  this  no  miracle. 

• anf.  Oae  unworthy  ? 

' y,  pray  tou  gentle  brother,  who  are  they 
j ' ' vo  icfifafc  rhefe  bounties  to  ? 1 hope 
- - our  ■’•ndl  Criticifmc  of  me,  and  my  manners, 

' ha : '.ouwill  rot  deny  they  arc  your  ecjuals. 

Crf'ir.  Angry? 

'’  hr if.  lhavereafon,  but  in  coldblood  tell  me. 

Had  we  rot  one  Father  ? 

^ >far.  Yes,  and  Mothertoo- 
Cltrif.  And  he  a Soldier. 

Cefar.  Trucy 
rhrif.  If  1 then  borrow 
A httltoftheboldneftof  his  temper, 

I I parting  it  to  fuch  as  may  deferve  it-, 

I However  indulgent  to  your  fclvcs,  you  brothers 
A o V no  part  of  freedom  to  your  Sifters) 

1 hope  ’t  .viii  not  pafs  for  a crime  in  me. 

To  arant  accefsand  fpcech  to  noble  fuitors'^ 

/ind  you  efcape  lor  innocent,  that  deftend 


To  a thing  fo  far  beneath  you.  Are  you  touch’d  ? ! 

Why  did  you  think  that  you  had  Giges  King, 

Or  the  Flerbthat  giyes  invifibility  ? 

Or  that  Buncha' s name  had  ne’er  been  ftrention’d  y 
The  fair  Maid  of  the  grand  brother, 

Cefar.  No  more. 

Clarif.  A little,  brother.  Your  night  walks,  j 

And  otter’d  prefents  ^ which  coy  flie,  contemn’d,  j 

Your  combats  in  difguifes  with  your  Rivals,  \ 

Bvzwc  Muletiers.  Scullions  perfum’d  with  greafe,  \ 

And  fuch  as  want  meat  for  Cats  muft  be  remembred  ^ 

And  all  this  pother  for  a common  trull, 

A tempting  fign,  and  curioully  let  forth. 

To  draw  in  riotous  guefts,  a thing  expos’d 
To  every  Ruffians  rude  attault^  and  lubjed 
For  a poorfalary,  to  a rich  mans  luft. 

Though  made  up  of  difeafes. 

Cefar.  Will  you  end  yet  ? ] 

Clarif.  And  this  a Miftrifs  for  Alberuts  Son, 

One  that  I lliould  call  Sifter  ? • ; 

Cefar.  Part  not  with  j 

Yourmodefty  in  this  violent  heaty  the  truth  is, 

( For  you  fhall  be  my  Confefl'or  ) I love  her. 

But  virtuoufly  \ report  that  gives  her  out-  | 

Only  for  fair,  and  adds  not  Iheis  chaftc,  | 

Detradfts  much  from  her  : for  indeed  Ihe  is,  | 

Though  of  a low  condition  y compos’d  I' 

Of  all  thole  graces,  dames  of  higheft  birth,  jj 

Tlyough  rich  in  natures  bounties,  Ihould  be  proud  of  y ■: 

But  leave  her,  and  to  you  my  pcareft  care,  i 

My  deareft  beft  Clarif  a.  Do  not  think  i 

( For  then  you  wrong  me  ) I wifh  you  ttiould  live  \ 

A barren  Virgin  life,  I rather  aim  at  ; 

A noble  Husband,  that  may  make  you  mother  • 

Of  many  children;,  ^onethat  when  I know  him  . 

Worth  your  embraces,  I may  lerve,  and  fue  too,: 

And  therefore  ftorn  not  to  acquaint  me  with  ' 

That  man,  that  happy  man  y you  plealeto  favour. 

Clarif  Lever  purpos’d  it,  for  I will  like 
With  your  allowance  : 

Cefa.  As  a pawn  of  this  y 
Receive  this  Ring,  but  e’r  you  part  with  it 
On  any  terms,  be  certain  of  your  choice  y 
And  make  it  known  to  me.  ; 

Filter  Servants  with  Lights.^  Alberto,  Baptifta, 

Mariana,  Mentivole.  ' 

C/<?r/yi  You  have  my  hand  for’t  y 

Cfpr.  Which  were  itnotmySifters,  I Ihouldkils: 

With  too  much  heat.  i 

Clarif  My  Father  and  his  guefts,  Sir. 

Alber.  Oh  my  old  friend,  my  tri’d  friend,  my  Bap  fa: 

Thefe  days  of  reft  and  feafting,  fute  not  with  j 

Our  tougher  natures,  thofe  were  golden  ones. 

Which  were  enjoy’d  at  Seay  that’s  our  true  Mother: 

The  Land’s  to  us  a ftep-damey  there  wclbught 
Honor,  and  wealth  through  dangers : yet  thole  dangers 
Delighted  more  than  their  rewards,  though  great  ones,  1 

And  worth  the  undertakers ; here  we  ftudy  i 

The  Kitchin  Arts,  to  fliarpen  appetite. 

Dull’d  with  abundance  i and  difpute  with  Heaven  y 
If  that  thelealt  pufTof  the  rough  North-wind, 

Blaft  our  times  burthen,  rendring  to  our  Palats 
The  charming  juice  Icfspleafingy  whereas  there 
If  we  had  Bisket,  powder’d  fletti,  frefh  water, 

We  thought  them  delicates,  and  for  Mufick  1 

If  a ftrong  gale  but  made  the  main  yard  crack, 

We  danc’d  to  the  loud  Minftrel. 

Bapt.  And  fear’d  lefs, 

( So  far  wc  were  in  love  with  noble  aftion  ) 

Atempeftthan  a calm. 

Alber.^  ’Tis  true  Baptijla  y 
There,  there,  from  mutual  aids  lent  to  each  other, 

• And 
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And  virtuous  emul3tion  to  exceed 

In  manly  daring,  the  true  School  of  fricndfhip. 

We  learnt  thole  principles,  which  confirm’d  us  friends 
Never  to  be  forgot. 

Baptifi.  Never  I hope.  (non, 

Alber.  We  were  married  there,  for  bells  the  roaring  Ca- 
Aloud  proclaim’d  it  lawful,  and  a prize 
Then  newly  ta’cn,and  equally  divided. 

Serv’d  as  a dowry  to  you,  then  ftil’d  my  wife  ^ 

And  did  enable  me  to  be  a Husband, 

Fit  to  encounter  fo  much  wealth,  though  got 
With  bloud  and  horror. 

Maria.  If  fo  got,  ’tis  fit  Sir 
Now  you  poflefs  it,  that  you  fliould  enjoy  it 
In  peace,  and  quiet  •,  I,  your  Son,  and  Daughter 
That  reap  the  harveft  of  your  winters  labour. 

Though  debtors  for  it  yet  have  often  trembled, 

When,  in  way  of  difeourfe,  you  have  related 
How  you  came  by  it. 

Alber.  Trcmblcci?  howthefoftnels 
Of  your^ex  n ay  excufeyou.  I’ll  not  argue. 

But  to  the  world,  howe’er  I hold  thee  noble 
1 Ihould  proclaim  this  boy  feme  cowards  baftard. 

And  not  the  Image  of  Albertur  youth : 

If  when  fome  vvifli’d  occafion  calls  him  forth. 

To  a brave  trial,  one  weak  artery 
Of  his,  Ihould  fhowa  fever,  though  grim  death 
Put  onathoufand  dreadful  fhapesto  fright  him  j 
The  Elements,  the  Sea,  and  all  the  Winds 
We  number  on  our  compafs,  then  confpiring 
To  make  the  Scxnemore  ghaftly^  1 muft  have  thee 
Sirrah,  I muft.  If  once  you  grapple  with 
An  enemies  fhip,  to  board  her,  though  you  fee 
The  defperate  Gunner  ready  to  give  fire. 

And  blow  the  deck  up,  or  like  C<^r’/ Soldier 
Thy  hands  like  his  cut  ofl^  hang  by  the  teeth, 

And  die  undaunted. 

Maria.  I even  die  to  hear  you : 

Myfbn,  my  lov’d  Cefario  run  fuch  hazards  ? 

Blefs’d  Saints  forbid  it:  you  have  done  enough 
Already  for  one  family,  that  rude  way  ^ 

I’ll  keep  him  fafe  at  home,  and  train  him  up 
A compleat  Courtier : may  I live  to  fee  him. 

By  fweet  difeourfe.  and  gracious  demeanor, 

Winn,  and  bring  home  a fair  Wife,  and  a rich*, 

’Tis  ail  I reft  ambitious  of. 

The  beauties  of  the  City  (where  they  flood. 

Fix’d  likelo  many  of  the  faireft  flats ) 

Shot  from  their  windows  at  thee?  how  it  fir’d 

Their  blouds  to  fee  the  enemies  captive  ftreams 

Born  through  the  ftrectv?  nor  could  dmttc  Juliana 

The  Duke’s  fair  N eece,  though  guarded  with  her  greatnefs 

Relift  this  gallant  charge,  but  laying  by 

Defparity  of  fortune  feom  the  obje(ft. 

Yielded  her  felf  thy  prifbner. 

Bap.  Pray  you  chufe  Ibme  other  theme. 

Mari.  Can  there  be  one  more  pleafing  / 

Bap.  That  triumph  drew  on  me  a greater  torture, 

And  ’tis  in  the  remembrance  little  left 
Than  ever  Captive  fuffer’d. 

Mari.  How to  gain  the  favour  of  fb  great  a Lady 
Bap.  y es,  fince  it  prov’d  fatal,t’have  been  happy, Madam, 
Adds  to  calamity,  and  the  heavy  lofs 
Of  her  I durft  not  hope  for, once  enjoy’d. 

Turns  what  you  think  a blelTing  toacurfe, 

Which  grief  would  have  forgotten. 

Alber.  I am  forry  I touch’d  upon  it. 

Maria.  I burn  rather,  Sir, 

With  a defire  to  hear  the  ftory  of 
Your  loves,  and  fhall  receive  itasaTavour, 

Which  you  may  grant. 

Bap.  You  muft  not  be  deny ’d, 

Yet  with  all  brevity  I muft  report  it:^ 

’Tis true,  fuxr  Juliana  (Ge«o»a’/ pride) 

Enamour’d  of  my  aftions,  lik’d  my  perfon , 

Nor  could  I but  with  joy  meet  her  affedionj 
Since  it  was  lawful,  for  my  firft  wife  dead 
We  were  clofely  married,  and  for  fome  few  months 
Tailed  the  fruits  of’t-,  but  malicious  fate. 

Envying  our  too  much  happinefs,  wrought  upon 
A faithlefs  fervant,  privy  to  our  plot. 

And  Cabinet-Counfelor  to  Juliana, 

Who  either  for  hope,  or  reward,  or  fear, 

Difeover’d  us  to  the  incenfed  Duke  j 

Whofe  rage  made  her  clofe  prifoner,  and  pronounc’d 

On  me  perpetual  banifhment:  feme  three  years 

I wander’d  on  the  Seas,  fince  entertain’d 

By  the  great  Duke  of  Florence  ■,  but  what  fate 

Attended  her  ? or  Profpero  my  friend. 

That  ftaid  at  Genoua,  to  expert  the  iflue. 

Is  yet  uncertain. 

Alber.  A Wife! 

Enter  a Gentleman. 

As  if  there  were  acourfe  to  purchafeone 
Prevailing  more  than  honourable  aftion  / 

Or  any  Interceflbrs  move  fb  far. 

To  take  a Miftrifs  of  a noble  fpirit, 

As  the  true  fame  of  glorious  vidbories, 

Atchiev’dby  fwcat  and  bloud ! Oh  the  brave  dames 
Of  warlike  Genoual  they  had  eyes  to  fee 
The  inward  man,  and  only  from  his  worth. 

Courage,  andconquefts:  the  blind  Archer  Imew 
To  head  his  fhafts,  or  light  his  quenched  Torch, 

They  were  proof  againft  themelfe. 

No  Carpet  Knight 

That  fpent  his  youth  in  Groves,  or  pleafant  Bowers*, 
Or  ftretching  on  a Couch  his  lazy  limbs, 

Sung  to  his  Lute  fuchfoft  and  melting  Notes, 

As  Ovid,  nor  ever  knew. 

Could  work  on  them, 'nor  once  bewitch’d  their  fenfe  j 
Though  he  came  fo  perfundas  he  hadrobb’d 
Sab£a,  or  Arabia,  of  their  wealthy 
And  ftor’d  it  in  one  fute : 

I ftill  remember. 

And  ftill  remember  it  with  joy,  Baptifla, 

When  from  the  refeue  of  the  Genoua  Fleet, 

Almoft  furpriz’d  by  the  V enetian  Gallies, 

Thou  didft  return,  and  wert  receiv’d  in  triumph. 

How  lovely  in  thy  honor’d  wounds  and  fears 
Thou  didft  appear  what  worlds  of  amorous  glances 

Alber.  From  the  Duke: 

Bap.  He’s  welcome,  to  end  my  forc’d  relation.' 

Alber.  Signior  Baptijla-, 

The  Great  Dukes  Will  commands  your  prefent  care, 

Gent.  It  points  indeed  at  both  of  you 
Bap.  I wait  it. 

Alber.  In  Mariana,  to  your  reft. 

Bap.  Nay  leave  us,  we  muft  be  private, 

Maria.  Stay  not  long  Cefario: 

• Exeunt.  Cefario,  Mentivolc. 

Mentivo.  Sothefeoldmen  vanifh’d,  ’tis  allow’d 
That  we  may  fpeak,  and  howfbe’rthey  take 
Delight  in  the  difeourfe  of  former  dangers. 

It  cannot  hinder  us  to  treat  a little 
Of  prefent  pleafures. 

Cefario,  Which  if  well  injoy’d. 

Will  not  alone  continue,  butincreafe 
In  us  their  friendfliip. 

Ment.  How  fhall  we  fpend  the  night  ? 

Tofnoreit  out  like  drunken  Vutebmen,  would 
Sort  ill  with  us  Italianr.  We  are  made 
Of  other  metall,  fiery,  quick,  and  artivej 
Shall  we  take  our  fortune?  and  while  our  cold  fathers 
(In  whom  long  fince  their  youthful  heats  were  dead,) 

Talk  much  of  Marji  ferve  under  Venus  Enfigns, 

And  feek  a Miftrifs, 

Cifar.^ 
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Ce  'ir.  That’s  a game  dear  friend. 

That  docs  admit  no  rival  in  chafe  of  it, 

•\nd  cither  to  be  undertook  alone. 

Or  i>ot  to  be  attempted. 

Mnit.  I’ll  not  prefs  yon^ 

What  other  fports  to  entertain  the  time  with 
The  following  morning? 

CtUr.  Any  that  may  become  us. 

Mi  nt,  is  the  N:'opjhtji:  horfe  the  Viceroy  fent  you, 

In  a fit  plight  to  run? 

C.-yjr.  So  my  Groom  tells  me. 

I can  boaft  little  of  my  horfemanfhip  ^ 

Yet  upon  his  alTurance,  I dar  e wager 
A thoufand  Crowns,  ’gaiiift  any  horfe  ia  Florence^ 

For  aueiglii  mile  courie, 

Me»t.  luoiildnot  win  of  you. 

In  refpeft  ^ouare  impatient  of  lofs ; 

Fife  1 diirft  match  him  with  my  Barbary 
For  twice  the  fnm.  (beaten 

CcjCtr.  Von  do  well  to  excufe  it,  being  certain  to  be 
M^nt.  Tufli.  Yon  know  the  contrary. 

C Jar  To  end  the  controvcrlle 
Put  it  to  trial,  by  my  life  I’ll  meet  you, 

Entfr  ClariflL 


With  the  next  rifing  Sun, 

Ment.  A match,  but  here 
Appears  a Cynthia^  tliat  Icorns  to  borrow 
A beam  of  light  from  the  great  eye  of  Heaven, 

She  being  her  felf  all  brightnefs:,  how  I envy 
Tliofe  amorous  fmiles,  thole  killes,  butfure  chafteones 
V\  hich  fhe  vouchinfes  her  brother  ? 

Clanf.  You  arc  wanton  ; 

Prav  }OU think,  me  not  Biamba^  leave  I pray  you-, 

My  Mother  not  ficcp  before  flie  fee  you. 

And  finceyou  know  her  tcndernel's,  nay  fondnefs-. 

In  cvefy  circumfiar.ee  that  concerns  your  lafety. 

Yon  are  not  equal  to  her. 

Cefar.  I iTLufc  leave  you,  but  will  not  fail  to  meet  you 
Mfnt.  Soft  ficeps  to  you. 

U'lthin.  Mariana  : C if  arm. 

C lanj'.  ^ ou  are  call’d  again. 

Cefjr  So  re  Sons 

Complain  of  too  much  riger  in  their  IMothcrs-, 

I o.^ too  much  indulgence:,  you  will  follow. 


Exit. 


C/jnT  You  are  her  firft  care,  therc.fore  lead  the  way. 
Mtnt.  -he  .‘■ales;  bi.fl: opportunity,  fne ft aies : 

As  Ike  invited  coilftrence,  ii!cv/as  ever 
X-yjit,  and  free  : .but  thus  to  tempt  my  fraiky. 

Argues  a yielding  in  her-,  or  contempt 
Of  a'4  that  i dare  offer  -,  ftand  1 now 
Confulting  ? Ao,  i’ll  put  it  home. 

Clarif.  \Vho  waits  there  f more  Lights, 

Ment.  Yon  need  them  not,  they  are  as  ufclefs,. 

As  at  noon-day  ^ can  there  be  darkncls,  where 
Nature  then  wifely  liberal,  voucldaf’d 
To  lend  two  Suns, 

Clarif.  H^psrbolss : 

Ment.  No,  truths : 

Truths  beauteous  V irgin,  fo  my  lovc-fick  heart 

Allures  me,  and  my  underftandiag  tells  me 

I mufl  approach  them  wiftiy,  flionld  I rafhly 

Prefs  near  their  fcorching  beams,  they  would  confume  me 

And  on  the  contrary,  fliould  your  difdain 

Keep  meat  too  much  diftance,  and  1 v/ant 

Their  comfortalde  heat,  the  froftof  death 

W ould  fcizeon-nlL  my  faculties. 

Cla.  Pray  you  paufe.  Sir. 

Thisvehcmency  of  dilcourfe  muftelfenec^  tire  you. 
Thcfe  gay  words  take  not  me,  ’tis  fimple  faith 
[ Honeft  integrity,  and  lawful  flames 

' I am  delighted  with: 

Ment.  Such  I bring  with  me,  and  therefore  Lady, 


Cla.  But  that  you  took  me  off 
E’re  I came  to  a periesd-,  I had  added 
A long  experience  mufl  be  requir’d 
Both  ofhis  faith  and  truft,  with  whom  a Virgin" 

TralHcks  for,  what’s  deareft  in  this  life, 

Her  liberty,  and  honor  ^ I confels 
I oft  have  view’d  you  with  an  eye  of  favour, 

And  with  your  generous  parts  the  many  tenders 
Of  doing  me  all  fair  offices,  have  won 
A good  opinion  from  me. 

Ment.  Oh  fpeakever,  I never  heard  fuch  Muflek ; 

Cla.  A plain  tune,  Sir  : 

But  ’tis  a hearty  one  j when  I perceive 
By  evident  proofs,  your  aims  are  truly  noble. 

And  that  you  bringthe  Engines  of  fair  Love, 

Not  of  foul  Luff,  to  fhake  and  undermine 
My  Maiden- fortrefs ; I may  then  make  good 
What  now  I dare  not  promife. 

Ment.  You  already 

In  taking  notice  of  my  poor  defervings. 

Have  been  magnificent,  and  ’twill  appear 
A frontiers  impudence  to  ask  beyond  this 
Yet  qualifie,  though  not  cxcufe  my  error,, 

Though  now  1 am  ambitious  to  defire 
A confirmation  of  it. 

Cla.  So  it  wrong  not  my  modefty  to  grant  it, 

Ment.  ’Tis  far  from  me, 

I only  am  a fuitor,  you  would  grace  me 
Wfith  fome  toy,  but  made  rich  in  that  you  wore  it. 

To  warrant  to  the  world  that  I ufurpnot 
When  Ipreliime  to  ftile  my  felf  your  fervant, 

A ribond  from  your  fliooe: 

Cla.  You  are  too  humble, 

I’ll  think  upon’t^  and  fbmething  of  more  value 
Shall  witnefs  liow  I prize  you,  it  grows  late, 

I’li  bring  you  to  the  door, 

Ment.  You  ftill  more  bind  me.- Exeunt. 

(?/ Florence,  Alberto,  Baptifta,  Ma- 
giflrates.)  and  Attendantf. 

VhkS’  You  find  by  this  allur’d  intelligence 
The  preparation  of  die  ‘lurks  againft  us. 

We  have  met  him  oft  and  beat  him;,  now  to  fear  him 
. W'ould  argue  want  of  courage,  and  I hold  it. 

A fafer  policie  for  us  and  our  figmories 
To  charge  him  in  his  pafiage  o’er  the  Sea, 

Than  to  exped  him  here. 

Alb.  May  it  pkafe  your  Highnels 
Since  you  vouchfafe  to  think  me  worthy  of 
This  great  iinployment,  if  I may  deliver 
My  judgement  freely,  ’tis  not  flattery 
Though  I fay  my  opinion  waits  on  you, 

Nor  would  I give  my  fuffrage  and  confent 
To  what  you  have  propos’d,  but  that  I know  it 
Worth  the  great  fpcaker,  though  that  the  denial 
Call’d  on  your  heavy  anger.  For  my  felf 
I do  profefs  thus  much,  if  a blunt  Soldier, 

May  borrow  fo  much  from  the  oyl’d  tongii’d  Courtier, 
(Thatecchoes  whatlbe’er  the  Prince  allows  of) 

All  that  my  long  experience  hath  taught  me 
That  have  [pent  three  parts  of  my  life  at  Sea, 

( Let  itnottafteof  arrogance  that  I fay  it ) 

Could  not  have  added  rea ions  of  more  weight 
Tofortilic  your  affedions’  than  fuch 
As  your  grace  out  of  obfervation  mcerly 
Already  have  propounded. 

Bap  With  the  honor  to  give  the  daring  enemy  an  affront 
In  being  the  firftopyiofer  it  will  teach 
Your  Soldiers boldnefs : and  ftrikefear  in  them 
That  dprft  attempt  you. 

I Magi.  Viduals  and  Ammunition, 

And  Money  too,  the  finews  ofthc  War,arcftor’dupinthe 
Magazine. 

2 Magi, 


^ 
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; 2.  Mjcj.  And  the  Gallics  new  rig\l  and  train’d  up. 

And  at  two  dayes  warning  fit  for  the  fcrvicc. 

P«%.  We  commend  your  care, 

Nor  will  we  e’er  be  wanting  in  Our  counfcls, 

As  we  doubt  not  your  action  •,  you 

Shall  fl:ay  with  us-,  that  Merchant  is  not  wife, 

That  ventures  his  whole  fortunes  in  one  bottom. 

/Albert.  Be  our  Admiral,  fpare  your  thanks, 

’Tis  Merit  in  you  that  invites  this  honor, 

Prefervp  it  fuch  ^ ere  long  you  fhall  hear  more. 

Things  rafhly  undertaken  end  as  ill,  _ 

But  great  acts  thrive  when  rcafon  guides  the  will. 


— Exeunt.  Enter  3 Gentlemen. 

1.  No  qiiefHon  ’twas  not  well  done  in  Cjifarb^ 

To  crofs  the  horfe  of  young  Mentivole 
In  the  midft  of  this  courfe. 

2.  That  was  not  all,  the  fwitcliing  him  dull’d  him. 

5 . Would  that  both  the  jades 

Had  broke  their  necks,  when  they  firft  ftarted  •,  ’Slight, 
We  ftand  here  prating,  give  them  leave  to  whifper, 
And  when  they  have  cut  one  anothers  throats 


Enter  Mentivole,  and  Caslario. 

Make  in  to  part  ’em. 

; 2.  There  is  no  fuch  hazard, 

j Their  Fathers  friendfliip,  and  their  love  forbid  it  y 
I See  where  they  come ! 

1 . With  fury  in  their  looks. 

' Ment.  You  have  the  wager,  with  what  foul  play  got 
; I’ll  not  dilpute : 

Cafar.  Foul  play? 

Ment.  1 cannot  fpeak  it 
‘ In  a fairer  language,  and  if  Ibme  relpeds 
’ Familiar  tomyfelfchain’d  not  my  tongue, 

I Ihould  fay  no  more.  I Ihould,  but  I’ll  fit  down. 

With  this  difgrace^  how  e’er  prefs  me  no  farther, 
i For  if  once  more  provok’d,  you’ll  underftand 
' I dare  no  more  fuller  an  Injury, 

Than  I dare  do  one. 

Cafar.  Why  Sir  are  you  injur’d 
. In  that  I take  my  right  which  I would  force. 

Should  you  detain  it  ? , 

Ment.  Put  it  to  judgment. 

Cafar.  No^  my  will  in  this  lhall  carry  it. 

- Ment.  Your  will  ? nay,  farewell  foftnefs  then. 

7hey  juddenly  draw, 

3.  This  I forefaw. 

2.  Hold,  hold. 

Cafar.  I am  hurt.  _ ^ 

2.  Shift  for  your  felf, ’tis  death. ^ . 

Afen.  As  yourelj^ed  me,  bear  him  off  withcare^ 

If  he  mifearry  llnce  he  did  the  wrong, 

I’ll  ftand  the  Ihock  ef’t. 

2.  Gently,  he  will  faint  elle 

Exeunt  Gent,  with  C^lario. 
Ment.  And  fpeedily,  I befeech  you  ^ my  rage  over. 

That  pour’d  upon  my  reafon  clouds  of  error, 

I fee  my  folly,  and  at  what  dear  lofs 
I have  exchang’d  a real  innocence, 

1 To  gain  a meer  fantaftical  report,  ^ 

! Tranlported  onlyby  vain  popular  wind. 

To  be  a daring,  nay,  fool-hardy  Man. 


E>  t:r  Baptiftl. 

But  could  1 fatisfic  my  illf  within  here. 

How  nioalcl  1 bear  my  lathers  frown?  They  meet  me. 

My  guilt  conjures  him  hither. 

B.ip.  Sirrah : 

Mentiv.  Sir ; 

Bap.  1 have  met  the  trophies  of  your  rufiianfword ; 

Was  there  no  other  Anvilc  to  make  triall 
How  lar  thou  durft  be  wicked,  but  the  bolbme 
Of  him,  which  under  the  adulterate  name 
Of  friendlhip,  thou  haft  murder’d. 

Ment.  Murder’d  Sir? 

My  dreams  abhor  fo  bafe  a fafl  j true  valour 
Imploy’d  to  keep  my  reputation  fair 
From  the  auftereft  Judge,  can  never  merit 
To  be  branded  with  that  titles  you  begot  me 
A man,  no  coward  ^ and  but  call  your  youth 
To  memory,  when  injur’d,  you  could  never 
Boaft  of  the  AHes  fortitude,  llavc-likc  patience : 

And  you  might  juftly  doubt  I were  your  Ion, 

If  I Ihould  entertain  it  j if  Cifario 
Recover,  as  I hope  his  wound’s  not  mortal, 

A fecond  tryal  of  what  I dare  doe 

In  a juft  caufe,  lhall  give  ftrong  witnefs  for  me 

I am  the  true  heir  to  Baptijia’'s  courage. 

As  to  his  other  fortunes. 

Baptiji.  Boy,  to  neither : 

But  on  this  ftri^  condition,  which  intreatics 
From  Saints,  nay  Angels,  lhall  not  make  me  alter. 

A friendlhip  fb  began,  and  Ip  continu’d 
Between  me  and  my  beft  friend. 

Your  brawls  lhall  not  dillblve  •,  it  is  my  will, 

And  as  I am  thy  Father,  I command  thee. 

That  inftantly,  on  any  termes,  how  poor 

So  e’er,  it  skills  not,  thou  delire  his  pardon,  ^ 

And  bring  aftiirance  to  me,  he  has  lign’d  it, 

Or  by  my  Fathers  foul  I’ll  never  know  thee : 

But  as  a ftranger  to  my  blood  ^ perform  it, 

And  fuddenly,  without  reply,  I have  laid  it. 

Ment.  And  in  it  given  a heavier  fentence  on  me 
Than  the  molt  cruel  death  •,  you  are  my  father 
And  your  will  to  be  ferv’d,  and  not  diljmted 
By  me,  that  am  your  Son : But  I’ll  obey. 

And  though  my  heart-ftrings  crack  for’t,  make  it  known, 
When  you  command,  my  faculties  are  your  own.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Seemdus. 


Sc£na  Trima, 

Enter  Alberto,  Phyfitian,  and  a Chirurgion. 

O 

Thyf.  T TAve  patience.  Noble  Sir  ^ your  fon  Cafario 
XT.  Will  recover  without  queftion. 

Surgeon.  A flight  wound. 

Though  it  pierc’t  his  body,  it  hath  mifs’d  the  vitals. 

Phyf.  My  life  for’t , he  lhall  take  the  air  again  within 
thefe  ten  dayes. 

^Iber.  O but  from  a friend, 

To  receive  this  bloody  meafure  from  a friend ! 

If  that  a man  Ihould  meet  a violent  death. 

In  a place  where  he  had  taken  lancftuary. 

Would  it  not  grieve  him  ? fuch  all  Florence  held 
Their  friendlhip,  and  ’tis  that  which  multiplies 
The  injury. 

Phyfi.  Have  patience  worthy  Signior. 

Ccc  Jlber.  1 


The  fair  Maid  of  the  Inru 


Albsr.  1 do  protcft,  as  1 am  Man  and  Soldier, 

If  1 had  buried  him  in  a wave  at  Sea, 
in  Ibmc  honorable  aition) 

I would  not,  to  the  laltncfs  of  his  grave, 

Have  added  the  Icalt  tear:,  but  thefe  quarrels 

Enter  Mariana,  and  Clarilla. 

Bred  our  of  gem:  and  wine,  I had  as  live 
Ke  Ihould  have  died  of  aSurfet. 

Mjt'u.  Oh  what  comfort  ? How  is  it  with  our  Son  Sir  ? 
Albcr.  His  W’ork-malters 
Bear  me  in  hand  here,  as  my  Lawyer  does, 

W’hcn  1 have  a crackt  Title,  or  bad  Sute  in  Law, 

All  n^all  go  well. 

Mana  1 pray  you  Gentlemen,  what  tliink  you  of  his 
wound. 

lh\ft.  ^ pis  but  a faatch,  nothing  to  danger. 

Cljrif.  But  he  receiv’d  it  from  a friend, 

.And  the  unkindnefs  ta’en  at  that,  may  kill  him. 

Mjr-,  Let  me  lee  him  : 
fbyft.  By  no  means,  he  flumbers. 
bliri.  Then  I cannot  believe  you, 

W'hen  you  tell  me  there’s  hope  of  him. 

A I her.  Yet  many  Ladies 
Do  give  more  faith  to  their  Phyfitian. 

Than  to  their  Confellbr. 

Cbrif.  O my  poor  lofl;  brother, 

.And  friend  more  dear  than  Brother. 

Albtr.  .Alore  loud  inftruments 
Todilfurb  his  flumbers!.  goe,goe,  take  Caroch  *. 

And  as  you  love  me,  youandtheGirlc  retire 

To  our  Summer  houle,  i’ch’  Country^  I’ll  be  with  you’ 

Within  thefe  two  days. 

At  aria.  I am  yo  jrs  in  all  things. 

Though  with  much  Ibrrowto  leave  him. 

Exeunt  Maria,  Clarif 

Alber.  I pray  you  Gentlemen, 

With  befl:  obfervance  tend  your  Patient  ^ 

The  lofsof  my  heir-male,  lies  now  a bleeding. 

Enter  Mentivole. 

.And  think  what  payment  his  recovery 
Shall  Ihow’r  upon  you. 

Of  all  men  breathing  y 

Exeunt  Phyfitian, -Chirurf 
Wherefore  do  you  arrive  here  ? Are  you  mad  ? 

My  injury  begins  to  bleed  afrelh 
At  fight  of  you  •,  why  this  affront  of  yours 
I receive  more  malitious  than  the  other. 

Your  hurt  was  only  danger  to  my  fon  ; 

But  your  fight  to  me  is  death  ^ Why  come  you  hither  ? 

Do  you  come  to  view  the  wounds,  which  you  have  made  ? 

And  glory  in  them? 

Menti.  Rather  worthy  Sir,  to  pour  Oyl  into  them. 

Alber.  I am  a Soldier  Sir, 

I -eafl;  part  of  a Courtier, and  underltand 
By  your  fmoothOyl, 

Your  preient  flattery. 

Ment:.  Sir,  for  my  Fathers  fake  ackno^edgeme 
To  be  born  a Gentleman,  no  flave  ^ I ever 
Held  flatterers  of  that  breeds  do  not  mifeonftrue 
In  your  diftafleof  me,  the  true  intent 
Of  my  coming  hither,  for  I do  protefl; 

I do  not  come  to  tell  you  I am  fbrry 
For  your  fons  hurt. 

Alber.  Not  forry  ? 

Mentt.  No  not  fbrry,  1 have  to  the  lo  welt  ebbe , Ibit  all 
my  fury : 

But  I muft  not  lofe  my  honefly  •,  ’twas  he 
Gave  heat  unto  the  injury,  which  return’d 
OJke  a Petar,  ill  lighted,  into  ’th’  bofome 
Of  him,  gave  fire  to’t)  yet  1 Hope  his  hurt-, 

J-,  not  io  dangerous,  but  he  may  recover  ^ 


When  if  it  pleafe  him,  call  me  to  account. 

For  the  lofsof  fomuch  blood,  I fliall  be  ready 
To  do  him  noble  rcalbn. 

Alber.  You  are  arm’d  me  thinks  with  wondrous  ccinfi- 
dence. 

A^enti.  O with  the  befl  Sir-, 

For  1 bring  penitence,  and  fatisfadion. 

Alber.  Satisfadion  ? Why  I heard  you  fay  but  now. 
You  were  not  forry  for  his  wounds. 

Memi.  Nor  am  I:  the  fatisfadibn  which  I bring  Sir,  is 
to  you^ 

You  are  a Gentleman  ne’er  injur’d  me  j 
One  ever  lov’d  my  Father,  the  right  way. 

And  moll;  approv’d  of  noble  amity. 

’ Yet  1 have  run  my  fword  quite  through  your  heart 
J Andflightly  hurt  your  fbn^  for’t  may  be  fear’d,  ’ 

^ A grief  la’en  at  thefe  years  for  your  fbns  lofs, 

' May  hazard  yours;  And  therefore  I am  lent 
By  him  that  has  mod  intereft  in  your  Ibrrow  ^ 

W ho  having  chidmealmofttotheruin 
Of  a dilhcritance,  f or  violating 
So  concuiued  and  fo  facred  a fricndfliip 
Of  50  \\'inters  ftanding : fuch  a friendfhip. 

That  ever  did  continue  like  the  fpring-, 

Ne’er  faw  the  fall  o’th’  leaf-,  by  him  I am  fent 
To  fay  the  wrong  I have  done  Sir,  is  to  you : 

And  that  I have  quite  loft  him  for  a Father, 

Until  I find  your  pardon  - nay  there  follows 
A weightier  deprivation  -,  his  Eflate 
I could  with  a left  number  of  fighs  part  with. 

Fortune  might  attend  my  youth,  and  mydefervings 
In  any  Climate : but  a Fathers  blelfing, 

T o fettle  and  confirm  that  fortune,  no  where  -, 

But  only  here.  Your  pardon,  give  me  that  ^ 

And  when  you  have  done,  kill  me-,  for  ’tis  that 
Takes  from  me  the  efied  of  excommunication  , 

A Fathers  heavy  curie. 

^ Alber.  Nay,  may  that  curie. 

Light  on  himfelf,  for  lending  thee  in  this  minute  : 

When  I am  grown  as  deaf  to  all  companion. 

As  the  cruelleft  Sea-fight,  or  moll  horrid  temped. 

That  I had  drown’d  i’th’  Sea  a thoufand  duckets^ 

Thou  hadd  not  made  this  vifit : rafh  young  man, 

Thou  tak’d  me  in  an  ill  Planet,  and  hadcaufe 
To  curie  thy  Father  v for  I do  proted. 

If  I had  met  thee  in  any  part  o’th’  World, 

But  under  ray  own  roofe,  I would  have  kill’d  thee. 

iFithin  there, Enter  Phyfitian,  Chirurgion, 

and  Servants. 

Look  you! 

Here’s  a triumph  lent  for  the  death  of  your  young  Mader. 
Serv.  Shall  we  kill  him? 

Alber.  No,  I’ll  not  be  fo  unhofpitable  ^ but  Sir, 

By  my  life,  I vow  to  take  affiirance  from  you. 

That  right  hand  never  more  lhall  drike  my  Ibri. 

Menti.  That  will  be  eafily  proteded. 

.Alber.  Not  eafily,  when  it  mud  be  exafled,and  a bloody 
fcalto’t.  ' 

Bind  him,  and  cutoff’s  right  hand  prclently  : 

Fair  words  lhall  never  latisfic  foul  deeds. 

Chop’s  hand  off. 

Memi.  You  cannot  be  lb  unrighteous,  to  your  own  honori 
Phy.  O Sir,  colled  your  felf; 

And  recall  your  bloody  purpole. 

Alber.  My  intents  of  this  nature,do  ever-  edme  to  aftion. 

Chirur.  Then  I mud  fetch  another  dickler. Exit. 

Alber.  Yet  I do  grieve  at  heart  j 
And  I do  curie  thy  Feather  heartily. 

That’s  the  caufe  of  my  dillionor  ^ lending  thee 
In  fuch  an  hour,  when  I am  apt  for  mifehief; 

Apt,  as  a Dutch.man  after  a Sea-fight, 

When  his  enemy  kneels  afore  him  j come  dilpatch. 

Phyf.  Intreat 


T' he  fair  Maid  of  the  Irm, 
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Phyf.  Intreat  him.  Noble  Sir; 

Menti.  Yon  fhall  cxxiifc  me-, 

Whatlbever  he  dares  do,  that  I dare  fuficr. 

Enter  Cjelario,  ani  Chirurgion. 

Cxfir,  Oil  Sir,  for  honors  fake  ftay  your  foul  piirpofe. 
For  if  you  do  proceed  thus  cruelly. 

There  is  no  queition  in  the  wound  you  give  liim^ 

1 fliall  bleed  to  death  for’t. 

Alber.  Thpu  art  nbt  of  my  temper^ 

What  I purpofe,  cannot  be  alter’d. 

Serv.  Sir^  the  Duke  . 

With  all  fpeed  expeds  you.  You  mufl:  inflantly 
Ship  all  your  followers,  and  to  Tea. 

Alber.  My  blefling  ftay  with  thee  upon  this  condition, 
Take  away  his  ufe  of  fighting  *,  as  thou  hop’ft 
To  be  accounted  for  my  fon,  perform’t  — ‘Exit. 
Cefir.  You  hear  what  I am  injoyn’d  to. 

Menti.  Pray  thee  take  it. 

Only  this  ring,  this  beft  efteem’d  Jewel ; 

I will  not  give’t  to’th’  hangrnan  chops  itoffi 

It  is  too  dear  a relique.  I’ll  remove  it  nearer  my  heart. 

C£far.  Ha,  that  Rings  my  Sifters. 

The  Ring  I injoyn’d  her  never  part  withal 
Without  my  knowledge  j come.  Sir,  we  are  friends^ 

Pardon  my  fathers  heat,  and  melancholy  •, 

Two  violent  Fevers  which  he  caught  at  Sea  j 
And  cannot  yet  lhake  off : only  one  promife 
I muft  injoyn  you  to,  and  ferioufly. 

Hereafter  you  fliall  never  draw  a Sword 
T o the  prejudice  of  my  life. 

Menti.  By  my  beft  hopes  I fliall  not. 

C Afar.  I pray  deliver  me  yourfword 
On  that  condition. 

Me4ti.  I fliall  Sir,  m^  it  hereafter 
Ever  fight  on  your  parr. 

Cifar.  Noble  Sir,  I thank  you  h 
But  for  performance  of  your  vow,  I intreat 
Some  gage  from  you. 

Menti.  Any  Sir. 

C£jar.  Deliver  me  that  ring.  ^ 

Menti.  Ha,thisRing?  indeed  this  Jewel  binds  me,' 

If  you  knew  the  vertue  of  it,  never  moire 
To  draw  my  fword  againft  you. 

CdifaT.  Therefore  I will  have  it. 

Menti.  You  may  not.  . 

Cefar,  Come : you  muft.  r 

I that  by  violence  could  take  your  hand , . 

Can  inforce  this  from  you-,  this  is  a token  Sir, 

That  we  may  prove  friends  hereafter.  _ Fare  you  mH. 

Tlyf.  Why  did  you  ceiie  his  Sword  Sir  ? 

Cefdr.  To  perform  what  my  Father  bade  me, ‘ 

I have  for  the  prefent  ta’en  away  his 
Ufe  of  fighting: 

Phyf.  Better  fb,  . , 

Than  take  that  which  your  Father  meanti  . , 

Manet,  Mentivole. 

-Menti.  Was  ever  the  like  ufage  ? O that  Ring! 

Dearer  than  life,  Whither  is  honor  fled? 

Cefario.  Thou  art  unmanly  in  each  partj 
To  feize  my  .'word  firft,  and  then  fplit  my  heart.  Exit. 

Enter  Hoft,  Clown.  _ 

Hofi.  i'liy  Mafter  that  lodges  here  in  my  Ofteria, 

Is  a rare  man  of  art , they  fay  he’s  a Witch. 

Cloof.  A Witch?  Nay,  he’s  one  ftep  of  the  LkddertO 
preferment  higher,  he  is  a Conjurer  ? 

Hoji.  Is  that  his  higher  title  ? 

Clon^.  Yes,  I afliire  you,  for  a Conjurer  is  the  Devils 
Mafter , and  commands  Him  ^ whereas  a Witch  is 
the  Devils  Prentice,  and  obeys  him. 

Hoji.  Bound  Prentice  to  the  Devil ! 

I Clow.  Bound  and  inroll’d  I affure  you,  he  cannot  ftart 
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and  therefore  I would  never  wlfli  any  Gentleman  to  turn 
Witch. 

Ho(l.  Why  Man  ? 

Oh  he  lofcs  his  Gentility  by  it,  the  Devil  in  this 
cafe  cannot  help  him,  he  muft  go  to  the  Herald  for  new 
Armes  believe  it. 

Hojt.  As  I am  true  Inkceper,  yet  a Gentleman  born. 

I’ll  ne’er  turn  Witch  for  that  trick  ^ ' 

And  thou  haft  been  a great  Traveller  ? 

Clow.  No  indeed,  not  I Sir^ 

Hoji.  Come,  you  jarc  modeft. 

Clotv.  N{o,  I am  not  modeft,  for  I told  you  a lyc,  that 
you  might  the  better  underftand  I have  been  a Traveller, 
Hoji.  So  Sir,  they  fay  your  Mafter  is  a great  Phyfician  too. 
Clow.  He  was  no  fool  told  you  that,  I afliire  you. 

• Hoji.  And  you  have  been  in  England  .^but  they  fay, Ladies  in 
England  tnkt  z great  deal  of  Phylick. 

Clow.  Both  wayes  on  my  reputation, 

Hoji.  So  ’tis  to  be  underftood ; 

But  they  lay.  Ladies  there  take  Phyfick  for  fafh  ion. 

Clow.  Yes  Sir,  and  many  times  dye  to  keepfafliion. 

Hoji.  How  ? dye  to  keep  falhion ! 

Clow.  Yes,  I have  known  a Lady  fick  of  the  final  I Pocks, 
onely  to  keep  Her  face  from  Pitholes,  take  cold,  ftnke  ciien; 
in  again,  kick  up  the  heels,  andvanilb. 

Hoji.  There  was  kicking  up  the  heels  with  a witnefs. 

Clow.  No  Sir  ^ I confefs  a good  face  has  many  times 
been  the  motive  to  the  kicking  up  of  the  heels  with  a wit- 
nfs  : but  this  was  neJt. 


Enter  Hoftefs,  and  Blanca. 

Hof.  Here  comes  my  wife  and  daughter. 

Clow.  You  have  a prety  commodity  of  this  nieht-worm  ^ 
Hoji.  Why  Man  > 

Clow.  She  is  a pretty  lure  to  draw  cuftom  to  your  ordi- 
• nary.  , - . , 

Hoji.  Do’ft  think  I keep  her  to  that  purpofe  > 

Clow.  When  a Dove-houfe  is  empty,  there  is  cuminfeed 
ufed  to,  pprloine  from  the  reft  of  the  neighbors  ^ In  Eng- 
land you  have,  federal  Adamants,  to  draw  in  fpurs  and  rapi- 
ers ; one  keeps  filk-worms  in  a Gallery : A Milliner  has 
choice  of  Monkies,  and  Paraketoes  • another  fhewes  bawdy 
Eaft-Indian  Pidures,  worfe  than  ever  were  Aretines:  a 

Goldfmith  keeps  his  Wife  wedged  into  his  fhop  like  a Mer- 
maid, nothing  of  her  to  be  feen  (thats  Woman)  but  her  up- 
per part  ? , , , 

Hoji'.  Nothing  but  her  upper  part  ? 

> Clono.  Nothing  but  her  upper  bodies,  and  he  lives  at  the 
more  hearts  eafe. 

Hoji.,  Whgt’s  the  reafbn  ? 

Clow.  Becaufe  her  nether  part  can  give  no  temptation  • 
by  your  leave.  Sir,  I’ll  tend  ray  Mafter,  and  inftantly  be  with  i 
you  for  a cup  of  Cher  ally  this  hot  weather. 

Hoji.  A nimble  pated  Rafcal,  come  hither  Daughter, 
When  was  Cefario  here  ? 

Sian.  Sir,  nOt  this  fortnight. 

, Hoji.  I do  not  like  his  vifits,  commonly 
He  comes  by  Owl-light,  both  the  time  and  manner 
Is  fufpitious  ^ rdoftotlikeit. 

Bian,  Sir,  the  Gentleman 
Is  every  way  fo  noble,  that  you  need  not 
Queftion  his  intent  of  coming,  though  you  did  • 

Pray  Sir  preferve  that  good  opinion  of  me,  ’ 

That  though  the  cuftomeof  the  place  I was  born  in, 

Makes  me  familiar  to  every  gueft, 

I fliall  in  all  things  keep  my  felf  a ftranger 
To  the  vices  they  bring  vvith  them. 

Hofiis.  Right  my  daughter : 

She  has  the  right  ftrain  of  her  Mother. 

Hoji.  Of  her  Mother  ? 

And  I would  fpeak,  I know  from  whence  flietook  it- 
When  I was  as  young,  I was  as  honeft. 

Ccc  2 Hojiefs.  Leave, 


The  fair  Maid  of  the  hm^ 


f/.'  rV/y.l.cavc  your  prating.  I Would  not  have  been  16  barbarous  j Did  he  threat 

Ar.d  Trudy  to  be  drunk  ^ and  abuTe  your  guclls  over  and  To  cut  thy  hand  off.? 
over. 

E>:tcr  Forobofeo,  Clown. 


}L':L  Peace  \\  ife.  My  honorable  guefr. 

F ’;v.  My  indear’J  L andlord? 

And  the  reft  o'th’  complements  o’th’  houfe. 

i/yr.  Breakfa:r  is  ready  Sir  ^ 

It  waites  only  the  tide  of  your  ftomach. 

CA’jr.  And  mine  gapes  for’t  like  a ftaleOyller. 

Ere  you  goto  bal,  Tail  not  of  that  I pray\ 

--  Exfuut  all  but  Forobofeo,  and  Clown. 

fc-rr.  We  will  infcantly  be  witli  you  j 
Now  we  arc  all  fellows. 

N ine  a Clock,  and  no  Clyents  come 
Ycr,  liire  thou  do’ft  not  fet  up  bills  enoughs 
! Chiv.  1 have  let  up  bills  in  abundance. 

f.vu.  What  Bills? 

C!.<rr.  Marry  for  curing  of  all  difeafes,. 

Recovery  of  Itolii  goods, 

And  a thoulandluchimpoHibilities. 

F.-.w  The  place  is  unlucky. 

Chn'.  No  certain , ’tis  fcarcity  of  mony  ^ do  not  you 
hear  the  Lawyers  complain  of  it  ? Men  have  as  much  Ma- 
lice as  ever  they  had  to  wrangle,  but  they  have  no  Mony : 
Whither  fliOuld  this  Monybetravell’d? 

For,'.  T o the  Devil  1 think. 

Clon\  ’Tis  with  his  Coherer  I am  certain,  that’s  the  U- 
lurer. 

Fore.  Our  cheating  does  not  profper  fo  well  as  it  was 
. wont  to  do. 

Clotv.  No  fure,  why  in  England  viQ  coo’d  cozen  ’em  as 
familiarly,  as  if  we  had  travell’d  with  a Brief,  or  a Dot- 
terv. 

f orj.  I’th’  Low’-countries  we  did  pretty  well. 

ciorv.  So  To;  as  long  as  we  kept  the  Mop-headed  butter- 
boxes  fober;,  marry  when  they  were  drunk,  then  they 
"revv  buzards ; You  fhouid  have  them  reel  their  heads  to- 
ethcr,  and  deliberate^  your  Dutchman  indeed,  when  he 
IS  foxt,  is  like  a Fox:,  for  when  he’s  funk  in  drink;  quite 
earth  to  a Mans  thinking,  ’tis  full  Exchange  time  with  him, 
then  hAs  fubtleft,  butyour  5 rtwr,’twas  nothing  to  blieat 
bim. 

Nothing  ? 

CL'n\  No,  norconfcience  to  be  made  of  it-,  tor  Imcena- 
i ire  aforc-hand  cozen’d  him  of  his  wit,’twas  the  lels  fin  for 
. . 10  cozen  him  of  his  Mony.  _ * 

Fero.  Biitthefc  are  more  nimblc-pated,  W'e  mult 

have  Tome  ne^v  trick  for  them  1 proteft  but  ,that  our 
HeftAs’s  daughter  is  a fweet  Lafs,  and  draws  great  refort 
to’th’  houfe,  we  were  as  good  draw  teeth  a horfeback^  i 

Cloiv.  I told  ’em  in  the  Market-place  you  could  conjure, 

and  no  body  would  believe  me:  but  ere  long  1 will  make 
- ’em  believe  you  can  conjure  with  fuch  a figuary. 

Fr,ro.  What  language  lhall’s  conjure  in?  high  Dutch  1 
think,  that’s  full  i’th’  mouth. 

Cloiv.  No,  no,  Spanijh^  that  roars  befl:  -,  and  will  appear 

more  dreadful.  ^ 

Foro.  Prethee  tell  me  thy  conceit  thou  haft  to  guU  them. 

CluiP.  No.  no,  I will  not  ftael  it^  but  my  deUr  Jews- 
trump,  for  thou  art  but  my  inftrument,  I am  the  plotter, 
and  when  we  have  cozen’d  ’em  moft  titely,  thou  fhaltfteal 
a\say  the  inn-kcepers  daughter.  I’ll  provide  my  fclf  of 
another  moveable  : and  we  will  moft  purely  retire  our  felves 
to  Genn  a. 

/ fro.  Thou  art  the  compafs  I fail  by. 

F.fitcr  Baptifta  and  Mentivole. 

I r,jp.  Was  ever  expeftation  of  fo  Noble 
' \ reqtf.'al  anfwercd  with  fuch  contumely ! 
i A \'M(\.KurnidianX.\i'2X  had  fuck’d  aTigrefs, 
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Mem,  Yes  Sir,  and  his  flaves  were  ready  to  perform’t. 

B./Ft.\\'hat  hind’red  it? 

J\icHt.  Only  his  fons  intreaty. 

Bapt.  Noble  youth, 

I willuhouwcrt  not  of  his  blood tliy  pittj/ 

Gives  me  a hope  thou  art  not. 

Ment.  YoumiftakeSir, 

The  injury  that  followed  from  the  fon, 

Was  worle  than  the  fathers he  did  firft  dilarme 
And  took  from  me  a Jewel,  which  I prize 
Above  my  hand  or  life. 

Bap.  Take  thy  fword  from  thee  ? 

He  ftole  it  like  a Thief  rather,  he  could  not 
I’th’  Field  deprive  thee  of  it. 

Mem.  He  took  it  from  me. 

And  fent  me  forth  fo  thin,  and  fb  unmade  up. 

As  if  I had  been  a Foot-boy. 

Bap.  O my  fury! 

1 muft  now  ask  thee  forgivenefs,  that  myralhnefs^ 

Bred  out  of  too  much  friendOiip,  did  expofe  thee 
To  fb  eminent  a danger  which  I vow 
I will  revenge  on  the  whole  Family : 

All  th(^ calamities  of  my  whole  life. 

My  banifhment  from  Genoa^  my  wifes  lofs 
Compar’d  to  this  indignity,  is  nothing  ^ 

Their  Family  fhall  repair’t-,  it  fhall  be  to  them 
Like  a plague,  when  the  Dog-ftar  reigns  moft  hot : 

An  Italim'^s  revenge  may  paufe,but’s  ne’er  forgot.  Exit. 

Mem.  I would  I had  conceal’d  this  from  my  Father, 

For  my  intereft  in  Clarijfa  ^ my  care  now 
Muft  be  to  untangle  this  divifion. 

That  our  moft  equal  flames  may  be  united  ^ 

And  from  thefe  various  and  pertu|^)ed  ftreames. 

Rife,  like  a fweet  Morn,  after  terrible  dreams. — ;;  Exit. 

Enter  Clarifla  and  Ciefario. 

Clar.  Brother,  I am  happy  in  your  recovery, 

C£f. And  I Sifter,  am  ever  beft  pleafed  in  your  happinefs: 
But  I mifs  a toy  fliould  be  on  your  finger. 

Clar.  My  Ring  ^ this  morning  when  I wafh’t 
1 put  it  ofEi  ’tis  in  my  Window. 

Cef.  Vi^herc’s  your  Looking-glafs  ? 

Clar.  Here,  Sir. 

CeJ.  ’Tis  a fair  one. 

Clar.  ’Tis  pure  Chryftal. 

Cef.  Can  a Diamond  cut  in  Cryftal  ? let  me  fee, 

I’ll  grave  my  name  in’t. 

Clar.  Oh,  you’ll  fpoyl  my  glafs. 

Would  you  not  have  your  brother  in  your  eye  ? 

Cef  I had  thought  he  had  been  Planted  in  your  heart, 
Look  you,  the  Diamond  cuts  quaintly,  you  are  cozen’d, 

' Your  Chryftal  is  toobritle. 

Clar.  ’Tis  the  Ring 
I gave  unto  Mentivole.,  fure  the  fame. 

You  put  me  to  amazement  Sir,  and  horror 
How  came  you  by  that  Ring  ? 

Cef.  Does  the  blood  rife  ? ^ 

Clar.  Pray  Sir  refolve  me,  O for  pitty  do/ 

And  take  from  me  a trembling  at  the  heart, 

That  elfe  will  kill  me:  for  I too  much  fear 
Nothing  but  Death  could  ravifli  it  from  his  hand 
That  wore  it. 

Cefar.  Was  it  given  to  Meniivola  on  that  condition  ? 

Clar.  Tell  me  of  his  health  firft. 

And  then  I’ll  tell  you  any  thing. 

Cefar.  By  my  life  he’s  well, 

In  better  health  than  I am. 

Clar.  Then  it  was  Sir. 

Cefar.  Then  ftjall  I ever  hate  thee,  Oh  thou  falfc  onej 
Haft  thou  a Faith  to  give  unto  a friend. 

And  break  it  to  a brother  ? Did  I not, 
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' By  all  the  tycs  of  blood  importune  thee 
Never  to  part  with  it  without  my  knowledge  ? 
Thoumight’fl:  have  given  it  to  a Muliter, 

And  made  a contrad  with  him  in  a liable, 

At  as  cheap  a price  of  my  vengeance : never  more 
Shall  a Womans  truft  beguile  me  *,  You  are  all 
Like  Relicks : you  may  well  be  look’t  upon. 

But  come  a Man  to’th’  handling  of  you  once. 

You  fall  in  pieces. 

Clar.  Dear  Sir,  I have  no  way 
Look’t  either  beneath  reafon,or  myfelf. 

In  my  eledion^  there’s  parity  in  our  blood. 

And  in  our  fortunes,  aiitient  amity 
Betwixt  our  parents : to  which  wants  nothing, 

But  the  Fruit  of  blefl;  Marriage  between  us. 

To  add  to  their  pofterities : nor  docs  now 
Any  impeachment  rife,  except  the  fad 
And  unexpeded  quarrel,  which  divided 
So  noble,  and  fo  excellent  a friendlhip. 

Which  as  I ne’er  had  Magick  to  forelee. 

So  I could  not  prevent. 

C£far.  Well,  you  mull  give  me  leave 
To  have  a hand  in  your  difpofing,!  lhall. 

In  the  abfenceof  my  Father,beyour  Guardian ; 

His  Suit  mull  pafs  through  my  office.  Mefitivole^ 
He  has  too  much  of  my  blood  already  ^ he  has. 
And  he  get’s  no  more  of ’t — 

Wherefore  weep  you  Mothtr  ? 


Efiter  Mariana,  and  a Sailor. 


Marian.  ’Tis  occafion’d  by  a Ibrrow, 

Wherein  you  have  a Child’s  part,  and  the  maineft,’ 

Your  Father’s  dead. 

C^far.  Dead  ? 

Marian.  There’s  one  can  relate  the  reft. 

Sailor.  I can  Sir,  your  Father’s  drown’d, 

Moft  unfortunately  drown’d. 

Cafar.  How  > In  a tempeft  ? 

Sailor.  No  Sir,  in  a calm. 

Calm  as  this  evening  •,  the  Gunner  being  drunk. 

Forgot  to  fallen  the  Ordnance  to  their  ports. 

When  came  a hidden  gull , which  tumbled  them 
All  to  the  Starboord  fide,  o’erturn’d  the  Ship, 

And  funk  her  in  a moment,  fome  fix  men 
That  were  upon  the  deck  were  lav’d : the  reft 
Perilh’d  with  your  Father. 

Clarif.  O my  deareft  Father' ^ ^ ' 

Cefar,  I pray  thee  leave  us. 

Maria.  I have  a forrow  of  another  nature,  equal  to  the 
former. 

Cefar.  And  moft  commonly  they  come  together. 

Maria.  The  Family  of  the 
Are  grown  to  fadion,and  upondiftaft 
Of  the  injury  late  offer’d  in  my  houfe, 

Have  vow’d  a moft  fevere,  and  fell  revenge 
’Gainft  all  our  family,  but  efpecially 
’Gainit  you  my  dear  Cafario. 

Cafar.  Let  them  threat,  I am  prepar’d  to  oppofe  them. 

Maria.  And  is  your  lols  then 
Of  fo  eafie  an  eftimation  ? What  comfort 
Have  I but  in  your  life,  and  your  late  danger 
Prefents  afore  me  what  I am  to  fuller,  ‘ • ' ’• 

Should  you  mifearry  i therefore  I’ll  advile  you 
When  the  Funeral  is  over,  you  would  travel. 

Both  to  prevent  their  fury,  and  wear  outth’  injury! 

Cafar.  No  Mother , I will  not  travel. 

So  in  my  ablence  he  may  marry  my  Sifter, 

I will  not  travel  certain. 

Maria.  O my  Cefario^y 

W’hom  I refped  and  love  ’bove  my  own  life, 

Indeed  with  a kind  of  dotage,  he  lhall  never 


Go  forth  o’ doors,  b.it  thccoiitrury  fflion 
Will  indangcr’s  life, and  then  am  I molt  wretched. 

I am  thinkmgof  a llra:i^;e  pivvention. 

Which  I lhall  witnels  vvifli  a bleeding  eye, 

Fondnels  fometimes  is  woile  than  cruelty.-—  Exrrtnt. 


JHus  Tcrt  ius, 

Scdzna  Frinu. 

Enter  Hoft,  Hollefs,  and  Bianca. 

Hofi.  r T Aunted,  myhoulc  is  haunted  with  goblins.  I 
JlI  lhall  be  frighted  out  of  my  wits,  and  let  up  a 
fign  only  to  invite  Carriers  and  Foot-polls  Icar-crows  to 
keep  off  the  Cavalry,  and  Gentry  of  the  belt  rank.  1 wil 
nail  up  my  doors,  and  wall  up  my  Girlc  (wife)  like  an  An 
chords-,  or  Ihe  will  be  ravilht  before  our  faces,  by  ralcalls 
and  cacafugo’s  (wife)  cacafugo’s. 

Hojiefs.  Thele  are  your  In-comes , remember  your  own 
proverb , the  favor  of  every  gain  finelt  fwcet  ^ tliank  no 
body  but  your  felf  for  this  trouble. 

Hoji.  No  gauling  (dear  Spoufe)  no  gauling,  every  days 
new  vexation  abates  me  two  inches  in  the  waffe,  terrible 
pennance  for  an  Holl,Girle,  girle,  girlc.  Which  of  all  this 
gally-maufry  of  Mans  flelh  appears  tolerable  to  thy  choice 
1 jDeak  lliortly,  and  fpeak  truely  : I mull  and  will  know, mull 
and  will  ^ Hear  ye  that  ? 

Bian.  Sir,  be  not  jealous  of  my  care  and  duty  ^ 

I am  lb  far  from  entertaining  thoughts 
Of  liberty,  that  much  more  excellent  objeds 
Than  any  offuch  courfe  contents  as  thefe  are. 

Could  not  betray  mine  eye  to  force  my  heart  ^ 

Conceive  awilhof  any  dearer  happinels 
Than  your  diredion  warrant’s.  I am  yours  Sir. 

Hojiefs.  What  thinks  the  Man  now  ? Is  not  this  flrangc 
at  73. 

Hoji.^  Very  good  words,  there’s  a tang  in  e’m,  and  a fweet 
one,  ’tis  mulick  (wife)  and  now  I come  t’ee.  Let  us  a lit- 
tle examine  the  feveral  conditions  of  our  Paragraph  ill  ical 
fuiMrs.  The  firft,  a travelling  Tailor,  who  by  the  myllery 
of  his  Needle  and  Thimble,  hath  Purvey’d  the  fafhions  of 
the  French,  andEnglilh^  this  Signior  Ginger-bread,  ftitcht 
up  in  the  Ihreds  of  agudy  outfide,  fows  Linings  with  his 
crofs-leg’d  complement,  like  an  Ape  doing  tricks  c- 
ver  a ftaffe,  cringes,  and  crouches,  and  kifles  his  fore- 
I finger. 

Hojiefs.  Out  upon  him. 

Hoji.  A fecond,  a lavolteteere,  a faltatory,  a dancer  with 
a Kit  at  his  Bum,  one  that,  by  teaching  great  Madonnas  to 
foot  it,  has  miraculoullypurchaft  a ribanded  Wallcote,  and 
four  dean  pair  of  focks-,  a fellow  that  skips  as  he  walkes, 
and  inftead  of  fenfible  diftourfe,  vents  the  curious  conceit 
of  fome  new  tune  llolen  from  a Mask  , or  a bawdy  dittie , 
elevated  for  the  Foie  Artick^o^  a Ladies  chamber,  in  that 
file  Hands  another  of  your  inamoratoes. 

' Hojiefs.  Hang  him  and  his  Fiddle  togcther,he  never  fidles 
any  child  of  ours. 

Hoji.  The  third,  a Mongrel,  got  hyzSivitz-er  on  an  Ita- 
lian j this  puppy,  being  left  well  ellated,  comes  to  Florence., 

I that  the  world  may  take  notice,  how  impoflible  it  is  for 
experience  to  alter  the  courfe  of  nature  j a fool  (wife)  and 
indeed,  a Clown  turn’d  Gallant,  feldom  or  never  proves 
other  than  a gallant  fool,  this  toy  prates  to  little  purpofe 
other  than  What’s  a Clock  ? Shall’s  go  drink  ? De’e  forfooth? 
and  thank  ye  heartily,  I fear  no  art  in  him  to  catch  thee 
and  yet  we  mull  be  tormented  with  this  buzard  amon^ft 
the  reft.  ^ ° 
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’ ris  your  own  folly,  forbid  him  the  Hoiifc. 

Ho<L  The  touith,a  Mule-drivcr,  a ftnbborn  and  a harfli 
\na\  c:  the  tilth  a School-Malccr,  a very  amorous  Pedant , 
run  rdmoft  mad  with  ftudy  of  Sonnets,  and  Complements 
out  of  old  Play-ends , the  lall  an  Advocates  Clerk , that 
fK'aks  pure  Fulfian  in  Law-terms:  excellent  Courtiers  all, 
a’.d  all  as  ncatc  as  a Ms^KiJioh  poll  new  painted,  at  his 
entrance  to  an  office:,  thou  malt  have  none  of  ^cm.  Laugh 
at  \m,  do.  I fay  thou  lhalt  have  none  of ’em. 

Stiil  your  command  to  mclhall  Hand  a Law. 

Hrft.  Now  they  throng  like  fo  many  horfe-courfers  at  a 
air,  in  duUers  gbout  the  Man  of  Art,  for  Love-powders, 
i 'gredients,  potions,  connfels,  poflures,  complements,  phii- 
:crs ; the  Devil  and  the How  now  ? Tumults } Batte- 

ries, Nolle  ? ha,  get  from  my  light.  Clown  cries  within. 

Enter  Forobolco,  and  Clown,/.?/'/  bead  bloody^ 

Clow.  Murther  me,  do,  pound  me  to  Mummy , do  ^ fee 
what  will  come  on’t. 

Fero.  Dog,  leave  thy  fnar ling,  or  I’ll  cut  thy  tongue  out, 
Thou  un  ickt  Bear,  dar’fl:  thou  yet  Hand  my  fury. 

My  generous  rage?  yet!  by  the  fulpherous  damps 
That  feed  the  hungry  and  inceflant  darknels. 

Which  curies  around  the  grim back, 

.Mutter  again,  and  with  one  powerful  word, 

111  call  an  Heft  up  from  the  Lakes, 

Shall  waft  thee  to  the  Acherontick^kns', 

Where  chcak’t  withMifts  as  black  as  thy  impofturcs. 
Thou  flialc  live  ftill  a dying. 

Clow.  Conjure  me  to  the  Devil  and  you  can,  I live  in  Hell 
upon  earth  already,  and  you  had  any  mercy,  you  would  not 
prafticeupen  a kind  heart  thus. 

HoiF  You  have  drawn  blood  from  him  Signior,  Is  his 
offence  unpardonable? 

Foro.  A lump  of  ignorance,  pray  fpeak  not  for  him, 

A drowfie  grolsnefs,  in  all  Chriftian  Kingdoms, 

The  mention  of  my  art,  my  name,  my  praftile. 

Merit  and  Glory  hath  begot  at  once 
Delight  and  wonder-,  I’ll  not  be  entreated; 

Spare  interceffion  for  him, O thou  fcorn 

Of  learning,  fiiameof  duty ; muft  thy  floth 
Draw  my  juft  fame  inqueftion?  I difeharge  thee 
From  my  fcrvice  ; fee  me  no  more  henceforth/ 

Clow.'  Difeharge  me ! Is  that  my  years  wages  ? 

I’ll  not  be  fo  anfwer’d. 

Foro.  Not  Camel?  Sirrah  I am  liberal  to  thee; 

Thou  haft  thy  life,  be  gone. 

Clow.  Vengeance,  fweet  vengeance. 

Foro.  De’e  mumble  .■? 

Clow,  ril  be  reveng’d,  monftroufly,  fuddenly,  and  infatia- 
bly  ; my  bulk  begins  to  fvvell. 

F oro.  Homotolenton.,  Pragmatophoros.^  Heliojiycorax. 

Clo.  Call  up  your  Spirits , I defie  ’em ; well , I’ll  have 
Law  formy  broken  pate,  twelve  ounces  of  pure  blood  ;Tr<n/- 
weight.  In  defpight  of  thee  my  Mafter,  and  thy  Maftertne 

grand  Devil  himfelf,  vindiFta. Exit. 

Hnfi.  Signior,  you  are  exceeding  mov’d. 

H /lf/}.Mercyuponus,  What  terrible  words  thou  talk’ft? 
yarn.  A flavc,  acurr— butbe  not  you  afrighted 
Young  Virgin,  ’twere  an  injury  to  I'weetnefs: 

Should  any  i ougji  Ibund  draw  from  your  cheeks, 

1 he  pretious  tindlure  which  makes  nature  proud 
Of  her  own  workmanlhip. 

Hofl.  Wife,  Mark,  mark  that  Wife. 
hian.  Shake  then  your  anger  off  Sir; 
foro.  You  command  it 

Fair  one,  mine  Hoft  and  Hoftefs,  with  your  leaves 
I have  a motion  joyntly  to  you  all. 

Hnflefs.  An  honeft  one  I hope. 

Hfdi  Well  put  in  Wife. 

Foro.  A very  necefTary one,  the  Mefs 
And  half  of  fjkors,that  attend  to  ulhcr 
Their  Loves  fir-rcvcrence  to  your  daughter,  wait 


With  one  confent,  which  can  belt  pleafe  her  eye  ; 

In  offering  at  a Dance,  I have  provided 
Mulick.  And,  ’twill  be  lomcthing  I dare  promife 
: Worthy  your  laughter.  Shall  they  Have  admittance? 

Hoji.  By  any  means',  for  I amperfwaded  the  manner  will 
be  lb 

Ridiculous,  thk  it  will  confirm  the  afliirance  of  their 
Mil'crablc  fooleries,  but  no  longer  trouble  with  ’em  here. 
Than  they  arc  in  thefe  May-games, 

Foi'o.  So  I am  refolv’d. 

Hojtejs.  Nor  any  wife  word  of  fencelefs  love. 

Foro.  Not  any ; I have  charm’d  them.  Did  you  fee 
How  they  prepar’d  themfelves?  how  they  ftroak  up 
Their  foretops,  how  they  juIUefor  the  Looking-lals, 

•To  fet  their  faces  by  it;  , . See  they  Mitfler. 

You  would  look  for  fome  moftimpoffible  antick. 

£«/irr  Tailor,  Dancer,  Mule-driver,  School-Mafter, 
Clark:  (^atl with feveral tapers.,  and prefent 
to  ForoDofeo.), 

Hofi.  So,  Ib,  fo,  fb,  here  flutter  the  neft  of  Hornets,  the 
ffiotch-potch  of  rafcallity  ;•  now,  now,  now,  now,  the  dung- 
hill of  corruption  hath  yawn’d  forth  the  burthen  of  abho- 
,mination.  lam  vext,vext  to  the  foul,  will  rid  my  houfe  of 
this  unchriften’d  fry,  and  never  open  my  doors  again, 

Foro.  Some  other  time.  I’ll  give  no  anfwer  now, 

But  have  preferred  your  fuits.  Here  Ihew  your  Cunning/ 

Firft,  every  one  in  order  do  his  honor 

To  the  fair  mark  you  Ihoot  at ; courtly,  courtly. 

Convey  your  feveral  loves  in  lively  mealure : 

Come,  let  us  take  bur  ftates.;  fome  Iprightly  Mufick. 

Hojl.  Dance  all  and  part,  ’tis  a very  neceflary  farewell. 

Enter  Ctelario,  Fhey  all  mak^  ridiculous  conges  to  Bi- 
anca: rank^themfelves  , and  dance  i»  feveral 
poflures : during  the  dance Enter  Qx- 
lario,  andflands  off, 

Flofl.  Well  done  my  lufty  bloods,  precifely  well  done. 
One  lufty  roufeof  Wine,  and  take  leave  on  all  fides. 

Cefar.  Thanks  for  your  Revels  Gentlemen ; accept 
This  Gold,  and  drink  as  freely  as  you  danc’d. 

Hoft.  My  noble  Lord  Cf/irio,  clear  the  rooms  Sirs. 

Foro.  Away.  Attend  youranfwers. 

Exeunt  Foro,  and  thofe  that  danc*d. 

Cefar.  With  your  favor  Kolandoy.1  would  change  a word 
or  two  with  your  fair  daughter. 

Hoft.  At  your  Lordlhips  plcafure,  come  Wife,  no  mut- 
tering, have  a care  Girle,  my  love,  fervice,  and  duty  to  your 
good  Lordlhip.  Exeunt  and  Wife. 

Cefar.  My  often  vifits  (f/veet  Bianca)  cannot 
But  conftantly  inform  thy  judgment,  wherein 
Thy  happinels  confifts,  for  to  fteal  minutes 
From  great  imployments,  to  converfe  with  beauty, 

Lodg’d  in  fo  mean  a fortune,  to  lay  by 
Confideration  of  the  unequal  diftance 
Between  my  blood  and  thine,  to  fliunoccafions 
Of  courtlhip  with  the  Ladies  of  the  time : 

Noble,  and  fair,  only  for  love  to  thee, 

'Muft of  necelfity invite  a tendernels; 

As  low  as  nature  could  have  ftampt  a Bondwomans, 

To  entertain  quick  motions  of  rare  gratitude 
For  my  uncommon,  favors. 

£ian.  ’Deed  my  Lord,  as  far  as  my  fimplicity  can  lead 
me, 

j freely  thank  your  curtefics. 

Cefar.  To  thank  them,  is  to  reward  them  pretty  one. 

Bian.  Then  teach  me 

How  I may  give  them  back  again ; in  truth 
I never  yet  receiv’d  a pair  of  Gloves : 

A trifling  Ring  from  any  that  expefted 

An  cquall.fatisfadion,  but  as  willingly 

I parted  with  the  guift  unto  the  owner,  as  he  beftow’d  it. 

Cefar.'fiut 
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Cdtfar.  But  I pour  before  thee 
Such  plenties,  as  it  lies  not  in  the  ability 
Ofthy  whole  kindred,  to  return  proportio.iabic 
One  I'or  a thoufand. 

"Bijn.  You  my  Lord  conclude 
For  my  inftrudion,  to  ingage  a debt 
Beyond  a poflibilityof  paiment, 

1 ever  thought  a lin^  and  therefore  jufrly 
Without  conceit  of  fcorn,  or  curious  rudencls, 

I muft  refufe  your  bounty. 

Cejjr.  CanJt  thou  love  ? 

Bun.  Love!  Is  there  fuch  a word  in  any  Language 
That  carries  honeft  fence  ? 

Cefjr.  Never  dwelt  ignorance 
In  fo  fweet-fhap’t  a building  : love,  Bianca, 

Is  that  firm  knot  which  ties  two  hearts  in  one  : 

Shall  ours  be  tied  fo  ? 

Bian.  life  a plainer  word. 

My  Lord.  In  head  of  tyes,  fay  marries  hearts^ 

. Then  I may  nnderlland. 

Cafar.  Their  hearts  are  married 
Whofe  enterchange  of  pleafures,  and  embraces^ 

Soft  kifles,  and.  the  privacies  of  fweets. 

Keeps  conftant  league  together,  when  temptation 
Of  great  mens  oathes  and  gifts,  lhall  urge  contempt, 

Rather  than  batter  refolution,  novelty 
Of  fights,  or  taheofnew  delights  in  wantonnels. 

Breeds  furfeit  more  than  appetite  in  any 
Relerv’d  to  noble  vowes  ■,  my  excellent  Maid, 

Live  thou  but  true  to  me,  and  my  contents,- 

Mine  only,  that  no  partnfer  may  partake  ■ .. 

The  treafure  of  thofe  fweets  thy  youth  yet  glories  in; 

And  I will  raife  thy  lownefs  to  abundance 

Of  all  varieties,  and  more  triumph 

In  fuch  a Miftris,  than  great  Princes  doating 

On  truth-betraying  Wives; . 

Bian.  Thus  to  yield  up  then 
The  cottage  of  my  virtue,  to  be  fwallow’d  • 

By  fbme  hard-neighbouring  Landlord,  fuch  as  you  are. 

Is  in  effedl  to  love,  a Lord  fo  vicious ! 

0 where  fnall  innocence  find  fbme  poor  dwelling. 

Free  from  temptations  tyranny. 

Cefar.  Nayprethee. 

Byan.  Gay  clothes,  high  feeding,  eafie  beds  of  lull, 
Change  of  imfeemly  fights  •,  vvithbkfedifcourfe, 
Drawcurfes  on  your  Pallaces  ^ for  my  part. 

This  I will  be  confirm’d  in,  I will  eate 

The  bread  of  labour,  know  no  other  reft 

Than  what  is  earn’d  from  honeft  pains,  ere  once  more 

Lend  ear  to  your  vile  toyles-.  Sir,  would  you  were 

As  noble  in  defires,  as  I could  be  in  knowing  virtue. 

Pray  do  not  alHidl  a poor  foul  thns. 

Cefar.  I fweat to  me  ? (Bianca  jieales  ofi 

Enter  a Gentleman, 

Gent. The  Duke  my  Lord  commands  your  fpeedy  prefence 
For  anfwering  agrievances  lately  urg’d 
Againft  you  by  your  Mother? 

Cefar.  By  my  Mother. 

Gent.  The  Court  is  near  on  fitting. 

Cefar.  I wait  on  it  Sir, Exennti  _ 

Enter  Duke, Magiftrate, Secretary ,Baptifta,  Attendants, 
Mentivole  : (they  fit)  MentivOle  fands  by. 

Vukf.  What  wafte  of  blood,what  tumults,what  divifions, 
What  outrages,  what  uprores  in  a State, 

Fatlions,  though  ilTuingfrom  mean  fpringsat  firft,- 
Have  (notreftrain’d)  flowed  to,  the  fade.xample 
At  Rome,  between  the  Vrfins  and  Cdnmnes : 

Nay,  here  at  home,  in  Florence,  ’twixt  the  Neers 
And  the  Bijwcf?/,  can  too  mainly  witnefs. 

1 fit  not  at  the  Helm  (my  Lords)  of  Sovereignty 
Deputed  Pilot  for  the  Common-wealth, 

To  fleep  while  others  fteere  (as  their  wild  fancies 
Shall  counfel)  by  thecompafsof  diforders. 

Baptijia,  This  fliort  Preface  is  directed 

Chiefly  to  vou,  the  petty  brawls  and  quarrels 
Late  urg’d  betwixt  th’  Alberti  and  your  family  ^ 

Muft,  ycs,and  fliall,  like  tender  unknit  joynts, 

Faften  again  together  of  themfelvcs: 

Or  like  an  angry  Chyrurgion,  we  will  ufe 
rhe  roughnefs  of  our  juftice,  to  cutoff 
The  ftubborn  rancour  of  the  limbes  offending. 

Bap.  Moft  gracious  Florence. 

Dtil{e.  Our  command  was  lignified, 

That  neither  of  the  followers  of  each  party 
Should  appear  here  with  weapons. 

Bap.  ’Tis  obey’d  Sir,  on  my  fide. 

Tinke.  We  muft  leave  the  general  caufc 
Of  State  employments,  to  give  car  to  brawls 
Of  Ibme  particular  grudges,  pollitick  government 
For  tutor’d  Princes,  but  no  more  henceforth. 

Enter  M^riana^  ^*«^Clarifla  at  one  door,  Cciario 
at  the  other. 

Our  frown  fhall  check  prefumption,  not  our  clemency. 

Mari.  All  bleflingsduc  tounpartial  Princes, 

Crown  Florence  with  eternity  of  happinels. 

Cefar.  If  double  Prayers  can  double  blellings  (great  Sir) 
Mine  joyn  for  your  profperity  with  my  Mothers. 

Duke,  Rile  both  j now  briefly  (Lady  ) without  circum- 
ftance 

Deliver  thole  agrievances,  which  lately 
Your  importunity  polfeft  our  Counfel, 

Were  fit  for  audience,  wherein  you  petition’d, 

You  might  be  heard  without  an  Advocate, 

Which  boon  you  find  is  granted.  ’ 

Mari.  Though  divided. 

I ftand  between  theLawsof  trtith  and  mddefty. 

Yet  let  my  griefs  have  vent : Yet  the  clearnefs  ^ 

Of  ftrange  neceflity  requiresobedience 
To  nature  and  your  Mercy,  in  my  weeds 
Of  mourning,  emblems  of  too  dear  misfortunes. 

Badges  of  griefs,  and  Widdowhood,  the  burthen 
Ofmy  charg’d  foul,  muft  be  laid  down  before  you* 
Wherein,  if  ftrid  Opinion  cancel  Ihame,  ^ 

My  frailty  is  my  plea  ^ 

Stand  forth  young  Man, 

And  hear  a ftory  that  will  ftrike  all  reafon 
Into  amazement. 

Cefar.  I attend. 

^ Mar.  Alberto  (peace  dwell  upon  his  afhes)  ftili  the  hus^ 
band 

Of  my  remembrance  and  unchanging  vowes 
Has,  by  his  death,  left  to  his  heir  polTeflion  ’ 

Of  fair  revenew,which  this  young  man  claimes 

As  his  inheritance.  I urg’d  him  gently. 

Friendly,  and  privately,  togranta  partage 
Of  this  eftate  to  her  who  ownes  it  all 
This  his  fuppofed  Sifter.  * 

Bap.  How  fuppofed  ? 

Cefar.  Pray  Madam  recOllisft  yoiir  felf. 

Mar.  Therelifh 

Of  a ftrange  truth  begins  to  work  like  Phyfick 
Already : I have  bitternefs  to  mingle 
With  thefe  preparatives,  fo  deadly  loathfome* 

It  will  quite  choak  digeftion  ^ fhortly  hear  it  ’ 

Cefario,  for  1 dare  not  rob  unjuftly 
The  poor  foul  of  his  flame  •,  this,  this  Cefarie 
Neither  for  Father  had  Alberto,  me 
For  Mother,  nor  Clartfa  for  his  Sifter. 

Clarif  Mother,  O Mother. 

Ment.  I am  in  a Dream  fure. 

No  interruptions.  Lady  on. 

Mari.  Miftake  not. 

Great  Duke  of  Ttifcany,  or  the  beginning 

Or  procefs  of  this  novelty  *,  my  husband 

The  now  deceas’d  Alberto,fiom  his  youth 

In-ur’d  to  an  impatiency,  and  roughnefs  , 

Of  di  fpofition,  when  not  m.any  months  | 

After  our  Marriage  were  worn  out,  repinM  } 

At| 
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At  riic  untrittul  bniTcnncls  of  youth, 

\\  hk  ii,  -.K  lie  pleas’d  totemie  it,  cut  our  hopes  o3' 
rioni  blellin^of  I'ome  illiie-,  to  prevent  it 
1 ambitious  of  no  taircr  honor 
1 hanio pfelerve  his  love,  and  asoccafions 
Still  cull’d  him  from  me,  ftudied  in  his  ablcncc 
Hovv  I mij;ht  frame  his  welcome  home  with  comfort. 
Atlan;  I fain’d  myfelfwith  Child:,  thcMellagc 
Of  frccdome,  or  relief,  to  one  half  llarv’d 
In  prilbn,  isnot  utter’d  with  fuch  greedinels 
C'lf  expetlatiom  and  delight,  as  this  was 
1 o m\  much  utrcLfcd  Lord  ^ his  care,  his  goodnefs  y 
v^rardonmctlvat  I ufe  the  word)  exceeded 
All  former  fears,  the  hour  of  my  deliverance 
As  I pretaidcd,  drawing  near,  I talliion’d 
My  birth-rights  at  a Country  Garden-houfe, 

\\  here  then  my  Faulk.’nersVvife  was  brought  a bed 
Of  this  Ctf^rios  him  I own’d  for  rainey 
rrefented  him  unto  a joytul  Father. 

Pttkf.  Can  von  prove  this  true  ? 

Mari.  Proef,  1 have  moft  evident*, 

Butoh  the  curfeofmy  impatiency,  fnortly, 

E’r  three  new  Moons  had  fpent  their  borrow’d  Lights, 

I grew  with  Child  indeed,  fo  juft  is  FIeaven, 

The  illueof  which  burthen  was  this  Daughter  y 
Tudge  now  moft  gracious  Prince,  my  Lords  and  you. 
What  combats  then,  and  lince,  Ihaveindur’d, 

Between  a Mothers  piety,  and  weaknels 
Of  a Soul  trembling  Wife  y to  have  reveal’d 
This  lecret  to ////jcr/o,  h.adbeen  danger 
Of  ruin  to  my  fame,  beiidcs  theconhid 
Of  his  diftraeftions  y now  to  have  fuppreft  it. 

Were  to  defeat  my  Child,  my  only  Child, 

Of  her  moft  lawflil honors,  and  inheritance. 

C£firio^  th’art  a Man  ft  ill.  Education 
Hath  moulded  thee  a Gentleman,  continue  fo*. 

Let  not  this  fall  from  greatnefs  fink  thee  lower 
Than  w orthy  thoughts  may  warrant,  yet  difclaim 
All  intereft  in  y^/^fr^o’s  blood,  thou  haft  not 
One  drop  of  his  or  mine. 

Produce  your  witnefs. 

Marian.  The  Faulconers  Wife  his  Mother, 

And  fuch  women  as  waited  then  upon  me. 

Sworn  to  the  privacy  of  this  great  fecret. 

Vnke.  Give  them  all  their  Oaths. 

Cefar.  O let  me  crave  forbearance,  gracious  Sir, 
Vouchfafe  me  hearing. 

Vuke.  Speak  C£fario. 

Cefar.  Thus  long  ^ 

I have  ftood  filent,  and  with  no  unwillingnels. 
Attended  the  relation  of  my  fall. 

From  a fair  expeTation  y wlrat  I fear  d 
(Since  the  firft  fyllablc  this  Lady  utter’d 
Of  my  not  being  hers)  benevolent  Fates 
I lave  cas’d  me  offy  for  to  be  bafely  born. 

If  not  bafe-born,  detradsnot  from  the  bounty 
natures  freedom,  or  an  honeft  birth. 
Nobilityclaim’d  by  the  right  of  blood, 

Shcweschicny,  that  our  Anceftors  dehr’d 
What  we  inherit  y but  that  Man  whofe  adlions 
Purchafea  real  merit  to  himfcif. 

And  ranckshim  in  the  file  of  praife  and  honor. 
Creates  his  own  advancement  y let  me  want 
1 he  fuel  which  beft  feeds  the  fires  of  greatnefs. 
Lordly  pofiefiions,  yet  fhall  ftiU  my  gratitude 
Bv  fome  attempts , of  mention  not  unworthy. 

Endeavour  to  return  a fit  accjuittancc 

To  that  large  debt  I owe  your  favours  (Madam) 

And  great  memory  and  goodncls  y 

n that  1 could  as  gently  fhakc  off  pafTion 
For  the  lofsof  that  great  brave  Man,  as  1 can  make  oh 
Rcmcmbracc  of  that  once  1 was  reputed*, 

1 has'e  not  much  to  fay,  this  Princely  prefence 
Need',  not  too  ftridly  to  examine  farther 


The  truth  of  this  acknowledgment  y a Mother 
Dares  never  difavow  her  only  fon. 

And  any  woman  muft  come  Ihort’of  Piety, 

That  can,  or  dif  inherit  her  own  ifliie, 

Or  fears  tlie  voice  of  rumor  for  a ftranger. 

Madam,  you  have  confeft,  my  Father  was 
A fervant  to  your  Lord  and  you  : by  intereft 
Of  being  his  Ion,  I cannot  but  claim  juftly 
The  honor  of  continuing  ftiil  myfervice 
1 o you  and  yours  y which  granted,  I beg  leave 
1 may  for  this  time  be  difmift. 

Puke.  Bold  fpirit. 

Bap.  I love  thee  now  with  pitty  y 

Vnkp.  Go  not  yet 

A fudden  tempeft  that  might  fhake  a rock. 

Yet  he  Hands  firm  againft  ity  much  it  moves  me. 

He,  not  /iVA’r/o’s  Ion,  andfhe  a Widdow, 

.">ndiiiea  Widdow,  — ‘Lords  your  ear. 

Oin):-:s.  Your  pleaDre.— — JVhifpers. 
i V'kr-  Lsdy,  what  you  have  avouch’d  is  truth; 

Man.  Truth  only,  gracious  Sir. 

Vukp.  Hear  then  our  Sentence. 

Since  Irom  his  cradle  you  have  fed  and  fofter’d 
Cafarh  as  your  Son,  and  train’d  him  up 
I Fo  hopes  ot  greatnefs  y.  which  now  in  a moment 
I Y oil  utterly  again  have  ruin’d,  this  way 
I VVe  with  our  Counlel  are  refblv’d,  you  being 
I A Widdow,  fhall  accept  him  for  a husband. 

I Maria.  Husband  to  me.  Sir  ? 

I Puke.  ’I'is  in  us  to  raife  him 
I To  honors,  and  his  vertues  will  deferve  ’em. 
j Maria.  But  Sir,  ’tis  in  no  Prince,  nor  his  Prerogative, 

I To  force  a Womans  choice  agamft  her  heart. 

I Puke.  True,  if  then  you  appeale  to  higher  Juftice, 

I Our  Doom  includes  this  claule  upon  refufal. 

Out  of  your  Lords  revenues  fliali  Cafarh 
I Afliire  to  any,  whom  he  takes  for  Wife, 

The  inheritance  of  three  parts  y the  left  remainer 
I is  dowry  large  enough  to  marry  a daughter  y 
I And  we,  by  our  Prerogative,  which  you  queftion, 

I Will  pubiickly  adopt  him  into  th’name 
I Of  your  deceas’d  Alberioiyth^tthe  memory 
Of  fo  approv’d  a Peer  may  live  in  him 
I That  can  preferve  his  memory  y ’left  you  find  out 
I Some  other  means,  which  may  as  amply  fatisfie 
I His  wrong,  our  Sentence  Hands  irrevocable : 

I What  think  you  Lords? 

I Omnes.  The  Duke  is  juft  and  honorable. 

I Bap.  Let  me  embrace  Cdifario.,  henceforth  ever 

I I vow  a conftant  friendfhip. 

I Memivole.  I remit  all  former  difference. 

I Cefar.  I am  too  poor 

I In  words  to  thank  this  Juftice.  Madam^  alwayes 
I My  ftudics  ihall  be  love  to  you,  and  duty. 

I Puke,  Replies  we  admit  none.  Crefarh  wait  on  us. 

I Exeunt.  Manent,  Menthole^  Bap.  Mari.  Clarif. 

I Bap.  Mentivole. 

I Menti.  My  Lord. 

Bap.  Look  on  Clarijfa.,  file’s  noble,  rich,  young,  fair. 

I Mentivole.  My  Lord,  and  virtuous. 

Bap.  and  virtuous.- — Madam. 

I Maria.  Tyranny  of  Juftice,  I fhall  live  reports  derifion, 

I Thatamcompell’d  to  exchange  a graceful  Wfiddow-hood 
For  a continual  Martyrdome  in  Marriage, 

With  one  fo  much  beneath  me. 

Bap.  I’ll  plead  for  ye 

I Boldly  and  conftantly,  let  your  daughter  only 
I Admit  my  fbn  her  fervant,  at  next  vifit, 

I Madam^  I’ll  be  a meflenger  of  comfort. 

I Mentivole.^  be  confident  and  carneft.  Exit. 

I Maria.  Married  again,  to  him  too ! better ’thad  been 
I The  young  Manfhould  have  ftill  retain’d  the  honors 
jof  oldy^/^mox  fon,  than  I thefhame 
I Of  making  him  fuccefibr  of  his  bed  y I was  too  blame. 

Ment.  Indeed 
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Mtttt.  Indeed  without  oficnee, 

Madam  1 think  you  were, 

Clarh.  You  urge  it  fairly,  and  liken  worthy  friend. 

Marij.  Can  you  fay  any  tiring 
In  commendation  of  a Muniroom  withered 
Alloon  as  ftarted  up> 

Meat,  You  fcorn  an  Innocent 
Of  noble  growth,  for  whiles  your  husband  liv’d 
1 have  heard  you  boalt  Cejario  in  all  aiftions 
Gave  matter  of  report  of  Imitation, 

Wonder  and  envy  •,  let  not  difcontinuance 
Of  Ibme  few  dayseftrangc  a fw'ect  opinion 
Of  virtue,  cheifly  when,  in  fuch  extremity. 

Your  pitty  not  contempt  will  argue  goodnefs. 

Maria.  O Sir. 

Cla.  If  you  would  ule  a thriving  courtfhip, 

You  cannot  utter  a more  powerfull  language 
That  I fliall  lid-en  to  with  greater  gr#edinefs 
Than  th’argumcnt  you  profecute  j this  (peaks  you 
A man  compleat  and  excellent. 

Menc.  I Ipeak  not,  they  are  his  own  delcrts. 

Maria.  Good  Sir  forbear, 

I am  now  fully  fenfible  of  running 
Into  a violent  Lethargy,  whofedeadlinefs 
Locks  up  all  realbn,  I lhall  never  henceforth 
Remember  my  palf  happinefs. 

Msnt.  Thefe  clouds  may  be  dilperlt. 

Maria.  I fear  continuall  night 
Will  over-fhroud  me,  yet  poor  youth  his  trefpafs 
Lies  in  his  fortune,  not  the  cruelty 
Of  the  Duke’s  fentence.  . ■ 

Cla.^  I dare  think  it  does. 

Maria.  If  all  fail  I wall  learn  thee  to  conquer 
Advcrfity  with  fuHerancc. 

Ment.  You  refolve  Nobly.  ’Excurtt. 


JFlus  Ouartus, 


Sceciu  Prim  a. 

Enter  Cejario  and  a Servant. 

Cefar.  Let  any  friend  have  entrance. 

Servant.  Sir  a’lljall. 

Cefar.  Any,  1 except  none. 

Serv.  We  know,  your  mind  Sir  — Exit. 

Cfpr.  rieafu res  admit  no  bounds.  i . 

I am  pitcht  fo  high  ■ i'  .r  x 

To  fuch  a growth  of  full  profperities 
That  to  conceal  my  fortunes  were  an  injury 
To  gratefulnefs,  and  thofe  more  liberall  favours 
By  whom  my  glories  profper.  He  that  flowes 
In  gracious  and  fwoliie  tydes  of  bell  abundance. 

Yet  will  be  Ignorant  of  his  own  fortunes, 

Deferves  to  live  contemn’d,  and  dye  forgotten  ^ 

The  harveft  of  iny  hopes  is  now  already 
Ripen’d  and  gather’d,  I can  fatten  youth 
With  choice  of  plenty,  and  fupplics  of  comforts. 

My  fate  fprings  in  my  own  hand,  and  I’lf  ufe  it, 

Enter  z Servants  and  Eiancha. 

1 ’Tis  my  place, 

2 Yours?  here  fair  one,  I’ll  aqnaintmy  Lord, 

1 He’s  here,  go  to  him  boldly, 

2 Pleafe  you  to  let  him  underftand  how  readily 

I waited  on  your  errand  ? i. 

I Saucy  fellow,  you  mull  excufe  his  breeding. 

Cefar.  What’s  the  matter  ? 


Jiianebj.,  my  Biancha.,  to  your  oflices.  Exit  Ser. 

T his  vilit  (Sweet)  from  thee  ( my  pretty  dear  ) 

By  how  much  more’rwas  unexpected,  comes 
So  much  the  more  timely : w'icnels  this  free  welcome, 
What  ere  occalion  led  thee. 

Btan:  You  mull  guefs  Sir, 

Yet  indeed  ’lis  a rare  one. 

CeJ.  Prethee  fpcak  it,  my  honelt  virtuous  maid. 

Bian.  Sir  I have  heard 
Of  your  misfortunes,  and  I cannot  tell  you 
Whether  1 have  more  caulc  of  joy  or  ladnc/s, 

To  know  they  are  a truth. 

CeJ.  What  truth  Btancha  > misfortunes,  ht)w,  wherein 

Bian.  You  are  dilclaym’d 
For  being  the  Lord  Albe-rto'^s  Son,  and  publickly 
Acknowledg’d  of  as  mean  a birch  as  mine  is. 

It  cannot  chulc  but  greive  ye. 

C ef  Greive  me?  ha  ha  ha  ha?  is  this  all  ? 

Bian.  This  all  ? 

CeJ]  Thou  art  lorry  for’t 
I warrant  thee:  alas  good  foul,  Bianchjy 
That  which  thou  call’ll  misfortune  is  my  happinels. 

My  happinefs  Eiancha. 

Bian  If  you  love  mc,  it  may  prove  mine  too. 

Cef.  May  it  ? I will  love  thee. 

My  good,  ^ood  maid. 

If  that  can  make  thee  happy. 

Better  and  better  love  thee, 

Bian.  Without  breach  then 
Of  modefly  I come  to  claime  the  Interefl: 

Your  jJfoteftations,  both  by  vows  and  letters. 

Have  made  me  owner  of:  from  the  firlt  hour 

I faw  you,  1 confefs  I w'ifnt  I had  been 

Or  not  fo  much  below  your  rank  and  greatnels, 

Or  riot  fo  much  above  thole  humble  flames  ^ 

That  fliould  have  warm’d  my  bolbme  wdth  a temperate 
Equality  of  defires  in  equal  fortunes. 

Still  as  you  utter’d  Language  of  affeftion, 

I courted  time  to  pafs  more  f.owly  on 
That  I might  turn  more  fool  to  lend  attention 
To  what  I durll  not  credit,  nor  yet  hope  for: 

Yet  Hill  as  more  I heard,  I wuflit  to  hear  more, 

C ef.  DidH  thou  introth  wench  ? 

Bian.  Willingly  betraid 
My  felf  to  hopelefs  bondage. 

Cef.  A goocl  girl, 

I thought  I fhould  not  mifs 
What  ere  thy  anfwer  was. 

Eiancha.  But  as  I am  a maid  Sir,  and  Tfaith 
You  may  believe  me,  for  I am  a maid, 

So  dearly  I refpeCfed  both  your  fame 
And  quality,  that  I would  firfl;  have  periflit 
In  my  fick  thoughts  than  ere  have  given  conlent 
To  have  undone  your  fortunes  by  invitiiif^ 

A marriage  with  fo  mean  an  one  as  I am. 

I^fliould  have  dyed  fitre,  and  no  creature  known 
The  ficknefs  that  had  kill’d  me. 

Cef  Pretty  heart,  good  Soul,  alas,  alas, 

Bian.  Now  fince  1 know 

There  is  no  difference  ’twixt  your  birth  and  mine 
Not  much  ’twixt  our  ellates,  if  any  be. 

The  advantage  is  on  iny  fide,  I come  willingly 
To  tender  you  the  firfl;  fruits  of  my  heart 
And  am  content  t’accept  you  for  my  husband  ' 

Now  when  you  are  at  lowefr, 

Cef.  For  a husband  ? 

Speak  fadly,  dofl:  thou  mean  fj  ? 

Bian.  In  good  deed  Sir, 

’Tis  pure  love  makes  thi^  proffer. 

Cef.  I believe  thee. 

What  counfail  urg’d  thee  on,  tell  hue,  thy  Fatlier 
My  worfliipfull  fmug  Hofl  ? wall  not  he  wench  ? 

Or  mother  Floflefs  ? ha  ? ' • 

Bian.  D’ee  mock  my  parertigc? 

Ddd  - 
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doe  rot  Icorn  yours. 

Mean  folks  arc  as  worthy 
To  be  well  lpok.cn  of  if  they  dclcrve  well, 

■\sfomc  whofe  oncly  fame  lies  in  their  blood, 

O y'are  a proud  poor  man ; all  your  oaths  falfhood, 

Your  vows  deceit,  your  letters  foeg’d, and  wicked. 

C:jl  rhon’dll  be  my  wife,  I dare  I'wcar. 

Bi.nt.  Had  vour  heart. 

Your  hand  and  tongue  been  twins,  ^ou  had  reputed 
This  courtefy  a benefit. 

C;  f Simplicity, 

Ho.v  prettily  thou  mov’Hmc  ? why  Bianchj, 

Report  has  coz’ncd  thee,  1 am  not  fallen 
from  my  expcTed  honors,  or  pollcfTions, 

Though  from  the  hope  of  birthright. 

Bun.  Are  yon  not  ? 

Then  1 am  loft  again,  1 have  a fuit  too-, 

Youhl  grant  it  if  you  be  a good  man. 

C'c’/i  Any  thing, 

Bun.  Pray  doe  not  talk  of  ought  what  I have  faid  fee. 
Cef,  As  I wifh  health  1 will  not. 

Bun.  Pitty  me,  but  never  love  me  more. 

Ct  C N'ay  now  y’are  cruell. 

Why  allthefe  tears? Thou  (halt  not  go. 

Bun.  1 11  pray  for  ye 

That  you  may  have  a virtuous  wife,  a fair  one, 

And  when  1 am  dead 

Cf/T  Fy,  fy. 

Bint.  Think  on  me  fometimes. 

With  mercy  for  this  trefpafs* 

CeJ]  Let  us  kifs 
At  parting  as  at  coming. 

Bun.  This  I have 

As  a -free  dower  to  a virgins  grave. 

All  goodnels  dwell  wdth  ye. Exit. 

Ctf.  Flarmelefs  Biancbal  unskill'd ^ 

\\  hat  hanlome  toyes  are  maids  to  play  with? 

Enter  Mariana  and  Clarijfa. 

' ( 

Flow  innocent  ? but  I have  other  thoughts 

Of  nobler  meditation. my  felicity, 

Tlmu  commell  as  I could  wilb,  lend  me  a lip 
Soft  as  melting  as  when  old  yliberto 
After  his  firft  nights  triall  taking  farewell 
Ot*  t!iy  youth’s  conqueft  tailed. 

Maria.  You  are  unciviil. 

Cef.  I will  be  Lord  of  my  own  pleafures,  Madam 
Y’are  mine,  mine  freely. 

Come,  no  whimpering  henceforth 
New  con  the  lelTons  of  loves  bell  experience, 

1 hat  our  delights  may  meet  in  equal  mcafure 
Of  refolutions  and  defires^  this  fullenels 
Is  feurvy,  I like  it  not. 

Mar.  Be  modefr. 

And  do  not  learn  Cefario  howto  prollitutc: 

'Lhe  riot  of  thy  hopes  to  common  folly , 

Take  a fad  womans  word,  how  ere  thoudoat’fi: 

Upon  the  prefent  graces  of  thy  greatnes. 

Yea  I am  not  falen  fb  below  my  conllancy 
To  virtue,  nor  the  care  which  1 once  tend’red 
For  thy  behoof  that  1 prefer  a fentcnce 
Of  cr'.iclty  before  my  honor. 

CY-'i  Ho. nor! 

Aiaria.  Hear  me,  thou  feefl  thisgi/1 ! now  the  comfort 
Of  my  laft  days.  She  is  the  onely  pledge 
Of  a bed  trucly  noble;  fhcchad  a father 
f I n.  d r.ot  fpc-ak  him  more  than  thou  remcmbrefl^ 

V horn  to  di  [honor  by  a meaner  choice, 

\\  ere  injury  and  infamy. 

chnf.  To  goodnes. 

To  time  and  virtuous  mention. 

Mar.  1 have  vow’d, 


Obferve  me  now  Cefario.^  that  how  ere 
I may  be  forc’d  to  marry,  yet  no  tyranny, 

Perlualions,  flattery,  guifts,  intreats,  or  tortures,^ 

Shall  draw  me  to  a fccond  bed. 

Clar.  Tis  juft  too. 

Maria.  Yes  and  ’tis  juft  Clarijsa.  I allow 
The  Duke’s  late  fentence,  am  rcfolv’d  young  man 
To  be  thy  wife,  but  when  the  ceremony 
Of  marriage  is  perform’d,  in  life  I will  be. 

Though  not  in  name , a widdow. 

C ej'.  Pray  a word  fee. 

Shall  I in  earneft  never  be  your  bedfellow  ? 

Maria.  Never,  O never  ^ and  ’tis  for  your  good  too. 

Cef.  Prove  that. 

Mar.  Alas  too  many  years  are  numbred 
In  my  account  to  entertain  the  benefit 
Which  youth  in  thee  Cefario.,  and  ability 
Might  hope  for  and  require,  it  were  Injuftice 
To  rob  a gentleman  deferving  memory 
Of  I fliie  to  preferve  it. 

Cef  No  more  herein, 

You  are  an  excellent  pattern  of  true  piety, 

Let  me  now  turn  your  advocate.  Pray  look  into 
The  order  of  the  Duke.  Injoyn’d,  admit 
I fatisfie  the  fentence  without  mariage 
With  you,  how  then  ? 

Mar.  Cefario. 

Cef.  If  I know 

Flow  to  acquit  your  fears,  yet  keep  th’injundlioa 
In  every  claufe  whole  and  entire,  your  charity 
Will  call  me  ftill  your  fervant. 

Mar.  Still  my  fbn. 

Cef.  Right  Madam,  now  you  have  it,  ftill  your  fbn. 
The  Genim  of  your  bleflings  hath  inftrudted 
Your  tongue  oraculoufly,  we  will  forget 
Flow  once  I and  Clarifsa  enterchang’d 
The  tyes  of  brother  and  of  lifter,  henceforth 
New  ftiie  us  man  and  wife. 

■Cla.  By  what  authority.'? 

Cef.  Fleavens  great  appointment,  yet  in  all  my  dota;>e 
On  thy  perfeeftions,  when  I thought  Clarifsa 
We  had  been  pledges  of  one  womb,  no  lofe 
No  \yanton  heat  of  youth,  defir’d  to  claime 
Priority  in  thy  affedions,  other 
Than  nature  might  commend.  Chaftly  I tend’red 
Thy  welfare  as  a brother  ought but  fince 
Our  bloods  are  ftrangers,  let  our  hearts  contrad 
A long  lifc-lafting  unity,  for  this  w y 
The  lentence  is  to  be  obferv’d  o?'Ho  way. 

Mar.  Then  no  way. 

Cef.  I expeded  other  anlwer  Madam  from  you. 

Mar.  No,  every  age  fliall  curfe  me. 

The  monfter,  and  the  prodigie  of  nature, 

Horrors  beyond  extremity. 

Cla.  Pray  mother  coniine  the  violence  of  greif. 

Cef.  Yes  mother , pray  do. 

Mar.  Thus  fbme  catch  at  a matrons  honor 
By  flying  lull  to  plot  Inceftuous  witchcrafts. 

More  terrible  than  whoredomes  cruell  mercy ! 

When  to  preferve  the  body  from  a death 
The  foul  is  ftrangled. 

Cef.  This  is  more  than  pafllon. 

It  comes  near  to  diftradion. 

Mar.  I am  quieted, 

Cefario.,  thou  rnayefttell  the  Duke  fecurely 
yllberto^s  titles,  honors  and  revenues. 

The  Duke  may  give  away,  enjoy  them  thou. 

Clarijfas  birthright,  Marianas  dower 
Thou  (halt  be  Lord  of-,  turn  us  to  the  world 
Vnpittied  and  unfriended,  yet  my  bed 
Thou  never  fleep’ft  in  ^ as  for  her , flie  hears  me, 

If  fhe  as  much  as  in  a thought  confent; 

That  thou  may'll  call  her  wife,  a Mothers  curie 
Shall  never  leave  her. 
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C/jr,  As  a brother  once 
I lov’d  yoii^  as  a noble  friend  yet  honor  ye. 

But  for  a husband  lir,  I dare  not  own  you, 

My  Jaith  is  given  already. 

Cef.  To  a Villain,  I’ll  cut  histhrovit. 

Mar.  Why  this  is  nwre  tnan  paflion  } 

It  comes  near  a diftraiffion. 

Clar.  Call  to  mind  Sir. 

How  much  you  have  abated  of  that  goodnefs 
' Which  once  reign’d  in  ye,  they  appear’d  lo  lovely 
That  fuch  as  friendlhip  led  to  oblcrvation 

Enter  Baptijla  and  Mentivole, 

Courted  the  great  example. 

Cef  Left,  and  flatter’d  into  a broad  derifion  ? 

Mar.  Why  d’ee  think  lo  ? 

My  Lord  is  your  Son  grown  cold 

m halting  on  the  marriage,  which  his  vows 
Have  leal’d  to  my  wrong’d  daughter  ? 

£jp.  W'c  come  Lady,  to  conlummate  the  contraift* 

Cef  With  Mentivole  r is  he  the  man? 

Ment.  Clarifjs^  troth  and  mine, 

Cefirio^  are  recorded  in  a charader 

So  plain  and  certain , that  except  the  hand 

Of  heaven,  which  writ  it  firll,  would  blot  it  out  again, 

No  humane  power  can  raze  it. 

Cef.  But  lay  you  lb  too  young  Lady  ? 

Cla.  I Ihould  elfe  betray 

My  heart  to  fallhood,  and  my  tongue  to  perjury. 

Cef.  Madam,  you  know  the  fentence. 

Bap.  From  the  Duke, 

I have  particular  comforts  which  require  / 

A private  care. 

Mar.  i lhall  approve  it  gladly 
We  are  relblv’d  Cefario. 

Bap.  Be  not  infolent  upon  a Princes  favor. 

Cla.  Lcole  no  glory, 

Your  younger  years  have  purchaft. 

Ment.  And  deferved  too,  y’have  many  worthy  freinds. 
Bap.  Preferve  and  ufe  them.  Exeunt  • Manet  L far. 
Cef.  Good,  very  good,  why  here’s  a complement 
Of  mirth  in  defperation,  I could  curfe 
My  fate:  O with  what  fpeed  men  tumble  down 
' from  hopes  that  foar  too  high.  Biancha  now 
May  Icoin  me  juffly  too,  Clarijfa  married, 

Albertoj  widdow  reiolute,  Biancha 
Refus’d,  and  Iforfaken:  let  me  ftudy, 

I can  but  die  a Batchelor  that’s  the  worlt  on’t.  Exit. 

Enter  Hof  Taylor Mnliter.^  Dancer^  Fedant.^  Coxcom^. 

Hof  Come  Gentlemen, 

This  is  the  day  that  our  great  artift  hath 
Promis’d  to  give  all  your  feverall  fuits  faisfadion. 

Tjancer.  Is  he  ftirring  ? 

Hoji.  He  hath  been  at  his  book  thefe  to  hours. 

Pedant.  He’s  a rare  Phylitian. 

Hof.  Why  I’ll  tell  you, 

W^cre  Paraceljus  the  German  now 
Living,  he’d  take  up  his  Angle  rapier  againit  his 
Terrible  long  fword,  he  makes  it  a matter  of  nothing 
To  cure  the  gout,  fore  eyes  he  takes  out  as  familiarly, 
Wafhes  them,  and  puts  them  in  again,. 

As  you’d  blanch  almonds. 

Tay.  They. fay  he  can  make  gold. 

Hoji.  I,  I,  he  learnt  it  of  Kelly  in  Germanny. 

There’s  not  a Chymift 

In  chriftendome  can  goe  beyond  him  for  multiplying. 

Pedant.  Take  heed  then;, 

He  get  not  up  your  daughters  belly  my  Hod. 

Hoji.  You  are  a merry  Gentleman 
And  the  man  of  art  will  love  you  the  better. 

Dancer.  Does  he  love  mirth  and  crotchets  ? 


Hoji.  O he’s  the  molt  courteous  Phylitian, 

You  may  drink  or  drab  in’s  company  trecly. 

The  better  he  knows  how  your  difealc  grows, 

The  better  he  knows  how  to  curd  it. 

Dane.  But  I wonder  my  Holt 
He  has  no  mdre  rdbrt  of  Ladyes  to  him. 

Hoji.  \A'hy  Sir? 

Dan.  O divers  of  them  have  great  belcif in  conjurers : 
Lechery  is  a great  help  to  the  quality. 

Hofi,  He’s  Icarcc  known  to  be  in  town  yet. 

Ere  long  we  lhall  have  ’em  come 
Hurrying  hither  in  Fetherbeds. 

Dan,  How?  bedridden  ? 

Hoji.  No  fir,  in  fetherbeds  that  move  upon  4 wheels  in 
Spanilli  caroches. 

Ped.  Pray  accquaint  him  we  give  attendance. 

Hoji.  I lhall  gtntlemenj  I would  fain  be  rid 
Of  thefe  rafcalls,  but  that  they  raifc  profit 
To  my  wine  ce  ar. 

When  1 have  made  ufe  of  them  fufficicntly, 

I will  intreat  the  conjurer  to  tye  crackers  to  their  tails, 
And  fend  them  packing. 

Enter  Forobofeo  as  in  hii  Study.  ('A  paper) 

Tors.  Come  hither  mine  Hoft,  look  here, 

Ho\i.  \\  hat’s  that  ? 

Poro.  A challenge  from  my  man. 

Hoji.  For  breaking’s  pate  ? 

Foro.  He  writes  here"  if  I meet  him  not 
I’th’  f eild  within  this  half  hour, 

1 lhall  hear  more  from  him. 

Hoji.  O fir,  minde  your  profit. 

Ne’er  think  of  the  ralcall,  here  are  the  gentlemen. 

Foro.  ’Morrow  my  worthy  clients. 

What  are  youafl  prepar’d  of  your  queftions  j 
That  I may  give  my  refolution  upon  them? 

Omnes.  We  are  Sir. 

Pedant.  And  have  brought  our  mony. 

Foro  Each  then  in  order. 

And  differ  not  for  precedency; 

Dan.  I am  buying  of  an  office  Sir, 

And  to  that  purpole  I would  fain  learn 
To  dillemble  cunningly. 

f oro.  Doe  you  come  to  me  for  that  ? you  Ihould  rather 
Have  gone  to  a cunning  woman. 

Dane.  I fir  but  their  Inftrudions  are  but  like  woman. 
Pretty  well  but  not  to  the  depth,  as  I’d  have  it : 

You  are  a conjurer,  the  devils  Mafter, 

And  1 would  learn  it  from  you  lb  exadly. 

F oro.  That  the  deviil  himfelf 
Might  not  go  beyond  you.  . 

You  are  i’th’ right  Sir. 

Foro.  And  fo  your  mony  for  your  purchale 
Might  come  in  again  within  a 1 2 month. 

Dane.  I would  be  a Graduate  fir,  no  frelhman. 

Faro.  Here’s  my  hand  fir, 

I will  make  you  dilfemble  fo  methodically. 

As  if  the  divell  Ihould  be  lent  from  the  great  Turk, 

In  the  lhape  of  an  Embaflador 

To  fet  all  the  chridian  princes  at  variance. 

Dane.  I cannot  with  any  modefty  defire  any  more. 
There’syour  mony  fir. 

Foro.  For  the  art  of  dilTembling. 

Cox.  My  fuit  fir  will  be  news  to  you  when  I tell  it, 

Foro.,  Pray  on. 

(kix.  I would  fet  up  a prefs  here  in  Italy, 

To  write  all  the  Coranto<;  for  Chriftendome; 

Foro.  That’s  news  indeed. 

And  how  would  you  impioy  me  in’t  ? 

Cfix.  Marry  fir,  from  you 
I would  gain  my  intelligence.  ... 

Foro.  1 conceive  you,  you  would  have  me  furnilh  you 
With  a fpirit  to  informe  you. 
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Cox.  But  as  quiet  a Divell  as  the  woman. 

The  firft  day  and  a half  after  flic’s  married, 

I can  by  no  means  indure  a terrible  one. 

Foro.  No,  no.  I’ll  qualifie  him. 

He  fliall  not  fright  yon. 

It  lhall  be  the  ghoft  of  Ibme  lying  Stationer, 

A Spirit  (hall  look  as  if  butter  would  not  melt  in  liis 
mouth.  A new  hUrcurius  Gjlio-belgiau . 

Cex.  O there  was  a captain  was  rare  at  it. 

F.r.\  N’c’er  thinke  of  him. 

Though  that  c'aptain  writ  a full  hand  gallop, 

And  wafted  indeed  more  harmelds  paper  thiui 
Ever  did  laxative  Phylick, 

Vet  will  I make  you  to  out-fcribble  him, 

And  fet  down  what  you  pleafe, 

The  world  fliall  better  believe  you. 

C-’.v.  \\’orthy  fir  1 thank,  you,  there’s  mony. 

Foro.  A new  office 
For  writing  pragmaticall  Curranto’s 
Fedani.  I am  a fchool-maftcr  fir, 

.And  would  fain  conferre  with  you 

About  cTcfting  4 new  feds  of  religion  at  Anther  dam. 

Foro.  What  the  Divell  fliould 
New  lefts  of  religion  doe  there  ? 

Pedant.  1 allure  you  1 would  get 
A great  deal  of  money  by  it. 

Foro.  And  what  are  the  4 new  lefts 
Of  religion  you  would  plant  there? 

Fed.  \V  liy  that’s  it  I come  about  fir, 

’Tis  a Divel  of  your  railing  muft  invent ’em, 

I confeis  ! am  too  weak  to  compafs  it. 

Foro.  So  fir,  then  you  make  it  a matter  of  no  difficulty 
To  have  them  tolerated. 

Pedant.  Trouble  not  your  felf  for  that. 

Let  but  your  Divel  fet  them  a foot  once. 

1 have  kVeavers,  and  Ginger-bread  makers. 

And  mighty  Aquavit£-msn.y  fliall  fet  them  a going. 

Foro.  This  is  fomewhat  difficult. 

And  will  aske  fome  conference  with  the  divell. 

Fed.  Take  your  own  leafurefir, 

1 have  another  bufinefs  too,  becaufe  I mean 
To  leave  Jtaly.,  and  bury  my  felf  in  thofe  neather  parts 
Of  the  low  countries, 
f . ro.  What’s  that  fir. 

Fed.  Marry  1 would  fain  make  p dayes  to  the  week, 

, for  the  more  ample  benefit  of  the  captain. 

Foro.  You  have  a Ihrewd  pate  fir. 

Fed.  But  how  this  might  be  compals’d? 
loro.  Compals’d eafily tis  but  making 
A new'  Almanack,  and  dividing  the  compals 
Of  the  year  into  larger  penny-worths. 

As  a Chandler  with  his  compals  makes 
A Geom  trick  proportion  of  the  Holland  checle 
He  retailes  by  Itivers. 

But  for  getting  of  it  licenc’d  ? 

Ped.  Trouble  not  your  felf  with  that  fir. 

There’s  your  mony, 

Foro.  For  four  new  fefts  of  religions. 

And  9 dayes  to  the  week. 

Ped.  To  be  brought  in  at  general  pay-dayes. 

Write  1 befecch  you. 

1 Foro.  At  generall  pay-dayes. 

laylor.  I am  by  profeffiion  a Taylor, 

You  have  heard  of  me. 

For-).  Yes  fir,  and  will  not  ftcal  from  you 
The  Icaftpart  of  that  commendation  1 have  heard  utter’d. 

laylor.  1 takcmeafiirc  of  your  worth  fir,  o 

And  becaufe  1 will  notafflift  you  with  any  large  bill 
Of  circnmftances,  1 will  fnip  off  particulars. 

1 would  fain  invent  fome  ftrangc 
And  exquifite  new  falhions. 

Faro.  Are  you  not  travel’d  fir. 

Tay.  Yes  fir,  but  have  obferv’d  ail  we  can  fee 
Or  invent,  arc  but  old  ones  with  new  names to'em, 


Now  I would  fome  way  or  other  grow  more  curious. 

Foro.  Let  me  feey  to  devife  new  falhions  — 

Were  you  never  in  the  Moon  ? 

Tay.  In  the  Moon  tavern  I yes  fir,  pfeen,' 

Foro.  No,  I do  mean  in  the  new  world 
In  the  world  that’s  in  the  Moon  yonder. 

Tay.  How.^  a new  world ’ith’ moon? 

Foro.  Yes  I allure  you. 

Tay,  And  peopled  ? 

Foro.  O moll  fantallically  peopled. 

Tay.  Nay  certain  then  there’s  work  for  taylors? 

Fero.  That  there  is  I affiure  you. 

Tay.  Yet  I have  talked  with  a Scotch  taylor 
That  never  difeover’d  lb  much  to  me 
Though  he  has  travelPd  far,  and  wi  a pedlar  in  Poland. 

Foro.  That  was  out  of  his  way. 

This  lies  beyond  China: 

You  would  lludy  new  lalhions  you  lay  ? 

Take  my  councell,  make  a voyage, 

And  difeover  that  new  world. 

Tay.  Shall  I be  a moon-man  ? 

Foro.  I am  of  opinion,  the  people  of  that  world 
( If  they  be  like  the  nature  of  that  climate  they  live  in  ) 
Do  vary  thefalhion  of  their  cloathsoftener  than  any 
Quick-filver'd  nation  in  Europe. 

Tay.  Not  unlikely,  but  what  fliould  that  be  we  caU 
The  man  in  the  moon  then? 

Foro.  Why  ’tis  nothing  but  an  Englifliman 
That  Hands  there  ftark  naked, 

W ith  a pair  of  Iheers  in  one  hand. 

And  a great  bundle  of  broad  cloath  in  the  other 
f Which  relembles  the  bulh  of  thorns) 

Cutting  out  of  new  falhions. 

Taylor.  I have  heard  fomewhat  like  this. 

But  how  fliall  I get  thither  ? 

Foro.  I’ll  make  a new  compafs  lhall  direft  you. 

Tay.  Certain  ? 

Foro.  Count  me  elle  for  no  man  of  direftion. 

Tay.  There’s  20  duckats  in  hand,  at  my  return 
I’ll  give  you  a lOo. 

Foro.  A new  voyage  to  dilcover  new  fafliions. 

Mul.  I have  been  a traveller  too  fir. 

That  have  flie'Wed  ffirange  bealls  in  Chriftendome, 

And  got  money  by  them,  but  I find  the  trade  to  decay. 
Your  Camelion,  or  Eaft-Indian  hedg-hog 
Gets  very  little  mony,  and  your  Elephant  devours 
So  much  bread,  brings  in  fo  little  profit. 

His  keeper  were  better  every  morning 
Cram  i 5 Tayjors  with  white  manchet : 

I would  have  fome  new  fpeftacle. 

And  one  that  might  be  more  attractive. 

Foro.  Let  me  fee,  were  you  ever  in  Syain  ? 

Mule.  Not  yet  Sir. 

Foro.  I would  have  you  go  to  MadriU.^  and  againlt  Ibmc 
great  fellivall,  when  the  court  lies  there,  provide  a great 
and  fpacious  Engilfli  Oxe,  and  roll  him  whole , with  a 
pudding  in’s  bely  •,  that  would  be  the  eighth  wonder  of  the 
world  in  thole  parts  I allure  you. 

Mule.  A rare  projeft  without  queftion. 

Foro.  Goc  beyond  all  their garlike  olle  padridoes.^though 
you  Ibd  one  mGarguontuas  couldron,bring  in  more  money, 
then  all  the  monfters  of  Affrkk^ 

Hoji.  Good  Sir  do  your  bell  for  him^  he’s  of  my  acquain- 
tance, and  one  if  ye  knew  him 

foro.  What  is  he  ? 

Hofl.  He  was  once  a man  of  infinite  letters. 

Foro.  A Scholar? 

Hofl.  No  fir,  a packet  carrier,  which  is  alwaies  a man  of 
many  letters,  you  know : then  he  was  Mule-driver,  now  he’s 
a gentleman,  and  feeds  monfters. 

Foro.  A inoft  ungratefull  calling. 

Mule.  There’s  money  for  your  direftion  •,  the  price  of the 
Oxe  Sir  ? ' 

Foro.  A hundred  French  crowns,  for  it  mull  be  a Lincalne 

fliire 
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(hire  Oxc,  and  a prime  one ; 

For  a rare  and  monftrous  fpcdtaclc,  to  be  feen  at  MadtiV. 

Enter  Clm^^  Hoj^eft^  and  Bhnca, 

Hoflef.  Pray  forbear  fir,  we  fliall  have  a new  quarrell. 

CloTT.  You  durft  not  meet  me  ’ith  field,  I am  therefore 
come  to  fpoyl  your  market. 

Toro.  What’s  the  newes  witli  you  Hr. 

CloTF.  Gentlemen,  you  that  come  hither  to  be  moft  abomi- 
nably cheated,  liftcn,  and  be  as  wife  as  your  planet  will 
fuller  you,  keep  your  mony,  be  not  gul’d,  be  not  laught 
at. 

Pedant,  W^hat  means  tliis?  would  I had  my  mony  again 
in  my  pocket. 

Hoji.  The  fellow  is  full  of  malice,  do  not  mind  him. 

Clorv.  This  profeft  cheating  rogue  was  my  mafter,  and 
Iconfcfsmy  felf  a more  preternotorious  rogue  than  hi mfelf, 
in  lb  long  keeping  his  villainous  counfell. 

Eoro.  Come,  come,  I will  not  hear  you. 

Clorv.  No  couz’ner,  thou  wouldeft  not  hear  me,  I do 
)ut  dare  thee  to  fuller  me  to  fpeak , and  then  thou  and  all 
thy  divells  fpit  fire,  and  fpout  Atjua  fortis. 

Eoro.  Speak  on,  1 freely  permit  thee. 

C/orr.  Why  then  know  all  you  firiiple  animals,  you  whole 
purfes  are  ready  to  call  the  calf,  if  they  have  not  call  it 
already,  if  you  give  any  credit  to  thisjuglingrafcal,  you  are 
worfe  than  fimple  widgins,  and  will  be  drawn  into  the  net 
3y  this  decoy  duck,  this  tame  cheater. 

Eoro,  Ha,  ha,  ha,  pray  mark  him 

Clow  He  does  profefs  Phyficke,  and  counjuring  for  his 
Phyfick.  j he  has  but  two  medicines  for  all  manner  of  difeafes ) 
when  hewas  i’th’low  countryes,  he  us’d  nothing  but  but- 
ter’d beer,  colour’d  with  Allegant , for  all  kind  of  mala- 
dies, and  that  he  called  his  catholick  med’dne  j fure  the 
Dutch  fmelt  out  it  was  butter’d  beer,  elfe  they  would  ne- 
ver have  endur’d  it  for  the  names  fake  : then  does  he  mi- 
ni Ifer  a grated  Dogs  turd  inllead  of  Rubarb,  many  times 
of  Unicornes  horn,  which  working  ftrongly  with  the  con- 
ceit of  the  Patient , would  make  them  befeummer  to  the 
height  of  a mighty  purgatioUi 

Eoro.  The  rogue  has  ftudied  this  invedlive. 

Clorv.  Now  for  his  conjuring,the  witches  of  are 

the  divells  chare-women  to  him,  for  they  will  fell  a man 
a wind  to  Ibme  purpole  ^ he  fells  wind,  and  tells  you  for- 
tie  lyes  over  and  over.  - 

HojleJJ'.  I thought  what  we  fhould  find  of  him. 

Hofi.  Hold  your  prating,  be  not  you  an  heretick. 

Clorv.  Conjure ! I’ll  tell  you,  all  t(le  divells  names  he'calls 
upon  are  but  fuftion  names,  gather’d  out  of  welch  heral- 
dry ; in  breif , he  is  a rogue  of  fik  reprieves , four  par- 
dons of  courfe,  thrice  pilloried,  twice  lung  Lacryrn^  to 
the  Virginalls  of  a carts  tail,  h’as  five  times  been  in  the 
GaVief,  and  will  never  truely  run  hirafelf  out  of  breath,  till 
he  comes  to  the  gallowes. 

Eoro.  You  have  heard  worthy  gentlemen,  what  this  lying, 
detradling  rafcall  has  vomited. 

Tay.  Yes  certain,  but  we  have  a better  trull  in  you,  for 
you  have  ra’enout  money. 

Eoro.  I have  fo,  truth  is  he  was  my  fervant,  and  for  (bme 
chaftifement  I gave  him,  he  docs  jradlife  thus  upon  me'^ 
fpeak  truely  firra,  are  you  certain  I cannot  conjure .? 

Clorv.  Conjure  ! ha,  ha,  ha, 

Fx>ro.  Nay,  nay,  but  be  very  fure  of  it. 

Clorv.  Sure  of  it?  why  I’ll  make  a bargain  with  thee, 
before  all  thefe  gentlemen,  ufe  all  thy  art,  all  thy  roguery, 
and  make  me  do  any  thing  before  al  this  company  I have 
not  a mind  to , I’ll  firll  give  thee  leave  to  claime  me  for 
thy  bond  flave,  and  when  thou  haft  done  hang  me. 

Eoro.  ’Tis  a match, firra.  I’ll  make  you  caper  i’th’airpre- 
fently. 

Clorv.  I have  too  folid  a body,  and  my  belief  is  like  a 
Puritans  on  Good-Friday,  too  high  fed  with  capon. 

Eoro.  I will  firft  fend  thee  to  Green-land  for  a haunch 
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of  venifon , juft  of  the  thickncl's  of  thine  own  tallow. 
Ctviv.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  I’ll  not  llir  an  imh  (or  thee. 
t uro.  Thence  to i’th’ ti/]!  J ndtes^  (or  pcpnci  to 
bake  it. 

Clotv.  Fo  Amboyna  ? lb  I might  be  pepper’d. 

Fort.  Then  will  I conveigh  ihcc  (lark  naked  to  Develinz 
to  beg  a pair  ot  brogs.^  to  hide  thy  mountaiiu3us  buttocks. 
Clotv.  And  no  doublet  to  ’em  ? 

Eoro.  No  iir,  I intend  to  fend  you  of  a lleevclels  errand  • 
but  before  you  vanilh,  in  regard  you  lay  I cannot  conjure^ 
and  arc  lb  Ihipid,  and  opinionated  a (lave,  that  neither  I, 
nor  my  art  can  compell  you  to  do  any  thing  that’s  beyond 
your  own  pleafure,  the  gentlemen  lhall  have  Ibme  fport, 
you  cannot  endure  a cat  lirra } 

Clorv.  W’hat’s  that  to  thee  luglcr  ? 

Eoro.  Nor  you’ll  do  nothing  at  my  entreaty? 

Clorv.  I’ll  be  bang’d  firft. 

Eoro.  Sit  Gentlemen,  and  w'hatlbever  you  fee,  be  not 
friglited, 

Hojh(f : Alas  I can  endure  no  conjuring. 

Hofi:  Stir  not  wife. 

Bran:  Pray  let  me  go  fir,  I am  not  fit  for  thefe  fooleryes. 
Hoji : More  not  daughter. 

For:  I wil  make  you  dance  a new  dance  call’d  leap-frog 
Clotv : Ha,  ha,  ha. 

For:  And  as  naked  as  a frog. 

Clorv:  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I defie  thee. 

Forobolco  loo\s  in  a book^.,  (lril{es 
Tvitb  bis  Voandy  Mufick^  playes. 

Enter  4.  Boyes  Jhap^dlikp  FrogSy  and  dance. 

Padant : Sprits  of  the  water  in  the  likenefs  of  frogs. 
Tayi  He  has  filbt  fair  believe  me. 

Mule : See,  lee,  he  fweats  and  trembles. 

Fore:  Are  you  come  to  your  quavers  > 

Clorv.  Oh,  ho,  ho. 

Fora,  nimake  yourundivifiononthato’r  erelleaveyou, 
lobke  you,  here  are  the  playfellowes  that  are  fo  indear’d 
to  you  ^ come  fir,  firft  uncafe, , and  then  dance,  nay  i’ll  make 
him  dance  ftark  naked. 

Hofi.  Oh  let  him  have  his  ftiirt  on  and  his  Mogols  breeches, 
here  are  Women  ith’  houfe. 

Eoro.  Well  for  their  lakes  he  lhall. 

Clown  teares  off  his  doublety  making  grange  faces  as 
if  compePd  to  it , falls  into  the  Dance, 
lay.  He  dances,  what  a lying  rogue  was  this  to  fay  the 
gentleman  could  not  conjure  ? 

Eoro.  He  does  prettily  well,  but  ’tis  voluntary,  I allure 
you,  I have  no  hand  in’t. 

Clowy  As  you  are  ai  Counjurer , and  a rare  Artift,  free 
me  from  thefe  couplets  -y  of  all  creatures  I cannot  endure  a 
Frog. 

Eoro.  But  your  dancing  is  voluntary,  I can  compel!  you 
to  nothing. 

Hofief.  O me,  daughter,  lets  take  heed  of  this  fellow,^  he’ll 
make  us  dance  naked,  an’  we  vex  him. 

— ^ Exeunt  Hojiejf  and  Bianca. 

Eoro.  Now  cut  capers  firra,  I’ll  plagtie  that  chine  of  yours 
Clotv.  Ho,  ho,  ho,  my  kidneys  are  rofted.  I drop  away 
like  a pound  of  butter  rofted. 

Tayly  He  will  dance  himfelf  to  death. 

Eoro.  No  matter  I’ll  lell  his  fat  to  the  Pothecaries,  and 
repair  rny  injury  that  way. 

Hofi.  Enough  in  confidence. 

Eoro.  Well,  at  your  entreaty  vanilh.  And  now  I wil  only 
make  him  break  his  neck-  in  doing  a fommerfety  and  that’s 
all  the  revenge  I mean  to  take  of  him. 

Clow.  O gentlemen,  what  a rogue  was  I to  belye  fo  an 
approved  Mafter  in  the  noble  dark  fcience  ? you  eSn  wit- 
nefs,  this  I did  only  to  fpoyle  liis  pradife  and  deprive  you 
of  the  happynefs  of  injoying  his  worthy  labors  j rogue  that 
I was  to  do  it,  pray  fir  fdrgive  me. 


Eoro. 
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Fit:}.  \\  ith  what  facccanft  thou  ask  it  ? 

Chtv.  W ith  fuch  a face  as  I deferve,  with  a hanging  look, 
as  all  here  can  tefrifie. 

Faro.  W’dI  gentlemen,  that  you  may  perceive  the  good- 
nefs  of  my  temper,  I will  entertain  this  rogue  againein  hope 
of  amendment , for  Ihould  1 turn  him  olf,  he  would  be 
hangM. 

C!an\  You  may  read  that  in  this  foul  coppy. 

Only  with  this  promile,  you  lhall  never  cozen  any 
of  my  patients. 

Never. 

Forp.  And  remember  hence  forward,  that  though  I can* 
not  conjure,  lean  »iake  you  dance  firra,  go  get  your  fell' 
into  the  cottage  again. 

Enter  Cjifario. 

Clew.  1 will  never  more  dance  leap-Frog:  now  I have 
cot  you  into  credit,  hold  it  up,  and  cozen  them  in  abun- 
dance. 

Foro.  Oh  rare  ralcall.  Exit  Clown. 

Cefjr.  How  now,  a mart  here,  a Mountebank, 

and  his  worlhipfiill  auditory  ? 

Hnji.  They  are  my  guefls  Sir. 

Cefar.  A upon  them,  fhewyour  jugling  tricks  in  fbme 

other  room. 

Heft.  And  why  not  here  Sir  > 

Cefar.  Hence,  or  firra  1 fhall  Ipoil  your  figure  flinging, 
and  all  their  radicall(^uefl;ions, 

0 nines  Sir  we  vanifh. 

Exeunt.  Manet  Hoft.  ^ Cefar. 

Hoji.  Signior  Cefar  to  ^ you  make  bold  with  me. 

And  ibmewhatl  mufl;  tell  you  to  a degree 
Of  ill  manners;  they  are  myguefts,  and  men  I live  by. 
And  1 would  know  by  what  authority 
You  command  thus  far. 

Cefar.  By  mv  intereftin  your  daughter. 

Fl^i.  Intcrefl:  do  you  call’t  ? as  I remember  I never  put 
her  out  to  Vfury  on  that  condition. 

Cefar.  Pray  thee  be  not  angry. 

En  er  Bianca  and  Hoflefs. 

I am  come  to  make  thee  happy,  and  her  happy : 

She’s  here  •,  alas  my  pretty  foul,  I am  come 
To  give  aflurance that’s  beyond  thy  hope. 

Or  thy  beleif,  I bring  repentance  ’bout  me. 

And  fatisfaftion,  I will  marry  thee. 

Bianca.  Ha? 

Cefar.  As  I live  I v/ill,  but  do  not  entertain ’t 
With  tco  c^ukkan  apprehenfion  of  joy. 

For  that  may  hurt  thee,  I have  heard  Ibme  dye  of ’t, 

Bian.  Do  not  fear  me. 

Cefar.  Then  thou  think’fl;  Ifeign 
This  proteflation,  1 will  inllantly 
Before  thefe  teftihe  my  nev/  alliance. 

Contract  my  felf  unto  thee,  then  I hope 
Wc  may  be  more  private. 

Hoft.  But  thou  lhalt  not  fir, 

For  fo  has  many  a maiden-head  been  loft,  and  many  a baftard 
gotten, 

Cef.  Then  to  give  you  the  beft  of  any  aflurance  in  the 
world. 

Entreat  thy  father  to  go  fetch  a Preift 

Wee  will  inftantly  to  bed,  and  there  be  married. 

Bian.  Pride  hath  not  yetforlaken  youHee, 

Though  profperity  has. 

Hfft.  Sir  you  are  too  confident 
To  fafhion  to  your  felf  a dream  of  purchafe 
When  you  are  a begger. 

Cef.  You  are  bold  with  me. 

Hnftef  Doe  we  not  know  your  value  is  cried  down 
Fourfcorc  i’th’  hundred. 

Bian.  Oh  fir  I did  love  you 


With  fuch  a fixed  heart,  that  in  that  minute  ' 

Wherein  you  flighted,  or  contemn’d  me  rather, 

I took  a vow  to  obey  your  laft  decree, 

And  never  more  look  up  at  any  hope 

Should  bring  me  comfort  that  way.  and  though  fince 

Your  Fofter-mother,  and  the  fair  Clarifa 

Have  in  the  way  of  marriage  defpis’d  you. 

That  hath  not  any  way  bred  my  revenge, 

But  compalFion  rather.  I have  found 
So  much  forrow  in  the  way  to  a chafte  wedlock 
That  here  I will  fet  down,  and  never  wifh 
To  come  to’th’  journies  end.  Your  fuit  to  mee 
Henceforth  be  ever  filenc’d, 

Cefar.  My  Bianca. 

Hoftef  Henceforward  pray  forbear  her  and  my  houfe : 
5he’s  a poor  virtuous  wench,  yet  her  eftate 
May  weigh  with  yours  in  a gold  balance. 

Hoft.  Yes,  and  her  birth  in  any  Heralds  office  in 
Chriftendom. 

Hoftef.  It  may  prove  lb; 

When  you’ll  fay,  you  have  leapt  a Whiting.  Exit  ' 

Enter  Baptifta  and  Mentivole. 

Cef.  How  far  am  I grown  behind  hand  with  fortune? 

Bap,  Here’s 

My  Ion  Sir,  is  to  morrow  to  be  married 
Unto  the  fair  Clarijfa. 

Cef  So. 

Ment.  Wee  hope  you’ll  be  a gueft  there. 

Cef  No  I will  not  grace  your  triumph  fb  much. 

Bap.  I will  not  tax  your  breeding. 

But  it  alters  not  your  birth  Sir,  fare  you  well. 

Ment.  Oh  Sir,  doe  not  greive  him. 

He  has  too  much  afflidion  already.  Exeunt. 

Enter  a Sailor. 

Cef.  Every  way  Icorn’d  and  loft. 

Shame  follow  you 

For  I am  grown  moft  miferable. 

Sail.  Sir  do  you  know  a Ladies  Ibn  in  town  here 
They  cal  Cefario  ? 

Cefar.  There’s  none  fuch  I afliirc  thee  j 

Sail.  I was  told  you  were  the  man. 

Cefar.  What’s  that  to  thee? 

Sail.  A on’t.  You  are  melancholy,  will  you  drink  Sir? 

Cefar.  With  whom  ? 

Sail.  With  me  Sir^  defpile  not  this  pitch’d  Canvas-,  the 
time  was  we  have  known  them  lin’d  with  Spanifli  Duckets  j 
I have  news  for  you; 

Cefar.  For  me ! 

Sail.  Not  unlels  you’ll  drink  j 
We  are  like  our  Sea  provifion,  once  out  of  pickle. 

We  require  abundance  of  drink  j I have  news  to  tell  you, 
That  were  you  Prince, 

Would  make  you  fend  your  mandate 
To  have  atlioufand  bonfires  made  i’th’  City 
And  pift  out  agen  with  nothing  but  Greek  wine. 

Ce/ar.  Come,  1 will  drink  with  thee  howfbever, 

Sail.  And  upon  thefe  terms  1 will  utter  my  mind  to  you. 

Exeunt^ 
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JBus  Quintus, 

Scdcna  r rima. 


Enter  Alberto^  Frofpero.,  Juliana  and  SailorT.  - 

Sail.  QHall  we  bring  your  neceflaries  afhorc  my  LorcV? 

Alb.  ^ K)o  what  you  pleafc,  I am  land-fick,  worfc  by  far 
Than  ere  I Vvas  atfea. 

Prof.  Colled  your  felf. 

Alber„  Q my  mofl:  worthy  Profpero^  my  bell  friend. 

The  noble  favor  I receiv’d  from  thee 
In  freeing  me  from  the  Turks  I now  accompt 
Worfe  than  my  death  ^ for  I lhall  never  live 
To  make  requital!;,  what  do  you  attend  for? 

Sail.  To  underftandyour  pleafure. 

Alber.  They  do  mock  me  ^ 
do  proteft  i have  no  kind  of  pleafure 
n any  thing  i’th’  world,  but  in  thy  friendfliip, 
mult  ever  except  that. 

Prof  Pray  leave  him,  leave  him. Exeunt  Sailors, 

Alber.  The  news  I heard  related  fince  my  landing 
Of  the  divifion  of  my  Family, 
dow  is  it  polTible  for  any  man 
To  bcar’t  with  a fet  patience  ? 

Prof.  You  have  fuller’d 

Since  your  imprilbnment  more  waighty  forrows. 

.Alber.  I,  then  I was  man  of  flelh  and  blood, 

N'ow  I am  made  up  of  fire,  to  the  full  height 
Of  a deadly  Calenture  •,  O thefe  vild  women 
That  are  lo  ill  prefervers  of  mens  honors. 

They  cannot  govern  their  own  honefties. 

That  I Ihonld  thirty  and  odd  winters  feed 
My  expedation  of  a noble  heir. 

And  by  a womans  fallhood  find  him  now 
A fidion,  a mere  dream  of  what  he  was  j 
And  yet  I love  him  ftil). 

Prof  In  my  opinion 

The  fentence  ( on  this  tryall ) from  the  Duke 

Was  noble,  to  repair  Ccfario^s  lofs 

With  the  marriage  of  your  wife,  had  you  been  dead. 

Alber.  By  your  favor  but  it  was  not,  I conceive 
T'was  difparagement  to  my  name,  to  have  my  widdow 
Match  with  a Faulkeiners  fon,  and  yet  beli’ve’t 
Hove  the  youth  ftill,  and  much  pitty  him. 

I do  remember  at  my  going  to  Sea, 

Upon  a quarrel , and  a hurt  receiv’d 
From  young  Menthole.,  my  rage  lb  far 
Oretopt  my  nobler  temper,  I gave  charge 
To  have  his  hand  cut  off!^  which  fince  I heard. 

And  to  my  comfort,  brave  Cefario^ 

Worthyly  prevented. 

Prof  And  ’twas  nobly  done. 

Albert.  Yet  the  revenge,  for  this  intent  of  mine 
Hath  bred  much  flaughter  in  our  families. 

And  yet  my  wife  ( which  infinitely  moans  me  J 
Intends  to  marry  my  Ible  heir  Clarifsa 
. To  the  head  branch  of  the  other  fadion. 

Prof  'Tis  the  mean  to>\'^ork  reconcilement, 

Alber.  Between  whom? 

Prof  Your  felf  and  the  worthy  Baptifta. 

Alber.  Never. 

Prof.  O you  have  been  of  a noble  and  remarkable  friend- 
Ihip, 

And  by  this  match  ’tis  generally  in  Florence 
Hop’d,  ’twill  fully  be  reconcil’d-,  to  me 
’T would  be  abfolute  content. 

Julia.  And  to  my  fdf,  I have  main  intereft  in  it. 

Alb.  Noble  Sir,  you  may  command  my  heart  to  break 


lor  you 

But  never  to  bend  that  way^  poor  Cr/yr/o, 

When  thou  put’ll  on  ihy  mournfull  willow-garland 
Thy  enemy  fiiall  be  lilted  ( 1 do  vow  ) 

In  the  fame  livery,  my  Cefario 

Loved  as  my  folter  child,  though  not  my  Son, 

Which  in  fome  coiintryes  formerly  were  barbarous, 

Was  a name  held  molt  afledionate  ^ thou  art  loft, 
Vnfortunate  young  man,  not  only  llightcd 
Where  thou  feccived’ft  thy  breeding,  but  fince  fcorn’d 
I th’  way  of  marriage,  by  the  poor  Bianca 
The  In-keepers  daughter. 

Prof  I have  heard  of  that  too  ^ 

But  let  not  that  affiid  you  : for  this  Lady 
May  happily  deliver  at  more  leafiirc  > 

A circumftance  may  draw  a fair  event, 

Better  than  you  can  hope  for. 

For  this  prelent  we  mull  leave^you. 

And  lliall  vific  you  again  within  thefe  two  hours, 

Enter  Cefario. 

Albert.  Ever  to  me  moft  welcome, O my  Cefario. 

Cefar.  I am  none  of  yours  Sir,  lb  ’tis  jirotefted  j 
And  I humbly  beg. 

Since  ’tis  not  in  your  power  to  preferve  me 
Any  longer  in  a noble  courfe  of  life, 

Give  me  a worthy  death. 

Alber.  The  youth  is  mad. 

Cejar.  Nay  Sir,  I will  inftruft  you  in  a way 
To  kill  me  honorably. 

Alber.  That  were  moft  ft  range. 

Cefar.  I am  turning  Pirate,  You  may  be  imployed  i 
By  the  Duke  to  fetch  me  in  ^ and  in  a Sea-fight 
Give  me  a noble  grave. 

Alber.  Queftioiilefs  he’s  mad ; I would  give  any  Doftor 
A thoufand  crowns  to  free  him  from  this  forrow. 

Cefar.  Here  s the  Phyfitian. ShcK-ss  a Poniard, 

Alber.  Hold  Sir,  I did  lay 
To  free  you  from  the  forrow,  not  from  life. 

Cefar.  Why  life  and  forrow  are  unitparable. 

Alber.  Be  comlortcd  Cefario^  Mentivole  i 

Shall  not  marry  Clanfsa. 

Cefar.  No  Sir,  ere  he  ftiall,  I’il  kill  him. 

Albar.  But  you  forfeit  your  own  life  then.  j 

Cefar.  That’s  worth  nothing.  ■ 

Alber.  Cejario,  be  thy  felf,  be  mine  Cejario  ; [ 

Make  not  thy  felf  uncapable  of  that  portion  1 

I have  full  purpofe  to  confer  upon  thee  ? j 

By  falling  into  madnefs ; bear  thy  wrongs 
With  noble  patience,  the  afflifted ’s  frit  nd 
Which  ever  in  all  aftions  crowns  the  end. 

Cef.  You  well  awak’dme-,  nay  recover’d  me 
Both  to  fence  and  full  life,  O moft  noble  fir. 

Though  I have  loft  my  fortune,  and  loft  you 
For  a worthy  Father ; yet  I will  not  lofe 
My  former  virtue,  my  integrity 
Shall  not  yet  forfake  me  -,  but  as  the  wild  Ivy, 

Spreads  and  thrives  better  in  fome  pittious  ruin 
Of  tower,  or  defac’d  Temple,  than  it  does 
Planted  by  a new  building  -,  fo  fhall  I 
Make  my  adverfity  my  inftrument 
To  winde  me  up  into  a full  content. 

Alber.  ’Tis  worthily  relolv’d our  firft  adventure 
Is  to  ftop  the  marriage-,  for  thy  other  lofles, 

Pradis’d  by  a womans  malice,  but  account  them 
Like  conjurers  winds  rais’d  to  a fearfull  blaft. 

And  do  fome  mifeheif,  but  do  never  laft,  Exeunu 

Enter  Forobefco  and  Clown. 

Clow.  Now  fir,  will  you  rot  acknowledge  that  I have 
mightily  advanc’d  your  pradice? 

Forobof.  ’Tis  confeft,and  I will  make  thee  a great  man  for’t. 

Cioi\. 
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Cl('n\  I take  a coiiri'e  to  do  that  my  IcIF,  for  1 drink  fack 
in  abundance. 

Foro.  O my  rare  rafcall!  We  malt  remove. 

Clon\  Whither? 

Foro.  Any  whitl'cr : Europe  is  too  little  to  be  coz’ncd  by 
us,  I am  ambitious  to  go  to  the  EajFhtdies.,  thou  and  I to 
ride  on  our  brace  of  Elephants. 

Cion'.  And  for  my  part  I long  tobc  in  agen^^you 

will  never  get  fo  much  as  in  £«(7/a«4  wc  have  fnifted  many 
countryes,  and  many  names;  but  trance  the  world  over 
\ou  fnall  never  purfe  up  fo  much  gold  as  when  you 
were  in  Enzljud  , and  call’d  your  Iclf  Dodtor  Lambe- 
Itoncs. 

Foro.  ’Twas  an  atradive  name  I confefs,  women  were 
then  my  only  admirers-. 

Clotv.  And  all  their  vifits  was  cither  to  further  their 
luft,  or  revenge  injuries. 

Foro.  You  Ihoiild  have  forty  in  a morning  beleaguer  my 
clolet,  and  flrive  who  lliould  be  cozen’d  firlt,  amngft 
fourfeore  love-lick  \caiting  women  that  has  come  to  me 
in  a morning  to  learn  what  fortune  fhould  betide  them 
in  their  firfc  marriage,  I have  found  above  94  to  have  loft 
their  maidenheads, 

Cion'.  By  their  own  confelTion  , but  I was  fain  to  be 
your  male  midwife , and  work  it  out  of  them  by  circum- 
ftance. 

Foro.  Thou  waft,  and  yet  for  all  this  frequent  refort  of 
women  and  thy  handing  of  their  urinals  and  their  cafes, 
thou  art  not  given  to  lechery  , what  lliould  be  the  realon 
of  it?  thou  haft  wholfome  flelh  enough  about  tliecj  me 
thinks  the  divcll  Ihould  tempt  thee  to’t. 

Cion.  \AT.at  need  he  do  that,  when  he  makes  me  his 
inftrumcm;  to  tempt  others, 

Foro.  Thou  canft  not  chufe  but  utter  thy  rare  good  parts-, 
thou  waft  an  excellent  baud  I acknowledge. 

Clorv.  Well,  and  what  I have  done  that  way,  I will  Ipare 
to  fpeak  of  all  you  and  I have  done  fir,  and  though  we 
Ihould — 

Foro.  We  will  for  Eftgland,  that’s  for  certain. 

Cion.  Wc  lhall  never  want  there. 

Foro.  Want  ? their  Court  of  Wards  fiiall  want  money  firft : 
for  1 profefs  my  lelf  Lord  Paramount  over  fools  aud  mad 
(bikes. 

Cion.  Do  but  ftorc  your  felf  with  lyes  enough  againft 
ou  come  thither. 

Foro.  Why  that’s  all  the  familiarity  I ever  had  with  the 
Oivell,  my  guift  of  lying,  they  fay  he’s  the  Father  of  lyes  • 
and  though  1 cannot  conjure,  yet  1 profefs  my  felf  to  be 
one  of  his  poor  golfips.  I will  now  reveale  to  thee  a rare 
pecce  of  lervice. 

Cion.  What  is  it  my  moft  worfiiipful  Doflor  Lawb- 
ftoncs  ? 

Foro.  There  is  a Captain  come  lately  from  Sea, 

They  call  Profper.,  I faw  himthis  morning 
Through  a think  of  wainftete  that  divides  my  lodging. 
And  the  Hoft  of  the  hou(b,  withdraw  my  Floft,  and  Ho- 
ftefs,  the  fair  Eixncha.^  and  an  antient  gentlewoman  into 
their  bedchamber  ^ 1 could  not  overhear  their  conference, 
but  I faw  fuch  a raafs  of  gold  levvcls,  & when  he  had 
dene  he  lock’t  it  up  into  a casket  great  joy  there  was 
amongft  them,  & forth  they  arc  gone  into  the  city,  and 
my  Hoft  told  meat  his  going  forth  he  thought  he  fhould 
not  return  till  after  fupper  : now  Sir,  in  their  abfence  will 
wc  fall  to  our  picklocks,  enter  the  chamber,  feizc  the 
Jewels,  make  an  efcape  from  Florence.,  and  wc  are  made 
for  ever. 

Cion.  But  if  they  fhould  go  to  a true  conjurer,  and  fetch 
us  back  in  a whirle-wind? 

Foro.  Do  not  believe  there  is  any  fuch  fetch  in  Aflrology, 
and  this  may  be  a means  to  make  us  live  honeft  here- 
after. 

Cion.  ’Tis  but  an  ill  road  to’t  that  lyes  through  the 
high  way  of  thceving. 

Foro.  For  indeed  I am  weary  of  this  trade  of  fortune- 


tellings  and  mean  to  give  all  over,  when  I come  into  Eng. 
land,  for  it  is  a very  tickfifn  quality, 

Clun.  And  i’th’  end  will  hang  by  a twine  thred. 

Foro.  Bclides  the  Ifiand  has  too  many  of  the  profeffion, 
they  hinder  on  anothers  market. 

Cion.  No,  no,  the  pillory  hinders  their  market. 

Foro.  You  know  there  the  jugling  captain. 

Cion.  I there’s  a fure  card. 

Foro.  Only  the  fore-man  of  their  jury  is  dead,  but  he 
dyed  like  a Roman. 

Cion.  Elfe  ’tis  thought  he  had  made  work  for  the  hang- 
man. 

Foro.  And  the  very  Ball,  of  your  falfe  prophets,  he’s 
quafht  too. 

Cion.  He  did  meafure  the  ftars  with  a falfe  yard,  and 
may  now  travail  to  Rome,  with  a morter  on’s  head  to  fee 
if  he  can  recover  his  money  that  way. 

Foro.  Come;,  come,  lets  fifli  for  this  casket,  and  to  Sea 
prefently. 

Cion.  We  fliall  never  reach  London,  I fears 
My  mind  runs  fo  much  of  hanging,  landing  at  JFapping. 


Enter  Mariana. 


Eeteunt. 


This  well  may  be  a day  of  joy  long  wifh’d  for 
To  my  Clarijfa,  file  is  innocent. 

Nor  can  her  youth  but  with  an  open  bolbme 
Meet  Hymens  pleafing  bounties,  but  to  me 
That  am  inviron’d  with  black  guilt  and  horror 
It  does  appear  a funeral  though  promifing  much 
In  the  conception  were  hard  to  mannage 
But  fad  in  event,  it  was  not  hate 
But  fond  indulgence  in  me  to  prelerve 
Cefario'^s  threatn’d  life  in  open  court 
Then  forc’d  me  to  difclaime  him,  choofing  rather 
To  rob  him  of  his  birth-right,  and  honor 
Than  fuller  him  to  run  the  hazard  of 
Inrag’d  Baptifia^s  fury,  while  he  lives  -, 

I know  I have  a Son,  and  the  Dukes  lentcnce 
A while  deluded,  and  this  tempeft  over. 

When  he  alFures  himfelf  defpair  hath  feiz’d  him, 

Knocks  nilhin. 

Enter  Baptifta. 

I can  relieve  and  raife  him Ipeak,  who  is  it 

That  prefles  on  my  privacies  ? Sir  your  pardon. 

You  cannot  come  unwelcome,  though  it  were 
To  read  my  fecret  thoughts. 

Bap.  Lady  to  you 

Mine  lhall  be  ever  open  -,  Lady  faid  I, 

That  name  keeps  too  much  diftance,  lifter  rather 
I lliould  have  ftil’d  you,  and  I now  may  claime  it. 

Since  our  divided  families  are  made  one 
By  this  blelTed  marriage  -,  to  whofe  honor  comes 
The  Duke  in  perfon,  waited  on  by  all 
The  braveries  of  his  Court,  to  witnefs  it, 

And  then  to  be  our  ghefts,  is  the  bride  ready 
To  meet  and  entertain  him  ? 

Maria.  She  attends  the  comming  of  your  Son. 

Bap.  Pray  you  bring  her  forth. 

The  Duke’s  at  hand — Mufick,  in  her  loud  voyce. 

Speaks  his  arrivall. 

Maria.  She’s  prepar’d  to  meet  it.  ^ — Exit. 


Enter] 
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'Enter  Mariana,  Clarifla,  led  by  tn>o  Maids:  at  the  other 
door-f  Baptifta  meets  ndth  Mentivole,  led  by  two  Cour  'i- 
fr/,  the  Vuks^  Bijhop  •,  divers  Attendants : ( A Song  ) 
whilji  they  falute. 

'Dukf.  It  were  impertinent  to  wifl-i  you  joy. 

Since  all  joyes  dwell  about  you,  Hymens  torch 
Was  n^er  lighted  with  a luckier  Omen. 

Nor  bufjit  with  fo  much  fplendor,  to  defer 
With  fruit lefs  compliment,  the  means  to  make 
Your  certain  pleafiires  lawful  to  the  world 
Since  in  the  union  of  your  hearts  they  are 
Confirm’d  already  : would  but  argue  us 
A boaller  of  our  favours  ^ to  the  Temple, 

And  there  thefacred  knot  onceti'd,  all  triumphs 
Our  Dukedom  can  afford,  fliall  grace  your  Nuptials. 

Enter  Alberto  and  Cefario. 

Sap.  On  there. 

Ment.  I hope  it  is  not  in  the  power 
Of  any  to  crofs  us  now. 

yllber.  But  in  the  breath 
Of  a wrong’d  Father  I forbid  the  Banes. 

Cefar.  What,  do  you  ftand  at  gaze 

Bap.  Rifen  from  the  dead ! 

Maria.  Although  the  Sea'had  vomited  up  the  Figure 
In  which  thy  better  part  liv’d  long  imprilbn’d, 

True  love  defpifing  fear,  runs  thus  to  meet  it. 

Clarif.  In  duty  I kneel  to  it. 

Alber.  Hence  vile  wretches, 

To  you  I am  a fubftance  incorporeal. 

And  not  to  be  prophan’d,  with  your  vile  touch .? 

That  could  fo  foon  forget  me,  but  fuch  things 
Are  neither  worth  my  Anger,  nor  reproof. 

To  you  great  Sir,  I turn  my  felf  andthele 
Immediate  Minifters  of  your  Government, 

And  if  in  my  rude  language  I trangrefs  j 
Afcribe  it  to  the  cold  remembrance  of 
Mylervices,  and  not  my  rugged  temper. 

Speak  freely,  be  thy  language  ne’er  fo  bitter, 

To  fee  thee  Alberto.,  lignesthy  pardon. 

Alber.  My  pardon  ? I can  need  none,  if  it  be  not 
Receiv’d  for  an  offence.  I tamely  bear 
Wrongs,  which  a flave-born  Mufeovite  would  check  at. 
Why  if  for  Treafbn  I had  been  deliver’d 
Up  to  the  Hangmans  Axe,  and  this  dead  trunk 
Unworthy  of  a Chriftian  Sepulchre  ^ 

Expos’d  a prey  to  feed  the  ravenous  Vulture, 

The  memory  of  the  much  I oft  did  for  you. 

Had  you  but  any  touch  of  gratitude. 

Or  tliought  of  my  defervings,  would  have  flopp’d  yon 
Fromthefe  unjufl  proceedings. 

'Duke.  Hear  the  motives  that  did  induce  us. 

Alber.  I have  heard  them  all, 

YourHighnefs  fentence,  the  whole  Court  abus’d. 

By  the  perjuries  and  pradice  of  this  woman. 

( W'Q.  pcfl  thou  Crocodile  ) my  hopetul  fon. 

Whom  I dare  Iwear  mine  own,  degraded  of 
The  honors  that  deflend  to  him  from  me : 

And  from  that,  in  his  love  fcorn’dby  a creature 
Whofebafe  birth,  though  made  eminent  by  her  beauty. 
Might  well  have  mark’d  her  out  Cefario’’s  fervant. 

All  this  I could  have  pardon’d  and  forgot  ^ 

But  that  my  daughter  with  my  whole  Eflate 
So  hardly  purchas’d,  is  alfign’d  a Dower  ^ 

To  onewhofe  Father,  and  whole  Family 
I fo  detefl  i that  I would  lofe  my  ellence 
And  be  transformed  to  a Bafdiske 
To  look  them  dead,  to  me’s  an  injury 
Admits  no  latisfadion. 

Bap.  There’s  none  offer’d. 

• Alber.  Nor  would  not  be  accepted. 


Though  upon  thy  knees  ’twere  tender’d, 

Maria.  Now  the  florin  grows  high. 

Bap.  But  that  1 thought  thee  dead,  and  in  thy  death 
The  brinie  Ocean  had  entomb’d  thy  name  •, 

I would  have  fdughta  Vfifcina/Wfi'ff 
For  my  Mentivole.,  and  gladly  hugg'd 
Her  Ipurious  iffiicasiiiy  lawful  Nephews, 

Before  his  blond  iho.dd  e’er  have  mix’d  with  thine  ^ 

So  much  I Icorn  it. 

Alber.  I’llnot  bandy  words,but  thus  diffblve  the  contra  ft. 

Bap.  There  1 meet  thee,  and  feize  on  what’s  mine  own. 

Alber.  For  all  my  lervice. 

Great  Sir,  grant  me  the  combat  with  this  wretch, 

That  I may  fcoiirge  his  inloience. 

Bap.  1 kneel  for  it. 

Cefar.  And  to  approve  my  felf  Alberto\Son^ 

I’ll  be  his  fecond  upon  any  odds, 

’Gainft  him  that  dare  moflof  Baptifta's  race. 

Menti.  Already  upon  honourable  terms. 

In  me  thou  halt  met  thy  better,  for  her  lake 
I’ll  add  no  mOre, 

Alber.  Sir,  let  our  fwords  decide  it, 

Maria.  Oh  flay  Sir,  anda^  you  would  hold  the  Title 
Of  a juft  Prince,  e’r  grant  licenceto 
Thelemad-menSiury,  lend  your  private  ear 
To  the  molt  diftrels  a of  Women. 

Duke.  Speak,  ’cis  granted.  He  takes  Mariana  afde. 

Clar.  In  the  mean  time,  let  not  Clarijfa  be 
A patient  looker  on,  though  as  yet  doubtful, 

To  whom  to  bend  her  kneelirft,  yettoall 
I ftoopthus  low  in  duty,  and  would  waffi 
The  dull  of  fury  with  my  Virgin  tears. 

From  his  blels’dfeet,  and  make  them  beautiful 
That  would  move  to  conditions  of  peace. 

Though  with  a liiail-like  pace,  they  all  are  wing’d 
To  bear  you  to  deftruftion : reverend  Sirs, 

Think  on  your  antient  friendffiip  cemented 
W’ithfo  much  bloud,  but  fhedin  noble  adion. 

Divided  now  in  paflion  for  a brawl  ^ 

The  Makers  bluffr  to  own,  much  lov’d  Cefario. 

Brother,  or  friend,  (each  Title  may  prevail,) 

Remember  with  what  tendernefs  from  our  childhood 

We  lov’d  together,  you  preferring  me 

Before  your  felf,  and  1 lo  fond  or  you 

That  it  begot  fufpition  in  ill  minds 

That  our  affedion  was  inceftuous. 

Think  of  that  happy  time,  in  which  I know 
That  with  your  deareft  bloud  you  had  prevented 
This  Ihower  of  tears  from  me  ^ Mentivole., 

My  Husband,  regiftred  in  that  bright  frar-chamber. 

Though  now  on  earth  made  ftrnngers,  be  the  example 

And  offer  in  one  hand  the  peaceful 

Of  concord,  or  if  that  can  be  denied 

By  powerful  interceffion  in  the  other 

Carry  the  Hermian  rod,  and  force  attonement. 

Now  we  will  not  be  all  marble.  Death’s  the  worfl  then 
And  he  lhall  be  my  Bridegroom.  { Ojfers  to  kill  her  felf. 

Ment.  Hold  Clarifa.,  his  loving  violence  needs  ’mult 
Offer  in  fpite  of  honor — • 

He  fnatches  away  her  knife.,  and  fts  it  to 
his  own  breajf  Jhe  Jiaies  his  hand. 

I Duke.  Was  it  to  that  end  then  on  your  Religion .? 

Mar.  And  my  hope  in  Heaven,  Sir. 

Duke.  We  then  will  leave  mtreaties,  and  make  ule 
Of  our  authority,  mull  I cry  ai-me 
To  this  unheard  of  inlblcnce  .J’  in  my  prelence 
To  draw  your  fwords,  and  as  all  reverence 
That’s  due  to  Majefly  were  forfeited, 

Cherilh  this  wildenefs ! Iheath  them  inflantly. 

And  lliewan  alteration  in  your  looks,  or  bymypbwer 

Alber.  Cut  ofFmy  head.  (man. 

Bap.  And  mine,  rather  than  hear  of  peace  with  this  bad* 

£ c e rji, 
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ril  nor  alone,  pvc  up  my  throat,  but  luficr 
Your  ra^c  to  reach  my  t'omily. 

I vtfr  Frofpero,  Juliana,  Biancha. 

A!I>.  And  my  name  to  be  no  more  remembred. 

P.'tks.  W hat  are  thele  > 

! CtJ.  ’tis  Bunch flill  Biancha : but  ftrangely 

• alter’d. 

B.itt.  If  that  thirteen  years 
Of  abfcncecould  raze  from  my  memory 
Tl'.c  figure  of  my  friend,  I might  forget  thee  ^ 

■ bar  if  thy  Image  be  graven  on  my  heart, 
rhou  art  my  Frefpero. 

Vr.:'.  Thou  my  Baptiila> 

Vukf-  A fuddain  cliange ! 

Bap.  I dare  not  ask,  dear  friend 
If  Juliana  live!  for  that’s  a blelling 
I am  unworthy  of,  but  yet  denienot 
To  let  me  know  the  place  flie  hath  made  happy 
Bv  having  there  her  Sepulchre, 

Frof.  Ifyour  Highnefs  pleafe  to  vouchlafe  a patient 
Ear,  we  fliall  make  atrue  relation  of  a ftory 
That  ll'.all  call  on  your  wonder. 

Tnks.  Speak,  we  hear  yon. 

Pref.  Baptist a^s  fortune  in  the  Court, 

, His  banifhment,  with  his  fair  Wife’s  reftraint 
Vo ! are  acquainted  with , what  fincehath  follow’d 
I faithfully  will  deliver.  E’r  eight  Moons 
Alter  Bjpiiiij'’s  abfence  were  compleat. 

Ea  r found  the  pleafures,  that 

They  had  injoy ’d  together,  were  not  barren, 

And  blulhingatthe  burthen  of  her  womb. 

No  lather  near  to  own  it,  it  drew  on 
A \ rolent  fickiiefs,  which  call’d  down  companion 
From  the  angry  Duke,  then  careful  of  her  health. 
Phylltians  were  enquir’d  of,  and  their  judgment 
Preferib’d  the  Baths  of  Luca  as  a means 
For  her  recovery,  to  my  charge  it  pleas’d  her 
To  be  committed^  but  as  on  the  way 
We  journey’d,  thofe  throws  only  known  to  Women 
Cam.e  thick  upon  her,  in  a private  Village. 
lap.  She  died? 

Pnf.  Have  patience,  fhe  brought  to  the  world 
A hopeful  Daughter  •,  for  her  bodies  licknefs 
It  foon  decay’d'  but  the  grief  of  her  mind 
Elourly  increas’d,  and  life  grew  tedious  to  her, 

And  delperate  e’er  to  fee  you  •,  fhe  injoyn’d  me 
To  place  herinaGrff)^  Monaflery, 

And  to  my  care  gave  up  her  pretty  Daughter . 

Bapt.  What  Monaflery  ? as  a Pilgrim  bare-foot. 

I’ll  fcarch  it  out. 

Prof.  Pray  you  internipt  me  not. 

Now  to  my  fortunes-,  the  girl  well  difpos’d  of 
W ith  a faithful  friend  of  mine,  my  cruel  fate 
Made  me  a prifoner  to  the  7 urkjfh  GzWks, 

W here  for  1 2 years,  thefe  hands  tugg’cl  at  the  Oar, 

But  fortune  tyr’d  at  length  with  my  affliTions, 

Some  Ships  of  Maltha  met  the  Ottoman  Fleet, 

I Charg’d  them,  and  boarded  them,  and  gave  me  freedom. 
1 With  mv  deliverers  I ferv’d,  and  got 
I Suv.h  reputation  with  the  great  Mafler 
That  he  gave  me  command  over  a tall 
! And  lafly  fhip,  where  my  firfl  happy  fervice 
I Was  to  redeem  rumour’d  dead, 

'I  But  was  like  me  furpri/.’d  by  Cortugogly. 
yilb.f.  I would  I had  died  there. 

Prof.  And  from  him  learning 

liv’d,  and  their  diflolv’d  friendfhip, 

I hois’dup  fails  for  Greece.^  ^o\md  Juliana 
A votary  at  her  Beads  y having  made  known 
Ek)th  thatvou  liv’d,  and  where  you  were ; fhe  borrow’d 
So  much  from  her  devotion,  as  to  wifli  me 
1 o bring  her  to  you  if  the  objed  pleafe  you, 


With  joy  receive  her. 

Bapt.  Rage  and  fury  leave  me.  7 hron's  atvay  his fword. 

I am  lb  hill  of  happinefs,  there’s  no  room  left 
To  entertain  you,  oh  my  long  loft  Jewel, 

Light  of  mine  eyes,  my  fouls  ftrength. 

Julia.  My  beft  Lord,  having  embrac’d  y^ou  thus, 

Death  cannot  fright  me. 

Bapt.  Live  long  todofo,  though  I ftould  fix  here. 
Pardon  me  Proy^;r(7,  though  I enquire  my  daughters  fortune. 

Prof  Thar  your  happinefs 
May  be  at  all  parts  perfed,  here  fire  is ! 

Ctf.  Biancha.,  daughter  to  a Princefs. 

Prof.  True  with  my  faithful  Hoft  I left  her. 

And  with  him  till  now  fhe  hathrefided. 

Ignorant  both  of  her  birth  and  greatnefs. 

Bap.  Oh  my  bleft  one.  Joy  upon  joy  o’erwhelms  me. 
T>uke.  Above  wonder. 

Alb.  I do  begin  to  melt  too,  this  ftrange  ftory 
Works  much  upon  me. 

Duke.  Since  it  hath  pleas’d  heaven 
To  grace  us  with  this  miracle,  I that  am 
Heavens  inftrument  here,  determine  thus  y Alberto 
Be  not  unthankful  for  the  blefifings  fhovvn  you. 

Nor  you  Baptifta  •,  diftord  was  yet  never 
A welcome  facrificey  therefore  rage 'laid  by. 

Embrace  as  friends,  and  let  pafs’d  difference 
Be  as  a dream  forgotten. 

Bap.  ’Tistome. 

Alber.  And  me,  and  thus  confirm  it^ 

Duke.  And  to  tye  it 
In  bonds  not  to  be  broken,  with  the  marriage  ' 

Of  young  Mentivole.,  and  fair  Clarif'a^ 

So  you  confent  great  Lady,  your  Biancha: 

Shall  call  Cafario  Husband. 

Julia.  ’Tis  a motion  I gladly  yield  to. 

Cefar.  One  in  which  you  make  a fad  man  happy. 

Offers  tok^eel. 

Bian.  Kneel  not,  all  forgiven. 

Vuk^-  With  the  Duke  your  Uncle  I will  make  attonement 
and  will  have  no  denial. 


Enter  Hoff  , Forobofeo,  Clomt  and  Officers'. 


Mar.  Let  this  day  be  ftill  held  facred. 

Hoff.  Now  if  you  can  conjure,  let  the  Devil  unbind 
you. 

Foro.  We  are  both  undone. 

Clovp.  Already  we  feel  it. 

Hoff.  Juftice  Sir. 

Duke.  What  are  they  .? 

Prof.  I can  refolve  you.  Haves  freed  from  the  Gallies 
By  the  Viceroy  of  Sicilia. 

Diikp.  What’s  their  offence  ? 

Hoff.  The  robbing  me  of  all  my  Plate  and  Jewels, 

I mean  the  attempting  of  it. 

Clow.  Pleafe  your  Grace  I will  now  difeover  this  Var 
let  in  earneft,  this  honeft  peftilent  rogue,  profefttheArt 
of  Conjuring,  but  all  the  skill  that  ever  he  had  in  the 
blade  Art,  was  in  making  a Seacole  fire  -,  only  with  wearing 
ftrange  lhapes,  he  begot  admiration  amongft  Fools  and 
Women. 

Foro.  Wilt  thou  peach  thou  var  let? 

Duke.  Why  does  he  goggle  with  his  eyes,  and  ftalke  fb  ? 

Clow.  This  is  oneofhis  Magical  raptures. 

Foro.  Idovilifieyourcenfure,  you  demand  if  I am  guilty, 
whir  fays  my  cloak  by  a trick  of  Legerdemain,  now  I am 
not  guilty,  I am  guarded  with  innoccnce,pure  Silver  Lace  1 
affiire  you. 

Clow.  Thus  have  I read  to  you  your  virtues,  which  not- 
withftanding  I would  not  have  you  proud  of. 

Foro.  Out  thou  concealment  of  Tallow,  and  counterfeit 
Mummia. 

Duke. 
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The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Pky* 


Cupid. 

Leontius,  the  old  Duks  <>/Lycia. 
Leucippus,  Son  to  the 
Ilmen  us,  Nephevp  to  the  Duke^ 
Telamon,  a Lycian 
Dorialus, 

Agenor,  xCourtiers^ 

Nifus,  y 


Timantus,  Villainous  Sycophant. 

The  Prieft  of  Cupid. 

Ic  our  young  Men  and  Maids, 

Nilo,  inCommijJion topuU down  CupidV  Image, 

Zoilus,  Leucipp  usV  Dwarf, 

Four  Citizens, 


Women. 


Hidalpes,  Daughter  to  the  Dukg, 
Cleophila,  and  Hero  her  Attendantf, 
Bacha,  a Strumpet, 

Urania,  her  Daughter, 


Bacha’ s,  Maid. 

Urania’s  Maid. 

Servants  and  Attendants. 


ASlus  Primus, 


Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor,  Nifus, 

Agenjr. 

Ruft  me  my  Lord  Dorialus^  I had  mift  of 
this,  if  you  had  not  call’d  me  \ I thought 
the  PrincelTes  birth-day  had  been  to  mor- 
row. 

TsUfus.  Why,  did  your  Lordfhip  fleepout 
the  day. 

Bor:  I marvel  what  the  Duke  meant  to  make  fuch  an 
idle  vow. 

Nif.  Idle,  why? 

Bor.  Is’t  not  idle,  to  fwear  to  grant  his  Daughter  any 
thing  Ihe  lhall  ask  on  her  birth-day  ? Ihe  may  ask  an  impof- 
liblc  thing:  and  I pray  heaven  /he  do  not  ask  an  unfit  thing 
at  one  time  or  other  *,  ’tis  dangerous  trulting  a mans  vow 
upon  the  diftretion  on’s  Daughter. 

Age.  I wonder  mo/t  at  the  Marquifs  her  Brother,  who 
is  alv.-ays  vehemently  forward  to  have  her  defires  granted. 

Dor.  He’s  acquainted  with  ’em  before. 

Age.  She’s  doubtlefs  very  chafte  and  virtuous 

B'jr.  So  is  Leucippus  her  brother. 

Nif.  She^s  twenty  year  old,  I wonder 
She  askc  not  a Husband. 

Bor.  That  were  a folly  in  her^  having  refus’d  allthe 
Great  Princes  in  one  part  of  the  world-, 

She’ll  die  a Maid. 

Age.  She  may  ask  but  one,  may  /he  ? 
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Nif  A hundred  times  this  day  if  /he  will; 

And  indeed,  every  day  is  fuch  a day,  for  though 
The  Duke  has  vow’d  it  only  on  this  day, 

He  keeps  it  every  day:  he  can  deny 
Her  nothing. 

Cornets. 

Enter  Hidafpes,  Leucippus,  Leontius, 

Fimantfis.f  Tellamon. 

Leon.  Come  fair  Hidaspes,  thou  art 
Duchefs  to  day. 

Art  thou  prepar’d  to  askc,  thou  knowe/l 
My  oath  will  force  performance. 

And  Leucippus^  if  Ihe  now  ask  ought  that  fliall. 

Or  would  have  performance 

After  my  death,  when  by  the  help  of  heaven, 

This  Land  is  thine,  accurfed  be  thy  race. 

May  every  one  forget  thou  art  my  Son, 

And  /b  their  own  obedience. 

Leucip.  Mighty  Sir, 

1 do  not  wi/h  to  know  that  fatal  hour. 

That  is  to  make  me  King,  but  if  I do, 

I /hall  molt  ha/tily,  ( and  like  a Son  ) 

Perform  your  grant  to  all,  chiefly  to  her : 

Remember  that  you  aske  what  we 
Agreed  upon. 

Leon.  Are  you  prepar’d?  then  fpcak.  ■ 

Eida 
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Uida.  Mod  Royal  Sir,  I am  prepar’d, 

Norlliallmy  Will  exceed  a Virgins  bounds, 

W^hat  I requedniall  both  at  once  bring 
Me  a full  content. 

hton.  So  it  ever  does: 

Thou  only  comfort  of  my  feeble  age. 

Make  known  thy  good  delire. 

For  I dare  fwear  thou  lov’d  me. 

Hidaf.  This  is  it  1 beg. 

And  on  my  knees.  The  people  of  your  Land, 

The  Lyciatts.,  are  through  all  the  Nations 
That  know  their  name,  noted  to  have  in  ule 
A vain  and  fruitlefs  fuperdition  ^ 

So  much  more  hateful,  that  it  bears  the  fliew 
Of  true  Religion,  and  is  nothing  die 
But  a falfe-plealing  bold  lalcivioufnefs. 

Leon.  What  is  it  ? 

Hidaf.  Many  ages  before  this. 

When  every  man  got  to  himfelf  a Trade, 

And  was  laborious  in  that  chofen  courfe. 

Hating  an  idle  life,  far  worfe  than  death : 

Some  one  that  gave  himfelf  to  Wine  and  Sloth, 

Which  breed  lafeivious  thoughts  j 
And  found  himfelf  conjoyn’d 
For  that  by  every  painful  man, 

To  take  his  dainaway,  fram’d  to  himfelf 
A god.,  whom  he  pretended  to  obey. 

In  being  thus  difhoned,  for  a name 
He  call’d  him  Cupid.  This  created  goc/. 

Mans  nature  being  ever  credulous 

Of  any  vice  that  takes  part  with  his  blood. 

Had  ready  followers  enow : and  lince 
In  every  age  they  grew,  efpecially 
Amongd  your  Subjeds,  who  do  yet  remain 
Adorers  of  that  drowfie  Deitie : 

Which  drink  invented : and  the  winged  Boy,, 

( For  lo  they  call  him  ) has  his  facrifices. 

Thefe  loolc  naked  datues  through  the  Land, 

And  in  every  Village,  nay  the  palace 
Is  not  free  from  ’em.  Thi'^is  my  requed. 

That  thefe  ered  oblcene  Images 
Maybeplucktdown  and  burnt:  and  every  man 
That  offers  to  ’em  any  facrifice,  may  lofe  his  life. 

Leon.  But  be  advis’d  my  faired  daughter,  if  he  bq 
A god,  he  will  exprefs  it  upon  thee  my  child ; 

Which  heaven  avert. 

Leucip.  There  is  nofuch  power: 

But  the  opinion  of  him  fills  the  Land 
With  ludftil  fins : every  young  man  and  maid 
That  feel  the  lead  defire  to  one  another. 

Dare  not  fupprefs  it,  for  they  think  it  is 
Blind  Cupid's  motion  : and  he  is  a god. 

Leon.  This  makes  our  youth  unchade.  I amrefblv’d : 
Nephew break  the  Statues  down 
Here  in  the  Palace,  and  command  the  City 
Do  the  like,  let  proclamations 
Be  drawn,  and  hadily  lent  through  the  Land 
To  the  famepurpofe. 

Jfmen.  Sir,  I will  break  down  none  my  felf. 

But  I will  deliver  your  command  : 

Hand  I will  have  none  in’t,  for  I like  it  not. 

Leon.  Goe  and  command  it.  Pleafure  of  my  life, 

Wouldd  thou  ought  elfe  ? make  many  thqufand  fuits. 

They  mud  and  dall  be  granted. 

Hid.  Nothing  elfe.  Exit  Ifmenus. 

Leon.  But  go  and  meditate  on  other  fuits, 

] Some  fix  days  hence  I’ll  give  thee  Audience  again, 

1 And  by  anew  oath,  bind  my  felf  to  keep  it: 

! Ask  largely  for  thy  felf,  dearer  than  life 
i In  whom  I may  be  bold  to  call  my  felf, 

! More  fortunate  than  any  in  my  age, 

I will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Leu.  ’ T was  well  done,  Sider. 

Exeunt  all  but  thefe  three  Lords. 
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Nif.  How  like  you  this  requeft  my  Lord  <' 

Dor.  I know  not  yet,  I am  lb  full  of  wonder. 

We  fhall  be  gods  our  lelves  Ihortly, 

And  we  pull ’em  out  of  Heaven  n’tliisfafliion. 

ydge.  We  fhall  have  wcndics  now  when  wc  call 
Catai  ’em,  and  we  tianlgrefs  thus. 

Nif.  And  wc  abufe  the  gods  once,  ’tis  a Judicc 
We  fhould  be  held  at  harcl  meat : lor  my  part. 

I’ll  e’en  make  ready  for  mine  own  aHedlion 
I know  the  god  incend  mud  fend  a hardnefs 
Through  all  good  Womens  hearts,  and  then  we  have 
Brought  our  Eggs  and  Muskadine  to  a fail  Market: 

Would  I had  giv’n  an  ico  1.  for  a tolleration, 

That  I might  but  ufe  my  confcicnce  in  mine 
Own  hoiil'e, 

Dor.  The  Duke  he’s  old  and  pad  it,  he  would 
Never  have  brought  filch  a plague  upon  the  Land  elfe, 

’Tis  worfe  than  Sword  and  Famine : 

Yet  to  fay  truth,  wc  have  deferv’d  it,  wchavc  liv’d 
So  wickedly,  every  man  at  his  Livery,  and  wou’d  that 
Wou’d  have  fuffic’d  us : wc  murmur’d  at  this 
Bleffing,  that  was  nothing  •,  and  cry’d  out  to  the 
God  for  cndlcfs  pleafures,  he  heard  us, 

And  fuppied  us,  and  our  Women  were  hew  dill 
As  we  need  ’em : yet  we  like  beads  dill  cry’d, 

Poor  men  can  number  their  woers,  give  us 
Abundance  : wc  had  it,  and  this  curfe  withal. 

^ge.  Berlady  wc  are  like  to  have  a long  Lent  on’t, 
Flefhfnallbeflefli  : now  Gentlemen  I had  rather 
Have  anger’d  all  the  gods,  than  that  blind  Gunner. 

I rememher  once  the  people  did  but  flight  him 
In  a facrifice : and  what  followed  ? 

Women  kept  their  houfes,  grew  good  hufwives 
Honed  forfooth  > was  not  that  fine  .■? 

Wore  their  own  faces. 

Though  they  wear  gay  cloaths  without  dirveying,- 
And  which  was  mod  lamentable. 

They  lov’d  their  Husbands. 

Nif.  I do  remember  it  to  my  grief, 

Young  Maids  were  as  cold  as  Cowcurabers 
And  much  of  that  complexion  : 

Bgwdswere  aboliflit:  and,  to  which  mifery 
It  mud  come  again. 

There  were  no  Cuckolds, 

Well,  we  had  need  pray  to  keep  thefe 
Divels  from  us, 

The  times  grow  mifehievous. 

There  he  goes,  Lord! 

Enter  one  rrith  an  Image. 

This  is  a facriledge  I have  not  heard  of: 

Would  I were  gelt,  that  I might  not 
Feel  what  follows. 

j4ge.  And  I too.  You  fhall  fee  within  thefe 
Few  years,  a fine  confufion  i’thc  Countrey : mark  it  ; 

Nay,  and  we  grow  for  to  depofe  the  Powers, 

Andfet  up  Chadity  again,  well,  I have  done. 

A fine  new  goddefs  certainly,  whofe  bleffings 
Are  hunger  and  hard  beds.  j 

Nif.  This  comes  of  fulnefs,  a fin  too  frequent  with  us 
I believe  now  we  fhall  find  fhorter  commons. 

Dor.  Would  I were  married,  fbmewhat  has  fome  favour  • 
The  race  of  Gentry  will  quite  run  out  now,  ’ 

’Tis  only  left  to  Husbands,  if  younger  Siders 
Take  not  the  greater  charity,  ’tis  lawful. 

^ge.  W’ell,  let  come  what  will  come, 

I am  but  one,  and  as  the  plague  falls, 

ril  fhape  my  felf:  If  Women  will  be  honed,  I’ll  be  found. 

If  the  godhc  not  too  unmerciful. 

I’ll  take  a little  dill,  where  I can  get  it. 

And  thank  him,  and  fay  nothing. 

Nif  This  ill  wind  yet  may  blow  the  City  good. 

And  let  them,  (if  they  can  ) get  their  own  children 

Vhe'.l 
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. I'hcv  lun  c hung  long  enough  in  doubt,  but  howlbcvcr,  the 
old  uv  a>  the  t'urer,  then  thev  had  ’em. 

/ Vr.  Farewel  my  Fords,  I’ll  e’en  take  up  what  Rent  I can 
before  the  day,  1 fear  the  year  will  fall  out  ill. 

\\  e’il  with  you  Sir ; And  love  fo  favour  us, 

A';  we  are  Hill  thy  le'rvants.  ComemyLords^ 

l.et'srothe  Duke,  and  tell  him  to  what  folly 

Hi  > doting  no.v  has  brought  him.  Exeunt. 

Prie  i oj  Cupid,  with  four  young  men. 
and  MaiJe. 

PriejT.  Come  my  children,  let  your  feet, 

In  an  even  mcaliire  meet : 

-Ajtd  your  cheariiil  voices  rife. 

I or  to  prelent  this  Sacrifice  i 
1.0  great  Cupid.,  in  whole  name, 

1 his  Priefi  begin  the  fame. 

Young  men  take  your  Loves  andkifs. 

Thus  om  Cupid  honour’d  is 
Kifs  again,  and  in  your  kifling, 

Let  no  promiles  be  milTing  : 

Nor  let  any  .Maiden  here. 

Dare  to  turn  away  her  ear, 

Unto  the  whisper  of  her  Love, 

Kilt  give  Bracelet,  Ring  or  Glove, 

Asa  to.ken  to  her  fweeting. 

Of  an  after  fecret  meeting  : 

Now  boy  ling  to  Hick  our  hearts 
Fuller  of  great  CupidsdiZXVi. 


SONG. 

F Overs  rejoj  ee^jvt/r  pa/Ksfljal/  he  rewarded. 

The  god  of  Love  himfelf  grieves  at  your  crywg  : 

Lio  more  Jlsuli  fruevet?  honor  be  regarded, 

\or  the  coy  faces  of  a Maids  denying. 

Ko  more  JIj.U  Virgins  figh,  and  fay  we.  dare  not,  ^ 

Lor  men  are  falfe,  and  what  they  do  they  care  not. 

All  JJj  ill  be  well  again,  then  do  not  grieve, 

^Icn  fhall  be  true,  and  Women  fhall  believe. 

Lovers  rejoyce,  what  yon  fhall  fay  henceforth. 

If  hen  you  have  caught  your  Sweet-hearts  in  your  arms. 
It  f)all  be  accounted  Oracle,  and  Worth  : 

LLo  more  faint-heartedGirls  fhall  dream  of  harms. 

And  cry  they  are  too  young,  the  god  hath  faid. 

Fifteen  fhall  make  a Mother  of  a Maid  : 

Then  wife  men,  pull  your  Rofesyet  unblown. 

Love  hates  the  too  ripe  fruit  that  falls  alone. 

The  Meafure. 

After  the  Meafure,  Enter  Nilo  and  others. 

Kih.  Xo  more  of  this;  here  break  your  Rights  forever, 
The  Duke  commands  it  lb  Prieft  do  not  ftare, 

1 I mult  deface  your  Temple,  though  unwilling, 

And  your  god  here  mult  make  a Scare-crow 
I For  any  thing  I know,  or  at  the  belt, 

! Adorn  a Chimney-piece, 
i Prici.  Oh  Sacriledgeunheardof? 

I K/lo,  Thiswill  not  help  it,  take  down  the  Image 
I And  away  with  ’em. 

i Pridt,  change  your  coat  you  had  belt,  all  fcrvice  now 
j Is  given  to  men;  Prayers  above  their  hearing 
' V 'ill  prove  butbablings  ; learn  to  lye  and  thrive, 

’’I  will  prove  yo  ir  beftprofemon;  forthegods, 

I that  lives  by  ’em  now,  muft  be  a beggar. 

I here’s  better  holinefs  on  earth  they  fay, 


Pray  God  it  ask  not  greater  facrifice.  Go  homc,J 

And  if  our  god  be  not  deaf  as  well  as  blind,  ,,  ' ' 

He  will  Ibmelinoak  for  it.  '[ 

Gent.  Sir ' , . 

Nilo.  Gentlemen,  there  is  no  talking,  \ 

This  miifl;  be  done  and  fpeedily  •, 

I have  commilTion  that  I muft  not  break. 

Gent.  VVe  are  gone,  to  wonder  what  fliall  follow. 

Nilo.  On  to  the  next  Temple.  i Exeunt. 

Cornets.  Defcendit  Cupid. 

: ■ C , 

Cupid.  Ami  then  fcorn’d?  is  my  all-doing  Will  . 

And  Power,  t.!iar  knows  no  limit,  nor  admits  none. 

No, V look’d  in  o by  Ids  than  gods  ? and  weak’ned 
Ami,  whole  ! o ' ftr  ick terror  through  the  earth. 

No  lelst.lian  ] huiidcr,  and  in  this,  exceeding 
Fven^  odsthemiclves;,  whole  knees  before  my  Altars 
Now  ftook  off,  aiid  contemn’d  by  fuch,  whole  lives 
Are  but  my  recreation  1 anger  rife 
My  liifFerance  and  my  felf  are  made  the  fubjeeft 
Of  fins  againft  us.  Go  thou  out  difpleafure, 
Dirpleafureof  a great  god,  flying  thy  felf 
Through  all  this  Kingdom  : fow  whatever  evils 
Proud  flefli  is  taking  off,  amongftthele  Rebels : 

And  on  the  firft:  heart  that  defpife  my  Greatnels, 

Lay  a ftrange  mifery,  that  all  may  know 
Cupid\  revenge  is  mighty  with  his  Arrow 
Hotter  than  plagues  or  mine  own  anger,  will  I 
Now  nobly  right  my  felf:  nor  fhall  the  prayers 
Nor  fmoaks  on  my  Altars  hold  my  hand. 

Till  I have  left  this  a moll;  wretched  Land,  Exit 

Enter  Hidafpes,  and  Cleophrla. 

Hidaf  Cleophila,  what  was  he  that  went  hence  > 

Cleo.  What  means  your  Grace  now.^ 

Hidaf  I mean  that  handfbme  man. 

That  fomething  more  than  man  I met  at  door. 

Clen.  Here  was  no  handlbme  lhan. 

Hidaf.  Come,  he’s  fome  one 
You  would  preferve  in  private,  but  you  want 
Cunning  to  do  it,  and  my  eyes  are  fliarper 
Than  yours,  andean  with  one  negleding  glance, 

See  all  the  graces  of  a man.  Who  was’t  ? 

Cleo.  That  went  hence  now.? 

Hidaf  That  went  hence  now,  I,  he 
Cleo.  Faith  here  was  no  fuch  one  as  your  Grace  thinks. 
Zoylous  your  Brothers  Dwarf  went  out  but  now. 

Hidaf.  I think  ’twas  he ; how  bravely  he  paft:  by 
Is  he  not  grown  a goodly  Gentleman? 

Cleo.  A goodly  Gentleman,  Madam  ? 

He  is  the  moft  deformed  fellow  i’the  Land. 

Hidaf.  Ohblafphemy:  he  may  perhaps  to  thee 
Appear  deform’d,  for  he  is  indeed 
Unlike  a man : his  lhapeand  colours  are 
Beyond  the  Art  of  Painting  •,  he  is  like 
Nothing  that  we  have  feen,  yet  doth  relemble 
Apollo,  as  I oft  have  fancied  him. 

When  riling  from  his  bed,  he  ftirs  himfelf 
Andlhakesday  from  his  hair. 

Cleo.  He  rcfcmbles  Apollons  Recorder.  ^ 

Hidaf.  Cleophila,  go  fend  a Page  for  him. 

And  thou  fhalt  fee  thy  error,  and  repent.  ExitCko. 

Alas,  what  do  I feel,  mybloud  rebells. 

And  I am  one  of  thole  I us’d  to  fcorn. 

My  Maiden-thoughts  are  fled  againft:  my  felf? 

I harbor  Traitors  in  my  Virginity, 

That  from  my  Childhood  kept  me  company. 

Is  heavier  than  I can  endure  to  bear : 

Forgive  me  Cupid,  for  thou  art  a god, 

And  I a wretched  creature:^  1 havefmn’d, 

But  be  thou  merciful,  and  grant  that  yet 
I may  enjoy  what  thou  wilt  have  me,  Love. 

Entei 
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Enter  Clco.  a)td  Zoy. 

ZoyloMT  is  here  Madam. 

Hida.  He’s  there  indeed. 

Now  be  thine  own  Judge-,  fee  thou  worfe  than  mad. 

Is  he  detormed  ? look  upon  thole  eyes,  I 

That  let  all  pleafiirc  out  into  the  world. 

Unhappy  that  they  cannot  feethemfelves; 

Look  on  his  hair,  that  like  fo  many  beams. 

Streaking  theEj]?,  flioot  light  o’er  half  the  world, 

Look  on  him  altogether,  who  is  made 

As  if  two  Natures  had  contention 

About  their  skill,  and  one  had  brought  forth  him. 

Zoy.  Ha,  ha,  ha : Madam,  though  Nature 
Hath  not  given  me  fo  much 
As  others  in  my  outward  Ihew^ 

1 bear  a heart  as  loyal  unto  you 
In  this  unfightly  body  (which  you  pleale 
To  make  your  mirth)  as  many  othersdo 
That  are  far  more  befriended  in  their  births-. 

Yet  I could  wifli  myfelf  much  more  deformed 
Than  yet  1 am,  fo  I might  make  your  Grace 
More  merry  than  you  are,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Hidaf.  Befhrew  me  then  if  I be  merry  ^ 

But  1 ’m  content  vvhilft  thou  art  with  me : ^ 

Thou  that  art  my  Saint : 

By  hope  of  whole  mild  favour  I do  live  •.  • > ' 

To  tell  thee  fo  : I pray  thee  fcorn  me  not  i 
Alas  what  can  it  add  unto  thy  worth 
To  triumph  over  me,  that  am  a Maid, 

Without  deceit?  whofe  heart  doth  guide  her  tongue, 
Drown'd  in  my  pafGons  -,  yet  I will  take  leave 
To  call  it  reafon  that  I dote  on  thee. 

Cleo.  "Jhe  Princels  is  belides  her  Grace  I think. 

To  talk  thus  with  a fellow  that  will  hardly 
Serve  i’th’  dark  when  one  is  drunk. 

Hida.  VVhatanfwer  wilt  thou  give  me? 

Zoy.  If  it  pleafe  your  Grace  to  jeft  on,  I can  abide  it. 

Hida.  If  it  be  jelt,  not  to  elleem  my  life. 

Compar’d  with  thee : If  it  be  jell  in  me. 

To  hang  a thoufand  killes  in  an  hour 
Upon  thofe  Lips,  and  take  ’em  off  again : 

If  it  be  jelt  for  me  to  marry  thee. 

And  take  obedience  on  me  whilll  I live : 

Then  all  1 fay  is  jell: 

For  every  part  of  this,  I fwear  by  thole 
That  fee  my  thoughts,  I amrelc4v’dtodo. 

And  I befeech  thee,  by  thine  own  white  hand, 

( Which  pardon  me,  that  I am  bold  to  kifs 
With  lb  unworthy  Lips  ) that  thou  wilt  fwear 
T o marry  me,  as  I do  here  to  thee,  • 

Before  the  face  of  heaven. 

Zoy.  Marry  you  ? ha,  ha,  ha, 

Hida.  Kill  me  or  grant,  wilt  thou  not  fpeak  at  all?  . 

Zoy.  Why  1 will  do  your  Will  for  ever. 

Hida.  I ask  no  more;  but  let  me  kifs  that  mouth 
That  is  fo  merciful^  that  is  my  will: 

.Next  go  with  me  before  the  King  in  halte. 

That  is  my  Will-,  where  I will  make  our  Peers 
Know,  that  thou  art  their  better. 

Zoy.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  that  is  fine,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

' Cleo.  Madam,  what  means  your  Grace  ? 

Confider  for  the  love  of  Heaven  to  what  . 

You  run  madly  will  you  take  this  Viper 
Into  your  bed  ? 

Hida.  Away,  hold  off  thy  hands : 

Strike  her  Ivveet  Zoylus,  for  it  is  my  Will,  . , 

Which  thou  hallfworntodoe.  : 

Zoy.  Away  for  lhame. 

Know  you  no  manners ; ha,  ha,  ha.  Exiu 

Cleo.  Thou  know’ll  none  I fear. 

This  is  jull  Ctipid^s  Anger,  Venus  look  down  mildly  onus : 
And  command  thy  Son  to  I'pare  this  Lady  once,  and  let  me 
be  in  love  withal : and  none  in  love  with  me.  Exit. 
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Enter  1 (menus,  Timantus. 
liman.  Is  your  Lordfiiip  Ibr  the  U^ars  this  Summer? 

Ifmen.  limantur.,  wilt  thou  go  with  me? 
liman.  If  I had  a Company,  my  Lord. 

Ifmen.  Of  Fidlers;  Thou  a company  ? 

Vo,  no,  keep  thy  Company  at  home,  and  caufc  cuckolds: 

The  Wars  will  hurt  thy  face,  there’s  no  Scmllers, 
Shoomakers,  nor  Taylors,  nor  Almond-mi  Ik  i’th’ morning, 
Nor  poach’d  Egs  to  keep  your  worflnp  Iblubic, 

Vo  man  to  warm  your  Shiit,  and  blow  your  Rofes: 

Nor  none  to  reverence  your  round  lace  Breeches : 
f thou  wilt  needs  goe,  and  gocthus, 
GetaCafeforthyCaptainlhip,  a lliowcr will  Ipoil  thee clfe. 
Thus  much  for  thee. 

lim.  Your  Lordlhip’s  wondrous  witty,  very  pleafantbe- 
lieve’t.  Exit. 

Telamon,  Dorialus,  Agenor,Nifus,  Leonti. 

Leon.  No  news  yet  of  my  Son  ? 
lela.  Sir,  there  be  divers  out  in  fearch : 

Vo  doubt  they’ll  bring  the  truth  where  he  is. 

Or  the  occafionthat  led  him  hence. 
lim.  They  have  good  eyes  then. 

Leon.  The  gods  goe  with  them  : 

Who  be  thole  that  wait  there? 
lele.  The  Lord  Ifmcnus.,  your  General,  for  hisdifpatch, 
Leon.  Oh  Nephew ; we  have  no  ufe  to  imploy  your 
Virtue  in  our  War  : now  the  Province  is  well  fetled. 

Hear  you  ought  of  the  Marquis  ? ■ ' 

Ifmen.  No  Sir? 

Leon.  ’Tis  Itrange  he  lliould  be  gone  thus : 

Thele  five  days  he  was  not  feen, 

lim.  I’ll  hold  my  hold,  I could  bolt  him  in  an  hour : 

Leon.  Where’s  my  Daughter? 

Dori.  About  the  purging  of  the  Temples,  Sir. 

Leon.  She’s  challe  and  virtuous  y fetch  her  to  me. 

And  tell  her  I am  pleas’d  to  grant  her'  now 

Her  lall  requell,  without  repenting  me.  £xit  Nif 

Be  it  what  it  will:  Ihe  is  wife,  Dorialus 

And  will  not  prefs  me  farther  than  a Father. 

Dor.  I pray  the  bell  may  lollow ; yet  if  your  Grace 
Had  taken  the  opinions  of  your  people. 

At  leallot  fuch,  whofe  wifdoms  ever  wake 
About  your  fafety,  I may  fay  it.  Sir, 

Under  your  noble  pardon  : that  this  change 
Either  had  been  more  honor  to  the  gods. 

Or  I think  not  at  all.  Sir,  the  Princefs. 

Enter  Hidafpes,  Nifus,  and  Zoylus. 

Leon.  Oh  my  Daughter,  my  health ! 

And  did  I fay  my  foul,  I ly’d  not  -, 

Thou  art  lb  near  me,  Ipeak,  and  havC'Wliatever 
Thy  wife  Will  leads  thee  too  : had  I a Heaven^ 

It  were  too  poor  a place  for  fuch  a goodnels. 

Dor.  What’s  here? 

Jlgen.  An  Apes  skin  Iluft  I think,  ’tis  lb  plump. 

Hida.  Sir,  you  have  pall  your  word. 

Still  be  a Prince,  and  hold  you  to  it. 

Wonder  not  I prels  you,  my  life  lies  in  your  word : 

If  you  break  that,  you  have  broke  my  heart,  I mull  ask 
That’s  my  flrame,  and  your  Will  mult  not  deny  me : 

Now  for  Heaven  be  not  forfworn. 

Leon.  By  the  gods  I will  not, 

I cannot,  were  there  no  other  power. 

Than  my  love  call’d  to  a witnefs  of  it. 

I>or.  They  have  much  reafon  to  trull. 

You  have  forfworn  one  of ’em  out  o’th’ countrey  already. 

Hida.  Then  this  is  my  requell;  This  Gent. 

Be  not  afhamed.  Sir ; 

You  are  worth  a Kingdom. 

Leon,  in  what? 

Hida.  In  the  way  of  marriage. 

Leon. 
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Lej/t.  How? 

HUj.  Inrhc  way  of  marriage,  itmuftbe  fo, 

Year  oath  is  tiM  to  Heaven ; as  my  love  to  him. 

Le  n.  1 know  thou  doft  but  try  my  age, 

Come  ask  again. 

HifJj.  If  I Ihouldask  all  my  life-time,  this  is  all  flill. 

St,  1 amferioiis,  I miifi:  have  this  worthy  man  without  en- 
quiring why;  andfuddenly,  and  freely: 

Doe  not  look  for  rcafon  or  obedience  in  my  words : my 
Love  admits  no  wifdom: 

Only  haHe,  and  hope  hangs  on  my  fury. 

Speak  Sir,  I'peak,  but  not  as  a Father, 

I am  deaf  and  dull  to  counfel : inflamed  blood 
Hears  nothing  but  myW’ill; 

For  Gods  fake  fpeak. 

Por.  Here’s  a brave  alteration. 

A*'/.  This  comes  of  Chaftity. 

Hidi.  Will  not  you  fpeak  Sir? 

■^gen.  The  god  begins  his  vengeance  •,  what  a fweet  youth 
he  has  fent  us  here,  with  a pudding  in’s  belly  ? 

Lfo)t.  Oh  let  me  never  Ipcak, 

Or  with  my  words  let  me  Ipeak  out  my  life  *, 

Thou  power  abus’d  : great  Love,  whole  vengeance  now  we 
feel  and  fear,  have  mercy  on  this  Land, 

Ntf.  How  does  your  Grace  ? 

Lfois.  Sick,  very  lick  I hope. 

T>or.  Gods  comfort  you. 

HiJj.  will  not  you  fpeak?  is  this  your  Royal  word? 

Do  not  pull  perjurieupon  your  foul.  ' 

Sir,  you  are  old,  and  near  your  punilhment ; remember. 

Leo>t.  Away  bafe  woman. 

Hidaj.  Then  be  no  more  my  Father,  but  a plague, 

1 am  bound  to  pray  againfl::  be  any  fin 
May  force  me  to  defpair,  and  hang  my  felf, 

Be  thy  name  never  more  remembred  King 
But  in  example  of  a broken  faith, 

And  curflevcn  to  forgetfulnels  : 

Maythy  Land  bring  forth  fuch  Monflers  as  thy  Daughter  is? 
1 am  weary  of  my  rage.  I pray  forgive  me. 

And  let  me  have  him,  wull  you  Noble  Sir  ? 

Leo)t.  Mercy,  mercy  heaven : 

Thou  heir  of  all  difhonor,  fhameft  thou  not  to  draw 
This  little  moilhirc  left  for  life,  thus  rudely  from  me? 
Cerry  that  (lave  to  death. 

Zny.  For  heavens  fake  Sir,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine. 

That  ibewill  love  me. 

Leon  To  death  with  him,  I fay. 

Htda.  Then  make  hafte  Tyrant,  or  I’ll  be  for  himt  - 
This  is  the  way  to  Hell. 

Leon.  Hold  fafl,  1 charge  you  away  with  him. 

Hida.  A las  old  man,  Death  hath  more  doors  than  one, 
\nd  1 will  meet  him.  Exit  Hida. 

Leon.  Dorialns,  Pray  fee  her  in  her  chamber. 

And  lay  a guard  about  her  : 

The  grcatefl:  curfc  the  gods  lay  on  our  frailties, 
s Will  and  Difobedience  in  our  Ifliies, 

Which  we  beget  as  well  as  them  to  plague  us, 

W ith  our  fond  loves;  Beafls  you  are  onlybleft 
That  have  that  happy  dulnefs  to  forget 
What  you  have  made,  your  young  ones  grieve  not  you 
They  wander  where  they  lift,  and  have  their  ways 

itho'.it  difhonor  to  you ; and  their  ends, 

Fallon  ’em  without  forrovvof  their  Parents,  * 

Or  after  ill  remembrance:  Oh  this  Woman 
W ould  I had  made  my  felf  a Sepulcher, 

When  I made  her:  Nephew,  where  is  the  Prince? 

PrayG(^  he  have  not  more  part  of  her  bafenefs 
Than  of  her  bloud  about  him. 

GcPtlemcn  : where  is  he? 

Jfm.  I know  not  Sir. 

H’as  his  ways  by  himfelf,  is  too  wife  for  my  company. 

Leon.  I do  not  like  this  hiding  of  himfelf. 

From  fuch  fociety  as  his  petibn: 

‘^omc  of  it  ye  needs  muft  know. 


Ifme.  I am  fure  not  I : nor  have  known  twice  this  ten 
days,  which  if  I were  as  proud  as  fome  of  ’em,  1 fhould  take 
feurvily,  but  he  is  a young  man. 

Let  him  have  this  fwinge,  ’twill  make  him. 

, 'T'lm^ntus  whiCpers  to  the  Pul^e. 

There’s  fbme  good  matter  now  in  hand: 

How  the  flave  jeers  and  grins ; the  Duke  is  pleas’d. 
There’s  a new  pair  of  Scarlet  Hofe  now,  and  as  much 
Money  to  fpare,  as  will  fetch  the  old  from  pawn,  a Hat 
and  a Cloak  to  goe  out  to  morrow  : 

Garters  and  Stockings  come  by  nature. 

Leon.  Be  lure  of  this. 
lima.  Idurftnot  fpeak  elfe.  Sir. 


JBus  Secundus, 

Selena,  Trima. 

Cornets,  Pefeend  Cupid. 

Cupid.T  Ettcippus  thou  art  fhot  through  with  a fhaft 
JL_yThat  vyill  not  rankle  long,  yet  fliarp  enough 

To  fbw  a world  of  helplefs  mifery 

In  this  unhappy  Kingdom,  doft  thou  think 
Became  thou  art  a Prince,  to  make  a part 
Againft  my  power,  but  it  is  all  the  fault 
Of  thy  old  Father,  who  believes  this  age 
Is  cold  enough  to  quench  my  burning  Darts, 

But  he  fhall  know  e’r  long,  that  my  fmart  loofe. 

Can  thaw  Ice,  and  inflame  the  wither’d  heart 
Of  Nefiofy  thou  thy  felf  art  lightly  ftruck. 

But  his  mad  love,  Ihallpublifli  that  the  rage 

Of  Cupid^  has  the  power  to  conquer  Age.  Exit. 

Enter  Bacha,  and  Leucippus,  Bacha, 

. a Handkerchief, 

Leti>  Why,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Bacha.  Have  you  got  the  fpoil 
You thirfted for?  Ohtyrannieof  men! 

Leu.  I pray  thee  leave, 

Bacha.  Your  envy  is.  Heaven  knows, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  all  our  feeble  fex  : 

What  pain  alas,  could  it  have  been  to  you. 

If  I had  kept  mine  honor?  you  might  ftill 
Have  been  a Prince,  and  ftill  this  Countreys  Heir, 

That  innocent  Guard  which  I till  now  had  kept, 

For  my  defence,  my  virtue,  did  it  feem 
So  dangerous  in  a State , that  your  felf  came  to  fupprefs  it  .«* 
Leu.  Drie  thine  eyes  again.  I’ll  kifs  thy  teai;s  away, 
This  is  but  folly,  ’tis  paft  all  help. 

Bacha.  Now  you  have  won  the  treafiire, 

’Tis  my  requeft  that  you  would  leave  me  thus : 

And  never  fee  thefe  empty  Walls  again, 

I know  you  will  do  Ib,  and  well  you  may : 

For  there  is  nothing  in  ’em  that’s  worth 
A glance,  I loath  my  felf,  and  am  become 
Another  Woman  •,  One  methinks  with  whonv 
I want  acquaintance. 

Leu.  If  I do  offend  thee,  I can  be  gone. 

And  though  I love  thy  fight,  fo  highly  do  I prize  thine  own 
content,  that  I will  leave  thee. 

Bac.  Nay,  you  mayftaynow, 

You  Ihould  have  gone  before : I know  not  now 
Why  I Ihould  fear  you:  All  I Ihould  have  kept 
Is  ftol’n  : Nor  is  it  in  the  power  of  man 
To  rob  me  farther:  if  you  can  invent, 

Spare  not ; No  naked  man  fears  robbing  left 
Than  I doc:  now  you  may  for  cverftay 
Leu.  Why,  I could  do  thee  farther  wrong. 

I Bacha. 
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Bjc.  You  have  a deeper  reach  in  evill  than  I : 

’Tis  pad  my  thoughts. 

Leu.  And  pall  my  will  to  a^t  : but  tnift  tne  I could 
do  it. 

^jc.  Good  Sir  do , that  I may  know  there  is  a wrong 
beyond  what  you  have  done  me. 

Le».  I could  tell  all  the  world  what  thou  hafl;  done. 

Bac.  Yes  you  may  tell  the  world 
And  do  you  think  I am  fo  vain  to  hope 
You  will  not  ? yon  can  tell  the  world  but  this, 

That  I am  a widow  , full  of  tears  in  Ihew, 

My  Husband  dead : And  one  that  lov’d  me  lb. 

Hardly  a week,  forgot  my  modeftie^ 

And  caught  with  youth  and  greatnefs. 

Gave  my  felf  to  live  in  fin  with  you^ 

This  you  may  tell ; And  this  I do  deferve. 

Leu.  Why  doft  thou  think  me  fo  bafe  to  tell  i 
Thefe  limbs  of  mine  (hall  part 
From  one  another  on  a wrack, 

Ere  I difclole Rut  thou  doll  utter  words 
That  much  afflift  me  ; you  did  feem  as  ready 
Sweet  Bacba^  as  my  felf. 

Bac.  You  are  right  a man:  when  they  have  ’witcht  us 
into  miferie,  poor  innocent  fouls. 

They  lay  the  fault  on  Us : 

But  be  it  lb  •,  for  Prince  Leucipfus  fake 
I will  bear  any  thing. 

Leucip.  Come  weep  no  more, 

I wrought  thee  to  it,  it  was  my  fault ; 

Nay,  lee  if  thoii  wilt  leave  ? Here,  take  this  pearl, 

Kifs  me  fweet  Bacha.,  and  receive  this  purfe. 

Bacha.  What  Ihould  I do  with  thele  ? they  will  hot 
deck  my  mind. 

L eucip.  Why  keep  ’em  to  remember  me. 

I mult  be  gone,  I have  been  ablent  long  ; 

1 know  the  Duke  my  Father  is  in  rage. 

But  I will  fee  thee  fuddenly  agaiUi 
Farewell  my  Bacha. 

Bacha.  Gods  keep  you, 

Do  you  here  Sir : pray  give  me  a point  tO  wear. ' 

Leu.  Alas  good  Bacha.,  take  on,  1 pray  thee  where  thou 
wilt. 

Bac.  Coming  from  you.  This  Point  is  of  as^Tigh 
Efteem  with  me,  as  all  pearl  and  gold : nothing  but  good 
be  ever  with  or  near  you. 

Leu.  Fare  thee  well  mine  own  good  Bacha  ^ 

I will  make  all  halle.  Eicit. 

Bacha.  Juft  as  you  are  a Dofen  I fteem  you : 

No  more,  does  he  think  I would  proflitute 
My  felf  for  love  ? it  was  the  love  of  thefe  pearls  ' 

And  gold  that  won  me , I confels 
I lull  more  after  him  than  any  other. 

And  would  at  any  rate  if  1 had  (lore,  - ! 

Purchafe  his  fellowlhip  : but  being  poor,  ' 

I’ll  both  enjoy  his  bodie  and  his  purfe. 

And  he  a Pr/«cf,  nere  think  my  felf  the  worfe. 

Enter  Leontius,  Leucippus,  Ifmenus,  Timantiis. 

Leon.  Nay,  you  mull  back  and  fhew  us  what  it  is. 

That  ’witches  you  out  of  your  Honor  thusi 

Bacha'  Who’s  that  ? 

lima.  Look  there  Sir. 

Leon,  Lady,  never  flye  you  are  betray’d'. 

Bacha.  Leave  the  my  tears  a while, 

And  to  my  Juft  rage  give  a little  place : 

What  faucy  man  are  you,  that  without  leave, 

Enter  upon  a Widows  mournfull  houfe? 

You  hinder  a dead  man  from  many  tears. 

Who  did  deferve  more  than  the  world  can  filed, 

Though  they  fhould  weep  themfelves  to  Images. 

If  not  for  love  of  me,  yet  of  your  felf 
Away,  for  you  can  bring  no  comforts  to  me. 

But  you  may  carry  hence,  you  know  not  what.  : 


Nay  forrow  is  infc(flious. 

Leon.  Thou  Uiy  felf 

Art  grown  infcdlious;  wouklfb  thou  know  my  name  ? 

I am  the  Duke,  father  to  this  young-man 
Whom  thoucorrupt’lt  ? 

Bacha.  Has  he  than  told  him  all 

Leuc.  You  do  her  wrong  Sir. 

Bacha.  O he  has  not  told.  Sir  I before h you  pardon 
My  wild  tongue,  dirctllcd  by  a weak  diltemper’d  head 
Madded  with  grief : Alas  I did  not  know 
You  were  my  Sovereign-,  but  now  you  may 
Command  my  poor  unworthy  life. 

Which  will  be  none  1 hope  ere  long. 

Leon.  All  thy  dillcmbling  will  never  hide  thy  fhame: 

And  wer’t  not  more  rclpeding  Woman-hood  in 
General,  than  any  thing  in  thee,  thou  fiioiildlt 
Be  made  fuch  an  example,  that  poftcritie. 

When  they  would  I'peak  molt  bitterly,  fiiould  fay, 

Ihou  art  as  impudent  as  Bacha  rvas. 

Bacha  Sir,  though  you  be  my  King,  whom  I will 
Serve  in  all  juft  caufes  : yet  when  wrongfully 
You  feek  to  take  my  Honor,  I will  rife 
Thus,  and  defie  you  -,  for  it  is  a Jewell 
Dearer  than  you  can  give,  which  whilfl  I keep, 

("Though  in  this  lowly  houfe  ) I (hall  efteem 
My  fdf  above  the  Princes  of  the  earth 
That  are  without  it.  If  the  Prince  your  fbn. 

Whom  you  accufe  me  with  knt)w  how  to  (peak 
Difhonor  of  me,  if  he  do  not  do  it. 

The  plagues  of  hell  light  on  him,  may  he  never 
Govern  this  Kingdome;  here  I chalenge  him 
Before  the  face  of  heaven,  my  Liege,  and  thefe. 

To  fpeak  the  worlt  he  can .-  if  he  will  lye, 

To  lofe  a womans  fame.  I’ll  fay  he  is 
Like  you  ( I think  I cannot  call  him  worle.) 

He’s  dead,  that  with  his  life  would  have  defended 
My  reputation  and  I ford  to  play 
( That  which  I am  ) the  foolifli  woman, 

And  life  my  liberal  tongue. 

Leu.  Is’t  pofiible ! we  men  are  children  in  our 
Carriages,  compar’d  with  women ; 'wake  thy  felf 
For  fhame,  and  leave  not  her  whofe  honor  thou 
Shou’dfl  keep  fafe  as  thine  own,  alone  to  free  her  felf: 

But  I am  prefl  I know  not  how,  with  guilt. 

And  feel  my  confcience  ( never  us’d  to  lye  ) 

Loth  to  allow  my  tongue  to  add  a lye 
To  that  too  much  I did  ; but  it  is  lawful! 

To  defend  her,  that  only  for  my  Love  lov’d  cvill. 

Leon.  Tell  me,  why  did  you  Leucip  : flay  here  fo  long? 

Leu.  If  I can  urge  ought  from  me  but  a truth,  hell 
Take  me. 

Leon.  What’s  the  matter,  why  fpeak  you  not  ? 

lima.  Alas  good  Sir,  forbear 
To  urge  the  Prince,  you  fee  his  fiiamcfaflnels. 

Bacha.  What  does  he  fay  Sir  ? if  thou  be  a Prince 
5hew  it,  and  tell  the  truth. 

IJmen.  If  you  have  lain  with  her  tell  your  Father 
No  doubt  but  he  has  done  as  ill  before  now : 

The  Gentlewoman  will  be  proud  on’t. 

Bacha.  For  God’s  fake  fpeak. 

Leu.  Have  you  done  prating  yct.^ 

Jfmen.  Who  prates  ? 

Leu.  Thou  know’fl  I!do  not  fpeak  to  thec.^f«//T  : 

But  what  faid  you  Tima  -,  concerning  my  fhamefaltneli>  ? 

Tima.  Nothing  I hope  that  might  difpleall*  your 
Highnefs. 

Leu.  If  any  of  thy  great.  Great-grandmothers 
This  thoufand  years,  had  been  as  chaft  as  Ihe, 

It  would  have  made  thee  honcfler,  I flay’d 
To  here  what  you  wou’d  fay : fhe  is  by  heaven 
Of  the  mofl  flriifl  and  blamelefs  chaflitie 
That  ever  woman  was ; ( good  gods  forgive  me  ) 

Had  larquin,  met  with  her,  fhe  had  beenkil’d 
With  a Slave  by  her  ere  flie  had  agreed : 
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; l\e  wiLhhcr!  wou’d  1 might  perill\  then. 

0:ir  Mothers  whom  we  all  mult  reverence, 

C'onld  nerc  cxeeed  her  for  lier  chaltitie, 

U]x>n  mv  foul ; lor  by  this  light  Ihc’s 
A mofr  ohlliiurc  modelt  creature. 

Whnt  did  you  with  her  then  fo  long  Leucippus? 

Let.  ril  te’!  you  Sir:  You  fee  liie’s  beautifull. 

i I I'ee  it  well. 

I Mov'd  by  licr  lace, 

I cam:  with  lultful  thoughts, 

\\  hieh  was  a fault  in  me: 

But  telling  truth,  fomething  more  pardonable. 

And  for  the  world  I w ill  not  lye  to  you : ) 

Proud  of  my  fell,  1 thought  a Princes  name 
Had  power  to  blow  ’em  down  flat  of  their  backs  j 
But  here  I found  a Rock  not  to  be  fliook : 

For  as  I hope  for  good  Sir,  all  the  battery 
rhat  1 could  lay  to  her,  or  of  my  perfon. 

My  greatnefs,  or  gold,  could  nothing  move  her. 

I eon.  ’ris  very  Ihrange,  being  fo  young  and  fair. 

Leu.  She’s  almolh  thirty  Sir. 

L:  Ho>v  do  \OM  know  her  age  lb  juft? 

Leu.  She  told  it  me  her  felf 
On:c  when  flie  went  about  to  flicw  by  realbn 
I fl'.ould  leave  wooing  her. 

Leon.  She  ftains  the  ripeft  Virgins  of  her  age. 

L eu.  If  1 had  fin’d  with  her,  I would  be  loth 
To  publi'h  her  dilgrace:  but  by  my  life 
I would  have  told  it  you,  bccaufe  I think 
You  would  have  pardon’d  me  the  rather: 

And  I will  tell  you  father  : By  this  light  Sir, 

(but  that  I never  will  bellow  my  fell 

But  to  your  liking)  if  flie  now  would  have  me, 

I now  would  marry  her. 

Leon.  Hovv’s  that  Leucippus ! 

Leu.  Sir,  will  you  pardon  me  one  fault,  v/hich  yet 
I have  not  done,  but  had  a will  to  do,  and  I will  tell  it.^ 

Leon.  Be’t  what  it  will  I pardon  thee. 

Leu.  I oflered  marriage  to  her. 

Leon.  Did  flie  refufe  it  ? 

Leuetp.  With  that  earneftnfs,  and  almoft  fcorn 
To  think  of  any  other  after  her  loft  Mate,  that  flie 
' Made  me  think  my  felf  unw’orthy  of  her. 

Leon.  You  have  ftay’d  too  long  Leucippus 

Leu.  Yes  Sir,  forgive  me  Heaven,  what  multitude 
, Of  oaths  have  1 beftow’d  on  lies,  and  yet  they  were 
Officious  lyes,  there  was  no  malice  in  ’em. 

Leon.  She  is  the  faireft  creature  that  ever  I beheld  ^ 

' And  then  fo  chafte,  ’tis,  wonderlull : the  more  I look 
On  her,  the  more  I am  amaz’d. 

I have  long  thought  of  a wife,  and  one  I would  have 
Had,  but  that  I was  afraid  to  meet  a woman 
That  might  abufemy  age : but  here  flie  is 
\\  horn  I may  truft  to-,  of  a chaftitic 
Impregnable,  and  approved  lb  by  niy  Ibn  : 

The  nicanefs  of  her  birth  will  ftill  preferveher 
In  due  obedience  ^ and  her  beauty  is 
Of  force  enough  to  pull  me  back  to  youth. 

My  fon  once  fent  away,  whofe  rivall-ftiip 
I have  juft  caufe  to  fear,  if  power,  of  gold. 

Or  v.it,  can  win  her  to  me,  flie  is  mine. 

Nephew  Jfmenur.,  I have  new  intelligence. 

Your  Province  is  unquiet  ftill. 

Wnen.  I am  glad  on’t. 

Leon.  And  fo  dangeroufly,  that  I muft  fend  the 
Prince  in  perfon  with  you. 

Ifmen.  1 am  glad  of  that  too:  Sir,  will  you  difpatch 
Us  we  flail  wither  here  for  ever. 

Leon.  You  fliall  be  difpatcht  within  this  hour: 

I.'ucippur.  never  wonder,  nor  ask,  it  muft  be  thus. 

I^dy  I a«^k  your  pardon,  whole  virtue  I have 
Slubberd  vvith  my  tongue,  and  you  Ihall.evcrbe 
Chaft  in  mv  memory  hereafter  i 
Bi-  t v.-e  old  men  often  doat : to  make  amends  for 


My  great  fault,  receive  that  Ring  • 

I’m  forry  for  your  grief,  may  it  foon  leavejyou : 

Come  my  Lords  lets  begon.  E xeunt. 

Bachj.  Heaven  blefs  your  Grace. 

One  that  had  but  lb  much  modeftie  left,  as  to  blufli. 

Or  flirink  a little  at  his  firft  encounter, 

Had  been  undone-,  where  1 come  oft  with  honor. 

And  gain  too-,  they  that  never  wou’d  be  tra(ft 

In  any  courle,  by  the  moft  fubtle  fenfc 

Muft  bear  it  through  vvith  Irontlefs  impudence. 

Exit. 

Enter  Dorialus.^  .y4genor.^  Nifus. 

I>or.  Gentlemen  this  is  a ftrange  peece  of  Juftice, 

To  put  the  wretched  Dwarf  to  death  bccaufe 
She  dcated  on  him  Is  flie  not  a woman,  and 
SubjeT  to  thofe  mad  figariesher  whole  Sex 
Is  infefted  with  ? Had  flie  lov’d  you,  or  you,  or  I, 

Or  all  on’s  ( as  indeed  the  more  the  merryer  ftill 
With  them  ) muft  we  therefore  have  our  heads  par’d 
With  a Hatchet  ? So  flie  may  love  all  the  Nobility 
Out  o’th  Dukedome  in  a month,  and  let  the  raskals  in. 

Nif.  You  will  not,  or  you  do  not  fee  the  need 
.That  makes  this  juft  to  the  world  ? 

Dor.  I cannot  tell,  I would  be  loth  to  feel  it : 

But  the  beft  is,  flie  loves  not  proper  men,  we  three 
Were  in  wife  cafes  elfe:  but  make  me  know  this  need. 

Eif.  Why  yes  : He  being  taken  away,  this  bafe  incon- 
tinence dyes  prefently,  and  Ihe  muft  fee  her  Ihame  and  for- 
row  for  it. 

Dor.  Pray  God  Ihe  do:  but  was  the  Sprat  beheaded. 
Or  did  they  fwing  him  about  like  a chickin , and  fo  break 
his  neck? 

u^gen.  Yes,  he  was  beheaded,  and  a folemn  Juftice  made 
of  it. 

Dcr.  That  might  have  been  deduced. 

Agenor.  Why  how  would  you  have  had  him  dyed  ? 

Dori.  Faith  I would  have  had  him  rofted  like  a war- 
den in  a brown  paper,  and  no  more  talk  on’t:  or  a feather 
ftuck  in’s  head  , like  a Quail : ot  a hanged  him  in  a 
Dog-coller  : what  fliould  he  be  beheaded  ? we  fliall  have 
it  grow  fo  bafe  fliortly  , Gentlemen  will  be  out  of  love 
with  it. 

Nif.  I wonder  from  whence  this  of  the  Dwarf’s  firft 
Ipriing  ? 

Dor.  From  an  old  leacherous  pair  of  breeches  that 
lay  upon  a wench  to  keep  her  warm  : for  certainly  they 
are  no  mans  work  : and  I am  fure  a Monkey  would  get 
one  of  the  guard  to  this  fellow  , he  was  no  bigger  than  a 
fmall  Portmanteu , and  much  about  that  making  if ’tad 
legs. 

Age.  But  Gentlemen,  what  fay  you  to  the  Prince} 

Nif.  I,  concerning  his  being  fent  I know  not  whither. 
Dorialus.  Why  then  he  will  come  home  I know  not 
when  ; you  fliall  pardon  me , I’ll  talk  no  more  of  this 
lubjedl , but  lay , gods  be  with  him  where  ere  he  is,  and 
fend  him  well  home  again  : For  why  , he  is  gone,  or 
when  he  will  return,  let  them  know  that  direefted  him: 
Only  this,  there’s  mad  Morifeo’s  in  the  ftatc  ^ but  what 
they  arc.  I’ll  tell  you  when  1 know.  Come  , let’s  go , 
hear  all,  and  lay  nothing. 

Ag<n.  Content.  Exeunt. 

Enter  'limantus.f  and  telamon, 

tela,  timantus.,  is  the  Duke  ready  yet  ? 

tima.  Almoft. 

tela.  What  ails  him  ? 

tima.  Faith  1 know  not,  I think  he  has  dreamt  he’s 
lut  eighteen:  has  been  worls  fmcc  he  fent  you  forth  for 
the  friziing.iron, 

tel.  That  cannot  be , he  lay  in  Gloves  all  night , and 
this  morning  I brought  him  a new  Periu>ig^  with  a lock 
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at  it,  and  knockt  np  a Iwing  in’s  chamber. 

Tim.  O but  fince,  his  Taylor  came,  and  they  have  fal- 
'len  out  about  the  falhion  on’s  cloaths : and  yonders  a fel- 
low come,  has  board  a hole  in’s  car  ^ and  he  has  bc- 
fpoke  a Vaulting-horfe,  you  lhall  fee  him  come  forth  pre- 
fently  ; he  looks  like  Winter,  ftiick  here  and  there  with 
frelh  flowers. 

Tela.  Will  he  not  Tilt  think  you  ? 

Tima.  I think  he  will. 

Tela.  What  does  he  mean  to  doc  ? 

Tim.  1 know  not : but  by  this  light  I think  he  is  in  love  j 
he  wou’d  ha’  bin  lhav’d  but  for  me. 

Tela.  In  love  with  whom  ? 

Tim.  Icouldguefs,  but  you  lhall  pardon  me : he  will  take 
me  along  with  him  fome-whither. 

Tela.  I over-heard  him  ask  your  opinion  of  (bme  bodies 
beauty. 

Tima.  Yes,  there  it  goes,  that  makes  him  fo  youthful!, 
and  h’as  layd  by  his  Crutch , and  halts  now  with  a leading 
ftaff 

"Enter  Leontine  mtb  a ffaff  and  a looking  glafs. 

Leon.  Timantus, 

Tim.  Sir. 

Leon.  This  Feather  is  not  large  enough. 

Tim.  Yes  faith,  ’tis  fuch  an  one  as  the  reft  of  the  young 
Gallants  wear. 

Leon.  Telamon.^  does  it  doe  well  ? 

Tela.  Sir , it  becomes  you  , or  you  become  it , the  rare- 
lieft — 

Leon.  A way,  doft  think  fo  ? 

Tela.  Think  Sir,  I know  it.  Sir,  the  Trincefs,  is  paft  all 
hope  of  life  lince  the  Dwarf  was  put  to  death. 

Leon.  Let  her  be  lb,  I have  other  matters  in  hand  : but 
.this  lame  Taylor  angers  me,  he  has  made  my  doublet  fo 
wide  : and  lee , the  knave  has  put  no  points  at  my  arme. 

Tima.  Thofe  will  be  put  to  quickly  Sir,  upon  any  oc- 
calion. 

Leon.  Telamon.,  have  you  bid  this  Dancer  come  a morn- 
ings? 

Tela.  Yes  Sir. 

Leon.  Temantus  , let  me  fee  the  glafs  again  ; look 
you  how  carelefs  you  are  grown,  is  this  tooth  well  put 
in?  - ' 

Tima.  W’hich  Sir  ? 

Leon.  This  Sir. 

Tima.  It  lhall  be. 

Telam.  Me  thinks  that  tooth  Ihould  put  him  in  mind 
on’s  years  : and  Timantus , ftands  as  if  ( feeing  the  D«%, 
in  fuch  a youthfull  habit ) he  were  looking  in’s  mouth  how 
old  he  were.  • 

Leon.  So,  lb.  < > 1 i ■ 

Tela.  Will  you  have  your  Gown  lir? 

Leon.  My  Gown  ? why,  am  1 fick?  bring  me  my  Sword. 

Exit  Tela. 

Leou.  Let  a couple  of  the  great  horfes  be  brought  out 
for  us 

Tima.  He’ll  kill  himfelf.  Why,  will  you  ride  Sir  ; 

Leon.  Ride  ? Doft  thou  think  I cannot  ride  ? 

Timan.  O yes  Sir,  I know  it  ; but  as  1 conceive  your 
journey,  you  wou’d  have  it  private  j and  then  you  were 
better  take  a Coach. 

Leon.  Thele  Coaches  make  me  fick : yet  ’tis  no  matter, 
let  it  be  fo. 

X - ^ . 

Enter  Telamon  with  a fevord. 

Tel.  Sir,  here’s  your  fword. 
j Leo;/,  O well  led : let  me  fee  it,  I could  me  thinks 
j Why  Telamon,  bring  me  another:  what,  thinkft  thou 
< I will  wear  a fword  in  vain  ? 

Tela.  He  has  not  ftrength  enough  to  draw  it, 

A yoak  of  Fleas  ry’d  to  a hair  w'onld  have  dravvnit. 


’Tis  out  lir  now,  the  Scabbard  is  broke. 

Leon.  O put  it  up  again,  and  on  with  it*,  me  thinks  1 
am  not  drelt  till  I feel  my  fword  on. 

Leon.  Telamon,  if  any  of  my  counlcll  askc  for  me. 

Say  I am  gone  to  take  the  air. 

‘lima.  He  has  not  been  dreft  this  twenty  years  then,  If 
this  vain  hold  but  a week,  l^c  will  learn  to  play  o’th  bale 
violl  and  ling  to’t ; He’s  poetical  alrcadie  •, 

For  I have  fpide  a Sonnet  on’s  making  lyc  by’s  beds  lidc, 
I’ll  be  fo  unmannerly  to  read  it.  Exit. 

He’s  dead,  he’s  dead,  and  1 am  follow'ing. 

Enter  Hidajpes , Cleophila,  and  Hero,  Hidafpet 
in  a Bed. 

Cleo.  Ask  Cupid  mcrcic  Madam. 

Hida.  O my  heart. 

Cleo.  Help  ! 

Hero.  Stir  her: 

Hida.  O,  O! 

Cleo.  She’s  going,  wretched  w’oman  that  we  are: 

Look  to  her,  and  I’ll  pray  the  while. 

Hero.  Why  Madam  ? Sbee  kjicels. 

Cleo.  Cupid,  pardon  what  is  paft. 

And  forgive  our  lins  atlaft. 

Then  we  will  be  coy  no  more. 

But  thy  Deity  Adore, 

Troths  at  fifteen  we  will  plight, 

And  will  tread  a Dance  at  night. 

In  the  fields,  or  by  the  Fire, 

With  the  youths  that  have  defire.  ( Hon>  does  Jhe  yet  ? 
.Hero.  Oill: 

Cleo.  Given  Ear-rings  we  will  w’ear, 

Bracelets  of  our  Lovers  hair. 

Which  they  on  our  Arms  fliall  twift. 

With  their  Names  carv’d  on  our  wrift : 

All  the  money  that  we  owe. 

We  in  Tokens  will  beftow : 

And  learn  to  write,  that  when  ’tis  lent, 

Onely  our  Loves  know  what  it  meant ; 

O then  pardon  what  is  paft. 

And  forgive  our  Sins  at  laft.  ( What,  Mends  Jhe  ? 

Hero.  Nothing,  you  do  it  not  wantonly,  you  fliou’d  lina. 

• Hero.  Leave,  leave,  ’tis  now  too  late. 

Cleo.  Why? 

Shee  is  dead : 

Hero.  Her  laft  is  breathed. 

Cleo.  What  fhall  we  doe. 

Hero.  Go  run,  I 

And  tell  the  Duke  And  whilftl’ll  clofe  her  eyes. 

Thus  I fhut  thy  faded  light. 

And  put  it  in  eternall  night. 

Where  is  fhe  can  boldly  fay 
Though  fhe  be  as  frefh  as  May: 

She  fnall  not  by  this  Corps  be  laid. 

Ere  to  morrows  light  doe  fade. 

Let  us  all  now  living  be. 

Warn’d  by  thyftrid  Chaftitic.-j 
And  marry  all  faft  as  we  can, 

‘ Till  then  we  keep  a piece  of  man, 

Wrongfully  from  them  that  owe  it 

Soon  may  every  Maid  beftow  it.  ’ Exeunt. 

Enter  Bacha  and  a Maid. 

Bac.  Who  is  it  ? 

Maid.  Forfooth  there’s  gallant  Coach  at  the  dorc. 

And  the  brave  old  man  in’t,  that  you  laid  was  the  Du\e. 
Bacha.  Cupid,  grant  he  may  be  taken:  Jivay  : 

Maid.  He  is  coming  up,  and  looks  tl^c  fwaggeringft,  and 
has  fuch  glorious  cloaths. 

Bac.  Let  all  the  houfe  fee  me  fad,  and  fee  all  handfome. 

F f f 2 Enter 
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Enter  Lroutius^  and  'timanUu^*  JerveU  and  ailing. 

Lf<m.  N'ay  widow  flic  not  back,  we  come  not  now  to 
chide.  Hand  up  and  bid  me  welcome. 

Bjc.  To  a poor  widows  houlc  that  knows  no  end  of 
her  ill  fortune  : your  Highncls  is  moll;  welcome. 

Lean.  Come  kits  me  then,  this  is  but  manners  widow; 
N'cre  fling  your  head  afide,  1 have  morccaurc  of  grief  than - 
you  ; my  Daughters  dead  : but  what?  ’Tis  nothing,  is  the 
rough  Erencb  horfc  brought  to  the  dore  ? 

They  lay  he  is  a high  goer , 1 fliall  foon  try  his  mettle. 

Inn.  Uc  will  be  Sir,  and  the  gray  Barhary.^  they  arc  fiery 
both. 

Leon.  They  are  the  better : Before  the  gods  I am  light- 
Ibmc  , very  lightibme  : How  doefl:  thou  like  me  wid- 
ow ? 

Bjch.  As  a perfon  in  whom  all  graces  are. 

Leon.  Come,  come,  ye  flatter  : I’ll  clap  your  cheek  for 
tliat,  and  you  fliall  not  be  angry. 

HaH  no  Mufick^:  Now  could  1 cut  three  times  with  eafe, 
and  do  a crofs  point , fliould  fhame  all  your  gallants. 

B irbi.  I do  believe  you,  and  your  fclf  too : 

Lord  what  a fine  old  Zmy  my  Love  has  made  him  ? 

’is  mine  , I am  fure  : Heaven  make  me  thankful  for 
him. 

Leit.  Tell  me  how  old  thou  art  , my  pretty  fweet 
heart? 

TimantKs.  Your  Grace  will  not  buy  her,  fhe  may  trip 
Sir  ? ' 

Bacba.  My  forrow  Ihowes  me  elder  then  I am  by  many 
years  ? 

Leon.  Thou  art  lb  witty  I mufl;  kifs  agen. 

Limi.  Indeed  her  Age  lyes  not  in  her  mouth  : nere 
look  it  there  Sir,  Ihe  has  a better  Regifter , if  it  be  not 
burnt. 

Leon.  I will  kifs  thee,  I am  a fire  Timantus. 

Tima.  Can  you  chufe  Sir , having  fuch  heavenly  fire  be- 
fore you  ? 

Leon.  W^idow’,  guefs  why  I come,  I prethee  do, 

Bacba.  I cannot  Sir  , iinlefs  you  be  pleas’d  to  make 
a mirth  out  of  my  rndenefs  : and  that  I hope  your  pity  will 
not  let  ye,  the  fubje(n;  is  fo  Barren ; Bite  King,  Bite,  I’ll 
let  you  play  a while. 

Leon.  Now  as  I am  an  honefi:  man , I’ll  tell  thee  truely, 
how  many  foot  did  1 Jump  yefterday  ‘Timantus  ? 

'Jim.  Fourteen  of  your  own,  andfome  three  fingers. 

Bacba.  This  fellow  lyes  as  lightly , as  if  hee  were  in  cut 
Taffata. 

j Alas  good  Almanack  get  thee  to  Bed  , and  tell  what 
weather  v;e  fnall  have  to  morrow. 

Leon.  Widow  1 am  come  in  fhort  to  be  a Suiter, 

For  whom? 

Leon.  Why  by  my  troth,  I come  to  wooethee  wench: 
And  win  thee  for  my  felf;  Nay,  look  upon  me  : 

1 have  about  me  that  will  do  it. 

Bac.  Now  Heaven  defend  me,  your  Whore  lhall  never  : 
I thank  the  Gods,  I have  a little  left  me  to  keep  me 
warm,  and  honeft  ; if  your  grace  take  not  that,  I feck  no 
more. 

Leon.  I am  fo  far  from  taking  any  thing,  I’ll  add  unto 
thee. 

Bach.  Such  Additions  may  be  for  your  eafe  Sir, 

> Not  my  honeflic;  I am  well  in  being  fingle,  good  Sir  feck 
I another,  I am  no  meat  for  money, 
j Lecn.  Shall  1 fight  for  thee  ? 

This  Lvord  Ihall  cut  his  throat,  that  dars  lay  claim 
But  to  Finger  of  thee,  but  to  a look,  I would 
j Sec  fuch  a fellow.- 

Bac.  It  would  be  but  a cold  fight  to  you : 

This  is  the  father  of  S.  G^ori^e  a foot-back. 

Can  fuch  dry  mumming  talk. 

7im.  Before  the  gods,  your  grace  lookes  like  JF.neas. 


Bac.  He  looks  like  his  old  father  upon  his  b..ck, 

Crying  to  get  A boord.  j 

Leon.  How  fliall  Iwin  thy  love,  I pray  thee  tell  me  ? 

.’11  marry  thee  if  thou  deliiell:  that:  That  is  an  honeft 
Counc  , 1 am  in  good  carnelt , and  prefently  within  this 
lOur,  am  mad  for  thee:  prethee  deny  me  not, 

For  as  I live  I’ll  pine  thee,  but  I’ll  have  thee 
Bacba.  Now  he’s  in  the  Toyl,  I’ll  hold  him  fait. 

Tima.  You  do  not  know  what  ’tis  to  be  a Queen, 

Go  too  you  Maid  , die  what  the  old  man  falls  fhort 
of,  there’s  others  can  cech  out,  w'hcn  you  pleale  to  call 
on  ’em. 

Bacba.  I underfland  you  not.  Love  I adore  thee 
Sir,  on  my  knees  1 give  yoiu  hearty  thanks  , for  fo  much 
Honoring  your  humble  Hand-mayd  above  her  birth  : 

Far  more  her  weak  defervings , I dare  not  truft  the  En- 
vious tongues  of  all  that  muft  repine  at  my  unworthy 
rifing. 

Befide,  you  have  many  fair  ones  in  your  Kingdome 
Born  to  fuch  worth : O turn  your  fclf  about 
And  make  a Noble  choice. 

Leon.  If  I do,  let  me  famifh : I will  have  thee. 

Or  break  up  houfe,  and  boord  here. 

Bac.  Sir,  you  may  command  an  unwilling  woman  to  obey 

ye  : but  heaven  knows 

Leon.  No  more  :thefe  half  a dozen  killes , and  this  Jewell, 
and  every  thing  I have  , and  away  with  me , and  clap  it 
up  ^ and  ha\  e a boy  by  morning.  Timantus  let  one  be 
fent  poll  lor  my  fon  again : and  lor  Ifmenus.^  they  are  fcarce 
twenty  miles  on  their  way  yet,  by  that  time  we’ll  be  mar- 
ried. 

Tima.  There  fnall  Sir.  Exeunt. 


'"JHus  Tertii^ 


Sccxna  Trima, 

Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor.,  Nifus, 

Nifus.  Is  not  this  a fine  marriage  ? 

Agenor.  Yes,  yes,  let  it  alone. 

I>or.  I,  I,  the  King  may  marry  whom’s  lift,  let’s  talk  o ' 
other  matters. 

Nif.  Is  the  Prince  coming  home  certainly? 

T>er.  Yes,  yes,  hewasfentpoft  for  yefterday  , lets  make 
hafte  we’ll  fee  how  his  new  Mother-in-law  will  entertain 
him. 

Nif.  Why  well  I warrant  you  : did  you  mot  mark  how 
humbly  fhe  carried  her  felf  to  us  on  her  marriage  day,  ac- 
knowledging her  own  imworthinefs , and  that  file  would 
be  our  fervant. 

Dor.  But  mark  what’s  done. 

Nif.  Regard  not  fhew  . 

Age.  O God ! I knew  her  when  I have  been  ofFred  her 
to  be  brought  to  my  bed  for  five  pounds:  whether  it  could 
have  been  perform’d  or  no,  I know  not. 

Nif  Her  Daughters  a pretty  Lady, 

Dor.  Yes ; and  having  had  but  mean  bringing  up,  it  talks 
the  pretileft  and  innocentlieft,  the  Queen  will  be  fb  angry 
to  hear  her  betray  her  breeding  by  her  language:  but  I 
am  perfwaded  fhe’s  well  difpos’d. 

Agenor.  I think  better  than  her  Mother. 

Nif.  Come,  we  ftay  too  long.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Leucippus,  and  Ifmenus. 

Ifme.  How  now  man,  ftrook  dead  with  a talc  ? 

Leu.  No,  but  with  a truth. 

Jfme.  Stand  off  your  ftlf : can  you  endure  blows,  and 
flirink  at  Words  ? 

Leu.  Thou  knowft  I have  told  thee  all. 


CupidV  %evenge. 
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Jfme.  But  that  all’s  nothing  to  make  you  thus;  your 
Sifters  dead. 

Lfu.  1 hat’s  much,  but  not  the  moft. 

Ifme.  Why,  for  the  other  let  her  marry  and  hang,  ’tis 
no  purpos’d  fault  of  yours : and  if  your  Father  will  needs 
have  your  caft  Whore,  you  lhall  (liew  the  duty  of  a child 
better  in  being  contented,  and  l)idding  much  good  doc 
his  good  old  heart  with  her,  than  in  repining  thus  at  it 
let  her  go  ; what,  there  are  more  wenches  man,  we’ll 
have  another. 

Leu.  O thou  art  vain,  thou  knowft  I doc  not  love  her  : 
\\  hat  lha;l  1 doe  ? I would  my  tongue  had  led  me 
To  any  other  thing,  but  blalphemy, 

So  1 had  mill  commending  ot  this  woman. 

Whom  I mnft  reverence  now  r ftie  is  my  Mother, 

My  lin  Ifmenus  has  wrought  all  this  ill : 

And  1 bcfeech  thee,  to  be  warn’d  by  me. 

And  doe  not  lye,  if  any  man  fhould  aske  thee 
But  How  thou  dojtj  or  JVhat  a clockJ*tis  novp. 

Pc  lure  thou  doe  not  lye,  make  no  excule 
For  him  that  is  moft  near  thee  : never  let 
The  moft  officious  falfehood  fcape  thy  tongue. 

For  they  above  (that  are  intirely  truth) 

W’ill  make  that  leed,  which  thou  haft  Ibwn 
Of  lyes,  yield  miferies  a thoufand  fold 
Upon  thine  head,  as  they  have  done  on  mine. 


Lnter  'Timanm. 

Lim.  Sir,  yoiTr  Highnefs  is  welcome  home,  the  and 
^^uesn  will  prefently  come  forth  to  you. 

Leu.  I’ll  wait  on  them. 

lima.  Worthy  Ifmenus-^  I pray  you,  have  you  fped  in 
your  wars  / 

Ifme.  This  Rogue  mocks  me.  Well  Limantns.^  Pray  how 
have  you  fped  here  at  whom  at  ftiovelboord  ? 

lim.  Faith  realbnable.  How  many  Towns  have  you  taken 
in  this  Summer  ? 

Ifme.  How  many  Stags  have  you  been  at  the  death  of 
this  grafs  ? 

7 ima.  A number : ’Pray  how  is  the  Province  fettled  ? 

Ifme.  Prethee  how  does  the  dun  Nag  ? 

Lim.  I think  you  mock  me  my  Lord. 

Ifme.  Mock  thee  ? Yes  by  my  troth  doe  I ; why  what 
wouldft  thou  have  me  doe  vrith  thee  •,  Art  good  for  any 
thing  elfe  ? 


I 'Enter  Leontiur.,  Bacha.^  ’Dorialuif  Agener, 

Niftts.,  Telamon. 

Leu.  My  good  Ifmenus.,  hold  me  by  the  wrift: 

And  if  thou  fee’ll  me  fainting,  wring  me  hard. 

For  I fliall  fwoon  again  elfe — Kneels. 

Leon.  Welcome  my  fon  •,  rife,  I did  fend  for  thee 
Back  from  the  province,  by  thy  Mothers  counfell, 

Thy  good  Mother  here,  who  loves  thee  well  ; 

She  would  not  let  me  venture  all  my  joy 
Amongft  my  enemies : I thank  thee  for  her. 

And  none  but  thee.  I took  her  on  thy  word. 

Leucip.  Pinch  harder. 

Leon.  And  file  lhall  bid  thee  welcome : I have  noW 
Some  near  affairs,  but  I will  drink  a Health 
To  thee  anon  ; Come  Telamon.,  I am  grown 
l.uftier,  I thank  thee  for’t,  lince  1 marryed  j 
I can  ftand  now  alone,  Telamon., 

And  never  ftagger. 

Exit  Leontins.,  Telamon 

Bac.  Welcome  moft  noble  Sir,  whofe  fame  is  come 
Hither  before  you : out  alas  you  (corn  me, 

' x'^nd  teach  me  what  to  doe. 


But  truft  me,  here  before  thefe  Lords, 

1 am  no  more  but  Nuric  unto  the  Vuk^e-., 

Nor  will  I breed  a faftion  in  the  State, 

It  is  too  much  for  me  that  I am  rais’d 
Unto  his  bed,  and  will  remain  the  fervant 
Of  you  that  did  it. 

Leu  Madam  I will  ferve  you 
As  lhall  become  me.  O dillcmbling  woman ! 

Whom  I mult  reverence  though.  Take  from  thy 
Qiiivcr,  fure-aim’d  Apollo  ^ one  of  thy  fwift  dai  ts. 

Headed  wfth  thy  confuming  golden  beams. 

And  let  it*  mdt  this  body  into  mill, 

'fhat  none  may  find  it. 

Bac.  Shall  1 beg  my  Lords 
This  Room  in  private  for  the  Prince  and  me  ? 

Exeunt  all  but  Leu.  and  Bach. 

Leu.  Wdiat  will  flic  fay  now  ? 

Bach.  1 muft  ftill  enjoy  him: 

Yet  there  is  ftill  left  in  me  a fpark  of  woman. 

That  wiflies  he  fhould  move  it,  but  he  ftands. 

As  if  he  grew  there  with  his  eyes  on  earth. 

Sir,  you  and  I when  we  were  laft  together 
Kept  not  this  diftance  as  we  were  afraid 
Of  blading  by  our  felves. 

Leu.  Madam  ’tis  true,  Heaven  pardon  it. 

Bach.  Amen  Sir. 

You  may  think  that  I have  done  you  wrong  in  this  ftrange 


marriage. 


Leu.  No,  you  are  my  Mother. 

Bacha.  Far  unworthy  of  that  name  God  knows : 


Leu.  ’Tis  pad  now. 

Bach.  But  it  was  no  fault  of  mine  : 

The  world  had  call’d  me  mad,  had  I refus’d 
The  King ; nor  layd  I any  train  to  catch  him. 

It  was  your  own  Oaths  did  it. 

Leu.  ’Tis  a truth  : that  takes  my  fleep  away,  but 
Would  to  Heaven,  if  it  had  lb  been  pleas’d,  you  had 
Refus’d  him,  though  I had  gratifi’d  that  courtefie 
With  having  you  my  felf : But  fince  ’tis  thus, 

I doe  befecch  you  that  you  will  be  honed 
From  henceforth  ^ and  not  abufe  his  credulous  Age, 
Which  you  may  ealily  doe.  As  for  my  felf 
What  I can  fay,  you  know  alas  too  well 
Is  ty’d  within  me,  here  it  will  fit  like  lead. 

But  fliall  offend  no  other,  it  will  pluck  me’ 

Back  from  my  ent’rance  into  any  mirth. 

As  if  a fervant  came,  and  whifper’d  w'ith  me 
Of  fome  friends  death,  but  I will  bear  my  felf. 

To  you,  with  all  the  due  obedience 
A fon  owes  to  a Mother : more  than  this. 

Is  not  in  me,  but  I muft  leave  the  reft  to  the 
luft  gods ; who  in  their  blefled  time. 

When  they  have  given  me  punilhment  enough. 

For  my  rafn  Sin,  will  merciffilly  find 
As  unexpefted  means  to  eafe  my  grief 
As  they  did  now  to  bring  it. 

Bac.  Grown  fo  godly  ? this  muft  not  be. 

And  I will  be  to  you,  no  other  than  a natural  Mother  ought  j 

And  for  my  honefty,  fo  you  will  fwear 

Never  to  urge  me,  I fhall  keep  it  fafe  from  any  other. 

Leu.  Blefs  me  I fhould  urge  you  ? 

Bach  a.  Nay  but  fwear  then  that  I may  be  at  peace. 

For  I doe  feel  a weaknefs  in  my  felf. 

That  can  denie  you  nothing,  if  you  tempt  me, 

I fhall  embrace  Sin  as  it  were  a friend , and  run  to  meet 
it. 

Leu.  If  you  knew  how  far 
It  were  from  me,  you  would  not  urge  an  Oath. 

But  for  your  fatisfadlion,  when  I tempt  you. 

Bac.  Swear  not ; I cannot  move  him,  this  fad  talk 
Of  things  paft  help,  does  not  become  us  well. 

Shall  I fend  one  for  my  Mufidans,  and  we’ll  dance? 

Leu.  Dance  Madam? 

Bac.  Yes,  Alaualta. 

Leu.  I cannot  dance  Madam. 

Bac.  Then  lets  be  merry. 

Lett 


C upid’j  Revnige. 


I Lfti.  1 am  as  my  Fcrtunfs  bid  me. 

;Do  no:  you  fee  me  Ibvvr? 

Fjr.  \ cs. 

And  why  think  you  I finile  ? 

Lf.v.  I am  lo  lar  from  any  joy  my  felf, 
I cannot  fancie  a caul'e  of  mirth. 

Bjc.  ril  teil  you,  \vc  are  alone  • 


Lat.  Alone  ? 

Fj'.  Yes. 

l et.  ’Tis  taic : what  then  ? 

F.S'.  What  then  ? you  make  my  liniling  now 
Pr^ak  into  laughter;  what  think  you  is  to  be  done  then? 
Leu.  W’c  IhouM  pray  to  Heaven  for  mercy. 

F.icbj.  Fray  ? that  were  a way  indeed 
Vo  pafs  the  time:  but  I will  make  you  blulh. 

To  lee  abanifull  woman  teach  a man 
Vv  hat  we  fhould  doe  alone : try  again 


If  you  can  find  it  out. 

Leu.  1 dare  not  think  I underhand  you. 

Lj:.  I mufl:  teach  you  then  j Come,  kifs  me. 

Leu.  Kifs  you  ? 

Fjc.  Yes,  be  not  afliam’d : 

You  did  it  not  your  felf,  I will  forgive  you. 

Leuc.  Keep  youdifpleas’d  gods,  the  due  refpe^l 
I ought  to  bear  unto  this  wicked  woman. 

As  Ihe  is  now  my  Mother,  Haflie  within  me. 

Left  I add  fins  to  lins,  till  no  repentance  will  cure  me. 

Bac.  Leave  thefe  melancholly  moods, 

Ti'.at  1 may  fwear  thee  welcome  on  thy  Lipps 
A thoufard  times. 

Leuc.  Pray  leave  this  wicked  talk. 

You  doe  not  know  to  what  my  Fathers  wrong 


Of  late : but  you  were  telling  me 

You  could  have  wiflit  that  1 had  marry’d  you. 

If  you  will  fwear  fo  yet.  I’ll  make  away  the  King. 

Letfc.  You  are  a ftrumpet. 

Bach  a.  Nay,  I care  not 
For  all  your  Railings : They  will  Batter  walk 
And  take  in  Towns,  as  fbon  as  trouble  me : 

Tell  him,  I care  not,  I fhall  undoc  you  only,  which  is  no 
matter. 

Leu.  I appeal  to  you  ftill,  and  for  ever,  that  are 
And  cannot  be  other.  Madam,  I fee  ’tis  in  your  power 
To  work  your  will  on  him ; And  I defire  you 
To  lay  what  trains  you  will  for  my  wiih’d  death, 

But  fuffer  him  to  find  his  quiet  grave 
In  peace  Alas  he  never  did  you  wrong. 

And  farther  I befcech  you  pardon  me. 

For  the  ill  word  I gave  you,  for  how  ever 
You  may  deferve,  it  became  not  me 
To  call  you  fo,  but  paflion  urges  me 
I know  not  whither : my  heart  break  now,  & eafe  me  ever 
Bacha.  Pray  you  get  you  hence 
With  your  goodly  humor,  1 am  weary  of  you  extreamely : 
Leu.  Truft  me,  fb  am  I of  my  felf  too : 

Madam,  I’ll  take  my  leave  *,  gods  let  all  right. 

Bacha.  Amen,  Sir,  get  you  gon  • 

Am  I deny’d  ? it  does  not  trouble  me 
That  I have  mov’d,  but  that  I am  refus’d : 

I have  loft  my  patience  : I will  make  him  know 
Luft  is  not  Love,  for  Luft  will  find  a mate 
While  there  are  men,  and  fo  will  I : and  more. 

Lnier  Timantus. 


^^ay  urge  me. 

Bac.  I’m  carelefs,  and  doe  weigh 
The  world,  my  life,  and  all  my  after  hopes 
Nothing  without  thy  Love,  miftakemenot: 

Thy  Lev?,  as  1 have  had  it,  free  and  open 
As  wedlock  is,  within  it  felf,  what  fay  you  ? 

Uu.  Nothing. 

Bac.  Fifty  me,  behold  a Duchefs 
Kneels  for  thy  mercic,  and  I fwear  to  you 
Though  1 fhouldlye  with  you,  it  is  no  Luft, 

For  it  defires  no  change,  I could  with  you 
Content  my  felf-,  what  anfwer  will  you  give  ? 

Leuc.  They'  that  can  anfwer  muft  be  lefs  amat  d. 

Than  I am  now  : you  fee  my  tears  deliver 

Mv  meaning  to  you.  , - r ..i 

^Bac.  Shall  1 be  contem’d  ? thou  art  a beaft,  worfe  than  a 

lavage  beaft. 

To  let  a Lady  kneel,  to  beg  that  thing 
Which  a right  man  would  offer. 

Leu  ’Tis  your  will  Heaven  : but  let  me  hear  me  like 

.My  felf,  how  ever  Ihe  does.  . 

Bac.  Were  you  made  an  fince  you  went  hence  ? 

Yet  they  have  more  defire  than  I can  find  in  you : 

How  fond  was  1 to  beg  thy  love  I’U  force  thee  to  my 
will 

Doft  thou  not  know  that  I can  make  the  King 
Dote  as  my  lift>  yield  quickly,  or  by  Heaven 
I’ll  have  thee  kept  in  prilbn  for  my  purpofe, 

U here  I will  make  thee  ferve  my  turn,  and  have  thee  fed 

With  fuch  meats  as  belt  fnall  fit  my  ends 

And  not  thv  health,  why  doft  not  fpeak  to  me? 

And  when  thou  doft  difpleafeme,  and  art  grown 
Ixfs  able  to  perform  then  1 will  have  thee 
Kill’d  and  forgotten:  Arc  you  ftriken  du^mb? 

Leu.  All  you  have  nam’d  but  making  of  me  fin 
With  YOU,  von  may  command,  but  never  that  ^ 

Sav  vvhat  you  w-iil,  I’ll  hear  you  as  becomes  me. 

If  YOU  fpeak,  I will  not  follow  your  counfell. 

Neither  will  1 tell  the  w'orld  to  your  difgrace, 

But  give  you  the  juft  honor 

That  is  due  from  me  to  my  Father  s wife. 

Bac.  [jord  how  full  of  wife  formality  you  rgrown 


Than  one,  or  twenty:  yonder  is 
A fellow  void  of  any  worth,  to  raife  himfelf , 

And  therefore  like  to  catch  at  any  evil 
That  will  but  pluck  him  up : him  will  I make 
Mine  own : Limantus^  Limantus.  Madam  ? 

Bac.  Thou  knovv’ft  well 

Thou  wert  by  chance,  a means  of  this  my  railing  : 

Brought  the  Duke  to  me,  and  though  ’twere  but  chance 
I muft  reward  thee. 

Tiw.  1 fhall  bend  my  fervice  unto  yourHighnefs, 

Bacha.  But  do  it  then  entirely,  and  in  every  thing. 

And  tell  me,  couldft  thou  now  think  that  thing 
Thou  wouldft  not  do  for  me  ? 

Limant.  No  by  my  foul  Madam. 

Bacha.  Then  thou  art  right. 

Go  to  my  Lodging,  and  I’ll  follow  thee. 

Exit  Timantus. 

With  my  inftriuftion  I do  fee  already. 

This  Prince  that  did  but  now  contemn  me,  dead : 

Yet  will  I never  Ipeak  an  evil  word 
Unto  his  Father  of  him,  till  I have  won 
A belief,  I love  him,  but  I’ll  make 
His  virtues  his  undoing,  and  mypraifes 
Shall  be  fo  many  {words  againft  his  breaft. 

Which  once  perform’d,  I’ll  make  Vrania 
My  Daughter,  the  Kings  heir,  and  plant  my  iffiic 
In  this  large  Throne : nor  fhall  it  be  withftood. 

They  that  begin  in  Luft,  muft  end  in  Blood.  Exit. 

• Enter  Dorialus,  Agenor,  Nifus. 

Boria.  We  live  to  know  a fine  time,  Gentl. 

TSlif.  And  a fine  Duke,  that  through  his  doting  age 
Suffers  himto  be  a child  again 
Under  his  Wives  tuition. 

Jgen.  All  the  Land  holds  in  that  tenor  too  r in  womans 
fervice?  furewcftalllcarnto  fpinn. 

T>or.  No,  that’s  too  honeft:  we  fnall  have  other 
Liberal  Sciences  taught  us  too  foon  \ 

Lying,  and  flattering,  thofearethcftudiesuow: 

— — And 
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CupidV  Ticvcngc 


A.nd  Miirthcr  fliortly  I know,  will  i)c  luinianicy,  Gent. 
If  we  live  here  we  mult  be  knaves,  l)clicvc  it. 

Nifus.  I cannot  tell  my  Lord  Vorulus,  though  my 
Own  nature  hate  it,  if  all  determine  to  be  knaves 
I’ll  try  what  I can  do  upon  my  felf:  that’s  certain, 

I will  not  have  .my  throat  cut  for  my  goodnefs. 

The  virtue  will  not  quit  the  pain. 

Age.  But  pray  you  tell  me. 

Why  is.  the  Vrince  now  ripe  and  full  experient. 

Not  made  a dore  in  the  State  ? 

Nif.  Becaufc  he  is  honeflr, 

'Enter  Elmantus. 


Tint.  Goodnefs  attend  your  Honors. 

Dor.  You  mult  not  be  amonglt  us  then. 

7iin.  The  Vntrhefs.,  whofe  humble  fervant  I am  proud 
to  be,  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Age.  Sir,  we  are  pleas’d  to  wait : when  is  it  ? 

Tin.  An  hour  hence  my  good  Lords,  and  lb  I leave  my 
fervice. 

D«ir.  This  is  one  of  her  Ferrets  that  Hie  bolts  bufinefs 
out  withall  : this  fellow , if  he  were  well  ript,  has  all 
the  linings  of  a knave  within  liim  : how  flye  he  looks  ? 

Nif  Have  we  iwthing  about  our  cloaths  that  he  may 
catch  at  ? 

Agenor.  O my  confcience  , there’s  no  treafon  in  my 
dublet,  it  there  be,  my  elbows  will  difeover  it,  they  are 
out. 

T)or.  Faith , and  all  the  harm  that  I can  find  in  mine 
that  they  are  not  pay’d  for^  let  him  make  what  he  can 


is 


of  that,  fohe  difehargethat.  Come,  let’s  go. 


Exeunt. 


Enter  Bach^  Leontius-^  Telia. 

Bac.  And  you  fhall  find  Sir  what  blelTing  heaven  gave 
you  in  fuch  a Ion. 

Le.  Pray  I may.  Let’s  walk  & -change  our  fubjed 
Bae.  O Sir,  can  any  thing  come  fweeter  to  you,  or  ftrike 
a deeper  joy  into  your  heart  than  your  Ion’s  virtue  ? 

Leon.  I allow  his  virtues  : but  ’tis  not  handfome  thus  to 
feed  my  felf  with  fuch  moderate  praifes  of  mine  own 
Bac.  The  fubjedt  of  our  comendations  is  it  felf  grown 
fb  infinite  in  goodnefs  that  all  the  glory  we  can  lay 
upon  it,  though  we  fhould  open  volumes  of  his  praifes. 
is  a mere  modefty  in  his  expreffion  , and  fhews  him  lame 
ftill,  like  an  ill  wrought  peece  wanting  proportion. 

Leo.  Yet  ftill  he  is  a man,  and  fubjedt  ftill  to  more  in 
ordinate  vices,  than  our  love  can  give  him  blefling 

Bac.  Fife  he  were  a god.  yet  fo  near  as  he  is,  he  comes 
to  heaven  , that  v/e  may  fee  fb  far  as  flefh  can  point  us 


things  only  worthy  them  , and  only  thefe  in  all  his 
adtions. 

Leon.  This  is  too  much  my  Queen. 

Bach.  Had  the  gods.,  lov’d  me  j that  my  unworthy  womb 
had  bred  this  brave  man, 

Leon.  Still  you  run  WTong. 

Bach.  1 would  have  liv’d  upon  tile  comfort  of  him-,  fed 
on  his  growing  hopes . 

Leo.  This  touches  me. 

Bach.  I know  no  friends,  nor  Being,  but.  his  virtues, 

Le.  You  have  laid  out  words  enough  upon  a fubjedf. 

Bach.  But  w’ords  cannot  exprefs  him  iSir : why  what  a 
ftiape  Heaven  has  conceiv’d  him  in  , oh  Nature  made 
him  up! 

Leon.  I wonder  Vutchefs. 

Bach.  So  you  muft : for  lefs  than  admiration  lofes  this 
god -like  man. 

Leon.  Have  you  done  with  him  ? 

Bach.  Done  with  ? O good  gods^  what  frailties  thus  pafs 
by  us  without  reverence  ? 

Leon.  I fee  no  fuch  perfedtion. 


> 

Bac.  O dear  .Sir : you  arc  a lather,  and  thole  joys 
To  you,  fpeak  in  your  hcait,  not  in  your  tongue. 

Leo,  T his  leaves  a tall  behind  it  worle  tlian  phyfick. 
Baca.  'Fhcn  for  all  his  wifdomc,  valour, 

Good  iortunc,  and  all  tliofc  friends  of  honor, 

I'hcy  arc  in  him  as  free  and  natural,  as  pallions 
In  a Woman. 

Leon.  You  make  me  blulli  at  all  thefe  years 
To  Ice  how  blindly  you  have  tlung  your  praifes 
Upon  a Boy,  a very  child,  and  worthlcls, 

Whilft  I live,  of  thefe  Honors. 

Bac.  1 would  not  have  my  love  Sir,  make  my  tongue 
Shew  me  lb  much  a woman:  as  to  prailc 
Or  dilpraife,  where  my  will  is,  without  reafon. 

Or  gcnerall  allowance  of  the  people. 

I. eon.  Allowance  of  the  people,  what  allow  they! 

Bac.  All,  1 have  fed  for  truth,  and  they  muft  do  it. 

And  doat  upon  him  t love  him,  and  admire  him. 

Leon.  How’s  that  ^ 

Bac.  For  in  this  youth  and  noble  forwardnefs 
All  things  are  bound  together  that  are  kingly, 

A fitnefs  to  bear  rule ; 

Leon.  No  more. 

Bac,  And  Sovereignty  not  made  to  know  command. 
Leon.  I have  fed,  no  more. 

Bac.  I have  done  Sir,  though  unwilling,  and  pardon  me 
Leon.  I do,  not  a word  more. 

Baca.  1 have  gi’n  thee  poylon 
Of  more  infedion  than  the  Dragons  tooth. 

Or  the  grofs  Air  o’er  heated. 

Leon.  Timantus  when  law  you  the  Prince  ? 

Tim.  I left  him  now  Sir. 

Leon.  Tell  me  truely,  out  of  your  free  opinion  without 
courting.  How  you  like  him, 

Tim.  How  1 like  him  ? 

Leon.  Yes;  for  you  in  converfation  may  fee  more 
Than  a Father. 

Bac.  It  works. 

Timantus.  Yout  Grace  has  chofen  out  an  ill  obferver. 
Leon.  Yes,  I mean  of  his  ill:  you  talk  rightly. 

Tim.  But  you  take  me  wrong:  All  I know  by  him 
I dare  deliver  boldly:  He  is  the  ftore-houfe 
And  head  of  virtue  ^ your  great  felf  excepted, 

That  feeds  the  Kingdome. 

Leon.  Thefe  are  flatteries : fpeak  me  his  vices,  there  you 
do  a fervice  worth  a Fathers  thanks. 

Tim.  Sir,  I cannot.  If  there  be  any,  lure  they  are  the 
times  which  I could  wifh  left  dangerous. 

But  pardon  me,  I am  too  bold. 

Leon.  You  are  not,  forward  and  open  what  thefe  dan- 
gers are. 

Timan.  Nay,  good  Sir. 

Leon.  Nay,  fall  not  olf  again,  I will  have  all. 

Timan,  Alas  Sir,  what  am  I,  you  Ihould  believe 
My  eyes  or  cars,  fo  fubtle  to  obferve 
Faults  in  a State  : all  my  main  bufineft 
Is  fervice  to  your  Grace,  and  neceflariss 
For  my  poor  life. 

Leon.  Do  not  difpleafe  me  Sirrah, 

But  that  you  know  tell  me,  and  prefently, 

Timan.  Since  your  Grace  will  have  it 
I’ll  fteak  it  freely ; Alwayes  my  obedience 
Ancf  love  prelerv’d  unto  the  Prince. 

Leon.  Prethee  to  the  matter. 

Tim.  For  Sir,  if  you  confider 
How  like  a Sun  in  all  his  great  employments. 

How  full  of  heat. 

Leon.  Make  me  underftand  what  I defire. 

Tim.  And  then  at  his  return. 

Leon.  Do  not  anger  me. 

Tim.  Then  thus  Sir:  All  miflike  ye. 

As  they  would  do  the  gods,  if  they  did  dwell  with  ’em. 
Leon.  What  ? 


Tin 
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Tr».  l\ilkc  and  prate,  as  their  ignorant  rages 
I cads  ’em  without  Allcagcancc  or  Religion. 

For  Heavens  fake  have  a care  of  your  own  perfon ; 

1 cannot  tell,  their  wickednefs  may  lead 

* Fardicr  than  1 dare  think  yet. 

1 Lfi>.  O bale  people. 

T:m.  Yet  the  Prince,  for  whom  this  is  pretended  may 
Peiiuade  ’em , and  no  doubt  will : virtue  is  ever  vvatchflill, 
But  be  you  Hill  lecur’d  and  comforted. 

Lick.  Heaven  hoiv  have  I offended , that  this  rod 
So  heavy  and  unnaturall,  Ihould  fall  upon  me 
\\  hen  1 am  old  and  hclplefs. 

Tim.  Brave  Gentl.  that  fuch  a madding  love  fliould  fol- 
low dice,  to  rob  thee  of  a Father : 

All  the  Court  is  full  of  dangerous  whifpers. 

L o t.  1 perceive  it,  and  ’Ipight  of  all  their  ftrengths  will 
make  my  lai'ety  : I’ll  cut  him  Ihorter. 

I’ll  cut  him  Ihorter  firH^  then  let  him  rule. 

Bjcb.  W hat  a foul  Age  is  this,  when  Virtue  is  made  a 
fwerd  to  finite  the  virtuous  ? Alas,  alas : 

Leon.  I’ll  teach  him  to  fly  lower. 

Tim.  By  no  means  Sir,  rather,  make  more  your  love, 
.And  hold  your  favor  to  him : for  ’tis  now 
Impoffible  to  yoke  him,  if  his  thoughts, 

As  I muft  ne’er  believe,  run  with  their  rages. 

He  never  was  fo  innocent,  but  what  realbn 
His  Grace  has  to  withdraw  his  love  from  me. 

And  other  good  men  that  are  near  your  perfon, 

I cannot  yet  find  out:  I know  my  duty 
Has  ever  been  attending. 

Leott.  ’Tis  too  plain : He  means  to  play  the  villain. 

I’ll  prevent  him,  not  a word  more  of  this,  be  private.' 

Exit  Leontius, 

Tim.  Madam  ’tis  done. 

Bjc.  He  cannot  efcape  me.  Have  you  fpoken  with  the 
noble  men  ? 

Tm.  Yes  Madam  they  are  here:  I wait  a farther  fer- 
vice. 

Bjc.,  Till  yet  be  the  Prince,  you  need  no  more  inftfuc- 
tions. 

Tim.  Ko,  I have  it.  Exit  Timantus. 


Enter  Vorialus.,  Nifus.,  Agenor. 

Bac.  That  fool  that  willingly  provoks  a woman. 

Has  made  himfelf  another  evill  Angell, 

And  a new  Hell,  to  which  all  other  torments 
Are  but  mere  paftime : Now  my  noble  Lords, 

You  mull  e.xcufe  me,  that  unmannerly 
We  have  broke  your  private  bufinefs. 

Agen.  Your  good  Grace  may  command  us,  and  that. 

Bac.  Faith  my  Lord  Agemr:  ’Tis  fo  good  acaufe 
I am  confident,  you  cannot  loofe  by  it. 

TJoriahis.  Which  way  does  flie  filh  now> 

The  dcvill  is  but  a fool  to  a right  woman.  _ 

Nifus.  Madam,  we  muft  needs  win  in  doing  fervice 
to  fuch  a gracious  Lady. 

Bac.  1 thank  you,  and  will  let  you  know  the  bufinefs : 

So  1 may  have  your  helps,  never  be  doubtfull. 

For  ’tis  lb  juft  a caufe,  and  will  to  you 
U{X»n  the  knowledge  feem  fo  honorable. 

That  I afliirc  my  fclf  your  willing  hearts 
Will  ftrait  be  for  me  in  it. 

Age.  If  fhe  Ihould  prove  good  now,  what  wer’t  like? 

Vorial.  Thunder  in  lanuarie.,  or  a good  woman. 

That’s  ftrangcr  than  all  AJfrick^. 

Bac.  It  fhall  not  need  your  wonder,  this  it  is  : 

The  Duke  you  know  is  old,  and  rather  fubjed 
To  cafe  and  prayers  now,  than  all  thole  troubles. 

Cares,  and  continuall  watchings,  that  attend 
A Kingdomes  fafety,  therefore  to  prevent 
The  fall  of  fuch  a flourilhing  Eftatc 


As  this  has  been,  and  to  put  off 
The  murmure  of  the  people  that  cncreafe 
Againft  my  government,  which  the  gods  knows 
I onely  feel  the  trouble  of : I prefent 
The  Prince  unto  your  loves,  a Gent. 

In  whom  all  Excellencies  are  knit  together. 

All  peeces  of  a true  man,  let  your  prayers 
Win  from  the  Duke  half  his  Vexation, 

That  he  may  undertake  it,  whole  dilcretion 
I muft  confefs,  though  it  be  from  the  Father, 

Yet  now  is  ftronger,  and  more  apt  to  govern. 

’Tis  not  my  own  defire,  but  all  the  Lands, 

I know  the  weakenefs  of  it. 

Nifus.  Madam,  this  noble  care  and  love  has  won  us 
For  ever  to  your  lives,  we’ll  to  the  King, 

And  fince  your  Grace  has  put  it  in  our  mouths. 

We’ll  win  him  with  the  cunning’ll:  words  we  can. 

Vorial.  I was  never  coulen’d  in  a woman  before; 

For  commonly  they  are  like  Apples ; If  once  they  bruife 
They  will  grow  rotten  thorow,  and  ferve  for  nothing  but 
to  allwage  fwellings. 

Bac.  Good  Lords  delay  no  time,  fince  ’tis  your  good 
Plealures  to  think  my  counfell  good,  and  by  no  means 
Let  the  Prince  know  it,  whofe  affedions 
Will  ftir  mainly  againft  it ; befides  his  Father 
May  hold  him  dangerous,  if  it  be  not  carried 
So  that  his  forward  will  appear  not  in  it. 

Go,  and  be  happy. 

Vorial.  Well,  I would  not  be  Chronicl’d  as  thou 
Wilt  be  for  a good  woman,  for  all  the  world. 

Nifus.  Madam,  we  kils  your  hand,  and  lb  inlpire. 
Nothing  but  happinefs  can  crown  our  prayers.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Quarti 

Scdcna  Frima. 

Enter  Leucippus.,  Ifmenus, 

Leu.  A Nd  thus  llie  has  us’d  me,  is’t  not  a good  mother  ? 
Ifmenus. Why  kill’d  you  her  not? 

Leu.  The  gods  forbid  it. 

Ifmenus.  S’light,  if  all  the  women  i’th’  world  were  bar- 
ren, Ihee  had  dy’d. 

Leuc.  But  ’tis  not  realbn  direds  thee  thus. 

Jfmen.  Then  have  I none  at  all,  for  all  I have  in  me 
Direds  me : Your  Father’s  in  a pretty  rage.j 

Leucippus.  Why  ? 

Ifmenus.  Nay,  ’tis  well,  if  he  know  himfelf,  but  fome 
of  the  Nobility  have  deliver’d  a petition  to  him:  what’s 
in’t,  I know  not,  but  it  has  put  him  to  his  trumps : he  has 
taken  a months  time  to  anfwer  it,  and  chafes  like  him- 
lelf. 

Enter  Leontius.,  Bacha,  and  TeUamon. 

Leu.  He’s  here  Ifmenus.. 

Leon.  Set  me  down  Tellamon.  Leucippus. 

Leu.  Sir. 

Back.  Nay  good  Sir,  be  at  peace,  I dare  fwcar  he  knows 
not  of  it. 

Leon.  You  are  foolilh  : peace. 

Bach.  All  will  go  ill,  deny  it  boldly  Sir,  truft  me  he 
cannot  prove  it  by  you. 

Leu.  What? 

Bach.  You’ll  make  all  worfe  too  with  your  facing  it. 

Leuc.  What  is  the  matter/ 

Leon.  Know’ft  thou  that  petition  ? 

Look  on  it  well : wouldft  thou  be  joyn’d  with  me 
( Unnaturall  child  to  be  weary  of  me  ) 

Ere 
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E’r  Fate  cftecni  nic  fit  tor  Other  worlds. 

Bjc.  May  hehc knows  not o fit. 

Lf//.  Oil  ftraiige carriages! 

Sir,  as  I have  hope  that  there  is  anything 

To  reward  doing  well,  my  ufages 

Which  have  been  ( but  ’tis  bo  matter  what) 

Have  put  me  fo  far  from  the  thought  of  Greatnelsj 
That  I fliould  welcome  it  likeadifeafe 
That  grew  upon  me,  and  I could  not  cure. 

They  are  my  enemies  that  gave  you  this, 

, And  yet  they  call  me  friend,  and  arc  themfclveg 
I fear  abus’d.  1 am  weary  of  my  life. 

For  Gods  fake  take  it  from  me  ; it  creates 
More  mifehief  in  the  State  than  it  is  worth. 

The  ufage  I have  had,  I know  would  make 
W^ifdomherfclf  run  frantick  through  the  ftreets^ 

; And  Patience  quarrel  with  her  lhadow. 

; Sir,  this  fword 

Bac.  Alas!  help  for  the  love  of  Heaven, 

Make  way  through  me  firft,  for  he  is  your  Father, 

Leon.  What,  would  he  kill  me.!* 

Bac.  No  Sir,  no. 

Leon.  Thou  always  makes  mak’ft  the  bell  on’t,but  I fear — 
Leu.  Why  do  you  ufe  me  thus  ? whois’tcan  think 
That  I would  kill  my  Father,  that  can  yet 
Forbear  to  kill  you  ? Here  Sir,  is  my  fwordj 
I dare  not  touch  it,  left  flie  lay  again 
I would  have  kill’d  you ; let  me  not  have  mercy 
When  I moftneed  it,  if  I would  not  change 
Place  with  my  meaneft  fervant.  Let  thefe  faults 
Be  mended  Madam ; if  you  faw  how  ill 
They  did  become  you,  you  would  part  with  them, 

Bac.  I told  the  Duke  as  much  before. 

! Leu.  What?  what  did  you  tell  him  ? 

Bac.  That  it  was  only  an  ambition, 

, Nurft  in  you  by  your  youth,  provok’d  you  rfius, 

W’hich  age  would  take  away. 

Leon.  It  was  his  doing  then. ^ come  hither  Love, 

Bac.  No  indeed,  Sir. 

Leu.  How  am  I made,  that  I can  bear  all  this?  . 

If  anyone  had  us’d  a friend  of  mine  ne’r  this. 

My  hand  bad  carried  death  about  it. 

Leon.  Lead  me  hence  LeUamon : conie  my  dear 
Bacha.,  I (hall  find  time  for  this. 

Ifm.  Madam,  you  know  I dare  not  fpeak  before  . 

The  King  •,  but  you  know  well,  if  not,  I’ll  tell  you^ 

You  are  the  moft  wicked’ft,  and  moft  murderous  ' 
Strumpet,  that  ever  was  call’d  Woman. 

Bac.  My  Lord,  what  can  I do  for  him?  he  lhall  command 
me. 

Leon,  I know  thou  art  too  kind  i away  I fay. 

£;<:/>  Leon.  Bac.  Tima.  Telia. 
Ifme.  Sir,  I am  fure  we  dream,  this  cannot  be. 

Leu.  Oh  that  we  did,  ray  wickednefs  has  brought 
All  this  to  pafs,  elfe  I fliould  bear  my  felf. 

Enter  Urania* 

Ifme.  Look,  doe  you  fee  who’s  there  ? your  virtu- 
ous Mothers  iflue : kill  her , yet  take  fome  little  pidling 
revenge. 

Leu:  Away,  the  whole  Court  calls  her  virtuous-,  for 
they  fay,  fhe  is  unlike  her  Mother,  and  if  lb,  Ihe  can  have 
novice.  . 

I{m.  I’ll  truft  none  of  ’em  tliat  come  of  fuch  a breed 
Leu.  But  I have  found 
A kind  of  love  in  her  to  me : alas. 

Think  of  her  death!  I dare  be  fwom  for  her, 

She  is  as  free  from  any  hate  to  me 
.1  A s her  bad  Mother’s  full  She  was  brought  up 

I’th’  Countrey,  as  her  tongue  will  let  you  knowj 


Enter  Urania. 

If  you  but  talk  with  her,  with  a poor  Uncle, 

Such  as  her  Mother  had. 

Ifm.  She’s  come  again. 

Vra.  I would  fcne  Ipeak  to  the  good  Marqucls  my  bro- 
ther, if  I but  thought  he  could  abaidme. 

Leu.  Sifter,  how  do  you? 

Vra.  Very  well  I thank  you. 

Jfm,  How  does  your  good  Mother? 

Leu.  Fie,  fic,  TfwrwKx  for  fliame,  mock  fuch  an  innocent 
foul  as  this. 

Vra.  Fetha  flic  be  no  good,  god  may  her  lb. 

Leu.  I know  you  wilh  it  with  your  heart  dear  Sifter, 
but  fhe  is  good  1 hope. 

Jfm.  Are  you  lb  fimplc,  to  make  fo  much  of  this  ? 

Do  you  not  know, 

Thatall  her  wicked  Mother  labours  for,  isbutto  rai/e 
Her  to  your  right,  and  leave  her  this  Dukedom? 

Vra.  I,  but  ne’r  Sir  be  afred:, 

For  though  flietake  th’ungain’ft  weaslhecan^ 

I’ll  ne’er  ha’tfro’you. 

Leu.  I fliould  hate  my  felf  Ifmenus  j 
If  I fliould  think  of  her  firapiicity. 

Ought  but  extreamly  well. 

Ifm.  Nay,  as  you  will 

Vra.  And  though  fhe  be  my  Mother, 

If  Ihe  take  any  caurfe  to  do  you  wrong. 

If  lean  fee’t,  youft  quickly  hear  on’t  Sir; 

Andfo  I’ll  take  my  leave. 

Leu.  Farewel  good  Sifter,  I thank  you. 

, Urania. 

Ifm.  You  believe  all  this. 

Leu.  Yes, 

Enter  Timantus. 

Jfm.  A good  faith  doth  well,  but  methinks 
It  were  no  hard  matter  now,  for  her  Mother  to  fend  her  . 
Yonder’s  one  you  may  truft  if  you  will  too. 

Leu.  So  I wi“I,  if  he  can  fliewme  as  apparent  ligns 
Of  truth  as  Ihe  did  ^ Does  he  weep  Ifmenus} 

Jfm.  Yes,  I think  fo:  fome  good’s  happen’d  I warrant: 
Do  you  hear,  you  ? What  honeft  man  has  fcap’dmifery 
that  thou  art  crying  thus? 

Eim.  Noble  Ifmenus.,  where’s  the  Prince 
Ifm.  Why  there?  haft  wept  thine  eyes  out  ? 

Lim.  Sir,  I befeech  you  hear  me. 

Leu.  Well,  fpeak  On. 

Ifm.  Why,  will  vou  hear  him  ? 

Leu.  Yes  Ifmenus.,  why  ? 

Ifm.  I would  hear  blalphemy  as  willingly,’ 

Leu.  You  are  too  blame. 

Lim.  No  Sir:  he  is  not  to  blame 
If  I were  as  I was.  , 

Jfm.  Nor  as  thou  art,  yfaith  awhit  too  blame ' 

Leu.  What’s  your  bufinefs  ? ’ 

Tim.  Faith  Sir,  lam  afliamed  to  fpeak  before  you  ’ 
Myconfcience  tells  me  I have  injur’d  you,  * 

And  by  the  earneft  inftigation 
Of  others,  have  not  done  you  to  the  King 
Always  the  beftandfriendlieft  offices ; 

Which  pardon  me,  or  I will  never  fpeak. 

Ifm.  Never  pardon  him  and  filence,  a knafve. 

Leu.  I pardon  thee, 

Tim.  Your  Mother  fure  is  naught. 

Leu.  Why  fliouldft  thou  think  fo  ? 

Tim.  Oh  noble.  Sir,  your  honeft  eyes  perceive  not 
The  dangers  you  are  led  to  ^ fliame  upon  her. 

And  what  fell  miferies  the  gods  can  think  on 
Shower  down  upon  her  wicked  head,  Ihe  has  plotted 
I know  too  well  your  death;  would  my  poor  life 
I Or  thoufandfuch  as  mine  is,  might  be  offer’d 

G g g Like! 
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^ike  1-tOrificcs  i:p  for  your  prcfcrving, 

\\  bar  free  oblarioiis  would  flic  have  to  glut  her. 

But  fre is lucrcilcfs,  and  bent  to  ruin-. 

If  heaven  and  good  men  llepnot  to  your  re.'cuc. 

And  timely,  very  timely:  Oh  this  Dukedom! 

Iwa'p,  1 weep  for  the  poor  Orphans  i’th’  Countrey 
Left  with  but  Friends  or  Parents. 

Lfft.  N’ow  Ij'nu'nuj^  what  think  you  of  this  fellow? 
This  was  a lying  knave,  a flatterer. 

Does  not  this  Love  flill  Ihew  him  lb. 

Ifrn.  This  Love?  this  Halter : if  he  prove  not  yet 
The  cunning’fl:  rankefl:  rogue  that  ever  Canted, 
ril  never  fee  man  again : 1 know  him  to  bring. 

And  can  interpret  every  new  face  he  makes  •, 

Look  how  he  wrings  like  a good  frool  fora  tear: 
I'akeheed,  Children  and  Fools 
Firfl:  feel  thefmart.  Then  weep. 

Leu.  Away,  away,  fuch  an  unkind  diflruft. 

Is  worfe  than  a diflembling,  if  it  be  one. 

And  fooner  leads  to  mifehief,  I believe  it. 

And  himanhoneflman:  he  could  not  carry 
Under  an  evil  caufe,  fo  truea  forrow. 

Ij'rfi.  Take  heed,  this  is  your  Mothers  fcorplon. 

That  carries  flings  even  in  his  tears, 

W'hofe  foulisa  rank  poifon  through:  Touch 

Not  at  him,  if  you  do,  you  are  gone,  if  you  had  twenty 

Lives:  1 knew  him  for  a Roguifli  boy,  when 

He  would  poifon  Dogs,  and  keep  tame  Toads, 

He  lay  with  his  Mother,  and  infedted  her,  and  now 
She  begs  i’th’ Hofpital,  with  a patch  of  Velvet, 

Where  her  Nofe  flood  : like  the  Queen  of  Spades. 

And  all  her  teeth  in  her  purfe,  the  Devil  and  this 

Fellow  arefo  near,  ’Tis  not  yet  known  which  is  the  eviler 

Angel. 

Leu.  Nay,  then  Ifee’tis  fpite:  Come  hither  friend. 
Flaftthou  not  heard  the  caule  yet  that  incens’d  my  Mother 
to  my  death,  for  I proteft  I feel  none  in  my  felf? 

Tim.  Her  V^illSir,  and  Ambition,  as  I think. 

Are  the  provokers  of  it,  as  in  Women, 

Thole  two  are  ever  powerful  to  deflriKftion, 

Befide  a hate  of  your  flill  growing  virtues. 

She  being  only  wicked. 

Leu.  Heavens  defend  me  as  I am  innocent. 

And  ever  have  been  from  all  immoderate  thoughts  and 
Adlions,  that  carry  fuch  rewards  along  with  ’em. 

Tim.  Sir,  all  I know,  my  duty  muft  reveal. 

My  Countrey  and  my  Love  command  it  from  me, 
Forwhoml’ll  lay  my  life  down:  this  night  coming, 

A Counfel  is  appointed  by  the  Duke, 

To  fit  about  your  apprehenfion : 

If  you  dare  trufl  my  faith:  which  by  all  good  things 
Shall  ever  watch  about  you : goe  along, 

And  to  a place  I’ll  guide  you;  where  no  word 
Shall  fcape  without  your  hearing,  nor  no  plot. 

Without  di (covering  to  you,  which  once  known,  you  have 
your  anfwers  and  prevention. 

Tfm.  You  are  notfo  mad  to  goe;,  fliift  ofF this  fellow, 
you  fhall  be  rul’d  once  by  a wife  man:  Ratsbane  get  you 
gone,  or 

L^’u.  Peace,  peace  for  fliamc,  thy  love  is  too  fufpitious, 
’cis  a way  offer’d  to  preferve  my  life,  and  I will  take  it:  be 
my  Guide  Timamuf.  and  do  not  mind  this  angry  man,  thou 
know’fl  him:  I may  live  to  requite  thee. 

Tim.  Sir,  thisfervice  is  done  for  virtues  fake,  not  for  re- 
ward, however  he  may  hold  me. 

ICm.  The  great  pox  on  you : but  thou  haft  that  curfe  fo 
much,  ’twill  gyow'  a blefling  in  thcefhortly.  Sir,  for  wif- 
c’oms  fake  court  not  your  death,  I am  your  friend  and  fub- 
jc(ft,  and  I fhall  lofe  in  both  : if  I lov’d  you  not,  I would 
h.  '.yh  at  you,  and  fee  you  run  your  neck  into  the  noole, 
and  cry  a Woodcock. 

Leu.  So  much  of  man,  and  fo  much  fearful  •,  fic,  pre- 
fhec  have  peace  within  thee;  I fhall  live  yet  many  a gol- 
den day  to  hold  thee  here  dcarefl  and  ncareft  to  me  : Go 

on  Timanius,  I charge  you  by  y cur  love  1 0 it  ere,  ro  more 

Exeunt  Leu.  Tim.* 

Jfm.  Gec,  and  let  your  own  rod  whip  you : 

I pity  you.  And  dog,  if  hemifearry  thou  fhaltpayfor’t 
1 JI  ftudyforthy  pumfhment,  and  it  fliaJl  Jaft  ^ ^ " 

1 onger  and  fharper  than  a tedious  Winter 

Till  thoubJafphcm’fl,  and  then  thou  dieft  and  damn’fl. 

Exit. 

Enter  Leontius  and  TeJJamoia. 

Leon.  I wonder  the  Dutchefs  comes  not 
Tel.  Sfie  has  heard,  Sir,  your  Will  to  fpeak  with  her- 
But  there  is  fomething  leaden  at  her  heart-  ’ 

( Pray  God  it  be  not  mortal  ) that  even  keepsher 
From  coiivcrfation  with  her  felf.  ^ 

Enter  the  Dutcheft, 

YOU  my  croFsaffedUonspuII  me.^ 

AnH  H whofe  powers  dii^dt  our  aOions 

And  dwell  within  us : you  that  are  Angels 

Guiding  to  virtue,  wherefore  have  you  given 
Soltronga  hand  to  evil?  wherefore fuffer’d 
A Temple  of  your  own,  you  Deities 

WTere  your  fair  felves  dwelt  only,  and  your  goodnefs 
Thus  to  be  foyl’d  with  fin?  ^ gooaneis 

Leon.  Heaven  blefs  us  all. 

From  whence  coiwsthis  diftemper?  fpeakinyfair  one. 

Bae.  And  haveyou  none.  Love  and  Obedience, 

You  ever  faithful  Servants  to  imploy  * 

In  this  ftrangeftory  of  impiety. 

But  me  a Mother  y Muft  I be  your  ftrumpet 
To  lay  black  Treafonupon,  and  in  him 
In  whom  all  fvveetnefs  was : in  whom  my  Jove 
Wasprov’dtohaveaBeing,  in  whom  Juflice 
And  all  the  gods  for  our  imaginations  ’ 

Can  work  into  a man,  were  more  than  virtues 
Ambition  down  to  hell,  where  thou  wertfofter’d 
Thouhaflpoifon’dthebefrfoul,  the  pureft  whitefl:' 

Andmeereflinnocent’ftitfelf  that-cver  " 

Mens  greedy  hopes  gave  life  to. 

Leon.  This  is  flill  ftranger:  lay  this  treafon 
Open  to  my  correeflion. 

Bac.  Oh  what  a combat  duty  and  affecflion 
Breeds  in  my  blood ! 

Leon.  If  thouconceal’fthim,  may, 

Befide  my  death,  the  curfes  of  the  Countrey 
Troubles  of  confcience,  and  a wretched  end* 

Bring  thee  unto^  a poor  forgotten  grave.  ^ 

Bach.  My  Being  r for  another  tongue  to  tell  it 
Ccafe,  a Mother!  feme  good  man  that  dares  * 

Speak  for  his  King  and  Countrey;  I am  full 
Of  too  much  womans  pity : yet  oh  Heaven 
Since  it  concerns  the  fafety  of  my  Sovereign, 

Let  it  not  be  a cruelty  in  me. 

Nor  draw  a Mothers  name  in  queflion, 

Amongfl;  unborn  people,  to  give  up  that  man 
To  Law  and  Juftice,  that  unrightcoufly 
Has  fought  his  Fathers  death : bedeaf/be  deaf  Sir 
Your  Son  is  the  offender ; Now  have  you  all,  * 

Would  I might  never  fpeak  again.  * 

Leon.  My  Son ! Heaven  help  me. 

No  more ! I thought  it , and  fince 

His  life  is  grown  fo  dangerous:  Let  them  that 

Gave  him,  take  him ; he  fhalldye. 

And  with  him  all  my  fears.  ’ 

Bac.  Oh  ufc  your  mercy ; you  have  a brave  rnbjcift 
Tobeflowiton.  I’ll  forgive  him,  Sir  i and  for  his 
Wrong  tome.  I’ll  be  before  ye. 

Leon.  Durft  his  villany  extend  to  thee  ? 

Bac.  Nothing  but  heats  of  youth,  Sir. 

Leoit, 
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Leon.  Upon  my  life  he  fought  my  bed. 

Baebj.  I muft  confefs  he  loved  me 
Somdwhat  beyond  a Son  : and  flill  purfiiM  it 
\^  ith  filth  a Lufl:,  I will  not  yinibition: 

That  dean  forgetting  all  obedience, 

And  only  following  his  firrt  heat  unto  me. 

He  holly  fought  your  death,  and  me  in  Marriage. 

Leon.  Oh  Villain! 

Bjc.  But  I forget  all:  and  am  half  alham’d 
To  prcls  a man  lb  far. 

Enter  Timantus. 

Tim.  Where  is  the  Duke?  for  Gods  fake  bring  me  to  him: 

Leon.  Here  I am;  each  corner  of  the  Dukedom 
Sends  new  affrights  forth : what  wouldfl;  thou  ? fpeak. 

Tim.  I cannot  Sir,  my  fear  ties  up  my  tongue  : 

Leon.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  > Take  thy  courage 
To  thee,  and  boldly  fpeak,  where  are  the  Guard  ? 

In  the  gods  name,  out  with  it ; 

Tim.  Treafon,  treafbn. 

Leon.  In  whom? 

Bacha.  Double  the  Guard. 

Tim.  There  is  a fellow.  Sir. 

Leon.  Leave  fhaking  man. 

Timan.  ’Tis  not  for  fear,  but  wonder. 

Leon.  Well. 

Timan.  There  is  a fellow.  Sir,  clofei’th’  Lobby  ; 

You  o’the  Guard,  look  to  the  door  there. 

Leon.  But  let  me  knOw  the  bufinefs. 

Tima.  Oh  that  the  hearts  ofmenfhould  be  Ibhard’ned 
Againftfo  good  a Duke,  for  Gods  fake.  Sir, 

Seek  means  to  fave  your  felf  j This  wTetched  Have 
Has  his  fvvord  in  his  hand,  I know  his  heart : 

Oh  it  hatlialraofl;  kill’d  me  with  the  thought  of  it. 

Leon.  Where  is  he  ? 

Enter  the  Guar d-i  and  bring  him  in. 

Timan.  I’th’ Lobby  Sir,  clofe  in  a corner  : 

Look  to  your  felves  for  Heavens  fake. 

Me  thinks  he  is  here  already.  > 

Fellows  of  the  Guard  be  valiant. 

Leon.  Goe  Sirs,  and  apprehend  him  ^ Treafon  fliall 
Never  dare  me  in  mine  own  Gates. 

Tim.  ’Tis  done. 

There  they  bringthe  Prince  in. 

Bacha.  And  thou  fiialtfind  it  to  thy  bell  content* 

Leon.  Are  thefe  the  comforts  of  my  age  > 

They’re  happy  that  end  their  daies,  contented  ^ , 

With  a little,  and  live  aloof  from  dangers,  to  a King  -t; 
Every  content  doth  a new  peril  bring. 

Oh  let  me  live  no  longer,  fname  of  Nature, 

Ballard  to  Honor:  Traytor,  Murderer, 

Devil  in  a humane  fliape.  Away  with  him. 

He  fhall  not  breathe,  his  hot  affedion  here. 

Leu.  Sir,  hear  me. 

Leon.  Am  I or ’he  your  Duke?  away  with  him 
To  a dole  prifon*.  your  Highnefs  now  fliall  know'. 

Such  branches  muft  be cropt  before  they  grow. 

Leu.  Whatever  fortune  comes,  I bid  it  welcome. 

My  innocency  is  my  Armor ; gods  preferve  you. 

Exit. 

Bacha.  Fare  thee  w'ell,  I fliall  never  fee  fo  brave  a Gent. 
Would  I could  weep  out  his  offences. 

Tim.  Or  I could  weep  out  mine  eyes. 

Leon.  Come  Gentlemen,  we’ll  determine  prefentiy  ' 
About  his  death  : we  cannot  be  too  forward  in  our 
Safety : I am  very  fick,  lead  me  unto  my  bed.  ^ Exeunt. 

Enter  Citizen  and  his  Boy.  ■ ■ y i 

Cit.  Sirrah,  goe  fetch  my  Fox  from  the  Cutlers  : 

There’s  money  for  the  ft  owring  : Tell  him  I ftopa  groat 
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fincethelaft  great  Muller:  he  had  iti  Hone  Pitch  for  the 
bruife  : hetook  with  the  recoyling  ofius  Gun* 

Boy.  Yes  Sir. 

C/t.  And  do  you  hear?  when  you  come,  Takcdow’nmy 
Buckler,  and  fw'cep  the  Cobwebs  off:  ami  grind  the  pick 
our,  and  fetch  a Nail  or  two:  and  lack  on  bracers:  your 
Miltrifs  made  a pot-lid  ont’t, 

1 thank  her,  at  her  Mans  Wedding,  and  burnt  off  the 
Handle. 

Boy.  I will  sir.  Exit.  ' 

Cit.  Who’s  within  here,  hoc  Neighbor,  not  ftirring 
yet  ? 

2 Cit.  Oh,  good  morrow^  good  morrow:  what  ne^'s, 
what  news? 

1 Cit.  It  holds,  he  dies  this  morning. 

2 Cit.  Then  happy  man  be  his  fortune,  I am  rcfolv’d. 

1 Cit.  And  fo  am  I,  and  forty  more  good  fellows. 

That  will  not  give  their  heads  for  the  wafting,  I take  it. 

2 Cit.  ’Sfoot  man,  who  would  not  hang  in  fuch  good 
company,  and  fuch  a caufc-^”  A Fire,  a W'ife  and  Chil- 
dren-, ’Tis  fuch  a jeft  that  men  ffionld  look  behind  ’em  to 
the  world:  and  let  their  honors,  their  honors  neighbor, 
flip. 

1 Cit.  I’ll  give  thee  a pint  of  Bajiard  2ind  a Roll  for  that  , 
bare  word. 

2 Cit.  They  fay,  that  we  Tailors,  are  things  that  lay  one 
another,  and  our  Geefe  hatch  us;  I’ll  make  Ibme  of ’em 
feel  they  are  Geefe  o’th’  game  then. 

I’fack,  take  down  my  Bill,  ’tis  ten  to  one  I ufe  it.  Take  a 
good  heart  man,  all  the  low  ward  is  ours,  with  a wet  finger. 
An  lay  my  cut-fing’red  Gantlet  ready  for  me, 

That,  that  I us’d  to  work  in,  when  the  Gcntl.iwcre 
Upagainftus,  and  beaten  out  of  Town,  and  almoft  onto’ 
Debt  too:  for  a plague  on ’em  they  never  paid  well  (ince  : 

And  take  heed  firrah,  your  Miftrifs  hears  not  of  this 
Bufinefs,  fte’s  near  her  time ; yet  if  flie  do, 

I care  not,  fte  may  long  for  Rebellion, 

For  fte  has  a devililli  Ipirit. 

I Cit.  Come,  let’s  call  up  the  new  Iremonger,  he’s  as 
tough  as  fteel,  and  has  a fine  wit  in  thefe  re  fur  reft;  ions  -, 

Are  you  ftirring  neighbor  ? 

3.  IVitbin.  Oh,  Good  morrow  neighbors. 

I’ll  come  to  you  prefentiy. 

2.  Goe  to,  this  is  his  Mothers  doing-,  fte’s  a Polecat. 

1.  As  any  is  in  the  world. 

2.  Then  lay,  I have  hit  it,  and  a vengeance  on  her,  let 
her  be  what  file  will. 

1.  Jmen  fay  I,  fte  has  brought  things  to  a fine  pals  with 
herwifdom  : do  you  mark  it  ? 

2.  One  thing  I am  fure  fte  has,  the  good  old  Duke,  flic 
gives  him  pap  again  they  fay,  and  dandles  him,  and  hangs 
a corral  and  bells  about  his  neck,  and  makes  him  believe 
his  teeth  will  cosie  agen  ^ which  if  they  did,  and  I he,  1 
would  worry  her  as  neVer  Curr  was  worried  -.  I wOuId 
neighbor,  till  my  teeth  met  I know  where,  but  that’s  coun- 
fel. 

Enter  3-  Citizen, 

3.  Good  morrow  neighbors:  hear  you  the  lad  news? 

1 . Yes,  would  we  knew  as  w'ell  howjo  prevent  it. 

3.  I cannot  tell,  methinks ’twere  no  great  matter,  if  men 
were  men:  but 

2 . You  do  not  twit  me  with  my  calling  neighbor  ? 

3.  Nofurely:  for  I know  your  fpir it  tobetal4  pray  be 
not  vext. 

2 . Pray  forward  with  your  counfel : 

I am  what  I am,  and  they  that  prove  me  ftall  find  rrie  to 
their  coft : do  you  mark  me  neighbor,  to  their  coll  I fay. 

1 . Nay,  look  how  foon  you  are  angry  ? 

2.  They  ftall  neighbors : yes,  1 fay  they  ftall* 

3.  I do  believe  they  ftall. 

' I.  Iknowthcy fnall. 
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2 Wheiheryoa  do  or  no  1 care  not  twopence, 
am  no  beail,  I know  mine  own  ftrength  neighbors  *, 

^oJ  bids  the  King,  your  companies  is  fair. 

1.  Nay  neighbor,  now  yeerrc,  now  I muft  tell  you  fo, 
ard  ye  are  twenty  Neighbors. 

3.  You  had  belfgoe  peach,  doe,  peach. 

2 . Peach  ^ 1 fcorn  the  motion. 

3.  Doc  and  fee  what  follows:  I’ll  fpend  an  hundred 
pou  .id,  and  be  two  I care  not : but  I’ll  undoc  thee. 

2.  Peach,  Oh  difgrace!  Peach  in  thy  face,  and  doe 
the  world  thou  canlt:  1 am  a true-man,  and  a free-man: 
p.ach  ! 

1.  Nay,  look,  you  will  fpoil  all. 

2.  Peach! 

1.  W hint  you  two  brawl  together,  the  Prince  will  lole  his 
life. 

3.  Come,  give  me  your  hand,  I love  you  well,  are  you 
for  the  action? 

2 . Yes : but  Peach  provokes  me,  ’tis  a cold  fruit,  I feel 
it  cold  in  my  Itomach  frill. 

3.  No  more.  I’ll  give  you  Cake  to  diPgelt  it. 

Enter  the  Fourth.  > 

4.  Shut  up  my  Itiop,  and  be  ready  at  a call  boys,  and 
one  of  you  run  over  my  old  tuck  with  a few  allies,  ’tis  grown 
odious  withtolting  Cheefe:  and  burn  a little  Juniper  in  my 
Murrin,  the  Maid  made  it  her  Chamber-pot : an  hour  hence 
I’ll  come  again  •,  and  as  you  hear  from  me,  fend  me  a clean 
fl.irt. 

3.  The  Chandler  by  thy  Wharf,  and  it  be  thy  Will.  ' 

2.  GolTip,  good  morrow. 

4.  Oh  good  morrow  Golhp:  good  morrow  all,  I lee  ye 
of  one  i . ind  you  cleave  fo  clofe  together : come  ’tis  time, 

I have  prepared  an  hundred  if  they  fcand. 

1.  ’Tis  well  done  : (hall  we  fever,  and  about  it? 

3.  Fir  It,  let’s  to  the  Tavern,  and  a pint  a piece  will  make 
us  Dragons. 

2.  1 will  have  no  mercy,  come  what  will  of  it. 

4.  If  my  tuck  hold,  I’ll  fpit  the  Guard  like  Larks  with 
fage  between ’em. 

2.  1 have  a foolifn  Bill  to  reckon  with  ’em,  will  make 
Ibme  of  their  hearts  ake,  and  I’ll  lay  it  on : now  lhall  I fight, 
’twill  do  you  good  to  fee  me. 

3.  Come,  I’ll  do  fomething  for  the  Town  to  talk  of 

when  I am  rotten : pray  God  there  be  enough  to  kill,  that’s 
all.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Dorialus,  Nifus,  Agenor. 

Age.  How  black  the  day  begins! 

Dor.  Can  you  blame  it,  and  look  upon  fuch  a deed  as  fliall 
be  done  this  morning  ? 

Nif.  Does  the  Prince  fuller  to  day  ? 

Dtt.  Within  this  hour  they  fay. 

A2tn.  W ell,  they  that  are  mod:  wicked  are  molt  fafe: 
’twill  be  aflrangejullice,  and  a lamentable,  gods  keep  us 
from  the  too  foon  feeling  of  it. 

Bona.  I care  not  if  my  throat  were  next : for  to  live 
Hill,  and  live  here,  were  but  to  grow  fat  for  the  Sham- 
bles. 

Nif.  Yet  we  muff  do  it,  and  thank  ’em  too,  that  our 
I lives  may  be  accepted. 

j Age..  Faith  I’ll  golharvemy  my  felf,or  grow  difeas’d  to 
I Ihame  the  hangman  ^ for  1 am  fure  he  lhall  be  my  Herald,  and 
I quarter  me. 

Bor.  I,  a plague  on  him,  he’s  too  excellent  at  Arms. 

I Nifus.  Will  you  go  fee  this  lad  fight,  my  Lord  Agenor} 

Age.  I’ll  make  a mourner. 

I Bor.  If  I could  do  him  any  good,  I wouldgoe, 

\ The  bare  fight  clle  will  but  afflidt  my  fpirit, 
j My  pra-ers  lhall  be  as  near  him  as  your  eyes: 

I As  you  find  him  letle-d,  remember  my  love  and  fcrvicc  to  his 
I Grace. 


Nif  W’ewill  weep  for  you,  Sir  : farewel.  Exeunt. 

Bor.  Farewell  to  all  our  happinefs,  a long  farewel.  • 

Thou  angry  power,  whether  of  Heaven  or  Hell, 

Thou  laift  this  fliarp  correftion  on  our  Kingdom 
For  our  offences,  infinite  and  mighty ! 

Oh  hear  me,  and  at  length  be  pleas’d,  be  pleas’d 
W'ith  pity  to  draw  back  thy  vengeance. 

Too  heavy  for  our  weaknelsj  and  accept, 

(Since  it  is  your  diferetion,  heavenly  Wildoms, 

To  have  it  fo)  this  facrifice  for  all, 

That  now  is  flying  to  your  happinefs. 

Only  for  you  molt  fit : let  all  our  fins  fuller  in  him. 

^ j . , , , , . . ^ nrithin, 

Gods,  wdiat’s  the  matter  > I hope’tts  joyj 
How  now  my  Lords  ? 

Enter  Agenor  and  Nifus. 

Nif  I’ll  tell  you  with  that  little  breath  I have  • 

More  joy  than  you  dare  think.  The  Prince  is  fafeVrom  dan- 
ger. 

Bor.  How! 

’Tis  true,  and  thus  it  was-,  his  hour  wasconie 
To  lole  his  life,  he  ready  for  the  Itroke, 

Nobly,  and  full  of  Saint-like  patience. 

Went  with  his  (juard : which  when  the  people  law. 
Companion  firlt  went  out,  mingled  with  tears. 

That  bred  defires,  and  whifpers  to  each  other. 

To  do  fome  worthy  kindnefs  for  the  Prince, 

Ande’r  they  underlhood  well  how  to  do. 

Fury  ftept  in,  and  taught  them  what  to  do, 

Thrufting  on  every  hand  to  refeue  him. 

As  a white  innocent : then  flew  the  roar 
Through  all  the  ftreets,  of  Save  himy  fave  him.^  faveblm  : 
And  as  they  cry’d,  they  did  3 for  catching  up 
Suchfudden  weapons  as  their  madnefs  Ihew  them. 

Infhort,  they  beat  the  Guard,  and  took  him  from ’em, 

And  now  march  with  him  like  a royal  .Yrmy. 

Bor.  Heaven,  heaven  I thank  thee. 

What  a flave  was  I to  have  my  hand  ^ far  from 
This  brave  refeue,  ’t  ’ad  been  a thing  to  brag  oa 
When  I was  old.  Shall  we  run  for  a wager  to  the 
Next  Temple,  and  give  thanks  ? 

Nif.  As  fall  as  wilhes. 

Enter  Leucippus  Ilmenus : the  people 
vpithin  flops. 

Leu.  Good  friends  goe  home  again,  there’s  not  a man 
lhall  goe  with  me. 

Ifne.  Will  you  not  take  revenge  > I’ll  call  them  on. 

Leuc.  All  that  love  me,  depart : 

I thank  you,  and  will  lerve  you  for  your  loves : 

But  I will  thank  you  more  to  liiffer  me 
To  govern  ’em  once : more,  I do  beg  yc. 

For  my  lake  to  your  houfes. 

All  vpithin.  Gods  preferve  you. 

Ifm.  And  what  houle  will  you  goe  to? 

Leu.  Iftnenus.,  I will  take  the  warielt  courles  that  1 can 
think  of  to  defend  my  fclf,  buf  not  offend. 

Ifme.  You  may  kill  your  Mother,  and  never  offend  your 
Father,  anhoneft  man. 

Leu.  Thou  know’ll  I can  Icape  now,  that’s  all  I look  for : 
I’ll  leave. 

Ifme.  Timantuf.,  a pox  take  him,  would  I had  him  here, 

I would  kill  him  at  his  own  weapon  Angle,  fithes  we  have 
built  enough  on  him:  plagueon’t,  I’m  out  of  all  patience: 
difchargefuchan  Army  as  this,  that  would  have  followed  , 
you  without  paying.  Oh  gods ! 

Leu.  To  whatend  Ihould  I keep  ’em?  I am  free. 

Ifme.  Yes,  free  o’ th’  Traitors,  for  you  are  proclaim’c 
one. 

Leu.  Should  I therefore  make  my  felf  one? 

Ifn- 
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Ifme.  Thisisoneof  your  moral  Philofophy,  is  it/* 
Heaven  bids  me  from  llibtiltics  to  undoc  my  Iclf  with: 

But  I know,  ifrcalon  herfclf  were  here. 

She  would  not  part  with  her  own  fafety. 

Leu.  Well,  pardon  for  1 know 

My  courles  are  moll:  juft^  nor  will  I ftain  ’em 
With  one  bad  adlion,  for  thyfelf  thou  know’ll. 

That  though  I may  command  thee,  1 lhall  be 

A ready  fervant  to  thee  if  thouneedll:  and  fo  I’ll  take  my 

leave. 

1/hte.  Of  whom? 

Leu.  Of  thee. 

Tfme.  Heart,  you  fhall  take  no  leave  of  me. 

Leu.  Shal'l  I not? 

IJme.  No,  by  the  gods  (hall  you  not;  nay,  if  you  have 
no  more  wit  but  to  goc  abfolutely  alone,  I’ll  be  in  a 
little. 

Leu.  Nay,  pretheegood  Ifmenus  part  with  me. 

Ifme.  1 vvonnot  i’faith,  never  move  it  any  more^  for  by 
this  good  light  I wonnot. 

Leu.  This  is  an  ill  time  to  be  thus  unruly: 

Ifmettusy  You  mull  leave  me. 

Ifme.  Yes,  if  you  can  beat  me  away:  die  the  gods  re- 
fiile  me  if  I will  leave  you  till  Ifeemore  reafon  j you  lha’nt 
undoe  your  felf. 

Leu.  But  why  wilt  not  leave  me  ? 

Ifme.  Why  I’ll  tell  you ; Becaufe  when  you  are  gone , 

then life,  if  I have  not  forgot  my  regfon hell 

take  me : you  put  me  out  of  patience  lb : Oh ! marry  when 
you  are  gone,  then  will  your  Mother  ( a pox  confound  her) 
file  never  comes  in  my  head,  butlhefpoils  my  memory  too: 
there  are  a hundred  reafons. 

Leu.  But  fnew  me  one. 

Ifme.  Shcwyou^whatallir  hereis^  why  I will  Ihew  you : 
Do  you  think  ^ well,  well,  I know  what  1 know,  I pray  come, 
come.  ’Tisin  vain:  but  I am  fiire.  Devils  take  ’em  j what 
do  I meddle  with ’em?  You  know  your  lelf.  Soul,  I think 
I am : is  there  any  man  Pth’  world  .■?  as  if  you  knew  not 
this  already  better  than  I.  Pifh,  pilh,  I’ll  give  no  rea- 
Ibn.  ' 

Leu.  But  I will  tell  thee  one,  why  thoulhouldll  flay; 

I have  not  one  friend  in  the  Court  but  thou. 

On  whom  1 may  be  bold  to  trull  to  fend  me 
Any  intelligence : and  if  thou  lov’ll  me 
Thou  wilt  do  this,  tbou  needfl  not  fear  to  flay. 

For  there  are  new-come  Proclamations  out, 

Where  all  are  pardon’d  but  my  lelf. 

Ifme.  ’Tis  true,  and  in  the  fame  Proclamation,  your  fine 
Sifter  Vrania^  whom  you  us’dfo  kindly,  is  proclaim’d  Heir 
apparent  to  the  Crown. 

Leu.  What  though,  thou  mayft  flay  at  home  without 
danger  ? 

Ifme.  Danger,  hang  danger,  what  tell  you  me  of  dan- 
ger? 

Leu.  Why  if  thou  wilt  not  do’t,  I think  thou  dar’ll 
not. 

Ifme.  I dare  not ; if  you  fpeak  it  in  earneft,  you  are  a 
Boy. 

Leu.  Well  Sir,  if  you  dare,  let  me  fee  you  do’t. 

Ifme.  Why  lb  you  lhall,  I will  flay. 

Leu.  Why  God-a-mercy- 

Ifme.  You  knowl  love  you  but  too  well. 

Leu.  Now  take  thefe  few  diredions:  farewel,  fend  to 
me  by  the  warieft  ways  thou  canft  : I have  a foul  tells  me  we 
lhall  meet  often.  The  gods  proted  thee. 

Ifme.  Pox  o’  my  felf  for  an  afs.  I’m  crying  now,  God  be 
with  you,  if  I never  fee  you  again:  why  then  pray  get  you 
gone,  for  grief  and  anger  wonnot  let  me  know  what  I fay, 
I’ll  to  the  Court  as  fall  as  I can,  and  fee  the  new  Heir  appa- 
rant,  Exeunt. 

Mlus  Qmnttis. 

Scdcna,  Vrima. 

Enter  Urania  and  her  Woman. 

Vran.'^TjW'M  haft  thou  found  him  ? 

V^V  Wo.  Madam,  he  is  coming  in. 

Vran.  Gods  blefs  my  brother,  whcrelbe’cr  he  is : 

And  I befeechyou  keep  me  fro  the  bed 
Of  any  naughty  Tyrant,  whom  my  Mother 
Would  ha  me  have  to  wrong  him. 

Enter  Ifmenus. 

Ifme.  What  would  her  new  Grace  have  with  me? 

Vra.  Leave  us  a while.  My  Lord  Ifmenus.  Exit  M. 

I pray  for  the  love  of  Heaven  and  God, 

That  you  would  tell  me  one  thing,  which  I know 
You  can  do  weell. 

Ifme.  W’here’shcr  fain  Grace? 

Vra.  You  know  me  well  inough,but  that  you  mock,  lam 
Ihe  my  fen. 

IJme.  Godblels  him  that  lhall  be  thy  husband,  if  tho 
wear’ll  the  breeches  thus  foon,  thou’lt  be  as  impudent  a, 
thy  Mother. 

Vra.  But  will  you  tell  me  this  one  thing.'? 

Ifn.  What  is’t  ? if  it  be  no  great  matter  whether  I dc 
or  no,  perhaps  I will. 

Vra.  Yes  faith,  ’tis  matter. 

Ifm.  And  what  is’c  ? 

Vra.  I pray  you  let  me  know  whaire  the  Prince  my  Bro- 
ther is. 

Ifm.  I’faith  you  lhan  be  bang’d  firft,  is  your  Mother  fo 
foolilh  to  think  your  good  Grace  can  fift  it  out  of  me.? 

Vra.  If  you  have  any  mercy  left  i’you  to  a poor  wench. 
tell  me. 

Ifm.  Why  wouldll  thou  not  have  thy  brains  beat  out  for 
this,  to  follow  thy  Mothers  ftepsfo  young? 

Vra.  But  believe  me,  Ihe  knows  none  of  this. 

Ifm.  Believe  you  ? why  do  you  think  I never  had  wits? 
or  that  I am  run  out  of  them  .?  howlhould  it  belong  to  you 
to  know,  if  I could  tell  ? 

Vra.  Why  I will  tell  you,  and  if  I fpeak  falfe 
Let  the  devil  ha  me:  yonder’s  a bad  man. 

Come  from  a Tyrant  to  my  Mother,  and  what  name 
They  ha’  for  him,  good  faith  I cannot  tell. 

Ifme.  AnAmbaftador. 

Vra.  That’s  it:  but  he  would  carry  me  away, 

And  have  me  marry  his  Mailer-,  and  I’ll  day 
E’r  I will  ha’  him. 

Ifm.  But  what’s  this  to  knowing  where  the  Prince  is  ? 

Vra.  Yes:  for  you  know  all  my  Mother  does : 

Agen  the  Prince  is  but  to  ma  me  great. 

Ifm.  Pray,  I know  that  too  well,  what  ten  ? 

Vra.  Why  1 could  goe  to  the  good  Marquis  my 
Brother,  and  put  my  felf  into  his  hands,  that  lo 
He  maypreferve  himfelf. 

Ifm.  Oh  that  thou  hadftno  feed  of  thy  Mother  in  thee, 
and  couldll  mean  this  now. 

Vra.  Why  feth  I do,  wou’d  I might  ne’er  ftir  more  if  I 
do  not. 

Ifm.  I lhall  prove  a ridiculous  fool.  I’ll  be  damn’d  elfe ; 
hang  me  if  I do  not  half  believe  thee. 

Vra.  By  my  troth  you  may. 

Ifm.  By  my  troth  I doe : I know  I’m  an  Afs  for’t. 

But  I cannot  help  it. 

Vra.  And  won  you  tell  me  then  ? 

Ifm.  Yes  faith  will  I,  or  any  thing  elfe  i’th’  world:  for 
I think  thou  art  as  good  a creature  as  ever  was  born. 

Vra*  But  aifgOe  i’  this  ladft  apparel : 

But 
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■Jiir  \oii  miin  help  me  to  Silver. 

; / ■ . Help  thee  ? why  the  po.v  take  him  that  will  not  help 

I tl  (.e  toa:iy  tl'inp,  i’th’  werU,  I'll  help  thee  to  Money,  and 
rUdo't  prc'ently  too,  and  vet  Ibul,  if  you  fliould  play  the 
1 :‘v  .rrey  Ira.lotry  I’tile  pocky  baggage  now  and  colIn  me, 
wh  .t  ihen 

^ 7 rj.  \\  hy,an  I do,  wouM  1 might  ne’r  fee  day  agen. 

I r'fi.  Nay,  by  this  light,  I do  not  think  thou  wilt : 

‘ I'll  prcfently  provide  thee  Money  and  a Letter.  E.v/V.lfhi. 

I 7 ’r/.  1,  bnt  ril  ne’er  deliver  it. 

I \\  hen  1 have  I'ound my  brother,  I will  beg 
I To  ferve  him  ; but  he  H all  never  know  who  1 am : 
t For  he  muft  hate  me  then  for  my  bad  mother  ; 
j i'll  uv  1 am  a Couctrey  Lad  that  want  a lervice, 

I And  have  ft  raid  on  him  by  chance,  left  he  dilcoverme^ 

1 I know  1 mult  not  live  long,  but  that  taime 

\ I ha'tofpeud,  flvall  beinferving  him. 

i And  though  my  Mother  feck  to  take  his  life  away,  " 

In  ai  day  my  brodicr  lhall  be  taught 

That  1 was  ever  good,  though  fhe  were  naught.  Exit. 

Eftter  Bacha  and  Timantus ; Bacha  reading 
a Letter. 

L-t:.  Run  away,  the  Devil  beherguide. 

‘hot.  1 aithlhe’sgoiie:  there’s  a Letter  I found  it  in  her 
pocket,  would  1 were  with  her,  Ihe’s  a handforae  Lady, 
a plague  upon  my  bafhfulnefs,  I hadbobb’d  her  long  ago 
el.c. 

B.ich.  W hat  abafewhore  is  this,  that  after  all 
Mv  ways  for  her  advancement,  fhould  fo  poorly 
h'ake  virtue  her  undoer,  andchoole  tliistime. 

The  King  being  deadly  lick,  and  lintending 
.A  prefent  m/arriage  with  Tome  forreign  Prince, 

I Toftrengthen  and  lecure  my /elf.  She  writes  here 
j Li.\e  a wile  Gentlewoman,  She  will  not  ftay; 

I nd  the  example  of  her  dear  brother,  mjakes  her 
; Fear  her  felf,  to  whom  Ihe  means  to flie. 

7 /«;.  Why,  who  can  help  it  ? 

Ljc.  Now  Poverty  and  Lechery,  which  is  thy  end,  rot 
thee,  u here  e’er  thou  goeft  with  all  thy  goodnefs. 

7 imirt.  Berlady  they’ll  bruzeher:  and  Ihe  were  of  brafs 
1 am  /lire  they’ll  break  ftone  Walls : 1 have  had  experience 
of  them  both,and  thev  have  made  me  defperate : but  there’s 
a medenger.  Madam,’  come  from  the  Prince  with  a Letter 
to  Ifinentif.,  who  by  him  returns  ananfwer. 

Bjr.  7 his  comes  as  pat  as  wi/hes : thou  /halt  prefently 
• auay  dim  tutus. 

’hm.  Whither  Madam  ? 

ha  To  the  Prince,  and  take  the  Meflcnger  for  guide. 

hm.  what /ball  1 do  there  ? I have  done  too  much  mi f^ 
j thief  to  be  believ’d  again-,  or  indeed,  to  fcape  with  my 
j head  on  my  back,  if  1 be  once  known. 

I hac.  Thou  art  a weak /hallow  fool;  get  thee  a difguife, 

> and  withal,when  thou  com’/t  before  him,  have  a Letter  fain’d 
' to  deliver  him  ; and  then,  as  thou  haft  ever  hope  of  good- 
r.c/k  by  me , or  after  me,  ftrike  one  home  ftroke  that  /hall 
■ not  need  another;  dar’ftthou  /peak,  dar’ft  thou.?  ifthou 
I fal.’itoft^  go  be  a Rogue  again,  and  lie  and  pander  to  pro- 
cure thy  meat  ? dar’itthou?  fpeakto  me  ? 

I hm.  Sure  1 /hall  never  walk  when  I am  dead  ; 1 have  no 
! fpii  .t.  Madam,  I’ll  be  drunk  but  I’ll  do  it,  that’s  all  my  re- 
I f'.igc.  Exit’ 

I Bar.  Avvav,no  more,  then  I’ll  raifean  Army  whilft  the 
! King  yet  lives,  if  all  the  means  and  power  I have  can  do  it, 

' /cannot  tell. 

i Enter  Ifmtnus  and  three  Lords. 

JCm.  .Are  • ou  iiwenting  flill  ? we’ll  cafe  your  ftudics. 

b./..  Why  how  now  laucy  Lords  ? 

Urn.  /Vay,  I’ll  Ihakeye yesdevil,  IwilHliakc  ye. 

! hi  . \ ?o  not  -.on  know-  me  1 .ords / 

' hif.  Ves  deadly  fm  we  know  ye,  would  we  did  not. 


Ijm.  Doc  you  hear  whore,  a plague  a God  upon  tlicc,  the 
Duke  is  dead. 

hacl\  Dead! 

Ifm.  1,  wild-fire  and  brimftone  take  dice;  good  man  he 
is  dead,  and  paft  thole  milcrics  which  thou,  fait  infcif^Hon- 
likes  like  a di/ea/e  tiungft  upon  his  head.  Do/t  thou  hear, 
and  ’twerenot  more  relpedtin  Womanhood  in  general  than 
rliec,  bccaufc  I had  a Mother,  who  I will  not  fay  /lie  was 
good,  /he  Jiv’d  ib  near  thy  time,  I would  have  thee  in  ven- 
geance of  this  man,  wliofe  peace  is  made  in  heaven  by  this 
time,  tied  to  a poft-,  and  dried  i’  th’  lim,  and  after  carried 
about,  and  /hewn  at  Fairs  ibr  money,  with  a long  ftory  of 
the  devil  thy  father , that  taught  thee  to  be  whori/li,  envious, 
bloudy. 

Bjc.  Ha,  ha,  ha..  i 

Ifm.  V"ou  fleering  harlot.  I’ll  have  a horfe  to  leap  thee, 
and  thy  bale  iffue  fliall  carry  Sumpters.  Come  Lords,  bring 
her  along,  we’ll  to  the  Prince  all,  where  her  hell  hood  lhall 
wait  Ins  cenflire  -,  andifhefparc  the  /hc-Goat,  may  he  lie 
wilh  thee  again:  and  belide,  maift  thou  lay  upon  him /bme 
naftyfoul  di/eafe,  that  hate  ftill  follows,  and  his  end  a dry 
ditch.  Lead  you  corrupted  whore,  or  I’ll  draw  a goad  /hall 
make  you  skip;  away  to  the  Prince. 

Bjc.  1 la, ha,  ha,  1 hope  yet  I lhall  come  coo  late  to  find 
him. 

Cornets.  Cupid  from  above. 

' Enter  Leucippus,  Urania  ; Leucippus  xvitba 
bloody  Handkerchief. 

Leu.  Alas  poor  boy,  why  doft  thou  follow  me? 

What  canft  thou  hope  for  ? 1 am  poor  as  thou  art. 

Vra.  In  good  feth  I /hall  be  weel  and  rich  enough 
If  you  will  love  me,  and  not  put  me  from  you. 

Leu.  Why  doft  thou  choofe  out  me  Boy  to  undo  thee  1 
Alas,  lor  pitty  take  another  Mafter, 

That  may  be  able  to  de/erve  thy  love 
In  breeding  thee  hereafter;  me  thou  knoweftnot. 

More  than  my  mi/ery : and  therefore ^canft  not 
Look  for  rewards  at  my  hands ; would  I were  able 
My  pretty  knave,  to  doe  thee  any  kindnefs ; truly 
Good  Boy,  I would  upon  my  faith,  thy  harmle/s 
Innocence  moves  me  at  heart ; wilt  then  goc 
Save  thy  felf-,  why  doft  thou  weep  ? 

Alas,  I do  not  chide  thee. 

Vra.  I cannot  tell  if  I go  from  you  ^ Sir,  I fliali  ne’er 
dawn  day  more  ; Pray  if  you  can,  1 will  be  true  to  you ; Let 
me  wait  on  you  r if  I were  a man,  I would  fight  for  you ; 
Sureyouhave  fome  ilJ-willers,  I vvpijld  flay  em. 

Leu.  Such  harmle/s /buls  are  ever  Prophets;  well,  I take 
thy.wi/li,  thou /bait  be  with  me  ftill;  But  pretheeeat,  my 
good  boy;  Thou  wilt  die  my  child  ifthou  faft  one  day 
more.  This  foiirdaies  thou  haft  tailed  nothing;  Goe  into 
the  Cave  and  cat  thou  flialt  find  fbmething  for  thee,  to 
bring  thy  bioud  again,  and  thy  fair  colour. 

Vra.  I cannot  eat,  God  thank  you. 

But  I’ll  eat  tomorrow. 

Leu.  Thou’t  be  dead  by  that  time. 

Vra.  I fhonld  f)e  well  then,  for  you  will  not  love  me. 

Leu.  Indeed  I will.  This  isthe  prettieft  paflion  that  e’er 
I felt  yet ; why  doft  thou  look  fo  earncftly  upon  me  .?  f 

Vra.  You  have  fail  eyes  Mafter. 

Leu.  Sure  the  boy  dotes ; why  doft  thou  flgh  my.  child? 

Vra.  To  think  that  fiith  a fine  man  fhould  live,  and  no 
gay  Lady  love  him. 

Leu.  Thou  wilt  love  me  ? 

Vra.  Yes  fijre  till  I die,  and  when  1 am  in  heaven,  I’ll 
e’en  wifh  for  you. 

Leu.  And  I’ll  come  to  thee  l>oy. 

This  is  a Love  I never  yet  heard  tell  of;  come,  thou  art 
llccpy  child  goe  in,  and  I’ll  lit  with  thee .-  heaven  what  por- 
tends this?" 

Vra.  You  are  fad,  but  I am  not  llccpy,  v\  ould  I could  do 
ought  to  make  you  merry ; /hall  / ling.'' 

Leu 


r 
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Leu.  If  thou  wilt  good  Boy. 

Alas  my  boy , that  thou  Ihouldft  comfort  me,  and  art 
far  worfe  than  I ! 

\ 

Lnter  Timantus  j Lft/tr  difgttifed. 


Leu.  I think  than  art  not,  yet  trull  me,  fitter  than  for 
life  : Yet  tell  me  cV  thy  breath  be  gone,  know’ll  of  any 
other  plots  againlt  me  ? 

Ihu.  Of  none. 

Leu.  What  courlc  wouldlt  thou  have  taken,  when  thou 
hadlt  kill’d  me  } 


Vrj.  Law  Mailer,  there’s  one,  look  to  your  fclfi 

Leu.  What  art  thou  that  inthisdifmal  place, 

Which  nothing  could  find  out  but  mifery. 

Thus  boldly  llepH?  Comfort  was  never  here. 

Here  is  no  food,  nor  beds,  noranyhoufe 
Built  by  a better  Architeift  than  beads  •, 

And  e’r  you  get  dwelling  from  one  of  them, 

You  mud  fight  for  it ; if  you  conquer  him. 

He  is  your  meat;  if  not,  you  mud  be  his. 

Tm.  1 come  to  you  (for  if  I not  midake,  you  are  the 
Prince)  from  that  mod  Noble  Lord  ///«;;;«/ with  a I.ct- 
ter. 

Vrji.  Alas,  I fear  I dall  be  dilcover’d  now. 

Leu.  Now  I feel  my  lelf  thepooredofall  mortal  things. 
Where  is  he  that  receives  fuch  courtelies 
But  he  has  means  to  Ihew  his  gratefulnels 
Some  way  or  other  ? I have  none  at  all : 
i know  not  how  to  fpeak  fo  much  as  well 
Of  thee,  but  to  thefe  trees. 

Leucippus  opening  the  Letter.^  the 
rphilfi  Timantus  runs  at  him^ 
and  Urania  jieps  before, 

'Tim.  His  Letters  fpeak  him,  Sir — 

Vra.  Gods  keep  me  but  from  knowing  him  till  I die: 
aye  me,  fure  I cannot  live  a day.  Oh  thou  foul  Traitor: 
How  do  you  Mader  ? 

Leu.  Howdod  thou  my  child?  alas,  look  on  his,  it  may 
make  thee  repentant,  to  behold  thofe  innocent  drops  that 
thou  had  drawn  from  thence. 

Vra.  ’Tis  nothing  Sir,  and  you  be  well. 

Tim.  Oh  pardon  me,  know  you  me  now.  Sir  ? 

Leu.  How  couldd  thou  find  me  out  ? 

Tima.  We  intercepted  a Letter  from  Ifnenusy  and  the 
bearer  dirededme. 

Leu.  Stand  up  boldly. 

The  world  conceives  that  thou  art  guilty 
Of  divers  treafons  to  the  State  and  me : 

_Butoh  far  be  it  from  the  innocence 
Of  a juft  man,  to  give  a Traitor  death 
Without  a tryal ; here  the  Countrey  is  not 
To  purge  thee  or  condemn  thee  ^ therefore 
A nobler  trial  than  thou  dod  delerve. 

Rather  than  none  at  all,  here  1 accufe  thee 
Before  the  face  of  Heaven,  to  be  a Traitor 
Both  to  the  Duke  my  Father  and  to  me,  and  the 
Whole  Land ; fpeak,  is  it  fo  or  no  ? 

Tima.  ’Tis  true  Sir,  pardon  me. 

Leu.  Take  heed  how  thou  dod  cad  away  thy 

fdf,  I mud  proceed  to  execution  hadily  if  thou  confefs  it : 
fpeak : once  againe,  is  it  fo  or  no  ? 

Tima'.  lam  not  guilty.  Sir. 

Fight  here : the  Prince  gets  his 
ftpord.,  and  gives  it  him. 

Leu.  Gods  and  thy  fword  acquit  thee,  here  it  is. 

Tima.  I will  not  ufe  any  violence  againd  your  High- 
nefs. 

Leu.  At  thy  peril  then,  for  this  mud  be  thy  trial:  and 
from  henceforth  look  to  thy  felf. 

Timantus  draws  his  fword.,  and  runs 
at  him  when  he  turns  aftde. 

Tim.  I do  befeechyou,Sir,  let  me  not  fight. 

Leu.  Up,  up  again  Timantus., 

There  is  noway  but  this,  believe  me.  ' 

Now  if Fie,  fie  is  there  no 

Ulage  can  recover  thee  from  bafenelk,  ? wert  thou 
Longer  to  converfe  with  men,  1 would  have  chid 
Thee  for  this : be  all  thy  faults  forgiven. 

Tim.  Ohfpare  me  Sir,  I am  not  fit  for  death. 


I would  have  ta'cn  your  Page,  and  married  her. 

Leu.  What  Page? 

lint.  Your  boy  there. Ties. 

Urania  founds. 

Leu.  Ishcfall’n  mad  in  death,  what  does  he  mean  ? 

Some  good  god  help  me  at  the  word;  how  dod  thou/* 

Let  not  thy  mifery  vex  me,  thou  flialt  have 
What  thy  poor  heart  can  wilh : I am  a Prince, 

And  I will  keep  thee  in  the  gayed  cloaths, 

And  the  fined  things,  that  ever  pretty  boy  had  given 
him. 

Vra . I know  you  well  enough, 

Fcth  I am  dying,  and  now  you  know  all  too. 

Leu.  But  dir  up  thy  felf^  look  what  a Jewel  here  is. 

See  how  it  gliders ; what  a pretty  dew 
Will  this  make  in  thy  little  car  ha,  fpeak. 

Eat  but  a bit,  and  take  it. 

Vra.  Do  you  not  know  me  ? 

Leu.  I prethee  mind  thy  health  : why  that’s  well  laid  my 
lod  boy,  fmile  dill. 

Vra.  I lhall  fmile  till  death  an  I lee  you, 

I am  Vrania.,  your  Sidcr-in-law. 

Leu.  How? 

Vra.  \ 2.vCiVrania. 

Leu.  Dulnefs  did  feize  me,  now  I know  thee  well ; 

Alas,  why  earn’d  thou  hither  ? 

Vra.  Feth  for  love,  I would  not  let  you  know  tillLwas 
dying  ^ for  you  could  not  love  me,my  Mother  was  fo  naught. 

Leu.  I will  love  thee,  or  any  thing:  what?  wilt 
Thou  leave  me  as  loon  as  I knowjthee  ? 

Speak  one  word  to  me : alas  Ihe’s  pad  it. 

She  will  ne’er  fpeak  more 

What  noife  is  that  ? it  is  no  matter  who 

Fnter  Ifinenus  with  the  Lords. 

Comes  on  me  now.  What  word  than  mad  are  you 
That  feekout  Ibrrows?  if  you  love  delights 
-Begone  from  hence. 

Ifme.  Sir,  for  you  we  come,  as  Soldiers  to  revenge  the 
wrongs  you  have  fuffer’d  under  this  naughty  creature : 
what  lhall  be  done  with  her?  fay,  I am  ready. 

Leu.  Leave  her  to  Heaven,  brave  Cofin,  they  lhall  tell 
her  how  Ihehas  finn’d  againd  ’em,  my  hand  lhall  never  be 
dain’d  with  fuch  bafebloud : live  wicked  Mother:  that  re- 
verend Title  be  your  pardon,  for  I will  ufe  no  extremity 
againd  you,  but  leave  you  to  Heaven.  ^ 

Bacha.  Hell  take  you  all,  or  if  there  be  a place 
Of  torment  that  exceeds  that,  get  you  thither: 

And  till  the  devils  have  you,  may  your  Jives 
Be  one  continued  plague,  and  fuch  a one. 

That  knows  no  friends  nor  ending. 

May  all  ages  that  lhall  fucceed,  curfe  you  as  I do  S 
And  if  it  be  polTible,  I ask  it  heaven. 

That  your  bafe  ifliies  may  be  ever  MonderS, 

That  mud  for  lhameof  nature  and  fuccclfion, 

Be  drown’d  like  dogs. 

Would  I had  breath  to  pleafe  you. 

Leu.  Would  you  had  love  within  you,  and  fuch  grief 
As  might  become  a Mother ; look  you  there, 

Know  you  that  face  ? that  was  Vrania  : 

Thefe  are  the  fruits  of  thofe  unhappy  Mothers, 

That  labour  w'ith  fuch  horrid  births  as  you  do : 

If  you  can  weep,  there’s  caufe  ^ poor  innocent, 

Tour  wickednefs  has  kill’d  her : I’ll  weep  for  you. 

Ifme.  Mondrous  woman, 

would  weep  at  this,  and  yet  Ihe  cannot. 

Leu.  Here  lies  your  Minion  too,  llain  by  my  hand. 


I will 
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1 will  not  lay  \oa  aio  the  caulb ; yet  certain, 

1 know  you  were  too  blame,  the  gods  forgive  you, 

Ijkf.  See,  Ine  ftands  as  it  llie  were  inventing 
Some  new  ddlrudionfor  the  world. 

Lnt.  ihoii  art  w'elcomeyet  to  my  fad  company. 

Ifme.  1 come  to  make  you  Ibmewhat  ladder,  Sir. 

i (H.  You  cannot,  lam  at  the  height  already. 

limt.  Your  Fathers  dead. 

Lch.  1 thought  lb,  Heaven  be  with  him : Oh  woman, 
woman,  weep  now  or  never,  thou  hall  made  more  Ibrrows 
than  w e have  eyes  to  utter, 

Bj:.  Now  let  Heaven  fall,  1 am  at  the  worft  of  evils,  a 
a thing  fo  miferably  wretched,  that  every  thing,  the  lad 
of  humane  comforts  hath  left  me ; I wiU  not  be  fo  bale 
and  cold,  to  live  and  wait  the  mercies  of  thelc  men  I hate, 
no,  ’tisjullldie,  lince  fortune  hath  left  me,  my  flepdilcent 
attends  me:  hand,  ftrike  thou  home,  I have  Ibul  enough  to 
guide  *,  and  let  all  know',  as  I Hood  a Queen,  the  fame  Pll 
fall,  and  one  with  me. 

SBe  flabs  the  Prince  with  a htife. 

Leu.  Ho. 

Ifme.  How  do  you.  Sir  ? 

Leu.  Nearer  my  health,  than  I think  any  here,  my  tongue 
begins  to  faulter : w hat  is  man  ? or  who  would  be  one, 
w hen  he  fees  a poor  w’cak  woman  can  in  an  inllant  make  him 
none. 

Dor.  Sheisdea^  already.. 

Ij'me.  Let  her  be  damn’d  already  as  Ihe  is : pod  all  for 
Surgeons. 

Leu.  Let  not  a manflirr,  for  I am  but  dead : 
lhave  Ibme  few  words  which  1 would  have  you  hear, 

And  am  afraid  I lhall  want  breath  to  fpeak  ’em  ; 


Firlltoyou  my  Lords,  you  know  is 

Undoubtedly  Heir  of  Idobefecchyou  all. 

When  I am  dead,  to  Ihew  your  duties  to  him. 

Lords.  We  vow  to  do’t. 

Leu.  1 thank  you. 

Next  to  you  Colin  that  fhall  be  the  Duke, 

1 pray  you  let  the  broken  Image  of  Cutid 
Be  re-edified,  I know  all  this  is  done  by  nim. 

Ifme,  It  (hall  be  fo. 

Leu.  Lad,  I befeech  you  that  my  Mother-in-law  may 
have  a burial  according  to-  — Dies. 

Ifme.  To  what.  Sir? 

Dor.  There  is  a full  point. 

Ifme.  I will  interpret  for  him  ^ flie  fhall  have  burial  ac- 
cording to  her  own  deferts,  with  dogs. 

Dor.  I would  your  Majcdy  would  hade  for  felling  of  the 
people. 

Ifme.  I am  ready. 

u4ge.  Goe,  and  let  the  Trumpets  found 
Some  mournful  thing,  whild  we  convey  the  body 
Of  this  unhappy  Prince  unto  the  Court, 

And  of  that  virtuous  Virgin  to  a Grave : 

But  drag  her  to  a ditch,  where  let  her  lie, 

Accurd,  whild  one  man  has  a memory.  'Exeunt. 

Cupid’x  Speech. 

*Ihetlme  now  of  myKevenge  draws  near. 

Nor  fhall  it  lefen  as  lam  a god.^ 

With  all  the  cries  and  prayers  that  have  been  \ 

And  thofe  that  he  to  come.)  though  they  be  injinhe^ 

In  need  and  number. 


THE 
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The  Two  Noble  Kinfmen. 

• 

^he  Perfons  repr< 

Hymen, 

Thcfeus, 

Nymphs. 

Three  Queens, 

Three  valiant  Knights, 

Vz\2Lmon^'}The  two  Noble  ICinfmeHy  in  lot)c  with  fair 
Arcite,  J Emelia. 

ifented  in  the  Play, 

"erithous, 

Jaylor, 

His  Daughter,  in  love  roith  Palamoni 
Countreymen, 

Wenches,’ 

A Taborer, 

Gerrold,  A Schoolmafer: 

PR  OL 

- FloriOi. 

Ew  Vlays  and  Maidenheads  are  neara-h^tiy 
Mach  follow  d bothj  for  both  much  money  gi'n^ 

If  they  fand  founds  and  well:  And  a good  Play 
( Whofe  modeji  Scenes  blafj  on  his  marriage  day^ 
fAndJljaketo  loofe  his  honour')  islikehir  ^ 

That  after  holy  Tie,  and  firfl  nights  fir 

Tet  fill  is  Modefyy  and  ftU  retains 

More  of  the  Maidtofghty  than  Husbands  pains^ 

We  pray  our  Play  may  be  foj  for  I’m  fare 
It  has  a noblei  breeder,  and  a pure, 

A Learned,  and  a Poet  never  went 

More  famous  yet  ’twixtPo,  and  fiver  Trent* 

Chaucer  ( of  all  admir’d')  the  Story  gives. 

There  conflant  to  eternity  it  lives  : 

If  we  let  fall  the  Noblenefs  of  this. 

And  the  frf  found  this  Child  hear,  be  a hifs, 

O G U E 

How  will  it  Jhakg  the  boms  of  that  good  maH 
And  make  him  cry  from  under-ground.  Oh  fan 
From  me  the  wit  lefs  chaff  of fitch  a writer  f^r 

That  blalismy  Bayes, and  my  fam’d  Works  makes  light- 
Than  Robin  Hood,  this  is  the  fear  we  bring 
For  to  fay  Truth,  it  were  an  endlefs  thing  : 

And  too  ambitious  toajpire  to  him^ 

Weak_aswe  are,  andalmofi  breathlefs  fwini 
In  this  deep  water.  Do  but  you  hold  out 
Tour  helping  hands,  and  we  fijall  tackabout. 

And  fomething  doto  fave  us  : Ton  fhall  hear 
Scenes,  though  below  his  Art,  may  yet  appear 
Worth  two  hours  travel.  To  his  bones  fweet  Jleep  : 
Content  to  you.  If  this  Play  do  not  kgep, 

A little  dull  time  from  us,  we  perceive 
Our  Ioffes  fall  fo  thick,,  mufi  needs  leave. 

FJorifli. 

‘ ASlus  Primus,. 

\ 

Enter  Hymen  with  a Torch  burning : a Boy,  in  a white  Kobe 
before,  finging,  and  jirewing  flowers:  after  Hymen,  a 
Nytnpb,  encompafs^d  in  her  Treffes,  hearing  a wheaten 
Garland.  T)^f«Thefeus  between  two  other  Nymphs,  with 
wheaten  Chaplets  ontheir  heads.Thenfit]i'pol\t2  the  Bride 
lead  by  Theleus,  and  another  holding  a Garland  over 
her  head  (^herTreffes  lik^wije  hanging.^  Jfter  herEwi- 
lia  holding  up  her  Train. 

The  SON  G.  Mufick. 

0/e/  their  /harp  f pines  being  gone, 

Plot  royal  in  their jmells  alone, 
in  their  hew, 

inky , of  odour  faint, 

Daiziesfmell  lefs,  yetmofi  quaint 
fnoeet  Time  true. 

Primrofefrfi  horn,  child  of  Ver,  . - . 

Merry  Springtime^  s Harbinger, 

Scecn/t  Prim  a. 

With  her  bels  dimm. 

Oxlips  in  their  Cradles  growing^ 

Marigolds  on  death-beds  blowing, 

Larkj-heels  trim. 

All  dear  natures  children  fweet. 

Lie  fore  Bride  and  Bridegrooms  feet'.  Strew 

Blefftng  their  fence.  Flowers 

Not  an  Angel  of  the  Air, 

Bird  melodious,  or  Bird  fair. 

Is  abfent  hence. 

The  Crow,  the  jlanderous  Cuck^oe,  mr 
Ihe  boadingKaven,  nor  Clough  he 
Nor  chatPring  Pie, 

M ay  on  our  Bridehoufe  pearch  or  fing. 

Or  with  them  any  difeord  bring 
But  from  it fly. 

H h h j:„ter 
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Enter  three  ^leens  in  rx'ith  vails  irithJmpe- 

rtil  Crv'.vns.  The  frji  J^cen  falls  don't:  at  the  foot  of  Thc- 
il'us;  The  feeondfalsdotvn  at  tb'  foot  n/ Hippolica.  The 
third  hefjTC  Eiiiilu. 

1 For  pities  fake,  and  true  gentilities, 

Hear  and  rclpe:l  nie. 

2 fht.  For  your  Mothers  lake. 

And  as  you  wilh  your  womb  may  thrive  with  fair  ones. 
Hear  and  refpect  me, 

3 fht.  Nowforthelovcof  him  wiiom  Joi-f  hath  mark’d 
The  honor  of  your  Bed,  and  for  the  lake 

Of  clear  X'irginity,  be  Advocate 
For  us,  and  our  dilfr  dies:  This  good  deed 
Shall  raze  you  outo’th’  Book  of  Trefpalles 
All  you  are  let  down  there. 

Thef.  Sad  Lady  rhe. 

Hip.  Stand  up. 

Emil.  No  knees  to  me. 

What  Woman  I may  fteedthatis  diUrcH:, 

Does  bind  me  to  her. 

Tbef  W hat’s  your  requefl:  > Deliver  you  for  all  ? 

1 W'eai'e  three  Queens,  w'hofe  Sovereigns  fell  before 
The  m ath  of  cruel  Crfo«^  who  endur’d 
The  Beaks  of  Ravens,  Tallents  oftheKites, 

And  pecks  of  Crows  in  the  foul  field  of  Thebs. 

He  will  not  fuffer  us  to  burn  their  bones. 

To  urne  their  alhes,  nor  to  take  th’  offence 
Ofmortal  loathfomnefs  from  the  blell:  eye 
Of  holy  but  infefts  the  winds 

With  flench  of  our  flain  Lords.  Oh  pity  Duke, 
Thoupurgerof  the  earth,  draw  thy  fear’d  Sword 
That  docs  good  turns  to  th’  world give  us  the-Bones 
Of  our  dead  Kings,  that  we  may  Chappel  them  ■, 

And  of  thy  boundlefs  goodnefs  take  fome  note 
Thatfor  our  crowned  beads  we  have  no  roofj  ' 

Save  this  which  is  the  Lions  and  the  Bears, 

And  vault  to  every  things 

Thef.  Pray  you  kneel  not, 

I was  tranfported  with  youi  Speech,  and  fuffer’d 
Your  knees  to  wrong  themfeh'es-,  i have  heard  the  fortunes 
Of  ycur  dead  Lords,  which  gives  me  liich  lamenting 
As  v.  akes  my  vengeance,  and  revenge  for ’em : 
KingC7/>7«f’//.'-,  was  your  Lord  the  day 
Th:.:heil'-ouId1narryyou,  at'fuch  afeafon. 

As  now  it  is  with  me,  I met  your  Groom, 

By  Marses  Alur-^  you  were  that  tkne  fair 
.Not  Juno's  Mantle.,  fairer  than  your  Trefles,. 

Nor  in  more  bountvfpread  her.  Your  wh eaten  wreatli 
Was  then  not  thralh’d,  nor  blafted-,  Fortune  at  you 
Dimple  ! her  Cheek  with  fmiles : Hem/Zf/ our  kinfman 
( Then  v.cakcrthan  your  eyes)  laid  by  his  Club, 

He  tumbled  down  upon  his  Nenuanhide- 

And  f.'.oi  c his  fmews  thaw’d ; Oh  grief,  and  time, 

■ Fcarlh' confumers,  you  will  all  devour. 

! 1 §1*.  Oh  1 hope  fome  God, 

Some  God  hath  put  his  mercy  in  your  manhood 
Whereto  he’ll  infulc  power,  and  prefs  you  forth 
Our  undertaker. 

7 h:f  Oh  no  knees,  none  Widoev, 

‘ Unto  the  Hclmetcd-h^’/^w^  ufe  them. 

And  pray  for  me  your  Soldier. 

. 1 rojbl’d  1 am.  away, 

1 2 ^u.  Honoured  lUppoUt  t 

' AiOfl  dreaded  Amazonian,  that  hall  flain 
I '1  he  Sith-tusk’d-Borc  •,  that  with  thy  Arm  as  flrong 
J As  it  is  w hite,  was’t  near  to  make  the  male 
‘ 'T  or’v;  Stvcapiivc:,  but  that  thisthy  Lord 
f orntouphold  Creation,  in  that  honor 
Firfl  nature flil’cl  it  m,  fiirunkthce  into 
I 'Fhc  tMDund  then  waft  o’cr-llovving  -,  at  once  fubduing 
1 'fhv  force,  and  thy  affection  : Soldicrefs 
I That  equally  canft  poize  fternnefs  with  pity. 


Whom  now  I know  hafl  much  much  more  power  on  him 
I'han  ever  he  had  on  thee,  who  ow’ft  hisllrength. 

And  his  Love  too<  who  is  aServant  for 
The  Tenor  of  the  Speech.  Dear  Glafs  of  Ladies. 

Bid  him  that  we  whom  flaming  war  doth  fcorch. 

Under  the  lhadovv  of  his  Sword,  may  cool  us: 

Require  him  he  advance  it  o’er  our  heads- 
Spcak’tina  womans  key:  like  fuch  a woman 
As  any  of  us  three  3 weep  e’r  you  fail  ^ lend  us  a knee-, 

But  touch  the  ground  for  us  no  longer  time 
Than  a Doves  motion,  when  the  head  s pluckt  off: 

T ell  him  if  he  i’th’  blood-ciz’d  field,  lay  fvvoln 
Shewing  the  Sim  his  Teeth,  grinning  at  the  Mooit 
What  you  would  do. 

Hip.  Poor  Lady  fay  no  more r 
: I had  as  leif  trace  this  good  adlion  with  you 
As  that  whereto  I ’m  going,  and  never  yet 
W’ent  I fo  willing,  way.  My  Lord  is  taken 
Heart  deep  with  your  diftrefs:  Let  him.  confider  *, 

. I’ll  fpeak  anon. 

Oh  my  petition  was,  Kneelto  Emllix 

Set  down  in  Ice,  which  by  hot  grief  uncandied 
Melts  into  drops,  fb  forrow  wanting  form 
is  preft  wirh  deeper  matter. 

Emil.  Pray  fland  up. 

Your  grief  is  written  in  your  cheek. 

3 Oh  woe. 

You  cannot  read  it  there  ^ therethrough  my  tears, 

Like  wrinkl’d  pebbles  in  a Glafs  flream 
You  may  behold  ’em(  Lady,  Lady,  alack  ) 

He  that  will  all  the  treafure  know  o’th’  earth 
Muflknow  the  .Center  too^  he  that  will  fifh 
For  my  leafl  minnow,  let  him  lead  his  line 
To  catch  one  at  my  heart.  Oh  pardon  me  « 

E.vtremity  that  fharpens  fundry  wits 
Makes  me  a fool. 

Emil.  Pray  you  fay  nothing , pray  you. 

Who  cannot  feel,  norfeethe  rain  being  inT, 

Knows  neither  wet,  nor  dry,  if  that  you  were 
The  ground-piece  of  fbme  Painter,  I would  buy  you 
T’inflrudl  me  ’gainfl  a capital  grief  indeed 
Suchhcart-pierc’d  demonft ration  ^ but  alas 
Being  a natural  Sifter  of  our  Sex^ 

Your  forrow  beats  fo  ardently  upon  me:' 

That  it  fhall  make  a counter-refled  ’gainft 

My  Brothers  heart,  and  warm  it  to  fome  pity 

Though  it  were  made  of  ftone : pray  have  good  comfort: 

Th^.  Forward  to  th’  Temple,  leave  notout  a jot 
O’th’  facred  ceremony. 

I Oh  this  celebration 
Will  longlaft,  and  be  more  cofllythan 
Your  Suppliants  war;  Remember  thatyourFame 
Knowlsinthe  ear  o’th’ world : what  you  do  quickly, 

Is  ncc.'doire  rafhiy  ^ your  firfl  thought  is  more. 

Than  others  laboured  meditance : your  premeditating 
More  than  their  aiftions:  Butoh^oi'^,  youradions. 

Soon  as  they  move,  as  Afprays  do  the  fifh. 

Subdue  before  they  touch : think , dear  Duke  think 
What  beds  our  flain  Kings  have. 

2^.  what  griefs  our  beds 
That  our  dear  Lords  have  none, 

3.  None  fit  forth’' dead: 

Thofe  that  with  Cords,  Knives,  Drams  precipitance, 

Weary  of  this  worlds  light,  havetothemfelves 
Been  deaths  mofl  horrid  Agents,  humane  grace 
Affords  them  dull  and  fhadow; 

I But  our  Lords 
Lie  blilt’ring  ’fore  the  vifitating  Sun, 

And  were  good  Kings,  when  living. 

T^hef.  Itistrue,  and  I will  give  you  comfort. 

To  give  your  dead  Lords  graves: 

T he  which  to  do  mull  make  fbme  work  with  Cresn. 

i And  that  work  prefents  it  felf  to  th’  doing ; 

Now  ’twill  take  form,  the  heats  are  gone  to  morrow. 

Then 
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Thenbootlcfs  toil  mull  rccompcace  icfclf, 

V\'ith  its  own  fwcat  •,  Now  he’s  Icciirc, 

Notdrctnis,  \vc  Hand  before  your  puiilancc 
Wrinchiiigour  holy  begging  in  our  eyes 
To  make  petition  clear. 

2 Now  yon  may  take  him. 

Drunk  with  his  viftory. 

3 And  his  Army  lull 
Of  iircad,  and  floth. 

Ihef.  that  bell  knowcll 
How  to  draw  out,  fit  to  thisenterprize. 

The  prim’ll  for  this  proceeding,  andthenumber 
To  carry  fucha  bulinels,  forth  and  levy 
Oar  worthieH  Inllruments,  whilH  wcdifpatch 
This  grand  art  of  our  life,  this  daring  deed 
Of  Fate  in  wedlock. 

I §l»,  I^wagers,take  hands 
Let  us  be  Widows  to  our  woes,  delay 
Commends  us  to  a famifliing  hope. 

AH.  Farewell, 

2^.  We  come  unfeafonably:  But  when  could  grief 
Cull  forth  as  un panged  judgement  can,  fit’lbtime 
For  bell  folicitation. 

'Thef.  Why  good  Ladies, 

Thisisafervice,  whereto  1 am  going. 

Greater  than  any  was  ^ it  more  importsme 
I'hanall  theartions  that  I have  foregone. 

Or  futurely  can  cope. 

I The  more  proclaiming 
Our  luitHall  beneglerted,  when  her  Arms, 

Able  to  lock  Jove  from  a Synod,  lhall 
By  warranting  Moon-light  corflet  thee,  oh  when 
Her  twining  Cherries  lliall  their  fweetnefs  fall 
Upon  thy  tallful  Lips,  what  wilt  thou  think 
Of  rotten  Kings,  or  blubber’d  Queens,  what  care 
For  what  thou  feel’ll  not?  what  thou  feel’H  being  able 
To  make  M.*r j-fpurn  his  Drom.  Oh  if  thou  couch 
But  one  night  with  her,  every  hour  in’t  will 
Take  hoHage  of  thee  lor  a hundred,  and 
Thou  rt.alt  remember  nothing  more,  than  what 
That  Banquet  bids  thee  too. 

Hip.  Though  much  unlike 
You  ftould  be  lb  tranfported,  as  much  forty 
I fnould  befuch  a Suitor-,  yet  I think 
Did  1 not  by  th’ abllaining  of  my  joy 
Which  breeds  a deeper  longing,  cure  their  furfeit 
That  craves  a prefent  rncd’cinc,  I Ihould  pluck 
All  Ladies  fcandnl  on  me.  Therefore  Sir 
As  I lliall  here  make  trial  of  ray  Prayers, 

Fither  prefumingthem  to  have  Ibme  torce, 

Or  Icntencing  for  ay  their  vigor  dumb. 

Prorogue  this  bufmefs,  we  are  going  about,  and  hang 
Your  Shield  afore  your  heart,  about  that  neck 
W'hich  is  my  Fee,  and  which  1 freely  lend 
To  do  thefe  poor  Queens  fervice. 

1 Ali^teenf.  Oh  help  now 
Our  Caufe  cries  for  your  knee. 

Emil.  If  you  grant  not 
My  Siller  her  petition  in  that  force. 

With  that  Celerity,  and  nature  which 
She  makes  it  in  : from  henceforth  I’il  not  dare 
To  ask  you  any  thing,  nor  be  fo  hardy 
Ever  to  take  a Husband. 

7hef.  Pray  Hand  up. 

I am  intreating  of  my  felf  to  do  < 

That  which  you  kneel  to  have  me  ^ Tyrithotn 
Lead  on  the  Bride  y get  you  and  pray  the  gods 
I For  fuccels,  and  return  omit  not  any  thing 
In  the  pretended  Celebration  \ Qu^eens 
Follow  your  Soldier  (as before)  henceyou 
I And  at  the  banks  of  Anly  meet  us  with 
The  forces  you  can  raife,  where  we  lliall  find 
The  moiety  of  a number,  for  a bulinels. 

More  bigger  look’ t fmee  that  our  Theme  ishafle 
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1 Hamp  this  kifs  uppoii  thy  currant  Lip,  j 

Sweet  keep  it  as  my  token  let  you  tbrward  I 

For  1 will  ll'c  you  gone.  torpards  the  Temple.  1 

Farcwcl  my  beauteous  Siller  y P\riilmtt  ! 

Keep  the  Feall  full,  bate  not  an  hour  on’t.  I 

Vyri.  Sir, 

I’ll  iollow  you  at  heels-,  The Feafis folcmnity 
Shall  want  till  your  return. 

'Ihef.  Colin  1 charge  you 
Budge  not  from  /Itbevs  wc  lliall  be  returning 
E’r  yon  can  end  tJiis  Feall  -,  of  which  I pray  you 
Ma  e no  abatement  i once  more  farewel  all.  (world, 
r riiusdolt  thou  lliil  make  good  the  tongue  o’th’ 

\ f H.  AndearnflaUcity  equal  with 
3 If  not  above  him,  for 
Thou  being  but  mortal,  makeftalfertions  bend 
To  godlike  honors  y they  thcmlclvcs  fomc  lay 
Groan  under  fuch  a Mall’ry. 

Ihef.  As  we  are  men 

Thus  Hiouldwedoc,  being  fcnfually  fubdu’d 
We  loofeour  humane  Title-,  good  cheer  Ladies.  Fhrif. 

Now  turn  we  towards  our  Comforts.  hxeurtt. 

Sc£na  Secirnda. 

Enter  Palamon,  and  Arcite. 

Arche.  Pabmon.,  dearer  in  Love  than  Blood 
And  our  prime  Colin,  yet  unhard’ncd  in 
The  Crimes  of  nature  y Let  us  leave  the  City 
Ihebs^  and  the  temptings  in’t,  before  we  further 
Sully  our  glofsof  youth, 

And  here  to  keep  in  abltinence  we  fname 
As  in  Incontinence  y for  not  to  fvvim 
i’th’  aid  o’th’  current,  were  almoft  to  link. 

At  kail  to  frultrace  driving,  and  to  follow 

The  common  fbream,  ’t  would  bring  us  to  an  Eddy 

Where  we  lliould  tumor  drown  y if  labour  through. 

Our  gain  but  life,  and  weaknefs. 

Pal.  Your  advice 

Is  cry’d  up  with  example  y what  Hrange  ruins 
Since  firft  we  went  to  School,  may  we  perceive 
Walking  in  7 ? Skars,  and  bare  weeds 

The  gain  o’th’  Mania! ill,  who  did  propound 
To  his  bold  ends,  honor,  and  golden  Ingots, 

Which  though  he  won,  he  had  not,  and  now  llurtcd 
By  peace,  for  whom  he  fought,  who  then  lliall  offer 
To  Mars’’ f fo  fcorn’d  Altar  ? I doe  bleed 
When  filch  I meet,  and  wilh  great  would 
Refume  her  antient  fit  of  jealoufie 
To  get  the  Soldier  work,  that  peace  might  purge 
For  her  repletion,  and  retain  anew 
Her  charitable  heart  now  hard,  and  harlher 
Than  Hrifc,  or  war  could  be. 

Arche.  Are  you  not  out  ? 

Meet  you  no  ruin,  but  the  Soldier  in 

The  crancks  and  turns  of  Ihebs  ? you  did  begin 

As  if  you  met  dccaies  of  many  kinds : 

Perceive  you  none,  that  do  aroule  your  pity 
But  th’unconfider’d  Soldier  ? 

Pal.  Yes,  I pity 

Decaies  where-e’er  I find  them,  but  fuch  molt 
That  fweating  in  an  honourable  toil 
Are  paid  with  Ice  to  cool  ’em. 

’Tis  not  this 

I did  begin  to  fpeak  of,  this  is  virtue 
Of  no  relpert  in  Thebs.,  I fpakeof  Ihebs 
How  dangerous  if  we  will  keep  our  honors, 

It  is  for  ourrefiding,  where  every  evil 
Fiath  a good  colour  y w'hcre  ev’ryfccming good’s 
, A certain  evil,  where  not  to  be  ev’n  jump 
As  they  arc,  here  were  to  be  llrangers,  and  | 

Such  things  to  be  meer  Monllers.  | 

Pal.  ’ tis  in  our  power,  • 

(.Unlefs  we  fear  that  Apes  ca  n Tutor’s  ) to  | 
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The  intelligence  of  ftnte  came  in  the  inHant 
With  the  clelicr. 


^'c  Malta's  oi'  our  mannas ; what  need  I 
MKvl  anothers  gate,  which  is  I'.ot  catching 
\\  here  there  is  laith,  or  to  be  tend  upon 
Anothers  way  of  Ipccch,  when  by  mine  own 
I may  be  rcaibnably  (.onceivAU  hiv’d  too, 

>pcahing  it  truly  •,  why  am  I bound 
By  any  generous  bond  to  follow  him 
Follows  his  I'aylor,  haply  lb  long,  until 
The  follow’d,  makepurluit?  or  let  me  know. 

Why  mine  own  Barber  is  unblclt,  with  him  * 

My  poor  Chinn  too,  for  ’tis  not  Cizardjult 
To  fuch  a Favorites  glafs : W hat  Cannon  is  there 
That  docs  command  my  Rapier  from  my  hip 
To  dangle’t  in  my  hand,  or  to  goe  tip  toe 
Before  the  ilrcct  be  foul  ? cither  I am 
The  fore-horic  in  the  Team,  or  1 am  none 
That  draw’  i’th’  fcquent  trace : thefe  poor  flight  fores, 
Need  not  a Plantain  •,  That  w'lucJi  tips  my  bofonie 
Almolb  to  th’  heart’s, 

Ardtf.  Our  Uncle  Creo/?. 

PjJ.  He, 

A moft  unbounded  Tyrant,  w'hofe  fuccefTes 
Makes  Heaven  unfear’d,  andvillany  allured 
Beyond  its  power : there’s  nothing,  almolt  puts 
Faith  in  a Feavor,  and  deifies  alone 
\’oluble  chance,  who  only  attributes 
The  faculties  of  other  Inifruments 
To  hisowm  Nerves  and  aft-.  Commands  men  fervice. 
And  what  they  win  in’t,  boot  and  glory  on  ^ 

That  fears  not  to  harm  \ good,  dares  not  ^ Let 
The  bloudof  mine  that’s  libbetohim,  befuckt 
From  me  with  Leeches,  let  them  break  and  fall 
Off  me  with  that  corruption. 

Arc.  Clear  fpirited  Cohn 
Let’s  leave  his  Court,  that  we  may  nothing  fhare. 

Of  his  loud  infamy : for  our  milk, 

Wnll  relilh  of  the  pafture,  and  wo  muff 
Be  vile,  or  dilbbedicHt,  not  his  kinhncit 
In  blood,  unlefs  in  quality. 

PA.  Nothing  truer; 

I think  the  ccchoes  of  his  fbames  have  deaf’t 
The  ears  of  heav’nly  Julfice  : vviddow^s  cries 
Defcend  again  into  their  throats,  and  have  not 
Due  audience  of  the  gods : Valmm 

Enter  Valerius. 

VA.  The  King  calls  for  yon-,  yet  be  icaden-footed 
Till  his  great  rage  be  off  him.  P/jfZ'M/when 
He  broke  his  w hipflock,  and  exclaim’d  againft 
The  Horfes  of  the  Sun,  but  whifper’d  to 
The  loudnefsof  his  fury. 

PA.  Small  winds  lliakehim,  * 

But  what’s  the  matter? 

VA.  Ihi/hfs  ( v/ho  where  he  threats  appals, ) hath  fent 
Deadly  defiance  to  him,  and  pronounces 
Ruin  to  Thebs.,  who  is  at  hand  to  feal 
I hc  promife  of  his  wrath. 

Arc.  Let  him  approach; 

But  thatwe  fcarthegods  in  him,  he  brings  not 
A jot  of  terror  to  US:,  yet  what  man 
Thirds  his  own  worth  (the  cafe  is  each  of  ours) 
hen  that  hisaftions  dregg’d,  with  mind afliir’d 
’Tis  badbegots  about. 

PjL  Leave  that  unreafon’d. 
j ^ 'Ui  fcrviccs  Rand  now  for  Ihebr.,  not  Creon., 

Va  he  neutral  to  hin?,  weredifhonor 
I Kdjdlious  to  oppofc;  therefore  we  muft 
i With  him  fund  to  the  mercy  of  our  Fate, 

Who  hath  boi  - ded  our  laft  minute. 

Arc.  So  wc muft-, 

Ifl  fed  this  wars  afoot  ? or  itfliallbc 
! On  fail  of  fbme  condition. 

I VA.  ’ i'is  in  motion 


Pol.  Let’s  to  the  King,  who,  W'cie  he 
A quarter  carrier  of  that  honor,  which 
Flis  enemy  came  in,  thcbloud  wc  venture 
Should  be  as  for  our  health,  w hich  wire  not  fpent, 

Rather  laid  out  for  purchafe ; but  alas 

Our  hands  advanc’d  before  our  hearts,  wliat  will 

I'he  fall  o’ th’  llroke  do  damage? 

Arci.  Let  th’  event. 

That  never-erring  Arbitrator,  tell  us 

Wdicn  we  know  all  our  felves,  and  let  us  follow 

The  becking  of  our  chance.  Exeunt. 

Scena.  Tenia. 

Enter  Perithous,  Hippolita,  Emilia,' 

Pir.  No  further. 

Hip.  Sirfarewel  ^ repeat  my  wiflies 
To  our  great  Lord,  of  whole  luccefs  I dare  not 
xMakeany  timerous  queftion-,  yet  I wifhhim 
Excels,  and  overflow  of  power,  and’t  might  be 
To  dure  ill-dealing  fortune-,  fpeedto  him,  | 

Store  never  hurts  good  Governors.  I 

Pir.  Though  1 know  j 

His  Ocean  needs  not  my  poor  drops,  yet  they  | 

Mull:  yield  their  tribute  there ; My  precious  Maid,,  | 

Thofebeftaffedions  that  the  heavens  infufe  1 

In  their  beR  temper’d  pieces,  keep  enthron’d  I 

In  your  dear  heart.  | 

Enul.  Thanks  Sir»  remember  me  | 

To  our  all- Royal  Brother,  for  whole  fpecd 
The  great  Bf/zW  I’ll  folicite  ^ and 
Since  in  our  terrene  State,  petitions  are  not 
Without  gifts  imderRood:  I’ll  offer  to  her 
What  I Rail  be  advis’d  fhe  likes  ^ our  hearts 
Are  in  his  Army,  in  his  Tent. 

Hip.  In’s  bofbm : | 

We  have  been  Soldiers,  and  we  cannot  weep  j 

Whenour  Friends  do’n  their  helms,  or  put  to  Sea,  I 
Or  tell  of  Babes  broach’d  on  the  Lauuce,  or  Women  j 
That  havefod  their  Infants  in  ( and  after  eat  them)  I 
The  brine,  they  wept  at  killing  ’em  Then  if  j 

You  Ray  to  fee  of  us  fuch  SpinRcrs,  we 
Should  hold  you  here  for  ever, 

Pir.  Peace  be  to  you 
As  I purfue  this  war,  which  fhall  be  then 
Beyond  further  requiring.  Exit  Pir. 

Emil.  How  his  longing 

Follows  his  friend  ^ fince  his  depart,  his  fports 
I'hough  craving  ferioufhefs,  and  skill,  paRflightly  j 

His  carelcfs  execution,  where  nor  gain  j 

Made  iiim  regard,  or  lofs  confider,  but  j 

Playing  o’er  bufinefsinhisliand,  another  | 

Dircding  in  his  head,  his  mincl,  nurfc  equal  j 

To  thefe  fo  diff’ring  Twins  j have  you  obferv’dhim.  j 
Since  our  great  Lord  departed? 

flip.  With  much  labour: 

And  1 did  fovehim  for’t,  they  two  have  Cabin’d 
In  many  as  dangerous,  as  poor  a corner. 

Peril  and  want  contending,  they  have  skift 
Torrents,  whofe  roaring  tyranny  and  power 
I’th’  Icafl  of  thefe  was  dreadful,  and  they  have 
Fought  out  together,  where  Dcath’s-fclf  was  lodg’d. 

Yet  Fate  hath  brought  them  off<  their  knot  of  love 
Tf’d,  weav’d,  intangl’d,  with  fotrue,  fo  long. 

And  with  a finger  of  fo  deep  a cunning 
May  be  out-worn,  never  undone.  I think 
IhefcHs  cannot  be  umpire  tohimfclf 
CIcavinghisconfcicnce  intotwain,  and  doing 
Each  fide  like  JuRice,  which  he  loves  bcR. 

Kmil.  Doubtlefs 

Th,crc  isabeR,  and  rcafbn  has  no  manners 
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0 fay  it  is  not  you  ; 1 was  acquainted 

Once  with  a time,  when  1 enjoy’d  a Play-fellow  •, 

You  were  at  wars,  when  fnethe  grave  cm  idl’d. 

Who  made  too  proud  the  Bed,  cook  leave  o’ th’  Moon 
( Which  then  lookt  pale  at  parting  ) when  our  count 
W as  each  eleven. 
kii^.  ’Tvvas  f/ji'/j, 

1n>o  Heatfes  reitdy  tvith  Palamon,  and  Atcitc; 

7he  three  ^teens.  Theleus,  and  his  Lords  ready. 

Emil.  Yes, 

You  talk  of  PirithoHs  and  Thefetts  love^ 

Theirs  has  more  ground,  is  more  maturely  fealbn’d. 

More  buckled  with  ftrong  judgement,  and  their  needs 

The  one  of  th’  other  may  be  faid  to  water 

Their  intertanglcd  roots  of  love,  but  1 

And  flic  (Ifigh  and  (poke  of)  were  things  innocent^ 

Lov’d  for  we  did,  and  like  the  Elements 
That  know  not  what,  nor  why,  yet  do  effect 
Rare  iffiies  by  their  operance  ^ our  fouls 
Did  fo  to  one  another  ^ what  fhe  lik’d, 

Was  then  of  me  approv’d,  what  not  condemn’d 
No  more  arraignment,  the  flower  that  I would  pluck 
And  put  between  my  breafts,  oh  ( then  but  beginning 
To  Iwell  about  the  blollbm  ) ffie  would  long 
Till  Die  had  fuch  another,  and  commit  it 
T 0 the  like  innocent  Cradle,  where  Phenix-likc 
They  di’d  in  perfume : on  my  head  no  toy 
But  was  her  pattern,  her  affeftions  (pretty 
Though  happily,  her  carelefs,  were,  1 followed 
For  my  molt  ferious  decking,  had  mine  ear 
Stol’n  fome  new  air,  or  at  adventure  humm’d  on 
From  mufical  Coynage,  why,  it  was  a Note 
W’hereon  her  fpirits  would  fojourn  ( rather  dwell  on  ) 

And  ling  it  in  her  ffumbers^  Thisrehearfal 
( W’hich  fury  innocent  wots  well ) comes  in 
Like  old  importments-baftard,  has  this  end^ 

That  the  true  love ’tween  Maid,  and  Maid,  may  be 
'More  than  in  fex  individual. 

Hip.  Y’are  out  of  breath 
And  this  high  fpeeded-pace,  is  but  to  lay 
That  you  fhall  never  ( like  the  Maid  Flavhta  J 
Love  any  that’s  call’d  Man. 

Emil.  I ’m  fure  I lhall  not. 

Hip.  Now  alack  weak  Sifter, 

1 muft  no  more  believe  thee  in  this  point 

( Though  in’t  I know  thou  doft  believe  thy  felf ) 

Then  I will  truft  a fickly  appetite. 

That  loaths  even  as  it  longs,  but  lure  my  Sifter 
If  I were  ripe  for  your  perfwalion,  you 
Have  faid  enough  to  lhake  me  from  the  Arm 
Of  the  2\\  noble  Thefeus.,  for  whofe  fortunes, 

I will  now  in,  and  kneel  with  great  affiirance, 

That  we,  more  than  his  Pirathous^  poflefs 
The  high  Throne  in  his  heart. 

Ervil.  I am  not  againft  your  faith. 

Yet  1 continue  mine.  Exeunt. 

Cornets. 

Scena  ^arta. 

A Battel  ftrucl{^mthin:  then  a Retreat : Florijh.  T^hen  En- 
ter Thefeus  (^vi5lor)  the  three  ^eens  meet  him^  and 
fall  on  their  faces  before  him. 

1 To  thee  no  Star  be  dark. 

2.  Both  Heaven  and  Earth 

Friend  thee  for  ever. 

5 All  the  good  that  may 

Be  wilh’d  upon  thy  head,  I cry  Amen  to’t. 

7hef.  Th’impartial  gods,  who  from  the  mounted  heavens 
View  us  their  mortal  Herd,  behold  who  erre. 

And  in  their  time  chaftife : goe  and  find  out 
The  bones  of  your  dead  Lords,  and  honor  them 
With  treble  ceremony,  rather  than  a gap 
Should  be  in  their  dear  rights,  we  would  fupply’t. 

Hut  thole  we  will  depute,  which  lhall  invell 

You  in  your  dignities,  and  even  each  thing 

Our  h?fte  does  leave  iinpcrfcT-,  So  adieu 

And  heavens  good  eyes  look  on  you,  what  arc  thofe  1 

Exeunt  Queens. 

Herald.  Menof  great  quality,  as  may  be  judg’d 
^y  their  appointment^  ionic  of  7/xij  have  told’s 
riicy  arc  Sifters  children.  Nephews  tothe  King. 

Ihef.  By  th’ Hclmc  of  A/<ar/,  1 law  them  in  the  War, 
dke  to  a pair  of  Lions,  linear’dwith  prey, 

Make  lanes  in  troops agaft.  I fixt  my  note 
Conftantly  on  them lor  they  were  a mark 
Worth  a god’s  view : whatprilbner  was’t  that  told  me 
When  1 enquir’d  their  names  1 
Herald.  V’c  leave,  they’r  called 
Arcite  and  Palamon., 

Ihef.  ’Tis  right,  thofe,  thole 
They  arc  not  dead } 

Three  Hearfes  ready. 

Her.  Norinaftate  of  life,  had  they  been  taken 
When  their  laft  hurts  were  given,  ’twaspoffible 
They  might  have  been  recover’d-  Yet  they  breathe 
And  have  the  name  of  men. 

TAf/T  Then  like  men  life ’em 
The  very  lees  of  fuch  (millions of  rates ) 

Exceed  the  Wine  of  others,  all  our  Surgeons 
Convent  in  their  behoof,  our  richeft  balmes 
Rather  than  niggard  wafte,  their  lives  concern  us, 

Much  more  than  is  worth,  rather  than  have  ’em 

Freed  of  this  plight,  and  in  their  morning  ftate 
(Sound  and  at  liberty  ) I would ’em  dead. 

But  forty  thoufand  fold,  we  had  rather  have  ’em 
Prifoners  to  us,  than  death  ^ bear ’em  fpeedily 
From  our  kind  air,  to  them  unkind,  and  minifter 
VVhat  man  to  man  may  do  for  our  fake  more. 

Since  I have  known  frights^  fury,  friends,  bcheafts. 

Loves,  provocations,  zeal,  a Miftrifs  taske, 

Deli're  of  liberty,  a feavor,  madnels. 

Hath  fet  a mark  which  nature  could  not  reach  too 
Without  fome  impofition,  ficknefs  in  Will 
Orwreftlingftrength  in  reafon,for  our  Love 
And  great  ApoUos  mercy,  all  our  belt. 

Their  bell  skills  tender.  Lead  into  the  City, 

Where  having  bound  things  fcatter’d.we  willl  pbft.  Florifh. 
To  Athens  for  onr  Army.  Exeunt. 

Mufjc^. 

Scena  ^/ntd. 

Enter  the  Queens.,  nrith  the  Hearfes  of  their  Knights.^ 
in  a Funeral  Solemnity^  &c. 

Vrns  and  Odours.,  bring  array., 

Vapors , fighs , darkpn  the  day  ^ 

Our  dole  more  deadly  lookj,  than  dying 
Balmes,  and  Gunims,  and  heavy  cheers. 

Sacred  viols  filPd  with  tears. 

And  clamors,  through  the  wild  air  flying'. 

Come  all  fad  and  folemn  Shows, 

That  are  quick^ey'^d pleafures  foes  y 
TV ? convent  nought  elfe  but  woes. 

I'Ve  convent,  &c. 

3 This  funeral  path,  brings  to  yoUrhoiiffiold  graver 

Joy  feize  on  you  again : peace,  flecp  with  him. 

2 And  this  to  yours. 

I Yours  this  way:  Heavens  lend 

Athouland  dif^ring  ways  to  one  fore  end. 

3 This  world’s  a City  full  of  Itraying  ftrects. 

And  Death’s  the  Market-place,  where  each  one  meets. 

Exeunt  fever  ally. 
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ylBns  Sccunchis, 

Scxiu  Irimj. 

Enter  J.iylnr  and  J'J'oocr. 

Jail.  T May  depart  with  littlc,\\hilc  I live,  fomethingl 
J Maycalttoyou,  notmuch:  Alas  the  Pri Ion  I 
Keep,  tho\igh  it  be  for  great  ones,  yet  they  leldom 
Come:,  before  one  you  ihall  lake  a number 

Of  Minnows : 1 am  given  out  to  be  better  lin’d 
Than  it  can  appear,  to  me  report  is  a true 
Speaker;  I would  I were  really,  that  I am 
Deliver’d  to  be;  Marry,  what  1 have  (belt  what 
It  will)  1 will  allure  upon  my  daughter  at 
The  day  of  my  death. 

Jr,K^cr.  Sir,  1 demand  no  more  than  your  own  offer, 

And  I willeliatc  your  Daughter,  in  what  I 
Have  promifed. 

Jail.  Well,  we  will  talk  more  of  this,  when  the  folemnity 
Is  pafl:  ^ But  have  you  a full  promife  of  her  ? 

Enter  Daughter^ 

When  that  fhall  be  feen,  I tender  my  confent. 

JEooer.  I have  Sir  •,  here  fhe  comes. 

Jail.  Your  friend  and  I have  chanced  to  name 
You  here,  upon  the  old  bufinefs ; but  no  more  of  that. 
Now,  folbcnasthc  Court-hurry  is  over,  we  will 
Have  an  end  of  it : 1’  th’  mean  time  look  tenderly 
' To  the  two  prifoners.  I can  tell  you  they  are  Princes. 

Vaugh.  7 heleftrewings  are  for  their  Chamber^  ’cispity 
Are  in  prifbn,  and  Twere  pity  they  ffiould  be  out : 1 (they 
Do  think  they  have  patience  to  make  any  adverlity 
Alham’d  the  prifon  it  lelf  is  proud  of  ’em  and 
They  have  all  the  world  in  their  Chamber. 

Jail.  They  are  fam’d  tobea  pair  of  abfolutemen. 
Vaugh.  By  my  troth, I think  Fame  but  ftammers  ’em,  they 
Stand  a grief  above  the  reach  of  report.  (doers. 

Jail.  1 heard  them  reported  in  the  battel, to  be  the  only 
Vaus^h.  Nay,  moll  likely,  for  they  are  noble  lufferers  j I 
Marvel  ho  w they  would  have  look’d,  had  they  been 
Victors,  that  with  fuch  a conftant  Nobility,  enforce 
ATcedom  out  of  bondage,  making  mifery  their 
Mirth,  and  afffi  ft  ion  a toy  to  jeffat. 

Jail.  Doc  they  fo? 

Vaugh.  Itfeemstome,  they  haveno  more  fence  of  their 
Captivity,  than  I of  ruling  Athens ; they  eat 
W'cll,  look  merrily  difeourfe  of  many  things, 

But  nothing  of  their  own  rcftiaint,  and  difallcrs : 

Yet  fometime  a divided  figh,  martyr’d  as’twere 
1’  th’ deliverance,  will  break  from  oneol  them, 

\V  hen  the  other  prefentl  v gives  it  fo  fvveet  a rebuke. 

That  I could  v/ilhmyfelf  a figh  to  befo  chid, 

Or  at  Icall  afighertobe  comforted. 

IVoier.  I never  faw ’em. 

Jail.  T he  Duke  himfelf  came  privately  in  the  night. 

Enter  Palamon,  and  Arcite  above. 

And  fo  did  then/,  what  the  rcafon  of  it  is,  I 
Know  nor ; Look,  yonder  they  arc^  that’s 
Arrite  looks  out. 

I Vaugh.  N o sir, no,  that’s  ylrdte  is  the 

I I.owcr  of  the  twain  j you  may  perceive  a part 
; Of  him. 

I Jail.  Goto,  leave  your  pointing  i they  would  not 
j Makeus  their  object  ^ out  of  their  light. 

I VauAs.  It  isahollidaytolookori  them  : Lord,  the 
Diff’rcnccof  men.  Exeunt. 


Scasna  Seennda. 

Enter  Palamon,  and  Arcite  inprifon. 

Pal.  How  do  you,  Noble  Cofin 
Arcite.  Flow  do  you,  Sir.? 

Pal.  V\  hy,  l!  rong  enough  to  laugh  at  mifery. 

And  bear  the  chance  of  war  yet,  we  are  prilbners 
I fear  for  ever  Colin. 

Arcite.  I believe  it, 

And  to  rhatdeftiny  have  patiently 
Laid  up  my  hour  to  come. 

Tal.  Oh  Colin  yircitey 

\\’here  is  1 hebs  now  .?  where  is  our  noble  Countrey  ? 
Where  are  our  friends,  and  kindreds?  nevermore 
Muff;  we  behold  thole  comforts,  never  fee 
The  hardy  youths  ffrive  for  the  Games  of  honor 
( Hung  with  the  painted  favours  of  their  Ladies) 

Like  tall  Ships  under  Sail : thenffartamongft’em 
And  as  an  Ealtwind  leave  ’em  all  behind  us. 

Like  lazy  Clouds,  whiifi:  Palamon  and  Arcite. 

Even  in  the  wagging  of  a wanton  leg 
Out-ffript  thepeo^des  praifes,  won  the  Garlands, 

E’r  they  have  time  to  wifi)  ’em  ours.  Oh  never 
: Shall  we  twoexercile,  like  twins  of  honor. 

Our  Arms  again,  and  feel  our  fiery  horles. 

Like  proud  Seas  under  us,  our  good  Swords,  now 
( Better  the  red-ey’d  god  of  War  nev’r  were  ) 
Bravilh’clo’irlides,  likeage,  muff:  run  to  ru  It, 

And  deck  the  Temples  of  thole  gods  that  hate  us, 

Thefe  hands  lhali  never  draw  em  out  like  light’ning 
Toblaff;  whole  Armies  more. 

Arcite.  No  Ealamon.^ 

Thole  hopes  are  prifoners  with  us,  here  we  are 
And  here  the  graces  of  our  youths  mult  wither 
Like  a too-timely  Spring  j here  age  muff:  find  us. 

And  which  is  heavielt  ( Palamon  ) unmarried, 

Thefweet  embraces  of  a loving  wife 
LoadenwithkilTes,  arm’d  with  thoufandCw/^/W^ 

Shall  never  clafpe  our  necks,  no  ifliie  know  us. 

No  figures  of  our  fcives  Ihall  we  ev’r  fee, 

To  glad  our  age,  and  like  young  Eagles  teach  ’em 
Boldly  to  gaze  againfl;  bright  arms,  and  fay 
Remember  what  your  Fathers  were,  and  conquer. 

The  fair-ey’d  Maids,  ffiall  weep  our  baniffiments. 

And  in  their  Songs,  curie  ever-blinded  fortune 
Till  Iheforlhame  fee  what  a wrong  Ihe  has  done 
To  youth  and  nature^  This  is  all  our  world; 

We  Ihall  know  nothing  here,  but  one  another, 
Hearnothing,  butthe  clock  that  tels  our  woes. 

The  Vine  Ihall  grow,  but  we  fhall  never  fee  it: 

Summer  Ihall  come,  and  with  her  all  delights; 

But  dcad-cold  winter  muff:  inhabit  here  ftill. 

Pal.  ’Tis  too  true /ym/f.  To  our  Theban  hounds, 

That  ffiook  the  aged  Forreff:  with  their  ecchoes. 

No  more  now  mult  we  hollo,  no  more  ffiake 
Our  pointed  Javelins,  whilff;  the  angry  Swine 
Flies  like  a Parthian  quiver  from  our  rages. 

Struck  with  our  well-ftee-l’d  Darts : All  valiant  ufes, 

( The  food  and  nourifhment  of  noble  minds, ) 

In  us  two  here  Ihall  perifn  ; we  Ihall  die 
( Which  is  the  curfe  of  honor)  laftly. 

Children  of  grief,  and  Ignorance, 

Arc.  Yet  Cofin, 

Even  from  the  bottom  of  thefe  miferies 
From  all  that  fortune  can  inflid  upon  us, 

I fee  two  comforts  rifing,  two  meer  blcflings, 

If  the  gods  plcafe  to  hold  here  a brave  patience, 

And  the  enjoying  of  our  griefs  together. 

Whilff:  is  with  me,  letmeperifh 

If  I think  this  oiirprilbn. 

Vala.  Certainly, 

’Tisamain  goodnefs,  Cofin,  that  our  fortunes 

M^ere 
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Were  twin’d  together  • ’tis  moll  true,  two  fouls 
Put  in  two  noble  bodies,  let  ’em  ruffer 
The  gnul  of  hazard,  fo  they  grow  together, 

W'ill  never  link,  they  muHnot,  fav  they  could, 

A willing  man  dies  deeping, \and  all’s  done. 

Arc.  Shall  we  make  wortliy  ufesof  this  place 
That  all  men  hate  fo  much.<* 

Pal.  How  gentle  Colin  ? 

Arc.  Let’s  think  this  prifbn.  Holy  San<n:uary, 

To  keep  us  from  corruption  of  worle  men. 

We  are  young,  and  yet  delire  the  wayes  of  honour^ 

That  liberty  and  common  converfation. 

The  poifonof  pure  fpirits,  might,  like  women, 

Wooe  us  to  wander  from.  ' What  worthy  Bleding 

Can  be  but  our  imaginations 

May  make  it  ours?  And  here  being  thus  together, 

We  are  an  endJefs  niine  to  one  another^ 

We  areone  anothers  Wife,  ever  begetting 

New  births  of  love-,  we  are  Father,  Friends,  Acquaintance, 

We  are,  in  one  another, Families, 

1 am  your  Heir,  and  you  are  mine ; This  place 
Is  our  Inheritance  ; no  hard  oppredbr 
Dare  take  this  from  us  here  with  a little  patience 
We  lhall  live  long,  and  loving ; No  furfeits  feek  u$ ; 

The  hand  of  War  hurts  none  here,  nor  the  Seas 
Swallow  their  youth : were  we  at  liberty, 

A Wife  might'  part  us  lawfully,  or  bufinefs, 

Quarrels  confume  us;  Envy  of  ill  men 
Crave  our  acquaintance,  Imightficken  Colin, 

Where  you  Ihould  never  know  it,  and  fo  perid^ 

Without  your  noble  hand  toclofemine  eyes. 

Or  prayers  to  the  gods  ^ athoufand  chances 
Were  we  from  hence,  would  fever  us. 

Pal.  You  have  made  me 
( I thank  you  Colin  Arcite  ) almoft  wanton 
With  my  Captivity : what  a mifery 
It  is  to  live  abroad  ? and  every  where : 

’Tis  like  a Beall  me  thinks : I find  the  Court  here, 

I ’m  fure  a more  content,  and  all  thole  pleafures 
That  wooe  the  Wills  of  men  to  vanity, 

I fee  through  now,  and  am  fufficient 
To  tell  the  wbrid,  ’tis  but  a gaudy  lhadow,  _ 

That  oluTime,as  he  palTes  by,  takes  with  him^ 

' What  had  we  been  old  in  the  Court  of  Creon^ 

W^herc  fin  is  Jullice,  Lull,  and  Ignorance, 

The  virtues  of  the  great  ones : Cofin  Anite 
Had  not  the  loving  gods  found  this  place  for  us 
We  had  di’dasthey  doe,  ill  old  men  unwept, 

And  had  their  Epitaphs,  the  peoples  Curfes, 

Shall  I fay  more?  » 

Arc.  I would  hear  you  ftill. 

Pal.  Ye  lhall. 

Is  there  record  of  any  two  that  lov’d 
Better  than  we  two  Arcite  ? 

Arc.  Sure  there  cannot. 

tal.  I doe  not  think  it  pollible  our  friendllup 
Should  ever  leave  us. 

Arc.  Till  our  deaths  it  cannot. 

'Enter  Emilia  and  her  IVomant 

And  after  death  our  fpirits  fliallbeled 
To  thofe  that  love  eternally.  Speak  on  Sir . 

This  Garden  has  a world  of  pleafures  in’t. 

Emil.  What  Flower  is  this  ? 

Worn.  *Tis  call’d  Madam. 

Emil.  That  was  a fair  Boy  certain,  but  a fool. 

To  love  himfelf,  were  there  not  Maids  enough  ? ' 

Arc.  Pray  forward. 

Tal.  Yes. 

Emil.  Or  were  they  all  hard-hearted  ? 

Worn.  They  could  not  be  to  one  fo  fair. 

Emil.  Thou  wouldll  not. 

Worn.  I think  1 Ihould  not.  Madam, 


I Ew/7.  That’s  a good  wcfich; 

But  take  heed  to  your  kindnefs  though 
ly^om.  Why  Madam? 

Emil.  Men  arc  mad  things. 

Arcite.  Will  ye  go  forward,  Colin  ? 

Emil.  Canlt  not  thou  work  fuch  Flowers  in  Siik  wcilch  ? 
IFom.  Yes. 

Emil.  I’ll  have  a Gown  full  of ’em,  and  of  thefc, 

This  is  a pretty  colour,  wil’t  not  do 
Rarely  upon  a skirt  wench  ? 

Dainty  Madam. 

Arc.  Cofin, Colin,  how  do  you.  Sir?  Why  talamin? 
Pal.  Never  till  now,  1 wasinprifon  Arcite. 

Arc,  W hy,  what’s  the  matter  man  > 

Pal.  Behold,  and  wonder. 

By  heaven  Ihe  is  a Goddefs, 

Arcite.  Ha. 

Pal.  Do  reverence. 

She  is  a Goddefs  Arcite. 

Emil.  Of  all  Flowers, 

Methinks  a Role  is  bell. 

IFom.  Why  gentle  Madam? 

Emil.  It  is  the  very  Embleiti  of  a Maid. 

For  when  the  Weft  wind  courts  her  gently 
Hqvvmodeftly  fhe  blows,  and  paints  the  Sun^ 

With  her  chafte  blulhes  ? W’hen  the  North  comes  near  her 
R ude  and  i mpatient,  then  like  Chaftity  ’ 

She  locks  her  beauties  in  her  bud  again. 

And  leaves  him  to  bafe  briers, 

IFom.  Yet  good  Madam, 

Sometimes  her  modefty  will  blow  fb  fa? 

She  falls  for’t : a Maid 

If  file  have  any  honor,  would  be  loth 

To  take  example  by  her. 

Emil.  Thou  aft  wanton. 

Arc.  She  is  wondrous  fair. 

Pal.  She  is  all  the  beauty  extant. 

Emil.Tht  Sun  grows  high,let’s  walk  in,keepthefe  Howers, 
We’ll  fee  hovvmear  Art  can  come  near  their  colours  • 

I ’m  wondrous  merry-hearted,  I could  laugh  no  w* 

IFom.  I could  lie  down  I am  fure. 

Emil.  And  take  one  with  you  ? 
iFom.  That’s  as  wfe  bargain.  Madam, 

Emil.  Well,  agree  then. 


Exeunt 

Pal.  What  think  you  of  this  beauty? 
Arc.  ’Tis  a rare  one. 

Pal.  Is’t  but  a rare  one  ? 


Emilia  and  Woman. 


Arc.  Yes,  amatchlefs  beauty, 

Tal.  Might  not  a man  well  lofe  himfelf,  and  love  her? 
Arc.  I cannot  tell  what  you  have  done,  I have, 

Beihrew  mine  eyes  for’t,  now  I feel  my  Shackles. 

Tal.  You  love  her  then  ? 

Arc.  Who  would  not? 

Pal.  And  defire  her? 

Arc.  Before  my  liberty. 

Pal.  I faw  her  firft. 

Arc.  That’s  nothing 
Pal.  But  it  lhall  be. 

Arc.  I law  hertobi 


Pal.  Yes,  but  you  miift  not  love  her. 

Arc.  I will  not  as  you  do  j to  worfhip  her  i 
As  Ihe  is  heavenly,  and  a blefled  goddefs  ^ ' 

( I love  her  as  a woman,  to  enjoy  her  ) 

So  both  may  love, 

Tal.  You  ftiall  not  love  at  alU 
Arc.  Not  love  at  all  ^ 

Who  lhall  denie  m?  ? 

Pal.  I that  firft  faw  her  j I that  took  poUeflibh 
Firft  with  mine  eye  of  all  thofe  beauties 
In  her  reveal’d  to  mankind  : ifthoulov'ftherj 
Or  entertain’fta  hope  to  blaftmy  wi/hes^ 

Thou  art  a T raitor  Arcite.,  and  a fellow 
Falfe  as  thy  Title  to  her;  friendlhip,  bloud 
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And  all  ihc  ties  between  us  I diiclain 
If  thou  once  think  upon  her. 

Arc.  Yes,  I lovelier. 

And  ifthe  livesof  allmy  name  lay  on  it, 

1 mull  do  lb,  1 love  her  with  my  foul, 

If  that  will  lofe  yc,  laiewel 
I fay  again,  1 love,  and  in  loving  her,  maintaii^ 

I am  as  worthy  and  as  free  a Lover 
And  have  as  juft  a title  to  her  beauty 
As  any  Pahmon^  or  any  living 
That  is  a mans  Son. 

PjI.  Have  1 call’d  thee  friend  ? 

Are.  Yes,  and  have  found  me  lb  •,  why  are  you  mov’d  thus? 
Let  me  deal  coldly  with  you,  am  not  1 
Part  of  your  blood,  part  of  your  foul  ? you  have  told  me 
That  1 was  Palamon^  and  you  were  Arcite. 

Pal.  Yes. 

Arc.  Am  not  I liable  to  thofe  alledions. 

Thole  joyes,  griefs,  angers,  fears,  my  friend  fliall  fulTer  ? 
Pal.  Ye  may  be. 

Arc.  Why  then  would  you  deal  lb  cunningly. 

So  ftrangely,  fo  unlike  a Noble  Kinfman 
To  love  alone?  fpeak  truly,  do  you  think  me 
Unworthy  of  her  fight  ? 

Pal.  No,  but  unjuft. 

If  thou  purfue  that  fight. 

Arc.  Becaule  another 
Firfl  Ibes  the  Enemy,  lhall  I Hand  ftill 
And  let  mine  honor  down,  and  never  charge  ? 

Pal.  Yes,  if  he  be  but  one. 

Arc.  But  fay  that  one 
Had  rather  combat  me  ? 

Pal.  Let  that  one  fay  fo. 

And  ufe  thy  freedom : die  if  thou  purfuefl  her,. 

Be  as  that  curfed  man  that  hates  his  Countrey, 

A branded  villain. 

Arc.  You  are  macL 
Pal.  I mull  be. 

Till  thou  art  worthy,.  Arcrte^  it  concerns  me. 

And  in  this  madnefs,  if  I hazard  thee 
And  take  thy  life,  I deal  but  truly., 

Arc.  Fie  Sir.  , 

You  play  the  child  extreamly : I will  love  her^ 

I mull,  I ought  to  do  lb,  and  1 dare, 

Andall  this  jullly. 

Pal.  Oh  that  now,  that  now 
Thy  falfe-felf,  and  thy  friend,  hadbut  this  fortune 
To  be  one  hour  at  liberty,  andgraspe 
Our  good  fwordsinour  hands,  I would  quickly  teach  thee 
What ’l  were  to  filch  affedion  from  another: 

Thou  art  bafer  in  it  than  a Cutpurfe  ^ 

Put  but  thy  headoutof  this  window  more. 

And  as  1 have  a foul.  I’ll  nail  thy  life  to  t. 

Arc.  Thou  dar’ll  not  fool,  thou  canll  not, thou  art  feeble. 
Put  my  head  out  ? I’ll  throw  my^  Body  out. 

And  leap  the  Garden,  when  1 fee  her  next. 

Enter  Keeper. 

And  pitch  between  her  Arms  to  anger  thee. 

Pal.  No  more  •,  the  Keepers  coming-,  1 mall  live 
To  knock  thy  brains  out  with  my  Shackles. 

Arc.  Doe. 

Keep.  By  your  leave.  Gentlemen. 

Now  honell  Keeper?  , . i 

Keep.  Lord  Arcite,  you  mull  prefently  to  th  Duke^ 

The  caufe  1 know  not  yet. 

Arc.  lam  ready  Keeper. 

Keep.  Prince  Palamon,  Imult  awhile  bereave  you 

Of  your  fair  Cofins  company. 

^ Exeunt  Arcite,  and  Keener. 

Pal.  And  me  too,  , . , ^ r ^ 

Even  when  you  picnic  of  life  ^ why  is  he  lent  lor.j^ 

It  may  be  hefhall  marry  her,  he’s  goodly. 


And  like  enough  the  Duke  hath  taken  notice 
Both  of  his  Bloud  and  Body : but  his  fallliood. 

Why  Ihould  a friend  be  treacherous  ? if  that 
Get  him  a Wife  lb  noble,  andib  fair^ 

L,et  hondl  men  ne’er  love  again,  once  more 
I would  but  lee  this  lair  one : bleHed  Garden, 

And  Fruit,  and  Flowers  more  blcfled  that  ftillblollbra 
As  her  bright  eieslhine  on  ye.  Would  I were 
For  all  the  fortune  of  iny  life  hereafter 
Yon  little  Tree,  yon  blooming  Apricock 
How  1 would  fpread,  and  fling  my  wanton  arms 
In  at  her  window , I would  bring  her  fruit 
Fit  for  the  gods  to  feed  on ; youth  and  pleafure 
Still  as  flie  tailed  Ihould  be  doubled  on  her. 

And  if  Ihe  be  not  heavenly,  I would  make  her 
So  near  the  gods  in  nature,  they  Ihould  fear  her. 

Enter  Keeper.  ' 

And  then  I ’m  fure  file  would  love  me : how  now  Keeper, 
Where’s  Ardtel 

Keep.  Banifli’d : Prince  Pirithout 
Obtain’d  his  liberty but  never  more 
Upon  his  oath  and  life  mull  he  fet  foot 
Upon  this  Kingdom.  , 

Pal.  He’s  a blelled  man, 

Hefnall  Thebes  again,  and  call  to  Arms 
The  bold  young  men,  that  when  he  bids  ’em  charge. 

Fall  on  like  fire : Arcite  lhall  have  a Fortune, 

If  he  dare  make  himfelf  a worthy  Lover, 

Yet  in  the  Field  to  llrike  a battel  for  her  ^ 

And  if  he  lofe  her  then,  he’s  a cold  Coward  j 
How  bravely  may  he  bear  himfelf  to  win  her 
If  he  be  noble  Arcite  ■,  thoufand  ways. 

Were  I at  liberty,  I would  do  things 
Of  fiich  a virtuous  greatnefs,  that  this  Lady, 

This  blulhkig  Virgin  fliouid  take  manhood  to  her 
And  feek  to  ravilh  me. 

Keep.  My  Lord  for  you 
I have  this  charge  too. 

Pal.  To  difeharge  my-life. 

Keep.  No,  but  from  this  place  to  remove  your  Lordfliip, 
The  windows  are  too  open. 

Pal.  Devils  take ’em 
That  are  lb  envious  to  me  prethee  kill  me* 

Keep.  And  hang  for’t  afterward. 

Pal.  By  this  good  light 
Had  lalword  I would  kill  thee. 

Keep.  Why  my  Lord? 

Pal.  Thou  bring’fl  fuch  pelting  feurvy  news  continually 
Thou  art  not  worthy  life  I will  not  go. 

Keep.  Indeed  you  muflmyLord. 

Pal.  May  1 fee  the  Garden  ? 

Keep.  No. 

Pal.  Then  I am  refolv’d,  1 will  not  go. 

Keep.  I mufl  conftrain  you  then:  and,for  you  are  dangerous 
I’ll  clap  more  irons  on  you. 

Pal.  Doe  good  Keeper. 

I’ll  lhake  ’em  lb,  ye  fhali  not  fleep. 

I’ll  makeyeanewMorriffe,  muft  1 goe? 

Keep.  There  is  no  remedy. 

Pal.  Farewel  kind  window. 

May  rude  wind  never  hurt  thee.  Oh  my  Lady, 

If  ever  thou  haft  felt  what  forrow  was. 

Dream  how  I fuffer.  Come^  now  bury  me. 

Exeunt  Palamon  and  Keeper. 

Scanet  Tertia^ 

Enter  Arcite. 

Arcite.  Banifh’d  the  Kingdom?  ’tis  a benefit, 

A mercy  I muft  thank ’em  for,  but  banilh’d 
The  free  enjoying  of  that  face  I die  for, 


/ 

Oh  ’twas  a ftuddied  punifhment.  a death 
Beyond  Imagination;  Such  a vengeance 
That  were  1 old  and  wicked,  all  my  fins 
Could  never  pluck  upon  me,  Palumon  •, 

Thou  haft  the  Start  now,  thou  flialt  ftay  and  fee 
Her  bright  eyes  break  each  morning  ’gainft  thy  window. 
And  let  in  life  into  thee  Thou  flialt  feed 
Upon  the  fvveetnefs  of  a noble  beauty,  i 

That  nature  never  exceeded,  nor  never  fliall : 

Good  gods  ? what  happinefs  has  Palamon  ? 

Twenty  to  one,  he’ll  come  to  fpeak  to  her,  ' 

And  if  file  be  as  gentle,  as  file’s  fair, 

I know  file’s  his,  he  has  a Tongue  will  tame 
Tempefts,  and  make  the  wild  Rocks  wanton.  Come  what 
can  come. 

The  worft  is  death  •,  I will  not  leave  the  Kingdom, 

I know  mine  own  is  but  a heap  of  ruins. 

And  no  redrefs  there,  if  I go,  he  has  her, 

I 'm  refolv’d  an  other  fiiape  fliall  make  me, 

Or  end  my  fortunes.  Either  way,  I ’m  happy : 

I’ll  fee  her,  and  be  near  her,  or  no  more. 

"Enter  4.  Country  people^  & one  with  a garland  before  them, 

1.  My  Mafters,  I’ll  be  there  that’s  certain. 

2.  And  I’ll  be  there. 

3.  And  I. 

4.  Why  then  have  with  ye  Boys^  ’Tis  but  chiding, 

Let  the  plough  play  to  day.  I’ll  ticktl’  out 

Of  the  jades  tails  to  morrow. 

1 . I *m  fure 

To  have  my  wife  as  jealous  as  a Turkey : 

But  that’s  all  one,  I’ll  goe  through,  let  her  mumble. 

2.  Clap  her  aboard  to  morrow  night,  and  ftoa  her. 

And  all’s  made  up  again.  « 

3.  I,  do  but  put  a fesku  in  her  lift,  and  you  fliall  fee  her 
Take  a new  leflon  out,  and  be  a good  wench. 

Doe  we  all  hold,  againft  the  Maying  ? 

4.  Hold?  what  flioujd  ail  us? 

3.  will  be  there. 

2.  And  S ennuis. 

And  Kycas.,  and  5 . Better  lads  never  danc’d  urtder  green  T ree. 
And  yet  know  what  wenches ; ha  ? 

But  will  the  dainty  Domine,  the  Schoolemafter  keep  touch 
Doe  you  think : For  he  do’s  all  ye  know. 

3 . He’ll  eat  a hornbook  ere  he  fail : goe  too,  the  mat- 
ter’s too  far  driven  between  him,  and  the  Tanners  daugh- 
ter, to  let  flip  now,  and  flie  muft  fee  the  Duke,  and  Ihe 
muft  dance  too. 

4.  Shall  we  be  lufty. 

2.  All  the  Boys  in  Athens  blow  wind  i’th’  breech  on’s, 
and  here  I’ll  be  and  there  I’ll  be,  for  our  Town,  and  here 
again  , and  there  again ; Ha , Boys , heigh  for  the  wea- 
vers. . 

1.  This  muft  be  done  i’th’  woods. 

4.  O pardon  me. 

2.  By  any  means  our  thing  of  learning  fees  fb  : Where 
he  himfelf  will  edifle  the  Duke  nioft  parloufly  in  our  be- 
halfs : He’s  excellent  i’th’  woods,  bring  him  to’th’  plains, 
his  learning  makes  no  cry. 

3.  We’ll  fee  the fports,then  every  man  to’s  Tackle : and 
Sweet  Companions  lets  rehearle  by  any  means,  before 
The  Ladies  fee  us,  and  doe  fweetly,  and  God  knows  what 
May  come  on’t. 

4.  Content  *,  the  fports  once  ended,  we’ll  perform.  Away 
Boys  and  hold. 

Arc.  By  your  leaves  honeft  friends:  Pray  you  wither  goe 
you. 

4.  Whither?  Why,  what  a queftion’s  that,?  ! 

Arc.  Yes,  ’tis  a queftion,  to  me  that  know  not, 

3.  Tothe  my  Friend  ^ 

2.  Where  were  you  bred  you  know  it  not  > 

Arc.  Not  far  Sir, 

' Are  there  fuch  Games.,  to  day  ? 

1 


1.  Yes  marry  are  there:  , , ' 

And  fuch  as  you  never  faw^  The  Pal*?,  himfelf 
Will  be  in  perfon  there. 

Arc.  What  paftimes  are  they  ? 

2.  Wraftling.  and  Running^  ’Tis  a pretty  Fellow. 

3.  Thou  wilt  not  goe  along. 

Arc.  Not  yet  Sir. 

4.  Well  Sir 

Take  your  own  time,  come  Boys. 

1 . My  mind  miigives  me 

This  fellow  has  a veng’ance  trick  o’th  hip, 

Marke  how  his  Bodi’s  made  for’t 

2.  I’ll,  be  hang’d  though 

If  he  dare  venture,  hang  him  plumb-porredge. 

He  wreftle  ? He  roll;  eggs.  Come  lets  be  gon  Lads.  Exeunt  4. 

Arc.  This  is  an  ofler’d  oportunity 
I durft  not  wifli  for.  Well,  I could  have  wreftled. 

The  belt  men  call’d  it  excellent,  and  run 
Swifter,  than  wind  upon  a feild  of  Corn 
( Curling  the  wealthy  ears ) never  flew : I’ll  venture, 

And  in  lome  poor  difguize  be  there,  who  knows 
Whether  my  brows  may  not  be  girt  with  garlands  ? 

A nd  happinefs  prefer  me  to  a place. 

Where  I may  ever  dwell  in  light  of  her.  Exit  Arcite 

Sc£na  Secunda. 

Enter  Jailors  Daughter  alone. 

Daugh.  Why  fliould  I love  this  Gentleman  ? ’Tis  odds  i 
He  never  will  affe(ft  me  ^ I ’m  bafe, 

My  Father  the  mean  Keeper  of  his  Prifon, 

And  he  a Prince  To  marry  him  ishopelefs^ 

To  be  his  whore,  is  witles  ^ Out  upon’t  ^ 

What  pulhes  are  we  wenches  driven  to 

When  fifteen  once  has  found  us?  Firft  l.faw  him, 

I ( feeing  ) though  the  was  a goodly  man  j 
He  has  as  much  to  pleafe  a woman  in  him, 

( If  he  pleafe  to  bellow  it  fo  ) as  ever 
Thele  eyes  yet  lookt  on-,  Next,  I pittied  him. 

And  lb  would  any  young  wejich  o’my  Confcience 
That  ever  dream’d,  or  vow’d  her  Maydenhcad 
To  a young  hanfbm  Man ; Then  I lov’d  him, 

(Extremely  lov’d  him)  infinitely  lov’d  hinvi 

And  yet  he  had  Cofen,  fair  as  he  too.  - 

But  in  my  heart  was  Palamon.,  and  there  j 

Lord,  what  a coyl  he  keepes?  To  hear  him 

Sing  in  an  evening,  what  a Heaven  it  is?  ■ 

And  yet  his  Songs  are  fad-ones  • Fairer  fpoken, 

Was  never  Gentleman.  When  I come  in  ' 

To  bring  him  water  in  a morning,  firft 
He  bows  his  noble  body^  then  falutes  me,  thus ; 

Fair , gentle  Mayd , good  morrow  , may  thy  goodnefs,  ; 
Get  thee  a happy  husband Once  he  kill;  me, 

I lov’d  my  lips  the  better  ten  daies  after. 

Would  he  would  doe  fo  ev’ry  day;,  He  greivesmuch, 

And  me  as  much  to  fee  his  mifery; 

What  Ihould  I doe,  to  make  him  know  I love  him. 

For  I would  fain  enjoy  him  ? Say  I ventur’d 
Tofethim  free?  What  faies  the  Law  then?  Thus  much 
For  Law,  or  kindred : I will  doe  it,  . . ; 

And  this  night,  or  to  morrow  he  fhall  love  me.  Exit. 

‘Ibis  jhort  fiorijh  of  Cornets  and  Shotvtes  within^ 

Scana  Secunda. 

Enter  Thefeus.,  Hippolita.,  Pirithous.,  Emilia ; Arcite 
with  a Garland,  &c. 

Thef.  You  have  done  worthily;;,  I have  not  feen 
Since  Hercules.,  a man  of  tougher  finews  j 
What  ere  you  are,  you  run  the  bell,  and  wreftle, 

That  thefe  times  can  allow. 

I i i Arcite^ 


The  Two  3\(ohle  K^nfmen, 


Tm  J^ohle  K^nfmen. 


/4rdtf.  I ’m  proud  to  pleafe  you. 

Ibcf.  \Miat  Countric  bred  you  ? 

Arcitt.  This  i But  far  off.  Prince. 

Tbef.  Are  you  a Gentleman? 

Arcite.  ^^y  father  faid  fo  j 
And  to  thofe  gentle  ufes  gave  me  life. 

Ibff.  Are  \ou  his  heir? 

Arcite.  His  >oungelt  Sir. 

Ibff.  Your  Father 

Sure  is  a happy  Suie,  then  : What  proves  you  ? 

Arcite.  A little  of  all  noble  Qualities : 

'1  could  have  kept  a Hawk,  and  well  have  hollow’d 
To  a deep  crie  of  Dogs  j I dare  not  praife 
My  feat  in  horfcnianfhip ; yet  they  that  knew  me 
W ould  fay  it  was  my  belt  peecc;  laft,  and  greatcll, 

I would  be  thought  a Soldier. 

Ibcf.  You  are  perfeifl. 

Firitb.  Upon  my  Ibul,  a proper  man. 

Emilia.  He  is  lo. 

Per.  How  doe  you  like  him  Ladic  ? 

Hip.  I admire  him, 

I have  not  feen  fo  young  a man,  fo  noble 
( If  he  fay  true,)  of  his  fort. 

Emil.  Believe, 

His  mother  was  a wondrous  handlbme  woman. 

His  face  me  thinks,  goes  that  way. 

Hip.  But  his  Body 

And  firie  mind,  illuftratc  a brave  Father. 

Per.  Mark  how  his  virtue,  like  a hiddeaSun, 

Breaks  through  his  bafer  garments. 

Hip.  He’s  w^ell  got  fure. 

Tbef  What  made  you  feek  this  place  Sir  ? 
j Arc.  Noble  Thefeus. 

To  purchafe  name,  and  doe  my  ableft  fervice 
To  fuch  a w'cll-found  wonder,  as  thy  worth. 

For  only  in  thy  Court,  of  all  the  world 
[Dwells  fair-ey’d  honor. 

Per.  All  his  words  are  worthy. 

Thef.  Sir,  we  are  much  endebted  to  your  travell. 

Nor  fhall  you  loofe  your  vvilh : Perithous 
Difpofe  of  this  faire  Gentleman, 

Veritb.  Thanks  Ihefeut. 

■What  ere  you  are  y’are  mine,  and  I fhall  give  you 
To  a mofl:  noble  fervice,  to  this  Lady, 

This  bright  young  Virgin  ^ Pray  obferve  her  goodnefs  j. 
You  have  honour’d  her  fair  birth-day , with  your  virtues, 
And  as  your  due  y’are  hers:  kifs  her  fair  hand  Sir. 

Arc.  Sir,  y’are  a noble  Giver  r dearefl:  Beautie, 

Thus  let  me  fcal  my  vow’d  faith : when  your  Servant 
( Your  mofl:  unworthie  Creature  ) but  offends  you,i 
Command  him  die,  he  fhall. 

Emil.  That  were  too  cruell. 

If  you  deferte  well  Sir-,  I fhall  fbon  fee’t: 

Y’are  mine,  and  fomewhat  better  than  your  ranch  I’ll  ufe 
you. 

?er.  I’ll  fee  you  furnifh’d,  and  beeaufe  you  fay 
You  are  a horfeman,  I mult  needs  intreat  you 
This  after  noon  to  ride,  but  ’tis  a rough  one. 

Arc.  I like  him  better  (Prince)  I fhall  not  then 
Freeze  in  my  Saddle. 

Tbef.  Sweet,  you  mull  be  readie. 

And  you  Emilia.^  and  you  ( Friend  ) and  all 
To  morrow  by  the  Sun,  to  doe  obfervance 
To  flowry  May,  in  ViarPs  wood  : wait  well  Sir, 

Upon  your  Miflris:  Emelya  I hope 
' He  fhall  not  goe  a foot. 

Emil.  That  were  a fhame  Sir, 

While  I have  horles:  take  your  choice,  and  what 
You  want  at  any  time,  let  me  but  know  it  j 
If  you  ferve  faithfully,  I dare  affure  you 
You’ll  find  a loving  Miflris. 

Arc.  If  I doc  not. 

Let  me  find  that  my  Father  ever  hated, 

Dilgrace,  and  blows. 


Pbef.  Go  lead  the  way  ^ You  have  won  it: 
t fliall  be  Ib^  You  fhall  receive  all  dues 
-it  for  the  honor  you  have  won^  ’Twere  wrong  elfe. 

Siller,  beflirew  my  heart,  you  have  a Servant, 

That  if  1 were  a woman,  would  be  Mailer, 

But  you  are  wife.  FlorIJh. 

Emil.  I hope  too  wufe  for  that  Sir.  Exeum  omnes. 

Sc£na  6. 

Enter  Jaylors  Daughter  alone. 

Daughter.  Let  all  the  Dukes,  and  all  the  divells  rore,^, 
He  is  at  liberty:  I have  ventur’d  for  him: 

And  out  I have  brought  him  to  a little  wood 
A mile  hence,  I have  fent  him,  where  a Cedar, 

Higher  than  all  the  reft,  Ipreads  like  a plane 
Fait  by  a Brook,  and  there  he  fhall  keep  clofe. 

Till  I provide  him  Fyles,  and  food  ^for  yet 
His  yron  bracelets  are  not  off.  O Love 
What  a flout  hearted  child  thou  art ! My  Father 
Durft  better  have  indur’d  cold  iron,  than  done  it  ? 

I love  him  beyond  love,  and  beyond  reafon. 

Or  wit,  or  fafetie  : I have  made  him  know  it 
I care  not,  I am  defperate:  If  the  Law 
Find  me,  and  then  condemne  me  for’t  -,  Some  wenches. 
Some  honeft  hearted  Maids,  will  fingmy  Dirge,  j 
And  tell  to  memory,  my  death  was  noble. 

Dying  almoft  a Martyr : That  way  he  takes, 

,I  purpofe  is  my  way  too : Sure  he  cannot 
I Be  fo  unmanly,  as  to  leave  me  here. 

If  he  doe,  Maids  will  not  fb  eafily 

Truft  men  again : And  yet  he  has  not  thank’d  me 

For  what  I have  done : no  not  fb  much  as  kill  me. 

And  that  ( me  thinks ) is  not  fo  well  ^ Nor  fcarcely 
Could  I perfuade  him  to  become  a Freeman, 

He  made  fuch  fcruples  of  the  wrong  he  did 
To  me,  and  to  my  Father.  Yet  I hope 
When  he  confiders  more,  this  love  of  mine 
Will  take  more- root  within  him : Let'him  doe 
What  he  will  with  me,  fb  he  ufe  me  kindly. 

For  ufe  me  fb  he  fhall,  or  I’ll  proclaim  him. 

And  to  his  face,  no  man : I’ll  prefently 
Provide  him  neceflaries,  and  pack  my  cloaths  up. 

And  where  there  is  a path  of  ground  I’ll  venture 
So  he  be  with  me  ^ By  him,  like  a fhadow 
I I’ll  ever  dwell-.  Within  this  hour  the  whoobub 
'Will  be  all  o’er  the  prifon ; I ’mthen 
f Killing  the  man  they  look  for:  Farewell  Father, 
i Get  many  more  fuch  prifbners,  and  fiich  daughters, 

I And  fhortly  you  may  keep  your  felf.  Now  to  him : 

Cornets  in  fundry  places.  Noife 
and  hohmng  as  people  a Maying. 


ABus  Tertius. 


Sema  ftima. 

Enter  Arcite  alone. 

ydreite.'^Ue  Duke  has  loft  Hypolita  ^ Each  took 

J.  A fevcrall  land.  This  is*a  folcmn  Right 
They  owe  bloom’d  May,  and  the  Athenians  pay  it 
To’th’  heart  of  Ceremony:  O Qi^ecn  Emilia 
Frefher  than  May,  fweetcr 
Then  her  gold  Buttons  on  the  bows,  or  all 
Th’enamell’d  knacks  o’th’  Mead,  or  garden,  ye 
( We  challenge  too  ) the  banck  of  any  Nymph 
That  makes  the  ftream  feem  flowers  j Thou  o Jewell 

O’th’ 


T^he  Tvpo  H^oble  KJnfmen* 


O’ch  wood,  o’th  world,  haft  likewifc  bleft  a pace 
With  thy  Iblc  prcfence,  in  thy  rumination 
That  I poor  man  might  cftfboncs  come  bctwen 
And  chop  on  Tome  cold  thought,  thrice  blcfled  chance 
To  drop  on  fuch  a Miftris,  cxpeiftation 
Moft  giiiltlefs  on’t : tell  me  O Lady  Fortune 
(Next  after  Emely  my  Sovereign)  how  far 
I may  be  proud.  She  takes  ftrong  note  of  me, 

Hath  made  me  near  her  •,  an-d  this  beauteous  Morn 
(The  prim’ft  of  all  the  year)  prefents  me  with 
A brace  of  horfes,  two  fuch  Steeds  might  well 
Be  by  a pair  of  Kings  backt,  in  a Field 
That  their  aovvns  titles  tried : Alas,  alas 
Poor  Cofen  Palamon^  poor  prilbner,  thou 
^o  little  dream’ft  upon  my  fortune,  that 
Thou  thinkft  thy  felf,  the  happier  thing,  to  be 
So  near  Emilia^  me  thou  deem’ft  at  'thebs^ 

And  therein  wretched,  although  free  i But  if 
Thou  knew’ft  my  Miftris  breath’d  on  me,  and  that 
I ear’d  her  language,  liv’d  in  her  eye  ^ O Coz. 

What  palTion  would  enclofe  thee. 

Enter  Talamon  of  out  of  a Bujhf  voith  his  Shackjes: 
bends  his  fiji  at  Arcite. 


PalamoH.  Traytor  kinfman. 

Thou  Ihouldft  perceive  my  pafllon,  if  thefe  figns 
Of  priibnment  were  off  me,  and  this  hand 
But  owner  of  a Sword : By  all  oaths  in  one 
1,  and  the  juftice  of  my  love  would  make  thee 
A confeft  Traytor:  Othou  moft  perfidious 
That  ever  gently  look’d  the  voydes  of  honor. 

That  ev’r  bore  gentle  Token  •.  falleft  Colen 
That  ever  blood  made  kin,  call’ll  thou  her  thine  ? 

I’ll  prove  it  in  my  Shackles,  with  thefe  hands. 

Void  of  apjiointment,  that  thou  ly’ft,  and  art 
A very  theef  in  love,  a Chaffy  Lord 
Nor  worth  the  name  of  villain : had  I a Sword 
And  thefe  houfe  cloggs  away. 

Arc.  Dear  Cofin  Palamon.  j 

Pal.  Cofoner  Arcite.,  give  me  language,  fiich 
As  thou  haft  Ihew’d  me  feat. 

Arc.  Not  finding  in 

The  circuit  of  my  breaft,  any  grols  fluff 
To  form  me  like  your  blazon,  holds  me  to 
This  gentlenefs  of  anfwer  *,  ’tis  your  paffion 
That  thus  miftakes,  the  which  to  you  being  enemy. 
Cannot  to  me  be  kind : honor,  and  honeftie 
1 cherilh,  and  depend  on,  how  fo  ev’r 
You  skip  them  in  me,  and  with  them  fair  Coz. 

I’ll  maintain  my  proceedings  j pray  be  pleas’d 
To  fnew  in  generous  terms,  your  griefs  fince  that 
Your  queftion’s  with  your  equall,  who  profeffes 
To  clear  his  own  way,  with  the  mind  and  Sword 
Of  a true  Gentleman. 

Pal.  That  thon  durll  Arcite. 

Arc.  My  Coz,  my  Coz.  you  have  been  well  advertis’d 
How  much  I dare,  y’ave  leen  me  ufe  my  Sword 
Againft  th’  advice  of  fear : fure  of  another 
You  would  not  hear  me  doubted,  but  your  filence 
Should  break  out,  though  i’th’  Sanduary. 

Pal.  Sir, 

I have  feen  you  move  in  fuch  a place,  which  well 
Might  juftifie  your  manhood,  you  were  call’d 
A good  knight  and  a bold  ^ But  the  whole  week’s  not  fair 
If  any  day  it  rayn ; Their  valiant  temper 
Men  loofe  when  they  encline  to  trecherie. 

And  then  they  fight  like  coupel’d  Beeres,  would  fly 
Were  they  not  ty’d. 

Arc.  Kinfman,  you  might  as  well 
Speak  this,  and  ad  it  in  yo.ur  Glafs,  as  to 
His  ear,  which  now  difdains  you. 

Pal.  Come  up  to  me. 

Quit  me  of  thefe  cold  Gyves,  give  me  a SworA 


Though  it  be  ruftic,  and  the  charity 
Ot  one  meal  lend  me  -,  Come  before  me  then, 

A good  Sword  in  thy  hand,  and  doe  but  lily 
That  l.mily  is  thine,  I will  forgive 
The  trefpals  thou  haft  done  my,  yc  my  life 
If  then  thoiicarry’t,  and  brave  fouls  in  lhadei 
That  have  di’d  itlanly,  which  will  feek  of  me 
Some  news  from  earth,  they  fliall  get  none  but  this^ 

That  thou  art  brave,  and  noblci 
Arr.  Be  content, 

Again  b.:take  you  to  your  hawthorn  houfd. 

With  counfel  of  the  night,  I will  be  here 
With  wholdc  nc  viands-,  thefe  impediments 
Vdll  I f.l  o':',  yOu  fliall  have  garments,  and 
Perfumes  to  Kih  the  Imell  o’th’  prilbn,  after 
W'hen  you  (liall  ftrctch  your  felf,  and  fay  but  Arctic 
i ?m  in  plight,  there  (hall  be  at  your  choice 
Both  Sword,  and  Armor. 

Pal.  Oh  you  heavens,  dare  any 
So  noble  bear  a guilty  bufinels!  none 
But  only  Arcite.^  therefore  none  but  Arcite 
In  this  kind  is  fb  bold. 

Arc.  Sweet  Palamon. 

Pal.  I doe  embrace  you,  and  your  offer,  for 
Your  offer  do’c  I only.  Sir  your  perfbn 
Without  hypocrify  1 may  not  wifli 

Wind  horns  of  Cornets. 

More  than  my  Swords  edge  ont. 

Arc.  You  hear  the  Horns  -, 

Enter  your  Mufick  leaft  this  match  between's 
Be  croft  e’r  met,  give  me  your  hand,  fare-well, 
i’ll  bring  you  every  needful!  thing:  I pray  yoU 
Take  comfort  and  be  ftrong. 

Pal.  Pray  hold  your  promife-, 

And  doe  the  deed  with  a bent  brow,  moft  certain 
foa  love  me  not,  be  rough  with  me,  and  pour 
This  oil  ont  of  your  language-,  by  this  ayr 
I could  for  each  word,  give  a Cuff:  my  ftomach 
Mot  reconcil’d  by  reafbn, 

Arc.  Plainly  fpoken. 

Yet  pardon  me  hard  language,  when  I fpur 

I find  horns. 

My  horfe,  I chide  him  not  •,  content,  and  anger 
In  me  have  but  one  face.  Hark  Sir,  they  call 
The  fcatter’d  to  the  Banket-,  you  muft  guefs 
I have  an  office  there. 

Pal.  Sir  your  attendance 
Cannot  pleafe  heaven,  and  I know  your  office 
Unjullly  is  atcheiv*d. 

Arc.  If  a good  title. 

I’m  perfuaded  this  queftion  fick  between*s. 

By  bleeding  muft  be  air’d.  I ’m  a Suitor, 

That  to  your  Sword  you  will  bequeath  this  plei, 

And  talk  of  it  no  more.  ^ 

Pal.  But  this  one  word : 

You  are  going  now  to  gaze  upon  my  Miftris, 

For  note  you,  mine  fhe  is. 

Arc.  Nay  then. 

Pal.  Nay  pray  you, 

You  talk  of  feeding  me  to  breed  mie  ftrength 

You  are  going  now  to  look  upon  a Sun 

That  ftrengthens  what  it  looks  on,  there 

You  have  a vantage  o’er  me,  but  enjoy’t  till 

I may  enforce  my  remedy.  Farewell.  Lxemt. 

Serena  Secunda, 

Enter  Jaylors  daughter  alone. 

Vaugh.  He  has  miftook  ^ the  Beak  I meant,  is  gone 
After  his  fancy,  ’Tis  now  welnigh  morning. 

No  matter,  would  it  were  pcrpetuall  night. 

And  darknefs  Lord  o’th’  world.  Hark  ’tis  a wolf ; 

In  me  hath  grief  flain  fear,  and  but  for  one  thing 
I care  for  nothing,  and  that’s  Palamon. 

Ilia  I wreaT^" 
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1 wicak  not  if  the  wolves  would  jaw  me,  I'o 
He  lud  this  File-,  what  if  1 hollow’d  for  him? 

1 caniK)t  liollow:  if  1 whoop’d-,  what  then  ? 

If  lie  not  aufwer’d,  1 flioiild  call  a wolf, 

And  doc  him  but  that  forvice.  I have  heard 
Strange  howls  this  live-long  night,  why  may’t  not  be 
They  have  made  prey  of  him?  he  has  no  weapons, 

He  cannot  run,  the  Jengling  of  his  Gives 
Alicht  call  fell  things  to  liften,  who  have  in  them 
•\  leiice  to  know  a man  unarm’d,  and  can 
Smell  w here  rcfillancc  is.  I’ll  fet  it  down 
He’s  torn  to  pecccs,  they  howl’d  many  together 
And  then  they  fed  on  him  ; So  much  for  that. 

Be  bold  to  ring  the  BelU  How  Hand  Ithcn? 

Ml’s  char’d  when  he  is  gone.  No,  no  1 lye. 

My  Father’s  to  be  hang’d  for  his  cfcapc, 

-My  I'elf  to  beg,  if  1 priz’d  life  fo  much 
As  to  deny  my  adl,  but  that  I would  not, 

Should  1 try  death  by  duflbns;  1 am  mop’t. 

Food  took  I non  thefe  two  dales. 

Sipt  Ibmc  water,  1 have  not  clos’d  mine  eyes 
Save  when  my  lids  fcowrd  off  their  bine  alas 
Dillolve  my  life.  Let  not  my  fence  unlettle 
Lealt  1 Ihould  drown,  or  ftab  or  hang  my  felf, 

0 ft  ate  of  Nature,  fail  together  in  me. 

Since  thy  beft  props  are  warpt ; So  which  way  now  ? 

The  beft  way  is,  the  next  way  to  a grave : 

Each  errant  ftep  befide  is  torment.  Loe* 

The  -Moon  is  down,  the  Cr’ckets  chirpe,  the  Schreich-owl 

Calls  in  the  dawn  ^ all  offices  are  done 

Save  what  I fail  in;  But  the  point  is  this 

An  end,  and  that  is  all.  Exit. 

Sc£na  T'ertia, 

Enter  Arcite^  with  Meat^  IFine^  and  Files. 

Arc.  1 ftiould  be  near  the  place,  hoa.  Cofen  VaUmon. 
Enter  Palumon. 

Pal.  Arcite  ? 

Arc.  The  fame : I have  brought  you  food  and  files, 
Come  forth  and  fear  not,  here’s  no  Ihefens. 

Pal.  Nor  none  fo  honefb  Arcite. 

Arc.  That’s  no  matter, 

We’ll  argue  that  hereafter;  Come  take  courage. 

You  fliall  not  dye  thus  beaftly,  here  Sir  drink  : 

1 know  you  ’re  faint,  then  I’ll  talk  further  with  you. 
pal.  Arcite.,  thou  mightft  now  poyfon  me. 

Arc.  1 might. 

Rut  1 muft  fear  you  firfl; : Sit  down,  and  good  now 
No  more  of  thefe  vain  parlies  ^ let  us  not 
Having  our  ancient  reputation  with  us 
.Make  talk  for  Fools,  and  Cowards,  To  your  health.  &c. 
Pal.  Doc. 

Arc.  Pray  fit  down  then,  and  let  me  entreat  you 
By  all  the  honefty  and  honor  in  you. 

No  mention  of  this  woman,  ’t  will  difturb  us, 

Wc  ftiall  have  time  enough. 

Pal.  Well  Sir,  I’ll  pledge  you. 

Arc.  Drinke  a good  hearty  draught,  it  breeds  good  blooc 
man. 

Doc  not  you  feel  it  thaw  you  ? 

Pal.  Stay,  I’ll  tell  you  after  a draught  or  two  more. 

Arc.  Spare  it  not,  the  Duke  has  more  Cuz:  Eat  now. 
Pal.  Yes. 

Arc.  I ’m  glad  you  have  lb  good  a Itomach. 

Pal.  I ’m  gladder  I have  fo  good  meat  to’t. 

/Ire.  Is’t  not  mad  lodging  here  in  the  wild  woods Cofen? 
Pal.  Yes,  for  them  that  have  wild  Conlciences. 

A'-c.  How  tails  your  viduah?  your  hunger  needs  no  fawee 
I fee. 

*i  Pal.  Not  much. 


But  if  it  did , yours  is  too  tart;  fweet  Cofen : what  is  this .? 
Arc.  Venifon. 

Pal.  *Tis  alufty  meat: 

Give  me  more  wine  ^ here  Arcite  to  the  wenches 

W' e have  known  in  our  dales.  The  Lord  Stewards  daughter. 

! Doe  you  remember  her  > . ’ 

Arc.  After  you  Cuz. 

Pal.  She  lov’d  a black-hair’d  man. 

Arc.  She  did  fo  well  Sir. 

Pal.  And  I have  heard  fome  call  him  Arcite  ^ and 
Arc.  Out  with’t  faith. 

Pal.  She  met  him  in  an  Arbor : 

What  did  ffie  there  Cuz.^*  play  o’the  virginals? 

Arc.  Something  ffie  did  Sir. 

Pal.  Made  her  groan  a Month  for’t:  ora.  or  2. or  10. 
Arc.  The  Marffials  Sifter, 
dad  her  ffiarc  too,  as  I remember  Cofen, 

Elle  there  be'  tales  abroad,  you’ll  pledge  her 
Pal.  Yes. 

Arc.  A pretty  brown  wench  ’tis : There  was  a time 
When  young  men  went  a hunting,  and  a wood, 

And  a broad  beech:  and  thereby 'hangs  a tale:  heigh  ho. 

Pal.  For  Emily.,  upon  my  life,  fool 
A way  with  this  (train’d  mirth  ^ I (ay  again 
That  iigh  was  breath’d  for  Emily  j bafe  Co/en, 

Dar’ft  thou  break  firft  ? 

Arc.  You  are  wide. 

Pal.  By  heaven  and  earth,  there’s  nothing  in  thee  honelt. 
Arc.  Then  I’ll  leave  you : you  are  a Bead  now : 

Pal.  As  thou  mak’ft  me,  Traytor, 

Arc.  There’s  all  things  needfull,  files  and  ffiirts,  and  per- 
fumes. 

I’ll  come  again  fome  two  hours  hence,  and  bring 
That  that  (hall  quiet  all. 

Pal.  A Sword  and  Armor. 

Arc.  Fear  me  not  *,  you  are  now  too  fowl  s farewell. 

Get  off  your  Trinkets,  you  (hall  want  nought  1 
Pal.  Sir  ha: 

Arc.  I’ll  here  no  more.  Exit. 

Pal.  If  he  keep  touch,  he  dies  for’t.  Exit. 

Sc  ana  ^uarta. 

Enter  ^aylors  daughter. 

T>augh.  I am  very  cold,  and  all  the  Stars  are  out  too. 
The  little  Stars,  and  all,  that  look  like  aglets: 

The  Sun  hasfeen  my  Folly:  Palamony 
Alas  no  ^ he’s  in  heaven  ^ where  am  I now  ? 

Yonder’s  thelea,  and  there’s  a Ship  j how’t  tumbles 
And  there’s  a Rock  lies  watching  under  water-. 

Now,  now,  it  beats  upon  it  ^ now,  now,  now. 

There’s  a leak  (prung,  a (bund  one,  how  they  cry.? 

Upon  her  before  the  wind,  you’ll  loofe  all  els  : 

Up  with  a courfe  or  two,  and  tack  about  Boys. 

Good  night,  good  night,  y’are  gone  ^ I ’m  very  hungry. 
Would  I could  find  a fine  Frog  -,  he  would  tell  me 
News  from  all  parts  o’th’ world,  then  would  I make 
A Careck  of  a Cockle-ffiell,  and  (ayll 
By  Eaft  and  North  Eaft  to  the  King  of  Pigmies.^ 

For  he  tels  fortunes  rarely.  Now  my  Father 
T wenty  to  one  is  truft  up  in  a trice 
To  morrow  morning,  I’ll  fay  never  a word. 

Sing. 

For  Til  cut  my  green  coat.,  afoot  above  my  hneCj 
And  Vll  clip  my  yellow  locks  i an  inch  below  mine  cie. 

hey.,  nomy.  nonny,  ttonny. 
He’s  buy  me  a whit  Cut,  forth  for  to  ride 
And  ril  goe  feek  him,  throw  the  world  that  U fo  wide. 

• hey  nanny,  nonny,  nouny. 

O for  a prick  now  like  a Nightingale,  to  put  my  bred 
Againft.  1 (hall  deep  like  a Top  elfc.  Exit. 

Scxna 
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Scjtna  Sexta. 

Enter  a School-mafler  4.  Countrymen  •*  and  Baum. 

2.  or  3.  rvenches^  with  a Taborer. 

Schy  Fy,fy,what  tediofity,  & difenfanity  is  here  among  ye? 
have  my  Rudiments  bin  labour’d  lb  long  with  ye?  milk’d  unto 
ye,  and,  by  a figure,  even  the  very  plumbroth  & marrow  ol 
my  underftanding  laid  upon  ye?  and  do  yon  Itill  cry  where, 
and  how,  & wherefore>you  mofl:  courfc  freeze  capacities,  ye 
jave  Judgements,  have  I laid  thus  let  be,  and  there  let  be, 
and  then  let  be,  and  no  man  underffand  me , proh  deum , 
medius  fidiusy  ye  are  all  dunces:  For  why  here  Ifand  I.  Here 
the  Duke  comes,  there  are  you  clofe  in  the  Thicket  -y  the 
Duke  appears,  1 meet  him,  and  unto  him  I utter  learned 
things,and  many  figures,  he  hears,  and  nods, and  hums, and 
then  cries  rare,  and  I goe  forward,  at  length  1 fling  my  Cap 
up  mark  there  ^ then  do  you  as  once  did  Meleaq^eryTind.  the 
Boro  break  comely  out  before  him : like  true  lovers,  caff  your 
felves  in  a Body  decently,  and  fweetly,  by  a figure  trace, 
and  turn  Boys. 

1.  And  Iweetly  we  will  doe  it  Mailer  Gerrold. 

2.  Draw  up  the  Company,  Where’s  the  Taboror  ? 

3.  Why  .<*  ‘ 

Tab.  Here  my  mad  boys,  have  at  ye, 

Scb.  But  I fay  where’s  their  woman  j 

4.  Here’s  Friz  2xAM.audltne. 

2 . And  little  L«cr , with  the  white  legs,  and  bouncing 

Barbary, 

1.  And  freckled  NeTy  that  never  fail’d  her  Mailer. 

Sch.  Where  be  your  Ribands  maids?fwym  with  your  Bodies 

And  carry  it  Iweetly,  and  deliverly 
And  now  and  then  a favor,  and  a friske. 

Kel.  Let  us  alone  Sir. 

Sch.  Where’s  the  refto’th’  Mufick. 

3.  Difpers’d  as  you  commanded. 

Sek  Couple  then 

And  fee  what’s  wanting-,  where’s  the  Bavian  ? 

My  friend,  carry  your  tail  without  offence 
Or  fcandall  to  the  Ladies-,  and  be  fure 
You  tumble  with  audacity,  and  manhood, 

And  when  you  ,bark  doe  it  with  judgement. 

Bau.  Yes  Sir. 

Sch.  ^uo  usque  tandem  ? Here  is  a woman  wanting. 

4.  We  may  goe  whiflle : all  the  fat’s  i’th’  fire. 

Scb.  We  have. 

As  learned  Authors  utter,  walh’d  a Tile, 

We  have  been  fatuusy  and  labour’d  vainly. 

2.  This  is  that  fcornfull  ]:)eece,  that  feurvy  hilding 
That  gave  her  promife  faithfully,  flie  would  be  here, 
Cicely  the  Sempfters  daughter : 

The  next  gloves  that  I give  her  fhall  be  dogs-skin  j 
Nay  and  Ihe  fail  me  once,  you  can  tell  JrcaSy 
She  fwore  by  wine,  and  bread,  Ihe  would  not  break. 

Sch.  An  Reel  and  woman, 

A learned  Poet  fayes : unles  by’th’  tail 
And  with  thy  teeth  thou  hold,  will  either  fail, 

In  manners  this  was  falfe  pOfition. 

I.  A fire  ill  take  her;,  do’s  Ihe  flinch  now? 

3.  What  ^ , 

Shall  we  determine'  Sir  ? 

Scb.  Nothing,  _ , ' ’ 

Our  bufinefs  is  become  a nullity 
Yea,  anda  woefull,  and  apittious  nullity. 

4.  Now  when  the  credit  of  our  Town  lay  on  it,’ 
Now  to  be  frampall,  now  to  pifso’th’  nettle, 

Goe  thy  ways,  I’ll  remember  thee,  I’ll  fit  thee. 

k 


Enter  Taylor's  daughter. 

Daughter, 

The  George  aloWy  cam;  from  the  Southy  from 
'The  coaji  of  Barbary  a. 

And  there  he  met  n ith  brave  gallant s of  war 

By  one,  by  tipoy  bythreCya. 

IFell  hail'dy  well  hail' dy  you  jolly  gallant Sy  Chair  and 

And  whither  now  are  you  bound  a ? llools  out. 

0 let  me  have  your  compiny  till  come  to  the  fund  a. 

There  was  three  foolsy  fell  out  about  an  bowlet: 

The  one  fed  it  was  an  owl 
The  other  he  fed  nayy 
The  third  he  fed  it  was  a hawkey  and  her  bels  were  cut  away. 

3.  There’s  a dainty  mad  woman  xMr.  comes  i’ch’  Nick,  as 
mad  as  a march  Hare  j It  we  can  get  her  dance,  we  arc  made 
again:  I warrant  her,  Ihc’ll  do  the  rarcR  gambols. 

1 . A mad  woman  ? we  are  made  Boys. 

Sch.  And  arc  you  mad  good  woman  ? 

Daugh.  1 would  be  forry  ellc, 

Give  me  your  hand. 

Sch.  Why  ? 

Daugh.  1 can  tell  your  fortune. 

You  are  a fool:  tell  ten,  1 havepoz’d  him  : BUZ. 

Friend  you  mull  eat  no  white  bread,  if  you  do 
Your  teeth  will  bleed  extremely,  lhall  we  dance  ho? 

1 know  you,  y’are  a Tinker:  Sir,  ha  Tinker 
Stop  no  more  holes,  but  what  you  (hould. 

Sch.  Dii  boni.  A Tinker  Damzell 

Daug.  Or  a Conjurer : raife  me  a devill  now,  and  let 
him  play. 

^ipajfzy  o’th’  bels  and  bones. 

Sch.  Go  take  her,  and  fluently  perliiade  her  to  a peace : 
Et  opus  exegty  quod  nec  JouU  iruy  nec  ignis. 

Strike  up,  and  lead  her  in. 

2.  Come  Lafs,  lets  trip  it. 

Daugh.  1^11  lead.  ( Wind  Hotns : 

3.  Doe,  doe. 

Sclr,  Perfuafively , and  cunningly  : away  boys, 

( Tx.  all  but  Schoolemajler. 

1 hear  the  horns : give  me  fbmc 
Meditation,  and  mark  your  Cue  j 
Fallas  infpire  me. 

Entet  Thef.  P/4.  Hip.  Emil.  Ascite:  and  train, 

Thef  This  w'ay  the  Stag  took. 

Sch.  Stay,  and  edifici 

Thef.  What  have  we  here? 

Fer.  some  Countrey  fport,  upon  my  life  Sir. 

Thef  Well  Sir,  goe  forward,  we  will  edificj 
Ladies  fit  down,  we’ll  flay  it. 

Seh.  Thou  dbughtie  Duke  all  hail  : all  hail  fweet  La- 
dies. 

Thef  This  is  a cold  beginning. 

Sch.  If  you  but  favor  i our  Country  paftime  made  is, 
We  are  a few  of  thofe  colledled  here 
That  ruder  Tongues  dillinguifh  villager. 

And  to  fay'veritie,  and  not  to  faldc^ 

We  are  a merry  rout , or  elfc  a table 
Or  company,  or  by  a figure.  Chorus 
That  for  thy  dignitie  will  dance  a Morris. 

’And  I that  am  the  reftifier  of  all 

By  title  Pedagogus,  that  let  fall 

The  Birch  upon  the  breeches  of  the  fmall  ones, 

And  humble  with  a Ferula  the  tall  ones. 

Doe  here  prefent  this  Machine,  or  this  frame 
And  daintie  Diike,  whole  doughtie  difmall  faaie 
From  Dis  to  Dedalusy  from  poll  to  pillar 
Is  blown  abroad  -,  help  me  thy  poor  well  wilier. 

And  with  thy  twinckling  eyes,  look  right  and  ftraight 
Upon  this  mighty  Morr — of  mickle  waight 
Is — now  comes  in,  which  being  glevv’d  together 
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^^a^cs  ^!or^is,  and  die  c'aufc  that  we  came  hither 
d he  body  of  oiir  fport  of  no  imall  ftady 
I tTlt  api^car,  though  rude,  and  raw,  and  muddy, 

1 o rpeak  before  thy  noble  grace,  this  tenner : 

Ac  whole  great  teec  I otter  up  my  penner. 

The  next  the  L ord  of  May,  and  Lady  bright, 

The  Chambermaid,  and  Scrvingmnn  by  night 
Thar  teek  out  lilent  hanging:  Then  mine  Hoft 
And  his  fat  Spoufe,  that  welcomes  to  their  coll 
The  gpuled  Traveller,  and  with  a beck’ning 
luformes  the  T aplfcr  to  inltame  the  reck’ning ; 

Thci  the  bcafr  eating  Clown,  and  next  the  fool, 
I'he  with  long  tail,  and  eke  long  tool 

Cttm  muftis  aliis^  that  make  a dance, 

Sav  I,  and  all  fliall  prefently  advance. 

'2b:f.  1,  1 by  any  means,  dear  Vomme. 

Ter.  Produce. 

l:trMe  Comc  forth,  and  foot  it. 

Knock  for  Schoolm. 


Mufick^  Dance: 
Enter  The  Dance. 


Ladies^  if  xi-e  have  been  merry 
^■'nd  bai-e  pleas’d  thee  ndth  a derry^ 

And  a derr\^  and  a doivn 
Say  tbc  Scbool-majlcPs  no  Clown: 

Dttke^  if  tve  have  pleased  thee  too 
And  have  done  as  good  Boys  jhottld  doe. 

Give  us  but  a tree  or  'twaine 

For  a Maypole^  and  again 

Ere  another  year  run  otit^ 

ff'e^ll  makp  thee  laugh  and  all  this  rout. 

7b:f  Take  20.  Domine  \ how  does  my  fweet  heart? 

Hip,  Never  fo  pleas’d  Sir. 

Emil.  ’Twas  an  excellent  dance,  and  for  a preface 
I never  heard  a better, 

Thef  School-malter,  I thank  you.  One  fee’em  all 
ivarded. 
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As  kind  a kinfman,  as  you  force  me  find 
A beneficiall  foe,  that  my  embraces 
Might  thank  ye,  not  my  blows. 

Arc.  I lhall  think  either 
Well  done,  a noble  recompence. 

Pal.  Then  1 lhall  quit  you. 

Arc.  Defy  me  in  thefe  fair  terms,  and  you  fiiow 
More  than  a Miftris  to  me,  no  more  anger 
As  you  love  any  thing  that’s  honorable  : 

We  were  not  bred  to  talk  man,  when  we  are  arm’d 
And  both  upon  our  guards,  then  let  our  fury 
Like  meeting  of  two  tides,  fly  ftrongly  from  us. 

And  then  to  whom  the  birthright  of  this  Beauty 
Truely  pertains  ( without  obbraidings,  fcorns, 

Dilpifings  of  our  perfons,  and  fuch  powtings 

Fitter  for  Girles  and  Schooleboyes ) will  be  lecn 

And  quickly,  yours,  or  mine : Wilt  pleale  you  arme  Sir  ? 

Or  if  you  feel  your  felf  not  fitting  yet 

And  lurnifli’d  with  your  old  ftrength.  I’ll  flay  Colen 

And  ev’ry  day  difcourle  you  into  health. 

As  I’m  Ipar’d,  your  perlbn  I ’m  friends  with 
And  I could  wilh  I had  not  Paid  I lov’d  her 
Though  I had  did  ^ But  loving  fuch  a Lady 
And  juftifying  my  Love,  I mult  not  fly  j'rom’t. 

Pal.  Arche,  thou  art  lb  brave  an  enemy 
That  no  man  but  thy  Cofen’s  fit  to  kill  thee, 

I ’m  well,  and  lulty,  choole  your  Armes. 

Arc.  Choole  you  Sir. 

Pal.  Wilt  thou  exceed  in  all,  or  do’ft  thou  doe  it 
To  make  me  Ipare  thee? 

Arc.  If  you  think  lb  Colen, 

You  arc  deceiv’d,  for  as  1 ’m  a Soldier. 

I will  not  Ipare  you. 

Pal.  That’s  vvell  laid. 

Arc.  You’ll  find  it. 

Pal.  Then  as  I ’m  an  honefl  man  and  love. 


Ter.  And  heer’s  Ibmething  to  paint  your  Pole  withall.  all  the  jultice  of  affedtion 


Thef.  Now  to  our  fports  again. 

Sch.  May  the  Stag  thou  huntlt  Hand  long, 

\nd  thy  dogs  be  fwift  and  Ifrong : 

May  they  kill  him  without  lets. 

And  the  Ladies  eat  his  dowfets ; Come  we  are  all  made. 

Wind  Horns. 

DU  Deseq:  Omnes,  ye  have  danc’d  rarely  wenches.  Exemt.  I And  to  lay  true,  I Hole  it,  doe  I pinch  you? 

Pal,  No. 


I’ll  pay  thee  Ibundly  : This  I’ll  take. 

Arc.  That’s  mine  then. 

I’ll  arme  you  firft. 

Pal.  Do : Pray  thee  tell  me  Colen, 
Where  gotft  thou  this  good  Armor? 
Arc.  ’Tis  the  Dukes, 


Scana  Septima^ 

Enter  Palamon  from  the  B ujh. 

Pal.  About  this  hour  my  Cofen  gave  his  faith 
To  vifit  me  again,  and  with  him  bring 
Two  Swords,  and  two  good  Armors^  If  he  fail 
He’s  neither  man,  nor  Soldier  When  he  left  me 
I did  not  think  a week  could  have  rellor’d 
xMy  loft  ftrength  to  me,  I was  grown  fo  low. 

And  Creft-fal’n  with  my  wants : I thank  thee  Arche, 

1 hou  art  yet  a fair  Foe  ^ And  I feel  my  felf 
V\  irh  this  rcfrclhing,  able  once  again 
To  out-durc  danger:  To  delay  it  longer 
Vv  ould  make  the  world  think  when  it  comes  to  hearing, 
That  I lay  fatting  like  a Swine,  to  fight 
And  not  a Soldier : Therefore  this  bleft  morning 
Shall  be  the  laft  •,  And  that  Sword  he  refules. 

If  it  but  hold,  I kill  him  with  •,  ’tis  Juftice  ; 

So  love,  and  Fortune  lor  me:  O good  morrow. 

Enter  Arche  rrith  Armors  and  Swords. 

Arc.  Good  morrow  noble  kinfman. 

Pal.  1 have  put  you 
To  too  much  pains  Sir. 

Arc.  1 hat  too  much  fair  Colen, 

Is  but  a debt  to  honor,  and  my  duty. 

Pal.  W'ould  you  were  lo  in  all  Sir  y 1 could  wilh  ye 


Arc.  Is’t  not  too  heavie  ? 

Pal.  I have  worn  a lighter. 

But  I lhall  make  it  ferve. 

Arc.  I’ll  buckl’t  dole. 

Pal.  By  any  means. 

Arc.  You  care  not  for  a Grand  guard? 

Pal.  No,  no,  we’ll  ule  no  horfes,  I perceive 
You  would  fain  be  at  that  Fight. 

Arc.  I ’ra  indifferent. 

Pal.  Faith  lb  am  I : Good  Cofen,  thruft  the  buckle 
Through  far  enough. 

Arc.  I warrant  you. 

Pal,  My  Cask  now. 

Arc.  Will  you  fight  bare-arm’d? 

Pal.  We  fhall  be  the  nimbler. 

Arc.  But  ule  your  Gantlets  though  y’thofe  arc  o’th’  leaft, 
Prethee  take  mine  good  Cofen. 

Pal.  Thank  you  Arche. 

How  doe  1 look,  am  I falcn  much  away  ? 

Arc.  Faith  very  little  y Love  has  us’d  you  kindly. 

Pal.  I’ll  warrant  thee.  I’ll  ftrike  home. 

Arc.  Doe,  and  fpare  not  •, 

I’ll  give  you  caufe  fweet  Colen. 

Pal.  Now  to  you  Sir, 

Me  thinks  this  Armor’s  very  like  that,  Arche. 

Thou  wor’ft  that  day  the  3.  Kings  fell,  but  lighter. 

Arc.  That  was  a very  good  one,  and  that  day 
1 well  remember,  you  out-did  me  Cofen, 

I never  faw  fuch  valour  ; When  you  charg’d 

Upon 
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Upon  the  left  wing  of  the  Enemic, 

1 Ipur’d  hard  to  come  up,  and  under  me 
!l  had  a right  good  horl'e. 

[ ?al.  You  had  indeed 
A bright  Bay  I remember. 

Arc.  Yes  but  all 

Was  vainly  labour’d  in  me,  you  out-went  me. 

Nor  could  my  wilhes  reach  you  i Yet  a little 
1 did  by  imitation. 

Pal.  More  by  virtue, 

Yor  are  modeft  Cofen. 

Arc.  When  I faw  you  charge  firll, 

;Me  thought  1 heard  a dreadfull  clap  of  Thunder 
Break  from  the  Troop. 

Pal  But  ftill  before  that  flew 
The  lightning  of  your  valour : Stay  a little. 

Is  not  this  peece  too  ftreight  ? 

j4rc.  No,  no,  ’tis  well. 

Pal.  I would  have  nothing  hurt  thee  but  my  Sword* 

A bruife  would  be  dilhonor. 

Arc.  Now  I ’m  perfeft. 

Pal.  Stand  off  then. 

Arc.  Take  my  Sword,  I hold  it  better. 

Tal.  I thank  ye : No,  keep  it,  your  life  lyes  on  it, 
Here’s  one,  if  it  ^ but  hold,  1 aske  no  more. 

For  all  my  hopes : My  Caule  and  honor  guard  me. 

'They  bon> feverallrvayes : then  advance  and j} and. 

Arc.  And  me  my  love  ; Is  there  ought  elfe  to  lay  ? 

Pal.  This  only,  and  no  more : Thou  art  mine  Aunts  Son. 
And  that  blood  we  defire  to  Ihed  is  mutuall. 

In  me,  thine,  and  in  thee,  mine : My  Sword 
Is  in  my  hand,  and  if  thou  killft  'me 
The  gods,  and  I forgive  thee  ^ If  there  be 
A place  prepar’d  for  thole  that  fleep  in  honor, 

I wilh  his  wearie  Ibul,  that  falls  may  win  it : 

Fight  bravely  Cofen,  give  me  thy  noble  hand. 

Arc.  Here  Palamon : This  hand  lhall  never  more 
Come  near  thee  with  liich  friendlliip. 

I commend  thee. 

Arc.  If  I fall,  curie  me,  and  fay  I was  a coward, 

For  none  but  luch,  dare  die  in  thefe  juft  TryallS; 

Once  more  farewell  my  Colen. 

Pal.  Farewell  Arche.  Fight. 

Morns  rrithin : they  fiand. 

Arc.  Loe  Colen,  loe,  our  Folly  has  undone  us. 

Pal.  Why? 

Arc.  This  is  the  Duke,  a hunting  as  I told  you. 

If  we  be  found,  we  ’re  wretched,  O retire 

For  honors  lake,  and  lafely  prefently 

Into  your  Bulh  agen  ^ Sir  we  lhall  find 

Too  many  hours  to  dye  in,  gentle  Colen : ; " 

If  you  be  feen  you  perifli  inftantly  . ! . 

; For  breaking  prifon,  ahd  I,  if  you  reveal  me,  ^ 

For  my  contempt^  Then  alljthe  world  will  fcorn  us. 

And  fay  we  had  a noble  difference,.' 

But  bale  difpolers  of  it. 

Pal.  No,  no.  Cofen 
I will  no  more  be  hidden,  nor  put  off 
This  great  adventure  to  a fecond  Tryall 
I know-your  cunning,  and  I know'  your  caufe. 

He  that  faints  now,  ihame  take  him,  put  thy  felf 
Upon  thy  prefent  guard. 

Arc.  You  are  not  mad  ? 

Pal.  Or  I will  make  th’advantage  of  this  hour 
Mine  own,  and  what  to  come  lhall  threaten  me, 

I fear  lefs  then  my  fortune : Know  weak  Cofen 
I love  Emilia,  and  in  that  I’ll  bury 
Thee,  and  all  croffes  elfe. 

Arc.  Then  come,  what  can  come 
Thou  lhalt  know  Palamon,  I dare  as  well 
Die,  as  difcourle,  or  lleep  : Only  this  fears  me, 

The  law  will  have  the  honor  of  our  ends, 

Have  at  thy  life. 

Pal.  Look  to  thine  own  well  Arche. 

Fight  again.  Morns. 


Thefats.  What  ignorant  and  ma:I  malicious  Traitors, 

Arc  you  ? I’hat  ’gainlt  tlic  renor  of  my  l.aws 
Are  making  Battail,  thus  like  Knights  appointed. 

Without  my  leave,  and  Oflicers  of  Armes  I 
By  Cajior  both  lhall  dye. 

Pal.  Hold  thy  word  Phefetts, 

We  are  certainly  both  Traitors,  both  defpifers 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  goodnefs;  J ’m  Valamon 
That  cannot  love  thee,  he  that  broke  thy  Prifon, 

Think  well,  what  that  delcrves-,  And  this  is  Arche 
A bolder  Traytor  never  trod  thy  ground, 

A Falfer  never  feem’d  friend  ; I'his  is  the  man 
Was  beg’d  and  banifli’d,  this  is  he  coutemnes  thee 
And  what  thou  dar’ft  doe:,  and  in  this  difgui.^e 
Againlt  this  own  Ediift  follows  thy  Sifter, 

That  fortunate  bright  Star,  the  fair  Emilia 
Whofe  Icrvant,  (if  there  be  a right  in  feeing. 

And  firft  bequeathing  of  the  foul  to)  juftly 
I ’m,  and  which  is  more,  dares  think  her  his. 

This  treacherie  like  a molt  trufty  Lover, 

I call’d  him  now  to  anfwer  •,  If  thou  be’ft 
As  thou  art  fpoken,  great  and  virtuous, 

The  true  delcider  of  all  injuries, 

Say,  Fight  again,  and  thou  lhalt  fee  me  Phefsus 
Doe  fuch  a Juftice,  thou  thy  felf  wilt  envie 
Then  take  my  life.  I’ll  wooe  thee  to’t. 

Per.  O Heaven, 

What  more  than  man  is  this ! 

Jhef.  I have  fworn. 

Arc.  We  feek  not 

Thy  breath  of  mercy  Phefeus,  ’Tis  to  me 
A thing  as  loon  to  dye,  as  thee  to  fay  it, 

And  no  more  mov’d : where  this  man  calls  me  Traitor, 

Let  me  fay  thus  much  j If  in  love  be  Treafon, 

In  fervice  of  fo  excellent  a Beautie, 

As  I love  molt,  and  in  that  faith  will  perilh. 

As  I have  brought  my  life  here  to  confirmc  it. 

As  I have  ferv’d  her  trueft,  worthieft. 

As  I dare  kill  this  Cofen,  that  denies  it, 

So  let  me  be  molt  Traitor,  and  ye  pJeaft  m'e: 

For  fcorning  thy  Edi(ft  Duke,  aske  that  Lady 
Why  Ihe  is  fair,  and  why  her  eyes  command  me 
Stay  here  to  love  her.  And  if  Ihc  fay  Traytor, 

I ’m  a villain  fit  to  lye  unbiiried.  ’ 

Pal.  Thou  fnalt  have  pity  of  us  both,  O Phefeits 
If  unto  neither  thou  Ihew  mercy,  flop  ’ 

(As  thou  art  juft)  thy  noble  ear  againlt  us. 

As  thou  art  valiant;,  For  thy  Cofens  foul 
Whofe  12.  ftrong  labors  crown  his  memory. 

Let’s  die  together,  at  one  inftant,  Duke, 

Only  a little  let  him  fall  before  me, 

That  I may  tell  my  Soul  he  fliall  not  have  her. 

Phef.  1 grant  your  wilh,  for  to  fay  true,  your  Colen 
Has  ten  times  more  offended,  for  I gave  him 
More  mercy  than  you  found,  Sir,your  offences 
Being  no  more  than  his  : None  here  fpeak  for’em 
For  ere  the  Suft  let,  both  lhall  lleep  for  ever. 

Hippol.  Alas  the  pjty,  now  or  never  Sifter 
Speak  not  to  be  denied  ^ That  face  of  yours 
Will  bear  the  curfes  elfe  of  after  ages 
For  thele  loft  Colens. 

Emil.  In  my  face  dear  Sifter 
I find  no  anger  to’em  *,  Nor  no  ruin. 

The  mifad, venture  of  their  own  eyes  kill’em  \ 

Yet  that  I will  be  woman,  and  have  pitty. 

My  knees  lhall  grow  to’th’  ground  but  I’ll  get  mercie. 
Help  me  dear  Sifter,  in  a deed  lb  virtuous. 

The  powers  of  all  women  will  be  with  us, 

Moll  royall  Brother. 

Hippol.  Sir  by  our  tye  of  Marriage. 

Emil.  By  your  own  Ipotlefs  honor. 

Hip, 
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i..;\  I'y  thnr  faith, 

Tl^'t  iair  liand,  and  chat  hoiieft  heart  you  gave  me. 

h u.'it.  1-y  chat  you  would  have  piety  in  another, 

Bv  \o.it  own  virtues  inlinitc. 
fi/>.  By  valor, 

Bv  ali  the  chalc  nights  I have  ever  pleas’d  you 
Thclc  are  Ibange  Conjurings. 

Per.  Nay  then  I’ll  in  too;  By  all  our  friendfnip  Slr^  by 
ali  our  dangers. 

By  all  you  love  moii,  wars-.  And  this  fweet  Lady. 

hnrl.  By  that  you  would  have  trembled  to  deny 
A blulhiiig  Maid. 

j Hip.  By  your  own  eyes ; By  ftrengtii 
In  which  you  iivore  1 went  beyond  all  women, 

Ain  oil:  all  men,  and  yet  1 yielded  Pbifeui. 

Per.  I'o  crown  all  this  j,  By  your  moft  noble  foul 
\\  iiicii  cannot  want  due  mercie,  I beg  firlb. 

Hip.  Next  hear  my  prayers. 

Vmil.  Lalt  let  me  intreat  Sir. 

Per.  For  mercy. 

Hip.  Mercy. 

ImiL  Mercy  on  thefe  Princes. 

Ih.j'.  Ye  make  my  Taith  reel;  Say  I felt 
Companion  to’em  both,  how  would  you  place  it  ? 

Y.viil.  Upon  their  lives : But  with  their  banifliments. 
Ibef.  You  are  a right  woman,  Sifter  v You  have  pitty, 
But  want  the  underftanding  where  to  ufe  it. 

If  \ou  defire  their  lives,  invent  a way 
Safer  than  banifliment;  Can  thefe  two  live 
And  have  the  agony  of  love  about  ’em. 

And  not  kill  one  another  ? Every  day 
They’ld  fight  about  you-,  Hourly  bring  your  honor 
I;i  publique  queffion  with  their  Swords^  Be  wife  then 
And  here  forget  ’em  -,  It  concerns  your  credit. 

And  my  o’ch  equally : I have  faid  they  die. 

Better  they  fall  byth’  Law,  than  one  another. 

' Bow  not  my  honor. 

j T.mil.  O my  noble  Brother, 

i That  o’th  was  ralldy  made,  and  in  yonr  anger, 

I Your  rcafon  wall  not  hold  it,  if  fuch  vows 
1 Stand  tor  exprefs  will,  all  the  world  mull  perifli. 

Bcfidc,  1 have  another  oath,  gainll  yours 
Of  more  authority,  I ’m  fure  more  love. 

Not  made  in  paffion  neither,  but  good  heed. 

7hef.  Wh-at  is  it  Siller  > 

Ter.  Urge  it  home  brave  Lady. 

Ymil.  That  you  would  never  deny  me  any  thing 
Fit  for  my  modefl  fuit,  and  your  free  granting; 

1 tye  you  to  your  word  now,  if  ye  fall  in’t, 

Think  how  you  maim  your  honor  ^ 

( For  now  I ’m  fet  a begging  Sir,  I ’m  deaf 
To  all  but  your  compafTion)  how,  their  lives 
Might  breed  the  ruin  of  my  name  -,  Opinion, 

Shall  any  thing  that  loves  me  perifh  for  me? 

That  were  a cruell  wifdom,  doe  men  proyn 
The  flraight  young  Bows  that  blufhwith  thoufand  Blofibms 
Becaufc  they  may  be  rotten?  O Duke  Phefeus 
The  goodly  Mothers  that  have  groan’d  for  thefe, 

And  all  the  longing  Maids  that  ever  lov’d. 

If  your  vow  ftand,  fliall  curfe  me  and  my  Beauty, 

And  in  their  funerall  longs,  for  thefe  two  Cofens 
nefpife  my  crueltic,  and  cry  woe  worth  me, 

1 ill  I’m  nothing  but  the  Icorn  of  women ^ 
l or  Heavens  fake  fave  their  lives,  and  banifh  cm* 

Phef.  On  what  conditions? 
l.mil.  Swear ’em  never  more 
T o make  me  their  Contention,  or  to  know  me. 

To  tread  upon  the  Dukedomc,  and  to  be 

Wi.crc  ever  they  fliall  travel,  ever  flrangers  to  one  another. 

Pal.  I’ll  be  cut  a peeces 
Bcibrc  1 take  this  oath,  forget  I love  her  ? 
f ) all  ye  gods  difpife  me  then:  Thy  Banifhment 
I not  miflike,  fo  vyc  may  fairly  carry 
Our  Swords,  and  caufc  along;  Elfc  never  trifle, 


But  take  our  lives  Duke,  I mnfl  love  and  will. 

And  for  that  love,  muft  and  dare  kill  this  Cofen 
On  any  peece  the  earth  has. 

Phef.  Will  you  Arcite 
Take  thefe  conditions  > 

Pal.  He’s  a villain  then. 

Per.  Thefe  are  men. 

Arcite.  2Yo,  never  Duke:’Tis  worfe  tome  tlian begging. 
To  take  my  life  fo  bafely,  though  I think 
I never  fhall  enjoy  her,  yet  I’ll  preferve 
The  honor  of  affeUion,  and  dye  for  her. 

Make  death  a Devill. 

Phef.  What  may  be  done?  For  now  I feel  compaffion. 

Per.  Let  it  not  fall  again  Sir. 

Phef.  Say  Ymilia 

If  one  of  them  were  dead,  as  one  muft,  are  yoil 
Content  to  take  th’other  to  your  husband  ? 

They  cannot  both  enjoy  you^  They  are  Princes 
As  gocxlly  as  your  own  eyes,  and  as  noble 
As  ever  fame  yet  fpoke  of ; Look  upon’em, 

And  if  you  can  love,  end  this  diference, 

I give  confent,  are  you  content  too,  Princes? 

Beth.  With  all  our  fouls. 

Phef.  He  that  file  refufes 
Muft  dye  then. 

Both.  Any  death  thou  canft  invent  Duke. 

Pal.  If  I fall  from  that  mouth,  I fall  with  favor. 

And  Lovers  yet  unborn  fhall  blefs  my  afhes. 

Arc.  If  fhe  refufe  me,  yet  my  grave  will  wed  me, 

And  Soldiers  fing  my  Epitaph. 

Phef.  Make  choice  then. 

'Emil.  I cannot  Sir,  they  are  both  too  excellent 
For  me,  a hayr  fhall  never  fall  of  thefe  men. 

Hip.  What  will  become  of  ’em  ? 

Phef.  Thus  I ordain  it. 

And  by  mine  honor,  once  again  it  Hands, 

Or  both  fhall  dye.  You  fhall  both  to  your  Countrey^ 

And  each  within  this  month  accompanied 

With  three  fair  Knights,  appear  again  in  this  place^  , 

In  which  I’ll  plant  a Pyramid  ^ And  whether 
Before  us  that  are  here,  can  force  his  Cofen 
By  fair  and  knightly  ftrength  to  touch  the  Pillar, 

He  fhall  enjoy  her : The  other  loofe  his  head, 

And  all  his  friends ; Nor  fhall  he  grudge  to  fall^ 

Nor  think  he  dies  with  intereft  in  this  Lady  : 

Will  this  content  ye  ? 

Pal.  Yes : Here  Cofen  Arcite 
I ’m  friends  again,  till  that  hour. 

Arc.  I embrace  ye. 

Phef  Are  you  content  Sifter.? 

Emil.  Yes,  I muft  Sir, 

Ecel  both  miftarry.  , .ii., 

Phef.  Come  fhake  hands  again  then,’ 

And  take  heed,  as  you  are  (ieptlemen,  this  Quarrel! 

Sleep  till  the  hour  perfixt,  and  Hold  your  courfe. 

Pal.  We  dare  not  fail  thee  Phefeus, 

Poef.  Come,  I’ll  give  ye 
Now  ufage  like  to  Princes,  and  to  Friends : 

When  ye  return,  who  wins.  I’ll  fettle  here. 

Who  lofes,  yet  fll  weep  upon  his  Beer.  Exeunt. 
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Scditia  Vrima, 

Enter  Jailor  and  his  freiad. 

Jail.  rTEar  you  no  more  ? was  no±ing  faid  of  me 
JtjL  Concerning  the  efcapeof  Palamon? 

Good  Sir  remember. 

iFr.  Nothing  that  I heard. 

For  I came  home  before  the  bufinefs 
Was  fully  ended  : yet  I might  perceive 
E’r  I departed,  a great  likelyhood 
Of  both  their  pardons  : for  Hippolita^ 

And  fair-ey’d  Emilia.^  upon  their  knees, 

Begg’d  with  fuch  handfome  pitty,  that  the  Duke 
Methought  flood  ftaggering  whether  he  Ihould  follow 
His  rafh  oath,  or  thefweet  companion 
Of  thofe  two  Ladies  •,  and  to  fecond  them. 

That  truly  noble  Prince  Ferithous. 

Half  his  own  heart,  fetin  too,  that  I hope 
All  fliall  be  well : neither  heard  I one  queftion 
Of  yoarname,  or  his  fcape. 

Enter  2 Friends, 

Jail.  Pray  Heaven  it  hold  lb. 

2 Fr.  Be  of  good  comfort  man  •,  I bring  you  news 
Good  news. 

Jail.  They  are  welcome, 

2 Fr.  Falamon  has  clear’d  you. 

And  got  your  pardon,  and  difeover’d  (Daughter’s, 

How,  and  by  whofe  means  he  Icap’d^  which  was  your 
Whofe  pardon  is  procured  too,  and  the  prifoner 
Not  to  be  held  ungrateful  to  her  goodnels. 

Has  given  a liim  of  money  to  her  Marriage, 

A large  one  I’ll  allure  you. 

Jail.  Ye  are  a good  man 
And  ever  bring  good  news. 

1 Fr.  How  was  it  ended  ? 

2 Fr.  Why,  as  it  fliouldbe  •,  they  that  ne’er  begg’d 
But  they  prevail’d,  had  their  fuits  fairly  granted. 

The  prilbners  have  their  lives. 

1 Fr.  I knew ’twould  be  lb. 

2 Fr.  But  there  be  new  conditions,  which  you’ll  hear  of 
At  better  time. 

Jail.  I hope  they  are  good. 

2 Fr.  They  are  honourable, 

How  good  they’ll  prove,  I know  not. 

Enter  Wooer. 

1 Fr.  ’Twill  be  known. 

Woo.  Alas  Sir,  where’s  your  Daughter .? 

Jail.  Why  do  you  ask  ? 

Woo  Oh  Sir,  when  did  you  fee  her  ? 

2 Fr.  How  he  looks  .<’ 

This  morning.  lleep? 

Jf^oo.  Was  Ihe  well  ? was  Ihe  in  health  Sir?  when  did  Ihe 

I Fr.  Thefe  are  ftrange  quellions. 

Jail.  I do  not  think  Ihcwas  very  well,  for  now 
You  make  me  mind  her,  but  this  very  day 
I ask’d  her  quellions,  and  Ihe  anfwer’d  me 
So  far  from  what  Ihe  was,  lb  childilhly, 

So  lillily,  as  if  Ihe  were  a fool. 

An  Innocent,  and  I was  very  angry. 

But  what  of  her  Sir  .•  ( as  good  by  me 

Woo.  Nothing  but  my  pity,  but  you  mull  know  it,  and 
As  by  another  that  lefs  loves  her  : 


Hi 

Jail.  Well  Sir. 

1 Fr.  Not  right  ? 

2 Fr.  Not  well  ? 

Woo,  No  Sir,  not  well. 

Woo.  ’Tis  too  true,  llie  is  mad. 

I Fr.  It  cannot  be. 

Woo.  Believe,  you’ll  find  it  lb. 

Jay.  I half  fufpc(Hed 

What  you  told  me  : the  gods  comfort  her: 

Either  this  was  her  love  to  Falamon.^ 

Or  fear  of  my  mifearrying  on  his  fcape. 

Or  both. 

Woo.  ’Tis  likely. 

Jay.  But  why  all  this  halle.  Sir  ? 

Woo.  I’ll  tell  you  quickly.  As  1 late  was  angling 
In  the  great  Lake  that  lies  behind  the  Palace, 

From  the  far  Ihore,  thick  fet  with  Reeds  and  Sedges. 

As  patiently  I was  attending,  Iport, 

I heard  a voice,  alhrillone,  and  attentive 
I gave  my  ear,  when  I might  well  perceive 
’T was  one  that  fung,  and  by  the  finallnefs  of  it 
A Boy  or  Woman.  I then  left  my  angle 
To  his  own  skill,  came  near,  but  yet  perceiv’d  not 
Who  made  the  found-,  the  Rulhes,  and  the  Reeds 
Had  fo  encompafl  it : I laid  me  down 
And  liflned  to  the  words  fhc  fung,  for  then 
Through  a fmall  glade  cut  by  the  fiflier-men, 

I faw  it  was  your  Daughter.  , 

Jail.  Pray  goe  on  Sir  ? 

IV  00.  She  fung  much,  but  no  fence-,  only  I heard  her  t 
Repeat  this  often.  Falamon  is  gone. 

Is  gone  to  th’  wood  to  gather  Mulberries, 

I’ll  find  him  out  to  morrow. 

1 Fr.  Pretty  foul. 

Woo,  His  fhackles  will  betray  him,  he^ll  be  taken. 

And  what  fhall  I do  then  > I’ll  bring  a heavy, 

A hundred  black-ey’d  Maids  that  love  as  I do 
With  Chaplets  on  their  heads  withDaffadillies, 

With  cherry  lips,  and  cheeks  of  Damask  Rofes, 

And  all  we’ll  dance  an  Antique  ’fore  the  Duke, 

And  beghis  pardon;,  then  flie  talk’d  of  you,  Sir^ 

That  youmuftlofe  your  head  to  morrow  morning 
And  fhe  mufl  gather  Flowers  to  bury  you. 

And  feethchoufe  made  handlbme,  then  fire  fung 
Nothing  but  willow,  willow,  willow,  and  between 
Ever  was,  Falamon.^  fair  Falamon., 

Falamon.,  was  a tall  young  man.  The  place 
Was  knee  deep  where  fire  fate  -,  her  carelefs  Trefies, 

A wreak  of  Bull-rufh  rounded  -,  about  her  fluck 
Thoufand  frefh  Water  Flowers  of  feveral  colours. 

That  methought  fire  appear’d  like  the  fair  Nymph 
That  feeds  the  lake  with  waters,  or  as  Iris 
Newly  dropt  down  from  heaven  -,  Rings  fire  made 
Of  Ruflres  that  grew  by,  and  to  ’em  fpoke 
The  prettiell  pofies : thus  our  true  love’s  ty’d. 

This  you  may  loofe,  not  me,  and  many  a one  : 

And  then  fhe  wept,  and  fung  again,  and  figh’d. 

Arid  with  the  fame  breath' fmil’dj  arid  kill  her  hand. 

2 Fr.  Alas  what  pity  it  is 

Woo.  I made  into  her. 

She  faw  me,  and  flraight  fought  the  floods  I fav’dher, 

And  fet  her  fafeto  land  -.  wheri  pfefently 
She  flipt  away,  and  to  the  City  made. 

With  fuch  aery,  and  fwiftnefs,  that  believe  me 
She  left  me  far  behind  her  -,  three,  or  four, 

I faw  from  far  off  crofs  her,  one  of  ’em 
I knew  to  be  your  brother,  where  we  Raid, 

And  fell,  Icarcetobe  got  away:  I left  them  with  her. 

Enter  Brother.,  Daughter.,  and  others. 

And  hither  came  to  tell  you  : Here  they  are. 

Ttaugh.  May  you  never  more  enjoy  the  light.,  ^C. 

lls  not  this  a fine  Song  ? 
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Brj.  Oh,  ?.  very  fine  one. 

Vjugh.  1 can  fing  twenty  more. 

Bro.  I think  you  can, 

T>j::g!\  Y cs  truly  can  I,  I can  fing  the  Bfoom^ 

And  Bon.sy  Kobbin.  Are  not  you  a Tailor? 

Bro.  Yes. 

Vj»cJk  X^'herc’s  my  wedding-Gown  ? 

hrj.  ril  bring  it  to  morrow. 

V.1UC.L'.  Doc,  very  rarely,  1 miifi;  be  abroad  clfc 
To  call  the  Maids,  and  pay  the  Minitrels 
For  I muft  loofe  my  Maidenhead  by  cock-light 
’Twill  never  thrive  elfe. 

Ohfjsr^  ohjjveet,^c.  Sings 

Bro.  You  mull:  ev’n  take  it  patiently. 

Jjy. ’Tis  true, 

Vjugb.  Good  ev’n,  good  men,  pray  did  you  ever  hear 
Of  one  young  Pahmon  ? 

Jjy.  Yes  wench,  we  know  him. 

Vangh.  Is’tnota  fine  young  Gentleman.? 

Jjy.  ’Tis  Love. 

Bro.  By  no  mean  crofs  her,  ftie  is  then  diftemper’d 
For  worle  than  now  (lie  Ihows. 

I Fr.  Yes,  he’s  a fine  man. 

Vaugb.  Oh,  is  he  fo?  you  have  a Sitter. 

1 Fr.  Yes. 

Daugh.  But  file  fliall  never  have  him,  tell  her  fo. 

For  a trick  that  I know^  y’had  bell  look  to  her. 

For  if  Ihe  fee  him  once,  Ihe’s  gone,  foe’s  done. 


And  undone  in  an  hour.  All  the  young  Maids  ^ 

Of  our  Town  are  in  love  with  him,  but  I laugh  at  em 
.Vid  let  ’em  all  alone,  is’t  not  a wife  courfe  ? , 

I Fr.  Yes.  (by  him, 

Daugb.  There  is  at  leaft  two  hundred  now  with  child 
There  muft  be  four  ^ yet  I keep  clofe  for  all  this, 

Clofe  as  a Cockle : and  all  thefe  muft  be  boys. 

He  has  the  trick  on’t,  and  at  ten  years  old 
They  muft  be  all  gelt  for  Muficians, 

And  fing  the  wars  of  Fhefeus. 
ifr.  This  is  ftrange. 

Dauah.  As  ever  your  heard,  but  lay  nothing. 

I fr.  No.  (him, 

Vangh.  They  come  from  all  parts  of  the  Dukedom  to 
I’ll  warrant  ye,  he  had  not  fo  few  laft  night 
As  twenty,  to  dilpatch,  he’ll  tickle’t  up 
In  two  hours,  if  his  hand  be  in. 

Jay.  She’s  loft 
Paft  all  cure. 

Bro.  Heaven  forbid  man. 

Vang.  Come  hither,  you  arc  a wife  mani 
I Fr.  Does  foe  know  him  ? 

2.  fr.  No,  would  foe  did. 

Vaugh.  You  are  mafterof  a Ship? 

Jay.  Yes. 

Vaugh.  Where’s  your  Compafs  ? 

Jay.  Here. 

Vaugh.  Set  it  to  th’  North. 

And  now  direft  your  courfe  to  th’  wood,  where  Palamon 

Lies  longing  for  me*,  for  the  Tackling 

Let  me  alone  *,  come  weigh  my  hearts,  checrly.  ^ 

All.  Owgh,  owgh,  owgh,  ’tis  up,  the  winds  fair,  top  the 
Bowlings  out  with  the  main  fail,  where’s  your 
WhiftlcMafter? 

Bro.  Let’s  get  her  in. 

Jay.  Up  to  the  top  Boy. 

Bro.  \\  here’s  the  Pilot  ? 

I fr.  Here. 

Vaugh.  What  ken’ ft  thou? 

3 Fr.  A fair  wood. 

Vauzh.  Bear  for  it  maftcr  : tack  about:  Sings. 

When  Cinthia  with  her  borrowed  lights  &c,  fixeunt. 


Sana  Secunda. 

Enter  Emilia  alone.)  with  two  PiUures. 

Emil.  Yet  1 may  bind  thofe  wounds  up,  that  muft  open 
And  bleed  to  death  for  my  fake  elfe  *,  I’ll  choofo. 

And  end  their  ftrife : two  fuch  young  handfome  mer< 

Shall  never  fall  for  me,  their  weeping  Mothers, 
following  the  dead  cold  afoes  of  their  Sons 
Shall  never  curfe  my  cruelty : Good  Heaven^ 

What  a fweet  face  has  Archer  if  wife  nature 

With  all  her  beft  endowments,  all  thole  beauties  i 

She  foews  into  the  births  of  noble  bodies,  ! 

Were  here  a mortal  woman,  and  had  in  her 

The  coy  denials  of  young  Maids,  yet  doubtlefs,' 

She  would  run  mad  for  this  man : what  an  eye  ? 

Of  what  a fiery  fparkle,  and  quick  fvveetnefs: 

Has  this  young  Prince  ? here  Love  himfelf  fits  ftniling, 
Juft  fuch  another  wanton  Ganimead) 

Set  Love  a fire  with,  and  enforc’d  the  god 
Snatch  up  the  goodly  Boy,  and  fet  him  by  him 
A foining  conftellation : what  a brow. 

Of  what  a Ipacious  Majefty  he  carries  ? 

Arch’d  like  the  great  ey’d  Juno\  but  far  fweeter. 
Smoother  than  Pehps  Shoulder  .?  Fame  and  Honor 
Methinks  from  hence,  as  from  a Promontory 
Pointed  in  heaven,  foould  clap  their  wings,  and  fing 
To  all  the  under  world,  the  Loves,  and  Fights 
Of  gods,  and  fuch  men  near  ’em.  Palamon.) 

Is  but  his  foil,  to  him,  a mere  dull  foadow. 

He’s  fwarth,  and  meagre,  of  an  eye  as  heavy 
As  if  he  had  loft  his  mother  *,  a ftill  temper, 

Noftirring  inhim,  no  alacrity. 

Of  all  this  fprightly  foarpnels,  not  a fmile  ^ 

Yet  thefe  that  we  count  errors,  may  become  him? 
Narcijfus  was  a lad  Boy,  but  a heavenly  : 

Oh  who  can  find  the  bent  of  womans  fancy  ? 

I ’m  a fool,  my  reafon  is  loft  in  me, 

I have  no  choice,  and  I have  ly’d  fo  lewdly 
That  Women  ought  to  beat  me.  On  my  knees 
1 ask  thy  pardon:  Palamon^  thou  art  alone. 

And  only  beautiful,  and  thefe  thy  eyes, 

Thefe  the  bright  lamps  of  Beauty  that  command 
And  threaten  Love,  and  what  young  Maid  dare  crofs  ’em 
What  a bold  gravity,  and  yet  inviting 
Has  this  brown  manly  face?  Oh  Love,  this  only 
From  this  hour  is  complexion : lye  there  Arcite. 

Thou  art  a changling  to  him,  a mere  Gipfie. 

And  this  the  noble  Bodie : I am  fotted. 

Utterly  loft : My  Virgins  faith  has  fled  me. 

For  if  my  Brother,  but  even  now  had  ask’d  me 
Whether  1 lov’d,  I had  run  mad  for  Arcite. 

Now  if  my  Sifter  *,  More  for  Palamon^ 

Stand  both  together  : now,  come  ask  me  Brother, 

Alas,  1 know  not ; ask  me  now  fweet  Sifter, 

I may  go  look ; what  a mere  child  is  Fande, 

That  having  two  fair  gawds  of  equal  fweetnefs. 
Cannot  diftinguifo,  but  muft  cry  for  both. 


Enter  Emil,  and  Gent. 

Emil.  How  now  Sir  ? 

Gent.  From  the  Noble  Duke  your  Brother 
Madam,  I bring  you  news:  the  Knights  arc  come. 

Emil.  To  end  the  quarrel  ? 

Gent.  Yes. 

Emil.  Would  I might  end  firft : 

What  fins  have  I committed,  chafte  Viana^ 
That  my  unfpotted  youth  muft  now  be  foil’d 
With  blond  of  Princes?  and  my  Chaftity 
Be  made  the  Altar,  where  the  Lives  of  Lovers, 
Two  greater,  and  two  better  never  yet 
Made  Mothers  joy,  muft  be  the  facrifice 
To  my  unhappy  Beauty  ? 


Enter 
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Enter  Thclcus,  Hippolita , Pcrithous,  and  Attendants 

7bcf.  Bring ’em  ill  quickly. 

By  any  means  I long  to  lee  ’em. 

Your  two  contending  Lovers  arc  return’d, 

And  with  them  their  fair  Knights:  Nowmy  fair  Sifter, 

You  mult  love  one  of  them. 

Emil.  I had  rather  both. 

So  neither  for  my  fake  Ihouldfall  untimely. 

Enter  Mejfenger,  Curtis, 

7hef.  Who  faw  ’em  ? 

Per  I a while. 

Gent.  And  1. 

7hef.  From  whence  come  you,  Sir? 

Mej]'.  From  the  Knights. 

7hef  Pray  fpcak 

You  that  have  fecn  them,  what  they  are. 

Mef.  1 will  Sir, 

And  truly  what  I think:  ft,\' braver  fpirits 

Than  thofe  they  have  brought,  ( if  we  judge  by  the  OUtfide) 

I never  law,  nor  read  of : he  that  ftands 

In  the  firft  place  with  Ardte^  by  his  feeming 

Should  be  a ftoutman,  by  his  face  a Prince, 

( His  very  looks  fo  fay  him  ) his  complexion, 

Nearer  a brown,  than  blacky  ftern,  and  yet  noble, 

Which  Ihevvs  him  hardy,  fearlefs,  proud  of  dangers! 

The  circles  of  his  eyes,  fhewfair  within  him. 

And  as  a heated  Lion,  fo  he  looks : 

His  hair  hangs  long  behind  him,  black  and  fhining 
Like  Ravens  wings : his  Ihoulders  broad,  and  ftrong, 

Arm’d  long  and  round,  and  on  his  Thigh  a Sword 
Hung  by  a curious  Bauldrick : when  he  frowns 
Tofealhis  Will  with,  better  o’ my  confcience 
Was  never  Soldiers  friend. 

7hef.  Thou  haft:  well  delcrib’d  him. 

Per.  Yet,  a great  deal  Ihort 
Methinks,  of  him  that’s  firft  with  Palamon* 

7hef.  Pray  fpeak  him  friend. 

Per.  I ghefs  he  is  a Prince  too. 

And  if  it  may  be,  greater  ^ for  his  Ihow 
Has  all  the  ornament  of  honor  in’t : 

He’s  fomewhat  bigger  than  the  Knight  helpokeof, 

But  of  a face  far  fweeter  ^ his  complexion 
Is  ( as  a ripe  Grape  ) ruddy : he  has  felt 
Without  doubt,  what  he  fights  for,  andfo  apter 
To  make  this  caufehisown:  in’s  face  appears 
All  the  fair  hopes  of  what  he  undertakes. 

And  when  he’s  angry,  then  a fetled  valour 

(Not  tainted  with  extreams ) runs  through  his  body. 

And  guides  his  arm  to  brave  things:  Fear  he  cannot, 

He  ftiews  no  fuch  foft  temper,  his  head’s  yellow. 

Hard  hair’d,  and  curl’d,  thick  twin’d,  like  Ivy  tops. 

Nor  to  undoe  with  thunder in  his  face 
i The  Livery  of  the  warlike  Maid  appears. 

Pure  red  and  white,  for  yet  no  beard  has  bleft  him.  . 
Andinhisrowling  eyes  fitsvidory. 

As  if  ftie  ever  meant  to  corred  his  valour  : 

His  Nofe  ftands  high,  a Charader  of  honor. 

His  red  Lips,  after  fights,  are  fit  for  Ladies. 

Emil.  Muftthefe  men  die  too  ? 

Per.  When  he  fpeaks,  his  tongue 
Sounds  like  a Trumpet-,  all  his  lineaments 
Areas  a man  would  wilh’em,  ftrong  and  clean. 

He  wears  a well-fteel’d  Axe,  theftaffe  of  Gold, 

His  age  fome  five  and  twenty.  .. 

Mef.  There’s  another,  ^ i . 

A little  man,  but  of  a tough  foul,  feeming  ’ j j 
As  great  as  any,  fairer  promifes  s 

. In  fuch  a Body  yet  I never  look’d  on. 

Per.  Oh  he  that’s  freckle  fac’d  .«* 

Me(f.  The  fame  my  Lord,  ^ ..  ... 
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Arc  they  not  fwett  ones  ? 

Per.,  Ves,  they  arc  well. 

Mejif.  IMcthinks. 

Being  fofew,  and  wclIdifpoAl,  they  fliew 
Great,  and  line  Art  in  nature,  he’s  white  hair’d, 

Not  wanton  white,  but  fuch  a manly  c olour 
Next  to  an  aborn,  tough,  and  nimble  'et, 

Which  fliows  anadivc  Jbiil:  his  arms  arc  brawny 
Lin’d  with  ftrong  finews  : to  the  Ihouidcr-piecc, 

Gently  they  livell,  like  Women  new  conceiv’d, 

Which  fpeaks  him  prone  to  labour,  never  fainting 
Under  the  v\  eight  of  Arms,  ftout  hearted  Itill, 

But  when  he  fins,  n '1  iger;,  n.’s  greyey’d, 

Which  yields  com  jiafilon  where  he  conquers;  fliarp 
To  fpic  advantages,  and  w'here  hehneii’em, 

He’slivift  to  make  ’em  ins  : He  does  no  wrongs. 

Nor  takes  none  j he  s round  fac’d,  and  when  he  fmiles 
He  (hows  a Lover,  v.'hen  he  fiown ,,  a Soldier : 

About  his  head  he  wears  the  winners  oak. 

And  in  it  ftuck  the  favour  of  his  Lady  : 

His  age,  fome  fix  and  thirty.  Inhishanci 
He  bears  a Charging  StaHe,  embois’d  w ith  Silver- 
Thef.  Are  they  all  thus? 

Per.  They  are  all  the  fons  of  honor. 

Thef.  Now  as  I have  a I'oul,  I long  to  fee ’em, 

Lady,  you  lhall  fee  men  fight  now. 

Hip.  1 wifh  it, 

But  not  thecaufe  my  Lord  •,  They  would  flicw 
Bravely  about  the  Titles  of  two  Kingdoms  i 
’Tis  pity  Love  fhould  be  lb  tyrannous : 

Oh  my  foft-hcarted  Sifter,  what  think  you? 

Weep  not,  till  they  weep  blond : Wench  itmuft  b:. 

Thef.  You  have  fteel’d 'em  with  your  Beauty  ; honor’d 
To  you  I give  the  Field-,  pray  order  it,  (friend. 

Fitting  the  perfons  that  muft  ufe  it. 

Per.  Yes  Sir. 

Ihef.  Come,  I’llgovifit  ’em;  I cannot  flay. 

Their  fame  has  fir’d  me  fo  till  they  appear. 

Good  friend  be  royal. 

Per.  There  fhali  want  no  bravery. 

Emtl.  Poor  wench  go  weep,  for  w'holbcver  wins, 

Loofes  a noble  Cofin,  for  thy  fins.  Exesevi- 

Seen  a Jertia. 

Enter  Jailer .,lFooer.,  DoPlor. 

Bod.  Herdiftraftionismore  at  fome  time  of  the  Moon, 
Than  at  other  fome,  is  it  not  ? 

Jay.  She  is  continually  in  a harmlefs  diftemper,  Oeeps 
Little,  altogether  without  appetite,  lave  often  drinkin'^. 
Dreaming  of  another  world,  and  a betters  and  what^^ 
Broken  piece  of  matter  fb  e’er  file’s  about,  the  name 
Palamon  lards  it,  that  file  farces  ev’ry  bufmefs. 

Enter  Banghter. 

Withal,  fits  it  to  every  queftion  Look  where 
She  comes,  you  lliall  perceive  her  behaviour. 

Baugh.  I have  forgot  it  quite  ^ the  burden  on’t  was  Bojvh- 
A dorrn  a ; and  penn’d  by  no  worfe  man,  than 
Giraido,  Ew/7/a/Schoolmafter -,  he’s  as 
Fantaftical  too,  as  ever  he  may  goc  upon’s  legs, 

For  in  the  ne.xt  world  will  Bido  fee  and 

Then  will  fbe  be  out  of  love  with  JEneas, 

Bod.  What  ftufl’s  here  ? poor  foul. 

Jay.  Ev’n  thus  all  day  long. 

. Baugh.  Now  for  this  Charm,  that  I told  you  of,  you  m ’.ft 
Bring  a piece  of  filveronthe  tip  of  your  tongue. 

Or  ho  ferry;  then  if  it  be  your  chance  to  come  where 
The  blefled  fpirits,  as  there’s  a fight  now-,  Wc  Maids 
That  have  our  Livers,  perifht,  crackt  to  pieces  with 
Love,  we  fhali  come  there,  and  do  nothing  all  day  Icing 
But  pick  Flowers  with  Proferpine.,  then,  will  1 make 
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* r.tL:tn  it  a Norcgay-jthcnlctliim  mark  me, then. 

I r>  \i.  H.ow  prettily  li'.c’s  amifs  ? note  her  a little  farther. 

Vj".  faith  I’ll  tell  you,  Ibmetimc  we  goc  toBarly-break, 
\\  cot  the  blellcd:,  alas,  ’tisafore  life  they  have i’th’ 

Other  place,  thch  burning,  frying,  boiling,  hilling, 

Fov\  ling,  chatt’ring,  curling,  oh  they  havcnirowd 
Mealiire,  take  heed-,  if  one  be  mad,  or  hang,  or 
Drown  thcmlelves,  thither  theygoe,  Jttpiur  blefs 
Us,  and  there  lhallwcbc  put  in  a Cauldron  of 
L.cad,  and  Uuucrsgreafc,  amongfl:  a whole  million  of 
Cut-purfes,  and  there  boil  like  a Gamon  of  Bacon 
That  will  never  be  enough.  'Exit. 

V.ii}.  How  her  brain  coins  ? 

Lords  and  Courtiers,  that  have  got  Maids  with 
child,  they  are  in  this  place,  they  Ihall  ftand  in  fire  up  to  the 
Navel,  and  in  Ice  up  to  th’  heart,  and  there  th’  offending  part 
burns,  and  the  deceiving  part  freezes^  in  troth  a very  grie- 
vous pun  ifliment,  as  one  would  think,  for  fuch  a Trifle, be- 
lieve me  one  would  marry  a leprous  witch,  to  be  rid  on’t 
ril  allure  you. 

PoF:.  How  file  continues  this  fancie  ? ’Tis  not  an  engraffed 
madnels  but  a mo H thick,  and  profound  melancholly. 

r>j,7g/>.  To  hear  there  a proud  Lady,  and  a proud  City 
wife,  iiowl  together  ; I vvereabeafe,  and  Il’d  call  it  good 
fport : one  cries,  oh  this  finoak,  another  this  fire-,  one  cries 
oh  that  I ever  did  it  behind  the  Arras,  and  then  howls-, 
th’  other  curies  a filing  fellow  and  her  Garden-houfe. 

Sings.  I Tvili be  true.,  my  Stars ^ my  Fate.,&c. 

Exit  Dangh. 

Jay.  What  think  you  of  her.  Sir (minifter  to. 

r>oi}.  I think  file  has  a perturbed  mind,  which  I cannot 

Jay.  Alas,  what  then? 

Pea.  Underffand  you,  file  ever  affeclied  any  man,  e’r 
She  beheld  V alamo-, i ? 

Jjy.  I was  once,  Sir,  in  great  hope  fliehad  fix’d  her 
Liking  on  this  Gentleman  my  friend. 

JVoT..  I did  think  fo  too,  and  would  account  I had  a great 
Pen’vvorthon’t,  togive  halfmy  ftate,  that  both 
She  and  I at  this  prefent  ffood  unfainedly  on  the 
Same  terms.  ( the 

r '.7.  That  intemperate  flirfet  of  her  eye,  hath  diflemper’d 
Other  k nees,  they  may  return  and  fettle  again  to 
Execute  their  preordained  faculties,  but  they  are 
Now  in  a mofl:  extravagant  vagary.  This  you 
Mufl  doc,  confine  her  to  a place,  where  the  light 
May  rather  feem  to  ftealin,  than  be  permitted^  take 
Upon  you  ( young  Sir,  her  friend  ) the  name  of 
filamon-^  fay  you  come  to  eat  with  her,  and  to 
^cmmune  of  Love-,  this  will  catch  her  attention,  for 
This  her  mind  beats  uponj  other  objeds  that  are 
Inferred ’tween  her  mind  and  eye,  become  the  pranks 
And  friskins  of  her  madnefs;,  fing  to  her  fuch  green 
Songs  01  I .ovc,  as  fhe  fays  Ealamon  hath  lung  in 
^ riion  Come  to  her,  ftuck  in  as  fwcet  Flowers  as  the 
Seafon  is  miflrifsof,  and  thereto  make  an  addition  of 
Some  other  compounded  odors,  which  are  grateful  to  the 
Serfe;  all  this  fliall  li^come  Valamon.^  for  Ealamoneaxi 
Sing,  and  Ealamon  is  fwcet,  andcv’ry  good  thing  defire 
. l ocat  with  her,  carvehcr,  drink  to  her,  andftill 
Among,  intermingle  your  petition  of  grace  and  acceptance 
Into  her  favour : learn  what  Maids  have  been  her 
< ompanions,  and  Play-pheers-,  and  let  them  repair  to 
Her  with  Ealamon  in  their  m.ouths,  and  appear  with 
l okcns,  asif  they  fuggeffed  for  him,  itisa  falfhood 
Sheisin,  which  is  withfalfhoodsto  be  combated. 

I his  may  bring  her  to  cat,  to  fleep,  and  reduce  what’s 
.Now  out  of  Iqi-iare  in  her,  into  their  former  Law,  and 
Regiment:,  I have  feen  it  approved,  how  many  times 
I know  not,  but  to  make  the  number  more,  I have 
Tireat  hope  in  this.  I will  between  the  paflagcs  of 
This  projcift,  come  in  with  myapplyance:  Let  us 
Put  it  in  execution and  h alien  the  fuccefs,  which  doubt  not 
Will  bring  forth  comfort.  Flor'iih.Exeunt. 


JBus  Ouintus. 

Scd^na  Trimd, 


Enter  Thcfius,  Perithous,  Hippolita,  Attendants. 

let ’em  enter,  and  before  the  gods 
Tender  their  holy  Prayers : Let  the  Temples 
Burn  bright  with  facred  fires,  and  the  Altars 
In  hallowed  clouds  commend  their  Iwelling  Incenfe 
T o thofe  above  us ; Let  no  due  be  wanting, 

Flarijh  of  Cornets. 

They  have  a noble  work  in  hand,  will  honor 
The  very  powers  that  love  ’em. 


Enter  Palamon  and  Arcite,  and  their  KnightSt 

Per.  Sir,  they  enter. 

Thef.  You  valiant  and  llrong-hearted  enemies 
You  royal  German  foes,  that  this  day  come 
To  blow  that  nearnefsout,  that  flames  between  ye^ 

Lay  by  your  anger  for  an  hour,  and  Dove-like 
Before  the  holy  Altars  of  your  helpers 
( The  all-fear’d  gods ) bow  down  your  flubborn  bodies, 
Your  Ire  is  more  than  mortal  -,  So  your  help  be. 

And  as  the  gods  regard  ye,  fight  with  Jullice,  | 

I’ll  leave  you  to  your  prayers,  and  betwixt  ye  i 

I part  my  wilhes. 

Per.  Honor  crown  the  worthieft. 

Exit  Thefeus  and  his  train. 

Pal.  The  glafs  is  running  now  that  cannot  finifh 
Till  one  of  us  expire:  think  you  but  thus. 

That  were  there  ought  in  me  which  ftrove  to  Ihew 
Mine  enemy  inthisbufinels,  were’tone  eye 
Againft  another:  Armoppreflby Arm : 

I would  deftroy  th’ offender,  Coz.  I would 
Though  parcel  of  my  felf : then  from  this  gather 
How  I fhould  tender  you. 

Arc.  I am  in  labour 

To  pulh  your  name,  yourantient  love,  our  kindred 
Out  of  my  memory  ^ and  i’  th’  felf-fame  place 
To  featlbmething  I would  confound;  fohoillwe 
The  fails,  that  mufl  thefe  veffels  port,  even  where 
The  heavenly  Lymiter  pleafes. 

Pal.  Youfpeakwell^ 

Before  I turn,  let  me  embrace  thee  Cofin 
This  I fhall  never  do  agen. 

Arc.  One  farewel. 

Pal.  Why  let  it  be  fo ; Farewel  Coz. 

Palamon  and  his  Knights. 

Arc.  Farewel  Sir  ; j 

Knights,  Kinfmen,  Lovers,  yea  my  Sacrifices 
Trueworfliipers  of  whofe  fpirit  in  you  | 

Expells  the  feeds  of  fear,  andth’  apprehenfion 
Which  Hill  is  farther  off  it,  goe  with  me  | 

Before  the  god  of  our  profefllon : There  | 

Require  of  him  the  hearts  of  Lions,  and 
The  breath  of  T ygers,  yea,  the  fierccnefs  too,  | 

Yea,  the  fpeedalfb,  to  go  on,  I mean  i 

Elfe  wifhwe  to  be  fnails : you  know  ray  prize  | 

Mufl  bedragg’d  out  ofbloud,  force  and  great  fear  ; 

^Mufl  put  my  Garland  on,  where  fhe  flicks  j 

The  Queen  of  Flowers:  our  interccfTion  then  ■ 

Mufl  be  to  him  that  makes  the  Camp,  a Ceflron  j 

, Rrim’d  with  the  blood  of  men  • give  me  your  aid 
And  bend  your  fpirits  towards  him.  They  kneel. 

Thou  mighty  one,  that  with  thy  power  hall  turn’d 
Green  Neptune  into  purple. 

Comets  preyvarn,  whofe  havock  in  vaft  Field 
Unearthed  skulls  proclaim,  whofe  breath  blows  down, 

The  teeming  Cores  foyzon,  who  deft  pluck 

With 
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With  handarmenipotent  fromlx)th  blew  clouds, 

The  nialon’d  Turrets,  that  both  inak’ft:  and  break’ll 
The  Itoiiy  girths  of  Cities;  me  thy  pupil, 

Youngeft  follower  of  thy  Drum,  inltrudt  this  day  . 

With  military  skill,  that  to  thy  laud 
I may  advance  my  Itreamer,  and  by  thee. 

Be  itirdthe  Lord  o’th’day,  give  me  great  Mart 
Some  token  of  thy  Pleallire. 

Here  they  fall  on  their  faces  as  former^ 
/y,  and  there  is  heard  clangingof  /ir^ 

, vior^  with  ajhortThnnder^as the  hurji 

j of  a battel^  tvbereufon  they  all  rife^and 

I bow  to  the  ^Itar. 

Oh  great  Corrector  of  enormous  times. 

Shaker  of  o’er. rank  States,  thou  grand  decider 
Of  dufty,  and  old  Titles,  that  hcal’ft  with  blood 
,The  earth  when  it  is  fick,  and  curft  the  world 
O’th’  pleurefieof  people^  I do  take 
! Thy  figns  aulpicioully,  and  in  thy  name 
To  my  clefign  ^ march  boldly,  let  us  goe.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Palanion  and  his  Knights^  with  the  former 
; dhfervance. 

Pal.  Our  Stars  mufl;  glifter  with  new  fire,  or  be 
Today  extind  *,  our  argument  is  love, 

Which  if  the  goddefs  of  it  grant,  flie  gives 
iVidory  too,  then  blend  ycnir  fpirits  with  mine. 

You,  whofe  free  noblenefs  do  make  my  caule 
Your  perfonal  hazard  ^ to  the  goddefs  Venus 
' Commend  we  our  proceeding,  and  implore 
Her  power  unto  our  partie. 

Here  they  hjteel  formerly. 
Hail  Sovereign  Queen  of  lecrets,  who  half  power 
To  call  the  fiercelt  Tyrant  from  his  rage  ^ 

And  weep  unto  a GirU  that  haft  the  might 
Even  with  an  eye-glance,  to  choak  Mar  ft  s Drum 
And  turn  th’ allarm  to  whilpers,  that  canft  make 
A Cripple  florilh  with  his  Crutch,  and  cure  him 
Before  Apnh  •,  that  may’ll;  force  the  King 
To  be  hisfubjeds  vafial,  and  induce 
Stale  gravity  to,  the  pould  Batchelor 
Whofe  youth  like  wanton  boys  through  Bonfires 
Have  skipt  thy  flame,  at  leventy,  thou  canft  catch 
And  make  him  to  the  ftorn  of  his  hoarfe  throat 
Abufe  young  lavs  of  Love  ^ what  godlike  power 
Haft  thou  not  power  upon?  To  Phabusthm 
Add’ft  'flames,  hotter  than  his  the  heavenly  fires 
Did  fcorch  his  mortal  Son,  thine  him  •,  the  hiintrefi 
All  moift  and  cold,  fome  fay,  began  to  throw 
Her  Bow  away,  "and  figh : take  to  thy  grace 
Me  thy  vow’d  Soldier,  who  do  bear  thy  yoak 
As’twere  a wreath  of  Rofes,  yet  is  heavier 
Than  Lead  it  felf,  ftings  more  than  Nettles  ^ 

I have  never  been  foul-mouth’d  againft  thy  Law, 

I Ne’er  reveal’d  fecret,  for  I knew  none-,  would  not 
j Had  I ken’d  all  that  were  ^ I never  pradis’d 
; Upon  mans  wife,  nor  would  the  Libels  read 

I Of  liberal  wits:  I never  at  great  feafts 
Sought  to  betray  a beauty,  but  have  blufli’d 
At  fimpringSirs  that  did : I have  been  harfli 
To  large  Confeflors,  and  have  hotly  ask’d ’em 
If  they  had  Mothers,  I had  one,  a woman. 

And  women ’t  were  they  wrong’d.  I kne\i^  a man 
Of  eighty  winters,  this  I told  them,  who 
A Lafs  of  fourteen  brided,  ’twas  thy  power 
To  put  life  into  duft,  the  aged  Cramp 
i Had  ferew’d  his  jquare  foot  round, 

The  Gout  had  knit  his  fingers  into  knots, 

1 Torturing  Convulllons  from  his  globy  eies, 

: Had  almoft  drawn  their  fpheres,  that  what  was  life 
'Inhimfeem’d  torture:  this  Anatomie 
* Had  by  his  young  fair  Sphere  a Boy,  and  I 
Believ’d  it  was  his,  for  flie  fwore  it  was. 
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And  who  would  not  believe  her?  brief  I am 
To  thole  that  prate,  and  have  done-,  no  Companion 
To  thole  that  boaft  and  have  not-,  :i  defyer 
Tothofe  that  would  and  cannot  -,  a Kcjo  xci  . 

Yea  him  I do  not  love,  that  tells  clofcolliccs 
Thefonleft  way,  nor  names  concealments  in 
The  boldeft  language,  fuch  a one  1 am,  , i 

And  vow  that  lover  never  yet  made  ligh 
Truer  than  I,  Oh  then  moft  loft  1 weec  goddefs 
Give  me  theviifloryof  this  queftion,  which 
s true  loves  merit,  and  blefs  me  with  a lign 
Of  thy  great  pleafure. 

Here  Afitfulijs  heard.,  Doves  are  feen  to  flutter., 
they  fall  again  upon  their  faces,  then  on  their 
kyees. 

Pal.  Oh  thou  that  from  eleven  to  ninety  reign’ft 
In  mortal  bofoms,  whole  Chafe  is  this  world 
And  we  in  Herds  thy  Game  I give  thee  thanks 
For  this  fair  Token,  which  being  laid  unto 
Mine  innocent  true  heart,  arms  in  aflurance  I'heyhow.  * 
My  body  to  this  bufinefs  Let  us  rile  ‘ 

And  bow  before  the  goddefs : Time  comes  on.  Exeunt. 

Still  APufek^  of  Records. 

Ewffr  Emilia  intrhite,  her  hair  about  her  (hnnlders,  a whea- 
ten  wreath:  One  imp^hite,  holding  up  her  train,  her  hair 
jiuck,^  with  Flowers : One  before  her  carrying  a fiber  Hyutl, 
in  which  U conveyed  Incenfe  and  fweet  ' odors,  tvhich  being 
fet  upon  the  Altar,  her  Maids  jianding  aloof,  Jhe  fets  fire 
to  it,  then  they  curpfy  and  l^neel. 

Emil.  Oh  facred,  fliadovvy,  cold  and  conftant  Q^een,  - 
Abandonee  of  Revels,  mute  contemplative. 

Sweet,  folitary,  white  as  chafte,  and  pure 
Aswind-fan’d  Suow,  who  to  thy  femal  Knights 
Allow’ft  no  more  blood  than  will  make  ablufli. 

Which  is  their  Orders  Robe.  I here  thy  Prieft  ^ 

Am  humbled  for  thine  Altar,  oh  vouchlafe 
With  that  thy  rare  green  eye,  which  never  yet 
Beheld  thing  maculate,  look  on  thy  Virgin, 

And  facred  filver  Miftrifs,  lend  thine  car  ’ 

( Which  ne’r  heard  fcurril  term,  into  whofe  port 
Ne’er  entred  wanton  found, ) to  my  petition 
Sealbn’d  with  holy  fear -,  this  is  my  laft 
Of  veftal  office,  I’m  Bride-habited, 

But  Maiden-hearted ; a Husband  I have  pointed 
But  do  not  know  him,  out  of  two,  Illiould  ’ 

Choofe  one,  and  pray  for  his  fuccefs,  but  I 
Am  guiitlcfs  of  elefrionof  mine  eyes, 

Were  I to  lofe  one,  they  are  equal  precious, 

I could  doome  neither,  that  which  perifh’d  fhould 

Goeto’t  iinfentenc’d : Therefore  moftmodeft  Qnecib 

He  of  the  two  Pretenders,  that  beft  loves  me 

And  has  the  triieft  T itle  in’c,  let  him 

Take  off  my  wheaten  Garland,  or  elfc  grant 

The  file  and  quality  I hold,  1 may 

Continue  in  thy  Band. 

Here  the  Hind  vanifhes  Under  the  Altar  t and 
in  the  place  afeends  a Rofe-E ree,  having  one 
Kofeuponit. 

See  what  oiii*  General  of  Ebbs  and  Flows 
Out  from  the  bowels  of  het  holy  Altar 
With  facred  A(ft  advances : But  one  Pvofe, 

If  well  infpir’d,  this  Battelfhall  confound 
Both  thefe  brave  Knights,  and  I a Virgin  Flower 
Muft  grow  alone  unpluck’d. 

Here  is  heard  afodain  twang  of  InfirU' 
ments,  and  the  Rofe  falls  from  the  Tree- 

The  Flower  is  fall’n,  the  Tree  defeends : oh  Miftrifs 
Thou  here  difehargeft  me,  I fhall  be  gather’d, 

I think  fo,  but  I know  not  thineown  Will  j 
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Uncl.jsjx'thc  Mifccry  ; I hope  flic’s  pleas’d, 
llci  Si^us  were  gracious. 

T^bey  cur C fey ^ And  Exeitnt. 
SexHs  Seaotdj. 

Enter  Pe^or^  jAylor^  and  U'oocr^  /« o/Palamon 

PEI.  Has  rhis  advice  I told  you,  done  any  good  upon  her? 
U oo.  Oh  very  much  •,  the  iMaids  that  kept  her  company 
Have  half  perlivadcd  her  that  I am  FaUmon-^  within  this 
Half  hoar  Ihc  camelmilingto  me,  and  ask’d  me  what  1 
W ould  eat,  and  when  I would  kiisher:  Itoldher, 
Preiemly,  and  kill:  her  twice. 

PiR.  ’Twas  well  done  •,  tv^nty  times  had  been  far  better, 
For  there  the  cure  lies  mainly. 

JPos.  Then  flic  told  me 

She  would  watch  with  me  to  night,  forw'ell  flieknew 
W hat  hour  my  fit  u’ould  take  me. 

PoR.  Let  her  do  fo, 

.-'niwheii  your  lit  comes,  fit  her  Ijomc,, 

And  prefently. 

//O.w.  She  would  have  me  fing. 

P<jR.  You  did  fo.^ 

JPoo.  No. 

PeCt.  ’Twas  very  ill  done  then. 

You  fhould  obferve  her  ev’ry  way. 

IPoo.  Alas 

1 have  no  voice  Sir,  to  confirm  her  that  way. 

Poet.  That’s  all  one,  if  ye  make  a noife. 

If  flieintrcat  again,  do  any  thing, 

Lie  with  her  if  Iheaskyou. 

Jjil.  Hoa  there  DoTor. 

PoR.  Yes,  in  the  way  of  cure, 
y^i/.  But  firfl,  by  your  leave 
1 I’th’  way  of  honefty. 

PoR.  That’s  but  a nicenefs, 

Nev’r  call  your  child  away  for  hone  fly  •, 

Cure  her  firfl:  this  way,  then  if  fhe  will  be  honeft. 

She  has  the  path  before  her. 

Jjul.  Thank  ye  Dodor. 

Doer.  Pray  bring  her  in,  ^ 

.And  let’s  fee  how  flie  is. 

Jjil.  Iwill,  and  tell  her 
Her  PuWwflaics  forher:  but  Dodor, 

Methinks  vou  are  i’  th’  wrong  ftill.  Jaylor. 

Vcci.  Goe,goc:  you  Fathers  are  fine  fools : her  honefty? 
.Andw'e  fliouldgivc  her  phyfick  till  we  find  that : 

JP! ).  Why,  do  you  think  fhe  is  not  honeft.  Sir  ? 

Pjci.  How  old  is  fhe  > 

IPoi.  She’s  eighteen. 

PoR.  She  maybe, 

But  that’s  all  one,  ’tis  nothing  to  our  purpofe, 

Whatev’r  her  Father  faies,  if  you  perceive 
Her  Mood  inclining  that  way  that  I fpokeof. 

Videlicet^  The  way  of  flejh^  you  have  me. 

[Poo.  Yes  very  well  Sir. 
pna.  Pleafc  her  appetite 
And  do  it  home,  it  cures  her  ipJofaRo^ 

The  melancholly  humor  that  infeds  her. 

IPoo.  I am  of  your  mind,  PoRor. 

Enter  Jailor^  Paughter^  Maid. 

poih  You’ll  find  it  fo  ^ flic  comes,  pray  honor  her. 
fail.  Come,  your  I^ve  flays  for  you  child, 

And  has  done  this  long  hour,  to  vifit  you 
Paw^b.  1 thank  him  for  his  gentle  patience. 

He’s  a kind  Gentleman,  and  I am  much  bound  to  nim, 
Did  you  never  fee  the  horfe  he  gave  me  ? 
f ail.  Yes. 

jjaugh.  How  do  you  like  him? 
fait.  He’s  a -.try  fair  one 


Paugh.  You  never  faw  him  dance  ? 
fail.  No. 

Pattgh.  I have  often. 

He  dances  very  finely,  very  comely. 

And  forajigg,  come  cut  and  long  tail  to  him. 

He  turns  ye  like  a Top. 
fail.  That’s  fine  indeed. 

Patigh.  He’ll  dance  the  Mnrrh  twenty  mile  an  hour, 

And  that  will  founder  tlic  bell  hobby-horfe 
( If  I have  any  skill)  in  all  the  parilh, 

Aiid  ga' 'ops  to  the  turn  of  Light  a^love^ 

What  think  you  of  this  horfe  ? 

fail.  Having  thefe  virtues 
I think  he  rrl^ht  be  brought  to  play  at  Tennis. 
h augh.  h las  that’  • nothing. 

J..U.  aiihe  write  and  read  too'? 

Paif  ([h.  ' cry  fair  hand,  and  calls  himfelfth’ accounts 
Of  all  !.i  > .lay  and  Provender  ; thatHofller 
MuiCrife  betimctiiat  cozens  him-,  you  know 
1 he  ChefnuL  Mare  the  Duke  has  ? 

J il.  Very  well. 

l^augb.  She  is  horribly  in  love  with  him,  poorbeafl, 

But  he  is  like  his  Mailer,  coy  and  fcornful. 
fail.  What  Dowry  has  fhe? 

Paugh.  Some  two  hundred  Bottles, 

And  twenty  flrike  of  Oats  y but  he’ll  ne’er  have  hery 
He  lifps,  in’s  neighing,  able  to  entice 
A Millers  Mare, 

He’ll  be  the  death  of  her, 

DoR.  Whatflufffhe  utters? 

fail.  Make  curt’fie,jh  ere  your  love  comes. 

JPoo.  Pretty  foul 

How  doe  ye  ? that’s  a fine  Maid,  there’s  a curt’ fie. 

Paugh.  Yours  to  command  i’th’  way  of  honefty  y 
How  far  is’t  now  to  th’ end  o’th’  world  my  Mafters? 

PoR.  Why  a days  journey  wench. 

Paugh.  Will  you  go  with  me  ? 

Woo.  What  fhall  we  do  there  wench  ? 

Paugh.  Why  play  at  Stool-ball. 

What  is  there  elfe  to  do? 

Woo.  I am  content 
If  we  fhall  keep  our  wedding  there 
Paugh.  ’Tis  true 

For  there  I will  afliire  you,  we  fhall  find 

Some  blind  Prieft  for  the  purpofe,  that  will  venture 

To  marry  us,  for  here  they  are  nice  and  foolifh  •, 

Befides,  my  Father  mult  be  hangM  to  morrow 
And  that  would  be  a blot  i’th’  bufinefs 
Atq  not  y OM  Palamon'i  \ 

Woo.  Do  not  you  know  me  ? 

Paugh.  Yes,  but  you  care  not  for  me  y 1 have  nothing 
But  this  poor  Petticoat,  and  two  courfe  Smocks. 

Woo.  That’s  all  one,  I will  have  you. 

Paugh.  Will  you*furely  ? 

Woo.  Yes,  by  this  fair  hand  will  I. 

Paugh.  We’ll  to  bed  then. 

Woo.  Ev’n  when  you  will. 

Paugh:  Oh  Sir,  you  would  fain  he  nibling. 

Woo.  Why  do  you  rub  my  kifs  off? 

Paugh.  'Tis  a fweet  one. 

And  will  perfume  me  finely  againftthe  wedding. 

Is  not  this  your  Cofin  Arcite  ? 

PoR.  Yes  Sweetheart, 

And  I am  glad  my  Cofin  Palamon 
Has  made  fo  fair  a choice. 

Paugh.  Do  you  think  he’ll  have  me? 

PoR.  Yes  without  doubt. 

Paugh.  Do  you  think  fo  too  ? 

Jail.  Yes. 

Paugh.  We  fhall  have  many  children:  Lord,  how  y’are 
My  Falamon  I hope  will  grow  too  finely 
Now  he’s  at  liberty : alas  poor  Chicken, 

He  was  kept  down  with  hard  Meat,  and  ill  Lodging, 

But  ril  kifs  him  up  again. 
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Enter  a Mejfeu^er. 

Mejf.  What  do  you  here?  you’ll  lofcthc  noblclt  fight, 
That  e’er  vvas  fee. 

Jail.  Are  they  i’th’  field? 

Mejf.  They  are 
You  bear  a charge  there  too. 

Jail.  I’ll  away  fbraight 
I mull  ev’n  leave  you  here. 

VoG.  Nay,  we’ll  goe  with  you^ 

I will  not  loofe  the  Fight. 

Jail.  How  did  you  like  her  ? 

Dod.  I’ll  warrant  you  within  thefe  three  or  four  days 
I’ll  make  her  right  again.  You  mull  not  from  her 
But  ftill  prelerve  her  in  this  way. 

1^00.  I will. 

T>oU.  Let’s  get  her  in. 

ly oo.  Come  Sweet,  we’ll  go  to  dinnef 
And  then  we’ll  play  at  Cards. 

Daugh.  And  fhall  we  kift  too  ? 

A hundred  times. 

Vaugh.  And  twenty. 

IVoo.  I,  and  twenty. 

T)augh.  And  then  we’ll  fleep  together. 

Take  her  offer. 

Woo.  Yes  marry  will  wc. 

Vaugh.  But  you  fhall  not  hurt  me. 

Woo.  I will  not  Sweet. 

Vaugh.  If  you  do  (Love)  I’ll  cry.  FIdrilh 

Sc^naTertia.  ' > 

Thefe  Us,  Hippolita,' Emilia,  Perithous:  and 
fome  Attendants.^  T.  Tuck  : Curtis. 

Emil.  I’ll  no  ftep  further. 

Eer.  Will  you  loofe  this  fight  > 

Emil.  I had  rather  fee  a Wren  hawk  at  a Fly 
Than  thisdecifion  •,  ev’ry  blow  that  falls ' 

Threats  a brave  life,  each  ftroke  laments 
The  place  whereon  it  falls,  and  founds  more  like  ' 

A Bell,  than  Blade,  I will  flay  here, 

It  is  enough,  my  hearing  fhall  be  punifti’d. 

With  what  fhall  happen,  ’gainftthe  which  there  is 
No  dealing,  but  to  hear  ^ not  taint  mine  eye  i 
With  dread  fights,  it  may  fhun. 

Fer.  Sir,  my  good  Lord 
Your  Sifter  will  no  further. 

Thef.  Ohfhemuft. 

She  fhall  fee  deeds  of  Honor  in  their  kind. 

Which  fometime  fhew  well  pencill’d.  Nature  now 

Shall  make,  andadt  the  Story,  the  belief 

Both  feal’d  with  eye,  and  ear  ^ you  muft  be  prefent. 

You  are  the  vidlors  meed,  the  price,  and  garland 
To  crown  the  Queftions  Title. 

Emil.  Pardon  me,  _ 

If  I were  there,  I’d  wink 

Thef.  You  muft  be  there  •, 

This  trial  is  as  ’twere  i’  th’  night,  and  you 
The  only  Star  to  fhinc. 

Emil.  I am  extindf. 

There  is  but  envy  in  that  light,  which  fhows 
The  one  the  other:  darknefs  which  ever  was 
The  dame  of  horror^  who  does  ftand  accurft 
Of  many  mortal  Millions,  may  even  now 
By  calling  her  black  mantle  over  both 
That  neither  could  find  other,  get  her  felf 
Some  part  of  a good  name,  and  many  a murthei 
Set  off  whereto  fhe’s  guilty. 

Hip.  You  muft  go. 

Emil.  In  faith  I will  not. 

Jbef.  Why  the  Knights  muft  kindle 
Their  valour  at  your  eye  : know  of  this  war 


You  are  the  I'rcafiirc,  and  muft  needs  be  by 
To  give  the  Service  pay. 

Emil.  Sir,  pardon  me. 

The  Title  of  a Kingdom  may  betry’d 
Out  of  it  felf. 

Ihej:  Well,  well  then,  at  your  pleafurc, . 

Thole  that  remain  with  you,  could  wifh  their  office 
To  any  of  their  enemies. 

Hip.  Farcwel  Sifter, 

I am  like  to  know  your  Husband ’fore  your  felf 
By  fbme  fmall  ftart  of  time,  hcvvho.m  the  gods 
Doe  of  the  two,  know  belt,  I pray  them,  he 
Be  made  your  Lot, 

Enter  Thefeus,  Hippolita,  Perithous,  &», 

Emil.  is  gently  vifag’d^  yet  his  eye 
Is  like  an  Engine  bent,  or  a fharp  weapon 
In  a foft  fheath  ^ mercy,  and  manly  courage 
Arc  bedfellows  in  his  vifage:  Palamon 
Has  a moft  menacing  afpc'.l,  his  brow 
Is  grav’d,  and  feems  to  bury  what  it  frowns  on^ 
Yetfometimes  ’tisnot  lo,  but  alters  to 
The  quality  of  his  thoughts  ^ long  time  his  eye 
Will  dwell  upon  hisobjed.  Melancholly 
Becomes  him  nobly  •,  fo  docs  Archers  mirth. 

But  ?alamon*s  fadnelsis  a kind  of  mirth, 

So  mingled,  as  if  mirth  did  make  him  fad. 

And  fadnefs,  merry  ^ thofe  darker  humors  that 
Stick  mif-becomingly  on  others,  on  them 
Live  in  fair  dwelling. 

Cornets.  Trumpets  found  asto  a Charge. 
Hark  how  your  fpurs  to  fpirit  doc  incite 
The  Princes  to  their  proof,  Arcite  may  win  me. 

And  yet  may  Palamon  wound  Arcite.,  to 
The  Ipoiling  cif  his  figure.  Oh  what  pity 
Enough  for  fuch  a chance  ^ if  I were  by 
I might  do  hurt,  for  they  would  glance  their  eies 
Toward  my  Seat,  and  in  that  motion  might 
Omit  a Ward,  or  forfeit  an  offence 
Which  crav’d  that  very  time : it  is  much  better 

(^Cornets.  A great  cry.,  andnoife 
vpithin.,  cryingaE^ldmon.') 

I am  not  there,  dh  better  never  born 
Thanminifter  to"  fuch  harm,  what  is  the  chance  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  The  cry’s  a Palamon. 

Emil.  Then  he  has  won:  ’twas  ever  likely, 

He  look’d  all  grace  and  fuccefs,  and  he  is 
Doubtlels  theprim’ft  of  men:  I pretheerun 
And  tell  me  how  it  goes. 

Shout^  and  Cornets  : crying  a Palamon 

Ser.  St\\\  Palamon. 

Emil.  Run  and  enquire,  poor  Servant  thou  haft  loft. 
Upon  my  right  fide  ftill  I wore  thy  Pidure, 

Palamon'^s  Oil  the  left,  why  Ib  I know  not, 

I had  no  end  in’t  ^ elfe  chance  would  have  it  fb. 

Another  cry  and Jhout  within.,  and  Cornets. 
On  the  finiftcr  fide  the  heart  lies  ^ Palamon 
Had  the  beft  boding  chance : this  burft  of  clamor 
Is  fure  th’  end  o’th’  combat. 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  They  faid  th2t  Palamonhad  Arcitesbody 
Within  an  inch  o’th’  Pyramid,  that  the  cry 
Was  general  2 Palamon  : but  anon, 

Th’  Affiftants  made  a brave  redemption,  and 
The  two  bold  Ty  tiers,  at  this  inftant  are 
Hand  to  hand  at  it. 

Emil.  Were  they  metamorphos’d 
Both  into  one  ^ oh  why  ? there  were  no  wonian 
Worth  fo  compos’d  a man  ; their  fingl  e fhare. 
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1  c prejudice  of  dilparity  values  fhortnefs 

Cornets.  Cry  nvfA/w,  Arcitc,  Arcitc. 
To  anv  I adv  breathing ^!ore  exulting? 

r.//.v-  u Ihll  ? 

5:r.  \av,  now  the  found  is  ^rcl/c’. 
j f 1 prethce  lay  attention  to  the  Cry. 

I Cornets.  A (rreatjhout.,  and  cry.,  Arcite,  viHory. 

' SetlxJth  thine  cars  to  th’ bulineis. 
j >Vr.  The  cry  is  i 

I Areite.,  and  victory,  hark  victory, 

’ Vhc  c'oinbats  conlunimation  is  proclaim’d 
Bv  the  wind  Inftruments. 

E'nil.  Half  fights  law 

That  was  no  babe,  god’s  lyd,  his  richnels 
And  coidlinefs  of  fpirit  lookt  through  him  ^ it  could 
N'omore  be  hid  in  him,  than  fire  in  flax. 

Than  humble  banks  can  goto  law  with  waters. 

That  drift  w’inds,  force  to  raging : I did  think 
Good  would  mifearry,  yet  I knewnot 

Why  1 did  think  lb  ^ Our  reafons  are  not  prophets 
When  oft  our  fancies  are  : they  are  coming  off: 

Alaspeor  Pahmon.  Cornets. 

Enter  Thefeus,  Hippolita,  Perithons,  Arcite  as 
Victor  and  Attendants.,  &C. 

Thef.  To,  where  our  Sifter  is  in  expeeftation, 

Yet  quaking,  andunfetled  : faireft  Emilia., 

The  gods  by  their  Divine  arbitrament 
Have  given  you  this  Knight,  he  is  a good  one 
As  ever  ftruckat  head  : Give  me  your  hands  ^ 

Receive  you  her,  you  him,  be  plighted  with 
A love  that  grows,  as  you  decays  ■ . 

Arcite.  Emily.  -•i 

To  buy  you  I have  loft  what’s  dearefh  tome. 

Save  what  is  bought,  and  yet  I purchafe  cheaply. 

As  I do  rate  your  value. 

Thef  Oh  loved  Sifter, 

i He  fpeaks  now  of  as  brave  a Knight  as  e’er 
Didfpur  a noble  Steed:  Purely  the  gods 
Would  have  him  die  a batchelor,  left  his  race 
Should  fkow  i’th’w^orldtoo  godlike:  his  behaviour 
So  charm’d  me,  that  methought  Alddes  was 
To  him  a Sow  of  Lead:  if  I could  praife 
Each  part  of  him  to  th’  all  •,  1 have  fpoke,  your  Arcite 
Did  not  lofeby’t  ^ for  he  that  was  thus  good 
Encountred  yet  his  Better,  1 have  heard 
Two  emulous  Philomels,  beat  the  ear  o’th’  night 
j With  their  contentious  throats,  now  on  the  higher, 

Anon  the  other,  then  again  the  firft, 

And  by  and  by  out-breafted,  that  thefenfe 
Could  not  be  judge  between ’em  : fo  it  far’d 

Good  fpace  between  thefe  kinfitien  ^ till  heavens  did 
Make  hardly  one  the  winner ; wear  the  Garland 
: With  joy  that  you  have  won:  for  the  fubdu’d, 

J Give  them  our  prefent  Juflice,  fince  I know 
Their  lives  but  pinch  ’em,  let  it  here  be  done; 

The  Scene’s  not  for  our  feeing,  goewe  hence, 

Riaht  joyful,  with  fomeforrow.  Arm  your  prize, 

I know  you  will  not  lofc  her  : Hippolita 
I fee  one  eye  of  yours  conceives  a tear 
! The  which  it  will  deliver.  Florijh. 

i Emil.  Is  this  winning? 

Oh  all  you  heavenly  powers,  where  is  your  mercy? 

But  that  your  wills  have  laid  it  mufl  be  fo. 

And  charge  me  live  to  comfort  this  unfriended, 
Thismiferable  Prince  that  cuts  away 
A life  more  worthy  from  him,  thanall  women  j 
I ff.ould,  and  would  die  too, 

Hip.  Infinite  pity 

That  four  fuch  eyes  fhould  be  fo  fix’d  on  one 
That  t '.so  muff;  needs  l)c  blind  for ’t, 

Thef.  So  it  is.  Exeunt, 


Scena  ^^arta. 

Enter  Vdl^^on.  and  bis  Knights  pinion’d:  Jailor 
Executioner.,  &:c.  Card. 

There’s  many  a man  alive  that  hath  out-Iiv’d 
The  love  o’th’  people,  vea,  i’th’ felf-fame  Rate 
Stands  many  a Fatlier  with  his  child  fome  comfort 
We  have  by  fb  confidering ; we  expire 
And  not  wnthout  mens  pity.  To  liveftill. 

Have  their  good  wifhes , we  prevent 
The  lothfbme  mifery  of  age,  beguile 
The  Gout  and  Rheum,  that  in  lag  hours  attend 
For  grey  approachers  ^ we  come  towards  the  gods 
Young,  and  unwapper’d,  not  halting  under  Crimes 
Many  and  ffale  : that  fure  fhall  pleale  the  gods 
Sooner  than  fuch,  to  give  us  Nedlar  with  ’em. 

For  we  aramore  clear  Spirits.  My  dear  kinfmen. 

Whofe  lives  ( for  this  poor  comfort ) are  laid  down. 

You  have  fbld’em  too  too  cheap. 

1 K.  What  ending  could  be 

Of  more  content  ? o’er  us  the  viiftors  have 
Fortune,  whole  Title  is  as  momentary. 

As  to  us  death  is  certain : a grain  of  honor 
They  not  o’er- weigh  us, 

2 K.  Let  us  bid  farewel  \ 

And,  with  our  patience,  anger  tott’ring  Fortune, 

W-'ho  at  her  certain’!!:  reels. 

3 K.  Come ; who  begins  ? 

Pal.  Ev’n  he  that  led  you  to  this  Banquet,  fhall 
Tafte  to  you  all  : ah  ha  my  Friend,  my  Friend, 

Your  gentle  daughter  gave  me  freedom  once^ 

You’ll  fee’t  done  now  for  ever;  pray  how  does  fhe  ? 

I heard  fhe  was  not  well  ^ her  kind  of  ill 
Gave  me  Ibme  fbrrow. 

Jail.  Sir,  fhe’s  well  reffor’d. 

And  to  be  married  fhortly. 

Pal.  By  my  Ihort  life 
I am  mofl  glad  on’t  •,  ’tis  the  lateft  thing 
I fhall  be  glad  of,  prethee  tell  her  fo : 

Commend  me  to  her,  and  to  piece  her  portion 
Tender  her  this* 

1 Jf,  Nay,  let’s  be  offerers  all. 

2 K.  Is  it  a maid  ? 

Pal.  Verily  I think  fo, 

A right  good  creature,  more  to  me  deferving 
Than  I can  quight  or  fpeak  of. 

AUK.  Commend  us  to  her.  They  give  their  purfes. 

Jail.  The  gods  requite  you  all. 

And  make  her  thankful. 

Pal.  Adieu  and  let  my  life  be  now  as  fliort. 

As  my  leave  taking.  Lies  on  the  Blochc 

I K.  Lead  courageous  Cofin. 

1.2.  K.  We’ll  follow  cheerfully. 

A greatnoife  mthin,  crying.,  run^favethold. 

Enter  in  hajie  a Mefenger. 

Mejf.  Hold,  hold,  oh  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Enter  Pirithous  in  hajie. 

Phr.  Hold,  hoa : It  is  a curfed  hafle  you  made 
If  you  have  donefo  quickly  : noble  Palamon., 

The  gods  will  fhew  their  glory  in  a life. 

That  thou  art  yet  to  lead. 

Pal.  Can  that  be. 

When  Venus  I have  laid  is  falle?  How  do  things  fare  ? 

Pir.  Arife  great  sir,  and  give  the  tidings  ear 
That  are  moft  early  fweet,  and  bitter. 

Pal.  What 

Hath  wak’t  us  from  our  dream 
Pir.  Lift  then : your  Cofin 

MountCf 
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Mounted  upon  a Steed  that  Emily 
Did  firfi-  bellow  on  him,  a black  one,  owing 
Not  a hayr  worth  of  white,  which  Ibnie  will  fay 
W'eakens  his  price,  and  many  will  not  buy 
His  goodnefs  with  this  note ; Which  liipcrllition 
Hear  finds  allowance  : On  this  horfe  is  /^rdte 
Trotting  the  Hones  of  Athens^  which  the  Gallons 
Did  rather  tell,  than  trample  •,  For  the  horlc 
Would  make  his  length  a mile,  if’t  pleas’d  his  Rider 
To  put  pride  in  him  ; as  he  thus  went  counting 
The  flinty  pavement,  dancing  as  t’were  to’th’  Mufick 
His  own  hoofs  made  ^ ( For  as  they  fay  from  iron 
Came  Mullcks  origen  ) what  envious  Flint, 

Cold  as  old  Sj/«r«e,  and  like  him  pofleft 
With  fire  malevolent,  darted  a Spark, 

Or  what  feirce  fulphur  elfe,  to  this  end  made, 

I comment  not^  The  hot  horfe,  hot  as  fire. 

Took  Toy  at  this,  and  fell  to  what  diforder 
•His  power  could  give  his  will,  bounds,  comes  on  end, 
Forgets-fehool  dooing,  being  therein  train’d,. 

And  of  kind  mannage,  pig-like  he  whines 
At  the  lharp  Rowell,  which  he  frets  at  rather 
Than  any  jot  obeyes  ^ Seeks  all  foul  means 
Of  boyflrous  and  rough  lad’rie,  to  dif-leat 
His  Lord,  that  kept  it  bravely  : When  nought  ferv’d. 
When  neither  Curb  would  crack,  girth  break,  nor  dift’ring 
plunges 

Dif-root  his  Rider  whence  he  grew,  but  that 
He  kept  him  ’tween  his  legs,  on  his  hind  hoofs 

( on  end  he  Hands 

That  Arches^  legs  being  higher  than  his  head 
Seem’d  with  Hrange  art  to  hang  : His  vidors  wreath 
Even  then  fell  off  his  head  : And  prefently 
Backward  the  jade  comes  o’er,  and  his  full  poyze 
Becomes  the  Riders  load  : Yet  is  he  living, 

But  fuch  a veffell  ’tis  that  floats  but  for 

The  furge  that  next  approaches  : He  much  defires 

To  have  fome  fpeech  with  you  : Loe  he  appears.  - 

Enter  Jhefeus-,  Hippolita-,  Emilia-^  Arcite-,  in  a chair. 

Pal.  O miferable  end  of  our  alliance 
The  gods  are  mightie  Arcite.,  if  thy  heart. 

Thy  worthie,  manly  heart  be  yet  unbroken : 

Give  me  thy  laH  words,  I ’m  Palamon.^ 

One  that  yet  loves  thee  dying. 

' Arc.  Take  Emilia 

And  with  her,  all  the  worlds  joy : Reach  thy  hand. 
Farewell : I have  told  my  laH  hour  ^ I was  falfe. 

Yet  never  treacherous ; Forgive  me  Cofen 


E P I L 

I Would  novo  dshfiyc  how  yo  lik§  the  Play., 

But  as  it  is  with  School  Boys,  cannot  fay, 

I'm  crudl  fearefuU : pray  yet  flay  a while, 

Jnd  let  me  loo^upon  ye:  No  man  fmile  ^ 

Then  it  goes  hard  I fee  j He  that  has 
Lovd  a young  hanfome  wench  then,  fljow  hk  facel 
'Tk  flrange  if  none  be  here,  and  if  he  will 
Againfl  hk  tonfcience  let  him  hifs  and  hpll 
Our  Market:  'Tk  in  vain,  I fee  to  flay  ye. 
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One  kifs  from  fair  Emilia:  ’Tis  done  : 

Take  her  ; 1 die. 

Pal.  Thy  brave  Ibul  feck  Elidttm. 

Emil.  I’ll  clofe  thine  eyes.  Prince  j Bleflcd  fouls  be  with 
thee 

Thou  art  a right  good  man,  and  while  I live. 

This  day  1 give  to  tiais. 

Pal.  And  I to  honor. 

Ihefe.  In  this  place  firH  you  fought ; Even  very  here 
I fundred  you,  acknowledg  to  the  gods 
Our  thanks  that  you  are  living ; 

His  part  is  play’d,  and  though  it  were  too  fliort 
He  did  it  well  • your  day  is  length ’ned,  and 
The  bliflfull  dew  of  heaven  do’s  arowze  you : 

The  poweriu'.l  Venus ^ well  hath  grac’d  her  Altar, 

And  given  you  yo.r  love  : Our  Mafrcr  Mars, 

HaH  vouch’d  his  Oracle,  and  to  Ardte,  gave 
The  grace  of  the  Contention  ; So  the  Deities 
Have  Ihew’d  due  juHice  ; Bear  this  hence. 

Pal.  O Cofen, 

That  we  fliould  things  defire,  which  doe  coH  us 
The  lofs  of  our  defire  y That  nought  could  buy 
Dear  love,  but  lofs  of  dear  love. 

Ibef.  Never  Fortune 

Did  play  a lubtler  Gam®  : The  conquer’d  triumphs. 

The  vi'dlor  has  the  Lofs ; yet  in  the  paflage. 

The  gods  have  been  moH  cquall : P alamo n, 

Your  kinfman  hath  confeH  the  right  o’th’  Lady 
Did  lye  in  you,  for  you  firH  law  her,  and 
Even  then  proclaim’d  your  fancie  ; He  reHor’d  her 
As  your  Holen  Jewell,  and  defir’d  your  Ipirit 
To  fend  him  hence  forgiven  -,  The  geds  my  juHicc 
Take  from  my  hand,  and  they  themfclves  become 
The  Executioners.*  Lead  your  Lady  off^ 

And  call  your  Lovers  from  the  Hage  of  death. 

Whom  I adopt  my  Friends.  A day  or  two 
Let  us  look  ladly,  and  give  grace  unto 
The  Funcrall  of  Ardte,  in  whofe  end 
The  vifages  of  Bridegroomes  we’ll  put  on 
And  Imile  with  Palamon  For  whom  an  hour, 

But  one  hour  fince,  I was  as  dearly  forry. 

As  glad  of  Ardte : And  am  now  as  glad. 

As  for  him  forry.  O you  heavenly  Charmers, 

What  things  you  make  of  us  ? For  what  we  lack 
We  laugh,  for  what  we  have,  are  forry  Hill, 

Are  children  in  fome  kind.  Let  us  be  thankefull 
For  that  which  is,  and  with  you  leave  difpute 
That  are  above  our  queHion : Let’s  goe  ofi^ 

And  Bear  us  like  the  time.  Flor/Jh.  Exeunt 


Have  at  the  worfl  can  come,  then  5 Now  what  fay  ye .«? 
And  yet  miflake  me  not:  I am  not  bold 
W e have  no  fuch  caufe.  If  th‘  tale  we  have  told 
(^For'tk  no  other  ) any  way  content  ye  ) 

( For  to  that  honefi  purpofe  it  was  ment  ye  JJ 
We  have  our  end  And  ye  fhall  have  ere  long 
I dare  fay  many  a better,  to  prolong 

I Tour  old  loves  to  us  : W ?,  and  all  our  mighty 
Reft  at  your  fervice,  Gentlemen,  good  night, 

Florifh 
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Eiit-.r  IheoJoretf  Brunhalt^  Barvdher. 

B R V N H A L T. 

• 

Axe  me  with  thefe  hot  tainters? 

T^^^odoret.  You  are  too  fudain*, 

I doe  but  gently  tell  you  what  becomes  you 
And  what  may  bend  your  honor  ! how  thefe 
courfcs 

Of  loofe  and  Jazie  pleafures-,  not  fufpecfted 
But  done  and  known,  your  mind  that  grants  no  limit 
And  al!  your  Actions  follows,  which  loofe  people 
That  fee  bur  tlirough  a mill  of  circumftance 
Dare  term  ambitious;,  all  your  wayes  hide  fores 
Opening  in  the  end  to  nothing  but  ulcers. 

Your  infl-ruments  like  thefe  may  call  the  world 
And  with  a fearfull  clamor,  to  examine 
Y hy,  and  to  what  wc  govern.  From  example 
If  not  for  vertues  fake  ye  may  behonell : 

TlKre  have  been  great  ones,  good  ones,  and  ’tis  necellary 
Eccaufe  you  are  your  fclf,  and  by  your  felf 
A (clf-pxce  from  the  touch  of  power  and  Juftice, 

You  fhould  command  your  felf,  you  may  imagine 
\\  hich  cozens  all  the  world,  but  chiefly  women. 

The  name  of  greatnefs  glorilies  your  actions 
And  flrong  power  like  apent-houfe,  promile 
To  fiiade  you  from  opinion  Take  heed  mother. 

And  let  us  all  take  heed  thefe  moll;  abufe  us 
'Fhe  fins  we  doe,  people  behold  through  opticks, 

\\  hich  fnews  them  ten  times  more  than  common  vices. 
And  often  multiplys  them:  Then  what  juftice 
Dare  wc  inflict  upon  the  weak  oftenders 
Wlicn  wc  arc  theeves  our  fcives/ 

Brun.  This  i$,  MdrteVy 

Studied  and  pen’d  unto  you,  whofe  bafe  perfon 
1 charge  you  by  the  love  you  owe  a mother 
And  as  you  hope  for  blcflings  from  her  prayers. 

Neither  to  give  belief  to,  nor  allowance, 

Next  1 tell  ^ou  Sir,  you  from  whom  obedience 
1-.  io  far  fled,  that  you  dare  taxc  a mother- 
Nay  further,  brand  her  honor  with  your  Handers, 

And  break  into  the  treafurcs  of  her  credit. 

Your  cafinefs  is  abulcd,  your  faith  fraited 
With  Ives,  malitious  lyes,  your  merchant  mifehief. 

He  never  knew  more  trade  then  Talcs,  and  tumbling 
Sufpitious  into  honeft  hearts  ^ What  you  or  he, 

Oi  all  t!’:,  world  dare  lay  upon  my  worth, 

T'l;.  for  .our  poor  opinions:  1 am  (hee, 

Ar-'*  jo  V.  1 , bear  my  i ii,  wliolc  truth  and  vvhitcncfs 
Shall  cv(  r ftand  as  far  f;on  thefe  detcTions 
A . o'J  from  dutic,  get  you  better  fervants 
Pcof  Ic  of  honeft  aTioib  without  ends, 

An  ' whip  thefe  Imaves  away,  they  cat  your  favours. 


Sc(€na  Frima, 

• 

And  turn  ’em  unto  poylbns : my  known  credit 
Whom  all  the  Courts  o’  this  fide  N//e,  have  envied, 

And  happy  Ihe  could  fite  me,  brought  in  queftion 
Now  in  my  hours  of  age  and  reverence. 

When  rather  fuperftition  Ihould  be  rendred 
And  by  a Rulh  that  one  days  warmth 
Hath  fhot  up  to  this  fwelling  i Give  me  juftice, 

'Which  is  his  life. 

7 heod.  This  IS  zn  impudence,  and  he  mufl:  tell  you, that  till 
now  mother  brought  ye  a fons  obedience,  and  now  breaks  it 
Above  the  fiifferance  of  a Son. 

Bawd.  Blels  us? 

For  I doe  now  begin  to  feel  my  felf 
Turning  into  a halter,  and  the  ladder 
Turning  from  me,  one  pulling  at  my  legs  too. 

7'heod.  Thefe  truths  are  no  mans  tales,  but  all  mens 
troubles, 

They  are, though  your  ftrange  greatnefs  would  out-ftare  u’m: 
Witnefs  the  daily  Libels,  almoft  Ballads 
In  every  place,  almoft  in  every  Province, 

Are  made  upon  your  luft,  Tavern  difeourfes. 

Crowds  cram’d  with  whilpers-.  Nay,  the  holy  Temples, 
Are  not  without  your  curies:  Now  you  would  blufh. 

But  your  black  tainted  blood  dare  not  appear 
For  fear  I fliould  fright  that  too. 

Brutt.  O ye  gods  I 

Theod.  Do  not  abufe  their  names : They  fee  your  aftions 
And  your  conceal’d  fins,  though  you  work  like  Moles, 

Lies  level  to  their  juftice. 

Brun.  Art  thou  a Son? 

Theod.  The  more  my  lhame  is  of  fo  bad  a mother. 

And  more  your  wretebednefs  you  let  me  be  lb  ^ 

But  womam,  for  a mothers  name  hath  left  me 
Since  you  have  left  your  honor  ^ Mend  thefe  ruins. 

And  build  again  that  broken  fai-jie,  and  fairly 
Your  moft  intemperate  fires  have  burnt,  and  quickly 
Within  thefe  ten  days  take  a Monaftcric, 

A moft  ftrickt  hoiifcj  a houfc  where  none  may  whifper, 
Where  no  more  light  is  known  but  what  may  make  ye 
Believe  there  is  a day  where  no  hope  dwells. 

Nor  comfort  but  in  tears. 

Brun.  O mifci  ic! 

Theod.  And  there  to  cold  repentance,  and  ftarv’d  penance 
Tyc  your  fuccceding  days;,  Or  curfe  me  heaven 
If  all  your  giiilded  knaves,  I)rokcrs,  and  bedders. 

Even  he  you  built  from  nothing,  ffrong  Protdlyde^ 

Be  not  made  ambling  Geldings-,  Ail  your  maids. 

If  that  name  doc  not  fnamc ’um,  fed  with  fpunges 
To  fuck  away  their  raiickncls  ^ And  your  left 
Oncly  to  empty  Pictures  and  dead  Arras 
Offer  your  old  dcfircs. 

Brun.  I will  not  curie  you. 

Nor  lay  a prophcfic  upon  your  pride, 

Though  heaven  might  grant  me  both:  unthank  ull,  no, 
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I noiirifhM  ye,  ’twas  1,  poor  1 groanM  for  you, 

’Twas  I felt  what  you  fudcr’d,  1 lamented 
When  licknefs  or  hid  lioiirs  held  back  your  fwctnefs 
’Twas  I pay’d  for  your  llccps,  1 watchd  your  wakings: 

My  daily  cares  and  fears,  that  rid,  plaid,  walk’d, 
Dilcours’d,  difcover’d,  fed  and  fa/liion’d  you 
To  what  you  are,  and  I am  thus  rewarded, 

‘Iheod.  But  that  I know  thefc  tears  I could  dote  on  ’em, 
;And  kneell  to  catch  ’em  as  they  fall,  then  knit  ’em 
'Into  an  Armlet,  ever  to  be  honor’d  ^ 

‘But  woman  they  are  dangerous  drops,  deccitfull, 

■;full  of  the  weeper,  anger  and  ill  nature, 
j Brioi.  In  my  laft  hours  dclpis’d. 
i Theod.  That  Text  lliould  tell 
’How  ugly  it  becomes  you  to  err  thusi 
Your  flames  are  fpent,  nothing  but  fmoke  maintains  ye  ^ 
And  thofe  your  favour'  and  your  bounty  fuflers 
Lye  not  with  you,  they  do  but  lay  lull  on  you 
And  then  imbrace  you  as  they  caught  a palfie 
Your  power  they  may  love,  and  lik^e  fpanifii  jennetts 
Commit  with  fuch  a guft. 

Bawd.  I would  tak^e  whipping. 

And  pay  a fine  now.  Exit  BawdbeT. 

Iheod.  But  were  ye  once  difgraced. 

Or  fallen  in  wealth,  like  leaves  they  would  flie  from  you, 
\nd  become  browfe  for  every  beaft  -,You  will’d  me 
To  flock  felf  with -better  friends,  and  fervants. 

With  what  face  dare  you  fee  me,  or  any  mankind, 

That  keep  a race  of  fuch  unheard  of  relicks. 

Bawds,  Leachers,  Letches,  female  fornications. 

And  children  in  their  rudiments  to  vices. 

Old  men  to  fhew  examples : and  left  Art 
Should  loofe  her  felf  in  aeft,  to  call  back  cuftome. 

Leave  thefe,  and  live  like  Niobs.  I told  you  how 
And  when  your  eyes  have  dropt  away  remembrance 
Of  what  you  were.  I ’m  your  Son ! performe  it. 

Brun.  Am  I a woman,  and  no  more  power  in  me, 

To  tye  this  Fyger  up,  a Ibul  to  no  end, 

Have  I got  fhame  and  loft  my  will  ? Brnnhalt 
: From  this  accurfed  hour,  forget  thou  bor’ft  him, 

Or  any  part  of  thy  blood  gave  him  living, 
j Let  him  be  to  thee  an  Antipathy, 

I A thing  thy  nature  fweats  at,  and  turns  backward : 

* Throw  all  the  mifcluefs  on  him  that  thy  felf, 

I Or  woman  worfe  thgn  thou  art,  have  invented, 

^ ‘ And  kill  him  drunk,  or  doubtful!. 

t Enter  Bawdher..  P ratal  die..  Lecure. 

1 

Bawd.  Such  a fweat, 

I never  was  in  yet,  dipt  of  my  minftrels. 

My  toyes  to  prick  up  wenches  withall  i Uphold  me, 

It  runs  like  fnow-balls  through  me. 

Brm.  Now  my  varlets. 

My  flaves,  my  running,  thoughts,  ray  executions. 

Baw.  Lord  how  fhe  looks ! 

Brm.  Hell  take  ye  all. 

Baw.  We  fhall  be  gelt. 

Brm.  Your  Miftrefs, 

Your  old  and  honor’d  Miftrefs,  .you  tyr’d  curtals 
Suffers  for  your  bafe  fins  \ I muft  be  cloyfter’d. 

Mew’d  up  to  make  me  virtuous  who  can  help  this  ? 

Now  you  ftand  ftill  like  Statues  *,  Come  PrataldyCy 
One  kifs  before  I perifh,  kifs  me  ftrongly. 

Another,  and  a third. 

Lecure.  I fear  not  gelding 
As  long  fhe  holds  this  way. 

Brun.  The  young  courfer 

That  unlikt  lumpe  of  mine,  will  win, thy  Miftrift  *, 

Muft  I be  chaft  Protaldye? 

Pro.  Thus  and  thus  Lady. 

Brun.  It  fhall  be  fo,  let  him  feek  fools  for  Veftalls, 

Here  is  my  Cloyfter. 
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Lecure.  But  what  lafety  Madam 
Find  you  in  flaying  here.'' 

Brun.  I'hou  halt  hit  my  meaning, 

I will  to  ’Ibierry  Son  of  my  blLlliiigs, 

And  there  complain  me,  tell  my  tale  fo  fubtilly. 

That  the  coldftoncs  fhall  fweat ^ And  Statues  mourn, 

And  thou  fhalt  weep  Protaldye  in  my  v\itnds. 

And  there  forfwear. 

Bawd.  Yes,  any  thing  but  gelding, 

I ’m  not  yet  in  quiet  Noble  Lady, 

Let  it  be  done  to  night,  for  without  doubt 
To  morrow  we  arc  capons, 

Brun.  Sleep  fliall  not  feizc  me. 

Nor  any  food  befriend  me  but  thy  kifles. 

E’re  I forlake  this  defart,  1 live  honeft:, 

He  may  as  well  bid  dead  men  walk,  1 humbled. 

Or  bent  below  my  power  ^ let  night-dogs  tear  me. 

And  goblins  ride  me  in  my  fleep  to  jelly, 

Ere  1 forfakc  my  fphear. 

Lecure.  This  place  you  will, 

Bruu.  What’s  that  to  you,  or  any. 

Ye  dofs,  you  powder’d  pigsbones,  rubarbe  gliftcr: 

Muft  you  know  my  deligns  ? a colledge  on  you, 

The  proverbe  makes  but  I'ools. 

Prota.  But  Noble  Lady. 

Brun.  You  a faweie  afs  too,  off  I will  not. 

If  you  but  anger  me,  till  a fow-gelder 

Have  cut  you  all  like  colts,  hold  me  and  kifs  me, 

For  I ’m  too  much  troubled  j Make  up  my  trealure. 

And  get  me  horfes  private,  come  about  it. 

Exeunt. 


ABus  Secmdtis.  ■ 

SccCisa  Frima. 

Enter  Lheodoretj  MartelJ.  &c. 

Lheod.  Though  I afliire  my  felf  ( MarteU)  your  counfell 
Had  no  end  but  allegcance  and  my  honor : 

Yet  I ’m  jealous,  I have  pafs’d  the  bounds 
Of  a fbns  duty  ^ For  fuppofe  her  worfe 
Than  you  report,  not  by  bare  circumftance. 

But  evident  proof  confirm’d  has  given  her  out : 

Yet  fince  all  weaknefs  in  a kingdome,  are 
No  more  to  be  feverely  punilhed  than 
The  faults  of  Kings  are  by  the  Thunderer 
As  oft  as  they  offend,  to  be  reveng’d: 

If  not  for  piety,  yet  for  policie. 

Since Tome  are  of  neceflitie  to  be  fpar’d, 
f might,  and  now  I wifh  I had  not  look’d 
With  fuch  ftri(ft  eyes  into  her  follies. 

Mart.  Sir,  a duty  well  difeharg’d  is  never  follow'd 
By  fad  repentance,  nor  did  your  Highnefs  ever 
Make  payment  of  the  debt  you  ow’d  her,  better 
Than  in  your  late  reproofs  not  of  her,  but 
Thofe  crimes  that  made  her  worthy  of  reproof. 

The  moll  remarkeable  point  in  which  Kings  differ 
From  private  men,  is  that  they  not  alone 
Stand  bound  to  be  in  themlelves  innocent. 

But  that  all  fuch  as  are  allyed  to  them 
In  nearnefs,  to  dependance,  by  their  care 
Should  be  free  from  fufpition  of  all  crime  j 
And  you  have  reap’d  a double  benefit 
From  this  laft  great  aft : firft  in  the  reftraint 
Of  her  loft  pleaflires,  you  remove  th’  example 
From  others  of  the  like  liccntioufiiefs, 

Then  when  ’tis  known  that  your  feveritie 
Extended  to  your  mother,  who  dares  hope  for 

L 1 1 2 The 
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I 1 1 c Ic-aU  indulgena'  or  connivence  in 
Ti'-e  c;'i!ic(l  liips  thnr  mnv  prove  dangerous 
I'o  you,  or  to  the  Kingdome  ? 

1 1'f.-J.  1 mnit  grunt 

! \cur,reat'on  good  (A/jmi’)  if  as  flie  is 
1 Ai\  mother,  :he  had  been  my  fubjert,  or 
I rhar  only  here  Ihe  ».onld  make  challenge  to 
' \ place  cf  Being  -,  But  I know  her  temper 
' And  fear  ^ if  luch  a word  become  a King, ) 

I That  in  dilcovering  her,  I have  let  lol'c 
* A rygreis,  whole  rage  being  Ihut  up  in  darknefs, 

' Was  grievous  only  to  her  lelf Which  brought 
Into  the  view  of  light,  her  cruelty. 

Provok'd  by  her  own  lhame,  will  turnon  him 
That  foolilhly  prelumM  to  let  her  fee 
The  loath’d  lhape  of  her  own  deformitic. 

Mjrt.  Bealls  of  that  nature,  when  rebellious  tlireats 
Begin  to  appear  only  in  their  eyes, 

Or  anv  motion  that  may  give  lufpition 
Of  the  lead  violence  fhould  be  chain’d  up’-. 

Their  fangs  and  teeth,  and  all  their  means  of  hurt. 

Par’d  on',  and  knockt  out,  and  fo  made  unable 
To  do  ill^  They  would  foon  begin  to  loath  it. 

I’ll  apply  nothing:  but  had  your  Grace  done. 

Or  would  doc  yet,  what  your  Id's  forward  zeal 
In  words  did  only  threaten,  far  Ids  danger 
W ould  grow  from  ading  it  on  her,  than  may 
Perhaps  have  Being  from  her  appre-henfion 
Of  what  may  once  be  pradis’d : For  believe  it, 

\\  ho  confident  of  his  own  power,  prefumes 
T o fpend  threats  on  an  enemy,  that  hath  means 
To  Ihun  the  word  they  can  effed,  gives  armor 
To  keep  off  his  own  llrengtlv^  Nay  more,  difarms 
Himfdf,  and  lycs-unguarded  ’gainlt  all  harms, 

Or  doubt,  or  malice  may  produce. 

7/».W. ’Tistrue. 

• Andi'uch  a defperate  cure  I would  have  us’d, 

If  the  intemperate  patient  had  not  been 
So  near  me  as  a mother  ^ but  to  her, 

And  from  me  gentle  unguents  only  were 
I'o  be  appli’d : and  as  phyfitians 
\\  hen  they  are  fick  of  fevers,  eat  themfelves 
Such  viands  as  by  their  diredions  arc 
Forbid  to  others  though  alike  difeas’d  ^ 

So  Ihe  confidcring  what  Ihe  is,  may  challenge 
Thofe  cordialls  to  rdlore  her , by  her  birth. 

And  priviledge,  which  at  no  fuit  mult  be 
Granted  to  others. 

Mnt.  May  your  pious  care 
Eff'cd  but  what  it  aim’d  at,  I am  lilent. 

Enter  D^vitry. 

Iheod.  What  laiight  you  at  5ir? 

Vitry.  1 have  fome  occafion, 

I dould  not  cllc  i And  the  lame  caufc  perhaps 
t-  That  makes  me  do  fo,  may  beget  in  you 
■ A contrary  died. 

Iheod.  \\  hy,  what’s  the  matter? 

Vitry.  I fee  and  joy  to  fee  that  fometimes  poor  men, 

( And  molt  of  them  are  good)  Hand  more  indebted 
For  mean’s  to  breathe  to  fuch  as  are  held  vitious. 

Than  thofe  that  wear,  like  Hypocrites  on  their  foreheads, 
Th’ambitious  titles  of  juft  mcnand  vertuous. 

I Mart.  Speak  to  the  purpofe. 

Vitry.  who  would  c’cr  have  thought 
The  g^)od  old  queen,  your  Highnefs  reverend  mother. 
Into  whofe  houlc  (which  was  an  Academ,) 

In  which  all  principles  of  lull  were  pradis’d: 

No  loldicr  might  prefume  to  fet  his  foot  ^ 

At  whofe  moft  blelled  interccllion 

All  offices  in  the  ftate,  w-ere  charitably  • 

Confer’d  on  Panders,  o’cr-wornchamlxr  wrefticrs. 

And  fuch  phyftians  as  knew  [how  to  kill 


With  fafety  under  the  pretence  of  faving. 

And  fuch  like  children  of  a monftrous  peace. 

That  file  I lay  lliouldat  the  length  provide 
That  men  of  war,  and  honeft  younger  brothers, 

I'hat  would  not  owe  their  feeding  to  their  cod-pcccc. 
Should  be  eftcem’d  of  more  than  mothers,  or  drones. 

Or  idle  vagabonds. 

7 head.  1 atn  glad  to  hear  it, 

^rethee  what  courle  takes  Hie  to  doe  this? 

Vitry.  One  that  cannot  faiflhc  and  her  virtuoiistrain, 

W'ith  her  jewels,  and  all  that  was  w^orthy  the  carrying, 
The  laft  night  left  the  court,  and,  as  ’tis  more 
Than  faid,  for  ’tis  confirm’d  by'luch  as  met  her, 

She’s  lied  unto  your  brother. 

7 heod.  How  ? 

Vitry.  Nay  ftorm  not. 

For  if  that  wicked  tongue  of  hers  hath  not 
orgotti’s  pace,  and  Thierry.,  be  a Prince 
Of  fuch  a fiery  temper,  as  report 
Has  given  him  out  for  ^ You  lliall  have  caule  to  ufe 
Such  poor  men  as  my  felf  ;,^And  thank  us  too 
For  comming  to  you,  and  without  petitions  -, 

Pray  heaven  reward  the  good  old  woman  for’t, 

M,^rt.  I forelaw  this. 

Theod.  I hear  a tempeft  comming. 

That  lings  mine  & my  kingdomes  ruin : hafte. 

And  caufe  a troop  of  horfe  to  fetch  her  back : 

Yet  ftay,  why  Ihould  I ufe  means  to  bring  in 
A plague  that  of  her  felf  hath  left  me  ? Mufter 
Our  Soldiers  up,  we’ll  Hand  upon  our  guard. 

For  we  lhall  be  attempted-,  Yet  forbear 
The  inequality  of  our  powers  will  yield  me 
Nothing  butdofs  in  their  defeature  : fomething 
Mull  be  done,  and  done  fuddainly,  fave  your  labor, 

In  this  I’ll  ufe  no  counfell  but  mine  own. 

That  courfe  though  dangerous  is  bell.  Command 
Our  daughter  be  in  readinefs,  to  attend  us : 

Martell.,  your  company,  and  honeft  Vitry., 

Thou  wilt  along  with  me, 

Vitry.  Yes  any  where, 

To  be  worfe  than  I ’m  here,  is  pall  my  fear. 

Exeunt. 


JBus  Secundus. 


Scdena  Frima, 

Enter  Thierry.,  Brunhalt,  Banodher,  hecure-,  &c. 

Thier.'\Tou  are  here  in  afanftuary  -,  and  that  viper 
JL  (Who  fince  he  hath  forgot  to  be  a Son, 

I much  difdain  to  think  of  as  a brother  ) 

Had  better,  in  defpightof  all  the  gods. 

To  have  raiz’d  their  Temples , and  fpurn’d  down  their 
Altars, 

Than  in  his  impious  abule  of  you. 

To  have  call’d  on  my  juft  anger. 

Brun.  Princely  Son-, 

And  in  this,  worthy  of  a near  name 
I have  in  the  relation  of  my  wrongs. 

Been  modelt,  and  no  word  my  tongue  deliver’d 
T’exprels  my  infupportable  injuries. 

But  gave  my  heart  a wound : Nor  has  my  grief 
Being  from  what  I fuller  But  that  he. 

Degenerate  as  he  is,  Ihould  be  the  ador 
Of  my  extremes^  AncLforce  me  to  divide 
The  fiers  of  brotherly  alleiftion. 

Which  Ihould  make  but  one  llamc. 

Thier.  That  part  of  his 
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Tliierry  and 

As  it  dcfcrvcs  fliall  burn  no  more:  or  if 

The  tears  of  Orphans,  Widows,  or  all  fiich 

As  dare  acknowledge  him  to  be  their  Lord, 

loyn’d  to  your  wrongs,  with  his  heart  blood  have  power 

To  put  it  out : and  you,  and  tlielc  your  fervants, 

Who  in  our  favours  lhal  find  caulc  to  know 
In  that  they  leit  not  you,  how  dear  we  hold  them-, 

Shal  give  Iheodoret  to  underltand, 

His  ignorance  of  the  prizelefs  Jew'el,  which 
He  did  poflefs  in  you,  mother  in  you. 

Of  which  1 am  more  proud  to  be  tlie  donor. 

Than  if  th’  abfolute  rule  of  all  the  world 
Were  offer’d  to  this  hand  ^ Once  more  you  are  welcome, 
Which  with  all  ceremony  due  to  greatnels 
I would  make  known,  but  that  our  juft  revenge 
Admits  not  of  delays  Your  hand  Lord  Generali. 

Enter  Trotaldie-,  with  foldiers. 

Brun.  Your  favor  and  his  merit  I may  fay 
Have  made  him  fuch,  but  I am  jelous  how 
Your  fubje(fts  will  receive  it. 

7hier.  How  my  fubjeds? 

What  doc  you  make  of  me  ? Oh  heaven  ! My  fubjeds ! - 
How  bafe  fhould  I efleem  the  name  of  Prince 
If  that  poor  duff,  were  any  thing  before 
The  whirle-wind  of  my  abfolute  command  ? 

Let  ’em  be  happy  and  reft  fo  contented : 

They  pay  the  tribute  of  their  hearts  & knees, 

To  fuch  a Prince  that  not  alone  has  power. 

To  keep  his  own  but  to  increafe  it  ^ That 
Although  he  hath  a body  may  add  to 
The  fam’d  night  labor  of  ftrong  Hercules : 

Yet  is  the  mafter  of  a continence 
That  fo  can  temper  it,  that  I forbear 
Their  daughters,  and  their  wives,  whole  hands  though 
ftrong. 

As  yet  have  never  drawn  by  unjuft:  mean 
Their  proper  wealth  into  my  treafury. 

But  I grow  glorious,  and  let  them  beware 
That  in  their  leaft  repining  at  my  pleafures. 

They  change  not  a mild  Prince,  ( for  if  provok’d 
I dare  and  will  be  fo)  into  a Tyrant. 

Brun.  You  fee  there’s  hope  that  we  fliall  rule  again. 

And  your  fal’n  fortunes  rife. 

Bawd.  I hope  your  Highnefs 
Is  pleas’d  that  I fhould  ftill  hold  my  place  with  youj 
For  I have  been  fb  long  us’d  to  provide  you 
Frefh  bits  of  flefh  fince  mine  grew  ftale,  that  furcly 
If  calhir’d  now,  I fliall  prove  a bad  Cator 
In  the  Fifli-market  of  cold  chaftity, 

Lecure.  For  me  I am  your  own,  nor  fince  I firft 
Knew  what  it  was  to  ferve  you,  have  remembred 
I had  a foul,  but  fuch  an  one  whofe  eficnce 
Depended  wholy  on  your  Highnefs  pleafiire. 

And  therefore  Madam — 

Brun.  Reft  afliir’d  you  are 
Such  inftruments  we  muft  not  lofe, 

Lecure.  Bawd.  Our  fervice. 

Thier.  You  have  view’d  them  then,  what’s  your  opinion 
of  them 

In  this  dull  time  of  peace,  we  have  prepar’d  ’em 
Apt  for  the  war.  Ha  ? 

Prota.  Sir,  they  have  limbs 
That  promife  ftrength  fufficient,  and  rich  armors 
The  Soldiers  beft  lov’d  wealth : More,  it  appears 
They  have  been  drill’d,  nay  very  pretily  drill’d : 

For  many  of  them  can  difeharge  their  muskets 
Without  the  danger  of  throwing  off  their  heads, 

Or  being  offenfive  to  the  ftanders  by. 

By  fweating  too  much  backwards  j Nay  I find 
They  know  the  right,  and  left  hand  file,  and  may 
With  fbme  impulfion  no  doubt  be  brought 
To  pafs  the  ^4,  C,  of  war,  and  come 
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Unto  the  Horn-book. 

'Ibier.  Well,  that  care  is  yours  ^ 

And  Ice  that  you  cllcdl  it. 

Prota.  I am  flow 

To  promife  much  ^ But  if  w ithin  ten  days, 

By  precepts  and  examples,  not  drawn  Irom 
Worm-eaten  prelidents  of  the  Komm  wars 
But  from  mine  own,  I make  them  not  tranfeend 
All  that  e’er  yet  bore  arnies,  let  it  be  laid, 

Protald^e  brags,  which  w'ould  be  unto  me 
As  hatefull  a^  to  be  ellecni’d  a coward  : 

For  Sir,  few  Captaines  know  the  way  to  win  ’em. 

And  make  the  Ibldicrs  valiant.  You  fliall  fecin 
Lie  with  them  in  their  trenches,  talk,  and  drink. 

And  be  together  drunk  ^ And,  what  feems  llranger, 

We’il  Ibmetimes  wench  together,  whicii  once  pradis’d 
And  with  lome  other  care  and  hidden  ads. 

They  being  all  made  mine,  I’ll  breath  into  them 
Such  fearlcfs  refolution  and  I'uch  fervor. 

That  though  I brought  them  to  bcfeige  a fort, 

Whofe  walls  were  fteeple  high,  and  cannon  proof. 

Not  to  be  undermin’d,  they  fliould  fly  up. 

Like  fwallows:  and  the  parapet  once  won. 

For  proof  of  their  obedience,  if  1 will’d  them 
They  fliould  leap  down  again,  and  what  is  more, 

By  lome  directions  they  fhould  have  from  me, 

Not  break  their  necks. 

Thi.  This  is  above  belief. 

Brun.  Sir,  on  my  knowledg  though  he  hath  fpoke  much 
He’s  able  to  do  more. 

Lecure.  She  means  on  her. 

Brun.  And  howfoever  in  his  thankfulnefs, 

For  fome  few  favors  done  him  by  my  felf. 

He  left  jdujiracia^  not  Iheodoret, 

Though  he  was  chiefly  aim’d  at,  could  have  laid 
Withall  his  Dukedomes  power,  that  lhame  upon  him, 
Which  in  his  barborous  malice  to  my  honor. 

He  fwore  with  threats  to  effed. 

Thier.  1 cannot  but 

Believe  you  Madam,  thou  art  one  degree 
Grown  nearer  to  my  heart,  and  I am  proi.d 
To  have  in  thee  fb  glorious  a plant 
Tranfported  hither  ^ In  thy  condud,  we 
Go  on  aflur’d  of  conqueft  ^ our  remove 
Shall  be  with  the  next  ^un. 

Enter  Theoderet.^  Membergej  Martell.,  Devitry. 

Lecure.  Amazement  leave  me,  ’tis  he. 

Bawd.  We  are  again  undone. 

Prot.  Our  guilt  hath  no  afl’urance  nor  defence. 

Bawd.  If  iiov\f  your  ever  ready  wit  fail  to  proted  us, 
We  fhall  be  all  difeover’d  ' 

Brun.  Be  not  fo 

In  your  amazement  and  your  foolifh  fears, 

I am  prepared  for’t. 

7 head.  How.?  Not  one  poor  welcome, 

In  anfwer  of  fo  long  a journey  made 
Only  to  fee  your  brother. 

Thier.  I have  flood 

Silent  thus  long,  and  am  yet  unrcfblv’d 
Whether  to  entertaine  thee  on  my  fword. 

As  fits  a parricide  of  a mothers  honor  ^ 

Or  whether  being  a Prince,  I yet  Hand  bound 
( Though  thou  art  here  condemn’d  ) to  give  thee  hearing 
Before  1 execute.  What  foolifli  hope, 

(Nay  pray  you  forbear)  or  defperatc  madnefs  rather, 

( Unlefs  thou  corn’ll  aflur’d,  I Hand  in  debt 
As  far  to  all  impiety  as  thy  felf  ) 

Has  made  thee  bring  thy  neck  unto  the  axe  ? 

Since  looking  only  here,  it  cannot  but 
Draw  frelh  blood  from  thy  fear’d  up  confcience. 

To  make  thee  fenfible  of  that  horror,  which 
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They  ever  bcarnboac  thtm,  that  like  Nero. 

like  laid  I?  Thou  art  worlc:  lince  thou  dareftltrive 

ui  her  defame  to  murihcr  thine  alive, 

I'oeod.  Vhat  Ihe  that  long  lince  had  the  boldnefs to 
Be  a bad  woman,  (though  1 wilh  Ibnie  other 
should  lb  report  her)  could  not  want  the  cunning, 

Since  thev  go  hand  in  hand  ) to  lay  fair  colors 
On  her  black  crimes,  1 was  rclblv’d  before, 

N'or  make  1 doubt  but  that  Ihe  hath  impoyfon’d 
Vour  good  opinion  of  me,  and  lb  far 
,ncens\l  your  rage  againfl:  me,  that  too  late 
' come  to  plead  my  innocence. 

Bruii.  To  excufethy  impious  fcandalls  rather. 

Tr.'t.  Rather  forc’d  with  fear  to  be  compel’d  to  come. 

“Ibierry.  Forbear. 

lh:iJ.  This  moves  not  me,  and  yet  had  I not  been 
Tranfported  on  my  own  integrity, 

1 neitlier  am  lb  odious  to  my  fubjefts, 

N'or  yet  lb  barren  of  defence,  but  that 
By  force  I could  have  juftified  my  guilt. 

Had  1 been  faulty,  but  lince  innocence 
is  to  it  felf  an  hundred  thoufand  gards, 

And  that  there  is  no  Son,  but  though  he  owe 
That  name  to  an  ill  mother,  but  Hands  bound 
Rather  to  take  away  with  his  own  danger 
From  the  number  of  her  faults,  than  for  his  own 
Security,  to  add  unto  them.  This, 

This  hath  made  me  to  prevent  th’expence 
Of  bloud  on  both  lldes,  the  injuries,  the  rapes, 

Fages,  that  ever  w ait  upon  die  war ; ) 

The  account  of  all  which,  lince  you  are  the  caufc. 

Believe  it,  would  have  been  required  from  you  ^ 

Rather  I fty  to  offer  up  my  daughter, 

\\  ho  living  onely  could  revenge  my  death, 

\^'ith  my  heart  blood  a facrifice  to  your  anger 
Than  that  you  Ihould  draw  on  your  head  more  curies 
1 han  yet  you  have  deferved. 

"I bier.  I do  begin 

To  feel  an  alteration  in  my  nature, 

And  in  his  full  fail'd  confidence,  a Ihowre 
Of  gentle  rain,  that  falling  on  ^ the  fire 
Of  my  hot  rage  hath  quenched  it,  ha  ! 1 would 
Once  more  fpeak  roughly  to  him,  and  I will. 

Yet  there  is  Ibmething  whilpers  to  me,  that 
I have  faid  too  much.  How  is  my  heart  devided 
B etween  the  duty  of  a Son,  and  love 
Due  to  a brother ! yet  I am  fwayed  here. 

And  mull:  aske  of  you,  how’tis  poflible 
You  can  effed  me  that  have  learned  to  hate, 

W here  you  Ihould  pay  aH  love? 

Ibeod.  W hich  joyn’dwith  duty. 

Upon  my  knees  I Ihould  be  proud  to  tender. 

Had  Ihe  not  us’d  her  felf  fo  many  fwords 
To  cut  thofe  bonds  that  tide  me  to  it. 

7 bier.  Fie  no  more  of  that. 

Jheod.  Alafs  it  is  a theme, 

I take  no  pleafure  to  difeourfe  of^  W^ould 
It  could  affcon  be  buried  to  the  world, 

As  it  Ihould  die  to  me : nay  more,  I wilh 
( Next  to  my  part  of  heaven  ) that  Ihe  would  Ipend 
1 he  lafl:  part  of  her  life  fo  here,  that  all 
Indifferent  Judges  might  condemn  me,  for 
A molb  maiicious  Handerer,  nay  texdc  it 
Upon  my  forehead,  if  you  hate  me  mother,  ^ 

Put  me  to  fuch  a Ihame,  pray  you  do,  believe  it 
There  is  no  glory  that  may  fall  upon  me. 

Can  cquall  the  delight  I Ihould  receive 
In  that  difgrace-,  provided  the  repeal 
Of  your  long  banilh’d  virtues,  and  good  name, 

Ufftr’d  me  to  it. 

7 bier.  See,  Ihe  Ihews  her  felf 
An  enfie  mother,  which  her  tears  confirme. 

Theod.  ’T  is  a good  lign,  the  comfortablefl:  rain 
I ever  law. 


7 bier.  Embrace:  Why  this  is  well, 

May  never  more  but  love  in  you,  and  duty 
On  your  part  rile  between  you. 

Baxvd.  Do  you  hear  Lord  Generali, 

Does  not  your  new  ftamp’d  honor  on  the  fuddain 
Begin  to  grow  lick  ? 

Prota.  Yes  I find  it  fit. 

That  putting  oft'  my  armor  I Ihould  think  of 
Some  honell  holpitall  to  retire  to. 

Bawd.  Sure  although  I am  a bawd,  yet  being  a Lord, 
They  cannot  whip  me  for’t,  what’s  your  opinion  ? ’ 

Lecure.  The  beadle  will  relblve  you,  for  I cannot. 

There  is  foracthing  that  more  near  concerns  my  felf 
That  calls  upon  me.  ’ 

Mart.  Note  but  yonder  Icarabs, 

That  liv’d  upon  the  dung  of  her  bafepleafures. 

How  from  the  fear  that  Ihe  may  yet  prove  honelt 
Hang  down  their  wicked  heads. 

Vitry.  What  is  that  to  me  > 

Though  they  and  all  the  polcats  of  the  Court, 

Were  trull  together,  I perceive  not  how 
It  can  advantage  me  a cardekue. 

To  help  to  keep  me  honell. 

Enter  a Poji. 

7hier.  How,  from  whence  ? 

Poji.  Thefe  letters  will  refolve  your  grace. 

Thier.  What  Ipeak  they?  Keads 

How  all  things  meet  to  make  me  this  day  happy? 

See  mother,  brother,  to  your  reconcilement 
Another  blefling  almoll  equall  to  it. 

Is  coming  towards  me  ^ My  contracted  wife 
OrdelIa.y  daughter  of  wife  Vatarkkj 
The  King  of  Aragon  is  on  our  confines ; 

Then  to  arrive  at  fuch  a time,  when  you 

Are  happily  here  to  honor  with  your  prelence  i 

Our  long  defer’d,  but  much  wilh’d  nuptiall. 

Falls  out  above  expreffion  Heaven  be  pleaPd 

That  I may  ufe  thele  blelTings  powr’d  on  me  ' 

With  moderation.  ! 

Brun.  Hell  and  furies  ayd  me,  | 

That  I may  have  power  to  avert  the  plagues  s 

That  prels  upon  me.  i 

7'hier.  Two  dayes  journy  fayell  thou. 

We  will  fet  forth  to  meet  her : in  the  mean  time 
See  all  things  be  prepar’d  to  entertain  her  ^ 

Nay  let  me  have  your  companies,  there’s  a Forrell 
In  the  mid  way  lhall  yeild  us  hunting  fport. 

To  eale  our  travel.  I’ll  not  have  a brow 

But  lhall  wear  mirth  upon  it,  therefore  clear  them. 

We’ll  walh  away,  ail  forrow  in  glad  fealls-  I 

And  the  war  we  mean  to  men,  we’ll  make  on  bealls.  j 
Exeunt  omnes.^  prater  Brun.  Bawdher.,  Portaldy.  Lecure. 

Brun.  Oh  that  I had  the  Magick  to  transforme  yon 
Into  the  lhape  of  fuch,  that  your  own  hounds  I 

Might  tear  you  peece-meale  ^ Are  you  fo  Hupid  ? | 

No  word  of  comfort  ? have  I fed  you  mothers  | 

From  my  excefs  of  moyllure,  with  fuch  coll  I 

And  can  you  yeild  no  other  retribution,  I 

But  to  devour  your  maker,  pandar  fponge,  \ 

Impoyfoner,all  grown  barren  > 

Prota.  You  your  felf 

That  are  our  mover,  and  for  whom  alone 
we  live,  have  fail’d  your  felf  in  giving  way 
To  the  reconcilement  of  your  Son. 

Lecure.  Which  if 

You  had  prevented,  or  would  teach  us  how 
They  mi^t  again  be  fever’d,  we  could  cafily 
Remove  all  other  hind’rance?  that  Hop 
The  paffage  of  your  pleafures. 

Baud.  And  for  me. 
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If  1 fail  in  my  office  to  provide  you 
Frefh  dclicats,  hang  me. 

BfHii.  Oh  you  arc  dull,  and  find  not 
The  caulc  of  my  vexation  ^ Their  reconcilement 
Is  a mock  caftle  built  upon  the  fand 
Hy  children,  v^hich  w hen  1 am  pleas’d  to  ©’rethrow, 

I can  with  cafe  fpurn  down. 

Ltcure,  If  fo,  from  vvheiK:c 
Grows  your  affliction  ? 

Bnm  My  grief  conics  along 
W’ith  the  new  t^ecn,  in  whole  grace  all  my  power 
Mnft:  liiffcr  fhipwrack ; for  me  now, 

That  hitherto  have  kept  the  firft,  to  know 
A fecond  place,  or  yecld  the  leaf!;  precedence 
I'o  any  others  death  ^ I'o  have  my  flccps 
Left  enquir’d  after,  or  my  riling  up 
Saluted  with  lefs  reverence,  or  my  gates 
Empty  of  luitors,  or  the  Kings  great  favours 
To  pais  through  any  hand  but  mine,  or  he 
Himfelftobc  direCled  by  another, 

\\  oufd  be  to  me : doe  you  undtrftand  me,  yet 
No  mcanes  to  prevent  this. 

Protj.  Fame  gives  her  out 
To  be  a woman  of  chaff  ity 
Not  to  be  wrought  upon  ^ and  therefore  Madam 
For  me,  though  I have  pleas’d  you,  to  attempt  her 
Were  to  no  purpoie. 

Brftfi.  Tufh,  lome  other  way. 

BaKd,  Faith  I know  none  elfe,  all  my  bringing  up 
Aun’d  at  no  other  learning. 

Lecure.  Give  me  leave. 

If  my  art  fail  me  not,  I have  thought  on 
A fpeeding  projeCf . 

Bntn.  What  i’fl .?  but  effeCf  it. 

And  thou  flialt  be  my  JPfculapms^ 

Thy  image  fhall  be  fet  up  in  pure  gold. 

To  which  I’ll  fall  down  and  worfliipit. 

Lecure.  The  Lady  is  fair. 

Brun.  Exceeding  fair. 

Lecure.  And  young. 

Bruft.  Some  fifteen  at  the  molt. 

Lecure.  And  loves  the  King  with  equall  ardor. 

Brun.  More,  fne  dotes  on  him. 

Lecure.  Well  then,  think  you  if  I make  a drink 
Which  given  unto  him  on  the  bridall  night 
Shall  for  fire  days  Ib  rob  his  faculties, 

Of  all  ability  to  pay  that  duty. 

Which  new  made  w'ives  expeCl,  that  Ihe  Ihall  fwear 
She  is  not  match’d  to  a man. 

Prota.  ’Twere  rare. 

Lecure.  And  then. 

If  Die  have  any  part  of  woman  in  her. 

She’ll  or  fly  out,  or  at  leaft  give  occafion 
Of  fuch  a breach  which  nere  can  be  made  Up, 

Since  he  that  to  all  elfe  did  never  fail 
Of  as  much  as  could  be  perform’d  by  man 
Proves  only  Ice  to  her. 

Brun.  ’Tis  excellent. 

Barvd.  The  Phyfitian 
Helps  ever  at  a dead  lift^  a fine  calling, 

That  can  both  raife,  and  take  down,  out  upon  thee. 

Brun.  For  this  one  fervice  I ’m  ever  thine, 

Prepare  it  ^ I’ll  give  it  him  my  felf,  for  you  Protaldye, 

By  this  kifs,  and  our  promis’d  fpdrt  at  night, 

Doe  conjure  you  to  bear  up,  not  minding 
The  oppofition  of  Lheodoret^ 

I Or  any  of  his  followers  ^ What  Ib  ere 
You  are,  yet  appear  valiant,  and  make  good 
The  opinion  that  is  had  of  you  : For  my  felf 
In  the  nevv  Queens  remove,  being  made  fecure, 

•'  Fear  not,  I’ll  make  the  future  building  fure.  Exeunt. 


nUnd  hjrns. 

Enter  Theodoret^  Thierry. 

Theod.  This  Stag  Ifood  well,  and  cunningly. 

'Jhierry.  My  horle, 

I ’m  line,  has  touad  it,  for  her  fidcs  arc 
Blooded  lirom  flank  to  flioukler,  where’s  the  troop? 

I nter  Jlf.irttU. 

Theodnret.  Paft  homeward,  weary  and  tir’d  as  we  arc, 
Now  Murtell^  have  you  remembred  what  werhouglit  of? 

Mart.  Yes  Sir,  1 have  fhiglcd  him,  and  if  there  be  I 
Any  dcicrt  in  his  blood,  belidc  the  itch, 

Or  manly  heat,  but  what  dccocfioiis  • 

I caches,  and  callifes  have  cram’d  into  him, 

Your  Lordfliip  Ihall  know  perfed. 

Thier.  What’s  that,  may  not  I know  tooj 
Iheod.  Yes  Sir, 

To  that  end  we  call  the  project.. 

Ihierry.  What  i’ll? 

Mart  A defire  Sir, 

Upon  the  gilded  flag  your  Graces  favor 
Has  Iluck  up  for  a General,  and  to  inform  you. 

For  this  hour  he  Ihall  pals  the  tefc,  what  valour, 

Staid  judgement,  foul,  or  fafe  difcrction 
Your  mothers  wandring  eyes , and  your  obedience 
Have  flung  upon  us,  to  ^iire  your  knowledge. 

He  can  be,  dare  be,  Ihall  be,  mult  be  nothing. 

Load  him  with  piles  of  honors  ^ Set  him  off 
With  all  the  cunning  foyls  that  may  deceive  us: 

But  a poor,  cold,  unfpirited,  unmanner’d, 

Unhonell,  unafleded,  undone,  fool. 

And  moll  unheard  of  coward,  a meet  lump 
Made  to  loadc  beds  withall,  and  like  a night-mare, 

Ride  Ladies  that  forget  to  fay  their  prayers. 

One  that  dares  only  be  difeas’d,  and  In  debt, 

Whofe  body  mewes  more  plailters  every  month. 

Than  women  doe  old  faces. 

Thier.  No  more,  I know  him, 

1 now  repent  my  error,  take  your  time 
And  try  him  home,  ever  thus  far  referv’d,  ! 

You  tie  your  arlger  up. 

Mart.  I loll  it  elfe  Sir. 

Thier.  Bring  me  his  fword  fair  taken  without  violence. 
For  that  will  bell  declare  him. 

Theod.  That’s  the  thing. 

Their.  And  my  bell  horle  is-  thine. 

Mart.  Your  Graces  fervant.  £xit. 

Theod.  You  I’ll  hunt  no  more  Sir. 

T hier.  Not  to  day,  the  weather 
Is  grown  too  warm,  befides  the  dogs  are  fpent, 

We’ll  take  a cooler  morning,  let’s  to  horfc. 

And  hollow  in  the  troop.  Exeunt.  frind  horns. 

Enter  2 Huntfmen. 

T.  I marfy  Twainer, 

This  woman  gives  indeed,  tHcfc  are  the  Angels 
That  are  the  keepers  faints. 

2.  I like  a woman 

That  handles  the  deers  dowfets  with  dilcrction  ^ 

And  payes  us  by  proportion. 

1.  ’Tis  no  trealbn 

To  think  this  good  old  Lady  has  a Hump  yet 
That  may  require  a corrall. 

2.  And  the  bells  too. 

Enter  Proialdyc.  i 

Shee  has  loll  a friend  of  me  elfe,  but  here’s  the  dark, 

No  more  for  fearc  o’th’  bell  ropes. 

Trota.  How  now  Keepers, 

Saw  you  the  King  ? 
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1.  Yes 
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1.  Yes  Sir^  he's  newly  mounted, 

And  as  \\  e take  ’c  ridden  home, 
f/v,  Farewil  then. 

Ex/V  Keepers. 

Enter  Martell. 

Mylionoar’d  Lord,  Fortune  has  made  me  happy 
Vo  meet  with  fuch  a man  of  men  to  fide  me. 

Fr  -t  ild.  Flow  Sir,  1 know  ye  not 
\or  what  your  fortune  means. 

Mart.  Few  words  Ikall  ferve  , I am  betrai’d  Sir : 

'nnoeent  and  honelt-,  malice  and  violence, 

\re  both  againlF  me,  bafely  and  foully  layd  for^ 

-or  my  life  Sir,  danger  is  now  about  me. 

Now  in  my  throat  Sir. 

PretjlJ.  W’hcre  Sir  > 

Mart.  Nay  I fear  not, 

And  let  it  now  powr  down  in  ftorms  upon  me, 
i have  met  with  a noble  guard. 

Prof.  Your  meaning  Sir, 

For  I have  prefent  bulinefs. 

Mart.  O my  Lord, 

1 our  honor  cannot  leave  a gentleman 
At  leall  a fair  defign  of  this  brave  nature. 

To  which  your  worth  is  wedded,  your  profellion 
Hatcht  in,  and  made  one  peece  in  fuch  a perill, 
fhere  arc  but  fix  my  Lord. 

Frot.  \\'hat  fix  ? 

Mart.  Six  villains  fworn,  and  in  pay  to  kill  me. 
FrotaUye.  Six  ? 

Mart.  Alas  Sir,  what  can  fix  do,  or  fixlcore,  now  you 
are  prefent  ? 

/our  name  will  blow  ’em  off:  lay  they  have  Ihot  too. 

Who  dare  prelent  a peece  ? your  valour’s  proof  Sir, 

Prot.  No,  I’ll  afiure  you  Sir,  nor  my  diferetion 
' ^gainft  a multitude^  ’Tis  true,  I dare  fight 
- Enough,  and  well  enough,  and  long  enough  : 

3ut  wifedome  Sir,  and  weight  of  what  is  on  me. 

In  which  I am  no  more  mine  own,  nor  yours  Sir, 

Nor  as  I take  it  any  fingle  danger. 

But  what  concerns  my  place,  tels  me  dirc(!FIy, 

Befide  my  perlbn,  my  fair  reputation. 

If  I thrult  into  crowds,  and  feek  occalions 
Suffers  opinion,  fix  ? Why  Hercules 
Avoyded  two  men,  yet  not  to  give  example  • 

But  only  for  your  prelent  dangers  fake  Sir, 

W’ere  there  but  four  Sir,  I car’d  not  if  I kill’d  thera^ 

They  will  ferve  to  whet  my  fvvord. 

Mart.  There  are  but  four  Sir, 

^ I did  millake  them  but  four  fuch  as  Europe.^ 

Excepting  your  great  valour. 

Pnt.  W'cll  confider’d, 

, I will  not  meddle  with  ’em,  four  in  honor. 

Are  cquall  w’ith  fourfeore,  befides  they’re  people 
Only  diredlcd  by  their  fury. 

Mart.  So  much  nobler  lliall  be  your  way  of  jultice. 

Prot.  That  1 find  not. 

Mart.  You  will  not  leave  me  thus 

Prot.  I would  not  leave  you,  but  look  you  Sir, 

^'cn  of  my  place  and  bufinefs,  mull;  not 
Be  q icflion’d  thus. 

Mart.  You  cannot  pafs  Sir, 

Now  they  have  fecn  me  with  you  without  danger. 

They  arc  here  Sir,  within  hearing,  take  but  two. 

Frot.  Let  the  law  take ’em-,  take  a tree  Sir 
I’il  take  my  horfc,  that  you  may  keep  with  fafety. 

If  they  have  brought  no  hand-laws,  within  this  hour 
I’il  fend  you  refeue,  andatoyl  to  take  ’em. 

Mart.  You  Diall  not  goe  lo  poorly,  flay  but  one  Sir. 

Frot.  1 have  been  fo  hamper’d  with  thclc  refeues, 

So  hew’d  an  tortur’d,  that  the  truth  is  Sir, 

I have  mainly  vowd  againft  ’em,  yet  for  your  fake. 

If  as  you  fay  there  be  but  one.  I’ll  flay. 


And  fee  fair  play  o’  both  fides. 

Mart.  There  is  no 

More  Sir,  and  as  I doubt  a bafe  one  too. 

Prot.  Fie  on  him,  goe  lug  him  out  by  th’  ears. 

Mart.  Yes, 

This  is  he  Sir,  the  bafefl  in  the  kingdome. 

Prot.  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Mart.  Yes,  for  agencrall  fool, 

A knave,  a coward,  and  upflart  flallion  bawb, 

Beafl,  barking  puppy,  that  dares  not  bite. 

Prot.  The  belt  man  belt  knows  patience. 

Mart.  Yes, 

This  way  Sir,  now  draw  your  fword,  and  right  you. 

Or  render  it  to  me,  for  one  you  fliall  doe. 

Pro.  If  wearing  it  may  do  you  any  honor, 

1 fhall  be  glad  to  grace  you,  there  it  is  Sir. 

Mart.  Now  get  you  home,  and  tell  your  Lady  Miflris, 
Shee  has  fliot  up  a fvveet  mufhrum  -,  quit  your  place  too. 
And  fay  you  are  counfel’d  well , thou  wilt  be  beaten  elfe 
By  thine  own  lanceprifadoes-,  when  they  know  thee. 

That  tuns  of  oyl  of  rofes^.will  not  cure  thee  j 
Goe  get  you  to  your  foyning  work  at  Court, 

And  learn  to  fweac  again,  and  eat  dry  mutton  j 
An  armor  like  a frolt  will  fearch  your  bones 
And  make  you  roar  you  rogue  j Not  a reply, 

For  if  you  doe,  your  ears  goe  olL 

Frot.  Still  patience.  Exeunt. 

Loud  mufick^  A Banquet  fet  out. 

Enter  ‘Thierry^  Ordella.^  Brunhalt,  Theodoret.,  Lecure, 
Barpdher.  &c. 

"Thier.  It  is  your  place,  and  though  in  all  things  elfe 
You  may  and  ever  fhall  command  me,  yet 
In  this  I’ll  be  obey’d. 

Ordella.  Sir,  the  coiifent, 

That  made  me  yours,  fhall  never  teach  me  to 
Repent  I am  fb  ^ yet  be  you  but  pleaf  d 
To  give  me  leave  to  fay  fb  much  • The  honor 
You  oiler  me  were  better  given  to  her. 

To  whom  you  owe  the  power  of  giving. 

Thier.  Mother, 

You  hear  this  and  rejoyce  in  fuch  a bleffing 
That  payes  to  you  fo  large  a fhare  of  duty. 

But  fie  no  more,  for  as  you  hold  a plaee 
Nearer  my  heart  than  fhe,  you  mull  fit  neareft 
To  all  thofe  graces,  that  are  in  the  power 
Of  Majefty  to  bellow. 

Brun.  Which  I’ll  provide. 

Shall  be  lliort  liv’d  Lecure. 

Lecure.  I have  it  ready. 

Brun.  ’Tis  well,  wait  on  our  cup. 

Lecure.  You  honor  me. 

Thier.  We  are  dull, 

No  obied  to  provoke  mirth. 

Iheod.  Mart  ell j 

If  you  remember  Sir,  will  grace  your  Feafl, 

With  fome  thing  that  will  yield  matter  of  mirth. 

Fit  for  no  common  view. 

Thier.  Touching  Protaldye.  j 

Theod.  You  have  it. 

Brun.  What  of  him,  I fear  his  bafene/S  aftde 

In  fpight  of  all  the  titles  that  my  favours 
Have  cloth’d  him,  which  will  make  dilcovery 
Of  what  is  yet  conceal’d. 

Enter  Martell. 

Theod.  Look  Sir,  he  has  it. 

Nay  we  (hall  have  peace  when  fb  great  a fbldief 
As  the  renoun’d  Portaldye.^  will  give  up 
His  fword  rather  then  ufe  it. 

Brun.  ’Twas  thy  plot. 

Which  I will  turn  on  thine  own  head. 
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Ibie.  Pray  you  fpcak, 

How  won  you  him  to  part  froni’t  ? 

Mart.  Won  him  Sir, 

He  would  have  yielded  it  upon  his  knees 
Before  he  would  have  ha/arded  the  exchange 
Of  a philip  of  the  forehead  : had  you  will’d  me 
1 diirfl:  have  undertook  he  Ihould  have  lent  you 
His  Nofe,  provided  that  the  lols  of  it 
Might  have  lav’d  the  rellof  his  face  : he  is,  Sir 
The  mofl:  unutterable  coward  that  e’er  nature 
Bleft  with  hard  (boulders,  which  were  only  given  him, 

To  the  ruin  of  baltinados. 

T:hi(r.  Polliblc? 

Iheod.  Obfervebut  how  (he  frets.  . 

Mart.  Why  believe  it : 

But  that  I know  the  fhame  of  this  difgracc. 

Will  make  the  bead  to  live  with  luch,  and  never 
Prefume  to  come  more  among  men  •,  I’ll  hazard 
My  life  upon  it,  that  a boy  of  twelve 
Should  fcourgeliim  hither  like  a Pariflt  Top, 

And  make  him  dance  before  y»u. 

Britn.  Slave  thou  lied. 

Thou  dar’d  as  well  fpcak  Treafon  in  the  hearing 
Of  thofethat  have  the  power  to  punilh  it, 

As  the  lead  fy  liable  of  this  before  him, 

But  ’tis  thy  hate  to  me. 

Martel.  Nay,  pray  you  Maddm, 

1 have  no  ears  to  hear  you,  though  a foot 
To  let  you  underdand  what  he  is. 

Brm.  Villany. 

7 head.  You  are  too  violent. 

Enter  Protaldye^ 

The  word  that  can  come 
Isblanketingii  for  beating,  and  fuch  virtues 
I have  been  long  acquainted  with. 

Mart.  Ohdrange!  j 

Barvdb.  Behold  the  man  you  talk  of. 

Britn.  Give  me  leave. 

Or  free  thy  felf,  ( think  in  what  place  you  are  ) 

From  the  foul  imputation  that  is  laid 
Upon  thy  valour  ( be  bold.  I’ll  proted  you  ) 

Or  here  I vow  ( deny  it  or  forfvear  it ) 

Thefe  honors  which  thou  wear’d  unworthily. 

Which  be  but  impudent  enough,  and  keep  them, 

Shall  be  torn  from  thee  with  thy  eyes. 

Prot.  I have  it, 

My  volour ! is  there  any  here  beneath. 

The  dileof  King,  dares  quedion  it.? 

7hkr.  This  is  rare. 

Prot.  Which  of  my  my  adions,  which  have  dill  been  noble, 
Has  rend’rd  me  fufpeded 
Phkr.  Nay  Martel 
You  mud  not  fall  off*. 

Mart.  Oh  Sir,  fear  it  not. 

Doe  you  know  this  fword  ? 

Prot.  Yes. 

Mart.  Pray  you  on  what  terms 
Did  you  part  with  it.? 

Prot.  Part  with  it  fay  you  ? 

Mart.  So. 

7hier.  Nay,  dudy  not  an  anfwer,  confefs  freely; 

Prot.  Oh  I rernember’tnow  at  the  Stags  falls. 

As  we  today  were  hunting,  a poor  fellow. 

And  now  I view  you  better,  I may  fay 
Much  of  your  pitch  ; this  filly  wretch  I fpoke  of 
With  his  petition  falling  at  my  feet, 

( Which  much  againd  my  Will  he  kid, ) defir’d 
Thatasafpecialmeansfor  his  preferment, 

I would  vouchfafeto  let  him  ufemy  fword. 

To  cutoff  the  Stags  head, 

Bm».  Will  you  hear  that  ? 

Bawdb.  This  Lye  beah  a fimilitudeof  Truth, 

1 

Prot.  1 ever  courteous,  ( a great  weaknefs  in  me  ) 
Granted  his  humble  fuic. 

Mart.  Oh  impudence.? 

Ihkr.  Thischange  is  excellent. 

Mart.  A word  with  you. 

Deny  it  not,  (was  that  man  difguis’d. 

You  know  my  temper,  and  as  yoi;rc(]x:A 
A daily  cudgeling  for  one  whole  year. 

Without  a Iccond  pulling  by  the  cars. 

Or  tweaks  by  th’  nolc,  or  the  mod  precious  halm 
You  us’d  of  patience,  patience  do  you  mark  me, 

Confels  before  thefe  Kings  with  what  bale  fear 
Thou  didd  deliver  it.  * 

Prot.  Oh,  Ifnould  burd. 

And  if  1 have  not  indant  liberty 

To  tear  this  fellow  limb  by  limb,  the  wrongs 

Will  break  my  heart,  although  Herculean^  • .r 

And  Ibmewhat  bigger  •,  there’s  my  gage,  pray  you  hear, 

Let  me  redeem  my  credit. 

Ihkr.  Ha, ha,  forbear. 

Mart.  Pray  you  let  me  take  it  up,  and  if  I do  not, 
Againd  all  odds  of  Armor  and  of  Weapons^ 

With  this  make  him  confefs  it  on  his  knees 
Cut  offmy  head. 

Prot.  No,^  that’s  my  office, 

Barvdb.  Fie,  youtakethe  Hangmans  place! 

Or  del.  Nay,  good  my  Lord 
Let  meattoue  this  difference,  do  not  differ 
Our  bridal  night  to  be  the  Centaurs  Fead.  . 

You’re  a Knight,  and  bound  by  oath  to  grant 
All  jud  fuits  unto  Ladies  ^ for  my  fake 
Forget  your  fuppos’d  wrong. 

Prot.  Well  let  him  thank  you, 

For  your  fake,  he  ,dair  live,  perhaps  a day^ 

And  maybe,  on  fubmilfion  longer, 

Iheod.  ZYay  Martel  you  mud  be  patient. 

Mart.  I am  yours,  . , 

And  this  Have  fball  be  once  more  mine! 

7hkr.  sit  all  ^ ■ 

One  health,  and  fb  to  bed,  for  I too  long 
Deferr  my  choiced  delicates. 

Brun.  Which  if  poifon 
Have  any  power,  thou  fhalt  like  7antalui 
Behold  and  never  tade,  be  careful. 

Ltcu.  Fear  not. 

Brun.  Though  it  be  rare  in  ourSeX,  yet  for  ones 
I will  begin  a health. 

7hkr.  Let  it  come  freely. 

Brun.  Lecure.^  the  cup  ^ here  to  the  Ibnwehope 
This  night  fliall  be  an  Embrion. 

Jhkr.  You  have  nam’d 

A bleffing  that  I mod  defir’d,  I pledge  you  ^ 

Give  me  a larger  cup,  that  is  too  little 
Unto  fo  great  a god. 

Bmn.  Nay,  then  you  wrong  me, 

Follow  as  I began. 

7hkr.  Well  as  you  pleitfe, 

Brun.  Is’t  done  ? 

Lecu.  Unto  your  wifh  I vvafrant  you, 

For  this  night  Idurdtrud  him  with  my  Mother! 

7hkr.  So ’tis  gone  round,  lights. 

Brun^  Pray  you  ufe  my  fervice.- 

Ordel,  ’Tis  that  which  I lhall  ever  owe  you,  Madani'i 
And  mud  have  none  from  you,  pray  pardon  me. 

7hier.  Good  red  tO  all. 

Theod.  And  to  your  plcafant  labour. 

Mart.  YoUr company,  Madam,  goodnight  - , 

Exeunt  all  but  Brunhalt,  Protal,  Lccure,  Bawdber. 

Brun.  Nay,  you  have  caufetobhifh,  but  I will  hide  it, 
And  what’s  more,  I forgive  you  ^ is’t  not  pity 
That  thou  that  art  the  fird  to  enter  combate 
With  any  Woman,  and  what  is  more,  o’crcome  her^ 

In  which  die  is  bed  pleas’d,  diOiild  befb 
To  meet  a man. 

M m m Prot_ 
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Fret,  W liy  would  you  have  me  lolc 
Tluit  bloud  that  is  dedicated  to  your  fervice 
'n  any  other  quarrel? 

Kr/f'/.  No,  rererveit. 

As  Iwill  Itudy  to  prefervethy  credit : 

You  hrrali,  be’t  your  care  toHiid  out  one 
I'hat  is  poor,  though  valiant,  that  at  any  rate 
\\  ill,  to  redeem  my  iervants  reputation, 

Receive  apublique  baffling. 

Bjrvdb.  Would  your  Highnefs 
W’ere  pleas’d  to  inform  me  better  of  your  piirpofe. 

Bruit.  Why  one.  Sir,  that  would  thus  be  box’d 
Or  kick’d,  do  you  apprehend  me  now  ? 

Fj'.rdb.  I feel  you  Madam, 

The  man  that  lhall  receive  this  from  my  Lord, 

Shall  have  a thouiand  crowns. 

Fro.  He  fhall, 

Bm'db.  Befidcs 

His  day  of  baftinadoing  pafl:  o’er. 

He  lhall  rot  lofe  your  grace,  nor  your  good  favour? 

F.rjit.  Thatlhail  make  way  to  it. 

Bjtrdb.  It  mull  be  a man 
Of  credit  in  the  Court,  that  is  to  be 
The  foil  unto  your  volour. 

Prot.  True,  it  Ihould. 

Birvdb.  And  if  he  have  place  there,  ’tisnot  the  worfe. 

Bruit.  ’Tis  much  the  better. 

Bjivdb.  If  he  be  a Lord, 

’Twill  be  the  greater  grace 

Brun.  Thou  art  in  the  right. 

Barrdb.  Why  then  behold  that  valiant  man  and  Lord, 
That  for  your  fake  will  take  a cudgeling: 

For  be  allur’d,  when  itisfpread  abroad 
That  you  have  dealt  with  me,  they’ll  give  you  out 
For  one  of  the  Nine  W^orthies. 

Brtai.  Out  you  pandar, 

W'hy,  to  beat  thee  is  only  exercile 
For  fuch  as  do  affeeft  it,  lofe  not  time 
In  vain  replies,  but  doit:  come  mylblace 
Let  us  to  bed,  and  our  delires  once  quench’d 
V.  t’li  there  determine  of  Theodorets  death 
For  he’s  the  Engine  us’d  to  ruin  us  •, 

Yet  one  work  more,  Lecure,  art  thou  allur’d 
The  potion  will  work? 

Lecnre.  My  life  upon  it, 

B,-uit.  Come  my  Protaldye,  then  glut  me  with 
Thofe  bell  delights  of  man,  that  are  deny’d 
To  her  that  does  exped  them,  being  a Bride. 


JBus  Ter  tins. 

Scdcna  Frima, 

Enter  Thierry,  and  Ordella,  aj  from  bed, 

T^’/er.QUre  I have  drunk  the  bloud  of  Elephantst 
OThe  tears  ot  Mandrake,  and  the  Marble  dew, 
Mixt  in  my  draught,  have  quencht  my  natural  heat. 

And  left  nofpark  of  fire,  but  in  mine  eyes, 

With  which  I may  lx;hold  my  miferies: 

Yc  wretched  flames  which  play  upon  my  light, 

Turn  inward,  make  me  all  one  piece,  though  earth. 

My  tears  lhall  ovcr-whclm  youellc  too. 

Or.  What  moves  my  Lord  to  this  ftrange  fadnefs  ? 

1 f any  late  difeerned  want  in  me, 

Give  caufe  to  your  repentance,  care  and  duty 
Shall  find  a painful  w'ay  to  recompcnce. 

'Ikter.  Arc  you  yet  frozen  veins,  feel  you  a breath, 
Whef;  tenaperate  heat  w ould  make  the  North  Star  reel. 


Her  Icy  pillars  thaw’d,  and  do  you  not  melt'? 

Draw  nearer,  yet  nearer. 

That  from  thy  barren  kils  thou  mailt  confefs 
I have  not  heat  enough  to  make  a blulh. 

Ordel.  Speak  nearer  to  my  underfranding,  like  a Husband. 

Ihier.  How  Ihould  he  fpcak  the  language  of  a Husband. 
Who  wants  the  tongue  and  organs  of  his  voice? 

Ordel.  It  is  a phrafe  will  part  with  the  fame  eale 
From  you,  with  that  you  now  deliver. 

Thier.  Bind  not  his  ears  up  with  fo  dull  a charm 

ho  hath  no  other  fenfe  left  open  , why  fl:ould  thy  words 
Find  more  reltraint  than  thy  freefpeaking  adtions. 

Thy  dole  embraces,  and  thy  midnight  flghs 
The  lilent  Orators  to  flow  delire? 

Ordel.  Strive  not  to  win  content  from  ignorance 
Which  mufl;  be  loft  in  knowledge:  heaven  can  witnefs 
My  fartheft  hope  of  good,  reacht  at  your  pleafure, 

Which  feeing  alone,  may  in  your  look  be  read: 

Add  not  a doubtful  comment  to  a text 
That  in  it  felf  is  diredt  andeafie. 

Phier.  Oh  thou  haft  druak  the  juyee  of  hetalock  too^ 

Or  did  upbraided  nature  make  this  pair 
To  Ihew  file  had  not  quite  forgot  her  firft 
Juflly  prais’d  Workmanlhip,  thehrltchall  couple 
Before  the  want  of  joyr,  taught  guilty  fight 
A way  through  lliame  and  forrow  to  delight : 

Say,  may  we  mix,  as  in  their  innocence 
\^’hen  Turtles  hift,  to  confirm  happinefs,  , 

Not  to  beget  it. 

Ordel.  I know  no  bar. 

Phier.  Should  I believe  thee,yet  thy  pulfe  beats,  Woman, 
And  fays  the  name  of  Wife  did  promife  thee 
The  blefl  reward  of  duty  to  thy  mother. 

Who  gave  fo  often  witnefs  of  her  joy. 

When  Ihc  did  boaft  thy  likenefsto  her  Husband. 

Ordel.  ’Tis  true,  that  to  bring  forth  afecojid  to  yOur, 
felf. 

Was  only  worthy  of  my  Virgin  lofs ; 

And  fhould  I prize  you  left,  unpattern’d  Sir  ? 

Then  being  exemplify’d,  is’tnotmore  honor 
To  be  pcllellbr  of  uncquall’d  virtue, 

Than  what  is  paralell’d,  give  me  belief. 

The  name  of  mother,  knows  no  way  of  good,  | 

More  than  the  end  in  me : who  weds  for  Lull:  | 

Is  oft  a widow  : when  I married  you,  | 

I loft  the  name  of  Maid  to  gain  a Title  I 

Above  the  wilh  of  change,  which  that  part  can  | 

Only  maintain,  is  frill  the  lame  in  man, 

Flis  virtue  and  his  calm  fbciety. 

Which  no  gray  hairs  can  threaten  to  dillblvc 
Nor  wrinkles  bury. 

Phier.  Confine  thy  felf  to  lllence,  left  thou  take 
That  part  of  reafon  from  me,  is  only  left 
To  give  perfwafion  to  me,  I’m  a man: 

Or  fay  thou  haft  never  feen  the  Rivers  hafte  | 

With  gladfome  fpecd,  to  meet  th’  amorous  lea.  I 

Ordel.  We  are  but  to  praife  the  coolnefs  of  their  | 
ftreams.  I 

Phier.  Nor  view’d  the  Kids,  taught  by  their  luftful  I 
fires,  j 

Purfue  each  other  through  the  wanton  lawns. 

And  lik’d  the  fport. 

Ordel.  As  it  made  way  unto  their  envied  reft 
With  weary  knots,  binding  their  harmlels  eyes. 

Thier  Nor  do  you  know  the  reafon  why  the  Dove, 

One  of  the  pair,  your  hands  wont  hourly  feed, 

So  often  dipt  and  kill  her  happy  mate. 

Ordel.  Unlefs  it  were  to  welcome  his  wilh’d  fight, 

Whofe  abfcnce  only  gave  her  mourning  voice. 

Phier.  And  you  could.  Dove-like  to  a fingle  objed:, 

Bind  yourloole  fpiritstoone,  nay,  fuch  a one 
W hom  only  eyes  and  cars  muft  flatter  good. 

Your  furerTemce  made  ufeleft,  my  felf,  nay 
As  in  my  all  of  good,  already  known. 

Ordel- 
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Ordd.  Let  proof  plead  for  mc^  let  me  be  mew’d  up. 
Where  never  eye  may  reach  me,  but  your  own:^ 

And  when  I fliall  repent,  but  in  my  looks,  if  ligh. 

Ihier.  Or  filed  a tear  that’s  warm. 

Ordd.  But  in  your  ladnefs. 

Thier.  Or  when  you  hear  the  birds  call  for  their  mdtes. 
Ask  if  it  be  5r.  P'alentine,  their  coupling  day. 

Ordel.  If  any  thing  may  make  a thought  liifpcLlicd 
Of  knowing  any  happinefs  but  you. 

Divorce  me,  by  the  Title  of  Moft  Falfhood. 

7hier.  Oh,  who  would  know  a wife,  that  might  have 
fuch  a friend  ? 

Poftcrity  henceforth,  lofe  the  name  of  blcffing 
And  leave  the  earth  inhabited  to  people  heaven. 

Enter  Theodoret,  Bnmhalt,  Martel,  Protaldye. 

Mart.  Allhappinels  to  Ehierry  OrdeUa. 

Thier.  ’Tis  a defire  but  borrowed  from  me,  my  happi- 
nefs. * 

Shall  be  the  period  of  all  good  mens  willies. 

Which  friends,  nay  dying  Fathers  lhall  bequeath. 

And  in  my  one  give  all : is  there  a duty 
Belongs  to  any  power  of  mine,  or  love 
To  any  virtue  I have  right  to  ? here,  place  it  here, 
OrdeUa"*!  name  lhall  only  bear  command. 

Rule,  Title.  Sovereignty. 

Brun.  What  paflion  fways  my  Son  ? 

Ihier.  Oh  Mother,  Ihe  has  doubled  every  good 
The  travel  of  your  bloud  made  polTible 
To  my  glad  being. 

Prot.  He  Ihould  have  done 
Little  to  her,  he  is  lb  light  hearted. 

Jbier.  Brother,  friends,  if  honor  unto  lhame 
If  wealth  to  want  inlarge  the  prefent  fenfe, 

♦ My  joyes  are  unbounded,  inftead  of  queftion 
Let  it  "be  envy,  not  bring  a prefent 
To  the  high  offering  of  our  mirth.  Banquets,  and  Masques  j 
Keep  waking  our  delights,  mocking  nights  malice, 

Whofe  dark  brow  would  fright  pleafure  from  us. 

Our  Court  be  but  one  Range  of  Revels,  and  each  ye 
The  Scene  where  our  content  moves. 

7heod.  There  lhall  want 

Nothing  to  exprefs  our  lhares  in  your  delight.  Sir. 

Mart.  Till  now  I ne’er  repented  the  eftate 
Of  Widower. 

7hier.  Mulick,  why  art  thou  fo  flow  voic’d  ? itftaiesthy 
prefence 

, My  OrdeVa.,  this  chamber  is  a fphere 
Too  narrow  for  thy  all-moving  virtue. 

Make  way,  free  way  I fay  •, 

Who  mult  alone,  her  Sexes  want  fupply. 

Had  need  to  have  a room  both  large  and  high. 

Mart.  This  pafiion’s  above  utterance. 

' ' Ibeod.  Nay,  credulity. 

Exit  all  but  Thierry,  Bnmhalt. 

X . 

Brun.  Why  Son  what'  mean  you,  are  you  a man  ? 

7hier.  No  Mother  I am  no  man,  were  1 a man? 

How  could  1 be  thus  happy  ? . ' ' 

Brun.  How  can  a wife  be  author  of  this  joy  then  ? 

I hier.  That  being  no  man,  I am  married  to  no  woman  ^ 
The  beR  of  men  in  full  ability,  .i  i ;v  » 

Can  only  hope  to  fatisfie  a wife, 

■ And  for  that  hope  ridiculous,  I in  my  want 
And  fuchdefedive  poverty,  that  to  her  bed 
From  my  firR  Cradle  brought  no  Rrength  but  thought 
Have  met  a temperance  beyond  hers  that  rockt  me, 
Neceflity  being  her  bar  •,  where  this 
Is  fomuch  fenflefs  of  my  depriv’d  fire  ^ 

She  knows  it  not  a lofs  by  her  defire. 

Brun.  It  is  beyond  my  admiration. 

Ihier,  Beyond  your  fexes  faith. 


I’hc  unripe  Virgins  of  our  age,  to  hcnr’t 
Will  dream  themlllvcs  to  women,  and  convert 
Th’ example  to  a miracle. 

Brun.  Alas,  ’tis  your  defed  moves  my  amazement, 

But  what  111  can  be  feparatefrom  ambition  ? 

Cruel  Theodoret. 

Thier.  What,  of  my  brother  ? 

Brun.  That  to  his  name  your  barrennefs  adds  rule; 
Who  loving  the  cfled,  would  not  be  llrangc 
In  favouring  the  caul'c-,  look  on  the  piofit. 

And  gain  will  quickly  point  the  mifehief  out. 

Ihier.  The  name  of  Father,  to  what  1 pollefs 
Is  lliame  and  care. 

Brun.  Were  we  begot  to  finglc  happinefs 
I grant  you^  but  from  fuch  a wife.  Inch  virtue 
To  get  an  heir,  what  hermet  would  not  find 
Delerving  argument  to  break  his  vow 
Even  in  his  age  of  chaRity  ? 

Thier.  You  teach  a deaf  man  language. 

Brun.  The  caufe  found  out,  the  malady  m^y  ccafe, 
Have  you  heard  of  one  Ports  ? 

Thier.  A learned  ARronomer,  great  Magician, 

Who  lives  hard  by  retir’d. 

Brun.  Repair  to  him,  with  the  juR  hour  and  place 
Of  your  nativity  ^ fools  are  amaz’d  at  fate. 

Griefs  but  conceal’d  are  never  defperate. 

Thier.  You  have  timely  waken’d  me,  nor  lhall  I lleep 
Without  the  fatisfadion  of  his  Art.  Exit  Thierry 

Enter  Lecure. 

Brun.  Wifdom  prepares  you  to’t,  Lecure^  me!;  hap- 
pily. 

Lecure.  The  ground  anfwers  your  purpofe,  the  conveni- 
ence 

Being  fecure  and  eafie,  falling  juR 
Behind  the  Rate  fet  for  Theodoret. 

Brun.  ’Tis  well,  your  truR  invites  you  to  a fecond  charge, 
You  know  Leforte'*s  Cell. 

Lecure.  Who  conRellated  your  fair  birth. 

Brun.  Enough,  I fee  thou  know’R  him,  where’s  Barvdber} 
Lee.  I left  him  careful  of  the  ptojedcaR, 

To  raife  credit. 

Brun.  Afore  that muRbcplaiRer’d,  in  whofe  wound 
Others  lliall  find  their  graves,  think  themfelves  found. 

Your  ear,  and  quickeR  apprehenfion.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Bawdber  and  a Jervant. 

Barrdb.  Thismanof  war  will  advance. 

Lecu.  His  hour’s  upon  the  Rroke. 

Bawdb.  Wind  him  back,  as  you  favour  my  ears, 

I have  nonoife  in  my  head,  my  brains  have  hitherto 
Been  imploy’d  in  filent  bulinellb. 

Enter  Devitry. 

Lec«.  The  Gentleman  is  within  your  reach  Sir.  Exit. 
Barvdb.  Give  ground,  whilR  I drill  my  wits  totheen- 
counter, 

Devitry.,  I take  it. 

Devi.  All’s  that  left  of  him. 

Barvdb.  Is  there  another  parcel  of  you,if  itbeat  pawn 
I will  gladly  redeem  it,  to  make  you  wholly  mine. 

Vitry.  Youfeek  too  hard  a pennyworth. 

Bawpdb.  You  too  ill  to  keep  fuch  diRanceiyour  parts  have 
been  long  known 

To  me,  howfoever  you  pleafe  to  forget  acquaintance. 

Vit.  I muRconfels  1 have  beenfubjed  to  lewd  company. 
Bat»db.  Thanks  for  your  good  remembrance. 

You  have  been  a foldier  Devitry.,  and  born  Arms. 

Vit.  A couple  of  unprofitable  ones,  that  have  only  ferv’d 
to  get  me  a Romach  to  my  dinner. 
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F ;rr  Much  cood  iiinv  it  do  you.  Sir, 

/ i:rv.  You  fhali  have  heard  me  i'ay  I had  din’d  firft,  I have 
huilt  on  an  umvliollbmc  ground,  rais’d  up  a lioufe,  before 
I knew  a Tenant,  nutehc  to  meet  wcarinels,  fought  to  find 
want  and  hunger. 

F.r.rJh.  It  is  time  you  put  up  your  fword,  and  run  away 
for  meat , Sir,  nay,  if  I had  not  withdrawn  e’r  now, I 
might  have  kept  thee  -,  fait  with  you  : but  fince  the  way  to 
tlirive  is  never  late,  what  is  the  neardt  courfe  to  profit 
think  you  ? 

I 'ltrv.  It  may  be  your  worfbip  will  fay  bawdry. 

iKiu'dh.  True  fcnle,  bawdry. 

Vitry.  Why,  is  their  five  kindsof  them,  I never  knew  but 
one. 

Bjtx'dh.  ril  flievv  you  a new’  way  of  profiitution,  fall  back, 
farther  yet,  further,  there  is  fifty  crowns,  do  but  as  much 
to  ?ro/j/^/vethe  Qiieens  favorite,  they  are  doubled. 

Vitry.  But  thus  much. 

Bj  'n  db.  Give  him  but  an  affront  as  he  comes  to  the  pre- 
fence,  and  in  his  drawing  make  way,  like  atrue  bawd  tohis 
valour,  the  fon’s  thy  own  •,  if  you  take  a fcratch  in  the 
arm  or  fo,  every  drop  of  bloud  weighs  down  a ducket. 

Vitr\.  After  that  rate,  I and  my  friends  would  begger  the 
kingdom.  Sir,  you  have  made  me  blulh  to  fee  my  want, 
whole  cure  is  luch  a cheap  andeafie  purchafe,  this  is  Male- 
bawdry  belike. 

Enter  Protaldy,  a Lady.,  and  Revellers. 

Ban'db.  See,  you  (hall  not  be  long  earning  your  wages, 
your  work’s  before  your  eyes. 

^ itry.  Leave  it  to  my  handling.  I’ll  fall  upon’t  inllant- 

^y- 

Eatvdb.  What  opinion  will  tlie  managing  of  this  affair 
Bring  to  my  wildom  ? my  invention  tickles 
Wnth  apprehenfionon’t: 

Pro.  Thefe  are  the  joyes  of  marriage.  Lady, 

Whofe  fights  are  able  to  diffblve  Virginity. 

Speak  freely,  do  you  not  envy  the  Brides  felicity? 

Lady.  HowlhouldL,  being  partner  of’t? 

Pro.  W hat  you  enjoy  is  but  the  Banijuetsview, 

Thetaffe  ftands  from  your  pallat;,  if  he  impart 
Bydayfo  much  of  his  content,  think  what  night  gave? 

Vitry.  W’ill  you  have  a relilh  of  wit.  Lady 

Barvdb.  This  is  the  man. 

Lady.  If  it  be  not  dear.  Sir, 

Vitry.  If  you  affed  cheapnefs,  howcan  you  prize  this  ful- 
licd  ware  fomuch  ? mine  is  frcffi,  my  own,  not  retail’d. 

Pro.  Youarefaucy,  firrah. 

Vary.  The  fitter  to  be  in  the  dilh  with  fuch  dry  Stock-filh 
as  YOU  arc,  how,  ftrike  ? 

Baradb.  Remember  the  condition  as  you  look  for  pay- 
ment. 

Vitry.  That  box  was  left  out  of  the  bargain. 

Pro.  Help,  help,  help. 

Barvdb.  Plague  of  the  Scriveners  running  hand, 

What  a blow  is  this  to  my  reputation  ? 

Enter  Thierry,  Thcodoret,  Brunhalt,  Ordella, 
Memberge,  Martell. 

I'hier.  What  villain  dares  this  outrage  ? 

Devilry.  Hear  me.  Sir,  this  creature  hir’d  me  with  fifty 
crowns  m hand,  to  let  Protaldye  have  the  better  of  me  at 
finglc  Rapier  on  a made  quarrel he  miltaking  the  weapon, 
laics  me  over  the  chops  with  his  club  fill,  for  which  I was 
bold  to  teach  him  the  Art  of  memory. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

'Ihto.  Your  General,  Mother,  will  difplay  himfelf. 
’Spightof  our  Peace  I lee. 

‘Ihier.  Forbear  thefe  civil  jars,  Protaldy., 

So  open  in  your  projecTs,  avoid  our  prelence,  firrah. 

Devi.  Wfillingly^  if  you  have  any  more  wages  to  earn. 
You  fee  I can  take  pains. 


Iheo.  There’s  Ibmewhat  for  thy  labour. 

More  than  was  promis’d,  ha,  ha,  lia. 

Barvdb.  W’here  could  I wifli  my  felf  now  ? in  the  Jjle  of 
Dogs. 

So  I might  fcape  fcratching,  for  I fee  by  her  Cats  eves 
I fliall  be  claw’d  fearfully. 

Ihier.  W'e’llhcar  no  moreon’t.  Soft  Mitfick. 

Mufick  drown  all  ladnefs  •, 

Command  the  Revellers  in,  at  what  a rate  I do  purchale 
My  Mothers  abfence,  to  give  my  Ipleen  full  liberty. 

Bran.  Speak  not  a thoughts  delay,  it  names  thy  ruin. 

Pro.  lhad  thought  my  life  had  born  more  value  with 
you. 

Brun.  Thy  lofs  carries  mine  with’t,  let  that  fecure  thee. 
The  vault  is  ready,  and  the  door  conveys  to’t 
Falls  juft  behind  his  chair,  the  blow  once  given, 

Thou  art  unfeen. 

Pro.  I cannot  feel  more  than  1 fear,  Tm  fure.  IVithdra-^s. 

Brm.  Begone,  and  let  them  laugh  their  own  deftrufti- 
on. 

fhier.  You  will  add  unto  hef  rage. 

Theod.  ’Foot,  I lhallburft,  unlefs  I vent  my  felf,  ha,  ha, 
ha. 

Brun.  Me  Sir,  you  never  could 
Have  found  a time  to  invite  more  willingnels 
In  my  difpofe  to  pleafure. 

Memb.  Would  you  would  pleale  to  make  fome  other 
choife. 

Revel.  ’Tisa  difgrace  would  dwell  upon  me.  Lady, 
Should  you  refule. 

Merab.  Your  reafon  conquers  ^ my  Grandmothers  looks 
Have  turn’d  all  air  to  earth  in  me,  they  fit 
Upon  my  heart  like  night-charms,  black  and  heavy. 

l.hey  Dance. 

Thier.  You  are  too  much  libertine. 

Lheod.  The  fortune  of  the  fool  perfivades  my  laughter 
More  than  his  cowardize  ^ \vas  ever  Rat 
Ta’en  by  the  tail  thus  ? ha,  ha,  ha. 

Phier.  Forbear  I fay. 

Prot.  No  eye  looks  this  way,  1 will  wink  and  ftrike. 

Left  1 betray  my  felf.  Behind  the  State Jiabs  Theodofet? 

Iheo.  Ha,  did  you  not  fee  one  near  me  ? 

Ihier.  How  near  you,  why  do  you  look  fo  pale,  brother.*' 
Trealbn,  treafbn. 

Memb.  Oh  my  prelage ! Father. 

Ordella.  Brother, 

Mart.  Prince,  Noble  Prince. 

I hier.  Make  the  gates  fiirc,  fearch  into  every  angle 
And  corner  of  the  Court,  ohmyfhamc!  Mother, 

Your  Sonis  flain,  noble 

Here  in  my  arms,  too  weak  a Sanduary 

’Gainft  treachery  and  murder,  fay,  is  the  Traitor  taken  ? 

I Guard.  No  man  hath  paft  the  chamber  on  my  life  Sir. 

Phier.  Set  prefent  fire  unto  the  place,  that  all  unfeen 
May  perilh  in  this  mifehief,  who  moves  flow  to’t. 

Shall  add  unto  the  flame. 

Brun.  What  mean  you  ? give  me  your  private  hearing. 

I’hier.  Perfwafion  is  a partner  in  the  crime, 

I will  renounce  my  claim  unto  a mother. 

If  you  make  offer  on’t. 

Brun.  E’er  a Torch  can  take  flame,  I will  produce 
The  author  of  the  fad. 

Phier.  Withdraw  but  for  your  Lights. 

Memb.  Oh  my  too  true  fufpition. 

Exeunt  Martel,  Mcmberg. 

Phier.  Speak,  where’s  the  Engine  to  this  horrid  ad  ? 

Brun.  Here  you  do  behold  her ^ upon  whom  make  good 
Your  caufclefs  rage  •,  the  deed  was  done  by  my  incitement. 
Not  yet  repented. 

Phier.  Whether  did  nature  ftart,whcn  you  conceiv’d  ? 

A birth  fo  unlike  woman?  fay,  wliat  part 
Did  not  confentto  make  a Ion  of  him, 

Referv’d  it  felf  within  you  to  his  ruinc. 

Brun.  Ha,  ha,  a Ion  of  mine ! doe  not  diflever 
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Thy  fathers  duft,  fliakinghis  quiet  urn, 

To  which  my  breath  would  fend  lb  foul  an  ifliic. 

My  Son,  thy  Brother  ? 

'Tbier.  Was  not  Theodoret  my  brother,  oris  thy  tongue 
Confederate  with  thy  heart,  to  (peak  and  do 
Only  things  monfbrous  ? 

Hear  me  and  thou  Ihalt  make  thine  own  belief. 
Thy, ftill  with  forrow  mention’d,  father  liv’d 
Three  careful  years,  in  hope  of  willicd  heirs. 

When  I conceiv’d,  being  from  his  jealous  fear 
Injoyn’d  to  quiet  home,  one  fatal  day  ; 

Tranfported  withmy  plealurcto  the  chafe; 

1 forc’d  command,  and  in  purfuit  of  game 
Fell  frommyhorfe,  loft  both  my  child  and  hopes. 

Defpair  which  only  in  his  love  faw  life 
Worthy  of  being,  froma  Gard’ners  Arms 
Snatchtthis  unlucky  brat,  and  call’d  it  mine. 

When  the  next  year  repaid  my  lofs  with  thee : 

But  in  thy  wrongs  prelerv’d  mymifery,  ■ 

Which  that  I might  diminifb,  though  not  end, 

My  fighs,  and  wet  eies  from  thy  Fathers  Will, 

Bequeath  thislargeftpartof  his  Dominions 
Of  France  unto  thee,  and  only  left 
Auliracia  unto  thatchangling,  whofe  life  affords 
Too  much  of  ill  ’gainfl:  me  to  prove  my  words, 

And  call  him  ftranger. 

Thier.  Come,  doe  not  weep,  I mult,  nay  do  believe  you. 
And  in  my  fathers  fatisfadion  count  it 
Merit,  not  wrong,  or  lofs:  . 

Brun.  You  doe  but  flatter,  there’s  anger  yet  flames  ! 
In  your  eyes. 

Jbier.  See,  I will  quench  it,  and  confefs  that  you 
Have  fuffer’d  double  travel  for  me. 

Brun.  You  will  not  fire  thehoufe  then  ? 

Thier.  Rather  reward  the  author  who  gave  caufe 
Of  knowing  fuch  a fecret,  my  oath  and  duty 
Shall  be  affiirance  on’t. 

Brun.  Protaldyey  rife  good  faithful  fervant,  heaven  knows. 
How  hardly  he  was  drawn  to  this  attempt. 

4 I 

Enter  Protaldye. 

Thier.  Trntaldye  ? he  had  a Gard’ners  face  I’ll  fwear: 
Tell  by  thy  hand.  Sir,  we  doe  owe  unto  you  for  this  fer-  ■ 
vice.  ‘ 

' Brun.  Why  lookeft  thou  fo  dejeded? 

Enter  Martel. 

Prot.  I want  a little  fliift.  Lady,  nothing  elfe. 

Mart.  The  fires  are  ready,  pleafe  it  your  grace  withdraw, 
Whilfl:  we  perform  your  pleafiire. 

7 hier.  Referve  them  for  the  body  •,  fince  he  had  the  fate 
To  live  and  die  a Prince,  he  fnall  not  lole 
The  Title  in  his  Funeral.  Exit. 

Mart.  His  fate  to  live  a Prince, 

Thou  old  impiety,  made  up  by  luff:  andmifehief, 

T ake  up  the  body.  Exeunt  veith  the  body  of  T heod. 

Enter  Lecure  and  a Servant. 

Lecu.  Doff;  think  Leforte^s  fure  enough  ? 

Serv.  As  bonds  can  make  him,  I have  turn’d  his  eyes  to 
the  Eaft;  and  left  him  gaping  after  the  Morning  ftar,  his 
head  is  a meer  Aftrolobe,  his  eyes  ftand  for  the  Poles,  the 
gag  in  his  mouth  being  the  Coachman,  his  five  teeth  have 
the  ncareft  refemblance  to  Charles  IVain. 

Lecure.  Thou  haft  caff:  a figure  which  lhall  raifethee,  di- 
red  my  hair  a little : and  in  my  likenefs  to  him,  read  a for- 
tune fuiting  thylargeft  hopes. 

Ser.  You  are  fo  far  ’bove  likenefs,  you  are  the  lame. 

If  you  love  mirth,  perfwade  him  from  himfelf. 

’Tisbut  an  Aftronomer  out  of  the  way. 

And  lying,  will  bear  the  better  place  for’t 


0,6  I 


Lecure.  I have  prolitablcr  iilc  in  hand,  haffc  to  the 
And  tell  her  how  you  left  me  chang’d. 

Exit  See  .uni. 

Who  would  not  ferve  this  virtuous  adive  Q[iccn  ? 

She  that  loves  mifchicf’bovc  the  man  that  docs  it. 

And  him  above  her  plcafurc,  yet  knows  no  heaven  clfe. 

Enter  'I'hicrry. 

7 hier.  How  well  this  loans fuits  the  Art  I feck, 
Dilcovering  fecret,  and  liiccccding  fate, 

Knowletlge  that  puts  all  lower  happinefs  on. 

With  a remifs  and  carelefs hand. 

Fair  peace  unto  your  meditations,  father. 

Lecure.  The  fame  to  you,  you  bring.  Sir. 

Ihier.  Drawn  by  yoiir  much  fam’d  skill.  1 come  to  know 
Whether  the  man  who  owes  his  charader. 

Shall  e’er  have  iffiie. 

Lecure.  A refolution  falling  with  mofteafe, 

Of  any  doubt  you  could  have  nam’d,  he  is  a Prince 
Whole  fortune  you  enquire. 

7 hie.  He  is  nobly  born. 

Lecure.  He  had  a Dukedom  lately  fall’nunto  him. 

By  one,  call’d  Brother,  who  has  left  a Daughter. 

7’hier.  The  qiieftion  is,  of  Heirs,  not  Lands. 

Lecure.  Heirs,  yes,  he  fhall  have  Heirs. 

Thier.  Begotten  of  his  body,  why  look’d' thou  pa’e? 
Thou  canft  not  fuffer  in  his  want. 

Lecure.  Northou,  1 neither  can  nor  will 
Give  farther  knowledge  to  thee. 

Thier.  Thou  muft,  I am  the  man  myfelf. 

Thy  Sovereign,  who  muftoweiintothy  wildom 
In  the  concealing  of  my  barren  Ihame. 

Lecure.  Your  Grace  doth  wrong  your  Stars  ^ if  this  be 
yours. 

You  may  have  children. 

Thier.  Speak  it  again. 

Lecure.  You  may  have  fruitful  iflue. 

Thie.  By  whom?  when?  how? 

Lecure.  It  was  the  fatal  means  firft  ftruckmybloud 
With  the  cold  hand  of  wond«r,  when  I read  it 
Printed  upon  your  birth. 

Thier.  Can  there  be  any  way  unlmooth,  has  end 
So  fair  and  good  ? 

Lecure.  We  that  behold  the  fad  alpeds  of  Heaven, 
Leading  fence  blinded,  men  feel  grief  enough 
To  know,  though  not  to  fpeak  their  miferies. 

Thier.  Sorrow  muft  lofe  a name,  where  mine  finds  life; 
If  not  in  thee,  at  leafteafe  pain  with  fpeed. 

Which  muft  know  no  cure  elfe. 

Lecure.  Then  thus, 

The  firft  of  Females  which  your  eye  lhall  meet 
Before  the  Sun  next  rife,  coming  from  out 
The  Temple  of  Diana^  being  flain,  you  live 
Father  of  many  fons. 

Thier.  Call’ll  thou  this  fadnefs,  can  I beget  a Son? 
Deferving  lefs  than  to  give  recompence 
Unto  fo  poor  a lofs  ? what  e’er  thou  art. 

Reft  peaceable  bleft  creature,  born  to  be 
Mother  of  Princes,  whofe  grave  lhall  be  more  fruitful 
Than  others  marriage  beds;  methinks  his  Arc 
Should  give  her  form  and  happy  figure  to  me, 

I long  to  fee  my  happinefs,  he  is  gone. 

As  I remember,  he  nam’d  my  brothers  Daughter, 

Were  it  my  Mother,  ’twere  a gainful  death 

Could  give  OrdeUa\  virtue  living  breath.  Exeur.t 
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Mart.  Here  comes  a woman. 


AUus  OnartHs, 


Sc.au  Vrint.t. 

Ent:r  Thierry  and  Martel, 

\7‘Oiir  Grace  is  early  ftirring. 

I 'I  hifr.  How  can  he  l1eep, 

W l-.ofc  happinefs  is  laid  up  in  an  hour. 

}:c  knows  ^.orncs  Healing  towards  him,  Oh  Martel  I- 
pollible  the  longing  Bride,  whole  willies 
: at-;  uns  her  fears,  can  on  that  day  Ihe  is  married 
Gonlume  in  flumbcrs,  or  his  Arms  ruHin  cafe, 

That  hears  the  charge,  and  fees  the  honor’d  purchafe 
Ready  to  gil’d  his  \"alour.?  Mine  is  more 
A po.\cr  above  thclc  pallions this  day  France., 
l-  rja-fthat  in  want  of  ifliie  withers  with  us  ^ 

And  like  an  aged  River,  runs  his  head 
Into  forgotten  wavs,  again  Iranfome, 

• And  his  fair  courfc'  turn  right ; this  day  Thierry, 

The  Son  of  i ranee,  whole  manly  powers  like  prifoners 
Have  been  tied  up,  and  fetter’d,  by  one  death 
Give  lifetothouland  ages:,  this  day  beauty 
1 he  envy  of  the  world,  Pleafure  the  glory. 

Content  above  the  world,  delire  beyond  it 
Arc  made  mine  own,  and  ufeful. 

Mart.  Happy  Woman 
That  dies  to  do  thefe  things. 

7 bier.  But  ten  times  happier 
I'hat  lives  to  do  the  greater  ^ oh  Martel, 

The  gods  have  heard  me  now,  and  thole  that  fcorn  d mci 
' Mothers  of  many  children,  and  bleft  fathers 
That  fee  their  illues  like  the  Stars  ua-number’d„ 

Their  comfort  more  than  them,  Ihall  in  mypraifes 
Now  teach  their  Infants  fongs-  and  tell  their  ages 
From  Inch  a Son  ot  mine,  orfucha  Queen, 

That  challe  Ordella  brings  me  blelled  marriage 
The  chain  that  links  tw'O  Holy  Loves  together 
And  in  the  marriage,  more  than  blelt  Ordella, 

That  comes  lb  near  the  Sacrament  it  felf, 

ThePriefts  doubt  whether  purer. 

Mart,  sir,  y’are  loft. 

7 hier.  1 preihee  let  me  be  fo. 

Mart.  The  day  wears, 

Andthofe  that  have  been  offering  early  prayers. 

Are  now  retiring  homeward. 

Ihier.  Stand  and  mark  then.  i 

M-ir;.  Isitthe  firftmuftfufftr. 

7 /;ifr.  The  firfl:  Woman.  ■■  v • 

Mart.  What  hand  fliall  do  it.  Sir 

7 hier.  T'h'ishznd  Martell, 

For  who  lei's  dare  prefume  to  give  the  gods 
An  incenfc  of  this  offering? 

Mart.  Would  I were  fne, 

ForLch  away  to  die,  and  fucha  bleffing 
Can  never  crown  my  parting. 

Enter  ttvo  men pafftng  over. 

\ 

’ 7hkr.  What  arc  thole? 

* l\hrt.  Men, men.  Sir,  men. 

7 hier.  The  plagues  of  men  light  on  ern, 

'Fhc-y  crolsmy  hopes  like  Hares,  who  s that  ? 

I Enter  a Triefi. 

\ 

Mart.  A Pricff:,Sir. 

7 hjer.  Would  he  were  gCit. 
i Mart.  May  not  thcfcrafcalslcrvc,  Sir, 

Well  haiig’d  and  quarter’d ." 


Enter  Ordella  veiVd. 

Thier.  Stand  and  behold  her  then. 

Mart.  1 think  a fair  one. 

7 hier.  Move  not  whilff;  I prepare  her : may  her  peace 
Like  his  whole  innocence  the  gods  are  pleas’d  with. 

And  offering  at  their  Altars,  gives  his  Ibul 
Far  purer  than  thofc  fires  •,  pull  heaven  upon  her. 

You  holy  powers,  no  humane  fpot  dwell  in  her. 

No  love  of  any  thing,  but  you  and  goodnefs, 
fie  her  to  earth,  fear  be  a ffranger  to  her, 

And  all  weak  blouds  aftedions,  but  thy  hope 
Let  her  bequeath  to  W’omen : hear  me  heaven. 

Give  her  a fpirit  mafeuline,  and  noble, 

Fitfor  yourfclvesto  ask,  and  me  to  offer. 

Oh  let  her  meet  my  blow,  doat  on  her  death  j 
And  as  a wanton  Vine  bows  to  the  primer. 

That  by  his  cutting  off^  more  mayincreafe. 

So  let  her  fall  to  raife  me  fruit  ^ hail  woman. 

Thehappielt,  and  the  beft  (if  the  dull  Will 
Do  not  abufe  thy  fortune  ) e’er  found  yet.  * 

Ordel.  Sh’is  more  than  dull.  Sir,  lefs,  and  worfe  thani  f 
Woman, 

That  may  inherit  fuch  an  infinite 

As  you  propound,  a greatnefs  lb  near  goodncls  ■, 

And  brings  a Will  to  rob  her. 

Thier.  Tell  me  this  then. 

Was  there  e’er  woman  yet,  or  maybe  found. 

That  for  fair  Fame,  unlpotted  memory. 

For  virtues  fake,  and  only  for  it  felf  fake 
Has,  or  dare  make  a ftory  ? 

Ordel.  Many  dead  Sir, 

Living  I thing  many. 

Tfhier.  Say,  the  kingdom 

May  from  a womans  Will  receive  a bleffing,  | 

The  King  and  kingdom,  not  a private  fafety.  ; 

A general  bleffing,  Lady. 

Ordel.  A general  curie 
Light  on  her  heart,  denies  it. 

Ihitr.  Full  of  honor 
And  fuch  examples  as  the  former  ages 
Were  but  dim  fhadows  of,  and  empty  figures. 

Ordel.  Youffrangely  ftirme,Sir,  and  were  my  weaknels' 
In  any  other  flelh  but  modeff:  womans, 

You  ffiould  not  ask  more  queftions,  may  I do  it  ? 

7 hier.  You  may,  and  wliich  is  more,  you  muff. 

Ordel.  1 joy  in’t, 

Above  a tnoderate  gladnefs.  Sir,  you  promife 
Itlhali  behoneft.  • 

Jhier.  As  ever  time  diftover’d. 

Ordel.  Let  it  be  what  it  may  then,  what  it  dare, 

1 have  a mind  will  hazard  it. 

7hier.  But  hark  ye. 

What  may  that  woman  merit,  makes  this  bleffing! 

Ordel.  Only  her  duty.  Sir. 

7 hier.  ’Tis  terrible. 

Ordel.  ’Tisfo  much  the  more  noble. 

’Tis  full  of  fearful  lhadovvs, 

Ordel.  So  is  ffeep.  Sir.  ' 

Or  any  thing  that’s  meerly  ours,  and  mortal, 

We  were  begotten  gods  elfe  •,  but  thofe  fears 
Feeling  but  once  the  fires  of  nobler  thoughts. 

Flie,like  the  ffiapes  of  clouds  we  form,  to  nothing. 

Thier.  Suppoleit  death. 

Ordel.  1 do. 

T/>;Vr.  And  endlefs  parting 
With  all  we  can  call  ours,  with  all  our  fweetnefs. 

With  youth, ftrength,  pleafure,  people,  time, nay  reafon : 
For  in  the  lilcnt  grave,  no  converfation. 

No  joyfiiltread  of  friends,  no  voice  of  Lovers, 

No  careful  Fathers  counfel,  nothing’s  hard. 

Nor 
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^or^nothing  is,  but  all  oblivion, 

Dufc  and  an  cndlcfs  darkncfs,  and  dare  you  woman 
Dcfire  this  place  ? 

Ordeel.  ’Tis  of  all  fleeps  the  rwcctefl. 

Children  begin  it  to  us,  Itrong  men  leek  it. 

And  Kings  from  heighth  of  all  their  painted  gloried 
Fall  likel'pent  exhalations,  to  this  centre: 

And  thofe  are  fools  that  fear  it,  or  imagine 
A few  unhandfome  pleafiircs,  or  lifes  profits 
Can  recompence  this  place  \ and  mad  that  ftaies  itj 
Tillage  blow  out  their  lights,  or  rotten  humors. 

Bring  them  difpersM  to  th’  earth. 

T^hier.  Then  you  can  liiffer  > 

Ordel.  As  willingly  as  fay  it. 

Thier.  Alartell^  a wonder, 

Here’s  a woman  that  dares  die,  yet  tell  me. 

Are  you  a Wife? 

Ordel.  I am  Sir. 

Thier.  And  have  children  ? 

She  lighs  and  weeps. 

Ordel.  Oh  none  Sir. 

Tbier.  Dare  you  venture 
For  a pocr  barren  praile  you  ne’er  fhall  hearj 
To'part  with  thefefweet  hopes? 

Ordel.  With  all  but  Heaven, 

And  yet  die  full  of  children he  that  reads  me 
When  I am  alhes,  is  my  Son  in  wilhes, 

And  thofe  chafte  dames  that  keep  my  memory. 

Singing  my  yearly  requiems,  are  my  Daughters. 

Thier.  Then  there  is  nothing  wanting  but  my  know- 
ledg. 

And  what  1 mult  doe,  Lady  ? 

Ordel.  You  are  the  King,  Sir, 

And  what  you  do  I’llfuffer,  and  that  bleffing 
That  you  defire,  the  gods  Ihowr  on  the  Kingdom. 

Thier.  Thus  much  before  I llrike  then,  fori  mult  kill 
^ you. 

The  gods  have  will’d  it  fb,  they’re  made  the  bleffing 
Muft  make  France  young  again,  and  me  a man. 

Keep  up  your  ftrength  ftill  nobly. 

Ordel.  Fear  me  not. 

• Thier . And  meet  death  like  a meafiire. 

Ordel.  lamftedfaft. 

Thier.  Thou  (halt  be  fainted  woman,  and  thy  Tomb 
Cutout  in  Chryftal,  pure  and  good  as  thou  art  j 
And  on  itlhall  be  graven  every  age, 

Succeeding  Peers  of  France  that  rile  by  thy  fall. 

Tell  thou  lieft  there  like  old  and  fruitful  nature. 

Dareft  thou  behold  thy  happinels  ? 

Ordel.  I dare  Sir.  , 

Thier.  Ha?  Puls  off  her  veit-j  lets  fall  hisfword. 

Mar.  Oh  Sir,  you  mull  not  doe  it. 

Thier.  No,  Idare  not. 

There  is  an  Angel  keeps  that  Paradice, 

A fiery  Angel  friend  •,  oh  virtue,  virtue. 

Ever  and  endlefs  virtue. 

Ordel.  Strike,  Sir,  ftrike  ^ 

And  if  in  my  poor  death  fair  may  merit. 

Give  me  a thoufand  blows,  be  killing  me 
A thoufand  days. 

Thier.  Firft  let  the  earth  be  barren. 

And  man  no  more  remembred,  rife  Ordella^ 

The  neareft  to  thy  maker,  and  the  pureft  , 

That  ever  dull  flefh  fliewedus,— oh  my  heart-firings  .Exit. 

Mart.  I fee  you  full  of  wonder,  therefore  nobkft. 

And  trueft  amongfl  Women,  I will  tell  you 
The  end  of  this  ilrange  accident. 

Ordel.  Arhazement 

Has  fbmuch  wove  upon  my  heart,  that  truly 
I feel  my  felf  unfit  to  hear,  oh  Sir, 

My  Lord  has  flighted  me. 

Mart.  Oh  no  fvveet  Lady.  . ’ . . . 

Ordel.  Robb’dmeof  fuch  a glory  by  his  pity,' 

And  moll  unprovident  refpeft. 


Mart.  Dcarlady, 

It  was  not  meant  to  you. 

Ordel.  Fife  where  the  day  is. 

And  fioiirs  diflinguilh  timc,timc  runs  to  ages. 

And  ages  end  the  world,  I had  been  fpoken. 

Devi,  i’ll  tell  you  what  it  was,  if  but  your  patience 
Will  give  me  hearing. 

Ordel.  If  I have  tranfgreflr. 

Forgive  me.  Sir. 

Mjft.  Your  noble  Lord  was  counfel’d. 

Grieving  the  barrennefs  between  you  both. 

And  all  the  Kingaom  with  him,  to  fcckout 
A man  that  knew  thefecrets  of  the  gods. 

He  went,  found  fuch  an  One,  and  had  this  anfwcr, 

That  if  he  wou’d  haveiflue,on  thismorning. 

For  this  hour  was  prefixt  him,  hefhouldkill 
Thefirfl  he  met,  being  Female,  fromthe  Temple^ 

And  then  he  fliould  have  children,  the  miftake 
Is  now  too  perfeft,  Lady. 

Or^e/,  Still  ’tis  I,  Sir, 

For  may  this  work  be  done  by  common  women? 

Durft  any  but  my  felf  that  knew  the  bleffing. 

And  felt  the  benefit,  afliime  this  thing 
In  any  other,  ’t’ad  been  loft,  and  nothing, 

A curfe  and  not  a bleffing  1 was  figur’d  j 
And  fhall  a little  fondnefs  barr  my  purchafe  ? 

Mart.  Where  fhould  he  then  leek  children  ? 

Ordel.  Where  they  are 

In  wombs  ordain’d  for  iffues,  in  thofe  beauties 
That  blcfs  a marriage-bed,  and  makes  it  proceed 
With  kifib  that  conceive,  and  fruitful  pleafures  ^ 

Mine  like  a grave,  buries  thofe  loyal  hopes, 

And  to  a grave  it  covet  s. 

Mart.  You  are  too  good. 

Too  excellent,  toohoneft-,  rob  not  lis 
And  thofe  that  fhall  hereafter  feek  exathple,' 

Of  fuch  ineftimable  worthies  in  woman. 

Your  Lord  of  fuch  obedience,  all  of  honor 
In  coveting  a cruelty  is  not  yours, 

A Will  fhort  of  your  Wifdom  j make  not  error 
A Tomb-ftone  of  your  virtues,  whofe  fair  life 
Deferves  a conftellation : your  Lord  dare  notj 
He  cannot,  ought  not,  muft  not  run  this  hazard,^ 

He  makes  a feparation,  nature  fhakes  at. 

The  gods  deny,  and  everlafting  juftice 
Shrinks  back,  and  fheathsherfword  at. 

Ordel.  All’s  but  talk.  Sir,!  . 

I find  to  what  I am  referv’d,  and  needful. 

And  though  my  Lord’s  compalfion  makes  me  poor^ 

And  leaves  me  in  my  beft  ufe,  yet  a ftrength 
Above  mine  own,  or  his  dull  fondnefs  finds  me^ 

The  gods  have  given  it  to  me.  Drapps  a \nife. 

Mart.  Self-deftrudion ! 

Now  all  good  Angels  blefs  thee,  oh  fvveet  Lady, 

You  are  abus’d,  this  is  a way  tofhame  you. 

And  with  you  all  that  knows  you,  all  that  loves  yOHj’ 

To  ruin  all  you  build,  would  you  be  famous  ? 

Is  that  your  end  ? 

Ordel.  I would  be  what  I fhould  be.'  (^den 

Mart.  Live  and  con  firm*  the  gods  then,  live  and  be  loa. 
With  more  than  Olive-bear,  or  fruitful  Autumn  ; 

This  way  you  kill  your  merit,  kill  your  caufc. 

And  him  you  would  raifelifeto,  where,  or  how 
Got  you  thefe  bloudy  thoughts?  what  Devil  durft 
Look  on  that  Angel  face,  and  tempt  ? doe  you  knovy 
What  is’tto  die  thus, how  you  ftrike  the  Stars, 

And  all  good  things  above,  do  you  feel 

What  follows  a felf-bloud,  whether  you  venture. 

And  to  what  punifhment  ? excellent  Lady, 

Be  not  thus  cozen’d,  do  not  fool  your  felf. 

The  Prieft  was  never  his  own  facrifice. 

But  he  that  thought  his  hell  here. 

Ordel.  1 am  counfell’d. 

Mart,  And  1 am  glad  on’t,  lie,  I know  you  dare  not. 

Ordel. 
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OrtiJ.  I never  hr.vc  done  ycr.  * 

Mjrt.  Pi  ay  take  my  comloir, 

W’n?:  rhis  a loul  ro  lol'c  ? two  more  fuch  women 
Would  lave  their  lex-,  fee,  (lie  repents  and  prayes, 

Oh  hear  her,  bear  her,  if  there  be  a faith 
Ableto  reach  yoi.r  mercies,  fhebatb  lent  it. 

Nowgood  JWjr#;7  confirm  pie. 

Mirt.  I will  Lady, 

And  every  hour  advile  voii,  for  I doubt 
Whether  this  plot  be  heavens,  or  hells-,  your  mother 
And  I will  find  it,  if  it  be  in  mankind 
To  learch  the  center  of  it:  in  the  mean  time 
I’ll  give  you  out  for  dead,  and  by  your  fclf. 

And  Ihew  the  inftrumcnr,  lo  fliall  I find 
A joy  that  will  betray  her. 

OrM'l.  Do  what’s  fittelb' 

And  1 will  follow  you. 

A/jj-r.  Then  ever  Jive 

Eoth  able  to  engrofs  all  love,  and  give.  ExeuKt. 

Enter  Brunhalt,  Prctaldye. 

Brua.  I’m  in  labour 

To  be  deliver’d  of  that  burthenous  proJeiH: 

I have  fo  long  gone  with  ^ ha,  here’s  the  Midwife, 

Or  life,  or  death. 

Enter  Lecurc. 

Lecu.  If  in  the  fuppofition 
Of  her  death  in  whole  life  you  die,  you  ask  me, 

I think  you  are  fafe.- 
Brun.  Is  file  dead? 

Lecu.  I have  us’d 

All  meansto  make  her  lb,  Ifavv  him  waiting 
At  the  Temple  door,  and  us’d  fuch  Art  within, 

That  only  llie  of  all  her  Sex  was  firft 
Giv’nupunto  his  fury. 

Bruu.  Which  if  Jove 
Or  fear  made  him  forbear  to  execute 
The  vengeance  he  determin’d,  his  fond  pity 
Shall  draw  it  on  himfeJf,  for  were  there  left 
-N'ot  any  man  but  he,  to  ferve  my  pleallires. 

Or  from  me  to  receive  commands,  which  are 
The  joyes  for  which  I Jove  life,  he  Ihouldbe 
Remov’d,  and  I alone  left  tobeC^een 
O’er  any  part  of  gcodnefs  that’s  left  in  me, 

Lecu'  If  vouarefo  refolv’d,  I have  provided 
A means  to  fnip  him  hence  ; look  upon  this. 

But  touch  it  fparingly,  for  this  once  us’d. 

Say  but  to  dry  a tear,  will  keep  the  eye-lid 
From  doling,  until  death  perform  that  office. 

Bruit.  Give’tme,  I may  have  ufc  of  it,  and  on  yon 
I’ll  make  the  firfl:  experiment:  if  one  figh 
Or  heavy  Icok  beget  the  leall  fufpition, 

Childilhccmpaflion  can  thaw  the  Ice 
Of  your  fo  long  congeal’d  and  flinty  hardnels. 

Slight,  go  onconftant,  or  I lhall. 

Bret.  Bell;  Lady, 

Wc  have  no  faculties  which  arc  not  yours. 

I. eeu.  Nor  will  beany  thing  without  you. 

Bauit.  Befo,  and  wc  will  Rand  or  fall  together,  for 

Since  we  have  gone  fo  far,  that  death  mull  Ray 
7 he  journey,  which  wc  wifhlhould  never  endj 
And  innocent,  or  guilty,  we  muR  die. 

When  wc  do  fo,  let’s  know  the  reafon  why. 

Enter  Thierry  and  Courtiers. 

J. ecu.  The  King. 

Ihter.  W'c’il  be  alone. 

Ir'/t.  I would  I had 

A f .envoy  too,  to  bring  me  fafe  off 
For  rage  although  it  be  allai’d  with  forrow, 


Appears  fo  dreadful  in  him,  that  I lhake 
7 o leek  uyon’r. 

Bruit.  Coward  I wnll  meet  it, 

A nd  know  ficm  whence  ’thas  birth  : Son,  kingly  IhUrry. 

Ihier.  Is  cheating  grown  fo  cenmon  among  men? 

And  thrives  fo  well  here,  that  the  gods  endeavour 
To  piadife  it  above  ? 

Bruit.  Your  Mother. 

Thier.  Ha  !.  or  are  they  only  careful  to  revenge, 

Not  to  reward  ? or  when,  for  your  oflences 
We  Rudy  fatisfadion,  muRthe  cure 
Be  w orfc  than  the  difeafe.^ 

Bruit.  Will  you  not  hear  me  ? 

ILitr.  To  lofe  th’  ability  to  perform thofe  duties 
Forwhich  I entertain’d  the  name  of  Husband, 

Ask’d  more  than  cemmon  forrow  ^ but  t’impofe 
For  the  redrefs  of  that  defeft,  a torture 
In  marking  her  to  death,  for  whom  alone 
I felt  that  weaknefsas  a want,  requires 
More  than  the  making  the  head  bald:  or  falling 
Thus  flat  upon  the  earth,  or  curfing  that  way. 

Or  praying  this,  oh  fucha  Scene  of  grief, 

And  fo  fet  doyvn,  ( the  w orld  the  Rage  ro  ad  on  ) 

May  challenge  a Tragedian  better  pradis’d 
Than  I am  to  exprefs  it for  my  caufe 
Of  paflion  is  lb  Rrong,  and  my  performance 
So  weak,that  though  the  part  be  good,  I fear 
Th’ill  ading  of  it,  will  defraud  it  of 
The  poor  reward  it  may  deferve,  mens  pity. 

Brun.  I have  given  you  way  thus  long,  a King,  and  what 
Is  more,  my  Son,  and  yet  aflavetothat 
Which  only  triumphs  over  cowards  forrow. 

For  Ihame  look  up. 

Ihier.  Is’t  you,  look  down  on  me  r 
And  if  that  you  are  capable  to  receive  it. 

Let  that  return  to  you,  that  have  brought  forth 
One  mark’d  out  only  for  it : what  are  thefe  ? 

C'ome  they  upon  your  privilege  to  tread  oa 
The  Tomb  of  myafflidions  ? 

Prot.  No,  not  we  Sir. 

Ihier.  How  dare  you  then  omit  the  ceremony 
Due  to  the  funeral  of  all  my  hopes. 

Or  come  unto  the  marriage  of  my  lorrows. 

But  in  fuch  colours  as  may  fort  with  them. 

Prot,  Alas-  we  will  wear  any  thing. 

Brun,  This  is  madnefs 
Take  but  my  coiinlel. 

Ihier.  Yours  > dare  you  again 
Though  arm’d  W'ith  th’  authority  of  a mother^ 

Attempt  the  danger  that  will  fall  on  you 
If  fuch  another  fyllable  awake  it? 

Goe,  and  with  yours  be  fafe,  I have  fuch  caufe 
Of  grief,  nay  more,  to  love  it,  that  I will  not 
Have  fuch  as  thefe  be  Riarers  in  it, 

Lecu.  Madam. 

Prot.  Anotliertime  were  better. 

Brun.  DonotRirr, 

Fori  muRbe  refolv’d,  and  will,  be  Rattiest 

» Enter  Martel. 

Lhier.  I,  thou  art  welcome,  and  upon  my  foul 
Thou  art  an  honcR  man,  do  you  fee,  he  has  tears 
To  lend  to  him  whom  prodigal  expence 
Of  forrow,  has  made  bankrupt  of  fuch  treafiire. 

Nay,  thou  doR  well. 

Mart.  I would  it  might  excufe. 

The  ill  I bring  along. 

Lhier.  Thou  mak’R  me  fmilc 
I the  heighth  of  my  calamities,  as  if 
There  could  be  the  addition  of  an  Atome^ 

To  the  gyant-body  of  my  miferies. 

But  try,  for  I will  hear  thee,  all  fit  down,  ’tis  death 

To 
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To  any  that  (hall  dare  to  interrupt  Jiim 
In  look,  gcftiirC)  or  word. 

Mart.  Andfuch  attention 
As  is  due  to  the  lad,  and  the  bed  dory 
That  ever  was  deliver’d,  will  become  you. 

The  griev’d  OrdeUa.^  (for  all  other  titles 
But  take  away  from  that ) having  from  me 
Prompted  by  your  lad  parting  groan,  enquir’d, 

What  drew  it  from  you,  and  the  caufc  (oon  Icarn’d : 
Forfhe  whom  barbarifm  could  deny  nothing, 

With  fuch  prevailing  carnednefs  defir’d  it, 

’Twasnot  in  me,  though  it  had  been  my  death. 

To  hide  it  from  her,  (lie  I lay,  in  whom 
All  was,  Athem.,  Rome.,  or  wzvWke  Sparta^ 

Have  regidred  for  good  in  their  bed  \^'  omcn  ; 

But  nothing  of  their  ill,  knowing  her  lelf 
Mark’d  out,  (I  know  not  by  what  power,  butfure 
A cruel  one)  to  dye,  to  give  you  children  j 
Having  fird  with  a fetled  countenance 
Look’d  up  to  Heaven,  and  then  upon  her  felf, 

( It  being  the  next  bed  objed  ) and  then  Imil’d, 

As  if  her  joy  in  death  to  do  you  fervice, 

W’ould  break  forth,  in  defpight  of  the  much  (brrow^ 

She  (hew ’d  (he  had  to  leave  you : and  then  taking 
Me  bythe  hand,  this  hand  which  I mud  ever 
I o*  e oetter  than  1 have  done,  fmee  (he  touch’d  it. 

Go  (aid  (lie,  to  my  Lord,  ( and  to  goe  to  him 
Is  liich  a happinefs  I muil  not  hope  for  ) 

And  tell  him  that  he  too  much  priz’d  a trifle 
Made  only  worthy  in  his  love,  and  her 
Thankful  acceptance,  for  her  fake  to  rob 
The  Orphan  Kingdom  of  fuch  guardians,  as 
Mud  of  necelTity  defeend  from  from  him  •, 

And  therefore  in  (bme  part  of  recompence 
Of  his  much  love,  and  to  (hew  to  the  world 
That  ’twasnot her  fault  only,  but  her  fate. 

That  did  deny  to  let  her  be  the  mother 
Of  fuch  mod  certain  bledings:  yet  for  proof. 

She  did  not  envy  her,  that  happy  her. 

That  is  appointed  to  them,  her  guick  end 
Should  make  way  for  her,  which  no  fooner  (poke, 

Butin  a moment  this  too  ready  engine 
Made  fuch  a battery  in  the  choifeit  Cadle 
That  ever  nature  made  to  defend  life. 

That  drait  it  (hook,  and  funk. 

Thier.  Stay,  dares  any 
Prefume  to  died  a tear  before  me  ? or 
Afcribe  that  w'orth  unto  themfelves  to  merit : 

To  do  (b  for  her  ? I have  done,  now  on. 

' Mart.  Fall’n  thus,  once  more  fne  fmil’d,  as  if  that  death 
For  her  had  dudied  a new  way  to  fever  ^ 

The  foul  and  body,  without  fenfe  of  pain  •, 

And  then  tell  him  ( quoth  (he)  what  you  have  feen. 

And  with  what  willingnefs  ’twas  done ; for  which 
My  lad  requed  unto  him  is,  that  he 
Would  indantly  make  choice  of  one  ( mod  happy 
In  being  fochofen)  tofupplymy  place. 

By  whom  if  heaven  blels  him  with  a daughter. 

In  my  remembrance  let  it  bear  my  name 
Which  (aid  (he  dy’d. 

Thier.  I hear  this,  and  yet  live  ■, 

Heart!  art  thou  thunder  proof,  will  nothing  break  thee  ? 
She’s  dead,  and  what  her  entertainment  may  be 
Inth’other  world  without  me  is  uncertain., 

And  dare  I day  here  unrefolv’d  ? 

Mart.  Oh  Sir! 

Brun.  Dear  fon. 

Prot,  Great  King. 

i:hi(r.  Unhand  me,  am  I fall’n 
So  low,  that  I have  lod  the  power  to  be 
Difpofer  of  my  own  life  ? 

Mart.  Be  but  pleas’d 
To  borrow  fo  much  time  ofibrrow,  as 
To  call  to  mind  her  lad  requeft,  for  whom 


( 1 mud  conlcfs  a lols  beyond  cvprciFon  ) 

You  turn  your  hand  upon  your  felf,  ’twas  hers 
And  dying  hers,  that  you  Ihould  liveandhappy 
In  Iccing  little  models  of  your  (elf. 

By  matehingwiih  another,  and  will  you 
Leave  any  thing  that  flic  delir’d  ungranted  ? 

And  (iillcr  liieh  a life  that  v/as  laid  down 
For  your  lake  only  to  be  fruitlcfs? 

Ihiir.  Oh  thou  dod  throw  charms  upon  me,  againd  which 
I cannot  flop  my  cars,  bcarwitncis  heaven 
I'hat  notdefireof  life,  nor  love  of  plealurc 
Nor  any  future  comforts,  but  to  give 
Peace  to  her  bleflcd  (pirit  in  latisfying 
Her  lad  demand,  makes  me  defer  our  meeting. 

Which  in  my  choice,  andfuddain  choice  (hall  be 
fo  all  apparent, 

Brnn.  How  ? doc  I remove  one  mifehief 
To  draw  upon  my  head  a greater? 

"Thier.  Go,  thou  only  good  man,  to  whom  for  her  felf 
Goodnels  is  dear,  and  prepare  to  interr  it 
In  her  that  was  ^ oh  my  heart ! my  Ordella^ 

A monument  worthy  to  be  the  casket 
Of  fuch  a jewel. 

Mart.  Your  command  that  makes  way 
Unto  my  ablence  is  a welcome  one. 

For  but  your  I'elf  there’s  nothing  here  Martel., 

Can  take  delight  to  look  on,-  yet  fome  comfort 
Goes  back  with  me  to  her,  who  though  (he  want  it 
Deferves  all  bleflings.  £xit. 

Brun.  So  foon  to  forget  • 

The  lofs  of  fuch  a wife,  believe  it  will 
Be  cenfur’d  in  the  world. 

1 bier.  Pray  you  no  more, 

There  is  no  argment  you  can  ufc  to  crofs  it. 

But  doesincreafein  me  fuchafufpition 
I would  not  cherifli  — who’s  that  ? 

Enter  Memberge. 

Memh.  One,  no  guard 

Can  put  back  from  accefs,  whole  tongue  no  threats 
Nor  praifes  can  filence,  a bold  fuitor,  and 
For  that  which  if  you  are  your  felf,  a King, 

You  were  made  fo  to  grant  it,  Judice,  Judice. 

' Thier.  With  what  allurance  dare  you  hope  for  that 
Which  is  deny’d  to  me  ? or  how  can  I \ 

Stand  bound  to  bejud,  unto  fuch  as  are 
Beneath  me,  that  find  none  from  thole  that  are 
Above  me  ? 

Memb.  There  is  judice,  ’twere  unfit 
That  any  thing  but  vengeance  (hould  fall  on  him, 

That  by  his  giving  way  to  more  than  murther, 

( For  my  dear  fathers  death  was  parricide  ) 

Makes  it  his  own. 

Brun.  I charge  you  hear  her  not. 

Memh.UeW  cannot  dop  jud  prayers  from  ent’ring  heaven 
I mud  and  will  be  heard  Sir  ^ but  remember 
That  he  that  by  her  plot  fell,  was  your  brother, 

And  the  place  where,  your  Palace,  againd  all 
Th’ inviolable  rites  of  hofpitality. 

Your  word,  a Kings  word,  given  up  for  his  (afety. 

His  innocence,  his  protedlion,  and  the  gods 
Bound  to  revenge  the  impious  breach  of  fuch 
So  great  and  facred  bonds  *,  and  can  you  wonder, 

(That in  notpunilhing  fuch  a horrid  murther 
You  did  it  ) that  heavens  favour  is  gone  from  you? 

Which  never  will  return,  until  his  bloud 
Be  walh’daway  in  hers. 

Brnn.  Drag  hence  the  wretch. 

Thier.  Forbear,  with  what  variety 
Of  torments  do  I meet  > oh  thou  had  open’d 
A Book,  in  which  writ  down  in  bloudy  Letters, 

My  confcience  finds  that  I am  w'orthy  of 
More  than  I undergoe,  but  I’ll  begin 
For  my  OrdellPs  fake,  and  for  thine  own 

N n n 
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To  make  Ids  heavens  great  anger  ; thou  haft  loft 
' t'atlier,  1 to  thee  am  Ib  •,  tiic  hope 
Of  a good  Husband,  in  me  have  one nor 
Be  tearful  1 -am  ftill  no  man,  already 
' That  u'eaknefs  is  gone  from  me. 

Brun.  That  it  might  Jfide. 

Have  ever  grown  inleparably  upon  thee. 

What  will  you  do?  Is  fuch  a thing  as  this 
Worthy  tlie  lov'd  (Wc  i?.i's  place,  the  daughter 
Of  a poor  Gardener  ? 

Mfmb.  Vour  Son. 

7 bitr.  The  power 

To  take  away  chat  lownels  is  in  me. 

PrH>t.  Stay  yet,  for  rather  than  thou  flialt  add 
Inceft  unto  thy  other  fins,  I will 
W'ith  hazard  of  my  own  life,  utter  all, 

Ihr-’djret  was  thy  Brother. 

7 bier.  You  deny’d  it. 

Upon  your  oath,  nor  will  I now  believe  you, 

Your  Protean  turnings  cannot  change  my  purpofe. 

Memh.  And  for  me,  be  allur’d  the  means  to  be 
Reveng’d  on  thee,  vile  hag,  admits  no  thought. 

But  what  tends  to  it. 

Is  it  come  to  that  ? 

Then  have  at  the  laft  reflige ; art  thou  grown 
Infenfible  in  all,  that  thou  goefton 
Without  the  leaft  compundlion  ? there,  take  that 
To  wiends,  thatthou  hadfe  a mother,  which 
Forefawthycaufe  of  grief,  and  fad  repentance. 

That  fofoon  after  bleft  Ordella^s  death 
Without  a tear  thou  canft  imbrace  another. 

Forgetful  man. 

'Ihier.  Mine  eyes  when  ftie  is  nam’d 
Cannot  forget  their  tribute,  and  your  gift 
Is  not  unufeful  now 

Le'-u.  Fle’s  paft  all  aire,  that  only  touch  is  death. 

Tbier.  This  night  I’ll  keep  it. 

To  morrow  I wilHend  it  you,  and  full  of  my  affliction. 

Exit  Thierry. 

Bruii.  Is  the  poilbn  mortal  ? 

Lecii.  Above  the  help  of  Phyfick. 

Bnifi.  Tomywifti, 

Kow  for  our  own  fecurity,  you  Protaldye 
Shall  this  night  poll  towards  Jujhacia., 

W ith  Letters  to  7heodoretshzi\:2rd  fon. 

In  which  we  will  make  known  what  for  his  riling 
We  have  done  to  Thierry  : no  denial. 

Nor  no  e.vcufe  in  fuch  aCts  muft  be  thought  of. 

Which  all  didike,  and  all  again  commend 
W hen  they  are  brought  unto  a happy  end.  . Exeunt. 


JBus  Quintus, 

Scdcna.  Prim  a. 

Enter  Devitry  and  four  Soldiers. 

Money,  no  Mafter*,  baniffl’d  the 
Court,  not  trufted  in  the  City,  whipt  out  of 
t he  Countrey,  in  what  a triangle  runs  our  mifery  ? let  me 
'hear  which  of  you  has  the  beft  voice  to  beg  in,  for  other 
hopes  or  fortunes  I fee  you  have  not  •,  be  not  nice,  nature 
prov’ided  you  with  tones  for  the  purpole,thepeopIescha- 
rit,  was  your  heritage,  and  I would  fee  which  ol  you  de- 
fer, es  his  birth-right. 

Omnes.  V/e  underftand  you  not  Captain. 

J)ei/^t.  You  fee  this  cardicue,  the  laft,  and  the  only  quin- 
tcfienccof  50  Crowns,  diftill’d  in  the  limbeck  ofyourgard- 
a?c,  of  which  happy  piece  thou  fhalt  be  treaiurer;  now  he 
that  can  fboneft  perfwade  him  to  part  Vv'ith’t,  enjoyes  it, 
poi'ldlcs  it,  and  with  it,  me  and  my  future  countenance. 


1.  If  they  want  Arc  to  perfwade  it.  I’ll  keep  it  my  felf. 

Vevit.  So  you  be  not  a partial  judge  in  your  own  caufe, 

you  lhall. 

Omnes.  A match. 

2.  I’ll  begin  to  you,  brave  Sir^  be  proud  to  make  him 
happy  by  your  liberality , whole  tongue  vouchlafes  now 
to  petition,  was  never  heard  before  lels  than  to  command. 

I am  a Soldier  by  profeflion, a Gentleman  by  birth,  and  an 
Oflicer  by  pIace,whole  poverty  bluffles  to  be  the  caufe, that 
lb  high  a virtue  fhould  defeend  to  the  pity  of  your  cha- 
rity. 

I.  In  any  cafe  keep  your  highftile,  it  is  not  charity  to 
fflameany  man,  much  lefsa  virtue  of  your  eminence,  where- 
fore prelerve  your  worth,  and  I’ll  preferve  my  money. 

3.  You  perfwade?  you  are  Ihallow,  give  way  to  merit: 
ah  by  the  bread  of  a good  man,  thou  haft  a bonny  counte- 
nance and  a blith,  promifing  mickle  good  to  a licker  womb, 
that  has  erode  a long  and  a fore  ground  to  meet  with  friends, 
that  will  owe  much  to  thy  reverence,  when  they  fhall  hear 
of  thy  courtefie  to  their  wandiing  countreyman. 

I .  You  that  will  ufe  your  friends  fo  hardly  to  bring  them 
in  debt.  Sir,  will  deferve  worfe  of  a ftranger,  wherefore 
peadon,  pead  on,  I fay. 

4.  It  is  the  Welch  muftdo’t  I fee,  comrade  man  of  ur- 
Ihip,  St.  Eavy  be  her  Patron,  the  gods  of  the  mouatains 
keep  her  cow  and  her  cupboard*,  may  Ihe  never  want  the 
green  of  the  Leek,  and  the  fat  of  the  Onion,  if  Ihe  part 
with  her  bounties  to  him,  that  is  a great  deal  away  from 
her  cozines,  and  has  two  big  fuits  in  law  to^  recover  her 
heritage. 

I.  Pardon  me  Sir,  I will  have  nothing  to  do  with  your 
fuits,  it  comes  within  the  ftatute  of  maintenance : home 
to  your  cozines,  and  fome  garlick  and  hempfeed,  the  one 
will  ftop  your  hunger,  the  other  end  your  gammaaeajh 
comrade.,  gammavpafb. 

4.  ’Foot  he"*!!  hoord  all  for  himfelf. 

Vitry.  y es,  let  him  ^ now  comes  my  turn.  I’ll  fee  if  he 
can  anfwer  me;  fave  you  Sir,  they  fay,  you  have  that  1 
want.  Money. 

I.  And  that  you  are  like  to  want,  for  ought  1 perceive 
yet. 

Vitry.  "stand,  deliver. 

I . ’Foot  what  mean  you,  you  will  not  rob  the  Exche- 
quer? 

Vit.  Do  you  prate  ? 

1 . Hold,  hold,  here  Captain. 

2.  Why  I could  have  done  this  before  you? 

3.  And  I. 

4.  And  I. 

Vit.  You  have  done  this,  brave  man  be  proud  to  make  him 
happy,  by  the  bread  of  God  man,  thou  haft  abonny coun- 
tenance, comrade  man  of  urftiip,  St.  Tavy  be  her  patron, 
out  upon  you,  you  uncurried  colts,  walking  cans  that  have 
no  fouls  in  you,  but  a little  Rofm  to  keep  your  ribs  fvveet, 
and  hold  in  liquor. 

Omnes.  Why,  what  would  you  have  us  to  do  Captain  ? 

Oevit.  Beg,  beg,  and  keep  Conftables  waking,  wear  out 
flocks  and  whipcord,  maunder  for  butter-milk,  dye  of  the 
Jaundice,  yet  have  the  cure  about  you.  Lice,  large  Lice,  be- 
got of  your  own  dull,  and  the  heat  of  the  Brick-kills,  may 
you  ftarve,  and  fear  of  the  gallows,  which  is  a gentle  con- 
fumption  to’t,  only  preferr  it,  or  may  you  fall  upon  your 
fear,  and  be  hanged  for  felling  thofe  purfes  to  keep  you 
from  famine,  whofe  monies  my  valour  empties,  and  be 
caft  without  other  evidence*,  here  is  my  Fort,  my  Caftle 
of  defence,  who  comes  by  Ihall  pay  me  toll,  the  firft  purfe 
isyourmitimus  flaves. 

2.  The  purfe,  ’foot  we’ll  ftiare  in  the  money  Captain,  if 
any  come  within  a furlong  of  our  fingers. 

4 Did  you  doubt  but  we  could  fteal  as  well  as  your  felf, 
did  not  1 fpcak  Welfh  ? 

3 . We  are  thieves  f rom  our  cradles,  and  will  dye  fb. 

Vit.  Then  you  will  not  beg  again. 

Omnes.  Yes,  as  you  did,  ftand,  and  deliver. 


2 . Hark. 
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Thieriy  and  Thcodoret. 
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2.  Hark,  licrccoaics  hanclfol,  ’tis  a Trade  quickly  fet 
jp,  and  as  foon  call  down. 

Vitry.  Have  goodncis  in  your  minds  varlets,  and  to’t  like 
men  ^ lie  tliat  lias  more  money  than  we,  cannot  be  our  friend, 
and  I hope  there  is  no  law  for  ipoiling  the  enemy. 

3.  You  need  not  inftrud  us  farther,  your  example  pleads 
enough. 

Devitry.  Dilperfc  yoiirfelvcs,  and  as  their  company  is, 
.all  on. 

2.  Come,  there  area  band  of  ’em,  I’ll  charge  (ingle. 

Enter  Protaldye.  Exit  Soldier. 

Prot.  *Tis  wonderful  dark,  1 have  lod  my  man,  and  dare 
not  call  for  him,  left  I (hould  have  more  lohowers  than  1 
would  pay  wages  to  ^ what  throws  am  1 in,  in  this  travel  ? 
thele  be  honourable  adventures had  1 that  honed  bloi  d in 
my  veins  again  Queen,  that  your  feats  and  thefe  frights  have 
drain’d  from  me, honor  fhould  pull  hard,e’r  it  drew  me  in- 
to thefe  brakes. 

I) Who  goes  there 

Prot.  Hey  ho,  here’s  a pang  of  preferment. 

Devi.  ’Heart,  who  goes  there.** 

Prot.  He  that  has  no  heart  to  your  acquaintance,  what 
(hall  1 do  with  my  Jewels  and  my  Letter , my  codpiece 
that’s  too  loofe^  good,  my  boots,  who  is’t  that  (poke  to 
me?  here’s  a friend. 

Verit.  W e (hall  find  that  prefently,  ftand,  as  you  love 
yourfafety,  dand. 

Pro/.That  unlucky  word  of  danding,  has  brought  me  to 
all  this,  hold,  or  I (ball  never  dand  you. 

Devit.  I (hould  kiiow  that  voice,  deliver. 

Enter  Soldiers. 

Prot.  All  that  I have  is  at  your  (ervice  Gentlemen,  and 
much  good  may  it  do  you. 

Devit.  Zones  down  with  him,  do  you  prate  .»* 

Prot.  K eep  your  fird  word  as  you  are  Gentlemen,  and 
let  me  dand,  alas,  what  do  you  mean? 

2 . To  tye  you  to  us  Sir,bind  you  in  the  knot  of  friendfhip. 

Prot.  Alas  Sir,  all  the  phyfick  in  Europe  cannot  bind  me. 

Devit.  Y ou  (hould  have  jewels  about  you,  dones,  precious 
dones. 

I Captain  away,  there’s  company  within  hearing,  if  you 
day  longer,  we  are  furpriz’d. 

Vevit.  Let  the  Devil  come.  I’ll  pillage  this  Fregat  a lit- 
tle better  yet.  « 

2 . ’Foot  we  are  lod,  they  arc  upon  us. 

{)evit.  Ha,  upon  us,  make  the  lead  nolle,  ’tis  thy  part- 
ing ga.pe._ 

, 3 . Which  way  fnall  we  make  Sir  ? 

Oevit.  Every  man  his  own  ^ do  you  hear,  only  bind  me, 
bind  me  before  you  goe,  and  ^ when  the  company’s  pad, 
make  to  this  place  again,  this  karvel  (hould  have  better 
lading  in  him,  you  are  flow,  why  do  you  not  tye  harder.-? 

I.  Youarefure  enough  I warrant  you  Sir. 

Devit.  Darknefs  befriend  you,  away.  Exit  S oldiers. 

Prot.  What  tyrants  have  1 met  with,  they  leave  me  alone 
in  the  dark,  yet  would  not  have  me  cry.  1 (hall  grow  vron- 
drous  melancholly  if  1 day  long  here  without  company  •,  I 
was  wont  to  get  a nap  with  faying  my  prayers.  I’ll  lee  if 
they  will  work  upon  me  now  •,  but  then,  if  1 (hould  talk  in 
my  deep,  and  they  hear  me,  they  would  make  a Recorder 
of  my  windpipe,  flit  my  throat : heaven  be  prais’d,  I hear 
fome  noife,  it  may  be  new  purchafe,  and  then  I fhallhave 
fellows. 

Devit.  They  are  gone  pad  hearing,  now  to  taske  Devitry., 
help,  help,  as  you  are  men  help-,  fome  charitable  hand,  re- 
lieve a poor  didreffed  miferable  wretch,  thieves,  wicked 
thieves  haverobb’d  me^  bound  me. 

Prot.  ’Foot,  would  they  had  gagg’d  you  too,  your  noife 
will  betray  us,  and  fetch  them  again. 

Devit.  What  bleded  tongue  fpake  to  me,  where,  where 
where  are  you  Sir  ? 

Prot.  A plague  of  your  bawling  throat, we  are  well  enough 
if  you  have  the  grace  to  be  thankful  for’t,  do  but  fnore  to  me, 
and  ’tis  as  much  as  I defire  ,topafs  away  time  with,  till  morn- 


ing, then  talk  ns  loud  as  yoiiplealc  Sir,  I am  bouiul  not  to  j 
llir,  iherelorc  lie  dill  and  fiiore  1 lay.  | 

Devit.  'rhenyon  have  met  with  thieves  tool  (ec.  | 

Prot.  And  dclirc  to  meet  with  nd  mcirc  of  thcili.  j 

Devit.  Alas,  what  can  we  fuller  more  ? they  arc  far  I 
enough  by  this'  time,  have  they  nor  a'l,all  that  wc  have  Sir.?  \ 
Prut.  No  by  my  faith  have  they  not  Sir-,  1 gave  them  one  ‘ 
tric  k to  boot  lor  tiicir  learning,  my  HootsSir,  my  l oots,  I j 
lave  lav’d  my  dock,  and  my  jewels  in  them,  and  therefore  ' 
dclirc  to  hear  no  more  0,  th.m.  1 

Devit.  Now  bleding  on  your  wit.  Sir,  what  a dull  (lave 
was  1 ? dreamt  not  of  your  conveyance,  help  to  unbind  me 
Sir,an(J  I’li  undoc }Ou,  my  life  for  yours,  no  worlc  tliicl  than  j 
my  Iclf  meets  you  again  this  night. 

Prot.  Reach  me  thy  hands, 

Devit.  Here  Sir,  here,  1 could  beat  my  brains  out,  that  I 
could  not  think  of  hoots,  boots  Sir,  vvidetopt  boots,  I (Irali  j 
love  them  the  better  whillt  i live  , but  are  yoa  lure  your  j 
JewcL are  here  Sir  ? ; 

Prot.  Surclayft  thou?  ha, ha,  ha.  j 

Devit,  So  ho,  il’o  ho.  iruhiit  Soldiers. 

Here  Captain,  here. 

Prot.  ’Foot  what  do  you  mean  Sir  ? 

Entet'  Soldiers. 

Devit.  A trick  to  boot,  fay  you  ■,  here  ybu  dull  Haves, 
purchafe,  purchafe  the  loul  ofthc  Rock,  Diamonds,  (park 
ling  Diamonds. 

Prot.  I’m  betraid,  lod,  pad  recovery,  loT, as  you  arcmc;i. 
f>m/.Nayrook,linceyoa  will  be  prating, .ve’  1 iia.  c your 
carrion  with  you,  have  you  any  other  coiWeyan  cno.v  Sir  ? 

1.  ’Foothercare  Letters, EpidleSjfamdiar  Epidlcg  we’ll 
fee  what  treafure  is  in  them,  they  are  leaPd  fure. 

Prot.  Gentlemen,  as  you  are  Gentlemen  I pare  my  l .crtcrs 
and  take  all  willingly,  all:  I’ll  give  you  a relcafe,  a genera! 
releafe,  and  meet  you  here  to  morro  v with  as  miic'i  more. 

Devit.  Nay,  lince  you  have  your  tricks,  and  your  convey- 
ances, we  will  not  leave  a wrinkle  of  youunfearc  it. 

Prot.  Hark,  there  comes  company,  you  will  be  betraid 
as  you  love  your  lafeties,  beat  oat  my  brains,  1 (liall  betray 
you  elle. 

Devit.  Treafon,  unheard  of  Treafon,  mondroiis,  mon- 
drous  villanies.  ’ 

Prot.  Iconfefs  my  felf  a Traitor,  (licw  your  fcives  good 
fubjeds,  and  hang  me  up  for’t, 

r.  Ir  it  be  trealon,  the  difeovery  will  get  our  pardon 
Captain.  ’ 

Devit.  Would  we  were  all  lod,  hang’d,  quarter’d,  to  fave 
this  one,  one  innocent  Prince  ^ Jhierryh  poifon’d,  by  his 
mother  poifon’d,  theMidrUs  to  this  (tallion,  who  by  that 
poilbn  ne  er  (hall  deep  again. 

2.  ’Foot  let  us  mince  him  by  piece-meals,  till  he  cat  him- 
felf  up. 

3.  Let  usdigout  his  heart  with  needles,  and  half  broil 
him,  like  a IVludel. 

Prot.  Such  another  and  I prevent  you,  ray  blond’s  fctled 
already. 

Devit.  Here’s  that  (hall  remove  it,  toad,  viper,  drag  him 
unto  unnatural  paricide,  cruel,  bloudy  woman. 

Omnes.  On  you  dogfilh,  leech, caterpillar. 

Devit.  A longer  light  of  liim  will  make  my  rage  turn  pity, 
and  with  hisfuddain  end, prevent  revenge  and  torture,  wick- 
ed, wicked  Brmhalt.  Exit. 

Enter  Bawdber  and  three  Courtiers. 

I . Not  deep  at  all,  no  means.  2.  No  Art  can  do  it. 
Bawdb.  I will  adure  you,  he  can  deep  no  more 
Than  a hooded  Hawks,  a centinel  to  him. 

Or  one  of  the  City  Condablcs  are  tops. 

3.  How  came  helb? 

Barpdb.  They  are  too  wife  that  dare  know. 

Something’s  amifs,  heaven  help  all. 

I.  What  cure  has  he  ? Bawdb.  Armies  of  thofe  we  call 
Phyfitians,  fome  with  gliders, 

Some  with  Lettice-caps,  fome  podet-drinks,  fome  Pills,  1 

Twenty  confulting  here  about  a drench, 
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r*'.c  bringing  in  of  Leomr  the  bnllard 
‘^onto\onr  iniirthaM  brother,  her  Phyfitiaii 
i'-y  this  time  is  attache  to  that  damn’d  devil, 

N 1 ’ I'is  like  he  will  be  lb,  for  e’er  wc  came 

Fearing  an  equal  julticc  for  his  inifchiefs, 

Iledreiichc  himfelf, 

Bru  He  did  like  one  of  mine  then. 

T't'i.f.  Mull  I frill  fee  rhele  miferies,  no  night 
To  hide  me  Irom  their  horrors,  that  Protaldy 
See  juldice  fall  upon. 

Now  I could  deep  too. 

Enter  Ordella. 

M-irt.  rn  give  you  yet  more  Poppy,  bringtheLady 
Andtieaven  in  her  embraces-,  gives  him  quiet, 

Madam,  unveil  yourlelf. 

Ordel.  I do  forgive  you. 

And  though  you  fought  my  bloud,  yet  I’ll  pray  for  you. 

Bfm:.  Art  thou  alive  ? 

Mart.  Now  could  you  deep  ? 

■ Bnoi.  For  ever. 

Mirt.  Go  carry  her  without  wink  of  deep,  or  quiet, 
Where  her  Ihrong  knave  Protaldye'*s  broke  o’th’ wheel. 

And  let  his  cries  and  roars  be  mufick  to  her, 

I mean  to  waken  her. 

Jbkr.  Do  her  no  wrong. 

Mart.  Nor  right,  as  you  love  jullice. 

Entn.  I will  think, 

And  if  there  be  new  curfes  in  old  nature, 

I liavc  a foul  dare  fend  them. 

Keep  her  waking.  Ex/>  Brunhalt. 

Thier.  W hat’s  that  appears  lb  fweetly  ? there’s  that  face. 

Mart.  Be  moderate,  Lady. 

Ibier.  That  Angels  face. 

Mart.  Goe  nearerj 

Phirr.  Martel.  1 cannot  laft  long,  fee  the  foul, 

I fee  it  perfe<ftly  of  my  Ordella., 

The  heavenly  fi^re  of  her  fweetnefs  there. 

Forgive  me  gods,  it  comes,  Divineft  fubftance. 

Kneel,  kneel,  kneel  every  one.  Saint  of  thy  Sex, 

If  it  be  for  my  cruelty  thou  comeft. 

Do  ye  fee  her  hoe  ? 

Mart.  Yes  Sir,  and  you  lhall  know  her. 

Pbier.  Down,  dovt^n  again,  to  be  reveng’d  for  bloud. 
Sweet  Spirit  I am  ready,  Ihefmiles  on  me, 

O bleded  fign  of  Peace. 

Mart.  Goe  nearer  Lady. 

Ordel.  I came  to  make  you  happy. 

7 bier.,  Hear  you  that,  Sir  } 


She  comes  to  crown  my  foul  away,  get  facrifice 
W'hilfi:  I with  holy  Honors. 

Mart.  She’s  alive.  Sir. 

Tfbier.  In  everlalling  life,  I know  it  friend. 

Oh  happy,  happy  foul. 

Ordel.  Alas,  I live  Sir, 

A mortal  woman  Hill. 

"Tbier.  Can  fpirits  weep  too .? 

Mart.  She’s  no  fpirit  Sir,  pray  kifs  her , Lady, 

Be  very  gentle  to  him. 

Jbier.  Stay,  (he  is  warm, 

And  by  my  life  the  fame  lips  tell  me  brightnels, 

Are  you  the  fame  Ordella  ftill  ? I 

Mart.  The  lame,  Sir. 

Whom  heavens  and  my  good  Angel  Ilaid  from  ruin. 

Phier.  Kils  me  again. 

Ordel.  The  fame  ftill,  ftill  your  fervant.  j 

' Ph'ter.  'Tis  fhe,  I know  her  now  Martel  ^ fit  down  | 
fweet.  I 

Oh  bleft  and  happieft  woman,  a dead  dumber  | 

Begins  to  creep  upon  me,  oh  my  jewel ! 

Enter  Mejfenger  and  Meraberge, 

Ordel.  Oh  deep  my  Lord. 

Jhier.  My  joyes  are  too  much  for  me. 

Mejf.  impatient  of  her  conftrainttofee 

Protaldye  tortur’d,  has  choak’d  her  felf. 

Mart..  No  more,  her  fins  go  with  her. 

Phier.  Love,  I muft  die,  I faint,  clofe  up  my  glades. 

1 Do£l.  The  Queen  faints  too,  and  deadly. 

Phier.  One  dying  kifs. 

OrdeL  My  laft  Sir,  audmy  deareft,  and  now 
Clole  my  eyes  too. 

Phier.  Thou  perfed  woman. 

Martel,  the  Kingdom’s  yours,  take  Memhergeto  you, 

And  keep  my  line  alive  j nay,  weep  not.  Lady, 

Take  me,  I go. 

Ordel.  Take  me  too,  farewel  honour  Vie  both. 

2 DoEl.  They  are  gone  for  ever. 

Mart.  The  peace  of  happy  fouls  go  after  them. 

Bear  them  to  their  laft  beds,  whilft  I ftudy 
A Tomb  to  fpeak  their  loves  whilft  old  time  lafteh 
I am  your  King  inforrows. 

Omnes.  We  your  fubjeds. 

Mart.  Vevitty,  for  your  fervice,  be  near  us. 

Whip  out  thefo  inftruments  of  this  mad  mother 
From  Court,  and  all  good  people  i and  becaufo 
She  was  born  Noble,  let  that  Title  find  her 
A private  grave,  but  neither  tongue  nor  honor : 

And  now  lead  on,  they  that  lhall  read  this  ftory. 

Shall  find  that  Virtue  lives  in  Good,  not  Glory. 

Exemt  Omnes. 
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The  Woman-Hater. 


PROLOGUE 


Ghntlemen , Indi0ions  are  out  of  date,  and  a 
Prologue  in  Verfe,  is  as  Jiale  as  a blacky  Velvet 
Cloakj,  and  a Bay  Garland:  therefore  you  Jhall 
have  it  plain  Proje,  thus:  If  there  be  any  amongf  you, 
that  come  to  hear  lafcivious  Scenes,  let  them  depart : for 
I do  pronounce  this,  to  the  utter  dif com  fort  of  all  two- 
penny Gallery  men,  you  full  have  no  bawdery  in  it : or 
if  there  be  any  lurkjng  amongjiyou  in  corners,  with  Ta- 
ble-books, who  havefome  hope  to  find  fit  matter  to  feed 
his  .....  .malice  on,  let  them  claspe  them  up,  andjlink, 
away,  or  fiay  and  be  converted.  For  he  that  made  this 
Play,  means  to  pleafe  Auditors  fo,  as  he  may  be  an  Au- 
ditor himfelf  hereafter,  and  not  purchafe  them  with  the 
dearnefs  of  his  cares  : 1 dare  not  call  it  Comedy  or 
Tragedy  3 'tis  perfeHly  neither  : A Play  it  is,  which 


was  meant  to  make  you  laugh,  how  it  would  pleafe  you, 
is  not  written  in  my  Part:  for  though  you  fsould  like 
it  to  day,  perhaps  your  felves  k^ow  not  how  you  fsould 
digefi  it  to  morrow : Some  things  in  it  you  may  meet 
with,  which  are  out  of  the  common  road  : a Duke  there 
\is,  and  the  Sc£ne  lies  in  ItdXy,  as  thofe  twothin^i 
I lightly  we  never  mifs.  But  you  fjall  not  fi'nd  in  it 
the  ordinary  and  over-worn  Trade  of  jefling  at  Lords 
and  Courtiers,  and  Citizens , without  taxation  of  an) 
particular  or  new  vice  by  them  found  out,  but  at  the 
perfons  of  them  : fuch,  he, that  made  this,  think)  vile  ^ 
and  for  his  own  part  vows-,  That  he  did  never  t hi > k^, 
but  that  a Lord,  Lord  born  might  be  a wife  man,  ami 
a Courtier  an  honest  man. 


A Sins  Frimuf.  Scaend  Primd. 


Enter  Duke  of  Millain,  Arrigo,  Lucio,  and  two  Courtiers. 

, Is  now  the  fweeteft  time  for  fleep,  the  night 
^ is  fcarcefpent  Arrigo,  what’s  a clock  ? 
Arri.  Pali  four. 

Duke.  Is  it  lb  much,  and  yet  the  morn  not 
up  ? 

See  yonder  where  the  lhamefac’d  Maiden 
. comes 

Into  our  fight,  how  gently  doth  file  Aide, 

Hiding  her  chafte  cheeks,  like  a modeft  Bride, 

.With  a red  veil  of  blulhes  *,  as  if  Ihe, 

Even  fuch  all  modeft  virtuous  Women  be. 

Why  thinks  your  Lordfliip  I am  up  fb  foon  ? 

' Lucio,  About  fome  weighty  State  plot. 

Duke.  And  what  thinks  your  knighthood  of  it  ? 

Arr.  I do  think  to  cure  fbme  ftrange  corruptions  in  the 
Common-wealth. 

Duke.  Y’are  well  conceited  of  your  felves  to  think 
I chufe  you  out  to  bear  me  company 
In  fuch  affairs  and  bufinefs  of  ftate : 

For  am  not  I a pattern  for  all  Princes, 

That  break  myfoft  fleep  for  my  fubjeds  good? 

Am  I not  careful  ? very  provident  ? 

. Luc.  Your  Grace  is  careful. 

Arri.  Very  provident, 

Duk).  Nay,  knew  you  how  my  ferious  working  plots, 
Concern  the  whole  Eftates  of  all  my  fubjeds, 


I,  and  their  lives*,  then  Lkc/o  thou  would  ft  fwear, 

I were  a loving  Prince. 

Luc.  I think  your  Grace  intends  to  walk  the  publick 
ftreets  difguis’d,  to  fee  the  ftreets  diforders. 

Duke.  It  is  not  fb 

Arri.  You  fecretly  will  crofs  fome  other  ftates,  that  do 
confpire  againft  you. 

L>uk).  Weightier  far ; ^ 

You  are  my  friends,  and  youflial!  have  thecaufe-, 

I break  my  fleeps  thus  foon  to  fee  a wench. 

Luc.  Y’are  wond’rous  careful  for  your  fubjeds  good. 

Arri.  You  are  a very  loving  Prince  indeed. 

Duke.  This  care  I take  for  them,  when  their  dull  eyes. 
Are  clos’d  with  heavy  flumbers. 

Arri.  Then  you  rife  to  fee  your  wenches? 

Luc.  What  Milan  beauty  hath  the  power,  to  charme  her 
Sovereign  eyes,  and  break  his  fleeps: 

Duk).  Sifter  to  Count  Valore,  file’s  a Maid 
Would  make  a Prince  forget  his  throne,  and  ftare, 

And  lowly  kneel  to  her : the  general  fate 
Of  all  rnortality,  is  hers  to  give*, 

Asfhedifpofeth,  fo  we  die  and  live. 

Luc.  My  Lord,  the  day  grows  clear,  the  Court  will  rife. 

D«kr  We  ftay  too  long,  is  the  Vmbranoes  head  as  we  com- 
manded, fent  to  the  fad  Gondarino,  our  General  ? 

Arr.  ’Tisfent, 

Duk).  But  ftay,  whefe  fhines  that  light? 

jirri.  ’Tis  in  the  chamber  of  Lazarello. 


1 ' — 

J.-0  The  VVoman^TJatcr, 


Dukj^.  Ljc.irir.i?  uhat  is  he? 

.-/m.  A c ourticr  my  I.ord,  and  one  that  I wonder  your 
Glare  knows  not;  tor  he  hath  followed  your  Court,  and 
your  lalt  prcdecctlbrs,  from  place  to  place,  any  time  this 
ieven  years,  as  faithfully  as  your  Spits  and  your  Dripping- 
pans  have  done,  and  almolt  as  greatily. 

Dnkf.  01\  we  know  him,  as  we  have  heard,  he  keeps  a 
Kalender  ot  all  thedilhes  of  meat,  that  have  been  in  the 
C'ourr,  ever  tince  our  great  Grandfathers  time  and  when 
he  can  tliruft  in  at  no  Table,  he  makes  his  meat  of  that. 

1 ucij.  The  very  lame  my  Lord. 

T'lfkc.  A Courtier  call’ll  thou  him? 

Believe  meLwau,  tliere  be  many  liich 
About  our  Court,  refperted,  as  they  think, 

Iwcn  by  our  felf-,  with  thee  I will  be  plain: 

We  Princes  do  ule,  to  preferremany  for  nothing,  and  to 
:ake  particular  and  free  kiiovvledg,  almoll  in  the  nature  of 
acquaintance  of  many  j whom  we  do  ule  only  for  our  plea- 
lures,  and  to  give  largely  to  numbers  •,  more  out  of  policy 
to  be  thought  liberal,  and  by  that  means  to  make  the  peo- 
ple frrive  to  deferve  our  Love  ^ than  to  rew'ard  any  parti- 
cular defert  of  theirs,  to  w^hom  we  give  : and  do  fufferour 
felves  to  hear  flatterers,  more  for  recreation 
Than  lor  love  of  it,  though  we  leldom  hate  it; 

And  yet  we  know  all  thefe,  and  when  we  pleafe, 

Can  touch  the  wheel,  and  turn  their  names  about, 

Luc.  1 wonder  they  that  know  their  Hates  fo  well,  fnonld 
fancy  fuch  bafe  flaves. 

Duks.  Thouw'ond’refl  L«cw, 

DoHnot  thou  think,  if  thou  wert  Duke  of  MilaM, 

Thou  Ihould’ft  be  flattered? 

Luc.  1 know  my  Lord,  I would  not. 

W'hy  fo,  1 thought  till  1 was  Duke,  I thought  1 
fl.ould  have  left  me  no  more  flatterers,  than  there  are  now 
Plain-dealers  i and  yet  for  all  this  my  refolution,  I am  moft 
palpably  flattered:  the  poor  man  may  loath  covetoufnefs 
and  flattery,  but  fortune  will  alter  the  mind  when  the  wind 
turns:  there  may  be  well  a little  confli(ft,  but  it  will  drive 
the  billows  before  it. 

yirrigo  it  grows  late,  for  fee,  fair  T’heth  hath  undone  the 
barrs 

To  Phebus  team  •,  and  his  unrival’d  light. 

Hath  chac'd  the  mornings  modeft  blulh  away : 

Now  muft  we  to  our  love,  bright  Paphian  Q^een-, 

Thou  Cytherean  goddefs,  that  delights 
In  ftirring  glances,  and  art  Hill  thy  felf. 

More  toying  than  thy  team  of  Sparrows  be  •, 

Thou  laughing  Krredua,  oh  infpire 
I Her  heart  with  love,  or  leflen  rny  defire,  Exeunt. 

Sc£Ha  Secuuda. 

Enter  Lazarillo  and  his  boy. 

Ljz.  Go  run,  fcarch,  pry  in  every  nook  and  angle  of 
the  Kitchins,  Larders,  and  Paltcries,  know  what  meat’s 
boil’d,  bak’d,  roH,  ftcv»?’d,  fri’d,  or  hous’d,  at  this  dinner 
robe  ferv’d  diredly,  or indircdly,  to  every feveral  Table 
in  the  Court,  be  gone. 

Boy.  I run,  but  not  fo  fait  as  your  mouth  will  do  upon 
ihefiroke  of  Eleven.  Exit  Boy. 

l.az.  What  an  cxccllcntthingdid  God  bellow  upon  man, 
when  he  gave  him  a good  Homach  ? what  unbounded  graces 
there  arc  pour’d  upon  them  that  have  the  continual  com- 
mand ohthe  very  befh  of  thefe  blclllngs?  ’tis  an  excellent 
tl  ing  to  be  a Prince;,  he  is  ferv’d  with  fuch  admirable  va- 
riety of  Pare  lueh  innumerable  choice  of  Dclicatesj  his 
1 ablcs  are  full  fraught  with  molt  nourilhing  food,  and 
hi:  Cubbards  heavy  laden  with  rich  Wines  , his  Court  is 
fnll  filed  v.iih  moll  plcafant  variety;  In  the  Summer,  his 
Palace  is  full  of  Green  Geefc-,  and  in  Winter  it  Iwarmcth 
with  Woodcock', 

Oh  thor  goddefs  of  Plenty 
I ill  me  liiis  day  with  fome  rare  delicatcs 


And  I will  every  year  moH  conllantly. 

As  this  day  celebrate  a fumptuous  Fealt, 

If  thou  wilt  lend  me  vidualsin  thine  honor? 

And  to  it  lhall  be  bidden  for  thy  lake. 

Even  all  the  valiant  Homachs  in  the  Court : 

All  Ihort-cloak’d  Knights,  and  all  crofs-garter’d Gentlemen;, 
All  pump  andpantofle,  foot-cloth  riders-, 

W'  ith  all  the  Iwarming  generation 
Of  longllocks,lhoit  pain’d  hofe,and  huge  fluff’d  doublets : 
All  thefe  lhall  eat,  and  which  ismorethan  yet 
Hath  e’er  been  feen,  they  lhall  be  fatisfied 
1 wonder  my  Amballador  returns  not  ? 

Enter  Boy. 

Boy.  Here  I am  Mailer. 

laza.  And  welcome;  I 

Never  did  that  fweet  Virgin  in  her  fmock,  | 

Fair-cheek’d  Andromeda.^  when  to  the  rock  1 

Her  Ivorie  limbs  were  chain’d,  and  llraight  before  | 
A huge  Sea-monller,  tumbling  to  the  Ihore, 

To  have  devour’d  her,  with  more  longing  light 
Expc(fl  the  coming  of  Ibme  hardy  Knight, 

That  might  have  quell’d  his  pride,  and  let  her  free. 

Than  I with  longing  light  have  look’d  for  thee. 

Boy.  Your  is  come  Mailer,  that  will  dellroyhim. 
The  very  comfort  of  whofe  prelence  fhuts 
The  monller  hunger  from  your  yelping  guts 

Laza.  Brief  boy,  brief,  dilcourfe  the  lervice  of  each  fe- 
veral Table  compendioufly. 

Boy,  Here’s  a Bill  of  all  Sir, 

Laza.  Give  it  me,  a Bill  of  all  the  feveral  lervices  this 
day  appointed  for  every  Table  in  the  Court, 

1,  this  is  it  on  which  my  hopes  relye. 

Within  this  paper  all  my  joyes  are  clos’d : 

3oy,  open  it,  and  read  it  with  reverence. 

Boy.  For  the  Captain  of  the  Guards  Table,  three  chines 
of  Beef,  and  two  joals  of  Sturgeon. 

Laza.  A portly  fervice,  but  grofs,  grols,  proceed  to  the 
Dukes  own  Table,  dear  boy,  to  the  Dukes  own  Table, 

Boy.  For  the  Dukes  own  Table,  the  head  of  an  Vmbrana. 

Laza.  Is’t  polTible  .?  can  Heaven  be  lb  propitious  to  the 
Duke  ? 

Boy.  Yes,  I’ll  allure  you  Sir,  ’tis  polTible,  Heaven  is  lb 
propitious  to  him. 

Laza.  Why  then  he  is  the  richell  Prince  alive: 

He  were  the  wealth iell  Monarch  in  all  Europe., 

Had  he  no  other  Territories,  Dominions,  Provinces,  Seats,, 
Not  Palaces, but  only  that  Vmbrana’s  head. 

Boy.  ’Tis  very  frelh  and  fweet.  Sir,  the  filh  was  taken 
but  this  night,  and  the  head,  as  a rare  novelty,  appointed 
by  fpecial  commandement  for  the  Dukes  own  Table,  this 
dinner. 

Laza.  If  poor  unworthy  I may  come  to  cat  j 

Of  this  moll  facred  dilh,  I here  do  vow 
( If  that  blind  Hufwife,  Fortune  will  bellow  | 

But  means  on  me  ) to  keep  a fumptuous  houfe,  | 

A board  groaning  under  the  heavy  burden  of  the  bealls 
that  cheweth  the  cudd,  and  the  Fowl  that  cutteth  the 
Air : I lhall  not  like  the  Table  of  a countrey  Jullice,  be- 
fprinkled  over  with  all  manner  of  cheap  Sallads,  lliced  [ 
Beef,  Giblets,  and  Petitoes,  to  fill  up  room,  nor  lliould  there 
Hand  any  great,  cumberfom,  un-cut-up  pies,  at  the  nether 
end  fill’d  with  mols  and  Hones,  partly  to  make  a Ihew  with 
and  partly  to  keep  the  lower  Mefs  from  eating,  nor  lhall 
my  meat  come  in  fneaking,  like  the  City  fervice,  one  dilli  1 
a quarter  of  an  hour  after  another,  and  gone,  as  if  they  had 
appointed  to  meet  there,  and  had  miHook  the  hour,  nor 
Ihould  it,  like  the  new  Court  fervice,  come  in  in  haHc,  as 
if  it  fain  would  be  gone  again,  all  courfes  at  once,  li.ke  a 
hunting  brcakfaH,  but  I would  have  my  Icveral  courfes, 
and  mydifhes  well  fill’d,  myfirHcourfc  Ihould  be  brought 
in  after  the  antient  manner,  by  a fcorc  of  old  blccr-ey’d 
Serving-men,  in  long  blew  coats,  ( marry  they  lhall  buy 
Silk, Facing,  and  Buttons  thcmfclves)  but  that’s  by  the  way. 

Boy. 
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Boy.  Maftcr  the  time  calls  on,  will  you  be  walking  .i* 

Exit  Boy. 

Lazj.  Follow  boy,  follow,  niy  guts  were  half  an  hour 
fince  in  the  privy  Kitchin, 


Scjttu  7'ertij. 


Exeunt. 


Enter  Count,  and  bis  Oriana. 


Orh.  Faith  brother,  I mud:  needs  go  yonder. 

Count.  And  faith  Sifter  what  will  you  do  yonder  ? 

Oria  I know  the  Lady  Honoria  will  be  glad  to  fee  me. 

• Count.  Glad  to  fee  you  ? faith  the  Lady  Honoria  cares  for 
you  as  Ihe  doth  for  all  other  young  Ladies,  file’s  glad 
to  fee  you,  and  will  fnew  you  the  Privy  Garden,  and  tell 
you  how  many  Gowns  the  Duchefs  had  Alarry  if  you  have 
ever  an  old  Uncle,  that  would  be  a Lord,  or  ever  a kinfman 
that  hath  done  a murther,  or  committed  a robbery,  and 
will  give  good  ftore  of  Money  to  procure  his  pardon,  then 
the  Lady  Honoria  will  be  glad  to  fee  you. 

Oria.  I,  but  they  fay  one  fliall  fee  fine  fights  at  the  Court. 

Count,  i’ll  tell  you  what  you  ftiall  fee  , you  fliall  fee 
many  faces  of  mans  making,  for  you  fhall  find  very  few  as 
God  left  them : and  you  fhall  fee  many  legs  too  amongft 
the  reft  you  fhall  behold  one  pair,the  feet  of  which,were  in 
times  paft,  focklefs,  but  are  now  through  the  change  of  time 
( that  alters  all  things)  very  ftrangely  become  the  legs  of  a 
Knight  and  a Courtier;,  another  pair  you  fhall  fee,that  were 
heir  apparent  legs  to  a Glover,  thefe  legs  hope  ftiortly  to  be 
honourable;,  when  they  pafs  by  they  will  bow,  and  the  mouth 
to  thefe  legs,  will  feeiu  to  offer  you  fome  Courtlhip  j it 
will  not  Iwear,  but  it  it  will  lye,  hear  knot. 

Oria.  Why,  and  are  not  thefe  fine  fights  ? 

Count.  Sifter,  in  ferioufnefs  you  yet  are  young 
And  fair,  a fair  young  Maid,  and  apt. 

Oria.  Apt  s’ 

Count.  Exceeding  apt  to  be  drawn  to. 

Oria.  T o what  ? 

Count.  To  that  you  fliould  not  be,  ’tis  no  dilpraife, 

She  is  not  bad  that  hath  defire  to  ill. 

But  Ihe  that  hath  no  power  to  rule  that  Will : 

For  there  you  fhall  be  wooed  in  other  kinds 
Than  yet  your  years  have  known,  the  chiefeft  men 
Will  feem  to  throw  themielves 
: Asvafials  at  your  voice,  kifs  your  hand. 

Prepare  your  Banquets,  Masques,  Shews,  nil  inticements 
■ That  Wit  and  Luft  together  can  devife. 

To  draw  a Lady  from  the  ftate  of  Grace 

To  an  old  Lady  vviddows  Gallery 

And  they  will  praife  your  virtues,  beware  that. 

The  only  way  toturna  W’oman  whore, 

Is  to  commend  her  chaftity  : you’ll  goe? 

Oria.  I would  go,  if  it  were  but  only  to  fhew  you,  that 
I could  be  there,  and  be  mov’d  with  none  of  thefe  tricks. 

Count.  Your  fervants  are  ready  ! 

Oria.  An  hour  fince. 

Count.  Well,  if  you  come  off  clear  from  this  hot  fervice. 
Your  praife  fhall  be  the  greater.  Farewel  Sifter. 

Oria.  Farewel  Brother. 

Count.  Once  more,  if  you  ftayinthe  prefence  till  candle- 
light, keep  on  the  forefide  o’th’  Curtain-,  and  do  you  hear, 
take  heed  of  the  old  Bawd,  in  the  cloth  of  TiHue  fleeves, 
and  the  knit  Mittines.  Farewel  Sifter.  Exit  OnSi. 

Now  am  I idle,  I would  I had  been  a Scholar,  that  I might 
a ftudied  now  : the  punifhment  of  meaner  men  is,  they  have 
too  much  to  do  our  only  mifery  is,  that  without  compa- 
i ny  we  knownot  what  todo;,  Imufttake  fbme  of  thecom- 
, moncourfes  of  our  Nobility:,  which  is  thus : if  I can  find 
' no  company  that  likes  me,  pluck  off  my  Hatband,  throw 
an  old  Cloak  over  my  face,  and  as  if  I would  not  be  known, 
walk  haftily  through  the  ftreets,  till  1 be  difeovered^ 
then  there  goes  Count  fuch  a one,  fays  one  -,  there 
i goes  Count  fuch  a one,  fays  another : Look  how  faft 
1 he  goes,  fays  a third  j there’s  fbme  great  matters  in  hand 


qucltionlcfs,  fays  a fourth^  uhcnail  my  bulincfs  isto  hav_ 
them  lay  lb  • this  hath  been  tiled  ^ or  if  I can  find  any  com 
pauy.  I’ll  after  dinner  to  the  Stage,  to  fee  a Play  ^ where, 
when  1 iirft  enter,  you  fhall  have  a mirmurc  in  the  houfc, 
every  one  that  docs  not  know  cries,  v^  hat  Nobleman  is  that? 
all  the  Gallants  oiuhc  Stagcrile,  vail  tome, kifs  theirhand, 
offer  me  their  jdaccs : then  I j)ick  out  Ibmc  one,  whom  1 
pleafc  to  grace  among  the  reft,  take  his  feat,  life  it,  throw 
my  cloak  over  my  lace,  anti  laugh  at  him;  the  poor  Gen- 
tleman imagines  himfelf  moft  highly  grac’d,  thinks  ail  the 
Auditors  eltccm  him  one  of  my  bofoin  friends^  and  in  right 
fpccial  regard  with  me.  But  here  comes  a Gentleman,  that 
I hopc  vvi.l  make  me  better  fport,  than  eitJier  ftreet  and 
ftage  fooleries. 

Enter  Lazarello  and  Boy. 

This  man  loves  to  eat  good  meat,  always  provided,  he 
do  not  pay  for  it  himft'lf , he  goes  by  the  name  of  the  Hun- 
^ry  Courtier,  mTirry,  becaulc  I think  that  name  will  notfuf- 
ficiently  diftmgiiilh  him,  for  no  doubt  he  hath  more  fellows 
there,  his  name  is  Lazarello,  he  is  none  of  thefe  ordinary 
eaters,  that  will  devour  three  breakfafts,  and  as  many  din- 
ners, without  any  prejudice  to  their  Beavers,  Drinkings, 
or  Suppers-,  but  he  hath  a more  courtly  kind  of  hunger, 
and  doth  hunt  more  after  novelty,  than  plenty.  I’ll  over- 
hear him.  ^ 

Laza.  Oh  thou  moft  itching  kindly  appetite 
Which  every  creature  in  his  ftomach  feels ; * 

Oh  leave,  leave  yet  atlaftthus  to  torment  me. 

Three  feveral  Sallads  have  I facrific’d. 

Bedew’d  with  precious  oil  and  vinegar 
Already  to  appeafe  thy  greedy  wrath.  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir. 

Laza.  Will  the  Count  fpeak  with  me  ?. 

Boy.  One  of  his  Gentlemen  is  gone  to  inform  him  of 
your  coming.  Sir. 

Laza.  There  is  no  way  left  for  me  to  compafs  the  Fifh- 
head,  but  by  being prefently  made  known  to  the  Duke. 

Boy.  That  will  be  hard  Sir. 

Laza.  When  I have  rafted  of  this  facred  difh, 

Then  fliall  my  bones  reft  in  my  Fathers  tomb 
In  peace  -,  then  fhall  I dye  moft  willingly 
And  as  a difh  be  ferv’d  to  fatisfie,  ’ 

Deaths  hunger,  and  I will  be  buried  thus : 

My.Bierfhallbea  charger  born  by  four. 

The  Coffin  Vv^here  I lye,  a powd’ring-tub, 

Beftrew'd  with  Lettice,  and  cool  Sallad  herbs 
My  Winding.fheet  of  Tanfies,  the  black  Guard 
Shall  be  my  fblemn  Mourners,  and  inftead 
Of  ceremonies,  wholfom  burial  Prayers : 

A printed  dirge  in  rhyme,  fliall  bury  me. 

Inftead  of  tears,  let  them  pour  Capon  fauce  upon  my  hearfe 
And  fait  inftead  of  duft,  Manchets  for  ftones,  for  other  glo- 
rious fliields  ° 

Givemea  Voider  • and  abo^'e  my  Hearfe 
Fora  Trutch  fword,  my  naked  knife  ftuck  up. 

The  Count  dijiovers  bimfelf. 

Boy.  Maftcr,  the  Count’s  here. 

Laza.  Where  > my  Lord  I do  befecch  you. 

Count.  Y’are  very  welcome  Sir,  Ipray  youiftandup,  you 

fhall  dine  with  me.  ■' 

Laza,  I do  befeech  your  Lordfliipby  the  love 
I ftill  have  born  to  your  honourable  houfe. 

Count.  Sir,  what  need  all  this?  you  fhall  dine  with  me 
I pray  rife.,  ’ 

Laza.  Perhaps  your  Lordfhip  takes  me  for  one  of  thefe 
fame  fellows,  that  do  as  it  were  refpeff  viduals. 

Count.  Oh  Sir  by  no  means. 

Laza.  Your  Lordfliip  has  often  promifed,  that  whenfo- 
ever  I fhould  afFefl  greatnefs,  your  own  hand  fhould  help  to 
raife  me.  ^ 

Count. 
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Cofint.  And  lb  mucl>  ftill  allure  your  I'clf  of. 

i And  Though  1 mull  confcls,  1 have  ever  fiiim’d 
IX)pularirv,  by  the  example  of  others,  yet  I do  now 
toel  my  lelf  a little  ambitious,  your  Lordihipis  great,  and 
though  young,  yet  a Privy  Counlellor. 

Ceitnt.  I pray  you  Sir  leap  into  the  matter,  what  would 
You  have  me  do  for  you  ? 

1 1 would  intreat  ^our  Lorddiipto  make  me  known 

to  the  Duke.  . 

Count,  W hen  Sir 

Ljzt.  Suddainly  my  Lord,  1 would  have  you  prefent  me 
unto  him  this  morning. 

C unt.  It  fliallbedone,  but  for  what  virtues,  would  you 
have  him  take  notice  of  you 

Ljzi.  Your  Lordfhip  fliall  know  that  prelcntly. 

Count.  ’Tis  pity  of  this  feliovv,  he  is  of  good  wit,  and 
lulhcient  underllanding,  when  he  is  not  troubled  with  this 
gieedy  worm. 

L.IZI.  ’Faith,  you  may  intreat  him  to  take  notice  of  me 
for  any  things  for  being  an  excellent  Farrier,  tor  playing 
well  at  Span-counter,  or  flicking  knives  in  walls,  for  being 
impudent.,  or  for  nothing^  why  may  not  1 be  a Favorite  on 
the  lliddain.^*  I fee  nothing  againfl  it. 

Count.  Not  lb  Sir,  I know  you  have  not  the  face  to  be  a 
Favourite  on  the  fuddain. 

L tz.  Why  then  you  lhall  prefent  me  as  a Gentleman  well 
qualified,  or  one  extraordinary  I'een  in  divers  ftrange  my- 
Iteries. 

Count.  In  what  Sir  ? as  how  } 

Ljz.  IMarry  asthus. 

Enter  Intelligencer. 

Count.  Yonder’s  my  old  Spirit,that  hath  haunted  me  dai- 
I ly,  ever  lince  1 was  a privy  Counlellor,  Imufl  bei'idofhim, 
I pray  you  Hay  there,  I am  a little  bufie,  1 will  fpeak  with 
you  prefently. 

Ljzj.  You  fliall  bring  me  in,  and  after  a little  other  talk 
taking  me  by  the  hand,  you  fhall  utter  thefe  words  to  the 
Duke  ; May  it  plcafe  your  grace,  to  take  note  of  a Gentle- 
man, well  read,  deeply  learned,  and  throughly  grounded  in 
the  hidden  knowledge  of  all  Salladsand  Pot-herbs  whatfo. 
ever. 

Count.  ’Twill  be  rare  if  you  will  walk  before.  Sir,  I will 
overtake  you  inflantly, 

Ljzj.  Your  Lordfliips  ever. 

Count.  This  fellow  is  a kind  of  an  informer,  one  that  lives 
in  Alehoufes  and  Taverns,  and  becaufe  he  perceives  fome 
v.orthy  men  in  this  Land,  vvith  much  labour  and  great  ex- 
pence,  to  have  difeovered  things  dangeroufly  hanging  over 
the  State  •,  he  thinks  to  difeover  as  much  out  of  the  talk  of 
drunkards  in  Tap-houfes;  he  brings  me  informations, 
pick’d  out  of  broken  words,  in  mens  common  talk,  which, 
with  his  malicious  mif-application,  he  hopes  will  feem  dan- 
gerous, he  doth  befidcs,  bring  me  the  names  of  all  the 
)oung  Gentlemen  in  the  City,  that  ufe  Ordinaries,  or  Ta- 
verns, talking  ( to  my  thinking  ) only  as  the  freedom  of 
their  youth  teach  them,  without  any  further  ends  ^ for 
I dangerous  and  feditious  Ipiritsi  he-  is  bcfides,  an  arrant 
j whwemaftcr,  as  any  is  in  Milan.,  of  a Lay-man^  I will  not 
meddle  with  the  Clergy;  he  is  parcel  Lawyer,  and  in  my 
(onfcience  much  of  their  religion,  1 mufl  put  upon  him 
fbme  piece  ot  fervice^  come  hither  Sir,  what  have  you  to 
do  withme.^ 

Ini.  Little  my  Lord,  I only  come  to  know  how  your  Lord- 
flu  p would  employ  me. 

■ Count.  Obferved  you  that  Gentleman,  that  parted  from 
iTK'  Ixit  now 

Jnt.  i faw  him  now  my  I.ord. 

C.ount.  I was  lending  for  you,  I have  talked  with  this 
' man,  and  I do  find  liim  dangerous. 

Int.  Is  yojr  Lord.'hip  in  good  earneft? 


Count.  Hark  you  Sir,  there  may  perhaps  be  fom.e  within 
car-fliots. 


He  wbifpers  rvitb  bim. 
Enter  Lazarello  and  bis  Boy. 


Laz.  Sirrah,  will  you  venture  your  life,  the  Duke  hath 
feiit  the  Filh-hcad  to  my  Lord.? 

Boy.  Sir  it  he  have  not,  kill  me,  do  what  you  will  with 
me. 

Laz.  How  uncertain  is  the  flate  of  all  mortal  things  ? 
1 have  thel'e  crofles  from  my  Cradle,  from  my  very  Cra- 
dle, infomuch  that  1 do  begin  to  grow  defperate : Fortune 
I do  delpife  thee,  do  thy  worft  ^ yet  when  I do  better  ga- 
ther my  fell  together,  1 do  find  ifi  is  rather  the  part  of  a 
wife  man,  to  prevent  the  florms  of  Fortune  by  flirting, 
than  to  liiffer  them  by  flanding  flill,  to  pour  themfelves  up- 
on his  naked  body,  I will  about  it. 

Count.  Who’s  within  there? 

Enter  a Servingman. 

Let  this  Gentleman  out  at  the  back  door,  forget  not  my 
inflrudlions,  if  you  find  any  thing  dangerous  \ trouble  not 
your  felf  to  find  out  me,  but  carry  your  informations  to 
the  Lord  Lucio.,  he  is  a man  grave,  and  well  experienced  in 
thefe  bufinefles. 

Int.  Your  Lordfliips  Servant. 

Exit  Intelligencer  and  Servingman. 

Count.  Your  Lordfliips  fervant. 

Laz.  Will  itpleafe  your  Lordfhip  to  walk  ? 

Count.  Sir  1 was  coming,  I will  overtake  you. 

Laz.  I will  attend  you  over  againfl  the  Lord  Gonderinoes 
houfe. 

Count.  You  fhall  not  attend  there  long. 

Laz.  Thither  mull  1 to  fee  my  Loves  face,  the  chaflc 
Virgin  head 

Of  a dear  Fifh,  yet  pure  and  undeflowred. 

Not  known  of  man  no  rough  bred  countrey  hand. 

Hath  once  toucht  thee,  no  Pandars  withered  paw, 
Noranuii-napkin’d  Lawyers  greafie  fill. 

Hath  once  flubbered  thee : no  Ladies  fupple  hand, 

Wafli’d  o’er  with  Urine,  hath  yet  feiz’d  on  thee 
With  her  two  nimble  talents  : no  Court  hand. 

Whom  his  own  natural  filth,  or  change  of  air. 

Hath  bedeck’d  with  fcabs,  hath  marr’d  thy  whiter  grace : 
Oh  let  it  be  thought  lawful  then  for  me. 

To  crop  the  flower  of  thy  Virginity. 

Exit  Lazarello. 

Count.  This  day  I am  for  fools,  I am  all  theirs, 

Though  like  to  our  young  wanton  cocker’d  heirs. 

Who  do  afieifl  thole  men  above  the  reft. 

In  whofe  bafe  company  they  flill  are  befl : 

I do  not  with  much  labour  flrive  to  be 
The  wifefl  ever  in  the  company : 

But  for  a fool,  our  wifdom  oft  amends. 

As  enemies  do  teach  us  more  than  friends. 

Exit  Count. 
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Sc<xna  Prima. 

Enter  Gondarino  and  his  fervants. 

Scrv.  \ Lord : 

iVl  GW.  Ha! 

Serv.  Here’s  one  hath  brought  you  a prefent, 

Gond.  From  whom?  from  a woman?  if  it  be  from  a woman, 
bid  him  Carrie  it  back,  and  tell  her  file’s  a whorej  what  is  it? 
Serv.  A Fifii  head  my  Lord. 

Gond.  What  Fifii  head  ? 

Serv.  I did  not  aske  that  my  Lord. 

Gond.  Whence  comes  it? 

Ser.  From  the  Court. 

Gond.  O ’tis  a Cods-head. 

Serv.  No  my  Lord,  ’tis  fome  ftrange  head,  it  comes  from 
the  Duke. 

Gond.  Let  it  be  carried  to  my  Mercer,  I doe  owe  him 
money  for  filks , flop  his  mouth  with  that. 

Exit  Serv. 

Was  there  ever  any  man  that  hated  his  wife  after  death  but 
I?  and  for  her  fake  all  women  , women  that  were  created 
only  for  the  prefervation  of  little  dogs. 


1 have  no  woman  in  my  houle,  to  entertain  you,  nor  to 
fiicw  you  your  chamber^  why  fiiould  you  come  to  me?  1 
have  no  Galleries,  nor  banqueting houfes,  nor  bawdy  pictures 
to  fiicw  your  Ladylliip. 

Orian.  Believe  me  this  your  Lordfiiips  plaincfs  makes  me 
think  my  fclf  more  welcome,  than  it  you  had  fworn  by  ail. 
the  pretty  Court  oaths  that  arc,  1 had  been  wckomcr  tliaf^ 
your  loul  to  your  body. 

Gond.  Now  file’s  in,  talking  trealbn  will  get  her  oat, 

I durit  fooncr  undertake  to  talk  an  Intelligencer  out  ofthe 
room,  and  fpcak  more  than  he  durft  hear,  than  talk  a wo- 
man oat  of  my  company. 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord  the  Duke  being  in  the  fircets,and  the  ftorm 
continuing,  is  entred  your  gate,  and  now  coming  up. 

Gond.  The  Duke!  now  1 know  your  Errand  Madam  ^you 
have  plots  and  private  meetings  in  hand : why  doe  you  clicofe 
my  houfe?  are  you  afham’d  to  goc  to’t  in  the  old  coupling 
place,  though  it  be  Ids  fufpicious  here  ^ for  no  Chriltian  will 
fufpetfi:  a woman  to  be  in  my  houfe?  yet  you  may  do  it  clcan- 
lyer  there,  for  there  is  a care  had  of  tliofe  bulinelles:,  and 
wherclbever  you  remove,  your  great  maintainer  and  you 
fiiall  have  your  lodgings  direiftly  oppofite,  it  is  but  putting 
on  your  night-gown , and  your  fiiippcrs  , Madam,  you  un- 
derftand  me  ? 

Orian.  Before  I would  not  underhand  him,  but  now  he 
(peaks  riddles  to  me  indeed. 


Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord  the  Count’s  filter  being  overtaken  in  the 
ftreets , with  a great  hail-ltorm  , is  light  at  your  gate, 
and  iMires  Rome  till  the  ftorm  be  overpaft. 

Gond.  Is  Ihe  a woman? 

Serv..  I my  Lord  I think  lb. 

Gond.  I have  none  for  her  then : bid  her  get  her  gone, 
tell  her  Ihe  is  not  welcome. 

Serv.  My  Lord,  file  is  now  comming  up. 

Gond.  She  ftiall  not  come  up,  tell  her  any  thing-,  tell  her 
1 have  but  one  great  room  in  my  houfe,  and  I am  now  in 
it  at  the  clofe  ftool. 

Serv.  She’s  here  my  Lord. 

Gond.  O impudence  of  women  .-  I can  keep  dogs  out  of 
my  houfe,  or  1 can  defend  my  houfe  againft  theeves,  but 
I cannot  keep  out  women. 

Enter  Oriana,  a rvaiting  woman.,  and  a Page. 

Now  Madam,  what  hath  your  Ladyfiiip  to  fay  to  me  ? 

Oria.  My  Lord,  I was  bold  to  crave  the  help  of  your 

houle  againft  the  ftorm.  . 

Gond.,  Your  Ladyfiiips  boldnefs  in  coming  will  be  impu- 
dence in  ftaying  j for  you  are  moft  unwelcome. 

Oriana.  Oh  my  Lord ! . 

Gond.  Doe  you  laugh  ? by  the  hate  I bear  to  you,  tis  true. 

Orian.  Y’are  merry  my  Lord.  _ 

Gond.  Let  me  laugh  to  death  if  I be,^  or  can  be  whilft 
thou  art  here,  or  Uveft  -,  or  any  of  thy  lex. 

Oriana.  I commend  your  Lordlhip. 

Gond.  Doe  you  commend  me  ? why  doe  you  commend 
nic  ? I you  no  liich  C3.u(c  j thou  urt  3.  ‘filthy  impudent 
whore a woman,  a very  woman. 

Oria.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Gond.  Begot  when  thy  father  was  drunk. 

Orian.  Your  Lordlhip  hath  a good  Wit. 

Gond.  How  ? what  have  I a good  wit  ? 

Orian.  Come  my  Lord,  I have  heard  before  of  yourLord- 
Ihips  merry  vain  in  jelling  againft  our  Sex,  which  I being 
delirous  to  hear , made  me  rather  choofe  your  Lordfiiips 
houfe  than  any  other,  but  1 know  I am  welcome. 

Gmd.  Let  me  not  live  if  you  be:  me  thinks  it  doth  not 
become  you,  to  come  to  my  houle  being  a ftianger  to  you. 


Enter  the  Arrigo.,  and  Lucio. 

Duke.  ’Twas  a ftrangc  hail-llorm. 

Lucio.  ’Twas  exceeding  ftrange. 

Gond.  Good  morrow  to  your  grace. 

Duk^.  Good  morrow  Gondtnno. 

Gond.  Juftice  great  Prince. 

Why  fiiould  you  beg  for  julUce,  I never  did  you 
wrong  • What’s  the  offendor  ? 

Gond.  A woman. 

Duke.  I know  your  ancient  quarrell  againft  that  Sex  but 
what  hainous  crime  hath  Ihc  committed  ? 

• Gond,  She  hath  gone  abroad. 

T>ui{e.  What  / it  cannot  be. 

Gond.  She  hath  done  it. 

Duke.  How?I  never  heard  of  any  woman  that  did  fo  before. 

Gcnd.  If  Ihe  have  not  laid  by  that  modefty 
That  fiiould  attend  a Virgin,  and,  quite  void 
Of  Ihame,  hath  left  the  houfe  where  Ihe  was  born. 

As  they  Ihould  never  doe  -,  let  me  endure 
The  pains  that  Ihc  fiiould  fuffer. 

Hath  Ihe  fo  ? Which  is  the  woman  ? 

Gond.  This,  this. 

Duke.  How!  Arrigo:  Lucio: 

Gond.  I then  it  is  a plot,  no  Prince  alive 
Shall  force  me  make  my  houfe  a Brothell  lioufe  ^ 

Not  for  the  fins,  but  for  the  w'omans  fake, 

1 will  not  have  her  in  my  doors  fo  long : 

Will  they  make  my  houfe  as  bawdy  as  their  own  are? 

Duke.  Is  it  not  Oriana  ? 

Lucio.  'Tis. 

Duke.  Sifter  to  Count  Vafero.  ? 

Arri.  The  very  fame. 

Duke.  She  that  I love? 

Lucio.  She  that  you  love. 

Duke.  I do  fufped 

Lucio.  So  doe  I. 

T>ui^e.  This  fellow  to  be  but  a counterfeit. 

One  that  doth  feem  to  loath  all  woman-kind, 

To  hate  hirafelf,  becaufe  he  hath  fome  part 
Of  woman  in  him  ^ feems  not  to  endure 
To  fee,  or  to  be  feen  of  any  woman. 

Only,  becaufc  he  knows  it  is  their  nature 
To  wilhto  tall  that  which  is  moft  forbidden : 

And  with  this  Ihew  he  may  the  better  compafs 
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^ \!\l  wirh  tar  Ids  ;aipicio:0  liis  bale  ends. 

I I tr:\  Upon  mv  lite  ’tis  lb. 

! And  I doe  kiiou’, 

! Before  his  tbin  wife  gave  him  that  oHence, 


: He  was  the  createtr  lervant  to  that  Sex 

^ V. 

' I'hat  ever  was : what  doth  this  Lady  here 

' With  him  alone?  why  Ihoiild  he  mil  at  her  to  me? 

• Ln:r.  Becaufe  your  grace  might  iiotlufped. 

j Wwas  lb : I doc  love  her  flrangcly  : 

j I would  fain  know  die  truth : counfell  me . 

• 7.  hey  three  -irhifper. 

Eater  Coujv^  Laz^rello^  a>td  hii  boy. 

Cnur.t.  It  falls  out  better  than  we  could  exped  Sir,  that 
we  Hiould  tind  the  Duke  and  my  Lord  Gondarhto  together  j 
both  which  you  delire  to  be  acquainted  with. 

L.:z.  ’T was  very  happy : Boy,  goe  down  into  the  kitchen, 
and  lee  if  you  can  fpy  that  fame  ^ I am  now  in  Ibme  hope : 

I have  me  thinks  a kind  of  fever  upon  me.  Exit  Boy. 
A certain  gloominefs  within  me , doubting  as  it  were,  be- 
twixT.  two  padions : there  is  no  young  maid  upon  her  wed- 
ding night, when  her  husband  lets  fird  foot  in  the  bed,  bluniev, 
and  looks  pale  again^  oftner  than  1 doe  now.  There  is  no 
Poet  acquainted  with  more  lliakings  and  quakings,  to.varcls 
the  latter  end  of  this  new  play,  when  he’s  in  that  cale,that 
he  ftands  peeping  betwixt  Curtains , fo  fcarfuliy  that  a 
Bottle  of  Ale  cannot  be  opened,  but  he  thinks  iome  body 
hides,  than  I am  at  this  inftant. 

Count.  .Are  they  in  confultation  ? If  they  be,  either  my 
young  Duke  hath  gotten  fome  Ballard,  and  is  perfuading 
my  Knight  yonder  to  father  the  child,and  marry  the  wench, 
or  clfe  fome  Cock-pit  is  to  be  built. 

Ljz.  My  Lord  ! what  Nobleman’s  that  ? 

Count.  His  name  is  L«c/o,  ’tis  he  that  was  made  a Lord 
at  the  requed:  of  fome  of  his  friends  for  his  wives  fake : he 
afFed s to  be  a great  States-man,  and  thinks  it  confifts  in 
night-caps  and  jewells,  and  tooth-picks  ? 

Laz.  And  what’s  that  other? 

Count.  A Knight  Sir,  that  pleafeth  the  Duke  to  favour, 
and  to  raife  to  fome  extraordinary  fortunes,  he  can  make 
as  good  men  as  himfelf,  every  day  in  the  week,  and  doth-- 

Laz:  For  what  was  he  raifed  ? 

Count.  T ruely  Sir,  I am  not  able  to  fay  dire(HIy,for  what 
But  for  wearing  of  red  breeches  as  I take  it  he’s  a brave 
man,  he  will  fpend  three  Knighthoods  at  a Supper  without 
1 rumpets. 

Lazi.  My  Lord  I’ll  talk  with  him,  for  I have  a friend, 
that  would  gladly  receive  the  humor. 

Count.  If  he  have  the  itch  of  Knighthood  upon  him,  let 
him  repair  to  that  Phyfitian,  he’ll  cure  liim ; but  I will  give 
vou  a note  j,  is  your  friend  fat  or  lean  ? 

Laz^  Something  fat. 

Count.  ’Twill  be  the  w'orfc  for  him. 

Laza.  I hope  that’s  not  material. 

Count.  Very  much,for  there  is  an  impofl  fet  upon  Knight- 
hoods, & your  friend  lhall  pay  a Noble  in  the  pound. 

Duke.  I doe  not  like  examinations. 

We  lhall  find  out  the  truth  more  eafily. 

Some  other  way  lels  noted,  and  that  courlc. 

Should  not  be  us’d,  till  we  be  fure  to  prove 
Some  thing  direftly,  for  when  they  perceive 
Thcmfelvcs  fufpeded,  they  will  then  provide 
More  warily  to  anfwer. 

Luc.  Doth  Ihc  know  your  Grace  doth  love  her? 

Vukj.  She  hath  never  heard  it. 

Luc,  Then  thus  my  Lord.J  Lhey  whifper 

Laz.  What’s  he  thatwalks?^  a^ain 
alone  lb  fadly  with  his  hands  behind  him  ? 

Count.  The  Lord  of  the  houfe,  he  that  you  defire  to  be 
acquaint  -d  with,  he  doth  hate  women  for  the  fame  caufc 
that  I love  them. 

Laz.  What’s  that? 


Count.  For  chat  w'hich  Apes  want : you  perceive  me  Sir  ? 
Laz.  And  is  he  lad  ? Can  he  be  fad  that  hath  lb  rich  a 
gem  under  his  roof,  as  that  which  I doc  follow. 

W hat  young  Lady’s  that  ? 

Count.  W'hich?  Have  I mine  eye-fight  perfect , ’tis  my 
lifter  : did  I fay  the  Duke  had  a Ballarci  ? What  lliould  ihc 
make  here  wirh  him  and  Jiis  Couneell  ? She  hath  no  papers 
in  her  hand  to  petition  to  them,  flie  hath  never  a husband 
in  prilbn,  whole  relcafc  lire  might  fue  for : That’s  a fine 
trick  for  a wench  j to  get  her  husband  clapt  up,  that  Ihe  may 
more  freely,  and  with  lefs  fufpition,  vifit  the  private  lludies 
of  men  in  authority.  Now  I doe  dilcover  their  confultation, 
yon  fellow  is  a Pander  without  all  lalvation : But  let  me 
not  condemn  her  too  raflily  without  weighing  the  matter  ^ 
file’s  a young  Lady,  Ihe  went  forth  early  this  morning  with 
a waiting  woman,  and  a Page,  or  fo : This  is  no  garden  houfe, 
in  my  confcience  file  went  forth  with  no  difiionefi:  intent : 
for  Ihe  did  not  pretend  going  to  any  Sermon  in  the  further 
end  of  the  City : Neither  went  file  to  fee  any  odd  old  Gen- 
tlewoman , that  mourns  for  the  death  of  her  husband  , or 
the  lofs  of  her  friend,  and  mull  have  young  Ladys  come  to 
comfort  her  ; thofe  are  the  damnable  Bawds ; ’Twas  no 
fet  meeting  certainly  ^ for  there  was  no  wafer-woman  with 
her  thefe  three  days  on  my  knowledge  : I’ll  talk  with  her;, 
Good  morrow  my  Lord. 

Gond.  Y’are  welcome  Sir : here’s  her  brother  come  now 
to  doe  a kind  office  for  his  filler;,  is  it  not  llrange> 

Count.  I am  glad  to  meet  you  here  filler. 

Orian.  I thank  you  good  brother : and  if  you  doubt  of 
the  caufe  of  my  coming  I can  fatisfie  you. 

Count.  No  faith,  I dare  trull  thee,  I doe  fufped  thou 
art  honell  ^ for  it  is  fo  rare  a thing  to  be  honefl:  amongfc 
you,  that  fome  one  man  in  an  age,  may  perhaps  fulpecb 
fome  two  women  to  be  honell,  but  never  believe  it  verily. 

Luci.  Let  your  return  be  fuddain. 

Arri.  Ilufufpeded  by  them. 

Vukp.  It  fiiall  ^ fo  fiiall  I belt  perceive  their  Love,  if  there 
be  any;.  Farewell. 

Count.  Let  me  entreat  your  grace  to  llay  a little. 

To  know  a gentleman,  to  whom  your  felf 

Is  much  beholding-,  he  hath  made  the  Iport 

For  your  whole  Court  thefe  eight  years,  on  my  knowledge. 

Duke.  His  name? 

Count.  Lazarello. 

Vuk^.  I heard  of  him  this  morning,  which  is  he? 

Count.  Lazarello.,  pluck  up  thy  fpirits,  thy  Fortune  is  now 
railing,  the  Duke  calls  for  thee,  and  thou  fiialt  be  acquainted 
with  him. 

Laz.  He’s  going  av/ay,  and  I mull  of  neceflity  Hay  here 
upon  bufinels. 

Count.  ’Tis  all  one,  thou  fiialt  know  him  firll. 

Laz.  Stay  a little,  if  he  lliould  offer  to  take  me  away  with 
him,  and  by  that  means  I fiiould  loofe  that  I feek  for  ^ but 
if  he  fiiould  I will  not  goe  with  him. 

Count.  Lai^arello , the  Duke  llayes  , wilt  thou  lole  this 
opportunity  ? 

Laz.  How  mull  I Ipeak  to  him  ? 

Count.  ’Twas  well  thought  of : you  mull  not  talk  to  him 
as  you  doe  to  an  ordinary  man,  honell  plain  fence,  but  you 
mull  wind  about  him:  for  example,  if  he  fiiould  aske  you 
what  a clock,  it  is,  you  mult  not  fay :,  If  it  pleafe  your  grace 
’tis 'nine  but  thus ;,  thrice  three  a clock,  lo  pleafe  my  Sove- 
reign : or  thus  ^ 

Look  how  many  Mufes  there  doth  dwell 
Upon  the  fweet  banks  of  the  learned  Well^ 

And  juft  fo  many  ftroaks  the  clock  hath  ftruck, 

And  fo  forth  ;,  And  you  mull  now  and  then  enter  into  a ^ 
defeription. 

Laz.  I hope  I fiiall  doe  it. 

Count.  Come : May  it  pleafe  your  grace  to  take  note 
of  a Gentleman , wcl  feen , deeply  read  , and  throughly  ‘ 
grounded' in  the  hidden  knowledge  of  all  fillets  and  pot-  • 
herbs  whatlbever. 

Vuke. 


he  Woman-Hater. 


Vnl\e.  1 lhall  dclire  to  know  him  more  inwardly. 

Ljz.  1 kils  the  Oxe-hide  of  your  graces  Toot. 

Count.  Very  well : will  your  grace  queftion  him  a little  ? 
T>uks.  I low  old  are  you  ? 

Laz.  Full  eight  and  twenty  fcveral  Almanacks 
Have  been  compiled,  all  lor  Icveral  years 
Since  hrll  I drew  this  breath,  four  prentilliips 
Have  I moft  trucly  ferved  in  this  world : 

And  eight  and  twenty  times  hath  Phxbux  Car 
Run  out  his  yearly  courlc  fiiKe- 
Vuke.  1 underftand  you  Sir. 

Luci.  How  like  an  ignorant  Poet  he  talks. 

Duke.  You  are  eight  and  twenty  years  old  ? what  time 
of  the  day  doe  you  hold  it  to  be  ? 

Laz.  About  the  time  that  mortals  whet  their  knives 
On  threlholds,  on  their  fnooe  Ibis,  and  on  flairs, 

New  bread  is  grating,  and  the  tefty  Cook 
Hath  much  to  doe  now,  now  the  Tables  all. 

Vuk..  ’Tis  almoft  dinner  time  ? 

Laz.  Your  grace  doth  apprehend  me  very  rightly. 

Count.  Your  grace  fhall  find  him  in  your  further  conference 
Grave,  wife,  courtly,  and  fcholarlike,  underftandingly  read 
In  the  necclTities  of  the  life  of  man. 

He  knows  that  man  is  mortal  by  his  birth  ^ 

He  knows  that  man  mufl  dye,  and  therefore  live  ^ 

He  knows  that  mufl  live,  and  therefore  eat. 

And  if  it  lhall  pleafe  your  grace,  to  accompany  your  fell 
with  him,  I doubt  not,  but  that  he  will,  at  the  ieaft,  make 
good  my  commendations. 

Vuk^.  Attend  us  Lazarello.,  we  doe  want 
Men  of  fuch  ARion,  as  we  Ittive  received  you 
Reported  from  your  honorable  friend. 

Laza.  Good  my  Lord  Hand  betwixt  me  and  my  over- 
throw, you  know  I ’m  ti’d  here,  and  may  not  depart , my 
gracious  Lord,  fo  waightie  are  the  bufinefses  of  mine  own, 
which  at  this  time  do  call  upon  me,  that  I will  rather  chufe 
to  die,  than  to  negled  them. 

Count.  Nay  you  lhall  perceive,  befides  the  virtues  that 
I have  alreadie  inform’d  you  of,  he  hath  a ftomach  which 
will  ftoop  to  no  Prince  alive. 

J)ul{.  Sir  at  your  belt  leifure,  1 lhall  thirft  to  lee  you. 
Laza.  And  1 lhall  hunger  for  it. 

Vul{.  Till  then  farewell  all. 

Gon.  Count.  Long  life  attend  your  Grace. 

I>u}{.  I doe  not  tail;  this  fport,  Arrigo  Lucio. 

Arrigo.  Lmi.  We  doe  attend. 

Exeunt  Duke^  Arrigo.^  Lucio. 
^Gond.  His  grace  is  gone,  and  hath  left  his. 

Hehn  with  me,  I ’m  no  pander  for  him  , neither  can  1 
be  won  with  the  hope  of  gain , or  the  itching  defire  of 
•taflingmy  Lords  lecherie  to  him,  to  keep  her  at  (my  houfe) 
or  bring  her  in  difguile,  to  his  bed  Chamber. 

The  twyns  of  Adders,  and  of  Scorpions 
About  my  naked  brefl,  will  feem  to  me 
More  tickling  than  thofe  clafpes,  which  men  adore  j 
The  luftfull,  dull,  ill  fpirited  embraces 
Of  women  •,  The  much  pray  fed  Amazones., 

Knowing  their  own  infirmities  fo  well. 

Made  of  themfelves  a people,  and  what  men 
They  take  amongft  them,  they  condemne  to  die, 
Perceiving  that  their  folly  made  them  fit 
To  live  no  longer  that  would  willingly  \ 

Come  in  the  worthlefs  prefence  of  a wornan. 

I w'ill  attend,  and  fee  what  my  young  Lord  will  doe  with 
his  fifler. 

Enter  Lazarilloes  Boy.  , 

Boy.  My  Lord  ^ The  fifli  head  is  gone  again. 

Count.  Wither  ? 

Boy.  I know  whither  my  Lord. 

Count.  Keep  it  from  Lazar iJIo : Sifter  lhall  I confer  with 
you  in  private,  to  know  the  caufe  of  the  Dukes  coming 
hither,  I know  he  makes  you  acquainted  with  his  bulinefs  of 
State. 

Oria.  PH  fatisfic  you  brother,for  I fee  you  are  jealous  of  me. 
Gond.  Now  there  fhall  be  fome  courfe  taken  for  hercon- 


vciancc. 

Laza.  LazariUo^  ihou  art  happy,  thy  carii  igc  hath  begot 
love,  and  that  love  hath  brought  forth  fruits,  thou  art  licrc 
in  the  comjiany  of  a man  honorable,  that  will  hclj)  thee 
to  tall  of  the  bounties  of  rhe  Sea,  and  when  thou  halt  lb 
done  thou  lhalt  retire  thy  Icif  unto  the  court,  and  ti'.erc 
tall  of  the  delicates  of  the  earth,  and  be  great  in  the  eyes 
of  thy  Soveraign:  now  no  more  flialt  thou  need  to  Icramiilc 
lor  thy  meat,  nor  remove  thy  flo  . ach  with  the  C'ourt But 
thy  credit  lhall  eommaud  thy  hearts  dcliic,  and  all  novelties 
flail  be  lent  as  prclcnts  unto  thee. 

Count.  Good  Sifter  , when  you  fee  your  own  time,  wil 
you  return  home. 

Or/j.  Yes  brother,  and  not  before. 

Laza.  I will  grow  popu  a in  this  State,  and  overthrow 
the  fortunes  of  a number,  mat  live  by  extortion. 

Count.  Laz  relit)  , bellirr  thy  Iclf  nimbly  and  fodainly, 
and  hear  me  with  patience  to  hear. 

Laza.  Let  me  not  fall  from  my  fllf^  Speak  I 'm  bound. 

Count.  So  art  thou  to  levengc,  when  thOu  lhalt  htarthe 
fifh  head  is  gone,  and  v/c  know  not  whither. 

Laza.  I will  not  curfe,  nor  fvvear,  nor  rage,  nor  rail, 

Nor  with  contemptuous  tongue,  accule  my  Fate  y 
Though  I might  juflly  doe  it,  nor  will  I 
Wilh  my  fclf  uncreated  for  this  evil : 

Shall  I entreat  your  Lordfhip  to  be  feen 
A little  longer  in  the  company 
Of  a man  crofs’d  by  Fortune? 

Count.  I hate  to  leave  my  friend  in  his  extremities. 

Laza.  ’Tis  noble  in  you,  then  I take  your  hand, 

And  doe  proteft,  I doe  not  follow  this 
For  any  malice  or  for  private  ends, 

But  with  a love,  as  gentle  and  as  chaft. 

As  that  a brother  to  his  lifter  bears ; 

And  if  I fee  this  fifli  head  yet  unknown  y 
The  laft  words  that  my  dying  father  fpake. 

Before  his  eye  firings  brake,  lhall  not  of  me 
So  often  be  remembred,  as  our  meeting ; 

'"ortune  attend  me,  as  my  ends  are  juft,' 
ull  of  pure  love,  and  free  from  fcrvile  lull. 

Cottnt.  Farwell  my  Lord,  I was  entreated  to  invite  your 
Lordfhip  to  a Lady’s  upfiring. 

Gond.  O my  ears, why  Madam,will  not  you  follow  your  bro- 
ther? you  are  waited  for  by  great  men,  heel  bring  you  to  him. 

Oria.  I'm  very  well  my  Lord,  you  doe  miilake  me,  if 
you  think  I afielt  greater  company  than  your  felf. 

Gond.  What  madnefs^ollelleth  thee,  that  thou  canft 
imagine  me  a fit  man  to  entertain  Lady’s  -,I  tell  thee,  1 doe 
ufe  to  tear  their  hair,  to  kick  them,  and  twindge  their 
nofes,  if  they  be  not  carefull  in  avoiding  me. 

Oria.  Your  Lordfhip  may  difeant  upon  your  own  behavior 
as  pleafe  you,  but  I proteft,  fo  fweet  and  courtly  it  ap- 
peares  in  my  eye,  that  I mean  not  to  leave  you  yet. 

Crnd.  I flail  grow  rough, 

Oria.  A rough  carriage  is  beft  in  a man. 

I’ll  dine  with  you  my  Lord. 

Gond.  Why  I will  ftarve  thee,  thou  fhalt  have  nothing. 

Oria.  I have  heard  of  your  Lordfhips  nothing , I’ll  put 
that  to  the  venture. 

Go)id.  Well  thou  flalt  have  meat.  I’ll  fend  it  to  thee. 

Oria.  I’ll  keep  no  ftate  my  Lord,  neither  doe  1 mourn, 
I’ll  dine  with  you. 

Gond.  Is  fuch  a think  as  this  allowed  to  live.? 

What  power  hath  let  the  loofe  upon  the  earth 
To  plague  us  for  our  Sins?  Out  of  my  doors. 

Oria.  I would  your  Lordfhip  did  but  fee  how  well 
This  fiiry  doth  become  you,  it  doth  flew 
So  neer  the  life,  as  it  were  natural. 

Gond.  O thou  damn’d  woman,  I will  flic  the  vengeance 
That  hangs  above  thee,follow  if  thou  dar’fl.  ExitGondarino. 

Oria.  I mull  not  leave  this  fellow,  I will  torment  him  to 
madnefs. 

To  teach  his  paffions  againft  kind  to  move, 

The  more  he  hates, the  more  I’ll  feem  to  love. 

'Exeunt  Oriana  and  Maid.  O O O 2 Enter 


7 he  Womans  Hater. 


hutfr  Tjndjr  and  Mercer  a c':Uz.en. 

Fjnd.  Sir,  wliat  may  be  done  by  art  fliall  be  done, 

I wear  nor  this  black  cloak  for  nothing. 

M:r.  rcriorin  th'S,  help  me  to  this  great  heir  by  Icarn^ 
ing,  and  you  fhall  want  no  black  cloaks  \ taftatics,  illkgro- 
grans,  Ihitins  and  velvets  are  mine,  they  fnall  be  yours  \ 
perform  what  you  have  promis’d,  and  you  fliall  make  me 
a lover  of  Sciences,  1 will  ftudy  the  learned  languages,  and 
keep  my  (hop-book  in  Latine. 

Pjud.  Trouble  me  not  now  , I will  not  fail  you  within 
this  hour  at  your  (hop. 

Mcr.  Let  Art  have  her  courfe. 

Exit  Mercer. 

Enter  Curtezan. 

Find.  ’Tis  well  fpoken,  Madona. 

Mad.  Haft  thou  brought  me  any  cuftomers. 

Pan.  Ko. 

Mj.  W hat  the  devil  do’ft  thou  in  black? 

Fj.  As  all  (blemn  profeflbrs  of  fetled  courfes,  doe,  cover 
my  knavery  with  it : will  you  marry  a citizen^  Reaibnably 
rich , and  unreafonably  foolifli,  lilks  in  his  fliop,  mony  in 
his  purle,  and  no  wut  in  his  head  ? 

Mj.  Out  upon  him,  I could  have  othervvife  than  fo,  there 
was  a Knight  (wore  he  would  have  had  me,  if  I would 
have  lent  him  but  forty  (hillings  to  have  redeem’d  his  cloak, 
to  goe  to  Church  in. 

Pan.  Then  your  waftcotewayter  fhall  have  him, call  her  in? 

Mj.  France^na? 

Fr.  A.non? 

Mj.  Get  you  to  the  Church,  and  fnrive  your  felf, 

For  you  fliall  be  richly  marryed  anon. 

Pan.  And  get  you  after  her,  I will  work  upon  my  citi- 
zen whilft  he  is  warm,  I muft  not  fuffer  him  to  confult 
with  his  neighbours,  the  openeft  fools  are  hardly  coufened, 
if  they  once  grow  jealous.  Exeunt 


JHus  Tertius. 

Sc.ena  Prim  a. 

Enter  Gondarino  flying  the  Lady. 

Gond.Q^Axc  me  ye  better  powers,  let  me  not  fall 

O Between  the  lo(c  embracements  of  a woman : 
Heaven,  if  my  Sins  be  ripe  grown  to  a head. 

And  muft  attend  your  vengeance ; 1 beg  not  to  divert  my  fate, 
Or  to  reprive  a while  thy  punifliment 
Only  I crave,  and  hear  me  equal)  heavens, 

Let  not  your  furious  rod,  that  muft  affli<ft  me 
Be  that  imperfed  peece  of  nature. 

That  art  makes  up,  woman,  unfatiate  woman. 

Had  we  not  knowing  fouls,  at  firft  infus’d 
To  teach  a difference,  ’twixt  extremes  and  goods  ? 

Were  we  not  made  our  felves,  free,  unconfin’d 
Commanders  of  our  own  afftdions  ? 

And  can  it  be,  that  this  moft  perfed  creature, 

'Lhis  image  of  his  maker,  well  fquar’d  man. 

Should  leave  the  handfaft,  that  he  had  of  grace, 

To  fall  into  a womans  eafie  armes. 

Enter  Oriana. 

On  an.  Now  Venus.,  be  my  fpeed,  infpire  me  with  all  the 
fcvcrall  (ubtil  temptations,  that  thou  haft  already  given, 
or  haft  in  (lore  heareaftcr  to  beftow  upon  our  Sex:  grant 
that  I may  apply  that  Phyfick  that  is  moft  apt  to  work 


upon  him  : whether  he  will  (boned  be  mov’d  with  wan- 
tonnefs,  (inging,  dancing:,  or  being  pallionate,  with  fcorn  •, 
or  with  fad  and  (crious  looks,  cunningly  mingled  with  (ighs, 
with  fmiling,  lifping,  killing  the  hand,  and  miking  (hort 
curt’lies , Or  with  whatibever  other  nimble  power,  he  may 
be  caught,  doe  thou  infuie  into  me,  and  when  I have  him, 

I will  facrilice  him  up  to  thee. 

Gond.  It  comes  again New  apparitions. 

And  tempting  fpirits  ; Stand  and  reveal  thy  felf, 

Tell  why  thou  foUoweft  me?  I (ear  thee 
As  I fear  the  place  thou  earn’d  from  : Hell. 

Orian.  My  t.ord,  1 ’in  a woman,  and  fuch  a one — 

Gond.  That  1 hate  truely,  thou  hadft  better  bin  a devill, 
Orian.  W'  hy  ray  unpatient  Lord  ? ^ 

Gond.  Devils  were  once  good,  there  tliey  excell’d  you 
woman. 

Orian.  Can  ye  be  (b  uneafie,  can  ye  freeze,  and 
Such  a fummers  heat  fo  ready 
To  diflblve?  nay  gentle  Lord,  turn  not  away  in  fcorn. 

Nor  hold  me  Ids  fair  than  lam  ; look  on  thde  cheeks. 
They  have  yet  enough  of  nature,  true  complexion. 

If  to  be  red  and  white,  a forehead  high, 

An  eafie  melting  lip,  a fpeaking  eye. 

And  (iich  a tongue,  whole  language  takes  the  ear 
Of  ftrid  religion,  and  men  moft  auftere ; 

If  thde  may  hope  to  pleale,  look  here. 

Gond.  This  woman  with  entreaty  wo’d  (how  all. 

Lady  there  lies  your  way,  I pray  ye  farewell. 

Orian.  Y’are  yet  too  harlh,  too  dilibnant. 

There’s  no  true  mufick  in  your  words,  my  Lord. 

Gond.  What  (hall  1 give  tlfee  to  be  gone? 

Here’s  ta,  and  tha  wants  lodging,  take  my  houle,  ’tis  big 
enough,  ’tis  thine  own  , ’twill  hold  five  leacherous  Lords 
and  their  lackies  without  difeovery : there’s  doves  and  bath 
ing  tubs. 

Orian.  Dear  Lord : y’are  too  wild. 

Gond.  Shalt  have  a Dodor  too,  thou  (hat,  ’bout  fix  anc 
twentie,  ’tis  a pleafing  age  Or  I can  help  thee  to  a hand- 
fome  Vflier : or  if  thou  lack’d  a page.  I’ll  give  thee  one 
preethee  keep  houfe,  and  leave  me. 

Oria.  I *doe  confels  I ’m  too  eafie,  too  much  woman. 

Not  coy  enough  to  take  affedion. 

Yet  I canTrown  and  nip  a palTion, 

Even  in  the  bud : I can  (ay 
Men  pleafe  their  prefent  heats  j Then  pleafe  to  leave  us 
I can  hold  off^  and,  by  my  Chymick  power. 

Draw  Sonnets  from  the  melting  lovers  brainy 
Ayme'^s.,  and  Elegies : yet  to  you  my  Lord 
My  Love,  my  better  felf,  I put  thele  off^ 

Doing  that  office,  not  befits  our  fex. 

Entreat  a man  to  love  ^ 

Arc  ye  not  yet  relenting.?  ha’ye  blood  and  Spirit 
In  thofe  veins  ? ye  are  no  image,  though  ye  be  as  hard 
As  marble : fiire  ye  have  no  liver,  if  ye  had, 

’Twould  fend  a lively  and  defiring  heat 
To  every  member*.  Is  not  this  miTdable? 

A thing  fo  truely  form’d,  (hapt  out  by  Symetry, 

Has  all  the  organs  that  belong  to  man, 

And  working  too,  yet  to  (hew  all  thele 
Like  dead  motions  moving  upon  wyers? 

Then  good  my  Lord,  leave  off  what  you  ha’  e been. 

And  freely  be  what  you  were  firft  intended  for,  a man, 

Gond.  Thou  art  a precious  peece  of  (lie  damnation, 

I will  be  deaf,  I will  lock  up  my  ears. 

Tempt  me  not,  I will  not  love-,  If  1 doe. 

Oria.  Then  I’ll  hate  you. 

Gond.  Let  me  be  ’nointed  with  hony, and  turn’d  into  the 
Sun, 

To  be  flung  to  death  with  horfe-flics, 

Hcar’ft  thou,  thou  breeder,  here  I’ll  fit. 

And,  in  defpight  of  thee,  I will  fay  nothing. 

Oria.  L€t  me  with  your  fair  patience,  lit  befide  you. 
Gond.  Madam,  Lady,  tempter,  tongue,  woman,  ayr. 
Look  to  me,  1 (hall  kick  1 lay  again. 

Look 


The  Woman- Hater. 


' Look  to  me  I fliall  kick. 

- Oru.  I cannot  think  your  better  knowledg  can  life  a 
woman  fo  uncivilly. 

Gond.  I cannot  think,  I fliall  become  a coxcombe. 

To  ha’my  hair  curlM,  by  an  idle  finger, 

My  cheeks  turn  Ta^rs,  and  be  plaid  upon. 

Mine  eyes  lookt  babies  in,  and  my  nofe  blowd  to  my  hand, 

I fay  again  1 fhall  kick,  furc  1 fhall. 

Oria.  ’Tis  but  your  oiitfidc  that  you  fhcw,I  know  your 
mind 

Never  was  guilty  of  fo  great  a weaknefs. 

Or  could  the  tougues  of  all  men  joyn’d  together. 

Poflefs  me  with  a thought  of  your  diflike 
iMy  weaknefs  were  above  a womans,  to  fall  off 
iFrom  my  afleftion,  for  one  crack  of  thunder, 
lOvvoM  you  could  love,  my  Lord. 

j Gond.  I wo’d thou  wouldfl;  fit  ftill,  and  fay  nothing : what 
mad-man  let  thee  lofe  to  do  more  mifehief  than  a doufen 
whirlwinds,  keep  thy  hands  in  thy  muff,  and  warm  the 
idle  worms  in  thy  fingers  ends:  will  ye  be  doing  ftill?  will 
no  entreating  ferve  ye?  no  lawfull  warning?  I muft  remove 
and  leave  your  Ladyfhip;^  Nay  never  hope  to  ftay  me, 
ifor  I will  run,  from  that  Smooth,  Smiling,  Witching,  Couf- 
■ ening.  Tempting,  Damning  face  of  thine,  as  far  as  1 can 
i find  any  land,  where  I will  put  my  felf  into  a daily  courfc 
of  Curfes  for-thee,  and  all  thy  Familie. 

Oria  Nay  good  my  Lord  fit  ftill,  Pll  promife  peace 
And  fold  mine  Armes  up,  let  but  mine  eye  difeourfe 
Or  let  my  voyce,  fet  to  Ibme  pleafing  cord,  found  out 
The  fullen  ftrains  of  my  negleded  love. 

Gond.  Sing  till  thou  ctack  thy  treble-ftring  in  peeces. 
And  when  thou  haft  done,  put  up  thy  pipes  and  walk. 

Doe  any  thing,  fit  ftill  and  tempt  me  not. 

Oria.  I had  rather  fing  at  doors  for  bread,  than  fing  to 
this  fellow,  but  for  hate : if  this  fhould  be  told  in  the  Court, 
that  I begin  to  'woe  Lords , what  a troop  of  the  untruft 
nobilitie  fhould  1 have  at  my  lodging  to  morrow  morning? 

SONG.  ; 

Gome Jleep.,  and  with  the  fweet  deceiving.^ 

Lock^me  in  delight  a while^ 

‘ Let  fome  pleafing  Dreamt  beguile 

All  my  fancies  j that  from  thence, 

I may  feel  an  influence. 

All  my  powers  of  care  bereaving. 

Though  but  a Jhadow,  but  a fiding. 

Let  me  k^ow  fome  little  loy. 

We  that  fuff er  long  anoy 
uire  contented  with  a thought 
Through  an  idle  fancie  wrought 
0 let  my  joyes,  have  fome  abiding. 

Gond.  Have  you  done  your  waflayl?  ’tis  a handfome 
drowfie  dittie  I’ll  affure  ye,  now  I had  as  leave  hear  a Cat 
cry,  when  her  tail  is  cut  off , as  hear  thele  lamentations, 
thefe  lowfie  love-layes,  thele  bewailements : you  think  you 
have  caught  me  Lady , you  think  I melt  now,  like  a difh 
of  May  butter,  and  run,  all  into  brine,  and  pafTion  ? yes, 
yes,  I ’m  taken,  look  how  I crofs  my  arms,  look  pale,  and 
dwyndle,  and  wo’d  cry,  but  for  fpoyling  my  face  •,  we  muft 
part,  nay  we'll  avoyd  all  Ccremony,no  kifling  Lady,  1 delire 
to  know  your  Ladilhipno  more-,  death  of  my  foul  the  Duke! 

Oria.  God  keep  your  Lordfhip. 

Gond,  From  thee  and  all  thy  fex. 

Oria.  I’ll  be  the  Clark,  and  crie.  Amen, 

Your  Lordfhips  ever  afTur«d  enemie  Oriana. 

Exit.  Oriana,  Manet  Gondarino, 
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ABus  Ter  tins. 


S(\€na  See  Hilda. 


Inter  Duke,  Arrign,  Lucio. 

Gond.  \ LL  the  days  good,  attend  your  Lordfliip, 

jl\  Duk.  We  thank  you  Gondarino,  is  it  poffible? 

Can  belief  lay  hold  on  fuch  a miracle. 

To  fee  thee,  one  that  hath  cloyft’rcd  up  all  paffion, 

Turn’d  wilfull  votary,  and  forfworn  converfe  with  wo-  , 
men,  in  company  and  fair  difeourfe,  with  the  beft  beauty 
of  Millain  ? 

Gon.  ’Tis  true,  and  if  your  Grace  that  hath  the  fway 
Of  the  whole  State,  will  llifier  this  lude  lex, 

Thefe  women:  to  purfue  us  to  our  homes, 

Not  to  be  prayd,  not  to  be  rail’d  away, 

But  they  will  woe,  and  dance,  and  fing. 

And,  in 'a  manner,  loofer  than  they  are 
By  nature  (which  fhould  feem  impoffible  J 
To  throw  their  armes,  on  our  unwilling  necks. 

Duk-  No  more,  1 can  fee  through  your  viflore,  diflcmblc 
it  no  more. 

Doe  not  I know  thou  haft  us’d  all  Art, 

To  work  upon  the  poor  fimplicitie 

Of  this  yong  Maid,  that  yet  hath  known  none  ill  > 

Thinkeft  that  damnation  will  fright  thofe  that  wo :e 
From  oaths,  and  lies?  But  yet  1 think  her  chaft. 

And  will  from  thee,  before  thou  flialt  apply  ' ; 

Stronger  temptations,  bear  her  hence  with  me. 

Gond.  My  Lord,  I fpeak  not  this  to  gain  new  grace. 

But  howfoever  you  efteeme  my  words, 

My  love  and  dutie  will  not  fuffer  me 
To  fee  you  favour  fuch  a proftitute. 

And  I ftand  by  dumb;,  Without  Rack,  Torture, 

Or  Strappado,  I unrip  my  felf : 

I doe  confefs  I was  in  company  wjth  that  pleafing  peecc 
of  frailtie,  that  we  call  woman  ■,  I doe  confefs  after  along  • 
and  tedious  feige,  I yielded. 

Duke.  Forward. 

Gond.  Faith  my  Lord  to  come  quickly  to  the  point,  the 
woman  you  law  with  me  is  a whore  -,  An  arrant  whore. 

Dul{e.  Was  fhe  not  Count  Valores,  Sifter? 

Gond.  Yes,  that  Count  Valores  Sifter  is  naught. 

Duk.  Thou  dar’ft  not  fay  fo. 

Gond.  Not  if  it  be  diftafting  to  your  Lordfhip,  but  give 
me  freedome,  and  I dare  maintain,  fhe  ha’s  imbrac’d  this 
body,  and  grown  to  it  as  clofe,  as  the  hot  youthfull  vine 
to  the  elme. 

Duk:  Twice  have  I feen  her  with  thee,  twice  my  thoughts  i 
were  prompted  by  mine  eye,  to  hold  thy  ftridnefs  falfe  and  • 
impofterous : Is  this  your  mewing  up,  your  ftrid  retire- 
ment , your  bitternefs  and  gaul  againft  that  fex  ? Have  I 
not  heard  thee  fay,  thou  wouldft  Iboner  meet  the  EafHsks, 
dead  doing  eye,  than  meet  a woman  for  an  objed  ? Look 
it  be  true  you  tell  me,  or  by  our  countries  Saint  your  head 
goes  off : if  thou  prove  a whore,  no  womans  face  fliall  ever  ‘ 
iriove  me  more. 

Exeunt. 

Manet  Gondarino. 

Gond.  So,  fo,  ’tis  as ’t  fliould  be  , are  women  grown  lb 
mankind  ? Muft  they  be  wooing , I have  a plot  fhall  blow 
her  up,  Ihe  flyes , fhe  mounts  -,  I'll  teach  her  Ladylhip  to 
dare  my  fury  , 1 will  be  known  , and  fear’d  , and  more 
truely  hated  of  women  than  an  Eunuch. 


Enter 


\I  he  WomatuHater, 


I f >:i:r  Or  uni. 

^I'c's  hcrcngnin,  good  gpnl  be  patient,  lor  I mult  dincmbic. 

( N'o.v  my  cold,  tVofty  I ord,  my  woman-Hatcr,  you 
rli ’t  h.ve  l»vo.  ii  an  e\crIaRing  bate  to  all  our  lex : by 
V !ior!'.  !::x>d  l ord,  and  ns  I ’m  yet  a maid,  my  thought 
i'' ' ;\v.c!lcnt  (port  to  hear  your  honor  hvear  out  an  Al- 
"!ial\  t,  ihnte  noldy  like  a Generali,  kick  like  a relty  Jade, 
1 ira-e  id  laecs : Did  your  good  Honor  think  I was  in 
io\v.  f wlure  ilid  1 firfr  begin  to  take  that  heat?  From  thole 
two  uahanr  eyes, that  piercing  light  ?oh  they  were  lovely,  if 
lie  behs  Irocd  right:,  and  there’s  a leg  nhade  out  of  a 
ia  nry  Had,  Where,  the  Gods  be  thanked,  there  is  calf 

T.Ollgb. 

f v*.  Pardon  him  I.ady,  that  is  now’ a convert, 
our  beauty,  like  a Saint  hath  wrought  this  wonder. 
Orufu.  Alais,  ha’s  it  been  prick’d  at  the  heart?  is  the 
iiomach  come  cio.vu?  wall  it  rail  no  more  at  women,  and 
'a’i  'em  Divells,  Ihc  Cats,  and  Goblins? 

Cn:J.  He  that  Ihall  marry  thee,  had  better  fpend  the 
i>oor  remainder  ol  his  days  in  a dung-barge,  for  two  pence 
a week,  and  find  himrdf, 

' ••..11  again  Siplecn,  1 pretlicc  dowm  again,  flialll  find 
i.  . -.1-  Lavlv  ? liiail  at  length  my  true  unfeigned  penitence 
• i T'a  ioii  -or  my  haiJh  unfeafoned  follies?  I’m  no  more 
t Athci.'l-,  no  ! doc  acknoivlcdge,  that  dread  povverfull 
Deity,  and  his  ad  qiik’kning  heats  burn  in  my  breafl:  oh 
■c  n t as  I was,  hard  unrelenting^  but  as  I ’m,  be  partner 
■ 'mvlirc'.. 

( -ru.  Si  rc  we  have  here  of  Larks,  the  Skies  will  not  hold 
p Ion  t,  I n’oald  have  look’d  as  fbon  for  Froft  in  tlae  dog 
or  aiiothcr  humdarion,  as  hop’d  this  ftrange  conver- 
n above  miracle  let  me  look  upon  your  Lordfliip  j is 
I ..  ■'  ur  name  Gondji-ino  / are  yon  Millains  Generali,  that  great 
up- near  blcody- bones  , at  whofe  name  all  women,  from 
' he  Lady  to  the  Landrefs,  fhake  like  a cold  fit? 

I G.ikcI.  Good  patience  help  me,  this  Fever  will  inrage  my 
blood  again ; .Madam  I’m  that  man^  I ’m  even  he  that  once 
'id  o.vc  unreconcil’d  hate  to  you,  and  all  that  bear  the 
ram:  of  woman;  I ’m  the  man  that  wrong’d  your  Honor 
’ to  the  Duke : i ’m  the  man  that  laid  you  were  unchaff, 
and  proff  itutc,  yet  I ’m  he  that  dare  deny  all  this. 

Ori  m.  Your  big  Nobility  is  very  merry. 

Crfi'J.  Lady  ’tis  true  that  I have  wrong’d  you  thus, 

Aj.d  my  contritiou  is  as  true  as  that. 

Yet  have  I found  a means  to  make  all  good  again, 

} doc  bcfeech  your  beautie,  not  for  my  lelf. 

My  merits  are  yet  in  conception, 

But  for  your  honors  iafety  and  my  zeal 

Retire  a while,  while  1 unfay  my  lelf  unto  the  Duke, 

An'!  caff  out  that  ill  Spirit  I have  pofleff  him  with, 

I have  a houfe  conveniently  private. 

Ori.  I.ord,  thou  haft  wrong’d  my  innocence,  but  thy 
confefron  bath  gain’d  thee  faith. 

Gund.  1-y  the  true  honeff  Icrvicc,  that  I owe  thefc  eyes 
flrangely. 

My  meaning  is  as  f])0tlcfs  as  my  faith. 

Oru.  I'hc  Duke  doubt  mine  honor?  a may  judge 
’ T .'vill  not  be  long,  licforc  I’ll  be  enlarg’d  again. 
u >}d.  A day  or  two. 

Orijtf.  l\!inc  own  fervants  fiiall  attend  me. 

C'ond.  Your  Lad^fhips  command  is  good. 

Oru  it.  Look  j on  be  true.  ExItOriam. 

G:»d.  Fife  let  me  lofc  the  hopes  my  foul  afpircs  to;  1 will 
' c a hoiir  10  all  females  in  my  life,  and  after  my  death, 

1 h-  napif  of  Gntidarino,  fhall  be  terrible  to  the  mighty  wo- 
rn’ of  the  earth  They  fhail  fhake  at  my  name,  and  at  the 
f(  n:'  fu  it.  the-ir  kr.ccs  fhall  knock  together  •,  And  they  fhall 
r < ' in  o N ur  ncrles,  for  they  and  1 arc  beyond  all  hope  irre- 
(oaci’al;!: ; for  if  I fo  ild  endure  an  car  with  a hole  in’t,  or 
r.  ] 'cried  or  aTarc  headed  Coachman,  that  fits  like  a 
i:cn  vhcie  great  l.advs  arc  to  be  fold  within-,  agreement 
fv  v.;.,!  i c , vv.rc  not  to  be  difpaircd  of;,  if  I could  be 
’nnt  bron;  hr  to  endure  ?o  fee  women,  1 would  have  them 
cOi;.e  ;.ii  on  c a wcek,amj  kils  me, as  Witches  doc  the  dcvill, 
U)  roi'cn  of  ho.r.age  ;lmiirL  not  live  here, /will  to  the  Court, 


and  there  purfuc  my  plot  ^ when  it  hath  took,  women  fnall 
If  and  in  awe,  but  of  my  look.  Exit 


AHtis  Ter  tins, 

Scxna  Tcrtia. 

Enter  ijvo  Intelligencers^  dijeovering  treafon  in  the 
Conrtiers  words. 

I.  7«te/.'^Here  take  your  ffanding,  be  clofe  and  vigilant, 
1.  here  will  I fet  my  felf,  and  let  him  look  to  his 
language,  a fhall  know  the  Duke  has  more  cars  in  Court 
than  two. 

2.  Int.  I’ll  quote  him  to  a tittle,  let  him  fpeak  wifely,  and 
plainly,  and  as  hidden  as  a can,  or  I fliall  crufh  him,  a IhalL 
not  fcape  charrafters,  though  a Ipeak  Babel,  I fhall  crufi' 
him ; we  have  ,a  Fortune  by  this  lervice  hanging  over  us 
that  vyithin  this  year  or  two,  I hope  we  fliall  be  calledto  be 
examiners,  wear  politick  gowns  garded  with  copper  lace 
making  great  faces  full  of  fear  and  office,  our  labors  may 
deferve  this, 

I.  Int.  1 hope  it  fliall;  why  has  not  many  men  been  railed 
from  this  worming  trade,  firft  to  gain  good  accefs  to  great 
men,  then  to  have  commiffions  out  for  fearcli,  and  iaffly, 
to  be  worthily  nam’d  at  a great  Arraignment ; yes,  and  why 
not  we?  They  that  endeavor  well  deferve  their  Fee. 

Clofe,  dole,  a comes : mark  well,  and  all  goes  well. 

Enter  County  LazareUo^  and  his  Boy. 

H 

Laz.  Farewell  my  hopes, my  Anchor  now  is  broken. 
Farewell  my  quondam  joys,  of  which  no  token 
Is  now  remaining,  fiich  is  the  fad  mifchance. 

Where  Lady  Fortune  leads  the  flipp’ry  cfance. 

Yet  at  the  length,  let  me  this  favour  have. 

Give  me  my  wifhes,  or  a wiflied  grave. 

Count.  The  gods  defend  fo  brave  and  valiant  maw. 
Should  flip  into  the  never  fatiate  jaw 
Of  black  Defpair  ^ no,  thou  fnalt  live  and  know 
Thy  full  defires,  hunger  thy  ancient  foe, 

Shall  be  fubdued  y thole  guts  that  daily  tumble 
Through  ayr  and  appetite,  fhall  ceafe  to  rumble : 

And  thou  Ihalt  now  at  length  obtain  thy  difh. 

That  noble  part,  the  fweet  head  of  a filh. 

Laz.  Then  am  I greater  than  the  Duke. 

2.  Jnt.  There,  there’s  a notable  peece  of  treafon,  greater 
than  the  Duke,  mark  that. 

Count.  But  how,  or  where,  or  when  this  fliall  be  com- 
pas’d,  is  yet  out  of  my  reach. 

Laz,.  I am  fb  truely  miferable,  that  might 
I be  now  knockt  oth’  head,  with  all  my  heart 
I would  forgive  a dog-killer. 

Count.  Yet  doe  I fee  through  this  confufednefs  feme  little 
comlbrt. 

Laz.  The  plot  my  Lord,  as  er’e  you  came  of  a woman, 
difeover. 

I.  Int.  Plots,  dangerous  plots,  I will  deferve  bythismofl: 
liberally. 

Count.  ’Tis  from  my  head  again. 

Laz.  O that  it  would  fland  me, that  I might  fight, or  have 
fomc  venture  for  it, that  i might  be  turn’d  loole,to  try  my  for- 
tune amongfl;  the  whole  frie  in  a Colledge,  or  an  Inn  of 
Court, or  fcramble  with  the  prilbners  in  the  dungeon  ^ nay 
were  it  fet  down  in  the  outward  court. 

And  all  the  Guard  about  it  in  a ring. 

With  their  knives  drawn,  which  were  a difmall  light, 

And  after  twenty  leifurely  were  told, 

I to  be  let  loofc  only  in  my  Ihirt, 

To  trie  the  valour,  how  much  of  the  fpoyl, 

I would  recover, from  the  enemies  mouths; 

I WOU  l(j 


The  iVoman-Hater. 


479 


Upon  country  people  in  progrefs  time,  nncl 

Wilt  thou  lole  tnis  opinion,  for  the  cold  head  of  a Fifh  ? 

I fay,  let  it  goe : I’ll  help  thee  to  as  good  a dilh  of  meat. 

Laz.  God  let  me  not  live,  if  I doe  not  wonder, 

Men  fljoiild  talk  fo  propanely  • 

But  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  loofc  words, 

Of  any  vain  or  misbelceving  man, 

To  make  me  dare  to  wrong  thy  purity. 

Shew  me  but  any  Lady  in  the  Court, 

That  hath  fo  full  an  eye,  fo  fweet  a brcatli. 

So  foft  and  white  a flefli : this  doth  not  he 

In  almond  gloves,  nor  ever  hath  bin  walht 

In  artificial!  baths : no  traveller 

That  hath  brought  dodor  home  with  him,  hath  dat’d 

With  all  his  waters,  powders,  Fucufles, 

To  make  thy  lovely  corps  fbphifticate. 

Count.  I have  it,  ’tis  now  infus’d,  be  comforted. 

Laz.  Can  there  be  that  little  hope  yet  left  in  nature  Pfliall 
I once  more  ered  up  Trophies/  Shall  I enjoy  the  fight  of 
my  dear  Saint,  and  blefs  my  pallate  with  the  bell  of  crea- 
tures, ah  good  my  Lord,  % whom  1 breathe  again,  fnall 
I receive  this  Being? 

Count.  Sir  I have  found  by  certain  calculation,  and  fetled 
revolution  of  the  liars,  the  Fifli  is  fent  by  the  Lord  Gondarim 
to  his  Mercer,  now  ’tis  a growing  hope  to  know  where  ’tis, 
Laz.  O ’tis  far  above  the  good  of  women , the  Pathick^ 

[ cannot  yield  more  pleafing  titilation. 

Count.  But  how  to  compafs  it  fearch,  call  about,  and 
bang  your  braius,  Lazarello.,  thou  art  too  dull  and  heavy  to 
deferve  a bleffing. 

Laz.  My  Lord,  I will  not  be  idle  j now  LazareHo^  think, 
think,  think, 

Count.  Yonder’s  my  informer 
And  his  fellow  with  table  books,  they’  nod  at  me 
Upon  my  life,  they  have  poor  Lazarello.,  that  beats 
His  brains  about  no  fuch  waighty  matter,  in  for 
Treafon  before  this — 

Laz.  My  Lord  , what  doe  you  think  , if  I fliould  lhave 
my  felf. 

Put  on  midwives  apparell,  come  in  with  a hand-kercher. 
And  beg  a piece  for  a great  bellied  woman,  or  a fick  child  ? 
Count.  Good,  very  good. 

Laz.  Or  corrupt  the  waiting  prentife  to  betray  the 
reverfion. 

1.  Inte.  There’s  another  point  in’s  plot,  corrupted  with 
money  •,  to  betray : fure  ’tis  ibme  Fort  a means : mark,  have 
a care. 

Laz.  And ’twere  the  bare  vinegar  ’tis  eaten  with,it  would 
in  fbme  fort  fatisfie  nature : but  might  I once  attain  the 
dilh  it  felf,  though  I cut  out  my  means  through  fword  and 
fire,  through  poifbn,  through  any  thing  that  may  make 
good  my  hopes. 

2.  Int.  Thanks  to  the  gods,  and  our  officioufnefs,  the 
plots  difeover’d,  fire,  fleel,  and  poifbn,  burn  the  Palace, 
kill  the  Duke  and  poifon  his  privie  Councell. 

Count.  To  the  mercers,  let  me  fee : how,  if  before  we 
can  attain  the  means,  to  make  up  our  acquaintance  , the 
fifh  be  eaten  ? 

Laz.  If  it  be  eaten,  here  he  Hands,  that  is  the  moft  de- 
jefted,  moft  unfortunate,  miferable,  accurfed,  forfaken  Have 
this  Province  yields : I will  not  fure  outlive  it,  no  I will  dye 
bravely,  and  like  a Roman  ^ and  after  death,  amidft  the 
Elizian  fhades.  I’ll  meet  my  love  again. 

I . In.  I will  dye  bravely,  like  a Roman : have  a care,  mark 
that,  when  he  hath  done’ all,  he  will  kill  himfelf. 

Count.  Will  nothing  eafe  your  appetite  but  this? 

Laz.  No  could  the  Sea  throw  up  his  vaftnefs. 

And  offer  free  his  belt  inhabitants : ’twere  not  fo  much  as 
a bare  temptation  to  me. 

Count.,  If  you  could  be  drawn  to  affed  Beef,  Venifbn,  or 
Fowl,  ’twould  be  far  the  better". 

Laza.  1 doe  befeech  your  Lordfhips  patience, 

I doe  confefs  that  in  this  heat  of  blood, 

I have  contemn’d  all  dull  and  groffer  meats. 


But  I proteft  I doc  honor  a Chine  of  Beef, 

I doc  reverence  a loyn  of  Veal, 

But  good  my  Lord,  give  me  leave  a little  to  .adore  this; 
But  my  good  Lord,  woiilu  your  Lordihip,  under  color  of 
taking  up  Ibmc  lilks,  goe  to  the  Mercers,  I would  in  all 
humilitic  attend  your  honor,  where  we  may  be  invited,  if 
Fortune  ffand  propitious. 

Count.  Sir  yon  Ihall  work  me  as  you  plcafc. 

Laza.  Let  It  be  liiddcnLy,  I doc  befeech  your  Lordlliip, 
’tis  now  upon  the  point  of  dinner  time. 

Count.  1 am  all  yours. 

Lxsunt  Lazarello  and  Count. 

1.  In.  Come  let  us  confer, 

Imprimis  he  faith,like  a blafphemous  villain,he ’s  greater  than 
the  Duke,  this  peppers  him,  and  there  were  nothing  elfc. 

2.  In.  Then  he  was  naming  plots  ^ did  you  not  hear  ? 

J.  In.  Yes  but  he  fell  from  that  unto  difeovery,  to  cor- 
rupt by  money,  and  fo  attain. 

2.  In.  1,1,  he  meant  fome  Fort, or  Cyttadell  the  Duke  hath, 
his  very  face  betraid  his  meaning,0  heis  very  fubtilc  and  a 
dangerous  knave,  but  if  he  deal  a Gods  name,  we  fhall  worm 
him 

1.  In.  But  now  comes  the  Stroak,  the  fatall  blow.  Fire, 
Sword  and  Poyfon,  O Canibal,  thou  bloody  Canibal. 

2.  In.  What  had  become  of  this  poor  ftate,had  we  not  been? 

1.  In.  Faith  it  had  lyen buried  in  his  own  allies  j had  not 
a greater  hand  been  in’t. 

2.  In.  But  note  the  rafcalls  refolution,  after  th’afts  done, 

becaufe  he  wo’d  avoid  all  fear  of  torture, and  coufen  the  Law, 
he  wo’d  kill  himfelf-,  was  there  ever  the  like  danger  brought 
to  light  in  this  age?  fure  we  lliall  merit  much,  wc  lliall  be 
able  to  keep  two  men  a peece,  and  a two  hand-fword  be- 
tween us,  we  will  live  in  favour  of  the  State,  betray  our  ten 
or  twelve  trealbns  a week,  and  the  people  lhall  fear  us ; 
come,  to  the  Lord  Ludo  , the  Sun  lhall  not  goe  down  till 
he  be  hang’d.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Ter  tins. 

Sc£na  quart  a. 


Enter  Mercer. 

Mer.  Ook  to  my  fliop,  and  if  there  come  ever  a Scholar 
JL»  in  black,let  him  fpeak  with  me-,  we  that  are  Ihop- 
keepers  in  good  trade,  are  lb  pefter’d,  that  wc  can  fcarce 
pick  out  an  hour  for  our  mornings  meditation  t and  how- 
foeverwe  are  all  accounted  dull,  and  common  jelling  flocks 
for  your  gallants  -,  There  are  fome  of  us  doe  not  deferve  it ; 
for,  for  my  own  part,  I doe  begin  to  be  given  to  my  book, 

I love  a fcholar  with  my  heart , for  quellionlefs  there  are 
merveilous  things  to  be  done  by  Art:  why  Sir,  fome  of  them 
will  tell  you  what  is  become  of  horfes,  and  filver  fpoons, 
and  will  make  wenches  dance  naked  to  their  beds:  I am  yet 
unmarried,  and  becaufe  fome  of  our  neighbours  are  faidto 
be  Cuckolds,  I will  never  be  married  without  the  conlent 
of  fome  of  thefe  fcholars , that  know  what  will  come  of  it 

Enter  Pander. 

Pan.  Arc  you  bufie  Sir? 

Mer.  Never  to  you  Sir,  nor  to  any  of  your  coat. 

Sir  is  there  any  thing  to  be  done  by  Art,  concerning  the 
great  heir  we  talk’d  on  ? 

Pan.  Will  Ihe,  nill  Ihe : Ihe  fhall  come  running  into  my 
houfe  at  the  farther  corner,  in  Sa.  Marks  ftreet,  betwixt 
three  and  four. 

Mer.  Betwixt  three  and  four  ? (he’s  brave  in  deaths,  is 
fhe  not  ? 

Pan.  O rich  ! rich  ! where  Ihould  I get  deaths  to  dref 
her  in?  Help  me  invention : Sir,that  her  running  through  the 
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ii'rrccr  niav  be  Icfs  noted,  mv  Arc  more  Ihown,  and  your’ 

' •car  to  fpeak  witli  her  Ids,  Ihc  fliall  come  in  a white  vvaft- 
i :oat.  And — 

Mer.  What  fivall  flic? 

Pan.  And  perhaps  torn  ftockings,  flie  hath  left  her  old 
wont  die. 

Enter  Prentice. 

Pra:.  Sir  m}'  Lord  GonJ.  hath  fent  you  a rare  fifli  head. 

Mer.  It  comes  right,  all  things  lute  right  with  me  llnce 
I began  to  love  fcholars,  you  fliall  have  it  home  with  you 
againfl:  Ihe  come : carric  it  to  this  Gentleman’s  houfe. 

Pan.  The  lair  white  houle  at  the  farther  corner  at  S. 
Marks  llreet,  make  hade,  I mud  leave  you  too  Sir,  I have 
t '.vo  hours  to  dudy  •,  buy  a new  Acccdence,and  ply  your  book, 
and  \ou  ihall  want  notliiug  that  all  the  fcholars  in  the  Town 
can  doe  foi  you.  Exit  Pander. 

Mer.  Heaven  profper  both  our  dudics,  what  a dull  flave 
was  I before  I fell  in  love  with  this  learning?  not  worthy 
:o  tread  upon  the  earth,  6c  what  frcfli  hopes  it  hath  put  in 
to  me  ? I doe  hope  wuthin  this  twelve-month  to  be  able  by 
Arc  to  ferve  the  Court  with  lilks,  and  not  undoe  my  felf  j 
rotrud  Knights,  and  yet  get  in  my  money  again-,  to  keep 
my  wife  brave,  and  yet  flte  keep  no  body  die  fo. 

Enter  Count and  Lazarel'o. 

four  Lordfliip  is  mod  honourably  w'dcome  in  regard  of  your 
i\oliiity,but  mod  efpecialy  in  regard  of  your  fcholarlhiprdid 
your  Lordihip  come  openly? 

sir  this  cloak  keeps  me  private, befides  no  man  will 
fu  fnecd  me  to  be  in  the  company  of  this  Gentleman,  nvith 
whom,  I w’ill  deflre  you  to  be  acquainted,  he  may  prove  a 
a^ood  cudomer  to  you. 

^ Laza.  For  plain  filks  and  velvets. 

Mer.  Are  you  fcholafticall  ? 

Loza-  Something  addided  to  the  Mufes. 

Cmmt.  1 hoiue  they  will  not  difpute. 

Airr.  You  have  no  skill  in  the  black  Art. 

Enter  a Prentice. 

Fren.  Sir  yonder’s  a Gentleman  enquires  hadily  for  Count 

V a tore., 

Count.  For  me?  what  is  he? 

Pren.  One  of  your  followers  my  Lord  I think. 

Count.  Let  him  come  in. 

Mer.  Shall  I talk  with  you  in  private  Sir  ? 

Enter  a Majjenger  n>ith  a Letter  to  the  County  he  reads. 

Count.  Count,  cowe  to  the  Court  your  bufmefs  calls  you  thither^ 
I will  goe,  farewell  Sir,  1 will  fee  your  filks  fome  other 
time ; Farevveil  Lazarillo. 

Mer.  Will  not  your  Lorddiip  take  a peice  of  Beef  with  me? 

Count.  Sir  1 have  greater  bufinefsthan  eating  4 will  leave 
this  Gentleman  with  you. 

Exeunt  Count.  &Mef. 

Laza.  No,  no  no,  no:  now  doe  I fed  that  (brain’d  drug- 
ling  within  me,  that  I think  I could  prophefle. 

Mcr  The  Gentleman  is  meditating. 

/ aza.  Hunger,  valour,  love,  ambition  are  alike  pleafing, 
a' d let  our  Thilofophers  fay  what  they  will,  are  one  kind 
of  h'.-at,  only  hunger  is  the  (afed ; ambition  is  apt  to  fall  ^ 
iovc  and  valour  arc  net  lice  from  dangers  •,  only  hunger, 
begotten  of  fome  old  limber  Courtier,  m pan’de  hofe,  and 
nurs’d  by  an  Attourneys  wife^  now  fo  thriven,  that  he  need 
not  fear' to  l>e  of  the  great  Turks  guard:  is  fo  free  from 
all  quarrels  and  dangers, (b  full  of  hopes, joyes, and  ticklings, 
that  my  life  is  not  lo  dear  to  me  us  his  acquaintance. 
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"Boy.  Sir  the  Fifli  head  is  gone. 

Laza.  Then  be  thou  henceforth  dumb,  with  thy  ill-boding 
voice.  ° 

Farewell  Afillain.,  farewell  Noble  Duke, 

Farewell  my  fellow  Courtiers  all,  with  whom, 

I haveol  yore  made  many  afcrambling  meal 
In  corners,  behind  Arallcs,  on  dairs^ 

And  in  the  adion  oftentimes  have  fpoil’d, 

Our  Doublets  and  our  Hofe  with  liquid  (tuff : 

Farewell  you  ludy  Archers  of  the  Guard, 

To  whom  I now  doe  give  the  bucklers  up, 

And  never  more  with  any  of^^our  coat 
Will  eat  for  wagers,  now  you  happy  be, 

When  this  fliall  light  upon  you,  think  on  me : \ 

You  fevvers,  carvers,  uflicrs  of  the  court 
Sirnamed  gentle  for  your  fair  demean, 

Here  I doe  take  of  you  my  lad  farewell, 

May  you  dand  difly  in  your  proper  places,  and  execute  your 
offices  aright. 

Farewell  you  Maidens,  with  your  mother  eke. 

Farewell  you  courtly  Chaplains  that  be  there 
All  good  attend  you,  may  you  never  more 
Marry  your  Patrons  Ladys  wayting-woman. 

But  may  you  raised  be  by  this  my  (all 
May  LazariUo  luffer  for  you  all. 

Msec.  Sir  I was  bearkning  to  you, 

Laz.  I willhear  nothing,  I will  break  my  knife, the  Enfign 
of  my  former  , happy  (bate,  knock  out  my  teeth,  have  them 
hung  at  a Barbers,  and  enter  into  Religion. 

Boy.  Why  Sir,  I think  I know  whither  it  is  gone. 

Laza.  See  the  raffinefs  of  man  in  his  nature,  whither?! 
do  unfay  all  that  I have  faid,  go  on,  go  on  ; Boy,  I humble 
my  felf  and  follow  thee Farewell  Sir. 

Mer.  Not  (b  Sir,  you  fliall  take  a pieceof  Beef  with  me. 

Laz.  I cannot  day. 

Mer.  By  my  fay  but  you  fliall  Sir,  in  regard  of  your  love 
to  learning,  and  your  kill  in  the  black  Art. 

Laz.  1 do  hate  learning,  and  I have  no  skill  in  black  Art, 

I would  I had. 

Mer,  Why  your  defire  is  fufficient  to  me,  you  fliall  (bay. 

Laz.  The  mo(b  horrible  and  deteded  curfes  that  can  be 
im'agincd,  light  upon  all  the  profeflbrs  of  that  Art  ^ may 
they  be  drunk,  and  when  they  goe  to  conjure,  and  reel  in 
the  Circle,  may  the  fpirits  by  them  rais’d,tear  ’em  in  pieces, 
and  hang  their  quarters  on  old  broken  wall  sand  Steeple  tops. 

Mer.  This  fpeech  of  yours,  (hews  you  to  have  fome  skill  in 
the  Science,  wherefore  in  civilitie,  I may  not  fuffer  you  to 
depart  empty. 

Laz.  My  domach  is  up,  I cannot  endure  it,  I will  fight 
in  this  quarrell  as  foon  as  for  my  Prince.  ; 

' Vran>s  his  Kapier  Exeunt  Omnes.  1 
Room,  make  way  : 

Hunger  commands,  my  valour  mud  obey. 


Alius  Tertius. 

Scdcna  Prim  a. 

Enter  Count  and  Arrigo. 

Count.  IS  the  Duke  private  ? 

J.  Arr.  He  is  alone,  hut  I think  your  Lordfliip  may 
enter.  E.xit  Count 

Enter  Gondarino. 

Gond.  Who’s  with  the  Duke? 

■Arr.  The  Count  isnew  gone  ir,  j but  the  Dake  will  come 
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orth,  before  you  can  be  weary  of  waiting. 

Cond.  I will  attend  him  here. 

An.  I mult  wait  without  thedoor.  T.vit  Arrigo. 

Gond,  Doth  he  hope  to  clear  his  Sifter  ? ftic  will  come  no 
more  to  my  houlc,  to  laugh  at  me  : 1 havefent  her  to  a ha- 
bitation, where  when  ftie  /hall  befecn,  it  will  let  a glofs  up- 
on her  name  •,  yet  upon  my  foul  I have  bellow’d  her 
amongft  the  pureft  hearted  creatures  of  her  fex,  and  the 
freeft  fromdilUmulation  •,  for  their  deeds  are  all  alike,  only 
they  dare  fpeak,  what  the  reft  think : the  women  of  this  age, 
if  there  be  any  degrees  of  comparifon  amongft  their  fex, 
are  worfe  than  thofe  of  former  times;,  for  I have  read  of 
women,  of  that  truth,  fpirit,  and  conftancy  •,  that  were  they 
now  living,  I ftiould  endure  to  fee  them:  W I fear  the  wri- 
ters of  the  time  belied  them,  for  how  familiar  a thing  is  it 
with  the  Poets  of  our  age,  to  extoll  their  whores,  which 
they  call  Miftrelles,  with  heavenly  praifes  ? but  I thank  their 
furies,  and  their  craz’d  brains,  beyond  belief:  nay,  how 
many  that  would  fain  feem  ferious,  have  dedicated  grave 
Works  to  1 adi?s,  toothlef^  hollow-ey’d,  their  hair  /bed- 
ding, purple  fac’d,  their  nails  apparently  coming  ofF^  and 
the  bridges  of  their  nofes  broken  down,  and  have  call’d 
them  the  choice  handy  works  of  nature,  the  patterns  of 
perfedion,  and  the  wonderment  of  Women.  Our  Women 
begin  to  fwarm  like  Bees  in  the  Summer:  as  I came  hither, 
there  was  no  pair  of  Hairs,  no  entry,  no  lobby,  but  was  pe- 
ftred  with  them ; methinks  there  might  be  fome  courfe  ta- 
ken to  deftroy  them. 

Enter  Arrigo,  and  an  old  deaf  countrey  Gentlewoman 
fuitor  to  the  Duke. 

Arri.  I do  accept  your  money,  walk  here,  and  when  the 
Duke  comes  out,  you  /hall  have  fit  opportunity  to  deliver 
your  petition  to  him- 

Gentlevp.  I thank  you  heartily,  I pray  you  who’s  he  that 
walks  there? 

Ar.  A Lord,  and  a Soldier,  one  in  good  favour  with  the 
Duke:^  if  you  could  get  him  to  deliver  your  Petition  — 
Gentlew.  What  do  you  fay.  Sir.? 

Ar.  If  you  could  get  him  to  deliver  your  petition  for 
you,  ortofecond  you, ’twerefure. 

Gentletv.  I hope  I fiiall  live  to  requite  your  kindnefs. 

Ar.  You  have  already.  Exit  Arri. 

Gentlew.  May  it  pleafe  your  Lord/hip  * 

Gond.  No,  no. 

Gentletv.  Toconfider  the  eftatc 

Gond.  No. 

Gentletv.  Of  a poor  oppre/Ted  countrey  Gentlewoman. 

Gond.  No,  it  doth  not  pleafe  my  Lord/hip. 

Gentletv.  Firft  and  formoft,  I have  had  great  injury,  then 
I have  been  brought  up  to  the  Town  three  times. 

Gond.  A pox  on  him,  that  brought  thee  to  the  Town. 

Gentletv.  I thank  your  good  Lord/liip  heartily;,  though  I 
cannot  hear  well,  I know  it  grieves  you  ;,  and  here  v/chave 
been  delaid,  and  fent  down  again,  and  fetch’d  up  again, and 
fentdown  again,  to  my  great  charge:  and  now  at  laft  they 
have  fetch’d  me  up,  and  five  of  my  daughters 

Gond.  Enough  to  damn  five  worlds. 

Gentletv.  Handfome  young  women,  though  I fay  it,  they 
are  all  without,  if  it  pleafe  your  Lord/liip  I’ll  call  them  in. 

Gond.  Five  Women  ! how  many  of  my  fences  fiiould  I 
have  left  me  then  ? call  in  five  Devils  firft. 

I will  rather  walk^with  thee  aloite^ 

And  hear  thy  tedious  tale  of  injury., 

And  give  thee  anfwers  i )^hifper  in  thine  ear., 

And  make  thee  under jl and  through  thy  French  hood : 
And  all  this  with  tame  patience. 

Gentlew.  I fee  your  Lord/hip  does  believe,  that  they  are 
without,  and  I perceive  you  are  much  mov’d  at  our  injury: 
here’s  a paper  will  tell  you  more. 

; Gond.  Away. 


Gentlew.  It  may  be  you  had  ralln  i hear  me  tell  it  viva 
voce,  as  they  lay. 

Gond.  Oh  no,  no,  no,  no,  I have  heard  it  before. 

Gentlew.  1 hen  you  have  heard  of  enough  injury,  for  a 
poor  Gentlewoman  to  receivr. 

Gond.  Never,  never,  but  that  it  troubles  my  confcience, 
towi/li  any  good  to  thefe  women  •,  1 could  afibrd  them  to  be 
valiant,  and  abl6,  that  it  might  be  no  di/gracc  for  a Sol- 
dier to  beat  them. 

Gentlew.  I hope  your  Lordfhip  will  deliver  my  petition 
to  his  grace,  and  you  may  tell  him  withal 

Goml.  Wliat  ? 1 will  deliver  any  thing  againft  my  felf,  to 
beridonthee. 

Gentlew.  That  yefterday  about  three  a clock  in  the  after 
noon,  I met  my  adverfary. 

Gond.  Give  me  thy  paper,  he  can  abide  no  long  tales. 

Gentlew.  ’Tis  very  ftiort  my  Lord,  and  I demanding  of 
him 

Gond.  I’ll  tell  him  that  /hall  fer ve  thy  turn. 

Gentlew.,  How  ? 

Gond.  I’il  tell  him  that  fiiall  fervethy  turn,  begone : man 
never  doth  remember  how  great  his  offences  are,  till  he  do 
meet  with  one  of  you,  that  plagues  him  for  them : why 
fiiould  Women,  above  all  other  creatures  that  were  crea- 
ted for  the  benefit  of  man,  have  the  ufeof  fpeech  ? or  why 
fiiouldany  deed  of  theirs,  done  by  their  flefiily  appetites,  be 
difgraceful  to  their  owners  ? nay,  why  fiiould  not  an  aft 
done  by  any  beaft  I keep,  againft  my  con/ent,  difparage 
me  as  much  as  that  of  theirs  ? 

Gentlew.  Here  sfome  few  Angels  for  your  Lord/hip. 

Gond.  Again  ? yet  more  torments  ? 

Gentlew.  Indeed  you  /hall  have  them. 

Gond.  Keep  off 

Gentlew.  A fmall  gratuity  for  your  kindnefs. 

Gond.  Hold  away. 

Gentlew.  Why  then  1 thank  your  Lord/hip,  I’ll  gather 
them  up  again,  andl’llbefworn,  it  is  the  firft  money  that 
was  refus’d  fince  I came  to  the  Court. 

Gond.  What  canfhe  devife  to  fay  more  > 

Gentlew.  Truly  I would  have  willingly  parted  with  them 
to  your  Lordfhip. 

Gond.  I believe  it,  I believe  it. 

Gentlew.  But  fince  it  is  thus — 

Gond.  More  yet. 

Gentlew.  I will  attend  without,  andexpeft  ananfwer. 

Gond.  Do,  begone,  and  thou /halt  expeft,  and  have  ^y 
thing,  thou  fnalt  have  thyanfwer  from  him  j and  he  were 
beft  to  give  thee  a good  one  at  firft,  for  thy  deaf  importu- 
nity, will  conquer  him  too,  in  the  end. 

Gentlew.  God  blefs  your  Lord/liip,  and  all  thar  favour 
a poor  diftre/Ied  countrey  Gentlewoman,  Exit  Gentlew. 

Gond.  All  the  difeafes  of  man  light  upon  them  that  doe, 
and  upon  me  when  I do.  A week  of  fuch  days,  would  ei- 
ther make  me  ftark  mad  or  tame  me : yonder  other  woman 
that  I have  fure  enough,  fiiall  anfwer  for  thy  fins : dare 
they  incenfe  me  ftill,  1 will  make  them  fear  as  much  to  be 
ignorant  of  me  and  my  moods,  as  men  are  to  be  ignorant 
of  the  law  they  live  under.  Who’s  there?  My  bloud  grew 
cold,  I began  to  fear  my  Suiters  return  ^ ’tis  the  Duke. 

Enter  the  Dtikp  and  the  Count. 

Count.  I know  her  chafte,  though  file  be  young  and  fr4fe 
And  is  not  of  that  forc’d  behaviour  ’ 

That  many  others  are,  and  that  this  Lord, 

Out  of  the  boundlefs  malice  to  the  fex. 

Hath  thrown  this  fcandal  on  her. 

Gond.  Fortune  befriended  me  againft  my  Will,  with  this 
good  old  countrey  gentlewoman I befeech  your  grace,  to 
view  favour ably-the  petition  of  a wronged  Gentlewoman. 

Duke.  What  Gondarino,  arc  you  become  a petitioner  for 
your  enemies  ? 

Gond.  My  Lord,  they  are  no  enemies  of  mine,  I confefs 
thebetterto  recover  my  deeds,  ^\hichfometimes  wereJoofJ 
^ P P enough 
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'■'no'jcli,  1 pretended  it,  as  it  is  wifdom,  to  keep  clofc  our- 
ir.continenee,  but  liuce  you  have  difeover’d  me,  I will  no 
more  put  on  that  vizard,  but  will  as  freely  open  all  my 
thoughts  to  you,  as  to  my  Confellbr. 

T:\\  W hat  fay  you  to  this/ 

He  that  confefles  he  did  once  diflemble, 

I’ll  never  trull  his  words : can  you  imagine 
A Maid,  w hole  beauty  could  not  liifier  her 
To  live  thus  long  untempted,  by  the  noblefl, 

RicheH,  and  cunningft  Mailers  m that  Art 
And  yet  hath  cverheld  a fair  repute-,  • 

Could  in  one  morning,  and  by  him  be  brought, 

I'o  forget  all  her  virtue,  anci  turn  whore  ? 

Cond.  1 would  I had  Ibme  other  talk  in  hand. 

Than  to  accufe  a Siller  to  her  Brother  ; 
iN'ordo  I mean  it  tor  apublick  fcandal, 

Unlefs  by  urging  me  you  make  it  lb. 

Vul^e.  1 will  read  this  at  better  leifurc  : 

Goud.  W'hereisthc  Lady  ? 

Count.  At  his  houfe. 

Gond.  No,  fheis  departed  thence. 

Count.  Whither? 

Gond.  Urge  it  not  thus,  or  let  me  be  excus’d. 

If  what  I fpeak  betray  her  challity. 

And  both  incrcafc  my  forrovv,  and  your  ovyn  ? 

Count.  Fear  me  not  fo,  if  flie  deferve  the  fame 
Which  file  hath  gotten,  1 would  have  it  publiHit, 

Brand  her  my  felf,  and  whip  her  through  the  City: 

I with  thofe  of  my  bloud  that  doe  offend. 

Should  be  more  ltric1;ly  punifli,  than  my  foes. 

Let  it  be  prov’d. 

Vukf.  Gondarina , thou  Ilialt  prove  it,  or  fuffer  worfe 
than  Ihe  Ihould  do. 

Gond.  Then  pardon  me,  if  I betray  the  faults 
Of  one,  I love  more  dearly  than  my  lelf. 

Since  opening  hers,  I Ihall  betray  mine  own ; 

But  I will  bring  you  where  Ihe  now  intends 
Not  to  be  virtuous,  pride  and  wantonnels. 

That  are  true  friends  indeed,  though  not  infliew. 

Have  entr’d  on  her  heart,  there  Iliedoth  bathe. 

And  fleck  her  hair,  and  praiflife  cunning  looks 
To  entertain  me  with^  and  hath  her  thoughts 
As  full  of  luH,  as  ever  you  did  think 
Them  full  of  modefly. 

Puks.  Gondarinoj  lead  on,  we’ll  follow  thee . 

Exeunt. 


Ailus  Qmrtiis. 

Scdcntu  Secunda. 

Enter  Pandar. 

/>j;/.Tj[Erc  hope  I to  meet  my  Citizen,  and  hopes  he 
to  meet  his  Scholar I am  lure  l am  grave  enough, 
to  his  eyes,  and  knave  enough  to  deceive  him:  I am  believ’d 
to  conjure,  raife  Ilorms,  and  devils,  by  whofe  power  lean 
wonders-,  let  him  believe  fo  Itill,  belief  hurts  no  man, 
I nave  an  honefl.  black  cloak,  for  my  knavery,  and  a general 
pardon  for  his  foolery,  from  this  prelent  day,  till  the  day 
of  his  breaking.  Is'tnotamilery,  and  the  grcatcll  of  our 
age,  to  fee  a handfome,  young , fair  enough,  and  well 
mounted  wench,  humble  her  felf,  in  an  old  flammel  petti- 
coat, Handing  poflefl  of  no  more  fringe,  than  the  Ilreet 
can  allow  her  : her  upper  parts  fo  poor  and  wanting,  that 
VC  may  fee  her  bones  through  her  lx)dies : Ihooes  fhe  would 
have,  if  our  Captain  w-ere  come  over,  and  is  content  the 
while  to  devote  her  felf  to  antient  flippers.  Thcfe  prcmifles 
well  eonfidercd,  Gentlemen,  will  move,  they  make  me  melt 


I promife  ye,  they  flirr  me  much : and  w'cr’t  not  for  my 
fmooch,  foil,  filken  Citizen,  1 would  quit  this  tranfitbry 
T rade,  get  me  an  everlafling  Robe,  fear  up  my  confcience, 
and  turn  Serjeant.  But  here  he  cbmes,  is  mine  as  good  as 
prize : Sir  Pandar  us  be  my  fpecd,  ye  are  moll  fitly  met 
Sir. 

Enter  Mercer. 

Mer.  And  you[as  well  encount’red,  what  of  this  heir  ? hath 
your  Books  been  propitious  ? 

Pan.  Sir,  ’tis  done,  file’s  come,  fhe’s'in  my  houfe,  make 
your  felf  apt  for  Courtfhip,  flroke  up  your  Ilockings,  loofe 
not  an  inch  of  your  legs  goodnels  j I am  fure  ye  wear 
focks. 

Mer.  There  your  Books  fail  ye  Sir,  in  truth  I wear  no 
locks. 

Pand.  I would  you  had.  Sir,  it  were  the  fweeter  grace  for 
your  legs^  get  on  your  Gloves,  are  they  perfum’d. 

Mer.  A pretty  wafh  I’ll  allure  you. 

Pand.  ’Twill  ferve ; your  offers  muH  be  full  of  bounty. 
Velvets  to  furnifh  a Gown,Silks  for  Peticoats,and  Foreparts 
Shag  for  lining  ^ forget  not  fome  pretty  Jewel  to  fallen, 
after  fome  little  compliment?  if  fhe  deny  this  courtefie, 
double  your  bounties,  be  not  wanting  in  abundance,  fulnefs 
of  gifts,  link’d  with  a plealing  tongue,  will  win  an  Ancho- 
rite. Sir,  ye  are  my  friend,  and  friend  to  all  that  profelles 
good  Letters  ^ I mufl  not  ufe  this  office  elfe,  it  fits  not  for 
a Scholar,  and  a Gentleman  : thofe  flockins  are  o^Nafler., 
they  are  filk. 

Mer.  Ye  are  again  befide  your  Text,  Sir,  they’re  of  the 
befl  of  Wooll,  and  the  clipped  Jerfey. 

Pan.  Sure  they  are  very  dear. 

Mer.  Nine  fhillings,  by  my  love  to  learning. 

Pan.  Pardon  my  judgement,  we  Scholars  ufe  no  other 
objedls,  but  our  Books. 

Mer.  There  is  one  thing  entomb’d  in  that  grave  breaft, 
that  makes  me  equally  admire  it  with  your  Scholarfhip. 

Pand.  Sir  j but  that  in  modefly  I am  bound  not  toafieU 
mine  own  commendation,  I would  enquire  it  of  you. 

Merc.  Sure  you  are  very  honefl^  and  yet  ye  have  a kind 
of  modefl  fear  to  fhew  it : do  not  deny  it,  that  face  ofyonrs 
is  a worthy,  learned  modefl  face. 

Pand.  Sir,  I can  blufh. 

Mer.  Virtue  and  grace  are  always  pair’d  together  : but 
I will  leave  to  flirr  your  bloud  Sir,  and  now  to  our  bufinefs. 

Pand.  Forget  not  my  inflrudions. 

Mer.  I apprehend  ye  Sir,  I will  gather  my  felf  together 
with  my  beft  phrafes,  and  fb  I fhall  difeourfe  in  fome  fort 
takingly. 

Pand.  This  was  well  worded  Sir,  and  like  a Scholar. 

Mer.  The  Mufes  favour  me  as  my  intents  are  virtuous  -, 
Sir,  ye  fnallbemy  Tutor,  ’tis  never  too  late  Sir,  to  love 
Learning. 

When  I can  once  fpeak  true  Latine 

Pand.  What  do  you  intend  Sir? 

Mer.  Marry  I will  then  begger  all  your  bawdy  Writers, 
and  undertake,  at  the  peril  of  my  own  invention,  all  Page- 
ants, Poefies,  for  Chimneys,  Speeches  for  the  Dukes  enter- 
tainment, whenfbever  and  whatfoever  -,  nay  I will  build,  at 
mine  own  charge,an  Hofpital,  to  which  fhall  retire  alldifeaf- 
ed  opinions,  all  broken  Poets,  all  Profe-men  that  arc  fall’n 
from  fmall  fence,  to  meer  Letters  ^ and  it  fhall  be  lawful 
for  a Lawyer,  if  he  be  a civil  man,  though  he  have  undone 
others  and  himfclf  by  the  language,  to  retire  to  this  poor 
life,  and  learn  to  be  honefl. 

Pand.  Sir,  ye  arc  very  good,  and  very  charitable:  ye  are 
a true  pattern  for  the  City  Sir. 

Merc.  Sir,  I doe  know  fufficiently,  their  Shop-books  can- 
not favc  them,  there  is  a farther  end — 

Pand.  Oh  Sir,  much  may  be  done  by  manufeript. 

Mer.  Idoconfefs  it  Sir,  provided  Hill  they  be  Canonical, 
and  I have  fome  worthy  hands  fet  to  ’unj  for  probation  : but 
wc  forget'  our  felves. 

Pand. 
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Pand.  Sir,  enter  when  you  plcalc,and  all  good  language 
tip  your  tongue. 

Merc.  All  that  love  Learnuig  pray  for  my  good  fucceft. 

Exit  Mercer. 


JBus  Quartus. 

Sexna  'Tenia. 

Enter  Lazarello  and  his  Boy. 

Laz.  XT 7 Hereabouts  are  we  > 

VV  Boy.  Sir,  by  all  tokens  this  is  the  houle, 
bawdy  I am  furc,  becaufeof  the  broken  windows,  the  Fifh 
head  is  within  •,  if  ye  dareventure,  here  you  may  fiirprize 
it. 

La*  Themifery  of  man  may  fitly  be  compar’d  to  a Di- 
dapper, who  when  Ihe  is  under  water,  pafl;  our  fight,  and 
indeed  can  feem  no  more  to  us,  rifes  again;,  (hakes  but  her 
felt,  and  is  the  fame  fne  was,  fo  is  it  ftill  with  tranlitory 
man,  this  day : oh  but  an  hour  fince,  and  I was  mighty, 
mighty  in  knowledge  , mighty  in  my  hopes , mighty 
in  blefled  means , and  was  (b  truly  happy  , that  I durft 
have  faid,  live  LszareVo.  , andbefatisfied  : but  now — 

Boy.  Sir,  ye  are  yet  afloat,  and  may  recover,  be  not  your 
own  wreck,  here  lies  the  harbor,  goe  in  and  ride  at  eafe. 

Laz.  Boy,  I am  receiv’d  to  be  a Gentleman,  a Courtier, 
and  a man  of  aft  ion,  modeft,  and  wife,  and  be  it  fpoken 
with  thy  reverence.  Child,  abounding  virtuous  i andwouldft 
thou  have  a manofthefe  choife  habits,  covet  the  cover  of 
a bawdy-houfe  ? yet  if  I goe  not  in,  I am  but 

Boy.  But  what  Sir  ? i 

Laz.  Dull  boy,  but  dud,  and  my  (bul  unlatisfied,  (hall 
haunt  the  keepers  of  my  ble(Ted  Saint,  and  I will  appear. 

Boy.  An  afs  to  all  men  j Sir,  thefe  are  ,no  means  to  day 
your  appetite,  you  mud  relblve  to  enter^ 

Laz.  Were  not  the  houfe  fubjed  to  Martial  Law — 

Boy.  If  that  be  all,  Sir,  ye  may  enter,  for  ye  can  know  no- 
thing here  that  the  Court  is  ignorant  of,  only  the  more 
eyes  (hall  look  upon  you,  for  there  they  wink  one  at  ano- 
thers  faults. 

Laz.  If  I doe  not. 

Boy.  Then  ye  mud  beat  fairly  back,  again  fall  to  your 
phyfical  mefs  of  porridge,  and  the  twice  lack’d  carkafs  of 
a Capon : Fortune  may  favour  you  fo  much,  to  fend  the 
bread  to  it : but  it’s  a meet  venture,  and  money  may  be  put 
out  upon  it. 

Laz  I will  go  in  and  live  •,  pretend  (bme  love  to  the  Gen- 
tlewoman, ferewmy  felf  in  affedion,  and  (b  be  fatisfied. 

Pan.  This  Fly  is  caught,  is  mafh’d  already,  I will  fuck 
him,  and  lay  him  by. 

Boy.  Muffle  your  (elf  in  your  cloak  by  any  means, ’tis  a re- 
ceiv’d thing  among  gallants,  to  walk  to  their  leachery,  as 
though  they  had  the  rheum,  ’twas  well  you  brought  not 
your  horfe. 

Laz.  Why  Boy? 

Boy.  Faith  Sir.  ’tis  the  fadiion  of  our  Gentry,  to  have 
their  horles  wait  at  door  like  men,  while  the 'beads  their 
Maders,  are  within  at  rack  and  manger,  ’twould  havedif- 
cover’d  much. 

Laz.  I will  laybythele  habits,  forms,  and  grave  refpeds 
of  what  lam,  and  be  my  felf only  my  appetite,  myfire,my 
(bul,  my  being,  my  dear  appetite  (hall  go  along  with  me, 
arm’d  with  whole  drength,  I fearlels  will  attempt  the 
greated  danger  dareoppole  myfiiry:  I am  refolv’d  where 
ever  that  thou  art,  mod  facred  difli,  hid  from  unhallow’d 
eyes,  to  find  thee  out. 

Be’d  thon  in  Hell,  rap’t  by  Proferpina, 

To  be  a rival  in  black  Plnto*s  love  ^ 


Or  mov’it'thoii  in  the  hcavrns,  a form  Divine: 

Ladling  the  lazic  Sphear, 

Or  it  rhoubc’lf:  return’d  to  thy  firlt  Beihg, 

Thy  mother  Sea,  then  will  I Ictkthcc  forth. 

Earth,  Air,  nor  Fire, 

Nor  the  black  diadcs  below  fliallbarmy  fight 
So  daring  is  my  jiowcrfiil  appetite. 

Boy.  Sir,  you  may  (iivc  this  long  voyage,  and  take  a (hott- 
er cut : ^ou  have  (orgot  your  (clf,  the  fifh  head's  here,  your 
own  imaginations  have  made  you  mad. 

Laz.  Term  it  a jealous  (ury,  good  my  boy. 

Boy.  Faith  Sir  term  it  what  you  will,  you  mdd  Ufe  other 
terms  before  you  can  get  it. 

Laz.  The  looks  of  my  fwcet  love  are  fair, 

Frefli  and  feeding  as  the  air. 

Boy.  Sir,  you  forget  your  felf. 

. Laz.  W'as  never  (ecn  lb  rare  a head. 

Of  any  Fi(b  alive  or  dead. 

Boy.  Good  Sir  remember  : this  is  the  hou(e.  Sir. 

Laz.  Curfed  be  he  that  dare  not  venture. 

Boy.  Pity  your  felf.  Sir,  and  leave  this  fury 

Laz.  For  fuch  a prize,  and  lb  I enter. 

Exit'  Lazarello  and  Boy. 

Pan.  Dun’s  i’th’  mire,  get  out  again  how  he  can; 

My  honed  gallant , I’ll  (hew  you  one  trick  more 
Than  e’er  the  fool  your  father  dream’d  of  yet. 

Madona  Julia  ? 

Enter  Madona  Julia,  a fPhorc. 

Julia.  What  news  my  fweet  rogue,  my  dear  (Ins-broker, 
what  good  news  ? 

Pan.  There  is  a kind^  of  ignorant  thing, 

Much  like  a Courtier,  now  gone  in. 

Jul.  Is  he  gallant.*’ 

Pan.L\t  (liines  not  very  glorioudy, nor  does  he  wear  one  skin 
perfum’d  to  keep  the  other  fweet  y his  coat  isnot  in£?r,nor 
does  the  world  run  yet  on  wheels  with  him  ^ he’s  rich  enough, 
and  has  a fmall  thing  follows  him,  like  to  a boat  tyed  to  a 
tall  (hips  tail : give  him  entertainment,  be  light,  and  flafhiag 
like  a Meteor,  hug  him  about  the  neck,  give  him  a kid, and 
lifpingcry,  good  Sir-,  and  he’s  thine  own,  as  fad  as  he  were 
tied  to  thine  arms  by  Indenture. 

Jul.  I dare  doe  more  than  this,  if  he  be  o’th’  true  Court 
cut  -,  I’ll  take  him  out  a kfibn  worth  the  Learning : but  we 
are  but  their  Apes  y what’s  he  worth  .<• 

Pan.  Be  he  rich,  or  poor^  if  he  will  take  theewnth  him, 
thou  maid  ufe  thy  trade  from  Condables,  and  Marlhals ; who 
hath  been  here  iince  I went  out  ? 

Jul.  There  is  a Gentlewoman  Lent  hither  byaLord,  (he’s 
a piece  of  dainty  duff  my  rogue,  (mooth  and  foft,  as  new 
Sattiny  (he  was  never  gumm’d  yet  boy,  nor  fretted. 

Pan.  Where  lies  (he  ? 

Jul.  She  lies  above,  towards  the  dreet,  not  to  be  fpoke 
with,  but  by  my  Lord  that  (ent  her,  or  fome  from  him 
we  have  in  charge  from  his  fervants. 

Enter  Lazarelk). 

Pan.  Peace, he  comes  out  again  upon  dilcovery  -,  up  with 
all  your  Canvas,  hale  him  in and  when  thou  had  done, 
clap  him  aboard  bravely,  my  valiant  Pinnace. 

Jul.  Begone,  I (hall  doc  reafonwith  him. 

Laz.  Are  you  the  fpecial  beauty  of  this  houfc  ? 

Jul.  Sir,  you  have  given  it  a more  fpccial  regard  by  your 
good  language,  than  thefe  black  brows  can  merit, 

Laz.  Lady,  you  are  fair 

Jul.  Fair  Sir : I thank  yc  ? all  the  poor  means  I have  left 
to  be  thought  grateful,  is  but  a kiis,  and  ye  (hall  have  it  Sir. 

Laz.  Ye  have  a very  moving  lip. 

Jul.  Prove  it  again  Sir,  it  may  be  your  fcn(ewas  fet  too 
high,  andfb  over-wrought  it  felf. 

Laz.  ’Tis  dillthe  fame:  how  far  may  ye  hold  the  time  to 
be  fpent  Lady? 

_ _ ^ PP  ^ Jul. 
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Jnl.  Four  a clock.  Sir. 

Liz.  \ have  not  cat  today. 

Jsl.  You  will  have  the  better  Romach  to  your  fupper  ^ 
in  the  mean  time  I’ll  feed  you  with  dclighi. 

Laz.  ’Tis  not  lb  good  ujx)!!  an  empty  Itomach  : if  it 
might  be  without  the  trouble  of  your  houfe,  1 would  cat.? 

Jnl.  Sir,  we  can  have  a Capon  ready, 

Ljz.  I'hcday? 

Jtil.  ’Tis  Friday,  Sir. 

Laz.  I do  cat  litdc  tlelh  upon  thefe  days. 

JmI.  Cotnclwcct,  ye  fliall  not  think  on  meat  •,  I’ll  drown 
it  with  a better  appetite. 

Ljz.  Uecl  it  work  more  ftrangely,  I mufteat. 

Jal.  ’Tisnow  too  late  to  fend:,  1 lay  ye  fliall  not  think 
on  meat  : il  ye  do,  by  this  kils  I’ll  be  angry. 

Ljz.  I could  be  far  more  Iprightful,  had  I eaten,  and 
more  lalling. 

' Jul.  What  will  you  have  Sir  ? name  but  the  Filli,  my 
Maid  lhall  bring  it,'  if  it  may  be  got, 

Ljz.  Methinksyour  houle  Ihould  not  be  lb  unfurnini’d, 
as  not  to  have  Ibme  pretty  modicum. 

Jul.  It  is  now : but  cou’d  ye  fray  till  fupper  ? 

Ljz.  Sure  I havd;  offended  highly,  and  much,  and  my 
a.^ilions  makes  it  manifeft,  I will  retire  henceforth,  and 
keep  my  chamber,  live  privately,  and  dye  forgotten, 

Jul.  Sir,  I mult  crave  your  pardon,  I had  forgot  my 
felfv  I havea  difli  of  meat  within,  and  it  is  filh;,Ithink  this 
Dukedom  holds  not  a daintier  ; ’tis  an  Vmbrames  head. 

Ljz.  This  kils  is  yours,  and  this. 

Jul.,  Hoe  within  there  ? cover  the  board,  and  fet  the 
Fifh  head  on  it. 

Ljz.  Now  am  I lb  truly  happy,  fo  much  above  all  fate 
and  fortune,  that  I Ihould  defpile  that  man,  durfl  lay,  re- 
member Lazardlo.,  thou  art  mortal. 

Enter  Intelligencers  n>ith  a Guard. 

2 Int.  This  is  the  villain,  lay  hold  on  him. 

Laz.  Gentlemen,  why  am  I thus  intreated } what  is  the 
nature  of  my  crime  ? 

2 Int.  Sir,  though  you  have  carried  it  a great  while  pri- 
vately, and  (as  you  think)  well-,  yet  we  have  leen  you  Sir, 
and  we  do  know  thee  Lazarello.,  for  a Traitor. 

Laz.  The  gods  defend  our  Duke, 

2 Int.  Amen,  Sir,  Sir,  this  cannot  fave  that  Riff  neck 
from  the  halter. 

Jul.  Gentlemen,  I am  glad  you  have  difeover’d  him, he 
Ihould  not  have  eaten  under  my  roof  for  twenty  pounds  ^ 
and  furely  I did  not  like  him,  when  he  call’d  for  Filh, 

Laz.  My  friends,  will  ye  let  me  have  that  little  favour 

1 Int.  Sir,  ye  lhall  have  Law,  and  nothing  elfe. 

Laz.  To  let  me  Ray  the  eating  of  a bit  or  two,  fori  pro- 
tcR  I am  yetfaRing. 

Jul.  I’ll  have  no  Traitor  come  within  my  houfe. 

Laz.  Now  could  I wilh  my  felf  1 had  been  a Traitor,  I 
Jiave  Rrength  enough  for  to  endure  it,  had  I but  patience ; 
Man  thou  art  but  grafs,  thou  art  a bubble,  and  thou  muR 
perilh. 

Then  lead  along,  I am  prepar’d  for  all ; 

Since  I haveloRrny  hopes,  welcome  my  fall. 

2 Int.  Away  Sir. 

Laz.  As  thou  haR  hope  of  man,  Ray  but  this  difh  this 
two  hours,  I doubt  not  but  1 lhall  be  difeharged  : by  this 
light  I will  marry  thee. 

Jul.  You  lhall  marry  me  firR  then. 

Laz.  I do  contrad  my  felf  unto  thee  now,  before  thefe 
Gentlemen. 

Jitl.  I’ll  preferve  jt  till  you  be  hang’d  or  quitted. 

Laz.  Thanks, thanks. 

2 Int.  h.vi2L^.t  away,  you  Rail  thank  her  at  the  gallows. 

Laz.  Adieu,  adieu. 

Exeunt  Laz.  lint,  and  Guard. 

Jul.  If  he  live  I’ll  have  him,  if  he  be  hang’d,  there’s  no 
|ols  in  it.  Exit. 


Enter  Oriana  and  her  xvaiting  vrontan.^  looking 
out  at  a rrindotv, 

Orian.  HaR  thou  provided  one  to  bear  mv  Letter  to  mv 
brother  ? 

fT jit.  1 have  enquir’d,  but  they  of  the  houfe  will  fulfer 
no  L etter  nor  mellage  to  be  carried  from  you,*but  Rich  as 
the  Lord  Condarino  lhall  be  acquainted  with : truly  Madam 
1 lufpcLl  the  houfe  to  be  no  better  than  it  fliould  be. 

Ori.  What  doR  thou  doubt  > 
l^ait.  Faith  I am  loth  to  tell  it.  Madam. 

Ori.  Out  with  it,  ’as  not  true  modeRyto  fear  to  fpeak 
that  thou  doR  think. 

jy lit.  I think  it  to  be  one  of  thefe  Bawdy  houles. 

Ori.  ’Tis  no  matter  wench,  we  are  warm  in  it,  keep  thou 
rhy  mind  pure,  and  upon  my  word,  that  name  will  do  thee 
no  hurt : 1 cannot  force  my  lelf  yet  to  fear  any  thing  *, 
when  1 do  get  out.  I’ll  another  encounter  with  my  Woman- 
Hater.  Here  will  I Rt.  I may  get  fight  oflbme  of  ray  friends, 
it  muR  needs  be  a comfort  to  them  to  fee  me  here. 

Enter  Duke,  Gondarino,  Count,  Arrigo. 

Gond.  Are  we  all  fufficiently  difguis’d?  for  this  houfe 
where  flie  attends  me,  is  not  to  be  vifited  in  our  own 
lhapes. 

I>ukf.  We  are  notourfelves. 

y^rr.  I know  the  houfe  to  be  finful  enough,  yet  I have 
been  heretofore,  anddurRnow,  but  for  difeovering  of  you, 
appear  here  in  my  own  likenefs. 

Dul{e.  Where’s  Lucio  ? 

drri.  My  Lord,  he  faid  the  affairs  of  the  Common-wealth 
would  not  fulftr  him  to  attend  always. 

Luke.  Some  great  ones  queRionlels  that  he  will  handle. 

Count.  Come,  let  us  enter. 

Gond.  See  how  Fortune  Rrives  to  revenge  my  quarrel  up- 
on thefe  women,  Ihe’s  in  the  window,  were  it  not  to  undoe 
her,  I Ihould  not  look  upon  her, 

Luke.  Lead  us  Gondarino. 

Gond.  Stay,finceyouforcemetodilplay  my  lhame. 

Look  there,  and  you  my  Lord,  know  you  that  face  ? 

Luke.  Is’t  Ihe?  ^ 

Count.  It  is. 

Gond.  ’Tis  file,  whofegreateR  virtue  ever  was 
Diflimulation^  Ihe  that  Rill  hath  Rrove  ’ 

More  to  fin  cunningly,  than  to  avoid  it : 

She  that  hath  ever  fought  to  be  accounted 
MoR  virtuous,  when  Ihe  did  deferve  moR  Randal: 

’Tis  Rie  that  itches  now,  and  in  the  height 
Of  her  intemperate  thoughts,  with  greedy  eyes 
Expeds  my  coming  to  allay  her  LuR ; 

Leave  her  ^ forget  file’s  thy  liRer. 

Count.  Stay,  Ray. 

Luk^.  I am  as  full  of  this,  as  thou  canR  be. 

The  memory  of  this  will  eafily 

Hereafter  Ray  my  loofe  and  wandring  thought] 

From  any  Woman. 

Count.  This  will  not  down  with  me,  I dare  not  truR 
this  fellow. 

Luk^.  Leave  her  here,  that  only  fliall  be  her  punilhment, 
never  to  be  fetcht  from  hence  j but  let  her  ufe  her  trade  to 
get  her  living. 

Count.  Stay  good  my  Lord,  I do  believe  all  this,  as  great 
men  as  I,  have  had  known  whores  to  their  SiRcrs,  and  have 
laught  at  it : I would  fain  hear  how  flie  talks,  fince  Ihe 
grew  thus  light:  will  your  grace  make  him  fliew  himRlfto 
her,  as  if  he  were  now  come  to  fatisfie  her  longing ! whilR 
we,  unfeen  of  her,  over-hear  her  wantonnefs, let’s  make  our 
bcR  of  it  now,  we  lhall  have  good  mirth. 

Lukf.  Doit  Gondarino. 

Gond.l  muR  j fortune  afliR  me  but  this  once. 

Count.  Hc;:e  we  fliall  Rand  unfeen,  and  near  enough, 

Gond.  Madam,  Oriana. 

Oria. 
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Oria,  Who’s  that  ? oh  ! my  Lord  ? 

Go»d.  Shall  I conic  iip  ? 

Or/j.  Oh  you  arc  merry,  fliall  I come  clown  / 

Cond.  It  is  better  there. 

Oria.  What  is  the  confclhon  of  the  lye  you  made  to  the 
Duke,  which  1 fcarcc  believe,  yet  you  had  impudence  c- 
nough  to  do  ? did  it  not  gain  you  16  much  faith  with  me,  as 
that  I was  willing  to  be  at  your  Lordfhips  beftowing, 
till  you  had  recover’d  my  credit,  and  confclt  your  fclf  a ly- 
ar;  as  you  pretended  to  do  ? I confefs  1 began  to  fear  you, 
and  defir’d  to  be  out  of  your  houfe,  but  your  own  follow- 
ers forc’d  me  hither. 

Gond.  ’Tis  well  fufpeded,  dilTemble  ftill,  for  there  are 
Ibmemay  hear  us. 

Orta.  More  tricks  yet,  my  Lord  ? what  houlc  this  is  I 
know  not,”  I only  know  my  felf : it  were  a great  conquefl:, 
if  you  could  faften  a fcandal  upon  me : ’faith  my  Lord, 
give  me  leave  to  write  to  my  brother  } 

Duke.  Comedown. 

Count.  Come  down. 

Arr.  If  it  pleafe  your  Grace,  there’s  a back  door. 

Count.  Come  meet  us  there  then. 

Duke.  It  Teems  you  are  acquainted  with  the  houfe, 

jdrr.  I have  been  in  it. 

Gond.  She  law  you  and  diflembled. 

Duke.  Sir,  we  lhall  know  that  better, 

Gond.  Bring  me  unto  her,  if  I prove  her  not 
To  be  a ftrumpet,  let  me  be  contemn’d 
Of  all  her  Tex.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Quintus* 

Scectta  Prim  a. 

Enter  Lucio. 


Luc. 


NOw  whilft  the  young  Duke  follows  his  delights, 
We  that  do  mean  to  prad ile  in  the  State, 
Muft  pick  our  times,  and  fet  our  faces  in. 

And  nod  our  heads  as  it  may  prove  mofl;  fit 
For  the  main  good  of  the  dear  Common- wealth ; 

Who’s  within  there 

Enter  a Servant. 

Serv.  My  Lord  ? 

Luc.  Secretary,  fetch  the  Gown  I ufe  to  read  Petitions 
in,  and  the  Standilh  1 anfwer  French  Letters  with : and  call 
in  the  Gentleman  that  attends : Exit  Serv. 

Little  know  they  that  do  not  deal  in  State, 

How  many  things  there  are  to  be  obferv’d, 

Which  Teem  but  little  ^ yet  by  one  of  us 
( Whofe  brains  do  wind  about  the  Common-wealth  ) 
Negleded,  cracks  our  credits  utterly. 

Enter  Gentleman  and  a Servant, 

Sir,  but  that  I do  prefume  upon  your  lecrefie,  I would  not 
have  appear’d  to  you  thus  ignorantly  attir’d  without  a 
tooth-pick  in  a ribbond,  or  a Ring  in  my  bandftring. 

Your Lordihip  fend  for  me? 

Luc.  I did:  Sir,  your  long  practice  in  the  State,  under 
a great  man,  hath  led  you  to  much  experience. 

Gent.  My  Lord. 

Luc.  Suffer  not  your  modelly  to  excule  it : in  fhort,  and  in 
private,  I defire  your  direction,  I take  my  ftudy  already  to 
be  furnilht  after  a grave  and  wife  method. 

Gent.  What  will  this  Lord  do  ? 

Luc.  My  Book-ftrings  are  futable,  and  of  a reaching 
colour. 


Gent.  How’s  this? 

Luc.  My  Standilh  of  Wood,  llrnngc  and  fwcet,  and  my 
forc-llap  hangs  in  the  right  place,  and  as  near  MachiavePs., 
as  can  be  gathered  by  tradition. 

Gent.  Are  there  Inch  men  as  will  fiiy  nothing  abroad,  and 
play  the  fools  in  their  Lodgings?  this  ford  mulb  be  follow- 
ed; and  hath  your  Lordniiplbme  new  made  wordstofeat- 
tcr  in  your  Ipeechcs  in  publick,  to  gain  note,  that  the 
hearers^  may  carry  them  away,  and  difputcof  themat  din- 
ner ? 

a 

Luc.  I have  Sir;  and  befides,  my  fcveral  Gowns  and 
Caps  agreeable  to  my  levcral  occafions. 

Gent.  ’Tis  well,  and  you  have  Icarn’d  to  write  a bad  hand, 
that  the  Readers  may  take  pains  for  it. 

Luc.  Yes  Sir,  and  1 give  out  1 have  the  palfie. 

Cent.  Good,  ’twere  better  though,  if  you  had  it ; your 
Lordlliip  hath  a Secretary,  that  can  write  fair,  when  you 
purpole  to  be  underffood. 

Luc.  ’Faith  Sir  1 have  one,  there  he  (lands,  he  hath  been 
my  Secretary  thefc  feven  years,  but  he  hath  forgotten  to 
write. 

Gen.  If  he  can  make  a writing  face,  it  is  not  amifs,  fo  he 
keep  his  own  counfcl;  your  Lordlhip  hath  no  hope  of  the 
Gout  ? 

Luc.  Uh,  little  Sir,  fince  the  pain  in  ray  right  foot  left 
me. 

Gent.  ’Twill  be  Tome  (candal  to  your  wifdom,  though  1 
fee  your  Lorddiip  knows  enough  in  publick  bufinefs. 

Luc.  I am  not  imploy’d  (though  to  my  defert ) in  oc- 
cafions forreign,  nor  frequented  for  matters  domeftical. 

Gent.  Not  frequented  ? what  courfe  takes  your  Lordlhip  ? 

Luc.  The  readied:  way,  my  door  (lands  wind,  my  Secre- 
tary knows  1 am  not  denied  to  any. 

Gent.  In  this  (give  me  leave  ) your  Lordlhip  is  out  of 
the  way  : make  a back  door  to  let  out  Intelligencers  ^ feem  to 
be  ever  bufie,  and  put  your  door  under  keepers,  and  you 
lhall  have  a troop  of  Clients  fweating  to  come  at  you. 

Luc.  1 have  a backdoor  already,  I will  henceforth  be  bu- 
fie, Secretary,  run  and  keep  the  door.  Exit  Secretary. 

Gent.  This  will  fetch  ’um  ? 

Luc.  I hope  fo. 

Enter  Secretary. 

Seer.  My  Lord,  there  are  fome  require  accelsto  you,  a- 
bout  weighty  affairs  of  State. 

Luc.  Already? 

Gent.  I told  you  la 

Luc.  How  weighty  is  the  bufinefs  > 

Seer.  Treafon  my  Lord. 

Luc.  Sir,  my  debts  to  you  for  this  are  great. 

Gent.  I will  leave  your  Lordlliip  now. 

Luc.  Sir,  my  death  mult  be  fuddain,  if  I requite  you 
1 not  ; at  the  back  door  good  Sir. 

Gent.  I will  be  your  Lordihips  Intelligencer  for  once. 

Exit  Gentleman. 

Enter  Secretary. 

Seer.  My  Lord.  * 

Luc.  Let’em  in, and  fay  I am  at  my  (ludy. 

Enter  Lazarello,  and  trro  Intelligencers^ 

Lucio  being  at  bis  {iudy, 

1 Int.  Where  is  your  Lord? 

Seer.  At  his  (ludy,  but  he  will  have  you  brought  in. 

Lazia.  Why  Gentlemen,  what  will  you  charge  me  with- 
al? 

2 Int.  Trealbn  , horrible  treafon,  I hope  to  have  the 
leading  of  thee  to  priibn,  and  prick  thee  on  i’th’  arfe  with  a 
Halbert : to  have  him  hang’d  that  falutes  thee,  and  call  all 
thofe  inquellion  that  fpit  not  upon  thee. 

Laz.  My  thred  is  fpun,  yet  might  I but  call  for  this  dilh 
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I of  nicnr  ctt  the  gallows,  inrtcad  of  a Pfalm,  it  were  to  be 

i endur’d:  the  Curtain  opens,  now  iny  end  draws  on. 

1 Sccrt'tjry  cJrjivs  the  Cwtjin. 

i I He.  Gentlemen,  I am  nor  empty  of  weighty  occafionsat 
this  time  •,  1 pray  you  vour  bulinels. 

1 hit.  My  Lord,  I think  we  have  difeover’d  one  of  the 
molt  bloudy  Traitors,  that  ever  the  world  held. 

Lu:.  Signior  I am  glad yc  arc  one  of  this  dif- 

covery,  give  me  your  hand. 

2 hit.  My  Lord,  that  isthe  Traitor. 

Lhc.  Keep  him  oft^  I would  not  for  my  whole  cllate  have 
touchd  him. 

Ljz.  My  Lord. 

Luc.  Peace  Sir,  I know  the  devil  is  at  your  tongue’s  end, 
to  Pirnifn  you  with  I'peeches : w hat  are  the  particulars 
you  charge  liimwith? 

Ibey  deliver  a paper  toLxiQlO^rvho  reads. 

Both  hit.  W’e  conferr’d  our  Notes,  and  have  extratled 
that,  which  we  will  jufbifie  upon  our  oaths. 

Lmc.  That  he  would  be  greater  than  the  Duke,  that  he 
had  caft  plots  for  this,  and  meant  to  corrupt  Tome  to  be- 
tray him,  that  he  would  burn  the  City,  kill  the  Duke,  and 
poilbn  the  Privy  Council:,  and  lallly  kill  himlelf..  Though 
thoudeferv’fr  jultly  to  be  hang’d,  with  lilence  yet  1 allow 
thee  to  fpeak,  be  Ihort. 

Laz.  My  Lord,  To  may  my  greateft  wifli  fucceed. 

So  may  I live,  and  compafs  what  1 Teek, 

As  I had  never  trealbn  in  my  thoughts. 

Nor  ever  didconfpire  the  overthrow 
Of  any  creatures  but  of  brutifh  bealls. 

Fowls,  Filhes,  and  Fich  other  humane  food. 

As  is  provided  for  the  good  of  man. 

If  ftealingCuftards,  Tarts,  and  Florentines 
By  fome  late  Statute  be  created  Treafon  *, 

How  many  fellow-Courtiers  can  I bring, 

W’hofelong  attendance  and  experience, 

Hath  made  them  deeper  in  the  plot  than  I ? 

Lhc.  Peace,  fuch  hath  ever  been  the  clemency  of  my  gra- 
cious Mailer  the  Duke,  in  all  his  proceedings,  that  1 had 
thought,  and  thought  1 had  thought  rightly  •,  that  malice 
would  long  c’r  this  have  hid  her  lelf  in  her  Den,  ahd  have 
turn’d  her  own  Iling  againft  her  own  heart : but  1 well  per- 
ceive, that  fo  froward  is  the  difpoHtion  of  a deprav’d  na- 
ture, that  it  doth  not  only  feek  revenge,  where  it  hath  re- 
ceiv’d injury,  but  many  times  thirft  after  their  deftruftion, 
where  it  hath  met  with  benefits. 

Laz.  But  my  good  Lord 

2 Int.  Let’s  gagg  him.  ^ _ r 1 n.  n.- 

Luc.  Peace  again,  but  many  times  thirll after  dcftrudci- 
on,  where  it  hath  met  with  benefits there  I left:  Such, 
and  no  better  are  the  bufinefs  that  we  have  now  in  hand. 

I Jut.  He’s  excellently  fpoken. 

1 Int.  He’ll  wind  a Traitor  I warrant  him, 

Lhc.  Butfurdy  methinks,  fetting  afide  the  touch  of  con- 
fcience,  and  all  inward  convulfions. 

2 hit.  He’ll  be  hang’d,  1 know  by  that  word. 

, Laz.  Your  Lordihip  may  coiifider — — 

Lur.  Hold  thy  peace : thou  canll  not  anfwcr  this  fpecch : 
no  Traitor  can  anivver  it:  but  becaufe  you  cannot  anfwer 
thisfpeech,  I take  it  you  havcconfcfs’d  the  Treafon. 

I Int.  The  Count  Valore  was  the  firfl;  that  difeover’d 
him,  and  can  wrtnels  it  •,  but  he  left  the  matter  to  your 
LordDiip’s  grave  confideration. 

Luc.  1 thank  his  Lordihip,  carry  him  away  fpeedily  to 
the  Duke. 

Laz.  Now  LazanVo  thou  art  tumbl’d  down 
The  hill  of  fortune,  with  a violent  arm  ^ 

All  plag^ici  that  tan  be.  Famine,  and  the  Sword 
Will  light  upon  thee,  black  dcfpair  will  boil 
In  thy  defpairing  brc-all,  no  comfort  by, 

'Thy  friends  far  off,  thy  enemies  are  nigh. 

Luc.  Away  with  him.  I’ll  follow  you,  look,  you  pinion 


him,  and  take  his  money  from  him,  left  he  fwallow  a foil- 
ling,  and  kill  himfelf. 

2 Int.  Get  thou  on  before.  Exeunt. 


JBus  Quintus* 

Scecfia  Tertra. 

Enter  the  Dukp,  the  Count Gondarino,  and  Arrigo. 

^"^^•"VTOw  Gondarino.,  what  can  you  put  on  now 
INI  That  may  deceive  us? 

Have  ye  more  Ilrange  ill u lions,  yet  more  mills. 

Through  which,  the  weak  eye  may  be  led  to  error: 
What  can  ye  lay  that  may  do  fatisfadion 
Both  for  her  wrong’d  honor,  and  your  ill  ? 

Gond.  All  I can  lay,  or  may,  is  laid  already: 

She  is  unchalle,  or  die  I have  no  knowledge, 

I do  not  breathe,  nor  have  the  ufe  of  fenfe. 

Duke.  Dare  ye  be  yet  fo  wilful,  ignorant  of  your  own 
nakednefs  ? did  not  your  fervants 
In  mine  own  hearing  confefs 
They  brought  her  to  that  houfe  we  found  her  in, 

Almoll  by  force:  and  with  a great  diilrull 
Of  fome  enluing  hazard  ? 

Count.  He  that  hath  begun  fo  worthily. 

It  fits  not  with  his  refolucion 

To  leave  off  thus,  my  Lord,  j know  thele  are  but  idle 
proofs. 

W’hat  fays  your  Lordihip  to  them? 

Gond.  Count,  I dare  yet  pronounce  again,  thy  Siller  is 
not  honefl. 

Count.  You  are  your  lelf  my  Lord,  I like  your  fetled. 
nefs. 

Gond.  Count,  thou  art  young,  and  unexperienc’d  in  the 
dark,  hidden  ways  of  Women  : Thou  dar’Il  affirm  with 
confidence,  a Lady  of  fifteen  may  be  a Maid. 

Count.  Sir,  if  it  were  not  fo,  I have  a Siller  would  fet 
near  my  heart. 

Gond.L^t  her  fit  near  her  foame,it  better  fits  her : call  back 
the  bloud  that  made  our  Ilream  in  nearnels,  and  turn 
the  Current  to  a better  ufe  j ’cis  too  much  mudded,  I do 
grieve  to  know  it. 

T>uke.  Dar’Il  thou  make  up  again,  dar’Il  thou  turn 
face,  knowing  we  know  thee,  hall  thou  not  been  difeo- 
ver’d openly?  did  not  our  ears  hear  her  deny  thy  court- 
ings?  did  we  not  fee  her  blufo  with  modeft  anger,  to  be 
fo  overtaken  by  a trick  •,  can  ye  deny  this  Lord  ? 

Gond.  Had  not  your  Grace,  and  her  kind  brother 
Been  within  level  of  her  eye. 

You  foouldhave  had  a hotter  volley  from  her. 

More  full  of  bloud  and  fire,  ready  to  leap  the  window 
where  foe  Hood. 

So  truly  fcnfual  is  her  appetite. 

Dul{e.  Sir,  Sir,  thefe  are  but  words  and  tricks,  give 
me  the  proof. 

Count.  W hat  need  a better  proof  than  your  Lordihip  ? 
I amfurc  ye  have  lain  with  her  my  Lord. 

Gond.  I have  confcll  it  Sir. 

Duke.  I dare  not  give  thee  credit  without  witnefs. 

Gond.  Docs  your  grace  think  we  carry  fcconds  with  us, 
to  fearch  us,  and  fee  fair  play:  your  Grace  hath  been 
ill  tutor’d  in  the  bufinefs^  but  if  you  hope  to  try  her 
truly,  and  fatisfy  your  fclf  what  frailty  is,  give  her  the 
Tell : do  not  remember  Count  foe  is  your  Siller  ^ nor 
let  my  Lord  the  Duke  believe  foe  is  fair^  but  put  her 
to  it  without  hope  or  pity,  then  ye  foall  fee  that  golden 
form  flie  off,  that  all  eyes  wonder  at  for  pure  and  fixt, 
and  under 't  bafe  blufoing  Copper  ^ mctall  not  worth  the 
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Imcanefl:  honor : you  fliall  behold  her  then  my  Lordtranfpa- 
rent, look  through  her  heart,  and  view  the  fpirits  how  they 
leap,  and  tell  me  then  I did  belie  the  Lady. 

Btikf.  It  lhall  be  done : come  Gondarino  bear  us  com- 
pany. 

We  do  believe  thee  : flie  fliall  die,  and  thou  flialt  fee 
jit. 

Enter  Lazarello,  taro  InteHigencers^  and  Guard. 

[How  now  my  friends,  who  have  you  guarded  hither? 

i Jnt.  So  pleafe  your  Grace  we  have  difeover’d  a vil- 
[lain  and  a Traitor  : the  Lord  Lucia  hath  examin’d  him. 
[and  lent  him  to  your  Grace  for  Judgement. 

Count.  My  Lord,  1 dare  ablblve  him  from  all  fin  of 
iTrealbn  : I know  his  molt  ambition  is  but  a dilh  ofmeat^ 
which  he  hath  hunted  with  lb  true  a feent,  that  he  de- 
lierveth  the  Collar  not  the  Halter. 

Vuk^.  Why  do  they  bring  him  thus  bound  up?  the 
poor  man  had  more  need  have  fbme  warm  mcat,to  com- 
i fort  his  cold  ftomach.  t 

Count.  Your  Grace  fliall  have  the  caule  hereafter,  when 
you  fliall  laugh  more  freely  ; 

But  thele  are  call’d  Informers : men  that  live  by  Treafon, 
as  Rat-catchers  do  by  poifon. 

Duke.  Would  there  were  no  heavier  prodigies  hung 
over  us,  than  this  poor  fellow,  I durft  redeem  all  perils 
ready  to  pour  themfelves  upon  this  State,  with  a cold 
Cuftard. 

Count.  Your  Grace  might  do  it  without  danger  to  ybur 
perfon. 

Laz.  My  Lord,  if  ever  I intended  trealbn  againft  your 
Perfbn,  or  the  State,  unlefs  it  were  by  wifliing  from  your 
Table  fome  difli  of  meat , which  I muft  needs  confefs, 
was  not  a fubjeds  part:  or  coveting  by  ftealth,  fupsfrom 
thofe  noble  bottles , that  no  mouth,  keeping  allegiance 
true,  fhould  dare  to  tafte:  I muft  confefs,  with  more 
than  covetous  eye,  I have  beheld  thofe  dear  conceal’d 
diflies , that  have . been  brought  in  by  cunning  equi- 
page, to  wait  upon  your  Graces  pallat : I do  confefle, 
out  of  this  prefent  heat,  I have  had  Stratagems  and 
Ambufeado’si  but  God  be  thank’d  they  have  never 
took. 

Duke.  Count,  this  bufinefs  is  your  own  ^ when  you  have 
done,  repair  to  us.  Exit  Bukjf. 

Count.  I will  attend  your  Grace : LazareVo^  you  are  at 
liberty,  be  your  own  man  again-,  and  if  you  can  be  mafter 
of  your  wifhes,  I wifti  it  may  be  fo. 

Laz.  I humbly  thank  your  Lordfliip : I muft  be  unman- 
nerly, I have  fome  prefent  bufinefs,  once  more  I heartily 
thank  your  Lordfliip.  Exit  Lazarillo. 

Count.  Now  even  a word  or  two  to  you,  and  fb  farewell  j 
you  think  you  have  deferv’d  much  of  this  State  by  thisdif- 
covery ; y’are  a flavifli  people,  grown  fubjed  to  the  com- 
mon courfe  of  all  men.  How  much  unhappy  were  that  no- 
ble fpirit,  could  work  by  fiich  bafer  gains  > whatmiftry 
would  not  a knowing  man  put  on  with  willingnels,  e’r  he 
fee  himfelf  grown  fat  and  full  fed,  by  fall  of  thofe  you 
rife  by  ? I do  diftharge  ye  my  attendance  \ our  healthful 
State  needs  no  fuch  Leeches  to  fuck  out  her  bloud. 

I Int.  I dobefeechyour  Lordfliip. 

2J«t.  Good  my  Lord. 

Count.  Go  learn  to  bemorehoneft,  what  Ifte  you  work 
your  means  from  honeft  induftry, 

• Exeunt  Informers, 

I will  be  willing  to  accept  your  labours : 

Till  then  I will  keep  back  my  promis’d  favours; 

Here  comes  another  remnant  of  folly  : 

Enter  Lucio< 


I muft  difpatch  him  too.  Now  Lord  LUcio.,  what  bufi- 
j nefs  brings  you  hither  ? 


Luc.  Faith  Sir,  I am  dilcovering  what  will  become  of 
that  notable  piece  of  rrcafon,  intended  by  that  Varlct  L<i- 
zarilloy  I have  fent  him  to  the  Duke  for  judgement. 

Count.  Sir,  you  have  pcrlbrm’d  the  part  of  a mod 
carefiil  Statclinan,  and  let  me  fay  it  to  your  face.  Sir, 
of  a Father  to  this  State  : 1 would  wilh  you  to  retire, 
and  infconce  your  fclf  in  ftudy:  for  fuch  is  your  daily  la- 
bour, and  our  fear,  that  our  lofs  of  an  hour  may  breed 
our  overthrow. 

Luc.  Sir,  I will  be  commanded  by  your  judgement,  and 
though  1 find  it  a trouble  fcant  to  be  waded  through, 
by  tliefe  weak  years : yet  for  the  dear  care  of  the  Com- 
mon-wealth, I will  bruife  my  brains,  and  confine  my  felf  j 
to  much  vexation. 

Count.  Go^  and  maift  thou  knock  do  wn  Treafon  like  an 
Ox. 

Luc.  Amen.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Mercer.,  Pandary  Franci{fina'. 

Mcr.  Have  I fpoke  thus  much  in  the  honor  of  Learn- 
ing? learn’d  the  names  of  the  feven  liberal  Sciences,  be- 
fore my  marriage  and  fince,  have  in  hafte  written  Epi- 
ftles  congratulatory,  to  the  Nine  Mufes,  and  is  Ihe 
prov’d  a Whore  and  a Begger  ? 

Pan.  ’Tis  true,  you  are  not  now  to  be  taught,  that  no 
man  can  be  Icarn’d  of  a fuddain  let  not  your  firftpro- 
jed  diicourage  you,  what  you  have  loft  in  this,  you  may 
get  again  in  Alchumie. 

Fran.  Fear  not  Husband,  I hope  to  make  as  good  a 
wife,  as  the  belt  of  your  neighbors,  have,  and  as  ho- 
neft. , 

I Mer.  I will  goe  home  -,  good  Sir,  do  not  publifh  this, 
as  long  as  it  runs  amongft  our  felvesi  'tis  good  ho- 
neft mirth ; you’ll  come  home  to  fupper  5 I mean  to 
have  all  her  friends,  and  mine,  as  ill  as  it  goesi. 

Pan.  Do  wifely  Sir,  and  bid  your  own  friends,  your 
whole  wealth  will  ftarce  feaft  all  hers,  neither  is  it  for  your 
credit,  to  walk  the  ftreets  with  a woman  fo  noted-,  get 
you  home  and  provide  her  cloaths:  let  her  come  an 
hour  hence  with  an  Hand-basket,  and  fhift  her  felf,  flie’U 
ferve  to  fit  at  the  upper  end  of  the  Table,  and  drink 
to  your  cuftoraers^ 

Mer.  Artis  juft,  and  will  make  me  amends. 

Pan.  No  doubt  Sir. 

Mer.  The  chief  note  of  a Scholar  you  fay,  is  to  govern 
his  paffions  ^ wherefore  1 do  take  all  patiently  -,  in  fign 
of  which,  my  dear  Wife,  I do  kifs  thee,  make  hafte  home 
after  me,  I lhall  be  in  my  ftudy.  Exit  Mercer. 

Pdn.  Go,  avaunt,  my  new  City  Dame,  fend  me  what 
you  promis’d  me  for  confideration  j and  may’ft  thou 
prove  a Lady. 

Fran.  Thou  lhalt  have  it,  his  Silks  fhall  flie  for  iti 

• Exeunt. 


Enter  Lazarello  and  his  hoy. 


a Tempeft,  what  is 
me  and  felicity?  I 


Laz.  How  fweet  is  a Calm  after 
there  now  that  can  ftand  betwixt 
have  gone  through  all  my  crofles  conftantly  j have  coqfound 
ed  my  enemies,  and  know  where  to  have  my  longing 
fatisfied:  I have  my  way  before  me,  there’s  the  door, 
and  I may  freely  walk  into  my  delights ; knock  boy. 
Jill.  Who’s  there?  , Witbiti. 

Laz.  Madonay  my  Love,  not  guilty,  not  guilty,  open 
the  door. 

Enter  Julia. 

Jul.  Art  thou  come  fweet-heart? 

Laz.  Yes,  to  my  foft  embraces,  and  the  reft  of  riiy 
overflowing  blifles  y come,  let  us  in  and  fwim  in  our  de- 
lights : a fhort  Grace  as  we  go,  and  fo  to  meat. 

Julia. 


I 
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Ju\  Nay  my  dear  Love,  you  muft  bear  with  me  inthisj 
wc'il  to  the  Church  firlh 

I ji.  Shall  I bclureofit  then? 

Jh!.  Ly  my  love  you  lhall. 

I I am  content,  for  1 do  now  vvidi  to  hold  offlong- 
cr,  to  whet  my  appetite,  and  do  delire  to  meet  with  more 
troubles,  lb  I might  conquer  them  : 

And  as  a holy  Lover  that  hath  l]^nt 
I'he  tedious  night  with  many  a Ugh  and  tears 
W'hilft  he  purlii’d  his  wench  r and  hath  oblerv'd 
The  fmiles,  and  frowns,  not  daring  to  dilpleale 
When  at  lalf,  hath  with  his  fervice  won 
Her  yielding  heart  •,  that  flic  begins  to  dote 
Upon  him,  and  can  hold  no  longer  out. 

But  hangs  about  his  neck,  and  wooes  him  more 
Than  ever  he  delir’d  her  love  before : 

Then  begins  to  flatter  his  defert. 

And  growing  wanton,  needs  will  cafl:  her  ofT^ 

Tr^-  her,  pick  quarrels,  to  breed  frefli  delight. 

And  to  incrcafe  his  pleafing  appetite. 

Jttl.  Come  Moufe  will  you  walk? 

Laz.  I pray  thee  let  me  be  deliver’d  of  the  joy  I am 
lb  big  with,  I do  feel  that  high  heap  within  me,  that 
1 begin  to  doubt  whether  I be  mortal: 

How’  I contemn  my  fellows  in  the  Court, 

Whth  whom  I did  but  yefterday  converfe  ? • 

And  in  a lower,  and  an  humbler  key 
Did  walk  and  meditate  on  grofler  meats? 

Thereare  theyPtill  poor  rogues,  fbaking their  chops. 

And  fneaking  after  Cheefes,  and  do  run 
Headlong  in  chace,  of  every  Jack  of  Beer 
That  crolTeth  them,  in  hope  of  fomerepaft. 

That  it  will  bring  them  to,  whilft  I am  here, 

' The  happieft  wight  'that  ever  fet  his  tooth 
To  a dear  novelty  : approach  my  love. 

Come,  let’s  go  to  knit  the  True  Loves  knot. 

That  never  can  be  broken. 

Boy.  That  is  to  marry  a whore. 

Laz,  When  that  is  done,  then  will  we  tallethe 

Which  Fates  have  fent  my  Fortunes  up  to  lift. 

V'hen  that  is  done,  you’ll  begin  to  repent  upon 
a full  ftomach  •,  but  I fee,  ’tis  but  a form  in  deftiny,  not 
to  be  alter’d. 

Exeunt . 


Enter  Arrigo  and  Oriana. 

Oria.  Sir,  what  may  be  the  current  of  your  buflnefs, 
that  thus  you  Angle  out  your  time  and  place  ? 

Hrri.  Madam,  the  buflnefs  now  impos’d  upon  me,  con- 
cerns you  nearly,  I wilh  fome  worfer  man  might  finilh 

Ori.  Why  are  ye  chang’d  fo  ? are  ye  not  well  Sir  ? 

Hrr.  Yes  Madam,  I am  well,  wo’d  you  were  fo. 

Oria.  Why  Sir,  I feel  my  felf  in  perfect  health. 

Hrri,  And  yet  ye  cannot  live  long.  Madam. 

Oria.  W'hy  good  Arrigo  f 
Arr.  Why  ? ye  mufl  dye. 

Oria.  1 know  I muft,  but  yet  my  fate  calls  not  upon 
me. 

Arr.  It  docs  •,  this  hand  the  Duke  commands  lhall  give 
you  death. 

Oria.  Heaven,  and  the  powers  Divine,  guard  well  the 

innocent.  , r ^ r 

Arr.  Lady,  your  Prayers  may  do  your  foul  lome 

good. 

That  furc  your  body  cannot  merit  by  ’em : 

You  muft  prepare  to  die. 

Orian.  W hat’s  my  offence?  what  have  thefe  years  com 
mitted. 

That  may  be  dangerous  to  the  Duke,  or  State? 

I Have  I confpir’d  by  poifon,  have  I giv’n  up. 


My  honor  to  Ibnie  loofe  iinfetl’d  bloud 
That  may  give  aetion  to  my  plots.'? 

Dear  Sir,  let  me  not  dye  ignorant  of  my  faults? 

Arr.  Ye  lhall  not. 

Then  Lady,  you  muft  know,  you  ’re  held  unhoneft  •, 

The  Duke,  your  Brother,  and  your  friends  in  Court, 

With  too  much  grief  condemn  ye  : though  to  me. 

The  fault  deferves  not  to  be  paid  with  death. 

Orian.  Who ’s  my  accufer  ? 

Arri.  Lord  Gondarino. 

Orian.  Arrigo.,  take  thefe  words,  and  bear  them  to  the 
Duke, 

It  is  the  laft  petition  I lhall  ask  thee  : 

Tell  him  the  child  this  prefect  hour  brought  forth 
To  fee  the  world  has  not  a foul  more  pure,  more 
white. 

More  Virgin  than  I havej  Tell  him  Lord  Gondarino^s 
Plot,  I fuffer  for,  and  willingly  ; tell  him  it  had  been 
a greater  honor,  to  have  fav’d  than  kill’d:  but  I have, 
done : ftrike,  1 am  arm’d  for  heaven.  Why,  ftay  you  ? is 
there  any  hope  ? 

Arri.  I would  hot  ftrike. 

Orian.  Have  you  the  power  to  fave  ? 

Ani.  With  hazard  of  my  life,  if  it  Ihould  be  known. 

Orian.  You  will  not  venture  that? 

Arri.  I will  Lady  : there  is  that  means  yet  to  efcape 
your  death,  if  you  can  wifely  apprehend. 

Pf  ian.  Ye  dare  not  be  fo  kind  .? 

Arri.  I dare,  and  will,  if  you  dare  but  delerve’t. 

. Ori.  If  I Ihould  flight  my  life,  I were  too  blame, 

Arri.  Then  Madam,  this  is  the  means,  or  elfe  you  die: 

I love  you. 

Orian.  I ftiall  believe  it,  if  you  fave  my  life. 

Arri.  And  you  muft  lie  with  me. 

Orian.  I dare  not  buy  my  life  fo. 

Arri.  Come,  ye  muft  refolve,  fay  yea  or  no. 

Orian.  Then  no  ^ nay,  look  not  ruggedly  upon  me, 

I am  made  up  too  ftrong  to  fear  fuch  looks : ^ '' 

Come,  do  your  Butchers  part : before  I would  wilh  life, 
with  the  dear  loft  of  honour,  I dare  find  means  to  free 
my  folf.  ^ 

Arr.  Speak,  will  ye  yield? 

Orian.  Villain,  I will  not  \ Murtherer,  do  thy  worft, 
thy  bafe  unnoble  thoughts  dare  prompt  thee  to  ^ I am 
above  thee  flave. 

Arri.  Wilt  thou  not  be  drawn  to  yield  by  fair  perfwa- 
fions  ? 

Orian.  No,  nor  by 

Arri.  Peace,  know  your  doom  then  \ your  Ladylhip 
muft  remember,  you  are  not  now  at  home , where  you 
dare  feaft  all  that  come  about  you : but  you  are  fallen 
under  my  mercy,  which  fliall  be  but  fmall  s if  thou  refufe 
to  yield  : hear  what  I have  fworn  unto  my  felf  •,  I will 
enjoy  thee,  though  it  be  between  the  parting  of  thy 
foul  and  body  ^ yield  yet  and  live. 

Orian.  I’ll  guard  the  one,  let  Heaven  guard  the  other, 

Arri.  Are  you  fo  refolute  then  ? 

Duk^  from  above. 

Hold,  hold  I fay. 

Orian.  What  I ? yet  more  terror  to  my  tragedy  ? 

Arri.  Lady,  the  Scene  of  bloud  is  done  ^ ye  are  now  as 
free  from  fcandal,  as  from  death. 


Enter  Vuk^.,  Count.,  and  Gondarino. 


Duke.  Thou  Woman  which  wert  born  to  teach  men 
virtue. 

Fair,  fweet,  and  modeft  Maid,  forgive  my  thoughts. 

My  trefpafs  was  my  love. 

Seize  Gondarino,  let  him  wait  our  dooms. 

Gond.  I dp  begin  a little  to  love  this  woman  •,  I could 
endure  her  already  twelve  miles  off. 

Count 
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CaMHt.  Siller,  1 am  glad  you  have  brought  your  honor 
ofl  lb  fairly,  without  lol's  ; you  have  done  a work  above 
your  lex,  the  Duke  admires  it ; give  him  fair  encounter. 

Duke.  Bell  of  all  comforts , may  I take  this  hand,  and 
call  it  mine } 

On.  1 am  your  Graces  handmaid. 

Duke.  Would  ychad  fed  my  ielf:  might  it  not  be  fo  La- 
dy ? 

Count.  Sifter,  fay  I,  I know  you  can  afford  it, 

Ori  . My  Lord,  1 am  your  lubjccd;,  you  may  command  me, 
provided  ftili,  your  thoughts  be  fair  and  good. 

Here  I am  yours,  and  when  I cealc  to  be  fo. 

Let  heaven  forget  me:  thus  I make  it  good. 

Ori.  My  Lord,  I am  no  more  mine  own.  . 

Count.  So-,  this  bargain  was  well  driven. 

Gond.  Duke,  thou  haft:  fold  away  thy  felftoall  perdition-, 
thou  art  this  prefent  hour  becomming  Cuckold  : methinks 
I fee  thy  gaul  grate  through  thy  veins,  and  jealoufie  feize 
thee  with  her  talons:  I know  that  womans  nofe  mult  be 
cut  off,  fhe  cannot  fcape  it. 

Duke.  Sir,  we  have  puniftiment  for  you. 

Orian.  I do  befeech  your  Lordihip , for  the  wrongs 
this  man  hath  done  me,  let  me  pronounce  his  punifti- 
ment. 

T)iiks>  Lady,  I give’t  to  you,  he  is  your  own. 

Gond.  1 dobefecch  your  Grace,  let  me  be  baniftit  with  all 
the  I'peed  that  may  be. 

Count.  Stay  ftift,  you  ftiall  attend  her  fentence. 

Orian.  Lord  Gondarino.^  you  have  wrong’d  me  highly  ^ 
yet  fince  it  fprung  from  no  peculiar  hate  to  me,  but  from 
a general  diftike  unto  all  women,  you  ftiall  thus  fuller  for 
it Arrigo.,  call  in  fonie  Ladies  to  alfift  us  ^ will  your  Grace 
' make  your  State  ? 

Gond.  My  Lord,  I do  befeech  your  Grace  for  any  pu- 
niftiment  faving  this  woman , let  me  be  lent  upon  dif- 
covery  of  Lome  Ifland^  I do  defire  but  a fmall  Gondela, 
with  ten  Holland  Cheefes,  and  I’ll  undertake  it. 

Orta.  Sir,  ye  muft  be  content,  will  ye  fit  down  ? nay, 
doit  willingly:  Arrigo.^  tie  his  Arms  clofe  to  the  chair,  1 
dare  not  truft:  his  patience. 

Cond.  Mayft  thou  be  quickly  old  and  painted  ^ mayft: 
thou  dote  upon  fome  fturdy  Yeoman  of  the  Wood-yard, 
and  he  be  honeft  -,  mayft:  thou  be  barr’d  the  lawful  le- 
chery of  thy  Coach,  for  want  of  inftruments  and  laft, 
be  thy  womb  unopen’d. 

Vuk^.  This  fellow  hath  a pretty  gaul. 

Cotiitt.  My  Lord,  I hope  to  lee  him  purg’d  e’r  he  part, 

Enter  Ladies. 


Oria.  Your  Ladylhips  are  welcome : 

I muff:  defire  your  helps,  though  you  are  no  Phyfitians,  to 
do  a ftrange  cure  upon  this  Gentleman.* 

Ladies.  In  what  we  ean  aftift:  you  Madam,  ye  may  com- 
mand us. 

Gond.  Now  do  I fit  like  a Conjurer  within  my  circle, 
and  thefethe  Devils  that  are  rais’d  about  me.  I will  pray 
th-at  they  may  have  no  power  upon  me. 

Oria.  L adies,  fall  off  in  couples,  then  with  a foft  Hill 
march,  with  low  demeanors^  ,chargg,  this_Gentlem 
be  your  Leader. 

Gand,  Let  me  be  quarter’d  Duke  quickly,  I can  endure 
it : thefe  women  long  for  Mans  flefti,  let  them  have  it. 

Duke.  Count,  have  you  ever  feen  fo  ftrange  a palTion  ? 
what  would  this  fellow  do,  if  he  fhould  fmdhimfelf  in  bed 
with  a young  Lady.? 

Count.  ’Faith  my  Lord,  if  he  could  get  a knife,  fure  he 
wou’d  cut  her  throat,  or  elfe  he  wou’d  do  as  Hercules  did 
by  Lycas.,  fwing  out  her  foul : h’as  the  true  hate  of  a wo- 
man in  him. 

i Oria.  Low  with  your  Curfies  Ladies. 

Gond.  Come  not  too  near  me,  I have  a breath  will  poi- 


fqn  yc,  my  lungs  arc  rotten,  andmyftdmach  is  raw  : lam 
given  much  to  belching:  hold  off,  as  you  love  fwcetairs-, 
Ladies,  by  your  firlt  nights  plcafurc,  1 conjure  you,  as  yon 
wou’d  have  your  Husbands  proper  men,  ft  tong  backs,  and 
little  legs,  as  you  would  have  ’em  hate  your  Waiting-wo- 
men. 

Oria.  Sir,  we  muft  court  yc,  till  we  have  obtain’d  (bme 
little  favour  from  thofe  gracious  eyes,  ’tis  but  akil'sa 
piece. 

Gond.  I pronounce  perdition  to  ye  all  ; yc  arc  a parcel 
of  that  damned  crew  that  fell  down  with  L«ay<r,and  here 
yc  ftaid  on  earth  to  plague  poor  men  vanifh,  avaunt,  1 am 
fortified  againft  your  charms heaven  grant  me  breath  and 
patience. 

1 Lady.  Shall  we  not  kifs  then? 

Gend.  No  fear  my  lips  with  hot  irons  firft,  or  ftitchthem 
up  like  a Ferrets  :•  oh  that  this  brunt  were  over ! 

2 Lady.  CoiTie,  come,  little  rogue,  thou  art  too  mai- 

denly by  my  troth,  I think  I muft  box  thee  till  thoubc’ft 
bolder^  the  more  bold,  the  more  welcome:  I prethee 
kifs  me,  be  not  afraid.  She  fns  on  his  knee. 

Gond.  If  there  be  any  here,  that  yet  have  fo  much  of 
the  fool  left  in  them,  as  to  love  their  mothers,  let  them 
on  her,  and  loath  them  too. 

2.  Lady.''  What  a ftovenly  little  villain  art  thou,  why  doft 
thou  not  ftrokeup  thy  hair  > I think  thou  ne’er  comb’ft  it: 

I muft  have  it  lie  in  better  order  •,  fo,  fo,  fo,  let  me  fee 
thy  hands,  are  they  wafh’d? 

Gond.  1 would  thy  were  loofe  for  thy  fake. 

Duke.  She  tortures  him  admirably. 

Count.  The  beft  that  ever  was. 

2 Lady.  Alas,  how  cold  they  are,  poorgolls,  why  doft 
thee  not  get  thee  a Muff.?  _ _ 

' ArrL  Madam,  here’s  an  old  Countrey  Gentlewoman  at 
the  door,  that  came  nodding  up  for  juftice,  fhe  was  with 
the  Lord  Gondarino  to  day,  and  would  now  again  come  to 
the  fpeech  of  him,  fhe  fays. 

Oria.  Let  her  in,  for  fports  fake,  let  her  in. 

Gond.  Mercy, oh  Duke, I do  appeal  to  thee : plant  Canons 
there,  and  difeharge  them  againft  my  breaft  rather : nay, 
firft  let  this  fhe-fiiry  fit  ftill  where  fhe  does,  and  with  her 
nimble  fingers  ftroke  my  hair,  play  with  my  fingers  ends, 
or  any  thing,  until  my  panting  heart  have  broke  my 
breaft. 

Vuk^.  You  muft  abide  her  cenfure. 

The  Lady  rifes  from  his  knee. 

Enter  old  Gentlewoman. 


Gond.  I fee  her  come,  unbutton  me,  for  fhe  will  fpcak. 

Gentlew.  Where  is  he  Sir .? 

Gond.  Save  me,  I hear  her. 

Ar.  There  he  is  in  ftate  to  give  you  audience 

Gentlew.  How  does  your  Lordfhip? 

Gond.  Sick  of  the  fpleen. 

Geutlew.  How  ? 

Gond.  Sick. 

Gentletv.  Will  you  chew  a Nutmeg,  you  ftiall  not  refufe 
it,  it  is  very  comfortable. 

Nay,uow  thou  art-€om€,T-know  it  — 

Is  the  Devils  Jubilc,  Hell  is  broke  loofe : 

My  Lord,  if  ever  I have  done  you  fervice. 

Or  have  deferv’d  a favour  of  your  Grace, 

Let  me  be  turn’d  upon  fome  prefent  aftion. 

Where  1 may  fooner  die,  than  languifn  thus  •, 

Your  Grace  hath  her  petition,  grant  it  her,  and  eafe  me 
now  at  laft. 

Duks.  No  Sir,  you  muft  endure, 

Gentlew.  For  my  petition,  I hope  your 
Lordfhip  hath  remembred  me. 

Oria.  ’Faith  I begin  to  pity  him,  Arrigo, take  her  off,  bear 
her  away,  fay  her  petition  is  granted. 

Q^q  q Gentlerp.  i 


490 


The  Woman-Hater. 


CfMtleu'.  U’hether  do  you  draw  me  Sir  ? I know  it  is  not 
my  Lords  pleafii  re  I Ihould  be  tlius  ufed,  before  my  bufinels 
be  difpatdied  ? 

yfrr.You  fliall  know  more  of  tliat  without. 

Oria.  Unbind  him  Ladies,  but  before  he  go,  this  he  fliall 
promife  -,  for  the  love  I bear  to  our  own  fex,  I would  have 
them  (till  hated  by  thee,  and  injoyn  thee  as  a punifliment, 
never  hereafter  willingly  to  come  in  the  prelence,  or  light 
of  any  woman,  nor  never  to  feek  wrongfully,  the  publick 
dilgrace  of  any. 

Gond.  ’Tis  that  I would  have  fworn,  and  do  : when  I 
meditate  with  them,  for  their  good,  or  their  bad ; may 


Time  will  call  back  this  day  again,  and  when  I come  in 
their  companies , may  I catch  the  pox,  by  their  breath, 
and  have  no  other  pleafure  for  it. 

Vukf.  Ye  are  mod  merciful. 

Oria.  My  Lord,  I fliew’d  my  (ex  the  better. 

Gond.  All  is  over-blown  Sifter : y’are  like  to  have  a fair 
night  of  it,  and  a Prince  in  your  Arms  ; let’s  goe  my 
Lord. 

Dftks.  Thus  through  the  doubtful  ftreams  of  joy  and 
grief. 

True  Love  doth  wade,  and  finds  at  laft  relief. 

Exeunt  omnes. 


491 


NICE  VALOUR. 

A Comedy. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play. 


I Duke  of  Genoua.  i Two  Brothers  to  the  Ladji,affe6iwg  the pajfionate  Lord 

|Shamont  his  Favourite,  a /uperJUtious  lover  of  repu-  pour  Courtiers. 
tation. 

A pafliionate  Lord,  theDukgs  diJiraHed  k^nfman. 

\ A Soldier,  brother  to  Shamont.  . 

Lapet,  the  cowardly  Monjieur  Nice' Valour. 

A Gallant^/  the  fame  Temper. 

Courtiers. 


Jefter. 

^ Masque. 

Six  Women,  j 

Galolhio,  a Clown,  fuch  another  try  d piece  of  M.ans 
jiej}}. 


WOMEN. 


Lady,  Sijier  to  the  Duhp,  Shamont  / beloved 
Lapet’s  Wife. 


A Lady,  perfonating  Cupid,  Mijirifs  to  the  m.id 
Lord. 


The  Scene  Genoua, 


The  PROLOGUE  at  the  reviving  of  this  Play. 


\Tsg  rown  in  fajhion  of  late  in  thefe  days, 

IT* <7  come  and  beg  a Jujprage  to  our  Plays 
^ Faith  Gentlemen,  our  Poet  ever  writ 
Language  fo  good,  mixt  with  fuch  fprightly  wit. 

He  made  the  Theatre  fo  Sovereign 

With  his  rare  Sc£nes,  he fcorn  dthis crouching  vein: 


We Jiabb’d  him  with  kgen  daggers  when  we  prayd 
Him  write  a Preface  to  a Play  well  made. 

He  could  not  write  thefe  toyes,  'twos  eafier  far. 
To  bring  a Felon  to  appear  at  th'  Barr 
So  much  he  hated  bafenefs  , which  this  day. 

His  Sc£nes  will  beji  convince  you  of  ins  Play. 


A fins  Primus.  Stdena  Prima. 


Enter  Duks,  Shamount,  and  four  Gentlemen. 

DuK^. 

Hamount,  welcome  •,  we  have  miftthee  long, 
Though  abfent  but  two  days : I hope  your 
" '^^Anfwer  your  time  and  wilhes.  (Iports 
r Sham.  Very  nobly  Sir 
\ We  found  game,  worthy  your  delight  my 
' It  was  lb  royal.  (Lord, 

T>u\e.  I’ve  enough  to  hear  on’t. 

.Prethee  bellow’c  upon  me  in  difeourfe. 

r Gent.  What  is  this  Gentleman, Coz  ? you  are  a Courtier, 
Therefore  know  all  their  infides. 


2 Gent.  No  farther  than  the  TaRaty  goes,  good  Coz. 
For  the  molt  part,  which  is  indeed  the  bell;  part 
Of  the  molt  general  infide^  marry  thus  far 
I can  with  boldnefs  fpcak  this  one  mans  charafter. 

And  upon  honor,  pafs  it  for  a true  one 
He  has  that  flrength  of  manly  merit  in  him, 

That  it  exxeeds  his  Sovereigns  power  of  gracing  j 
He’s  faithfully  true  to  valour,  that  he  hates 
The  man  from  C^yir’/ time,  or  farther  off^ 

That  ever  took  difgracc  unreveng’d : 

And  if  he  chance  to  read  hisabjed  ftory. 

He  tears  his  memory  out^  and  holds  it  virtuous, 

Not  to  let  lhame  have  lb  much  life  amongll;  us  ■, 

There  is  not  fuch  a curious  piece  of  courage 

Q^q  q 2 Among 


I 


i 
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^n’ongft:  iraiis  fcllowfliip,  or  one  fo  jealous 
Ot  honors  lols,  or  repuations  glory ; 

There’s  io  much  pcrtl\‘l  of  his  growing  ftory. 

1 ’ pwould  make  oncdocc  on  virtue  asyoutell  it, 

2 I have  told  it  to  much  lols,  believe  it  Coz. 

5 Gfy.t.  How  the  Duke  graces  him>  what  is  he  brother? 

4tVw/.  Doyoii  not  yet  know  him?  a vain-glorious  cox- 
As  proud  as  he  that  fell  for’t : (comb, 

5et  bet  alide  his  valour^  no  virtue^ 

Which  is  indeed,  not  fit  for  any  Courtier^ 

And  we  his  fellows  are  as  good  as  he, 

Pernaps  as  capable  of  favour  too. 

For  one  thing  or  another,  if ’twerc  look’d  into: 

Give  me  a man,  were  I a Sovereign  now 
Has  a good  Ifroke  ot  7en>tU^  andaflifFone, 

Can  play  at  M-qiaHocuum  with  the  Line, 

As  even,  as  the  thirteenth  of  September^ 

W'hendayand  night  Hein  a fcale together: 

Or  may  1 thrive,  as  1 deferve  at  Billiards- 
No  Ocherwife  at  Chiffe^  or  at  Primero  ; 


Who  can  rclblvc  us  belt  ? 

1 Gent.  I can  my  Lord. 

py-kf.  There,  if  I had  a pity  without  bounds, 

It  might  be  all  beftowed -A  man  fo  loft 

In  the  wild  ways  of  palFion,  that  he’s  fenfible 
Of  nought,  but  what  torments  him  ? 

I Gent.  True  my  Lord, 

He  runs  through  all  the  PaHions  of  mankind, 

And  ftifts  ’em  ftrangely  too : one  while  in  love. 

And  that  fb  violent,  that  for  want  of  bufmefs. 

He’ll  court  the  very  Prentice  of  a Laundrefs, 

Though  fhe  havekib’d  heels:  and  in’s  mel^chdlyagen. 
He  will  nor  brook  an  Emprefs  though  thrice  fairer 
Than  ever  Maad  was  •,  or  higher  fpirited 
Than  Cleopatra.,  or  your  Englijh  Countefs  ; 

Then  on  a fuddain  he’s  fb  merry  again. 

Out- laughs  a Waiting-woman  before  her  firft  Child  : 

And  turning  of  a hand,  fo  angry 

Has  almoft  beat  the  Northern  fellow  blind  i 

That  is  for  that  ule  only  •,  if  that  mood  hold  my  Lord, 

Had  need  of  a frefh  man  •,  I’ll  undertake. 

He  fhall  bruife  three  a month. 

puke.  I pity  him  dearly : 

And  let  it  be  your  charge,  with  his  kind  brother 

To  fee  his  moods  obferv’d  ^ let  every  paflion 

Be  fed  ev’n  to  a ftirfet,  which  in  time 

May  breed  a loathing : let  him  have  enough 

Of  every  objed,  that  his  fence  is  wrapt  with 

And  being  once  glutted,  then  the  tafte  of  folly 

Will  come  into  his  rellifli.  Exit 

I Gent.  I fhall  fee 

Your  charge  my  Lord,  moft  faithlfuly  effeded  : 

And  how  does  noble  Shamount  ? 

Sham.  Never  ill  man 
Until  I hear  of  bafenefs,  then  I ficken: 
lamthehcalthfull’ft  mani’th’  kingdom  elfe. 

Enter  Lapet. 

I Gent.  Be  armM  then  for  a fit, 

I fere  comes  a fellow 

Will  make  you  fick  at  heart,  if  bafenefs  do’t. 

Sha.  T.tt  me  begone;  what  is  he  ? 

1 Gent.  Let  me  tell  you  firft. 

It  can  be  but  a qualm:  pray  ftay  it  out  Sir, 

Comc^  y’avc  born  more  than  this. 

Sha.  Born  ? never  any  thing 
That  was  injurious. 

2 Gent.  Ha,  I am  far  from  that. 

Sham.  He  looks  as  like  a man  as  I have  fecn  one  ; 

\\  hat  V,  o '.lid  you  fpeak  of  him  ? fpcak  well  I prethee. 


Even  for  humanities  caufe. 

iGent.  You’d  have  it  truth  though 
Sham.  What  elfe  Sir?  I have  no  reafbn  to  wrong  heav’nl, 
To  favour  nature  j let  her  bear  her  own  lhame 
If  file  be  faulty. 

I Gent.  Monftrous  faulty  there  Sir. 

Sham.  I’m  ill  at  eale  already. 

I Gent.  Pray  bear  up  Sir. 

Sham.  I prethee  let  me  take  him  down  with  fpeed  then^ 
Like  a wild  objed  that  I would  not  look  upon. 

I Gent.  Then  thus:  he’s  one  that  will  endure  as  much 
As  can  be  laid  upon  him. 

Sham.  That  may  be  noble  : 

I’m  kept  too  long  from  his  acquaintance. 

I Gent.  Oh  Sir, 

Take  heed  of  rafh  repentance,  y’are  too  forward 
To  find  out  virtue  where  it  never  fetl’d  r 
Take  tile  particulars  firft,  of  what  he  endures  j 
Videlicet.,  Baftinadoes  by  the  great.  . 

Sham.  How ! ' ('fale, 

1 Gent.  Thumps  by  the  dozen,  and  your  kicks  by  whole- 
Sham.  No  more  of  him. 

I Gent.  The  twingfes  by  the  noftril'he  fiiufls  up, 

And  holds  it  the  beft  remedy  for  fheezing. 

Sham.  Away.  ' 

I Gent.  H’asbecn  thrice  fwitch’’d  from  7 a clock  till  9. 
Yet  with  a Cart-Horfe  ftomach,  fell  to  breakfaftj 
Forgetful  of  his  f mart. 

Sham.  Nay,  the  difgrace  on’t  ^ 

There ’s  no  fmart  but  that:  bafe  things  are  felt 
More  by  their  fliames  than  hurts,  Sir,  I know  you  not. 
But  that  you  live  an  injury  to  nature  : 

I’m  heartily  angry  with  you. 

Lap.  Pray  give  your  blow  or  kick,  and  begone  then ; 

For  1 ne’er  faw  you  before^  and  indeed. 

Have  nothing  to  fay  to  you,  for  I know  you  not. 

Sham.  Why  wouldll  thou  take  a blow  > 

Lap.  I would  not  Sir, 

Unlels  ’twere  offer’d  me  ^ and  if  from  an  enemy  ? 

I’d  be  loth  to  deny  it  from  a ftranger. 

Sham.  What,  a blow? 

Endure  a blow  ? and  fhall  he  live  that  gives  it  ? 

Lap.  Many  a fair  year- why  not  Sir? 

Sham.  Let  me  wonder  ! 

As  full  a man  to  fee  to,  and  as  perfed— 

I prethee  live  not  long 

Lap.  How? 

Sham.  Let  me  intreat  it : 

Thou  doff;  not  know  what  wrong  thoa  doft  mankind. 

To  walk  fo  long  here  ^ not  to  dye  betimes. 

Let  me  advife  thee,  while  thou  haft  to  live  here, 

Ev’n  for  man’s  honour  fake,  take  not  a blow  more. 

Lap.  You  ffiould  advife  them  not  to  ftrike  me  then  Sir  , 
For  I’ll  take  none  I afl'ure  you,  ’lefs  they  are  given. 

Sham.  How  fain  would  I prefer ve  mans  form  from  fhame 
And  cannot  get  it  done?  however  Sir, 

I charge  thee  live  not  long. 

Lap.  This  is  worlc  than  beating. 

Sham.  Of  what  profeffion  art  thou,  tell  me  Sir, 

Befides  a Tailor  ? for  I’ll  know  the  truth,  ’ 

Lap.  A Tailor?  I’m  as  good  a Gentleman i 

Can  mew  my  Arms  and  all, 

Sham.  How  black  and  blew  they  are  ? 

Is  that  your  manifeftation?  upon  pain 
Of  pounding  theetoduft,  affumenot  wrongfully 
The  name  of  Gentleman,  becaufe  I ’m  one. 

That  muff;  not  let  thee  live. 

Lap.  I have  done,  I have  done  Sir. 

If  there  be  any  harm,  beflirew  the  Herald, 

I’m  furc  I ha’  not  been  fo  long  a Gentleman, 

To  make  this  anger  : I have  nothing  no  where, 

But  what  I dearly  pay  for.  Exit. 

Sham.  Groom  begone  j 
I never  was  fb  hcart-fick  yet  of  man. 


Enter 


The  Tafucnate  Mad' man. 
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Enter  Lady.,  the  Dul^c^s  Sifter,  Lapct’s  rvife. 

1 Cent.  Here  comes  a cordial.  Sir  , from  th’other  lex, 
Able  to  make  a dying  face  look  chcarfiil. 

Sham,  The  bleficdnels  of  Ladies 

Lady.  Y’arewell  met  Sir. 

Sham.  The  fight  of  you  has  put  an  evil  from  me, 

W'hofe  breath  was  able  to  make  virtue  iicken. 

Lady.  I’m  glad  I came  fo  fortunately.  What  was’t  Sir  ? 

Sham.  A thing  that  takes  a blow,  lives,  and  cats  after  it, 
In  very  good  healthy  you  ha’  not  l^n  the  like.  Madam, 

A Monlter  worth  your  fixpcnce,  lovely  worth, 

Speak  low  Sir  *,  by  all  likely-hoods  ’tis  her  Husband,  Lady, 
That  now  beftow’d  a vifitation  on  me.  Farewel  Sir.  E.vit. 

Sham.  Husband  ? is’t  pollible  that  he  has  a wife  > 
Wfould  any  creature  have  him  ? ’tis  feme  forc’d  march, 

If  he  were  not  kick’d  toth’  Church  o’  th’  wedding  aay. 

I’ll  never  come  at  Court.  Can  be  no  otherwife  : 

Perhaps  he  was  rich,  Ipeak  miftrifs  Lapet,  was’t  not  fo  ? 

infe.  Nay,  that’s  without  all  quelbion. 

Sh.  O ho,  he  would  not  want  kickers  enow  then  j 
If  you  are  wife,  I much  fufpeft  yourhonefty  *, 

For  wifdom  never  faftens  conftantly,  • 

But  upon  merit : if  you  incline  to  fool. 

You  are  alike  unfit  for  his  fbeiety  ^ 

Nay,  if  it  were  not  boldnefs  in  the  man 

That  honors  you,  to  advife  you,  troth  his  company 

Should  not  be  frequent  with  yon. 

’Tis  good  counfei  Sir. 

Sham.  Oh,  I am  fo  careful  where  I reverence. 

So  juft  to  goodnefs,  and  her  precious  purity, 

I ’m  as  equally  jealous,  and  asfearfiH, 

That  any  undeferved  ftain  might  fall 
Upon  her  fandified  whitenefs,  as  of  the  fin 
That  comes  by  wilfulnefs. 

Wife.  Sir,  I love  your  thoughts. 

And  honor  you  for  your  counfei  and  your  care. 

sham.  We  are  your  fervants. 

Wife.  He’s  but  a Gentleman  o’th’  chamber^  he  might 
have  kill  me : 

Faith,  where fhall  one  find  left  courtefie,  than  at  Court? 
Say  I have  an  undeferver  to  my  Husband : 

That’s  ne’er  the  worfe  for  him  : well  ftrangelip’d  men, 
’Tis  but  a kifs  loft,  there’ll  more  come  agen.  Exit, 


I 


Enter  the  pajjfidnate  Lord,  the  Dukesliinfman,  makes 
a congie  or  ttpo  to  nothing. 

I Gent.  Look,  who  comes  here  Sir, his  love-fit’s  upon  him: 
I know  it,  by  that  fettfmile,  andthofecongies. 

How  courteous  he’s  to  nothing  ? which  indeed, 

Is  the  next  kin  to  woman  *,  only  ftiadow 
The  elder  Sifter  of  the  twain,  becaufe  ’tis  feen  too 
See  how  it  kifles  the  fore-finger  ftill  •, 

Which  is  the  !aft  edition,  and  being  come 
So  near  the  thumb,  every  Cobler  has  got  it. 

Sham.  What  a ridiculous  piece,  humanity 
Here  makes  it  felf? 

I Gent.  Nay  good  give  leave  a little.  Sir, 

Y'are  fo  precife  a manhood 

Sham.  Itaffliftsrae 

When  I behold  unfeemlinefs  in  an  Image 
So  near  the  Godhead,  ’tis  an  injury 
To  glorious  Eternity, 

1 Gent.  Pray  ufe  patience.  Sir. 

P<*/:  1 do  confefs  it  freely,  precious  Lady, 

And  loves  fuit  is  fo,  the  longer  it  hangs 
jThe  worfe  it  is  *,  better  cut  off^  fweet  Madam  \ 

I Oh,  that  fame  drawing  in  your  neather  Lip  there, 
j Fore-fhews  no  goodnefs.  Lady  y make  you  queftionon’t.^ 

! Shame  on  me,  but  I love  you. 

I Gent.  Who  is’t  Sir, 

' You  are  at  all  this  pains  for  ? may  I know  her? 


faf  For  tlicethou  faireft,  yet  the  fallcft  woman. 

That  ever  broke  man’s  hcart-ftrings. 

1 Cent.  How  / how’s  this  Sir 

Paf.  What  thcold  trick  of  Ladies  ? man’s  apparel, 
Will’t  ne’er  be  left  amongft  you?  ftcal  from  Court  in ’t? 

I Cent.  1 Iccthc  Fit  grows  ftrongcr. 

Paf.  Pray  let’s  talk  a little. 

Sham.  I can  eiuliire  no  more. 

I Gent.  Good,  let’s  alone  a little: 

You  arc  lb  exaft  a work:  love  light  things fomewhat, Sir. 
Sham.  Th’arc  all  but  fiiames. 

1 Cent.  What  is’c  you’d  fay  tome.  Sir  ? 

Paf.  Can  you  be  fo  forgetful  to  enquire  it  Lady  ? 

I Gent.  Yes  trucly.  Sir. 

Paf,  The  more  I admire  your  flintjnefs : 

What  caufe  have  I given  you,  illuftrious  Madam, 

To  play  this  ftrangc  part  with  me  ? 

iGent.  Caufe  enough. 

Do  but  look  back  Sir,  into  your  memory. 

Your  love  to  other  women,  oh  lewd  man  : 

’Tas  almoft  kill’d  my  heart,  you  tec  I’m  chang’d  with  it, 

' ha’  loft  the  fafnion  of  my  Sex  with  grief  on’t. 

When  I have  feen  you  courting  of  a Dowdie  •, 

Compar’d  with  me,  and  kiffing  your  forc-fingcr 
To  one  o’th’  Black-Guards  Miftrelfcs  : would  not  this 
Crack  a poor  Ladies  heart,  that  believ’d  love. 

And  waited  for  the  comfort?  but  ’twas  laid.  Sir, 

A Lady  of  my  hair  cannot  want  pittying : 

The  Countrey’s  coming  up,  farewel  to  you  Sir. 

Paf.  Whither  intend  you.  Sir? 

I Gent.  A long  journey,  Sir : 

The  truth  is,  I’m  with  child,  and  goe  to  travel. 

Paf.  With  child  ? 1 never  got  it. 

I Gent.  I heard  you  were  bufie 
At  the  fame  time.  Sir,  andwaslotli  to  trouble  you. 

Paf.  Why,  are  not  you  a whore  then,  excellent  Madam? 
1 Gent.  Oh  by  no  means, ’twas  done  Sir  in  the  ftate 
Of  my  belief  in  you,  and  that  quits  me  j 
It  lies  upon  your  fdihood. 

Paf.  Does  it  lb  ? 

You  ihall  not  carry  her  though  Sir,  Ihe’s  mycontraft. 

Sham.  I prethee,  thou  four  Elements  ill  brued, 

Torment  none  but  thy  lelf^  away  I fay 
Thou  beaft  of  paftion,  as  the  drunkard  is 
Thebeaft  of  Wine^  difhonorto  thy  making. 

Thou  man  in  fragments. 

Paf.  Hear  me,  precious  Madam. 

Sham.  Kneel  for  thy  wits  to  Heaven. 

Paf.  Lady,  I’ll  father  it. 

Whoe’er  begot  it : ’tisthecourfeof greatneft. 

Sham.  How  virtue  groans, at  this? 

Paf.  I’ll  raife  the  Court,  but  I’ll  ifay  your  flight. 

Sham.  How  wretched  is  that  piece  ? Ex.  Paf. Lord. 

I Gent.  He’s  the  Dukes  kinfman.  Sir. 

Sham.  That  cannot  take  a paflion  away.  Sir, 

Nor  cut  a Fit,  but  one  poor  hourlhorter, 

He  muft  endure  as  much  as  the  ix)oreft  begger. 

That  cannot  change  his  money  \ there’s  th’  equality 
In  our  impartial  Ellence; 

What’s  the  news  now  ? 

Enter  a Servant. 

Ser.  Your  worthy  brother,  Sir,  ’has  left  his  charge. 

And  come  to  lee  you. 

Enter  Shamount’/  brother,  a Soldier. 

Sham.  Oh  thenobleft  welcome 
That  ever  came  from  man,  meet  thy  defervings ; 
Methinks  I’ve  all  joyes  treafure  in  mine  armsnow. 

Sold.  You  are  fo  fortunate  in  prevention,  brother, 

You  always  leave  the  anfwerer  barren.  Sir, 

You  comprehend  in  few  words  fo  much  worth  — 

Sham, 


J.C4.  The  Valour. 


Si'tm.  Tisalltoo  lirtle  for  thee:  come  th’art welcome 
1 iiK'ludc  all  : rake  cfjxrcial  knowledge  pray, 
Oirhisdenr  Gcntlenuii,  my  abfolutc  friend, 

That  loves  s Soldier  far  above  a Miltrifs, 

I'i'.oa  excellently  faithful  to  ’em  both. 

i'ut  love  to  manhood,  owns  the  purer  troth.  Exeum. 


ylUus  Sccimdus. 

ScM.fia  Frima. 

• I 

E>:t:'r  Shamont’s  hmther^  a Sold'n'r  and  a Lady., 
th:  DukfS  Siller. 

Lj.'/y.'~p'Hcrc  fliould  be  in  this  Gallery— oh  th’are  here, 

1 Pray  lit  down,  believe  me  Sir,  I’m  weary. 

S.dd.  It  well  becomes  a Lady  to  complain  a little 
Of  what  (lie  never  feels:  your  walk  w^as  Ihort,  Madam,^ 

You  can  be  but  afraid  of  wearinefs 
Which  well  employs  the  foftnefs  of  your  Sex, 

As  for  the  thing  it  lelf,  you  never  cameto’t. 

La.  You’re  woud’roully  well  read  in  Ladies,  Sir. 

Sr, Id.  Shall  I tliink  fuch  a creature  as  you  Madam, 

Was  ever  born  to  feel  pain,  but  in  T ravel  ? 

There’s  your  full  portion, 

Pciides  a little  tooth-achin  the  breeding, 

\\  hich  a kindKiisband  too,  takes  from  you,  Madam. 

La.  r.ut  where  do  Ladies,  Sir,  find  iuch  kind  Husbands  ? 
Perhaps  you  have  heard 

The  Rheumatickflory  of  fomc  loving  Chandler  now, 

Cr  feme  fuch  melting  fellow  that  you  talk 
So  prodigal  of  mens  kindnefs : I confefs  Sir, 

Many  of  thofe  wives  are  happy,  their  ambition 
Docs  reach  no  higher,  than  to  Love  and  Ignorance, 

Which  makes  an  excellent  Husband,  and  a fond  one: 

Now  Sir,  your  great  ones  aim  at  height,  and  cunning, 

And  fo  are  oft  deceiv’d,  yet  they  mufl;  venture  it,  . 

For  ’tis  a Ladies  contumely,  Sir, 

To  have  a Lord  an  Ignorant  ■,  then  the  worlds  voice 
Will  deem  her  for  a wanton,  e’r  flic  tafte  on’t : 

But  to  deceive  a wile  man,  to  whole  circumfpedion. 

The  world  religns  it  lelf,  with  all  his  envyj 
'Tislefs  difnonor  to  ns,  than  to  fall, 

Iccaufe  his  believ’d  wildom  keeps  out  all. 

SJd.  Would  I wcrctlie  man,  Lady,  that  fliould  venture 
His  wifdom  to  your  goodnefs. 

Lj.  You  might  fail  ' 

In  the  return,  as  many  men  have  done,  Sir; 

I dare  not  juftifie  what  is  to  come  of  me, 

Bccaufe  I know  it  not,  though  I hope  virtuoufly  v 
Marry  what’s  paft,  or  prefent,  I durfl:  put 
Into  a good  mans  hand,  which  if  he  take 
Upon  my  word  for  good,  it  lhallnot  cozen  him. 

Sol.  No,  nor  hereafter  ? 

L z.  It  may  hap  lb  too.  Sir : 

A womans  goodnefs,  when  Ihe  is  a wife, 

] iismiKh  upon  a niansdcfcrt,  believe  it  Sir, 

Ir  there  be  fault  in  her.  I’ll  pawn  my  life  on’t, 

’Lis  frit  in  him,  if  flic  were  ever  good, 

That  makes  one  knowing  not  a Husband  yet. 

Or  what  he  may  be:  I promife  no  more  virtues, 

1 ban  1 may  v.dl  [icrform,  for  that  were  cozenage. 

S'jl.  Happy  were  he  that  had  you  with  all  fears, 

1 hat’s  my  opinion,  Lady. 

r ntrr  Shamount  and  a fervant  lifi'‘ntng, 

Sirv.  What  fay  you  now',  Sir? 

Dare  you  give  confidence  to  your  own  eyes.^ 

Sham.  Nctyct  I dare  nor. 

ben.  No? 


Sham.  Scarce  yet,  or  yet : 

Although  I fee  ’tis  he.  Why  can  a thing. 

That’s  but  my  fclf  divided,  be  lb  falfe? 

Serv.  Nay,do  but  mark  how  the  chair  plays  hie  part  too ; 
How  amoroelly  ’tis  bent. 

Shvm..  Hell  take  thy  bad  thoughts. 

For  they  are  ftrange  ones.  Never  take  delight 
To  make  a torment  wodc.  Look  on ’em  heaven. 

For  that’s  a brother:  lend  me  a fair  enemy. 

And  take  him  for  a fouler  Fiend  there  breathes  not: 

I will  not  fin  to  think  there’s  ill  in  her. 

But  what’s  of  his  producing. 

Yet  goodnefs,  whofe  inclofure  is  but  fldh, 

Holds  out  oft  times  but  forrily.  But  as  black  Sir, 

As  ever  kindred  was  : I hate  mine  own  bloud, 

Becauft  is  is  ibnear  thine.  Live  without  honefty. 

And  mayfl:  thou  dye  with  an  unmoifHned  eye,  I 

And  no  tear  follow  thee.  Ex.  Shamont,  Servant.  I 

La.  Y’are  wond’rous  merrySir  V I would  your  Brother 
Sold.  Oh  my  Sifter,  heard  you. 

I would  not  out  o’th’  way,  let  fall  my  words  Lady, 

For  the  precifefl;  humor. 

Enter  fajjionate  Lord. 

Paf.  Yea,  fo  clofe.  : 

Sold.  Th’are  merry,  that’s  the  worfl:  you  can  report  on 
Th’are  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodefl:. 

Paf.  So  Sir, 

Shall  I believe  you,  think  you .? 

Sold.  W^ho’s  this  Lady  ? 

La.  Oh  the  Dukes  Colin, he  came  late  from  travel.  Sir. 

Sold.  Refped  belongs  to  him. 

PaJ.  For  as  I faid.  Lady, 

Th’are  merry,  that’s  the  worftyoucan  report  of  ’em  : 
Th’are  neither  dangerous,  nor  immodefl.' 

Sold.  How’s  this 

Paf.  And  there  I think  I left. 

Sold.  Abufes  me. 

Paf  Now  to  proceed,  Lady^  perhaps  I fwore  I lov’d  you, 
If  you  believe  me  not,  y’are  much  thewifer. 

Sold.  He  fpeaksllili  in  my  perfon,  and  derides  me. 

Paf  For  I can  cog  Wiih  you. 

La.  You  can  all  do  fo: 

We  make  no  queftion  of  mens  promptnefs  that  way. 

Paf.  And  fmile,  and  wave  a chair  with  comely  grace  too,  . 
Play  with  our  Tallle  geirly,  and  do  fine  things. 

That  catch  a Lady  fooner  than  a virtue. 

Sold.  I never  us’d  to  let  man  live  fb  long 
That  wrong’d  me. 

PaJ.  Talk  of  Battalions,  wooe  you  in  a skirmilh 
Divine  my  mind  to  you  Lady^  and  beinglharp  fet. 

Can  court  you  at  Half  pike : or  name  your  weapon. 

We  cannot  fail  you  Lady. 

Enter  i Gentleman. 

Sold.  Now  he  dies : 

Were  all  fucceeding  hopes  ftor’d  up  within  him. 

I Gent.  Ohfie,  i’th’  Court,  Sir 
Sold.  I moll  dearly  thank  you  j Sir. 

I Gent.  ’Tis  rage  ill  fpent  upon  a paflionate  mad  man.  | 
Sold.  That  fliall  not  priviledge  him  for  ever,  Sir : 

A mad  man  call  you  him?  I have  found  too  muchreafon 
Sound  in  his  injury  to  me,  to  believe  him  fb. 

I Gent.  If  ever  truth  from  mans  lips  may  be  held 
In  reputation  with  you,  give  this  confidence  j 
And  this  his  Love-fit,  which  we  oblerve  ftill, 

By’s  flattering  and  his  finenefs : at  Ibme  other  time. 

He’ll  go  as  flovenlyas  heart  canwifh. 

The  love  and  pity  that  his  Highnefs  fhews  to  him. 

Makes  every  man  the  more  refpedful  of  him : 

Has  never  a palTion,  but  is  well  provided  for. 

As  lliis  of  Love,  he  is  full  fed  in  all 
Hisfwinge,  as  I maytearmit  : have  but  patience. 

An  d yclhall  witnefs  fomewhat. 


Sold. 


The  Tafsionate  Adaif-man 
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Sold.  Still  he  mocks  me: 

Look  you,  inatftion,  in  behaviour,  Sir^ 

Hold  hill  the  chair,  with  a grand  mifchicf  to  you, 

Or  I’ll  let  lb  much  ftrength  upon  your  heart.  Sir 

Paf,  1 feel  Tome  power  has  reltrain’d  me  L ady : 

If  it  be  fent  from  Love,  fay,  I obey  it. 

And  ever  keep  a voice  to  welcome  it. 

SONG. 

THou  Deity.,  fevift  rvirtged  Love., 
Sometimes  below,  fometimes  above. 

Little  in  Jl.htpe,  but  great  in  power. 

Thou  that  maieji  a heart  thy  Tower, 

Jndthy  loop-holes  Ladies  eyes. 

From  whence  thou  Jiril(Ji  the  fond  and  wifi. 
Did  all  the  Shafts  in  thy  fair  ^iver 
Stick^faji  in  my  ambitions  Liver  j 
Tet  thy  power  would  I adore. 

And  call  upon  thee  to  fijoot  more. 

Shoot  more,  fijoot  more. 

Enter  one  liJ{e  a Cupid,  offering  tojhoot  at  him. 

Paf.  I prethee  hold  though,  fweet  Celeftial  boy 
I’m  not  requited  yet  with  love  eriough, 

For  the  firlt  Arrow  that  1 have  within  me 
And  if  thou  be  an  eq^ual  Archer  Cupid, 

Shoot  this  Lady,  and  twenty  more  for  me. 

La.  Me  Sir  ? 

I Cent.  ’Tis  nothing  but  device,  fear  it  not  Lady^ 
You  may  be  as  good  a Maid  after  that  fhaft,  Madam, 

As  e’er  your  mother  was  at  tw’elveand  a half: 

’Tis  like  the  boy  that  draws  it,  ’tas  no  fting  yet. 

Cup.  ’Tis  like  the  miferable  Maid  that  draws  it Afide. 

That  lees  no  comfort  yet,  feeing  him  fo  pafTionate, 

Paf.  Strike  me  the  Duchefs  of  Valois  in  love  with  me, 
With  all  the  Ipeed  thou  canft,  and  two  of  her  Women. 
Cu.  You  lhall  have  more.  • Exit. 

Paf.  Tell  ’em  I tarry  for  ’em,  _ now  ? 

I Gen.  Who  would  be  angry  with  that  walking  trouble 
That  hurts  none  but  it  felf  ? 

Sold.  I am  better  quieted. 

Paf  I’ll  have  allwomen-kindflruck  in  time  forme 
After  thirteen  once : 

I fee  this  Cupid  will  not  let  me  want. 

And  let  him  fpend  his  forty  fliafts  an  hour. 

They  lhall  be  all  found  from  the  Dukes  Exchequer^ 

He’s  come  already. 

Enter  again  the  fame  Cupid,  two  Brothers,  fix  Wo- 
men, Maskers,  Cupid’s  Bow  bent  all  the  way  to- 
wards them,  the  firji  woman  fnging  and  playing, 
a Prieji. 

SONG. 

OH  turn  thy  bow. 

Thy  power  we  feel  and  kytow. 

Fair  Cupid  turn  away  thy  Bow  : 

They  be  thofi  golden  Arrows, 

• Bring  Ladies  all  their  forrows. 

And  till  there  be  more  truth  in  men. 

Never  Jhoot  at  Maid  agen, 

Paf  What  a felicity  of  whores  are  here? 

And  all  my  Concubines  ftruck  bleeding  new : 

A man  can  in  his  lifetime,  make  but  one  woman. 

But  he  may  make  his  fifty  Queans  a month. 


Cu.  Have  you  remembred  a Pricll,  lioncll:  bro  hers? 

I Bro.  Yes  Sifter,  and  this  is  the  youn^  Gentleman, 

Make  you  no  qucltion  of  our  faithliilncls. 

2'Bro.  Hisgrowinglhame,  Silfcr,  provokes  our  care: 

Prieji.  He  mull  be  taken  in  this  fit  of  Love,  Gentlemen. 

I Rro.  What  ellc  Sir,  he  lhall  do’t. 

2 Rro.  Enough,  • 

I Bro.  Be  chearful  wcncli.  A dance.  Cupid  leading. 

PaJ'.  Now  by  the  llroke  of  pleafurc,  a deep  oath, 

Nimbly  hopt  Ladies  all  ^ what  height  they  bear  too? 

A lloj  y higher  than  your  common  Itaturcs  -, 

Alittlcman  mull; go  up  Itairs  to  kifs  ’em  : 

What  a great  (pace  there  is 

Betwixt  Loves  IJining  Chamber,  and  his  Garret  ? 

I’ll  try  the  utmolt  height  the  Garret  Itoops  methinks  *, 
The  rooms  arc  made  all  bending,  I fee  that. 

And  not  fo  high  as  a man  takes  ’em  for. 

Cu.  Now  if  you’ll  follow  me  Sir,  I’ve  that  power. 

To  make  them  follow  you. 

Pa/i  Arc  they  all  Ihot  / 

Cu.  All,  all  Sir,  every  mothers  daughter  of ’em.  (fliot 

Paf.  Then  there’s  no  fear  of  following  •,  if  they  he  once 
They’ll  follow  a man  to  th’  devil  — As  for  you,  Sir — . 

Ex.  with  the  Lady  andtbe  Mafqtiers. 

Sold.  Me  Sir  ? 

I Gent.  Nay  fweet  Sir. 

Sold.  A noife,  a threatening,  did  you  not  hear  it  Sir  ? 

^ I Gent.  Without  regard,  Sir,  fo  would  I hear  you 

Sold.  This  mufl:  come  to  fbmething, never  talk  of  that  Sir. 
You  never  faw  it  otherwife. 

I Gent.  Nay  dear  merit 

Sold.  Me  above  all  men  > 

1 Gent.  T roth  you  wrong  your  anger. 

Sold.  I will  be  arm’d,  my  honourable  Letcher. 

1 Gent.  Oh  fie  fweet  Sir. 

Sold.  That  devours  womens  honefHes  by  lumps. 

And  never  chaw’ll  thy  pleafure: 

2 Gem.  What  do  you  mean,  Sir 

Sold.  'What  does  he  mean  t’ingrofs  all  to  himfelf  > 

There’s  others  love  a whore  as  well  as  he  Sir. 

1 Gent.  Oh,  if  that  be  part  o’  th’  fury,  we  have  a City 
Is  very  well  provided  for  that  cafe  ■, 

Let  him  alone  with  her.  Sir,  we  have  Women 
Are  very  charitable  to  proper  men, 

And  to  a Soldier  that  has  all  his  limbs  ^ ^ 

Marry  the  fick  and  lame  gets  not  a penny: 

Right  womens  charity,  and  the  Husbands  follow’t  too  : 
Here  comes  his  HighnefsSir. 

Enter  T)u\e  and  Lords. 

Sold.  I’ll  walk  to  cool  my  felf.  Exit. 

Duke.  VVho’s  that  ? 

1 Gent.  The  brother  of  Shamont. 

Duke.  He’s  Brother  then 
To  all  the  Courts  love,  they  that  love  difcreetly. 

And  place  their  friendlinefs  upon  defert : 

As  for  the  reft,  that  with  a double  face 
Lookhipon  merit  much  like  fortunes  vifage. 

That  looks  two  ways,  both  to  life’s  calms  and  ftorms, 

I’llfo  provide  for  him,  chiefly  for  him, 

He  lhall  not  wilh  their  loves,  nor  dread  their  envies. 

And  here  comes  my  Shamont. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  That  Ladies  virtues  are  my  only  joyes. 

And  he  to  offer  to  lay  fiege  to  them  ? 

Vukf.  Shamont. 

Sham.  Hergoodnefs  is  my  pride : in  all  difeourfes. 

As  often  as  I hear  ralh  tongu’d  gallants. 

Speak  rudely  of  a woman,  prefently 
1 give  in  but  her  name,  and  th’are  all  filent : 

Oh  who  would  loofe  this  benefit  ? 

Duke. 
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Exit. 


Come  hither  Sir.  * 

’rislike  the  Gift ot Healing,  but  Diviner-, 

For  that  but  cures  dillales  in  the  body. 

This  works  a cure  on  Fame,  on  Reputation; 

The  noblelh  piece  of  Surgery  upon  earth. 

Viikf.  Shjrrnut  s hc  miiids  me  iiot. 

Sham.  A brother  doT? 

Shdinout  1 fay. 

Gives  him  a touch  triih  his  jn'itch. 

Sham.  Fla  ? 

If  he  be  mortal,  by  this  hand  heperifhes  ^ Vravrs. 

Unlefs  it  be  a ftroke  from  heaven,  he  dies  for’t. 

PuK^t.  Vhy,  how  now  Sir  ? ’twasl. 
sham.  The  more’s  my  mifery. 

Puke.  \\  hy,  what’s  the  matter  prethee  ? 

Sham.  Can  you  -ask  it.  Sir  ? 

Ko  man  elle  fhould  -,  Rood  forty  lives  before  him. 

By  this  I would  have  op’d  my  way  to  him-, 

|t  could  not  be  you  Sir,  excufe  him  not. 

What  e’er  he  be,  as  y’are  dear  to  honor, 

That  1 may  find  my  peace  agen. 

D»ke-  Forbear  I fay, 

Upon  my  love  to  truth,  ’twas  none  but  I. 

Shim.  Stiil  miferable  ? 

Pak^e.  Come,  come,  what  ails  you  Sir? 

Sham.  Never  fate  firiame  cooling  fo  long  upon  me, 
Without  a fatisfadion  in  revenge. 

And  heaven  has  made  it  here  a fin  to  willi  it. 

D:tk,e.  Hark  you  Sir? 

Sham.  Oh  y’ave  undone  me. 

Pnl^e.  Hew  ? 

Sham.  Cruelly  undone  me  ^ 

I have  loR  my  peace  and  reputation  by  you : 

Sir,  pardon  me,  I can  never  love  you  more. 

Viik^e.  What  language  call  you  this  Sirs  ? 

1 Gent.  Truth  my  Lord,  I’ve  feldoin  heard  a ftranger— 
* Gent.  He  is  a man  of  a mofl;  curious  valour, 

V.'ondrous  precife,  and  pundual  in  that  virtue. 

TJuk^.  But  why  to  me  fo  pundual  ? my  laft  thought 
WasmoR  intirely  fixt  on  his  advancement » 

W’hy,  1 came  now  to  put  him  in  pofieflion 
Of  his  fair  fortunes  -.  whata  mif-conceiver  ’tis? 

And  from  a Gentleman  of  our  Chasibcr  meerly. 

Made  him  Vice-Admiral ; I was  fetled  in’t. 

I love  him  next  to  health : call  him  Gentlemen  v 
W hy  would  not  you,  or  you,  ha’  taken  as  much, 

And  never  murmur’d  ? ^>^tt  i Gent 

2 Gent.  Troth,  I think  we  Ihould,  my  Lord, 

And  there’s  a fellow  walks  about  the  Court, 

Would  take  a hundred  of  ’em. 

Vukf.  I hate  you  all  for’t.. 

And  rather  praife  his  high  pitch’d  fortitude. 

Though  in  extreams  for  nicenefs ; now  1 think  on’t, 

1 would  1 had  never  done’t — Now  Sir,  where  is  he? 


Enter  i Gentleman. 

1 Gent.  His  fute  is  only  Sir,  to  be  excus’d. 

Vuh^e.  He  (hall  not  be  excus’d,  I love  himdearlier: 

Say  we  intieat  him  \ goe,  he  muft  not  leave  us 

Exit  trpo  Gentlemen. 

So  virtue  blefs  me,  I ne’er  knew  him  paralell’d -, 

Why,  he’s  more  precious  to  me  now,  than  ever. 

Enter  tn>oGentlemen-i  and  Shamont. 

2 Gent.  W’ith  much  fair  language  w’avc  broughthim? 
PHbe.  Thanks — —Where is  he? 

2 Gent.  Yonder  Sir. 

Vu'n^e.  Come  forward  man. 

Sham.  Pray  pardon  me,  rmafham’d  to  be  feen  Sir. 
Duk,e.  Was  ever  fuch  a touchie  man  heard  of? 

Prcthcc  come  nearer. 

Sham.  More  into  the  light? 


Put  not  fuch  cruelty  into  your  requefts  my  Lord, 

Firfl:  to  dilgrace  me  publickly,  and  then  draw  me 
Into  mens  eye-fight,  w'ith  the  lhame  yet  hot 
Upon  my  reputation. 

Duke.  What  dilgrace.  Sir? 

Sham.  W'hat  ? 

Such  as  there  can  be  no  forgivenefs  for, 

I'hat  I can  find  in  honour, 

Duke.  That’s  moll;  ftrangc,  Sir. 
sham.  Yet  I have  fearch’d  my  bofbm  to  find  one. 

And  wrefiled  with  my  inclination. 

But  ’twill  not  be<  would  you  had  kill’d  me  Sir. 

With  what  aneafe  had  I forgiven  you  then? 

But  to  endure  a ftroke  from  any  hand 
Jnder  a punifliing  Angel,  which  is  juftice, 
donor  difclaim  that  man,  for  my  part  chiefly : 
dad  it  been  yet  the  malice  of  your  fword. 

Though  it  had  cleft  me,  ’thad  been  noble  to  mej 
You  fnoiild  have  found  my  thanks  paid  in  a fmile 
If  I had  fell  unworded  \ but  to  ftiame  me. 

With  the  corredion  that  your  horfe  Ihould  have. 

Were  you  ten  thouland  times  my  royal  Lord, 

I cannot  love  you  never,  nor  defire  to  ferve  you  more. 

If  your  drum  call  me,  I am  vowed  to  valour. 

But  peace  fliall  never  know  me  yours  agen, 

Becaufe  I’ve  loft  mine  own,  I fpeak  to  dye  Sir  ^ 

W'Ould  you  were  gracious  that  way  to  take  off  ftame. 

With  the  lame  fwiftnefs  as  you  pour  it  on : 

And  fince  it  is  not  in  the  power  of  Monarchs 
To  make  a Gentleman,  which  is  a fubftance 
Only  begot  of  merit,  they  lliould  be  careful 
Not  to  deftroy  the  worth  of  one  fo  rare. 

Which  neither  they  can  make  ^ nor  loft,  repair.  Exit. 

Duke.  Y’ave  fet  a fair  light  Sir  before  my  judgement. 
Which  burns  with  wondrous  clearnefs  ^ I acknowledge  it. 
And  your  worth  with  it : but  then  Sir,  my  love. 

My  love what  gone  agen  ? 

I Gen.  And  full  of  fcorn,  my  Lord. 

Duks.  That  language  will  undoe  the  man  that  keeps  it. 
Who  knows  no  diff’rence,  ’twixt  contempt  and  manhood. 
Upon  your  love  to  good nefs.  Gentlemen, 

Let  me  not  lofe  him  long  ; how  now  ? 

Enter  a Huntfman. 

Huntf.  The  game’s  at  height  my  Lord. 

Duke.  Confound  both  thee  and  it : hence  break  it  off^ 

He  hates  me,  brings  me  news  of  any  pleafure ; 

I felt  not  fuch  a conflict  fince  I cou’d  ^ 

Diftinguilh  betwixt  worthinefs  and  bloud.  Ex. 


ABus  Ter  tins. 


Sccetsa  Frima. 

Enter  the  two  Brothers.,  i Gentleman.,  with  thofe  that 
were  the  Mafquers.,  and  the  Cupid. 

I Gent.T  Heartily  commend  your  projed,  Gentlemen, 
I’Twas  wife  and  virtuous. 

I Bro.  ’T was  for  the  fafety 

Of  precious  honour  Sir,  which  near  bloud  binds  us  to: 
Hc  promis’d  the  poor  eafie  fool  there,  marriage. 

There  was  a good  Maiden-head  loft  i’th’ belief  on’t, 
Beihrew  her  hafty  confidence. 

I Gent.  Oh  no  more.  Sir, 

You  make  her  weep  agen  -,  alas  poor  Cupid  : 

Shall  file  not'ftiift  her  felf  ? 

I Bro.  Oh  by  no  means  Sir  : 

We  dare  not  have  her  leen  yet,  all  the  while 


She 
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she  keeps  this  ftiape,  ’tis  but  thought  device. 

And  flic  may  follow  him  fo  without  fiifpition, 

To  fee  it  (he  can  draw  all  his  ^vild  pallions. 

To  one  point  only,  and  that’s  love,  the  main  point  : 

So  far  his  Highnefs  grants,  and  gave  at  firfl:, 

Large  approbation  to  the  quick  conceit. 

Which  then  was  quick  indeed. 

I Cent.  You  make  her  blulh  infooth. 

I Bro.  I fear  ’tis  more  the  flag  of  fliame,  tlian  grace  Sir. 

I Gent.  They  both  give  but  one  kind  of  colour.  Sir : 

If  it  be  baflifulnefs  in  that  kind  taken. 

It  is  the  fame  with  grace-,  and  there  Ihe  weeps  agen. 

In  truth  y’are  too  hard,  m.uch,  much  too  bitter  Sir, 

Unlefs  you  mean  to  have  her  weep  her  eyes  out. 

To  play  a truly. 

I Bro.  Come  ha’  done  then : 

\\’e  fiiould  all  fear  to  fin  firfl:  ^ for  ’tis  certain, 

When ’tis  once  lodg’d,  thougl^  entertain’d  in  mirth, 

It  muH  be  wept  out,  if  it  e’er  come  forth. 

I Gent.  Now  ’tis  fo  well,  I’ll  leave  you. 

I Bro.  Faithfully  welcome.  Sir, 

Go  Cupid  to  your  charge  •,  he’s  your  own  now  •, 

If  he  want  love,  none  will  be  blam’d  but  you. 

Cu.  The  flrangefl:  marriage,  and  unfortunat’fl:  Bride 
That  ever  humane  memory  contain’d  j 
I cannot  bemy  felf  for’t.  'Exit. 

I • 

Enter  the  Clown. 

Clow.  Oh  Gentlemen?  - 

I Bro.  How  now.  Sir,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

do.  His  melancholly  palTion  is  half  ipent  already. 

Then  comes  his  angry  fit  at  the  very  tail  on’t. 

Then  comes  in  my  pain,  gentlemen  ^ h’as  beat  me  e’en  to  a 
Cullis.  I am  nothing^  right  worlhipful,  but  very  pap. 

And  jelly:  1 have  no  bones,  my  body’s  all  one  bufinels. 
They  talk  of  ribs  and  chines  mofl:  freely  abroad  i’th’  world. 
Why,  I have  no  fuch  thing  who  ever  lives  to  fee  me  dead. 
Gentlemen,  fliall  find  me  all  mummie  good  to  fill  Gallipots, 
And  long  dildo  glafles : I lhall  not  have  a bone  to  throw 
At  a dog. 

Omnes.  Alas  poor  vaflalj  how  he  go^es  ? 

Clo.  Oh  Gentlemen, 

I am  unjoynted,  do  but  think  o’  that : 

Mybreafl:  is  beat  into  my  maw,  that  what  I eat, 

I am  fain  to  take’t  in  all  at  mouth  with  fpoons  ^ 

A lamentable  hearing  and  ’tis  well  known,  my  belly 
Is  driven  into  my  back. 

I earn’d  four  Crowns  a month  molt  dearly  Gentlemen, 
.And  one  he  muHhave  when  the  fit’s  upon  him. 

The  Privy-purfe  allows  it,  and ’tisthriftinefs, 

.He  would  break  elfe  fame  forty  pounds  in  Cafements, 

And  in  five  hundred  years  undo  the  Kingdom : 

I have  call:  it  up  to  a quarrel. 

1 Bro.  There’s  a fellow  kickt  aboutCourt,!  would 
'.He  had  his  place,  brother,  but  for  one  fit  of  his  indignation. 

2 Bro.  Andfuddainly  I have  thought  upon  a means  for’t. 

1 Bro.  I prethee  how  ? 

2 Bro.  ’Tis  but  preferring,  Brother 
This  ftockfifh  to  his  fervice,  with  a Letter 

Of  commendations,  the  lame  way  hewilhesit. 

And  then  you  win  his  heart ; for  o’  my  knowledge 
He  has  laid  wait  this  half  year  for  a fellow 
That  will  be  beaten,  and  with  a fafe  conlcience 
We  may  commend  the  carriage  of  this  man  in’ti 
•Nowfervants  he  has  kept,  lully  tall  feeders. 

But  they  have  beat  him,  and  turn’d  themfelves  away ; 

Now  one  that  would  endure,  is  like  toftay. 

And  get  good  wages  of  him  -,  and  the  fervice  too 
Is  ten  times  milder,  Brother,  I would  not  wilh  it  elfe. 

I fee  the  fellow  has  a fore  crufh’d  body. 

And  the  more  need  he  has  to  be  kick’d  at  eafe.  (Malter. 

Clow.  IfweetGentlemen,a  kick  of  eafe,fend  me  to  fuch  a 

2 Bro.  No  more  I fay,we  have  one  for  thee,  a foft  footed 
One  that  wears  wooll  in’s  toes.  (Mailer, 


Clow.  Oh  Gentlemen,  foft  garments  may  you  w ear. 

Soft  skins  may  you  wed. 

Hut  .as  plump  as  pillows,  both  for  white  and  red. 

And  now  will  1 reveal  a fecret  to  you, 

Since  you  provide  for  my  poor  llelh  lo  tenderly. 

Has  liirM  nicer  rogues  outol  his  chamber  window. 

To  beat  the  Soldier,  Monlicur  5/i./wo»»’sBroihei: 

1 Bro.  That  nothing  concerns  us.  Sir. 

C low.  For  no  taiilc.  Gentlemen, 

Llnlcls  it  be  for  wearing  Shoulder-points, 

U^ith  longer  taggs  than  his. 

2 Bra,Is  not  that  lomcwhat  ? 

Birlakin  Sir,  the  diftcrence  of  long  taggs. 

Has  colt  many  a mans  life,  and  advanc’d  other  fome, 

Come  follow  me. 

Clow.  Sec  what  a gull  ami: 

Oh  every  man  in  his  proteflion  •, 

1 know  a thump  now  as  judicioufly. 

As  the  proudelt  he  that  walks,  I’ll  except  none*, 

Come  to  a tagg,  how  lliort  I fall  ? I’m  gone.  Exeunt 

Enter  Lapet. 

Lap.  I have  been  ruminating  with  my  felf> 

What  honor  a man  loies  by  a kick 
Why^  what’s  a kick?  the  fury  of  a foot, 

Whofe  indignation  commonly  is  llampt 
Upon  the  hinder  quarter  of  a man  : 

Which  is  a place  very  unfit  for  honor. 

The  world  will  confefs  fo  much  : 

Then  what  difgrace  i pray,  doesthot  part  fuller 
Where  honor  never  comes,  I’de.^ain  know  that/* 

This  being  well  forc’d,  and  urg’d,  may  have  the  power 
To  move  mofl:  Gallants  to  take  kicks  in  time, 
Andlj^urnout  the  dueiloesout  o’ch’  kingdom. 

For  they  that  Hand  upon  their  honor  moll. 

When  they  conceive  there  is  no  honor  loll. 

As  by  a Table  that  I have  invented 

For  that  purpofe  alone,  lhall  appear  plainly. 

Which  fiiews  the  vanity  of  all  blows  at  large. 

And  with  what  eafe  they  may  be  took  of  all  fides, 
Numbring  but  twice  o’er  the  Letters  patience 
From  C.  P.  to  E.  I.  doubt  not  but  in  linall  time 
To  fee  a diflblution  of  all  bl6ud-lhed. 

If  the  reform’d  Kick^do  but  once  get  up  : 

For  what  a lamentable  folly  ’tis. 

If  weoblerve’t,  for  every  little  juflle. 

Which  is  but  the  ninth  part  of  a found  thump. 

In  our  meek  computation,  we  mull  fight  forlootli,  yes. 

If  Ikill,  I’m  bang’d^  ifibe  kill’d  my  felf, 

I dye  for’t  alfo : is  not  this  trim  wifdom  > 

Now  for  the  Co«,  a may  may  be  well  beaten. 

Yet  pafs  away  his  fourfeore  years  fmooth  after : 

1 had  a Father  did  it,  and  to  my  power 
I will  not  be  behind  him.  / 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  Oh  well  met. 

Lap.  Now  a fine  punch  or  two,  I look  for’t  duly. 

Sham.  I’ve  been  to  feck  you. 

Lap.  Let  me  know  your  Lodging,  Sir, 

I’ll  come  to  you  once  a day,  and  ufe  your  pleafure.  Sir, 

Sham.  I’m  made  the  fittefl:  man  for  thy  fociety : 

I’ll  live  and  dye  with  thee,  come  Ihew  me  a chamber-, 
There  is  no  houfe  but  thine,  but  only  thine. 

That’s  fit  to  cover  me : I’ve  took  a blow,  firrah. 

Lap.\  would  you  had  indeed : why,  you  may  fee.  Sir  ^ 
You’ll  allcome  to’tin  time,  when  my  Book’s  out. 

Sham.  Since  I did  fee  thee  laft:,  I’ve  took  a blow. 

Lap.  PhaSir,  that’s  nothing;  I,  ha’ took  forty  fince. 

Sham.  What  ? and  I charg’d  thee  thou  fhouldfl:  not  ? 

Lap.  I Sir,  you  might  charge  your  pleafurej 
But  they  would  give’t  me,  whether  I would  or  no. 

R r r Sham. 
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s''  UK.  Oh,l  walk  wirhout  my  peace.  I’ve  no  companion 
rrcthec  relolvc  me,  tor  1 cannot  askc  ( now  ^ 

A man  more  beaten  to  experience. 

Than  rhou  nrt  in  this  kind,  what  manner  of  blow 
Is  held  the  moth  ditgracctiil,  or  dilbaftet'iil  ? 

For  thou  doft  only  cenfure  'cm  by  the  hurt. 

Not  by  the  fliame  they  do  thee  ; yet  having  felt 
-\bulcs  of  all  kinds,  thou  may’ft  deliver, 
rhough’t  be  bv  chance,  the  moil  injurious  one. 

1 Ip.  You  pat  meto’t,  SiiN  but  to  tell  you  truth, 

T hey’re  all  as  one  with  me,  little  e.xception. 

St'j/wTlat  little  may  do  much,  let’s  have  it*from  you. 
Ljp.  With  all  the  Ipecd  I may,  firfl;  then,  and  foremolh, 
I bold  fo  reverently  of  the  Baitinado.,  Sir, 

That  if  it  were  the  dcarcll  friend  i’th’  world, 
i’dc  put  it  into  his  hand. 

Sham.  Go  too.  I’ll  pafs  that  then. 

Lab.  Y’are  the  more  happy.  Sir, 

Would  I were  palt  it  too : 

But  being  accufhom’d  to’t.  It  is  the  better  carried. 

5/j jw.W  ill  you  forward  ? (doiv^.., 

L Ip.  Then  there’s  yKDur  fotice.,  your  rvher'n  and  your 
7.-rcxon  the  hair,  your  hob  o’th’  lips,  awhelpon’t, 

1 ne’er  could  find  much  difference  ; Now  your  thumps 
A thing  deriv’d  firff;  from  your  Hemp-beaters, 

Takes  a mians  wind  away,  moft  fpitelully  : 

There’s  nothing  that  delTroys  a Collick  like  it,  . 

For’t  leaves  no  wind  i’th’  body. 

Sham.  On  Sir,  on. 

I jp.  Pray  give  me  leave,  I’m  out  of  breath  with  thinking 
Sbjm.  This  is  far  off  yet.  (on’t. 

Lap.  For  the  by  th’nofe, 

’Tis  certainly  unfightly,  fo  my  Tables  lays, 

But  helps  againlt  the  head-ach,  wond’rous  llrangely, 
Sbjw-  Is’t  polTible  ? 

I Jp.  Oh  your  crujh'*d  nojlrils  flakes  your  opilatioH, 

And  makes  your  pent  powers  flufh  to  w'holfomefneezes. 

Shjm.  I never  thought  there  had  been  half  that  virtue 
In  a wrung  nofe  before. 

L.ip.  Oh  plenitude, Sir: 
j N'o'.v  come  we  lower  to  our  modern  Kick^^ 

V\  hich  has  been  mightily  in  ule  of  late. 

Since  our  young  men  drank  Coltsfoot : and  I grant  you, 
’TisamoU  fcornful  wrong,  caufe  the  loot  plays  it;, 

But  mark  agen,  how  w'ethat  rake’t,  requite  it 
With  the  likcfcorn,  for  we  receive  it  backward  j 
And  can  there  be  a worfe  dilgrace  retorted  ? 

Sham.  And  is  this  all? 

Lap.  All  but  a Lug  by  tP  ear., 

Or  fucha  trifle. 

Sham.  Flappy  fufferer. 

All  this  is  nothing  to  the  wrong  I bear: 

I fee  the  w'orff:  difgrace,  thou  never  felt’lt  yet  ^ 

It  isfo  far  from  thee,  thoncanllnot  think  on’t  ; 

.Nor  dare  I let  thee  know,  it  is  fo  abjeft.  ( for’t 

j Lap.  I would  you  w’ould  though,  that  I might  prepare 
Tor  I fliall  ha’t  at  one  time  or  another: 

If’t  be  a tbvpack^.,  I make  account  of  that*. 

There’s  no  new  falhion’d  fwap  that  e’er  came  up  yet, 

13:. t I’ve  the  firft  on ’em,  I thank ’em  for’t. 

Lnter  the  Lady  and  Servants. 

■ La.  Hall  thou  enquir’d  ? 

; I Strv.  But  can  hear  nothing.  Madam, 
i Sham.  If  there  be  but  fo  much  fubflancc  in  thee 
i To  make  a Ihcltcrfor  a man  difgrac’d. 

Hide  my  departure  from  that  glorious  woman 
T hat  comes  with  all  perfedion  about  her:_ 

',0  i.oblc,  that  I dare  not  be  feen  of  her, 

Sir.ee  fi.amc  took  hold  of  me:  upon  thy  life 
-’■  0 mention  of  me. 

Lap.  1 11  cur  out  my  tongue  firfl:, 

Heiorc  I’ll  lodrc  my  life,  there’s  more  belongs  to’t. 

Lad.  See  there’s  a Gentleman,  enquire  of  him. 

2 j’fr.  For  Monfieur  Shamont.,  Madam  ? 

Lad.  For  whom  elfe.  Sir  ? 

I Serv.  Why,  this  fcllotv  dares  not  fee  him. 

Lad.  How  ? 

I Serv,  Shamont.,  Madam  ? 

His  very  name’s  w'orfe  than  a Feaver  to  him. 

And  when  he  cries,  there’s  nothing  fills  him  fboner  ^ 
Madam,  your  Page  of  thirteen  is  too  hard  for  him, 

’Twas  try’d  i’th’  wood -yard. 

Lad.  Alas  poor  grieved  Merit! 

What  is  become  of  him  ? if  he  once  fail, 

Virtue  fliall  find  fmall  friendfhip : farewel  then 
To  Ladies  worths,  for  any  hope  in  men. 

He  lov’d  for  goodnefs,  not  for  Wealth,  or  Luff, 

After  the  worlds  foul  dotage,  he  ne’er  courted 
The  body,  but  the  beauty  of  the  mind, 

A thing  which  common  courtlhip  never  thinks  on  : 

All  his  affedionswere  fb  fweet  and  fair, 

There  is  no  hope  for  fame  if  he  defpair, 

Exit  Lady  and  Serv. 

Enter  the  Clotvn.  He  kjekj  Lapet. 

Lap.  Good  morrow  to  you  agen  molt  heartily,  Sir,  • 

Cry  you  mercy,  I heard  you  not,  I was  fomewhat  bufie. 

Clorp.  He  takes  it  as  familiarly,  as  an  Ave, 

Or  precious  falutation : I was  fick  till  I had  one, 

Becaufe  I am  fb  us’d  to’t. 

Lap.  However  you  deferve,your  friends  and  mine,  here 
Give  you  large  commendations  i’this  Letter, 

They  fay  you  will  endure  well. 

CloTP.  I’de  be  loath 

To  prove  ’emliers:  I’ve  endur’d  as  much 
As  mortal  pen  and  ink  canfet  me  down  for. 

Lap.  Say  you  me  fb  ? 

Cions,  I know  and  feel  it  fo„  Sir, 

I have  it  under  Black  and  White  already  j 
I need  no  Pen  to  paint  me  out. 

Lap.  He  fits  me. 

And  nits  my  wifhes  pat,  pat  : I was  ne’er 
In  poflibility  to  be  better  mann’d. 

For  he’s  half  lame  already,  I fee’t  plain. 

But  take  no  notice  on’t,  for  fear  I make 
Therafcal  proud,  and  dear,  to  advance  his  wages  j 
Firfl,  let  me  grow  into  particulars  with  you  ^ 

What  have  you  endur’d  of  worth  ? let  me  hear. 

Cloxr>.  Marry  Sir,  I’m  almoft  beaten  blind.  i 

Lap.  That’s  pretty  well  for  a beginning. 

But  many  a Mill-horfe  has  endur’d  as  much. 

Cions.  Shame  o’th’  Millers  heart  for  his  unkindnefs  then. 
Lap.  Well  Sir,  what  then? 

Clorp.  I’ve  been  twice  thrown  down  flairs,  jufl  before  fup- 
Lap.  Puh,  fo  have  I,  that’s  nothing.  (per. 

ClotP.  I but  Sir, 

Was  yours  pray  before  flipper  ^ 

Lap.  There  thou  pofefl  me. 

CloVo.  1 marry,  that’s  it,  ’t  had  been  lefs  grief  to  me. 

Had  I but  fill’d  my  belly,  and  then  tumbled,  | 

But  to  be  flung  down  falling,  there’s  the  dolour. 

Lap.  It  would  have  griev’d  me,  that  indeed  : proceed  Sir.  j 
Clo.  I have  been  pluck’d  and  tugg’dby  th’  hair  o’th’  head  s 
About  a Gallery,  half  an  Acre  long. 

Lap.  Yes,  that’s  a good  one,  1 mufl  needs  confefs, 

A principal  good  one  that,  an  abfblute  good  one, 

I have  been  trode  upon,  and  fpurn’d  about, 

But  never  tugg’d  by  th’  hair,  1 thank  my  fates. 

ClotP.  Oh  ’tis  a fpiteful  pain. 

Lap.  Peace,  never  fpeak  on’t, 

For  putting  men  in  mind  on’t.^ 

Clorp.  To  conclude, 

I’mburften  Sir:  my  belly  will  hold  no  meat. 

Lap.  No?  that  makes  amends  for  all. 

Clorp.  Unlefs  ’t  be  puddings. 

Or 
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Orfuch  fafl:  food,  any  loofc  thing  beguiles  me,  I’m  ne’er  the 
Lap.  Shceps-heads  will  rtay  with  thee  ? (better  fbr’t. 
Cb.  Yes  Sir,  or  Chaldrons. 

Lap.  Very  well  fir: 

Your  biirftcn  fellows  muft  take  heed  of  liirfets: 

Strange  things  it  feems,  you  havcendiirM  ^ 

Cb.  Too  true  Sir. 

Lap.  But  now  the  queftion  is,  what  you  will  endure 
Hereafter  in  my  lervice  ? 

Cb.  Anything 

That  lhallbe  reafon  Sir,  for  I’m  but  frothy 
Much  like  a thing  new  calv’d,  or  come  more  nearer  Sir, 
Y’avefeen  a clufterof  Frog-l'pawns  in  April., 

E’en  fuch  a ftarch  am  I,  as  weak  and  tender 
As  a green  woman  yet. 

Lap.  Now  1 know  this,  ' 

I will  be  very  gently  angry  with  thee. 

And  kick  thee  carefully. 

Cbn>.  Oh  I,  fweet  Sir. 

Lap.  Peace,  when  thou  art  offer’d  well,  left  I begin  now. 
Your  friends  and  mine  have  writ  here  for  your  truth, 
They’ll  pafs  their  words  themfelves,  and  I muft  meet  ’em. 

Cbrv.  Then  have  you  all : Exit. 

As  for  my  honefty,  there  is  no  fear  of  that. 

For  I have  ne’er  a whole  bone  about  me.  Exit. 

Enter  the  pajjumate  rudely^  and  cafelefly  ap- 

parrelPd.^  unbrac  </,  and  untrttfs’d.  ‘Ike  Qa^ldfoUowiug. 

' (fome, 

Ct4p.  Think  upon  love,  which  makes  all  creatures  hand- 
Seemly  for  eye-fight  ^ goe  not  fo  diffiifedly. 

There  are  great  Ladies  purpofe  Sir  to  vifit  you, 

Faf.  Grand  plagues,fhut  in  my  calements,  that  the  breaths 
Of  their  Coach-mares  reek  not  into  my  noftrils  ^ 

Thofe  beafts  are  but  a kind  of  bawdy  fore-runnert. 

Cup.  It  is  not  well  with  you. 

When  you  fpeak  ill  of  fair  Ladies.  ‘ 

Paf.  Fair  mifthiefs,  give  me  a neft  of  Owls  and  take ’em*, 
Happy  is  he,  fey  I,  whole  window  opens 
To  a brown  Bakers  chimney,  he  lhall  be  fore  there  ' 

To  hear  the  Bird  fometimes  after  twilight ; 

What  a fine  thing  ’tis  methinks  to  have oiir  garments  ' 

Sit  loofe  upon  us  thus,  thus  carelefly,  I 

It  is  more  manly,  and  more  mortifying  *, 

For  we  ’re  lb  much  the  readier  for  our  fhrouds ; 

For  how  ridiculous  wer’t,  to  have  death  come,  ^ ’ 
And  take  a fellow,  pinn’d  up  like  a Miftrifs? 

About  his  neck  a Rttfi^  like  a pinch’d  Lanthorn, 

Which  School-boys  make  in  winter  *,  and  his  doublet 
So  clofe  and  pent,  as  if  he  fear’d  one  prilbn 
Would  not  be  ftrong  enough,  to  keep  Hs  foul  in  *,  ■ 

But’s  Tailor  makes  another: 

And  truftnie*,  (for  I know’t  when  I lov’d  Cupid ^ 

He  does  endure  much  pain,  for  the  poor  praife 
Of  a neat  fitting  fuit. 

Cup.  One  may  be  handlbme.  Sir,  ’ " 

And  yet  not  pain’d,  nor  proud. 

Paf.  There  you  lie  Cupid., 

As  bad  as  Mercury : there  is  no  handlbmnefs, 

But  has  a wafh  of  Pride  and  Luxury,  ' 

And  you  go  there  too  Awaydiflembler, 

Thou  tak’ft  the  deeds  part,  which  befools  us  all  \ 

Thy  Arrow  heads  fhoot  out  finners ; hence  away. 

And  after  thee  I’ll  fend  a powerful  charm’, 

Shall  banilh  thee  for  ever. 

Cup.  Never,  never, 

I am  too  fure  thine  own.  Exit. 


PaC  Sings. 

HEtice  all  you  v.um  Delight  r. 

As  jhort  as  are  the  nights. 

Wherein  you  jpencl  your  jolly., 

There’s  nought  in  this  life  Jweet, 

If  man  were  wije  to  fee’t. 

But  only  mcltncholly,  I 

Oh  Iweetcji  mclanc holly. 

Welcome  folded  Arms,  and  fixed  Eyes, 

A (fgh  that  piercing  mortifies, 

A look  that’s  faji’ncd  to  the  ground, 

A tongue  chain’d  up  without  a found. 

Fountain  heads,  andpathlefs  Groves, 

Places  which  pale  fajjton  loves  : 

Moon-light  walks,  wlxn  all  the  Fowls 
Are  warmly  hous’d,  fave  Bats  and  Owls  5 
A mid-night  Bell,  a parting  groan, 

Thefe  are  the  founds  we  feed  upon  , 

Then  firetch  our  bones  in  a fill  gloomy  valley, 
Nothing  sfo  dainty  fweet,  as  lovely  melanchully. 

Exit. 

Enter  at  another  door  Lapet,  the  Cupid’/  Brothers 
watching  his  coming. 

I Bro.  So,  fb,  the  Woodcock’s  ginn'd 
Keep  this  door  faft  brother. 

2 Bro.  I’ll  warrant  this. 

• I Bro.  I’ll  goe  incenfe  him  inftantly  •, 

I know  the  way  to’t. 

2 Sro.  Will’tnot  be  too  fbon  think  you, 

And  make  two  fits  break  into  one? 

I Bro.  Pah,  no,  noi  thetail  of  his  melancholy 
Is  always  the  head  of  his  anger,  and  follows  as  dole. 

As  the  Report  follows  the  powder. 

Lap.  This  is  the  appointed  place,  and  the  hour  ftruck. 

If  I can  get  fecurity  for’s  truth. 

I’ll  never  mind  his  honefty,  poor  worm, 

I durft  lay  him  by  my  wife,  which  is  a benefit 
Which  many  Mailers  ha’  not : I lhall  ha’  no  Maid 
Now  got  with  child,  but  what  I getmylelf. 

And  that’s  no  finall  felicity : in  moft  places 
Th’aregotby  th’  Men,  and  put  upon  the  Mafters, 

Nor  lhall  I be  refifted  when  I ftrike, 

For  he  can  hardly  ftand^  thefe  are  great  bleffings. 

Paf.  I want  my  food,  deliver  me  a Varlet.  ITithin. 
Lap.  How  now,  from  whence  comes  that  ? 

Paf  I am  allow’d  a carkafs  toinfulton  j 
Where’s  the  villain  ? 

Lap.  He  means  not  me  I hope. 

Paf.  My  maintenance  raftals  my  bulk,  my  exhibition. 
Vap.  Blefs  us  all. 

What  names  are  ttefe  ? Would  I were  gone  agen. 

Ihe  pajfionate  man  enters  in  fury  with  a Iruncheon. 

He  Sings. 

ACurJe  upon  thee  for  a (lave. 

Art  thou  here,  ana  hear dji  me  rave^ 

Fly  not  fpar  kies  from  mine  eye. 

To  Jh.ew  my  indignation  nigh 
Am  I not  all  foam,  and  fire. 

With  voice  as  hoarfe  as  a Town-crier  ^ 

How  my  back,  opes  and  jhuts  together. 

With  fury,  as  old  mens  with  weather  ^ 

Could’ fi  thou  not  hear  my  teeth  gnafi  hither} 

R r r 2 Lap^ 
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I tf.  No  rruly,Sir,  1 thought ’t  had  been  a Squirrel, 
havinc;  a Hazel-nut. 

Pj/:"  Death,  Hell,  Fiends,  and  darkncls. 
will  thralii  thy  maiingy  carkafs. 

1 jp.  Oh  i'weet  Sir. 

r.i'’.  There  cannot  be  too  many  tortures, 

<^pent  uponthoie  louzie  Quarters. 

L:p.  Hold,  oh.  down  for  dead. 

Pjj:  Thy  bones  fliall  rue,  thy  bones  fliall  rue. 


T 


Sings  again. 

Hoii  fcftrvy.,  moftgril  Toad, 
Mifchn'fon  thee  j 
Light  upon  thee^ 

All  the  plagues 
That  can  confound  thee 
Or  did  ever  raign  abroad  : 

Better  a thoufand  lives  it  cofi^ 

Than  have  brave  anger  fpilt  or  loji. 

Lap.,  May  I open  mine  eyes  yet,  and  la fely  pelfep ; 
ril  try  a groonfirft — oh — Nay  then  he’s  gone. 
There  was  no  other  policy  but  to  dy, 

He  would  ha’  made  me  elfe.  Ribs  are  you  fore  ? 

I was  ne’er  beaten  to  a tune  before. 


Exit. 


Enter  the  two  Brothers. 


Tails  again. 

'\  ’ ■ 
I 


I Bro.  Lapet. 

Lap.  Agen? 

1 Bro.  Look,  look,  he’s  flat  agen. 

And  Itretched  out  like  a Coarle,  a handful  longer 
Than  he  walks,  trufl:  me  brother.  Why  Lapet  i 

I hold  my  life  we  (hall  not  get  him  fpeaknow : 

Monfieur  Lapet  it  niuft  be  a privy  token,  <• 

If  any  thing  fetch  him,  he’s  fo  far  gone.  • 

\Ve  come  to  pals  our  words  for  your  mans  truth. 

Lap.  Oh  Gentlemen  y’are  welcome;  1 have  been  thralhd 

2L.  How  ? thralh’dSir?  . O'^aith. 

Lap.  Never  w'as  Shrove-tuefday  Bird  ' 

So  cudgel  I’d,  Gentlemen.  ' ' . 

1 Bro.  Pray  how  ? by  whom  Sir  ? 

Nay,  that  I know  not. 

1 Bro.  Not  who  did  this  wrong?  _ ' 

Lap.  Only  a thing  came  like  a Walking  Song? 

I Bro.  W'hat  beaten  with  a Song  ? ' ' ^ ' 

Lap.  Never  more  tightly.  Gentlemen: 

Such  crotchets  happen  now  and  then,  methinks 
He  that  endures  well,  of  all  waters  drinks. 


Exeunt. 


The  very  vomit.  Sir,  of  Hofpitals, 

Bridevvels,  and  Spittle-houfes  ^ fuch  nalty  fmellers. 

That  if  they’d  been  unfurnilh’d  of  Club-Truncheons, 
They  might  have  cudgell’d  me  with  their  very  ftinks. 

It  was  fo  Itrong,  and  fturdy : and  fliall  this, 

T'his  filthy  injury,  befet  off  witlunadnefs  ? 

I Gen.  Nay,  take  your  own  blouds'counfel, Sir,  hereafter, 
I’ll  deal  no  further  in’t : if  you  remember, 

It  was  not  come  to  blows,  when  I advis’d  you. 

Sold.  No,  but  I ever  faid,  ’twould  come  tolbmething. 
And  'tis  upon  me,  thank  him : were  he  kin 
To  all  the  mighty  Emperors  upon  earth. 

He  has  not  now  in  life  three  hours  to  reckon  ^ 

I watch  but  a free  time. 

Enter  Shamont. 


1 Gent.  Your  noble  brother,  Sir,  I’ll  leave  you  now.  Ex. 
Sham.  Soldier,  I would  I could  perfwade  my  thoughts 
From  thinking  thee  a brother,  as  I can 
My  tongue  from  naming  on’t : thou  haft  no  friend  here. 
But  fortune  and  thy  own  ftrength  truft  to  them. 

Sham.  Treachery  to  virtue  ^ 

Thy  treachery,  thy  faithlefs  circumvention ; 

Has  Honor  fo  few  daughters,  never  fewer. 

And  muft  thou  aim  thy  treachery  at  the  beft  ? 

The  very  front  of  virtue,that  bleft  Lady  ? the  Dukes  Sifter  ? 
Created  more  for  admirations  ,caule. 

Than  for  loves  ends  •,■  whofe  excellency  fparkles 
More  in  Divinity,  than  mortal  beauty  •, 

And  as  much  difference  ’twixt  her  mind  and  body,  • 

As  ’twixt  this  earths  poor  centre^  and  the  Sun : 

And  could’ft  thou  be  lb  injurious  to  fair  goodnefs. 

Once  to  attempt  to, court  her  down  t'  frailty  ? . 

Or  put  her  but  in  ipind  that  there  is  weaknels, 

Sin,  and  defiro,.  which  Ihe  Ihould  never  hear  of? 

WTetch,  thou’ft  committed  worfethan  Sacriledge, 

In  the  attempting  on’t,  and  ought’ft  to  dye  for’t. 

^Sold.  I rather  ought  to  do  my  beft,  to  live.  Sir. 
Provoke  me  not-,  for  I’ve  a wrong  fits  on  me. 

That  makes  me  apt  for  mifehief-,  1 fliall  lofe 
All  refpeds  fuddainlyof  friendlhip.  Brother-hood, 

Or  any  found  that  way. 

Sham.  But  ’ware  me  moft  ^ 

For  I come  with  a two-edg’d  injury  -, 

Both  my  difgrace,  and  thy  apparent  falfhood. 

Which  muft  he  dangerous. 

Sold.  I courted  her,  Sir^  1 
Love  ftarve  me  with  delays,  when  I confefs  it  not. 

Sham:  There’s  nothing  then  but  death 
Can  be  a pennance  fit  for  that  confeffion. 

Sold.  But  far  bfpm.any  vitious  taint.  ' 

Sham.  Oh  Sir,  ' '*• 

Vice  is  a mighty  ftranger  grown  to  courtfhip. 

Sold.  Nay,  then  the  fury  of  my  wrong  light  on  thee. 


ABuf  Quartus. 

Sc<xna  Trim  a. 

Enter  Shamont’s  Brother.,  the  Soldier^  and  1 Gentleman. 


Sold. 


rj p<5,  yes,  this  was  a Madrnan,  Sir,  with  you, 

X A palfiohate  Mad-man. 

, Gen.  \\  ho  would  ha’  lookt  for  this,  Sir  ? . 

Sold.  And  muft  be  privllcdg’d  : a pox  privjledge  him : 
' I was  never  fo  dry  beaten  finee  I was  born, 

; 1 And  by  a litter  of  rogues,  meer  rogues,  the  whole  twenty 
I Had  rot  above  eliiows  amongft  ’em  all  too ; 

‘ And  the  moft,  irart  of  thofc  left-handed  rafcals, 


Enter  i Gentleman.^  and  others. 

' ■]  '*  ” 

I Gen.  Forbear,  the  Duke’s  at  hand. 

Here,  hard  at  liand,  upon  my  reputation. 

Sold.  I muftdofomething  now.  Ex.  Sold. 

I’ll  follow  you  clofe  Sir.  1 

1 Gen.  We  muft  intreat  you  muft  not  s for  the  Duke 
Defires  fome  conference  with  you; 

Sham.  Let  me  go. 

As  y’are  Gentlemen. 

2 Gent.  Faith  we  dare  not  Sir. 

Sham.  Dare  ye  be  falfe  to  honor,  and  yet  dare  not 

Do  a man  juftice  ? give  me  leave 

I GfKt.Goodfweet  Sir. 

H’as  fent  twice  for  you. 

Sham.  Is  this  brave,  or  manly  ? 

1 Gent.  I prethce  be  conform’d. 

Sham.  Death 


Enter 


The  Tafsionate  Mad^man. 




Enter  Dukf- 

2  Gent.  Peace,  he’s  come  in  troth. 

Sham.  Oil  have  yon  betraid  me  to  my  lliamc  alrcfli  ? 
How  am  I bound  to  loath  you  ? 

Dukf.  Shamont.,  welcome, 

I  fent  twice. 

2  Gent.  But  my  l ord,  he  never  heard  on’t. 

Sham.  Pray  pardon  him,  for  his  falfcncfs,  I did  Sir, 

Both  times  I’d  rather  be  found  rude,  thanfaithlefs. 

Duke.  1 love  that  bluntnefs  dearly  : h’as  novice. 

But  is  more  manly  than  fome  others  virtue. 

That  lets  it  out  only  for  fliew  or  profit. 

Sham.  Will’t  pleafe  you  quit  me, Sir,I’vc urgent  bufinefs? 

Vukf.  Come,  you’re  fo  hafty  now,  1 lent  for  you 
To  a better  end. 

Sham.  And  if  it  be  an  end, 

Better  or  vvorle,  1 thank  your  goodnefs  for’t. 

Dnkf.  I’ve  ever  kept  that  bounty  in  condition, 

And  thankfulnefs  in  bloud,  which  well  becomes 

Both  Prince  and  Subjed,  that  where  any  wrong 

Bears  my  impreflion,,  or  the  hafty  figure 

Of  my  repented  anger,  I’m  a Law 

Ev’n  to  my  felf,  and  doom  my  felf  moft  ftridly 

To  Juftice,  and  a noble  fatisfadion : 

So  that,  what  you,in  tendernefs  of  honor. 

Conceive  to  belofsto  you,  which  is  nothing 
But  curious  opinion,  I’ll  reftore  agen. 

Although  I give  you  the  beft  part  of  Genoa., 

And  take  to  boot  but  thanks  for  your  amends. 

Sham.  Oh  raiferable  fatisfadion. 

Ten  times  more  wretched  than  the  wrong  it  felf  ^ 

Never  was  ill  better  made  good  with  worfe : 

Shall  it  be  faid,  that  my  pofterity 

Shall  live  the  foie  heir  of  their  fathers  Ihame  ? 

And  raife  their  wealth  and  glory  from  my  ftripes  ? 

You  have  provided  nobly,  bounteous  Sir, 

For  my  dilgrace,  to  make  it  live  for  ever, 

Out-lafting  Brafs  or  Marble : 

This  is  my  fears  conftrudion,  and  a deep  one. 

Which  neither  argument  nor  time  can  alter ; 

Yet  I dare  fwear,  I wrong  your  goodnefs  in’t  Sir, 

And  the  moft  fair  intent  on  t,  which  I reverenc® 

With  admiration,  that  in  you  a Prince, 

Should  be  fofweet  and  temperate  a condition,  ■ ■ 

To  offer  to  reftore  where  you  may  ruine. 

And  do’t  with  juftice,  and  in  me  afervant, 

: So  harih  a difpofition,  that  I cannot 
Forgive  where  I fhould  honor,  and  am  bound  to’t. 

But  I have  ever  had  that  curiofity' 

In  bloud,  and  tendernefs  of  reputation 
Such  an  antipathy  againft  a blow, 

I cannot  fpeak  the  reft:  Good  Sir  difeharge  me. 

It  is  not  fit  that  I fhould  ferve  you  more. 

Nor  come  fo  near  you  •,  I’m  made  now  for  privacy,  ; 

And  a retir’d  condition,  that’s  my  fuit : 

To  part  from  Cpurt  for  ever,  my,laft  fuit  *,  ; 

And  as  you  profefs  bounty,  grant,  me  that  Sir.  . 

Duke.  I would  deny  thee  nothing. 

Sham.  Health  reward  you.  Sir  ^xit. 

\ Duke-  He’s  gone  agen  already,  and;  takes  hold 
Of  any  opportunity  ; not  riches  / 

Can  purchafe  him,  nor  honors,  peaceably,  / (him. 

And  force  were  brutifli';  what  a great  worth’s  gone  with 
And  but  a Gentleman?  well,  for  his  fake, 

I I’ll  ne’er  offend  more,  thofc  I cannot  make , . ' , ^ 

They  were  his  words,  and  fhall  be  dear  to  memory. 

,Say  I defile  to  fee  him  once  agen  • 

Yet  ftay,  he’s  fo  well  forward  of  his  peace, 

’Twere  pity  to  difturb  him  : he  would  groan 
Like  a foul  fetch’d,  agen  •,  and  that  were  injury, 

‘ And  I’ve  wTong’d  his  degree  too  much  already. 

Call  forth  the  Gentleman  of  our  chamber  inftantly. 


I Serv.  I fliall  my  L.ord.  ff'/thhi. 

I'fnl^e.  I may  forget  agen. 

And  thcrclorc  will  prcieiit : ihcflrain  of  this 
Troubles  me  lo,  one  w ould  not  ha/.ai  d more. 

Enter  i Gent,  and  divers  ethers. 

Gent.  Your  Will  my  Lord  ? 

Yes^  I dillluirgc  you  all. 

2 Gent.  My  Lord 

Duk^.  Your  places  fliall  be  othenvife  difpos’d  of. 

4 Gent.  Why  Sir  ? 

Duks-  Reply  not,  Idirinilsyou  all  ; 

Y’are  Gentlemen,  your  worths  wall  find  you  fortunes  y 
Nor  fhall  your  farewell  tax'c  me  of  ingratitude. 

I’ll  give  you  all  noble  remembrances. 

As  tellimonies’gainft  reproach  and  malice. 

That  you  departed  lov’d. 

3 Gen.  This  is  moft  ftrangc.  Sir. 

I Gent.  But  how  is  your  Grace  furnifh’d,thcfcdifinifs’d? 
Dttl{e.  Seek  me  out  Grooms. 

Men  more  infcnfiblc  of.  reputation, 

Lefs  curious  and  prccifc  in  terms  of  honor. 

That  if  my  anger  chance  let  fall  aftroke, 

As  we  are  all  fubjed  to  impetuous  paffions. 

Yet  it  may  pafs  unmurmur’d,  imdilputed, 

And  not  with  braver  fury  profecuted.  Exit. 

I Gent.  It  fhall  be  done,  my  Lord. 

3  Gent.  Know  you  thecaufe,  Sir  ? 

I Gent.  Not  I kind  Gentlemen,  but  by  conjedures. 

And  fo  much  fhall  be  yours  when  you  pleafe. 

4.  Thanks  Sir. 

3 Gent.  We  fhall  i’th  meantime  think  our  felves  guilty 
Of  Ibme  foul  fault,  through  ignorance  committed. 

I Gent.  No,  ’tis  not  that,  nor  that  way. 

4 Gent.  For  my  part, 

I fhall  be  dif-inherited,  I know  fb  much. 

I Gent.  Why  Sir,  for  what  ? 

4  Gent.  My  Sire’s  of  a ftrange  humor. 

He’ll  form  faults  for  me,  and  then  I'wear  ’em  mine, 

And  commonly  the  firft  begins  with  leachery, 

He  knows  his  own  youths  trefpafs, 

I Gent.  Before  you  go. 

I’ll  come  and  take  my  leave,  and  tell  you  all  Sirs. 

3 Gent.  Thou  wert  ever  juft  and  kind.  Exit. 

I Gent.  That’s  my  poor  virtue,  Sir, 

And  parcel  valiant  ^ but  it’s  hard  to  be  perfed  .- 
The  choofing  of  thefe  fellows  now  will  puzlc  me. 

Horribly  puzle  me  ^ and  there’s  no  judgement 
Goes  true  upon  mans  outfide,  there’s  the  mifehief : 

He  muft  be  touch’d,  and  try’d,  for  gold  or  drofs:^ 

There  is  no  other  way  for’t,  and  that’s  dangerous  too  ^ 
But  fince  I’m  put  in  truft,  and  1 will  atttempt  it  ; 

The  Duke  fliall  keep  one  daring  man  about  him. 

Enter  a Gallant. 

Soft,  who  comes  here  ? a pretty  bravery  this  • 

Every  one  goes  fb  like  a Gentleman, 

’Tis  hard  to  find  a difference,  but  by  th’  touch. 

I’ll  try  your  mettal  fure. 

Gal.  Why  what  do  you  mean  Sir  ? 

I Gent.  Nay,  and  you  underftand  it  not,  I do  not. 

Gal.  Yes,  would  you  fhould  well  know, 

I underftand  it  for  a box  o’th’  ear  Sir. 

I Gent.  And  o’my  troth,  that’s  all  I gave  it  for. 

Gal.  ’Twere  beft  it  be  fb. 

1 Gent.  This  is  a brave  Coward, 

A jolly  threat’ning  Coward  •,  he  fhall  be  Captain  : 

Sir,  let  me  meet  you  an  hour  hence  i’th’  Lobby. 

GaL  Meet  you  ? the  world  might  laugh  at  you  then  i’faith. 
I Ge.  Lay  by  your  fcorn  and  pride,they’re  feurvy  qualities* 
And  meet  me,  or  I’ll  box  you  while  I have  you,  ’ 

And  carry  you  gambril’d  thither  like  a Mutton. 

G'l. 
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CjI.  Nay,  and  ^ ou  be  in  carncfl",  here’s  my  band 
1 will  ret  tail  \oii. 

1 Cent.  ’I'is  tor  your  own  good, 
o.i/.  Away. 

' iu:nt.  I'oomuchfor  yoiirowngood,Sir,apox  onyou. 
U.tl.  1 prcthcc  curie  me  all  day  long  lb. 

I Gent.  Hang  you. 

GjI.  ril  make  him  mad  ; he*s  loth  to  curie  too  much  to  mei 
i Indeed  I never  yet  took  box  o th  ear, 

i Put  it  redounded,  I muft  needs  lay  lb 

I 1 Gent.  Will  you  be  gone 

i c^j'.  Curie,  curie,  and  then  I goe. 

i Look  how  he  grins,  I ve  anger’d  him  to  th’  kidneys.  Ex. 

\ I Gen.  ^^'as  ever  liich  a prigging  coxcomb  Icen  ? 

' One  might  have  beat  him  dumb  now  in  this  humor, 

And  he’d  ha’  grill’d  it  out  Hill : 

Enter  a plain  fellow. 

Oh,  here’s  one  made  to  my  hand, 

^:ethinks  looks  like  a Qaven  ^ 

Lei's  pains  will  ferve  his  trial;  fome  flight  jiiftle. 
ria/n.  How  ? take  you  that  Sir : 

And  if  that  content  you  not 

1 Gent.  Ves  very  well,  Sir,  I defire  no  more. 

Plain.  1 think  you  need  not  j 

for  you  have  not  loltby’t.  Exit. 

1 Gen.  Who  would  ha’ thought  this  would  have  prov’d 

( a Gentleman  ? 

I’ll  nciMr  trufUong  chins  and  little  legsagen. 

I’ll  know  ’em  fure  for  Gentlemen  hereafter: 

A grifHe  but  in  fiiew,  but  gave  his  cuff 
With  fuch  a fetch,  and  reach  of  gentry, 

As  if  h’  had  had  his  arms  before  the  floud  ^ 

1 have  took  a villanous  hardtaske  upon  me*. 

Now  I begin  to  have  a feeling  on’t. 

Enter  Lapet,^«ii  Clownhhfervant,  and fi  habited. 


Oh,  here  comes  a try’d  piece,  now,  the  reformed  kick. 

The  millions  of  punches,  fpuins,  and  nips 
That  he  has  endur’d?  his  buttock’s  ail  black  Lead, 

He’s  half  a Negro  backward^  he  was  paft  a Spaniard 
In  Eighty  eight,  and  more  A.gyptian\\V.Q'.y 
His  Table  and  his  Book  come  both  out  fhortly. 

And  all  the  cowards  in  the  Town  expect  it  j 
So,  if  I fail  of  my  full  number  now, 

1 fiiall  be  fure  to  find  ’em  at  Church  corners. 

Where  Vives,  and  the  fuff’ring  Ballads  hang. 

Lap.  Well,  fince  thou  art  of  fo  mild  a temper. 

Of  fo  meek  a fpirit,  thou  mayft  live  with  me. 

Till  better  times  do  finile  on  thy  deferts. 

1 am  glad  I am  got  home  again. 

Clow.  I am  happy  in  your  fervice.  Sir, 

You’ll  keep  me  from  the  Hofpital. 

I.jp.  So,  bring  me  the  lafl  proof,  this  is  correefted. 

Clow.  1,  y’are  too  full  of  your  corredion,  Sir, 

l.ap.  Look  I have  perfed  Books  within  this  half  hour. 

Glow.  Yes  Sir. 

Lap.  Bid  him  put  all  the  Thumps  in  PicaRoman. 

And  with  great  T’s,  ( you  vermin)  as  Thumps  Ihould  be. 

Claw.  Then  in  what  Letter  willyou  have  your  Kicks? 

Lap.  All  in  Jtalica.,  your  backward  blows 
All  in  Italicj.,  you  Wermophrodite  : 

When  fhall  1 teach  you  wit? 

Clow.  Oh  let  it  alone, 

1 ill  you  have  fbme  your  felf,  Sir. 

Lap.  You  mumble? 

Ciiw.  Theviduals  are  lockt  up*, 

I’m  kept  from  mumbling.  Rxit 

Lap.  He  prints  my  blows  upon  Pot  Paper  too,  the  rogue, 
Which  had  been  proper  for  fome  drunken  Pamphlet.* 

I Gent.  yionQcur  Lapet  f howthe  worldlings  of  you,  Sir/* 
V'o  .r  name  founds  far  and  near. 


Lap.  A good  report  it  bears,  for  an  enduring  name- 

1 Gent.  What  luck  have  you  Sir? 

Lap.  Why,  what’s  the  matter? 

I Gent.  I’m  but  thinking  on’t. 

’ve  heard  you  wifluhefe  five  years  for  a place. 

Now  there’s  one  fall’ii,  and  freely  without  money  too  ^ 

And  empty  yet,  and  yet  you  cannot  have’t.  ^ 

Lap.  No?  what’s  the  reafon?  I’ll  give  money  for’t, 
lather  than  go  without  Sir. 

I Gen.  That’s  not  it  Sir; 

The  troth  is,  there’s  no  Gentleman  muft  have  it 
Either  for  love  or  ;noney,  ’tis  decreed  Ib  j 
I was  heartily  forry  when  I thought  upon  you. 

Had  you  not  been  a Gentleman,  I had  fitted  you. 

Lap.  Who  1 a Gentleman?  a pox  I’m  none.  Sir. 

1 Gent.  How  ? 

Lap.  How  ? why  did  you  ever  think  I was  ? 
iGent.  What?  not  a Gentleman  ? 

Lap.  I would  thou’dft  put  it  upon  me  i’faith  • 

Did  not  my  Grand-father  cry  Cony-skins  ? 

My  Father  uiquavita  ? a hot  Gentleman : 

All  this  I fpeak  on,  i’  your  time  and  memory  too  j 
Only  a rich  Unde  dy’d,  and  left  me  *chattels, 

You  know  all  this  16  well  too— 

I Cent.  Pray  excufe  me,  Sir,  ha’ not  you  Arms? 

Lap.  Yes,  a poor  couple  here. 

That  ferve  to  thrufi:  in  wiJd-Fowl. 

I Gent.  Heralds  Arms, 

Symbols  of  Gentry,  Sir  : you  know  my  meaning ; 

They’ve  been  Ihewn  and  feen. 

Lap.  They  have, 

I Gen.  I fex  have  they. 

Lap.  Why  I confefs,  at  my  wives  inffigation  once, 

( As  Women  love  thefe  Heralds  kicklhawes  naturally  ) 

I bought  ’em ; but  what  arc  they  think  you  ? pu6. 

I Gent.  Why,  that’s  proper  to  your  name  being  LapeK 
Which  is  La  fart,  after  the  Engiijh  Letter. 

Lap.  The  Herald,  Sir,  had  much  adoe  to  find  it. 

I Gent.  And  can  you  blame  him? 

Why,  ’tis  the  only  thing  that  puzies  the  devil. 

Lap.  At  laft  he  lookt  upon  my  name  agen. 

And  having  well , compar’d  it,  this  he  gave  me. 

The  two  Cholliques  playing  upon  a wind  Inftrument. 

1 Gent.  An  excellent  proper  one  i but  I pray  tell  me 
How  does  he  exprefs  the  Cholliques  ? ’ 

They  are  hard  things. 

Lap.  The  Cholliques  ? with  hot  trenchers  at  their  bellies-  i 
There’s  nothing  better.  Sir,  to  blaze  a Chollique.  ’ ’ 

I Gent.  And  are  not  you  a Gentleman  by  this  Sir  / 

Lap.  No,  I difdaim’t : no  belly-ake  upon  earth 
Shall  make  me  one  : helhallnot  think 
To  put  his  gripes  upon  me. 

And  wring  out  gentry  fo,  and  ten  pound  firft. 

If  the  wind  Inftrument  will  make  my  wife  one. 

Let  her  enjoy’t,  for  Ihe  wasa  Harpers  Grand-child: 

But  Sir,  for  my  particular,  I renounce  it. 

I Gent.  Or  to  be  call’d  fo  ? 

Lap.  I Sir,  or  imagin’d. 

1 Gent.  None  fitter  for  the  place  : give  me  thy  hand. 

Lap.  A hundred  thoufand  thanks,  befidc  a Bribe,  Sir. 

1 Gent.  Yov  muft  take  heed 
Of  thinking  toward  a Gentleman,  now. 

Lap.  Pift),  I am  not  mad,  I warrant  you:  nay,  more  Sir,  ] 
If  one  Ihould  twit  me  i’th’  teeth  that  I’m  a Gentleman, 

T wit  me  their  worft,  I am  but  one  fince  Lammas, 

That  I can  prove,  if  they  would  fee  my  heart  out. 

2 Gen.  Marry,  in  any  cafe  keep  me  that  evidence. 


Enter  Clown. 

Lap.  Here  comes  my  fervant',  Sir.  Galojhh, 

Has  not  his  name  for  nought,  he  will  betrodcupon: 
What  fays  my  Printer  now? 

Clow.  Here’s  your  laft  Proof,  Sir. 


You 
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Youlhall  have  pcrfert  Books  now  in  a twinkling. 

Lap.'  Thcfc  marks  arc  ugly. 

Clow.  He  lays.  Sir,  they’re  proper  : 

Blows  (hould  have  marks,  or  cllc  they  arc  nothing  worth. 

La.  But  why  a Peel-crow  here 
Clotv.  I told ’em  lb  Sir  ; 

A Icare-crow  had  been  better. 

Lap.  How  Have  ? look  you,  Sir, 

Did  not  I lay,  this  Jf^jirrit^  and  this  Bob^ 

Should  be  both  Pica  Roman. 

Clow.  So  faid  I,  Sir,  both  Picked  Romans^ 

And  he  has  made  ’em  IFelcb  Bills, 

Indeed  I know  not  what  to  make  on  ’em. 

Lap.  Hay-day-,  a Soufe^  Italica} 

Clow.  Yes,  that  may  hold,  Sir, 

Soufe  is  a bona  roba.^  lb  is  Rlopt  too. 

Lap.  But  why  Hands  Bajiinado  lb  far  off  here  ? 

Clow.  Alas,youmufl;  allow  him  room  to  lay  about  hira,Sir. 
La.  Why  lies  this  Spurn  /owtr  than  that  Sir? 

Clow.  Marry,  this  fignifies  one  kick  down  Hairs,  Sir, 

The  other  in  a Gallery  ; I ask’d  him  all  thefe  queHions. 

I Gent.  Your  Books  name? 

Pretliee  Lapet  mind  me,  you  never  told  me  yet. 

La.  Marry  but  lhall  Sir  : ’tis  call’d  the  Uprifing  of  the 
And  the  downfall  of  the  Duello 

I Gent.  Bring  that  to  pals,  you’ll  prove  a happy  member, 
And  do  your  Countrey  lervice  : your  young  blouds 
Will  thank  yoir  then,  why  they  fee  fourfeore. 

Lap.  I hope 

To  fave  my  hundred  Gentlemen  a month  by’t. 

Which  will  be  very  good  for  the  private  houfe. 

Clow.  L ook  you,  your  Table’s  finilh’d.  Sir,  already.  ^ 
Lap'  Why  then  behold  my  MaHer-piece : fee,  fee,  Sir, 
Here’s  all  your  Blows,  and  Blow-men  whatfoever j 
Set  in  their  lively  colours,  givers,  and  takers. 

I Gent.  Troth  wondrous  fine.  Sir. 

Lap.  Nay,  but  mark  the  poHures, 

The  Handing  of  the  takers,  I admire  more  than  the  givers^ 
They  H and  fcornhilly,  moH  contumelioiifly,  I like  not  them, 
Oh  here’s  one  caH  into  a comely  Figure.  (headlong 

‘Clow.  My  MaHer  means  him  there  that’s  caH  down 
Lap.  How  fweetly  does  this  fellow  take  his  Dowfl  ? 
Stoops  like  a Cammel,  that  Heroick  beaH, 

At  a great  load  of  Nntmegs  -,  and  how  meekly 
This  other  fellow  here  receives  his  Whirrit} 

Clow.  Oh  MaHer,  here’s  a fellow  Hands  moH  gallantly. 
Taking  his  in  private,  behind  the  hangings, 

And  railing  up  his  hips  to’t.  But  oh.  Sir, 

How  daintily  this  man  lies  trampled  on  > 

Would  I were  in  thy  place,  what  e’er  thou  art : 

^How  lovely  he  endures  it?  _ (think  you? 

1 Gent.  But  will  not  thefe  things,  Sir,be  hard  to  pradife, 
Lap.  Oh,  eafie.  Sir  : I’ll  teach  ’em  in  a Dance. 

I Gent.  How  ? in  a dance  ? 

Lap.  I’ll  lofe  my  new  place  elle. 

What  e’er  it  be  ^ I know  not  what  ’tis  yet. 

I Gent.  And  now  you  put  me  in  mind,  I could  employ 
For  your  grace,  fpecially : For  the  Dukes  Cofin  ( it  well. 
Is  by  this  time  in’s  violent  fit  of  mirth. 

And  a device  muH  be  fought  out  for  fuddainly. 

To  over-cloy  the  pafllon. 

jLap.  Say  no  more.  Sir, 

I’ll  fit  you  with  my  Scholars,  new  praditioners, 

Endurers  of  the  time. 

Clow.  Whereof  I am  one  Sir. 

I Gent.  You  carry  it  away  fmooth  ^ give  me  thy  hand.  Sir. 

Exeunt. 
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Enter  the  ttvo  Brothers.  I f 

I I 

UA,ha,  ha.  Within.  ' * 

1~J  2Bro.  Hark,  hark,  how  loud  his  fit’s  grown.  \ 

Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  t » 

1 Bro.  Now  Lt  our  Siller  lofe  no  time,  but  ply  it  j 

With  all  the  po^ver  ihe  has.  | 

2 Bro.  Her  lhame  grows  big,  brother  ^ i 

The  Cupid?s  lhapewill  hardly  hold  it  longer,  I 

’Twouldtakcup  half  an  Ell  of  China  Damask  more,  ! 

And  all  too  little : it  ftruts  pcr’loully ; | .| 

There  is  notamp’ring  with  thefe  longer,  ! 

Themecr  conceit  with  Woman-kind  works  Hrong.  j 
Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  i \ 

2 The  laugh  comes  nearer  now,  ' 

’Twerc  good  we  were  not  fecn  yet.  Ex.  Bro.  ! "I 

Enter  Paffion^  and  Bafe^  bis  jejler.  ' | 

Paf.  Ha.  ha,  ha,  i 

And  was  he  baHinado’d  to  the  life?  ha,  ha,  ha.  i 

I prethee  fay,  Lord  General,  how  did  the  rafcals  j 

Entrench  themfelves  ? | 

Safe.  MoH  deeply,  politickly,  all  in  ditches.  |j 

Paf.  Ha,  ha,  ha.  || 

Baf.  ’Tis  thought  he’ll  ne’r  bear  Arms  in  field  agen,  ' | 

Has  much  ado  to  lift  ’em  to  his  head.  Sir. 

Paf.  I would  he  had.  " 

Baf.  On  either  fide  round  Truncheons  plaid  fb  thic.k.  ^ 

That  Shoulders,  Chines,nay  Flanks  were  paid  to  th’  q aick. 

Paf  Well  faid  Lord-General : ha,  ha,  ha. 

Baf.  But  pray  how  grew  the  diff’rence  firft  betwixt  you  ? * 

Paf.  There  was  never  any.  Sir  ^ there  lies  the  jeit  man  ^ ! 

Only  becaufe  he  was  taller  than  his  brother  j 
There’s  all  my  quarrel,  to  him  ^ andmethought 
He  Hiould  be  beaten  for’t,  my  mind  fo  gave  me.  Sir,  ' 

I could  not  fleep  for’t ; Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Another  good  jeft  quickly,  while  ’tis  hot  now  j 
Let  me  not  laugh  in  vain  : ply  me,  oh  ply  me. 

As  you  will  anfiver’t  to  my  cofin  Duke. 

Baf  Alas,  who  has  a goodjeH? 

Paf.  I fall,  I dwindle  in’t. 

Baf.  Ten  Crowns  for  a god  jeft:  ha’  you  a good  jeft,  Sir  ? 

Enter  Servant. 

Serv.  A pretty  moral  one, 

Baf.  Let’s  ha’t,  what  e’er  it  be. 

Serv.  There  comes  a Cupid 
Drawn  by  fix  fools. 

Baf  That’s  nothing. 

Paf  Help  it,  help  it  then. 

Baf.  I ha’ known  fix  hundred  fools  drawn  by  2l  Cupid. 

Paf.  I that, that,  that’s  the  fmarter  IMoral : ha,  ha,  ha. 

Now  I begin  to  be  Song-ripe  methinks. 

Baf  I’ll  fing  you  a pleafant  Air  Sir,  before  you  ebb. 

SONG. 

PaC  Oh  how  my  Luttgs  do  tickle}  ha.^  ha.,  ha. 

Baf  Oh  how  my  Lungs  do  tickle}  oh,  oh,  ho,  ho. 


Paf 


I 


I 
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Paf.  Sings. 

Set  j Jhjrp  Jeji 

my  brc.iji^ 

Then  hi)ir  my  Lu^igs  do  tickle  .<? 

As  Night irrgalcs^ 

And  things  in  Cambrick.  rails^ 

Sing  beji  jgjinJi  a prickJCj 
H.i^  h.i,  ha.  h.t. 

Baf.  Ho^  ho.,  ho,  ho,  ha. 

Pal'.  l augh.  Baf.  V;^^,Laitgh.  ^2.^.  Laugh. 

Pal.  U/z/e.  h^^Loitd,  Paf  And  vary. 

Bal.  A Jmilc  is  fora  (impering  Novice. 

Paf  One  that  ne’er  tajicd  Caveare, 

Bal.  Nor  kt^oivs  the  fmack  of  dear  Anchovis, 

1  C Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Bal.  Ho,  ho,  ho,  ho,  ho. 

Pal.  Agiglingiraiting  wench  for  me. 

That  fjcws  her  teeth  how  white  they  be. 

Bal.  A thing  not  ft  for  gravity, 

Fi  r theirs  are  foul,  and  hardly  three. 

PnL  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Baf  Ho,  ho,  ho. 

Paf.  Democritus,  thou  antient  Fleerer, 

How  I mifs  thy  laugh,  and  ha  face. 

Baf.  There  yon  nam’d  the  famous  ^eerer. 

That  ever  jeer  d in  Rome,  or  Athens. 

PaC  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

EaC  Ho,  ho,  ho. 

Paf  How  brave  lives  he  that  J^eps  a fool. 

Although  the  rate  be  deeper  .<? 

PaE  But  he  that  k his  own  fool.  Sir, 

Does  live  a great  deal  cheaper. 

Paf  Sure  1 fiall burfi,burjl,quite  breakjthouart  fo  witty. 
Baf  Tis  rare  to  breakat  Court, for  that  belongs  to  th'City. 
Paf  Ha,ha,  my  fpleen  is  almoji  worn  to  the  laji  laughter. 
Baf  Ohk^ep  a corner  for  a friend,  a Jeji  may  come  her  e- 

j 

' Inter  Lapet  and  Clown,  and  four  other, like  fools  dancing, 
' the  Cupid  leading,  and  bearing  his  Table,  and  holding 
I it  up  to  Lapet  at  every  (irain,  and  aCiing  thepnjiures. 

Lap.  Twinge  all  nov/,  twinge  I fay. 

2 Strain, 

Scoife  upon  Soufe. 

3 Strain, 

Donfes  fingle. 

4 Strain. 

I 

Juftle  fides. 

5 Strain. 

Knee  Belly. 

6 Strain. 

Kickfee  Buttock. 

7 Strain. 

La.  Dewnderry. 

Enter  Soldier,  ShamontV  brother,  his  fword  dra\k>n. 

Sol.  Not  angry  Law,  nor  doors  of  Brats  fliallkecpme, 
Frommy  wrongs  expiation  to  thy  Bowels, 

I return  my  di {grace-,  and  after  turn 
My  face  to  any  death  that  can  be  fcntenc’d, 
fjje.  Murder,  oh  murder,  flop  the  murderer  there  — 
Laj-.  I am  glad  he’s  gone  ■,  h’asalmoft  trode  my  gutsout^ 
Follow  him  who  lift  for  me.  I’ll  ha’  no  hand  in’t. 

do.  Oh  ’{Was  your  luck  and  mine  to  be  fquelch’d,  Mr. 

H o Lamp’d  my  very  Puddings  into  Pancakes, 

Cup.  Oh  brothers,  oh,  I fear  ’tis  mortal : help,  oh  help, 
I’m  iru.tkthe  wrctchedft  woman  by  this  accident, 

Tnnl  cr  love  begm,’ J. 


Enter  two  Brothers. 

1 Bro.  We  are  undone  Brother, 

Our  fliames  are  too  apparent ; Away  receptacle 
Of  Luxury,  and  difhonor,  moft  unfortunate. 

To  make  thy  felf  but  lucky  to  thy  fpoil. 

After  thy  Sexes-manner : lift  him  up  Brother^ 

He  breaths  not  to  our  comfort,  he’s  too  wafted 
Ever  to  cheer  us  more : A Chirurgeon  fpeedily^ 

Hence  i the  unhappieft  that  e’er  ftept  allde. 

She’ll  be  a Mother,  before  fhe’s  known  a Bride. 

Cup.  Thou  hadft  a moft  unfortunate  conception, 

What  e’er  thou  prov’ft  to  bev  in  midft  of  mirth 
Comes  mine,  for  a welcome,  to  thy  birth.  E.xeunt. 

Sc&na  Secunda. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sham.  This  is  a beautiful  life  now  *,  privacy 
The  fweetnefs  and  the  benefit  of  Efience  r 
I fee  there  is  no  man,  but  may  make  his  Paradice  •, 

And  it  is  nothing  but  his  love,  and  dotage  ' 

Upon  the  worlds  foul  joves,  that  keeps  him  out  on’t : 

For  he  that  lives  retir’d  in  mind,  and  fpirit, 

Is  ftill  in  Paradice,  and  has  his  innocence, 

Partly  allow’d  for  his  companion  too, 

As  much  as  ftands  with  juftice : here  no  eyes 
Shoot  their  fharp  pointed  ftorns  upon  my  fname^ 

They  know  no  terms  of  reputation  here. 

No  punftual  limits,  or  precife  dimenlions : 

Plain  down-right  honeftyis  all  the  beauty 
And  elegancy  of  life,  found  amongft  Shepheards*, 

For  knowing  nothing  nicely,  or  ddiring  it. 

Quits  many  a vexation  from  the  mind, 

With  which  our  quainter  knowledge  doesabufe  usy 
The  name  of  envy  is  a ftranger  here. 

That  dries  mens  blouds  abroad,  robs  Health  and  Reft, 

Why  here’s  no  fuch  fury  thought  on : no,  nor  fallhood. 
That  brotherly  difeafe,  fellow-like  devil. 

That  plays  within  our  bofom,  and  betrays  us. 

Enter  i Gent.  ^ 

1 Gent.  Oh  are  you  here  ? 

Sham.  La  Move,  ’tis  ftrange  to  fee  thee. 

I Gent.  I ha’  rid  one  horfe  to  death. 

To  find  you  out.  Sir. 

Sham.  I am  not  to  be  found  of  any  man 
That  faw  my  fhame,  nor  feen  long. 

I Gent.  Good,  your  attention: 

You  ought  to  be  feen  now,  and  found  out.  Sir, 

If  ever  you  defire  before  your  ending 
To  perform  one  good  office,  nay,  a dear  one, 

Mans  time  can  hardly  match  it. 

Sham.  Be’t  as  precious 
As  reputation  if  it  come  from  Court 
I will  not  hear  on’t. 

1 Gent.  You  mull  hear  of  this.  Sir. 

Sham.  Milft? 

I Gent.  Y ou  Ihall  hear  it. 

Sham.  I love  thee,  that  thou’lt  dye. 

1 Gent.  ’Twercnobler  in  me. 

Than  in  you  living  : you  will  live  a murderer. 

If  you  deny  this  office. 

Sham.  Even  to  death.  Sir. 

I Cent.  Why  then  you’ll  kill  your  brother. 

Sham.  How? 

I Gent.  Your  Brother,  Sir : 

Bear  witnefs  heaven^  this  man  deftroyshis  Brother 
Whenhemay  fave  him,  his  leaft  breath  may  fave  him  : 

Can  there  be  wilfuller  deftrucftion  ? 

He  was  forc’d  to  take  a moft  unmanly  wrong,  . 

Above 
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Above  the  fuft’riiig  virtue  of  a Soldier, 

Has  kill’d  his  injurer,  a work  of  honor  ^ 

For  which,  unlefs  you  lave  him,  he  dies  fpeedily 
My  confdence  is  dilcharg’d.  I’m  but  a friend, 

A llrorher  fhould  go  forward  where  1 end.  Exit. 

Sh.tm.  Dyes  ? 

J^ny  he  be  naught,  that’s  nothing  to  my  goodnds, 

Which  ought  to  Hiine  through  ufe,  orellc  it  lofc's 
The  glorious  name  ’tis  known  by:  he’s  my  brother  ^ 

Yet  peace  is  abovo  blond  : Let  him  go-,  I, 

But  where’s  the  nobienefs  of  affedtion  then  ? 

That  mun:  be  car  d for  too,  or  I’m  impcrfedl:. 

The  fame  bloud  that  flood  up  in  wrath  againll  him, 

Now  in  his  milcry,  runs  all  to  pity^ 

I’d  rather  dye  than  fpeak  one  fyllable 
To  lave  my  felf,  but  living  as  lam. 

There’s  no  avoiding  on’t,  the  worlds  humanity 
Expedls  it  hourly  from  me:  curfeof  fortune, 

I took  my  leave  fo  well  too : Let  him  dye, 

’Tis  but  a brother  loll  -,  fo  pleafingly. 

And  fwiftly  I came  off,  ’twere  more  than  irkfomnefs, 

T o tread  that  path  agen  and  1 fliall  never 
Depart  lb  handlbmely : but  then  where’s  poflerity  ? 

The  confummation  of  our  hodfe  and  name?  ^ 

I’m  torn  in  pieces  betwixt  love  and  fliame,  ^ Exit. 

Sc£na  'Tertia. 


Enter  Lapet,  Clown,  Poultrot,  Moulbazon,^?«i5? 

Others.^  the  new  Court  Officers. 

Lap.  Good  morrow  fellow  P£?//rot,  and  Moutbazou^  ' 
Good  morrow  fellows  all.  * *' 

Pol.  Monfieur , (you.. 
Lap.  Look,  I’ve  remembred  you,  here’s  books  apiece  fori 
Moul.  Oh  Sir,  we  dearly  thank  you. 
hap.  So  you  may  : 

There’s  two  impreflions  gone  already.  Sirs. 

Pol.  What  no  ? in  fo  Ihort  a time  ? 

Lap.  ’Tis  as  1 tell  you,  Sir. 

My  Kick  fells  gallantly,  I thank  niy  flats. 

Clove.  So  does  your  T able  you  may  thank  the  Moontoo. 

’Fis  the  Book  fefls  the  Table, 

Clow.  But  ’tis  the  Bookfeller 
That  has  the  money  for  ’em,  I’m  fnre  o’  that. 

Lap.  ’Twill  much  enrich  the  Company  of  Stationers, 
’Tis  thought  ’twill  prove  a lafting  benefit. 

Like  the  iFife  Mafters , and  the  Almauackj. 

The  hundred  Novels.,  and  the  Book  of  Cook^ery., 

For  they  begin  already  to  engrofs  it, 

And  make  it  a Stock-book,  thinking  indeed 
’Twill  prove  too  great  a benefit,  and  help. 

For  one  that’s  new  fet  up  : they  know  their  way. 

And  make  him  Warden,  e’r  his  beard  be  gray. 

Moul.  Is’t  pofiible  fuch  virtue  fliould  lye  hid. 

And  in  fo  little  Paper  > 

Lap.  How  ? why  there  was  the  Carpenter, 
i!  An  unknown  things  an  odoriferous  Pamphlet, 

Yet  no  more  Paper,  by  all  computation. 

Than  would  ufe  at  once, 

Your  Herring  prov’d  the  like,  able  to  buy 
Another  Fijhers  Folly,  and  your  Pafquil 
Went  not  below  the  mad-caps  of  that  time. 

And  fhall  my  elaborate  Kicl{^come  behind,  think  you  ? 

C/orr.Yes,  it  mull  come  behind,  ’tis  in  too. 
According  to  your  humor. 

Lap.  Not  in  fale,  Varlet. 

Clow.  In  fale.  Sir?  it  fhall  fail  beyond  ’email  f tro. 

Lap.  What  have  you  there  now?  oh  Page  21. 

Clow.  That  Page  is  come  to  his  years,  he  fliould  be  aSer- 

Lap.  Mark  how  I fnap  up  the  Duello  there : (ving  man. 

One  would  not  ufe  a dog  fo, 

Iinuft  needs  fay,  but’sfor  the  common  good. 

Clow.  Nay  Sir,  your  Commons  feldom  fight  at  fharp. 


But  buflet  in  a Warchoulc. 

Lap.  This  will  lave 

Many  a Gentleman  of  good  blond  I'rom  bleeding,  Sirs, 

I have  a curfc  from  many  a Barber-Surgeon  -, 

Fhey’d  mve  but  too  much  money  to  call’t  in  j 
Turn  loPagc  45.  lee  what  you  iind  there. 

Clow.  Oh,  out  upon  him. 

Page  45.  that’s  an  old  thief  indeed. 

Enter  Dul’p,  the  Lady  his  Sijlfr^  i Cent. 

Lap.  The  Duke,  clap  down  your  Bcoks-,  zway  G ah ffiio. 

Clow.  Indeed  1 am  too  Ibul  to  be  i’th’  prclcnce, 

They  ufe  to  Ihakeme  off  at  the  chamber  doorflill.  Ex. 

Lady.  Good  my  Lord,  grant  my  fuit : let  me  not  rife 
Without  the  comfort  on’t .-  1 have  not  often 
Been  tedious  in  this  kind. 

Duke.  Sifter,  you  wrong  your  felf. 

And  thofe  great  virtues  that  your  Fame  is  made  of. 

To  wafte  fo  much  breath  for  a murderers  life. 

Lad.  You  cannot  hate  th’  offence  more  than  I do,  Sir, 
NortheofFendor,  thercfpcdl  I owe 
Unto  his  abfent  brother,  makes  me  a fuitor, 

A moft  importunate  Sifter,  make  me  worthy 
But  of  this  one  requeft. 

Duke.  I am  deaf 
To  any  importunacy,  and  fbrry 
For  your  forgetfulnefs  s you  never  injur’d 
Your  worth  fo  much,  you  ought  to  be  rebuk’d  for’t : 

Purfue  good  ways,  end  as  you  did  begin, 

’Tis  half  the  guilt  to  fpeak  for  fuch  a fin. 

La.  This  is  loves  beggery  right,  that  now  is  ours, 

When  Ladies  love,  and  cannot  Ihew  their  powers.  Ex. 

Du.  LaNove? 

I Gent.  My  Lord. 

Duke.  Are  thefeour  new  Attendants  > 

Lap.  We  are  my  Lord,  and  will  endure  as  much 
As  better  men,  my  l ord,  and  more  1 truft. 

Duke.  What’s  he  ? 

1 Gent.  My  Lord,  a decay’d  Gentleman, 

That  will  do  any  fervice. 

Duke.  A decay’d  one  ? 

1 Gent.  A renounc’d  one  indeed  : for  this  place  only. 

We  renounce  him  then^go,difcharge  him  inftantly. 
He  that  difclaims  his  gentry  formecr  gains. 

That  man’s  toobafeto  makeavaflal  on. 

Lap.  What  fays  the  Duke? 

r Duke.  Faith  little  to  your  comfort,  Sir, 

You  mull  b'e  a Gentleman  agen. 

Lap.  How? 

I Gent.  There’s  no  remedy. 

Lap.  Marry,  the  fates  forefend  : nc’r  while  I breathe, Sir, 

iCent.  TheDuke  will  have  it  fo,  there’s  no  refifting. 

He  fpy’dit  i’  your  forehead. 

Lap.  My  wife’s  doing. 

She  thought  fhe  fliould  be  put  below  her  betters  now. 

And  fil’d  to  ha’  me  a Gentleman  agen. 

I Gent.  And  very  likely.  Sir, 

Marry,  I’ll  give  you  this  comfort  w'hen  all’s  done. 

You’ll  never  pafs  but  for  a Icurvy  one. 

That’s  all  the  help  you  have:  come  fnew  your  pace. 

Lap.  The  heavieft  Gentleman  that  e’er  loft  place  j 
Bear  witnefs,  I am  forc’d  to’t.  Exit. 

Duke.  Though  you  have  a courfer  Title  yet  upon  you, 
Than  thofe  that  left  your  places,  without  blame, 

’Tis  in  your  pow’er  to  make  your  fdves  the  lame  : 

I cannot  make  you  Gentlemen,  that’s  a work 
Rais’d  from  your  own  defervings,  merit,  manners,*  • 
And  in-born  virtue  docs  it.  Let  your  own  good nefs 
Make  you  fo  great,  my  power  fliall  make  you  greater  j 
And  more  t’encourage  you,  this  I add  agen. 

There’s  many  Grooms,  now  exjtft  Gentlemen. 

S f f Enter 
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Emn  Shamont. 

S!':ih.  .Mcrl links  ’tis  llrange  to  me  to  enter  here: 

!<  ikcre  in  nature  Inch  an  aw iful  power, 

To  force  mere  this  place?  and  make  me  do  this? 

In  mans  adedion  ilronger  than  his  Will  ? 

Hi>  relblatioa  > was  I not  relblv’d 

Never  ro lee  this  place  more?  Do  1 bear 

W ithin  mybreall:  one  bloud  that  confounds  th’ other? 

1 he  bloud  of  I ovc,  and  \\  ill,  and  thclaft  weakeft? 

Mai  1 ten  Millions,  1 would  give  it  all  now, 

I were  but  pail  it,  or’tw  ould  never  come  ^ 

For  I lhall  never  do’t,  ornotdo’t  well. 

Hut  ljx)il  it  utterly  betwixt  two  pallions, 

Yonder’sthe  Duke  himfelf,  I will  not  do’t  now, 

Mad  twentv  lives  their  fevcral  fufierings  in  him.  Exh. 
Pitk'.  Who’s  that  went  out  now? 

Pol.  I law  none  my  Lord. 

Nor  you? 

1 law  the  glimpfe  of  one  my  Lord. 

P:t}^'.  What  e’er  it  vvas,methought  it  pleas’d  me  ftrangely 
And  fuddenly  my  joy  was  ready  for’r. 

Did  you  not  mark  it  better  ? 

Pol.  6"  Mold.  Troth  my  Lord,  - ' 

We  gave  no  great  heed  to’t. 

Enter  Shamont. 

Sf’jm.  ’Twill not  be  anfwer’d. 

It  brings  me  hither  ftill by  main  force  hither  : 

Either  I mull  give  over  to  profcls  humanity. 

Or  1 mull  Ipeak  for  him, 

Piikf.  ’Tis  here  agen  : 

No  marvel  ’tw  as  fo  pleafing,  ’tis  delight 
, And  worth  it  lei f,  now  it  appears  unclouded. 

1 Shjm.  .My  Lord ^ 

I He  turns  away  from  me;  by  this  hand 
! I am  ill-us’d  of  all  lidcs:  ’tis  a fault 
That  fortune  ever  had  t’abufe  a goodnels, 

py.kf.  Methought  you  were  faying  fomewhat. 

Slum.  .Mark,  the  Language,  I 

As  coy  as  fate  \ I fee  ’twill  ne’er  be  granted. 

Puk-.  We  little  look’d  in  troth  to  fee  you  here  yet.' 
Sham.  Not  till  the  day  after  my  brother’s  death,  I think. 
Puk:.  Sure  fome  great  bufmefs  drew  you. 

I Noinfooth,  Sir, 

i Only  to  come  to  fee  a brother  dye,  Sir, 

That  I may  learn  togo  too  •,  and  if  he  deceive  me  not, 

1 think  he  will  do  well  in’t  of  a foldicr, 

Manlv,  andhonellly:  and  if  he  weep  then, 

1 fl.all  not  think  the  vvorfe  on’s  manhood  for’t, 

Becaufe  he’s  leaving  of  that  part  that  has  it. 

Puke.  Has  (lain  a noble  Gentleman,  think  on’t.  Sir, 
Shjm.  I w'ould  I could  not.  Sir. 

Ourkinfmantoo. 

Sham.  .All  this  is  but  worfc,  Sir. 

Pitk^.  hen  ’tis  at  vvorft. 

Yet  feeing  thee,  he  lives. 

Sham.  *My  Lord 

P,ih.  He  lives, 

Believe  it  as  thy  blifs,  he  dies  not  for’t : 

, Will  this  make  fatisfaflion  for  things  pall? 

1 S/.JJW.  Oh  my  Lord— ' — ■ 

PttW.  \\  ill  it?  fpeak. 

' Sham.  Vv  ith  greater  lhamc  to  my  unworthinefs. 

Rife  then,  we’re  even:  I never  found  it  harder 
To  keep  jufl;  with  a man ; my  great  work’s  ended. 

I knew  ^ our  brother’s  pardon  v. as  your  fuit.  Sir. 

- II  ■ '.ever  your  nice  modclly  held  it  back. 

Sham.  1 take  a joy  now,  to  confefs,it.  Sir. 


Enter  i Gent. 

I Gent.  My  Lord- 

Pul^e.  Hear  me  lirft.  Sir,  what  e’er  your  news  be  : 

Set  free  the  Soldier  inllantly. 

iGent.  ’risdone,  my  Lord. 

Puke.  How  ? 

I Gent.  In  efted ; ’twas  part  of  my  news  too,  ■■ 

There’s  fair  hope  of  your  noble  kinlinan’s  life,  Sir. 

Pukf.  What  fayft  thou .? 

I Gent.  And  the  moll  admired  change 
T hat  living  flelh  e’r  had  ^ he’s  not  the  man  my  Lord  y 
Death  cannot  b«  more  free  from  pallions.  Sir, 

Than  he  is  at  this  inllant ; he’s  fo  meek  now. 

He  makes  thofe  feem  pallionate,  was  never  thought  of: 

And  for  he  fears  his  moods  have  oftdifturb’d  you.  Sir, 

He’s  only  hally  now  for  his  forgivenels. 

And  here  behold  him,  Sir. 

Enter  Pajjion-,  the  Cupid,  and  txvo  Brothers. 

Puke.  Let  me  give  thanks  firll  : our  worthy  Cofin 

Fij/T  "Your "unworthy trouble.  Sir-, 

For  which,  with  all  acknowledg’d  reverence, 

I ask  your  pardon  •,  and  for  injury 

More  known  and  wilful,  I have  chole  a wife. 

Without  your  counfel,  or  confent,  my  Lord. 

Puke.  A wife  ? where  is  Ihe,  Sir  ? 

Paf.  This  noble  Gentlewoman. 

Puke.  How? 

Paf.  W’hofe  honor  my  forgetful  times  much  wrong’d. 

Puk^.  He’s  madder  than  he  was. 

I Gent.  I would  ha’  fworn  for  him. 

Puke.  The  Cofm? 

Paf.  Yes,  this  worthy  Lady,  Sir. 

Puks.  Still  worle  and  worfe. 

1 Bro.  Our  Siller  under  pardon,  my  Lord. 

Puke.  What  ? 

2 Bro.  Which  lhape  Love  taught  her  to  alTumc. 

Puke.  Is’t  truth  then?  (Lord. 

iGent.  It  appears  plainly  now,  below  the  wade,  my  .. 

Puke.  Shamont.^  didll  ever  read  of  a She-C«gi^/? 

Sham.  Never  in  fidlion  yet : but  it  might  hold,  Sirj 
For  defire  is  of  both  Genders. 

Enter  the  Pukes  Sifter. 

Puke.  Make  that  good  here:  ^ He  joyns  Sh?Lmont\  hand , 
Itake  thee  at  thy  worjl.  Sir.  4 and  his  Sifters. 

Sham.  Oh  my  Lord, 

Love  would  appear  too  bold,  and  rude  from  me. 

Honour  and  admiration  are  her  rights, 
HergoodnefsismySaint,  my  Lord, 

Puk^.  I lee, 

Y’are  both  too  modell  to  bellow  your  lelves  : 

I’ll  fave  that  virtue  Itill,  ’tis  but  my  pains : come. 

It  lhall  be  lb. 

Sham.  This  gift  does  but  let  forth  my  poverty. 

La.  Sir,  that  which  you  complain  of,  is  my  riches. 

Enter  Shamonr^  brother  the  Soldier. 

(come. 

Puks>  Soldier, 'now  every  noife  founds  peace,th’art  wel- 

Sol.  Sir,  my  repentance  lues  for  your  blell  favour. 

Which  once  obtain’d,  no  injury  lhall  lofc  it  j 
I’ll  fuller  mightier  wrongs. 

Puke.  Rile,  lov’d  and  pardon’d : 

For  where  Hope  fail’d,  nay  Art  it  felf  refign’d, 

Thou’ll  wrought  that  cure,  which  skill  could  never  find  •, 
Nor  did  there  ceafe,  but  to  our  peace  extend  j 
Never  could  wrongs  boallof  a nobler  end. 

Exeunt. 
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OUr  Poet  bid  us  fay  for  his  oton,  part. 

He  cannot  lay  too  nuich  forth  of  his  Art  : 
Bfit  fears  our  over~aUing  pajjions  may-t 
As  not  adorn,  deface  his  labour'd  P^ay , 

Tet fill  he's  refolute,  for  what  is  writ^ 

Of  Nicer  valour,  and  affnntes  the  wit  • 


But  for  the  Love- Sc£nes  which  he  ever  meant, 
Cupid  ins  Peticoat fjould  reprefent. 

He'll jiand  no  Jhock^  of  cenfure  5 the  Play  s good. 

He fays  he  knows  it,  ( if  well  under  flood.  ) 

But  we  ( blind  god  ) beg,  if  thou  art  Divine. 

Thou  It  Jboot  thy  Arrows  round,  this  Play  was  thine. 


Sff  2 
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Mr.  Francis  ^Beaumonts  Letter  to  Bcn.fohnfon,  written  before  he  and 
Mr.  Hctchcr  came  to  London^  with  two  of  the  precedent  Comedies  then 
not  finiih’d,  which  deferred  their  men y meetings  at  the 


THc  Sun  n'bich  doth  the  great eji  comfort 
bring 

To  ahfent  friendsj?ccaufc  the felf-fame  thing 
I hey  k?/oiv  they  fee  however  ahfent^  /x, 

/ 'ere  our  beji  Hay~mahgrs  foraiz^e  me  this^ 

It  is  our  Countreys  file.  In  this  warm  floine^ 
lie  and  dream  of  your  full  Mermaid  Wine. 

Oh  we  have  water  mixt  with  Claret  LeeSy 
Drink^apt  to  bri?g  in  dryer  Herefes 
Than  Beerj  good  ofily  for  the  Sonnets  jirain^ 

U ith  f lift i an  Metaphors  to  fluff  ' the  brain^ 

So  mixtj  that  given  to  the  thirfliefl  one^ 

Mwill  not  prove  Alms.,  unlefs  he  have  the  flone : 
I thinh^with  one  draught  mans  invention  fades., 
Two  Cups  had  'quite  [poildViomQrs  Jlliads ; 
i is  Liquor  that  will  flnd  out  Sutcliffs  wit., 

Lye  where  he  will, and  mahg  him  write  worfeyetj 
■ Fil'd  with  fetch  moifltire  in  mofl  grievous 
qualms'. 

Did  Rob.  Wildom  write  his  Singing  Pfalms  j 
And  fo  mufl  I do  this,  and  yet  I think^ 

It  IS  a potion  fent  us  down  to  drink^. 

By  fpecial  Providence  hgeps  us  from  flghts, 
Mahgs  us  not  laugh,when  we  make  legs  to  k^iights 
! Mis  this  that  k^eps  our  minds  Jit  for  our  States, 
‘ A Medicine  to  obey  our  Magijirates  : 

For  we  do  live  more  free  than  you,  no  hate. 

No  envy  at  one  another s State 
Moves  us,  we  are  all  equal  every  whit  : 

Of  Land  that  God  gives  men  here  is  their  wit  : 
If  we  confeder  fully,  for.  our  befl, 

! Andgravefl  men  will  with  his  main  houfee  jefl. 
Scarce  pleafee  you  we  want  fubtilty  to  do 
The  City  tricky,  lye,  hate,  and  flatter  too  : 

Here  are  none  that  can  bear  a painted  fl^ow. 
Strike  when  you  winch, and  then  lament  the  blow: 
//  ho  like  Mills  feet  the  right  way  for  to  grind. 
Can  make  their  drains  ah  kg  with  every  wind : 
Only  feome  fellows  with  the  fubtilfl  pate 
I Amonafl  us,  may  perchance  equivocate 
i At  feel  find  of  a Horfe,  and  that’s  the  mofl. 

^ .delhinks  the  little  wit  I had  is  lofl 
Since  / jaw  you,  for  Wit  is  likg  a Kefl 
/ kid  up  at  'Penn is,  which  men  do  the  befl. 


With  the  befl  gameflers : what  things  have  we 
feeen. 

Done  at  the  Mermaid  ! ' heard  words  that  have 
been 

So  nimble,  and  fo  full  of  fuhtil  flame. 

As  if  that  every  one  from  whence  they  came. 

Had  meant  to  put  his  whole  wit  in  a jefl,  ] 

And  had  rejolv’d  to  live  a fool,  the  refl  ^ 

Of  his  dull  life', then  whenthere  hath  been  thrown 

Wit  able  enough  tojuflifle  the  Town 

For  three  days  pafl,  wit  that  might  warrant  be 

For  the  whole  City  to  talkj'oolifehly 

Till  that  were  cancell  d,  and  when  that  was  gone, 

W ? left  an  Air  behind  us,  which  alone, 

W as  able  to  make  the  two  next  Companies 
Kight  witty  ',  though  but  downright  fools,  more 
wife. 

When  I remember  this,  and  fee  that  now 
The  Countrey  Gentlemen  begin  to  allow 
My  wit  for  dry  bobs,  then  I needs  mufl  cry, 

I fee  my  days  of  Ballatinggrow  nigh  , 

I can  already  Kiddle,  andean  Sing 
Ketches,fell  bargains, and  1 fear  fhall  bring 
My  f elf  to  fpeakthehardefe  words  I find. 

Over,  as  oft  as  any,  with  one  wind. 

That  takes  no  medicines : But  one  thought  of  thee 
Makes  me  remember  all  thefe  things  to  be 
The  wit  of  our  young  men,  fellows  that  fhow 
No  part  of  good,  yet  utter  all  they  k^iow  : 

Who  lihg  trees  of  the  Guard,  have  orowwa 
fouls.  ^ ^ 

Only  flrong  defliny,  which  all  conirouls, 

I hope  hath  left  a better  fate  in  flore,  | 

For  me  thy  friend^  than  to  live  ever  poor,  ' 
Baniffjt  unto  this  home fate  once  aa^ain 
Bring  me  to  thee,  who  canfl  makg  fmooth  and 
plain 

The  way  of  Knowledge  for  me,  and  then  I, 

Who  have  no  good  but  in  thy  company, 

Prokfl  it  will  my  great efl  comfort  be 
To  acknowledge  all  I have  to  flow  from  thee. 
^Qn.  when  thefe  Scxncs  arc  perfeSl,  welltafle 
wine  ', 

IJl  drink^thy  Mu  fees  health, thou  fl)alt  quaff' mine, 
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A TRAGI-COMEDY. 


The  Perfons  reprefented  in  the  Play. 


Duke  of  Orleans^  a fpleenful  detraBing  Lord, 

» Brother-in-lavp  to  Orleans,  a noble 
Earl  of  Amiens,  accomplijiy  d Gentleman,  fervant  to 
‘ Lamira. 

Mountague,  an  honeji  Lord,  ' ' 

LongSlle,  faithful  followers  ^/Mountague. 

Voramer,  the  loving  and  loyal  Page  of  Mountague. 


La  Verdine,  a knavij!)  Courtier^ 
La  Poop,  afoijiing  Captain. 
Mallicorn,  a jiurking  Citizen, 
Two  Lawyers. 

Two  Creditors. 

Officers. 

Servants. 


WOMEN. 


TA  Li-  I fa  virtuous  Lady,  and  chdUe,  Lzm\ra,a  modeft  Virgin,  and  a Lady,  rich  and  nook. 
Duchels  o^Orleans,\  ^y^tfufpeaedfwife tothe Duke.  Charlotte,  Lamira’s  Woman. 

’ The  Scene  France. 


The  principal  Ac^lors  were 


Nathan  Field, 
Rob.  Benjield, 
Emanuel  Read, 


Jofeph  Taylor, 
Will.  Eglefione, 
Thomas  Bajfe. 


ABus  Trimus,  Sccena  Trim  a. 


Enter  the  Dakp  of  Orleance,  and  the  Earl  of  Amiens, 
at  feveral  doors. 

Amiens. 

Orrow,  my  Lord  of  Orleans. 

Orl.  You  falute  me  like  a ftranger*,  bro- 
ther Orleance  were  to  me  a Title  more  be 
longing,  whom  you  call  the  Husband  of 
your  Sifter. 

Ami.  Would  the  circumftances  of  your 
brotherhood,  had  never  offer’d  caufe  to  make  oiu:  conver- 
fation  lefs  familiar  : 1 meet  you  like  a hindrance  in  your  way: 
your  great  Law-ftiit  is  now  upon  the  tongue, and  ready  for  a 
judgement. 


Orl.  Came  you  from  the  Hall  now  ? 

Ami.  Without  ftay-,  the  Courtis  full,  and  fuch  a preft 
of  people  does  attend  theiflue,  as  if  fome  great  man  were 
brought  to  his  arraignment. 

Orl.  Every  mothers  Ton  of  all  that  multitude  of  hearers 
went  to  be  a witnefs  of  the  mifery  your  Sifters  fortunes  muft 
have  come  to,  if  my  adverfary  who  did  lovelier  lirft,  had 
been  her  Husband.  ’ 

Ami.  Thefuccefs  may  draW  a teftimony  from  them,  to 
confirm  the  fame  opinion,  but  they  went  prepar’d  with  no 
fuch  hope  or  purpofe. 

Orl.  And  did  you  intreat  the  number  of  them,  that  arc 
come  with  no  fuch  hope  or  purpofe. 

Ami.  Tulh,  your  own  experience  of  my  heart  can  an- 
fwer  ye. 

Ori. 
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I Orl.  This  doubtflil,  makes  me  clearly  underftand  your 
difpolition. 

Ami.  U your  caufe  be  juft, 

1 uilhyou  a conclulion  like  your  caiilc. 

1 Orl.  1 can  have  any  common  charity  to  fuch  a Prayer 
i Fiom  a friend  I would  expert  a love  to  profper  in  « 

‘ Without  exceptions  fuch  a love  as  might 
I Make  all  my  undertakings  thankful  to’t  y 
' Prorifclv  juit  is  fcldom  faithful  in  our  wilhes 
I'o  another  mans  dclires : Farewel.  ExitOi]. 

Ext:r  Montague  bjving  a Turje.^  Duboys,  Longueville, 
and  V’oramcr  the  Page^  with  two  Cask^ets. 

Dub.  Here  comes  your  adverfarie’s brother-in-law. 
Long.  1 he  Lord  of  Amiens. 

Dub.  From  the  Hall  1 think. 

Ami.  I did  fo  : fave  your  Lordftlip.  lent  ftate, 

Mount.  That’s  avviih  my  Lord, as  courteous  to  mypre- 
As  ever  honeft  mind  was  thankful  for  i 
For  now  my  fafety  muft  expofe  it  felf 
To  queftion  : yet  to  look  for  any  free 
‘ )r  hearty  falutarion  ( Sir  ) from  you 
Would  be  unrcaronableinme. 

Ami.  Why? 

Mont.  Your  Sifter  is  my  adverfarie’s  wifey 
That  nearnels  needs  muft  confequently  draw 
Your  inclination  to  him. 

Ami.  I will  grant 

Him  all  the  nearnels  his  alliance  claims, 

.And  yet  be  nothing  lefs  impartial, 

Mv  Lord  of  Montague. 

Mont.  Lord  of  Montague  yet : 

Tut  ( Sir  ) how  long  the  dignity  or  ftate 
Belonging  to  it  will  continue.  Hands 
Upon  rhe  dangerous  paflage  of  this  hour. 

Either  for  evermore  to  be  confirm’d, 

Or  like  the  time  wherein  ’twas pleaded,  gone  : 

Gone  with  it,  never  to  be  call’d  again. 

Ami.  Jufticedirert  your  procefs  to  the  end  y 
To  lx)th  your  perfons  my  refpert  fiiall  ftill 
Be  equal  •,  but  the  righteous  caufe  is  that 
W hich  bears  my  wilhes  to  the  fide  it  holds, 

W hcre-ever  may  it  profper.  Exit  Amiens 

Mont.  Then  my  thanks 
.Are  proper  to  you,  if  a man  may  raile 
A confidence  upon  a lawful  ground 
I have  no  realon  to  be  once  perplex’d 
I With  any  doubtful  motion,  Longuezille., ^ 

That  Lord  of  Amiens^  ( didft  obferve  him  ? ) has 
I A worthy  nature  in  him. 

L-ng.  Either ’tis  his  nature  or  his  cunning.  ^ 

Mo^it.  That’s  the  vizard  of  molt  mens  artions, 

W liofe  diHembled  lives 
Do  carry  only  the  fimilitude 
Of  goodnefs  on ’em : but  for  him 
Honeft  behaviour  makes  a true  report, 

W hat  difpofition  does  inhabit  him, 

Eflential  virtue. 

Long.  Then ’tis  pity  that 
Injurious  Orleans  is  his  brother. 

Dub.  He  is  but  his  brother-in-law. 

Long.  Law  ? that’s  as  bad. 

Duh.  How  is  your  Law  as  bad  ? I rather  wiHi 
I hc  hangmanthy  Executor  than  that 
Equivocation  Ihould  be  ominous. 

Enter  two  Lawyer s.^  and  two  Creditor t. 

Long.  Some  of  your  Lawyers 

1 Law.  What  is  ominous.? 

2 Larp.  Let  no diftruft  trouble  your  Lordlhips  thought. 

I Law.  The  evidences  of  your  queftion’d  Land 

Ha’  not  lb  much  as  any  literal 
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Advantage  in ’em  to  be  made  againft 
Your  Title. 

2 Law.  And  your  Council  underftands 
The  bufinels  fully. 

1 Law.  Th’are  induftrious,  juft. 

2 Law.  And  very  confident. 

1 Law.  Your  ftate  endures 
A voluntary  trial like  a man 
Whofe  honors  are  malicioully  accus’d. 

2 Law.  The  accufation  ferves  to  clear  his  caufe. 

1 Law.  And  to  approve  his  truth  more. 

2 Law.  So  lliall  all 

Your  adverfarie’s  pleadings  ftrengthen  your 
Pofleffion. 

1 Law.  And  befet  upon  record 
To  witnefs  the  hereditary  right 
Of  you  and  yours. 

2 Law.  Courage,  you  have  the  law. 

Long.  And  you  the  profits. 

Mont.  If  difeouragement  ' .•)••  \ / 

Could  work  upon  me,  yourallurances 
Would  put  me  ftrongly  into  heart  again  ^ 

But  I was  never  fearnil:  and  let  fate 
Deceive  my  expertation,  yet  I am  ' 

Prepared  againft  dejertion. 

1 Cre.  So  are  we. 

2 Cre.  Wc  have  received  a comfortable  hope 
That  all  will  Ipeed  well. 

Long.  What  is  he  Duboys  ? 

Dub.  A Creditor. 

Long.  I thought  fo,  for  he  Ipeaks 
As  if  he  were  a partner  in  his  ftate. 

- Sir,  I am  largely  indebted  to  your  loves. 

Long.  More  to  their  purles. 

Mrnt.  Which  you  lhall  not  lole. 

1 Cred.  YourLordfiiip. 

Dub^  That’s  another  creditor. 

I Cred.  Has  intereft  in  me. 

Long.  You  have  more  of  him. 

I Cred.  And  I have  had  fo  many  promifes 
From  thefe,  and  all  your  learned  CounfellorSi 
How  certainlyyour  caufe  will  prolper:  that— 

Long.  You  brought  no  Serjeants  with  you .? 

Dub.  To  attend  his  ill  luccefs. 

Mont.  Good  Sir,  I will  not  be 
Unthankful  either  to  their  induftries 
Or  your  aflertions. 

1 Law.'  All  your  Land  (my  Lord) 

Is  at  the  barr  now,  give  me  but  ten  Crowns 
I’ll  lave  you  harmlefe. 

Long.  Take  him  at  his  wordj 
If  he  does  lole,  you’re  fav’d  by  miracle. 

For  I never  knew  a Lawyer  yet  undone. 

I Law.  Then  now  you  lhall.  Sir,  if  this  prolpers  not. 
Long.  Sir,  I befeech  you  do  not  force  your  voice 
Tofuch  aloudnefs,  but  be  thrifty  now  ; 

Prelerve  it  till  you  come  to  plead  at  bar 
It  will  be  much  mwe  profitable  in 
The  fatisfartion  than  the  promife, 

I Law.  Is  not  this  a latisfartion  to  engage 
My  lelf  for  this  aftiirance,  if  he 
Mont.  No  Sir,  my  ruin  never  fliall  import 
Anothers  lols,  if  not  by  accident. 

And  that  my  purpofe  is  not  guilty  of : 

You’re  engag’d  in  nothing  but  your  care. 

Attend  the  Procurator  to  the  Court, 

Oblerve  how  things  incline,  and  bring  me  word. 

Long.  1 dare  not.  Sir,  if  I be  taken  there. 

Mine  ears  will  be  in  danger. 

Mont.  WIw?  haft  thou 

Committed  lomcthing  thatdelervcs  thine  ears? 

Long.  No,  but  I fear  the  noife-,  my  hearing  will  be 
Perilhed  by  the  noife*,  ’tis  as  good ’t  want 
A member,  as  to  loofe  the  ufe 
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A member  as  to  lole  the  u(c 

Mont.  The  ornament  is  excepted. 

Long.  Well  my  Lord 

I’U  put  ’em  to  the  hazard.  E.viV  Long. 

1 Cred.  Yourdclircs  be  profperousto  yon. 

2 Cred.  Our  belt  Prayers  wait 

Upon  your  fortune.  'Exeunt  Cred. 

Dub.  For  your  leivcs,  not  him. 

Mont.  Thou  canll  not  blame  ’em : 1 am  in  their  debts. 

Ver.  But  had  your  large  cxpcnce  ( a part  whereof 
You  owe ’em  ) for  unprofitable  Silks 
.<^nd  Laces,  been  beftowed  among  the  poor, 

That  would  have  prayed  the  right  way  for  you : 

Not  upon  you. 

Mont.  For  unprofitable  Silks 
And  Laces?  now  believe  mehoneftboy 
Th’afl;  hit  upon  a reprchcnlion  that  belongs 
Unto  me. 

Ver.  By my  Lord, 

I had  not  fo  unmannerly  a thought, 

To  reprehend  you. 

Mont.  Why  I love  thee  for’t. 

Mine  own  acknowledgement  confirms  thy  words ; 

For  once  I do  remember,  comming  from 
The  Mercers,  where  my  Purfe  had  Ipent  it  felf 
On  thofe  unprofitable  toys  thou  fpeak’fl:  of, 

A man  half  naked  with  his  poverty 
Did  meet  me,  and  requefted  my  relief : 

I wanted  whence  to  give  it,  yet  his  eyes 
Spoke  for  him,  thofe  1 could  have  fatisfied 
W'ith  fome  unfruitful  forrow,  (if  my  tears 
W'ould  not  have  added  rather  to  his  grief. 

Than  eas’d  it ) but  the  true  companion  that 
I fhould  have  given  1 had  not : this  began 
To  make  me  think  how  many  fuch  mens  wants 
The  vain  fuperfluous  coll  I wore  upon 
Myoutfidc,  would  have  clothed,  and  left  my  felf 
A habit  as  becomming : to  increale 
This  new  confideration  there  came  one 
Clad  in  a garment  plain  and  thrifty,  yet 
As  decent  as  thefe  fair  dear  follies  ^ made 
A s if  it  were  of  purpofe  to  defpife 
The  vanity  of  ihew : his  purfe  had  ftill 
The  power  to  do  a charitable  deed. 

And  did  it. 

Dub.  Yet  your  inclination.  Sir, 

Deferv’d  no  lefs  to  be  commended,  than  his  adion. 

Mont.  Prethee  do  not  flatter  me  \ 

He  that  intends  well,  yet  deprives  himfelf 
Of  means,  to  put  his  good  thoughts  into  deed. 

Deceives  his  purpofe  of  the  due  reward 
That  goodnefs  merits;  oh  antiquity 
Thy  great  examples  of  Nobility 
Are  out  of  imitation,  or  at  Icaft 
So  lamely  follow’d,  that  thou  art  as  much 
Before  this  age  in  virtue,  as  in  time, 

T>uh.  Sir,  it  mufl;  needs  be  lamely  followed,  when 
The  chiefeft  men  love  to  follow  it 
Are  for  the  moft  part  cripples. 

Mont.  Who  are  they  ? 

Dub.  Soldiers,  my  Lord,fbldiers. 

Mont.  ’Tis  true  rbutif  the  law  difables  me  no 

For  Noble  adions,  than  good  purpofes,  (more 

I’ll  pradice  how  to  exercife  the  worth 
Commended  to  us  by  our  anceftors  •, 

The  poor  negleded  foldier  fhall  command 
Me  from  a Ladies  Courtfhip,  and  the  form 
I’ll  fhidy  fhall  no  more  be  taught  me  by 
The  Taylor,  but  tlic  Scholar  ^ that  expence 
Which  hitherto  has  been  to  entertain 
Th’  intemperate  pride  and  plealure  of  the  taftc 
Shall  fill  my  Table  more  to  latisfie. 

And  lefs  to  forfeit. 

What  an  honeftw'ork  it  would  be  •,  when  we  find 


A Viri^in  in  her  poverty,  and  youth 

Inclining  to  be  tempted,  to  imploy 

As  much  perlwalion,  and  as  much  cxpcnce 

To  keep  her  upright,  as  men  ulctodo  upon  her  falling. 

Dub.  ’ Fis  charity  that  many  .Maids  will  beuuthanklul  for, 
And  Ibmc  will  rather  take  it  for  a wrong. 

To  buy  ’em  out  of  their  inheritance. 

File  thing  that  they  were  born  to. 


MoKt.  Lo«7Kfi/,7/f^tho:ibringhachcarrul  jiromifcin  thy 
There Itands  no  pale  report  iijion  thy  cheek, 

1 ogive  me  1 car  or  kno.vledgcof  my  lofs,’tis  red  and  lively. 
How  proceeds  my  fuit  ? (Hercules^ 

Long.  1 hat’s  with  leave.  Sir,  a labour  that  to  thofe  of 
May  add  another  , or  (at  leaft ) be  call’d 
An  imitation  ol  his  burning  Ihirt ; 

For  ’t.vas  a pain  of  that  merciful 
Perplexity,  to  fhoiilder  through  the  throng 
Of  people,  that  attended  your  fucccls : 

My  I'weaty  linnen  fixt  upon  my  skin, 

Still  as  they  pull’d  me,  took  that  with  it  j ’twas 
A fear  I fhould  have  left  my  llcfh  among  ’em : 

Yet  Iwas  patient,  for  ( methought)  the  toil 
Might  be  an  emblem  of  the  difficult 
And  weary  palTage  to  get  out  of  Law. 

And  to  make  up  the  dear  fimilitude. 

When  I was  forth  feeking  my  handkerchief 
To  wipe  myfwcat  off,  1 did  find  a caufc 
To  make  me  fw^eat  more,  for  my  Purle  was  loft 
Among  their  fingers. 

Dub.  There ’twas  rather  found. 

Long.  By  them. 

Dub.  I mean  fo. 

Mont.  Well,  I will  reftore 
Thy  damage  to  thee ; hoiv  proceeds  my  fuit  ? 

Lang.  Like  one  at  Brokers^  1 thinK  forleitcd. 

Your  promifing  Counfel  at  the  firft 
Put  ftrongly  forward  with  a labour’d  fpecd. 

And  fuch  a violence  of  pleading,  that 
His  Fee  in  Sugar-candy  fcarce  wdll  make 
His  throat  a fatisfaftion  for  the  hurt 
He  did  it,  and  he  carried  the  whole  caufe 
Before  him,  withfo  clear  a paflage,  that 
The  people  in  the  favour  of  your  fide 
Cried  Montague.,  Montague:  in  the  fpightofhim 
Thatcryed  out  iilence,  and  began  to  laugh 
Your  adverfaries  advocate  to  fcorn; 

Who  like  a cunning  Footman  fet  me  forth 
With  fuch  a temperate  eafie  kind  of  courfe 
To  put  him  into  exercife  of  ftrength. 

And  follow’d  his  advantages  fo  dole. 

That  when  your  hot  mouth’d  pleader  thought  h’  had  won. 
Before  he  reacht  it,  he  was  out  of  breath, 

And  then  the  other  fbript  him, 

Mont.  So  all  is  loft. 

Long.  But  how  I know  not  ^ for,  (methought)  I flood 
Confounded  with  the  clamour  of  the  Court, 

Like  one  embark’d  upon  a ftorm  at  Sea, 

Where  the  tempeftuous  noifeof  Thunder  mixt 
With  roaring  of  the  billows,  and  the  thick, 

Imperfed  language  of  the  Sea.  men,  takes 
His  underftanding  andhisfafety  both 
Together  from  him. 

Mont.  Thou  doft  bring  ill  news 
Long.  Of  what  1 was  unwilling  to  have  been 
The  nrft  reporter. 

Mont.  Didft  obferve  no  more  ? 

Long.  At  leaft  no  better 
Mont.  Then  th’art  not  inform’d 
So  well  as  I am  j I can  tell  thee  that 
Wiir  pleafethee,  for  when  allelfe  left  my  caufe. 

My  very  adverfaries  took  my  part. 

Long. 
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1 • — W lioiocvci'  told  you  that,  abulcd  you. 

M'n:.  (TCvlit  me,  he  took  my  part 
\\  heii  all  for  look  me. 

1 L r-.  Took  it  from  you. 

1 A/»ff.  Yes  I mean  fo,  and  I think  he  had  jufl:  Grille 
i To  take  it.  when  the  verdict  gave  it  him. 

] Pw/>.  His  Spirit  would  ha’  liink  him,  c’r  he  could 

I Rive  carried  an  ill  fortune  of  this  weight  fo  lightly. 

; Nothing  is  a mifery,  unlefs  our  weaknefsappre- 

licnd  it  lb  ^ 

We  cannot  be  more  faithful  to  our  felvcs 
In  nn\  thing  that’s  manly,  than  to  make 
111  fortune  as  contemptible  to  us 
I As  it  makes  us  to  others. 

I Erittr  Ljxvyers. 

1 9>:g.  Here  come  they 

\\  hole  very  countenances  will  tell  you  how 
Contemptible  it  is  to  others. 

Mont.  Sir? 

L The  Sir  of  Knighthood  may  be  given  him,  e’r 
Theyiiear  you  now  ? 

.'///.  Good  Sir  but  a word. 

T)ub.  How  foon  the  lofs  of  wealth  makes  any  man 
Grow  out  of  knowledge. 

1 Long.  Let  me  fee,  1 pray,  Sir, 
j Never  ftood  you  upon  the  Pillory  ? 

I Ljxv.  The  Pillory  ? 

Z ong.  Oh  now  I know  you  did  not. 

Y’ave  ears,  I thought  ye  had  loft  ’em  ^ prayobferve, 
Here’s  one  that  once  was  gracious  in  your  eyes. 

1 Laxp.  Oh  my  Lord,-havean  eye  upon  him. 

I Long.  But  ha’  you  ne’er  a Counfel  to  redeem 

His  Land  yet  from  the  judgement  ? 

2 Lan\  None  but  this,  a Writ  of  error  to  remove  the 
caufe. 

Long.  No  more  of  error,  we  have  been  in  that  too  much 
already. 

2 Ljtv.  If  you  will  reverfe  the  judgement,  you  muft 
truft  to  that  delay. 

Long.  Delay  ? indeed  he’s  like  to  truft  to  that, 

1 \\  ith  you  has  any  dealing-  {jeftenem. 

1 Larv.  E’r  the  Law  proceeds  to  an  Habere  facias  pof- 
! * T>tib.  That’s  a language  Sir,  I underhand  not. 

1 L-'ng.  Th’art  a very  ftrange  unthankful  fellow  to  have  ta- 
I ken  Fees  of  fuch  a liberal  meafure,  and  then  give  a man 
hard  words  for’s  money. 

1 Larv.  If  men  will  hazard  their  falvations, 

W’hat  Ihould  1 fayi  I’ve  other  bufinefs. 

Y’arei’th’ right  •, 

: That’s  it  you  fhould  fay,  now'  profperity  has  left  me. 

i Enter  trvo  Creditors. 

1 Cred.  Have  an  eye  upon  him  ^ if 

• We  lofe  him  now,  he’s  gone  for  ever;,  ftay 
I And  dog  him  : I’ll  go  fetch  the  Officers. 

: Long.  Dog  him  you  Bloud-hound:  by  this  point  thou 

I ft, alt  more  fafely  dog  an  angry  Lion,  than  attempt  him. 

I W’hat ’s  the  matter  : (your  lofs 

* Long.  Do  'out  ftir  to  fetch  a Serjeant-,  andbefides 
I Of  laliour.  I’ll  have  you  beaten,  till 

I 1 hofc  cafement  in  your  faces  be  falfc  lights. 

I T)uh.  Falfer  than  thofe  you  fell  by. 

M nt.  W ho  gave  you  Commiflion  to  abufc  my  friends 

thr.? 

Lon.  Sir,  are  thofeyour  friends  that  would  betray  you? 
Mont.  ’Tisto  favc  thcmfclves  rather  than  betray  me. 

I I Cred.  Your  Lordfhip  makes  a juft  conftrudlion  of  it. 
j 2 Crtd.  All  our  defirc  is  but  to  get  our  own. 

Long.  Your  wives  dcfircs  and  yours  do  differ  then. 

Mont.  So  far  as  my  ability  will  go 
Yo  1 ft, all  have  fatisfaction  Longeville. 

Long.  And  leave  your  felf  ncglcdcd  y every  man 


Is  firft  a debtor  to  his  own  demands,  being  honeft. 

Mont.  As  I take  it,  Sir,  I did 
Not  entertain  you  lor  my  Counfelor. 

Long.  Counlel’s  the  office  of  a fervant. 

When  the  mafter  falls  upon  a danger  i as 
Defence  is  y never  threaten  with  your  eyes. 

They  are  no  cockatrices  j do  you  hear  ? 

Talk  with  the  Girdler,  or  the  Mill’ner, 

He  can  inform  yon  of  a kind  of  men 

That  firft  undid  the  profit  of  thofe  trades 

By  bringing  up  the  form  of  carrying 

Their  Morglays  in  their  hands:  withfbme  of  thole 

A man  may  make  himfelf  a priviledge 

To  ask  a queftion  at  the  prifon  gates 

Without  your  good  permiflion. 

2 Cred.  By  your  leave. 

Mont.  Stay  Sir,  what  one  example  fince  the  time 
That  firft  you  put  your  hat  off  to  me,  have 
You  noted  in  me  to  encourage  you 
To  this  prefumption?  by  the  jufticenow 
Of  thine  own  rule,  I Ihould  begin  with  thee, 

1 fiiould  turn  thee  away  ungratified 
For  all  thy  former  kindnefs,  forget 
Thou  ever  didft  me  any  fervice : ’tis  not  fear 
Of  being  arrefted,  makes  me  thus  incline 
Tofatisfy  youy  for  you  lee  by  him, 

I loft  not  all  defences  w ith  my  ftate  y 
The  curfes  of  a man  to  whom  i am 
Beholding,  terrify  me  more,  than  all 
The  violence  he  can  purfue  me  with. 

Vuboys.^  I did  prepare  me  for  the  worft  y 
Thefetwo  fmall  Cabinets  do  comprehend 
The  fum  of  all  the  wealth  that  it  hath  pleafed 
Adverfity  to  leave  me,  one  as  rich 
Asth’other,  both  in  Jewels  y take  thou  this. 

And  as  the  Order  put  within  it,  lhall 
DiredLthee,  diftribute  it  half  between 
Thole  Creditors,  and  th’  other  half  among 
My  lervants : for  ( Sir ) they  are  my  Creditors 
As  well  as  you  are,  they  have  trufted  me 
With  their  advancement : if  the  value  fail. 

To  pleafeyou  all,  my  firft  increafeof  means 
Shall  offer  you  a fuller  payment  y be  content 
To  leave  mefomething,  and  imagine  that 
You  put  a new  beginner  into  credit. 

Cred.  So  profper  our  own  blelfings,  as  we  vviffi  you  to 
your  merit. 

Mont.  Are  you  filencesof  diftontent,  oroflbrrow? 

Dub.  Sir,  we  would  not  leave  you. 

Long.  Do  but  fuffer  us  to  follow  you,  and  what  our 
prelent  means,  or  induftries  hereafter  can  provide,  Ihgll 
lerve  you. 

Mont.  Oh  defire  me  not  to  live 
To  fuch  a bafenefs,  as  to  be  maintained 
By  thofe  that  ferve  me  y pray  begone,  I will 
Defend  your  honefties  to  any  man 
That  ftiall  report,  you  have  forfaken  me  y 
I pray  begone.  Exeunt  Servants  and  Creditors. 

Why,  doll;  thou  weep  my  boy, 

Bccaufe  I do  not  bid  thee  go  to  ? 

Ver.  No,  I weep  ( my  Lord  ) becaule  I would  not  go  y 
1 fear  you  will  command  me. 

Mont.  No  my  child, 

I will  not  y that  would  difeommend  th’  intent 
Of  all  my  other  adions : thou  art  yet 
Unable  to  advife  thy  felf  a courle. 

Should  I put  thee  to  feek  it  y after  that 

I muft  excufe,  or  at  the  leaft  forgive 

Any  charitable  deed  that  can  be  done  againft  my  felf. 

Ver.  Every  day  ( my  Lord  ) I tarry  with  you,  PH  account 
A day  of  bleffingtomey  for  I lhall 
Havefo  much  lefstime  left  me  of  my  life 
When  I am  from  you;  and  if  mifery 
Befall  you  ( which  I hope  fo  good  a man 
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Was  never  born  to  ) I will  take  my  part^ 

And  make  my  willin^nefs  increafe  my  ftrength 
To  bear  it.  In  the  Winter  1 will  ipare 
Mine  own  cloths  from  my  felf  to  cover  yon*, 

And  in  the  Summer,  carry  Ibme  of  yours 
To  eafe  you  ; I’ll  doe  any  thing  I can. 

Mont.  Why,  thou  art  able  to  make  mifery 
Alhamed  of  hurting,  when  thy  weaknefs  can 
Both  bear  it,  and  defpife  it : Come  my  boy 
I will  provide  Ibme  better  way  for  thee 
Than  this  thou  fpeakfc  of:  ’tis  the  comfort  that 
I’ll  fortune  has  undone  me  into  the  falhion : 

For  now  in  this  age  mofl;  men  do  begin. 

To  keep  but  one  boy,  that  kept  many  inert.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Orleans.^  a Servant.^  hU  Lady  fohrving. 

Orl.  Where  is  fhe  > call  her. 

Lady^  I attend  you  Sir. 

Orl.  Your  friend  fweet  Madam. 

Lady.  W'hat  friend,  good  my  Lord  ? 

Orl.  Your  Montague.,  Madam,  he  will  fhortly  want 
Thofe  Courtly  graces  that  you  love  him  for^ 

The  means  wherewith  he  purchafed  this,  and  this  j 
And  all  his  own  provifions  to  the  lealt 
Proportion  of  his  feeding,  or  his  clothes. 

Came  out  of  that  inheritance  of  land 
Which  he  unjuftly  lived  on ; but  the  law 
Has  given  me  right  in’t,  and  pofleflion  *,  now 
Thou  (halt  perceive  his  bravery  vanilh,  as 
This  Jewell  docs  from  thee  now,  and  thele  Pearls 
To  him  that  owes  ’em. 

Lady.  Ye  are  the  owner  Sir  of  every  thing  that  does 
belong  to  me. 

Orl.  No,  not  of  him,  fweet  Lady. 

I Lady.  O good  Heaven ! 

I Orl.  But  in  a while  your  mind  will  change,  and  be 
I As  ready  to  difclaim  him  ^ when  his  wants 
I And  miferies  have  perifh’d  his  good  face, 

I And  taken  off  the  fweetnefs  that  has  made 
I Him  pleafmg  in  a womans  underftanding. 
f La.  O Heaven,  how  gratious  had  Creation  been 
I To  women,  who  are  born  without  defence  , 

I If  to  our  hearts  there  had  been  doors  through  which 
I Our  husbands  might  have  lookt  into  our  thoughts, 

I And  made  themfelves  undoubtfull. 

I Orl.  Made  ’em  mad. 

I La.  With  honelt  women. 

I Orl.  Thou  doll  ftill  pretend 
I A title  to  that  virtue : prethee  let 
I Thy  honelly  fpeak  freelie  to  me  now. 

I Thou  know’ft  that  Montague  .y  of  whole  Land 
I 1 ’m  the  mafter,  did  affed  thee  firll, 

I And  Ihould  have  had  thee,  if  the  ftrength  of  friends 
I Had  not  prevail’d  above  thine  own  confent. 

I I have  undone  him  *,  tell  me  how  thou  doft 
I Confider  his  ill  fortune  and  my  good. 

I La.  I’ll  tell  you  juftly  his  undoing  is 
I An  argument  for  pity  and  for  tears 
i In  all  their  difpofitions  that  have  known 
I The  honor  and  the  goodnefs  of  his  life  : 

I Yet  that  addition  of  profperity. 

Which  you  have  got  by’t,  no  indifferent  man  , 

I Will  malice  or  repine  at,  if  the  Law 
I Be  not  abufed  in’t  •,  howfoever  lince  ' 

I You  have  the  upper  fortune  of  him,  ’twill 
I Be  fome  dilhonor  to  you  to  bear  your  felf 

With  any  pride  or  glory  over  him.  - 
1 Orl.  This  may  be  truely  fpoken,  but  in  thee 
I It  is  not  honeft. 

I La.  Yes,  fo  honeft,  that  I care  not  if  the  chaft  Fenelope 
1 Were  now  alive  to  hear  me. 


Enter  Amiens. 

Orl.  Who  comes  there  ? 

La.  My  brother. 

Jim.  Save  ye. 

Orl.  Now  Sir,  you  have  heard  of  profperous  Montague^ 

Am.  SJo  sir,  I have  licard  of  Montague^ 

But  of  your  profperiry. 

Orl.  Is  he  diftrarted. 

Am.  He  docs  bear  his  lofs  with  fiich  a noble  ftrength 
Of  patience  that, 

Had  fortune  eyes  to  fee  him,  flic  would  weep 
For  having  hurt  him,  and  pretending  that 
Shce  did  it  but  for  triall  of  his  worth  : 

Hereafter  ever  love  him. 

Orl.  I perceive  you  love  him, and  bccaufe  ( I miift  confefs ) 

He  docs  deferve  that  though  for  Ibme  relpc(fts, 

I have  not  given  him  that  acknowledgement, 

Yet  in  mine  honor  I did  ftill  conclude  to  ule  him  nobly.  1 
Am.  Sir,  that  will  become  your  reputation  and  make  me 
grow  proud  of  your  alliance. 

Orl.  I did  referve  the  doing  of  this  friendfliip  till  I had 
His  fortunes  at  my  mercy,  that  the  world 
May  tell  him  ’tis  a willing  courtclie. 

La.  This  change  will  make  me  happy. 

Orl.  ’Tis  a change  •,  thou  Ilialt  behold  it ; then  oblerve 
me  when 

That  Montague^  had  pofleflion  of  my  Land, 

I was  his  rivall,  and  at  laft  obtain’d 
This  Lady  who,  by  promife  of  her  own 
Affedion  to  him,  Ihould  ha’  bin  his  wife  ^ 

I had  her,  and  withheld  her  like  a pawn. 

Till  now  my  Land  is  rend’red  to  me  again, 

And  lince  it  is  fo,  you  Ihall  fee  1 have 
The  confcience  not  to  keep  her — give  him  her—  drarvs 
For  by  the  faithfull  temper  of  my  fword , Ih.e  Ihall  no: 
tarry  with  me. 

Am.  Give  me  Way — draws. 

Thou  moll  unworthy  man  — give  meway^ 

Or  by  the  wrong  he  does  the  Innocent, 

I’ll  end  thy  mifery  and  his  wickednels , together. 

Lady.  Stay  and  let  me  juftifie 
My  husband  in  that, I have  wrong’d  his  bed.  Exeunt  Am : OrF 

Enter  Orleans  in  amazement^  the  fervants 
following  kirn. 

Never — all  Ihanles  that  can  afflid  me  fall 
Upon  me  if  I ever  wrong’d  you  j 
Orl.  Didft  thou  not  confefi  it  ^ 

La.  ’Twas*to  fave  your  blood  from  Ihedd’ing,  that  has 
Turn’d  my  brothers  edge^ 

He  that  beholds  our  thoughts  as  plainely  as 
Our  faces,  knowes  it,  I did  never  hurt 
My  honefty  but  by  acculing  it. 

Orl.  Womens  confents  are  Iboner  credited 
Than  their  denials : and  I’ll  never  truft 
Her  body  that  prefers  any  defence 
Before  the  lafetyof  her  honor — here 

Enter  Servant. 

Show  forth  that  ftranger — give  me  not  a word 
Thou  feeft  a danger  readie  to  be  tempted. 

La.  Call  that  upon  me  rather  than  my  Ihame, 

And  as  I am  now  dying  I will  vow 

That  I am  honeft. 

Orl.  Put  her  out  of  dores  ^ but  that  I fear  my  land 
May  go  again  to  Montague , I would  kill  thee , I am 
loth, 

TO  make  a beggar  of  him  that  way  ^ or  elfe — . 
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Go  iKiw  you  have  the  liberty  of  fiedi. 

And  you  may  put  it  to  a double  ufe. 

One  ibr  your  plcafure,  th’other  to  maintain 

Yo;;r  wclibcloved,  he  v\'ill  want.  Exit  Lady. 

In  fuch  a charitable  exercife 

The  virtue  will  cxcufe  you  for  the  vice.  Exit  Orleans. 

inter  Amiens  dratvn.,  Afontague^  Veramor 
meetinr. 

C> 

Mint.  W'hat  means  your  Lordihip  ? 

I Vr.  For  the  love  of  Heaven. 

Ant.  Thou  half  advantage  of  me,  call  away  this  buckler. 
Mont.  So  he  is  Sir,  for  he  lives 

\\  ith  one  that  is  undone ayoyd-us  boy. 

Z tr,  m firfl:  avoid  my  fafety. 

Your  Rapier  fhall  be  button’d  with  my  head,  before  it 
touch  my  xMalfer. 

Am.  Montague  ? 
hlont.  Sir. 

Am.  Ya\  know  my  lifter  ? 

Mont.  Yes  Sir. 

Am.  For  a whore? 

Mont.  You  lye,  and  Ihajl  lie  lower  if  you  dare  abufe 
her  honor. 


Enter  Lady. 

La.  I am  honeft. 

Am.  Honeft! 

La.  Upon  my  faith  I am. 

Am.  What  did  then  parfuade  thee  to  condemn  thy  felf  ? 

La.  Your  fafety. 

Am.  1 had  rather  be  expos’d 
To  danger,  than  difhonor^  th’aft  betray’d 
The  reputation  of  my  familie 
-More  bafely  by  the  falfenefs  of  that  word. 

Than  if  thou  hadft  delivered  me  adeep 
Into  the  hands  of  bafe  enemies. 

Relief  will  never  make  thee  fenfible 

Of  thy  difgraces  j let  thy  wants  compell  thee  to  it. 

Exit. 

La.  O I am  a miferable  woman. 

Mont.  Why  Madam?  are  you  utterly  without  means  to 
relieve  you  ? 

Li.  I have  nothing  Sir,  unlefs  by  changing  of  thefe 
cloaths  for  worfc  , and  then  at  laft  the  worft  for  naked* 
nels. 

Mont.  Stand  off'  boy,  nakednefs  would  be  a change 
To  pleafe  us  Madam,  to  delight  us  both. 

La.  What  nakednefs  Sir  ? 

Mont.  Why  the  nakednefs  of  body  Ma^am,  we  were 
I>overs  once. 

La.  Never  dilhoneft  Lovers. 

Mont.  Honeftie  has  no  allowance  now  to  give  our  felvcs. 

Li.  Nor  you  allowance  againft  honeftie. 

Mont.  I’ll  fend  my  Boy  hence,  opportunitie 
Shall  be  our  fervant,  come  and  meet  me  firft 
W ith  kiffes  like  a ftranger  at  the  door. 

And  then  invite  me  nearer  to  receive 
A more  familiar  inward  Wellcome^ where, 

In'^ead  of  tapers  made  of  Virgins  wax 
Th’intrealing  flames  of  our  defires  fhall  light 
Us  to  a banquet : and  before  the  tafte 
he  dull  w'ith  fatisfaftion,  I’ll  prepare 
A nourilhment  compos’d  of  every  thing 
1 hat  Uars  a naturall  friendfhip  to  the  blood. 

And  that  fiiall  let  another  edge  upon  ’t, 
cllc  between  the  courfes  of  the  feaft 
Wc’ll  dallieoutan  exercife  of  time, 

1 hat  ever  as  one  appetite  expires  another  may  fuccecd  it 
Li.  O my  Ixjrd,how  has  your  nature  loft  her  worthinefs  ? 
W hen  our  affc(ftions  had  their  liberty. 


Our  kiffes  met  as  temperatelie  as  ‘ ' 

The  hands  ot  lifters,  or  of  brothers,  that 
Our  bloods  were  then  as  moving  ^ then  you  were 
So  noble , that  I durft  have  trufted  your 
Embraces  in  an  opportunity 
Silent  enough  to  ferve  a ravilher. 

And  yet  come  from  you  — undiffionor’d— how 
You  think  me  altered,  that  you  promile  your 
Attempt  liiccels  I know  not  ^ but  were  all 
The  fweet  temptations  that  deceive  us  let 
On  this  fide,  and  one  that  fide  all  the  waiters, 

Thefe  neither  ffioiild  parfuade  me,  nor  thefe  force. 

Mont,  Then  milery  may  wafte  your  body. 

Lady.  Yes,  but  luft  Ihdl  never. 

Mont.  I have  found  you  ftill  as  uncorupted  as  I left! 
you  firft 

Continue  lb  ^ and  I will  ferve  you  with 
As  much  devotion  as  my  word,  my  hand 
Or  purfe  can  fhow  you^  and  to  juftifie 
That  promile,  here  is  half  the  wealth  I have. 

Take  it,  you  owe  me  nothing,  till  you  fall 
From  virtue,  which  the  better  to  proted 
I have  bethought  me  of  a prefent  means : 

Give  me  the  Letter  •,  this  commends  my  Boy 
Into  the  fervice  of  a Lady , whofe 
Free  goodnefs  you  have  bin  acquainted  with,  Lamira,  cr 

Lady.  Sir  I know  her. 

Mont.  Then  believe  her  entertainment  will  be  noble  to 
you  > 

My  boy  fhall  bring  you  thither : and  relate 
Your  manner  of  misfortune  if  your  own 
Report  needs  any  witnels : lb  I kifs  your  hand  good  Lady . 

Lady.  Sir,  I know  not  how  to  promife,  but  I cannot 
be  unthankfull. 

Mont.  All  that  you  can  implore  in  thankfulnefs  ‘ 

Be  yours,  to  make  you  the  more  prolperous. 

Farvyell  my  boy,-^I  am  not  yet  opprefs’d.  Exit  Lady 
Having  the  power  to  helpe  one  that’s  diftrefs’d.  Vere 

Exeunt., 


ABus  Secundi 


Senena  Prima. 


. Enter  Longaville  and  Dubois. 

Lo^g.TXTHat  fhall  we  do  now:  fwords  are  out  of  ule,j 
VV  And  words  are  out  of  credit. 

Dub.  We  muft  ferve. 

Long.  The  means  to  get  a fervice  wSl  firft  fpend 
Our  purfes  ^ and  except  we  can  allovy 
Our  felves  an  entertainment,  fervice  will 
Negled  us  • now"  ’tis  grown  into  a doubt 
Whether  the  Mr.  or  the  lervants  gives  the  countenance. 
Dub.  Then  fall  in  with  Miftrelles. 

Long.  They  keep  more  fervants  now  ( indeed  ) than  men. 
But  yet  the  age  is  grown  fo  populous 
Of  thole  attendants,  that  the  women  are  ^ 

Grown  full  too.  . (i 

Dub.  What  fhall  we  propound  our  felves  ? t 

Long.  I’ll  think  on’t. 

Dub.  Do  j Old  occupations  have  too  many  fetters  up  to 
profper,  fome  uncommon  trade  would  thrive  now. 

Lo«^,  Wee’ll  e’en  make  up  fbmc  half  a dozen  proper 
men. 

And  fhould  not  we  get  more 
Than  all  your  female  finners  ?J 

Dub.  If  the  houfe  be  feated  as  it  fhould  be  privately. 
Long.  I,  but  that  would  make  a multitude  of  witches. 

Dub. 
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Dub.  Witches  ? how  prcthcc  ? 

Long.  Thus  the  bauds  would  all  turn  witches  to  revenge 
Thcmlclvcs  upon  us,  and  the  women  that 
Come  to  us,  for  difguifes  mull  wear  beards. 

And  that's  they  fay,  a token  of  a witch. 

Dub.  What  lhall  we  then  do  •, 

Long.  We  muft  fludy  on’t 
With  more  confideration  ^ ftay  Duboyts 
Arc  not  the  Lord  of  Orleans  and  the  Lord 
Of  yitniens  enemies? 

Dub.  Yes,  what  of  that. 

Long.  Methinks  the  fadions  of  two  luch  great  men. 
Should  give  a promile  of  advancement  now 
To  us  that  want  it. 

Dub,  Let  the  plot  be  thine  , and  in  the  enterprizc  I’ll 
fecond  thee. 

Long.  1 have  it  we  will  firfb  let  down  our  felvcs 
The  Method  of  a quarrell  ■,  and  make  choyce 
Of  Ibme  frequented  Tavern  ■,  or  fuch  a place 
Of  common  notice,  to  perform  it  in 
By  way  of  undertaking  to  maintain 
The  feverall  honors  of  thofe  enemies. 

Thou  for  the  Lord  of  Orleans-,  I for  Amiens. 

Dub.  I like  the  projed,  and  I think  ’twill  take 
The  better,  fmee  their  difference  firlt  did  rife 
From  his  occafion  whom  we  followed  once. 

Long.  We  cannot  hope  lefs  after  the  report. 

Than  entertainment  or  gratuity. 

Yet  thole  are  ends,  I do  not  aim  at  moft: ; 

Great  fpirits  that  are  needy,  and  will  thrive, 

Mull  labour  whiles  liich  troubles  are  alive.  Exeunt. 


Enter  Laver  dine  and  La-poope. 

f 

La-p.  Slander  is  Iharper  than  the  fword.  I have  fed  this 
three  dayes  upon  leaf  Tobacco,  for  want  of  other  Viduals. 

Lav.  You  have  liv’d  the  honelter  Captain  ^ but  be  not 
fo  dejeded,  but  hold  up  thy  head , and  meat  will  fooner 
fall  i’thy  mouth. 

La~p.  1 care  not  lb  much  for  meat,  fo  I had  but  good 
liquor , for  which  my  guts  croak  like  fo  many  Frogs  for 
rain. 

Lav.  It  feems , you  are  troubled  with  the  wind-Collick, 
Captain  , fwallow  a bullet : ’tis  prefent  remedy  I’ll  affure 
you. 

La-p.  A bullet  ? I’ll  tell  you  Sir,  my  panch  is  nothing 
but  a pile  of  bullets  v when  I was  in  any  lervice  I Hood  be- 
tween my  Generali  and  the  Ihot , like  a mud-wall  ^ I am 
all  lead,  from  the  crown  of  the  head  to  the  foal  of  the 
foot,  not  a found  bone  about  me. 

Lau.  It  feems  you  have  bin  in  terrible  hot  fervice 
Captain.  >‘  ' ' 

La-p.  It  has  ever  bin  the  fate  of  the  low  Country  wars 
to  fpoil  many  a man , I ha’  not  bin  the  firfb  nor  fliall  not 
be  the  lall : but  I’ll  tell  you  Sir,  ( hunger  has  brought  it 
in  to  mind  ) I feryed  once  at  the  Siege  of  Brajle,  ’tis  me- 
morable to  this  day,  where  we  were  in  great  diltrefs 
for  viduals  , whole  troops  fainted  more  for  want  of  food 
then  for  blood  , and  died  , yet  we  were  refolved  to  Hand 
it  out  •,  1 my  felf  was  but  then  Gentleman  of  a Company, 
and  had  as  much  need  as  any  man,  and  indeed  1 had 
perifiied  had  not  a miraculous  providence  prelerved  me. 

Lav.  As  how  good  Captain? 

La-p.  Marry  Sir,  e’en  as  I was  fainting  and  falling  down 
for  want  of  lullenance  , the  enemy  made  a Ihot  at  me,  and 
ftnick  me  full  ith’  paunch  with  n penny  loaf. 

Lav.  Inllead  of  a bullet!  ..  f - 

La-p.  In  ftead  of  a bullet. 

Lav.  That  was  miraculous  indeed  i and  that  loaf  fuf- 
tained  you. 

La-p.  Nouriflied  me  or  I had  famiflied  with  the  reft. 

Lav,  You  have  done  worthy  adls  being  a foldier , and 


now  you  fhall  give  me  leave  to  rcfj  lite  your  tale  , and 
to  acquaint  you  with  the  moft  notorious  deeds  that  1 i 
have  done  being  a Courtier.  1 proteft  Captain  1 will  ho  no  i 
more  than  you  have  done.  , 

La  p.  1 can  indure  no  lies. 

Lav.  1 know  you  cannot  Captain,  therefore  I’ll  only 
tell  you  of  ftrange  things  ; 1 did  once  a deed  ot  chari- 
ty for  it  fcif 1 aflifted  a poor  widow  in  a lute,  and 
obtained  it , yet  1 proteft  I took  not  a penny  for  my  la- 
bor. 

La-p.  ’Tis  no  fuch  ftrange  thing. 

Lav.  By  Mars  Captain,  but  it  is,  and  a very  ftrangC 
thing  too  in  a Courtier  , it  may  take  the  upper  hand  oi 
your  penny  loaf  for  a miracle,  I could  ha’  told  you  how 
many  Ladyes  have  languifticd  for  my  love  , and  how  1 
was  once  follicitcd  by  the  mother  , the  daugliter  , and 
grand-mother  •,  out  of  the  Icaft  of  which  I might  have 
digg’d  my  Iclf  a fortune  •,  they  were  all  great  Tadyes , 
for  two  of  them  were  lb  big  I could  hardly  embrace  them:  i 
but  1 v/as  Ouggilh  in  my  riling  coiirfes , and  therefore  let 
them  pals  -,  what  means  I had  is  fpent  upon  fich  as 
had  the  wit  to  cheat  me  •,  That  wealth  being  gone  , I 
have  only  bought  experience  with  it , with  a ftrong  hope  j 
to  cheat  others  •,  but  lee  here  comes  the  much  declined  j 
Montague  , who  had  all  the  Manor  houfes , which  v\ere  | 
the  body  of  his  eftate  , overthrowen  by  a great  wind.  ) 

1 

Enter  Montague,  Alallicorne. 

La-p.  How  by  a great  wind  ? was  he  not  overthrown 
by  law  ? 

Lav.  Yes,  marry  was  he : but  there  was  terrible  pu^ng 
and  blowing  before  he  was  overthrown,  if  you  obieiw’d, 
and  believe  it  Captain,  there’s  no  wind  lb  dangerous  to  a 
building  as  a lawyers  breath. 

La-p.  Whafs  he  with  him? 

Lav.  An  eminent  Citizen.  Mounfier  Mallicorne,  let’s  Hand 
a fide  and  liften  their  delign.  ^ 

Mai.  Sir,  profit  is  the  Crown  of  labor,  it  is  the  life, 
the  foul  of  the  induftrious  Merchai:t,  in  it  he  makes  his 
paradife,  and  for  it  negleds  Wife,  Children,  Friends , Pa- 
rents , nay  all  the  world,  and  delivers  up  himfelf  to  the 
violence  of  ftorms,  and  to  be  tos’d  into  unknown  ayrs^ 
as  there  is  no  faculty  lb  perillous,  fo  there’s  none  fo  worthy 
profitable. 

Mont.  Sir,  I am  very  well  pofTcft  of  it,  and  what  of 
my  iX)ore  fortunes  remaines , I would  gladly  hazard  upon 
the  Sea  ; it  cannot  deal  w'orfe  with  me  than  the  Land, 
though  it  fink  or  throw  it  in  the  hands  of  Pirat.s,  1 have 
yet  five  hundred  pounds  left,  and  your  honeft  and  worthy 
acquaintance  may  make  me  a young  Merchant-,  th’one 
moity  of  what  1 have  I would  gladly  adventure. 

Mai.  How  adventure?  you  lhall  hazard  nothing:  you 
lliall  only  joyn  with  me  in  certain  commodities  that 
are  lafe  arrived  unto  the  Key  -,  you  lliall  ndther  be  in 
doubt  of  danger  nor  dammage  But  lb  much  money  dis- 
burft,  lb  much  receive  -,  Sir,  1 would  have  you  conceive 
I purfue  it  not  for  any  good  your  money  will  do  me  , but 
meerly  out  of  mine  own  freenefs  and  courtefic  to  pleafure 
you. 

Mont.  I can  believe  no  lefs,  and  you  exprefs  a noble 
nature  , feeking  to  build  up  a man  lb  ruin’d  as  my  ielf. 

Lav.  Captain  here  is  fubjeft  for  us  to  work  upon 
if  we  have  wit-,  you  hear  that  there  is  money  yet  left, 
and  it  is  going  to  be  layd  out  in  Rattels,  Bels,  Hobby- 
Horles,  brown  paper,  or  Ibmc  fuch  like  fale  commodities ^ 
now  it  would  do  better  in  our  purfes,  upon  our  backs  in 
good  Gold-lace,  and  Scarlat,  and  then  we  might  pur- 
fiie  our  projeefts,  and  our  devices  towards  my  Lady 
Annabella  i go  to,  there’s  a conceit  newly  landed^  hearkl 
Hand  in  good  reputation  with  him  , and  there. ore  may 
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the  let  ter  cheat  Inm  : Captain , take  a few  inllrudions 


icm  ire. 


yt.Kt.  what  ironies  I have  is  at  your  difpofing,  and 
I'pon  twelve  I will  meet  you  at  the  Pallace  with  it. 

A/j/.  I w ill  there  exped  \ou, and  lb  I take  my  leave.  Exit. 

I n-.  You  apprehend  me  ? 

I W hy  do  \e  think  I am  a dunce? 

I Not  a dunce  Captain,  but  you  might  give  me  leave 
to  miidoubt  that  pregnancy  in  a Soldier,  which  is  pro- 
per and  hereditary  to  a Courtier  •,  but  prolecute  it,  I will 
both  I'econd,  and  give  credit  to  it.  Good  Mounficr  Mon- 
1 would  your  whole  revenues  lay  within  the  circuit 
of  n»ine  antics,  that  I might  as  eafily  bellow,  or  rellore  it 
unto  you  as  my  curtclie. 

Lj  p.  My  zealous  wiflies  Sir,  do  accompany  his  for  your 
good  fortunes. 

I JI-.  Believe  it  Sir, our  afledion  towards  you  is  a ftrong 
band  of  friendlhip. 

MjMt.  To  which  I lhall  mofl:  willingly  feal.  But  be- 
lieve me  Gentlemen  in  a broken  ellate,  the  bond  of  friend- 
lhip oft  is  forfeited,  but  that  it  is  your  free  and  ingenuous 
nature  to  renew  it. 

Ln  . Sir,  I will  amply  e.xtend  my  fclfto  yourufe,  and  am 
very  zcaloufly  afflided  as  not  one  of  your  leall  friends  for 
your  crooked  fate  ^ But  let  it  not  feile  you  with  any 
i dejedion,  you  have  as  I hear  a fufficient  competency  left, 
which  well  difpoled  may  ered  you  as  high  in  the  worlds 
account  as  ever. 

M>nt.  I cannot  live  to  hope  it,  much  lefs  injoy  it,  nor 
is  it  any  part  of  my  endeavor  *,  my  ftudy  is  to  render  e- 
very  man  his  own,  and  to  contain  my  felf  within  the  limits 
of  a Gentleman. 

Ln-.  1 have  the  grant  of  an  OfEce  given  me  by  Ibme 
noble  favorites  of  mine  in  Court,  there  Hands  but  a fmall 
matter  bctvveen  me  and  it,  if  your  ability  be  fuch  to  lay 
down  the  prefent  fumm,out  of  the  love  1 bear  you,  before 
any  other  man,  it  lhall  be  confirmed  yours. 

M ?:t.  1 have  heard  you  often  fpeak  of  fuch  a thing  ; 
If  it  be  alliir’d  to  you  I will  gladly  deal  in  it : that  por- 
tion I have,  I would  not  hazard  upon  one  courfe,  for  1 
fee  the  molt  certain  is  incertain. 

Having  money  Sir  , you  could  not  light  upon 
men  that  could  give  better  diredion  there  is  at  this  time 
a friend  of  mine  upon  the  Seas^  to  be  plain  with  you, 
he  is  a pyrate,  that  hath  wrote  to  me  to  work  his  fre- 
dom,  and  by  this  Gentlemans  means,  whofe  acquaintance 
is  not  fmall  at  Court  ^ we  have  the  word  of  a worthy  man 
for  it , only  there  is  fome  money  to  be  fuddainly  disburft, 
and  if  your  happinefs  be  fiich  to  make  it  up  you  lhall 
j receive  treble  gain  by  it,  and  good  allurance  lor  it. 

I A/o;jt.  Gentlemen,  out  of  the  weaknefs  of  my  eftate 
t \ou  fecin  ( to  have  fome  knowledge  of  my  brelt ) that 
I wou’d  if  it  were  pofTible  advance  my  declined  fortunes, 
to  latisfie  all  men  of  whom  I have  had  credit,  and  I know 
no  way  better  than  thefe  which  you  propofe  •,  1 have  Ibmc 
money  ready  under  my  command,  fome  part  of  it  is  al- 
ready promis’d , but  the  remainder  is  yours  to  fuch  ufes 
as  are  propounded. 

Ln-.  Appoint  fome  certain  place  of  meeting,  for  thele 
alTaires  require  expedition. 

M.-Ant.  1 will  make  it  my  prefent  bufinefs : at  twelve, 
am  to  meet  MaJliorrm.,  the  Marchant  at  the  Pallace,  you 
'-•no  V him  Sir  , about  fome  negotiation  of  the  fame  na. 
ii;:e,  there  1 will  be  ready  to  tender  you  that  money 
upon  foch  conditions  as  we  fnall  conclude  of. 

Lav.  The  care  of  it  be  yours,  fo  much  as  the  affair 
concerns  you. 

M«nt.  Your  caution  is  cffcduall , and  till  then  I take 
my  leave. 

L r . Good  Mr  Montague. 

Exit. 

]Vhun,i  a damor  , dojva  rcith  them  toeapont. 


Enter  Longavile^  and  Vuboity  their  ftrords  drarvn.^ 
J'ervants  and  others  betipeen  them. 

Ser.  Nay  Gentlemen  what  mean  you?pray  be  quiet,  have 
bme  refpeT  unto  the  houfe. 

Long.  A treacherous  Have. 

T>u.  Thou  doll  revile  thy  felf  bafe  Longavile. 

Long.  I fay  thou  art  a villain  and  a corrupt  one,  that 
tall  fome  feven  years  fed  on  thy  mafters  trencher,  yet  never 
jredff:  good  blood  towards  him  : for  if  thou  hadft,  thou’dft 
lave  a founder  heart. 

J)h.  So  Sir,  you  can  ufc  your  tongue  fomething  nimbler 
than  your  fword.  ! 

Long.  Wou’d  you  cou’d  ufo  your  tongue  well  of  your 
.'dafter,  friend  you  might  have  better  imployment  for  your] 
fword. 

Du.  I fay  again,  and  I will  fpeak  it  loud  and  often , 
that  Orleans.,  is  a noble  Gentleman  with  whom  Amiens  is 
too  light  to  poyfe  the  fcale. 

Long.  He  is  the  weaker  for  taking  of  a prayle  out  of] 
thy  mouth. 

Du.  This  hand  lhall  feal  his  merit  at  thy  heart. 

Lav.  Part  them  my  mafters\  part  them. 

Ser.  Part  them  Sir  , why  do  you  not  part  them , you  ] 
Hand  by  with  your  fword  in  your  hand , and  cry  part 
’em. 

Lav.  Why  you  muft  know  my  friend  my  cloaths  are, 
better  than  yours,  and  in  a good  fuit,  I do  never  ufe  to 
part  any  body. 

La-p.  And  it  is  diferetion. 

Lav.  I marry  is  it  Captain. 

Long.  Dubois  though  this  place  priviledge  thee,  know 
where  next  we  meet,  the  blood  which  at  thy  heart  flows 
drops  at  thy  feet. 

Enter  Amience  in  hajle.,  his  Jmrrd  drawn. 

Du.  I would  not  fpend  it  better  than  in  this  quarrcH 
and  on  fuch  a hazard. 

Ami.  What  uprore’s  this,  muff:  my  name  here  be  quefti-l 
on’d  in  Tavern  brawls,  and  by  affeded  Ruffins? 

Lav.  Not  we  indeed  Sir. 

Du.  Fear  cannot  make  me  Ihrink  out  of  your  fhry,} 
though  you  were  greater  than  your  name  doth  make  you, 

1 am  one,  and  the  oppder  ^ if  your  fwoln  rage  have  ought 
in  malice  to  inforce  exprefs  it. 

Ami.  I foek  thee  not,  nor  lhalt  thou  ever  gain 
That  credit,  which  a blow  from  me  wou’d  give  thee. 

By  my — I more  deteft  that  fellow 
VVhich  todk  my  part  than'  thee,  that  he  durft  offer 
To  take  my  honor  in  his  feeble  armes. 

And  fpend  it  in  a drinking  room  *,  which  way  went  he  ? 

Lav.  That  way  Sir,  I wou’d  you  wou’d  after  j for  I do  fear 
we  lhall  have  fome  more  feuffling. 

Ami.  I’ll  follow  him,  and  if  my  Ipeed  o’er  take  him, 

I lhall  ill  thank  him,  for  his  forwardnefs.  Exit. 

Lav.  1 am  glad  he’s  gone,  for  1 doe  not  love  to  fee  a 
fword  drawn  in  the  hand  of  a man  that  lookes  lb  furious, 
there’s  no  jefting  with  edge  toolcs,  how  fay  you  Captain  ? I 

Cap.  I fay  ’tis  better  jefting  than  to  be  in  earneft:  with 
them. 

Enter  Orteance. 

* 

Orl.  How  now  ? what’s  the  difference  ? they  lay  there  j 
have  bin  fwords  drawn,  and  in  my  quarrdl : let  me  know 
that  man,  whofe  love  is  fo  lincere  to  fpend  his  blood  for 
my  fake,  1 will  bounteoufly  requite  him. 

Lav.  We  were  all  of  your  lidc,  but  there  he  Hands  be-  { 
gun  if. 

Orl.  What’s  thy  name  ? 

Dub 
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DHb.  Dubayej  ? 

Orl.  Give  me  thy  hand , halt  received  no  hurt  ? 

Dub.  Not  any,  nor  were  this  body  fhick  full  of  wounds, 
llhould  not  count  them  hurts,  being  taken  in  fo  honorable 
a caufe  as  the  defence  of  my  moft  worthy  Lord. 

Orl.  The  dedication  of  thy  love  to  me  requires  my 
ample  bounty,  thou  art  mine,  for  I do  find  thee  made  un- 
. to  my  purpofes : Mounfieur  Laverdine , pardon  my  neglert 
I not  obferved  you,  and  how  runs  .rumour? 

Lav.  Why,  it  runs  my  Lord  like  a foot-man  without 
a cloak,  to  ihow  that  what’s  once  rumour’d  it  cannot  be 
' hid. 

; Ori.  And  what  fay  the  rable,  am  not  I the  fubje».T;  of 
their  talk  ? 

Lav.  Troth  my  Lord  the  common  mouth  fpeaks  foul 
words. 

j Or/.  Of  me,  for  turning  away  my  wife,  do  they  not  > 

Lav.  Faith  the  men  do  a little  murmure  at  it  and  fay, 
’tis  an  ill  prefident  in  lb  great  a man*,  marry  the  women  *, 
they  rayl  out  right. 

Or/.  Out  upon  them  rampallions.  I’ll  keep  my  lelf  fafe 
enough  out  of  their  fingers,  but  what  fay  my  pritty  jolly 
compofed  gallants  that  cenfure  every  thing  more  defperate 
than  it  is  dangerous  what  fay  they  ? 

Lav.  Marry  they  are  laying  wagers,  what  death  you 
fhall  die  •,  one  offers  to  lay  five  hundred  pounds  ^ And  yet 
he  had  but  a groat  about  him,  &:  that  was  in  two  two- 
pences  too  to,  any  man  that  wou’d  make  it  up  a [hilling  *, 
that  you  were  kil’d  with  a Piftoll  charg’d  with  white  Pow- 
der ',  another  offerd  to  pawn  his  foul  for  five  fhillings , 

' and  yet  no  body  wou’d  take  him , that  you  w^e  ftab’d  to 
death,  and  fhou’d  die  with  more  wounds  than  C^/ar. 

Orl.  And  who  fhou’d  be  the  Butchers  that  fhou’d  do  it? 
Montague  and  his  alTbciates  ? 

Lav.  So  ’tis  conjeftured. 

La^.  And  believe  it,  fweet  Printc,it  is  to  be  feared,  and 
therefore  prevented. 

Orl.  By  turning  his  purpofe  on  himfelf , were  not  that 
the  way? 

Lav.  The  moll:  dired  path  for  your  fafety.  For  where 
doth  danger  lit  more  furious  than  in  a delperate  man? 

La-p.  And  being  you  have  declined  his  means , you  have 
increafl:  his  malice. 

Lav.  Befides  the  generall  report  that  fteems  in  every 
mans  breath , and  ftains  you  all  over  with  infamy,  that 
Time  the  devourer  of  all  things  cannot  cat  out. 

La-p.  I,  for  that  former  familiarity,  which  he  had  with 
your  Lady. 

Lav.  Men  fpeak  it  as  boldly  as  words  of  compliment, good 
morrow , good  even , or  fave  you  Sir,  are  not  moreufuall^ 
if  the  word  cuckold  had  been  written  upon  your  forehead 
in  great  Capitall  Letters^  it  could  not  have  been  dilated 
with  more  confidence. 

Orl.  He  fhall  not  fleep  another  night,  I vvill  have  his 
blood,  though  it  be  required  at  my  hands  again. 

Lav.  Your  Lordfhip  may,  and  without  hazarding  your 
own  perfon  ^ here’s  a Gentleman  in  whole  looks  I fee  a 
relblution  to  perform  it. 

Dhb.  Let  his  Lordfhip  give  me  but  his  honorable  word 
' for  my  life.  I’ll  kill  him  as  he  walks, 
j Lav.  Or  piftoll  him  as  he  fits  at  meat. 

La-p.  Or  at  game. 

Lav.  Or  as  he  is  drinking. 

Vuk  Any  way. 

Orl.  Won’t  thou  ? call  what  is  mine  thine  own,  thy  re- 
putation fhall  not  be  brought  in  queftion  for  it , much  lefs 
thy  life  ^ it  fhall  be  nam’d  a deed  of  valou»  in  thee , not 
murder ; Farewell. 

Exit. 

Dub.  I need  no  more  ? encouragement , it  is  a work  I 
will  perfuade  my  felf  that  I was  born  to. 

Laver.  And  you  may  perfuade  your  felf  too  that  you 


fliall  be  lav’d  by  it,  being  that  it  is  for  his  honorable 
Lordfhip. 

Dub.  But  you  muft  yield  me  means , how  , when  and 
where. 

Lav.  That  fhall  be  our  tasks  ^ 

Nay  more,  we  will  be  agents  with  thee : 

This  hour  wc  arc  to  meet  him,  on  the  receipt  of  certain 
moneys. 

Which  indeed  wc  purpofe  honcftly  to  cheat  him  of. 

And  that’s  the  main  caufe  I wou’d  have  him  (lain. 

Who  works  with  fafety  makes  a double  gain. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Longaville^  Amiens  following  him. 

Ami.  Stay  Sir,  I have  took  fbmc  pains  to  overtake  you. 
—Your  name  is  Longaville. 

Long.  1 have  the  word  of  many  honeft  men  for’t,  I 
crave  your  Lordfhips  pardon  , your  hidden  apprehenfion 
on  my  fteps  made  me  to  frame  an  anfwcr  unwitting  and 
unworthy  your  refped. 

.Ami.  Doe  you  know  me? 

Long,  Yes,  my  Lord. 

Amt.  I know  not  you  *,  nor  am  I well  pleafed  to  make 
this  time,  as  the  affair  now  Hands , the  induction  of  your 
acquaintance  ^ you  are  a fighting  fellow. 

Long.  How  my  Lord  ? 

Ami.  I think  I too  much  grace  you  ^ rather  you  are  a 
fellow  dares  not  fight , but  fpit  and  puffe  and  make  a 
noyfe,whilft  your  trembling  hand  draws  out  your  Sword, 
to  lay  it  upon  andirons , ftools  or  tables  , rather  than 
on  a man. 

Long.  Your  honor  may  belt  fpeak  this  j yet— — 
with  little  fafety,  if  I thought  it  ferious. 

Ami.  Come,  you  are  a verie  braggart,  and  you  have 
given  me  caufe  to  tell  you  fo  : what  weaknefs  have  you 
ever  feen  in  me  to  prompt  yo  ir  felf , that  I could  need 
your  help^  or  what  other  reafon  could  induce  you  to 
it  ? you  never  yet  had  a meals  meat  from  my  Table, 
nor  as  I remember  from  my  Wardrop  any  caft  5uit. 

Lon.  ’Tis  true,  I never  durft  yet  have  fiich  a fervile 
fpirit,  to  be  the  minion  of  a full  fwoln  Lord  ^ but  alwaies 
did  deteft  fuch  flavery : a meals  meat,  or  a caft  Suit?  I 
wou’d  firft  eat  the  ftones,  and  from  fuch  rags  the  dung- 
hils  doe  afford,  pick  me  a garment. 

Ami.  I have  miftook  the  man,  his  refblute  fpirit 
Prodaimes  him  generous,  he  has  a noble  heart 
As  free  to  utter  good  deeds  as  to  ad  them 
For  had  he  not  been  right,  and  of  one  piece. 

He  would  have  crumpled,  curled,  and  ftruck  himfelf 
Out  of  the  fhape  of  man  into  a fhaddow. 

But  prethee  tell  me,  if  no  fuch  fawning  hope 
Did  lead  thee  on  to  hazard  life  for  my  fake  j 
What  was  it  that  incited  thee  ? 

Tell  me  •,  fpeak  it  without  the  imputation  of  a Sycophant. 

Long.  Your  own  defert , and  with  it  was  joyn’d  the  un- 
fained  friendfhip  that  I judged  you  ever  held  unto  my  for- 
mer Lord. 

Ami.  The  noble  Montague  ? 

Long.  Yes,  the  noble  and  much  injured  Montague. 

Ami.  To  fuch  a man  as  thou  art,  my  heart  fhall  be 
A Casket : I will  lock  thee  up  there. 

And  efteem  thee  as  a faithfull  friend. 

The  richeft  Jewell  that  a man  enjoyes  *, 

And  being  thou  didft  follow  once  my  friend. 

And  in  thy  heart  ftill  doft  not  with  his  fortunes  calling 
him  off. 

Thou  fhalt  go  hand  in  hand  with  me,  and  fhare 
As  well  in  my  ability  as  love  ^ ’tis  not  my  end 
To  gain  men  for  my  ufe,  but  a true  friend. 

Exeunt,, 


Enter 
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E filer  Duh'^ys. 

ThI.  There's  no  Inch  thriving  way  to  live  in  grace, 
to  have  no  Icncc  of  it  i his  back  nor  belly 
■'i  ail  not  want  warming  that  can  praftife  me  niirdiiefj 
. walk  now  with  a full  piirle,  grow  high  and  wanton, 
Pranc  and  briskc  my  felf  in  the  bright  Ihine 
•'‘t  his  good  l.ordlhips  favours-,  and  for  what  virtue? 

For  fafluoning  my  felf  a murderer. 

O noble  Afo>itj(’nf^  to  whom  1 owe  my  heart, 

With  all  my  belt  thoughts, though  my  tongue  have  promis’d 
Fo  exceed  the  malice  of  thy  deftiny. 

Never  in  time  of  all  my  lervice  knew  I 

■^uch  a lin  tempt  thy  bounty  ^ thofe  that  did  feed 

Upon  thy  charge  had  merit  or  ell'e  need. 

Enter  Laverdine^  and  La-poofe^  veith  difguifes. 

Ln'.  Vttbjyfj  molt  profperoufly  met, 

Vnb.  How  now  ? will  he  come  this  way  ? 

Lj.  This  way  , immediately  ^ therefore  thy  afliftance, 
dear  Duboys. 

Dub.  What  have  you  cheated  him  of  the  money  you 
fpoke  of? 

Ij:'.  Fough,  as  eafily  as  a filly  Countrey  wench  of  her 
maydenhead  \ we  had  it  in  a twinkling. 

I ub.  ’Tis  well  Captain,  let  me  help  you,  you  mull  be 
our  leader  in  this  adion. 

La-p.  Tut,  fear  not , I’ll  warrant  you  if  my  Sword  hold, 
we’ll  make  no  fweating  ficknefs  of  it. 

T>ub.  Why  that’s  well  faid,  but  let’s  retire  a little,  that 
wc  may  come  on  the  more  bravely  j this  way,  this  way,  , 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Montague  in  the  hands  of  three  Officer  s.^ 
and  three  Creditors. 

I Cre.  Officers  look  to  him,  and  be  lure  you  take  good 
! fecurity  before  he  part  from  you. 

! Mont.  Why  but  my  friends,  you  take  a ftrange  courfe 
j with  me  the  fums  1 owe  you  are  rather  forgetfulnefs, 
they  are  lb  flight , than  want  of  will  or  honelly  to  pay 
' you. 

j I Cred.  I Sir,  it  may  be  lb  -,  but  we  mull  be  paid,  and 
' we  will  be  paid  before  you  fcape  : we  have  wife  and  chil- 
' dren,  and  a charge , and  you  are  going  down  the  wind, 
\ as  a man  may  fay  and  therefore  it  behooves  us  to  look 
■ to’t  in  time. 

j 2 Cred.  Your  cloak  here  wou’d  fatisfie  me,  mine’s  not  a- 
I Love  a three  pound  matter,  befides  the  arrelt. 
i 3 Cred.  ’Faith  and  mine  is  much  about  that  matter  too  j 
; >our  Girdle  and  Hangers,  and  your  Beaver,  lhall  be  fuf- 
, ficient  bail  for’t. 

! I Cred.  If  you  have  ever  a plain  black  futc  at  home,  this 
I Siken  one  , with  your  Silke-ltockings  , Garters , and 
j Kofes  fliall  pacific  me  too for  I take  no  delight , if  I 
I have  a fufficient  pawn,  to  call  any  Gentleman  in  prifony 
I therefore  ’tis  but  an  untrufling  matter  ; and  you  arc  free, 

I we  are  no  unrcalonablc  creatures  you  fee  ^ for  mine  own 
I part , I protcH  I am  loth  to  put  you  to  any  trouble  for 
I fecurity. 

j Mont.  Is  there  no  more  of  you?  he  vvoifd  next  demand 
' my  s.-.in, 

1 Cred.  Ko  Sir,  here’s  no  more  of  us,  nor  do  any  of  us 
demand  ycir  skin,  we  know  not  what  to  do  with  it:  but 
' it  miay  be  \l  you  ow’d  your  Glover  any  money,  he  knew 
j v.hiit  ule  to  miake  of  it. 

I Id  out.  Yc  dregs  of  bafenefs,  vultures  amongfl;  men, 

I T.et  tyre  ujxjn  the  hearts  of  generous  fpirits. 

1 I Cred.  You  do  us  wroiig  Sir,  wc  tyre  no  generous 
I fp.rits,  vre  tyre  nothing  but  our  hackneys. 


Enter  MalUcorne. 

Mont.  But  here  comes  one  made  of  another  piece  • 

A man  well  meriting  that  free  born  name 
Of  Citizen  y welcome  my  deliverer,  I am  falen 
Into  the  hands  of  blood-hounds,  that  lor  a fum 
Lellcr  than  their  honelfies,  which  is  nothing, 

Wou’d  tear  me  out  of  my  skin. 

ACal.  Why  Sir,  what’s  the  matter? 

I Cre.  Why  Sir  the  matter  is , that  we  mufl:  have  our 
money,  which  if  we  cannot  have  , we’ll  fatisfie  our  felves 
with  his  carcafs , and  be  payd  that  wayes:  you  had  as 
good  Sir , not  have  been  lb  peremptory.  Officer,  hold 
fall.  ’ 

I Offi.  The  flrenuous  fill  of  vengeance  now  is  clutcht  -, 
therelore  fear  nothing. 

Mai.  What  may  be  the  debt  in  grofs  > 

Mont.  Some  forty  Crowns,  nay  rather  not  lb  much,  ’tis 
quickly  call. 

Mai.  ’Tis  hrange  to  me,  that  your  eUate  Ihou’d  have 
fo  low  an  ebb , to  flick  at  fuch  Height  fums : why  my 
friends,  you  are  too  flridl  in  your  accounts , and  call  too 
fudden  on  this  Gentleman,  he  has  hopes  left  yet  to  pay 
you  all. 

I Cred.  Hopes?  I marry  ^ bid  him  pay  his  friends  with 
hopes,  and  pay  us  with  currant  Coyn:  I knew  a gallant 
once  that  fed  his  creditors  llill  with  hopes,  and  bid  ’em 
they  Ihou’d  fear  nothing,  for  he  had  ’em  tyed  in  a firing* 
and  trull  me  fo  he  had  indeed , for  at  lafl  he  and  all  his 
hopes  hopt  in  a halter. 

Mont.  Good  Sir,  with  what  Ipeed  you  may,  free  me  out 
of  the  company  6f  thefe  Haves,  that  have  nothing  but  their 
names  to  fliow  ’em  men. 

Mai.  What  wou’d  you  wilh  me  do  Sir  ? 1 protell  I ha’ 
not  the  prefent  fum  ( fmall  as  it  is  ) to  lay  down  for  you  ^ 
and  for  giving  my  word , my  friends  no  later  than  yeller. 
night  made  me  take  bread  and  eat  it,  that  I fliou’d  not 
do  it  for  any  man  breathing  i’th’  world  j therefore  I pray 
hold  me  excufed. 

Mont.  You  do  not  fpeak  this  ferioufly  ? 

Mai.,  As  ever  I faid  my  prayers,  I protell  to  you. 

Mont.  What  may  I think  of  this? 

Mai.  Troth  Sir  thought  is  free  for  any  man  3 wc  abule 
our  betters  in  it,  1 have  done  it  mylelf. 

Mont.  Trufl  me,  this  Ipeech  of  yours  doth  much  amaze 
me  i pray  leave  this  language , and  out  of  that  lame  fum 
you  lately  did  receive  of  me,  lay  down  as  much  as  may 
dilcharge  me. 

Mai.  You  are  a merry  man  Sir,  and  I am  glad  you  take 
your  crofles  fo  temperately  ^ fare  you  well  Sir,  and  yet  I 
have  Ibmething  more  to  lay  to  ye , a word  in  your  ear 
I pray  ^ to  be  plain  with  you  I did  lay  this  plot  to  arrell 
you  to  enjoy  this  money  I have  of  yours,  with  the  more 
fafety.  I am  a fool  to  tell  you  this  now^  but  in  good  j 
faith  I could  not  keep  it  in.  And  the  money  wou’d  a done 
me  little  good  elfe.  An  honefl  Citizen  cannot  wholly  en- 
joy his  own  wife  for  you,  they  grow  old  before  they  have 
true  ufe  of  them , which  is  a lamentable  thing , and 
truely  much  hardens  the  hearts  of  us  Citizens  againll  you  ; 

I can  fay  no  more , but  am  heartily  forry  for  your  heavi-  \ 
nefs , and  lb  I take  my  leave.  | 

Exit  Mallycorne.  j 

I Cred.  Officers  take  hold  on  him  again,  for  Mounfier  ' 
Mallycorne  will  do  nothing  for  him  I perceive.  ^ 

1 

Enyr  Duboys.,  Lapoope,  and  Laverdine,  ] 

I 

Dub.  Nay  come  my  mailers,  leave  dancing  of  the  old 
mcafures,  and  let’s  aflault  him  bravely. 

Lav.  By  no  means  j for  it  goes  againfl  my  ftomach  to 
kill  a man  in -an  unjult  quarrcll. 

La-p.  It  mull  needs  be  a clog  to  a mans  confcience  all 
his  life  time. 

I.av 
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Lav.  It  mull  indeed  Captain:  befides  doe  ye  not  (cc  he 
has  gotten  a guard  of  triends  about  him,  as  if  he  liad 
tome  knowledge  of  our  purpole  ? 

Vub.  Had  he  a guard  of  Devils,  as  I think  them  little 
better , my  Sword  Ihould  doc  the  meflagc  that  it  came 
for. 

Lav.  If  you  will  be  fb  defperate , the  blood  lie  upon 
your  own  neck,  for  we’ll  not  meddle  in’t. 

Vtiboys  runs  upon  Montaqite , and  jiru(rlinir  yields 
him  his  Sipord  ^ the  Officers  draw.,  Laverdine  and 
La-poope  in  the  jeuffiing^  retire.,  Montague  chafeth 
them  off  the  himfelf  wounded. 

Vub.  I am  your  friend  and  fervant. 

Struggle  witli  me  and  take  my  Sword  ^ 

Noble  Sir,  make  your  way,  you  have  llain  an  Officer. 

Mont.  Some  one  of  them  has  certainly 
Requited  me  ^ for  I doe  lofe  much  blood. 

1 Offic.  Udfprecious,  we  have  loft  a brother,  purfue  the 

Gentleman, 

2 Offic.  I’ll  not  meddle  with  him  ; you  fee  what  comes 
on’t ; befides  I know  he  will  be  hang’d  ere  he  be  taken. 

I Offic.  I tell  thee  yeoman  he  muft  be  taken  ere  he  be 
hanged;,  he  is  hurt  in  the  guts,  run  afore  therefoxe  and 
know  how  his  wife  will  rate  his  Sawfages  a pound. 

3 Offic.  Stay  brother , I may  live^  for  fiirely  1 find  I’m 
but  hurt  in  the  leg,  a dangerous  kick  on  the  Ihin-bone. 

Exeunt. 


'A 
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Enter  Madam  Lamira.,  Madam  le  Orleans.,  Veramour. 

,1'  1 ! 

fee  Lady  1 ‘ 

X What  harmlefs  fports  ous  Countrey  life  affords  •, 
And  though  you  meet  not  here  with  City  dainties^ 

Or  Courtly  entertainment,  what  you  have  • ' '> 

Is  free  and  hearty.  , , 

L.  Orl.  Madam,  I find  here 
What  is  a ftranger  to  the  Court,  content. 

And  receive  curtefies  done  for  themlelveS,  ■ • ' 

Without  an  expeflation  of  return,  ’ • 

Which  binds  me  to  yourdervicc.  ' "f-  • 

Lam.  Oh  your  love  -, 

My  homely  houfe  built  more  for  ufe  than  Ihew 
Obferves  the  Golden  mean  equally  'dlftant 
From  glittering  pomp,  and  fordid  avarice  •, 

For  Maskes , we  will  obferve  the  works  of  nature. 

And  in  the  place  of  vifitation,  read  : 

Our  Phyfick  fhall  be  wholfome  walks,  our  viands, 
Nourifhing,  not  provoking:  for  I find 
Pleafures  are  tortures  that  leave  ftings  behind. 

L.  Orl.  You  have  a great  eftate. 

Lam.  A competency 
Sufficient  to  maintain  me  and  my  rank. 

Nor  am  I,  I thank  Heaven,  fo  Courtly  bred 
As  to  imploy  the  utmoft  of  my  Rents 
In  paying  Tailors  for  phantaftick  Robes  j 
Or  rather  than  be  fecond  in  the  fafhi’on. 

Eat  out  my  Officers  and  my  Revenues 
With  grating  ufury  ■,  my  back  fhallmot 
Be  the  bale  on  which  your  foothing  Citizen 
Eredfs  his  Summer-houfes  *,  nor  on  th’  other  fide 
Will  I be  fb  penurioufly  wife, 

As  to  make  money  ( that’s  my  flave  ) ray  Idol!,  ' 
Which  yet  to  wrong,  merits  as  much  reproof. 

As  to  abufe  our  fervant.  * ' 

L.  Orl.  Yet  with  your  pardon  • ■ \ "■ 


1 think  you  want  the  Crown  of  all  contentment. 

Lam.  In  what  good  Madam  / 

L.  Orl.  In  a worthy  husband. 

L.tm. It  is  Itningc  the  galley-flave  fhould  praife 

His  Oar,  or  Ifroaks^  or  you,  that  have  mi  le  Ihip.vrack 
Of  all  delight  upon  this  Rock,  cal’d  marriage. 

Should  ling  t.nronuuns  OP.’t. 

1..  Orl.  xMadam,  though  one  fall 
From  his  horie  and  break  his  neck,  will  you 
Conclude  from  that  it  is  unfit  to  ride? 

Or  muft  it  follow,  becaulc  Orleans 
My  Lord’s  plcafcd  to  make  his  pallionatc  triall 
Of  my  fulpedted  patience,  that  my  brother, 

( Were  he  not  fo,  I might  lay,  worthy  Amiens  ) 

Will  imitate  his  ills,  that  cannot  fancy 
What’s  truely  Noble  in  him> 

Lam.  I muft  grant 

There’s  as  much  worth  in  him  as  can  be  lookt  for 
From  a young  Lord,  but  not  enough  to  make 
Me  change  my  golden  liberty  and  confent 
To  be  a fervant  to  it,  as  wives  are 
To  the  Imperious  humors  of  their  Lords : 

Me  thinks  I’m  well,  1 rife  and  goe  to  bed 
When  1 think  fit,  eat  w'hat  ray  appetite 
Defires  without  controle , my  fervants  ftudy 
Is  my  contentment,  and  to  make  me  merry 
Their  fartheft  ayms  i my  ffeeps  are  enquired  after. 

My  riling  up  faluted  with  rcfpecft : 

Command  and  liberty  now  wait  upon 
My  Virgin  ftate  ■,  what  would  1 more  •,  change  all. 

And  for  a husband  ? no  j thefe  freedoms  die. 

In  which  they  live  with  my  Virginity 
’Tis  in  their  choice  that’s  rich  to  be  a wife. 

But  not  being  yoakt  to  chufe  the  fingle  life. 

Ver.  Madam. 

Lam.  How  like  you  the  Countrey  ? 

Ver.  I like  the  ayr  of  it  well  Madam,  and  the  rather 
becaufe,  as  on  Irijh  Timber  your  Spider  wdll  not  make' 
his  web,  fo  for  ought  I fee  yet  your  Cheater,  Pander,  and 
Informer  being  in  their  difpofitions  too  foggy  for  tliib 
piercing  climate  , Ihun  it , and  chofe  rather  to  walk  in 
mifts  in  the  City. 

Lam.  Who  did  you  ferve  firft  boy? 

Ver.  A rich  Merchants  widow , and  wms  by  her  preferr- 
ed to  a young  Court-Lady. 

L.  Orl.  And  what  difference  found  you  in  their  fervice  ? 
Ver.  Very  much : for  look  how  much  my  old  City  Ma- 
dam gave  to  her  young  vifitants,  fo  much  my  Lady  receiv- 
ed from  her  hoary  Court-fervants. 

Lam.  And  what  made  you  to  leave  her  ? 

Ver.  My  father  (Madam  ) had  a defire  to  have  me  a tall- 
man,  took  me  from  thence. 

Lam.  Well,  I perceive  you  inherit  the  wag,  from  your 
father. 

Ver.  Doves  beget  Doves ; and  Eagles,  Eagles,  Madam  : 
A Citizen  here,  tho  left  never  fo  rich,  feldome  at  the  bell: 
proves  a Gentleman  : the  fon  of  an  Advocate , tho  dub’d 
like  his  father,  will  Ihew  a relilh  of  hisdefeent,  and  the 
fathers  thriving  pradice , as  I have  heard  : Ihe  that  of  a 
Chambermayd  is  metamorpholed  into  a Madam , will  yet 
remember  how  oft  her  daughter  by  her  mother  ventured 
to  lie  upon  the  rulhes  before  Ihe  could  get  in  that  which 
makes  many  Ladyes. 

L.  Orl.  But  what  think  you  of  your  late  Mafter  ? 

Ver.  Oh  Madam — Sighs. 

Lam.  Why  doe  you  figh  ? you  are  forry  that  you  left 
him. 

He  made  a wanton  of  you. 

Ver.  Not  for  that : 

Or  if  he  did,  for  that  my  youth  muft  love  him. 

Oh  pardon  me,  if  I fay  liberty 

Is  bondage,  if  compar’d  with  his  kind  fervice  ^ 

And  but  to  have  power  now  to  fpeak  his  worth 
To  its  defert  1 Ihould  be  well  content 

To 
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Vo  be  an  old  man  when  his  praile  were  ended : 

\nd  yet,  if  at  this  inftant  you  were  pleated, 

I (hould  be^in,  the  livery  of  age 
W'onld  take  his  lodging  upon  this  head 
tijc  1 fnould  bring  it  to  a period, 
n brief  he  is  a man  (for  Heaven  forbid 
Vhat  1 Iboiild  ever  live  to  lay  he  was 
Of  fuch  a Ibape  as  would  maKc  one  beloved, 

That  never  had  good  thought  •, ) and  to  his  body 
He  hath  a mind  of  tlich  a tonflant  temper 
in  which  virtues  throng  to  have  a room : 

Vet  ’gaiiift  this  noble  Gentleman,  this  Montague^ 

For  in  that  name  I comprehend  all  goodnefs, 

W’rong,  and  the  wrefted  law,  falfe  witncfles. 

And  envy  lent  from  hell,  have  role  in  Armes, 

■\nd  though  not  pierc’d,  batter’d  his  honor’d  Ihield. 

What  fliall  I fay?  I hope  you  will  forgive  me. 

That  if  you  were  but  pleas’d  to  love, 

I know  no  Juno  worthy  fuch  a Jove. 

Enter  Chariot  with  a letter. 

Ljw,  ’Tis  well  yet  that  I have  the  fecond  place 
In  year  affedion:  From  whence? 

Chari.  From  the  Lord  Amiens.,  Madam. 

Lam.  ’Tis  Wellcome,  though  it  bear  his  iifual  language: 
I thought  fo  much,  his  love-luit  fpeaks  his  health. 

W hat’s  he  that  brought  it? 

Chari.  A Gentleman  of  good  rank,  it  feems. 

Lam.  WTere  is  he  > 

' Chari.  Receiving  entertainment  in  your  houfe 
Sorting  with  his  degree. 

Lam.  ’Tis  well. 

Chari.  He  waits  your  Ladyfhips  pleafure. 

Lam.  He  ihall  not  wait  Jong: 
i’ll  leave  you  for  a while-,  nay  ftay  you  boy. 

Attend  the  Lady.  Exeunt  Lam.  Chari. 

Vir.  Would  I might  live  once 
To  wait  on  my  poor  Mailer. 

L.  Orl.  That’S  a good  boy: 

This  thankfiilnefs  looks  lovely  on  thy  forehead. 

And  in  it,  as  a book,  me  thinks  I read 
Inftrudlions  for  my  felf,  that  am  his  debtor. 

And  wou’d  do  much  that  I might  be  lb  happy 
To  repair  that  which  to  our  grief  is  ruin’d. 

Vir.  It  were  a work  a King  might  glory  in, 

If  he  faw  with  my  eyes;  If  you  pleale  Madan\, 

For  fure  to  me  you  feem  unapt  to  walk. 

To  fit,  although  the  churlifh  Birds  deny 
1 o give  us  mufick  in  this  grove,  where  they 
Are  prodigall  to  others  : I’ll  llrain  my  voyce 
For  a fad  Song,  the  place  is  fafe  and  private. 

L.  Orl.  ’T  was  ray  defire-,  begin  good  Vir  amour. 

llufick.:,  a Song.,  at  the  end  of  it  enter  Montague y 
fainting.,  his  Sword  drawn. 

L.  Orl.  What’s  he 

Vir.  A goodly  perfonage. 

Mont.  Am  I yet  fafe?  or  is  my  flight  a dream*, 

My  wounds  and  hunger  tell  me  that  I wake: 

Whither  have  my  fears  l>orn  me  ? no  matter  where, 
W'ho  hath  no  place  to  goe  to,  cannot  err : 

W'hat  Ihall  I do/  cunning  calamity ! 

That  others  grofs  wits  ufes  to  refine. 

When  I moll  iKed  it  duls  the  edg  of  mine. 

L.  Orl.  Is  not  this  Montagues  \oyctf 

Vir.  My  Mailers  ? fie. 

Mont.  What  found  was  that,  ’pifh. 

Fear  makes  the  wretch  think  every  Icafoth’  Jury; 

Wh'.n  courle  to  live,  ’beg  ? better  men  have  done  it. 

But  in  another  kind ; Heal  / Alexander 
Though  flilM  a Conqueror,  was  a proud  thief. 

Though  he  rob’d  with  an  Army  lie  how  idle 
Thele  mednations  are  : though  thou  art  worfc 


Than  Ibrrows  tongue  can  fpeak  thee,  thou  art  Hill, 

Or  Ihouldll  be,  honell  Montague. 

L.  Orl.,  ’Tis  too  true. 

Vir.  ’Tis  he : what  villains  hands  did  this/  oh  that  my  flelh 
Were  Balm  j in  faith  Sir,  I would  pluck  it  off 
As  readily  as  this  i pray  you  accept 
My  will  to  do  you  fervice : I have  heard 
The  Moufe  once  fav’d  the  Lyon  in  his  need, 

As  the  poor  Scarab  fpild  the  Eagles  feed, 

L.  Orl.  How  do  you  ? 

Mont.  As  a forfaken  man. 

L.  Orl.  Do  not  fay  lb,  take  comfort. 

For  your  misfortunes  have  been  kind  in  this, 

To  call  you  on  a hofpitableh 
W'here  dwels  a Lady- 

Fir.  She  to  whom,  good  Mailer, 

You  prefer’d  me. 

L,  Orl.  In  whofe  houfe,  whatlbere 
Your  dangers  are.  I’ll  undertake  your  lafety, 

Mont.  I fear  that  I am  purfued,  and  doubt  that  I, 

In  my  defence  have  kild  an  Officer. 

Vir.  Is  that  all  / there’s  no  law  under  the  Sun 
But  will  I hope  confels,  one  drop  of  blood 
Shed  from  this  arme  is  recompence  enough 
Though  you  had  cut  the  throats  of  all  the  Catchpoles 
In  France^  nay  in  the  world. 

Mont.  1 would  be  loth 
To  be  a burthen,  or  feed  like  a drone 
On  the  indullrious  labor  of  a Bee, 

And  baler  far  I hold  it  to  owe  for 
The  bread  I eat,  what’s  not  in  me  to  pay 
Then  fince  my  full  fortunes  are  declin’d. 

To  their  low  ebb  I’ll  falhion  my  high  mind. 

It  was  no  fhame  to  Hecnbay  to  ferve 
When  Troy  was  fir’d : if’t  be  in  your  power 
To  be  a means  to  make  her  entertainment. 

And  far  from  that  I was  but  to  fupply 
My  want  with  habit  fit  for  him  that  ferves, 

I Ihall  owe  much  to  you. 

L.  Orl.  Leave  that  care  to  me. 

Vir.  Good  Sir,  lean  on  my  Ihoulder^  help  good  Ma- 
dam ; oh  that  I were  a horfe  for  half  an  hour,  that  I 
might  carry  you  home  on  my  back : I hope  you  will  love 
me  Hill? 

Mont.  Thou  doll  delerve  it  boy,  that  I lliould  live 
To  be  thus  troublelbme. 

L.  Orl.  Good  Sir,  ’tis  none. 

Vir.  Trouble  ? moll  willingly  I would  be  chang’d 
Like  Apuleiusy  weare  his  Afles  ears, 

Provided  I might  Itill  this  burthen  bear. 

L.  Orl.  ’Tis  a kind  boy. 

Mont.  I find  true  proof  of  it. 

Exeunt. 


Enter  AmienSy  and  LongeviUey  with  a Taper. 

Ami.  You’ll  carry  it. 

Long.  As  I live  although  my  packet  were  like  Bellero- 
phon^s , what  have  you  leen  in  me  or  my  behavior  fince 
your  favors  fo  plentifully  lliowr’d  upon  my  wants,  that  may 
beget  dillrull  of  my  preformance  ? 

Ami.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  if  I entertained  » ’ 

But  the  leall  Icruple  of  your  love,  or  courage, 

I would  make  choyce  of  one  which  my  ellate 
Should  do  me  riglit  in  this,  nor  can  you  blame  rae 
If  in  a matter  of  fuch  conlequence 
I am  fo  importunate. 

Long.  Gwd  my  I ord  let  me  prevent  your  farther  con- 
jurations 

To  rayfc  my  Ipirit,  I know  this  is  a challenge 
To  be  delivered  unto  Orleane  hand. 

And  that  niy  undertaking  ends  not  there. 

But 
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' But  I mull  be  your  fccond,  and  iu  that 

Not  alone  learch  your  enemy,  nieafure  weapons, 

But  flandinall  your  hazards,  as  our  blonds 
Ran  in  the  Iclf-lame  veins,  in  which  if  1 
Better  not  your  opinion,  as  a limb 
That’s  putrih’d  and  ufelds,  cut  me  ofT^ 

And  underneath  the  Gallows  bury  it. 

Ami.  A^ull  yon  underftand  me,  and  in  this 
Bind  me,c»W  what’s  mine  to  yon  and  yours, 

I will  not  fo  much  wrong  you  as  to  add 
One  fyllable  more,  let  it  fulhce  1 leave 
My  honor  to  your  guard ; and  in  that  prove. 

You  hold  the  firfl:  place  in  my  heart  and  love.  Ex.  Ami. 

Lonjr.  The  firlt  place  in  a Lords  afiedion  ? very  good  •, 
and  how  long  doth  that  lafl;  ? perhaps  the  changing  Oi 
(bme  three  Ihirts  in  the  Tennis-Court-,  well, it  were  very 
neceffary  that  an  order  were  taken  (.  ifitwere  polhble, ) 
that  younger  brothers  might  have  more  wit,  or  more  mo- 
ney: for  now,  however  the  fool  hath  long  been  put  upon 
him  that  inherits,  his  revenue  hath  boight  him  a fpimge, 
and  wip’t  off  the  imputation,  and  for  the  underlfanding  of 
the  younger,  let  him  get  as  much  Rhetorick  as  he  can,  to 
grace  his  language. 

Enter  Dubois. 

They  will  fee,  he  lliall  have  glofs  little  enough  to  fet 
out  his  Bark:,  hand  Dubois.,  look  about,  ’s  all  fafe  ? 

Dub.  Approach  not  near  me  but  with  reverence 
Lawrel  and  adorations,  I have  done  rhore  than  deferves,  a 
hundred  thanks. 

How  now,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Dub.  With  this  hand,  only  aided  by  this  brain, 
Without  an  Orpheus  Harp  redeem’d  from  Hells 
Three  headed  Porter,  our  Euridice. 

Long.  Nay,  prethee  fpeak  fence,  this  is  like  the  ftale 
bragart  in  a Play. 

Dub,  Then  in  plain  Profe  thus,  and  with  as  little  aftion 
as  thou  canh  defire,  the  three  headed  Porter  , were  three 
unexorable  Catch -pole'’,  out  of  whole  jaws  without  the  help 
of  Orpheus  Harp,  bait  or  bribe^  for  thole  two  ftrings  make 
the  Mufick,  that  raolifies  thofe  flinty  furies,  I refeued  our 
Euridice:,  I mean  my  old  Mailer  Montague. 

Long.  And  is  this  all?  a poorrelcue-,  I thought  thouhadR 
revers’d  the  judgement  for  his  overthrow  in  his  fute,  or 
wrought  upon  his  adverfary  Orleance.,  taken  the  lhapeof  a 
Gholl,  frighted  his  mind  into  diltradion,  and  for  the  ap- 
pealing of  his  conlcience,  forc’d  him  to  make  rellitution 
oiMontague'^s  Lands,orfuch  likerelcue^  S’light  I would  have 
hired  Acrocheture  for  two  Cjrdekjtes.,  to  have  done  fo  much 
with  his  whip. 

Dub.  You  wood  Sir  and  yet  ’tis  more  than  three  on  their 
foot-cloaths,  durll  do  for  a fw'orn  Brother,  in  a Coach, 

Long.  Befldes,  what  proof’s  of  it?  for  ought  1 know,this 
may  be  a trick,  I had  rather  have  him  a prifoner,  where  I 
might  vifit  him,  and  do  him  fervice,  than  not  at  all,  or  I 
know  not  where. 

Dub.  Well  Sir,  the  end  willlhew  it,  what’s  that,  a chal- 
lenge 

Long.  Yes,  where’s  Or/frfwcf  ? though  we  fight  in  jefl,  he 
muft  meet  with  Amiens  in  earneft,  - .fall  off,  we  are  dilco- 
vered-,  niY  ^orih  garfon-.,  I 

Dub.  Were  it  not  inahoufe,  and  in  his  prefence. 

To  whom  I owe  all  duty 

Long.  What  would  it  do  ? prate  as  it  does?  but  be  as  far 
from  Itriking,  as  he  that  owes  it  Orleance.  Dub.  How  ? 

Long.  I think  thou  art  his  Porter, 

Set  here  to  anfwer  creditors,  that  his  Lordfliip 
Is  not  within,  or  takes  the  diet : I am  fent, 

And  will  grow  here  until  I have  an  anfwer. 

Not  to  demand  a debt  of  money,  but 
To  call  him  to  a llricft  account  for  wrong 
Done  to  the  honors  of  a Gentleman, 

\Vhich  nothing  but  his  heart-bloud  fliall  wafh  ofll 

Dub.  Shall  1 hear  this  ? 

Long.  And  more,  that  if  1 may  not 


Have  accels  to  him,  1 will  li.v  this  here 
To  his  dilgrace  and  thine. 

Dub.  And  thy  life  with  it. 

Z.o/f^.Thcn  have  the  copies  of  it  palled  on  polls. 

Like  Pamj)hlct  Titles,  that  luc  to  be  Ibid  -, 

Have  his  dilgrace  talk  for  robacco-fliops, 

Ilis  picture  bullied. 

Thtb.  All  rerp''T:  away,  w.i’t  in  a Church — draiv  loth. 

Long.  'Thisisilie  l ook  I j;ray  with. 

} liter  Orleance. 

Orl.  Forbear  upon  your  lives. 

Long.  V hat  are  you  rou'/.’d I hope  your  Lordfliip  can 
read  (though  he  Itain  not  his  birth  with  Scholar-lhip)  doth 
it  not  plcaleyOiinow  ? if  you  area  right  Mounfteur.,  multer 
up  the  reft  ofyour  attendance,  which  is  a Page,  a Cook,  a 
Pander,  Coach-man,  and  a Footman,  in  thefe  days  a great 
Lords  train,  pretending  I am  unworthy  to  bring  you  a chal- 
lenge, inflead  of  anfwcring  it,  have  me  kick’d. 

Dub.  If  he  does,  thou  delcrv  It  it. 

Long.  I dare  you  all  to  touch  me,  I’ll  not  Hand  flill. 

What  anfwer  ? 

Orl.  That  thou  hall  done  to  Amiens 
Theofflccof  a faithful  friend,  which  I 
Would  cherifli  in  thee,  were  he  not  my  foe. 

How  ever  fince  on  honourable  terms 
He  calls  me  forth,  fay  I will  meet  with  him, 

And  by  Dubois  e’r  Sun-fetmake  him  know 

The  time  and  place,  my  fwords  length,  and  whatever 

Scruple  of  circumftancehe  can  expeft. 

Long.  This  anfwer  comes  unlookt  for,  fare  you  well. 
Finding  your  temper  thus,  wou’d  I had  laid  lels.  Exit. 

Orl.  Now  comes  thy  love  to  the  tell. 

Dub.  My  Lord,  ’twill  hold, 

And  in  all  dangers  prove  it  felf  true  Gold.  Exeunt. 

Laverdine,  La-poop,  Malicorn, 

Ser.  I will  acfjuaint  my  Lady  with  your  coming. 

Pleafe  yourepole  your  felves  here. 

Mai.  There’s  a Teller,  nay,  now  I am  a wooer,  I muR 
be  bountiful. 

Ser.  If  you  would  have  two  three-pcnces  for  it  Sir, 

To  give  Lome  ofyour  kindred  as  you  ride.  I’ll  fee  if  I can 
get  them-,  we  ufe  not  ( tho  fervants  ) to  take  bribes.  Lx.. 

Lav.  Then  thou  art-unfit  to  be  in  office,  either  in  Court  or 
City. 

La-p.  Indeed,  corruption  is  a Trec,whofe  branches  arc 
of  an  unmeafurable  length,  they  fpread  every  where,  and 
the  dew,  that  drops  from  thence,  hath  infeded  fome  chairs 
and  Rools  of  authority. 

Mai.  Ah  Captain  !lay  not  all  the  fault  upon  Officers, you 
know  you  can  lhark,  tho  you  be  out  of  aclion,  witnefs 
Montague. 

Lav.  Hang  him,  he’s  fafe  enough-,  you  had  a hand  in  it 
too,  and  have  gained  by  him  -,  but  I wonder  you  Citizens, 
that  keep  fo  many  books,  and  take  liich  llrift  accounts  for 
every  farthing  due  to  you  from  others,  referve  not  lb  much 
as  a memorandum  for  the  courtelics  you  receive. 

Mai.  Would  you  have  a Citizen  book  thofe  ? thankfulnefs 
is  a thing,  we  arc  not  fworn  to  in  our  Indentures : you  may 
as  well  urge  confcicnce. 

Lav.  Talk  no  more  of  liich  vanities,  is  irreco- 

verably funk,  I would  we  had  twenty  more  to  fend  after 
him  -,  the  Snake  that  would  be  a Dragon,  and  have  wings, 
mull  eat^  and  what  implies  that,but  this,  that  in  thhCan-- 
nibal  age,  he  that  would  have  the  fute  of  wealth,  mult  not 
care — whom  he  feeds  on?  and  as  1 have  heard,  no  flclh 
battens  better,  then  that  of  a profelt  friend-,  and  he  that 
would  mount  to  honor,  mult  not  make  dainty  to  ufe  the 
head  ofhis  mother,backofhis  Father,orneckof  his  Brother, 
for  ladders  to  his  preferment  for,but  obferve,  and  you  lhall 
find  for  the  molt  part,  cunning  villany  fitata  Fealt  as  prin- 
cipal gucll,  and  innocent  honelly  wait  as  a contemn’d  fer- 
vant  with  a trencher. 

La-p.  The  Ladies. 

11  u u Enter, 


The  Honefl  mans  Fortune, 


Intfr  iMontaguc  bare-htaded^  Laniira,  Lady 
Orleance,  Charlotte  jud  Voramour, 


yi  nt.  Do  yc  fmcll  nothing  ? 

Cbjr.  N'ot  I Sir. 

,U(?»f.'.Thc  carrion  of  knaves  isveryfirong  in  my  nollrils 
l.jv.  we  came  to  admire,  and  find  Fame  was  a niggard, 
\\  hivh  we  thought  prodigal  in  oiu'  report 
•efore  we  law  you. 

Ljm.  rufli  Sir,  this  Courtlliip’s  old. 

L.t-p.  ril  tight  for  thee,  tweet  wench. 

This  is  my  tongue,  and  w oes  for  me. 

L jm.  Good  man  of  War, 
lands  offi  if  you  take  me,  it  mull  be  by  fiegc, 

N ot  by  an  onfet  ^ and  for  your  valour,  1 
hink  that  I have  derfeved/cw  enemies, 

' nd  therefore  need  it  not. 

MjI.  Thou  need’fl:  nothing,  fwcet  Lady,  but  an  obfe- 
p’ious  husband , and  where  wilt  thou  find  him,  if  not  in 
.he  City?  We  are  true  Mufcovitej  to  our  W ives,and  are 
never  better  plealed,  than  when  they  ufe  us  as  uaves,  bri- 
dle and  Saddle  us-.  Have  me,  thou  flialt  command  all 
.iy  wealth  as  thine  owm,  thou  lhalt  fit  like  a Queen  in 
'ly  V\  are-houfe -,  And  my  FaTors  at  the  return  with  my 
Ibips,  fliall  pay  thee  tribute  of  all  the  rarities  of  the  earth, 
nou  ibalt  wear  gold,  feed  on  delicates,  the  firll  Peaicods, 
Strawberries,  Grapes,  Cherries  lliall — 

Lam.  Be  mine?  I apprehend  what  you  would  lay, 

T hofe  dainties  w hich  the  City  paysfodear  for. 

The  Co  jntrey  yields  for  nothing,  and  as  early 
-And,credit  me,  your  far-fet  viands  pleafe  not 
My  appetite  better  than  thofe  that  arc  near  hand. 

Then  for  your  promis’d  fervice  and  fub  jedion 
To  all  my  humors,  when  1 am  your  wife, 

W hich  is  as  it  feems,  is  frequent  in  the  City, 

1 cannot  find  what  pleafure  they  receive 
'nuling  their  fond  Husbands  like  their  Maids  •, 
iut  of  this,  more  hereafter  : 1 accept 
''our  proffer  kindly,  and  yours  ^ my  houfe  Hands  open 
To  entertain  you,  take  your  pleafure  in  it,:^:; 

.And  eafe  after  your  journey.  v > 

La.  Or/  Do  you  note  the  boldnefs  of  the  fellows  ? 

Lam.  A las  Madam, a V'irgin  mull  in  this  be  like  a Lawyer, 
.And  as  he  rakes  a!’  Fees,  fhemult  hear  allfuitors  y the 
Ore  for  gain,  the  other  for  her  mirth  y Hay  with  the 
Gentlemen,  w’e’llto  the  Orchards. 

Lxeuat  Lamira,  Orleance,  Vera,  and  Chari. 

La-p. \\  hat  art  thou  ? 

Mont.  An  honeHman,  though  poor  y 
'nJ  look  they  like  to  monHers,  arc  they  lb  rare  ? 

Lav.  Rofe  from  the  dead. 

Mai.  Do  you  hear  Monfieur  Serviture.^  didH  thou  never 
hear  of  one  Montague^  a prodigal  gull,  that  lives  about 
Parts  ? 

Mont.  So  Sir. 

Lji-.One  that  after  the  lofs  of  his  main  eHate  ina  Law- 
fiite,  bought  an  Office  in  the  Court. 

La  p.  And  Ihonld  have  Letters  of  Mart.,  to  have  the 
Spanijh  treafure  as  it  came  f rom  the  Indies  y were  not  thou 
and  he  twins?  put  off  thy  Hat,  let  me  fee  thy  Fore-head. 

Mint.  Though  you  take  priviledge  to  ulc  your  tongue, 

1 pray  you  hold  your  fingers, 

’1  w as  your  bafe  cozenages  made  me  as  1 am: 

Anel  were  you  Ibmew'here  elfe,  1 would  take  off 
This  proud  film  from  your  eyes,  that  will  not  let  you. 
Know  1 am  Montague. 

Enter  Lamira  behind  the  Arras. 

I am.  I will  obferve  this  better. 

Liv.  And  art  thou  he  ? 1 will  do  thee  grace  y give  me 
th-)  F.ar.d  : I am  glad  thou  haH  taken  fo  good  a courfe  y 
fers  e Gc/1,  and  pleafe  thy  Miltrifs  y if  I prove  to  be  thy 
Maitcr,  as  1 am  very  likely,  I will  do  for  thee. 


hlal.  Faith  the  fel'ow ’s  well  made  for  a Serving-man,  ana 
wnll  no  doubt,  carry  a chine  of  beef  with  a good  grace. 

La-p.  Prethee  be  careful  of  me  in  my  chamber,  1 will  re- 
member thee  at  my  departure. 

Mont.  All  this  lean  endure  under  this  roof, 

And  lb  much  owe  I her,  whofenow  1 am. 

That  no  w'rong  fhall  incenle  me  to  moleH, 

Her  quiet  houfe,  while  you  continue  here,  ^ 

1 will  not  be  alhamed  to  do  you  fervice  ^ j 

More  than  to  her,  becau'e  fuchisher  pleafure. 

But  you  that  have  broke  thrice,  and  fourteen  times 
V -ompounded  for  two  fliillings  in  the  pound. 

Know  1 dare  kick  you  inyourlhop  y do  you  hear? 

If  ever  i lee  Parir,  though  an  Army 

Of  muHy  Murrions,  ruft^y  brown  Bills  and  Clubs, 

Stand  for  your  guard  — 1 have  heard  of  your  tric.ts, 

And  you  that  fmeli  of  Amber  at  my  charge,  •> 

And  triumph  in  your  cheat  y well,  1 may  live 
To  meet  thee,  be  it  among  a troop  of  fuch 
That  are  upon  the  fair  face  of  the  Court 
Like  running  Ulcers,  and  before  thy  whore 
Trampel  upon  thee. 

La-p.  This  a language  for  a Livery?  take  heed,  1 am  a 
Captain. 

Mont.  A Coxcomb  are  you  not  ? that  thou  and  I, 

To  give  proof,  which  of  us  dares moH,  were  now 
In  midHof  a rough  Sea,  upon  a piece 
Of  a fplit  Ship,  where  only  one  might  ride, 

Lamira/row  the  Arras. 

I would  — butfoolilh  anger  makes  me  talk 
Like  a Player. 

Law.lndeed  you  a<H  a part 
Doth  ill  become  you  my  fervant  y is  this  your  duty  ? 

Mont.  I crave  your  pardon,  and  will  hereafter  be  more 
circumfpeft. 

Lav.  Oh  the  power  of  a Womans  tongue:  it  hath  done 
more  than  we  three  with  our  fwords  durH  undertake  y put 
a mad  man  to  filence. 

Lam.  Why  firrah,  thefe  are  none  of  your  comrades 
To  drink  with  in  the  Cellar  y one  of  them 
For  ought  you  know,  may  live  to  be  your  Mafter. 

La-p.  There’s  fome  comfort  yet. 

Lam.  Here’s  choice  of  three,  a wealthy  Merchant. 

Mai.  Hem,  file’s  taken,  file  hath  fpy’dmygood  Calf, 
And  many  Ladies  chufe  their  Husbands  by  that. 

Lam.  A Courtier  that’s  in  grace,  a valiant  Captain, 

And  are  thefe  mates  for  you,  away,  begone. 

Adont.  1 humbly  pray  you  will  be  pleafed  to  pardon. 

And  to  give  fatisfadion  to  you  Madam, 

( Although  I break  my  heart ) I will  confefs 
That  I have  wrong’d  them  too,  and  make  fiibrniffion. 

Lam.  Nol’ll  fparc  thaty  go  bid  the  Cook  hafte  fupper. 

Exit  Mont. 

La-p.  Oh  brave  Lady,  thou  art  worthy  to  have  fervants, 
to  be  commandrefs  of  a Family,  that  knoweH  how  to  ule 
and  govern  it. 

Lav.  You  fhall  have  many  MiHrefles  thatwill  fbmifiake, 
as  to  take  their  Horfe-keepers,  and  Footmen  inftead  of  their 
Husbands,  thou  art  none  of  thofe, 

Mai.  But  file  that  can  make  diHindion  of  men,  and 
knows  when  flic  hath  gallants,  and  fellows  of  rank  and  . 
quality  in  her  houfe 

Lam.  Gallants  indeed,  if  it  be  the  Gallants  fafhion 
To  triumph  in  the  miferiesofa  man. 

Of  which  they  are  the  caufe : one  that  tranfeends 
(In  fpight  of  all  that  fortune  hath,  or  can  be  done  ) 

A million  of  fuch  things  as  you,  my  doors 
Stand  open  to  receive  all  fuch  as  wear 
The  fiiapc  of  Gentlemen,  and  my  gentler  nature 
(1  might  fay  weaker)  weighs  not  the  expence 
Of  entertainment  y think  you  I’ll  forget  yet 
What’s  due  unto  my  lelf  ? do  not  I know. 

That  you  have  dealt  with  Mont  ague  ^ but  like 

Needy  Commanders,  cheating  Citizens, 

And 


The  Honcjl  Mans  tortune^ 


s ? ^ 


And  perjur’d  Courtiers?  I am  much  mov’d,  clfc  ufe  not 
To  fay  lb  much,  if  you  will  bear  your  felves 
As  fits  fuch,  you  would  make  me  think  you  are, 

You  may  ftay  s if  not,  the  way  lies  before  you.  Exit. 

Mai.  What  think  you  of  this  Captain? 

La-p.  That  this  is  a bawdy-houle,  with  Pinacles  and 
Turrets,  in  which  this  dilguiicd  Montague  goes  to  Rut  (rr./ 
#//,  and  that  this  is  a landed  pandrefs,  and  makes  her  houle  a 
brothel  for  charity. 

A4al.  Come, that’s  no  miracle-,  but  from  v^hcnce derive 
you  the  luppolition  ? 

Lav.  Obferve  but  the  circumftance  you  all  know  that 
in  the  height  of  Mountagues  prolperity,  he  did  affed, 
and  had  his  love  return’d  by  this  Lady  Orleans  ^ fince  her 
divorcement,  and  his  decay  of  eftate,  it  is  known  they  have 
met,  not  fo  much  as  his  boy  but  is  wanting  -,  and  that  this 
can  be  any  thing  clfe  than  a meer  plot  for  their  night-work, 
is  above  my  imagination  to  conceive. 

Mai.  Nay,  it  carries  probability,  let  us  obferve  it  better, 
but  yet  with  fuch  caution,  as  our  prying  be  not  difeovered  : 
here’s  all  things  to  be  had  without  coft,  and  therefore  good 
ftaying  here. 

La-p.  Nay,  that’s  tnie,  I would  we  might  wooe  her  twen- 
ty years,  like  Penelopes  futors  come  Laverdine. 

Exeunt  Malli.  La  Poop. 
Lav.  I follow  inftantly,  yonder  he  is. 

Eater  Viramor. 

The  thought  of  this  boy  bath  much  cool’d  my  affedion  to 
his  Lady,  and  by  all  conjedures,  this  is  a dilguifed  whorcj 

I will  try  if  I can  fearch  this  Mine,  Page 

Per.  Your  pleafure^  Sir  ? 

Lav.  Thou  art  a pretty  boy. 

Ver.  And  you  a brave  man : now  I am  out  of  your  debt. 
Lav.  Nay,  prethee  ftay^ 

Ver.  I am  in  hafl:e,Sir. 

Lav.  By  the  faith  of  a Courtier. 

Ver.  Take  heed  what  you  lay,  you  have  taken  a flrange 
oath. 

Lav.  1 have  not  feen  a youth  that  hath  pleafed  me  bet- 
ter^ 1 would  thou  couldfl:  lie  me,  fo  far  as  to  leave  thy  La- 
dy and  wait  on  me,  I would  maintain  thee  in  the  bravefl: 
cloaths. 

Ver.  Though  you  took  them  up  on  trull,  or  bought  ’em 
at  the  Brokers. 

Lav.  Or  any  way : then  thy  imployments  Ihould  be  fo 
neat  and  cleanly,  thou  Ihouldll  not  touch  a pair  of  pan 

tables  in  a month,  and  thy  lodging 

Ver.  Should  be  in  a brothel. 

Lav.  No,  but  in  mine  arms. 

Ver.  That  may  be  the  circle  of  a Bawdy-houfe,  or 
worfe. 

Lav.  I mean  thou  Ihould’ll  lye  with  me. 

Ver.  Lie  with  you  ? I had  rather  lye  with  my  Ladies 
Monkey^  ’twas  never  a good  world,  fince  our  French 
Lords  learned  of  the  Neapolitans.,  to  make  their  Pages  their 
Bed-fellovvs,  doth  more  hurt  to  the  Suburb  Ladies,  than 
twenty  dead  vacations  *,  ’Tis  fuppertirae.  Sir. 

Exit  Veram. 

Lav.  I thought  lb,  1 know  by  that  ’tis  a woman,  for  be- 
caufe,  peradventure  file  hath  made  trial  of  the  Monkey,  Ihe 
prefers  him  before  me,  as  one  unknown  -,  well,  thefe  are 
Handing  creatures,  and  have  llrange  defires  j and  men  mull 
ufe  llrange  means  to  quenceh  llrange  fires. 

Exit. 


JUui  Ouartus. 

Scxna  Vrinia. 

Enter  Montague  alone  in  mean  habit. 

A/y;jf.lV  TOw  M '»//./^«<’,wlKulifccrns  thy  fpirit  now? 

1 > I'hy  l.Tccciing,  or  thy  bluud  lure’s  a poor 
clei.d 

Eclipfcth  all  tliy  Iplcndor  ^ who  can  read 
nthy  pale  face,  dead  ye,  or  lenten fhute., 

The  liberty  thy  ever  giving  hand 
lath  bought  lor  others,  manacling  it  Icif 
n gyves  of  parchment  indiilolu’olc  f 
The  greatell  hearted  man  lupplycd  with  means. 

Nobility  of  birth  and  gentlell  j)aits, 
thought  the  right  hand  cl  his  Sovereign, 
f virtue  quit  her  feat  in  his  high  foul. 

Glitters  but  like  a Palace  let  on  fire, 

Whole  glory  whilit  it  Ihincs,  but  ruins  him, 

And  his  bright  fliow  each  hour  to  albes  tending 
Shall  at  the  lall  be  rak’d  up  like  a Iparkle, 

Llnlcfs  mens  lives  and  fortunes  feed  the  fiamc. 

Not  for  my  own  wants,  though  blame  1 my  Stars, 

But  fulfering  other  s to  call  love  on  me. 

When  lean  neither  take,  nor  thankful  be. 

My  Ladies  woman,  lair  and  virtuous 

Young  as  the  prefent  month,  follicites  me 

For  love  and  marriage  now  being  nothing  worth  — 

Eater  Vcramour. 

✓ 

Ver.  Oh  ! Mailer,  1 have  fought  yon  a long  hour, 

G(X)d  faith,  1 never  joy’d  out  of  your  fights 
For  Heavens  fake.  Sir,  be  merry)  or  elfe  bear 
The  buffets  of  your  fortunes  vy^th  more  fcorn  j 
Do  but  begin  to  rail,  teach  me  the  way. 

And  I’ll  fit  down,  and  help  your  anger  forth : 

1 have  known  yt)u  wear  a fuit^  full  worth  a Lordfliip, 

Give  to  a man  whofe  need  ne’er  frighted  you 
From  calling  of  him  friend,  five  hundred  Crowns 
E’erfleep  had  left  your  fences  to  confider 
Your  own  important  prefent  ufes^  yet 
Since  I have  feen  you  with  a tencher  wait. 

Void  of  all  fcorn,  therefore  I’ll  wait  on  you. 

Mont.  Would  Heaven  thou  vvert  lefs  honell. 

Ver.  Would  to  Heaven  you  were  lefs  worthy:  I amev’n 
w’e  Sir. 

Mon.  Is  not  thy  Mailer  llrangely  fall’n,  when  thou 
Servelt  for  no -wages,  but  for  charity? 

Thou  doll  furcharge  me  with  thy  plenteous  love  : 

The  goodnels  of  thy  virtue  lliown  to  me. 

More  opens  Hill  ray  difability 

To  quit  thy  pains:  credit  me  loving  boy, 

A free  and  honell  nature  may  be  oppreft. 

Tir’d  with  courtefies  from  a liberal  fpirit. 

When  they  exceed  his  means  of  gratitude. 

Ver.  But  ’tis  a due  in  him  that  to  that  end 
Extends  his  love  or  duty, 

Mont.  Little  world 

Of  virtue,  why  doll  love  aixi  follow  me  ? 

Ver,  I will  follow  you  through  all  Countreys, 

I’ll  run  ('fall  as  1 can  ) by  your  horfe  fide, 

I’ll  hold  your  llirrop  when  you  do  alight. 

And  without  grudging,  wait  till  you  return  : 

I’ll  quit  offer’d  means,  and  expofe  my  felf 
To  cold  and  hunger.  Hill  to  be  with  you  ^ 

Fearlefs  I’ll  travel  through  a wildernels. 

And  when  you  are  weary,  I will  lay  me  down 
That  in  mybofom  you  may  reft  your  head. 

Where  whilft  you  deep.  I’ll  watch,  that  no  wnld  beall 
Shall  hurt  or  trouble  you:  and  thus  we’ll  breed  a ftory 

U u u 2 To 
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The  Honejl Mans  Fortune. 


I I'c  ir.-'-:e  cv.r\  hearer  weep,  , 

? \\  'viuhcv  il  Konrl'c  oi'r  forriincs  and  our  loves, 

M :t.  - /’h  uiiar  a feoff' might  men  of  women  make, 

[.  thv\  did  krow  this  boy/’  bur  my  defire 
■>,  ih'r  thou  wouUlcId  not  ( as  thou  ufeft  IHll ; 

W’vn  li\o  a Icrvaut,  I’inoug  I'crvants  lit ) 

W ait  on  mv  rienchcr,  lill  my  cups  with  Wine; 

\\  . ^ho.dd'lt  thou  do  tliisboy.'?  prethee  confidcr, 

1 am  nor  \\  hat  1 wa-:. 

T:  -.  ' "■  !l  be  the  day  when  1 forgot  Montague  was 
i-w  lord,  01  not  remember  him  my  Mailer  Itill. 

M !t.  Kather  cm  fc  me, with  whom  thy  youth  hath  fpent, 
<^o  n'--inv  hours,  and  yet  untaught  to  live 
I'y  anv  worldly  quality. 

f tr.  Iiulecd  you  never  taught  me  how  to  handle  Cards 
Toi.lu.at  and  cozen  men  with  oaths  and  lies-: 

“’'hole  are  the  worldly  qualities  to  live  : 

'^ome  of  our  fcarlet  Gallants  teach  their  boys 
'I'heie  worldly  qualities. 

Since  Humbling  fortune  then  leaves  virtue  thus 
Let  me  leave  fortune,  c’r  be  vicious. 

M .» t.  oh  lad,  thy  love  wall  kill  me. 

}'er.  In  truth,  1 think  in  confcicnce  1 fhalldye  for  you; 

T' oed  Maftcr  weep  not,  do  you  want  aught.  Sir  .<* 

W .il  oj  have  any  money,  here’s  fbme  Silver  *, 

,*."u  here’s  a little  Gold,  ’twill  ferve  to  play, 
Andputmorctroublefome  thoughts  out  of  your  mind  : 

I I'ray  sir  take  it.  I’ll  get  more  w’ith  finging. 

And  then  ril  bring  it  you,  my  Ladyga’tme,  , 

^nd — it  was  not  covetoulhefs, 

• * r \ forgot  to  tel)  you  fooner  on’t, 

.Alas  boy,  thou  art  not  bound  to  tell  it  me, 

-\nd  kfsto  give  it,  buy  thee  Scarfs  and  Garters, 

And  when  I have  money,  I v;ill  give  thee  afword: 

N ature  made  thee  a beauteous  Cabinet 
To  lock  up  all  all  the  goodnefs  of  the  earth. 

Enter  Charlote, 

I'cr.  I have  loH  my  voice  with  the  very  fight  of  this  Gen- 
tlcwoman?  good  Sir  Heal  away,  you  were  w'ont  to  be  a 
curious  avoider  of  w'omens  company. 

Mini.  Why  boy,  thou  dar’fttruft  me  any  where,  dar’lt 
thou  not  ? 

Ver.  I had  rather  truH  you  by  a roaring  Lion,  than  a 
ravening  woman. 

! Mont.  Why  boy? 

V'er.  Why  truly  file  devours  more  mans  flefli 

Mint.  I,  but  Ihe  roars  not  boy. 

Ver.  No  Sir,  why  file  is  never  filent  but  when  her  mouth 
is  mil. 

Chari.  Mor\^\Q.m  Montague. 

Mont.  My  f.vcet  fellow,  fince  you  plealc  to  call  me  lb, 

Ver.  Ah  my  confcicnce,  Hie  wou’d  be  pleas’d  well  e- 
.nodgh  to  call  you  bed-fellow  : oh  Maftcr,  do  not  hold  her 
by  the  hand  fo  ; a woman  is  a Lime-bufh,  that  catcheth  all 
flic  toucheth. 

Chari.  I do  moft  dangcroufly  fufpeft  this  boy  to  be  a 
wench  ^ art  thou  not  one  ? come  hither, let  me  feel  thee. 

Ver.  With  all  my  heart. 

Chari.  Why  doft  thou  pull  off  thy  Glove  ? 

Ver.  U’hy,  to  feci  whether  you  be  a boy,  or  no. 

Chari.  Fie  boy,  go  too.  I’ll  not  look  your  head,  nor 
1 comb  your  locks  anymore,  if  youtalk  thus. 

I Ver.  Whv,  I’ll  ling  to  you  no  more  then. 

I Chari.  Ficupon’t,  how  fad  you  are?  a young  Gentleman 
• tf.at  V ai  ’he  very  Sun  of  France. 

I Mmt.  But  1 am  in  the  cclipfe  now. 

ChJ.  Suffer  himfclf  to  be  over-run  with  a Lethargy  of 
■ r .clancholy  and  difeontent ! rouzc  up  thy  fpirit,  man,  and 
) f/.a  e it  off  : 

i A NobleSoulis  likea  ShipatSca, 

I T -;  nitcps  at  Anchor  v^hen  the  Ocean’s  calm  j 
liJi  wueaflsc  rages,  and  the  wind  blows  high, 


He  cuts  his  way  with  skill  and  Majefty. 

1 would  turn  a Fool,  or  Poet,  or  any  thing,  or  marry,  to 
make  you  merry  ^ prethee  let’s  walk  ; good  Ver  amour,  leave 
thy  Mailer  and  me,  1 have  carneft  bufinels  with  him. 

Ver.  Pray  do  you  leave  my  MaHer,  and  me ; we  were 
very  merry  before  you  came,  he  does  not  covet  womens 
company. 

W'hat  have  you  to  do  with  him  ? come  Sir  will  you  go  ? 
And  I’ll  fing  to  you  again : 

i’faith  his  mind  is  ftrongcr  than  to  credit  Womens  vows, 
and  too  pure  to  be  capable  of  their  loves. 

Chari.  The  boy  is  jealons,  fweet  lad  leave  us  : my  Lady 
call’d  for  you  I fwear : that’s  a good  child,  there’s  a piece 
of  Gold  for  thee,  go  buy  a Feather. 

Ver.  There’s  two  pieces  for  you,  do  you  go  and  buy  one, 
or  what  you  will,  or  nothing,  fo  you  go.  Nay  then  I fee 
yon  would  have  me  go.  Sir  *,  why,  i’faith  I will,  now  Iper- 1 
ceive  you  love  her  better  than  you  do  me  •,  but  Heaven  blefs ' 
you  whatever  you  do,  or  intend,  I know  you  are  a very  ho- 
neft  man.  Exit. 

Cbarl.  Still  will  I wooe  thee,  whilft  thy  cars  reply 
I cannot,  or  I will  not  marry  thee? 

Why  haft  thou  drawn  the  bloud  out  of  my  cheeks, 

And  given  a quicker  motion  to  my  heart? 

Oh  thou  haftbredaFeaver  in  my  veins 
Call’d  love,  which  no  Phyfitian  can  cure  ^ 

Have  mercy  on  a Maid,  whole  Ample  youth 

Mont.  How  your  example,  faireft,  teachethme 
A ceremonious  Idolatry ! Kneels. 

By  all  the  joy  of  love,  I love  thee  better. 

Than  I or  any  man  can  tell  another  •, 

And  will  exprefs  the  mercy  which  thoucrav’ft, 

I will  forbear  to  marry  thee;  confider 

Thou  art  Natures  heir  in  feature,  and  thy  parents, 

In  fair  Inheritances  •,  rife  with  thefe  thoughts. 

And  look  on  me  but  with  a womans  eye, 

A decaid  fellow,  void  of  means  and  fpirit. 

Chari.  Of  fpirit  ? 

Mont.  Yes,  could  I tamely  live. 

Forget  my  Fathers  bloud,  wait,  and  make  legs, 

Stain  my  bell  breeches,  with  the  fervile  drops 
That  fall  from  others  draughts. 

Chari.  This  vizard  wherewith  thou  vvouldft  hide  thy 
Is  perfpedive,  to  fhew  it  plainlier. 

This  undervalue  of  thy  life,  is  but 

Becaufe  I Ihould  not  buy  thee,  what  more  Ipeaks 

Greatnefsof  man,  than  valiant  patience. 

That  fhrinksnot  under  his  fates  ftrongeft  ftrokes? 

Thefe  Roman  deaths,  as  falling  on  a fword. 

Opening  of  veins,  with  poifon  quenching  thirft, 

(Which  we  erroneoufly  doftile  the  deeds 
Of  theheroick  and  magnanimous  man) 

Was  dead-ey’d  cowardize,  and  white-cheek’d  fear, 

Who  doubting  tyranny,  and  fainting  und«r 
Fortunes  falfe  Lottery,  defperately  run 
To  death,  for  dread  of  death  j that  foul’s  moft  ftout. 

That  bearing  all  milchance,  dares  laft  it  out  i 
Will  you  perform  your  word,  and  marry  me. 

When  I lhall  call  you  to’t  ? 

Enter  Longueville  a riding-rod . 

Mont.  I’faith  I will. 

Chari.  Who’s  this  alights  here  ?, 

Long.  With  leave,  fair  creature,  are  you  the  Lady  Miftrifs 
of  the  houfe? 

Chari.  Herfervant,  Sir. 

Long.  I pray  then  favour  me,  to  inform  your  Lady,  and 
Duke  Orleans  wile, 

A bufinefs  of  import  awaits  ’em  here. 

And  craves  for  fpeedy  anfwcr. 

Chari.  Arc  you  in  poll,  Sir  ? 

Long.  No,  I am  in  Satin-, Lady  j I would  you  would  be  in 
poll. 

Chari. 
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Chari.  I will  return.  Sweet.  Exit. 

Long.  Honed  friend,  do  you  belong  to  tlie  houfe  } 

I [pray  DC  covered. 

Mo  fit.  Yes  Sir,  I do. 

Long.  Ha,  drcam’fl;  thou Longavillel  furc  ’tis  not  he:  Sir 
I flioiiid  know  you. 

Mont.  So  diould  I you,  but  that  1 am  afliamM. 

But  though  thou  know’ft  me,  prctliec  Longaville., 

Mock  not  my  poverty,  pray  remember  your  fclf- 
Shows  it  not  ftrangely  for  thy  cloaths  to  Itand 
Without  a Hat  to  mine?  mock  me  no  more. 

Long.  The -embroider  me  all  over.  Sir, 

If  ever  1 began  to  mock  you  yet. 

The— on  me,  why  Ihould  1 wear  Velvet  i 

And  Silver  Lace  ? — I will  tear  it  oft] 

Mont.  Why  Mad- man  ? 

Long.  Put  on  my  Hat  ? yes,  when  I am  hang’d  I will : 

• — I could  break  my  head. 

For  holding  eyes  that  knew  not  you  at  firfl: : 

But  time  and  fortune  run  your  courfes  with  him, 

He’ll  laugh  and  dorm  you,  when  you  fhew  mod  hate. 

Enter  Lamira,  Orlean’s  Laverdine,  La  Poop, 
Malycorn,  Veramour,  Chariot. 

Lam.  You’re  a fair  Mounfieur. 

Long.  Do  you  mock  me,  Lady  } 

Lam.  Your  bulinefs,  Sir,  I mean. 

Lady.  Regard  your  felf  good  Mounfieur  LongueviVe. 

Lam.  You  are  too  negligent  of  your  felf  and  place. 
Cover  your  head  fweet  Mounfieur. 

Long.  Midake  me  not  fair  Ladies, 

’Tis  not  to  you,  nor  you,  that  I dand  bare. 

Lav.  Nay  fweet  dear  Mounfieur,  let  it  not  be  to  us  then. 

L<a  A compliment. 

Mai.  And— of  manners. 

Pray  hide  your  head,  your  gallants  ule  to  do’t. 

Long.  And  you  your  foreheads,  why  you  needful  accef- 
fary  ralcals. 

That  cannot  live  without  your  mutual  knaveries. 

More  than  a Bawd,  aPandor,  or  a Whore 
From  one  another  •,  how  dare  you  fufpeft 
That  I dand  bare  to  you  ? what  make  you  here  ? 

Shift  your  houfe.  Lady  of  ’em,  for  I know  ’em. 

They  come  to  deal  Napkins,  and  your  Spoons^ 

Look  to  your  Silver-bodkin,  (Gentlewoman) 

’Tis  a dead  Vtenfil^  and  Page  ’ware  your  pockets  j 
My  reverence  is  unto  this  man,  my  Mader, 

Whom  you,  with  protedations,  and  oaths 
As  high  as  Heaven,  as  deep  as  Hell,  which  would 
Deceive  the  wifed  man  of  honed  nature. 

Have  cozen’d  and  abus’d  ^ but  I may  meet  you, 

And  beat  you  one  with  th’  other. 

Mont.  Peace,  no  more. 

Long.  Not  a word.  Sir. 

Lav.  I am  fomething  thick  of  hearing^  what  Paid  he  ? 
La  poop.  1 hear  him,  W regard  him  not. 

Mai.  Nor  I,  I am  never  angry  fading. 

Long.  My  love  keeps  back  my  duty,  nobled  Lady ; 

If  Husband  or  brother  merit  love  from  you, 

Prevent  their  dangers,  this  hour  brings  to  trial 
Their  hereto  fleeping  hates  ^ by  this  time  each 
Within  a yard  is  of  the  others  heart. 

And  met  to  prove  their  caufes  and  their  fpirits 
With  their  impartial  fwords  points  •,  hade  and  fave. 

Or  never  meet  rhem  m.ore,  but  at  the  grave. 

Lady.  Oh  my  didraded  heart,  that  my  wrackt  honor 
Should  fora  Brothers,  or  a Husbands  life,  through  thy  un- 
doing,die. 

La7}2.  Amiens  engag’d  •,  if  he  milcarry  all  my  hopes  and 
I now  confefs  it  loudly,  are  undone  : (joys, 

Caroch,  and  hade,  one  minute  may  betray 
A life  more  worth  than  all  time  can  repay. 

Exeunt  Ladies  and  Mont. 
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A/j/.  Hump:  Monlieur  LivfrcZ/W  purines  this  boy  e\- 
trcamly.  Captain,  what  will  you  do? 

La  p.  Any  thing  but  follow  to  this  I.and-fervifc  j 1 am 
a Sea-Captain  you  know,  and  to  oiler  to  part  ’em,  with- 
out we  could  do’t  like  \Vatermcn  w'ith  long  Haves,  a quar- 
ter of  a mile  off,  might  be  dangerous. 

Mai.  Why  then  let’s  retire  and  j)iay  for  'em,  I am  re- 
Iblv’d  to  dop  your  intent  j abus’d  more  than  wehaveuecn 
wc  cannot  be,  without  they  fall  to  fiat  beating  on’s. 

Ex'ttm  Maly,  La- poop. 

Lav.  And  that  were  iinkindlydone  i’faiili. 

Ver.  But  you  arc  the  troulcibmed  A Is  that  e’er  J met 
with^  retire,  you  fmcll  like  a womans  chamber,  that’s  new. 
ly  up, before  die  have  pinflit  her  vapours  in  with  her  cloaths. 

Lav.  I will  haunt  thee  like  thy  Grandames  Ghod,  thou 
flialt  never  red  for  me. 

Ver.  Well,  I perceive  ’tis  vain  to  conceal  a fecret  from 
you;  believe  it  Sir,  indeed  I am  a woman. 

Lav.  Why  la  j I knew’t , this  Prophetical  tongue  of 
mine  never  fail'd  mc^  my  mother  was  half  a witch,  ne- 
ver any  thing  that  fhe  fbrcipakc,  but  came  to  pafs  : a wo- 
man.'? how  happy  am  1 ? now  we  may  lawfully  conic  toge- 
ther without  fear  of  hanging  ^ fweet  wench,  be  gracious,  in 
honourable  fort  I woe,  no  otherwilc. 

Ver.  Faith,  the  truth  is,  1 have  loved  you  long. 

Lav.  See,  fee, 

Ver.  But  durd  not  open  it. 

Lav. I think  fo. 

Ver.  But  briefly,  when  you  bring  it  to  the  ted,  if  there 
be  not  one  Gentleman  in  this  houfe,  will  challenge  more 
intered  in  me,  than  you  can,  1 am  at  your  dilpofure. 

Exit. 

Lav.  Oh  Fortunatus^  1 envy  thee  not 
For  Cap,  or  pouch,  this  day  I’ll  prove  my  Fortune, 

In  which  your  Lady  doth  eleid  her  Husband, 

Who  will  he  Amiens.^  ’twill  fave  my  wedding  dinner,  • 
Povera.,  La  Poop^  and  Malicorn\  if  all  fail, 

I will  turn  Citizen,  a beauteous  wife 

Is  the  Horn-book  to  the  riched  Tradefmans  life; 

Exeunt. 

Enter  Duboys,  Orleans,  Longueville,  Amiens, 

LacqueSy  a Page  with  two  Pijiols. 

Vuh.  Here’s  a good  even  piece  of  ground  my  Lords : 
Will  you  fix  here  ? 

Orl.  Yes, ally  where-,  Lacquey, take offmy  fpurs  • 

Upon  a bridge,  a rail, but  my  fwords  breadth  upon  a battle- 
rll  fight  this  quarrel.  ment. 

Vuh.  O’  the  Ropes,  my  Lord. 

Orl.  Upon  a Line. 

Dub.  So  all  our  Countrey  Duels  are  carried,  like  a fire- 
work on  a thred. 

Orl.  Go  now,  day  with  the  horfes,  and,  do  you  liear? 
Upon  your  lives,  till  fbme  of  us  come  to  you. 

Dare  not  to  look  this  way. 

Duk  Except  you  fee  drangers  or  others  that  by  chance 
or  purpofe  are  like  to  interrupt  us. 

Orl.  Then  give  warning. 

Long.  Who  takes  a fword  ? the  advantage  is  lb  fmall 
As  he  that  doubts,  hath  the  free  leave  to  choole.  * 

Orl.  Come,  give  me  any,  and  fearch  me  ’tis  not 
The  ground,  weapon,  or  fcconds  that  can  make 
Odds  in  thofe  fatal  trials ; bur  the  caufe. 

a^mi.  Mod  true,  and,  but  it  is  no  time  to  wiOi 
When  men  are  come  to  do,  I would  defire 
The  caufe ’twixt  us  were  other  than  it  is^ 

But  where  the  right  is,  there  prevail  our  Swords. 

And  if  my  Sider  have  out-liv’d  her  honor, 

I do  not  pray  1 may  out-live  her  dame. 

Orl.  Your  Sider  Amiens is  a whore,  at  once. 

Ami.  You  oft  have  fpoke  that  fence  to  me  before. 

But  never  in  ths  language  Otleame-.^ 

And  when  you  fpoke  it  fair,  and  fiird,  I told  you 


That 
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I'l’.nr  it  was  polliblc  you  miglit  be  abus’d  : 

bi  t uo\  , liiKc  you  forget  your  manners,  you  fliall  find, 

Ii  I tiv.Ligrefs  my  cullom,  you  do  lye, 

\rdarca  viihin,  wbalil  had  rather  yet 

>iy  I'wordhad  prov’d,  than  I been  forc’d  to  fpcak: 

Nay,  give  us  leave,  and  lince  you  ftand  fo  haughtily 
And  highly  on  \our  caufe,  let  you  and  I, 

W itheut  engaging thefe  two  Gentlemen,  iTngly  determine 
L 'li:,.  Mv  Lord,  vou’ll  pardon  us.  (it. 

rnb.  1 trull:  your  Lordlhips  may  not  do  us  that  affront. 
Ami.  As  how  ? 

1 ub.  W’e  kifs  your  Lordfiiips  hand,  and  come  to  ferve 
you  here  with  fvvords. 

I ■ My  Lord,  we  underftand  our  felves, 

P.tb.  W'c  have  had  the  honor  to  be  call’d  unto  the  bufi- 
nef>,  and  we  muft  not  now  quit  it  on  terms. 

Ami.  Not  terms  of  reafon? 

Lvi^.  Ko,  no  rreafon  for  the  quitting  of  our  calling. 

Dub.  Tiare,  if  1 be  call’d  to’t  1 muff  ask  no  reafon. 

I -/;g.  Kor  hear  none  neither,  which  is  lefs  : 

It  is  a favour,  if  my  throat  be  cut, 

Ycur  Lordflupdoes  me^  which  I never  can, 

A noifi  lYiibiu^  crying  don>n  with  your  fwords 
N'or  mull:  have  hope  how  to  requite ; what  noife? 

What  cry  is  that  my  Lord  upon  your  guard  } 

So,  treachery  is  a foot. 


T.Hter  Lady  Orleans,  Lamira,  Montague. 


Lady.  Oh  here  they  are; 

.Yly  Lord  (dear  Lady  help  me  ) help  me  allj 
1 have  fo  woful  interefl  in  both, 

1 know  not  which  to  fear  for  mofi: : and  yet 
I mufl  prefer  nty  Lord.  Dear  brother. 

You  are  tco  underffanding,  and  too  noble 
To  he  ofiended,  when  I know  my  duty, 

T hough  fcarce  my  tears  will  let  me  fo  to  do  it. 

Orl.  Cut-Ioathcd  iTrumpet. 

Lady  Oh  my  dearelt  Lord, 

If  words  coddon  me  caft  the  name  of  whore, 

I then  were  worthy  to  be  loath’d  •,  but  know. 

Your  unkindnefs  cai,:'Otmake  me  wicked-. 

And  therefore  ll.ould  left  ufe  that  power  upon  me. 

Or/.W’as  this  your  .Art  to  make  thefe  Adlors  come. 

To  make  this  interlude?  withdraw,  coldman, 

And  if  thy  fpirit  be  not  frozen  up. 

Give  me  one  ftroke  yet  at  thee  for  my  vengeance. 

Arm.  Thou  lhalt  have  ftrokes,and  ftrokes,  thou  glorious 
man, 

1 ill  thou  breath’ll  thinnerair  than  that  thou  talkeft. 

Lam.  My  Lord,  Count  Amiens. 

Lady.  Princely  Husband. 

Orl.  W hore. 

You  wrong  her  impudent  Lord  i oh  that  1 had  the  bulk 
Of  thoic  dull  men  ^ look  how  they  Hand,  and  no  man 
, W ill  rev’enge  an  innocent  Lady. 

Ami.  You  hinder  it  Madam. 

Lam.  1 would  hinder  you-,  is  there  none  clfe  to  kill  him? 
Lady.  Kill  him.  Madam?  have  you  learn’d  that  badlan- 
guage?  oh  repent. 

And  lx:  the  motive,  rather  both  kill  me. 

CtI.  Then  dye  my  infamy. 
hlmt.  Hold  bloody  man, 

Orl.  Art  thou  there  bafilisk? 

Mont.  To  ftrike  thee  dead,  but  that  thy  fate  delerves 
fomc  weightier  hand. 

Dub.  S'A'ect  my  l.ord. 

Orl.  Oh  here’s  a plot-,  you  bring  your  champions  with 

' o \ \ the- adultrcfs  with  the  adulterer : Out-howling 

Lttb.  Good  my  Lord. 

r.  rl.  Are  you  her  Ciraecs  countenancer,Lady,  the  receiver 
to  tiic  poor  vicious  couple. 

VKb.  Sweet  my  Lord. 


Orl.  Sweet  rafeal,  didfl:  not  thon  tell  me,  falfe  fellow. 

This  Montague  here  W'as  murdered  ? 

Dub.  I did  Ib^  blithe  was  falfer,  and  a worthlefs  Lord,^ 
Like  thy  foul  I'elf  that  would  have  had  it  fo. 

Long.  Orleance  ’tis  true,  and  lliall  be  prov’d  upon  thee. 
Mont.  Thy  malice  Duke,  and  this  thy  wicked  nature,  are 
a’l  as  vifible  as  thou  -,  but  I born  to  contemn  thy  injuries, 
do  know,  that  though  thy  greatnefs  may  corrupt  a Jury, 
and  make  a Judge  afraid,  and  carry  out  a world  of  evils 
with  thy  Title:  yet  thou  art  not  quiet  at  home,  thou  bear- 
ed about  thee  that,  that  doth  charge  thee,  and  condemn 
thee  too.  The  thing  that  grieves  me  more,  and  doth  in- 
deed difplealc  me,  is,  to  think  that  fo  much  bafenefs  dands 
lere  to  have  encountred  fo  much  honor  ; Pardon  me  my 
^ord,  what  late  my  palfion  fpake,  when  you  provok’d  my 
innocence. 

Orl.  Yes,  do,  oh ! flattery  becomes  himbetter  than  the 
fuit  he  wears  j give  him  a new  one,  Amiens. 

Ami.  Orleance.^  ’tis  here  no  time  nor  place,  to  jedori-ail  I 
Poorly  with  you,  but  I wall  find  a time  to 
YA'Ihiper  you  forth  to  ttiis,  or  Ibme  fit  place. 

As  dall  not  hold  a Icf'ond  interruption. 

Mont.  1 hope  your  Lordlhips  honor,  and  your  life 
Are  dedined  unto  higher  hazards^  this  is  of 
A meaner  arm. 

T>ub.  Yes  faith,  or  none. 

Long.  He  is  not  fit  to  fall  by  an  honed  Sword, 

A Prince  and  lye  1 

Dub.  And  flander,  and  hiremen 
To  publilh  the  falfe  rumours  he  hath  made. 

Long.  And  dick  ’em  on  his  friends,  and  innocents. 

Dub.  And  pradice  againd  their  lives  after  their  fames. 

Long.  In  men  that  are  the  matter  of  all  lewdneft. 

Bawds,  Thieves,  and  Cheaters,  it  were  mondrous. 

Dub.  But  in  a man  ofbloud,  how  more  conlpicuous? 

Ami.  Can  this  be  ? 

Lady.  ..They  do  flander  him. 

Orl.  Hang  them,  a pair  of  railing  hangbies. 

Long.  How .?  dand  Orleance , day,  give  me  my  Pidols  boy. 
Hinder  me  nor,  by— — 

I will  kill  him 

Lady.  Oh,  day  his  fury. 

Ami.  Longueville.,  my  friend. 

Long.  Not  formy  felf,  my  Lord,  but  for  mankind. 

And  all  that  have  an  intered  to  virtue, 

Or  title  unto  innocence. 

Ami.  Why  hear  me. 

Long.  For  judice  fake. 

Ami.  That  cannot  be. 

Long.  To  punifh  his  wives , your  honor,  and  my  Lords  I 
wrongs  here,  whom  I mud  ever  call  lb  j for  your  loves  I 
I’ll  fwear  I'll  facrifice. 


Ami.  Longueville.,  I did  not  think  you  a murtherer  be- 
fore. 

Long.  I care  not  what  you  thought  me. 

Ami.  By If  thou  attempt 

His  life,  thy  own  is  forfeit. 

Mont.  Foolilh  frantick  man,  the  murder  will  be  of  us,  not 
him. 

Lady.  Oh  Heaven ! 

Mont.  W'c  could  have  kill’d  him,  but  we  would  not  take  j 
The  judice  out  of  fates. — ■ — - 
Sindge  but  a hair  of  him,  thou  died. 

Long.  No  matter,  fhoot. 

Ami.  Villain. 

Dub.  My  Lord,  your  Sider  is  flain. 

Ami.  Biancha  ? 

Mont.  Oh  hapleft,  and  mod  wretched  chance.  (made  ? 
Lam.  Standd  thou  looking  upon  themifehiefthouhad 
Thou  godlefsman,  feeding  thy  blood-lhot  eyes 
With  the  red  fpcdacle,  and  art  not  turn’d  to  done 
W'ith  horror  ? Hence,  and  take  the  wings  of  thy  black 
Infamy,  to  carry  thee  beyond  the  dioot  of  looks. 

Or  found  of  curies,  which  will  purfuc  thee  dill : 

Thou 




7 he  Honcjl  mans  bortmc 


^ hoa  halt  out-fled  all  but  thy  guilt. 

Orl.  Oh  vvifh  it  ofT again,  for  I am  crack’d 
i-irider  the  burden,  and  my  heart  will  break. 

How  heavy  guilt  is, when  men  come  to  fed  ? 

If  you  could  know  the  mountain  1 fultain 
With  horror,  you  would  each  take  ofi' your  parr. 

And  more,  to  eale  me  : 1 cannot  Itand, 

Forgive  where  I have  wrong’d,  1 pray. 

Amt.  Look  to  him  f for  fear, 

Long.  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  the  Lady  is  well,  but 
^hilels  that  have  Ihot'her  j 
I have  the  worft  on’t,  that  needs  would  venture 
Upon  a trick  had  like  to  ha’  coft  my  guts : 

Look  to  her,  flie’ll  be  well,  it  was  but  Powder 
I charg’d  with,  thinking  that  a guilty  man 
Would  have  been  frighted  Iboner  j but  I’m  glad 
He’s  come  at  laft. 

Lan.  How  is  By  tncha  } well  ? 

Ami.  Lives  Ihe  ? fee  Sifter,  doth  flie  breathe  ? 

Lady.  Oh  Gentlemen,  think  you  1 can  breathe. 

That  am  reftored  to  the  hate^'ul  fenfe 
Of  feeling  in  me  my  dear  husbands  death  ? 

Oh  no,  1 live  not  ^ life  was  that  I left  ^ 

And  what  you  have  call’d  me  to,  is  death  indeed: 

1 cannot  weep  fo  fall  as  he  doth  bleed. 

Dub.  Pardon  me.  Madam,  he  is  well. 

Lady.  Ha’  my  Husband. 

Orl.  1 cannot  fpeak  whether  my  joy  or  fhame 
Be  greater,  but  1 thank  the  Heavens  for  both. 

Oh  look  not  black  upon  me,  all  my  friends. 

To  whom  I will  be  reconcil’d,  or  grow  unto 
This  earth,  till  1 have  wept  a trench 
That  fhall  be  great  enough  to  be  my  grave, 

And  I will  think  them  too  moft  manly  tears. 

If  they  do  move  your  pities : it  is  true, 

Man  fhould  do  nothing  that  he  fliould repent  j 
But  if  he  have,  and  fay  that  he  is  forry. 

It  is  a worfe  fault,  if  he  be  not  truly. 

Lam.  My  Lord,  fuch  Ibrrow  cannot  be  fuljjeded : 

Here  take  your  honoured  wife,  and  joyn  your  hands. 

She  hath  married  you  again : 

And  Gentlemen,  I do  invite  you  all. 

This  night  to  take  my  houfe,  where  on  the  morrow. 

To  heighten  more  the  reconciling  feaft. 

I’ll  make  my  felf  a Husband  and  a gueft.  Exeunt. 


Mus  Quintus. 

j 

Scdena  Trtma. 

Enter  Montague,  and  Charlotte. 

Chart.  \ T 7 Ell  now  I am  fure  you  are  mine. 

V V Mont.  I am  fure  I am  glad 

I have  one  to  own  then  ^ yoii’11  find  me  honeft 
As  thele  days  go,  enough  ^ poor  without  queftion. 
Which  beggars  hold  a virtue  ^ give  me  meat,  and  I 
Shall  do  my  work,  elfe  knock  my  Ihooes  off. 

And  turn  me  out  again. 

Char.  You  are  a merry  fellow. 

Mont.  I have  no  great  caufe. 

Char.  Yes,  thy  love  to  me. 

Mnnt.  That’s  as  we  make  our  game; 

Char.  Why,  you  repent  then  f 
Mont.  Faith  no,  worle  than  I am  I cannot  be  * 
Much  better  I exped  not : I lhall  love  you  ^ 
And  when  you  bid  me  go  to  bed,  obey  ’ 

Lie  ftill  or  move  , as  you  lhall  minifter  j * 

Keep  a four-Nobles  Nag,  and  a Jacl^ 
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Char.  Mylwcet  make  it  fomethinR better 

Mont.  If  you  do,  vou’il  make  me  worle  • 

Novv  1 am  poor,  ancl  willing  to  do  well. 

Hold  me  m thatcourlci  of  all  the  Kings  creatures 

1 or  f you  chance  out  of  your  houftwiverv 
ro  eavea  hundred  pound  or  two,  bellow  it 
In  Plumb-broth  c r l know  it,  die  1 take  it; 

Seek  out  a hundred  men  that  want  this  money 

fadVlTn?)’™’ 

.'mu  JO  1 Itand  again  at  livery. 

^.ave  pretty  fancies,  5ir,  but  married  once 
This  charity  will  fall  home  to  your  Iclf  ’ 

Mont  1 would  it  would,  1 am  afraid  my  loofencfs 

''  '0  work  on 

-iut  the  meet  air  of  what  1 have  had 
Char.  Pretty. 

Mont.  I wonder  fvveet  heart  why  you’ll  marry  me 
can  fee  nothing  in  my  Iclf  deferves  it,  ^ ’ 

Uiilels  the  handlbme  wearing  of  a band 
■ or  tint’s  my  ftock  now,  or  a pair  ofgaVters- 
Neceflity  will  not  let  me  loofe!  ^ 

Char.  great  deal  more,  a handlbme  man,  a 

good  woman  truly  happy 

As  wenrh^foir'’’"''"  “S' ^re  foolin, 
AS  wenches  once  a year  are,  or  far  worfe, 

nitreara  y virtuous,  can  you  love  a poor  man 

raftVockings, 

S n 1“  is  mewdng? 

If  i will  pofe  7rfrra™. 

If  I ffiould  leavy  from  my  friends  a fortune; 
codd  not  raife  ten  groats  to  pay  the  Prieft  now. 

'Vfot.e  * do  that  duty  tis  not  means  nor  money 

I woubne?:;l“Ty™^ 

Enter  Lamira. 

Peace  wench,  here’s  my  Lady 

D’ye ”yPtefr«ce; 
Mont.  Willing  Madam  ? 

VotTwo^e  t7nZrT'^°'"’ 

Certain  Madam  IthlnlrtrA’  (thefe  matters : 
vcmr  Ladyftipcannot  tt3, 'n^e'wh 

Lam.  But  Ihe  can.  Sir.  ncr. 

Mont.  But  Ihe  win  not  lUadam  • 

For  when  they  talk  once,  ’tis  like  Fairy-Money 
They  get  no  more  clofe  kilfes.  ^ ^'ioney, 

Lam.  Thou  art  wanton 

Lam.  It  lhall  be  mended  i ? j 

grown  lb  merry.  ^ ^ you  are 

Mont.  So  am  I too  Madam 

me^eftl^  ™dfe.^  1 warrant  thou 

Lam.  How  long  have  you  bc^n thus? 

Mont.  How  thus  in  Jove  ? 

P'-rant. 

Lam^  A little  wealth  would  change  you  then? 

Lady,  into  another  fift,  tat  ne“Lore  ' 
Into  another  roan : I>||  bar  that  mainly, 

The  wealth  1 get  hence-forward  lhall  be  charm’d 
For  ever  hurting  me,  I’ll  fpend  itfafting: 

As 
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\s  I live  noble  I.aJv,  there  is  notliing 
I have  tbanJ  direifily,  cures  the  melancholy, 

I'nt  want  and  wedlock^  when  I had  ftore  of  money, 

I I'mperM  Ibmetime,  and  fpoke  wondrous  wife, 

But  never  laught  out-right  •,  now  I am  empty. 

My  heart  Ibunds  like  a Bell,  and  ftrikesat  both  fides. 

Ljm.  You  are  finely  temper’d,  Mcntjgue.  (fended. 

M'Kt.  Pardon  Lady,  if  anyway  my  free  mirth  have  of- 
’Twas  meant  to  plcafeyou:  if  it  prove  too  laucy, 

Give  it  a frown,  and  1 am  ever  lilenc’d. 

L .irv.  1 like  it  pafling  well  •,  pray  follow  it  : 

This  is  my  day  of  choice,  and  fliall  be  yours  too, 

’Twere  pity  to  delay  ye : call  to  the  Steward, 

And  tell  him  ’tis  my  pleafure  he  fliould  give  you 
Five  hundred  Crowns : make  your  fclf  handfome  Montague^ 
Per  none  wear  better  cloaths,  ’tis  for  my  credit^ 

Bur  pray  be  merry  ftill.  (hundreds, 

Mont.  If  1 be  not,  and  make  a fool  of  twice  as  many 
Clap  me  in  Canvas,  Lady.  Exeunt, 

Enter  La-poop,  Laverdine,  and  Malycorne. 

I.;:-.  I am  ftrangely  glad,  I have  found  the  myftery 
Of  this  difguifed  boy  out ; I ever  trufted 
it  was  a woman:,  and  how  happily 
1 have  found  it  fo  •,  and  for  my  felf,  I am  Pure, 

One  that  would  offer  me  a thouland  pound  now 
( And  that’s  a pretty  fum  to  make  one  Ifagger  ) 

In  ready  Gold  for  this  concealment,  could  not 
B)iy  my  hope  of  her,  (he’s  a dainty  wench. 

And  lueha  one  1 find  I want extreamly. 

To  bring  me  into  credit ; beauty  does  it. 

Mj/.  Say  we  fliould  all  meach  here,  andjffay  the  Feafl, 
now,  what  can  the  word  be  ? we  have  plaid  the  knaves, 
that’s  without  queftion. 

La-p.  True,  andasi  take  it,  this  is  the  firfl truth  • 

\\  c told  thefe  ten  years,  and  for  anything 
I know,  may  be  the  laft : but  grant  we  are  knaves. 

Loth  bafean'd  beafUy  knaves- 

MjL  Say  fo  then. 

Lav.  \\  ell. 

La-p.  Andlikewife  let  itbeconfidercd,we  have  wrong’d, 
And  molt  maliciouffy,  this  Gentlewoman 
We  caff:  to  flay  with,  what  muff;  we  expednow  ? 

a; j/,  1,  there’s  the  point,we  would  expert  good  eating. 

La-p.  I know  we  would,  but  we  may  find  good  beating. 

Ln.  You  fay  true  Gentlemen,  and  by 

Though  I love  meat  as  well  as  any  man, 

I care  not  what  he  be,  if  a eat  a Gods  name  ^ 

Such  a crab-fauce  to  my  meat  will  turn  my  pallate. 

Mai.  There’s  all  the  hazard,  for  the  Mont  ague 

Has  now  got  fpring  again,  andwarmthin  him. 

And  without  doubt,  dares  beat  us  terribly. 

For  not  to  mint  the  matter,  we  are  cowards. 

And  have,  and  (hall  be  beaten,  when  men  plcafe 
To  call  us  into  cudgeling. 

La-p.  1 feel  we  arc  very  prone  that  way. 

Lav.  The  fons  of  Adam. 

La-p.  Now,  here  then refts the  ftatc  o’th’  queflion *, 

W hetficr  wc  yield  our  bodies  fora  dinner 
To  a found  dog-whip.^  for  I promife  ye. 

If  men  be  given  to  corrertion, 

Vv  c can  expert  no  lefs,  or  cjuietly 
Take  a fard  Egg  or  two,  and  ten  mile  hence 
Bait  in  a ditch,  this  wc  may  do  fecurcly  i 
For,  to  ftay  hereabout  will  be  all  one. 

If  once  our  moral  mifehiefs  come  in  memory. 

Mai.  But  pray  ye  hear  me,  isnotthis  the  day 
1 he  Virgin  Lady  doth  elcrt  her  Husband.'' 

Lav.  The  dinner  is  to  that  end. 

I Mai.  Very  well  then,  fay  we  all  ftay,  and  fay  we  all  (cape 
this  whipping,  and  be  well  entertained,  and  one  of  us  car- 
ry the  Ladv.  (ftay,  how  fitly 

’ La-p.  ’ Lis  a fecmly  faying,  I muft  confefs,  but  if  wc 
U emay  apply  it  to  our  (elves  ( i’th’  end) 


Will  ask  a Chrijiian  fear  I cannot  fee. 

If  I fay  true,  what  fpecial  ornaments 

Of  Arc  or  Nature,  ( lay  alide  our  lying 

Wffioring  and  drinking,  which  are  no  great  virtues ) 

Wc  arc  endued  withal,  to  win  this  Lady. 

Mai.  Yet  W’omen  go  not  by  the  belt  parts  cverj  that  I 
have  found  dirertly. 

Lav.  Whylhouldwe  fear  then?  they  choofe  men 
As  they  feed  *,  Ibmetinics  they  fettle 
Upon  a White  broth’d  face,  a fweet  fmooth  gallant, 

And  him  they  make  an  end  of  in  a night  ^ 

Sometimes  a Goofe,  fometimes  agroflermeat, 

A rump  of  Beef  will  lerve  ’em  at  Ibme  leafon. 

And  fill  their  bellies  too,  though  without  doubt 
They  are  great  devourers : Stock-fifh  is  a dilh,  . 

If  it  be  well  dreft-,  for  the  tuffnefsfake 

Will  make  the  proud’ft  of ’em  long  and  leap  for’ t. 

They’ll  run  mad  for  a Pudding, e’r  they’ll  ftarve,. 

La  p.  For  my  own  part  I care  not,  come  what  can  come. 
If  I be  whipt,  why  fo  be  it  •,  ifcudgell’d, 

I hope  1 fhall  out-live  it,  lamfiire 

’Tis  not  the  hundredth  time  I have  been  ferv’d  fb. 

And  yet  I thank  Heaven  1 am  here. 

Mai.  Here’s  refolution. 

La-p.  A little  patience,  and  a rotten  Apple 
Cures  twenty  worfe  difeafes  ^ what  fay  you.  Sir  ? 

Lav.  Marry  I fay  Sir,  if  I had  been  acquainted 
With  lamming  in  my  youth,  as  you  have  been 
With  whipping,  and  fuch  benefits  of  nature, 

I fhould  do  better : as  I am.  I’ll  venture. 

And  if  it  be  my  luck  to  have  the  Lady, 

I’ll  ufe  my  fortune  modeftly  ^ if  beaten. 

You  fhall  not  hear  a word,  one  I amfure  of. 

And  if  the  vvorft  fall,  fhe  fhall  be  my  Phyfick.  . • 

Lets  go  then,  and  a merry  wind  be  with  us. 

MaU  Captain,  your  fhooes  are  old,  pray  put  ’em  ofi^ 
And  let  one  fling ’em  after  us  ^ be  bold,  Sirs, 
Andhowlbever  our  fortune  falls,  lets  bear 
An  equal  burden  if  there  be  an  oddlalh. 

We’ll  part  it  afterwards. 

La-p.  I am  arm’d  at  all  points.  Exeunt 

Enter  four  fervtng  in  a Banquet. 

1.  Then  my  Lady  will  have  a bedfellow  to  night. 

2.  So  fire  fays^Heaven  ! what  a dainty  arm-full  fliallhe  en 
joy,  that  has  the  launching  of  her,  what  afightfhe’ll  make. 

3.  1 marry  boys,  there  will  be  fport  indeed,  there  will 
be  grapling,  flie  has  a murderer  lies  in  her  prow, 

I am  afraid  will  fright  his  main  Maft,RoA/«. 

4.  Who  doft  thou  think  fhall  have  her  of  thy  confcience, 
thou  art  a wife  man  ? 

3.  If  file  go  the  old  way,  - the  way  of  lot,  the  loogcft 
cut  fweeps  all  without  queftion. 

1.  She  has  loft  a'friend  of  me  elfe ) what  think  ye  of  the 
Courtier  ? 

2.  Hang  him  Hedge-hog:  h’as  nothing  in  him  but  apiece 
of  Euphues.,  and  twenty  dozen  of  twelvcpcnny  ribond,  all 
about  him,  he  is  but  one  Pedlers  fhop  of  Gloves  and  Gar- 
ters, pick-teeth  and  pomander. 

3.  The  Courtier,  marry  God  blefsher  Steven^  fine  is  not 
mad  yet,  fhe  knows  that  trindic-tail  too  well,  he’s  creft 
fall’n,  and  pin-buttock^t,  with  leaping  Landrefles. 

4.  The  Merchant,  fure  fhe  will  not  be  fo  bafe  to  have 
him. 

I.  I hope  fo  Robin^  he’ll  fell  us  all  to  the  Moors  to  make 
Mummy  ^ nor  the  Captain. 

4.  Who  Potgun  ? that’s  a fweet  youth  indeed,  will  he 
ftay,  think  ye  ? 

3.  Yes,  without  queftion,  and  have  halfe  din’d  too,  e’r 
the  Grace  be  done^  he’s  good  for  nothing  in  the  world  but 
eating,  lying  and  ffeeping  what  other  men  devour  in 
drink,  he  takes  in  potage,  they  fay  h’as  been  at  Sea,  a Flcr- 
ring-fifhing,  for  without  doubt  he  dares  not  hale  an  Eel- 
boat,  i’th’  way  of  War. 
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2.  I think  fo,  they  would  heat  him  oft  with  Butter. 

3.  When  he  brings  in  a prize,  unlefs  it  be  Cockles,  or 
CjUis  land  to  ftour  with,  I’ll  renounce  my  Five  Marka  year, 
and  all  the  hidden  Arc  I have  in  carving,  to  teach  young 
Birds  to  whiltle  Jrjlfmgham  •,  leave  him  to  the  Lime-Boats  ^ 
now,  what  think  you  of  the  brave  Amitns  ? 

1.  That’s  a thought  indeed. 

2.  I marry,  there’s  a pcrlbn  fit  to  feed  upon  a didi  fo 
dainty,  and  he’ll  do’t  1 warrant  him  i’th’  nick  boys,  has  a 
body  world  without  end. 

4.  And  fuch  a one  my  Lady  will  make  no  little  of-,  but 
is  not  Montague  married  to  day  > 

3.  Yes  faith,  honefl:  Montague  muft  have  his  bout  too. 

2.  He’s  as  good  a lad  as  ever  turn’d  a trencher  ^ muft  we 
leave  him? 

3.  He’s  too  good  for  us,  Steven^  I’ll  give  him  health  to 
his  good  luck  to  night i th’  old  Beaker,  audit  Ihallbc  Sack 
too. 

4.  I muft  have  a Carter  ^ and  boys  I have  befpoke  a 
Poffet,  lome  body  fliall  give  me  thanks  fort,  ’tas  a few  toys 
in’t  will  rafe  commotions  in  a bed,  lad. 

I.  Away^  my  Lady.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Oi\c^nct  and  his  Lady.,  arm  in  arm^  Amiens,  Lami- 
ra,  Charlotte, //\(?  a Bride ^ Montague  brave^  Laverdine, 
Longavillc,  Dubois,  Mallycorn,  La-poop. 

Lam.  Seat  your  felves  noble  Lords  and  Gentlemen, 

You  know  your  places  j many  royal  welcomes 
I give  your  Grace  how  lovely  Ihews  this  change  ? 

My  houfe  is  honor’d  in  this  reconcilement. 

Or/.  Thus  Madam  muft  you  do,  my  Lady  now  Ihall  fee 
You  made  a Woman  ^ 

And  give  you  fome  fliort  leflbns  for  your  voyage. 

Take  her  inftruitions  Lady,  flie  knows  much. 

Lam.  This  becomes  you.  Sir. 

Lam.  My  Lord  muft  have  his  Will. 

Or/.  ’Tisall  I can  do  now,  fweet-heart,  fair  Lady  ^ 
This  to  your  happy  choice,  brother  Amiens.^ 

You  are  the  man  I mean  it  to. 

Ami.  I’ll  pledge  you. 

Or/.  And  with  my  heart. 

Ami.  With  all  my  love  I take  it. 

Lam.  Noble  Lords,  I am  proud  ye  have  done  this  day, 
fo  much  content,  and  me  fuch  eftimatipn,  that  this  hour 
(In  this  poor  houfe)  fhali  be  a league  for  ever, 

Forfo  I know  ye  mean  it. 

Ami.  1 do  Lady. 

Or/.  And  1 my  Lord. 

Omnes.  Y’avedone  a work  of  honor. 

Ami.  Give  me  the  Cup,  where  this  health  ftops,  let 
That  man  be  either  very  fick,  or  very  fimpki 
Or  I am  very  angry  •,  Sir,  to  you-, 

Madam,  methinks  this  Gentleman  might  fit  too-, 

He  would  become  the  belt  on’s. 

Or/.  Pray  fit  down.  Sir,  I know  the  Lady  of  the  Feaftex- 
pedds  not  this  day  fo  much  old  cuftom. 

Ami.  Sit  down  Montague  \ nay,  never  blufli  for  the  rpat- 
ter. 

Afont.  Noble  Madam,  I have  too  reafons  rgainftit,and 
I dare  not-,  duty  to  yon  firft,  as  you  are  _ my  Lady,  aad  I 
your  pooreft  fervant  ^next  the  cuftom  of  this  days  ceremony. 

Lam.  As  you  are  my  fervant,  I may  command  youthen. 

Mont.  To  my  life.  Lady. 

Lam.  Sit  down,  and  here.  I’ll  have  it  fo. 

Ami.  Sit  down  man,  never  refyfe  fo  fair  a Ladies 
offer. 

' Mont.  It  is  your  pleafure.  Madam,  not  my  pride. 

And  I obey  y I’ll  pledge  ye  now  my  Lord,  Monfieur  Lan- 
gaville. 

Long.  I thank  you,  Sir. 

Mont.  This  to  my  Lady,  and  her  fair  choice  to  day,  and 
happinefs. 

Lon.  'Tis  a fair  health.  I’ll  pledge  you  though  I fink  for’t. 

Lam.  Montague  you  are  toomodefty  come.  I’ll  add  a lit- 


tle more  wine  t’yee,  ’twill  make  you  merry,  this  to  the 
good  1 wifli.  — 

Mont.  Honour’d  Lady,  1 fiiall  forget  my  felf  with  inis 
great  bounty. 

Lam.  You  fliall  not  Sir,  give  him  fome  Vine, 

Ami.  By  Heaven  you  arc  a worthy  woman,  and  that 
Man  is  bleft  tan  come  near  fuch  a Lady. 

l.ami.  Such  ablcllingwct  weatluT  wafhes. 

Mont.  At  all,  1 will  not  goa  lip  Id's,  my  Lord. 

Orl.  ’ I is  well  calc.  Sir, 

Mai.  U Montague  get  more  Wine,  wc  are  all  like  to  hear 
on’t. 

Lav.  I do  not  like  that  fitting  there. 

Mai.  Nor  1,  methinks  he  looks  lik  a Judge. 

La-p.  Now  have  I a kind  of  grudging  of  a beating  on 
me,  I fear  my  hot  fit: 

Mai.  Drink  apace,  there’s  nothing  allays  a cudgel  like  it. 

Lami.  Montague.^  now  I’ll  put  my  choice  to  you  y who  do 
you  hold  in  all  this  honor’d  company,  a Husband  fit  to  en- 
joy thy  Lady?  fpcak  diredly. 

Mont.  Shall  I (peak.  Madam? 

Lami.  Montague  you  fliall. 

Mont.  Then  as  I have  a foul,  I’ll  fpcak  my  confciencc. 
Give  me  more  Wine,  in  vino  veritas, 

Here’s  to  my  felf,  and  Montague  have  a care. 

Lami.  Speak  to  th’ caufe. 

Mont.  Yes  Madam,  firft  I’ll  begin  to  thee. 

Liiv,  Have  at  us. 

La-p.  NowforaPfalm  of  mercy. 

Mont.  Xou  good  Monfieur,you  that  belye  the  noble  name 
of  Courtier,  and  think  your  claim  good  here,  hold  up  your 
hand  y your  Worfhip  is  endited  here,  for  a vain  glorious 
fool. 

Lav.  Good,  oh  Sir. 

Mont.  For  one  whole  wit 
Lies  in  a ten  pound  waftcoaty  yet  not  warm  y 
Ye  have  travell’d  like  a Fidler  to  make  faces. 

And  brought  home  nothing  but  a cafe  of  tooth-picks. 

You  would  be  married  and  no  lefsthan  Ladies, 

And  of  the  belt  fort  can  lerve  you  -,  thou  Silk-worm, 

What  haft  thou  in  thee  to  delerve  this  woman  ? 

Name  but  the  pooreft  piece  of  man,  good  manners 
There’s  nothing  found  about  thee,  faith,  th’aftnone 
It  lies  pawn’d  at  thy  Silk-man’s,  for  fo  much  Lace  - ’ 

Thy  credit  with  his  wife  cannot  redeem  it  ’ 

Thy cloathsareallthe  foul  thou  haft,  forfo 

Thou  fav’ft  them  handfomc  for  the  next  great  tilting 

Let  who  will  take  the  t’other,  thou  wert  never  chriften’d 

(Upon  my  confcience)  but  in  Barbers  water- 

Thou  art  never  out  o’th’  Bafon,  thou  art  rotten 

And  if  thou  dar’fttell  truth,  thou  wilt  confefsit  - 

Thy  skin  ' 

Looks  of  a Chefniit  colour,  greaz’dwith  Amber 

All  women  that  on  earth  do  dwell,  thou  lov’ff 
Yet  none  that  underftand,  love  thee  again,  * 

But  thofe  that  love  the  Spittle  i get  thee  home 
Poor  painted  Butter-flie,  the  Summers  palf  y 
Gofvveat,  and  eat  dry  Mutton,  thou  may’ll:  live 
To  do  fo  well  yet  y a bruis’d  Chamber-Maid 
May  fall  upon  thee,  and  advance  thy  follies. 

You  have  your  fentence  y nowit  follows  Captain 
I treat  of  you. 

La-p.  Pray  Heaven  I may  deferve  it. 

Orl.  Beflirew  my  heart,  he  fpeaks  plain. 

Ami,  That’s  plain  dealing. 

Mont.  You  are  a rafcal  Captain. 

La-p.  A fine  Calling. 

Mont.  A Water^coward; 

Ami.  He  would  make  a pretty  ftuffi 

Mont.  May  I fpeak  freely.  Madam? 

Lami.  Here’s  none  ties  you.  ('thought 

Mont.  Why  Ihouldft  thou  dare  come  hither  with  a 
To  find  a wife  here  fit  for  thee?  are  all 
Thy  fingle  money  whores  that  fed  on  Carrots, 
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^ 'd  fill  \1  tlu'  hi^li  Grais  wiih  familiars 
>f  i'n  oJto  Footmen  •»  prethcc  tell  me  truly. 

For  now  1 know  thou  dar’ft  not  lie,  coiildll  thou  net 
\\  i;li  thy  fclf  beaten  well  with  all  thy  heart  now, 

And  oat  of  pain  > lay  that  1 broke  a rib, 

Or  cut  thy  nole  otf,  u er’t  not  morciful  for  this  ambition  ? 

I :-p.  r)o  vour  plcafuro,Sir,beggars  muft  not  be  choofers. 

0'!.  He  lone,s  for  beating. 

M sr.  But  that  I have  nobler  thoughts  poflcfs  my  foul, 
d'han  fuch  brown  Bisket,  fuch  a piece  of  Dog-filh, 

Su-h  a mod  maungy  Mackril  eater  as  thou  art,  . 

1 hut  daresdo  nothing  that  belongs  toth’  Sea, 

But  fpuc,  and  catch  Rats,  and  fear  men  of  War, 

Though  thou  had  nothing  in  the  world  to  loofc 
Alx)ord  thee,  but  one  piece  of  Beef,  one  Musket 
W ithout  a cock  for  peace  lake,  and  a Pitch-barrel, 

Til  tell  thee,  if  my  time  were  net  more  pretioiis 
Than  thus  toloofe  it,  I would  rattle  thee. 

It  may  be  beat  thee,  and  thy  pure  fellow, 

T he  ^Ierchant  thereof  Catskins,  till  my  words. 

Or  blows,  or  both,  made  ye  two  branded  wretches 
1 o all  the  world  hereafter  ^ youw'ould  fain  to 
\'entureyour  Bils  of  Jading  for  this  lady  ^ 

W hat  would  you  give  now  for  her  ? Ibme  five  frayl 
Of  rotten  Figs,good  Godibn,  would  you  not,  Sir? 

Or  a Parrot  that  fpcaks  High  Dutch  ? can  all  thou  ever  favv’d 
Ofthine  own  fraughts  from  Sea,  or  cofenage 
( At  ..iiich  thou  art  as  expert  as  the  Devil  ) 

N'av,  fell  thy  foul  for  wealth  to,  as  thou  wilt  do, 

Forcit  thy  friends,  and  raife  a mint  of  Money, 

Make  thee  dream  all  thefe  double,  could  procure 
A kils  fromthis  good  Lady?  canft  thou  hope 
She  would  lye  with  fuch  a nook  of  Hell  as  thou  art. 

And  hatch  young  Merchant-fiiries  ? oh  ye  dog-bolts  1 
That  fear  no  Hell  but  Dunkirk^.,  Ifliallfceyou 
Serve  in  a low  fy  Lime-boat,  e’r  I dye. 

For  mouldy  Cheefe  and  Butter,  BilUngfgate 
Would  rot  endure,  or  bring  in  rotten  Pippins 
To  cure  blew  eyes,  and  fwear  they  came  from  China. 

Lami.  Vex ’em  no  more,  alas  they  fliake; 

Do  wn  quickly  on  your  marrow-bones,  and  thank 
this  Lady. 

I would  not  leave  you  thus  elfc,  there  are  blankets, 

And  fuch  delights  for  fuch  knaves  ^ but  fear  ftill  ^ 

’Twill  be  revenge  enough  to  keep  you  waking. 

Ye  have  no  mind  of  marriage,  ha’  ye  ? 

La-p.  Surely  no  great  mind  now. 

hUnt.  Nor  you. 

Mai.  Nor  I,  I take  it. 

Mo  lt.  Two  eager  fuitors. 

Ln<.  Troth  ’tis  wondrous hot,Heaven  blefs us  from  him. 

Larni.  You  have  told  me  Montague 
Who  arc  not  fit  to  have  me,  let  me  know 
The  man  you  w ould  point  out  for  me 

Mont.  There  he  fits  •,  my  Lord  of  Amiens.^  Madam,  is  my 
choice,  he’s  noble  every  way,  and  worthy  a wife  with  all 
the  dowries  of 

Ami.  Do  you  (peak Sir,  out  of  your  fricndfhiptome? 

Mint.  Yes  my  Lord, and  out  of  truth,  for  I could  never 
flatter. 

/mi.  1 would  not  fay  how  much  I owe  you  for  it. 

For  tl’.at  were  but  a promife,  but  I’ll  thank  ye. 

As  row  I find  yon,  in  ddpite  of  fortune, 

A fa  ra;  d noble  Gentleman,  (made 

/.  imi.  My  l^rds,  I mufl  confefs  the  choice  this  man  hath 
V everyway  a great  one,  if  not  too  great, 

And  i,oway  to  be  (lighted  ; yetbccaufe 
\v'c  love  to  have  our  own  eyes  fometimes  new, 

Give  me  a little  liberty  to  foe, 

I'o.v  Ho’jld  fit  my  fcJf,  if  I w'crc  put  to’t. 

G/wf.  Madam  v/c  muff. 

i.imi.  Alt  yc  all  agreed  ? 

Omn^s.  We  be. 

Lji»i.  1 i.en  a;  I am  a Maid,  I fliall  choofo  here. 


yiIont.igue  I muft  have  tlice. 

Mont.  Why  Madam,  I have  learnt  to  fu  ffer  more 
Than  you  caii(out  of  pity  J mock  me  with  this  w'ay  efpe- 
cially. 

Lami.  Thouthink’ff  1 jelt  now  ^ 

But  by  the  love  I bear  thee,  I will  have  thee. 

MoKt.  If  you  cojild  be  fo  weak  to  lovea  fall’n  man. 

He  muft  deferve  more  tlran  1 ever  can, 

Or  ever  fiiall  ( dear  Lady;,)  look  but  this  way 
Upon  that  Lord,  and  you  will  tell  me  then 
Your  eyes  are  no  true  choofers  of  good  men. 

Ami.  Do  you  love  him  truly  ? 

Lam.  Yes  my  Lord,  I will  obey  him  truly,  for  I’ll  marry 
him,  and  juftly  think  he  that  Iiasfb  well  ferv’d  mewith  his 
obedience,  being  born  to  greatnefs,  muft  ufe  me  nobly  of 
nccellity,when  I fhali  ferve  him. 

Ami.  ’Twcrc  a deep  fin  to  crofs  yc,  noble  Montague., 
I vvifii  ye  all  content,  and  am  as  happy 
In  my  friends  good  as  it  were  meerlymine. 

Mont.  Your  Lordfhip  docs  ill  to  give  up  your  right  j 
I am  not  capable  of  this  great  goodnels. 

There  fits  my  wife  that  holds  my  troth. 

Cha.  I’ll  end  all,  1 wooed  you  for  my  Lady,  and  now  give 
up  my  Title,  alas  poor  wench,  my  aims  are  lower  far. 

Mont.  How’s  this  fweet-heart? 

Lami.  Sweet-heart  ’tisfo,  the  drift  was  mine  to  hide 
My  purpofe  till  it  ftruck  home. 

Omnes.  Give  you  joy. 

Lami.  Prethee  leave  wondring,  by  this  kifs  I’ll  have 
thee. 

Mont.  Then  by  this  kifs,  and  this.  I’ll  ever  ferve  ye. 

Long.  This  Gentleman  and  I Sir,  muft  needs  hope  once 
more  to  follow  ye. 

Mont.  As  friends  and  fellows,  never  as  fervantsmore, 

Long.  Dub.  You  make  us  happy. 

Orl.  Friend  Montague.,  ye  have  taught  me  fb  much  ho- 
nor, I have  found  a fault  in  my  felf,  but  thus  I’ll  purge  my 
conference  of  it,  the  late  Land  I took  by  falfo  play,  from 
yon,  with  as  much  contrition,  and  entirenefs  of  affodibn 
to  this  moft  happy  day  again,  I render^  be  mafterof  your 
own,  forget  my  malice,  and  make  me  worthy  of  your  love, 
L.  \Aontague.  ” 

'Mont.  You  have  won  me  and  honor  to  your  name, 

Mai.  Since  your  Lordfhip  has  begun  good  deeds,  we’ll- 
follow  ^ good  Sir  forgive  us,  we  arenowthofe  men  fear  you  | 
for  goodnefsfake^  thofe  fnms  of  money  unjuftly  we  detain 
from  you,  on  your  pardon  fhall  be  reftor’d  again,  and  we 
your  forvants.  i 

La-p.  You  are  very  forward  Sir,  it  feems  you  have  mo-  ■ 
ney,  I pray  you  lay  out.  I’ll  pay  you,  or  pray  for  you,  as  the 
Sea-works. 

Lav.  Their  pcnnance  Sir,  I’ll  undertake,  fopleafo  ye 
To  grant  me  one  concealment. 

Long.  A right  Courtier,  ftill  a begging. 

Alont.  What  is  it  Sir? 

Lav.  A Gentlewoman. 

Mont,  In  my  gift  ? 

Lav.  Yes  Sir,  in  yours. 

Mont.  Why,  bring  her  forth,  and  take  her. 

Lami.  Whatwench  would  he  have? 

Mont.  Any  wench  I thinit 

Enter  Laverdine  and  Veramour  /%  a woman. 

Lav.  This  is  the  Gentlewoman. 

Mont.  ’Tis  my  Page,  Sir. 

Ver.  No  Sir,  I am  a poor  difguis’d  Lady,  (wot. 

That  like  a Page  have  followed  you  full  long  for  love  god- 

Omnes.  A Lady — Laverdine — yes,  yes,  ’tis  a Lady. 

Mont.  It  maybefo,  and  yet  vve  have  lain  together, 

But  by  my  troth  I never  found  her.  Lady. 

L.  Orl.  Why  wore  you  boys  deaths  ? 

fer  I’ll  tell  you.  Madam, 


I took 
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I took  example  by  two  or  three  Plays,  that  methought 
Concerned  me. 

Mont.  Why  made  you  not  me  acquainted  with  it  ? 

Ktr.  Indeed  Sir,  I knew  it  not  myfelf. 

Until  this  Gcjitleman  open’d  my  dull  eyes. 

And  by  perfwafiou  made  me  fee  it. 

Ami.  Could  his  power  in  words  make  fuch  a change? 
Ver.  Yes,  as  truly  woman  as  your  I'elf,  my  Lord. 

Lav.  Why,but  hark  you,  are  not  you  a woman  ? 

Ver.  If  hands  and  face  make  it  not  evident,  you  (ball  fee 
MjI.  Brtcches,  breeches,  Laverdine.  (more. 

La-p.  ’Tisnot  enough,  women  may  wear  tho/e  cafes. 
Search  further  Courtier. 

Omnes.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

La-p.  Oh  thou  frelh-water  Gudgeon,  wouldft  thou  come 
To  point  of  Mar^i^^ge  with  an  Ignoram»t  ? 

Thou  fnouldft  havenad  her  Urin  tothe  Doctors, 

The  Foolilhefl:  Phyfitiaii  could  have  made  plain  , 


j The  liquid  Epicane  •,  a blind  man  by  the  hand 
' Could  havediftovered  the  ring  from  the  Hone. 

Boy,  come,  to  Sea  with  me.  I’ll  teach  thee  to  climb, 

; And  come  down  by  the  Rope,  nay  to  cat  Rats. 

Ver.  1 (liall  devour  my  .Malfer  before  the  prifon  then. 

Sir,  1 have  began  my  Trade. 

MjI.  Trade?  to  the  City,  child,  a flat-cap  will  become 
thee. 

Mn»t.  Gentlemen,  1 bcfcrcli  you  moled  your  feivcs  no 
For  his  preferment  it  is  determin’d.  (further^ 

Lav.  1 am  much  alhamed,  and  if  my  check 
Gives  not  latisfa(flion,  break  my  head. 

Mont.  Your  fhame’s  enough.  Sir. 

Ami.  Montague.,  much  joy  attend  thy  marriage-bed  j 
By  thy  example  of  tme  goodnefs,  envy  is  exil’d, 

And  to  all  honed  men  that  truth  intend, 

I wifh  good  luck,  fair  fate  be  dill  thy  friend. 

Exeunt. 
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UponanHonell  Mans  For  tune. 

By  Mr.  f 0 //  X FLETCHER.  ^ 


(Stars.^ 

X ^7  Oil  th.it  c ifilookjhrough  Hcaven^aftdtell  the 
j Ohfenjc  their  kjud  cottjnnElwus.^  and  their  wars  5 
hind  out  new  Lights.^  and  give  them  where  yon  pleafe.y 
To  tbofe  men  honors.^  pleafures^  to  thofe  eafe  , 

Ton  th.it  are  God's  Snrveyers.,  and  can  JIjow 
How  far  ^ and  ix'hen^  and  why  the  wind  doth  blow  5 
Know  dll  the  charges  of  the  dreadful  thunder.^ 

And  when  li  will fooot  over.^  or  fall  under  : 

Tell  me.,  by  all  your  Art  1 conjure  ye.^ 

1 1’/,  and  by  truth.^  what  Jljall  become  of  me  ? 
f ind  cut  my  Star^  if  each  one^  as  you  Jay^ 

Have  his  peculiar  Angel.,  and  his  way  5 
Obferve  my  fate.,  next  fall  into  your  dreams., 

Sweep  clean  your  houfts,  and  new  line  your  Sceames^ 
Tien  fay  your  worji  : or  have  I none  at  all} 

Or  k it  burnt  cut  lately  } or  did  fall} 

Or  am  I poor  } not  able,  no  full  flame  } 
fy  Star,  like  me,  unworthy  of  a name  } 

Is  it  your  Art  can  only  work,  on  thoje,  ’*  — 

That  deal  with  dangers,  dignities,  and  cloaths  } 

With  Love,  or  new  Opinions}  you  all  lye, 

A b iflj-wjfe  hath  a fate,  and  fo  have  /, 

Rut  far  above  your  finding  5 he  that  gives. 

Out  of  his  providence,  to  all  that  lives. 

And  no  man  ks’ows  his  treajure,  no,  not  you  : 

He  that  made  Egypt  blind,  from  whence  you  grew 
[ Scabby  and  lowxie,  that  the  world  might  fee 
Tour  "^Calculations  are  as  blind  as  ye  : 

He  that  made  all  the  Stars,  you  daily  read. 

And  from  thence  flitch  a knowledge  how  to  feed^ 

Hath  hid  this  from  you,  your  conjc&ures  all 
Are  drunken  things,  not  how,  but  when  they  fall : 

Man  is  his  own  Star,  and  the  foul  that  can 
Render  an  honeji,  and  a perfcH  man. 

Command' s all  light,  all  influence,  all  fate. 

Nothing  to  him  falls  early,  or  too  late. 

Our  Acis  our  Angels  are,  or  good  or  ill. 

Our  fatal  fljadows  that  walk,  by  us  fill,  X ^ s 

And  when  the  Stars  are  labouring,  we  believe 
It  IS  net  that  they  govern,  but  they  grieve 
Lor  fluborn  ignorance  5 all  things  that  are 
Made  for  our  general  ujes,  are  at  war, 

Lvenwe  among  our  felves,  and  from  the flrife. 

Tour  flrfl  unlike  opinions  got  a life. 

Oh  man  ! thou  Image  of  thy  Makers  good, 

U hat  canji  thou  fear,  when  breath'd  into  thybloud. 
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His fpirit  is,  that  built  thee}  what  dull fe^ce  q • 
Makes  thee  fufpeH,  in  need,  that  Providence 
Who  made  the  morning,  and  who  plac'd  the  Riht 
Guide  to  thy  labours^  who  call'd  up  the  night,""  ‘ * 

And  bid  her  fall  upon  thee  like fweet  Jhowers 
In  hollow  murmurs, to  lock,  tip  thy  powers  } • 

Who  gave  thee  knowledge,  who  fo  trufled  thee. 

To  let  thee  grow  fo  near  himfelf,  the  Tree  } 

Mufl  he  then  be  diflrufled  } fhall  his  frame 
Difcourfe  with  him,  why  thus,  and  thus  I am} 

He  made  the  Angels  thine,  thy  fellows  all. 

Nay,  even  thy  fervants,  when  Devotions  call. 

Oh  ! canfl  thou  be  fo  flupid  then,fo  dim, 

To  feeka  faving  influence,  and  loofe  him} 

Can  Stars  proteH  thee  } or  can  poverty. 

Which  is  the  light  to  Heaven,  put  out  his  eye  ^ 

He  is  my  Star,  in  him  all  truth  I find. 

All  influence,  aUfate,  andwhen  my  mind 
Isfurnijh'd  with  hisfuUnefs,  my  poor  fiory 
Shall  out-live  all  their  age,  and  all  their  glory. 

The  hand  of  danger  cannot  fall  amifs. 

When  1 kyiow  what,  and  in  whoje power  it  is. 

For  want,  the  caufe  of  man,fhaU  make  me  groan, 

A Holy  hermit  is  a mind  alone. 

Doth  not  experience  teach  us  all  we  can. 

To  workj)ur  jelves  into  a glorious  man  } 

Love's  but  an  exhalation  to  beji  eyes 

The  matter  jpent,  and  then  the  fools  fire  diH} 

Were  1 in  loue,  and  could  that  bright  Star  bring 
Increafe  to  Wealth,  Honor,  and  every  thing  : 

Were  jhe  asperfeB good,  as  we  can  aim. 

The  flrfl  was  fo,  and  yet  fhe  lofl  the  Game. 

My  Miflrifs  then  be  knowledge  and  fair  truth  3 
So  1 enjoy  all  beauty  and  all  youth. 

And  though  to  time  her  Lights,  and  Laws  flje  lends. 
She  knows  no  Age,that  to  corruption  bends. 

..Friends  promij'es  may  lead  me  to  believe. 

But  he  that  knows  his  own  friend,  knows  to  live. 
AffliBion,  when  I know  it  is  but  this, 

A deep  allay,  whereby  man  tougher  is 
To  hear  the  hammer,  and  the  deeper  fill, 

W ? fill  arife  more  image  of  his  Will. 

Sicknefs,  an  humorous  cloud  'twixt  us  and  light 
And  death,  at  longefl  but  another  night. 

Man  is  his  own  Star,  and  that  foul  that  can 
Be  honefl,  is  the  only  perfeB  man. 
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MASQUE  ot  the  Gentlemen 

O F 


gi^yf  and  the  I ^!^E%TE MT  L E ; 

T er formed  before  the  I ^ (j  /« ^/^eBanqueting^Houfe/w  White-Hall,  | 

at  the  Marriage  of  the  Illuftrious  Frederick^  and  Eli%abeth^  Prince  and  Princefs 
Palatine  of  the  E hifie: 


I 

Written  by  FKAINiClS  EEAMO!J^i:  Gent. 
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Enter  lrisr«««/«g,  Mercury/wZ/oww^,  snd- 
catching  hold  of  her.  t.<\  . 


Mercury. 

Tay  Light . loot  7r/V,  for  thou  ftriv’ft  in  vain  , 
My  wings  are  nimbler  than  thyfeet. 

Iris.  Away, 

Difierttbling  Mercury^  my  meflages 
Askhoneft  hafte^  nOtlike  thole  wanton  ones, 
Your  thundering  Father  fends,  ^ ^ 

Mer.  Stay  foolifli  Maid,  ‘ ’ 

Or  I will  take  my  rife  upon  a hill,  ‘ 

When.  I . perceive  thee  feated  in  a cloud,'  i ■ 
via  all  the  painted  glory,, that  thou  halt,')  , .G. 

And'neVer  ceafe  to  clap'my  willing  wing,  oi 

Till  1 catch  hold  on  thy  difcolour’d  Bow, 

Andlhiver  it  beyond  the  angry  power.  • - 

Of  your  mad  Miftrifs  to  make  up  again.  . 

Jm,  Hermes  forbear,  will  chide  artd  ftrike  •, 

Is  great  Jove  jealous  that  that  I aril  imploy’d 
On  her  Love-errands  > (he  did  never  y et , ^ ^ ^ 

Claspe  weak  mortality  in  her  white  afhis, 

As  he  has  often  done-,  I only  come 
To  celebrate  the  long  wifh’d  Nuptials  ‘ ; " 

Here  in  Olympia.,  which  are  now  perforrn’d 
Betwixt  two  goodly  Rivers,  that  havemixt 
Their  gentle  winding  waves,  and  are  to  grow 
Into  a thoufand  ftreams,  great  as  themfelves.  > 

I need  not  name  them,  for  the  found  is  f loud  - “ ^ 

In  Heaven  and  Eaith,  and  I am  fent  from  her 
The  Queen  of  marriage,  that  was  prefent  here,  * 

And  fmil’d  to  fee  them  joyn,  and  hath  not  chid  > V 
Since  it  was  done.  Good  Hermes  let  me  goe. 

Merc.  Nay,  you  mull  (lay,  Joy/j- medage  is  the  fame  *, 
Whofeeyes  are  lightning,  and  whofevdice  is  thunder, 
Whofe  breath  is  airy  wind,  he  will,  who  knows 
Howtobefirft  in  Earth,  as  well  as  Heaven. 

• Iris.  But  what  hath  he  to  do  with  Nuptial  rites? 

Let  him  ft  pleas’d  upon  his  Starry  throne. 

And  fright  poor  mortals  with  his  Thunder-bolts, 
Leaving  to  us  the  mutual  darts  of  eyes. 

Merc.  Alas,  whenever  offer’d,  he  t’abridge 
Your  Ladies  power,  but  only  now,  in  thefe, 

Whofe  ntatch  concerns  the  general  government? 


Hath  not  each  God  a part  in  thefe  high  joyes/  i 

And  (hall  not  he  the  King  of  gods  prelume  | 

Without  proud  j(«Mo’s  licence  s'  let  her  know. 

That  when  enamour’d  Jove^vk  gave  her  power 
To  link  (oft  hearts  in  undiflblving  bands. 

He  then  forefaw,  andtohimfelf  referv’d 
The  honor  of  this  marriage : thou  (halt  (land 
Still  as  a Rock,whiIe  I to  blefsthis  Feaft 
Will  fummon  up  with  mine  all-charming  rod 
The  Nymphs  of  Fountains,  from'  whole  watry  locks, 

(Hung  with  the  dew  of  blefing  and  increa(e)  ‘ 

The  greedy  Rivers  take  tlieirnourifhment. 

Yea  Nymphs,  who  bathing  in  your  loved  Springs, 

Beheld  thefe  Rivers  in  their  infancy. 

And  joy’d  to  fee  them,  when  their  circled  heads 
Refrefi’dthe  Air,  and fpreadthe  ground  with  Flowers^ 
Rile  from  your  Wells,  and  with  your  nimble  feet 
Perform  that  office  to  this  happy  pair. 

Which  in  thefe  Plains  you  to  ^Iphens  did. 

When  paffing  hence^  through  many  Seas  unmixt, 

He  gain’d  the  favour  of  his  Arethufe. 

'The  Nymphs  rife.,  and  dance  a little., 

, and  then  mak^  a jland. 

Iris.  Is  Hermes  grown  a Lover  ? by  what  power 
Unknown  tons,  calls  he  the  Maids  > 

Merc.  Prefumptuous  7m,  I could  make  thee  dance. 

Till  thou  forgetll  thy  Ladies  medages. 

And  rann’ft  back  crying  to  her  -,  thou  (halt  know 
My  power  is  more,  only  my  breath,  and  this 
Shall  move  fix’d  Stars,  and  force  the  Firmament 
To  yield  the  Hyades,  who  govern  (lowers. 

And  dewy  clouds,  in  whofe  difper fed  drops 
Thou  form’d  the  (hape  of  thy  deccitfijl  Bow. 

Yea  JVIaids,  who  yearly  at  appointed  times 
Advance  with  kindly  tears,  the  gentle  floods 
Difcend,  and  pour  your  blcffing  on  thefe  dreams, 

Which  rolling  down  from  Hcaven-afpiring  hills. 

And  now  united  in  the  fruitful  vales. 

Bear  all  before  them,  ravidi’d  with  their  joy. 

And  fwell  in  glory,  till  they  know  no*  bounds. 

fbe  Cloud  difeends  with  the  Hyades,  at  which  the 
Maids  feem  to  he  rejoyced  -,  they  all  dance  a rvh  le 
together,  then  make  another  f and,  as  if  they  want- 
ed fomething. 

Ir  t. 
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A Mafcjne. 


Trif.  Grcnt  Wit  and  Power  hath  Fiennes  to  contrive 
\ lively  dance,  uhichofone  lex  coniids, 

M rc.  .Ala'poor  7r/>  ! Venus  hath  in  dore 
A locrct  anibiilh  of  her  winged  boys, 

Who  lurking  long  within  theie  plealant  groves, 

Fird  duck  thefe  Lovers  with  tlicir  equal  darts-, 

Thole  Cw/'/.'/j-ihall  come  forth,  and  joyn  with  thefe, 

T o honor  that  which  they  themfelves  began. 

Ibe  C.v\l>k\s  come  forth  and  dance^  they  are  tveary 
jrith  th:ir  blind  purfuim^the  Nytnphs-y  and  the 
Nymphs  wearymth flying  them. 

Iris.  r>ehold  the  Statues  which  wild  V^ulcan  plac’d 
llnJ.er  the  Altar  of  Olympian  Jove^ 

And  gave  to  them  an  artificial  life; 

Seehow  they  move,  drawn  by  this  Heavenly  joy, 

Lixe  the  wild  Trees,  which  followed  Orphens  Harp. 

Ihe  Statues  come  dort'n^  and  they  al!  dance^  till  the 
Nymphs  out-run  them-,  and  lofe  them^  then 
t/>e  Cupids and  laji  the  Statues. 

Merc.  And  what  will  Juno^s  Iris  do  for  her? 

Ins.  Juft  match  this  diew,  or  mine  inventions  fail , 

Had  it  been  worthier,  I would  have  invok’d 
T he  blazing  Comets,  Clouds,  and  falling  Stars, 

And  all  my  kindred,  Meteors  of  the  air. 

To  have  excell’d  it  ^ but  I now  mud:  drive 
To  imitate  confnfion therefore  thou 
Delightful  Fl'ira-^  if  thou  ever  feltd 
lucrcaFe  of  fwcetnefs  in  thofe  blooming  Plants, 

On  \^  hich  the  horns  of  my  fair  Eow  decline. 

Send  hither  all  that  rural  company, 

W Inch  deck  the  May-games  with  their  clownifli  fports  ^ 
will  have  it  lb.  ' 

The  fecond  Anti-Mafque  rujheth  in.,  they  dance 
their  meafure.,  and  as  rudely  depart. 

Merc.  Iris.,  we  drive 

Like  winds  at  liberty,  who  diould  do  word 
F’r  we  return.  If  be  the  Queen 
Of  Marriages,  let  her  give  happy  way 
T o what  is  done  in  honor  of  the  State 
Shego-verns. 

Jrrs,  Hermes.,  fo  it  may  be  done 
Mcerly  in  honor  of  the  State,  and  thofe 
That  now  have  prov’d  it^  not  to  latisfy 
The  lud  of  Jupiter.,  in  having  thanks 
More  than  his  Juno-.,  if  thy  Snaky  rod 
Have  power  to  fearch  the  Heaven,  or  found  the  Sea, 

Or  call  together  all  the  ends  of  earth. 

To  bring  thee  any  thing  that  may  do  grace 
To  us,  and  thefe,  doit,  we  fnall  be  pleas’d. 

Merc.  Then  know  that  from  the  mouth  of  Jove  himlelf, 
WTiofc  words  have  wings,  and  need  not  to  be  born, 

I took  a medage,  and  1 bore  it  through 
A thonfand  yielding  clouds,  and  never  daid 
'Fill  his  high  \\'ill  was  done : the  Olympian  games, 

W hich  long  had  flept,  at  thefe  wilh’cl  Nuptials, 

He  pleas’d  to  have  renew’d,  and  all  his  Knights 
Are  gather’d  hither,  who  within  their  Tents 
Red  on  this  hill,  upon  whoferifing head 

7 he  Altar  is  difeovered  with  the  Priefls  about  it., 
and  theStatues  under  it,  and  the  Knights  lying 
in  their  Tents  on  each  fide,  near  the  top  of  the  hill^ 

E hold  Jnves  Altar,  and  his  blelTcd  Prieds 
Moving  about  it  -,  come  you  Holy  men. 

And  with  your  voices  draw  theie  youths  along, 

T hattill  Joves  Miilick  call  them  to  their  games. 

Their  acTive  fports  may  give  a bled  content 
To  thofe, for  whom  they  arc  again  begun. 


The  firft  Song,  when  the  Priefts  defeend, 
and  the  Knights  follow  them. 

Shah^  off  your  heavy  trance, 
and  leap  into  a dance. 

Such  as  no  mortals  uje  to  tread, 
fit  only  for  Apollo 
To  play  to,  for  the  Moon  to  lead. 

And  alitbe  Stars  to  follow. 

The  fecond  Song  at  the  end  of the  firft  Dance. 

Onbleffed  youths,  for  JOve  doth  paufe. 

Laying  ajide  his  graver  Lzws 
For  this  device ; 

And  at  the  wedding  fuch  a pair, 

Each  dance  istal^en  for  a prayer. 

Each  Song  a Sacrifice^ 

The  third  Song^  after  their  many  Dances,  when 
they  are  to  take  out  the  Ladies*  

Single.  ' 

More pleafing  were  thefe  fweet  delights. 

If  Ladies  mov'd  as  well  as  Knights  •, 

Run  everyone  of  you  and  catch 
.A  Nymph,  i»  honor  of  his  mateh  j 
And  whifper  boldly  in  her  ear, 

Jove  wit  but  laugh,  if  you  forfwear. 

' " ’ All. 

And  this  days  fins  he  doth  refolve. 

That  we  his  Priefls Jhould  aUabfolve. 

The  fourth  Song,  when  they  have  parted  with 
the  Ladies,  a fhrill  Mufick  founds,  liippofed  to 
be  that, which  calls  them  to  the  Olympian  games, 
at  which  they  all  make  a feeming  preparation 
to  depart. 

Ton  Jhould  flay  longer  if  we  durfi,  * 

Away,  alas\  that  he  that  firfl 
Gave  time  wild  wings  to  fly  away, 

H'as  now  no  power  to  makp  him  flay. 

And  though  thefe  games  muji  needs  be  plaid, 

I would  thefe  pair,  when  they  are  laid. 

And  not  a creature  nigh'em. 

Might  catch  his  Jithe,  as  he  doth  pafs. 

And  clip  his  wings,  and  breakjhis  glafs. 

And  kpep  him  ever  by 'em. 

The  fifth  Song,  when  all  is  done,  as  they  alcend 

Peace  and  ftlence  be  the  guide 
To  the  Man,  and  to  the  Bride  x 
If  there  be  ujoy  yet  new 
In  marriage,  let  it  (all  on  you. 

That  all  the  world  may  wonder'. 

If  we  Jhould  flay,  we  Jhould  do  worjf. 

And  turn  our  blejflngs  to  a curfe. 

By  keeping  you  aj under. 


FOUR 


Four 

The  Perfons  n 

Emanuel,  t?/Portugal,  Caftile,  | Frigofo, 

Ifabella,  h ‘u  Huecn.  j [\inaldo. 

Lords, 

The  Trium 

Martins,  a Roman  General. 

Valerius,  his  Brother. 

Nicodemus,  a cowardly  Corporal. 

V 

Diana 

Dorigen,  Sophocles  wife,  the  example  of  Chaliity^ 

t Y S in  One. 

:prefcnted  in  die  Play. 

a Courtier,  •fSfc&ators  of  the  Play  at  the  ceULration 

his  acquaintance,  ^of  their  Nuptials. 

iph  ol  Honor. 

Cornelius,  a wittal  Sutler. 

Captain. 

Sophocles,  Duk^  of  Athens. 

Vomen. 

Florence,  Wife  to  CorntWus. 

The  Triui 

Cupid. 

Rinaldo,  Dnke  of  lA\\zn. 

Benvoglio,  1 brothers.  Lords  <^Mitan. 
Randulpho,j 

Angelina,  Benvoglio.  ' ‘ ^ 

Violante,  her  Daughter,  Gerard’s  Mijlrifs. 

( , I ^ 

• \ 

mph  of  Love. 

■ .-n, 

Ferdinand,  DukejHppofed  Uft. 

f ' 

^omen. 

■»  ' ^ 

I Dorothea,  Violante’s  Attendant.  ' - 

, I Cornelia,  the  obfcured  Duchefs. 

1 he  1 riuffi 

, 

',ic  ; ,Gj'  1 ■ ‘ 

Duke  Anjou.  ! : 

'Lavall,  his  luff ul  Heir  , s r 

1 G en tille,  ^ Perolot  i-j. 

1 Perolot.  contracled  to  Gabriellz. 

i - - - .V 

j Gabriella,  the  defpifedwife  z?/ Laval!, 
i Hellena,  his fecond  wife. 

\ ’ 

iph  of  Death. 

Two  Gentlemen. 

A Spirit. 

Shalloonc,  fervant  to  Lavall. 

/omen. 

Cafta,  Daughter  to  Gentille. 

Maria,  a fervant  attending  on  Gabriella.  > 

i 

Ihe  Iriumph  or  lime. 

j Jupiter.  Atropos.  Poverty. 

Mcrcurie.  Defire.  Honefty. 

Ipiutus.  Vain  Delight.  ^ Simplicity. 

Time.  Bounty.  " - Fame. 

four 

F O U 


R. 


Moral  Reprefentations 

IN  ONE. 


Enter  Von  Frigozo. 

Fri^.  Noife  vpitb'm 

,Vay  with  thofe  bald-pated  Raf- 
cals  there,  their  wits  are  bound 
up  in  Vellora,  they  are  not  cur- 
rant here.  Down  with  thofe 
City-Gentlemen,  &c.  Out  with 
thole — I fay,  and  in  with  their 
wives  at  the  back  door.  Worf|iip 
and  place,  lam  weary  of*  ye,  ye 
lye  on  my  flioulders  lik  a load  of 
Gold  on  an  Aflesback.  A man 
in  Authority,  is  but  as  a candle  in  the  wind,  fooner  wafted 
or  blown  out,  than  under  abufhel.  How  now,  what’s  the 
matter  ? 

Who  are  you,  Sir?  . . 

Enter  Rinaldo. 

F in.  Who  am  1,  Sir  ? why,  do  y’  not  know  me  ? 

Frrg.  No  by  my— do  I not. 

Em.  lam  fure  we  din’d  together  to  day.  _ 

f >/>.  T hat’s  all  one  ; as  1 din’d  with  you  in  the  City,  and 
as  you  paid  for  my  dinner  there,  I do  know  you,  and 
am  beholding  to  you  : But  as  my  mind  is  fince  tranfmi- 
ratcd  into  my  office,  and  as  you  come  to  Court  to 
have  me  pay  you  again,  and  be  beholding  to  me,  I know 
) oil  not,  1 know  you  not. 

F/-<  Nay,  but  look  ye.  Sir, 

Friz.  Pardon  me;  If  you  had  been  my  bed-fellow,  thefe 
i.vcn  years,  and  lent  me  money  to  buy  ray  place,  I rauft 
not  tranfgrels  principles;  This  very  talking  with  you,  is 
an  ill  e.vamplc. 

Em.  Piffi,  you  are  too  pundual  a Courtier,  Sir;  why, 
I am  a Courtier  too,  yet  never  underftood  the  place  or 
name  to  be  16  infcclions  to  humanity  and  manners,  as  to 
call  a man  into  a burning  pride  and  arrogance,  for  which 
there  is  no  cure.  I am  a Courtier,  and  yet  I will  know 
1 my  l itnds,  I tell  you. 

tri;r.  And  I tell  you,  you  will  thrive  accordmgly,  I war- 
rant you. 

Ein.  But  hark  yc,  Signior  Frigozo.,  you  ffiall  nrft  undcr- 
ftand,  i have  no  friends  with  me  to  trouble  you, 

Friz.  Humh  ; That’s  a good  motive. 

}:m.  Not  to  borrow  money  of  you. 

Ern.  riiat's  an  excellent  motive. 

Em.  .No my  f.vect  Don,  nor  to  ask  what  you  owe  me. 
t Why,  that  is  the  very  motive  of  motives , why  I 


ought  and  will  know  thee:  and  if  I had  not  wound  thee  up 
to  this  promife,  I would  not  have  known  thee  thefe  fif- 
teen years,  no  more  than  the  errantft,  or  moft  founder’d 
Ca[tillian  that  followed  our  new  Queens  Carriages  a-foot. 

Ein.  Nor  for  any  thing,  dear  Don,  but  that  you  would 
place  me  conveniently  to  fee  the  Play  to  night. 

Frig.  That  fhall  I,  Signior  Einaldo:  but  would  you 
had  come  fooner : you  fee  how  full  the  Scaffolds  are,  there 
is  fcant  room  for  a Lovers  thought  here.  Gentlewomen 
lit  clofe  for  fhame ; Has  none  of  ye  a little  corner  for 
this  Gentleman?  I’ll  place  ye,  fear  not.  And  how  did  our 
brave  King  of  Eartugal;  bcarhimlelftoday  ? You  ’ 

faw  the  folemnityof  the  marriage. 

Kin.  Why,  like  a fit  Husband  for  fo  gracious  and  excel- 
lent a Princels,  as  his  worthy  mate  Ifahella^  the  King  of 
CajUles  Daughter  doth  in  her  very  external  lienaments, 
mixture  of  colours,  and  joyning  Dove-like  behaviour  affure 
her  felf  to  be.  And  I proteft  ( my  dear  Don  ) ferioufly, 

I can  ling  prophetically  nothing  but  blelfed  Hymns,  and 
happy  occalions  to  thisfacred  union  of  Portugal  and  Cafiile., 
which  have  fo  wifely  and  mutually  conjoyned  two  fuch  vir- 
tuous and  beautiful  Princes  as  thefe  are  •,  and  in  all  opinion 
like  to  multiply  to  their  very  laft  minute. 

Frig..The  King  is  entring ; Signior,  hover  here  about, 
andasfoon  as  the  Train  is  let-,  clap  into  me,  we’ll  ftand 
near  the  State.  If  you  have  any  Creditors  here,  theylhall 
renew  bonds  a Twelvemonth  on  fuch  a light : but  to  touch 
the  pomcl  of  the  King’s  Chair  in  the  fight  of  a Citizen, 
is  better  fecurity  for  a thoufand  double  Duckets , than 
three  of  the  beft  Merchants  in  Lisbon.  Befides,  Signior,  we 
will  cenfure,  not  only  the  King  in  the  Play  here,  that 
Reigns  his  two  hours  ^ but  the  King  himfelf,  that  is  to 
rule  his  life  time : Take  my  counfel ; I have  one  word  to 
fay  to  this  noble  Affembly,  and  I am  for  you. 

Pun.  Your  method  lhall  govern  me. 

Frig.  Prologues  are  bad  Huijhers  before  the  rpije-j 
Why  may  not  then  an  Huijher  Prologize  ? 

Here^s  a fair  fight.,  and  were  ye  oftner  feen 
7 bus  gathered  hereftwould  pleafe  our  King  and  ^ueen 
Upon  my  confcience,  ye  are  welcome  all  > 

7o  Lisbon,  and  the  Court Portugal-, 

IVhere  your  fair  eyes  Jh  all  feed  on  no  worfe  fights 
Than  preparations  made  for  Kings  delights. 

We  wijh  to  men  content the  manliefl  treafure.. 

And  to,  the  Women,  their  own  wijh'd  for  pleajure. 

Flourilh. 

Enter 


Four  TUycs^  or  Morall'KcprcJentationSy  in  one. 


renter  Kmg  and  ^jteen^  Emanuel  and  Ifabella^ 

Lords  and  attendants. 

Em.  Fair  fountain  of  my  life,  from  vvliofc  pure  flrcams 
The  propagation  of  two  Kingcloms  Howes, 

Never  contention  rife  in  eithers  hrdl, 

But  conteflation  whofe  love  (hall  be  bclf. 

Ifah.  .Majellick  Ocean , that  with  plenty  feeds 
Me,  thy  poor  tributary  Rivolet, 

Sun  of  my  beauty,  that  with  radiant  beams 
Doft  gild,  and  dance  upon  thelc  humble  ftreams, 

Curft  be  my  birth-hour,  and  my  ending  day. 

When  back  your  love-floods  1 forget  to  pay : 

Or  if  this  breft  of  mine,  your  cryHall  brook. 

Ever  take  other  form  in,  other  look 
But  yours,  or  ere  produce  unto  your  grace 
A ftrange  reflecTiion,  or  anothers  face. 

But  be  your  love-book  clasp’d,  open’d  to  none 
But  you,  nor  hold  a llorie,  but  your  own  ^ 

A water  fix’d,  that  ebbs  nor  floods  purfue. 

Frozen  to  all,  onely  didblv’d  to  you. 

Em.  O,  who  fnall  tel  the  fweetnefs  of  our  love 
To  future  times,  and  not  be  thought  to  lye  ? 

I look  through  this  hour  like  a pcrfpe(ftive. 

And  far  off  fee  millions  of  profperous  feeds. 

That  our  reciprocal!  affedtion  breeds. 

Thus  my  white  rib,  clofe  in  my  bred  with  me. 

Which  nought  fhall  tear  hence,  but  mortalitie. 

Lords.  Be  Kingdoms  bleft  in  you,  you  bleft  in  them. 
Frig.  Whift,  Seignior^  my  ftrong imagination  fliewsme 
Love  (me  thinks)  bathing  in  milk,  and  wine  in  her  cheeks : 
O ! how  fhe  clips  him,  like  a plant  of  Ivic. 

Kin.  I •,  Could  not  you  be  content  to  be  an  Owl  in  fuch 
an  ivie-bulh,  or  one  of  the  Oaks  of  the  City  to  be  fo  dipt  ? 

Frig.  Equivocal  Don , though  I like  the  clipping  well , 
I could  not  be  content  either  to  be  your  Owl,  or  your  Ox 
of  the  City.  The  Play  begins.  Flourijh. 

Enter  a Poet  vpith  a garland. 

Poet  Prologue.  Lorv  at  your  facredfeet  our  poor  Mufe 
Her,  andher  thunder- fear lefs  virdant  Bayes.  ( layes 

Four  fever  all  Tx'wim'phs  to  your  Princely  eyes. 

Of  Honor,  Love,  Death,  and  Time  do  rife 
From  our  approaching  fubje^,  which  we  move 
Towards  you  with  fear,  (ince  that  a fweeter  Love, 
A brighter  Honor,  purer  Chaftitie 
March  in  your  brefis  this  day  triumphantly. 

Then  our  weak^Scenes  can  Jhow  : then  how  dare  we 
Prefent  like  Apes  and  Zanies,  things  that  be 
Exemplified  in  you,  but  that  we  kyiow. 

We  ne'r  crav  d grace,  which  you  did  not  bejiow  ^ 

Enter  in  triumph  with  Drums,  ‘Trumpets,  Colours,  Martins, 
Valerius,  Sophocles  bound,  Nicodemus,  Cornelius, 
Captains  and  Soldiers. 

Mar.  What  means  proud  Sophocles  ? 

Soph.  To  go  even  with  Martins, 

And  not  to  follow  him  like  his  Officer : 

I never  waited  yet  on  any  man. 

Mar.  Why  poor  Athenian  Duke,  thou  art  my  Have, 

My  blows  have  conquerd  thee. 

Soph.  Thy  flave?  proud  Martius, 

Cato  thy  countrey-man  ( whofe  conftancie^ 

Of  all  the  Romans,  1 did  honor  moft  ) 

Rip’d  himfelf twice  to  avoid  flavery. 

Making  himfelf  his  own  Anatomic. 


!iZ_ 

But  look  thee  Martius,  not  a vein  runs  here 
From  head  to  loot,  but  Sophocles  would  unleamc,  an.l 
l.ike  a Ipring  garden  Ihoot  his  fconifull  bloo  J 
Into  their  eyes,  durU  tome  to  tread  on  him  : 

As  for  ihy  blows,  they  did  conquer  me  ; 

Seven  Battailcs  have  I met  ihec  lace  to  face. 

And  given  thee  blow  for  blow,  and  wound  Ibr  wound. 
And  till  thou  taught’ll:  me,  knew  not  to  retires 
Thy  Iword  was  tlien  as  bold,  thy  arm  as  llrong  j 
Thy  blows  then  M irtius,  cannot  conquer  me. 

Val.  Wliat  is  It  then? 

.Xoph.  Fortune. 

Tal.  Why,  yet  in  that 

Thou  art  the  vvorfe  man,  and  mull  fo'Iow  him. 

Soph.  Young  Sir,  youerre:  If  Fortune  could  be  call’d 
Or  his,  or  your’s,  or  mine,  in  good  or  cvill 
For  any  certain  fpace,  thou  hadll  Ipoke  truth : 

But  Ihe  but  jefts  with  man,  and  in  mifthance 
Abhors  all  conffancie,  flowting  him  (fill 
With  ibmc  fmall  touch  of  good,  or  feeming  good 
Afidlt  of  his  mifehief:  which  viciffitude 
Makes  him  flrait  doff  his  armour,  and  his  fence 
He  had  prepar’d  before,  to  break  her  fbrokes. 

So  from  the  very  Zenith  of  her  wheel, 

When  file  has  dandled  fomc  choice  favorite. 

Given  him  his  boons  in  women,  honor,  wealth, 

And  all  the  various  delecacics  of  earth  ■, 

That  the  fool  fcorns  the  gods  in  his  excels. 

She  whirls,  and  leaves  him  at  th’  Antipodes. 

Mar.  Art  fure  we  have  taken  him?  Sophodes  ? 

His  fettred  arms  fay  noi  his  free  foul,  1. 

This  Athens  nurfeth  Arts,  as  well  as  Arihs. 

Soph.  Nor  glory  Martius,  in  this  day  of  thine, 

’Tis  behind  yefferday,  but  before  to  morrow  : 

Who  knows  what  Fortrme  then  will  do  with  thee? 

She  never  yet  could  make  the  better  man. 

The  better  chance  fhe  has : the  man  that’s  befl: 

She  ftill  contends  with,  and  doth  favor  Icaft. 

Mar.  Me  thinks  a graver  thunder  then  the  skies 
Breaks  from  his*  lipsi  1 am  amaz’d  to  hear. 

And  Athens  words,  more  then  her  fwords  doth  fear. 

Soph.  Martius,  Sophocles,  couldft  thou  acquire 
( And  did  thy  Roman  gods  fo  love  thy  prayers. 

And  folemn  facrifice,  to  grant  thy  fuit) 

Fo  gather  all  the  valour  of  the  Cafars 
Thy  PrcdeCcflbrs,  and  what  is  to  come. 

And  by  their  influence  fling  it  on  thee  now. 

Thou  couldft  not  make  , my  mind  go  lefs,  not  pare 
With  all  their  fwords  one  . virtue  from  my  foul ; 

How  am  I vaflalPd  then  ? Make  fuch  thy  Haves, 

As  dare  not  keep  their  goodnefs  pgll  their  graves. 

Know  General,  we  two  are  chances -on 
The  die  of  Fate^  now  thrown,  thy  fix  iV  up. 

And  my  poor  one  beneath  thee,  next  the  throw 
May  fet  me  upmofl,  and  calt  thee  below.  - " ^ 

Mar.  Yet  will  1 trie  thee  more/Calamitie 
Is  mans  true  touchftone;  Liftcn  infolent  Prince, 

That  dar’ft  contemn  the  Mafter  of  thy  life. 

Which  I will  force  here  ’fore  thy  City  walls 
With  barbarous  crueltie,  and  call  thy  wife 
To  fee  it,  and  then  after  fend  her 

Soph.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  And  then  demolifli  Athens  to  the  ground. 
Depopulate  her,  fright  away  her  fame. 

And  leave  fucceffion  neither  ftone  nor  name. 

Soph.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Mar.  Doft  thou  deride  me  ? 

Val.  Kneel,  ask  Martius 
For  mercy,  Sophocles,  and  live  happy  ftill.  ^ 

Soph.  Kneel,  and  ask  mercie  ? ( Roman  ) art  a god  ? 

I never  kneel’d,  or  begg’d  of  any  elfe. 

Thou  art  a fool,  and  1 will  loole  no  more 
Inflrudions  on  thee ; now  I find  thy  eares 

Solemn  Mufek,. 

Y y y Enter 


Four  Fl^ycsy  or  Morall  Keprelentations , in  one. 


j I «.';T  V(>rige»^  La.iyes  bearing  a fn'ord. 

: u'oliili,  like  thv  tongue.  My  P(>r/^e«? 

*,  h Iiuiilt  fi'.e  lee  me  lx)und> 
i I.  l ilac’s  l lie  drlt  ligh 
Ik  brcatliM  linee  he  was  born,  I think. 

’ (.'./g.  Forlxrar, 

All  bur  the  Lady  his  wife. 

, S'fh.  How  my  heart  chides 

■ rhe  manacles  of  mv  hands,  that  let  them  not 
! Eii.bracc  my  Vori:_en. 

! rj.  Turn  but  thy  Ihcc. 

; And  ask  thy  life  of  Martiur  thus,  and  thou 

With  thy  fair  wife)  lhalt  live;,  Ajhens  fliall  ftand, 

And  all  her  priviledges  augmented *be. 

Sapb.  ’Twere  better pcriHi’d,  and  my  wife 
Which  ( Romans ) I do  know  a vvorthie  one. 

Then  Sophocles  fliould  flirink  of  Sophocles^ 

Commit  prolanc  Idolatry,  by  giving 

The  reverence  due  to  gods  to  thee  blown  man. 

Mar.  Rough,  ftubborn  Cynick. 

Soph.  Thou  art  rougher  far, 

.And  of  a coufer  wale,  fuller  of  pride. 

Lei's  temperate  to  bear  profpericy. 

Thou  I'eelt  my  mecr  negled  hath  rais’d’ in  thee 
A form  more  boyferous  then  the  Oceans, 

I My  \irtuc,  Patience,  makes  thee  vitious. 

I Mar.  \\  hy,  fair-ey’d  Lady,  do  you  kneel? 

P.’r.  Great  Generali, 

1 ' iAorio’is,  godliicc  Mirtins^  your  poor  handmaid 
! kiicels,  for  her  fiusband  will  not.  cannot:  fpeaks 
' 1 has  humbly,  that  he  may  not.  Liften  Komany 
i ri  oa  whofe  advanced  front  doth  fpeak  thee  Kontan 
To  every  Nation,  and  whofe  deeds  alTure  ’ty 
Ltiiold  a Princefs  (whofe  declining  head 
' Like  to  a drooping  lilly  after  ftorms 
Lowes  to  thy  feet)  and  playing  here  the  flave, 

T o keep  her  husbands  greatneft  unabated : 

All  which  doth  make  thy  Conqueft  greater:  For, 

If  he  be  bafe  in  ought  whom  thou  haft  taken. 

Then  Martins  hath  but  taken  a bafe  prize. 
i;i:t  if  this  Jewell  hold  luftre  and  value, 

Martins  is  richer  then  in  that  he  hath  won. 

0 make  him  liich  a Captive,  as  thy  felf 
Unto  another  wouldft,  great  Captain,  be-, 

1 ill  then,  he  is  no  prifbner  fit  for  thee. 

■ Mar.  Valerius^  here  is  harmonic  would  have  brought 
' Cfd  crabbed  Saturn  to  I'weet  lleep,  when  Jove 

' I'Jid  firft  incenfe  him  with  Rebellion : 

Athens  make  women  Philofophers, 

And  f.rc  their  children  chat  the  talk  of  gods. 

I i’al.  Rife  beauteous  Vorigen. 

I Vor.  N'ot  untill  I know 

- I he  Generals  rclblution, 

I'jI.  One  Ibft  word 

' r lom  Snphocles  would  calm  him  into  tears. 

Id  e gentle  fliovvres  after  tempeftuous  winds. 

7V.  To  buy  the  world,  he  will  not  give  a word, 

A look,  a tear,  a knee,  ’gainft  his  own  judgement, 

'“•■d  the  divine  compofurc  of  his  minde: 

' Ml  whicn  1 therefore  doc,  and  here  prefent 
T his  \'ictors  wreathe,  this  rich  Athenian  fword, 

I rophics  of  Conquft,  which,  great  Martins^  w-ear, 
Anri  l>e  appeas’d  : Let  Sophocles  ftill  live. 

Mar.  He  would  not  live. 
p,jT.  He  would  not  beg  lo  live, 
n he  fhall  fo  forget,  then  I begin 
i ']  <:  i.o'nmand,  Martins  ^ and  when  he  kneels, 
i P'r  /i’en.  ftands^  when  he  lets  fall  a tear, 

• I drv  mine  eyes,  and  fcorn  him. 

J Mar.  ScorJi  him  now  then, 

' Here  in  the  face  of  Athens-^  and'" thy  friends. 


Sclf-will’d,  Sophocles,  prepare  to  die, 

And  by  that  fword  thy  lady  honor’d  me. 

With  which  her  fcif  fiiall  Ibllow.  Romans,  Friends, 
who  dares  but  ftrike  this  ftroke,  lliall  part  with  me 
Half  Athens,  and  my  hali'of  Vidcric. 

Cap,  By not  we. 

Kic.  Cor.  We  two  will  do  it,  Sir. 

Soph.  Away,  ye  filh-ia.’d  Rafcals, 

Val,  Martins, 

To  Eclipfe  this  great  Edipfo  labours  thy  fame  j 
Valerius  thy  Brother  fliall  !b.'  once 
Turn  Executioner ; Giver  me  the  fword. 

Now  Sophocles,  i’ll  ftrike  as  luddenly 
As  thou  dar’ft  die. 

Soph.  Thou  cauft  not.  And  Valerius, 

’T  is  Ids  diftionour  to  thee  thus  to  kill  me, 

Then  bid  me  kneel  to  Martins:  ’tis  to  murther 
The  *ame  ol  living  men,  which  great  ones  doy 
Thar  ftudies  ftrangle,  poyfon  makes  away. 

The  wretched  hangman  only  ends  the  Play. 

Val.  Art  thou  prepar’d? 

Soph.  Yes. 

Val.  Bid  thy  wife  farewell.  ' 

Soph.  No,  I will  take  no  leave  : My  Dorigetty 
Y onaer  above,  ’bout  Ariadnes  Crown 
My  fpirit  fliall  hover  for  thee  -,  prethee  hafte. 

Por.  Stay  Sophocles,  with  this  tie  up  my  fight, 

Let  not  loft  nature  fo  transform’d  be 

(And  lofe  her  gentle  fex’d  humanities 

To  make  me  fee  my  Lord  bleed.  So,  ’tis  well: 

Never  one  objed  underneath  the  Sun 
Will  1 behold  before  my  Sophocles. 

Farewell : now  teach  the  Romans  how  to  die. 

Mar.  Doft  know  what  ’tis  to  die  ? 

Soph.  Thou  doft  not,  Martins, 

And  therefore  not  what  ’tis  to  live  -,  to  die 
Is  to  begin  to  live : It  is  to  end 
An  old  ftale  weary  work,  and  to  commence 
A newer  and  a better.  ’Tis  to  leave 
Dcceitfull  knaves  for  the  focietic^ 

Of  gods  and  goodnefs.  Thou  thy  felf  mufi:  part 
At  laft  from  all  thy  garlands,  plealiircs.  Triumphs, 

And  prove  thy  fortitude,  what  then  ’twill  do. 

Val.  But  ar’t  not  griev’d  nor  vex’d  to  leave  life  thus  ? 

Soph.  Why  Ihould  I grieve,  or  vex  for  being  lent 
To  them  I ever  lov’d  belt  .•?  now  I’ll  kneel. 

But  with  my  back  to  ward  thee  •,  ’tis  the  laft  duty 
This  trunk  can  doe  the  gods. 

Mar.  Strike,  ftrike,  Valerius, 

Or  Martins  heart  will  leap  out  at  his  mouth. 

This  is  a man,  a woman ! Kifs  thy  Lord, 

And  live  with  all  the  freedomc  you  were  wont. 

O Love  ! thou  doubly  haft  afflidted  me. 

With  virtue,  and  with  beauty.  Treacherous  heart. 

My  hand  lhall  call  thee  quick  into  my  urne, 

E’re  thou  tranfgrefs  this  knot  of  pietie. 

Val.  What  ails  my  Brother? 

Soph.  Martins,  oh  Martins  ! 

Thou  now  haft  found  a way  to  conquer  me. 

Vor.  O ftar  of  Rome,  what  gratitude  can  Ipeak 
Fit  words  to  follow  fuch  a deed  as  this? 

Mar.  Doth  Jnno  talk,  or  Vorigen  ? 

Val.  You  arc  obferv’d. 

Mar.  This  admirable  Duke  ( Valerius  ) 

With  his  difdain  of  Fortune,  and  of  Death, 

Captiv’d  himfelf,  hath  captivated  me  : 

And  though  my  arm  hath  ta’ne  his  body  here. 

His  foul  hath  fubjugated  Martins  foul: 

By  Romulus,  he  is  all  foul,  I think-, 

He  hath  no  flcfli,  and  fpirit  cannot  by  gyv’d  -, 

Then  we  have  vanquifhM  nothing;,  he  is  free. 

And  Martins  walks  now  in  captivitic. 

Soph.  How  fares  the  noble  Roman  ? 

Mar.  Why? 

Vor. 
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Dor.  Your  blood 

Is  funk  down  to  your  heart,  and  your  bright  eyes 
Have  loft  their  Iplendor. 

Afar.  Baler  fires  go  out. 

When  the  Sun  fiiines  on  ’em  : I am  not  well, 

An  Apopledick  fit  I ufe  to  have 
After  my  heats  in  war  carcletly  coold. 

Soph.  Martius  lhall  reft  in  Athens  with  his  friends, 

Till  this  diftemper  leave  him  : O ! great  Roman, 

See  Sophocles  doe  that  for  thee,  he  could  not 

Do  for  himfelf,  weep.  Martins.,  by  the — 

It  grieves  me  that  fo  brave  a foul  ftiould  fuRer 
Under  the  bodies  weak  infirmitie. 

Sweet  Lady,  take  him  to  thy  loving  charge. 

And  let  thy  care  be  tender. 

Dor.  Kingly  Sir, 

I am  your  Nurfe  and  fervant. 

Mar.  Oh  deer  Lady, 

My  Miftris,  nay  my  Deity  •,  guide  me  heaven, 

Ten  wi'eathes  triumphant  Martins  will  give. 

To  change  a Martins  for  a Sophocles: 

Can ’t  not  be  done  ( Valerius  ) with  this  boot 
Inftparable  affedion,  ever  thus 
Colleague  with  Athens  Koine. 

Dor.  Beat  warlike  tunes, 

Whileft  Dorigen  thus  honors  Martins  brow 
With  one  vidorious  wreath  more. 

Soph.  And  Sophocles 

Thus  girds  his  Sword  of  conqueft  to  his  thigh. 

Which  ne’r  be  drawn,  but  cut  out  Vidorie. 

Lords.  For  ever  be  it  thus.  Exenn*. 

Corn.  Corporall  Nichodemnsy  a word  with  ^'ou. 

Nic.  My  worthie  Sutler  Cornelius  , it  befits  not  Ni- 
chodemus  the  Roman  Officer  to  parley  with  a fellow  of 
' thy  rank ; the  affeirs  of  the  Empire  are  to  be  occupied. 

Corn.  Let  the  affaires  of  the  Empire  lie  a while  unoc- 
cupied, fweet  Nichodemns  I,  doe  require  the  money  at  thy 
hands , which  thou  doeft  owe  me-,  and  if  faire  means  can- 
not attain,  force  of  Armes  lhall  accomplifh. 

Nic.  Put  up  and  live. 

Corn.  I have  put  up  too  much  already,  thou  Corporall 
of  Concupifcence , for  I fufped  thou  haft  di (honored  my. 
flock-bed,  and  with  thy  fooliffi  Eloquence  , and  that  be- 
witching face  of  thine  drawn  my  Wife,  the  young  harlotrie 
baggage  to  proftitute  her  felf  unto  thee.  Draw  therefore, 
for  thou  fhalt  find  thy  felf  a mortall  Corporall. 

Nichod.  Stay  thy  dead-doing  hand , and  heare  ; I will 
rather  defeend  from  my  honor , and  argue  thefe  contu- 
melies with  thee , then  clutch  thee  ( poor  flye  ) in  thefe 

eaglet of  mine:  or  draw  my  fword  of  Fate  on  a 

Pefant,  a Befognioy  a Cocolochy  as  thou  art.  Thou  lhalt 
fieft  underftand  this  foolilh  eloquence,  and  intolerable 
beauty  of  mine  ( both  which,  I proteft,  are  meerly  natu- 
ralil ) are  the  gifts  of  the  gods,  with  which  I have  neither 
fent  baudy  Sonnet,  nor  amorous  glance,  or  ( as  the  vulgar 
call  it)  Iheeps  eye  to  thy  betrothed  Florence. 

Corin.  Thou  lyeft. 

Nich.  O gods  of  Rome,  was  Nichodemus  born 
To  bear  thefe  braveries  from  a poor  provant? 

Yet  when  dogs  bark,  or  when  the  affes  bray, 

Thi;  lion  laughs^  not  roars,  but  goes  his  way. 

Cornel.  A o’  your  poeticall  veine : This  verfify- 

ing  my  wife  has  hornified  me.  Sweet  Corporall  cod-fliead, 
no  more  ftanding  on  your  punctilio’s  and  punketto’s  of 
honor,  they  are  not  worth  a lowfe:  the  truth  is  , thou 
i art  the  Generals  Bygamie  , that  is  , his  fool  , and  his 
I knave  thou  art  mifereant  and  recreant  , not  an  horfe- 
I boy  i n the  Legions,  but  has  beaten  thee  ^ thy  beginning  was 
I knap-fack  , and  thy  ending  will  be  halter-lack, 
j Nioh.  Me  thinks  I am  now  Sopheclesy  the  wile,  and  thou 
I art  NLartiusy  the  mad. 

CorKel.  No  more  of  your  tricks  good  Corporall  Lether- 
chops : I fay,  thou  haft  dilhonour’d  me , and  lince  honor 


now  adnies  U only  repaired  by  money,  j)ay  me,  and  I an 
fatisfied  ^ Even  reckoning  keeps  long  I'riends. 

Nic.  Let  us  continue  friends  then,  for  I have  been  even 
with  thee  a long  time^  and  though  I have  not  paid  thee,  1 
have  paid  thy  wife. 

Corn.  Flow  forth  my  tears,  thou  haft  dcflowred  her  T-ir- 
quin , the  Garden  of  my  delight,  hedg’d  about,  in  which 
there  was  but  one  bowling. Alley  for  mine  owne  private 
procreation,  thou  haft,  like  a thief  in  the  night,  ieap’d 
the  hedge,  entred  my  Alley,  and  without  my  privitie,  plaid 
thine  owne  rubbers.  ’ 

Nic.  How  long  lhall  patience  thus  fecurely  fi;orc  > 

Is  it  my  fault,  if  thde  attradive  eyes. 

This  budding  chin,  or  rollc-colour’d  cheek. 

This  comely  body,  and  this  waxen  leg. 

Have  drawn  her  into  a foolsparadife.i' 

By  Cupids 1 do  fwcar  ( no  other  ) 

She’s  chafter  far  then  Lucrecey  her  grand-mother  y 
Pure  as  glafs-window,  ere  the  rider  dafli  it,  ’ 

Whiter  then  Ladyes  linock,  when  (he  did  wa(h  it; 

For  well  thou  wotft  ( though  now  my  hearts  Comman- 
drefs ) 

I once  was  free,  and  (he  but  the  Camps  Landrefs. 

Corn.  I,  Ihc  then  came  fweet  to  me-,  no  part  about  her 
but  fmelt  of  Soap-fuds,  like  a Dryad  out  of  a vvafu-bowJ 
Pray,  or  pay. 

Nich.  Hold. 

Corn.  Was  thy  cheefe  mouldy,  or  thy  peny-worths  finall  > 
Was  not  thy  Ale  the  mightieft  of  the  earth  in  Malt, 

And  thy  Hope  fill’d  like  a tide : was  not  thy  bed  (oft  and 
Thy  Bacon  fatter  then  a dropfie?  Come,  Sir.  ’ 

Nich.  Mars  then  infpire  me  with  the  fencing  skiil 
Of  our  Tragedion  Ailors.  Honor  pricks  -, 

And  Sutler,  now  I come  with  thwacks  and  thwicks. 

Grant  us  one  crulh,  one  pafs,  and  now  a high,  Cavalto 
fall : 

Then  up  again,  now  down  again,  yet  do  no  harm  at  ail. 


Enter  Wife. 

Wife.  O that  ever  I was  born : why  Gent  > 

-i^u away,  difioyal  Concubine:  1 
will  be  deafer  to  thee,  then  thou  art  toothers  : i will  ha\ « 
my  hundred  drachma’s  he  owes  me,  thou  arrant  whore". 

Wife.  I know  he  is  an  hundred  drachmaes  o’the  fcore 
but  what  o’ that?  no  bloodfhed,  IWect  Cornelius.  O m\' 
hearty  o my  confcience ’t  is  fain  thorow  the  bottom  o- 
my  bellie.  O my  fweet  Didimus,  if  either  of  yc  miskil 
one  another,  what  will  become  of  yoor  Florence  .?  Pacific 
your  felves,  I pray. 


j . 9 / “ ^ iLUUC  ^ I aui  iivjL 

ur  ^he  fcurvic  apes-face  knows  it 

blinde  fide  wel  enough : leave  your  puling-  will  this  coi 
tent  ye  ? let  him  taft  thy  nether  lip  , which  in  ligne  ( 
amitm  I thus  take  off  again  : go  thy  ways,  and  pro  vie 
the  Cows  udder. 

Nich.  Lilie  of  Concord.  And  now,  honeft  Sutler  fip( 
I have  had  proof  as  well  oj  thy  good  nature  , as  of  tt 
wives  before,  I will  acquaint  thee  with  a projeft  flr 
fully  fatisfie  thee  for  thy  debt.  Thou  (halt  underftand 
am  fliortly  to  be  knighted. 

Corn.  The  devil  thou  art. 

Nt^h.  Renounce  me  cKe^  for  the  fuftcnance  of  whic 
^orftiip  ( which  Worlhip  many  times  wants  fuftenance 
I have  here  the  Generals  grant  to  have  the  leadincr  ( 
two  hundred  men.  ° 


Corn.  You  jeft,  you  jeft. 

Nich.  Refufe  me  eife  to  the  pit. 

Corn.  Mercie  on  us:  ha  you  not  forgot  your  felf^  bv 
you  fwearing  you  ffioiild  be  knighted  akcady.  ' ^ 
Nich.  Damn  me,  Sir,  here’s  his  hand,  read  it. 

Corny  Alas,  I cannot. 

Nich.  I know  that. 

It  has  pleas’d  the  General  to  look  upon  my  fervice  Now 
Sir,  ftiaU  yoB  joyn  with  me  in  petitioning  for  titty  men 

''yy^  ™.ie 
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more,  in  rccar,l  of  my  arrearages  to  you  •,  which  if  grant- 
1 wi;l  bellow  the  whole  profit  of  thofe  fifty  men  on 
ih.c  arc!  thine  heirs  for  ever,  fill  Atropos  do  cut  this  lim- 
pie  thred. 

C rn,  No  mo;e,  dear  Corporal,  Sir  Nicbjclemns^  that 
;hn  1 he,  1 cry  \onr  uiihes  ir.ercie  : 1 am  your  fervant  bo- 
and  gools,  moveables  and  immoveables  •,  ulc  my  hoiil’c 
me  mviNire,  ufe  me,  abufe  me,  do  what  yon  lilt. 

.V/  h.  A ligmcnt  is  a candid  lye  : this  is  an  old  Pafs. 

> what  follows.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Mjrtins,  and  two  Captains. 

',l  ir.  Pray  leave  me ; you  arc  Romans,  honefi;  men, 
Seep  P'c  not  company  , 1 am  turn'd  knave, ' 
i'a  e ioit  my  fame  and  nature.  Athens.,  Athens^ 

] lil'i  V is  thy  Pallidium  : 

He  that  will  fack  thee,  mult  betray  her  fir  ft, 

\\  hole  words  wound  deeper  than  her  husbands  fword  j 
Her  c'.cs  make  captive  ftill  the  Conqueror, 

A;:d  here  they  keep  her  only  to  that  end. 

0 Ikbdll  devil,  what  a golden  ball 

Did  tempt,  when  thou  didft  caft  her  in  my  way! 

Why,  foolift  Sophocles,  broughtft  thou  not  to  field 
'1  hy  Ladv,  that  thou  mightft  have  overcome? 

M irtiits,  had  knccl’d,  and  yielded  all  his  wreathes 
That  hang  like  Jewels  on  the  feven-fold  hill, 

-nd  I id  Lome,  fend  him  out  to  fight  w’ith  men, 

' For  that  flie  knew  he  durft)  and  not  ’gainft  Fate 
Or  Deities,  what  m.ortal conquers  them? 

Infatiatc  JuUhs.,  when  his  Victories 

I!;.d  run  ore  half  the  world,  had  he  met  her, 

T here  he  had  ftopt  the  legend  of  his  deeds, 

1 aid  by  his  Arms,  been  overcome  himfelf, 

•''  nd  I t her  vanquilh  th’  other  half.  And  fame 
I k'af’c  beauteous  the  greater  name. 

1 Shall  I thus  fail?  I will  not  •,  no,  my  tears 
j Ca.'l  on  my  heart,  ftiall  quench  thefe  lawlefs  fires; 

• w conquers  beft,  cor.qucrs  his  lewd  defircs. 

Enter  Dorigetti  with  Ladyes. 

V ir.  Great  Sir,  my  Lord  commands  me  vifit  you, 

And  thinks  your  retir’d  melancholy  proceeds 
From  Ibme  dillaft  of  worthlefs  entertainment. 

W i'ft  plca:c  yo  i take  your  chamber  ? how  d’ye  do.  Sir? 
Mor.  Loft,  loft  again;,  the  wild  rage  of  my  blood 
t Di'tli  /Cv.an  like  oreliovv  the  (hallow  (bore 
I O:  m.v  weak  virtue;  my  defirc’s  a vane, 

1 rhat  the  leaft  breath  from  her  turns  every  way. 

I I'jr.  W hat  fays  my  Lord  ? 
j Mar.  Difmifs  your  women,  pray, 

.Slid  i’ll  reveal  my  grief. 

I JJ'ir.  Ixrave  me. 

I Khr.  Long  tales  of  love  (whilft  love  it  felf 
I '-‘ight  be  enjoyed)  are  languUhing  delays. 

; 1 here  is  a fccret  ftrange  lies  in  my  breft, 
i I will  j anakc  wi’yoii,  which  much  concerns 
; Your  l ord,  your  I'elf,  and  me.  Oh! 
j T r.  S:  range  fecrcts,  Sir, 

1 Sho.ild  not  I)C  made  (b  cheap  to  ft  rangers  ; yet, 

’ if  •‘O  ir  ftrange  fccret  do  no  lower  lie 
i h.n  in  )0 ur  breft,  diftover  it. 

1 Mar.  I w'i:l. 

• Oil'  < . you  not  Fee  it.  Lady,  in  my  figlis  ? 
i T',r.  Si  hs  none  can  paint,  and  therefore  who  can  fee? 

Mir,  S(f  .1  me  not,  Dongen,  with  mocks  : A hides., 

: Tbit  r la  cr’d  inonfters,  was  by  beautie  tam’d, 
i^r.C  il;  irriil’d  his  club  out  of  his  hand, 

; ’ ; ma  ic  him  fpin  her  linocks,  Ofw'eet,  1 love  you, 

; M.  ; : !o.c  S.phfc/es : I muft  enjoy  you, 

I A.:j  set  I would  not  injure  him. 

, //  i.et  go 

Vo;  II  Jit  me.  Sir;  fare  well.  Stay,  is  this  Martins} 


I will  not  tell  my  Lord  ^ he’ll  fvvear  I lye. 

Doubt  my  fidelitie,  before  thy  honor. 

How  haft  thou  vex’d  the  gods,  that  they  would  let  thoe 
Thus  violate  friendfhip,  hofpitalitic. 

And  all  the  bounds  of  (acred  pietic  ? 

Sure  thou  but  tri’ft  me  out  of  love  to  him. 

And  wouldft  rcjeift  me,  if  I did  confent. 

O Martins,  Martins,  vvouldft  thoii  in  one  minute, 

Blaft  all  thy  Laurels,  yvhich  lb  many  years 
Thou  haft  been  purchafing  with  blood  and  fweat? 

Hath  Vorigen  never  been  written,  read, 

Without  the  epithet  of  chaft,  chaft  Vorigen  ? 

And  wouldft  thou  fall  upon  her  chaftitie. 

Like  a black  drop  of  ink,  to  blot  it  out  ? 

When  men  lliall  read  the  records  of  thy  valour, 

Thy  hitherto-brave  virtue,  and  approach 
( Highly  content  yet ) to  this  foul  afiault 
Included  in  this  leaf,  this  ominous  leaf. 

They  fnall  throw  down  the  Book,  and  read  no  more, 
Though  the  beft  deeds  enfue,  and  all  conclude. 

That  ravell’d  the  whole  ftory,  whole  found  heart 
( W' hich  (hould  have  been  ) prov’d  the  moft  leprous  part. 

Mar.  O ! thou  confut’ft  divinely,  and  thy  words 
Do  fall  like  rods  upon  me  ■,  but  they  have 
Such  filken  lines,  and  filver  hooks,  that  I 
Am  fafter  fnar’d ; my  love  has  ta’en  fuch  hold. 

That  (like  two  wreftlers)  though  thou  ftronger  be, 

And  haft  caft  me,  I hope  to  pull  thee  after. 

I muft,  or  perifh. 

Vor.  Rerlfh,  Martins,  theUj 
For  1 here  vow  unto  the  gods,  Thele  rocks, 

Thefe  rocks  we  fee  fo  fix’d,  lhall  be  removed. 

Made  champion  field,  ere  I fo  impious  prove. 

To  ftain  my  Lords  bed  with  adulterous  love. 

Enter  Valerius . 

Val.  The  gods  protect  fair  Vorigen. 

Vor.  Amen, 

From  all  you  wolvifii  Romanes.  ' Exit. 

Val.  Ha  ? what’s  this  ? 

Still,  brother,  in  your  moods  ? O than  my  doubts 
Are  truths.  Have  at  it ; I muft  try  a way 
To  be  refblv’d. 

Mar.  How  ftrangelydoft  thou  look?  what  ailftthou? 
Val.  What  ailft  thou? 

Mar.  Why,  I ’m  mad. 

V al.  Why,  I ’m  madder.  Martins,  draw  thy  fword. 
And  lop  a villain  from  the  earth  for  if 
Thou  wilt  not,  on  Ibme  tree  about  this  place 
I’ll  hang  my  felf:  Valerius  ftiall  not  live 
To  wound  his  brothers  honor,  ftain  his  Countrey, 

And  branded  with  ingratitude  to  all  times. 

Mar.  For  what  can  all  this  be? 

Val.  I ’m  in  love. 

Mar.  Why  fb  am  I.  With  whom  ? ha  ? 

Val.  Dorigen. 

Mar.  With  Vorigen  ? how  doft  thou  love  her  ? fpeak. 
Val.  Even  to  the  height  of  liift  *,  and  I muft  have  her 
or  clle  I die. 

Mar.  Thou  (halt,  thou  daring  Traitor. 

On  all*  the  confines  I have  rid  my  horfc. 

Was  there  no  other  woman  for  thy  choice 
But  Vorigen  ? Why,  villain,  (he  is  mine ; 

She  makes  me  pine  thus,  fullen,  mad,  and  fool  j 
’T  is  I muft  have  her,  or  I die. 

Val.  O all  ye  gods. 

With  mercy  look  on  this  declining  rock 
Of  valour,  and  of  virtue  breed  not  up 
(From  infancic)  in  honor,  to  full  man. 

As  yon  have  done  him,  to  deftroy  : here,  ftrike  j 
For  I have  onejy  fearen’d  thy  wound;  difpatchj 
Far,  far  be  fuch  love  from  Valerius, 

So  far  he  fcorns  to  live  to  be  call’d  brother 
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By  him  that  dares  own  liich  folly  and  fiich  vice. 

Mar.  ’ r is  truth  thou  I'peak’ll  ^ but  1 do  liatc  it : peace, 
If  heaven  will  fnatch  my  Ivvord  out  of  my  hand,. 

And  put  a rattle  in  it,  what  can  I do } 

He  that  is  dellin’d  to  be  odious 
In  his  old  age,  mult  undergo  his  fate. 

'Enter  Cornelius  and  Nichodemus, 

Corn:  If  you  do  not  back  me,  I Iliall  never  do’t. 

Nich.  I warrant  you. 

Corn.  Hmnh,  humh ; Sir^  my  Lord,  my  Lord. 

Mart.  Hah what’s  the  matter  ? 

Corn.  Hijij^h^  concerning  the  odd  fifty,  my  Lord,  and 
’t  plcafe'  your  Gencralky,  his  Worlhip,  Sir  Nichodemus. 

Mar.  What’s  here?'  a Pafs?  you  would  for  Rowe  you 
lubbers,  doth  one  dayslazinefs  make  ye  covet  homc.>  a- 
way,.  ye  boarifli  rogues  •,  ye  dogs,  away. 

Enter  xvife. 

Wife.  Oh,  oh,  oh; 

How  now  man,  are  you  fatisfi’d  ? 

Corn.  I,  I,  I:  a- — o’ your  Corporal  j I ’m  paid  foundly, 

I was  never  better  paid  in  all  my  life. 

Wife.  Maray  the  gods  blefling  on  his  honors  heart : you 
have  done  a charitable  deed.  Sir,  many  more  liich  may  you 
live  to  do.  Sir : the  gods  keep  you.  Sir,  the  gods  proteift 
you.  Exit. 

Thefe  peafants  mock  me  fure  ( Valerius  ) 

Forgive  my  dotage,  fee  my  allies  urn’d. 

And  tell  fair  'Dorigen.,  ( llie  that  but  now 
Left  me  with  this  harlh  vow,  Sooner  thefe  rocks 
Should  be  remov’d,  then  flie  would  yield)  that  I 
Was  yet  fo  loving,  on  her  gift  to  die. 

Val.  O Jupiter  forbid  it.  Sir,  and  grant 
This  my  device  may  certifie  thy  mind : 

You  are*my  brother,  nor  mull  perifli  thus  : 

Be  comforted  : think  you  fair  Vorigen 
Would  yield  your  wifhes,  if  thefe  envious  rocks 
By  skill  could  be  remov’d,  or  by  fallacie 
She  made  believe  fo  ? 

M<?r.  W hy,  Ihe  could  not  chufe-. 

The  Athenians  are  religious  in  their  vows. 

Above  all  nations. 

Val.  Soft,  down  yonder  hill 
The  Lady  comes  this  way,  once  more  to  trie  her. 

If  llie  perfift  in  obftinacie ; by  my  skill 
Learn’d  from  the  old  Caldean  was  my  Tutor, 

Who  train’d  me  in  the  Mathematiekj,  I will 
So  dazle  and  delude  her  fight,  that  Ihe 
Shall  think  this  great  impoHibilitie 
EftecTied  by  fome  fupernatural  means. 
bI  confident  •,  this  engine  fhall  at  leaft. 

Till  the  gods  better  order.  Hill  this  brefl;.  Exit  Valerius. 

Mar.  O my  bell  brother,  go  -,  and  for  reward, 

Chufe  any  part  o’th’  world.  I’ll  give  it  thee. 

O little  Rfiwe,  men  fay  thou  art  a god  ^ 

Thou  mightfl  have  got  a fitter  fool  then  I. 

Enter  Vorigen. 

Vor.  Art  thou  there,  Bafilisk?  remove  thine  eyes. 

For  I’m  fick  to  death  with  thy  infedioh. 

Mar.  Yet,  yet  have  mercy  on  me  •,  fave  him.  Lady, 
Whofe  fingle  arm  defends  all  Rowe,  whole  mercie 
Hath  fav’d  thy  husband’s  and  thy  life. 

Vor.  To  fpoil 

Our  fame  and  honors?  no,  my  vow  is  fixt. 

And  Lands,  as  conftant  as  thefe  Lones  do,  ftill. 

Mar.  Then  pitie  me,  ye  gods  ^ you  onely  may 
Move  her,  by  tearing  thefe  firm  Lones  a way. 

Solemn  mufick- 

A miji  arifeth.,  the  rockj  remove. 


Enter  Valerius  lil\e  Mercury^  fnging. 

Val.  Martins  rejnyce.,  Jove  (ends  me  from  above.. 

His  Mefenger.,  to  cure  thy  dejj>erate  love  ^ 

7o  fherv  rafl)  vows  connot  binde  dejiinie: 

La'i\,  behold.,  the  rockj  iranfflanted  be. 

Hard-h  arted  Vorigen.,  yield.,  Irji  for  contempt., 

They  fix  thee  here  a rock.;,  whence  they  ’rr  exempt. 

Vor.  What  L range  delulion’s  this  ? what  Sorcery 
Affrights  me  with  thefe  apparitions.'' 

My  colder  ChaLity’s  nigh  turn’d  to  death. 

Hence,  lewd  Magician  •,  dar’L  thou  make  the  gods 
Bawds  to  thy  luL  •,  will  they  do  miracles 
To  further  evil  ? or  do  they  love  it  now? 

Know,  if  they  dare  do  fo,  I dare  hate  them. 

And  will  no  longer  ferve  ’em.  Jupiter, 

Thy  golden  fhowr,  nor  thy  fnovv-white  Swan, 

Had  1 been  Lxda,  or  bright  Vanae, 

Had  bought  mine  honor.  I'ufn  me  into  Lone 
For  being  good,  and  blulli  when  thou  haL  done. 

Exit  Vorigen. 

Enter  Valerius, 

Mar.  O my  Valerius,  all  yet  will  not  do  ^ 

Unlefs  I could  fo  draw  mine  honcLie 
Down  to  the  lees  to  be  a raviflier  •, 

She  calls  me  witch,  and  villain. 

Val.  Patience,  Sir, 

The  gods  will  punilh  perjury.  Let  her  breathe 
And  ruminate  on  this  Lr^nge  fight.  Time  decays 
The  LrongeL  faireL  buildings  we  can  finde  ■, 

But  Lill  Viana,  fortifie  her  minde.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sophocles  and  Vorigen. 

Soph.  Weep  not  bright  Vorigen  •,  for  thou  haL  Lood 
ConLant  and  chaLe  ( it  feems^gainL  gods  and  men) 
When  rocks  and  mountains  were  remov’d.  Thele  wonders 
Do  Lupifie  my  fenfes.  Martius, 

This  is  inhumane;  was  thy  ficknefs  luL? 

Yet  were  this  truth,  why  weeps  llie  ? Jealous  foul, 
what  doL  thou  thus  fuggcL?  Vows,  Magick,  Rocks? 

Fine  tales)  and  tears?  She  ne’er  complain’d  before. 

1 bade  her  vifit  him  Ihe  often  did, 

Had  many  opportunities.  Humh.  ’tis  naught  : O ! 

No  way  but  this.  Come,  weep  no  more,  1 have  ponder’d 
This  miracle : the  anger  of  the  gods. 

Thy  vow,  my  love  to  thee,  and  Mattius: 

He  muL  not  perifn,  nor  thou  be  forfworn, 

LeL  worfe  fates  follow  us  •,  Go,  keep  thy  oath ; 

For  chaLe,  and  whore,  are  words  of  equal  length  : 

But  let  not  Martius  know,  that  I confent, 

O ! I ’m  pull’d  in  pieces. 

Vor.  I > fay  you  fo  ? 

I’ll  meet  you  in  your  path.  O wretched  men ! 

With  all  your  valour  and  your  learning,  bubbles. 

Forgive  me,  Sophocles.  Yet  why  kneel  I 
For  pardon,  having  been  but  over-diligent, 

Like  an  obedient  fervant,  antedating 

My  Lords  command?  Sir,  1 have  often,  and  already  given 

This  bolbm  up  to  his  embraces,  and . 

Am  proud  that  my  dear  Lord  is  pleas’d  with  it- 
Whofe  gentle  honorable  minde  1 fee 
Participates  even  all,  his  wife  and  all. 

Unto  his  friend.  You  are  fad.  Sir.  Martius  loves  me, 
And  1 love  Martius  with  fuch  ardende. 

As  never  married  couple  could  : I muL 

Attend  him  now.  My  Lord,  when  you  have  need 

To  ufe  your  own  wife,  pray  Sir  fend  for  me  ■, 

Till 


Four  Tlaycs^  or  MoralT{cprefentattons^  in  one. 


Ti’l  then,  make  ulc  of  your  Philofophic.  Exit. 

Stay,  nori(^fn  : O me,  inquilitivc  fool! 

Thou  that  didd:  order  this  congclled  heap 
\\  hen  it  was  Chaos,  ’tvvixt  thy  fpacious  palms 
Forming  it  to  this  vad  rotundie  ^ 

Dillolvc  it  now  ^ (hiifflc  the  elements. 

That  no  one  proper  by  it  felf  may  dand  ; 

Let  the  Tea  quench  the  fun,  and  in  that  indant 

The  fun  drink  up  the  fca;  day,  ne’er  come  down, 

q'o  light  me  to  thole  deeds  that  mud  be  done.  Exit. 

Drums  and  Colours. 

Enter  Mirtius.,  Valerius.,  Ciiptains  and  foldiers.,  at  one 
door,  and  Dorigen  rvith  Ladyes  , at  another. 

Por.  Hail,  General  of  Rome-.,  from  Sophocles 
I'hat  honors  .Martins.,  Vorigen  prefcnts 
Her  felf  to  be  didionour’d  ; do  thy  will^ 

For  Sophocles  commands  me  to  obey. 

Come,  violate  all  rules  of  holinefs. 

And  rend  the  con  derated  knot  of  love.. 

Mar.  Never,  Valerius.,  was  I bled  till  now  ; 

Behold  the  end  of  all  my  weary  deps. 

The  prize  of  all  my  Battels;  leave  us  aWj 
Leave  us  as  quick  as  thought.  Thus  joy  begin, 

In  zealous  love  a minutes  lofs  is  fin. 

Val.  Can  Martins.,  be  fovile  ? or  Dorigen} 

Por.  Stay,  day  , and  monder,  keep  thou  further  of  ^ 

1 thought  thy  brave  foul  would  have  much,  much  loath’d 
To  have  gone  on  dill  on  fuch  terms  as  this. 

Sec,  thou  ungrateful,  fince  thy  defperate  lud 
Nothing  can  cure  but  death,  I’ll  die  for  thee, 

W’hild  my  chade  name  lives  to  poderity. 

Mar.  Live,  live,  thou  Angel  of  thy  lex : forgive. 

Till  by  thofe  golden  trefies  thou  be’d  {hatch’d 
Alive  to  Heaven : for  thy  corruption’s 
, So  little,  that  it  cannot  fuller  death. 

Was  ever  fuch  a woman .?  O my  mirror  ! 

How  pcrfe<dly  thou  Ihew’d  me  all  my  faults, 

W hich  now  I hate,  and  when  I next  attempt  thee. 

Let  all  the  fires  in  the  Zodiak^ 

Drop  on  this  curled  head. 
y4ll.  O bled  event ! 

Dor.  Rife  like  the  fun  again  in  all  his  glory, ' 

After  a dark  Eclipfe. 

Mar.  Never  without  a pardon. 

Enter  Sophocles.,  and  two  or  three  with  him. 

Dor.  Sir,  you  have  forgiven  your  lelf. 

Soph.  Behold  their  impudence:  are  my  words  jud? 
Unthankful  man,  viper  to  Arms,  and  Kome 
Thy  natural  mother  •,  have  1 warm’d  thee  here 
To  corrode  ev’n  my  heart?  Martins,  prepare 
To  kill  me,  or  be  kill’d. 

Mar.  Sophocles} 

Then  prethee  kill  me  \ I deferve  it  highly  ^ 

For  I have  both  tranl^refs’d  ’gaind  men,  and  god^', 

But  am  repentant  now,  and  in  bed  cafe 
To  uncafe  my  foul  of  this  opprefiing  flefh  •, 

Which,  though  (' Gods  witnefs ) nev’r  was  adually 
Injurious  to  thy  wife  and  thee , yet ’t  was 
Her  gcjodncfs  that  redrain’d  and  held  me  now  ; 

But  take  my  life,  dear  friend,  for  my  intent. 

Or  elfc  forgive  it. 

Val.  By  the  gods  of  /I then s, 

Thcfc  words  arc  true,  and  all  dirced  again. 

Soph.  Pardon  me,  Dorigen. 

Mar.  Forgive  me,  Sophocles, 

And  Dorigen  too,  and  every  one  that ’s  good. 

! Dor.  Rife,  noble  Roman,  belov’d  Sophocles., 

■ Ta<e  to  thy  bred  thy  friend. 

AYar.  And  to  thy  heart 

Thy  matchlefs  wife  : Heaven  has  not  duff  enough 
'Lo  make  another  fuch ; for  if  it  could, 

Martins  would  marry  too.  For  thy  bled  fake 


( O thou  infinitie  of  excellence  ) 

Henceforth  in  mens  difeourfe  Eome  lhall  not  take 
The  wall  of  Athens,  as  ’tofore.  But  when 
In  their  fair  honors  we  to  fpeak  do  come. 

We’ll  fay  ’T  was  lb  in  Athens,  and  in  Kome. 

Exeuni  in  pomp. 

Diana  defeends. 

Diana.  Honor  fet  ope  thy  gates,  and  with  thee  bring 
My  fervant  and  thy  friend,  fair  Dorigen : 

Let  her  triumph  with  her,  her  Lard,  and  friend, 

IVho,  though  mijled,  Jiill  honor  was  their  end. 

Flourilh. 

Enter  the  Shew  Honors  Triumph  •,  a great  flourijh  of  Trum- 
pets and  Drums  within'.  Then  enter  a noife  of  Trumpets  founding 
cheerfully.  Then  fallows  an  armed  Knight  bearing  a Crimfon  Ban- 
neret in  hand,with  the  infeription  Valourt^j/  his  fide  a Lady,bear- 
ingaW itchet  Banneret,  the  infeription  Clemencie;  next  Martius 
and  Sophocles  with  Coronets,  Next,  two  Ladyes, one bearinga 
white  Banneret,  the  infeription  Chadity  -,  the  other  a black,  the  in- 
feription Condancie.  Then  Dorigen  crowned.  Laji,  a Chariot 
dr  awn  by  two  Moors,  in  it  a Ferfon  cro’^n’d^with  a Scepteron  the 
top,  in  an  antic\  Scutcheon,is  written  Honor.  As  they  pafs 
over,  Diana  afeends. 

Kinald.  How  like  you  it? 

Frig.  Rarely  lb  well,  I would  they  would  do  it  again. 
Hovy  many  of  our  wives  now  adays  would  delerve  to  trium- 
ph in  liich  a Chariot  ? 

Kinald.  That’s  all  one  •,  you  fee  they  triumph  inCaroches, 

F rig.  That  they  do,  by  the  mals  •,  but  not  all  neither  •, 
many  of  them  are  content  with  Carts.  But  Seignior,  I 
have  now  found  out  a great  ablurditie  i’faith. 

Kinald.  What  was  ’t.<* 

Frig.  The  Prologue  presenting  four  Triumphs,  made 
but  three  legs  to  the  King : a three-legged  Prologue, ’t  was 
mondrous. 

Kinald.  ’T  had  been  more  mondrous  to  have  had  a four- 
legg’d  one.  Peace,  the  King  fpeaks. 

Em,  Here  was  a woman,  Ifabel, 

Ifa,  I,  my  Lord, 

But  that  Ihe  told  a lye  to  vex  her  husband  *, 

Therein  Ihs  fail’d.  ^ 

Em.  She  lervM  him  well  enough ', 

He  that  was  lb  much  man,  yet  would  be  cad 
To  jealoufie  for  her  integrity. 

This  teacheth  us,  the  paffion  of  love 

Can  fight  with  Soldiers,  and  with  Scholars  too. 

Ifa.  In  Martius,  clemencie  and  valour  Ihown, 

In  the  other,  courage  and  humanitie ', 

And  therefore  in  the  Triumph  they  were  ulherM 
By  clemencie  and  valour.  | 

Em.  Rightly  oblerv’d,  * 

As  Ihc  by  chaditie  and  condancie  *, 

What  hurt ’s  now  in  a Play,  againd  which  Ibme  rail  ' 
So  vehemently  ? thou  and  I,  my  love, 

Make  excellent  ule  methinks : I learn  to  be 
A lawful  lover  void  of  jealoufie. 

And  thou  a condant  wife.  Sweet  Poetry ’s 
A flower,  where  men,  like  Bees  and  Spiders,  may 
Bear  poifon,  or  elfe  Tweets  and  Wax  away. 

Be  venom-drawing  Spiders  they  that  will 

I’ll  be  the  Bee,  and  fuck  the  honey  dill.  Flourijh. 

Cupid  defeends. 

Cupid.  Stay,  clouds,  ye  rack^too  fafl:  bright  Phoebus  fee. 

Honor  has  triumphed  with  fair  Chajlity: 

Give  Love  now  leave,  in  purity  to  jhew 
Vnehafie  ajfeions  flie  not  from  his  bowe. 

Produce  the  fweet  example  of  your  youth. 

Whilfl  I provide  a Triumph  for  your  Truth. 

Flourilh. 

F.nter\ 


tour  'Tlayes,  or  MoraIl'T{eprefentations,mone. 


^45 


Enter  V'iohtnta  ( with  chtlde  ) and  Gerrard. 


Viol.  VV'liy  docs  my  Garrerd  grieve? 

Ger.  O my  fwcet  Miftris^ 

’T  is  not  life  ( which  b)%)ur  Milain  law 
My  hath  I'orfcited)  makes  me  thus  pcnrivc-, 
rliat  I would  lole  to  fave  the  little  finger 
Of  this  your  noble  burthen,  from  Icalt  hurt, 

Ikcaufe  your  blood  is  in’t.  But  fince  your  love 
'Made  poor  incompatible  me  the  parent, 
f Being  we  are  not  married  ) your  dear  blood 
Falls  under  the  fame  cruel  penalty, 

'And  can  Heaven  think  fit  ye  die  for  me  ? 
jFor  Heavens  fake  fay  I ravilht^you.  I’ll  fwcar  it, 
jTo  keep  your  life,  and  repute  unftain’d. 

1 Viol.  O Gerrard^ ^th'^  art  my  life  and  faculties: 
xAnd  if  I lofe  thee.  I’ll  not  keep  mine  own  *, 
jThe  thought;  of  whom,  fwcetens  all  miferies. 
iW’ouldfl;  have  me  murder  thee  beyond  thy  death  ? 
jUnjuflly  fcaudal  thee  with  ravilhment? 
llr  was  ib  far  from  rape,  that  Heaven  doth  know. 

If  ever  the  firfl  Lovers,  ere  they  tell. 

Knew  (imply  in  the  {fate  of  innocence. 

Such  was  this  aft,  this,  that  dotii  ask  no  blulh. 

Ger.  O ! but  my  rareft  Vhlanta^  when 
My  Lord  Kandulpbo  brother  to  yout  father. 

Shall  underftand  this,  how  will  he  exclaim, 

T hat  my  poor  Aunt,  and  me,  which  his  free  alms 
Hath  nurs’d,  fince  Millain  by  the  Duke  of  Mantua 
( Who  now  ufurps  it ) was  furpriz’d  z'  that  time 
My  father  and  my  mother  were  both  (lain. 

With  my  Aunts  husband,  as  (he  fays,  their  ftates 
Defpoil’d  and  feiz’d  •,  'tis  paffc  my  memory. 

But  thus  Ihc  told  me ; onely  thus  I know, 

Since  I could  underHand,  your  honor’d  Uncle 
Hath  given  me  all  the  liberal  education. 

That  his  own  (bn  might  look  for,  had  he  one^ 

Now  will  he  fay,  Doft  thou  requite  me  thus  ? 

O ! the  thought  kills  me. 

P'iol.  Gentle,  gentle  Gwrar^/, 

Be  cheer’d,  and  hope  the  belt.  My  mother,  father. 

And  uncle  love  me  moft  indulgently, 
being  the  onely  branch  of  all  their  (locks : 

But  neither  they,  nor  he  thou  wouldd  not  grieve 
With  this  unwelcom  news,  (hall  ever  hear 
Violanta'^s  tongue  reveal,  much  lefs  accufe 
Gerrard  to  be  the  father  of  his  own  •, 
i’ll  rather  filentdie,  that  thou  maift  live 
To  fee  thy  little  of-fpring  grow  and  thrive. 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Dor.  Mi  (Iris,  away  yqur  Lord  and  father  feeks  you ; 

!’ll  convey  Gerrard  out  at  the  back  door^ 

He  has  found  a husband  for  you,  and  infults 
(n  his  invention,  little  thinking  you 
Have  made  your  own  choice,  and  pofiefl:  him  too. 

Viol.  A husband  ? ’t  mus  be  Gerrard.,  or  my  death. 

Fare  well  •,  be  onely  true  unto  thy  felf, 

1 And  know  Heavens  goodnefs  (hall  prevented  be. 

Ere  worthieft  Gerrard  fufler  harm  for  me. 

Ger.  Fare  well,  my  life  and  foul.  Aunt,  to  your  counfel 
I flee  for  aid.  O unexprelfible  love  ! th^  art 
An  undigefted  heap  of  mixt  extremes, 

Whofe  pangs  are  wakings,  and  whofe  plcafures  dreams. 

Exeunt, 

Enter  Benvoglio.,  Angelina,  Ferdinand. 

Ben.  My  Angelina,  never  didft  thou  yet 
So  pleafe  me,  as  in  this  confent-,  and  yet 
Thou  haft  pleas’d  me  well,  I fwear,  old  wench : ha,  ha. 
Ferdinand,  (he ’s  thine  own , thou’ft  have  her,  boy. 


Ask  thy  good  Lady  cllc. 

Ferd.  Whom  fnall  1 have.  Sir  ? 
hen.  Whom  d'  yc  think,  ifailh  ? 

Angel.  Ghels. 

Ferd.  Noble  Madam, 

I may  hope  (prompted  by  (liallow  merit) 

Through  your  profound  grace,  for  your  chamber-maid. 

Ben.  I low ’s  that  ? how  ’s  that  ? 

Ferd.  Her, chamber- pot,  my  l ord.  You  modeft  afs, 
rhou  never  fliew’dft  thy  (clf  an  afs  till  now. 

’Fore  Heaven  1 am  angrie  with  tliec.  Sirha,  firha, 

This  whitmeat-fpirit’s  not  yours,  legitimate. 

Advance  your  hope,  and ’t  plcalc  you  ; ghefs  again. 

Ang.  And  let  your  thoughts  flee  higher  : aim  them  right 
Sir,  you  may  hit,  you  have  the  faireft  white. 

Ferd.  If  1 may  be  (b  bold  then,  my  good  Lord, 

Your  favour  doth  encourage  me  to  afpirc 
To  catch  rny  Ladyes  Gentlewoman. 

Ben.  Where  ? 

Where  would  you  catch  her  ? 

Do  you  know  my  daughter  Violanta,  Sir  ? 

Ang.  Well  faid  : no  more  about  the  bu(h. 

Ferd.  My  good  Lord, 

I have  gaz’d  on  Violanta,  and  the  ftars, 

Whofe  Heavenly  influence  I admir’d,  not  knew. 

Nor  ever  was  lb  finful  to  believe 
I might  attain ’t. 

Ben.  Now  you  are  an  afs  again 
For  if  thou  ne’er  attain’d,  ’t  is  onely  long 
Of  that  faint  heart  of  thine,  which  never  did  it. 

She  is  your  Lords  heir,  mine , Benvoglio ’s  heir, 

My  brothers  too,  Kandulpho  s-,  her  defeent 
Not  behinde  any  of  the  MiVanois. 

And  Ferdinand,  although  thy  parentage 
Be  unknown,  thou  know’ft  that  I have  bred  thee  up 
From  five  yeers  old,  and  (do  not  blulh  to  hear  it) 

Have  found  thy  wildom,  truft,  and  fair  fuccels 
So  full  in  all  my  affaris,  that  I am  fitter 
To  call  thee  Mafter,  then  thou  me  thy  Lord. 

Thou  canft  not  be  but  fprung  of  gentled  blood ; 

Thy  minde  (bines  thorow  thee,  like  the  radiant  fun, 
Although  thy  body  be  a beauteous  cloud. 

Come,  ferioufly  this  is  no  flatterie. 

And  well  thou  know’ft  it,  though  thy  modeft  blood 
Rife  like  the  morning  in  thy  check  to  hear ’t. 

Sir,  I can  fpeak  in  earned ; Vertuous  (ervice. 

So  meritorious,  Ferdinand,  as  yours, 

I"  Yet  bafliful  dill,  and  filent?)  (hould  extraft 
A fuller  price  then  impudence  exaft : , !« 

And  this  is  now  the  wages  it  mud  have  •,  .i'/. 

My  daughter  is  thy  wife,  my  wealth  thy  flave.  ' 

Ferd.  Good  Maclam  pinch  ■,  I fleep : does  my  Lord  mock, 
And  you  aflift  ? Cuftom ’s  inverted  quite  -, 

For  old  men  now  adays  do  flout  the  young. 

Ben.  Fetch  Violanta.  f.s  I intend  this 
Religioufly,  let  my  (bul  finde  joy  or  pain. 

Exit  Angelina. 

^Ferd.  My  honor’d  Lord  and  Mafter,  if  I hold 
That  worth  could  merit  fuch  felicitie. 

You  bred  it  in  me,  and  firft  purchas’d  it-, 

It  is  your  own : and  what  produftions 
In  all  my  faculties  my  foul  begets. 

Your  very  mark  is  on : you  need  not  add 
Rewards  to  him,  that  is  in  bebt  to  you : 

You  fav’d  my  life.  Sir,  in  the  Maflacre^ 

There  you  begot  me  new,  fince  foftcr’d  me. 

O ! can  I (erve  to  much,  or  pray  for  you  ? 

Alas,  ’tis  (lender  paiment  to  your  bountie. 

Your  daughter  is  a paradice,  and  I 
Unworthie  to  be  (et  there  -,  you  may  oliufe 
The  royalft  feeds  of  Milain. 

Ben.  Prethee  peace. 

Thy  goodnefs  makes  me  weep  •,  I am  refolv’d : 

I am 


) 
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I — 

j l.'.m  no  l ord  o’  th’  time,  to  tie  my  blood 
I To  Ibrdid  muck  •,  1 have  enough  ; my  name, 

. Mv  ellate  and  honors  i will  llorc  in  thee, 

. W hole  wil'dom  uill  rale  well,  keep  and  incryjafe  : 

1 -\  kna\eor  fool,  that  could  confer  the  like, 
j Would  bate  each  hour,  diminifh  every  day. 

' 1 hou  art  her  price-lot  than,  drawn  out  by  fate  *, 

* An  honeli  wile  man  is  a Princes  mate. 

h erd  Sir,  Hc'averi  and  you  have  ovcr-charg?d  my  brelt 
With  grace  bc\ond  my  continence^  1 lhall  burld; 
j The  blelling  you  have  given  me  ( witnels  Saints) 
j I would  not  change  for  MtUuin.  But,  my  Lord, 
j Is  Ihe  prepar'd  ? 

! Fat.  What  needs  Preparative, 

W hero  Inch  a Cordial  is  preferib’d  as  thou  ? 

Thy  perfon  and  thy  virtues  in  one  Icale, 

Shall  poize  hers,  with  her  beautie  and  her  wealth  j 
If  not,  1 add  my  will  unto  thy  weight-. 

Thy  mother’s  with  her  now.  Son,  take  my  keys, 

.And  let  this  prepartion  for  this  Marriage, 

( This  welcome  .Marriage  ) long  determin’d  here. 

Be  quick,  and  gorgeous. Gerrard. 

Enter  Gerrard. 

Ger.  My  good  Lord, 

.My  Lord,  your  brother  craves  your  conference 
j Inllantly,  on  affairs  of  high  import. 

Ben.  Why,  what  news  ? 

Ger.  The  Tyrant,  my  good  Lord, 

Is  lick  to  death  of  his  old  Apoplexie, 

W hereon  the  States  advile,  that  Letters-miflive 
Be  ffraight  difpatcht  to  all  the  neighbour-Countreys, 

And  Schedules  too  divulg’d  on  every  poll. 

To  enquire  the  loft  Duke  forth : their  purpofe  is 
To  re-inffate  him. 

Ben.  ’Tis  a pious  deed. 

Ferdinand.,  to  my  daughter:  this  delay 
( Though  to  fo  good  a purpofe)  'angers  me^ 

But  I’il  recover  it.  Be  fecret,  fon. 

Go  woo  with  truth  and  expedition.  Exit. 

Ftrd.  O my  unfounded  joy ! how  fares  my  Gerrard., 

.^Sy  noble  twin-friend?  fie,  thy  loook  is  heavie, 

. SuL’en,  and  fbwre-,  blanch  it:  didfl  thou  know 
I My  caufe  of  joy,  thou  ’Idlt  never  forrow  more, 

! I know  thou  lov’ll  me  lb.  How  dofh  thou  ? 
j Ger.  Well, 

Too  well : my  fraught  of  health  my  ficknels  is^ 

' In  life,  I am  dead  •,  by  living  dying  ftill. 

Ferd.  W’hat  fublunary  mifchief  can  predominate 
, A wife  man  thus?  or  doth  thy  friendffiip  play 
i ( In  this  antipathous  extreme  ) with  mine. 

Left  gladnefs  fuffbeate  me  ? I,  I,  I do  feel 
My  fpirit’s  turn'd  to  fire,  my  blood  to  air. 

And  I am  like  a purifi’d  effcnce 
Tri’d  from  all  droffie  parts. 

Ger.  Were ’t  but  my  life. 

The  lofs  were  facrific’d  -,  but  virtue  • 

-Muft  for  me  be  llain,  and  innocence  made  dull:. 

Ferd.  Fare  w'ell  good  Gerrard. 

; Ger.  Dcareft  friend,  ftay. 

! herd.  Sad  thoughts  are  no  companions  for  me  now, 
j .^luch  lefs  fad  words:  thy  lx)lbm  bindes  Ibmc  fecret, 

U hich  do  not  truft  me  with  ^ for  mine  retains 
' .Ar  othcr,  which  I muft  conceal  from  thee. 

Cter.  1 would  reveal  it:  ’t  is  a heavie  tale: 

, Canft  thou  be  true,  and  fecret  ftill  ? 

I Ftrd  Why, friend? 

' If  you  continue  true  unto  your  fcif,’ 

1 I have  no  means  of  fallhood.  Ix>ck  this  door; 
j Ceme,  yet  your  pri loner ’s  furc. 

! Ger.  Stay,  Ferdinand. 

! terd.  What  is  this  troulilc?  Love? 
j \Vh^,thou  art  capable  of  any  woman. 


Doth  w'ant  opprefs  thee?  I will  lighten  thee: 

Haft  thou  offended  law  ? My  lord  and  thine,  " 

And  I,  will  lave  thy  life.  Does  lervitude 
Upbraid  thy  freedom,  that  file  luffers  it  ? 

Have  patience  but  three  days,  and  1 wall  make  thee 
Thy  Lords  companion.  Can  a flriend  do  more  ? 

Ger.  Lend  me  the  means.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Ferd.  Firft , let  this  Cabinet  keep  your  pawn , and  I 
W'ill  trull : 

Yet  for  the  form  ot  fatisfadion. 

Take  this  my  Oath  to  boot.  By  my  prefum’d 
Gentrie,  and  facred  known  Chriftianitie, 

I’ll  die,  ere  I reveal  thy  truft. 

Ger.  Then  hear  it. 

Your  Lords  fair  daughter  Violanta  is 
My  betrothed  wife,  goes  great  with  childe  by  me  • 

And  by  this  deed  both  made  a pray  to  Law.  ’ 

How  may  I lave  her  life?  advTc  me,  friend. 

Ferd.  What  did  he  lay.?  Gerrard.,  whole  voice  was  that? 

0 death  unto  my  heart,  bane  to  my  Ibul  ! 

My  wealth  is  vanilh’d  like  the  rich  mans  ftore;. 

In  one  poor  minute  all  my  daiiitie  fare 
But  jugling  dilhes ; my  fat  hope,  defpair. 

Ger.  Is  this  Ib  odious  ? where ’s  your  mirth  ? 

Ferd.  Why  thou 

Haft  robb’d  me  of  it.  Gerrard,  draw  thy  Ivvord  *, 

And  if  thou  lov’ft  my  Miftris  chaltitie. 

Defend  it,  elle  I’ll  cut  it  from  thy  heart. 

Thy  theevilh  heart  that  ftole  it,  and  reftore ’t. 

Do  miracles  to  gain  her. 

Ger.  Was  Ihe  thine  ? 

Ferd,  Never,  but  in  my  wilh,  and  her  fathers  vow. 
Which  now  he  left  with  me,  on  fuch  fure  terms  j 
He  call’d  me  fon,  and  will’d  me  to  provide 
My  Wedding-preparation. 

Ger.  Strange. 

Ferd.  Come,  let’s 
Kill  one  another  quickly. 

Ger.  Ferdinand,  my  love is old to  her,  thine  new  begot; 

1 have  not  wrong’d  thee^  think  upon. thine  Oath. 

Ferd.  It  manacles  me,  Gerrard,  elfe  this  hand 
Should  bear  thee  to  the  Law.  Fare  well  for  ever  : 

Since  friendlhip  is  fo  fatal,  never  more 

Will  I have  friend : thou  haft  put  fo  fure  a plea, 

That  all  my  weal’s  litigious  made  by  thee. 

Ger.  I did  no  crime  to  you.  His  love  tranlports  him  j 
And  yet  I mourn,  that  cruel  deftinie 
should  make  us  two  thus  one  anothers  crols : 

We  have  lov’d  lince  boys  • for  the  fame  time  caft  him 
On  Lord  Benvoglio,  that  my  Aunt  and  I 
Were  fuccour’d  by  Kandulpho:  men  have  call’d  us 
The  parallels  of  Millain  •,  and  Ibme  laid 
We  were  not  much  unlike.  O Heaven  divert. 

That  we  lliould  (ever  lince  that  time)  be  breeding 
Mutual  deftruftion. 

Enter  Dorothea. 

Dor.  O where  are  you?  you  have  made  a fair  hand.  By 
— yonder  is  your  Aunt  with  my  Lady  ^ file  came  in,  juft 
as  file  was  wooing  your  Miftris  for  another^  and  what  did 
me  Ihe,  but  out  with  her  purfe , and  Ihew’d  all  the  na- 
ked truth,  ifaith.  Fie  upon  you , you  lliould  never  truft 
an-old  woman  with  a lecret-,  they  cannot  hold^  they  can- 
not hold  lb  well  as  we,  and  you’ld  hang  ’em.  Firft,  there 
was  fwearing  and  flaring,  then  there  was  howiing  and’weep- 
ing,  and  O my  daughter,  and  O my  mother. 

Ger.  The  effed,  the  effert. 

Dor.  Marry  no  way,  but  one  with  you. 

Ger.  Why  welcom.  Shall  Ihe  feape  ? 

Dor.  Nay,  Ihe  has  made  her  Icape  already. 

Ger.  Why,  is  fhc  gone? 

Dor.  The  Icape  of  her  virginitie,  I mean. 

You  men  are  as  dull,  you  can  conceive  nothing  j 
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Yo  u think  it  is  enough  to  beget. 

Ger.  I ^ but  furely,  Dorothea^  that  fcap’d  not  •, 

Her  maiden-head  fuffer’d. 

T>or.  And  you  were  the  Executioner.  (VoU'i 

Ger.  But  what’s  the  event lord,  how  thou  ftarv’lt  me. 

Par.  Lord  how  thou  ftarv’ft  me,  DoU}  By -I  would 

fain  fee  you  cry  a little.  Do  yOu  ftand  now,  as  if  you 
could  get  a child?  Come,  I’ll  rack  you  no  more:  This  is 
the  heart  of  the  bufinefs ; always  provided,  Signior,  that 
if  it  pleafe  the  fates  to  make  you  a Lord,  you  be  not  proud, 
nor  forget  your  poor  handmaid  Poll,  who  was  partly  accef- 
fary  to  the  incifion  of  this  Holoferttian  Maidenhead. 

Ger.  I will  forget  my  name  firft.  Speak. 

Dor.  Then  thus , My  Lady  knows  all  ^ her  forrow  is 
reafonably  well  digefted  ^ has  vow’d  to  conceal  it  from  my 
Lord,  till  delay  ripen  things  better  j Wills  you  to  attend  her 
this  evening  at  the  back  gate  ^ I’ll  let  you  in  i where  her 
own  Confellbr  fliall  put  you  together  lawfully,  e’r  the 
child  be  born  •,  which  birth  is  very  near,  1 can  alllire  you  : 
all  your  charge  is  your  vigilance  j and  to  bring  with  you 
fometrufty  Nurle,  to  convey  the  Infant  out  of  the  houfe. 

Ger.  Oh  beam  of  com  fort,  take ! go,  tell  my  Lady 
I pray  for  her  as  I walk : my  joys  fo  flow. 

That  what  I fpeakor  do,  I do  not  know.  'Exeunt. 

Dumb  Shew. 

Enter  Violanta  at  one  door.,  rveepingy  fupported  hy  Cornelia 
and  a Frier'.,  at  another  door.,  Angelina  rpeeping.,  attended 
by  Dorothea.  Violanta  kneels  down  for  pardon.  Angelina 
Shewing  remorfe.,  taker  her.  up,  and  cheers  her  ^ fo  doth  Cor- 
nelia. Angelina  fends  Dorothea  for  Gerrard.  Enter  Ger- 
rard  wi/l?  Dorothea  : Angelina  Cornelia  feem  to  chide 
him,  jhewing  Violanta’s  heaiy  plight:  Violanta  rejoyceth  in 
him  : kp  makes  ftgnes  of  forrow,  intreating  pardon : Ange- 
lina brings  Gwrard  and  Violanta  to  the  Frier  •,  he  joyns 
them  band  in  hand,  takes  a King,  from  Gerrard,  puts  it  on 

■ Violanta’s  finger  •,  bleffeth  them ',  Gerrard  kjjfeth  her : the 

■ Frier  takes  his  leave.  Violanta  makes  jhewof  great  pain,  is 
injiantly  conveyed  in  by  the  Women.,  Gerrard  is  bid  jiay ',  he 
walkj  in  meditation,  feeming  to  pray.  Enter  Dorothea,  whif- 
pers  him.,  fends  him  out.  Enter  Gerrard  tvith  a Nurfe  blind- 

^ fold',  gives  her  a purfe.  To  them  Enter  Angelina Corne- 
lia an  Infant',  they  prefent  it  /o  Gerrard,  he  kjjfeth 
a-nd  bleffeth  it  i puts  it  into  the  Nurfes  arms.,  k*teels.,  and  takps 
his  leave.  Exeunt  aU  feveraUy. 

Enter  Benvoglio  and  Randulpho. 

He’s  dead,  you  fay  them 
Kand.  Certainly : and  to  hear 
The  people  now  difleeft  him  now  he’s  gone, 

^ Makes  my  ears  burn,  that  lov’d  him  not : fuch  Libels,  ' 
'Such  Elegies  and  Epigrams  they  have  made. 

More  odious  than  he  was.  Brother,  great  men 
Had  need  to  live  by  love,  meting  their  deeds 
With  virtues  rule  ^ found,  with  the.weight  of  judgement. 
Their  privat’ll  aftion:  for  though  while  they  live 
Their  power  and  policie  masque  their  villanies. 

Their  bribes,  their  luft,  pride,  and  ambition. 

And  make  a manyflaves  to  worfliip  ’em, 

That  are  their  flatterers,  and  their  bawds  in  thefe  : 

Thefe  very  flaves  lhall,  when  thefe  great  bealts  dye,j 
Publifh  their  bowels  to  the  vulgar  eye. 

Ben.  ’Fore Heaven ’tis true.  'S>nt'i^Kinaldo  ('brother  ) our 
good  Duke,  heard  of  living? 

Kand.  Li'dng,  Sir,  and-,  will  be  Ihortly  with  the  Senate : 
has 

Been  clofe  conceal’d  at  Mantua,  and  reliev’d  t 
'But  what’s  become  of  his?  no  tidings  yet.^ 

But  brother,  till  onr  good  Dukefhall  arrive. 

Carry  this  news,  here.  Where’s  your  Ferdinand} 

Ben.  Oh  bufie,  Sir,  about  this  marriage ; 
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And  yet  my  Girl  o’th*  fuddainis  fall’n  fick: 

You’ll  lee  her  c’r  you  go? 

Kand.  Yes;  well  I love  her-, 

And  yet  I wi/h  I had  another  dauglitcr 
To  gratifie  my  Gerrard,  who  ( by — ) 

Is  all  the  glory  of  my  family. 

But  has  too  much  worth  to  live  fo  obfeure 

I’ll  have  him  Secretary  of  Eflate 

Upon  the  Dukes  return  : for  credit  me. 

The  value  of  that  Gentleman's  not  known  -, 

His  ftrong  abilities  are  fit  to  guide 

The  whole  Republique:  he  hath  Learning,  youth. 

Valour,  diferetion,  honefly  of  a 5aint  i 
His  Aunt  is  wondrous  good  too . 

Violanta  in  a bed  -,  Angelina  Dorothea 

fitting  by  her. 

Ben.  You  have  fpoke 
The  yerycharaifter  of  Ferdinand: 

One  is  the  others  mirror.  How  now.  Daughter  ? 

Kand.  How  fares  my  Neecc  ? 

Viol.  A little  better,  Uncle,  then  I was, 

I thank  you. 

Kand.  Brother,  a meer  cold.  f thanked 

Angel.  It  was  a cold  and  heat,  I think:  but  Heaven  be 
We  have  broken  that  away. 

Ben.  And  yet,  Violanta, 

You’ll  lie  alone  ftill,  and  you  fee  what’s  got. 

Dor.  Sure,  Sir,  when  this  was  got,  fhe  had  a bed-fellow. 
Kand.  What  has  her  cbollick  left  her  in  her  belly  ? 

Dor.  ’T  has  left  her,  but  fhe  has  had  a fore  fit. 

Kand.  I,  that  fame  Collick  and  Stone’s  inherent  tons 
O’th’ womans  fide : our  Mothers  had  them  both. 

Por.  So  has  fhe  had.  Sir.  How  thefe  old  fornicators  talk  ? 
fhe  had  more 

Need  of  Mace-Ale,  and  Rhenifh-wine  Caudles, heaven  knows. 
Then  your  aged  Difeipline. 

Ben.  Say? 

Enter  Ferdinand. 

Ang.  She  will  have  the  man  -,  and  on  recovery 
Will  wholly  be  difpos’d  by  you. 

Ben.  'That’s  my  wench: 

How  now  what  change  is  this.^*  Ferdinand, 

Are  thefe  your  Robes  of  joy  fhould  be  indu’d  ? 

Doth  Hymen  wear  black  ? I did  fend  for  you 
To  have  my  honorable  Brother  witnefs 
The  Contract  I will  make  ’twixt  you  and  her. 

Put  off  all  doubt  -,  fhe  loves  ye  ? what  d’  ye  fay  ? 

Kand.  Speak  man.  Why  look  you  fb  diftraiftedly  ? 

Ferd.  There  are  your  keys.  I’ll  no  Contrad,  1. 

Divineft  Violanta,  I will  ferveyou 

Thus  on  my  knees,  and  pray  for  you  : Jum,  Lucinafer  opem. 
My  inequality  afeends  no  higher  : 

I dare  not  marry  you. 

Ben.  How’s  this  ? 

Ferd,  Goodnight, 

I have  a friend  has  almoft  made  me  mad : 

I weep  fometimes,  and  inftantly  can  laugh  : 

Nay,  I do  dance,  and  fing,  and  fuddenly 
Roar  like  a ftorm.  Strange  tricks  thefe,  are  they  not  ? 
And  wherefore  all  this?  Shall  1 tell  you?  no 
Thorow  mine  ears,  my  heart  a plague  hath  caught. 

And  I have  vow’d  to  keep  it  clofe,  not  fliew  * 

My  grief  to  any  -,  for  it  has  no  cure. 

On,  wandiing  fteps,  to  fome  remote  place  move : 

I’ll  keep  my  vow,  though  1 have  loft  my  Love.  ' Exit. 

Ben.  ’Fore  heaven,  diftraded  for  her!  fare  you  well. - 
I’ll  watch  his  fteps  ^ for  I no  joy  fhall  find. 

Till  I have  found  his  caufe,  and  calm’d  his  mind. 

5/f*.  He’s  overcome  with  joy,  ^xit. 

^ ^ ^ Ange  .. 
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Kj-i./.  W’e'.l,  Sifter,!  malt  leave  you  ^ the  time’s  bufic. 

1. 1 jKtj,  chear  you  up;  and  I pray  Heaven 
Reltore  each  to  their  love,  and  health  again.  Lxit. 

Amen,  Great  Unde.  Motlier,  what  adiance 
Unluckily  is  added  to  my  woe. 

In  this  young  Gentleman  ? 

\ True,  : 

It  grieves  me  much,  /at*!',  go  you  inflantly, 

And  tind  oat  C:rr.ir(!-^  tell  him  his  I'riends  hap, 

And  let  him  ul'e  belt  means  to  comfort  him  •, 

Bur  as  his  life  preferve  this  fccret  frill. 

I :J.  Mother,  Tld  not  offend  you  : might  not  Gerrard 
Steal  in,  and  fee  mein  the  evening? 

Ang^rl.  \\  ell. 

Bid  him  dolo, 

T/  /.  Heavens  bleffing  o’  your  heart. 

Do  ye  not  call  Child-bearing,  Travel,  Mother  ? 

Ar.^tl.  Yes. 

Vial.  It  well  may  be,  The  bare-foot  traveller 
Thar’s  born  a Prince,  and  walks  his  pilgrimage, 

'A  hofe  tender  feet  kifs  the  remorfeleis  Hones 
< mly,  ne’er  felt  a travel  like  to  it. 

■Mas.  dear  Mother,  you  groan’d  thus  for  me, 
j .And  yet  how  difobedient  have  I been.' 

Peace,  Violanta-,  thou  haft  always  been 
Gentle  and  good. 

; Viol.  Gerrard  is  better.,  Alother  : 
j Oh  if  you  knew  the  implicite  innocency 
D. veils  in  his  breft,  you’ld  love  him  like  your  Prayers, 
j 1 Ice  no  reafon  but  my  Father  might 
i Be  told  the  truth,  being  pleas’d  for  Ferdinand 
I To  wooe  himfelf:  and  Gerard  ever  was 
His  full  comparative  : my  Uncle  loves  him, 

As  he  loves  Ferdinand.  , c- ‘ 

Angel.  No,  not  for  the  world, 

Since  his  intent  is  crofs’d  : lov’d  Ferdinand 
Thus  ruin’d,  and  a child  got  out  of  vvedlpck ; 

h. s  madnefs  would  purfue  ye  both  to  death. 

Viol.  As  you  pleafe  ( mother : ) I am  now,  methinks, 
r.ven  in  the  land  of  eafe  j I’ll  llcep. 

An2,el.  Draw  in 

The  bed  nearer  the  fire : filkcn  reft. 

Tie  all  thy  cares  up.  Exeunt, 

Enter  Ferdinand  and  Benvoglio  privately  after  him 
Ferd.,  Oh  blefted  folitude ! here  my  griefe  may  fpeak  ^ 
And  forrow,  I will  argue  with  thee  now : 

Nothing  will  keep  me  company : the  flowers 
Die  at  my  moan  •,  the  gliding  filvcr  ftreams 
Haftcn  to  flee  my  lamentations 
The  air  rolls  from  ’em  •,  and  the  Golden  Sun 
Is  fmothcr’d  pale  35  Phabe  with  my  fighs : 

Only  the  earth  is  kind,  that  ftays.  Then  earth. 

To  thee  will  I complain.  Why  do  the  Heavens 
1 impofeuponme  Love,  what  I can  ne’er  enjoy? 
j Before  fruition  was  impoflible, 

1 d:d  not  thirft:  it.  Gerrard,  fhe  is  thine, 

Scal’d  and  deliver’d^  but  ’twas  illtoltain 
Her  virgin  ftate,  e’r  ye  were  married. 

Poor  Infant, what’s  become  of  thee?  thou  know’ft  not 
The  woe  thy  parents  brought  thee  too.  Dear  earth. 

Bury  this  dole  in  thy  fterility  j 
Be  barren  to  this  <fecd,  let  it  not  grow  ^ 

For  if  it  do,  ’twill  bud  no  Violet 

Nor  Gillyfiowcr,  but  wild  Brier,  or  rank  Rue, 

i. Infavor/  and  hurtfuL 

Hen.  Ferdinand., 

Thy  frccl  hath  digg’d  the  Earth,  thy  words  my  Heart. 

ferd.Cjh  ! I have  violated  laith,  betraid  , 

My  friend  and  innocency. 

Ben.  Defperate  youth. 

Violate  not  thy  foul  too : I have  ftiowers 
! r^r  thee,  young  man  •,  but  Gfrr<?r7  flames  for  thee. 

I \\  2i  ihy  bale  pen  made  to  dafh  out  mine  honor, 
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licpre/entations,  in  One^ 

And  proftitute  my  Daughter Baftard,  whore. 

Come,  turn  thy  femal  tears  into  revenge, 

\\  Inch  1 will  quench  my  thiril  with,  e’r  I fee 
Daughter,  or  Wife,  or  branded  Family. 

3y- both  dye : and  for  amends,' 

Ferd^nando  be  my  heir.  I’ll  to  my  brother, 
firft  tell  him  all,  then  to' the  Duke  for  juflice; 

This  morning  he’s  receiv’d.  Mountains  nor  Seas 
Shall  barmy  flight  to  vengeance : the  foul  ftain  - 
Printed  on  me,  thy  blond  fhall  rinfe  again.  Exit 

Ftrd.  1 have  tianlgrels’d  all  goodnefs,  witlefly 
Rais’d  mine  own  cursle  from  pofterity  : 
i’ll  follow,  to  redrefs  in  what  Imayy 
If  not,  your  heir  can  dye  as  well  as  they.*  Exit. 

Dumb  Shew. 

Exter  Duke  Rinaldo  vpith  Attetidafits.,  at  one  door  5 
States^  Randulpho‘,  and  Gerrard,  at  another: 
they  kp^eel  to  the  Dnke^  he  accepts  their  obedience.^ 
and  raijes  them  up  : they  prefer  Gerrard  to  the 
Duke.,  who  entertains  him  : they  feat  the  Duke  in 
State.  Enter  Benvoglio  and  Ferdinand  : Ben- 
yogWo  kpee Is  for  juFiice Fexd.  feems  toreHrein 
him.  Benvog.  gives  the  Duke  a paper^  Duke  reads., 
frowns  on  Cerr.  Jhews  the  paper  to  the  States.^  they 
feem  firry.,  ccnfult,  caufe  the  Guard  to  apprehend 
him  5 they  go  of  with  him.  Then  Rand,  and  Benv. 
feem  to  crave Juftice  , Duke  vows  it,  and  exit  with 
his  attendants.  Rand.  Ben.  and  Ferd.  confer. 
Enter  to  them  Cornelia  with  two  fervants:,  fie 
feems  to  expojiulate,  Rand,  in  fcorn,  caufeth  her  to 
be  thrufi  out poorly.Ey\t  Rand.  hQm.heckpns  Ferd. 
to  him  (with  much  feeming  pajfion ')  ftcears  him\ 
then ft  amps  with  his  foot.  Dorothea  with  a 

Cup,  weeping,  fie  delivers  it  to  Ferd.  who  aiithdif 
content  exit  3 and  exeunt  Benvoglio  and  Doro- 
• thea. 

Enter  Violanta. 

Viol.  Gerrard  not  come?  nor  Dorothy  retanPd^ 

What  averfe  ftar  rul’d  my  Nativity  ? 

The  time  to  night  has  been  as  dilatory 
As  languifhing  Confumptions.  But  till  now 
1 never  durft:  fay,  my  Gerrard  was  unkind. 

Heaven  grant  all  things  go  well  ■,  and  nothing  does 
If  he  be  ill,  which  1 much  fear : my  dreams  ’ 

Have  been  portentous.  1 did  think  I faw 
My  Love  araid  for  battel  with  a beaft, 

A hideous  Monfter,  arm’d  with  teeth  and  claws. 

Grinning,  and  venemous,  that  fought  to  make 
, Both  us  a prey ; on’s  tail  wafh  lafh’d  in  bloud  I 

Law ; and  his  forehead  I did  plainly  fee  | 

^ Held  Charaders  that  fpell’d  Authority. 

^ This  rent  my  {lumbers  and  my  fearful  foul 
Ran  fearching  up  and  down  my  difmaid  bread:. 

To  find  a Port  t’cfcape.  Good  faith,  I am  coldj 
But  Gerrard's  love  is  colder : here  I’ll  fit. 

And  think  my  fel f away. 

Enter  Ferdinand  a Cup  and  a Letter. 

Ferd.  The  peace  of  Love 
Attend  the  fweet  Violanta : Read, 

For  the  fad  news  1 bring,  I do  not  know  •, 

Only  I am  fworn  to  give  you  that,  and  this. 

Viol.  \s\t  From  Gerrard}  gentle  Ferdinand, 

How  glad  am  I to  fee  you  thus  well  reltor’d  ? 

In  troth  he  never  wrong’d  you  in  his  life. 

Nor  I,  but  always  held  fair  thoughts  of  you, 

Knew  not  my  Fathers  meaning,  till  of  late  \ 

Could  never  have  known  it  foon  enough  ; for  Sir, 

Gerrard\  and  my  affedion  began  ; 

In  infancy;  MyUtacle  brought  him  oft 

In  long  coats  hither  •,  you  were  fuch  another  ' 

The 
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The  little  boy  would  kifs  me,  being  a child. 

And  fay,  he  lov’d  mc^  give  me  all  nis  toys. 

Bracelets,  Rings,  Sweet-meats,  all  hisRolie-fmiles : 

I then  would  Hand,  and  flare  upon  his  eyes. 

Play  with  his  locks,  and  IWear  1 lov’d  him  too  j 
For  fure,  methought,he  was  a little  Love, 

He  woo’d  lb  prettily  in  innocence. 

That  then  he  warm’d  my  fancy  •,  for  1 felt 
A glimmering  beam  of  Love  kindle  my  bloud. 

Both  which,  time  fince  hath  made  a flame  and  iloud. 

Ffr.  Oh  gentle  innocent!  methinks  it  talks 
Like  a child  fti  11,  whole  white  limplicity 
Never  arriv’d  at’^fin.  Forgive  me,  Lady,. 

I have  dcflroy’d  Gerrard.,  and  thee  •,  rebell’d 
Againfb  Heavens  Ordinance  •,  dil-pair’d  two  Doves, 

Made  ’em  lit  mourning , llaughter’d  Love,  and  cleft 
The  heart  of  all  integrity.  Thisbreaft 
W as  trufled  with  the  fecret  of  your  vow 
By  Gerrard.,  and  reveal’d  it  to  your  Father. 

P'iol.  Hah ! 

Ferd.  Read,  and  curfe  me. 

Viol.  Neither:  I will  never 
NorW^rite,  nor  Read  again. 

Ferd.  My  pennance  be  it. 

Reads.  Tour  Labyrinth  u found.,  your  Luft  froclainfd: 

Viol,  Lull  ? Humh  : 

My  Mother  fure  felt  none,  when  I was  got. 

Fer.  I,  and  the  Lan>  implacably  offended. 

Gerrard’s  impripm'^d.,  and  to  dye. 

Viol.  Oh  Heaven ! 

Ferd.  And  you  to  fuffe  with  reproach  and  feoff t 
A publick,^  execution  I have fentyou 
An.  Antidote  ^gainji  (hame^  poifon'i  by  him 
Xou  have  moj}  rpron^d : give  him  your  penitent  tears. 

Viol.  Humh : ’tis  not  truth, 

Ferd.  Vrink,^.,  and  farewel  for  ever : 

And  though  thy  whoredom  blemijh  thy  whole  line., 

Prevent  the  Hangmans  jlrokf,  and  die  liks  mine. 

Viol.  Oh  woe  is  me  for  Gerrard : I have  brought 
Confullon  on  the  nobleft  Gentleman 
That  ever  truly  lov’d.  But  wefhall  meet 
Where  our  condemnersfhall  not,  and  enjoy 
A more  refin’d  affedion  than  here 
No  Law,  nor  Father  hinders  marriage  there 
’Twixt  fouls  Divinely afli’d,  as  (fure')  ours  were: 

There  we  will  multiply,  and  generate  joyes 
Like  fruitful  Parents.  Lucklefs  Ferdinand, 

Whereas  the  good  old  Gentlewoman,  my  Husbands  Aunt  ? 

Ferd.  Thrult  from  you  Uncle  o all  poverty. 

Viol.  Alas  the  piry:  reach  me.  Sir,  the  cup-. 

I’ll  fay  my  prayers,  and  take  my  Fathers  Phyfick. 

Ferd.  Oh  villain  that  I was,  I had  forgot 
To  fpill  the  reft,  and  am  unable  now 
Toftir  to  hinder  her. 

Viol.  What  ail  you.  Sir  ? 

Ferd.  Your  Father  is  a monfter,  1 a villain. 

This  tongue  has  kill’d  you,  pardon,  Violantoy 
Oh  pardon,  Gerrard  \ and  for  facrifice. 

Accept  my  life,  to  expiate  my  fault. 

I have  drunk  up  the  poifon. 

Viol.  Thou  art  not  fo 
Uncharitable  : a better  fellow  far, 

Thou’fl  left  me  halfe.  Sure  death  is  now  a-dry. 

And  calls  for  more  bloud  flill  to  quench  his  thirfl. 

I pledge  thee  Ferdinand,  to  Qerrards  health  : ^ 

Dear  Gerrard,  poor  Aunt,  and  unfortunate  friend. 

Ay  me,  that  Love  fhould  breed  true  Lovers  end. 

Fer.  Stay  Madam,  ftay^  help  hoa,for  Heavens  fake  help-, 
Improvident  man,  that  good  1 did  intend 
For  fatisfadion,  laving  of  her  life. 

My  equal  cruel  Stars  made  me  forget. 


Fnter  Angelina  with  two  Sirvants. 

Ang.  W'hat  fpciftaclcof death  aflaults  me?  oh  ! 

Viol.  M dcarelt  Mother,  1 am  dead,  I have 
Father,  and  friends,  and  life,  to  follow  Love. 

Good  Mother,  love  my  Child,  that  did  no  ill. 

Fie,  how  men  lie,  that  lay,  death  is  a pain  : ^ 

Or  has  he  chang’d  his  nature  ? like  fol't  fleep 
Hefeizesme.  Your  bleffing.  Lafl,  1 crave. 

That  I may  reflby  Gerrard  \n  his  grave, 

Ferd.  There  lay  me  too  : oh  I noble  Millrifs,  I 
Have  caus’d  all  this  -,  and  therefore  juftly  dye. 

That  key  will  open  all. 

Oh  viperous  Father ! 

For  Heavens  lake,  bear  ’em  in  : run  for  Phyfitians, 

And  Medicines  quickly : Heaven,  thou  fhalt  not  have  her 
Yet  •,  ’tis  too  foon : Alas,  I have  no  more. 

And  taking  her  away,  thou  rob’ft  the  poor.  Exeunt. 

Flourifli. 

Enter  Duke,  States,  Randulpho,  Benvoglio, 
Gerrard,  Executioner,  Guard. 

Dukf.  The  Law,  as  greedy  as  your  red  defire 
Benvogliojhsith czH  this  man : ’Tis  pity 
So  many  excellent  parts  are  fwallow’d  up 
In  one  foul  wave.  Is  Violanta  fent  for  ? 

Our  Juflice  rauft  not  lop  a branch,  and  let 
The  body  grow  flill. 

Ben.  Sir,  fhe  will  be  here 
Alive  or  dead,  I am  fure. 

Cer.  How  chearfully  my  countenance  comments  death  ? 
That  which  makes  menfeem  horrid,  I will  wear 
Like  to  an  Ornament.  Oh  Violanta  ! 

Might  my  life  only  fatisfie  the  Law, 

How  jocundly  my  foul  would  enter  Heaven  ? 

Why  fhouldft  thou  dye  ? thou  wither ’ft  in  thy  bud. 

As  I have  feen  a Rofe,  e’er  it  was  blown. 

I do  befoech  your  Grace,  the  Statute  may 
(In this  cafe  made  ) be  read : not  that  1 hope 
T’extenuate  my  offonce  or  penalty. 

But  to  fee  whether  it  lay  hold  on  her. 

And  fince  my  death  is  more  exemplary 
Than  juft,  this  publick  Reading  will  advife 
Caution  to  others. 

Duke.  Read  it. 

Kan.  Brother,  does  not 
Your  foul  groan  under  this  feverity  ? 

Statute  read* 


A Statuh  provided  in  cafe  of  unequal  Matches. 
Marriages  againji  Parents  confent , flealing  of 
Heirs,  Rapes,  Projiitutions,  and  fuch  like  ; That 
if  any  perfon  meanly  defeended,  or  ignorant  of  his 
own  Parentage,  which  implies  as  much,  Jlsall  with 
afoul  intent,  unlawfully  foUicite  the  Daughter  of 
any  Peer  of  the  Dukedom,  he  fhall for  the  fame  of- 
fence forfeit  his  right  hand:  but  if  he  further  pro- 
Jiitute  her  to  his  Lufl,  he  fall  firji  have  his  right 
hand  cut  off,  and  then  fufer  death  by  the  common 
Executioner.  After  whom,  the  Lady  fo  offending, 
fall  Ukgwife  the  next  day,  in  the  fame  manner, 
dye  for  tkg  Fad, 

Ger.  This  Statute  has  more  cruelty  than  fcnlc ; 

I fee  no  ray  of  Mercy.  Mull  the  Lady 
SuflTer  death  too  j?  fuppofe  fhe  vvereinforc’d. 

By  fome  confederates  norn  away,  and  ravifh’d  ^ 

I§  fhe  not  guiltlefs  ? 

Dtikg,  Yes,  if  it  be  prov’d, 
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L This  cafe  is  fo  : I raviiliM  Violuntj^ 

W ho  ever  knew  a Rape  producca  child  ? 

R.-r.  rifn,  tilde  arc  idle.  W ill  your  grace  command 
? T*'C  Evecucioner  proceed? 

; »!;_•.  Your  Ortice. 
t tr  Farewell  to  thy  inticing  vanity, 
i T’  cu  round  gilt  box,  that  dofl: deceive  man’s  eye: 

The  v-i;c  man  knows,  when  open  thou  art  broke, 

The  irea.urc  thou  includ’ft,  isdulland  linokc, 
i ven  thus,  I cafe  dice  by.  My  Lords,  the  Law 
I !>  but  the  great  mans  mule,  he  rides  on  it, 
nd  tramples  poorer  men  under  his  feet^ 

Vet  when  they  come  to  knock  at  yon  bright  Gate, 

I Cues  Rags  Ihall  enter,  ’fore  the  others  State, 
reerc  to  ye  all  : here,  lirrah,  ftrike:  this  hand 

I I kith  Vulantj  kilVda  diouiand  times  ^ 

It  imells  Iwect  ever  lince  : this  was  the  hand 
I Plighted  my  faith  to  her;  do  not  think  thou  canfl: 

^'ut  that  in  funder  with  my  hand.  My  Lord, 

As  free  from  fpcck  as  this  arm  is,  my  heart 
Is  of  foul  Luft,  and  every  vein  glides  here 
As  full  of  truth.  Why  does  thy  hand  fliake  lb? 

’Tis  mine  muR  be  cutoff,  and  that  is  firm  ^ 
for  it  was  ever  conRant. 

^nter  Cornelia. 

I 

Cfr.  Hold  •,  your  Sentence 
; Urjultly  isp  onounced,  my  Lord : this  blow 
Cuts  your  hand  off  •,  for  his  is  none  of  yours  ; 

Eut  Vial  int  ds  given  in  Holy  marriage 

be.  ore  Ihc  was  delivered,  confummated 

W ith  the  free  Will  of  her  Mother,  by  her  Confeflbr, 

In  Lord  Br>rvogho^s  houfe. 

, G.r.  Alas  good  Aunt, 
i That  helps  us  nothings  elfel  had  reveal’d  it. 

I Vnke.  W hat  woman’s  this.'? 

I Vtrt,  Abafe  confederate 
In  this  proceeding,  kept  of  alms  long  time 
By  him  ^ who  now  expos’d  to  mifery, 

Talks  thus  diftraTedly.  Attach  her.  Guard. 

Kj«.  Your  cruelty  ( brother  ) will  have  end. 

Ccr.  You’d  beft 
Let  them  attach  my  tongue. 

■ Dwi^e.Good  woman,  peace : 

! For  were  this  truth,  it  doth  not  help  thy  Nephew i 
i The  Law’s  infring’d  by  their  dilparity, 
j T hat  forfeits  both  their  lives, 
i Cor.  Sir,  with  your  pardon, 

'Had  your  Grace  ever  children? 

; Vti^e.  Thou  haft  put 

{ Aq;:eftion,  whofe  lharp  point  toucheth  my  heart : 
j I had  two  little  Sons,  twins,  who  were  both 
I ( W ith  my  good  Dutchefs ) flain,  as  1 did  hcar:^ 
i At  that  time  when  my  Dukedom  was  furpriz’d. 

! Cor.  I have  heard  many  fay  (my  gracions  Lord  ) 

1 That  I was  wondrous  like  her. 

AH.  Ha> 

i Vttkf.  By  all  mans  joy,  it  is  Cornelia.^ 

I .My  deareft  wife. 

I C-r.  To  ratifie  me  her, 

I f emedow  n,  Alphnufh,  one  of  thofe  two  twins, 

I Ar.d  talc  thy  Fathers  blelfing ; thou  haft  broke 
j No  1 aw,  thy  birth  being  above  thy  wives: 

! AJeamo  is  the  Other,  nam’d  bernando., 

, V.  ho  by  remote  means,  to  my  Lord;  BtHvoglio 
' I got  preferr’d  and  in  jwor  habits  clad, 

I ( You  fled,  and  ih’  innovation  laid  again) 

I V. ; ought  my  feir  into  Kandulpho*^  lervice, 

: With  ir,  cldeft  l.'oy:,  yet  never  durft  jcvcal 
. What  they  and  I were,  no,  not  to  thcmfelves, 

; Until  the  Tyrants  death. 

huo'  My  joy  hai  fill’d  me 
j L,/.e  a full-winded  fail : I cannot  fpeak. 


Cfr.  Viol  ants  and  my  brother. 

Ben.  Run, 

Run  like  a ipout,  you  rogue  ; a — o’  poifon, 

That  little  whore  I trufted,  will  betray  me. 

Stay,  hangman,  I have  work  for  you  y there’s  Gold  y 
Cut  off  my  head,  or  hang  me  prefently. 

S eft  Mttficl{. 

Enter  Angelina  \\>hJythe  bodies  o/Ferdinand  ^w^/Violanta 
on  a bier  ^ Dorothea  carrying  the  Cup  and  Letter^  rrhich 
Jlie  gives  to  the  Dukp : he  reads^  feents  forrovrful  j jhews 
it  to  Cornelia  and  Gerrard  ; they  lameitt  over  the  bier. 
Randulpho  and  Benvoglio/ffm/i:i«r/»/,  and  feem  to  re- 
port to  Angelina  arid  Dorothea,  rvhat  hath  pajfed  be- 
fore, 

Kan.  This  is  your  rafhnels,  brother. 

Du}{e.  Oh  joy,  thou  wert  too  great  to  lafty 
This  was  a cruel  turning  to  our  hopes. 

Unnatural  Father : poor  Afeanio. 

Ger.  Oh  mother ! let  me  be  Gerrard  again. 

And  follow  Violanta. 

Cor.  Oh  my  Son  — 

D»^f.  Your  lives  yet,  bloudy  men  fiiall  anfwer  this. 

T>or,  I muft  not  fte  ’em  longer  grieve.  My  Lord, 

Be  comforted  ^ let  ladnefs  generally 
Forfake  each  eye  and  bofom they  both  live : 

For  poiibn,  I infus’d  meer  Opium  •, 

Holding  compulfivc  perjury  lefs  fin 

Than  luch  a loathed  murther  would  have  bin. 

AU.  Oh  blefled  Madam. 

Dnr.  Mufick,  gently  creep 
Into  their  ears,  and  fright  hence  lazy  lleep. 

Morpheus.,  command  thy  fervant  fleep 
In  leaden  chains  no  longer  keep 
This  Prince  and  Lady:  Rife,  wake,  rife, 

And  round  about  convey  your  eyes : 

Rife  Prince,  go  greet  thy  Father  and  thy  Mother  ^ 

Rife  thou,  t’imbrace  thy  Husband  and  thy  Brother. 

Vul^e  Cor.  Son,  Daughter. 

Ferd.  Father,  Mother,  Brother. 

Ger.  Wife. 

Viol.  Are  we  not  all  in  Heaven  ? 

Ger.  Faith,  very  near  it. 

Ferd.  How  can  this  be  ? 

Vukf,  Hear  it. 

Dor.  If  I had  ferv’d  you  right,  I fhould  have  ften 
Your  old  pateoff^  e’r  I had  reveald. 

Ben.  Oh  wench! 

Oh  honeft  wench  ! if  my  wife  die.  I’ll  marry  thee: 

There’s  my  reward. 

Ferd.  ’Tis  true. 

Duke.  ’Tis  very  ftrange. 

Ger.  Why  kneel  you  honelt  Matter  ? 

Ferd.  My  good  Lord.  , , • 

Ger.  Dear  Mother. 

Dul^.  Rife,  rife,  all  are  friends : I owe  ye 
for  all  their  boards:  And  wench,  take  thou  tlie  man 
Whofe  life  thou  fav’dft  *,  left  cannot  pay  the  merit. 

How  fhall  I part  my  kifs  ? 1 cannot : Let 
One  generally  therefore  joyn  our  cheeks. 

A pen  of  Iron,  and  a leaf  of  Braft, 

To  keep  this  Story  to  Eternity: 

And  a Promethean  Wit.  Oh  facred  Love, 

Nor  chance,  nor  death  can  thy  firm  truth  remove. 

Exeunt. 

King.  Now  Ifabella.  Blourijh. 

Ifab.  This  can  true  Love  do. 

I joy  they  all  fo  happily  are  pleas’d: 

The  Ladies  and  the  Brothers  muft  triumph. 

Kmg.  They  do  : 

For  Cupid  fcorns  but ’t  have  his  triumph  too. 

Flourijh. 

The 
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Ue  TRIUMPH. 

fe/7/er  divers  Mujfeians , then  certain  Singers  bear- 
ittg  Bannerets  infcribecl^Trnth^  Loyalty^  Patience^ 
Concord  : Next  Gerrard  and  Ferdinand  with  Gar- 
lands of  Rofes  : Then  Violanta,  Laji^  a Chariot 
drawn  by  two  Cupids,  and  a.  Cupid  fitting  in  it. 

Flourilh. 

Enter  PROLOGUE. 

Love^  and  the  firength  of  fair  affeCiion 
( Mofi  royal  Sir  ) what  long  fee  md  lofi,  have  won 
Their  perfeCl  ends^  and  crown'd  thofe  confiant  hearts 
With  lafiing  Triumph^  whofe  mo  Si  virt nous  parts ^ 
Worthy  depres,  and  love,  Jhall  never  end. 

Now  tarn  we  round  the  Sc<ene,  and  ( Great  Sir  ) lend 
A fad  and  fieri ous  eye  to  this  of  Death, 

This  blacfiand  difimal  Triumph  ^ where  mans  breath, 
Dejert,  and  guilty  bloud  afeend  the  Stage, 

And  view  the  Tyrant,  ruin'd  in  his  rage. 


Enter  L’avall,  Gabriella  and  Maria. 


Exit 

I 

Flourifh. 


Gab.  No,  good  my  Lord,  I am  not  now  to  find 
Your  long  negled  of  me  All  thofe  affedions 
You  came  firft  clad  in  to  my  love,  like  Summer, 

Lufty  and  full  of  life ; all  thofe  defires  t 

That  like  the  painted  Spring  bloom’d  round  about  ye, 
Giving  thehappy  promife  of  an  Harveft, 

How  have  I feen  drop  off^  and  fall  forgotten  ? 

With  the  leaft  luftre  of  anothers  beauty, 

How  oft  ( forgetful  Lord  ) have  1 been  blaflad  ? 

Was  1 fo  eas’ly  won  > or  did  this  body 
Yield  to  your  falfe  embraces  with  left  labour 
Then  if  you  had  carried  fome  ftrong  Tovyn  ? 

Lav.  Good  Gabriella 

Gab.  Could  all  your  fubtiltics  and  fighs  betray  me. 

The  vows  yefhookme  with,  the  tears  ye  drown’d  me,  v 
Till  1 came  fairly  off  with  honor’d  Marriage  ? 

Oh  fie,  my  Lord. 

Lav.  Prethee  good  Gabriella. 

Gab.  Would  I had  never  known  ye,  nor  your  honors, 
They  are  ftuck  too  full  of  griefs:  oh  happy  women. 

That  plant  your  Love  in  equal  honeft  bofoms,  . / 
Whofe  fweet  defires  like  Rofes  fet  together. 

Make  one  another  happy  in  their  blufhes. 

Growing  and  dying  without  fenfe  of  greatnefs. 

To  which  I am  a llave  ! I.  and  that  blefl  Sacrament 
That  daily  makes  millions  of  happy  mothers,  link’d  me 
To  this  man’s  Lufl:  alone,  there  left  me 
I dare  not  lay  I am  his  wife,  ’tis  dangerous: 

His  Love,  I cannot  lay : alas,  how  many  ? '(know, 

Lav.  You  'grovv  too  watm  jpray  be  ye  content,  you  belt 
The  times  neceffity,  and  how  our  marriage 
Being  fo  much  unequal  to  mine  honor. 

While  the  Duke  lives,  I Handing  high  in  favour^ 
Andwhilll  I keep  that  fafe,  nex|to the. Dukedom, 

Muft  not  be  known,  without  my  utter  ruine. 

Have  patience  for  a while,  and  do  but  dream  wench, 

The  glory  of  a Dutchefs.  How  fhe  tires  me  ? 

How  dull  and  leaden  is  my  appetite 
To  that  ftale  beauty  now  ? oh,  I could  curie 
Andcrucifiemy  felf  for  childilh  doating 
Upon  a face  that  feeds  not  with  fre.Ti  Figures 
Every  Irelh  hour:  fhe  is  now  a furfet  tome. 


Enter  Gcntillc. 

Who’s  that?  Gentille  ? 1 charge  ye,  no  acquaintance 
You  nor  your  Maid  with  him,  nor  no  dilcourfc 
Till  times  arc  riper. 

Gent.  Fic,  my  Noble  Lord, 

Can  you  be  now  a Hranger  to  the  Court,  j 

When  your  molt  virtuous  Bride,  the  bcautcoiis  llellena  1 
Stands  ready  like  a Star  to  gild  your  hajipinels, 

\Nhen  Hymens  lully  fires  arc  now  a liglaing. 

And  all  the  Flower  of  ylnjou  ? 

Lav.  Some  few  trifles. 

For  matter  of  adornment,  have  a little 

Made  me  lb  flow,  Gentille,  which  now  in  rcadineft, 

I am  for  Court  immediately. 

Gent.  Take  heed.  Sir, 

This  is  no  time  for  trifling,  nor  fhe  no  Lady 

To  be  now  entertain’d  with  toys ; ’twill  cofl  ye 

Lav.  Y’are  an  old  Cock,  Gentille. 

Gent.  By  your  Lordfnips  favour. 

Lav.  Prethee  away  •,  ’twill  lofc  time. 

Gent.  Oh  my  Lord, 

Pardon  me  that  by  all  means. 

Lav.  We  have  bufinefs. 

A-footman,  of  more  moment. 

Gent.  Then  my  manners  ? 

I know  none,  nor  1 feek  none. 

Lav.  Take  to  morrow.  (Beauty. 

Gent.  Even  now,  by  your  Lordfhips  leave.  Excellent 
My  fervice  here  I ever  dedicate, 
in  honor  of  my  bell  friend,  your  dead  Father, 

To  you  his  living  virtue,  andwilli  heartily, 

That  firm  afftdion  that  made  us  two  happy. 

May  take  as  deep  undying  root,  and  flourifh 
Betwixt  my  Daughter  Cajia,  and  your  goodneft. 

Who  lliall  be  Hill  your  fervant. 

Gab.  I much  thank  ye. 

Lav.  Oh  this  dreaming  puppy.  Will  ye  go,  Sir  ? 

Gent.  A little  more.  Good  Lord. 


Lav.  Not  now,  by 
Come,  I muft  ufe  ye. 

Gent.  Goodnefs  dwell  ftill  with  you. 

Exeunt  Gentill  and  Laval 

Gab.  The  fight  of  this  old  Gentleman,  Maria, 

Pulls  to  my  mine  eyes  again  the  living  Pidure 
Of  Perolot  his  virtuous  Son,  my  firft  Love,, 

That  dy’d  at  Orleance. 

Mar.  You  have  felt  both  fortunes. 

And  in  extreams,  poor  Lady^  for  young  Perolot. 

Being  every  way  unable  to  maintain  you, 

Durft  not  make  known  his  love  to  Friend  or  Fatlter  : 

My  Lord  Lavall,  being  powerful,  and  you  poor. 

Will  not  acknowledge  you. 

Gab.  No  more  : Let’s  in  wench  j 
There  let  my  Lute  fpeak  my  Laments^  they  have  tried  me. 

Exeunt. 

Enter  two  Courtier r. 

I Court.  I grant,  the  Duke  is  wondrous  provident 
In  his  now  planting  for  fuccelfion, 

I know  his  care  as  honourable  in  the  choice  too. 

Marines  Sive  virtuous  daughter  ; but  what’s  all  this  ? 

To  what  end  excellent  arrives  this  travel. 

When  he  that  bears  the  main  roof,  is  fo  rotten  ? 

1 Court.  You  have  hit  it  now  indeed:  For  if  Fame  lye  not 
He  isuntemperate. 

I Court.  You  expreft  him  poorly. 

Too  gentle  Sir  : the  moft  deboift  and  barbarous  j 
Believe  it,  the  raoft  void  of  all  humanity, 

Kowe’r  his  cunning,  cloak  it  to  his  Uncle, 

And  thofe  his  pride  depends  upon. 

I Court.  I have  heard  too, 

Given  exceflively  to  drink. 


1 Court. 


SSO 


Four  Flayes,  or  Morall  Reprefentations , in  one . 


1 C.^vrf.  Mod  certain, 

ind  in  that  drink  moft  dangerous : I ipeak  thefe  things 
To  oce  I know  loves  truth,  and  dares  not  wTong  her. 

2 C6«r{.  You  may  fpeak  on. 

I C.urt.  Uncertain  as  the  Sea,  Sir, 

Pr-.iJ  and  deceitful  as  hjs  fins  Great  Maftepi 
His  appetite  to  W’omen,  (tor  there  he  carries 
His  main  Sail  fpread)  16  TOundlef,  and  abominably. 

That  but  to  have  her  name  by  that  tongue  Ipoken, 

Poiibns  the  virtue  of  thepurelt  Virgin. 

iCouT.  I am  lorry  for  young  G then, 

A Maid  reputed,  ever  of  fair  carriage. 

For  he  has  been  noted  vifiting. 

1 Court.  She  is  gone  then. 

Or  any  elfe,  that  promifes,  or  power. 

Gifts,  or  his  guilfnl  vows  can  work  upon  , 
but  thefe  are  but  jxKir  parcels. 

2C:x^t.  ’Tis- great  pity. 

^ Court.  Nor  want  thefe  fins  a chief  Saint  to  befriend ’em, 
The  Devil  follows  him  •,  and  for  a truth.  Sir, 

Appears  in  vifible  figure  often  to  him, 

.At  which  time  he’s  pofiefl:  with  fudden  trances. 

Cold  deadly  fwcats,  and  griping  of  the  confcience, 

T ormented  ftrangely,  as  they  fay. 

2 Court.  Heaven  turn  him  ; 

This  marriage-day  mayftthou  well  curfe,  fair  Hellen. 

But  let’s  go  view  the  ceremony. 

I Court.  I’ll  walk  with  you.  E.veuat. 

Eutrr  Gabriclla  , and  Maria  above.  And  Laval,  Btide^ 
States  in  folemnity  as  to  marriage  \ and  pafsover'j  viZ. 
Duke,  Marine,  Longaville. 

Mar.  I hear  ’em  come. 

Cab.  VA’ould  1 might  never  hear  more.  _ 

Mar.  1 told  you  ilill:  but  you  were  fo  incredulous. 

See,  there  they  kifs. 

Gab.  Adders  be  your  embraces. 

Thepoilbn  of  a rotten  heart,  oh  Hellenl 
Llaft  thee  as  1 have  been  s juft  fuch  a flattery. 

With  that  fame  cunning  face,  that  fmile  upon’t. 

Oh  mark  it  Marie.,  mark  it  ferioufly, 

1 hat  Maftcr  fmile  caught  me. 

Mar.  There’s  the  old  Duke,  and 
; her  father, 

i Cab.  Oh! 

I Mar.  There  Longaville  — 
i The  Ladies  now. 

Gab.  Oh, ! am  murder’d,  Marie. 

Bcaft,  moft  inconftantbeaft. 

Mar.  There. 

Gj/».  Therel  am  not-, 

No  more  I am  rot  there  : Hear  me,  oh  Heaven! 

And  all  you  powers  of  Juftice  bow  down  to  me  ^ 

But  you  of  pity  dye.  I nm  abus’d. 

She  that  depended  on  your  Providence, 

She  is  abus’d:  your  honor  is  abas’d. 

That  noble  piece  ye  made,  and  call’d  it  man. 

Is  turn’d  to  Devil:  all  the  world’s  abus’d : 

Give  me  a womans  Will,  provok’d  tomifchief, 

A r/o-edg’d  heart-,  my  fuffering  thoughts  to  wild-hres, 

Ai'd  my  embraces  to  a timelels  grave  turn. 

Mar.  Here  i’ll  ftep  in,  for ’tis  an  ad  of  merit. 

Gab.  1 am  too  big  to  utter  more. 

Mar.  T ake  time  then.  Exeunt 

Enter  Gcntille  and  Cafta. 

Gent.  This  folitary  life  at  home  undoes  thee, 
Oblcuresthy  beauty  firft,  which  fhould  prefer  thcc^ 

Next  fills  thee  full  of  fad  thoughts,  which  thy  years 
M eft  not  arrive  at  yet,  they  choak  thy  fwcetnefs  i 


Follow  the  time,  my  Girl,  and  it  will  bring  thee 
Even  to  the  fellowfhip  of  the  nobleft  women, 

Hellen  her  felf,  to  whom  I would  prefer  thee,  # 

And  under  w'hom  this  poor  and  private  carriage^ 

Which  1 am  only  able  yet  to  reach  at. 

Being  call  off,  and  all  thy  fweets  at  luftre. 

Will  take  thee  as  a fair  f riend,  and  prefer  thee. 

Cafla.  Good  Sir,  be  not  fb  cruel  as  to  feek 
To  kill  that  fweet  content  y’have  bred  me  to : 

Have  1 not  here  enough  to  thank  Heaven  for  ? 

The  free  air  iincorrupted  with  new  flattery. 

The  water  that  I touch,  unbrib’d  with  odours 
T o make  me  fweet  to  others:  the  pure  fire 
b ot  fmothered  up,  aiid  choak’d  with  luftful  incenft 
To  make  my  bloud Tweat -,  but  burning  clear  and  high, 

Tdis  me  my  mind  moft  flame  upfoto  Heaven. 

\Miat  fhould  I do  at  Court,  wear  rich  apparel? 

Methinks  thefe  are  as  warm:  And  for  yourftate.  Sir, 
Wealrhy  enough-,  Is  it  you  would  have  me  pro'ud. 

Mid  like  a Pageant,  ftuck  up  for  amazements?  . . 

Teach  not  your  child  to  tread  that  path,  for  fear  (Sir) 
Your  dry  bones  after  death,  groan  in  your  grave 
The  miferiesthat  follow. 

Gent.  Excellent  Cafia. 

Cafia.  When  fliall  I pray  again  ? ( a Courtier  ) 

Or  when  I do,  to  what  God?  what  new  body 
And  new  face  muft  I make  me,  with  new  manners  ? 
or  I muft  be  no  more  my  felf.  Whofe  Miftrifs 
Muft  I be  firft  ? with  whofe  fin-offering  feafbn’d  ? 

And  when  I am  grown  fo  great  and  glorious 
With  proftitutionof  my  burning  beauties. 

That  great  Lords  kneel,  and  Princes  beg  for  favours, 

Do  you  think  I’ll  be  your  Daughter,  a poor  Gentlemans, 
Or  know  you  for  my  Father  ? 

Enter  Lavall. 

Gent.  My  beft  Cafla. 

Oh  my  moft  virtuous  child  ! Heaven  reigns  within  thee  ^ 
Take  thine  own  choice,  fweet  child,  and  live  a Saint  ftill. 
The  Lord  Lavall.,  ftand  by  wench. 

Lav.  Gabriella., 

She  cannot,  nor  fhc  dares  not  make  it  knbwn. 

My  greatnefs  crufhes  her,  when  e’r  fhe  offers ; 

Why  fhould  I fear  her  then  ? 

Gent.  Come,  let’s  pafs  on  wench. 

Lav  Gentille.,  come  hither : who’s  that  Gentlewoman  ? 
Gent.  A child  of  mine.  Sir,  who  obferving  cuftome, 

Is  going  to  the  Monaftery  to  her  Prayers. 

Lav,  A fair  one,  a moft  fweet  one  *,  fitter  far 
To  beautifie  a Court,  than  make  a Votarift. 

Go  on,  fair  Beauty,  and  in  your  Orizons 
Remember  me  : will  ye,  fair  fweet? 

Cafia.  Moft  humbly.  Exeunt. 

Lav.  An  admirable  Beauty  : how  it  fires  me ! 


Enter  a Spirit. 

But  fhe’s  too  full  of  grace,  and  I too  wicked. 

1 feel  my  wonted  fit : Defend  me,  goodnefs. 

Oh  1 it  grows  colder  ftill,and  ftiffer  on  me. 

My  hair  ftands  up,  my  finews  fhake  and  fhrink  ; 

Help  me  goodHeaven,and  good  thoughts  dwell  within  me. 
Oh  get  thee  gone,  thou  evil  evil  fpirit, 

Haunt  me  no  more,  I charge  thee. 

Spir.  Yes  Lavall'. 

Thou  art  my  vaflal,  and  the  flaveto  mifehief, 

I blaft  thee  with  new  fin : purfue  thy  pleafure ; 

Cajia  is  rare  and  fweet,  a blowing  Beauty  ^ 

Set  thy  defires  a fire,  and  never  quench  ’em 
Till  thou  enjoy’ft  her  -,  make  her  all  thy  Heaven, 

And  all  thy  joy,  for  fhe  is  all  true  happinefs : 

Thou  art  powerful,  ufe  command  j if  that  prevail  not, 
Force  her : I’ll  be  thy  friend. 

Lav. 
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Lav.  Oil  help  mo,  help  me. 

Spir.  Her  virtue,  likea  fpell,  finks  me  to  darknefs.  Exit. 

Enter  Gentille  and  Cafla. 

Gent.  He’s  here  frill.  How  is’t,  noble  Lord?  methinks, 
You  look  a little  wildly.  Is  it  that  way? 

Is’t  'her  you  ftai  c on  lb  ? I have  fpyM  your  fire,  Sir, 

Bur  dare  not  flay  the  flaming,  Come. 

Lav.  Sweet  ereature, 

Excellent  Beauty,  do  me  but  the  happinefs 
To  be  your  humbleft  fervant.  Oh  fair  eyes. 

Oh  blelled,  Blefled  Sweetnefs,  Divine  Virgin  ! 

Cafia.  Oh  good  my  Lord,  retire  intoyoiir  honor : 

You’re  fpoken  good  and  virtuous,  plac’d  and  Helme 
To  govern  others  from  mifchanccs:  from  example 
Of  fuchfair  Chronicles  as  great  ones  are, 

VVe  do,  or  fure  we  Ihould  direft  our  lives. 

I know  y’are  full  of  worth,  a fchool  of  virtue 
Daily  intruding  us  that  live  below  ye, 

1 make  no  doubt,  dwells  there. 

Lav.  I cannot  anfwer. 

She  has  fttuck  me  dumb  with  wonder. 

Cafta.  Goodnefs  guide  ye.  Exeunt. 

Lav.  She’s  gone, and  with  her  all  light,  and  has  left  me 
Dark  as  my  black  defires.  Oh  devil  luft, 

How  doll  thou  hug  my  bloud,  and  whifper  to  me, 

There  is  no  day  again,  no  time,  no  living. 

Without  this  lufty  Beauty  break  upon  me  ? 

Let  me  collert  my  felf,  I ftrive  like  billows. 

Beaten  againft  a rock,  and  fall  a fool  (till. 

I mnft  enjoy  her,  and  I will:  from  this  hour 
My  thoughts,  and  all  ray  bus’nefs  lhall  be  nothing. 

Enter  Maria. 

My  eating,  and  my  fleeping,  but  her  beauty. 

And  how  to  work  it. 

‘ Mar.  Health  to  my  Lord  Laval!.] 

Nay  good  Sir,  do  not  turn  with  fuch  difplearurey 
1 come  not  to  afflid  your  new  born  pleafures  i 
My  honour’d  Miftrifs,  neither  let  that  vex  ye, 

' For  nothing  is  intended,  but  fafe  to  you 

Lav.  What  ofyour  Miftrifs  ? I am  full  of  bus’nefs. 

Mar  I will  be  Ihort,  my  Lord  ^ fhe,  loving  Lady, 
Confidering  the  unequal  tie  between  ye. 

And  how  your  ruine  with  the  Duke  lay  on  it. 

As  alfo  the  moft  noble  match  now  made. 

By  me  fends  back  all  linb  of  marriage, 

All  Holy  Vows,  and  Rights  of  Ceremony, 

All  promifes,  oaths,  tears,  and  all  fuch  pawns 
You  left  in  hoftage  : only  her  love  IhecannOt^  ■■■' 

For  that  ftill  follows  ye,  but  not  to  hurt  ye-, 

.And  ftill  beholds  ye  Sir,  but  not  to  fhame  ye: 

In  recompence  of  which,  this  is  her  fuit.  Sir, 

Her  poor  and  laft  petition,  but  to  grant  her. 

When  weary  nights  have  cloyd  ye  up  with  kifles, 

( As  fuch  muftcome)  the  honor  of  a Miftrifs, 

The  honor  but  to  let  her  fee  thofe  eyes, 

(Thofe  eyes  file  doatson,  more  than  gods  do  goodnefs  ) 

And  but  tokifs  yon  only:  with  this  prayer, 

( a prayer  only  to  awake  your  pity) 

And  on  her  knees  fne  made  it,  that  this  night 
'fon’ld  blefs  her  with  your  company  at  fupper. 

Lav.  1 like  this  well,  and  now  I think  on’t  betfbrn 
i’ll  make  a prefent  life  from  this  occafion: 

Mar.  Nay,  good  my  Lord,  be  not  fo  cruel  to  her 
Becaufe  fne  has  been  yours. 

Lav.  And  to  mine  own  end 
A rare  way  I will  w'ork. 

Mar.  Can  love  for  ever, 

Fhc  Love  of  her  ( my  Lord)  fo  perilh  in  ye? 

Asyedefire  in  yourdefirestoprofper. 

What  gallant  under  Heaven,  hntAnjou^s  Heir  then 


Can  brag  fo  fair  a Wife,  and  fwcet  a Miftriis? 

Good  noble  l ord. 

Lav.  Yemil-applyme,  Mary., 

Nor  do  1 want  true  pity  to  your  l.ady  -. 

Pity  and  love  tell  me,  too  much  I have  wrong’d  her 
To  dare  to  fee  her  more : yet  if  her  fwcctnds 
Can  entertain  a Mediation, 

And  it  mull  be  a gr;.at  one  that  can  cure  me  j 
My  love  again,  as  lar  as  honor  bids  me, 

My  fcrvice  and  my  felf 

Mar.  That’s  nobly  fpoken. 

Lav.  Shall  hourly  fee  her  •,  want  fball  never  know  her  j 
Nor  where  fhe  has  beftow’d  her  love,  repent  her. 

Mar.  Now  whither  drives  he? 

Lav.  I have  heard  Maria, 

That  no  two  women  in  the  world  more  lov’d. 

Then  thy  good  Miftriis,  and  Centille'^s  fair  Daughter. 

Mar.  What  may  this  mean you  have  heard  a truth,  my 
But  fince  the  fecret  Love  betwixt  you  two,  (Lord : 1 

My  Miftrifs  durftnot  entertain  fuch  friendfliip  i 
Cajfa  is  quick,  and  of  a piercing  judgement, 

And  quickly  will  find  out  a flaw. 

Lav.  Hold  Marie : 

Shrink  not,  ’tis  good  gold,  wench:  prepare  a Banquet, 

And  get  that  Cajia  thither  for  fhe’s  a creature 
So  full  of  forcible  Divine  perfwafion. 

And  fo  unwearied  ever  with  good  offices. 

And  fhe  fhall  cure  my  ill  caufe  to  my  Miftrifs, 

And  make  all  errors  up. 

Mar.  I’ll  doe  my  belt.  Sir: 

But  flic’s  too  fearful,  coy,  and  ftrupulous. 

To  leave  her  Fathers  houfe  fb  late  ■,  andbafhful 
At  any  mans  appearance,  that  1 fear,  Sir  j 
’Twill  prove  ini poffible. 

Lav.  There’s  more  gold,  Marie, 

And  fain  thy  Miftrifs  wondrous  fick  to  death,  wench. 

Mar.  I have  ye  in  the  wind  now,  and  I’il  pay  ye. 

Lav.  She  cannot  chufe  but  come  -,  ’tis  charity. 

The  chief  of  her  profeffion  : undertake  this. 

And  I am  there  at  night  i if  not,  I leave  ye. 

Mar.  I will  not  loofe  this  offer,  though  it  fall  out 
Clean  crofsto  that  we  call.  I’ll  undertake  it, 

I will,  my  Lord  -,  Ihc  lhall  be  there. 

Lav.By ? 

Mar.  By fhe  fhall. 

Lav.  Let  it  be  fbmething  late  then. 

For  being  feen,  now  force  or  favour  wins  her. 

My  fpirits  are  grown  dull , ftrong  wine,  and  ftorc. 

Shall  fet’em  up  again,  and  make  me  fit 

To  draw  home  at  theenterprize  I aim  at.  Exit. 

Ma.  Go  thy  way;,  falfe  Lord,  if  thon  hold’ft,  thou  pay’ll 
The  price  of  all  thylufts.  Thou  fhalt  be  there 
Thou  modeft  Maid,  if  I have  any  working. 

And  yet  thy  honor  fafe-,  for  which  this  thief 
I know  has  fet  this  meeting:  but  1*11  watch  him. 

Enter  Perelot, 

Per.  Maria. 

Mar.  Are  mine  eyes  mine  own  ? or  bjefs  me 
Ami  deluded  with  a flying  fhadow?  * 

Per.  Why  do  you  ftart  fo  from  me  ? 

Mar.  It  fpeaks  fenfibly. 

And  fhews  a living  body  ; yet  I am  fearful, 

fer.  Give  me  your  hand,  good  Maria. 

Mar.  He  feels  warm  too. 

Per.  And  next  your  lips. 

Mar.  He'  kifles  perfeiftly. 

Nay,  and  the  Devil  be  not  worfe  : you  are  Perolot. 

Per.  I was,  and  fure  I fhould  be:  Can  a fmall  diftance. 
And  ten  fhort  raoneths  take  from  your  memory 
The  figure  of  your  friend,  that  you  Hand  wondring? 

Be  not  amaz’d,  I am  the  felf-fame  Perelot, 

Living,  and  well  ^ Son  to  Gentille,  and  Brother 

To 
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To  virr,  o js  Cj  r ^ , ro  your  beauteous  Miftrils, 

I he  long  lince  poor  betroth’d,  and  ftill  vow’d  ferva  it. 

Mir.  N\iy,  lure  he  lives,  My  Lord  your  Malkr, 

Proueht  news  long  lince  to  your  much  mourning  Miltrifs, 
d\  ’dat  Orli'jHce  •,  bound  her  with  an  oath  too, 

1 O \CCp  It  iccret  from  your  aged  Father, 

Led  i:  lliould  rack  his  heart. 

IVr.  A pretty  Iccret 

To  try  my  ^‘illrils  l ove,  and  make  my  welcome 
F io;.i  ti  a\  V.  1 of  more  worth, from  whence,  Heaven  be  thanked, 
.'\r,  bufiKTs  for  the  Duke  clifpatch’d  to  th’  purpoi'c, 
i And  all  my  money  fpent,  1 am  come  home,  wench. 

How  do.s  mv  Miltrifs  ? for  I have  not  yet  feen 
I Ai.y,  nor  will  1,  till  1 do  her  fervice, 

I Mr-.  But  did  the  Lord  Ljw/ know  of  your  love,  Sir,  be- 
I fore  i.ewent  ? 

i ir.  Yes,  by  much  niorc  force  he  got  it, 

I'nt  none  elle  knew^  uix)nhis  promifetoo 

A:vd  honor  to  conceal  it  faithfully 

rill  my  return  •,  to  further  which,  he  told  me, 

. My  bufincfs  being  ended,  fromthe  Duke 
He  would  procure  a penlion  for  my  fervice, 

I Able  to  make  my  Miltrifs  a fit  Husband. 

Mjr.  But  are  you  fure  of  this? 

P:r.  Sure  as  my  fight,  wench. 

, yUjr.  Then  is  your  Lord  a bafe  dillembling  villain, 

A Devil  Lord,  the  damn’d  Lord  of  all  lewdnels, 

! And  has  betraid  ye,  and  undone  my  Miltrifs, 

My  poor  fweet  ^liftrifs:  oh  thatUacher  Lord, 

W ho,  poor  foul,  fince  was  married. 

Ptr.  To  whom,  Mjria  ? 

Mxr.  Totliat  unlucky  Lord,  a upon  him  j 

i W)  ofe  hot  horfc -appetite  being  allaid  once 
With  her  chafte  joyes,  married  again,  fcarce  cool’dj 
The  Torches  yet  not  out,  the  yellow  Hymen 
i Lighted  about  the  bed,  the  Songs  yet  founding, 

Mjrtne'^s  young  noble  Daughter  Helena^ 

W hole  mifehief  ftands  at  door  next.  Oh  that  recreant ! 

Per.  Oh  villain  ! Ohmolt  unmanly  falfhood ! 

N’aythcn  lice,  my  Letters  were  betraid  too. 

Oh,  1 am  full  of  this,  greatwith  his  milchiefs, 

Loadenand  burlt : Come,  lead  me  to  my  Lady. 

Mar.  1 cannot.  Sir,  keeps  her  conceal’d. 

Befdcs,  her  griefs  are  fuch,  Ihe  will  fee  no  man. 

Per.  I mult,  and  will  go  to  her : I will  fee  her : 

Th;re  be  my  friend,  or  this  lhall  be  thy  furthelt.  (me, 
Mjr.  Hold,  and  I’ll  help  thee;  butfirft  ye  lhall  fwear  to 
As ) oil  are  true  and  gentle,  as  ye  hate 
This  bcaltly  and  bale  Lord,  where  I lhall  place  ye, 

( \\  hich  lhall  be  within  fight ) .till  I difeharge  ye, 
What-e’er  you  fee  or  hear,  to  make  no  morion. 

Per.  I do  by 

Mar.  Stay  here  about  the  houle  then. 

Till  it  be  later  •,  yet  the  time’s  not  perfed : ^ 

There  at  the  back  door  I’ll  attend  you  truly. 

Per.  Oh  monltrous,  monltrous,  bealtly  villain.  Exit. 
Mar.  How  crofs  this  falls,  and  from  all  expedtation  ? 
And  what  the  end  lhall  be.  Heaven  only  yet  knows: 

Only  Iwilh,  andho[^.  But  I forget  IHIl, 

Cjjljmuftbe  the  bait,  or  all  milcarries.  Exeunt. 

E.nter  Gcntillc  with  a Torch .^ShzWoOTl  above. 

Gent.  Holla,  Shaloon. 

Shal.  Who’s  there? 

Gent.  A word  from  the  Duke,  Sir. 

^hal.  Your  pleafure. 

( nt.  Tell  your  Lordhemufl:  to  Court  llrait. 
hal.  He  is  ill  at  cafe;  and  prays  he  may  be  pardon’d 
Th-.  occafions  of  this  night. 

Gent.  Iklike  he  is  drunk  then  : 

Hem. 11  avvay,  the  Duke  and  his  fair  Lady, 

T c F .aatcous  Helena.,  arc  now  at  Cent. 
j OfwFom  fnehas  fuch  fortune  in  her  carding, 

I i.cDnkc  has  loll  a thoufand  Crowns,  and  fwcars, 

I He  will  rot  go  to  bed,  rill  by  Lavall. 
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The  Tide  of  lols  be  turn’d  again.  Awake  him. 

For ’tis  the  pleafure  of  the  Duke  he  mult  rife. 

Sha.  Having  lb  ftri^t  command  ( Sir  ) to  the  contrary, 

I dare  not  do  it ; I befeech  your  pardon. 

Gent.  Arc  you  fure  he  is  there  ? 

Sha.  Yes. 

Gen.  Andafleep? 

Sha.  I think  lb. 

Gen.  And  arc  you  fure  you  will  not  tell  him,  Shalen  ? 

Sha.  Yes,  very  fure. 

Gen.  Then  I am  fure,  I will. 

Open,  or  I mull  force, 

Sha.  Pray  ye  flay,  he  is  not, 

Nor  will  not  be  this  night.  You  may  e.vcufcit.  i 

Gent.  1 knew  he  was  gone  about  Ibme  womans  labour. 

As  good  a neighbor,  though  I fay  it,  and  as  comfortable : 
Many  fuch  more  we  need  Shaloon.  Alas,  poor  Lady, 

Thou  art  like  to  lie  crofs-legg’d  to  night.  GoodMonfieur, 

I will  excule  your  Mailer  for  this  once.  Sir, 

Becaufe  Ibmetimes  I have  lov’d  a wench  my  felftoo. 

Sha.  ’Tis  a good  hearing.  Sir. 

Gent.  But  for  your  lye,  Shaloon., 

If  I had  you  here,  it  Ihould  be  no  good  hearing. 

For  your  pate  I would  pummel. 

Sha.  A fair  good  night,  Sir.  * 

Gent.  Good  night,  thou  noble  Knight,  Sir  Pandarus. 

My  heart  is  coldo’th’  fiiddain,  and  a llrange  dulnels 
Poflelles  all  my  body : thy  Will  be  done  Heaven.  Exit. 

Enter  Gabriella  and  Calla  : and  Maria  with  a Taper. 

Cajla.  ’Faith  Friend,  I was  even  going  to  my  bed. 

When  your  Maid  told  me  of  your  fudden  ficknefs; 

But  from  my  grave  ( lo  truly  I love  you  ) 

I think  your  name  would  raife  me  : ye  look  ill 
Since  lall  I faw  ye,  much  decay’d  in  colour : 

Yet  I thank  Heaven,  I find  no  fuch  great  danger 
As  your  Maid  frighted  me  withal:  take  courage 
And  give  your  ficknefs  courfe : Ibme  grief  you  have  got 
That  feeds  within  upon  your  tender  Ipirits, 

And  wanting  open  way  to  vent  it  felf. 

Murders  your  mind,  andchoaks  up  all  yourfweetnels. 

Gab.  It  was  my  Maids  fault  y worthy  friend,  to  trouble  ye, 
So  late,  upon  lb  light  a caufe : yet  fince  I have  ye 
Oh  my  dear  Cajia. 

Cajia.  Out  with  it,  Gods  name. 

Gab.  TheCIolIet  of  my  heart,  I will  lock  here,  wench, 

hzvzW  }{nocl{s  rpithin.  ] 
And  things  lhall  make  ye  tremble.  Who’s  that  knocks  there? 
Mar.  ’Tis  Lavall. 

Gab.  Sit  you  Hill.  Let  him  in. 

I am  refolv’d,  and  all  you  wronged  women. 

You  noble  fpirits,  that  as  1 have  fulfer’d 
Under  this  glorious  beall-infultingman. 

Lend  me  your  caules,  then  your  cruelties. 

For  I mull  put  on  madnefs  above  women. 

Cafl.  Why  do  you  look  fo  ghalliy  ? 

Gab.  Peace  j no  harm.  Deer. 

Enter  Lavall. 

Lav.  There,  take  my  cloak  and  fword  : Where  is  this 
Mar.  In  the  next  room,  (Banquet  ? 

Cajia.  How  came  he  here  ? Heaven  blefs  me. 

Lav.  Give  me  Ibme  Wine  wench  j fill  itfull,andfprightly, 
Gab.  Sit  Hill,  and  be  not  fearful. 

Lav.  Till  my  veins  fwell. 

And  my  llrong  finews  llretch  like  that  brave  Centaur^ 

That  at  the  Table  fnatch’d  the  Bride  away 
In  fpight  of  Hercules. 

Cajia.  I am  betraid. 

Lav.  Nay,  Hart  not  Ladyi  ’tis  for  you  that  I conxe,  . 

And  for  your  beauty  : ’tis  for  you,  Lavall 
Honors  this  night  to  you,  the  facred  Ihrine 
1 humbly  bow,  offering  my  vows  and  prayers  •, 

To  you  I live. 

Gab.  In  with  the  powder  quickly  : 

So,  that  and  the  Wine  will  rock  ye. 

Lav, 
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Of  the  moO:  beauteous  and  divine,  fair  Ca^a^ 

The  liar  of  fwectnels. 

Gab.  Fear  him  nor.  I’ll  die  fiill. 

And  who  (hall  pledge  ye  ? 

Lav.  Thou  ilialt,  thou  tann’d  Gipfey : 

And  worfliip  to  that  brightnefs  give,  cold  T artar'\ 

By -ye  fhall  not  ftir  •,  ye  arc  my  Miliris, 

The  glory  of  my  love,  the  great  adventure, 

The  Miftris  of  my  heart,  and  flic  my  whore. 

Gab.  Thou  ly’ft,  bale,  bcaftly  Lord  \ drunker  then  anger, 
Thou  Ibwfed  Lord,  got  by  a flirfeir,  thou  lyefl:  balely. 
Nay,  ftir  not : I dare  tell  thee  fo.  Sit  you  ftill. 

If  I be  whore,  it  is  in  marrying  thee. 

That  art  fo  abfolute  and  full  a villain. 

No  Sacrament  can  lave  that  piece  tied  to  thee. 

How  often  haft  thou  woo’d  in  thofe  flatteries, 

Almo  ft  thofe  very  words,  my  conftancie 
What  goddefs  have  I not  been,  or  what  goodnefs  ? 

What  ftar  that  is  of  any  name  in  Heaven, 

Or  brightnefs  ? which  of  all  the  virtues 
( But  drunkennefs,  and  drubbing,  thy  two  morals) 

Have  not  I reach’d  to  ? what  Spring  was  ever  fvveeter  ? 
What  Scythian  fnow  fo  white?  what  cryftal  chafter? 

Is  not  thy  new  wife  now  the  fame  too  ? Hang  thee, 

Bafe  Bigamift,  thou  honor  of  ill  women. 

Cajia.  How’s  this?  O!  Fleaven  defend  me. 

Gab.  Thou  falt-itch, 

For  whom  no  cure  but  ever  burning  brimftone 
Can  be  imagin’d. 

Lav.  Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Gab.  Doft  thou  laugh,  thou  breaker 
Of  all  law,  all  religion,  of  all  faith 
Thou  Soule  contemner  ? 

Lav.  Peace,  thou  paltry  woman : 

And  fit  by  me.  Sweet. 

Gab.  By  the  Devil  ? 

Lav.  Come, 

And  lull  me  with  delights 
Gab.  It  works  amain  now. 

Lav.  Give  me  fuch  kilfes  as  the  Queen  of  fhaddws 
Gave  to  the  fleeping  boy  fhe  ftole  on  Latmus  ^ 

Look  round  about  in  fnakie  wreathes  clofe  folded, 

Thofe  rofie  arms  about  my  neck,  O ! Vemts. 

Gab.  Fear  not,  I fay. 

Lav.  Thou  admirable  fweetnefs, 

Diftill  thy  blcflings  like  thofe  filver  drops. 

That  falling  on  fair  grounds,  rife  all  in  rofes: 

Shoot  me  athoufand  darts  from  thofe  fair  eyes. 

And  through  my  heart  t ransfix ’em  all.  I’ll  ftand  ’em. 

Send  me  a thoiifand  finiles,  and  prefently 
I’ll  catch  ’em  in  mine  eyes,  and  by  Love’s  power 
Turn  ’em  to  Cupids  all,  and  fling  ’em  on  thee, 

How  high  (he  looks,  and  heavenly ! More  wine  for  me. 
Ga.  Give  him  more  wine,  and  good  friend  be  not  fearful. 
Lav.  Here  on  my  knee,  thou  Goddefs  of  delights, 

This  luftie  grape  1 offer  to  thy  Beauties-, 

See  how  it  leaps  to  view  that  perfect  rednefs 
That  dwels  upon  thy  lips : now,  how  it  blufhcs 
To  be  outblufl^’d.  Oh  ! let  me  feed  my  fancie. 

And  as  I hold  the  purple  god  in  one  hand 
Dancing  about  the  brim’d  and  proudly  fvvelling. 

Deck’d  in  the  pride  of  nature  young,  and  blowing , 

So  let  me  take  fair  Semele  in  the  other,  ^ ^ 

And  ling  the  loves  of  gods,  then  drink,  their  Neftar  s 
Not  yet  defir’d. 

Cajta.  Oh  ! 

Lav.  Then  like-luftie  Tarquin 
Turn’d  into  flames  with  Lucrece  coy  denyals, 

His  blood  and  fpirit  equally  ambitious, 

I force  thee  for  my  own. 

Cajia.  O help  me  Juftice : 

Help  me,  my  Chaftitie. 

Lav.  Now  I am  bravely  quarried.  Pefoht  above. 

Per.  ’Tis  my  Sifter. 


Cab.  No,  bawdy  Have,  no  Treacher,  fhe  is  notcarricc 
Per.  She’s  loolc again,  and  gone.  I’ll  keep  my  place ftil  • 
Mar.  Now  it  works  bravely:  Hand,  he  cannot  hurty^ 
Lav.  O my  fvvcct  Love,  my  life.  I/e  falls. 

dowHe.,  and  feels 

Mar.  He  finks. 

Lav.  My  blcfling, 

A-far.  So,  now  he  is  fafe  a while. 

Gab.  Lock  all  the  doors,  vvcndi. 

Then  for  my  wrongs. 

Per.  Now  I’ll  appear  to  know  all. 

Gab.  Be  quick,  quick,  good  Marie.,  fure  and  hidden. 

Per.  Stay,  I muft  in  firft. 

Gab.  O’  my  confcicncc  ! 

It  is  young  Perolet : Oh  my  flung  confcicncc  ! 

It  is  my  firft  and  nobleft  Love. 

Mar.  Leave  wondring, 

And  rccollc(ft  your  felf : the  man  is  living. 

Equally  wrong’d  as  you,  and  by  that  Devil, 

Per.  ’Tis  moft  true.  Lady  r your  unhappy  fortune 
I grieve  for  as  mine  own,  your  fault  forgive  too, 

If  it  be  one.  This  is  no  time  for  kilfo : 

I have  heard  all,  and  known  all,  which  mine  cars 
Are  crack'd  apicccs  with,  and  my  heart  perifli’d. 

I faw  him  in  your  chamber,  faw  his  fury. 

And  am  a fire  till  I have  found  his  heart  out. 

What  do  you  mean  to  do?  for  I’ll  make  one. 

Gab.  T o make  his  death  more  horrid  ( for  he  fhall  dye  ) 
Per.  He  mnft,  he  muft. 

Gab.  We’ll  watch  him  till  he  wakes, 

Then  bind  him,  and  then  torture  him. 

Per.  ’Tis  nothing. 

No,  take  him  dead  drunk  now  without  rcper  tance. 

His  leachcry  inleam’d  upon  him. 

Gab.  Excellent, 

Per.  ril  do  it  my  lelf  •,  and  when  ’tis  done,  provide  ye. 
For  we’ll  away  for  Italy  this  night. 

Cab.  We’ll  follow  thorow  all  hazards. 

Per.  Oh  falfeLord, 

Unmanly,  mifehievous^  how  I could  curfe  thee, 

But  that  but  blafts  thy  fame  -,  have  at  thy  heart,  fool ; 
Loop-holes  I'll  make  enough  to  let  thy  life  out. 

Lav.  Oh ! does  the  devil  ride  me  ? 

Per  Nay  then. 

Lav.  Murder. 

Nay,  then  take  my  fhare  too. 

Per.  Help^  oh!  he  hasflainme. 

Bloudy  intentions  muft  have  bloud. 

Lav.  Hah  ? 

Per.  Heaven. 

Gab.  He  finks,  he  finks,  for  ever  finks;  oh  fortune  ! 
Ohfbrrow!  how  like  leas  thou  floweft  upon  me? 

Here  will  1 dwell  for  ever.  Weep  Maria, 

Weep  this  young  man’s  misfortune : oh  thou  trueft  ! 

'Enter  Spirits 

lav.  What  have  I done  ? 

Spir.  That  that  has  mark’d  thy  foul  man. 

Lav.  And  art  thou  come  again  thou  difmal  fpirit? 

Spir..  Yes,  to  devour  thy  "laft. 

Lav.  Mercy  upon  thee, 

Spir.  Thy  hour  is  come:  fiicccfiion,  honor,  pleafure, 

And  alltheluftre  thou  fo  long  haft  look’d  'or 
Muft  here  have  end : Summon  thy  fins  before  thee. 

Lav.  Oh  my  affrighted  Ibul  1 
Spir.  There  lies  a black  one  •, 

Thy  own  belt  fervant  by  thy  own  hand  flain, 

Thy  drunkennefs  procur’d  it:  There’s  another: 

Think  of  fair  Gabriella,  there  fhe  weeps  3 
And  fuch  tears  are  not  loft. 

Lav.  Oh  milerable  1 
Spir.  Thy  foul  intention  to  the  virtuous 
Lav.  No  more,  no  more,  thou  wild-fire. 

A a a a Spir. 
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>r.T.  thy  laft  wife, 

1 hink  on  the  wrong  ihc  liiftcrs. 

! Ljv.  O iny  niifcric  . 

Cii ! whither  lhall  1 ftie? 

1 Sfir.  1 hou  halt  no  Faith,  fool. 

; Hcark  to  thy  knell.  Sings,  and  vaniJJ:es. 

Liz.  Millions  of  fins  mu  Iter  about  mine  eyes  now : 
Murders,  ambitions,  hilt,  fallc  faiths  ^ O liorror. 

In  wlnit  a Itormic  form  of  death  thou  rid’lt  now  ! 

Me  thinks  1 ice  all  tortures,  fires,  and  frolts. 

Deep  irnking  caves,  where  nothing  but  defpair  dwels, 

1 he  balcfull  birds  of  night  hovering  about  ’em^ 

A grave,  me  thinks,  now  opens,  and  a herfe 
Hung  with  my  Arms  tumbles  into  it ; oh  ! 

Oh  ! my  afiiided  foul ; I cannot  pray  v < 

And  tlie  leaf:  child  that  has  but,  goodnefs  in  him 
May  ftrike  my  head  off^  fo  ftupid  are  my  powers;, 
i’ll  lift  mine  eyes  up  though. 

Mjt.  Ceafe’thefe  laments. 

They  are  too  poor  for  vengeaance ; Lavall  lives  yet. 

C Then  thus  1 drie  all  forrows  from  thefe  eyes, 

Fury  and  rage  polfcfs ’em  now:  damn’d  divell. 

Lay.  Hah? 

OjI^.  This  for  young  Verolot. 

Lav.  O mercy,  mercy. 

Gab.  This  for  my  wrongs. 

Lav.  But  one  flioit  hour  to  cure  me. 

Knocks  within. 

Oh  be  not  cruell ; Oh!  oh, 

Mrfr.  Hcark,  they  knock. 

Make  haft  for  Heavens  fake,  Miftris. 

Gab.  This  for  Cajia. 

I.7r.  0h,0,  O,  O!  Hedies, 

liar.  He’s  dead : come  quickly,  let ’s  away  with  him, 
’T  will  be  too  late  elfe. 

Gab.  Help,  help  up  to  th’  chamber. 

Exeunt  with  Lavalls  body. 

Enter  Vuh^,  Hellena,  Gentile,  Cajia,  and  attendants. 
With  lights. 

Vukj.  What  frights  are  thefe? 

Gent.  I cm  fare  here ’s  one  pall  frighting. 

Bring  the  lights  neercr : I have  enough  alreadie. 

Out,  out,  mine  eyes.  Look,  Cajia. 

L>rrd.  ’ f is  young  Perolot, 

T>ukf.  When  came  he  over?  Hold  the  Gentlewoman, 
fne  finks  and  bear  her  off. 

Ca'l.  O my  dear  brother!  Exit. 

Gent.  There  is  a time  for  all  j for  me,  I hope,  too, 
And  very  iliortly.  Murdred  ? 

Gabriellj,  Maria,  with  Lavalls  body,  above. 

Tube.  Who ’s  above  there  ? 

C.ab.  Look  up,  and  fee. 

Duke.  What  may  this  mean  ? 

Gab.  Behold  it  •, 

Behold  the  drunken  murderer 

Of  that  young  Gcntlcm  an  ■,  behold  the  rankefl:. 

The  vilefl,  bafeft  flave  that  ever  flourifii’d. 

Vub^e.  Who  kill’d  him? 

Gab^  1 •,  and  there ’s  the  caufc  I did  it : 

Read,  if  your  eyes  will  give  you  leave. 

Well.  Oh  ! monfroi/s.  r i . 

Gab.  Nay,  outitfcall : there,  take  this  falfc  heart  toyc  j 
The  bafe  difhonor  of  a thoufiind  women : 

Ke.p  it  in  gold,  Duke,  ’tis  a precious  jewel. 

Nov.  to  my  fclf^  for  I have  liv’d  a fair  age, 

I by  fbmc  moneths  then  1 had  a mind  to. 

Dube.  Hold.  ..  A.  I 

Gab.  Here,  young  Perolot  ■,  my  firft  contracted 

Ti  ;c  love  fhall  never  go  alone. 

Duh-  Hold,  Gabriellj. 

I 'ilo  fon'ivc  all. 

Gab.  I Iba’d  die  the  better. 


Thus  let  me  leek  my  grave,  and  my  lhames  with  me. 

Mar.  Nor  fiialt  thou  go  alone  my  noble  Miitris  .* 

Why  Ihould  I live,  and  thou  dead  ? 

Lord.  Save  tlie  wench  there. 

Mar.  She  is,  I hope  y and  all  my  figs  here  written. 

T>t(ke.  This  w^as  a fatal  night,  u’  • 

Gent.  Heaven  has  his  working. 

Which  we  cannot  contend  againft. 

Viike.  Alas  ! 

Gent.  Your  Grace  has  your  alas  too, 

Vukf.  Would ’t  were  equal  y 
For  thou  haft  loft  an  honeft  noble  childe.  i ' 

Gent.  ’T  is  heir  enough  has  loft  a good  remembrance. 

Duke.  See  all  their  bodies  buried  clecently. 

Though  fome  deferv’d  it  not.  How  do  you,  L.ady  ? 

Hell.  Even  with  your  Graces  leave,  ripe  for  a Monafterie  y 
There  will  I wed  my  life  to  tears  and  prayers, 

And  never  know  what  man  is  more... 

Duke.  Your  plcafurey. 

How  does  the  maid  within  ? 

Lord.  She  is  gone  before.  Sir, 

The  fame  coiirfe  that  my  Lady  takes. 

Gent.  And  my  courfe  lhall  be  my  Beads  at  home  y lb 
Pleafe  your  Grace  to  give  me  leave  to  leave  the  Court. 

Duke.  In  peace.  Sir, 

And  take  my  love  along. 

Gent.  I lhall  pray  for  ye. 

Duk.e.  Now  to  our  felves  retire  we,  and  begin 
By  this  example  to  correfl  each  fin.  Exeunt. 

.■  Flourijh. 

King.  Em.  By  this  we  plainly  view  the  two  impofthumes 
That  choke  a kingdom.s  welfare  y Eafe,  and  Wantonnefs  y 
In  both  of  which  Lavall  was  capital : 

For  firft,  Eafe  ftole  away  his.minde  from  honor,  • ] 

■ That  active  noble  thoughts  had  kept  ftill  working,  j 
And  then  deliver’d  him  to  drink  and  women, 

Luft  and  outragious  riot  y and  what  their  ends  are,  ) 
How  infamous  and  foul,  we  fee  example.  * 

Therefore,  that  great  man  that  will  keep  his  name. 

And  gain  his  merit  out  of  Virtues  fchools, 

Muft  make  the  pleafures  of  the  world  his  fools. 

Elottrijh. 

r/;e  TRIUMPH. 

Enter  Mttjlcians : nextthens,VeYo\ot  with  the  wound 
he  died  with.  Then  Gabriel  la  and  Maria,  with  their 
wounds:  after  them,  four  Furies  with  Bannerets  in- 
crib'd R.evenge,Murder,  Luft:  and  Drunkennefs,  /?«g- 
ing.  Next  them,  Lavall  wounded.  Then  Chariot  with 
Death,  drawn  by  the  Dejiinies.  Flourijh, 

Enter  PROLOGUE. 

From  this  fad  fight  afeendyour  noble  eye. 

And  fee  old  Time  helping  triumphantly. 

Helping  his  Majier  Man  ; view  here  his  vanities 
And  fee  his  falje  friends  likg  thofe  glutted  flyes-) 
That  when  they  've  fuckt  their  fill,  fall  off,  and  fade 
From  all  remembrance  of  him,  lik^  a fiade. 

And  laji,  view  who  relieves  him  y and  that  gone. 
We  hope  your  favour,  and  our  Play  is  done, 

Flourifh. 

Enter  Anthropos,  Defire,  and  Vain  Delight  y Bounty. 

Ant.  What  haft  thou  done,  Defire,  and  how  imploy’d 
The  charge  I gave  thee,  about  levying  wealth 
For  our  fupplies? 


Define.  I 
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Vefire.  I have  done  all,  yet  nothing  : 

TriM  all,  and  all  my  ways,  yet  all  mifearried  ^ 

1 here  dwells  a Ibrdid  dulnefs  in  their  mindes 
I hou  Ion  of  earth,  colder  then  that  thou  art  made  of, 

I came  to  Crj/t,  found  all  his  hooks  about  him, 

And  all  his  nets  baited  and  Ict^  his  hie  felt 
And  greedie  Lucre  at  a ferioiis  conference 
Which  way  to  tie  the  world  within  their  flatutes; 

Bulincls  of  all  fidcs  and  of  all  torts  fwarming 
Like  Bees  broke  loofe  in  fiimmer  : 1 declared 
Your  will  and  want  together,  both  inforcing 
With  all  the  power  and  pains  I had,  to  reach  himi 
Yet  all  fell  fliort. 

A nth.  His  anfwcr. 

Defire.  This  he  gave  me. 

, Y our  wants  are  never  ending  •,  and  thoft  tupplies 
That  came  to  ftop  tliofe  breaches,  are  ever  lavilht 
Before  they  reach  the  main,  in  toys  and  trifles, 

Gew-gaws,  and  gilded  puppets:  Vain  delight 
He  fays  lias  ruin’d  ye,  v\'ith  clappiug  all 
I'hat  comes  in  for  lupport,  on  clothes,  and  Coaches, 
Periumes,  and  powder’d  pares:,  and  that  your  Miltris, 

The  Lady  Fkajitre^  like  a Tea  devours 

At  length  both  you  and  him  too.  If  you  have  houfes, 

Cr  land,  or  jewels,  for  good  pawn,  he’ll  hear  you. 

And  will  be  rcadie  to  fupplie  occafions  ^ 

, If  not,  he  locks  hit  ears  up,  and  grows  ftupid. 

From  him,  1 went  to  Fay.ity.  whom  1 found 
Attended  by  en  endlefs  troop  of  Tailors, 

Mercers,  F.mbroiderers,  Feather-makers,  Fumers, 

All  occupations  opening  like  a Mart, 

, That  lerve  to  rig  the  body  out  with  braverie  i 
i And  th’  row  the  roome  new  fafhions  flew  like  flyes, 

' In  thou  hand  gaudie  ibapes  •,  Pride  waiting  on  her. 

And  bufily  furveying  all  the  breaches 
> Time  and  delaying  Nature  had  wrought  in  her. 

Which  ftill  with  art  flie  piec’d  again,  and  Ihrengthened  • 

1 told  your  wants  ^ fhe  Ihew’d  me  gowns  and  head-tires, 
Imbroider’d  waftcoats,  fmocks  Team’d  thorow  with  cut- 
works. 

Scarfs,  mantles,  petticoats,  muffs,  powders,  paintings. 
Dogs,  monkeys,  parrots,  which  all  feemed  to  fliew  me 
The  way  her  money  went.  From  her  to  Pleafure 
I took  my  journey. 

Anth.  And  what  fays  our  beft  Miftris  ? 

Defire.  She  danc’d  me  out  this  anfwef  prefently  : 

Revels  and  Mafques  had  drawn  her  drie  alreadie. 

I met  old  Pime  too,  mowing  mankind  down. 

Who  fays  you  are  too  hot,  and  he  rnuft  purge  ye. 

Anth.  A cold  quietus.  Miferable  creatures. 

Born  to  fupport  and  beautifie  your  mafter. 

The  godlike  man,  fet  here  to  do  me  fervicc. 

The  children  of  my  will  i why,  or  how  dare  ye^ 

Created  to  my  ufe  alone,  difgrace  me  ? 

Beafls  have  more  courtifie  •,  they  live  about  me. 

Offering  their  warm  wooll  to  the  fhearers  hand. 

To  clothe  me  with  their  bodies  to  my  labours^ 

Nay,  even  their  lives  they  daily  facrifice^ 

1 And  proudly  prefs  with  garlands  to  the  altars. 

To  fill  the  g^s  oblations.  Birds  bow  to  me. 

Striking  their  downie  fails  to  do  me  fervice. 

Their  Tweet  airs  ever  ecchoing  to  mine  honor. 

And  to  my  reft  their  plumie  Tofts  they  fend  me< 

Fifhes,  and  plants,  and  all  where  life  inhabits. 

But  mine  own  curfed  kind,  obey  their  ruler  j 
Mine  have  forgot  me,  miferable  mine. 

Into  whofe  ftonie  hearts,  negled  of  dutie, 

Squint-ey’d  deceit,  and  lelf-love,  are  crept  clofely ; 

None  feel  my  wants,  not  one  mend  with  me. 

Defire.  None,  Sir.<’ 

Ant.  Thou  haft  forgot  ( Vefire  ) thy  beft  friend,  Flatterie  •, 
He  cannot  fail  me. 

Delight.  Fail  ? he  will  fell  himfelf. 

And  all  within  his  power,  clofe  to  his  skin  firft. 


Defire.  I thought  (b  too,  and  made  him  my  (irft  venture 
But  found  him  in  a young  Lords  ear  To  biific. 

So  like  a fmiling  Ihowr  pouring  his  foul 
In  at  his  portals,  his  face  in  a thoufand  figures 
Catching  the  vain  mind  of  the  men  : I pull’d  him. 

But  ftill  he  hung  like  birdlime  fpoke  unto  him, 

His  anlvver  ftill  was.  By  the  Lord,  fweet  Lord, 

And  By  my  foul,  thou  m'aftcr-piccc  of  honors 
Nothing  could  Have  him  off;  he  has  heard  your  flood’s  gone  ^ 
And  on  decaying  things  he  fcldom  (miles,  Sir. 

Anth.  Then  here  1 break  up  ftatc,  and  free  my  followers, 
Putting  my  fortune  now  to  T/wr,  and  Jufiice: 

Go  leek  new  mafters  now  j for  Anthropos 
Negledled  by  his  friends,  muft  feek  new  fortunes. 

Defiire.,  to  Avarice  I here  commend  thee. 

Where  thou  may’ll:  live  at  full  bent  of  thy  wifhes: 

And  Vain  Delight^  thou  feeder  of  my  follies 
With  light  fantafticknefs,  be  thou  in  favour. 

To  leave  thee,  Bountie^  my  moft  w'orthie  fervant. 

Troubles  me  more  then  my  own  niifery  ^ 

But  we  muft  part : go  plant  thy  felf,  my  beft  friend. 

In  honorable  hearts  that  truely  know  thee. 

And  there  live  ever  like  thy  felf,  a virtue : 

But  leave  this  place,  and  feck  the  Countrey, 

For  Law,  and  lull,  like  fire  lick  all  up  here. 

Now  none  but  Poverty  muft  follow  me, 

Defpis’d  patch’d  Poverty  *,  and  we  two  married, 

Will  feek  Simplicity.^  Content  and  Peace  out. 

Enter  Poverty. 

And  live  with  them  in  exile.  How  uncall’d  on  ’ 

My  true  friend  comes ! 

Poverty.  Here,  hold  thee,  Anthropos., 

Thou  arc  almoft  arm’d  at  reft  ^ put  th’s  on, 

A penitential  robe,  to  purge  thy  pkafiircs : 

Off  with  that  vanitie. 

Anth.  Here,  Vain  Delight., 

And  with  this  all  my  part,  to  thee  again 
Of  thee  I freely  render. 

Pov.  Take  this  ftaft  now. 

And  be  more  conftant  to  your  fteps  hereafter : 

The  ftafFis  Staidnejs  of  afe&ions. 

A way  you  painted  flyes,  that  with  mans  fummet 
Take  life  and  heat  buzzing  about  his  bloflbms  j 
When  growing  full,  ye  turn  to  Caterpillers, 

Gnawing  the  root  that  gave  you  life.  Fly  fhadows. 

Exeunt  deftre  and  delight. 
Now  to  Content  I’ll  give  thee,  Anthropos, 

To  Kefi  and  Peace : no  vanitie  dwells  there  ^ 

Define  and  Pleafure,  to  delude  thy  mind  more  ^ 

No  Flatteries  fmooth-fil’d  tongue  (hall  poifbn  thee. 

Anth.  O!  Jupiter,  if  1 iiaw  ~vcr  oficr’d 
Upon  thy  burning  Altars  but  one  Sacrifice 
Thou  and  thy  fair-ey’d  Juno  fmil’d  npon^ 

If  ever,  to  thine  honor,  bounteous  feafts, 

Where  all  thy  ftatuas  fweet  with  wine  and  incenfe. 

Have  by  the  Ton  of  earth  been  celebrated : 

Hear  me  ( the  child  of  lhame  now  ) hear  thou  helper. 
And  take  my  wrongs  into  thy  hands,  thou  juftice 
Done  by  unmindful  man,  unmerciful, 

Againft  his  mafter  done,  againft  thy  order  *, 

And  raife  again,  thou  father  of  all  honor, 

The  poor  defpis’d,  but  yet  thy  nobleft  creature. 

Raife  from  his  ruines  once  more  this  funk  Cedar, 

That  all  may  fear  thy  power,  and  I proclaim  it.  Exeunt. 

Jupiter  and  Mercury  defend feveraVy.  Trumpett 
fmall  above. 

Jup.  Ho ! Mercury,  my  winged  Ion. 

Mer.  Your  fervan’t. 

Jup.  Whofe  powerful  prayers  were  thole  that  reach’d 

four  ears, 

A a a a 2 


arm’d 
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\ Arm\rui  Uxin  polls  Oi'  pity  no. v ? j 

M;r.  Tlicliul  petitions 
rf  the  U'o.''\i:o:.  o;' earth,  the  go.l-!i'vC 
He  th.ii  h.i'  I well'd  your  lacred  lues  with  incenfe. 

Awl  ril'd  iponvom  Altars  a thouland  lieit'ersv 
He  that,  beiiviii'db)  and  P/e.i/;/)e, 

Pc/Tf  , Cr  ?r/,  b i ittery^  and  linooth  Hvpiicrifte  J 
Stands  no\v  de:pis’dand  ruin’d,  lef:;  co  Poj’-ny. 

I Jur.  It  mu  ft  not  be  he  was  no:  rais’d  for  mine  y 
j Nor  Ina’.l  thole  hands  heav’d  at  my  Altars,  periHi : 

; He  isournoblefc  creature.  Flee  to  T'/me, 

And  charge  him  prelently  rclcafe  the  bands 
Of  P,'vfrt\-  and  Jr.nit  this  fuitor  links  in: 

Tell  him,  among  the  Sun-burnt  Indians^ 

That  know  no  other  wealth  l>ut  Peace  and  pleafure, 

She  flialllind  golden  riuttts^  god  oi'  riches, 

W ho  idly  is  ador’d,  the  innocent  people 

Not  knowing  yet  w hat  power  and  weight  he  carries ; 

Bid  him  compellhim  to  his  right  life,  honor, 

And  prefentlvto  livewitli  Antbropos. 

It  is  our  Will.  Away. 

A/fr.  I do  obey  it. 

Jupiter  and  Mercury  afeend  again. 


Mnfick.  E/Ufr  Plutas,  with  a troogo/ Indians,  finging  and 
dancing  'trildly  absut  and  bowing  to  him  : which 

I ended^  Enter  Time. 

I T/Arf.Rifc,  and  away  •,  ’tis  Jyrex  command, 

Fltit.  1 will  not : 

Ye  havelbme  fool  to  furnilh  now-,  Ibme  Midas 
That  to  no  purpofe  1 muft  choak  with  riches. 

W ho  mull:  I goto? 

l ime.  To  the  Ion  of  earth  j 
He  wants  the  god  of  wealth. 

Tint.  Let  him  want  ftilT. 

I was  too  lately  w’ith  him,  almofi:  torn 
Into  ten  thoufand  pieces  by  his  followers: 

1 could  not  deep,  but  Craft  ov  Vanity 
W ere  filing  oft  my  fingers-,  noteat,  for  fear 
Pleafure  would  call:  her  felf  into  my  belly. 

And  there  furprize  my  heart. 

7//wf,  Thefe  haveforlaken  him: 

Make  hade  then,  thou  muft  with  me : be  not  angry. 

For  fear  a greater  anger  light  upon  thee. 

Pint.  I do  obey  then : but  change  my  figure  j 
For  w hen  1 willingly  befriend  a creature. 

Goodly,  and  full  of  glory  I fliew  to  him  -, 

! But  when  I am  compell’d,  old,  and  decrepid, 

1 halt,  and  hang  uponmyftafT.  Farewell,  friend's, 

1 will  not  be  long  from  ye  all  my  feryants 
I leave  among  ye  ftill,  and  my  chief  riches. 

Exeunt  Indians  dixnce, 

Oh7/»Jf,  what  innocence  dwellshere,  what  goodnefs! 
They  know  me  not,  nor  hurt  me  not,  yet  hug  me. 

Away,  I’ll  follow  thee : but  not  too  fall:,  Time. 

Etr.eunt  Plutus  <?WTimc. 

Enter  Antbropos-,  Honefy,  Simplicity.,  Humility.,  Poverty. 

Elumil.  Man,  l>enot  fad,  nor  let  this  divorce 
From  Mundiis^  and  his  many  ways  of  pleafure, 

( AfP.in  thy  Ipirits  -,  which  (onfidcr  d rightly 
! W i:h  inward  eyes,  makes  thee  arrive  at  happy, 
i P,.v.  For  now  what  danger  or  deceit  can  reach  thee? 
i W hat  matter  left  for  Craft  or  Covetize 
i To  plot  againlf  thee?  what  Vefre  to  burn  thee? 
j Hm'ii.  Oh  Ton  of  earth,  let  Honejiy  poftefs  thccj 
as  thou  waft  intended,  like  thy  Maker  ^ 

! Sc^  tuoroA-  thofe  gawdy  fhadows,  that  like  dreams 
I Ha  e d.vdt  upon  thcc  long : call  up  thy  goodnefs, 

'I  hv  n-'irv'l  and  man  with  thee,  that  lie  Ihipwrack’d, 

And  tl.  enhov;  thin  and  vain  thefe  fond [aftedions. 


How  lame  this  worldly  love,  how  lump-like  raw 
And  ill  digefted  all  thefe  vanities 
W ill  Ihew,  let  Keafun  ttW  thee, 

Simpl.  Crown  thy  mind 

Wdth  that  above  the  w’orlds  wealth,  joyful  fuff’ring. 

And  truly  be  the  mailer  of  thy  lelf. 

Wdfich  is  the  nobleft  Empire and  there  Hand 
The  thing  thou  Wert  ordain’d,  and  fet  to  govern. 

Pov.  Come,  let  us  ling  the  worlds  lliame  ; hear  us,  An- 
tbropos. 

Song:  And  then  Enter  Time  Plutus. 


Hon.  Away  j we  are  betrayd. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Poverty. 

lime.  Get  thou  too  after. 

Thou  needy  bare  companion  -,  go  for  ever. 

For  ever,  I conjure  thee : make  no  anfwer. 

Exit  Poverty. 

Antb.  Whatmak’ft  thou  here,  7/we?  thou  that  to  this 
Minute,  never  ftood  ftill  by  me  E 
Time,  I have  brought  thee  fuccour  *, 

And  now  catch  hold,  I am  thine  : The  god  of  riches 
(Compell’d  by  him  that faw  thy  miferies. 

The  ever  juft  and  wakeful  Jove.,  at  length  ) 

Is  come  unto  thee : ufe  him  as  thine  own  -, 

For  *tis  the  doom  of  Heaven : he  muft  <5bey  thee. 

Antb.  Have  I found  pity  then  ? 
lime.  Thou  haft-,  and  y«jf/ce 
Againft  thofe  falle  leducers  of  thine  honor : 

Come,  give  him  prefent  helps. 

Exit  Time. 

Jnduftry  and  the  Arts  difeovered. 

Plut.  Come  Induftry, 

Thou  friend  of  life  i and  next  to  thee,  rife  Labour-, 

Plutus  Jiampj.  Labour 
Rile  prelently:  and  now  to  your  employments  j 
But  firft  conduct  this  mortal  to  the  rock. 

They  carry  Anthropos  to  a Kock^ 
and  fall  a dhtrincr. 

What  feeft  thou  now? 

Plutus  /?r%x  the  Rocl{„ 
and  flames  flie  out. 

Antb.  A glorious  Mine  of  Metal. 

Oh  Jupiter,  my  thanks.. 

Plut.  Tome  a little. 

Antb.  And  to  the  god  of  wealth,  my  Sacrifice. 

Plut.  Nay,  then  I am  rewarded.  Take  heed  now,  Son, 
You  are  afloat  again,  letPiMundus  catch  ye. 

Antb.  Neve  betray  me  more. 

Plut.  I muft  to  India, 

From  whence  I came,  where  my  main  wealth  lies  buried. 
And  thefe  muft  with  me.  Take  that  Book  and  Mattock, 
And  by  thole,  knowto  live  again. 

Exeunt  Plutus,  Induftry,  Labour,  &t. 

Antb.  I lhall  do. 

Enter  Fame  founding, 

(jhropoi 

Fame.  Thorow  all  the  world,  the  fortune  of  great  An, 
Be  knotvn  and  wonder’d  at  s his  riches  envy’d 
As  far  as  Sun  or  Time  isj  his  power  fear’d  too. 

Exeunt, 

Ml^SICK. 


Enter  Delight,  Pleafure,  Lucre,  Craft,  Vanity,  &c.  dan- 
cing ( and  Masqu^d)  towards  the  Rocl{,  ofsring  fervice 
to  Anthropos.  Mercury  from  above.  Muficl{^  beard.  One 
half  of  a cloud  drawn.  Singers  are  difeovered  : then  the 
other  half  drawn.  ^\sflltQTjeenin  ghry. 

Mctj.  Take  heed,  weak  man , thofe  are  the  fins  that 
funk  thee  : 


Truf 


Four  Flayes^  or  Morall'ReprcJentalions,  in  one. 


T'ruft  ’em  no  more  : kneel,  and  give  thanks  to  Jupiter. 
Amh.  Oh  mighty  power! 

Jup.  Unmask,  ye  giJdcd  poifbns: 

Now  iooie  upon ’em,  Ion  of  earth,  and  fliamc  ’em*, 
Now  fee  the  faces  of  thy  evil  Angels, 

Lead  ’em  to  7/w',  and  lee  ’em  fil?  his  Triumph : 

Their  memories  be  here  forgot  Ibr  ever. 

Antb.  Ohjult  great  god  I how  many  lives  of  iendee. 
What  ages  only  given  to  thine  honor. 

What  infinites  of  vows,  and  holy  prayers, 

Can  pay  my  thanks  ? 

Jttp.  Rife  up : and  to  afliire  thee 
That  never  more  thoufiialt  feel  want.  Strike  Mercury. 
Strike  him  ^ and  by  that  ftroke  he  fiiall  for  ever 
Live  in  that  rock  of  Gold,  and  ftill  enjoy  it. 

Be’t  done,  I fay.  Now  fing  in  honor  of  him. 


. . 


SON  G. 

Enter  the'Triitmph.  Firft^lhe  A'fuficians  : //>.*»  Vain  Delight, 
Plcafure,  Craft,  Lucre,  Vanity,  and  other  of  the  p'icn  : 
1 he n j Chariot  rvith  the  perfon  of  T\n\Q  fitting  m 
drawn  hy  four  perfon reprefenthig  Hourly 

Exeunt.  Fhunjh. 

King.  Em.  By  this  vve  note  (fwcet-heart ) in  Kings 

fand  Princes 

A weaknefs,  even  in  fpitc  of  all  their  wifdoms. 

And  olten  to  be  mallcr’d  by  abufes : 

Our  natures  here  dcicrib’d  too,  and  what  humors 
Prevail  above  our  Reafbns  to  undo  us. 

But  this  the  laft  and  belt.  When  no  friend  ftands, 

The  gods  are  merciful,  and  lend  their  hands. 

Flourijh. 


Epilogue 


Om?  as  the  Husbandman^  iisihofe  Cojls  and  T^airi; 
Whofe  Hopes  and  Helps  lie  buried  in  his  (jrahi 
_ j IVaiting  a happy  Spring  to  ripen  full 
His  longd^for  Harve(l,  to  the  Reapers  pull- 
Stand  w expe3ing^  having  fown  our  (f  round 
Withfo  much  charge  ^ the  fruit  fulnefs  not  found") 

The  Harvejl  of  our  Labours : For  v^e  J^otp 
You  are  our  Spring  • and  Vi>hen  you  f mile y noegrorsfl 
3for  Charge  nor  Fainy  (hall  bind  us  from  your  TleafureSi 
So  you- but  lend  your  hands  io  fll  our  Mea fur  esi 


FINIS. 


• f 


‘k,* 


A 

i 


,1 


< 


\ 


• -• 


-i 


•<  ^• 


.'>r 


■ . s 


-V  ^ ‘ 

,'T 


(.;• 


iV.:  ■• 


r 


) ■ ■ ' V. 

> .■. 


■,  A ' 


t.- 


^4.  ’J  ,.T 

/..)  xl'\-A\\\v:vsrA’' Vi\  Vw.^ 

t \ _ * ' **  i 

\i\u>vu3-  '^'■n'  Z^'-X  '-\\\::  'A  \v.\^'i  '< 

» * ' < > lit  , ^ t • . 

^imk  r^s  *'•  "V* : i«-.:  .a  , kpauVi  ‘'4  .. 

f . ^ ' V 

c%'iO‘v>^  vit  ^'A\'Av\  v.u(^  h^Cv^'f ':. V . . 'UVO'^  a-'V 

y\u\ujv\:  ■ ‘uv^'t..  Vtv.i  "^\r;V^\  a*av:/"v  vaV) 

.K\  ^ V VrA  i‘iv»'<  , - A 


P. 


I H ] H 


K 


I 'V 


ilm 


■vir, 


m 


I'll 


)?■  •'  r-  ' '■ 

■■  ',r¥  ^ 

■Vh'  • -rjrfj;;,;  ■|||^.;  ■■ , 


juf 


r^-‘.,T'-t'' 


.1 » 


■*V''  '^^-■'v^ 


\i.  /■  ' ’ '*  ■■'  '*  • v.'ivA 


,,i  :'i 


<»•'*■.  'V 


P':i  •. 


r«*  ’-  ■>'  <,' ' 


'iVr 


• 'rfl 


rC';*' 


Jrj 

■t>-v 

r •' J 

• ‘ ‘ii 

• »v  * • 

J ' 

' *rj6f  1 

p.  ..•  fw’4, 


I i,i- : 

' . . >*> 


iTU:' 


''u 


... 


4’/-. 


■I M 


> a ■ >"■  V.  . V 


W't 


6’»r\i 


}■' 


iV 


*.'i/ 


‘L^ 


*y' 


,’A  '■■•'•y  ■•■•'■  •■ 


j >.  ■ 


JW 


.V  Hi 


>•:  S'. 


wm 


VX 


* i 


m 


p7 

' '^  . ■ V . /■  ' ' ' , •]'  'I'*'  ' i» 


• A ‘ 

.••■■v»V''  ' fivr. 

‘Si  ^ 

..  mi  '.■  ■■ 


f 


i',r»' 


l>'-% 


kH.  vJ'ii;'' I r 


!;■ , ? • 


'■y# 


'*,  >. 


>.  ■vvfJJ-MV''?'. 
''  ‘.Vi )?.' 


Ir.: 


. <iW‘i’ 


■ ;■, ',f  ■ 


35^ 


-V'/,''  ,S'  »i 

■'„wv 


"MW 


!s;fwW,' 


■,f 


‘ya 

rn;*  'll  '’• 


.•  ^ 


kH 


j .*■-%  *,  .j  •■  '.‘r 

fi'.j  . ‘ 


V**™ 


'■  f /■fp  ' ■'fll 


*14?‘;  I I I 


if.' 


}h^  libK.  , € ' 


r.-.-S! 


J I pi  1 .11?  I. 

>S,fT  M si. 


•VV^  l T I >•• 


, ' ■ ■■  ij  j ■ .'P  ^ ^ '' 


$ 


S',  ■■  ;«•>• , 0'  ■ - ■ '’  ? ■ • , 


■■■  ’■■ -Ms: 


vri 


. ’*^^''>4-  w*’ 

,<'  , ( ^, 


■ ^ ■ "'■  V. ' • ' 'n.': v-^r*R  ; ,r' : -^S:^’- 


• i 


; * •>  // 

• 


■*  ■ , *:•  ■ -A.'  * 


lltp 

^ ■■'  ■*  .5' 

^ 'J,  ■ ',  ’ 


*v» 

:'\„- 


■V 


n 


^'.  ^'''i4'‘'  > 'I  * ' ' '»■  i 4 ' ■*^"  ' ji^jn 

\ 'W^  :.'"^i^i  ' ■■'  J'M' 

r'j  ;.  ''■•■’■"  r > ••  ' >3-  *■•  *"  '•.  -i  sn  -‘  ; ■, 

^'.f  '■. ‘.’m,.  ."!*'! 


.'■  . 

^ • 

1 .-;! 
■ ■ .*~\ 

■ *,  • 

’g»i  * ' • 

' .'  ./»V 

'‘:iVu'V 

,>'*■'  , 

-;-^r 

:r‘ 


}.  ^1  ..1  ;,r  • 

1^.  ..  ^ A.' 


r 

Vn' 

i.v 


^•4"i^ ' y 


m^  r .V-  , 

^ ^ '',4^  ■>: 

*.»i  *•  .■  ■'  '...•.  : ' 


7 .' •'  '■(fc  > '•' , ''S'?' I ■’■"■,  ■ ■"'■■'SS  ■ '■  ..v'#  7''“ 13 

r '-;.  jVV  V-  ' ■’  7 ■ ' V 'v-  s ’<  '•  - ' W 

H^H'  ',v  ’j  . t ••  • >;* ■ ;»' 


■ ‘ ■ 'V 


I- .Hi  -■■y^f;^: 


' * fi 


K 


ly 


-e , / 


-i  V 

'■-.74>*’  , 


•■'  ' ,■  '#-i7vt7S  V*':-.  ; 

' ' i 7V  -V, 

SiHI: '.  ■ •.._l. 


7’ s ■■  ■'.‘■j 


i JMMHHl'  *^  ■■  ■ ' t0*  ' ■>  r Mo:  ii 


ri^ 


A'i  ' 


‘ 4:  ■ 


•>' 


aS'^  4ilLL-  ,.,;  '$3  ■■ 


tMf 


